
April 28, 2026 
 
Senate Finance Committee  
 
 
Dear Chair Marty and members of the Senate Finance Committee: 
 
I’m a mom of two third students that attend Annunciation Catholic School. August 27th has 
forever changed our family and our community. I’m writing to share my support of SF3655, a 
broad package that invests in gun violence prevention, school safety, and responsible firearm 
ownership. 
 
The morning started like every other morning when you have school aged children, slightly 
messy, chaotic, and feeling a bit rushed.  My sixteen year old had not taken his driver’s exam 
yet, so I drove him over to CDH in St Paul. I was feeling poorly, so I called in sick and my plan 
was to make a cup of tea and rest as much as possible before picking up the twins mid 
afternoon.  My home is near Diamond Lake. I parked the car in the garage, set my phone on the 
charger, and let the dogs out into the backyard.  I stepped out into the backyard a moment later 
and that’s when I heard it.   
 
Sirens.  From every direction.  I thought there must have been a pretty bad accident on 62- 
even though I could hear the sirens coming off of 35W as well.  I stood there for a few more 
minutes and the sirens didn’t dissipate.  I went inside and picked up my phone.  In the few 
moments I had been outside I have 20+ new text messages.  Screen shots of other grade mom 
chats, and absolute panicked parents trying to all communicate simultaneously. 
 
After working in a hospital setting for almost a decade I find I rarely panic and the next few 
minutes were the slowest of my life.  I threw on a sweatshirt and grabbed my keys, plotting my 
route because I assumed the freeway bridges would be blocked.  I called my exhusband who 
answered “hey, can I call you right back?”  I said, “No.  Something happened at the twins’ 
school- I think it was a shooting.”  I heard his chair scrape as he rushed to leave.  I later found 
out he was at a coffee shop and in his rush, left everything he was working on there.   
 
As I drove I kept thinking that maybe it wasn’t going to be too bad.  When I got within a few 
blocks of school and started seeing police vehicles blocking intersections I knew this was bad. 
 
I would imagine many of the people that may read this are parents.  I don’t know if I can 
properly convey the feeling of absolute terror and surreality that takes over when you are 
walking towards your school, a place of safety, trust, and community: and you see small groups 
of children that are positively terrified.  Some crying, some barely doing anything- basically shell 
shocked.  The first adult I see is my son’s teacher.  I asked if she’s seen him.  Her whole body 
drooped as she mouthed with hardly any sound “No.”  I have never felt my entire body do what I 
can only describe as cold, cold reality of what happened and that I was absolutely unable to 
control anything that may or may not have happened to my kids. 



 
In the chaos, lots of kids and teachers were at different meeting points around the school, so I 
went to the next closest one; the CrossFit gym.  There I spoke to Fletcher’s brother, who told me 
he had seen my son, but not my daughter.  He asked about Fletcher, I told him I didn’t know. I 
went back to school.  At this point a lot more parents were arriving and the fear and confusion 
was palpable.  Throughout this, I was on my family group chat.  Both my parents, who lived an 
hour away, dropped everything and started driving to the cities. Surrounding all the parents who 
are waiting outside there are now police officers in full tactical gear everywhere.   
 
We find out that the majority of the kids are in the gym.  I get a text from a parent who was 
volunteering at school that day that both of my children are in the gym, unharmed.  I did not feel 
relieved.  I find their dad around this time and we hugged tightly while he cried.  I told him that 
they are alive and unharmed.   
 
I hope you can take a minute to appreciate that those are words no parent should ever say in an 
elementary school parking lot, surrounded by police in full tactical gear. 
 
I could literally go on for pages and pages about what happened after these ninety minutes I 
have just described.  How my kids, both over 100 pounds leaped into my arms, sobbing when 
we were finally allowed into the gym.  The hysterical giggles of shock when my daughter looked 
down and realized her uniform had a fine spray of another child’s blood all across her uniform. 
How she still crawls into my bed every night. How scary loud or sudden noises are.  How when 
we walked in the house the dog met us, sniffed me and started shaking in terror at the smells on 
our bodies.  How difficult answering the question “Why?” Is.  And most importantly, how these 
two minutes of violence have made me a liar; because now my children know that regardless of 
what their dad and I say, we cannot actually protect them— even when we promise we always 
will. 
 
You have a chance this session to make sure no other children have to go through what mine 
have. I know you, like me, care deeply about protecting Minnesota kids, and this is an 
opportunity for you to make Minnesota a safer place for all of our children. This bill invests in 
gun violence prevention, responsible firearm ownership, and school safety.  
 
I hope you will join me and other Annunciation families by spreading light and voting yes on 
SF3655.  
 
Sincerely, 
 
Johnay Frandsen 
 


