One Year Later

Kian Movasagi was one of the lucky ones:
He survived last year’s notorious Capitol Hill
shooting where six teens were killed.

[t’s been a year of physical and mental

challenges for him, but also one of surprising

discoveries, as outreach and support

has poured in from around the country
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ONE YEAR AFTER

THE CAPITOL HILL
SHOOTINGS SURVIVOR
KIAN MOVASAGI IS
STILL HEALING-AND
TRYING TO FIND

WAYS TO HELP
OTHERS RECOVER
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and recording spaces at SeaReal Records—a windowless Belltown
hip-hop recording studio with plush furnishings, a framed music
award along a narrow hallway and an engineer leaning over a
soundboard. Dressed in a brown T-shirt, baggy cargo pants and
sneakers, Movasagi, tall and lean with bushy brown hair, is a
snapshot of youth: endless energy and breathless enchusiasm for
music and video games.

On this day, the only thing that seems to set him apart from his
peers is a svelte black cast that keeps his right arm ar a 90-degree
angle. Moments later, as he settles into a sofa next to his mother,
Dagmar Glier, he lifts his T-shirt to reveal another difference: marks
from a shotgun blast that left ashy, quarter-sized scars on his stom-
ach and on his right leg.

That Movasagi is alive is a miracle.

A year ago, on the morning of March 25, 28-year-old Kyle Huff
opened fire on a houseful of young people settling in after a rave
and after-hours party on Capitol Hill. Huff, a burly, 6-foot-5-inch,
rural Montana transplant, was armed with a handgun, pistol-grip
shotgun and bandoliers of ammunition. Six victims died: Melissa
Moore, 14; Suzanne Thorne, 15; Christopher Williamson, 21;
Justin Schwartz, 22; Jeremy Martin, 26; and Jason Travers, 32.
Huff also died after turning the gun on himself as a police offi-
cer approached him outside the house. Two people, including
Movasagi, were wounded and survived (the other survivor has not
been publicly identified).

Images of that morning are now iconic and familiar to most
Seattleites: a sky-blue Craftsman-style home at the corner of 215t
and Republican, roped off by yellow police tape; medical exam-
iners in puffy white Tyvek suits snapping photographs of bodies
shielded by shrubs; a front door splintered by shotgun fire; Huff’s
(in hindsight, at least) villainous coal-colored and window-tinted
Dodge truck parked a block away; the word “NOW” spray-painted
moments before the murder by Huff along sidewalks and steps
leading up to the home; Huff, stalking terrified victims through-
out the house, allegedly shouting, “I've got enough ammunition
for everyone!”; a swimming pool with water the same blue as that
Capitol Hill house just outside a three-story, tan-and-beige
Northgate apartment complex where Huff and his twin brother,
Kane, shared a residence; and a single sheet of paper with a
crooked, block-lettered message believed to be written by Kyle to
his brother, describing the gunman’s motives for murder.

The murders shartered families whose loved ones died inside the
house, shook an entire city and traumarized the peace-loving rave com-
munity, which prides itself on openness and acceptance of others.
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For Movasagi, on a personal level, the aftermath of March 25
has meant a lengthy rehabilitation that continues today and a per-
manent disability—burt also the unexpected discovery of outreach

and support that has spanned across the United States.

WHEN MOVASAGI THINKS back on March 25, a chipped,
eggshell-colored pillar on the front porch is what he remembers.
“The last thought in my mind was that I was going to get shot,”
says Movasagi, as he recalls the seconds leading up to the explo-
sion of violence. He rc[:l_vs events with a calm detachment, as if
he’s recapping a movie. “My first thought was he’s got some crazy
costume and some crazy guns to go along with it. I did not think

he was going to shoot us.”
Movasagi was wrong. Two people were shot dead on the porch
in front of Movasagi. Seconds later, Movasagi was shot by Huff
from just 5 feet away. “There was a pil-
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on the porch to aim at me and shoot. 1

heard the gun and felt a tremendous
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Movasagi, still in shock and what he

described as a “fight or flight mode,”
staggered into the kitchen. His right

side bloodied by the shotgun blast, he
started to explain to others that a

shooter was inside the house. Before he

could finish, more shots were fired, and

people scrambled out a back door.

Movasagi followed them into the back-

yard and watched as they raced

climb over a fence. “They wanted to gert as far away from the house
now, obviously,” he explains. “I didn’t know how bad my injuries
were, but I knew I couldn’t follow them. I'm not going to try to
hop over the fence with one good arm.” Instead, he sneaked around
the side of the house where he found two people dialing cell
phones. A third person sat nearby holding his stomach, blasted
by Huff’s shotgun.

“I've got to get out of here,” Movasagi told the other reenager.
“Do you want to come?”

“I can’t,” he replied.

Today, Movasagi is uncertain if the young man, a stranger, sur-
vived. “There were three survivors, and one person died on the

MARCH 2007 seattle 105




e
A119CC
-
Mournin Lheir chll?lr ;
two mat ery jearc Tot peace
amid profound loss

3 1
REGULARLY VISIT HER.
OPPOSITE, A LIFE LOST,
SUZANNE THORNE




hands with 80-year-old ladies and crying with them. [ never saw
anything but total love among those kids,” she says. And ar the
Evergreen-Washelli Cemetery, the caretaker has told her of a swell
of young people who visit Christopher’s grave. “The woman who
works there told me he has more visitors than anybody,”
Williamson says.

She found her son’s MySpace page, where ravers posted messages,
and learned he was a father figure of sorts with “Deacon” as his
nickname; it fit his role in the rave community and in their church,

where he was a deacon.

One posting tells of a girl whose stepfather molested her; she/

turned to Christopher for help. A homeless young person who was
a friend of Christopher’s, who would have called her son, phoned
Sandra instead: Someone had put a knife to his neck, and police
called to ask if she would help. “I had never met this kid, but he
knew Christopher,” Williamson recalls. “I gave him some money
and took him some of Christopher’s clothes.” Messages from other

young people told of how Christopher offered food, clothing and!

the little money he earned working part-time at a Fred Meyer store
in Lake Ciry.

Williamson now has a MySpace page where she communicates
with dozens of local ravers and friends of her late son. She has also
chaperoned at local raves and provided water and refreshments.
And she wears “candy,” the brightly colored bracelets popular with
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EMBRACING SPIRITUALITY HAS HELPED
NANCIE THORNE COPE WITH HER LOSS;
SHE MAKES AND GIVES AWAY BEAD
BRACELETS WITH POSITIVE MESSAGES

ravers, given to her by members of the
rave community. She’s quick to defend
the safety of these all-night parties,
even before Huff came on the scene.
Adults regularly chaperoned the raves,
she says, and visitors were checked for
weapons with security wands.

She offers this assessment of the rave
community a year after the murders:

Her son
was more
outgoing
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“They are concerned,” she says. Huff
brought doubt and suspicions into
their world. “In the rave communiry,
. there’s no fighting or arguing. There is
118 nothing but love and friendship. There

aren’t any problems or confrontations.

NEw. At
memorial,
500, people
packec

a North
Seattle
church.

They never had to be on guard [before]
or worry about anything.”

THORNE HAS ALSO struggled with
depression in the last year. Over coffee
at the café inside Elliott Bay Book Company in Pioneer Square on
a Sunday afternoon last fall, she spoke while still trying to accept
the loss of her daughter. A slender woman with short red hair, she
said the media atrention immediately after the shootings was intru-
sive; TV news vans were parked outside the Bellevue home she shares
with her two other daughters.

Her buoy has been spirituality—specifically Buddhism, reincar-
nation and kindness toward others, interests she shared with
Suzanne but only fully embraced recently. She and Suzanne began
sharing this spiritual connection when Suzanne was 8, after view-
ing a video of the film Gandhi together. “She understood the entire

movie and the concepts of how we create violence through vio-
lent actions, and how we can really change things in a certain way.”

Suzanne became a Gandhi enthusiast. “And although she was
still a normal kid and we had our disagreements and she had scuff’
going on that kids have, she always remembered the thing about
Gandhi,” says Thorne. “She said sometimes when things got really
confusing for her, she would try to imagine what Gandhi would
do and how he would respond to it.”

Suzanne occupies the 17 seconds that Thorne takes every day to
pause and change her energy in a positive way; it's a strategy she
adopted months after the murders, on the recommendation of a
psychiatrist, initially with some skepticism. “He told me that if |
would do that for 17 seconds every day, a lot of this grief and the
deep shock that really pulls you down after a trauma like that would
probably start to blow off and things would change for me,” she

explains. “I started creating a world full of joy because I had lost
touch with my joy and creativity, and it started to work. And what
I found was happening was that it wasn't just 17 seconds a day that
I could be in that space.” She adds, “It didn’t completely take every-
thing away, but that center in myself kind of redeveloped.”

Suzanne’s spirit and energy also exist in the bracelets Thorne has
started to create in her honor, The colorful braids of beads, pop-
ular among Suzanne’s peers in the rave community, carry single-
word positive messages: Magic, Honor, Freedom, Sacred, Release.
She gives them to her colleagues at Boeing, her daughter’s friends
and complete strangers, and encourages them to also pause 17 sec-
onds each day to think positively.

“The loss is always going to be there,” she adds. “I don’t know how
I would disconnect from it. Itis a defining thing. It’s a real life-chang-
ing thing. [t wasn't in my plans. I've had to redefine myself.” @
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THE LONG GOODBYE

A temporary memorial goes up in smoke

LAST SPRING, A GROUP OF around 200 Seattle artists and oth-
ers gathered at Miller Community Center, a few blocks away from
the Capitol Hill murders, for a trek to Seattle Center. They car-
ried pieces of an art installation that would be erected to honor
the people killed in the Capitol Hill massacre.

The idea was born just days after the murders, says Amani Ellen
Loutfy, when a handful of artists gathered for a barbecue.
According to Loutfy, an artist and board member of Ignition NW—
part of the Burning Man regional network—the murders weighed
heavily on everyone's minds. Designing and building a temporary
memorial was a chance to focus a community's grief on the event
that shattered a city, says Loutfy, who has a hardbound book filled
with photographs that document the creation, construction and
eventual destruction of an art project.

A town hall meeting to discuss the idea drew 150; an informal
collective of artists was created and named—-Seattle Memorial
Temple Crew—-and members began to brainstorm a design that
would be called the Temple of Light. A variety of communities
and individuals contributed to fund-raising.

The finished installation, a wooden temple, stood 25 feet high
at the foot of the Space Needle from July 30 to August 17. The
temple was ringed by six benches representing the victims shot
inside the house, and seven glass sculptures in the center
depicted either a serpent or a heart, depending on viewing angle.
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THE MEMORIAL TO THE SHOOTING VICTIMS AT SEATTLE CENTER. THE MEMORI-

AL, AND A DOOR WITH BULLET HOLES (LEFT), WERE TAKEN TO BURNING MAN

Intricate lotus signs adorned the temple, and an adjacent gate-
like structure was covered in messages, photos and notes tacked
on by visitors (so many were left, in fact, that it collapsed).

One design aspect drew much debate among artists: Kyle Huff's
inclusion,

"At first, there were reservations about us representing the
killer,” says Loutfy. “But what would we look back on? Would we
rather look back on being more openhearted or less? In a weird
way, without [Kyle Huffl, this wouldn't be possible. And | really
felt for his family. His parents are also grieving.”

In the end, the memorial-along with a bullet-riddled door
taken from inside the house-was transported to Burning Man
in August, where it was set on fire in the hopes of releasing all
the grief it carried.

Nancie Thorne carried one of the temple's benches represent-
ing her 15-year-old daughter, Suzanne, from Capitol Hill to Seattle
Center. “It was just such a beautiful thing for those people to do,"”
she says. "l think it was a statement to who these children were.
If we look at them as children who sacrificed their lives so we
could grow, that temple was just a perfect way to acknowledge
that...And | really liked the concept of burning that because it
was sort of taking away the grief. It was beyond words." .M.
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