
January 28, 2014 

On Monday morning, I remember putting my wedding band and engagement ring on right before I left 

the house.  By the time I got to the school and sat down at my desk 30 minutes later, I noticed that my 

engagement ring was no longer on my finger.  In a panic, I searched all around my desk, in my pockets, and traced 

my footsteps back to my car.  Over the next three days, I spent every morning and evening searching for the ring in 

obscure places in my house, all of the pockets of my bags and articles of clothing, every crevice in my car, and in 

the grass that I had walked through that morning on the way into the building.  

 Britain is one of my eighth grade math students and I knew that he was great at hunting for things with 

his metal detector.  After all, I had witnessed him recover a sentimental ring that belonged to one of the seventh 

graders just a couple months ago.  I told all my classes on Monday that I was looking for my ring, so that they could 

be on the lookout at school and in my classroom.  At that point, Britain became interested in helping me look for it 

in the patch of grass that I had walked through that morning. He told me that he would be able to bring his metal 

detector up to the school on Friday afternoon to do a search. I did not know exactly where it had fallen off, but we 

had freezing temperatures that morning, so I thought there was a good chance I had lost it in my route from the 

car to the building.  As the days passed, I was beginning to feel that Britain’s search was my “last hope” at finding 

the ring. If he did not find it on Friday, we would file an insurance claim for the lost ring.  

 That Thursday afternoon, I was at our school’s basketball game taking pictures for the yearbook. I 

received a picture text message from one of my colleagues of Britain holding something shiny, so I jumped into my 

car and pulled into the school parking lot.  Words can’t express the excitement I felt when Britain returned my ring 

to me that afternoon.  After all, I was not even certain of where I had lost it. He is definitely the hero of the story! I 

am so thankful for Britain and his dad taking their time to come up to the school after hours and look for my ring.  I 

would never have found the ring if it weren’t for Britain! Thank you!!  
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