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CAST        DESCRIPTION                   AGE      GENDER
GIRL        SCHOOL SHOOTING WITNESS        16        F

SETTING
CLASSROOM

TIME
THE PRESENT



AT RISE:

A girl sitting alone in a chair, dressed in black, 

the stage black. She is illuminated by a single 

spotlight. Her head is down, eyes are closed. 

She takes a deep breath and looks up, her eyes 

ringed with sadness.

GIRL
You know, you never think about these things like this until they happen to you. As 

lame as that may sound, it’s true. This is the kind of thing I never thought would happen 

here. This sort of thing happens elsewhere, it doesn't happen HERE. This is a nice town, 

this is a GOOD school. Who does this? What kind of worthless coward comes into a 

school with a gun and starts shooting? How does that kind of person even GET a gun? 

None of this makes any sense, it doesn't make any GOD DAMN SENSE!

She slams a fist on her thigh and winces a little. 

And then closes her eyes.

When I close my eyes I can still hear the rat-a-tat-tat of the rifle as he emptied the 

chamber. It echoes across the room, drowning out the screams of my classmates as I 

crawl under a table and try not to cry, try not to draw attention to myself. I'm not even 

sure who this kid is. Does he go to school here? Why is he shooting at us? What did we 

do to him?

The panic in her voice rises with each question, 

the terror, the fear. We can't see what's going on, 

but we can relive this moment through her.

It's quiet. The shooting has stopped, for now. All I can think of is, where's Jessie? I reach 

out searching for her hand. Hoping to find a little bit of comfort in the grip of my best 

friend. My fingers find hers, and I squeeze hard, reassuring her that I'm here. I don't want 

to open my eyes, afraid of what I'll see. "I'm here Jess" I whisper, but I don't hear a 

response. I squeeze again, and finally feel her squeeze back. It's weak but it's there. And I 

know Jessie’s okay. What I don't know is that Jessie has been shot in the shoulder and 

will probably never use it again. Not like she used to, any ways. 
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She'll never again be able to play volleyball, basketball or be a cheerleader.

All I wanna do is go home. I know It’s the only play I know I’ll be safe at. I know that 

no one will hurt me there. I just want to curl up under my blanket and hide and get away 

from this hell. I don't know that I can't hid from this. That I will live with this hell every 

day for the rest of my life.

I wonder if my mom is okay. It sounded like the shots came from the direction of her 

classroom. I hope, no, I pray she's okay. I want to run to her and feel her arms around me 

and reassure me that it's okay. I didn't know that I would never hear her again, never feel 

her arms around me, never feel her shake me awake in the morning. She'll never help me 

with my hair before prom, she won't be able to see me off to college. I won't be able to 

bring a boy home to her and get her approval. I won't be able to lean on her for support 

when he breaks up with me.

Her eyes snap open, and the girl is angry.

And it's all his fault! Some guy, some KID, a classmate of mine got mad and decided to 

punish all of us. He may have thought he was only getting revenge on those that hurt him. 

He may have only targeted those on his "hit list" that bullied him. But now he’s the 

biggest bully of all, now he's hurt all of us. Because none of us are ever going to be the 

same again! My mom wasn't one of his teachers, but she was in his way and now I don't 

have a mom. All Jessie did was wear her cheerleading uniform to school today. She wasn't 

the cheerleader that rejected him or made fun of him, but she was a cheerleader and that 

made her fair game in his eyes. All the other kids in the library and in the classrooms, 

they didn't say anything about him, but they all heard the shooting, they all lived through 

it, and now have to live with the daily hell of living while friends and classmates died or 

suffer.

She stands and addresses the audience

People say that if my mom had access to a gun she could have saved a lot of people. She 

could have shot this kid and protected her class. 

(She shakes her head) )

That's not who my mom was, she would never have agreed to that. I don’t have to 

wonder what my mom would say, I know what she would have said. She would have 

quoted Emerson, who said "Peace cannot be achieved through violence, it can only be 

attained through understanding." She would have called giving guns to teachers or janitors 

or having guards at our school the first steps toward chaos. 
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And when I start to harbor violence and hate inside of me, I can hear her quoting Dr. King 

at me, saying "Nonviolence means avoiding not only external physical violence but also 

internal violence of spirit. You not only refuse to shoot a man, but you refuse to hate 

him."

I can’t hate this guy, this kid. I feel sorry for him. And when people ask me what the 

answers are, I tell them that I don't have an answer, I only have my experiences and my 

opinions as to what doesn't work, and that is more violence.

I’ve been going through my mom’s stuff and I found this quote from Bob Dylan. He said 

that "this world is ruled by violence." And he may be right, but I can't live my life like 

that, and I don't think any of us can or pretty soon we'll all start destroying each other. 

We need to remember what Jesus said to Peter before they arrested him. All these 

soldiers came to arrest Jesus and Peter drew his sword and started wailing away like a 

maniac, hurting an innocent man in the process, just like that kid started shooting around 

hurting and killing innocent people. Jesus told Peter to "Put away your sword, those who 

use the sword will die by the sword." When we use violence to solve violence only the 

innocent get hurt. There is a spiritual teacher named Marianne Williamson, her books 

helped me out, helped me...not to understand but to deal. I choose to live my life by 

her...prayer I guess? I don't know what to call it, but I choose to live by it. "May we not 

succumb to thoughts of violence and revenge today, but rather to thoughts of mercy and 

compassion. We are to love our enemies that they might be returned to their right minds."

She smiles a little at the audience.

CLOSE.
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