
Two men in their late teens, sitting closely together at a table in the back of a library.  They are alone except for a few students who are busy reading books.
Henry: Where should I start?
Caleb: I dunno, at beginning?
Henry: (Sarcastically) Obviously.  I don’t get why she would make us do this.
Caleb: Me either, but it’s not like we have a choice.
Henry: Of course we do! We could get out of here.  (Stands up quickly) We’re just sitting here wasting time! (Other students look at him briefly and return to their books.)
Caleb:  Shhh! You can go, I’m determined to get it over with. 
Henry: (Slowly sits back down with annoyed look on his face) How are you gonna kill her anyway?
Caleb: Mmm I was thinking I could push her down the stairs. 
Henry:  (Laughs) You’re kidding right?
Caleb: No, why?
Henry: That’s a little unrealistic don’t you think?
Caleb: Unrealistic how?
Henry: You would have to set it up where she’s all alone. How do you plan on doing that?
Caleb: She could be at the library or her house.
Henry:  A two story library? Never seen one of those.
Caleb:  They exist…I think. Well what about at her house then?
Henry: It has stairs?
Caleb: it has whatever I want it to have.
Henry: True.  But I don’t know, I’m not really feeling it. It’ll be like those cheesy soap operas on t.v.
Caleb: What’s your point? 
Henry: My point is I don’t like it. You should slit her throat while she’s sleeping. No one is bound to get caught that way.
Caleb: That’s a little gory…
Henry: Are you trying to be romantic?
Caleb: (laughs) Hell no. I am murdering someone after all.
Henry: Then?! It’s perfect! You slit her throat while she’s sleeping. Hide the knife in a tree or something.
Caleb: A tree? (chuckles) That’s the best you could think of?
Henry: It’s called improvising.
Caleb: It’s called a life sentence without the possibility of parole.  
Henry:  You’re exaggerating.
Caleb: That’s what happens when you get caught. If I hide the knife in a tree, it’ll fall or something. Someone finds it and bam! Game over.
Henry: Quiet down man, we are in a library. 
Caleb: So what? It’s not like we’re doing anything bad.
Henry: I know… but still, have some manners. Alright well try something else. Maybe you get her to commit suicide?
Caleb: Mmm I like that. 
Henry: Yeah, she slits her own throat!
Caleb: What’s up with all the blood?
Henry: I don’t know, it just seems like a good idea. She deserves it.
Caleb: True, she did torment all those kids. Not to mention all the stuff she stole. 
Henry: Exactly.  
Caleb: Honestly, I don’t even know if I want to kill her.
Henry: Why? I told you, you’re going all romantic and cheesy.
Caleb: No, I’m just saying she did do bad things, but I don’t know if she deserves to die.
Henry: I would do it if I were you.
Caleb: I guess it doesn’t matter anyway. It’ll be more exciting this way.
Henry: My point exactly. So how are you gonna do it? I’m telling you slitting her throat would be perfect.
Caleb:  Nah, I don’t like it. It has too many problems. Too many loose ends.
Henry:  Alright, well poison her?
Caleb: Who am I? Shakespeare?
Henry: You’re over thinking it. 
Caleb: It’s kind of a big deal.
Henry: No its not. You kill her. End of story.
Caleb: That’s a crappy ending.
Henry:  So? The point is you got rid of her.
Caleb: Yeah, but I don’t want to do it so sloppy. 
Henry: Fine, Suffocate her. It won’t be all bloody or messy, but it’ll get the job done. I think it’s lame though.
Caleb: That seems more practical. I could probably do that. How would you do it?
Henry: Slit her throat.
Caleb: (looking annoyed) No, I mean how would you suffocate her? A pillow? A rope? Hands maybe?
Henry: (feeling a bit dumb) Oh. 
Caleb: So? A rope or hands? I’m thinking the pillow wouldn’t work.
Henry: I’d use hands. 
Caleb: I agree. So it’s settled then.  What should I do with her body?
Henry: Bury it?
Caleb: Like I said before, life sentence. 
Henry: Burn it?
Caleb: That’s twisted. I think I’ll tie a rock to it and throw down a lake. Better chances of not getting caught and it’s not as gruesome. 
Henry: Alright, alright, you almost done?
Caleb: Not yet, I’ve still got to set a date.
Henry: Well hurry up! This is taking forever.
Caleb: Have some patience will ya? Great things take time. Alright, so I’m gonna choke her with hands while she’s sleeping. I’ll do it on a Friday night so Saturday morning when her mom notices she isn’t in bed,  she’ll think she just didn’t come home from the night before. It’ll give more time to dump the body.
Henry: (bored) Sounds good.
Caleb: Man I don’t know why you’re complaining about it, this whole play writing stuff is easy. I’m glad Professor Flack assigned it. In fact I think I have a knack for it. (Smiling really big.)
Henry: Well help me write mine then. 
Caleb: Alright, read me what you’ve got.
Henry starts reading his play. Lights fade.

