
MAN looks like a normal human man, because he is one.  
 
MAN stares with rigid intent at the ground. Two feet, fixed as if in concrete. 
 
He wills himself to move. He cannot. He is tethered to the center of the earth. 
 

MAN (Tersely): 
I’m stuck. 
 
MAN should not pantomime being stuck. He cannot move at all; it is as if he is made of clay. 
Only his frustration indicates his condition. He feels the rigidity in his feet, legs, waist, chest, 
shoulders, and head. His face breaks from terse stillness into relief, followed by immediate 
exasperation: that was his last reserve of energy. 
 

MAN (Resigned): 
I’m stuck. 
 
MAN tries to crane his head and observe his surroundings. 
 
A simple room. Stridently minimalist. Nothing of the lushness of Eden. 
 

MAN: 
WHY am I -  
 
Know what? 
Do you know what? 
It doesn’t matter at all. 
 
MAN stretches his neck, which is starting to loosen up. 
 

MAN (With newfound optimism): 
It doesn’t matter because - 
I am new! 
 
Or not, I am - 
But I feel - new. 
Or I feel something, I guess,  
Which is new, you know - because - 
I feel something.  
For the first time. 



Maybe ever!  
Or maybe just in a while. 
 
MAN shakes out his shoulders, elbows, fingertips. 
 

MAN: 
This is how it feels to be new - 
You feel like someone’s creation. 
There’s nothing wrong with you, 
Because you are made in the image of your creator - 
And it is natural for creators to immortalize a perfect version of themselves. 
 
I wouldn’t know. 
But if I had to guess. 
 
MAN twists his hips, and feeling starts to come to his legs. 
 
I’m stuck - no - I WAS stuck -  
But now I’m not! 
Because it’s not enough to be created - 
 
MAN bends his knees. 
 

MAN: 
Someone has to breathe life into you. 
Someone has to teach you to be new, 
Or to feel new, 
Or to feel something. 
 
And it might take an eternity so robust 
That you peer backwards into it and discover it’s just a globe - 
But once they finally do - 
You’re - 
FREE! 
 
MAN jumps, expecting complete bodily freedom. But he is yanked back into himself. His feet 
never leave the ground. 
 
He is tethered to the center of the earth. 
 



MAN: 
NO! Wait - no, no, 
I thought this time - 
 
MAN becomes rigid again, step by grueling step, though much more quickly this time. 

 
MAN: 

I thought this time - 
I wished this time 
To be free. 
I wished to feel something 
To feel new 
To be new. 
 
But I’m just - 
Stuck. 
 
MAN is back in his original position. 
 

MAN: 
I’m stuck. 
 
Beat. 
 
MAN collapses. 
 
He stares at the stars. Or the sun. Or eternity from his little white room. 
 

MAN: 
Imagine you are the earth. As long as there has been day and night, and granted, it doesn’t feel 
like long, you have been the earth. And you are good at being the earth. No one has ever 
expected anything more from you, and you’ve never asked for anything more yourself. And so 
you lie there. You lie there, and that’s all. 
But one day, you lie there, and you start to feel a strange warmth come over you, matched with 
this piercing - vision, some sense you’ve never felt, but it’s abrasive and brilliant and the source 
of some grand thing all at once. And it’s beautiful.  
Just when you start to get used to it, it goes away. It is snuffed out by another vision, a frigid one, 
and terror accompanies it. It is called nightfall, because it falls onto you, brick by brick, 
collapsing into nothing. And though afraid, you are still the earth. You are the solid ground. You 
are the constant. 



You lie there. And the sun rises and sets and your creator says it is good and not that anyone 
asked, but you think so too.  
And then comes a cool breeze, and a shadowy mass, and from it, a silver blood falls into your 
gaping mouth. You know when you taste it - this is rain, the life and the body and the sustenance 
of the earth. And it’s yours. Your creator gave it to you. 
You lie there. You are the earth. As a measure of thanks, you imagine reaching out to the sky, to 
bless your creator, and to your surprise, little green hands peer out of the earth and wave - and it 
is your joy. The more joy you feel, the higher the hands reach, and soon they disappear deep, 
deep into the sky. 
You lie there. In the terror of the nightfall, suddenly the light of day just - exists. But very small. 
Pricks of it, all across the open sky. The darkness is no longer alone, and neither are you.  
You lie there. Something real - and new - something moves - independently of the wind or the - 
something moves. It flutters across the sky, or splashes in the ponds - it moves. And you don’t 
quite understand, and you don’t quite trust it, but your blood collects on little parts of you - the 
water; and your hands clasp each other tightly - the trees - and you let the moving things live 
there, because you are the earth. You are constant, and dependable, and generous. 
You lie there. You feel new moving things, but they are much different. Harsher. Predators. They 
overrun you, and they overrule you. You feel warm, carnivorous breath pant against your skin, 
and thrashing fists and pacing claws scrape and scratch your body, and diligent noses burrow 
holes and blemishes into your perfect surfaces. But you let them.  
You lie there. You are the earth. It is not your business to question your creator, it is your 
business to be constant, dependable, and generous. You are the earth. So you lie there. 
Until you don’t. 
Because your creator rips the earth open, and gathers you up into a ginger fist. 
And with great care, he forms you - sculpts you into something new. 
And all of a sudden, it is no longer your business to be the earth, or to just lie there. 
Your creator asks you to be new. 
To feel new. 
To feel something. 
So you do. 
And the sun rises and sets, and your creator says it is good. 
And not that anyone asked, but you’re not so sure. 
 
You appreciate the chance you’ve been given. 
But you don’t feel new. 
And you don’t feel like a person. 
You just feel like dense, ignorant clay. 
You think, you are the earth. 
All you’ve ever done is lie there. 
 



MAN returns to his original position - in a leap, in a hopeful jump! 
For a moment, he is free! 
And then he slowly freezes back up. He is stuck. 
 
He is tethered to the center of the earth. 
 

MAN (During transition back to stillness): 
Sometimes, when I feel sad 
I feel like I go back to some primordial sense of being. 
Like I’m one with the earth, or something. 
I don’t know, I sound like a hippie. 
 
But I do. 
 
I feel like I’m filled with -  
Sand. 
Like bone-dry sand that has been on a shore for - I don’t know, a million years. 
And when I’m sad, it’s like -  
Someone is pouring water into me 
And drop by drop, the sand absorbs it all. 
 
I can feel that gross, grainy, feeling 
Of heavy, wet sand. I feel it in my ankles 
Then my knees 
And waist 
And the tips of my fingers 
And chest 
And shoulders 
And head. 
And when it gets to the top of my body, and it’s just -  
I’m full to the brim, it’s just crushing my bones and squeezing the breath out of my lungs - 
 
I know it’s wrong, 
 
But it just feels like no one was there to breathe life into me in the first place. 
 
To teach me to be new, 
to feel new, 
to feel something. 
 



In fact, all I feel is this weight -  
Like wet sand, like concrete just waiting to harden. 
And I just want to lie there. 
 
And I won’t, because I know I shouldn’t, 
But -  
 
I mean, do you ever feel that way? 
Like you’re - a concrete statue, like you’re not even human. 
Well - human, because you’re almost alive, 
But you’re never really free. 
 
Like you’re tethered to the center of the earth. 
 
 


