
Blurred Horizon
By Gracen Fisk
Performed by Brady Hosmer

AIDEN is 18 and recently graduated from high school. He has gone undecided on
his major and is uncertain about his future. He and his mom have treasured their
annual beach trips in mid-July. He is talking to his mom on their last beach trip
together before he leaves for college. They are sitting on the beach in lounge
chairs.

AIDEN.
Can you pass me my glasses? (SHE does.) Thank you. (HE puts them on.) You
know, it is nice outside. Sun’s out, not a cloud in the sky. Usually, when it looks
this nice, I would wanna snorkel, go see the fish and stuff, maybe surf a couple of
waves, ya know? But right now, I just wanna enjoy this. Live in the moment.
Watch the waves kiss the shoreline. I wanna feel like a part of nature, right now.
Become the warm air and the light breeze around me. In this moment I feel light –
nothing holding me down – suspended, drifting – in clear blue sky. What more
could I want today but utter, vacant, time.

AIDEN rests for a few seconds. He is in a state of Zen. But after a while, something
comes over him. His satisfied smile drops.

But I can’t. I can’t ask for more time, because I have none. (Beat.) No, I don’t
mean it like that, Mom. I – I enjoy our trips here. Really I do. That’s not what I
mean at all. It’s just – I leave next month, and there is no time to rest in. No nature
to become one with. Just – an interruption. A shift in my universe. A monster I’m
not strong enough to defeat, a force that tempts my thoughts. My future.

A long beat. This is where we assume MOM throws some reassuring comments as
AIDEN: “you’ll do great”, “you have a future sweetie,” etc.

I know. I know. I shouldn’t be worried. Just think about it like this. I’m walking on
the ocean. My feet float atop the water. The waves keep moving, but I keep going.
And I’m looking towards the horizon, right? That ever-present line between sea
and sky. My eyes never move, never shift, I am dead focused on that horizon line.
But… I’m not wearing my sunglasses, and the line is blurring. And blurring, until
it’s fuzzy, and then my eyes can’t adapt to the sun’s light anymore, and it becomes
all the more fuzzy, and the line gets duller, then it disappears… and then it’s gone.



And I look behind me, and I see how much of the ocean I have scaled… but it’s
still as blurry and as empty as what’s ahead of me. I’m left with two choices: I
could let myself sink right there and drown, or I could go back the way I came, put
on my sunglasses, and start again. Well, I couldn’t give up. Not when I’ve come so
far. I retrace my steps, reach the beach, and ask you if you can pass me my glasses.
You hand them to me as you always do, and I set out again, my feet weary, my legs
sore, but now there is clarity. The line never blurs. And I don’t care how heavy my
heart pounds, how many large waves I need to hurdle, reaching the horizon is what
I’m after. I keep striving and striving and the horizon is still in front of me and I
can’t tell if I’m getting closer or further away but I still keep going! But then
suddenly I realize that my feet don’t feel the water anymore. It’s soft, dusty sand.
And there you are, looking right at me. “Did you do it?” you say. I look back at
where I came from, then I look out at the ocean. “No,” I say, “because I circled the
whole earth looking for something I couldn’t find.”

A beat as AIDEN collects his thoughts and takes off his sunglasses.

You know when you go to college, people say that you’re starting a shiny new
chapter of your life. Well, I don’t even know what the title of my book will be!
And I’ve tried to find my place in this world, so many times, but some part of me
holds back – the part of me that wants to catch the horizon but is too worried that
the horizon I choose to walk towards is meaningless and unattainable. Well, I don’t
wanna circle the earth over and over with nothing to claim. I want clarity. (Holding
the sunglasses.) I want a pair of sunglasses that will put into focus the blur in front
of me and turn it into something – worth fighting for.

HE puts the sunglasses back on. Leans toward the ocean. Looks for something.
Nothing. He finally looks up.

The sun. The sun is not an illusion. It is made of pure matter. Maybe I’ll find a sun
to reach for.


