
 
 
 
 
 
 
Angulation  
A monologue by Jake Lane  



 
WOMAN 

Itch itch 
BZZZZZ 

No get away 
The ground. You touch it. It’s different than it’s felt before. There is a bounce. The ground. It 
isn’t solid. It is called ground. As a formality. It is called something, but it is known as something 
completely different.  

There are morals. There are things to be upheld. 
Reach. Grab. Pull. Step. Reach. Grab. Pull. Step. Reach. Grab. Pull. Step. 

You don’t listen. You don’t listen to anything, do you? And when you speak, does anyone 
answer?  

Reach. Grab. Pull. Step. 
Fall. Back down the line. Back to square one. 
Another reach. 
You are supposed to. You are supposed to do this. You can’t do that. You won’t. Listen. 
You won’t do that. 
There is goodness. If you deserve it.  
You have wants. You ignore them. Silence them. 

SILENCE! 
Reach. Grab. Pull. Step.  

It makes you stronger. It builds character. You’re a little bit closer. You have something 
now, something special. Respect. Trust. 

Reach. Hang. Fall. 
You have another chance, they say. They say it like it’s your last one. One more slip 
and you’ll just  

Reach. Grab. Pull. Step. 
There is greatness in self-hatred. Ignore. Retract. Sleep. Redeem. This is forgiveness, 
isn’t it? You have to work for it. That’s it. Once more. Take the high road. Let yourself be 
guided. Don’t sway. 
You treat it like a game, life. You’ll lose. 
 BZZZZZ 

Stop it please. 
Keep watching. Look up to someone. Follow their example. 
Let them lead you up. Keep climbing, grabbing, pulling, 
stepping, until you’re at the pinnacle of it all—virtue and 



goodness. It will carry you. You’ll feel yourself above it all. No 
slips, no indiscretions. 

 Judgement. 
 They’ll say your judgmental. Pious. Let them. You have to be.  
 You have to be better. 
Reach. Grab. Pull. Step. 
 You feel it in your gut, the need to ascend. You have to scale life’s backside with purity,  

with caution, with denial. 
Ground. It’s a word that was made up. It is called this with disgust or with a biting of the teeth, a 
slamming of the tongue against the roof of the mouth. It is called ground because of everything 
under it and above it. It is what it is called. It becomes what it is named. You look at the ground 
and make it the ground with your eyes. If it is silent, it is still ground.  
 You.  

Law. Logic. There are things that shouldn’t be done. 
Some things shouldn’t be doubted. 

 Doubt yourself, above all. 
 How you feel, you can’t trust it. Let it fall under you, let it crack and splatter. 
  BZZZZZ 
GO SOMEWHERE ELSE! 
Scratch 
Slap 
Ouch 
 Truth can’t be told, but it tries to be. It always tries.  
 In order for truth to live, they say, it has to be believed. 

You wandered from the truth. You SLIPPED. Back to the 
beginning. 

 Here you are. Because you don’t listen. 
 You want what you want, and you fall because of it. 
MAYBE THERE IS SOMETHING ELSE 
MAYBE THE LADDER CAN’T BE CLIMBED 
MAYBE THERE’S ANOTHER WAY 
 Twist yourself. Angulate. Let your body be what they want it to be. What it’s supposed to  

be. 
 There is correctness. 
 There is truth in doing what you’re supposed to do. 



 Keep climbing. 
BZZZZZ 

STOP IT!!! Just STOP 
 Anger is allowed. Judgement is allowed. 
 What you do is not. 
 Climb. 
Reach. Pull. Grab. Step. 
 Better. That’s the thing. The thing is being better. 
 It’s about you. 
 And how you can be. 
 And what you can do is better than what you do now.  

It has to be. 
You judge and don’t waver. You speak. You don’t listen. 

There’s no I in this.  
It’s about you. 


