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WRISTBONE: She/her. She just wants somebody to hold her hand.
Her map is a crumpled mess.

STATUE GIRL: She/her. She longs for human intimacy, both
physical and emotional, but she is anxious about physical
touch and puts up walls to keep people out. Her map is
monochrome and neat, easy to read. It looks like marble,
white threaded with grey.

ROADTRIPPER: She/her. She desperately wants to get away from
everything and everyone, but at the same time is deeply
hurt when nobody answers her call. Her map is big and
detailed and complicated, dotted with destinations she
wants to stop at. This is only one stop among many that she
has planned.

MOURNER: She/her. She thinks about the death of others and finds
it beautiful and deeply tragic. Her map is an old one, from
the 1950s. It is rare now. She considers it a treasure.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS: She/her. She thinks about her own death and
finds it beautiful and far from tragic. Her map highlights
green spaces and parks—including cemeteries.

MEAT GIRL: She/her. She knows that her body is somehow nothing
but meat while simultaneously being the house of her soul.
She doesn’t believe in artificial borders like the lines on
a map.

A note on the setting:

Somewhere in the middle of the continental United States. Near a
highway. There is a payphone, a record player and a collection of records to
go with it, and a pad of paper. There can be more things as well, things that
are relevant to other people who come here, if not to the six characters we
meet.
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(MEAT GIRL enters. She surveys this place. It is her
little domain. If you look at it, it’s nothing
special. But it is special because she has decided
that it is. It is a place for telling stories or
telling secrets. First she organizes the records. Then
she goes to the payphone. She stacks quarters there,
for someone else to use. Then she notices someone is
approaching. She exits. WRISTBONE enters. She is
frightened. She is usually frightened. She uses her
map like a stress ball.)

WRISTBONE
I think this is the right place? I kind of, um, crumpled my map,
so some of the lines are a little, um…

Anyway.
I think this is the place.
I like wrist bones. I don’t know why. No, no, I do know

why. It’s the intricacy. They’re sort of delicate, but they’re
the root of your hand and your hand does so much. So they’re
sort of like the root of some of your soul. My hand grasps and
it writes and it holds and my wrist bones support all of that.
So they must be strong somehow. I like that.

I like hands. It’s the skin. It feels raw, somehow. It
feels honest. Like if I could just hold someone’s hand, I could
feel everything about them. Not know everything about them. It’s
not like that. It’s not like I could hold their hand and then
know their birthday and their favorite color and all that. Feel
everything about them. All the important things. How good of a
person they are. How much they care about me. Or the other way
around, I suppose. How bad of a person they are and how much
they hate me. I think it could all be felt through the hands.
Palm to palm. Fingertips on the tender inside of my wrist.

I just want…
I just—
I just—
I just want to say—
Please hold my hand. Please. Please, God, please. I can’t

do this. I can’t do this. I can’t do this. Please.
(She holds out her hand, desperate for someone,
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anyone, to reach back.)
Please.

(She is forsaken. She collects herself. This can take
all the time it needs.)

I think I could learn more about a person from their hands then
from the rest of their body, even if I had their whole skin
draped over a table for me to examine. If I held your hand, I
could feel where your calluses are, if you have any. I could see
if you have ink or graphite marks. I could feel if you hold my
hand confidently or shyly, how tightly you squeeze or how
lightly you hesitate.

This is all hypothesis, of course. No one has ever held my
hand.

(She exits. STATUE GIRL enters with her map.)

STATUE GIRL
Right.

(She folds her map up neatly.)
This is it, then.

(She tries to center herself, tries to decide how to
begin. It is easier, for her, to begin with metaphor.)

There are Greek and Roman statues in my mind.
They lust.
Narcissus and Artemis and Oedipus and Iphis.
God, this is ridiculous. I’m talking to myself. This is

ridiculous. This is…
The statues want so badly to touch each other, but their

limbs are made of marble and they cannot stretch. They might be
poised so very, very close to each other, all lined up in a
museum, only inches from each other, but they cannot stretch
across that gap to touch. Their joints are locked in place, with
veins of grey marking a pattern of darker sheen across their
snow white skin. They cannot touch.

It isn’t their fault.
But what if it is?
What if we all choose what we become? What if all of the

things that I claim are not my fault, all of the things I
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desperately blame on this or that, all of the things that I say
I cannot help are in fact the results of choices I have made?

After all, don’t our choices determine where we end up? So,
if we go by that philosophy, of course it’s my fault that I am
the person that I am. I have free will, don’t I? Unless the
Greek tragedies are right and I’m like Oedipus, locked in fate
with no way to escape.

Fate is a neat way to package up a life and, God, it would
feel so good to blame my mistakes on fate or gods or the goddamn
stars, but how do I know that it’s not just me? That it’s not
just my fault?

I don’t have the advantages that statues have. I don’t have
any sculptor to blame my fate on. And now that I’ve made myself
into what I am—how could I tell anyone, now, how badly I want to
touch?

I am terrified that I have made myself what I am. That
there is no one to blame for me but me. That I made myself this
stony thing that cannot touch other people and will crack if I
do.

(She has more to say, but she hears someone coming.)
I have to go.

(She exits. ROADTRIPPER enters, map open in front of
her. She sees the payphone and freezes.)

ROADTRIPPER
Are you kidding me?

Of all the…
No. No, no, no. I’m not gonna call anybody.
I didn’t even know payphones were still a thing.
Doesn’t matter. I don’t have any quarters. I couldn’t use

it even if I wanted to.
Stupid fucking…
This was one of the stops on my map. I circled it any

everything. I should do the…
The thing.
The talking thing.
I’ve been on this road for what feels like a lifetime. I

mean, fuck, how long can one road just go straight?
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Fuck, this is so stupid, talking to the fucking trees…
“Gotta find myself.” That’s what I said to my school

friends when I told them I was leaving town.
And when I had to explain to my college why I was taking

the semester off, I said, “I’m taking care of my mental health.”
And I told my mom, “You raised me well and I can take care

of myself,” when she freaked out about me doing a trip across
the country alone.

I don’t know.
I guess it’s all true, a little. But mostly it doesn’t feel

like finding myself or taking care of myself. Mostly it just
feels like getting out. Getting out of the constant press and
pull of—come do this thing with me! But make sure you’ve got all
your homework done! But you have to be getting out more; it’s
your college years! But you’ve got a workload that makes you
want to shoot yourself. But your laptop’s broken so you can’t do
your schoolwork. Plus you’ve got a job interview. And, of
course, make sure you call your parents this weekend because you
forgot last weekend. But don’t be too reliant on them because
you’re an adult now. Oh, and text your friends back before you
forget. But study for that test before you do!

And I know that that’s normal. I know that that’s just how
college is. That’s just how being an adult is. I get that. It’s
normal. I’m just sick of it being normal.

So here I am, I guess. Just one stop on a long trip.
And it’s not a road trip, not really, because I think you

need friends or family for it to be a road trip. This is just
one long procrastination session that happens be taking place
mainly on a road.

I’ve seen some cool stuff already. World's Largest Rocking
Chair on Route 66. World's Largest Hand-Dug Well. And there’s
stuff I haven’t seen yet, but I plan to. There’s this big, pink
dinosaur in Utah. The Hoover Dam, of course.

(She notices the quarters stacked at the payphone,
waiting for her.)

Quarters? What is this, some kind of pay-it-forward bullshit?
Like, you make a call and then leave extra quarters at the phone
for the next person? I never got that. Like, if everyone leaves



6

quarters behind for the next person, everyone is still paying
for their own call.

Unless you’re me, I guess. I don’t have any quarters. So I
guess it does work. Sort of. Maybe. Unless I use the quarters
and then the next person who comes along without any change
doesn’t get to use them. Then they don’t get to make a call and
they probably need to make a call a lot more than I do. So it
doesn’t matter that there are quarters there now because I’m not
gonna use them.

I don’t mind being on the road. It’s kind of nice,
actually. Nobody can touch me here. Nobody can text me and ask
me to hang out. They can’t email me assignments. They can’t even
stalk me on social media because I haven’t posted anything this
whole time. It’s just me. And, fuck, I hate me, but for some
reason I’d rather be alone in this shitty company than
surrounded by a hundred people with good intentions.

(She looks back to the payphone. Fights the urge to
make a call. Fights it. Fights it. Fights it. Fuck.)

Fuck. Ugh. Two minutes. Two minutes, just to check in and let
someone know I haven’t been murdered. And I’ve seen all this
cool shit; I might as well tell someone about it, right? I mean,
a replica of Noah’s ark, that shit was wild. So just, like, five
minutes, then back on the road.

(She puts coins in the phone, dials a number. Waits.
Waits. Waits. But:)

Fuck. Nobody picked up.

(MEAT GIRL enters.)

MEAT GIRL
Hey. Do you need quarters?

ROADTRIPPER
What?

MEAT GIRL
Quarters. For the phone? I’ve got some if you need to make a
call.
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ROADTRIPPER
No. No, I’m good. Thanks, I guess.

(She exits, but slowly enough that she sees MEAT GIRL
put new quarters by the phone. MEAT GIRL then takes a
record from the box. MOURNER enters with her map.)

MOURNER
Oh. Hey. God, look at this place, am I right? It’s so cool.

MEAT GIRL
I’m glad you think so. I was just going to play some music.
Would you mind?

MOURNER
Not at all.

(MEAT GIRL plays the record she selected.)
Oh, I know this song! This is kind of strange, actually. This is
sort of what I came here to talk about.

MEAT GIRL
Music?

MOURNER
No. This song. Or not this song itself, but someone I knew who
used to listen to it. My great-grandmother. She used to listen
to this all the time. And I mean all the time. I used to dance
around her living room, between the porcelain figures and the
crochet blankets. Twisting and hopping to these same sounds.

(MEAT GIRL starts dancing. It’s an invitation. MOURNER
laughs. After a little bit of hesitation, she joins
her. They dance together. They don’t have to be good
at it. MOURNER is remembering how she danced as a
little girl. They can sing along too. Eventually,
MOURNER slows to a stop. MEAT GIRL stops too.)

God. My great-grandmother.
She died when I was seventeen.
It was strange. I’d had people in my life die before. But

nobody I was close to. My great-grandmother’s husband, a few
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years earlier. An uncle, when I was little. This one hit me
differently.

Sorry. That was way more personal than I meant to get. You
didn’t even ask.

MEAT GIRL
It’s okay. That’s what this place is for. Why don’t I go? You
can keep talking.

MOURNER
Will I be able to find you when I’m finished?

MEAT GIRL
I’ll be around.

MOURNER
Okay.

(MEAT GIRL exits. MOURNER centers herself, prepares to
continue.)

I think losing her felt so strange because I was old enough to
realize what I had lost. I was seventeen. I was just realizing
how wonderful it was to have a great-grandmother who could tell
me so many things about life seventy-five years ago. How
precious a resource that was. How beautiful a gift.

I was seventeen.
That’s not an excuse.
There are so many things about my great-grandmother that I

don’t know. Things I just never asked. So many photographs that
I don’t know the stories behind. Seventeen years and I never
asked her any questions! I didn’t spend very much time with
her—she lived far away—but I also didn’t take advantage of the
time I did have and then…

It aches to realize that that opportunity is gone forever.
I will never really get to know her as anyone other than the old
woman who played this music and fed me creampuffs. And that’s
nobody’s fault but my own.

I still remember the taste of those creampuffs, somehow.
More the texture than the taste, actually. They weren’t
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homemade—at least I don’t think so. Wait. Wait. They used to
come out of a round container, right? With, um…

With…
Flowers, maybe? Or, um…
Was it a plastic tub, like from a grocery store? Or was it

a fancy container, like the sort of container she might put a
homemade treat in?

No, or wait, maybe it was a fancy container, but the
creampuffs were store bought. Like she used to take them out of
whatever they came in and put them…

I don’t remember.
God, I want more than this. I want to know what it was like

to be young in 1938. I want to know how she felt at both of her
weddings. I want to know what it was like to live through a
world war. I want to know how it really feels to be almost a
century old, to have seen so much.

I can’t let that happen again. I can’t do that again.
I was sad to lose a woman that I knew, of course, but more

than that I was sad to lose a woman that I didn’t know.
Huh. Thank you for that.

(She gets up to dance again. BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
enters. She has followed her map to this place.
MOURNER stops dancing, embarrassed, but not crippled
by that embarrassment.)

Oh! Hello!

(She laughs.)

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Hey. Sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt.

MOURNER
No, no, you’re fine. I think I got what I came for. Are you here
to, um…

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Talk to the trees? Yeah.
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MOURNER
It’s nice, actually. Really nice. It feels good to talk it
through out loud in the middle of nowhere. Sort of feels like
someone’s listening. Anyway. Um, enjoy, I guess. I’ll leave you
in privacy.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Thanks. Have a good day.

MOURNER
Yeah, you too.

(MOURNER exits. BONES-IN-THE-WOODS puts her map aside.
She waits until she is sure she is alone. Then:)

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
I think about death a lot.

I don’t like to tell people that. They usually assume that
I either want to kill myself or that I want to kill them.

I don’t want to kill anybody. I harbor no secret desires of
strangling someone in my basement, no more than I harbor any
secret desires of flinging myself off a bridge. I just think
about death. I think about what it will feel like to die. I
think about what my body will look like.

I have a fantasy, actually. It won’t come true, but I like
to imagine it anyway.

I picture my body, dead, on the floor of a green forest
crawling with living things. The living things walk on the
long-forgotten remains of the dead things. You know, like deer
bones buried by time two yards beneath the surface. Or plants
recycled into fresh, life-giving soil.

My body lies there, in the middle of it, on a bed of moss.
My eyes are closed. My mouth is open, just a little, because
nobody bothered to close it. Things start to crawl on me. I hate
the thought. I hate bugs. I hate rot. I hate all things that
scuttle and decay. But the thought must come anyway. I hate it,
but I have to picture this. My body, pillowed by the earth,
walked on and eaten and appreciated by all the things that have
outlived me.
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I watch from above as, slowly, my body crumples into the
world. My eyes go first, obviously, because they’re soft and
fragile. My abdominal cavity is opened to the air and the world
floods into my body, into the cathedral of my ribs—

(She realizes she might be getting a little too into
this.)

I don’t want to die! Like I said, you don’t have to worry about
that! I just…

It’s natural. If I’m not allowed to live naturally—if I’m
required to shave and pluck and prune myself into a socially
acceptable object, then I’d at least like to rot naturally. That
would be enough for me. Just one thing that I can let my body
do.

All of the soft parts of me will be slowly worn away by
time and hunger until all that remains are my bones. Eventually,
given enough time, even my bones will be gone. I will have
melted completely into the fabric of the forest and it will be
beautiful.

That is my fantasy.
As I said. It won’t happen.
We commodify death. We have laws and social mores that tell

us what we can and cannot do with our dead. I’ll never get my
gentle rest in the woods, in the open air where carrion birds
can pluck at my guts to feed their families.

But it’s a nice thought, nevertheless.

(She exits, forgetting her map. MEAT GIRL enters. She
finds the forgotten map and picks it up out of
curiosity. She is a little confused and a little
amused by the boundaries it shows.)

MEAT GIRL
Did you know that maps are always distorted? The world is round
and a map is flat, so what you see on paper will always be
untruthful to what you see if you actually look at the world.
The person who designs the map you choose to follow determines
how you see the world.
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(She has more to say. This sounds like the beginning
of her monologue. But BONES-IN-THE-WOODS enters
again.)

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Oh. Sorry.

MEAT GIRL
You don’t have to be sorry.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Good. I mean, I didn’t hear anything.

(MEAT GIRL doesn’t say anything, so she continues
talking.)

I know I wouldn’t have wanted anyone to hear what I was saying
here.

MEAT GIRL
Are you sure?

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
What?

MEAT GIRL
Are you sure you didn’t want someone to hear?

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Uh, I just came back to get my map. I think I forgot it…

(MEAT GIRL offers the map.)
Oh. Uh. Thank you.

MEAT GIRL
Can I ask you something?

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Sure.

MEAT GIRL
Why do you use a map?
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BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
So I know where I’m going, I guess. I’ve never been here before.
Have you? Are you from around here?

MEAT GIRL
Recently, yes, I am.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Is this place your home?

MEAT GIRL
I can see why you’d think that. But no. I don’t really consider
this place my home.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Where’s home, then?

MEAT GIRL
My body. It’s the one thing I’ll always carry with me. My home
is my flesh.

(ROADTRIPPER enters.)

ROADTRIPPER
Oh. You’re still here.

MEAT GIRL
Hello. Change your mind about those quarters?

ROADTRIPPER
No. I just thought of something else I wanted to—it’s stupid,
actually.

MEAT GIRL
You thought of something else you wanted to say?

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
I don’t think that’s stupid. There’s more I could say too.

(She has an idea. She hesitates. But now that she’s
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had this idea, she really wants to try it.)
Do you want to say it?

ROADTRIPPER
What?

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
That thing you came back here to say. Do you want to say it? And
I’ll say mine. No context, so I won’t really know what you’re
saying and you won’t know what I’m saying, but at least we’ll
have said it to a real person.

(Just as ROADTRIPPER is about to say something,
MOURNER enters. She is looking for someone.)

MOURNER
Oh. Hi, again.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Hi again.

MEAT GIRL(smiling)
Hi again.

(MOURNER is briefly distracted and flustered by this
moment. The silence stretches a little too long.)

ROADTRIPPER
Hey.

MOURNER
Oh. Yeah. Hi. Sorry, am I…

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Did you come back to say something else?

MOURNER
What? No. Well. Actually, yes, I suppose. In a way.
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BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
That’s why she came back too. To say one more thing. And we had
an idea.

ROADTRIPPER
You had an idea.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
I had an idea. To all say one more thing, but to say it to each
other instead of this place. I mean, I guess this place will
still hear it too, but you know what I mean.

MOURNER
Yes. I think I do.

MEAT GIRL
Stay here.

MOURNER
What? Are you going somewhere?

MEAT GIRL
I’ll be back.

(She exits. A brief awkward silence.)

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
So she’s, um…

ROADTRIPPER MOURNER
Weird? Really cool?

(Another pause.)
Sorry, that was mean.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
No, I mean, I think you’re both right. She’s weird and it’s
really cool.



16

MOURNER
Yeah.

(She offers a hand for a handshake.)
I’m…

(She pulls her hand back slowly.)

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
You okay?

MOURNER
Yeah. Yeah, I just—I don’t really want to tell you my name. I
know that sounds strange, but if we’re going to do this—if we’re
going to say something real to each other, I don’t think I want
you to know my name too. It’s stupid. I mean, you can’t track me
down with a name and a secret, but…

ROADTRIPPER
I get it. Too much too quickly.

MOURNER
Something like that.

(WRISTBONE, STATUE GIRL, and MEAT GIRL enter.)

MEAT GIRL
It’s alright. Names are just sounds that mean a person. You
don’t need them here. At least, you don’t need your ordinary
names. Would you like names? I could give you names.

WRISTBONE
I don’t want to do this.

STATUE GIRL
Yeah, I…

MEAT GIRL
(to STATUE GIRL:) You were coming back anyway. You had something
else you wanted to say. (to all, a little harshly, not out of
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cruelty but out of frankness:) But if you don’t want to be here,
you don’t have to be. You can go.

(They don’t go.)

STATUE GIRL
What did you mean, you could give us names?

(MEAT GIRL names them all. We see their reactions to
the names they have been given.)

MEAT GIRL
Wristbone. Statue Girl. Roadtripper. Mourner. Bones-in-the-
Woods.

ROADTRIPPER
What about you?

MEAT GIRL
Oh. Meat Girl.

ROADTRIPPER
Meat. . .

Girl?

(MEAT GIRL smiles.)

STATUE GIRL
So. You want us to tell secrets.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
No context. One sentence. Like a game.

STATUE GIRL
Dangerous game, Bones-in-the-Woods.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Yeah. Doesn’t it sound fun?
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MOURNER
I’m in.

ROADTRIPPER
Me too.

WRISTBONE
Okay.

STATUE GIRL
Fine. (to MEAT GIRL:) What about you?

MEAT GIRL
I didn’t come here to talk. I take care of this place.

STATUE GIRL
If you’re not going to talk, you shouldn’t get to listen.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
It’s one sentence. It doesn’t have to make any sense to us. It
just has to be real.

MEAT GIRL
Okay.

(They begin:)

WRISTBONE
I don’t think I’m worthy of what I asked for, but I want it
anyway.

STATUE GIRL
I’m starting to hope that it is my fault because that would mean
I can fix it and get better.

ROADTRIPPER
If I didn’t have any real excuses, I would make some up.
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MOURNER
I came back to ask for Meat Girl’s number, not to tell another
secret.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Whenever I see a dead thing, I want to plunge my hands inside it
and remind myself that the only difference between my hand and
that thing is time.

MEAT GIRL
Your fences mean nothing to the dirt.

(A breathless, shocked beat. It takes everyone a
moment to recover. Then MEAT GIRL remembers that she
was mentioned in one of those sentences.)

Oh. Um.

MOURNER
Yeah.

MEAT GIRL
Yeah.

(MEAT GIRL tears a piece of paper from the notepad.
She writes something down. MOURNER takes it.)

MOURNER
Cool.

(Social mores tempt them all to make smalltalk, to
cover up this moment of vulnerability, but after what
they’ve just shared they can’t say anything more.
BONES-IN-THE-WOODS tries anyway:)

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Statue Girl.

STATUE GIRL
Yeah?
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BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
I hope you do get better. With whatever it is you want to get
better from.

STATUE GIRL
Thanks.

(It doesn’t feel right to say anything more. No one
else tries.)

ROADTRIPPER
I’ve gotta get back on the road.

MOURNER
Right. Yeah.

WRISTBONE
Bye.

ROADTRIPPER
Bye.

WRISTBONE
Get home safe!

(ROADTRIPPER considers this.)

ROADTRIPPER
I will. Thank you.

(She exits.)

STATUE GIRL
Yeah. Yeah, I should go too. I’ve got so much work to get done.

WRISTBONE
Wait. Can I walk with you? Just to the trailhead.
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STATUE GIRL
Okay.

WRISTBONE
Thanks.

MOURNER
Bye.

(WRISTBONE and STATUE GIRL exit.)

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
So. Meat Girl. It’s a good name. What’s it mean?

MEAT GIRL
I’m a girl. I’m made of meat.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
I like it.

MEAT GIRL
Thank you. So do I. Our bodies are fascinating, aren’t they? In
life and in death.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
I know exactly what you mean. Take good care of this place,
alright? It’s…

(She looks around one more time.)
It’s a good place.

MEAT GIRL
I think it is.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Do you mind if I leave my map here, actually? I don’t need it
anymore.

MEAT GIRL
Absolutely, you can leave it.
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BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Great. Yeah. Thank you. Because I did need it, for a while, and
I just figured if I left it here it could help someone else.

MEAT GIRL
I think it probably will. And, Bones-in-the-Woods.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
Yeah?

MEAT GIRL
Have you heard of a body farm? It might be worth looking it.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
I’ll do that. See you around.

MEAT GIRL
Probably not.

BONES-IN-THE-WOODS
But you never know.

(She exits.)

MOURNER
So, I’ll, um—I’ll call you.

MEAT GIRL
Okay.

MOURNER
Yeah. Okay. Great. Bye, Meat Girl.

MEAT GIRL
Goodbye, Mourner.

(MOURNER exits. MEAT GIRL regards the map she’s been
left with thoughtfully. Her previous thoughts about
maps and truth return.)
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We try so hard to draw lines, don’t we? To box in the world
around us. It’s futile though. I mean, at a certain point, you
just can’t keep your boxes in place. At a certain point, your
fences don’t mean anything. The fence around your yard isn’t
really holding anything in, except maybe your dog. The dirt that
is two feet beneath your backyard doesn’t know that there is any
difference between it and the dirt two feet beneath the
neighbor’s backyard or two feet beneath the road or two feet
beneath Australia. It’s just dirt. And the dirt under your yard
is connected to the dirt under your neighbor’s and on and on.
Your attempt to draw a line has actually done very little to the
dirt itself. Same with the air. I mean, you certainly don’t own
the air in your backyard, even if you wrap it up with a fence.

We do the same thing to our bodies. Compartmentalize them.
This part is good. This is a good part of my body. This part is
bad. We do not like this part. This part looks correct. This
part should be fixed. But our bodies don’t actually have parts.
Just one continuous existence.

You could wrap me up in string or wire, segmenting my flesh
into this bit and that bit, indenting boundaries into the soft
meat of my limbs where you divvy up this and that. You could
make a grid out of flexible wire, measuring square inches and
marking wrist bones, and you still wouldn’t be able to divide my
body into bits. Because that would only be the outside that you
charted. The inside is very full and very busy too. And even if
you tried to label this part as one organ and that part as
another, they’re still all connected in one great, big, heaving,
awful, bloody construct.

You aren’t a statue, no matter how much you may feel that
you are. You are flesh, living and warm. The longest road trip
in the world, prompted by the biggest regrets or the most
devastating losses, will never carry you away from your body.
Your body is yours until it rots—and even then, it’s nobody
else’s.

So tie my body up into cuts of meat and label some as good
and others as bad, but you still will only be putting up fences
on the earth. The earth is bigger and older than you and my body
existed before you saw it and will go on living after you give
up on diagramming it.


