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“When the Earth Gives Way: A 9-11 Memorial” 
by 

Suzanne Davis 
 
 

What Two Americans’ September 11th, 2001 accounts meet, as each  
discovers their security is in God alone. 
 Themes: 9-11, Patriotism, America, Faith, Fear, Prayer, Duets  

 
Who Alexie – A woman in her early 20’s, recalling her memory as an  

eight-year-old. (Actress must be particularly expressive and able to use 
both a child’s narrative “voice” as well as that of an adult.) 
John –  A man in his 50’s, thoughtful and reflective 

  

 
When Current day, recalling 2001 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Alexie wears casual clothing (appropriate to a college student)  
John wears business-professional clothing. 

 
Why  
 
How Although both actors portray characters recalling the same event in their lives, 

make sure it is clear that each one is unaware of the other. While both 
characters are positioned Center Stage, they should be angled so they are 
facing (slightly) different directions. 
Stage Directions: Center Stage (CS), Center Stage Left (CSL), Center Stage Right 
(CSR), Downstage (DS)  

 
Time Approximately 5 minutes 
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Lights up. Alexie and John stand facing the audience, clearly separate. Initially, Alexie 
stands CSL, addressing that side of the audience; John stands CSR and addresses that side. 

Alexie:  The day it happened, I was a kid living in your typical Indiana farm town. 
I think I was maybe in second or third grade. We had just gotten to 
school, but they were sending us right back to the buses. The teachers 
were all whispering. That’s when I knew something was up because, you 
know, teachers don’t whisper unless you’re in the library. 

John:  I remember I was in downtown Boston, and it was a perfect Fall 
morning. I’d gone in early for a meeting. The regional director had flown 
in from New York, and the Yankees had cleaned up all weekend, so he 
was giving us all kinds of grief. Right then one of the guys held up his 
cell and said, “A plane just crashed into the World Trade Center.” I’m 
thinking it’s a really cheap shot at New York, so I called him out on it, 
said “That’s all you got?” (Pauses awkwardly) But no one was laughing 

Alexie:  No one told us very much. They said our country was being attacked. I 
remember being confused—like, oh, if that’s all, why are they so 
worried? If they know their Social Studies, don’t they know that America 
always wins? 

John:  We turned on the news in the conference room. There was this black 
cloud of smoke just pouring out of it— you know, the first tower. They 
were saying they’d just confirmed it was a plane crash. I remember 
trying to calculate how many people would have been in there at that 
time, not to mention property damage—and then staring as another 
plane cut into the TV screen and—(Pauses, clears throat, etc.) Well. You 
know. 

Alexie:  (Crossing in front of John to DSR) The ride back took forever. I just wanted 
to be home, where Mom would tell me everything was okay and school 
was silly for wasting her tax dollars. But when I got off the bus, she just 
hugged me, really hard. She was trying to talk on the phone, like, “Hello? 
Hello?” but no one was there. I went in and saw my dad just staring at 
the TV. Daddy was never home in the middle of the day. Something was 
really, really wrong. 

John:  (Pacing) I couldn’t connect with my son until about ten. He’d been 
accepted for an internship at the White House—so of course getting 
through was all but impossible. When I got him, his first words were, 
“Dad, I’m okay. We’re going to evacuate.”  I said, “What? You’re not in New 
York, are you?” He said, “No, I’m in D.C. You didn’t hear? (Stops abruptly 
DSL) The Pentagon’s been hit.” And just like that, this national terror 
became very personal. 
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Alexie:  I’d never seen my dad look scared before. He was huge, with these giant 
arms from fixing farm machines all day. But now he didn’t look strong at 
all. He said we had to pray and tried to tell me what had happened— 
and I was confused and said why would we let the bad guys lock our 
people in a tower? (Pauses and sinks to a seated position on the stage, 
hugging her knees to her chest) He didn’t know what to say.  

John: I couldn’t remember the last time I’d prayed. To me, prayer was for the 
desperate, and I’d never had any intention of being desperate. 
(Frustrated, pacing DSL): I had money, I had the right connections, and I’d 
gotten my son inside Washington—but here I couldn’t do a single thing 
to get him out. No one I could call. No amount I could pay. It was all an 
illusion— ultimately, I would never be secure, as long as my trust was in 
myself. (Dropping his shoulders as if in resignation): I was desperate.  

John continues to pace slowly while Alexie speaks. 

Alexie:  I started to cry. (Relaxing her arms; shifts to one side) If there were things 
that could scare my whole country, things that could even scare my 
mom and dad, couldn’t anyone keep me safe? My dad said, “Let me 
show you something.” He turned off the TV and got down his Bible. 

John:  There was no one I could call. There was no amount I could pay. It was 
all an illusion. Ultimately I wasn’t, and would never be, secure— as long 
as my trust was in myself. I was desperate. So I shut my door, and I 
started praying.   

Alexie:  My dad said, “Come here.” He got down his Bible, and he turned off the 
TV.  

John:  (Straightening, but still pacing; he continues pacing until the first 
word of Alexie’s next line) Some non-profit on the second floor was 
inviting anyone who was interested for prayer and counsel. Well, that 
little room was packed out. (Alexie slowly rises to her feet) There we were, 
people who hadn’t darkened God’s doorstep in years, our heads bowed 
beneath words of Scripture: 

Alexie:  “God is our strong refuge; He is our helper in times of trouble. Therefore 
we do not fear when the earth gives way, when the mountains tumble 
into the depths of the sea.” 

John:  “The river’s streams bring joy to the city of God, the holy dwelling place 
of the sovereign One. God lives within it, and it cannot be moved. 
Nations are in an uproar, kingdoms are overthrown. God lifts his voice, 
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and the earth melts. He shatters the bow and breaks the spear, He burns 
the shields with fire.” 

Alexie:  “He says, ‘Be still, and know that I am God; I will be exalted over the 
nations! I will be exalted over the earth!’”  

John:  “The Lord Almighty is with us; the God of Jacob is our protector.” 

Alexie:  (Crossing DSL, in front of John, as she speaks) That day was a long time 
ago, but it changed me. It’s easy to put all of our trust in other people—
but when it comes down to it, no one really has control over anything. 

John:  It took me many years to understand, but even that morning I had the 
sense that there is such thing as complete security, security that can’t be 
shaken—but in a very different place than I’d thought. 

Alexie:  I remember I went to sleep that night still feeling the anxiety, the 
uncertainty. But there was also this tiny, calm feeling that my world was 
in bigger hands. 

John:  The next morning—almost to my surprise—the sun came up. And 
people began to rebuild. Some survived devastation and grief that I will 
never personally understand. But in a small but very real way, I too 
began to rebuild—this time on a different foundation. 

Alexie:  (Sitting on the edge of the stage) I’ve learned to pray for my country when 
the earth gives way, when it feels out of control. Because I know the 
Sovereign One. So I seek Him, and I ask his blessing on us. 

John:  For each new day, we thank You, Lord. We bless Your name. 

Alexie:  May God bless America.  

Lights out. 
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