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Begin at Voice of Teacher; continue through end of side. 

 



 

DAY FOUR 
 
Ned, Judy and Jan sit.  Ned is feeling destroyed and disgusted with himself.  He’s 
looking around for Alicia who is nowhere to be found.  Jan and Judy look a little bit 
stoned.  The teacher’s voice has faded to a whisper.   
 
    VOICE OF TEACHER 
... When we reach our limit.  When we come to the edge of the unknown.  When we 
stand on the shore of the vast ocean. When we meet our match in the form of a raging 
dog, or a lion, or a bear.  When we meet our self, and we see that we are not at all the 
way we thought… We can either freeze in fear.  We can die, like the well frog.  Or we 
can run away, back to our comfort zone, take drugs, have sex, eat food, watch 
television, drink alcohol.   
 
Or we can stay.   
 
And to answer the question of the young man, in the hat— 
 
(Rodney comes in.) 
 
(Clearly a little bit irked.)  Yes please, come in.  Sit down.  I was just speaking about 
how to stay--   
 
(Alicia comes in.) 
 
Come in, sit down, it’s all right.     
 
(Joan comes in, clearly having spent the night somewhere else but resolved to finish out 
the workshop.  She looks refreshed.  She’s showered, is wearing lipstick and holding 
the NY Post and a coffee from Starbucks.  Everyone looks envious.) 
 
Can I just ask-- no I’m sorry— I have to ask this… Why are you people...  
 
Late? 
 
I have to acknowledge the fact that it’s… It’s extremely disrespectful.  I’m not up here 
talking for my-- I’m not up here just, you know, I don’t exactly love the feeling that I’m, 
you know, pissing into the wind up here. 
 
(They all stare.)   
 
Oh god.  I’m so very sorry.  I’m so sorry.  That was.  Uncalled for.  I’ve been having a bit 
of a… Hard time myself I suppose. 
 



 

I don’t normally carry a “cell phone.” 
 
I don’t generally allow interruptions. 
 
I try… I try to, how do you say it, “Practice and preach.”  Talk the talk.  Walk the walk.  
Oh… It’s just that… I have to share with you.  I must pause to tell you…  
 
My father 
 
Is dying.   
 
I can… I must sit with that.   
 
(A pause.  He breathes.) 
 
He’s already not there anymore.  And all I can think about now.  Is all of the things I wish 
I had said to him.   
 
The silence.  Ha.  
 
And then I come here, and it’s just the same as every time I do one of these retreats, or 
lectures or workshops.  
 
I have this feeling.  That people...  
 
You people.  Come here.  And listen.  And take notes.  And maybe a few of you actually 
even observe.  Silence. 
 
And then you go back to you regular lives.  Exactly.  As you were.   
 
And that is.  You can imagine.  That is...  EXTREMELY FRUSTRATING.  
 
(A long beat.  The teacher seems to be going though something very intense.  The 
sound of some kind of heavy breathing, perhaps a sob or two, and then a recovery-- 
sniffling-- into the microphone.  Everyone looks freaked out.) 
 
(Now the teacher is in a self-pity spiral.)  Because then what am I doing?  I’m wasting 
my time...  I’m just up here talking and talking and it all means nothing...  
 
(Another recovery.)   
 
So I ask you.  No I beg you... Change.  Somebody.  Please.  Change.  
 


