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DAY ONE 
 
The sound of pounding, torrential rain.  A great hall begins to fill up with people. 
 
Jan is sitting alone, reading his packet.  
 
Rodney enters, finds a seat and begins to meditate.  Ned surveys the room and tries to 
decide where to sit based on the configuration, on Ned and Rodney, and on where he 
expects the teacher will be.   
 
Joan and Judy enter:   
 
     JOAN 
…I said, very clearly, left at the second stop sign. 
 
     JUDY 
I did not hear you say that. 
 
     JOAN 
Well, how is that my fault // if I said something and you didn’t hear it… 
 
     JUDY 
I’m not talking about fault, I’m just saying I don’t think you said what you think you said. 
 
     JOAN 
What do you think I said? 
 
     JUDY 
I wasn’t taking notes, Joan.  I think we’re supposed to take off our shoes.    
 
     JOAN 
What do you think I said? 
 
     JUDY 
I remember at least two stop signs going by with you saying nothing at all about a left.  
You were looking at the— birds or something— 
      
     JOAN 
That was a hawk.  You didn’t even look up—  
 
     JUDY 
I was trying to figure out where we were going.   
 
     JOAN 



 

Fine, next time I’ll just shut up and you can follow the GPS lady— 
 
     JUDY 
Next time?//  (Sitting.)  These chairs look terrible.   
 
     JUDY 
Can I see that packet? 
 
  
(Joan hands Judy a packet and Judy starts to look through it.  Joan is distracted by 
staring at Rodney— we’re not sure why.  She sits next to Judy.  Points at Rodney.) 
 
     JUDY 
What? 
 
     JOAN 
(Shakes her head, nothing.) 
 
     JUDY 
What. 
 
     JOAN 
(Whispers.)  He does the… 
 
(Rodney looks over.)  
 
     JOAN 
(To Rodney.)  We love your videos.  (Off Judy.)  The yoga videos.   
 
(Judy smiles to Rodney.  Rodney does a Namaste.)   
 
     JUDY 
The food here is vegan.  
 
(Joan smiles and squeezes Judy’s arm, as if to say thank you.)   
 
(Judy nods and keeps looking through her packet.  The sound of a microphone setting 
up.  The sound of somebody’s throat clearing.  Some strange breathing.  Everyone 
finishes taking their seats.  When the teacher speaks, it is as a disembodied voice, 
amplified from somewhere in front of them and also projected in multiple locations 
around the room.  The focus or the framing— or both— is off.)  
      
 
     


