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A fable in one continuous act 
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Synopsis: 

Jay is a teacher being forcibly retired, and he’s invited every single one of his former students to 

one final, inspirational class. Kenya is the only one who shows up, and it’s not for the reason Jay 

wants. Hideous secrets are revealed, new lessons are learned, and people begin to find a better 

path. 

 

 

 

 

 

Tell me, what else should I have done? 

Doesn't everything die at last, and too soon? 

Tell me, what is it you plan to do 

With your one wild and precious life? 

 

--Mary Oliver, The Summer Day 

 

Midway upon the journey of our life  

I found myself within a forest dark,  

For the straightforward pathway had been lost. 

 

--Dante, The Divine Comedy, opening line 
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King of the Seventh Grade 

 

After dark, one evening in June. A Middle School 

Math Classroom. There is a whiteboard. There are 

shelves with books, and thirteen stuffed animals. 

There is a hotplate, a tea kettle, and a teapot. There 

is a small window. There is a stack of letters – 

hundreds of them. There are a few pillows. 

 

JAY WAGSTAFF, in his 50’s, is there. He’s a 

normal looking guy except for a strange bulge at his 

rear end. It’s clear that he can’t really sit 

comfortably, if at all. He looks at the clock, then 

looks at his watch, then looks at the clock again. He 

places a filled tea kettle on the hotplate. He draws a 

diagram on the board that looks like this:   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
https://www.mathsisfun.com/numbers/fibonacci-sequence.html 

 

He plays “All meine Herzgedanken”, Johannes 

Brahms, Op. 62. No. 5. 
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When finished drawing, he covers the diagram.  

He looks at his watch, the clock, his watch. 

He looks outside. 

He waits. 

 

He loses hope. 

 

Finally, he takes some stuffed animals and places 

them in the desks. He writes the numbers 0, 1, 1, 2, 

3, 5, 8, 13, 21, 34, 55, 89, 144, 233, 377 on the 

board. He prepares to teach them. 

JAY 

There is a wonderful, magical sequence formed by taking numbers and adding the previous 

number to them. For example, we start with the number “1” and add “0” to it, and we get “1”. 1 

plus 1 equals…2! Very good, Essie Elephant! 2 plus 1 equals…3! Excellent, Petunia Pig! 3 plus 

2 equals 5, 5 plus 3 equals 8, 8 plus 5 equals…13! Petunia, you are on your mark today! This 

important sequence of numbers can be found throughout the Universe as proof of God’s love of 

our world and his love of his subjects, and we call this sequence…? What do we call it? 

 

Very funny, Melvin Monkey. “We should call it a day?” How many of you think we should call 

it a day?  

 

Yes. Maybe we should just call it a day. 

 

The tea kettle starts to whistle. JAY turns off the 

hotplate. He adds teabags to the teapot and pours 

the water from the kettle into the teapot. He looks at 

the clock, his watch, the clock, outside, the clock, 

his watch, the clock. 

 

JAY 

We should call it a day. 

 

JAY reaches into a drawer or cabinet and pulls out 

a bottle of something we can’t see. He pours it into 

the teapot, when there is a thud on the window and 

someone speaking outside. 

 

KENYA 

And like a moth to its flame 

Like a wave to the shore 

Like a magnet to the fridge 

I am here! 

The ultimate ultimatum, 

The involuntary journey  

Of two thousand five hundred eighty four miles 
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Ends with a single thud! 

 

KENYA is seen at the window. She is a 30 year-old 

African-American female, smartly dressed, and she 

carries or wears a smartphone, a tablet, and “the 

latest” device. She refers to them frequently. 

JAY puts the unseen bottle away and quickly puts 

the stuffed animals back on the shelves, except for 

one mouse, who remains in a seat. JAY opens the 

window and places pillows on the sill. 

 

JAY 

Who’s there? 

 

KENYA 

Mr. Wagstaff? 

 

JAY 

You’re just in time! 

 

KENYA 

Wait, are you…Jay Wagstaff? 

 

JAY 

Come in! Come in! 

 

KENYA 

The window? I mean…were you serious? 

 

JAY 

Is anything you say not a question? 

 

KENYA 

It’s freezing out here! 

 

JAY  

A statement. At last! 

 

KENYA 

Why freezing in June? A June freeze? 

My app says it’s 89 degrees 

But it feels more like 34. 

It’s this forcefield! 

It’s running on heat energy, 

Draining the weather, 

Straining together  
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To gather your subjects, 

To subject them to lessons, 

To lessen their… 

Speaking of others 

Who else is here? 

 

JAY 

Another question! Convoluted, too! 

 

KENYA 

Tell me who else is here. 

 

JAY 

You are the first, but I am unbedingt  

Sichern that you will not be the last one. 

 

KENYA 

You are what? 

 

JAY 

Unbedingt sichern! 

 

KENYA 

(into a device) Translate!  

 

JAY 

Absolutely certain! Now that you are here. 

 

KENYA 

I’m almost an hour late.  

But the power of your pull, 

Your tractor beam, 

Escape as I might have tried… 

A tractor pull… 

Is that a thing? 

(into a device) What’s a tractor pull? 

 

JAY 

Was there traffic? 

 

KENYA 

It’s a motorsport competition that requires a modified tractor // to pull a 

 

JAY 

Was there traffic? 
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KENYA 

Tractor traffic? 

 

JAY 

On your trip! 

 

KENYA 

I walked and BARTed and flew and Ubered and walked and no. 

 

JAY 

The traffic! That explains your late, of course. 

 

KENYA 

Am I the only one who got sucked in? 

Who got suckered in? 

 

JAY 

Another question. 

 

KENYA 

Why is it so cold? 

And why is it so dark 

Even if the moon is new? 

This should be the longest day of the year! 

I wanted the smell of earthy soil, 

a twilight whiff of the white narcissus 

And the fox pups yelping 

And the chickadee-dee-dee. 

Chickadee-dee-dee. 

Instead it’s frozen tundra. 

I’d wonder if I’ve gone to Hell,  

Like Jilly told me to, 

But it’s chillier. 

 

JAY 

Out of the cold! Come in!! 

 

KENYA 

Why not the front door? 

 

JAY 

It’s armed. They don’t give us the code. The guns  

and all the massacres since you were in  

the seventh grade so many years ago. 

 

KENYA 
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I’m not climbing through // some dirty 

 

JAY 

I placed a stool outside. Is it still there? 

 

KENYA 

It is, but I’m in a skirt and heels. 

 

 

 

 

JAY 

Hand me your shoes. There’s pillows on the sill. 

Come on! It’s warm in here and time for class! 

You’ve made it here, you cannot turn back now! 

 

KENYA 

Regretful Amen to that. 

(into a device) So the involuntary journey  

Of two thousand five hundred eighty four miles 

Really ends with my fenestration penetration! 

Abandon hope all ye who reenter here! 

 

KENYA hands over her shoes and begins to climb 

in. JAY reaches out to help her. 

 

KENYA 

Please don’t touch. 

 

KENYA climbs in and puts on her shoes. 

 

JAY 

The room has not changed much since you were here. 

 

KENYA 

I don’t remember anything about this room. 

That feels really wrong. 

But it has been a long time. 

Do I know this place? 

Was I even here? 

I shouldn’t have to do this. 

 

KENYA turns to go out the window. Jay stops her, 

looks out the window, and shuts the window. 

 

JAY 
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I’m glad you’re here! The rest should be here soon.  

Did you see any others on their way? 

 

KENYA 

June this morning. Now it’s January. 

Maybe I’ve been traveling six months?  

Maybe your tractor pull warped space-time?! 

Is it last January or next January? 

 

JAY 

It’s December. 

 

KENYA 

Which December? 

Damn, my devices still say June! 

They’re supposed to sync! 

They stink! 

 

JAY 

Oh, it IS June. But it FEELS December.  

I think that happens when you hit this age. 

So you got my letter.  

I wasn’t sure if // it would 

 

KENYA 

My mother forwarded it. 

It’s the first letter I’ve gotten this decade. 

 

JAY 

Where are you living now? 

 

KENYA 

Bay Area.  

 

JAY 

You’ve come so far! 

 

KENYA 

(into a device) They all never did think I would amount to anything at all. THAT I remember. 

 

JAY 

Oh no, I meant you’ve literally come so far.  

Two thousand five hundred eighty-four miles! 

Do you know how significant that is?! 

I almost had lost faith, but now I see  

There is an unseen hand that points the way. 
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KENYA 

(into a device) His letter was so… 

 

JAY  

Whose letter? 

 

KENYA 

Your letter. Your letter was so… 

 

 

JAY 

Inspiring? 

 

KENYA 

So desperate. Is that tea? 

 

JAY 

Tea? 

 

KENYA 

It’s so cold. I could use some hot tea.  

 

JAY 

How could you ever think I was desperate? 

 

KENYA 

Or am I so California now and everything home is so cold and so old. 

 

JAY 

Everything here is…PLEASE DON’T TOUCH THAT TEA! 

 

KENYA 

It’s a teapot. 

 

JAY 

It’s not // tea 

 

KENYA 

It’s booze.  

 

JAY 

It is not // booze 

 

KENYA 

I could use some booze!  
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I walked and I BARTed and I flew and I Ubered and I walked 

And only one of those // offered the opportunity for 

 

JAY 

IT IS NOT BOOZE! AND I AM NOT DESPERATE! 

 

KENYA 

Oh, I remember something!  

We used to think you drank to get through our class.  

Vodka. No // smell 

 

JAY 

I never drank // vodka in class 

 

KENYA 

No blame. I remember I wondered if we drove you to drink.  

 

JAY 

And that’s what you remember about me? 

 

JAY pats at and adjusts his backside. 

 

KENYA 

Addiction creeps up like too-tight panties. 

What’s the matter with your butt? 

And why can’t I have some tea? 

 

JAY 

What’s in that teapot IS NOT POTABLE!! 

 

KENYA 

So noted. Still, I could use some tea. 

(suddenly recalling) I remember once you made us tea in class! 

On the grayest of days. 

 

JAY 

You still recall the day I made you tea? 

What else do you remember from my class? 

 

KENYA 

Well… 

Not all that much… 

I remember you used to get annoyed at us.  

I remember you had stuffed animals // and sometimes 

 

JAY 



11 
 

We can reminisce after the lesson. 

I haven’t made my students tea for years. 

The Principal called it a waste of time 

And confiscated my tea kettle once. 

I’ll put some on for you. Give me a sec. 

 

KENYA 

Is it fair trade? 

 

JAY 

It’s from the Shop ‘n’ Save. 

 

KENYA 

Never mind. I’ll do without. 

I usually pack my own 

But when the forcefield hit there wasn’t time. 

WHOOSH! Walk, BART, Fly, Uber, Walk, Bam! 

 

JAY 

Is that “text lingo?” I don’t understand. 

 

KENYA 

(checking a device) I beat Jilly and she was only going to Chicago! 

(to another device) Show “Eat My Dust” meme. 

 

JAY 

I don’t understand most of what you say. 

 

KENYA 

Jilly’s my partner. 

Jillian, really. 

 

JAY 

Your partner’s name is Jilly?! Good for you! 

 

KENYA 

Why is that good for me? 

Whatevs. 

 

JAY 

I just meant that it’s nice to know that you // 

Have found 

 

KENYA 

She’s building houses for the poor this weekend. 

She left before me but I arrived before she did. 
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The forcefield has powers I have yet to comprehend! 

(into a device) Tweet “Eat My Dust” meme at Silly Jilly. 

 

JAY 
Speaking of dust, that’s not the proper way  
I wanted former students to return.  
To enter through the window? Das ist Schlecht! 

 

KENYA 

(into a device) Translate! 

 

JAY 

That is bad! 

 

KENYA 

But you just forcefielded me through the window!  

Your letter said // to come through 

 

JAY 

But now, NOW you should enter as you did,  
oh lo those many years ago. Knock knock. 

 

KENYA 

Who’s there? 

 

JAY 

NO! YOU knock. 

 

KENYA 

Knock knock. 

 

JAY  

On the door! 

 

KENYA 

I’m already here.  

Your letter said // you wanted to 

 

JAY 

Ruined! Ruined before it even starts! 

 

KENYA 

How have I ruined // anything? 

 

JAY 

Not you! Administration! With their locks 



13 
 

And keys and codes, alarm bells going off. 

What little dignity we had’s been stripped away. 

I just want one last gasp of the old ways.  

 

JAY paws at his backsides and moans a little. 

KENYA moves to look at his backside. 

JAY tries to prevent KENYA from seeing him from 

behind. 

 

Just please go out that door and come back in! 

 

KENYA 

Really, Jilly? Really? 

No choice but to obey 

This tragic voice. 

 

KENYA exits through the door and JAY quickly 

returns the stuffed mouse to its shelf.  

KENYA knocks on the door. 

 

JAY 

Come in. 

 

KENYA opens the door and enters. 

 

KENYA 

Mr. Wagstaff? 

 

JAY 

A statement! 

 

KENYA 

What? 

 

JAY 

Why do you all uptalk? You have uptalked  

eight times. Or, should I say, (uptalking) Why do you all  

uptalk? You have uptalked eight times tonight?  

 

KENYA 

Who all is “you all”? 

 

JAY 

A statement, please. 

 

KENYA 
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This is your more dignified begin? 

 

JAY 

Of course not. I’m so hopeless. Tired. Dust.  

 

KENYA 

Who is “you all”? 

 

JAY 

Young women. 

 

KENYA 

Black women? 

 

JAY 

Young women just in general. Afraid  

to make a statement so they end each sentence  
with a knocked-up pregnant question mark.  
Mr Wagstaff? I was like wondering?  

So…could I maybe talk to you? About 

My quiz? Can I redo it? Thursday lunch? 

 

KENYA 

I was being polite, all right??!! 

 

JAY 

“Mr. Wagstaff?”  

As if you don’t remember me at all?  

Polite’s “Hello, Mr. Wagstaff, I’ve come  

To see you after all these frosty years.” 

 

KENYA 

Why are we so afraid to make statements? 

 

JAY 

“Hello, Mr. Wagstaff. How great you look.” 

 

KENYA 

Why are we so afraid?  

Why am I the only one?  

The only one frightened enough, 

Compelled enough, 

Guilted enough, 

Ultimatumed enough, 

(Satisfied yet, Jilly?) 

Suctioned in // to this vacuum chamber 
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JAY 

“Hello, Mr. Wagstaff. I got your note  
and I am so excited to attend  

Your final class!” And I am glad you’re here.  

Please take your seat. I’m ready to begin. 

 

A bell rings. 

 

There is a wonderful, magical sequence formed by taking numbers and adding the previous 

number to them. For example, we start with the number “1” and add “0” to it, and we get “1”. 1 

plus 1 equals…2! 

 

KENYA 

I said “Mr. Wagstaff?” because I wasn’t sure it was you.  

So my uptalk was not uptalk at all but was a genuine question.  

I recognize your face, but it doesn’t seem like you. 

What happened?  

 

JAY 

That is a very good question… 

 

KENYA 

“That is a very good question….” Name. 

 

“That is a very good question….” Insert name. Insert my name. Who am I?  

 

He doesn’t remember me. 

 

JAY 

Give me a minute? 

 

KENYA 

A statement! 

 

JAY 

GIVE ME A GODDAMN MINUTE. 

 

KENYA 

Better. 

 

JAY 

How old are you? 

 

KENYA 

What difference does that make? Excuse me. That does not a difference make! 
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JAY 

It will help. 

 

KENYA 

Twenty-nine. Until tomorrow. 

Unless it really is December. 

Then I might be thirty. 

Or maybe I’m thirteen? 

 

JAY 

So I taught you seventeen years ago…. 

 

KENYA 

You said that you remembered me.  

In your letter you knew // what one assignment I failed 

 

JAY 

I knew you then. It’s not then. Now it’s now.  

And no one looks the same as they did then. 

 

KENYA 

I haven’t changed that much. 

And the chill here makes it feel 

Like I’m still twelve going on thirteen. 

Like I’ve jettisoned the last seventeen years. 

 

JAY 

There’s Keine Möglichkeit of that, I think. 

(mocking KENYA) Translate! 

There’s little chance of that, I think, my dear. 

 

KENYA 

TFTI. 

Thanks for the info? 

The WiFi sucks here. 

I’m losing it. 

 

JAY 

How much I’d love us to go back in time. 

Before the “apps”, the WiFi, the “right now!” 

2 plus 1 equals…3! 3 plus 2 equals 5, 5 plus 3 equals 8, 8 plus 5 equals…13! 

I know you know these answers but you do 

Not speak. You haven’t changed a bit since then! 

 

KENYA 
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Either have you!  

What do I remember? 

You judged my silence then as lack of care. 

Just as you are judging me right now. 

(into a device) This forcefield violence nudging me to adolescence. 

 

JAY 

I am a mess! A wreck! Please let’s go on. 

 

KENYA 

I refuse to go on if you don’t even know who I am! 

 

JAY paws more at the strange lump on his rear end. 

Apparently, it hurts more. 

 

JAY 

Oh…Ohhhhhh…. 

 

KENYA 

Do you need to use the bathroom? 

 

JAY moans in considerable pain. He might roll on 

the floor. 

 

KENYA 

Oh my god oh my god oh my god! 

(into a device) Call 911! 

No service?! No signal?! 

 

JAY 

I don’t need 911! I need to teach!  

There is a wonderful, magical sequence formed by // taking numbers 

 

KENYA 

I have to get out of here!! 

But I can’t!  

I should flee, split, bolt 

But I’m drawn into this vortex, 

Spinning down,  

Around, around, 

With about as much free will, 

Unable to escape! 

WHYYY??!!!! 

 

JAY 

(with the backside crisis temporarily resolved)  
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Perhaps because my letter was so good. 

You brought it with you, right? Read it aloud. 

It will remind you why you’re here tonight. 

Read it aloud. It will remind us both 

About the vital nature of this night. 

 

KENYA 

I have no choice but to stay. 

So there is no point // in my reading the 

 

JAY 

Now that you see the shell that I’ve become, 

If you re-read my letter you may find 

It in your heart to let me carry on 

Despite my failure to recall your name. 

 

KENYA 

I’m only doing this for my Streamies. 

Some may not be up to speed. 

 

KENYA  produces the letter. 

 

KENYA 

“Dear –  

 

No! You just want me to say my name! 

 

JAY 

I want you to remember why you’ve come. 

 

KENYA 

“Dear…BLANK! 

 

No doubt you are surprised to hear from me.  

I was your math teacher in seventh grade. 

I doubt that you remember me at all. 

 

I’m being forced into retirement. 

While my career is still within its prime 

The powers-that-be declared it’s time to go. 

I cost too much. I’ve been replaced by “apps.” 

 

I’m far too young for shuffleboard and far 

Too old to get another paying job. 

The chance of getting work at fifty-five 

Is like tossing a coin twenty-one times 
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And getting tails, which you remember from 

My class on probability, but you 

Probably don’t because you failed that quiz. 

 

I’m writing to invite you to a class. 

My…” 

 

And then there’s some word I can’t pronounce. 

 

JAY 

“Schwanengesangklasse”.  

 

KENYA 

Where I will be the teacher of my dreams! 

 

JAY 

Say it. Shwanengesangklasse. 

 

SCHVAN-en-guh-ZONG KLOSS-suh 

 

KENYA 

I don’t speak German! 

 

JAY 

But you used some “device” to translate it. 

 

KENYA 

Swan song class. 

“Where I will be the teacher of my dreams 

Where I’ll inspire you with number schemes 

That pomp the beauty, the grandeur of math! 

The secrets of the Universe revealed! 

A lesson they would never let me teach 

Because it didn’t “fit curriculum”. 

I never taught this lesson when I could. 

I never bucked the system, stood my ground. 

I taught exactly what they said to teach. 

And I regret that more and more each day. 

And after June is through, there’s no more time. 

 

Please give me one more chance to be the one, 

The teacher you’ll remember for all time. 

The teacher who inspires, who lights a flame… 

Before I die a sad and lonely death. 

 

Plaintively, 
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Jay Wagstaff 

Teacher of Mathematics” 

 

JAY 

I hardly think that’s desperate now, do you? 

 

 

 

KENYA 

P.S. Please enter through the back window. 

We’re not allowed to open any doors. 

 

JAY 

I think I made an error. Let me see. 

 

JAY attempts to grab the letter from KENYA. 

 

I heard a grammar error that needs fix - // ing! 

 

KENYA 

No! You just want to see my name! 

 

JAY 

I do remember you, I really do. 

Autumn of Ninety-Nine. You sit right there.  

Each day. Between the boy with purple nails, 

The sickly girl with snaggledy brown teeth.  

You always wear a skirt. No pants, ever,  

Not even on the deadest winter days.  

And always a respectable top. None  

of those tight little wraps held on more by  

one’s confidence than by elastic straps.  

Hoop earrings, too, an impressive circumference. 

You don’t look up much. Never volunteer.  

You only raise your hand to use the bathroom.  

Which you do, every four weeks. Despite my clear rules.  

“Ladies need not ask to be excused 

When it’s their time. Simply give me this sign… 

and then excuse yourself for your matters.  

But please don’t interrupt my class  

to ask permission to be a human female being.”  

A plain request you can not follow. But  

When I quiz you on matters mathematical,  

you almost always know the answers.   

You always have your book. You always bring  
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a gentle little stuffed lion, I think, 

who sits there on your desk during a test.  

What was his name? It’s Reginald, I think. 

But you fail // the quiz on 

 

KENYA 

YOU REMEMBER MY STUFFED LION’S NAME AND YOU DON’T // REMEMBER 

MINE??!! 

 

JAY 

Who was the sickly girl with the brown teeth? 

 

KENYA 

Emma Glick. Emma is now Evan and is running a tech start-up.  

 

JAY 

So those brown teeth were not a handicap. 

 

KENYA 

Whitening strips. What is my name? 

 

JAY  

The boy with purple fingernails was named… 

Don’t tell me…Tyrell Hollis, am I right? 

 

KENYA 

You’re right. 

 

JAY 

I’ve often wondered what happened to him. 

 

KENYA 

He sells insurance in Florida. 

 

JAY 

I was sorry to see his letter came back. 

I thought if he had gotten it, he’d come. 

 

JAY indicates that pile of hundreds of letters. 

 

KENYA 

Wait, how many letters did you send? 

 

JAY 

A number. An irrational number. 
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KENYA 

These all came back “No Such Addressee?” 

 

JAY 

This is a fraction of the ones I sent. 

 

KENYA 

Why not just send emails? 

 

KENYA looks through the letters. 

 

JAY 

Don’t look through those! Those are not yours to touch! 

 

KENYA 

What’s the big deal? 

They’re sealed. 

 

JAY 

They represent my Lebenswerk. Life’s Work! 

 

KENYA 

How many total? 

 

JAY 

I told you. An irrational number. 

 

KENYA 

An irrational number has no repeating or terminating decimals. Like 3.1415927 et cetera et 

cetera. Like pi. You can’t have sent pi letters. Unless you sent part of a letter. 

 

JAY 

I did not. They were perfectly complete. 

 

KENYA 

So you sent a whole number of letters, not an irrational number. 

 

JAY 

You do remember something from my class! 

 

KENYA 

I remember Miss Jacobs.  

Eighth grade math.  

She gave us candy canes at Christmas.  

Do you remember her? 
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JAY 

She is dead. 

 

KENYA 

Dead? What happened // to her? 

 

JAY 

Dead. You remember math. Well, you know pi. 

 

KENYA 

I remember Miss Jacobs. How did she die? Sorry. Tell me how she died. 

 

JAY 

Like all of us.  

 

KENYA 

Tell me how you all die. 

 

JAY 

Questioning. 

 

KENYA 

Tell me how many of those letters you sent. In whole numbers. 

 

JAY 

Four thousand one hundred and eighty-one.  

A letter to each student I have taught. 

 

KENYA 

EVERY former student got a letter like mine? 

 

JAY 

Statement. 

 

KENYA 

And I am the only one who got sucked in. 

The only one here.  

 

JAY 

And you, my dear, might not even be here. 

 

KENYA 

What? 

 

JAY 

You may just be a figment of my brain.  
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A pigment fragment wisp of springtime smoke.  

A shimmer mirage, about to vanish. 

 

KENYA 

Why do you think I am not real? 

 

 

 

 

JAY 

I have not slept for an entire year.  

No sleep, literally. And unlike your  

generation I use “literally”  

correctly. I’ve been hallucinating. 

You seem like one of my hallucinations. 

 

KENYA 

That hurts my feelings. 

First you don’t know my name, 

Then you don’t think I’m real. 

I’m already not having a good day 

And you are making it worse by the minute. 

(into a device) Having a really bad day. Send cat videos! 

 

JAY 

I didn’t say that you weren’t real for sure. 

I merely said you seemed like you could be 

Another of my sick hallucinations. 

As if any real student would bother 

To show up for my cockamamie stunt. 

 

KENYA 

Wait, you really haven’t slept for a whole year?  

 

JAY 

Three hundred seventy seven days. So more. 

From that grim day they told me this would be  

My last year at this school. I guess they thought  

themselves magnanimous to give to me 

A whole year’s notice. After thirty-four  

Prime years, well, it’s the least that they could do. 

This school excels in doing the least it can do! 

 

KENYA 

Explains how he had time to write four thousand letters. 
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JAY 

Four thousand one hundred and eighty one.  

 

KENYA 
People die after a week with no sleep. 

 

JAY 

I’ve gone three hundred seventy-seven days.  

Exception that proves the rule. Not. A. Wink. 

 

KENYA 

You have to teach me how to do that!! 

If I could learn how to not sleep, 

Maybe I could get it all done! 

THAT’S why I’m here!! 

THAT’S why the forcefield forcefielded! 

To teach me how to tell sleep to GTFO! 

GOD I LOVE THE UNIVERSE! 

 

JAY 

You do not want to know what it is like  

To spend a year of nights full wide awake. 

To never need to sleep?  It seems a gift –  

Near countless hours of present moment stretched 

Before you like an endless sandy beach. 

But thoughts, like mice and bugs, come out at night. 

Here’s Panic for tomorrow’s lesson plan! 

And here’s Regret for who I failed today! 

The future and the past, both at their worst.  

They bully poor, limp-wristed, little “now”. 

I wouldn’t wish that on my greatest foe. 

Except for maybe Principal Monroe. 

 

And that’s not what this lesson is about. 

The letter that I sent you made it clear  

That I am here to teach you something else. 

 

KENYA 

How have you been able to teach at all? 

 

JAY 

On autopilot. More or less. It’s fine. 

The one hiccup’s been the hallucinations.  

Of which you may or may not be one. 

 

KENYA 
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I am fully real! 

 

JAY 

But an hallucination would say that. 

 

KENYA 

Why would a hallucination // say they were 

 

 

JAY 

Exactly how hallucinations talk!  
Beth Jackson, Class of 2000, emerged  

from Monday’s tuna salad to re-whine  

about her grades and said the exact same thing.  

“I’m real!” “I’m real!” I Googled her and found 

That she had died some thirteen months ago. 

 

KENYA 

How did she die so young? 

 

JAY 

The Google did not share her cause of death. 

 

KENYA 

Was she thirteen or thirty-four? 

When you hallucinated her, I mean? 

 

JAY 

She looked the same as she did in my class. 

 

KENYA 

That proves it!  

You said I DON’T look the same. 

 

JAY 

You’re backtalking like her. Let’s Google you!! 

Perhaps we’ll find the same morbid result?! 

It’s usually the dead ones who return. 

 

KENYA 

I am very much alive! 

I think. 

For now. 

I’m no hallucination!  

Or am I? Am I a hallucination? 

Or is he mine? 
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(consulting a device) Now Streamies, don’t be trolly! 

We will start soon! 

Ken –  

MY NAME is not just a name 

It’s a lifestyle! 

 

JAY 

Google your name and “obituary.” 

 

KENYA 

Whoa. Is that a thing? 

 

(JAY thinks KENYA is referring to his backside, but 

she’s just expressing her surprise at the idea of 

Googling your name and “obituary.”) 

 

JAY 

Just prove to both of us that you’re alive!! 

 

KENYA Googles. 

 

KENYA 

It’s slow. 

Spinning pinwheel of death. 

 

JAY 

Let’s head back to the lesson while we wait. 

No time to waste if you’re really alive. 

 

A bell rings. 

 

Recall our number sequence: 0,1,1,2,3,5,8,13, et cetera. This important sequence of numbers can 

be found throughout the Universe as proof of God’s love of our world and his love of his 

subjects, and we call this sequence…? You. No ideas? 

 

Let’s take a break and check for your obit. 

 

JAY reaches for KENYA’s device. 

 

KENYA 

You’re just trying to hack a way into my name. 

 

JAY 

I need to know if you are real or not! 

 

KENYA 
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I am real and I am here! 

And I am staying here! 

No I am not! 

I am leaving! 

ARRRGGGHHHH… 

No I am not! 

Of course I am not. 

“Come back when you remember how to connect. 

Or don’t come back at all.” 

(consulting her device) There’s no obit for me. 

I told you! 

And no, you can not see this! 

 

JAY 

What do we call this important sequence of numbers?  

 

KENYA 

What do you call me? 

 

JAY 

You said you traveled two thousand five hundred eighty-four miles to come here! Two thousand 

five hundred eighty-four is the eighteenth number in this sequence! 

 

KENYA 

I know that!! 

 

JAY 

And yet you can’t name this important number sequence? 

 

KENYA 

I can, // but 

 

JAY 

Then we’re even. 

 

KENYA 

That is not even! 

 

JAY 

It’s an Italian name. 

 

KENYA 

I am not Italian. 

 

JAY 

The mathematician who discovered it 
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was an Italian. That’s a clue. Can you  

still not remember this important man? 

 

KENYA 

“Kenya” still not remember my name? That’s a clue, too. 

 

JAY  

Fibonacci! The Fibonacci Sequence.  

Named for Leonardo Fibonacci!  

 

KENYA 

I know that! 

I majored in Math, FFS!! 

 

JAY 

How wonderful! 

 

KENYA 

Despite you! 

Miss Jacobs was the one who lit that flame. 

 

JAY paws at his backside and moans in pain. 

 

What is up with your ass? 

 

JAY 

A question I have asked myself for lo  

these last seventeen years and then some! Lord! 

 

KENYA 

And who says “lo”?  

The last time I said “lo”  

was when I sang “Lo, how a rose e’er blooming”  

In Chorus that Christmas 

And I didn’t understand it then. 

 

JAY 

Oh? Oh. OH, I remember! You sang so  

beautifully. Sing it for me now. 

You had such a sweet voice // when you were in 

 

KENYA 

I can’t remember some // song from seventeen years 

 

JAY 

Or better yet, let’s sing it together.  



30 
 

In honor of the season that we’re in! 

(singing) “Lo, how a rose e’er blooming, from tender stem hath sprung. // From Jesse’s” 

 

KENYA 

Wait. This is your best lesson ever?? 

How did you hang on this long? 

 

JAY 

 (singing) “From Jesse’s lineage coming, as men of old have sung.” 

 

KENYA 

And who the hell was Jesse? I never understood that.  

(into a device) “Who is Jesse in “lo how a rose?” 

DAMN THE WIFI HERE SUCKS!! 

 

JAY 

Miz Stringer never taught that fact to you?  

 

KENYA 

I remember she drank, too. Did you know that? 

 

JAY 

I NEVER drank a drop during school hours.  

At night, yes, but NEVER during the day! 

 

KENYA 
Then you were one up on Miz Stringer.  

 

JAY 

She kept a box of lowgrade Chardonnay 

inside the faculty refrigerator. 

 

KENYA 

She popped a breath mint every day at the start of class.  

“Cheers! Vocalizing // means socializing!” 

 

JAY 

(joining in) ”Means socializing” 

 

KENYA 

You remember Miz Stringer. I loved her. 

 

JAY 

She was my colleague for twenty-one years. 

 

KENYA 
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And you don’t remember me. 

 

JAY 

I do, but, oh, your name has drizzled through  

my thin cerebral sieve. For which I do  

Apologize. Names are the first to go.  

Hey, there’s that kid I taught two years ago.  

“Hey…you.  Hey, how’s it going…buddy boy!”  

And there’s that lovely girl from just last year.  

“Hey there…sweetie.” I’ve called a girl “sweetie.”  

She tells her father. And the sad, slow swirl, 

The floodish circling of the drain begins.  

“Jay, several parents called me to complain…”    

 

KENYA 

KENYA HOPEWELL. 

 

JAY 

Sadly, I cannot. 

 

KENYA  

That is my name! Kenya Hopewell. 

 

JAY 

Keeeenya Hopewell. Of course. Class of  2006.  

B Block Pre-Algebra. 89.94 average. B plus. I don’t round up.  

 

KENYA 

KENYA! That’s right, you ALWAYS pronounced it wrong.  

KENYA HOPEWELL! 

“It is not just a name, it’s a lifestyle.” 

That’s my brand. 

 

JAY 

It’s also a question. How about that? 

 

The window flies open. 

Wind rushes in. 

Snow flies in. 

Maybe there are Christmas Carols, too?! 

The stacks of letters are scattered. 

JAY struggles to reorganize them. 

KENYA tries to help him. 

 

JAY 

I told you not to touch my private things! 
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KENYA 

I’m trying to help! 

Although I have no idea why! 

 

JAY 

You can best help by getting in your seat 

And letting me continue the lesson! 

 

KENYA 

This is the wrong Solstice!! 

A Black hole! 

This might be my hallucination. 

But I am not believing this! 

Streamies, I speculate you’re not receiving this. 

Nothing can escape!! 

Somebody message me, text me, poke me, save me!!! 

NOW! 

@KenyaHopewell 

 

JAY 

Can any of us hope well anymore? 

 

KENYA 

Must. Escape. Now!! 

 

KENYA tries to get to the window. It’s an enormous 

struggle against the wind, the snow, the songs. 

 

JAY 

NO! You’re the only one of the four thousand  

one hundred eighty-one. Not even two.  

Nor three. Nor five. Not eight. I had hoped well  

for thirteen. But there’s no one else. Please don’t  

be outta here.  

 

KENYA has just about fought her way through the 

open window, but the wind is fierce. 

 

If you leave, I will die. 

 

KENYA believes this may be true; this is now life 

and death. Rather than try to escape, KENYA closes 

the window. 

 

KENYA 
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(understanding he’s suicidal) Just what is in your teapot? 

 

JAY 

Never mind. 

 

In the storm, KENYA ended up in possession of one 

of the returned letters. We see it, but JAY doesn’t. 

KENYA puts it away. 

 

JAY 

It’s not forever. Fifty-five minutes. 

 

KENYA 

And then what happens after that? 

 

JAY 

I really haven’t thought that far ahead. 

 

KENYA 

I think that you should think that far ahead. 

 

JAY 

I think that you should let me teach my class. 

 

KENYA 

I think we should put the “teapot” away. 

 

JAY 

I’ve told you that you may not touch my things. 

 

KENYA 

I’m sure that you can get another job! 

 

JAY 

Oh, you are sure, are you? How do you know? 

Did your little computer tell you so? 

Your generation all think that you know 

The Universe because you’ve got this thing 

Inside your pants. Well let me tell, you, // friend 

 

KENYA 

Inside our pants? 

 

JAY 

Your “smart” devices? They don’t make you smart. 

They make you dumb, so dumb you can’t observe // 
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The Universal truth  

 

KENYA 

You are not being “let go” because of apps. 

They are not just “replacing you” with apps! 

 

JAY 

They are! Each day the kids whip out their phones, 

They swipe their way through algebra and trig, 

There’s no need for a teacher anymore. 

Just a warm, young, cheap body for crowd control. 

“Do this module. Submit it. Here’s you grade. 

Hurrah! Now you can binge more Gossip Girls.” 

 

KENYA 

The apps are designed to help the experienced teacher deliver content more effectively. 

 

JAY  

How would you know? Are you a shill for them? 

 

KENYA 

Don’t blame the world! 

Look within! 

We need to figure out what’s really at the root 

Of your dismissal, 

If you deal with that,  

If you weed out the dismal junk, 

If you fix what’s wrong inside of you, 

Then you can move along. 

What could it be? 

Let’s see… 

Disorganization? 

Obfuscation? 

Hallucinations?! 

 

JAY 

My lessons still retain the perfect structure 

That they had when I instructed you. 

I was effective then, you must admit. 

And my hallucinations only come at night. 

 

KENYA 

Alcoholism? Are you drinking too much? 

We could delve into the twelve // steps to help 

 

JAY 
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I’m on-time and clean-shaven every day. 

 

KENYA 

Is it because you’re gay? 

No way! 

How could it be?  

Times are so different now. 

 

 

JAY 

You knew back then that great unspoken truth? 

 

KENYA 

I remember how people whispered and snickered. 

In December one day I saw on my desk -  

 

JAY 

 “Jay Wagstaff should have been named Gay Fagshaft” 

“Gay Fagshaft likes to party with the boys.” 

“Be careful, kids, you’re in Gay Fagshaft’s class.” 

“Gay Fagshaft” scrawled disdainfully on desks  

At least one hundred and forty-four times. 

I would have loved to scrawl a message back. 

“You know what, punk? Each night I go home to  

My loving man who loves me more than you 

Will ever be loved your entire life!!” 

But desk graffiti and derisive sneers  

From pissant adolescent boys are not 

The reason I was told to leave this school. 

 

KENYA 

I never wrote 

Or said 

Or even thought. 

 

JAY takes the teapot and pours some on one of the 

desks. He scrubs, as if to remove some graffiti.  

 

JAY 

It’s better now, you’re right. Most of that’s gone. 

I wish I had known more about you then. 

 

KENYA 

I remember now 

when I would see…  

that name they had for you… 



36 
 

written on the desk… 

I used to erase it. 

FWIW. 

 

JAY 

FWIW? 

 

 

 

KENYA 

For what it’s worth.  

It’s an abbreviation. 

 

JAY 

You just abbreviated four syllables 

With an eight syllable acronym twice as long. 

 

KENYA 

It works on screen. 

 

JAY 

We are “IRL”, as you like to say. 

That means “In Real Life” // but you 

 

KENYA 

I obviously know that! 

BTW, (bee tee dubs) 

By the way, 

I erased the desks 

Because I knew firsthand. 

I knew that pain so well. 

The hiding 

While they’re deriding us. 

Like Emma Glick who is now Evan. 

Like Tyrell Hollis who still has purple nails. 

 

JAY 

I thought at least some Queer kids would come back. 

I used to think we had a certain code. 

A kindred spirit queer thing going on. 

 

KENYA 

Did you know then I was Queer? 

Or Evan? 

Or Tyrell? 
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JAY 

I didn’t think…what would the point have been?  

 

KENYA 

I don’t think we are kindred spirits. 

Your loving man? 

His name? 

 

 

JAY 

Michael. 

 

KENYA 

And Michael is…? 

 

JAY 

Michael was… 

 

KENYA 

I’m sorry. 

 

JAY 

He loved the beach. But not a strong swimmer.  

“I’m going for a dip. Enjoy your book.”  

Whistles. Commotion. A blue-lipped kiss. 

 

KENYA 

When? 

 

JAY 

Then. 

 

KENYA 

How long were you together? 

 

JAY 

Thirteen years. 

We bought a new stuffed animal each year. 

A way to mark the progression of love. 

 

KENYA 

You had thirteen stuffed animals when I was in your class. 

That’s something that I remember. 

 

JAY 

Let’s please just get back to my final class. 
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A bell rings. 

 

JAY 

0,1,1,2,3,5,8,13. What comes next in the sequence? Kenya? 

 

KENYA 

Twenty-one.  

Look, I already know the Fibonacci Sequence so you //don’t have to  

 

 JAY 

You know it but you don’t know it, you know? 

 

KENYA 

(into a device) Streamies, are we still good? 

 

JAY 

I must ask you to put those things away! 

It’s happening up here! I’m “IRL!” 

Tomorrow you can “app” yourself to death. 

Tonight’s old school full-frontal teaching! Yes! 

 

KENYA 

Wait, what “apps” are you referring to? 

What “app” has supposedly dethroned you? 

Because let me mention 

that is NOT the intention // of the newest apps  

 

JAY 

I don’t know! It’s some stupid sounding thing 

That sounds like it was invented by some 

Up-talking, slick Millennial like you. 

“Muffin”…“Muffy”…some such folderol.  

 

KENYA 

Those apps are designed to help the experienced teacher deliver content more effectively. 

They are not intended to replace teachers! 

 

JAY 

Again you sound like such a corporate shill! 

How do you know this? 

 

KENYA 

And it’s “MIFFY”. 

Math is Fun For You! 
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JAY 

You know it? 

 

KENYA 

I wrote it. 

 

I coded it. 

 

OMG. 

 

Is MIFFY the forcefield? 

Is MIFFY the tractor beam? 

Am I the cause of this man’s demise?? 

Of his three hundred seventy-seven days of sleep deprivation? 

Am I the tempest in his teapot? 

Has the Universe sent me here to atone? 

To solve him? 

 

JAY paws at his backside. It hurts again. 

 

JAY 

Four thousand one-hundred and eighty-one, 

And you’re the only one who shows tonight. 

The sharp-toothed serpent with the venom “app”! 

 

KENYA 

You could be happy that I’m doing Math “IRL”? 

 

JAY 

I was a fool to think that this would work. 

Why in God’s name would anyone come back 

To see the likes of me just one more time? 

I was effective once, I really was! 

I had a different moniker back then! 

Do you know what they called me years ago? 

Back when the world and I were spiraling? // 

“King of 

 

KENYA 

Wait, MIFFY didn’t even go Beta until a year ago. 

We didn’t take orders until a few months ago. 

They canned you over a year ago. 

 

JAY 

(as the pain grows throughout) Stabbed in the backside! What could be more cruel?! 

Forced to retire when I am in my prime 
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Because some touchscreen titillation took 

My rightful place in front of these children, 

But then to plan a brilliant capstone class, 

To write an ungodly number of letters, 

To have a healthy fraction get returned, 

To plan it, nonetheless, in great detail, 

And have just one show up, and what a one! 

The one whose action doomed me to my fate! 

It’s Greek! It’s Shakespearean! Take your pick! 

Look out! It’s coming!! I can’t hold it back!!! 

 

A tail starts to emerge from Jay’s backsides. It’s 

thick, leathery, and pointed. 

 

KENYA 

Oh my God! Oh My God! Oh My God! 

 

JAY 

AAAAAUUUUGGGHHHH!!!! 

 

KENYA 

AAAAAUUUUGGGHHHH!!!! 

 

JAY’s tail has uncoiled. It’s several feet long. 

 

KENYA 

You have a…you have a… 

 

JAY 

The true reason I’m fired! Now you know! 

Why are you not fleeing out the window? 

 

KENYA 

The more repellent this becomes 

The more I feel I need to stay. 

 

JAY 

I’ve driven everybody else away. 

 

JAY tries to hide his tail. 

 

KENYA 

Wait, don’t do that. 

I need to see it. 

 

KENYA examines JAY’s tail as they speak. 
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Did you have this…this mass…when I was in your class?  

You couldn’t have. I would have noticed. 

 

JAY 

Back then? A little nub. A tender stem.  

I thought it was an overachieving cyst. 

 

 

KENYA 

That’s why you never sat down.  

We thought you had…never mind. 

 

JAY 

“Gay Fagshaft has hemorrhoids from taking it up the butt.”  

Read THAT scrawled on the desk eighty-nine times. 

 

KENYA 

When did it start…growing? 

Noticeably, I mean. 

 

JAY 

It grew a bit each time the Principal 

Refused to back me up when students failed. 

It grew more when the new technology 

Made being in my class less interesting. 

It grew most when I aged and I lost touch 

With everything that’s happening for them. 

 

KENYA 

Does it hurt?  

 

JAY 

Not when it’s out. It hurts to pin it down. 

I couldn’t let it show, of course, in class. 

The kids could not unsee it; they’d be scared. 

And when it’s coiled up it causes pain, 

And that makes teaching adolescents hard. 

They need us at our smart best every day. 

Great teaching can’t survive with such a sprout.  

As Principal Monroe said, “Jay, we thank  

you for your thirty-odd years of service,  

and I mean odd, the pun’s intended, but  

such a distraction means we must now move  

in a different direction.” Get thee gone. 
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KENYA 

Is…your thing…why you haven’t slept?  

 

JAY 

I barely feel this coil at night in bed 

But such an extra limb has made it hard 

To look for work. I can’t exactly “sit 

For interviews”, if you know what I mean. 

So how am I supposed to find a job? 

I think the lack of sleep’s because I can’t 

Construct a road map for where I go next. 

 

KENYA 

Is it still growing? 

 

JAY 

A millimeter longer every day. 

At least at this rate in a couple years 

It will be long enough so I can hang 

Myself from any sturdy branch // that I can find 

 

KENYA 

Don’t say things like that!! 

That hurts my feelings much worse than anything else you’ve said. 

May I touch it? 

I want to touch it. 

 

JAY 

You may. 

 

KENYA touches the tail. 

 

JAY 

You seemed held hostage when you first appeared 

And now, with this, you’re suddenly dialed in. 

You’re very back and forth and up and down. 

Just what, exactly, are you struggling with? 

 

KENYA 

Six months ago I had this perfect life. 

I move in with Jillian, 

We get an Akita, 

We get a parakeet, 

We get a hypoallergenic cat, 

We get a flat above a vegan grocery, 

On a gluten free block, 
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I’m coding MIFFY, 

I’m racking up other gigs, 

Like consulting for the post office  

Using node theory  

To create a 34 digit Zip Code, 

So they can turn a profit. 

I get a gig working on self-flush toilets, 

Perfecting biofeedback sensors 

Using linear regression analyses, 

Gaussian distributions, 

To extrapolate butt shapes, 

To better time the average dump  

And the average wipe 

So there’s no more premature flush. 

I’m taking all the stuff I learned in Topology and Knot Theory 

And doing kickass macramé 

That I’m selling on Etsy. 

My shop’s called “String Theory”. 

Get it? 

I’m blogging on Game Theory, 

I’m vlogging on Number Theory, 

I’m streaming to my thousands of Streamies: 

“Kenya Hopewell is not just a name 

It’s a lifestyle!” 

My life is a rainbow candy cane, 

Each intertwined stripe brighter and sweeter than the next. 

And it’s all because of Math! 

 

JAY 

Which you have said had nought to do with me. 

Miss Jacobs would be proud, were she alive. 

She gave out candy canes at Christmastime.  

That excess sugar sent a bad message. 

 

KENYA 

But last December 

I’m at the vegan grocery 

I grab some quinoa 

Some seitan 

That stupid song comes on 

(singing) “Lo, how a rose e’er blooming 

From tender stem hath sprung.” 

And I pass a pack of peppers 

And instead of picking the plumpest 

The lushest 

The freshest 
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The most robust 

I…I…I’m drawn to the uglies 

By this forcefield 

Forced to feel for  

The ones with a chunk gone, 

The ones they would junk, 

The way asymmetrical. 

I feel they’re deserving 

Worth preserving 

I’ll use you! 

Though others refuse you, 

And let you rot,  

I will not! 

In my pot 

You’ll be just as tasty. 

No hasty, biased decision 

Based on derision 

Of your looks! 

I will cook you, 

Despite your appearance, 

Applaud your perseverance  

In the produce aisle 

Although you revile 

The bourgeoisie, 

I choose to see 

Your inner beauty. 

 

JAY 

You bought these ugly peppers and used them? 

 

KENYA 

Yes, they were fine 

Of course. 

Once diced 

They were just as nice. 

But the feeling sorry, 

That was new for me. 

I had to help. 

I couldn’t just pass by. 

I had to try  

To make it better, 

To let them know I was on their side. 

 

JAY 

Do you feel this way about all produce? 
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KENYA 

Once a month a wave now hits me. 

Hyperpity for something not pretty. 

I strive to help something that was once alive 

Or once did thrive 

But does no longer. 

I must somehow make it stronger. 

January: I rescue discarded Christmas trees. 

February trip to Sanibel: I beachcomb only broken shells. 

March: To the fish store to handfeed the thinnest guppies 

April volunteer day at the SPCA: I pet the most emaciated puppies 

Last month’s struggle - I’m drawn to an industrial dairy farm 

Where I smuggle myself in 

And I spend an irrational amount of time petting  

The penned up, sweating dairy cows  

Paralyzed except for their swinging tails 

Brushing away the flies. 

I feel I must soothe their painful moos! 

Each month it waxes, 

Each month it wanes. 

But when I am in its throes, 

I don’t know who I am. 

I don’t feel like me. 

I feel like I’m being carried 

By some whirlwind. 

And here’s the scary part: 

It’s getting stronger each time. 

It takes longer and longer each time. 

The ugly peppers stole just a few minutes. 

I barely even knew I was in it. 

But the guppies took hours  

And the puppies took days 

And the cows… 

Oh, those cows… 

Each one taking me more and more miles  

Out of my way, 

Using up more and more precious space-time, 

Taking me away from what really counts: 

Getting my likes, 

Building my brand, 

Meeting my goals! 

I can’t stand it anymore. 

I’m scared of what’s happening to me. 

And it’s killing me and Jilly. 

 

JAY 
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She’s frightened of these episodes you have. 

 

KENYA 

She LOVES them! 

She calls them my “peppersodes”. 

After the first few she says 

“I wish you wouldn’t fight these waves so hard. 

They’re pushing you towards better versions of 

Yourself, and you should ride them all the way. 

Listen to what the Universe is saying.” 

Ugh! 

But I do fight them  

With all my might. 

And because they take more and more space-time, 

When it finally recedes, 

When I finally break free, 

I have to pour myself more into  

Achieving my goals and doing all the things, 

And that takes time from me and Jilly, 

And she gets pissed, 

Says she misses 

The “we” that we used to be. 

“Slow down,” she says. 

“Let go”, she says. 

“Too much on your plate!” 

And then late in May your letter arrives, 

And I know you will be June’s peppersode. 

I fight it so hard! 

I don’t want to come. 

I have too much to do to waste time on you! 

But the forcefield is the biggest yet. 

I beg Jilly to help me find a way to stay, 

To save me from this surging tidal wave, 

And she says 

“No. 

Go.  

Walk. BART. Fly. Uber. Walk. 

You’ve become too selfish, 

Addicted to accomplishment, 

Strung out on being a cyberworld heroine. 

Learn from this. 

Come back when you remember how to connect. 

Or don’t come back at all.” 

 

You can hear our whole fight on my podcast. 
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Now I’ve been flung 

To a December 

I can’t remember, 

To commune with an actual human 

Who can’t remember me, 

Which feels somehow fitting, 

Since I fear I am disappearing, 

Being taken over 

By some alternate personality 

That is not me. 

The Kenya I have been trying so hard to be 

Is being consumed, 

Entombed. 

And tonight I fear 

Is the fight of my life. 

“Come back when you remember how to connect. 

Or don’t come back at all.” 

 

JAY 

You strive to help something that was once alive 

Or once did thrive 

But does no longer. 

You must somehow make it stronger. 

 

I don’t want pity to be why you’re here. 

 

KENYA 

You don’t need to feel sorry for me. 

 

JAY 

I meant you should not feel sorry for me! 

I do not want to teach this class because  

You feel compelled to salve a vile beast. 

If it’s some “cosmic force” that’s brought you here 

Then go. I’ll just console myself with “tea.” 

 

JAY contemplates what’s left in the teapot. 

 

KENYA 

I told you to put that teapot away! 

 

JAY 

I don’t deserve an audience of one! 

I told myself no sane person would come, 

And I was right, for who shows up but you? 

Some “Schwannengesangklasse”! Why recap 
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My mediocrity, my failed career? 

I can’t undo the wreck my work has been. 

 

KENYA 

You wrote 4,181 letters. 

By hand. 

To everyone. 

Even the few who were cruel to you. 

(And it was just a few.) 

All the desktop scrawlers. 

That says a lot about you. 

 

JAY 

It only says how desperate I am. 

Most said th’exact same thing. It’s no big deal. 

 

KENYA 

You personalized mine. 

Well, you knew the quiz I failed. 

I bet you personalized them all. 

Let’s see. 

 

JAY 

I told you not to touch those. They’re not yours. 

 

KENYA reveals the letter that blew her way during 

the storm. 

 

KENYA 

Our peculiar meteorology 

Delivered this to me. 

 

JAY 

Then give it back. It’s not for you to see. 

 

KENYA 

Tyrell Hollis 

233 Sunflower Street 

Highly significant, don’t you think? 

 

KENYA opens the letter addressed to Tyrell. 

 

JAY 

You may not read the things I wrote to him!! 

 

KENYA 
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You can read it to him. 

 

JAY 

What? 

 

KENYA manipulates a device. 

 

 

 

KENYA 

He’s online right now. 

In Florida. 

Read. 

He’ll hear you. 

 

JAY 

You’re calling him? Right now? But we’re in class. 

 

KENYA 

Hey, Tyrell! 

Listen up! 

 

KENYA hands JAY the letter. 

 

JAY 

I don’t feel comfortable reading this. 

 

KENYA 

Then give it to me. 

 

“Dear Tyrell,” 

 

The beginning is just like mine. 

 

JAY 

I told you they were all the same. They’re crap. 

 

KENYA 

And then it deviates. 

It separates from mine. 

 

“I still recall your painted fingernails. 

A purple glaze just north of mauve, just south 

Of iris. I recall your painting them one day 

At Christmastime, before the bell had rung. 

You’d only finished eight or nine, I think. 
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I know your right hand pinky was still clear. 

And when the bell enshrilled, you put away 

Your polish and you opened up your book. 

You sat through class, your nails still incomplete, 

I think because you thought it impolite 

To use my time to paint your fingernails. 

I wish that I had said to you that day 

“Tyrell, please go ahead. Finish the set. 

They’re beautiful, and you should paint them all.” 

I’m sorry that I lacked the courage then 

To tell you, in my own very small way, 

That I found you courageous to express 

Yourself in such a quintessential way. 

I hope that you continue to find ways  

To celebrate yourself. I wish you peace.” 

 

Wow. 

That’s a Jay Wagstaff I don’t remember. 

But I knew you then.  

It’s not then.  

Now it’s now.  

 

Teach our lesson now. 

 

JAY 

Would he have come back of his own free will? 

 

KENYA 

What difference does that make now? 

 

JAY 

I need to know. 

 

KENYA 

(into a device) Tyrell, if you had gotten that letter // in the mail 

 

JAY 

You’re right, it does not make a difference now. 

 

KENYA 

Great! We’re up to 21, I think. 

Then 34, // 55 

 

JAY 

Although it’s not the same as being here. 
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KENYA 

ARRGGHH! Look, I have over a hundred followers who are waiting for you to teach this, so are 

you doing this, or what? 

 

JAY 

What? 

  

 

 

KENYA 

I’m live-streaming this. 

You didn’t know that? 

This is the third month I’ve live-streamed 

My strange compulsive odysseys. 

Hashtag peppersode. 

Soon to be trending. 

I’m crowd-sourcing,  

Looking for explanations, 

Seeing if there are others who are  

Similarly bent. 

I’ve got a lot of followers. 

Wallowers, really. 

Fellow strugglers 

Searching for answers 

In this snuggle dance we’re all swallowing. 

 

JAY 

There’re other people watching this unfold? 

Who watched my…you know…literally…unfold? 

 

KENYA 

I’ve gotten, let’s see 

89 likes! 

 

JAY 

Shut that thing off! How can you be so cruel? 

 

KENYA 

How is that cruel? 

 

JAY 

It’s private! Not just my appendage, but 

Your strange obsession that you just confessed. 

 

KENYA 

What better way to deal with 
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Your most private problems 

Than to broadcast them 

Over the Internet? 

My followers are asking for the lesson. 

Teach it to us. 

 

JAY 

No! 

 

KENYA 

Besides Tyrell, 

Evan Glick is online. 

Look at how white and bright those teeth are 

In his profile pic. 

Let’s see, who else? 

Charlie Baker, do you remember him? 

Jordyn Blake 

Amanda Masters 

Jake Landon 

Brandon Wakefield. 

Most of my followers didn’t go here. 

 

JAY 

Just how many followers do you have? 

 

KENYA 

Not that many. 

Two hundred and sixty-three thousand. 

It’s not a Fibonacci Number. 

My live followers are dropping off. 

Because this is getting boring. 

So either teach it now or risk oblivion. 

 

JAY 

Two hundred sixty-three thousand will see 

Me teach the greatest lesson in the world? 

 

KENYA 

Well, not at once. 

But if it’s good and it goes viral, 

Then, yeah. 

And then maybe millions. 

Maybe billions. 

 

JAY 

Or Fibonacci Number forty-nine? 
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KENYA 

Seven billion 

Seven hundred seventy eight million 

Seven hundred forty-two thousand 

And forty-nine? 

 

JAY 

Is that how many there are of us now? 

 

KENYA 

Probably around that, yeah. 

So, yeah. 

So teach. 

You can reach so many now. 

So many more than you ever could before. 

 

JAY gathers himself. At first he tries to mask his 

tail. KENYA indicates “No.”  

 

JAY 

Where is the camera? 

 

KENYA 

Just teach. I’ll pick it up. 

 

JAY 

There is a wonderful, magical sequence formed by taking numbers and adding the previous 

number to them. For example, we start with the number “1” and add “0” to it, and we get “1”. 1 

plus 1 equals… 

 

KENYA 

Two. 

 

JAY 

Very good, Kenya! 2 plus 1 equals… 

 

KENYA 

Three. 

 

JAY 

3 plus 2 equals 5, 5 plus 3 equals 8, 8 plus 5 equals… 

 

KENYA 

Thirteen. 
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JAY 

Kenya, you are on your mark today! We call this sequence…?  

 

KENYA 

The Fibonacci Sequence. 

 

JAY 

Excellent. What numbers come next? 

 

KENYA 

Thirteen plus eight is twenty-one. 

Twenty-one plus thirteen is thirty-four. 

 

JAY 

Very good. Now, when we make squares with those widths, we get a spiral. 

 

JAY 

reveals 

the 

diagram 

on the 

board: 

 

 
https://www.mathsisfun.com/numbers/fibonacci-sequence.html 

 

As JAY teaches, his tail flails wildly, distractingly.  

 

Can you see how the squares fit neatly together? For example, the 5 and the 8 make 13, the 13 

and the 21 make 34, and so on. 

 

How am I doing? Are there any more likes? 

 

KENYA 

You’re doing great! 

 

JAY 

How many likes? 

 

KENYA 

Um…a hundred and forty four. 
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JAY 

Really? 

 

KENYA 

Keep going! 

 

As he moves around, JAY’s tail unintentionally 

knocks over items in the classroom. 

 

JAY 

But what did I mean before when I said this important sequence of numbers can be found 

throughout the Universe as proof of God’s love of our world and his love of his subjects? Take a 

look at this: 

 

JAY reaches into a drawer to pull something out. 

He can’t find it and is fishing around for it, and as 

he does his, his tail flails around. 

 

Found it! 

 

JAY pulls out a sunflower. Or we see this image: 
https://s-media-cache-

ak0.pinimg.com/736x/01/93/7d/01937db00cb4a92a79eeebd357b33310.jpg 

 

 

Now count the spirals in any sunflower…for any spiral…you will notice that the number of the 

spirals is a Fibonacci Sequence number. If you count spirals in this direction, you will find 

twenty-one. If you count spirals in this direction, you will find there’s thirty-four. Now count 

spirals in this direction, and you’ll find that there are fifty-five. All of which are in the Fibonacci 

Sequence, yes.  

 

 

Are there comments? Can’t people leave reviews? 
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KENYA 

You can see those later. 

 

JAY 

I always like my feedback right away 

So I can make adjustments on the fly. 

I want to see if this is sinking in. 

(to the “audience”) Do you get what I’m saying? Is it clear? 

 

KENYA 

I would just keep doing what you’re doing. 

Maybe try to stand a little more still. 

 

JAY 

Oooh! I have another great example! 

 

JAY reaches into another drawer, pulls out a 

pinecone, and as he does his tail knocks over the 

teapot.  

 

Oops! That’s OK! I won’t be needing that. 

You aren’t hurt, are you? Did you feel a splash? 

 

KENYA 

I’m fine, just… 

 

JAY 

Now count the spirals on this pinecone, see? 

In this direction eight, this one, thirteen. 

 

JAY reveals this 

image: 

 

 

I have more artifacts I could display. 

Pineapples, seashells, flower petals, too, 

If people want to see more examples, 

But if you think I ought to move forward… 

Let me see the comments people wrote. 

 

KENYA 

There aren’t any. 

 

JAY 

There have to be! You said I’d gotten likes! 
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KENYA 

Don’t…I wouldn’t… 

 

JAY 

They must have written something there by now! 

 

JAY grabs one of KENYA’s devices and scrolls to 

see the comments. 

There is a long pause. 

 

“OMFG!” 

“Is this guy for realz?” 

“ROTFLMAO” 

What does that mean? 

 

 

KENYA 

…Really…on the first level…my awesome…old teacher. 

 

JAY 

(into her device) 

Translate! 

Rolling on the floor laughing my… 

 

“Or should I say LMTO – laughing my tail off?” 

 

KENYA 

You can’t gauge context from text! 

 

JAY 

“Now that’s what I call a Gay Fagshaft LOL.” 

 

Perhaps I need that teapot after all.  

 

KENYA 

There are some nice ones. 

Here… 

“OMG that’s so cool” 

“Wow, nature is amazing.” 

Uh…“What a great teacher this guy is.” 

 

JAY 

Oh, really? Let me see that last one, please. 

 

KENYA 

Oh, wait…um…yeah…actually… “Someone is typing.” 
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JAY 

And that someone would happen to be you. 

 

KENYA 

I really am enjoying this! 

 

JAY  

I’ll bet you are! I’ll bet that you are loving  

Every minute of this ridicule! 

It’s not enough you force me into this  

With your insipid “app” that put me out, 

But now you show up to humiliate  

Me in front of the whole entire world!! 

 

JAY flies into a total rage, storming and thrashing 

with his tail and his body.  

He smashes KENYA’s devices.  

KENYA runs to the window to escape.  

She opens it and snow flies in.  

The wind blows her back into the room, and she 

can’t escape.  

Maybe Christmas Carols blow in, too?! 

KENYA runs for the door.  

JAY blocks her.  

KENYA grabs Jay’s tail and rips it off.  

The fracas ceases immediately. 

The rest is much slower. 

 

JAY 

AAAAAUGGGGGHHHHH!!!!!! Why did you do that? 

 

KENYA 

It seemed like the right thing to do! Are you in pain? 

 

JAY 

Am I in pain? 

 

KENYA 

Statement! 

 

JAY 

No. 

 

No. 
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KENYA 

I expected blood.  

 

JAY 

I expected Merlot. 

 

KENYA checks her devices. 

 

KENYA 

Gone. 

Everything’s gone. 

 

JAY 

I expected panic. 

 

KENYA 

So did I. 

So did I. 

I ‘m not sure what to do now. 

 

More snow blows in. JAY closes the window. 

 

JAY 

It seems like a good time to make fresh tea. 

 

JAY puts water in the tea kettle and puts it on the 

hotplate.  

 

JAY 

When I am 21 I’ve got ideas.  

That I will change the world, excite you with  

Quadratic formulae, spellbind you with  

Pythagorean triples and impress 

You with the beauty of sunflowers, pinecones, 

Pineapples, hurricanes, and since I know 

Your music. And your movies. Your lingo.  

And since I’ve got thick hair and sparkling eyes 

You love me. 

You give me a nickname. 

I even see it written on one desk. 

“Mr. Wagstaff is King of the Seventh Grade!” 

 

The tea kettle whistles.  

 

JAY 

Good morning class.  
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Because it’s such a gray day, I’ve made some tea, if you would like some. 

 

There are two mugs, and JAY pours KENYA a cup 

of tea. 

 

JAY 

Good morning, KEEEnya. 

 

KENYA 

It’s KEN-Ya.  

And good morning. 

 

JAY 

Good luck in the Christmas Concert tonight. 

Miz Stringer tells me you have a solo. 

“Lo, how a Rose e’er Blooming.” 

That’s one of my favorites. 

 

KENYA 

I’m so nervous. 

 

JAY 

I’m sure you’ll be great. 

Oh, by the way, 

I think you left this behind yesterday. 

 

JAY produces a small stuffed lion. 

 

KENYA 

Reginald!! 

 

JAY 

How could you forget Reginald? 

 

KENYA 

I hope I get a new one for Christmas. 

He’s so beat up. 

 

JAY 

Looks OK to me. 

 

KENYA 

Ugh. He’s really dirty. 

All his fluff is gone. 

Ugly. 
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JAY 

We all can use some love.  

We all can thrive. 

 

A bell rings. 

 

(to Tyrell, who we do not see) Tyrell, please go ahead. Finish the set. They’re beautiful, and you 

should paint them all.  

 

KENYA 

Are we doing more Pythagorean Theorem today? 

 

JAY 

I think today 

In honor of the holiday 

And this being the shortest day of the year. 

We’ll do something a little different. 

Today we’re going to learn about  

A very special number sequence. 

This important sequence of numbers  

Can be found throughout the Universe  

As proof of God’s love of our world 

And his love of his subjects 

 

The room is suddenly flooded with sunflowers, 

pinecones, pineapples, seashells, images of 

galaxies, hurricanes, daisies. 

 

If we are quiet, 

If we observe, 

We will feel what the Universe is telling us: 

There is Order in Beauty 

And Beauty in Order. 

Everywhere. 

Everywhere. 

Be soothed. 

Be smoothed. 

There’s order in you. 

There’s beauty in you. 

Guaranteed. 

Everything is going to be OK. 

Everything is going to be OK. 

 

JAY and KENYA sip tea. 

We might all sit for a long time, 

Quiet, observing. 



62 
 

It’s now twilight outside. 

KENYA opens the window. 

It is June again. 

We hear birds, maybe a distant lawnmower. 

 

KENYA 

That smell of earthy soil 

And the twilight whiff of white narcissus 

And the fox pups yelping 

And the chickadee-dee-dee. 

Chickadee-dee-dee. 

I had forgotten all that. 

 

KENYA takes the tail. She holds it up to the 

Fibonacci Spiral diagram on the board. 

 

KENYA 

Look. It conforms exactly to the curve of the Fibonacci Spiral.  

 

JAY 

I have never really seen it before.  

 

KENYA 

Such a great teaching aid.  

Better than MIFFY. 

 

JAY and KENYA pin the tail to the wall in a perfect 

Fibonacci spiral. 

 

JAY 

I hope it doesn’t start to stink. 

 

KENYA 

Soak it in alcohol. 

 

JAY 

Oh, trust me, it already is. 

 

(singing, in German) Es ist ein Ros entsprungen, 

aus einer Wurzel zart, 

 

KENYA and JAY 

(singing, in German) wie uns die Alten sungen, 

von Jesse war die Art 

 

KENYA 
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Who the Hell is Jesse? 

 

JAY 

Miz Stringer never explained? 

 

KENYA 

(fake popping a breath mint) “Vocalizing… 

 

JAY and KENYA 

“Means Socializing!” 

 

JAY 

Jesse is an ancestor of Jesus. 

 

 

KENYA 

Oh. OH! 

Why did you wait until now to teach the Fibonacci Sequence? 

Even though it didn’t fit, 

Even though they said no, 

Why did you wait? 

 

JAY 

That is a very good question. 

I should ponder that question. 

But right now 

What I really want to do 

Is go to sleep. 

 

KENYA takes the pillows JAY had placed on the 

window sill before she arrived. KENYA fluffs and 

smooths the pillows for JAY. JAY prepares to go to 

sleep. 

 

It’s your birthday tomorrow. 

Happy Birthday, Kenya. 

 

JAY goes to sleep. KENYA sings to him.  

 

KENYA 

(singing) Lo, how a rose e’er blooming 

From tender stem hath sprung. 

Of Jesse’s lineage coming 

As men of old have sung. 

It came a flow’ret bright  

Amid the cold of winter 
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When half-spent was the night. 

  

Lights fade as KENYA comforts JAY.  

 

END OF PLAY 

 

 

 

 

 

 


