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  The Day Room was first presented by the American Repertory Theater in April 1986, in Cambridge, Massachusetts, under the direction of Michael

  Bloom.




  

    In October 1986 the A.R.T. company performed the play in Los Angeles, San Diego, and Palo Alto. The play was restaged in Cambridge in the spring of 1987, with David Wheeler

    directing.


  




  The play opened in New York in December 1987 at the Manhattan Theater Club under the direction of Michael Blakemore.




  

    The Day Room was originally developed in a workshop at the Sundance Institute.
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              Budge, a man in his sixties




              Wyatt, a younger man




              Grass, a man of indeterminate age




              Nurse Walker, a white woman




              Dr. Phelps, a young man




              Nurse Baker, a black woman




              Dr. Bazelon, a man in his forties




              Male orderly




              Female orderly


            


          


        


      


    


  




  


     

  




  

    

      

        

          

            

              Morning.




              

                A hospital room. Two beds, two night tables with telephones, two wardrobe units, several chairs. Doors to the hallway and the bathroom.


              




              Dim light. A single figure.




              

                It is Budge, engaged in his daily round of tai chi, the ancient Chinese discipline of exercise and meditation. He wears slippers and white pajamas. His motions

                are slow, stylized, continuous, with a weightless quality. He does movements called “Draw the Bow” and “Wave Hands Like Clouds.”


              




              

                Lights slowly up.


              




              Wyatt occupies the bed by the bathroom door. He is sitting up, reading the Wall Street Journal.




              

                When Budge is finished with his exercises, he goes to the other bed, climbs in, sits erect.


              




              Wyatt stops reading. There is a self-conscious moment.


            


          


        


      


    


  




  BUDGE




  In other words you’re not a talker.




  WYATT




  I don’t have the knack. It’s a gift. Some people have it.




  BUDGE




  But aren’t we here, in a sense, to talk? Isn’t that the point? We’re even dressed for conversation. Look. Loose-fitting clothes, so we can gesture freely,

  relax, unwind, unburden ourselves.




  WYATT




  I’m here for tests.




  BUDGE




  But in the meantime. Two people alone, a common history and anatomy, suitably dressed, in a semiprivate room. Mr. Wyatt, what better opportunity? We have all the essentials.

  Beds, chairs, regulated temperature. We don’t have to go home to sleep, then come back here to talk. The beds are here and so are we. They bring in food. The food is on the premises. We

  don’t have to interrupt our talk to go outside and hunt around for a decent restaurant, quiet, affordable, with unobtrusive waiters, subdued lighting, tables not too close together, where we

  can enjoy the free play of a mutual exchange, over a hearty and nourishing meal, without clashing utensils, on a sidestreet, with trees. It’s all right here. Everything is arranged.




  WYATT




  They shouldn’t call it semiprivate.




  BUDGE




  In other words it’s either private or not private. How can something be semiprivate?




  WYATT




  Exactly.




  BUDGE




  A canny insight. See? I never thought of that. Things come out in casual talk. It’s the setting. The setting is favorable. It’s all but perfect.




  WYATT




  Words come hard for me, Mr. Budge.




  BUDGE




  See? In hospitals, people are polite. They call each other mister, doctor. There’s a little element of formality. It’s conducive to good talk. There’s a

  dignity, a tradition. We don’t have that out there.




  WYATT




  Except on airplanes.




  BUDGE




  People are polite on airplanes. You may be right.




  WYATT




  Great humpbacked jets, screaming through the sky.




  BUDGE




  There’s a whole thrilling layer of politeness, especially in the last few seconds before takeoff, on a transoceanic flight, at sunset, with a crew of sixteen,

  twenty-four.




  WYATT




  Multiples of eight.




  BUDGE




  Going down the runway, everyone belted in, assigned letters and numbers. The landscape hurtling past, the temperature regulated—




  WYATT




  We sense the presence of death.




  BUDGE




  Of what?




  WYATT




  The hush of death. On airplanes, in hospitals.




  BUDGE




  And this makes people a little polite, a little deferential. See? We’re moving right along. Talk is a passion to be good talk, of course. Good talk is the keynote. I

  admire the European experience. Cafés, cigarette smoke. Talk becomes more passionate as you travel east. Paris, Rome, Athens. An intensity enters the voice. Words take on deeper meaning.

  There is a life-force in the simplest greeting. An urge toward well-being, intimacy, survival. The whole point is to keep each other company. Other people’s voices keep us company, make

  survival possible under the crudest conditions. Look at the Arab experience. People dress for conversation. Flowing garments, sandals, dark beards. What kind of tests are they doing?




  WYATT




  Standard series. It’s something I like to do every few years. Check myself into a hospital. Get a good rest.




  BUDGE




  I thought that was something movie stars did. Notorious alcoholics.




  WYATT




  My coverage provides.




  BUDGE




  If the coverage is there, you’d be foolish not to.




  WYATT




  The total system needs to slow down, without the usual distractions.




  BUDGE




  Hailie Selassie used to see his doctor every two hours.




  WYATT




  They’ll look at my cardiovascular, my respiratory.




  BUDGE




  He was the Lion of Judah.




  WYATT




  They’ll reassure me. That’s basically what this is all about. Rest. Reassurance.




  

    

      

        

          

            Grass enters, in an open robe and drooping pajamas, dragging with him a metal stand with a crosspiece on which are arrayed a number of bottles and pouches

            containing fluids of various colors. Intravenous tubes run from the bottle to different parts of Grass’s body, entering the pajamas under the sleeves, through the fly, etc. He is

            unshaved, wears old running shoes, moves into the room at an exceedingly slow pace.


          


        


      


    


  




  GRASS




  My building’s going co-op.




  BUDGE




  This is Mr. Grass. He likes to pay visits. Maybe because nobody comes to see him.




  GRASS




  I’m an acquired taste.




  WYATT




  Isn’t he awfully sick to be walking around like this?




  GRASS




  I have my dangling paraphernalia. It feeds me, it washes me, it restarts my heart, it purifies my fluids. It is my fluids in some cases.




  BUDGE




  In other words some of it is yours, pumped out of your body, only to return in purified form.




  GRASS




  Some of it is mine, some of it is mass-produced in the Republic of Korea. It’s polyester blood. Pick your own color.




  WYATT




  What is your trouble, Mr. Grass?




  GRASS




  I’ve got heavy water.




  BUDGE




  Heavy water?




  WYATT




  Isn’t that what they use in nuclear reactors?
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