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THE LISTENING ROOM 
 
SYNOPSIS:  
 
Potent and topical, The Listening Room is a powerful new political drama set at the 
turn of the next century. At the heart of a forgotten society calling itself The Earie, 
young dissidents use radio telescopes to salvage fragments of earlier civilizations 
still ricocheting between stars. These 'Listeners' fight against growing pressure 
from the governing central Council, whose hold over the imaginations of the 
population of The Earie has all but buried the practice of 'Listening.' As the tone of 
their world tilts away from discourse and curiosity toward emotional rhetoric and 
fear-fueled isolationism, the last remaining Listeners - Marcus, Lanolin, Fayette and 
Rouke - strike out wildly against the new reality. Marcus holds public audiences in 
the streets. Lanolin keeps secret records in the event of the sudden disappearance of 
the Listeners. On the eve of a high-profile 'disciplinary hearing,' a blind girl walks 
seven miles through the desert to the outpost called The Listening Room to ask for 
sanctuary - Isobel wants to become a Listener… 
 
Run time: 75 minutes 
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SETTING: 
 
The listening room - made of wood and found materials, technological scraps and 
salvage from the early 21st century. It contains headphones and recording instruments, 
connected to listening dishes somewhere outside. The room itself is underground, but 
more closely resembles the navigational hold of an 18th century merchant ship than an 
industrial bunker. Astrological charts and hand-drawn images of star clusters are 
spread out over the walls and surfaces. There is a central table where an almost complete 
makeshift transmitter is assembled. A cloth covers it. 
 
 
 
CHARACTERS: 
 
FAYETTE – 19 (M) 
MARCUS – 18 (M) 
LANOLIN – 18 (F) 
ROUKE – 18 (M) 
SQUEAK – 15 (F) 
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Black. 
 
From the darkness, there is a low mechanical hum – the constant sound of a thousand 
radio telescopes overhead turning and recalibrating. 
 
We are in the listening room. SQUEAK waits alone by the blue glow of the instruments, 
and a couple makeshift hurricane lamps. Her packsack rests by the ladder up to the 
door. 
 
She breathes in the sounds and smells of the space, methodically exploring the room. 
She gently touches the walls, charts, control panels, as though creating a map for 
herself – memorizing the layout of the space. She picks up individual objects and turns 
them over in her hands. 
 
As she works, we begin to understand that she can’t see. 
She comes to one of the Listening stations, her fingers finding headphones. She stops. 
She carefully picks them up. The hum of the room intensifies. 
She puts them over her ears. 
 
The hum becomes muted, small and far away. Out of the quiet a new sound starts to 
build – it’s the roar of deep space. Somewhere inside it are other sounds – 
incrementally more discernable until they swell into a cacophony: Voices, laughter, 
music, cities, machines. The sound of church bells and motorcycles. Bach and babies. 
Every papaya on earth ripening in the same moment. The sound of the atom splitting. 
Of being in utero. The sounds of love and death. The last note of the last song sung by 
the last living castrato. 
 
This is a record – an echo – of our 21st century civilization reverberating out through 
the universe. The distorted symphony swallows the room. Individual sounds no longer 
recognizable. 
 
Something else emerges – like an eerie chorus of human voices. The cacophony recedes 
and the voices grow. They become more distinct – it’s whale song – real and present. It 
seems to come from everywhere. SQUEAK is consumed by it. Shadows drift over her, 
large shapes, as though she’s at the bottom of an ocean. 
 
Time passes. It might be moments or hours. FAYETTE opens the hatch and climbs 
down into the room. He strips off his outer clothing. 
 
He sees SQUEAK’s backpack. He stops. 
 
His hand moves to the knife he’s got sheathed. 
 
He turns and sees SQUEAK. She doesn’t register his arrival. 
 
He looks toward the transmitter – it’s still covered. 
 
He approaches SQUEAK cautiously. He touches her arm. She doesn’t feel it. 
 
He yanks off the headphones. 
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There is a sharp, piercing ringing, like deafening feedback. She doubles over, holding 
her ears. Thick silence descends – only the hum of the overhead discs remains. SQUEAK 
tries to regain her bearing. 
 
FAYETTE:  This area is off limits. 
 
SQUEAK:  … 
 
FAYETTE:  You can’t be down here. It’s trespassing. I won’t report you if you 

leave. Now. 
 

She nods but doesn’t move. 
 
FAYETTE:  Get up. 
 
SQUEAK:  I can’t. 
 
(beat) 
 
FAYETTE:  What? 
 
SQUEAK:  I can’t feel my legs. 
 
FAYETTE:  That’s why you don’t touch shit that isn’t yours. 
 
SQUEAK:  What’s happening to me? 
 
FAYETTE:  You’re fine. 
 
SQUEAK: I can’t stand up. 
 
He puts out his hand for her to take, but she doesn’t see it. 
 
FAYETTE:  Hey. I’m not fucking around. Look at me. 
 
SQUEAK:  I am. 
 
He realizes she’s blind. 
 
FAYETTE:  I – sorry – I didn’t – 

It will pass. Your legs. It’s just sometimes what 
happens when you… they’ll feel normal quicker if you stand. 

 
He helps her to stand. A rush of physical sensation passes between them. 
 
FAYETTE:  Alright? 
 
She nods. 
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FAYETTE:  Try not to move too much. Just breathe, yeah? 
What’s your name? 
 

SQUEAK:  Isobel. 
 
FAYETTE:  What are you doing here, Isobel? 
 
SQUEAK:  I’m a Listener. 
 
Pause. 
 
FAYETTE:  No you aren’t. 
 
Pause. 
 
SQUEAK:  I… want to learn. 
 
FAYETTE:  There are no more Listeners. No more ‘new’ Listeners. Who brought 

you out here? 
 

SQUEAK:  I walked. 
 
FAYETTE:  Alone? Do they know you’re here? 
 
SQUEAK:  Who? 
 
FAYETTE:  The Council. Anyone. 
 
SQUEAK:  They wouldn’t have let me come. 
 
FAYETTE:  It’s seven miles. Two hours of walking through the desert. You didn’t 

get here alone. 
 

SQUEAK:  14, 340 steps. Walk to the Western edge of the settlements. The point 
where the ground starts to get steep and leads you out towards the 
mesas. Wait for the sun to start going down – you’ll feel it on your 
face. Follow it. Start counting then. 14, 340 steps out through the Ears 
directly toward the setting sun. When you get close, you’ll hear it. The 
ground will sound different under you. 
 

FAYETTE:  Who told you that? 
 
SQUEAK:  I… was invited. A Listener … he stands out front of the Council 

chambers sometimes, on the steps. He gives public talks about… how 
things really are. 
 

FAYETTE:  He told you that you were a Listener? That you should come here? 
 
SQUEAK:  I told him I wanted to be. He said that I should… that I should be able 

to do whatever I want… that it’s wrong of Council to dictate what 
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functions we serve… that if I wanted to be a Listener, I should. He said 
I should just… come…and be one. 

Pause. 
 
FAYETTE:  He shouldn’t have said that. We don’t decide those things. Marcus 

doesn’t decide those things. We have to take you back. 
 

SQUEAK:  I’m not going. 
 
FAYETTE:  That’s not your decision. 
 
SQUEAK:  It’s the Third Era. We’re not in the dark ages. We’re supposed to be 

able to decide for ourselves. That’s what they say all the time – that 
‘we are living in a time of unprecedented freedom’. That should mean 
getting to choose. That should mean not waiting to be assigned – 
 

FAYETTE:  Yeah, but it doesn’t. You can choose… personal things, not – 
 
SQUEAK:  I can’t think of anything more personal. 
 
FAYETTE:  You shouldn’t listen to Marcus. 
 
SQUEAK:  Why? 
 
FAYETTE:  Because he just says things. He doesn’t think them through. 
 
SQUEAK:  He’s the first person I’ve ever heard speak publically who makes 

sense. 
 

FAYETTE:  There’s consequences. He doesn’t think about consequences. About 
other people. He thinks about ideas. He runs his mouth from a place 
of… concepts. Philosophies. How he thinks the world should work, 
rather than how it does. 

Pause. 
 
SQUEAK:  I would like to be a Listener. 
 
FAYETTE:  Yeah, well, I’d like a lot of things. Come on, maybe we can get you back 

before they start looking for you. 
 

SQUEAK:  They won’t. 
 
FAYETTE:  Of course they will. 
 
SQUEAK:  It would be better for them not to have me. 
 
FAYETTE:  What? 
 
SQUEAK:  I’ll cost them. 
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FAYETTE:  What do you mean? 
 
SQUEAK:  …Over the course of my life I will use up more resources than I will be 

able to contribute. 
That’s how I’m… seen. 
They won’t look for me. 
 

FAYETTE:  That’s ridiculous. Did Marcus tell you that? 
 
SQUEAK:  I’m a good listener. 
 
FAYETTE:  That’s not the same as being able to “Listen”. First, almost no one can 

physically do it. You don’t want to. It puts a space between 
you and them – the others. It makes it impossible to ever really go 
home again – even if we were allowed, and I have to believe 
that if you’re capable of walking out here on your own, you’re capable 
of contributing. You could garden, shepherd, cook in the mess halls – 
 

SQUEAK:  Not without supervision – without reducing someone else’s efficiency. 
 
FAYETTE:  Look, there’s a million things – you could be a mother. You could have 

children. 
 
Silence. 
 
SQUEAK:  They might be born blind. 
 
FAYETTE:  … 
 
SQUEAK:  People respect the Listeners. 
 
FAYETTE:  No. They don’t. 
 
SQUEAK:  They’re… afraid of you. You remind them that there’s a world outside 

of themselves – something beyond their own existence. You remind us 
where we came from. 
 

FAYETTE:  That’s not the same thing as respect. 
 
SQUEAK:  Council is afraid of you. Afraid of the place you hold in the imagination 

of the people - you make them curious. 
 

FAYETTE:  We’re an extension of Council. Everything we do is under their 
directive. Any information we gather, we report to them. 
 

SQUEAK:  I’m not going back. 
 
Pause. 
 
FAYETTE:  You have to. 
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SQUEAK:  Why? 
 
FAYETTE:  Right now, you have to. 
 
FAYETTE looks at the transmitter. 
 
FAYETTE:  It’s – the circumstances are difficult - Maybe later we could argue – 

later – maybe- I’ll ask Lanolin – maybe we could put the case forward 
for Council to consider – you can’t tell them Marcus asked you. 
 

SQUEAK:  Why? 
 
FAYETTE:  Because they’re…upset with him. 
 
SQUEAK:  I’m not a child – 
 
FAYETTE:  He’s a problem for them. They will do as much as they can to stop him 

form getting his way. If they believe allowing you to become a Listener 
would make Marcus happy, then they’ll deny you on principle. 
Right now is…not a good time. 
 

SQUEAK:  I don’t want to wait for people who don’t know who I am to come to a 
conclusion about the most efficient way for me to spend the rest of my 
life. 
 

FAYETTE:  It’s a choice you can’t unmake. If you throw your lot in with ours, 
you’re putting yourself in opposition to Council, in a way that – 
 

SQUEAK:  You think so? That you’re in opposition –? 
 
FAYETTE:  Yes. No. It’s…not simple. 

We’re not opposing them, it’s just… 
 

She has moved closer to the table with the covered transmitter. FAYETTE moves to 
block her access with his body. 
 
FAYETTE:  To be here, right now, is to make a declaration that I don’t think you 

want to make. It wouldn’t be….right… of me to let you put yourself 
into the middle of a… trouble… that isn’t yours. That isn’t fair. 
 

SQUEAK:  Nothing is fair. At least I’m choosing this. 
 
FAYETTE:  Get your things. 
 
Pause. She moves towards one of the listening stations. FAYETTE follows. 
 
SQUEAK:  We won’t get back to the Earie before curfew. 
 
FAYETTE:  We might if we leave now. 
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SQUEAK:  You’d have to walk back here alone in the dark. That doesn’t bother 

you? 
FAYETTE:  … 
 
SQUEAK:  You don’t find it with your eyes. 
 
FAYETTE:  I just know the way. 
 
SQUEAK:  That’s what ‘Listening’ is, isn’t it? 
 
FAYETTE:  I don’t know. 
 
SQUEAK:  They don’t know either. That’s why they’re afraid of you. 
 
Absently, FAYETTE touches the headphones. 
 
SQUEAK:  I’ve been outside the Earie from the moment I was born the way I 

am. It’s not my home. 
 

FAYETTE:  I don’t want to have to decide this. 
 
SQUEAK:  You’re not. 
 
FAYETTE:  They’ll come for you. If they do – 
 
SQUEAK:  If they do I’ll go with them. 
 
FAYETTE:  What? 
 
SQUEAK:  If they come for me, I’ll go with them. 
 
Pause. 
 
She holds out her hand for him to shake. 
 
FAYETTE:  Buuuuuuh. I already regret this. Fuck it. Whatever. Yeah. Fine. 

Okay. Yeah. 
 

He shakes her hand. 
 
FAYETTE:  Uhhh… I guess we’ll have to get you…set up. You share a bunk – there 

– and… we’ll have to get something for you to sleep on… and a station. 
We each have a station– we can make another at the end for you – 
 

He leads her around. 
 
FAYETTE:  Here’s the ladder – you came in here. Beds back there. Sink. Table. 
 
He steers her away from the transmitter. 
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Table. Table. Table Table. Wall. Wall. Wall. Another wall. 
 

He brings her back around to the first table. 
 

Uh…there are headphones – 
 

He puts his own headphones in her hands. 
 
FAYETTE:  You already figured these out. 
 
Pause. She ‘stares’ at the headphones. 
 
SQUEAK:  There were voices. 
 
FAYETTE:  What? 
 
SQUEAK:  Before. It sounded like… voices. When I was…when I had these on. 
 
FAYETTE:  How long did you have them on? 
 
SQUEAK:  I don’t know. 
 
FAYETTE:  Can you still hear them? 
 
She puts the headphones on. She takes them off. 
 
SQUEAK:  No. Just – 
 
FAYETTE:  Noises. 
 
SQUEAK:  What is that? 
 
FAYETTE puts the headphones on. He takes them off, abruptly. 
 
FAYTTE:  It’s just emptiness – it’s the sound when there’s nothing to hear. 
 
SQUEAK:  Who was it, that I heard before? 
 
FAYETTE:  No one. Probably just the sound – the ‘nothing’ – twisting around on 

itself until it begins to seem like voices. Your brain wants to make 
it into something. Wants it to make sense – I think that’s just human. 
There’s a difference between that and actually ‘Listening.’ 
 

SQUEAK:  You don’t hear voices? When you ‘Listen’? 
 
FAYETTE:  … 
 
SQUEAK:  I don’t think it was in my head. I think I was ‘Listening’. 

They seemed…. I thought they were talking to me. But they were just 
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out beyond where I could hear them… 
 

FAYETTE:  You don’t…get there. It always feels like being almost 
able to…understand. Like it’s just out of reach – just out of earshot. It 
pulls you closer, deeper. You never get there. It’s not possible. 
 

SQUEAK:  Then what are you doing? What are you trying to hear? 
 
FAYETTE: It’s hard to explain. We don’t normally listen to just…. We 

wait for… see these? 
 
He goes to the wall of instruments, indicating a series of gauges. They all seem to be 
showing a holding pattern. 
 
SQUEAK:  No. 
 
FAYETTE:  Here. 
 
He moves her hands over the dials. Perhaps he lifts her to touch the wires that cover 
the walls and ceilings. 
 
FAYETTE:  All the Ears – the discs- all of them move. They’re all pointed at 

different areas of the sky, and they listen. Search. They try to 
find fragments. If they “hear” something, we catch it on these. And we 
 
Listen. And that’s what we record. What Lanolin records. 
 

SQUEAK:  What the Ears hear? 
 
FAYETTE:  No. Well… what they… what we…understand. That’s the thing. That’s 

why it has to go through us. Listeners. We have to…translate it. The 
Ears are just…Ears. If you were to record what’s there it’s nothing. 
Noise. There isn’t anything to actually hear. But it goes through us in 
a way where…where it means something. Like pictures or ideas. 
Feelings. Smells. It floods you and then it leaves, and then you 
have to scramble to hold onto enough of it to be able to talk about 
what it was you…heard. Sometimes it can feel…more real than things 
that are actually…real…feel. 

 
She goes to put the headphones on again. He stops her. 
 
FAYETTE:  What did it sound like, to you? 
 
She conjures the feeling – a tremor passes through both of them. 
 
The sound of wood cracking. 
 
She “sees” him. 
 
He unhooks a canteen from his belt. 
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FAYETTE:  Water. 
 
SQUEAK:  What was that? 
 
FAYETTE:  Drink. 
 
SQUEAK:  What was that? 
 
FAYETTE:  Listening. 
 
He passes her the canteen. 
 
FAYETTE:  Humor me. 
 
She takes a sip. Another. She drinks like she’s dying of thirst. He watches her drain the 
canteen. 
 
FAYETTE:  Do you want more? 
 
SQUEAK:  I’m fine. 
 
FAYETTE:  You should sit. Or lie down. 
 
SQUEAK:  You said to stand. 
 
FAYETTE:  I’m reconsidering. 
 
She moves closer to him. 
 
SQUEAK:  I want to try again. 
 
FAYETTE:  I know. 
 
SQUEAK:  It’s – 
 
FAYETTE:  Stop thinking about it. 
 
SQUEAK:  I can’t. 
 
FAYETTE:  You have to. 
 
She reaches for the headphones again. 
 
FAYETTE:  I said, stop. 
 
SQUEAK:  But – 
 
FAYETTE:  It fucks with you. You get pulled in, if you’re not - 

You can try again after you’ve slept. Eaten something. 
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SQUEAK:  It scares you. 
 
FAYETTE:  It should scare me. Look, I get you think that…circumstance… has 

made you into something… invulnerable, but there are all kinds of 
things out there that that you should be scared of. 
 

SQUEAK:  Do you like being a Listener? 
 
Pause. 
 
FAYETTE:  I’m good at it. 
 
Pause. 
 
SQUEAK:  What’s your name? 
 
FAYETTE:  It’s Fayette. I’m Fayette. 
 
SQUEAK:  I remember you. 
 
FAYETTE:  Really? 
 
SQUEAK:  Except your name then was Luke Cooper. 

I was nine. There was a mouse under our tables in one of the meeting 
halls, and all the girls around me are shrieking - climbing on each 
other. Laughing. And some P13 boys come in to try and catch it, to get 
it outside, but they can’t. They’re trying hit with a broom, but Luke 
Cooper won’t let them. He catches it in his shirt. Now the Prefects are 
here and they’re mad and yelling at him at him. They pull him down. 
He fights them. They take away the shirt and then there’s this… 
 

She jerks her head to the side. The sound of wood cracking. 
 

… and I know they’ve stepped on it. The room stops breathing. The 
Prefects leave. The other P13 boys leave. Luke Cooper is still there. 
 

FAYETTE:  Do you remember what happened next? 
 
SQUEAK:  You picked it up. Took it outside. 
 
FAYETTE:  I cried. I broke Thomas Everleigh ‘s jaw. I got three months probation. 

Over a mouse. 
 

The hatch door opens. LANOLIN and ROUKE enter. They are dressed for patrol: their 
faces, arms and legs covered to protect against blowing sand. They shut the door and 
climb down the ladder into the listening room. 
 


