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WHEN ROBOTS DISCOVERED SEX

A One-Act Play

by

Ken Blakemore

Performances or readings of this play may not legally take place before an audience without a licence obtainable on application to:

The Playwrights Publishing Co.,

70, Nottingham Road,

Burton Joyce,

Notts., U.K.,

NG14 5AL

[44] 01159-313356

playwrightspublishingco@yahoo.com
To avoid possible disappointment, application should be made, preferably in writing, as early as possible, stating: -

(i)
  Name and address of applicant

(ii)
Name and address of Society;

(iii)
Name and address of theatre or hall where performance(s) would be held;

(iv)   Times and dates of performances.

A fee will be charged for this licence which must be paid prior to the first performance otherwise the licence is automatically cancelled and the performance becomes illegal.

CAST

(In Order of Speaking)

There are four MAIN ROLES (in capitals) Subsidiary parts are in lower case.  All subsidiary parts are heard as voices off.


Newsreader



Standard received


Contents of fridge


three or four childish voices


Yoghurt pot



French accent, young woman

Strawberries


little girls

WILLIS



A teacher (30s)

EVE
A female robot (early 20s)

ZENA 




A psychotherapist (30s)

Door




Adult male, camp

ANDRO

A male human-robot hybrid (mid-20s)

Vacuum cleaner


Seedy male, bronchial, 30 -50


Superstore tannoy


as Frankie Howard

Checkout
Provincial accent 40s – 60s


Car Satnav 



Standard received: female, 30s. 

SCENE ONE:

It’s breakfast time in Willis and Zena’s kitchen. 

EVE stands as still as a statue. 

SFX
Fade up a few bars of romantic music

Fade down music


Fade up voice of news announcer (offstage) 

RADIO  
...BBC Radio News at seven o’clock...

(OFFSTAGE)
In what will be a completely surprising announcement, the Prime Minister Camilla Cameron is expected to tell the House of Commons today that the government will be dramatically stepping up production of the controversial new ‘Andro’ robot. 

The Andro is already being piloted by the Department of Domestic and Menial Labour in selected homes around the country. 

Strong opposition to extending the use of domestic robots is expected from CHEW, the Human Care and Home Workers Union.

WILLIS ENTERS, carrying a newspaper. He scowls at the radio.  


…Singer Charlotte Church was detained at a police station in Cardiff last night following a disturbance in a Chinese restaurant in the city. The ageing songbird was celebrating her ninety-ninth birthday with friends and family. She denies breaching the conditions of her Over-Emotional Behaviour order…

WILLIS strides over to the radio  to switch it off  

RADIO
… In a separate statement, ex-husband Gavin Henson said: ‘I only mentioned dim sum and she went ballist–‘

       
Radio voice OFF

WILLIS


Bloody hell.

Willis walks over to the fridge and opens it. He holds the door open, looking inside. 





(Yawns) Morning, you lot.

VOICES OF FRIDGE 

CONTENTS (OFFSTAGE)   Good morning Willis, sir!

WILLIS


Urgh.  Morning juice, morning milk, 





morning low fat spread… 

Willis holds up a pot of yoghurt and inspects it closely




 VOICE OF YOGHURT 

POT (OFFSTAGE)

May I interest you sir, in me?  I’m 

creamy, delicious, but only one per cent fat and a great partner with the strawberries on the top shelf! 

Willis takes out a large carton of strawberries as well  

GIRLISH STRAWBERRIES

(OFFSTAGE)
Hell-o! We’re the straw-berries! And we’re really juicy!   

 YOGHURT POT 
And you’ve got to eat me today, I’m almost

(OFFSTAGE)
date-expired! 

WILLIS
…Know how you feel, darling. Sorry, all of you...maybe later. 

CONTENTS OF FRIDGE


(OFFSTAGE)

(DISAPPOINTED) Ah-aah!  


  

Willis closes the fridge door. He walks over to Eve and sweeps his hand up and down in front of her face.   

EVE
(COMING TO LIFE) Good morning, Mr. Johnson. May I help in any way, today, (CHANGING TONE) Tuesday, March thirty… first… seven –oh – five a.m.?

WILLIS
Make me some tea, would you Eve? And start the coffee for Zena.  She’ll be down in a minute. 

EVE
Yes, Mr Johnson. These operations will take approximately… (CHANGING TONE) … oh-five minutes and… thirty eight… seconds.     

Eve busies herself with tea- and coffee-making. Willis sits and reads his newspaper.

  
How would you rate your mood this morning, Mr Johnson?

WILLIS


Hm?

EVE
On a score of zero to ten, with ten being the most positive– 

WILLIS
 –I’ve already told you, Eve, it doesn’t work like that.

EVE



Please, Mr Johnson!  Please will you rate your 

mood for me? I really want to upgrade my emotional intelligence. But I can’t without some help…I just need a number. 

Willis puts down newspaper.

ZENA ENTERS

Zena bursts in. She is dressed for work and is 





carrying a large, heavy pile of papers & folders      

ZENA
–I can’t find my work bag. Eve, grab these things will you?

WILLIS


(TO EVE)  Minus two.

ZENA



What?

EVE
Mrs Johnson, I was explaining to Mr Johnson, my emotional intelligence program– 

ZENA
–Eve, just get me a coffee will you? (Preoccupied) Now where did I put it? 

EVE puts down the pile of papers and goes back to making coffee, pours out a cup. ZENA is preoccupied, searching for her work bag 

WILLIS
Depressed truck drivers again today Zeen?

ZENA



It won’t be anything unless… 





ZENA finds the bag




… Ah!  Here it is.

EVE puts a cup of coffee in Zena’s hand. ZENA takes it without acknowledgement. EVE goes to make tea for Willis. ZENA sips. 

There’s a limit to what cognitive behavioural therapy can do, you know? We’ve suggested a virtual transport café for them: bacon sandwiches; country & western piped around; hologram of Dolly Parton behind the counter…

They seem to be doing so well, then just the sight of one truck going by, driving itself, and – pouff! It’s back to square one. 

WILLIS


I know that feeling, sort of.

ZENA
Cheer up Will, eh?  Mind over mood! At least you’ve got a job, not many people have these days.         

ZENA checks her watch, hastily gulps from cup and crams papers and folders into her work bag.

Oo! Gotta dash…    ID card!

ZENA looks around frantically for her card

WILLIS


(Looking around half-heartedly) ID card…   

EVE



ID… here!

EVE finds it and hands it  to ZENA.

ZENA



Ah, fantastic.

ZENA walks over to Willis and gives him a peck on the cheek

ZENA 


Kiss.  M-wah!

WILLIS


Kiss





WILLIS kisses Zena back
EVE



Kiss?

ZENA



Bye Will, love you.

WILLIS


Bye Zeen, love. 

EVE



Bye. Love?

ZENA picks up her bag and heads for the door. Before exiting she stops suddenly and looks back at Willis
ZENA
Willis, don’t forget it’s a special night tonight.

WILLIS


What? 

EVE
Sex


ZENA and WILLIS both look at Eve for a moment. EVE is pouring tea into a cup.
ZENA
Honestly Will!  You hadn’t forgotten? You had!  

WILLIS
(SIGHS)  Maybe we should put it on the kitchen calendar, Zeen.  That fridge has tons of spare memory–  

ZENA
 –I’m not putting ‘ovulation’ on the kitchen calendar again.  Or ‘eggs’. It was so embarrassing when Sue and Jeff came round. That bloody fridge going on about my monthly cycle every five minutes–

WILLIS
 –Okay, okay. But does it really matter?  Whether or not I remember?

ZENA
(SIGHS) Will, I knew you hadn’t read all the literature.

WILLIS
What?

ZENA
(WHISPERING) You know!...

WILLIS
(IT’S DAWNING. WITH A SMILE)  Ah…    

ZENA
(SMILING BACK) Not that I think you would get up to anything today, of course. But remember? Your sperm count goes right down each time.  For up to twenty four hours. So watch it, Willis, keep your hands off your pecker today, okay? … Bye! 

EVE
Pecker?

WILLIS
Bye, Zeen! 

ZENA EXITS

SFX:
DOOR SLAMS (OFFSTAGE)

EVE
Willis sir, may I ask, have you tried assisted hatching?

WILLIS
Of course. The human male thinks about it once every four minutes.

EVE
Oh really?  Is that all?

WILLIS
Eve!  I haven’t a clue what you’re talking about.

EVE
Assisted hatching. Before attaching itself to the wall of the womb, an embryo has to hatch from a gel-like membrane known as the zona pellucida… ah, were you being ironic?  Was that an example of irony? I really need to know–   

WILLIS
 Eve, you must stop Googling to yourself all the time.


EVE carries a cup of tea over to Willis
EVE
It just seems strange, sir, that there are still all these difficulties … with creating human beings.

WILLIS
I’m not sure I actually want a baby, Eve.           

SFX:
 


DOOR CHIME SOUNDS

VOICE OF THE FRONT 

DOOR (OFFSTAGE)
Hell-o!  Front door here; just to let you know, we’ve got a visitor! Beautiful specimen!  Shorts, love-ly thighs…

WILLIS
I must get that door seen to.

FRONT DOOR

Ooh, he’s gorgeous! Mm…if I was twenty years  

(OFFSTAGE)
younger… ooh yes. And not a door, of course.

EVE



I’ll go.

WILLIS


I’ve got to get ready for work.

WILLIS EXITS

CUT LIGHTS
SPOTLIGHT AREA OF STAGE FOR NEXT SCENE – AT THE FRONT DOOR

