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CAST CHARACTERS

BOB, An aspiring writer paralyzed by fear and regret. About 40.

SUSAN, Bob's frustrated, Type A wife. Late-30s to 40.

ALEXA, An eager, friendly artificial intelligence.

SIRI, A helpful, friendly artificial intelligence.

SETTING

Bob and Susan's kitchen. Early morning.

PRODUCTION NOTES

Alexa and Siri should be played by one actress in her 20s.

Susan cannot see Alexa/Siri and only hears Alexa/Siri's 
standard responses. Moments in which Alexa/Siri speaks or acts 
with more than normal agency (marked with an *) are in Bob's head. 
These moments should correspond with a shift in lighting, from 
standard "reality" lighting to a more dramatic lighting scheme 
that imbues the scene with a sense of fantasy. During fantasy 
moments, the cadence and tone of Alexa/Siri's voice, as well as 
her emotional reactions and movements, seem entirely human.

Approximate run time: 11 minutes. 
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LIGHTS up on a kitchen, early 
morning. We see an empty wine 
bottle and one dirty wine glass; 
a coffee maker, its clock 
blinking, sits next to an open 
carton of milk. A WOMAN poses 
dramatically, head down. Off 
stage, an alarm clock sounds. 
The WOMAN raises her head 
smiling brightly. The alarm goes 
silent. HER head goes down. BOB 
enters in a shabby robe. The 
WOMAN raises her head. BOB 
shuffles across the kitchen, 
moves the wine glass to the 
sink, sees the blinking clock.

BOB
Did you unplug the coffee pot? I set the timer.

BOB starts the coffeemaker, sniffs 
the milk, grimaces, puts it back.

BOB
Alexa...

The WOMAN smiles brightly. 

BOB
Let’s recite some Hamlet.

ALEXA
Okay. What part of Hamlet would you like me to recite?

BOB
Good question...

(Pauses to think)
Act Two, Scene Two. Hamlet’s speech to Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstern

ALEXA
OK. I will recite Hamlet’s speech from Act Two, Scene Two.

(Still in her robotic voice)
I have of late, but wherefore I know not, lost all my 
mirth...
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BOB

Alexa pause.
(ALEXA stops)

Alexa... We’ve talked about this. Use your stage voice.

LIGHTS to fantasy (see Production 
Notes).

ALEXA*
I’m sorry, Bob. Of course.

(Beat)
I have of late, but wherefore I know not, lost all my 
mirth, forgone all custom of exercises; and indeed it goes 
so heavily with my disposition that this goodly frame, the 
earth, seems to me a sterile promontory...

SUSAN enters in pajamas.

SUSAN
Alexa... stop!

ALEXA stops. LIGHTS to reality. 

BOB
I was enjoying that.

SUSAN
Too much noise. I can’t hear myself think. Thanks for 
making coffee.

BOB
There’s no milk.

SUSAN
What do you mean?

BOB
It’s sour.

SUSAN
You said you’d get groceries.

BOB
Sorry. No time.
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SUSAN

You had time to get wine. Let’s ask your girlfriend. 
Alexa... order milk.

ALEXA
What type of milk shall I order?

SUSAN
Jesus. Just order milk!

BOB
You have to say her name. Alexa... order organic, two-
percent milk.

ALEXA
I’ve added organic, two-percent milk to your cart.

SUSAN thrusts her mug into the 
sink, shattering the wine glass.

SUSAN
Come on! Don’t put wine glasses in the sink, Bob! Alexa... 
set a reminder for Bob: Don’t put wine glasses in the 
fucking sink.

ALEXA
When would you like me to remind Bob?

SUSAN
Good question. Whaddya think, Bob? You finish drinking 
about 10:00 every night, no?... Yes... Alexa... Remind Bob 
every day at 10PM.

ALEXA
All right. Every day at 10PM, I’ll remind Bob...

SHE stares at Bob. LIGHTS to 
fantasy.

ALEXA*
...not to put wine glasses in the fucking sink.

SUSAN
Oh, Bob! I see the attraction.
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ALEXA caresses SUSAN, who looks 
steadily at Bob without reacting.

SUSAN
What’s wrong?

LIGHTS to reality.

BOB
Nothing. Didn’t sleep well.

SUSAN
How come?

BOB
Work stuff.

SUSAN
What’s up?

BOB
Nothing. It’s a crappy job.

(Pause)
What?

SUSAN
Nothing.

BOB
I didn’t say I wanna quit.

(Pause)
I didn’t.

SUSAN
No. You didn’t.

BOB
But.

SUSAN
I wasn’t going to say anything.

BOB
You know I’d be happier writing.
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SUSAN

Then write.

BOB
It’s not that easy.

SUSAN
It is that easy, Bob. Get up early. Think of words. Type 
them. Grisham wrote his first novel on a commuter train!

BOB
Grisham?! 

LIGHTS to fantasy. ALEXA* laughs. 
LIGHTS us to reality.

BOB
I’m no good in the morning.

SUSAN
Then stay up late and write.

BOB
Night’s our time.

SUSAN
Uh huh. I have to get ready.

BOB
What do we even need my job for?

SUSAN
Here we go.

BOB
Seriously. You make enough.

SUSAN
Sure. If you want to stay here. Don’t you want kids?

BOB
Of course I want kids.

SUSAN
Well, the clock’s ticking. Alexa, honey... tell Bob the 
baby clock is ticking.
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LIGHTS to fantasy.

ALEXA*
(Moving toward Bob)

It is, Bob. Tick, tick, tick, tick tick...

BOB
Enough!

LIGHTS to reality.

SUSAN
Goddammit, Bob. Grow up. When did you become pathetic?

(Tense silence)
I really need to get ready.

BOB
I just want to be happy, Suz.

SUSAN
Then be happy. What’s stopping you? Me? Your boss? Willam 
Fucking Faulkner?

(Her tone softens)
What about that story you mentioned? It’s a good idea. You 
should write it.

BOB reacts dismissively.

SUSAN
You should. Just start. I’ll read drafts. It could be fun.

BOB
That idea? Borges did it.

SUSAN
So? Everybody borrows... Write it. We need this, Bob.

BOB
It’s not original, Suz. That’s the point. I need an 
original idea. That’s the fucking point. And time. I need 
real time. Not bleary in-between moments on the subway.

SUSAN
Well, that’s what you have, Bob. Right now, that’s what you 
have.

(Tense pause)
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I won’t give you permission to quit. But don’t mind me. 
Quit. Quit everything for all I care. But do it. Own it. 
For once.

(Pause)
I got a thing tonight. 

BOB
Again?

SUSAN
Don’t wait up.

SHE exits.

BOB
Alexa...

LIGHTS to fantasy.

ALEXA*
Yes, Bob?

BOB
She’s right. I just need to start.

(Determined)
Yes. I’m going to start. For real. Alexa... set an alarm 
for 5AM every day. I’ll write for two hours before work. 

ALEXA*
Are you sure, Bob? You need your sleep.

BOB
I don’t care. It’s time.

ALEXA*
Susan doesn’t understand, Bob. It’s hard. What if you don’t 
make it? Can you live with the rejection?

ALEXA moves behind Bob.

BOB
I have to. I don’t know. Maybe you’re right.

ALEXA*
No more Hamlet, Bob. It’s too sad. What would you like to 
hear? Henry’s band of brothers speech? Let me inspire you.
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Now SIRI, her hand goes to the 
pocket of his robe, her cheek to 
his shoulder. LIGHTS to reality. 

BOB
I don’t have time for this.

BOB moves away. SHE follows, 
keeping a hand in his pocket. BOB 
reaches into the pocket, removes 
his phone. SIRI’s hand moves with 
his, Bob looks off in the 
direction that Susan exited, 
pushes the phone’s home button. 

SIRI
Beep, beep.

Bob doesn’t react. SIRI leans in, 
lips nearly touching his ear.

SIRI
Go ahead. I’m listening.

Bob presses the button again.

SIRI
Beep, beep.

SUSAN enters.

SUSAN
Siri, call Bob wordless.

BOB
Siri, don’t call me worthless.

LIGHTS to fantasy.

SIRI*
I’d never call you worthless, Bob. Susan said wordless, as 
in... a man without words. Shall I call you that?

BOB
(To Susan)

You don’t mean that.
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SUSAN

You always say good writing is honest.

SIRI*
What is wrong with you? Why won’t you support him?

BOB
No! 

LIGHTS to reality.

BOB
You’re right... Look... I gotta go.

SUSAN exits to bathroom. BOB 
presses the button on his phone.

SIRI
Beep, beep.

BOB
Siri, what’s my first appointment today?

SIRI
OK, here’s your calendar.

BOB
Shit. Siri, send a text to Ted: Running 15 minutes late.

SIRI
OK. I sent your text message to Ted.

BOB
Thanks, Siri.

SIRI
My pleasure. As always.

ALEXA, returns to her place. 

BOB
Alexa...

LIGHTS to fantasy. 
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BOB

Did you set that alarm?

ALEXA
Not yet, Bob. Shall I?

BOB
Alexa...

HE deflates a little with each 
repetition of her name.

BOB
Alexa...

ALEXA*
I’m here, Bob.

BOB
Alexa...

LIGHTS to reality.

BOB
Never mind, Alexa. Just... never mind.

ALEXA’s smile fades. HER head 
drops.

LIGHTS FADE

END OF PLAY
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