
 

Simon Says 

A Short Play 

by Yoni Weisberg 

Characters: 

SIMON: male, 46 years old. A broken man who works as a car mechanic. He dresses 

presentably, wearing a gray button-down shirt, a pair of slacks, a sturdy pair of boots, and a 

blue zip-up jacket. He’s let his hair grow long and his beard thick, giving him an unkempt 

appearance.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: A robot; has a relatively humanlike and feminine appearance in frame and 

build but is nevertheless clearly not a person. She’s covered with a silver silicone-like material 

and has piercing blue eyes. Her voice is similar to her appearance; possessing certain human 

(and specifically feminine) qualities, but with an overall robotic drone. She hovers slightly above 

the ground at all time, producing a quiet humming noise as she moves. She works as a barista 

at Joe’s Coffee shop. 

Setting: 

The year is 2047. The rapidly spreading virus that breached (what once was) the United States 

nearly 30 years ago was only the beginning, a gateway to viruses more severe than society 

could’ve possibly anticipated. Communication is almost entirely technological, comprised of 

visual and audio calls, and human interaction is nearly nonexistent. Humans live in simple, 

identical condos scattered across different sectors of the planet; only husband and wife can 

share a condo – children must move out and live on their own at the age of 12. Gathering 

(strictly family) is permitted only on holidays. Only one customer is allowed into any store or 

shop at a time, and many of the workers have been replaced by humanoid robots. Simon walks 

into Joe’s Coffee shop at 7:42 P.M. The place is empty, as expected, and painfully large being 

that there is a one-person-maximum-occupancy. Brenda waits silently behind the counter; the 

only sounds that can be heard are the dull whirring and humming noises that emit from her. 

 

Fade in: 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(As Simon approaches her) 

Welcome to Joe’s Coffee Shop, valued customer. What can I get for you today? 

SIMON: 

Hello.  



 

(Beat.) 

You’re new here right? I come here pretty often, and you look a little different than the last 

model.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

Correct. I was stationed here four days ago, Saturday, March 9, 2047. What can I get-? 

SIMON: 

(Trying to prolong the conversation) 

Always nice to see a new face. What’s your name?  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

My name is Brenda-ZP6827. What can I get for-? 

SIMON: 

I like that name.  

(Short pause) 

But I don’t like all of the numbers. I’m just going to call you Brenda, alright? 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Slightly alarmed whirring sounds) 

I would prefer if you called me by my full name, Brenda-ZP6827.  

(She begins to explain, a response that she was programmed to recite) 

“Brenda” is the name of the model that I am based on. “ZP” is the title of the sector that we 

currently reside in. “6827” represents my order, and the amount of copies that were processed 

before I was created. That is to say that I am copy number six thousand, eight hundred and- 

SIMON: 

(Irritated) 

I know, I know. I just don’t like all of the random letters and digits. 

(short pause) 

I’m just looking for a little human connection, you understand? 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

I do understand. However, you and I both understand that I am not a human and therefore 

cannot provide the connection you desire. My functions include taking orders, processing 



 

orders into the system, and going into the kitchen to procure those orders once those orders 

have been processed, along with a couple of other basic functions. I am not programmed to 

provide “human connection.” 

SIMON: 

(Sighs) 

Well a man can hope, right? 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

Yes.  

(Beat. As if starting over) 

What can I get for you today? 

SIMON: 

(Sighs again) 

I’ll take a medium, caramel- 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Completing) 

A medium, caramel Latte with soy milk and added whip cream. Your usual order is in the 

system. Only the first few specifications, or your first and last name, or the last eight digits of 

your phone number are required to fill the order.  

SIMON: 

(Angrily) 

Jesus, I know that. I know that, I just – I just want to hear the sound of my own voice for a little 

bit. 

(A little more softly) 

Could you try not to interrupt me when I’m talking to you? I just want to get my thoughts out.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

The order is being processed. I will try my best to comply with your requests, but I am unable to 

disobey protocol.  

SIMON: 

(Quietly, broken) 



 

Thank you.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

Thank you for choosing Joe’s Coffee shop today, valued customer.  

SIMON: 

It’s Simon. 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

Protocol insists on referring to all customers as “Valued Customer.” 

SIMON: 

Ah.  

(Simon slowly walks back to his table and chair, noticing, as always, how unnecessarily 

cavernous the coffee house feels without the other customers. He calls over to Brenda-ZP6827, 

who’s now in the kitchen preparing his coffee) 

Brenda! Why haven’t they – why haven’t they made these places smaller, if it’s only one 

customer at a time?  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Whirring slowly over towards Simon’s table with his drink in hand, waiting until the drink is 

received before answering) 

I don’t know. One possibility is that scientist predict an increase in human interaction, perhaps 

to the extent of the interaction levels prior to mid-March 2020, by the year 2089. Why waste 

valuable resources on creating smaller shops when soon enough, customers all over will 

regather, and the space will once again be necessary? 

SIMON: 

(Dry chuckle) 

2089 is hardly “soon enough.” 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

Admittedly I have a limited concept of time. 

(Beat.) 

Can I get you anything else, valued customer? 

SIMON: 

(Sipping his coffee) 



 

Yeah, actually. Could I get a pen, and a copy of today’s paper? 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Holding up a small tablet and a stylus) 

Paper is in short supply. I can offer you the same newspaper – and its accompanying crossword 

puzzles – on this tablet, if you would like. 

SIMON: 

I’ll pass. I’ve been staring at too many screens. I was hoping for some good old-fashioned paper. 

(Sips his coffee and stares off into the distance) 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Scanning) 

My sensors indicate high levels of distress and depression.  

(Beat. In a slightly more-robotic voice) 

Initiating pleasant conversation mode:  

(Short pause, goes back to initial voice) 

What is your occupation, valued customer? 

SIMON: 

I’m a car mechanic.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

I see. And how is that going for you? 

SIMON: 

Not too well. People don’t really get out too much anymore, you know. Less driving means less 

wear and tear on the cars which means less business for me. But I’ve got to keep doing it. 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

Why is that? 

SIMON: 

I need something – anything – to keep myself busy. I find that when I work with my hands my 

mind has less of a chance to wander and think about the fact that nothing really means 

anything anymore.  

(Beat.) 



 

And I’ve got to keep on earning those units somehow.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

To provide for your family, on the holidays.  

SIMON: 

(Swallows hard, the word family causing him physical discomfort) 

No. They uh – they left me for sector TF (*what used to be part of California) about eight 

months ago. My older son, Billy, he – he died of a stroke in December 2045. He’d been sick for 

months, but the doctors couldn’t figure out what it was until it was too late. My wife, she uh – 

she tried her best, but she was never the same after Billy. 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

I’m sorry for your loss, valued customer.  

SIMON: 

(Continues, not looking at Brenda-ZP6827 at this point) 

She figured that maybe TF would be good for us, her, and I, and our other son, peter. She said 

that there’d be more sunlight there, and it would be better for all of us. But I couldn’t leave ZP. I 

had a job here, and I had to provide for us all somehow. She begged me to leave and I refused. I 

needed the units, and – and I didn’t want to leave Billy by himself here, rotting in a grave with 

no one to visit him.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

How long has it been since you’ve had human interaction? 

SIMON: 

(Thoughtlessly; he knows the answer immediately) 

Over three months. I spent Thanksgiving with my sister in ZP. 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Alarmed) 

That’s illegal. Only immediate family is allowed to- 

SIMON: 

(Snaps) 

I know, I know. But what was I supposed to do? 

(Picking up emotion) 



 

I mean seriously, what the FUCK WAS I SUPPOSED TO DO?! My boss works from home, and 

customers drop their cars off the night before I work on them. I needed something to keep 

myself busy. It’s all just screens and numbers and letters now, and I can’t- 

(He covers his face with both hands and sobs) 

-I can’t do this anymore. 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

I’m sorry valued customer. What can I do to assist you? 

SIMON: 

(A nonsensical lightbulb. An ugly glint in his eyes. Quietly, almost under his breath) 

Cheer me up. 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

I’m sorry-? 

SIMON: 

(Louder, demands) 

CHEER ME UP.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Slowly, uncertainty) 

Scientists predict that in 2089- 

SIMON: 

DON’T GIVE ME THAT FUCKING STATISTIC. I KNOW WHAT THEY PREDICT. By 2089, I’ll be 

ROTTING IN A COLD, DARK GRAVE, ALONG WITH MY SON. With no one to eulogize me. And 

even if I’m not dead, how can I live 42 more years LIKE THIS?! 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Alarmed) 

Perhaps some music.  

(Starts playing Marvin Gaye’s How sweet it is [to be loved by you]) 

Statistically, 8.3 out of every 10 people like this song, and find it to be calming and- 

SIMON: 

NO! No turn that off! 



 

(She turns the music off) 

If you don’t understand what I’m asking for then let me put it into terms that everyone 

understands.  

(He picks up his coffee mug, hot coffee spilling all over his hands but his adrenaline is too high. 

He grabs Brenda-ZP6827’s shoulder with his left hand) 

Cheer me up, or I’ll smash you into a million fucking pieces with this coffee mug! 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

(Alarmed, rapid whirring noises) 

Do not do that. Protocol insists that if you do that- 

SIMON: 

DAMN YOUR PROTOCOL! 

(He hurls the mug at her, which ricochets off of her and falls to the floor shattering loudly. The 

coffee causes her body to spark slightly. In the blink of an eye, a thin but lengthy needle 

protrudes from one of her hands and pierces Simon’s left arm. He falls to his knees, stunned 

and gasping for breath) 

What was that??? 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

Protocol insists that if I am physically threatened by a customer, I am required to administer 

this toxin. At your age, a second dose of this toxin will be fatal. Your nerves will shut down and 

you will die. The dose I provided you with will cause immobility and unconsciousness within 2 

minutes. You have just enough time to walk out of the front door of Joe’s Coffee House and 

sleep on the bench outside until you wake up in the morning. Consider this a warning, valued 

customer.  

SIMON: 

(Hopelessly, from the floor) 

Do it. Give me the second dose. What do I have to live for? Just put me out of my misery. 

(Beat.) 

Have mercy on me.  

BRENDA-ZP6827: 



 

Mercy is not something I am capable of feeling. I am a robot and I can only follow my protocol, 

as I have told you over and over again. I can only administer the second dose if I am physically 

threatened.  

SIMON: 

(Weakly) 

I understand. 

(With all of the strength left in his body, he picks up a shard of the coffee mug and prepares to 

attack Brenda-ZP6827. A suicide mission) 

BRENDA-ZP6827: 

I would not- 

(Before she can finish her sentence and before he can attack her with the mug, Simon collapses 

entirely, unconscious and temporarily freed of his anguish. She finishes) 

-Do that if I were you.  

(She grabs Simon by his shoulders and slowly hauls him out of the coffee shop, and onto the 

bench. It’s cold and empty outside) 

Thank you for choosing Joe’s Coffee Shop today, valued customer.  

(She leaves him and goes back inside. She begins to clean up the mess) 

Fade out. 

 

  

  

 

 

 

  

 


