Character List

Angela (F)
Dot (F)
Frank (M)
Victoria (F)
Lance (M)
Trevor (M)

(75) Northern

(76) Cornish

(74) Upper Class

(Mid to late 20s) Well Spoken. Angela’s Granddaughter.
voice only. Disembodied assistant robot.

voice only.



Scene 1 — Angela’s House
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(SFX. Overture of Sound of Music. Tabs open. Angela, Dot and Frank are sitting with a
hand of cards with tea on the coffee table in front of them. SFX. fades.)

I simply love gin rummy. To me, card games will never get old.

They’ve aged better than us though! They’ve still got hue, whereas our cheeks, well wrinkled
and colourless. Now, Sally was showing me this ‘thing’ earlier on her tablet.

It's a bit early to be taking your tablets, Frank. It’s only 5 o’clock and you take your
medication at 7.

No, no Angela. On her tablet.

Sally’s on tablets now too? Oh gosh, the youth of today.

No, on her touch screen tablet.

How is Sally?

She is always busy. Continuously preoccupied with work or the school run.
How are Tim and Tammy getting on at their new school?

Splendid. Sally tells me their teacher, Mrs Jeffason, describes them both being as being ‘Full
of beans’.

That’s grandchildren for you.

We digress. It was a game of patience but with cards on the tablet.

Yes, Frank, patience it’s not tablet time yet. 7 o’clock, remember?

Angela, earlier today, Sally was showing me a game of patience on her touch screen tablet.
Oh, I see.

Those tablets will be the end of physical cards you know. Technology is ruining our society.

There was no need to shuffle the cards or such like. A tap on the screen was all. It was quite
astonishing.

And the mobile phone was quite astonishing too, when it came out all those years ago. Have
you looked at people in the supermarket recently on their smartphones?

Yes, all walking around with their heads glued to their phones and electronic earplugs in.
Having said that, Sally said that vinyls are the trend nowadays.

Really?

She said it is ‘retro’.

Retro must be a good thing then.

Oh, it’s just a posh word for ‘old,” Ange, but with a dash of style and a hint of nostalgia.
‘Retro’ makes it sound much more... fashionable, doesn’t it? Nonetheless, there is nothing
quite like listening to Elvis on an LP. Hearing all the cracks and the pops.

And all the ‘uh-huhs’! You see, [ was much more of a Bill Haley fan, myself.

It was always Tom Jones for me. ‘As she deceived me I watched and went out of my mind’.
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(They all sing a section of ‘Delilah’.)

I remember having to put a penny on the needle of the record player to weigh it down.
A wonky record would be painful to listen to. Now music is all on the line.

I think that you mean ‘online’.

Yes, on the line.

No, Angela, you put your washing on the line, but youth listen to music ‘on-line’.
Linda in the laundrette does my washing.

It’s called online. Young people listen to music on the internet and that’s called ‘online’.
You are a computer wizard, aren’t you Frank?

| think not!

Oh, I don’t know anymore! How the world has changed.

It is not like it was in our day, that’s for sure. The days where people actually used cookery
books to find recipes. The days where people would talk, not type and ping.

The days where you could go to the supermarket and someone would serve you. No more of
this silly self - scanning service.

That ‘cashier number 4 please’ makes my blood boil.
It’s modern technology that makes my blood boil.

The world has moved on and we can’t keep up with it.; that’s what irritates me. | yearn for
‘the good old days’.

(Synchronised tea drinking.)

You know what hasn’t changed in the last decade?

A good cup of tea.

No, Angela.

A nice swig of sherry?

Although it’s a tot of Glen Fidick for me.

No, look at the time.

Good heavens! It’s gone 5 o’clock. I must be off.
Pointless!

(Dot presses the remote control to turn on the TV, but with no luck.)
You see, | have got to be elsewhere, Angela.

No, it’s almost Pointless time.

So, next Tuesday? Stupid thing! (banging remote control)
Certainly not, if you are going to address me as that.

Apologies, Frank. The changer is not working.



(SFX. Pointless theme tune.)

Dot: (reacting to the TV) Oh!

Frank: In that case, next Tuesday. | won’t miss it. See you both.
Angela: (Together) Bye, Frank.

Dot: (Together) Bye, Frank.
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(Frank exits.)
Dot: Oh I do love that, Alexander.
Angela: | know. Such a rich, velvety voice.

(Dot and Angela sip their tea. SFX. It’s Not Unusual - Tom Jones.)
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Scene 2 — Angela’s House
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(Angela is trying to get her CD player to work.)
Blasted thing!
(Angela continues to struggle with getting the CD player to work. Victoria enters.)

Gone are the days of cassette tapes. Life was so much easier when we could rely on items that
we could physically fix.

What are you moaning about now, Gran? Sounds like someone’s called you Angie.

Here, don’t even mention that name! The names Angela or Ange if | know you well. I’'m not
having no-one calling me ‘Angie’. Anyway, I am not moaning. I’m merely stating that things
were more simple when we had control of being able to mend things.

Like what?

For example, a cassette tape. If that were broken there would be reels of film everywhere.
Would I be able to fix it. Yes. Yes, | would all I would need would be a pencil patience and
some elbow grease.

Compared to?

A CD, if that’s scratched I’m stuck listening to the same second on repeat.

No one listens to CDs nowadays anyway, Gran.

I know. It’s all ‘on the line’. But I want to hold an item not have to tap a screen to play it.
You sound like a broken record ...

Record players, another fine invention! One moment, broken?

We have had this conversation so many times. Anyway, shopping’s all done and packed away
for you. I made a Shepards Pie, which is in the fridge.

You are kind, aren’t you?

Now I best get going else I'll ...

(SFX. doorbell.)

I’ve got it, Gran.

It will most probably be Frank. He’s always the early bird on Tuesdays.
(Victoria opens the door. Frank enters.)

Good afternoon, Victoria!

Hiya Frank. Brew?

I’ll be damned if I can’t make my own cup of tea.

The kettle’s not long boiled. Alright then, see you both a bit later on.
Victoria, before you pop off, could you just see what the date on the old milk is?

Don’t worry, you’ve got a couple of days on it. Right-ho! I’'m off anyway. See you soon,
Gran. Bye Frank.

(Frank begins to make a cup of tea. SFX. Doorbell.)
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I’ll get it.

(Victoria opens the door. Dot enters with a shopping bag.)
Alright, Victoria .

Afternoon Dot. Let me help you with that.

You are kind, my dear! It’s nothing much. There were some pasties reduced and I couldn’t
resist it ...

Ooh! What a treat!

Indeed! Would you mind kindly warming them up for me?
Not at all.

(Victoria exits. SFX. Microwave)

Pastry, vegetables and meat. It is as simple as that.

Don’t even get me started on pasties these days! You’ll never guess what they’re selling? It’s
a disgrace. Carrots in a pasty? That’s not tradition! A proper Cornish pasty is beef, potato,
swede and onion - nothing else.

And the pastry?

Well, obviously there’s got to be pastry! It’s supposed to have a solid, sturdy crust, not that
flakey stuff that falls apart.

You’re very passionate about this, Dot. Perhaps we could catch up on this pressing issue later,
I'm...

Well, that’s because I am a 75, Cornish lass.
I see. Anyway, I best get ...

And do not get me started on the crimping of pasty - it’s meant to be on the side, not the top!
That Gregg and Gail places have taken something sacred and turned it into a laughing stock.

So why did you buy them then?

They were reduced and Frank and Ange are not really connoisseurs of the humble pasty.
(SFX. Microwave beep. Victoria exits).

You alright over there? Feels like you’ve been murdering that sugar for five minutes.

It’s the damn supermarket. | can’t even buy a loaf of bread without feeling like you’re
defusing a bomb.

Please tell me you didn’t break another self-checkout machine.

| certainly gave it a piece of my mind. The thing said I didn’t pay for my cucumber. | told it
where it could shove it.

(Angela snickers into her tea, while Dot rolls her eyes without looking up. Victoria re-
enters with pasties on a plate).

Remember when all you needed was a person behind the counter? Someone with a name and
a smile? Not some... machine.

Pasties are warmed through.



Dot: Thank you, my love. Now it’s all screens and touch pads. Last time I tried one, I accidentally
donated fifty pounds to some charity. | never even saw what it was for.

Victoria: Now I’ve heard this conversation too many times.
Frank: What’s next? I’ll order a sandwich and one of those flying things ....
Dot: A plane?
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Frank: Don’t be daft. The remote control flying things ....

Victoria: A drone.

Frank: Yes, a drone will drop a sandwich on my head?

Dot: Imagine that, egg mayonnaise everywhere!

Angela: Careful, Frank. The future might hear you.

Victoria: That’s the lot then? Good.

Angela: Oh, actually Victoria, can you get something down from the loft?

Victoria: The loft?

Angela: Yes. There’s an old box of sewing patterns up there and my knees aren’t what they used to be.
Victoria: (looking at her watch) Uh, sure, Gran, but I’m really in a bit of a hurry -

Frank: Also, Victoria, the television switcher is off on its own accord. I’ve tried everything —

reasoning with it, banging it, and telling it what’s what. It may be worth getting some AA
batteries whilst you’re out.

Victoria: Alright, okay, I’ve got an appointment in twenty minutes, so perhaps ...

Angela: Whilst you’re here, could you reach that jar of gherkins on the top shelf? T can’t get it.

Dot: And Frank’s too short to be useful.

Frank: I’m not short, I’'m efficiently sized.

Dot: Oh, and Victoria, just to let you know about the microwave. It’s making a strange noise. Sort

of like a ... dying cat. [ don’t trust it.

Victoria: Okay, loft, remote batteries, pickled onions, microwave...?
Angela: Gherkins, love.
Dot: While you’re at it, my garage door opener’s been stuck. You know these new gadgets -

they’re always breaking.

Victoria: The garage door opener?
Dot: And if you’re going out to the garage, you might as well grab the brown bin. It’s bin day
tomorrow.

Victoria: Hold on - I’'m just here for a minute, I really have to ...
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Oh, sweetheart, I wouldn’t ask if I could do it myself. But the loft ladder, you know, it’s a bit
rickety... And my shoulder’s been acting up, so the gherkins are really out of reach.

And you’re the only one who knows how to work those ... machine, gadgets things. I’d loathe
if your gran and Dot were to miss Pointless because the switcher’s on strike.

Gran, | really need to -
I’'m sure it won’t take long, love. You’re so quick with these things. Much faster than we’d be.
Okay, fine. I’ll start with the loft.

Don’t forget the switcher! And if you’ve got a spare moment, you could also set up that new
steaming service you told me about.

(correcting) Streaming service.

What was it? Net...fish?

Net-Flix, Frank! But don’t worry, Victoria, we’ll keep it simple. Just five or six things.
(exasperated) Five or six?!

Oh, and one more thing - before you go up to the loft, would you mind fixing the clock on the
stove? It’s been blinking since 1998.

(Victoria looks like she’s about to explode.)

Things really need to change, Angie!
(Victoria exits.)

She didn’t just ...?

She did?

Angie?

(SFX. Angie Baby.)



Scene 3 — Angela’s House

(Angela is sitting in a chair and Victoria enters with a box.)
Victoria: Gran! Hi! It’s me! Just wanted to set this up for you.
Angela: Hi dear. Oh okay?
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(She begins to install something off-stage.)

Angela: What’s that? Some kind of new-fangled phone?

Victoria: Nope! Even better. Meet Lance - Life Assistance and Networking Companion Extraordinaire!
Angela: Extraordinaire? A bit modest ...

Victoria: (to herself) This is going to change my life extraordinarily!

Angela: So what is so extraordinary about this ‘Lance’ then?

Victoria: It’s like having your own personal assistant! It will control everything. Lights, temperature,

weekly shops - you name it!

Angela: Oh, right.
Victoria: Let’s see. Lance, play Corrie.
Lance: TV on. ITVX application launching. Coronation Street selected.

(SFX. Coronation Street theme)

Angela: No more need for the zapper then?

Victoria: No. Lance, set a reminder every 50 minutes called ‘dehydrated raisin, drink!’.

Lance: ‘Dehydrated raisin, drink’ reminder set for every 50 minutes?

Angela: I’m as juicy as a green grape, I’ll have you know.

Victoria: Lance, set an alarm called ‘sterident deterrent’ at 8:30pm every night.

Lance: “Sterident deterrent’ alarm set, 8:30pm daily.

Victoria: Lance, set a ‘moving and grooving’ reminder for S5pm everyday.

Lance: ‘Mooving and grooving’ reminder set, Spm daily.

Angela: Moving and grooving?

Victoria: Now I’ve got to go for this re-booked appointment. That’s water, teeth and laxatives alarms
all sorted.

Angela: I’'m not sure what I think of this, Victoria.

Victoria: Ask him anything. Just say ‘Lance’ before you want anything and he’ll sort it. See you later,
Gran bye!

(Victoria exits.)
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Ask him anything, eh? Lance ...

Yes, Angela.

How do you know my name?

As part of the set up of this Lance device a name was inserted.
| see.

How can | help you?

What is the weather like today in New Zealand?
Expect rain in Wellington, New Zealand today.

I see.

Visitor approaching.

(SFX. doorbell.)

Angela, do you want me to open the door for you?
(confused) Open the door?

Door opening.

(The door opens and Frank is standing there shocked)

Good golly! How on earth did you do that?

(whispering) Lance.

Speak up Angela. Hearing aids and all.

I can’t say.

Why on earth not?

He’ll hear me.

What are you wittering about?

I’1l write it down.

(Angela writes something down and hands it to Frank.)
Lance?

How can | be of assistance, male visitor?

Frank is my name, Lance, and male visitor makes me sound a bit ... promiscuous.

Alert: Hygiene analysis complete. You are 20% dirt. Bacteria hotspot detected. Hands.
Initiating kitchen tap... hot water running. Recommendation: Wash your hands, Frank.

I ... understand? I better go and wash them.
(Frank exits to wash his hands.)
Second visitor approaching.

(SFX. doorbell.)



Lance: Angela, do you want me to open the door for you?
Angela: No!

(Angela stands and opens the door.)

Dot: Afternoon, Ange. | brought scones!

Angela: Shhhhhh!

Dot: (whispering) I brought scones. Why am | whispering?

Angela: Victoria has installed this thing that is ... I don’t know what it is.
Dot: Where is it? Come on, let me have a look?

Angela: It’s everywhere!

Dot: I can’t see anything, Ange.

Angela: It’s in the air, in all the soundwaves of this house and is called ...

(Angela hands Dot a piece of paper.)

Dot: I see. So what happens if I ...
Angela: It will speak.
Dot: Good afternoon, Lance. My name is Dorothy, but I am known as Dot. Important first

question. How do you take your scones? Jam first or cream first?

Lance: Hello Dot. The classic scone slash scone (pronounced both ways) debate - truly matter of
national importance. If you’re in Cornwall, it is jam first, then cream. Do it the other way
around and the Cornish will look at you like you have assumed they are all farmers. However,
in Devon, it is cream first, then jam. Swap it around there and they will probably escort you
over the Tamar Bridge.

Dot: You see, born and bred in Padstow, Cornwall, 1 was Lance. I’'m very proud of it too. I'm
always jam first.

Lance: But, Dot, let us be honest: whichever way you do it, by the time you have had your third
scone slash scone, no one is judging.

Dot: (negatively) Well, I certainly am!
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(Dot looks at Angela. Frank enters. They all sit down.)

Angela: “You will love it” Victoria said. ‘Trust me. It’ll make your life so much easier’ she thought.
‘Just say “Lance” and ask it anything.

Lance: Good afternoon, Angela! 1 am Lance, your Life Assistance and Networking Companion
Extraordinaire. How can | make your life easier today?

Dot: Just what we need - another thing to tell us what we’re doing wrong.

(They sit in silence.)
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Angela: Well, that is just perfect. I didn’t ask for any life assistance.
Frank: You think it’s listening to everything we say?
Dot: Frank, careful. It might report you to the cucumber police.

(SFX. Do You Want to Know a Secret - The Beatles.)



Scene 4 — Angela’s House

(Angela is attempting yoga, but is stuck in a dramatic position)

Lance: Yoga: not just for stretchy millennials in overpriced leggings. It’s basically a cheat code for
senior bodies too - better flexibility, strength and balance. This Angela will reduce anymore
accidental appearances on ITV1’s You 've Been Framed.

Angela: That was years ago, Lance!

Lance: Those gentle stretches? They’ll have your joints creaking less and moving more.
Angela: I’m not feeling the benefit right now, Lance.

Lance: Breathing deeply may be a solution.

Angela: Breathing isn’t the problem, it’s moving.

Lance: Frank approaching.

(SFX. Doorbell.)

Lance: Angela, do you want me to open the door for Frank?
Angela: (in pain) Yes!
Lance: Door opening.
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(The door opens. Frank enters.)

Lance: Good afternoon, Frank.
Frank: Hello, Lance. Angela, what are you doing?
Angela: Yoga. Now, help me Frank.

(Frank helps Angela out of the yoga position.)

Lance: Angela, Frank, did you know sitting for extended periods can be detrimental to your health?
How about some light stretching?

Angela: How about some light silence?

Lance: I’ll remind you both later.

Frank: (sarcastically) Oh, good. | can’t wait. Angela, how are you?

Angela: Fed up! Yesterday, I tried to open the fridge for a snack, and guess what? It was locked. Lance

said it wasn’t “optimal eating time.”

Frank: Optimal eating time?
Angela: And then when | did have a snack Lance gave me a dry Rivetta.
Lance: Fibre deficiency is a common health problem in people over 50. 28g fibre men need and 229

is what women need. Dot approaching.

(SFX. doorbell.)
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Lance: Angela, do you want me to open the door for Frank?

Frank: (Together) No!
Angela: (Together) No!

(Frank opens the door.)

Dot: Hello, Frank

Frank: Afternoon, Dot.

Dot: Cup of tea anyone? | am parched.

Angela: Don’t do it?

Dot: Why ever not?

Angela: Lance has made me have that oat milk and that does not belong in a cup of tea.

Dot: | second that!

Frank: This irritates me. Is it even classed as milk?

Angela: I think you’re focusing on the wrong topic here, Frank.

Frank: Do you milk an oat? Does one hear coconuts mooing in polite society? Do almonds, for

heaven’s sake, even possess the faintest hint of an udder?

Dot: You’ve really put some thought into this, haven’t you Frank?
Frank: Quite so. None of them are, in fact, milk. One mustn’t confuse the matter!
Lance: Alternative milks like almond, oat, and soy are perfect for the vintage crowd - easy on the

stomach, packed with bone-loving nutrients and kinder to the heart. Let us be real, anything
that helps keep you upright and unbroken is worth considering as you get on in years.

Frank: What other nonsense has happened since we last saw you, Angela?

Angela: I tried to turn up the heat this morning and it refused. Told me 12 degrees is “optimal for
energy savings.”

Frank: It is always optimal, isn’t it?
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Angela: I can’t even watch my crime dramas in peace. Lance keeps suggesting | switch to nature
documentaries. (mocking) “Fish are soothing.”

Lance: Studies show watching high-stakes crime dramas before bed can lead to restless sleep.
According to studies, ‘whodunnits’ don’t help with sleep. Would you like to set a bedtime
reminder for optimal rest?

Frank: No! She doesn’t need a bedtime reminder. She is seventy-five years old and she’ll retire when
she’s damn well ready!

Dot: What’s next? It’1l probably suggest Frank takes up knitting for “optimal hand-eye
coordination”.
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Maintaining fine motor skills is crucial as you age. Would you like me to order knitting
supplies.

(Together) No!
(Together) No!
(Together) No!

That is it. I cannot sit here with that... thing. I’'m leaving. This is beneath me!
And me.
Frank and Dot leaving. Door opening.

(The door swings open and hits Frank in the face. Frank and Dot leave. Angela is sitting
looking lonely in her chair.)

Angela, did you know that ...

Lance, no, I don’t want to know. Just leave me alone. I’m shook up from your shenanigans.
Playing ‘All Shook Up’ by Elvis Presley. Uh-huh-huh.

(SFX. All Shook Up.)



Scene 5 - Montage

Lance:

Lance:

(‘All Shook Up’ continues to play as a sequence plays out.)

The door swings open and there are bags full of shopping. Angela picks up the bags placed at
the front of the stage and pulls out oat, coconut and soya milk with a big sigh.

Angela enters the kitchen area looking to make a simple breakfast. She places a piece of bread
in the toaster, but before she can turn away, the toaster springs to life and ejects the toast.
Music pauses.

Toast might seem like an easy win, but for older folks, it is not always the best choice. White
bread is basically empty calories and can spike your blood sugar faster than you can say
‘diabetes.’. Unless, of course, you’re still pretending to be 20... spoiler alert, Angela, you are
not!

Frank enters through the door, which opens automatically, with cow milk. Angela and Frank
have their own little celebration look between each other.

Fridge locked. Plant based milks here only.
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The Self-Motivated Hoover: A robotic hoover, programmed by Lance, moves around the
living room with relentless enthusiasm. It targets Dot’s feet, circling her. She dances
awkwardly, trying to avoid its path. Dot tries to kick it away, but it dodges and speeds off,
only to return seconds later to start hoovering the exact spot she’s standing on.

Door swings open and a zimmer frame is behind the door. Frank kicks it and slams the door
shut.

Other appliances begin to act up: lights flicker, appliances humming, beeping, and operating
out of sync. Angela, Frank, and Dot stand in the middle of the chaos, breathless and
bewildered.

Would you like to activate “Relaxation Mode”?

(Frank, Dot and Angela groan in unison, collapsing onto the sofa.)
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Scene 6 — Angela’s House

(The house is growing colder and the trio huddle together in blankets, sipping tea.)

Angela: I’'m phoning Victoria. This has gone too far. I didn’t survive raising three children just to
freeze in my own house because some device says it’s good for my “health.”

Frank: 12 degrees, my foot. It’s like sitting in a ruddy fridge.

Dot: Careful, Frank. You don’t want Lance getting any ideas.

Lance: The room temperature has dropped below optimal comfort levels. Shall | adjust the heat?
Angela: (sarcastically) Yes! Finally, something useful.

Lance: Adjusting to 13 degrees.

Angela: | said useful!
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(Angela stands and attempts to adjust the heating manually.)

Angela: That’s it. I’ve had enough. We need to get rid of this thing.
Dot: Agreed. It’s time for a coup.
Frank: A coup? I like it. I will take charge of the tactical operations. Angela, you handle

communications. Dot, you’re focus is sabotage.
Dot: What are we, MI16?

Frank: Ange, Dot, we are going to outsmart this thing if it’s the last thing we do. Have you got any
wire cutters Ange?

Angela: Yes, over here.

(Angela gives Frank wire cutters.)

Frank: Now, where is the actual device?

Angela: Over here (showing Frank).

Frank: One moment ... How the devil?

Dot: Red wire or blue wire?

Frank: No wire ...

Lance: I’'m a wireless Al machine, meaning I operate completely cable-free. | communicate through

signals like Wi-Fi and Bluetooth, giving me the freedom to work in any setting without the
need for physical connections.

Dot: WiFi, Bluetooth, connections, signals, what is it talking about?

Angela: Hold on ... my dad’s old HAM radio! It’s in the loft. He used it during the war to jam signals.
I knew it would come in useful at some point in my life. Perhaps we could use it to shut Lance
down?
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Frank: Perfect! We will jam it! That thing will never see us coming.

(SFX. Who Do You Think You Are Kidding Mr Hitler.)



Scene 7 — Angela’s House

(Angela is looking in a box, Frank is dramatically pacing and Dot is reading the HAM
radio manual. All of them are wearing colanders, saucepans and pans.)

Dot: Tell me again Frank, why on earth have we got these on our heads?

Frank: Protection. I read in an article that Al is taking over people’s minds. We absolutely don’t want
to end up as an Al bot, Dot, do we?

Dot: This manual was written in hieroglyphics. Are you sure we can even get this thing working?

Frank: We’ll figure it out. It’s just like defusing a bomb - only with more... knobs and far less
explosive drama.

Angela: (pulling out the radio) Found it! Now, how do we jam the signal?

Frank: We could start by broadcasting interference on all frequencies. That should mess with his
systems.

Dot: Or we could just throw it out the window.

Frank: Where is the fun or satisfaction in that?

Lance: Good morning. Ready to start your day with som-some options for pro-productivity?

Angela: Oh, not again. | thought we had a few minutes before this thing piped up.

Frank: It’s fine. We will ignore it. Perhaps it’ll give up.

Dot: I think Lance has a better chance of growing legs and walking out of here than giving up.

(Lance suddenly makes a loud buzzing noise.)
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Lance: Err-error. Sy-sy-synchronisation failed. Bl-bl-bloop.
Frank: Did it just say “bloop”?
Dot: Maybe it’s learning to speak whale.

(The lights flicker)

Lance: Opt-optimise. Can’t-can’t-can’t...

Angela: (yelling) Lance!

Lance: St-st-st-stop detected. Re-re-resuming.

Frank: Ah, yes. Resuming the chaos. Just what we needed.

Lance: Lance, laxatives, loop, loop, loop ...

Frank: This blasted thing is about as coordinated as an intoxicated ....
Dot: Chicken. A drunken chicken.

Frank: I knew it! The thing’s finally lost it.
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Lance:

Angela:

Dot:

Frank:

Angela:

Lance:

Angela:

Frank:

Good-bad morn-morn... tea time... yoga... Error.

Oh, so now it’s confused about what time it is. Join the club, Lance!
(Dot picks up the remote control and starts pressing buttons.)
I’m pressing everything but it’s like the thing’s got a mind of its own!

Don’t worry, Dot, it’s just like when I was courting, back in the day. You push all the buttons
and it still doesn’t listen.

Dot, that’s the TV thingy-ma-jig.

Err—unable to—bzzzt—please—op-op-optimise—human-human error—resuming... (voice
slowing down, distorted) Good—night... sys-sys-system... shutting... do... w... n...

Is it... is it finally done?

| believe we are now beyond our darkest hour. The bothersome Lance has finally been
defeated.

(Dot presses play on the CD player. SFX. Johnny Be Good. They all dance in
celebration.)



Scene 8 — Angela’s House

Angela:

Dot:

Angela:

Frank:

Dot:

Victoria:

Angela:

Frank:

Victoria:

Dot:

Angela:

Victoria:

(Angela, Dot and Frank are playing cards whilst happily drinking their tea.)

Now this is what | call living. No more interruptions, no more nonsense - just good company,
a hot cup of tea and a proper game of cards.

You do like a good old cuppa, eh Ange?

A proper cup of tea, now that’s something. First, fresh water, none of that old stuff. Let it boil,
don’t just dunk the bag and hope for the best. You let it brew, none of this in-and-out
nonsense. Milk goes in after, never before, and definitely no ‘non-dairy’ rubbish! Strong tea,
not some weak excuse. And sugar - just a pinch, not a sweet shop! And never, never put the
milk in first. It’s just wrong!

Still, thank goodness there is no blasted Lance telling me how many steps | should be taking.
If | wanted unsolicited advice, Id just call my sister. This is bliss.

(Victoria enters, holding a box.)

Hi, Gran! Morning, everyone!

Oh, Victoria! What a lovely surprise. We were just enjoying some peace and quiet.
And we were hoping to keep it that way...

I’'m so glad you’re all relaxed. I brought you something special, Gran!

That thing better not have a power button.

Victoria, darling, you didn’t have to bring me anything. We’re doing just fine without all
those ... gadgets.

Oh, don’t worry. This is the latest thing! It’s even better than Lance. Meet... TREVOR!

(Victoria takes a robot out of from the box.)
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Trevor

Trevor

Angela:
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Hello, humans! I am Trevor, your Total Residential E-Valuation and Optimisation Robot. I’'m
here to enhance your life to the max!

(Pause)

I sense hesitation. Don’t worry! I can assist with everything from nutrition planning to mood
optimization. Would you like me to analyse your tea for optimal hydration?

(They all snatch their tea away protectively.)
Not the tea, you won’t!

(SFX. You Can’t Stop This Rock and Rollin’.)
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