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Characters: 
-Janice James, 75. A withering, acerbic, deeply lonely old 
woman. She commands with and is commanded by her considerable 
intellect; at her shrouded core, however, she holds the very 
essence of motherhood. Even as she fades, she speaks with 
precision. She does not make physical contact with anybody or 
anything besides Chubbs. 

-Chubbs, perpetually six months old. A fat little robotic seal 
that responds to stimuli on certain parts of his body with 
programmed movements and sounds. Designed for therapeutic 
purposes. Non-actor character, perhaps dramatized by a puppet. 

-Lacey Nichols, 23. Looks a little younger than she is. A recent 
top college graduate, she is still relatively new to her 
position as a Technical Attendant for assisted care systems. She 
is a slave to policy and procedure, and her desire to act 
responsibly mostly conceals her inner impulsiveness. Smart and 
sweet, but without a solid sense of self-worth. 

-Mama Chubbs. A large mechanical seal, androgynously-voiced, 
that is a chimerical result of normal human growth traits 
running their course within a Chubbs-like robot. 

-Caden James, 35. A tall, thin, and exceedingly handsome man, 
whose distinguished features contrast with his sloppy dress. He 
is an emotional wreck, a stunted child, and only feels stable 
when interacting with his lovers. 

Setting: A modest-sized bedroom on the seventh floor of a huge 
house. A hospital bed, flanked by a slick, modern-looking metal 
box for holding and dispensing drugs and nutrients; a pulse-
monitoring system set on an antique vanity table is also near. 
Respective tubes and wires coming out of both. A bay window 
behind the bed, curtains drawn, revealing the ocean in the 
distance. A wooden chair by the vanity table. One door. 
Unadorned walls are papered pea green. 

Time: Thirty years from the present.  



(Crusty, pallid post-sunrise lighting. Janice James is lying in 
the hospital bed, propped up. Her eyes are open, motionless. 
Chubbs is in her arms. 

(After a beat, the computer screen pops on, displaying various 
lines of vital statistics. The computer’s voice is crisp and 
human.) 

COMPUTER VOICE 
Good morning, Mrs. Janice James. 

(Silence) 

COMPUTER VOICE  
Good morning, Mrs. Janice James. 

JANICE 
(to Chubbs)  

Hello there, little fatso. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
Good morning, Mrs. Janice – 

JANICE 
Good morning, good morning, Jesus. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
We hope you slept well.  

(Pause)  
We hope you slept – 

JANICE 
Blah blah blah da doo doo doo. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
We un – 

JANICE 
Blah. 



COMPUTER VOICE 
We – 

JANICE 
Doo be doo doo. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
 (More rapid) 
We understand that you want us to be concise. We are happy to 
report that all your vital signs are normal this morning. Your 
blood pressure, averaged from readings taken every five minutes 
throughout the night, is at the ninety-eight percentile of all 
other similarly-aged patients we monitored this past evening. 
Congratulations on your exceptional performance! We also have 
readings in a number of other categories. If you are interested 
– 

JANICE 
When is the person coming? 

COMPUTER VOICE 
We hear that you are wondering when your technical attendant 
will be arriving this morning. We anticipate their arrival in 
approximately . . . six . . . minutes. 

JANICE 
Privacy now, please. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
We hear that you have concerns about our technical attendants 
respecting your privacy. Our attendants are bright and 
conscientious, chosen through a rigorous screening process after 
graduating from some of the top - 

JANICE 
Do you know any good jokes? 
 (Pause) 

COMPUTER VOICE 



I’m afraid we didn’t register what you just said. Is this a 
medical issue? 

JANICE 
Jokes! Jokes! Give me a good time, goddamn it! 
 (Pause) 

COMPUTER VOICE 
We understand you may be feeling some irritation this morning. 

JANICE 
Wow. You really understand me. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
We know that this last journey you are undertaking is hard, and 
we assure you that we’ll be by your side every step of the way. 
Thank you for choosing us. Goodbye for now. 

(The computer screen shuts off. A silence.) 

JANICE 
Chubbs squeeze!  

(She squeezes him, and Chubbs squeals.) 
Oh, you sound much better today. Maybe you coughed something up 
in the night. A little piece of . . . oh, I shouldn’t pretend to 
know. 

(She strokes Chubbs, and he lowers his head and smiles.) 
I had such a dream, Chubbs bucket! Let me tell you. We were – 
oh, wait, do you want to hear? 

(She scratches his side, and he nods his head and makes an 
“mmm-hmm”-like sound.) 

I thought you would. So, we were walking on the beach – you, me, 
and Daddy, all together. It was noontime and so sunny. Nobody 
else around, the whole coast was ours. You were here, in my 
arms. You were doing little - oh, what’s it called, Chubbs? When 
you pretend to be someone else, make your body move like theirs 
and your voice too, just to have a little fun? 
It was on the tip of my . . . 
Oh, well, be yourself for long enough and you forget words like 
those, huh. 

(She makes him do the “mmm-hmmm” sound again.) 



Yes. Yes. So you were doing that thing. And Daddy was over 
there, picking through all these things the tide brought to him. 
Naming them for me. “Blanket.” “Interesting, Donald.” “Cradle.” 
“How corresponding, Donald.” “Baby.” “Baby?” And I turn to him 
and – strange! – he’s not there. For a moment, I’m . . . afraid. 
Then I hear a voice in the distance. Barely. I think it comes 
from this speck in the distance, back out toward our house. This 
house. Yelling some sentence over and over again. A woman’s 
voice. You look at me like you do – like right now, 

(She rubs a flipper, and he coos.)  
you cutie – you look at me and I start running out towards the 
figure. You’re in my hands, perfectly still in my hands. Calm. 
And I run for days. I run towards the voice and my pain grows. 
My face is covered with my own spit. The voice becomes clearer, 
sharper, but I can’t hear it over my breath. Finally, I collapse 
to the ground, and I look forward and he’s right in front of me. 
Daddy. And he looks me in the eye, calm as can be, and he says: 
and he says . . . Chubbs? Chubbs, you listening? 

(She rubs Chubbs; he does nothing.) 
Chubbs, baby, I’m at the end of the dream, I know you must be 
tired but can’t you just listen for a second more?  

(She scratches him on his side, pets him softly and then 
more vigorously. He does nothing. She tries again; still 
nothing. She sighs.)  

Alright, sweetheart. Sleep. I’ll finish it when you wake up.  
(Pause. We hear footsteps coming up the flights of stairs, 
increasing steadily in volume.)  

I want to die. 
(A knock at the door. Lacey peers inside, then enters. She 
looks a bit thrown-together. Breathing heavily.) 

LACEY 
Wow. Thought those staircases would get easier after a while. 

JANICE 
Those staircases are as easy as they always were. You, on the 
other hand, are getting harder and harder. 

LACEY 
To deal with? Measly little me? What did I do? 



JANICE 
You keep on getting more familiar, that’s what. Couple more 
visits and I’ll have a bonafide dislike of you. 

LACEY 
And good morning to you, Janice. 

JANICE 
You’re four minutes early. 

LACEY 
Sharp this morning. I’m happy I actually get to see you today. 

JANICE 
What the hell do you mean. 

LACEY 
I mean, you were asleep for my check-in yesterday, and I’m glad 
that you’re – 

JANICE 
I was wide awake. My eyes were just closed. 

LACEY 
Ahh. Well, your breath amplitude and frequency were remarkably 
even, then. 

JANICE 
I don’t sleep. 

LACEY 
I don’t mean to challenge you, Janice. Either way, steady 
respiration is certainly connected to long life expectancy. It 
is a wonderful thing you are doing for yourself. 

JANICE 
I’m a goddamn champion breather, girl. If you only have control 
of one thing, you either get expert or off yourself. 



LACEY 
No need for us talking like that, Miss James. 

JANICE 
No need for us talking about anything. 

(Lacey scans a card to the dispensary machine, opens the 
top, and checks the tubes inside.) 

LACEY 
Well. Looks like you’ve got enough stuff in here for another 
couple days. How are we feeling today? That new muscle relaxant 
doing its work? Touch your toes for me, if you would? 

JANICE 
Is he here? 

LACEY 
What was that? 

JANICE 
Is. He. Here. 

LACEY 
He? 

JANICE 
Yes. He. And you know exactly who I mean. Is he in my house? 

LACEY 
Is this just a part of our ritual now, or do you have a specific 
concern for me? 

JANICE 
Do I need to? Do I need to concretize more details? You confuse 
grown men and walls, grown men and cobwebs? You don’t? So is 
there a fuck-ing mas-cu-line ho-mo sa-pi-en in my fuck-ing 
house?  



LACEY 
Once again, I am well aware of the details of your contract, and 
there are no current privacy violations to report. 

JANICE 
Current? I never said current. He’s been down there for years. 
Maybe twenty years. Ducking in and out of shadows. Grown into 
something strange by now, probably. Maybe sprouted horns. He 
told me he’d leave, but there’s no ‘gone’ for him. Not for us. 
Everything lingers. 
 (Pause) 

LACEY 
Your house is empty. I promise you. I checked every corner 
before I came up. 

JANICE 
I don’t trust you. 

LACEY 
Why not? 

JANICE 
You’ve attended on me for, what is it, a month? I have to 
question your sanity. 

LACEY 
Maybe I’m a little fond of you. 

JANICE 
You’re just wanting to impress your higher-ups. Telling yourself 
that every sweet thing you say might add a day or two to my 
life. Dreaming of my gravestone as a milestone in your 
performance evaluation. Fondness has no place in this. 

LACEY 
Honestly though, Miss – 

JANICE 
I don’t want you to like me. 

(Pause) 



LACEY 
We’re starting Cycle Two of our empathy-building exercises 
today, Miss James. I recall that you don’t particularly enjoy 
this process, but I will remind you again that studies show a 
strong link between engaged listening and life expectancy. And 
what is our number one priority, again? 

JANICE 
To wring all the life you can outta me.  

LACEY 
How pleasantly put. 

JANICE 
You’ve twisted me real good by now, though. Not much left. Just 
a bit. A drip here, drip there. I’m just a drip, drip, drip, 
drip, drip. 

LACEY 
You trying to tell me you need your bedpan changed? 

JANICE 
What, is that clever? I thought you were some sort of honor 
student. 

LACEY 
I thought you were a person with a mouth that was capable of 
smiling. 

JANICE 
You should see me when you’re not here. 
 (Pause) 

LACEY 
So the empathy exercise. I’m going to release a concentration 
aid, one with a very brief half-life, it’s just to make sure you 
get all you can out of our listening session.  



(Lacey presses a button on the dispensary box. A light 
comes on.) 

Do you have any questions before we begin? 
JANICE 

I need you to feed Chubbs. 

LACEY 
Of course, and I assure you Chubbs will get his fill after we 
are finished. 

JANICE 
You’re going to starve him?  

(Pause) 

LACEY 
The sooner we finish, the sooner little Chubbs eats.  

(Pause. Lacey looks down at her watch, and to the machine. 
She pulls up the chair and sits next to Janice.) 

Level One.  
 (In an affected, bright tone) 
Hello, Janice. 
 (Silence. In same tone) 
Chubbs looks sleepy. 

JANICE 
You said “Chubbs looks sleepy.” Your tone was bright and cheery. 
You said it in one breath, with a smile. 

LACEY 
Good. 

JANICE 
If your words had a taste, it would be like bubble gum and 
cotton candy – 

LACEY 
What excellent, vivid description. 

JANICE 



– if somebody eating bubble gum and cotton candy vomited in my 
mouth. 
 (Pause) 

LACEY 
Level Two. 
 (With a tone of conviction) 
The last elder I attended on was 106 years old, and told me with 
a huge smile that he wouldn’t have lasted to eighty if it hadn’t 
have been for this technology. I am proud to work for a company 
that has found the modern Fountain of Youth. 

JANICE 
Are you actually? 

LACEY 
Please reflect my statement, Janice. 

JANICE 
I’d like to see you reflect that to yourself in fifty years. 
It’ll sound like Chinese. 

LACEY 
My Mandarin’s actually not that bad. 

JANICE 
You’ll have forgotten it by then. 

(Pause. Lacey goes to the machine, again presses the button 
that dispenses the concentration drug. Same light flashes 
on.) 

LACEY 
The last elder I attended on was 106 years old, and told me with 
a huge smile that – 

JANICE 
I need you to feed Chubbs. 

LACEY 
Just a few words of it, Janice, please – 



JANICE 
What’s your name? 

LACEY 
You know my name. You don’t need me to repeat it to you. 

JANICE 
Fine. Listen, girl, listen closely. I’m a mother. My child is 
hungry. And you are in the way. Do you know what grizzly bears 
do in this situation? 

(Pause. Lacey goes over to the machine, pushes another 
switch. The light goes off. She takes Chubbs from Janice.) 

You’ll have to wake him up first. Be gentle because – 

LACEY 
Be gentle because he gets cranky when he’s woken up suddenly. 
And - I know he only shows it when you two are alone. 

JANICE 
I’m going to close my eyes because I know he doesn’t like it 
when I watch him eat. But he knows he takes too big of bites. 
He’s a rebellious little seal. 

(Janice closes her eyes. During the next section, Lacey 
walks up to the vanity table, opens a drawer, and takes out 
a large square battery that has flashing lights in it. She 
opens Chubbs from underneath, takes a battery out of him, 
and puts the new battery in.) 

JANICE 
What are you feeding him today? 

LACEY 
What’s his favorite? 

JANICE 
Vanilla pudding. Give him some vanilla pudding. 

LACEY 
We only have chocolate today. 



JANICE 
I called him a tub of pudding a few weeks ago, and he cooed like 
I’ve never heard him before. I think he believed me! This is the 
most impressionable stage. Infants are like sponges, you know. 

(She takes Chubbs towards Janice.) 

LACEY 
He’s full, Janice. 

(Janice opens her eyes, takes Chubbs into her arms.) 

JANICE 
Ohh, you scared him. 

(She kisses him between the eyes; he rests himself against 
her. She speaks the following line diffusely, generally) 

When you first came to me, Chubbs, my love for you hurt a bit, 
because I knew you weren’t . . . but what a fool I was to think 
that. To think that what you’re – composed of, means anything. 
That anything besides the gaze of love has ever been real. 

LACEY 
That’s beautiful. 

JANICE 
It’s not for you.


