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SAM 

A [redacted] gig 

SETLIST 
1. Someday 

2. Hard to Explain 
3. Taken for a Fool 

4. The End Has No End 
 

SOMEDAY 

“So we’re not going to invite you back. For another show, I mean.” 

Arthur tries to hide his grimace. It doesn’t work. The venue manager, Tim, has that look 

on his face, like he doesn’t know if his words will destroy the boy in front of him, but it’s too 

late to take them back.  

“Look, if you gave me just one more shot -- . 

“We’re a rock and roll bar,” he says. “I know your thing -- it’s experimental. Solo rock. 

Cool. Might make some awesome records.” 

Arthur has never heard a record, a real one at least, in his life. He sweeps his long hair out 

of his face. Scowls at Tim in his fake-ass Nirvana t-shirt.  

“But for now… we just can’t keep doing it. We need cash flow in this place, man. And 

we can’t let in minors, so for the next year or so --maybe when you turn eighteen, we can talk 

about it.”  

“You’re the only place in this shithole town. Come on.” 

“Arthur. We can’t swing it. Get some friends. Start a band, or something. Maybe we can 

talk then.” 
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Arthur swings the guitar case over his shoulder. Glares over his shoulder, like what he 

imagines his cover art will look like. Like a rock star. 

“I’m sorry, man. I wish it coulda worked out.” Tim says. 

“Whatever.” 

 

Arthur is sits in his room, avoiding math homework, avoiding thinking about college or 

how much time is left for him to find a date to the Winter Ball, if he even goes. Arthur usually 

doesn’t go, or at least hasn’t the past few years. He noodles on the guitar for a bit, taking scales 

and riffing off them, making them his own.  

If only there was someone else, he thinks.. 

He scrolls through the contacts page on his phone. There aren’t many saved numbers. 

Fewer that had any musical ability, and those that had the ability were more than happy to settle 

for the marching band as their creative outlet. He comes to Trevor. Arthur has asked before. It 

didn’t work, he has this job, and isn’t really that into it -- plus he really only knows the ‘church 

chords’.  

But Trevor is probably the closest thing Arthur has to a best friend. So he calls. 

It goes to voicemail, and he leaves one. 

“Trevor. It’s Arthur. Consider rock and roll, then call me back.” 

Arthur hangs up. He beams a little bit, alone in his bedroom. He thinks real rockstars 

probably leave voicemails, which is why he does too. He thinks they’re also vague and cryptic 

people, who can only be understood fully by their lyrics.  
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He wants desperately to be the type of person to be known and understood by the content 

of his lyrics, except right now Arthur’s songs have no lyrics.  

He decides to get to work.  

 

Arthur ‘writes’, which means he stares at the ceiling, playing pointless, looping melodies 

for the better part of an hour. This is what he thinks artists do, and so he’s taken it upon himself 

to so the same. He’s bored, mostly. He wonders as he plays -- wonders about the future about 

what it’d be like to study music in college, and what it’d be like to leave Ridgeson. He can’t 

really picture it. He’s heard about college. But it doesn’t seem real, quite yet.  

For now, he keeps playing. He’s still mad. About the show. He tries not to think about it, 

so he keeps strumming, picking, humming along. New melodies, old ones -- his ability to control 

the air, the sounds -- it makes Arthur feel powerful. In control, of something at least. 

He hits a note and it feels familiar, inspired. He investigates, playing the notes around it, 

the notes in the scale. The melody IS familiar -- he knows the words, too. 

When you wish upon a star… Makes no difference who you are… 

 

Thousands of miles away, above the stratosphere of the earth, a red light bleeps. It’s 

visible from far away.  

It’s moving.  

No one sees it, but if the astronauts in the space station turned their view by at least 

sixteen degrees, they could see it. 
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If somebody was closer, they could make out the shape of the red light, fading in and out 

against the harsh darkness of space. 

It’s shaped like a TV screen. Or the light is actually emitting from the TV screen -- or 

something that looks like a TV screen.  

And that TV screen, it would be clear to see, if anyone was watching… the TV screen 

was falling.  

If someone saw it, they could tell by the logo at the base of it. The TV screen was 

manufactured by Samsung.  

Projected on the TV screen, in all red tones -- an animated film.  

Sound doesn’t travel in space, but if it did, anyone nearby would be able to hear a song. It 

had lyrics, too. 

Anything your heart desires, your dreams come true... 

 

“Was an honest man…”  

He plays along. Arthur has quit writing, now, and he’s practicing a cover. He likes the 

Strokes. He thinks they’re real rock stars, so he has most of their music memorized. He’ll still 

pull up the chords on his computer, to make sure he gets the notes and lyrics correct. A rock star 

would only mess up the note if hated the audience, and Arthur was pretty sure he didn’t have that 

luxury at this point in his career. 

“We shared some ideas…. All obsessed with fame. Says we’re all the same, oh but I 

don’t see it that way, I don’t see it that way…”  
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Arthur rarely thinks about what the words mean as he sings them. His electric guitar is 

amped up heavily. And his father is gone, a business trip, he thinks, so the house is his to fill 

with raw sound from the top floor down.  

That’s why Arthur doesn’t notice what’s about to happen until it happens.  

“I missed the last bus, I take the next train, I tried but you see, it’s…” 

The TV screen crashes through the ceiling.  

 

HARD TO EXPLAIN 

“Trevor -- man, this is totally crazy. I need you to come over. Like, now.”  

“Arthur, dude you know I’m at work. I can’t --” 

“There is a robot. In my room. The ceiling is gone -- I mean, it’s all over the floor, 

shingles and all -” 

“What are you talking about -- are you huffing glue again?” 

“That never happened, dude. This is serious. I just used the fire extinguisher, and it’s just 

sprawled out here, I’ve got the gun but --” 

“I know your dad isn’t home, dude, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to come huff with 

you -- I don’t do that anymore --” 

“Trevor.” 

Arthur’s voice is grave on the line. 

“Ok, ok Arty. Geez. I get it. I’ll come over after my shift. But don’t think this is gonna 

get me to play guitar. Not embarrassing myself again.” 

“Shit. Shit shit shit -- it’s waking up. Gotta go.” 
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The robot lays on the floor. It’s got a TV screen for a head. Arthur can tell it’s a Samsung 

by the logo emblazoned on it. It’s hard to tell because of the way it’s all crumpled up at the foot 

of the bed, but it looks humanoid. It’s covered in a white foam -- because Arthur took it upon 

himself to put out the fire. 

He doesn’t take time to wonder why Samsung is making robots.  

Arthur sets the fire extinguisher down a lifts up the gun that he’s fetched from his father’s 

locker. He’s not supposed to know the password, but when you’re seventeen, you know how to 

access any weapons in the house.  

The screen blinks.  

The robot rises up. It stands on two legs. Arthur’s hands shake as he points the gun at it.  

It’s seven feet tall. Strangely angular. It has a lean, cylindrical torso. The aforementioned 

flatscreen TV that serves as a head for the robot is covered in static. The robot wobbles, like an 

off balance bowling pin, as it rises. Foam from the fire extinguisher falls off its pointed 

shoulders.  

Green code swirls across the screen rapidly. It’s not in English, or any language Arthur 

has ever seen before. It reminds him of the Matrix. He wishes he watched the movie more 

intently.  

“W-w-what are you?” 

The TV head scans the room, operating on a swivel connected to the torso of the robot 

like a human head on a human neck. It moves smoothly, the opposite of the stereotypical robot 

themed dance move. The code flashes across the screen, like he’s processing his surroundings. 
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Arthur has already decided the mechanical thing in his bedroom is a ‘he’, though nothing about 

its physicality portrays a gender.  

He looks around the room like a child at the stars. And then settles on Arthur’s guitar, 

hung up on the wall. 

“What are you doing?” Arthur puts the gun down by his side. The robot doesn’t seem like 

a threat, from what he knows about robots. His knowledge stops at Will Smith’s ‘I, Robot’, and 

the Samsung doesn’t seem like the killer robots in that movie. 

 The robot gently grips the neck of the guitar. Lifts it from the hook. Cradles the body of 

the instrument like a child. It strums its human-like hand, five digits and all, across the strings. 

The guitar is out of tune.  

The robot turns the tuning knob. A perfect E note.  

“Do you… know how to play?” 

The robot looks up from the guitar toward Arthur. The boy stammers. 

“Should we jam?” 

 

TAKEN FOR A FOOL 

“So the robot…you’re starting a band with it? A robot?” 

“His name is Sam. And yeah. That’s the plan at least. Isn’t he good?” 

Sam sits on the bed, strumming away at the acoustic guitar. Playing something folksy. He 

looks up at the mention of his name. Arthur was worried he’d get nervous around strangers, but 

he mostly ignores them. Or at least, he was ignoring Trevor.  
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“I guess so. It’s just… kind of weird.” Trevor rubs his shaved head as he watches the 

robot play.  

“If you don’t like it you can get out of my house.” 

“Jeez, man. Relax. It’s just different, I guess. Did you put that tarp up?” 

Trevor gestures to the blue tarp covering the hole in the roof.  

“Yeah. It should be fine, for now. Dad’ll have a fit when he gets home. Guess that’s what 

he gets for leaving for a two week business trip without buying any pizza rolls.” 

“Hmm.” 

Trevor turns to the robot. Sam is strumming a melancholy tune. 

“Does this thing… Sam? Does he play rock stuff?” 

“He hasn’t yet, but he will.” 

“Seems like he’s only playing folk music. Which is fine, but maybe not the vibe you’re 

going for --” 

“I’m working on it, Trev.” 

“So are you guys going to play some shows or something? Will Tim even let that thing 

on his stage?” 

“If a robot doesn’t get me in the door for at least one show, I don’t know what will.” 

  

Arthur scrubs the plate and hands it to the robot. Sam deposits it in the dishwasher. 

“So you won’t play anything cool. That’s the way it’s going to be?” 

Sam beeps. It’s been a week since he moved in. The jam sessions haven’t gone well. Tim 

said he’d let them play one show-- but he hadn’t seen the robot yet. Arthur just told him he had a 
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few buddies set up, and they’d for sure bring people over 18. Arthur wasn’t sure about that last 

part, just yet. He has a few ideas. 

“I get it. You want to do your sad, downbeat, folk stuff. Fine. But for the band, we’ve 

gotta rock, man.” 

Sam hands one of the dishes back to Arthur at the sink. He missed a spot. There’s a stain 

on the back of the plate. Arthur runs it back under the water and takes the brush to the stuck bit 

of food. 

“How about this -- a compromise. One and one. We’ll do one rager that I pick, and then a 

chill one that you can pick out.” 

Sam looks up at him. Nods.  

“Then it’s a deal. Let’s get to work.” 

Arthur scrubs a large pan. 

“Thanks… I mean, for helping me. This is something I’ve wanted… for a while. You 

ever have anything like that? That you just gotta have, and it’s like, impossible, but you know if 

you got a shot --” 

He hands the pan to Sam. 

“Sorry. That’s weird. Never mind.” 

Sam attempts to place the pan in the dishwasher. It won’t fit. He hands it back to Arthur. 

“Heh. I’ll have to hand wash this.” He looks at the robot. “Some help you are.” 
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Arthur answers the final email from his Craiglist campaign. Yes, the offer is legitimate. 

Yes, he has the money. Yes, all they had to do was show up and maybe clap. And yes, the show 

is tomorrow. Here’s the address.  

He looks down beside him. Sam is laying on the floor, picking at the acoustic guitar, 

playing a beautiful folk song. Arthur hates it. The lyrics flash across the TV screen in the big 

green font.  

“Load the car and write the note. Grab your bag and grab your coat. Tell the ones 

that need to know. We are headed north.” 

The robot stares out the window. Ridgeson is a small enough suburb to be completely 

removed from the sound and excitement of the city, but big enough, with the lights from the 

football fields and the Mexican restaraunts, to provide enough light pollution and block out any 

view of the stars.  

Arthur thinks about the show tomorrow as Sam strums. This is it, he thinks. He looks 

down at Sam.  

“Will you please -- please -- just cut it out?” 

Arthur gets up out of the desk and falls onto the bed. Sam puts the guitar to the side. The 

robot stands up and stretches its arm to turn off the light switch.  

The lyrics glow green on Sam’s screen as he looks out into the night sky, absent of stars, 

absent of at at least one robot.  
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“One foot in and one foot back, but it don't pay to live like that. So I cut the ties and 

I jumped the tracks. For never to return.” 

 

 

Arthur’s on stage, in front. Sam stands behind him. Guitars in hand. There’s murmuring 

in the modest crowd -- most of thirty person audience is recruited from Craigslist. Arthur 

promised in the ad that they’d each get $10 if they came and paid the $3 ticket cost. He doesn’t 

have that money, or an escape plan. But it seems like most of the attendees are distracted by the 

live robot on stage. He figures the spectacle should get them through a few songs, at least.  

“We are… Arty and the Bot!” he says into the microphone. The reaction is minimal.  

The crowd sways as they kick into their first song, an underwhelming flurry of guitar riffs 

covered from an old Strokes song. Sam hits his solo perfectly.  

“You get taken all the time for a fool… I don’t know why,” Arthur sings. “You’re so 

gullible but I don’t mind… That’s not the problem.” 

They hit the final note in unison. Sam riffs off the final note for a moment as Arthur takes 

a swig of water from the bottle at his feet. 

“Sam -- I know we talked about one for one, right, but I think the crowd is just… too 

amped up right now.” The people standing in the crowd look like zombies. Most were Let’s keep 

it going with a few more jams and maybe then we’ll have time for a slow one --” 

Sam stops playing. He looks up at Arthur. Arthur continues to speak, the pace of his 

words quickening.  

 



 
12 

“I mean, it just makes sense, right? Give the people what they want? That’s why we do 

this, right, buddy?” 

There’s unrest in the crowd. Somebody boos.  

“Where’s our money?” 

“What is that robot thing?” 

Arthur looks out. Turns back to the robot. There’s nothing but the crowd and the growing 

static from the unplayed guitars. 

“Sam -- they’re turning on us, man. We gotta do something. We gotta play. Please. Do 

this for me.” 

The robot lifts the guitar by the strap off of his shoulders. He places it gently on the 

ground. Lifts up the acoustic guitar from its stand and swings it across his shoulder. Sam walks 

off the stage and into the crowd. Arthur looks at the door where Sam left the bar. 

The crowd begins to turn ever farther from Arthur. A beer bottle flies and shatters against 

the wall.  

“Shit, man! Chill!” Arthur swings the guitar off his back and into the case. Unplugs from 

the amp.  

A voice calls out from the crowd.  

“Where’s our money? Screw you!” 

Another beer bottle shatters, closer this time. Tim, in the sound booth, speaks into the 

intercom. 

“If everyone will please remain calm and refrain from throwing anything --” 

A Lone Star beer makes impact with the wall of the sound booth. Tim ducks. 
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“Woah!” 

Arthur makes his way off the stage, out of the venue, ducking his head down as if the 

crowd wouldn’t notice that he’s the same guy from on stage. They’re in a fury now as he leans 

through the small mass of people, leading with his shoulder.  

“You suck! I want my cash!” 

A guy shoves Arthur, catching him off balance. The guitar case falls off his shoulder, and 

he swings it to bat the crowd away. In the process, someone else wrenches it from his grasp. A 

few quick individuals in the crowd realize they can pawn the guitar for far more than the pocket 

change promised in the Craiglist ad. 

Arthur runs out the door to the sleepy suburb street. Walking down the sidewalk, thirty 

feet away, is Sam, acoustic guitar slung over his shoulder.  

“Sam! Wait!” 

Sam looks back at Arthur. His TV screen glows with a green static, illuminating the 

empty space. 

The robot raises its arm in the air. Lifts a finger. The middle one. 

In this moment, the robot is a rock star. And this image is his cover art. 

 

THE END HAS NO END 

“What kind of music do you like?” 

Arthur stands in line next to a girl he likes in the dorm cafeteria, waiting for the chicken 

nuggets. He thinks about it for a moment. It’s one of the freshmen year questions that means so 

little to ask but can leave a huge impression on another person. He opts for honesty. 
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“Mostly alt-rock, you know, some punk kinda stuff. The Strokes, for a long time, 

y’know, they were my jam. I played for a while too --” 

“Really? You play the guitar? Can I hear you sometime?” 

“I don’t have it anymore.” He laughs uncomfortably. “Left it at home, actually.” 

Arthur tries to think of something to ask her back. He isn’t good at asking questions, he’s 

learned, and in college it feels like he’s asked a constant stream. In high school the most they’d 

ever ask him was how to answer some equation or what sickness caused him to not show up. 

Arthur is learning that it’s polite to ask questions back.  

“What about you? What are you into?” 

“I like a lot of different stuff. Mostly what’s on the radio, but recently I’ve been getting 

into some singer-songwriters.” 

“Like who?” 

“Recently, this guy named Sam Sung? Have you heard of him?” 

“No.” Arthur lies.  

“He has this gimmick -- he, like, dresses up like a robot - kinda like Daft Punk, or 

something. Some people think he might actually BE a robot -- but that’s crazy. He’s really good, 

though!” 

“I’ve never heard of him.” Arthur looks at his shoes. 

 


