The Window

A woman dressed smartly in black, enters stage left and surveys a large black canvas hung on a white wall. A man with a hipster beard wearing ridiculous but fashionable clothes holding two plastic glasses of red wine, one in each hand. He sips from the left and then sniffs and attempts to brush his nose with his inner right arm. He struggles to not spill the wine.

Man is it a joke? This has got to be a joke right? He gestures unseen towards the canvas
Woman without turning I don’t think so.
Man There’s nothing there, it’s depressing and pointless.
Woman Excuse me?
[bookmark: _GoBack]Man Oh god, you’re not the artist are you?
Woman shakes her head without glancing round
Man steps to her side trying for eye contact. Phew. Well what am I supposed to think, this sort of patronising rubbish isn’t going to regenerate the arts. pause waiting for her attention It’s empty, hollow, I’ld rather be admiring the wall. He looks the woman up and down
Woman  finally glancing at the man. Or the wine. She rolls her eyes.
Man The wine! He notices his two glasses. Hey that’s not the only reason I’m here, I love… He stops to offer the fuller glass from his left hand
Woman Making eye contact and shaking her head no. Love what?
Man Well maybe not love. He finishes the right hand glass and puts it by his feet. I appreciate good work but this is taking the piss, I mean the emperors new clothes all over again.
Woman Returns to detachedly looking at the painting
Man Gesticulating wildly with his free hand You don’t have to be a painter to see this is nonsense, and some idiot will probably buy it and hang it in the hallway of a second home as an investment.
Woman So you think it will sell? She glances at him interested in his response.
Man He over cautiously steps around the empty glass and approaches the wall to read a tiny card below the picture. As he stoops his low slung trousers reveal the top of his garish boxers his smart phone wedged in the back pocket.
Woman She follows the man forward as if to read over his shoulder. She has to step back quickly as he rises suddenly
Man The Window. Then outraged.  Seven thousand pounds. It would be cheaper to put a real window in the wall. He looks pleased with this observation
Woman  I think it’s internal.
Man Oh Jesus, some kind of introspective comment on depression
Woman Oh no I mean the wall, it’s internal.
Man steps back and knocks over the empty plastic glass.
Woman I don’t find it depressing more perplexing
Man Perplexing, apoplexing more like! He looks pleased with this pun. I won’t be had by arrogant fraudsters I can see right through this.
Woman she walks deliberately towards the canvas and she adjusts the painting slightly.
Man What, hey! alarmed we aren’t allowed to touch the paintings he looks uncomfortably around.
Woman I work here. She briefly untucks a name badge from her buttoned fitted jacket. How’s that. She levels the picture slightly. She smiles enquiringly at the man.
Man Oh that’s better. Yeah it looks better now.
Woman I think you should pick that up
Man does as he is told crouching awkwardly and she deftly slips his smart phone from his back pocket.
Woman  You know I would like that drink after all. she smiles charmingly.
Man He looks at both his empty plastic glasses then says excitedly I’ll be right back and he leaves stage left .
Woman leaves stage right.
 
