The art critic (Version 2.3 March 10, 2011)
Sass ON STAGE
Sass:  I found his hat on a sculpture of a artist from the 17th Century.  He asked ME', "What were you doing there?  I said I was visiting but did not leave my shoes in the 17th century.
(Manny enters as she is talking)
Mann:  my hat classed up that joint.
SASS:  that joint was a famous museum and your hat was a gangster hat.  You put a gangster hat on the head of a sculpture of a respected artist..

Manny:  the guy was stuck in the clink forever!  can you imagine not having the chance to wear a stylish hat for three hundred years?
Sass:  you changed that!   I see you are now wearing an art reviewers hat.  What a good choice since we are in an art gallery. 
MANNY:  I like art galleries they are so much fun.  And I like writing reviews ( pulls out an imaginary pen and paper)  ART GALLERIES ARE CANDY STORES OF IDEAS.  How is that for a quotable line? 
:Sass:   Interesting line.  Let me borrow your  critics hat.   (He   hands her his hat. She poses as an art critic)    This untitled painting is amazing.  The vortex of creativity engulfs me in energy twisting reality into asymmetric ideas emerging from a black hole.  
Manny:   quite quotable!  Wow. I actually see the  vortex of  Creativity.
Sass:  I liked the 17th century sculpture wearing the hat more than this this  abstract mess of paint (pauses).  Two stone men converging in time and felt.
Manny:   (grabs his hat off her head)      I am keeping my hat. I can paint in that hat as well as critique, I am the best art critic in this city.  The john moore of art critics in Denver.
Sass: a painter and an art critic, imagine that. Denver today,   LA tomorrow, New York on Sunday.  Ego bursting.  Down a rabbit tunnel holding your hat.
Manny:  Do I have a choice?
Sass:   you always have a choice but there is only one choice if you love me!
Manny:  I have a choice!
Sass: you just made your choice.
Manny: no no no I did not make my choice.  You can have the hat back. (puts the hat back on her head)  Where are we?
Sass:   we’re in an art gallery!         (Pause for a moment)
And certainly this art gallery has paintings on the wall. 
Manny: yes  yes I can see them this is exciting.
Sass: and you are an art critic that sees into paintings, into the depths of paintings.  (she puts the hat on his head)
Manny: I pride myself on that ability. (Adjusts his hat)
Sass: and you see this painting before us that  cries out "black owls inhabit our dreams telling tales of unicorns and wraiths, spinning stories of good and evil, reflecting desires and innocence reflected in the shattered mirrors of our imagination."

Manny:   I do not know if it cries out the bit   about unicorns.  The painting is a totally abstract.  Hey you did that without………( he examines the hat then puts it on her and adjusts it carefully)
Sass: can you deny that I see those images?
Manny: sass with your personality and my hat you can see those images. In fact,
 you drive me crazy. I pride myself on my imagination. I cannot deny that you see those images because you made me see those images. Tonight they will be my nightmares.
Sass: you are being overly dramatic.
Manny: drama fuels life, competition fuels art, you you you you have given me fuel for fire that was just starting to burn, now it's a conflagration and I don't know if I can survive.
Sass: you Manny are being way way overdramatic. And I don't like it. Here's your hat and now we are back to where we started. You have your hat. I tell you I like your hat and you give it to me so I can hide it and you can search for it.
Manny: I am not going to give you my hat ever again.   I am going to give it to a
a girl who  is wearing a suit of armor and  rides off into the sunset. It is the logical end to this crazy conversation.
Sass: another fairytale. You are telling fairytales.  Tellers of fairytales do not need logical conclusions.  And I am not agreeing that ending was logical.
Manny:  the audience needs logical conclusions. all you need to do is buy a suit of armor  And wait for the sun set. Then you will have my hat forever. See I don’t tell fairytales.
Sass: small matter of perspective.
Manny: if you told the director  I was on stage telling fairytales what would she say?
Sass: she would laugh.
Manny: no, she would be outraged at your comment. She insists we tell the truth about people
Sass: she would giggle at you.
Manny: I have gone through life telling stories of many things, of good and bad, of evil and sad,  of beauty and happiness, of tragedy and death, but no one no one  has ever said I tell fairytales.
Sass:  Then you should embrace my words because they are a new experience for you!
Manny: I weep at the dawn for it does not cleanse my soul. Dawn is supposed to cleanse one's soul when it's shafts of light pierce the eyelids of sleep.
Sass:  you’re being overly dramatic, you are overacting, stop now!
Manny:  you are right, here's my hat. Go hide it somewhere  and I will chase you.
(Sass exits with the hat)
Manny: our lives. What happens to our lives? We dream of finding something like a magical hat, find it and then it's not important anymore. Why? Why do we search for something that's unimportant to us when we find it? What should I be searching for in my life? She challenges my every existence. I play the philosopher and she, she makes me look silly. I'm an art critic and she tells me things that I do not see until she tells me and then I see she's correct? Now she's hiding the hat so I can start over, searching for something I don't really care about.  Is life just an endless loop?
(Sass enters without the hat)
///
Sass: now your hat is hidden in a place you'll never find unless you tickle me and make me tell. But first you have to catch me. Tag. You are it.
(Manny start to  chase Sass off the stage but stops just before he exits)
Manny: (speaks to the audience) really, it's not so hard to be happy. (Turns and runs after Sass)
Lights fade to black. 
