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The scene opens in Batelle. Students idle, staring into space, unable to feel or think.  
 
Alejandro:  

 Do you trust me? 
 

Greg:  
 I don’t understand.  
 

Alejandro:  
 If you trust me then if I asked you to do something, you would do it, right? 

Because you trust me, and you know I'd never do anything to hurt you?  
 
Alejandro:  

 Perhaps we never will.  
 

Narrator: Sassy person roles his eyes in visible disgust. He picks a card at random from 
a hat and reads whatever it says. 
 

Danielle: 

I guess I don't either--are we actually going to critique your work?--teaching you is all I 

look forward to in life, even more than caring for my own child-- 
 

Narrator: Alejandro turns to her dramatically: 

 
Alejandro: 

 Damn it, Danielle, don't you understand! This critique is the work. We can do it 
may way, we can go down this rabbit hole, but if it doesn't please you, just tell me now 
and the journey can end. We could just have a normal critique, one that goes nowhere and 

leaves us all empty. 
 

Narrator: Danielle looks down in despair, unsure of how to proceed. 
 
Alejandro:  

 You know you want it. You know you want to keep the dream alive. 
 

Danielle: 

 Can you promise this will not last more than fifteen minutes?  
 

Alejandro: 

Greg--what have you calculated about the length of my critique?  



 
Greg: 

 Well, I've programmed an algorithm that analyzes the number of words and cross 
references them with various Anglo-Saxol dialects--as soon as we begin critiquing, the 

program will correspond our facial movements to those dialects and accomplish 
absolutely nothing. 
 

Danielle: 

 That was really impressive, Greg. Have you considered moving to New York? 

CJ:  

 I am a black artist. 
 

Brittney: 

 

 I really like it how you did the-- 
 
Danielle: 

 --No, Brittney, that's absolutely wrong. Please never speak. I was actually 
thinking we could start by having Alejandro explain a little bit about the play he's written.  

 
Alejandro: 

 Well, it's not actually finished, I just--I wanted to find something in myself worth 

sharing, but I couldn't find a method or a medium, I just don't know who I am anymore.  
 

Everyone: 

 I like it but I don't get it.  
 

Danielle: 

 You're irresponsible, why don't you kill yourself?  

 
Evin: 

 (Rolling his eyes) The work looks haphazard. Have you considered suicide as an 

option? 
 

Danielle: 

 Yeah, I like what Evin is saying. 
 

Alejandro: 

 I don't want to do this anymore. I just want to go to sleep. I just don't want a 

critique. I'm just evading an unpleasant social experience by falling into a predictable 
pattern of histrionic behavior. I'm dead inside. Please someone hold me.  
 

Danielle: 

 I have a child! I have a child! 

 
Everyone: 



 What does it mean? 
 

 
 

Alejandro: 

 A critique is just an absurdity, a Kafka-esque trial of the person's capacity to react 
to their own confusion about the world. Well guess what, you bastards, I don't need your 

help. What could you possibly offer me? What can you say or do that will help me in any 
way? Would you have me suffer your aesthetic whims? Would you tell me if this 

estranged object is "successful" or not? What the hell does any of this matter! I don't even 
want to have this stupid play anymore, I just want to disappear.  
 

Narrator: Alejandro turns away in visible despair.  
 

Danielle: 

 Alejandro, no one will ever love you.  
 

Greg: 

 Computing. Computing. Computing. 

 
Evin:  

 Everyone watch me roll my eyes. Can everyone see me? I want everyone to watch 

me roll my eyes in disgust.  
 

The Brain: 

 
 I'm beginning to understand. The critique is a social structure that contextualized 

the way we interpret creative forms--and if we cannot freely deconstruct that initial 
structure, then--computing. Computing. Computing. 

 
 
Tall Black Girl: 

 (Do a Z snap) I don't get where all this angst is coming from--you know we love 
you, maybe not as much as Spencer, god I love Spencer, he's so much cooler than you, 

but-- 
 
The Brain: 

 Computing. Computing. I think I'm beginning to understand. By detaching his 
emotional anxiety through a performance or an object, Alejandro wants to bring attention 

to the existence of an underlying human narrative. We are all currently maneuvering a 
relatively transient paradigm of communication--but by circumventing this narrowing 
paradigm, and by disposing of pre- imposed structured that obfuscate our perceptions, we 

may learn to see a more authenticated, albeit more detached version of reality, this 
becoming better artists-- 

 
Sassy Person: 



 Everyone watch me roll my eyes.  
 

 
 

Tall Black Girl: 

 Z SNAP! I wasn't finished--I appreciate you and I'm sorry I'm getting really 
passionate about this and I love you but I can't help but feel insulted, like you're just 

making fun of us--if you're honestly trying to talk about the power of the human 
narrative, which I love, and I respect that, that's what I do in my work, I make people 

uncomfortable and I explore people--but all you're doing is just crying for attention-- 
 
(Tall Black Girl is at this point moved to tears and places her hand on her forehead) 

Danielle takes out her cell phone and begins to do stretches. 
 

Danielle: 

 I am not amused. Everyone look at how little everything is amusing me.  
 

Nicole: 

 Alejandro, why don't you grow up and tell the truth for once? I am not falling for 

your charm. 
 
Narrator: Alejandro lifts up his head and places a dramatic fist in the air: 

 
Alejandro:  

 The truth? You want the truth? You want the actuality of the human narrative?  
 
Danielle: 

 I guess I don't see why you're bitching--this was supposed to just be a harmless 
critique, and you aren't even showing us your actual work.  

 
Alejandro: 

 Damn it, Danielle! Don't you understand? I just wanted to do something different, 

something strange, and unexpected. I--I wanted to make you smile. But I wasn't strong 
enough, I wasn't good enough to manifest the vision. There was going to be lights, and 

fire, and wonder, and little doo-dads. We would have all been moved to tears and 
laughter by the absurdity and the sense of connection. Don't you see, I didn't want a 
critique, all I want is your approval. All I want is you.  
 

 
(Daniel Swoons) 

 
Tall Black Girl: 

 Ohhhhhh  yeaaaaaah! 
 
Sassy Impersonator: 

 (Roll Eyes) 
 



 
 

The Brain: 

 Computing. Computing. Computing. I believe that in the impulse to deconstruct, 

Alejandro created a world without values and reasons, and in desperation, created a one-
variable ethical system to mandate his life decisions--the one variable, of course, being 
whether or not Danielle thinks it is good.  

 
Narrator: Alejandro sits down on the ground, rocking back and forth, muttering "love me 

love me, please love me" over and over. 
 
 

Royce: 

 I agree with Alejandro, and also, Danielle is a stone fox.  

 
Spencer: 

 This play doesn't have coherentwould anyone like some tea? 

 
Alejandro: 

 Let us dissolve into the abstract horror of being. These thoughts, these narratives, 
they are all fictions. I don't want anything anymore. Aspire into nothingness! This is not 
happening. 

 
Everyone: 

 Reality is a passing illusion. Let the fear wash over you.  
 
Spencer begins to pour the paper tear through the hollow plate.  

 
Danielle: 

 (Pick something from the hat to read) 
 
Alejandro:  

Let me be your white light. Let me be the sound that haunts your house hold appliances. 
Let me sing you away from the lonely, dark, miserable world.  

 
Everyone: 

 

 This isn't happening, nothing is happening.  
 

Sassy Person begins to roll his eyes too violently, and they roll out from his sockerts. 
 
Sassy Person: 

 My eyes! MY EYES! MY BEAUTIFUL EYES! 
 

Everyone: 

 



 The Horror! The Horror! 
 

Spencer: 

 There is hope yet, my comrades, The little Tea Pot will rescue us from the endless 

toil and grief of conscious melodrama! 
 
(Music begins to play, the little tea pot dances while mopping up the paper tea that he 

had spilled.) 
 

The End 

 
 


