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The Biggest Artistic Crime of the 21st 
Century 

Introduction 
Private Plays are short one man/woman plays that participants can 
perform in a variety of locations and within their own good time. 
Acting ability and an audience is not required, just a sense of fun 
and adventure. Private Plays are adult in nature, therefore not to be 
performed in front of children. 

Premise 
A frustrated artist calls his mum. 

Characters 
The sole main character goes by the pseudonym of Androgynous. This 
protagonist can be male or female of any age, however he/she must be 
of the age to have a living mother. 

Set and Props 
The play takes place in a park and next to a park bench. This bench 
must be located next to a concrete path within the park. The path must 
be big and wide enough for the actor to lie down on. The only props 
needed are some chalk and a mobile phone. 

Setting 
The Biggest Artistic Crime of the 21st Century takes place in its own 
fantasy world. The play can take place at either day or night. 



Brief Synopsis 
Androgynous is a frustrated artist who is sick of being rejected by Arts 
Councils and not having his/her work noticed. We join Androgynous on 
a walk in a park, where he/she has decided to take a moments rest and 
sit on a park bench to take stock of life. Agitated, Androgynous decides 
to call his/her mother in order to let off some steam. 
Androgynous goes off on a vile diatribe bad mouthing arts organisation, 
the government, the general public and the educational system. He/She 
seems to forgot they are on the phone to their mother and uses foul 
language and is in a full throttle unstoppable rage. 
As he/she is talking Androgynous takes some chalk out of their pocket 
and begins to draw on the path they are standing next to. This artist is 
drawing a chalk outline of a dead body. Androgynous lies down in the 
chalk outline and proclaims that they are a work of art. 
Androgynous sees his/her entire life as art and this artistic happening 
is the allegorical end to this creative endeavour. The phone call was a 
suicide note and the chalk outline of his/her dead body is a symbolic 
death. An artistic conclusion to an artistic life. 
 



The Biggest Artistic Crime 
of the 21st Century

Androgynous is sitting on a park bench looking 
frustrated and scratching their head with one 
hand. In the other hand they are holding a 
mobile phone. 

Androgynous: Mum. Mum. (Shouting) Mum. (Pause). 
Speak the fuck up mum. I can’t hear you. 

Androgynous gets up from the bench abruptly.

Androgynous: Yes it’s me Mum. (Pause while 
Androgynous waits for a response from his Mum in 
the  phone). Don’t call me that. My name is ....  
(Pause for impact and a bold proclamation)  
Androgynous. 

Long pause as Androgynous waits for a response. 

Androgynous: I don’t care if you can’t spell it. 
That’s what people call me now. Look. I’ve got  
something to say. A new dawn is dawning.  
That’s right a new dawn is dawning. I’m sick  
of all these cunts who are running the Arts  
Council. They’re all a bunch of cunts Mum. 

Pause as Androgynous listens to his Mum on the 
phone. 

Androgynous: But they are cunts Mum and I’ve 
told them that many times. I’ve had my artwork 
in over a hundred galleries. I’ve got poetry 
flowing through my veins. I’ve been published 



more times than any other fucker out there. The  
Arts Council are cunts, the government with  
their cuts are cunts and the fucking school 
I went to was run by a bunch of useless,  
pointless retched cunts. A new dawn is  dawning 
Mum. A new dawn is dawning. 

Androgynous stands up on the bench and starts to 
shout down the phone. 

Androgynous: A new dawn is dawning. This is the 
greatest  artistic crime of the 21st century. 

Pause as Androgynous listens to his Mum on the 
phone. 

Androgynous: I am not over exaggerating. I live 
and  breath art. Everything I do is art. This  
bench is my art. The sky is my art. This  
fucking phone is my art. 

Pause as Androgynous composes himself/herself. 

Androgynous: People will notice me. I will 
change the world and I will go on forever. A new 
dawn is dawning Mum. I’m telling you a new dawn 
is dawning. 

Androgynous jumps down from the bench and 
fumbles in his/her pocket for some chalk. He/She 
holds it up and begins to smile. 

Androgynous: There is more talent in this chalk 
than there is in the entire Arts Council. 



Androgynous bends down on his/her knees and 
begins to draw an outline of a human being 
on the path next to the bench. The diatribe 
continues as he/she draws. One hand is still 
holding the phone to his/her ear as he/she 
talks. 

Androgynous: I fucking hated school Mum. They 
always tried to tell me what to do. No one tells 
me what to do. I am Mother Fucking Androgynous. 

Androgynous stops talking to listen to his 
Mother but continues to draw. 

Androgynous: It’s a figure of speech Mum. I don’t 
want to fuck you. I want to fuck every other 
fucker out there. I am Androgynous. Victim of 
the greatest artistic tragedy of the 21st  
century. Times have now changed Mum. Times  
have now changed. 

Androgynous has now completed the chalk outline 
and looks down at his/her work. He/She then gets 
down and lies in the chalk outline. When he/she 
is in position he/she raises the phone to their 
ear and shouts one last time. 

Androgynous: I am a work of art. Look at me. 
Look at me. 

The End. 
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