                                                  PAINT

SET: A simple, fluid, colorfully lit set  interspersed with interchangeable crates and a suggestion of a barrel for the fish puppet. A three ring effect, a moving circus of sorts, with perhaps an upside down shtetl roof, as could be found in Chagall’s painting “I and the Village.” 

JEWISH HISTORY: Artist Marc Chagall, born in Vitebsk, July 7, 1887, may have adapted the Hassidim’s philosophy that the vase of the world that God filled was shattered into innumerable objects and that each of these contains a portion of divine love, where reality and legend combines. Chagall paints beyond mere representation. Nothing remains itself. An acrobat becomes a winged chicken, the clock folds softly over an arm, the fiddle changes to a green donkey face, women are stretched into comets, and a clown with an open umbrella is riding a four-headed monster.

SYNOPSIS: This colorful, comedic tale, complete with a singing Fish and dancing Cow, paints the story of young, Jewish, painter Marc Chagall’s quest to be an artist. Through fanciful biographical scenes where he must get permission from his parents and extended family to pursue a non-Jewish trade, his childhood journey to art school artfully, playfully, comes to life.

Presented, is the first scene of a full length book published by Samuel French.

PAINT premiered at the 13th Annual National Children's Festival in Coral Gables, Florida. This scene includes spoken dialogue only, but piano/vocals are available, if needed.

samuelfrench.com/p/7368/paint

CHARACTERS:

(*Note:  As in Chagall’s paintings, nothing remains itself.  With a wave of a paintbrush, MARC transforms objects through his imagination.)

One female, two males.
COW:   our narrator
MARC:   Chagall as a child
PAPA  a weary figure in a prayer shawl 

SCENE ONE 

                                                  (The River. COW plays the violin.)

                                                  COW

 IN A RUSSIAN VILLAGE
NEAR THE CITY OF MINSK

CLOSE TO THE RUSSIAN-POLISH BORDER

THERE LIVED A BOY, MARC CHAGALL

                                                 (MARC enters, sketching with big piece of charcoal.)
 A would-be artist-

                                                MARC

A so want-to-be artist!
                                                 COW

 I’M IN ALL HIS PICTURES, SUCH GOOD-LOOKING JEWS,

BIGGER THAN LIFE

I’M THE JOY OF HIS DAY

I’M THE QUEEN, THE WONDER OF THE WORLD

NOT JUST ANY HEIFER, AS SOME WOULD SAY!

                                               MARC

Hey, Cow!

                                               COW

Okay, I am a cow. 

BUT NOT ANY COW. 

                                                MARC
YOU REMIND ME OF MY RUSSIAN VILLAGE

                                     (MARC puts a babushka on COW.)
YOU’RE IN EVERY CHARCOAL THAT I DRAW

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL COW IN THE FIELD

                                              (He adorns her with a tallis)

YOU’RE THE SHOPKEEPER’S WIFE

THE BUTCHER’S MEAL 

                                                COW

OY!

BUT STOP SKETCHING ME, MARC, UPSIDE DOWN

                                                (somersaults)

I’M THE ONLY FLYING COW AROUND!

                                               MARC

Look what happens when I move my charcoal! My sketches come to life!

                                              (he waves his charcoal and Cow poses in silly positions) 

                                               COW

Stop MOO-ving your charcoal and imagining me on the rooftop! Flying’s udderly exhausting! I’m afraid of heights and I’m getting cowsick!                                        
                                             (M. waves his brush at the Cow and 

                                              she goes to the crate “roof.”

                                              A fish jumps out of the river.)
Stop that daydreaming this minute and get me down from here!!

                                                COW

That was a little scary, but very creative. Marc,, you should be an (whispers) “artist!”

                                                 MARC

Cow, do you really think that I- Marc Chagall, a Jewish boy from a Russian village-who is not even allowed to say that word should be that word?

                                                COW

Yes, but I don’t want to be just any old black and white cow, and you don’t want to sketch one. Here.

                                                (C. gives M. a crude paintbrush.)

                                                MARC

A paintbrush?

                                                COW

I made it for you from some old horse hairs I found in the barn.

                                                MARC

My family doesn’t want me to be a painter. You know that.

                                                COW

Fine, then. Sketch me in black and white like all the other cows. 

                                                MARC

I don’t want to sketch like everybody else.

                                                COW

You already made me flying. No other artist did that. But I am still an ordinary black and white.

                                                MARC

I’ve got it! Stand in the field of flowers!

                                                COW

Think of your paintbrush as your magic wand. Go. Think of how you can make me stand out from the herd.

                                                MARC

                                                (waves his paintbrush and COW’S spots change colors)

Look at your spots!

                                                COW

   YOUR FIRST COLOR PAINTING

   AND I SHOWED YOU HOW!

   WHAT DID I TELL YOU?

   I’M NOT ANY OLD COW!

                                               MARC

Yikes! Papa’s coming!
                                               COW

Throw down the paintbrush! You know Papa forbids you from being an artist! 

                                                 (PAPA enters)
                                                 PAPA

Good morning, my favorite son. Alright, my only son! Today is the most magical day of the year. Do you know why?

                                                 MARC

Of course, Papa! It’s my birthday!

                                                 PAPA

Yes, my wonderful boy! And I brought you what you dream of more than anything in the world!

                                                 MARC

Oh, Papa! Really?

                                                  PAPA                                                             

Today, my eldest son, you are, finally, at the wise age, the grand age, the very important age, of Seven.Years.Old.

                                                  MARC                                          

And by eight I shall be a painter!

                                                   PAPA

PAINT? Jewish boys can’t draw faces of people. It’s against our religion! That’s why you are going to be a fishmonger, like your Papa! And fish for delicious herring. For you!

                                                 (hands MARC the fishing pole)

                                                  MARC

A fishing pole!

                                                  PAPA

I knew you’d love it!

                                                 MARC

But, Papa, I thought instead of a fishmonger, I would be a painter. I painted this picture of me and Cow for you.

                                               (MARC gives PAPA a painting.)

                                                COW

Uh oh. Here goes!

                                                 PAPA

DO YOU KNOW WHAT THE SECOND COMMANMENT SAYS
                                                 (M. shrugs)
                                                  COW

Wash your hands before dinner?

                                                  PAPA

    WE’RE NOT SUPPOSED TO DRAW GRAVEN IMAGES.
                                                  COW

                                                   (adorns scholarly cap/glasses)

 Graven. The Jewish people thought it was wrong to paint peoples’ faces.

                                                  MARC

     BUT WHAT’S SO BAD ABOUT PAINTING OUR RUSSIAN TOWN?
                                                  COW

     COLORFUL, SO BEAUTIFUL, UPSIDE DOWN!
                                                (COW poses. MARC shushes COW.)

                                                 PAPA

What, may I ask, is so terrible about being like your father? Being an assistant to a fishmonger is a perfectly respectable position.

                                                  MARC

You catch herring and herring smells! 

                                                  COW

                                                  (agreeing)

P.U! You’ve got that right!

                                                 PAPA

   ALL SEVEN OF YOUR SISTERS HONOR ME

   AND KNOW THE THRILL OF FISHING!
   THERE’S NO GREATER JOY FOR MY ONLY BOY

   YOU DON’T KNOW WHAT YOU’RE MISSING!
                                               MARC

Papa, my world only comes alive for me when I am painting!

                                               PAPA

Fishing! We have spoken of it. The choice has been made!

                                              (Music ends.)

                                               MARC

But, Papa!

                                               COW
Your imagination’s getting you in trouble with Papa, and since he feeds me, he is a very, VERY  good guy!

                                              PAPA

What you have to see, my son, is HERRING is a wonderful thing!

                                              MARC and COW

BUT-!

                                                  (sings “KING OF HERRING”)

TO THE WAREHOUSE EACH DAY I GO

LIFTING BARRELS THAT SEEM LIKE PURE GOLD

SWIRLING, TWIRLING, GRAY FISHY SMELTS

THAT GOD CALLS HERRING.
                                                  (MARC uses his paint brush like a wand and 

                                                  suddenly a dancing  

                                                   fish pops out of the barrel and joins him.)

                                                 COW

Brother! A dancing fish!
                                                  PAPA

 -BEAUTIFUL HERRING-!

MY REPUTATION THE VILLAGERS KNOW

RESPECT WHEREEVER I GO

                                               PAPA

PAPA CHAGALL, CATCHES THE BEST FISH IN TOWN

HE IS THE KING OF HERRING!

THE ODOR OF BRINE, IS FUMINGLY MINE

BUT GOD PROVIDES…HERRING GOLD FROM THE RIVER!

PAPA CHAGALL, CATCHES THE BEST FISH IN TOWN

HE’S THE KING OF…HERRING!

                                                  COW

Marc, you have to tell Papa how you feel about painting.

                                                 MARC

Papa, you know how when you’re fishing, there is a river in front of you, and the chance of delicious herring, just under the surface?

                                                 PAPA

Me, my boat, and the endless possibilities!

                                                 MARC

And nobody catches herring like you, right?

                                                 PAPA

Papa Chagall, catches the best fish in town!

                                                  MARC

That’s how I feel when I draw. The blank canvas can be anything. It is my river of herring. And nobody could see those beautiful fish the way I do.

                                                  PAPA

Fishing and painting are nothing alike!

                                                  MARC

Your river is like my canvas!

                                                PAPA

No. I’m sorry, Marc. Painting goes against our Jewishness.

                                               MARC

But, Papa! Do you ever dream while you’re fishing?

                                               PAPA

Of course, but-

                                              MARC

Well, I dream, too!

WHILE I’M LYING FLAT

UNDER MY BED

HIDING

I’M LOST IN THOUGHT

I PEEK THROUGH

MY ATTIC WINDOW

LOOK WHAT I SEE!

ALL OF PAKOWSKAJA STREET

WAITING FOR ME!
                                           PAPA

It’s waiting for you to be a fishmonger, like your Papa!

                                           MARC

No, Papa. Look over there!
GREEN RABBIS, PEASANTS

IN WHITE STOCKINGED FEET

A CHORUS OF CHICKENS

OUR TOPSY GAZE MEETS

THEY FLY ON MY ROOFTOP

PRAYER BOOKS IN HAND

STRUT PAST MY SWEET STARS

MY FLOATING HOUSE BAND.

THEY BLOW THEIR BEAKED NOSES

CONFETTI HONKS TO THE CLOUD

COTTON COLORED PAPER

MENORAHS BUZZ OUT LOUD

                                           PAPA

Menorahs don’t buzz and chickens don’t fly!

                                           MARC

But herring has a certain magic, don’t you think?

                                           PAPA

Of course. Maybe herring…!

                                           MARC
GAZING ON THE SABBATH

                                         MARC

I’M HERE, ABOVE THE TOWN.

PERCHED ON MY ROOFTOP

FLYING UPSIDE DOWN.

THE TOWN SNAPS APART

LIKE A VIOLIN’S STRINGS

SWEET SOUNDS SPLASH THE CANVAS

A VERITABLE DREAM.

RUSSIA APPEARS

LIKE A PAPER BALLOON. POP!

IT’S WAITING!
                                             COW
Tell him how art is waiting. Like herring are waiting for him!

                                             PAPA

It is a wonderful thing to take joy in what you do during the day. 

                                             MARC

So you understand! You will allow me to paint?

                                             PAPA

I will allow you to ask your Mama’s permission.

                                              MARC

But she’ll never say yes!  She’ll be so disappointed in me!

                                              COW

We have no choice but to ask her. The Jewish mother is the one who decides everything in the home.  (To PAPA) No offense.
                                              MARC

The cow says that the Jewish mother decides everything in the home. No offense, Papa!

                                              PAPA

                                              (packs up fishing gear and puts his arm around MARC)
I hate to admit it, Son, but when the Cow’s right, she’s right.

                                              (PAPA shrugs beffudedly.  Exits. M. waves paintbrush.)

                                              COW

I’m right-Now I’m in a good MOOd! Wave your paintbrush to take us to Mama’s store in the market place to ask her the all important Art question!

                                               MARC

Art is waiting...waiting for me!

                                   END OF SCENE ONE
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