ARTIST AT WORK – second scene list.

List of scenes chronicling the invasion of the studio to the point where Jonas is driven out of it – from page 123 to page 146. Subjects for “establishing shot” paintings can be derived from these.

Telephone Scene.

Friends are coming and going, and calling on the phone. Phone is always ringing. We see Jonas answering it, trying to decline lunch dates. The baby is crying in the background. 

Paintings, telephone, brushes, and possibly BABY are present.

Meal scene 1.

Canvases are moved to accommodate a family meal (no guests). Jonas watches his children eat and also has an eye on the painting on his easel. Dinner seems to him to take a very long time. “He would find his children rather slow in chewing and swallowing, so that each meal was excessively long.”

This is perhaps represented through close ups of the childrens’ chewing faces and swallowing throats, plus shots of Jonas or some dialog showing that he is distracted and thinking of his painting more than his meal.

Large Group Scene with Artists and Critics.

“Some had painted, others were about to paint, and the remainder were concerned with what had been, or would be, painted.” (p. 125)

This audience watches Jonas paint and begs him to ignore them and go on painting. They bombard him with questions and anecdotes, and he makes his best attempt to engage them as he stands at his easel.

Scenes like this one provide an opportunity to fill in some of the background information through dialog; for example, some of these artists and critics may be shown “gossiping” about Jonas’s past. It is here that we might learn that he began painting only recently, while working in his father’s publishing house, etc. 

Meal Scene with Large Group.

Night falls (how?) The artists and critics are still present. Jonas is painting. Louise brings dinner in and Jonas invites the visitors to share it. While eating, a long discussion about “the untalented painters, plagiarists, or self-advertisers” takes place. 

When the guests leave, Jonas tries to convince himself the conversation has been useful for him. He has learned from it. He sings a song: 

“In art, as in nature, nothing is ever wasted. This is a result of the star.”

Disciples Scene (p. 127.)

Many disciples are present in the studio. There is a considerable amount of dialog that needs to be written here, in which the disciples praise and analyze Jonas’s work and ask them to critique theirs in turn. They are aggressive, putting their own canvases in front of his and forcing him to respond to it. He has a “stock of judgements” which he uses interchangeably.

Large Group Scene 2.

Jonas paints amidst chairs arranged concentrically around his easel. What is he painting?

Dialog with Louise about Space. 

see page 131.

Scene with Disappointed Disciples and Rateau.

Bad reviews of Jonas’s work are read aloud (need to be writte!) and the disciples become indignant. When they leave the scene, Rateau remains with Jonas and says the line “It’s not your pictures I like, it’s your painting.” (p. 132.)

Scene with Dealer.

Jonas’s remittance is increased, yet he is not allowed to give a painting to a charity auction. 

Letters Scene. 

Jonas attempts to answer his massive pile of correspondence. He reads some of these letters aloud, and also speaks aloud as he writes his replies. In writing these letters, we should refer to page 133:

“Some concerned Jonas’s art, while others, far more plentiful, concerned the correspondent, who either wanted to be encouraged in his artistic vocation or else needed advice or financial aid. The more Jonas’s name appeared in the press, the more he was solicited, like everyone, to take an active part in exposing the most revolting injustices. Jonas would reply, write about art, thank people, give his advice, go without a necktie in order to send a financial contribution, finally sign the protests that were sent him.” 

Rateau enters the scene and says, “You’re indulging in politics now? Leave that to writers and ugly old maids.”

Disciples Chasing Jonas Scene.

The disciples chase Jonas around his apartment as he answers the phone, the door, etc. His studio has relocated to the small room, and the disciples complain to each other that Jonas has become less accessible and therefore “proud”: 

The disciples stand in the hallway, chat among themselves, ask Jonas’s opinion from a distance, or else overflow briefly into the little room. Perhaps the scene can conclude with Jonas singing a song about his dilemma, which I have underlined in the following paragraph…

Disciple: “Here at least a fellow can see you a bit, and without interruption.” 

Jonas: “You’re right. After all, we never get a chance to see each other.” 

At the same time he was well aware that he disappointed those he didn’t see, and this saddened him. Often they were friends he would have preferred to meet. But he didn’t have time, he couldn’t accept everything. Consequently, his reputation suffered. 

“He’s become proud,” people said, “now that he’s a success. He doesn’t see anyone any more.” Or else: “He doesn’t love anyone, except himself.”

Jonas perhaps replies in song (derived from p 135)

I love Louise, and my children, and Rateau, and a few others.

And I have a liking for all. 

But life is short, time races by, and my own energy has limits. 

It is hard to paint the world and men and, at the same time, to live with them. 

But when I try to explain the things that stand in my way, they just slap me on the back, and say “Lucky fellow! That’s the price of fame!”

Society Ladies Tea Party Scene 

See p. 136. 

they were mostly society women, all very simple in manner. They didn’t buy any pictures themselves and introduced their friends to the artist only in the hope, often groundless, that they would buy in their place. On the other hand, they helped Louise, especially in serving tea to the visitors. The cups passed from hand to hand, traveled along the hallway from the kitchen to the big room, and then came back to roost in the little studio, where Jonas, in the center of a handful of friends and visitors, enough to fill the room, went on painting until he had to lay down his brushes to take, gratefully, the cup that a fascinating lady had poured especially for him. 

He would drink his tea, look a the sketch that a disciple had just put on his easel, laugh with his friends, interrupt himself to ask one of them to please mail the pile of letters he had written during the night, pick up the second child, who had stumbled over his feet, pose for a photograph, and then at “Jonas, the telephone!” he would wave his cup in the air, thread his way with many an excuse through the crowd standing in the hall, come back, fill in a corner of the picture, stop to answer the fascinating lady that certainly he would be happy to paint her portrait, and would get back to his easel. He worked, but “Jonas! A signature!” “What is it, a registered letter?” “No, the Kashmir prisoners.” “Coming! Coming!” Then he would run to the door to receive a young friend of the prisoners and listen to his protest, worry briefly as to whether politics were involved, and sign after receiving complete assurance on that score, together with expostulations about the duties inseparable from his privileges as an artist, and at last he would reappear only to meet, without being able to catch their names, a recently victorious boxer or the greatest dramatist of some foreign country. The dramatist would stand facing him for five minutes, expressing through the emotion in his eyes what his ignorance of French would not allow him to state more clearly, while Jonas would nod his head with a real feeling of brotherhood. Fortunately, he would suddenly be saved from that dead-end situation by the bursting-in of the latest spellbinder of the pulpit who wanted to be introduced to the great painter. Jonas would say that he was delighted, which he was, feel the packet of unanswered letters in his pocket, take up his brushes, get ready to go on with a passage, but would first have to thank someone for the pair of setters that had just been brought to him, go and close them in the master bedroom, come back to accept the lady donor’s invitation to lunch, rush out again in answer to Louise’s call to see for himself without a shadow of doubt that the setters had not been broken in to apartment life, and lead them into the shower-room, where they would bark so persistently that eventually no one would hear them. Every once in awhile, over the visitors’ heads, Jonas would catch a glimpse of the look in Louise’s eyes and it seemed to him that that look was sad. Finally the day would end, the visitors would take leave, others would tarry in the big room and wax emotional as they watched Louise put the children to bed, obligingly aided by an elegant, overdressed lady who would complain of having to return to her luxurious home where life, spread out over two floors, was so much less close and homey than at the Jonases’.
The Artist at Work Scene.

In a little room surrounded by a large audience, Jonas is painting a lady’s portrait. Meanwhile, he himself is being painted by an “official artist.”  Louise explains to Rateau, who has just entered the scene, that this portrait of Jonas has been commissioned by the government and will be titled “The Artist at Work.” Rateau seats himself beside one of the art lovers in the crowded room, and has the following dialog:

spectator: “He looks well, doesn’t he?”

Rateau is silent.

spectator: “You paint, I suppose. So do I. Well, take my word for it, he’s on the decline.”

Rateau: “Already?”

spectator: “Yes. It’s success. You can’t resist success. He’s finished.”

Rateau: “He’s on the decline or he’s finished?”

spectator: “An artist who’s on the decline is finished. Just see, he has nothing in him anymore. He’s being painted himself and will be hung in a museum.”

Intimate Late Night Scene.

Rateau, Louise, and Jonas are sitting on the bed after a long day of hard work. Louise complains of her exhaustion.

Rateau: “Why don’t you get a servant?” 

Louise: (sadly) “But where would we put her?”

long silence. 

Rateau: “Are you happy?”

Jonas: (smiling, but looking very tired.) “Yes, everybody is kind to me.”

Rateau: “No, watch out. They’re not all good.” 

Jonas: “Who isn’t?”

Rateau: “Your painter friends, for instance.”

Jonas: “I know. But many artists are that way. They’re not sure of existing, not even the greatest. So they look for proofs; they judge and condemn. That strengthens them; it’s a beginning of existence. They’re so lonely!”

Rateau shakes his head. 

Jonas: “Take my word for it; I know them. You have to love them.” 

Rateau: “And what about you? Do you exist? You never say anything bad about anyone!”

Jonas: (laughing) “Oh! I often think bad of them. But then I forget. (becoming serious) No, I’m not sure of existing. But someday I’ll exist, I’m sure.” 

Rateau: “What do you have to say about it Louise?”

Louise: “Jonas is right, those peoples’ opinions are of no importance. He just needs to be able to work! And the children are getting in his way too. What we really need is a bigger apartment. But I was thinking, Jonas. What about painting in our bedroom? I know the bed is wide, but the room is empty all day and surely no one would dare to follow you in there and disturb you – they’d have to be lying on our bed! What do you think Jonas?”

silence.

Louise: “Well – think about it. I have to go take my shower and get to bed!”

(exits the scene.)

Jonas and Rateau sit close together on the bed. Jonas says confidentially, sadly, resignedly:

“I love to paint. I’d like to paint my whole life, day and night. Isn’t that lucky?”

Rateau: (affectionately) “Yes, it’s lucky.”

Jonas Painting in the Bedroom Scene(s). Jonas losing it.

Some visitors talk to him from the bed. The children come and go, saying “let’s see the picture!” In this scene we see Jonas beginning to space out. 

“Now he had trouble painting, even in moments of solitude.” (p 144). He listens to a distant radio. The brush hangs slack in his hand. “I love to paint,” he mumbles. 

He is painting skies now. He is surrounded by letters and BAD REVIEWS; is distressed. A friend visits and when Jonas says that he must go back to work, he is blown off. He isn’t taken seriously anymore and is not considered an authority on his own time management.

Perhaps we don’t see this visit on camera; Jonas talks about it with Rateau in a dialog that appears on p. 145:

Jonas: “I’m not as swamped with visitors these days, but the ones that come treat me more familiarly, like an old friend they don’t have to put themselves out for. When I say I have to get back to work, they say things like “oh go on, there’s plenty of time!” There’s something salutary about this new solidarity…”

Rateau: “You’re a fool! They don’t care about you at all! They’re preventing you from working, and identifying you with their own failures.”

Jonas: “A little love is wonderful. Does it matter how you get it?”

Decrease of Remittance Scene.

The gallerist has decreased Jonas’s remittance. Perhaps we learn this through dialog with Louise, who is concerned especially as the children need new clothes. She suggests employing a seamstress. Jonas concurs, and this leads to the scene where he is making futile attempts at a portrait of a seamstress.

Seamstress Scene.

After two failed attempts at painting the seamstress, Jonas gives up this subject and returns to a cloud painting but finds he can’t concentrate on that either. We see him pacing around the room (or, the expanded apartment). A disciple enters to present a review declaring that Jonas’s painting is “not only overrated but out of date.” The dealer calls, and Jonas defends his work and in the process convinces himself he will find his star again. This could be a good place to break into song.

“I understand your worry without sharing it. 

I have a big work, really new, to create.

Everything is going to begin all over again.
I see truth, I see my star shining over there. 

All I need is a good system.” (p. 146)

Jonas Zombie Scene.

Jonas wanders like a ghost among the visitors in his crowded home. We see him sitting by his canvases, looking out the window. (Is the window a painting with a window frame built onto it, perhaps?)

