
             

PAINTING THE LIGHT

Stormy: KATRINA...   A fiery redhead
Mel:  a mellow man

(Stormy storms in the door.  She is as lively as she is lovely.  She places her sketchbook and paints on 
the easel and table next to it.)  (She's a dancer, so her movements are dancerly.)
(Mel is strumming his guitar and jotting down the words to a song he is writing)

STORMY:  I just can't get it.  What am I gonna do?  (She looks down... a dance pose)

MEL:  What can't you get this time, Katrina?

STORMY:  The light!  I can't paint the light.  It is so beautiful here. (She spins... part of her dance)  I 

can paint the landscape just fine, but the light eludes me.  I so wish I could capture it in my paintings 

like Rembrandt did.  (She paints the air) It's as if he dipped his brush into a pool of sunlight.

MEL:  (strumming his guitar softly)    Oh, okay.  I thought you were upset about something serious for 

a change. (Sings and strums)  Don't spoil our vacation STORMY.  Your brother's nickname for you is 

so right on.

STORMY:  Oh! You just have to push it every time, don't you?  (She turns her back in a swirl)

MEL:  Oh, come on, what's so hard about painting the light?

STORMY:  Don't you ever have trouble finding the words to the songs you write?

MEL:  Yeah, but I don't go flying off the handle about it. Figure it out.  That's what I do.  Practice 

makes perfect.

STORMY:  Look at my pictures.  What do you see?

MEL:  I see a lot of yellow.

STORMY:  That's right!.  Now look out the window.  The light is only one color to my eyes, yellow, 

but yellow in all shades.  It's so dry here, sun-baked.  The grass is gray-yellow, the dogs are dark 
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yellow, the sun is a burning yellow, even the sky is a faded yellow.  A few dark strokes here and there to 

indicate the fence posts, tree trunks, dogs noses and stuff.

MEL:  Mmm hmmm. (he leans over his guitar and jots down another line of his new song.  He puts the 

guitar down.)

STORMY:  It seems to come so easy for you.  You paint with words, with music.  You decide to write a 

new song, and voila! There it is.  You are much more artistic than I am. (pouting).  I'm just gonna pack 

my things and leave.  I'll be gone when you get home.

MEL:  Oh, come on Katrina.  Stop with the histrionics, fer crying out loud.  You always do this.  We 

have 3 more days here before we have to leave.  Relax, let's enjoy it, Babe.  Besides, how are you 

going to get home (jingles the keys), walk?  You know I can always find you at your dance 

studio. (She lunges at the keys.  He puts them inside his pants pocket.  She lands on top of him and he 

seats her in his lap. She tries to find his pocket without success.)

STORMY:  Humph.  

MEL:  You behave yourself now.  So tell me what your problem is. (STORMY stands up and MEL 

spanks her bottom as she scoots away from him.)  

STORMY:  Well I can paint things okay, but where is the luminosity?  I want my paintings to glow!   

All I see is glorious light,  but it just looks like solid yellow when I try to paint it.  Looks like mud, for 

crying out loud!  I've just kept putting more yellow in the lightest areas and all it did was rob the 

painting of the light.  I try using  white to brighten it, but it winds up looking worse.  I give up.  And 

I'm giving up on you too.  

MEL:  Katrina!  You have to worry over every little thing.  Are the shadows in your mind casting 

clouds of doubt?  You need to lighten up your fears and know that I love you.  You can't have light 



without shadow, you can't have yin without yang.  So don't be afraid to add some.  Let go of your fears 

and put yourself  in your paintings.

STORMY:  Oh, of course.  I hadn't thought of that.  It's so bright out there.  It seems as though there are 

no shadows.  You're right, I've been trying too hard.  I'll just add some shadows and a few highlights 

and... Oh wow, it's working!  See?  See the brightness?  Using the white works as long as I add the 

right amount of dark.  I love it.    

MEL:  Well, I'm glad that crisis has been averted.  

STORMY:  Hey!  It was a crisis.  I was going nuts trying to figure it out.  So, what the hell have you  

been doing all morning, anyway?  Sleeping?  I slipped out early to catch the dawn light. 

MEL:  Okay, so now I have a surprise for you.

STORMY:  Really?  What is it?  I dig it when you surprise me!

MEL:  I wrote a song for you.  Would you like to hear it?

STORMY:  For me?   Oh, yes, please sing for me,  and I will dance for you... 

MEL:  She's a natural disaster.  
They named a hurricane after her. 
 And No man can look past her.  
When she's out on the dance floor. mmmmm

 And when she starts to spin, 
that's when the whirlwind begins. 
Spreading flames of 
desire.            
She's spreading just like wild fire.

Look into her eyes
Feel so safe and warm
That's when you're within
The eye of her storm.

But if you're on the edge 
you'd better watch out! 
 'Cause she will spin you 'round



 and she will spit you out.
She's a natural disaster whoa oh oh oh oh.

STORMY: (interrupting the song)  How fun!  You have captured my spirit....   and my heart... with your 

words.

MEL:   There's more.  Do you want to hear the rest?

STORMY:  Oh yes, do go on.

MEL:

 And when she starts to shake. 
 Watch out cause the levees might break.
You'd better run for higher ground
Hope you are prepared when she comes to town.

When she starts to freak
Lightning strikes and your knees get weak
She will electrify you,
Hope you find your ground so that she passes by you.

When the transformer blows
And You're stuck in a blackout
And all that you know is that she is a knockout
Her hand is on your thigh and you begin to quiver.
She ain't the kinda gal to wait for the lineman to deliver

She's a natural disaster.

STORMY:  Oh!  That's so wonderful.  You really captured me.  I love you so much.

MEL:  (Puts the guitar down)  You are so beautiful when you dance...  and I love you, too. 

 I'm sorry I teased you too much when you came in.  I promise to be more aware of your moods in the 

future.  That doesn't mean I will never tease you again.  You are so much fun to tease.

STORMY:  Okay, and I'll try to be less volatile in the future.

MEL:  I want you to know that what you hear a song I have written it is the culmination of lots of time



 spent finding just the right words that will fit the tune and make sense.  Sometimes I struggle with the

words  for hours before I reach the final stage.  Not just the words, but the music as well.  I'm not so

 perfect as  you make me out to be.

STORMY:  I never realized that before.  Thanks for helping me with my painting.  I was so excited 

about getting the scene that I forgot about painting shadows where I want it to be the brightest.  Now 

I won't ever forget that again.

(They kiss.  Then go to the easel where she dabs a brush in paint and swipes it on the painting.)


