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The Mercurian is named for Mercury who, if he had known it, was/is the patron god of
theatrical translators, those intrepid souls possessed of eloquence, feats of skill, messengers
not between the gods but between cultures, traders in images, nimble and dexterous
linguistic thieves. Like the metal mercury, theatrical translators are capable of absorbing
other metals, forming amalgams. As in ancient chemistry, the mercurian is one of the five
elementary “principles” of which all material substances are compounded, otherwise known
as “spirit”. The theatrical translator is sprightly, lively, potentially volatile, sometimes
inconstant, witty, an ideal guide or conductor on the road.
The Mercurian publishes translations of plays and performance pieces from any language into
English. The Mercurian also welcomes theoretical pieces about theatrical translation; rants,
manifestos, and position papers pertaining to translation for the theatre; as well as
production histories of theatrical translations. Submissions should be sent to: Adam
Versenyi at anversen@email.unc.edu or by snail mail: Adam Versenyi, Department of
Dramatic Art, CB# 3230, The University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill, Chapel Hill, NC
27599-3230. For translations of plays or performance pieces, unless the material is in the
public domain, please send proof of permission to translate from the playwright or original
creator of the piece. Since one of the primary objects of The Mercurian is to move translated
pieces into production, no translations of plays or performance pieces will be published
unless the translator can certify that he/she has had an opportunity to hear the translation
performed in either a reading or another production-oriented venue.
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Editor’s Note:
In the midst of the dog days of summer various transitions become evident as summer
begins to give way to fall, students go off to school, and theatres start new seasons. This issue
contains two plays that also deal with transitions. In Yukiko Motoya’s play Vengeance Can
Wait, co-translated by Kyoko Yoshida and Andy Bragen, the young Japanese playwright
explores the burgeoning relationship between two members of a Japanese youth subculture and
how their acceptance of themselves allows their growing love to emerge. In Verónica Musalem
Moreno’s Adela and Juana, translated by Caridad Svich, a different kind of transitional terrain is
mapped, an allegorical rendition of the battle currently being fought on a global scale between
history and myth rooted indigenous society and multinational corporate interests that seek to
ravage that world. The issue concludes with another presentation form the August 2008
roundtable, “Translation for Production: Difficult Dialogues and the Art of Multi-Disciplinary
Collaboration.” Klaus van den Berg discusses Walter Benjamin’s theories on translation,
specifically the journey from “translation” to “translatability”, by means of van den berg’s own
participation in creating a contemporary translation of Friederich Schiller’s famous 1782 play
The Robbers.

As the theatre is nothing without its audience, The Mercurian welcomes your comments,
questions, complaints, and critiques. Deadline for submissions for consideration for Volume 2,
No. 3 will be November 30, 2009.

--Adam Versényi
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Introduction
I am not a Japanese speaker. I am a playwright primarily, and also a translator, working
directly from French and Spanish. I was brought on by the Playwrights Center to collaborate
with a Japanese translator, Kyoko Yoshida, to create a playable American translation of this
exciting new play. We developed and refined the first draft of the translation at the Playwrights
Centers' PlayLabs Conference in July 2006, as part of the Japan-U.S. Contemporary Plays and
Playwrights Project, co-organized by The Playwrights' Center, U.S./Japan Cultural Trade
Network, Inc., and The Saison Foundation. Major input and support from Noel Raymond, who
directed the workshop, Kaku Nagashima, a translator and dramaturg from Japan, and Polly Carl,
the Producing Artistic Director of the Playwrights Center. Subsequently, the play received a
rehearsal workshop and reading at the Guthrie Theatre in 2007, again directed by Noel
Raymond. Jose Zayas directed a production of the play at Performance Space 122 in April 2008.
I was present for rehearsals, and continued refining the translation until opening.
While the subject the matter of “Vengeance Can Wait” may be unusual, the play itself is funny
and moving and quite emotionally accessible. Set in a Japanese youth subculture, it’s a story
about two people who come to accept who they are, and in doing so, learn how to love each
other. Motoya, just 30, is a rising star in Japanese arts and letters, having written a number of
well-received novels and plays. She has also worked as a voice-over actress in the field of
Japanese anime, and also hosted her own late night radio show.
The translation challenges for this piece included trying to capture and notate the silences and
pauses of the script, respecting the original Japanese rhythms, while leaving space for new
American rhythms. Another challenge involved finding language to capture both Hidenori’s
deadpan, and at times petulant tone, that of a child pretending to be an adult, and also Nanase’s
ditzy bubbliness, that of an adult feigning childhood. I am particularly grateful to the many
actors who played these parts, as their explorations of the characters’ physicalities helped to
clarify for me where the language was still lacking spark. In particular, Jim Lichtscheidl and
Maren Bush at the Playwrights Center, and Paul Juhn and Jennifer Lim at Performance Space
122, deserve a great deal of credit.
Andy Bragen
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Playwright: Y ukiko Motoya
Born in Ishikawa prefecture in 1979, Yukiko Motoya is a playwright and the Artistic Director of
her theatre company “Gekidan Motoya Yukiko”. After graduating from high school she acted
Otona Keikaku’s Fukusuke, Ako Miyazawa’s Alt 4, and Village Produce’s 1989. She was
nominated for the 18th Mishima Yukio Award for the novel based on her play Funukedomo,
Kanashimi no Ai wo Misero (Cowards, Show Your Sad Love). In addition to her activities as a
playwright, Motoya has drawn notice for her novels, and in other fields such as voice acting for a
popular animated television series. She has also appeared as a guest radio personality on the
Nippon Broadcasting System’s radio program “All Night Nippon”.

K yoko Yoshida (Co-translator), director and founder of U.S./Japan Cultural Trade Network,
Inc. (CTN), has served the field of performing arts for over 20 years as a presenter, producer and
consultant, with a focus on artistic and cultural exchange between the U.S. and Japan. Yoshida
also translates theatrical scripts between Japanese and English. Her recent works include "The
Sex Habits of American Women" by Julie Marie Myatt; "The Interview" by Rosanna Staffa; and
"Vengeance Can Wait" by Yukiko Motoya, co-translated with Andy Bragen. Currently based in
San Francisco, she also provides services for San Francisco International Arts Festival as a
Senior Program Advisor.

A ndy B ragen (Co-translator), a graduate of Brown University’s MFA Program in Literary
Arts, was the winner of the 2007 Clubbed Thumb Biennial Commission. Other honors include a
Tennessee Williams Fellowship from the University of the South, a Jerome Fellowship, a New
Voices Fellowship from Ensemble Studio Theatre, a Dramatists Guild Fellowship, and
residencies at Millay Colony and Blue Mountain Center. His plays and translations have been
seen and heard at numerous theatres in New York and elsewhere, including Queens Theatre in
the Park, Brown/Trinity Playwrights Rep, Performance Space 122, The Guthrie Theatre, Ars
Nova, Rattlestick, LAByrinth, EST, Repertorio Español, Soho Think Tank, Page 73 Productions,
NYU’s hotINK Festival, The Illusion Theatre, The Aurora Theatre and the Lark Theatre. More
information is available at www.andybragen.com.
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VENGEANCE CAN WAIT

By Yukiko Motoya

Translation by Kyoko Yoshida and Andy Bragen

Originally performed in Japanese by the Yukiko Motoya Theatre Company at the Shinjuku
Theater Morliere, Tokyo, Japan.

The English version was developed at the 2006 Playlabs Conference at the Playwrights Center
in Minneapolis, Minnesota. It received a reading at the Guthrie Theatre in October 2007, and a
workshop production at Performance Space 122 as part of the Best of The Boroughs F estival in
April 2008.
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C haracters:
Hidenori Yamane –A child pretending to be an adult.
Nanase Ogawa – Above all, can’t bear being disliked.
Takao Banjo and Azusa Kanamori – a “normal” couple.

Setting:
A simple room with an old bunk bed set by a wall. The ceiling and attic are visible. The ceiling
is sloped at an angle steep enough for the audience to see a man hiding in the attic and peeking in
from between wooden panels dislodged for that purpose. Scenes also take place on the street,
and in a prison.

T ranslation/Production Notes:
(Onichan) means “Big Brother” in Japanese, referring to a phenomenon wherein young women
dress and act much younger than they are, and call an older man “Big Brother”. The closest
equivalent in English might be “daddy”, and that is what we’ve chosen to use. The photo below
is of a staff member at a Tokyo Club in which young ladies play that role. Nanase’s character is
also referencing “moe”, a Japanese slang word originally referring to fetish for or love for
characters in video games or anime and manga. For more information, please visit:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mo%C3%A9
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-1-

Lights up on two men and two women - frozen.
Something seems to have happened. It’s nighttime,
and outside the rain pours down. Hidenori Yamane,
dragging his right leg, wanders toward the door,
opens it and disappears into the darkness. After a
short pause, Banjo yells after Hidenori.
BANJO
Hey, where are you going, Mr. Yamane? It’s pouring outside! Hey, wait. Take an umbrella!…

watching Hidenori exit
…He’s gone!

AZUSA
Did you see how weird his eyes were?

BANJO
What do you mean weird?

AZUSA

silent
…

BANJO
What are you talking about? Yamane’s eyes have always looked weird.
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AZUSA
No, they haven’t.

BANJO
Fine, they haven’t, for chrissakes… I better go look. I’m not sure why, but I really am worried.

AZUSA
Banjo, take an umbrella!

Banjo and Azusa exit quickly. Nanase stands alone
in the room, dazed. Eventually, voices are heard
from outside along with the sound of rain.
BANJO

from offstage
Mr. Yamane!

F earing the worst, Nanase is headed toward the
door when Azusa, carrying an umbrella, comes
running back at full speed.
AZUSA
He ran out!...right into traffic! Unbelievable! He flew straight up into the air and/

NANASE

interrupting
That can’t be. People don’t fly.

AZUSA

overlapping
They do too! I had no idea!
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BANJO

from offstage
Azusa!

AZUSA
Ambulance! No…police? Whichever! Call them! Hey, what’s so funny? We’re in deep shit! I mean,
what if he’s already dead!?

BANJO
Azusaaaa!

AZUSA
Oh man!

Azusa runs off stage. Nanase is alone. The lights
dim as a dark waltz plays.
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‐2‐

The room which was messy is now neat. Hidenori,
wearing glasses, enters from a back room, drying
his hair. His impassive face and voice make him
seem dark and distant. He walks with a slight limp
in his right leg. He fiddles with the TV remote
control, then continues to dry his hair with a hair
dryer. Nanase enters, wearing dumpy sweats.

NANASE
Want some apples?

HIDENORI

not responding
…

NANASE
Want some apples?

HIDENORI
…

NANASE
Want some apples?

HIDENORI

turning off the hair dryer
Pardon me?
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NANASE
Apples.

HIDENORI
For dessert?

NANASE
They were on sale.

Hidenori, without responding, turns the hair dryer
back on.
After a few moments, Nanase exits to the back room,
returning with a plate of apples. She places the
plate on the table and starts eating. Hidenori
eventually turns off the hair dryer.
HIDENORI
Thanks, but I don’t want apples.

NANASE
…Okay.

HIDENORI
I don’t want them.

NANASE
…Okay.

Nanase exits with the plate then returns.
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HIDENORI
How’d it go today?

NANASE

handing the notebook on the desk to Hidenori
I worked on my standup routine again, but I just can’t seem to get it right, and/

HIDENORI

interrupting
I’ll eat the apples tomorrow.

NANASE
Okay, sure, that’s fine. They’re in the fridge, covered in plastic wrap.

HIDENORI
You wrapped them?

NANASE
I wrapped them.

HIDENORI
Neat and tight?

NANASE
Neat and tight.
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pause
HIDENORI
This is absurd.

NANASE
What?

HIDENORI

looking at the notebook
It’s absurdist.

NANASE
I still don’t understand the difference. When I think about what absurd is, I end up going deep. Come to
think of it, what exactly is absurd/

HIDENORI

interrupting
The absurd is… a hint of humor.

NANASE
A hint of humor? It’s not laughter?

HIDENORI
It is laughter, but the laughter is different. Slapstick, like a dumb joke, is easier to follow. You’ve got
your comic, and you’ve got your straight man, it’s all very direct and simple. In terms of its tone, it’s
just…funniness.
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NANASE
Funniness…

HIDENORI
Whereas the absurd…there’s no set formula for it. Usually these things make more sense when you give
them a try.

picking up the hair dryer
Here, Nanase.

Hidenori hands Nanase the hair dryer.
NANASE
Which style?

HIDENORI
Try slapstick.

Nanase places the hair dryer on the table and
mimes some complicated gestures.
HIDENORI
What are you trying to do?

NANASE
I’m trying to be funny.

HIDENORI
I see.

NANASE
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It didn’t work?

HIDENORI

not confused
It just looks confusing, because the dryer doesn’t go with the joke.

NANASE
Uh‐huh.

HIDENORI
As a result, you’re getting more absurd. That’s not it. Slapstick is more…

putting the hair dryer on his head
…Samurai topknot. Something like this, I think.

NANASE

surprised
That’s funny.

HIDENORI
At least to us.

NANASE
Got it. Let me try.

putting the dryer on her head
Samurai topknot!

Hot air jets out toward Hidenori.
HIDENORI
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Hot.

He doesn’t feel hot.
NANASE
Was it slapstick?

HIDENORI
No. Hot air shooting out from a topknot: that’s as absurd as it gets.

NANASE
Tricky, isn’t it?

HIDENORI
That’s all right. You don’t need to please everyone.

NANASE
Right.

HIDENORI
If you don’t like it, you’re welcome to quit anytime.

NANASE
But I am responsible.

HIDENORI
…
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Hidenori plays with the hair dryer, turning it on and
off whenever Nanase speaks.
NANASE
Ready for bed?

HIDENORI
…

NANASE
Ready for bed?

HIDENORI
…

NANASE
Ready for bed?

HIDENORI
…

Hidenori turns off the dryer and stands up.
NANASE
Are you going to sleep now?

HIDENORI
…
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Hidenori climbs up to the upper bunk without
responding. Seeing this, Nanase turns on the
bedside lamp, turns off the overhead light, and
crawls into the lower bunk.

NANASE
So, do you think you’ll come up with it tomorrow?

HIDENORI
I will come up with it tomorrow.

Nanase crosses off another day on the wall
calendar.
NANASE
Goodnight, daddy.

HIDENORI
…

Nanase turns off the lamp.
Blackout
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‐3‐

Banjo faces outward. He holds a clipboard and a
ballpoint pen. This scene takes places in a prison.

BANJO
All right then. Who wants “Ask the MD?” Well? Give me a break, guy. I mean, what do I care? Me, I’ve
never even seen that program. Don’t they just spout out all sorts of crap about health? Okay, two votes.
Not so popular after all. What about “Legal Eagles?” That’s the one where the judges quiz the lawyers…
yeah, that’s right, like a game show. Okay, six votes. So why didn’t you guys watch that one before you
your trials? All right ‐ last program. You know the one where they renovate those weird shaped houses,
the long narrow ones, where they say it’s too dangerous for an old lady to live by herself? Three. I see
where you’re coming from. Okay, so we have a decision. “Legal Eagles” it is. You guys all decided this
together, so no fights, okay? That’s it for now.

Banjo gestures toward a colleague then walks out of
the room. Writing on his clipboard as he walks, he
bumps into Hidenori, who is wearing the same
uniform.
HIDENORI
We have five minutes.

BANJO
Okay…well yeah, sure, I’m all about punctuality, but at same time, there’s much to be said for
procrastination. It’s instinctual, you know? Better to be thinking about something else until the very
last moment, and then… what should I do with the clipboard? I better put it in the/

HIDENORI

interrupting, taking the clipboard from Banjo
The time.

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

21

BANJO
Yes, you’re right of course. I’d do anything to avoid this – to duck reality. Even five minutes before is too
soon. Once they added this to my job, I realized just how puny I was. Even now, I can’t sleep a wink
after we do it. Take last night, I feel like I got no sleep at all cause I had this scary dream.
Hidenori takes out a ring of keys while Banjo is talking
and opens a door. The two enter a room with a desk,
two chairs, and a metal box installed on the wall.
Hidenori uses another key to open the metal box. In the
box, there are two levers which seem to work as
switches of some sort.

BANJO
Mind if I smoke?

HIDENORI
Go ahead.

Banjo offers a cigarette to Hidenori who refuses it.
BANJO
Oh shit! My hands are shaking again. Shit. I just can’t get used to this. Really. I wonder if I’ll ever get
numb to it.

HIDENORI
Banjo, which one do you want?

BANJO
Huh? Yeah, okay. Let me think. Did I take the right one last time, or, was it the left? I thought it was the
right/
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HIDENORI

interrupting
So I’ll take the left.

BANJO
No, wait a sec, I’d rather go for the …but…

HIDENORI
Left?

BANJO
Which one do you think is better?

HIDENORI
Who knows? We throw the switches and don’t know the result. I don’t care. I’ll just take whichever
one you don’t choose.

BANJO
Cool‐headed, as usual. Cool as a cucumber. It never ceases to amaze me. After all, it’s always one or
the other, right? If you really think about it, it’s not normal to stay so cool/

HIDENORI

interrupting
If I don’t do it, someone else will, right?

BANJO
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You really are thick‐skinned.

HIDENORI
It doesn’t feel real to me. The result of my actions may materialize somewhere, but, since I never see it
with my own eyes/

BANJO

interrupting
Well, I do get that that’s the logic behind this kind of system, but still, you must feel a little…um…

hesitating
Cute music starts playing, and Banjo hurriedly
stubs out his cigarette.
Time already!? They say that the music is supposed to reduce the pressure, but I mean, really, who are
they trying to kid? Shit! I burnt my hand. Shit!

HIDENORI

looking at his watch
Which one?

BANJO
Which one?

raising the hand which he just burnt
This one, but why do you ask?

HIDENORI

referring to the switches
I’m talking about the switches.

BANJO
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Right. We haven’t decided yet. I guess I’ll go for the right one. No, the left. Which is which? I don’t
know! I don’t know what to do!

HIDENORI
Banjo, we have to hurry, otherwise the music will/

BANJO

interrupting
I know, I know, but…!

HIDENORI
What’s the matter?

BANJO

buckling
Oh my knees!

Banjo points at his legs and laughs. As the music
ends, Hidenori throws both switches simultaneously.
A short pause. Nothing happens. Hidenori locks the
box mechanically.
HIDENORI
Can you stand?

BANJO
Sure… I can manage.

HIDENORI
Then I’ll get going. Please come a little earlier next time.

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

25

BANJO

rendered speechless by Hidenori’s calm attitude.
…

Hidenori exits. Banjo sees him off.

End of scene.
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‐4‐

At home. Nanase talks on the phone.
NANASE
Right… Right … oh that’s just awful. He did what? That can’t be true, it’s so unfair. But the accident was
caused by … okay, that’s right, you said that it wasn’t his fault. But he claims that he has whiplash too.
Very suspicious! Necks are the easiest to fake – not even doctors can catch the lie. So, maybe I
can…that’s right, you’re in a rush. I’m sorry. All right then. I’ll go ahead and send the money. Eight‐
hundred thousand yen? No problem. So long as you pay me back, it’s fine. You would do the same if I
were in trouble, wouldn’t you? Don’t get too depressed, okay? Go, friend, go! You rock!
Hidenori returns during the latter half of the phone
conversation. Finishing the conversation, Nanase hangs
up the receiver.

HIDENORI
Who was that?

NANASE
I have no idea.

HIDENORI
Why didn’t you just hang up?

NANASE
He was going on and on with his story, and I just didn’t feel like I could hang up after all that.

HIDENORI
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All what?

NANASE
All my listening. I’m responsible for making him think his scam is working. So, I have to pay him for his
efforts, don’t I?

HIDENORI
Don’t send any money.

NANASE
But…how about just a thousand/

HIDENORI

interrupting
No grown‐up person wants a thousand yen.

NANASE
Then, two thousand?

HIDENORI
Two‐thousand yen. I’d want that.

taking his jacket off and handing it to Nanase
Where’s dinner?

NANASE
Oh! I was in the middle of cooking. I’ll get back to it right away.
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Nanase exits into the back room. Hidenori, tired,
lies down on the bed, then, after a moment…
HIDENORI
Nanase, I’m going for a jog.

NANASE

from offstage
But what about dinner?

HIDENORI
I’ll eat when I get back.

NANASE

from offstage
Okay. Have a good jog.
Hidenori, casting an eye toward the back room, skillfully
removes a panel from the ceiling. He slides himself up
into the attic and peeks in through the three inch space
between the panels. After a little while, he sees Nanase
return to the room. She opens a notebook and starts
writing something down. She gets restless, then, as if
she just remembered something, rises to go to the
bathroom.

NANASE
If I come up with a joke I’ll let myself go to the bathroom.

She sits down again.
If I want to urinate, I must come up with a good joke.
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The doorbell rings. Nanase starts to panic. The doorbell
keeps ringing. Nanase moves toward the door. She’s
trembling, on the verge of crying.

BANJO

from outside
Hello!

NANASE

anxiously looking up
…

BANJO
Excuse me! This is Mr. Yamane’s place, isn’t it?

NANASE

moving toward the door
Who is it?

BANJO
Hi. I’m Banjo, a colleague of Mr. Yamane’s at work.

NANASE
You’re not here selling magazine subscriptions, are you?

BANJO
No. I’m his colleague, Banjo.
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NANASE
ColleagueBan‐jo.

BANJO
That’s a funny way to say it, but anyway.… I came here to have a chat with Mr. Yamane, ‘cause, how
should I put this, it’s something that I don’t feel quite comfortable addressing at work, so/

Nanase slowly and carefully opens the door.
Well …so…

looking Nanase up and down
Are you his girlfriend?

NANASE
… He’s not in right now.

BANJO
What?

NANASE
Daddy’s out on an errand.

BANJO
Oh, okay. ...do you know where he went and when he’ll be back?

Nanase falls silent, then, trembling, she bows
deeply.
NANASE
I’m so sorry!
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BANJO
What? Why are you apologizing? So he’s not home – no big deal. Well then, what about his cell phone?
Give me his number, and I’ll/

NANASE

interrupting
I don’t know it!

crying
I’m sorry!

BANJO
Hey, no need to apologize! I’m confused. I mean, maybe I’m the one who should be apologizing. I’m
sorry!

NANASE

mortified, sinking in shame
AGGHHHHH!

BANJO

taken aback
Ohhhhhh!

NANASE
…

BANJO
What’s the matter?
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NANASE
I’ll give you money.

BANJO
What? Why?

NANASE

retrieving her wallet from a drawer
Because I made you apologize even though this is the first time we’ve met. I definitely made you
frustrated, didn’t I? So, before it’s too late, here’s two thousand/

BANJO
But no. I‘m not frustrated. If you give me money, I won’t know what to do with it.

pause
NANASE
So, you really didn’t get…

BANJO
I didn’t get frustrated.

NANASE
Really?

Banjo nods.
NANASE

breathing a sigh of relief
That was close.
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Banjo watches Nanase’s response with suspicion.
BANJO
Okay…I guess I’ll wait somewhere nearby. When Yamane comes home, can you ask him to call my/

NANASE

interrupting
Wait.

BANJO
Yes?

NANASE

anxiously
Would you like to wait inside?

BANJO
You mean, it’s okay?

NANASE
Because if I make you wait outside, you’ll get…

BANJO
I won’t get frustrated. But if it’s okay to wait inside…

NANASE
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Please.

BANJO
Thank you.

NANASE
Oh!

BANJO

surprised
What is it?

NANASE
Before you come in…

Nanase pulls the top of her sweatshirt over her
head, forming a monkish hood.
…please come in.

BANJO
Thank you.
Banjo enters the room cautiously and sits on the cushion
which Nanase has brought out for him. Some moments
of silence, then…

BANJO
May I ask what…

NANASE
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Is it bothering you?

BANJO
I wouldn’t say bothering… but I’m not sure what exactly…

NANASE
You see, I’m doing this because we’re alone here, but I let you come inside. So, you might start thinking
something like “What’s up with this girl? Is she hitting on me or what?” Right?

BANJO
That’s hard to answer.

NANASE
And then, even though I’m the one who led you to think that way, I might say something like “I didn’t
intend anything of the sort!” and then you’d be mortified with shame. I shouldn’t do that to you, should
I? So it’s up to me to take responsibility for the moment where you might be misled/

BANJO
What? So are you saying that if we do it, you’ll take responsibility.

NANASE
My point is … to avoid leading you on, I’m doing this…

She gestures toward the changes she’s made to her
appearance.
BANJO
Okay…I see…

Nanase pulls her sweatpants high above her waist.
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NANASE
Is it not enough?

BANJO
No, it’s plenty.

NANASE
Whew. That was close.

BANJO
Uh‐huh.

Banjo agrees, although he’s not sure what he is
agreeing to. An awkward pause. Nanase keeps
glancing toward the bathroom.
BANJO
So, you’re Yamane’s little girl?

NANASE
I’m his roommate.

BANJO
You mean, partner?

NANASE
No.
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BANJO

looking around the room
This doesn’t seem like a roommate situation.

NANASE
No.

BANJO
What are you then, if I may ask?

NANASE
We’re strangers, living together.

BANJO
But you called him daddy earlier.

NANASE
I call him daddy but we’re not related.

BANJO
How old is “daddy” anyway?

NANASE
He’ll be thirty next week.
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BANJO
…

NANASE
Is something wrong?

BANJO
Oh no, nothing. I mean, so, you guys aren’t lovers, and you’re not family, but still, here you are living
together. You must get along with each other really well, then.

NANASE
We don’t…

BANJO
…get along well either… what’s your name?

NANASE
Ogawa.

BANJO
First name?

NANASE
Nanase.

BANJO
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How old are you, Nanase?

NANASE
I’m 26.

BANJO
What do you do all day?

NANASE
Um, well, all day I work on jokes and…

BANJO
Jokes?

NANASE
Nothing.

BANJO
All right.

Banjo stands up and starts looking over the room.
BANJO
Wow. A bunk bed! Yamane sleeps here?

NANASE
Daddy sleeps on the top bunk and I sleep on the bottom.
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BANJO

as if talking to a child
But of course. Fathers and daughters never share beds.

NANASE
I guess not

BANJO
Wow, this bed is narrow.

Banjo lies down on the top bunk. Nanase keeps
glancing hesitantly toward the bathroom.
NANASE
I have to go to the…

BANJO
You know, that whole thing about frustrating someone…

NANASE
… Yes?

BANJO
Are you always so worried about stuff like that?

NANASE
I’m always imagining other people’s feelings.

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

41

BANJO
Imagining their feelings? Like how?

NANASE
Like…if I’m talking with someone, and say, I have to go to the bathroom.

BANJO
Uh huh.

NANASE
If I cut off the conversation, it’s a turn off, so I try to hold it in, right?

BANJO
Well, if it was a really engaging conversation…

NANASE
But if I wait for the right moment, even if that moment comes and I say it, then that person will know
that I’d been thinking about going the whole time, right? That I was hoping for the conversation to end
soon, or that I was thinking like, just spit it out you sloth, or something like that. When I imagine being
seen that way by others, I just can’t…

BANJO
Most people don’t think that much.

NANASE
That’s how I am.
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BANJO
I see. So…

staring at Nanase closely
…may I go to the bathroom?

NANASE
Oh, sure!

Banjo goes to the bathroom. Nanase paces
restlessly. She’s holding it in. Eventually, Banjo
returns from the bathroom.
NANASE
Okay, so it’s my…

BANJO

blocking Nanase’s path
My apologies if I’m mistaken, but…

NANASE
…mistaken?

BANJO
You are a good looking girl.

NANASE
…
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BANJO
Why are you dressed in such …dumpy sweats?

NANASE
Well, because… I was born in these clothes!

BANJO
Are you near‐sighted?

NANASE
Yes, I am.

BANJO
Hmmm.

NANASE
But I…

BANJO
Yes?

NANASE
Nothing.

BANJO

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

44

Okay.

Nanase can barely stand holding it in. She is
breathing louder and louder. F inally, she squats
down.
BANJO
Are you all right?

NANASE
With what?

BANJO
Well, I don’t know with what, but…

NANASE
Never mind. I’m just…remembering something funny, and...it makes me laugh.

She laughs.
BANJO
Is that it? Really, are you all right?

NANASE
I’m all right, I’m all right.

She laughs.
BANJO
If you really are, that’s good but…I think I should get…
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NANASE
What?

BANJO
I should get going, ‘cause it doesn’t seem like Yamane is coming back anytime soon.

NANASE
…okay…

BANJO
Would you tell him that Banjo stopped....

NANASE
interrupting
Yes! I’ll tell him!

BANJO
Thanks. So long, Nanase.
Banjo exits. Nanase sees him off while squatting.
Eventually, she stands up. She has wet her pants.

NANASE
It’s much better than frustrating people!

HIDENORI
…
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Nanase goes to the bathroom. Hidenori watches her
intensely from the attic. Strong spotlight on Hidenori,
then, slowly, lights fade.
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‐5‐

Hidenori is sitting in the room with the switches. Banjo
comes running into the room.

BANJO
Sorry. I was having lunch, and…

HIDENORI
…

BANJO
By the way, Takamura and the guys are talking about grabbing drinks after work today. Would you like
to join us?

HIDENORI
If I’m in the mood.

BANJO
You always say that, but you never show up. What keeps you so busy at home?

HIDENORI
I jog.

BANJO
Jog?
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HIDENORI
I run along the embankment.

BANJO
Really? That’s a surprise.

HIDENORI
Is it?

BANJO
Yeah, because, Mr. Yamane, you don’t strike me as the athletic type.

HIDENORI
Most marathon runners look just like me.

BANJO
That’s true. I shouldn’t make assumptions. Sorry about that.

HIDENORI
I don’t mind.
Hidenori is sitting still on the chair. Banjo starts smoking
next to him. He looks completely different from the last
time ‐ very relaxed.

BANJO
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So…I have a little proposal for you.

HIDENORI
A proposal?

BANJO
Your roommate, Nanase. Does she fancy herself a comedian or something?

HIDENORI
…

Hidenori looks at Banjo.
BANJO
I was thinking, that could be the case. She said that she was working on some jokes, and that
notebook… I happened to see it ‘cause it was lying open on the desk. Apparently, she’s studying
comedy. Is she developing a solo act or, could it be…

pointing his finger at Hidenori
…a duo?

HIDENORI
She’s doing it on her own.

BANJO
Right. Of course. What I meant to say is that she might need a partner.

The music could start around here.
I know a girl, she’s my girlfriend actually, who would make a perfect partner for Nanase. She’s a
seriously funny girl. Nanase is…pretty, but she doesn’t seem to have much of a gift for comedy. Azusa
would be perfect for it. She works for a corporation, but that’s totally not where she belongs. She’d fit
in much better at a comedy club.
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HIDENORI
…

BANJO
And so, to give Azusa her chance too, I want to introduce her to Nanase.

The music ends. Hidenori is flipping the two
switches simultaneously.
I truly appreciate you doing this.

HIDENORI
You didn’t have to come all the way to my house to ask me that.

BANJO
But I couldn’t ask you at work, you know.

HIDENORI
About your proposal…

BANJO
Yes.

HIDENORI
I have to decline. That girl is incapable of communicating.

Hidenori starts to exit.
BANJO
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Okay… but you know what?

HIDENORI
What?

BANJO
It may already be too late.

HIDENORI
…
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‐6‐

Azusa, gloomy, stands in the middle of the room,
smoking. She wears an expensive designer dress.
Nanase, tense, is seated on the floor.

AZUSA
Ashtray!

NANASE
Yes, of course!

Nanase puts out an ashtray for Azusa
AZUSA
I can’t believe it’s you.

NANASE
It’s a big coincidence…

AZUSA
Why are you living in a place like this? Are you poor?

NANASE
Yes. I guess I am a little poor.

AZUSA
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You’re not working?

NANASE
I’m not working.

AZUSA
Why?

NANASE
Daddy tells me to stay home, so…

AZUSA
He tells you to stay home and make up jokes?

NANASE
Yes.

AZUSA
And he tells you to make him laugh?

NANASE
It’s not like an order. It’s just that his job seems to take a big toll on him, so…

AZUSA
Yeah, I heard. Banjo and Yamane are a team at work, right? They say that you can’t know which is the
dummy switch, but that’s nonsense. Banjo was furious the other day, saying that the odds are too high.
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NANASE
Oh yeah?

AZUSA
He says that it’s driving him crazy.

NANASE
Tell me about it! I’ve never managed to make daddy laugh, not even once.

AZUSA

looking at the notebook
How long have you been doing this?

NANASE
Since I was 24, so…

AZUSA

surprised
It’s been two years?

NANASE
But really, I’m doing it ‘cause I want to. It’s much better than sitting around and just waiting for the
revenge.

AZUSA
The revenge?
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NANASE
Uh‐huh. I’ve been waiting for it, for all this time. Azusa, do you want something to drink?

AZUSA
No, I don’t. What did you just say? That you’re waiting for what?

NANASE
For the revenge. Daddy has to take revenge on me. I did something to deserve it.

pause
AZUSA
All right. It doesn’t make much sense, but for the sake of conversation, I get that he doesn’t like you.
But why are you just waiting? Don’t you want to get it over with? You’re not going to be killed or
anything, are you?

NANASE
He said that it’ll be something so awful that I’d rather be killed, that his revenge will be the worst in the
history of humankind.

pause
AZUSA
What kind of revenge will it be?

NANASE

shyly

Well, that’s what daddy’s been working on. It’s hard to come up with such a radical idea.
Besides, he has extremely high standards, Mr. Perfection, you know…
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AZUSA
How long have you been waiting?

NANASE
Six years, though of course it’s been twelve since the big day.

AZUSA
…

NANASE
Azusa?

AZUSA
Wait, I don’t understand. Twelve years?

NANASE
That’s right.

AZUSA
So you’ve been resented by him for twelve years?

NANASE
It’s a little more complicated than that, but for six years, at least.

AZUSA
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For six years, you’ve been waiting here for that guy’s vengeance?

NANASE
…yes.

AZUSA
Are you stupid or something?

NANASE
I’m not sure…

pause
AZUSA
I’m going home.

NANASE
What? Why so soon? Come on, Azusa. Won’t you be my standup partner? Or did I do something to
upset you? Oh, could it be the hair? That nose hair sticking out from your nostril that I noticed while we
were talking but didn’t mention? Are you upset because that was the only thing I was thinking about
during our whole conversation?

AZUSA
It’s a fashion statement!

NANASE
Oh, okay. I’m sorry I didn’t…

Azusa strides toward the door. Nanase starts to
follow.
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NANASE
Azusa.

AZUSA
Let me tell you something. I too, haven’t forgotten. I still remember what you did to me in high school.

Azusa glares at Nanase and exits.
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‐7‐

Banjo, alone, enters. He takes a ringing cell phone out
of his pocket.

BANJO
Hello? Hey, Azusa. How’d it go?… A class mate? You guys went all through school together? Wow,
that’s an amazing coincidence! Then again, this is your hometown.

calling offstage
Yes, I’ll be there in a moment.

back to the cell phone
But that’s perfect for our plan, because if you guys already know each other, she won’t be suspicious
about… Huh? You don’t like her? Don’t be jealous ‐ though I guess I understand how you feel. I just
thought that she was a strange girl and got curious...

calling offstage
Yes. Yes, I’m sorry!

on the cell phone
Hey, easy does it! All I want you to do is to find out more about them. … Are you serious? Ha, ha! I
knew there was something between them! … Twelve years! That’s amazing. Hey, Azusa, visit them
often. Become good friends, all right? But of course, this is just the beginning. When it comes to those
two, I have the feeling that we still don’t know the half of it.

Banjo hangs up the phone and exits.
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‐8‐

Music. Hidenori, in his pajamas, is using the hair dryer.
Nanase is also present. On the table, a plate of sliced
apples.

HIDENORI

turning off the hair dryer
I don’t want apples.

NANASE
…okay.

She starts to eat the apples.
HIDENORI
I don’t want them.

NANASE
…Yes.

Nanase nods and takes the plate to the back room.
She returns, coughing.
HIDENORI
Did you catch a cold?

NANASE
Yes, but I’m not feverish.
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HIDENORI
Taking any medicine?

NANASE
We just ran out, but, really, I’m really all right.

HIDENORI
I don’t want to catch it, okay?

NANASE
I see.

HIDENORI
How’d it go today?

NANASE
I practiced a gag.

HIDENORI
Gags are golden.

NANASE
But I just can’t seem to get it right.

HIDENORI
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Try it out.

NANASE
Okay…

timidly, flapping her arms
Well, I just flew in from Osaka, and boy are my planes, I mean arms, tired.

Nanase coughs.
HIDENORI
Are you all right?

NANASE
Yes, I’m fine. What did you think of the gag?

HIDENORI
It’s no good.

NANASE
Why not? It’s an old favorite!

HIDENORI
That gag won’t work for you. Find something else.

NANASE
But why…?
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HIDENORI
The harder you try, the more absurd it gets.

NANASE

crying
But why? I’ve been practicing so hard… ! My arms, my arms, my arms…

throwing herself at Hidenori
Please, help me!

Hidenori looks down at Nanase who squats down
and coughs violently.
HIDENORI
I’ve got a better one for you, Nanase. It’s called the “the Comăneci.”

NANASE
“Comăneci, the gymnast?”

HIDENORI
Watch me. I’ll show you. With practice, you’ll master this one.

NANASE
Okay.

HIDENORI1
Comăneci … Comăneci … Comăneci … Comăneci …

Hidenori keeps doing the Comăneci mechanically.
1

The joke refers to Nadia Comaneci’s high bikini line. Hidenori mechanically moves his arms diagonally from his
crotch to his waist, indicating the cut of her bikini.
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Nanase watches him intensely.
NANASE

covering her face with her hands
I’m scared!

HIDENORI
Of what?

NANASE
Nothing. Never mind.

Nanase has a coughing fit.
HIDENORI
Let’s just call it a day.

NANASE
But I …

HIDENORI
Never mind. That’s it for today.

NANASE
All right, then… Oh, I forgot to tell you, a woman came by to visit today. She said that your colleague
sent her.

HIDENORI
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To do what?

NANASE
She said that she’d help me with a new comedy routine to make you laugh. I think it’s a good idea. I’m
talentless, and Asuza’s funny looking, so if we work hard together, maybe we’ll make a good team.

HIDENORI
You’re going to work with her?

NANASE
Don’t worry. I’ll be careful not to irritate her.

HIDENORI
…

NANASE
By the way, you jogged for a long time today. How far did you go?

HIDENORI
All the way to Jusco.

NANASE
That far? Is your knee all right?

Hidenori climbs up to the upper bunk of the bed,
limping.
NANASE
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Are you sure you don’t want to switch beds?

HIDENORI
Are you saying that you want to be on top?

pause
Nanase turns on the bedside lamp and turns off the
room light. She crawls into bed.
NANASE
Do you think that you’ll come up with it tomorrow?

HIDENORI
I will come up with it tomorrow.

Nanase crosses off another day on the calendar.
NANASE
Good night, daddy.

Nanase turns off the lamp.
Blackout.
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‐9‐

Hidenori and Nanase’s room. Azusa is holding Nanase
by the hair and yelling at her. Hidenori is watching in
silence.

AZUSA
You just don’t get it, do you? This is supposed to be a skit! Why am I playing a wounded monkey and
staggering around the room alone? Huh?

NANASE
There’s no particular reason. I thought it might be avant garde.

AZUSA
Way too avant garde! Besides, there’s no dialogue, so it makes me look like a drunken hag!

NANASE
But I really think that this piece will inspire a revolution in the world of comedy.

AZUSA
Listen, dumpy, who needs a revolution? Are you trying to make fun of me or what?

NANASE
No, that’s not what I’m …

AZUSA

pointing at Hidenori
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And, do you really think you can make that miserable looking fellow laugh?
Hidenori, naked from the waist down, is bent over
double, with his pants around his ankles. He is
overtaken by a coughing fit.

NANASE

To Hidenori
Are you all right?

To Azusa
It’s all my fault. I gave him the cold.

AZUSA
Why are his pants down?

NANASE
That’s how he takes his temperature.

The thermometer beeps. Hidenori slowly removes it
from his rear end.
HIDENORI
It’s 102.

AZUSA
Are you kidding? You better go see a doctor, man.

HIDENORI

to himself
If I laugh, I’ll get better, won’t I?

Hidenori puts on a flu mask.
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AZUSA
Impossible! You haven’t laughed in six years! First of all, that’s weird. And then, you’ve asked her to
make you laugh, a girl with absolutely zero sense of humor!

NANASE
Azusa! Okay, let’s try a short comedy skit. I wrote the script.

AZUSA
You?

NANASE
This time, it’ll be full‐on dumb slapstick. Here you go. It’s titled “At the Minimart.”

Nanase hands the notebook to Azusa.
AZUSA

looking at the notebook
Are you sure this is gonna work?

NANASE
Yes, I’m sure! We have to make it work for daddy’s sake! Ready?

Announcing
“At the minimart!”

AZUSA

making the sound of an automatic door opening
“Weeeeen”

Hidenori coughs uncontrollably
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AZUSA

Entering the store
Good afternoon, I…

Hidenori coughs uncontrollably.
Azusa repeats her actions.
Good afternoon, I…

Hidenori coughs uncontrollably. He takes
something out of his mouth.
HIDENORI
The crown…popped off…‘cause I coughed!

NANASE
Oh dear!

HIDENORI
The crown…popped off…‘cause I coughed!

AZUSA
What’s wrong with this guy!

NANASE
I’m sorry. He’s not himself…it’s the fever.

AZUSA
So take him to the hospital!

Banjo enters.
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BANJO
Hello hello! How’s it going guys?

AZUSA
Banjo!

BANJO
I’ve been thinking about you guys, since I did introduce you. I brought you some snacks, Nanase.

NANASE
You didn’t have to, but thank you.

BANJO
What’s wrong with Mr. Yamane?

NANASE
He caught a cold. It’s a fever.

HIDENORI
I coughed …and this crown…!

BANJO
Is he taking anything for it?
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NANASE
We just ran out.

BANJO
Well then, let’s go get some!

He pulls Nanase by the arm.
NANASE
Now? Well, all right, I guess.

AZUSA
Hey, wait a minute, Banjo… !

BANJO

To Azusa
You take care of things here, all right? He’s in your hands.

Banjo, making sure Nanase’s not watching, points
at Hidenori who’s lying face down on the table,
Banjo and Nanase exit. Azusa is left alone with
Hidenori.
AZUSA
So....”daddy”, do you have any girlfriends?

HIDENORI
…

AZUSA
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If you don’t, maybe I could volunteer for the job.

HIDENORI
…

AZUSA
Just kidding.

HIDENORI
…

AZUSA
Come to think of it, have you ever even gone out with a girl?

HIDENORI
…

AZUSA
Have you ever had sex?

HIDENORI
…

AZUSA
Could it possibly be that you’re into her?
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HIDENORI
She irritates you, doesn’t she?

AZUSA
What?

HIDENORI
She always acts shy and fakes a smile, cause she’s so concerned about the feelings of others.

AZUSA
Well, yeah, she certainly does irritate me.

HIDENORI
She’s the kind of girl who makes people want to attack her. I don’t like her in the least, haven’t for
twelve years.

AZUSA
So what happened twelve years ago? You are seeking revenge on her, right?

HIDENORI

looking at Azusa
…

AZUSA
She told me that she’s waiting for it.
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HIDENORI
It’s not an ordinary kind of revenge.

AZUSA
I know, a revenge so awful that it’s beyond human imagination, even yours, and you can’t come up with
it.

HIDENORI
I’ve been thinking about it all this time. Nothing I come up with matches the damage she’s done.

AZUSA
So tell me. What exactly did she do to you?

The lights shift from Azusa and Hidenori to Nanase
and Banjo, walking. Nanase carries a paper bag.
BANJO
An accident?

NANASE
My parents and daddy’s were close, and so they used to take me to his place when I was a little girl. I
was an only child so I adored him as if we really were related. But then, when I was 14… Our two
families were driving back from a weekend trip we’d taken to celebrate daddy’s eighteenth birthday.
Daddy’s dad was behind the wheel and he was a little drunk. When we came to the railway crossing, he
tried to drive through even though the gate was coming down… I happened to be riding with daddy in
his family’s car since they let me play my favorite music. When the car stalled between the gates, his
father suddenly freaked out, and…

BANJO
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He panicked?

NANASE
Yes. In the end, only daddy and I survived the accident because we were in the back seat. But he still
suffers from it, from his right knee down, he’s…

Lights shift to Hidenori and Azusa, conversing.
HIDENORI
That’s why I will never forgive her.

AZUSA
Right.…Huh?

HIDENORI
She crushed my life to pieces.

AZUSA
Excuse me, but let me get this straight.

HIDENORI
My life has been turned upside down.

AZUSA
I understand that, but getting back to your story, what exactly did the girl do?

HIDENORI
She was riding in the car.
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AZUSA
That’s it? She has nothing to do with the accident?

HIDENORI
I don’t remember.

AZUSA
But you’re seeking revenge on her because she did something to you, right?

HIDENORI
Yes, she did it, I guess, but I don’t remember it very well.

AZUSA
Wait a fucking minute! Here you are, all grown up, and you want to take revenge on her something that
you can’t even remember? And it’s taken you twelve long years?

HIDENORI
As long as the need for revenge remains intact, that’s enough.

AZUSA
That makes no sense at all. Isn’t it because of … your leg? That’s it, your leg! Your plan was to be
sponsored by Adidas, but because of the injury, your bright future got shattered, isn’t that it?

HIDENORI
That’s it. I guess.
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AZUSA
I guess? Were you a really good runner?

HIDENORI
I ran track in junior high.

AZUSA
What about high school?

HIDENORI
I was in the art club.

AZUSA
In high school?

HIDENORI
I was into oil painting.

AZUSA
So, that means…

HIDENORI
But running meant much more to me than I thought! I only realized it after I was disabled!
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AZUSA
But that’s kind of…

HIDENORI
People realize how precious something is only after losing it! At least that’s how it was in my case!
That’s why I will never forgive her.

pause
AZUSA
I don’t get it.

Lights shift to Nanase and Banjo.
NANASE
After finishing high school, I went to Tokyo to temp. You know, the typical story: I wanted to start fresh
in a place where no one knew my past. It wasn’t working out at all, though, and I was totally lost. Then,
one day, daddy appeared, completely out of the blue. He was standing in front of the apartment. We’d
been in touch with each other periodically after the accident, but I was very surprised because it was all
so sudden. Then, daddy glared at me with those terrifying eyes and he said to me:

HIDENORI
I traced back to that point in my life when things weren’t screwed up, and I came across you as the
turning point.

NANASE
That’s what he said.

BANJO
What did he mean by that?
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NANASE
Let’s say, for example, that your wallet is missing. Don’t you review the actions of the day from the time
you left your house? Like, I had it when I bought the train ticket. I had it when I ate lunch. Just like that,
daddy traced backward from the present to the past, step by step, until he discovered that the accident
was the turning point which separated the life in order from the life screwed up.

BANJO
Even so, you guys were fine until Yamane decided on the turning point. Why did it take him six long
years?

NANASE
I don’t know, but I’m guessing that the grudge festered for years until finally it burst. So, as soon as he
realized where it all went wrong, he hopped on a bullet train and went straight to Tokyo…

BANJO
But Nanase, you were just riding in the car together, right?

NANASE
…

BANJO
Did you do anything?

NANASE

pasting on a smile
I don’t remember.

BANJO
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And you spent six years…

NANASE
The longer it went on, the more awkward it became to ask him.

BANJO
Nanase.

NANASE
Yes?

Banjo removes Nanase’s glasses.
BANJO
Ha! Just as I suspected. They’re fake.

NANASE
…

BANJO
As for your dumpy sweats, truth is they turn me on.

Lights shift back to Hidenori’s room. Hidenori rises
unsteadily.
AZUSA
Hey, where do you think you’re going?

HIDENORI
Your perfume is giving me a headache.
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Hidenori exits. Azusa, alone and bored, climbs up to the
upper bunk and lies down.

AZUSA
Whatever! You’ve never even had sex.
She brushes the pillow against her body to scent it, and
puts it back. Eventually, she notices the ceiling panel
which has been displaced slightly.

AZUSA

sliding open the panel
Oh?

pushing herself into the attic up to her waist
Oooh?

She pulls herself back out from the hole, and
replaces the panel.
Oooooh!
She sits on the bed to consider her discovery.

BANJO
We’re back!

NANASE
Daddy, sorry it took us so long. Here’s the medicine.

She finds Azusa sitting on the bed.
Where’s my daddy?

AZUSA
Dunno. He went out. Maybe for a jog?
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BANJO
A jog? That’ll work well for his fever.

NANASE
Jogging…

Nanase takes a quick glance at the ceiling, then
meets the gaze of Azusa who’s staring at her.
NANASE
Is something wrong, Azusa?

AZUSA
Banjo, come here for a minute.

BANJO
What the heck do you want?

Azusa yanks Banjo by the arm and takes him
outside.
BANJO

to Nanase
Well then, I’ll see you later. Get well soon!

NANASE
Thank you, and thanks for the snacks!

Banjo and Azusa, outside the house.
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BANJO
Hey, that hurts. What’s the matter with you anyway?

AZUSA
I’m telling you, they are really strange.

BANJO
I know. I told you so.

AZUSA
You have no idea. They are much weirder than you think, Banjo!

BANJO
You mean, you got daddy talking?

AZUSA
The guy says that he doesn’t remember why he needs to take revenge, but he will anyway, because
what’s clear is that he has to. What the heck do you make of that?

BANJO
Nanase doesn’t know why he’s holding the grudge either.

AZUSA
Then why don’t they just forget it!? If neither of them remembers, it’s like nothing happened! Why the
hell are they engaged in this revenge business if they don’t remember the cause? What are they really
up to?
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BANJO
Interesting. Just what I was thinking. Very interesting, right?

Azusa watches Banjo grinning.
What else, Azusa?

AZUSA

hesitating
Nothing in particular.

BANJO
Come on. You can do better than that.

AZUSA
There is one thing I just remembered.

BANJO
What is it?

AZUSA
Back in ninth grade, the whole class had it out for her. We razzed her pretty badly. When the teacher
found out, she called a class meeting. One by one, we had to stand up and explain why we’d bullied her.
One kid said “I just dislike her, that’s all. It’s instinct.” After that, everyone said pretty much the same
thing: “she makes me sick”, or “she just gets on my nerves,” or “No reason: that’s just how it is” – right
in front of her.

BANJO
Junior high kids are scary!
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AZUSA
Then the teacher told us to apologize on the spot, so all forty of us apologized, bowing our heads low
and saying “we will not dislike you any more”. From that day on, she was completely ignored by all of
us. In order not to dislike her, we had to avoid seeing her. That was our rationale.

BANJO
I see.

AZUSA
From that day on, we completely blocked out her entire existence. That’s how it was, until graduation.
Yeah, that’s how it was. It makes me nostalgic.

BANJO
Why are you recalling that now?

AZUSA
I’m just wondering which is worse.

BANJO
Both are terrible, if you ask me.

AZUSA
Right.

BANJO
Well, anyway, keep up the good work!
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AZUSA
You want to continue!?

BANJO
Even more reason to do so, after hearing your story.

AZUSA
No, no, no! Let’s just drop it! The end!

BANJO
Why? Come on. It’s fun.

AZUSA
‘Cause, Banjo, I know you’re trying to get close to her.

BANJO
No I’m not.

Banjo starts walking.
AZUSA
I warn you, you’d better stop. It’s creepy! I can’t explain why, but I know that those two are really sick
people!
They exit. The lights shift to the room. Music. Hidenori
is lying on the bunk bed. He brushes away Nanase’s
hand when she tries to put a cold towel on his forehead.

NANASE
I’ll go make some porridge.
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She exits to the back.
HIDENORI
Nanase ‐ I’m going out for a jog.

NANASE

from offstage
What about your fever?

HIDENORI
It’s down.

NANASE

from offstage
Okay, then. Have a good jog.

Hidenori groggily pulls himself into the attic. Nanase
takes out the notebook and starts working on her jokes.
She tilts her head a little toward the attic, and expresses
a sense of relief, which implies that she knows she’s
being watched.

Blackout.
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‐10‐

At work. Banjo, eating a rice ball, watches
Hidenori throw the switch.
BANJO
“Help! I don’t wanna die! Stop it! I’m innocent!” Just kidding.

HIDENORI
…

BANJO
You took some time off to get healthy. Are you all better now?

HIDENORI
…

BANJO
Oops, are you upset? I was just kidding. A bad joke.

HIDENORI
I don’t mind. People die when they die.

BANJO
They also survive when they survive.
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HIDENORI
I’ve got to get going.

BANJO
Hey, wait, please. I have some questions for you. What kind of kid were you, Yamane?

HIDENORI
…

BANJO
I hate eating alone.

HIDENORI
What kind of kid?

BANJO
I mean knowing a girl like Nanase since you were small…I’m wondering if that had any effect on your
personality.

HIDENORI
Kids just wail and snivel. They don’t care who’s cute or not.

BANJO
I see. So you’re the kind who gradually becomes aware. You gradually notice that the girl you’ve been
playing with has been getting sexier by the day.
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HIDENORI
I have no idea what you’re talking about.

BANJO
Yamane, you must have had terrible acne in high school. I can still see the pockmarks.

HIDENORI
…

BANJO
So I’m wondering how it felt, during that awkward age, to see the girl next door getting sexier by the
day... wonder how it felt to walk together in front of others. Did you get paranoid like, “I wonder if
she’s ashamed of me?”

HIDENORI
I’ve got to get going.

Banjo. amused, watches Hidenori exit.
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‐11‐

Nanase is massaging Azusa with a portable electric
massager
AZUSA
Not like that! I told you, lower!

NANASE
You mean, here?

AZUSA
Why are you going all the way down? You can’t do anything right!

NANASE
I’m sorry.

AZUSA
Ow…ouch!

NANASE
What’s the matter? Are you all right?

AZUSA
Too strong!

Nanase steps away from Azusa in a slight panic.
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AZUSA
Give it here! I’ll do it myself!

NANASE
I’m sorry, Azusa.

AZUSA
You really are useless.

NANASE

a shy giggle
He he.

AZUSA

to herself
What an idiot!

NANASE
An idiot?

AZUSA
Hey, stop listening! Can’t you see I’m talking to myself?

NANASE
Whoops, sorry.
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AZUSA
What could Banjo possibly see in a girl like this?

noticing that Nanase is listening
Hey!

NANASE
Sorry! Well, I better get back to my training.

Nanase drops an empty tin basin on her head
repeatedly.
NANASE
What a beautiful day!

dropping the basin
No, that’s not it. What a beautiful day!

dropping the basin again
Almost!

Azusa, using the massage machine on herself,
watches Nanase.
AZUSA
Hey, I know you’re waiting for daddy’s revenge, and that’s fine, but what about the apology you owe
me?

NANASE
What?

AZUSA

Like I said, I still remember what you did to me in high school.
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NANASE
Yes...

AZUSA
I’m not interested in revenge and stuff like that which gains me nothing. I want you to do something
that benefits me practically.

NANASE
Benefits you practically?

AZUSA
I’m just saying that you need to make up for the pain I suffered.

NANASE
How would I do that?

AZUSA
Easy. You just have to make Banjo dislike you. That’s all.

NANASE

taking a moment to think
Any other options?

AZUSA

adjusting the massage machine
…
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NANASE
You know, Azusa, the one thing I can’t bear is being disliked by people.

AZUSA
So then, I’ll dislike you, and believe me that’s the last thing you want. I’m intense. They say I hate with
so much passion that I might as well be madly in love.

NANASE
Azusa …

AZUSA
Banjo said that he wants me to meet his parents soon.

NANASE

taking a moment to think
…Okay…I’ve got it! You want to turn the relationship around, right? You want to shake up the routine
and find passionate love.

AZUSA
I guess you could put it that way.

NANASE
No problem! I can manage that. Leave it to me!

Nanase takes a cell phone out of Asuza’s bag.
AZUSA
Hey, what are you up to?
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Lights shift to Banjo, whose cell phone is ringing..

BANJO
What’s up, Azus… Nanase? What a pleasant surprise. What? Right now? Sure. Why not? Actually, I
was just thinking about stopping by. Yep, I’m in the neighborhood. I’m over by that new condo. Yep,
yep. I’ll bring snacks. Okay! See you soon!
Lights shift back to Nanase and Azusa.

NANASE

hanging up
He’s coming, he’s coming!

AZUSA
You mean, Banjo’s coming here now?

NANASE
Azusa, quick! Put these on!

She takes off her sweats and hands them to Azusa.
And these too.

She hands her the glasses.
AZUSA
Wait a sec. Why would I wear such dumpy…

NANASE
Banjo likes them!

AZUSA
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What?

NANASE
They seem to turn him on, so you two should give it a shot alone first.

AZUSA
What about you?

NANASE
I’ll hide in the kitchen. Try a few different things, and if it’s not working, just send him to me and I’ll take
care of it.

AZUSA
I don’t get it. What are you up to?

NANASE
Azusa, say “I love you” in a charming way.

AZUSA
What?

NANASE
Just try!

AZUSA

hesitantly
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I love you.

pause
NANASE
I know how to make romance, so don’t worry. This scheme should definitely work! Let’s give it a shot.
We’ve got nothing to lose!

AZUSA

No way. It’s too risky.
NANASE
Go, Azusa, go! You rock!

AZUSA
I just don’t feel like this is a…

Nanase hides in the back room. Shortly thereafter,
Banjo enters.
BANJO
Hello Nanase! … Azusa? What in the world are you wearing?

AZUSA
I’m not really sure.

BANJO
Believe me, you look awful.

He looks around the room.
Is Nanase in the kitchen?
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AZUSA
Uh‐huh.

pause
Banjo, standing, lights a cigarette. Eventually romantic
music starts playing in the kitchen.

BANJO
What’s with the music?

AZUSA
Banjo.

BANJO
Huh?

AZUSA
Would you go to the kitchen for me?

BANJO

puzzled
Uh huh.
Azusa watches Banjo enter the kitchen. Shortly
thereafter, the sound of a tin basin dropping, then that
of a man falling down.

NANASE
Come here, Azusa!

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

101

Azusa goes to the back room, then with Nanase carries
out Banjo who is unconscious. They lay him on the
bottom bunk.

NANASE
Do you want me to take off his pants?

AZUSA
I’ll do it.
Azusa mounts Banjo and puts her hands on his belt to
undo it, but stops in the middle and ponders.

NANASE
Azusa?

AZUSA
Sorry, but this isn’t quite what I had in mind.

NANASE
It isn’t?

AZUSA
I know you went to a lot of trouble to knock him out, but…

NANASE
What part don’t you like about it?
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AZUSA
I guess the rape part.

NANASE
But if he gets you pregnant, we’ll be all set. We’ll take a photo and offer it as proof, and that way Banjo
won’t be able to dump you.

AZUSA

humoring Nanase, as if she were a child
That’s true. But what I really and truly want is to… go to Disneyland and share cotton candy. We’ll take
pictures together in a photo booth and choose the heart shaped frame. So I’m not really into a plan
that’ll mess things up later.

NANASE
Is that right? I should have asked you beforehand about your likes and dislikes. Judging from your
appearance, I thought you wouldn’t mind.

AZUSA
No, I’m not at all like that. I’m no good at rape, even though it may look like I should be.

NANASE
I had no idea. So, what should we do with Banjo now?

AZUSA
…

Nanase and Azusa look down at Banjo who is
unconscious.
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AZUSA
Did he see your face?

NANASE
I attacked him from behind so, no.

Azusa grabs her bag and clothes and rushes to the
front door.
NANASE
Azusa, where are you going?

AZUSA
I’m going home, so you take care of the rest.

NANASE
What?

AZUSA
Whatever happens – even at the cost of your life, make sure he doesn’t find out I was involved. From
the start, I haven’t been here, got it? You have to take full responsibility.

Azusa exits.
NANASE
Oh no! What should I do?

Suddenly, Banjo grabs Nanase by the wrist.
BANJO
Nanase…

He tries to get up.
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Man, that hurt. What’s going on?

NANASE
Um…um…
Lights shift to the outside where Hidenori, who is
coming home, and Azusa, still wearing sweats, run into
each other.

HIDENORI
I want to ask you a favor. Please don’t visit us anymore.

AZUSA
You think I’m visiting by choice? No way! My day job’s hard enough.

HIDENORI
Then why?

AZUSA
It’s because you guys are up to weird shit, and Banjo’s hooked on that. If you want him to leave you
alone, try to be normal. Stop doing crazy stuff and live a normal life like a normal person!

HIDENORI
I am normal.

AZUSA
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Oh really? You don’t remember the cause of the accident, you can’t come up with a way to avenge
your grudge, you throw the death switch without a blink, and you haven’t laughed once in six years, and
still you call yourself normal?

HIDENORI
…

AZUSA
Oh, and we shouldn’t forget that you enjoy spying from the attic.

HIDENORI

looking at Azusa in surprise
…

AZUSA

How long have you been doing that? Are you aware that in the eyes of society you are a
complete freak?
HIDENORI

What’s wrong with keeping a close eye on the object of revenge? When I watch like that, I’m
always thinking.
AZUSA
Why don’t you admit that you want to have sex with her even though you don’t like her? You do want
to have sex with that girl, right? But after all this time, you’re in no position to ask for it, so you sneak
peeks to get your kicks.

HIDENORI
You’re one to talk.
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AZUSA
Why not ask? She’ll let you do it right away. I tell you, she was very active in high school.

pause
All the boys at our school said that she’d never say “no”. It’s true. That girl would sleep with
anyone. She didn’t say no when her friend’s boyfriend asked her. What do you think of that?
She’s totally hopeless.
Hidenori walks toward his house avoiding Azusa. Azusa
yells after him.
She knows that you’re peeking and she’s still at it!
Ignoring Azusa, Hidenori tries to open the door, but,
hearing voices inside, he freezes.

BANJO

I see. My memory’s a bit shaky cause of the head bump, but was that you, Nanase, looking like
Azusa?
NANASE
Yes, something like that.

BANJO
Wow. I can’t recall a thing. Sorry for the trouble.

NANASE
The trouble?

BANJO
Of lugging me to the bed – you did it all by yourself, right?
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NANASE
Um, yes, but it wasn’t too bad.
Hidenori steps away from the door and exits to the back
of the house.

BANJO
What am I doing? I’m here thanks to your special invitation, Nanase…

NANASE
My invitation?

BANJO
Everything’s all right now, so we can get to the point.

NANASE
The point?

BANJO
Well, I’ve been aware of it for a while. Actually it’s pretty obvious. It’s hard not to notice the ambience.

NANASE
…Oh that!
Nanase hurries to the kitchen to turn off the music, then
returns.
That was um…
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BANJO
Sweats look okay on you, but this outfit suits you much better.
Nanase, realizing that she’s in her underclothes,
hurriedly wraps herself in a small towel.

NANASE
No, Azusa has my clothes, I mean, no, she wasn’t here, so…

BANJO
I gather that you’re seducing me.
Banjo draws close to Nanase. Hidenori appears in the
attic – he knows another way to get up there from the
outside. He peeks down through the panel. Banjo takes
Nanase’s face in his hands, and closes in.

NANASE

on the verge of crying
Um, um, um…

BANJO
Huh?

pulling away a little from Nanase
Did I misunderstand something?

NANASE
Ye…Yes…

She nods several times, smiling.
BANJO
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So, it was all my misunderstanding? Well, it did seem a little strange, being that it was so sudden.

NANASE
I…I’m sorry that I didn’t explain myself well…

BANJO
Still, it’s not a big deal, is it?

NANASE
…?

BANJO
Well, because, Nanase, like you said before, when you lead someone on, you’re prepared to take
responsibility.

Banjo takes Nanase’s wrist and pulls her closer.
NANASE
Um, um, um…

BANJO
We can’t stop now, can we?

Banjo mounts Nanase.
HIDENORI
…!
Hidenori, feeling deeply uncomfortable, crawls to the
panel where he usually climbs in. He silently opens the
panel, and starts to speak.
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HIDENORI
St‐St.../

NANASE

raising her voice to drown out Hidenori
If I do it…

Hidenori freezes.
NANASE
If I do it, will you treat Azusa well!?

BANJO
Azusa?

NANASE
That way, neither of you will dislike me!

pause
BANJO
I see. Got it… No problem. Will do.
Banjo removes the towel which was covering Nanase’s
body. Hidenori, feeling powerless, drops his head and
starts crawling toward the other exit…

…but slowly crawls back to the hole and starts
peeking down.
Music.
Blackout.
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‐12‐

A few days later. Hidenori and Nanase’s room. Hidenori
reads in bed while the other three play a board game.
Azusa is sitting next to Banjo, leaning on him.

AZUSA
Oh my god! Look, Banjo, I got six again! What should I do? I’m on a roll. I love this game. I just love it,
Banjo.

BANJO
Good for you.

AZUSA
I’m thirsty.

She drinks juice.
Wow, this juice is good! It’s sooo good, Banjo!

BANJO
Good for you.

AZUSA
Here, you drink some too!

Banjo and Azusa drink together from the same glass
using two straws.
NANASE
Daddy, do you want me to spin for you?
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HIDENORI
You don’t have to ask every time.

NANASE
Here we go!

She spins the roulette wheel.
AZUSA

looking at the wheel
Look at that! The wheel spins so well.

NANASE
Three.

She moves Hidenori’s piece.
Daddy, this is your chance for stardom. Want it?

HIDENORI

giving the matter serious consideration
Yes.

NANASE
All right. You’ve given up your job at the trading company and joined a chart‐topping boy band. For
your music lessons, you need to pay $10,000 in advance.

HIDENORI
That much?
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AZUSA
Your turn, Banjo. Spin, spin!

BANJO
Right.

AZUSA
Two, it’s a two. Number two!

BANJO
I heard you the first time.

NANASE
Let’s see… You’re getting married.

BANJO
Even though I’m unemployed?

NANASE
You’ll have a baby.

BANJO
I can’t afford tuition.

NANASE
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You’re due a one hundred thousand yen gift from each player for your bridal and baby showers.

AZUSA

paying the money
But in real life, you have a secure job in the public sector.

BANJO
You could say that.

AZUSA
Banjo, remember how the senior director has been harassing me at work?

BANJO
Yeah.

AZUSA
If you think it’s a good idea, I’m willing to quit my job.

BANJO
I don’t mind.

AZUSA
You mean, you don’t mind me quitting my job?

BANJO
I mean that I don’t mind you keeping it.
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NANASE

to herself
Oh no! We’ve been snatched up by a corporate raider.

AZUSA
But why?

BANJO
Think about it. You’re already 26. I don’t want to see my girl getting bossed around by the teenaged
manager of a burger joint.

AZUSA
But …! I just don’t want any guys, other than you, touching me anymore, and…look!

taking a resume out from her handbag
I’ve already updated my resume, and am interviewing for a part time job!

NANASE
Daddy, your agent is asking if you want to write a tell‐all exposé of your band and get major media
attention. Will you write one?

HIDENORI

after serious consideration
I’ll write one.

NANASE
An ex‐member of the band has sued you for libel. The case will be brought before the Supreme Court.
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HIDENORI
The Supreme Court!?

BANJO
What kind of job are you applying for?

AZUSA
Spokesgirl at the auto show.

BANJO
Huh.

looking at her resume
The stuff you wrote here won’t fly for that.

AZUSA
You don’t think so?

BANJO
Certainly not. Spokesgirl is a competitive job. Okay, I’ll rewrite it so you’ll get hired.

AZUSA
That’d be great!

BANJO
First of all, why did you say that your hobby is reading?
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AZUSA
It’s a lie, but… won’t it work?

BANJO
They’ll think you’re a bookworm. Let’s change it and say that your hobby is “buck naked!”

He writes it in.
AZUSA
Huh? What does it mean that my hobby is “buck naked?”

BANJO
It means that you take it all off once you’re home, and get naked. They’re not gonna make you show it,
so it’s a good idea to blow their minds.

AZUSA
I see. Got it.

BANJO
For your future goals, why don’t we put “kill the President,” so that they know you think big. For your
assets put “slutty” and for your flaws, let’s put “Most of my relatives are ugly.” Okay?

AZUSA
Are you sure that I’ll get hired with this kind of…

BANJO
Don’t you trust your boyfriend?
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AZUSA
Of course! I trust you! ‘Cause you’re my boyfriend! Thank you! I love you to death, Banjo!

She throws herself at Banjo, embracing him.
BANJO
I love you too.

AZUSA
I love you to death!

She throws herself at Banjo again.
BANJO
I love you too.

AZUSA
I love you to death!

She throws herself at Banjo again.
Banjo, who was laughing, gets angry and slaps
Azusa on the cheek.
AZUSA
…

BANJO
You better get going or you’ll be late.

AZUSA
Yes.

Azusa grabs her bag and exits.

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

119

NANASE
The game.

BANJO
What?

NANASE
It’s your turn, Banjo.

BANJO
Right! Sorry I got distracted. Let’s stop playing. We only started because that girl made a fuss about it.

NANASE
Well, I don’t mind, but…

She looks at Hidenori. Hidenori closes his book
and climbs down from the upper bunk. He walks
toward the door.
BANJO
Yamane, are you going somewhere?

HIDENORI
Jogging‐time.

BANJO
So would you get us some rice balls or something?
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HIDENORI
What kind?

BANJO
Any kind is fine.

HIDENORI
I’ll get you a weird kind.

BANJO
I’d like a normal kind of rice ball, please.

Hidenori exits.
BANJO
Is he faking it?

NANASE
What?

BANJO
Typical. “The injured leg actually works just fine.”

NANASE
I don’t think that’s possible. We were taken to the hospital together, and I was right beside him when
the doctor explained the injury.
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BANJO
Is that so? By the way, Nanase, you cheated, huh?

NANASE
On what?

BANJO
The game. Your card read that you bought a car, got into an accident, and were hospitalized. You were
supposed to receive money from each of us as a token of sympathy. You shouldn’t make up stories.
You need to do a better job if you’re secretly going to help others win.

NANASE
I’m sorry.

BANJO
But that’s your charm as well.

Banjo touches Nanase’s body.
NANASE
…

BANJO
Is something wrong?

NANASE
Um, I don’t think we should be doing this kind of …

She starts to say something, but changes her mind.
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Nothing. Never mind.

BANJO
You do understand that if you don’t let me, I’ll have no reason to be kind to Azusa. And then I’ll dislike
you for jilting me, and tell Azusa the real reason why I was kind to her, then Azusa will hate you too…
No, that’s no fun. No one wins that game. For now, this is all good. Let’s get past the guilt, we’ve done
it enough.

NANASE
Yes…

BANJO
Are you all right?

NANASE
Yes…

BANJO
Well, then, that’s that.

Banjo starts pulling off Nanase’s sweats. Hidenori
has sneaked up to the attic and is peeking in.
BANJO
Do you want to do it in the bed for a change?

NANASE
But there’s not much space, and…
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glancing at the ceiling
…that could be dangerous.

BANJO
I don’t mind it here if you don’t.

Suddenly, Azusa enters.
AZUSA
Hey, I came back to get my resume ‘cause I forgot…

pause
…what are you doing!?

NANASE
Azusa! I want to explain…!

AZUSA
You… Is it possible that you’ve done it again!?

NANASE
But Azusa, it’s not what you think!

AZUSA
It’s not? Banjo?

BANJO
It’s not, you idiot! Can’t you see? This is just something that…

thinking and talking at the same time
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...men and women do together naked.

AZUSA
Sex, you mean!

BANJO
Right. Sex…but not the kind of sex you think.

AZUSA
Sex is sex!

BANJO
Fine. Sex.

NANASE
Banjo…

pause
…Azusa …

AZUSA
It did occur to me…

NANASE
What?

AZUSA
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It did occur to me that maybe Banjo was treating me nicely to get closer to you. I’m no fool. But I tried
very hard not to think about it, telling myself, what I don’t know can’t hurt me, as if the thought didn’t
exist. If you want to deceive me, do it right! You can’t do anything right!

NANASE
I’m so sorry … I only wanted to make you happy, Azusa.

AZUSA
You’re the same as ever! If you’re so aware of how I feel, how can you let Banjo’s dick in you!? If you
care about my feelings, you don’t let something like that inside you!

NANASE
I…I’m sorry.

BANJO
Don’t be so harsh. Nanase’s crying.

AZUSA
Banjo, why are you taking her side!?

BANJO
Because you’re strong. You’re okay, even with this, right?

AZUSA
How could I possibly be okay?

BANJO
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You’re okay. You really are.

AZUSA
It’s because you always play the meek victim that people think I’m bullying you!

BANJO
Hey, where are you going?
Azusa strides toward the back room, then returns with a
chopping knife.

BANJO
Azusa!

AZUSA
Since people think I’m bullying you, I might as well really bully you! It’s all so stupid! I had to practice
comedy skits every day with this irritating girl. Do you have any idea how stressful it’s been for me? I’ve
been trying very hard not to lose patience. I’ve been working much harder than you. You only care
about not being disliked. Why don’t you get it?

BANJO
Stop it! It’s dangerous!

AZUSA
It’s not the first time! You’ve made a fool of me twice!

She cries.
NANASE

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

127

Azusa, I’m really sorry.

AZUSA
“I’m only thinking of myself!”

NANASE
…?

AZUSA
Say it! “I’ve only been thinking of myself and nothing else!”

BANJO
What’s the point of this?

NANASE
I…I’ve only been thinking …

BANJO
Nanase.

NANASE
I’ve only been thinking of myself and nothing else.

pause
How was that, Azusa? All right?

AZUSA
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You really are a stupid idiot! Why don’t you hurry up and die?

NANASE
What didn’t you like? The way I said it? I’m only thinking of myself. Still not right? I’m only thinking of
myself. It’s tricky, isn’t it?

AZUSA
I give up. I can’t bear a girl like you. I just don’t like you.

She tries to stab Nanase with the knife.
BANJO
Azusa!

HIDENORI
Stop!

Hidenori has removed the ceiling panel and is
leaning down from the attic, suspending his upper
body into the room.
HIDENORI
Stop.

BANJO
What? Yamane?

AZUSA

laughing
So, you were watching again. Who’d want to stab a worthless girl like her!
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Azusa throws the knife on the floor.
Now I get it. My apologies. If I hadn’t intervened, you could have watched these two screwing to your
heart’s content.

BANJO
Watching… What? Nanase?

NANASE
…

BANJO
You’re kidding, right? You mean, all this time we’ve been doing it, we’ve been watched?

AZUSA
I told you! These two are really sick! There’s no room for you to come between them.

HIDENORI
Nanase.

Hidenori drops down to the bed.
NANASE
Daddy.

pause
I had no idea you were doing that.

AZUSA

to Nanase
Wait a minute.
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HIDENORI
Of course, you had no idea at all.

NANASE
I had no idea, indeed.

AZUSA
What are you two talking about?

Music. Blackout.
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At home.

NANASE
When did you start?

HIDENORI
About three years ago. I noticed that one of the ceiling panels was loose and just couldn’t stop myself.

NANASE
Wait. Does this mean that you haven’t been jogging? Gosh I’m dumb. How embarrassing.

HIDENORI
It never occurred to you that you were being watched, right?

NANASE
Of course not. It’s a big surprise.

HIDENORI
I bet. There’s no reason to imagine such a thing.

pause
NANASE
Why did you do it?
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HIDENORI
To consider my revenge.

NANASE
Right… Well then, it couldn’t be helped. But …what should we do?

pause
Usually, when things like this happen… living together becomes impossible, don’t you think?

HIDENORI
Yes. Maybe you’re right.

NANASE
But what about your revenge? Don’t you need to take revenge on me? It’s all my fault, isn’t it?

HIDENORI
But I forgot the cause. I don’t remember a thing.

NANASE
…

HIDENORI
You don’t want to live like this any longer, do you?

NANASE
Well I …
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HIDENORI
Do you think we can just go on like before?

NANASE
…

HIDENORI
It’s too much, right?

NANASE
Maybe it is. It’s really up to you – if you’re annoyed and bothered by me, then I shouldn’t stay, and if
you tell me to leave then I should because…

HIDENORI
All right, then.

pause
You can leave me.

NANASE
What?

HIDENORI
I give up my revenge.

NANASE
Are you sick of it all?
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HIDENORI
…

NANASE
Of course, I understand. Any guy would get sick of spending all his time with a girl like me. I’m sorry I
didn’t notice earlier.

HIDENORI
But what about you? Don’t you mind?

NANASE
If it’s what you want, daddy… It’s what you want, so I understand...

HIDENORI
Perfect timing, huh?

NANASE
Timing? That’s right, it’s your birthday tomorrow. Wow! What timing. So, as long as I leave by day’s
end tomorrow, that’ll work, right?

HIDENORI
If you want to leave so soon, it’s fine with me.

NANASE
If that’s better for you …
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pause
Wow. This is all happening so fast. Well, I’m sure I can manage because I have hardly anything to take
with me, but… what am I supposed to do now? I guess I should call my mom.

Hidenori stands up and moves toward the bed.
NANASE
Are you going to sleep?

Nanase, as usual, gets into her own bed.
So then tomorrow will you…. that’s right, there’s no more need to think up a revenge..

HIDENORI
Since this is our last night, why don’t we say things that we don’t really mean.

NANASE
What?

HIDENORI
We’re going to say things that we don’t really mean. Since it’s not really what we’re thinking, we won’t
have to read between the lines. Focus on words, and just say things that you don’t really mean.

NANASE
You mean we should lie?

HIDENORI
‘Cause nothing will come of it even if we tell the truth.

NANASE
Yes. Nothing will come of it.
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HIDENORI
So, it’s fine to lie.

NANASE
Yes, it’s fine to lie.

HIDENORI
Do you regret getting involved with a guy like me?

NANASE
… No, I don’t.

HIDENORI
Do you think that you’ve wasted six precious years of your life living like this?

NANASE
I don’t think so.

HIDENORI
Did I do something wrong?

NANASE
You didn’t do anything wrong.
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HIDENORI
You don’t want to leave me, do you?

NANASE
I don’t want to leave you.

HIDENORI
You’re lying about all this, right?

NANASE
Yes, I’m lying, and this is a lie too, but if we had continued to live together, we could have been
reasonably happy. I’m lying again.

HIDENORI
Even if it’s a lie, don’t you wish you could have been carefree, at least with me?

NANASE
Then you wouldn’t have wanted to live with me, cause I really am high maintenance.

HIDENORI
I don’t like high maintenance.

NANASE
See, you don’t like someone who’s a handful.

HIDENORI
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I’m sorry that I don’t like high maintenance. I’m sorry I can’t say to you, I’m all right with it even if you
are a handful.

NANASE
That’s okay. I’ve always told myself not to expect anything, so, I’m all right.

pause
HIDENORI
Had I known that we’d end up in this kind of situation, I’d have been more... I don’t know what…
There’s not much left to lie about anymore, so why don’t we go to sleep?

NANASE
Good night, Hidenori Yamane.

Nanase turns off the bedside lamp.
Blackout.
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Banjo and Azusa wait on a street corner.
BANJO
Nasty day, isn’t it?

AZUSA
They say it’s supposed to rain tonight.

BANJO
What time is it?

AZUSA
Five minutes till. But we can’t get into the restaurant until half past.

BANJO
Then we’ve got a little time to kill. Is it close to here?

AZUSA
Yep. It’s right around the corner.

BANJO
Really? I don’t remember anything like that around here.
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AZUSA
I think it just opened. I went there for drinks with friends and liked it a lot.

BANJO
Did you get him a present?

AZUSA
Yes. Nothing special, though. It doesn’t need to be expensive, does it?

BANJO
Since we’re paying for dinner too, no.

getting bored just waiting…
Azusa, Azusa.

AZUSA
What?

BANJO
Check out that guy over there, he looks really weird.

AZUSA
What? Where?

BANJO
Over there. See that guy?

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

141

AZUSA
Where?

BANJO
The guy in the business suit.

AZUSA
Where?

BANJO
You have to look where I’m pointing.

AZUSA
Oh, that guy. Yeah, you’re right. Who’s he mumbling to?

BANJO
To the billboard, I guess.

AZUSA
That’s pathetic. I’m surprised to see a guy like him out here in the sticks.

BANJO
Hey, take a closer look. It’s your father!

AZUSA
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laughing
Yeah right.

BANJO
It’s true, It’s your father!

AZUSA
I’m telling you to stop.

BANJO

sounding like an older man
Azusa, why don’t you ever come home?

AZUSA
I do visit.

BANJO
Look, here comes Yamane! Azusa, quick! Give me the stuff.

AZUSA
What stuff?

BANJO
The popper thingies! The ones we just bought at the minimart. They have little strings, and when you
pull them they go pop!

AZUSA
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Oh those. Give me a sec here.

BANJO

To Hidenori
Oh, hi Yamane! How did you get here?

HIDENORI
By bus.

BANJO
You took a bus, did you?

To Azusa
Hey. What’s the holdup?

AZUSA
Found them! Here you go.

She hands a firecracker to Banjo.
BANJO
Happy Birthday Yamane!

He sets off the firecracker.
AZUSA
Happy thirtieth!

HIDENORI
Thanks.
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AZUSA
Come on. You look so unhappy. Wear this hat. Let’s see a little more of that birthday spirit!

She puts a paper party hat on Hidenori’s head.
BANJO
Hey, what are you doing? That’s embarrassing.

AZUSA
I’m just trying to make things a little more festive. Look at him, he looks totally depressed. He needs a
lift.

BANJO
That doesn’t make it right to slap a party hat on him out here in public. You’ve got to think before you
act. Yamane looks like a total dunce in that hat.

HIDENORI
The two of you…

BANJO
Huh?

HIDENORI
The two of you didn’t break up after all.

BANJO
Yeah. Well, after all that, we talked things out, and … yep. We’re still together.
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AZUSA
I told Banjo everything that I’d been thinking. And then…

BANJO
I misunderstood her. Because of her manner, I thought, “well she’s got a lot of nerve”, but after
listening closely, I’ve come to understand that she’s actually quite delicate and sensitive, and I realized
how much I’ve hurt her.

AZUSA
I revealed my true self to Banjo, and he understood me. So, I feel like I’m ready to forgive you guys for
all you’ve done to me.

BANJO
That’s silly. We’re the ones who should be asking for forgiveness. Seriously, Yamane, I’m really sorry for
all the trouble we caused. Of course you did peek in while I was having sex, though I think I deserved it,
and certainly, it will never happen again. Mr. Yamane, please be our guest tonight. Eat and drink as
much as you like! It’s on us. Where’s Nanase?

HIDENORI
She’s not coming.

BANJO
She isn’t?

AZUSA
But I made reservations for four.

BANJO
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Why isn’t she coming?

HIDENORI
She’s leaving today.

BANJO
What?

HIDENORI
She’s supposed to be gone before I get home.
At home. Nanase enters from the kitchen with her
suitcase. She is dressed neatly, no longer in sweats, and
not wearing glasses.

BANJO
Could this all be… our fault? It must be, right?

HIDENORI
We couldn’t have gone on like that anyway, so this was meant to be. It’s all good. Finally, I can be a
normal person.

BANJO
Mr. Yamane.

HIDENORI
Where’s the restaurant?
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AZUSA
It’s right around the corner, but…

to Hidenori who’s started walking away
Are you really sure that you’re okay with this?

BANJO
Yamane, let’s go back to your place and stop Nanase from leaving.

HIDENORI
No use at this point.

BANJO
It’s still not too late.

HIDENORI
It’s over.

pause
Let’s go to the restaurant.

AZUSA
It’s starting to sprinkle.

Hidenori walks off alone. Azusa and Banjo
hesitantly follow.
Nanase is in Hidenori’s room, making a phone call.
NANASE

in a completely different lower tone of voice
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Hello. Mom? It’s me. … Yes, long time no speak. I’m fine. Where’s that man? Really? Nothing seems
to have changed, then … No, it’s not for money that I’m calling. Why are you talking to me like that? …
I’m calling because… I’m thinking about coming home….to your place. What’s that? Just me – I’m
alone. Job? I’ll look for one, but, can you please stop talking to me like that? Here I am calling for the
first time in six years, and you’re making me crazy. What? I’m talking normal. This is the way I talk.
You’re the one who sounds hostile.

sighing
Never mind. It’s too draining. Anyway, I’m coming home. I can’t talk on the phone anymore. No, I
can’t. I have to hang up. Sorry, I’m hanging up.
Nanase hangs up the receiver and lies down on the bed.
Banjo, Azusa and Hidenori enter from where they just
exited.

BANJO
Hey Azusa. Which way is it? There’s nothing like that around here.

AZUSA
How strange. I’d swear that it was nearby the last time I came.

BANJO
You’re sure that the minimart is on the way, right, so which way from here? Straight ahead, or back the
other way?

AZUSA
Ahead!

BANJO
You said back a minute ago, remember?

AZUSA
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Then it’s back.

BANJO
What do you mean by “then”? You don’t remember, do you?

AZUSA
Ahead!

BANJO
Straight ahead?

AZUSA
Back!

BANJO
Which is it? Don’t get us lost. Yamane, I’m so sorry. I’ll have her find the way.

to Azusa
Come on!

AZUSA
But I…

She notices Hidenori starting to chuckle.
AZUSA
Hey, what are you…
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BANJO
Mr. Yamane ?

HIDENORI

laughing
I remembered. I just remembered.

BANJO
About what?

HIDENORI
I remember! I remember !

AZUSA
The reason for revenge?

HIDENORI
I remember it! I remember it now!

Hidenori, laughing his head off, throws away the
umbrella and runs off.
BANJO
Yamane! Wait! Let’s take my car if you want to go home!

pause
AZUSA
I don’t know what’s going on, but I think we’d better follow him.
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BANJO
Let’s go!

Banjo runs off.
AZUSA
I said “follow”, not “run”! Wait for me, Banjo!
Nanase rises from the bed. She removes the calendar
from the wall, crumples it, and throws it in the waste
basket. For a short while, she simply stands in the room.
Then, when she is about to leave with her suitcase,
Hidenori, out of breath, enters with Banjo who’s giving
him a shoulder to lean on.

BANJO
Yamane, you can’t run at all. You‘d have much more stamina if you’d really been jogging all this time.

NANASE
Daddy…

HIDENORI
Don’t leave, Nanase.
He walks toward Nanase unsteadily, and knocks over
Nanase’s suitcase.
I remember…the cause of the accident. I remember it clearly! You are to be blamed. We cannot wipe it
away !

NANASE
What?
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HIDENORI
You said “back up!” That’s why! When our car got trapped between the rail gates, I told Dad to go
forward. But you said “back up”, so Dad got confused and panicked… It’s all your fault. If only you
hadn’t said anything!

NANASE
It’s my fault… ?

HIDENORI
That’s right! It’s completely your fault! I have to take revenge on you! I certainly do!

BANJO
I’m so glad that you remembered, Yamane!

He’s getting excited for Hidenori.
HIDENORI
I am going to take the worst revenge on you!

BANJO
That’s right! The worst revenge! Although he hasn’t come up with it yet!

Hidenori and Banjo are laughing their heads off.
Look, Yamane’s laughing his head off! Azusa, take a picture!

Asuza starts taking pictures of Yamane.
AZUSA

with hesitation
Excuse me, but may I…?
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BANJO
Hey, don’t ruin it!

AZUSA
But I just realized…

BANJO
What now?

AZUSA
After all, these two survived because they were sitting in the back seat.

BANJO
Yeah?

AZUSA
So that means that backing up was the right thing to do. Wasn’t it?

pause
BANJO
What are you talking about?

AZUSA
I mean, if the car had moved forward, all of them could have been killed, right?

BANJO
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thinking for a moment
Was that the case, Mr. Yamane?

HIDENORI
…

He is frozen on the spot with a blank look.
NANASE
Daddy… Mr. Yamane …?

HIDENORI
It’s all my fault?

NANASE
No, that can’t be.

HIDENORI
You weren’t the cause?

NANASE
No, that’s not true.

HIDENORI
It’s all MY fault?

NANASE
It’s me. If I hadn’t said something confusing, we all would have survived the accident.... !
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HIDENORI
That’s a lie. It was too late, wasn’t it?

NANASE
No, no, no, no, no! We would have made it in time!

HIDENORI
…

NANASE

This is the truth! I’m not saying it because I’m worried about your feelings … Think about it!
Why would I want to keep this grudge going by lying to you? I was nearly free to go back to a
normal life. No sweats, no glasses! Why would I want to lie and have you hate me again? It
makes no sense. No sense at all if I may say.
HIDENORI
…

NANASE
It’s true! True true true true true! Why don’t you believe me! I’m telling you the truth! Why don’t you
…!

HIDENORI
That’s enough. I understand.

NANASE
No, you don’t. You think I’m defending you.
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HIDENORI
I don’t.

NANASE
Yes, you do! It’s quite clear to me! I’m always imagining what people are thinking. It’s quite clear to
me! Be so kind as to stop! Be so kind as to stop second guessing my words! Please do tell me the truth!
Please do tell me what you are really thinking!

HIDENORI
Stop it, Nanase.

NANASE
I don’t care anymore! There’s no hope anyway! I don’t care what you think of me ...!

HIDENORI
Nanase.

NANASE
You yourself have said that if you can’t see it with your own eyes, then you don’t consider it real. So you
can decide that the accident wasn’t my fault, and that you won’t watch me from the ceiling anymore,
and that, from your perspective, I no longer exist, and never even have. And then you’ll go on with your
normal life. After all this, you can just walk away and get on with your life. My heartiest
congratulations! Seems like you’ll have no problems! I went to a lot a trouble to have you watch me,
but now it’s all come to nothing.… !

HIDENORI
You mean the ceiling, you did that?
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NANASE
Like I said before, I am a handful – the sort who plays cheap tricks, the sort who provokes a
disagreement right before walking out the door. This is who I am: a handful of a woman…! Yes, I see.
You are sorry that you ever came to make such a discovery. You didn’t want to spoil your memory of
the relationship. How sad! I am so sorry to disappoint you. Now that I have utterly disappointed you,
let me say one more thing straight from my heart. What I wanted you to say is that it’s okay to be a
handful! I wanted you, Mr. Yamane, to accept me as a whole, trouble and all! Fucking hell!

Nanase kicks over the table. After catching her
breath…
This is it. The end. And now, best that I disappear.

She starts to exit carrying her suitcase.
HIDENORI
I got it.

AZUSA
What?

HIDENORI
I finally figured out my revenge.

BANJO
What are you talking about? Have you been daydreaming? This is not the time to…

HIDENORI

to Nanase
I figured out how to make you suffer the most. You’ll blame yourself for the rest of your life. You’ll
see…
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Hidenori wanders unsteadily toward the door, opens it
and disappears into the darkness. After a short pause,
Banjo yells after Hidenori.

BANJO
Hey, where are you going, Yamane! It’s pouring outside. Hey, wait. Take an umbrella!

watching Hidenori exit
He’s gone.

AZUSA
Did you see how weird his eyes were?

BANJO
What do you mean weird?

AZUSA
…

BANJO
What are you talking about? Yamane’s eyes have always looked weird.

AZUSA
No, they haven’t.

BANJO
Fine, they haven’t, for Chrissakes… I better go look. I’m not sure why, but I really am worried.
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AZUSA
Banjo, take an umbrella!
Banjo and Azusa exit quickly. Nanase stands alone in
the room, dazed. Eventually, voices are heard from
outside along with the sound of rain.

BANJO

from offstage
Yamane!
Fearing the worst, Nanase is heading toward the door
when Azusa, carrying an umbrella, comes running back
at full speed.

AZUSA
He ran out! Right into traffic! Unbelievable! He flew straight up into the air and/

NANASE

interrupting
That can’t be. People don’t fly/

AZUSA

overlapping
They do too! I had no idea!

BANJO

from offstage
Azusa!
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AZUSA
Ambulance! No…police? Whichever! Call them! Hey, what’s so funny? We’re in deep shit! I mean,
what if he’s already dead!?

BANJO
Azusaaaa!

AZUSA
Oh Man!

Azusa runs off stage. Nanase is alone. The lights dim
as the dark waltz from the opening plays.
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‐15‐

A few days have passed. The room is empty. Hidenori
enters awkwardly. Both of his arms are in casts, and his
body is wrapped in bandages.

HIDENORI
I’m back.

No one responds. Hidenori sits on the lower bunk
of the bed.
HIDENORI
It’s hard to kill a human being. It was pretty much just my fingers that got severed. It’ll be hard to
continue with my current job, though… There’s one thing that’s become clear from all this.

NANASE

from the kitchen
What’s that?

HIDENORI

looking at his fingerless hands
All I ever wanted to do was paint.

Nanase enters slowly from the back room. She’s
wearing the sweats and the glasses. She is holding
a plate.
HIDENORI
It’s all your fault.

NANASE
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Want some apples?

HIDENORI
No, I don’t.

The two smile conspiratorially. Music rises.
blackout
‐The End‐
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Red E arth
Veronica Musalem’s Adela and Juana
Contemporary Mexican dramatist-librettist Veronica Musalem fashions a mordant, sensual
mystery in Adela and Juana . Although the play is not set in a specific location, Musalem draws
upon the beautiful yet politically ravaged landscape of Oaxaca to tell her story. In fact the play
itself is wedded to its terrain – a land that is rich in, indigenous history and myth that is being
systematically poached by multinational corporate interests. The corruption of the land and the
massacre of its native peoples is contrasted with the blank avaricious gaze of a fugitive whose
only interest is in saving his own skin and filling his pockets with money, regardless of
consequences. A dance of strange desire plays out in the sexual awakening and greediness of
native Adela and her spiritually damning encounter with the new world order represented by the
callous fugitive. On the other side of the story stands Juana, Musalem’s contemporary
personification of the mythic La Malinche/La Llorona and the play’s unruly conscience. Juana
wants to teach Adela to honor the earth and its history. Adela wants to escape the two-bit town
that traps her desires and dreams. As the play unfolds in sharp, quick snapshots of action, Adela
and Juana are pitted against each other: women at odds with themselves, their sexualities, their
memories. But these women are also bound by blood and history, and as the play reaches its
tragic end, they circle each other in a slow dance of loss and trauma that may never be healed.
Ruptured each, red earth: an earth over-run by the blood of innocents – this is the landscape of
Musalem’s powerful cry for a despoiled world that refuses its history in favour of quick
‘progress.’
Although Musalem’s play may be read in line with a tradition of politically charged fiction of
social outrage, one of the distinguishing marks of the play is its dark, earthy humour and its sly,
witty tone. It’s to Musalem’s credit, and also one of her interests, that neither Adela or Juana or
any of the characters, for that matter, be seen from a fixed position. She keeps shifting her
perceptual angles as a dramatist and demands that the audience shift emotional allegiances with
her characters. There are also marked tonal shifts and plays with linguistic registers: from the
poetic power of Juana’s arias to her crackling, vulgar speech, from the taut, elliptical threads of
dialogue between the fugitive and his paramour to the plain language of desperate need evoked
both by Adela. The play’s intentional border-less-ness allows it to also live island-like in a sea of
global selves, whose lands have been bought and sold and drenched in waves of blood. Musalem
has said to me in public setting, at the Lark Play Development Center in New York City by
whom this translation was commissioned and developed, that for her the play, although set in the
mobile, contemporary world, is also very much set in a time before. Not only then do borders
blend in this play but also temporal zones as well. Musalem juxtaposes the ancient, even perhaps
‘ageless’ erotic and spiritual desires of a country with its time-bound, materialist goals. It’s an
exhilarating mix that keeps Adela and Juana on edge for its 90 minutes of playing time.
Caridad Svich
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Verónica Musalem Moreno: Playwright, screenwriter, and director, Musalem was a disciple of
Hugo Argüelles, Juan Tovar, and Adel Hakim, and holds her Licenciatura in Dramatic Literature
and Theatre. She received a scholarship to study with Spanish playwright José Sanchis
Sinisterra in Barcelona, Spain, and has received support for her work from FONCA’s Programa
a Proyectos y Coinversiones Culturales three times. Published works include: Signos Vitales,
Tócalo, está palpitando, Eso que dicen los sueños, Adela y Juana, and After Hours. Other work
includes an adaptation of Georg Kaiser’s From Morn to Midnight entitled De la mañana a la
medianoche, and an experimental opera called Use vías alternas. She was a member of the
playwrights workshop at the Royal Court Theatre in London formed in conjunction with Mexico’s
Centro Cultural Helénico. In 2007 a production company she formed with playwrights Luis
Ayhllón and Javier Malpica premiered her work Chilpancingo No. 13.

CARIDAD SVICH (Playwright) is a US Latina playwright, translator, songwriter and editor whose work
was recently profiled in the July/August 2009 issue of American Theatre magazine. The House of the
Spirits (based on Isabel Allende's novel) received seven HOLA Awards including one for Outstanding
Achievement in Playwriting. It premiered February 2009 at Spanish Repertory/NY under Jose Zayas'
direction and is still in repertory throughout the 2009-2010 season (www.repertorio.org); the Englishlanguage premiere of the script was at Main Street Theater, Houston in September 2009. Also in 2009:
premieres of Instructions for Breathing at Passage Theatre/NY under Daniella Topol's direction, and
Wreckage at Crowded Fire Theatre/CA under Erin Gilley's direction. She is currently on commission from
NYU-Tisch School of the Arts to write a new play for their Graduate Acting Class. Among other key works:
12 Ophelias, Any Place But Here, Alchemy of Desire/Dead-Man's Blues, Fugitive Pieces,
Iphigenia...a rave fable, The Tropic of X, The Labyrinth of Desire and The Booth Variations. She has
edited several books on theatre and performance including Trans‐Global Readings (Manchester University
Press) and Divine Fire (BackStage Books). She has translated nearly all of Federico Garcia Lorca's plays
as well as contemporary works from Argentina, Spain, Mexico and Cuba. She is alumna playwright of
New Dramatists, founder of NoPassport theatre alliance & press, associate editor of Routledge's
Contemporary Theatre Review and contributing editor of TheatreForum. Her works are published by
TCG, Playscripts, Smith & Kraus and more. She is member of PEN American Center, The Dramatists
Guild and is featured in the Oxford Encyclopedia of Latino History. She holds an MFA in Playwriting from
UCSD. Website: www.caridadsvich.com
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A dela and Juana

By V erónica M usalem Moreno

In a new translation by C aridad Svich

This translation was developed at the Lark Theatre Company Play Development Center, New
York City, as part of the U S-Mexico Playwright Exchange Program

Figures:

ADELA:

18 years old. A country girl. Impulsive and sensual.
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JUANA:
50 years old. Owner of a bar called “Las mariposas.” A seer. She has a hard
countenance. She is spent.

BENITO:

20 years old. A young fieldhand.

PABLO:
45 years old. Former head of a transnational oil company. Handsome, elegant and
quick-tempered.

NANCY:

CLAUDIA:

35 years old. Pablo’s wife. Beautiful, poised, and a little lost.

Pablo’s secretary. Young, slightly vulgar woman. She wears too much makeup.

Setting :

A forgotten little town somewhere in Mexico. A hot dry place.*

Places:

A bar in the middle of nowhere
A river stream bordered by tall thick grass
A 1940s-era hotel (abandoned)
A cabin in the fields (also abandoned)

T ime:
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The present.

*The play is inspired by the landscape, people and history of Oaxaca. And of conquests past and
continuous.

This translation received a roundtable reading under Debbie Saivetz’s direction in October 2006
at the Lark Theatre in New York as part of their 2006 US-Mexico Word Exchange. Work on this
translation was made possible in part by FONCA (Mexico's Fondo Nacional para la Cultura y las
Artes), and the Mexican Cultural Institute in New York.

The bar in half-light. In the background, a neon light flickers.
Adela is seated. Juana is drinking. She has been drinking for a while.
Adela goes to the jukebox and chooses a selection. Music comes up. It is a song by the Mexican
country-pop group Los Bukis. Adela dances suggestively. Juana watches her and laughs. Juana
goes to Adela, takes the lead, and dances with her. Juana caresses Adela violently, then tired of
her, pushes her away. Juana sits and resumes drinking.

JUANA
Everything is dried up, everything is over.
This town has been left without a past.
Little by little, everyone’s disappeared.
First one, then another, then… they were all gone.
How did it happen? Who knows…?
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It just happened. That’s all we know.
Little by little our lands were taken away from us.
They came here from up north.
They came here and took it all. Just like that.

ADELA
Shut up, Juana…shut up now.

JUANA
Men of steel. That’s what they called them.
The men of steel came here to our crap bars to get their fill.
They came here asking all sorts of questions.
No one knew what they were saying.
But some people would answer them anyway.
Others wouldn’t say a thing.
In the end, they had no choice but to watch
While everything was taken away from us:
Our men, our women, our lands, our homes…
The men of steel stuck their greedy snouts into every orifice in this town,
And no one said a word.

ADELA:
It’s always been like this, Juana, always…

JUANA
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They took our men, and left us fucked.
From one day to the next, our stories were stripped from our mouths.
Everything turned pale, colorless, bleached out.
The birds stopped singing, the dogs stopped… (laughs) barking,
Everything stopped…
No sign of anyone anymore.

ADELA
Shh! Quiet!I hear someone.

B E N I T O enters impetuously. H e is visibly upset, as if he is fleeing from something.
H e is quiet. H e looks at the women. H e makes sure no one is following him.
H e surveys the area carefully.

ADELA
Benito?!

They all look at each other. Benito exits.

ADELA
That’s enough. I don’t want to dance anymore. (turns off jukebox)

JUANA
Quiet!
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I told Benito “Go, find out what’s going on, you little bastard.
Find out everything that’s going on and don’t come here
Until you have something for us.”

(laughs) And you see? He’s nothing if not an obedient bitch…

ADELA

(excited) They’re soldiers.

JUANA

(Furious.) Soldiers? How do you know they’re soldiers?
No one here knows who they are, or why they’re here.
All we know is they came here with their damned suitcases
And pockets full of money to take over this goddamn town.

ADELA
I know as much as you: nothing

JUANA
You better watch out, Adela. Those men are up to no good.

ADELA
They’re our enemies?

JUANA
Yes.
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ADELA
Then why did they come here?

JUANA
Who knows? The only thing we know is that they’re our enemies.
They’re not from here.

Benito enters.

ADELA
Finally!

BENITO

(frightened) It’s really spooky out there.
They all walked into town.
They said they come in peace, that they only want to buy the hotel
But I don’t know. They go everywhere, asking questions, making deals.
They’re not leaving a single stone unturned.
The streets are empty.

JUANA
You stopped by Don Carlos’ place?

BENITO
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He doesn’t know anything either.

JUANA
Adela, you should go to sleep now.

ADELA
But…

JUANA
That’s an order, dammit!

Adela exits.

JUANA
If they find out everything, about our plans and all, your life will be on the line.

BENITO
I know.

JUANA
They’ve come here looking for someone to blame.
We knew this would happen sooner or later. I told Don Carlos he was risking
all our lives when he set fire to those government-owned stores. Now they come here to take it
all, but most of all, to take our lands away from us.
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BENITO
No one can…

JUANA
No, no one can suspect us…

BENITO
I’m scared, Juana.

JUANA
We have to protect ourselves, that’s all. We can’t say anything. Anyway, what would we say?
This is a bar, for Christ’s sake! All people do is come here to eat, drink, sing lousy songs, tell
stupid stories and get damn drunk. This is a shit place. That’s all it is. Drink! We have nothing
to be afraid of.

Adela is bathing in the stream. A sound is heard midst the tall, thick grass.

ADELA

(laughing) There’s someone there, isn’t there? I can’t see you, but I know you’re there…
Come on. Show yourself, asshole! (Restless) I’m going to scream and all my brothers will come
to find out what’s going on. I have a lot of brothers. (Screams) You shouldn’t spy on women. Do
your job. Buy that hotel and put it in order. Or have you come here for something else? You
think you have the right to spy on me, don’t you? Just because you have money you can do
whatever you want. (Pause) There are animals out there… if I rise up and catch you looking at
me, you’re going to start running. Y’hear? (Pause) They say you came into town and stuck your
noses into everything. So, why hide now? Coward! A person can’t even bathe in peace….
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PABLO’s VOICE
What’s your name?

ADELA
I knew it. I knew there was someone there. You think we’re shit, huh? (Laughs) Show yourself!
Why do you hide?

PABLO”S VOICE
What’s your name, girl?

ADELA

(unsure) Marina… my name’s Marina.

PABLO’S VOICE
Marina.. You know who I am?

ADELA
I know you’re with them… with the men who bought the hotel.

PABLO’S VOICE

(laughing) You’re trembling…

ADELA
Cause it’s cold, asshole! Besides, I’m not getting out of here until you fucking leave.
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PABLO’S VOICE
All right, don’t get upset, I was only passing by. Getting to know the area. (Pause)
You’re beautiful. …Come on. Get out of there. You’re going to freeze to death.

ADELA
And you… Why won’t you show your face?
Why are you so afraid? Your conscience must be troubling you.
What’s your name, eh? Are you still there? Hey. Can you hear me? (Pause)
We haven’t been able to sleep for days now.
Juana says our men have been taken away.
Juana says there are a lot of bad things in the air. You’re one of those bad things.
You came here to spy on us; you came here from afar; all powerful, yeah; wanting to screw us
hard, wanting to fuck us women harder. The men of steel, that’s what Juana calls you. And I’m
not talking Superman, asshole.
You come here from real far but I know you all the same. I know your kind.

PABLO’S VOICE
And what is my kind like?

ADELA
Like you. You won’t even say your name.

PABLO’S VOICE
I can say it. I will. Pablo. My name is Pablo. (Pause) It’s a pleasure to meet you, Marina…

ADELA
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I’m not afraid of you, Pablo.
I’m not afraid of anything.
But if Juana finds out you were here… she’ll beat me. She will.

JUANA’S VOICE
Adela! Adela! Dammit, child, where are you?

Footsteps in the tall grass. Adela rises slowly, defiantly. She slips on her dress. She’s not in a
hurry. Her gestures are mechanical, as if she were thinking of something else.

ADELA

(mocking) Pablo… Pablo…you’ll come back tomorrow.

Near the stream. Adela rests. Claudia spies on her.

CLAUDIA
Miss! Hey. Girl!

ADELA
Again? What the hell is-? Oh, not another one…

CLAUDIA
Hello. …Come here. Don’t be afraid.
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ADELA
Do I look afraid to you?

CLAUDIA
No. …What’s your name, girl?

ADELA
Adela.

CLAUDIA
Ah. (Nervous) Nice to meet you… I’m Claudia.

ADELA
You’re with them, aren’t you? With the men who bought the hotel?

CLAUDIA
How’d you know?

ADELA
You were spying on me, weren’t you? Why are you looking at me like that?

CLAUDIA
Like what?
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ADELA
With that look...

CLAUDIA
It’s nothing, Adela. I’m only looking at you…because you’re different.

ADELA
Different, eh? You call it how you see it, don’t you? (Pause) Tell me,
Why did those men really come here?

CLAUDIA
I don’t know. I only do what I’m told. The boss says we’re here to “bring progress.”
It’s quite a venture. The adventure of my life. I’ve nothing to lose.
It was easy to say yes to this job.
Everything happened so quickly. From one day to the next my life changed. Just like that.
I’ve no regrets. You have to adapt to everything in life. That’s how you get ahead.
One day you’re here, the next day you’re…who knows where?
You don’t understand because you’re… But a woman like me…?
What else could I do? You know what, Adela? I like this place. It’s strange.

ADELA
Why are you telling me all this?

CLAUDIA
I don’t know. …Tell me, how old are you, Adela?
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ADELA
Eighteen.

CLAUDIA
You don’t look it. You’re so small. (Pause) Would you like to walk with me a bit?

ADELA
No. I don’t want to get mixed up in anything. I don’t like you, the lot of you.
Juana says that I like to live a simple life…I like to dance and talk to people.
That’s all. (Pause) I was born here. I live with Juana because I’ve no choice.
I’ve Juana, my brother Benito, and the bar. Juana’s bar. Juana is like a mother to me.
Well, she’s like a mother to me except when she beats me.
I like serving people, the people who come to the bar. (Pause)
I want to leave this place. I want to go far…up and out of here…
that one, that man that came with all the others, I like him. I want him.
See, there’s nothing to do here.
Benito, well, he wants to leave too. He says he wants to go across the border, up north,
but he never does. He’s a coward. He’s always following orders like a good son. (Pause)
I like men. There aren’t that many round here. Only the old ones are left! (Pause)
Time devours us here. Before these men came ‘round, we used to go into town.
Now, we see Don Carlos every once in a while.
I watch TV all afternoon; Benito and Juana talk.
I love telenovelas. You know any telenovelas?
I love stories. I get so wrapped up in them… and then Juana screams at me
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“Adela, hurry, dammit!” And I leave everything and run to her, because when Juana
calls, you gotta run. You gotta be there and quick.
She puts me to work. She makes me work like a slave.
She screams all the time and when she’s spent from screaming, she gets angry and…
Don’t tell anyone, but I’m going to leave this place.
That man that came by and looked at me, he wants me.
He’s always coming ‘round and looking at me.
He’s buying everything, you know: the hotel, the lands, the whole town.
That’s what Juana says. Let him, I say.
I want him to look at me. You see? I like it when he looks at me.
What do you think about that?

CLAUDIA
…Well, I don’t know what to say.

In the hotel.

PABLO
At last! A new home. (Pause) I’ll take care of everything. You just tell me what you need and
you’ll have it. The world itself will be at our feet. (Pause) Come here, love.
Look. See all that out there…the grass, the earth, the sky… Well, everything as far as your eyes
can see is ours, dear…It’s a dream, Nancy, it’s my dream. …Don’t look at me like that. (Pause)
I’m happy.
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Nancy looks out. The landscape overwhelms her.

NANCY
And I’m happy, too, Pablo.

PABLO
Nancy?

NANCY
Yes, Pablo? I’m here…

PABLO
My princess, my little doll…don’t say a word. Just sit here with me in silence. (He kisses her) I
like… this place. We had to leave. We had no choice. I’ve no regrets. It was my destiny to come
here to this place, to this little corner of the earth. This is where I belong. I feel it in my bones.
(Laughing) This is the land of my dreams. One day I heard someone say “Money is a headache
to he who doesn’t have it.” Well, we have it…we have plenty. And all my headaches are gone.

NANCY
And here I am at your side…seeing what you see.

PABLO
You see this view? Feel this air? The people? We’re going to change it all.
What’s money good for if not to dream (and make those dreams come true)?
… Are you with me? I don’t want to lose you, dear. Because all of this is for you.

NANCY
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For how long?

PABLO
As long as we can.

NANCY
As long as we can.

PABLO
But you mustn’t say anything. Youshould just stay here with me in silence. Like a good pet. My
dear Nancy. (Pause) Isn’t it a dream?

NANCY
Yes, Pablo, it’s a dream.

PABLO
Listen, I don’t want you to talk to anyone. Nobody need know anything.
Why am I here? No one has to know. Where are we from? We don’t have a past.
We have no memories.
All we have are fantasies, dreams of the future, dreams of the now.
I’m Pablo. That’s all. I don’t know who I was before or where I was from. (Laughing) I’m a
dream made only to dream. (Pause) Nancy, we can’t trust anyone here…we can’t…especially
because we’re on the run…

NANCY
I don’t like the people here.
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PABLO

We don’t like the people here. How bout some whisky?

He heads to a table and pours whisky into two glasses. Everything about his actions is deliberate
and careful. He lights a cigarette, and smokes.

PABLO
I didn’t have a choice. You know that. It was either me or the company, and I’m not the kind of
person who will submit himself…to entrapment. Good ol’ company! All that money in the pot! I
had to do it. And it was so easy: a call here, a call there, a transfer of funds, and…all that money
is ours now. I knew you’d understand, dear. After all, there wasn’t any time to waste. We had to
leave everything and run. There’d been enough scandals. The press, the government…They
wanted someone to blame and all eyes were on me. We had no choice but to come here.

NANCY
Don’t worry. I’m here, Pablo, by your side….

PABLO
And that’s all that matters, love.

Claudia enters. She has several notebooks in hand. She wears outlandish clothes with lots of fake
jewelry and way too much makeup. She has flowers in her hair..

CLAUDIA
Sir! Everything’s ready. Just like you wanted. The kitchens are stocked up, the coffers are full
and everything’s been cleaned. Everything’s ready! (laughing) I’ve walked this town backwards
and forwards. It’s as if everybody had been waiting for us, even though most of them don’t like
the fact that we’re here. Others, well, they’re curious. As you can imagine… Oh. Sir! Sir!
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PABLO
Claudia, please, there’s no need to shout. Just slow down…speak calmly. What’s the hurry? I’m
not in at the moment, understand? So if anyone wants to see me, they’ll have to wait…Today
I’m off.

CLAUDIA
Don’t worry. I’ll do whatever you say. That’s what I’m here for.

PABLO
Claudia, please lower your voice.

CLAUDIA
But sir, the whole town is scared! They don’t like us being here. They’re worried. See? They’re
going round muttering things. I hear some people are getting together and scheming. I don’t
know about what, but I’ll found out. I’ll just have to gain their confidence. (laughing) Don’t
worry, everyone here can be bought, as long the price is high enough. I’ll know more soon.

NANCY
What are those flowers called?

CLAUDIA
What flowers? Oh, these [in her hair] . I don’t know. I found them on the way.

PABLO
Claudia, that’ll be all now…Thanks so much for all your hard work and dedication…
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CLAUDIA
But I have so much to tell you! I thought I’d get bored here in this wretched place but I don’t
have time for anything…nothing at all.

NANCY
I like those flowers.

CLAUDIA
The people here think we’re from the government. I told them we were.

PABLO
Enough! I don’t want to hear anything else. I don’t want any more reports from the field. You
hear me? I know you’re efficient, but… leave me in peace now. Please. Today I only want to
relax.

CLAUDIA
But…

PABLO
I only want to walk a bit, stroll down to the river… I feel a bit dizzy. I need some fresh air.
(Pause) Nancy? Til later, my pet.

Pablo exits.

CLAUDIA
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Oh, ma’am, I never tire of him. He says such things…He asked me to let him know every little
thing and now he doesn’t want to hear any of it. All I’m doing is following orders. Like I’ve
always done. By the way, I had to spend a little more than I -

NANCY
I need to take a bath. I don’t feel well. This awful place…! (Pause) You hear me?

Claudia walks over to Nancy and takes off her shoes. She then takes off her blouse. Nancy lets
everything be done to her; it is as if she is in some other world. Claudia takes the flowers out of
her hair and puts them in Nancy’s hair.

CLAUDIA
Yes, ma’am. Don’t you worry about a thing. I’m going to draw a nice warm bath for you and I’ll
tell you everything. The people here don’t trust anybody. They’re quiet, yeah, but they’re hiding
things. They’re so scared, though, they can’t keep their stories straight. (Laughing) They think
that we’re from the government. Of course I told them we were. It’s better for us if they’re
scared. Relax now; you’ll see how we’ll amuse ourselves…Pablo doesn’t know what he’s doing
– how could he bring a little flower like you to this desert of a place? But don’t worry, he’s got
me, that he has. You just tell me what to do; your word is my command.

The bar in half-light. Juana is drunk. She is alone.

JUANA

(in trance) They came here;
Little by little, they took everything
Right out from under us.
Like they’ve always done, like they always do.
They took our lands, our beliefs…
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They took it all.
And we didn’t even notice,
Although everyone else did.
The signs were there.
We were tossed about from one place to the next,
And we saw so many things,
Horrible, dreadful things.
Fear entered us.
And peace would no longer be with us

(Pause)
There’s an echo….Y’hear?
The screams never stop.

Adela enters. Light shift.

ADELA
I went out to take a look; everything seems fine. Everything’s quiet.

JUANA
Where’s Benito?

ADELA
I don’t know…

JUANA
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There’s talk of this man… Who knows what he wants? Whatever it is, that bastard won’t lie to
us. We’ll see to it. He says he’s come here to buy the hotel, but he’s after something else.
(Pause) He mustn’t know anything about what we’re plotting …He’s lying to all of us…they
found Don Lucio’s men shot to death, massacred… (laughing) They resisted, you see? They
didn’t want to sell their lands. …Be careful, Adela! Get to work now. Night’s upon us.

ADELA
Why are you telling me all this? I don’t give a shit.

JUANA
I’m telling you… to give a shit.

ADELA
What are you talking about?

JUANA
Don’t act like you don’t know!

ADELA
Juana, stop. Leave me alone.

JUANA
I’m not doing anything. I haven’t even started. Listen to me, Adela, and listen to me good. Think
about me, think about Benito. (Pause) Now put on some music and pour me a drink!
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Night falls. The neon lights flicker. Adela selects a tune on the jukebox. Juana sits and watches
Adela as she fixes up the place. Juana drinks. Footsteps are heard from outside, as if someone
were running. Noise and laughter. The women are still, as if they haven’t heard a thing. Adela
peers out the window.

In the fields, night is falling. Benito is standing. Nancy is seated, near him.

BENITO
Here I am again in this little corner of the earth.

(Drawing close to Nancy) here in the fields and all I have to do is look.
The light of the moon is upon us. Everything else is darkness.
Fires burn. Smoke envelopes the fields.
You’re scared, aren’t you? (Pause)
I’m Benito. Just Benito. No last name or anything.
Juana says they brought me here from the mountains when I was very little.

(He looks at Nancy) It smells nice here.
You turn, and strange shapes appear. Don’t be afraid. It’s just the mountains.
Nothing is what it seems. (laughing) Adela frightens easily.
She doesn’t like coming up here to the mountains with me at night. Do you know her? Adela is
my sister. I like her. She’s pretty and she never stops smiling. (lowers his voice) I work in the
fields from sunup to sundown. I work with Juana when time allows.
The town’s turned upside down since those men arrived. You’re with them, right?
The men who bought the hotel and Don Lucio’s lands…
everybody’s selling everything now; everybody wants to make some easy money.
That’s what they say anyway. But what it really is is that they’re scared.

(Pause) I’m scared.
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(nervous) Ever since these men arrived, there have been so many deaths.
Don’t be afraid. It’s not your fault.

(Laughing) Our ancestors are upset, though.
I brought some offerings to their graves, but they won’t calm down. You hear the wind? (Nancy
walks away)
Nobody talks to anybody anymore, nobody trusts anybody anymore.
I don’t like that man – the one that’s with you all the time. He’s just upsetting everyone.
I look at him with suspicion and hatred, and Adela looks at him just the opposite.
She hasn’t talked to me in days.
The signs are there. The gatherings at Don Carlos’ place have stopped.
Adela told me she found a serpent in her bed…

Thunder and lightning. Storm winds.
Light shift. In the bar.

PABLO
Good evening…Can we come in?

JUANA
Evening. (Pause) Well? You’re already in.

PABLO
We’d like to have a drink.

JUANA
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Come in, come in, then! You must be Pablo.

PABLO
Yes… pleased to meet you.

JUANA
Adela! Take care of these people!

ADELA
Yes?

PABLO
Two pints.

NANCY
This is fun! (under her breath) Those women… (laughs)

PABLO
Not a word… (Pause) You’re so beautiful.

NANCY
I’m drunk. Shh. Don’t let anyone find out.

PABLO
You like this place?
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NANCY
Yes.

PABLO
Why?

NANCY
Cause it’s fun…I’ve never been in a place like this…

PABLO
Me neither. But…you like it?

ADELA
Here you are. That’ll be twenty pesos.

NANCY
Hey girl, hold your horses, we’re just getting started….

JUANA
Adela!

ADELA
I’ll be right there… (she walks away)
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PABLO
Cheers!

NANCY
Cheers!

PABLO
Hold on. (Pause) I need to ask this woman something. Ma’am?

JUANA
Juana to you. What can I do for you?

PABLO
I wanted to ask you something, Juana.

JUANA
Is that right? Well, people say that you’re happy, that you’re getting accustomed to this place.

PABLO
Yes, I am. (Silence) In fact, I’m very interested in investing in this place, in buying some of the
lands.

JUANA

(laughing) This damned place isn’t worth shit. Can’t you see where you are, sir?
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NANCY
That’s exactly what I say…

JUANA
Everyone here will sell you their lands; they’ll sell you their souls if you have enough money. Go
on. Take a look out there. It’s barren.

PABLO
I’ve heard that you’re not exactly happy with my presence in this town.

JUANA
My happiness is none of your business, Pablo. What old Juana thinks or feels means nothing to
nobody. (Laughing) I’m just an old barfly.

PABLO
Then I’d advise you to keep being one…that way there’s nothing but peace between us
And our neighbors.

JUANA
I just go about my business, sir. I don’t get mixed up in anything. You see? You have nothing to
worry about. It’s the people who are afraid. It’s the other people in this town you should be
thinking about. Not me. I’m here. That’s all. I just do my job. You see?

Juana rises, drink in hand, sashaying her body. Pause.

JUANA
Think of this as your home.
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Pablo and Juana gaze at each other in silence. F rom the jukebox, a banda song blares.

A lone bed in an abandoned cabin. Gauze, fabrics and animal furs are strewn about on the floor,
along with some liquor bottles and maps. There is a lamp to one side with a rose-colored light.

ADELA
How old are you?

PABLO
45.

ADELA
And handsome too…

PABLO
You’re so enchanting… so beautiful…has anyone told you?

ADELA
Yes.

PABLO

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

196

You like people to tell you?

ADELA
Very much.

PABLO
It excites you?

ADELA
What do you want?

PABLO
To possess you.

ADELA
Possess me.

PABLO
I’m afraid. You’re so small, so…

ADELA
I’m not afraid. I want you.

PABLO
Come here… it will hurt. It always hurts the first time.
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ADELA
I don’t care. I want you.

PABLO
I can’t believe…how much you want me….

ADELA
No words.

PABLO
Adela…

ADELA
Take me. Now.

Silence. Light shift. Time has passed (nearly a month).

ADELA
My master, my man. (Laughing) Here you are again. Oh Pablo, I didn’t know you were so shy.
You were so afraid when you entered me; it was as if you were asking for my permission. …You
came yesterday and the day before that, and you’ll come again tomorrow and always. And I will
wait for you right here, naked. And I’ll kiss you again just like you like. And we’ll make love
until we’re sweaty and spent and our cries are heard all over town, from the smallest room in the
hotel to Juana’s bar to the mountains where Benito likes to wander about. And my screams of
pleasure will fly from my mouth like the wind.
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PABLO
Quiet! (Pause) I have to go back now…But I can’t…Oh, Adela, you’re so beautiful.
I’m burning. You see? Everything inside me is on fire. I can’t control it.

ADELA
You touch my leg and I tremble. Look at my body. Look how it quivers for you…
You like…?

PABLO
Adela!

ADELA
Pablo! I’m here. I’m here to make your dreams come true. All you have to do is ask and I will
give you everything. I’m here to serve you, to please you….whatever you ask… That’s how you
want me, right?

PABLO
Yes. (Pause) I want you so much.

ADELA
Take me.

PABLO
You’re the only one who will really give herself to me. Everyone else…keeps themselves from
me; they hold me back.
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ADELA
So many words…(laughing) Juana’s always saying things, and Benito…he’s just afraid.

PABLO
What’s he afraid of?

ADELA
Of you…Juana says that-

PABLO
What?

In the same room. Light shift. More time has passed (nearly two months).

PABLO

(aggressive and panicked) You have to tell me everything Don Carlos, Juana and Benito have
done…

ADELA
Let go of me!

PABLO
Adela, tell me everything. They’re plotting against me, right?
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ADELA
You’re hurting me. Stop! I haven’t come here to talk to you about that. Besides, there’s nothing
to say. Juana is on to me, you see? She watches me, and she tells Benito to follow me. And the
people in town won’t talk to me; they look at me like I was… How am I supposed to know
anything if everybody treats me like a criminal?

PABLO
You’ll be fine. Don’t worry. No one knows you’re here.

ADELA
The whole town knows! (Laughing) The whole world knows I’m fucking you in this bed.
Even your wife knows. I saw her in the lobby of the hotel. She had this sad, lost little look on her
face. (Laughing) Anyone could see… how awful, how betrayed, she feels. Be careful, Pablo!
She’ll hurt you. This place has not done her a bit of good. It hasn’t done you any good either.
You’ve been out of it for days now. People say they see you walking about at night talking to
yourself. Sometimes I hear my name in the middle of the night and I know it’s you…and you
come here madly looking, looking for something…and you don’t let up!

PABLO
Quiet now!

ADELA
No.

PABLO
Stay with me tonight. (Pause) I’ve bought all of this. All of this here is for you.

ADELA
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Yes, but you’ve treated all of it badly…

PABLO
Adela! Stay! I want you.

ADELA
What about all those people, all those men, that have been found dead in the fields?

PABLO
Look, one day I’ll own everything. All those lands you see all the way over there will be mine.
Everything as far as your eyes can see… will be a paradise, my paradise. I’ll transform these old,
barren lands into an oasis. They will be beyond anyone’s imagination. And I’ll do all of this with
you at my side. You see? Only with you can I do this. I need you, Adela. I need you here with
me.

ADELA
…I will wait for you tonight, like every night, like always. Just like you want. And we’ll never
look back.

PABLO
Don’t move. Still now. Very still. Hear that? There’s someone…

ADELA
There’s no one. Just the night.

Pablo exits. Shots are heard. Adela is still, but she’s not afraid. Footsteps in the distance. Lights
suddenly change and the room is in shadows. Adela rises and looks out the window.

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

202

Nancy is in the bar. She looks about nervously. Bright neon light floods the room.
Norteño music is heard. Juana approaches Nancy slowly.

JUANA
You like it?

NANCY
Yes.

JUANA
It’s mescal.

NANCY
It’s strong…but I like it.

JUANA
It’s late for you to be out and about, but since you’re here….cheers!
Why do you laugh?

NANCY
I don’t know. It’s all so strange, so absurd.
What am I doing here? I was asleep and all of sudden, here I am.
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JUANA
Everything’s strange.

NANCY
Better to laugh than to cry, though.
I haven’t gone out in days. So today I decided to take a stroll
and before I knew it I was here. I must’ve walked for hours…I like to walk.
It helps me to sort things out… Don’t tell anyone! But I feel as if I’m in a prison.

JUANA
That’s crazy.

NANCY
Of course, it’s just… I’ve been cooped up in that hotel for so long I’ve lost count…
Days, months, weeks…

JUANA
Listen, when you come to a bar, you come to have fun. That’s what a bar is for, child.

NANCY
Well then, let’s have fun.

They drink. Silence.
JUANA
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The people around here are afraid of me. They’ve always have been. Ever since I was a child.
People would say “There’s Juana the witch.” I don’t know why you trust me.
NANCY
I don’t know either.
JUANA
Well, you’re here and that’s all there is to it. I’m a hard one, though. You should know that. I’m
one hard bitch.
NANCY
Is that what your husband says?

JUANA
Husband? Do I look like someone who would have a husband?

NANCY
No. (laughing) You really don’t.

JUANA
Well, I don’t. I’ve had many men, though. But a husband. Fuck that.
Come to think of it, I must have had about two hundred men in my life.

NANCY
Two hundred? That’s impossible.

JUANA
I knew I’d make you smile! Cheers!
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NANCY
Cheers! Two hundred… You’re such a liar.

JUANA
I’m not. All of them went on their way, though. And you? How many have you had?

NANCY
I’m not going to tell you…

JUANA
You’re such a prude.

NANCY

(laughing) Well…it’s just that…I’m a bit embarrassed… Fourteen.

JUANA
Fourteen? I don’t believe it.

NANCY
Why not?

JUANA
Look, child, there are different kinds of women. Women like me, and women like you.

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

206

Women like me have nothing to lose. We take what we can. But women like you…
You’re a little princess, aren’t you? Anyone could see that.

NANCY
Juana….?

JUANA
Yes?

NANCY
There are days when…I don’t know… I don’t feel well. I cry all the time.
Nothing is as it should be.

JUANA
Why’d you come here?

NANCY
I can’t tell you.

JUANA
Don’t, then.

NANCY
I had no choice. Pablo was…
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JUANA
What?

NANCY
I don’t know. (Pause) I studied painting and everyone said that I had real talent.
One day I dropped it all. Just like that. I didn’t even think about it. I did it for Pablo,
you see? Always…everything for Pablo.

JUANA
But you liked painting.

NANCY
Yes. It made me happy. Why do you laugh?

JUANA
Cause you’re drunk!

NANCY
Is it that noticeable?

JUANA
A bit.

NANCY
We were always traveling from one place to another. I had everything I wanted.
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I let everyone do everything for me until I forgot how to do things myself. And now?

Claudia enters.

Claudia
Ma’am!

NANCY
Come here. Don’t be afraid…

CLAUDIA
Ma’am, I’ve been trying to reach you for hours…

NANCY
No work today, Claudia. Today we relax. All right?

Nancy pours two more drinks.

NANCY
Drink! You’ll like it. It’s good for the soul.
Claudia doesn’t move.
NANCY
Drink, I said! Aren’t you always telling me you follow orders?

CLAUDIA
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But ma’am, I don’t drink.

NANCY
It’ll do you good. Go on.

Claudia drinks. They look at each other. They down another round of drinks.

JUANA
Now we’re talking! Let the party begin!
NANCY
To the party!
CLAUDIA
Ma’am, we have to go back!
NANCY

¡Relajate! Come on. Tell me something; tell me a secret. How many men has our dear little
Claudia had?
CLAUDIA
Men? (pours herself another drink and downs it in one gulp) You won’t believe me.
JUANA
How many?
NANCY
…Go on.

CLAU DIA
Well… None.
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JUANA
What?
CLAU DIA
It just never came up. Not that I didn’t want to but…I don’t know. It just didn’t work out.

JUANA
You’re a virgin? I can’t believe it! What a shame.
NANCY
I can’t believe it either.
JUANA
A virgin?
NANCY
It’s absurd.

Nancy and Juana laugh. Their laughter grows.
Claudia sets her drink down on the table. She is visibly upset.
CLAUDIA
Stop now! That’s enough!
NANCY
Enough? Who do you think you’re talking to, dear?!
CLAUDIA
Oh, I’m sorry, ma’am.
NANCY
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Get out. Get out of here. Go on. Leave me alone. I’ll go back to the hotel when I damn well feel
like it. You hear me? And if you see Pablo, go ahead and tell him your little lies. It’s what you’re
good at, after all. Don’t look at me like that. You know what I mean.

Claudia exits. Juana and Nancy laugh.
NANCY
Poor thing.

JUANA
I can’t believe it.

NANCY
It’s horrible!

JUANA
Poor thing.
Silence. They look at each other. They laugh again.

NANCY
Another drink?

JUANA
Party party!

NANCY
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So, we’re friends?

JUANA
Sure. Why not? Friends!

They drink. Light change.

In the fields at night.

PABLO
Adela! Adela! It’s so dark here. I can’t see a thing. I’m lost.
From one day to the next, everything changes.
One day you’re a decent, honorable citizen and then… (Pause)
And then what? Nothing…
Today I’m a fugitive. And I have to keep running. I can’t go back. Not now.
I’ve left everything.

(Laughing) The oil company can go to hell. I’ve got the money now. (Pause)
Who’s there?

(Anxious) I know everybody hates me.
I want everything here: the lands, the people, their souls.
Go on. Let them scream when they see me!
There goes Pablo!
Nobody respects me. They’re all afraid of me. Fuck them!
They don’t understand anything. (Pause) I won’t go back.
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I’ll go wherever I need. I’m not afraid. Roll the dice…I’ll gamble my life.
…And that’s that…
I don’t know who I am anymore.

(Noise) Who’s there?

BENITO
It’s me, Benito.

PABLO
I can’t see you. Show yourself.

BENITO
I’m right here. If you can’t see me it’s because you don’t want to.

PABLO
I’ve never seen such a night. So dark. I can’t even see my own hand.

BENITO
I’m right here.

PABLO
Show yourself. You’re Adela’s brother, right? I want to get to know you. I want to talk to you. In
peace. I want to ask you something.

BENITO
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If you’ve a gun, we’ve nothing to talk about. I’m just here, see? Walking about. Minding my
own business. I don’t want to get to know you or anybody. Things are the way they are. Let them
stay the way they are. We have nothing to say to each other. (Pause) Why are you so afraid, eh?

PABLO
I’m Pablo. Say my name. Say it. Stay with me. Talk to me. I want to see your face.

BENITO
I’m right here. See?

PABLO
Benito? (Silence) Answer me! You’re going to regret this, like all the others. You’re all stubborn
little assholes. I can’t trust anybody. (Pause) Who’s there?

CLAUDIA
Just me. Claudia. Who are you talking to? There’s no one here.

Lights fill the space a bit.

PABLO
I’m talking to Benito. (Pause) What are you doing here? You scared me. Did you see a young
man walk by?

CLAUDIA
I haven’t seen anyone.

PABLO
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(threatening) I told you not to leave Nancy alone. She needs to be locked up. She’s dangerous.

CLAUDIA
Yes sir. I left her locked up in her room at the hotel.

PABLO
He was right here next to me.

CLAUDIA
Who? (Pause) There was no one here. …The night. Sounds, eh? It’s like that here in the
mountains. You think you hear things, but you don’t. It’s nothing. You’re on edge, that’s all.
Relax. Everything will be all right.

PABLO
And Nancy?

CLAUDIA
She’s fine. (Pause) She’s locked up in the hotel. I gave her some pills so she would calm down.
You know how she can get. (Pause) People are saying all kinds of things. They’re afraid. We’re
going to need a lot of money to shut everybody up. You know that, right? But you have to calm
down. It’s not good for us to have people talking like this, spreading rumors. You should go
back. Nancy’s getting all kinds of ideas into her head.

PABLO
I don’t know who she is anymore. Watch her! She has to be watched. She’s dangerous.

CLAUDIA
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Very dangerous, sir. But you have me; you just tell me what to do and I’ll do it.

PABLO
Claudia!

CLAUDIA
Quiet! There’s someone…

PABLO
Don’t leave me alone.

In the hotel. A spiritual cleansing.

NANCY
I can’t stand it anymore. It hurts.

JUANA
Calm down now. Don’t scream so much. Trust me…

NANCY
Am I going to die?

JUANA
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Nobody dies from this. (Pause) Just hold on.

NANCY
Don’t….I can’t….

JUANA
It’s for your own good.

NANCY
Gentler. Please.

JUANA
I’m almost done.

NANCY
It’s so dirty…

JUANA
It’s the only way. Hold on.

NANCY
You’re hurting me.

JUANA
I’m not hurting anyone. It’s for your own good.
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NANCY
Whose side are you on, Juana?

JUANA
On your side, ma’am.

NANCY
What will we do?

JUANA
You know what you have to do.

NANCY
I can’t turn Pablo in.

JUANA
I haven’t said a word. You know what to do… take this and rest.

NANCY
Don’t leave me alone. I’m afraid.

JUANA
We’re all afraid.
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Juana begins to sing to Nancy. The song is in an unrecognizable language. Nancy tries to rest.
Nancy whimpers. Juana keeps singing louder and louder.

In the fields at night.

PABLO
Who’s there? I hear you. I know you’re near. (Shouting) It’s you, isn’t it? You bastard. Benito?

BENITO
I’m right here.

PABLO
I was waiting for you.

BENITO
I know.

PABLO
Show yourself. I can’t see you.

BENITO
It’s always like this here in the mountains at night.
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PABLO
I only want to see you, talk to you. Adela has told me so much about you. She’s told me things I
can’t believe. (Pause) You hate me, don’t you, Benito? Don’t. You should be on my side. I like
people like you. Brave people who are not afraid of anything.

BENITO
What else do you want? You have everything. You’ve taken everything. Everyone’s sold
themselves to you. What else do you fucking want? …Leave us in peace. Let us live our lives.
You’ll always be a nobody to me. You see? I’m not afraid of you or your money or anything.

PABLO
You shouldn’t talk to me like that. It’s not wise.
I want you to be on my side. I want you to work for me, Benito.

BENITO
I don’t recognize my people anymore.
Everyone here behaves differently than before.
There’ll be more destruction.
Juana says it was writ. In the sky. I believe it.
Our ancestors are upset. She saw the signs.

PABLO
I haven’t come here to destroy anything, Benito
I’ve come to help make this a better place. I love this place. You see? (Pause)
I’m not who you think.
Listen, I’m going to tell you something.
It’s something I haven’t told anyone, something only Nancy and Claudia know,
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but I want to tell you because, well, I trust you. I trust you, Benito.
You see, I’ve stolen a lot of money.
And although I didn’t know it at the time, I realize now
I stole all that money for you. I did.
You can’t imagine, Benito, what my life was like before.
I was the boss; well, almost the boss of a great oil company.
A company with thousands of workers.
I didn’t know them all. But I thought I did.
Something was missing, though.
The work wasn’t enough.
I wanted to do more.
I wanted to do something that would make a difference,
something that would leave a trace. And now here, I have found what I was looking for. You
judge me harshly but you’re wrong.
It’s always been my dream to do this.
And I don’t want to hear about rich countries and poor countries
and what is or isn’t possible.
What I want is a place where everyone gets along and lives in harmony.
A just place. A warm place where there are no injustices,
where the climate cooperates with the land and the people;
a place where there is no sickness or catastrophe.
If I do this…if I make this place as I see it, as I dream it,
I know that every government in the world will want to emulate my design.
Don’t judge me. In time you will understand.
We must take advantage of all we have here in this place, of everything before us:
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the flora, fauna, the oil, the energy….
The company I worked for didn’t understand this.
They couldn’t see what I see so clearly.
Benito? Are you listening to me? (Silence) Benito? Benito! Bastard….You’ll regret this.

In the cabin. Adela and Pablo are in bed. They are entwined. They laugh and smoke.

ADELA
Mmmm

PABLO
Will you stay here?

ADELA
Always…

PABLO
Like this?

ADELA
Just like this…(Pause) You’re so skinny.

PABLO
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Adela!

ADELA
Yes?

PABLO
They’re plotting against me.

ADELA

(laughing) Nobody’s plotting anything. Just give them enough rope and they’ll hang themselves.
They burned some warehouses. We can denounce them. They’re afraid of the government. Even
more than you are.

PABLO
You’re going to tell me everything?

ADELA
I have nothing to hide anymore. I’m sick of this place. I’m sick of Juana’s screams and Benito’s
foolishness.

PABLO
What are we going to do?

ADELA
Don’t worry. We aren’t going to do anything. All we have to do is get rid of Nancy. That’s all.
I’ll take care of the rest.
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PABLO
Who’s planning the revolt against me?

ADELA
No one. (Pause) Okay. I’ll tell you: Benito. Benito is planning it.

PABLO
You’re lying. It can’t be him.

ADELA
Why? Are you afraid of him?

In the hotel. Pablo is on one side of the hotel room door. Nancy is on the other. Dark. Nancy is
sitting before a laptop, which glows. Thunder and storm winds in the distance. Nancy is nervous,
anxious. She types rapidly.

PABLO
Come out.

NANCY
Leave me alone.

PABLO
Open the door.
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NANCY
I’m sick. I won’t open the door.

PABLO
That is why you should open the door, because you’re not well. Let’s go get a drink or something
to calm our nerves. Like you like to do. We’ll forget everything.

NANCY
I feel so awful I think I will die.

PABLO
What are you doing?

NANCY
I’m sending an e-mail. I’m telling everyone. It’s over, Pablo. I want to leave this place, and leave
it for good. (Pause) I went for a walk and I saw a field filled with crosses. Pablo, I’m scared. I’m
scared of everything: you, Claudia… I won’t go out.

PABLO
You have to just calm down, dear.

NANCY
They know where we are. I’ve sent word about you. I’ve told them everything.

PABLO
Why?
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NANCY
I’m not like you. I’m scared.

PABLO
You’re betraying me too?

NANCY
Leave me alone. I’m not well.

PABLO
I’m not going to leave, Nancy.
I’ll wait here until you’re tired and open this goddamn door.
You and me are not over.

NANCY

(Pause) I won’t open this door until Juana gets here.

Sudden darkness.

In the fields. Night. Nancy wear s Claudia’s flowers in her hair.

NANCY
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Are you afraid?

BENITO
Yes.

NANCY
We all are. (she sits next to him) You’re very brave…you should run away. You’ve made him
crazy. Pablo’s afraid of you. I’ll come back, if I can. I should’ve never come. I should’ve
denounced him from the start. I’ve been in so many places, Benito, but I’ve never seen anything
like this. (Pause) I knew this wouldn’t work. (looking at Benito) Aren’t you going to say
anything? Don’t judge me. I’m not his accomplice. I didn’t know what was going on. (Pause)
Your sister Adela does, though. You know that, right?he knows everything. (Delirious) I came
here because I had no choice. I could’ve said no. But I couldn’t leave Pablo alone. I loved him.
And there was so much money. That’s why we came here. But I didn’t know anything, and much
less about what he wanted to do here, and how he’d go about things. (Pause) I have a family that
loves me. They’re well off. They have their own companies. They’re good people just like Pablo
once was. Don’t trust anyone. Not Claudia, Pablo or Adela. I know what I’m telling you. Juana is
healing me. She doesn’t frighten me. You see? And you don’t either. Go now! Pablo’s men are
looking for you. …I have a feeling this is the last time we’ll see each other.

BENITO
Premonition… I really like those flowers. Give them to me and Ill give you this.

NANCY
What is it? …Oh, it’s so pretty.

BENITO
An amulet.
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NANCY
…Come with me, Benito. Let’s run away

BENITO
No. There’s nothing to be done now.

They look at each other. They don’t move.

Pablo is half-awake, seated at the entrance to the hotel.

JUANA
We meet again.

PABLO
I fell asleep.

JUANA
I come here to see what news you have of Benito.
He’s disappeared. We’ve looked for him everywhere and nothing.

(Pause) I thought you might know something.

PABLO
Benito…disappeared? Why would I know anything?
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JUANA
That’s what I’m here to find out.
You best watch yourself, sir. You’ve come far in a short time.
I only want my son back. Understand?
I want Benito; and I won’t leave you in peace until he is safe with me again.
All eyes are on you, sir. People talk.
That’s why I’m here.

PABLO
Well, I don’t know what people are saying. I don’t know a thing about Benito.

JUANA
Best watch yourself, sir. (Pause)
Blood will be spilled. Benito is different from the rest.
He’s part of this land; he’s connected to everything.

Pablo rises and walks away quickly.

In the fields at night.

ADELA
You’re not going to talk to me anymore?

BENITO
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I can’t.

ADELA
I love you.

BENITO
Get away from me. You’re a liar. You went away with him.
Now we can’t do anything. Juana’s dreams were just like that.
Our ancestors are angry at us. The wind won’t stop.
Adela, there’s nothing to be done.
Everything’s writ. In the sky.
There have been so many deaths, so many sacrifices.
And you? How will you show your face?

ADELA
We could run away together. No one will find out. (Pause)
Go on! You should have agreed to work for him. It’s your fault. (She draws close to hi m, kisses
him on the mouth)

BENITO
Adela...

ADELA
You like?
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BENITO
Yes. (Pause) We can’t go back now. You’re as guilty as he is. You knew what was happening
and you did nothing. Leave me alone!

ADELA
You should have said yes to him. He’s a powerful man, a dangerous man. Your stubbornness
will get you nowhere. Everything would have been so much easier if you had just said yes

BENITO
It’s too late now.

ADELA
Go on, Benito. Run.

Footsteps are heard. Noise. Benito spits on the ground, then picks up a piece of dirt and throws
it across the way. Adela runs.

BENITO

(Shouting) It was writ. There will be sacrifice.

He disappears into the fields.

In the abandoned room, Adela rests. Claudia is at her side, massaging her body.

ADELA
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Gentler please. (Pause) I don’t like it rough.

CLAUDIA
As you wish…

ADELA
He hasn’t come by in days.

CLAUDIA
Best if he doesn’t. He walks around with a lost look on his face, all nervous.

(Pause) They say he did away with Benito.

ADELA
I don’t know anything. (Pause) I’m scared.

CLAUDIA
Don’t worry. I’m here.

Adela draws close to Claudia, kisses her. They look at each other.

ADELA
You’re keeping me locked up?

CLAUDIA
I’m under orders to do so. It’s best for you in the end.
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There’s a lot going on out there.

ADELA
I’m hungry. Give me some food.

CLAUDIA
Juana is looking for Benito and for you. She won’t stop screaming. She keeps saying “Where is
my son?” She won’t stop. Don’t you hear her?

ADELA
I want to eat! Turn off the light. It’s better that way. That way no one knows
That we’re here.

Claudia turns off the light. Footsteps outside; closer now, then they move further away
followed by Shouts and cries.

CLAUDIA
Are you scared?

ADELA
The storm has begun.

CLAUDIA
Pablo…
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ADELA
Quiet!

In another cabin, Benito is strung up. He has been tortured.

BENITO
Please don’t make them hit me again.

PABLO
If we come to an agreement, you’ll be fine.
I’m here to help you. Don’t you understand?

BENITO
Help us.

PABLO
You must promise not to run away.

BENITO
I won’t.

PABLO
It’s no use.
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BENITO
I’ve told you everything, sir. Stop now. Please. I didn’t do anything.

PABLO
Yes, Benito, exactly. You’ve done nothing. But there have been others that have.
So, calm down…and tell me everything. I like you. I like the young men here, son.
They’re good people, handsome people. You’re as beautiful as Adela.
I know her well. Adela (laughing) When I met her she lied to me.
She said her name was Marina. All the women around here are liars.
I don’t like it when people lie to me.
The truth is all we have. You see? Have you told me the truth, Benito?

BENITO
Yes, sir.

PABLO
That’s what I like to hear.

BENITO
Please sir… I can’t…

(screaming) Somebody lied to you. I swear.

PABLO
Quiet! (Pause) I don’t like screams. They make me nervous. (Pause)
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I don’t like bad manners either.
You should’ve taken up my offer. It was a bad idea to go against me.
Tell me, what would it have hurt you to be on my side?

(Pause) And to think I was afraid of you, of how you looked at me…
(laughing) You frightened me. But now.
No. Now I’m the only one who talks around here.

(Shouting) Hit him again! Harder now! I’m going to make this young man talk…

Pablo exits. Silence; Benito whi mpers. Short, rapid breathing.
A light in the distance. It is Adela with a small lamp.
She is afraid; she is stained with mud and dirt.

ADELA
Shh…Benito…look what they’ve done to you…

BENITO
Adela? Are you here? (Pause) It was you. You bitch!

(screaming) Look what they’ve done to me.
Adela. I can’t see you.
You betrayed me.
Tell them to stop. I can’t… anymore.
Were you there? Watching me?

ADELA

(scared) I didn’t betray you. Nobody did. That’s just talk.
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That’s what Pablo wants you to think so he can tear us apart.
They had to accuse someone…
I’m your sister. We’ve the same blood.

BENITO
Juana told me, but it was too late…they knew where I was hiding…
I didn’t have time for anything. They haven’t stopped hitting me.
There’s blood on the fields, everything smells of death.
They’ve abandoned us. They’ve forsaken us. Where did the gods go?
Adela, you fucked me over…
Why? Why?

ADELA
They’ll keep torturing you. Benito. Just tell them.

BENITO

(crying) Adela, why? Why!

Footsteps draw near. Adela walks away.

PABLO
So here we are again. Calm down now…
Tell me everything. We’ve time.
…You won’t get out of here until you tell me everything.
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BENITO
Everything you’ve made here….
everything you’ve won… has been through terrorizing people,
tearing their lands away from them.
The fields are bleeding.
Shouts echo across the sky.
Stop. No. Don’t…

PABLO
Speak. This is your last chance.

BENITO

(losing his will) Stop…stop…
Adela, Juana…

Benito collapses. Blood pours from his body. Pablo looks at him for a while. Silence.
Pablo pours hi mself a drink. He looks at Benito and then lets out a scream.

In the hotel.
Nancy is sitting. The laptop computer is before her, glowing.
The rest of the stage is dark.
Lightning, and storm winds in the distance.
She seems nervous, anxious. She types rapidly.

NANCY
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I went out for a walk and I came upon a field full of crosses.
There were nothing but dead men everywhere;
They had been tortured.
Pieces of their bodies were strewn about…
I was looking for Benito, but I couldn’t identify him.
I couldn’t recognize anything.
I kept walking.
Juana has told me so many things.
I am so scared of Pablo. I don’t know what he’ll do…
I must find a way out. I need help.
Help me!
Who’s there?

CLAUDIA
Ma’am!

NANCY
What are you doing here?

CLAUDIA
I came back to see how you were. I didn’t want to leave you here alone in this place.
We have to get out of here now.

(Pause) Ma’am, what have you -? (Screams)
Oh my God…
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NANCY
It’s Benito. I was finally able to recognize him.

There is a length of fabric over the table. It is dripping blood. The figure underneath the fabric is
not visible.

CLAUDIA
Ma’am! We have to get out of here. Now.
I can’t see anything.
NANCY
The power went out. It’s better like this.

CLAUDIA

(Pause) We have to get out of here. Pablo is looking for you. That’s why I came back.
I can’t see anything.

NANCY
I can see perfectly well. I grabbed an arm, then a leg.
There were limbs strewn all over the fields.
I couldn’t recognize Benito, until…

PABLO
Until what, Nancy?

NANCY
What are you doing here?
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PABLO
I can’t see you. Come here, my little doll, my little pet. Where are you?
Come. Sit next to me.

NANCY
You can’t see me because you don’t want to.
That’s how it is here in the mountains.
I’m right here. Right beside you.

PABLO
Why, dear? Why did you break the rules?

NANCY
You killed Benito and all those other men.

PABLO
Claudia?

CLAUDIA
Yes, sir.

PABLO
Get hold of her. Don’t let her go. (Pause) Help me…
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CLAUDIA
I can’t see her either. It’s too dark.

PABLO
Nancy? Nancy! Don’t do this to me!

NANCY
I’m right here. You can’t see me because you don’t want to.

(Pause) I’m not afraid of you anymore. I’m right here. By your side. Like always.

PABLO

(threatening) Don’t leave me alone.

NANCY

(laughing) Juana’s here, too.

Someone is running outside. Noise and songs are heard. Storm winds increase. Everything is
dark.

NANCY
Juana, I’m here!

JUANA

(in suspended time)
Right here, dear. Close your eyes and steady now.
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Walk straight ahead. You’ll find the way.
Our Holy Mother will protect you. Don’t be afraid.
He can’t harm you anymore. No one can harm you.
It’s night. You’ve plenty of time before…
You’re protected. Go on, child, go.

PABLO
Nancy?

The songs are louder now. Darkness. Nancy laughs. Wind increases.

CLAUDIA
Ma’am? (Pause) She’s gone… I’ll look for her.

PABLO
You’ll never find her. She’s disappeared.

A brilliant, relentless light. Juana’s song stops. Wind stops.

In the fields, Pablo is bathed in blood. Night.

PABLO
Nancy? I can’t see you. I can’t see anything.

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

244

This land has blinded me with its abundance.
It won’t stop. It never stops.
You strip this land, and it comes back to you
again and again…
the night…the night is full of sounds.

(Shouts) Benito! Nancy! Adela!
(Sweetly) My dear Adela…Where are you?
(Pause) Adela, I can’t see you anymore. Your body is strange to me.
It looks like Benito’s body. You’re both the same. It disgusts me.

(Shouts) I can’t touch you. What is that smell?
I don’t understand this place.
Stupid Benito. I told you I don’t like to play games.

(Pause) It’s over now. Everything is under control.
I can’t see a thing. Who’s there?

In the bar.

JUANA
We never saw him again. My Benito, my son…
Nights would go by and the town filled with blood and silence.
We all knew what was happening, but we did nothing.
Adela turned her brother in.
They killed our men, they raped our women, and they took our lands.
The ones who were still alive ran away in trucks and vans, fleeing from the massacre.
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The ones that were killed were buried in the valleys.
One by one. I saw them.

(Pause)
Adela… they needed you, but you wouldn’t help them.
Invisible borders were set up in this town. Nobody trusted anyone.
Everyone sold themselves to the highest bidder.
The town was gutted.
Not a soul was left. (Pause)
Adela? Is that you? What are you doing here?

Adela enters.

ADELA
I heard someone crying, someone shouting…

JUANA
Our people. They’re screaming.
You hear them everywhere….

ADELA
I recognize their voices.

JUANA
The love you feel for that man has made you betray your own people.
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ADELA
Yes; and it’s enough for him. He wants more…

JUANA
And here you are, my dear…the worst of all…

ADELA
I was ready to go. I wanted to get out of here, and go far away…

JUANA
You gave that man everything.

ADELA
Everything, and I told him everything…
This tongue has told horrors.
But it’s not enough. He wants more and more.

JUANA
There isn’t anything left for him to take. They’ve taken everything,
Our souls, our beliefs…

ADELA
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They’ll keep destroying things…

JUANA
Until…?

ADELA
Until there’s nothing left, until all they can do is to move on and go somewhere else and start all
over again.

JUANA
…You’re going away with him?

ADELA
I’ve no choice. I’m fucked.

Pablo wears a black suit and tie. His clothes and appearance are impeccable: the perfect
executive. He talks on his mobile. The scene is bathed in a cold, harsh Light. Voices are heard
over a loudspeaker in the distance.

PABLO
Keep me posted. What’s that? Yes. Meeting at twelve. Yes. Don’t worry.
The orders from Asia are already here. They arrived at the airport this morning.
Did you get my call? Yes. The dollar is very low.
It’s always like this when there’s a crisis.
But don’t worry. It’ll go back up soon. I know how these things work.
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Don’t worry. We won’t go over budget. We won’t deplete our deficit. We’ll be fine.
We had a 2% rise in our net sales in the third trimester;
that combined with the 4% rise in costs gives us
a liquid profit of 64 million dollars with a 43% margin. That’s right.

(Pause. Direct address) I think I’m forgetting something…

In the bar.

ADELA
I’m the woman who cried once in the night.
I’m the one who betrayed everyone and everything.
I wanted pretty things, material things;
I wanted a rich man in my bed,
And I wanted to eat his heart.
I didn’t want to be quiet.
I didn’t want to be forgotten.
I didn’t want to bear fruit of any kind.
I didn’t want sons.
The only sons I wanted were sons
Who were bathed in blood,
Sons whose broken limbs would stain this land.

JUANA
And the old woman
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Full of rage
Spoke to the other old women
And asked them to come together.
The old woman saw that her daughter was lost,
That she had become a traitor.
And so the old woman
Full of rage
destroyed her
and after she destroyed her,
she gave her daughters’ limbs
to the other old women
so they could feed on her.

ADELA
They devoured me.

JUANA
They devoured her completely
And then the old women went to sleep
And the winds came,
And these winds tossed the traitor’s bones
All over Mexico
Across its mountains, valleys, and coasts….

The song by Los Bukis heard in first scene comes up.
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Juana approaches Adela and they dance.
A sensual dance.
They laugh.
Suddenly, Juana takes out a knife, and stabs Adela in the stomach.
Drops of blood fall from Adela’s body.

Adela collapses.
Juana sits down. There is a lost look on her face. Lights slowly fade to.

Black.

END OF PLAY
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Translation for Production Roundtable

In August 2008 Allison Horsley and Adam Versényi organized a roundtable entitled
"Translation for Production: Difficult Dialogues and the Art of Multi-Disciplinary
Collaboration" for the annual conference of the Association of Theatre in Higher Education in
Denver, Colorado. The roundtable departed from the notion that the art of staging a translation
reflects the art of the theatre itself: collaboration. While a translator remains in dialogue with
the source text throughout the process of translation, as other collaborators come aboard, the
dialogue surrounding the translation itself changes to reflect the needs of production and
accommodate new perspectives. What challenges face a director, actors, designers,
choreographer, playwright, dramaturg, and translator when moving a piece of translated theatre
or performance text thought the production process? How do collaborators from different
disciplines view their role in a translation process, and how do they develop a shared language to
achieve their common goals?
By opening a dialogue between theatre practitioners from different fields we hoped to
discover how those different perspectives affect participation in the process of translation, gain
new insights into how collaborators may improve communication with one another in the
process of production, and expand what translation for performance means from others'
perspectives. In a world increasingly reliant on shared language, it seems particularly timely to
raise a conversation about how we come together as artists to share stories.
Participants in the roundtable included directors, dramaturgs, and playwrights whose
working languages included English, Spanish, Russian, and German; and whose approaches to
translation focused on the "text" of translation, cultural adaptation, bilingual communication, and
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the challenges faced by those who translate centuries-old texts for modern audiences. The
dialogue amongst the participants was wide-ranging, lively, and fruitful for all concerned. Here
we publish Klaus van den Berg’s notes on Walter Benjamin’s theories of translation as they
relate to van den Berg’s work on a translation of Friederich Schiller’s The Robbers.

Klaus van den Berg is Associate Professor in the Department of Theatre at the University of
Tennessee in Knoxville where he teaches theatre history, theory, and dramaturgy on bot h
undergraduate and graduate levels. Areas of study include cultural conceptions of space,
translations and adaptations, nineteenth and early twentieth-century Scandinavian drama,
postmodern theory and late twentieth-century intercultural performance. He has published essays
in books on August Strindberg, Richard Wagner, George Tabori, and Walter Benjamin and
essays for Theatre Research International, Theatre Survey, Theatre Journal, Brecht Yearbook,
Monatshefte, Bühnentechnische Rundschau. He is regularly contributing as a performance critic
to Theatre Journal and Western European Stages. He is currently working on a book on Walter
Benjamin's image theory. Until 2007 he was also the resident dramaturg for the Clarence Brown
Theatre, a professional LORT company located in Knoxville, specializing in stage adaptations
and translations. Besides working at the Clarence Brown he has also dramaturged shows and
projects for 7Stages in Atlanta, the American Conservatory Theatre in San Francisco, and the
New Jersey Shakespeare Theatre in Madison (NJ).
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The Royal Robe with Folds: Translatability in Schiller’s The R obbers

I.

In his essay “The Task of the Translator,” Walter Benjamin articulated uncommon issues for
the theoretical and practical work of the translator. While Benjamin developed these ideas with
regard to poetry--especially in his own translation of Charles Baudelaire’s Les F leurs du mal —
and with his exploration of how the artwork thrives in a media environment, they raise questions
for translating plays in the professional American theatre. First, denying the value of literal
translations Benjamin advances the concept of a text’s “translatability,” or the inquiry into which
aspects of an original can actually be translated. Second, based on the observation that a text is
not written with a foreign reader/audience in mind, Benjamin insists that any translation should
incorporate the text’s foreignness. Third, Benjamin claims that translations generally fail to
serve the original. Instead, tracing the text’s life beyond its linguistic and geographical
boundaries, Benjamin explored how translations unfold in the shadow of the text’s reputation
over decades and centuries and how they inscribe its temporal distance. Drawing on my
workshop experience of translating Friedrich Schiller’s The Robbers, I would like to sketch a
few observations on the theoretical value and practical limitations of Benjamin’s approach.

I I.
In the US theatre, one of the most common ideas with regard to translations is to emphasize
the literal or, in Benjamin’s words, communicative aspect of the work. Generally, this idea
appears in two variations: first, a company or producer may divide the process of translation into
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a literal translation, accomplished by a language expert in the original’s language who is
responsible for the play’s communicative aspects, and a poetic version, created by an
experienced writer who is responsible for the play’s transmission into the new language. The
second variation includes translations that shape the text’s themes, action, and language toward a
target audience, redirecting the original toward the language capabilities, aesthetic pleasures, or
specific capabilities of theatre audiences or community of readers.
In his theory, Benjamin dismissed translations, which “cannot transmit anything but
communication—hence something inessential,” as inferior and defined their working method as
“the inaccurate transmission of inessential contents” (253). Instead, Benjamin directs our
attention to the concept of “translatability” and the inscription of process. Much like his famous
concept of reproducibility (often mistakenly translated as reproduction), Benjamin argues that
the essential part of a translation is revealing what he calls the “kinship” between languages, the
underlying dynamic of a text’s translatability. As in most of his work Benjamin focuses on
negotiating the time differential between the original and translation. Translatability marks the
inscription of a double present, or the shifts between past and present in a translation and how the
past can be rescued and unfolded. Translation “is charged with the special mission of watching
over the maturing process of the original language and the birth pangs of its own” (256).
Thus, translation is concerned with words, the relationships they create, and the relations
between the text as a whole and its history. For example, the words bread and pain may signify
the same food item in English and French but they exclude the different relationships or
inferences that speakers and readers make in each language. The words are not interchangeable
and must be supplemented with meaning.

Thus, Benjamin asks the translator to reveal what

language conceals (the ‘incomprehensible“) and demands the more “exalted” language of

The Mercurian, Vol. 2, No. 2

255

translation, which marks the disjunction between original and translation, rendering any likeness
to the original impossible. The translation of Benjamin’s owns essay is a perfect example. The
translator’s “task” is itself a translation not in Benjamin’s spirit since the German Aufgabe = auf-

geben or “giving up suggests a relinquishing of information. The well-known word “task,”
which reduces the German connotations to strict “doing,” would have to be translated with
another word, possibly more foreign but closer in its kinship to “giving up” and, thus, create a
better echo of the foreign language.
Benjamin crafted one of his own patented images to illuminate the idea of inscribing the
foreignness. In his translation essay, he writes “whereas content and language form a certain
unity in the original, like a fruit and its skin, the language of the translation envelops its contents
like royal robe with ample folds” (258). While the nucleus—tied into the whole—is
untranslatable, the translator must focus, instead of the similarities, onto the distortions, on the
kinship between original and foreign language and inscribe them into the translation. Laying
bare the unbridgeable difference between original and translation means to extend the meaning
of the original (Hrisch 612). In a way, a translation is the fine tuning of the original as it moves
farther way in space and time relying on the translator’s historical view as he treats the
translation as a double between decay and renewal of the original.

I I I.
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Within the context of the US professional theatre German playwright Friedrich Schiller is
probably one of the most foreign—in the sense of out of place-- authors. His highly unique
language that originally helped to shape the German language in the eighteenth century
represents a hybrid of deep emotional gestures and classical style. Many Schiller translations
have failed because translators, who Benjamin would classify as bad translators, decided to
employ a mimetic approach communicating contents and turning the emotionality into pure
melodrama. While Schiller’s style in The Robbers derives, indeed, from the practices of
sentimental drama and Italian opera, his reputation as a melodramatic author is at best
misleading and at worst a historical misconception based the mistranslations of Schiller’s unique
dramatic pathos.

The Robbers is one of Schiller’s most famous plays. Although less performed than Mary
Stuart or Don Carlos—due in part to a large male cast with only one female role-- his debut play
presented him as a young revolutionary author, who, following the French Revolution, was
awarded honorary French citizenship. Based on the biblical story of the lost son, the plot
revolves around Karl and Franz Moor, the unlike sons of an eighteenth-century patriarchal lord,
Maximilian von Moor. The eldest and favored son, Karl, has become an outlaw in protest of the
political conditions, roaming the countryside with his gang, robbing the rich under the pretext of
Robin Hood style charity, burning villages, and committing acts of violence among the
population. Meanwhile, his brother, a wicked schemer in the style of Richard III, remains at
home plotting to inherit his father’s estate and political power. His strategy includes brandishing
the reputation of his by now rueful brother. Ultimately, Karl returns in disguise to discover the
plot and his father being on the verge of insanity. When Karl sends his band of robbers after
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Franz, the latter hangs himself, while his father perishes from psychological pain. In an unusual
open ending, Karl turns himself into the authorities to stand trial for his crimes.
The play’s premiere in Mannheim in 1782 has become one of the fabled opening nights in
theatre history.

According to eyewitness reports audiences were weeping, shaking fists at the

stage (presumably against the intolerant rulers), embracing each other in light of the emotional
action. The overwhelming force of Schiller’s impassioned language in his first play may have
been called bombastic—ridiculed in the nineteenth century by writers such as Georg Büchner
and Friedrich Nietzsche--but Schiller aimed at a serious concept of pathos that he theorized later
in his career. Starting with The Robbers, Schiller fine-tuned a technique that explored how a
character expressed him/herself in an extreme moral and political situation. While he lacked
interest in a theatre of cruelty or sentimentality he wanted to create a dramatic form for his
characters to achieve emotional independence. Schiller, who was a trained medical doctor with
an interest in the nervous system, examines the ethical, moral and political roots of pain by
showing its deep roots in animalistic emotion. Thus, the high flying emotional language and the
gestures borrowed from Italian opera are designed to create space for his characters to fight: for
Karl Moor to create an identify in the face of eighteen-century despotism, for his brother Franz
to explore the demonic and intolerant undertones of rationalism and political power that
ultimately emerged with a vengeance in the twentieth century. While Schiller accomplished in
his later dramas an almost classical formula to balance emotional language and the characters’
dramatic dilemma, in The Robbers he is still drawing on established conventions to make
audiences experience the pathos of language.
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I V.
The two most prominent translations from the latter part of the twentieth centaury take very
different approaches to this style: F.J. Lamport’s 1979 translation, published in the Penguin
edition, follows Schiller’s first epic-sized version and remains close to the original language,
observing sentence structures, finding literal translations that emphasize the melodramatic aspect
of Schiller’s work. In contrast, Robert MacDonald’s 1995 translation, written for a performance
by the Citizen’s Company at the Edinburgh Festival, includes some of Schiller’s own revisions,
modernizes the language trying to find equivalences to reach his British target audiences. While
Lamport directs his translation toward an audience expecting classics as authentic as possible
modeled on the original, McDonald opts for a performance translation cutting the text and
interpreting many of the emotional moments that are left less clear in a more literal translation.
My translation of Schiller’s The Robbers was originally commissioned for a professional
performance at the Clarence Brown Theatre. It took shape over a period of three years within the
force field of professional and artistic interests between the translator, director, producer, and
actors—a struggle within a diverse community of readers/audiences. Although the process was
designed to guide Schiller’s play through a Benjamin-like maturing process, the workshop
situation--streamlining the play for a potential production--the idea of foreignness quickly
emerged as a commercial and political issue. As a translator, I had all the freedom and
conceptual support from the director, David Kennedy, in the actual translation process but as
soon as a draft of the translation (three acts in the first reading, the entire play in the second
reading) went into the workshop production the dynamic changed. At those turning points,
issues of clarity and readability (literally for the actors and metaphorically for the audience) took
precedence over serving the author.
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In some ways, my translation of The Robbers must be considered a trans-adaptation since it
drew on two different published versions and the promptbook of the original Mannheinn
production. Schiller, who was a medical student in the infamous Karlschule known for its quality
but also for its military strictness, published the first version anonymously since he feared
reprisals from the school’s head, Duke Karl Eugen, whose state was Schiller’s little concealed
target. This version has a sprawling narrative closer to a novel and a length of more than five
hours. Then, Schiller created a performance version based on the suggestions by Dahlberg, the
artistic director of the Mannheim court theatre. Dahlberg suggested cuts and set the play, which
derives its dynamic from the critique of eighteenth century absolutism, in the Middle Ages, to
deflect criticism from the authorities. Since Schiller, a playwriting novice, had very little control
over the production process as, this translation approach seemed natural and legitimate.
The Robbers project director, David Kennedy, then Associate Producer at the Dallas Theatre
Center, decided to pursue an “uninflected version” that might achieve placing Schiller’s ideas
into American culture. We agreed that Schiller’s appeal lay in the visceral action and vibrant
language (a hallmark of American psychological action), the issue of terrorism in the post 9/11
world, and the challenge to political authority. We intended to avoid direct allusions to terrorism
and any radical re-interpretation from a contemporary modern perspective. In our context,
“uninflected” meant to release the emotional core from its eighteenth century background and
revision it for an American audience. Benjamin’s idea of rescuing the core was productive in
thinking of how to portray young men searching for a political and social identity and the role of
problematic masculinity in contemporary society.
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V.
Benjamin’s idea of translation as a fold suggests the original’s (re)-construction rather than
its imitation and proved helpful to avoid creating overdrawn cartoon figures that Schiller has
frequently inspired. I concentrated on three strategies to accomplish the overall framework for
rendering the kinship between German and American text. First, almost each scene in the

Robbers centers on a powerful physical or emotional gesture. I approached each scene by
balancing dramatic gesture and the historical registers of language. To recreate the crucial
Schiller idea of emotional freedom I redirected the relationship to the gesture of the action.
Matching eighteenth and twenty-first century kinship I decided to leave all emotional gestures
intact but render the language closer to a lean, short-paced expressionistic rhythm, thus loosing
the text out of the conventions of operatic recitation and sentimental flourishes. In this way, the
language sounded modern but retained Schiller’s emotional power without providing it with any
specific idiom or reference to events. For example, in the final scene Karl Moor kills his lover,
Amalia, as an act to satisfy the oath he swore to the gang. It is a very typical dramatic turning
point in Schiller’s play in which one character is trying transcend the dramatic situation to
achieve emotional freedom. After the gang reminded Karl that he swore them loyalty, he
transforms the gesture of killing not just into a sacrifice but an outright act of freedom. Instead
of returning as gang ruler, he loosens the bond to both his past and present surrendering to the
authorities.
Second, the play contains a number of scenes, which draw on eighteenth century
performance conventions that require a certain amount of suspension of disbelief for
contemporary audiences. Thus, the linguistic and theatrical conventions must be re-arranged
into a fold preserving the dramatic function but releasing it from its original temporal frame. In
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Act 2, Franz, the younger son, has hired his servant Herrmann who disguises himself as
messenger to scare his father to death. When Herrmann appears before the Count, Schiller
exaggerates Herrmann’s performance of taunting Count Moor with an over the top false account
of Karl’s supposed military death—among other things, he presents a fake blood-covered sword
as coup de grace and claims Karl, with his dying breath, permitted his fiancé Amalia to switch
her love to his brother Franz. In the translation, I stripped away the most ostensive eighteenthcentury flourishes and focused, instead, on story telling in the style of the epic theatre:
emphasizing the report as misuse of patriotism and centering the scene on insignia such as the
sword as images of power and public discourse.
Similarly, Schiller employs theatrical disguise to reunite Karl and his fiancé Amalia in Act
IV. Meeting in a gallery filled with paintings of ancestors, not unlike the one in Sheridan’s

School for Scandal, Amalia and Karl promenade among the portraits providing the sentimental
framework for sharing their mutual sympathy. Still, the scene’s kinship lies not in the unrealistic
convention of Karl’s deception but in the scene’s eroticism, and the love scene that is waiting to
unfold. As translator I tried to open the dramatic moment by leaving the structure intact—
employing both versions Schiller wrote-- but shaping the language into short suggestive
statements. This strategy helped move the scene into a modern context and ensure that the
audience focuses less on the improbable deception but on the emotional interaction. In both
examples, the translation crafted language to negotiate the scene’s transformational quality and
fluidity placing the action into a constellation that enclosed both the gesture of the original and
modern language.
Third, the workshop’s layered process readings verified Benjamin’s suspicion that the
communicative approach—in literal and targeted translations--fails to serve the power of the
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original. In my first draft, I still favored words, sentence structures, and historical references (for
example, Schiller lists books that influenced Karl’s thinking) that referred directly to the post
9/11 situation and contemporary idioms about terrorism. During a public reading of Acts 1-3,
audience and production staff reactions indicated that Schiller’s language and the communicative
aspects of the modern language failed to produce a Benjamin-like kinship reducing rather than
widening the folds of meaning. For the final draft, I faced the task of balancing, in Benjamin’s
terms, the decay (or loss of meaning) of Schiller’s ideology of violence and with its kinship to
modern perspective on terrorism.

V I.
In the professional theatre, the “task of the translator,” as defined by Benjamin, is a complex
if political task. While the workshop process of developing and testing a translation promises the
potential of inscribing the foreignness, or “echo,” of the original, the process may fail because of
colliding interests between a Benjamin-like kinship of original and translation and the
communicative aspects that drives many translation projects. Benjamin’s focus on
“translatability,” the shaping of the time differential between the play’s original context and the
translation’s contemporary context, is the true test: is it possible to include the differential but
still maintain clarity and relationships? Can a translation deliver the liveliness in theatrical
practice that emerges from the interaction with the original—that is, can foreignness be
entertaining? Do theatres have a mission to offer this kind of intercultural reading? The current
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translation project of Schiller’s Robbers is still in process and awaits a professional test
production.
K laus van den Berg

University of Tennessee
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