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THE WASH
Philip Kan Gotanda

Philip Kan Gotanda, a sansei ({third-generation Japanese
American), was born in 1949 in Stockton, California. He originally
planned to be a psychiatrist, but his interests in music and perfor-
mance led him to playwriting. His first play, entitled The Avocado
Kid or Zen in the Art of Guacamole, combines elements of a classic
Japanese children’s tale, music, dance, American popular culture,
and colloquial fanguage in an attempt to capture a “uniquely Asian
American cultural aesthetic.”! East West Players, an Asian American
theater company based in Los Angeles, staged The Avocado Kid in
1978, and this successful initial foray into the world of drama
encouraged Gotanda to pursue a career as a playwright. Other major
works include The Dream of Kitamura {(1982), Song for a Nisci
Fisherman (1980), Yankee Dawg You Die (1988), Fish Head Soup
(1991), and this anthology’s selection, The Wash (1985).

Since his emergence as a playwright, Gotanda has also worked
extensively with the Asian American Theatre Company, Northwest
Asian American Theater, Pan Asian Repertory, Berkeley Repertory
Theatre, and the Manhattan Theatre Club. He also holds a law
degree.

In The Wash, a nisei (second-generation) woman feaves her hus
band, takes a lover, and attempts to make a new life for herself. As
Michael Omi has noted, such behavior from a second-generation
Japanese American woman is “unthinkable,” for many wives were
expected to sacrifice their own desires for the sake of husband wnd
family. Gotanda says that in the play he wanted to demonstrate that
“traditions which worked before are subject to the winds of chanye
I wanted to depict people struggling to live their lives after a serious

! Michael Omi, introduction vo Fish Head Soup and Other Plays, Philip Kan Gotands. Scanh

Washington P, 1995, page av.
! Ibid, page xix.
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refrigerator and pulls out a bowl of cold rice covered over in cello-
phane and a small bottle of French’s mustard. He uncovers the vice,
scoops some of it into a rice bowl using his chopsticks, pours hot tea
over it. It starts to spill; he quickly bends down and slurps up the
excess. He opens the mustard and, using his chopsticks again, shovels
a healthy portion of mustard onto his hor dogs. He licks the mustard
off bis chopsticks. Then he carefully makes his way back to the conch
with the plate of hot dogs and a bewl of rice. He sets the food down
on the coffee table and begins to eat while working on the kite and
watching television,

Masi enters through the side door with two lavge brown paper
bags. She’s strugpling to open and close the door with both hands full.
Noby turns around and notices her but gives no greeting and makes
no effort to belp her. She is not upset by his actions. She appears to

have no expectation for him to assist her. Masi sets both bags on the
kitchen table and catches her breath.

Masi: (Putting tomatoes and Japanese eqgplant from one of the bags into
refrigerator) If you have any more dirty clothes I can take them
now. Nobu? Is this everything?
(Nor turning, earing) Want some hot dog?
No, I ate before. Got these from Mr. Rossi. The tomatoes are
soft so cat them right away. (She gets up, folds paper bag and puts
it into drawer. She knows this place well. Walks over and checks bis
shirt collar from behind) No more clothes?
NoBu:  (Brushing ber hand away) No, already.

NoBuU:
Mast:

(Masi goes over to the other bag and begins unpacking the freshly washed
clothes in neat piles on the kitchen table.)

Masr: 1 just finished cleaning Dr. Harrison’s place. You should see the
bathrooms. If you see the family walk down the street, they look
so clean and neat. But the toilets, kizanai {dirty].

(Finished unpacking, Masi takes a cup out of the rack and pours herself a
cup of tea. She walks over to the couch and sits down next to Nobu and
watches TV. She takes a sip of tea and makes a face.)

NORU:; Hot-dog water,

(Musi decides not to drink it. She looks at the unfinished hite frame.)

Mast: You gonna fly this one? (Picks up the kite) Nobu, why don’t you
at least try a different design this—
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Nogu: {Taking kite) My old man did it this way.

(Masi gets up and starts to pick up the old clothes on the floor, fold them and
put them in the second bag.)

Masr: Have you talked to the kids? (No response) Marsha said she
stopped by. (Beat) You know if you don’t see Judy’s baby soon
he’s going to be all grown up. Nobu?

NoOBU: No.

(Masi gives up trying to talk to him at all. Finishes putting old clothes into
the bayg.)

Masr: No more dirty clothes, Nobu? (Nobu shakes bis head without
turning away from the TV) All right, then I’'m going.

(Masi leaves with the bag of old clothes. Nobu continues to watch TV for a few
moments, then turns and staves at the door. Dim to half with the TV light illu-
minating Nobu. Marsha appears in a pool of light looking towards Nobu.)

MagrsHA: Dad?

(Nobu turns to look at Marsha momentarily then back to the television.
Judy appears in a pool of light, holding Timothy. Marsha fades out.)

Jupy: Mom?

(Masi, moving away, turns to look at Judy momentarily, then exits. Judy
| Sades out. Lights fade on Nobu and Masi. We bear Japanese vestawrant
Muzak.)

SCENE 2

Kiyoko’s restaurant, afternoon, next day, upstage right. On upstage
side wall there is g service window. Left of it is a swinging door thatr
leads into kitchen. There is a small connter space with three or four
small stools, Downstage there are one or two ssmall tables with chairs.

Lights come up. Blackie can be seen in the service window. He is
taking a big swig of Budweiser. Kiyoko appears and gives bim a
dirty look. Blackie’s been canght in the act.

Kivoko:  Blackie.
Brackie: It make my cooking get mo’ better. (Kiyoko staves, no response) W
make me get mo’ better. (Kiyoko continues to stare) I'm thirsty. |

wanted a beer.
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Kivoko: 7
OKO:  (Tuking bottle away) You’re always thirsty, you’re always hungry,

You’re the cook, You’re
. supposed t .
up. Now go wipe the table?) 0 cook the food, not eat it all

(She bands bim a towel and scoots bim out the swinging door.)

BLACKIE: It makes my cooking get mo’
get mo’ better. No bull lie, yo

better. If I feel better, my cooking

v

(Blackie stops and scratches his butt, Kioyko knocks bis hand away,)

b
Don’t scratch your oshirs, You’re the cook, *members

(Nobu enteys.)

Nozu: Kiyoko, dé desu ka [how are you]s

Kiyoxo:  (Grabbin
g towel awa B . .
Nobu, ignoring lims) y from Blackie) Give me that. (Walks past

Brackie: H i
N W;:l};,t;)rudda, you in the doghouse!

(Kiyoko finishes taking a few swipes at g tabletop.)

Kiyoko, tempura special, onega; [please] . . .

(Kiyoko ignores him again, moving behind the counter, wiping.)

BLackie: (Tp Nobu) You in the d
kitchen arvea)
(Moving to counter ang seating himself) What? What

oghouse. But jt going pass. (He exits into
Nosu:

(Kiyoko tosses a small
: : Plate of tsukem ] ; ;

tinues 10 wipe around bhim. Noby loozrn:t ig:cijj:ii;’ﬁO"’ i i com-

You know I don’t like this ki i
' . ind of pickle.
KiYOKo:  (Looks gt him hard, tossing towel onrzace cfm
‘ (She exits into kitchen )

BLACKIE:  (Pokes head out of service wind,
band) We drop fgod on the floor, we pick it u
.. .(sznes throwing the food away) But, if .
- (Mimes dropping food back o Plate, then bavks a4t ft)

nter) Il get your tea.
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{Blackic withdraws as Kiyoko enters with Nobu’s tea.)

(To Kiyoko) 1 like eggplant. You know that. You always give me

eggplant pickle. ]
Kiyoxko:  (Pouring tea) Out of season. ’
NoRU:  Masi brought some by yesterday with the wash. in
KIYOK‘O' Nobu-chan, I sasd I’d do the wash for you. You gotta w: g
: machine at your place. I can just come over and——-, ke cucum-
Nosu:  No, no, too much trouble. I can do it myself. I don’t like cu
d b b

ber pickle.
Kivoko: Nobu, how could you forget?
Nosu: I didn’t. You did.
Kiyoko: I kept dropping hints . ..
Nosu: 1 like gggplant. You know that.
Kivoko:  All last week.

Nosu:  Eggplant! Eggplam!.
Kiyoko:  (Pawse, glaring at him) WE RAN QUT!

NosuU:

Nobu sits there stunned and very puzzled.

(Kiyoko stomps into the kitchen. e v of Mol

Blackie enters carrying a plate of ‘food and sets 1t

Bracki: Tempura special.

(Blackie watches while sipping on a beer. Iioém is ;fm;; :o g;;tc :,‘ f,,;};}ii?i
t Blacrie.

into bis mouth, then stops. Looks at food, t oen a

;:;:kin; sound and grins. Suddenly something dawns on Nobn.)

Nosu: Her birthday, 1 forgot her birthday. . .

(Cross-fade to Masi’s apartment.)

SCENE 3

Masi’s place, three weeks later. Small apartment, with bed:l'fro;n
downstage from masn yoom. Sadao, seated on sofa, in & pool of light.

Masi is in half-light at counter fixing two cups of Sanka.

i ’s livi when
SapAO:  We were all sitting around in somebody’s living r(?j?m, when
" someone said, “How come you still wear your wedding (Ilimgvk
, ) d 0 as
i That's why we were there.
They weren’t being mean. re. o
thos):: kinds of things. I didn’t know what to say. Speechless.
Then someone clse said, “Sadao, you always complain about not
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meeting people, not being able to start a new life—how come
you still wear your ring?” I began to cry. Like a little boy. 1
remember thinking, “How strange 1 am crying in front of all
these people that I don’t know. And yet I feel no shame.” The
room was so still. All you could hear was my crying. Then 1
heard a tapping sound. I looked up and noticed a woman sitting
across from me, slapping the sandals she was wearing against the
bottom of her feet. Tap, tap, tap. . . . I said I didn’t know why.
Tt just never crossed my mind to take it off. “Why should 1 take
the ring off?” Then one of the widows, the one who formed the
group, said, “Because you’re not married anymore.”

(Lights come up on the vest of the apavtment area. Masi wasn’t guite pre-
pared for Sadao’s sharing such personal details and is a bit unsure how to
respond. Sadao in turn fears be may bave gotten a bit carried away.)

Mast: (Bringing coffee over) Cream? It’s nondairy creamer. (Sadao
shakes head) If you want tea?

SapAo:  No, this is fine. I ran on a bit, didn’t I?

Masr: No, no, it’s all right. (Pause) It’s just Sanka.

Sapao:  Good. Otherwise the caffeine keeps me up all night. Have you
tried decaffeinated coffee?

(Masi motions to the Sanka, unsure of what he means.)

No, the bean. They actually make a decaffeinated bean.

Masr: No, we never did anything like that. Just instant. Yuban makes a
good instant coffee. That’s what I usually drink. But I don’t have
any since I moved over here.

SaDAO:;  No, I've never tried it.

Masr: I’il have to get some next time I go shopping.

Sapao:  They have this process they use. On the bean. I mean they don’t
grow a decaffeinated bean. I don’t know what’s worse. The caf-
feine in it or the chemicals they use to get the caffeine out.
(Langhs at his own joke, gathering momentum) 1 have a little
grinder. A Braun? You know a Braun?

(Masi doesn’t know what it is. Awkward pause.)
Mast: We never did anything like that, We just drink instant.

Sapao: 1 like Sanka. 1 bave to drink it all the time. Doctor’s orders.
(Imirtating) “If you drink coffee, Sadao, drink Sanka!” (He
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laughs valiantly at bis attempt at humor. Masi staves at bey cup. He
notices and offers a feeble explanation) Blood pressure . . .

(They both drink in silence. Suddenly Sadao vemembers something.)

Oh. Excuse me. I’ll be right back. I left something in the car . . .
(Sadno’s voice trails off as be exits. Masi sits theve uncomfortably. This isn’t
working out. Sadao returns with a fishing pole and reel wrapped up like
presents. Nobu appears in half-light at bis place warching TV, bis face illu-

minated by the flickering screen’s glow.)
Mast: (Surprised) Sadao, what’s this?
(Sadne bolds out pole.)

Ican’t.
Sapao:  No, no, it’s for you.
Mast: But Sadao . ..
Sapa0:  No, no, it’s for you.
Mast: (One band on it) Sadao, you shouldn’t have.

Sapao:  Go ’head. Open it up.
Masr: (Tnkes it and begins unwrapping it) No, I can’t accept this. I

don’t have anything for you.

(Masi unwraps pole, which is broken down into pieces. Sadao sets veel on
table and takes pole from Masi.)

Here, let me show you. (Puts it together) There. (Hands it back.

SADAO:
Remembers veel, hands it to her) Oh, and here’s this.

(Masi now has a veel and pole in ber hands. Sadao realizes she can’t
unwrap the veel with both hands full and takes pole away. She unwraps the
reel. Sadao promptly takes it away from her and puts the pole and reel

together.)

See, it goes like this. And then you're all set to catch fish. (Hands
1t back to Masi) 1 told you I was going to take you. Now you

can’t refuse.

Mast: Yeah, but . . .

Sapao:  Thought I was kidding, huh?
Masr: But this is so expensive. I know how much these things cost,

’cause of Nobu. T don’t know anything abour fishing. He’s the
fisherman. T just pack the funch and off he goes.

Toe Wasun  BEH

SADAO:  Well, this time voy’ i
s You're going and it’s lot i
o You get 10 e YOU ; ol agtCh‘ ots of fun. Economical, too.
) ADS;. . But you have to do all that walking,
o: [Iitzi(v;'ho s::idl tha;l? We sit on the bank and fish from there. Wel]
8ood lunch—Tlf make it—you brj ,
play blackjack. We have to practice)., " ring the cards so we can
g’IASI: I don’t play.
ADAO: ’ i
0 ;I'hat fi why we have to practice so we €an go to Tahoe. If there’s
good game on we’ll have to warch it. I’li bring my portabl
I love the Giants. yporane TV
;\'h\st: What about fishing?
ADAO:  Only if we have time S is i
“ - See, this is how vyou
lSDemomtmtmg) You hook your index finger aZounc; atsl:e T’ut.
ere. Turn the bail and . . . (He casts) e

ﬁ%ﬁ;ﬁtz Zf? 2”’ '!.]Sel? ”[P #0 phone Masi. Phone rings. Masi goes over
. obn. Slowly I ;
50 that just Masi amd Nojo are)’ﬁgbtx dim on Sadno and yest of apartment

Masr: Hello.
AI:II;)SBI?: You coming to pick up the clothes?
: Nobu I was just there. You mean next week? Don’t worry, Il be

Noat. t{lcre. Ldo it every week, don’t I? Nobu?
OBIU. ivm hot worried. You all right?
Masr: es, ’m all right. Did you want so i
. mething? (N
Noss. :ore(;cgctjblcs. Do you need some morj (o response) I 8ol
: O. (fawuse) Can you bring m ;
Mast: I don’t have any more, § more cegplant
ﬁ;):U: All right, then,
1 'l ask Mr. Rossi. He can al
: . ways get lots more, (P,
something else? Did you want something? (Fse) Was there

Nogu: No.
(Pause)
Mast: Nobu, I have to g0 now,

Nozu: I went fishin
‘ ! g 5o I got a lot of dirty cloth
Mast: All right. Don’t worry, I’ll be by. 7 -

Nosu: I’m not worried,
Mastr: Bye.
Nogu: Bye.

(Dim to darkness. )
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SCENE 4

Kivoko’s restanrant, three weeks later, night. Kiyoko, Chiye, Blackie
are playing five-card stud. When the scene starts they ench bave one
card down and two up. Chiyo is in the process of dealing the next
card, Kivoko to her left, Blackic to ber right. Chiyo wears a poker
visor. Five empty beer bottles sit in front of Blackie, who is working
on a stxth. He is not drunk, though. Hawaiian music is playing on

his large portable tape player.

Cuiyo:  (Examining ber hand) He’s got a wife. You said so yourself.

Kivoxo:  They’re separated.
CHIYO:  He wants to get back together. I know his kind. She left him.

They can’t get over that. He only wants you for one thing—
your “tempura.” Yeah, He’s over your restaurant everyday,
deshe [isn’t that so]? You feeding him. He’s cating up all your

profits.

(Chiyo and Kiyoke notice Blackie chugging down the vest of bis beer, mak-
ing strange gurgling sounds. They stare.)

Brackie:  You gotta drink beer when you’re playing poker or you aren’t
playing poker. You’re just playing cards. I don’t like cards, hate
cards. (Holds up another beer) 1 love poker.

Kiyoko: Nobu is a good man.
CHiYo:  You like to mother him, you like that kind of thing. But you

don’t know about men.

Kivoko: And you do, heh?
Curyo:  You don’t get out of this restaurant of yours, I tell you, “Go out,

go out.” “No, I gotta work, work . . .” (Noticing something)
Wait, wait, someone didn’t ante. We only bet once, a nickel,
right? (Counting) See. Someone didn’t ante.

Kivoxo: 1 did.

CHiyo:  Sodid I.

(They turn to Blackie, who's guzzling a beer.)

Brackie: Huh? Oh, yeah. (Innocently tosses money in)

CHIYO:  (Begins to deal, to Kiyoko) Two sixes—a pair of saxophones. (7o
Blackie) A three of diamonds gives you . . . nothing. (76 self)
Eight of puppy toes to the dealer, working on a possible club
flush. (To Kiyoko) Pair of saxes high. T just can’t see myself going

out with him.

Tue wasy  FHRY

Kryoko:  Nobu is an i
ooy honest man. Not like that BUY Yowve beep sceing.
CHIYO:  Ray, his name is Ray. Blackie.
BLACKIE:  (Carefully examining his cards) Yeah, 1 know
Kiyoko: Thlakt t(;‘mﬁ: tl;lackie gave Nobu too much chanée. Remember H.
walked all the way bac i i voe
walke y back from his house to return it—twenty-
CHIYO:  Good investment.
Blackie) Your bet. e et 3 8450 combo plate frec now. (To
BLACKIE: Don’t rush me, don’t rush me.
CHIYO: (To Bﬂzckie) You’re queen high, working on a possib) :
(Ma_twm'ng to her own cards) Possible club flush h1 ¢ nothing,
(Pamt:‘mg to Kiyoko’s hand) A pair of saxes there pocrf:band e
of-a—qud. (To Kiyoko) 1 just think you can do t’)cttsm le three-
I’'m saying. Besides, he’s so old. % that's al
Kiyoko: I don’t want to talk about it.

five

(Blackie finally decides to bet but Chiyo ignoves bim and FOS right abead )
ead,

CHIYO:  Dealer bets a nickel.

Kiyoxo:  He’s not old.

CHiyo:  Is he good in bed?

Kiyoko:  He’s sixty-eight years old, Chiyo. I raise you a dime

CHIYO: S0 he really is old. See you and I bump you a quart.

BLACKIE: 1 love it when the wahines talk dirt. (They stare at bicr. ;
joking. Don’t lose your coconut. ") Jeez, just

(As Blackie begins putting in the bets be mi ; %
g putting ets e missed Kiyoko and Chiyo continye

gIYOKO: (Tossing quarter in) 1 call,
HIYO:  (Starting to deal; to Kiyoko) Nine of s
' ‘ pades. No hej
Blackie) A trois, Oh, a pair of threes. (To self) And ef(i Llf:rc. (To
e 1elmothﬁr ch;l;. I;;cad ‘em and weep. Four PUuppy toes fo?)i:}er
mighty pretty. Hush, v ible. ] i &
e ty, ery possible. (To Kiyoko) Pair of saxes still
Kivoko:  Chiyo, you don’t know him like 1 do. Check.

(She notices Blackie sucking on his beer.)
He checks, too.

. . . .
CHiyo:  I’'m just saying you could find someone elsc. Someone
more fun. rounger,
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Kiyoko:  (Irvitated) You watch too many soap operas, Chiyo. Life’s not
like that. Men don’t fall into your lap.
Cuivo:  (Upset at being lectured to) Fifty cents. . .

Brackig:  (Impressed) Fifty cents . ..
Kiyoko: I like Nobu. One dollar.

BLACKIE:  (In disbelief) One dollar . ..
Curvo:  All right, all right, white hair doesn’t bother me. It’s no hair I

can’t stand. (Tosses in dollar) Call you. You got the three-of-kind?
Kiyoko: Pair of sixes, that’s all. You got the flush?
Cuiyo:  Pair of eights! Hah!

(Kiyoko’s disgusted. Chiyo’s about to grab the pot when Blackie puts down
bis cards. Kiyoko and Chiyo stare in disbelief.)

BLACKIE:  (Puffing up like a rooster) Excusez-moi’s but 1 got three trois’s.
Curyo:  Blackie . . .

(Blackie shovels the pot in. Kiyoko pushes the cards to Chiyo, who examines
them skeptically.)

Kiyoxo:  (To Chiye) Your wash. (To Blackie) Blackie, cut.

(Blackie cuts the shuffled deck and Kiyoko begins to deal.)

Brackig: (Holding up beer) Hate cards. Love poker. (He starts to guzzle)

Kiyoxo:  (Dealing) Today is the fifteenth, neh [isn’t it]? (Stops, reflecting)
Harry would have been fifty-nine this week.

(Chiyo and Blackie exchange glances. Cross fade to Nobu’s place.)

SCENE 5

Nobu’s place, same dny as previous scene. Nobw’s seated and
Maysha’s working in the kitchen.

Nosu:  What do you mean, “Be nice to Mama”?

MagrsHA:  All I’m saying is, just try to be nice to her when she gets here.
Say something nice about the way she looks or about her—

Nosu: I’m always nice to Mama. I’m always good to her. (Pause) Why
the hell she has to live over there? Huh? How come Mama'’s got

to live way over therc?

(Masi enters, carrying a small paper bag.)
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MazrsHA: Hi Mom, come on in. (Taking b
s . ay) Here | K
rendy heve 1 bag) Here let me help you. Dad’s
Masr: (Tv Nobu) Just some leftover fruit that was in the icebox
Starting to rot so eat it right away. '

(Masi and Nobu acknowledge each other awkwardly.)

MarsHA:  Judy and the baby couldn’t make it.
Masr: She called me.

(Nobu’s expression reveals be didn’t know they were coming.)

MARSHA; (@‘ﬁring. explanation to Nobu) Jimmy wasn’t going to come
(Pause) Sit down, sit down. Dinner’s almost ready in a minute.
Roast beef. Dad, coffee? Tea for you, Mom?

(Marsha goes to kitchen. Silence.)

Nogu: I told her we can eat at her place. (Bea#) She wanted to cook din-
ner here,

(Pause)

Masr: Her place is cozy, neb?

Nozu: Marsha’s? Looks like the rooms back in Camp.

Mast: Nobu., the Camps were over forty years ago. At least she’s clean
Not like the younger one. .

(Pause)

Nosu: How you been?
Mast: All right.
Nosu: Isogashi no [ Busy}?
I;IiASI: No. The usual,
OBU: 1 called the other night, no ) ’
s Imassion) Ho y%) . bccn(;ne answered. (Mass doesn’t offer an
MARSHA: ‘(Intfrru%ts,dcarryz'f;g in an ashtray) Dad, Mom’s taking a ceram-
ics class. Ju o ;
Vi sza,%'g stme;; )to g0. (Hands bim the ashtray) She made
Masi: It’s an ashtray.
Nosu: You don’t smoke.
Masi: I’ll get Daddy’s coffce. (She exits with cup)
MarsHa:  Dad, just say you like it. That’s all you have to say. Just say it’s nice.
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Yeah, but she doesn’t smoke. Why make an ashtray if you don’t
smoke?

Nosu:

(Masi returns with a cup of coffee for Nobu and tea for bevself. Marsha gives
Nobu an encouraging nudge and exits into kitchen.)

(Holding ashtray) 1t’s a nice ashtray. Is this where you go all the
time? I call in the evening. I guess that’s where you must be.
(Pause) Remember those dances they used to have in the
Camps? You were a good dancer. You were. Best in the Camps.

Masi: You couldn’t dance at all. You were awful.

Nosu:  Remember that feHow Chester Yoshikawa? That friend of yours?

Mast: He could dance so good.

Nosu:  Remember that dance you were supposed to meet me out front
of the canteen? We were all going to meet there and then go to
the dance together. Shig, Chester, and a couple others.
Everybody else, they went on ahead. T waited and waited . . .

Mast: Nobu, that was forty years ago.

Nosu: Yeah, I know, but remember you were supposed to meet—
Masi: That’s over forty years ago. How can I remember something like
that?

Nopu:  You didn’t show up. Chester didn’t show up ecither.

(Masi puts cream and sugar into Nobu’s coffee.)

Mask: Nobu, didn’t we talk about this? I’'m sure we did. Probably
something came up and I had to help Mama and Papa.

Nosu: Where were you, huh?
Masi: How am I supposed to remember that far back? Chester died in

Italy with the rest of the 442 boys.
Nosu:  Where the hell were you?
Masr: How in the hell am I supposed to remember that far back?
Nosu: (Noticing bis coffee) You put the cream and sugar in. That’s not
mine. (Pushes coffee away)

Masi: That’s right. Yo like to put the cream and sugar in yourself.
Nosu: I like to put it in myself,
Mas1: (Pushing the cup towards bim) I’s the way you like it, the same
thing. {
NOBU:  (Pushes it back) No, it’s not the same thing, b

Mast: All right, all right, P’ll drink it myself. Here, you can drink mine.
(She shoves ber tea to Nobu and grabs the coffee cup)

Nosu:  What are you doing—wait, wait.

Mast: I don’t mind.
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(Masi starts to raise cup, but Nobu veaches Sfor it.)

Nosu: It’s no good for you, Mama. Your blood pressure. Remember

. what Doc Takei—
ASt: .( Ciz;gmg to cup) Who gives a damn. You make such a fuss about
1t. Monku, monkn, monky [Kvetch, kvetch, kvetch]. Il drink it

Nosu: (Struppling with Masi) 1t's no good for you, Mama

(Coffee spills onto table. Marsha appears with a towel.)

Nosu: (To Masi) Clean it up.
Masr: P'm not going to clean it u
MARsHA: T clean it up. >

(While Marsha starts to wipe th ;
exsts into the kitchen, } b 3¢ table, Masi Jrabs Nobu’s coffee cup and

Masy: I'll get him more coffee
MarsHA:  Dad. ‘

Masi re s g 1
{ turns with Nobu’s coffee and sets it down in front of him,

and quickly exits,) e

(Chasing after Masi) Mom . .

;gf,iug:;ifgf‘ agnf: wz:b bis cup of coffee. He slowly puts in the cream and
 RAISCS e cup o his lips but cannot dvink. Sets it £
and stares ar it. Marsha returns and sadly watches her father. Dz’ma; g:::-;

ness.)
SCENE 6
Masi’s place, three weeks later. afte (
rnoon. Masi’ :
Tty g e e 5 ast’s at the clothesline,
Jupy: I don’t see how you had two of

us, Mom. I need s} :
doses of it. Ji ’ in : i, wete
t. Jimmy’s so lazy sometimes. I even kick him “accj-

dentally” when Timothy starts crying. Think he gets up to feed

the baby?
Masr: Daddy used to.
Jupy: Used to what?
Mast: Get up at night and feed you kids.

Juby: Dad? You're kidding,
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Masx: He used to sing to you. No wonder you kids would cry.
(They laugh.)
Jupy: 1 saw your ncw phonc-answering machine.
: Proud) Yeah. For messages. -
1)\:[;)8;: 2Kid;ting) What? You got a new boyftiend:
Jome. {:’SI}; why not Mom? You moved out. I’s about time you start
Jupy: ,

. s o 0
meeting new people. Once you get a divorce youre going
have to do that anyway.

: i tting a divorce. . ’ o
Tomm: {VT\attloatreg i’ou ggoing to do? You live here, Dad’s over there
. (N respone by cal?’t’dgllt?gofox‘slf ik_;is wash. (Pawuse, she hangs

; I just do his wash. That's .

- Cgothes) L YOIU Shouklimiz‘?l ?:i;’t talk about my husband, L

: t can [ say to ' :
Jome Mogl;;rltl?xbout my baby. All he can talk about is t;owkt;iocc:;:;n

:;?)w his face at Tak’s barber shop because 1 marrie a

{tl;l:k‘.}‘

Dad trying to talk to Jimmy?
(They laugh, settle down.)

ds you. . .
T &ﬁy' ciixf’:l lf: asccht it? Why can’t he just sy, «[y’s okay, it’s okay,
yupe Iud{:”? I just need him to say that much.

MAsK: He can’t.

(Dim to darkness.)

SCENE 7

. i
Kiyoko’s restauranis that same evening. We hm; theN;i;): ::;
{ 1 of light comes np on '
ding of fists on flesh. A poo p o "
1;(0? jk;niiili is ssanding in back of Nobu pounding bfs back ::m
heg ﬁ:;: She is massaging Nobw. This is a supreme goy for bim.
Kiyoko likes doing it j:or himl. ;
. (Not stopping) Enough’ ’ B
2?;250 ?Voice vibrating from the steady blows) Nooo .
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(They continue in silence, both enjoying the activiry.)

Kivoxo: Enough?
Nosu: Noo . ..
Kiyoxo:

(Her arms are just too tired, stopping) Ahh . . .
NoBu:

(Stretching) Oisho [TAhh]! Masi used to do it. Sometimes Marsha
does it now.

(Pouring tea) You’re lucky you have children, Nobu. Especially
daughters. Harry and I wanted children. They’re good, neh?

Kiyoxo:

(Nobu wants to give her something but can’t bring himself to do it. Makes
small talk instead.)

Nosu:  How come you take the bus? (Keyoko doesn’t understand bis com-

ment) You have that Honda. At your place, desho?

Ahh, Datsun. Just to work. Just to work I take the bus. Got into
the habit after Harry died.

Kivoko:

(Awkward silence. Nobu abruptly pulls out a small gift-wrapped box and
holds it ous to Kiyoks.)

Nosu: Here.
(Kiyoko is too surprised to take it.)

Anato no tanjobi no puresento. Hayo akanesai. [Your birthday
present. Hurry, open it.]

Kivoxo:  (Taking it) Ara! Nobu . . . (Opens it and holds up the earrings)
Nobu-chan.

Nosu: Earrings. Inamasn Jewelyy Store no neki o totara me ni tsustanda
ne. [1 was walking by Inamasu’s store when I spotted them.]

Kivoxo:

Mah, kirei, Nobu-chan. Tsukete mitu. {They’re pretty, Nobu.
Let me try them on.}

(Kiyoko exits. Nobu in pool of light. Memory sequence. Masi appears in pool
of light.)

Mast: Why don’t you want me anymore? (No response) We don’t sleep
. ... You know what [ mean and don’t give me that kind of look.
Is it me? The way my body . . . I’ve seen those magazines you
keep in the back closet with your fishing gear. T mean, it’s all
right. ’m just trying to know about us. What happened?

Nosu:

Nothing. Nothing happened. What’s gotten into you?
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Masr: Then why don’t you . . . sleep with me?
Nosu: By the time I get home from work I’m tired. I work all day long,

I’m standing the whole time. I told you never to touch my fish-
ing equipment.

Masr: ‘What about those magazines?

Nosu:  Pll throw ’em out, okay? First thing tomorrow I'll throw "em in
the trash and burn ’em. That make you feel better? (Masi is hurt
by his angry vesponse) Masi? (No response) Masi. You're pretty.
You are.

Masr: Don’t lie to me. I hate it when you lie to me.

Nosu:  D’m not lying. (Masi refuses to believe him) What the hell do you
expect! We got old. Not just you. Me. Me. Look. Look at me.
You call this a catch? You still want this?

Mast: (Quietly) Yes. (Nobu doesn’t know what to say) Why don’t you
want me?

(Memaory ends. Masi withdraws into shadows. Kiyoko returns to Nobu with
the earrings on. Lights come up.)

Kiyoko:  (Posing) Nobu-chan?
Nosu: Suteki da-nah [ Looks beautiful].

(Kiyoko attempts to embrace Nobu. It’s too uncomfortable for Nobu and he
gently pushes ber away. Kiyoko is quite embayrassed.)

Kiyoko: How come you do that to me? (No response) Don’t you like it?
Nosu: 1 like it. But I don’t like it, too.

(Dim to darkness.)

SCENE 8

Masi’s apartment, three weeks later. Couch has o rumpled blanket on
it. Movning. Sadao is standing holding the door open for a surprised
Marsha. Sadao is dressed only in pants and an undershirt. Marsha is
bolding a box of manju [Japanese pastry]. They have never met.

Sapao:  Good morning.
MaRsHA: Is my mother . . . Is Mrs. Matsumoto here?

Masr: (Off) Who is it}
Sapao:  Come on in, please come in.

(Masi enters in n bathrobe with her hair tied up tn a towel, as if Just
washed.)

Tue Wase IR

Masr: (Momentarily caughe off guard) Oh, hi, Marsha. Come in.
MarsHA:  (Entering hesitantly) Hello, Mom.,

Mast: This is Sadao Nakasato. (To Sadao) My eldest one, Marsha.
Sapao:  Hello Marsha.

MarsHA:  Hello.

(Awkward pause. Marsha vemembers her package.)

Oh, 1 just thought I’d bring some manju by. (Hands it to Masi)
I didn’t think it was that early. Next time I guess I'll call first.

(Masi gives the package to Sadao, who sets it on the counter.)
Sapao:  Hmmm, love manju. One of my favorites. Especially the ones

with the kinako on top. The brown powdery stuff?
MarsHA: T meant to drop it off last night but I called and no one was here.

Mast: Oh, we got in late from fishing.
Sapao:  We caught the limit.
Mast: (Looking at phone-answering machine) 1 have to remember to

turn this machine on.

Sapao:  In fact, Masi caught more than me.

Mast: Teamwork. T catch them and Sadao rakes them off the hook. Sit
down and have breakfast with us. Sit, sit.

MarsHA:  That’s okay, Mom.

Mast: It was so late last night, I told Sadao to sleep on the couch. So
he did. He said he would cook breakfast for me in the morning,.
Right over there on the couch.

(Masi and Sadao are nodding to each other in agreement. Marsha doesn’t
move.)

Sapao:  Waffles.

Mast: You sure you know how?

SapaO: I can make them, good ones. From scratch. And they’re low cho-
lesterol.

Masr: Sit down, sit down.

MArsHA:  No, no, Mom. I really should be going. I'm going to stop over
at the house. To see Dad, too.

Masr: Wait, wait . . . (Wrapping up two packages of fish in newspaper)

MaARrsHA:  Mom, I don’t want any fish.

Mast: (Handing ber a package) Then give some to Brad. Here.

MaArsHA:  Mom, remember? I’'m not seeing him anymore.

Mast: Then give them to Dad.
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MarsHA: What do I tell him?
Mast: (Momentary pause) Just give it to him. No use wasting it. He can

eat fish morning, noon, and night.

(Masi hustles Marsha towards the door.)

Sapao:  No waffles? They’re low cholesterol.
MarsHa:  Uh, no thanks. Nice to meet you, Mr. Nakasato.

(Marsha pauses at the doov. She and Masi exchange glances.)

Bye, Mom. (She exits)

Masr: (Calling after) Tell Daddy I'll bring his clothes, that I’'ve been

busy. And tell him to put his old clothes in a pile where I can see
it. Last time I couldn’t find one of his underwear and he got mad
at me. (Closes door) It was under the icebox.

(As Sadao rambles on, Masi seems lost in her thoughes.)

SADAO:  (Canght up in bis cooking) Everything’s low cholesterol. Except

for the Cool Whip. But that doesn’t count because that’s
optional. Where’s the MSG? That’s my secret. My daughter gets
so mad at me, “Dad, you’re a pharmacist, you should know bet-
ter than to use MSG.” She’s a health-food nut . . .

(Sadao is bending down to look in a lower cabinet for the MSG. As be dis-
appears, Masi moves into a pool of light. Memory sequence: Nobu appears in
a pool of light.)

Nosu: No, Masi, 1 said size eight, size eight hooks.

Masr: You told me to buy size six, not size eight. That’s not what you
told me.
Nosu: I get home from the store I expect you to . . . Jesus Christ . . .

(Starting ro pace) Shig, all day long ordering me around, “Do this,
do that.” T even gotta get up five o’clock this morning to pick up
the produce ’cause his own damn son-in-law’s a lazy son-of-a-bitch.
And he yells at me if it don’t look good in the cases. (Mimicking)
“No, that’s wrong, Nobu, that’s all wrong—do it this way,”

Masr: Nobu. Nobu, you didn’t tell me to get size eight hooks. You told

N¢

me size. . .
JBU: I said size eight. I said size cight hooks. (Pause) This is my housc.
Masi! After I come home from that damn store—here . . .. This

is sy house,
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(Silence.)

Mast; (Quietly) 'm sorry. I'm wrong,. You said size eight hooks.

(Nobu withdraws. Lights up. Sadao gets up with the MSG.)

SADAO:  You don’t mind, do you? Masi? The ajinomoto [MSG]. Is it okay

with you?
Mast; Yes, yes, it’s fine.
SADAO:  (Aware of Masi’s Penstveness) Sometimes I add prune juice but

then you have to go easy on the MSG. The flavor doesn’t mix.

‘It’s mostly for medicinal reasons, though. The prune juice. But
it really does add a nice hint of flavor to the waffles but. you
really can’t overdo it. Everything in moderation. I tf;ink these
p,coplc got a little carried away with the MSG thing. Of course
I’m not .runm'ng a Chinese restaurant, either, I'm just talking’
about a tiny pinch of the stuff . . .

(Quring this speech, Nobu ss seen lit in half-light looking at bi ]

hite f‘rm‘mz. As lights go to balf on Sadao izdgMaxé, Nflm is;{uz:ﬁzz:ﬁm:
pool of {xght. He lifts the kite above bis bead and begins to move it as if ir
were ﬂymg .'For a mowment Nobu appears like a child making believe bis kite
15 soaring f?t‘qlf above in the clouds. As Nobu goes to half-light, Judy is lit
carvying Timothy in front of ber with a bapoose carrier,) N

SCENE 9
Kiyoko and Chiyo approach Judy as she passes by carrying Timothy,

Kivoko:  You are Judy, nep.
Jupy: (Cautious) Yes?
Kivoko: Iam a friend of is Ki
your father. My name is Kiyok
CHivo:  Chiyo Froelich. ’ oo Hascgawa
Kivoko: 1 run this restaurant. Hasegawa’s,
CHiYo:  Chiyo’s Hair Salon, right next door.
Jupy: (S22ll unsure) Hi.
Kivoko:  We are having a small get-together at my place for your father.

CHIYO: A birthday party.
(They notice the baby.)

Kivoko: — Oh, hello, Timothy.
Ciuyo:  Nobu should see him.
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(Awhward pause)

se me . .

i ing you. Excu
to leave) 10’s nice meeting ¥ show her.

Jupy: (Starting judy your earrings. Kiyoko,

CHIYO: (To Kiyoko) Show
ggﬁ){'}: ;211’;;\76 them to her. Your father. Fo;il;'rgd;?;)gst vty day
> birthday. He comes to my T : h
RYoKe! 1;;);’ ltillgs rlriy cogking. That’s how come I know hnmI 5(:1 g:ft) e
b (Kidding) He’s so mendokusai [troublcsomel. e,
CH cucumber pickle, 1 like eggplant. Monku, monkn &
(Lights start to fade.)
. . e to
Kiyoko: Oh, itis no trouble at all. I like to do things like that. 1 like
OKO: ,

cook for Nobu . . .

de to Nobu with kite. Masi in half-light moves

(Dim to darkness. Cross-fa She begins to practice ber cast.)

away from Sadao with the fishing pole.

Scene 10

Nobu puts down she kite frame. Thinks. Picks up the phone m::u:;z;
; i adao is ar the counter

: In balf-light ar Masi’s place, S _ g

M:);I'tj”H: Ij;ui the phone machine click on but d?es not a:zts:;:;er it

;:!cm' is. of f to the side, in & pool of light, engrossed in her casiing.

: 3 t
Masi? You gotany . .. (From his surprised ;xp;ess;fgu;; l;;o:offo:o
' j ; hine. He o€
tten Masi’s answering mak : '
Ze :lu;i‘;a ii) Masi? (Listening to the message wfazchgffngé% ;n;l;é{w
aten Nobu Matsumoto. My telephone number is 751- .

] oto.
sure if be said bis name) 1 am Nobu Matsomi

NosU:

i s ki at it. Masi is working on per
(He hangs up- Picks up bis hite and stares L e thins per

: i hnique, putting 10get . ol
fting ber cmfzﬁei“sm gloe; fhrougb one complete cycle 1?tthmt a bzt;fz
Sadao has PRI , ¢ the whole thing without a mistake gwes

. Having don ‘ ’ e
:’erzzef:looz:f mti;':ctgm. She smiles to herself. It feels good. She begins ag
re

Lights fade.)

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
SceNE

Kiyoko’s vestaurant, four weeks later. Surprise birthday party for Nobu.

Judy stands by herself out front, picking at the food. Blackie and Marsha are

in the kitchen and Kiyoko and Chivo scurry about with last-minute pyepn-

rations. Over the restaurant speakers we hear the forties tune “String of

Pearls.”
Kryoxo:  (Calling) Blackie! Hurry up with the chicken teri! (Checking the
food items) Ara! 1 forgot the dip. Chiyo, go talk, go talk.

(Kiyoko pushes Chiyo towards Judy, then burries back into the kitchen as

Biackie and Marsha entey, cavrying more food. Maysha is holding her nose.)
CHIYO: (To Judy in passing) Nobu’s favorite song. (Stops momentarily,
touching Judy’s hair) You come see me, I know what to do
with it.

(Chiyo beads back to the kitchen as Marsha and Blackic are setting their
Aishes down.)

Brackie: If you think that stink, wait till you try my farmous bom-yn.

MARSHA:  (Attempting to be polite) No, really, it wasn’t that bad.

Brackie: Al Orientals gotta have stink food. It’s part of our culture. Chinese,
Japanese, Koreans, Filipinos—we all got one dish that is so stink.
Chinese got this thing they call bam-ba, shrimp paste. My mudda
used to cook with it. Whew! Stink like something went die.

(Chiyo enters.)

Filipinos got fish-gut paste, bagascong. Koreans, kimchee. Whew!

CHIYO: (Admonisking) Blackie.

BLACKIE: (Igmnering Chiye) And us Buddhaheads eat zakuan, the pickled
horseradish. When you open up the bottle, the neighbors call to
see if your toilet went explode!

Curvo:  (Poking her head into the kitchen) Kiyoko! He’s at it again!

Brackie: Next time you come I make you my hom-yu.

MarsHA:  Hom-yu? (To Judy) You know hom-yu?

Brackie:  Whatsa matter? You kids live on Mars? You never heard of hom-

yu? Hom-yn. Steamed pork hash. It’s my specialty. Gotta have the
stinky fish on top. That’s the secret. Lottsa Pake [Chinese] places
don’t usc that fish anymore. Know why? Too stink. Chase all the
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chop it into small

t,
baole [white] customers away. Take pork bu of corn-

oon
pieces. Four water chestnuts, chopped. Teasp

starch—

(Kiyoko enters with dip, Chivo trailing. Y

Kiyoxko: Blackie! Blackie! Go do the cake!
MarsHa:  (To Blackie) I’ll help you. ;

. Kiyoko, when is he coming? . N
Cmcfi(c)(‘)‘ !(QZ%OM(&)W.VM) No,no ... ( To Chiye) He sh(éuld t:i (')Il‘]a_[tli ;vz);ﬁ o
Ko (To Marsha ) You shouldn’t help anymore. at, cat.

: 7)) We met already . . . -
MARSHP? ((T)v;}rll:fkﬁgwc)io go, put the candles on the cake. No Ze;:; 2:;1:1;;
KIYOK«O}é EE‘:}céting callin; back to Marsha while scratching his bw

KIE! , ‘
BLae fish. Don’t forget the stinky fish . . .
Kiyoxo:  (Following bim out) Don’t scratch your . .
V guests)

. (She remembers ber

(Chiyo approaches Judy and Marsha.)

i i > 1o like a kid back there.

! her like this. She’s acting ;

e I:‘Z;Z:;; ze;'nbrmth and looking the two d?ughter; aw;g You’re
I(u/dy neh, the fifth-grade teacher? And you're the dental . . .

(Overlapping) - - - hygienist, 1 told you earlier . . .

. : bs
- ieni 1d me before. (Quietly lang
: . hygienist—yeah, yeah you to _ Ja
onne ;zbouti%: mistake, calms down) SO. What do you think of the
of them? Nobu and Kiyoko?
(Awhward pause)

MarsHa: 1 thinkit’s . . . good. 1 think i’s good.

(Chiyo looks to Judy, who is silent. )

C 1
; dv’s bair gently) You come see me- 2 7
g?::;t’}:”g.]?sé mmsind walks back towards the kitchen)

Ha: Judy. '
1]\:1;;25: This is stupid. What am I doing here?
MarsHA: We're doing this for Da.d.
Jupy: You really think he’s goin

CHIYo:

g to want us heret Do you?

(Kiyoko enters sentatively, followed by Chiyo.)

know what tO
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Krvoxko:  Blackie called—Nobu’s not home, so he’s coming. (10 Marsha,
Seigning enthusiasm) I’'m so glad you could make it. Judy said
you weren’t sure whether you could all come or not.

Marssa: Oh no, no. We wouldn’t have missed it.

Krvoko:  Nobu-chan will be so happy you are here.

MarsHA: It was very kind of you to invite us.

Kivoxko:  Oh no, no, no. I wanted all of you here. (7o Judy) Where is the
baby?

Jupy: Jimmy’s home babysitting him.

CHivo:  Next time you bring him. We got plenty of room here.

Krvoko:  Yes, please, please. Next time you bring the baby and Jimmy, too.
I want to get to know all of Nobu-chan’s family.

Brackie: (Rushing in with bis ukulele) HAYO [Hurry]! HAYO! THE
BUGGA’S COMING! THE BUGGA’S COMING!

Kivoko: Tl get the cake. Hide! Hide!
Brackig: 1 got the lights.

Curvo:  (To Marsha and Judy) Over here, over here. . .

(Darkness. Nobu enters cautiously. The lights come np abruptly, then begin
a stow fade throngh the rest of the scene.) ’

ALL: SURPRISE!

(Nobu sees Judy and Marsha. He is in shock. Chive and Blackie lead every-
one in a rousing version of “Happy Birthday” as Kiyoko enters with a birth-
day cake decorated with burning candles. He ts attempting to appear happy,
but is becoming more and move upset that his daughters are there. Lights
continue their slow fade through the song, which is beginning to fall apart.
Kiyoko is now standing next to Nobu holding the cake out in front of him.
She senses something is wrong. The song ends with Blackie and Kiyoko mum-
tling the last few lyrics. Silence. Nobu’s face is sluminated by the glowing
candles. Nobu makes no move to blow out the candles. The moment is now
uncomfortable. Kiyoko 1s very upset.)

Kivoko:  Nobu-chan, please.

(Panse)

Juby: (Irritated) Dad.

(Nobue still refuses to blow out the candles. The moment is now extvemely
awkwayd. No one knows what to do.)
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MarsHa: (Gently) Daddy.

(Slowly Nobu leans forwa

v and with a foreeful breath extinguishes the

candles. Blackout.)

Masi’s place, same night. Sadao and
up, Sadao intently watching TV an
the magazine she holds in front ‘ff
channels with bis remote control. Eac
a program, Sadno swirches the channel,

SCENE 12

Masi in bed. Both are propped
d Masi peeving at the TV over
ver. Sadao keeps switching the
1 time Masi starts vo settle into
causing her to ferk ber bead

from the shock.

Mast:
SADAO:
Mast:
SADAO:

Masi:
SADAO:
Mast
SADAO;
Mast:
SADAO:
Mast:
SADAO!
MasI:

SADAO:
Mast:

SApAO:

Mast:

SADAO:

Mast:

Sadao! (He’s busy switching channels) Sadao?

Hmmm? ccen' =
d you please keep it on one: ’ o
((:1({:;;;;3‘9 Erhat he’s been doing) Oh. I'm SOITY. { §t>arts switching
channels again) Which one? This qnc? How’s this? Sadao?
Fine, fine. That's fine. (They settle into warching TV) Sadao

Hmm? .
I don’t feel good. (Pause) 1 think somet

What, what? Want me to call Doc Takei?
No, no . .. : L
have a fever? Headache? What’s wrong?
11;;)(:1 no, nothing like that. (Pause, thinking) I'm too happy.
o hending) 1
t hey umncompre
feel . . . too happy. (Sadao stares av 7C ' 4

is:ci to fee} like this as a kid, T think. Butitwas ... differen

} too happy? i
‘\[ﬁ(;ll':cfle;ou’re a Efi you get ice cream and member hf):’v you us:ri
to feel? Happy, right? But then you eat it all up am?i 1.1' s tgo::; 0;;
you eat too much of it and you throw up. But this just g

and on.
You mean u
ice cream, don’t you—s~ {

, of course, Sadao. o -
\?Vfl::‘;ré(iut with Nobu? didn’t you go throggh this with hflir:;t
(Masi shakes ber pead) 1 mean in the beginning when you firs

ied? '

et? When you got martic . o N

go it W‘wn’}; like that. (Panse) I think somcething’s wr()ngdw::t?
mc,Yuu know how they say there’s no such thing as an accy

hing’s wrong with me.

s} (Masi nods) Yeah, but this is a little different than

THE WASH

That you really wanted it to happen and so it did? I don’t think
1 ever really cared for Nobu. Not the way he cared for me. There
was someone else who liked me in Camp. I liked him, too. I mar-
ried Nobu. Something’s wrong with me, huh? Now you make
me feel too happy. I don’t like it. It makes me . . . unhappy.

(They both laugh. Sadao reaches out and places his hand on top of hers. They
exchange warm smiles.)

Was she in a lot of pain? (Sadae doesn’t follow her comment) Your
wife. Towards the end. In the hospital.
She just slept all the time. No, not too much. After about two
weeks she went into a coma and that was it. You can’t tell.
Cancer’s like that. Mary was pretty lucky, I guess. (Pause, think-
ing) There’s nothing wrong with you. Really, there isn’t. (Pause;
trying to decide whether to say something or not) You scare me. You
know that? Sometimes you scare me half to death. I don’t want
to go through that again. I told myself, “Never, ever again.”
Dead is better than feeling that kind of pain. But this . . . this is
...ITdon’tknow . .. to get a second chance . . . (Pause) There’s
nothing good about growing old. You spend most of your time
taking medicine and going to the doctor so you won’t die. The
rest of the time you spend going to the funerals of your friends
who did die, and they were taking the same medicine and seeing
the same doctors so what’s the use, anyway? Huh? (Sarcastically)
The golden years . . . . Look at us. Here we are. At our age. In
bed together. Not even married. Can you imagine what the kids
are thinking?
Masi: We’re not doing anything wrong.
8apso:  Of course, I know, I know.
Mast: We’re not doing anything wrong, Sadao. We’re not.
Sapa0: 1 know. But when I really think about what we’re doing . . . it
embarrasses the hell out of me!

SADAO:

(They look at each other, then suddenly burst out laughing. They gradually
calm down.)

Mast: I scare you half to death. And you . . . you make me feel so good
I feel awful.

(They look at each other for a moment, then slowly reach out and embrace.
Dim to darkness.)
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SCENE 13

Kiyoko’s vestanrant, one week Iater. Nobu is sitting at the counter
sipping sake and eating eqpplant pickles. Blackie is watching him
from the service window. He comes out sipping on a beer.

BLACKIE:

Nosu:

BLACKIE:

NoBuU:

BLACKIE:

Nosu:

BLACKIE:

Nosu:

Brackig:

Nosu:

BLACKIE:

Nogsu:

BLACKIE:

Nosu:

(Takes a big gulp) Know why I like to drink beer? Know why?
(As Nobu looks up, be answers his own question with a loud sat-
isfying burp) Ahh. 1 like to let things out. Makes me feel
good. Don’t like to keep things bottled up inside. Not good
for you. Give you an ulcer. Cancer. Maybe you just blow up
and disappear altogether, huh. (Lawughs at his own joke.
Notices Nobu isn’t lnughing) That’s the problem with you
katonks. You buggas from the mainland all the time too seri-
ous. (Nobu glances back towards the door) No worry, no
worry. Kiyoko going be back soon. Chiyo’s place—yak, yak,
yak, Hey, you had lots of girlfriends when you was small-kid
time? (Nobu shrugs) Strong silent type, huh. Me? Lottsa
wahines. All the time like to play with Blackie. (Mimicking
the givls) “Blackie, darling, you’re so cute . . . you're so
funny . .. But I not all the time cute. I not all the time funny.
How come you all the time come around here and you still

got one wife?

We’re separated.

So when you gonna get the divorce?

No. (Blackie doesn’t understand) No.

What about Kiyoko? (Nu response. Noby keeps drinking) 1 don’t
like you. 1 like you. T don’t like you ’cause you make Kiyoko feel
lousy. I like you ’cause you make her happy. Hey, she’s my boss—
who you think catch hell if she not feeling good? Hey, I don’t
like catching hell for what you do—

1t’s none of your business—Kiyoko and me.

None of my business? Hey, brudda, Kiyoko may be feeding your
face but I’'m the guy who’s cooking your meals. (Nobu stares
down at his pickles) Nobu?

What?

You like Kiyoko? (No response) Well, do you?

(Under his breath) Yeah, 1 guess so.

“Yeah, T guess so” what?

(Mumbling) 1 like Kiyoko.

Jesus. Talking to you katonksis like pulling teeth.

I LIKE KIYOKO! I like Kiyoko.
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(Blackie sips on beer while Nobu glares . .
t him,
townrds Nobu and burps lou dly.) v at him. Blackie leans forward

BLACKIE:  Feels good, huh?

(Dim to darkness)

SCENE 14

?Vﬂbu“‘: Place one week lnter, Evening. Masi enters carrying the wash
ina brmfm baper bag. She unpiles the clothes and stacks them neatly
on the kitchen table. Sphe picks up the old clothes off the floor, folds
them, and puts them in the bayg. As she looks up, one gets :l;e, sense
that she is trying to decide whether 1o say hello to Nobu or just leave
She looks for & moment towards the halbvay, then decides athzrwi;e'
Just as she turns and starts o make her way towards the door wz’th‘
the bag, Nobu enters from the hallway,
Nosu: Masi, is that you?

(Nobu realizes that she’s leavin ith ; ;
s ﬂndﬂelxguilzy.) L without bothering to say bello, Masi senses

Mast: I was going. I'm a little late. T was just going to leave the clothes
and go. (As she speaks, she notices the dirty dishes on the coffee table
S{ae puis down the bag and proceeds to clean up the mess as she con:
tmuea: zo talk) I didn’t know you were in the back . . . (She takes
the dishes to the sink. Noby Just watches) Nobu, why don’t vo
wash the dishes once in a while? Clean up. Y a
Nosu: ;;;;i)i; Ia du.mpdanyway. (Masi stops and looks at him. He presses
ace is a dum i ’
Foloned e Mexﬁz,a nMSama Neighborhood’s no good. Full of
Mast: {Putting dishes in sink) Well, move then. Move to the north side
like me. I. kept saying that all along. For the kids—better schools
better neighborhood. . . . Think you listen to me? (Mimickin, ,
Nobu) “I don’t like Hakujin—white people make me nervousé’Z
So you don’t like white people, you don’t like black people, yo'u

don’t like Mexicans. . . . So who d )
monku, monky . . . © do you like? Huh? Monks,

Nogu: (M?ttering) I don’t mind Mexicans. (Pause) 1 told Shig, “You
can’t keep stocking all that Japanese things when the Nz’i;on ins
[Japanese] are moving out of the neighborhood. You gottaj;cll
to the Mexicans and not all that cheap crap, too, *cause they can
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tell.” Think Shig listens to me? He’s the big store owner. The big Nozu: When I st
man. If [ was running the store it woulda been different. (Pause) in the pas ;lirtcdhwgrk at your papa’s farm_ he wanted ¢
And old id he’d get me that store. cKking shed. I said, « ’ ) O put me
Mast: Itnwa};g:ltrhis f;:?tn Isi;‘c dign’tgpclan on the war, Nobu Wwas so hot, 110 degrees outNI? » I want to work in the fields.” 1t
NOBG: He promised he c.oulci set me . . . ’ . I knew ever y day at eight in t;ceiéi:?nthough { | Was nuts. But
Mast: (Owerlapping) It wasn’t his fault. Mas: ?22 your sister would bring the water Ougt ::)1 uchlvc noon, you
Nosu: ... up in business or anything else I wanted to do. NoBU: ] “317;”5 as she recalls) Noby, -
Mast: IT WASN’T HIS FAULT! .‘ wanted to watch you,
il/l(f;sl.. You would just stand there with your .
(Silence) MAS[U‘ ;ICH, I didn’t know what to say. €Up, staring at me.
: ou drank so much wa e
. ter, Lila and 1
Who wanted to be in the relocation camps? Did you? Do you rabies. We used to cal) you “Nobu, the tl{]{ogg]gt m:ybe you had
think he wanted to be in there? It broke Papa’s heart. He spent (They lnsp ’ ad Dog.
his entire life building up that farm. Papa was a proud man. A Y iaugh.)
very proud man. It broke his heart when he lost it. Papa [i
Nosu: I’m just saying I’d run the business different. Shig is a baka Nosu: le;ahlkcd you.
[fool]. That’s all I’m saying. MASE | i o 3 tough son-of.a-bitch
: . . ) ' didn’t think :
Masr: You’re retired. Shig passed away eight years ago. The store’s not , anyone could keep up wir
even . . . work like a horse. You and Papa. Propud. gtfggir Jue you could
Nosu: (Overlapping) If all the Japanese move out you can’t keep selling (Masi massages Nobss i o "
all that Japanese things, you can’t. That’s all I’m saying,. s Nobu in silence,)
Mast: . .. there anymore. It’s a cleaners. Nosu: M
. ama? ‘/Vh 3
. o Mast: Whats y don’t you cook me breakfast?
(Silence. Masi picks up the paper bag of old clothes and starts to move Nogu: Cook me by ¢ 1
. She’ h. . . eakfast. I miss ;
towards the door. She’s had enough.) Masi: It’s late Nobu. Yoy s I;gfulgo‘i ;‘rsche aInd raw egg in the morning
Nosu:  Masi? NOBU: the way back over here just to cook yoéinot gomng to come al
Masi: (Stops) What? - &SL breakfast. Then in the morning when we
NoBU;  Mr. Rossi give you any more fish? €KX to your place. BEt up you can go
Mast: (Uncomfortable, lying) No. Not lately. . )
1ft s LYEIRg Y. (ﬁfm stops, realzzing be is asking ber to spend the nigh
%ot move. Noby stg e nygnt. Silence, Masi o
(Pause) ba . i ast does
nds forward and beg; . tentatively, she
. OIS to massage him. : . 4 moves her
Nosu:  Mama? Jce. Dim to darknes; JeTim. A faint smile appears on Nobyys
Masr: Is your back bothering you, Nobu? (No response) Want me to i
momo | massage] it for you? S CENE 1§
Kiyoko’s restanrant, ong weeh later, Bla

ckie, after bours, i seated §
ted
Jeet up on table, accompany himself on’ the ufe;l:[:

(Nobu nods. As Masi moves to put the bag down, Nobu removes his under- P X
’ semidarkness,
and singing a sud Hawasian folp song, "Manucln Boy.»

shirt. He seats bimself. Masi begins to massage his shoulders from behind.
They continue in silence. Nobu is enjoying the moment. He begins to laugh
quietly to himself.) ' BLACKIE:  (Singing)
What? Manucla Boy, my dear boy
’ You no mo’ hila, hila.
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No mo’ five cent, no mo’ house
You go Aala Paka hia moe.

Mama work at the big hotel,

Brudda go to school.
Sister go with the haole boy,
Papa make his living shooting pool.

The tourist like filet mignon

And caviar it’s true,
But they never lived till they went taste
Papa’s Friday ole Hawaiian stew . . .

(As Blackie sings, lights up on Masi’s place. Sadno stands before the door
Masi bas just opened. In Sadao’s right hand be bolds a suitcase and in bis
left, several fishing poles. On bis head sits a fishing bat. Sadao bas come to
move in with Masi. For a moment they look at each other in silence, Then

Masi invites bim in. Sadao enters, Dim to darkness.)

SCENE 16

{Nobu’s place, three days lnter, lnte afternoon. Judy has stopped by

with Timothy. Judy sets the baby down on the kitchen table upstage

of Nobu. Nobu turns to look at Judy, then returns to working on the

kite and watching TV. This is the first time Judy has visited Nobu

stnce their breakup over her marriage. He has never seen Timothy.)
(Moving down rowards Nobu) T was just driving by and I thought
I’d stop in. (Ne response} You doing okay, Dad? (Silence) You
know, Mom? I just wanted to say—

Nosu: Did he come?

Jupy: (Exasperated) No, he did not.

Nosu: He can come to the house now.
“He can come to the house now”? Jesus Christ. Dad, he

Juby:

Jubpy:
isn’t one of your children. He doesn’t need your permission,
He’s. ..

Nosu: (Overlapping) This is my house. He needs my permission.

Jupy: ... a grown man. I don’t want to fight. I didn’t come here to
fight with you, Dad.

Nosu: I said he can come—

Jupy: He won’t come, he doesn’t like you!

(Stlence)

THE Wasy

;\IOBU: Damn kurochan . . .
uDY: He’s black, not kurochan—ip
) —it’s black. (P, i
Nosu out,, okay? Sanseis don’t like Sanseis. (o) Ererybody marres
* Tak’s son married a Nihonjin, Shig’s daughter did, your cousin

j Patsy . . .
UDY’ ({ }perlapping) Oka . .

; Y, okay, Ididn’t, I didn’ .
Nosu: .. . did, Marsha’s g0ing to, idn’t, all righe?

(Pause. Nobu looks back to Timotlyy,)

II\?(;:;Y(} ' f:;lt bappa [ multiracial] kids are the next generation, too
: 0. Japanese marry other I'apancse, their kids are ’l’b;z.fei [ .f‘ourth~

tiracial !
(Stlence)
Jupy: You’ i
u're gonna die out, you know that. You’re gonna be extinct

and nobody’s gonna give a goddamn,

i(:;;:;oojfgtz::; f:fug to cry .rofily, Judy goes over and Dicks the baby up try-
- “omposing herself, Judy decides to 1y one last t5 ;
t
what she came to tell her Sather. She walks back to Nobzi; this tim:;’;i':‘;zz

Timothy with her,)

}Il)ad? a(No ?'esp:ome) Dad, you know, Mom’s moving out of the
ngu?c}; I didn’t put h(?r up to it. Honest. (Silence. Noby stares
aygnt ahead. She begins 1 ery) If1did . . . I’'m sorry.

t(gf:z :tl;nce Srom No:’fu. Judy gives up trying to talk to this man. As she
Somethfn eqve}’ f”"" notices Nobu. He is looking towards her, ar Timothy,

L 10 bts expression mak ; .
bolds she bty oy to?/n'm,) makes Judy bring the baby over to Noby. She

Timothy. Your grandson,

;5:: :/; m;)mmt there is hesitation. We are nor sure whether Noby js going to
e :W :zrgez; lﬁfoztf rmch;s out and takes Timothy. Judy watclycf as
‘ 5 1is grandson for the first time. As ;
withdraw from the scene upstage 1, vy e s 1
’ e mio a pool of light, Marsha al
upstage in her own separate ligh ns it g Timoran 21,
‘ tght. Nobu remains lit hold 3
beqins to bum the traditional ] eris o L
s apanese lullaby .7
Judy watch Nobu and Timothy as[;hey spg:k. O “Donguri Marsha i
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Jupy: (Trying to SUPPYess her langhter) I'm sorry, P'm sorry | | | (Masi

: idn’t tell Dad, did you? .
MarsHA: You didn begins to langh) God, what 4 mess.

; by.

UDY: No, I just brought the baby ' . ,
Marsrn: 1% going to kill him when he finds out. IMU‘;E (5 Mardha) Let it go, don't bother. Tl take care of it later.
Jupy: He’s got that other woman. bout Mom and Mr. ; (Finds & man’s sock; teasing) Whae's this? This belong to Mr.
Marspa:  Judy. (Pause) Maybe he already knows abou Ma Nakasato?

' \ SL (Grabbing it) Jud
Nakasato. . : g’ y.
Jupy: I dor’t think so. I really don’t think so. MaRstia: Why gxgn L you just leave sooner? You didn’t have to stick
around for yg,
N b R
(They continue to watch as Nobu begins to sing the “Donguri® song to Mast: Ididn’t. (Pause) 1 was . .. I was scared.
Timf,,,y ) MARsHa: Of Dad?
' Masi; I d0{1’t know, Everyming.
Nosu:  (Singing) Jopy: Was it *cause [ kept harping on you to move out on him alf thgse
Donguri kor koro, kovo gatte Marstia. %:;ﬁrsi If;h th:;t‘ fvahy you left?
O ike tu bamatrte, saa taiben ) SHA: at's the difference?
Dojo 0 ga dette kite, kon-nichiwa Jupy: Marsha.
Botchan/Timothy isshoni, asobimasho . . . ) (Pause.)
‘ o g Rtise,
is left alone in pool of light singing
Marsha and Judy fade out first. Nobu is : ¢ : . '
t(a .';i:;othy. As be fades ont we bear the whir of a coffee grinder.) Masr: Dad was always trying to beat me down, every little thing. “How

come you can’t do this, how come you can’t do that”—nothing

SCENE 17 There are things you kids don’t know, T didn’t want to talk about
Masi’s place, two days lnter. Masi has ngfi T u,dy and Marsb&;qozer Juby: them to you, but , . , Daddy and I, we didn’t sleep . , .
Jor a talk. She bas just told them that she is going over to see Nobu. XSY‘. (Overlapping) Thar's okay, Mom. Really, jt’s okay . . .
She is going to tell bim that she wants a divorce and to marry “él“m_- s To together. Every time I wanted to, he would push me away,
The two dangitters sit uncasily while Masi s at the aoun:eg ff‘)iz’iz en, fifteen years he d:c?n’t want me. (Pause) We were having
ing coffee. Masi is trying vo get the Braun grinder to ”;f' . ﬂ; S{.ﬂ_ one of our Arguments, just like always. And e was going on
sing the fecl of it by pushing the button. We hear the whir :f fthe and on about how 1t was my fault this and my fault that. And [
ning rotor blade. She’s vendy. Takes the plastic top off-ﬂn pgft: ‘ :«‘vas “YIng to explain my side of it, when he turned on me,
beans in, then presses the start burton. ]u.ft as the grinder pic s up Shlft up, Mama. You don’t know anything. You’re stupid.”
top-speed Masi accidensally pulls vhe p lm:nc 0p off- B?mf()gf;g Stupid. After for ty-two years of Ietting him be right he called
every which way pelting her face, bouncing off the ca m;iided i me that. And I understood, He didn’t even need me to make
Masi pecks from behind her hands. A couple of beans embe bar- h}m be right anymore. He just needed me to be stupid. I was
her hair fall to the counter. Masi is upset. .7776 d‘augkters are em. | tired, I couldn’t fight him anymore. He won, He finally made
rassed. Normally, this would be a funny situation for them. j me feel like garbage, (Judy and Marsha g, shocked by by strong

language) That was the night I left him and came over to your

MaRSHA: (Getting up) Tl clean it up. 5112?;1 (Nodding towards Judy) 1 like Sadao. 1 Jike Sadao very

g ] the beans scattered on the floor. Judy stavts to gig- |
(Mavrsha stavts to pick np the be . iy

Jle—it’s all too ridiculous.)
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SCENE 18

(Nobu's place, same day. “String of Pearls” can be heard playing
faintly in the background. He's fixing bimself in front of a small
wall mirvor. He adfusts the collar of bis shivt and tugs ar bis sweater
until it looks vight. Nobu checks his watch. As be begins to pick up
some of the scatteved clothes on the floor, Masi enters. Music ends.
Nobu guickly moves to the sofn. Masi goes ovey to the hitchen aren
and takes clothes out of the bag, setting them neatly on the table. She
picks up the divty clothes off the floor, folds them, and puts them into
the bag. As she’s doing this, Nobn gets up, shuffles over to the stove,
and turns on the flame to heat some water. He stands theve and

watches the water heat up.)

Masr:

(Sits down on sofa) I want to talk, Nobu,

(No response. Nobu gets tea out and ponrs some into pot.)

Nogu:

I have something to tell you.
(Moving back to conch) Want some tea?

(As Nobu sits, Masi gets up and moves towards the sink arven. She gets
sponge and wipes off the tea leaves he bas spilled on the counter. Nobu turns

the TV on and staves at it.)

Masrt:
Nosu:
Mast:

Nosu:

Masr:

Nosu:

Mast:

Nosu:

You know Dorothy and Henry’s son, George?

The pharmacist or something?
No, the lawyer one. He’s the lawyer one. I went to see him.

(Turns off the stove flame)} 1 went to see about a divorce. About
getting one. (No response) I want to get married again. So I went
to George to see about a divorce. I wanted to tell you first so
you’d know. I didn’t want you to hear from someone else. 1
know how you hate that kind of thing. Thinking something’s

going on behind your back.
Wait, wait, wait a second. . . . You want a divorce? You want to

get. . . . What? What's all this?
It’s the best thing, Nobu. We’ve been separated how long now?

How long have we been living different places?
I don’t know. I never thought about it. Not too long.

Thirteen months.
Thirteen months, who cares? T never thought about it. I don’t

understand, Masi.
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Masr; ’ i
o II: ; ;ilse same thing as being divorced isn’t i
o do Nt seem that long, You moved out of this k
Mast It):j i ea.’ It was your idea, | never liked it e Hmasn’
Newr Youo<=:sn t matter whose idea it was, T t’s been over a i
o want to get married? Yeah, I know jt’s been char + year. bar
Mast always thought . . you know, that we’d e year, but
N : It’s been over 3 year, Nobu | B
OBU: ; know! I said I know, ‘
Masr: 've been seeing some: K
X happene B someone. It wasn’t planned or anything, It just
OBU; What do you mean, “see;
oy ’ . nean, “seeing someone™ Wh
‘I,-Ic s vg:ry nice. A widower, He takes me ﬁs?ltixf . )I?u bas s i
Nosw. V;}glct:} le garden that he— T e has a nice
e : His(; ;sm he? Do I know him 1s it someone I knows?
Hod rela(t:;cs{ fg{};g{?sbkasatg. His wife died about t;vo years ago
) both mp ¥y and Henry. Nobu, it’s the best thing for
OBU:  You keep saying it’
: % 1t’s the best thi i
why did you sleep with me thatr;gi’gg:c pest thing. (Fose) M
(Silence.)
Masr: Aren’t i
you seeing somebody?
ﬁiBU: No. Not like thar, ¢
SI: i i
Ny II::.;!: tt(ixtc j?d;j said she’s very nice, That she invited—
ally different! I'm not seeing anyone! (P,
Masi P;zc\;c yo;zJ bgen seeing this guy? How long? - () How tone
: se, Nobu, You always get wh '
have your e 220 2 B¢t what yorr want, | always let you
Nosu:  How LONé? e Justlet— y
rl:;[(;:s;: About five months,
BU:  FIVE MONTHS! H
o' H1OW come you never told mes i
Ik)nm Ig)gigg% girls know! Everybody knows? Fil\:;c;ngr?d:thcl‘ingg
: s.
Mass L HS AND I DON"T KNOW! (g1, ;
N W?f ed them not to te]] you. F ek the it
s Bcc:ri S‘ZI;yktr:ll:; hell ngt? Don’t I have o right to knows»
eIk you'd react thij i is. Yelli
- ;frcaﬂ;mg st s o ik dl; way. Just like this. Yelling and
: verybody in this whole damp ¢
; mn tow,
'(1:*6(“)111?4 yg;? ;ig tzxs tbo me! Masil HOWHC%]EYYSDC;?;I{; gg TI;I-I(;V;
g BT (He has her by the o, 2 3
Mast: (Quietly) Are you going to fiito zﬁi:” e s shaking her iolently)
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(Pause. Nobu slowly composes himself and lets ber go.)

Because 1 want to be happy, Nobu. I have the right to be happy.

(Masi extts. Nobu is left standing alone. Dim to darvkness.)

SCENE 19

Kiyoko's restaurant, same day, evening. Chiyo and Kiyoko seated at

table in pool of lLight.

Kivoko:

CHIYO:

Kivoxo:

CHIYO:

Kivoxo:

Nine years. That is how long it has been. Nine years since Harry
passed away. He never treated me like this. I call, I go over there.
Harry never treated me like this.

Kiyoko. Maybe you have to stop thinking about Nobu. Hmm?
Maybe . . . maybe you should give him up. (Sélence) Kiyoko. Lots
more fish in the ocean. Lots more. Go out with us. Come on.

I don’t do those kinds of things.
I'll introduce you to some new guys. Remember Ray—you met

him? I’ve been telling him about—

I don’t do those kinds of things. (Pause) It’s not easy for me,
Chiyo. (Silence) when Harry died, right after? I started taking the
bus to work. I had a car, I could drive. It was easier to drive. I took
the bus. For twenty-five years you go to sleep with him, wake up
next to him. He shaves while you shower, comes in from the yard
all sweaty. Then he’s gone. No more Harry in bed. No more the
smell of aftershave in the towel you’re drying off with, No more

sweaty Harry coming up and hugging me. I had a car. I took the
bus. I missed men’s smells. I missed the smell of men. Every morn-

ing I would get up and walk to the corner to take the bus. It would
be full of all these men going to work. And it would be full of all
these men coming home from work. I would sit there pretending
to read my magazine . . . (Inhales, discovering the diffevent smells)
Soap . . . just-washed skin . . . aftershave lotion . . . sweat . . .

(Lights come up to half in the vestanvant. Blackie bursts through the kitchen
doors holding a place of bis famonus hom-yu. Brings it over and sets it down
on the table which is now in a full pool of light.)

Brackig:  Hom-yu! Hom-yu!
Curyo:  Kusai yo [Stinky]!
Kivoxko:  Blackie!

Brackie:

I know stink. But stink gooooaod!

THE Wasu

(1t stinks to boly bell, Chi ’ ;i
- LYo can’t stand it. Kiyoko is gus ]
" . ' ' uite mop
ﬁig :;;, tfmggb she too is baving a difficult time wit;g}; its od ejil'b 4 B{“Ckffjf
. Dim to darbness. ) o Hckic grins

SCENE 20

Nobu’s place, two da
. i s later. Knock at the door and i
AYTYing & brown paper bag. Noby watching TV, b enters

MaARsHA:

Nosu:

MaArsHA:
Nosu:
MARsHA:

Nosu:

MaRrspA:
Nozu:
MARSHA;
Nosu:

Manspa:

NogBu:
MaArsHaA:

Nosu:;

MARSHA:

How come you didn’t tell
 did me? All the time you
(3:/;): ;mcv‘fénmeﬁmon it of{lcc. You. I feel so dam);ed zf;)fz;:srgg\s
snow my face? All the ¢ i ‘

gvzrygnc laughing ar me behind nfyin © MEht under my nose.

ad, Dad, it’s not like that j idn’t think i
imparing s ot atatall. T just didn’t think it was all that
Oh, come on! Mom ¢

: ! old you not to tel

lefa@g ’roupd with that son‘c»f-a—i:)itch(;1 e so she could go

Il right, a‘ﬂ right, but it’s not like that at all. No one’s trying to

(Seated) What do
you want m ?
B?fpy- He’s a nice man. ¢ t0 sayt Huh, Dad? They're
€’s a nice man.” What the hell’s that
\«Ixifcntmm her like a very special person #pposed o mean?
€ll, everyone does that § - .
50 easy to be— atin the beginning. In the beginning it’s

they drive up to . . .

All right, all right . . .

l;;i; Itﬁ(l:ch Bc;rycssa.and camp overnight. He teaches her how to

00X, cast it out, and even to tie the hook. I

g}(:,ve; even took her fishing . . | T ean you
¢ doesn’t like fishing, i

wouldsi e 8. I tried to take her lots of times, she

They even dig up worms in hij i

Side by B ¢ P worms in his garden at his house. | saw them,
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You come home. You come home now, Mama. You come home.
Nosu:  Allright, 1 said.

o ms and putting them It's no good . . .
— e S p Jupy: (Overlapping, trying to calm Nobu down) Dad? Dad, take it
in a coffee can! ) 1 casy . . . take it easy . . . (Trying to get him seated) Sit down, sit
i 1 ALL RIGHT!
NoBU: ( me,ﬁéﬁg?é%gggglﬂ{ DO THAT FOR MOMH ( guzése) . down
MARSHA: . : ) |
HA' bi;ilyou? (Getting worked up agan ) You’re so . . . s0 stupi@. 1O OBU

(Yanking arm away from Judy) I DON'T WANT TO SIT! 1

. MAMA !
are. You’re stupid. All you had to say was, “Come back. Please WANT vy o )

i “I’m sorry.”
come back.” You didn’t even have to say, y.

Shocked silence.

. (Overlapping) I'm your father . . . ’ . i v had t0 (Shocked silence.)
Mot . Mom would've come back. She would’ve. 'Ehat s all y o
parer say. Three lousy words. “Please come back. _ :

( 4 )Il g some Offec Oor 170‘1 I)ad

Y- . . , " '
MarsHa: You ruined everything. It’s too jate! YOU WRECKED EVER it doss mot s, Mss docon’s ko i 10 . She'smeverseom Nobo ke

THING!! (Pause. Composing herself) T'm SO mixf,d ‘ipovjhm i )
look at Mom I'm happy foihcr. When I chink about ¥ , NoBu:  You come home, Mama. Just like always. You don’t need to
%‘;}“,E kigxhioigifiﬁyglg}lg about your mam’a. lin 3 iltvles over here. You come home. Just like always. That’s the way
11\\31(:;‘5};{1&: D;Clit,SKiYOkO cares a great deal about you. She's been a8 | Masr: (Omz.r'lp;ppz'ng) Nobu, Nobu . . . . You don’t understand, Nobu.
Judy and me day ar:id n;gt}:;t 1 don’t let her in. She’s not Mama. I can’t come home. I can’t come home anymore—
mm %:dh\lf\(f)fcl:i cci): ;l;i wc;?xt me to say? That’s the way it is. T used to Nowy:

I DON'T CARE! I DON'T CARE ABOUT ANY OF THAT
STUFF, MAMA! (Pause. Breaking down, be begins to plead) 1 won’t
yell at you, anymore. I won’t yell, I promise, Mama. I won’t monku
about the store or about your papa . . . I’m sorry . . . ’m sorry. Masi,
it’s no good. Please come home. Please come home . . . Please . . .

, H -
keep thinking you two would get ba'ck togcther(.i 1 cc'):lizo:n::ir
ine liife any other way. But slowl): 1 just got us; to ain . Mo e
there and you here. Then all this happcned. : meo - ,wam times
I can’t recognize Mom anymore. .. - What do ¥
say? You'll get used to it.

(Neither Masi nor Judy knows how to cope with this situation. Nobu con-
tinues to plead. Dim to darkness.)
(Nobu panses upset.) ‘

SCENE 22
: Stubbornly) No. ’ ‘
}I?\qfiiigf'm: gL{:kS at her father sadly) You Il get used to it.

Lights up to Kiyoko’s restaurant, one day later. Chiyo is dialing
Nobu’s number. A concerned Blackie stands guard next to her.
Kiyoko bhas told them not to bother with him anymove. Kiyoko
appears and waiches them from the service window. She makes no
SCENE 21 attempt to stop them. In half-light, Nobu composes himself and leaves
Judy’s place. We follow him as he begins to make his way back home.
However, be stops in front of Masi’s place and stares at it. Chiyo lets

the phone ring and ving. Finally she and Blackie exchange disap-
posnred looks. At that point Kiyoko bursts in on them.

(Dim to darkness. )

i be clothesline hanging .
' place, two days later. Masi is at
({:ﬁ: ;}udy bolding Timothy, &5 with Masi. Nobu suddenly rushes
in M»;si :m;i Judy arve surprised. Nobu appears very upset.)

MASI: N()bu —

I M ) d O . . ‘
UubDyY: I—(_.Ie)“;/; [‘a. ‘ . ) I ,: ; N “ (

I'J()er. I‘ ‘15‘, 1”“ iy ”zﬂ }“d_\‘ 1's o b‘)()d‘ I'E N ll s 110 g )()d at d

Kivoko:  How come you keep doing that? Huh? Don’t phone him any-

more. [ told you, didn’t 1?
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(Blackie and Chiyo look sheepishly at Kiyoko. Kiyoko’s feigned anger is very NOBU:  What is hes
transparent to nll three parties and only adds to the discomfort of the situ- Masi: He i s i ¢? An old man or something?
ation. As the scene darkens, Nobu arrives at bis house. Nobu appenars in a Nosy:  In fJUSt ikes to take naps. You do too.
pool of light. He stands theve for o moment in silence, still carrying some of ) d ront of the TV, But | don’t go into the b d
the emotional tuymoil from his previous scene with Masi. He reaches behind own. Well, where is he» Bring him out. D T o and lie
the sofx and pulls up a long, narrow object wrapped in cloth. As he unwraps Mast: glm? on’t I get to meet
it, we see what it is: a shotgun. Nobu sits down in the chair with the gun : ou sure? (She looks at him for a long while, Spe 4
across his np, staring into the darkness. As the lights do a slow fade on Nobu, urns to go wake Sadno up, then stops) Chc.t EY elieves him. She
the mournful wail of a shakuhachi [bamboo flute] is heard.) g‘fe}:;cinythﬁ.kcamps when I didn’t shov: ?p ?g?ltﬁzm(; Tha:
Oshikawa? We just talked. Thar’s all, ance
Masi
SCENE 23 gfﬂzfz::‘;v“ fe or t;’f? liedroom. Nobu looks slowly avound the apart, )
Masi’s place, one week lates. Nobu stands inside with the shotgun. In , Yet st isn’t, Noby suddenly bas no dpsi partment. It’s
balf-light, Sadao is asleep in the bedroom. doen'z ¥ want to see them together in this oe 70 meet Sudso. He
) IAla:a.rz appears cautionsly leading out o ya;i‘:;tmgn;. Nobu exits abruptly,
Nosu: Where is he? (Masi stares at the gun) o Nobu. All they see is his shotgun leaning ugﬁin?t :Z: uzzg fook around
Mast: He went to buy the newspaper. )
Nogu: (Notices Masi watching him cantiously) It’s not loaded. (Pause) At SCEN 24
first I said, “No, no, no, I can’t believe it. I can’t believe it.” I got E
; 3 s 1O, 110, . . Same day. Marsha and Jud . )
so pissed off, I got my gun flnd di‘(?VC over here. I drove arounfi Marsha is holdin Y APPeRY in a pool of light fuy upstage.
the block twenty or thirty times thinking “I’m gonna shoot this who is held b o mm”. kite and slowly moves s above Timorhy,
son-of-a-bitch, I’'m gonna shoot him.” I drove right up, rang the ¢r% by Judy. They sit in silence for g time, ’
doorbell. No one answered. I kept ringing, ringing. . . . I went UDY: e
back to the car and waited. You cheated on me. How could 4 (I“f?n t believe he gave the kite to Timothy. He gets so mad if
you do that to me? I’'m a good husband! I’m a good husband, N touch them. And he never flies them., mad ityou
Masi . . . . I kept seeing you two . The two of you together. I kept (Pause)

seeing that. It made me sick. I kept thinking, “I’m gonna shoot
that son-of-a-bitch. I’m gonna shoot him.” I waited in the car. It
was three o’clock in the morning when I woke up. It was so cold
in the car. You weren’t back. I got worried I might catch a cold,
and my back—you know how my back gets. I drove home, took
a hot bath, and went to sleep. I’ve been sick in bed all week. I just
wanted to show you. Both of you. That’s why I brought it. Don’t
worry. It’s not loaded. (He cracks the shotgun and shows her that it
is mot londed) I just wanted to show both of you how it was, how
I was feeling. But it’s all right. You two. It’s all right now.

MarsHa; (Moving the kite) No. He never flies them

(The lights dim 1o bay
o I They turn to wazcl, the nction taking place center

SCENE 25

Tivo days Inter, Aprhness. The TV iy

2 comes on, 3«'3 T, oon’s face
é’ ﬂb bf b p)
f f ¢4 J f v

on th ) ;
” : cogfe. tt;ble. Mas apgmr: n another pool of light. She stands,
bm,m‘i, 5 e:z:e by downstage ingo pace. In ber arms ghe i holdin, th;
N ;ﬁa :;g c:bf newly washed clothes, Spe turns and moves toufzrds
€ A5 she enters the Lights come
f ' up full on the bouse,
I :.rzl Joes over f‘o the kitchen table and takes out the newt
wed clothes, stacking thewm iz neat piles on the table. She ther ;’J’
. ro-

cecds to pick up the old clothes scattered on he foor and puts o
» m

(Nobu sets the gun against the wall. Masi watches him, trying to decide if’
it is indeed safe.)

Masr: Nobu.

Nosu:  Yeal?
Masi: He’s taking a nap. Iin the bedroom. He likes to do that after dinnes
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in the bag. She picks up the bag and moves towards the door, then
stops. She makes up her mind about something she has been strug-
Bling with for a while. Masi returns to the kitchen and leaves the bayg
of old clothes on the table. As she opens the dooy to g0, Masi looks back
at Nobu and watches bim for a brief moment. During this whole
time, Noby has never turned around to look at Masi, though be is
very aware of what is going on. Masi sadly turns and exits,

Lights dim with Nobu silently watching TV, Briefly, Nobu’s face
is lit by the dancing light of the television screem. At this same
instant, the brown paper bag of wash on the table is illuminated by
a shaft of light. Nobu’s phone begins to ring. He turns to look at it.
Blackout on Nobu. The wash fades into darkness, The phone contin-
ues to ring for a few moments. Then, silence.)

END OF PLAY
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