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Note on Japanese Usage




Except in my Acknowledgments, where I use the name order that the person is normally known by, I use Japanese name order. Thus the first name listed is the family name, and the second name is the personal name. However, when using only one name, some artists are known by their personal names, rather than their family names. I have tried to follow the transliteration system found in Kenkyusha's New Japanese-English Dictionary. 
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Once we've uttered a single word of dialogue, play-hell begins, 
and we cannot escape. There is no end. No play ever ends. Plays 
just change. . . . [P]lay upon play is transformed into hell!. . . 
After the play ..., after the lie, there's no truth, only another 
lie. And everything I've just said is nothing but a pile of lies, 
too. That's theatre. And that's life. — Heretics 













introduction




Profession: Terayama Shuji

Terayama Shuji (1935 — 1983) would have been an alchemist if he could. He was constantly metamorphosing, transforming, and reinventing himself. His multifarious identities included internationally renowned poet, playwright, director, filmmaker, photographer, novelist, lyricist, cultural critic, theatrical theorist, advocate for the rights of youth, and spokesman for lonely teenage girls —as well as gambler, peeping Tom, and anarchic destroyer of tradition. He spent his forty-seven years in search of a personal philosopher's stone, an elusive element that would permit him to complete his life's project. That project was transforming the dross of mere existence into golden art, leaden reality into glittering fiction. Yet whenever he would begin to glimpse results— whenever the gurgling alchemist's brew began to precipitate into golden nuggets— something catastrophic would occur. The hell that was his chaotic, everyday life would reveal another, hidden hell; the beauty of carefully constructed fiction would transform into horrible reality; each new hell would
metamorphose into another—and so on into infinity. To Terayama, reality was a lie. Stability, solidity, and identity remained elusive goals.










In Renaissance Europe, if an alchemist's laboratory exploded in flames, his neighbors might swear that they saw the devil himself emerge from the fire to usher the sinful seeker of forbidden knowledge to hell; in Japan in the 1970s, many ordinary people would publicly demonize or condemn Terayama, a man whose private obsessions and pubic displays of forbidden desire they may have secretly shared.

Even in death, Terayama sought to transform imperfect, mutable reality into perfect, immutable art. On September 1, 1982, just seven months before he died of a long-standing illness, he published a poem in the Asahi Shinbun. It begins:

On December 10, in the tenth year of Showa, 
I was born, an imperfect corpse. 
Decades later, 
I will become a perfect corpse. (Nagao 1997, 290) 


According to the pundits of the international avant-garde, Terayama Shuji, that consummate artiste-provocateur, was either a boy genius or the devil incarnate. Critics praised him as the artistic equal of Peter Brook, Robert Wilson, and Jerzy Grotowski; others scorned him as a sleazy pornographer and advocate of terrorist violence. Terayama continues to be a powerful and controversial cultural presence in Japan today. A Terayama museum has been established, and there are yearly Terayama conferences. Retrospectives and revivals of his plays and films are hugely popular, suggesting cult status. For example, in 2000, a latenight screening in Sendai of his 1974 film Cache-Cache Pastoral (Den'en ni shisu) saw a long line of potential audience members, some of whom, like the fans of the cult classic The Rocky Horror Picture Show, wore Terayama masks and talked back to the film (personal communication by Michael Bourdaghs, who attended the screening). Gearing up for the 2003 twentieth anniversary of his death, 2002 witnessed such high-profile events as Ninagawa Yukio's star-studded staging of Shintokumaru: Poison Boy (Shintokumaru, 1978), the "Terayama Film and Stage Summer" festival often films and six live productions, the revival of Blind Man's Letter (Mojin shokan, 1973) at the Hosei University Student Union (the actual site of Terayama's own 1974 production), and the inauguration of the prestigious Asahi Shinbun's Terayama Prize for the Performing Arts.

In many respects, Terayama's work is emblematic of the paradoxical tensions that continue to color the ways many Japanese think and behave. These tensions derive from the continuity of time-honored traditions as well as from the disruption of those traditions byJapan's defeat in World War II, its sevenyear occupation by the United States, and its subsequent position as a leading economic power. A study of Terayama's theatre not only offers glimpses into the aesthetic practices of avant-garde performance during the turbulent period of the late 1960s through the early 1980s, but it may also help to illuminate the shadowy spirit that lurks beneath the sunny mask of Japanese imperturbability.












Terayama's own masks both disguised and revealed a man of extremes. When asked his profession, he often responded, "I am a Terayama Shuji." Apparently, being "a Terayama Shuji" was not limited to one person. In 1971, a fake Terayama Shuji surfaced in Kyoto. The press had a heyday when this impostor failed to pay his cafe bills. The "real" Terayama Shuji gleefully cut the clippings for his scrapbooks. He routinely compared his press coverage with that of poet Tanikawa Shuntaro and novelist/playwright Mishima Yukio. He gloated when a poll in the Asahi Weekly listed him as one of the ten most influential "mentors" for Japanese youth. His plays, films, essays, and poetry indeed rank among the most significant and innovative works created in postwar Japan. Yet controversy, notoriety, adulation, and condemnation continually engulfed his art and life.

Terayama was obsessed with dissolving the borders between fiction and reality. Thus his life teemed with ambiguity and contradiction. This enigmatic artist was a cult hero whose early death sanctified his martyrdom for his youthful followers. He was showered with awards and honors and was invited to present his films and plays at prestigious venues such as the Cannes Film Festival, the Belgrade International Theatre Festival, the Shiraz Festival, Amsterdam's Mickery Theater, New York's La Mama experimental theatre club, and the Munich Olympics. He was also a "professional outcast" with a very visible dark side: a self-proclaimed "yellow Negro"; a writer whose alter egos included a maligned Korean and a hunchbacked thief; a "revolutionary terrorist of the imagination," who condemned political protesters as "swine"; the author of a so-called autobiography, cluttered with lies; an accused plagiarist; a compulsive gambler; a shameless status-seeker from the rustic Tohoku region of Japan; a daredevil, whose refusal to follow doctor's orders hastened his death; a trickster disrupting entire cities with his "city dramas"; a Pied Piper, luring teenaged runaways; a devoted son, who wrote plays about matricide and maternal incest; a convicted Peeping Tom; a radio-play author, whose work was accused of inciting revolution and mayhem; a proponent of actors physically assaulting the audience (resulting in fistfights, arrests, and the accidental burning of a woman's face); and (depending on your viewpoint) an advocate of artistic freedom or a purveyor of smut.

Behind these self-contradictory masks, one finds a writer and director of
vigor, delicacy, soaring imagination, and unmatched theatricality. His work is often highly personal and idiosyncratic, yet it reflects yearnings and fears shared by many of his countrymen. Among the most significant of these are several paradoxical images combining desire with revulsion, which will be considered in some depth in this book:










• Women: seen simultaneously as demon whores and as sacrif1cing mothers

• Traditional social outcasts: seen simultaneously as tainted sideshow freaks and as martyred saints

• Japans past: seen simultaneously as a corrupt, superstitious, militaristic society and as a lost, idyllic paradise

• American culture: seen simultaneously as grotesque bully and as cultural icon

Each intertwined pair suggests an overriding theme that encompasses them all: the quest tor identity, both personal and national. Interwoven in this quest is a deep ambivalence about the very substance of both the personal and the national character, an image of the self and of Japan as, simultaneously, the innocent, childlike victim of some outside power and the inhuman victimizer of the powerless.

In order to pursue the alchemy of transforming despised or incomprehensible reality into glorious fiction, Terayama continuously experimented with modes of artistic expression. Not only did he work in a variety of genres (poetry, prose, radio, theatre, film, photography, et cetera), but he also attempted to expand the boundaries of these media. In this book, I focus primarily on his experiments in theatre, while occasionally discussing other genres to elaborate and clarify my points.

Terayama's unique methods of staging not only reflected international trends and innovations, but embodied a new rendition of traditional Japanese aesthetic concerns. As a director, Terayama revealed extraordinary visual and technical virtuosity. His stylistic flair was so distinctive that many observers assumed his theatre works would not survive his death. However, recent productions in Japan and Europe by eminent stage directors such as Ninagawa Yukio and the late Kisaragi Koharu demonstrate the inherent strength of the plays. Terayama's artistic legacy consists of works that are deeply personal and unmistakably Japanese, while also being totally contemporary in an international context.

The visual design elements of Terayama's theatre and film derive from both Japanese and foreign sources. An accomplished photographer, Terayama's keen visual sense led him to collaborate with innovative stage designers, cinematographers, and artists such as Yokoo Tadanori, and with choreographers such as buto dancer Hijikata Tatsumi. He devoured and transformed imagery from his
youth in Aomori, his adulthood in Tokyo, and his travels abroad. Terayama's visual aesthetics are an eclectic mix of many elements, including aspects of surrealism, expressionism, pop art, imaginary prewar postcards, circus, traditional Japanese street performances and festivals, kabuki, various forms of Japanese painting, calligraphy, even Buddhist iconography. His use of visual elements deserves to be treated separately and in depth as part of the history of Japanese popular art and stage design.















Theoretical Perspectives

I will examine Terayama's theatrical strategies in light of specific concepts promulgated by selected Japanese and non-Japanese psychological, anthropological, and aesthetic scholars. In some cases, these ideas closely relate to or reflect western theoretical discourse; in other cases, they are specifically Japanese, defining themselves in contrast to western discourse. I do not situate myself as an advocate of any specific theory, but as a scholar who begins by looking at the artist and his creations in cultural context; out of such study, certain patterns emerge. These patterns themselves suggest which theoretical constructs and perspectives will prove most enlightening. If I were forced to label myself, I might call myself an "eclectic theorist" rather than a card-carrying member of any single dogma.

Those who study "Japan" often hold passionate and conflicting views. For example, many people (both Japanese and non-Japanese; scholars as well as ordinary people) cling to a notion of Japanese "exceptionalism" that defines "Japan" in semimystical, often premodern terms emphasizing cultural contradictions and unique qualities that are assumed to be unfathomable to the outsider. While these qualities are usually presented in positive terms, they are sometimes analyzed as the result of negative cultural traits. Various versions of Japanese exceptionalism have been popularized in books that attempt to "explain Japan" or to "understand the Japanese." When Japanese offer analysis of Japan in terms of exceptionalism, their books fall under the heading of "nihonjinron" (the study of Japaneseness). As Mark J. Hudson points out, nihonjinron 

... is Said's Orientalism in Japanese garb; it is the ways in which Japan is dominated and controlled by Western constructions of the country as exotic and unique and also the ways in which Japan seeks to escape that control by reinventing its own exoticity as traditional and superior. (1999, 234)

Peter Dale (1986) has analyzed a number of such approaches; one scholar has estimated that between 1945 and 1990, over 1000 books on nihonjinron were
published in Japan (Befu 1993,109). Not all Japanese and not all scholars accept these ideas. Many totally reject them as essentially reactionary, insisting that Japanese culture is part of the universal heritage of humanity. Proponents of this perspective suggest that the radical ruptures of the Meiji Restoration in 1868 and Japan's defeat in World War II situate the nation as part of a global, primarily "westernized" unity. Even time is challenged: Is the postwar experience different from the prewar? Is that different from pre-Meiji? How much of the past continues to be viable in the present? The existence of such strongly conflicting theoretical perspectives has led a number of thoughtful scholars to emphasize cultural plurality and diversity by using titles such as Japan's Competing Modernities (Minichiello 1998), Japan's Minorities: The Illusion oj Homogeneity (Weiner 1997), Legacies andAmhiguities (Sch\ant and Rimer 1991), or The Worlds of Japanese Popular Culture (Martinez 1998).










With such radically opposed perspectives, where do we turn to try to understand what "being Japanese" means to the individual Japanese person? The difficulties are nicely expressed by D. P. Martinez in the introduction to the consistently brilliant The Worlds of Japanese Popular Culture: Gender, Shifting Boundaries, and Global Cultures, which she edited. Martinez feels compelled to note that the very category of "Japan" as an object of study is a contentious one. She suggests that we must always ask, "Which Japan? ... Is there one Japanese society?" She notes that the essays in her book "argue against the view of a single Japanese culture. Yet we cannot ignore the common assumption that Japan the nation and Japanese society are one single thing; in fact that is the assumption upon which most nation-states are constructed." She prefers to consider the narration of nationhood as myth—"myth not as false history, but rather as a series of continually re-worked narrations which reflect and reinforce the values of constantly changing societies" (Martinez 1998, 1 — 2).

Like Martinez, anthropologist Anne Allison notes that in Japan,"... 'native' and 'other' are always deeply intertwined and sedimented in social behavior, and it is important to historicize our studies of culture while bearing in mind the continuities of cultural ideas as much as the ruptures caused by historical events" (2000, 169). Allison cogently states my own perspective when she asks, regarding her controversial application of psychoanalytic theory to the study of gender and sexuality in Japan, ". . . why can't. . . research, both inside and outside a western context, learn from nonwestern scholars, utilize a mixture of paradigms, and adjust. . . theory to correct for its Eurocentrisms and limitations?" (2000, 17).

Allison and Martinez are among those who steadfastly refuse to be tied to any single perspective. Like them, I attempt to avoid the key mistakes of certain theorists and scholars of Japan, both Japanese and non-Japanese. These mistakes are:












1. imposing western theoretical concepts on a society with very different cultural and historical background (i.e., universalizing from the position of western subjectivity), or

2. emphasizing Japan's "unique" ties to ancient tradition by ignoring its status as a late-capitalist society and utilizing only premodern or "native" perspectives (i.e., essentializing from the position of Japanese subjectivity or from that of Eurocentric or Orientalist subjectivity).

Some historians of Japanese culture (including theatre) are divided into often overlapping camps that are ideologically related to these larger categories. One group insists that contemporary Japanese cultural history is part of a chain of continuity. These scholars often point out that only in Japan is the past so clearly visible in the present, since ancient practices or performance genres are not replaced but coexist with new ones. As distinguished Japanesetheatre scholar James R. Brandon notes, "To see traditional theatre in Japan today is akin to entering a theatrical time capsule that transports the spectator to every time period from the present to the ancient past" (1993, 142)The opposing view maintains that the present culture of Japan has been unalterably severed from its ancient traditions, noting that there were at least two total ruptures with the past: the rapid modernization (westernization) of the Meiji era (1868 — 1912) and the even greater Americanization following Japan's defeat in World War II. For holders of this view, Japanese culture was newly minted or totally reinvented after these ruptures. For example, David G. Goodman maintains that experimental Japanese drama in the 1960s reflects "the profound historical trauma of defeat in the Second World War, reactivated and exacerbated by the failure of the struggle to prevent the renewal of the United States—Japan Mutual Security Treaty in 1960," resulting in "a selfconscious attempt to develop an alternative historical mythology that could animate a comprehensive new movement in politics and the arts" (1988, 3). From such opposing perspectives, theatre is seen either as essentially unified and unchanging despite external variations, or as falling into two disconnected streams ("traditional" or "museum" theatre such as no, kyogen, kabuki, and bunraku on the one hand, and "modern," "westernized" theatre on the other). Adherents of both views seem willing to appropriate new or experimental works as proof of whichever position they hold. In fact, Brandon and Goodman are coauthors of the article on Japan in The Cambridge Guide to Asian Theatre (1993), a situation that suggests there is less opposition in their perspectives
than might be surmised. Both authors seem keenly aware of the complexities of historical analysis.










Balanced scholarship acknowledges that each position contains elements of truth. Thus I will retain those aspects of specific theories (both western and Japanese) that are appropriate and discard those that are not. Similarly, I will acknowledge both the radical changes in Japanese society and culture in the modern period, as well as those cultural factors that retain a powerful continuity with the ancient past. My overall perspective in both theoretical and historical terms is one of "both/and" rather than "either/or." Nevertheless, when the weight of evidence strongly suggests that one perspective appears to offer a more fertile field for analysis in a specific situation, I will emphasize that viewpoint over others. My methodology has been to look at material evidence first, only deriving (or accepting) theory based on the accumulation of such evidence.

Simultaneity of opposing views is not new in Japanese thought and aesthetics. For example, the restrained austerity of Zen-inspired arts, such as the no theatre or the rock-and-sand gardens at Ryoanji, happily coexist with the flamboyant color and gaudy spectacle of kabuki or the vermilion-painted, goldleaf-encrusted temples at Nikko. The white-faced maiko (geisha in training) mincing along in impossibly high clogs as she escorts a staid businessmen on a shopping spree in Kyoto, is as much a part of contemporary Japan as the nose-pierced, blue-haired, teen babbling on her cell phone in Harajuku while she munches her McDonald's burger. Like other aspects of culture, Japanese religion is termed "syncretic," due to its inclusive nature. Buddhist temples often incorporate Shinto shrines. Many Japanese are married in a Shinto ceremony and buried in a Buddhist one; some choose a trendy Christian wedding simply for the aesthetic pleasure and/or the ostentation provided by the billowing white gown, the tiered cake, and so on. There is neither hypocrisy nor sacrilege in these choices. I have previously suggested that this tendency, which so often confuses the non-Japanese, might be called "the principal of paradox."

Since I accept the fact that Japanese culture retains many aspects of its unique ancient heritage while also exhibiting commonalities with late-capitalist, non-Japanese societies, it is reasonable that the key theories I turn to are those written by scholars who are conversant in western concepts but who have understood that it is necessary to modify or enhance those concepts in light of the Japanese cultural context. This strategy is not a capitulation to the theory of Japanese exceptionalism. It is an acknowledgment that all cultures have unique characteristics and that these characteristics can be understood in light of their differences and similarities to other cultures. For this book, the main theories
that I am using derive from psychoanalysis, anthropology, and aesthetics. In addition, issues of gender and its constructions are significant.












I have found especially useful the work of two Japanese psychoanalysts, who offer Japan-specific theories that complement and modify their Freudian training. The first of these is Kosawa Heisaku, a personal disciple of Freud. Kosawa's postwar modification of his 1932 theory of the Ajase complex (derived from an Indian Buddhist tale) suggests that a mother-centered alternative to the Oedipus complex is more appropriate in relation to Japan. The modified Ajase complex proves to be remarkably pertinent in analyzing Terayama's life and creative obsessions. The second psychoanalyst is Doi Takeo, whose influential concepts of amae (mutual dependence), omote (mask, or face), and ura (inner essence) offer useful Japanese variations of Freudian ideas. Both analysts' theories emphasize the dominant role of mothers and the relative absence of fathers in the postwar Japanese imaginary.

The postwar swing to a more matricentric viewpoint must be considered in historical context, since various epochs have given greater weight to either the mother-centered or the father-centered perspective. For example, as the medieval period developed, there seems to be a gradual shift away from an earlier gynocentrism. During the Tokugawa era, as well as during the years from around 1930 until (apan's defeat in World War II, the patriarchal view dominated. In contrast, one reason for a renewed interest in mothers in the postwar period is suggested by the discredited patriarchy represented by the emperor and his defeated military. During the early postwar years, some Japanese people turned to mothers as possible saviors; others, however, saw mothers as part of the prewar problem, because they had been willing to train their sons for sacrifice to the war machine. This trend helps us to understand the cultural context in which Kosawa modified his prewar Ajase theory to further marginalize the role of the father (David Averbach citing Andra Alvis, personal communication). That Japan remains a tenaciously matricentric culture with a powerful overlay of phallocentricism is another example of a "both/and" dyad, in this case one that has implications for my use of theories derived from gender and feminist studies.

Closely related to Doi's ideas of omote and ura are the anthropological divisions of soto (outside) and uchi (inside or home), commonly used by both Japanese and western scholars in discussing social relationships in Japan. For this book, I will make a distinction between the omote/ura and the soto/uchi dyads. I will use omote/ura to discuss personal, psychological, and familial issues (including gender identification), and soto/uchito consider the relationship of the individual self to others who are outside the family but within Japan, as well as the relationship of the Japanese-identified self to the world beyond Japan.










Contemporary Japanese philosopher and aesthetician Sakabe Megumi discusses issues of subject-object reversibility and mimesis in terms of modoki (the role of the comic actor who parodies and interprets deities and demons in traditional performance), omote (mask, face, or surface), and kage (shadow, or reflection). Sakabe refers to theorists as diverse as Japanese linguists, the medieval no playwright/theorist Zeami, and the twentieth-century French philosopher Maurice Merleau-Ponty. His analysis of modoki might also be usefully compared to Bakhtin's ideas of carnivalesque inversion.

Terayama's own theoretical writings and performance practices offer a basis for understanding his aesthetic concepts and choices. Analysis of the actual objects he created will aid in situating him in relation to his own culture and in relation to other artists and theorists. Who did he emulate? Who did he distance himself from? How is his work unique, and how does it represent common concerns of his day?

Throughout the book, I will consider intertwined dyads of apparent opposites that exist simultaneously, rather like the yin-yang symbol. They are not to be construed as pairs of mutually exclusive "either/or" dualities. In contrast, they represent the idea of "both/and." Terayama's work is neither totally Japanese nor totally western; he did not speak for all Japanese, nor did he represent a stable "idea of Japan"; he was not so totally idiosyncratic as to be in a category by himself. Like all truly great artists, he was a unique individual who created unique work that nevertheless resonates powerfully with a diverse audience. His artistic creations certainly demonstrate his individual agency, but they are also responses to the historical and personal milieux in which he existed. It therefore seems appropriate to look at his work from these multiple perspectives.

Most of the primary and biographical material has not been previously translated into English. However, in regard to the key theorists, I have relied on published English translations whenever possible. This strategy permits further access for the greatest number of readers. Because of the extraordinary number of Japanese publications by and about Terayama, as well as those dealing with the key concepts I employ, the list of works cited and selected bibliography is representative, not exhaustive.




Organization of the Book

The book is divided into two main parts. Part 1, "Performing Terayama/ Terayama Performing," contains four chapters situating Terayama's work in historical, cultural, and critical context. Part 2, "Translations" consists of three
plays and excerpts from Terayama's theoretical writing. Because Terayama draws inspiration from both his autobiography and his social milieu, the first chapter, "Cultural Outlaw in a Time of Chaos," presents his personal and creative history in cultural context.












The second chapter, "Masks and Mothers: Staging the Inner Self," treats Terayama's use of relatively traditional interior theatrical space and dramatic structure in relation to content that emphasizes personal, familial, and psychological conflicts within the home and family. Here I will emphasize ideas such as the need for mutual dependence, gender identity, the Ajase complex, and the child's relationship to the mother. Womblike theatrical architecture, closed dramatic structure, and deeply personal, idiosyncratic concerns dominate Terayama's agenda.

The third chapter, "Outcasts and Aliens: Staging the Outer Self," considers Terayama's experiments with shifting boundaries, dissolving walls, mobile audiences, and the partial perception of reality, as well as his eventual elimination of the theatre building in favor of large-scale, outdoor performances featuring chance encounters and unplanned audience participation. His work emphasizes vision and voyeurism, blindness, and light and dark. The historical sociology of outcasts and actors, as well as Sakabe's aesthetic theories, become highly significant in analyzing Terayama's rejection of indoor theatrical space and scripted events. These new uses of space correspond to a changing content that privileges personal and national relationship to the outside world. Large social and political issues are addressed in oblique fashion; western and Japanese icons are increasingly cited; the authority of the playwright (or of God, social convention, even the emperor) is challenged.

In the concluding chapter, "Tombstones Carved Only of Words," I discuss Terayama's unfinished plans for the future, assess his relationship with French culture, and suggest some possible reasons for his continuing cult status. These include not only the inherent artistic quality of the works, but his apparent prescience in regard to ideas, styles, and attitudes that have gained currency during the two decades since his demise.

Although I attempt to reveal an overall development that begins with the personal and moves outward toward greater engagement with society and the world, the patterns of his life and art did not fall into neatly divided categories; they were part of an organic whole and therefore sometimes messy. Consequently, the creative works are not always presented in chronological fashion. Certain key plays offer insight into both the inner and outer worlds, suggesting that the most fruitful mode of analysis in some cases will be to look at different aspects of the same play in different chapters, rather than attempting to cover the entire play when the reader first encounters it.










Part 2 includes translations of three plays and excerpts from Terayama's book of theoretical writing, The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea: My Theatre (Meiro to shikai: waga engeki, 1976). The plays are The Hunchback of Aomori (Aomori-ken no semushi otoko, 1967), La Marie-Vison (Kegawa no Man, 1967, rev. 1970, also known as Mink Marie or Maria in Furs), and Heretics (Jashumon, 1971, also known as Gate of the Heretics or Gate of Hell). Don Kenny translated the revised version of La Marie-Vison that is printed in part 2; I translated the other two plays and the theoretical essays.

These items were chosen both for their inherent value as works of art and for the insight they offer into Terayama's creative development. The Hunchback of Aomori was the first play created for Tenjo Sajiki, Terayama's theatre troupe. It is not only historically significant, but presents for the first time themes and issues that will dominate Terayama's creative life. La Marie-Vison represents a key transition in Terayama's thinking in regard to both staging and content. Terayama commissioned Don Kenny to translate this revised (unpublished) version for Terayama's English-language production at La Mama in New York; in part 1, I consider the differences in the two versions. For those wishing to compare the texts, my translation of the original version produced in Japan appears in Halfa Century of Japanese Theatre (Japan Playwrights Association 2004, vol. 6). The third play translated for this book is Heretics. This work was one of his most controversial text-based plays, causing scandals and even violence in its European productions. Heretics clearly demonstrates Terayama's desire to forge new creative paths and suggests certain avenues that he will follow in the later non-text-based plays.

The theoretical excerpts translated here are derived from Terayama's most important book of theatrical theory, The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea: My Theatre. The translation includes the entire preface and key portions of each of the book's four sections, which deal with the audience, actors, theatrical space, and dramatic text. Terayama used this book to justify his increasing emphasis on non-text-based performance and to demonstrate the ways in which he situated himself in regard to other theatre artists of his time, both western and Japanese.

I have not included any "scripts" for the non-text-based plays because much of what happens on stage is nonverbal and/or aleatory. However, I do discuss some of these works in chapter 3, and some of Terayama's own commentary appears in the translations from Labyrinth. In addition, the script of Heretics includes Terayama's notes regarding some aspects of staging. These notes appear in the published Japanese text. Although Terayama maintained that he was creating opportunities to free the audience's imagination, he often attempted to control the audience's experience. Detailed descriptions and translated excerpts from two of these improvisational plays are found in Knock Nokkuj (Rolf and Gillespie 1992) and Directions to Servants [Nuhikun (Myers 1981).












For readers who are not familiar with Terayama's plays, reading one or more of the scripts prior to the analytical chapters may be helpful. However, I suggest that the excerpts from Labyrinth might be most profitably read after the rest of the book, since Terayama often makes reference to his own work.

A final note regarding citations: Quotations of reviews of the plays that are derived from Tenjo Sajiki's brochures and programs do not always give details, such as title or date of the review. Therefore, I have not always been able to verify accuracy in such cases.




















part 1

Performing Terayama | Terayama Performing


















When I was a child, everyone wore masks to the autumn 
festival. They became other people by wearing those masks. 
But there was never a mask suitable for me.... I want to be 
disguised, I want to disappear, I want to change. — Heretics 













chapter 1

Cultural Outlaw in a Time of Chaos




The Terayama Effect

Terayama's universe consisted of constantly transposing mirror images and constantly shifting masks. During the sixteen years of its existence, his theatre company, Tenjo Sajiki, presented over three hundred performances outside of Japan, garnering rave reviews, prestigious international awards, and major foundation support. Yet it was also the subject of vicious vilification. No one left a Terayama play without a strong opinion about it. At Tenjo Sajiki's first European performance, in 1969, one German critic raved, "This is the most shocking Japanese avant-garde performance since Kawakami Otojiro" (Nagao 1997, 253). While the reviewer was obviously impressed, the statement is pure hyperbole, since Kawakami's final European performance occurred in 1902.

The hyperbole, however, was typical of "the Terayama effect" by which everything he touched was exaggerated, distorted, or appeared in mirror images.
In 1973 he was praised as "the hero of the [Shiraz] Festival. He has already been placed on the festival pantheon of demi-gods like Brook, Grotowski, Stockhausen, Wilson and Cage. . .." (Ryan 1973, 46). The year before, Berlin critics had damned a production of Hereticsas "the madness of Faust combined with karate chops" and a "bad epidemic from Japan." The headline of an article about the Berlin production in Der Spiegel asserted "Hitler Was Better" (cited inTerayama 1976a, 14). When Terayama's troupe again performed at Shiraz, in 1976, the eminent American critic Michael Kirby dubbed his play the Festival's "most signif1cant work of experimental theatre" (1976, 3). For the opposing camp, Eileen Blumenthal, a New York critic normally receptive to experimentation, asserted that a 1980 La Mama production was










nothing more than pornography decorated with pretensions.. .. Directions to Servants K an hour and a half of such garbage. . . . [Terayama] uses a veneer of Art and Deep Meaning as an excuse for staging a get-your-rocks off, sex-as-violence show.... [I]t is deeply misogynist, it glorifies violence, and as far as I'm concerned, it is thoroughly unwelcome. (1980, 77)

Terayama loved both the acclaim and the attacks. Since he craved publicity, he was dismayed that a number of Japanese critics tended to be dismissive. Many Japanese intellectuals cordially despised his theatre. They prized only his tanka (classical-style thirty-one-syllable poetry, also called waka), which he had abandoned when he founded Tenjo Sajiki. They refused to acknowledge his theatrical revolution as meaningful avant-garde experimentation, labeling it "lowbrow," "vulgar amusement," or "common entertainment" (Nagao 1997, 310-311). A well-known cameraman once said, to his face, "Why did you stop making tanka? You shouldn't hide your talent. I adore your tanka, Mr. Terayama. But to be absolutely frank, I think that Tenjo Sajiki's plays appeal to the lowest, basest level of popular taste." Terayama responded that tanka could neither provide him with a living nor affect Japanese society, but that his theatre could do both — and that it would revolutionize the world to boot (Nagao 1997, 312). Of course, not all intellectuals were detractors. Terayama also had—and continues to have — significant Japanese supporters, such as the influential theatre critic Senda Akihiko.

Some Japanese contemporary cultural commentators assert that his theatre did indeed transform Japanese society, but they express dismay at the things he influenced. These critics suggest that the true legacy of this bad-boy trickster who blurred fiction and reality can be seen in such negative social phenomena as the Japanese mania for fantasy and cult computer games, violent and pornographic comic books, increased adolescent suicide, children vandalizing their schools, even the confused mental state of a serial murderer of little girls
(Takatori, Tojima, and Yamazaki 1993, 168-181). It may be more accurate to suggest that aspects of Terayama's art reflected a subterranean counterculture that was already in existence and would eventually blossom into such popular international phenomena as digital games and performance, er o manga (erotic comics, often filled with voyeurism and sadomasochism), and anime (animated films, often violent, futuristic fantasies).
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The Japanese media often mocked his devoted followers as the dregs of society —whacked-out outcasts, disaffected dropouts, denizens of the loser fringe. Many of his actors indeed came to him from society's margins. Among these were Niitaka Keiko (a popular diva of porno flicks), Maruyama (now Miwa) Akihiro (an outrageous, transvestite cabaret singer), and J. A. Seazer (a serially pseudonymous, self-taught musician previously known as "Christ," "Gulliver," and "one of Japan's three greatest hippie, dropout bums"). Television crews covered the openings of his plays, hoping for a scandal — perhaps the actors, or Terayama himself, would be arrested for violation of Japanese antiobscenity or antiterrorism laws. While embracing other avant-garde-theatre artists such as Kara Juro and Suzuki Tadashi, the Japanese intellectual elite often expressed disdain for Terayama's theatre work. It was as if Terayama were being viewed through a reverse-image mirror, a device that transformed him from a serious poetic talent into Japan's theatrical court jester. Those who held this view seemed to feel indignation toward his theatre, as though it were beneath the talents of the man they continually lionized as the most significant tanka poet of his generation. Other critics and artists who were deeply committed to social change were dismayed by his profoundly apolitical (some said anarchistic or even atavistic) stance.

Consequently, after his death, Terayama would no doubt be amused to know, his lovers, family, friends, collaborators, and even his enemies all benefited from the creation of a robust Terayama industry. Shortly after he passed away, at least nine Japanese literary journals devoted special issues to Terayama. These obligatory memorials were just the beginning. Terayama refused to gracefully fade into history, but became in death far more popular and far more influential than he had been in lite. Between 1983 and 1997, the Japanese public's hunger for Terayama was fed by the publication of at least twenty-one books or special journal issues devoted exclusively to his life or work, no less than forty-seven major revivals of his plays, numerous poetry readings, film screenings, concerts of his songs, broadcasts of his radio plays, exhibitions of his photography and the designs for his plays, and (since 1984) annual Terayama conferences. New editions or collections of his own writings continue to be published; by 1997, there were at least ninety-eight titles in print.

In 1997, the Terayama Shuji Memorial Museum opened in Misawa City, where
he spent much of his childhood. Inside the museum is a working reproduction of the Tenjo Sajiki theatre building, permitting performances, screenings, conferences, and a wide array of exhibitions. The museum, built over three years at a cost of 700 million yen, has interior floor space of about 832 square meters. Devoted fans and academic specialists are able to access twelve thousand items once owned by Terayama. These include his approximately three thousand books on theatre, film, and literature, as well as his manuscripts, films, scrapbooks, posters, handmade postcards, poetry, stage sets, props, and other memorabilia. It is impossible to avoid comparisons with pilgrimage sites and monuments to other popular, cult heroes, such as Elvis Presley's Graceland, the tomb of Jim Morrison in Paris' Pere-Lachaise Cemetery, or Princess Diana's memorial at Althorpe.












Respected Japanese theatre critic Senda Akihiko suggests the high regard currently accorded Terayama by mainstream intellectuals. He notes that, as one of the key innovators of the postwar period, Terayama continually sought

... a "revolution of principals and reality that would not depend on politics." . . . Terayama . . . always questioned the very foundations that were thought to support theatre, and continued to weave the processes of breaking the confines of the system into his work....

Many Japanese creators lose the ability to grow and change once they have established their methodology. Terayama, however, was the "eternal avant-garde" who continued to seek for new experimental theatre and who continued to change. This is why it has become rare to encounter Japanese radical experimental theatre that questions the very nature of drama, since his death through illness at the age of 47 in 1983. The exit of Terayama Shuji marked the end of an era.

This sense of loss has elevated Terayama to the realm of myth. Posthumous publications of his books continue, and even in the 1990s, many new critiques of his work are being written. (Senda n.d., 1 0 - 11)

Despite his looming presence in contemporary Japan, his name has been virtually swept into the dusty corners of memory in the west. There are several reasons for this anomaly. First among these is the role of Terayama's mother. From her son's death in May, 1983, until her own demise in December, 1991, his mother effectively prevented most foreign productions and/or the publication of translations of his work. For example, she refused permission for translations previously approved by Terayama (and in some cases, actually commissioned by him) to appear in the same volume with the work of "lesser artists such as KaraJuro" (Rolf and Gillespie 1992, 238), and she demanded that the BBC pay double or even triple the normal fee to broadcast my translation of Inugami: The Dog God. She said that she would give permission for me to publish a book devoted solely to Terayama, but she demanded the right to approve it. Clearly, no scholar can permit such interference. During that difficult time, I published a number of articles about Terayama and his contemporaries, but the book and publication of translations remained on hold.










A second reason for the lack of material about Terayama has been the scarcity of scholars in the west who are specialists in experimental, post-Occupation Japanese theatre, which is variously termed "post-shingeki" "little theatre," or "angura" (derived from the English "underground"). One of the few American scholars working in this period, David G. Goodman, consistently ignores Terayama. Goodman was editor of Concerned Theatre Japan from 1969 to 1973. For many years, Concerned Theatre Japan was virtually the only English-language source for information about Japanese experimental theatre. Consequently, for most readers lackingJapanese language skills, the journal's perspective was the only one available. Since the work of Terayama did not appear in this journal, the picture presented by CTJ is incomplete and actually misleading.

Goodman has published two anthologies of translated plays from this period, many of them having first appeared in CTJ. He has also written many valuable essays and contributed the portion on modern theatre to the Japan article in the Cambridge Guide to Asian Theatre. Thus he continues to be a primary source for information about the period of the late 1960s to the mid1980s. Unfortunately, his books include no Terayama plays, and he seldom mentions Terayama in his publications. When he does, as in the Cambridge piece, he suggests that, although Terayama's innovations played "a seminal role in the revolt against shingeki orthodoxy," his aesthetic remained outside the mainstream of the Japanese avant-garde. He maintains that Terayama was primarily an advocate of western-style experimentation, "a true scion of the European avant-garde. His principal aim was to shock the bourgeoisie . . ." (1993, 158). What might be the reason for such surprising neglect?

Goodman's view of Japanese postwar experimental-theatre history, like that of Concerned Theatre Japan, is highly idiosyncratic, emphasizing new-left politics and a kind of messianic spirituality. Noting his debt to the ideas of critic Tsuno Kaitaro, Goodman maintains that politically progressive playwrights such as Satoh Makoto and Kara Juro were the primary creators of a "post-shingeki movement [that] was dialectical and engaged" (1988, 21). He states:

Post-shingeki drama has two main characteristics. First, it is characterized by the identification of a character or characters with an archetypal, transhistorical figure (a god) into whom they metamorphose; and, second, by a
concern with the interrelated questions of personal redemption (salvation of the individual) and social revolution (salvation of the world). (1988, 10)












He continues:

Through their dialectical encounter with the premodern Japanese popular imagination, post-shingeki playwrights developed an alternative formulation, a new myth that they hoped would animate a new movement in politics and the arts. That alternative formulation . . . consisted most essentially of (1) a nontragic, anti-Hegelian dramaturgy that refused to dichotomize external history and the individual inner world and that viewed spiritual redemption and political revolution as inextricably linked phenomena; (2) a revalorization of Japanese cultural experience, even (or perhaps especially) in its aberrant forms; and (3) an emphasis on "movement" that was manifest in the use of mobile tent theatres and other nontraditional theatre spaces. (1988, 18)

Although this description is a remarkable and insightful analysis of those plays that Goodman has chosen to translate and analyze, it tells only one part of the story. While it addresses the key issue of postwar anomie, it ignores the concerns of those artists who do not fit its specific perspective. Goodman acknowledges in a footnote that other writers such as Terayama, Betsuyaku Minoru, and Shimizu Kunio were "also influential and deserve attention in another context," but unlike other critics, he suggests that they were not among those who "shaped Japanese drama and changed it irrevocably" (1988, 27).

Presumably, Goodman dismisses these playwrights because they fail to conform to his definition. For example, one searches in vain tor a Terayama play in which "spiritual redemption and political revolution [are] inextricably linked phenomena." Nor can we find a Terayama protagonist who metamorphoses into "an archetypal, transhistorical figure (a god)" or who is obsessed with "the interrelated questions of personal redemption (salvation of the individual) and social revolution (salvation of the world)" in the way in which Goodman uses these terms (that is, from a new-leftist, messianic, primarily Marxist perspective).

Despite his myopia, certain aspects of Goodman's definition are valid in understanding Terayama's theatre. Like the playwrights Goodman discusses, Terayama was deeply interested in a "dialectical encounter with the premodern Japanese popular imagination." Like them, he utilized "a nontragic, anti-Hegelian dramaturgy that refused to dichotomize external history and the individual inner world," he was interested in "a revalorization of Japanese
cultural experience, even (or perhaps especially) in its aberrant forms," and in his later plays, he placed "an emphasis on 'movement' that was manifest in the use of... nontraditional theatre spaces."










However, it must be emphasized that Japanese postwar experimental drama was not the unified movement devoted to politically committed, socially redeeming, and quasi-religious theatre that Goodman terms "the return of the gods." Rather, the period was a vibrant era filled with a wide variety of experimentation. Balanced readings of the entire epoch, as well as translations of plays that suggest the breadth of styles and concerns, can be found in major publications by both Japanese and western theatre critics such as Robert Rolf, John Gillespie, and Senda Akihiko.

The Japan Playwrights Association is publishing a valuable series of translations and commentaries of major plays since 1950, beginning in reverse chronological order; my translation of the original version of La Marie-Vison appears in volume 6 (2004). That version forms a crucial part of my discussion of the play and of Terayama's revision for the New York production. The revised script, translated by Don Kenny, is included in part 2 of this book. Additional material about postwar Japanese theatre appears in a lengthy article in The World I encyclopedia of Contemporary Theatre (Senda et al. 1998, 222 — 250). While this article is often useful, the discussion of Terayama includes several factual errors and mistranslations.

Recent years have seen the beginnings of a reemergence of western interest in Terayama. An Internet search in September, 2002, yielded 980 sites in several languages. Although most of these sites focus on Terayama's films, some are clearly devoted to his theatre and/or poetry. Nevertheless, his name remains far from being a household word. For example, in June, 2002, as part of its fortieth anniversary celebration, New York's La Mama presented an exhibition, installation, and video screenings of live productions that La Mama had hosted by both Terayama and the late Higashi Yutaka, Terayama's disciple and the founder of Tokyo Kid Brothers. I attended the first two nights, both of which also featured talks by Terayama's former wife and producer. Although highly advertised, only a small audience attended, consisting of mostly young Japanese women studying in New York and people who had been connected to Terayama. Time has enhanced his image at home, while diminishing it abroad. Here is yet another example of the "Terayama effect," the mirror image that reverses what was once seen as "reality." Needless to say, the goal of this book is to re-situate Terayama Shuji to his rightful position in world theatre.












A Chinese Curse: The Life and Times of Terayama Shuji

It is said that when the Chinese wish you evil, they intone, "May you live in interesting times." Beyond doubt, Terayama Shuji's short life fulfilled both the promise and the terror implied in that curse. As a child, Terayama saw Japan transform from a proud, militaristic adventurer ruled by a god-emperor to a defeated, burned-out shambles occupied by an alien army. From this devastation and shame, the adolescent Terayama then witnessed the miraculous emergence of Japan as a major world power and economic partner of that former conqueror. Traditional clothing, food, arts, pastimes, ways of doing business, even language were gradually exchanged for imported versions. The nation that had been humbled by the atomic bombings at Hiroshima and Nagasaki proclaimed a new, postwar constitution forever forsaking armed conflict; yet, burgeoning American military bases in Japan were vital to America's seemingly endless wars in Korea and Vietnam.

During Terayama's most creative years, students in Japan and around the world violently rebelled against American brutality in Vietnam; the world was held hostage by international terrorism, assassinations, and the hijacking of planes (including terrorist acts committed by the "Japanese Red Army"); novelist Mishima Yukio performed ritual suicide when his private militia failed to convince the nation to return to emperor worship and samurai values; a former "class A" war criminal was elected prime minister of Japan with the blessing of the United States; Japanese industry metamorphosed from building cheap trinkets to developing sophisticated electronics; society experienced a rapid increase in urbanization; environmental pollution poisoned bodies and destroyed legendary, pristine vistas; artists rejected sanctioned concepts of beauty while experimenting with psychedelic music, pop art, extremes of antisocial behavior, and happenings. In just a few decades, Japanese culture seemed to have become a confusing, chaotic jumble.

Terayama's own life was equally vertiginous. Although he was born in Aomori prefecture on December 10, 1935, his birth went unrecorded for a full month. The reasons for this delay are unknown. His precise place of birth is equally unclear. Some sources list Omisawa City; others state Hirosaki City. In his 1968 Who Can Forget His Hometown?—Not Exactly an Autobiography (Dare ka kokyo o omowazaru jijoden rashiku naku), his precociously written (at age thirty-two) and imaginatively embellished "autobiography," Terayama gives still another version. He states that his mother told him that his birth was ambiguous because he was born on a moving train somewhere near a tiny seaside station in a remote northern area of Aomori prefecture. This rather fantastic tale, like
other "facts" that Terayama wrote about his life, inextricably weaves together truth and fiction. He was adept at creating a semi-mythical version of himself. Others who have written about him as well (his mother, his ex-wife, his friends, his colleagues) have on occasion chosen to enhance the myth rather than to illuminate the facts. Therefore, in piecing together the following life history, I have most often turned to the more objective accounts found in Nagao Saburo's 1997 biography, Fiction Hell: Terayama Shuji (Kyokojigoku: Terayama Shuji) and the artistic chronology in Kitagawa Takanobu's 1993 Profession: Terayama Shuji (Shokugyo: Terayama Shuji). 













The Early Years

Japan was already at war when Terayama Shuji was born. The Japanese use the phrase "Fifteen Years War" or "Greater Asian War" for the entire period of 1931 — 1945, beginning with the invasion of Manchuria, euphemistically called the China Incident. For ordinary Japanese people of the time, the war was a cause tor pride. Japan would act as the older brother of Asia, freeing its siblings from the yoke of European colonialism. The Japanese people were persuaded that they were engaged in a war of independence on behalf of all Asia.

His mother, Hatsu, who was to be a major obsession in her son's life and art, was born in 1913. She was apparently the abandoned, illegitimate child of a maidservant and the master who raped her. Her lifelong struggle against social discrimination, her fierce devotion to her only child, and her artistic and literary talents all had a profound effect on her son. Terayama's father, Hachiro, was born in 1911, the seventh child in a family often. Most of Hachiro's siblings died young. Although Shuji did not know it, his father appears to have been the descendant of a samurai family originally based in Kagoshima, Kyushu. His grandfather and great-grandfather had been esteemed kendo masters, and the family crest (a cross in a circle) is the same as the ancient feudal lords of Kagoshima.

Thus his father, Hachiro, came naturally to a military career. He began adult life as a police officer, in 1932, and by 1939, he was appointed to the elite thought-control police who terrorized and tortured antiwar intellectuals and others suspected of political or ideological crimes. Although he was only five years old when he last saw his father, Terayama claimed to remember that his father was a fanatic who once spat in the face of a leftist college professor he had arrested. In 1941, Hachiro was drafted and sent to Manchuria. After a short time, he was never heard from again.

Although Terayama's fictionalized memories of his past emphasized and
romanticized an impoverished, rural childhood, the reality seems to have been somewhat different. After Terayama's father left for the war, Hatsu enrolled her son in St. Mary's kindergarten, which was run by an American female missionary and emphasized aesthetic development. In those days, it would have been very unusual for a child of poverty to attend kindergarten.












Three days before Terayama's sixth birthday, on December 7, 1941, Japan bombed Pearl Harbor and America entered World War II. On July 28, 1945, just weeks prior to the end of the war, the United States massively bombed Aomori City, where Terayama and his mother lived. The entire town went up in flames. Terayama and his mother barely escaped from their burning apartment building. The little boy saw firebombs exploding in the air, charred corpses in the streets, the city burned to ashes, as he and his mother ran frantically in search of safety. His paternal uncle rushed to the scene, from his home in Misawa, and scoured the burned ruins. He discovered Shuji and his mother, Hatsu, huddled among the air-raid victims who had taken shelter in the train station. He took them home to Misawa, which was a smaller town, in less danger of being bombed. There they lived in an apartment above the family restaurant. Shortly after the war ended, they learned that Hachiro had perished. First reports suggested that he had died fighting, but the family soon learned that he had succumbed to a tropical disease, in the Celebes. Despite this fact, Terayama continually insisted that his father was an alcoholic who drank himself to death.

In September 1945, a former Japanese naval air base in Misawa was taken over for the use of the United States Army Occupation forces. Hatsu found work at the American military base. Her increased income, constant supply of rare American canned goods and chocolates, and manner of dress soon made the neighbors gossip. Her male American employer often escorted her home, and sometimes she appeared to be drunk. The next year, after a terrible fight during which the relatives accused her of being a prostitute for (or mistress of) American soldiers, "your husband's murderers," Hatsu and Shuji moved out. With the financial help of her American Army officer employer, they rented a newly remodeled house in the red-light district, an area officially designated by MacArthur's Occupation as a "comfort zone." Looming above the village was the hilltop Buddhist temple in which the ashes of Terayama's father were buried.

Hatsu dyed her hair and had plastic surgery to plump up her cheeks. She often left her son home alone. He devoured mysteries and detective stories. American pop culture was everywhere in the city, yet on the outskirts, children still played hide-and-seek behind scary, fox-deity statues in Shinto shrines, or among the gravestones and gloomy groves in Buddhist temples.










In 1949, when Shuji was thirteen, Hatsu sent him to live with her relatives in Aomori City, and she moved to an American base in far off Ashiya, Kyushu. It was not until 1954 that they were to live in close proximity again.

Terayama now lived alone in the large dressing room behind the projection booth of the Kabuki-za, a first-run movie theatre owned by his maternal greatuncle and aunt. The theatre specialized in foreign (especially American) films, and also presented occasional performances by traveling theatre troupes and traditional entertainers. Among these were popular rokyoku, male storytellers who sang flamboyant, emotional tales of the conflict between duty and desire, accompanied by the shamisen, the stringed instrument best known for its use in kabuki and bunraku. Shuji had his own reserved seat, in the fifth row, and since he was able to see everything for free, he devoured these itinerant performances, American movies, and popular music. He would take notes on films and dazzle his friends with movie trivia. He claimed to have seen one favorite, a weepy tale of wartime love called Waterloo Bridge, seventeen times. The dressing room in which he took up residence was separated from the rear of the movie screen only by a thin board; on another wall was a built-in mirror. Thus he could hear the movies' soundtracks as he worked on homework. Terayama often said that the reason he viewed life in reverse was that he grew up seeing everything projected backward.

In addition to the films and performances at the Kabuki-za, the now motherless boy would often go to the local cinema to watch Japanese "mother films," a popular genre of tearjerker emphasizing maternal love and sacrifice of mythic proportions.

By the age of sixteen, he had become a literary enfant terrible. His poems (both tanka and haiku) and short stories were being published, and he had founded his own literary journal for high school students. One of his poems was a fictitious account of his mother's "death." At seventeen, he attracted national attention for organizing a nationwide haiku contest for high school students, with famous poets as judges. He was a precocious reader of both Japanese literature and translations of western works. He studied English in school; however, based on the level of his English fluency when I met him, in 1976, I think it is unlikely that he would have routinely or easily read literature in the original English. Although Terayama had expressed no political views, his excessive reading led his great-uncle to accuse him of becoming a "red intellectual."

In 1954, when he was eighteen, he was admitted to Waseda University in Tokyo to study Japanese literature. That same year, Terayama was awarded the prestigious New Poet's Award by Tanka Review (Tanka kenkyii) for his cycle of fitty tanka poems entitled Chekhov Festival (Chehofu-sai). Scandal immediately ensued, as some critics accused him of plagiarism because he had adapted his
own earlier haiku into tanka and because a number of his poems appeared to be overly "influenced" by other poets' work. He was publicly castigated, and the former "Boy Genius Tanka Poet" was now ridiculed as "the Copycat Kid."












Although the Occupation had formally ended in 1952, it was becoming obvious that American bases (and American soldiers) would be in Japan permanently. Anti-American sentiment began to rise as more and more soldiers were implicated in off-base violence. Hatsu remained employed as a maid by an American military officer. She had moved to the American airbase at Tachikawa, close to Tokyo and her son. The true nature of Hatsu's relationship with her American employer has never been ascertained. However, Terayama commented that she lived in a shabby apartment building with other women who all dressed up at dusk and had "night work." Her theme song, he said, was Frank Sinatra's "Only the Lonely," but he would slyly change the title to "Only Is Lonely." He insinuated that the title change was appropriate because an "Only" was a Japanese woman who became the exclusive property of an American soldier. His anger toward Hatsu was dramatically expressed in tanka poems published in various anthologies a few years later. Nagao (1997, 108) points out two examples:

Heading home, he crossed the Bridge of Sighs and spat out the moon: the boy who sold his mother.

Midnight. Potatoes sprout from the ground while someone keeps bargaining over the price of his mother. (1983b)

In addition to the plagiarism accusations of 1954. the eighteen-year-old Terayama was hospitalized for severe kidney disease. After his discharge, he virtually ignored his health and behaved like a typical, lively college student, spending countless hours with his literary friends. Life-long abstinence from alcohol and salt were his only concessions to illness. In March 1955, he was admitted for emergency hospitalization. He was again hospitalized in June, when he became seriously ill with nephrosis (liver disease). He spent the next three years in the hospital, much of it paid for by public aid. Despite Shuji's anger at his mother and their mutual emotional ambivalence, Hatsu tended him with unceasing devotion from the first appearance of the illnesses that would eventually kill him.

While hospitalized, he maintained many passionate friendships as well as alliances with influential poets. He founded a poetic drama group, for which he wrote the verse play The Lost Region (Ushina wareta ryobun, 1955). Sometimes the disease caused tremendous swelling in his face and body, and several times he went into a coma. For most of 1956, he was forbidden visitors, but he learned from his Korean roommate to love gambling and horse racing. A
literary friend compiled Terayama's noncontroversial poems and arranged for them to be published as his first book, May For Me (Ware nigogatsu-o, 1957), reaffirming his reputation as a brilliant poet.










As his health improved in 1958, he often sneaked away from the hospital for entertainment in Shinjuku's Kabuki-cho, one of Tokyo's seedy nightlife districts. To the constant distress of his physicians, he even held literary salons in his hospital room. During this period, he read Spengler's Decline of the West as well as the book he would later name as his greatest influence, French surrealist Lautreamont's Les Chants de Maldoror. He noted that while his friends were gaining success as writers and filmmakers, he was forced to live inside his imagination. He often said, "A bird can fly only as high as its imagination allows." Terayama's imagination flew unfettered. During these years, his mother, who had virtually abandoned him when he was a child, became his primary emotional and physical support. She took extra jobs with the single goal of being able to afford an apartment for the two of them.

He was released from the hospital in 1958. Beginning that year, radical college students who had been expelled from the Japanese Communist Party organized against the upcoming 1960 ratification of the United States—Japan Security Treaty (Ampo). Rival factions of radicals appeared. All during the 1960s, and for much of the 1970s, the country continued to be torn apart by opposing opinions regarding this treaty and by radical student demonstrations against all aspects of American military presence. This atmosphere of tension and protest colored Terayama's next creative efforts, most notably his controversial radio play Adult Hunting (Otona-gari, 1960).

After a brief trip back to Aomori, he returned to Tokyo, where he found work at an illegal, off track bookie's office, taking telephoned horse-racing bets. He also worked as a poker dealer and spent his free time gambling and boxing. With the encouragement of poet Tanikawa Shuntaro, he began to write poetic radio plays, a genre that was flourishing at the time. He discovered that he could make a living by writing. While the first two of these, Nakamura Ichiro (1959) and Jiono: The Man Who Didn't Fly (Jiono: Tobanakatta otoko, 1960), won prestigious awards, it was Adult Hunting that riveted the public spotlight on the twenty-four-year-old author.

Adult Hunting is a fictional news report of a murderous children's revolution against adults. It was a mock documentary in the style of Orson Welles' original broadcast of War of the Worlds. Like War of the Worlds, it caused a certain amount of mass hysteria, although not as widespread as that resulting from Welles' prank. The primary outcry came six weeks after the broadcast, when a formal police investigation by the Fukuoka prefecture and city governments found that the broadcast encouraged violent revolution by children and subverted sexual morality. The radio station apologized, and the charges were dropped. Terayama became outraged.












Why had portions of the public taken this fantasy seriously? Nagao suggests that one likely explanation was the timing of the broadcast, on February 8, 1960. The broadcast came just one month after a major student political action protesting negotiations for the upcoming signing of Ampo. Seven hundred student activists had clashed with about two thousand police officers at Tokyo's Haneda airport. The students had surrounded Prime Minister Kishi's plane in an attempt to prevent it from departing for the United States. The nation was polarized not only by the Security Treaty and the way many felt it had been forced upon them, but by Prime Minister Kishi himself. Students, artists, and left-wing intellectuals were appalled at the election of this man who had served as a cabinet minister during the wartime Tojo administration. During the Occupation, Kishi had actually been imprisoned as a "Class A" war criminal. Other "Class A" war criminals had been executed. Thus the protestors found it perversely hypocritical that Kishi could serve under the "peace constitution," and that the American government appeared to be on such intimate terms with him.

These protests reached their peak onJune 15, when over five and a half million people participated in demonstrations nationwide. In Tokyo, nearly eighteen thousand student demonstrators marched on the Diet building. Around 6:00 p.m., four thousand radicals charged the building, where they were met by the Metropolitan Police Riot Squad. In the ensuing violence, a female student was crushed to death. In the days that followed, over three hundred thousand mourners gathered at the Diet building, and forty thousand held a sit-in as protest. Despite these demonstrations, the Security Treaty went into effect on June 19, 1960.

Unlike most of his contemporaries, Terayama did not take part in these demonstrations. Throughout his career, he never actively participated in politics. His attitude seemed to be that the only real revolution was in the imagination. Only art, he often said, could transform the world. His political statements were often self-consciously shocking and contradictory. During college, Terayama had devoured the works of Sartre, including his celebrated defense of Genet. In 1969, Terayama also wrote about a convicted criminal who had become an award-winning, self-taught literary sensation while imprisoned. Unlike Genet, who had been a petty thief, this young Japanese criminal was a mass murderer. Terayama pointed out supposed similarities of social disadvantage between himself and the murderer—literary star, but rather than suggesting that the criminal's unfettered "natural" behavior was truly existential, or attempting a social analysis of his actions, Terayama damned the young
man as lacking imagination. He complained that this murderer should have "tried to find reality in fiction" rather than seeking "fiction in reality" (Nagao 1997, 303 — 305). Further confusing our ability to make sense of his political convictions, Terayama even wrote an apology for Hitler, implying that Hitler's life qualified as a work of art because he made himself into "a man of poetic action in order to realize a dream" (1983c; qtd. in Nagao 1997, 171).










How are we to view such statements? Did this mask disguise (or reveal) a Terayama who was truly apolitical? Did it disguise (or reveal) one who harbored hidden right-wing sympathies? Or did Terayama simply enjoy being contradictory? Adult Huntings comparison of revolutionaries to naughty, uncontrollable, amoral children; Terayama's provocative comments regarding the mass murderer; and his father's profession combine to suggest antipathy (or at least deep ambivalence) toward political activism in general, and leftist causes in particular. Indeed, such sentiments became pronounced when he began writing for the stage and screen.

While Terayama was still hospitalized, Asari Keita, the director of Shiki (Four Seasons) Theatre Company, asked him to write a play defying the laws of cause and effect. Blood Is Standing Asleep (Chi wa tatta mama nemutte iru) (1969— 1972, 3:68—133) would be Terayama's introduction to live theatre. Although Tcnjo Sajiki's programs often list 1957 as its date of production (in some previous publications, I repeated that date), it actually opened in 1960. The play was in rehearsal when the student protests became particularly intense during June 1960. The protagonist Haio (Ash Man) is a failed terrorist revolutionary with ambiguous politics, who unwittingly rapes the woman he loves. Although the play was a commercial failure, many leftists saw it as a slap in the face of the protestors. As the play continued in rehearsal, Terayama began work on a screenplay called The Dry Lake (Kawaita mizu-umi, 1960) for director Shinoda Masahiro. The Dry Lake especially outraged Terayama's politically committed colleagues. In it, a leftist radical is transformed into a right-wing terrorist. It contains dialogue comparing political protestors to swine. Left-wing intellectuals have never forgiven Terayama for his indifference (or outright hostility) to their passionate political struggles.

1960 once again made Terayama a controversial and highly visible artist. In addition to the three scripts that caused varying degrees of political outrage (Adult Hunting, Blood Is Standing Asleep, and The Dry Lake), he completed two more screenplays, had a teleplay broadcast, created several buto pieces with Hijikata Tatsumi, collaborated on jazz and poetry fusions, organized his own jazz laboratory, and directed his first 16 mm film, Catology (Neko-gaku/Catology, 1960). Catology attracted the protests of the Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals, since it apparently showed the writhing death of a cat deliberately thrown from a rooftop.















Love and Theatre

The summer of 1960 also witnessed Terayama falling in love with Kujo Eiko (later Kyoko), an actress who had performed with the SKD (Shochiku Kageki Dan), the all-female review that was the "downtown" competitor of Takarazuka. Their relationship soon became a painful love triangle, with the third party being Terayama's mother, Hatsu.

In January 1961, the forty-seven-year-old Hatsu quit her job in Tachikawa. With her little dog, Pochi, she joined her twenty-five-year-old son in a tworoom apartment with a small kitchen/dining area. Both mother and son desired this arrangement. Although he wanted to marry, he felt trapped between his mother and his girlfriend. Tanka written during this period include suggestions of a torturous relationship with his mother. Two examples quoted in Nagao (1997, 195) are:

A snake swims. My deep, male voice causes sudden, overwhelming shame. I am alone with my mother, my favorite. (1983a)

Where is the razor my throat craves? Sunk in the sleeping body of Mother. (1983a)

Finally, he literally ran away from home, and the young lovers moved into their own apartment. On April 2,1963, they were married in a small ceremony in a local Catholic church. Hatsu skipped the wedding. Every few nights for the next week or so, she threw stones at the newlyweds' bedroom window. Finally, one night around 2:00 a.m., she sneaked into their kitchen, soaked one of her son's sleeping kimonos with kerosene, and set it on fire. The couple awoke to the smell of smoke and managed to douse the blaze. Images reflecting this complex, intense, unbalanced relationship between mother, wife/lover, and son permeate Terayama's most evocative work.

Also in 1963, he became especially notorious for his college lectures and book of essays encouraging young people to run away from home. Although these essays are among his most popular and famous works, they were (and continue to be) damned as noxious, antisocial diatribes that blaspheme the parent-child relationship and hasten the collapse of traditional society. Less reactionary voices perceive them as perceptive reflections of postwar cultural
rifts, the yearnings of youth for independence, and the disruptive transition to a cosmopolitan, urbanized society. On Modern Adolescence (Gendai no shishun-ron, 1963) has always been better known by its subtitle, Encouragement to Run Away From Home (lede no susume). This became the main title when it was reprinted in 1972.
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Although he himself had "run away from home," and his poetry and plays continually present images of a son who "murders his mother," Terayama insisted that his exhortations were metaphorical. He maintained that he was referring to spiritual independence and the psychological need to "dump" one's parents. Nevertheless, he became a magnet, almost a guru, for disaffected youth. Countless actual runaways headed for Terayama's house in Tokyo. Frantic rural parents telephoned him to ask if their teenagers were there. Although he publicly castigated as "stupid" those teenagers who literally followed the advice in his book, he always helped them find work in Tokyo. He provided them with references. Later, he gave jobs to runaway teens at Tenjo Sajiki, the theatre company he founded in 1967. Many of these runaways became the poets/authors/actors in a constantly shifting theatre piece (later a film) devised by Terayama, Throw Away Your Books, Go Out Into the Streets (Sho-o suteyo, machi-e deyo, 1967 and 1968; film version 1971). Terayama had previously used this title for a 1967 book of essays.












Between 1964 and 1966, the three years prior to founding Tenjo Sajiki, Terayama won six prestigious awards for his teleplays, radio dramas, and documentaries. He wrote and directed in many media and genres: television, radio, film, documentary, pseudo-documentary, cultural and sports essays, poetry, criticism, and fiction. He continued fruitful collaborations with avant-garde artists from various disciplines and was invited to join an exclusive group of brilliant young writers, artists, and intellectuals. His prolific creative efforts were supplemented by his growing, nearly addictive passions for horse racing, boxing, and gambling.

In 1965, a theatre student at Waseda University named Higashi Yutaka successfully revived Blood Is Standing Asleep. Terayama was impressed by Higashi's work, especially the use of live jazz. After graduating, Higashi asked Terayama to write a play for a new theatre company he wanted to create. Terayama not only agreed, but soon suggested that he would support this effort by renting an entire three-story building. He and his wife would live on the third floor, Higashi could live on the mezzanine, and the theatre company would occupy the rest of the building. Terayama was willing to pay the entire rent if Higashi's theatre company would pay for maintenance. Eventually, this paternal largess metamorphosed into cultural ownership, and the new theatre company became Terayama's Tenjo Sajiki. The theatre's name derived from Marcel Came's classic film about outcast performers, Les Enfants du Paradis (Children of Paradise) (the Japanese title is Tenjo sajiki no hitobito), in which the high, cheap balconyseating area (tenjo sajiki) is called "paradise," or in British parlance, "the gods." Commentators have variously translated the troupe's name as "The Peanut Gallery," "The Gallery Theatre," "The Balcony Theatre," or "Children of Paradise." However, since it is known internationally as Tenjo Sajiki, I will continue to use the Japanese name. Terayama would be the troupe's poet-playwright. He invited Higashi to be the resident director. Additional cofounders were the brilliant pop-artist/designer Yokoo Tadanori, production manager Takagi Fumiko, and Terayama's wife, the actress-producer Kujo Eiko.

Tenjo Sajiki was officially founded on Jan. 1, 1967. This date marks the commencement of a new phase in Terayama's career. Henceforth, he would devote the majority of his creative life to avant-garde theatre and film.




Tenjo Sajiki

Tenjo Sajiki proclaimed that its goal was to explore the limits of the theatrical experience. The troupe's activities fell roughly into five overlapping phases, which the troupe itself defined. However, the most fertile period of Tenjo
Sajiki's activities centered in the tumultuous era of the late 1960s—early 1970s. It was the international heyday of experimental theatre, psychedelic-fueled idealism, and youthful antiwar, antiestablishment protest.










Tenjo Sajiki's first period (1967—1969) highlighted plays that feature performers from the circus, carnivals, and sideshows. Multilayered themes emphasized rural superstition, folklore, dreams, and magic. Performance techniques deriving from traditional and itinerant Japanese performance genres were borrowed and transformed. These works featured poetic language; the evocation of lost childhood; choral passages; music combining jazz, Buddhist chants, and electronic rock; evocative lighting; shocking (often vulgar or highly sexualized) imagery; and a penchant for disturbing black comedy. In this period, the troupe sought "the resurrection of the flesh" and "opportunities for group fantasy" (Tenjo Sajiki 1975?, 2). Many of Terayama's most innovative and memorable works were created during this initial period of intense and fertile creativity. Among the plays of this period are The Hunchback of Aomori, La Marie-Vison, The Crime of Miss Fatty Oyama (Oyama Debuko no banzai, 1967) and Inngami: The DogGod (Inngami, 1969).

During the second period (late 1968 — 1970), Tenjo Sajiki proposed that "all people are actors." The troupe determined to banish professional actors from the stage and to advocate personal metamorphosis through encouraging ordinary people to express themselves and to develop the capacity for imagination. Program notes emphasize that this period was "a festival for the purpose of giving people who were tired of everyday routine a chance to metamorphose .. ." (Tenjo Sajiki 1975?, 2). Key works included Throw Away Your Books, Go Out Into the Streets; We're All Riding on a Circus Elephant (Jidai wa sakasu no zo ni notte, 1969, also known as The Age Comes Riding on a Circus Elephant); and the film The Emperor Tomato Ketchup (Tomato kechappu kotei, 1970), which Terayama adapted from his radio play Adult Hunting. 

In the third phase (primarily late 1969— 1971, with some works as late as 1975), the troupe's stated goals were to be free of the confines of the theatre building and to break the barriers between fiction and reality. Plays were performed in streets, in converted apartments, in bathhouses, and so forth. "We became like ghosts coming and going in the idle life of city citizens, and tore away the wall between fiction and reality.... We of Tenjo Sajiki have taken the position of creating imaginative theatre, in which citizens are freed without dependence on politics and through joint ownership in fantasies" (Tenjo Sajiki 1975?, 2). Among the most notable works were Man-Powered Plane Solomon (Jinriki hikoki Soromon, 1970), Run, Melos (Hashire Merosu, 1971), and Heretics. Although written during this phase, The Crime of Dr. Galigari (Garigari hakase no hanzai, 1969) also looks forward to the issues and staging patterns typical of the fourth period.












The fourth phase (1971 — 1977) focused on "invisible theatre" and "privateroom theatre," in which the audience space was carefully controlled and spectacle became extremely important. The audience might be plunged into total darkness, or forcibly separated from one another in tiny, curtained rooms, or transported from one locale to another within the theatre or through the streets. In some performances of the highly controversial plays of this period, audience members felt physically threatened, resulting in hysteria, fistfights, and occasional police intervention. Among the works of this phase are Opium War (Ahen senso, 1972), The Origin of the Blood of a Certain Family (Aru kazoku no chi no kigen, 1973), Blind Man's Letter (Mojin shokan, 1973), and A Journal of the Plague Year (Ekibyo ryukoki, 1975). Terayama justified his highly charged, aestheticsocial concerns and his confrontational staging of this period in his book of dramatic theory The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea: My Theatre. Although in theme and style it is more akin to earlier phases, Cache-Cache Pastoral, Terayama's most fully realized film, appeared during this period.

From 1975 to Terayama's death (and the troupe's demise), in 1983, Tenjo Sajiki often returned to performances in large theatres and theatre-like spaces, sometimes incorporating aspects of private or invisible theatre, sometimes using multiple playing areas simultaneously. Many works exhibit metatheatrical impulses. Plays of this period are often highly eccentric adaptations of, or responses to, western or Japanese literature. The program notes for one of the final productions state that the troupe was interested in "not only the relationship or conflict between two bodies, but rather an exploration of the relationship between a body and a machine, a body and a concept of the Absolute, like God, or a body and society at large" (Tenjo Sajiki 1980?, 11). Key works included Directions to Servants (Nuhikun, 1979), Bluebeard's Castle (Aohigeko no shiro, 1979), Lemmings (Remingu, 1979; variant version, 1982), the universally scorned film LesFruits de la Passion: China Doll (Shanhai ijin shokan: chaina doru, 1980), and One Hundred Years of Solitude (Hyakunen no kodoku, 1981). Another important work, Shintokumaru: Poison Boy (Shintokumaru, 1978; cowritten with Kishida Rio) was written at this time, but it contains themes and styles more typical of earlier phases.




Complex Equations: T.S. = Tenjo Sajiki = Terayama Shuji

At the start of 1967, Terayama immediately began writing scripts for his new company. The first production, The Hunchback of Aomori, would open in April, financed by holding literary "salons." Enthusiasm for this project was pronounced. About seventy people per day paid the entrance fee of ¥2000 each (high for 1967) to purchase tea and cakes, which were consumed while Terayama read poetry and led discussions, often accompanied by improvised music. The level of anticipation for the opening of Hunchback may also be gauged by the theft of all the posters even before the play opened. These pop-art masterpieces created by Yokoo Tadanori became instant collectors' items.










In addition to avant-garde artists and intellectuals, a number of Terayama's loyal fans attended. Terayama consistently retained a devoted female following, despite his clearly ambiguous, often disturbing, even violent depictions of females. They identified with his numerous popular song lyrics, for which he twice won the Japanese equivalent of a Grammy, and with several widely read volumes of poetry and essays directed toward young women and girls. In referring to this "Ladies Only Series," his longtime editor Tadashi Shiraishi gushed, "Terayama Shuji's greatest hits gaze at love and youth, and are redolent with lyricism and humor" (Nagao 1997, 231). Higashi Yutaka remembered a shy young woman who routinely came to the early salons wearing a T-shirt on which she had copied one of Terayama's poems. She was Tanaka Michi, who would later become Terayama's lifelong personal secretary and a successful songwriter (Nagao 1997, 233). Terayama's own feelings of isolation, his yearning for romantic love, and his fascination with soft-porn fantasies of female submission resonated with young women and girls.

As usual, Terayama was involved in several projects simultaneously. Although the script for Hunchback was incomplete, he had to travel to Africa, Europe, and America for a film on which he was collaborating. He sent script updates and production suggestions daily, and often telephoned Kujo. He begged her to convince the outrageous, openly gay male transvestite chanteuse Maruyama Akihiro to star as Matsu, the Jocasta-like dowager in this very Oedipal play. Maruyama performed regularly at a cabaret tea shop on the Ginza called Ginpari (Paris on the Ginza). He had been scandalizing the Tokyo music world for a decade by openly flaunting his homosexuality. Maruyama loved the script and immediately signed on. This same actor would later star as the high camp, godlike, transvestite "mother" in Terayama's LaMarie-Vison. 

The Hunchback of Aomori was initially scheduled to run at Tokyo's Sogetsu Kaikan for April 18 — 20 only; however, performances continually sold out, with overflow audiences haunting the lobby. Extra, late-night performances were added. Later that month, it transferred to the much larger Shinjuku Art Theatre (Shinjuku Bunka Kaikan) and was revived at the same theatre in May. Despite its popular success, the reviewers were rather condescending, somewhat bemused, and clearly confused. Mori Mari, writing in the Sankei Shinbun, wrote: "While laughing, I was sometimes struck by horror at a dark
aura in the play reminiscent of Jean Genet's The Maids. But I must say that though I was unable to find something I expected in The Maids, I was able to find it in The Hunchback ofAomori" (qtd. in Tenjo Sajiki 1975?, 3). A critic for the Mainichi Shinbun wrote:












The avant-garde poet tries to combine avant-garde theatre with the old Japanese proverb, "a child's ill fate is due to the parents' evil deeds." He shows us thrilling scenes such as sawing in half a beautiful woman in a box and a girl snake-handler who is never allowfe]d to return home because of an accursed disease, (qtd. in Tenjo Sajiki 1975?, 3)

From June 27—July 1, Tenjo Sajiki's second production, The Crime of Miss Fatty Oyama, played in a Shinjuku theatre usually known for lowbrow, vaudevillelike shows. It starred the porno film queen Niitaka Keiko, who became Tenjo Sajiki's leading actress, performing in over forty productions. Fatty Oyama was also a countercultural success, with overflow crowds so large that a theatre employee threatened to call in the police if more people were admitted.

Terayama's third production was La Marie-Vison, which played September 1 — 7. Starring Miwa Akihiro (the transvestite who had played the mother in Hunchback and who had by this time changed his family name from Maruyama), Marie was scheduled as a late-night show following a movie and was as big a cult hit as the two previous productions. In addition to the usual avant-garde audience, patrons included enthusiastic customers from the gay community. Once again, overflow crowds resulted in the cast performing extra, midnight "encore" shows. Despite this success, a severe disruption in Terayama's personal life and in his relationship to the troupe began to develop during rehearsals in late August.

It was during rehearsals for La Marie-Vison that Higashi realized he could no longer work for Terayama. The twenty-two-year-old continued to experience severe directorial differences with Miwa (differences that had first surfaced during rehearsals for Hunchback), and he was unable to deal effectively with Yokoo Tadanori, the stage designer. In addition, he and Kujo were beginning a love affair. He disappeared for a week during the rehearsals, and Terayama took over directorial duties. Kujo convinced Higashi to return, but after directing Throw Away Your Books, Go Out Into the Streets (September 1967), he left the troupe to found his own company, Tokyo Kid Brothers. Terayama thus became the troupe's primary director as well as its playwright. He moved out of the apartment he shared with Kujo, remaining married to her in name only. They finally divorced in December 1970. However, she continued to be Terayama's producer throughout his life, and to this day she runs a production company devoted to his work.
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It is hardly surprising that soon after the marriage failed, Terayama and his mother again became inseparable. In 1969, they moved into apartments in the same small building, with Hatsu on the first floor and her son just above her, on the second floor. Tenjo Sajiki also moved to its own building nearby, purchased in part with the financial help of Hatsu. Located at Namiki-bashi in Shibuya, the forty-seat theatre was in the basement, with the company's offices, dressing rooms, and some rooms for troupe members on the second floor. The first floor housed a tea shop, for which Hatsu served as cashier. Awazu Kiyoshi, another celebrated designer who would work on Terayama's Inugami: The Dog God and his film Cache-Cache Pastoral, created a unique and immediately recognizable illuminated facade. It was a collage composed of such elements as the face, hands, and legs of a Pierrot, the head of a department store mannequin, and so on. This playful and fanciful building became a mecca for Tokyo's burgeoning underground-theatre movement. The new space opened March 15, 1969, with We're All Riding on a Circus Elephant, starring Niitaka Keiko.

Also in 1969, Terayama inaugurated his new journal, Underground Theatre (Chika engeki). However, his sense of self-importance meant that fame in Japan
was not sufficient; he wanted to be known as "the world's Terayama." In 1969, he began to see this desire fulfilled. In June, he was invited to Frankfurt's Experimenta 5, where the troupe performed a double bill of La Marie-l 'ison and Inugami to great acclaim. Here, too, he was exposed for the first time to international experimental theatre. Among the other avant-garde participants at Experimenta 3 were Peter Handke, the Bread and Puppet Theatre, and the Living Theatre.












Terayama was again in the news, on December 12,1969. A week previously, Terayama's friend and rival avant-garde-theatre actor/director/producer Kara Juro had set up his famous Red Tent just two hundred meters from Tenjo Sajiki Hall. His troupe, Situation Theatre (Jokyo Gekijo), had been founded in 1962 and was well established as a controversial company. On the opening night of Kara's performance, Terayama sent him a funeral wreath of flowers. The black humor was not appreciated. After the performance on December 12, some drunken members of Kara's troupe headed to Tenjo Sajiki Hall. Terayama intercepted them. A midnight brawl ensued, during which the tea shop's large glass front window and sign were broken. Hatsu called the police, and Terayama, Kara, and other members of the two troupes were promptly arrested. They spent two nights in jail. Many observers assumed that the excessive two night stay was due primarily to police harassment of dangerous outlaw artists whose books and theatre subverted society. However, Terayama suggested to tanka poet Ogawa Taro that the true reason was that his mother had refused to drop the charges against them. Some time later, she raged uncontrollably in the presence of tea shop customers, threatening to burn down the hall. Her temper tantrums and threats of arson were becoming extreme, and Terayama consulted a psychiatrist for advice (Nagao 1997, 248 — 249).

Underlying this concern was the unspoken terror that Hatsu's mental instability might be hereditary. Terayama's plays and poetry repeatedly suggest the horrific results of a tainted bloodline and express the desire or need to cut off the contamination at its root. In this connection, it is relevant to note that although Kujo once had a miscarriage while married to him, Terayama never fathered children. Among his tanka as noted by Nagao (1997, 250) are these:

Still upside down in the sunny side of the yard, where I left it last winter: the ax I need to cut off my putrid bloodline. (1983a)

Even soaking it in water cannot wash clean this razor of mine, the razor I once hoped would obliterate my bloodline. (1983a)

Although Terayama never exhibited his mother's unbridled rage or antisocial behavior, he shared with her a controlling nature. He also displayed an
uncommon sense of self-importance, which many Japanese found disconcerting. For example, rather than humbling himself to film producers, he appeared arrogant and insisted on his own way. These traits had been noted even in his childhood by teachers and classmates and were deemed problematic. He was called prideful, status seeking, and self-centered. As a Japanese proverb says, "The nail that sticks up will be hammered down." Too much individuality separates one from society and makes one suspect.













Revolution and Imagination

The years 1968-1972 saw further student and radical protests. In late 1968 and early 1969, student and antiwar activists snaked through the streets in huge, linked-arm demonstrations, chanting anti-American and anti-Ampo slogans. As in Paris, Berkeley, New York, and elsewhere, they succeeded in occupying and totally shutting down the universities. Terayama came into the barricaded campuses and spoke sympathetically to the students. Such activities suggested to some people that he had become a supporter of the far left. Despite the claims of those who would rehabilitate Terayama in the eyes of leftist intellectuals, it is more consistent to interpret this behavior as merely offering support for youthful rebellion against adult authority.

This reading of Terayama is further supported by his response to the extremism of the terrorist Japanese Red Army. In November 1969, fifty-three Japanese Red Army members were arrested when discovered in combat training; the following year, the Japanese Red Army shocked the entire world by hijacking a commercial airliner during Osaka's Expo '70. The leader insisted that the radicals were like characters from Tomorrow's Joe (Ashita no Jo), a popular, serialized comic strip. Terayama responded by organizing a mock funeral for a fictional character in Tomorrow's Joe, with himself as chief mourner, thereby satirizing radical politics. He further demonstrated his disdain for (or disinterest in) current events by writing columns on the distinctly apolitical topic of horse-racing tips.

Such behavior isolated him from those Japanese theatre experimentalists who were deeply involved in supporting progressive political causes. Several of these were connected to Theatre Center 68/71 (later known as the Black Tent Theatre). Theatre Center 68/71's primary house theorist was Tsuno Kaitaro, chief editor of the influential publishing house Shobunsha. As noted earlier, Theatre Center 68/71's English-language journal Concerned Theatre Japan and its editor David Goodman actively promoted antirealistic, experimental playwrights who were politically committed to progressive, leftist causes and a messianic, spiritual perspective.












Terayama's theatre and film continually opposed or ignored the political and spiritual agendas of those playwrights most valued by Goodman and Tsuno. For example, in 1970, Terayama adapted his ten-year-old, controversial radio drama Adult Hunting to film. As the shocking, international-award-winning black comedy The Emperor Tomato Ketchup, the film depicts young children torturing adults and participating in sexual acts. It is profoundly disturbing not only for its images of child pornography, but because it suggests a children's revolution gone crazy. Ten years previously, Adult Hunting had been interpreted by fearful conservatives as encouraging dangerous, youthful rebellion. In contrast, the radical protesters of 1970 vilified Tomato Ketchup as a mockery of committed political activism. These two versions of the same work, created for disparate media a decade apart, had succeeded in offending the entire political spectrum. Terayama relished the notoriety, as well as the confusion of his image.

That same year, he witnessed progress toward his dream of becoming "the world's Terayama." Several of his works were translated into French and German, and the Rockefeller Foundation sponsored Terayama's visit to New York's La Mama, where he directed La Marie-Vison with American actors. Although his radical script revisions clearly strengthened the text, his casting and actortraining choices were disastrous. In addition, he reinvented the staging to conform to his current theories, and perhaps to cater to his imagined concept of the tastes of the New York audience. The result was confusing and disappointing.

Leftist radicals were not the only ones unhappy with the Japanese political landscape. On November 25, 1970, Mishima Yukio, dismayed at the loss of traditional nationalistic values, led his private militia to invade the headquarters of the Japanese Self Defense Forces. After unsuccessfully exhorting them to take control of the country and return to proper respect for the emperor, he committed ritual suicide by disemboweling himself. Terayama had participated in a literary dialogue with Mishima in the journal The Tide (Ushio) just four months earlier. Despite Mishima's attempts, Terayama had repeatedly refused to engage in meaningful political discussion. After Mishima's death, Terayama criticized his suicide as not being properly theatrical. "Mishima," said Terayama, "should have died at cherry blossom time." He said nothing about the political implications of the act (Nagao 1997, 263).

Thus, in a single year, Terayama managed to offend both those on the right and those on the left. He was consistent in his apparent inconsistency: He
offended everyone, maintaining that all action is art, that art is the fictional creation of the imagination, and that only imaginative fiction has revolutionary meaning.










The political turmoil of the era was not the only cultural upheaval in Japan. Around this time, some of the negative consequences of the rush to transform Japan to an industrial power appeared. These included obsessive, workaholic behavior, leading to a rash of deaths by overwork (karishi). It has been suggested that this excessive work ethic may have been a reaction to the devastating memory of near starvation, exhaustion, and despair known as kyodatsu immediately after the end of World War II, or that it may have been an attempt to allay a pervasive sense of being the innocent victims of war. Many Japanese people did not see themselves as the aggressors, but instead felt that they had been betrayed or duped by an uncontrolled, militarist clique; others felt victimized by having been singled out for atomic attack. This sense of victimhood permeated (and continues to permeate) the consciousness of many Japanese (Dower 1999 [2000]). Terayama depicted many of his protagonists as helpless victims of forces beyond their control. Among these are the main characters in The Hunchback of Aomori, Inugami, and Heretics. Heretics, for example, features a young man who is literally manipulated by invisible puppeteers (identified as the forces of society and tradition) until he rises up in murderous rebellion.

More and more people moved to the cities in search of profitable jobs, resulting in an extreme housing shortage and social isolation. The public learned that fish and rice (the main staples of the Japanese diet), as well as water and air, were polluted. When a government official urged people to prove their true Japanese spirit by eating rice contaminated by cadmium (the same chemical responsible for Minamata disease) rather than imported rice, the official was shocked that they did not submit (Waswo 1996, 123).

How did artists respond to these distressing developments? Many sought a new Japanese identity, not totally bound to the United States. Since the prewar nationalism and blind obedience to authority advocated by Mishima was inconceivable to those on the left, some playwrights turned to the messianic forms described by Goodman.

Terayama also sought a new Japanese identity, but his response was characteristically apolitical (in some cases, suggestive of a tilt to the right). His style mingled comedy, improvisation, Grand Guignol horror, surrealism, and metatheatre. He satirized Americanization and warned against marching blindly into a future dystopia, in works such as We're All Riding on a Circus Elephant. At the same time, he exploited his own ambiguous nostalgia for prewar (and premodern) Japan by exploring exotic imagery from his childhood, in works such as Inugami, The Hunchback of Aomori, Heretics, or Cache-Cache Pastoral. Such
works seem to mourn the loss of purity and innocence while struggling against traditional concepts like obedience to authority and family values.












In 1971, Terayama was invited to Rotterdam, becoming the first Japanese to participate in the International Poetry Festival. He also served with Jerzy Grotowski, Robert Wilson, and others on the coordinating committee for the Nancy (France) Theatre Festival. His first full-length feature film, Throw Away Your Books, Go Out Into the Streets, based on his 1967-1968 play, won the Grand Prix at San Remo International Film Festival. Nicolas Bataille directed a French translation of Terayama's The Legend of Japanese Playing Cards (Hanafuda denki, 1967). Tenjo Sajiki toured Heretics and Man-Powered Plane Solomon to international theatre festivals in France, Holland, and Yugoslavia. Heretics shared the Grand Prix at Belgrade International Theatre Festival with Joseph Chaikin's Open Theatre production of Terminal and with 1789, presented by Ariane Mnouchkine's Theatre du Soleil.

Both Terayama plays created controversy, but for separate reasons. Heretics includes black-robed actors acting as "invisible" stagehands (kurogo) who literally terrorized audience members. It was this play that resulted in fistfights and bloodshed between actors and audience members in Berlin and Novi Sad, causing German critics to compare Terayama's artistic tactics to Hitler or the plague. Similarly, Man-Powered Plane Solomon, one of the most complete examples of Terayama's "city dramas," took over entire streets and buildings, to the confusion and occasional hostility of ordinary people who were unwittingly transformed into actors or audience members.

These heady artistic triumphs and scandalous productions abroad coincided with additional social confusion and turmoil in Japan. In 1972, the United States returned Okinawa to Japan, adding a new prefecture to the country. How was one to respond to the return of a distant province filled with formerly disdained colonial subjects? How was one to explain the anomaly that in the post-Occupation era, Okinawa was still largely dominated by the American military—a situation that continues today? Revelations of governmental scandals and corruption further disillusioned many Japanese progressives.

The Japanese Red Army provided the most visible and radical alternative to a government that was sometimes seen as either corrupt or controlled by America. However, it lost the support of even left-wing Japanese when three members participated with pro-Palestinian guerillas in the deadly 1972 attack at Tel Aviv's Lod Airport. Later that year, five members of the Japanese Red Army murdered eleven others accused of disloyalty. They then seized a mountain lodge, taking its landlady hostage. For ten days, the nation was riveted by live television coverage as fifteen hundred policemen stormed the lodge. When the terrorists meekly surrendered, even their ardent supporters were disheartened. By failing to commit suicide or to die in a hail of police bullets, they were transformed from heroic, self-sacrificing Japanese Robin Hoods into spoiled children. They had placed their personal desires and individuality above group solidarity. An editorial in the mainstream, moderate Mainichi Shinbun, translated for its English-language edition, called them overly "pampered" youth who had lost traditional Japanese values. Unlike previous generations, the editorial maintained, they had not been willing to die for their ideals. Rather than condemning their cause or their methods, the editorial merely lamented that they lacked the moral substance of their parents. It used as a prime example the father of one of the terrorists, who had hanged himself "in a tragic gesture of apology for his son's actions" (Hatayama 1972).










What did this all mean? How could one be "Japanese" and "modern" at the same time? If traditional values had been discredited and replaced by new, democratic ideals, why would this suicidal apology be congratulated? It was impossible for artists to be uninvolved in the confusing, emotional, and terrifying events of those years. Terayama's politics, however, remained illusive and ambiguous. It may have seemed to some observers that like the "pampered" young terrorists who had failed to fully commit to their ideals, Terayama was merely a role-playing child in adult clothing. Is that all there was to it?

Perhaps Terayama's intentions may be gleaned by his apparent refusal to take a political stance in even the most extreme cases, such as his response to the events at the Munich Olympics in 1972. Tenjo Sajiki had been invited to perform Run, Melos!, their multi-locale pageant. Arab-backed guerillas staged a deadly terrorist attack at the Munich airport, causing the cancellation of further theatre events. Unlike other international troupes, Tenjo Sajiki did not participate in the fervent protests demanding an end to terrorism. Instead, the members of Tenjo Sajiki protested the protests by singing nonsense songs while burning their props and costumes. For them, art needed to be severed from politics. Art was a kind of shrine, a site of religious refuge. If art is one's religion, failing to perform an act of worship is the worst sin. Therefore, it was necessary to protest the cancellation of the performances, regardless of political views. The troupe members wanted to transform reality into their own private fiction.

Of course, such a position does not really free the artist from the world. A truly apolitical artist would neither support nor protest terrorism, but would simply ignore the events and go on with the show. Yet Terayama never ignored revolutionary behavior. Several years later, he would write about the terrorists of this time. In Teenagers' Guide to Suicideology (Aeishonen no tame no jisatsu-gaku nyumon, 1979), Terayama praised the prison suicide of one member of the Japanese Red Army, describing it as a complete transformation of politics into fiction. He maintained that justice is a literary rather than a political term. In an essay entitled "On Okamoto Kozo" ("Okamoto Kozo ron"), Terayama wrote that "the phrase 'simultaneous international revolutions' is a beautiful phrase due to its epic quality" (1993; qtd. in Nagao 1997, 264). Just as he had avoided discussion of the political and social ramifications of the suicide of the ultra-nationalistic Mishima Yukio, Terayama now chose to view the suicide of Mishima's political opposite in strictly apolitical, literary terms.












This emphasis on "fiction" rather than "reality" does not imply that Terayama was unaware of the moral and social crises of his era. However, the fact remains that he refused to directly position himself in the political landscape and he continually demonstrated his penchant for seeking escape from conventionally accepted social behavior through imagination and fantasy. His wide appeal to the youth of his time and his continuing cult status today suggest that his art and his views converged (and continue to converge) with powerful psychological needs.




Fame and Infamy

Terayama and the troupe continued to produce new plays all over the world, participating in festivals as far afield as Iran and Poland. Terayama's TV appearance in a commercial for the Central Horseracing Society dramatically increased the popularity of the sport. In 1974, a major gallery held an exhibition of his photography. Along with Peter Brook and Ariane Mnouchkine, he participated in an international symposium for directors, in Paris. He completed his second feature film, Cache-Cache Pastoral, which is indisputably his cinematic masterpiece. A lyrical and surreal work that captures Terayama's imaginarymythical boyhood in superstition-laden Aomori, the film was adapted from his 1967 collection of tanka by the same name. It was first screened abroad in 1975 at the Cannes Film Festival and subsequently won awards at several international film festivals. In 1976, Terayama published a major book of theatrical theory, The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea: My Theatre. 

His health continued to deteriorate. In 1979, he was hospitalized for a month for a recurrence of hepto-cirrhosis. However, upon his release, he continued his usual frenetic, jet-setting pace. Directions to Servants was performed to rave reviews in Japan and Italy, and then in 1981 to wildly mixed, even hostile, reviews in New York. His film Les Fruits de la Passion: China Doll was a generally despised adaptation of Pauline Reage's The Story of O. Set in a brothel in 1920s Shanghai, it stars Klaus Kinski as a man able to obtain sexual satisfaction only by acting as a voyeur. He peeks through a keyhole to observe his mistress being "educated" by performing degrading and bizarre acts of masochistic sex. The
reviewer for the English language Asahi Evening News blasted it, saying that far from being sexually titillating, it was "grotesque, sordid, Neanderthal, totally unarousing, and laid a blight on my life for 72 hours." According to this review, the characters ". . . are as two-dimensional as the cardboard cut-out figures which Terayama strews about his set in a cap-doffing gesture to expressionism and to the illusory nature of all drama — a theme which, when he forsakes film for the stage, he has more than once examined with genuine originality" (Booth 1981).










Les Fruits de la Passion was the most public of Terayama's embarrassing creative endeavors in later years; but from around 1976, with only a few exceptions, Terayama's creativity had clearly begun to wane. He presented more pieces loosely adapted from or inspired by western literary sources. Some of the most successful works of this period seemed to have been cannibalized from his earlier successes, featuring demonic females, rural shamanism, itinerant circus acts, performance genres of an earlier era, metatheatricality, destruction of the audience-actor-playwright divisions, and the fantasies and anxieties of adolescent males. However, for those audiences unaccustomed to his striking images and highly theatrical presentation, Terayama's theatre still seemed revelatory.

In 1980, while filming the voyeur-themed Fruits, Terayama was arrested in Tokyo as a Peeping Tom. He claimed that he was merely taking a shortcut through the backyards of the houses he was accused of peeping into. Whatever the truth, the scandal resulted in a number of commissions being rescinded. Unlike his previous notoriety, this affair was personal and sordid. Appeals in the name of artistic freedom or free speech were not possible. The public shame and humiliation greatly affected him.

His hospitalization the previous year had been symptomatic of the ongoing seriousness of his illness. He was in and out of the hospital throughout 1981. In May, a friend suggested that he see a liver specialist. This doctor confirmed that the hepto-cirrhosis had probably originated in hepatitis-tainted blood used to treat the young Terayama's kidney disease many years before. This chronic disease was now in its terminal stage, involving irreversible hardening of the liver. Later, this same doctor suggested the strong possibility of liver cancer. Although aware he was dying, Terayama continued to work incessantly. Sometimes, he would have meetings while lying down on a couch.

His final theatre pieces seem to suggest his impending death. One Hundred Years of Solitude, loosely inspired by Gabriel Garcia Marquez' novel (but changed when permission to adapt was denied), featured a sequence reminiscent of a funeral, with flower blossoms floating down from the ceiling. Similarly, a solid black border framed the poster for his final production, Lemmings: The Man 
Who Walks Through Walls. These late pieces may have lacked the narrative inventiveness of earlier works, but because of their striking staging and powerful visual imagery, they were often honored in Japan and abroad. For example, in 1982, Directions to Servants was enthusiastically praised both at Suzuki Tadashi's SCOT international theatre festival in Toga, and at performances at Paris' Chaillot Palace National Theatre. Though unwell, Terayama attended the Paris production. It was his final trip abroad.












On April 20,1983, he collapsed and later began to hallucinate. He was hospitalized with a high fever and soon fell into a coma. He died at 12:05 p.m., May 4, 1983. His body was first placed in the foyer of the new Tenjo Sajiki Hall in Azabu, Tokyo. Preliminary services were held on May 4 and May 5, with a formal wake on May 6. The body was cremated at Kirigaya Cemetery in Gotanda, Tokyo, on May 9, with the final memorial service that same day. The altar for his funeral featured his shyly smiling photograph. On either side of the photograph was a black-and-white collage consisting of posters from every Tenjo Sajiki production. From the ceiling hung a set piece from Lemmings, an artificial blue sky with soaring seagulls. Famous poets, filmmakers, and theatre artists offered memorial addresses; his friend and favorite boxer, "Fighting Harada," was in tears; the members of Tenjo Sajiki sang the theme song from Lemmings. About two thousand mourners offered prayers for his repose. However, Terayama's mother stayed away. When he died, she had screamed at Kujo, his ex-wife and ever-loyal producer, "You're the ones who killed my baby boy!" (Nagao 1997).

Tenjo Sajiki was dissolved July 31, 1983. Some of its members created a new troupe with the intention of carrying on Terayama's tradition. Kujo Eiko changed her name to Kujo Kyoko and has since devoted herself to producing Terayama's works. Terayama's mother, Hatsu, legally battled Kujo for eight years over the literary rights to his. estate, finally winning control. Thus she was able to prevent much of his work from foreign production. Shortly before her death, she approved creation of the Terayama Shuji Memorial Museum in Misawa.

Awazu Kiyoshi, a brilliant artist who often collaborated with him on his plays, designed the Terayama Memorial Museum. Seen from above, it is in the form of an old-fashioned wall clock, a ubiquitous icon in Terayama's work. This nostalgic image suggests the swift passage of time from a lost, traditional Japan to the chaotic present. It also serves as a reminder that, like a personal polestar, the family clock had been the only visible household object to help the nine-year-old boy and his mother identify the charred remains of the family home, destroyed in the American firebombing of Aomori City. In addition,
the wall clock signifies his frantic obsession with accomplishment and with the rapid approach of recurrent disease and death. This fixation seemed to touch all aspects of Terayama's short life.
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Despite both professional and personal animosity, just days before her own death on December 26, 1991, Terayama Hatsu legally adopted her despised former daughter-in-law, making her the literary heir. Hatsu had thus ensured that her victory was final: Her former sexual rival would now be her daughter — and more importantly, would become her son's younger sister—for all eternity. The mother's ashes were buried in the same tomb as her son's, in Takao Cemetery at Kojoji Temple, Hachioji, Tokyo. The burial chambers are on top of each other, just like their apartments in life. Terayama Shuji's mother, Hatsu, had finally attained complete domination ot her son's life and death.














I want to hide. But if I hide, then who will be "it"? What if 
there's no one to search for me? — Inugami: The Dog God 


After removing mask upon mask, one unremovable mask 
remains. . . . The mask of the murderer. — Bluebeard's Castle 


Blood, earth, breasts, milk, genitals 
Drinking blood and milk . . . 
Please die, Mother! — Heretics 













chapter 2

Masks and Mothers

Staging the Inner Self 




Terayama's lifelong search for identity and his complex relationship to his mother color all aspects of his early work. In order to analyze Terayama's most personal and autobiographical creations, it is necessary to consider several theoretical issues that will inform the discussion. These issues derive from psychological, anthropological, literary, and aesthetics studies. I must once again emphasize that these theoretical discourses and historical notes are not meant to suggest a totalizing narrative for the understanding of "Japan" or the "Japanese." Rather, they seem to me to offer especially useful tools for an analysis of Terayama and his work in the context of one stream of thought that has existed and continues to exist in varying degrees in a number of historical moments. The postwar period in which Terayama thrived was filled with cultural contradictions, continuities, and ruptures.










The Self as Subject

Although Japan is often depicted as a culture focused on group identity, Terayama's early self-absorption, including the accentuation of immediate, irrational, and subjective experience, is not unusual. The search for personal identity and for a way to express emotion is compounded by the child's need to relate to others. Who am I? What is my "real" nature? How do I fit into my family? How does my family fit into the larger self that is called "Japan"?

Classical Japanese poetry, diaries, and no plays often feature a search for personal identity or relationship to an "other," expressed through the evocation of exquisite longing or profound sadness. They are filled with nonlogical but evocative associations of imagery, one piled upon another. The influential, nativist scholar Motoori Norinaga (1730-1801) termed this style "feminine," setting it in opposition to the "masculine" or "logical" style that is typically associated with Chinese culture. The "feminine" style is said to feature indirection, suggested emotion, and ambiguity. All three elements are deeply connected to the structure of the Japanese language. For Motoori, they suggest an essential relationship between being "Japanese" and being "natural."

While dualities (such as "native vs. alien") and essentializations (such as those found in Motoori's writing) must be carefully weighed, there is no doubt that the work of many significant Japanese artists does conform to this socalled "feminine" style. Although the earliest representatives of the "feminine" style were courtly ladies such as Murasaki Shikibu, the author's gender is not the determining factor. Rather, it is an apparent lack of formal organization and an emphasis on suppressed, passionate feelings. This aspect is so pervasive in some types of Japanese literature that Edward Seidensticker has proposed creating a new genre

... without reference to the degree to which a particular work is fictional and perhaps given some such name as "discursive lyric." If so, it would embrace a great deal of what is most pleasing in Japanese literature. . . . The genre would be characterized by the want of concern with over-all form and dramatic conflict and by a compensating emphasis upon a succession of lyrical moments. (Seidensticker 1964, 67—68)

Among the forms that Seidensticker would include in the "lyric discursive" genre is the Japanese "I-novel" (shi-shosetsu or watakushi-shosetsu). Unlike western autobiography, in which "the confrontation of the protagonist's self with his social and cultural environment is the fundamental problem for the author," in the Japanese I-novel, "the protagonist's (and therefore the author's) sensihility or passion is the main point" (Eto 1964, 435).












Terayama's works are often intimately connected to the tradition of these I-novels. Deeply personal, they are written in a "discursive lyric" manner that often confounds critics seeking logical or "western" form. They are filled with ambiguity and suggestion, evoking images and emotions rather than intellectual engagement. They lack a driving forward action or a single climax, emphasize subjectivity and emotion, and are composed of a series of loosely connected images that defy the rules of cause and effect.

In tandem with the delicacy of the "lyric discursive" style, many works of Japanese art and literature also exhibit qualities that might be called "gothic." Scholars have termed this tendency "the beauty [or aesthetic] of cruelty" (zankoku no hi) (Hattori 1972). This aesthetic transforms the grotesque, demonic, or hideous into an object of artistic contemplation. It is prominent in certain kabuki and bunraku plays, in modern novels such as those by Mishima Yukio, Tanizaki Jun'ichiro, or Dazai Osamu, in films such as those by Oshima Nagisa, even in contemporary sadomasochistic pornography, erotic comics, and animated films. This aesthetic often involves depictions of the bizarre, the supernatural, or extreme violence inflicted on children or women. Bodies may be bound, pierced, lacerated, poisoned, disfigured, or torn asunder. Despite the brutality, in some works one finds what appears to be an underlying justification for the behavior. Such justifications might include an intensely personal passion that spirals out of control, possession by a supernatural entity, desire for revenge, or the perceived duty to sacrifice oneself or a loved one for a higher cause.

The appeal of ^ankoku no hi seems to resemble the aesthetic allure of the gothic horror story, which was an offshoot of Romanticism invoking nostalgia, exoticism, and often the extremes of grotesquerie. Emotionality, nonlogical construction, and the exploration of the inner self are also aspects of Romanticism. Although romantic tendencies have existed in Japan from ancient times, in the 1930s a new literary school called Japanese Romanticism (Nihon Roman-ha) flourished. Just as Romanticism in the west contained the seeds of the gothic novel, Japanese Romanticism spawned a group called the Decadents or the Dissolutes (Burai-ha).

Romantics desire to escape the everyday world, to revel in fantastic images that may derive from private, visionary spheres. Like adolescents, they fear conformity and have the desire to be unique individuals. They yearn for an unattainable, miraculous other—another time, another place, another person, another race, another body—a missing key that will lead to personal transformation and free those dreams held captive by quotidian reality. Sometimes, the goal includes martyrdom or heroic death.

Terayama is often associated not only with Japanese practitioners of zankoku 
no hi and the Decadents, but with those western artists whose own "aesthetic of cruelty" reflects similar concepts. These include Artaud and the surrealists, whose artistic theories are the direct progeny of Romanticism. The search for personal identity (the self) in relation to an incomprehensible universe (the other) was a major obsession for Terayama as well as for artists such as those associated with the artistic movements noted.













Outer and Inner Selves

Doi Takeo is a Japanese psychoanalyst who spent many years training in America. Frustrated that his Japanese patients did not always respond to treatment, he sought ways of modifying Freudian theory by employingJapanese concepts that have no precise analogy in the west. Doi emphasizes how the distinctive linguistic characteristics of the Japanese language impact cultural patterns and associations, asserting that the use of western terminology imposes cultural constructions that do not always apply in Japan. For these reasons, he is sometimes viewed as an advocate of Japanese exceptionalism. However, my reading of Doi suggests rather that he is attempting to offer culturally specific explanations for difference where it exists, as well as to resist the hegemony of the Eurocentric psychoanalytic tradition.

Doi presents a persuasive argument regarding the interconnectedness of the dyads omote/ura and tatemae/honne. As previously noted, omote means "visible, open, or public," and can also denote "face, or mask." Ura means "inside, secret, hidden, back, or private." The related dyad tatemae (outward, formal appearance; the social consensus and conventions by which humans enact a public life) and honne (true inner feelings, unexpressed or concealed emotions) has been felicitously translated as "onstage/backstage" (Rosenberger 1992, 14). In public, people mask their feelings by displaying omote and behave according to onstage tatemae. In contrast, they hide their deepest ura and generally exhibit private, backstage honne behavior only to close family or intimate relations. However, there is always an element of secret ura in the most outward-facing omote, and of hidden honne in the most public tatemae. The result is what Doi calls a "twofold consciousness," the process of balancing between front and rear, outer and inner, onstage and backstage. It is this subtly shifting "twofold consciousness" — a balance that can alternate even within a single spoken sentence — that non-Japanese often find so confusing, contradictory, or even "hypocritical."

The concepts of omote/ura and tatemae/honne are primarily personal and deal
with the individual or psychological sense of self. To reflect broader social relationships, I will employ another set of related terms, soto/uchi. Soto (outside) implies "not in the house" while the word uchi (inside) can also mean "house." This third dyad demonstrates the complex, shifting continuum of relationships from the most intimate of groups to which one belongs (the immediate family) to the most extended of groups (such as school, employment, city, nation, race, or even "human being").















The Aesthetics of Reversibility, Part One

The views of Sakabe Megumi (b. 1936), an important philosopher and aesthetician, parallel the psychological and sociological concepts of omote/ura and soto/ uchi. In a major essay, Sakabe notes that omote (mask or face) and kage (shadow or reflection) are words that have multiple meanings (1999a). Omote is both the surface, the outside, the mask, that is displayed to the world and, at the same time, the face that is being covered by the mask. It is thus the secret, true, or hidden self that (like ura) is concealed from public view. In this sense, then, omote is ura. They are not only intertwined but are paradoxically identical. They are reversible and reciprocal; the outside exists only because the inside exists, and the outside can be substituted for the inside. They do not retain fixed natures. Michele Marra notes: "As a repository of pure difference, the mask is a metaphor of the human face — the metonymic representation of the person — in the same way that the face is a metaphor of the mask" (1999, 232).

To expand his point, Sakabe observes that traditional western concepts of the "gaze" generally refuse reciprocity; that is, the subject who gazes does not admit that the object upon whom he gazes is capable of gazing back and of making him into the object of another's gaze. In contrast, Sakabe offers Buddhist imagery such as that used by Zeami, who insisted that the masked actor must learn to see himself with a "detached view" (riken no ken). He must be able to imagine what he looks like from far away, both from the perspective of the audience in front of him, as well as from the perspective of a place behind himself, gazing at his own back. Marra points out that Sakabe's concept of "the double signification of omote" is also indebted to Merleau-Ponty's 1961 article "Eye and Mind," which deals with the painter and his reciprocal, visual relationship to the object he is painting. In Marra's paraphrase, this reversibility of subject and object is demonstrated by the painter who "brings into vision a fundamental manifestation of Being in his paintings by showing that,
in order to see, the seer must in turn be capable of being seen" (1999, 233). Marra quotes Sakabe's related comments on the no actor as he prepares for his performance. As he puts on his mask, the actor










. . . sees in the mirror his own face or his own mask; at the same time, he is seen by his mask in the mirror and, finally, he sees himself transmogrified in some deity or demon. . . . [T]he structure of the omote is evidently the structure of the mask, as we have seen, but, at the same time, it is also the structure of the face. The reason is that the face also is what is seen by the other, what sees itself, and what sees itself as an other. (1999, 2.52.) 

Of course, Sakabe is not merely speaking of the no actor, just as Merleau-Ponty is not merely speaking of the painter. Their concern is broader, expanding from the artist's work to larger aesthetic, ontological, and ethical issues.

Sakabe continues his discussion by noting that the word kage (shadow or reflection) means simultaneously the darkness of shadow, the silhouetted image that can only exist because of the light, and also that which has no light of its own but can be seen because it reflects another's light (for example, the moon). The shadow is the reflection. He contends:

Once we take into account all of the meanings of the word "kage," we can now say that the world is made of nothing but "kage." 

Nothing exists but shades. Nothing exists but reflections. Nothing exists but light. Nothing exists but images.

Therefore, nothing exists but "kage." 

. . . [Consequently, this means that nothing exists but what is reflected in succession or reciprocally; nothing exists but changes; nothing exists but happenings; nothing exists but what transmogrifies infinitely. (1999a, 248)

Sakabe continues:

Nothing exists but "omote." Nothing exists but surfaces. Nothing exists but "kage." Nothing exists but reflections that are reflected, that pass by, that transmogrify endlessly. . . .

When we think, even when we meditate in total solitude, we gather, we concentrate the entire "omote," the entire "kage": everything that is seen by the other, everything that sees itself (including, perhaps, the unseen, the dead), and eventually everything that sees itself as an other. (1999a, 249-250)

It is clear that Sakabe is not speaking about inferior Platonic reflections of the ideal; rather, these reflections are reality, and reality is constantly in flux. The shadow and the reflection are not delusions, nor do they lead one astray;
rather, they are intertwined, interconnected components of being, which is itself a process of continual transformation. Elsewhere in the same essay, Sakabe emphasizes that












... in traditional Japanese thought there is neither the category of Cartesian substance nor any kind of rigid or fixed dualism between soul and body, exterior and interior, seen and unseen. ... In short, in Japanese traditional thought there is nothing but surfaces—or, to say it differently, there is nothing but grids of surfaces that are, at least in principle, strictly reversible, the one into the other. . . . Nothing exists but surfaces, grids of surfaces. Nothing but "omote." Nothing but reflections. Nothing but shades. Therefore, there are no substantial beings, no being that has been fixed in its sameness.

Nothing exists but a world of diverse and infinite metamorphoses. (1999a, 247)

For Terayama, too, identity is fluid; the self is not a single item but is fungible. Masks and faces are interchangeable and reversible, as demonstrated in this edited choral conclusion from the revised La Marie-Vison. The full text appears in part 2:

It isn't a real crying face behind the laughing mask—it's a crying mask.... 
Behind the mask of a constantly singing lark is the mask of a homeless 
   child. 
Behind the mask of a coffin maker is the mask of a sailor. 
Behind the mask of a man with a flower in his teeth is the mask of a dead 
  man. 
After the mask has been removed, the mask revealed is a mask with a 
  new mask. 
After every possible mask has been removed, the remaining mask is always 
laughing. Laughing, laughing, laughing. . . . (The Actors come out of the dense, 
enveloping smoke of the Wagner music, and down into the audience. Or they begin taking 
off their makeup to return to the masks they call their real faces. . . . The curtain . . . will 
never come down.) 


In stating his goals for theatre, Terayama wrote:

... I want to question the validity of. . . distinctions (the false versus the real, imaginary experience versus real-life experience). I want to ask what these distinctions imply, and I want to restore people's identification with the coexistence of opposites (making them one and the same). The result will be a synthesis of coinhabitants.

Imaginary experience is often a synonym for real life, and if you think
about it, real life is actually controlled by the imagination. Before they are defined and differentiated, these two act together, moving in mutual coordination like a two-wheeled cart, which is our life itself. Dramaturgy ought to be built upon the fact of this mutual coexistence and upon the impossibility of differentiating between them, rather than on the essence of their implied distinction. (1976a, 14)













Amae: Dependency 

A person can dare to reveal the inner self (ura) only if there is absolute trust in the one to whom it is shown. That trust is expressed through the practice of amae (dependency based on unconditional love), which has been defined as "the desire to be passively cared for by another" (Rosenberger 1992, 7). The analysis of amae and its relevance to psychological functioning is generally conceded to be Doi Takeo's most significant contribution to Japanese psychoanalysis.

Anthropologists note that Japanese mothers offer exceptional emotional support and complete acceptance to their infants and that this devotion extends throughout the child's life. From a western perspective, such total devotion might seem either overly indulgent or smothering; from the Japanese perspective, it is seen as being a good mother. Amae permits the child to feel totally loved and lovable, capable of giving and receiving pleasure in an intimate, unguarded relationship. The feeling is one of mutual interrelatedness, where the boundaries between self and other (child and mother) are blurred. As the child grows, the need to express amae, or to amaeru (the verb form, "to presume upon [be dependent on] another's unconditional love"), expands to larger social groups beyond the family. However, while seeking to amaeru appropriately, one must always shift between omote and ura, between tatemae and honne. The result of the adult's attempt to balance these opposites is a dance of ambivalence, a constant remapping of the social geography needed to navigate between the subtleties of ever-shifting extremes — between self and other, individual and society. It is an attempt to retain "both/and" rather than to succumb to an "either/or" choice.

The desire to amaeru must be weighed against the fear of appearing childish or needy, and one must gauge the willingness of the other person to accept and return amae. Consequently, those with whom one can express amae are few. If the mother, the one on whom the child (even the adult child) can always depend, should withdraw her unconditional love, the result would be
a profound loss that might be expressed in outrage as well as sadness. From Doi's perspective, it could also result in severe psychological disturbances. Those who move away from their home villages to take work in cities such as Tokyo or Osaka often find themselves without the support of family, childhood friends, or tamiliar modes of behavior and thinking. Such people may have difficulty finding others with whom to amaeru. They feel isolated, like strangers in their own land. The result is a profound sense of anomie, a loss of personal identity. Doi states:












It is true that the loss of the world to which one belongs is normally experienced as a loss of the self. . . . [M]an cannot lead a human kind of existence without the experience of having belonged to something or other. To express what has just been said in different terms, man cannot possess a self without a previous experience of amaeru. (1988, 139)

Doi concludes that psychological health consists in finding an ambivalent balance between the extremes of total submersion in a group and of self-centered isolation. Healthy amae is "a matter of dependence on the object, a desire for the identification of subject and object." One must also beware of using dependence to dominate another through the imposition of willful, headstrong, selfish, and uncontrolled "naked amae" (1988, 99; see also 1981). He notes that although the desire to amaeru is universal, it is far more pronounced in Japan than in manv other cultures.




A Mother-Centered Culture? Oedipus and Ajase

Terayama's life and its reflection in his art offer tantalizing glimpses into the ways these ideas intersect in the "real world." Of particular interest here is his ambivalent, tortured relationship with his mother. Clearly, we see the craving for "mutual dependence," the withdrawal of maternal support resulting in confused anger, and the reimposition of a mother's love that transforms to a controlling, "naked amae" From a purely Freudian perspective, Terayama's relationship to his mother may at first appear to be an unresolved Oedipal conflict. However, in both real life and his fictionalized, autobiographical creative works, there is no father to kill. One might argue that this family drama plays itself out forTerayama by constant rebellion against and symbolic murder of various "father substitutes" as represented by phallocentric institutions or symbols. Such a position may help us to understand the subtexts of certain
plays, but it does not illuminate the profound ambiguities of "hate-in-love" for the mother, that combination of incestuous desire and murderous impulse that so distinguishes much of Terayama's creative output.










Recently, psychologically oriented scholars (and some feminists) have noted that although narratives with a dominant patriarchal tone are certainly significant in Japan, the powerful presence of matricentric images in Japanese myth, legend, theatre, and literature cannot be denied. These often depict a family dominated by the mother-child relationship, with a father who is absent or impotent (sexually or metaphorically), yet who is nevertheless honored as the central pole of the family. Such images are far more common in Japan than in the west, where the archetypal family conflict in myth and literatureis between father and son. In contrast, the more common Japanese pattern is of a complex relationship between mother and son, or, less often, between father and daughter (for examples and variations, see Kawai 1976; 1982; 1996; Schalow and Walker 1996; Copeland and Ramirez-Christensen 2001).

Kosawa Heisaku, the founder of Japanese psychoanalysis, felt that the mothercentered perspective was so fundamental in Japan that it was necessary to amend Freud's ideas for use in his own culture. In 1932, Kosawa traveled to Vienna to present his controversial theory to the master. Freud's Oedipal scenario centers on the father's threat of castration, forcing the (male) child to separate from the mother and to establish a love object outside his birth family. Citing Okonogi Keigo's important articles (1978; 1979) on this subject, Anne Allison writes:

By contrast, Kosawa argued, socialization in Japan proceeds according to a different set of family dynamics. Dyadic rather than triangular, the family centers almost entirely on the relationship between mother and child, and there is a gradual development of this bond rather than an abrupt disrupture at the time of adolescence. In a process that barely involves the father, maturation is marked by the child's ability to not break from the mother but remain bonded to her while recognizing her as a person rather than an omnipotent ideal and while overcoming the feelings of resentment that this recognition initially engenders. (2000, 3)

Kosawa felt that the Japanese concepts of society, family, and self revolve around the mother, in contrast to Freud's assertion that the father's role was universally dominant. Thus he offered the Buddhist scriptural story of the Indian Prince Ajase (the Japanese name for Ajatasatru, a contemporary of the Buddha) as a culturally appropriate substitute in Japan for the father-centered Oedipus complex. The mother-centered perspective becomes even more pronounced in Kosawa's postwar modifications of the theory. Allison summarizes the tale:












The story, briefly told, is of Queen Idaike, who desires a child as a means of keeping her husband as she ages and loses her beauty. Consulting a seer, she is told that a sage living in the forest nearby will die within three years and be reincarnated as her son. Unable to wait, however, Idaike kills the seer and bears a son shortly thereafter. But the queen's happiness is shortlived, and fearful of being cursed by the dead sage, she tries twice to kill her desired child. Unsuccessful, Idaike accepts her fate and becomes a loving and dutiful mother.

Happy as a child, Ajase learns the history of his birth (and near death) at the time of adolescence. Disillusioned with the mother he has idealized, Ajase attempts to kill her. Failing, he is wracked with a guilt that brings on a disease so offensive that no one will approach him. His mother, however, stays by his side and attends to him with such love and devotion that Ajase loses his resentment of her. Idaike, too, forgives him, and they reunite in a bond of mutual forgiveness. (2000, 4)

For Kosawa, the Japanese child learns moral behavior by "guilt penitence." Rather than forsaking sexual desire for his mother, he forsakes his hatred and resentment of her. The impetus to change is not the father's threat of castration, but the mother's forgiveness. Erotic longing is thus transformed (or sublimated) into a powerful, mutual bond that will continue for life. As Allison notes:

The Ajase myth encodes a social value of interrelatedness and mutual forgiveness that is conditioned by a family scenario in which mother is dominant and father, almost irrelevant.... And in this observation of cultural difference, Kosawa implicitly launched a challenge to the universalism and objectivism claimed by Freudian science and to its ethnocentric biases. (2000, 5)

Allison writes that Kosawa continued to accept Freud's central theses, practicing and teaching psychoanalysis until his death, in 1968. Freud, however, failed to acknowledge the value of Kosawa's work on the Ajase complex, or that cultural differences may require revised concepts of psychological development and socialization. It took nearly four decades after Kosawa first presented his thesis for his ideas to be validated by the international psychoanalytic community.

Doi's concept of amae and Kosawa's Ajase complex focus our attention on the centrality of mothering in Japan. Many anthropologists, psychologists, and
sociologists agree, termingJapan "a mother-centered society" in relation to the development of state ideology and psychosocial pathology (in addition to Doi and Kosawa, Allison cites Yamamura [1971], Kawai [1976], Kyutoku [1981], and others). However, feminist scholars in Japan are divided on this issue. Many are understandably reluctant to see a "mother complex" as a primary cause of society's ills; such a view, they maintain, is due to underlying misogyny that forces women and men into standardized roles, devalues motherhood, and ignores positive female contributions to society. They suggest that this perspective deflects attention from the historical importance of the neo-Confucian, patriarchal samurai culture, which directly contributed to an ethos spawning the disastrous militarism of the first half of the twentieth century. In addition, they insist that, like traditional Freudian theory, the Ajase complex is flawed in its overemphasis on the adolescent male and its failure to account for the psychological development of girls.










The wide variation of theoretical and social viewpoints on Japanese mothers and motherhood suggests that this is an extremely emotional and sensitive issue. While I do not maintain that Terayama's situation proves the universal validity of a theory, there can be little doubt that his specific case does conform to the concepts of those who suggest that the idea of "mother" is far more significant than the idea of "father." It is clear that Terayama's own psychology, while perhaps not typical, is certainly not unique. This suggests that one reason for Terayama's lasting popularity may be his skill in expressing through art what others might secretly feel but be unable or unwilling to articulate. Such audience members could relate on a personal level, rather than merely finding perverse fascination in a voyeuristic tour through the manifestations of a singular, troubled psyche.

Whether one accepts or rejects the implications of the Ajase complex, there is no question that Terayama's life with his mother is an uncanny replication of the Ajase story. The key elements include an absent father, an eroticized mother's abandonment of her child (possibly perceived by both mother and child as a kind of attempted murder), the adolescent son's awareness of this act and his resentment and hatred of her, his disfiguring disease, the "bad" mother's repentance and transformation into a "good" mother who selflessly and ceaselessly cares for her sick child, his gratitude to her, and their final mutual forgiveness and total interdependence. The tale (or portions of it) is often retold in Terayama's poetry, plays, and films as only slightly fictionalized autobiography. Among many works that utilize some aspects of this pattern, I will consider The Hunchback of Aomori; Inugami: The Dog God; La Marie-Vison; Heretics; Cache-Cache Pastoral; and Shintokumarn: Poison Boy (cowritten with Kishida Rio).












Goddesses and Vampires: Female Sexual Sorcery

Ajase's mother abused her sexual and maternal powers, with terrifying results. Although she repented, not every Japanese depiction of female sexual agency results in female domestication. In ancient tales, female sexual sorcery was often viewed with fear and awe. Terayama Shuji's obsession with vampiric, grotesque mothers and dangerous female seducers must be viewed not only in terms of his personal psychology, but in cultural and historical context.

Worship of female sexuality can be traced to the earliest Japanese myths. The sun goddess Amaterasu, symbol of Japan and progenitor of the imperial line, is the very essence of female fertility. The Kojiki tells how she locked herself in a dark cave when angered by her brother. The goddess Uzume leaped onto a rain barrel, pulled down her skirts to reveal her genitals, and danced. The raucous laughter of the assembled gods drew the sulking sun from her cave, restoring fertility to the universe.

It is significant that a female deity performed a sexually provocative dance to entice another female deity, without whom there would be eternal darkness. Female sexual power can both destroy and remake the world. Withdrawn into the darkness of the womb-cave, it threatens death; joyously enacted for the pleasure of both males and females, it affirms life. The light within the shadowy cave reflects life, and the light outside the cave dispels the dark. The goddesses are reflecting, reciprocal signs: each represents the seen and unseen; each is the seer and the one who is seen. Kage is all.

The image of the nurturing mother who can give or withdraw life on a whim is a powerful trope. In some Japanese folk belief systems, female genitals are thought to possess magical properties, and the display of female genitalia is said to ward off demons. Worship of male genitals is also evident. Even today, both phallic and vulval worship can be seen in indigenous local festivals and ancient carvings. Vagina and womb worship are not confined to antiquity or to rural festivals. According to newspaper accounts from the early 1980s, at the funeral of his mother, a Japanese film actor publicly kissed her genitals (Buruma 1984, 8).

Disgust as well as reverence for the female body dates from Japan's origin myths. For example, the decaying corpse of the goddess Izanami (the primal mother) both entices and repels her cocreator/husband Izanagi. The introduction of Buddhism and Confucianism added an overlay of patriarchal attitudes to preexisting Shinto and shamanistic concepts of female sexuality, enhancing existing ambiguities. In the mid-eighteenth century, mainstream Buddhist antipathy to Shinto permitted such statements as: "Woman is originally an
agent of the six devils and has been born as a woman to prevent man from following the way of Buddha," or this: "Woman is the emissary of hell; she destroys the seed of Buddha. Her face resembles that of a saint; her heart is like that of a demon" (Morris 1969, 134).










In reaction, the Shinto revivalist Motoori Norinaga attempted to reverse the image of demonic females and to reaffirm the primacy of Japan by invoking the female principal. He maintained that the sun goddess "casts her light over all countries in the four seas. Thus our country is the source and fountainhead of all other countries, and in all matters it excels all the others" (Tsunoda et al. 1958, 523). For him, mono no aware (intense emotional sensibility to all things) was the essence of human feeling. Motoori's concept of mono no aware (or simply aware) includes "natural, positive traits" such as weakness, femininity, and foolishness. It is tinged with sadness and loss. Motoori contrasted aware to the non-natural, masculine Confucian code of bushido, the way of the warrior, which stresses stoic loyalty, insensitivity to pain, and lack of emotion (Ueda 1967,196-213). While not universally accepted, Motoori's concepts continue to have a powerful hold on some theorists of contemporary Japanese aesthetics.

Various shamanistic rites and pre-Buddhist legends highlight the connection between female sorcery and sexual power, seen as both life-giving and terrifying. Anthropologists and ethnologists have noted that possession by or control over witch animals (usually either snakes or foxes/dogs) is said to be passed through the female line. When they take the roles of protective spirits, foxes are conflated with the Shinto deity Inari (who, among other things, is the tutelary deity of kabuki actors). Snakes are associated with Ryujin, who Blacker suggests as the tutelary deity of shamans (1986, 179). Numerous legends depict witch animals transforming themselves to human, often female form, and living disguised as the wife of a human male (Ohnuki-Tierney 1987, 236 — 239; Blacker 1986,51-68 and throughout). In such tales, the human male often fails a test or succumbs to forbidden temptation (such as entering a locked room), and the magical female reverts to her animal form, leaving him sad and alone as though in a dream. While some representations are of benign or true love, others depict angry spirits seeking revenge or the fulfillment of desire.

The legend of the maiden of Dojoji has appeared in various genres, including no, kabuki, bunraku, a play by Mishima Yukio, and even anime. This story is about a virginal young woman so consumed with anger at the priest who did not return her love that she transforms herself into a snake to chase him across a raging river. She then disguises herself as a shirabyoshi dancer to gain entry to the temple where he hides. Finally, she again becomes a snake and wraps her body around the temple bell under which the priest is concealed. Her passion is so intense that it heats the bell, literally incinerating the man inside.












Since the Meiji Restoration, female sexuality has been reimagined as being divorced from the proper role of women as wives and mothers. Even today, state ideology continues to emphasize the importance of mothers in forming ideal citizens. By creating a strict division of gender roles (males as productive wage earners outside the home, females as guardians of the hearth and educators of children), the official ideology fosters the concept of the "good wife, wise mother." Female sexuality beyond a purely reproductive role must be submerged. In the "modern world," so the ideology goes, wives are elevated to virtual state Madonnas, the revered mothers of future citizens; only nonwives are appropriate as recreational sex objects.

This divide between wife and lover has helped to transform mothers into supposedly asexual females. According to scholars such as Allison, postwar Japan's burgeoning sex industry encourages a culture of fetishism in which sexual pleasure is derived not from intercourse, but from substitutes such as looking at female genitalia (or at the absence of genitals, as required by Japanese anti-obscenity laws prior to their softening in 1991). As Allison notes:

In the realm of printed and visual media alone, Japan is well known for the openness and pervasiveness with which sex is referred to and nakedness displayed. In fact, the packaging of bodily exposure that decenters or obscures genitalia and alludes to a form of sexuality that downplays or defers genital copulation is big business.... Thus such mass sexual tropes as voyeurism, infantilization [of females], and sadomasochism are something other than "obscene" and other than "real." They are fantasies that can penetrate the public only by covering, effacing, or decentering the pubis.... But if obscenity laws effectively feed rather than curb the mass culture of fantasy sex in Japan, they also do something else. In banning genitals from public images, the law also protects as "real" one region of the social body from the sexualization of mass culture. This region, I will argue, is family and home, and the center of this region is the Japanese mother. She rarely appears in the market of sex fantasies. Young girls, whose very lack of pubic hair signifies their feminine immaturity, are featured instead, as well as sex acts that have no chance of leading to reproduction—voyeurism, sadism, anal penetration, fellatio. What is prohibited as "obscene" by the state, then, is also that which is most sacred and central to the state's ideology of national identity— stable families, reproductive mothers, and orderly homes. (2000, 150—151)

Allison continues:

Much like the emperor whose symbolic place in the cultural imaginary is staged by keeping him more hidden from the public eye than exposed to it,
genitalia as both metaphoric and metonymic of a body politic centered by the reproductions of family, home, and motherhood are veiled as well. Or, to say this differently, by protecting these sites from the sight of the public, the law works to both screen genitalia and embed them with ideological meaning. (2000, 172)










Early in the twentieth century, the novelist Tanizaki Jun'ichiro lamented the loss of an aesthetic that had emphasized the hidden. In Praise of Shadows (In'ei raisan) both reflects romantic nostalgia and in some ways anticipates Sakabe. Tanizaki wrote that the beauty of traditional Japan (including the allure of women, theatre, architecture, food, and so on) lies in the fact that these things cannot be fully seen—they are glimmering reflections clothed in shadows and mystery. He argued that the imposition of western technological advances, such as the glare of electric lights, destroyed this aesthetic.

Considering these concepts, the genitalia-revealing dance of Uzume is comic because it unexpectedly and unashamedly displays that which is supposed to remain hidden; it is transgressive because it forces the glaring, female sun into the open, ending the awe-inspiring realm of shadows and eclipse; and it is demonstrative of female agency because it resists the patriarchal, nostalgic desire for female sexual submission. At the same time, it paradoxically implies that the preference for delicacy, shadow, and mystery so valued by Motoori and Tanizaki as the essence of traditional Japan may not be central to "native" Japanese thought after all.

By openly depicting that which is traditionally hidden (the sexuality of mothers), Terayama violated a key area of accepted fantasy and preferred aesthetics. His transgressive images of mothers and mother-substitutes as incestuous predators went beyond what might be termed "imaginary safe sex" by veering into taboo realms.

However, the violation of even this taboo did not place Terayama totally outside the pale. Rather, his plays seemed to augur what some people perceived as reality. During the late 1970s—early 1980s, Japan's popular press reported numerous stories about mother-son incest. Allison notes that these tales were remarkably similar. The fathers were absent, impotent, or seldom home. The boys were adolescents who were distracted by sexual desire from studying for "exam hell," that is, studying for school entrance exams. The mothers saw themselves as responsible for preparing their sons to succeed in the exams, and thus in life, since attendance at the right schools assures high-level employment. To help release their sons' sexual frustration, the mothers offered to become their lovers. The boys agreed, and both parties enjoyed the relationship.
The sons became model students, passed the exams, and expressed gratitude to their mothers. However, the incest was so satisfying to both partners that it continued, resulting in confusion and ambiguity about the future.












In Allison's analysis of these news stories, she emphasizes that the middleclass housewives with whom she discussed incest "all claimed to find the idea shocking. Many, nonetheless, also added a story they knew of someone, someplace who had supposedly been involved in just such a relationship" (2000,124). The number of actual cases is not as important as the perception that they are real. Allison includes such stories in the category of fantasies and notes that

... the repressed desire given expression here is not simply for incestuous sex but also, and simultaneously, for success at normative role expectations (good mother and hard-working, productive male). Lacan's concept of petit objet a and Freud's of the fetish both refer to objects or substitutes that are used to fill in for that which is desired and imagined but realistically impossible. (2000, 125)

Thus Terayama's incestuous fantasies—wildly theatrical and grotesque as they are—not only reinterpret mythic images of female sexual sorcery, but they may also represent the boy's (and, by extension, Terayama's) search for a normative male identity and gendered social role outside the house. Lacking a father as role model, attempting to escape the metaphorical "exam hell" of social testing for adulthood, the boy allows himself to be guided, dominated, and taught by an older woman who may or may not be his mother. That woman is both a powerful sorceress/goddess and a repressed, frustrated mother whose own child has either been ripped from her womb, or whom she abandoned or killed. She is fantastically transformed into an image of excessive maternal devotion. That devotion, originally craved by the unwanted child, is itself transformed into unbearable domination, suffocating love, or bloodsucking vampirism. How can the boy grow in such an atmosphere? The situation clearly conforms to the idea of an unresolved Ajase complex.

Although such byzantine mother images infuse Terayama's early work, he does not neglect young females. These potential objects of sexual desire also appear as formidable, often vampiric characters who compete with the mother for the love of her son. Susan Napier has written insightfully about the erotic danger inherent in the vampiric, magical female protagonists of postwar Japanese popular culture. She focuses on the shojo, the young girl on the verge of sexual maturity. Like Allison, she notes that popular culture offers insight into the transformations of Japanese society and of the role of women during the twentieth century. These complex, often paradoxical images










. . . [function] both to reflect these changes and to inspire them. Ranging in variety from the haha mono or "mother movies" of the 1950s to the "flying women" image used in ad campaigns in the 1980s, images of women in popular culture have served on the one hand to re-inscribe traditional roles into postwar Japanese society and, on the other, to offer visions of escape from them. In fact,. . . certain texts of popular culture not only implicitly resist the ideology of the patriarchal Japanese super-state, but actually work to problematize it, if not to actively subvert it. (Napier 1998, 91)

Napier notes that since the 1970s, a number of manga (comic books) and anime have been created by females to attract female readers or viewers. These popular genres offer numerous examples of the association of females with the occult. Despite the ultimately conservative framework of many of these works, in which the girl accepts her fate, they also implicitly or explicitly support resistance to tradition. Whether vampires, superheroes, or cyborgs, these shojo protagonists fulfill the girl consumer's fantasy of being a dangerous other who is also a savior—a desired yet feared alien.

The stories invariably occur in another time or place, a fantasy world, or the future. In Vampin Princess Miyu (Kytiketsuhime Miyu), the characters and Japan itself seem ". . . frozen in time. The 'Japanese Gothic' aspects of the illustrations suggest a Japan far removed from the changing real world." In the video version, scenes with ancient temples and farmhouses serve as backgrounds

. . . are often accompanied by eerie Noh chants, reinforcing the traditional Otherness of the narrative. . . . Even Himiko, who initially appears to be a modern career woman, is revealed as having perhaps the most ancient of all Japanese female professions, that of the medium, a female role which goes back to the shamanesses of prehistoric Japan. (1998, 96)

Among the key elements of the vampire-themed works, Napier identifies

... the weight of tradition and its resistance to change; the two-edged aspect of woman's feminine identity, one which both limits and empowers; and finally the attraction/revulsion inscribed within the complex and enduring figure of the shojo herself, a figure that is as "demonic" as it is "cute." (1998, 96)

She continues, "Vampirism is not only a form of erotic coding; ... it is profoundly related to time, change, family and the female role. Miyu's vampirism, for example, is handed down from her mother . . ." suggesting a powerful ". . . connection between blood, femininity and vampirism" (1998, 97).

The tripartite connection among blood, femininity, and vampirism also
infuses Terayama's work. In an intriguing reflection of Terayama's aesthetic, Napier asks, "Given that it is Miyu's mother who forces her into her vampirism, is there some suggestion here that motherhood itself is vampiric? Perhaps that is going too far, but it seems reasonable to suggest that Vampire Princess Miyu is a text which shows a provocative ambivalence towards both femininity and tradition" (1998, 98).












Terayama's imaginary universe operates in tandem with such ambivalent trends. Although his depiction of females may seem misogynistic, analysis reveals a far more multifaceted picture, including suggestions of resistance to traditional patriarchy




"I Am the Hunchback of Aomori"

Seidensticker's analysis of the "discursive lyric," the I-novel, the concept of synkoku Ho hi, the psychoanalytic perspectives of Doi and Kosawa, the aesthetic philosophy of Sakabe, romantic tendencies, and fear and awe toward female sexuality combine to offer a window into Terayama's most autobiographical plays and films. Mostly written prior to 1974 (the most notable exception is the 1978 Shintokumaru: Poison Boy), these works are personal, intimate, lyrical, emotional, and "feminine" on the one hand, and overtly theatrical, antirealistic, grotesquely comic, violent, even sadomasochistic on the other hand. They deal with the search for "authentic" identity and for someone with whom to "amaeru." Masks and surfaces, shadows, reflections, and the silhouetted images glimpsed behind screens are significant visual elements. The works are filled with mythic excesses such as the nostalgic search for a lost Eden that is revealed to be a gothic hell, or the terror of discovering the true vampiric nature of mothers and sexually desirable females. Terayama depicts mother-son incest, child rape (both of girls by older men and of boys by older women or homosexual males), revenge, female duplicity, and females as sexual sorceresses. Mothers are often possessed by or in touch with supernatural forces. Characters suffer from tainted blood, unquenchable passions (especially lust and revenge), or madness.

The first play that Terayama created for Tenjo Sajiki, The Hunchback of Aomori (1969- 1972, 2:42 — 69) remains a key work in the Terayama canon. In many ways, it is emblematic of Terayama's interests and obsessions during his entire life. Consequently, I will begin with a rather detailed analysis of this play. A complete translation of The Hunchback of Aomori can be found in part 2.

Like Terayama's best works, The Hunchback of Aomori overflows with intriguingly poetic, often brilliant language. Yet for Terayama, the poetry was
not the primary element. What is often most striking in these works is the incorporation of traditional Japanese performing arts in unexpected, highly theatrical forms. Among these are nanmabushi (old tales chanted to the accompaniment of a stringed instrument called the hiwd), ahodarakyo (parodies of Buddhist scripture), male actors performing female roles, shamisen music, the narrator-chanter, the chorus, elements derived from rural or folk genres, circus and sideshow acts (misemono), children's songs and games, Buddhist exorcism rituals, the chanting of magic spells, and religious incantations. These traditional Japanese performances collide with aspects of 1960s alternative western theatre, such as acid-rock music, colored and strobed lighting effects, pop-art or surreal settings, and confrontational acting styles. The resulting combination creates a sense of spiritual and physical displacement.










Even before the scripted play begins, old-time circus music and incense fill the lobby, evoking a lost childhood world filled with itinerant performers and mysterious Buddhist rituals. For his original production, Terayama had gathered a cast of unlikely performers. In addition to the transvestite cabaret singer Maruyama (Miwa) Akihiro, these included a dwarf, a hunchback, a naked female snake charmer, and an eighteen-year-old female naniwabushi chanter named Tochuken Kagetsu. The stage directions insist that she must perform in the highly charged, emotional style of her famous predecessor Tochuken Kumoemon (d. 1916), who was lauded for vivid tales of revenge. Naniwabushi are old stories, highly embellished by the artistry of the chanter, performed to the music of the lute-like shamisen. One of the origins of the narration that accompanies bunraku and some kabuki plays, naniwabushi regained widespread popularity with the introduction of radio (especially in a newer incarnation as rokyoku). In 1967, however, the genre would have been considered a nostalgic relic of the past.

The play is set in the rural area of Terayama's birth, where time seems to have stopped. Folk beliefs and superstitious fears swirl around the ubiquitous wall clock, a stuffed hawk, and the bizarre characters who are posed as though frozen in a commemorative photo from the early twentieth century. The play begins with the sound of the shamisen, "like a wind swooping out of hell." Into this limbo comes a hunchbacked thief who was abandoned at birth. He is caught stealing food from the local mansion. The grotesque dowager Matsu, who may or may not be his mother, forces him to become her sex slave.

\Xe learn that thirty years ago, Matsu had been a servant raped by her master's son. But before the birth of her child, its father died of cholera, in Shanghai. Her mother-in-law beat and tormented her. Matsu recited magical incantations, praying that her child be born with a hunchback. Her prayers were granted, and the deformed baby was sent to the mountains to die of exposure. In a plot twist
similar to the story of Oedipus (whose damaged feet are the visible marks of his identity), the manservant charged with leaving him in the wilderness took pity on the deformed child, deciding to raise him as his own. Matsu, consumed by guilt, lost her mind. We see her in the past, floating through the air like a ghost, singing lullabies to a grave-marker as a substitute for her dead child. Now she has become the sole inheritor of the family fortune. The chorus of old, crippled gossips whispers rumors of illicit sex and incest, superstitious tales, magic incantations, and the singsong babble of children's games.












The hunchback confesses to disturbingly sexual fantasies of his vanished, forbidden mother. In his dream, he sees the lotus-filled Buddha world and a fleeting image of a beckoning woman. A distant voice warns him, "You must not chase her. You may chase anyone else, but not her." Her bare leg peeking out from beneath a patterned kimono entices him. But when he opens his eyes, snow is falling. His destiny in real life is physical torment and a brutal death.

An apparently virginal schoolgirl who claims to have been engaged to the hunchback narrates in the style of naniwabushi. Ultimately, she breaks out of the play and argues violently with Matsu about the truth of the hunchback's death, without resolution. She insists that the old woman murdered the hunchback to conceal incest. But Matsu maintains that she had killed her baby shortly after birth.

Throughout the play, a chorus of gossipy old women and crippled old men laments the mysterious disappearance of the town's registry of births and deaths. Without this record, all identities and relationships are in doubt. Rumors replace documentary evidence. As one old man on crutches complains, ". . . how will people know where they were born, or where they now live, or who their relatives are?" The other replies, "It's almost like being a ghost!" They hear the haunted sounds of the lost registry "calling from the depths of hell... Tombstones carved only of voices."

This chorus functions rather like the ai-kyogen character in no, purporting to be ordinary people explaining complex mysteries in simple language. However, Terayama's chorus is not limited to clear or simple explanations; they utter some of the play's most sophisticated linguistic acrobatics, including multiple puns on birds' names. These long, convoluted puns are parodies of ahodarakyo, popular satires of current events that flourished during the Edo period (1603 — 1868). Ahodarakyo were chanted by itinerant performers (often priests) to the tunes of Buddhist sutras. The chanters accompanied themselves by beating wooden clappers or hollow, drumlike gourds.

The setting combines the immediacy of a pop-art image of hip, 1960s Japan (a huge, rayed sun) with Terayama's private images of childhood in the distant north (a large wall clock and a stuffed hawk). Lighting and scenic effects evoke
mystery, death, surreality, and psychedelic dislocation. For example, characters are isolated in spotlights or said to "float" onto the stage, music and chanting occur in total darkness, vague silhouettes of gravestones appear, steam from a bath rises and engulfs the actors, and Matsu is "illuminated as though by the bowels of the earth."










Matsu's costume evokes the decadent grotesqueries of a parodied, mythologized, lost Victorian west. Terayama specifies that her costume is reminiscent of the "ugly finery" typical of the culture of the Rokumeikan (Deer Cry Pavilion). The Rokumeikan was a hall opened in 1883, at the height of Japan's newly discovered intoxication with the west. Its excesses were characterized by fancy dress balls, in which Japanese wore fantastic parodies of western historical costume, and westerners reciprocated by parodying Japanese or other exotic garb. Although its intention was to increase cross-cultural awareness and social intercourse, the actual result was undoubtedly to strengthen cultural stereotypes.

As portrayed by Maruyama, Matsu is doubly costumed and doubly masked: a male in female garb, a Japanese in western clothes. What is her identity? Both gender and nationality are doubled. For the postwar Japanese audience aware of both the all-male kabuki tradition and the western representation of women by female actors, this casting creates ambiguity. It suggests an old-fashioned theatre genre while simultaneously referencing the transgressive role of the transvestite performer in a modern, westernized nation. To the hip young audience of the time, Maruyama's outrageous Ginza act certainly smacked more of Marlene Dietrich than of kabuki (the entertainment of their grandparents) or of Takarazuka (the entertainment of bored, middle-class housewives). This female-garbed male manifestly exhibits the simultaneity of opposites within a single body. In him, the past exists in the present, and both gender and nationality are social constructions.

In contrast, the female narrator portrays a female character. She wears an old-fashioned Japanese schoolgirl's middy blouse like that still worn by many girls in the postwar era. Both her costume and the fact that she is a biological female evoke innocence, familiarity, and a comfortable nostalgia. Her character seems to represent a longed-for stability in terms of gender, nationality, even time. However, this cozy stability has a dark undercurrent. As Allison notes, the cute little girl (prepubescent or just barely into adolescence) is also a common sexual icon in postwar Japanese pornography and in the disturbing, sadomasochistic images of erotic comics.

Hunchback was the first of many plays in which a mother or mother figure (often enacted by a male) prevents a naive young man or boy from having a fulfilling sexual relationship with another woman. Matsu is simultaneously terrifying and erotically alluring. She and the hunchback seem to have a supernatural bond. Might the hunchback be her actual son who somehow survived and unconsciously sought her out? Or is he just a stranger after all? The answer is intentionally ambiguous. On one level, Hunchback is a sadomasochistic fantasy in which the formerly despised child is now sexually desired by both the suffocating, cruel older woman who may be his mother and by the schoolgirl virgin who claims to be his loyal, unwed "widow."
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It is significant to note the differences and similarities between the plots of Hunchback, Oedipus the King, and the Ajase story. Sophocles' Oedipus is ultimately recognized by his deformed foot (analogous to the hunchback's hump). His mother sent him away to be killed as a baby, but he was saved by the sympathetic servant. Unknown, he returned and married his widowed mother, resulting in self-loathing, defilement, self-mutilation, and exile. Sophocles presents his play in a series of episodes in which various characters reveal partial truths, eventually leading to the unraveling of the past. Although most of these plot elements are used by Terayama, the past is unraveled but no truth is revealed. Rather, the various truths suggested by the narrator, the mother, and even the gossipy old chorus members prove inconclusive. The past is ultimately unknowable.

Another, more crucial aspect of the Oedipus tale is missing in Terayama's version: parricide. In Sophocles' play, Oedipus kills an old man, unaware that he is actually his father. He does so while attempting to evade the oracle that predicted both parricide and maternal incest. The ironic result was that he found his true identity and his destiny—that is, he became the king that was his birthright—but he did so only by inadvertently polluting himself. To atone, his mother/wife kills herself, and Oedipus blinds and exiles himself.
In contrast, the father of Matsu's baby died before their child was born. In fact, Terayama's plays seldom feature fathers; in the rare cases when they do appear, they are weak characters uninvolved with their sons, totally dominated by sexually vital females.










Terayama Shuji's life and plays would seem to support the diagnosis of a man who is pathologically mother-centered. A number of key elements of the Ajase myth appear in Hunchback. In both tales, the mother bears an "unnatural" child, attempts to murder him, suffers guilt, and attempts to atone by curing him through a demonstration of love (although in the Ajase tale, her love is not incestuous). As in the Ajase myth, the "son" suffers a disfiguring illness as the result of his mother's actions (though, unlike the myth, not as a result of his own anger at her). In Hunchback, the boy is both an agent actively seeking his true identity, and a passive victim of fate and of unbridled female desire.

A number of plot points in Hunchback also resemble the facts of Terayama's own life. Specific examples are the early death in a foreign land of the boy's father, his childhood in remote, superstition-laden, rumor-filled Aomori, the suggestion of "tainted blood," and the boy's sense of being a marked, lonely outsider. Like Terayama's own childhood, the play is filled with traditional, itinerant performers and old-time popular entertainers. Terayama has also included details of his mother's life, which he has appropriated as his own. These consist of a mother who had once been a servant raped by her master's son (as Hatsu's own mother had been) and the sting of illegitimacy (Hatsu's). The primary action of the play duplicates the actual history of Terayama and Hatsu, even predicting its continuance: the mother's passionate, suffocating love alternating with indifference, abandonment, even brutal torture, and the vicious, unresolved sexual triangle of mother, son, and female lover. In addition, Terayama's lifelong illnesses (like the hunchback's hump, Oedipus' feet, or Ajase's disfiguring disease) marked him as wounded and vulnerable, possibly tainted by heredity. He no doubt imagined that his mother, like Matsu in the play, felt (or should have felt) guilty and/or responsible for her son's fate. Thus both Oedipal and Ajasean aspects of Terayama's life are reflected in the play as he views himself from multiple perspectives, becoming both object and subject, the one who gazes and the one who is seen. Surfaces reflect other surfaces, light and shadow exist together, the outer mask hides an infinity of other masks.

In The Hunchback of Aomori, the boy is envisioned as pure ura unprotected by an outward facing omote. This naked soul is perceived in its goodness by the Minstrel who loves him, and in its vulnerability by the crazed, sadistic Matsu who is compelled to torment him. Ultimately, the child becomes totally dependent on the mother, and she on him, but the relationship is dark and perverted, akin to the emotional blackmail of Doi's "naked amae." This innocent boy is doomed by the love of both women.












In Hunchback and the other plays of the early period, the action remains firmly inside a cavelike (or womblike) space in a windowless theatre building. However, the stage is not a western-style "picture frame" into which a totally separated audience peers, but rather a dark, mysterious space that flows into an equally darkened auditorium, a fecund womb that simultaneously sucks the helpless audience into itself while it spews out venom and contagion. As he shifts to the second phase of his work, this enclosed space will literally collapse, revealing an outer world with which Terayama will begin to negotiate.

All of Terayama's plays and films highlight intentional alienation of the audience. Like Brecht, he wanted to awaken the audience by distancing them from the characters. Thus he utilized unorthodox staging devices and multiple points of view. However, Terayama was not interested in teaching morals or politics. The protagonist of The Hunchback of Aomoriis a passive victim. We never learn his true fate; we hear only inconclusive arguments and rumors. There is no clear truth for the audience to learn, nor are they offered the chance to critically reevaluate the past and to determine morally appropriate action, as Brecht's audiences are asked to do. Instead, Terayama wanted his viewers to have a fresh encounter with their inner selves, their imaginative powers, their emotions, and their own physicality. Consequently, he often invoked Artaud, the arch nemesis of Brecht.

Artaud desired a theatre of sensual immersion, an antiliterary, hallucinatory, virtually psychedelic theatre. Hunchback ends with a pack of rats being released onto the stage, a clear reference to Artaud's concept of the plague. Terayama would return to the plague metaphor in a number of works, most specifically A Journal of the Plague Year. For Terayama as for Artaud, only the most violent of psychic and physical disruptions could purge the theatre of its ghostly literary heritage, and society of its contagious past; only a metaphysical plague and a shamanistic purgation of fear could free the audience for a true encounter with creative imagination. Both envisioned art as grabbing the gut while numbing the mind.

Like Artaud, Terayama constantly insisted that his dramatic work was totally of the theatre, and not meant to be experienced merely as literature. He wrote:

Our concern in theatre is not to collect fresh evidence that "drama is literature." Instead, we need the form called theatre to create new types of encounter wholly different from literature, in order to fill the gap between the principles of daily reality and those of fictional reality. First and foremost, theatre must be severed from literature. To do so, we must purge theatre of the Play. ... I do not mean to say that one should give up the pleasure of reading written plays. But I feel we should bid farewell to the crippled theatre of our time, which has confused the play, an independent form of literature, with the theatre, and has thus become the slave of writing, while the actor's speech is dictated by the printed word. (1975, 86)










Terayama's call for a theatre of spectacle and visceral theatricality led him to invoke aspects of Artaudian cruelty. However, unlike Artaud, Terayama's interest was not in the realm of mystical, hallucinatory spirituality. Rather, Terayama's "cruelty" was more connected to the aesthetic traditions of zankoku no hi. In these early works, the body rather than the spirit was the primary focus of attention.




The Resurrection of the Flesh

Terayama's Tenjo Sajiki had called for "the resurrection of the flesh" in its earliest manifestos. This emphasis on physicality and sexuality underscores the casting of actors such as dwarfs, transvestites, and circus "freaks," and is one reason for Terayama's collaboration with buto performers. These avant-garde artists wanted to evade the anti-body prejudices associated with those performance genres that were perceived as "classical" or "westernized" and to return to the "vulgar entertainment" prior to the Meiji Restoration.

While female sexuality and physicality dominate the agenda in many Terayama creations, the loss or absence of the father's body is also a powerful trope. Although they seldom appear as characters (and never as characters with any agency), the father's spiritual presence (defined by his fleshly absence) is often palpable. Although nostalgic, Terayama's representation of the absent patriarch should not be construed as a negation of the power of the mother. In fact, the very absence of the father's body forces (or permits) the mother to explore sexual alternatives through sometimes "unspeakable acts."

Throughout Japanese history, a diversity of sexual desire and activities has generally been tolerated, with the exception of bestiality. That single forbidden sexual act dominates Inugami: The Dog God(1969 — 1972, 2:102— 131; tr. Sorgenfrei 1994), an early one-act play in which the absent father's spirit is not only made manifest, but is sexualized and transformed into animal form. In this work, Terayama posits the existence of a nonhuman parent that may combine father, mother, and animal. The work powerfully evokes the commonly held
folk belief in spirit possession and control of witch animals by a "marked" family dominated by females. In this play, Terayama demonstrates that sexuality, flesh, and spirit—like family roles, personal identity, and gender—are reversible and fluid.












Set in prewar Aomori, Inugami's restraint and simplicity are in sharp contrast to the theatricalist spectacle, intentional shock value, and parody of the other works considered in this chapter. In fact, Inugami appears to be a subtly disturbing folk legend. Beneath its delicate facade lies a powerful tale of supernatural forces, uncontrollable passions, and the terror of a young man's encounter with sexual awakening. In terms of style, one might say that Inugami wears an outer mask (omote) of "lyric discursive" over an inner essence (ura) defined by "the beauty [aesthetic] of cruelty." Unlike many other works by Terayama, the cruelty is not made manifest onstage, but is suggested by poetry and narrative. Nevertheless, physicality and unnatural sexuality permeate the play.

Inugami K performed on a nearly bare stage by actors using literal masks (white and childlike, designed by Awazu Kiyoshi). A puppet manipulator dressed in black controls a white dog made of paper. Additional black-robed kurogo (one of several terms used for the "invisible" stage assistants in kabuki) represent the invisible forces of destiny. They move the few props, manipulate the puppet dog, and chant as a chorus. Terayama was certainly among the first Japanese theatre directors to use kurogo as metaphorical puppeteers of fate; however, the technique also appears in Shinoda Masahiro's film Double Suicide (Shinjii ten noAmjima, 1969). In Shinoda's film, actual bunraku puppets are gradually replaced by living actors, but the black-robed puppeteers of fate always remain. Since both Inugami and Double Suicide premiered in 1969, it is not clear if either director influenced the other. The artists, however, knew each other. Beginning in 1970, Shinoda frequently employed Terayama as a scriptwriter.

Inugami begins in darkness, with the sounds of a lullaby. An old woman poet seated near a rustic cradle reads from a massive book. She recites the origin of the family, chronicling a litany of deaths from disease, suicide, wars, and accidents. She chants a lyric passage and then tells the terrible tale of Tsukio's mother. Just nine months before his birth, she had vanished into the woods, returning crazed after being attacked by a wild dog. Was this dog a physical entity, a manifestation of deity, or a witch animal? Is Tsukio the child of his mother's rape by this creature? Suspicions of bestiality and/or animal possession defile both mother and child.

Eventually, the mother's insanity leads to suicide. The boy's weak-willed father runs off with another woman. The villagers shun the strange boy who seems possessed by a witch animal. He lives alone with his devoted maternal grandmother, the head of the family. Like the hunchback, he is always "it" in
hide-and-seek, the eternal outsider without friends. He sucks the blood from his cut finger, he draws flowers that look like dogs' tails, he buries his prized possessions and sniffs out their scent. He is said to behave "Like a dog. Yes, like a dog. Exactly like a dog!"
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One day, the boy adopts a stray white dog. His grandmother defends both boy and dog against accusations of supernatural power, but she is also suspect. At the villagers' demand, the boy pretends to kill the dog, but really hides it beneath the house. Now its appearances are said to be the result of "a shadow dog— ghostly blood—a demon's curse." Tsukio dreams of his mother's glove, which he sniffs and chews to retain the sweet flavor. This causes pain in someone else's hand. He dreams that he is a dog, trying to reach the bed of a lovely young girl, only to find her sleeping with a sickle at her breast. She awakes with a start, screaming, "Out! Out! Over there! This is no place for a dog to come!"

Although the grandmother offers unconditional love, it is only to the dog that the boy can fully reveal his inner soul. As a child does with its mother, Tsukio feels safe to amaeru with Whitey. Finally, a marriage is arranged to a girl in a distant village, where the rumors of his unnatural birth and the suggestions of his grandmother's sorcery are unknown. He confides to the dog:

Whitey! Whitey! At last I'm getting married! And hide-and-seek will finally end. . . . But, Whitey. To tell the truth: I'm frightened. . . . This may not be a dream after all. Ahh — I'm frightened. I want to hide! I want to hide. But if I hide, then who will be "it"? What if there's no one to search for me?












When he finally meets his bride, everyone remarks that she looks exactly like his dead mother. In terror, he goes to his wedding. The Woman Poet concludes the tale:

On the morning after the wedding, they say that Tsukio went away, disappearing before dawn. They say that later, in the bridal bed, looking exactly like a small red flower, blood was discovered trickling from the dead bride's cut throat. Did Whitey the dog cut the bride's throat? Or was it Tsukio? Or was it that monster called happiness?—Let's not speak anymore about where they ended up and how it all happened. Because speaking of happiness is always a painful business. Let's just remember the sunlight pouring down like gushing water on the beautiful bride's closed eyes, the freshness, and the blue, blue clear sky beyond the eaves of the room. The sacred amaryllis at the Buddhist altar opens wide its eyes as though in song. Somewhere, a little bird is chirping. What a wonderful morning to awaken together. Truly. It seems fitting that this tragedy occurred on a bright, clear morning in Japan.

Unlike Hunchback or other works considered later in this chapter, there is no living, human mother (or mother figure) in Inugami. Nor is there a sexually desirable female who tempts the boy, since Tsukio had not even met his bride until the day of his wedding. Rather, the spirit of the lost mother may be incarnated in the stray white dog, or in the delicate bride herself. If the dog is a mother substitute, and if the bride is identified with the lost but desired mother, then perhaps on one level, the boy is impossibly torn between these two desired women.

Dread of female sexuality is equated with dread of happiness. The identities of both the son and his bride are simultaneously balanced with those of the dog and the dead mother. At the same time, the dog has been identified with the ghostly spirit of the animal that his mother claimed had raped her. Thus the quest for identity is compounded. Is the boy his mother's child by his father, or is he the result of bestiality between his mother and a dog? Is Whitey the reincarnated spirit of his mother, or the spirit of the boy's mystical dog-god father? Is the bride the reincarnation of his mother, suggestive of incest? Is the boy possessed by, or the controller of, a witch animal? Is he even human?

The idea of a spirit animal as a manifestation of deity exists in many cultures. The deity or spirit entity need not be an all-powerful one, but may simply be part of a larger belief system. As noted, some traditional folk and shamanistic concepts throughout Japan focus on two main types of "witch
animals," creatures capable of transforming themselves into disembodied, invisible spirits that invade a human body. According to Japanese ethnographer and folklorist Yanagita Kunio, these spirit animals are snakes (tobyo, tomhogami, or hebigfami) and dogs or foxes (most commonly called kitsune [fox] or inugami [dog]) (Blacker 1986, 51). There are several reasons a witch animal such as an inugami might enter a human body. First, it may enter the body voluntarily to get revenge for something the human has done to it in its embodied animal form. The second reason would be to get some desire that cannot be fulfilled unless it becomes human. A third possible reason would be that the animal spirit wishes to be worshipped and can only make this known by entering a human who can then translate the desire into speech. An example combining the second and third reasons might be found in an alternative interpretation of the Dojoji tale. In such an interpretation, the maiden would not be seen as a woman who transforms into a snake due to rage, and thus requires the intervention of a Buddhist priest to calm her spirit, but rather as a local snake deity who wanted the love (or worship) of the priest. To get her desire, she entered the body of an innocent maiden in order to reveal her wishes and/or to make human sexual intercourse possible. In such an interpretation, the would-be husband of the animal spirit failed to perform the assigned task (to worship or love the deity) and so must be punished. The maiden is merely a vehicle for the deity to become manifest. The final prayers in the no version would clearly be seen as an exorcism to rid the maiden's body of the alien serpent spirit.










In the case of Inugami, there is no precise reason stated for the original possession of the mother, but the sense of needing to be worshipped (or acknowledged as a powerful spiritual entity) seems pronounced. In this case, the assumption would be that an inugami possessed the mother, who was so terrified by the experience that she was unable to express the spirit's needs. Then, perhaps, the inugami reappeared in its dog form to her son (that is, to its own half-human offspring) and received the desired love from Tsukio. In this interpretation, the boy feeds and worships his own father, just as a good Buddhist offers food and prayers to the ancestral spirit. The spirit in turn protects the boy's family, acting as a clan deity.

The idea of rape as the means of entering the human host is not a typical pattern in the ethnographic literature. Nevertheless, Terayama does seem to equate the violence of physical rape with the violence of the spirit's possession of a woman's body. In cases of actual spirit possession, the medium's body always shakes violently as the spirit "enters" it. Such violent shaking can also be observed in people who have been terrified or traumatized, such as rape victims. The legacy of rape and/or possession by a powerful, unknown other
haunts the crazed woman's son, as it haunted Terayama on behalf of his own mother, and as it haunts so many of his fictional characters.












Witch animals do not always act as the primary agents of possession. Sometimes, they become puppets manipulated by humans. In traditional thought, the controlling sorcerers may be lone individuals or entire families who feed and house the animals in order to use them to gain riches or to wreak revenge on enemies. Hereditary control of witch animals (specifically dogs or foxes) is said to be passed down through the female line in these families (Blacker 1986, 52- 53). By inverting the pattern of female control of witch animals, Terayama may be suggesting that Tsukio has inherited the "female nature" associated with sorcery and sexual magic. He appears to be a gentle boy whose identity is virtually equated with being a compliant, traditional female. He is not able to enter into a sexual relationship with a human woman; his only sexual release is to fantasize about his dead mother.

The white dog, theatrically represented by a paper puppet manipulated by an "invisible" controlling agent, is seen by the villagers as a manifestation of a witch animal controlled by a hereditary family of female sorcerers. At the same time, Terayama makes it clear that the villagers are wrong. The dog is manipulated by unseen forces, not by Tsukio or his grandmother. Terayama seems to suggest that heredity or other invisible powers deprive the boy of agency. Consequently, the bride's murder was not his choice, but was preordained from the moment of his horrific conception.

The masks and shadows of the dead, the reciprocity of the worlds of flesh and of spirit, and the reflection of demonic sexuality combine in a possible answer to the question of Tsukio's complex identity. No one in the village ever implies that the mother's pregnancy was the result of human sexual intercourse (with her husband or someone else). There is no suggestion that her madness was due to rape by a strange man, guilt over adultery, or fear of giving birth. It is assumed that her trauma, and her son's identity, resulted from a supernatural event.

The play implies that Tsukio/Terayama might be the child of a human mother and a divine father. There are hints of holy rather than demonic difference. Is he actually the child of a god, whose birth is disbelieved by his own people? Terayama was well versed in both western classical literature and in Christian doctrine, since he had attended a Christian missionary school as a child. He used Greek mythology and Christian imagery in a number of plays. In Sophocles' play, Oedipus briefly hopes that his unknown father (like the father of Dionysus or Heracles) is actually a god. Terayama may also have recalled Euripides' The Bacchae, in which Dionysus wreaks terrible vengeance on the human relatives
who had accused his mother of lying when she maintained that Zeus was the father of her child. In addition to such classical tales, Terayama was certainly aware of biblical narratives. It would not be hard for a creative, fatherless child to see the connection between the Greek myths, the Christian birth story, the folk beliefs of Aomori, and his own life. His own father was a dim memory, possibly (so the child might think) even a myth. Might Terayama's fatherless, tormented protagonists be reflections of Aomori legends and Greek myths conflated with the suffering of Jesus? Jesus' virgin mother was impregnated by the physical/ spiritual entry into her body of the holy spirit (iconographically represented by an animal, a white dove). The child born of this spiritual father was mocked and crucified by unbelievers. If Tsukio is identified with Jesus and his spirit-father is identified with the white dog, then he is doomed to celibacy, accusations of sorcery, and crucifixion. In such a scenario, the temptation of sexual union with the bride would be an illusion (or dream) created by Satan. Consequently, it would need to be destroyed.










Terayama's Inugamiis ultimately ambiguous and intriguing. To Tsukio, the dog spirit appears to be a protective deity and a spiritual manifestation of maternal (or paternal) love, but to those outside the family, it is perceived as an agent of evil. The holy boy, who may be the child of a human mother and a godly father, is misunderstood, hated, feared, and accused of sorcery. He must be cast out of the village. No matter what he may wish, he can never lead a "normal" life, but is doomed to suffer.




Vampires, Whores, and Puppet Masters

Vampirelike families and vampiric women who drain the blood of young boys are significant images throughout Terayama's career. For example, in The Origin of the Blood of a Certain Family, the five members of the family are first seen hanging seminude from a tree, each upside down in his or her own plastic bag. Terayama identifies these bags with fruit on the family tree. However, given the following note in the English program, one might easily see them as sleeping vampire bats:

When the youngest daughter pricks her white finger on the briar of a red rose, blood begins to flow from the house itself. Parent and child vampires come flying through the air. It is water that seals the curse! The oldest son stays under water and is thus able to escape from the vampires. (Ryan 1973, 48)












Heretics presents another vision of vampiric and demonic females. For a vivid description of the 1971 European performances of Heretics, including some specific staging elements that do not appear in the published script, consult Jennifer Merin's intriguing article in TDR (The Drama Review) (1972). Terayama often revised and restaged his plays, sometimes transforming them completely in terms of intent and even style. In my following comments, I consider only one specific, published version of Heretics (Terayama 1972). A full translation appears in part 2.

Heretics deals with a fatherless young man named Yamataro who is torn between his duty to his demanding mother and his lust for a sadistic prostitute who will submit only if he abandons his mother to die on a mountaintop. Yamataro tries unsuccessfully to accomplish this task, singing a song entitled "Please Die, Mother." The song combines aspects of Buddhist chant with children's nonsense and surreal poetry. It is presented as the son's prayer. He stuffs his mother into a sack and tries to carry her to the mountains, but she will not succumb. He beats her and ties her up with her own obi. When he finally abandons her, the prostitute marries him but refuses intercourse until she has proof of the mother's death. She sleeps with a deadly sickle at her side, flaunts her naked body at her husband (who is maddened by unfulfilled desire), and has sex with every other man in town.

In one scene, Terayama cites The Importance of Being Earnest as he plays with a Japanese pun (ofukuro, a slang term for "mother," which is also the honorific of fukuro, a "bag" or "sack"). A soldier mistakenly redeems Yamataro's mother-in-the-bag from the railway station luggage storage room where each man had checked his respective mother. Thinking she is his own ofukuro, the soldier brutally kicks the sack. When Earless Hoichi (a legendary character from a ghost tale) intercedes to free her, the mother thanks her tormentor and forgives her son. Like Matsu with the hunchback, she has a mystical bond with her child. Though far apart, she recites precisely what he is saying, and accurately predicts that he will finally realize the strength of his love and will rescue her. When he does, he discovers her at the bottom of a tub of hot water in a bathhouse filled with male-male sexual activity. The mother is nearly drowned by unbridled male sexual passions. The action is a reversal of the Ajase story, since here the son rescues the mother, and she forgives him for trying to murder her. At the same time, it confirms the Ajasean tale, since the boy renounces his hatred and resentment for his mother.

To haunting music that suggests a fusion of jazz, rock, and Buddhist incantation, we witness violent representations of adolescent female cruelty and/or sexuality that do not directly relate to the main plot but, rather, intensify the
thematic atmosphere of vampiric, lustful females. In terms of formal style, these imagistic layers are typical of "discursive lyric"; in terms of content, they relate to zankoku no hi. Among these layered images are a crazed babysitter who laughingly tosses her infant charge into a raging fire. Later, a virginal young woman named Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum waits incessantly at the gate for her long-lost father, like the traditional doll-woman of Orientalist fantasy. A dwarf-detective disguised as an old-fashioned itinerant children's storyteller (an image from the Occupation, since these performers were often the only entertainment available to children) is revealed to be the father who abandoned her. When their relationship is known, he begins to rape her. Although she pretends to protest, she clearly enjoys the incestuous, forced intercourse, thereby revealing the hidden ura of unbridled sexuality beneath the surface omote of filial piety. Like many young women and girls in Terayama's universe, as well as in ero manga and other types of pornography, her true nature as a lustful whore is revealed.
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The central action of Heretics (the wife's demand that her husband carry his aged mother to an isolated area where he will abandon her) is a traditional literary pattern adapted by Terayama for his own needs. Its first appearance was a poem in the tenth-century Collection of Ancient and Modern Poems (Kokinshu),
with an explanation of the story in The Tale of Yamato (Yamato Monogatari). According to this gloss, a man was urged by his wife to abandon his aunt in the mountains on a moonlit night, but later regretted his action and went back to rescue her. Zeami based his no play The Deserted Crone (Obasute) on the same legend, but he emphasized the pathos and beauty of the abandoned old woman dancing on the moonlit mountain and her simple resignation to the inevitable ending of life. In his introduction to Zeami's play, Donald Keene also notes that there is historical evidence suggesting that the elderly were at times left in the wilds to die (1970, 117). A modern version of this legend is Kinoshita Keisuke's film The Ballad of Narayama(Narayamabushi-ko, 1958). Kinoshita's film features a pseudo-anthropological context and staging devices from kabuki. It emphasizes the agonized son's filial piety as he is forced by his village to cruelly abandon his mother due to the harsh necessities of widespread famine.












In contrast to these versions of the tale, the plot of Heretics is never resolved. The young man neither fully abandons his mother, nor does he fully repent of that action. Instead, the tormented son (who, like Ajase, is torn between love, hate, and filial duty) attacks the invisible puppeteers who control him, cutting the strings with which they have manipulated his actions. This rebellion reverses what we thought was the plot: a play that had seemed to be about the triangular relationship of a son, his mother, and his wife metamorphoses into one about the need to transform society by severing the bonds of conventional behavior.

In Heretics, Terayama modified a number of staging practices from kabuki and bunraku. Using strings attached to the actors, black-robed "invisible" puppeteers (kurogo) literally pull the characters in all directions. They clearly represent some unseen force controlling the characters' actions. In Inugami, the kurogo's controlling power is merely suggested by having them act as a chorus, move props, and manipulate the paper dog. In contrast, Terayama's use of black-clad kurogo as human puppet manipulators in Heretics was far more striking and even terrifying. The kurogo also wielded swords, threatening audience members as they stumbled into the incense filled, musically intense, darkened auditorium. They prevented some people from getting to their seats, and literally carried others away, forcing them to participate in the fictional world onstage.

At the play's conclusion, Yamataro, the sex-starved, tormented protagonist, breaks free and brutally attempts to murder his puppet masters, the prostitute, and her lovers. With a crash, the set—the ultimate mask of reality—begins to crumble, and the rear wall of the theatre opens to reveal the street outside. Speaking as themselves, the actors wipe off makeup, remove masks and costumes, and further destroy the set. They confront the audience, pleading for
an end to the "lies" inherent in the social contract. The connection between personal identity (the search for ura) and the matrix of social lies (the outer mask, omote) is summed up by Yamataro's final speech:










Once the kurogo's strings are cut, your body becomes free. I am no longer Yamataro. I am no longer Ogin's son. Come up onstage, everyone! It's your turn to rip off the kurogo\ costume. Those masks have always enthralled me. When I was a child, everyone wore masks to the autumn festival. They became other people by wearing those masks. But there was never a mask suitable for me. I just wanted a mask that was my own, unpainted face. ... I want to be disguised, I want to disappear, I want to change. Until this moment, I was just Yamataro, manipulated by the kurogo. But it turns out that the kurogo who was manipulating me was really the actor named Kurihara. It that's so, who was manipulating the kurogot 

The actress playing the prostitute Yellow Rose explains that neither the author of the play nor the forces of history is to blame:

No one can see the ultimate manipulator. Once we've uttered a single word of dialogue, play-hell begins, and we cannot escape. There is no end. No play ever ends. Plays just change. So, everyone, let's change roles! Take off your costumes and come onstage!... [P]lay upon play is transformed into hell! ... [A]fter the play about abandoning one's mother comes the play about child abandonment. After the revolution of the play comes the play about revolution. After the lie, there's no truth, only another lie. And everything I've just said is nothing but a pile of lies, too. That's theatre. And that's life.

Improvised speeches by the actors continue. The play only ends when the last audience member leaves.

Terayama clearly presents characters who are not what they seem. They are theatrical representations, self-created lies and fictional constructions, puppets controlled by invisible forces such as law and social custom, sexual desire, revenge, or mother love. In this play and others, he insists that revolutionary imagination can free us of our bondage and permit us to tear off at least one layer of masks. We must attempt the difficult task of moving from being onstage (tatemae) to discovering the hidden reality of backstage (honne). For Terayama, transparency is essential.

In the play's final transformations of setting and of character, as well as in the actors' aggressive behavior toward the audience, we see how Terayama's earlier autobiographical impulses have begun to include an interest in exploring the larger world defined as "soto." As Sakabe maintains, nothing exists but
surfaces and reflections, and these surfaces cover other surfaces, other masks. Thus each character's relationship to all the others is simultaneously that of object and subject, actor and audience. Ura and omote are ultimately inseparable and reversible. As the walls of the womblike stage are torn down, we see that the artificial world was filled with complex theatrical constructions that resemble the matrix of blood vessels coursing through the body, or perhaps the strings of interpersonal attachment that we involuntarily maintain. Outside, beyond the darkened cave, there are other worlds and other identities.
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Heretics is among Terayama's most memorable and theatrically satisfying works, combining his trademark vision of folkloric, autobiographical, Ajasean hell with a plea for the radical transformation of society and art through the power of imagination. It presents one of his early attempts to break out of the matrix of mother-centered lies, to shift from the stifling world of uchi to the terrifying world of soto. Tsukio in Inugami could not go there without devastating results, but Terayama suggests in Heretics that his protagonist may be ready to begin this outward-facing search.

The European productions of Heretics were highly controversial due to accusations that the actors crossed the accepted boundaries of theatre by physically accosting the audience in shocking, antisocial, and violent ways. Terayama considers these controversies in the translated excerpts from The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea in part 2, and I discuss them in chapter 3.










The Masks of Motherhood

Not all of Terayama's terrifying women are biologically temale. La Marie-\ 'ison (first version, 1969—1972, i:118 — 157; tr. Sorgenfrei 2004; revised version, tr. Kenny for 1970 La Mama New York production, in part 2 of this book) is a grotesque horror story, performed in the revised New York version by an allmale cast. It is told from the point of view of an innocent young boy whose life is dominated by the outrageous transvestite who is his adoptive mother. The play is filled with lies, inversions, reflections, masks, dominating mothers, unattainable whores, and other demonic females (Sorgenfrei 1994).

By the time of the 1970 English-language production at La Mama, Terayama's interests were already shifting away from plays dealing with boys and their mothers, and toward the experimental staging that signaled an increased engagement with the world outside. Although he consequently made major changes for this New York production, both the original and the revised scripts offer powerful images that can be read in Ajasean terms. Unless otherwise noted, references are to common points in both versions.

La Marie-I 'ison is among the most wildly comic of all of Terayama's works. Like many of the early pieces, it offers a powerful portrait of a deeply troubled mother-son relationship and of the son's need to become a separate person. However, its style departs from the folkloric images and eclectic combination of traditional Japanese and avant-garde performing arts that characterize the other works considered in this chapter. In contrast, both versions of the script are closely related to theatre of the absurd. The setting is not rural Aomori in the nostalgic past, but contemporary Tokyo. The action takes place in four scenes and an intermezzo and is totally confined within a western-style drawing room and the connected bath/dressing room. The original script, but not the revised version, specifies that the action takes place at "a certain hour of a certain day in the fifty-seventh year of Taisho." The Taisho period lasted from 1912 — 1926. If it had indeed lasted for fifty-seven years, the year of the play would be 1969. Terayama no doubt uses this dating system in an ironic sense, because the Taisho era was a period in which western styles of fashion were often slavishly copied. By reading either version of the script, one would assume that the play was meant to be performed on a proscenium-style stage. That is how it was produced in Japan, but not in New York. Details of the New York staging will be considered in chapter 3.

Like The Hunchback ofAomori, the script appears to be a reworking of a western play, in this case Arthur Kopit's 1960 Oh Dad, Poor Dad, Mamma's Hung You in the Closet and I'm Feelin' So Sad. Kopit's absurdist tarce deals with a domineering and monstrous mother who keeps her retarded, late-adolescent son
in short pants, trapped inside their hotel room, with no contact to the outside world. His one passion is chasing butterflies. When he meets a young woman, he is sexually stimulated, but finally strangles her to death. Although Terayama originally used this pattern for the version that he published in Japanese, the revised text translated in part 2 reverses the roles of murderer and victim. In Kopit's play, the mother keeps the stuffed corpse of the boy's father in a coffin, which travels with them. However, Terayama's play has no suggestion of a father, not even a dead one.












Mink Marie, an extravagant male transvestite addicted to western kitsch, campy torch songs, and Hollywood movies, is the "mother," who is raising "her" innocent adopted son in an artificial jungle. The play is divided into two parts, with an "intermezzo" between them. The plot centers on Marie, who in the first part of the play is clearly identified with Sunset Boulevard's Norma Desmond, with the wicked stepmother/queen in Snow White, and (especially in the revised version) with the Old Testament God. In the second half of the revised version, Marie becomes the inverted image of both Jesus and Mary. In the original version, however, the Christian references are minimal.

Marie keeps his adopted son, Kin'ya, in the Edenic garden of the parlor, where Marie acts as Kin'ya's teacher, providing a kind of "home schooling" that is reminiscent of those incestuous "good mothers" who selflessly aided their sons as they studied for "exam hell." In the Japanese version, the lessons are delivered by a tape recording of Marie's voice; in the New York version, Marie dispenses wisdom in person from a high window. Among the lessons in both versions is this reflection on fiction and truth, surface appearances and inner essence. Unless otherwise noted, quotations are from Don Kenny's translation of the revised New York version:

There are all kinds of schools, little man. A building with a blackboard and textbooks that you ride to on a bicycle is not the only kind ... a reformatory can be a school and a butterfly can be a teacher. Your mother's school was a prison, a dirty old concrete building for a school, and my classmates were all murderers, pickpockets, and burglars. But then, Mother didn't go to prison to look for heroes and great adventures. Oh, no. I went to study serious things.... They always said to me, "You're always telling the truth, so at least make sure that what you do is fake."

The play is permeated with such ambiguities and inversions: crime and innocence, illusion and reality, truth and lies, female and male, sex and love, education and life experience. Kin'ya pretends he is in the Amazon and chases rare butterflies for his collection. These are in reality common moths that Marie has painted. The parlor is Kin'ya's entire world, but Marie frequents the
gay quarters and brings home macho sailors and other male lovers. One day, a dangerous Eve appears, an illusory butterfly who (in the New York version) is actually a beautiful boy painted and costumed as a girl, sent by Marie to tempt Kin'ya. In the Japanese version, however, she is portrayed by and as a biological female who sneaks into the parlor while Marie is out. The butterfly boy/girl endeavors to seduce Kin'ya while simultaneously making insulting comments about Marie's appearance. In the Japanese version, the seduction is stopped by a huge butterfly shadow that literally foreshadows Marie's return. In the New York version, the scene is much sexier, funnier, and far more dangerous, as the seductive butterfly attempts to lure Kin'ya into a jar of poison, offering him the promise of tantalizingly forbidden sex, drugs, metamorphosis, and death; when Kin'ya tries to escape, he is tormented by sex-starved, vampiric, female ghosts. In both versions, Kin'ya's protected garden is invaded by the terrifying temptations of sexual desire and threatened by the unknown freedoms of the outside world.










Kin'ya overhears Marie telling his latest pickup a fantastic tale about his sadistic revenge on Kin'ya's birth mother, a teenage friend who had cruelly thwarted Marie's attempts to become a girl. Marie claims to have arranged the girl's brutal rape and that she died giving birth to Kin'ya. Having adopted Kin'ya, Marie says that he plans one final act of revenge: "I'm going to change him into a fleshy trash can of sex muck." Horrified, Kin'ya leaves and does not hear Marie's answer to the Sailor's demand for the truth:

Did you ever stop to think just what the world is made of, Mr. Sailor? Everything on the surface is just a batch of lies! . . . It's not just the label on a can of beef. . . . All life is a big lie! The surface is lies. The truth is inside. In order to believe that what is inside is real, you have to think that the surface is fake. Isn't that right? . . . History is all lies. Everything that goes away is false. The only thing that's real is the demon that's coming your way tomorrow! (He exhales smoke angrily) That's all there is!... The end of my life story . . .

Like Matsu in Hunchback, Marie switches stories. While doubt can always exist about the identity of the father, no one can question a mother's biological role. The biological mother is the only person who knows the truth of the past; consequently, if there are no written documents or records, her word is the only thing that can prove a person's heredity or family ties. But if the mother herself (or, in this case, the one who has assumed the mother's identity and was the only witness to the child's conception and birth) denies the truth of motherhood, what is to be done? Since he did not hear Marie's final statements,
Kin'ya believes that he is the hated offspring of a hated mother, brought up merely to be the instrument of revenge. He feels betrayed and wants to die.












The final scene was almost completely changed for the New York production. In the original Japanese version, the butterfly girl attempts to rescue Kin'ya by running away with him, offering him unknown pleasures. He is hesitant and fears that Marie will punish him. The butterfly girl attempts to force him to have sex, horrifying the boy, who feels that she is trying to rape him. As he imagines Marie's funeral, he strangles the butterfly girl to death. He leaves the house, laughing like a mad zombie. When told he has departed, Marie (like the mother in Heretics) insists that he will return. Marie says, "Wherever he may be, even if it's on the remotest star from earth, all I need to do is call his name and he'll come home to me. After all, we're mother and child, child and mother" (1969—1972, 1:149; tr. Sorgenfrei 2004, 52). She calls his name and summons him to return, and he comes back, looking hypnotized, having metamorphosed into a form that is "nothing but a possessed doll" (1969— 1972, 1:149;tr- Sorgenfrei 2004, 52). Marie mildly chastises him, then offers him a present: a woman's wig. He dresses Kin'ya in the wig and puts lipstick and makeup on him, transforming the face of "the doll" into that of a beautiful woman. Marie tells him not to cry and promises, "You're going to be the fairest of them all" (1969-1972, 1:150; tr. Sorgenfrei 2004, 52). After a blackout, the theme song "La Marie-Vison" is heard. When the lights come up, thirteen obviously gay men pose in a tableau of The Last Supper. 

The revised New York version offers a striking contrast. This time, Kin'ya allows the butterfly boy/girl to strangle him. After an extensive parody of movies and Christianity, Jesus-Marie resurrects the strangled Kin'ya as a full-fledged transvestite, brought back to life by the application of makeup, costume, and wig: "Just one little stick of lipstick and a wig, and life and death change places." Like the painted moth, the movie star, or the drag queen, Kin'ya can live because he is now a fabrication. Only by putting on a false face, a mask, a front (omote) can the life of the soul (ura) be protected. In the past, Kin'ya existed because he was seen by Marie, but now he will be able to see himself as an other: a new sex, a new life, a new role. This revised version concludes with a "grand masked ball in the mansion of Mink Marie," which follows The Last Supper tableau. Marie says, "It seems that Kin'ya has f1nally become one of us. The thirteenth crazed butterfly. Let's all be friends now, and play Last Supper together." As Kin'ya is resurrected by the application of makeup, the stagehands and technicians join the actors onstage. The organist plays music from The Hying Dutchman and the entire group recites the chorus about the inf1nite number of masks we all wear.










Kin'ya learns that nothing is "natural" and that "facts are the worst enemies of truth." He had imagined that the visibly biological male transvestite Marie represented the norm, while Kin'ya's childish, rather feminine heterosexual attraction to the illusory butterfly girl who is really a boy represented madness. But the very attempt to choose a sexual identity leads to doom, even if it is an inversion of what is usually seen as the social norm.

In the original version, Kin'ya performs a single, decisive action by killing the butterfly girl. When he does so, it at first seems that he has grasped his own agency and power to resist. However, he is soon lost outside the house of fantasy. He must return to Marie as a docile painted doll, totally manipulated by Marie, the mother/ puppet master. Terayama seems to suggest that action does not imply agency, since actions are not determined by the self, but by an other. In the New York version, Terayama makes this point even more clearly by inverting the boy's behavior. Kin'ya's only apparent demonstration of agency consists in (Christlike) passive resistance that turns out to be futile. Although he allows himself to be murdered (or perhaps to submit to a masochistic fantasy of sexual initiation and total submersion in the other), his act of passive resistance (or of masochistic submission) is negated by the application of paint and makeup. Marie resurrects him; he cannot even choose his own death. The surface is everything; the mask is the essence; history is lies; reality is reflection; identity (like beauty) is in the eye of the beholder; and the painted creation gazes back at the painter.

If the La Mama version emphasizes Japan's relationship to western culture, the original Japanese script emphasizes the Ajasean bond between mother and son. That bond cannot and must not be severed by a female lover, even if that means that biological facts must be denied. The son must not venture into the realm of forbidden and dangerous soto, where demon whores await. Only in the arms of the fictional image of "Mother," deep inside the enclosed, womblike world of uchi, is he safe. In the end, he must accept that his destiny is to become one with his imaginary mother. Although Terayama suggests that the only agency lies in an active acceptance of mutual amae, in this play, the Ajasean issues are not resolved. Resolution is impossible because the mother is not a mother or even a female. Terayama again seems to avoid his own life problems by immersion into the world of illusion.

Marie is not Kin'ya's mother; he is his "elder brother," the older male patron who teaches him the art of survival. Like the early Greeks, premodern Japanese males often took a young man as protege and lover, continuing to act as a caring mentor long after the young man married. Gary P. Leupp points out:












It is no secret to any careful student of Japanese society in the Tokugawa period (1603 —1868) that during these two and a half centuries male homosexual behavior was extremely common, at least in towns and cities. Sex between males was not only widely tolerated among the articulate classes but also positively celebrated in popular art and literature. Homosexual behavior was formally organized in such institutions as samurai mansions, Buddhist monasteries, and male brothels linked to the kabuki theater. It was, indeed, a salient feature of mainstream culture. (1995, 1)

Although Terayama was attracted to the fabrication and reversibility of gender roles, nothing in his life or writings suggests that he was either an active or closeted homosexual. In La Marie-Vison, Terayama neither advocates nor reprimands homosexual behavior. He suggests that psychological danger exists in imposing a stable identity of supposed "normality," and he questions the reality of social constructions. One must not abandon the omote-ura balance by worshipping the either-or dichotomies of the west. Gender, like other aspects of personal identity, is both fluid and a fabrication.

Just as he argues against a rigid concept of gender identity, Terayama subverts the concept of biological family. Marie is Kin'ya's mother, his father, his teacher, his patron, his pimp, and his god. He is everything the child must love and obey if he is to survive and to find an identity, yet each image is revealed to be a lie, a fabrication. In the end, there is no identity at all, nothing but lipstick and rouge. Birth, death, freedom, and gender are all fantastic, fluctuating constructions. And yet, the "family" remains, sharing a Last Supper, dancing wildly, masquerading, and ultimately interdependent.

While there may be no unchanging identity, no possibility of even knowing one's biological origins, there can be a fabricated or constructed "family" made of communally agreed upon lies. It is only here that one can be free to express oneself, to find the courage to amaeru, to practice mutual amae. In his notes to The Origin of the Blood of a Certain Family, Terayama wrote:

There is an old Chinese legend about a "human tree." It is a legend that claims that human beings once grew on trees like fruit. This drama is the history of a five-member family that was picked from a single tree (a metaphor of the bloodline of that family). In contrast to the belief that family relationships are decided by fate, this drama points out that a family can be freely assembled in [any] number of new ways, it denies blood relationships, and presents a new type of family relationship.... The audience can call all the characters of the play Father, Mother, or Brother. (Tenjo Sajiki 1975[?],6)










Terayama reiterated this concept of the self-created or randomly constructed family in numerous works. Prominent examples include the "family card game" in plays such as Heretics; Shintokumaru: Poison Boy; The Crime of Dr. Galigari; and The Legend of Japanese Playing Cards. In his own life, he seemed to be searching for a role beyond that of a mother's son. As he struggled to come to terms with his role as a male and to work out his relationship with his mother and with adult female sexual partners, he began to envision his position as that of a spiritual father to other troubled, emotionally fatherless youths. The absence of his own father lent a tone of nostalgia to this search, a tone that is reflected in the formal elements of his most autobiographical creations.




Nostalgia and Reconciliation

Fueled by nostalgia and a sense of being "different," Terayama gathered a company of itinerant actors, old-time performers, and circus artists ("outcasts" and "freaks"), who would become the members of his newly created family, with himself as the father figure. He often called himself the "master of a kakube-jishitroupe" (Mishima and Terayama 1970,141). Kakube-jishivs, a form of old-fashioned street entertainment featuring acrobats wearing lion-mask headdresses. Terayama featured a kakube-jishi performer in Heretics (my translation calls this character "Lion Dancer"). This love of street performance is also part of what drew him to foreign artists such as Fellini and Carne, whose films are often homages to itinerant, outcast actors and circus performers.

The actors of his kakube-jishi troupe feature prominently in his plays as well as in his film Cache-Cache Pastoral(1969 — 1987, vol. 6; n.d., trans. Kenny, TS). This work is certainly his most powerful, beautiful, and successful film, and ranks among his most important creative endeavors. It is in many ways the artistic culmination of his obsession with his childhood in Aomori and with the issues of personal identity, sexuality, and motherhood. The film's very structure seems to demonstrate Sakabe's notions of reversibility, omote, and kage. It is fitting that the brilliant conclusion to Cache-Cache Pastoral fuses two images of the self-created self (the uchi boy and the soto man that he has become) into a single persona that exists simultaneously in the here and now and in the past. Despite its many aspects of self-awareness and its apparent resolution of the Ajasean dilemma, the film fails to resolve Terayama's conflicted feelings about female sexuality.

Based on his 1965 collection of poems with the same title, it is hardly surprising that it contains both literal poetry and a sustained mood of lyricism. The
film was first seen abroad at the 1975 Cannes Film Festival. Although many western critics admired it, comparing it to Fellini's S'/i andAmarcord, others felt that "the surreal cavortings often seem merely bizarre" (Houston and Roud, 151). Like Fellini's films, the work is self-referential, meta-cinematic, autobiographical, and highly imaginative. The surreal impression is enhanced by highly theatrical white makeup worn by many of the main "memory" characters and by scenes that include images such as the following: a white-faced, black-suited man playing the cello on the shore of Lake Usori; a chorus of one-eyed old crones dressed in black like a flock of crows; the sexually alluring dance of a red-costumed young witch on the beach; magical incantations and shamanistic trances; a barbershop set up in an open field in which children or young adults sit in the barber's chair, only to arise transformed into elderly people; a circus fat lady who gets sexual pleasure by having men pump air into her bodysuit, which expands like a grotesque balloon; the appearance and disappearance of a mythical, ninja-like character; the cutout sign of a giant, pointing hand planted on the railway tracks; the swirling sky above a blood-red Mount Osore, revealed beneath a tatami mat ripped from the floor; and so on.












Terayama's screenplay opens with a declaration of intent. Prior to any action or sound, Terayama has inserted the following written note:

This film is a fabrication built upon the borrowed form of a young man's autobiography. In order for us to gain freedom from the binding spell of history, it is of primary importance for us to free ourselves from our own individual memories. This film is the attempt of a single young man to revise his memories in order to determine his own (and at the same time the viewers') identity's roots. (n.d., trans. Kenny, 1)

The structure of the film clearly demonstrates this attempt. At intervals throughout the film, a male voice-over recites Terayama's poems, which appear printed on the screen. The first third of the film, photographed in often prismatic, unrealistic color, depicts an idyllic and nostalgic, though often surreal, re-creation of youth in rural Aomori. Evocative music and songs by a children's chorus set the tone. Boys and girls play hide-and-seek in a cemetery, only to reappear from behind the gravestones as adults. Torn and sewn sepia-toned photos are the only reflections of lost parents or vanished soldiers. Buddhist and shamanistic rites are performed on Mount Osore, where colorful pinwheels mark memorials to dead children. Quotidian life is enlivened by the magic and mysteries of a traveling circus filled with forbidden pleasures and freak shows. The ordinary tragedies and intrigues of a small town—birth, death, love, boredom—are interspersed with the fantasies of the protagonist. This
teenage boy's vivid imagination reveals his sexual yearnings; his memories of the birth of a local child; conflicts with his mother; his crush on a lovely, sad, married neighbor, and romantic elopement with her by midnight train.
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Suddenly, the highly tinted, clearly fabricated color film grinds to a halt, and we find ourselves in a black-and-white world of reality. We see the filmmaker (the nameless but autobiographical Me), now twenty years later, in the drab, colorless screening room. Like Guido in Fellini's 8'/,, he is having an artistic crisis, a realization that this childhood autobiography is a lie. After a philosophical conversation with a critic friend, the filmmaker returns home, only to discover his former self—the boy he once was — awaiting him. Together, Me and the Boy embark on a journey to revisit their collective past, to seek the truth.

They return to the screening room and replay the rushes, this time without the veneer of sentimentality. This second version reveals ugliness, insanity, social ostracism, primitive superstitions, cruelty, rape, infanticide, betrayal, and suicide. The Boy and his older self sometimes argue over the facts of the past, and it is clear that they both are and are not the same person. In one surreal scene in which various characters appear in a large field, the filmmaker and his childhood self play Japanese chess (shogi). This game of strategy, in which each
player tries to imagine and counter the future moves of his opponent, is an apt image for the attempt to define one's identity and one's past. It is significant that the word shogiis also a homophone for "a conference," "a licensed prostitute," and "that which is profoundly true." These meanings are suggested in the film's actions: past and present selves confer; the artist has previously complained that he feels as though he is prostituting his childhood by using it as the basis for his poems and films; and the lies of the past are ultimately revealed as profound truth.
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We learn that the Boy's attempt to run away from home resulted not in the freedom of a train ride to adulthood, but in the adult Me's guilty conscience and sense of eternal entrapment. The filmmaker's aged mother now lives with him in Tokyo, just as they had lived together in the rural past. Although Terayama's mother abandoned him as he approached adolescence, he could not bring himself to abandon her, even in a movie. Regardless of resentment and anger, both the filmic Me and the adult Terayama shared a home with their mother.

The flow of time is both nostalgic and ironic. As in so many science fiction stories, as well as philosophical musings and Buddhist conundrums, the question is raised: What would happen if one could return to the past and change it? Together, the Boy and his adult self decide to transform history by killing their mother:

Boy: If Mom were dead, everything would change. You may even disappear.

Me: I'd like to see that happen.. . . And I want to show you what would have happened if Mom had died. You wouldn't have become me, you would
have become somebody entirely different. I want to show that in order for a man to get on a train for the first time, his mother's dead body is a necessary prerequisite. ... I want to witness with my own eyes that there are things in one's memory that never really happened, (trans. Kenny, 47)










Me sends the Boy to find a rope and sickle with which to bind and kill their mother, but the Boy gets trapped in a different version of the past. We, the audience, now see the truth behind his previous fictional "memory" of sexual initiation. Unlike the cinematic cliches of so many rosy coming-of-age films, the Boy does not discover sex through the kindness of an older, experienced woman. There is no romantic elopement with a beautiful neighbor, no midnight flight by train. Rather, he meets a different woman (older than him, but still young) who has returned to the village after living in the city. Now cruel and even deranged, she lures the Boy to a deserted shrine and brutally rapes him. This formerly censored memory challenges our view of history as we see a victimized girl transformed into a crazed, vampiric demon.

In the nostalgic re-creation of the past seen in the rushes at the beginning of the film, we had met this young woman in a very different circumstance. She was depicted as an unwed mother who happily gave birth to a beautiful child that the villagers adored. However, we now learn that in truth, the repulsive, crowlike old village women and other gossips had actually hounded her into madness. She had become convinced by their hysterical ranting that her baby was possessed by demonic, supernatural spirits. The physical mark of this curse was a birthmark. In order to protect the entire village, the people claimed, the possessed baby had to be "culled out." The young mother is shown throwing the infant into the river. Then in a sudden moment of clarity and contrition, she runs wildly after it. It drifts away, accompanied by a full set of Girls' Day dolls, and finally drowns. Aspects of her tale are reminiscent of Inugami and of The Hunchback ofAomori. 

Now returned to her hometown after years in Tokyo, where she fled after killing her baby, she has accidentally run into the Boy. The script describes the following scene, which takes place inside the deserted shrine on Mount Horror (Mount Osore):

(As they have been talking, Kusaginu has nonchalantly taken off all her clothes. Suddenly she grabs the Boy. He is shocked and tries to get away from her. Mount Horror can be seen outside, through the window which is behind the Boy.,) 

Kusaginu: Well! Why are you trying to get away? Come on! Don't run away from me. . . .

(—A scene of the entire Mount Horror seems to press in like a tidal u'are. An insert 
of the lake of blood. A chorus singing a Buddhist hymn is heard gradually growing louder and louder.... 












—Inside the shrine, a craved Kusaginu attacks the Boy, ripping off his trousers. She mounts the Boy screaming, "I want a baby!!" But the Boy fights her off almost in tears, so that she has a very hard time raping him. . . . 

— The Boy and Kusaginu continue to wrestle naked on the floor in front of the shrine in the light of the brightly burningprayer candles. 

—An insert shot of the front of the Mount Horror Shrine. 

As the music gets louder and louder, the cawing of crows and the screams and cries of people are also heard. The Boy cries bitterly as Kusaginu pins him to the floor and rapes him ravenously, like a mad demon.) (trans. Kenny, 49—50) 

The Boy's sexual initiation is hardly the stuff of teenage fantasy, yet the story of the woman's past brutalization does infuse a degree of sentimentality and nostalgia into the Boy's rape. In light of Me's desire to witness those "things in one's memory that never really happened," how seriously are we meant to take the revision? Is the past ever knowable? In fact, Me does not witness his own boyhood rape. He is sitting alone in an empty boxcar, and the Boy has gone off in search of the murder implements. Is what we see known to Me? Is it a factual history that the adult has repressed or forgotten? Is it his memory suddenly flooding into his consciousness? Might it simply be a complete fantasy? We had earlier seen him return to the circus in an attempt to determine what it meant to him; his main visions had been of unbridled sexual acts that disgusted him. Consequently, when the Boy is raped, we need to question whether the scene is a new "memory," a revealed "fact," or a "fantasy." We also need to question its meaning.

In the "true" version of the past, we also learn that the Boy's mythical elopement with his pristine neighbor was a lie. After sneaking out of the bed he shares with his snoring mother (who sleeps with a no demon mask by her head), he cannot find the neighbor at their planned rendezvous point. Eventually, he discovers her with a strange man, alone on the mountain. We learn that during the war, this charming neighbor had been orphaned and her family financially ruined. After living with relatives, she became a prostitute, fell in love with a communist who was jailed, and had finally come to the village as the bride of a wealthy man she despised. Now her old lover is out of jail and has followed her here. Suggesting that the three of them can run away together, they send the Boy to fetch sake, supposedly to celebrate. When he returns, he discovers that the adulterous lovers have committed double suicide. The "remembered" elopement was nothing but a false promise by the couple. The Boy had repressed their betrayal of him as well as his memory of discovering their dead
bodies. The adult world had been far too complex for him to process. Unlike the Boy's rape, which the adult Me never witnesses, Me views the dead bodies with the Boy. This suggests that Me remembers the trauma of viewing the bodies.










What do these images tell us about Terayama's attitude toward the seductive females of his past? In the early, nostalgic memories, the women are seen by the Boy (and by the adult filmmaker) as objects of desire; in the "true" version of the past, they objectify him. He becomes nothing but a potential spermdonor for the crazy baby-killer, merely one of many men whose only purpose is to pump up the circus fat lady for her onanistic pleasure, and no more than an annoying child who must be sent away with bribes and false promises so that the neighbor and her lover can commit suicide. The filmmaker's creations, like the objects being painted in Merleau-Ponty's essay, look back at the artist who looked at them.

Sakabe's insistence that the gaze is reversible and that everything is omote or kage is made manifest by the structure of the film, but an ironic contradiction still exists. This contradiction resides in Me's amnesia. Although the Boy is able to relive the past and see what really happened, Me remains ignorant of some of the Boy's experiences. He may know that the filmed, remembered past is a lie, but he is unable to retrieve the historically accurate version. It is as though the Boy is the dreamer of a true world, but when he awakens, Me can no longer remember the details of the dream.

When the Boy fails to return with the murder implements, the adult Me decides he must act alone. He sneaks into his mother's home, ready to bind her with the rope and kill her with the sickle. But she reacts as though he is a child, and she behaves as though nothing is unusual. They sit down to eat dinner. She smiles lovingly at him, as the sickle rests on the floor. Suddenly, in the filmic equivalent of the ending of Heretics, the walls of the old house fall away, revealing not the harsh, Aomori landscape but the streets of contemporary Shinjuku in Tokyo. Walking through the streets, interspersed with the people of 1974, are the costumed characters of the filmmaker's past. Me and his mother continue to eat. Past and present are united. As the walls tumble and Shinjuku appears, the voice of Me speaks:

You can start it all over from any point in time you like. After all, neither I nor Mother are any more than the heroes of a story that I myself made up. And this is no more than a movie. But this me who can't kill his mother even in a mere movie . . . Just who is he, anyway?! Date of birth: December 12, 1974. Legal domicile: Metropolis of Tokyo, Shinjuku Ward, Shinjuku Mount Horror Village!! (trans. Kenny, 51)












As the walls dissolve, the claustrophobic, womblike setting of the autobiographical plays vanishes, opening the way for Terayama's next phase, which emphasizes his movement out of the house, away from the mother-son dilemma, and into the world of adult Japanese society.

Despite his intention to become the father of a constructed family, fathers or positive adult role models are absent in this and most of Terayama's creative works. The only adult males in the film's "present" are the filmmaker himself, his coworkers, and his critic friend. In the film-within-the-film of the past, there are crippled soldiers, a wounded runaway criminal, the neighbor's weak, foolish, and possibly impotent husband, and the circus freaks. The boy's dead father never appears, though both mother and son try to call up his ghost with the help of Buddhist prayers and a local female medium. Although the missing father creates an emotional vacuum, the boy's quest is not to seek out the lost father, nor to find a father substitute. Rather, it is to come to terms with his difficult relationship with his mother, first by trying to run away, then by trying to kill his memory of her, and finally by returning home and eating a meal with her. As they eat, they are two adults who are also mother and son, living simultaneously in the past and the present.

Despite his inability to see the past accurately, Terayama seems to conclude that the love between mother and son, while suffocating and confusing, is nonetheless true and eternal, whereas sexual love between a man and a woman invariably leads to pain, degradation, misery, and death. The delicate but false omote of a rural idyll has been ripped away, revealing the painful ura beneath. That ura is far more complex than the terrifying world of vampiric females of the earlier autobiographical works. No longer is Terayama's protagonist torn between conflicting emotions—desire, fear, love, lust, and duty. In a reflection of Terayama's actual life, Me determines to devote himself to his mother rather than to a sexual partner. Although he may pity or understand the lives of the women he once desired, his empathy is compromised by the way they have brutally treated or betrayed him.

With rare exceptions (most notably his 1978 Shintokumaru: Poison Boy, cowritten with his female disciple Kishida Rio), Cache-Cache Pastoral would be Terayama's last major work emphasizing "folkloric" and "autobiographical" motifs. These works had revealed an artist struggling to stage his inner self, and to come to terms with his past and with his identity. While the themes of his Aomori childhood, his mother, and his relation to female sexuality would never totally vanish, Terayama began to focus on the outer world. His gaze shifted away from the comfortable ura personified by Aomori, Tokyo, home and family, and toward the unexplored soto of alien others and alien lands, especially Europe and America.


















According to Marcel Mauss' A General Theory of Magic, 
societies isolate certain groups of people who have biological, 
psychological, or pathological peculiarities that seem to per- 
sonify negativity, designating these outcasts as magicians. . . . 
I can only imagine that the function of theatre is to reverse 
history. I tell the members of my theatre company that we 
should perform drama to summon the millions of limping 
outcasts, blacksmiths, and magicians — to create new chances 
for encounters. This is where we must start. Tenjo Sajiki's 
primary goal in creating theatre is to revolutionize real life 
without resorting to politics. 


— The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea: My Theatre 













chapter 3

Outcasts and Aliens

Staging the Outer Self 




Terayama no doubt embraced Mauss' concept of outcast magicians as a confirmation of his own path. By associating himself with traditional outcasts and by interrogating traditional views of the national past, Terayama attempted to come to terms with the slippery realities of his present. Although always claiming to be nonpolitical, he nevertheless expressed political views in sometimes oblique (or apparently contradictory) fashion. As he shifted away from an emphasis on the mother-child dyad, he began to explore alternative staging as a means of relating to the larger world outside the home. In analyzing his interests in the realm of soto, this chapter will primarily focus on traditional outcasts or outsiders in Japan, and on the impact of foreign ideas on Japanese society.










Reversibility and Cultural History

Japan's defeat in World War II created a fundamental rift in the national sense of self. The very foundations of the inodigenous Shinto belief system were discredited when the emperor denied his divinity, paving the way for an obsessive postwar search for cultural identity, exemplified by thousands of publications under the rubric of "nihonjinron" (the study of Japaneseness). As noted in the introduction, nihonjinron thinking tends to emphasize the differences between Japan and the west, and to reinforce a sense of Japanese national and racial uniqueness. Identity confusion marks all versions of this search.

The question of being insiders (unique in a positive way within an isolated culture) or outsiders (unique in a negative way due to difference from the rest of the world) continues to haunt many Japanese. In traditional Shinto thought, a member of society could become temporarily polluted, requiring exile from the village or home until purification was obtained. Sources of impurity included the shedding of blood (including birth and menstruation), exposure to death, loathsome diseases, bestiality, incest, and the practice of sorcery or witchcraft, among other things. These temporary ritual defilements could be washed away, leaving no permanent mark.

Many of these traditional impurities attached themselves to individual soldiers and to the collective Japanese nation as a result of both wartime atrocities committed abroad and of atomic contamination at home. However, after World War II, some Japanese and many non-Japanese refused to accept that those who had been defiled (or who had committed war crimes) could ever be purified. For many Japanese, the loss of the war seemed to reverse history: formerly valued military heroes transformed into despised war criminals, and heroic homefront civilians metamorphosed into eternally polluted A-bomb victims who could even be suspected of passing contamination to the unborn. Intimations of permanent outsider status were further enhanced by observing the differences in American behavior toward Japan and Germany. Japan was the world's only nation to have suffered atomic bombing, and its American-imposed "Peace Constitution" made it the world's only nation to permanently renounce war.

Being branded as the world's pariah (the ultimate soto outsider, whether as genocidal warmonger or as poisoned victim of the atomic blasts) clearly influenced Terayama's and many other Japanese people's conflicted feelings about Japanese group (uchi) identity. If everyone was now considered impure or defiled, shouldn't the traditional view of outcast groups be reversed? Should these "Others inside Japan" now be embraced as part of the "essence" of Japan, migrated to the very heart of the mythical national self? But would this new center suggest that Japan is defiled at is core? Alternatively, might a new, mythical incorporation of all outcasts into one "Japanese family" emphasize the very uniqueness of Japan? If one could embrace (without ethical judgment) traditional outcasts, ritually defiled soldiers, and the disease-polluted radiation victims, then the outsider could be brought inside, the diseased could be cured or accepted, and the outcast could become family. Would such a shift prove not Japan's innate pollution, but its innate superiority?












The ongoing metamorphosis of the very nature of inside and outside exemplifies the power of multiple selves, each defined in relation to gender, parents, family, school, work, nation, race, and so on. These multiple selves exist simultaneously, and can even appear to be mutually self-contradictory. In Japan, as in other human communities, "[t]here is no one self, only a cluster of many selves, both culturally and situationally specif1c" (Fitzgerald 1993, 34).

One of the most powerful postwar evocations of a distressing suspicion of cultural unbelonging, of incurable defilement, and of the multiplicity of selves appears in the novel No Longer Human (Ningen shikkaku; trans. Keene 1958) by Dazai Osamu (1909-1948). The title is especially relevant in its suggestion of irreversible pollution, making reintegration into "human society" impossible. Dazai is generally considered the most important of the Japanese Decadents (burai-ba). Varley notes that Dazai and the burai-ha "left a legacy of romantic self-destructiveness that continues to hold a powerful attraction for the Japanese" (2000, 308). Although Terayama was never suicidal, the phrase "romantic self-destructiveness" and its implications of excessive emotionality could certainly be used to describe many aspects of his life. It can also be applied to the French writers Terayama most admired: Lautreamont, Artaud, and Bataille.

The protagonist of Dazai's I-novel No Longer Human is an eternal outsider who desperately wants to be inside. He feels nothing and cannot comprehend "normal" or "everyday" behavior. He continually tries in a passive way to please others, yet he never becomes the person that he thinks they expect him to be. He cannot even understand the idea of amae. He attempts suicide several times, has sordid love affairs, wastes his artistic talent by drawing pornographic cartoons, and destroys his health with alcohol and drugs. His family commits him to a mental institution, yet he finds no cure. He despises himself and the world, yet no one takes his self-hatred and alienation seriously. Even after reading the terrible confessions in his diaries, a former lover he abandoned maintains "he was a good boy, an angel." These are the ironic last words of the novel, itself the final work Dazai would complete.

No Longer Human may be seen as a metaphor for the position of Japan after the war. Self-hatred and a sense of not belonging to the human race, of being both a monster and a victim, certainly suggest the national questing for identity and for understanding the past. The outcast does not know how to leave the margins and fails to comprehend his own reversibility.










In many ways, this I-novel also reflects aspects of Dazai's troubled lite. Like Terayama, Dazai was born in Aomori province and never felt fully at home in Tokyo. They also shared the same personal name (Dazai was born Tsushima Shuji). When Terayama was twelve and a half years old, Dazai committed love suicide with a war widow—a woman much like Terayama's mother, Hatsu. As a teenager, Terayama and his circle all read Dazai's works. Although he began as a fan, he later criticized Dazai as a whiner. One of Terayama's high school friends said that he would "purposely disagree [with us]. His favorite tactic was to take us by surprise, which made him stand out as different. He was always a self-centered show-off" (Nagao 1997, 67).

The reasons for his disillusionment with Dazai may be more complex. Like Dazai before him, Terayama lived in a chaotic historical period in which personal and state ideologies shifted wildly. In the case of Dazai, the personal shifts were from teenage infatuation with Marxism (passionately embraced by many young Japanese after the Russian revolution of 1917) to recantation of these beliefs, and finally to nihilism. The issue of recantation (tenko, or reversal of ideology) remains highly charged in Japan. As the militarists took control in the 1930s, communists were seen as state enemies. Many former Marxists denounced the ideology to avoid jail; others were freed after claiming a patriotic change of heart.

Dazai's life and death were immediately mythologized by those on all sides of the political spectrum. Alan Wolfe suggests that some critics who may have felt guilty for their own earlier recantations tried to explain away Dazai's tenko by claiming that he had never really been a leftist. Wolfe notes that Kamei Katsuichiro said that Dazai had only been interested in "a form of radical selfdestruction through degradation" in which he saw "revolution as a means of self flagellation" (Wolfe 1990, 13). Alan Wolfe notes that critics with opposing political views also attempted to reclaim him for their own cause: "Dazai's emergence as the earliest postwar manifestation of the genuinely alienated writer may best be seen as part of the effort, by both Japanese and Western critics, to re-present a recently militarist Japan as a 'human' society, sharing a universal humanity with the West" (1990, 4).

It is worth noting here that tenko is seen by several cultural critics as a central element of Japanese behavior since the Meiji Restoration. For Tsurumi Shunsuke, tenko is far broader than the issue of communist affiliation. Rather, he notes that Japan's very sense of identity flip-flopped over and over during the period that lead up to World War II, with passionate shifts between
extreme beliefs. Many of these shifts related to specific issues; when the immediate problems were "solved," the former advocates lost interest. When a new issue arose, they rallied behind a convenient solution, even if in retrospect the ideological position conflicted with the previous one. Tsurumi suggests that this tenko-like behavior, this situational, relativistic, shifting search for a comfortable stance, again surfaced in the confusion of cultural and political identities after defeat and Occupation (1986; 1987).












Such a perspective is helpful in looking at Japan's complex cultural, economic, and political transformations since the Meiji Restoration of 1868. These transformations resulted from a conscious act of will, similar to what Terayama termed "revolutionary imagination." However, for Terayama, everyone partakes of "revolutionary imagination," and the "reversal of history" comes from a common source. In contrast, the youthful Meiji reformers worked primarily from within the system, imposing new ideas from above. The Meiji Constitution mandated many areas of westernization, causing ordinary citizens to embrace new behaviors regardless of their beliefs. In other words, they were forced to undergo a kind of tenko in order to conform. Although the "modernizers" prevailed in creating a western-style state, the resultant militarism did not match their original political ideology. As the political climate shifted with the advent of the Fifteen Years War, citizens who had previously rejected samurai culture in favor of western liberalism were forced to reject liberalism in favor of the new militarism. Thus they again reversed themselves in an act reminiscent of tenko. 

The equally rapid and profound cultural shifts since the end of World War II were also imposed from above. However, they were not the result of desire for change by Japanese reformers, but were mandated from the outside. The power in charge was the American Occupation government of General Douglas MacArthur. Although welcomed by many members of society, these changes did not originally derive from an act of will, but from a position of imposed passivity. For the first time in its remembered history, Japan was forcefully colonized. As Tsurumi has noted, previously held ideologies were rapidly (or at least publicly) discarded and new ones (even if only partially comprehended) were fervently embraced. For some people, the new Americanization was a welcome change; for others, it was an unnatural imposition. Regardless of their true ideology, once again, ordinary people were forced to undergo a kind of tenko. 

The relativism inherent in these tenko-like shifting allegiances is clearly implied in Sakabe's concepts of reversibility and reflection. Without a stable center, the relational definitions of soto and uchi were constantly being challenged and subverted. Consequently, it is hardly surprising that a number of
intellectuals responded with feelings or behaviors expressive of a sense of inauthenticity, spiritual emptiness, or anomie.










For some cultural critics, such feelings provide the key to understanding postwar Japan. An example is investigative journalist and cultural commentator Honda Katsuichi, some of whose deeply critical essays have been translated in The Impoverished Spirit in Contemporary Japan (1993). Honda himself is an "outsider" who has traveled abroad widely and who continually subverts Japanese middle-class complacency regarding issues such as Japanese war responsibility, politics, corruption, militarism, racism, neocolonialism, conformity, and the destruction of the environment. Although his perspective differs from Honda's, Terayama's works also pose disturbing questions in regard to outsider status and Japanese identity. The ideas of tenko, reversibility and reflection, cast light on Terayama's conflicted views of soto and uchi. 




Stranger-Deities: Magical Outcasts and Sexual Danger

Although reversibility, situationality, and cultural tenko offer starting places for understanding Terayama's enthusiastic embrace of outsider status, to fully comprehend his stance, we need to search further back into Japanese cultural history. Who exactly were "the millions of limping outcasts, blacksmiths, and magicians" that Terayama hoped to summon with his theatre?

Traditional Japanese concepts of personal and national identity are closely tied to the concept of the insider and of home. While the word uchite key, the related term ie is also highly significant. le means "house" or "home," which is also one of the meanings of uchi. In addition, ie also implies family or bloodline. Belonging to the ie creates a sense of exclusivity and defines how one relates to those outside the ie. On a nationalistic level, the head of the ie is the emperor, and all Japanese are part of a single family, imagined to be psychologically unique and racially homogeneous. It is significant here that the word for foreigner (gajin) means "outside person." The written character jai (outside) can also be pronounced soto. Thus foreigners are by definition not part of the ie, not within the world of uchi. 

As noted earlier, in the world outside (soto), that unknown terrain beyond the inside of the house (uchi), one wears the outer, public mask or face (omote). This outside face covers the secret, private part of personality called ura, which is only revealed to one's most intimate relations, those who belong "inside" the home, that is, those who are members of ie and who dwell in the realm of uchi. 

Extending the idea of onstage and backstage behavior discussed previously,
outsiders may be defined as those who perform a staged (masked) representation of the self for consumption by an audience of insiders. They are always "onstage," always masked; their ura or "backstage" self is covered and impossible to fathom. In contrast to those belonging to the ie (or who exist in the world of uchi), they are seen as suspect, different, unknowable others — even as nonhuman. Nevertheless, from earliest times, the Japanese have welcomed certain aliens called marehito, "stranger-deities" assumed to have supernatural powers. Marebito have been identified as itinerant shamanistic performers who brought healing, exorcism, magic and spiritual gifts from another realm. Often, these shamans were of foreign (especially Korean) origin, and many were female. Marehito were at first valued by the community, but their powers soon made them objects of suspicion. They were transformed into potentially dangerous beings in need of constant propitiation (Ohnuki-Tierney 1987; Law 1997).















Some scholars specifically associate these spiritually powerful marebito with asohi-be, the clan of ritual entertainer-prostitute-morticians of which Zeami was a member. The goddess Uzume, the mythical performer of the "divine striptease" that lured the sun goddess from her cave, is the traditional ancestor of asohi-be. Female asobi often plied their trade of prostitution and singing while floating down a river on boats, obtaining clients from the aristocratic males who made pilgrimages to shrines devoted to phallic worship. Thus they practiced the sexual (life-enhancing) and performative portions of their profession in a state of perpetual flow, in a constantly shifting borderland realm. At the same time, they were insiders, since this clan handled the rituals surrounding death in the imperial family. Thus divinity, royalty, life, death, even immortality were inextricably bound together by association with sacred performance, female sexuality, outsider or "alien" status, and ritual defilement (Kwon 1988).

During the middle ages, asobi and other practitioners of a wide variety of itinerant and "polluting" occupations were forced to live outside established communities or in liminal locations, such as under bridges or at crossroads. Among these outcasts were the physically disabled and people suffering from leprosy or similar diseases. Although blind singers, mediums, priests, and masseurs were skilled and valuable members of society, their lack of eyesight confined them to outcast status.

By the fifteenth century, all kinds of traveling performers and entertainers were also considered outcasts, sometimes scornfully referred to as "people of the seven major highways" (shichido no mono). Although tremendously popular, dengaku actors and the primarily female dancers of kusemai and shirabyoshi were suspected of practicing sorcery. It was suggested that their transgressive performances could induce madness and lust, disrupt social relations, or even
destroy nations. These performers often appeared masked, costumed in exotic or foreign garb, or cross-dressed. They were accused of transforming themselves into animals. At times, entire cities seemed to be infected with "dengaku madness," which might last for days or weeks, and during which citizens would sing and dance madly in the streets dressed in clothing forbidden to their class, or in nothing but undergarments. One Japanese scholar has demonstrated that bouts of dengaku madness "... permeated society like a deadly epidemic about a year before significant sociopolitical changes occurred," maintaining that"... this phenomenon is too consistent to disregard as mere coincidence" (Kanbayashi 1973; cited in Fujiwara-Skroback 1996, 46n).










Nevertheless, the divisions between outcast professions and "inside people" were fluid, sometimes even overlapping. Although actors were officially outcasts until the late nineteenth century, such status did not stop them from being objects of adulation. Zeami's well-known incorporation into the shogun's inner circle is one example. In other words, for actors, sorcerers, ritualists, foreigners, prostitutes, and people whose occupations polluted them by proximity to death or disease, outcast status was not insurmountable. Although outsiders could be rehabilitated as insiders under certain conditions, their status was always ambiguous and reversible. Those who existed in the dangerous realm of soto could be domesticated and brought into the world of uchi, but they could just as easily be cast out again (O'Neill 1958; Sorgenfrei 1993 and 1998; Scholz-Cionca 1998; Fujiwara-Skrobak 1996).

There also existed hereditary outcasts called hinin (nonhumans) whose status was inflexible. Later known as eta or burakumin, they were considered to be so polluted that a person would become defiled simply by sharing the same tatami mat. Nothing could purify them or change their status. Although discrimination against burakumin is now illegal, revulsion remains so strong that as recently as 1994, a man married for twelve years to a burakumin woman reported that even after his wife had died, his father refused to have contact with his grandchildren, tainted as they were by buraku blood (Neary 1997, 50). There is no question that burakumin are ethnically Japanese, despite earlier scholarship that incorrectly identified them with non-Japanese peoples. Although never really accepted as insiders, they form part of the tapestry of difference in a nation that has often been erroneously labeled (and that has traditionally seen itself) as ethnically homogeneous (Weiner 1997).

In terms of daily life, the realms of soto and uchi were once thought to be rigidly defined by gender, with the male breadwinner dominating soto (the public domain) and the female family caretaker confined to uchi (the private domain). This older, now discredited view is the one that corporate or official Japan continues to export, and it certainly coincides with the dominant Orientalist
perspective. This image of an inflexible patriarchy suggests that all males are either samurai warriors or dronelike salarymen, and that all females are either submissive wives or gorgeous geishas whose sole occupation is pleasing males. Yet reality has always been far more complex. As Martinez notes:












It is generally held that women are associated with the inside, private domain (uchi) and men with the outside, public domain (soto). Yet... the female was, and still is, often associated with the outside (soto), with outsiders and thus with dangerous powers; paradoxically, of course, these outsiders were necessary and had to be incorporated as "insiders," that is, as wives and mothers.

In contrast,... it can be said that, given its strong patrilineal emphasis, the men of a household are associated with the inside (uchi), although their work is often done in the public, outside domains. In essence women are aliens in the male domain and yet must enter this domain if society is to be reproduced. Thus, Japanese women are both a source of danger to the norm and the very means of perpetuating that norm. (1998, 7)

In regard to the outsider status of some contemporary males, Martinez continues:

. . . [W]omen might be said always to be dangerous "Others" even when they are "domesticated" as wives and mothers; in contrast it is only men on the margins — motorcyclists, gangsters, gamblers, etc.—who fall into this category. It could be said that women cannot free themselves of their ascribed status association with danger; men, on the other hand, by moving into the middle-class white-collar world of the company man, can change class and therefore leave the status group of marginal, dangerous outsiders. Elsewhere I have argued that even this simple model is complicated by considering age: a young woman is more dangerous than a middle-aged married woman, as is a young man, and so on. (1998, 8)

As a youngish male, Terayama thus had the option of moving between the inside and the outside, between respectability and danger. Theatre, with its traditional connections to outcast, divine, and liminal status, offered the clearest road to permanent transgressiveness and reversibility. Terayama could reverse his own status, reverse his personal (and collective) history, even reverse gender roles while helping others reverse their own lives. He could "magically" blur the boundaries between fiction and life, lies and history, fantasy and reality. He and his troupe of actors, intentional outcasts who celebrated their outsider status, seemed to share a sense of total reversibility: they were both insiders and outsiders, both sacred and polluted. Perhaps in reaction to the
private, personal terror of hereditary defilement expressed though his art, the public Terayama proclaimed his desire to abandon the center and embrace the margins.










Terayama's outcast characters struggle to flow between states, yet sometimes feel trapped by heredity. The actions and feelings of such characters imply that Terayama may have seen traditional outcasts and burakumin as the "dark side" of the national self, the secret, shameful, hidden part that is always there, but that is swept into the corners or locked in the attic. This dark, masked ura may suggest a scapegoat who is cloaked in society's sins. This scapegoat image may be seen in Inugami and The Hunchback of Aomori. Both depict a boy who attempts to move from outsider to insider status, but forces beyond his control, specifically related to his heredity or "bloodline," prevent such a shift. These boys inspire or are associated with lust, pollution, sorcery, and death. They are liminal beings who are both insiders and outsiders, hounded by respectable society, always forced into the role of "it." Terayama's defiled, outcast protagonists often hunger for purification and reintegration into society. At the same time, Terayama the artist disdained the social order and chose life as the eternal outsider.

Terayama seemed to enjoy being physically distinctive. Unlike most urban dwellers, he always wore old-fashioned, wooden geta (Japanese clogs). When I spoke to him by phone prior to our first meeting, he told me that I would have no trouble recognizing him because he was "very fat." (He wasn't. He was just large boned.) His lifelong illness was one of many things that he felt marked him as different from "normal" society. He read and wrote voraciously while hospitalized, and he noted that imagination was not confined by the body. Yet he did not use disease as a metaphor the way many western writers have. For Terayama, illness did not evoke a romantic view of the inherently aristocratic (usually consumptive) artist, nor did it imply the decadence of society, a weak will, or punishment by the gods. He did not seem intrigued by analyses such as those offered by Sontag or Foucault. Views of medicine emphasizing the commodification, authority, or centralization of curing were not important to him. A clue to his perspective may be gleaned by the critical commentaries of Karatani Kojin, writing on how disease (specifically tuberculosis) was embedded in Meiji-era literature:

In Japan as in England, tuberculosis spread along with the rapid transformation of life which came about with the industrial revolution. Tuberculosis appeared not because of the tubercle bacillus, which had existed from long before, but because of a disturbance within a complex net of interrelationships. The phenomenon of tuberculosis itself is a social and cultural
symptom which must be diagnosed. When we isolate a particular "cause" of tuberculosis, whether it be medical or theological, we fail to see the system of interrelationships. (1993, 112)












Karatani's discussion is in some ways reminiscent of the way Artaud or Camus speaks of the plague. However, his emphasis on "a disturbance within a complex net of interrelationships" reiterates the Japanese concern for relationships within a group. Terayama also saw illness as part of "a complex net of interrelationships." Certainly, on a personal level, his illness forced his mother to return to him. It permitted him to call for literary salons in his hospital room, thereby controlling his own interpersonal relationships by determining who came, as well as when and where the salons took place. Rather than transforming him into a passive victim, his illness gave him the power to control reality. Therefore, it is not surprising that in embracing outsider status, he also embraced those disabilities and diseases that were traditionally seen as polluting. His concern was not with the disease or disability itself, but with how it affected human interrelationships.

Actors and characters in his plays included hunchbacks, dwarfs, giants, sideshow "freaks" such as fat ladies and snake-women, the blind, the disfigured, people missing body parts (such as Earless Hoichi), and those supposedly suffering from leprosy. Blindness especially became a meaningful tool for him. Itinerant blind priests were the original performers of naniwabushi, a genre featured in The Hunchback ofAomori. By casting the direct descendant of one of the most famous prewar chanters, Terayama evoked nostalgia for both the dying art and for holy outcast status. Rather than depicting lack of sight as a tragic illness, Terayama embraced the darkness. Numerous plays plunge the audience into total, disconcerting blackness, thereby privileging the physically blind, who are already able to navigate without light. The sighted members of the audience are forced to become dependent on the blind. Blind Man's Letter offers insight into the reversal of insider and outsider roles and the ways in which the sighted and the blind become interrelated. According to one reviewer,

The intent of the play was to show that light exists within darkness — in this case, blindness. . . . The strands of the "story," more like visual poetry, developed around the slight theme of a blind child who is abandoned by its mother, later confronting her when an adult, after being raised by blind amma or masseurs. Phosphorescent images, glowing like jewels, radiated about the darkened room (representing a labyrinth) between periodic blackouts ... The blindman of the title was represented by five white-garbed amma, a traditional occupation for blind men in Japan. First appearing on a side platform in dirge-like music, they served as a motif throughout, crawling about the auditorium, often shouting and holding candles and matches in the eyes of the audience. (Marton 1975, 114—115)










Blindness or darkness thrusts the seeing audience into new relationships. Light becomes a kind of assault, with danger increased as the blind wield candles and matches.

Of course, blindness and darkness are metaphors with ancient pedigrees. The blind can "see" what others do not; the truth is hidden in shadow. For Sakabe, the shadow and the reflection, the light and the dark, are reversible. Illness, disability, pollution, and all forms of outcast status (including female or ambiguous gender) transform these magical others into liminal beings capable of touching "us" in powerful, unimagined ways.




The Aesthetics of Reversibility, Part Two

Sakabe's analysis of mimesis further illuminates the concept of the magical outsider and of the diseased or blind performer. He writes provocatively about the ambiguous, marginalized, and essentially "outcast" role of the modoki in traditional Japanese ritual and performing arts, using linguistic and historical evidence to support his hypotheses regarding reversibility and reciprocity (1999b). Sakabe cites Origuchi Shinobu (1975) as he traces the performance history of this "counterfeit imitator" who "reflects" the image of a divine other (Marra, translating Sakabe, misspells the name as "Orikuchi").

Sakabe maintains that the word modoki, which in contemporary Japanese is normally a suffix meaning a poor imitation or counterfeit of something, also describes "the character in popular acts who essentially plays a comic and ridiculous role by imitating the main actor and making fun of him." Sakabe goes on to "surmise" that in both early Korean and Japanese ritual dances, "the play or interpretation of 'modoki' [was] originally a parody of a deity or demon who appeared in human disguise" (1999^ 253—254). This definition takes us directly back to Terayama's desire to "reverse history" and to bring outcasts into the center. It also reminds us of his glee at the "counterfeit Terayama" who surfaced in Kyoto.

The human modoki actor reproduces (or poorly imitates), interprets, and comically parodies (or transgresses) the role of the deity (or demon) with whom he is always partnered. Reversibility—that is, the way in which the roles reflect each other, and the way in which the supernatural role becomes less important or even incomprehensible to the audience, while the secondary human role of modoki becomes the key to relating and understanding the story—is seen
in "the dynamism of the prototype opposition between the main role and the modoki, the serious and the nonserious, meaning and nonmeaning, obedience and disobedience" (1999^ 260).
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Sakabe notes that the usual Japanese word for "mimetic imitation" is monomane (the imitation of things), the term used by Zeami. This idea contrasts with Aristotle's mimesis, which is "the imitation of action." The mimesis implied in modoki also differs from that described by Aristotle, but in this case, the object of imitation is neither human action nor things, but divine essence.

Starting from the mimetic pair of the main deity and his modoki, could we not arrive at a larger model of mimesis, one that overcomes the strictly anthropological model devised by Aristotle, and thus integrate in it another sense of mimesis or mimeisthai, "to strive to be like the transcendent Being that is god"? Once we have obtained this kind of model, it would be extremely easy to enrich it—for example, by relating it to the notion of the "sacred" that, from its very origin, included both concepts of sainthood and pollution* or, moreover, by integrating into this model the Bergsonian idea of laughter,. . . Rabelaisian laughter or the idea of absolute or grotesque comicality of Baudelaire . . .










* [original footnote: See R. Callois, UHomme et le Sam (Paris: Gallimard, 1950), in which the notion of the "sacred" almost corresponds to the Japanese word "serious" (yuyushit).] (1999b, 260)

There is no question that, in addition to the sacred and the polluted, both the grotesque laughter of Baudelaire and the carnivalesque spirit of Rabelais as defined by Bakhtin are vital concepts in understanding Terayama's transgressive art. For Bakhtin, carnivalized literary genres (including theatre) are "... permeated with laughter, irony, humor, elements of self-parody, and finally— this is the most important thing—Carnival inserts into these structures an indeterminacy, a certain semantic open-endedness, a living contract with unfinished, still-evolving contemporary reality" (1981, 7).

Sakabe continues, "In Korean, the mask (which generally has a more or less sacred character) is called 'talu,'a word that also means pollution.... The play of the modoki, who contradicts and mocks the embodied deity, reminds us that we are not gods, even if we can momentarily be possessed by them" (1999b, 261 — 262).

As a member of the privileged center, Terayama rejected his birthright and sought an alternative in the dangerous margins where sacred and polluted are inextricably bound, where gender identity is ambiguous, where the serious and the transgressive collide, and where the positions of the powerful and the powerless are reversed. For Terayama, taking his place as "an adult male" meant reversing status connected to the limited, traditional, or correct patriarchal image. In his life and his art, he continually portrayed the irreverent, mocking, carnivalesque, nonserious modoki, shifting his own position as trickster to the center while marginalizing nominally "serious," "adult" or "important" matters.

Consequently, he often played the buffoon to his more serious colleagues, as he did in a July, 1970, dialogue with Mishima Yukio. The dialogue is transcribed in the journal The Tide as "Can Eros Become a Site of Resistance?" (Mishima and Terayama, 141 —155). Mishima, who would commit suicide four months later, did not permit Terayama's impish needling and insulting comments to upset him. He was far too serious about his urgent need to express his political philosophy and to comment on the sorry state of Japanese society, the Vietnam war, student protests, and terrorism. Terayama, in contrast, tried to turn all conversations into jokes or literary conundrums such as "I look at theatre as a kind of erotic reality separate from everyday reality. .. . To deceive people with invisible words is a kind of eroticism." At one point, he laughingly suggested to the very earnest Mishima that Tenjo Sajiki might sponsor a oneman show in which Mishima would demonstrate his famous ability to flex his
carefully sculpted upper-body muscles. Mishima refused to be angered by this obvious lack of respect. He attempted to maintain a serious, adult tone, while Terayama continued to play the trickster modoki. 















Nostalgia and Reversibility in Postwar Performance

In his role as national "modoki,"Terayama also possessed a canny showman's instincts. He correctly gauged that the urbane, modern Tokyo audience would be fascinated by his shameless exploitation and fabricated construction of rural Aomori as a primitive locale teeming with incest, rape, superstition, magic, grotesque physical deformity, and exotic music. It was Terayama's project to transform his home prefecture (and his own childhood) into something both alien and familiar to his urban audiences. Terayama's Aomori became the object of nostalgic desire, a mythical locale that epitomized the otherness within Japan.

In fact, Aomori is widely known as a Buddhist pilgrimage site. The shamanistic aspects that Terayama celebrates are part of "a psychological pool of shared Japanese cultural beliefs and thought patterns" (Rolf and Gillespie 1992, 234). Confirmation of these shared belief patterns is especially sought out by the elderly, who flock to the farthest reaches of Aomori. During the summer ohon festival, busloads of pilgrims travel to the top of Mount Osore, located deep in the Shimokita peninsula. There they sleep huddled in the temples, and the following morning they seek news from the afterlife from the blind female shamans who congregate there. Rows of little tents house the mediums, and the faithful wait in long lines for an interview with the most popular ones. For a fee, the shamans will go into trance and conjure the spirits of the dead.

Many Japanese Buddhists consider Mount Osore to be one of the three sacred locales where spirits of the dead congregate. Here one finds sulfur pools and weirdly shaped, mineral-stained caverns that the industrious monks have labeled as the hellish abodes of various types of sinners. Here, too, is a pine forest beyond the clear blue of Lake Usori, fed by a river over which passes a steeply curving red bridge. That serene lake setting is said to be the abode of the blessed. According to local folk beliefs, this river is sometimes identified as sanzu no kawa, the river that divides this life from the next.

A thriving cottage industry provides straw sandals for worshippers to offer to Jizo, the bodhisattva who strides through this forsaken, hellish land at night. Jizo is the protector of travelers (thus his statues are found at roadside shrines), but more importantly for Terayama, he spends each night gathering up the souls of dead children and protecting them from the tormenting demons. It is believed that those who die prior to the age of ten (including aborted or miscarried fetuses) are trapped in a kind of children's limbo (sai no kawara), where they are eternally doomed to build memorial pagodas for their ancestors, only to have the demons topple the pagodas each night. Terayama specifically refers to this tradition in songs and images appearing in "folkloric" and "autobiographical" works such as The Hunchback of Aomori and Cache-Cache Pastoral. 










Terayama transforms Aomori, Mount Osore, and local variations of Buddhism and folk religion into images of an exotic, lost, terrifying, feared, and desired other. Terayama chose to emphasize the mystical and superstitious aspects of this religious tradition (in particular the female shaman) in order to enhance the supernatural powers of his lustful, dangerous, seductive, often horrific female characters.

Terayama's wish to "reverse history ... without resorting to politics" implies nostalgia for a lost past, a craving to be associated with traditional outcast groups, and a yearning to revise the established structures of society. It is consistent with an undercurrent of desire and nostalgia expressed by many postwar artists. Even the Japanese government participates in this enterprise. As Jane Marie Law has noted, the revival of interest in Japanese folk arts since World War II is both a commercial boon to rural areas and artists, and a nostalgic response to the search for Japaneseness. By legitimizing and celebrating formerly outcast arts and artists, the Japanese government ". . . makes it possible both to posit a mythology of a common past shared by all Japanese people through an appeal to the idea of kokumin (national folk) and to camouflage a history of oppression of Japanese outcast groups" (1997, 262). Thus the official view is a kind of cultural tenko embracing reversibility: outcasts become insiders, the oppressed and marginalized become valorized and central.

Many other postwar artists have also attempted to "reverse history." Maverick kabuki superstar Ennosuke III (b. 1939) produces spectacular revivals of previously discarded kabuki plays that dismay some traditionalists, who prefer a more "refined" or "elegant" style of kabuki. It is an example of reversibility that those who today see themselves as "traditionalists" protecting the classical purity of kabuki are in fact the spiritual descendants of earlier "reformers" such as Danjuro IX (1838 — 1903). These reformers had tried to rid kabuki of excessive violence, sexually explicit material, and what they called "vulgar entertainment." They were generally successful in their attempts to transform kabuki (an originally outsider art that they associated with the discredited feudalism of the Edo era) into a classical, respectable genre suitable for "modern," western viewers.












In contrast, Ennosuke is attempting to rediscover an essentially rough, outcast theatre genre that is unique to Japan. He intentionally seeks out amateur actors of "farmers' kabuki" to learn performance patterns that have been forgotten by professionals. Ennosuke's flamboyant productions attract a new, youthful audience who previously imagined kabuki to be the slow, boring art of their grandparents. It should be noted that Ennosuke's goal is not only artistic. His "revivalism" is an attempt to combat the postwar sense of nonbelonging. In original works such as his hugely popular "super kabuki" Yamato Taken, he clearly yearns for a sense of kokumin informed by nostalgia for emperor worship and ancient Shinto mythology (Sorgenfrei 1987). Thus his project of revivalism is inherently bound up in a national reevaluation of the Japanese self, a postwar (often reactionary) trend that searches for a return to the shared, ancient "Japanese essence" of kokumin, and which is tacitly the project of the government's support of folk art.

If Ennosuke and the government are revivifying the past from a perspective that leans to the right, the impulse may also come from the left. Many early buto dancers sought a nostalgic re-creation of a mythical past from a position of humanistic universalism. Unlike those who desired a return to exclusive Japanese identity, they envisioned a pre-Edenic purity in which issues of race, gender, nation, and beauty were irrelevant. By shaving off body hair and painting their flesh white, they attempted to find a shared, global past untainted by the horrors of modernity, atomic radiation, or technology. Like others who embraced the philosophical positions supported by the American Occupation, their goal was to reaffirm Japanese membership in "the human race."

Terayama's passionate embrace of rural and formerly outcast performance must be viewed in the context of such trends. However, his goals varied from those of the other groups noted here. Although Terayama, like the Japanese government, offered opportunities for traditional, rustic performers and the physically different to practice their nearly lost arts, his reasons for doing so did not correspond to the official perspective. He did not wish to hide the history of oppression, but rather to celebrate and reverse it. In an interview, he commented on his views:

I don't like conservative society or conservative people. I am especial!y against ... "protecting the status quo," and this is the aim in my work ... As one of my primary themes I attack the Japanese family system. I am interested in the le, a time when there was a community of Japanese, before we had a nation-state called Japan. This was roughly a thousand years ago. ... In the center of the le was a family, which in Japan today has degenerated into the immediate family, quite a different thing. Yet the Japanese conception of
the nation still has this concept of le at its center. The national entity is perceived as a union of many individual le or communities. My feeling finally is that we need neither le nor the nation-state. . . . (Mellen 1975, 282).










Terayama's engagement with the nostalgic, grotesque past of rural Aomori reinforced his belief in eternal entrapment within the hellish matrix of family and blood. Although he valorized rural and outcast performance genres, he did not attempt to re-create a sense of kokumin. Instead, he sought a new type of group identity. Although he occasionally collaborated with buto choreographers, the black comedy and horror evident in much of Terayama's work lacks the redemptive power or the humanistic universalism of the "dark soul" of Japanese dance. He differed as well from the leftist playwrights whom Goodman suggests were seeking "the return of the gods," by explicitly rejecting political or messianic solutions; instead, he advocated a revolution of the imagination. His aim was the creation of a new "family" that would exist outside accepted relationships, one in which all members would be able to amaem, and for which he himself would be the father figure. To create this family, he would find it fruitful to insist on destroying the traditional ie and on "reversing history" by invoking the reversibility of modoki, soto, and uchi. 




Modoki in Action

The controversial radio play Adult Hunting and its 16 mm film version, The Emperor Tomato Ketchup (1969—1972, 4:290—313), are certainly among the most provocative of Terayama's works advocating radical role reversals, revolutionary imagination, and the destruction of traditional ie. The film was the winner of several awards in Japan and abroad, including the Special Jury Prize at the 1972 Toulon Film Festival. Its shocking, perverse, and even obscene content is simultaneously many things, including (despite Terayama's insistence to the contrary) political commentary. It is a vicious satire of militant leftist student radicals, an indictment of rightist militarism and of Mishima's private rightist army Tate no Kai (The Shield Society), a reminder of shameful, wartime Japanese atrocities about which no one dared to speak, a warning about the dangers of American cultural hegemony (represented by the ubiquitous use of images such as ketchup, cigars, the Bible, and the Constitution), and a rallying cry for children (and by extension, all powerless outcasts) who have been emotionally orphaned by their parents (or by the state as a stand-in for parents) to take charge of their fates through the power of "revolutionary imagination." In short, it contains reversals and reflections of the sacred and the polluted, the
inner and the outer, the right and the left, the permitted and the prohibited, the horrifically comic and the unspeakably vile.












By titling the film The Emperor Tomato Ketchup, Terayama takes direct aim at the very center of the ie. By associating the formerly divine emperor with the vulgar American condiment, the title reminds us of the modokfs role as the irreverent counterfeit deity who interprets the true god for mere mortals. Officially demoted to humanity, the previously cloistered Hirohito set about doing the will of the American Occupation forces by appearing among the people and attempting (however stiffly) to communicate with them. Previously, only the innermost circle had been permitted to speak directly to him; a special form of language had been reserved exclusively for the imperial tongue and ears. Suddenly, everything had gone topsy-turvy, and ketchup had become the universal language. No longer would a human interpreter or an impious impersonator be needed because, from some perspectives, the emperor had become the lowly parody of himself. In life, he served as his own modoki; in art, the modoki was the little boy "Emperor" in Terayama's irreverent film.

The Emperor Tomato Ketchup is a surrealistic collage of documents (voice-over in the actual film) and live action that follows the course of a children's revolution and the resultant torture and murder of adults. The children re-create all the worst behaviors of their parents, including fascistic bullying, rampant and indiscriminate sexual perversions, drunkenness, rape, murder, and atrocities committed in the name of political or ethnic purity. The following summary and quotations are derived from the published script (Terayama 1969—1972, 4:290— 313). This is the basis for the twenty-seven-minute version that is the "standard" experimental film. There is also a seventy-five-minute version (sometimes termed "the director's cut"), which differs in several key respects (most notably the ending) from the final film. In addition to the key adult and child actors in the film, Terayama used one hundred children as extras.

The script opens with a collage of written materials, including the Constitution of Tomato Ketchup, a Statute of Demerits, news stories, letters, a parable, and so on. Some items in the Constitution are the following:

Section 3: The Emperor's shoes shall be licked clean by the fathers, and the Emperor's boredom will be allayed by the violin-playing of the mothers.... Section 99: In the name of God, all children shall have freedom; freedom of conspiracy; freedom of treachery, control, and gluttony; freedom of despotism; freedom of sodomy with the Minister of War; freedom to wipe their asses with the Bible; the crest of a hanged man; the use of dolls, comics, and sexual perversion. Churches shall be treated as toilets, and all those who befriend cats shall be massacred. (290-292)










Teachers, children's book authors, welfare workers, and so on will be imprisoned or executed. Children are permitted to defile adult corpses upon the payment of appropriate taxes. The permitted uses of adult corpses include "dollmaking, playing dress-up, playing doctor, performing dissections, using the deceased's hair, teeth, or skin as personal ornaments, or as interior decoration. ..."(294—295).

A state of emergency is declared, and adult government moves to the suburbs. One son tries secretly to protect his parents and the family cat, hiding them in a back room like Anne Frank. After a while, be begins to enjoy the smell of the burning flesh of adults condemned to death. Finally, he betrays his parents, but assures them that he has purchased an elaborate Buddhist altar and will dutifully perform memorial rites for their souls.

Naked children smoke cigars and pose like prostitutes or gangsters. Other children brandish machine guns and massacre adults. An adult couple has been bound and gagged, stuffed in a closet. Other adults are rounded up and sent to concentration camps in which they are forced to pedal "man-powered planes," which do not leave the ground, or to knit huge, meaningless shapes of yarn. Children suckle the breasts of adult prostitutes, simmer the heads of adults in a large pot, listen enraptured to Hitler, urinate on the faces of adults, play with dolls, and perform sex acts that Terayama's script says "would make an adult blush" (303).

The children's violent behavior could be viewed as a vivid demonstration of how the most helpless members of society, those outcast others trapped in the nightmare hell that is family and state, might wish to rebel. It might also be a scatological reaction to the imposition of American democracy, the forced acceptance of the new Constitution, and the continued American military presence long after the end of the Occupation. Although powerful social criticism and even advocacy on behalf of the disenfranchised through black comedy may be possible readings of this disturbing satire, it is difficult to view either version of the film, or even to read the script, without feeling revulsion. It is even more difficult to understand how one scholar of Japanese cinema could have termed this film "a charming anarchist vision about children taking power to create the 'Empire of Tomatocatsup'" (Mellen 1975, 280). Yet there is a kind of strange naivete in Terayama's faith in the power of imagination. At the conclusion of the published screenplay, a group of children rushes the plane, which is earthbound with its adult crew peddling away. But the children, with their free "criminal" imaginations unfettered by outmoded laws or social constructs, may be able to make it fly. Birds flutter wildly as the children charge the plane.

The seventy-five-minute version ends quite differently. After an agonizingly
long, violent, and futile battle between two boys in military uniforms who play "scissors-paper-stone" to determine who gets to beat up whom (a sequence that Terayama later separated out as a twelve-minute experimental film titled Scissors-Paper-Stone War (I Janken senso]), the camera offers close-up portraits of children made-up to look like various historical dictators. Thus the long version of the film seems to suggest that militarism and authoritarianism are inherent in human nature, a conclusion that undercuts the surreal optimism that makes the short version so provocatively ambiguous. The two versions of this film are clear examples of how Terayama resisted closure and preferred indeterminacy. Constantly revising his scripts and productions, Terayama refused to allow even the fixed form of a film to represent authorial intent.
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No other work of Terayama's is as deeply disturbing as this early film, precisely because real children are apparently engaged in actual sex and other taboo activities. In most of his live-theatre pieces, the actors are adults or adolescents, often heavily made-up in unrealistic fashion and dressed in theatrical garb. They perform what is clearly highly choreographed, often surreal behavior. Thus the most bizarre and sadomasochistic antics, such as those in Directions to Servants, retain an aura of artificiality that offers the possibility of psychological distance. Although such distancing and artificiality are intentionally violated in the "city dramas," even the most unconventional of those works did not involve what appears to be child pornography.

How are we to comprehend Terayama's intention in this paradoxical work? Is it primarily the utopian dream of the power of pure imagination as symbolized by the man-powered plane, or is it a cautionary tale of revolutionary zeal gone mad? Does it reflect Terayama's desire to create a new "family" and to take up his role as an adult male in Japan, or is it an adolescent fantasy lashing
out against parental control? Is it a condemnation of Japanese participation in wartime atrocities and the alliance with Hitler, or is it a perverse celebration of the fact that at heart, all humans are amoral children capable of unspeakable acts? Is it progressive, reactionary, or merely intentionally contradictory? Is it art or pornography? The answer to all of these questions, of course, is the same: both film and screenplay are both and neither. Terayama is challenging and interrogating the easy "either/or" version. His complex, difficult, and often darkly comic works are embedded in reversibility, simultaneity, and paradox.










The Hunchback ofAomori offers a far more oblique parody of traditional Japanese society, ie and the tenko-like, postwar embrace of American-style democracy. By choosing to parody Sophocles' Oedipus Rex, among the most iconic of western plays, Terayama takes aim at the "holy myth" of America. Like others who adapted Greek tragedy in order to comment on postwar Japan, Terayama posits a difference between contemporary reality and the imaginary ideal of "ancient Greek democracy." By invoking the intentionally misleading, incorrect image of a Greece governed by a "pure" form of direct, inclusive, "people's" democracy, these artists were able to interrogate the reality of Japan's postwar situation. They argued that in contrast to the populist myth, Japanese democracy derived from a compulsory, colonialist agenda determined by the conquering Americans — a corrupt, alien imposition. Although his political leanings differed radically from those of the essentially humanist Suzuki Tadashi (The Trojan Women; Clytemnestra; Electra; Dionysus) or the leftist Satoh Makoto (Hello, Hero! Three Episodes in the Unending Ending, a trilogy based on Antigone) whose views fall in line with those described by Goodman, like them, Terayama appropriated "exotic" Greek mythology to question Japan's past and present (Sorgenfrei 2005).

In exploring his deeply ambiguous relationship with American culture and democracy, Terayama also employed the kabuki technique of mitate (substitution of a former time or literary "world" for the present, traditionally employed to avoid censorship). The historical analogy (mitate) to the plot of Hunchback is this: During the nineteenth century, a naive, subservient Japan (like Matsu the former servant girl) worshipped the rich, powerful master (western culture) who ultimately raped and betrayed her. As his mistress and eventual heir, she grew rich and learned to emulate her despised rapist. In the process, she lost her soul and became a sadistic monster capable of inflicting rape, torture, and possible murder on her own children, the younger generation of Japanese. The hunchbacked orphan, whose deformity is analogous to Oedipus' deformed feet, is the innocent child whose birth is the result of rape by the west, depicted both as the rich, powerful, abusive, hateful, but absent male master/father and as the desired, unknowable, terrifying, godlike mother/other. The boy
is contaminated, unclean, a social pariah who is clearly related to the hibakusha (victims of nuclear disease resulting from the atomic blasts at Hiroshima and Nagasaki). He is tormented by powerful, desirable, horrible females —simultaneously mothers, whores, brides, virgins, delicate young things, and sadistic monsters—who seduce, torture, nurture, abandon, and murder him. These tormenting females are representative of the impossibility of spiritual and social integration with the west, with American democracy, and with the Japanese past. The dream of becoming one with the hated yet desired other cannot be obtained by embracing foreign ideals forced upon a helpless, defeated, raped nation (Sorgenfrei 1992; 2005).












In addition to mitate, Terayama also implies a kind of semiotic modokity his staging choices. Both the Oedipus tale and western theatrical conventions are parodied by casting a flamboyant male transvestite dressed in overdone "western" finery as the seductive mother. Does this mean that Japan's traumatic rape is not really to be taken seriously? Is Matsu nothing but a painted diva wallowing in high camp agony? In full view of the audience, the transvestite Matsu and the girl Minstrel disengage from the action to argue tooth and nail about the "truth" of this clearly theatrical, nonrealistic performance. Is this Brechtian alienation, or just a staged catfight?

A photograph from the initial production suggests that although this "freak show" takes place in a distant time and an exotic locale, it represents a parodied version of ie. The painted background is dominated by a huge rayed sun (symbol of imperial Japan) with Mount Fuji and a lotus blossom (symbol of Buddhist paradise) on either side. A transparent scrim or front curtain is divided into three parts, like a traditional triptych. At left (from the audience's viewpoint) are grouped the Girl Minstrel and the crippled old men and hags who act as chorus; isolated at center is the hunchback himself; at the audience's right is a grouping of the dowager Matsu and her grotesque household. On each section of the scrim appears the large Japanese character ie, meaning "house" or "family."

The family name of the Master's ie, or house, of which the former, raped servant girl is now the head, is Taisho, the imperial name of the period from 1912 — 1926. Consequently, there is an implied identity between the dead Master, who was the rapist father of Matsu's deformed child, and the dead Taisho emperor, who was the father of Hirohito, himself the formerly divine emperor who had presided over the ie of wartime Japan. By 1967, Hirohito had diminished to an American toy. The clearest image of the beginning of this reversal is the famous photograph of Hirohito and MacArthur standing side by side. It was taken on September 27, 1945, at the first meeting between the defeated emperor and the American victor. Not only does this image shockingly suggest some sort of equality between the two, but it then proceeds to undercut that very suggestion by virtually shrinking the body of Hirohito. We see the former god-emperor as a tiny gentleman in a frock coat who is literally dwarfed by the tall, broad-shouldered, protective American general (see Dower 2000, 294).









Copyrighted image removed by Publisher


The Emperor Tomato Ketchup and The Hunchback ofAomori present Terayama's ambiguous engagement with the west by obliquely exploring aspects of Japan's militarist past and defeated present. Through modekiand mitate, these works present variations of ie, patriarchy, reversibility, tenko, female sexual power and outcast status. Yet they ultimately seem to blame Japan for its own confused state, suggesting that the acceptance of western attitudes was not the result of Japanese agency but of passive victimization. From this perspective, Japan had been lulled to sleep by traditional concepts and/or by unbridled intoxication with an exotic other.

In contrast, the New York version of La Marie-Vison and We're AllRiding mi a Circus Elephant (the alternate play suggested for production at La Mama) both take direct aim not at Japan as victim, but at America as temptress/rapist/victimizer. Although in these plays Terayama diverts his view from self-imposed
victimization and implies the possibility of agency through the radical selftransformation resulting from revolutionary imagination, he does not tully abandon the image of Japan as childlike victim of the west.















The Gods of the West: Staging Christianity, Movies, and American Culture

In the revised version of La Marie-Vison and in We're All Riding on a Circus Elephant, Terayama makes his points not by imaginative forays into the folkloric Japanese past, but by using the dramaturgy of the west to skewer the west. All of the following references to La Marie-Vison are to the revised script.

From the moment the New York version of La Marie-Vison opens, Terayama's satirical images of the decadent west tell us we are in the world of modoki. Beyond occasional references to Tokyo locales, little suggests that this is a Japanese play. An old-fashioned gramophone plays Zarah Leander's "La Habanera" in a room decorated in "pseudoclassic style," replete with a western clawfoot bathtub. Marie's servant resembles "good old Eric von Stroheim," the former director/lover to Sunset Boulevard's Norma Desmond. Like the wicked stepmother in Snow White, Marie asks his mirror, "Who is most beautiful?"

Marie reads a newspaper report about an obscenely rich New Yorker who had invited seven hundred guests to watch the abortive flight of a rare butterfly. As noted earlier, Kin'ya's absurd education is a parody of Arthur Kopit's 1960 Oh Dad, Poor Dad, Mamma's Hung You in the Closet and I'm Feelin' So Sad, which has itself been called a "a pseudo-classical tragifarce in a bastard French tradition" (Esslin 1969, 270). Additional objects of parody include iconic western cultural artifacts such as movies (Sunset Boulevard, Jean Harlow, and Snow White), plays (Oh Dad, Poor Dad..., Beckett's Act Without Words I, and O'Neill's Long Day's Journey into Night), children's literature (fairy tales and I he Little Prince), and music (Zarah Leander, Yves Montand, Henry Mancini, Bach, and Wagner). However, the primary object of parody is Christianity. Marie becomes the blasphemous modokito both the Judeo-Christian God and Jesus Christ.

Muddled Christian imagery begins with the Garden of Eden, the drawing room in which Marie releases wild creatures (butterflies) for Kin'ya's education. Marie makes it clear that he is the creator of all the varied species, for he paints each one. We learn later that Marie is also the creator ot Kin'ya, since he arranged the rape of Kin'ya's natural mother, a virgin who died in childbirth. Marie literally snatched Kin'ya from his dying mother's womb, placed him in this garden, and raised him free of outside "corruption." Thus Kin'ya is also the holy child of a "virgin birth."
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In the garden/parlor, Marie's disembodied face gazes at Kin'ya from a high window. Kin'ya takes pleasure in torturing and murdering rare, pregnant butterflies in order to "crucify" them for display. One day, after eating an apple lowered into the garden by the servant, Kin'ya discovers a new creature: the butterfly boy/girl. Although here the eating of the apple occurs before the appearance of Eve/Satan, he/she offers Kin'ya new knowledge (butterfly language and the world outside) and new possibilities, including the inevitable linkage between sex and death. God/Marie "who planned it all this way" sent the fluttering boy/girl, just as God sent Eve to Adam. The butterfly boy/girl tells Kin'ya that "in order to become a butterfly . . . you have to be smeared with poison. You have to get dirty. You have to cheat and kill." Kin'ya kneels in prayer, calling out to the absent Marie to save him from this butterfly and from the vampiric ghosts of other sex-starved girls. Amid thunder, lightning, and loud music, Marie's booming, laughing voice answers his prayers like the voice of God. The first part of the play ends as Marie says, "Just don't pay any attention to that syphilitic butterfly. Lay down and be quiet, and Mother will come down and sing you a lullaby."

During the intermezzo between the two parts that symbolize the Old and New Testaments, the servant acts as a literal modoki. He parodies Marie's position as God in a topsy-turvy universe. Since it was the servant who lowered the apple, we assume that he also represents Satan. From the perspective of traditional Japanese performance, Satan, the fallen angel who had coveted God's power and who tempted Adam and Eve with false knowledge, would certainly be seen as a kind of modoki, a poor counterfeit of the deity. To the strains of Bach's Toccata and Fugue in D Minor played "on the sacred organ," he "dances like a demon-possessed somnambulist," recites a homosexual poem, and disguises himself as Marie. Looking in a mirror, he marvels, "This is the real me I've never let anyone see." He determines to replace God/Marie: "That's it! I'll die as Marie and be reincarnated all at once."












Seven false Mink Maries, "all pretty as a nightmare, come flying onto stage and do a gorgeous dance" to Yves Montand's rendition of the song "La Marie Vison." Are they representative of the seven seals of the apocalypse? The seven deadly sins? A collective Antichrist who is mistaken for the second coming of Jesus? Or are they merely Snow White's seven dwarves? Suddenly, Marie returns, the fantasy evaporates, and the servant becomes servile once again. He laments, "Ah, I missed dying once more. I'll really make it next time, though. Oh, I want so much to find a way to die a brave, horse-like death!"

The intermezzo anticipates later plays such as Directions to Servants, in which servant/master role inversions and fiction/reality masks are more pronounced. Although the implications of servants impersonating and rebelling against a domineering Master/God are not pursued further in La Marie-Vison, the scene is a clear allusion to Genet's The Maids and The Balcony. Structurally, the intermezzo also works as a parody of the ai-kyogen separating the two halves of many no plays. The ai-kyogen is one of the traditional uses of modoki. As in certain no plays, Marie in the first part is the god disguised, in this case by layers of makeup and costume. In the intermezzo, the god's dance is burlesqued and even blasphemed by a modoki. In the second part, Marie will be revealed in his true form, as the incarnation of Christ at the Last Supper, savior to his son Kin'ya, who is also Everyman.

The next scene is three days later, a time period that clearly evokes Jesus' sojourn in hell. Although Terayama's Christian imagery can become somewhat confused (for example, both Kin'ya and Marie seem to represent Jesus at various times), it is nonetheless pronounced. In the first half, Kin'ya represents God's creation Adam tempted by the satanic apple and by the seductive, deadly Eve. However, he is also God/Marie's only son, born of a virgin who was made pregnant by the will of God/Marie. Like Jesus, he must suffer, die, and be reborn. At the end of the first half, we see him as though on the cross, essentially asking why God has forsaken him. But instead of silence, Marie answers his prayer.










Now, we witness Kin'ya/Jesus' descent into hell. The stage directions are very clear:

i Three days later. The bathtub is brim full of hot water, and men are full of the heat of desire. Together they form a circuit of "time." Finally, a dim red light shines down on a tattooed Sailor. He is standing, completely naked, facing upstage. His pose suggests that he is pissing Oh the table in front of him. Mink Marie holds an extremely classical feather fan in one hand and is watching every move the Sailor makes with rapt attention. On a sofa a short distance away, Two Naked Boys are playing with each other in an obscene manner, but giving the effect of a Michelangelo fresco. An Intermesgp in Hell. 

Marie has been tracing the outline of the naked sailor's penis. He displays it, exclaiming, "This is one of the real masterpieces among God's recent creations." Marie begins to make love to the sailor in the bathtub, as the naked boy poets recite a verse in honor of Marie. In the verse, Marie is called "Thou sainted queer! Thou awe inspiring angel of the goals" who has spent "ten score and ten long days . . . behind prison walls" and who has endured crucif1xion "nailed fast to the mast and killed." He is also called "slaughterer of roses." Prison, homosexuality, crime, roses, and sainthood are allusions that inevitably bring to mind Genet.

When Kin'ya, consumed with the "knowledge of evil" and a sense of his own filth, permits the butterfly boy/girl to strangle him to death, he tells the story of a beautiful butterfly named "Church" that he had entombed in a clock until it died. Unlike Church, Kin'ya is not allowed to remain dead. To organ music and a tableau of the Last Supper, Jesus/Marie performs the miracle of resurrection. As lipstick and rouge are applied to Kin'ya, he rises from the dead.

The Judeo-Christian God is revealed to be nothing but an illusion, a dirtyold man masquerading as a woman. His treatment of his son, like the west's treatment of Japan, is a cruel joke. Japan, like Kin'ya, is being groomed to be the whore of God. Terayama's familiar theme of the helpless, feminine Japan raped and sodomized by the decadent west is not fully abandoned, but the emphasis has changed. The victim is neither transformed into a victimizer (like Matsu in Hunchback}, nor is he helplessly manipulated by abstract forces such as heredity or society (like Tsukio in Inugamior Yamataro in Heretics). Instead, blame is placed directly on the active agent of rape: Mar1e, who is clearly identif1ed as the feared, desired, despised, omnipotent mother, God, and the west—all embodied in the myth of America. Comic parody masks social criticism.

When La Mama's Ellen Stewart picked LaMarie-Vison rather than the newer We're All Riding on a Circus Elephant, Terayama faced a dilemma. He had been
shifting his interest away from folkloric imagery and Ajasean conflicts performed in a claustrophobic, womblike setting. Yet this play fell into that earlier production style. Although he spent considerable energy rewriting the script to emphasize the Christian imagery, by the time he began rehearsals in New York, he seemed to have lost interest in the content. He was intrigued instead by simultaneous and environmental staging. Mel Gussow of the New York Times reviewed the production, which bore little resemblance to the Tokyo original:












The theatre is laid out like a long studio apartment, slightly divided into sections. From almost everywhere everyone can see almost everything.... In each area something is happening. A man carefully polishes a toilet seat. In the parlor two homosexuals are intertwined in an embrace. A black man slowly coats his face with white powder, while next to him a woman mops the floor. A gymnast runs in place. It is a bit like a six-ring circus of actor's exercises and gestures, but the movements are rhythmic and hypnotic and they seem to build. (1970)

Almost none of this action is suggested by the script. Terayama later spoke in a German interview about his staging choices:

For a long time, I've distrusted the division of stage and auditorium into levels of two different heights. It establishes a difference in the level between the audience and the play.... Shall I build the "house" of the group that performs La Marie-Vison—or shall I build Mink Marie's house? This was an important decision, because it defines the audience's relation to the theatre. If we had turned the stage into a house for the performance of La Marie-Vison, the walls would have become abstracted as they transformed into a world, and the Fiction-Reality relationship would have transformed into the I-Not-I relationship. There would have been a borderline between audience and stage . . . The audience would have been expelled from the play, from the house of the play. They would only have had the experience of "window-shopping/watching." They would have viewed Mink Marie as though she were an exhibit in a window. ... I thought of Mink Marie's house and La Mama as a unity. . . . [But] our quickly built house lacked the memories of many people [i.e., the inhabitants].... I had to fill Marie's house with our mutual memories by creating variations on fairy tales. (Hubricht 1971, 51-53)

A few months earlier, during his dialogue with Mishima for The Tide, he had commented that he would be "going to America to direct a play in a country whose language I cannot speak." Mishima cautioned him, referring to disastrous productions in which western directors had worked with Japanese actors without knowing Japanese. Terayama answered that language is irrelevant: "If I want them to laugh in a particular scene, I'll laugh to show them what to do. In essence, I think that being 'a word magician' is nothing more than abandoning meaning" (Mishima and Terayama 1970, 148).










Terayama seriously overestimated the skills of his New York cast, as well as his own abilities to work with them. He chose actors from a variety of backgrounds, including professionals, students, and street people. Although he had only four weeks for rehearsals, he avoided blocking and text-based dialogue. Entire rehearsals were devoted to improvisational exercises such as shouting dirty words, talking about oneself, touching naked bodies in the dark, walking a precise distance in a precise time span, or using nonsense words, onomatopoeia, and random sound associations.

Although the revised version called for only male actors, he cast four women "to act as mediators with the audience." He spent an entire day working with one actress who did not have a single line of dialogue, rehearsing a nonverbal, nonscripted Cinderella tale. He created a transvestite cabaret as part of the multilocale set, working with a (former?) gang member to create scenes of racial and homosexual conflict. Another actor was given a bicycle to ride randomly around the set, representing the wind (Hubricht 1971,43 — 55). None of these sequences appears in either version of the script, and none added to the audience's ability to understand its meaning. It is therefore not surprising that Mel Gussow, a normally astute observer, failed to grasp the play's content. His review noted:

Shuji Terayama has been praised as Japan's leading avant-garde playwright, and his work, "La Marie-Vison" ("Mink Marie"), which he wrote and directed, has been praised as a masterpiece.... I expected a chamber of horrors, a Grand Guignol of grotesques, a conjurer's nightmare, an orgy at Marie's place. Instead, it appears to be an intriguing environment in need of a play.... Curiously, it is the surface of this show—the costumes, make-up, lights, props and that live scenery—that is glittering and imaginative. It is the interior that is lacking in insight and resonance. (1970)

In light of Sakabe's discussion of omote and kage, it is significant that Gussow pointed out that the "surface" is "glittering" but that the "interior" is lacking. Terayama clearly lost his way by forcing a new production style on a play that already had its own inherent surface reflective of its true interior. If he had retained faith in his own script, if he had directed the excellent play that he had written and rewritten instead of emphasizing experimental acting exercises, the audience would have had a very different and potentially far more satisfying experience.
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The other play that Terayama had offered La Mama, while certainly not as intriguing on any level, did present one advantage: Its production style matched both its text and the type of experimentation that was beginning to interest Terayama. Lacking a coherent plot, We're AU Riding on a Circus Elephant depicts the collapse of western civilization as a free-form collage advocating group anarchy and actor improvisation. The stage is a boxing ring. Those actors who are "onstage" get into the boxing ring and assault each other with words. Others heckle and cheer at the sidelines, or act as a rhythm-and-blues chorus while changing costumes i tr wigs. Taking as its coda Andy Warhol's dictum that everyone gets fifteen minutes of fame, actor transformations depict the breakdown of Japanese values and selfhood due to an obsession with popular American culture. The following quotations and my summary of the action are based on the translation of Terayama's script prepared by Don Kenny and Aoi Yoji for La Mama (n.d.).










The initial sequence parodies the Japanese craving to learn English. Like Ionesco's The Bald Soprano, language lessons break down into meaningless absurdities or bizarre phrases reminiscent of the "Japlish" emblazoned on Japanese T-shirts. The "boxing match" of English words and phrases becomes a litany of American movie stars, culminating in the phrase, "Let's all tickle Jean Harlow." This line signals the beginning of the transformation into the second scene.

A papier-mache bodybuilder draped in an American-flag loincloth is placed behind the actress impersonating Harlow, who lolls seductively over an antique chair. The other actors ply her with one hundred dirty questions, finally tickling her, ripping her gown, and wrapping her in a Japanese flag as they carry her out of the ring. Icy, unattainable, American blond-bombshell sexuality is defeated by incorporating its most potent icon into the Japanese self. The image is a fantasy wish-fulfillment that belies reality.

A long, bitter poem is read to rhythm-and-blues music. It captures Terayama's ambivalent attitude to America. It reads in part:

Oh, America! / You killed my father in the sea battle at New Guinea! 
Oh, America! / Land of Coca-Cola floods and the hair on Sean Con- 
   nery's chest! 
Oh, America! / Land that bore Abbott and Costello! 
Oh, America! / Land of farewell where the dogs in the homes for the 
  aged are talented / And hot dogs are delicious! 
Oh, America! / Land of Jesse James and his great train robberies! 
Oh, America! / Land of Natalie Wood who would like to lick your cock 
   just once if possible! 
Oh, America! / Land of Cassius Clay who writes poetry in his Cadillac! 
Oh, America! / Land of "My Foolish Heart!" 
Oh, America! / Land of murders in Vietnam! (13-15) 


After this anguished poem-song, a group of stereotypical Americans sits on chairs in the boxing ring. They include a cowboy, a hippie, a prostitute, an insurance salesman, et cetera. In a carefully orchestrated improvisation, they begin making various noises, creating a cacophony of typical American sounds such as gum-chewing, dogs barking, motorcycles roaring, and western music blaring. Finally, they are conducted into a parody of a symphony of America singing. The symphony becomes an ode to Superman, mourning the death of George Reeves and reminding us of the value of imagination and escapism in a world of meaningless violence. Reeves is lamented as "One who appears in the wasteland of the soul / A Messiah / The only phantom worth remembering." (23)












Various improvisations follow, including a scene in which teenage boys transform a lesson about the Japan-America Mutual Security Pact into the chant, "We want sex. We want war." Other scenes include an orphanage with Marilyn Monroe, Tarzan, Lou Gehrig, Geronimo, and Al Capone as potential adoptees; a movie Western duel between a father and son; a game of chance based on football and performed on a mat painted like Coney Island; and a final scene in which a rapist speaks of his loneliness.

In the rapist's speech, we learn that even violent, forbidden sex brings no joy. The rapist concludes, "I like people. But I hate America." He recites a final poem exhorting the world to stop the inexorable flow of time, to avoid war by substituting imagination, symbolized by the circus. It includes the lines:

The age is riding on the back of a cowardly elephant and coming our 
  way!... 
Toward the Kill-Everybody-River! 
At least teach that elephant some circus tricks! 
The decaying age is riding on the back of an elephant! 
Let me hear that it's not just a nightmare! 
But the sounds from a honky-tonk! Will you please?! 
Oh, Age! Teach that elephant some tricks! (57) 


America is depicted as a mythic land of empty cultural stereotypes, where surface Hollywood glitter masks urban decay, crime, and violence. It is the incarnation of all that might lead the world to the brink of war and ultimate extinction. America is terrible, desirable, and unknowable, the embodiment of the unattainable other.

Circus Elephant offers a relatively clear, straightforward criticism of the shallowness of American culture. It doesn't really work as a full-fledged parody but seems more like a piece of jazz, riffing on thematic variations. With the exceptions of cardboard cutouts of Hollywood matinee idols and the lost, childhood ideals of Superman, there is no deity for the modoki to partner, parody, interpret, or counterfeit.

Although the staging is far from original, Terayama had been a boxing enthusiast for many years, so the boxing-ring metaphor may have come naturally to him. Although a boxing ring is an enclosed, raised performance space separated from the audience, it is not a claustrophobic womb-cave into which a voyeuristic audience gazes from the privacy of a darkened auditorium. Rather, the audience is seated on all sides, thereby denying any viewer a privileged position. Viewers and actors can reciprocally gaze at each other, and all audience members can gaze across and through the staging area to see other spectators who in turn gaze back and objectify them. Of course, this concept was not
created by Terayama, nor is it unique to him, but it does suggest his developing interest in reciprocity and in exploring a wide variety of staging options.










In 1969 and 1970, Terayama wrote and directed musicals, street plays, improvisational pieces, parodies, and folkloric, autobiographical works. Thus, while Circus Elephant may seem to lack the originality, creative urgency, and dramaturgical skill of some other early works, it accurately demonstrates Terayama's desire to move beyond the confines of the womb-stage, to explore issues outside the self and home, and to actively engage what he perceives to be the world of American soto. As such, it paves the way for a discussion of those works that completely shatter all connections to traditional theatre spaces and traditional actor-audience relationships.




The Architecture of Soto and Uchi: Staging Reversibility

As Terayama moved away from enclosed, pictorial staging, he experimented with a variety of styles. In some of these new works, tiny, claustrophobic rooms confine viewers in darkness, mimicking blindness. Walls shatter, screens open, and once-hidden (even forbidden) worlds appear. City streets and public baths become theatres. Audience members summoned by mail become unwitting actors and authors of private dramas, while others are transformed into voyeurs forced to witness sadomasochistic acts. Maps lead would-be audience members to inexplicable events. The public is attacked by samurai swords or assaulted by fire and incense. Man-powered airplanes are sacrificed in fiery rituals, and simultaneous action creates multiple perspectives. New social relationships are constructed by chance encounters; the roles of audience and actor, self and other, human and deity are parodied and reversed. Terayama discusses a number of these experiments in the excerpts from The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea in part 2.

One of Terayama's first plays to break out of the enclosed confines of the picture frame was his 1969 The Crime of Dr. Galigari. This work takes place in a specially constructed "house" composed of various small "rooms" that are curtained off from one another. There is no special seating for the audience, which, like the audience for many of Grotowski's plays, is limited to forty "guests" who must sit wherever they can find space. Scenes and intermezzi occur simultaneously in different rooms. Some begin at seven o'clock, others at eight, and one final scene, at nine. Until the final nine-o'clock scene, no one has more than a partial view of the action. Often, the occupants of one curtained room can hear but not see what is happening in other rooms.












The play deals with the created family, the fluidity of personal identity, and the effect of the other's gaze; the staging begins to question the meaning of soto and uchi. Terayama expressed his ideas in a separate manifesto:

—The relationship between "those who observe" and "those who are observed" must be a shared experience.

—At the same time, the audience must have "a face," must be able to declare itself as such, so that the individual may find his or her identity in an encounter. 

—By demanding an encounter and by carefully selecting spectators who will go out to meet the characters, theatre propagates group fantasy. However, this encounter is a sterile one unless it alters the inner world of all participants....

—A theatre is no longer a set of facilities especially designed for performance, with seats and a stage. It is a "place" in which to seize the opportunity to seek a shared experience. But it is also a flexible span of time. (1975,84— 86)

The "rooms" of Galigari include a bath in which the barely pubescent daughter soaks lasciviously with two older boys, whom she sadistically forces to pretend to be her sons; the locked toilet in which an enigmatic boarder resides; the dining room presided over by a grandmother who tries to feed everyone bread and milk; the father's private room where he communes with his masturbatory sex-machine; a mezzanine floor, which houses characters from detective fiction, rural legend, fantasy, Japanese TV, and boys' comic books; and so on. The main action centers on the appearance of an uninvited guest, number 41, whose entrance disrupts the ritualized, game-playing activities of the family. He is searching for his identity and attempting to join the family.

Terayama's obsession with time is reflected in the precise control needed to make the simultaneous scenes end together. It is also made concrete during the first intermezzo, in which a large grandfather clock with a person inside stops. All action in all rooms ceases, and the lights go to black. In the pitch-dark, timeless void, the Oldest Son appears in the guise of Boy Detective Kobayashi grown old. Aided by folklore and fantasy characters, lit only by flashlights, he seeks the key to the Twenty Doors, behind which lies some incredible secret. Both Kobayashi and the Twenty Doors are icons of early Japanese television.

For the final "family conference," all curtains are thrown open. The walls have dissolved; the audience and actors find themselves in the midst of a ritualized card game. The object is to find the card representing one's own role or personal identity. It becomes increasingly clear that identity is transitory and
reversible, that real life, history, and theatre are nothing but creations of the imagination. Guest 41 imagines various life stories and nationalities for himself, concluding that among many other possible identities, he can become










An elephant keeper for a circus far removed from political assassinations. A bicycle race tipster. A pimp for a weepy alcoholic prostitute. Also the seven-faced Bannai Tarao. And then, too, I can become myself.... Me myself who can never be anything but an eternal refugee actor who sends out blind doves from the national boundary line. Who are you? (Terayama 1969, 66)

In answer, Guest 42 rises and rings the bell, as 41 had done at the play's opening. He states that he has become number 41, repeating 41's lines like an echo. By invoking Bannai Tarao, Terayama conjures childhood nostalgia and the shifting nature of identity, since this is a fictional detective famous for his disguises. The hero of novels by Hisa Yoshitake, he was immortalized in eleven movies made between 1947 and 1960. The character was revived in two additional films dating from 1978.

As the play concludes, music from Wagner's Flying Dutchman plays. The musical citation refers to the desperate plight of a man exiled from society, doomed to an eternal, hopeless search for the love of an ideal female. Finally, the actors exit into the street, then turn back to the audience and laugh boisterously. All barriers have dissolved. The final stage directions read: "The lights black out slowly for the second act, which will be begun by the audience left inside" (1969, 69).

No character named Galigari has appeared; nevertheless, the title seems to cite the German expressionist film The Cahinet of Dr. Caligari, which deals with issues of madness, authority, and identity. Misreading "Cagliari," Rolf has noted that the opening sentence of Artaud's "Theatre and the Plague" includes the phrase "the small town of Caligari, Sardinia" (Rolf and Gillespie 1992, 233). To a Japanese audience, the name Galigari also suggests discomfort or annoyance, sincegari-gari is the Japanese onomatopoeia for a scratching or grating sound. The Crime of Dr. Galigari also appeared as a graphic book, in the form that Terayama called "paper theatre" (1970). "Paper theatre," like manga (popular, sometimes pornographic comic books), is a genre that is meant to stimulate the reader's creative participation by the juxtaposition of photos, drawings, and portions of the script. Terayama may also have been nostalgically or ironically citing a very different type of "paper theatre," the itinerant kami-shibai storytellers whose illustrated solo performances were ubiquitous immediately after World War II.

In later productions, darkness and audience isolation became even more
significant. At the 1975 Tokyo production of A Journal of the Plague Year, small groups of audience members were curtained offinto pitch-black, disconcerting islands of seclusion. I attended the opening night. Seated on tiny, high platforms for long periods of time, we could only hear the sounds of hammering, opening and closing curtains, and disconnected portions of dialogue from other areas of the performance space. To keep some sense of physical and geographic continuity in this darkness, we were forced into intimate relationships with strangers seated next to us. Touching one's neighbor, even holding onto a stranger, alleviated the sense of total isolation, vertigo, and abandonment.
Strangers were consequently forced into new encounters, new families, new identities by this simulated blindness.
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In the 1972 Amsterdam performance of Opium War, claustrophobia was so effectively created that some audience members were overcome by hysteria. Prior to the performance, Terayama had vowed that the play "would extend the development of audience participation drama as we know it, by taking place in a secret chamber." He promised that the audience would be

. .. hacked to pieces, locked in, and would only be able to come in contact with a part of the drama. The audience will have to gain access to the other parts of the drama by means of their own powers of imagination. Where does drama leave off and reality begin? This is one of the questions we are asking with the piece. (Ryan 1972, 88)

Terayama's program notes for Directions to Servants state that the work is "freely inspired by Jonathan Swift's satire." In contrast to Swift's novel, there is no master against whom the servants can rebel; rather, Terayama suggests that each person has an internal master who is her or his own enemy. Actors are forced to relate to machines, which they manipulate themselves. Some machines physically torture the actors, while others serve as bizarre sexual substitutes. Each actor plays a different type of servant, but the identities of master and servant are not stable. One is also reminded of Genet's The Maids, despite the external "realism" of that play's performance style.

The work opens with a "Saint-Master Machine," which creates a master from a man who












... is, as yet, no-one: he is naked, and has no body-hair. He looks forward expressionlessly. The Saint-Master Machine slowly lowers a wig on to his shaved head. Then another part of the Machine supplies him with a moustache ... and then glasses, teeth and a hand. Now a Master, he stands up on his chair. He puts on a gown, but then realizes that he has no shoes. (Tenjo Sajiki 1980(7], 2)

In the European productions of Directions to Servants, enclosed audience seating segments, each holding about twenty people, were transported to the various parts of the "mansion" by hovercraft. These could be totally covered by curtains so that the audience had no view, or opened on one or more sides for a partial view. No group saw the same scene as any other group, and they had no control over where they were sent. Video monitors sometimes offered mediated perspectives. The ultimate master was Terayama, who determined what they could see and moved them around the performance space.

For the 1978 workshop at Amsterdam's Mickery Theater, Terayama contrived a variety of audience experiences. This workshop included a complex pattern for the mobile seating units, stationary seating for audience members who viewed the first half of the production from an upper level and then were forced to move to a lower level, and video. In addition, there were acting spaces behind walls or in small rooms that were totally invisible to all members of the audience. Randomly assigned, color-coded tickets determined each spectator's seat (Schoenmakers 1979).

Although Terayama created a many-roomed mansion for the 1980 American production of Directions to Servants at New York's La Mama, each member of the audience had only one perspective from which to observe the bizarre, sadomasochistic interactions between actors and machines, masters and servants, fiction and reality. In New York, they were forced to climb teetering ladders and to sit on precarious ledges to see the action (Myers 1981). In all versions of the play, there was a strong sense of either being forced into the position of voyeur, or of being forbidden to see certain scenes that were nevertheless audible.

In considering Terayama's use of shifting space, as well as his concepts of simultaneity and the partial perception of reality, it may be helpful to consider traditional Japanese architecture. On each floor of a home, a single large "room" is divided by shoji, the sliding screen doors that can open or close to expand or contract space, to expose or conceal exterior vistas, or to create or destroy other interior "rooms." These screen walls are made of paper, so that when they slide shut, you can hear but not see what is going on in adjoining rooms. Feet patter outside. Falling objects can be heard clattering and
banging. People talk, whisper, laugh, make love, drink, or eat. These things occur "out there," yet still within the uchi world. We must use our imagination to participate in or to ignore the lives in the next room. Uchi and soto are combined inside the house. Self and other merge within the family dwelling. The only walls that are truly impenetrable—made of rock or stone or thick mud — are the walls surrounding the compound, walls that create an enclosed universe.










In The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea, Terayama wrote of the dissolving wall, but rather than citing traditional Japanese architecture, he pointed to the theories of Italian architect Gio Ponti (1891 — 1979). Terayama notes that "Gio Ponti says, '[through the transparency of its windows] . . . architecture . . . must reveal the difference of rooms and individualize them.'" Terayama called for physical space to be organized like a map, creating a geography of desire, a mythical construct that both exists as potential and as immediate reality. He invoked Gio Ponti's maxim that for architecture to function in society, walls must disappear. Ponti wrote: "A prophecy: 'Architecture started with stones; stones turned into concrete ("trapassarono," as Brandi says); stones will disappear from architecture'" (Ponti 1960, 36). In a chapter entitled "Disappearance of the Wall," Terayama closely paraphrases Ponti's own chapter with the same title:

Stones will certainly disappear. Stones, once used to "support," "divide," or "partition," are gradually mutating in both traditional theatre and everyday reality. . . . One theme of contemporary architecture is the elimination of walls, thus freeing the structural body from the burden of deadweight. (1976a, 144)

Terayama then continues his own thoughts:

Perhaps the "disappearance of the wall" will entice people into the dramaturgy of encounter, resulting in an assembly of individuals formerly isolated at home, of lonely people lacking identity, of people cut off from others like Robinson Crusoe in a matchbox. Thus the disappearance of walls is not confined to an isolated house, but emerges as an issue for the entire city. Due to the architecture of partition, the hierarchical relationship between the observer and the observed is an obstacle, which suffuses not only traditional theatre, but also everyday reality. (1976a, 145)

Terayama was writing about the tyranny of walls at about the same time that Foucault was completing his monumental Discipline and Punish: The Birth of the Prison, published in French in 1975. Foucault documents how prison
reform has shifted the site of punishment from the publicly tortured body to the privately tortured soul. Although he probably could not have accessed Foucault's book while writing The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea, Terayama could easily have done so while preparing Directions to Servants. Yet he does not make reference to Foucault. Perhaps one reason for this absence is the paradoxical role that Terayama played: He was a rebel who nevertheless relished being in control, an anarchist who nevertheless insisted on precise discipline, an advocate of individual freedom who nevertheless placed himself in the position of the guard who observes and manipulates his prisoners, a proponent of communal imagination who nevertheless created carefully scripted "chance encounters." One cannot avoid comparison with Jeremy Bentham's Panopticon, with its master guard sitting invisibly in a central, high tower surveying the imprisoned masses in their individual theatre-cells into which only he can peer. Like this prison-master—voyeur, Terayama wanted to see and control everything, invisibly, yet at the same time he wanted to offer his "prisoners" total freedom—or at least the illusion of freedom. He relished placing both audience and actors under firm disciplinary control, while insisting that they were the true authors/masters.












For Terayama, dissolving the walls meant that the audience's journey through time and space became part of the architectural staging of the play. This architectural journey offered the possibility of chance encounters, transgression of boundaries, simultaneous action, and the partial perception of reality. Specific actions were scheduled for specific times, but chance events such as traffic or getting lost distorted the precise timing. Sometimes, the audience included people who chose to participate. In other cases, chance encounters determined who would be the observer, although the observer might be unaware of being cast in the role of "audience member." In considering how to encourage his social goals through large-scale theatre events, Terayama insisted that an entirely new form of dramaturgy must be developed.

Terayama felt that his staging experiments went beyond those of previous theorists and practitioners, specifically Artaud, Brecht, and Stanislavski. He noted that "Actors must... transcend all that has gone before, they must reject everything previously given . . . My drama can only be supported by those tiger-actors who can leap over the barricade created by these 'givens.'" He made intriguing distinctions between his own large-scale outdoor events ("city theater") and the happenings and street theater of his Euro-American counterparts. He wrote:

Drama that is dragged into the streets will be instantly systematized, institutionalized, and placed in a museum unless it is based on a dramaturgical
structure that sucks in and manipulates the continuum of time called everyday reality. The problem we faced was this: how to use the poisonous nature of drama to draft the script of a conspiracy that would shift the direction of everyday reality. (1976a, 122— 123)










He maintained that the only way for true theatre to develop was to involve the audience in the imaginative process. The performance "cannot be called city theatre if its completion is only in the hands of the actors" (1976a, 133). The distinctions between the observer and the observed must be obliterated.

To clarify his points, Terayama wrote extensively about Man-Powered Plane Solomon. For this production, ticket holders had literal maps to guide them to specific events at specific times. New families were created as people all over the city followed the same maps, creating a communal experience among strangers who were actually miles apart. However, some members of the new tamily did not appreciate being "adopted"; others took the opportunity to behave in an antisocial manner. Terayama felt that the creation of new geography and new relationships had ultimately failed because the dramaturgical support had been lacking. He wrote, "We were never able to complete the performance of the city play Man-Powered Plane Solomon because, although we had begun by selling maps to the audience, the only 'maps' possessed by the actors had been their workshops" (1976a, 204). Terayama concluded that the next step would be to completely renounce the script.




"Touching the Audience"

Knock (Nokku, 1975, cowritten with Kishida Rio) was another large-scale city drama, though far less effective. By 1975, international experimentation with happenings and street theatre had clearly waned. Rather than finding the intrusions of fiction into reality exhilarating, the public was merely annoyed. As one Tokyo paper, the SankeiShinbun, complained, "Troublemaking theatre is rampant in town. . . . Those who are involved in this kind of acting think it is art, but we should warn them not to go too far" (qtd. in Nagao 1997, 279).

The script outline for Knock suggests precise times and places for actions (Rolf and Gillespie, 1992, 228 — 248); however, the dialogue comes with the following disclaimer: "With every action the actors select their lines with no relation to their order." The various scenes occurred simultaneously in thirtythree locales in the Koenji area of Suginami Ward, Tokyo, over a two-day period in April 1975. A segment titled "Human Boxing" (in Japanese phonetics,
"Hyuman bokushingu") featured audience "volunteers" who were "boxed" in crates and transported around the city to distort their spatial orientation. In a section called "Everyone Gathered" ("Minna ga atsumatta"), fifty random people were sent "official" letters telling them to come to a certain locale at a certain time to collect an unspecified lost item that supposedly had been found. Others were sent daily postcards telling the recipients that the sender would soon be visiting. Some unwilling participants reacted by calling in the police to stop the invasion of Terayama's fiction into their reality.
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The sequence in a public bathhouse (male section) was "an attempt to transfigure time, sending actors as alien objects into a public bath on the casual continuum of everyday life." The actors paid, undressed, and entered the communal tub like ordinary customers. Then, at precise times, they carried out actions such as raising their hand, shaving, dousing themselves with water, and such, while randomly reciting any of sixty-seven possible lines of Dadaesque or obscene dialogue. The actors had the freedom to choose among the speeches, but not to improvise.

The public bath is one of the few places left in Japan where one can find the sense of "Japaneseness" and the old-time communality for which Terayama so
nostalgically longed. Rather than breaking down walls and creating "family," the bathhouse sequence destroyed a preexisting sense of interconnectedness, however superficial it may have been. The end result of Knock may very well have been the opposite of Terayama's goal.










Several productions were so unrestrained that they resulted in audience panic or in actual injury. For example, at a Tokyo production of Blind Man's Letter, an actress was thrown from a staging area, her head crashing into a spectator with such force that the spectator's nose was broken (Marton 1975, 114). Two of the most documented incidents (though not the only ones) occurred in Shiraz, Iran, and Berlin, Germany.

At the 1973 Shiraz-Persepolis International Theatre Festival, The Origin of the Blood of a Certain Family was the most praised as well as the most notorious production. Performed late at night in the garden of a former aristocratic estate, the piece begins with the audience passing through the garden enclosures to their seats and concludes with the audience moving into the mansion itself, which is filled with bonfires. The English-language program noted: "The audience is invited into a house by this weird family, which is a labyrinth of blood and blood vessels. The house of blood is the passageway for the audience" (qtd. in Ryan 1973, 50).

During one part of the performance, an actor breathes fire. Unfortunately, the actor had never rehearsed this action. On the first night, the fire-spitting got out of control, and a group of spectators, including the critic writing for The Drama Review, was engulfed in flame. Mme Ninon Tallon Karlweiss, a theatrical agent who represented international experimental theatre troupes, was so badly burned on the face that she was rushed to the hospital. Despite the horror, the performance continued. Situated like the ideal Panopticon guard, Terayama was controlling the action from a tower twenty feet away and clearly could have intervened. As in so many of his productions, he played a literal part. He was audible and visible to the audience as he personally "stage managed" the action. In this case, he urged his actors to thrust their fiery torches threateningly at the audience. Apparently, most members of the audience assumed the incident had been staged as a part of the show. The following day, Terayama sent Mme Karlweiss a bouquet of roses with a note on which he had written "I'm sorry" one hundred times.

Despite his "paternal" position in the troupe, Terayama insisted that he was not in control; only the actor could have stopped the show. He maintained that true acting has elements of contagious magic. Acting involves human contact, the imaginative breaking of artificial barriers, and the transformation of separate individuals into a communal group. He insisted that western-inspired acting makes the actors nothing but the puppets of the playwright or director. The audience further objectif1es the puppet-performers, until they are transformed into mere captive animals in a zoo.












Terayama's goal was to create physical and psychic contact between actor and audience. In several European productions of Heretics, this contact was both violent and terrifying; in Novi Sad, former Yugoslavia, it lead to bloodshed.

Prior to the play's start, the audience had been herded into a small lobby area. The exits were locked; the theatre doors were not yet open. Tempers became short in the heat and press of bodies. When the theatre doors were finally flung open, the audience was pushed into the dark auditorium, bombarded with acid-rock music, overwhelmed by heavy incense and smoke. Streaks of lurid light broke through the smoke, and ushers dressed in black costumes wielded naked samurai swords over the audience. Unable to find their seats and terrorized by the samurai ushers, some members of the audience began to panic. Others were forcibly abducted by the ushers and whisked screaming into the darkness, dressed in costume, and transformed into performers onstage.

In The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea, Terayama discusses the negative reaction to the Berlin production at length. He includes excerpts from his public debate with a prominent German critic who felt physically threatened during the performance. Terayama insisted that the violence was actually part of the drama, that the audience was not "audience" but in fact "actors" in the drama. What had been perceived as "violence" was actually a fervent attempt to "touch" another human being. He wrote, "'touching' creates the illusion of the union of self and other, thereby dissolving the class distinction between 'audience' and 'actor.' 'Touching' puts them on an equal footing in terms of reality, because we cannot touch dreams, or the past, or the future" (1976a, 32).

Although the audience assaults in Heretics were indeed terrifying, Terayama's defense clearly invokes a balance between the forces of uchi and soto, honne and tatemae, I and Thou. He desired the unity of self and other, the ideal of mutual amae. The concept of amae suggests that one is able to be totally open, totally trusting of the other with whom one shares mutual dependence. However, amae can only function if both parties implicitly agree. One assumes this to be true of most mothers and children. One does not assume it to be true of total strangers. Nevertheless, the more violent his performances became, the more Terayama seemed to demand that audiences accept on faith that he would protect them. Nothing bad would happen if they simply allowed themselves to be swept away by the fictional world that he offered. After all, he was in control and he cared about them. He seemed to want to step into the role of adult male and of father, but at the same time he could not resist playing the modoki. 










The Marriage of Amae and Modokit 

Terayama severely miscalculated both the audience's desire (or ability) to amaeru with a newly created family, and his own desire and ability to simultaneously play the roles of patriarch and modoki. Does the failure of his attempt suggest that, in this arena at least, Terayama's insistence on the "Japanese" both/and was trumped by the "western" impulse of either/or, or is something else at play here?

In seeking an answer, it should be remembered that in the decades since his death, those works that have been revived by other directors seldom include the non-text-based, environmental pieces that so typified the experimentation of the 1970s. Rather, the plays that have lasted either present a nostalgic image of the past or evoke and parody western culture. Subsequent directors have not followed Terayama's confrontational staging, but have been drawn to his theatricality, verbal fireworks, and self-referential irony—even when, like Heretics, there are also elements of danger for the audience. Among recently revived scripts, the most visible in the international arena have been Inugami: The Dog God, directed by Yuriko Doi in San Francisco in 1991 —1992 and broadcast on BBC Radio's World Service in 1993 (both in English, using my translation), Bluebeard's Castle (Aohige-ko no shiro, 1979), directed by the late Kisaragi Koharu for presentation in Japan, Denmark, and England in 1996 (in Japanese; English subtitles based on my translation), and Shintokumaru: Poison Boy (Shintokumaru, 1978) directed by Ninagawa Yukio in several high-profile, Japanese-language versions since the mid-1990s for presentation in Japan and Europe. Inugami has been considered earlier in some detail. A brief look at Bluebeard's Castle and a more extended analysis of Shintokumaru may be helpful in understanding their continuing popularity.

Bluebeard's Castle is a metatheatrical festival in which an actress seeking to portray Bluebeard's seventh wife is lost in a theatre filled with sex, death, magical performances, citations from fairy tales, and rehearsals of myriad western classics ranging from Bartok's eponymous opera, to Shakespeare, to A Streetcar Named Desire. In style, it is much like a surreal vaudeville or old-time variety show performed on a proscenium stage. Its setting is an urban theatre in the present with an incomplete set that looks like a labyrinth. Although this play does not offer the nostalgia of Terayama's mythic boyhood, it successfully mocks traditional, western-style theatre.

Even more popular with audiences, Shintokumaru: Poison Boy (1969-1987,6:11 — 48) demonstrates how Terayama responded to the desires of his public by evoking apparently nostalgic imagery derived from rural, shamanistic, premodern
Aomori while simultaneously using the tools of parody and self-referentiality. The January—February 2002 revival of Ninagawa's production in Tokyo starred Shirnishi Kayoko as the deadly, seductive stepmother and Fujiwara Tatsuya as Shintokumaru, the innocent stepson.
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Cowritten by Terayama and Kishida Rio (1946 — 2003), his female disciple, the play is subtitled "A Musical Extravaganza Based on a Sekkyobushi Tale." Sekkyobushi, chanted stories of moral Buddhist instruction, were a popular form of teaching and entertainment until World War II. In remote areas such as Sado Island, they are still chanted as accompaniment to an old form of one-man puppetry (Ortolani 1995, 210). Although Terayama's version deals with maternal perfidy and unbridled female lust, the story on which this play is based (Aigo no Waka) was meant to teach the nurturing power of woman — how to be the ideal "good wife, wise mother." The sekkyobushi tells how Shintokumaru's evil young stepmother fears that her own son will not inherit as long as Shintokumaru lives. She curses him, causing him to contract leprosy, an illness so polluting that she is able to convince his father to abandon him at a temple. However, his devoted fiancee nurses him, praying to the goddess of mercy for healing. Eventually, he is cured.

Terayama and Kishida added elements derived from the Indian source as retold in the Japanese Tales of Times Past (Konjaku monogatari, twelfth century). King Asoka's young second wife tries to seduce her stepson Kunala, who rejects her. In revenge, she forces him to gouge out his eyes. Asoka learns the truth and begs one of Buddha's disciples to cure the boy, which he does. Despite the happy ending, the parallels to the story of Phaedra and Hippolytus are pronounced.

In addition, Terayama and Kishida use elements of two theatrical variations of this tale, the no play Yorohoshi (which focuses on the boy's blindness) and, more importantly, the highly popular bunraku and kabuki Gappo and His Daughter (Sesshu Gappo ga tsuji, also called The Crossroads of Gappo; bunraku 1773; kabuki 1885). In the bunraku and kabuki versions, the stepmother is revealed as self-sacrificing rather than lustful. She is a nineteen-year-old second wife who has two stepsons, one of whom wants to kill the other (Shintokumaru) to insure his own inheritance. The young stepmother pretends to fall in love with Shintokumaru to secretly protect him. Feigning jealousy of his fiancee, she forces him to drink poison, which blinds him and disfigures him with leprosy. Shintokumaru and his fiancee escape to a temple retreat. The stepmother follows them, and despite the presence of her own parents, she throws herself passionately at her stepson. In disgust, her father runs his sword through her. As she dies, she admits that her supposed incestuous passion has been a ruse.
Unable to oppose the plans of the evil stepson, she had blinded Shintokumaru to prevent him from inheriting, thereby saving his life. Because of the unique astrological configuration at her birth, her lifeblood (drunk from the same abalone shell that had originally held the poison) is the only antidote to Shintokumaru's blindness and leprosy. As she lies bleeding, she fills the shell with her own blood and offers it to him to drink. She dies, and Shintokumaru is instantly cured. The stepmother's role in kabuki has been termed "a benchmark foronnagata" (Leiter 1997b, 569).












Shintokumaru: Poison Boy indulges in the most excessive elements of each of these variations, while adding typical Terayama touches. The title uses an alternative reading of the boy's name that emphasizes the association with poison (doku, pronounced here toku). In Terayama and Kishida's version, the horrifyingly seductive stepmother really does lust after her innocent stepson. She is capable of shape-shifting transformation and other acts of sorcery. Her inner nature is revealed as animalistic, vampiric, and unnatural.

In this new version, Shintokumaru's stepmother once performed as the slithering-bodied, poison-fanged "snake woman" in a freak show, a locale that offers the opportunity to introduce a variety of bizarre circus and sideshow performers, reminiscent of those in The Hunchback of Aomori or Cache-Cache Pastoral. This snake-woman seduced and married the boy's weak-willed father. Shintokumaru thinks that his stepmother and his sadistic schoolteacher are the same woman, and both become objects of forbidden sexual desire. Terayama and Kishida associate them with Kishibo-jin, a child-devouring mother goddess (the Sanskrit Hariti). Shintokumaru keeps a long-horned beetle to bite off both women's long black hair. By means of folk magic, he descends to hell, where unwanted babies and ancient mothers are abandoned. All sorts of women (mothers, whores, Buddhist pilgrims, female air-raid wardens) torment the boy with sexual suggestiveness.

In the upper world, the stepmother's incestuous longings conflict with her desire to foster her own son's inheritance. She poisons Shintokumaru, causing him to go blind and to contract leprosy. Years later, he returns to seek revenge by infecting his stepbrother. The seductive stepmother finally reveals her forbidden desire for Shintokumaru. In an orgy of nakedness and insanity, masses of mother images seem to merge into a single being. They surround, torment, and literally devour Shintokumaru in a hellish and confused sexual orgy. As Terayama and Kishida state in the stage directions, "everything falls into the labyrinth of the womb."

The play is filled with metatheatrical and ironic postmodern references. Among the items cited are Japanese and western classic plays and novels, Terayama's own work, the Ajase complex, Buddhist folklore, the air raids of
World War II, detective stories, boys' magazines, circus acts, sideshow freaks, Hollywood movies, and the ethnographic studies of Yanagita Kunio, who also appears as a character in the play. It should be remembered that among Yanagita's important treatises were those dealing with tales of witch animals and animal-human transformation, including snakes and dogs. By collaborating with the female Kishada, Terayama may have imagined that he could deflect some of the criticism for his depiction of females. However, Kishida's own works are also filled with terrifying mothers. Also like Terayama, she falsified her life story. Only since her death, for example, has her actual birth date become known.
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Although Bluebeard's Castle is great fun and Shintokumaru is often striking in its poetic imagery and bizarre tale, one wonders why Terayama, writing in 1978 and 1979, needed to return to such themes and styles. Shintokumaru in particular, despite intense theatricality and dramaturgical skill, seems little more than an opportunistic self-appropriation (even cannibalization) of his youthful successes. These plays offer nothing new in terms of story or staging,
and even appear to contradict Terayama's own statements of purpose written several years earlier.












One possible answer to this conundrum might be that Terayama ultimately sensed the tastes of his audience. Despite miscalculating their reactions to his staging practices (for example, in the New York version of La Marie-llson or in Knock), and despite his strident defense of violence as "I-Thou touching," Terayama may have recognized that his key audience desired another type of theatrical experience. They had always flocked to his folkloric, autobiographical, lyrically poetic, so-called "feminine" works. At the same time, they had always reacted with glee to his metatheatricality and to his playful personality: his prankster, sports-loving, disease-fighting, modok1persona. Did Terayama sense that it was this reconstructed version of "Terayama" they craved, the Terayama who represented something timeless from the past and who promised a different future, the Terayama who embodied nostalgia and who disdained nostalgia, the Terayama who somehow seemed to straddle the line between being "Japanese" and being "other"?

Self-conscious irony allows one to wallow in nostalgia (or even poetic lyricism) while winking knowingly, letting everyone know that it is all just theatre, that it is nothing but a counterfeit, nothing but a joke, nothing but modoki. Perhaps Terayama on some level understood that he could embody the lost ideal (or "deity") of amae that many urbanites craved, as well as the hip, ironic, "postmodern" modok1who parodied all traditional values, including amae. 

Such an answer also suggests a possible reason for the continuing popularity of these plays. If his fans today view Terayama as the embodiment of the marriage of amae and modoki, then his persona and his art may represent sites of resistance to the imposition of patriarchal, correct, or even "colonialist" thought. In such a scenario, the perceived colonialists would include prewar, militarist Japan as well as post-Occupation America. By invoking amae and by embodying modoki, Terayama performs the role of stand-in for the audience. In this way, they are empowered to reverse history, to gaze directly into the eye of the imposing colonizer, and finally to metamorphose into resistant subjects. They are able to claim a sense of their own identity as "Japanese" in the twenty-first century. Such resistance would imply the complete success of Terayama's "revolution of the imagination."












I have no doubt that [this disease] will cause my death. 
Nevertheless, I don't want anyone to erect a tombstone 
for me. The only tombstone I want is my words. 
— "How Many Miles to the Graveyard?" 













chapter 4

Tombstones Carved Only of Words




Words. Poetic words, imagistic words, lyrical words, shocking words. Terayama's stated wish for his "tombstone," in his final published work (an essay in Shukan Yomiuri [Yomiuri Weekly], February 13, 1983), reveals that he wanted to be remembered by his words, not the rambunctious antics and chance encounters that made him famous and controversial. Those experiments, for which he abandoned words, did not succeed in changing society as he claimed they would, but are instead remembered primarily as emblematic of the wildly experimental 1970s. His modoki, trickster persona has been so often mimicked and parodied that he remains a "celebrity" even for some youthful audience members who are totally unaware of the deeper power of his art. His deathbed transformation and return to an earlier aesthetic is intriguing as a kind of tenko (recantation) of his previous tenko. It suggests a keen awareness of the ephemeral nature of life and of live performance. As a permanent tombstone, Terayama craved something more than his Warholian fifteen minutes. He wanted words.










Terayama left a number of unfinished plans, many of which emphasized poetic words. He told his friends that he had begun to write tanka poetry again after a fourteen-year hiatus. He was planning to publish a new haiku magazine, to adapt a novel by Kara Juro into a screenplay to be directed by Oshima Nagisa, to make a formal study of Greek tragedy, and to write a new play for the thirtieth anniversary of the Shiki Company. In addition, he planned to create "a montage of the absent father," to direct two more films and to develop a new type of kabuki.

This apparent preference for poetry and language-related art may seem to be a capitulation to the elitist harangues of those cultural commentators who had disparaged his theatre because it appealed to a popular or "vulgar" audience. However, if we look beyond our own discomfort with the snobbish opinions of those elitists, we see that Terayama was actually making a mature evaluation of the artistic merits of his varied creative output. There are many reasons for the lasting popularity of his poetry and of his finest works for theatre and film. Among these is the fact that he was, as he often described himself, "a word magician." The words he wrote, the ways he put them together, and the visual referents he combined with those words resulted in stunning creations filled with extraordinary, often hypnotic beauty. Too often, in this postmodern, postcolonial, posthistorical, postfeminist, posthumanist, postdramatic age, evaluating works of art as skilltul creations of beauty seems na1vely old-fashioned and simplistic. We forget that in addition to their ability to touch popular nerves and to comment on contemporary culture and politics, artistic creations can also be valuable for their aesthetic component. They can be appealing simply because they are beautiful, surprising, and fill us with wonder. We need to remember that all artists and spectators always have agency: the artist, by creating an object that affects the viewer (regardless of the nature of that impact), and the spectator (both the one who chooses to view the art and the one who sees it by chance), by processing and interpreting her response. With the exception of art that remains locked forever in the artist's desk drawer, there is no such thing as "art for art's sake."

Terayama was both a poet and a man of the theatre. Theatre is not just words on paper, no matter how magnificent they may be. The words are sounds, and the sounds are rhythmical, meant to be recited aloud, to be accompanied by music, dance, costumes, staging—in other words, to be performed. Terayama was undeniably a consummate showman. His best works of theatre and film are truly memorable events filled with sensual and intellectual pleasures, visual as well as aural. They certainly have elements that appeal to a populist, nonelite audience, but they are also sophisticated works of art. They are difficult, complex, yet often playful pieces that can be enjoyed over and over on many levels
and by many classes of viewers, each time revealing new layers of meaning, new epiphanies of understanding. His critics were wrong in thinking that he "pandered to the lowest common denominator." The works are densely textured, multilayered, multifaceted, and intricately composed. Their inherent theatricality reminds us of the centrality of performance and of the oral tradition in the history of Japanese popular culture. Terayama's art incorporates elements that might be termed both elitist and populist, classical and revolutionary, verbal and visual, written and performative, "Japanese" and "alien."












Terayama persists in being a major force two decades after his death not only because his words are beautiful and his theatre and film are filled with both sensual and intellectual delights, but also because his creations carry psychological and sociological connotations that many audience members can relate to. Just as it is impossible to fail to admire his artistry, it is impossible to avoid analysis in terms of his cultural significance.




Les Enfants de l'Enfer: Terayama's French Connection

Although in many cases Japanese "identity" continues to be defined either as a rebellion against westernization/Americanization, as a celebration of Japanese exceptionalism, or as a proof of universal humanism, these choices are ultimately far too limiting. For his complex post-Occupation audience, Terayama could offer neither a reactionary agenda advocating a return to militarism and emperor worship, nor a complacent position of sentimental victimization embracing the role of polluted martyr, nor a wholehearted embrace of EuroAmerican values. Despite his teenage immersion in American popular culture, the mature, avowedly apolitical Terayama did not suggest America as the site of the desired yet forbidden other. He might castigate America for its cultural imperialism, and he might castigate Japan for its blind, passive adoration of American culture, but he would not present America as a solution. What then did he propose as a serious alternative?

For Terayama, the key to resistance was immersion in imagination. In addition to the imaginary Japanese past of Aomori, and the imaginary families that he hoped his environmental-staging experiments might create, Terayama also looked to the surreal, imaginary world of early to mid-twentieth century French literature, film, and theatre. When he began to travel abroad, he had an opportunity to observe western avant-garde theatre influenced by Artaud. In addition, western ideas were often appropriated by Japanese authors and theorists in the 1960s and 1970s to give legitimacy to their work.










Terayama's retrospective list of "most influential things" from the 1960s includes a number of French writers who share his fascination with cruelty, sexual violence, physical deviance, chance events, the inversion or subversion of fiction and reality, theatrical metaphors of the artist as outcast or magician, and a "hellish" childhood. The entire list follows: (1) Lautreamont's Les Chants de Maldoror, (2) haiku by Saito Sanki, (3) a memorable Japanese boxing match, (4) Artaud's ideas of the theatre, (5) Marcel Game's film Les Enfants du Paradis, (6) short stories by Japanese mystery writer Edogawa Rampo, (7) fried dumplings at a favorite Tokyo restaurant, (8) Georges Bataille's I'Histoire de foeil, (9) a popular Japanese song by Ishihara Yujiro, and (10) the supernatural, surreal novel Grass Labyrinth (Kusa meikyu) by Izumi Kyoka (Nagao 1997, 214).

It is significant that this list includes only French and Japanese items. Many members of Tenjo Sajiki affectionately called Terayama "Monsieur," and the subtitle of the memoir written by his ex-wife/producer Kujo Kyoko is Monsieur in Wonderland (1985). Why did Terayama continually invoke French culture? Why is there nothing American on this list? Terayama's early adoration of all things American (especially movies and baseball) is well documented. It would seem that this self-definition is a conscious effort to set himself apart from rampant postwar Americanization. At the same time, invoking French culture permits him to associate with a foreign avant-garde that was not perceived to be destructive of Japanese culture and was not associated with contentious Japanese politics.

On the other hand, Game's magnificent film, much of which was produced in secrecy during two years of Nazi occupation, offered Terayama a model of theatre as an outcast world. This outcast society, seemingly innocent and filled with magic, served as a mask covering a powerful inner site of eroticism and revolutionary resistance. It was a French example of onstage fictional behavior (tatemae) supporting backstage truth (honne). Terayama named his troupe Tenjo Sajiki after the Japanese title of Game's film (Tenjo sajik1no hitohito). Despite the French title's reference to paradise, hell (l'enferin French) is a far more recurrent theme in Terayama's work.

Although Terayama's plays and writings on theatre consistently refer to the plague, contagion, and the ways in which an "infected imagination" can subvert the assumptions of everyday reality, he takes pains to demonstrate that his theories are distinct from Artaud's. There are, of course, many similarities. The most notable are the calls for visceral rather than verbal language, and for an end to the domination of literature in theatre. In addition, both men shared an aesthetic preference for cruelty, a desire to assault the audience in order to destroy complacency, surreal or nonlogical imagery, and connections between the plague, theatre, crime, and society.












However striking, such similarities do not prove "influence." Instead, Terayama appropriated aspects of Artaud that fit his preexisting aesthetic in order to make his own work more readily consumable by the international avantgarde. Despite the assertions of some scholars (Courdy 2001), the differences between Terayama and Artaud are more fundamental than the surface similarities. For example, Terayama completely ignores one of Artaud's most enduring concepts, the idea that "the theatre is Oriental," derived from his hallucinatory misreading of Balinese dance/drama. While Terayama certainly attempts to make his theatre exotic, he does not share Artaud's interest in other Asian theatre forms. Although both Terayama and Artaud were intrigued by "possessed" female performers, Terayama cited shamanic behavior in order to bring to mind his conflicted feelings about female sexual power, his home prefecture, and his nostalgic past. Artaud's interest implies the altered state of consciousness that for him precedes a mystical, Bacchic release. Balinese or "Oriental" performance was for Artaud the essence of cultural otherness, a way to leave behind the despised, boring European self and explore lands filled with sensual pleasures. Artaud's true interest in trance possession may be gleaned by his passionate connection to the altered states of Mexican peyote rituals. The Balinese dancers and their hypnotic music offered, perhaps, a nonchemical acid trip, a natural road to personal, hallucinogenic transformation. In contrast, neither hallucinogenic drugs nor a naturally occurring state of altered consciousness held any interest for Terayama. His desire to transform society through revolutionary imagination suggests instead an active engagement in lite.

Artaud was not intrigued by (or even aware of) the types of rural and popular Japanese performance that so appealed to Terayama. Rather, Artaud's ideal Asian forms were primarily nonverbal, ritual, and religious dance-drama. They were highly codified and formal, despite the presence of trance. Many of the genres that inspired him, such as Cambodian dance, were actually elite forms of royal entertainment. Artaud misread these performances as primarily secret roads into esoteric, spiritual mystery and as pathways out of entrapment in the intellect. Terayama, in contrast, always sought theatrical antecedents that connected to his sense of communal Japanese identity and outcast status. While rebelling against the staid realism that also appalled Artaud, Terayama consistently cited genres of performance that were antielitist, non-esoteric, easy to comprehend, and familiar to ordinary people—even if those ordinary people were rapidly passing from sight.

Ultimately, it appears that Terayama was playing to western expectations when he told the press that Artaud was the most important influence on his work (Ryan 1973, 48). The Theater and Its Double had been translated into Japanese in 1965, and Terayama read it devotedly. Certainly, he felt a strong
affinity for Artaud's ideas. However, Artaud seems to have been a convenient afterthought for Terayama, a way to consolidate his reputation as a member of the international avant-garde. In Blood Is Standing Asleep, Terayama refers to the plague five years before Artaud's book was translated into Japanese. The literary influence at that time would have been Camus' novel The Plague (La Peste), which, like other existential works, was popular among university students in postwar Japan. Indeed, Terayama quotes from Camus' novel in The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea. 










In Blood Is Stand1ngAsleep, the plague is envisioned as similar to, yet distinct from, the versions that appear in the works of Camus and Artaud. Ryo (Good), a seventeen-year-old would-be terrorist, and his twenty-three-year-old idol Haio (Ash Man) lament that their most recent revolutionary action (petty theft and defacement of a Self Defense Forces installation) has not been reported on the radio. They continue:

Haio: ... Listen, if we were rats, we'd be teeming with plague germs. Just 
  put your hand on your chest, like this. Feel that beating? That's the 
  plague bacillus. 
Ryo: And the germs are multiplying at the rate of sixty per second! . . . This 
  body of mine, these brain cells, this plague bacillus ... all were born in 
   a single moment. 
Haio: So, you're the same age, then. 
Ryo: Huh? 
Haio: Your birth and the end of the war, both in the same year. . .. (Terayama 
  1969-1972, 3:84—85) 


Ryo, who is filled with plague germs, is a naive idealist identified with the defeat of Japan and the beginning of the American Occupation. He may be "Good" because he represents the possibility of cleansing the past through the violent contagion of the plague. In contrast, his older friend Haio is less idealistic and more cynical. His name seems to refer to the ash-strewn ruins of postwar reality. Ryo grew up in the countryside, far from the brutality of firebombed cities. He has always wanted to see the sea, a mythical place he associates with freedom. Haio explains that his imaginary version of the sea is nothing but "rumors" or dreams; the only reality is "burning firearms." Ryo suddenly understands that the ocean is actually "the place where the plague spreads from" (86).

For Terayama, the plague is identified with the "rumors" of social organization (religion, nationalism, family), which form the basis for belonging and for uchi. Terayama wants to destroy these rumors, to blow up the social matrix of uchi. Ryo is "Good" in that his birth corresponds to the end of one of the
principal periods for belief in the "rumors" of nationalism and militarism. In contrast, the older "Ash Man" Haio is still contaminated, covered in ash— the burnt-out cinders of discredited dreams, the ashes of Hiroshima, the dust of a dead age. Ryo also idolizes his older sister Natsumi (Summer Beauty), a pacifist poet who was born just as the Pacific War began (that is, when America declared war on Japan after the bombing of Pearl Harbor). Haio even calls her the incarnation of World War II. Although Terayama's dating is inconsistent, the identification of the siblings' births with the beginning and ending of the Pacific War is unambiguous. Natsumi was born in 1941, but she says she is eighteen years old; her brother Ryo was born in 1945, but says he is seventeen. Thus she is associated with nostalgia and the desired yet hated past, a conflicted image of doomed, poetic beauty and also the cause of defeat. Haio and Natsumi become lovers, but only after Haio rapes her.












Convinced that Haio is a traitor to the revolution, Ryo tries to assassinate him, but kills his beloved sister instead. Finally, he learns that even the dynamite he was to use is fake, supplied by a newspaperman seeking a good story. Nevertheless, there is suddenly a deafening explosion. The other young gang members hear nothing; only Ryo and the newsman respond. The rumors of the past (the dreams of heroism, the discredited beauty of the war myth, the ashes of Hiroshima, pacifism, poetry, even World War II itself) explode because of the power of Ryo's imagination.

Neither Haio nor Ryo is truly interested in social change; Terayama makes it clear that transformation must be internal. When I interviewed him in 1976, Terayama explained that the "rumors" are contagious illusions that must be negated for human creativity to emerge. Only the artist, living outside the boundaries ot human society, is free of these "immutable forces," which tunction "like gravity." This, he explained, is the artist's task: to use revolutionary imagination to free those trapped inside. He returned to this idea repeatedly, especially in works such as Inugami; The Hunchback ofAomori; La Marie-l 'ison; Heretics; and Cache-Cache Pastoral. 

Blood Is StandingAsleep has a subplot involving an outcast gang of disaffected, drug- or alcohol-crazed adolescents. In common with the cruelty suggested by Artaud, the scenes involving these outcasts offer images such as necrophilia with the corpse of a hanged man, repetition of the witches' magical incantations from Macheth, and songs inspired by the blues, sung by a Korean named Cho (Pride). One of these includes the following lyric:

In the public toilet there's but a single window 
And this window faces north. 
When the morning comes 
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ForTerayama, the blues suggested an American version of the "nonhuman" internal outcast (hinin). Like African-Americans, Koreans (such as Cho the singer) are marginalized and discriminated against in Japan. Terayama identified strongly with the hopeless position of both groups, calling himself "a yellow Negro." The overall macabre tone of the play suggests nineteenthcentury outlaw-themed kabuki, the aesthetics of cruelty (synkoku no hi), and the "legacy of romantic self-destructiveness" typical of Dazai and the Decadents (burai-ha). 

Terayama also referred to the plague at the conclusion of The Hunchback of Aomori, with the release of a pack of live rats onstage. Without any other reference to the plague or to rats in the play, the audience might simply be overwhelmed by disgust and shock. Artaud would have applauded the "cruelty" and possible "delirium" of the scene, but the semiotic value for Terayama is somewhat different than it might have been for Artaud. For Artaud, the release of the rats would have been part of the overall hallucinatory, theatrical experience; for Terayama, it served as a specific sign, part of a nonverbal, poetic language carrying a distinct (though possibly unintelligible) message. Terayama was referring directly to the contagion of plague and the persistence of social rumors.

Although a great deal of scholarly attention has been focused on Terayama's relationship to Artaud, he listed him as number four in his top ten influences. First place was reserved for Lautreamont. Terayama's fondness for Lautreamont (as well as for Bataille, number eight on the list) stems from a perceived kinship to their lives and to their surreal, hell-themed subject matter.

Le Comte de Lautreamont (1846— 1870) was the pen name of Isidore Ducasse, considered a precursor of surrealism. He is part of the "long line ofpoetes maudits that runs through French literature, from Villon to Sade to Verlaine,
Rimbaud, and Lautreamont" that (by the late 1960s) had culminated in Genet (Esslin 1969, 167). He was born in Uruguay, the son of a minor French diplomat. His short life was haunted by rumors of illegitimacy. His mother had been his father's servant. It was said that her name was entered in the family register when she was seven months pregnant. She died when her son was less than two years old, and was buried in a common graveyard. Surely this story struck a familiar chord with Terayama in regard to his own mother's tainted birth, and seems specifically reflected in The Hunchback of Aomori. 












Isidore went to France at age thirteen to study science. Before committing suicide at twenty-four, he wrote The Songs of Maldoror (Les Chants de Maldoror), in which the spirit of evil (an angel banished from heaven) rebels horrifically against God and commits atrocities against humanity. Lautreamont's book, a "dark, brooding, haunted dream world ... [a] perverse . . . masterpiece of the Romantic agony," (Esslin 1969, 309) profoundly affected the surrealists. So, too, did his famous dictum that beauty is like "the fortuitous encounter of a sewing machine and an umbrella on an operating table." In 1979, Terayama made a short film titled Les Chants de Maldoror that won an award at the International Short Film Festival in Lille, France.

Youthful trauma and the connection between eroticism and death also figure prominently in The Story of the Eye (L'Histoire de I'oeil) by Georges Bataille (1897—1962). Like Terayama, Bataille constructed a semi-fictionalized autobiography filled with vivid, often horrific memories that were sometimes contradicted by other witnesses. Bataille claimed (though his brother disputed this account) that syphilis had blinded and paralyzed his father by the time Georges was three years old. Bataille's childhood memories included his father's agonizingly slow death and his mother's recurring bouts of insanity. He never forgot his invalid father's wide open, blank, white eyes staring sightlessly ahead as he urinated. In L'Histoire de I'oeil, Bataille transformed this hellish image into the grotesque depiction of egg whites, bull's testicles, and the death of the matador Granero, who is gored through the eye. Other writings by Bataille, including both his fiction and theoretical musings, focus on extreme, excessive experiences, linking death with perverse eroticism and horror. One of Bataille's later works dealt with the life of Gilles de Rais, the legendary Bluebeard, a rumored sexual predator, Satanist, necrophiliac, child-murderer, alchemist, and sadist who was also Joan of Arc's devoted comrade in arms. Terayama may have consulted this work while creating his own Bluebeard's Castle. 

Like his fiction, Bataille's theoretical writings often equate horror, the erotic, excess, and death. In his influential Eroticism, Bataille maintained that art violates the pure self and is therefore linked to death. The individual is separated from others in a state of "discontinuing" but erotic encounters can dissolve
the boundaries and create communion. The result of transgressing taboos is terrifying, but is ultimately akin to a sacred experience. Clearly, these ideas directly correspond to Terayama's theories. We may recall his use of Ponti's architectural concepts, as well as his defense of practices attempting to eliminate individual boundaries by "touching the audience." Transgression of taboos (or borders) confirms the existence of limits, revealing that the self and other, stasis and change, power and resistance, are mutually contingent and exist simultaneously. A more complete study of Bataille and Terayama than is possible here would be fruitful indeed.










By associating himself with French theatre and theory, Terayama was able to make himself part of the desired yet feared outside world. At the same time, his often brutal attacks on American culture (masked as parody and modoki) allowed him to remain part of the Japanese uchivs a whole. He could be seen as an angry victim of American bombings who satirized and condemned Japan's passive acceptance of American material culture. By choosing to emulate the mad, often surrealistic maudits Lautreamont, Bataille, and Artaud, he was free to play the "apolitical trickster."

The French influences listed by Terayama relate to artistic, personal worlds generally devoid of immediate political, economic, or social relevance. Nevertheless, all are related to Terayama's sense of displacement: the outcast actors of Les Enfants du Paradis, Artaud's evocation of the plague and his call for a theatre of cruelty, Lautreamont's life of illegitimacy and his artistic vision as apoete maudit, Bataille's surreal horrors and the valorization of death and decadent sexuality. Thus, while vocally eschewing politics and remaining safely within the realm of "revolutionary imagination," Terayama was able to interrogate his own past, his multiple identities, and the meaning of Japaneseness. His art transgressed the norms, offering new modes of resistance to his audience.




The Cult of Terayama

Yamaguchi Masao notes that "the creation of idols or 'stars' can be considered one of the defining characteristics of popular culture" (1998, 19). He points out that physical contact with royalty was for many cultures an important way to absorb their power. While such contact with the Japanese emperor is forbidden, star kabuki actors and sumo wrestlers often become substitutes for royalty. Their fans' greatest goal may often be to touch the performer (27). This need is clearly not confined to Japan, as anyone who has ever seen a rock concert can testify. If touching the idol is impossible, fans often seek something they have touched, such as an item of their clothing, the imprint of the kabuki actor's
sweat-imbued makeup after a performance, or even an autograph. Contact is also a traditional element in religious healing, as worshippers seek to touch or be touched by a holy person or a sacred object. Sometimes, such contact involves making a pilgrimage to a holy place where sacred objects are enshrined.
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Cult status is reserved for those whose lives (and deaths) touch deep, almost religious yearnings in their followers. Admirers claim that such beings are unique, while at the same time identifying with them. They are "freaks" but somehow "like us." Yamaguchi maintains that sumo wrestlers, like actors and sorcerers, were among those whose traditional place of performance was
located outside the town boundaries. In Edo/Tokyo, the pleasure district was located beyond the eastern border of the city, defined by the Sumida river. This locale










. . . was thought to be the intermediary space between the living and the dead. It was a privileged space where fox ghosts might appear, even in daylight. .. . The continued location of sumo performances in this area hints at the possibility that the modern (or postmodern) bouts are meant to be seen as a kind of freak show: battles between fantastic figures re-enacted on a theatrical stage. (Yamaguchi 1998, 22)

Such larger-than-life, theatricalized characters exist in a space between everyday reality and another world that is just beyond our reach. Desire for them is certainly related to the fear and longing associated with such traditional others as marehito, the liminal "stranger-deities" connected to healing, sorcery, sexuality, royalty, and entertainment. Followers of cult figures often relate to deeply believed fictions or life narratives created by the idols (or by their promoters). Idols such as Elvis Presley are able "to bind people (or a people) together, and to confirm their identity—not, as in the most vital pop moments, to divide people and thus to force them to question who they really are" (Marcus 1991, 64).

Those who transformed Terayama into a cult figure clung to him in order to confirm a communal (mythical) identity, rather than being forced to continually question that identity. For such people (and for Terayama himself), agency through resistance was ultimately personal, leading not to revolutionary action, but to revolutionary imagination.

In order to understand why Terayama achieved cult status even while alive, although other major experimental or avant-garde playwrights of the era (though honored, produced, and certainly successful) were not so elevated, it may be helpful to compare him with two other similarly mythologized artists in postwar Japan. These are novelist/playwright Mishima Yukio and popular female enka singer Misora Hibari. All three died early (Mishima at fifty-five, in 1970; Terayama at forty-seven, in 1983; and Misora at fifty-two, in 1989), the result of a long, painful illness (Terayama and Misora) or of suicide (Mishima). Cult hero status for all three was cemented prior to their deaths and persists into the twenty-first century. In addition, Mishima and Misora are especially relevant to this study because Terayama repeatedly cited them both.

In Terayama's mind, Mishima seemed to be a kind of artistic rival or antithesis, both admired and despised. Mishima was not only a preeminent figure in postwar literature, but his right-wing politics were well known and highly influential. He was respected as a great artist even by those who disagreed
with his political views. Mishima's personal life was deeply conflicted — his childhood was dominated by his constantly ill grandmother's nostalgia for a lost past, his mother's obsessive protection and jealousy of her child, and his father's refusal to support his son's literary ambitions. His youthful passions for purity, beauty, eroticism, and death were so strong that at twenty, he imagined himself to be "Beauty's kamikaze squad" (Nathan 1974, 53). On the outside, he lived a relentlessly conventional life as the husband of an aristocratic woman and the loving father of two children. On the inside, he was an active homosexual who became immersed in the world of sadomasochism. Although he maintained a personal army and advocated a return to samurai values and emperor worship, he fetishized western art, clothing, and culture. Both his sadomasochism and his narcissism have been immortalized in numerous highly staged photographs that emphasize his bodybuilder's physique. In one of the most famous of these, he impersonates the dying, arrow-ridden Saint Sebastian, whose physical agony is transformed into an expression of religious ecstasy. Mishima's novels and essays were translated into many European languages, and he was nominated for the Nobel Prize three times. His dramatic, almost ritualistic suicide was emblematic of the disillusionment and the sense of personal, cultural, and national displacement that some Japanese felt as a result of Japan's defeat in World War II. Those who idolized him were most often intellectual males who sensed that the core of "Japan" had eroded.












While constantly belittling his politics and seriousness, Terayama desperately wanted to be seen as Mishima's equal in terms of fame and status. His sense of competition with Mishima was so great that a year before his own death, Terayama told theatre critic Senda Akihiko that he wanted to try his hand at creating "Terayama kabuki" as a kind of balance to Mishima's modern no plays (Nagao 1997, 307).

In contrast, Terayama transformed Misora Hibari (who, like Elvis, is known by her personal name) into both an imaginary mother-figure and a kind of alter ego for his childhood self. Hibari, an ethnic Korean (and thus already an outsider), began as a child singing star. She was nine years old for her first amateur singing broadcast. Her sensual, adult-sounding voice thrilled the audience but shocked the judges. Media critics complained that she was "a fake adult, a sideshow freak who . . . 'represents the sick tastes of a defeated people'" (Schilling 1997,130). For many who had grown up during the war and Occupation, however, her sentimental, nostalgic movie roles and her powerful vocal recordings evoked a national capacity to survive despite the rubble and poverty. They also admired her f1erce devotion to her wayward younger brother, whose gangster contacts and scrapes with the law cost her lucrative broadcast opportunities. For these primarily working-class (often female) fans, Hibari's
"steely will, strong family loyalty, deep loneliness, streak of self-destructiveness, and talent for expressing these qualities nakedly and unforgettably in song made her the quintessential Japanese pop singer" (Schilling 1997, 130). Like both Terayama and Mishima, she felt that the most important person in her life was her mother. Her death just four months after the death of Emperor Hirohito seemed to represent a watershed in time. Front-page articles in almost all the news media "... spoke of her as having sung with and for the spirit of the postwar Japanese. Some lamented the death of that spirit's demise; others editorialized that it, like her, would never die . . ." (Tansman 1996, 106). Her final concert epitomized her life and death:










To millions of loyal fans the media presented these [four] months of suffering as a closing chapter in the life of a persona they had helped create—a persona embodying pain and perseverance. Nearing death, wracked by pain, Hibari asked her long-time friend and collaborator Funamura Toru to write her a song, for she needed, she said, to sing once again before she died. . . . When she sang it before 50,000 in the Tokyo Dome, Hibari lifted herself to the glittering heights of schmaltz — or to the pinnacle of spiritual resonance, depending upon one's taste. Bedecked in black and silver feathers swathing her body like a protective nest, a feathered glittering black headdress shooting four feet into the air, Hibari, her shoulders clad in armor, became a bird, a creature from another planet ready to take off, or be transformed, like Yamato Takeru, the mythological Japanese hero, into a white bird-god. Neither male nor female, old nor young, she was now beyond this world. (Tansman 1996, 103)

Although Hibari died after Terayama, I have quoted this description at length because it clarifies the public role that she lived. Both Hibari and Mishima recalled in highly theatricalist though disparate fashion a mythical, nativist Japanese self that seemed to have vanished, but to which their fans (opposites in so many other ways) could relate. Both offered a sense of spiritual survival in a world that had crumbled, a world without certainty or clear cultural identity. In a memoir entitled Mournful Whistle (Kanashiki kuchiln1e), Terayama wrote of how important Hibari had been to him as a lonely teenager whose mother had moved away. He told of his part-time job at his great-uncle's movie theatre. His duties included playing records during the intermissions between shows. Although there were around two hundred recordings, and the theatre specialized in foreign (especially American) movies, Terayama insisted on continually playing Hibari's "Mournful Whistle," the song the weeping twelve-year-old had immortalized in her first film. Terayama said that the song reminded him
of the sadness of parting from his own mother. He wrote, "For me, Misora Hibari's song reflected all of life" (1993a, 76). His refusal to play other music finally led his great-uncle to fire him.












In regard to his attachment to the sentimental, theatrical style ofenka (short sad songs using western instruments and a minor pentatonic scale), it should also be noted that "the dramatic vocal flourishes ... that characterize enka were strongly influenced by rokyoku, the sentimental narrative chanting of love and duty born as Osaka popular street entertainment (naniwabushi).... Rokyoku produced Japan's first recording stars, Tochuken Kumoemon and Yoshida Naramaru ..." (Tansman 1996, 113). Tochuken was of course the chanter whose voice Terayama specifically evoked in The Hunchback ofAomori. 

Each of these three artists attracts a different group of cult followers, but all are bound together by a profound sense of nostalgia. Whether nostalgia is romantic, religious, nationalistic, Orientalist, Occidentalist, exotic, mystical, poetic, childlike, rural, surreal, atavistic, futuristic, or fantastic, it is always defined by a longing for the unattainable. The late literary critic EtoJun noted:

Our modern writers have had in common a vehement longing for something indispensable, that has been somehow absent, but which must be restored at any cost. They do not know exactly what this "something" is. Sometimes they have believed that it might be found outside of Japan, perhaps in Western ideas, and sometimes they have considered that this "something" might be found within their own country—perhaps in the past. But, as each writer has failed to find it anywhere he has felt that he would rather be the thirst incarnate; he has even willingly gone so far as to sacrifice his only means of self-identification—namely, artistic accomplishment—for the sake of a more direct expression of this longing. I myself do not clearly know what this "something" is any more than do Japanese writers. But I am quite certain that this thirst, this longing for an indispensable but absent "something," must be satisfied if the Japanese are to live as they think they should. This, in my opinion, is the keynote of modern Japanese literature. (1964, 444)

Modern Japanese writers were not the only ones who thirsted for "an indispensable but absent 'something.'" After the World War II, hundreds of new religions appeared in Japan, and previously discredited popular religions were revived. The phenomenon has been termed "the rush hour of the gods" (Dower 2000, 307). Commentators have suggested that the search for belief was the direct result of "acute anomie" occasioned by defeat and Occupation (Hori 1968). David Goodman has even used as the subtitle of one of his books
the phrase "The Return of the Gods." He used it also as the title of a portion of his entry in the Cambridge Encyclopedia of Asian Theatre. The impassioned devotion of fans, and the elevation of artists to cult (even godlike) status, may be another expression of this religious "rush hour," which at its heart is a fervent, nostalgic longing for the unattainable, a romantic search for a lost sense of personal and national identity.










Of course, cult heroes like Terayama, Mishima, and Hibari were also responding to this nostalgic search for the missing "something." Their search was not merely a lament; in each case, it was also an act of resistance. For Mishima, resistance meant eliminating American culture and democracy in order to rediscover the "essence" of the Japanese past. It meant embracing a militarist, masculinist agenda. For Hibari, resistance meant cherishing the memories of hardship, loss, and sorrow imposed by the unthinkable defeat of Japan and the imposition of American Occupation, in order to affirm and embrace the role of survivor—that is, to transform the role of victim into that of the ultimate winner.

For Terayama, resistance resided in revolutionary imagination that both appropriated and parodied nostalgia. His search for personal and national identity had led him to a mythical prewar era filled with childhood wonders and fantasies — a lost Eden, a desired but unattainable other somewhere in the past yet not connected to the samurai world of Mishima or to the painful privation of Hibari. He presented this magical, boyhood world of female shamans and subterranean lust with both awe and with a sense of comic absurdity. Similarly, his search for adult identity in the world outside was a serious matter, yet it, too, was depicted with a sense of irony, parody, or black comedy. Perhaps the existence of these internal paradoxes, this attempt to maintain a both/and stance, is another reason for Terayama's enduring popularity.

Terayama's cult status may also derive from the fact that in many ways, his work appears to anticipate ideas and styles that have become widespread in the late twentieth and early twenty-first centuries. Although the designation of Japan as quintessentially "postmodern" is hotly debated among scholars (Miyoshi and Harootunian 1989; Arnason and Sugimoto 1995), certain typically postmodern patterns can be seen in the work of Terayama. Among these patterns one finds constant and irreverent citations of or samplings from cultural icons, the use of "the past" to create a kind of anachronistic bricolage, self-conscious irony and parody, fascination with media and technology, the creation of cybernetic combinations of human beings and mechanical entities, nonlogical and nonchronological linkages of things and events, repetition, circularity, and simultaneity.

Terayama's aesthetics were of course filled with simultaneous, contradictory
elements. Thus they also resonate deeply with the aesthetics of Mikhail Bakhtin, especially the joyful transgression of the everyday through carnivalesque inversions and an emphasis on heteroglossia. Even when he sought total control, Terayama preferred multivoiced, hybrid, or (in Michael Bristol's term) "mongrel" art to the appearance of a singular authorial perspective. Similarly, Terayama's obsession with the open orif1ces and protuberances of unruly, nonclassical bodies suggests a Bakhtinian attempt to defy death by celebrating the fecundity of life.
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The Man Who Walked Through Walls

This death-defying act may offer insight into the title of Terayama's final production, Lemmings: The Man Who Walks Through Walls. The evocative phrase aptly suggests the goal of Terayama's later staging experiments: to destroy all barriers between people and places, to walk through walls, to go beyond the known into unexplored territory. It also suggests an action that only a ghost or a nonmaterial being can accomplish. Although Terayama's death was not unexpected, no one foresaw the degree to which he would enter that ghostly world of undying cult hero. A cynic might point to the aggressive marketing of his memory, noting the many books and memoirs that have been written about him, the retrospective film and theatre festivals, the continued publication of his writings, the shrinelike Terayama Shuji Memorial Museum in Misawa City, his grave in Tokyo, and the four other memorial monuments in Japan that are dedicated primarily to his tanka. Yet mere marketing expertise cannot disguise the existence of an audience hungry for his creations.

Ironically, what most audiences continue to crave is precisely what Terayama had all but abandoned—that is, strongly poetic, visually stunning, nostalgic, folkloric, and autobiographical plays and poetry layered with a passion for parody. For some, of course, Terayama will always be no more than the bad-boy trickster, the cultural enigma, the national modoki. They will remember primarily the public outrages and the bizarre demands on audiences and actors alike. But for others, the final legacy of this "word magician" is the beauty of his language. The visual imagery evoked and invoked by that language, and the powerful effect of that language to create a sense of belonging to and nostalgia for a "mythic" or "lost" national identity, imply a sense of personal agency that so often seems to have vanished in the contemporary world. In the end, Terayama may have attained what he most wanted—a tombstone carved only of words.
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The Hunchback of Aomori (Aomori-ken no semushi otoko) 

A One-Act Play in the Manner of Naniwabushi




TRANSLATED BY CAROL FISHER SORGENFREI




Cast

Taisho Matsu: An aging bride1

Woman Minstrel: A girl student

Man On Crutches: A masseur,2 identified by a white flower; Crutch in script

Man On Crutches: A masseur, identified by a red flower, Red Flower in script

Taisho Matsukichi: A hunchback who yearns for his mother

Dwarf: Master of ceremonies

Beautiful Girl: A compounder of poisonous drug mixtures

Butler: A researcher in medical jurisprudence

Beautiful Boy: A bathhouse attendant

Venus: Nude

Old Hag 1: Old hag of the eyes

Old Hag 2: Old hag of the ears

Old Hag 3: Old hag of the mouth




(Like a wind swooping out of bell, the sudden sound of a shamisen chord comes surging. A Dwarf appears and makes a proclamation: "And now we proudly present the premiere performance of the Tenjo Sajiki troupe, one act in the style of naniwabushi entitled The Hunchback of Aomori" The Dwarf withdraws. In the darkness, a sobbing voice seems to rise up, singing in the manner of Tochuken Kumoemon.)3

Woman Minstrel: I sing a tale that's not of this earth.

Of Children's Limbo I sing, 
That desolate plain beneath the Mountain of Death. 
At the river of hell they gathered, 
Little children not yet ten. 
The sounds of mountain winds 
Remind them of fathers, so up they climb. 











The sounds of valley rivers 
Bring memories of dead mothers, so in greeting they run. 
Their hands and feet soaked in blood.4 


(Here, an incessant shamisen, like the somber roar of the sea, swells violently. We notice that the Woman Minstrel is wearing a middy blouse that is brightly illuminated like a red flower. Behind her, total darkness.) 

Gathering stones from the river of hell 
Building pagodas to remember the dead. 
One—is for father, 
Two—is for mother, 
Three—for the nation. 
Four—in memory of everyone. 
Playing alone at noon, 
Building pagodas for brothers. 
But when the sun sets, 
The demons of hell appear, 
Toppling the stones of forever unf1nished pagodas. 
(The song ends. A moment of silence.) 


The killer of Taisho Matsukichi was his own mother. She strangled him with a Nichrome wire and finished him off with a sickle. He was to be my husband ... But he is no longer with us. The Hunchback of Aomori, whose hump was the incarnation of my memories, is no longer with us.




1 | The Disappearance of the Registrar of Family Records

(The sound of the shamisen as the lights gradually fade out. Two men are dimly seen, stage right and stage left. They are the Two Men On Crutches. One carries a bright crimson flower in his hand, the other a white flower. Behind them, a gravestone can be faintly made out. All of a sudden:) 

Crutch: They say that Komagi Yoshito, who was born in 1913, in the second year of Taisho, on the tenth day of the seventh month, has disappeared.

Red Flower: Komagi Yoshito, who was born in 1913, in the second year of Taisho, on the tenth day of the seventh month?

Crutch: Yes, Komagi Yoshito, the registrar at town hall.

Red Flower: Where did he go?

Crutch: Who knows? They say he just suddenly vanished without a trace.









Red Flower: That's terrible!

Crutch: It certainly is. If he's really disappeared, how will people know where they were born, or where they now live, or who their relatives are? We'll have no idea at all.

Red Flower: It's almost like being a ghost!

Crutch: That's true.

Red Flower: The names of all the villagers, and their birth dates — everything!

Crutch: He took care of it all right, that fellow who was born on the tenth day of the seventh month of the second year of Taisho.

Red Flower: Well then, so I guess . . .

Crutch: He took the records and ran away for good.

Red Flower: He took the records ...

Crutch: And ran away for good.

(In the darkness, we bear a faint stifled laugh. Exchanges of a conversation between twopeople. From time to time, the shamisen intrudes.) 

Red Flower: From permanent residences and present addresses . . .

Crutch: To birth dates—all the villagers are asking, "Who am I?"

Red Flower: "Where did I come from?"

Crutch: The answers will remain unknown.

Red Flower: Yes, completely unknown.

Crutch: What did he leave us, after running off with the records? (Pause.) 

Red Flower: Only the dates of our deaths.

Crutch: Only the day, month, and year of our deaths.

(The fu'o form a tableau vivant as the Woman Minstrel reappears. The shamisen plays—the sound is harsh, it swells and diminishes.) 

Woman Minstrel: (Singing.) That was long ago, so long ago, 
  When the registrar disappeared. 
  Thirty years ago. 
  As I grew old, I grew to hate the spring, 
  Abandoned even by the sad songs ot ancient birds. 
  And now, where has my name gone? 


(Narrating.) There was a reason for the disappearance of the registrar. Komagi Yoshito, born on the tenth day of the seventh month of the second year of Taisho, was afraid to get involved in a dispute with the House of Taisho. So he blotted out the family records and ran away. It was because of Kubikichi, who was the son of Taisho Jinzo, an expert on medical jurisprudence, and his old wife Setsu. Kubikichi was an assistant
professor at the university, doing research on heredity. One long summer, Kubikichi took a servant named Matsu to the riverbank. On top of the embankment, he raped her. Time passed. Matsu became pregnant. To avoid scandal, the family listed the servant Matsu's name in the Taisho family register. But before Matsu had her baby, Kubikichi died of cholera in Shanghai.










(Singing.) "I always said that servant girl 
Was an abomination! 
Now that my son is dead, 
Why should I still have to care for her?" 
Setsu blamed the servant girl unceasingly. 
On rainy days, she sent Matsu out in the rain. 
On snowy days, she sent Matsu out in the snow. 
Every day and every night, she persecuted her with words, 
Blamed and tormented her 
For everything, even for her son's shameful deed. 
And then spring came. (Song ends.) 





2 | The Foundling's Lullaby

(Three Old Hags wearing kerchiefs wound around their heads gather to talk in secret.) 

Old Hag 1: Despite it all, Matsu the servant girl...

Old Hag 2: Despite it all, Matsu the servant girl...

Old Hag 3: Has given birth, or so I've heard.

Old Hag 1: She'd been counting on the aid of magic spells.

Old Hag 3: Rice Town, Temple Town, Deadman's Town.

Old Hag 2: The third block of New Temple Town.

Old Hag 1: The moon suffers from trachoma.

Old Hag 2: On the tenth day of the tenth month, the moon was red and cloudy.

Old Hag 3: Matsu rented a hut behind the shop that sells Buddhist altars . . .

Old Hag 1: And a fatherless child was born, or so it's said.

Old Hag 2: "When I returned home after giving birth . . ."

Old Hag 3: "I was certain my father-in-law's feelings would have changed."

Old Hag 1: "How foolish I was to imagine I'd find kindness at home."

Old Hag 2: The curse of a lizard,

Old Hag 1: The blood of a viper,

Old Hag 3: The glass eye of a hearse,









Old Hag 2: A dove burnt to death,

Old Hag 1: A poison thistle,

Old Hag 3: The chanting of the dead.

Old Hag 2: The father-in-law looked at the baby and said,

Old Hag 1: "Abandon it at once! Abandon it at once!"

Old Hag 3: "Matsu has given birth to a cat."

Old Hag 2: "Abandon it on the mountain behind the village. Let it die of exposure."

(Wind blowing on the desolate wasteland. The sound of the shamisen, like a scream.) 

Woman Minstrel: (Speaking.) So Onosuke the manservant was sent to the mountain to kill the cat that the servant girl had borne. It was wrapped in an old newspaper and tied with the string of a loincloth. Onosuke arrived at the fields by the mountain. He thought about the baby and was overcome by pity. Without a word to his lord or even the child's mother, he decided to raise the infant himself. And so Onosuke stole the baby. (The shamisen begins to play.) He shaved the baby's downy hair. Then he wrapped and bundled the hair in the newspaper he had carried the child in. But when he picked the baby up to give it a hug, he found something hard on its flesh. He knew the child was a hunchback.

Old Hag 1: "How distressing."

Old Hag 2: "I can't possibly abandon him again."

Old Hag 3: "And yet the child is too deformed to keep."

Old Hag 1: "I never should have unwrapped the bundle,. . ."

Old Hag 2: "Never laid eyes on that child."

Old Hag 3: "It would have been better if I had killed it."

Old Hag 1: (Gradually becoming an enumeration of bird names in the fashion ofahodarakyo.)5 The things I should have killed:

Old Hag 2: This bird in its cradle. 
  This humpback bird. 
  When I leaned against the mosquito netting, 
   Its anxious eyes darted to and fro, 
  The eyes of a pure-hearted warbler. 


Old Hag 3: This bird, alighting on the hunchback, 
  This trembling bird, adrift on a river of darkness. 
  No snow-white heron in this know-nothing family, 
  Just a foolish albatross. 


Woman Minstrel: (Singing to the playing of the shamisen.) 
  The world has eyes as sharp as a hawk's. 
  Onosuke was over fifty, yet within ten days 











He had a newborn chick 
Crying, "Peep-peep!" 
How was it born, and where? 
People called him a drunken fool, a duck out of water. 
He pretended the fatherless child carried on his back 
Was a bundle of leeks. 
But when silent evening came 
And the cuckoo sang like death. 
The hump on Onosuke's back came to life: 
A butcherbird, restlessly stirring, stiffening with life, 
A quail no longer hidden, hesitantly rising. 
"Should I bring him up and enter his name in the family register, 
Or not? 
If I enter his name, he is legally my child. 
If not, he belongs to the House ofTaisho. 
As a blood relative, it's his right 
To inherit a fortune. He'll be rolling in money. 
What a perplexing dilemma." So he held his tongue, as silent as a thrush. 
And sent the family register away. 
He kept silent, and left the deed undone, left the child in limbo. 
The child in the cradle-basket cries in the night. 
Where is the home of the tongue-cut sparrow?6 


(From the blackness behind the Woman Minstrel, we hear a lullaby from the vicinity of Aomori Prefecture. It is heavy and lonely.) 

Woman Minstrel: (Speaking.) And then there is Matsu, out of her mind with grief at the loss of both her husband and her only child. Night. Sleep. From the distant mountains, a lullaby can be heard. It is Matsu's endless song.

(matsu floats like a ghost into the light. She embraces the wooden grave-marker, singing to it as though it were her own baby) 

Matsu: Go to sleep, go to sleep. 
  For if you don't sleep 
  Something from the mountains 
  Will surely swoop down to get you. 


(Music rushes in like an all-enveloping mountain wind. She disappears. But as she vanishes, Matsu continues to sing the lullaby in an innocent voice.) 

Go to sleep, go to sleep. 
For if you don't sleep 
Something from the mountains 
Will surely swoop down to get you. 
















3 | The Bride at the Graveyard

Woman Minstrel: (Only her voice in the darkness.) Thirty years have passed. At the House of Taisho, the old lord and his wife have died. Only Matsu has remained. She was the sole inheritor of vast sums of money. For the first time in her life, she was learning how to dress elegantly. Unfortunately, she was well over fifty.

(The Two Men On Crutches appear, again floating vaguely in the darkness.) 

Crutch: Have you heard the gossip?

Red Flower: About the dead dog who belonged to the temple sexton?

(crutch shakes his head.) 

Red Flower: About the temple sexton eating his dog?

Crutch: It's not about the temple sexton. It's about a cry. . . . You hear it when you go into the fields, a voice from nowhere crying out someone's name.

Red Flower: Whose name?

Crutch: It doesn't matter. Just a name. It could be any name at all.... And on top of that, the voice cries out the name's place of birth and its present residence.

Red Flower: Is it nearby?

Crutch: Very near. You can hear it coming from deep inside the earth.

(The low sounds of a shamisen. Voices from nowhere are heard, seeming like music. Musical variations pile up, one on top of another, preferably resembling the nenbutsu.)7

Voices: Aho Kie. Place of birth: Aomori Prefecture, Upper North District, Six-House Village, Falling Dog Rapids, 2-2. Present address: Aomori Prefecture, Upper North District, Six-House Village, Old Tree Gap.

Aho Kamematsu. Place of birth: Aomori Prefecture, Upper North District, Medicine Master, Big Section, Little Dry Riverbed. Present address: Aomori Prefecture, Upper North District, Six-House Village, Upper North Marsh.

Kamada Chuta. Place of birth: Aomori Prefecture, Upper North District, Eight-House Town, Police Headquarters, 2 Main Pond. In the second year of Taisho, adopted and register transferred. Died the same year.










Kamada Hanshichiro. Place of birth: Aomori Prefecture, Upper North District, Five-House Village, Buddhist Prayer Section, Cedar 12. Present Address: Aomori Prefecture, Lower North District, inside Fear Mountain Prison.

(Material such as this accumulates; it all sounds very ghostly.) 

Crutch: It's here! Listen.

Red Flower: I can hear it, I can hear it.

Crutch: And there are the names of my ancestors. ... Oh .. . They've come to my name.

Red Flower: I know what it is!

Crutch: What is it?

Red Flower: I know, I know .. . This is a copy of the registry of families. ... Thirty years ago, the village registrar vanished, taking the original book. He must have buried it underground. And now that vanished book is calling from the depths of hell.

Crutch: No person calls these names.

Red Flower: But these names call to people. Places of birth and present addresses call to those who have vanished.

Crutch: They are the posthumous names of the Buddhist dead, spirit names forever unwritten.

Red Flower: Tombstones carved only of voices.

(The two jade out. Places of hirth and permanent addresses continue to be chanted slowly. The lights come up fully. Matsu is seated on a chair at center. She is fifty years old and dressed in ugly finery, reminiscent of the culture of the Rokumeikan* Beside her like a dog sprawls the naked hody of the Beautiful Girl. Also the Dwarf. In a spot a little apart from them stands the Butler, wearing spectacles and a stand-up collar. The whole thing is like a framed commemorative photograph of the Taisho era, with everyone facing the audience, orderly and enduring. Matsu the former servant girl is wearing an unbecoming hat. A large clock and a stuffed hawk are behind them.) 

Matsu: Was our guest sent home?

Butler: Yes, some time ago.

Matsu: Did he say anything?

Butler: Not much. He just seemed a little tired.

Matsu: (With an ill-tempered laugh.) Hmphh ... He certainly was splendid to look at, but the truth is, he's not exactly what I'd call a real man.

(The Dwarf and the Beautiful Girl laugh loudly in unison.) 

Matsu: It seems to be raining again.









Butler: Yes, milady.

Matsu: Has everyone f1nished eating?

Butler: Yes. We ate fried pork cutlets. To be sure, milady, fried pork cutlets.

Matsu: As long as it wasn't dog meat. I will not have you eating that.

(Slowly from the darkness flows Pola Negri's "Mazurka.'"> Only the sound of the phonograph needle whistles like blowing wind.) 

Butler: When your honored predecessor was alive, the servants weren't fed any kind of meat at all.

Matsu: (Triumphant.) So, you agree, then, that everyone is content? Yes . . . "Our Mistress is an exceedingly generous woman ..." Isn't that what they say about me?

Butler: . . .

Matsu: What's the matter, Ida?

Butler: Just some idle gossip in the kitchen, nothing more, but...

Matsu: About the great feast I gave them?

Butler: (Coldly.) They were suggesting that while the servants are eating meat, the House of Taisho is falling into ruin.

(matsu is suddenly at a loss for words) 

Butler: (Again coldly.) I, too, share this feeling, milady. Leftovers and scrapings are fine for us. Feeding meat to the servants will lead to no good.

(matsu rises from her chair and walks away. She is overflowing with vanity, but we can see that she is a fragile woman prone to tears) 

Matsu: Everyone hates me. I know it. The servants resent me because I was once a maid here. (The Butler says nothing and silently exits.) But I will not leave.... This house is my power. I will only get revenge by wasteful domestic expenses. (To the Dwarf:) Such as this hat! It was specially sent all the way from Tokyo. What do you think?

Dwarf: Very becoming.

Matsu: And look at this ribbon.

Beautiful Girl: It's perfect, I can assure you.

Matsu: (Becoming elated.) How beautiful I am! Beauty is a subject I really understand. When I was in elementary school, although I didn't do well in other subjects, I was always good at drawing. (matsu straightens her hat and fixes her lipstick in a mirror while facing the audience) I've had to face many terrible things, but from now on, I won't cry anymore. (Self-absorbed.) I came to this house thirty years ago. My job was polishing the Buddhist altar until the high, glistening shine reflected the crow's feet and tiny wrinkles
on my face. I had to walk seven miles just to pick lotus flowers to honor that altar. My employers slapped my face so often it was always swollen. I helped out as a babysitter for a related family and was responsible for the entire brood. The second son of that family took advantage of me when my hands were occupied. He lifted up my kimono hem and did something nasty. I cried and cried all the way home. If only I could have found a kind person to rely on. (With self-scorn.) It's an old story. An old story.










Dwarf: How nobly you suffered the cruel barbs of fate, enduring them daily!

Beautiful Girl: And you never tried to escape.

Matsu: Escape? I can't tell you how many times I tried to escape. Still, there was a good reason to stay, although my life seemed unendurable. A good reason.

Dwarf: What was that?

Beautiful Girl: That reason?

Matsu: I had a baby. But they wrapped him in an old newspaper, the Heart of the East Daily News. They took him away and abandoned him at the foot of the mountain behind the village. I wanted to be here to welcome him in case he came home alive. If I had left, there would have been no one to greet him.

Dwarf: But this baby . . .

Beautiful Girl: They say he died long ago.

Matsu: (Shrilly.) Died? Who ever said such a thing? He is definitely not dead. . . . He simply cannot be dead. If the baby had gone to heaven, one more lotus flower would have bloomed on earth. His soul would have become the flower. After his birth, every day and every night I'd count the lotus flowers, but they never increased. (The shamisen has begun to play.) Of course, I don't mean the number remained constant. The morning the temple sexton's young bride had twins, two lotus flowers in the cemetery vanished. It was as though they had agreed to change the number. And here's another fact. When Minokichi the Fool's younger sister had a premature baby born dead on the riverbank in broad daylight — the lotus by the horse barn bloomed prematurely, too. But that flower always bloomed at the wrong time, and its color was poor . . .

Dwarf: And if that's so, the child ...

Beautiful Girl: Matsu's abandoned child . . .

Dwarf: Where is it now, I wonder?

Matsu: Where is it now? If I knew that, would I be going through all this? . . . But I don't know, so I remain in this house. Why else would I pick up all the young traveling men and bring them home and show them my hospitality? A long time ago, I heard a tale . . . This story was in a schoolbook I had when I was a child. (The shamisen plays a slight variation of the theme.) Once upon a time, a queen gave birth, and the Queen Mother told a lie. She said the baby had been born deformed. She plotted to have the baby killed and to cause the queen to be divorced. But the compassionate retainer could not bring himself to do the evil deed. So he gave the baby to a hermit and brought back the baby's nightclothes. Then the hermit cast a magic spell that changed the baby into a swan. Naturally many adventures followed, and the swan defied death many times. Then one day his natural mother happened by chance to meet this swan. She made him dress up in his nightclothes, and so he was transformed into his true form and became a prince. I remember that story every night. And I wonder if my son, too, has become a swan in some faraway land. And when I think of him, my tears fall.












(The shamisen stops. The Butler enters and hows.) 

Matsu: What is it?

Butler: A thief, if it please milady, has just been captured. What shall we do with him?

Matsu: A thief? Where did he come from?

Butler: From the kitchen, milady. He removed the kettle lid and grabbed some rice with his filthy hands. And then he stuffed the rice in his mouth. Do you want me to hand him over to the police? I think, though, that you should have a peek at him first.

(matsu, half fearful, half interested, nods her head broadly. The Butler withdraws to bring in the thief. He immediately returns with the criminal right behind him, hound in ropes. The thief is a horrible Hunchback. The Hunchback hows) 

Hunchback: (Glancing up with humility.) I am the Hunchback of Aomori.




4 | The Heredity of the Card Game Called "Hanafuda"10

(In the darkness, the slow but vigorous undulation of a shamisen chord. The Woman Mfnstrel is in half light, at first singing like a chirping mountain hird. The rhythm gradually speeds up.) 

Woman Minstrel: (Singing.) The woman does not know, 
  The child does not know. Exchanging glances, 
  From his eye to hers, 
  Something passes between them — 
  The thickness of blood. 











A thieving hawk— 
A wandering monk from Toyama 
Strikes the prayer bell, 
Sleepily strikes it. 
Recollections 
Of the sacred red amaryllis. 
The day will come, 
The day when the mother understands 
And the child realizes. 
A fortune-teller will read it 
In the palms of their hands, 
In the lines of their faces. 
Family traits will emerge. 
Everyone arrives by 
Taking the same road: 
Wooden Leg County, Ash Street, False Tooth Village. 
Yearly, we eat the seven spring herbs 
But are always deceived: 
All we see behind closed eyelids 
Is the image of Mother. 


(matsu, silhouetted in the darkness, turns to the Woman Minstrel and lets fly a barrage of abuse) 

Matsu: You've really gone too far this time! What do you mean making up such filthy lies, passing them off as truth?

Woman Minstrel: (She responds defiantly. Speaking.) And why did a whole month pass without the hunchback being turned over to the police? People saw how he just settled in to the House of Taisho. Everyone's gossiping: "Matsu is so cultured! She even treats a thief like a member of the family!" Really, Matsu, your kindness to the hunchback is extraordinary!

(The Hunchback is seated, knitting. Here and there on the stage, the voices of people mimicking mountain thrushes can be heard. The sound of the shamisen continues. "The Moon in the Desert" overlaps like an auditory hallucination. Only the lyrics can be heard distinctly: 

A camel has two humps, 
A hunchback, only one. 


Until now, the Woman Minstrel has been isolated, but now she moves close to the Hunchback. The Hunchback does not notice and continues to knit.) 

Woman Minstrel: Matsukichi, Matsukichi.









(The Hunchback lifts his head and smiles sweetly.) 

Woman Minstrel: And where is the lady of the house?

(The Hunchback glances inward.) 

Woman Minstrel: (Looking around to be sure they are alone.) Why have you been living in the mansion so long? Why haven't you escaped?

Hunchback: The lady of the house is kind. She gives me meals.

Woman Minstrel: Then she doesn't frighten you? The mistress?

Hunchback: Frighten me? (Laughs.) I'm the one who frightens people. .. . It's always the same.

Woman Minstrel: Matsukichi, you don't frighten anyone.... You have a kind heart, and although you suffer from a slight physical deformity, it hasn't stopped you from living.

Hunchback: What do you mean?

Woman Minstrel: Survival is a kind of hell. People have to kill or be killed. But you have always lived without doing such things. No one envies you, and you're in no one's way.

Hunchback: That's true. And yet. . . I'll always be a stranger, existing only for others. Always feared, a mere object of interest, until finally I'll be a laughingstock. And if I spoke up for myself they'd say, "Let's get rid of him." (Low shamisen begins.) I'm like the one who's "it" in a game of hide-and-seek. I chase them and they run away laughing. As a child, I ran down the street in pursuit of the glowing red sunset. I'm the man who's "it," chasing life down the road. When I was tired and wanted to rest, they'd gather round and cry, "Get up! Hurry up and chase us!" To please them, I'd put on my mismatched clogs and blow my Chinese lantern-plant whistle, and I'd chase them.... I did that for more than ten years — it went so fast! We all grew up. But I was still "it." I'll be "it" until the day I die. . .. Who am I really chasing? What will I catch? I'm thirty years old. I wonder if I should remain a child, wildly calling, "Ready or not, here I come." Was it all a dream of the tongue-cut sparrow? In the pallid rays of a winter sunset, I chase my own shadow, circling in vain. . . . And if Mother runs away, too, I'll be "it" forever. Everyone will poke fun at me, as though I were a worthless clump of pokeweed.

Woman Minstrel: I understand how you feel. But you can stop being "it." You can live normally.

Hunchback: Normally?

Woman Minstrel: That's right. Someone else will be "it," and you'll spend your whole life running away.









Hunchback: ...

Woman Minstrel: If you do, you'll stop being self-conscious about your hump. Instead of existing for others, you can become yourself.

Hunchback: It's not easy becoming one's self; in fact, it's almost impossible. Especially for someone who has seen hell. . . . When I was a child, I was cast in the role of "it." I wore a blindfold whenever I became "it." (He covers his eyes with his hands.) If I cover my eyes with my hands, I can see pitch-black darkness. Hundreds of years of darkness in which a yellow flower bloomed. Yes, it must be the Buddha-world, that's what it is. Into this darkness fled a lone woman. She was laughing, beckoning with hands behind her back. . . . Somewhere, I heard a voice saying, "You must not chase her. You may chase anyone else, but not her." I understood, of course. It was this woman who I would chase! She wore a cotton garment with a splashed pattern, this woman. And her white leg peeked from beneath her hem, dazzling me.... It was an evening in spring, and I was blindfolded for just an instant. But when I took my hands away from my eyes, it was already winter. White snow was falling on the storehouse walls.

Woman Minstrel: Don't say such things. You'll just become more alienated from yourself. . .

Hunchback: . . .

Woman Minstrel: Did you read my letter, darling?

(The Hunchback, just nods his head.) 

Woman Minstrel: Tell me your answer, my love.

Hunchback: I'm just a hunchback. I'm not worthy of you . . .

Woman Minstrel: Stop being "it!" (She starts to take the Hunchback';- hand, but lets go in surprise as Matsu enters.) 




5 | A Magic Incantation Written on Blank Paper Will Protect You from Ill Fortune

Matsu: (Jo the Woman Minstrel.) Still loafing around, are you? Go over there and sweep out the chicken coop. (Drives her away.) Matsukichi, what's all this about?

(matsukichi looks nervous) 

Matsu: It's all right. You can do whatever you want. (Showing a towel she holds 
in her band.) Today we're going to get you all cleaned up. (With that, she claps her hands and the Dwarf brings on hot bath water and fills a washbasin to overflowing. In the rising steam, the naked hodies of the Beautiful Boy and the Beautiful Girl can be seen as they carry a couch onto the stage.) 












Matsu: Since I'm going to give you a bath, you'll have to take off all your clothes.

Matsukichi: Please, don't. Not that. (He squirms.) 

Matsu: (To the Beautiful Boy and Girl) Come on. You'll have to help me undress him, or we'll never get him washed.

(The Beautiful Boy tfWo1RL have their backs to the audience. The Hunchback is lying/ace down on the couch behind them. Alihough he is partially obscured from view, we know he is in agony.) 

Matsu: Come on, now, I'm going to bathe my very favorite part of your body. (She covers Matsukichi'j- hump with the towel. Matsukichi is pleased and laughs with embarrassment.) Does it tickle?

Matsukichi: ...

Matsu: If it does, say so and I'll massage it more slowly.

Matsukichi: Hu-hu-hu-hu ...

Matsu: You know, if I keep caressing it like this, the blood will flow even faster. (She tosses the towel to the Beautiful Boy and he begins to massage.) 

Matsukichi: Hu-hu-hu-hu! Hurts. It hurts! Stop, stop!

(Suddenly the Beautiful Boy changes places with the Beautiful Girl.) 

Matsukichi: Ah-h-h ... Stop ... Hu-hu-hu-hu . . .

Beautiful Boy: On a moonlit night. . .

Beautiful Girl: The stork and the tortoise slithered away.

BEAUTIFUL BOY: GueSS who's . . .

Beautiful Girl: Behind you?"

Matsukichi: Ah, stop, hu-wa-wa-wa-wa ... It hurts so much ...

Matsu: It's the first time, you see. That's why you feel this way, because it's the first time. Mmmm, what strong muscles. And how you sweat!

Matsukichi: Ah! At least, let's do it in the dark . .. Make the room darker ... Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha ... Hu-hu-hu-hu-hu.

Matsu: How's that? Does this feel good? How about this? Like this? ... Or this?

(Darkness slowly falls. Holding a towel in hoth hands like wings, Matsu laughs mysteriously as Matsukichi agonizes. Then the Beautiful Boy and Girl massage him expressionlessly. Becoming almost a song:) 









Beautiful Boy: "Bird in the cage! Bird in the cage!"12

Beautiful Girl: Hunchback in the cage!

Beautiful Boy: When will you come out?

Beautiful Girl: One night before dawn . . .

Beautiful Boy: Mommy and Daddy . . .

Beautiful Girl: Slithered away.

BEAUTIFUL BOY: Guess who's . . .

Beautiful Girl: Behind you?

Beautiful Boy: Guess who's . . .

Beautiful Girl: Behind you?

(Gradually, the lights fade until everyone is in darkness.) 

Woman Minstrel: (Singing.) From inside the cage, 
  You can peek out 
  And see a universe of desolate fields. 
  Everywhere, everything is suffering. 
  And this is why he, too, despairs: 
  My kindhearted Matsukichi. 
     I wonder if I made him understand? 
   If Matsu sways the hunchback's lump 
  For her own perverted pleasures, 
  She may sway his heart as well. 
   If he should change—what hell I'd feel! 
  He took her gray hair and tied it in a bundle 
  To make a broom. 
  On the first day, he swept the floor, and thought of his mother. 
  On the second day, when he didn't sweep, he forgot about his mother. 
  On the fourth day, he swept and swept, and kept longing for his mother. 
  On the fourth day, when he had finished sweeping, his mother seemed 
      far away.13 
  On the sixth day, he swept and swept again, still longing for his mother. 
  On the seventh day, he didn't sweep, and felt somehow estranged from 
     his mother. 
  On the eighth day, while he was sweeping the floor, he was overcome by 
     longing. 
  On the ninth day, he swept again, still longing for his mother. 
  On the tenth day, even when he didn't sweep, he was filled with longing 
     for her. 
  On the eleventh day, a hundred days of waiting seemed to pass. 
  And still he longed passionately for his absent mother. 













(Speaking) And before they knew it, the village was filled with rumors about the unnatural intimacy between Matsu and Matsukichi.

(The three Old Hags and the Two Men On Crutches stand in a horizontal row like the shadowy silhouettes of tombstones.) 

Old Hag 3:I had a dream.

Old Hag 1: Of what?

Old Hag 2: When?

Old Hag 3: It was a strange dream.... One of the lotus flowers at the temple bloomed.

Crutch: That is strange.

Red Flower: I had the same dream last night. Exactly the same. In the darkness, a lotus flower bloomed.

Old Hag 2: It was a yellow lotus flower.

Old Hag 1: After death: earth.

Old Hag 3: Before life: water.

Crutch: I didn't rinse my mouth before bed . . .

Red Flower: And I didn't write the flower's name with my index r1nger . . .

Old Hag 1: And I didn't have my pajamas hemmed with red thread . . .

Old Hag 2: And I didn't have someone's eyelids sewn with black thread ...

Old Hag 3: And I didn't bury someone's comb in the ground . . .

Crutch: And I didn't cast a spell on a blind dog ...

Red Flower: And I didn't cut up a sheet of white paper .. .

Old Hag 1: And I didn't break the teacup . ..

Crutch: We all had the same dream!

Old Hag 1: The lotus flower bloomed.

Old Hag 2: The lotus flower.

Old Hag 3: Behind the grave.

Old Hag 2: A pool of blood.

Old Hag 1: Namu Myohorenge-kyo—Hail to the Lotus Sutra of the Grassy Thicket!14

Old Hag 3: Because one more flower blooms . . .

Old Hag 2: One more person will die.

Crutch: One more person will die.

Red Flower: (Changing the tone.) Of course, it could be that a dream about death and blooming lotus flowers is only a dream, after all.

Crutch: (Cheerily.) On another subject, have you heard that the Widow Taisho and the hunchback are parent and child?

Old Hag 3: Parent and child?

Old Hag 2: Blood relatives?









Crutch: Yes, blood relatives. They say that thirty years ago, a newborn baby was left to die on the mountain. But it survived.

Red Flower: Thirty years ago, a newborn baby was left to die on the mountain? But it survived?

Old Hag 1: Now I remember . . .

Old Hag 2: I've heard it said that they once culled a hunchback baby from the House of Taisho.

Old Hag 3: And is he all grown up now?

Old Hag 1: Visiting his mother.

Crutch: No, no. The hunchback doesn't know the facts. He knows nothing about it. He only came to the house as a thief.

Old Hag 1: Could it be that. . .

Old HAG 2: ... The widow recognized her abandoned child?

Red Flower: Of course she would, you know . . .

Crutch: Because of the blood relationship.

Old Hag 1: The curse of the lizard.

Old Hag 2: The viper's love.

Old Hag 3: The thistle's best guess. (Gradually, their voices drop to a secretive whisper.) 

Crutch: Anyway, there's no denying that love between parent and child is a good thing, don't you agree? Just yesterday, they went moon-viewing again. Remembering the old days, they lay in the kaya grass, and she san a lullaby.

(A ping is heard as a string of the shamisen breaks.'5 The lights come up, so fast it is almost startling. In the shadows, the shamisen player ignores the fast, disturbing noise and continues to play, as though appealing to the audience.) 

Woman Minstrel: Just what is this "love between parent and child"? And what is meant by a "lullaby"? I know what those two were really doing in the kaya grass that moonlit night. I was following them. I spied on them from a grass thicket, and I saw the mistress climb up the dirt embankment with that innocent child, Matsukichi the hunchback, in tow. I really thought that the mistress would tell him the sad tale of thirty years ago. I thought she'd confess how she had abandoned her hunchback baby and reveal their true identities as parent and child. But I was wrong. Right there on the embankment, the mistress threw her arms tightly around Matsukichi. Suddenly and without warning, she stripped off his clothes. Then she began to unloosen her own undergarments. It was absolute hell! When I pushed away the kaya grass and peeked out of the thicket, I saw them. Matsukichi was lying on his back, like a tortoise who couldn't
get up. The mistress had buried her face deep between his thighs. Only her head bobbed up and down like a madwoman, up and down in the kaya grass. Poor Matsukichi was crying. ... I almost yelled out. I could see his flesh in the moonlight, peeking out from beneath her undergarments. That pititul lump of flesh. There's beauty in ugliness, and ugliness in beauty. The mistress knew nothing. This hunchback was her own abandoned baby; Matsukichi was her child.















6 The Grave of the Flesh Is Carried on the Back

(matsu appears illuminated as though by the howels of the earth. She seems like a spirit of the dead. She is accompanied by the Beautiful Boy and the Butler. From this scene on, the entire Tenjo Sajiki troupe simultaneously chants a low, heavy chant, which may be like a nenbutsu lacking meaningful words. But it must begin very low. A pale blue-white light swings right and left, like a hanging lantern. Behind it the actors cast small and huge shadows, like somethingfrom a Cunningham ballet^ 

Matsu: (With loud laughter) So you really think I didn't know? Do you take me for a fool?

Woman Minstrel: If you had known, you never would have done it.

(matsu does not reply.) 

Woman Minstrel: You've been lying all along. You invited all the young men who were about your son's age to come home for food just to satisfy your own carnal desires. You were pretending to seek your abandoned child, but what you really did with them was exactly what you did with Matsukichi.

Matsu: And exactly what was that?

Woman Minstrel: You took them to the top of the embankment and stripped off their clothes. Then you gave them money and raped them.

Matsu: You know a lot, but you have no idea of the truth of that embankment.

Woman Minstrel: The dreaded embankment, the cursed embankment, the sex maniac's flower sopping-wet embankment!

Matsu: (Strongly.) How could you possibly know anything about it? On that embankment, the very same thing was done to me! (Pause.) On a moonlit night thirty years ago, in the thickest clump of ^yw-grass on that embankment, the eldest son of the House of Taisho raped me.

(Everyone chants slowly.) 










I was returning home from the next village, where I had bought some stockings for the mistress. That man had been hiding, waiting for me. He dragged me to the ground and started to rape me. I tried to resist, but since he was the son of my master, how could I cry for help? I cut my hand on the reeds and got bloodstains all over his medical textbooks. I was twenty years old. Then I gave birth. Before the baby was born, a single thought obsessed my mind: I wanted my baby to be born a hunchback. So I prayed to Lord Buddha: "On the back of my unborn child, please erect a tomb of flesh. On the back of my unborn child, please erect a tomb of flesh."

Woman Minstrel: (So agitated she is almost trembling.) Then you did know! You knew that Matsukichi was your own son, but you still tried to get revenge by raping him.

Matsu: Matsukichi is not my child. Matsukichi is not my child.

Woman Minstrel: How can you be so sure? You haven't seen the hunchback for thirty years.

Matsu: After you give birth to a child, you will understand what I say. ... After you sing a lullaby, you will understand what hell is all about.

Woman Minstrel: It's too late for lies and excuses. Matsukichi wanted to meet his mother.

Matsu: No, it's not true!...

Woman Minstrel: (Interrupting.) I understand Matsukichi better than you do. . . . I'm in love with Matsukichi.

Matsu: . . .

Woman Minstrel: Matsukichi told me. He said, "The mistress is my mother."

Matsu: ...

Woman Minstrel: Mistress, it was you who transformed him into a total stranger. A total stranger, and a man!

Matsu: (Dispirited.) Why in the world would he lie?

Woman Minstrel: He didn't lie. Why should he? Matsukichi told the truth. He is your son.

(If possible, the entire Tenjd Sajiki troupe now holds blank, white masks up to their faces.) 

Matsu: But Matsukichi is not alive.

Woman Minstrel: What do you mean?

Matsu: Thirty years ago, Onosuke the manservant was reluctant to let him die on the mountain. He decided to raise him, but because the boy had such a terrible humpback, Onosuke brought him to me. When I saw my curse on this child, I killed him with the grass-cutting sickle. I set his
body in the river and let it float away. (In the midst of this, a chorus plays a soft lullaby on musical instruments.) The disappearance of the keeper of family records clouded the truth. Some people say my abandoned child is now a grave-digger on Fear Mountain. Others say he died of disease in the mines. But he passed out of this world long ago. Many men have come to present themselves to me, calling me Mother. Why? I knew the reason. There was no one else to be the heir to the House of Taisho.












Woman Minstrel: I can't believe it... I can't believe it... that Matsukichi died thirty years ago. . . . It's like a dream.

Matsu: Or a nightmare! My whole life has been one long, repeated nightmare.

Woman Minstrel: And that man—was he really just a hunchback? A man yearning for his mother, calling his mother's name. A humpbacked man who carried his mother's fleshly tomb on his back. And wasn't he always "it," always chasing others?

Matsu: That pitiful man! He will remain an outsider through all eternity. Forever, forever—the hunchback unable to topple the tomb from his back. A ghost in his native land.

(Piercing loud wind. The strings of the shamisen break. Loud laughter.) 

All: (Singing.) Bird in the cage! Bird in the cage! 
  Hunchback in the cage! 
  When will you come out? 
  One night before dawn 
  Mommy and Daddy 
   Slithered away. 
  Guess who's 
  Behind you? 
  Let it topple, 
  Let it topple, 
  The tomb on the back, 
  The tomb made of flesh pressed against flesh 
  One night before dawn. 
  Abandoned by 
  Mommy and Daddy. 
  Guess who's 
  Behind you? 


(While the innocent young people of the chorus sing this nursery rhyme, they gradually age. Before you know it, they have all become like old people. A harsh theme, like a 
gush of wind. Dancing, the Dwarf enters and hou's. "You have just seen the play entitled The Hunchback ofAomori. Please know that our second production, The Crime of Miss "Fatty" Oyama, will play in June." Abruptly, scores of rats, released from ahove the audience, charge toward the Dwarf. The stage goes dark.) 













Notes

Aomori is the prefecture in northeastern Japan where Terayama was born and raised.

Naniwabushi &k musical recitations of old tales, accompanied by the shamisen. Originally performed by beggar-priests, they were extremely popular during the Meiji era (1868— 1912) and gained new popularity and a mass audience with the introduction of radio.

Terayama's cast lists do not always match the names of characters in the scripts. I have generally followed Terayama's own usage but have added explanatory notes when needed.

1. Taisho ("great righteousness" or "great justice") is the era name for the period 1912 1926. This is also the family name of the master's house in this play.

2. Terayama specifies that the Two Men on Crutches are masseurs in order to suggest their low social status as well as their ability to communicate with the supernatural. Traditionally, masseurs were included among "special status people" (to use Ohnuki-Tierney's term) who were both insiders and outsiders. Such people were considered to be simultaneously impure and sacred. They included ritual practitioners (such as the marehito discussed in part 1), entertainers, prostitutes, shamans, exorcists, magicians, mediums, foreigners, sweepers, tatami-mat makers, thieves, beggars, those who worked with leather or blood, and those who dealt with disease, death, and the afterlife. The blind, the disabled, and people with certain diseases were confined to practicing outcast professions. Blind people typically became masseurs, mediums, and itinerant musician/storytellers. Like mediums, the Two Men on Crutches are able to hear the voices of the dead. Similarly, the Three Old Hags can also hear the dead speaking, and like the Men on Crutches, they seem to offer magical incantations, oracles, and prophesies. The Hags are designated as eyes, ears, and mouth, which makes them immediately recognizable as the three playful yet sacred monkeys (a favorite Japanese motif). Ohnuki-Tierney (1987) makes evident the traditional connections between monkeys, performance, and ritual practices such as healing and exorcism.

3. The naniwabushichanter Tochuken Kumoemon (d. 1916 at age 44) was especially well-known for chanting highly charged, emotional tales of revenge.

4. In Japanese folk superstition, the river called san^u no kawa borders this life and the next. If children die before reaching ten years old, they remain here in a kind of limbo (saino kawara), forever building stone towers in memory of their ancestors. Since the memorial towers are never completed, the children can never reach salvation.

5. Satirical songs that became popular in theTokugawa (Edo) period (1603-1868) as
lampoons of current events. Lay Buddhist monks sang them to the melody of chanted sutras (Buddhist scriptures), beating wooden clappers or hollow, drumlike gourds as accompaniment. At the end of the period, these itinerant priests began to sing more literate and more highly political songs written by others. All of Terayama's songs are verbal tours de force, involving complex puns, pivot words, and double-entendres. The difficulty of translating this song is compounded by the tendency to mimic the sounds and styles of ahodarakyo, sometimes at the expense of clarity.












6. This folktale tells of a kind old man who nurses an injured sparrow back to health. His jealous wife cuts out the sparrow's tongue when the old man is gone. He goes in search of his pet and discovers her home among the bamboos, where he is treated to a sumptuous feast and offered a choice of a large or small box as a gift. Choosing the small box, he returns home with jewels and riches. The jealous wife goes off to find the palace of birds. She, too, is offered hospitality and a choice of boxes. She chooses the large box, which turns out to be filled with horrible demons and snakes. (Onosuke the servant presumably expects a reward for kindness to the deformed baby.)

7. The nenbutsu is a Buddhist invocation, the sacred repetition of the holy name of Amida. It is chanted almost as if it were a monotone. The phrase is "Namu Amida Butsu."

8. In 1883, at the height of Japanese intoxication with the west, the Rokumeikan (Deer Cry Pavilion) was opened to promote fancy dress balls and social intercourse between Japanese and westerners. The Rokumeikan has given its name to the period, which is derided as one of superfluous excess and grotesque attempts to "become westernized."

9. Pola Negri was a Polish-born actress/singer in the early days of Hollywood who starred as passionate women in films such as Carmen. 

10. "Hanafuda" literally means "flower cards." A popular card game.

11. "Guess who's behind you?" is from the child's song in which one child who is "it" is asked to chase the others in a game of hide-and-seek.

12. "Bird in the cage" is from another game, in which "it" is trapped inside a circle of singing children.

13. The days are listed as Terayama wrote them, although the third and fifth days are missing and day four is repeated.

14. A Buddhist chant meaning "Hail to the Lotus Sutra of the Supreme Law." It is repeated by the followers of Nichiren. Terayama's "Grassy Thicket" sutra is a parody using sexual innuendo.

15. A reference to the sound of the breaking guitar string in Chekhov's The Cherry Orchard. In both cases, the sound indicates a disturbance in the nature of the universe as perceived by the characters.

16. Terayama's admiration for the international avant-garde is shown by his reference to choreographer Merce Cunningham, who (like Terayama) often collaborated with important artists in other fields, such as John Cage, Robert Rauschenberg, Frank Stella, and Andy Warhol.
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La Marie-Vison (Mink Marie) 

[Revised 1970 for English-language production in New York]




TRANSLATED BY DON KENNY




Cast of Characters

Mink Marie: A forty-year-old male prostitute in his prime

Kin'yat1: A beautiful boy

Girl (monshiro)2: A beautiful boy dressed as a girl

Servant: Good old Erich von Stroheim

Ugly MARIE3: The ugliest woman in the world

Nameless Sailor: A tattoo of a snake looks good on him

SIX GHOSTS OF BEAUTIFUL GIRLS

Pleasure Pot: A physically beautiful young man

Boy 1 and Boy II: Poets, but it's all right to call them sodomites4




Ah! Is it a dream, or a mirage... 
The time is the present. 


(Zarah lender's "La Habanera" is heard from the bell-shaped speaker of an old hand-cranked portable phonograph, in a parlor decorated in pseudoclassic. Before anything begins, a naked, hairy man strides across the stage carrying a gorgeous dress and a woman's wig. Inside a half-open door, we see him peering into a hand-mirror while applying lipstick and rouge. Little by little, the fabrication is carried out. Lights fade in and out several times. Finally the lights come up on the male prostitute known as Mink Marie, who is in the process of taking a bath in a western-style bathtub. What we see is a woman with a face of such great beauty as to deceive even God himself. Next to the bathtub stands a Servant holding a towel. He strongly resembles good old Erich von Stroheim.)5










Scene 1

Marie: (He stares rapturously at his own beautiful feminine face in a band-mirror as he soaks luxuriously in the bath.) Mirror! Oh, Mirror! Who is the most beautiful woman in the world?

Servant: (Without moving or changing expression.) Miss Marie. The loveliest woman in the world is you.

Marie: Really?

Servant: The mirror never lies.

Marie: Oh, I'm so happy! Snow White isn't born yet, then, is she? (marie abruptly thrusts his hairy, masculine leg out of the tub) Oh, look! It's all grown out again! Already! That depilatory just isn't very dependable, is it! (He rubs the hair on his shin.) Go get the razor!

(servant goes out docilely) 

Marie: (To the audience.) Will you look at this! And to think I shaved it just the other day! (He raises his arm and finds the hair in his armpit has grown out, too.) Oh, dear! Here, too! (He rubs his armpit.) I must be saturated with nutrition. I'm just overflowing with pantothenic acid, calcium, and tincture of capsicum. Still, just because my name is Mink Marie, I don't think I should have to wear my own fur.

(servant comes in carrying a large straight razpr) 

Marie: (Apprehensively.) Did you sharpen it well?

Servant: Yes, Miss Marie. It's so shiny that you can see the moon reflected on its surface.

Marie: (Peering at it sharply.) Just so it doesn't hurt!

(servant goes silently around to the opposite side of the tub, spreads soap on Marie'j shin, and begins shaving it) 

Marie: Carefully . . .

(servant continues shaving with the lightest possible touch. During the shavingprocess, Marie picks up a hook from beside the tub and begins reading aloud) 

Marie: "It was a cold day in midwinter. The queen gave birth to a lovely princess. The little princess' skin was white as snow and her cheeks were blood red. Her hair was black as ebony. So it was decided that the princess was to be called Snow White."

Servant: (Sharply.) Don't move!

Marie: . .









Servant: (Wiping the ha1r off the razor.) I don't mind if you read your book. I'm used to being ignored.

Marie: You're jealous of the book, aren't you?

Servant: Only the Brothers Grimm. Rumor has it that those two weren't really brothers.

Marie: (Surprised.) Ouch! (In a gruff male voice, but he immediately regains his composure and continues in his usual falsetto.) Where's Kin'ya?

Servant: In the parlor. Chasing a butterfly, as usual.

Marie: Hasn't he caught it yet? That nincompoop!

Servant: Today's is pretty smart.... It lights on the chandelier and hides between the pages of The Complete Anthology of Ocean Voyages. . . . The young Master is quite at a loss ...

Marie: It's good exercise for him. . . . Remember now, you mustn't help him!

Servant: ...

Marie: He's my only son, and it's my responsibility as his mother to raise him the way I know.

Servant: But Miss Marie . . . (Choosing his words carefully.) You go out and collect butterflies just to let them loose in the parlor. Then you make the young Master chase around in there to catch them again. It all seems like a terrible waste of time . ..

Marie: I know that! Education and training methods are always a waste of time. Anyway, since the windows are all closed tight, there is no worry of the butterflies getting out. (Pulling his leg away.) Just how long do you plan to keep on shaving?

Servant: It's finished, ma'am . . . (Wiping the hair off the razor once more.) And what shall we do about your armpits?

Marie: (Posingprettily.) Yes, let's do them, too. But before you start, sharpen that razor a little better, if you please.

(servant dampens the edge of the bathtub and begins sharpening the razpr on it. Kin'ya, a beautiful hoy in short pants, comes on carrying a large glass jar and a butterfly net. He thrusts the glass jar in front of Marie's face happily) 

Kin'ya: I caught it, Miss Marie!

Marie: (In a domineering manner.) Not Miss Marie! Didn't I tell you to call me "Mother"?!

Kin'ya: ...

Marie: "Mother." . . . Come on ... Say it!

Kin'ya: Mother . ..

Marie: How were the wide-open fields of the parlor? You didn't get lost, did you?









Kin'ya: I... I caught a Three-Color Fritillary.

Marie: A Three-Color Fritillary? Oh, dear me! They only live near the Amazon River in South America. You really traveled a long distance, didn't you?

(K\N'fA'sface brightens joyfully) 

Kin'ya: What shall I do with this?

Marie: Do just as you like. How about killing it? You threw one into the fire the other day, didn't you?

Kin'ya: That was different.... It was a moth, not a butterfly. Three-Color Fritillaries are very difficult to find. ... I must take good care of it and keep it with my specimens.

Marie: ...

Kin'ya: (Takes it from the jar and holds it up to the light.) It's so pretty. Oh ... I wonder how many there are like it in the world.

Marie: One!

Kin'ya: One? (With an unbelieving expression.) Only one?

Marie: Your own mother tinted it for you. . . . It's just a common White Crest made up with rouge and powder! (Laughs mockingly.) See that you give it the best possible care. (kin'ya is almost in tears. Marie ignores him) 

Marie: Well, did you really sharpen it this time?

Servant: Yes, ma'am. It's very sharp . . . sharp enough to split your finger.

Marie: Don't go cutting any fingers! Doctor fees are too high. (He lifts his arm without further comment. The Servant begins to shave his armpit.) The other day I was reading this newspaper article about this rich New York businessman who held a party to watch the flight of a Large Emerald Swallowtail Butterfly he had caught in the Inpal Mountains. I don't know whether they were really that turned on by one little butterfly or if they just had a lot of time on their hands, but the article said that some seven hundred financiers, scholars, and artists attended the affair. It seems they put the whole city in an uproar, what with checking the humidity level and the direction of the wind with the weather bureau, and . . .

Servant: This one's done. . . . Other arm, please.

(marie lifts other arm as he is told) 

Marie: Anyway, about noon it began to rain, and the poor Large Emerald Swallowtail found itself in big trouble . . .

Kin'ya: What happened? Wasn't it able to fly?

Marie: It flew all right... but only two yards.

Kin'ya: Only two yards?












Marie: It's just fate. What a great pity! Around the world in two yards.... (Suddenly to Kin'ya.) How long do you plan to just stand there with your mouth open? Go to the other room! Go on! Go put your collection in order or something.

Kin'ya: (Apologetically.) I already have ...

Marie: All of them? ... Even the Yellow-Edged Fritillary and the Pseudo Swallowtail, and the Large Red Star, too?

Kin'ya: All of them. I killed them with Formalin and stuck them on pins that are thinner than an eyelash.

Marie: All seven hundred of them?

Kin'ya: There's nothing more for me to do ...

Marie: Well, go in there and rest for a while, then. Later on I'll let a new butterfly loose in the wide-open fields of the parlor.

Kin'ya: (Eyes shining.) A new butterfly?

Marie: .. .

Kin'ya: I wonder what kind it will be.... I hope it's a Panther Crest Butterfly ... or a Clouded Panther Crest... or maybe a Silver-Backed Panther Crest.

Marie: I'm sure you'll be well satisfied. Now, little man, just go into the other room like a good boy. (With contempt.) Short pants certainly do become you!

Kin'ya: (Protesting slightly.) But, Miss Marie, I'm almost eighteen!

Marie: (Hysterically.) Mother! You're to call me Mother! (marie scowls at Kin'ya. Marie'j arm is still up in the air) 

(kin'ya leaves the room timidly. Servant finishes shaving and closes ra^pr.) 

Marie: (With his arm still in the air) What a nincompoop that boy is! Here he is, the son of the hereditary head of the Honorable Society of Sodomites, Mink Marie III, and what does he do but creep around with no more guts than some streetwalking queer. Why, the cheap gay bars in Kinshi-cho and Kamata have kids by the dozen that are more with it than that one! You agree, don't you?

Servant: I wouldn't know. I've never been to such places . . .

Marie: (He notices that his arm is still in the air and lowers it.) There, I'm all beautiful again. . . . Hand me my cologne. (Patting the cologne into his armpits with hoth hands at the same time.) If you haven't been, then you must go. You can't expect to succeed without a little effort. As they say, you've got to try everything at least once in this old world. Why, you can't imagine the number of things there are that you are missing! (Sitting up.) Oh, I feel so fresh! Now, let's see ... I must go to the beauty parlor this
afternoon . . . and then this evening I'm going to Tokyo Metropolitan Hall to hear the allegro vivaci, the allegro vi va-va-va ci, of Mozart's Symphony No. 41, the Jupiter. The allegro vi va-va-va-va ci! Then on the way home, I'll drop by Maxim's for some of that heavenly Ochsen Schwantz . . . Ochsen Schwantz.6










Servant: There's something I think I should tell you ...

Marie: (Maintaining a languid pose.) What is it, Schwantz?

Servant: It's about the rent. . .

Marie: Ochsen Schwantz's?

Servant: The rent for this apartment. It hasn't been paid for seven months . ..

Marie: ...

Servant: I understand that if it isn't paid today, you will be asked to move out. The landlord has taken a firm stand in the matter and insists that the water, gas, and electric bills be paid at the same time.

Marie: Let him say what he likes! He's a tight old bastard. You know, he's gotten himself a terrible reputation because of it, too!

Servant: But by the end of the month . . .

Marie: My armpits sting! Oh, they've begun to sting like crazy! (marie wraps a huge towel around himself and steps out of the bathtub) I'm going to get dressed now!

(servant puts a record on the old hand-cranked phonograph. Zarah Leander's "La Habanera" is heard playing slowly once more. It is the dressing theme song) 

Marie: (Puts on panties, a brassiere, a chemise, and a dress. A new "woman" is horn before our eyes.) I leave the rest up to you. Be sure you don't let Kin'ya get outside. The stimulation of the outside world would be much too strong tor him. Clean up the bedroom carefully and spread perfume over the sheets! I just may bring home a big, gorgeous, hairy man. Yes, yes ... like that big, sweaty John Farmer7 that grabbed my hand in the Nikkatsu Movie House the other day . . . maybe he was a Self-Defense Force officer, or maybe a merchant marine. .. . He had tattooed himself with a cheap ink here on his arm and it was all swelled up and bluish.. .. Oh, he was so sexy . ..

Servant: Ah, Miss Marie.

Marie: That's all you need to do.

Servant: And what shall I do with last night's number?

Marie: Last night's number? (Remembering.) Oh, that drained pleasure pot? That sloppy tulip prick? Why, he's still out cold!

Servant: With a flower between his teeth . . .

Marie: Throw some water on his face! How can anyone have the gall to say they like to tango with a face like that? (Suddenly changing his mind.) You've
got to be careful—you give them a few sweet words and they keep coming back.... I think it's best just to throw him out.... Yes ... you just get him out of here in any way you see fit. (marie goes out wiggling his ass) 












(servant peers into the bathtub and then dumps it out toward the audience. A completely naked Boy flops out and lies there unconscious. Oh, pleasure pot! Black out) 




Scene 2

(A short part of the theme song "La Marie- Vison," sung by Yves Montand, swells buoyantly out of the darkness—

Elle a route sa basse 
Elle a roule carrosse 
Elle a plume plus d'un pigeon. 


Lights up on Kin'ya. He is putting the butterflies he has caught into his Formalin jar, one by one. Marie's face appears at an open window high up on the wall.) 

Marie: Have you memorized all the words of the butterflies?

(kin'ya looks up toward the window) 

Kin'ya: Ah . .. (Pleadingly.) When will you let me out of here, Mother?

Marie: After you have learned all the new words. .. . Each butterfly is a beautiful word.... The butterflies winging through the air are music. . . . Your collection is a fine book of poems. . . . When you understand all those things ... then I'll let you talk to those cheap, common people.

Kin'ya: But you've got to go to school to learn words!

Marie: School?! There are all kinds of schools, little man. A building with a blackboard and textbooks that you ride to on a bicycle is not the only kind.... A reformatory can be a school and a butterfly can be a teacher.

(kin'ya stares fearfully up at Marie. He loosens his hold on his specimen hox. The lid slips off and hundreds of butterflies come flying out. A deluge of darling light) 

Marie: Your mother's school was a prison. A dirty old concrete building for a school, and my classmates were all murderers, pickpockets, and burglars. But then, Mother didn't go to prison to look for heroes and great adventures. Oh, no. I went to study serious things.... I studied people and the various roles they play. I learned that a man can travel around the world on a tabletop ... that you can sail the seven seas on a bed sheet. Where are you right now? Do you know, my little man?

Kin'ya: Mother! I'm hungry!









Marie: Come on, answer my question. Do you know where you are right now?

Kin'ya: I'm in ... Mother's . . . Mother's . . .

Marie: Where? Tell me where? The great plains of the Amazon? ... Or is it one-eyed Assyria?

Kin'ya: (With determination.) It's the parlor, Mother!

Marie: (Distinctly disappointed.) You nincompoop! (marie closes the window) 

Marie's Voice: (Heard through the closed window.) Truth! Truth! Truth! This is what I mean when I tell you to do something true! Kin'ya! You are always telling lies, so at least make sure that what you do is true! But I was taught the very opposite in prison. . . . They always said to me, "You're always telling the truth, so at least make sure that what you do is fake." (Laughter) 

(kin'ya is left alone in speechless amazement. He watches the butterflies fly around the room. The window opens with a bang. A bright red apple on a string is slowly let down from the window. Feeding Kin'ya is the SESffAXfl'sjob. Kin'ya greedily devours the apple. Servant watches him eat for a time and then leaves quietly. After he finishes eating, Kin'ya begins chasing the butterflies around the parlor with his butterfly net. As he runs hither and thither, he sometimes bumps into the furniture.... He finally catches one. When he tries to pick it up and put it into an especially large Formalin-poison-filled jar, he finds that it isn't a butterfly at all, but a hoy dressed in girl's clothes....)

Kin'ya: (Surprised.) Who . . . who are you?

Girl: Who? Me? . . . (Shejumps into full view.) A spook born just for you from your Formalin poison! An orphan that couldn't quite become a butterfly! With butterfly ribbons and a butterfly dress! Well? Do you understand what I'm saying? . . . (Walking around.) Wow! This room's got a real cool mood, don't it? (Peering into the bathtub.) Wonder what this pond's for? ... Maybe they plan to raise alligators ...

Kin'ya: (Half nervous and half happy.) 

Girl: (Stillpeering into the bathtub.) It's awful deep.... Looks about a one-yard drop straight down!

Kin'ya: Uh ... Does Miss Marie . . . know ... you're here?

Girl: ...

Kin'ya: Did Miss Marie . . . ask you ... to come here?

Girl: Well, yes . .. You could actually say that Miss Marie planned it all this way. (girl notices that Kin'ya seems relieved) Well, does that make you feel better? By Miss Marie, do you mean that poor old faded September cherry blossom.... Just what relation is that hairy old bag to you?

Kin'ya: My . . .









Girl: Your sugar daddy? Your lover?

Kin'ya: My mother!

Girl: (She spreads her arms out like butterfly wings.) Oh, dear me, that's the funniest thing I've ever heard in my whole life. . . . Excuse me if I seem rude, but do you mean to tell me that that ugly hag is your mother?

Kin'ya: Yes.

Girl: Well, I certainly didn't know that. A mother with hair on her chest. A mother with an Adam's apple. A baritone mother that pisses standing up. A mother that shaves her beard every morning.... What an interestingly individualistic mother!

Kin'ya: (Sticking out his chest a little.) She is an extremely kind and a very nice mother!

Girl: You mean because she always lets lots of butterflies loose in the parlor for you? (Contemptuously.) They sell them all over the place to use as teaching material at school.

Kin'ya: Did Miss Marie ... tell you to say that to me?

Girl: (She just laughs.) 

Kin'ya: Just who are you, anyway?

Girl: Who? Me? (girl stands up on the edge of the bathtub and begins walking as though on a tightrope) It must be awful boring to just chase butterflies all day, every day. Dipterological insect hunting . . . but you can't screw a butterfly.... (Spotting a butterfly pinned to the wall.) Why, it's a Cloud Panther Crest from Madagascar Island. You certainly traveled a long distance for this one! It must have been very expensive.

Kin'ya: Mother set it all up for me. All I had to do was run around the parlor one hundred and twenty times.

Girl: (She nods sympathetically.) 

Kin'ya: But it's really easier this way. I'm not very strong.... I can't go very far...

Girl: You just stay in here and pin this and that on the wall, the same as your butterflies . . . like happiness . . . and time . . . and even your own life . . .

Kin'ya: I'll show you something interesting! (He stands up, takes his specimen hook, and sits down beside Girl.) Actually, Miss Marie gets very mad when I show them to people, but... (He hesitates.) You mustn't touch them! (He turns the first page.) 

Girl: Oh, they're all dead!

Kin'ya: (Laughing dryly.) That's right. I killed them all.

Girl: And they've all been crucified.









Kin'ya: I raised this Raven Swallowtail myself. I tore off the wings of a pregnant female butterfly and put just its body in a jar under artificial light. Then, every month, I fed it a little honey diluted with water. Finally, on the dampened cotton in the bottom of the jar, it laid the egg I had dreamed about. ... It got bigger and bigger until it turned into this coal black Raven Swallowtail.

Girl: ...

Kin'ya: Then, just when it got big enough to fly, I shut it up in my Formalin jar and killed it.

Girl: Why did you kill it?

Kin'ya: If it had lived any longer, its wings would have gotten all ragged and dirty.

Girl: You're really awful, aren't you?

Kin'ya: Do you like butterflies?

Girl: I like spiders a lot better.

Kin'ya: Spiders?

Girl: But then, I like being a girl even more. They are both something like Formalin and butterflies.... It's simply a problem of physics. (She counts on her fingers.) Let's play riddles. The difference between a girl and a jar ... You put the stopper in a jar after you put something inside, but with a girl, you put something inside her after you put the stopper in. Do you get it?

Kin'ya: (He just stares vacantly.) 

Girl: You put a butterfly inside, then you put the stopper in the jar, don't you?...

Kin'ya:. . .

Girl: But with a girl, you put the stopper in first, then . . .

Kin'ya: ...

Girl: (She bursts out laughing.) 

Kin'ya:. . .

Girl: Come on. . . . Put the stopper in me.

Kin'ya: (He pulls away frightened.) 

Girl: Put your stopper ... (She tries to hug Kin'ya but he bolts and runs away.) Why do you run away?

Kin'ya: ...

Girl: Don't you want to turn into a pretty butterfly?

Kin'ya: Huuuuuuuuuuuh?

Girl: Let's you and I get into the Formalin jar together. It's very clean inside. . . . And it's glass so you can see in from the outside.

Kin'ya: You . .









Girl: You've got an awfully nice stopper.

Kin'ya: You ... Just who are you, anyway? Your head is sort of goofed up, isn't it?

Girl: My head? (Laughing.) That's right. When I was thirteen, the moon came falling down and, unlucky for me, it hit me on the head ... right here! Ever since, I've had dance-itis. It makes me so very, very lonely that I can't sleep alone.

Kin'ya: I ... I... (He tries to get away. He struggles with the Girl, and they fall into the bathtub together. The Girl jumps out with her wings drenched and one single long hair held tightly in her hand. Slowly, quietly, Zarah Leander's "Three Shining Stars" begins to be heard from the portable phonograph.) 

Girl: (Holding the hand with the hair up high.) Oh, my ... You certainly have short hair! The very shortest horizon in this world ... You know, when I was in grade school... one time I drew a picture of the horizon. I just made a single line across a sheet of drawing paper. When I showed it to my teacher, he said, "The horizon isn't this short!" So I just started drawing the line longer, off the paper, across my desk, along the floor, straight through the door, down the hall, and out into the school yard. I just kept drawing along the ground, wondering all the time if the horizon goes on all the way to the edge of the world.... I got scared and cried great big tears. . . . Oh, I shouldn't have tried to draw something so long. If only I had decided from the start to draw a sesame seed or a bean. But it was too late.

Kin'ya: What happened next?

Girl: (She dries her tears and blows her nose.) 

Kin'ya: Did you go all the way around the globe?

Girl: Of course not! Just how old do you think I am, anyway? (Striking a pose.) Luckily, there was a tree right in my path. A tree ...

Kin'ya: A tree?

Girl: Yes, an elm tree. . .. The horizon I was drawing with my crayon just wrapped itself around the trunk of that tree. No matter how long I kept drawing, the horizon just kept going round and round that elm tree. I finally decided to give up my art homework, and quit school at the same time.

(kin'ya has been listening with rapt attention. The Girl sidles up to him again) 

Girl: I composed a haiku about it! "Oh, Horizon! How far did you go today?" .. . This clearly expresses my state of mind at that time.

Kin'ya: I don't think I understand it all very well.

Girl: Maybe not understand, but you can feel it, can't you? (She touches 









Kin'ya.) This shoulder line ... this hip line ... I think it was Max Jacob who wrote a poem that said, "All the lines of your body are the horizon of my sea." (While the Girl is talking, she moves her hands over Kin'ya'j body, unbuttons his shirt, and takes it off. Kin'ya has been put under the Girl'j- spell and lets her do what she wants till she starts to unbutton his trousers.) 

Kin'ya: Stop it!

Girl: Your stopper! Your stopper!

Kin'ya: Leave me alone! Leave me alone!... I want to get out of this place and run away! I don't want to be friends with anybody! Every day, twice a day, food and books come down from that window up there, just for me. With all that knowledge, I have gone to Assyria. I've gone to the Amazon. I've gone to the ends of the world with my butterfly net. I don't want to go anyplace anymore. ... I don't want to know anything anymore.

Girl: Well, then, wouldn't you like to go to sleep like a butterfly?

Kin'ya: Like a butterfly?

Girl: Sure.... Just become a butterfly. Then ... you will be able to speak butterfly words ... and also, you won't have to chase butterflies any longer. ... (Temptingly.) You'll be free.

Kin'ya: How do I do it?

Girl: Well, to become a butterfly . . . First, you become a caterpillar. Become a caterpillar! Become a caterpillar! Become a caterpillar! . .. You have to be smeared with poison. You have to get dirty. You have to cheat and kill. That's what you have to do to become a pretty butterfly. Come on ... (She quickly pulls down Kin'ya'j- trousers.) With your stopper . . . You've got to stop up every window and put out every light!

(kin'ya kicks the Girl over and opens the door to run away. But there stands the pleasure-hungry Ghost Of A Girl. Confused, he slams the door and climbs a ladder. When he reaches the top, another pleasure-starved Ghost tries to jump out at him from the window. Kin'ya is at his wits' end. He kneels in the center of the stage in an attitude of prayer and shouts to the heavens) 

Kin'ya: Miss Marie! Mother! Help! Help!

(Suddenly, lightning strikes Kin'ya and loud music floods the stage. Marie'j voice thunders out over all this along with a burst of hoisterous laughter.) 

Marie: There's nothing to worry about, my little man! I'll get rid of that whore right away. . . . I'll crush her under my thumb like a mosquito larva in a dream and throw her into the trash can. There's nothing at all for you to trouble yourself about! . . . Say your prayers before you crawl into bed. Then read The Little Prince, which I bought you the other day, until
you get sleepy. (Thunder and lightning. The door slams wildly in the wind.) Just don't pay any attention to that syphilitic butterfly. Lie down and be quiet, and Mother will come down again and sing you a lullaby.












(kin'ya continues praying at center stage as the lights fade to total darkness, until nothing remains but the sound of Marie's laughter filling the stage) 




Intermezzo

(A long period of darkness. A match is struck and a candle is lit at its flame. The von Stroheim-like Servant comes on cautiously, carrying the burning candle.) 




Servant: Everything is deep in darkness. 
  But the cobra and the turtle lift their heads, 
  And Scorpio rises. 
  The blade of the dagger flashes, 
  Ready to tear the flesh. 
  And the moon bathes hell in bright red light. 


The holy pander leaves for the port, 
And the men left behind 
Throw their anchors of lust and yearning, 
Into the sea of one another's hearts. 
Rubbing fiery hands against each other's masts, 
They reach out for a brave, horselike death. 


Guts torn out, and blind 
A nameless queen with a shabby prick 
Despairs of putting out to sea. 
Please lend an ear to my sad song. 
It's just a fun-time intermezzo.8 


(Bach's Toccata and Fugue in D Minor pierces the air with its opening notes on the sacred organ.) I want to die a braver death than a brave, horselike death, too. But as you see, I'm such an ugly old hag. (His words get more and more feminine and he smears bright red lipstick on his lips.) Everyone calls me Hag Marie. But, you see, I'm sort of moon-mad! Now I'm ready for anything! (He stands up, puts a wig on his head, spreads his arms, and begins dancing to Toccata and Fugue in D Minor. He dances like a demon-possessed somnambulist. But his movements are slow, as though he is dancing through water. At the end of his dance, he picks up the hand-mirror and peers into it.) I've really done a good job of disguising myself to look exactly like me. I just can't believe how much I look like myself. This is the real me that I've never let anyone see. (He 
continues to look lovingly at his reflection in the mirror. He tidies up the hanging strands of hair, then continues to stare into the mirror entranced.) Mirror! Mirror! Oh, Mirror! Who is the most beautiful woman in the world? (He answers himself in the voice of the mirror) 










"Right here and now, you are the most beautiful,

But Snow White is a thousand times more beautiful than you."

Oh, dear, a whole thousand times prettier than me. A thousand . . . that means ten times a hundred, or a hundred times ten.... Why, that's even a larger number than nine hundred and ninety-nine. (He begins talking to the mirror once more.) And just where does this Snow White live?

"I'm not too sure. It may be the forest of some far-off country. Or perhaps the port of promise of some broken-down soul. Or the hometown of a mother one has never seen. Or a nameless gay bar far out in the suburbs."

(The strains of the old popular song "Longing for a Shadow"— but it is played with a very scratchy needle, which makes it sound like a draft all the way from hell.) Then I must go out and search everywhere for Snow White. If this is to be my Long Day's Journey Into Night, l will search everywhere, even the jails, the cages, the cheap cabarets, the Turkish baths, and the prisons. But little old me ... (Putting his hand to his lips in embarrassment.) I'm just so silly, aren't I?

Have you ever seen a Jean Harlow movie? 
Jean Harlow was such a wonderful woman. 
She was loved by millions, and she died numerous times in the movies. 
Oh, yes, she died many times. 
Not only in the movies, but one time off the screen she got drunk and 
   died in a car accident. 
She died in all sorts of different ways, and each time with a different 
   name, even. . . . It's just wonderful. Why, a person who dies that 
  many times gets to live lots of times, too. 


Somebody like me kicks the bucket only once and that's all there is. You get tossed into a cheap coffin and they plow you under. Not only no Henry Mancini music, but they only keep praying till the cash gives out. You die once and that's it. That's why I dress up like this . . . and become Mimosa, or Marie, or Omatsu the demon, or Oshichi the grocer's daughter. ... At least this way, you get the feel of dying several times.
Come to think of it, I guess I was a little hasty. If I was going to go to all the trouble of becoming Mink Marie, I may just as well have gone all the way and become Snow White. That's it! I'll die as Marie and be reincarnated all at once.












(As the Servant pulls off his wig, a loud piano introduction is heard, and Mink Marie's dance and chorus begins. Several Mink Maries, all pretty as a nightmare, come flying onto the stage and do a gorgeous dance to: 

Elle a roule sa hosse 
Elle a roule carrosse 
Elle a plume 
Plus d'un pigeon 
La Marie- Vison 
Cote d'la chapelle 
 C'est comm' (a qu'on I'appelle 
Meme en ete elle a sur 
lidos 
Son sacre manteau 
    (couplet) 
Mais un soir un soir cefut 
plus fort qu'elle la v'la 
Que s'est mise apleurer 
Et son secret, son secret 
trop lourdpour 
Dans un his fro f me I'a 
 Confie. 


All together, the number of Mink Maries reaches seven. They are all dressed as beautiful women. They sing and dance to help one forget the length of the night. Suddenly, all sound is cut out.) 

Marie's Voice: What the hell is all that noise in the kitchen? Someone go see what's up! Hey! Hey!

(The seven Mink Maries quickly disappear and the Servant returns once more to his role as a servant.) 

Servant: (Facing upstage.) Yes, Miss Marie. I'll be there right away. (Facing the audience.) Ah, I missed dying once more. I'll really make it next time, though. Oh, I want so much to find a way to die a brave, horselike death!










Scene 3

(Three days later. The bathtub is brim full of hot water, and men are full of the heat of desire. Together they form a circuit of "time." Finally, a dim red light shines down on a tattooed Sailor. He is standing, completely naked, facing upstage. His pose suggests that he is pissing on the table in front of him. Mink Marie holds an extremely classical feather fan in one hand and is watching with rapt attention every move the Sailor makes. On a sofa a short distance away, two naked Boys are play ing with each other in an obscene manner, but giving the effect of a Michelangelo fresco. An intermeyyy in hell. After a longperiod of silence, Marie takes apiece of white paper from the table, waving it in the air as though it is aprisy of the hunt.) 

Marie: Just look how well it came out! This is really big game. If I had known it was going to come out in such vivid form, I would have taken up my palette and painted it in full, natural color instead of just doing the outline in pencil. (To the tattooed Sailor who hasn't moved from the previous pose.) It's all finished. Hurry up and put on your underwear, before all the fresh young sap from your hot stem spills out all over the place.

(The tattooed Sailor, still facing upstage, puts on his briefs. Then he stares at Marie like a watchdog waitingfor its master's next order.) 

Marie: It really is well done! This is one of the real masterpieces among God's recent creations. I've traced the shape of any number of men's things on white paper on top of this table, but there's never been one as strong and masculine as this one before.... This is the first time my hand has ever started shaking during the tracing.

Sailor: But Miss Marie, just what the hell do you plan to do with a thing like that?9

Marie: What do you mean?

Sailor: Well, I don't suppose you could possibly think of displaying it to the public or anything like that...

Marie: Oh, what a wonderful idea! (Laughs teasingly.) I wonder if I shouldn't just rent the Camellia Gallery and open an exhibition. How the crowds would gather! Just imagine the wild fantasies they would dream up! Why, this is like the score for a great piece of music ... the kind of thing that doesn't really move you all by itself, but the memories it brings back really bring the color to your cheeks. Huh? Do I hear rain?

Sailor: It started about half an hour ago.

Marie: Ugh! (Terribly provoked.) I hate rain! I even hear the sound of it and the
lid of my head comes loose! Everything fades right out, and I don't feel like doing anything at all the whole blessed day.












Sailor: Hmmm.

Marie: It doesn't bother you at all, then?

Sailor: Never noticed anything special.

Marie: Wow! You tiger! How come you're so tough?

Sailor: A long time ago, I was an umbrella salesman. (Apologetically.) But that was more than four or five years ago, actually longer ago than that, even.

Marie: An umbrella salesman. A man who sells a device with which to oppose nature herself! Oh, you get tougher by the minute! Being a woman as I am, who is blown along the road of life by the fickle winds of fate, I have never been able to even consider standing up in opposition to God's rain with anything so audacious as an umbrella.

Sailor: (Completely baffled.) Hmmm.

Marie: I'm just rain-mad. I'm moon-mad. I'm mad about you. And I'm mad about myself. (marie claps bis hands twice) 

(The two naked'boys have been holding a pose up to this time. One of them breaks away and runs to Marie'j side, also like a watchdog, and stands waiting for his reaction.) 

Marie: Here I am in the mood with this sailor, and suddenly it decides to start pouring rain.

Boy 1: And the rain is distasteful to you?

Marie: I hate it! Rain is God's semen. It's clammy and gluey. It's vulgar. I want you to do something about it.

Boy 1: But we have ...

Boy 2: Been hired as poets.

Marie: You mean you can't stop the rain with poetry. (Losingpatience.) You mean poetry doesn't even have that much power.

Boy 1: A poet is like wine — he can make men drunk with words. Sometimes a poet can wound men with words. With a well-sharpened word, one can pierce another's heart. . .

Boy 2: In some cases, one can even kill a man with a word ...

Boy 1: But when it comes to rain, we are helpless. We know of no way to beat rain.

Marie: (Hysterically.) Hah! Brilliant! You can kill a man with your fine words, but you can't fight a passing thundershower! Pretty high-handed business you're in!









Boy 1: Instead, what would you think of some beautiful words in praise of something as a diversion?

Marie: Well, all right. If you think it will divert me . . . strew some beautiful words around over there while this sailor and I make love.

(boy 1 and boy 2 confer with each other in whispers) 

Boy 1: Would the seven-and-five-syllable meter be agreeable? Or would you perhaps prefer blank verse?

Marie: (Assuming a haughty attitude.) I'd like a classical one . . . terribly sublime and impressive, if you please.

Boy 2: Would you like for us to praise the scenery? Or should we perhaps extol a human being?

Marie: It's me! I want that you should extol me. I want you to thoroughly burnish m lovel skin with our beautiful words.




(boy 1 tfWfiOY 2 recite the followingpoem while playing akok\i3L..w During the recitation, Marie lures the tattooed Bailor to the bathtub, lays him down in it, and begins caressing his hody from top to hottom. The poetry recitation stops from time to time but the caresses do not. Marie continues to enjoy the Sailor 's hody in its entirety for some time, but since they are hidden from the audience in the bathtub, the details of this action cannot be fully observed?) 

Boy 1: Ah! Darkness gathers! 
  Oh, Man! Speak ye not of water 
  And of what is a song of Venice, 
  Now is the hour of youth, 
  But Marie is overcome with woe. 


Ah! Marie! 
That erect form, now stolen! 
Ye sad birds, that flock and dance 
In the hollow of a hairy shin! 
Release the cruel chains! 
The harbor was much too far 
And the departed much too old. 


Boy 2: Ah! Marie! 
  Nailed fast to a mast and killed 
  Were the passions of long ago. 
   In heartfelt homage unto thee 
    I set flame to the bud of a rose 
  And gaze on the threadlike haze 
   Piercing the legendary blue above. 













Ah! Marie! 
Watchdog of yearning! 
Slaughterer of roses! 
Ten score and ten long days 
Thou hast spent behind prison walls. 
Thou conflagrant piano! 
He whose voice sings through the flames 
Is the phantom of Stephano. 


Ah! Marie! 
Thou sainted queer! 
Thou awe inspiring angel of the gaols! 
Thou chart for phantom galley ships! 
In a Mediterranean of bean-paste soup! 
Come ye down from thy tree of salt 
And cleanse ye the testicles 
Of the melancholy youth below. 


(Finally, the strains of Zarah Leander's "La Habanera" flow quietly through the air. Boy 1 and Boy 2 leave the stage reluctantly, stealing glances over their shoulders at Marie and the Sailor, who are completely absorbed in passionate caresses. Marie gets up slowly after a rather longperiod of silence.) 

Marie: How about some champagne?

Sailor: Champagne?

Marie: My throat's on fire. (Purring like a cat.) And it's all your fault.

Sailor: My fault?

Marie: (Fixing eyes on the Sailor — eyes still aflame with passion.) That's right! It's all your fault! It's all your fault! It was really worth all the trouble dragging you here in the middle of the night. Yes, no matter what anybody might say, it was worth it! (He sighs.) 

Sailor: Me, too! I never dreamed it would feel so good.

Marie: I can't stand being without you. You won't be able to leave this place for quite some time. Tiger!

Sailor: (Pretending to be a tiger) Grrrrrrrrrr!

Marie: (Pouring him more champagne.) Come on, really growl for me! Wilder! Wilder!

Sailor: Grrrrrrrrr! Grrrrrrrrrrrr! Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr! (He drinks the glass of champagne in one gulp.) Still, Miss Marie, you've got plenty down there ... plenty to prove you're a man. Tell me, why is it you go around dressed up like a girl?









Marie: For the same reason you have a tattoo! With all that beautiful skin, why did you get that thing carved on you?

(The Sailor can't answer.) 

Marie: Why is it that men can't be satisfied just being men? All around you there are men playing roles — some play policemen, some play sailors, some play thinkers, and some play football champions. So why does it seem especially curious that a man plays the role of a woman?

Sailor: But Miss Marie! Being a sailor or a policemen is a trade — a line of business!

Marie: Oh, I'm in a line of business, too! (He shrugs h1s shoulders.) But whether I make any money or not is sort of a secondary problem. After all, life is only a one-act play. I want the best role I can get. The whole world is my set. The theme may be the fatherland or the revolution — I don't know or care. An actor's job is just to disguise himself in his role. This is the stuff that ghosts are made of. He puts disguise upon disguise, until he has disguised all his disguises. Then he listens to the cheers and applause from inside his grave—alone.

Sailor: It's not applause. You can listen and listen, but all you can hear from inside the grave is the cold wind of winter.

Marie: Aah, the cold wintry wind in the trees! How beautiful! The cheers of the wind. The applause of the trees.

Sailor: (Naively serious.) But do you know what people call you behind your back?

Marie: Sure I know! Queer! Homo! Sodomite! Gay!

Sailor: That's not all.

Marie: Not all? What else?

Sailor: (Stutters at first, but finally decisively.) P-p-p-p-p-p-p-pervert!

Marie: (Laughs benevolently and fills the Sailor's glass with champagne.) Oh, yes. It seems that the people of the world say that I'm unnatural; that I'm a fake; that I go against the will of God. But it's those very same people who think nothing of planting flower seeds in a garden ... ten-cents-a-bag seed that have nothing at all to do with God. But they don't consider this defiling nature. No, there is nothing in the world that is of any real worth in its natural state!

(The Sailor puts down his champagne glass. Marie becomes somewhat frightened. Kin'ya's voice is heard through the door. He is singing a grade-school song.) 

Sailor: (Uneasy.) Who's that?

Marie: That's my only son. He was born when I was sixteen.

Sailor: Born?












Marie: Right! I am the boy's mother. His ma-aaaaaaaaaaaaaaa-ma!

Sailor: Impossible! (Thinking the whole thing a joke.) I suppose this is all part of the show . .. what you call your cast of characters.

Marie: Oh, you hit the nail on the head. My cast of characters! That's it. And so well cast as mother and child, too.... We look exactly alike, we disappoint each other, and we despise each other—we have a fine life.

Sailor: And what happened to his real mother?

Marie: She's dead.

Sailor: Dead?

Marie: Yes, of course! I killed her. Come a little closer, little man, and I'll tell you the whole story. (marie sidles over closer to the Sailor. The Sailor has by this time become completely repulsed and frightened by the situation and tries to pull away, but Marie has a hand firmly on his shoulder) You do want to hear it, don't you? All the gory details? ...

Sailor: (Confused.) Well, yes, of course. Someday when we have plenty of time....

Marie: Ssssh. Now is the time to tell it! There is no time but now!... The tale of a murky life. A cursed anthology of sentimental verses. I've told it so many times that I've got it all memorized in the right order.... The Sad Fate of Mink Marie and Her Only Son . . .

(At this point, Kin'ya enters unnoticed with the RCA Victor dog in his arms. He stands hidden in the shadows and listens quietly.) 

Marie: I was born the daughter of an out-of-the-way hash-house owner. Home-sweet-home was situated near Kamata, or Gotanda, facing the old cement road leading to the slaughterhouse. It was a creaky old dump with the jukebox blasting all day long.

("The Song of the Aleutians" floats in on the breeze like an auditory hallucination.) 

Marie: When I got old enough, I began helping serve tables. Of course all the rest of the help were girls. Before long I got tired of being discriminated against. I wasn't allowed to bathe until the rest had finished. I had to sleep in a separate room all alone. It wasn't as though I was an ugly duckling or anything like that... all this cruel treatment was simply because I had a wee-wee. Night after night I lay sobbing all night with a pair of scissors in my hand, thinking, "Oh, if only I didn't have that stupid wiener sausage dangling between my legs!" Well, there was this one real cute waitress named Katsuko Kaneshiro.11 She was the only one who showed me any kindness. She always loaned me bras and panties and sweaters and things. And before I knew it, I had become a girl. I began to consider seriously whether I should use tampons or sanitary
napkins during my period. I wondered if I should have my nose lengthened a little or if it wasn't all right just the way it was.... Sometimes I even began to think my dislike for sweet potatoes meant that I wasn't working hard enough on self-improvement as a girl. Katsuko and I always shared a singly copy of Co-ed's Friend and always took our baths together. I really began to feel like a full-fledged female the autumn of my sixteenth year. (Shortpause.) But that Katsuko gradually got jealous of my feminine charms. She was what you'd call a real eyesore. . . . Her face gave the impression that the printing had slipped, and she spoke with a disgusting country accent. One look and any idiot could see that she was a pure country bumpkin straight out of Basho's The Narrow Road to the Deep North. No wonder she was jealous of my stunning beauty. The whole thing turned into a Snow White nightmare. . . . This same Katsuko who had been so kind to me up to this point began to block me at every turn. She would gape at the mirror and say, "Mirror, mirror, on the wall! Who's the fairest of them all?" And the mirror would answer shyly, "It's little Miss Marie. The prettiest girl in this whole wide world is little Miss Marie." Then Katsuko would protest, "Marie is a boy. She isn't a girl at all!" But the mirror would just shake its head and insist, "It's little Miss Marie! It's little Miss Marie! It's little Miss Marie!" One dark night, Katsuko took that mirror out and threw it down on the concrete highway. Before long a long-distance transport truck came speeding by and crushed the poor mirror to smithereens. That night, that Katsuko's eyes were so merry and sparkling with fire as to make one think that she had caught the twinkly light of all those little stars millions of light-years away. The next night, Katsuko came and crept into bed beside me. I was lying there on my stomach, reading the latest issue of The Be-Ribhoned Knight comic book. I had just gotten to the most exciting part, where the Knight, who is really a girl in disguise, was about to come and save the day, when Katsuko's hand slipped along the top of my chemise and began stroking my ass. A little stroll through a dream, huh? Without thinking, I let myself slip into ecstasy and let my legs slide slightly apart. At the same moment, Katsuko's hand slid under my chemise and onto my bare skin and began groping gently for my most sensitive parts. She held her breath like when you steal eggs from a lark's nest—earnestness itself.. .. Hey, there's nothing for you to blush about! It's me that's getting felt up! ... I felt better and better, and finally I sighed her name in ecstasy and tried to hug her. She wiggled away just far enough so I couldn't touch her body. I couldn't take it any longer and pleaded in my natural voice, "Oh, Katsuko! Let me have it!" Well, she popped up like she had found what she had
been looking for and switched on the light. She screamed at the top of her lungs, "It's hell! It's hell! Everybody hurry! Come and look at Marie's body!" All the waitresses got up and came running in a group. There I was for all to see, trying desperately to hold myself down in front, like a fox whose tail had given away his disguise. Stranded on the lonely beach of sex, like a wandering troubadour. Katsuko stared with bloodshot eyes, pointed at my thing and guffawed loudly, "And this one calls itself a girl! This one calls itself a girl!" The other girls all burst out laughing at once. I couldn't take it any longer and dashed out to the darkened highway. That night I swore revenge. How could I embarrass Katsuko as cruelly as she had me? What would bring the greatest shame to her as a real woman?




















Sailor: I've got it! That kid, that was singing outside the door before, really is your son!

Marie: My son? (marie lights a cigarette in an extremely long holder and begins smiling meditatively) 

Sailor: Yes, he's really your son. You raped that Katsuko and got her pregnant. Then you took the baby and raised it. And you keep him locked up, like in a prison, so you can implant your hatred for his mother deep in his heart. . . . This is how you are getting your revenge.

Marie: . ..

Sailor: In other words, you are actually that boy's father.

(marie slowly releases the cigarette smoke from his lungs. A longperiod of silence) 

Marie: That's a lie! He's the child of a perfect stranger. Do you think I would stoop so low as to even touch Katsuko's body after that? Don't be so stupid. I paid a common laborer who always ate at our hash house to rape her. It was midday in the summer on the tracks of the Keihin Tohoku Line. She hemorrhaged pretty badly at first, but then she began to like it. She dug her nails into his back and trembled all over. I kept close watch on them from a clump of grass nearby. I wanted to steal her expression, the very face of a woman in ecstasy. (Laughs softly.) Katsuko got pregnant. . . and died in childbirth. I guess her body wasn't mature enough to have a baby. ... I took the baby and raised it. It was a boy, but I plan to raise him as a girl. He's an awful nincompoop, but his heart is pure. He's as fresh and pretty as a little bird. But I'm going to change him into a fleshy trashcan of sex muck.

(kin'ya has been listening up to this point. He puts the RCA Victor dog that he has been holding down in front of the bell of the phonograph and wanders off in a state of shock) 









Sailor: Is that all really true, Miss Marie?

(marie just laughs) 

Sailor: It's all lies, isn't it?

Marie: Did you ever stop to think just what the world is made of, Mr. Sailor? Everything on the surface is just a batch of lies! . . . It's not just the label on a can of beef... . All life is a big lie! The surface is lies. The truth is inside. In order to believe that what is inside is real, you have to think that the surface is fake. Isn't that right? You have to make a big fuss in order to let your soul sail in far-off seas. You flip a coin to decide between two possibilities. The one that loses becomes false and you chase off, in the opposite direction, after what chance has decided is the truth.... History is all lies. Everything that goes away is false. The only thing that's real is the demon that's coming your way tomorrow! (He exhales smoke angrily.) That's all there is!... The end of my life story ...

(Slow black out. A small spotlight illuminates the dog and the phonograph, which have been placed coincidental!)' in such a position that they form the RCA Victor trademark. The record begins to revolve and the music thatflows out is Bach's Toccata and Fugue in D Minor) 




Scene 4

(kin'ya staggers onstage in the darkness. He walks as though he is living in a nightmare. His eyes stare vacantly, not seeing anything) 

Kin'ya: (Mumbling.) Dirty!... Dirty! Everything is dirty. (kin'ya wraps the tablecloth round and round himself, then throws himself on the floor, trembling and crying) A fleshy trash can . . . My body a fleshy trash can!

(girl runs in searching for her Formalin jar.) 

Girl: My jar! My jar! Where's my jar? (She almost trips over Kin'ya.) Oh, dear! What's the matter? That's awfully bad manners . . .

Kin'ya: .. .

Girl: You'll get a good scolding for wrapping up in the tablecloth like that

Kin'ya: I'm going to stay just like this all winter long. Then pretty soon spring will come.

Girl: (Disgustedly.) What on earth is wrong with you? ... Oh, you're trembling.

Kin'ya: Leave me alone. I've turned into a silkworm . . .

Girl: A silkworm?

Kin'ya: A silkworm's cocoon. A caterpillar . . . Then a butterfly . . . I've
learned what it's all about... all life is made up of three transitional stages.












Girl: But then . . . (Struggling to keep from laughing.) And he thinks he looks like a silkworm.

Kin'ya: (He tries to make himself smaller and make it bravely through the long winter of the parlor. Tears stream down his cheeks, but...) I've already learned all the butterfly words. In butterfly language, a butterfly net is a detective, a hole in a tree trunk is a flophouse. A flower is a saloon, and nectar is brandy. Caterpillars are all young boys ... before they know how to dress up and use make up. ... In other words, caterpillars are all virgins. But then they all learn pretty fast that as long as they remain caterpillars, they won't be able to fly through the sky. (Suddenly worried.) Where in the world did you come from?

Girl: (Pointing.) From that direction.

Kin'ya: Didn't you run into Miss Marie?

Girl: Why?

Kin'ya: Nobody's supposed to come in here.... If Mother finds out you came in here, she will scold me.

Girl: (Boldly.) What do you care if she scolds you? If you turn into a butterfly, you can fly right out of this old house.

(kin'ya begins trembling again without changing his position) 

Girl: What's the matter?

Kin'ya: I understand everything.... Mother hates me . . .

Girl: Oh, dear ...

Kin'ya: For all sorts of reasons. Probably even if I turn into a butterfly, I won't be able to fly more than about ten yards—more than the length of this parlor ... and before long, a hairy wrestler or maybe a fat, lecherous businessman will come with his net and chase me around the room. After all, I'm not natural...

Girl: What? Natural? You really believe that there are "natural" things in this world, don't you?

Kin'ya: In the language of the butterflies . . .

Girl: ...

Kin'ya: In the language of the butterflies, history is all natural.

Girl: Looks like you still haven't studied enough, doesn't it?

Kin'ya: In the language of the butterflies ...

Girl: Come on, now! Cut the chatter and get out of that tablecloth! You don't know it, but even the moon is man-made. That's the truth!

Kin'ya: But in the language of the butterflies ...

Girl: Facts are the worst enemies of truth! Come on! How long do you think you can hide in there?









Kin'ya: ...

Girl: Unwind yourself from that mess and come over here. I'll teach you something nice.

Kin'ya: I want to stay right here forever! . . . I've made up my mind.

Girl: Come on out. I'll teach you something really groovy.... About how stamens and pistils . . .

Kin'ya: That's not butterfly language. It's human language.

Girl: But it's really cool! Every caterpillar does it when he turns into a butterfly. (girl sidles closer to Kin'ya.) 

Kin'ya: No, we mustn't! Miss Marie will. . . (girl holds him down) Mother ... Miss Marie ...

Girl: This is what they call pleasure.

Kin'ya: P-p-p-p-p-p-p-p-pleasure?

(girl pulls the tablecloth O^kin'ya. Kin'ya rolls out, jumps up, and tries to get away. Girl chases him) 

Girl: Are you that anxious to become Marie's fleshy trash can? That queer!

Kin'ya:.. .

Girl: You'll turn into a whore, too!

Kin'ya: I won't turn into a whore. I'll just pretend to be a whore.

Girl: Really? (Laughing.) Everything is just pretend, isn't it? Your butterflies flying in and out of the books aren't really flying, they're just pretending to fly. Everyone that's sick isn't really sick, they're just pretending to be sick. (Sidling right up against him.) Well, then, how about just pretending you're being tricked by me? (girl embraces Kin'ya like a cat and they struggle. Finally Girl gets a strong hold on Kin'ya's neck) 

Kin'ya: (Fighting to get loose.) Are you ... Are you going to kill me?

Girl: No, I'm not going to kill you. Like you said, I'm just going to pretend to kill you.

Kin'ya: Really? . . .Just pretend?

Girl: Then you'll just pretend to die, won't you? If you say everything is just pretending, then spring and summer and autumn and winter, they're all fake, too. . . . How about it? Does it hurt? (girl loosens her grip for an instant but then tightens it again with all her might) 

(servant appears, but he just stands quietly in the corner and watches) 

Girl: Everything's whirling, isn't it? Spring, summer, autumn, winter . . . Where shall I stop it all? . . . With my hands at the roots of your breath!

Kin'ya: Let go! Let me go!

Girl: (Tightening her hands around Kin'ya'j throat.) Spring, summer, autumn, winter, spring, summer, autumn, winter.









Kin'ya: If you kill me, you'll die, too... . You'll commit suicide!

Girl: (Just laughing.) 

Kin'ya: (Being strangled.) When I was a little boy, I caught a great big butterfly in a church. So I named it Church. Church was very, very big. He had beautiful golden wings that he kept beating inside my hands. ... I didn't want anyone to see him, so I shut him up in the old grandfather clock. The butterfly tried to get out every time the clock struck, but I just left him locked up inside. He got older and older in the days and months that passed, but I just stayed a little boy. One day at the beginning of winter, I found Church dead. Did you know that if you pray with a dead butterfly between your hands, you will get whatever you pray for?

(girl tightens her grip on Kin'ya'j neck little by little as she listens to his story. Kin'ya'j- voice gets quieter and quieter, and finally stops altogether?) 

Girl: He's dead, but his voice doesn't fade out! (Laughing.) Dreams are always supposed to fade out right away. I wonder . . . maybe he's just pretending to be dead. (girl picks up a hook of butterflies and dead butterflies fall oui like flower petals) Fall! Fall! Fall! Inside the dream . . . Outside the dream ... (Letting them fall on her head as though she has gone crazj.) In the language of the butterflies ... a butterfly net is a detective! (Breaking and stamping on the butterflies.) The wind is a buoyant bicycle! (Throwing open the window.) Everything is crazy . . . butterflies are supposed to fly. (Breaking the furniture.) Break! Break! Let's preserve everything and put it in a collection book! But first we must trample and crush it all.

(servant has been watching all along, completely expressionless) 

Servant: Miss Marie has returned.

Girl: (Suddenly silent, then with eyes bright, full of happy memories.) Miss Marie back? (Brightness of the eyes changing to hate.) Marie?! (Sticking out her chest.) Mink Marie! Come on in here!

(A church organ begins to play and the upstage center wall becomes transparent. Twelve HOMOS and Mink Marie are arranged in a pose resembling Christ's Last Supper, with Marie in the center position. Marie lifts his face and stands.) 

Marie: It seems that Kin'ya has finally become one of us. The thirteenth crazed butterfly. Let's all be friends now, and play Last Supper together.

Girl: But he's dead! I killed him!

Marie: (Laughing.) No, nobody's dead. He's just pretending to be dead as part of our little drama. (marie comes downstage center, and the sound of an organ playing music from Wagner's Flying Dutchman comes floating into the room) You there! Put the makeup on Kin'ya! Just one little stick of lipstick and
a wig, and life and death change places. (Claps his hands hard.) Paint on the lipstick!










(girl picks up the lipstick like a somnambulist and begins making up the dead kin'ya's face.)

Marie: That's the way. Look how pretty he is. Here begins the grand masked ball of the mansion of Mink Marie. (Coming slowly downstage.) That's right. The color of the lipstick chooses you. Inside the play . . . Yes, and even outside the play.

(Unexpectedly, the Lighting Man, the Stage Manager, and the Stagehands come onstage, as though drawn by an irresistible power, and begin smearing lipstick and rouge on their faces. Kin'ya rises up like a phantom.) 

Chorus: It isn't a real crying face behind the laughing mask — it's a crying mask.

Behind the mask of a murderer is the mask of a navigator. 
Behind the mask of a whore is the mask of a mourner. 
Behind the mask of a drunkard is the mask of a prayer. 
Behind the mask of a butcher is the mask of a Christian, 
Behind the mask of a stagehand is the mask of an actor. 
Behind the mask of a revolutionary is the mask of a traitor. 
Behind the mask of an undertaker is the mask of a florist. 
Behind the mask of a pianist is the mask of a machine-gun salesman. 
Behind the mask of an inventor of a man-powered plane is the mask of a 
   hair designer. 
Behind the mask of a carpenter is the mask of a sex maniac. 
Behind the mask of a general is the mask of a stamp collector. 
Behind the mask of a constantly singing lark is the mask of a homeless 
   child. 
Behind the mask of a coffin maker is the mask of a sailor. 
Behind the mask of a man with a flower in his teeth is the mask of a dead 
  man. 
After the mask has been removed, the mask revealed is a mask with a 
  new mask. 
After every possible mask has been removed, the remaining mask is al- 
  ways laughing. Laughing, laughing, laughing. (They begin laughing crawly.) 


(The Actors come out of the dense, enveloping smoke of the Wagner music, and down into the audience. Or they begin taking off their makeup to return to the masks they call their real faces. . . . The curtain . . . will never come down.) 












Notes

This is the revised 1970 version that was translated by Don Kenny at Terayama's request, and which was used in the La Mama production. I have added explanatory notes. I am grateful to Don Kenny for permission to use his translation. Major differences between the two versions are considered in part 1. The following notations are limited to additional points that will aid in understanding Terayama's intentions. For my translation of the original, see Haifa Century of Japanese Theatre, vol. 6. (Tokyo, 2004). The published (Japanese) version uses incorrect phonetic spelling (tyojinbutsu) for the Japanese word for "cast" (tyyinbutsu). This phonetic gloss is placed next to the kanji (Chinese characters), which are pronounced differently and mean "catalogue of posthumous Buddhist names." If the mistake in the phonetic gloss is intentional, it may suggest a pun meaning "people in progress (developing) on the road." Terayama may be implying that the characters are spiritually dead—ghosts on the road to becoming people.

1. The stage directions of the original (published Japanese) version always refer to Kin'ya as "Beautiful Boy" rather than by his name, a fact that emphasizes his status as an object.

2. "Monshiro" is also part of the name of the "white crested" butterfly that Marie has painted, explicitly identifying the character with the fake, "rare" specimen.

3. Terayama's scripts do not always include cast lists. When they appear, they are not always accurate. For example, Ugly Marie does not appear in this play. These discrepancies may reflect preliminary ideas, alternative production choices, editorial oversights on script revision, or simply Terayama's distrust of "paper theatre."

4. The original (Japanese published) version uses two sets of kanji that are pronounced the same (keikan), resulting in wordplay equating "sodomite poets" with "crowns of thorns."

5. Von Stroheim portrayed the devoted director turned butler in the film Sunset Boulevard. 

6. The katakana (phonetic writing) is difficult to decipher. In my translation of the original version (2004), I used "Ochs Schmoll" for what is here "Ochsen Schwantz." I now think that this may refer not to a person (as Kenny and l both assumed) but to a famous German wine from Ockfen or its neighbor vineyard Scharzhofberg.

7. Not meant as a name, but to indicate an awkward country bumpkin or clodhopper.

8. In the original (Japanese published) version, Terayama specifies a kyogen interlude.

9. The Sailor uses a distinctly rural or "country" dialect.

10. A Chinese stringed instrument something like a small banjo, played with a bow.

11. The girl's name is typically Okinawan. The family name could be pronounced as either Kaneshiro or Kinjo.
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Heretics (Jashumon) 




TRANSLATED BY CAROL FISHER SORGENFREI




[There is no cast list. —CFS] 





The Spirit of Flowers

(A biwa in the darkness. Light like hellfire. Onstage, the Chorus can be heard performing what seem to be the magical rites of a gathering devoted to esoteric Buddhism. But the audience remains in total darkness, as though blindfolded. From time to time, a group of KUROGO runs like shadows through the spectators' seats. The stench of reeking blood, advancing like the tide. A group of wandering KUROGO. Suddenly, they call one member of the audience by name and pounce on him, drawing a flashing Japanese sword. The astonished shriek of the spectator who is dragged off. Still nothing can be seen in the darkness, but there are indications that the KUROGO are up to something. The spectator who has been dragged away is forcibly dressed in a costume for this play. He is being tailor-made into "the cast." A group of KUROGO makes preparations for the "play" by going about concocting "fictitious structures," that is, by building fiercely burning bonfires. A Pregnant Woman in a scarlet under-slip, half naked, her black hair disheveled, has been crucified on a cross. As the faint light of hellfire begins to change into moonlight, some members of the audience try to close down the play by obstructing the raising of the curtain. Here and there, fights break out between spectators and KUROGO.) 

Tangled in the loose strands of an old woman's unkempt hair, 
The funeral flowers utter their secret flower-words. 


(The KUROGO'S loud laughter. The sound of a gust of wind. The Kurogo assemble fora nonverbal introduction. They each pull an imaginary cord, summoning from the darkness of the audience's seats the cast members deemed necessary for the play. From four directions, stiffly, like marionettes, Yamataro, Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum, OGIN, and Earless HOICHI appear. They are pulled in by these invisible cords, and fall down with a thud.) 










Terayama's Notes

• In this play, the Kurogo are entities who are totally responsible for fabricating lies.

• When the script was written, the playwright wore the costume of a KuRogo, and even the workers engaged in printing the version used for the stage production wore the Kurogo costume while creating it. Therefore, anyone participating in a production of this play from now on is advised to wear the Kurogo costume.

• After setting up the lights, the Kurogo constructing the stage set will leap through the audience seats in order to "search for the cast members."

• The Kurogo's relationship to the actors (including the audience) consists of what is in the script. The lines in the script will generally deal with such things as "the common, omnipresent prostitute; the common, omnipresent pimp." Accordingly, we might say of the dialogue and script: "The dialogue, since it has the property of transforming itself into anything, of appropriating objects to itself, is therefore the object par excellence. The universal character of this property corresponds to the omnipotence of the script, which is regarded as an omnipotent essence ... the script is the pander between need and object, between human life and the means of subsistence. But that which mediates my life, mediates also the existence of other men for me. It is for me the other person . . ." (Karl Marx, Economic and Philosophic Manuscripts, substituting "the script" for "money.")

• Since the Kurogo are an allegory for power, they must always behave like a military regiment. Ideally, the Kurogo should have trained for over a month in regimentalized "combat drills" using wooden staffs such as those used in military training by the rebels of the student movement. They must use provocative actions against members of the audience in order to violently cut through outmoded routines and to destroy habitual expectations of everyday reality.

• In this play, what we call "magic or sorcery" always implies infectious magic, rather than a magician's performance. By touching the magic with trembling hands, by seeing it with your own eyes, you will participate in a state of mutually shared experience.




Horo-Horo Bird (Guinea Fowl)

(On top of a water tower, enter an itinerant performer, a somersaulting Lion Dancer [kabuke-jishi]1 who addresses the audience.) 

Lion Dancer: Hello. I'm a wandering entertainer. A lion dancer adept at
somersaults. I never knew the name of my real father, nor of my beloved mother. But somehow, I learned the art of tumbling. I really think that's due to the magical skill of this kurogo fellow. When he smoothly lets out the strings, off I go at a run. When he tightens the strings, I'm brought to a standstill. And when he pulls them in close, I do a somersault. The seven herbs of childhood's hell, dyed red by the setting sun. Playing hideand-seek in the graveyard, hands dropping from my eyes: suddenly, a gathering of kurogo, all playing the "family matching game." On moonlit nights, my family gathered at the graveyard to play that game.












(Four Kurogo slowly circle the four fallen Cast Members. The Kurogo stop with bent knees and pull their strings. In silhouette, Earless Hoichi, Filial DaughTer WHITE CHRYSANTHEMUM, YAMATARO, rfWoGIN Stand up like puppetS.) 

Father-card, Mother-card, Brother-card, Sister-card—quickly the cards are 
   dealt. 
Mix them up and pass them out, we try to collect the missing cards. 
Give me Father What's-His-Name. 
I don't have it. 
Give me Mother So-and-So. 
Don't have it. 
Don't have it. 
Don't have it. 


(Manipulated by his Kurogo, Earless Hoichi comes slowly down the first hanamichi,2 carrying a red paper lantern. Filial Daughter White ChrysantheMum, manipulated by her Kurogo, comes slowly down the second hanamichi — she is still blindfolded.) 

If you can't match up the family members, the kurogo will arrange them properly for you. Mother and Father, who fled to Buddhist heaven and hid themselves on a raft of flowers. Give me Father, hoo-i-no-hoi-no-moshimo, give me Mother, hoo-i-no-hoi-no-moshi-mo? The name of the game is Family Matching Cards. If you have two or three extra Mother-cards, that's just too many. You'll have to carry your once-living mother to the Raven Valley suspension bridge and throw her from it. Have you heard the rumors? They say there are lots of unneeded Parent-cards buried beneath the cherry trees.

(The sound of wooden clappers striking once. Sudden darkening of the stage.) 

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: The lonely temple vista, the chiming of temple bells: These signify the vanity of all things.4









Earless Hoichi: I am Earless Hoichi.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: All alone, leaving through the gate, a virgin awaits her father.

Earless Hoichi: And what are you called, my child?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum.

Earless Hoichi: You still await your father's homecoming, I see?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Even in the sound of a leaf falling on the eaves, even in the sound of the river, I hear the sound of my father returning.

Earless Hoichi: Have you tried submitting an item to the missing person's column in the newspaper?

(filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum shakes her head) 

Earless Hoichi: Have you tried calling to him by going on the "Three O'Clock for You" show?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Just before she died, my dear mother summoned me to her and gave me her final message.

('earless Hoichi bursts out laughing.) 

i

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: By the way, who are you?

Earless Hoichi: Just someone seeking his missing ears.

FILIAL DAUGHTER WHITE CHRYSANTHEMUM: Your ears?

Earless Hoichi: That's right. My missing ears must surely exist somewhere in the world.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: You've lost your ears, and yet you can hear my voice?

Earless Hoichi: (Lifting his red paper lantern.) This paper lantern takes the place of my ears. If I blow it out— (And he extinguishes it with a puff.) Look! I can hear nothing at all. The silence of hell has come.

(Lights out on hoth hanamichi. Sudden darkness in the auditorium! Suddenly, from the audience, we can hear the loud laughter of the prostitute called Yellow Rose. She stands erect, like a dream vision.) 

Kurogo: A cat plucks the shamisen. 

Kurogo: The King of Hades dances.

Yellow Rose: Truly, springtime has come to hell. (She smiles sweetly.) My sweet, abandoned mother! Every spring, when the guinea fowl cries "horo-horo!" I always remember her. Three years of famine, five years of drought — these days, who knows how she is? I couldn't help it; there
were just too many mouths to feed. When she cried out so violently, I sharpened the sickle in the moonlight and cut out my mother's tongue. It dropped: the tongue-cut sparrow's funeral ceremony. (Suddenly her voice drops.) Whenever I bathe in the river, the eyes of the village men greedily devour me. They want a bride, they've come to get a bride, they say. But when they beg me to give in, I always answer, "Two women cannot live under one roof. If you want me to be your bride, first you must get rid of your mother."












Kurogo: Abandoning their own mothers, tying their obis.

Kurogo: Shaving their own heads, they become demons.

Yellow Rose: For a chance to embrace my snow-white breasts, all these men have forsaken their mothers. One, two, three, four. (She counts them on her fingers.) Five, six, seven, eight, nine. The mother from the house with the peach trees?

Kurogo: Died of sunstroke.

Yellow Rose: The mother from the house with the cedars?

Kurogo: Drowned herself with the family's Buddhist altar strapped to her back.

Yellow Rose: The mother from the house with the ax?

Kurogo: Committed suicide on the railroad tracks, hugging a photograph to her breast.

Yellow Rose: The mother from the house with the plum trees?

Kurogo: Died of Bright's disease.

Yellow Rose: The mother from the house in the valley?

Kurogo: Hanged herself from the ivy.

Yellow Rose: And even though they did all that, I still did not become a bride. I had decided to wait until I had caused all the village mothers to be tossed to the bottom of the ravine, and then I would marry the last man. But the last man, a boy named Yamataro, failed to abandon his mother, so how could I marry him? That was twelve years ago, and that hateful mother sold me to a brothel. I want vengeance.

Kurogo: The cat plucks the shamisen. 

Kurogo: The King of Hades dances.

Yellow Rose: Truly, springtime has come to hell.

(Darkness. The Kurogo manipulate the strings. Wearing a splashed-pattern kimono and school cap, with a knapsack on his back, Yamataro rises and starts to enter. Ogin, who carries a wall clock, glares at him sharply as she embraces him.) 

Ogin: Dear, lately I've noticed that you've been trying to get rid of the Old Maid card.









Yamataro: (Doesn't answer, feigns innocence.) 

Ogin: I won't stand for it! You can't treat me like the Old Maid card! (Suddenly noticing.) But my dear! What are you doing with a wristwatch? (While glancing at the wristwatch, Ogin holds tight to Yamataro!r hand, as though he might run away.)]ust as I thought, my dear. It says it's the same time. It would be very bad to steal the time of our household and to go around outside carrying it like stolen goods! (She speaks in a provoking manner.) Such a sin . . . we keep the wall clock in the very center of our house, and it keeps the time of our house. It would be very wrong to take it outside. (Shepulls off Yamataro 's uristwatch.) Please throw this thing away!

Yamataro: (Shakes his head.) 

Ogin: If you don't throw it away, I will! (She crushes it underfoot.) 

Yamataro: (Surprised at her action, he picks it up but it is smashed to hits.) 

Ogin: This wall clock is our time. Even before your dead father was born, this has always been the time of our household, and it always will be.

(During their dialogue, a Wounded Soldier on crutches, manipulated by the Kurogo, slowly circles them.) 

Ogin: Therefore, if you ever want to know what time it is, you will always have to come home to find out.

Yamataro: Mother!

Ogin: (Ignoring him.) I have no intention of trying to keep you locked up in the house your whole life long. And to prove it, I'll let you go to America.

Yamataro: Mother, please listen.

Ogin: I'll ship us both to America, and we can become "Minnesota egg sellers."

Yamataro: I'm in love with Yellow Rose.

Ogin: (Surprised, she drops the clock.) 

Yamataro: But she refuses to marry me as long as my mother is here. She says two women cannot live under one roof.

Ogin: But my dear child, she's a whore. You're an innocent babe; you see nothing of the evils of the world. She's just making a fool of you.

Yamataro: That black hair. That smooth white skin.

Ogin: You're too young to understand. You're thinking about something you don't know anything about.

Yamataro: I'm not too young to know that I want to want to grab hold of a woman right now. (He closes in on Ogin.) 

Ogin: Don't look at me, don't look at me, not with those eyes! . . .

Yamataro: "If I, who sell silky-headed corn at my father's vegetable stand, had burned down this house, I could have been belly-button to bellybutton with my beloved Kichisa." If only I'd set fire to the straw matting at home. Even Oshichi the greengrocer's daughter had carnal knowledge at the age of fifteen.5












Ogin: But the fact remains, you are too young. You still have plenty to learn.

Yamataro: Even Buddhist monks who have removed themselves from the pleasures of the transitory world, see the slit in the wooden temple drum and remember. Even pious, iron-willed nuns use the flesh of a banana to rub their clitoris. Mother, I beg you. Let me leave you.

Ogin: Yamataro, there are lots of better young women. I'll go out and find one.

Yamataro: Please, Mother, just let me go!

Ogin: (Screaming.) Old Maid! Old Maid!

(In a flash, the Kurogo makes Yamataro attack Ogin. The Wounded Soldier flees, carrying his crutches. Ogin glares frantically at Yamataro, but Yamataro pulls at Ogin 's obi with his hands. The ohi becomes untied, and as she tnnrls away, it is stretched out to full length. Finally, Ogin frantically flees into the distant darkness, leaving Yamataro holding only the ohi. As she runs off, the center of the stage goes to black.) 

(Beforejou are aware of it, the Kurogo have gathered. While they are manipulating Yamataro, other actors and members of the audience shout out, "Destroy the play!" As a way to stop them, the Kurogo begin to spew out a song with Buddhist rosary beads.)6 

Kurogo: Songs inhabit the land of my birth, 
  But flowers there are none. 
  Along the road, a pilgrim to the sweltering city, 
  My body, blown by the autumn winds — 
  My body, which lives to travel— 
  But the winds are blowing another way 
  And incense there is none. 
  The winds of more than twenty autumns, 
  The winds of more than twenty autumns. 
  Without lust and suffering, salvation there is none. 
  Without worldly corruption, paradise there is none. 
  Now do I humbly take my leave, 
  Begging forgiveness, oh beloved Father, 
  Begging forgiveness, oh beloved Mother, 
  For I am a faithless, unfilial child, 
  A faithless, unfilial child. 











(The sound of a Crying Voice interrupts, and the Kurogo offer a prayer while the circle expands. In front of the center of the Kurogo, a flickering lamp is lighted. When the Kurogo move out to the right and left, we see the Girl Babysitter who is standing at center. She wears the mask of a demoness and carries a baby on her back. Reed flute and toy drum. Silent action as she mimes nursing the baby. The Kurogo again spread out and sing.) 

Kurogo: Begging forgiveness, oh beloved Father, 
  Begging forgiveness, oh beloved Mother, 
  For I am a faithless, unfilial child, 
  A faithless, unfilial child. 
  Somewhere in Tokyo, from temple to temple 
    I wander, a pilgrim with breaking heart, 
  Hiding at dusk in the city where cherry blossoms fall. 
  Hiding at dusk in the city where cherry blossoms fall. 
  Hiding at dusk in the city where cherry blossoms tall. 
  Tokyo pilgrimage — a tale of flowers. 
  Tokyo pilgrimage — a tale of flowers. 
  Tokyo pilgrimage — a tale of flowers. 


(Other Kurogo scatter cherry blossoms from on high. The Girl Babysitter dances like a madwoman, and tosses the baby on her back into the burning lamp. The baby bursts into flames. All Sound stops. The Babysitter, still wearing her mask, realizes in blank astonishment what she has done. She laughs wildly and picks up the burned baby, totally enveloping it in her embrace.) 




Terayama's Notes

• The Lion Dancer's entrance is not absolutely necessary.

• Rules for the "Family Reunion:"

•• Several Kurogo in the audience area go around whispering softly, as though whispering in each other's ears.

•• They carry huge playing cards that have "Family Reunion" written on them. By behaving like five blind children at play, they force the audience to use the sense of hearing as well as that of sight.

• Earless Hoichi's entrance is necessarily accompanied by the simultaneous entrance of "his missing ear," which urges him on. For HOICHI, the absence of his two good ears is what defines his world. Therefore, it seems to him that ear scholars, ear and nose doctors, deafness, ear thieves, and so on have bewitched him, causing him to see hallucinations.

• Blueprint of the ear









[NOTE: Terayama's text includes a drawing of a rectangular placard, five meters tall, with a diagram of an ear. —crsy

• Regarding the nature of the symbolism, Yellow Rose, the prostitute, is the incarnation of sexuality. As the fleshly incarnation of a goddess, she should be completely puppetlike. This is in accordance with Japanese history as told in the Kojiki, where it is said that "a woman's flesh is pollution."

• Yamataro has dementia praecox and must not question anything.

• Yamataro must always be chewing on something, but this is a comedy he enacts to show that he is trying to satisfy his fleshly starvation by using things outside of himself.

• It is more effective if the actor who plays Yamataro is a "fat boy."

• I prefer that Ogin be played by an onnagata1 skilled at portraying mothers. Her voice bursts from her windpipe, the rattling voice of a mother. She must fulfill the typical Japanese stereotype of the mother, symbolized by a sad song of loneliness.

• "If I, who sell silky-headed corn . . ." is derived from a well-known tale, so if it is precisely quoted, so much the better.

• When Yamataro unties Ogin's obi, it should be at least ten meters long. But it's not necessary to measure the length of the untied obi.

• The baby must actually be tossed into the fire of the lamp and must really burst into flames, but it doesn't have to be a living baby.

• In this scene, instead of flower blossoms, it's even better if a hundred white butterflies are released to flv wildly about.




Shadow-Picture Hell

(On top of a watchtower, the Lion Dancer faces upstage. Behind him stands a KuRogo who looks like Kurama Tengu8 From somewhere comes the sound of a flute.) 

Lion Dancer: The kurogo who manipulates me is also known as Kurama Tengu. He is no ordinary kurogo. (Leaps agilely to the other watchtower) He looks down from on high, and he knows many things. He strains his eyes to see, peering into the night. What is it?

(filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum and Earless Hoichi begin to walk along the two hanamichi, directly toward the stage. As they do so, their KuRogo manipulate them) 

Lion Dancer: Yamataro is full of remorse trying to imagine what life would be like if his mother were dead. The florist is worried because no one has










died recently, so he has not sold any funeral flowers. Ogin is having bad dreams. Thinking it might be because her wooden pillow is too hard, she replaces it. Kurama Tengu is pondering whether or not he ought to remove his mask while shaving. Yamataro is determined to get rid of his mother so that he can sleep with Yellow Rose. A shooting star. (Taking a breath.) Everything I just said is a lie, except for one single thing, which is true!

(Slowly, the slidingpaper shoji doors open to reveal the interior of the living quarters of a brothel. A Soldier embraces the naked prostitute little Cherry Blossom. Nearby, the prostitute OROKUplays the card game Hanafuda. She is alone, legs straddled wide apart. Suddenly she lifts her head.) 

Oroku: It's something like revenge, this thing called heaven. (Singing.) 
  My father was a drunk, 
  My mother was a gambler. 
    I used to cry in the fields 
  Whenever I saw a train passing. 
   I want to go and see heaven, 
    I want to go and see heaven. 


My brother was a suicide, 
My sister ran away. 
I jumped on a freight train 
And my life began. 
I want to go and see heaven, 
I want to go and see heaven. 


My first lover 
Worked on the railroad. 
Just a hometown boy 
Who got drunk, and slept with me, and left me. 
 I want to go and see heaven, 
 I want to go and see heaven. 


My second lover, 
Was a truck driver 
Who promised we would wed, 
But he died in a traffic accident. 
I want to go and see heaven, 
I want to go and see heaven. 


(This song overlaps with Yellow Rose, who is being manipulated by the Kurogo. She seems to be making a confession.)''









Yellow Rose: I deceived Sutemaru, I deceived Semikichi, I lied to Komesuke, and I betrayed Katsuzo in the middle of the night when I went to the riverbank and wept. Although the words I used were like the lines of a play, the tears I cried were real.

Give me money, give me money, cried the sparrow. One road to earthly desires. Moonflower. And so I let myself deceive the men. Won't someone please deceive me? I'll give everything to whoever can truly deceive me.

Look, look, more smoke is rising from the crematorium! Another prostitute has hanged herself after seeking sanctuary at the Women's Temple, or perhaps she threw herself down a well. The man who taught me that revenge is another name for heaven—he didn't deceive me enough. His mercy wasn't enough. So I can't find the way. Which turn in the road leads to revenge-heaven? Red pepper on the path of sincerity, from the depths of the pond, arise, arise, oh golden-scaled fish, oh love. If your heart is true, abandon your mother. A penny saved is a penny earned! (Laughs) 

(A shoji screen slowly descends from ahove. Projected on it is the shadowy silhouette of a tiny Picture-card Showman [actually a midget].w From stage right and stage left appear Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum and Earless Hoichi, their faces turned away. Then a quick challenge.) 

Earless Hoichi: Who goes there!

Picture-card Showman: Hold your fire, buddy. I'm just a picture-card showman.

FILIAL DAUGHTER WHITE CHRYSANTHEMUM: Have YOu COme from yonder mountains?

Picture-card Showman: Yeah.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Well then, perhaps ...

Earless Hoichi: You haven't seen this child's father, have you?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: My father went out to hunt one day, but he has not yet returned.

Picture-card Showman: Well now, did this father of yours have any kind of distinguishing marks? For example, was he taller than average, or shorter?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Whether plum tree or cherry tree, I cannot tell; I know only that he was one on whom I could rely.

Picture-card Showman: (Withpluck.) That kind of talk's a load of rubbish.

Earless Hoichi: Wait, Mr. Picture-Card Showman. What's your hurry?

Picture-card Showman: Leave me be. I ain't got time to get mixed up with the likes of you.









Earless Hoichi: If you don't apologize for your crude remarks to this sweet, filial daughter, then I, Earless Hoichi, will be forced to personally shut your mouth!

Picture-card Showman: Just you try it, buster!

(And he knocks him down. Earless Hoichi falls on his back, and Filial DaughTer White Chrysanthemum rushes up to him, crying out, "Help!") 

Earless Hoichi: You bastard! You're not a picture-card showman at all. "After waiting eighty-eight days, on the night of the full moon, the old person in the picture book will be sucked into the red-black mud."" After listening to the tale of White Chrysanthemum's search for her father, how can you be so uncaring? Who are you, really?

Picture-card Showman: (Annoyed.) Well, now that you know, I might as well come clean. Although I'm currently in disguise as a picture-card showman, my real name is Tom Thumb.12 You can't begin to imagine how wretched I felt when I bought a back-stretch ing machine at Seibu Department Store. But I've made up my mind once and for all! I've thrown away my soup-bowl boat and my chopstick oars! I'll be a folklore character no more! From now on, I'll become a cop at Shibuya Station!

Earless Hoichi: What? A detective?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Perchance he will seek out and find my father.

Earless Hoichi: Since you're a detective, you'll need clues to find this child's father.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Here's one. I can vaguely see a lamp . . . (She edges closer.) 

Picture-card Showman: (Pricking up his ears.) Shhhhh!

Earless Hoichi: What is it? Is something there?

Picture-card Showman: A fly! (Hegrasps the air.) The flight of this gold-fly is a bad omen. One more bachelor is planning to kill his mother.

(Black out. Firelight illuminates the shadow Ojogin on the shoji screen. She is alone, chanting the Buddhist prayer "Namu Amida Butsu." The mournful sound of a flute in the night. Yamataro, who has entered through the audience, holds aloft a paperenclosed oil lantern. As he gradually approaches his mother, his heart flutters like a turtledove. Seeing the form of his mother, oGW,from behind, Yamataro begins to hesitate, but his Kurogo urges him on. He seems to have changed his mind as he tightly clasps a rough straw rope. Their respective Kurogo gradually narrow the distance betueen the two.) 

SONG:13 Shi-ba, sa-ba, ba-te-n. 
   Is there a reason? Lilies 
And painted tigers, 
A snowy wasteland. 
And a sea lion 
Ma-sa-e. 













The discovery of— 
What if? An arrow, or— 
A-ra, da-ra, ni. 
A-B-C-D 
E-F-G 
H-I-J-K-L 
Letters of the alphabet, scattered. 
Blood, earth, breasts, milk, genitals 
Drinking blood and milk 


Omnipotence: 
God, hair, a paper-cutting scissors, a long-horned beetle, 
A false tooth, black. 
And the dead babysitter's 
Panpipe flute. 


Festival music, 
Flower madness, 
Crying, crying, 
Mother, 
I'm going to abandon you. 


Please die, Mother. 
Please die, Mother. 
Please die, Mother. 


(Firmly holding the rough, straw rope, Yamataro pounces upon Ogin, but Ogin'j Kurogo restrains him. He holds his ground against the Kurogo who swarm around him, their arms outstretched like a flock of crows.) 

Shi-ba, sa-ba, ba-te-n. 
Is there a reason? Lilies 
And painted tigers, 
A snowy wasteland. 
And a sea lion 
Ma-sa-e. 


The discovery of— 
What if? An arrow, or— 
A-ra, da-ra, ni. 
A-B-C-D 
E-F-G 
H-I-J-K-L 
Letters of the alphabet, scattered. 
Blood, earth, breasts, milk, genitals 
Drinking blood and milk 










Omnipotence: 
God, hair, a paper-cutting scissors, a long-horned beetle, 
A false tooth, black. 
The dead babysitter's 
Panpipe flute. 


Festival music, 
Flower madness, 
Crying, crying, 
Mother, 
I'm going to abandon you. 


Please die, Mother. 
Please die, Mother. 


(Finally, Yamataro attacks Ogin. He wraps the rope around her neck and ties her in a charcoal sack. Enraged, Ogin turns her head with a start.) 

Ogin: I'm in hell! I'm in hell!

(The Kurogo dance wildly ahout, tossing shoji screens into the air. a murky picture of torture. Earless Hoichi holds up his red lantern and laughs loudly. Tom Thumb leaps, breaking his fall on Earless Hoichi. The cra%y Babysitter is in agony. Eight Kurogo each tighten their ropes, pulling Ogin 's hody in eight different directions.) 

Ogin: Aaaaiiiiiiii! (She shrieks as they tighten the ropes.) 

(Black out. On top of the watchtower, a Boy In Student Uniform sings as though spitting out the song. A half naked, saintly Female Teacher from the mission school is tied up and is hanging from a cross.) 

Song: If you're raped, 
    It's all right to cry. 
   If crying's not enough, 
    It's all right to want revenge. 
   If wanting revenge is not enough, 
    It's all right to kill someone. 
   If you do kill someone, 
   It's all right to run away. 
  Facing the setting sun, 
  You laugh wildly. 













A single thrust of the dagger 
Up your filthy cunt 
And it's all over. 


If you're raped once, 
It's all right to be raped again. 
If you find the rapist, 
It's all right to strip naked 
In front of his eyes. 
Strip until he runs away, 
Then chase him. 
That's one way 
To stay alive. 


(yamataro comes up the hanamichi, carrying Ogin on his back. He anxiously strains his eyes to watch the Picture-card Showman, actually Tom Thumb, coming up the other hanamichi. From behind, fingers point to Yamataro and Ogin, while from stage center, we hear) 
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Yamataro: What now, Mother?

Ogin: It's just that, if I'd known we were going on a long trip, I would have had you pack it with the rest of the things.

Yamataro: Huh?

Ogin: Your father's Buddhist altar, that's what I'm talking about. The altar polished until it shone as brightly as a mirror.

Yamataro: Don't worry, I'll bring it to you later.

Ogin: (Disappointed.) Later?

Yamataro: Yes.

Ogin: Together, you and I would put a sacred amaryllis on it as an offering.

Yamataro: (Happily.) Yes. (Takes two or three steps.) 

Ogin: Yamataro, stop!

Yamataro: What now?

Ogin: I was just thinking. You remember all that money I buried under the cherry tree? Well, I want to give it to you. And I'm the only one who knows where it's buried.

Yamataro: I don't need it. Money means nothing to me. My only desire is to sleep with a woman.

(Fade to black.) 




Terayama's Notes

• The prostitute's partner could be anyone, not necessarily a member of the cast. For example, the Kurogo could manipulate her strings, causing her to go down into the audience and to playfully try to seduce one of them.

• When the chosen audience member comes up to the stage, a Kurogo should stay behind him, making it clear that he, too, is part of the "f1ctitious, manipulated construction."

• This is a poem by Tsukamoto Kunio.14

• Citation of familiar, common things, such as Seibu Department Stor or Shibuya Police Station, is at the actors' discretion. They can change their lines as they wish, as long as the key aspects of the play are not affected. They may improvise lines as long as the Kurogo agree. This principle applies to the entire play.

• When Mother is tied up, she should be tied from tour directions and pulled as though being torn limb from limb. Then, when she is tied up, her son will throw himself on her and tightly grab her, as though trying to use all "fortyeight methods to murder one's mother."












• [The sequence with the crucified female missionary] should be performed only when Mikami Hiroshi takes part in the play.




Poison Face Powder

(kurogo 1, 2, 3, and 4 strike flint stones. Fires break out on the second story, where some of the spectators sit.) 

Kurogo 2: Oh! Not again?

Kurogo 3: What?

Kurogo 4: The guinea fowl is crying.

Kurogo 1: The bird who longs for its dear mother.

Kurogo 2: Can't you hear it?

Kurogo 3: That's not the voice of a bird. It's Yamataro's voice.

Kurogo 4: Yamataro?

Kurogo: The voice in his throat—it's purring.15

Kurogo 3: He can't even lay a finger on his bride, the bride he forced to be his. He weeps in misery, misery.

Kurogo: I'd like to feel pity for him, but I can't.

Kurogo 1: She's a demon-woman, that Yellow Rose.

Kurogo 2: The curse of the picture book.

Kurogo 3: The cuckoo.

Kurogo 4: Why shouldn't he cry?

Kurogo 1: After all, his bride Yellow Rose is foul-tempered and flaunts her beauty.

Kurogo 2: Flaunts her beauty.

Kurogo 3: She flaunts her beauty just to make Yamataro fret.

(At center stage, a Puppeteer appears. He manipulates the strings of a little girl puppet.) 

Puppeteer: I'm nothing but a lowly puppeteer. My name is Law. See how it works! (He pulls the puppet's strings, and she stands on tiptoe. He loosens the strings, and she flops down.) This doll loves someone, but is not loved in return. She listens to me, thinks and feels whatever I want. She is totally under my control, yet I don't love her, either. It's a funny thing, but this puppet always laughs when she is sad. (Suddenly, he presses down on her neck and she laughs.) My wife's crazy about astronomy. She's waiting for a star that appears just once every twenty years. She went up to the roof to dry the laundry and hasn't come down since. She looks at nothing but the sky and has even forgotten my face. Now this puppet is my sole companion
—whenever I'm sad, I torture this puppet until she starts to laugh. Listening to her laughter, I am suddenly consoled. My life is dull, no more or less than human life. (He pulls the strings, but the puppet doesn't move.) It doesn't work. Have the strings been cut?










(When he turns wildly to face the audience, we perceive that he, too, was being manipulated like a puppet by his own Kurogo, who is Kurama Tengu.) 

Kurama Tengu: The puppeteer pulls the puppet's strings, but his puppet doesn't move. He thinks the strings are too short, but he's a fool to imagine that the length of the strings equals the length of freedom. And it's the same for you. Whether or not you can see the monkey trainer's strings, the monkey is being manipulated. You're not free; you're a prisoner, and the amount of freedom you have has nothing to do with the length of the strings. It's like when I was in high school, and my friend Shimoda broke his leg leaping off a cliff. He thought that by dressing up in the caped costume of a comic-book hero, he could turn into a moonbeam. Or look at poor Shizue, a four-months-pregnant Red Army terrorist, trapped in a dinky, closetlike, four-and-a-half-mat apartment, tangled in her own strings as she hallucinates about Palestinian Arabs. And even if you tried to use the supernatural powers of ninjutsu to hide yourself in a rice cooker purchased on the installment plan, you could never really make your body disappear. Just as apples fall from the tree due to gravity, a kind of Newton's Law makes lonely men and women in a crowd gravitate toward each other. You see, the whole world is like the sticky strings of natto, of fermented soybeans. It's string hell; you struggle to cut the strings but you can't. It's futile to fight. Instead of trying to cut our strings, it makes more sense to try to manipulate them. We should learn from the silkworms who vomit their own silken threads. Parents, children, fathers, sisters — they all like to pretend to be the manipulators pulling the strings, but the truth is, they're being pulled by others. The spinning wheel of fate spins round and round, but it, too, is pulled by strings. Karma is the color of blood.

In a tiny four-mat apartment in Tokyo's Shibuya neighborhood, which is like a concrete valley, anyone can become the legendary Kurama Tengu. All you need is a single hand-mirror, a black cloth, and a pair of splittable chopsticks. Both independence and freedom are sacrificed in order to live in a comic-book world among characters like Princess Annutsu and the bandit-hero Kazekozo. It's like being a shape-shifting goblin who constantly changes disguises. The mind is the ultimate manipulator of our strings. Where's the foreign hill? You can play the role of legendary
Urashima, I'll be long-nosed Tengu, and we can pull each other's strings. Hell is an unpainted face, so you better put on a good disguise. Look at all of you! Every one of you — nothing but rank amateurs! But with a little white face powder, you could even pretend to be "The Purple Ballad"!












(A. gust of wind reeking of blood. From within the enveloping smoke, the pandemonium of quick costume changes. From beneath the costumes, true selves emerge. From all sides, lifting their arms, appear Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum, EARLESS HOICHI, the PICTURE-CARD SHOWMAN, a WOUNDED BARBARIAN SOLDIER, the GREEN DEMON, SARAGHINA, the CRAZY BABYSITTER, the SAINTLY LADY TEACHER, the pro stitute LITTLE CHRYSANTHEMUM, a SOLDIER, the prostitute Oroku.) 
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Kurogo 2: The prostitute Yellow Rose

Kurogo 3: Becomes the bride of Yamataro.

Kurogo 4: On a moonlit night, she puts the washtub on the dirt floor

Kurogo 1: And bathes her naked body.

Kurogo 2: Yamataro feels his mouth watering

Kurogo 4: Forgetting everything, he's mad with desire for his first taste of love.

Kurogo 1: Yellow Rose holds a sickle to her throat

Kurogo 2: And then she says,

Kurogo 3: If you come near me, I'll kill myself.

Kurogo 4: And besides, I'm chanting a magic incantation as protection from evil spirits.

Kurogo 1: Yamataro lies down, but she makes him keep his distance.

Kurogo 2: She displays her body.

Kurogo 3: He wants to leap on her, but he can't.

Kurogo 4: He's too full of lust. His flesh tingles with the pain of desire.

Kurogo 1: Aa, a peach in that white night!

Kurogo 2: Aa, the curse of that god of death!

Kurogo 3: The bride smiles seductively, as though boasting of her victory.

Kurogo 4: Sitting cross-legged, Yamataro cries.

Kurogo 2: What a comical situation!

Kurogo 3: A husband and wife playing chess:

Kurogo 4: Although they've reached checkmate,

Kurogo 1: There is no king.

(A gunnysack comes tumblingdown the hanamichi! In front of it, a Young Air Force Private stands at attention and salutes. On the other hanamichi, Earless Hoichi ga%es steadily at the scene.) 

Young Air Force Private: Well now, Mother, take care of yourself. (The sack stirs a little.) Forgive me for my unfilial action. (He moves away, then returns.) 
Although it's spring, the night is quite cold. So, I'll say again, take care of yourself. (He kicks the bag.) Mother! (He kicks it again.) I'm a private in the air force. If only I had a ball, I could play with it all I want. But if you put your parent in a bag and kick it, it will just cry "ki-yah." And if you kick it a second time, it will cry "ki-yah, ki-yah." (He kicks it.) Mother, please forgive me. I really do love you. But I can't remember. For whose sake do I love you? (Kicks.) For whose sake do I love you? (Kicks.) For whose sake do I love you? (Kicks while laughing.) 












(Unable to bear it any longer, Earless Hoichi comes closer.) 

Earless Hoichi: Wanna play Crabs-in-the-Crotch? ... Let's play "Milk, milk, lemonade. Round the corner, fudge is made."

Young A. F. Private: Got a bag full of parent, here. When I kick it, it cries out "ki- yah." When I kick it, it cries. (Laughs while kicking.) 

Earless Hoichi: Wanna play Crabs-in-the-Crotch? ... Let's play "Milk, milk, lemonade. Round the corner, fudge is made." (Looking closely.) What's inside that bag?

Young A. F. Private: My mother.

Earless Hoichi: A fresh one?

Young A. F. Private: If this old bag was filled with miso, it wouldn't be worth more than ninety yen, but for my old-bag mother, I could get ten thousand yen!

Earless Hoichi: You selling?

Young A. F. Private: No one's buying. So I'm throwing it away. I tried the garbage dump at Tokaido, but the local people protested. And it's too far to drag it to that big dump over in Eto Ward, so to save me the trouble, I'm just dumping it right here.

Earless Hoichi: Show me.

Young A. F. Private: Huh?

Earless Hoichi: Come on, sweet buns, show me your mama.

Young A. F. Private: (Shrinks back.) 

Earless Hoichi: Time to let the old bag out of the bag. (He loosens the strings.) 

(The Young A. F. Private averts his eyes. Then Ogin emerges from inside, hugging the wall clock.) 

Young A. F. Private: Oh! There's been a mistake!

Earless Hoichi: A mistake?

Young A. F. Private: I checked my bag at Ueno Station while I went out for a while, and I must have gotten the number wrong.

Ogin: (Like a sleepwalker) And here I thought that shadow was about to
abandon me, but in his heart, he must have heard the tearful echo of his mother's voice restraining him. (She snuggles against the Young A. F. Private.) 










Young A. F. Private: Help! (He runs away.) 

Ogin: (Inhaling deeply.) Ahhhh! Air — how delicious! Oxygen — to taste the flavor of the outside!

Earless Hoichi: Allow me to introduce myself. I am called Earless Hoichi.

Ogin: I miss my son. I want to see my son.

Earless Hoichi: But don't you hate him? After all, he abandoned you.

Ogin: Hate him? The more wicked a child is, the more his mother loves him. Yamataro is my firstborn, and I've never had a negative thought about him. I can't live without him, and my boy knows that he can't live without me, either. I'm absolutely positive that very soon now, my baby boy will come running down the road in search of me. (Mimicking his voice.) Railway-bridge hell, shamisen hell, butterfly-swamp hell. First Avenue in mother-longing hell. Mother, please come out! (In her own voice.) Mother's right here! (Starts walking, mimicking his voice.) Mother, please come out! (In her own voice.) Mother's right here!




Terayama's Notes

• The Kurogo must appear and disappear in all the empty "places" of the theatre. The scene's dialogue is mingled together, seeming to come from everywhere: from the lighting, from the air-conditioning, from the sound, from the third-floor balcony, and so on.

• Kurama Tengu wears a shabby raincoat and looks like a "political activist." Nowadays, any kind of old-fashioned clothing is political attire.

• "Quick change"—when one mask is removed, another is revealed behind it.

• "Why is a mother called 'an old bag'?" "Human beings are bags of clotted blood." — Franz Kafka.




The Tongue-Cut Sparrow

(The Lion DANCERjumps down from the top of the watchtower while somersaulting.) 

Lion Dancer: Even though Yamataro abandoned his mother and sold his mountain property, in order to buy Yellow Rose as his bride, Yellow Rose still refused to sleep with him. Even in the middle of the night, the only
lover to share her sleeping mat was the grass-cutting sickle, which she hugged to her own throat, threatening to kill herself whenever Yamataro approached. And as she slept, her naked body teased him seductively. Aa,











It seemed as though Yamataro would lose his mind! Oh, help!

(On one hanamichi, Yamataro is rubbing cold water on his back with a towel. On the second hanamichi, Yellow Rose has her back turned as she combs her flowing hair. In front of the stage, the Crazy Babysitter with the demon mask, Earless Hoichi, and the prostitute Little Cherry Blossom are playing tag.) 

Yamataro: (To the hanamichi.) Is the answer still no?

Yellow Rose: (Smiles meaningfully.) 

Yamataro: You're my wife.

Yellow Rose: Have you really abandoned your mother?

Yamataro: Yes, I've totally abandoned her. I gagged her mouth and tied her up with her obi, and I took her somewhere far away and left her there.

Yellow Rose: And did you kick her?

Yamataro: I gave her a good kick in the hips with my wooden sandals, just like you told me to.

Yellow Rose: And did you drag her by her hair?

Yamataro: Yes. She let out a shriek like "Hee-ya! Hee-ya!" But I brought her the wall clock she wanted. Her wailing voice hurt my ears so much that I covered them with my hands to shut it out.

Yellow Rose: What about the obi fastener?

Yamataro: I snatched it from her by force, and I threw it deep into a thicket, and I threw her red comb into the well. I did all these things so that I might be allowed to embrace you.

Yellow Rose: Still, it's not enough.

Yamataro: Not enough? Why?

Yellow Rose: Because you're filthy. Go to the river and bathe. And just to be sure that she doesn't escape, you better tie your mother to a tree root. And I want you to buy me a new obi fastener. And if you really want to please me, you better learn to seduce me with honeyed words. (She laughs loudly.) 

(Sudden darkness like a surprise attack! The Kurogo come galloping through the audience like an avalanche.) 

Kurogo 1: The tongue-cut sparrow:

Kurogo 2: Where is its nest?









Kurogo 1: The abandoned mother:

Kurogo 4: Where is she?

Kurogo 5: The tongue-cut sparrow:

Kurogo 6: Where is its nest?

Kurogo 7: The mountain where old women are abandoned:

Kurogo 8: Where is it?

Kurogo 9: The tongue-cut sparrow:

Kurogo 10: Where is its nest?

Kurogo 1: The abandoned mother:

Kurogo 2: Where is she?

Kurogo 7: The tongue-cut sparrow:

Kurogo 4: Where is its nest?

Kurogo 5: The mountain where old women are abandoned:

Kurogo 6: Where is it?

(In the darkness, Yamataro and Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum meet, illuminated by a red paper lantern.) 

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Where are you headed?

Yamataro: To seek my mother.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: And I seek my father.

Yamataro: Your father?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Even in the sound of a leaf falling on the eaves, even in the sound of the river, I hear the sound of my father returning. How tragic that he has abandoned me.

Yamataro: I have abandoned my mother.

FILIAL DAUGHTER WHITE CHRYSANTHEMUM: How sinful!

Yamataro: Doesn't that make your father a sinner, too?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: I need to know why my father ran away.

Yamataro: (Suddenly sees her uristwatch.) I know why! It's that wristwatch of yours. It's a bad omen. Your evil fate began the moment you started having different time from your father.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: My father sold time. He owned a clock shop, and every clock had a different time. No one knew what my father really had in mind. Our home was filled with clocks and time. While Father was listening to the sound of the clock pendulum, he quietly disappeared. (She cocks her ear) Listen, the wall clock is chiming the hour.

(yamataro suddenly ext1nguishes the light of the paper lantern. The Kurogo hoot like mountain doves) 









Yamataro: I have no one to rely on but Mother. (Speaking as though in a monologue.) If no one will sleep with me, I'll sleep with Mother. I'll embrace her, though she's as bent as the branches of a dead tree. No, no, if I just pretend to embrace her, then her hands and her mouth will teach me how to win Yellow Rose. I'll deceive her as long as necessary, until I don't need her anymore. Then, on the eighty-eighth night of summer, I'll just abandon her. Yes, perhaps I've been too hasty. Mother can still be of use to me. I'm mounting a battle campaign. I'll try to pretend to be like an innocent child, a foolish little rape-flower blossom. Sheeting-and-kimonofabric store hell, temple hell, (He laughs evilly, then gradually becomes meek.) city-hall hell, rape-flower blossom hell, pillow hell, railway-bridge hell, shamisen hell, butterfly-swamp hell, First Avenue in mother-longing hell! Mother, please come out!




Terayama's Notes

• At the same time as the voices of the so-called tongue-cut sparrows seem to fill the building, it is plunged into darkness by an apparent total electric outage. In this scene, the audience must only hear the voices. As it progresses, imagination will replace stage directions such as "the scene is thus and such."




The Coffin Bathtub

'Ughts slou'ly come up, revealing a coffin bathtub. A steaming cauldron from hell. The homosexualYukinojo uses a bamhoo pipe to blow on the fire beneath the tub. EarLess Hoichi soaks in the tub. Nearby, the Master of the cabaret Cremator sings.) 

Song: A bathtub made from a coffin: 
  The boiling water is ready. 
  In the land beyond unfilial behavior 
  Again, today, 
  The man who tends the fire 
  Looks at the crimson flames, like red sweet-briar, 
  And cries. 
  A bathtub made from a coffin: 
  The boiling water is ready. 
  A bathtub made from a coffin: 
  The boiling water is ready. 










(earless hoichi stands up, revealing the dripping-wet upper half of his hody) 

Yukinojo: Water hot enough for you?

Earless Hoichi: It's fine. You joining me?

Master: Here I come!

Yukinojo: Me first! Cause I'm the he-man who fans the flames.

Master: Not so fast. After all, I'm Master of the cabaret, so I should get the first bath. I can't be late—my fans would be simply outraged.

Yukinojo: The first one naked is the first one in! (Saying this, he begins to strip. 

Master: Ooooh, Yukinojo, you little cheat!

Yukinojo: (While undressing [he sings].) 




When I was a lad of fifteen, sixteen, seventeen 
My life was so dark and depressing— 
So I deserve a nice, leisurely soak in a good, hot bath. Hey—where's that 
tortoise-shaped bath brush? 





Earless Hoichi: Oooh, I just adore tortoise-shaped bath brushes!

Master: The point is, shall we make the water hotter? Oh, please, pretty please, let me get in first!

Earless Hoichi: (Hands to his ears.) I can't hear a thing—my ears are missing!

Master: Let's play scissors-paper-stone. Scissors-paper-stone.

Yukinojo: I'm going in! (He dives in.) Oooh, such nice, hot water!

(yamataro comes along. He recognises the wall clock and stops) 

Yamataro: I wonder . . .

Earless Hoichi: And who might you be?

Master: If you want us to let you in the tub, you'll just have to pay a late fee.

Yamataro: Just as I thought. This is the wall clock. (Turning it around.) There's no mistaking it. (He nods his head.) 

Earless Hoichi: Are you suggesting that it belongs to you?

Yamataro: It's nine o'clock. My mother's clock is striking nine. If it's nine o'clock, why hasn't the sun set?

Yukinojo: It's stopped. Take a good look at the hands.

Master: You're making a big mistake if you think that just because that clock is big, time is big, too.

Yukinojo: I want that tortoise-shaped bath brush now!

Yamataro: Since this is my mother's clock, there's no doubt that she must be nearby. Get out! (Heglares at them.) 

(The Three Men in the tub draw away, collect their clothes, and look at him suspiciously. From ahove, a Puppeteer—actually Tom Thumb the Picture-card 
Showman, who is really a detective from the Shibuya Police Station—can be seen manipulating a puppet. Yamataro surveys the vicinity, then peeks inside the coffin bathtub as he snoops around. Making a sound of surprise, he turns it over toward the audience, and the hot water pours out! Finally, out tumbles Ogin, still tied up.) 












Yamataro: Mother! (As though worshipping Buddha for the first time.) Namu Amida Butsu. Namu Amida Butsu. Namu Amida Butsu. (His mother, Ogin, opens her eyes as Yamataro unties the ohi rope. Ogin give him a hig hug.) Namu Amida Butsu. Namu Amida Butsu. Namu Amida Butsu.

(While he prays, all the Kurogo and the rest of the Cast chant a chorus of Buddhist hymns of praise. As they do so, Yamataro carries Ogin on his back. He disappears while saying, "Nothing is more important that filial piety, nothing is more important that filial piety.") 
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Terayama's Notes

• There must really be hot water in the coffin bathtub. When the Kurogo makes the hands of the clock stop, all the people should move like Grand Guignol.

• This scene was not included in the first performance at Nancy, but was added for subsequent Tokyo performances.




Cutting the Cord

(On one hanamichi, we catch a glimpse of what seems to be a "salary-man." Actually, it is the Picture-card Showman wearing a soft feli hat and carrying a briefcase. Standing facing him on the same hanamichi is Filial Daughter White ChrySanthemum.) 

Picture-card Showman: I'm "it" in hide-and-seek. I've been "it" for ten years now, walking all over in search of the hidden child.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: The hidden child?

Picture-card Showman: Maybe the spirits have hidden it. The child has disappeared and doesn't even come out if I beat a toy drum. Or blow a whistle. (He blows a police whistle.) 

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Maybe that's because the game of hide-and-seek is over, and they've all gone home.

Picture-card Showman: In Gotanda, there are magical foxes that steal people, but if someone vanishes in Shibuya, everyone assumes that a witch must have spirited them away.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: But if it happened ten years ago, the child must be an adult by now.









Picture-card Showman: Usually, children vanish at the tail end of autumn, just as it turns to winter. But depending on the district, it could be during the fourth lunar month while everyone is preparing to harvest the barley.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: And everyone has forgotten everything you said. They've forgotten all about it.

Picture-card Showman: They may have forgotten, but I haven't. I can find things lost in the deepest weeds.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: That voice—there's something familiar about it.

Picture-card Showman: Hmmm?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Your voice — there's something familiar about your voice.

PICTURE-CARD SHOWMAN: YeS.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Are you, perchance, the picturecard showman I met earlier? The picture-card showman who is also a dwarf using appliances to lengthen his back and become taller? And isn't your other identity a Shibuya Police Station detective in charge of the Missing Persons Bureau?

Picture-card Showman: Everyone needs to change identities and become someone else. I engage in self-criticism and become "it."

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: And now you are nothing but "it."

Picture-card Showman: That's right. I've finally become the "it" who searches for missing children hidden by the spirits.

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: If that's the case, permit me to ask you a question.

Picture-card Showman: What is it?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Could it be that the name of the hidden child is White Chrysanthemum?

Picture-card Showman: What if it is?

Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum: Aa, it may be that you are my father. (She attempts to return to the hanamichi from center stage. As she crosses the point on the hnnamichi where Picture-card Showman stands, he abruptly rips off her skirt and starts to rape her. He tries to rape her with powerful exertions. Surprised and enraged, Filial Daughter White Chrysanthemum shrieks out fragments of "Father! Oh, Father!" As the Picture-card Showman keeps trying to finish the rape, he says, "Lovely breasts! How white!") 

(A Kurogo carrying a meter-tall ear comes on stage extremely slowly. In slow motion, he walks with exaggerated strides, pursuing Earless Hoichi with this dreamed-of 
ear. The shoji screen of the brothel opens with a noise, and inside the sliding doors we see the naked hodies of yukinojo, the Master, and various Soldiers entangled in the throes of sex, with Yellow Rose as the1r lover. Yellow Rose is dressed in a onepiece undergarment, smoking opium. She fondles her lovers while half standing on her knees. The style is of sleazy prostitutes. The Crazy Babysitter dances. On top of the watchtower, the Lion Dancer stands on his head and Kurama Tengu looks down. Eve.ything is in brilliant color, like a picture scroll.) 










Master: (To Yellow Rose.) And despite the fact that you're married ...

Yukinojo: You won't even let your husband lay a finger on you!

Master: But you let us lay fingers on you to our hearts' content! (Licking his lips.) Silken skin!

Yukinojo: The taste of honey!

Master: Drops of flesh!

Yellow Rose: I am filled with so much malice that, as long as there are any mothers left on earth, I'll never sleep with my husband. Let him fret, for all I care. I killed a mother sparrow yesterday. First I gave her a grain of rice, then when she went to feed her baby, I took a gun and shot her. I may have won when it comes to that dead sparrow, but it was a hollow victory. So go ahead, touch me all you want. My body belongs to everyone. (Grasping hold of a pole.) Deceiver.

Master: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceived.

Yellow Rose: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceiver.

Yukinojo: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceived.

Master: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceiver.

Yellow Rose: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceived.

Master: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceiver.

Yellow Rose: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceived.

Yukinojo: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceiver.

Master: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceived.

Yellow Rose: (Grasping the pole higher up.) Deceiver.

(They repeat this to the top of the pole, ending on "Deceiver" with loud laughter. From the audience, Yamataro enters carrying Ogin on his back, as he chants, "Filialpiety, filial piety," like a Buddhist hymn. When he sees the scene, he stands up straight.) 

Ogin: (Loudly.) Did you see that! Son! (Her voice becomes raw and hysterical.) That's your wife! (Still on his back, she points her finger.) Just as I predicted! Another man is fondling her breasts. (She leaps down from Yamataro's back.) Get out, you whore! (Shegallops off, shouting.) 

(yamataro is infuriated. He holds a large stick while shouting, "Bastards!" He 
lunges toward Yellow Rose, Yukinojo, and the Master. The Kurogo pull back on his strings, so that he cannot go forward) 












Yamataro: Let go! Let me go and I'll kill them!

(The puppets, manipulated by puppet masters, let out shrieks of shrill laughter, terrifying Yukinojo and the Master. They flee, crawling away like dogs on all fours. Although Yamataro wants to brutally strike them hoth, several Kurogo skillfully manipulate his strings, preventing him from doing so. The Kurogo pe.form somersaults. Earless Hoichi catches up with his ear. The Lion Dancer claps his hands and cheers. Yamataro begins to manipulate his own strings, pulling his Kurogo toward him and trying to walk by himself. But the Kurogo have other ideas and pull Yamataro as they wish. Thus beg1ns an invisible tug-of-war between the t1i'oforces. The Kurogo and Yamataro each pull violently at the strings, but Yamataro is stronger than the Kurogo. Gradually, he is able to pull the strings closer to him. Yamataro grabs a Kurogo by the neck and strangles him. He rips off the KuroGo 's costume and stands erect. The theatre becomes lighter.) 

Yamataro: Once the kurogo's strings are cut, your body becomes free. I am no longer Yamataro. I am no longer Ogin's son. Come up onstage, everyone! It's your turn to rip off the kurogo's costume. Those masks have always enthralled me. When I was a child, everyone wore masks to the autumn festival. They became other people by wearing those masks. But there was never a mask suitable for me. I just wanted a mask that was my own, unpainted face. The mask of Okame, the silly old peasant woman. Of Hyottoko, the distorted clown face. Of Tengu, the long-nosed goblin. The demonic babysitter, goddess of children.

I want to be disguised, I want to disappear, I want to change. Until this moment, I was just Yamataro, manipulated by the kurogo. But it turns out that the kurogo who was manipulating me was really the actor named Kurihara. If that's so, who was manipulating the kurogo^ 

The Actress N11TAKA [Note— she played Yellow Rose.]: The words?

The Actor Sasaki: But who was manipulating the words?

The Actress Niitaka: The author. He's the cause of a melancholy twilight, or a war in a distant land, or a puff of cigarette smoke. And though he manipulates the twilight, the distant war, and the puff of smoke, he himself is manipulated by fleeting time. And fleeting time is manipulated by the threads spun by the spinning wheel of history. No, that's not right, either. No one can see the ultimate manipulator. Once we've uttered a single word of dialogue, play-hell begins, and we cannot escape. There is no end. No play ever ends. Plays just change. So, everyone, let's change
roles! Take off your costumes and come onstage! Mr. Morisaki Henriku, please take off your kurogo's costume and come onstage. Mr. Shimoura Nigona, Mr. Seazer, Mr. Sasaki Hideaki. Behind the painted stage set is the concrete wall of the Shibuya Public Hall. Behind that you can see the cold streets of January 30, which is also another stage set. Miss Ran Yoko, Miss Ono Masako, Miss Kawada Yuzo—play upon play is transformed into hell! Mr. Kurihara Isao, Mr. Inaba Kenji, Mr. Salvador Tali, after the play about abandoning one's mother comes the play about child abandonment. After the revolution of the play comes the play about revolution. After the lie, there's no truth, only another lie. And everything I've just said is nothing but a pile of lies, too. That's theatre. And that's life.










(At the same time as each participant's name is called out, a Voice calling out, "Heretic!" reverberates like an earthquake. The stage set collapses with a rumble. Smoke engulfs the public hall. The theme song "August 1970" thunders like wind. One after another, the members of the cast, their faces unpainted and unmasked, come forward from the rubble of the former stage set. They address the audience in their own words. Each actor destroys some of the stage with his own hands. In blinding light, for the next hour, they all shout violently, screaming, ag1tating, and advocating, "Down with theatre!" For example: "Even if we make revolutionary theatre, what will be the result? Let's look at our own hallucinations through the lens of theatre, so we can dramatize all the revolutions." "Why can't we use words to destroy the world that was created by so many words? Let's pull the trigger, using words as our weapons!" "No hird can fly as high as imagination.") 




Terayama's Notes

• FILIAL DAUGHTER WHITE CHRYSANTHEMUM and the PICTURE-CARD SHOWMAN play hide-and-seek through the audience, totally ignoring what is happening onstage. As they run around, they cry out in loud voices, "Ready or not, here I come!" "Not yet!" "Ready or not, here I come!" "OK, now!"

• At the Osaka performance, an impromptu scientific lecture on Earless Hoichi's ears was delivered during this scene. Any actor or actors should be encouraged to use improvisation to seek the ultimate possibilities in "fictional structures."

• By this scene, the relationship between Yamataro and the Kurogo should have been reduced to its essence. That is to say, the Kurogo pervert Yamataro's will by occasionally preventing him from coming onstage, or by forcing him to chant the Buddhist nenbutsu prayer against his will, by restricting his actions,














or by making him close his eyes. When they fight, they must do so with such violence that the audience suspects that there is true hatred between the actors. The controlling, hierarchical relationship between the Kurogo and the actors must be maintained from the first day the cast is chosen.

• The set should be destroyed not only by the physical act of being torn down, but by the energy of the actors, which will "destroy the set." The "fabricated structure" must be destroyed so completely that it cannot be reconstructed at all. But this does not mean that reality begins here. Rather, another fiction begins to be fabricated.

• The concepts of reality and fiction are no longer opposed.

• After everything has crumbled into pebbles, the microphone alone becomes society and objectivity for the actors who begin to speak. It is not important for them to be persuasive or even to communicate effectively with others. What is wanted is "a personal narrative."

• Some of the onstage speeches so far have been the following:

•• "Not all red blossom are flowers, not all winged things are birds, not all melodies are songs accompanied by the shamisen, not all horizons are in the country, but if you try to bash your head against a wall, that's the play. The world's a play, and I'm also a play."—Kurihara Isao, of Tenjo Sajiki.

•• "The whole world can be liberated when things encounter other things. Enlarge the battlefront by abandoning a strategic position. Down with theatre! Go out into the streets!"—Ogure Yasuyuki, of Tenjo Sajiki.

""When we meet again, it will be not in the theatre but on the battlefield. When I say the word 'revolution,' everyone must take up arms."—Onari Koichi, of Kyoto University.

•• "If you can become something just by using words, try saying, 'I'm the king!' Try saying, 'The end of the world is coming!' Try saying, 'Tomorrow will be pitch-black!'" — Nakazawa Kiyoshi, of Tenjo Sajiki.

•• "The play is over. Make way, I want to go out into the streets! It's blowing in the wind!" — Fujita Toshiyasu, of Tenjo Sajiki.

•• "Abandon your empty dreams! Shout out your slogans loud and clear! Throw away your illusions! Keep hold of your terrorist actions!"—Togawa Tetsuzo, of Tenjo Sajiki.

•• "I'm covered with lies. I wrote a suicide note but couldn't kill myself. I embraced a man I didn't love. Human life is nothing but a single flower. Everything is over. Nothing follows the play but demons."—Ono Masako, of Tenjo Sajiki.

•• "The play is over. Now it's your turn. To those bourgeois members of the audience who shout out, 'Aren't you going to entertain us?' I respond, 'Let
me teach you something! There is nothing here, absolutely nothing! Boredom is a rat, and the power of imagination is the cat that chases it away. Free birds from their cages, free words from their meanings, free actors from their roles! Then free plays from their theatres!'" — Showa Shogo, of Tenjo Sajiki.













Notes

1. Itinerant street entertainers, tumblers who wore carved lion masks on top of their heads.

2. A raised runway or stage extension through the audience, typical of kabuki. Here Terayama employs one on each side of the audience. Some kabuki plays use these double hanamichi, but it is more usual in kabuki today to have only one.

3. Highly rhythmic speech, with unintelligible sounds that seem like Buddhist chants.

4. Throughout the play, characters such as this one often use elegant, old-fashioned, rhythmical dialogue that is typical of the poetic language of Chikamatsu.

5. He is quoting or paraphrasing from one of a number of famous kabuki and bunraku plays all based on the true story of Oshichi the greengrocer's daughter, who was executed for arson committed in the hope that the fire would reunite her with her lover. Although Yamataro is male, he speaks Oshichi's lines.

6. Up to this point, the music has been a combination of harshly atonal sounds, electronic jazz, and Buddhist hymns. The song now sung is to music that is sweet and melodic. The song uses archaic, classical language. Notes regarding music, added by the translator, are based on the RCA Victor audio recording. Only a few are included, to give the reader a sense of the hypnotic, shifting musicality.

7. A male kabuki actor who specializes in playing female roles.

8. A legendary folk hero dressed all in black, his face masked with a black sash.

9. Yellow Rose's confession is filled with untranslatable wordplay and punning. Sad electronic music plays as a female chorus hums "oh, oh" in the background.

10. These entertainers of children used cardboard pictures to illustrate their stories. They usually rode bicycles and sold candy to entice kids to listen. Highly popular during the Occupation, when candy was a treat and other entertainments for children were rare. The art is called kami-shibai. 

11. Terayama's note identifies this line as a poem by Tsukamoto Kunio.

12. The Japanese name for this folktale character is Issunboshi, which Terayama uses.

13. This song is rife with untranslatable puns and wordplay. It originally appeared in one of Terayama's essays. He took the i-ro-ba poem (the traditional mnemonic for the Japanese phonetic syllabary) and erased syllables, creating a kind of chart. Although the syllables alone carry no clear meaning, if the result is read as a poem, it is like a chanted curse typical of folkloric superstition. There are also actual words and meaningful phrases embedded within the imaginary curse-poem.












14. This refers to Hoichi's line, "After waiting eighty-eight days, on the night of the full moon, the old person in the picture book will be sucked into the red-black mud."

15. The kurogo are numbered as Terayama labelled them in the published script. Some do not have numbers assigned.

16. This is a variation of the opening song in The Hunchback ofAomori. 
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Excerpts from The Labyrinth and the Dead Sea: My Theatre 




TRANSLATED BY CAROL FISHER SORGENFREI




[The following excerpts comprise somewhat less than 40 percent of the original hook. I have included the entire preface and key segments from each of the four parts. Although I have retained portions that seemed most germane to Te ray a ma's main argument, many fascinating segments were deleted. Terayama's writing does not always follow a log1cal progress1on. The sections I have omitted are often digressions or specific examples that seemed too specialized for the current volume (for example, precise practices of actor training). Another translator/editor might, of course, have made different choices. In addition, Terayama rarely offered citations, even for direct quotations. Sometimes, his references are incorrect or misleading. When I could find exact sources, I have cited them; when I resorted to creative guesswork, I have so noted. Parentheses appear where Terayama used them. Brackets enclose my additions. I am solely responsible for all numbered endnotes and all bracketed citations. — CFS] 




Preface: Why Theatre, Why Magic?

This work is the culmination of my thoughts about "dramatic method" during the last ten years, based on the activities of Tenjo Sajiki's experimental-theatre laboratory. I chose the profession of theatre not merely as a mode of artistic expression, but as a way to participate in society.

When I am asked to name my favorite play, I immediately answer, "History." However, I do not propose to write a thesis analyzing history as drama. Most previous historical analyses have attempted to reconstruct human conflict within or between states, usually in order to celebrate victory over revolutionaries and the restoration of national unity.

The creation of such epic dramatic poems lauding "the revival of the past" holds no interest for me. From my point of view, history becomes dramaturgy only when the power of imagination inverts progressive dynamism, opening our eyes to the fact that the world is organized by chance occurrences.

The primary requirement for a dramatic performance is the existence of characters. But societies resist designating actual people as "characters"—that is, as truly unique or distinctive individuals.










According to Marcel Mauss' A General Theory of Magic, societies isolate certain groups of people who have biological, psychological, or pathological peculiarities that seem to personify negativity, designating these outcasts as magicians. Even when societies acknowledge the benefits of supernatural powers, the magicians remain isolated outcasts. In Africa, a lame person or a blacksmith may be designated a magician, not because of anything he has done as an individual, but merely because society attributes magical powers to members of such groups. Lucien Levy-Bruhl is probably correct in asserting that in primitive society, "individuation" was synonymous with excommunication or being made an outcast.

"The study of history" is an attempt to reconstruct the totality of the past. But when I look at history, it seems that the past races across my field of vision so fast that it overtakes the present before I am aware of it. Therefore, I can only imagine that the function of theatre is to reverse history. I tell the members of my theatre company that we should perform drama to summon the millions of limping outcasts, blacksmiths, and magicians — to create new chances for encounters. This is where we must start. Tenjo Sajiki's primary goal in creating theatre is to revolutionize real life without resorting to politics. Sometimes this creates scandal, sometimes it acts as a detonator in a traditional "theatre space," sometimes it communicates a sense of blank-ism in the street, sometimes it is a demonstration of magical powers or psychic abilities. And while it is doing all of these things, it is simultaneously plotting "the disintegration of theatre itself."

Theatre without actors and theatre where everyone is an actor, theatre without theatre buildings and theatre where everything is a theatre building, theatre without audience members and theatre where everyone is transformed into an audience member, theatre in city streets, theatre invading private homes, postal theatre, theatre in secret chambers without exits, telephone theatre: These are the trails left by ten years of varied experiments performed by Tenjo Sajiki Theatre Laboratory.

I wanted to know: What is an audience?

I wanted to know: What is an actor?

I wanted to know: What is a theatre?

I wanted to know: What is a script?

I decided that I would try to write down the answers in a systematic way, and the result is "this manuscript." Therefore, it is a thesis on theatre as well as a concrete "workshop through writing" that can serve as a strategic agenda both for myself and for Tenjo Sajiki Theatre Laboratory.









I

After a performance, I came out into the lobby where a middle-aged Dutch woman was waiting to see me. She politely inquired, "What is Hans doing now?" I responded, "Who do you mean by Hans?" "Hans Buruma, my husband," she said. As she explained it, Hans Buruma was once in charge of mail delivery at the Amsterdam Central Post Office. Three years before, he had attended Heretics (Jashumon), a guest production from Tokyo presented by my theatre troupe at the Mickery Theater. Just after the play began, two men masked in black leaped down into the audience area, grabbed her husband by the arms, and forcibly dragged up him onto the stage. Once onstage, Hans was dressed in a costume and made up, and before he knew it, he had become a character in the play. At least two times during the course of the play, she clearly saw her husband joining other characters who together pulled the ropes. He seemed to be enjoying himself. But when the play was over, Hans never returned to his seat in the audience. The wife waited for two hours, then went to the dressing room, but the members of the company had already returned to the hotel. That night, Hans failed to come home. After two more nights, he still hadn't returned. By then, the company had left Holland and moved on to West Germany. She thought he had joined the company, that "they hired Hans for his acting skill." She thought, "My husband is in the play." Now, after three years had passed, she was pleading with me, "Please give me back my husband." I had to tell her that I had never heard this story before. Neither I nor anyone in the company knew a middle-aged Dutchman named Hans Buruma. There was no evidence indicating that such a person had been with us during the past three years. When I told her that I didn't know him, she was on the verge of tears. "Then where is Hans?" she asked. Three years ago—one middle-aged male post-office delivery worker evaporated into our play. In this case, we cannot distinguish where the drama ends and reality begins.

The phrases "Hans disappeared into the play" and "Hans disappeared while in the play" are virtually synonymous.

Marcel Mauss wrote, "The whole society suffers from the false images of its dream" [1972, 126]. It is not really difficult to make sense of the incident of the missing Hans. But for me, the story of "one middle-aged man who slipped into the ambiguous abyss between imagination and real life" seemed to offer a valuable hint as I embarked on writing this book of dramatic theory.

Recognizing the distinction between fiction and reality does not necessarily mean that a person will fully comprehend the implications of the difference. Often, he will even try to avoid the true implications. To really distinguish
one from the other, we need political science. But to be faithful to political science and prove that fiction and reality are separate, we must reject illusion. In contrast, I want to question the validity of such distinctions (the false versus the real, imaginary experience versus real-life experience). I want to ask what these distinctions imply, and I want to restore people's identification with the coexistence of opposites (making them one and the same). The result will be a synthesis of co-inhabitants.










Imaginary experience is often a synonym for real life, and if you think about it, real life is actually controlled by the imagination. Before they are defined and differentiated, these two act together, moving in mutual coordination like a two-wheeled cart, which is our life itself. Dramaturgy ought to be built upon the fact of this mutual coexistence and upon the impossibility of differentiating between them, rather than on the essence of their implied distinction.




2

One of Frederic Brown's novels tells the story of a man whose life is altered by daily letters sent by an anonymous correspondent.1 I decided that I, too, would become a sender of such letters, bringing an element of fantasy into peaceful homes, creating an encounter between imaginary experience and real life.

I would insert foreign objects into the reality principal in order to create a reversal, in other words, to start the process of "dramatizing" reality.

That was the origin of the "letter drama" script that I created for the town drama Knock. I have frequently chosen to discard the theatre building in order to relate my concept of drama to everyday reality. The following is part of my script:

Recent drama has become decadent; it has lost the shock of encounter. Theatre is defined as a conspiracy of fiction, but the theatre building itself limits the ability of actors and audience members to jointly share this conspiracy.

In the theatre building, imaginary experience and real life are too strongly differentiated; the fine line that separates them is frozen solid. The performance onstage is a reenactment of reality reproduced by stand-ins. It is a safe form of imagination that will not invade the audience's everyday reality.

Letter drama, as one method used by Tenjo Sajiki, developed because I wanted to haul everyday reality into an immediate connection with theatre. A person receiving letters from an unknown sender will probably not be able to reject them as foreign objects, nor will he be able to accept them as ordinary mail, but will develop a tense relationship with the "hidden halfworld" where the sender resides. And that is the origin of transforming himself into the drama's protagonist.












One fine day, a letter arrives. Or it may be that day after day, at the same time, a number of letters arrive. The contents of these letters entice the reader into a puzzle in which the power of imagination will reverse the course of everyday reality.

This is not drama minus actors or audience; this is hermaphroditic drama in which the senders and receivers of letters play both parts. People involved in this play are many-headed monsters, simultaneously actors, audience, and citizens.

It forces you to reject the fiction that "in real life, it's impossible to kill a crocodile drawn in pencil." It forces you to reject dualism, the mythical conflict between imaginary experience and real life. It forces you to transform this mythical concept into a thing of the past.

Perhaps a single fictional letter invites death into the receiver's reality, or perhaps it causes a seven-year-old child to become pregnant. Whatever the case, it is certain that something "transforms."

This "letter drama" was "performed" in April 1975 with the residents of Suginami Ward in Tokyo as the objects. The drama was divided into seven parts, consisting of encounters between strangers. Dialogues were mailed to homes and performed. A middle-aged bachelor received daily letters from "his other self," or postcards announcing "his" visit a week later, introducing himself daily with a single line.

For the play Everyhody Gathered, notices were delivered on the same day to fifty households in a certain area. This is what the notices said:

I have the item you lost. If you would like it returned, please bring your personal stamp and this notice to the address listed on the left. Showa 50, April 20, 1:00 p.m. Suginami-ku, Toritsu Zenpukujigawa, Koen-nai Lost and Found Warehouse, Temporary Office, Returns Department.

On a fine Sunday afternoon, people came to the park to claim the "lost objects," which they didn't remember having lost. No one was there, just a desk and chair waiting as the people gathered. These gathering people thought for the first time about their "lost objects." Everyone lost time thinking about what he had lost. The play was a monologue without lines, in which people became the characters in a play, contemplating lost objects as they walked for several minutes from their homes. The drama occurred because "invisible lost objects" served as mediums, permitting the marriage of imaginary experience and real life.









3

Of course, my theatre does not aim only at these everyday realities. Town drama may be one form of drama, but it is not the only form. Originally, the purpose of such methods was to revive "drama" that has been eroded by the acids of a highly organized, systematized culture. When the receiver is no longer surprised by the unexpected, the dramatic effect is cut nearly in half.

There is probably some truth in Hans Mayer's comment that my dramas are "happenings, pure inner worlds, instantaneous connections of chance occurrences."2

However, these "dot-like actions" that cannot be comprehended historically are interspersed among strategic plans and calculations. It should be obvious that this discontinuity becomes dramaturgy when any one of a variety of historical methods violently transforms the limitless continuity of everyday life, whose story flows naturally like a river. I did not want to become like the Thomas Mann hero who says, "... henceforth our pursuit is of Beauty alone, of Beauty which is simplicity, which is grandeur and a new kind of rigor and a second na1vete, of Beauty which is Form."3

First of all, what is a "beautiful work of art?" If "beauty" is to remain an effective ideology in the contemporary world, it will be not as object but as experience. Beauty can only be an "incident" to those people who happen to be present. Contemporary drama is not torn between the opposing tendencies of nonaction (the rejection of external stimuli, the wordless nature of inner life) and happenings (action resulting from inner needs, and chance occurrences). Rather, it is wandering in search of its own unique methodology that embraces the paradox of both worlds at once.

There is no doubt that the era of liberal education and wealth is over. We no longer have a role for plays that reproduce reality (such as works influenced by the Stanislavski system) or for those that reproduce nonreality (such as works by Jarry, lonesco, or Genet).

Both Brecht's didacticism and Genet and Arrabal's anti-moralistic cruelty and eroticism were ultimately nothing but para-reality performed by other people onstage.

Hans Mayer says that the ultimate noun used to define "things performed" is "play" ("Spiel" in German). He means that theatre will survive only by concentrating on "play." "Play" offers an opportunity to escape self-isolation, a chance for "self-encounter." He maintains that we can revive this identification either in theatre buildings or on city streets.

However, my thinking goes like this: "Play" (Spiel) organizes chance through imagination or intense concentration. Because "play" (Spiel) is fictional, it is
easy to set it outside of everyday reality. Why can't it include everyday reality? "Play" tends to fall into the realm of the private dreamworld, but our drama rejects private dreamworlds. We ardently try to construct dramas that portray universal truths.












In the summer of 1970,I journeyed alone to visit the Dead Sea. It is surrounded on the west by modern Israel, and on the other sides by various Arab states. The fires of war were interminable. I came from Tel Aviv by way of Beersheba heading toward Sodom, but of course I could not circle the Dead Sea.

I was, however, intrigued by the fact that in their political egotism, both Israel and the Arabs claimed ownership of this transparent blue sea. The view from either side was reality; the opposite shore was nothing more than an imaginary experience. To me, it seemed as though this mysterious lake, on which living human beings could float four hundred meters below sea level, was nothing more than an illusory space co-owned by imaginary experience and real life.

I want to use this metonymy in writing this thesis to illustrate the interaction between imaginary experience and real life, between actors and audience, between theatre buildings and streets. In this thesis, I will frequently consider the similarities between drama and black magic, as well as the mystery of the "Dead Sea" that separates them.

A reporter from Theater Heute asked me: "Do you consider your drama to be primarily a happening, ritualistic, or symbolic?" I want to make it clear that my drama is none of these, but at the same time it is all of them.

Unlike many of those who create happenings, I have no intention of foolishly praising whatever society tries to eradicate, nor of attempting to escape industrialization. Such efforts merely transform happenings into the accomplices of society. Happenings have lost their uniqueness, and are now part of a relatively balanced society. They are viewed as "supplements to perfection," as antidotes for boredom. I am also fully aware of the sterility of symbolic or ritualistic theatre. It was created in defense, as a reaction to a civilization hurtling toward apocalypse; for whenever the intellect comprehends that everything is aiming toward death, it creates symbols of immortality. But theatre does not function as a symbol counteracting the effects of an era racing toward death. Rather, theatre transforms the era-racing-toward-death into a myth by creating the symbols of immortality. Theatre attempts to present collective rituals aimed at a sudden, mad awakening from our drunken stupor, thereby destroying the process itself.

Although I will consider the following concepts in more depth in the main text, I want to begin by stating that theatre is no longer controlled by the laws
of causality. Tenjo Sajiki Theatre Troupe began when we killed off Aristotle, the curtain-raiser of classical theatre, and transcended the concepts of cause, effect, and motivation.










Everything occurs simultaneously, over and over again. The unicorn's horn, astrology, acts of parricide, books written on papyrus, unrecorded history, fossils in glass jars, a bundle of letters, an almost totally inaccurate map, mentally ill patients with the same first and last names, billiards at 10:00 a.m. . . . inside the theatre, on the street, the Murder of Gonzago.4 "The number on the ticket of the streetcar I was about to board was the same as the number on the theatre ticket I would soon afterward purchase, and that night on the telephone, someone mentioned the same number again" (C. G. Jung). This is everyday reality seen in the interconnection of noncausality and discontinuity.

In such circumstances, what exactly is theatre? Where are we coming from, and where are we going? These are the issues I wanted to deal with in writing this thesis.




On the Audience




Was Hitler Better? 

In Der Spiegel of October 23, 1972,5 an article headlined "Hitler Was Better" reported an act of violence in the theatre in which actors attacked members of the audience.

Berlin theatre critic Mr. Roland H. Wiegenstein and his wife attended the theatre and found themselves trapped in a pitch-black, smoke-filled audience area. They were confused and disoriented in the darkness, and the exits were blocked by rudely gesturing actors. Roland H. Wiegenstein cried out, "This is the madness of Faust combined with karate chops" and he grabbed his wife's hand in an attempt to escape. But the black-clad actors 'kurogo who are the subordinates of a thirty-six-year-old adventuresome director obstructed the exits, preventing them from leaving the theatre. In the end, the incident escalated to violence. Before the article appeared in Der Spiegel, the local papers reported the incident in a sensational manner, with headlines such as "Bad Epidemic From Japan," "Not Language But Scandal," and "Noise and Smoke" (a quote from a poem by Goethe meaning nothing but bluff).

Consequently, the reporter from Der Spiegel wanted to get all the details and to report the conflict between progressive intellectuals "who seek change but fear violence" and risk-takers such as "a theatre troupe provocatively throwing stones, questioning the reality of theatre, which is a mockery of the world." The author of the article "Hitler Was Better" added a subtitle, "A Critic's
Confusion and New Things From Japan." He clearly enunciated what the play asserted and insisted that it be evaluated with comparable dramatic works that "led up to the massacres at Furstenfeldbruck" at the Munich Olympics. He concluded by suggesting that unless we are able to understand the "mathematical function" of cause and effect, we are doomed to be no more than policemen who are outside the play, trying to pass judgment on policemen who are inside the play.












Needless to say, this "Bad Epidemic" theatre troupe was the theatre laboratory (Tenjo Sajiki) to which I belong, and the play that caused the incident was Heretics, which I wrote and directed.

Therefore, rather than translate the favorable article from Der Spiegel, it seems appropriate that I should speak for myself.

—That day, Roland H. Wiegenstein came with his wife to the opening of Heretics, but he was annoyed that the usual "critics' seats" had not been reserved. The audience seating area was pitch-black, smoke was rising, those members of the audience who wanted to sit down "had to look for their own seats." He was a famous critic, and this was the first time that he had been treated like this. He left to complain to the house manager, then returned and watched while standing behind the last row of seats. The play is supposed to begin after the audience has entered and the doors are closed, turning the auditorium into a locked chamber. Everything supports the theme of the play. There is conflict between black-clad stagehands, light-board operators, those who manipulate the actors, fictional house managers, and actors who free themselves from all of the above in order to escape from their "roles." In the audience, kurogo are on constant "patrol," exercising power not only over the actors but over audience members who obstruct their concept of the play's flow. While some disruptive audience members are actually portrayed by actors, the kurogo force other, real audience members to become actors and to take on "roles." In the pitch-black place where the play proceeds, it is not clear who is moving or acting, whose hand is doing something, whether the play has stopped in the middle, or whether a single story is unfolding. Actors who may be audience members are violently carried to the stage, dressed in costumes, and given roles, thereby making other members of the audience fear that a similar thing might happen to them. As a result, the place turns into a big "haunted house." A black carnival. A black mass. A ritual of evil spells. Audience members who insist that the story supports the actors' rebellion against the kurogo, or those who want to escape their roles, are forced to create an exit door by fighting with the kurogo. All these bits and pieces are part of the play called Heretics. 

When we interject those who "see" into those who "are seen," their relation










ship becomes a mutual, shared experience, and the script becomes mingled with improvisation. But Roland H. Wiegenstein tried to escape in the middle of the play. He took his wife by the hand and found that a black-clad kurogo blocked the exit door.

Wiegenstein loudly asserted his freedom to leave "as the audience's prerogative," but the kurogo did not yield. Then his wife attempted to push the kurogo aside, but she was pushed down by him instead. That, in a nutshell, is the gist of the "incident."




Experiments in Toucbing the Audience 

Two things are at issue here: number one, "limitations on the expression of violence in the theatre" and number two, "the appropriateness of actors coming into physical contact with the audience." I have stated that this "incident" was not merely an accident or a mistake, but was something which "had to happen." In other words, it was embedded in our theatre's "theory of the audience." I wanted an opportunity to debate Wiegenstein on this problem. The meaning of "violence" in Heretics is hardly insignificant to us, for this play's performance in several European cities resulted in "violent incidents," including one in Novi Sad, Yugoslavia, which ended in bloodshed.

On October 1, a public debate was held in the lobby of the Forum Theatre. Present were myself, Wiegenstein, Forum Theatre director Klaus Hauser, and reporters for the local newspaper Abend Zeitung. I began by asking a question.

Me: Mr. Wiegenstein, what is your opinion of actors in a play "touching" the audience?

Wiegenstein: That's not exactly the issue. What I'm asking is not whether the actors can come into contact with the audience, but whether the actors are consciously employing violence against the audience.

Me: But to us, the important point is that if the violence had been only between actors, then you, as a member of the audience, would not have noticed it as a means of expression.

Wiegenstein: ...

Me: I would like to consider the issue of whether the "violence" was an incident in the play, or an incident outside the play. I think this is related to the fact that you, as a member of the audience, were situated in the vertex of the play's coordinates.

Wiegenstein: It's quite simple. The actors may have been inside the play, but
my wife and I were outside the play. Karate leaped outside of the play. The audience is defined as people who are outside the play. I regret to inform you that no amount of violence can drag them into the play.












Me: In that case, I must question whether the framework of Mr. Wiegenstein's play was the same as ours.

Wiegenstein: Just so. You would no doubt like to maintain that the violent incident occurred inside the play.

Me: If the violent incident was inside the play (and if it deserved legal punishment) then I think policemen inside the play should be the ones to do it. The Berlin police cannot arrest the murderer in one of Shakespeare's plays. Any attempt to manage or control the inside of a play by the imposition of principals from everyday reality would be ludicrous. However, in this instance, you assert that you were an audience member outside of the play. That assertion is the origin of the need to debate the line of demarcation between the inside and the outside, and of the need to consider what it means for someone inside the play to "touch" a human being who remains outside the play. 

To give another example, I quoted from Paradise Now by Julian Beck's Living Theatre. This desperately hopeful, spiritual, political play by those who consider themselves "nonviolent anarchists creating revolutionary drama" aims for mutual creation by "touching the audience," although in a way that is entirely different from ours.

The actors form a tree. It is the Tree of Knowledge. [. . .] The tree dissolves and the actors move among the public and stroll off the playing area toward the exits of the theatre. They carry members of the public on their shoulders, or they are carried by members of the public on their shoulders into the street....—"The Vision of Undoing the Myth of Eden." [Malina and Beck 1971, 136—139]

They begin a rite of the enactment of death. [. . .] At this moment when nothing seems to stand between him and annihilation, his signal reaches another one of the dying. Between the two moribund beings the holy spark of I ("the actor") and Thou ("the audience") ignites a life force, and signaling to each other, they strengthen this contact until the life force between them overcomes the death force in each of them, and they rise.—"The Rite of I and Thou." [Malina and Beck 1971,135]6










The Trap of Imagination 

I saw the Living Theatre's production of Paradise Now at the Roundhouse Theatre in suburban London. That evening at the performance, as the actors hugged and kissed the audience, and the audience embraced the actors, it seemed that "I" and "Thou" reversed roles. An "audience" is not a naturally existing entity; it has to be created. Consequently, once an "audience" permits the actors to call it "Thou" and to participate in "mutual touching," it ceases to be what it formerly was. One could say that the audience members are transformed into characters in the play.

Drama uses a highly ritualized, mythological process to help the audience experience the world in a comprehensive way. Although in one sense drama maintains the order of the world, it never represents its own history. Order is maintained and a clear image of everyday reality appears when fiction is substituted to create the effect of meaning. 

What we call everyday reality is generally filled with lies and fictions. Brecht asked, "Can drama re-create the world?" But drama does not "re-create"; it "creates" a separate world.

If the world that drama is supposed to "re-create" is the historical world, the "created" world is ritualistic and filled with black magic. It adds color and meaning to the "mere incidents" of history through the use of the effect of meaning, that is, legends, betrayal, heroes, and manifestations of magical power offering new modes of seeing,paving the way to the beginning of comprehensive understanding.

"I," the actor, can speak of "my" world, which is already fictionalized and ritualistic, but "Thou," the audience who is touched on the hand, must choose the world of everyday reality. Because the actors are substitutes for the audience, they are seen as sorcerers.

By "touching" the audience, these actors try to infect them with the contagion of theatrical existence. The result is "contagious magic." The mutual relationship that began when they were "being touched" continues even after it is over and they are separated by space.

Although there is no scientific basis for this relationship, "touching" creates the illusion of the union of self and other, thereby dissolving the class distinction between "audience" and "actor." "Touching" puts them on an equal footing in terms of reality, because we cannot touch dreams, or the past, or the future.

Previously, the audience viewed actors only as symbols. They saw incidents on stage as models of reality. They imagined that drama created knowledge by transforming experiences from the historical world into language, copying
them, and re-creating them. Walter Benjamin and Brecht stressed drama's potential for influence and education. They elaborated the concept that drama quotes "gestures" from everyday reality to create "reproduction art."












In that case, the audience "received" while actors and directors "gave." Communication became a one-sided affair rather than a mutual action, and it prevented the audience from participation in the act of "making drama." Nonetheless, at least some margin for the introduction of scientific concepts remained. But after Brecht, modern drama became an object to be manipulated by the whims of actors and directors.

Audiences then became mere "voyeurs permitted to be present" as the mammals "interpreted" other people's actions and gestures. Reality in the theatre died, leaving only symbolic semi-reality. This separation of "Thou" and "I" was incapable of either re-creating the historical world or of realizing a new world — the audience experienced drama merely as scenery on the shore beyond. It became necessary to recognize and fully comprehend that the theatre was supported by this illusion of dualism — reality and fiction, "Thou" and "I."

Drama needs only one myth: Rather than seeing actors as symbols whose hobby is exhibitionistic self-evasion, we must create a relationship of mutual spurts of blood.

Me: Would you still object to the actors "touching" the audience if they only caressed and kissed them and were never violent?

Wiegenstein: In principal, yes. But that's a different situation.

Me: Personally, I think the subject of violence should be debated separately. Violence and nonviolence are subjects for ethical debate that lead to making judgments about artistic creation. However, I do believe that all dramaturgy is based on the organization of violence and the concept of conflict, something I want to discuss later. The point is, if you take drama to its logical conclusion, you have to accept the mutual effects of "Thou" and "I." When reality and fiction "touch," a new fiction is created.

Wiegenstein: If you want me to answer directly, I think that actors "should not touch" the audience. I was a personal friend of Walter Benjamin and believe his view of theatre is a valid one.

Me: In other words .. .

Wiegenstein: The trial of the Living Theatre is not drama, it is only a happening.

Me: When I saw Paradise Now, a member of the audience shouted out, "It's so boring! Stop!" And one of the actors shouted back, "If it's boring, why don't you come up here and make it interesting?" Drama is pregnant with
a variety of mutually created parts, which can be reorganized any number of ways. There are as many ways to reach "the still-invisible mythological reality" as there are audience members on any given night. But the kind of drama you envision is single-handedly forced on the audience by an author who monopolizes both the theme and the means of communication. It's the result of class consciousness and acts as a guard dog for history.










Wiegenstein: All types of drama can create an equal, mutual effect. The audience never knows what is coming, but the actors know everything and are "ready to go." That's another trap of manipulation, this one in the name of mutual effect.

Me: But that trap is really the trap of the imagination, which has the power to organize chance encounters. And especially for us, because we believe that "chance encounters" are the basis of dramaturgy, the means of creating drama.

I feel a sense of disharmony when the audience members are anonymous, when the only people permitted to have names or to perform are the actors. Fundamentally, I feel that the audience members should also have faces, that they should "introduce themselves" in order to find identification in the encounter. Brecht tried to differentiate the audience from the dramatic characters by refusing to permit empathy. By constantly and calmly separating them, he created an outsider called the audience, which degenerated into alienated individuals, mass-produced "people who are not you," whose only medium is knowledge. This Puritanism offers a guide for transformation only to people who understand the world solely in symbolic terms. By occasionally hitting, hypnotizing, or caressing the audience, we can share an experience that does not revert to knowledge. I believe theatre can only be achieved by such identification.

[Four more sections on the audience are deleted in these excerpts. They are titled, "The Half-Political World of the Audience," "The Audience Looks for Characters in the Play," "The Audience Does Not Want to Be Educated," and "Let the Audience Go to Sleep."—Cfs] 




On Actors




Is the Actor a Stand-In for a Human Being? 

In modern drama, actors are stand-ins for the audience. On behalf of the audience, actors actualize alternative realities and make death manifest. Thus the actor's existence is a "sympathetic response" to the audience, for it is generally
believed that "like produces like, effect resembling cause" [Frazer 1964, 35].












It can be said that acting has the same basis as black magic, for both depend on the principal of similarity. In other words, both acting and black magic are founded on empathy because both use imitation.

Let's take the example of the ambitious man who tries to grasp power by murdering his superior.

If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly. If th' assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, [. . .] 
 [...] This even-handed justice 
Commends th' ingredience of our poisoned chalice 
To our own lips. (Macheth I, vii) 


Here the audience sees a portrait of a king about to be murdered. The murder is by gesture alone, no blood flows onstage, but the audience relates sufficiently to the brutality of the events. It is this relationship that provides the black magic of acting.

Frazer's definition of magic perfectly corresponds to this concept. "Perhaps the most familiar application of the principle that like produces like is the attempt which has been made by many peoples in many ages to injure or destroy an enemy by injuring or destroying an image of him" [1964, 35].

American Indians believe that if they draw a person's image in sand, ash, or clay, or arbitrarily decide that a certain object is that person's body, and then pierce that image with a sharp object or hurt it in some other way, they can cause harm to the same part of the real person's body. These images or objects become stand-ins, exactly as actors become stand-ins. Frazer writes, "If homeopathic or imitative magic, working by means of images, has commonly been practiced for the spiteful purpose of putting obnoxious people out of the world, it has also, though far more rarely, been employed with the benevolent intention of helping others into it" [1964, 39]. The image is a "sign"7 rather than the actual thing. It is wax dolls burned for seven days and seven nights by an audience chanting, "What we are burning is not wax. What we are burning is Macbeth's liver, his heart, his guts."

Prior to modern drama, the theatre of gesture used empathy and contagion to support the theory that "actors are stand-ins."

Now let's examine the question "What was the actor to the author?" The actor was a "sign" for the author's alter-ego, a medium uttering the author's words. Actors attempted to communicate the author's ideas as accurately as possible. Consequently, the audience understands that the thing that "makes the actor utter" Macbeth's words, is the author's voice.










[....] Out, out brief candle! 
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 
And then is heard no more. It is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. (V, vi) 


For a moment, the audience also imagines the voice of the actor himself who says, "Now I must enter, strike a pose, cry, and then disappear." By accepting this duality as the essence of "acting," the audience is able to enjoy an evening in the theatre.

Macbeth comes to a fictional Scottish castle that is actually a castle of horrible repression. In the real world, all the characters would have to discard language and become mute in order for Shakespeare's words to be distributed among them. The actors would "move according to given circumstances" and "speak the given dialogue." There would be no other way for them to live, other than to reproduce the world of the script. Macbeth may say, "Now I must enter, strike a pose, and cry," but in reality "he is made to strike a pose or cry." The true voice of the actor playing Macbeth never surfaces. In all previous drama, actors were seen merely as "slaves to the dialogue," as magical, talking wax dolls.




A Study of Capitalism and Acting 

Manfred Hubricht, who translated my plays and essays into German, sometimes calls actors "emotion whores." They are forbidden their own words, but they try to speak as many of the author's words as possible. They tend to be overly emotional; often, everything around them becomes soaked with the emotions that spill forth, as though they were vessels overflowing with words. Actors want to be loved by millions of people; so to earn applause, they sell fake tears and laughter for a cheap price. Therefore, they are both "emotion whores" and "applause whores." Actors sacrifice everyday reality for the satisfaction of imaginary reality. They tend to forget that, although they may have escaped being politicized, they are still chained like prisoners.

There is a wall onstage. The character inside becomes annoyed. The character is irritated, as is the actor playing him. There is a door in the wall. Although the actor's hand is a mere 20 centimeters from the doorknob — a distance that can never be shortened — this fact is an "absurdity." The actor shouts the line from the script, "Let me out of here!" But if we read the last page of the
script, we see there is no stage direction for him to open the door and exit. He "will not be saved."












The whole thing is a conspiracy formulated on the author's desk, in the quiet of his study. Perhaps at that very moment the author is fondling a young woman in the bath, or perhaps he is peeling pickled crab legs in a restaurant somewhere. The fact that a character is inside or outside the "wall" is not altered by political events or audience reaction. The character who is inside crying, "Let me out!" knows that he will never escape—not tonight or tomorrow night or closing night.

He is like a traitor with a Roman mode of thinking: "Even though I know what will happen tomorrow, I will live nonchalantly today." But if the author is alive, with a single stroke of the pen he can push him outside the wall. His escape is represented by a single stage direction reading, "Man kicks door and exits." The author has absolute power, and the staff and cast faithfully reproduce his desires. Previously, "acting" was structured as a kind of caste system, with dozens of theatre people scurrying east and west in order to serve the imagination of the king in his study. The actors were given words, like peasants who were given grain, like slaves who lived someone else's fantasy. As Macbeth says, "Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player. . . ." For a long time, I've questioned the role of actors as stand-ins, or actors as puppets for the principle of empathy. It's a bad sign that the first questions we ask are "What is the actor to the audience?" and "What is the actor to the author?" We must start by first asking, "What is the actor to himself?"

Two years ago, at Tokyo University's Komaba Festival, I presented the following lecture on "The Actor."

Me: I'd like to focus on the fact that in the modern period, actors have been used almost as though they were currency. This situation primarily results from the division of labor and exchange. As Marx pointed out, "The division of labour implies from the outset the division of t\ie prerequisites of lahour, tools and materials, and thus the partitioning of accumulated capital among different owners" [1965, 174]." The social division of labor liberated us in terms of time, but it also hindered us from grasping a comprehensive understanding of the world.

Then I quoted two or three examples: how we let the dressmaker make our clothes or the cobbler make our shoes, how labor that can be a medium of exchange tends toward expansion, how these forces aided both the development of society as a commercial enterprise and multilateral exchanges between
humans. Adam Smith said such divisions of labor resulted not by chance, but by conscious, rational use of language. I added that he said the motive is "self-interest" rather than "human nature." Of course, this statement does not rule out the possibility that "human nature" and "self-interest" might not be in conflict.










Me: We must acknowledge that the diversity of human talent is the result, not the cause, of the division of labor (exchange). Since dogs and monkeys are incapable of exchange, they cannot unite their diverse attributes nor can they pursue the common good of society. For humans, exchange and the division of labor are continuously expanding; they are outward manifestations of value and labor-time. Money emerged as the medium of exchange, and the definition of money is not unlike the definition of the actor.

I quoted some of Marx's ideas on money from his Economic and Philosophic Manuscripts, including the part that states: "Money, since it has the property of purchasing everything, of appropriating objects to itself, is therefore the object par excellence. The universal character of this property corresponds to the omnipotence of money, which is regarded as an omnipotent essence ... money is the pander between need and object, between human life and the means of subsistence. But that which mediates my life, mediates also the existence of other men for me. It is for me the other person. ..." [Marx 1965, 172]. The meaning of the entire quotation remains the same simply by replacing the word "money" with another word.

"The actor, since he has the property of transforming himself into anything, of appropriating objects to himself, is therefore the object par excellence. The universal character of this property corresponds to the omnipotence of the actor, which is regarded as an omnipotent essence ... the actor is the pander bet ween need and object, between human life and the means of subsistence. But that which mediates my life, mediates also the existence of other men for me. It is for me anotberrole. .. ."

Me: In Goethe's Faust, Mephistopheles makes the audience laugh by saying, "Your hands and feet too—what the devil!— / Your head and seed are yours alone! / Yet all with which I gaily revel, / Is it on that account the less my own?" [Goethe 1969, 53]. In the real world, money can buy an occupation or define individuality, but money can't buy a king's title or a girl's love. However, by becoming an actor, you can play "the king" or become "the girl's fiance."












Money is not the only thing that can be a pander for metamorphosis. By "playing a role," the actor can be transformed from an ugly woman to a beauty, or from a cripple to a man with twenty-four legs. Marx said that Shakespeare spoke most eloquently of the essential quality of money. That is natural, for Shakespeare always saw both "an exchange of things for things" and "an exchange of humans for humans."

Shakespeare attributes to money two qualities:

1. It is the visible deity, the transformation of all human and natural qualities into their opposite, the universal contusion and inversion of things; it brings incompatibles into fraternity.

2. It is the universal whore, the universal pander between men and nations [Marx 1965, 173].

This concept is essentially similar to Shakespeare's theory of actors. If the foundation of the actor's art generally results from a desire to reverse individuality, "a desire to metamorphose" or "to become someone else" or "to change places in the world," then the would-be actor will transform himself into his own opposite, with his two personalities in conflict. However, we long ago abandoned the notion that human beings are valuable commodities of "exchange."

The illusion that the actor's physical body has unlimited possibilities is born when the actor's metamorphosis is confined to his external body.

That is to say, the determining factor is the belief that the physical body itself can shorten the distance between the desire "to become" and the object of desire.

Me: However, the actor is composed not only of his general social nature, but also of an alienated independence, a chaotic inner life. It is not easy to become a human stand-in, a pander for value exchange. When an actor plays a character, the confusion of role reversal deprives him of his own personality, making him nothing more than the simple reproduction of another. But putting on a crown does not make you a king—playing a role does not automatically cause an exchange of value, nor does the self cease to be the self. The question is, how can one hold onto the self while playing the king? We must find a way to insure that value is enhanced rather than exchanged.




The Performer as Magician 

I have come to think of my "acting technique" as a pathway for actors, so that they can stop being the raw materials (straw dolls and human-shaped objects)
that are used for casting spells, and can instead become the magicians by developing a relationship with the participants.










No longer will the actors recite "given dialogue" or represent "given gestures." Rather, they must cultivate the magical ability to create a tornado by imagination alone.

Actors will neither "be seen" nor "be exhibited," but like a tornado, they will stir things up and suck them in.

The first step of this "acting technique" is to create a firm relationship. Tenjo Sajiki's workshop has been and will continue to be dedicated to this concept. I'll go into the training later, but first I want to write about the concept of the magician.

1. In all societies, magic is clearly distinguished from the laws of nature or the rule of fact, although it operates within the system of everyday reality. That is to say, although magic is not real, it cannot be excluded from the principals of everyday reality.

2. The performance of magic is associated with various religious ideas or beliefs. From the perspective of everyday reality, magic often appears to involve ritualistic or secret rites.

3. The essential nature of magic is its ability to organize chance through the power of imagination, faith, and so on.

4. On occasion, various behaviors have been mistaken for magic. These have included legal maneuvers, technical developments, religious rituals, or political activities. They should not be misidentified as magic merely because of certain external similarities.

5. The antithesis of magic is politics. When a magical technique is twice repeated, the result is representation; when a political incident is twice repeated, the result is comedy.

6. Of the magician, M. Mauss says, "It is thought, for example, that the pupils of a magician's eyes have swallowed up the iris, or that his visual images are produced front to back. He is said to lack a shadow" [Mauss 2001,33].

7. In addition to actors, "there are other individuals destined to become magicians who are brought to public notice by fear or suspicion, or through their physical peculiarities or extraordinary gifts — jugglers, ventriloquists and tumblers are examples" [Mauss 2001, 34].

"Legends" necessarily surround the magician. For example, Australian magicians are said to have their tongues pierced by spirits and have scars on their stomachs. When asked, "How did this happen?" they reply, "I exchanged
intestines." Magicians in the Banks Islands claim their tongues were pierced by a blue/green snake. They are both "possessed" and can also "possess" others. Although modern magicians may exhibit such devilish features in different ways, actors still find them to be indispensable [Mauss 2001, 48].












Nevertheless, on opening night, some actors imitate real-life experience, and on the second and succeeding nights, they continue to imitate what they did on opening night. Such a reproduction of "gestures" fails to connect with spiritual reality.

Hijikata Tatsumi, one of the great actors of the Garumera Company,9 once said, "I keep my sister inside me," as he pulled back his hair like an old woman and mumbled in "old-lady language." This phenomenon is similar to the magician who "not only feels the presence of the new person within him, but his own personality succumbs to the power of the demon, and it is this spirit that speaks words through his mouth" [Mauss 2001, 48]. This lamination of psychology, physiology, and personality professionalizes the possessed body and the muscular body. Actors possess a "special spirit" and must train their bodies and their receptive sensibilities in order to be able to create the phenomenon of possession.

Me: Acting cannot be taught in "acting schools." A school can only teach technique, which has far less significance in actual performance than is generally thought. When I think of actor training, I like to remember the words of the Patanjali Sutra. In that Sutra, the goal is the gradual attainment of ecstatic self-oblivion, the negation of birth, trees, and grass by the means of chanting mantras, intense abstinence, and asceticism. Or take the Murring tribe. The would-be sorcerer (murup, actor)1" digs up an old woman's grave, lies beside her dead body, and cuts off the skin of her stomach. While he sleeps, the dead woman's stomach skin transports him outside the celestial sky to the spirit realm, where spirit-gods are supposed to meet him and teach him ritual spells. [Mauss 2001, 50—51]

Through this kind of ascetic training and participation in rough, taboo rituals, he becomes convinced of his "special existence" and steps outside of everyday society into a new world. Sometimes, in a dream, I have an ax. The ax is thickly covered with blood. Probably, I must have killed someone in my dream but I don't know who. Whenever I try to remember, I stumble over something. While it is impossible to enter another's dream, actors and magicians must stop monopolizing dreams. In other words, in theatre, dreams must be communal. We must organize encounters in order to permit the plotting of collective delusions.










To make their entrances onstage meaningful, actors need to create a language of their own. To express their magical powers, they must develop the ability to jump without legs. Antonin Artaud declares, "Instead of continuing to rely upon texts considered definitive and sacred, it is essential to put an end to the subjugation of the theatre to the text, and to recover the notion of a kind of unique language halfway between gesture and thought" [1958, 89]. But this is not enough.

Actors must have the power to discover a unique language. They must transcend all that has gone before, they must reject everything previously given, including "the stage," "the dialogue," "the Stanislavski method's total concentration on a role," "Brecht's concept that 'drama can re-create the world,'" "the border between fiction and reality"—all these "givens" must be transcended. My drama can only be supported by those tiger-actors who can leap over the barricade created by these "givens." The total divorce of actor and script is summed up by Grotowski:

Schechner: [. . .] you said, "Don't play the text, you are not Juliet, you didn't write the text." What did you mean?

Grotowski: [...] We can "act it" in the bad sense, calculating a move, a look, and thoughts. This is simply pumping. [. . .] But if the actor says, "Now I must decide to find my experiences and my intimate associations, I must find my 'secure partner,"' he will be very active, but he will be like somebody confessing who has already written everything out in pretty sentences. He confesses, but it's nothing. But if he resigns himself "not to do" this difficult thing and refers himself to things that are truly personal and externalizes these, he would find a very difficult truth. This internal passivity gives the actor the chance to be taken. [Grotowski 1968, 248 — 249]

Grotowski's real intention is not easy to decipher from these comments, but his subject seems to be the encounter between the script and the actors. Grotowski says that the issue is not about the actor interpreting the script; the real issue is the shock created when actor and script come into conflict. For Grotowski, "actors are created" in workshop by dealing with the actor's power of association, the body's resonators, and withdrawal. While his methods are an improvement on previous actor training, his training techniques are limited by the fact that actors cannot jump higher than Grotowski's sensitivity nor can they run faster than his imagination. It boils down to the fact that, without exactly knowing it, "the calculation" rejects the existence of chance.












Prelude to Actor Training 

I think that the actor's role is to be a "medium of contact." Like Frazer, I define the contact [of contagion] as follows: ". . . things which have once been in contact continue ever afterwards to act on each other" [1964, 35].

The laws of contagion are directly analogous to the laws of the actor's communication. Therefore, I want to create a metonymic relationship between "dramatic action" and "the plague" that can be transmitted by infected actors. Let's look at a passage from a novel about the plague.

When leaving his surgery on the morning of 16 April Dr. Bernard Rieux felt something soft under his foot. It was a dead rat lying in the middle of the staircase. On the spur of the moment he kicked it to one side and, without giving it further thought, continued on his way downstairs. Only when he was stepping forth into the street did it occur to him that a dead rat had no business being on his landing, and he turned back to ask the door porter of the building to see to its removal. [Camus 1948, 9]

Because the building normally does not have rats, Rieux thinks, "This one must have been brought in from the outside. It must be some kind of prank." This "bringing something in from the outside" is the first contact made by a play. A "dead rat" commences the contagion of another reality, a fictional world condition. (In the novel, it implies the death of others, and the "death" of everyday life.) A single dead rat may be either a linguistic symbol or a metaphor for acts, gestures, and performance. Importing a dead rat from the outside into "an apparently simple, quiet town" is equivalent to an actor portraying a fictional role. Effective acting depends entirely on the adhesive power of contact, on the creative power of relationships. Pure technique — the ability to recreate facts, to copy or reproduce action, the power of a performer to imitate and demonstrate his insanity—by itself is nothing but an exhibition onstage. It is no better than an ecologically correct exhibition of those human beings called actors. (Of course, there is fun in "doing" this. We enjoy observing monkeys or tigers, just as we like to watch the emotional life of the actor-family of the human species in its natural habitat or ecological setting, exhibited in the cage called Shakespeare or Strindberg, as a way of alleviating boredom. In this situation, acting remains inside its cage, isolated from the everyday reality that is outside the cage.)

Dramaturgy means "making relationships." Dramatic encounters reject class consciousness and create mutually cooperative relationships, thereby organizing chance into collective consciousness.










As Sartre's protagonist says, "Hell is other people."

Even aspects of reality that seem to cut us apart from others prove that we are connected. Take the little articles in the corner of the newspaper: a person commits suicide by leaping to his death, an ad for a missing person, a battle south of the border, a speech by a hijacker demanding the return of his homeland, Bridget Bardot's capricious announcement of her retirement, the bombing of Cambodia by United States military planes, the pound falling in London. All these things cannot be "other people's problems." At the same time, we cannot accept everything as our own problem. Finding a way to define those circumstances that divide the selt from others is what small men call politics. We create a category called "other people's problems" to "set ourselves apart." By keeping our distance, we safeguard our individual territory.

In "an apparently simple, quiet town" family life with a washing machine is transformed into a totem. In such places, the mere phrase "hell is other people's affairs" is transformed into actuality. People become indifferent, which means they reject contact and ignore chance encounters. The clear-cut division between fiction and reality offers relative peace. The family watching TV is promised safety in exchange for watching what is guaranteed to be a fictional murder.

One day,from the outside, a dead rat is imported into this everyday reality. This is the beginning of everything. Through the power of imagination, through the chance "encounter" that is the fiction embodied in the rat, this world of fixed, inevitable forms is restored and reorganized. A single dead rat awakens the whole town, demanding that they bid farewell to "other people's problems."

Drama is chaos. That is why actors can remove the division between self and others, and mediate indiscriminate contact. I told the members of my drama company:

"Yes. If hell is other people's affairs, then drama is a pilgrimage of other people's hells. You must create a spectacle of fictional 'encounters' in real life, of encounters where truth and lies mingle, where self and others criss-cross. That is the pilgrimage of hells that I ask you to take."

[Nine numbered sections on specific techniques of actor training are deleted from these excerpts. — Cfs] 




On Theatres




Preface to a Theory of City Streets 

Theatres are neither buildings nor facilities. They are ideological "places" in which dramatic encounters are created. Any place can become a theatre,
and any theatre is merely part of the scenery of everyday life until a drama is created there.












Without our noticing, theatre buildings were reduced to bit players in everyday reality, to merely social "facilities for fiction" in which dramas were prepared. The act of building a theatre rigidly configured the dividing line between reality and fiction. The price of potatoes was severed from Hamlet's agony by a boundary line called "a theatre." Everyday reality and the power of imaginative fiction were forced to enter a mutually inviolable nonaggression pact. I thought, "A theatre building can be said to have emerged only when a drama has been born." Nevertheless, nowadays, "the essence of 'drama' precedes the existence of 'drama' and we tolerate the inversion in which the theatre building precedes the drama."

I've pondered this issue for a long time. In 1969, I wrote in Chika Engeki, the journal of Tenjo Sajiki:

The "theatre building" is drama's prison. We know that drama is trapped in the building because imprisoned dramaturgy attempts its revolutions only inside that facility. To use another example, the "university" imprisons all that is truly "university-like" by imposing a prisonlike isolation through the use of concrete buildings and spatial arrangements that fence it off from social life. In a similar way, the isolating character of the theatre's stage, audience seats, dressing rooms, and traditional architecture imprison all that is truly "theatrical." (From "The Power of Dramatic Imagination")

Nowadays, everyone understands that the decline of the universities was caused by "school management," defined as the alliance of industry and academia. Education in university buildings has become sterile because it is reproduced and consumed through mass production. The same thing has happened to drama. Theatres have become entertainment-industry spaces rather than dramatic spaces, and the history of theatre has degenerated from the history of drama to the history of the entertainment industry.

I have come to realize that to make drama independent of "theatre" facilities, we must discard the idea of "theatres" as outward manifestations of physical reality, and embrace the concept of "theatres" as aspects of inner reality. Our theme as theatre people ought to be how to organize the power of imagination in order to transform all places into theatres — that's what I have been thinking.

The most important element in dragging "drama" outside "theatre buildings" is removing the borderline between fiction and everyday reality. Drama must be at the same level as history, where fiction and reality are often ambiguous. Certainly, some other contemporary theatre people have begun to have similar ideas. These are worth "attempting" until all of society convulses, theatres are reduced to rubble, and drama, which is the private property and means of expression of selected dramatists, becomes a part of history. Jean Duvignaud said something similar. "During the May Revolution, certain actors and writers attempted to create revolutionary dramas. However, they need to understand that (with the exception of trivial propaganda pieces) revolutions do not have drama. This is so because as long as the revolution itself remains a social crisis, it is a dramatization of history."" Indeed, we had no time to perform revolutionary drama that "reproduced the revolution." What we needed were strategies and tools to teach us how to utilize the power of historical imagination in dramatizing revolution on the inner theatre's stage.













Pigs as Clow us 

In regard to Tenjo Sajiki's drama, discussing "theatres" means discussing "the city." The first thing to consider when attempting to use imagination to organize chance encounters is how to incorporate city streets as "venues" (and the entire city as an abstract idea of a theatre space). Bringing drama into the everyday reality of ordinary city streets transforms the streets into theatres. This transformation is accomplished by revolutionary soldier-magicians.

Gravedigger: Oh! How surprising. Sending in a single pig changes everything!12

A single pig released into the city streets would create more shocking incidents than would be possible by any "drama in the theatre."

Our culture is highly organized and systematized, and we do not grant citizenship to pigs. Therefore, disruption and criticism would ensue if even a lone pig were to jump into the Imperial Household, or a single sleepwalking pig were to roam along the Expressway, or a solitary pig were to lead an antigovernment demonstration. And what if it were during the 1600s? I am neither a chronicler nor a historian, so I can only use my imagination to conjure up a picture based upon recorded, written materials. It seems that in New Amsterdam, pigs were proclaimed the heroes of the streets. Every house placed its toilet on the first floor, with a trapdoor facing the street "so that the pigs would eat the filth." The pigs roamed freely all over town, searching the streets for their favorite filth to eat, and the stench of excrement filled the streets. It was quite natural for pigs to amble along the town streets, and the pigs caused neither criticism nor disruption. As time went by, the pigs multiplied and became a public nuisance (much as in the present day, automobiles have become the tyrants of
the streets). Therefore, "pig-hunting" was legalized and pig-free streets were established in the town. But people began to protect pigs because they were "the city's scavengers" (Dickens). At times, the police and the citizens skirmished over this illegal pig-laborer. Needless to say, such "street pigs" have little in common with today's "refrigerator pigs" destined to be pork cutlets. The pigs of the 1600s were the heroes of city history, while the pigs of today are merely clowns [Rudofsky 1969, 43 — 58].












Today, the role of the pig-as-clown in city streets is played by direct action of an unexpected nature — what we call "happenings." These pig-plays have about as much variety as Don Quixote. By praising all that is vanishing due to industrialization, they remain merely an addendum to industrialization. This is a phenomenon not unlike the exhibition of illegal, underground, avant-garde drama in a museum with the label "underground." As a result, they become the accomplices of industrialized society.

That is what happened to Julian Beck's Living Theatre. Using "collective bargaining" and "flights of the imagination," they challenged and rebelled against the systematized cultures of industrialization and of American society. But without being aware of it, they were placed into a museum with a label stamped "Living Theatre Style."

In the flexible structure of industrialized society, drama in city streets is like "releasing pigs." At its best, it corresponds to dramatizing the theatre building rather than creating the idea of the essence of a theatre building.

Drama that is dragged into the streets will be instantly systematized, institutionalized, and placed in a museum unless it is based on a dramaturgical structure that sucks in and manipulates the continuum of time called everyday reality.

The problem we faced was this: how to use the poisonous nature of drama to draft the script of a conspiracy that would shift the direction of everyday reality.

In the street drama Man-Powered Plane Solomon, we created a one-squaremeter, one-hour nation. It was both a comprehensive, street-based theatre body and a venue for recording the origins of drama.

The "curtain rose" at the moment an actor and a passerby encountered each other in the "one-square-meter, one-hour nation." The actor was someone who "spoke" to a stranger, who inserted a question mark into the principal of everyday reality. No legends, romances, or previously written stories were required. All encounters were appropriate—encounters between a salaryman and a vampire, between a postman and a spy, between a salesclerk and an executioner, between a coed and Frankenstein, between a dentist and a linguist.










On the shadowy November walls of my apartment 
I drew the design for the Onisopter 
  —it flaps its wings and flies like a bird. 
A man who has no money but wants to attend dancing school 
A man who still awaits the wife who went out shopping three years ago 
A man who goes home after inspecting a bag full of antique lifesaving 
  equipment 
A man who wants to telephone all over the world but whose pocket holds 
  not even a ten-yen coin 
A man who paints everything black 
A man who left the bridge 
A man who knows that "the train that left the station will never reach 
  freedom" 
A man who feeds milk to a stray dog 
A man who travels all the way to the railroad tracks to discard something 
     that was vomited into the washbasin 
A man who eternally regresses into self-isolation 
A man who was abandoned by a great bird 
I was the power of gravity And I was the power of levitation 
 I am in the windy square in front of the station 
I look at my tattered shoes dream the one-square-meter one-hour 
   nation 
I contemplate identification and polarization 
   a cicada that should have died last summer perches, wings fluttering, 
  on the left shoulder of my dirty jacket the great bird was just 
  another name for a revolution lacking party program or planks 
I wanted to see John Coltrane just once 
The one-square-meter one-hour nation will gradually expand to a 
  two-square-meter two-hour nation to a three-square-meter 
   three-hour nation electric poles houses dandelions 
   bicycle repair shops paper trash everywhere all around 
  by sunset they will be nationalized, like gas hose blood 
  transformed to flowing underground water,endlessly expanding, 
   forsaking rationality's management and control. 
Captain Ahab will not issue daily orders, nor will he hunt the white whale 
Marco Polo will have neither a compass nor a warehouse full of 
  ammunition 
There will be no protesters massed outside the walls nor curlews 
  nor recorded history nor kingdoms 













And if the great bird is shot down, don't look at its carcass, look at its flight path,

look at the vastness of the sky rise and hold up the sky like the 
head of a five-hundred-meter five-hundred-hour nation dreamed 
into a thousand-meter thousand-hour nation and on into tens-of- 
thousands-square meter tens-of-thousands-hour nation Until 
polarization is obstructed as expansion reaches my own infinitely 
far-off place That is the heart that rejects all repatriation loses 
gravity double-crosses underground trench warfare casts re- 
flections in the broken shards of the windshield of a dark, secondhand 
Volkswagen 1300 flies to the ultimate limit of nationhood 
And I discover another great bird, which is myself 


Before anyone wrote it down, aerodynamics existed 
Before anyone remembered it, the sky existed 
And 
Before I knew I wanted to fly, I spread out my open arms 


From a darkened hangar in Sonsbeek, as the performance of the town drama Man-Powered Plane Solomon neared its conclusion, I broadcast this "Draft Speech for a Man-Powered Airplane" to the entire city. In various places around the city, drama created a revolution of everyday life. Expensive cars were set on fire, a gigantic man-powered airplane stood ready for takeoff in the city's central square, the front gate ot the police station was barricaded, the holy cathedral was occupied by naked women. We crossed the borders of everyday reality as fictional communes sprouted up simultaneously in sixteen locations around the city. Fire engines roared through fire and smoke, and citizens crying, "Is this really a play?" leaped into the extraterritorial circle-dance of an expanded ten-square-meter ten-hour nation. The next day, the newspapers reported that twelve hundred people had participated in this play.




The Spy Who Goes from Town Streets to City Streets 

In trying to comprehend the concept of a street as a "theatre," a good source is B. Rudofsky's Streets for People. Rudofsky writes:

"A 31-year old woman," reported TheNew York Times, "gave birth yesterday to a six-pound baby boy on a downtown sidewalk in O. City in 3o-degree weather. No one in the crowd offered any help. A friend of the mother tried to borrow a blanket from a nearby hotel but was refused. He tried to stop a taxi, but the cab driver took one quick look and drove away." This
recent street happening was but a reenactment of the sacred Nativity that is annually commemorated to the ringing of church bells and cash registers. The intriguing details were all there — the inn that wants no truck with newborn clients; Joseph trying unsuccessfully to be helpful; the crisp winter weather—everything adding up to the allegory of human love. As luck would have it, no modern Herod was on the spot to dispatch the baby with a well-aimed shot." [1969, 123; citing "Woman, 31, Gives Birth on Street Without Aid," New York Times, 8 December 1964]










It is certain that, as Rudofsky says, "At all times, and long before people's actions and emotions were exhibited against payment on the stage, the street itself has been the great world theater. Drama and comedy, both spontaneous and contrived, were supplied by daily life" [1969, 123]. The street also became a stage-setting for funerals and weddings, for hangings and beheadings. Later, people imitated these events, transforming church porticos and castle courtyards into stage sets by erecting wooden stages on which to perform morality plays. Up to the sixteenth century, special facilities called "theatres" did not exist.13

The first modern theatre in Europe was the Teatro Olimpico in Vicenza. Looking at the prints of the theatre's design in the New York Public Library14 reveals the surprising fact that the Teatro Olimpico is a building that houses a town street inside itself. At the front of the stage are five portals for the actors, which were built like city gates, with five streets radiating out to them from the innermost part of the stage. The audience enters the theatre by passing through a labyrinth of two more streets. This demonstrates that Vincenzo Scamozzi, the architect, intended an "identification of the street with the theatre, and vice versa" [Rudofsky 1969, 128].is Some of Shakespeare's plays were actually written to be performed as Italian street scenes, creating imaginary streets that were in "competition" with real ones. (Everyone knows that all the important scenes in Shakespeare's plays, with the exception of the claustrophobic Hamlet, were written to be performed in streets.)16

Today, it is easy to see the inadequacy of Scamozzi's design. His drawings indicate that the streets extend out to the edge of the stage but do not invade the auditorium. It thus remains one crucial step short of the banamichi\n the kabuki theatre. The audience seats are fixed, and the audience cannot move; the design clearly derives from a gallery or exhibition hall.

Nevertheless, it is a remarkable achievement because it makes "encounter" the root of dramaturgy and lets sunlight shine on streets that previously were merely spaces for traffic. The identification of the street with the theatre corresponds precisely with the identification of fiction and everyday nature.
Drama was no longer to be "an exhibition of reproduced human relationships by stand-ins" but rather something that created an opportunity for encounters between passersby. This demonstrates a profound understanding of drama. The question that remains is whether we should consider the two words "street" and "city" (or the two genres, "street theatre" and "city theatre") to be identical.












These ideas were addressed at the press conference in Arnhem, Netherlands, following the Sonsbeek production of Man-Powered Plane Solomon. 

Reporter: You mentioned "city theatre." Is this the same as what we have come to know as "street theatre," or is there a difference?

Me: I consider them to be different.

Reporter: Then can you explain the difference?

Me: Doing street theatre involves performing a preexisting play outdoors rather than in a theatre, so essentially, it's not "separate drama" or "alternative drama." For example, Peter Schumann's Bread and Puppet Theatre uses puppets that are constructed according to the scale of the street. But in terms of the audience's experience of the finished work, it is the same as a performance inside a theatre. Although it may not assume a clear division, there is still an intended separation between stage and audience. So, in that sense, I don't think of it as city theatre.

Reporter: In other words, the methods of Bread and Puppet make it impossible to incorporate the viewer's everyday reality. Is that it?

Me: Yes. They bring puppets to the street, but puppets are symbols. They are in essence fictionalized existence, like markings. The audience may perceive these gigantic puppets as dissimilar to themselves, but personally, I prefer the performer's nature to be more ambiguous.

Reporter: So, "street" implies a concrete play, but "city" is an idea lacking a concrete nature. But it's not evident where the "theatre" is in a city play. I have frequently witnessed your city plays performed in the streets. . . .

Me: John Moore, a British physician who lived during the Renaissance, made an interesting point. He noted that in London and Paris, the streets were filled with passersby scurrying here and there for business. On the other hand, the people of Naples didn't spend business time in the streets, but used them for strolling around and chatting. He noted that in his day, streets everywhere were swarming with people walking and talking. He believed that "every street was required to have a whorehouse, a large inn, and a church."17 When we perform city theatre, the question is not whether to use streets, but what kind of streets to use.

Reporter: So, are you saying that you could use the streets of Naples, but that you would have difficulty with Paris or London?









Me: On the contrary. The streets of Naples have always been festive plazas or squares, where all incidents are digested and transformed into fiction. So city plays really can't be enacted there. The same thing can be said about streets where cars are banned on Sundays, transforming them into pedestrian paradises. Of course street entertainment or street theatre can be performed, but we cannot raise the curtain creating identification with the everyday reality of ordinary citizens.

Let me cite an example from the text of 240 Minutes as a Spy, one of many plays performed simultaneously with Man-Powered Plane Solomon at the Drama Festival in Nancy, France.

Stage Directions: "The Emperor . . . has sent a message to you, the humble subject, the insignificant shadow cowering in the remotest distance before the imperial sun; the Emperor ... has sent a message to you alone."—Franz Kafka,.-)n Imperial Message [1993, 182).

Someone randomly selected thirty citizens of Nancy. Perhaps they included a clerk in a travel agency, a quiet, married truck driver, a widow going to an ear and nose doctor. Anyway, each of these thirty people received an unexpected letter from an unknown correspondent, which said the following:

"I am a shadower. From noon to sunset on May 2, I will shadow you meticulously, and I must report your activities to a certain party. That is all. I will not harm you nor will I get too close to you. But since I do not want to have my real identity discovered, I request that on May 2 you do not look behind you when you walk. (It will be the same if you don't go out, since I can watch you through your window.)—The 240 Minute Spy."

On May 2, the spy only follows one of the thirty people. But if the other twenty-nine occasionally look over their shoulders or consult their relatives about the situation, then the number of "invisible spies" is multiplied. This type of relationship can occur at any time, in any quiet, peaceful town. It's a game involving the power of imagination, the mutual tension between the watched and the watcher. At exactly 4:00, the spy approaches the subject he is following and engages him in conversation. This is the origin of the one-square-meter, one-hour nation.

Another text, Questions, was also used in the same production that day. In this case, several questioners went out to the streets, continually asking questions. At the conclusion, they appealed, "When this questioning session ends, please ask ten people ten questions each." This is the same principal as a chain letter, which multiplies as fast as rabbits, resulting in the birth in the city of a one-day
nation controlled by questions. Is France tragic or comic? When do you use your thumb? What recent crime most interests you? Why do you think that the stars on the Stars and Stripes flag are not a constellation? What is the most obscene word you know? What do you want right now? How many people did you write letters to this year?












The distinction between city theatre and street theatre is the way the audience is involved. Any play can be street theatre if it is performed on the street, but it cannot be called city theatre if its completion is only in the hands of the actors. Depending on the method used, Edward Albee's Zoo Story could actually become city theatre.

For example, an actor would play Jerry in Zoo Story, but an actual resident of a high-rise apartment, let's say a clerk at the Shibuya tax office named Mr. Takei, would be chosen to be Peter. Jerry goes to the apartment and presses the buzzer. He begins abruptly.

Jerry: I've been to the zoo. I said, I've been to the zoo. Mister, I've been to the zoo!

Shibuya Tax Office Clerk: (We don't know what he responds but he certainly does respond.) 

Jerry: I went to the zoo, and then I walked until I came here. Have I been walking north?

SHIBUYA TAX OFFICE CLERK: (. . . responds.) 

Jerry: (Suddenlypointing into the room.) Is that Fifth Avenue?

It seems to me that the basic concept of that play, in which a disinterested person is forced to have a relationship, corresponds to the basic concept of city theatre.

[The following two sections entitled "Summoning Seven BlindMonks" and "With Emotion: 'Don't Go South!'" are deleted from these excerpts.—Cfs] 




Disappearance of the Wall 

[...]

In order to perform city theatre, one must have a "theory of the city." But urban spaces inevitably arise trom patterns of history and the distribution of residents. Therefore, to view the city as both a "site" and as a structural component of drama, you need a strategy and an agenda. Consequently, when we began our workshop on "city drama," we developed a text entitled 1jo Questions for City Theatre, based on Alberto Bayo's One Hundred Fifty Questions for a Street Theatre Guerilla.TM 









Question: What should be carried by the staff members of a city play?

Answer: A wristwatch. A receiver. A long, sturdy belt (to tie each other together when crossing rivers or climbing walls or obstacles). A flashlight. A transceiver. A knife. "Identification papers" (of course, these do not need to be real). Matches. A signal flare. Memo pads. Pencils. Disguises.

Question: What should be examined before presenting a city play?

Answer: The layout of the streets. Where to enter and where to pass through to. Where to hide. Geographic description of the area. The composition of families, including (if possible) occupations, schools, their friends and associates, even their character traits. The degree of their interest in fiction. The nearest place to grab a taxi. Manholes. The location of electric generators.

Question: What skills are required by the staff and actors in city plays?

Answer: Rough drawings of maps. Loud whistling. Climbing walls with rope or "human towers." Flag signals and shared codes between each other. A talent for mock fiction (a decoy technique, in which one person impersonates a street performer or itinerant entertainer in order to attract the audience's attention, so the other actors can work).

Question: How do you train new recruits?

Answer: Above all, you must hold workshops in order to create a tense relationship with the city. Live as an adopted child or a lodger. Become a sentry. Disguise yourself as a toilet-paper recycler. Work as an employee in a laundry and check out the houses within shooting range. Sometimes, camp out for "technical training." (We held workshops in a fishing town near Oarai Beach in 1972, and in Kariyado forest in Kita Karuizawa in 1973-)

Our pamphlet of 150 questions summarized these and other issues, such as how to cope with policemen, how to dispose of signal-flares, how to "hijack" an apartment, when to terminate the play, and so on. City theatre has no need for spectacle. All that is needed is one lonely old-age pensioner and twenty actors who visit him. That one person can be the audience for twenty actors, or the audience can be neighbors looking in (or intervening). In the case of The Hollow-Earth Theory [Chika kudd-setsu, also known as The Earth Is a Hollow Sphere!, there is no denying that spectacle (a mock sideshow) aided the strange events that occurred simultaneously and sporadically throughout the neighborhoods of Minami Koenji in Suginami-ku, but that did not minimize the fact that the main character of the play was the "volunteer community organizing committee of Minami Koenji."

Gio Ponti writes:t9 "A prophecy: 'Architecture started with stones; stones
turned into concrete ("trapassarono," as Brand! says); stones will disappear from architecture'" [1960, 36].












Stones will certainly disappear. Stones, once used to "support," "divide," or "partition," are gradually mutating in both traditional theatre and everyday reality. In the past, stones piled upon stones might symbolize an individual's honor or dignity. Gradually, that symbol was transformed into buildings both unified and solidified by supporting pillars and horizontal beams, until at last reinforced concrete became the edifice itself rather than merely the walls. One theme of contemporary architecture is the elimination of walls, thus freeing the structural body from the burden of deadweight [Ponti 1960, 36-38].

Perhaps the "disappearance of the wall" will entice people into the dramaturgy of encounter, resulting in an assembly of individuals formerly isolated at home, of lonely people lacking identity, of people cut off from others like Robinson Crusoe in a matchbox. Thus the disappearance of walls is not confined to an isolated house, but emerges as an issue for the entire city. Due to the architecture of partition, the hierarchical relationship between the observer and the observed is an obstacle that suffuses not only traditional theatre, but everyday reality. Taking a larger perspective, if we envision the city as a "theatre," then the horizon of human relationships will extend to include air, health, labor, faith, and sex. The lighting equipment will naturally expand beyond one-kilo spotlights and arc lamps to encompass street lamps, matches, the last rays of the setting sun, even the planned black-out of the entire city. I don't mean that all plays should be performed on a whole-city or whole-town scale, but that all plays are part of the larger environment. Even those plays that begin in a small garage or a single private room in a high-rise apartment do not exist in independent spaces ("a small garage" or "a private room in a high-rise apartment") isolated from everyday reality. The difference between a performance of Shakespeare upstairs at a coffeehouse or at the Nissei Gekijo is not the superficial distinction between modes of entertainment. Othello becomes comic when, standing at the top of a staircase in a shop selling coffee for one hundred fifty yen a cup, he says: "To his conveyance I assign my wife, / With what else needful your good grace shall think / To be sent after me" [Othello I, Hi]. It's humorous because it is so unlike what is uttered by well-dressed people in a high-society salon. In a debate [...], Watanabe Moriaki said,2" "Indeed, there may be a highly analogous relationship between the structure of a city and the imaginary space inside a theatre." Certainly, there is no question that "there may be a highly analogous relationship between the structure of the city and the imaginary space created by the play." This analogy does not need to be limited to the theatre building, and "the structure of drama is not independent from the structure of the city." In viewing the city as a unilateral
background or requisite condition for the creation of dramatic encounters, it becomes evident that, unlike European cities, our Japanese cities have difficulty disgorging archaic patterns. In speaking of the "May Revolution" in Paris,21 Watanabe Moriaki noted:










Surugadai in Tokyo is an open space. Modern cities like Paris are necessarily closed, with space taking on the nature of sealed rooms. This is true not only inside buildings but in the streets as well. Dividing space into sealed rooms creates dramatic space, and it also intensifies the density of time. Everything becomes accelerated.

I think his point is right on target. It seems to me that Tenjo Sajiki's ManPowered Plane Solomon could be more effective in Nancy or Sonsbeek than in Takadanobaba or Shinjuku because it was largely dependent on city structure. On the other hand, I feel that spectacle became too dominant an issue in regard to "dramatic space" in this and several other of our city plays. After all, in our country we grasp drama in terms of an "outward, public face." Take as an example the Tokyo University Zenkyoto [student protest group] Yasuda Hall incident," concentrated in the "bell tower broadcast" by Vice Chairman Imai. If we see the Yasuda Hall incident as something like a city play, then the broadcast itself was merely a symbolic performance lacking reality. Similarly, the collective bargaining in classrooms, exchanges involving give-and-take among the ashes and conflagration, were no more than the residue of archaic patterns, still not fully disgorged.

The question is: How do we bring a play cultivated in a "sealed room" to the "streets"? According to my thesis, the solution is the discovery of dramaturgy in the historical processes that bring about the dismantling of sealed rooms and the dissolving of walls. This thesis derives from recognizing the dramatic: The phantom with twenty faces who appears in everyday life is far more shocking than the phantom with twenty faces who appears onstage at the Yakult theatre.

Gio Ponti says, "[. . . through the transparency of its windows] . . . architecture . . . must reveal the difference of rooms and individualize them" [Ponti 1960, ln]-23 It makes sense to substitute "dwelling" for "architecture," and to see "the theatre" as a larger version of a dwelling. Related to this concept is the task of contemporary architecture to create a "communalpolis" consisting of concentrated housing enclaves.24 In a similar fashion, chamber plays and salon plays will be "assembled" as city plays and group plays. It's become an ideology to speak of "the disappearance of the wall." And I don't mean only free sex. It may signal the beginning of a long campaign in which all the participants in drama will conquer and overcome their very natures, memories, physical bodies, and so on.












Sociologists must think about architecture. (Houses, maternity clinics, schools, poor houses, special schools, asylums, inns, theatres, offices. The job of the sociologist finds its fulfillment in works of architecture.)

Gio Ponti's appeal above can be rewritten as follows:

Plays, like sociologists, must think about architecture. (Houses, maternity clinics, schools, poor houses, special schools, asylums, inns, theatres, offices. Plays in which sociologists appear can become the architecture of "tragedy" and the architecture of "comedy.")

How to transform architecture into tragedy.

How to transform architecture into comedy.

This is what we must consider in working with a sociologist to create a "stage design" for a long, multi-act theatrical piece. Gio Ponti uses the same logic in considering doctors, farmers, engineers, or politicians.

Agriculturists must think about architecture. (About farmers' houses, perfect shelters for animals, farm equipment.)25

This reminds me of John Arden's play Live Like Pigs. The drama, which has become a model of its kind, was first performed in a major commercial theatre. It deals with members of the lowest levels of the British working class who refuse to be housed in a "corporation owned," multistory housing project, which reminds them of a "cattle barn," and choose instead to sleep on the streets with the pigs.26 What would have happened if the walls had dissolved?

A revival of Arden's Live Like Pigs in a corner of London with real laborers housed in a theatre built (set-designed) as a "multistory housing project" would become both a social play and a social problem. Isn't it utterly sterile to maintain that drama is not entangled in the logic of politics?




The Infinite Nature of Secrets in the Theatre 

I have been writing about city streets being transformed into theatres, and now I will consider theatres being transformed into city streets.

Infinite nature, just as exists outdoors, can be created in an ordinary theatre or in an indoor space. Perhaps we should label this "the infinite nature of secrecy" and move closer to the territory of phenomenology, but without phenomena.










I have already explained that it is as easy to create, without modification, a theatre from a city with a population of tens of thousands as it is to transform a one-square-meter space into a theatre. Now I will explain how infinite nature can be produced in a closed space.

In short, infinite nature is an idea created by meditation. "In the dreamlike visions of those who meditate, details vanish, time stops, and space expands without limit."" However, infinite nature is more than merely expansion without limit. Since we can make it expand or shrink by will, it can only be measured by the power of imagination.

Tenjo Sajiki has attempted several experiments in the drama of enclosed spaces (sealed rooms). The Crime of Dr. Galigari (1969) directly metonymized the theatre's interior into a "house" in order to investigate secrecy,Jesus (1970) brought a fictional crime to actual rooms in a government-built high-rise-apartment building through door-to-door visits, and Heretics (1971) transformed the theatre into a debating hall in which opposing sides argued the merits of "the theatre as a fictional performing facility" versus "the theatre as a world of illusion." However, in the following discussion of two later works, I will consider the theory and actuality of the infinite nature of space.

Opiiun War(\i)ji) exemplifies labyrinth theatre, and BlindMan's IBetter (1973) exemplifies theatre of darkness.
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So wrote the poet Pierre Albert-Birot in his Natural Amusements [1981(?), 91]. At this point, I would like to pursue in depth the opposing concepts of the front and back that are created by hypothesizing a door, and to clarify that "theatre" is a space without contours.

[Two sections titled "Labyrinth Theatre" dealing with Opium War and two titled "Theatre of Darkness" dealing with Blind Man's Letter are omitted in these excerpts.—Cfs] 




On the Dramatic Script




The Boundaries of Ecriture

I asked, "Why don't we challenge the statement 'in every case, script precedes performance' whenever it is uttered? Contemporary discussions of dramatic structure are always limited to ecriture because drama onstage, enacted by human
beings, restores and demonstrates 'the script as literature.' But we did not wrestle with drama only to inspect the scene of the crime, which is 'the script as literature.' Rather, we needed a genre called drama that is totally different from literature to fill the gap between everyday reality and fictional reality, thereby creating a new mode of encounter. Above all, drama must be 'weaned from literature.' To this end, we must banish the script from dramatic performance."












This speech of mine created many rippling effects.

One theatre critic retorted, "But if you banish the script, what do you perform?" Another, a director, also disagreed. He said, "Our troupe does not merely perform scripts. Rather, we deal with them critically, as though they were negative material. This is quite a different process than what you call an inspection of the scene of the crime, which is the script." Whichever way it is handled, using the script as the starting point necessarily reminds us of the perverse condition in which "essence precedes existence." On the contrary, our drama is based on the self-evident truth that the function of theatre is not to struggle with the script, but to struggle with reality. Grotowski says that "the author's text is a sort of scalpel enabling us to open ourselves, to transcend ourselves, to find what is hidden within us and to make the act of encountering the others. ... [In the theatre], if you like, the text has the same function as the myth had for the poet of ancient times."28 However, the meaning clearly remains the same if the opening phrase "the author's script" is replaced by another phrase (for example, something like a crime or a carnival). "The crime of Jack the Ripper cuts us open, transcends us, discovers what is hidden within, and forces us to encounter others." This reads much more smoothly.

"I do not dispute that in the beginning, there was necessarily The Word,2'' but it is a mistake to think of The \\Word as the script. I think it is too easy to short-circuit the original concept of The Word by trying to grasp it in the domain of ecriture. The Word is never mere literary language, but seems to me to have more of a biological or spiritual 'function essential to words.' Thus when I consider The Word, it seems to be unrelated to the problem of turning drama into literature, or literature into drama, or so on."

Thoughts such as these lead to the idea that the script is unnecessary, but this does not imply that the dramatic text is unnecessary. I am not aiming for Happenings and I do not believe that drama consists only of chance. Just as modern jazz has code names, a dramatic troupe needs its own prearranged common code or it will be difficult to "organize" encounters. Such a prearranged understanding composed of passwords, coded names, codes, and charts creates the opportunity for mutual creation. These are what I call temporary texts or performance scripts, and I want to stress that they are entirely distinctive from "written scripts."










Let's look at Arrabal's outstandingly entertaining The Architect and the Emperor of Assyria to examine why the language of scripts is literary rather than dramatic. When I read it, I doubled over in laughter and was "drawn in" by its poisonous humor and vulgarity. A primitive architect, the lone inhabitant of an island in a distant sea, covers his bald head with an animal's hide. Entering the scene is the Emperor of Assyria, the sole survivor of an airplane crash. The two are forced to spend their lives together on this isolated island, taking turns playing the "other" and the "observer." The Architect and the Emperor of Assyria begin a competition of disguises, with only a nonexistent third person as their witness. Thus the two actors both perform a play, and perform in a play within a play.

Architect! Where'd you put the dress? He's rowing now like a galley slave or like one of the bastards in the Olympics. Ah! Youth! What a pig. Look where he's put it. Such a nice dress in the butterfly collection drawer. (He goes on as though chanting, then suddenly starts begging.) Architect! Listen to me, I'm going to be a mother, I'm going to give birth to a child. Come to my side. (He says this in a woman's voice.) [1969, 44]30

The relationship of disguises shifts endlessly. For example, one becomes the mother while the other becomes the son, one plays the lover and the other the fiancee, each following the other's metamorphosis with his own metamorphosis like a game of seesaw. Becoming a cow or a public prosecutor, playing an hermaphroditic monster, faith coexisting with eroticism, the sacred substituted for the secular, matricide caused by longing for one's mother. In places, Arrabal inserts his own Picnic on the Battlefield as a play within the play. The humor of this play is exemplified by the Emperor's cries of "Long live I! Long live I! Long live I!" at the work's conclusion. The boundary between actor and the role enacted is lost in an endless repetition of insatiable self-affirmations by the metamorphosed performer who finally convinces himself that he will be able to transform himself into the other and then play himself. The script is quite cruel and the "acting technique" has been reduced to the nightly dance of Tantalus. This is certainly Arrabal's finest work.

I read The Architect and the Emperor ofAssyria as a written object. The written script is only performed by being described from the moment the curtain rises on the first page to its descent on the last page. The experience of reading drama is a different way of seeing drama, and it proves the existence of another type of "drama" called "paper theatre." In the experience of reading drama, only the power of imagination permits us to contemplate the actors' vocal projection, gestures, or sex appeal. Therefore, the experience clearly remains in the domain of dramatic literature, rather than being background or preparation for "dramatic performance." Several years later, when I saw Jorge Lavelli's production of this play at the Modern Theatre in Munich,11 I felt nothing but nostalgia. It merely supplemented parts that were missing from my memory, as when one looks at a souvenir photo from a long-past trip. (Needless to say, the trip in this case is "the read play" and the reproduction souvenir photo is "the performed play.")












My question was—why does one try to inspect the scene of the crime by using flesh-and-blood humans, when the curtain has definitely closed on that which was once written as a "script"? The structure of what is written, what has been assembled as ecriture, may be restored by humans who "vocalize phonemes," but only to the extent that it will become a group representation of the playwright's world (frequently isolated, inner, and repressed), a kind of threedimensional literature in Technicolor and DramaScope. This is true even if we agree that "the important thing is not the words but what we do with these words, what gives life to the inanimate words of the text, what transforms them into 'the Word'" (Grotowski) [58].32 The crux of the issue is that we are struggling with literary works. I would not want to abandon the pleasure of reading "scripts," but I cannot help but wish to bid farewell to the deformed drama of today (as well as to those actors who speak written words exactly like printed words). This deformed contemporary drama unconsciously subordinates itself to ecriture by confusing the "script," an independent aspect of literature, with "dramatic performance."




Actors As Slaves to the Script 

Dramatizations of novels are conspicuous in today's commercial theatre. Mitchell's Gone with the Wind or Bronte's Withering Heights, which would take a week to read, can be viewed in three hours of color and sound by an audience of female coeds and office ladies who pack the theatre.33 Even in the world of shingeki [modern, western-style theatre], famous novels such as Dostoyevsky's Crime and Punishment or The Brothers Karamasyv, or Kafka's The Trial are continuously adapted and performed, as an inspection of the scene of the crime. Audience members who have already read the book enjoy the performance as a kind of postcoital after-play, finding pleasure in comparing their imaginary Heathcliff, Ivan, or Joseph K. with the actual beings seen onstage. Most contemporary "drama reviews" fall into this category. The reviewers read the script first, then compare the actual performance with the script. The result is a gap that reviewers try to fill, as though they were shoveling dirt into a hole. These reviews revolve around the question "What is missing from this world?" But the more reviewers try to imagine an original "perfect form" and to point
out what is missing, the further they depart from the play's real substance, regardless of their mental flexibility or the delicacy of their intelligence.










This problem is even larger than the issue of the primacy of the actually uritten script. There is a long-standing tradition among reviewers that the play exists in the subtext, which is not included in the written "script," and that this can only be retrieved by the human performer. Analyses of the "script" as literature, as well as play reviews that adhere to this type of criticism, always seek to grasp "the play's original form." This is accomplished by mutual sympathy and analogical reference between the "original" and the play as actually performed, by uncovering symbols and solving riddles. The survival of Aristotle's descendants is amazing.

However, we put theatre on a centuries-old continuum when we adhere to the concept that the play (including the elusive script) is the original work of art. It was always felt that the best plays offered

.. . the imitation ... of fearful and pitiable incidents [that] are intensified when they occur unexpectedly, yet because of one another. For there is more of the marvelous in them if they occur this way than if they occurred spontaneously and by chance. Even in regard to coincidences, those seem to be most astonishing that appear to have some design associated with them. [Aristotle 1981, 18]

My concern about the "script" preceding drama, my essential complaint regarding the script as ecriture, boils down to this: "Drama does not need to be done twice." It was once written that "great historical events" always occur twice, once as tragedy, then as comedy. Similarly, drama today is always performed twice, the first time as a script, the second as a restoration. So Marx's theatrical metaphor—"the first time is tragedy, the second is comedy"—is directly applicable to theatre.

In order to avoid putting too much weight on the word "comedy," I would like to add a footnote. In The Eighteenth of Brumaire,^ comedy means "a joke." I can't avoid thinking that most of the drama performed today is a farce. Publishers churn out published versions of scripts, labeling them "specially written series," rapidly transforming drama into literature. As a result, "the-hand-isquicker-than-the-eye" theatre artists proliferate. As long as ecriture dominates, drama cannot escape its fate as a copied object, nor can the actor extricate himself from being a puppet manipulated by a kurogo named "the script." If I write a stage direction that says "sneeze," the actress Sugimura Haruko sneezes. But if I take an eraser and erase the letters of the word "sneeze," then Sugimura Haruko does not sneeze. If I write, "now speaking according to the script," the
actors will speak the lines "according to the script." But even if I write, "now speaking by freely ignoring the script," the actors will still speak "according to the script." The actors must be liberated from this slavish performance, and no single playwright should be allowed to dictate the group's illusions. In order to accomplish this task, the actors themselves should be able to discover their own words within the circumstances of the play. To wean itself from literature and from the script, drama must create a new mode for the organization of imagination, something totally unlike the mode of literature (or of politics).












Nightingales do not require special poets. Because all nightingales are splendidly, simply, just poets. But our poets tried to cast a kind of magic spell. We envisioned a world order of possibilities, where singing, talking, or discussions were like breathing accompanied by a bogus something extra. It was a typical magical concept, a will to power, with an unequal distribution of privilege. But that is not the way of the world. Roles were assigned. Some people died while others wrote. But writing doesn't pay the price. We must seek destinations for our words other than stories, or else the words will come back to our throats. (Brice Parain)35

[The next three sections are omitted in these excerpts. They are titled "Musi c of the Birds," "Collapsible No-Man's Island," and "Technical Terms for Ship Building."—Cfs] 




From Abandoning the Revival of the World, to the Creation of the World 

I have no illusions that actors will be able to revive the "script." From the first moment that the myth of realism blasted our eardrums, the techniques of photographic reproduction have shackled the horizons of acting.

As I discussed in the section on actors, I once offered a script to several fine performers associated with a theatre troupe specializing in realism. The play required physical stamina and was appropriate for actors who are confident of their physical training and of their ability to bring a script to life.

Called The Giants Versus the Yakults: A One-Act Tragedy,36 I asked that it be performed in a large theatre or an outdoor sports arena.

• No dialogue should be used in the performance of this script.

• Costumes will be limited to the uniforms of the Giants and the Atoms.

• Stage directions may not be changed without the author's approval.

• Since this is a classical script, no improvisation by actors will be permitted.

• No music may be used; but the voices of hot dog and beer vendors are permitted.










• Even in the unlikely event of space limitations, the distance between bases may not be shortened.

Time: The Present

Place: Koraku-en Ballpark

Pitcher Sugawara throws the first ball to batter Wakamatsu. Strike. Batter Wakamatsu hits the second ball, a fly to right field. Right-fielder Yanagida catches it, and this is the first out.

Pitcher Sugawara pitches the first ball to the second batter, Arakawa. Strike. The second pitch is a ball. The third is also a ball. The fourth pitch is a curveball, and it's a strike. The fifth pitch is inside and a ball. The sixth pitch is also an inside ball. That makes four balls, so Arakawa walks to first base.

Pitcher Sugawara pitches his first pitch to the third up, Lopez. Strike. The second pitch is a ball. Lopez hits the third pitch to right-center field. Now it's one out, with batters on first and second base. (Abbreviated version)

Can the actors faithfully perform this script? Even if they try to revive the script using the "techniques for the reproduction of drama" and "quoted gestures" advanced by [Bertholt] Brecht/[Walter] Benjamin, can the actor playing Sugawara pitch "the first strike ball" to the actor playing Wakamatsu? Even if we suppose he can, it would require unimaginable acting skills on the part of the actor playing Watamatsu to "hit the second ball, which is a fly to right field."

Even if the actors strive for Benjamin's "scientific acting" by "rejecting empathy," I doubt that the techniques acquired through repetition would be sufficient to create this brilliant performance — the top and bottom of the ninth inning are replete with offensive and defensive battles symbolizing the "revival of the world." On the contrary, even the greatest actor cannot handle balls like a professional baseball player, so that even a simple action such as pitching an inside strike will be extremely difficult to "act."

In a similar fashion, I attempted to bring to life Mealtime and Party. Mealiime is a drama about the literal eating of a meal. "Pick up the chopsticks, move a piece of meat to a tiny saucer, say grace, bite off one piece of meat, eat two chopsticksful of rice, and chew twenty-five times. Pour sauce on the meat still in the saucer, bite off one piece of meat, eat one chopstickful of rice. Drink two sips of soup. Skillfully suck up the green onions remaining in the soup bowl. Drink one sip of soup" (Kogure Yasuyuki, Chika Engeki)?1 

Mealiime, a script lasting three hours, accurately records a specific evening meal and conversation by a certain family. However, if actors were to attempt to precisely "revive it through performance," they would face the torments of
struggling with physiology. Certainly at some point, the actors would develop an aversion to "eating according to the script" and might even throw up. Thus in the final analysis, we see that the demands of the script are limited and framed by the actor's physiology.












In a previously cited interview, I said, "In the long run, it may be better to think of the script as a map rather than a book." In fact, the history of mapmaking precedes literature, for even in prehistoric times people needed illustrated descriptions to know "where they were and where they were going."

The history of mapmaking presents us with an allegory for the origin of the dramatic script. Before paper and pens, maps were drawn in the sand, and bits of animal hide were tied to sticks to make maps. Later, in Babylonian times, clay slabs were made into maps, until f1nally in the Old Testament, we have the commandment, "Go, view the land" (Book of Joshua). 

When the land described and charted is "every place that the sole of your foot will tread upon," the territory belongs to history. But when it is "every place that the sole of the foot cannot tread upon" — for example, imaginary gardens, the wilderness of human relationships inside a room, the tiny space where body-heat meets body-heat—then it belongs to the realm of dramaturgy. In either case, it is necessary to encounter the "space." [I said:]

For me, time is space. In order to organize chance encounters, we need lands that exist objectively and also through imagination. To get to the imaginary realm, we need an "internal map" distinct from the pictorial maps of a Marco Polo. But we must be certain that this "internal map" does not chart only a solo journey. One person's internal map offers guidelines only to a closed, interior space. This was the role of arts such as lyric poetry. I want to start thinking about the script as a kind of "internal map" that can organize encounters between humans and objects that have objective existence outside the self.

Playwriting is like mapmaking. Two characters, Estragon and Vladimir, are travelers carrying on a long conversation as they go along. The map depicts not only a country road, a tree, or a pair of shoes half-on and half-off, but also a river called "So there you are again" or a bridge called "I'm glad to see you back." The goal of the trip is to reach a small house called "Godot's visit," but that section is not on the map. So Estragon and Vladimir are doomed to go back and forth over the same road. The playwright's problem is how much detail to include on the map. If conversations are totally written, the actors will be "transported toward a plotted encounter" rather than "invited on a journey of encounter."










If it is true that various methods of map reading may increase opportunities for chance encounters, it is also true that the script is a guide map for a round-trip journey between the internal realm and the geography of the outside world. It is a map that is jointly owned by the dramatic imagination of all, including the audience. In a play, various people travel limited journeys, each with different purposes, and the script serves to "avoid traffic congestion and accidents." The hand of the playwright is needed to create a very intricate timetable, and to act as a kind of "traffic control tower." Of course, a timetable in which every word and gesture is written would rob dramaturgy of the freedom of unrestricted travel. We need to model our work on articles about geography and map reading in the back issues of Science for Children. A "script" might be based on marine charts, maps of the world, or topographical maps that we use as a guide. As we do when planning a trip, we will make a topographical model and compare it with the actual landscape. We will use the script as a guide to confirm the distances between humans, mutual glances, the contour lines of thought, or the distribution of emotion. The script becomes primarily a guide map for people who wish to have encounters, not a timetable to control all encounters.

However, the present form of the "script" is severely hampered by stage directions and dialogue, which try to make encounters inevitable by limiting spontaneous confrontations.




Adieu, Fatty Oyama 

The discussion of maps brings to mind the 1971 Tokyo premiere of the city play Man-Powered Plane Solomon. 

On this occasion, audience members were sold maps rather than tickets. City street maps of the area between Shinjuku and Takadanobaba were marked to indicate the locales and approximate times of planned performance events. Audience members, using their prepurchased, marked maps as guides, "roamed the city in search of the play." Armed with the password "Paint It Black," the title of a Rolling Stones song, audience members could wander wide-eyed between things that "seemed real but were probably fictional parts of the plot" and things that "seemed unreal but were actually parts of unadulterated reality." In the script, I wrote:

This is a city-play without a form of its own, a play that establishes its shape based upon the ambiguous border between everyday nature and fiction. Half the time, actors must move with the speed, sophisticated motor control, and decisiveness of a veteran baseball insider, while the rest of the time they must
seem to disappear into the monstrous catatonia of everyday reality. The play abandons psychological realism, aiming for the collapse of the daily reality of city streets; it is like a paranoiac controlled by fantasies of corruption; it presents the sky and demands that someone be borne up into it.












In aerodynamics, it is axiomatic that "in order for a bird to fly, the wing surface must be strong enough to counteract wind resistance." Applying this principle to acting, I concluded that the goal of dramaturgy is the creation of such "strong" acting. We were never able to complete the performance of the city-play Man-Powered Plane Solomon because, although we had begun by selling maps to the audience, the only "maps" possessed by the actors had been their workshops.

At 2:00 p.m. one day, as the postman slowly bicycles as usual through Takadanobaba, someone suddenly attacks him and steals the mailbag. The mailbag is opened, the contents are read aloud, and the letters are switched into different envelopes—a play with such a prologue is like a half-boiled egg, only partially scripted through the writing, waiting for the other half to be developed through improvisation. Mail roams the city, having lost its destination, "people waiting in vain for mail to be delivered," people who receive unexpected good news or mistaken letters of condolence, a fugitive who fanatically collects mail, et cetera. When these events begin to converge in fiction, a "script" may start to emerge, attempting to create order out of geographical fantasy. Nevertheless, when the play was over, the most natural course seemed to be to seize the opportunity and head toward abandoning the script.

For example, one actor was literally given nothing more than a piece of citymap at noon. He began running like a long-distance runner. The actor was required only to "run through" the city, and was not given "a single word of dialogue in advance." A sign on his chest read "Somebody please talk to me!" He suddenly appeared in Takadanobaba Shopping Street, like the Flying Dutchman, who pledged to sail around the Cape at any cost. Although the actor was not doomed to an eternal voyage, like the ghostly sea-captain who cannot die, he could not stop running until someone spoke to him. He must perform this irrational running, as in the "Memoirs of Schnabelewopski"38 or Sisyphus. Will some passerby speak to him? And how long will they keep on speaking to him? At sunset, somewhere between Shinjuku and Takadanobaba, Man-Powered Plane Solomon will take off. Will he arrive on time? Should he arrive on time?

Elsewhere in the ward, various people are simultaneously performing the same gesture as each other, or simultaneously singing the same song. People belonging to the "question group" will attempt to make questions multiply in geometric proportion all over Tokyo, by asking the same question to one
hundred people and trying to get each of them to become a questioner. Popeye will visit people door to door; a lonely person in a public toilet will speak through the wall to the excreter in the next stall; a young boy will roam the city all day, timing and recording each time his paper airplane flies and crashes; the sodomite Akechi Kogoro will try to rape the young men applying to join a detective group for which he is the application officer;39 the men from the Cinema Brothers' Group will try to project movies on the walls at high noon, and becoming distressed by the brightness, they will try to create darkness themselves by running around the projectors flapping their capes; and so on and so forth.










People who want to embark on the phantom Man-Powered Plane Solomon, which is engaged in secret maneuvers between their own inner maps and the "script" that sometimes peeps out between daydreams and the "blankism" of the street, keep trying to culture fiction as it they were culturing bacteria.

A play can only be performed by making a "script" from things such as a book of dialogue written in numbers, space stretching to infinity, Escher's prints plotting the creation of revolutionary space leading to eternity, maps of labyrinths, flag signals, and codes.

A play is architecture using human groups as building materials. Blood becomes nails, glances become glass, language becomes walls, voices become towers. It must be simultaneously a single whole and its indivisible elements; it must exist in time and outside of time. It cannot be a form that has a conclusion, such as a "story."

We know there was a time when "the play was not merely a phenomenon in and of itself, but it was a phenomenon that might be used to understand the existence of the world." And now we are encountering an era when we can discuss the play as a phenomenon that might transform itself into the world. After ten years of making theatre with Tenjo Sajiki, I now feel this is the case. In the past, we called for a return to ritual celebrations reeking with blood, for the rightful restoration of spectacle to drama. But now I feel that "such phenomena make it too easy to explain the world's existence." So we chased away the Hunchback and Fatty Oyama, who happily became players in "a group transformed to hunchbacks" or "a society a la Fatty Oyama"—we exiled the crippled character who is the result of collective phenomenalization, and imprisoned in concrete the anonymous presentation of magical incantations. "Our drama" is only interesting when we attempt to re-record history itself. In a previous chapter, I wrote that drama can only be revolutionized by one who performs revolutionary drama. However, as long as the drama of revolution and
the revolution of drama retain the concept of drama, they will remain parochial and will not develop into true dramaturgy, which is essentially antihistorical.











I would now like to bring this manuscript to a tentative conclusion. I have written successively of my theories regarding "the audience," "the actor," "the theatre," and "the script." I created the manuscript solely based upon the practical activities of our drama troupe. This manuscript and the real work are mutually supplementary, although the book has become an independent object. I hope that the next chapters are written using the phrases uttered by actors in closed rooms, by audience members in the streets, or by you readers. There must never be a conclusion to this investigation.

[The hook, concludes with the transcript of a symposium held at New York University School of Drama and a chronology of Terayama's performance history. They are omitted from these excerpts.—Cfs] 




Notes

1. Frederic Brown (1906-1972), American author of approximately thirty novels and three hundred short stories of mystery, fantasy, and science fiction. He invented the word "daymare." Both Ayn Rand and Mickey Spillane were fans.

2. Hans Mayer (1907 — 2001), German theatre critic.

3. Terayama is probably thinking of Aschenbach in Death in I 'enice, who often quotes or paraphrases Plato's Phaedrns on Love and Beauty. I have chosen one of several possible quotations from the English translation by David Luke (New York: Bantam, 1988), 261.

4. The text reads "Gonzaro." I have corrected what I take to be a misprint. 5 . I have corrected the date, which Terayama mistakenly wrote as 1973.

6. Terayama has added the parenthetical identification of "the actor" and "the audience." The bracketed ellipses indicate where I have further condensed the quotation; unbracketed ellipses are Terayama's.

7. Terayama used the French word "signe." 

8. I have chosen one of many possible passages; Terayama did not provide a citation.

9. Hijikata Tatsumi (1928 — 1986), one of the founders of Butoh. The Garumera Company was one of his early groups, active around 1965.

10. Where Mauss writes "(murnp, spirit)" Terayama substitutes "(murup, actor)."

11. Jean Duvignaud, author of Sociologe du theatre: essai surles nmbres collectives (Paris: 1965). Obviously, the quote is from a later source, since the May Revolution occurred in 1968. I am unable to provide the precise source.

12.I cannot determine the source. However, Rudofsky, who Terayama paraphrases
in the text that follows, states that the only place worse than the filthy streets of New Amsterdam was "the unfenced graveyard, the favorite rooting place of the pigs" (1969, 44). The context clearly implies that the pigs, which freely roamed the streets and consumed household garbage and excrement, were rooting among the rotting corpses.










13. Terayama has omitted Rudofsky's important clarification: "Until the sixteenth century, no buildings existed that contained a stage and an auditorium, unless one includes the ruins of classical Roman theatres" (Rudofsky 1969, 124).

14. Rudofsky reproduces materials from the New York Public Library on pages 126-131.

15. The architect was actually Andrea Palladio (1509-1580), but construction did not begin until the year of his death. Scamozzi (1552-1616) built the theatre based on Palladio's plans. Terayama is probably correct in attributing the stage itself, and the scenography, primarily to Scamozzi rather than Palladio.

16. Terayama is mistaken. He has misread Rudofsky, who points out on p. 132 that the Shakespearean plays with an Italian background use streets for many scenes, and are thus "a far cry from the claustrophobic atmosphere of a Hamlet." 

17. John Moore, MD (1729- 1802), author of travel books. Terayama's summary is nearly a direct quotation, as cited in Rudofsky, 136-137.

18. The actual title of Bayo's work is One Hundred Fifiy Questions for a Guerrilla (1963). It does not deal with theatre, but with guerrilla warfare.

19. Gio Ponti (1891-1979), one of the most influential architect/designers of postwar Italy. The Italian original of In Praise of .Architecture was published in 1957; Japanese translation, 1963.

20. Watanabe Moriaki, former professor of French literature at Tokyo University, expert on Paul Claudel, translator of plays. Renowned for his impeccable, accent-free French. My thanks to John Gillespie for these details.

21. One of the most significant of the international youth protests of 1968.

22. Zenkyoto [Zengaku Kyoto Kaigi: university-wide joint struggle councils] were loose organizations of radical students protesting authoritarian control. They rejected unified ideology, membership rules, hierarchy of any kind, as well as rule by majority vote. In 1968- 1969, massive and sometimes violent demonstrations protesting the 1970 renewal of the United States-Japan Security Treaty (Ampo) and other issues closed most Japanese universities. In early 1969, one faction occupied and damaged Tokyo University's Yasuda Hall ior several days, until forcefully expelled and arrested by the riot police.

23. Ponti 1960, 154. This is one of many possible phrases that seems to fit. A literal translation of Terayama's quote: "Everything returns to the interior of architecture."

24. Terayama's Japanese text includes the newly coined "communalpolis," which is printed in the roman alphabet.

25. Terayama (or theJapanese translation?) conflates material to create the two preceding quotations. Much of the source material appears in Ponti 1960, 10.












26. Arden's theatrical family is actually a group of roving laborers who have been displaced from their squat, which is described by the social workers as a pigsty. Arden was concerned with showing the vanishing of land in Britain. The play was meant to demonstrate the clash of values between the descendants of sixteenth-century nomadic "sturdy beggars" for whom there is no longer a place and those of the more traditional lower-middle class. Arden's introduction stresses that the play was not meant to be a piece of social journalism cither for or against the welfare state.

27. I do not know the precise source of this quotation, but it is probably from Mauss.

28. Grotowski, 57.

29. Terayama uses a Japanese katakana transliteration for the English phrase "The Word."

30. Terayama added the parenthetical segments, which do not appear in Arrabal's text. He also quoted dialogue without indicating omissions.

31. Terayama's phonetic (katakana) rendering of "Jorge" reads "George."

32. I include the entire sentence for clarity, although Terayama condenses it.

33. Terayama is referring to the musicals presented by the all-female Takarazuka.

34. This was the date (Nov. 9, 1799) on which Napoleon Bonaparte led the coup d'etat that substituted the Consulate for the Directory. The leaders of the French revolution had renamed the months. Marx used this as the title of one of his important works.

35. Brice Parain, French philosopher, widely translated into Japanese. Appears as "a philosopher" talking about ambiguity in Jean-Luc Godard's 1963 film I 'ivr e sa vie (My Life to Live). I do not know the source for this quotation.

36. The Yomiuri Giants and the Yakult Atoms are baseball teams active in the 1970s. The Yomiuri Giants still exist; but the Yakult Atoms only lasted from 1970—1972. In 1973, the Yakult Atoms became the Yakult Swallows.

37. Kogure Yasuyuki, a translator and assistant director forTenjo Sajiki. I am grateful to John Gillespie and his Japanese contacts for clarification. The name as printed in theJapanese text appears to contain a typographical error.

38. "The Memoirs of Herr von Schnabelewopski," a short story by Heinrich Heine (1797 — 1856), is the basis for Wagner's opera The Hying DutchtHan. Like Terayama, Heine's writing is full of irony and tongue-in-cheek barbs. Both were sickly most of their adult lives. Heine eventually went blind, became partially paralyzed, and was confined to bed. Like Terayama, he wrote prolifically despite his illness. Terayama may have felt an affinity for him due to these similarities. Thanks to John Gillespie for this information.

39. Akechi Kogoro is a character in Man of Twenty f-acesby Edogawa Rampo (1894— 1965), the pen name of Hirai Taro. "Edogawa Rampo" is the Japanese pronunciation for Edgar Allan Poe. The meaning is something like "strolling along the Edo River."
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srapher: Terayama Shiiji (1935~ 1083)

has been labeled all of these and more

One of postwar Japan's most gifted and
ontroversial playwrights/directors, Tera
yama has been compared to such artists
1« Robert Wilson and John Cage. During
his lifetime his work incited scandal,
outrage, even violence, Since his death

more than twenty years ago, he has been

transformed into a cult hero in Japan
members of the international theatre
continue to adore and damn him. De-
spite this notoriety. Unspeakable Acts is

irst ook in any lar to analyze

the theatre of Terayama in depth

Unspeakable Acts interrogates

ough the ereative work of this unique

vet emblematic artist. By situati

yama in his historical milieu and by

derived from Japanese and
We

ern theories of psychoanalysis, an

sociology. gender studies.

sthetics, Carol Fisher Sor

nfrei
has woven a sophisticated and provoca
ive study. Among the key themes she
explores are the ruins of personal and
national identity in the wake of Hiro
shima. the Occupation, and the anti
American demonstrations of the 1960s
the paradosical links between Japanese

nostalgia, performance, and postmoder

nity: the theory of Japan as a “mother-
centered culture” that nurtures powerful

bonds of love-in-hate toward mothers

lap)
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legacies and practices that bind Tera
ama to—and sever him from—hoth

de and the

popular Japanese rural traditions of his
youth

While driven to ereate art in many
genres, Terayama nurtured ahove all hi

roles as a trickster and outsider, encour

ging disaffected youths to rebel agains

His theatrical troupy
Tenjo Sajiki. was a haven for talented
pop artists, transvestites, dwarves, circt
performers. and gamblers. His directo

generally believed that his works could

not be remounted after his death. How

his play wate for mar
Japancse today. internationally renowned

such as Ninagawa Yukio hay

been prompted to produce new version

director

both in Japan and abroad. Translat

of three plays and copious excery
Terayama’s most important book of dr
matic theory comprise the second half of
this eye-opening volume

Unspeakable Acts will be essential
reading for anyone interested in the pa
adoxical nature of postwar Japanese the
atre and culture and the cross-cultural
influences in international avant-garde

CAROL FISIER SORGENFRE is professor
of theatre at vera, where she previou
headed hoth the eritical studies and

playwrighting arcas.
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