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B n{;#il T:*'rr;;i i i *::ilTT'#H]*
ItkeÁ Wornais redlgre' (onna keizu'\'9o7) andTbe Wblte Heron (s'!l11sui'

19o9)-quickly became 'optt' 
of the sbinpa xage' Sbinpa was a.transitiontl

and highly melodramatic f*t" of tht"ter that was modern in its subject mattcr

and, later, its use of actresses' But it still retained many of the conventiorrs oť

kabukitheater:malespecialistsforfemaleroles(onnagata);thebanarnichi,it
runway going from 

""g' 
;;h"nrough the auditorium' which is used Íilr clrrr'

matic entrances and exi:r;i;ď gezz ii''cidental music' to name a few conrtntltr

features. Through the r89os'o"'u'o" sbinpa adapted' and even stolc' rt cotr-

siderable amount .r -"'í'i"r f'o"' t<yok" 
"nd 

other contemporary rrovelists'

By the second decade of the twentieth century' Kyoka himself began writitrg

adaptadons of hi, o*" fittion and' increasingly' original pl"y' f:: sh.inpa' jusr

as its star was falling in critical circles to the more modern' realisdc sbingcki

(nerÝ theater).

Nihonbasbibegan life as a novel about competing geishas jn the demi-

mondeofTokyo'sotaao*.,.o*n,orshitarnacbi,dístríct,InEdo(theoldnamc
for Tokyo) days, all 'oJ' f ttt', tuch. led to the 'Japan Bridge" of the titlc'

but in KyÓkat .i-' i' *"' rl'i"g g'oo'd to'the more upscale districts of Maru'

nouchi, Ginza, 
""d 

H;;;;' ]h' íto'y in"olu's two geishas' the elegant Kiyoha

and the much less .ttg*?, feistier Oko' 
""d 

tto -*' Igarashi Dengo''a rough

fishmerchant*hoh",abandonedhiswifeandchildandruinedhisbusiness
over love for oko, and Katsuragi Shinzo, a neurotic professor of medicine

who has fallen for Kfoh" btt"'i" she reminds him of his elder sister' who

,*i



treenme e ettneublnc nr pny Řlr hll edueatltrn, 0kt} relcntl Klyoha'i rue ěff a;

steals Kirtsul'itgl rway, ttt tlre rcette rattrl*terl ltere, cottvllteerl tlrirt l(*truregl b
hcr pittrott (tlnnnl alltt ttleltls "htt,lltuttrl"), tlte tltrllwl l)ettgrl ()tlt,'lh r c Ě

Kytrknls giÍt ftlr portrrtyitlg stťotlgl p*rsltttture, unt{ ttugle w('ln tl! OkÓl Elda
lgninst Dcngo providcs n ccruplc oťfhnroul nhcln (lhowltopperl),lrr whlehr
stylc, tlrc :rctor poscs lnd thc ludicncc slrouts itl pralse. Thll algo meťkl *
ing poirrt in thc play' The curiotts cxchange bctwcen c)kťt anrl hcr
(oshaku) Ochisc, in which Ok prcends to be Kirtsuragi and Ochlsc beeomg
up the mistakcn identity that leads to Ochisc'.s clcnth, Vowint rcvcnge on
stabs Ochise because she is wearing Oko's scarler kanoka kimono. Olc thcn
with his own sword and takes her own lifc' by poison, in thc arms oť hcr
suragi, who survives bur has the blood of more women on his fccklcss hendl, In
self-sacrifice not typical of Oko, she asks Kiyoha to look aftcr him.

First published in September ryr4 by Shun'yodo, with bcautiful
Komura Settai, the novel was staged the following March with a script by thl
playwright Mayama Seika. A close look at the stage text (daibon) for thic fiilt
mance reveals, however, that it was the work of several hands. Kyoka's fictlon wrt
for its lively dialogue and intense dramatic incident, and Seika lifted many of du
verbatim from the novel for his adaptation. Kitamura Rokuro, an actor whom
highly respected (he played Oko in the first production), also crafted much of ql*

logue. The text rranslated here is based on Kyoka's own stage adaptation, whlch ha
lished in ryry, and is found in the Cornplete Works of l(yoka. The famous sbinpa

Hanayagi Shotaro made his debut, as Ochise, in the playt first production.
now a sranda rd of the sbinpa repertoire, and Oko is one of the favorite roles of the

kabuki onnagata Bando Tamasaburo V. Director Ichikawa Kont film versíon, mtdl
1956, features the brilliant sáinpa actorYanagi Eijiro in the role of Dengo.

ACT 3, SCENE 2. THE SECOND FLOOR OF INABA HOUSE

IGARAsHI DENGo is wrapped in a padded jacket tied uitb a wornan's uaistband. Hc
been staring steadifu at af.sb knife witb a wooden scabbard clutcbed in bi.s band. He
tbrusts the knife into tbe sleeue of a quilted housecoat rolled up in front ď tbe closa, ait
leaning back on tbe bedroll, be tbrous out his legs, bts bead banging down. Tben, taking hlt
bead in his bands, he glares u? at tbe ceiling. Áll his actions are abrupt, rougb. orÓ adjusil'

the cusbion infiont of tbe bibacbi and sits, balffacing DENGo. Sbe straightens berself, as

()xÓlcowtihygď
Irr{N(io! ljeh heh, (tl'il 1

ttxÓ: t"ley, lttrp ttrlng rny ttrtrtltplr:lr ltle yllrrll h,ul lrre akt'ust lIr lrerl,

l)l{Ncoi Hch heh' Whrxl yorr be t*llrlng illtuttt ttow I

ttxÓ l Oh, you rcnlly rclre nto, Yrltt wsrc llrte ttlng, wcrcn't yott?

r)ll.NGO: Youd make u man dclťwlth thar rnckct, You rhought l coulclrr't hcar what wer

going on downstairs ? Yrtt'vc got n voicc likc t gunshot'

tlxÓ, Ye"h. I thought that sceing as how you've got such a thick skull, youH bc hrrrl of

hearing, too. But please go wash your face. Theret something elsc I have to say, lf you

don't mind.

DENGo: You want to tell me you're sorry tause I found ouc you've had it oÍťwlth

anotherman?Hey'okÓ? (Shsup.) Idon'thave towashmyfacetohearthat,surcly, If

it was all just a dream, it'd be one thing, but if you're asking me to wakc up and wnlh

my face for this news, you've got another thing coming to you'

orÓ: You think I'm just going to lie back and take it?

DENGo: If you don't, I hope yoďre ready for the consequences. You're rcally asking for

it, you know.

orÓ (Raignedty)' Go ahead, I'm ready for anything' ' ' '

DENGo: tvhat I'm sayingis, ifyou don't shut up, I'm not goingto leave you in onc plcCC'

Bitch! You want to get youÍself killed?

oKÓ: I don't know if I've been killed or codďed, spoken my mind or given a piecc oí

somebody else's. Have I loved and been wronged, have I gone through hell? somctimes

I've wanted ro spend the rest of my life with him; other times I've just wantcd to dle,

I doďt know anymore. Don't ask.Just get out, go home. I've got a good man now.

DENGo (Rises abruPtly): \ hat? Go home?

orÓ: Yeah, for good. I'm not letting you in here again'

DENGo: You must be crazY' Oko.

oxÓ : Dont "Oko'' me . -You call me crazy? I am not.I've never felt so sane as I do rlght

now. . . . The good doctor's diagnosis is that I'm madly in love. Madly in lovc, you

hear? Not crazy.I',lI stake my life on it. I'll be kind to strangers-you don't havc to

wash your face. Listen: Oko of Inaba House has got herself a husband' Mr' Katsuregi

is his name. You and I are through.

DENGo (suddent\ goa limp):what? A husband? Thatt all right by me if it's just a hus'

band we're talking about. I got a big heart, so I'll overlook that. I'll be a good boy, or

my name ain't Igarashi Dengo.

orÓ (Looks away and. sigbs): I've said all I can, so just be a good boy and get out. fught

now. Stay away and there won't be any more rouble around here'

DENGo : Nah. If that "husband" of yours shows up, what's wrong with my being here ? If

he drops by without warning, why, I'll just throw this quilt over me and stow away in

the clothes closet. Thatt one of my favorite games from'way back'

orÓ: Be my guest. But ifyou do, we'll be overrun with roaches. So forget your bedroom

pranks and just get yourselfstraight down rhe stairs and out the door.
about to say sorrl.etbing irrtpzrtant. TÍle sound of a hand drun can be heard in tbe distarlce,



l)r{N(;()r ()h{1, ny rrrylng rhar agnln,

tlxÓ:ltoltl yrrtr, lt.lpc'rlllrrgttle "()ko," Áll riglrt,|'ll lnyitaroltstl*rFi
bc ovcrrun with t'oitchcr ll'you tlotr't*-.

DENco: Whru clo you tlkc rtre firrl,f rrst whlt do yott tnke nle frtrl

oxÓ: A seal in a bcarskirr, tlrat',s wlur I tlke you filr' -Llrten, y(|u rta$
on a boadoad oflurnbcr, alrd yorr lcÍi Hokkalrlo gltd swntn lntg th*
and set yourself up in the seafood brrsirlcss f'<rr a tlnlc, Youť íilhy frlrn&
pass into the besr bars on the embankment, didn't they? And onee

Kiyoha, well, the sky was the limit for you I Likc somc nrole wlro'd

ofan angel. No doubt you tugged on hcr slccvc nnd shc tugllcd brck,

knew it, your eyes rolled and you fell head over hecls fbr hcn ll(lhlr r
somebody Kiyoha threw over, I thought to mysclf, who cnrer lf hrl r
even a cockroach? I'll sew him into the hem of my skirts and wgve hlm bl
to spite her. And when it happened to be a seal in a bcarskin, folkr

notice. Every tongue in town was wagging. The fact I cndcd up wlth you

of the seven wonders of the quarter. Better yet, onc oť thc wondcrr of
You remember, don't you? I7hen I listened to your story, it ccrtulnly

Nor for the money' no . . . I did it just to get even with Kiyoha, !ťhcn thr

and I get tired ofyou, I'll call it ofl I said. And you madc a solcmn pťomlal

all right by you, didn't you? You've got no grounds for complalnr, t'm

so let's call it quits. Go on, get out! Go home this minute. And don't eval

From now on, the two ofus don't even know each other. You undcrutrndl

DENG o (Rubbing his e1es, silentl1 glares at orÓ. Finally burxs out laughlng)t

Crazy dame ! Hah, hah, hah! \ hat an outburst! I don't have anything to

thatš for sure. A regular litde fireball, you aÍe. I love it! Hah, hah, hohl

when yoďre m ad. (Ágain he leans back on the bedding, bis bead banging downt

oat bis tegs. Belyingbis words, he sbakes bis legs as ftofan thef.ames oJ'agon! ln

orÓ (Sbarp[l): I told you' get out! . . . This'is the Inaba House, olc 's

belongs to Mr. Katsuragi. It's his . . . second residence.

DENGo: I don't give a damn if itt a whorehouse. If I'm in the way, I'll just crf*l
closet. Hah, hah, hah! (Laughs rnirthks$.) /

ot<Ó: \íhat's the point of losing my temper? Yoďre a cockroach, not a mln.

ro what I have to say. If I'm a real geisha, it doesn't make a damn blt of

whether I've got a Patron' a client, oÍ even á guy on the side' But from thlr

ward, by the grace of the gods, I'm Katsuragit wife. (Sirs 22.) I won't have

of another man hanging over my house for three blocks around. Do you

some animal in a housecoat, like some oversexed badger figurine, is thc sorl

['d decorate my bedroom wíth? (Bolx up.) Look| Theret this filthy oaf

my tatami! I donlt need your kind in my place. Get out of my way!Just clert

(She yanks on the quih thrl DENGo is kaning against. Tbe knife with its

bardfatts out with a clatten DENGo kaps up,fxing his eys on it.)

rrxťr (l)rugt bac| e ttcp)t Hep Bld yrrr have fhlr trn yrrtt lnrr ttlglrtl
IttlN(i(t! lt'r litr you, htrrlr' Ipr* e wtrtfl nl lterrrrragl, you ree, lltrl l've rrra{e u;r rny

rrrllrtl, lťyrrtt rllrn't rlttlt ttp' lt'll lre rhlr, l ltrtlctrtatrtll (!)ntur thr knlli.lhna lts eatll,,)
Ifurw tbour ltl
(K irklnq up hcr iltlrts, ttxÓ tnales ,lil tlr stairucl!, t) l. N (; () renc.hes out dnd pulk hat
batk b.y ber <ill. tlxÓ./ith on her luttnrhat, thaking ltlose tlle trdpll()or ilpcr thc slalrwall,
ultir:lt ilanu sltut. llarrcdJion cstape b1 her own hands, shc quietfu returns kt her *at,
I)amlt/itunded, DENco stands bolt uprtght.)

oxt): Kill mc. Go ahead and run me through.
r)tiNco: ! hore! (Draws backastep.)
0r<): Kill me ! Do it! Run me through! That's whar a knife is for, isn't iti cut mc, slarh

mc, righr to the bone, a stroke for every letter in Katsuragi's namc, How rnany doct
tlrat make ? (Counts on herf'ngers.) "K'' for "kill." "ď for "assassin.'' ,,T'' 

foť,,ť()l.ttlťc.*

' , ' \X/ho knows how many strokes it takes? But I'll take it! I'll rake ir as lolg as I draw
brearh. I'll watch you engrave his name on myhearr. I'll showyou how a woman dl*l
Go on, srab me. (Edging up to blrn.)

r)riNco : Uh . . . (Retreating)

tl rÓ : If the blade can't cut, I'll take off my kimono. (Laying her hands on tbc wais tband,)
Is my skin too thick? Shall I take that off, too? How about ir, eh, hairy bcrrr? shpll I

scrape offmy scales for you?
(orNco still retreats inch by incb and, as f unauare of his own actions, raises thc trup.
door to his sboulders and turnbles doun the stairs. oKÓ turns around' in the diretlhtn
oftbe noise, then looks about her Seeing tbe cherryr blossorns arranged in tbe alune nnd
adjusti.ng ber dress, she takes a sprig in ber hand and steadil1 gazes at h, smilingJáintfu,)

":":, *rrrwers):There'snot a breath ofwind, but little chery blossom, you rrcnrble

ocHIsE (Dasbingin, ernbraces oxÓ): oko!
orÓ: Well now. Your lessons over for the day?
ocHrsn: why, you talk as if nothing happened! oko, I hadnt the faintesr idea what to

do. Ve were all huddle d together at the bottom of the scairs, at our wit's end' . . . \ ťcll,
rhank goodness you're through with your bear friend, hm?

orÓ: Just forget about it. I ve got something to show you instead. (Frorn the careful!1

folded ďothes in ller dresser, sbe talees out an undergarrnent. It bas a dappbdkanoko
d'esign on a scarlet and pale blue ground.) once-I can'r remember when-I rnc!
Kiyoha on the way back from Ichikoku Bridge, and she was we aring one .iust likc this,
]Vith her black hair and pure white skin it was a litde on the Ílashy side, but it suitcd
her. She cuc a real figure, she did. eite rhe coquette, I can tell you. oh, I wantcd so
much ro wear somethinglike thar mysel{, but I'd never have looked good in it unlcss
it was maybe a dinner party and I had a dance to perform. So I thoughr I d give it to
you, and I placed an order at the tailor's to make up one in a hurry. They broughr it
over last night. You'll look just righr in it. Go ahead, try it on.



erx r Yittt'rs rny klrl rlnten nren'r youl Mlght el well be, Go alrearl, rrrt lt on over
(rrxÓ áar (t(:}ltíí $awl, pulll ll on, and tidier up lw dppe*unrÍ,, {)(]}llltE.

h,tpptlX, stdn& helirr tltr ulnwt)
trrÓ r lt lrroks goorl t)ll y()u, (,\Llc,r.1/r, lrut thťn nllapsas llz'o ttr:H l $ l{'r /r?, ) L)1(á-
O(:Httit(t ,., 1

orÓl Cnll mc Kltsura1;l. (l,dugbs')

o(:HIsti: l{o ho lro. Madnrnc Katsuragi,

trxÓl Yrru ntltke tnc sound likc n 1rrostittttc. . , , No, Mlilrl Kutsttrngl,

ooHlsti: Mr. Katsuťagi... ,

oxÓ (ImperxtnatinŠ KATsvne<l, embrater <rt:rrlsu): Ycs? Or, rathcr (Morc
yeah? . . . Ok l Lct n'rc spoil you, girl.


