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Playwright’s notes 
 

Although artistic interpretation I leave in the hands of the Director I would like to comment on a few 
things. 
 
I am aware that there are some technical aspects of this play that may prove difficult for some companies 
(use of film, screen, film clips) and I leave it to the interpretative skills of the Director as to how they 
portray this information. 
Obviously the play could be done without the screens/film clips but if this is considered so I wish to bring 
the following to mind: 
 
 The use of Kabuki traditions and interpretations were very important to me in the writing of this play and 
must be adhered to: 

• The Hanamichi (flower path) effect of the long walks in the beginnings of both acts. 
• Figures in black representing the “unseen” in Kabuki. D2 and D3 could be interpreted in some 

scenes (according to the Director’s discretion) as the unseen. 
• Aunty being played by a male as the Onnegata (male playing female) in the Kabuki tradition 
• Some of the scenes are far from realistic. In keeping with the Danmari (pantomime) of Kabuki, the 

scenes involving D1, D2 and D3 should be viewed as Danmari. 
• The relationship between Richard and Takami can be seen on many levels: 

1. An older western man searching for identity 
2. Takami seeking her Danna (age is not a factor) 
3. The conflict that still exists in many young Japanese women: Giri ninjo, the conflict 

between love and duty 
 
 

At the end of the play there is a Japanese Dictionary so the reader can be aided with the Japanese dialogue 
within the play. 
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Cast. 
 
 

Richard. An Australian of indeterminate age 
 

Takami.  A Japanese Geisha. Just finishing her apprenticeship. 
Tania. Doubles with Takami. A nurse. 

Also plays Female figure. 
 

Aunty.  A former Geisha who owns and runs the Okiya which is Takami’s home. 
 

D1, D2 and D3. Males who appear on and off screen in both Acts One and Two. 
D1 doubles as Aunty. 

 
 

Act one 
Scene one. 

 
(The set for this act is a symbolic, stylised corner section of a traditional Japanese building and small 

fence. 
The location is Gion, Japan. 

The set symbolises the Okiya (building) from which some characters enter and exit and  
others convey their story. 

 
There is large screen at the rear of the stage and smaller screens either on one or both sides. 

 
The side screens show traditional Japanese houses from the outset. 

 
At about 10 minutes prior to the performance starting the rear screen starts projecting 

 a far away image of Takami as she walks directly towards the audience. She is dressed in traditional 
Geisha kimono and traditional make-up. She is looking directly into the camera.  

Her expression does not change as she gets closer and closer. There is no emotion. Eventually her face 
dominates the screen. 

 
This image remains as another slide is shown) 

 
Geisha (n): An attractive Japanese artisan accomplished in the arts of music, dance, story telling 

and the ancient tea ceremony. Witty and charming. 
 

(The slide fades to reveal Richard. 
(Followed by a second slide) 

 
Australian male tourist (n): Nothing like the above 

 
Light concentration on Takami. 

 
 
 

( Slide) 
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1936. Eastern Japan. Buddhist monk sits in meditation for ten years. Diet of 
fruits and grains. Emerges to national acclaim. For the rest of her life teaches a 
spiritual pathway. 
 

(Light concentration on Richard. 
 

Slide) 
 
Australia. Young man seeks a meditative life on an off shore island. Diet of scorn 

and criticism from most of the country. Emerges to national belief that he is a 
post Nimbin hippy whom most believe is addicted to drugs. Can’t understand 

what all the fuss was about and for the rest of his life does the usual thing: 
 

(D1, D2 and D3 are seen.  
Depending on the Director’s discretion they may be on a high wire, 

trapeze, low wire or the like. 
Danmari is imperative) 

 
 

D2:             Gets married. 
 
D3:             Gets frustrated. 
 
D2:             Gets pissed. 
 
Together:  Really pissed 
 
D2:             Gets a bit on the side. 
 
D3:             And basically disappears up his fundamental orifice whilst trying to find the  
                    meaning of 
 
D3:             All of 
 
D2:             The above. 
 
D1:             Drum roll! (performed by D2 and D3) And that my friends basically sums up the  
                   next 2  hours. 
 
D2:            Which basically means we could all go home now. 
 
D1:             Except we would miss the fool. Or is that foolhardy? 

 
(Richard is seen) 

D2:             Foolhardy. As in. 
 
D3:              Laurel and Hardy? 
 
D2:              Thomas Hardy? 
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D3:               Hardy Kruger? 
 
D2:               Maude Hardy. 
 
D3:               Maude? 
 
D2:               Introduction to mathematics teacher. Dubbo(or wherever) Primary. ’59 to ’63. 
 
D3:               Hardly. What we have just witnessed, a reckless act? 

 
D1:          Imprudent. Impulsive. Profligate. 
 
D2:          Rash? 
 
D3:       Not now. Not after the ointment. 
 
D1:      Decadent. 
 
D3:      What the ointment came in. 
 
D2:     Don’t you mean decanter? 
 
D3:    There’s a difference? 
 
D2:    Is there? 
 
D1:    Only in the diversity. The variation and dissimilarity. 
 
D2:    Glad you cleared that up. 
 
D3:    Glad the rash cleared up. 

 
(As D1, D2 and D3 disappear the original photo of Takami  

takes up the screen.) 
 

Richard:  The photo I have is all. Kimono, make up and a fixed glare that made you oblivious 
to all who watched you. All who stared. All who wondered. Who wished to plunder but could 
only look on. Asunder. 
I look at that photo often. Even after all this time. Even after all this time I remember. 
But the sadness is that you haven’t given it or me a second thought. 
And why should you? I was but another gaijin who stood and looked for too long. 
Baka! Baka! Wakarimashita ka? 
 

(D2 is seen) 
 

D2:             This is Australia. We’re not into all that eastern mystic hoo hah where you look at    
                   your navel until your brain goes soft. Most of us haven’t been able to see our navels  
                   for some time but that’s the Australian way.   

 Can’t understand all this interest in the Japos. Bloody hell, we decided to shoot the                
little yellow buggers years ago and now here we are learning the language. 
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Itchi, ni. I’ll give you itchy knee. I don’t care care if it’s itchy knee or the battle of 
wounded knee it’s all about culture. 
 
I know that a monk bloke sat in a cave for years until he was enlightened. What I 
don’t understand is the big deal. So what! What’s good for the goose is sauce for the 
chicken. It’s all slings and roustabouts.  

 
Forget the cave. Come with me to Ulverstone (or local) RSL if you want to hear 
about culture. A mate of mine, well actually a mate of the whole bloody RSL, 
probably a mate of the whole country if this story ever got out, was having a few 
with a bunch of mates in the sanctification of the club lounge when at some stage 
during the night one of his mates realised he wasn’t moving. He probably realised 
this because it was actually this blokes shout but instead of doing a count and 
heading towards the bar this bloke, the bloke in the story, was actually leaning back 
against the wall. Not moving. Well actually not breathing either.  
 

“Is he dead?” Asked one. 
“Deader than the brain of our Prime Minister” came a reply. 
“Which is very bloody dead” stated another. 
“A bit of respect please” I retorted 
“For who, the PM or the stiff?” asked another. 
 

The point of the story, the sanctification bit I mentioned before, is that he died 
before he finished his beer! 
That’s culture. That’s dedication. Not to mention waste of a good beer.  

 
(General exit. 

We see Richard) 
 

Richard:  Watashi wa Richard des. Dozo yoroshiku. 
 

This small street in Gion, namely Moriyami, tends to stretch into oblivion and would perhaps 
be more suited to grease rings in the bath and farting in bed. But it was here by this, 
nothingness, that a man, a common or garden man was found. Was found daily. Was found 
wanting. Was found waiting. Staring. Glaring. Hopefully sharing. Falling in and out of love 
and sensibility. 
And Susceptibility.  
And Sensitivity. 

 
Someone once said that two things in this life are a certainty: infinity and mans intelligence 
and that they were not quite sure about the second one. If consistency kicks in at all there 
should be something guaranteed.  
Some sign that at least gives us the faintest hope that all will be well. 

 
 

(We see a Female figure. Dressed in black) 
 

Female:     Dear Richard, we received your e mail.  Small mercies lead me to believe that I’m 
glad you found an internet café.  I wonder where you’re staying? We thought you would be in 
a hotel but sliding paper screens which guarantee you the enjoyment of hearing the people in 
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the next room making love without the actual thrill of participating or watching doesn’t exactly 
sound like the Hilton. Kids were so thrilled to read that Richard. Unfortunately before I did. 
They feel abandoned, Richard. We all do. 
 

(Female figure exits.) 
 
Richard:  I cannot begin to describe but do recall the sounds of abandonment. Of being left. 
Or right. 
 
The sound memory jangles. Or jingles. 
 
Am I a jingle, a swish, a reverberation? Or merely a noise? 
I want to be a jingle. Oh please God let me be a jingle. 
 
Let me play hopscotch with you 
I’ll be good the whole game through 
But you’re a boy and I’m a girl 
And that’s why I want to play hopscotch. 

 
Hajimamashite is hello. O genki deska is sort of the same but sort of includes how are you. If 
you sort of know what I mean. Obviously I’m some sort of expert on the subject. Once you 
meet someone and say hajimamashite you don’t normally say that to him or her again as you 
have already met them. 
This of course begs the question as to what you would say if the him or her I have just referred 
to didn’t actually answer you. Didn’t reply. Do you risk another hajimamashite and the fear of 
breaking all Japanese customs or do you just say it knowing that if you have dented 
Japanese/Western relations they will probably just give you one of their extremely sweet but so 
bloody frustrating smiles accompanied by the equally frustrating bow and think to themselves 
‘he is only a gaijin, he doesn’t know better’. They’re probably right. I mean I would expect 
them to know a little more about Japanese customs than I do. 
 
For example tea.      

 
I remember, Edith, an aged Aunt of mine, mind you I was all of six or seven so she could have 
been as old as thirty to these young eyes, but to her tea was doilies, raucous laughter and 
lamingtons which left indescribably horrible lumps of coconut around her crimson lips which 
were then transferred to me as she kissed and said that I was “ a future breaker of hearts”, 
declaring as well that she could feel my willy rising as she kissed and fondled me. I thought 
she meant my gorge rising as each episode made me want to vomit. 

 
This was not elegant. Not refined. Not steeped in history. As is tea. Steeped. In Japan. 

 
(Fade lights.  

A Shamisan is heard. On the rear screen we see Takami playing. The side screens show three 
Japanese businessmen (D1, D2 and D3) enjoying a traditional tea ceremony. 

 
Music and screens fade and we see Takami. 

She bows long, gently and slow) 
 

Act one 
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Scene two. 
 

Takami:    Watashi wa Takami des. Dozo yoroshiku. 
 

Konnichiwa utsukushi Geisha. Dareka o o-machi desu ka? Of course I am waiting. I am 
waiting for my mizuage. I am waiting for my life to begin and for the full moon to talk with 
me. I am waiting for the rain to wash away the pain and for someone to tell me that it doesn’t 
always have to be like this.  
I am waiting for someone to tell me that I don’t have to be Japanese yet point out the 
importance of being so. Japanese. 
I am waiting for someone to tell me that I can live at Kinkakuji.  
I would like to say that I am waiting for my danna but I don’t know if anyone is interested or if 
I will ever have one.  
At this point in time I have only been aware of one man, a permanently drunken Japanese 
businessman who I believe initially asked of my name and then mispronounced it every time 
he spoke of or to me.  I have never known such versions of Takami. From Tamaki to Tashimi 
to, on one very drunken occasion something that resembled Tomato. I had to stop from 
laughing. But we are used to hiding our mouths behind our hands. We are used to seeing that 
people don’t see.  
I believe he was very interested in me. Or as Aunty put it in her usual Japanese way “He is 
very interesting in you”. I knew what she meant but we Geisha have a remarkable talent for not 
knowing. Or not showing that we know. 
“He is not interesting Aunty. On the contrary he is a loud, smelly and unattractive drunkard. He 
may be interested in me but I have yet to meet or see a man who acts, talks and smells as he 
does who is interesting.” 
“You never find a danna” she lamented. “With that attitude no one will want love to you”. 
“I hope to one day find a danna dearest Aunty. Or I hope that one finds me. I will offer him the 
world”. 
 
If I show you the world will you want to change it? 
If I show you me, what then, my love? 
 
I have spoken of the one man. That one drunkard as the one man but there had been another. 
Unusual. Unattractive. Far too old. Gaijin. But in some okashii way I had to listen. 
 

(Lights on Richard.) 
 

Richard:    Konichiwa utukushi Geisha.  Dareka o o-machi desu ka? 
 Little did she know that I had been observing her for days. 
 

Takami:     Little did he know that I have seen him observing me for days. 
 

Richard:     She was probably surprised when I spoke her native tongue. Konichiwa utukushi Geisha.      
      Dareka o o-machi desu ka? Hello beautiful Geisha. Are you waiting for someone? 

 
Takami:      Not if they speak Japanese like that. 

 
Richard:      Koko ni chusha shitemo ii desu ka? 

 
Takami:       Can you park here?!  
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. 
Richard:       She’s obviously thinking about it. Chushoku wa fukumare, God I hate some of these 
                      sounds, fukumare teimasu ka? 
 
Takami:        Is lunch included? Ikimasu. Ikimasu. I’m leaving.  
 
Richard:      Tomeru. Onegaishimasu. Tomeru. 

 
(Takami stops) 

 
Richard:      I have also studied the languages of German, French, Russian and Hebrew. I just couldn’t   
                      speak them. 

I was offered the job as Ambassador to Chile but thought it too cold to live there.  
I lived in Turkey but found it foul. 
Yes that was another pathetic attempt at humour as this is a pathetic attempt to have you stay. 

                      Well if not to stay then to listen. But how can you stay if you don’t?  Don’t listen. 
                       

(Aunty appears.) 
 

My audience has doubled. I must be doing something right. 
 
I cannot dance or sing so if you are expecting The Boy From Oz I have to say I aint no Hugh 
Jackman. 
 
Yes they obviously understood that. 
 
Teach me the ancient Japanese art of tea making. In other words, you busk and I will watch.  
 
It will be very different from Australia’s traditional ways. Chucking a handful of leaves in a 
can and whirling it around your head.  
In the Australian bush there’s plenty of space to do that. 
Here in downtown Gion you would probably take out a few other Geisha and the odd tourist. 
 
I have an idea that you don’t have a problem with taking out the odd tourist.  
 

(Aunty sits with Takami as in teacher and pupil) 
 

 
         Aunty: 

                       Many years ago, a young Hiroshima woman left her home to venture out to seek someone   
                        who would make her the happiest woman in Japan.     

 
The young woman had many sisters and brothers in a hard working but quite poor family 
and she prayed to her Kami for guidance. The Gods replied that she must leave to find her 
destiny or that destiny would find her. This frightened her because she knew that if she left 
her family they would miss her contribution to the household. They would also grieve for 
the sister and daughter they had lost. So she stayed and Kami spoke no more. Months later 
she travelled to Kobe to purchase more cloth to make the family’s clothes and while she 
was away a bomb was dropped and her family was killed. 
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