Unsuccessful Sickle Suicide

(Kamabara - Okura Version) 
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WIFE  Hey, you lazy rascal! How hateful you are! I'll beat you to death.

MAN  Oh, forgive me, please, forgive me!

WIFE  How hateful you are! I'll beat you to death!

MAN  Oh, forgive me, please, forgive me!

(The WIFE chases the MAN on wielding at stick to which is tied the sickle. They make a circle of the stage, constantly shouting at each other, until the MAN has retreated to the First Pine on the Bridgeway.) 

MAN  Oh, please, somebody, come out here and help me! Oh, how sad, how sad I am.

ARBITER  Well, I must say, what a pitiful ruckus. 

WIFE  I'll beat you to death and then die myself! 

ARBITER  (Stopping the WIFE.) Oh, here, here! Wait just a moment! What is the matter? 

WIFE  This is nothing for you to get involved in. Just get out of my way. 

MAN  Oh, please grab her and hold her down! 

ARBITER  (To the WIFE.) No, no! Now that I am here, you must stop this foolishness. First tell me what the matter is. 

WIFE  Just listen and I will tell you. That man acts as though the whole world is his home, staying away from the house both night and day, forcing me to even repair the roof when it leaks. Since he just happened to come home today, I asked him to go to the mountain to cut firewood, but he even refuses to do that. Since letting him live would be of no use to no one, I will beat him to death and die myself. So just get out of my way.
MAN  Oh, please stop her. 
ARBITER  No, no. Now that I am here, you must stop this foolishness. I will give him a good scolding, so just leave everything to me. 
WIFE  With all my heart.
ARBITER  Hey, you rascal! 
MAN  I am so very ashamed.
ARBITER  You say you are so very ashamed, but according to what your wife just told me, you act as though the whole world is your home, staying away from the house both night and day, paying no attention whatever to your family affairs and forcing her to even repair the roof when it leaks. On top of that, how can you even refuse to go to the mountain and cut firewood when she asks you?
MAN  That, you see, is the problem. When I go to visit my various patrons who live here and there, they give me a hearty welcome and insist that I stay the night. So my acceptance of their invitations to spend the night is just because I am concerned about the affairs of my family. It is because I must go here and there that upon occasion I am a bit late returning home. And then when I do finally get home, she chases me about as you just saw her doing, so there are times that even when I have a bit of free time, I end up not going home. Today as usual, the minute I got home, she ordered me to go right out to the mountain. It is not that I refused to go, but simply that I wanted to rest a little before I went out again, but she refused to listen to what I said and began chasing me about as you just saw her doing. In any case, since everything will be all right if I go to the mountain, so please give me that stick and sickle. 
ARBITER  Now I have listened to both sides of the story. So you say that you will indeed go to the mountain?
MAN  Most certainly.
ARBITER  If that is the case, I will tell her what you said and get them for you, so please wait right there. 
MAN  With all my heart. 
ARBITER  (To the WIFE.) Here, here. I scolded him soundly and he says he will go to the mountain, so let him have that stick and sickle.
WIFE  You say he says he will go to the mountain? 
ARBITER  Most certainly.
WIFE  Everything will be just fine if only he goes to the mountain, so please give this stick and sickle to him.
ARBITER  With all my heart. (To the MAN.) Here, here. I got this stick and sickle from her for you, so if you go quickly to the mountain, everything will be just fine. 
MAN  I am most grateful for what you have done. I will most certainly go to the mountain. You came out just in the nick of time today and saved my very life for me. If you had not come out here, I was just about to be beaten to death by that woman.
ARBITER  Truly, you were in a dangerous spot. Now listen to me well, Taro. As you and your wife are constantly quarreling, both the neighbors and the people of nearby villages point their fingers at you behind your backs and laugh. I did come out to help you today, but in the future I will not, so prepare your heart for that.
MAN  No matter what happens, we will never quarrel again. 
ARBITER  (To the WIFE.) Here, here. You must be on your way back home quickly.
WIFE  With all my heart. Hey, you lazy rascal! Have you not left for the mountain yet?! 
MAN  Well, I must say, what an impatient woman! I am on my way to the mountain right now. 
ARBITER  (To the WIFE.) Come, come. You must go back home quickly.
WIFE  With all my heart.
(The WIFE and the ARBITER exit.)
MAN  Well, I must say, what a dangerous spot I was in. Somebody really came out just in time. If he had not come out, I was just about to be beaten to death. Now, I must hurry to the mountain. Oh, truly, there are many raucous women in the world, but there could never be another as raucous as my own wife. I have no idea what twist of fate it was that caused me to end up with such a woman. Oh, that's right. Just now Somebody told me that as me and my wife are constantly quarreling, both the neighbors and the people of nearby villages point their fingers at us behind our backs and laugh. And he said that if we quarrel again, he will not come out to help us settle it again. But if someone or other does not come out to help me, I will be beaten to death by that woman next time. To have been born a man and be beaten to death by a woman would be most vexing indeed. Just what am I to do? Oh, I know what I'll do. Every human being must absolutely die once. Rather than being beaten to death by a woman, I will thrown myself into the ditch just down the road and die. But, now that I think a bit more about it, if I were to die by throwing myself into a ditch or a river like a woman or a child, people would laugh at me even more. Just what am I to do? Oh, I know. In a manner becoming to a farmer, I will cut my stomach open with this sickle. That's it, that's it. I have arrived at a very good idea. Truly, for the past several days, I have been thinking about going to the mountain to cut firewood, for which I sharpened this sickle well in preparation, so now instead of cutting firewood, I will cut my own stomach open. Well, I must say, what a simple solution. But since I have never cut my stomach open before, I wonder how I should go about it. In any case, I am certain that it is not such a difficult thing to do. All I need to is start by raising this sickle up high, then stab it into the left side of my stomach in one great thrust, then draw it across, cutting all the way to the right with all my might. Then my entrails will come slithering out, my head will go into a spin, and I will die right on the spot. There, now, there is not the least difficulty in that. This is just how I will do it. But before I do, I may as well announce what I intend doing before I die. Hey, I say, I say! All you neighbors and you people of nearby villages listen well! You are all always laughing at me for getting chased about by my wife day in and day out, are you not? As I, Taro, find this impossible to put up with as a man, in a manner becoming to a farmer, I will cut my stomach open with this sickle. Won't anybody come out and watch me do it? Oh, you say nobody will come out and watch me? What is this? Not a single person will see me do it. Well, I must say, what a wasteful thing to do. I would like to show how bravely I cut my stomach open to somebody or other, but standing here arguing with myself about it like this is nothing but a waste of time. There is nothing else to be done. First, I will strip for work and cut my stomach open with this sickle. That is best. Hey! This is the very final end! (He lifts the sickle and thrusts it toward his stomach.) Yah! Ei! Ow, ouch! Ow, ouch! I felt a pricking sensation. Perhaps the point of the sickle touched my stomach. Haaa. Now that I look, there is no wound. (He laughs.) I will never get my stomach cut open if I keep acting like this. Well, how vexing. What am I to do? Oh, I know what I'll do. If I hook this sickle around my neck from behind like this and pull forward with all my might, my head will simply fall off on the ground in front. And if only my head falls off, I will be dead on the spot. This is how I'll do it. This is a most unusual way to die. I say, I say! Taro has changed his mind a bit and decided to die by cutting his head off with his sickle. As this is an extremely unusual way to die, won't someone or other come out and watch me? Oh, it looks like no one is about. Well, I must say, what a pity. There are always people out and about at this time of day, but today for the first time ever, there is no one at all. It is indeed a shame, but there is nothing to be done about it. In any case, I will cut my head off with this sickle now. Well, I must say, it is difficult to simply pull forward. I will count to three and pull on the third count. Yah! Ei! One! Yah! Ei! Two! On one more count, it will be the very final end! Yah! Ei! (He sits on the ground and laughs.) Well, I must say, how very vexing! No matter how hard I think about pulling, my hand is so cowardly that it refuses to pull. I wonder if there is some way to die that does not use the hands. That's it, that's it! If I set the sickle on the ground sticking up like this, and then run toward it from all the way over there, and fall on the sickle two or three times, I will drop dead on the spot. This is the way I'll do it. This is the true way to run and cut the stomach open. This is the best place to do it. (He places the sickle on the ground, and runs to jump on it, but he stops before he falls on the sickle.) Well, what is this? No matter how hard I think about doing it, my eyes are so cowardly that when they saw the glitter of the sickle's blade, they got so very frightened that there was no way that I could get even near the sickle. Oh, I know, I know! It is because I had my eyes open. This time, I will close my eyes and try again. Yah! (He laughs.) Well, I must say, what a disgrace. No matter how hard I think about doing it, as soon as they felt that I was near the sickle, my eyes opened wide and stopped me. At this rate, I will never be able to die. And it looks like I have run out of ideas. Oh, that's it, that's it. I have been most foolish. Since no one is here to watch, if only I agree, there is no need for me to die. Well, well, what a dangerous spot I was in. (He ties his sickle back on to his stick and puts  the stick over his shoulder.) I say, I say! Isn't there anybody ready to go to the mountain. If anybody is going, let us travel together. Oh, I hear my wife's voice (He unties the sickle from the stick again and strips off one sleeve as before. The WIFE appears and begins speaking at this point, overlapping TARO's dialogue that follows.) Hey, Taro it going to cut his stomach open! This is the very final end!
WIFE  (To someone off stage.) I say, I say. It that true?! Is it a fact?! Is it for certain?! Well, I must say, how very vexing! (To the MAN.) Here now, what are you up to? Please change your mind and stop.
MAN  Hey, hey! Who comes here?! 
WIFE  It is me, it is me! 
MAN  Is the one who says it is me, you, my wife?! 
WIFE  Most certainly. It is me, your wife. First tell me just what you are up to. 
MAN  Did you come to watch me cut my stomach open? Get out of the way. I am going to cut my entrails out. 
WIFE  Oh, how sad I am. It was me who was in the wrong in all things. I humbly beg you to change your mind and stop.
MAN  You, listen to me well. As you chase me about time after time, all the neighbors and the people of the nearby villages point their fingers at us behind our back and laugh. And as this is unseemly for Taro as a man, I have already made up my mind, so take your hands off me, for now I will cut well for you to see.
WIFE  From now on I will never more fuss at you, so please change your mind and stop. 
MAN  You say this now, but as soon as we get back home, you will just start harrying me once more. No matter what, I must cut my stomach open.
WIFE  So you say your cannot change your mind?
MAN  For what should I change my mind?
WIFE  In that case, give me a divorce.
MAN  And for what reason? 
WIFE  After you cut your stomach open, how could I possibly go on living. I will throw myself into a ditch or a river and die.
MAN  What's that? You say you will throw yourself into a ditch or a river and die?
WIFE  Most certainly. 
MAN  Hmmmm. Well, I must say, what a pitiful thing to do. If that is the case, I am not entirely adverse to changing my mind, but are you certain that you will never more harry me?
WIFE  Why, but of course, if you will but change your mind for me, I will most certainly never more harry you.
MAN  Ei! If that is the case, I will change my mind for you.
WIFE  I say, I say. How happy I am. I am greatly relieved at that.
MAN  Now, since my life has been saved by an act of heaven, I will likely live a long life. 
WIFE  I am certain it will be long indeed.
MAN  Five hundred eighty years. 
WIFE  And even seven times that.
MAN  What a felicitous thing that is. Come with me, oh, come with me. 
WIFE  With all my heart, with all my heart. 
The following "chase off" ending is also available. 
MAN  What's that? You say you will throw yourself into a ditch or a river and die?
WIFE  Most certainly. 
MAN  It that true?
WIFE  It is true. 
MAN  Is it a fact?
WIFE  It is a true fact.
MAN  Well, I must say, you speak bravely like a mature man. If that is the case, I have a good solution to propose. 
WIFE  And just what might it be?
MAN  The fact of the matter is that as I was also quite ashamed, I decided to cut my stomach open with the sickle, and I tried to do it many ways, but as I am such a coward, I was unable to make the cut, so since you speak so bravely in my place, if someone must die, please take my place and cut your stomach open with this sickle. (Thrusting the sickle toward the WIFE.)
WIFE  I say! How angry, how angry I am. (The MAN starts to sneak away.) You lazy rascal! Where do you think you're going? (She chases him off.) I'll catch you yet, I'll catch you yet. 
MAN  Oh, forgive me, please forgive me! 
WIFE  I'll catch you yet, I'll catch you yet! 
MAN  Oh, forgive me, please forgive me! 
WIFE  I'll catch you yet, I'll catch you yet!
(Source: No Kyogen, 320-328, Iwanami Shoten, Tokyo, 1943)



