Kanaoka The Painter

(Kanaoka)

Kanaoka

Wife

WIFE    I am the wife of Kanaoka the Painter. More than ten days ago, my husband Kanaoka stepped out of the house and he has not returned home since. Also, I have heard that he has gone mad and wanders about the city in a state of distraction. Today I have decided to go out and find him. (Setting out.) Truly, what a pitiful thing this is for one who is normally a man of integrity. I wonder what it is that has moved his heart to madness. Left in the state he is in, people will most surely talk. In any case, today I intend to find him and bring him back home with me. Well, here I am at Kiyomizu already. I will wait for him right here.

KANAOKA    (Singing and dancing.)

Oh, you rascally urchins,

Tell me what it is you find

To laugh at so raucously.

What is so amusing about

A man who has gone mad?

Is it not to be pitied when a branch

That always appeared most sturdy and impregnable,

Seduced by a passing breeze,

Is forced to drop a single leaf?

Or when on occasion a strong and upright heart

Enters that so regrettable state known as demented,

Becomes so disturbed that it goes completely mad?

      (Speaking.) I say, I say. That woman who passes by in the distance appears desirable only because her face is in the shadow of her umbrella. Huh? Once again they laugh and call me madman. 

      (Singing and dancing.)

Through the city of flowers, wand'ring I go,

My heart leads me along paths of love I know not,

If I would but ask the way, I would not get lost, 

But now paths I know, throw me into confusion.

Love, most cruel Love,

Oh, leave me not suspended, Hanging in mid-aid.

When the wind of love comes toward me.

Filling my sleeves, tangling itself in their folds,

How heavy, they weigh me down,

When the wind of love comes, 

Oh, what a heavy burden.

Once in a spring long past,

I say and fell so much in love,

Never to forget.

A banquet of blossoms,

What a banquet of blossoms!

At Kiyomizu, at Kiyomizu,

Beneath the cherry blossoms,

I met up with some young men,

Once they cajoled me so raucously,

Twice they cajoled me so raucously.

What a woeful state I am in,

How very woeful!

      (He drops to the ground weeping.)

WIFE    Here, here! How vexing, oh, how vexing! Now just what is the meaning of this state you are in?

KANAOKA    Is it you, Wife? For what have you come here?

WIFE    What do you mean for what have I come here?! You have been away from home these more than ten days. Also, I have heard that you have gone mad and that you wander about the city in a state of distraction. It is for this reason I have come out to find you. What is it that has moved your heart to such madness?

KANAOKA    Well, I must say, what useless things you say. As I have not gone mad, you must most certainly not concern yourself with me.

WIFE    You are still talking nonsense! Wandering about the city in this disheveled state, how can you insist you have not gone mad?

KANAOKA    Well then, really, does it show so much? In any case, it will do you no good to hear the cause, so just accept it for what it is.

WIFE    I say, if it is a matter for which my heart can provide no solution, I am ready to go find someone who can, so please relate to me your story.

KANAOKA    If that is the case, indeed, I will relate it to you, but you must promise absolutely that when you hear it, you will not get angry.

WIFE    Why should I get angry? Hurry up and tell me.

KANAOKA    Some time ago, I was ordered to paint pictures for the palace of the Lord, for which I paid a visit there. New sliding doors had been installed all around the Ladies' Parlor, and I was ordered to cover them with paintings of the four seasons. Bowing in agreement, I, Kanaoka, brought together all the secret techniques of painting in color that I had been taught and set to work. Just then a huge crowd of ladies-in-waiting appeared dressed in fine robes, looking for all the world like a bouquet of poppy blossoms, and jostling each other eagerly as they watched me do my painting. They were all so lovely that it was difficult to tell which was more beautiful that the other. And from among them, probably no more than twenty years of age, a great beauty came forward, you see. 

WIFE    What is this?!

KANAOKA    You must absolutely and certainly not get angry.

WIFE    Pay no mind to me and continue with your story.

KANAOKA    And, oh, that face of hers! What sweetness, what delicacy! In comparison, one might speak of hair like a cloud, a face like a flower. China's Lady Li, or Yang Kwefei, that have been highly praised by others, but so far as I am concerned, even the figures of angels painted in pictures are no match at all. Thinking what a beautiful lady she was, I stood dolefully, staring intently at her face, and she on her part, held out toward me a white fan, saying, "Please paint a picture on this for me." My heart was filled with both joy and the weight of determination to fulfill her request. Without a moment's delay, on the front side, I painted all the greenery of autumn, in pale India ink; then on the back side, I painted a whole array of Chinese children playing for her. I was so unable to control myself that when I handed her back her fan, I grabbed her hand and held it tightly in mine. She answered with a scornful but gentle smile. Oh, the beauty of the woman! Whether it be dawn of sunset, whether I am asleep or awake, I cannot forget her. And this is what has driven me to present madness. (He weep.)

WIFE    Oh, how angry, how angry I am! I thought for certain it was something of that sort. Possessing a wife such as myself, how can you be so very wanton?! How can you be so wanton?

KANAOKA    There now, there you see! Though I objected, you insisted that I tell you, and now you have worked yourself into a state of anger.

WIFE    No, it is not that I am angry. First calm your heart and listen to what I have to say. It is well known that all women appear beautiful when they do up their hair and make up their faces. And particularly ladies-in-waiting such as that one, who blacken their teeth, apply white base and rouge, put on long-flowing hair pieces, and dress themselves in fine robes to make them appear other than they really are. And I tell you here and now that if I were to fix myself up in the same style they do, I would not be, in any way, outdone by that woman of yours.

KANAOKA    Oh, no, never! With a face as black as yours, you could spend three days and three nights applying makeup, and still it would be quite impossible even to come near you.

WIFE    If that is the case, I have a fine idea. Since, fortunately, you are a painter of fame throughout the land, why don't you try painting my face in whatever manner suits your fancy?

KANAOKA    You most certainly have a point. I even paint all the greenery of China that I have never so much as seen and make it look like the real thing. And on top of that, I have a most clear mental image of the appearance of that lovely lady. Well then, I will gather all the paints passed down to me from my ancestors and all my brushes to lead me in my attempt to paint your face.

WIFE     That is a fine idea.

KANAOKA    First sit down here on this stool.

WIFE    With all my heart.

KANAOKA    (Singing.)

Truly, a must amusing, cleverly thought out plan,

In a spiral shellfish shell, I dissolve distemper.

WIFE    (Singing.)

Then he brings forth his box of paints and brushes.
KANAOKA    (Singing.)

Now, I will indeed begin painting her face.

(He dances a variation of the dance form called kakeri, during which he paints a white circle with a red dot inside on both cheeks of his wife's face.)
KANAOKA    (Singing and dancing.)

Now, I will indeed begin painting her face once more.

CHORUS    (Singing in accompaniment to the dance.)

Even though he applies thick coats of base white and rouge,

The skin itself is as black as a jungle crow's wing,

Even people viewing from afar laugh out loud.

KANAOKA    (Singing and dancing.)

Hoping against hope there will be a resemblance. 

CHORUS    (Singing in accompaniment to the dance.)

Once again he approaches,

Those lips so soft and inviting,

That sweet and maidenly visage,

He does his best to paint them,

But the face he paints

Looks nothing at all like the lovely face of his darling,

Looks nothing at all like the lovely face of his darling,

Rather it resembles more that of a bewitched fox.

(During the above, KANAOKA paints a stripe of white down his wife's nose and one of red across her chin. But still he finds that she looks no better than before. At the end of the song, he shoves her off her stool.)

WIFE    (Getting up and chasing KANAOKA off.) Oh, how angry, how angry I am.

KANAOKA    Oh, forgive, please forgive me.

WIFE    Oh, how angry, how angry I am.

KANAOKA    Oh, forgive, please forgive me.

WIFE    Oh, how angry, how angry I am.

(Source: Kyogen Shusei, 94-97, Nogaku Shorin, Tokyo, 1974)




