M. BUTTERFLY

ACT ONE

ScCENE 1

M. Gallimard’s prison cell. Paris, 1988.

Lights fade up to reveal Rene Gallimard, 65, in a
prison cell. He wears a comfortable bathrobe, and looks
old and tired. The sparsely furnished cell contains a
wooden crate upon which sits a hot plate with a keitle, and
a portable tape recorder. Gallimard sits on the crate star-
ing at the recorder, a sad smile on his face.

Upstage Song, who appears as a beautiful woman in
traditional Chinese garb, dances a traditional piece from
the Peking Opera, surrounded by the percussive clatter of
Chinese mus:c.

Then, slowly, lights and sound cross-fade; the Chinese
opera music dissolves into a Western opera, the ““Love
Duet” from Puccini’s Madame Butterfly.* Song con-
tinues dancing, now to the Western accompaniment.
Though her movements are the same, the difference in
music now gives them a balletic qualuty.

Gallimard rises, and turns U.S. towards the figure of
Song, who dances without acknowledging him.

GALLIMARD. Butterfly, Butterfly . . . (He forces himself
to turn away, as the image of Song fades out, and talks to us.) The
limits of my cell are as such: four-and-a-halt meters by five.

- There’s one window aga

inst the far wall; a door, very strong,

to protect me from autograph hounds. I'm responsible for

* See Special Note on Copyright page
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table.
When I want to eat, I'm marched off to the dining room

—hot, steaming slop appears on my plate. When I want ¢,
sleep, the light bulb turns itself off — the work of fajries It's
an enchanted space I occupy. The French — we know ht;w to
run a prison.

But, to be honest, I'm not treated like an ordinary pris-
oner. Why? Because I'm a celebrity. You see, I make people
laugh.

Ignever dreamed this day would arrive. I've never been
considered witty or clever. In fact, as a young boy, in an
informal poll among my grammar school classmates, I was
voted ‘‘least likely to be invited to a party.” It’s a title I
managed to hold onto for many years. Despite some stiff
competition.

But now, how the tables turn! Look at me: the life of every
social function in Paris. Paris? Why be modest? My fame has

spread to Amsterdam, London, New York. Listen to the-rp!
In the world’s smartest parlors. I'm the one who lifts their
spirits! (With a flourish, Gallimard directs our attention to an-

other part of the stage.)

SCENE 2

A party. 1988.

Lights go up on a chic-looking parlo
dressedtrio, two men and one woman, ma
Gallimard also remains lit; he observesthem from

r, where a well-

ke conversation.
his cell.

WOMAN. And what of Gallimard?

MAN 1. Gallimard?

MAN 2. Gallimard!

GALLIMARD. (To us.) You see? They're all
say my name, as if it were some new dance.
WOMAN. He still claims not to believe the truth.
MAN 1. What? Still? Even since the trial?
WOMAN. Yes. Isn't it mad?

determine
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d to

MAN 2. (Laughing.) He sa !
: ys . . . it wasdark .
was very modest! (The trio break into laughte:'.)

MAN 1. So— what? He never to '
2 uched her with his ha ds?
MAN 2. Perhaps‘he did, and simply misidentified the eqr:xip-
%%];4 ﬁ Ncorrilﬁpellmg case for sex education in the schools
- 10 protect the National Security — -
can’t argue with that. ety he Church

MAN 1. That’s impossible! How could he not k
MAN 2. Simple ignorance. oot

MAN 1. For twenty years? -
MAN 2. Time flies when you're being stupid.
WOMAN. Well, I thought the French were ladies’ men.

MAN 2. It seems Monsieur Gallimard was overly anxious to
live up to his national reputation.

WOMAN. Well, he’s not very good-looking.

MAN 1. No, he’s not.

MAN 2. Certainly not.

WOMAN. Actually, I feel sorry for him.

MAN 2. A toast! To Monsieur Gallimard!

WOMAN. Yes! to Gallimard!

MAN 1. To Gallimard!

MAN 2. Vive la différence! (They toast, laughing. Lights doun
on them.)

. and she

SCENE 3
M. Gallimard’s cell.

GALLIMARD. (Smiling.) You see? They toast me. I’'ve be-
come patron saint of the socially inept. Can they really be so
foolish? Men like that—they should be scratching at my
door, begging to learn my secrets! For I, Rene Gallimard,
you see, I have known, and been loved by . . . the Perfect
Woman.

Alone in this cell, I sit night after night, watching our story
play through my head, always searching for a new ending,

one which redeems my honor, where she returnsat last tomy

arms. And I imagine you — my ideal audience — who come
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ven, perhaps just a little, to envy me, (4,
" undir;zij;nifarder?gverehe house speakers, we hear(the
tums;;: phrases of Madame Butterfly.) }n order for you to
3;:legersgtand what I did and why, I must introduce you to my
favorite opera: Madame Bt{tterﬂ)]. By Giacomo Puccini. First
~oduced at La Scala, Milan, in 1904, it 1S now b?]oved
lt)hrc»ughc:)ut; the Western world. (As- Gallimard descnlfes the
opera, the tape segues in and out to sgctzons he may be descnbing,)
And why not? Its heroine, Cio-Cio-San, also known as But-
terfly, 1s a feminine ideal, beautitul and. braye. And its hero,
the man for whom she gives up everything, is— (He pulls out
a naval officer’s cap from under his crate, pops it on his fwad, and
struts about.)— not very good-looking, not too bright, and
pretty much a wimp: Benjamin Frapklm Pinkerton of the
U.S. Navy. As the curtain rises, he’s just closed on two great
bargains: one on a house, the other on a woman —call it a
package deal. | el B oo
Pinkerton purchased the rights to Butterily tor
hundred yen—in modern currency, equivalent to
about . . . siXty-six cents. }S)O,Ahe’s feeling p;:ittz rﬁm
ith himself as Sharpless, the American consul, '
:;igess the marriagSZM arc, wearing an official cap to designate
Sharpless, Enters and éla%s_ ti;e char?cter.)
ARPLESS/MARC. Pinkerton! - o
?’lilN KERTOIN{/ GALLIMARD. Sharpless! How st }!at‘ngn(?i
It’s a great day, just great. Between my house, my wiic, ?:st
the rickshaw ride in from town, I've saved nineteen centsj
this morning. L
SHARPLESgS. Wonderful. I can see the inscription ;);1 );Z:;;
tombstone already: “‘I saved a dollar, here I lie. (He
around.) Nice house. _ __
PINKE}(TON. It’s artistic. Artistic, don’t you thl?;;:::g
the way the shoji screens slide open to reveal the we ing the
disco mirror ball? Classy, huh? Great for impress
chicks. ' _
SHARPLESS. ““Chicks”’? Pinkerton, you're gom
martied man!
PINKERTON. Well, sort of.
SHARPLESS. What do you mean?

g tobed
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PINKERTON. This country — Sharpless, it is okay. You
got all these geisha girls running around —
SHARPLESS. I know! I live herel

PINKERTON. Then, you know the

sphit for one month, it's annulled!

SHARPLESS. Leave it to you to read the fine print. Who's
the lucky girl?

PINKERTON. Cio-Cio-San. Her friend

Sharpless, she eats out of my hand!
SHARPLESS. She’s probabl

y very hungry.
PINKERTON. Not like American girls. It’s true what they

say about Oriental girls. They want to be treated bad!
SHARPLESS. Oh, pleasel

PINKERTON. It’s truel

marriage laws, right? 1

s call her Butterfly.

PINKERTON. Huh? Whegc?
SHARPLESS. Home!

PINKERTON. You mean, America? Are
you see her trying to buy rice in St. Louis?
SHARPLESS. So, you're not serious. (Pause.)

PI'NKERTON /GALLIMARD. (as Pinkerton)Consul, Iama
sailor in port. (As Gallimard.) They then proceed to sing the
tamous duet, “The Whole World Over.” (The duet plays on
the speakers. Gallimard, as Pinkerton lip-syncs his lines from the

you crazy? Can




SCENE 4

Ecole Nationale, Aix-en-Provence. 1947,

GALLIMARD. No, Marc, I think I'd rather stay home.

MARC. Are you crazy?! We are going to Dad’s condo in
Marseille! You know what happened last time?

GALLIMARD. Of course I do.

MARC. Of course you don’t! You never know . . . They
stripped, Rene! -
GALLIMARD. Who stripped?

MARC. The girls!

GALLIMARD. Girls? Who said anything about girls?
MARC. Rene, we're a buncha university guys goin’ up to the
woods. What are we gonna do— talk philosophy?
GALLIMARD. What girls? Where do you get them?
MARC. Who cares? The point is, they come. On trucks.

Packed in like sardines. The back flips open, babes hop out,
we're ready to roll.

GALLIMARD. You mean, they just—? ,
MARC. Before you know it, every last one of them —they're
stripped and splashing around my pool. There’s no moon
out, they can’t see what's going on, their boobs are flapping;
right? You close your eyes, reach out —it’s grab bag, get it?
Doesn’t matter whose ass is between whose legs, whose teeth
are sinking into who. You're just in there, going at 1t eyes
closed, on and on for as long as you can stand. (Pause.) Some
fun, huh?

GALLIMARD. What happens in the morning? .
MARC. In the morning, you’re ready to talk some philoso-
phy. (Beat.) So how ’bout it? ' , o
GALLIMARD. Marc, I can’t . . . I’m afraid they I} say 1
—the girls. So I never ask. don't
MARC. You don't have to ask! That’s the beauty —¢% |
you see? They don't have to say yes. It’s perfect for 2 gy

GALLIMARD. You me late’
: go ahead . . . I may come s
MARC. Hey, Rene —it doesn’t matter that you're A

MzthC.JVImP. (Ma;‘c walks over to the other side of
ana staris waving and smiling at women in the audience.
GALLIMARD. (7o us.) We now return to my versi)on of
Madame Butterflyand the events leading to my recent convic-
tion for treason. (Gallimard notices Marc making lewd gestures.)
Marc, what are you doing?

MARC. Huh? (Sotto voce.) Rene, there're a lotta great babes

out there. They’re probably lookin’ at me and thinkin
“What a dangerous guy.” . .

GALLIMARD. Yes—how could they help but be im-

pressed by your cool sophistication? (Gallimard pops the

Sharpless cap on Marc’s head, and points him offstage, Marc
Exits, leering.)

the stage,

SCENE b

M. Gallimard’s cell.

GALLIMARD. Next, Butterfly makes her entrance. We
learn her age —fifteen . . . but very mature for her years.
(Lights come up on the area where we saw Song dancing at the top
of the play. She appears there again, now dressed as Madame
Butterfly, moving to the “Love Duet.”’ Gallimard turns v.s.
siightly to watch, transfixed.) But as she glides past him, beauti-
tul, laughing softly behind her fan, don’t we who are men
sigh with hope? We, who are not handsome, nor brave, nor
powertul, yet somehow believe, like Pinkerton, that we de-
serve a Butterfly. She arrives with all her possessions in the
folds of her sleeves, lays them all out, for her man to do with
as he pleases. Even her life itself —she bows her head as she
whispers that she’s not even worth the hundred yen he paid
for her. He's already given too much, when we know he’s
really had to give nothing at all. (Music and lights on Song out.
Gallimard sits at his crate.) In real life, women who put their
total worth at less than sixty-six cents are quite hard to find.
The closest we come is in the pages of these magazines. (He
reaches into his crate, pulls out a stack of girlie magazines, and
begins flipping through them.) Quite a necessity in prison. For
three or four dollars, you get seven or eight women.
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_ e magazines at my uncle’s house.

| farst dlsc:;g;egf tl\:reesive. T%lae first time I saw them in his
One day, a$ 1l lined up— my body shook. Not with lust —
closet .1 sower. Here were women—a shelfful —who
:gulzldo gtoactly as | wanted. (The “Love Duet” creepsin over
the speakers. Special comesup, revealing, not Song this time, buta
pinup girl in a sexy negligee, her back to us. Gallimard turns u.s.

and looks at her.) |
GIRL. I know you're watching me.

GALLIMARD. My throat . . . it’s dry.
GIRL. I leave my blinds open every night before I go to bed.

GALLIMARD. I can't move. '
GIRL. Ileave my blinds open and the lights on.

GALLIMARD. I'm shaking. My skin is hot, but my penis is
soft. Why? |

GIRL. I'stand in front of the window.

GALLIMARD. What is she going to do?

GIRL. I toss my hair, and I let my hps part . . . barely.
GALLIMARD. I shouldn’t be seeing this. It’sso dirty. I'mso
bad.

GIRL. Then, slowly, I lift off my nightdress.
GALLIMARD. Oh, god. I can’t believe it. I can’t —
GIRL. I toss it to the ground. .
GALLIMARD. Now, she’s going to walk away. She’s going
to—

GIRL. I stand there, in the light, displaying myself.
GALLIMARD. No. She’s— why is she naked?

GIRL. To you.

GALLIMARD. In front of a window? This is wrong. No—
GIRL. Without shame.

GALLIMARD. No, she must . . . like it.
GIRL. 1 like 1t.
GALLIMARD. She . . . she wants me to see.

GIRL. I want you to see.

GALLIMARD. I can’t believe it! She’s getting excited!

GIRL. I can't see you. You can do whatever you want.
GALLIMARD. I can’t do a thing. Why?

GIRL. What would you like me to do . . . next? (Lights go

down on her. Music off. Silence, as Gallimard puts away hs
magazines. Then he resumes talking to us.)
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GALLIMARD. Act Two begins with Butterfly staring at the
ocean. _Pm!(erton’s been called back to the U.S., and he’s
given his wife a detailed schedule of his plans. In the column
marked “‘return date,” he’s written *‘when the robins nest.”’

Thus failed to ignite her suspicions. Now, three years have
passed without a peep from him. Which brings a response
from her faithful servant, Suzuki. (Comrade Chin enters, play-
ing Suzuk:.)

SUZUKI. Girl, he’s a loser. What’d he ever give you? Nine-
teen cents and those ugly Day-Glo stockings? Look, it’s fin-
ished! Kaput! Done! And you should be glad! I mean, the guy
was a woofer! He tried before, you know —before he met

you, he went down to geisha central and plunked down his
spare change in front of the usual candidates —everyone
else gagged! These are hungry prostitutes, and they were not
interested, get the picture? Now, stop slathering when an
American ship sails in, and let’s make some bucks — I mean,
yen! We are broke!

Now, what about Yamadori? Hey, hey —don’t look away
—the man is a prince — figuratively, and, what’s even bet-
ter, literally. He’s rich, he’s handsome, he says he’ll die if you
don’t marry him—and he’s even willing to overlook the
little fact that you’ve been deflowered all over the place by a
foreign devil. What do you mean, “But he’s Japanese?”
What do you think you are? You think you’ve been touched

by the whitey god? He was a sailor with dirty hands! (Suzuk
stalks offstage.)

GALLIMARD. She’s also visited by Consul Sharpless, sent
by Pinkerton on a minor errand. (Marc enters, as Sharpless.)

SHARPLESS. 1 hate this job.

GALLIMARD. This Pinkerton —he doesn’t show up per-
sonally to tell his wife he’s abandoning her. No, he sends a
government diplomat . . . at taxpayer’s expense.
SHARPLESS. Butterfly? Butterfly? I have some bad—I'm
going to be ill. Butterfly, I came to tell you —
GALLIMARD. Butterfly says she knows he’ll return and if
he doesn’t she'll kill herself rather than go back to her own

people. (Beat.) This causes a lull in the conversation.
SHARPLESS. Let’s put it this way . . .
GALLIMARD. Butterfly runs into the next room, and re-
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turns holding — (Sound cue: a baby crying. Sharplegs, “Seeing"
this, backs away.) ng
SHARPLESS. Well, good. Happy to see things going so well
I suppose I'll be going now. Tata. Ciao. (He turnsaway, Souné
cue out.) I hate this job. (He exits.)

GALLIMARD. At that moment, Butterfly spots in the hay.
bor an American ship — the Abramo Lincoln!(Music cue: T},
Flower Duet.”’ Song, still dressed as Butterfly, changes into 4
wedding kimono, moving to the music.) This is the moment tha
redeems her years of waiting. With Suzuki’s help, they cover
the room with flowers— (Chin, as Suzuki, trudgesonstageand
drops a lone flower without much enthusiasm.)—and she
changes into her wedding dress to prepare for Pinkerton’s
arrival. (Suzuki helps Butterfly change. Helga Enters, and helps
Gallimard changeinto a tuxedo.) 1 married a woman older than

myself — Helga.

HELGA. My father was ambassador to Australia. I grew up
among criminals and kangaroos.

GALLIMARD. Hearing that brought me to the altar—
(Helga exits.)— where 1 took a vow renouncing love. No fan-
tasy woman would ever want me, so, yes, I would settle fora
quick leap up the career ladder. Passion, I banish, and inits
place — practicality! _ '

But my vows had long since lost their charm by the time we
arrived in China. The sad truth is that all men want a beauti-
ful woman, and the uglier the man, the greater the want.
(Suzuki makes final adjustments of Butterfly's costume, S does
Gallimard of his tuxedo.) I married late, at age thirty-one. Ihm
faithful to my marriage for eight years. Until the day W]O?;E
as a junior-level diplomat in puritanical Peking, ina par ‘a
the German ambassador’s house, during the R“-“E“d; h
Hundred Flowers,” I first saw her . . . singing the

scene from Madame Butterfly. (Suzuks runs offstage.)

SCENE b

German ambassador’s house. Beijing. 1 960. . Severdl
The u.s. special area now becomes & stage-

chairs face U.S., representing seating for O™
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twent)

guests in the parlor. A few “‘diplomats” — Renee, Marc,
Toulon—in formal dress Enter and take seats.
Gallimard also sits down, but turns towards us and

continues to talk. Orchestral accompaniment on the tape

is now replaced by a simple piano. Song picks up the death
scene from the point where Butterfly uncovers the hara-

kiri knife.

GALLIMARD. The ending is pitiful. Pinkerton, inan act of
great courage, stays home and sends his American wife to
pick up Butterfly’s child. The truth, long deferred, has come

up to her door. (Song, playing Butterfly, sings the lines from the
opera in her own voice—which, though not classical, should be

decent.)
SONG. “Con onor muore/ chi non puo serbar/ vita con

onore.”’

GALLIMARD. (Simultaneously.) *‘Death with honor/ Is bet-
ter than hfe/ Life with dishonor.” (The stage isilluminated,; we
are now completely within an elegant diplomat’s residence. Song
proceeds to play out an abbreviated death scene. Everyone in the
room applauds. Song, shyly, takes her bows. Others in the room
rush to congratulate her. Gallimard remains unth us.) They say
in opera the voice is everything. That’s probably why I'd
never before enjoyed opera. Here . . . here wasa Butterfly
with lhittle or no voice—but she had the grace, the deli-

cacy . . . I believed this girl. I believed her suffering. I

wanted to take her in my arms —so delicate, even I could

protect her, take her home, pamper her until she smiled.

(Over the course of the preceding speech, Song has broken from

the U.S. crowd and moved directly upstage of Gallimard.)

SONG. Excuse me. Monsieur . . . ? (Gallimard turns v.s.,
shocked.)

GALLIMARD. Oh! Gallimard. Mademoiselle . . . ? A
beautiful . . .

SONG. Song Liling.

GALLIMARD. A beautiful performance.
SONG. Oh, please.

GALLIMARD. I usually —

SONG. You make me blush. I'm no opera singer at all.
GALLIMARD. I usually don’t like Butterfly.
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RD. Ili'ke the story, but . . . what?

. . what I mean 1s, I've always seep jq
men in so much bad makeup.

WO
played by huge s not unique to the West.

SONG. Bad makeup 1 : |
t. who can believe them!
GALLIMARD. Bu ?

~ And you believe me .
?;?AI;IJ(EIM ARE) Absolutel)" You were utterly convmcing.

's the first time —
It's incing? As a Japanese woman? The Japanese

used ht;ndreds of our people for medical exPeriments dur-
ing the war, you know. But I gather such an irony is lost on

E)XLLIMARD. No! I was about to say, it’s the first timel’ve

seen the beauty of the story.

SONG. Really? |
GALLIMARD. Of her death. It'sa . . . a pure sacrifice.

He’s unworthy, but what can she do? She loveshim . . . so

much. It’s a very beautiful story.
SONG. Well, yes, to a Westerner.

GALLIMARD. Excuse me? o |
SONG. It’s one of your favorite fantasies, isn’t 1t? the sub-

missive Oriental woman and the cruel white man.
GALLIMARD. Well, I didn’t quite mean . . .

SONG. Consider it this way: what would you say if a blonde
homecoming queen fell in love with a short Japanese busi-
nessman? He treats here cruelly, then goes home for three
years, during which time she prays to his picture and turns
down marriage from a young Kennedy. Then, when she
learns he has remarried, she kills herself. Now, I belhieve you
would consider this girl to be a deranged idiot, correct? But
because it’s an Oriental who kills herself for a Westerner —
ah!—you find it beautiful. (Silence.)

GALLIMARD. Yes . . . well . . . I see your point . . -
SONG. T will never do Butterfly again, Monsieur Gallima}‘d-
If you wish to see some real theatre, come to the Peking
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Opera Sometime, Ex :
Other guests exit uirh hE:l)ld your mind. (Song walks offstage.

GALLIMARD.

Western arms. (Tous.) So much for protecting her in my big

SCENE 7

M. Gallimard’s apartment. Beying. 1960.

Gallimard changes from his tux into a casual suit.
Helga Enters.

gezzlﬁllé.lMARD. The Chinese are an incredibly arrogant

gik(ﬁf\Mgl:)By warned us about that in Paris, remember?
. Even Parisians consider th

That’s a switch. R

HELGA. What is it that Madame Su says? ““We are a very old

civihzation.” I never know if she’s talking about her country
or herself.

GALLIMARD. I walk around here, all I hear every day,
everywhere is how old this culture is. The fact that “‘old” may
be synonymous with ‘“‘senile‘‘ doesn’t occur to them.
HELGA. You're not going to change them. ‘“‘East is east,
west 1s west, and . . . "’ whatever that guy said.
GALLIMARD. It’s just that —silly. Imet . . . at Ambassa-
dor Koening'’s tonight — you should’ve been there.
HELGA. Koening? Oh god, no. Did he enchant you all again
with the history of Bavaria’

GALLIMARD. No. I met, I suppose, the Chinese equivalent
of a diva. She’s an singer in the Chinese opera.

HELGA. They have an opera, too? Do they sing in Chinese?
Or maybe —in Italian’ | |
GALLIMARD. Tonight, she did sing 1n Itahan.

HELGA. How’d she manage that? _
GALLIMARD. She must’ve been educated n the West be-

fore the Revolution. Her French is very good also. Anyway,

she sang the death scene from Madame Butterfly.
HELGE. Madame Butterflyl Then I should have come. (She
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begins humming, floating around the room 4 ; |
kimono sleeves.) Did she have a nice cos[umg;‘ilmggmg long

. . v t : LI
classic piece of music. hink g ,

GALLIMARD. That’s what I thought, toq ;
hear you say that. 5 - Don't let her

SONG. Yes. You. White man. I'm looking straight at you.
GALLIMARD. Me?
SONG. You see any other white men? It was too €asy to spot
3 you. How often does a man in my audience come in a tie?
(Song starts to remove her costume. Underneath, she wears simple
baggy clothes. They are now backstage. The show is over.) So, you

HELGA. What’s wrong?
GALLIMARD. Evidently the Chinese hate it |

HELGA. She hated it, but she performed it

perverser’ ' Anyway? Is she
GALLIMARD. They hate it because the white man
girl. Sour grapes if you ask me.

HELGA. Pohtics again? Why can’t they just hear it as a piece

of beautiful music? So, what’s in their opera?
GALLIMARD. I don’t know. But, whatever it is, I'm sure it
must be old. (Helga exits.)

gets the

SCENE 8

Chinese opera house and the streets of Beijing. 1960.
The sound of gongs clanging fills the stage.

GALLIMARD. My wife’s innocent question kept ringing in
my ears. I asked around, butnoone knew anything about the
Chinese opera. It took four weeks, but my curiosity c;;rl;r
came my cowardice. This Chinese diva — this unwiling

! d?
Butterfly — what did she do to make her so prou
The rrmm was hot, and full of smoke. Wrinkled faces, old

women, teeth missing—a man with a gr
like a human toad. All smlhng,.,hplm[:ne::ic@t

ths, cracking nuts between their iy
?e?:lllcinsg at myg foot—all looking, sgreg;ln"}lgarnﬁhm
ing . . . ather.(Theu.s. areaissuddﬁnlyhztwat agrformaﬂcﬂ’-
light. It has become the stage for the Chinese operd 4

ri
: imard stands apoaTh
Two dancers enter, along with Song. Gallima . Drums

: -
watching. Song glides gracefully amidst the twto :;::;estmlgh ! at
suddenly slam to a halt. Song strikes a f;"s:s GO
Gallimard. Dancers exit. Light change. ; a aﬂ} '
right off the stage and straight up 10 Gallimara.
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are an adventurous imperialist?

GALLIMARD. I ... thought it would further my
education.

SONG. It took you four weeks. Why?

GALLIMARD. I've been busy.

SONG. Well, education has always been undervalued in the
West, hasn’t 1t?

GALLIMARD. (Laughing.) 1 don’t think that’s true.
SONG. No, you wouldn’t. You’re a Westerner. How can you
objectively judge your own values?

GALLIMARD. I think it’s possible to achieve some distance.
SONG. Do your (Pause.) It stinks in here. Let’s go.
GALLIMARD. These are the smells of your loyal fans.
SONG. | love them for being my fans, I hate the smell they
leave behind. I too can distance myself from my people. (She
looks around, then whispersin hisear.) ** Art for the masses’ isa
shitty excuse to keep artists poor. (She pops a cigarette in her
mouth.) Be a gentleman, will you? And light my cigarette.
(Gallimard fumbles for a match.)

GALLIMARD. Idon’t . . . smoke.

SONG. (Lighting her own.) Your loss. Had you lit my ciga-
rette, I might have blown a puff of smoke rigz:t between your

eyes. Come. (They start to walk about the stage. It is a summer

night on the Beijing streets. Sounds of the city play on the house
speakers.) How 1 wish there were even a tiny cafe to sit in.

With cappuccinos, and men in tuxedos and bad expatriate
jazz.

GALLIMARD. If my history serves me correctly, you

weren’t even allowed into the clubs in Shanghai before the
Revolution.

SONG. Your history serves you poorly, Monsieur Galli-

mard. True, there were sigm reading “No dogs and China-

men.” Buta woman, especially a delicate Oriental woman —
we always go where we pl:ue Could you imagine it
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bs in China filled with pasty, big-thighed
hile thousands of slender lotus blossoms wai

‘ . door? Never. The clubs would be empty.
{;sg; :))u%}iehg:ee always held a certain fascination for you

: _have we not? L L
83:{211—'5]1;;1::8 But . . . that fascination 1s imperialist, or

;OO);IM(]} tglor;lg;x believe everything I tell you? Yes. It isalways

o : . sometimes, 1t 1 also mu-
imperialist. But sometimes . . . SO , mu

tual. Oh —this 1s my flat.
GALLIMARD. 1 didn’t even —

otherwise? Clu
white women, W

SONG. Thank you. Come another time and we will further |

expand your mind. (Song exits. Gallimard continues roaming

treets as he speaks to us.) |
:ﬁit;;{ARD.?What was that? What did she mean, ‘“‘Some-

times . . . itis mutual”’? Women do not flirt with me. And 1
normally can’t talk to them. But tonight, I held up my end of
the conversation.

SCENE 9

Gallimard’s bedroom. Beijing. 1960.
Helga Enters.

HELGA. You didn’t tell me you’d be home late.
GALLIMARD. I didn’t intend to. Something came up.
HELGA. Oh? Like what?

GALLIMARD. I went to the . . . to the Dutch ambassa-
dor’s home.

HELGA. Again?

GALLIMARD. There was a reception for a visiting scholar.
He’s writing a six-volume treatise on the Chinese revolution.
We all gathered that meant he'd have to live here long

enough to actually write six volumes, and we all expressed
our deepest sympathies.

GALLIMARD. I lied to my wife. Why? I've never had any

reason to lie before. But what reason did I have tonight? |
didn’t do anything wrong. That might, I had a dream. Other
people, I've been told, have dreams where angels appear. Or
dragons, or Sophia Loren in a towel. In my dream, Marc
from school appeared. (Marc enters, in a nightshirt and cap.)
MARC. Rene! You met a girll (Gallimard and Marc stumble
down the Beijing streets. Night sounds over the speakers.)
GALLIMARD. It’s not that amazing, thank you.

MARC. No! It’s so monumental, I heard about it halfway
around the world in my sleep!

GALLIMARD. I’'ve met girls before, you know.

MARC. Name one. I've come across time and space to con-

gratulate you. (He hands Gallimard a bottle of wine.)
GALLIMARD. Marc, this is expensive.

MARC. On those rare occasions when you become a form-

less spirit, why not steal the best? (Marc pops open the bottle,
begins to share it with Gallimard.)

GALLIMARD. You embarrass me. She . . . there’s no
reason to think she likes me.

MARC. “Sometimes, it is mutual’’?

GALLIMARD. Oh.

MARC. “Mutual’’? “Mutual’’? What does that mean?
GALLIMARD. You heard?

MARUC. It means the money is in the bank, you only have to
write the check!

GALLIMARD. I am a married man!

MARC. And an excellent one too. I cheated after . . . six

months. Then again and again, until now — three hundred
girls in twelve years.

GALLIMARD. I don’t think we should hold that up as a
model.

MARC. Of course not! My life—it is disgusting! Phooeyt
Phooey! But, you —you are the model husband.
GALLIMARD. Anyway, it’s impossible. I'm a foreigner.
MARC. Ah, yes. She cannot love you, it is taboo, but some-
thing deep inside her heart . . . she cannot help her-

self . . . she must surrender to you. It is her destiny.
GALLIMARD. How do you imagine all this?

MARC. The same way you do. It's an old story. It's in our
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are all - ANd, you k ' A |
are all correct. (They spot a light in a wing, SOmehps-heir

in the opera’

GALLIMARD. Why, yes. Yes I am. p—
SONG. Then come again next. ; laying
Drunken Beauty. May 1 count on you?

GALLIMARD. Yes. You may- ‘ ’
SONG. Perfect. Well, 1 must be getting tO bed. I'm ex-
hausted. It's been a very long night for me. (5
special on her goes off. Gallimard begins to

attending to her toilette. Her robe comes loose s Song mime

shoulders.) All your life you’ve wait revealing her uh;
ed fOI'abea " - He
would lay down for you. All your life you’veu :ﬁg}éﬂr}iﬁ“
a

<aint when it’!f happened to every other man you know. Ang
you see them in magazines and you see them in movies, A.[[:d

you wonder, what's wrong with me? Will anyone beautiful
GALLIMARD. 1 returned to the opera that next week, and

ever want me? As the years pass, your hair thins and you
struggle to hold onto even your hopes. Stop strugglz’ng
Rene. The wait in over. (He exits.) '
GALLIMARD. Marc? Marc? (At that moment, Song, her back
still towardsus, drops her robe. A second of her naked back, thena

sound cue: a phone ringing, very loud. Blackout, followed in the
next beat by a special up on the bedroom area, where a phone no
sits. Gallimard stumbles across the stage and picks up the phone.
Sound cue out. Qver the course of his conversation, are lights fill
in the vicinity of his bed. It is the following morning.) Yes? Hello?

SONG. (Offstage.) 1s it very early?

GALLIMARD. s - it’s |
tage.) but | . |
%(ZT.EII\(&%Dg l)t is. The sun must be 1n confus_

(Over the co

: . 4 i
again. She sits 1 @ charr,

- . Y 5
Uurse Of Sa‘ng S next SP eech’ i a4 fObe, tehﬁhﬁﬂt {0

the week after that . . . she keepsour meetings so short—
perhaps fifteen, twenty minutes at most. So I am left each
week with a thirst which is ‘ntensified. In this way, fifteen
weeks have gone by. I am starting to doubt the words of my
friend Marc. But no, not really. In my heart, I know she
has . . . an interest in me. I suspect this is her way. She is
outwardly bold and outspoken, yet her heart is shy and
afraid. It is the Oriental in her at war with her Western

education.
SONG. (Offstage.) 1 will be out in an instant. Ask the servant

for anything you want.

GALLIMARD. Tonight, I have finally been invited to enter
her apartment. Though the idea is almost beyond belief, 1
belnejve she is afraid of m« . (Gallimard looks around the room.
He picks up a picture in a frame, studies it. Without his noticing,
Song Enters, dressed elegantly in a black gown from the twenties.
She stands in the doorway looking like Anna May Wong.)
SONG. That is my father.

GALLIMARD. (Surprised.) Mademoiselle Song . . . (She
glides up to him, snatches away the picture.)

SONG. It is very good that he did not live to see the Revolu-
tion. They would, no doubt, have made him kneel on broken
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GALLIMARD. 1 like you the way you are right ney
SONG. You are a cad. .
GALLIMARD. What do you expect? I'm a fOI‘eign -
(Gallimard walks 0.s. Song exits. To us.) Did you hear the wl .
she talked about Western women? Much differently thap, t;ﬂl\Y
first night. She does—she feels inferior to them — and t;

me.

Scene 11

The French embassy. Beyjing. 1960.
Gallimard moves towards a desk.

GALLIMARD. I determined to try an experiment. In Mg-
dame Butterfly, Cio-Cio-San fears that the Western man who
catches a butterfly will pierce its heart with a needle, then
leave it to perish. I began to wonder: had I too, caught a
butterfly who would writhe on a needle? (Marc enters, dressed
as a bureaucrat, holding a stack of papers. As Gallimard speaks,
Marc hands papers to him. He peruses, then signs, stamps or
rejects them.) Over the next five weeks, 1 worked like a dy-
namo. I stopped going to the opera, I didn’t phone or write
her. I knew this little lower was waiting for me to call, and,
as I wickedly refused to do so, I felt for the first time that rush
of power —the absolute power of a man. (Marc continues
acting as the bureaucrat, but he now speaks as himself.)
MARC. Renel! It’s mel ' _
GALLIMARD. Marc—I hear your voice everywhere now.
in the midst of work. _
ﬁanC. That’s because I'm watching you —all the ume.
GALLIMARD. You were always the most popular guy 1o
ool. o
sl\‘f:ll;ol(l,c Well, there’s no guarantee of failm;e in life Ilkicnhap'
piness in high school. Somehow 1 knew I'd ?ndt:leporicﬂt
suburbs working for Renault and you d be in ttherc’s -
picking exotic women off the trees. And they say
justice. _
JC?;«LLIMARD. That’s why you were my friend?
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MARC. I gave you a little of my life, so that now you can give
me some of yours. (Pause.) Remember Isabelle?
GALLIMARD. Of course 1 remember! She was my first
experience.

MARC. We all wanted to ball her. But she only wanted me.
GALLIMARD. I had her.

MARC. Right. You balled her.

GALLIMARD. You were the only one who ever believed
me.

MARC. Well, there’s a good reason for that. (Beat.) C'mon.
You must’ve guessed.

GALLIMARD. You told me to wait in the bushes by the

cafeteria that might. The next thing I knew, she was on me.
Dress up in the air.

MARC. She never wore underwear.
GALLIMARD. My arms were pinned to the dirt.

MARC. She loved the superior position. A girl ahead of her
time.

GALLIMARD. I looked up, and there was this woman
. . . bouncing up and down on my loins.

MARC. Screaming, right?

GALLIMARD. Screaming, and breaking off the branches

all around me, and pounding my butt up and down into the
dirt.

MARC. Huffing and pufhng like a locomotive.
GALLIMARD. And in the middle of all this, the leaves were

getting into my mouth, my legs were losing circulation, I
thought, “God. So this is 2"’

MARC. You thought that?
GALLIMARD. Well, I was worried about my legs falling off.
MARC. You didn’t have a good time?

GALLIMARD. No, that’s not what I—1 had a great timel
MARC. You're sure?

GALLIMARD. Yeah. Really.

MARC. "Cuz I wanted you to have a good time.
GALLIMARD. 1 did. (Pause.)

MARGC. Shit. (Pause.) When all is said and done, she was kind
of a lousy lay, wasn’t she? I mean, there was a lot of energy
there, but you never knew what she was doing with it. Like
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when she yelled “1'm coming!” —hell, it was so loud
wanted to go “‘Look, it's not that big a deal.”

GALLIMARD. I got scared. I thought she meant somegpe
was actually coming. (Pause.) But, Marc?

MARC. What?

GALLIMARD. Thanks.

MARC. Oh, don’t mention it. |

GALLIMARD. It was my first experience.

MARC. Yeah. You got her.

GALLIMARD. I got her.

MARC. Wait! Look at that letter again! (Gallimard picks up
one of the papers he’s been stamping, and rereads it.)
GALLIMARD. (To us.) After six weeks, they began to ar-
ve. The letters. (Upstage special on Song, as Madame Buiter-
fly. The scene is underscored by the *‘Love Duet.”)

SONG. Did we fight? I do not know. Is tl}e opera no longer of

’ YOI.I

Uus.

GALLIMARD. (To us.) A concession, but much too digni-
fied. (Beat; he discards the letter.) 1 skipped the opera again
that week to complete a positicm paper on trade. (The bureau-

crat hands him another letter.) |
SONG. Six weeks have passed since last we met. Is this your

practice —to leave friends in the lurch? Sometimes I hate
you, sometimes I hate myself, but always 1 miss you.
GALLIMARD. (To us.) Better, but 1 don’t like the way she
calls me “friend.” When a woman calls a man her “fqend,”
she’s calling hima eunuch ora homosexual. (Beat; he discards
the letter.) | was absent from the opera for the seventh week,
feeling a sudden urge to clean out my files. (Bureaucrathands
him another letter.) _
SONG. Your rudeness is beyond belief. 1 don’t deserve this
cruelty. Don’t bother to call. I'll have you turned away at the
door. | -
GALLIMARD. (To us.) 1 didn’t. (He discards the letter, -’
reaucrat hands him another.) And then finally, the lettert
concluded my experiment. _ .
SONG. I am out of words, I can hide behind digmty :
longer. What do you want? I have already given You y
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shame. (Gallimard gives the letter back to Marc, slowly. Specialon
Song fades out.)

GALLIMARD. (To us.) Reading tt, I became suddenly
ashamed. Yes, my experiment had been a success. She was
turning on my needle. But the victory seemed hollow.
MARC. Hollow?! Are you crazy?

GALLIMARD. Nothing, Marc. Please go away.

MARC. (Exiting, with papers.) Haven’t I taught you anything?
GALLIMARD. “I have already given you my shame.” I had
to attend a reception that evening. On the way, 1 felt sick. If
there is a God, surely he would punish me now. I had finally
gained power over a beautiful woman, only to abuse it
cruelly. There must be justice in the world. I had the strange
feeling that the ax would fall this very evening.

SceNE 12

Ambassador Toulon’s residence. Beijing. 1960.
Sound cue: partynoises. Light change. We arenowina

spacious residence. Toulon, the French ambassador,
Enters and taps Gallimard on the shoulder.

TOULON. Gallimard? Can I have a word? Over here.

GALLIMARD. (To us.) Manuel Toulon. French ambassador

g) O(E.lhina. He likes to think of usall as his children. Rather like

TOULON. Look, Gallimard, there’s not much to say. I've

liked you. From the day you walked in. You were no leader
but you were tidy and efhcient. ’

GALLIMARD. Thank you, sir.

TOULON. Don’} jump the gun. Okay, our needs in China
are changing. It’s embarrassing that we lost Indochina.

Someone just wasn’t on the ball th :
personally, of course. ere. I don’t mean you

GALLIMARD. Thank you, sir.

TOhU LON. We're going to be doing a lot more information-
gathering in the future. The nature of our work here is

changing. Some pl : - s
rmthigr:ggpcr sonal,,Peop € are just going to have to go. It's

31



. Oh. -.
G ALLIMARV{T)ant to know 2 secret? Vice-Consul LeBOn s

) My immediate superior!
of his department.
Just as I feared! God has seen my ev;)

GALLIMARD. (To us.)—and he’s taking her away jyg
as . (To Toulon.) Excuse me, s‘lr?
T(ileON. Scare you? I think I did. Cheer up, Gallimard. |

lace LeBon as vice-consul.
> Yes, well, thank you, sir.

. . accept with great humility.

il 't be part of the job. You're going
the revamped intelligence division. Want to
ear ago, you would’ve been out. But the

past few months, 1 don’t know how it happened, you've

his new aggressive confident . . . thing. And they
e gf{ong with the Chinese. So I think you're

ongratulations. (They shake hands.
¢ Gallimard stumbles acrossa dark-

to coordinate
know a secret? A’y

also tell me you get
a lucky man, Gallimard. C

d stage.
g;LsLl%lARD. Vice-consul? Impossible! As I stumbled out

of the party, I saw it written across the sky: Thereisno G
Or, nopf—s);y that there is 2 God. But that God . . . under-

stands. Of course! God who creates Eve to serve Adam,

blesses Solomon with his hare ‘
bed — that God isa man. And he understands! At age thirty-

nine, I was suddenly initiated into the way of the world.
Scene 13

Song Liling’s apartment. Beijing. 1960.
Song Enters, in a sheer d ressing gown.

SONG. Are you crazy?
GALLIMARD. Mademoiselle Song —
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GALLIM * _
(Pause) ARD. I've been promoted. To vice-consul.

SONG. And what is that supposed to mean to me?
GALLIMARD. Are you my Butterfly?

SONG. What are you saying?

glﬁ:;,-l;ilzl l;g ARD. I've come tonight for an answer: are you my
SONG. Don’t you know already?

GALLIMARD. I want you to say it.

SONG. I don’t want to say it.

GALLIMARD. So, that is your answer?

SONG. You know how I feel about —

GALLIMARD. I do remember one thing.

SONG. What?

GALLIMARD. In the letter I received today.

SONG. Don't.

GALLIMARD. “I have already given you my shame."”
SONG. It’s enough that I even wrote it.

GALLIMARD. Well, then —

SONG. I shouldn’t have it splashed across my face.
GALLIMARD. —if that’s all true —

SONG. Stop!

GALLIMARD. Then what is one more short answer?
SONG. I don’t want to! _

GALLIMARD. Are you my Butterfly? (Silence; he crosses the
room and begins to touch her hair.) 1 want from you honesty.
There should be nothing false between us. No false pride.
(Pause.)

SONG. Yes, I am. I am your Butterfly. *
GALLIMARD. Then let me be honest with you. Itis because

of you that I was promoted tonight. You have changed my
life forever. My little Butterfly, there should be no more
secrets: 1 love you. (He starts to hiss her roughly. She resists

slightly.)
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never . . il ,
(:AI LIMARD. Nos Please, I've
SONG. I've tried to a

not . . . 1gnorant. They teach us things, our
about pleasing a man. | "

SG(z)%LLIMARD. Yes?

YONG. I'll do my best to make you happy. T

hights. (Gallimard gets up and head! fora lgg;. 3;;? p(:f th;
up on one elbow, tosses her hair back and smiles.) - Proppe
SONG. Monsteur Gallimard?

GALLIMARD. Yes, Butterfly?

SONG. ‘““‘Vieni, vient!”

GALLIMARD. ‘“Come, darhng.”

SONG. ‘“‘Ah! Dolce notte!”

GALLIMARD. ‘‘Beautiful night.”
SONG. “Tutto estatico d’amor ride il ciell’”’
GALLIMARD. “All ecstatic with love, the heavensare filled

with laughter.”” (He turns off the lamp. Blackout.)

ACT TWO

SCENE 1

M. Gallimard’s cell. Paris, 1 983: - |
Lights up on Gallimard. He sils in his cell, reading

from a leaflet.

GALLIMARD. This, from a contemporary critic’s com-
mentary on Madame Butterfly: “Pinkerton suffers
from . . . beingan obnoxious bounder whom every man in

the audience itches to kick.”” Bully for us men in the audi-
ence! Then, in the same note: ‘‘Butterfly is the most irresist-
ibly appealing of Puccini’s ‘Little Women.” Watching the
succession of her humiliations is like watching a child under
torture.”’ (He tosses the pamphlet over his shoulder.) 1 suggest
that, while we men may all want to kick Pinkerton, very few
of us would pass up the opportunity to be Pinkerton. (Galli-

mard moves out of his cell.)

SCENE 2

Gallimard and Butterfly’s flat. Beijing. 1960.
We are in a simple but well-decorated parlor. Galli-

mard moves to sit on a sofa, while Song, dressedin a chong
sam, Enters and curls up at his feet.

GALLIMARD. (To us.) We secured a flat on the outskirts of
}’ekmg. Butterfly, as I was calling her now, decorated our
‘home’” with Western furniture and Chinese antiques. And
there, on a few stolen afternoons or evenings each week,
ggtltleéﬂy 'Igl?mg;]cnced her education.
. The Chinese men —they keep us down.
GALLIMARD. Even in the “Ne);r Socgiety”;)

SONG. In the “New Society,” we are all kept i
: , orant
equally. That’s one of the exciting things abg?xt E;:ring a
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Western man. I know you are not threatened b
education. Yawo
GALLIMARD. I'm no saint, Butterfly.

SONG. But you come from a progressive societ
GALLIMARD. We're not always reminding eﬁchy(; Y
“old”’ we are, if that’s what you mean. ther how

SONG. Exactly. We Chinese —once, I suppose, it j
’ g t
ruled the world. But so what? How much r?l};re C;C::iﬁ;f’ 1;:
0

part of the society ruling the world today. Tell me — whay’
S

happening in Vietnam?
GALLIMARD. Oh, Butterfly —you want me to bring my

work home?
SONG. I want to know what you know. To be impressed by

my man. It's not the particulars so much as the fact th
you're making decisions which change the shape of ﬂ-?et

world.
GALLIMARD. Not the world. At best, a small corner. (Tou-

lon enters.)

man's

SCENE 3

French embassy. Beijing. 196 1.
Gallimard moves D.S., to Toulon. Song remains u.s.,

watching.

TOULON. And a more troublesome corner is hard to

imagine.

GALLIMARD. So, the Americans plan to begin bombing?
TOULON. This is very secret, Gallimard: yes. The Ameri-
cans don’t have an embassy here. They’re asking us to be

their eyes and ears. Say Jack Kennedy signed an order to

bomb North Vietnam, Laos. How wou
GALLIMARD. I think the Chinese will squawk —

TOULON. Uh-huh. ,
GALLIMARD. — but, in their hearts, they don't even like

Ho Chi Minh. (Pause.)
TOULON. What a bunch of jerk
Not only didn’t the Americans help us fight
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s. Vietnam was our colony.
to keep them,

er, they’ve come back to grab the

but now, seven years lat e com
territory for themselves. It’s very nritating.
sir, why should the

GALLIMARD. With all due respect, Sit, T 77 | th
Americans have won our war for us back in '54 if we didn’t

have the will to win it ourselves?
TOULON. You're kidding, aren’t you? (Pause.)

GALLIMARD. The Orientals simply want to be associated
th and power. You live

with whoever shows the most streng :
k they like Communism?

with the Chinese, sir. Do you thin _
TOULON. 1 live in China. Not with the Chinese.

GALLIMARD. Well, I —
TOULON. You live with the Chinese.
GALLIMARD. Excuse me?
TOULON. I can’t keep a secret.

GALLIMARD. What are you saying?
TOULON. Only that I'm not immune to gossip. So, you're
keeping a native mistress Don’t answer. It’s none of my

business. (Pause.) I'm sure she must be gorgeous.

GALLIMARD. Well . . .
TOULON. I'm impressed. You had the stamina to go out

into the streets and hunt one down. Some of us have to be
content with the wives of the expatriate community.

GALLIMARD. Ido feel . . . fortunate.
TOULON. So, Gallimard, you’ve got the inside knowledge

— what do the Chinese think?
GALLIMARD. Deep down, they miss the old days. You

know, cappuccinos, men in tuxedos —
TOULON. So what do we tell the Americans about

Vietnam?
GALLIMARD. Tell them there’s a natural afhnity between

the West and the Orient.

TOULON. And that you speak from experience?
GALLIMARD. The Orientals are people too. They want
the good things we can give them. If the Americans demon-

strate the will to win, the Vietnamese will welcome them into

a mutually beneficial union.
TOULON. I don’t see how the Vietnamese can stand up to

émerican firepower.
ALLIMARD. Ori - :
force. D. Orientals will always submit to a greater
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