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FUGUE: 2.1 LARGO “TABULA RASA TRI PTYCH’

THE THREE MEN STAND ON THE DECK OF THE
SHI P. PAPA | S LOOKI NG AT SOMETHI NG I N
THE DI STANCE. DA IS WATCHING HM JI MW
I'S SPEAKI NG | NTO THE SHI P S RADI O

PAPA
There! You heard sonething didn't you?
DA
No, of course not. You think I'’mcrazy, |ike you?
JI MW
(1 NTO RADI O
May- day! May-day!
PAPA

You're right, we’'re nothing alike-

DA
Ha! You hated your father for com ng here. For bringing you
to this country-

PAPA

Aye, | couldn't stand the S. O B.- Wat of that?
DA

Well, we've got that in common
JI MW

Great, you both hate your fathers! And right now | hate both
of you and I want to get off this boat alive, so just shut

up!

PAPA
He' s got your tenper
DA
And your stubbornness.
JI MW
(1 NTO RADI O

May- day! May-day!

THE LI GHTS SH FT AND THE MEN ARE EACH
| SOLATED I N THEI R OAWN SPOTS AS BEFORE.
THEY STAND AND SPEAK TO THE AIR AS | F
FROM THE DECK OF A DI STANT SHI P EACH
ONE ONLY PARTLY AWARE OF THE OTHERS
TI ME HAS STOPPED
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PAPA
( STANDI NG AT THE BOW OF THE
BOAT LOOKI NG FORWARD)
The Sea...A way of life.

DA
A fisherman's son
JI MW
I"'mfive years old in bed at night.
PAPA
M life.
DA
No life for ne.
JI MW
In a new costal town,
PAPA
Qur life.
DA
Alife at sea.
JI MW
Just anot her nomadi ¢ navy brat.
PAPA
Four generations of fishernmen in the old country.
DA
Seasi ck and sick of fish and the stink of it.
JI MW
| pick up the wal ky-talky fromny night stand.
PAPA
Then the old man packs us all up and here we are.
DA
| hated the w de openness of it all.
JI MW
By ny night Iight.
PAPA
A fresh start.
DA

The first tine | saw the sea...
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JI MW
| speak in whispers to the night.

PAPA
No village this.

DA
| thought there was no end to it.

JI MW
I only have the one wal ky-tal ky, you see.

PAPA
Acity.

DA
And | knew it had a nenory because tine has found a hone
t here.

JI MW
"' m hopi ng that soneday sonebody will answer ne from out
there on the w de sea.

PAPA
A new wor | d.

DA

Movi ng back and forth restlessly for what seened |ike an
eternity.

JI MW
| slipinto dreans still speaking softly with the red
“send” button held down.

PAPA
A new coast.

DA

That day when | was about five or six and you took nme down to
Ccean Beach.

JI MW
A huge nmast rises out of the center of nmy bed and takes the
sheets with it on up into the sky.

PAPA
The ocean is even on the wong side.

DA
I was sitting on the sand in the sun where you'd left ne.

JI MW
And the bed-ship rolls into the darkness of the night.
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PAPA
A wharf.
DA
Building a line of castles along the shore.
JI MW
The ocean is calmall around ne.
PAPA
A fishing fleet.
DA
Wat chi ng the waves creep slowy up the beach.
JI MW
Wth the occasional white cap or-
PAPA
Jobs to be had.
DA
Wth long tentative fingers of foam
JI MW
St. Elnb's frozen fire in rippling slow notion
PAPA
A boom ng busi ness.
DA
Feeling their way up the strand.
JI MW
The surface of the sea a blank slate all around ne.
PAPA
The old man sank everything into his first tub.
DA
And into the noat | had dug in front of ny fortress.
JI MW
| am al one on the deck of this new ship...
PAPA
Sonme say he was | ost at sea.
DA
For just this reason.
JI MW

Just a mattress on pronotion sailing across an open ocean.
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PAPA
The uncl es whi spered about running off with the cash and
getting caught and kil l ed.

DA
And an old man wal ki ng al ong the beach said "You' re just
prol onging the inevitable kid."

JI MW
My paj anas are blown in the breeze.

PAPA
Sonme even said he owed that ol d Chinese "gentleman" a | ot of
noney.

DA
| | ooked up at himand his halo of white hair |ike those
pai nti ngs of the saints.

JI MW
The sea salt sprays over ne.
PAPA
And the tong threw hi moverboard and sank his boat.
DA
He says "The waves will win in the end."
JI MW
The stars roll overhead into a cloudl ess night.
PAPA
All I knowis that we were a famly of fishernen and | was
the ol dest boy... when the sea calls you answer it.
DA
| said "I know...But then...1"Il just build another one. It's
only a gane."
JI MW

I watch the waves crest beneath the foot of ny four poster
bed.

PAPA
So | went to sea...even though | didn't want to.

DA
"Ain't that the truth!" The old man says and then he | aughed
out |ong and hard.

JI MW
And where the wind blows ny sheet/sails...
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PAPA
I don't like fish
DA
"Keep digging kid...you've got your work cut out for you."
JI MW
I wll follow
PAPA
I don't even |ike crabs.
DA

And then he sighed and smled and wal ked of f down the beach.

FOG ROLLS I N OVER THE BOAT OBSCURI NG I T
AS THE SET SHI FTS ARCUND



