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from one another, at six venues on the West Bank
of the Mississippi River, near the University of
Minnesota campus. The organizers assured me
that there will be at least a second festival here (22
June to 1 July 1995), despite poor audiences at the
inaugural event. Many of this year's companies
also toured to similar Fringe Festlvals in Montreal,
Edmonton, Winnipeg, Orlando, and Seattle. Hope
fully, they will return to the Twin Cities in 1995
and by greeted then by the audiences they deserve.

MARK PIZZATO
University of St. Thom.as

BETWEEN WORLDS: THE SOUND OF A
VOICE AND PAY THE CHINAMAN. B)'
David Henry Hwang and Laurence Yep. Lab
Theatre, Salt Lake Cit),. 22 April 1994.

Canadian Karen Hines's one-woman show,
Pochsy's Lips, at the Minnesota Fringe Festival.
Photo: courtesy of the festival.

with dear suicidal conviction, saying: "I died when
I was born. I became an angel that day." The others
gestured in distinct echoes behind him, tensing
their bodies in staccato beats or screaming de
mands at the audience, such as: "Find your path
and go that way. Immediatelyl"-while the main
character described the loss of his "mission in life."
Another scene shot through, in high speed move
ment and dialogue, the hollow, everyday rituals of
a husband and wife. Yet another displayed the
ruthless wisdom of a high-paid executive (wearing
a tie and T-shirt, bike shorts and dress shoes), as he
shared with an eager-eyed protege, the seductive
philosophy of happiness through money-making.
Thus, the bodies of the T unami perform rs, twisted
in a postmodem pressure chamber, yet interlock
ing like precisi n machinery, ironically displayed
both the appeal and dead liness of the bourgeois
"fast track," along with the mythic alternative of a
cruelly cathartlc theatre.
Each of the shows at the Minnesota Fringe Festi
vol took no more than ninety minutes and cost six
dollars or less to see. They played a few blocks

One of the standard Utah-bashing jokes is that
just before landing in Salt Lake City the airline
pilot advises arriving passengers to set their watches
back fifty years! But even in this bastion of White
America where a Caucasian actor played the title
role in Othello as recently as five years ago and
where early in 1994 blond Mormon children played
the first generation Jews in Herb Gardner's Conver
sations With My Father, the truth of America's
multiculturalism is beginning to be recognized and
Utah theatre is striving to reflect the honest face of
its evolving society. The substantial Asian Ameri
can population that has lived in the region since
the mid-19th century is becoming visible, on-stage
and off.
The first production of plays from the Asian
American repertOire to be presented in Salt Lake
City was part of the 1994 celebration of Asian/
Pacific American Awarene·s Week which the pro
gram described as "a c lebratlon of the many
Americans of Asian and Polynesian descent who
have chosen the Unites States as their home but
who also cherish the cultural legacies of their
ancestral origins. TIle purpos of this week is to
increase the viSibility, understanding and inclusion
of this population." Under the title Between Worlds
(the name of Misha Berson's anthology in which
the scripts are published), the University of Utah's
Lab Theatre offered an evening comprised of David
Henry Hwang's The SOUlld of a Voice and Laurence
Yep's Pay the Chi/laman. The two one-act plays
were performed by Asian American actors under
the artful directlon of Tom Markus, Dramaturg for
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Laurence Yep's Pay the Chinaman, directed by Tom Markus, Lab Theatre, University of Utah, 1994.

the Pioneer Theatre Company, Utah's Resident
Professional Theatre.

The Sound of a Voice is a lyrical fable in nine short
scenes which tells the tale of a woman who lives
alone in a remote corner of a forest. She is labelled
a witch by the villagers who live some two days'
travel from her home and whose fear of her self
sufficiency leads them to engage a warrior to kill
her. He arrives, is given gentle and dignified hospi
tality, falls in love, and le,wes, disgraced by his
failure to achieve his commission. When he re
turns, in remorse but too late, he finds the woman
has hanged herself. The play ends as the man tries
to commune with her spirit by playing the bamboo
flute with which she has entertained him during
his quiet nights in her home. Hwang's sparse and
symbol-laden dialogue is elegant in its minimalism,
and the restrained performances of student actors
Debbie Fan and Mikio Moriyasu achieved a quiet
tension which pennitted the audience to experi
ence Hwang's exotic world-a world very like that
of a Hiroshige print. At the end of the perfonnance,

as the lights faded out on the tragic image of the
woman limp in her noose and the man seated on a
mat blOWing hollow sounds from the shakuhachi,
the audience's audible intake of breath attested to
the effectiveness, beauty, and deep emotion of this
gentle play.
The second play on the program was Pay the
Chinaman. Yep's acerbic and frequently comic two
hander provided the audience with a taste of the
impressive stylistiC variety of the Asian American
repertoire, and it gave Betwccn Worlds a healthy
theatrical balance as wl'll as a vigorous conclusion.
In Pay the Chinaman, a brace of Chinese con men
meet on a wharf in the Sacramento Delta in 1893,
While they gamble they share their bitter assess
ments of the "Land of the Golden Mountain" to
which they have come from their homeland. Actors
Randy Reyes and Johnnie Kwon brought clarity
and humor to their portrayals of these two recog
nizable types from the early years uf Chin~se
"guests" in America whose unsentimental commit
ment to getting rich is a tough-minded comment
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on the reality of the early Asians' struggle in
America-a struggle not very different from that of
the current wave of Asian immigrants now visible
in our West Coast cities.
These disparate plays were forged into a coher
ent evening by director Markus's sophisticated and
skilled use of spectacle and sound, and his applica
tion of a traditional Asian theatrical convention to
an American theatrical presentation. As the audi
ence entered the small black box theatre, we saw a
highly stylized setting. Three stark white panels
were the back wall-later one would slide, like a
Japanese rice paper door. Another panel was a
scrim behind which the woman in The Sound of a
Voice would be seen. The floor was a rectangle
painted bright terra cotta, suggestive of the hut's
earthen floor. Against the black floor and black
drapes surrounding the playing space were a free
standing doorway on one side of the playing space
and a tall stool on the other, both painted terra
cotta like the floor. At the center of the stage was a
small tray with a Japanese teapot and cup. These
would be the props for the first of the nine scenes,
and would establish the minimal.ism and styliza
tion which pervaded the visual elements of the
production. In a later scene, the chopped logs
which the man carried were painted the same
bright white of the anti-naturalistic walls. Tradi
tional Japanese shakuhachi melodies filled the air,
and this delicate music, alien to the occidental ears
of the audience, helped to create a sympathetic
atmosphere. The music played through the transi
tions from scene to scene.
As the lights came up on the performance, the
characters were discovered in mid-action, and a
Narrator told the story sitting on the terra cotta
stool wearing the black clothing associated with
stage hands in Asian theatre. "The SOl/nd of a Voice,
a play in one act by David Henry Hwang," he
began in a mellifluous and comforting voice that
became, as the performance continued, an aural
image for the play's title. The Narrator spoke the
stage directions simultaneously as the actors per
formed them: "The Man goes to the table and
touches the flowers," he said, and often we heard,
"the music rises again as the lights fade out" when
the light on the Narrator became more intense and
the lights on the stage dimmed. This introduction
of the on-stage narrator, a convention common to
much Asian theatre, helped to create the exotic and
attractively alien world of this production. The
actors were rigorously restrained and displayed
great passions only through the most minimal of
vocal and physical indication, while the Narrator's
voice described their passions and their actions
with resonance and vitality.
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These theatrical conventions were continued in
Pay the Chinaman and they provided a fascinating
counterpoint to this essentially realistic duologue
which was acted amidst a cluster of old crates,
burlap sacks, and barrels arranged on the terra
cotta painted floor to suggest the riverfront wharf.
The setting was described, not seen, and the Chi
nese music which helped set the scene was at one
and the same time very different from the
shakuhachi music of the first portion of the evening
and a convention which the audience had learned
to appreciate. The entire performance ended with
the Narrator, just as it had begun. The evening
achieved its coherence through its visual and aural
conventions.
About 15% of the audience for the performance I
saw appeared to be Asian or Asian American, and
it was evident that the mission of Asian/Pacific
American Awareness Week was being achieved
through this fascinating theatrical event. Outside
the theatre, Salt Lake City appears to be inhabited
overwhelmingly by blond Caucasians of northern
European extraction. But the Asian community,
seeing itself in the mirror of the stage, is beginning
to make itself seen and heard in everyday life, and
Utahns and their theatre are beginning to set their
watches forward and to join the rest of the United
States in the later years of the twentieth century.

LINDA SARVER
University of Utah

HARVEST MOON. By Jose Cruz Gonzalez.
The Group, Seattle's Multicultural Theatre.
22 April 1994.
It is never an easy thing to move a script from the
labyrinths of "development" to the mainstage, but
Seattle's The Group has managed this admirably in
the case of Harvest Moon by Jose Cruz Gonzalez.
The play was the winner of the theatre's 1991
Multicultural Playwrights' Festival, and it was given
further development by their Playwrights' Lab.
The production marks the fruition of a long process
and the endpoint of a long commitment, both by
The Group and by director Laura Esparza. Unless
one is a play-development Luddite, this is the way
it should be done. The result is a satisfying, if not
entirely groundbreaking, evening of theatre.
In the opening moments of the play, a teenaged
boy with the unlikely name of Cuauhtemoc Ander
son stands before a graffitti-splattered wall and
hears the voices of the past. The graffitti covers a

