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THE CAST:

1. Dr. Samuel alias Samwiri Kimoimo 

-Commissioner for Health.

2. Immaculate alias Mankulata Kyowa

- His wife

3. Molly  and Spencer



- Their children

4. Ndiraba





- Immaculate’s step daughter.

5. Josephine alias Yezefina
 Bangibasa

- Ndiraba’s mother

6. Tabiisa Nakobaki



- Dr Kimoimo’s mother

7. Joyce Tikabula fondly called Tiika

by her mother, Tabiisa.



- His  sister.

8.  Asanasiyo Koche alias Kopolo Sagenta

- His Brother


  

9.Solomon Mulabbi




- His Personal lawyer and friend.

10. Erifaazi Kagezi




- Clan leader

11. Kasifa 





-Joyce’s daughter.

12. Prisca 





-Immaculate’s confidant.

13.Witchdoctor

ACT I – SCENE 1

Doctor Kimoimo’s home in Bunga, a posh suburb of Kampala, Uganda’s Capital City. Five O’clock thereabouts. At the rise of the curtain we see an elegant mansion from within which we hear chaotic noise, though.

Enter Deborah Ndiraba, a stunted, malnourished young girl slightly under ten although she has features of a woman. She is dressed in an over - sized blouse and an equally ill – fitting thread bare skirt. In her coarse, caking feet, she wears a pair of rather long old slippers which have worn out and curved in, assuming the shape of a canoe. Presently her diminutive figure is sagging under the weight of a twenty-litre jerry can which she hurriedly places down and rushes to the veranda of the main house.

NDIRABA:
[Shouting through the window to those inside] why do you always want to put me in trouble. Who has tuned such loud music? [Craning her neck and peering farther] see how you‘ve messed up the sitting room! Who poured soup on the carpet? Spencer, Molly, I am talking to you! Can you get out! Go and play in the compound!

Receiving no response, she walks inside and somewhere along the way, she almost collides with Molly and Spencer, (her half sister and brother, aged three and five respectively) who are scampering out. She administers a slap to each before entering. She switches off the radio and gets out at about the same time some visitors are arriving. She welcomes them and settles them on the veranda. The visitors happen to be Tabiisa Nakobaki and Joyce Tikabula, Dr. Kimoimo’s mother and sister respectively. Nakobaki is an elderly woman aged seventy years or so although her charcoal-black hair shows no intentions of greying. Her sunken cheeks point to missing teeth and the growth between where her molars used to be, indicates that she had a gap in the upper jaw. Joyce, her daughter, is a slender industrious woman in her early thirties. Save for lisping and the protruding teeth (which perhaps explains her tendency to always cover her mouth when laughing); and her small ears  which, at a distance, appear like knots, the rest of her features – the dimples and all – reveal the toll adversity has taken on her beauty.

Apparently the visitors are through with the meal Ndiraba served them. The latter takes away the plates, picks a jerry can and goes off. Meanwhile, Josephine tells her two-year old daughter, Kasifa, to join Molly and Spencer who are playing in the compound. Tabiisa stretches her legs and Joyce starts trimming her toe nails while she (Tabiisa) unties a knot on the corner of her busuuti (boarding), picks a stick of cigarette, breaks it into two pieces, keeps one and wraps the other in a banana leaf with the speed of an expert then starts calling out: Ndiraba! Ndiraba!

No response.

JOYCE:
Apparently she is not around. I saw her go out with a jerry can. I think she has gone to fetch watch. You want fire to light your cigarette? Let me get it for you. 

She goes out and brings a live coal.

TABIISA:
[Lighting her cigarette] does Ndiraba ever get time to rest?

JOYCE:
[Kneeling down] I highly doubt. Didn’t I tell you that every domestic chore in this home is done by her.

TABIISA: 
Had she had lunch by the way?

JOYCE:       
No. She said she’ll eat after. That she’ll be in trouble if the 'mother' returns and finds when there’s no water. 

Tabiisa extinguishes her cigarette and carefully wedges it between her ear and her head covered with a brown cotton  head scarf . 


TABIISA:
 That’s why I come here only if I must. Ndiraba’s situation troubles me and aggravates my pressure. And I warned Samwiri not to divorce Yezefina, for the good of Ndiraba because I know what a menace women can be to step children. 

JOYCE:       
 [starting on the right foot] that’s true, yet a woman would have been the last person to mistreat a child, knowing the pain it takes to deliver a baby!

TABIISA:
Well, I don’t feel like coming back here. As soon as she comes, ask your Mulamu if I can’t take the treatment while at my home, in the village.

JOYCE:
Of course you can’t. Samwiri is a doctor and wouldn’t have insisted on you coming over if he knew you could. Incidentally, he is also aware that his wife is not only cruel to Ndiraba but to everybody related to him.

TABIISA:
Oh yes. And that’s typical of your so -called educated women. 

                         Joyce collects the nails and puts them into the empty razor container, crumples it and throws it away.

JOYCE:

Ee! I tell you the woman is like- - -.

TABIISA:

[Pinching Joyce in conspiracy] stop it! Here she comes.

Enter Immaculate, a huge, sloppy woman. Beneath her newfound social status, one can detect in her conduct and manner of dress, a humble background. A meticulous hair do tops her un proportionately tiny head. The braids sprawl over her freckled and bleached face. Her pink lipstick is deliberately matched with her watch and her handbag, the strap of which rests on her sharply curved, almost perpendicular prominent shoulders. She would have loved a swift gait but for her enormous weight. She takes a few strides towards the

 main house then suddenly halts, turns to her right and remains standing, arms akimbo, fixing the children with a disgusted look.

IMMACULATE:
 [To her self] it will be a miracle if my children don’t contract disease from these filthy little brats. [Admonishing Joyce in her characteristic hoarse deep voice]  Mulamu, are you aware that Molly could bang your daughter’s head on the concrete. [Turning menacingly to Molly who is carrying Kasifa on her back, the latter’s feet on the ground]  who’s carrying whom now? Stop it and go to the bathroom.

Molly puts down Kasifa and vanishes as the latter trots towards her mother. Immaculate goes for Spencer, gives him two slaps on the face and, holding him by the back of his neck, pushes him all the way to the verandah, shoves him inside and bangs the door.  

IMMACULATE:
[To Spencer] go and have a bath, and start your homework immediately after. [Turning to the visitors] didn’t we agree that I would be the one to check on you?

JOYCE:

[Faltering] yes, but you---er ---you see---.

Immaculate dashes inside and slams the door behind her.

TABIISA:

I hope she didn’t hear what we were discussing.

JOYCE:

I don’t think so.

TABIISA:
Well, it all boils down to what I was saying. The woman just can’t stand our presence. Whatever she’s doing points to that---. And you, instead of stating our mission and we go away, you’re just stammering---. State our problem and we leave. She may be thinking we’ve come to hang around ---.  Are you afraid of her?

JOYCE:
Why? You know me very well I suppose. I’m only giving her time to settle down. 

TABIISA:

I was joking. Of course I know how daring you are. 

Immaculate returns.

IMMACULATE:
[To Joyce] you were saying?

JOYCE:
You had promised to check on us yesterday, to bring us money for food---.

TABIISA:
And to take me to the hospital---. Remember the doctor had told us to go back yesterday.

IMMACULATE: 
Yesterday or today?

TABIISA &JOYCE: 
 [Together] yesterday. That’s actually why we are here- to remind you.



IMMACULATE: 
[Brandishing car keys] I spent the whole day in the garage [Handing Joyce some money] any way, there you are. I will certainly come tomorrow. See you then.

Exit Tabiisa, Joyce and her daughter.

IMMACULATE:
[Shouting to them] next time you have a problem, it’s better you send one person or even ring. Instead of having a whole clan converging here. [Calling out] Spencer! Molly! Is anybody there?

MOLLY:

Wangi Mummy!

IMMACULATE: 
Bring me a cushion.

Molly comes out with a cushion. Spencer follows almost immediately with a telephone handset: 

SPENCER:
Mummy, your phone is ringing ---. This is the second time, may be it’s Daddy calling again. He rang when you were away and Ndiraba told him you had not returned ever since you went out with Uncle Jimmy ye---.

IMMACULATE:
What?

SPENCER & MOLLY: She said---.

Immaculate picks the phone.

IMMACULATE: 
Hullo! Speaking! It’s nice to hear from you dear!

SPENCER:

Mummy, is that ---. 

IMMACULATE: 
[Frantically waving off the children] yes, pressure is an erratic illness you know. At one point someone is okay, a minute after, one is in a critical condition. Yesterday she was in a critical condition and I had to call in the Doctor who advised that she had to be admitted right away.  Yes, we spent the night in hospital. We’ve just returned.  She’s not here. She went with Mulamu. It was her decision. They left immediately after lunch. She’s now fine. The only problem is that I’m already in debts. Yes, I got it but it has also gone into medical bills. Even my own money has gone into maintaining your people. I’m sorry Sam. I should say our people. But the point is: Are you sending some money? It’s fine. I’m going to lock up this place and go and stay with Prisca [Hotly] but what do you expect me to do
[Cooling down] at least now you’re talking like a responsible man. Thank you very much. I’ll try to economize, which is what I’ve been doing anyway, only that your people are quite demanding. They take tea like water. A kilo of sugar is not enough for a day. How are those ends otherwise? Sorry! I miss you too. Take care. Bye. See you soon!

MOLLY:

[Tagging at the Mother’s mini skirt] who is that?

IMMACULATE: 
Hem…er…your teacher.

SPENCER:

That’s Daddy.

MOLLY:

He rang when you were not here.

SPENCER:

And Ndiraba told him you hadn’t spent the night here and---.

MOLLY:
Mummy, what are we going to eat by the way. Ndiraba packed all the food for Kasifa’s mother. [Gasping] And Kasifa urinated on our carpet.

IMMACULATE: 
What? Heavens! What’s Ndiraba up to!

MOLLY:

[Leading the way] aye! Come and see.

Enter Deborah Ndiraba carrying a twenty-litre jerry can which she places down and then proceeds into the inner compound as Immaculate emerges from the other side of the house.

IMMACULATE:
 [Calling out] Ndiraba! Ndiraba!

Ndiraba returns as Immaculate again vanishes into the house.

NDIRABA:
[To herself] I’m in for it. That’s not a voice of good news [Loudly] Wangi!
Immaculate resurfaces holding a flask in one hand, a rope and a match box in the other. She meets Ndiraba right near the main entrance. The latter kneels before her.

IMMACULATE: 
 [Accosting Ndiraba] nyabo, how much does it cost you to respond?

NDIRABA: 
[Retreating but still on her knees] I haven’t been around. I had gone to look for water. There is no water around here. I had to go all the way to the Housing Estate and ---.

IMMACULATE: 
[Mimicking] to the housing estate! Say you went to spread your usual rumours about me. But I’m warning you. If you don’t get off my back, one of these days I’m going to chop off this [hits her on the mouth. Pinching her ears] Tell me, what are these big ears for? How many times shall I tell you never to appropriate anything unless I’ve authorised you? Are you the one who buys food here so you can dish it out as you wish? And now you make foul of my sitting room. Will you pay for washing that carpet?

Immaculate ties Ndiraba’s hands and legs, pours paraffin on her hands and at the time the curtain is drawn, she is lighting a match stick amidst pleadings of:  “ Mummy spare me, forgive me. I won’t do it again.  Don’t kill me, it’s Jaaja who asked for the food”, followed by loud wails fro behind the curtain.

CURTAIN

SCENE 2

The residence of Joyce. It is one of the five rooms on this particular block, one of the many littered all over Kibuli slums. The block is roofed with rusty dilapidated iron sheets. Some parts of the roof are covered with papyrus mats. The walls are semi permanent and “ plastered” with cow dung. Tikabula’s room directly faces a staggering toilet. If it were not for the piece of sack tied across the entrance of the toilet, both the person in this room and the one in the toilet would see each other. It is about six O’clock in the morning and all the people here are still trapped in deep slumber behind closed doors.

Enter Ndiraba, bearing marks of torture. She looks furtively about then places her mouth against one of the numerous holes on the door and calls out.

 NDIRABA: 
Jaaja! Jaaja!  Isenga! Isenga!
Joyce opens ,still wrapping a leesu- loincloth- around her waist.

JOYCE:
[Gazing at Ndiraba in astonishment] Debola, Debola, what happened?

NDIRABA:
Mummy---. 

JOYCE:
Mama! Mama! Come out and see. You caused it all. And I warned you. I told you that you were luring the girl into trouble. Come out and see what you caused.  The child’s face is swollen. The hands are scorched.  Prepare to explain to Samwiri. 

TABIISA:
[Coming out, still dressing up] I wonder where my son picked this monster of a woman! How can one treat the relatives of one’s husband in this way! I thought she was only against us but what of this innocent child! What had she done [to Ndiraba] what did you do?

NDIRABA:
[Sobbing] that I gave out ---.

She breaks down, snivelling.

TABIISA:
I hope it’s not because of the food you gave us?

JOYCE:
That’s what I’m telling you. She was tortured because of the food she gave to you. 

TABIISA:
Is that so, Ndiraba?

Ndiraba bursts into a loud wail.

TABIISA:
But why did you? I thought your mother is the one who had instructed you to give us the food. Why did you have to endanger your self for our sake. Before misfortunes befell me, I used to eat meat in my home and even throw away some.

JOYCE:
Then why were you saying:  “Ndiraba give us some meat, give us bread?” Anyway this is not time to lament. We have to act. If Kimoimo can’t discipline his wife, I’ll do it for him. I’m going to show her.

TABIISA:
[Restraining her] my daughter, please don’t. Please don’t, I implore you. Don’t complicate matters.  I would rather we got in touch with her mother Yezefina, before we take any step.

JOYCE:
The problem is how to trace her.

TABIISA:
Kumbe you said you also don’t know where she stays?

JOYCE:
Not quite. But with some effort I can trace her. The problem is fare. I don’t have any money. All the people who drank my waragi yesterday didn’t pay at all.

Tabiisa fidgets with her sash and fishes out a crumpled five thousand- shilling note and hands it to Joyce. 

TABIISA:
I hope that’s enough fare to and back.

Joyce enters the house and soon returns, set for the journey.

JOYCE:
[Going] please make sure Kasifa doesn’t go to the main road. She might be knocked by a vehicle. 

TABIISA:
Tiika, respect my advice. Don’t go to Samwiri’s place. By the way, if you’re lucky to get Yezefina, just deliver the message and return immediately, at least before Kasifa wakes up and starts crying. [Louder] And---. I say, if there happens to be any balance, buy some posho. Even if it’s not enough for Kaunga, we can make some porridge---.

JOYCE:
I’ll see.

TABIISA:
And --- And Udi. Actually you can leave posho but buy Udi or else the stench from Ndiraba’s wounds  will choke us.

CURTAIN

SCENE 3

 At Joyce’s home, in the late afternoon. Tabiisa is nursing Ndiraba’s wounds amidst wails of the latter. Enter Joyce and Josephine Bangibasa, mother of Ndiraba. The latter is a woman in her late thirties. Her head, with a prominent forehead, rests on a long ridged neck. A tuft of her hair out of which is made a knot at the back starts from a little afar. She has a fairly extended and m-shaped face line.  

JOSEPHINE:
[Gazing at her daughter as tears stream down her cheeks] Mulamu you were not fair to me. [The polythene bag involuntarily slips out of her hand]. You should have told me. Now I’m getting to know about it after I’ve spent all the money I had.

TABIISA:
[Picking the spilled groceries] my “daughter,” it’s me to blame. Knowing what a child means to a mother, I warned her not to tell you when you’re still in town, fearing that in panic, you may ram into a vehicle.

JOYCE:
And if you remember Mulamu, I tried to persuade you not to do the shopping but you insisted, saying you could not come before Mama empty- handed.

TABIISA :
Above all my son bears the blame. How can a woman hen peck him to that extent! [Showing Josephine Ndiraba’s injuries] See! Is this the way to discipline children?  See! I can’t even tell whether this is a burn or scald! 

JOYCE:
Come to think of it. You know the nickname Samwiri’s colleagues have given him?

TABIISA:

Mm?

JOYCE:
Nambaddi – an effeminate man. That’s why I had decided to go and demonstrate to him how a real man runs a home. Had Mama not restrained me - - -.

JOSEPHINE:
That nickname suits him.  For all practical purposes, Samwiri is the “wife” and Mankulata the “husband.” I’ve talked to him several times about Ndiraba’s issue but to no avail. [Examining the wounds] what’s this white stuff?    

TABIISA: 
I put there oak tree sap. It’s a very effective cure for burns. [To Joyce] when you’re with your brother, why don’t you talk to him about Ndiraba’s issue?  

JOYCE :
I do by the way. But do you know what he usually says? “Personally I suffered a lot because of domestic violence and I don’t want my children to go through the same psychological torture we used to experience whenever our parents fought.”

JOSEPHINE:
That’s a lame excuse. Is that why he cooks and washes for himself? The woman has bewitched him, that’s all. After all she’s not all that beautiful, that one would say---.

JOYCE:
In the actual sense, Ndiraba is not a child in that home. She’s a maid. From dawn to dusk, she’s working – “Ndiraba fetch water, Ndiraba bathe the children, cook food - - -”. One day I found her washing a pile of clothes and when I stepped in to assist, what did I find? Immaculate’s blood- stained knickers! Can you imagine! 

TABIISA:
Personally I pointed it out long ago when I first heard that Kimoimo was planning to divorce Yezefina. I said: “for the good of the child Ndiraba, the two parents should reconcile and save the child from mistreatment by a stepmother. [To Josephine] I swear Ndiraba is going through all this because you’re not in the home. And my humble plea is that you burry all your past differences and come together again as man and wife, for the good of your child.

JOSEPHINE:  
Well, whatever you’re saying is entirely correct but you’re telling the wrong person. It’s your son to decide- to choose between his relatives, including his own child, and his so called modern wife.

TABIISA:
A modern wife! Give me a break! Is it modernity to mistreat the child of your loved one?  By the way, amidst the confusion, I forgot to greet you and to thank you for your help. [Reaching out for   her hand]   how are you? Thank you for our food.  Thank you very much.  You’re many times better than the so-called ---.

Enter Immaculate. She stops in the centre of the compound.

IMMACULATE:
 [To herself] am I seeing visions! Is that Josephine!

Joyce spots her, picks a pestle and starts advancing towards her, fuming: 

JOYCE:
Tell us the crime Ndiraba committed? Did she kill your relative? Or did she snatch your lover? [Advancing] tell us today! 

 


Immaculate turns and hurriedly walks away, complaining bitterly: 

IMMACULATE: 
This is the problem of marrying in these primitive tribes. The whole lot is sickening. They’re never grateful. However much you try to be good to them, if you’re not of their tribe, they will always find some fault with you ---. [Loudly] now that you’ve linked up with your favorite, she should support you in everything. 

Exit Immaculate.

JOYCE:
Even if she doesn’t. Haven’t we been surviving.[To Josephine] my God!, All along I thought she had not noticed your presence. That’s actually the reason why I reacted the way I did-to prevent her from coming near.  

JOSEPHINE:
What would she do? Well, I have to leave now lest I find when my doctor has left.  

TABIISA:
You had better [giving her a one thousand shilling note] This is the only money I had in my life but I’m surrendering it for Ndiraba’s sake.  

JOSEPHINE:
It’s all right, Mama we’ll manage somehow. Keep that money for yourself because I know you certainly need it. [To Joyce] Mulamu, see me out of here.  






  

They leave, Joyce carrying Ndiraba on her back.

JOSEPHINE:
 Bye Mama!

TABIISA: 

Maybe I also ---.

JOYCE: 
You don’t have to. I’m also stopping very near by. I would rather you stay behind boiling the water so that when I return, I find it ready and just mingle the kaunga, we eat and retire early. 

TABIISA:
Okay! Yezefina, “my daughter” keep us posted on the developments. May the ancestors see safely back to your home.

JOSSEPHINE:
Amen. Bye! Good night to you Mama. 

CURTAIN.

SCENE 4

Joyce’s home. It is about midday. Tabiisa standing in front of the house, carrying  Kasifa on her back.

.

TABIISA:
[To herself] this is why I’m always very reluctant to send Tiika. [Struggling to silence Kasifa] and I wouldn’t be surprised if she’s there just seated, gossiping. Next time she’s going out, I will insist she takes the child with her.

She breaks into a lullaby warning the irresponsible mother of the punishment that awaits her: 

O’maye wa mwana abiire eirubaa, taire,

Twamukubba ogwiigo gwa uleri, taire.

O’maye wa mwana abiire eirubaa,taire,

 Twamukubba ogwiigo gwa uleri, taire---.

 Joyce enters and flops on to a mat on the veranda and takes a deep sigh:

TABIISA:  
[Handing the kid to Joyce] what happened? Did you assume you had left me with a feeding bottle?

JOYCE: 
 I wish you knew what I’ve gone through.

TABIISA:  
Don’t mind, just tell me what I’m eager to hear. Have you brought something?

JOYCE:  
I met a dog- bad  luck. I found when Mulamu Yezefina had just left. Actually when her colleagues described the vehicle she boarded, I realised I had by passed it on the way.

TABIISA:  
Where has she gone?

JOYCE:     
[Breast feeding] I was told that the doctors had referred them to a certain Bazungu hospital.

TABIISA:  
I knew they would be admitted. The injuries were quite severe--To which hospital have they been referred? Nsambya, Mulago or?

JOYCE:  
Neither of those. I hear this particular hospital is in Northern Uganda and is reputed to have the best facilities for treating scalds or burns, to the extent that after the operation, there isn’t a scar or anything to show that one has ever had a burn or scald. 

TABIISA:  
You’ve returned empty handed you mean to say?

JOYCE:   
I told you I didn’t find Mulamu Yezefina. Fortunately, she had left some money for us.

TABIISA: 
[Expressing a pleasant surprise] can you imagine! I really find men very strange! You can’t tell what a man values in a woman!

JOYCE:  
[Wiping Kasifa’s nose] for instance up to now I’ve failed to understand why Samwiri divorced Yezefina, such a hospitable woman and went in for this brute. 

TABIISA:  
Moreover the child Ndiraba is an exact duplicate of him.  How could Samwiri leave a woman who is so good to us! You can imagine, she’s not with my son yet she cares for me much better than the wife who is in the house. 

JOYCE:    
also wonder what is particularly attractive about her that should make the husband so submissive!

TABIISA:
Charms! What else! [Starts up] by the way, as we talk, I’m thinking of how we’re going to go through the rest of the days, now that the good Samaritan has left. And we even don’t know when she’ll be back for I’m sure they’re going to be hospitalised.

JOYCE:


[Giving Kasifa a pancake] we’re done for. You remember what she said?

TABIISA:
 

Who?

JOYCE:    

Your daughter in law.

TABIISA:  

[Sarcastic] daughter in-law! Give me a break!

JOYCE:    
But I’m optimistic myself. I have a feeling Samwiri will be back, anytime this week.

TABIISA: 

I pray he does. Otherwise he should come along with a coffin. If I had foreseen this, I would have postponed selling my food to buy iron sheets. That food would have taken us through.

JOYCE:
Why? Take my word. Samwiri will be here tomorrow or the day after. 

TABIISA:  
How do you know?

JOYCE:   
 For two days now, my eyelid has been twitching.

TABIISA: 
 Which one?

JOYCE: 
 
 [Touching it] this lower one.

TABIISA:  
[disillusioned] that foretells danger not good news. Whatever the case, I still insist that instead of spending that money, you use it for your fare to the village.

JOYCE:    
Why to the village? What for?  Aren’t you aware that the famine in the village is even worse?

TABIISA:   
I’m not sending you for food. I just want you to go and tell Kagezi to sell for me   the piece of land I bought from him and send me the money.

JOYCE:    
 [Disillusioned] I thought you were talking of something else. Who can think of buying land at this time? Every coin one has is fully budgeted for, to take one’s family through the famine.

TABIISA:   


 [Irritated] okay. Do what you want. 

JOYCE: 


But ---.

TABIISA: 
[Holding up her hand] That’s the problem you young people have. You always think you’re wise and old people are stupid. 

JOYCE: 


Mama what I ---.

TABIISA: 
[Impatiently silencing her] it’s the same thing I told Samwiri when he started toying with the idea of marrying this Mankulata woman and I’m sure time will come, I may not even be alive, when he’ll regret that decision----. 

JOYCE: 


I’m not saying ---.

TABIISA: 
Excuse me please! My pressure is up. Just spare me your arguments because I’m not in the mood and I believe I’m not as stupid as you think. 

JOYCE: 
 [Appeasing] I’m sorry but you misunderstood me Mama. All I was saying is that this money can sustain us till Samwiri returns, if we use it sparingly.

TABIISA:  
Well I don’t know much about Samwiri’s return, but my late father (may mention of his name bring me good luck) used to say that you can only count on the meal you’ve already eaten.

JOYCE:  
All right, all right, tell me  Kagezi’s message and I set off.

TABIISA:
I’ve already told you. What’s important is that you return immediately after delivering the message. You must return today and if not, go with your kid. 

JOYCE: 


[Leaving] I will but please take good care of Kasifa.

TABIISA:  
[To herself] now that Joyce is gone, I have to find someway of feeding the girl. I know that I emphasised that she returns as soon as possible, but one cannot be so sure of someone who has gone to such a far away place. [Contemplating] may be I go and talk to the neighbours. One of them may help. She takes a few strides then halts. No! That ’ll be the last thing I ‘ll do. Up to now I ‘ve kept my problems to myself, for the sake of my son’s name. Why should I put it to shame at the last minute anyway! That Dokita’s mother came begging for food. No. Come to think of it, let me keep the shame within if I must do something shameful. At my son’s, food is thrown away every other day. As soon as it gets dark, I’m going to sneak in there and pick the food in the dustbin.  If I’m lucky, and I’m not noticed, I ’ll have solved my problem without injuring my son’s reputation. By the way, I had better go and look for firewood and prepare some porridge for this girl before she wakes up.

Exit Tabiisa
CURTAIN

SCENE 5 

At Kimoimo’s. It’s about 8.00 p.m. Loud music and cheers from within the house. Immaculate is hosting a party. Enter Tabiisa. She tiptoes to the veranda.
TABIISA:
 [Peeping through the window] it will be a miracle if my son survives siliimu. Not with this type of wife. How can people kiss each other in the presence of children! What has happened to our morals! The earlier I go away from this place before my pressure soars, the better or else I will be picked dead. [Tiptoeing away] poor boy! Wherever he is, he could be saying: “my wife is at home, waiting for me.” Hardly does he know that his home has been turned into a brothel. I think this is why the woman was very uncomfortable with Ndiraba’s presence. I even wonder what she does when the children go to sleep! [She walks straight to the dust bin, flashes a torch and starts picking the food and putting it into a polythene bag, mumbling] I was hesitating to come, but it seems this is going to be our most delicious meal ever since we started “fasting”. I think this trick I have devised will enable us to survive for quite some time. Now Joyce can afford to stay away. Even if she doesn’t return tomorrow, next week, next month, we are covered. 

She picks a piece of chapatti and throws it into her mouth and starts chewing.

TABIISA: 
[Amidst mouthfuls] we’re in for a feast. I don’t know when I last tasted a chapatti.  Can you imagine all this money of my son being wasted! At least I have managed to redeem some. God is good! God is good! God is---.

A blinding flash crosses the sky but Tabiisa is too involved to notice. The subsequent thunderous uproar takes her unawares. As a result, her fragile heart gives way but her fingers remain firmly holding on to the polythene bag.

CURTAIN

SCENE 6

In the VIP Lounge of Entebbe International Airport. Sound of Airport announcements in the background. Immaculate is seated in a sofa, dozing. Enter Dr. Kimoimo. He is a middle aged bespectacled man with sunken eyes that peep through his rather loose glasses to fix his subject like a specimen.  He picks his baggage from the attendant then sits beside the wife-Immaculate whom he taps on the shoulder. The latter wakes up.

DR. KIMOIMO: 
 [Looking her squarely in the face] you look sleepy. That should be me who spent the night travelling. 

IMMACULATE: 
It’s not sleep [yawning] it-----is----hem---. It’s not sleep definitely.

DR. KIMOIMO:  
I know. You must have arrived at 7:00 and you haven’t had breakfast, I’m sure. Sorry! There was a mishap in my flight connections. That’s why I didn’t arrive at 7.00 as I had expected.

IMMACULATE:. 
 [Stretching and yawning] you’re partly right and partly wrong. 

 

       
Dr. Kimoimo excuses himself, picks a phone. 

DR. KIMOIMO:
[Calling] I’m calling from the VIP lounge. We need service. African tea and- - -. Hold on  [to Immaculate] what will you have(
IMMACULATE:  
 I don’t need anything. Just water. 

DR. KIMOIMO: 
 [In jest] you had one too many( [calling] Hello, African tea and mineral water.

IMMACULATE:  
You think I have a hangover, eh?  Sam, apparently, you don’t seem to appreciate the torture and sleepless nights I go through when you’re not with me. Actually last night it was as if I was waiting to fly to heaven.

DR. KIMOIMO:  
[Patting her on the shoulder] it’s worse with me. You can’t believe, but for the whole period I’ve been out there, I only managed a sound sleep last night, at least before mid night. 

IMMACULATE:  
 But you’re still drowsy all the same.

DR. KIMOIMO:  
 [Leaning on his wife’s shoulder]. I had a terrible nightmare at around midnight and after that, I never went back to sleep. I dreamt that something horrible had happened to someone so dear to me---. And if that dream turned out to be true, I would just kill myself.

Enter waitress with their order.  She is about to serve but Doctor stops her.

DR. KIMOIMO:  
 [To the waitress] it’s okay. We shall take care of ourselves.   

IMMACULATE:  
[sipping directly from her bottle of mineral water] who’s that dear one for whom you would give away your life?

DR. KIMOIMO:

I said two. That’s my mother---.

IMMACULATE:

[Eyeing him anxiously] that’s one, the other?

DR. KIMOIMO:

You can guess. By the way I should have ordered for a snack.

IMMACULATE:

[Rummaging through her bag] I think I had a biscuit in here.

She picks a packet of biscuits and perfunctorily passes it to her husband. 

IMMACULATE:  
As I was saying, you just have to tell me because I’m not so good at guessing.

DR. KIMOIMO:
The other is that person who’s not so good at guessing. I just cannot imagine my life without you people.

IMMACULATE:

Why?

DR. KIMOIMO:    
In your case I’m sure you know why. You’re my honey and sugar. You’re caring and above all, faithful.

IMMACULATE:

Stop teasing me. Just tell me about your mother.

DR. KIMOIMO:
She means a lot to me to me.  Apart from giving birth to me, I owe her a lot because of what she went through for my sake.

IMMACULATE:

Mm?

DR. KIMOIMO:
That woman wasn’t like that. She had all her teeth and walked upright.

IMMACULATE:

Then what happened?

DR. KIMOIMO:
Domestic violence. My father beat my mother almost daily. By the time he died, the neighbours had given up intervening, yet she couldn’t divorce for my sake. 

IMMACULATE:

But why?

DR. KIMOIMO:

Trivial issues. I even hate talking about those experiences. 

IMMACULATE: 
Do you feel embarrassed to say that your mother is a headache? 

DR. KIMOIMO: 
You’re entitled to your opinion. How is her condition by the way?  

IMMACULATE: 
I wouldn’t know.

DR. KIMOIMO: 
Why? 

IMMACULATE:   
[Reflecting] pressure is a very unpredictable illness. You can go back to find some one you left well and alive, dead. But she’s now fine I can say, although you didn’t consider it important to thank me for looking after her and your ungrateful multitude of relatives.

DR. KIMOIMO:    
 [Trying to embrace her] oh sorry! Thank you very much!

Immaculate forcefully pushes him away, in the process throwing off the doctor’s glasses.

DR. KIMOIMO: 
Get me my glasses please. 

IMMACULATE: 
You are in a better position to pick them. They’re nearer to you.

Dr. Kimoimo picks his glasses and begins nibbling at one of the handles of the glasses, staring in space. 

IMMACULATE:   
I’m not complaining by the way because I’m not surprised at a [Inserting her two fore fingers in the ears].  Damn me these noisy fighter jets. The Airbase should have been located elsewhere - - -. Back to what I was saying, I meant no offence but - - -.

 DR. KIMOIMO:   

Keep your sentiments to yourself, I said.

IMMACULATE:   
I’m sorry, but what I’m trying to say is that your sense of gratitude, I don’t mean you in particular, but you people from the East generally, are quite ungrateful. Do you know the payment I’ve received from your mother for looking after her?

DD. KIMOIMO:         
Mm?

IMMACULATE:        
Witchcraft.

DR. KIMOIMO:     
[Startled] that’s a new development! For the time I’ve known her, I’ve not heard of my mother practicing witchcraft.

IMMACULATE:  
   
 Not herself. She’s just a messenger.

DR. KIMOIMO:
    
Of whom?

IMMACULATE:
 
Your wife, who else?

Dr. KIMOIMO:
     You’re now blaming her for what you sent her to do?

IMMACULATE: 
Not me! Don’t irritate me. You know who I’m talking about. I’m talking of Ndiraba’s mother.

DR. KIMOIMO:   
 [Cowing] any way since I’m back, I’ll make up for her wrongs --. I wonder what could have happened to Solomon. I hope he hasn’t forgotten all about me.

IMMACULATE:
Maybe he doesn’t know you’re returning today. Or he may have assumed that your official driver was going to pick you. 

DR. KIMOIMO:
No. I rang him. He’s aware that I wanted him specifically and I told him why. [Gesturing] let me try to call him again.

IMMACULATE:
When did you last send me airtime? Have you forgotten what you told me when I informed you that my service fee had expired? 

DR. KIMOIMO:
What did I say? 

IMMACULATE: 
Doesn’t that question sound weird even in your own ears? 

DR. KIMOIMO: 
Sorry. [Giving her money] here is the money.  Go and buy the service fee and airtime and I talk to Solomon. If he’s not coming, I pick a taxi because I’m somehow nervous, I don’t why. 

IMMACULATE: 
But before I leave, I want to know how much money you have on you.  In fact you should hand it over to me before we leave this place because I’m sure that your swarm of relatives are now at home waiting for the same money.  And as far as I know, you won’t see anything wrong with distributing it all in spite of the financial commitments that we have.

DR. KIMOIMO: 
[Picking the money and handing it to her] you don’t have to labour so much. Have I ever received money and failed to declare or refuse to give it to you?

IMMACULATE:
[Embracing and pecking him] Sorry dear. Let me get the airtime right away.

Exit Immaculate, talking to herself: 

IMMACULATE:
By the way, I forgot my telephone at Jimmy’s. 

 Dr Kimoimo picks a newspaper and starts reading.  

  
 Enter Solomon.

SOLOMON:
[To Kimoimo] well come back, Sam. 

DR. KIMOIMO:
[Still holding the paper, a finger inserted in between the pages.]

Thank you.  I thought you had forgotten all about me. In fact I was planning to pick a taxi. 

SOLOMON:
[Shaking hands] oh sorry! I should have been here on time were it not for the problems at home. 

DR. KIMOIMO:
Mm? Which problems?

SOLOMON: 
[Sitting down] the death of old Mama, Tabiisa. 

DR. KIMOIMO:
What? Who? My mother! De-. 

Dr. Kimoimo slumps onto the settee unconscious. 

Enter Immaculate.

SOLOMON:
Immaculate, come and help. We have to rush him to the hospital.

IMMACULATE:
What’s the matter?

SOLOMON:
I think it’s because of shock.

IMMACULATE:
Over what?

SOLOMON:
Over his mother’s death. 

IMMACULATE:
What? What did she die of?

SOLOMON:
Come, let’s talk as we lift him into the car. I’m partly to blame, you know. I broke the news well knowing that he had already received the information.

IMMACULATE:
But what really happened?

SOLOMON:
I also don’t have the details apart from what I heard from the people I found at your place this morning.

IMMACULATE:  
What were they saying?

SOLOMON:  

 They were saying you didn’t sleep at home and ---.

IMMACULATE: 
Stop it Solomon. I’m only asking how the old woman came to die in my compound.





SOLOMON:  
That’s what I’m telling you. And now you’re fuming as if---. By the way let remind you that I’m not Sam. Don’t think that all men are the same. Learn to adjust your tone when talking to men. Mark you, it’s not my fault that you didn’t sleep at home. In any case it’s not me saying so. The people I found at your place were the ones saying that you had neglected sending help to the Late. So she had to send her daughter Joyce to sell her land so they could get some money to survive on while they await Sam’s return. And that when the daughter was not returning,, yet they were starving,, she decided to come to your place to get some leftover food from the dustbin.

IMMACULATE: 

Dustbin! Do you also believe that kind of stuff?

SOLOMON: 
Well that’s a different matter. As I said, I’m just reporting what I heard from those people. But if you sought my opinion, I would tell you that desperation can push someone to anything. And that’s the logical inference one can draw from the state of affairs. How else do you explain the fact that someone is found dead, beside a dustbin, half chewed food in the mouth, hands holding onto a polythene bag containing the same food as that in the dust bin. To me as a lawyer, that’s conclusive evidence.

IMMACULATE: 
Oh, my God, this may be the end of my status as wife of Doctor Kimoimo, Commissioner of healthy services. Solomon, can’t something be done about that body at least before Sam gets to see it? 

SOLOMON: 
It’s too late. That’s something you could have done first thing in the morning if you had spent the night at home. But now it’s too late because the police have already been to the scene and left instructions prohibiting anybody from tampering with the body in   any way whatsoever. I think they want to establish the actual cause of her death because some people were saying that she could have been struck by lightening, others were saying that   the food could have been poisoned. 

IMMACULATE:  
Please, please don’t tell that to Doctor. That will be the end of my marriage. Emphasise lightening. 

SOLOMON: 
It’s not my opinion that counts in this matter. It’s the forensic expert to tell us---come let’s get going.

Exit Immaculate and Solomon carrying Dr.Kimoimo.

CURTAIN

ACT II - SCENE I

Inside the house of Dr. Kimoimo in Bbunga. The sitting room is spacious and amply furnished.. The house though has evidence of  neglect  and desertion Presently Immaculate is seated on the settee. On her right hand side is a small side table from which she picks a glass, sips a little and places it adjacent to the half- empty bottle of crude waragi. Enter Prisca, a sly, tall, slim woman with a curious, malicious, if not conspiratorial look. Her gait is swift but calculated.

IMMACULATE:
[Gulps her waragi and puts down the glass] you’re most welcome Prisca. 

PRISCA:
Thank you. 

IMMACULATE:
[Looking at her watch] you broke off early today.

PRISCA:
I just took a French leave. 

IMMACULATE: 
How are you otherwise? 

PRISCA:  
I’m fine- - -. What’s that you’re taking?

IMMACULATE: 
 Hem- - -.  Er - - -. Waragi.

PRISCA:   
 Since when did you start taking that stuff?

IMMACULATE:
It’s quite some time now----. And I tell you Prisca it’s because of it that I’m still alive or else I would have committed suicide long ago.  Have a seat please.

PRISCA:
[Sitting] But why? You mean this thing is for real? You people have fallen out?

IMMACULATE:
It’s the reason why I called you. Doctor has completely deserted this place. And he says he doesn’t want to have anything to do with me any more because I killed his mother. 

PRISCA:
What? 

IMMACULATE:  
And my sources tell me that he and his former wife are now holding out as man and wife. They’ve been seen moving together, several  times. 

PRISCA: 
Don’t tell me! [Touching the curtain that separates the dining from the sitting room] Immaculate, what’s the lining of this curtain made of, silver or gold?

IMMACULATE:
Silver.

PRISCA: 
Anyway, you were still telling me.  You’re saying Doctor has reverted to his former native ---.  Called who?

IMMACULATE:
Josephine. I’m even told he’s now planning to file for a divorce. And his people have gladly blessed it, so I hear.  That’s why I want your advice. 

PRISCA:
Oh no! God forbid! They don’t consider the effect of that on the children!

Immaculate wipes dust off Prisca’s T-Shirt.



PRISCA:
What’s it?

IMMACULATE:  
Dust. I haven’t cleaned this place for quite some time now.

PRISCA:
Why?

IMMACULATE:
I don’t have the morale.

PRISCA:
Oh sorry!

IMMACULATE:
Well, that’s the position I’m in my dear. And that’s why I’m seeking your advice.  

PRISCA:
[Removing her shoes] I’m sorry I stepped on your expensive rug with shoes.  By the way, where did buy this carpet?

IMMACULATE:
Doctor came with it when he went for a conference in Malaysia. But Prisca, don’t divert me. Honestly I need your advice in this matter.  

PRISCA:
 I thought I had given you my opinion already. I told you: Sit Doctor down, tell him what really happened. And ask him to forgive you.

IMMACULATE:
Have I ever met him? I can’t even remember when he last came here.

PRISCA:
Look him up.

IMMACULATE:
Even then, I’m told he’s not around. Yesterday I heard from the office that he’s out of the country till next month. But I personally won’t object if he opted for divorce. But one thing I’ve sworn, they’ll not take any property, be it household property, vehicles, buildings, including this one by the way. They’ll have to start from zero.

PRISCA:
That’s not the issue. The question is: do you still love your man? People don’t marry property. If it were so, you wouldn’t be complaining since he has practically left you everything.[Pointing]   the giant screen, all the imported furniture and glassware, this bungalow and I’m told many others; the vehicles---. The fact that you’re still complaining means that you still miss something and I can say love for your man. 

Immaculate turns and starts gazing at Doctor’s picture on the wall some mist forming in her eyes.    

IMMACULATE: 
[On the brink of tears]
Even if I still love him. What can I do if he has decided otherwise?

PRISCA:
Don’t be naïve. In fact you’re going through all this because of your complacency.

IMMACULATE:
I agree with you entirely.

PRISCA:
You should have nipped this thing in the bud. But it’s not too late.

IMMACULATE:
Yes I do agree that I didn’t act fast may be, but that’s my way of doing things. Otherwise I’m closely watching. They think I don’t know, they may even think I’m a fool but one day----.

PRISCA:
One day, one day! When will that one-day come? After she has completely displaced you? And she’s about, by the way. If you don’t wake up, you’ll regret when it’s too late.

IMMACULATE:
What you’re telling me is what another friend of mine also said. Men have no sense of shame, that’s what she was saying. He’ll kick you out and bring in his new wife.

PRISCA:
He may even choose to let you stay here but desert you completely.

IMMACULATE:
It seems that’s the option he has taken. And that’s exactly the reason why I called you. Because I’m told they are now staying together with his former wife and are now planning to remarry. That’s what I want to forestall.

PRISCA:
How?

IMMACULATE:
I want to challenge the marriage in court. 

PRISCA:
That’s a waste of time and money. Just deal with the trouble causer. Eliminate the damn woman and that ends the matter. After all you have an advantage: No one is going to suspect you. Already the former husband, Mensulamu, has publicly threatened to kill her if she doesn’t return to him. So he’ll be the suspect not you.

IMMACULATE:
[Hugging her] Prisca, I don’t know why our minds always concur on many issues. That’s exactly what I’m planning. As I talk, I’ve already arranged with someone to go and finish her off. By the time Sam returns, she’ll be a gone case.

PRISCA:
That’s okay but it’s rather risky, You’ll run into trouble – police, what, what and you know these days where a gun is involved, the whole army comes in. Why don’t you go it the traditional way. Send her biteega- deadly spirits.

IMMACULATE:
I told you she’s now staying in Doctor’s home in the village. You know Doctor hasn’t constructed a permanent house in the village yet. In that grass ( thatched hut, things will be very easy. 

PRISCA:
Fine. But whichever way, there are high chances of the law catching up with you. That’s why I personally prefer these traditional healers.

IMMACULATE:
Healers or killers?

PRISCA:

Whatever you choose to call them. They’re really smart.

IMMACULATE:
My quarrel with them is their tendency to double deal. After dealing with you, they go to the other party and say, “so and so had sent us to kill you, what do you say?”

PRISCA: 

It depends on the one you’ve hired. If you go to a fake one---.

IMMACULATE:
And another problem is the time factor. I want everything to be over by the time Doctor returns.

PRISCA:

When is he returning, by the way? 

IMMACULATE:
Next week.

PRISCA:
Your plans must be in advanced stages by now I suppose, because there isn’t much time left.

IMMACULATE:
Yaa!  And that’s why I don’t want to change my plans. Actually if all goes as planned, two or three days from now, you could hear some  “good” news.

PRISCA:
[patting her on the shoulders] I withdraw my earlier remarks. You’re not naïve.

IMMACULATE:
I told you there’s a way I do things ------. By the way, I’m just gossiping. What will you have, soda or tea? I’m told you recently got saved from alcohol.

PRISCA:
[Standing to go] no thank you. I ‘ve to go now because I haven’t organised supper yet. And it’s already getting dark I can see [leaving] you don’t have to escort me. You’re very ---, you know. Good night! Keep me posted on the developments.

IMMACULATE:
Good night to you too.

Exit Prisca.

A knock at the door. Enter some man.
IMMACULATE:
Oh, you come in right on cue. I have just been discussing the plan with the friend of mine I told you I would consult. Did you meet her on the way? A tall, slim woman, wearing jeans and a T-shirt.

MAN:


Yes, what does she say about it?

IMMACULATE:
She says it’s okay. Only that we have to act fast.

MAN:
The delay is on your part. I’m just waiting for your order. Once you give a go ahead, even now, I just proceed. Because everything is ready. In fact what remains is the money for buying acid.

IMMACULATE:
Acid?

MAN:
Yes. We need to add acid to the petrol to make the burning complete. You can’t trace even a grain of the victim.

IMMACULATE:
[Animated] ahaa! That’s what I want. She should serve as a warning to all those who interfere in others’ marriages ---. But have you verified what I told you?

MAN:


In fact I returned yesterday. I went there personally.

IMMACULATE:
Mm?  

MAN:
Yes. And what you said is actually true. She has now checked into the house. For all practical purposes she’s a wife, and you know what? She’s actually pregnant. 

IMMACULATE:
Ah!

MAN:
Oh yes! 

IMMACULATE:
Anyhow, I want you to move very fast because Doctor is expected any time. In fact, if you can do it tomorrow night, so much the better.

MAN:


I do it tomorrow night?

IMMACULATE:
Just go ahead. Once you’re through, call in and receive your reward.

MAN:
That’s what I was waiting for. Just give me the facilitation I asked for.

IMMACULATE:
 [Giving him the money] there, I’m sure that will finish the job.
MAN:
Rely on me. Yours is a simpler mission compared to the many I’ve executed before. And you know what, from what I‘ve been told, you won’t even be suspected. The rumour going around is that the former husband has issued an ultimatum saying she either returns to him or faces death.

IMMACULATE:
That works in our favour.

MAN:
[Leaving] hope to hear from me. If you hear a knock on your door, that means I’m back and the mission is accomplished.

IMMACULATE:
When?

MAN:


Tomorrow night! Tomorrow night!

IMMACULATE:
See you then! I expect only news of her death.

Exit the man.
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