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Traditional Chief, Buzaki village

3.  Marere


Kikoombe’s first wife

4.  Kihumuro


Kikoombe’s second wife

5.  Hwera


Male nurse 

6.  Binagwa


village drunkard, also brother to Marere

7.  Birungi


Woman Member of Parliament

8.  Nyabworo


Neighbour

9. Tooto


Daughter to  Nyabwooro

10. Mufumu


Witch doctor

11. Kemirembe

Lead  dancer, also messenger 

12. Court Orderly

13. Policeman 

Dancers, singers 

Scene 1

(The setting is Buzaki village, in the compound of Kikoombe, the traditional village chief.  Kikoombe is drinking omuraamba, from a halfmoon- shaped gourd.   Nyabworo is also drinking his share from a large calabash. The two men twist their tongues and lips as they compliment the good brew. The sound of flutes and drumming is heard from a distance) 

Kikoombe:
Umh, this omuraamba is the best brew I have tasted in Buzaki.  Umh, umh.  Next time I will ask the woman who brewed this to be my… you know what.

Nyabworo:
Kikoombe, are you really serious?    You already have two wives.  What on earth would you need a third wife for?

Kikoombe: 
Don’t be stupid.  A man must never miss the chance of conquering as many women as his manhood can allow. Have you forgotten the ancient rules given to our great grandfathers, by the spirits of our tribe, many many rains back?

Nyabworo:
Kikoombe, you are my friend, and sometimes I forget that you keep the granary of the true ancient wisdom left by our great ancestors.  Now I know better.

Kikoombe:
See?   And that is the reason why the village agreed to hold this welcome party in my compound.   You can hear the flute sound and songs.  The people are practicing the welcome songs and dances for the new doctor.

Nyaboworo:
Now that you mention it, there is something bothering my mind about this new doctor coming to our village.  What will our Mufumu do?  (Mufumu walks in)

Mufumu:
Nyabworo son of Bitanaki, what makes my name pass through your lips this time of day?

Nyabworo:
(prostrating) Great holder of the magic wand between wealth and rags, my head is touching down.  Owner of wisdom between the dead and the living, I was praising the great wisdom and prosperity you have brought to many in Buzaki. Great one, I only have one pain.  The spirit of poverty has completely placed its stool in my household.  Great son of … (interrupted)

Mufumu:
Nyabworo, raise.  (Mufumu pulls him off the ground)  My coming to Kikoombe’s compound today is not about your troubles.  I have told you several times that your misfortunes need a sacrifice beyond animals and money.  So, son of Bitanaki, keep your peace for now.  Let me do the duty that brought me to Kikoombe’s compound.

Kikoombe:
Great thinker, holder of the magic wand between wealth and rags, my head is touching the ground, and my ears are all but yours.

Mufumu:
Good.  (Mufumu opens his bag and brings out a goatskin.  He spreads it on the floor and sits.  He brings out his snuffbox and administers powder into his nostrils.  He sneezes twice and speaks)  Kikoombe, tell me the whole story.   I got some bits from the singers on my way, but I want it from your own mouth.  

Kikoombe:
Which story, great holder of wisdom?

Mufumu:
My child, although you took the village stool after your father went to join to the ancestors, that gives you no wisdom like mine.  

Kikoobme:
I did not say so, great holder of…(interrupted)
Mufumu:
Stop!  What is this thing I hear about the great dokita from white people’s land?   What sort of evil have you brewed to destroy Buzaki village?

Kikoombe:
Great holder of the magic wand between wealth and rags, put aside your fears.  The doctor who is coming to Buzaki Community Hospital is not a healer or a diviner like you.  Nobody holds such knowledge here, but you, Mufumu, great son of Rwambogo.  The doctor who is coming to our village has the knowledge of books.  Nothing more.  Never like your magical powers.  

Mufumu:
Right.  But the matter is not as simple as that.  We must cleanse  the village before he steps here. (begins to sprinkle magical powders around)  

Nyabworo:
Mufumu, we rely on your strength.  Please give us strong charms to protect us from the evils this stranger may bring.  

Mufumu:
Enough.  (He rifles through his bag and brings out a piece of  broken pot.  He places some dried herbs on it and throws cowry shells around.  Kikoombe and Nyabworo look on silently)  The spirits will never accept him here.  Never!

Kikoombe;
But holder of wisdom, we cannot stop what is done already.  The district has sent him here, and even a house has been prepared for him.   Is there something we can do, now? Please…?

Mufumu:
Yes, but it is something that Nyabworo here must do.  

Nyabworo;
Great one, you said that my misfortune is beyond the sacrifice of animals and money.  My lord, you don’t mean my days to the grave have come closer…(trembling husky voice)

Mufumu:
Nobody has the power to see the beckoning hands of the ancestors.  Only me, Mufumu, wields such power.  So, put your fears aside.  

Nyabworo:
Mufumu, what?  What can take me out of these rags, what can make me a rich man?  Oh, the curse of my grandmother has followed me to my last days…

Mufumu;
Stop.  This is something else. Your little girl, Tooto.  She has now grown breasts, and you already must be thinking of looking for someone to bask in her warmth.  

Nyabworo:
Surely, Mufumu, you don’t mean to say that my small daughter,  who was kneading soil with her urine and licking her own mucus yesterday has become a woman?

Kikoombe:
Women grow like mushrooms.  If you don’t pick them as soon as their heads  sprout, you will only reap rotten stalks for your soup.

Mufumu:
Kikoombe, it was not for nothing that among all your brothers, you were chosen to inherit the ancient stool from your father.  You have the wisdom of  a proper man of the tribe.

Nyabworo:
Great holder of the magic wand between wealth and rags, I do not mean to dispute your wisdom, but I think my daughter is still a child.  She is even going to school.

Kikoombe:
Then how come I have been seeing her carrying sand at the site of the new doctor’s house?  Was that part of her lessons?

Mufumu:
Say it!

Nyabworo:
My friends, when troubles visit one, they come in torrents.  It is not such a good story, but I have failed to pay her school debt.    The teachers sent her out of school for fees.

Kikoombe:
Didn’t you write her on the list of those getting fees from the president?  They call it UPE.

Mufumu:
You mean Uganda Poverty Entry?  That thing is only intended to create workers for the big countries in Europe.  I hear many from white lands have come to the capital city to start industries.  So they want workers who can count the bags of cement carried out of the factory each day.

Nyabworo:
Mufumu, I am glad you have talked about jobs. Tooto is not among the children of the president’s UPE. She is a girl, and she doesn’t need as much  learning  as boys.  So I gave the chance to my sons.

Kikoombe:
Good.  So now you answer my question about another woman, the one who brewed that omuraamba?  (the men burst out in laughter)

Mufumu;
Now the sacrifice.  Your daughter, Tooto, must be married off immediately.  

Kikoombe:
Aha, I told you I must have new blood.  Who doesn’t know that Marere, my first wife, has given me no sons?  Should my ancestors beckon to me now, the ancient village stool will die with me.

Mufumu:
And that will signal the collapse of ancient custom and tradition of our great grand fathers.

Kikoombe:
Mufumu, that’s not all.  My second wife, Kihumuro, is every time giving birth to corpses.  It is like that woman sleeps around with dead bodies! I can’t stand this.  And she must right now be in the garden. Let me find her there and give her a good beating.  (Kikoombe moves off swiftly)

Nyabworo:
Look, Mufumu, there is no way I can marry my daughter off to Kikoombe.  He is rich, but he will never pay me all the bride price.

Mufumu:
You can never dispute the gods.  You must do what they say to waylay the coming evil.  This doctor from the white people’s land.

Nyabworo:
What, now?

Mufumu:
Tooto.  She must be prepared as a surprise gift to the new doctor.  She will be his wife.

Nyabworo:
My daughter to marry a white person? Never!

Mufumu:
Listen, that is the only way the evil will be neutralised.  When the angry spirits come to attack, they will find black blood in the house of the stranger.

Nyabworo:
May be you are right.  And the doctor must be very rich.  He will give me dollars in return!  Ha ha, haaa!  (wild laughter)
Mufumu:
Yes, you will get dollars, rupees, and even steringyi, money from the white people’s kingdom. You will be the richest man in Buzaki village, and your daughter’s marriage will shape the destiny of all our people.  Their good luck will be sang throughout the village, and down to the great lake which flows into the country of Congo, the land of thick-set pygmies who live in the dark forests.  

(Mufumu has by now put Nyabworo into a trance.  He swiftly swings his arms around him, while Nyabworo breathes heavily.  There is a great sound of thunder, followed by sounds of an impending storm.  Curtain falls on the two, who seem to have forgotten the world outside)

Scene 2

(Road side. Marere comes on stage.  Her left leg is tied with a dirty piece of cloth.  She carries a basket of vegetables, and a child on her back)

Marere:
A-a-ayi, I can’t wait to set my eyes on the new doctor.  (puts the basket of vegetables on the ground) The first thing I will do is to show her this, this sore. (indicating her leg)   I should have been more careful when I visited my parents.  They told me not to pass through the banana plantation, but my stubborn head wanted to do otherwise.  I wanted to reach the witchdoctor’s place faster.  My brother, Binagwa, had this time been attacked by spirits.  And because he was always drunk, everybody first thought he was just drunk, as usual.  So I defied the warning.  (her voice begins to shake)  And I accidentally trampled over my grandmother’s grave.  Now see, see this sore which she cursed me with…(starts to cry)  Oh, oh, I should never have disturbed her in her sleep.  Maawe-e-e-e  (As she wails, Kihumuro also comes on stage, she is heavily pregnant, and has a slight smudge on her right cheek) 

Kihumuro:
What’s the matter, Marere?  Don’t tell me another person has died.  (puts her arms around Marere)  Oh, we are just too tired of burials. Oh, poor Birungi’s sister.   She was struck dead by lightning.  She was coming from the singing  practice for the coming doctor.  If it’s not an adult, then it’s my dead child.

Marere;
No, it’s not that.  It is my misfortune.

Kihumuro:
Talk of bragging and malice.  Now, who of us is unfortunate?  Say it, eh?    Do you ever known what it feels like to produce a dead child each time?  This is now my sixth attempt, and  I have never even had a wink since  I last saw my moon?  I keep awake all night, thinking of yet another agony, yet another still birth.  And for you, you have all those healthy girls running around your house everyday.  Who of us is unfortunate, say it!

Marere:
Kihumuro, I don’t know why you always have to exaggerate things.  I wasn’t talking about that.

Kihumuro;
What, then?

Marere:
I was lamenting about my grand mother’s curse.  I was wondering  how long it will be, before this sore finally  reaches my heart, killing me of course. (low voice)

Kihumuro:
Marere, at first I thought you were a different type of co-wife, but it is all the same.  I can clearly see what Birungi, our woman MP, is always talking  about.  Accepting polygamy is the worst shame any woman can ever suffer.  No gain but pain.  Ptyuu (she spits on the ground)

Marere:
Kihumuro, please…

Kihumuro:
Never, I do not intend to give you and Kikoombe  long before I decide what to do with myself.  Who said that a woman was just a man’s bag to punch each time he felt like? Look at this.  (indicates her cheek)

Marere;
You mean our husband, Kikoombe,  hit you?  

Kihumuro:
Who else? You thought it was your drunken brother, Binagwa?

Marere:
Listen, I was only trying to help.  There is something we can do.  Let’s just wait.

Kihumuro:
Yes, let’s wait until your big stinking sore cures, then we can talk the same way. Ah!    

(Marere’s baby cries, and she moves  left stage to feed  it.   Tooto comes on stage, carrying new exercise books)

Here comes the bride-to-be!   And what are you carrying books for, since  you are going to become the new doctor’s wife.  And look at you, just in a skimpy dress. You are supposed to appear in a traditional Kitambi, and a long cloth around the shoulders.  You are a bride, you know, Tooto.  Don’t tell me your aunt didn’t teach you those things (lowers her voice in a naughty giggle)
Tooto:


What has my aunt got to do with my life?  

Kihumuro:

Tooto, don’t talk like that, the boys will fear you.

Tooto;
The boys?  Kihumuro, you should be ashamed of yourself.  Whatever I do is not for the sake of boys, but for myself.  And as for your questions about my aunt, I walked out on her the third night of the so-called marriage instructions.  

Kihumuro:
Then you missed the most interesting things.  You know, I met your father about a week ago, he’s the one who told me about it.

Tooto:
About what?

Kihumuro:
About his new plan.  He sent you to his sister, your aunt, to be taught the ways of behaving like a good wife.  Tooto, you are supposed to marry our new doctor, remember?  He will be coming here soon.  (Tooto shrugs her shoulders)  I am surprised you seem not to care about it.

Tooto:
Why should I?  I am still a school child. See?  (shows her  books)  I just bought them at the shops.

Kihumuro:
Your father is the funny type.  He talks of marrying you off, and at the same time buys you books for school?

Tooto:
It is not my father who bought them. I did.

Kihumuro:
And where would you get the money, girl?

Tooto:
Eh, didn’t you see me carrying sand when the house of the new doctor was being built?  I was paid for my work.

Kihumuro:
How nice for the doctor.  Just remember to tell him, when you are in bed of course, that you also helped to build his house.  He will fall madly in love with you.  And you know what, I hear that white men can really love their women. They never raise their hands to beat them.  How lucky, Tooto… (interrupted)

Tooto:
I am sick and tired of everybody!  What makes you think I will really marry the new doctor? I have already told you I can’t.  I can’t marry the doctor. 

 ( Shouts and noises heard.  Some voices scream out ‘garden, garden’…)  Oh, God, what is that?  It sounds like people chasing a thief.

Kihumuro:
Or a drunkard who has defecated in a neighbour’s garden.  Iwe-e-e!  Marere we-e-e, come out of your angry mood and save your brother.  Binagwa has defecated in the neighbour’s garden.  Marere, run!

Marere:
(running off) Please god, spare me the sight.  I don’t want to have another misfortune saving my brother’s life.  (gathers her vegetables and goes off)

Kihumuro:
You know what, Tooto, I have never been able to produce a live child, but I think I am lucky.  What would it be like to produce a child who could become a drunkard, like Marere’s brother?  At one time he fell into the cooking place and burnt the left side of his face. I wonder now whose garden he was polluting.  

Tooto:
We better get off, the chasers seem to be heading this way.  (Kihumuro grabs Tooto’s hand, and as they make to move into the opposite direction, noise also comes from there.  They stand in the middle of the stage, confused. They just hold each other, waiting for the worst.  Binagwa runs in first)

Binagwa:
(laughing a hollow laughter)  He-he-he!  Come and see this.  Ho-ho-ho!  The gir-r-l-l is right here wrestling with a pregnant woman.  (Kihumuro and Tooto disengage as Nyabworo runs in)
Nyabworo:
What is this?  Tooto, what do you think you are doing? 

Tooto:
Father, please, I can’t.  I must first finish school.  I can’t, father.

Nyabworo:
(grabbing her daughter)  Is that why you ran away from your aunt?  My heart almost stopped when she told me you disappeared.  You were supposed to stay there until we came to collect you for your new husband!

Binagwa:
Yes, after getting all the instruction on how to be nice to him in be-e-d, you know To-o-oto?

Tooto:
I can’t.  I will kill myself if you insist.

Nyabworo:
Nobody will allow such a foolish act.  Kihumuro, why don’t you tell this girl what her duty is, as she was born female?  Explain to her the importance of having a round belly like yours.

Kihumuro:
Don’t make me laugh.  If I had a choice, my life would have been different.

Binagwa:
Yes, and you would not know the joy of bulging up, after a good treat from your husband, eh? (make  faces at her)

Kihumuro:
Stupid drunk, don’t poke your nose in matters which don’t concern you. How many women have you made pregnant, so you can throw your drunken insults at me?

Binagwa:
Woman, you don’t really have to ask me about tha-aa-t?  I am a man, and one day, I will prove to you, ye-esh, to you that I still have fire burning right here (indicates his torn trouser front)
Kihumuro:
Ai-m-a  (she bites her upper lip with teeth in mockery)
Binagwa:
Ye-e-sh, that time you will do the opposite of that.  Eh, Ki—kihumurr-oo? 

 ( Kihumuro derides him with her thumb, and goes off stage)

Nyabworo:
Binagwa, stop it. Why quarrel with a woman, like that?  You can’t have suddenly turned into a woman, too? Come, assist me here.  (Indicates for help in tying up Tooto, who screams loud.  They bind her hands  with banana fibres.  Her father tears her books)

Binagwa:
Ye-esh, this girl needs to be tamed.  Isn’t that so, little Tooto?  

Nyabworo:
Stubborn women like her are tamed by force.  You know that illness which makes women fear men?

Binagwa:
He-he-he, it is called entiini!  My sister had it, I was told.  That girl, Marere, he-he-he! She was tamed by force before Kikoombe could get to her.  Even my aunt had to stand near their bed to ensure that the girl had cured, and that she no longer feared the man’s thing.  He-he-he!

Nyabworo:
It is now time to cure Tooto. (the two men drag  a screaming Tooto off, as curtain falls)
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