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BACKGROUND

Today African and the former Communist countries are practicing what one would call aid- led western - style democracy, if those are the right words to describe the current trend whereby donor countries have made western- style democracy a de facto pre-condition for aid. Desperate for the aid, the reluctant governments as it were, bow to pressure and organize elections, not out of conviction but compulsion yet taking comfort in the fact that they have opportunity to and will actually capitalize on the glaring loopholes- the weak institutional framework, voter gullibility and vulnerability (courtesy of the rampant illiteracy and poverty) and manipulate the elections. No wonder, each and every one of the engineered elections has either registered dismal voter turn up or outright boycotts and or left in its wake torrents of election petitions, mass protests or subterranean grumbling, raising the question as to whether the election verdict is truly the will of the majority. This does not augur well for the democratic cause and should be a matter of concern to any democrat, hence this humble contribution of mine by which I seek to draw on my personal experience and observations as an election winner, subsequent loser, campaign strategist and keen political observer, and highlight the mode and manner in which election manipulators exploit voter gullibility and vulnerability to undermine the electoral process and how this in turn impinges on the quest for democratization in fledgling democracies.    

SYNOPSIS

‘’I will not give even a grain of salt to voters because then I won’t be able to tell whether it’s my programme or the salt that they will have voted for. I have said it before and I would like to repeat that if I must bribe voters, peddle lies or mud sling others; if I must contravene the law or worse still sell my conscience for the sake of an office, then I would rather do without that office.’’ 

The above resolute stand of Professor Deborah Ndiraba predetermined the outcome of her election bid. 
Now a crisis has occurred in her native area. Three people have died and several others are in a critical condition after taking contaminated water. Ndiraba’s detractors have told people that she (Ndiraba) is the one who allocated their source of water to  Mafutamingi International, a petroleum company which belongs to big shots in the government of Kaalo, but disguised as a foreign investment. Professor Ndiraba,’ they allege ‘is using her portfolio as Minister for Oil and Water Development to settle election grudges, the reason why she had allocated this particular landing site to the oil company for depositing their toxic by products’. 

By the time Professor Ndiraba arrives on the scene to give her side of the story, the atmosphere is already charged. Armed with clubs and stones, people are menacingly advancing towards her as they shout: ‘Traitor! Traitor! Kill her! Finish her!’

On her part, Professor Ndiraba is determined to face the rowdy mob and inform them that it is the area MP. and his colleagues in Parliament who, in exchange for the campaign funds they had received from Mafutamingi International, who had allocated the landing site to the oil company. However, Nali, Professor’s erstwhile supporter won’t let her that easily since, according to her, the irate mob is more interested in her blood than her personal explanation.

THE VICTORIOUS LOSER

A PLAY BY MOSES WAGIRA P’ADO
(A UGANDAN LAWYER, FORMER LEGISLATOR, SUBSEQUENT ELECTION LOSER AND A DIRECTOR OF RESEARCH AND DOCUMENTATION IN TWO PRESIDENTIAL ELECTIONS IN HIS COUNTRY.)
CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY:  
8 WITH POSIBILITIES OF DOUBLING.
GENDER BREAK DOWN: 
3 MEN 3 WOMEN AND 2  YOUTH (A MALE AND A FEMALE)
PHYSICAL SETTING: 
KAALO, A CLASSICAL BANANA REPUBLIC IN DEMOCRATIC TRANSITION. 
TIME: 
DEPENDENT ON THE COUNTRY’S LEVEL OF DEVELOPMENT BUT THE 21ST CENTURY IN THIS PARTICULAR CASE.                                                                                                        
STRUCTURE:



3 ACTS OF 5, 6 AND 4 SCENES RESPECTIVELY.
STATE:



STAGE PROMPT (MANUSCRIPT) FORM.
ISSUE: 



ELECTION MANIPULATION.
THESIS: 
ELECTION MANIPULATION IS A SERIOUS CHALLENGE TO DEMOCRATIC TRANSITION IN BUDDING DEMOCRACIES.

PURPOSE: 
SATIRISE ELECTION MANIPULATION AND DEMONSTRATE HOW IT UNDERMINES DEMOCRACY.
AIM: 
ADVOCATE FOR THE ERADICATION OF THE FACTORS ON WHICH MANIPULATION THRIVES.
ACT 1 

SCENE 1

At Docha ,a lake-side settlement in Kaalo, a typical banana republic. The time is a matter of the country’s level of development but in this particular case, it is the late 21st century. The usual noise at the lake - the croaking of frogs, especially. The curtain rises, revealing on the stage(R) a line of jerry cans, gourds and other assortment of water containers and (L) Mojo, the traditional cum tribal leader (Itabangi) here. He is elderly, possibly in his early sixties, attired in a tunic that has apparently been around for quite some time. His shiny bald head - you can’t see it- is shielded from the scalding sun by the reluctant and as it were worn out bowler hat held in position by the strings on it which converge into a knot under the chief’s trademark goatee. Presently he is vigorously sounding a drum:

Saagala agalamidde



         Saagala agalamidde

Those endowed with the rare knowledge of interpreting the language of drums will tell you that the sound translates into something like:



I dislike idlers, 

I dislike idlers.

The sound of the drum is soon followed by Langa’s (Langa is, if you like, the information secretary in this place) high-pitched voice off stage:



Everybody,



Male or female,



Leave whatever you’re doing 



And come to the meeting.



Whoever does not turn up,  



Will have none to blame.



The message is clear.



No excuse of saying: 



‘I didn’t hear’ 



‘I wasn’t told about it’.

As promptly as possible, people begin streaming in, the women taking seats beside their male counterparts but at a respectable distance. Within no time, all the different clans

 are seated, each in the favourite spot they usually occupy during such gatherings.

MOJO (MAISO):
[To his subjects] I know many of you could be asking yourselves why I’ve summoned you. Yet in a way I don’t expect you to be surprised because what is happening is common knowledge to most of us. As your leader, I just can’t sit by when our very livelihood –who doesn’t know that this lake, Lemwa, is our very livelihood? Just as fish can’t survive outside water, likewise we, the Bakenye, can’t survive without Lemwa. Anything that threatens Lemwa, threatens our own existence. So we just can’t sit by when things are again beginning to deteriorate. This time, we have to act fast. We won’t wait until our water has reached the state in which it was during the time of Lutwama, when it attained the colour of blood. [Wiping sweat off his face with his forefinger] That’s why I’ve called you so that we agree on what to do. As some of you may have already heard, three of our colleagues have already died and several hospitalized. I mean those who ignored my advice and went ahead to drink the contaminated water. I’ve called you so that together, we can find a solution. On that note, I now invite you to make suggestions as to how we’re going to handle this crisis.



A hand is up.

MOJO (MAISO): 
Yes Nali, what do you have to say?

NALI: 

[Stammering] A…. [Pose] A…. [Slaps her thigh] As far as I’m con… con… cerned, our leaders are to blame for our s… ss… suff _.

OTHERS:                               Not all. Be specific!

NALI:

R… rr…. [Slap] Right, thank you for the co… co… rrection. P… Pp… please forgive me. As our elders stated, the m… mm… mouth is not en… endowed with the facility like that of a winnower, to separate the grain from the chaff that easily. Otherwise what I wa… wan… ted to say is that the people whom we elect to look after our in… in… interests don’t do so. They value us as votes not as fellow human beings. Thi…. [Slap] This has been the case whenever we have these s… ss… so- called elections. Some of you were still young, others may not have been born yet, but I must tell you that this is how things have been ever since the Mzungu left. B… bb…[slap] because under the Mzungu, there were no elections and things were not all that bad by the way. [With bitterness] When I remember the lies the likes of B… Bb… Bweete and Bala told us! It’s unfortunate that I’m mentioning these things when Bala is not here.

LANGA:
Talk of it. When I remember the way Bala used to blast the Bazungu  [Parodying Bala’s characteristic sharp and quick movements, his pomposity and rumbling mode of speech]: Down with the Mzungu! Down with foreigners!  Africa is for the Africans not Bazungu! [Rumbling louder now] The time has come for us the natives to regain control of our motherland Kaalo, grabbed from us by the Mzungu. This is the time to tell the usurpers that the baby they came to nurture is now fully grown and there is no longer need for their services. We are now fully capable of taking charge of our own affairs. We’ve had enough of this exploitation. The Mzungu and her acolytes have milked us for long. They have turned us into mice, to feed the children of the cats. That the Mzungu is leaving is not open to any doubt. The only question is: Who are the right people to take over from him…? 

MOJO (MAISO):
That’s why I was at first not in for that Bweete man. I had personally wanted the teacher from Lenya Sub- county to be our MP, the one Bala was calling a foreigner simply because he was from another sub county.

WOMAN (NDIRABA): 
I remember the insinuation he made about you [Mimicking Bala] Some of you are being misled into casting your votes for a ‘foreigner’. Why? Have you forgotten the wise sayings of our ancestors who taught us never to bank on a stick that is far away when a snake is menacingly advancing.

MOJO (MAISO): 
He didn’t put it that way. He was direct. [Imitating Bala] Some people are lying to you that Bweete is not one of us. I would like to assure you that Bweete is truly our son. It’s his enemies and therefore, our enemies, who are spreading those lies and even mispronouncing his name. That’s all deliberate. 

ANOTHER (BEESI):
And as if to confirm that Bweete was indeed our kinsman, you remember what he said? [Mimicking] I would have loved to go on and on but let me give chance to our beloved son, Bweete. I don’t want to keep him here for so long because I’m made to understand that he has a meeting with the Itabangi. Then a fool comes lying to people that he’s not one of us. Who knows his subjects better than the Itabangi, our traditional leader…?

LANGA:
Personally I place the biggest blame on Bweete himself.

MOJO (MAISO):                    Why? 

LANGA:
He’s the person who gave us false hopes. [Mimicking]  We’re a number who are aspiring to be your Representative, but how will you know the one who is for you? Our symbols have a clue. One of us has a pen as his symbol. That means his concern is for his fellow elite not you- the farmers and fishermen. Another one has a spear as his campaign symbol. This raises a question: ’are you people in for war?’ As for NPP, we’re for development. That’s going to be our priority_. 

MOJO (MAISO):
Come to think about it, I concur with you. The way Bweete used to talk about self rule, one could think that it was going to be a paradise [Parodying Bweete’s speech] When we black people take over government, things are going to be marvelous. The countryside, since that’s where most people stay, will be considered first in everything_ hospitals, schools, everything. Just cast your votes for NPP. 

LANGA:
And people did exactly that but what is there to show for it? [Pointing to the contaminated water source] Is this the running water we were promised? 

WOMAN (NDIRABA):
Independence! Independence! Paah! Why did they chase the Bazungu? At least the Bazungu valued human life, unlike the black man who only cares for his stomach.     

NALI: 
[Beaming with nostalgia] Eh, you p… pp… people life under the B… BB… Bazungu was marvelous! Th… th… those peoples are good. Their hearts are as white as their b… bb… bodies. Life under the Bazungu was fantastic. Meat, which costs a fortune these days, cost t… tt… two pence during the Bazungu’s time. [Raising her two fingers] Two like this! Who knew that one would go to a hospital and fail to get even an A… as… pirin tablet? All the promises of peace and development were empty words. Wars have be… be… become th… the o… o… order of the day. Peace and development still remain a d… dd… distant hope. Whoever we elect, raises our hopes and we sigh: A… a… at last the Massiya is here. Whoever Bala introduces to us, he tells us is the Massiya, sent by God to save His people in Docha. When will the real M… MM… Massiya come? When we’ve all perished? May be the Massiya is already here but we just can’t r… rr… recognise him with our human eyes. The scriptures after all say that the M… MM… Massiya will return like a thief. I’m going to put an announcement on all radio s… ss… tations summoning him to come quickly if he’s to find any living soul to save. Be… be … be… becau_.

She breaks down and starts weeping, ‘awaking’ her hitherto spellbound listeners.                


                                  
A woman who has at last found her voice chips in:

WOMAN (NDIRABA): 
I’m not surprised that people are increasingly losing interest in these so- called elections.



Another hand is up.

MOJO (MAISO):                    
Do you want to give her some information?

GIRL (BEESI): 
Not quite. I just wanted to add that that could also be the reason why some people decide to sell their votes even for a stick of a cigarette because that is, at least in their view, what it is worth. They’re all the same, these politicians. They only differ in the methods they use. 

MOJO (MAISO): 
         In conclusion what do you suggest?

GIRL (BEESI):                      
This is the time for Teko to prove to us his worth.

MOJO (MAISO):
Before I call on the next speaker, I would like to urge you to propose solutions. That’s the purpose of this meeting. We’re here to find a solution to our problem but not to lament.



Langa’s hand is up.

LANGA: 
That’s what I also wanted to say. What we need right now is a solution, and immediately too. This is how things have started in the past, only to reach disastrous levels. I remember during the time of Lutwama, things started on a fairly promising note. At least he tried to keep his promises.

MOJO (MAISO):
[Opposed] Which promise did Lutwama fulfill? I don’t remember any. Personally I only remember him for the funny speech he made at the rally he convened at Docha Primary School, his first and last rally as MP. [Mimicking] I… [Pause] I would like to … [pause] facit of all wici to commend my cicitaj for the…. [Suddenly and after consulting an imaginary written text] the cing they cong about Bweete and hij people be … be…. [Feigning loss of vocabulary, turns to Swahili] Sabbabbu it is the true. My motto ij akiconi _.

WOMAN (NDIRABA):
[Amidst laughter] In fact his pronunciation of the word action as ‘akiconi’ received a resounding applause, especially from those who didn’t understand English.

NALI:  

Anti we thought he was talking of a market.

LANGA:  
[Still laughing] Do you know what was more interesting? The fellow himself thought he had made a very important point. In fact when he resumed talking, he exhibited a lot of confidence. [Mimicking]  Thic talk, talk, talk, no akiconi ij not me. Wij that cimolo word, I cank you.

LANGA:
[Amidst loud neighs] He didn’t end there. [Mimicking] He oluco canked the cicitaj _. 

MOJO (MAISO):
[Wiping tears of laughter] For cooking naici sakula. In fact he said the food was so nice that he had got fed up.

LANGA:
And asked Bala to take the cicitaj to his home so that he could also revenge for what had they done.

MOJO (MAISO):
You know what? The person who really got on my nerves that day was Bala.

LANGA:
With his endless speech, moreover after saying [mimicking] This is not the time for me to make speeches. I only want to assure you, Honourable that the people of Docha are fully behind you.

MOJO (MAISO): 
Let alone that, the way he was castigating Bweete, one would think that they had never been bed -fellows at all. 

LANGA: 
By the way! When he was criticizing him for cronyism? [Mimicking] Every sane person had already realised that Bweete had completely deserted his campaigners and constituents.  

LANGA:
You remember what he told Lutwama? [Mimicking]  Honourable, I wish to inform you that Bweete wouldn’t have been MP if it were not for my efforts. 

MOJO (MAISO): 
That’s not surprising. It’s typical of him. He can claim to be anything. He’s the king maker, he’s the opinion leader…. But he made one interesting observation though:  

LANGA: 
That Bweete had neglected the rest of the constituency and was only looking after his interests and those of his henchmen? 

MOJO (MAISO):
Not quite. I’m referring to the statement that Bweete had created a new class of Bakenye- Bakenye only in name   but leading the life of Bazungu. 

LANGA: 
Whatever the case, his behaviour on that day was quite disgusting, particularly the sycophancy he exhibited. In fact his behaviour that day could pass off for that of a clown. [Dramatizing] Before I conclude, allow me to present to you and I humbly ask you to accept, a small token of appreciation of your patriotic spirit, from your constituents here_.

MOJO (MAISO):                   
When he was presenting him with the leopard skin?

LANGA: 
Yes. I even wondered whether it was really necessary to dress him in it right there. 

MOJO (MAISO): 
And if so, whether he was the right person and not I the cultural leader. Actually I thought he was going to call me but the next thing I heard was him saying: [Mimicking and dressing Langa in an imaginary leopard skin] Honourable, this honour is only given to heroes like you who, like Jesus, are ready to sacrifice their precious lives for the sake of others. We know that some people pronounce your name differently. As for us, we shall, with your permission, call you Lutwama- a saviour of Docha Constituency. 

Langa beams and nodes in approval while the crowd lets  off a thunderous applause.

MOJO (MAISO): 
[Still laughing but feigning anger] You’re not serious you people. How dare you bring in fun when we’re discussing   such a grave issue. Anyway, Langa what do you yourself propose?

LANGA: 
As I was saying, we need to act quickly before things get out of hand because to me, Teko is our last card. We’ve invested a lot of hope in him and_.

MOJO (MAISO): 
I agree with you entirely. We can’t afford to sit by and let him be derailed by the very people who have been misleading every MP. Your so- called opinion leaders who are in the actual sense opinion misleaders as far as I’m concerned. They claim to be the authority on politics, and claim to hold the key to the leadership of this constituency. I say this with a lot of sorrow in my heart because take it from me, each of the past MPs have had good intentions for the people but they have been derailed by the likes of Bala, who have been manipulating every situation to suit their own interests. But this time we’re not going to allow it to happen again. We have to find some way of calling Teko to order before he’s also derailed. He should stand by whatever he pledged to do. He himself, nobody else, promised to give the politics of this Constituency a new direction. 

WOMAN (NDIRABA):
True! That was the gist of his speech on the last Candidates’ Meeting. [Mimicking Teko’s speech] If elected MP, I pledge to bring about real change in the politics of Docha Constituency. Mine is not going to be a mere   change of name from Lutwama to Teko-No, it’s a change and a real change at that. I’m committed to uplifting the living standards of our people by exercising the spirit of sacrifice. If elected, I promise to discharge my duties with minimum cost to the tax- payer and I will oppose any attempt  to pamper MPs with lavish privileges.  

WOMAN (BEESI): 
In fact I remember him asking how an MP whose   constituents still bathed in ponds like cattle could dress in  imported shoes which costs hundreds of thousands of shillings as if there are no locally- manufactured shoes.

WOMAN (NDIRABA): 
And indeed people took his word and voted for him overwhelmingly. Now what has become of the pledge? As usual, the same fellows, the so- called opinion leaders have again derailed him I think and that’s why we’re beginning to witness this crisis.

MOJO ((MAISO):                   So what do you suggest?

WOMAN (NDIRABA):
Let’s not allow the likes of Bala to divert us again. [She sights Bala arriving] Since I said this is not time for words but solutions, I would like to propose, Itabangi, that we forward our grievances to_.  

MOJO (MAISO):                    Our Member of Parliament?

LANGA: 
Not quite. May be the Minister for Water since she also happens to be one of us. Otherwise the right person would have been the President himself because I’m personally fed up with these middlemen, the so- called henchmen.

OTHERS:                               Yees!

ANOTHER: 
In my view, the right people to approach are the MP and may be the Minister but the problem is how to contact them.

MOJO (MAISO):                    
I think let’s first agree on the principle.

GIRL (BEESI):                       Which principle?

MOJO (MAISO): 
Do we go to the President himself, the Minister or we start with the first ladder, our Member of Parliament?

CROWD:                                 Yees!

MOJO (MAISO): 
[Baffled] What do you mean?

GIRL (BEESI):
It would be a bright idea to start with Teko but how do we get to him? Personally, I’ve never sighted Teko since we elected him.

ANOTHER:                             Neither have I.

ANOTHER:                           Nor I.

ANOTHER: 
Personally I last sighted him on the last campaign rally because I didn’t go to vote. Why should I waste my ti_.

ANOTHER:                            Is he still alive but?

MOJO (MAISO): 
I take it that the general consensus is that we dispatch a delegation to go and meet our Member of Parliament?

NALI: 

                                   N… n… no, let’s go to the President straight away. 

Bala who has just moved to the front to capture the eye of the chair is now sitting and raising his hand at the same time. 

MOJO (MAISO):                    Bala, what is your view?

BALA: 
Itabangi, I first of all wish to apologise for arriving late but we had to do something to save Nali’s life.

MOJO (MAISO):                     Which Nali?

BALA:
                                    
Sorry I meant this other woman. Is she Nasio?

ANOTHER:                             But Nasio is here.

BALA: 
Anyway, turning to the main issue, Mr Itabangi, through my close interactions with big people, I got to know that there’s something called a chain of command. Much as may like to go directly to the President, be sure we’ll be turned out for not following the right channels. You see government is arranged like ladders and you can’t start climbing from the top. Besides, those in the lower ranks will look at it as a move that is intended to undermine them. In fact they’ll see us as people who have gone to accuse them before their boss. That’s why I also concur with you that we send one of us. We don’t even need a delegation at this point. We should just send one of us whom we know will knock and he will be welcomed, one whom we’re sure will bring results, that’s all that we need.

CROWD:                                You’re right!

BALA: 
All we need is somebody whom they can’t afford to ignore, somebody who was instrumental in making these leaders what they are, one who will remind them of what they promised the voters.



Spontaneous voices:

VOICE:                                   You!

VOICE:                                   Who else!

VOICE: 
           It’s him who can face those fellows!

BALA: 
Since it’s the wish of everybody, I’ll go. You know I’ve never declined to undertake any mission, however risky, as long as it’s for the good of you my people.



Langa’s hand is up.

LANGA:                                 
I want to suggest that the Itabangi accompanies Bala.

.            

BALA: 
I was also about to say so but my only fear is that this is not the right time for the Itabangi to be very far from his subjects. At this critical time, his presence is indispensable, I should say.

OTHERS:                               By the way!

BALA: 
But he’ll be effectively represented because I’ll of course first confer with him.

MOJO (MAISO):
[With a touch of resentment] I thank you all for turning up. I declare the meeting closed.



                      They disperse, leaving Bala alone on stage.

BALA

[To audience] That was smart, wasn’t it? Their gullibility is what makes me what I am-an opinion leader. I lead them wherever I want, by the nose if necessary. God created them but I own them, the way taxi touts ‘own’ passengers. You can’t get to the voters except through me. [After a hearty laughter] None comes to them except through and via me. He that has seen me has seen the voter. But this particular one was a bit of a challenge. My subjects are getting slippery by the day. I wonder what the situation would be if I had not sabotaged the programme of the so- called civic educators. How dare they awake my sleeping ‘dogs’! Why interfere with the job that has fed me since…you know. I’m glad I’ve won the first battle because if I were to go with that rigid man, Mojo, I was going to have a problem in manipulating things. Now that I’m going alone, I’ll do things my way. Do they have any sense in those big heads? They don’t I’m sure for then I wouldn’t be existing in my capacity as opinion leader. It’s on their gullibility that I thrive. If at all they had a bit of sense, then they ought to have known that they’re paying for their own folly. They reduced their birthright to grains of salt and tablets of soap. In any case, where did they expect Teko to get the salt and the…. No, no, let me not bias you. I would rather you sat and patiently watched and followed the events that led to this crisis as I also proceed to secure an explanation, which I already have anyway. By the time I return, I’m sure you’ll have analyzed the drama as it unfolds and made your own judgment as to how and why we got into this predicament. Good viewing!

Exit Bala.


CURTAIN.

SCENE 2

Ndiraba’s reading room on the ground floor of her residence at Makeri University. It’s about 1.00 O’clock in the afternoon. A dead silence reigns save for the sound from the compressor of the fridge. To the left of the room, is a permanently secured window, fastened with plywood. A few metres away but on the same wall is the door that leads into the house and the staircase that leads upstairs. The opposite wall is lined with armchairs upholstered in brown leather. To the right, Ndiraba is seated at her table, reading with the aid of the sunlight that is streaming in through the only open window overlooking one of the halls of residence a couple of metres away. Ndiraba is a woman in her late forties, bespectacled, of medium height, and lean of body. She is known to be reserved, principled, frank, sincere and rather ascetic, attributes some say cost her victory in the run up for …I think we’ll have time to talk about that later on.



There’s a knock at the door.

NDIRABA:                             Come in please.

In comes Bala, a prototype of your professional campaigner, euphemists refer to him as an opinion leader. He walks with dignified, confident steps and carries about him an air of self esteem bordering on bloated ego. May be he deserves to. He says he’s maker to every ’who is who?’ in the leadership of Docha. You may doubt, but every person he has campaigned for has, as a must, had to succeed. If it sounds incredible, I will volunteer an answer. Bala would never hesitate to switch his support to the winning side the moment he realised that the one he had been previously supporting is likely to lose, if only to ensure that his impeccable C.V, as veteran campaigner, is not tainted as a result of clinging onto a loser.

BALA:

[About to remove his shoes] I thought I wasn’t going to get you around. Your presence is a sign that my mission has the blessing of the ancestors. May I come in?

NDIRABA:
[After returning the book she was reading to the shelf directly in front of her] Why? Oh! Mr Bala, just come in. Don’t bother to remove your shoes. This is not a mosque.

Ndiraba shakes hands with her guest and motions him to sit. After exchanging greetings and the usual ritualistic 

inquiries about the weather, the harvest, those who are sick and those who have passed away, Bala clears his throat and begins:

BALA: 
My visit is very brief and I want to go straight to the point. I don’t want to face the same fate as the proverbial axe borrower_.

NDIRABA: 
I sensed you had an urgent mission. Even then, I just can’t let you out of this home you last visited, I don’t know when, without a drink_.

BALA:

You’re quite right. Our people say a nyenze…. Professor, I don’t think you know a nyenze, given the time you’ve been out there?

NDIRABA: 
Why not. You forget that I have lived for seven years in Sweden and forty-two years here. A nyenze, if you ask me, is one of those crawling insects we used to dig out of the ground and roast and eat with millet bread in our childhood days. 

BALA: 
Absolutely right. Our people say it just doesn’t move out of it’s dwelling place, unless it has a cause to. So as you see me here, I have been sent to deliver a very important message to you, from the people of Docha.

NDIRABA:                             
Just a second, Mr Bala. Let me get you a drink at least.

BALA: 
Well, I’ll accept that. Mukenye, our great ancestor, warned us never to decline a meal in a home where at one point in time, one is bound to be called upon to pay condolences. [Ndiraba moves upstairs as Bala engages in a monologue]. My target is to buy a vehicle out of this election exercise. And I know I’ll raise enough money, especially from this one. She has to part with some of the dollars she got from overseas. I know she can’t make it, being a woman but that’s none of my business. She has some money to throw around and I’ll do justice to it. [Looking at his watch] I’m behind schedule. I fear I might get to Teko when it’s past working hours and he gives that as an excuse for not coughing cash!

Enter Ndiraba holding a tray of assorted drinks. She places the tray on the reading table, a stool before Bala and subsequently a drink of his choice. Bala attacks the drinks with the ferocity of a hyena upon its prey.

BALA:         
                         [Pointing at the drinks] Is all this for me alone?

NDIRABA: 
I’m sorry I can’t give you company. I’m working on something important and urgent. I’ve been invited to deliver a paper in New Mexico next week, about the challenges of democratic transition in Africa. .

BALA:

  [To his host] Where do you go for_.

NDIRABA:                          [Pointing] Right there.



 Bala moves out and soon returns. 

NDIRABA:                            [Pointing] The zip!

BALA:  
Thanks very much. [Bala pushes up his zip, gulps the remaining contents in the bottle in a swoop and turns to Ndiraba] l don’t want to face the same fate as one who went to borrow an axe  and deviated to gossip only to lose it to one who was prompt in presenting the request. I want to thank you very much for the nice drink. I don’t know when I last drank a beer. Back to the point of my coming, please, allow me to put to_. 

NDIRABA:                             I thought you had_.

BALA:  
Wait a minute! The main point is yet to come. That is the kind of hurry that explains why the hyena’s fur is ruffled. Hyena hurriedly left before God had made final touches on his fur. [A prolonged laughter. Bala continues]. The point is: I’m here to deliver the massage of your brothers and sisters. As you well know, the President is committed to seeing that the people themselves elect their leaders. 

NDIRABA:  
A very lofty decision, indeed. 

BALA: 
Yaah! Now you may ask me: How about the incumbent?

NDIRABA:
Certainly! 

BALA:

He has betrayed the people who elected him and embarrassed us who campaigned for him.

NDIRABA:
How?

BALA:

It’s a long story and a disgraceful one too. And that’s exactly why I’m here. The people of Docha, especially the women want a change. They want a person who can ably represent them and they say that person is you. In fact they have vowed that short of you, they’ll not vote. That’s why they sent me to ask you to kindly accept the burden of representing them in Parliament. For long our area has got a raw deal in as far as the allocation of ministerial posts is concerned partly because of sending mediocres. This time we want to send one who’s well known to people in government and that’s you. You supported them when they were struggling to free this country from the claws of dictators. 

NDIRABA: 
Hem …. Morally yes. I supported them because I thought they had a vision.

BALA:                                    Even financially, I’m told.

NDIRABA :
Well, I don’t know much about that. As for the message you’ve brought, I regret to say that l can’t take up the challenge.

BALA:  
                   You can’t let down your people at such_.

NDIRABA:  
The traditional wisdom of our people counsels courtesy to visitors. My dear brother, that’s the politest way l can, as a host, put it. Please, accept it and unless there’s something else you want us to discuss_.

BALA:  
You’re prepared to spit out a fortune and yet this could be the opportunity for us also to have our own in cabinet ever since_.

NDIRABA: 
[Impatient] Hold it! Please_

BALA:  
I’m not asking for an answer now. First think about it.  Good- bye.

NDIRABA: 
             Bye! Convey my regards to the rest!

Exit Bala. Ndiraba goes to join her family members in the dining room upstairs. 

CURTAIN.

SCENE 3

In Ndiraba’s dining room at. 2:00 p.m. All is set for lunch except that one family member whose seat is conspicuously vacant, is yet to come. Enter Ndiraba. She takes off her jacket, hangs it onto the back of her chair then sits beside her daughter Beesi aged 23. On the opposite side of the table is her sixty- three- year old husband, a snob to the extreme of it, one quite titillated by the trappings of pomp and all that goes with power but very reluctant to bear the concomitant inconveniences. 

MAISO:


[To his wife] We were about to proceed without you. 

NDIRABA: 
You know the verbosity of our people. They wrap one statement in five sayings and an equivalent number of proverbs.
MAISO:


Beesi, bless the meal.
BEESI:   
Our Father, we thank you for this meal before us and ask you to bless it 
so that it gives us the strength to do your will. We pray for all this in the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit.

OTHERS:  


Amen! 

MAISO: 


[Picking a plate] So what is the message this time?

NDIRABA:
The same old story. [Mimicking] ’I‘ve been sent by the people’ (whatever he means by people) ’of Docha Constituency. They’re looking up to you for representation in Parliament and that they don’t see anyone capable of representing them effectively. In fact they are swearing that if you don’t stand, they are not going to vote….‘ The usual stuff, you know.

MAISO:   


What did you tell him?

NDIRABA: 
What else?  You know my views about the subject, don’t you?

Telephone rings and Maiso picks it up.

MAISO:     
Hullo…. You want to speak to Professor? Hold on, please!  [To his wife] It’s your call.
NDIRABA:
Hullo Honourable Minister, what a pleasant surprise! You are lucky to get me still at home. No, it’s just that l had some visitor who held me up. From my home area, Docha. Nothing much. Oh the little he was saying! He said that those who sent him want me to stand in the forthcoming elections.   Oh no, I’m too old for that. That’s what l told the emissary from Docha as well. Do l really have to meet the President. Just inform him that the Teacher is very grateful for the offer but that he is unable to. The body is willing but the spirit is weak. I’m only being honest and sincere to the President. Besides age, l have very strong misgivings about politics in our kind of set up. You’re part of this family and therefore, welcome any time any day. I’m open for discussion but more for purposes of explaining my position than anything beyond that. Saturday eight O’clock is okay. l will inform your ‘Husband’ so that he’s around to meet you after a long time you know. Thanks for calling. Bye!
MAISO:   


Who’s that?
NDIRABA:
Our friend, Hon. Irene Loda. 
MAISO:
What’s she saying?
NDIRABA:  
She’s telling me that the President wants me to stand in the forthcoming Parliamentary elections.
MAISO:       


What did you tell her?
NDIRABA:    


What else? I gave her_.
MAISO:


A ’yes’?

NDIRABA:


No way! I gave her an outright ‘no’.
MAISO: 
That sounds very rude, you know, and dangerous for that matter.
NDIRABA:
To be honest I didn’t say no. I just told her to give me time to think about it. We agreed that she comes over on Saturday at eight p.m. to get my res_.
MAISO:


I hope that’s what you said.
           


As Maiso serves juice to his daughter, the curtain falls. 

SCENE 4

In Ndiraba’s sitting room at 8.00 p.m. thereabouts. Presently she is reading. Enter Honourable Irene Loda, Minister for Oil and Water Development. 
LODA:     
[Looking in horror at Ndiraba’s bandaged leg] Sorry Debby! What happened?
NDIRABA:



I slipped and fell, in the bathroom.
LODA:           



Sorry about that!
NDIRABA:         
But it will be all right. Otherwise you’re most welcome Honourable Minister.  Meet my family. Maiso is_.
LODA:
No ceremony, no formalities, Debby. I’m here in my capacity as your OG, a sister for that matter. That’s why I came without escort, to make the whole visit informal.
NDIRABA:



Well, then have a seat.
Loda sits. Beesi is the first to give perfunctory greetings and vanish almost immediately.

MAISO:
[Almost prostrating] Honourable Minister, it’s very kind of you to check on us. It’s indeed a blessing to our house. 
LODA:



Beesi is now a woman, eh?
NDIRABA:


Oh yes. It’s long since you last saw her anyway.
LODA:
[Guilty] With this work of Government, one hardly gets even a minute to check on a friend, you know. It’s work, work and _.
MAISO:
That’s why I must sincerely thank you for sparing your valuable time to call on us.
LODA:



To be honest, even now, I’m here on official duty.
NDIRABA:
Did I hear you at first mentioning that you ‘re here as a _?
LODA:



Yes but to deliver an official message.
MAISO:


[Intervening] Honourable Minister_.
LODA:
There you go again with your formalities. Simply call me Irene.
MAISO:


Well Irene, which drink will you have?
LODA:



Something soft, perhaps a_.
MAISO:


There is your favourite whisky, the_.   
Maiso goes and returns with a tray of drinks, serves alcohol to others and a soda for himself.

NDIRABA:
Maiso, you know what? Indeed God speaks to man. When we were still students at the Law school, Irene used to say that she would be a Minister one day.
LODA:
All the credit to your family. [To Maiso] The encouragement of her grandmother, the Late Ndiraba through her Girl Child Education Initiative inspired me more than anything else. And that’s why I’m trying to see to it that the family, through Debby at least, is rewarded somehow.
NDIRABA:
We are already. Your Government has undertaken a significant number of policy initiatives aimed at attaining affirmative action for women. That’s very gratifying to our family as champions of the women emancipation cause. 
LODA:
Thank you for the compliment. We’re trying our best to transform the politics of this country and we would have loved to do even better only that we’re quite strained in terms of manpower.
NDIRABA:
Sounds strange, doesn’t it? I can appreciate if one talks of jobs being scarce but not job seekers.
LODA:
The job seekers are many obviously but I’m talking of the ones with the integrity. That’s actually the reason why I’m here. We want you to come to Parliament and give a hand in running the affairs of our country.
NDIRABA:
I will not get tired of reminding you about your promise, Honourable Minister.
LODA:



Which one oba? 
NDIRABA:


You said you had come to see me as_.
LODA:
That’s true and the proposal I’m making doesn’t, at least in my view, contradict that_.
NDIRABA:
I didn’t say it does. But as my OG, you already know or ought to know or at least anticipate my response to such a proposal. My views about the subject have never changed from what they were during our school days and that’s the same message I want you to relay to the one who sent you in the politest terms you, as a lawyer, can find. In a set up like ours, I prefer the role of a critic to that of an active_.
MAISO:


Deborah!
NDIRABA:
I sincerely thank you for the offer and I’m grateful but I’m afraid I can’t take it.
LODA:
You’re letting us down and yet as I said, there are few like you, with integrity and worse still, of the few, very few are willing.
NDIRABA:
 

Why?
LODA:



I can’t tell.
NDIRABA:
I can’t claim to speak for anybody but I think it has got something to do with the nature of our political set up.
LODA:


 [ A bit startled] Why?
MAISO:


I shouldn’t have served her whisky.
LODA:
No-no. I don’t think that there is anything wrong in what she has said as to warrant an apology. If anything, she has a point. I want to tell you that even in the Government, there’s quite a good number of people who are saying that fighting poverty, illiteracy and disease should take precedence over elections. They contend, and rightly too, in my view at least, that by so doing, Government would be creating a conducive environment for genuine democratic elections in the future.
NDIRABA:


On which side of the argument are you?
LODA:
Where l am is immaterial because a decision has already been taken and by virtue of collective ministerial responsibility_.
NDIRABA:
 

This is off record. Just for intellectual argument’s sake. 
LODA:
Those of us who were opposed to the holding of elections were looking at things pragmatically. Secondly, besides the sophisticated arguments, there were personal reasons too.
NDIRABA:


[Nodding] Mm? 
LODA:


You see, Debby, it takes courage to face a voter.
NDIRABA:
[Smiling] You talk democracy but you don’t want to practice it, eh?
LODA:
Hem…well ….On a serious note, our arguments were based on a reality. 
NDIRABA:
 

Which reality? 
LODA:
From a realistic stand point, someone must first be assured of something to eat, something to dress in before he or she can go to vote. In other words, one must first and foremost be alive to be able to enjoy the so- called democratic rights.
NDIRABA:
Honourable Minister ….Oh, you said we call you Irene, let me ask you one question.
LODA:


Please do.
NDIRABA:


Development and democracy, which one comes first?
LODA:
Of course development. Democracy is an indicator or if you like, a consequence of dev_.
NDIRABA:
That’s where you go wrong. I mean you who were opposed to elections. You were arguing from a wrong premise. There’s no way you can eradicate poverty, disease and ignorance unless you have sorted out the political question. If anything, if the latter is addressed, others fall in place automatically because_.
LODA:
Debby, I beg to differ. You cannot have genuine democracy in an environment bedeviled with poverty, ignorance and disease. Mind you, conducting an election in an environment of absolute poverty, ignorance and weak civic institutions only exposes a voter to all manner of manipulation by the elite. In that kind of set up, a voter is bound to succumb to any one of the following: [Folding off her fingers] Material inducement, misinformation or complete denial of it; blackmail, intimidation, thus defeating the whole purpose of an election.
NDIRABA:


[Listening carefully, head cocked to one side] Mm?
LODA:
In an underdeveloped set up like ours where Institutions are still very weak, ignorance and disease rampant, you have four categories of voters: There are those who vote basing on misinformation or total lack of it. Then you have the category that will vote on the basis of material inducements, then there is the third group, those who vote against their conscience: they know what to do but cannot vote as they would have wished to because of some vested interest- job security, personal security. 
Then of course there’s the fourth lot who constitute the minority though, the ones who know the right thing and vote accordingly. 
NDIRABA:
Should I take it that you are one of those who contend that Africa is better off with an enlightened despot? That democracy must wait on development?
LODA:
Far from that. My quarrel is with granting franchise to a voter who is so vulnerable to manipulation.
NDIRABA: 
So what is the way forward because this sounds like the story of the hen and an egg, which one comes first? 
LODA:
I don’t think my proposals with regard to the way forward can be of any consequence because as I told you a decision has already been taken. Fortunately some civic education has been done. At least that takes care of the issue of lack of awareness on the part of the voters unless you want to tell me that it wasn’t done in this place? 
NDIRABA:
There are some civic educators who came by but I can hardly describe what they did as civic education. I only heard them explaining what one is expected to do at the polling station, voter education, technically speaking.
LODA:


I thought that’s what they are supposed to do?
NDIRABA:
No. Civic education goes beyond that. Voters are supposed to be told why elections are carried out, the importance of voting and the consequences of casting one’s ballot either way, you know.
LODA:


Granted, but how does that really affect elections?
NDIRABA:
I thought you had already stated it. It immunizes a voter against manipulation, which manipulation undermines democracy.
LODA:


How?
NDIRABA:
The outcome does not reflect a true will of the majority of voters, politics becomes a game of tricksters. In the long run, it breeds apathy and corruption as voters begin shunning elections or insisting on immediate reward because they do not expect any benefits out of the whole exercise.
LODA:
Do you then suggest that we abolish elections simply because voters are manipulated?
NDIRABA:
No. Get me right. Elections per se are obviously good but it’s important that they are conducted in an environment not prone to manipulation. In other words, there is need to address the factors on which manipulation thrives.
LODA:
But that’s precisely what I said at the beginning and you opposed it. You said elections should take precedence over the eradication of poverty, disease and ignorance- the very factors both of us agreed are a hotbed for manipulation. 
NDIRABA:
No. I differ with you in that you look at the two as mutually exclusive yet in my view, the two can be addressed concurrently.
LODA:            


How?
NDIRABA:
While you strive to address the long- term causes- poverty for instance, you at the same time tackle the issue of low level of awareness through vigorous civic education. You can also minimize manipulation by strictly enforcing the law. By the way the election statute, you found me reading it, that statute is very ideal if adhered to. The problem therefore lies in the enforcement and that’s your responsibility as government to make sure that every player abides by the rules of the game. For instance if every candidate didn’t bribe a voter; if all concentrated on issues, and didn’t mudsling, peddle lies, still voters would have to vote somehow. But the problem is that you set the rules and very good rules at that but are reluctant to enforce them and when you do, you do so selectively.
LODA:
That’s why it’s important that people of integrity, like you come in and give direction to our politics.
NDIRABA:
That may not solve the problem. The solution, to me, lies in empowering voters against manipulation, otherwise as things stand, the people of integrity you’re talking of will not make it if they agreed to participate. 
LODA:


So?
NDIRABA:
Reschedule the elections to give more time for civic education.
LODA:
Postponing elections will be a breach of the constitution and we’ve already fixed the date by the way. 
NDIRABA:
Talking about the date, must one throw seeds in the soil even when there’s no rain, simply because it’s planting season?
LODA:
I see! Do I take that as the message you want me to take to the President?
NDIRABA:
Not really. Give him the one I had already given to you. Whatever we discussed afterwards was just an intellectual discourse. Otherwise, tell the President that we’re still   consulting and we shall communicate our decision as soon as_. 
MAISO:
Consulting whom? I thought we have already made a decision?
NDIRABA:
Whom? Remember this is an elective office. We need to seek the views of those from whom we’re going to ask for votes. The good will of the President is not enough. Personally, I wouldn’t even be very comfortable with the President’s support because it creates the problem of dual loyalty on my part. So you tell the President that I’m going to make consultations with the voters- to- be and respond accordingly.
LODA:
Thank you very much. At least now I have an answer for the President. 
NDIRABA:


Which one, oba?
MAISO:


[Pre-empting] The one you gave to her.
NDIRABA:


[Sceptic] I hope it is.
LODA:
[Rising] Otherwise, I thank you once again for the hospitality and more especially, for the President’s message.
NDIRABA:
If it’s worth any thanks at all. [Struggling to get up, in vain though] Mai, please tell Beesi to get me my clutch so I can see off the visitor.
LODA:
Oh no! Don’t strain yourself for my sake. [Referring to Maiso] He’ll see me off.
NDIRABA:
No- no! How can I not…. It’s not every day that one is visited by a person of your status and an OG too.
LODA:



It’s okay, OG. Take it easy.
Ndiraba resumes her seat as Maiso and Loda go out. As soon as they are out of earshot:
MAISO:
Honourable Minister, don’t mince words, tell the President that Professor has accepted the offer.
LODA:



It’s okay, but suppose the President gets to learn that_?
MAISO:


Leave that to me.
LODA:


I trust you’ll convince her. 
MAISO:


Rely on me.
LODA:



[Leaving] Right! Good night!
MAISO:


Good night to you too!
LODA:


By the way. I need to take your mobile telephone number.
MAISO:
My phone was stolen recently and l haven’t acquired another yet. May be you give me your number so l can call you.    
LODA:
[Handing him some money and a business card] Here is some money. It’s important that you have a phone because we need to be in constant touch because of the importance and urgency of this matter.   
MAISO:
Oh no! It’s okay. I’ve made arrangements to get one. 
LODA:
[Rather embarrassed] It’s all right Mr. Take the money. Don’t read anything into it. I’m just facilitating you so that we’re in constant touch because of this assignment.
Maiso takes the money and returns as Loda leaves.
CURTAIN

SCENE 5

Ndiraba’s sitting room. A couple of days later. Maiso and Loda are chatting over a cup of tea.

LODA:



I hope Professor is not planning to miss this meeting.
MAISO: 
No. I’m sure about that. She’s only delayed but she’s coming, I know.
LODA:



Why don’t you buzz her?
MAISO:


She left her mobile phone behind. 
Foot steps on the stairs.

MAISO:


She should be the one.
LODA:



I pray, she is!
MAISO:
 

Those slow calculated footsteps are typical of her.
Enter  Beesi. 
MAISO:


Oh, it’s our daughter. She walks exactly like her mother.

LODA:            
Like you. In fact she’s an exact duplicate of you in many respects.

MAISO:          
[Elated] That’s what most people say. [To Beesi] Is your mother coming too? 

BEESI:


She has just given me a lift and is now going_.
MAISO:


[Rushing out ] Let me get hold of her before she goes. 
Exit Maiso as Beesi kneels to greet Loda. 
LODA:
[Holding onto Beesi’s hand] You’re now at University l understand?
BEESI:


Yes.
LODA:



What course are you offering?
BEESI:


Law.
LODA:
Like mother like daughter, eh? That’s a very relevant course. Better finish quickly and come and join us in the managing national affairs since Maama seems not to be very keen, I don’t know why.  
BEESI:
[Politely but firmly extricating her hand from her grip] She has valid reasons, at least according to me.
LODA:



[With a frown] Which one for instance?
BEESI:


The nature of our politics.
LODA:



What do you mean exactly?

BEESI:
To be able to succeed, one has to peddle lies, mudsling opponents and bribe voters, things I’m pretty sure Mammy can’t bring herself to do.
LODA
[Cocking  her  ears]  That should be Professor coming. By the way, don’t tell her anything about what we’ve been discussing.
BEESI:
Why shouldn’t l have an input in a decision that’s bound to affect my life?
LODA:
You will make your input later, may be after l have left. I won’t have Professor’s views in this very important matter prejudiced.
BEESI:
It’s hard to keep quiet but in respect to you, l will go a way as soon as your discussions begin.
LODA:



That will be very good of you.
BEESI:
But that is not to say that I’ll not make my stand clear at the appropriate time, because l have a big stake in the matter at hand.
LODA:



[Sarcastically] Talking of stake!
BEESI:
Oh yes l do have a stake. If my school fees is bound to be diverted to fund campaigns, if my mother is bound not to have time for me because she’s busy with the voters, then l, as of right, have every right to make a contribution, even if for record purposes, in that decision making.
LODA:



You said you’re in which year at the University?
BEESI:


The second.
LODA:
That means two years from now you will certainly need people in positions of influence.
BEESI:


What for?
LODA:
Don’t be naïve. How come you’re able to analyze public affairs very well and yet fail to analyze the dynamics of the current job market.  Anyway it may be safe for you not to rub people like us the wrong way because sooner or later, you will need us. 
Enter Ndiraba and her husband.
NDIRABA:
[To Loda] You’re welcome OG. [With tongue in the cheek] I presume that’s the capacity in which you’re here, just to say hullo. 
LODA:
To say Hullo and to convey the President’s kind regards and appreciation for_.
NDIRABA:
Appreciation! Well, I’ll get to know. [Sitting] How are you, and how is the business of government?
LODA:



Quite taxing.
NDIRABA:


I know. It’s not something for old bones like mine.
LODA:
[Whimpering] Following our discussions, it was resolved,
 because we all know that the pay for teachers, like that of all Civil servants, isn’t all that good…. Therefore we_.  
NDIRABA: 


I’m glad your people in Government are aware of that.
LODA:
We are. And we’re not only aware of that, we also know for sure that poverty is the biggest challenge facing us as managers of national affairs. But at least democracy is on course. 
NDIRABA:
[With a touch of sarcasm] On course! Democracy on course in an atmosphere of poverty and ignorance! Well, I’m sorry for cutting you short. That was just a by the way. What is the message otherwise?
LODA:
I’m here to inform you that in light of the financial implications involved, some friends who have a stake in the future of this country, have mobilized some funds to facilitate your campaigns. 
Maiso comes in on cue. 
MAISO:
[Sitting down] At least that solves the biggest hurdle and Deborah should not give any excuse now. 
NDIRABA:


That’s Mai’s view.
LODA:



Otherwise what’s yours?
NDIRABA:
I can’t express any views until I know what that money is meant to do and the conditions attached to it, if any. 
LODA:
Debby, why don’t we cross that bridge when we get there?
NDIRABA:
I’m sorry to say so but I find a lot of difficulties accepting that kind of support even if finances were my biggest limitation. Of course it isn’t. 
MAISO:            

Then what is it?
NDIRABA:
I know very well that he who pays the piper calls the tune.
LODA:
You’re reading too much into this thing. This is purely facilitation from well- wishers. There are no strings attached whatsoever. 
NDIRABA:
There may not be physical strings but there are moral ones certainly. 

LODA:
[Getting a little impatient] Professor, this matter has dragged on for so long. I think let us make some progress. What should l tell the President? 
NDIRABA:


Tell him exactly what has transpired during our discussion. 
LODA:



I’ll do that. 
Exit Loda.
MAISO:
Deborah, what are you doing to us?  l thought our past experience had taught you that government can do any thing. You’re being disrespectful which is dangerous.

NDIRABA:


What have I done that’s disrespectful? 
MAISO:


How can the Government go out of its way to fund your 
campaign and even_.
NDIRABA:


Who told you that my problem is lack of funds?
MAISO:


Then what is it?
NDIRABA:
It’s a question of principles. I’m not ready to peddle lies, malign others and bribe voters in order to get a seat in _.
MAISO:
But isn’t there a safe way of doing it even if you’re not inclined?
NDIRABA:


Which one? 
MAISO:
First of all, you even don’t know why the President is insisting that you stand. You’re throwing a way a chance to be a Minister.
NDIRABA:


Beesi, l haven’t heard your view on this matter. 
BEESI:


I have strong reservations but you can go ahead if you can
bear the opportunity co_. 
MAISO:


There you go with your economics.
NDIRABA:


Let her develop her point.
MAISO: 


Tell us what you know. 
BEESI:


I don’t want to bias any body.
NDIRABA:


But if you were to?
MAISO:
It annoys me to hear you people taking this matter lightly when you know that there is a very important person involved- the President. That means it’s no longer a personal or family decision but a public one.
NDIRABA:


Well, we’ll somehow reach a decision.
MAISO:
And a positive one too. I’m not ready for exile again. And remember that chance knocks once.
BEESI:
[Going away] Whatever you decide, one thing is certain: people like Mummy can’t win an election in our kind of political set up.
MAISO:
Whatever you decide, be mindful of the fact that I’m not ready for exile again. [He walks away].
NDIRABA:
Oh my God! I’m trapped between a wall and a rock. My husband is on my neck because he wants the prestige of being a husband of an M.P. and may be a Minister whereas my mind is not in for. If I decline, I might be   misunderstood by government. What can I do? This is a real dilemma. I know what I’m going to do. I would rather stand and lose than not stand at all. I think that’s wise. I’ll offer myself, just to please those pressurizing me after all as my daughter said, I’m not likely to make it. 
CURTAIN.  
ACT II

SCENE 1

Under the Mukaluke tree- the meeting ground of Docha County. People are seated as usual – the females adjacent the clean water source, their favourite spot that doubles as their bathroom and source of ‘toothpaste’ (the white sand ). Common to both groups is that each is excitedly talking about this long- awaited day. Ndiraba, accompanied by members of her family makes a low –key entry. She and her daughter are carrying a number of textbooks. Shortly afterwards, Teko enters, amidst fanfare. Hooting of car horns, bicycle bells, chants  etc. He is being carried shoulder high by his supporters some of whom are waving tree branches. Langa the Presiding officer is seated on one of the chairs lined up for the  election officials and the candidates. 
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Please, please settle down. We’re already late. [To Teko’s supporters] Mind you what you’re doing is illegal and can lead to your candidate being disqualified. [Calm is restored] Ladies and gentlemen, I wish to apologise for the change of venue. However, we could not hold this meeting at Docha Primary School as earlier communicated because we’re expecting Honourable Irene Loda, Minister for Oil and Water Development. We therefore had to find a place that is fairly large and decent. I therefore want to dispel the rumour that is going around that the change of venue was intended to favour a particular candidate. I want to assure you that we agreed on this place after surveying a number of places with the aides to the Minister. By the way, those saying so are forgetting one fact: that this has been our meeting place since time immemorial. Anyhow, since we’re time barred, I would like to set the ball rolling…. Oh here comes the Minister. May I ask all of you to stand up and we sing the National Anthem. [They do.]
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Honourable Minister, we had reserved a seat for you here.
LODA:

Don’t mind. I’m comfortable where I am. I’ll sit here with   fellow women. I’ve come here as a daughter, no formalities, no protocol. Just proceed with the meeting.

PRESIDING OFFICER:
Thank you Madam. Without taking much time, I would like to call upon the candidates to come forward so that we go through the usual ritual to determine the order of the Candidates’ speeches.
The presiding officer gets two pieces of paper, writes numbers on each, crumples them and randomly scatters them on the table, then invites the candidates to pick.
PRESIDING OFFICER:
[To the candidates] You announce the number you have picked.
NDIRABA:


Number one!
Teko’s supporters cheer.
PRESIDING OFFICER:
I think the order of speeches is clear. Our first speaker is going to be Professor Deborah Ndiraba, popularly known to most of you as Teacher. Teacher, the floor is yours.
NDIRABA:
Honourable Minister, the Presiding Officer, Ladies and Gentlemen, I have been compelled to _.
CROWD:


Compelled!
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Ladies and Gentlemen I’m warning you that I’m not going to tolerate this kind of behaviour at this meeting. [Waiving a book] Let me remind you that under this law, a presiding officer has powers to apprehend anybody whose behaviour disrupts the meeting. Professor, continue with your speech. 
NDIRABA:


Before I was rudely interrupted _.
           Jeers, suppressed laughter and laud comments.

PRESIDING OFFICER:
[Suppressing a smile] This is the last warning.
NDIRABA: 
I’m offering myself as candidate in order to help you and I think I have the ability, experience and the necessary exposure. I therefore call upon all of you to vote for me because I know what to do. I have been a teacher of Law specializing in Human Rights and Democracy for several years within and without this country. How can I therefore fail to represent you? If elected, my biggest emphasis is going to be on civic education because granting franchise without educating the voters on what to do, why it is important to vote and vote wisely is to me a waste of resources and_.
CROWD:


What!
NDIRABA:
I say, and I have said before, that to grant franchise to an ignorant voter is to expose that voter to manipulation.
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Teacher, you have five minutes to go. 
NDIRABA:
I hope you took into consideration the interruptions…. I was saying that an ignorant voter is vulnerable to manipulation and the only medicine for it is civic education. Secondly, if you elect me, I will make sure that no one individual serves both in Parliament and in the Cabinet. I’ll advocate for a clear separation of roles. This business of people being in the Legislature and in the Executive at the same time creates the problem of dual loyalty and conflict of interest. On the one hand, one is duty bound to champion the views of his or her electorate yet at the same time, one is not supposed to deviate from what was collectively agreed upon in Cabinet. I would rather the Executive concentrates on its rightful role of implementing the laws passed by Parliament. My other emphasis will be on the eradication of poverty because that’s another factor that’s promoting manipulation of voters. Civic education and eradication of poverty and illiteracy are the only ways of empowering voters against manipulation. I’m saying this because a vote in the hands of a poor and ignorant voter is worse than none at all.
A voter is up in arms.
PRESIDING OFFICER:
What are you trying to say?
VOTER:
Mister Presiding Officer, is it in order for Polofesa  to… what I’m trying to say_.
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Say it.
VOTER:
I’m seeking clarification from the Po…Po… the Teacher: Is she trying to say that we are ignorant and therefore don’t deserve to vote?
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Before Teacher responds to your question, can you first tell us your name.
VOTER:


I’m called Innocent Butamanya.
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Teacher, can you respond to Butamanya’s question.
NDIRABA:
We teachers say a pupil’s name tells a lot about him or her.
Another voter shoots up.
PRESIDING OFFICER:
I think this is the last interruption I’m allowing. [To the voter] Can you make your point as briefly as possible.
VOTER:


Is it in order for the speaker to keep insulting us?
Jeers, grumbles and laud murmurs.

PRESIDING OFFICER:
I will not rule on that. Teacher, you should be winding up now.
NDIRABA:

If what I have spoken amounts to insult, then I can see what a big problem we have. It all boils down to what I was saying, that a vote in the hands of an ignorant voter has very serious limitations. 
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Teacher, what is your last appeal to the voters?
NDIRABA:

I urge you to vote wisely. Vote, basing on the merit of the candidate not on material inducements. Personally, I can’t offer anything. [Jeers].Yes, I’m just being honest with you because if I gave out salt or soap, how shall I know whether it’s the salt that you’ve voted for or the programme that I have for this Constituency. I don’t have to remind you of the role played by our family especially in advancing the cause of the marginalized groups. Since the initiative of my late Grandmother whom I was named after, the number of female graduates in Docha has increased from one to about twenty as I speak basically because of the bursary for the girl child she introduced. Building on her foundations, I was also personally instrumental in advocating for the subsidizing of girls’ marks so as to increase their enrolment in institutions of higher learning. We’re doing all this because as someone once said, a nation that pursues development without involving women does so with one hand. I’m sorry that I can’t dish out goodies to you. My policy is that instead of giving you hand outs, I would rather equip you with the tools to work for yourselves because for how long will you depend on me? 
A hubbub.
PRESIDING OFFICER: 
Okay, okay calm down. Those who have ears have heard. Our ancestors said that one who’s talking to a wise person doesn’t have to labour so much. [Struggling to suppress laughter] After that inspiring lesson from the Teacher, I now wish to invite the next speaker, the incumbent Member of Parliament, Honourable Teko.

TEKO: 
Honourable Minister, the Presiding Officer [bowing to the crowd] and our honourable voters, I call you honourable because it’s you, the ones my colleague says are ignorant, who make us honourable. [Thunderous applause] Ladies and Gentlemen, my late grandfather (may mention of his name bring me blessings) used to say that what is born of a dog is certainly a dog. Nothing, even education, can change our inborn traits. Educated or not educated, we always remain the same. Today I have been made to realise the wisdom in the old adage. Teacher, who would be the role model of good behaviour, spent all her thirty minutes doing nothing but demonstrating to us that she did not only inherit the arrogance of her late grandmother she referred to in her speech but has also perfected it. Personally, I’m not surprised that she has the audacity to say that a country’s development depends on women, that women are equal to men. She just shied to put it put it that way otherwise that is the import of her statement. That is exactly the same arrogance that made her late grandmother Ndiraba to leave the courses for women and go for Architecture. Some of us who know something about culture know the danger of naming a child after a wrong person. That this woman is intruding into an arena she very well knows is for men is not surprising to some of us who know her family background. Like her Late Grandmother, she thinks a woman is equal to a man.  What however shocked me was the uncalled for attack on the Minister who kindly spared her valuable time to be with us. Professor or no Professor, the presence of visitors calls for better behaviour. At least that is what our culture stipulates. 
NDIRABA:


Point of order. 
PRISIDING OFFICER: 
You were given your time.
TEKO:  
That shows how we shall be conducting ourselves if these ignorant voters as the Professor calls them, send us to Parliament.
PRISIDING OFFICER:
I‘m not going to allow personal attacks. Concentrate on what you’re going to do for the people if elected.
TEKO: 
My apologies. My colleague has ably narrated to us her vast experience in books, her world -wide exposure. She has been and worked almost in every country in the world. I’m therefore not quite surprised that she has strong misgivings about your level of intelligence. The question is: As a teacher, what has she done to alleviate the rampant ignorance she’s talking of because as Jesus said charity begins…. Where? 
CROWD: 


 At home! 
 TEKO:   
As for me, l haven’t read much. A number of you here, especially my OB’s and OG’s (l can see Maliza there, Kalyebi, l can see my teacher Mr. Talisuna there and so many others) you know very well that my father died when l hadn’t gone far in my education. One qualification l have though is that I’m well versed with, in fact l have been in the thick and thin of your problems. While my colleague is an authority in book knowledge, I’m also an authority in knowledge of your problems, your aspirations and our cultural values. I challenge anyone to mention a burial l never attended. While we toiled here in the dark days, others were in far away lands enjoying themselves. It reminds me of what Mr. Talisuna taught me in Science about migration birds. He used to say that during the dry season, the eagles migrate to other places to nurse their failing sight [Ndiraba somehow fiddles with her specs] and only return during the harvest season. My people, I’m warning you against people who want to reap where they never sowed. Before you cast your vote, please flash a torch into each of us. Examine who of us will stick out with you whatever the problems and the one who will flee at the slightest mishap and leave you helpless. [A spell of silence.] My colleague enumerated the qualities of a good representative. She said a representative has to be highly educated, widely travelled and so on and so forth. I don’t have to repeat because we all heard her. However I beg to differ. To me, the first qualification of a peoples’ representative is not knowledge of books but of the problems, the ways and values of those he represents. I highly doubt if our learned sister here even knows her totem. 

NDIRABA:  


Point of order! 
PRISIDING OFFICER:
Point of order. 
NDIRABA:  
Is it in order for my opponent to continue launching personal attack on me instead of_.
TEKO:  
I’m not attacking any body but l was only making a statement of fact. Kumbe they say truth stings like a wasp. I thought my colleague was raising her hand to tell us her totem. 
PRISIDING OFFICER:  
Please, concentrate on your speech.  Avoid personal attack.
 TEKO:   
I promise not to repeat what l didn’t say. The second qualification is, at least according to me, accessibility. Find out if someone can be easily approached. I don’t know how accessible my colleague is because I have never attempted to go to her place but those who have, tell me that it is, [pointing] as Reverend Konja there would put it, easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than for someone to go through the gate of our learned friend! Those who have attempted to go to Kampala say it is easier for one to get a visa to America than permission to visit our sister’s home in Kampala. By the way, as Mr Kalyebi who has travelled to these places will tell you, getting the American visa is no easy matter.

A bout of laughter.

PRESIDING OFFICER: 
Time up.
VOTERS: 


Continue! [To presiding officer] Give him more time!
PRESIDING OFFICER: 
Honourable Teko, conclude!
TEKO: 
As I wind up, I repeat that I’m here for every one of you. My place is open to everybody. My colleague has warned you about bothering her with your personal problems. As for me, I say that’s not my line of thinking. As far as I’m concerned, your problems are my problems. I don’t have much but we can share the little that I have. Lastly, if anyone of you wants to have further consultations with me, he or she is welcome to do so. My place is open. There is nothing to fear. There is no gunman, no fierce dog. Thank you very much. [Kneeling] Please, please, we’re both your children but one is well off, she already has a job but there is one without. Consider the most deserving. Thank you very much.

VOTERS:
 [Applause] We vote now! The results are clear! We have given you already. Our man! Teko, our man! [Pointing at Ndiraba] No bite no ballot!
PRESIDING OFFICER:
Before I close the meeting, I would like to call upon the Minister to say a few words to us-Honourable Minister please!

LODA:
 I would like to thank all of you for the interest you’ve shown in this exercise. As a person in government, I feel satisfied that the cause for which we struggled to free this country from the past dictatorial rulers is taking root. Secondly, I must say that this election is a fulfillment of our commitment enunciated in our manifesto-it’s point number three. Lastly I want to warn you against being carried away by excitement or words that are sweet to the ear. Words are good but they don’t solve problems. It is action that does. Take for instance our own experience. If we had sat here shouting, this country would still be panting under the dictators. But we took a stand and it paid off. Above all, send us people whom we’ll get along with. Don’t put a tyre of a lorry on a commuter taxi. I hope I’m clear. Thank for listening to me.
PRESIDING OFFICER: 
Thank you very much Honourable Minister. It’s just unfortunate that we’re hearing such important messages for the first and worse still on the verge of voting. No wonder Honourable Minister that you heard such blasphemous statements like ‘no bite no ballot’. To be honest with you Honourable Minister, we’ve heard of civic educators but only in words. Anyway, I don’t want to accuse anybody. [To the voters] Ladies and Gentlemen, I would like to appeal to all of you to turn up in large numbers and vote. Remember that merely supporting your candidate without turning up to vote is useless.  Once again I wish to thank all of you for coming.
Exit Loda and Ndiraba, then Teko accompanied by the whole lot of his jubilant, largely male supporters, chanting his name.
CURTAIN.

PAGE  
29

