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            Premiere Production

         

         Little Brother was first performed at Jermyn Street Theatre, London, on 15 May 2025. The company was as follows:

         
             

         

         Youness Bouzinab

         Blair Gyabaah

         Whitney Kehinde

         Ivan Oyik

         Mo Sesay

         
             

         

         Director  Stella Powell-Jones

         Set Designer  Natalie Johnson

         Costume Designer  Maariyah Sharjil

         Lighting Designer  Jahmiko Marshall

         Composer  Falle Nioke

         Sound Designer  Max Pappenheim

         Movement Director  Lati Saka

         Casting Director  Abby Galvin cdg

         Dialect Coach  Aundrea Fudge

         Fight Director  Ronin Traynor

         Trainee Assistant Director  Soria Hamidi

         Artist Wellbeing Practitioner  Eshmit Kaur

         Prayer Consultant  Sharjil Ziauddin

         Production Manager  Lucy Mewis-McKerrow

         Stage Manager  Lisa Cochrane

         Chief Electrician  Edward Callow

         Production Electrician  Peter Adams

         Production Carpenter  Tom Baum

         Scenic Artists  Pauline McGrath and Florence Minchella

         Executive Producer  David Doyle

         Producer  Jessie Anand

         Assistant Producer  Rory Horne

         
             

         

         
             

         

         Special thanks to Ander Lipus and Artedrama’s Miñan company, and to Aintzane Irazusta 8
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            Characters

            in order of appearance

         

         Amets

         Ibrahima

         Fatimatu Diallo (Ibrahima’s Mother)

         Mamadou Bobo Balde (Ibrahima’s Father)

         Woman Buying Shoes

         Imam

         Ibrahima’s Uncle

         Bus Driver

         Tanba

         Alhassane (Ibrahima’s Brother)

         Doctor

         Ibrahima’s Susu Friend

         Motorbike Rider

         Man in Mosque

         Ismail

         Old Man

         Malian Woman

         Driver

         Torturer

         Chicken Man

         Dimedi

         Emi

         Arab Driver

         Shopkeeper

         Woman in the Woods

         Bahry

         Migrant Boat ‘Captain’

         
             

         

         Neighbours, Passengers, Market Sellers, Tuaregs, Soldiers, Migrants, Arabs

         
             

         

         The action takes place in Guinea, Mali, Algeria, Libya, Morocco and Europe.10
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            Prologue

         

         Amets  It was early one morning in 2018 that I first encountered Ibrahima. He was sitting on an iron bench in front of the train station of Irun, a Basque town on the border between Spain and France. Like many before him, he had tried to get into France but had been promptly sent back by the police.

         I belonged to a small group of volunteers who tried to help newly arrived migrants find their way around or simply enjoy a warm cup of coffee.

         I approached Ibrahima to explain our purpose and to ask if he needed any help but he told me he already knew about us. There were many people around the station, some young men and a woman with a baby in her arms. I was going towards them when Ibrahima got up and suggested to me it would be better if he approached them first, because, as he explained, people would be more trusting if they saw someone who looked like him before they saw me.

         And so that morning we went on a small tour together. As we were walking along the Bidassoa river that divides the Basque country into Spanish and French jurisdictions, I asked him where he was from. ‘Guinea,’ he said. ‘Guinea Konakry?’ ‘Yes, Guinea Konakry.’ ‘Do you have any brothers and sisters?’ I asked. There was a very long silence. And then he turned to me and he said, in his special way: ‘Mon frère, la vie c’est pas facile à dire.’ My friend, life is not that easy to tell.

         We continued walking along the river as we began what was to be a ten-month search for words that could convey what is not that easy to tell.14
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               Part One

            

         

         
            
               Scene 1

            

         

         
            Ibrahima has entered. Joins Amets.

            Ibrahima I was born in Guinea, yes, but not in Guinea Bissau or in Equatorial Guinea. There is another Guinea and its capital is Konakry.

            I am a Fula, and our language is Pular but I can also speak some Malinke. I speak Susu as well. There are twenty-five different languages in Guinea, and also French. That makes twenty-six. I know that because I learned it in school.

            I was born in Konakry because that’s where my father lived but, soon after I was born, we returned to Thiankoi, which is a small village far from the sea in a region called Mamou. I lived there with my mother, until I was five years old. Father would come during the rainy season to help my mother with the small parcel of land she cultivated. One brother and two sisters were born after me.

            The mother appears, carrying wet laundry – she’s come from quite a distance.

            Fatimatu Diallo Ibrahima, help me with this washing.

            Ibrahima tries to help by holding various ends of cloths and plays with them.

            And when you’re finished go and fetch some water from the well.

            Ibrahima It’s so far, Neene, and the water from the well is very heavy.

            Fatimatu Diallo Try carrying it on your head.

            Ibrahima practises.15

            Ibrahima (out) My mother, Fatimatu Diallo, owned about twelve or thirteen cows and a few goats. I helped her look after them. I did other work too like washing clothes and picking vegetables. And I stayed close to her. Those are all the memories I have of that time. When I was five, my father came for me and the two of us went to Konakry.

         

         
            
               Scene 2

            

         

         
            Mamadou Bobo Balde, the father, appears, working at a small table with shoes.

            Mamadou Balde Ibrahima! Did you go to school today?

            Ibrahima (out) Father, Mamadou Bobo Balde, sold shoes in the street. But they were shoes for the house, des ‘repose-pieds’, shoes to rest the feet because the house is not a place for running.

            Mamadou Balde Ibrahima! Did you go to school today?

            Ibrahima Yes, Father.

            Mamadou Balde Are you sure? You went? And what did they teach you?

            Ibrahima I learned three things today. One, how to cross the road. First you look left and then you look right and then you cross.

            Two, you show respect for people. You have to respect people because … And three … three … I’ve forgotten but I think it was very important … those are the three things I learned today.

            A woman approaches the table.

            Woman Do you have those shoes I like?

            Mamadou Balde Yes, here they are.

            Woman Thank you, Mamadou.16

            She takes the shoes but doesn’t pay.

            I’ll come back another day.

            Mamadou Balde takes two pieces of bamboo and makes a small hole in each of them. He hands one bamboo to the woman and keeps the other. The woman leaves.

            Ibrahima Father, she didn’t pay for the shoes.

            Mamadou Balde She’ll pay: look, I have what she owes here. And here are some other debts.

            He shows him quite a few bamboo pieces.

            Ibrahima One, two, three, so many holes!

            Mamadou Balde Yes, one day I’ll stop selling shoes and take up the flute instead.

            He starts playing for fun and both stand and start dancing, happy.

            Mamadou Balde looks more carefully at Ibrahima’s clothes.

            (Severe.) Ibrahima, did you go to school today?

            A moment.

            Your trousers are dirty. Did you go to school?

            Ibrahima No, Father, I didn’t go.

            I was playing football with my friends.

            Mamadou Balde (showing his belt) I will have to punish you. Do you understand?

            Ibrahima (frightened) Yes, Father.

            Mamadou Balde My health is not good and you’re still a child. How will we manage?

            Ibrahima I could leave school and try to earn some money.17

            Mamadou Balde No, I don’t want that. You’re little and it’s still too early for you. You can do all that later.

            Ibrahima (out) But later does not always come.

            One afternoon, at sixteen zero o’clock, I joined my father at his table.

            Father?

            Mamadou Balde I’m cold …

            Ibrahima puts a jacket over his father.

            Ibrahima (out) That day Father was not himself. We went home early.

            At home:

            Mamadou Balde I have a terrible headache. Here is a thousand francs. Go and buy some medicine: paracetamol.

            Ibrahima (repeats carefully) Pa-ra-ce-ta-mol. Paracetamol. Paracetamol.

            He runs and runs – returns –

            Father, I couldn’t find any paracetamol. All the shops were closed.

            Mamadou Balde It doesn’t matter. It’ll pass.

            It’s time for Isha.

            They pray.

            And now we’ll sleep.

            Ibrahima Father, you’re burning.

            Mamadou Balde It’s nothing.

            They lie down. Time … Ibrahima wakes.

            Ibrahima Father! It’s six in the morning. You usually wake me up at this time.18

            Mamadou Balde doesn’t answer.

            Father, you usually wake me up –

            Father, it’s morning and usually you wake me up and today you haven’t woken me up.

            Still no answer. Ibrahima touches his father.

            (Shouts.) Faabo! Faabo! Help! Help! I need help. Faabo!

            A neighbour approaches.

            Neighbour (shouts) Ibrahima! What’s wrong? What’s happened?

            Ibrahima There’s something wrong with Father.

            Neighbour Mamadou Balde?

            Ibrahima Come and you’ll see.

            Neighbour Wait. I’ll call the imam.

            The imam arrives with the neighbour. He studies the father.

            Imam Ibrahima, you will have to come with me now.

            Ibrahima I can’t. I have to stay here.

            Imam You can’t stay here.

            You must come with me.

            Ibrahima I don’t care. Whatever has happened I have to stay with my father.

            I only went out of the house to ask for help.

            If there’s something wrong, I have to know what it is.

            Imam Ibrahima, your father is no longer alive.

            Ibrahima (out) Now I know that when someone loses their life, they go very cold. Or perhaps they go cold first and then they lose their life. I’m still not sure about that. But I had another question that was more pressing: What was I to do now with my life?19

            I had an uncle in Konakry. He was my father’s older brother and I went to him. I told him Father was dead and that I wanted to go to Thiankoi to my mother and I needed help. But he said:

            Uncle I don’t have any money –

            I can’t help you.

            Ibrahima (out) Father paid a hundred thousand Guinean francs a month for our rent. That’s ten euros. Ten. It’s easy to say but it’s wasn’t at all easy. How could I pay the rent? And how could I find the money to go to my mother?

            I sat on the stairs, crying, and thought about those two things. And a third thing too, which I couldn’t put out of my mind: Father and his icy body.

            Pause. The neighbours appear.

            The neighbours were not rich but they had good hearts. They got together to raise the money so I could go to my mother.

            A neighbour carefully hands Ibrahima some money.

            Neighbour Here, that’s for you.

            Ibrahima (to the neighbours) Jaarama buy! Thank you!

            Neighbour It’s nothing. Good luck, Ibrahima!

         

         
            
               Scene 3

            

         

         
            Ibrahima (out) I took a deep breath to try to hold on to this luck and walked to the bus station.

            Konakry station is very big and the only bus that goes towards our village stops in Kankalabe. From there to get to Thiankoi you have to go on foot. About nine kilo –

            I left Konakry on a Thursday and arrived in Thiankoi on the Friday evening.

            I reached home and –20

            Ibrahima’s mother sees him as he arrives.

            Fatimatu Diallo (surprised and worried) Ibrahima!

            She looks carefully at him.

            What’s happened to you?

            Ibrahima I’m not well, Neene.

            A silence.

            (Incoherently.) Neene, Father’s diabetes is very bad. We often have to go to the hospital and when we go to the hospital we can’t be at our table selling shoes … and then the sales drop … Father wanted some medicine, pa-ra-ce-ta-mol, I looked everywhere but all the shops were closed …

            Fatimatu Diallo Ibrahima, you’re hiding something from me.

            A moment.

            What is it?

            If Father has lost his life I want to know.

            Ibrahima Yes. Of course …

            She understands and both begin to cry.

            The other children are asleep. I’ll tell them tomorrow. First, I’ll tell the girls and then I’ll tell Alhassane …
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