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FIRST PERFORMANCE





Moon on a Rainbow Shawl in its original version was first performed at the Royal Court Theatre, London, on 4 December 1958. The cast was as follows:




Ephraim Earle Hyman


Esther Jacqueline Chan


Mavis Barbara Assoon


American Soldier Robert Jackson


Sophia Vinette Carroll


Old Mack Lionel Ngakane


Rosa Soraya Rafat


Policeman Johnny Sekka


Janette Berril Briggs


Prince Leo Carera


Charlie John Bouie


American Soldier Leonard Davies


Young Murray Clifton Jones







 







Directed by Frith Banbury


Designed by Loudon Sainthill





 


Moon on a Rainbow Shawl in this revised version was first performed at the East 11th Street Theatre, New York, on 15 January 1962. The cast was as follows:




Ephraim James Earl Jones


Ketch Robert Hill II


Esther Adams Kelly Marie Berry


Mavis Cicely Tyson


Sailor Michael Barton


Sophia Adams Vinette Carroll


Old Mack Melvin Stewart


Rosa Ellen Holly


Policeman Ronald Mack


Prince Bill Gunn


Charlie Adams Robert Earl Jones


Soldier Peter Owens


Janette Carolyn Strickland


A Boy Wayne Grice


Taxi Driver Warren Berry







 







Directed by George Roy Hill


Designed by Lloyd Burlingame


Costumes by Charles Gelatt


Lighting by Jules Fisher


Sound by Gigi Cascio





 


Moon on a Rainbow Shawl was revived at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 5 May 1988. The cast was as follows:




Ephraim Treva Etienne


Ketch Jude Akuwudike


Esther Adams Valerie Hunkins


Mavis Ellen Thomas


Sailor / Taxi Driver Aslie Pitter


Sophia Adams Claire Benedict


Old Mack Ram John Holder


Rosa Lachele Carl


Policeman Desmond Williams


Prince Jim Findley


Charlie Adams Trevor Laird


Soldier Ishmael Thomas


A Boy Freddie Brooks







 







Directed by Maya Angelou


Designed by Ellen Cairns


Costumes by Adrian Gwillym


Lighting by Shangara Singh


Sound by Steve Wilson





 


Moon on a Rainbow Shawl was revived in the Cottesloe auditorium of the National Theatre, London, on 7 March 2012. The cast was as follows:




Ephraim Danny Sapani


Ketch / Taxi Driver Trevor Michael Georges


Esther Adams Tahirah Sharif


Mavis Jenny Jules


Sailor / Soldier Joshua McCord


Sophia Adams Martina Laird


Old Mack Burt Caesar


Rosa Jade Anouka


Policeman / Boy Lloyd Thomas


Prince Ray Emmet Brown


Charlie Adams Jude Akuwudike







 







Director Michael Buffong


Designer Soutra Gilmour


Lighting Designer Johanna Town


Music Felix Cross


Fight Director Bret Yount
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Setting





Two dilapidated buildings make up this backyard property of Old Mack’s in the East Dry River district of Trinidad.




 





The wooden walls of one building are weather-grey and gnarled. The other, more pretentious, sports a veranda. It appears more solid in structure and design, being part wood and part concrete. The galvanised roof slopes, half winking to one side of the veranda, progressing upwards into an upturned V, over the main body of the house. It stands on stone pillars, and can claim the distinction of having once been painted. It is even lit by electricity. Ephraim has taken advantage of this luxury. An extension cord, plugged to the socket in the veranda, trails across the yard through the lattice-work above the door and into Ephraim’s room. The cord – a naked bulb fitted to its socket – is secured to a beam by screwed-in metal braces.




 





The Adams’ half of the veranda has been turned into a sort of makeshift kitchen-dinette, accommodating a two-burner kerosene stove, a food safe, a table and a bentwood chair. The Adams’ curtains are white and fragile, while Rosa’s are of a pretty flowered chintz. There is a water tap near the side of the veranda at Rosa’s end.




 





In staging, we need see only that part of the veranda with the doors and windows leading off into the two rooms. The backyard playing area should lie between the veranda and the projecting platform that is Ephraim’s room. It should be possible to see clearly through Ephraim’s room into the alley beyond. The entire furnishing of this room need only comprise a bed, bureau and medium-size metal camp trunk. Mounted on to the platform should be a practical working window and two doors, one door opening into Ephraim’s room, the other, hinged to the same support, leading off into the wings. Connecting wooden steps lead down into the yard.




 





People leave the yard by going up some stone steps, past two crumbling columns from which swings a wrought-iron gate that opens into the alleyway. A rickety wooden fence cuts off the view at back. In the evenings a street lamp illuminates an area of the alley near the gate.




 





If he so wishes, the designer may suggest by minimum construction or a projected image at back, beyond the fence, a corner section of an unfinished three-storey building. Its structure should appear to be of steel and concrete surrounded by interlaced pieces of wooden scaffolding. When incorporated into the design this structure should dominate, like some tall phantom, the two lowly dwellings in the yard.


ON CASTING


Trinidad is the most cosmopolitan of the Caribbean islands, with a history dating back to 1498. Since that time the Carib and the Spaniard, the French, the Portuguese, the African, East Indian, the English, the Chinese, Scots, Assyrians, Jews, Venezuelans and other national groups have ‘bedded’ together to provide the island with the greatest variety of complexions under the sun – racial types so mixed that sometimes in one family one child is as fair-skinned as the other is dark.




 





Therefore in casting this play one should try as much as possible to pattern this racial patchwork, the mixture being more violent sometimes in backyards of the type described in the play.



















 







 





MOON ON A RAINBOW SHAWL



















Contents







Title Page


Dedication




 





ACT ONE


Scene One Moonrise


Scene Two Next morning




 





ACT TWO


Scene One Late that night


Scene Two Next morning




 





ACT THREE


Scene One Mid-afternoon


Scene Two That night


About the Author


Copyright






















Act One



















SCENE ONE





Steel drums, sweet and low, beat out a rhythm. The lights come up on a scene stark and grey under the flooding light of a moon almost full.


A trolley pulls up out on the road outside. And we hear two rings of the trolley bells as it moves off again.


Nearby a guitar strums – and the calypso singer (Ketch) takes over with a rousing, thumping melody. The drums fade, leaving the singer and his guitar to carry on.


Ephraim comes into the yard from the street and begins to unbutton his khaki shirt as he walks down towards the pipe. The shirt is damp with sweat after a hard, hot day. He turns on the tap, swills his mouth out – then drinks thirstily. Removing his cap he allows the cool water to run over his face and neck. He straightens up – stretches – trying to relax his sweat-tight body. He steps up on to the porch and stands for a moment outside Rosa’s door.


The calypso singer’s voice swells to the rhythm of the guitar, and Epf smiles as the words come across the yard to him. He comes back down into the yard, walks towards the gate and calls to Ketch.  




Epf Ketch!


Ketch Eh-heh. Yer home, boy? I didn’t know.


Epf I just come in.


Ketch It hot, eh?


Epf Like hell!


Ketch The night like it burnin’ up, boy.


Epf Yer tellin’ me! I like yer song.


Ketch Yer like it?


The Adams’ baby cries out suddenly and Ephraim lowers his voice. Dogs bark in an alley close by.


Epf Fer so!


Ketch Is a new one I jest workin’ on.


Epf Carriso, fer so!


Ketch Thanks, pal.


The guitar strums again and Ketch goes on with his song.


Ephraim recrosses the yard towards his own room. He switches on the light as he enters. The glow from the naked light bulb reveals, among other necessary furniture in the room, a large multi-coloured shawl lying at the foot of the bed.


The baby is crying again. He squeals and screams. Ketch has stopped his singing – only the guitar is heard. It stops altogether some moments later.


Epf (calling) Esther! … (He goes to the door.) Esther!


Esther Yes, Ephraim.


Epf You alone home?


Esther Yes.


Epf Why the baby crying so?


Esther I don’t know. I wish my ma would come.


Esther comes to the door. A pretty, almond-eyed, Creole girl of twelve. Brown in the sun. Two long plaits are held together by a pink ribbon. She wears a cotton-print night-dress. Alert and intelligent, she has a funny way of throwing her head back and  smiling, whenever she is happy – or just pleased about something.


Epf Where is she?


Esther She went out.


Epf Then the baby must be hungry then.


Esther I gave him his feed, Epf – He’s just fretful – I wish Ma would come.


Epf Is kind of hot tonight. I suppose is the heat.


Esther Suppose.


Epf Bring him out, let him get some air.


Esther This time of night, Epf?


Epf Go on, bring him. A little fresh air ent go kill him.


Esther Awright.


She goes in.


Ephraim remains at the door.


Mavis and a young American Sailor come into the yard from the street. She is a thin, wiry young woman, dressed in a blue bodice, hand-painted skirt and rope-soled sandals. She looks up to flash a smile at Epf.


Mavis Yer awright?


Epf (playfully) Umm.


Sailor Hi, Bud!


Epf Hi!


Mavis Go inside.


Sailor starts toward Ephraim’s door.


No! Not that one … (Indicating her door.) That one …


As the Sailor goes in, she makes a mocking gesture at Epf before she follows the Sailor inside. The light in her room is turned on.


Esther reappears with the baby bundled in his bedclothes. The baby has stopped crying. She hugs him close – cooing softly.


Esther Sweet, sweet little brother. Who’s my soft sweet little brother? Who’s so sweet, so sweet, so sweet? He’s laughing.


Epf Here. Let me take him … Oh – he’s gettin’ to be a big man. And what’s fer you, big fella? Yer want a slice of that ole orange moon? Look at it! See how bright it is tonight? So bright! Hardly a star you can see!


Esther Full moon tomorrow night, Epf.


Epf It looks so. Tell me, nah – all-yer decide on a name for this little stinker yet?


He sits on the porch.


Esther No. Ma wants to christen him David Hamilton Adams but Daddy wants to call him Churchill Spenser.


Epf Churchill Spenser, eh! Boy! – A little fella like you – with a name like that couldn’t go wrong. What yer say? Man – I could see you awready as a member of the Ledgeco – making big speeches about grapefruit and cocoa-beans and compulsory higher education. What yer say? …


Esther John Byron Adams – I wish they’d call him.


Epf What?


Esther John Byron. And when he grows up – he’ll write poetry.


She comes down the steps into the yard.


You know what Miss said?


Epf Umm?


Esther She said if ever I entered for it I could win the Moreira Trophy for reciting.


Epf Yer could, too.


Esther (looking at the moon) The moon is a stone. Did you know that, Epf? A man with a lantern in the moon! I want to know the truth.


Epf Plenty of time for truth. What yer say, little fella, what yer say?


Esther, on the bench, her arms thrown wide, recites with juvenile abandon.


Esther






‘Now am I a tin whistle,


Through which God blows.


And I wish to God – I were a trumpet –


And why, God only knows.’








There is a pause.


Epf No more?


Esther (coming down to earth) No.


Laughing, she jumps down from the bench and goes over to sit beside Ephraim. She puts her head against his knee. From Mavis’s room comes sound of music played on a victrola.


Sailor’s Voice (off) Come on, baby!


There is a burst of laughter from Mavis’s room. Esther looks up shyly.


Epf Now am I a tin whistle!


Esther It’s a quatrain. Miss wrote it on the blackboard at the end of last term … It’s only three weeks to my first term at High School, Ephraim – and it looks as if I won’t be going.


Epf How yer mean?


Esther So many things we find we have to get.


Epf How yer mean? So many things to get? When yer win a scholarship – I thought the government gave yer most everything.


Esther Books – yes. But uniforms and other things you have to get yerself.


Epf Oh! …


Mavis pushes open her door – comes down the steps and crosses towards the pipe. She is now dressed in an old imitation-silk kimono.


Sailor (from inside) Don’t be too long, baby!


Mavis Cool yerself, Joe! … Oh God – it makin’ hot tonight, eh, Ephraim?


Epf Kind of.


Mavis (as she rinses and fills a large glass tumbler) What happening? – Yer givin’ little Miss Precious Mind private lessons? She is a ‘bright girl’ I hear her mother say – so I expect she’ll learn quick.


Epf Cut that, Mavis.


Mavis Yer want to come over and make it a party?


Epf I said cut that!


Mavis gives a short low laugh as she goes back to her room.


Sailor (from Mavis’s room) Come on, baby! – Come on! I gotta catch a ship yer know.


Mavis says something, and there is more laughter. Music from the victrola floats across the yard. Mavis’s light snaps off, and there is a scratch as the needle is pulled off the record – then suddenly everything is quiet.


Esther I hate this yard, Ephraim … I wish Daddy was working steady – then we could find a decent place to live. Ephraim – You could help it – You don’t have to live here!


Epf I’m a man, Esther. It don’t matter for me.


Pause.


Esther Epf? … Epf – You working night next week?


Epf No. Why?


Esther There’s band concert next Wednesday night – and Ma says she’d let me go if you and Rosa would take me.


She waits for a reply. He says nothing. She tilts her head back to look at him.


Can I go with you and Rosa?


Epf (gruffly) Ask Rosa. Maybe she could take you.


Esther Why not you too, Epf? – If yer only working day. (Coaxing.) Come and take us! (Smiling up at him. Pause.) Ephraim – you and Rosa had a quarrel?


Epf Where you get that?


Esther Well, is that why yer don’t want to go?


Epf (a little sternly) Now who put that in yer head?


Esther Then why? – Yer won’t be home?


Epf Something like that.


As Esther gets up and moves to the other side of steps.


Hey! What we so disappointed about? A little old band concert? You should be on top of the world. Winning scholarship. Yer picture in the paper. Yer make yer ma real proud.


Esther She didn’t have to make such a fuss! Just as if she couldn’t believe I’d passed, until she read it in the paper. Daddy was so happy when Miss came and told us – he cried.


Epf Yer know, Esther. When yer grow up – it would be kind of nice if yer could go away and study – on a island scholarship or something. Come back – big! Yer know! Make everybody respect yer.


Esther I don’t know yet what I would like to be.


Epf Yer have time! Time enough to make up yer mind. God! – If I had your kind of brains!


Esther reacts, delighted.


The things I would have been!


Esther Like what?


Epf Yer know – I don’t really know. One thing I know! – I would of been something more than just a trolleybus driver. That I know. Eight hours a day – up Henry Street – down Park Street – Tragarete Road – St James Terminus – Turn it round! – Back down town again! – And around again! O Gord!


Esther I like to hear the hiss of the wires as the trolleys pass.


Epf Hiss! To my ears them wires sound as loud as a howling hurricane … But if the next few days go right fer me! Go right fer me! – Go right fer me! (Suddenly he smiles and speaks to the baby.) Go right fer me, little fella!


Esther (excitedly) Epf!


Epf Shh!


Esther … He’s sleepin’?


Epf (in a whisper to the baby) Dream yer dreams, little man. Dream yer dreams. He wanted a little air. That was all.


Esther Epf! Tell me! …


Epf Shh!


Esther (lowering her voice) Tell me nah, Epf.


Epf What?


Esther They going to make you an inspector? – Is that why?


Epf Why what?


Esther Why yer said if the next few days go right for you.


Epf Inspectors have to ride on the trolleys too, yer know.


He smiles and puts the baby in her arms.


Sleep easy, little fella. (He kisses the baby.) Grow tall in your dream.


Esther Is after midnight, Epf?


Epf (winding his watch as he gets up) Close on.


Esther Then Ma should be home soon.


Epf I wonder if in bigger parts of the world – when the night should have a moon – it seems that close! … Esther – if yer have yer head screw on right – No matter where yer go – One night – sometime – Yer reach up – yer touch that moon.


Esther (quietly) You think so?


Epf I know so! … Night. Don’t stay out too long. I see you all in the morning.


Esther Awright.


As he crosses the yard, she calls softly to him, ‘Epf.’ He turns to look at her.


Nice sleep!


Epf (softly) Nice sleep, Esther! And remember, ask Rosa.


Esther I’ll ask her.


Epf goes into his room, pulling the door behind him. He climbs into bed.


Mavis’s light goes on, and her door is pushed open. The Sailor hurries down the steps and goes out towards the street. Mavis appears at the door dressed in the kimono. She calls after him.


Mavis Yer could of at least say goodnight!


Sailor Go to hell!


Mavis (running to the gate) Thanks. I will see and don’t take you fer company again tho’. Not till yer get a little more experience.


She laughs. The Sailor has gone. She turns as if to go back to the room, stops, and addresses Esther.


Ay you! Yer playin’ spy for yer mother. Well, look good! Then go and tell she what yer see. But if allyer think Old Mack goin’ ter give me notice out of this yard, yer got another thought comin’. The old man know too right when his rent good. Call yer damn mother – call she! Tell she come and see fer sheself!


Esther (quietly) Ma not here, Miss Mavis.


Mavis Where she gone? – Lookin’ fer man?


Esther (as quietly as before) Miss Mavis – don’t say things like that about my mother.


Mavis Miss Mavis. Miss Mavis. My name is Mavis. I ent no damn schoolteacher!


Epf gets up and goes to the door; pushing it open, he speaks with quiet authority.


Epf Look nah. Have a little respect for the child. She ent interfering with you.


Mavis runs her eyes over his bare torso.


Mavis (coquettishly) Awright doodoo … Goodnight.


She goes in, closing the door. A bolt snaps, securing the door on the inside.


Epf sighs. Shifts his body. Looks across at Esther. Smiles. And, pulling the door behind him, he turns out his light, crosses the room and climbs back into bed.


Away in the distance the clock on the tower of Queen’s Royal College begins to chime.


Esther sits with the baby nestling in her lap. She sings softly as the clock rings out the midnight hour.


Esther (singing)






‘Do-do, petit popo.


Petit popo, n’ouvrir do-do


Do-do, petit popo.’








Sophia Adams comes into the yard from the street. She is a plump ‘red’-skinned woman, in her late thirties. Hard times and worry have lined her, so that she looks somewhat older. She can be gay and frivolous when it suits her purpose. She can also be hard, unyielding – decisive. She is the backbone of her family – hence a bit of a bully.


She is wearing a shabby pair of black court shoes, and a button-through dress in a cheap cotton print.


Sophia Esther! – What you doing out here this time of night? And is that the baby yer have with yer?


Esther Ma?


Sophia Child, yer crazy or what? Is kill yer trying to kill him. This is straight pneumonia, yes. Inside with you, eh, before I clout yer head off.


Esther scurries indoors. Sophia goes up the steps into the veranda where she begins a search of the food safe and the table drawer.


Nobody would think you is a child what win scholarship, the stupidness you does do some times. Yer father gone out, I suppose …


Esther (from inside) Yes, Ma.


Sophia The moment I turn mey back that man disappear. So help mey! – Tonight – Tonight I will lock that door! He sleep out here in the veranda. Out! – Only God knows where – killing somebody bad rum. Yer can’t find a thing in this place when yer want it.


Esther What yer looking for, Ma?


Sophia The candle!


Esther It’s inside here, Ma.


Sophia Well, give it to me! Give it to me!


The door opens and Esther’s hand appears with the candle in it. Sophia snatches the candle and turns to take up a box of matches near the stove. She lights the candle.


I wish you an’ yer father put things back where yer find them. The time it take me to find the candle I could of wet myself.


Old Mack and Rosa come into the backyard from the street.


Like yer doing chauffeur work again tonight, Mr Mack?


Old Mack Always ready to oblige, Mrs Adams.


Sophia I know!


Old Mack laughs. Sophia hurries off around the side of the house.


Rosa is eighteen. Nicely framed. She wears a dress of some fine-spun rayon material. She wears earrings of solid gold. A Cyma wristwatch with black and gold attachments. Brown leather sandals. Her speech and manner – simple – unaffected.


Old Mack is sixty-five. Dark-skinned, small and grey. He is well dressed – in an expertly tailored lightweight suit, hand-made shoes and panama hat.


Rosa And did your son stay in England right through the war, Mr Mack?


Old Mack Right through it. Now it looks as if I’ll have to go up there and drag him home. Says he prefers London. I need him here.


Rosa There is a big reception in the Princes Buildings tonight for the troops that return. I wish I had had time off to go and see it. I asked Stephen – but …


Old Mack You should have asked me, Rosa.


He puts his hand on her arm.


Any time. Anything you want, Rosa. Any time. Ask. Is yours.
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