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A Short Drama Written By Lelean Kamara a Sierra Leonean singer and songwriter

Personal message and dedication 

I’m a black girl with many insecurities but I was fortunate to have had a grandmother who was incomparable. I wish many black girls would have one, the world would be a much better place.

I whole heartedly dedicate this book to my late grandmother

Mrs. Mariatu Ibironke Carew
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A group of three pupils gang up at another pupil named Ramatulai. Ramatulai is a plus-size dark skin girl with a thick- full hair that looks difficult to manage. The girls felt like they had not seen any girl as dark, big and with much thick-full hair like Ramatulai and they wanted her to know that she was different from them or anyone else in the school. So Juldeh, Zainab and Johnta ganged up to make fun of her.

ACT ONE

Scene I

At Burn Turn School – Canton Street -inside Ramatulai’s Classroom

Narrator: In a classroom full of Sixty-Five pupils, every pupil is on to something aside reading their notes. A group of three girls gang up at the girl seated in the next row behind them.

Juldeh: Hey blacky-doo-doo 

Group: Ha! ha! ha!  

Narrator: Juldeh, the self-proclaim ringleader and her crew, Zainab the baddie and Johnta the icequeen laughing strikingly

Ramatulai gave them a snubbing look. The girls laughed and made a smirking face back at her as they continued with the names calling.  

Juldeh: Ramatulai babu... 

Johnta: Ramatulai Bumpie...  

Narrator: Juldeh drew closer to Ramatulai and started sniffing her hair, the other girls laughed and drew closer to do the same.

Juldeh and Zainab: Iee! Iee!, it stinks, it stinks  

Juldeh: Of course it stinks, sniff it Johnta, I’m sure you are going to faint 

Johnta: Hmmm, Juldeh I feel like dying, it stinks, it stinks, what did you put on your hair  

Zainab: Ha ha ha, Johnta you are so funny ...  

Juldeh: Let’s call her “doti Tulai”, maybe she will say something 

Narrator: The girls started pinching Ramatulai’s left arm whilst calling her “Doti Tulai” Ramatulai took her book, rush to cover her arms, and spoke softly to the girls.

Ramatulai: Why are you always making fun of me? I’ve told you many times, my name is not “Doti Tulai”, but you kept calling me that? I thought you said I am not your friend.

Zainab: Who would want to be friends with you, with your chaka- chaka hair  

Juldeh: And she is so dark and thick, none of my fat friends at home are this dark

Johnta and Zainab: Ha! Ha! Ha! 

Narrator: Juldeh ran her fingers through Ramatulai’s hair, like she was walking on dog poop.    

Johnta: Look around blacky, no one wants to be friends with you 

Zainab (whisper) : Ms. Jemima is coming

Narrator: The girls saw their class Teacher entering the classroom and they hurriedly behaved themselves. But this is not new to Ramatulai, ever since she was transferred to Burn-Turn School, the pupils have become thorns on her heels. Most times Ramatulai wished her grandmother had left her in Moonshine Primary school. If not for the long walk every day to Kanikay where the old school resides, and the fear in her grandmother’s eyes for those rotten container trucks coming in and out of Kanikay, she would have been living her best over there.

Scene II

At Hebron Street – In the small Parlour of Ramatulai’s home

Narrator: After school Ramatulai rushed home. She knew she needed to start making serious changes. Her hair for start and her skin which she don’t know how and her weight. But it will be even more difficult to change her diet, Ramatulai likes good food and her grandmother is a super cook.  She said greetings to her grandmother and went straight to her room and started loosing the hair.

Mamie Mariatu: What put you in this ugly mood?

Narrator: Ramatulai ignored the question and kept unknotting the five-scattered plant on her head. 

Ramatulai: Mamie Carew, please can you buy pemin cream on your way to Grandma Iye? I want you to perm my hair and cornrow it neatly this time. When I go to school tomorrow, I want my hair to look beautiful like the other girls, then the girls will begin to like me 

Mamie Mariatu: Which girls? And when is your hair not beautiful?

Ramatulai: Always Mamie Carew, the girls at school don’t want me as a friend because my hair is not beautiful
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