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	DIRGE FOR THIS PLAY

	 

	A tree is fallen

	A tree that stood firm

	A tree that shaded Shongali

	A chin that carried the mouth is shattered

	SCENE ONE

	The dark stage is facing the audience. It is soon lit and the dirge is immediately sung. Mapo walks up the stage to address the audience, dressed in a black cloth that covers only his waist area, leaving his chest bare. He is bare footed as well.

	MAPO:      [Bows slowly. Talks aloud to the audience] You are all welcome to events in Shongali Kingdom.   Our King is no more… And our eyes are still wet with tears as we await the return of the Prince. Now take a journey into the kingdom and see things for yourselves.

	Mapo slowly bows and walks away. Two women returning from the market with baskets on their heads enter the stage. They are bare footed and dressed in loincloths that stretch to their knees and fold over their breasts.

	FIRST WOMAN:      [To the second woman] Have you heard about the King’s demise? [Second woman appears not to be listening]

	SECOND WOMAN:      [Her face rigidly fixed on the audience]

	FIRST WOMAN:      [To the audience] May be she has gone deaf again. Don’t worry. Her deafness comes and goes. It sets and rises like the sun. [Stares at her colleague, then vociferates] Have you heard of the King’s demise? 

	The second woman still stands, staring defiantly at the audience

	FIRST WOMAN:      Oh! What a deafness as solid as rock. I think we have a big problem at hand. [She begins to jump up and down shouting] Hey! The King’s demise! Shongali Kingdom is a body stripped off its clothing! I said it is naked. [She stops shouting] That will clear her deafness. I have used it before. It’s an effective therapy, quite tested and proven.[The first woman goes on again to jump and shout.]  It is the King! His demise! The King is dead! He is dead! Have you not heard?

	SECOND WOMAN:      Death has visited him?

	FIRST WOMAN:      [Elatedly to the audience] Have you seen? Her deafness is cleared. [Raises up her hands] Gone with the wind.

	SECOND WOMAN:      [Consternated] Who is deaf? You mean you told all these people I’m deaf? May the hardest of rocks block your ears.

	FIRST WOMAN:      My own ears? May that sour wish be blown away by the wind of our ancestors. Did you not hear me?

	 

	 

	SECOND WOMAN:      How many times will I warn you not to use confusing words when talking with me? You have left Shongali many a time to other lands where strange words are embraced. I’ve not left this Kingdom. I understood demise to be that I should stare hard at the audience. Please don’t bring harm on me with fetish words.

	FIRST WOMAN:      [Laughs loud and puts down her basket] Fetish? You are a woman whose problems defy all known solutions.

	SECOND WOMAN:       Really? Am I not fine that way?

	FIRST WOMAN:      [Urges] Come out of your shell and reap the seeds of knowledge.

	SECOND WOMAN:      Your knowledge is broad I know. As wide as Shongali rivers. [Contemptuously] You’ve gone far and wide. But a pig remains a pig no matter where it has been to. 

	FIRST WOMAN:      Don’t make fun of my special knowledge.

	SECOND WOMAN:      Your knowledge is wide, well stretched, but you’re an ordinary market woman. You are not known in this great Kingdom. Just like me you regard as an everlasting illiterate.

	FIRST WOMAN:      Are you saying we are not important?

	SECOND WOMAN:      Market women? Nobody knows us. Can you be equalled to the mighty position of the King?

	FIRST WOMAN:      Go on demeaning yourself. Go on. Continue rubbishing your worth.

	SECOND WOMAN:      [Rattled] Another strong meat for me to chew. Oh! This one is full of pinching bones. [To the audience]  What a war her knowledge of words is waging against me. [Looks sternly at the first woman and seeks revenge] Let me show you now! [Braces up.]  You’re a philanderer!

	FIRST WOMAN:      I’m not a man for your information. [Intrigued] But who taught you that? Whoever that did it has done an incredible job of making you learn one word in three decades. I am sure the person had to break your thick skull to fix in that word with screws and hammers. [Laughs] Show it off! [Screams] Just go on and flaunt it. Just as much as you’ve got.

	SECOND WOMAN:      [Continues] Demean your teeth. Demise your head! Your fetish head!

	FIRST WOMAN:      [Pleased] I’m impressed that you’re coming up. But know that people are listening. Never spread ignorance in epidemic proportions. I really do not care if you understand or not. My message to you is this! Don’t block their ears with your dangerous random selection of words. Let us talk about the matter at hand now. Our King is dead.

	SECOND WOMAN:      I found out his death was not natural.

	FIRST WOMAN:      [She asks with much interest, picking up her basket] How? You have come again. You bag always full of gossips.

	SECOND WOMAN:      Don’t doubt the source of my stories. A virgin he tried to pluck her fruit cut him on his thing. You know Kings like feasting on virgin girls.

	FIRST WOMAN:      How?

	SECOND WOMAN:      Don’t you know what they use?

	FIRST WOMAN:      Tell me. [Persuasively] Is this not one of your usual gossips?

	SECOND WOMAN:      You don’t know? 

	FIRST WOMAN:       What am I to know?

