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	CAST

	Bala – A carpenter

	Ugomma – Bala’s first wife

	Hauwa – Bala’s second wife

	Sule – a teacher, Bala’s childhood friend

	 

	

	Li 

	Faku                              Hauwa’s children 

	Jelili

	 

	Ugo 

	Ada                               Ugomma’s children 

	Chinwe

	 

	Sango

	Gamblers 

	Trader 

	Ugomma’s people            Father, Mother, elders of her land with an 

	Interpreter

	 

	      Bala’s Neighbours

	Native Doctor

	Flute player

	A Drummer

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	SCENE ONE

	 

	THE STAGE REVEALS NOTHING BUT DARKNESS, IN WHICH SILENCE PREVAILS. THE SOFT THROBS OF A DRUM GRADUALLY COME ON, DIFUSSING THE EARLIER SILENCE, AND CREATES AN EXPECTANT ATMOSPHERE.  A VOICE RISES THROUGH THE THROBS AND BELLOWS “YES!  WE ARE ALL GATHERED!  HERE WE ARE TO SEE THIS HOME.  HERE WE COME, BALA.  ARE YOU THERE?”

	DRUMMING AND VOICE SUDDENLY FIZZLE AWAY AS SPOTLIGHT ILLUMINATES THE STAGE, REVEALING A TYPICAL MORNING IN BALA’S HOUSE.  IT CONSISTS OF A LITTLE ROOM THAT SERVES AS THE SITTING ROOM.  IT CONTAINS A MAT AT ITS CENTRE AND TWO WOODEN CHAIRS.  THIS SITTING ROOM LEADS INTO TWO OTHER ROOMS, ONE SERVING AS THE KITCHEN AND THE OTHER, BEDROOM FOR BALA AND HIS FAMILY.  THE SITTING ROOM ALSO HAS A TABLE BY THE RIGHT, FLANKED ON TWO SIDES BY OTHER TWO WOODEN CHAIRS.

	BALA ENTERS THE SITTING ROOM FROM THE BEDROOM WITH A HAMMER ON HIS RIGHT HAND AND A CHISEL ON HIS LEFT.  HE YAWNS AND QUICKLY PUTS UP A GRIM FACE.

	BALA

	Where are these women?  My wives! {STARING ROUND THE ROOM} Does this mean I won’t have anything for breakfast, or I do need a ticket to have it?  Is this their brand new game?   {BALA SITS DOWN AND CALLS ON HIS WIVES} Hauwa! Hauwa! Ugomma! Ugomma!  {BOTH WIVES ARE HEARD AS THEY ANSWER FROM WITHIN.  UGOMMA FIRST ENTERS THE SITTING ROOM}

	 

	UGOMMA

	{RESPECTFULLY} Here I am, my husband.

	 

	BALA

	Yes.  Sit down.  And where is Hauwa?   What is keeping her in there?

	 

	UGOMMA

	{FEELING UNCONCERNED} I don’t know.  {UGOMMA GETS SEATED AS HAUWA ENTERS}.

	 

	BALA

	{TO HAUWA. THUNDERS)   What kept you waiting, woman?

	 

	HAUWA

	{APPOLOGETICALLY} Sorry, my husband.  I was settling a quarrel between two of my children.

	BALA

	{THUNDERS} Hence forth, my calls must be answered at the speed of light!

	 

	HAUWA

	Sorry, my husband.

	{HAUWA SITS ON THE MAT AND WATCHES BALA WHO QUICKLY CLEARS HIS THROAT AND RESUMES SPEAKING}.  {LOOKS IN UGOMMA’S DIRECTION, DROPS HIS TOOLS} Must I ring a bell before I have my breakfast in this house? Here I am, ready for work. Ready to go and make money.  But no food to stop the riot of hunger on-going in my stomach.   {BALA YAWNS AND TURNS TO HAUWA} {BELLOWS} What is happening? Where is my breakfast? Has the devil operating in both of you commanded that I should be starved?  I need quick answers!  Is Bala no longer entitled to breakfast in his own house?

	 

	HAUWA

	No

	UGOMMA

	It is not so, my husband.

	 

	 

	 

	BALA

	{CUTS IN} Which one is it?  {WARNS} Look! I am sick and completely tired of your… {POINTS AT BOTH HAUWA AND UGOMMA} strategy of silence and few words.  I must dig to the foundation of this problem.  Or are both of you now waiting for me to start cooking my own meals in this house?  {LAUGHS OUT LOUD) You have both failed if that is your plan.  That will never work here.  Never! Not in my house! I never for one day saw my late father cook for any of his ten wives.

	 

	HAUWA

	{STARES MISCHEVIOUSLY AT UGOMMA} I thought this wicked woman was to serve you food today. {UGOMMA’S STRUGGLES WITH HER TEMPER AS HAUWA SPEAKS} I do not intend to starve you.  It is her fault.

	 

	UGOMMA

	{SPRINGS UP AND EXPLODES} Whose fault? {TO BALA WHO WATCHES} Don’t mind this lazy thing.  {TURNS TO HAUWA AGAIN} You have no respect for me?  You expect me to get up early and prepare our husband’s breakfast while you keep stretching your lazy bones in bed?

	 

	HAUWA

	{SACASTICALLY} That is right!

	 

	UGOMMA

	I was taught to show respect to elderly ones while growing up in my father’s house.

	 

	HAUWA

	{SCORNFULLY} And who is my elder? {LAUGHS}

	 

	UGOMMA

	Look! I was in this house for five years before you made your unceremonious entry.

	{HAUWA RUDELY INTERRUPTS UGOMMA, BALA LOSING HIS PATIENCE}.

	HAUWA

	And what have you got to show for it? {HER ANGER RAGES} What? Tell me! Just three girls!  Remember I gave birth to my husband’s first and only son.

	 

	UGOMMA

	{CUTS IN} My husband, before you barged into a territory that has never belonged to you and will never belong to you.

	 

	HAUWA

	{EMPHATICALLY} I gave him what you couldn’t.  You empty barrel! Infertile land! Seedless womb!

	UGOMMA

	{VISIBLY ANGRY. CRIES TO BALA} Did you hear her? {MAKES TO QUICKLY GRAB HAUWA’S HEAD} This nasty thing must be beaten up today! How dare you? 

	 

	HAUWA

	{SPRINGS UP} You can’t beat me up, fool!  I will simply break your bones. {GETS READY TO FIGHT}

	UGOMMA

	{CHARGES FORWARD, TOWARDS HAUWA} Let’s see then.

	 

	BALA

	{INTERFERES, SCREAMING} Stop that! Both of you should sit down! {BALA SPRINGS UP AND PREVENTS UGOMMA FROM REACHING HAUWA}

	 

	HAUWA

	 {RAGES] Come and get the beating of your life.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	UGOMMA

	{TO BALA AS SHE RAGES AND STRUGGLES TO HAVE HER WAY} Leave me! Let me descend on her.  Today is the day you will know why I am called the scorpion.

	 

	BALA

	{SCREAMS} Shut up.

	HAUWA

	{VAUNTS} The scorpion must be crushed today.

	 

	UGOMMA

	Not before it stings you to ruins.

	BALA

	{SCREAMS} Stop all this nonsense here! No more quarrels in this house! You must learn to co-exist! I didn’t summon you to set this house on fire!  Do you both hear me? Now vanish! I mean both of you!

	 

	Both Hauwa and Ugomma suddenly abandon their intents to fight each other and leave, just as Sule, Bala’s friend visits.  He is putting on a brown short that gets to his knees, a white shirt and brown bow tie.  Covering his feet is a pair of ageing shoes, his hair is grey.  He is a school headmaster.

	SULE

	{CLENCHING HIS FIST} May I come in? Or is this house now without human beings? May I come in?

	 

	BALA

	{LOOKING IN SULE’S DIRECTION} Yes. 

	 

	SULE

	It is the one and only Sule at your door.  {LAUGHS}

	 

	 

	BALA

	{EXPRESSES SURPRISE, THEN HE EXCLAIMS} Sule!  {MOUTH AGAPE} You always surprise me.  You’re welcome.  {JOYFULLY} Have a seat.

	 

	SULE

	Thank you. {QUICKLY WALKS IN AND GETS SITTED}

	 

	BALA

	{STILL FILLED WITH SURPRISE} Where have you been since ages past?

	 

	SULE

	{SMILES} You understand life’s vagaries.  It takes one here and there, and most times, takes one away from his friends.  May God’s blessings come upon you and your family.  It will be well with you.

	BALA

	{LAUGHS TO SHOW HIS APPRECIATION} It will be well with your own family too.  {FULL OF EXCITEMENT} I can’t believe this.  Who have my eyes seen today?  Coming from the moon? {He gets seated}.

	 

	SULE

	I am still the one! The tiger! {LAUGHS} 

	 

	BALA

	{CONCURS} Sure! The one tiger that appears once in a blue moon and gets every antelope population of the jungle trembling.

	 

	SULE

	{IN APPRECIATION} That is right!

	BALA

	You teachers are like monkeys that jump from one tree to another at amazing speed.  You fly around.

	SULE

	It is the nature of the job.  Transfers are just the inevitable.

	 

	BALA

	From Lagos to Gombe, Kano to Jos, and Kaduna to Abuja.  You teachers show a lot of dedication.  Oh!  It’s being long.  What do I offer you? I can get you a beer.

	 

	SULE

	No. No beer can be better than this time we are spending together and having a chat. When was the last time I set my eyes on you?  It’s been six years.

