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          CAST


	 

	MARY MALONE - In her late teens to her early twenties

	SISILU                      - Male – in his twenties

	PAUL                        - Male - in his twenties

	MISS SIMPSON      -MARY’S TEACHER- 35 years old. 

	MARY’S MOTHER- Caring, loving – in her early forties

	MR. THAMBO           -     SISILU’S FATHER – 45 years old

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	SFX: MUSIC ESTABLISHES. THEN FADES.

	
SFX:   APPROACHING FOOTSTEPS.CAR DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES. IGNITION TURNED ON.

	 

	
		MARY



	1. Oh… I am fulfilled. I will be exhibiting my portraits of Nelson Mandela and Princess Diana in Japan next week. I consider them as two of my best works. I have also exhibited my works in Paris, London, Germany, in the Netherlands and in many other cities. Some of my paintings have been auctioned in London. Now I don’t need to say that I made some money, do I? [LAUGHS]] My name is Mary. I am an artist as well as an art gallery owner.  I am thirty-three years old today and happily married to Walter, with two lovely children. But finding love and having success as an artist never came on a platter of gold. I am the narrator and a character in the play you are about to hear. The rest are my mother, Miss Simpson, Mr. Thambo, Sisilu and Paul. My father and Simon, my half-brother, are only mentioned.  This is my story to all women all over the world, grappling with vagaries in life and one form of failed or abusive relationship right now. I hope you find insights, strength, courage and hope from my experience.

	SFX: MUSIC BRIDGE. MUSIC OF THE LATE LUCKY DUBE [I’VE GOT YOU BABE] IS HEARD FAINTLY INSIDE A CAFÉ: FADE OUT.

	SISILU

	2. [PASSIONATELY] You are the best that has ever come my way. I now understand that life is full of goodies that are free. You look so tender and gentle, with your eyes holding so much innocence.  I love you from the depth of my soul.  Nothing will separate us, Mary. You are my bird in hand worth more than a million in the bush.

	MARY

	3. [IN DEEP APPRECIATION] Nothing will separate us. I love you too, Sisilu… from the very depth of my soul.

	SISILU

	4. Would you be pleased to marry me?

	 

	MARY

	1. Why not?  Every minute we spend together always gives me joy. Promise me one thing.

	SISILU

	2. Whatever you want, my sweetheart.

	MARY

	3. It is your gun. Would you stop carrying it around?

	SISILU

	4. [LAUGHS] My gun is my companion. But who are my not to make my loved one a deal she deserves? Don’t worry. I will stop carrying it around from today. I will do that just for you.

	MARY

	5. I want a firm promise.      

	SISILU

	6. You have got it, my darling. I always desire to do anything that will keep you happy. You have my words.

	MARY

	7. I have this strange feeling that something terrible will happen to both of us if you keep carrying that gun.

	SISILU

	8. Oh… don’t be ridiculous. Are you thinking I might shoot you or what? I might take my own life? You know I can’t hurt you. Don’t you?

	MARY

	9. What if you hurt someone else dear to me? Things like that happen.

	SISILU

	10. [BEWILDERED] Come on. What are you talking about? You are all I am living for. [EMPHATICALLY] I can’t hurt you. Whom else do you mean? Your mother or father?

	MARY

	11. Stay away from guns okay?

	SISILU

	12. That is settled. Can I plant a wet kiss on your nose?

	MARY

	1. Do you need to ask? I believe it’s your rare privilege. Take it.

	SISILU

	 2. [SLOWLY] Here I come. Close your eyes. 

	MARY

	3. [GENTLY] Okay. [LAUGHS]

	SISILU

	4. I won’t keep you waiting. I believe that time will well prepare the soil that is your heart, unto which I will plant my flower of everlasting bloom…….

	 SFX: CUT TO MARY’S NARRATION.

	5. Sisilu was a handsome young man. I was eighteen and he was twenty-five but I wasn’t bothered. Sisilu was the first man in my life. That he loved me was a song he sang each time he came to flood me with lovely fragrance from beautiful flowers. I loved his flowers.  He was difficult for me to resist even when I fought so hard not to make him the object of my thought. He became my obsession. Then one night…

	SFX: MUSIC BRIDGE LEADS TO THE INTERIOR OF MARY’S ROOM.FADES

	MARY

	6. [IN A LOW LONGING TONE] Just another night without you. Oh… Sisilu. Oh… Sisilu... I will not feel the luxury of my bed for your absence. Oh… Sisilu…, your absence leaves me with a hole in my heart. Oh… Sisilu…, a hole that will not be filled until I set my eyes on you again. Where are you now? What are you doing where you are now? My eyes are filled with tears brought to them by your absence. Are your own eyes also heavy with tears because I’m not with you there? Oh… Sisilu…, I miss you. You’re so natural, just as stars with their twinkle in the sky and the songs of birds in the air.

	 SFX: ROMANTIC MUSIC STING, WHICH FADES FOR MARY’S NARRATION.

	7. I retired to sleep on realising that even an ocean of tears from my eyes would not make my Sisilu appear, as I dearly wanted.

	SFX: YELLING OF ‘SISILU’ 

	PAUSE

	SFX: DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES. 

	MARY’S MOTHER

	1. Good morning, Mary. What seems to be the problem, my little darling? Your father and I are worried about your scream last night.

	MARY

	2. [WEARILY] I’m alright, Mummy. [COUGHS] Tell Daddy that I’m fine, okay?

	MARY’S MOTHER

	 3. Are you sure? I was scared.

	MARY

	4. You don’t have to be scared. I am fine. 

	MARY’S MOTHER

	 5. Who is that Sisilu you screamed his name? Is it Sisilu your father or have you another Sisilu in your life?

	MARY

	6. No. I had a dream where Daddy took me to a zoo. I saw a tiger and it came after me.

	MARY’S MOTHER

	7. It’s just a dream. It’s alright. Now get up and get ready for school. Your school bus should arrive any moment from now. I’m off to work with your father and your breakfast is on the table.

	MARY

	8. Thanks, Mummy… Goodbye.

	SFX: DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES.

	SFX: CUT TO MARY’S NARRATION

	9. I did not understand the dream I had that made me scream, and so I thought I should write Sisilu.

	SFX: CLATTERING OF TYPEWRITER KEYS. RUSTLING OF PAPER .  

	[MARY READS]

	10. My dearest Sisilu,

	Why would you do this to me? I saw you in my dream saying bye to our relationship by taking another girl. Are you actually going to do it? I’m not suspecting you, but can it be possible? I’m longing to hear from you, for I know that I’m your Juliet and you, my Romeo. What will I do without your love?

	 

	Your dearest,

	Mary Malone.

	SFX: MUSIC BRIDGE COMES UP AND FADES, AND TAKES US TO INSIDE MARY’S CLASSROOM. HER TEACHER ALREADY TEACHING.

	MISS SIMPSON

	1. Like I said yesterday, Africa is blessed with many writers who have done a lot of work to show for their enormous talents. Take for instance Nigerian writers like Wole Soyinka, Cyprain Ekwensi, Chinua Achebe and the rest of them. Amongst Achebe’s works is the best-selling ‘Things Fall Apart.’ [ PAUSE] Mary! How come you missed the bus? 

