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The present. 
 
 

                        PLACE 
 
A high density suburb in Kampala, Uganda. 
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MAN:       A mechanic - (late 30s) 
WOMAN:     His wife – (early 30s) 
Child:     (use a mannequin on stage)  
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Scene: 
A small room typical of servants’ quarters usually 
located at the back of a main residential home and used 
to house lodgers. It is basic but tidy. There is a door 
centre stage left with a poster of Jesus Christ pinned to 
it. Upstage centre is a bed on which a child lies asleep. 
Centre stage right is a small paraffin stove; a few other 
random household items are about the room. There is a 
stool downstage centre. 
 
At rise:     
The WOMAN is standing by the bed; she kisses the child 
and adjusts a blanket, which is covering the child up to 
its shoulders. She checks to make sure the child is 
wrapped up properly. She walks across the stage to the 
paraffin stove, picks up a pan/pot and puts it on the 
on the stove. She grabs a piece of cloth and wipes the 
wipes the stool, picks up some rubbish stuffed in a 
in a plastic bag next to the door then exits through it. 
through it. A few seconds later, the MAN enters through 
the door carrying a small toolbox. He quietly steps into 
the room and languorously shuts the door behind him. He 
is dressed in filthy overalls with soot stains. He places 
the toolbox down next to the stool and takes a seat in 
silence, looking at the child. The WOMAN comes back into 
the room. 
 
WOMAN: 
I must’ve just missed you. Had gone to throw out the 
rubbish. The hole you dug for it round the back’z almost 
full. Think I'll set fire to it tomorrow. (She crosses 
the stage, gets on her knees and attends to her pot) 
 
MAN:  
(Suddenly snapping out of his pre-occupation and 
unsettled) Fire! What fire? (He quickly scans the room 
then fixates his eyes on the child once more) 
 
WOMAN: 
(With emphasis) I said I'll burn the rubbish tomorrow. 
 
MAN:      
Yes, burn it! Hell - rain on that rubbish! 
 
WOMAN:     
Rough day at the garage? (MAN does not respond) Don’t 
worry, you know what they say: (melodiously) just another 
craz-z-y day in Kampala! 
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MAN:   
(Unamused) You shouldn’t leave the door unlocked when you 
go out. 
 
WOMAN: 
Was just round the back. I wouldn’t leave him locked up 
in here whilst the stove is on. What if something 
happened to him? 
 
MAN: 
Ahem… How’s he? 
 

WOMAN: 
Tired. He was playing all afternoon... (pre-emptively) 
after I’d helped him with his homework of course.   
 
MAN: 
Right. 
 
WOMAN: 
He wanted to go and play foosball with Beulah’s boys  
but I didn’t have spare change for him. Things are bad  
enough as it is. 
 
MAN:     
Yeah, real bad! 
 

WOMAN:     
You know what I fear? (Beat) That those spoilt kids will  
poison his mind with all their fancy toys. Remote  
controlled helicopters, racing cars and whatever else.    
Soon he won't find simple games fun. He'll be asking for  
one of those video game things. Umpfh! I much prefer he  
plays with those  rascals next door – at least they are  
more like us, more our class. They still find hoop  
rolling, flying kites and rolling tyres fun. (Pause) 
Can you believe he bruised his finger playing that sing  
into the fan game? I don't know why he put his finger  
through the cover whilst the propeller blade was  
rotating. Those boys must’ve dared him to. And he can 
be quite stubborn. Just like his father. He's all right 
though; it was just a little bruise. Besides nothing  
could have dampened his mood today - could hardly sit 
still because of all the excitement of getting that new 
tyre - but that must have used up the little energy he  
had left in him. Started whining and yawning then I  
knew he’d had enough for one day. Didn’t even give me  
the usual trouble when I called him in for his wash. He  
was looking forward to your coming back but I think he  
was too worn out to keep his eyes open. 
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MAN: 
Uh! 
 
WOMAN: 
Did you leave it out there?  
 
MAN: 
Huh? 
 
WOMAN: 
The tyre I mean. It’ll have disappeared by tomorrow 
morning if we leave it out overnight. I don’t trust 
those little boys next door. Naughty little baboons. 
(Getting up and walking towards the door) 
 
MAN: 
Yet you want him playing with them. (Kissing his teeth) 
Idiot. Now just where do you think you’re going? 
 
WOMAN: 
I’m going to bring the tyre in. 
 
MAN: 
Who said there’s a tyre out there? Didn’t you come in 
behind me just a moment ago? Did you see a piece of 
filthy rubber out there? Use your common sense if you 
have any! 
 
WOMAN: 
I… I thought –  
 
MAN: 
If you did any thinking at all you’d have noticed there’s 
nothing out there. No tyre, nothing! (He turns away from 
her) 
 
WOMAN: 
(Looking around the room) Oh… You forgot? 
 
MAN: 
(Exasperated) Can you talk about something other than the 
bloody tyre or rather just shut it! 
 
WOMAN: 
(The woman has a blank look of shock on her face; she 
continues to fiddle with the pot and stove. A brief 
moment of silence) I’m making yams and nyama  – your 
favourite. 
 
MAN: 
(Nonchalantly) Uh. 
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(He takes off his dusty steel toe boots and leaves them 
next to the stool; gets up and goes to the bed; kneels in 
front of it and starts looking under it. He draws out a 
shoe brush. He runs his fingers through the child’s hair 
with his other hand and then stands back up on his feet)  
 
MAN: 
So the pit is full, is it? There must be a lot of eating 
going on here during the day.  
 
WOMAN: 
(Glances at the child) He’s fast turning into a man so I  
always make sure I fix him a decent lunch. 
 
MAN:         
That’s why he goes to bed before having his supper. It’s 
not healthy. (He sits back on the stool and starts 
polishing his shoes, slowly running the brush from one 
end to the other in careful fashion, one shoe at a time.) 
 
WOMAN: 
Well you’re normally home much earlier, like I said 
before: his excitement got the best of him. Was he 
nagging again today? 
 
MAN: 
Who? 
 
WOMAN: 
Your boss… has he been giving you a hard time again? (The 
MAN does not respond)I know his type. I know what they’re 
like – some of these bosses, they just can’t bear going 
through their bad days without dragging everyone else 
down with them. Something goes wrong and they take it out 
on you. But don’t you worry, I’m almost done fixing 
supper, you’ll feel better on a full stomach. 
 
MAN: 
I’ll be much better after a bottle of Waragi. (He 
gets up from the stool) I should just go back to the 
bottle store. I shouldn’t have left in the first place. 
If I had only stayed put and listened to Jeff ramble on 
about soccer and listened to some lingala, I’d have 
been much better off. Would’ve just staggered back here 
and not given a damn if there was a sissy being bashed 
on the streets and just walked on by. (He sits back 
down on the stool, again) 
 
WOMAN: 
Won’t be long now. You should eat first – 
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MAN: 
I said I’m fine, don’t you listen? What do you want from 
me? Don’t I slave to put food on the table? Well, there’s 
no table here but you know what I mean. The food that you 
keep going on and on about, any more talk of it will have 
me lose my appetite. God knows I’ll soon be asleep too 
from all the waiting.  
 
WOMAN:  
(Inundated with his complaints and subdued) Sorry. 
  
(She grabs a bowl pours some water from a container; one 
that might have previously been filled with cheap cordial 
and takes it to him together with a kitchen towel. He 
puts the brush and the one shoe in his hand to the side 
next to his other shoe. She bends her knees before him, 
he puts his hands out and she pours water onto his hands 
and into the bowl. She hands him the towel and he wipes 
his hands and gives it back to her. She stands up 
straight and goes to leave the water bowl and towel next 
to the stove then grabs a plate and dishes out the food. 
She takes a plate to him, curtsies as a show of respect 
and hands it to him. She walks back to the stove, takes 
another plate and dishes out some for herself) 

 
WOMAN: 
Sorry, I forgot to pick some chillies from the garden. 
Shall I run and get you some? 
 
MAN: 
(Gorging the food) No, it’s all right. 
 
WOMAN: 
I’ll only be a few seconds. I know how much you 
like them. 
 
MAN: 
(Shrugging his shoulders) Umf! 
 
WOMAN: 
Freshly picked and chopped into round, thin slices. 
 
MAN: 
(With growing frustration) Whatever! Just let me eat in 
peace. (He continues scoffing) 
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WOMAN: 
Not saying grace? (The MAN ignores her and continues to 
eat) You know what they say: grace said or sung keeps one  
from burning their tongue…  
 
MAN: 
(Throwing the plate of food to the floor towards the bed, 
getting up from his chair and throwing a tantrum) What 
must I do to get some peace around here, huh? Now you’ve 
ruined the little appetite I had left with your 
nonsensical talk. 
 
(The WOMAN shakes her head in horror and walks over to 
pick up the plate and the scattered contents of it. She 
checks to see if the child is still sleeping sound then 
slowly walks back to the stove. She takes the plate that 
she had made for herself and offers it to him silently. 
He does not accept the plate so she takes it and puts it 
and puts it next to the stove, walks over to the bed and 
gets on her knees. She pulls out a rug and lays it on the 
floor next to the stove and takes the plate then starts 
to eat. All the while, the MAN is now sat back on the 
stool quietly and then suddenly explodes)  
 
MAN: 
First it’s tyre this, fire that, then rubbish holes, 
chores and now morals. What next – laws? (Pause) You 
know what I feel like doing? Burning down these four 
walls!(The WOMAN gives a look of concern and continues to 
eat) Hell - we are all dying from these asbestos anyway, 
might as well choke up on the fumes you know – speed 
things up! There’s one way and only one way things should 
be, but still they want to have it their own way.  
 
You think if we all had our own way there’d be laws in 
the first place, huh? (The WOMAN does not respond, the 
MAN gets up on his feet and walks to the wall stage 
centre left) They should stop hiding behind these walls, 
damn homos! He deserved it! (Stomping his feet) Every 
little bit of it! 
 
WOMAN: 
Who deserved what exactly? 
 
MAN: 
Do you ever listen? I told you already… the he-she they 
bashed on the street. Anyway it’s dead now, justice has 
been served! 
 
WOMAN: 
You’re scaring me. What’s gotten into you? 
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MAN: 
[To the audience] What’s gotten into me, she asks! [To 
the WOMAN] What’s got into me? (Pacing up and down the 
room) What’s got into them? That’s what you should be 
asking. I’m not the one breaking the law nor am I the one 
taking the law into my own hands. 
 
WOMAN: 
Okay then, what’s got into them? 
 
MAN: 
I don’t know. You tell me. (The WOMAN is clearly annoyed 
by his evasiveness she gets up from the  rug on the floor 
and starts putting the kitchenware away)  
No, wait. Hold on. Yes, that’s it – the devil, Lucifer,  
Satan, demons, hell… call it what you want. But yes,  
that’s what’s got into them. And to think this is what 
our once proudly cultured neighbourhood has been reduced  
to. A filthy ghetto that stinks of sin! 
 
WOMAN: 
Well there’s nothing prayer can’t fix, (Looking at the  
poster stuck to the door) we all need Jesus. 
 
MAN: 
Too late for that! 
 
WOMAN: 
Are you going to tell me what actually happened, what you 
saw, or what you heard? 
 
MAN:      
I saw it all right! I heard it all too. (Pause) Coming to 
think of it, the only voice I can remember is his. For a 
moment it seemed there was no one else there, although 
there obviously was a heavy mob presence. But just right 
then, right there, that minute… the chanting, praying, 
celebrating… all that just became background music. It 
seemed serine in the midst of all that commotion. For 
that brief moment, which felt like forever… everything 
seemed to be happening in slow motion. I couldn't hear a 
single voice but his, weird huh? Considering by the time 
I saw him… when I saw him… I'm sure by that time he had 
done all repenting, yelling and screaming. I can imagine 
his feeling at the time was no different to the nigger 
who knew he was being taken to the woods to be 
lynched.  Anyway, by the time I got there, he didn’t have 
much left in him, so it seemed. All I could hear at first 
was that low toned voice of desperate pleading. And not 
in the way us real men would, but rather pathetically. 
Then an even more subdued sort of lamentation – must’ve 
been the pain. He got a good beating. But what did he 
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expect, huh? You can’t go around doing those abominable 
things and expect not to suffer the consequences. (Beat) 
After a few minutes of having all sorts from stones to 
sticks thrown at him, and being drenched in spit, they 
baptised him in diesel and set him alight then fed the 
flame with more kindle. It was then that his voice 
started to fade. A few mutters in-between suppressed 
cries like his vocal folds weren’t vibrating and the 
airflow from the lungs wasn’t being chopped up into 
audible pulses anymore. And then there was just dead 
silence. (Beat) You wanted to know what happened. That’s 
what happened. 
 
WOMAN: 
(Anguished) Oh God! They shouldn’t have killed him. No 
one deserves to die like that. Justice is God’s job. 
 
MAN: 
(With firm refutation) Nonsense! God was smiling down 
from above whilst it was all going down. I’m sure of it. 
 
WOMAN:     
It wasn’t warranted. How awful – 
 
MAN:      
They are robbing our society of its values and 
disregarding our laws. And not only that, but really just 
downrightly disobeying God. Disgracing nature. Dirty 
deeds I tell you. Just pure filth! It makes me sick to my 
stomach- 

WOMAN: 
I’m sick to my stomach listening to you speak like that.  
 
MAN: 
It’s what I like to call vicarious displeasure(laughs 
sinisterly). 
  
WOMAN: 
It wasn’t necessary putting the man through all that. 
It’s inhumane. 
 
MAN: 
What man you know does that disgusting shit, huh? Tell 
me! It’s inhumane? (Kissing his teeth) I think you need 
to go back to school and learn a bit more about what it 
really means to be human. He wasn’t human… humans are 
Homo sapiens not homosexuals. They need to be culled 
before they spread their infectious ways. We need to put 
a stop to the transportation of that Western logic. 
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WOMAN: 
(After a well thought out silence) Well, it doesn’t seem 
to have done you any good killing that man. These culls, 
killings or whatever you prefer to call them. These 
murders have been happening all too often. More like 
every other day. You’d think people in this city have 
tertian fever or something. But really what good is it? 
It’s only angered you. I was wondering why you were so 
off today. Now I know why. It’s guilt.  

MAN: 
Now listen up! I had nothing to do with it. I was just an  
observer. I walked outta the bar, took a stroll  
downtown; looking forward to getting home to my family 
and a well prepared supper, which you ruined. And if you 
keep up with your baseless accusations I might lose a  
good wife too. Be one! 

WOMAN: 
Shall I join in your celebration? Will that satisfy you? 
 
MAN: 
Do as you please, just don’t defend evil. 
 
WOMAN:     
Maybe I should also go back to school to learn what evil 
is too, right? I’ve just never heard you speak so – 
 
MAN:      
(Interjecting) So what, huh? You keep asking silly 
questions. Satisfy me? (Kissing his teeth) You wouldn’t 
know where to start.  
 
WOMAN:    
Why are you telling me all this, if you won’t allow me to 
give my opinion? 

MAN:     
I tell it as I see it. You think it’s a matter of 
opinion? (He laughs)  

WOMAN:     
I don’t see any good in it or coming out of it. He’s a 
human being just like the rest of us… one of us… was. 

MAN:     
Stop that pity shit. A sheep doesn’t lament the death of 
a goat’s kid - you know that. Remember when my nephew 
Todd passed away, you said that you’d only attend the 
funeral out of sympathy for his first wife but that you 
thought he deserved his fate? It’s sort of the same 
thing here. 
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WOMAN:     
No. What I said was that if he hadn’t been promiscuous he  
wouldn’t have contracted the disease. 

  
MAN:  
What was the man to do? He was in levirate marriage for 
Christ’s sake. He didn’t see it coming. 

WOMAN:     
It was quite obvious his brother was sick. Really sick. 

MAN:     
He was just fulfilling his obligations. She seemed fit as  
a butcher’s dog when he took her on. Even I didn’t 
suspect she was sick. As for the other women – well, 
it’s really all down to all these queers. They’re to  
blame for that. Our women are being left alone. Without a  
choice but to become mistresses. There’s a shortage of 
men as is and it’s being made worse by these he-shes. 
Todd was just a victim. He tried to supply the demand and 
got snared in the process. His own words, you know – he 
actually said that. Blame cultural obligations 
and these fags, he said.  

WOMAN:     
You know what they say: polygamy makes a husband double-
tongued. 

MAN:     
And the tongue of co-wives is bitter! You should stop  
gossiping with these uneducated women you spend all day 
surrounded with. Bad-mouthing good people. Todd was a 
real man. There was no doubling with him, so don’t you 
dare offend the dead with your proverbial nonsense! 
 

WOMAN:     
Whether it was God’s design or just bad luck that killed  
Todd, that’s really beside the point. The man they killed  
out there didn’t deserve to go out like that. God  
couldn’t possibly rejoice at the sight of one of his  
children being tortured and mutilated. 

MAN: 
Ah, hum – how naïve. Get the bible then! You want to 
argue right from wrong, do you?  
 
WOMAN: 
I don’t want to argue – period! I was just giving my  
opinion. 
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MAN:      
Opinions? Ps-sh! I’m not interested in your stupid 
opinions. This kind of thing calls for facts. Whip it 
out. Get the bible! 
 
(Going over to the bed and taking a bible which 
is stuffed under it then again checking to see the child 
is asleep. She walks over to the MAN and tries to hand 
him the bible)  
 
WOMAN:    
Here. 
 
MAN:      
No, you open it. 
 
WOMAN:     
What am I supposed to be looking at? 
 
MAN:      
(Condescendingly) The word of course! Leviticus 20 verse 
13. (The WOMAN flips through the pages and reads in an 
inaudible voice, she is still standing next to the MAN) 
I’m sure that’s it. Come on, read out loud! Hell –  
scream at the top of your lungs for all I care. They all 
need to hear it. 
 

WOMAN and MAN: 

(The WOMAN sits down on the rug with her legs 
crossed, reads and the MAN accentuates the last 
part of the verse with exaggerated emphasis on 
the words death and blood) 

“If a man also lie with mankind, as he lieth 
with a woman, both of them have committed an 
abomination: they shall surely be put to death; 
their blood shall be upon them.”  

 
WOMAN:      
How do you manage to memorise verses so easily? 
 
MAN:      
You forget I went to a Catholic missionary boarding 
school. 
 
WOMAN:      
I’ve never been good at it. 
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MAN:      
Some you just don’t forget. After the hundredth recital  
it sticks in your mind like the sweet glutinous slime of 
snot apples in your mouth. 
 
WOMAN:      
Why did you need to memorise that verse? 
 
MAN:      
(Reluctantly) I never said it was me that did. 
 
WOMAN:      
Well you implied it when you said – 
 
MAN:      
(Defensively) I know what I said woman!  What I meant was 
– well you see, at school we had Father Cabbon. He was 
sort of the campus patrol officer. A strict man. 
Always with a deadpan expression. He’d round up a few 
of the boys who were… you know, suspected of all that 
sort of stuff. And he would make them recite that very 
verse a hundred times before the whole dorm or sometimes 
at assembly. It was embarrassing. I remember two of them 
being expelled. One of them I thought I knew very well. 
He’d managed to deceive everyone. I mean the guy was the 
alpha male type. Played rugby, did sprints and all sorts. 
A real tough guy. We were part of the same crew in a 
sense. We used to walk around the trunk rooms terrorising 
sprogs, taking cereal and powdered milk, tins of corned 
beef, noodles, hell – anything we wanted – peanut butter 
for our mealie porridge, the lot. He was one of us - 
seniors of course. He was the real fag-master so when it 
all came out, it was a real shock.  
 
WOMAN:     
Poor guy. 
 
MAN:     
Pity, pity. 
 
WOMAN:     
What it must have felt like – the disgrace, the  
judgement. Must have been devastating. 
 
MAN:     
Would’ve been worse for the school and its reputation if 
they’d kept them in so they were expelled. We all felt 
the impact. Hell – for weeks after, you’d try hustle for 
the usual goodies but there was a sort of resistance from 
the youngsters. Felt like we were slowly being dethroned. 
The old boys’ regime had been shaken up – all because of 
one fag. It took a long time to re-establish our 
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dominance. Last I ever saw of the old boyo. Hope he  
changed his way the god forsaken child. Or else death 
shall surely be the end of him.  
 
WOMAN:     
Death is the end of all we know - so yes, it’ll be the 
end of him. What we know of him. His talents, toughness 
even his weakness. But what of the man they killed today? 
What did you know, what did they know about him? (Pause) 
Well - 
 
MAN:      
Well, what? There’s no two ways about it. He was a faggot 
and he got exactly what he deserved. There’s no  
compromise when it comes to the Holy Scripture! No 
compromise you hear? There is only one way to be and only 
one way. That’s what Father Cabbon used to say. 
 
WOMAN:     
Oh! Now I know where you got that from. 
 
MAN:      
It’s true isn’t it? 
 
WOMAN:      
I don’t know. Sometimes I can’t help but wonder. I mean I 
know now what the gospel says about it and all that but 
there’s really no excuse for murder, is there? Surely not 
in today’s world there shouldn’t. 
 
MAN:      
Immoral savages will be annihilated! 
 
WOMAN:      
And killing people because you don’t agree with them 
isn’t savagery? Sounds like one of them colonialist 
slogans anyway. 
 
MAN:      
Ain’t ironic? Think about it - I mean the fact that back 
in those days the West practically beat us into 
practising their then religion – the West that is, which  
we in fact came to embrace as our own. Actually we took 
possession of it or so it seems nowadays. We certainly 
practice it more. Now they want us to follow the new 
religion – whatever that is – this permissiveness. The 
old religion is now obsolete. ‘Get with the times, it’s 
evolution’ – they are so quick to say. H’m-foo! And we’ll 
always be a cycle behind isn’t that right? So I don’t see 
why they should meddle in our politics, inherited as it 
may be. Talking about our proposed anti-homosexuality 
bill would be a violation of HUMAN RIGHTS. What do a 
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bunch of slave-trading imperialists know about that, huh? 
(Laughs hysterically) 
 
WOMAN:     
There’s not a difference in your attitudes.  
 
MAN:     
What do you mean by that? 
 
 
WOMAN:     
They justified slavery on the basis that it’s not 
denounced in the bible. And here you are justifying a 
murder because the bible says something rather –  
 
MAN:     
Something rather what? You aren’t making any sense. You 
said our attitudes are the same. What attitudes? What’s 
alike? I do what the bible says and they don’t. 
 
WOMAN:    
You do what you think the bible tells you to and they do 
what they think the bible doesn’t tell them not to. 
 
MAN:     
Blah… blah… blah… blah… blah. RUBBISH!  
 
WOMAN:     
So is everything you don’t understand or agree with or 
like. 
 
MAN:     
What’s there to understand or misunderstand? It’s plain 
and simple. Extermination is the only option. 
 
WOMAN:      
Please don’t talk like that. 
 
MAN:      
(Raging) I’ll talk however I please woman. What do you 
know! 
 
WOMAN:      
I know the bible says do not murder. 
 
MAN:      
(Finger pointed at the WOMAN. Vehemently) Who are you 
calling a murderer? When you crush roaches with your 
cracked heels or when you incessantly chase and bash 
rodents about this shack; do I call you such names? When 
you kill mosquitos – clapping and all that like it’s a 
celebration. No. Of course not. Hell - some things we do 
out of necessity. It’s simple logic. Don’t get it 
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confused. You see a pest you get rid of it. They are like 
tsetse flies putting us to sleep. Comatose! We can’t just 
sleep on it while they infest our society. They’ll ravage 
us. We’ve got to nip them in the bud. If we don’t 
eliminate them completely, their immorality will spread 
like an epidemic. 
 
WOMAN:      
Pests. Extermination. Rubbish. Disposal. 
 
MAN:         
Precisely. 
 
WOMAN:     
I don’t see the necessity. I’m yet to hear of a case  
of G.A.Y transmission. 
 
MAN:      
Eunuchs – tell me of what use they are if they can’t even  
propagate the species, a basic human function. (Pause) Go 
to Romans. Yes - Romans 1: verses … I think 26 and 27. 
 
WOMAN:      
(Looking up the verse in her bible, speaks in a low tone  
to herself) Romans 1:26 to 27. 
 
MAN:      
You got it? 
 
WOMAN:      
Uh-huh-m (she’s reading the verses to herself) 
 
MAN:      
Well, let’s hear it. Let the word echo across this – (his 
voice getting louder. He stretches his hand out) 
 
WOMAN:      
(The WOMAN in an attempt to get him to tone it down 
interrupts) “Because of this, God gave them over to 
shameful lusts. Even their women exchanged natural 
relations for unnatural ones.” 
 
MAN:      
(Boisterously) You hear that? Go on! (Rubbing his palms 
together) 
 
WOMAN:      
“In the same way the men also abandoned natural relations 
with women and were inflamed with lust for one 
another.  Men committed indecent acts with other men, and 
received in themselves the due penalty for their 
perversion.” (She puts the bible down on the floor) 
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MAN:      
Right. Their due penalty! You understand what that means 
don’t ya? Sodom and Gomorrah – and that’s exactly what he 
experienced. Fire! 
 
WOMAN:     
Well, it never ends does it? Our violence. It never 
subsides. It may hide out for a while. You have a few 
days of false peace and then it creeps out of its hole 
and colours the soil red. Violence smells of blood. If 
it’s not happening here, it’s happening elsewhere. War is 
all we know and woes are our inheritance. (Sliding across 
to the child without necessarily getting up to her feet, 
looks at the child, strokes its hair. Sombrely) What hope 
is there for him now? (She goes back into the same 
position as before – on the rug) 
 
MAN:      
There’s hope as long as we keep him away from those 
sodomisers and instil the proper ideals in him. 
 
WOMAN:      
But that’s what I mean. How are we to know if what we  
bring him up to think is right. 
 
MAN:  
Don’t be stupid. Haven’t you paid any attention to what 
you’ve just been reading? We know it’s right because the  
bible says so. 
 
WOMAN: 
But if the same people that brought us the bible are now 
saying that it’s wrong, doesn’t that make you doubt 
things a little? 
 
MAN:      
Doubt. What are you on about? 
 
WOMAN:     
You know… doubt… whether we should take the word so  
literally. We’ve all done things the bible advises us 
against but we  are still breathing. We’d be extinct 
otherwise if death was the penalty for every little 
transgression. 
 
MAN:      
(Impatiently) Little! You call that little? That’s 
belittling the role of the church and our government. 
There’d be no need for law if we didn’t… er… make the 
distinction between petty crime and major crime for 
example. You’re quite naïve, aren’t you! Here I was 
thinking I married a woman with some sense. Humph! Let me 
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explain something to you. There’s wrongdoing and then 
there’s just plain sin. Moses made that distinction. 
There’s the Ten Commandments and then there’s the rest. 
Some bigger than others. Works the same way. (Pointing to 
the child on the bed) He gets a bit mischievous you pinch 
his ear. He’s insubordinate you slap him. He’s 
disrespectful you throw him out. Simple. It’s clearly 
stated in the Penal Code Act that fags are liable to life 
in prison. 
 
WOMAN:      
You were just talking distinctions. Isn’t there a clear 
one between life imprisonment and the torture, blackmail, 
the correctional rape and God knows what else they have 
to endure? 
 
MAN:      
Do you have to argue about every little thing, huh? 
What’s so hard to understand that you have to go siding 
with the invalids? For your information if it wasn’t for 
the threats to cut foreign aid; the bill wouldn’t have 
been revised to drop the death penalty and substituting 
it for life imprisonment. 
 
WOMAN:      
I don’t know enough about law or religion. I’m not 
arguing on those grounds. Only what I feel in my heart. I 
can only trust my spirit, and it tells me murder is 
ethically wrong. 
 
MAN:      
So now we are talking ethics, are we? 
 
WOMAN:      
No, there’s nothing wrong with compassion. The world  
would be a better place if we all felt just a little bit  
of it towards one another. 
 
MAN:      
Don’t confuse pity for compassion. It’s not the same  
thing. 
 
WOMAN:      
Oh well, how would I know the difference? I’m just an 
uneducated housewife. (She gets up on her feet, folds up 
the rug,  puts it back under the bed and then walks 
towards the  door) 
 
MAN:      
And you should start acting like one instead of 
opposing my every view just because you feel like it. 
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WOMAN:    
You have no idea how I feel. 
 
(She opens the door, sticks her head and hand out to 
reach for a sorghum broom then with her whole body back 
into the room shuts the door. She starts to sweep the 
floor.) 
 
MAN:      
I don’t care how you feel. You think you’re the only one 
who has feelings? We all have feelings. But we can’t just 
go acting however we like just because we feel like it. 
That would be irrational. Allowing them to go around 
behaving worse than the lowest animals shows a lack of 
reason on our part. Their feathers are different to our 
flock so there’s no room for them on this planet if they 
don’t behave like the rest of us. We are overpopulated as 
it is. There’s no harm aiding the balance of nature by 
weeding out the morally defect. 
 
WOMAN:      
(She starts and stops the sweeping in between talking)  
That’s not what I meant. 
 
MAN:      
What did you mean by it then? I don’t know how you feel! 
I know you’re an apologist for homosexuals. That I know. 
What don’t I know? 
 
WOMAN:     
Never mind. 
 
MAN:      
What don’t I know, huh? Talk to me woman! 
 
WOMAN:      
Forget it. I think we are past talking. I feel like  
you’re now just talking at me so it’s probably best if we 
leave it. (Sweeping the dirt from the floor out through 
the door) I’ll carry him off the bed so you can get some 
rest. It’s been a long day. (She goes over to the bed and 
gets the rug back from underneath it, lays it on the 
floor and tries to carry the child out of the bed) 
 
MAN:      
(Vociferously) Leave him. (The woman ignores him) I said 
leave him be! (Grabbing the shoe brush and throwing it at 
her) I’m not done talking. Nobody is going to bed before 
we get to the bottom of this! (Clearly about to lose her 
composure, she steps away from the bed. Picks up the shoe 
brush and puts it under the bed) Give me that! I’m not 
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done with it! (The woman hands him the brush and sits on 
the rug) Now talk! 
 
WOMAN:      
(In a controlled rage) I’d rather not. 
 
 
 
MAN:      
(Getting up from the stool) Then there’ll be no sleeping 
in this house. Do you want me to kick up a fuss and wake 
him? 
 
WOMAN:      
(Angrily) You really know how to push my buttons. Why are  
you insisting on arguing? You said what you had to say. 
And I spoke my mind. What else is there to it? 
 
MAN:      
(Sniggering) Ha ha-a… we haven’t even scratched the  
surface. (He starts pacing up and down the room) 
 
WOMAN:      
If you still have more to say then by all means -
             
MAN:      
I asked you. What don’t I know about the way you 
feel?  You can’t say something like that without giving 
an explanation. 
 
WOMAN:      
You really want to know? Do you? 
 
MAN:      
Out with it before all kinds of nasty ideas start 
creeping into my head. God only knows what I’m capable  
of -  
 
WOMAN:      
(Venting) See that’s just it. I don’t know what you’re 
capable of anymore. I’m trying to make sense of it all. 
At first I thought well, maybe he just had a bad day at 
work but then the topic of discussion has been blood and 
murder since you got here. I’ve never heard you speak 
with that much hate before. So if you want to know how I 
feel I’ll tell you how I feel. I'm fearful and concerned. 
I feel lost and confused. Yes, I feel all those things. I 
also don’t know how I feel about having married a man who 
condones murder no matter circumstances. The honest truth 
is… I don’t know exactly what happened out there (the MAN 
looks at her sternly) or why it has upset you this much. 
Did you… were you… (considering the implications of what 
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she is about to say) you know what… let’s just forget it. 
I’m tired. Can’t we just go to sleep? 
 
MAN:      
(In a dreary tone) You… you… y-o-u don’t think I had 
anything to do with it, do you?  You’re not scared of me, 
are you? I mean i-t-s-s me - 
 
(Going over to where she is sat on the rug and placing 
his hands on both her shoulders. The WOMAN shrivels and 
sinks her shoulders down to her chest. He notices this 
and lets go abruptly. Her head is buried into her chest 
as if she is expecting him to strike her. He takes a few 
steps back and stops when he feels the stool legs touch 
his heel. He turns his back on her and picks up the stool 
then puts it down. Again, he picks it up and places it 
firmly back on the ground. During this exhibition the 
WOMAN flinches each time he picks up the stool. There is 
a moment of grave silence then the MAN takes a few 
strides towards the door with his head bowed down 
slightly then he raises his head and by this time he is 
right in front of the Jesus Christ poster. He peeks at it 
as a man would look at a woman's bottom in public – with 
an unusual quickness and discreteness to avoid detection 
and the shame that accompanies it. He immediately turns 
to face the bed but doesn't focus on it for long; he 
turns and faces downstage left. In a poor effort to sound 
sincere, his voice with an icy undertone)  
 
MAN:     
I can't believe you'd think that of me. And to say it to 
my face – now that's brave. That takes some gut! Fools 
are indeed courageous. The fact that I don't object to 
the actions taken BY OTHERS doesn't mean they had my 
participation. 
 
WOMAN:      
(After a contemplative pause in which one could assume 
she is trying to convince herself of his non-involvement 
in the murder) I'm sorry. It's just that the manner in 
which you spoke earlier had me thinking the worst. 
 
MAN:      
You mistake my political and moral stance for some 
savagery crime. It's the ignorance my dear, you can't 
help it.   
 
WOMAN:      
I won’t take any more of your insults. I'm going to 
sleep. 
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(The WOMAN starts to get up to her feet when suddenly he 
charges at her, and pushes her by the shoulders with some 
force. She sinks back down on to the rug. He slowly steps 
back slowly with his hand suspended in the air and 
stretched out towards her) 
 
MAN:     
I'll tell you once more – nobody is going to sleep until 
we have resolved this. I’ve got to find my peace of mind. 
Tonight. I have to! 
 
WOMAN:     
I don't see what's there to resolve. Maybe sleep will 
give you your peace of mind. 
 
MAN:      
(Softly) Thanks, but I'd rather talk. There'll be no more 
talk about it after tonight. No more. 
 
WOMAN:     
Well, seeing as I really have no option I'll listen. I'm 
tired of talking when nothing I say is worth an ear. I'll 
spare you the noise. The proverbial nonsense. Foolish, 
ignorant… let me think what else… e-r-m… obtuse. Oh 
yes, and naïve - 
 
MAN:      
That's enough! 
 
WOMAN:      
Your words. 
 
MAN:      
Yah well listen... the thing about it is this... like I 
was saying it's a matter of politics and ethics. I know a 
few idiots think them separate but they really are one in 
the same. The bible says it's wrong and so does the 
government. Only confused nations run by schizophrenic 
politicians allow that plague of contradiction that has 
taken over the globe to sink deep into the roots of their 
societies. Think about it – the Christian West – which 
they still call themselves by the way, but only when it's 
convenient for them these days, like when they're 
starting wars, it's generally under that guise isn't 
it?  It's an old game they play. Yeah… that same 
Christian West has made homosexuality legal but 
fortunately our leaders, our more sensible politicians 
have done their best to strengthen our nation's capacity 
to deal with the threat of the plague which not only 
threatens the traditional family and culture, that same 
taboo is bound to upset our ancestors who fought so hard 
to try and keep our race from being completely wiped out. 
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If you think the they’ve given up on the eugenics 
movement think again. You should be proud to be part of a 
pioneering nation - since we are the second country in 
the world to manage to sign into law an amendment 
prohibiting same-sex marriage. Tell me when you've ever 
heard we pioneered at anything. We don't make noise at 
the Olympics... the Cranes haven't made it to the World 
Cup for years, if ever. We don't have great scientists or 
technology. We don't have a strong economy. We are not 
famous for anything other than this really – well 
infamous but still at least we can say we are the most 
moral, if not the last of the sane and sovereign. The 
rest of them might share the same sentiments but they are 
just playing sheep – sucking up the BIG LEAGUE, selling 
their nation's souls for foreign aid but what's the use 
when the aid all goes to AIDS which really is a result of 
those filthy sexual behaviours. I am not lying – they ask 
you when you go for those HIV tests whether you're gay 
because apparently that puts you at higher risk. Are you 
listening? 
 
WOMAN:     
I am. Even though I don’t understand half of it. What  is 
uje... ejen-i-ks? 
 
MAN:      
Eugenics? Oh that – it's a sort of thing where they 
exterminate so-called undesired populations. 
 
WOMAN:      
Blacks you mean? 
 
MAN:       
Yes Blacks, Jews, Aboriginals, Indians and today you can 
add Latinos and Arabs to the list, Chinese and Koreans if 
only they could. So you see it's a deeper conspiracy than 
you realise. They want to curb breeding of other races 
because now they have these things called clones, you’ve 
probably heard of them. They can breed their own. Take 
over. Wipe out everybody else. So surely they can 
tolerate that outrageous activity. It’s all part of the 
plan. They don’t have to worry about replenishing their 
race. In the meantime they want to see us degenerate so 
that it’s easier for them to conquer the rest of the 
world again. As if their ideas and economic structures, 
and as a matter of fact their way of life hasn't made it 
already possible to dictate the nature of existence of 
the human civilisation. They want our minds; they already 
had our bodies. Now they want both. They want all. 
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WOMAN:      
So you want this eugenics to happen to them too?  You 
said it yourself: extermination is the only option. But 
where does it all end? I'm beginning to think we are all 
the same everywhere. He kills your brother, you kill him. 
His brother kills you and it goes on and on. You believe 
this, I believe that. They believe something totally 
different, so we disagree and fight and kill. Sometimes I 
think we have one mind, different trains of thought but 
the same rails of perception. The same destination.  
 
MAN:      
That's where you get it wrong. It's not merely a matter 
of differing opinion but rather a lack of cultural  
relativism. 
 
WOMAN:      
I don't understand. 
 
MAN:      

In short: the West should make an effort to understand  
the ways of our culture first, instead of judging our 
practices according to their own narrow ideals and values 
and expecting us to adopt them without resistance. 
There's a big difference between Kampala and New York or 
London you know? 

WOMAN:      
I don't. I've never been. 

MAN:       
Neither have I, but we studied their history in school, 
more intensely than we did our own in fact. Don't you see 
how they behave on television? Don’t you read about it in 
newspapers? It's a whole nother world out there. Can you 
believe they actually have parades in celebration of all 
that gay business? Isn't that ridiculous? Well, let them 
do whatever they want there but we'll have none of it 
here. And if the fags in this country want to, they can 
go over there for all we care, or into exile to Nairobi 
or hell. But they won't be tolerated here and those who 
boast and try to give the impression that our country's 
laws laud that bestial behaviour will surely get the 
bitter end of the stick - if you know what I mean. 
 
WOMAN:      
He got a lot more than is justifiable don't you think. 
It's not as if he was going around trying to make a 
spectacle of himself. Surely he wouldn't do that. It's 
not as if they haven’t killed before. He’d have known the 
risks. I'm just failing to see why you had to go and get 
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yourself involved in that. He was probably just minding 
his own business. Causing no harm.  
 
MAN:      
I already told you I had nothing to do with it. Anyway, 
how do you know it wasn't a matter of gay panic defence 
or something? 
 
WOMAN:      
Don't know what that is. 
 
MAN:      
Maybe he tried to make advances on a NORMAL man and that 
triggered it. Or maybe he abused someone’s son. Imagine 
if one of them sodomised our child. Look at him – 
innocent and pure. To think that could happen to him 
makes me want to round them all up, and let God’s wrath 
burn them to ashes. Would you blame me if I did? So who 
am I to say they shouldn't have done what they did to 
him? Do you know they are going around abusing homeless 
street kids? Taking advantage of their poor little 
desperate souls. So now you see why I think in matters 
such as these, prevention is better than cure? 
 
WOMAN:      
It couldn't have been that. 
 
MAN:      
What? 
 
WOMAN:     
Gay panic defence or whatever… you said it yourself it 
was a mob. Surely he couldn’t have been making passes at 
a mob. So why did they have to get involved? 
 
MAN:      
You’re so quick to come to their defence… 
 
WOMAN:     
And you’re oh so quick to attack – 
 
MAN:  
…you like it, don’t you? 
 
WOMAN:     
Like what exactly? 
 
MAN:         
Playing the gay advocate.     
 
WOMAN:     
Does that mean you like playing the gay prosecutor? 
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MAN:     
You think it’s a laughing matter? Here I am telling you 
about the potential danger facing our son and all that 
comes out of your mouth is that garbage. That speech 
about (mimicking the WOMAN’s voice) if something happened 
to him I couldn't leave with myself was just a lot of 
nonsense, wasn't it? I know you don't really care about 
what happens to any of us and I'm not speaking for just 
me and him but the whole nation. Where's your patriotism? 
None of us will be safe as long as we have those fags 
running around free. They give the word freedom a bad 
connotation and to answer your question – to tell you the 
truth, I don't know if he was making passes at the mob or 
anyone else for that matter. I really don't care what he 
was doing. I just couldn't care less and I'm not 
attitudinising. He was a fag and that's enough – you 
think it's best to wait until he's got our kid? No, I 
won't allow it! (Pause) Get rid of the clot before it 
stops the heart, that's my approach. Surgically remove 
them from amongst us. It’s like being in the emergency 
room. The situation required an urgent operation. And 
they were simply attending to the situation. Sometimes 
there's no time for second-guessing. It's all in the heat 
of the moment. 
 
WOMAN:      
I believe we were talking about leaving him all alone 
whilst the stove’s on and you've managed to twist it to 
make me sound unpatriotic or whatever the right word is. 
I meant that I couldn't live with the guilt if something 
went wrong. Say this place caught fire and knowing I 
could've prevented the situation. I'm his mother. Of 
course I worry about every little thing that could happen 
to him. I worry about whether he'll get on with other 
kids at school. I worry about keeping him away from 
mischief and peer pressure. God knows I worry about who 
would take care of him if we happened to die before he 
can look after himself. I worry for his FREEDOM. So don't 
talk to me about that. Worry, worry, worry! That's all I 
do all day. I worry about kidnappings. I even worry about 
the chances he could drown from some flood. The great 
floods you hear our ancestors warn of, as unlikely as 
that maybe in this landlocked and (with some emphasis) 
CHRISTIAN country. This pioneering country at signing 
into law (mimicking his voice) an amendment prohibiting 
same-sex marriage. Right? Did I say that right? Don't 
actually know what that is but my guess is it's nothing 
to do with making amends. So the last thing I worry about 
is him being a victim of rape by some gay man, 
(mockingly) he… he … I'm sure he'll be fine. It didn't 
happen to his grandfather. It didn't happen to you, so 
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why would it happen to him? How often do you hear of such 
cases? Don't you think maybe they are just NORMAL people 
– harmless human beings with slightly differing tastes? 
(Boldly) Maybe you should ask yourself some of those 
questions instead of justifying hate crimes with a lot of 
blah… blah… blahs that I don’t understand. Surgically 
remove, urgent operation, attending to the situation, 
heat of the moment. I just don't get it. There's nothing 
urgent about killing a defenceless person. Nothing to 
attend to, no operation required and certainly no heat. 
Poor soul, they really burnt him alive? 
 
MAN:      
You have no respect for me. No respect. You should just 
keep your mouth shut because nothing smart ever comes out 
of it! 

     
WOMAN:      
I said I wouldn't speak but you keep asking me questions. 
What do you want me to do? Just agree with you? I'm just 
trying to put myself in their shoes. (Taking the bible 
from on the floor) Even this very bible says: “What 
causes fights and quarrels among you? Don't they come 
from your desires that battle within you?” Look - all I’m 
saying is: violence towards others is just the expression 
of one's own violence. 
 
MAN:      
(Clearly the statement struck a raw nerve) Yah well... 
this conversation is going nowhere. What time is it? It's 
a brighter tomorrow; one less wicked soul walking God's 
clean earth. I remember Father Cabbon giving that speech 
after expelling those boys at school. (Sniggering 
dejectedly) uh-hum-hum! (Pause) What time is it again? 
Someone has got to put food on the table. That's my job. 
That's my tomorrow. I'm a winner, the breadwinner. Why 
waste my evening talking about one sorry loser, one petty 
soul, one minute parasite? He looked like a parasite you 
know, especially when he had that rubber round him in 
sort of like a full nelson, head sticking out like he had 
kwashiorkor or something. Pathetic. Really pitiful. 
(Sings)So bring on tomorrow, enough time wasted talking 
about the sorrow of a homo. The sorrow of a homo! 
 
WOMAN:      
(Getting up and slowly folding the rug) What was that you 
said about rubber and Nelson? What rubber? Who is Phil 
Nelson? 
 
MAN:      
Full nelson – you know - the chokehold. (Slip 
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of the tongue) Yah that tyre around the neck had him 
motionless, had him by the neck jiu jitsu style. 
 
WOMAN:      
Juju? - 
 
MAN:      
No jiu jitsu. Never mind. 
 
WOMAN:      
He had a tyre around his neck? 
 
MAN:     
(Retracting) Oh... I... I meant... Who said tyre? I…  
I said rubber. Looked like a rubber thing they had 
wrapped round him. You know - a catalyst for the fire. 
The smoke made a great big dark cloud, and the air stunk 
of diesel and rubber so I just assumed it was a tyre. You 
know, I wasn't that close to the scene. I was just a 
passer-by all right! Besides you'd been talking tyres… 
and I work in a garage for Christ’s sake. They’re 
everywhere. Surprised I don’t scream TYRES in my sleep. 
 
WOMAN:     
Why are you being so defensive? 
 
MAN:      
Because it seems you're making all sorts of allegations  
against me. Saying all kinds of things like: 
you don't know how you feel about being the wife of 
someone who condones murder and all that talk. (Sudden 
outburst) Are you trying to blame this thing on me? I had 
nothing to do with it. I was just a passer-by. 
 
WOMAN:      
You've already said. And I'm not accusing you of 
anything. I’m simply trying to understand what you were 
talking about. Maybe you're just getting things mixed up. 
 
MAN:     
I must be, yeah. You didn't tell me what time it is. I 
must have said I'm starting to tire. Nothing about a 
tyre. 
 
WOMAN:     
Perhaps. It's late. You must rest. You won't forget the  
tyre tomorrow, will you? He'll be a handful otherwise. 
 
MAN:      
You never listen to anything I say. Why you still 
bringing up this tyre thing? You just won't let it go, 
will you? Thought I told you not to bring that up again. 
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Besides, I can't take another one tomorrow; he'll have to 
wait a few more days. You know boss sells them off to 
gardeners for bark mulch? 
 
 
WOMAN:      
For how much? 
 
MAN:      
Bark mulch! Bark mulch (shaking his head). 
 
WOMAN:      
What's that? 
 
MAN:     
Cover for garden beds. Stops excess evaporation, roots 
from freezing, weeds from growing - that sort of thing. 
So you see - I can't just go taking things. Knowing him 
he'll deduct the money from my wage. Sometimes I just 
feel like I'm going to walk out of there. I'm a qualified 
engineer, not some self-taught mechanic. God, if they 
hadn't shut that plant down we would have been out of 
this dump a long time ago. 
 
WOMAN:     
It was eight months ago you brought the one he's been 
playing with. It's not as if you just took one today and 
you'll take another tomorrow. 

MAN:      
Hmmm... 
 
WOMAN:      
Or did you? 
 
MAN:      
How many questions am I to answer at one go, huh? Hell – 
here I am trying to pass on a bit of knowledge but you 
aren't the least interested in that. 
 
WOMAN:      
In bark ma-l-shch? Well, no. Not nearly as much as I’m  
concerned with our son's happiness. 
 
MAN:      
So why did you ask then? (The WOMAN seems pre-occupied 
with other thoughts. He speaks inconsiderately and 
conceitedly) That's the problem with marrying a village 
girl. The woman of your parent's choice and not your own. 
You end up with a shallow for a wife. Not interested in 
learning anything new, p-sh! 
 



	   31	  

WOMAN:      
(Blatantly exasperated) I didn't have much of a choice 
either. 
 
 
MAN:         
(Kissing his teeth) You think you can do better? Ha 
ha that's laughable. In your dreams. Maybe you should      
have married one of those fags. That would have been a 
better choice, wouldn't it? You have the nerve to say I 
wasn't your choice either. Psh-h! You’d be a nobody 
without me. You’d be out on the streets by now. Count 
yourself lucky. How many girls from your village have 
made it to the city? How many of them can call a 
professional their husband? You would have ended up with 
some drunk who spends his days at the growth point in 
bottle stores making small talk.  

 
WOMAN:      
You spend a good deal of your time in the shebeens 
yourself. And don’t talk to me about dreams. (Throwing 
the rug on the floor) Who is the bigger dreamer here? All 
my dreams were shuttered years ago. In fact my parent's 
dreams. Why do you think I don't let them visit? I don't 
want them to be disappointed. I don't want to rub it in 
their faces. I remember when they heard about you from 
your relatives and how you were looking for wife. I 
remember that radiance of hope over my father's face when 
he came and said to me: we have found someone for you. 
He's an engineer from Kampala. I always knew you were 
special. I always knew you'd be the lucky one. Humph! I 
should count myself lucky, you say? If it wasn't the 
memory of that face my father wore that day, God knows 
I'd have left you by now. You insult me. Humiliate me. 
Time and time again; all because you have some useless 
qualification. Look where it’s got you. Look at us living 
in the backyards. Life was better back in the rural areas 
and I mean that. So when you talk about dreams or the 
lack of them, just remember this wasn't my dream either 
but I'll try. I'll put up with it for the sake of my 
family. For the sake of our child.  
 
MAN:     
You want to leave? You can leave! But not until I’m done 
with you. 
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WOMAN:     
I think we are done. Done talking for one night. More 
talking than we’ve done in a long time. I don't want to 
talk any more. I think we've all said what we needed to 
now.  
 
(The WOMAN picks up the rug from the floor then turns and 
goes on her knees to pull something from underneath the 
bed. The MAN at this time is staring at her with 
disturbing intensity. He puts on his shoes, gets up from 
the stool, rubs each one on his calves, walks over to the 
Jesus poster and places his hand on it) 
 
MAN:      
Take a good look. You want to know the difference between 
heaven and hell, I'll show you it. Look! (The WOMAN turns 
her head to it) Now look at these shoes, spotless, huh? 
That's clean. That's good. That's grace, divinity, light. 
(He rips the poster off the door) Now I'll show you the 
devil. I'll show you darkness, I’ll show you!  
 
(He lunges at her, covers her mouth with one hand. He 
pulls the blanket covering the child up to its shoulders 
over the child's face with some degree of caution. She 
struggles but he clearly overpowers her, she submits to 
his physical superiority. He proceeds to violently pull 
her dress over her back and unzips his overalls. He 
thrust his body forward into her. She yelps out of 
discomfort and fidgets in an epileptic manner like prey 
making its last attempt to free itself from the firm 
grips of a predator and eventually surrenders into a sort 
of capture myopathy. The MAN continues with the forceful 
brutal strokes and as he reaches his climax, gets 
uncontrollable as if possessed by a demon. He groans 
excessively. He then pushes himself off and pulls his zip 
back up. She remains static. He moves towards her and 
pulls her skirt back down. He stumbles to the stool as if 
still in a trance, he wears the look of self-loathing. He 
sits legs stretched out with one hand balancing his 
slanted body by holding on to a stool leg. He glances at 
her and still she does not move. There is a moment of 
silence. The WOMAN finally moves, face down. She avoids 
eye contact with the MAN. She simply takes some slippers 
from under the bed. She gets up to her feet. For a moment 
she stares at the child in the bed. She pulls back the 
blanket covering the child’s face. The MAN at this point 
takes his shoes off and starts to brush them vigorously. 
She turns to go towards the door, picks up the Jesus 
poster and sticks it back onto the door. She takes 
another glance at her child, and then she opens the door 
and exits. The MAN turns to look behind as the door 
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closes. He then looks at the poster and falls off his 
stool and as if in confession)  
 
 
MAN:      
First... first he was pleading. Not in the way us real 
man would but rather pathetically. Then he was just 
screaming; must’ve been the pain. He got a good beating. 
But what did he expect, huh? You can’t go around doing 
those abominable things and expect not to suffer the 
consequences. (Pause) After a few minutes of having all 
sorts from stones to sticks thrown at him and soaking in 
spit they baptised him in diesel and set him alight. No - 
before they poured the diesel I put the tyre around his 
neck and body. Just like that. Full nelson. (Grins. Eyes 
still fixated on the Jesus poster) I did it for you. I 
did it for you, don't you understand? You must 
understand! Father Cabbon… your messenger, he's your 
messenger, right? So you understand, don't you? It had to 
happen. What he did to me. What we did to that piece of 
shit. What I did to her. They have to understand because 
nobody understands otherwise. Action is violence. Being 
fucked in the ass, that's what it is. Ain't supposed to 
be nice. It's motion, it's emotion, it's pain. It's the 
price you pay. Everyone pays the price. I paid mine, he 
paid his and so should she. It is what it is. She'll 
understand. She'll come back. One bad day - that's all it 
is. (He gets up to his feet and goes over to the bed, and 
speaks to the child) Tomorrow I'll bring the tyre son, 
and your mother will come back. She'll understand! Where 
else could she go? You can't run away, wherever you go 
it'll follow you. For years I was running but today it 
got me. Found me. Made me do it. (Yawns)I’m tired. I’m 
really tired. (The MAN lies down, next to the bed, on the 
floor rug. Lights fade) 
 

END. 
 
	  


