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SCENE ONE

Itis early in the morning. The living room of DANGIW A, obviously a politician. The

number of posters and calendars that adom the walls of the parlour, mostly outdated,
announce this,

Enter MUMUDE BAWA, a middle-aged man, extravagandy dressed. At ‘thc
announcement of his arrival at the door, we hear the shuffling of feet and other no}ses
from within. Mumude looks at the chairs, undecided on which to sit in. D@g“"“
shuffles into the parlour from an interior door and points to a chair. It is 1obwous to
Murmude that his host has been dressing up. There is discomfort on Mumude's face, but

more in his voice even as he tries to put his host's mind at rest. Dangiwa is temporarily
speechless.

MUMUDE. Relax, Uncle. [Dangiwa is staring at him]. Why are you

looking at me like that? [Dangiwa stares on]. Don't you
know me?

DANGIWA. [after hesitating several seconds more]. Mr. Bawa, couldn't you
have sent for me?

MUMUDE. [smiles sheepishly]. Oh no, I needed to see you personally,
and urgently too.

DANGIWA. If you sent for me, you'd still have seen me personally.
Would have come, straight away.

MUMUDE. [poking his face into Dangiwa's, conspiratorial]. 'Urgendy’, I

said. I'm the one who needed to see you. I should come
to your house.
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DANGIWA. I would have come over if you asked me to; because
that is not something you have done before. But ...
Please, do sit down. [Points to a seat and takes one himself] To
what do I owe this honour and respect?

MUMUDE. [pauses, then weighs his words carefully]. You are a respected
man in this country.

DANGIWA. [smiling]. You belong to the rich and powerful. I don't
remember when last you came to my house. I'm not
sure you can remember it either. Something must be
driving you; something that has nothing to do with
respect for Dangiwa.

MUMUDE. But—you used to come to my house, Uncle.

DANGIWA. Until I realized that I was becoming a nuisance and
you were avoiding me.

MUMUDE. You'll be seeing me everyday from now on... I want
to be your servant.

DANGIWA. [with an expressionless face]. It's too early in the day forsuch
jokes. Some tea? I remember that you didn't go near

coffee.

MUMUDE. No, dear Uncle. No thanks, although you got it
completely wrong. It's the other way around.

DANGIWA. I must be getting old. Sorry. Some coffee then?

MUMUDE. No, no. Thanks. [He pauses. Dangiwa waits] I'm not joking. I
need your services.

DANGIWA. [laughs]. Now you're talking.
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