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MY CHILDREN! MY AFRICA!
by Athol
Camdeboo, South Africa - 1985 - Thami (16-18) - Isabe] (15-18)

Thami - A young man caught up i i
up 1n the struggle against 5 rthei
isakbel - Thami's white friend fight; st
3 ng to understand the
that governs them both eiem

Tht_imz nnd_ lsabe'l are brul.lght together at a school debate ang
their ensuing friendship seems capable of transcending the
tragedy of apartheit until Thami’s involvement in a violent
studeat boycott indirectly leads to the murder of their favorite
teacher, Mr. M. Here, Tham; and Isabe] s2y their good byes,

(THAMI waiting. ISABEL arrives. J
THAMI: Isabel.
ISABEL: (Tr takes her Jew seconds 1o pond.

re: .
THAMT: Thank you for coming, : ) Hello, Thara.
ISABEL: (SHE is tense,

But you said in your note that j

urgeat, so here Lam. If you've got something to Whsen

THAME: Are you in s burry? "1 say, Tl sten

LSABEL: .I haven"'l 80t 10 be somewhere else, if that’s what you mean
ut if you're asking because jt looks as if 1 would like to run awa):

from I:er:e. from youl._.very fast, then the answer is yes. But don't

worry, I'll be able 1o contral that urge for as long as you need to

what you want to. -

TI-!AMI: @vkwam‘ in the face of Isabel's severe and unyielding

aftitude.) | just wanted 1o say goodbye,

ISABEL: Agin?

THAMI: What do you mean?

EA:E:.“ You've already done that, Thami. Maybe you didn’t uge that
ord, but you turned your back on me and walked out of my life that

last afte t fini
ot moon the three of vs... (SHE can t finish.) How long ago was
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: Three weeks I think.
ISABEL: So why do you want to do it again? Aren’t you happy with

the last time? It was so drmmatic, Thami.
THAMI:  (Patiently.) ‘vlrﬁd to see you because I'm leaving the

wwn, I'm going away .

ISABEL: Oh, I gee. This is meant to be & "sad” goodbye is it? (SHE
is on the edge.) I'm sorry if I'm burting your feelings but I thought
you wanted 1o see me because you had something to say about recent
events in owr litttle community... (Owl of @ pocket a crumpled little
piece of newspaper which SHE opens with unsteady hands.) ...a certain
unrest related... I think that is the phrase they use...yes...here is is...
{Reading.) "...unrest related incideat in which according to witnesses
the defenseless teacher was attacked by &8 group of blacks who strack
him over the head with an iron rod before setting him on fire.”
THAMI: Stop it, Isabel.

ISABEL: (Fighting hard for self~conirol.) Oh, Thami I wish I could!
I've tried everything, but nothing helps. It just keeps going arcund and
around instde my head. I've tried crying. I've tried praying! I've
even tried confrontation, Ja, the day after it happened T tried to get into
the location. 1 wanted to find the witnesses who reported it so
accurately and ask them: ...why dido’t you stop it! There was a police
roadblock at the entrance and they wouldn’t let me in. They thought 1
wag crazy or something and “escorted" me back into the safekeeping of
two now very frightened parents.

There is nothing wrong with me! All 1 need is someone to tell
me why he was killed. What madness drove those people to kill 2 man
who bad devoled his whole life 1o belping them. He was such a good
man, Thami! He was one of the most beautiful human beings I have
ever known snd his death is the ugliest thing 1 have ever known.
TRAMI: (Gives her a few seconds to calm down. Gently.) He was an
informer, Isabel. Somehow or the otker somebody discovered that Mr.,
M was an informer.

[SABEL: You mean that list of pupils taking part in the boycott? You
call that informing?
THAMI: No. It was worse than that. He went to the police and gave
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the
m the names angd addresses of gur political action committee, AN

them were grreged after his vigy. They are pow j

ISABEL: Mr, M dig

THAMI: Yes. e

ISABFL.; I don’t beljeve it.

THAMT: Ir's irue, Isabal.

ISABEL: NP! What proof do You have?

THAMI; Oper?l:on Qbumisa. .the boycotts and strikes, the
. arson...

But be was g5 very

confused sbout j ail. I think he wished he l:n;d' never doge ji
¥ 1L

;I'HAMI: Yes.
SABEL.: ' 1
THACE ;}:s & matter of COonscience,

ISABEL: That doesn’t make hima an “informer, " Thami!

.

THAME: Theyq what do you cg)j

n_?:,m?m fpt: his People...you sajd 5o Yourself, iic
night thing! Yoy don’t murder g man for that!

THAMI: Near th . 7
ISABEL: Of whary 2 " Poience.) Be carcfy

THAMI: The words you use,

somebody who Eives information to

l, ksabel,

want me to call i~
Il it..."an uarest related incident? If

call him ap informer, the
» then | am poi i
THAMI: 1 was an act of sclf-degf‘;lu;.im eull bis dea
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YOu are going o
th murder!

EL: By who?
Lo : The People,
BABEL: (Almost speechless with outrage.) What? A mad mob
stiacks one unarmed defenseless man and you want me to call it...
THAML: {Abandoning all astempts at patience. HE speaks with the full
authority of the anger inside him.) Stop it, Isabel! You just keep quiet
gow and listen to me. You're always saying you want to understand us
and what it means to be black...well if you do, listen to me carefully
pow. 1don't call it mupder, and I don't call the people whe did it a
med mob and yes, I do expect you o see it as an act of self-defense. ..
listen to mel...blind and stupid but still self-defense.

H¢ betryyed us and our fight for freedom. Five men are in
detention because\of Mr. M’s visit to the police station. There have
been other arrests hod there will be more. Why do you think I'm
minaing away? °

How were thoge people 1o know he wasn't a paid informer who
hsd been doing it for s\long time and would do it again? They were
defending themselves agginst what they thought was a terrible danger
to thamselves. What Asela Myalatya did to them and their cause is
what your laws define as tgeason when it is done to you and threatens
the safety and security of'\your comfortable white world. Anybody
accused of it is put on trial\a your courts and if found guilty they get
hanged. Many of my people have been found guilty and have been
banged. Those hangings we

Try to understand, Isakel. Try to imagine what it is like 1o be
a black person, choking inside with rage and frustration, bitterness, and
then to discover that one of your dwn kind is a lraitor, has betrayed you
1o thase responsible for the suffering and misery of your family, of your
people.  What would you do? Relpember there is no magistrate or
caurt you can drag him to and demang that he be tried for that crime.
There is 6o justice for black people in this conntry other than what we
makerforvurselves. When you judge us for what bappened in front of
the school four days ago just remember that you carry a share of the
responsibility for it. It is your laws that bave made simple, decent
black people so desperate that they turn into “mad mobs.*
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@SABEL has been listening and watcking intently, It looks as if
is going to say something but SHE stops herself)

THAMI: Say it, Isabel.

ISABEL: No.

THAMLI: This is your last chance. You once challenged me 1o h-'- :

honest with you. I'm challenging you now.

ISABEL: (SHE faces him.) Where were you when it happened
Thami? (Pause.) And if you were, did you try to stop them?
THAMI: lso’t there a third question, lsabel? Was I one of the mok
that killed him? .

ISABEL: Yes. Forgive me, Thami...please forgive me! .. But thepe
is that question as well, Only once! Believe me, caly once...late g
night when I couldn’t sleep. 1couldn’t believe it was there in my head,
but ] heard the words... "Was Thami one of the ones who did j?”
THAMI: If the police catch me, that's the question they will ask.
ISABEL: I'm asking you because... (An open, helpless gesture.)
--I'm lost! T don’t know what to think or feel anymore. Help me,
Please. You're the only one who can. Nobody else seems to
understand that I loved him. (This final confrontation is steady and
unflinching on both sides.)

THAMLI: Yes, I was there. Yes, I did iry 10 slop it. (THAMI gives
Isabel the time to deal with his answer. J/ T knew how angry the people
were. [went 10 warn him. Mbe had listened to me he would still be
alive, but be wouldn™t. It was
think he hated himself very muchgr what be bad done, Isabel. He
kept saying to me that it was al| o 8r. He was right. There was
nothing lef for him. That visit to thepolice station had finished
everydbing. Nobody would have ever spoken to him again or let him
teach their children.

ISABEL.: Ch, Thami, it s all so wrong! So stupid! That's what }
can't take...the terrible stupidity of it. We needed him. All of us,
THAMI: 1 kzow,

ISABEL: Then why is he dead?

THAMI: You must stop asking these questions, Isabel. You know the
answers.
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dou't make any sense, Thami.

'U“ +
feeling. (Pause.) Yalatr Jo™ g pim,
om Y ow, 1 know, but 1 did, Becasesy 'y o,
.- ;b:y"i“l hi‘ .oldfashiomd“ l » l 'luh':dn't want o
had, it wouldn't have stopped me froem - doing what

e _ :
i “d and everything, but [ should have 125l 4o gop 1

:’:::nnd [ was doing it. You were right =~ o o obout
v hel;::’gumze.)' You know the most 152 _ip1a words
™ o] Isabel? Too late.

-

pever forgive myself for not trying hardsf - g, pig and

s £ my true feclings for him. Right untit o< g 1 (ried

m“‘ .”;m, o mysclf.

uln
iy m vorry L.

sl 1';.;['- all night. * . )
ﬂﬂll AP the police reslly looking for you? ~
] ¥se. Some of my friends hm:'e already

: |ing in anybody they can get their hands o

ﬁ'u ”’ re are you going‘? C.ape Town? .
iﬂlﬂl :r That's the first place they'll loo_k. I :;.
- lump‘ them about everything. I'm beading nr -
o where?

lll“‘! [or. Isabel. I'm leaving the country.
N |Wes that mean what 1 think it does?
- |Nods.) I'm going to join the movement
m'lr:; been thinking about it for a long !‘.une. .‘-
) ]',“ {hiRg to do. Idon't want to end up being nn~
;:,‘w M=but that will happen to me if I stay he=”

, [, Thami. _ _
SABEl bnow I'm doing the right thing. Believ= <~

™AME L]
1 by,
Sl A your

ARkl ‘ doo't know what to do with myself, Tasr -
}“:» |'.iﬂ’ﬂﬁd of losing him. He's only becn_ b
::m\ M flready starting to forpet what he look=d .- <<-

83

v»n detained.

ritten to my

want to be a

w1 know if's

the mob that

All T know is
‘our days and
But the worst
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" ISABEL: I know it Asispumla taught me

MY CHILDREN: My AFRICA!
thing is that there’s nowhere for me to go and...you know.,..just be

him. That's so awful, Igot my fatker to phone the police but they::

‘l;.l;lrm;u ruins of the school? J couldn't I.E'ace that,
ngadsl;ar(g;e;aigwlf?sm“ :;:-e somshody to drive you to the top of th
. 0
M i D the road to Cruddock,
THAMI: It was a VEry speci i
‘ pecial place o him, i
there where it a} statted, where h’; kpew th:t h:l :all?::dn:: dt:a \:r:lth::

life...being a teacher, be;
p e e l.mwmg the Mr. M we knew. You'll be pear hig

ISAZEL: o you need an
‘ y money?
THAME No. Sala Kakuble, Isabe. That’s the Xhosa goodbye

Kakble, Thor how to say it Hamby

(THAMI legves, J
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THE PINK STUDIO
by Jane Anderson
France - Early 1900°s - Henri (40-50) - Claudine {40's)

Henn Matisse - A famous artist
Claudine - Henri’s strong-willed wife

Heari and Claudine are on holiday when Henri spots an old
friend from their balcony and invites him up.

(We hear the ocean and laughing offstage. Claudine, in only a slip,
runs 1o the balcony and stands there relishing the mir.)

CLAUDINE: Henri, come out here! Oh, it's just magnificent! (Hensi
ENTERS in his shirt tails.) Come out on the balcony and feel the sun!
Ch, i5n't this lovely. I wish we could stay bere all year,

{Herri joins ker.)

HENRI: You're a magnificent woman.

CLAUDINE: Thank you.

HENRI: I waant to see you naked against the seq.

CLAUDINE: I know, Love. Oh, Heari, do you know what I'd like
to do? I'd like to take you down to the flower market. Shall we do
that?

HENRI: Yes, I'd like to see you naked there,

CLAUDINE: Stop. Oh, I have 1o take you there. You won't believe
kow many flowers there are. Carnations are in seasom. I love
camations. Let’s buy bunches of them and bring them back to the
mom. .
HENRI: (bending over the balcony) Hallo! Derain! Halle! How the
bell are you! (back to Claudine) Claudine, Derain is here.
CLAUDINE: frot thrilled) Oh, good.

HENRI: fio Derain) What? We just arrived last night, I'm here with
Claudine! We just finished making fove!

CLAUDINE: Henn, are you mad?!

HENRI: What a woman! [ love her, Derain!

CLAUDINE: ({over this) Henri! For God's sake!

HENRI: {to Derain) Yes come up! Come up! Room anumber Twenty.
CLAUDINE: Do you think anyone on the beach missed that?
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