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1. ABSTRACT

This dissertation for the M.A. in Creative Writing consists of a full-length play, titled Last Laugh
and a mini-dissertation. The mini-dissertation explores the phenomenon of Theatre-for-
Development, which differs significantly from the performance tradition of classical African
drama. The study identifies ways in which Theatre-for-Development practitioners, animators or
catalysts, (interchangeable names given to agents who teach target community members
theatre-for-development skills) abandon the conventions of classical African drama
performances, in terms of the form of plays, stage management and costumes. They find
different and less formal ways to tackle the social problems which the target communities

experience.

The origins of Classical African drama are traced from the western tradition, from which it
borrows heavily, and there is some discussion of the socio-historical conditions that prevailed
during the time when African playwrights performed those plays, and the rise of nationalism in
colonised African states, which in part influenced their production. This study then examines
how the socio-political dynamics in the Zimbabwean post-farm-invasions era gave rise to
Theatre-for-Development projects in the newly resettled farming communities that faced social
development challenges. Despite the land gains peasants enjoyed, the resettled communities
found themselves in places far away from schools, hospitals, shops and social service centres.
That was the source of their problems. It will be shown how government sponsored Theatre-
for-Development groups to mobilise the people, through theatre, to initiate home-groomed
solutions to their social and economic problems during a time when the government was
bankrupt and the country’s economy was shattered by the destruction of the agricultural and
mining sectors, triggered by the invasions of the white commercial farms. The Ziya Community

Theatre’s production of Sunrise is analysed in the light of these considerations.

Key terms: Classical African theatre, Theatre-for-Development, theatre-for-conscientisation,
agitprop, participatory theatre, community-based-theatre, catalysts, theatre practitioners,
animators, post-farm-invasions era, socio-historical context, post-independence and neo-

colonialism.
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11 Act 1 Scene 1

Lower stage: Full lights. Drawn boards are set with pictures of poles and two dagga huts
and a granary. The granary is on a foundation of four huge stones on each corner,
suspending a floor of thick logs. All are sagging grass- thatched roofs, exhibiting a
similar pattern except the granary roof’s salient outlook of a delinquent old man’s straw
sunhat worn at a rakish angle. Old Mananga enters his compound from the direction of
the granary. He sits on a fallen mortar under a mango tree.

Mananga: [Yellow T- shirt reveals most of the ashen skin of his back through wear
and tear.] We share figs with birds in the trees! [Violently jerks, takes tenacious grip of a
spot on the waistline of a densely patched blue cotton pair of trousers he turns inside
out, snatches a greyish black speck he squashes between thumbnails.] Satan! You
colour my thumbnails red with my own blood - the litle | get from masekesa' and
baobab powder we mix with water, making paste to cheat our intestines that it is
porridge! My son leaves me his child and never returns. [A voice is heard from behind
the hut towards the path behind the granary.] s this voice yours, Crispen?

[Enter Crispen.]

[Crispen shakes hands with his father and sits on a millstone.] Where
have you been for so long that you come without even a bag?

Crispen: Our custom does not allow me to answer that before | ask after your
health. How are you, Chirandu, Gono, Mhumba, Moyo??

Mananga: [Elated by totemic veneration.] We are all well. Your child is doing
wonders at school. He is always at the top of his class. It's why | ask you

' Wild fruit which can be ground into edible powder

? Totemic veneration for the Shona clan, who belong to the heart totem.
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where you have been all this time, forgetting that you should take care of
your own blood.

Father, | have come back to stay home forever.

You, staying here? Bald-headed children with beards and grey hair will
begin to be born in the village!

Then shall it be so. [He takes out a wallet full of bearer cheques.] This is
just three hundred million dollars for Hedrick’s uniforms, school fees and

your food for a few weeks.

[Smiling] Now Hedrick will tell his friends that he has got a father. [He looks
at Crispen, who is looking up.] What are you looking up at?

Can’t you see the hawk in the tree? There it flies away on seeing us. It was
chasing a dove that has flown into the hut through the open door. [He
picks a long stick lying on the ground and makes for the hut.]

What do you want to do with that? Kill the dove? It came to seek help
from us. It is not allowed to kill them when they come home for help.

[Comes back and sits on the millstone.] God or maybe your ancestors had

given us meat.

Let it rest until it has got enough strength to fly away. If there is war or
famine in your country and you seek help from another, do you like it when
a spear is pointed at your chest?

No. I would not like it done to me when | seek refuge in another country.

| hear Chaka’s grandsons kill foreigners in Natal. A knobkerrie is poised to
smash your head, as you do to a snake in a fowl-run, if you dare raise it
an inch over the Limpopo. [He slaps the side of his neck, scratches and
takes off his T-shirt and repeatedly bites along its round collar. He spits a

reddish blob away from Crispen.] Armageddon, a tooth for a tooth and
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gnashing of teeth is the only language the colony of these lice and their
eggs understand. [Spitting and biting.] But you do not buy us soap.
[Spitting.] Why?

It is a long time since | have been in a job.

Is it not the work of evil spirits to make it taboo for you to work and support

your child just as many young men of your age do?

Evil spirits? No. It's our government, which is failing to take care of its

people by creating employment for them.

What do you mean?

Stop singing evil spirits, evil spirits. Vote them out in the next election.
And get killed?

You will not be killed. In Zambia and Malawi, Kaunda and Banda were

voted out and nobody was killed.

You want the war back? Blood, sweat and tears again? No!

You old people in our country are a real problem. Drought makes it worse.
Care International, CIDA and United Nations give us food.

Things will begin to change when your generation is gone.

What? | don’t want to hear that at my home! [He beats the hard ground
with his walking stick.] Build your own home and vomit as much politics as

you like there. Not here.
Let’s leave it, father.
A person who goes to jail never comes back the same. Never, never...

We go to jail because there are no jobs on the labour market any more.
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Crispen:

Is stealing people’s things a job?
If a job is a means to survive, then stealing to live is also a job.
No. No. No.

A jailed teacher taught us in jail that the results of what you do make your
deed right or wrong.

That teaching puts everything upside down. Even your mind is now upside

down.

Not at all. That man taught us that the end the result of any action justifies
the means and life is noble together with the effort to sustain it. That's

utilitarianism which seeks happiness for all.

To hell with your uteri- utilian- no matter if they are Italians! Having a thief
for a son at home is more shameful than being discovered, in broad
daylight, heaving the burden of your entrails into a well from which your
community drinks. [There is a soft rustle of leaves behind them.]

What's coming from behind the tree-trunk? [Standing up.]
[Jumping up from the mortar.] Snake, snake- bring that thick stick!
[Giving it to his father.] Do you want to kill it yourself?

Why do you give me the stick, kill it yourself, it's going away.

But you asked for the stick. [Dashes and strikes it right on the head.] It's
done with. [They both take a closer look to give a name to its type.] | have
never seen a snake like this in all my life. Look, its backbone is like a ridge
or a knife and its body is colourful beads!

My God! Where has this come from?

From the tree.
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No, a ndara 3snake is a bad omen to come into a home.
Bad luck?

Yes. One who kills it must go for a cleansing ceremony. A rite must be
performed on you, my son, or evil shall be your shadow until you breathe
your last.

Ha- a- ha-a-a.
Believe me, my son. Someone must have sent it.

You old man, when will you rid your head of all that mumbo-jumbo? [He
tfosses it on a stick to throw it away.]

Build your modern home and forget what our ancestors require of us. Not
here!

| won’t go to any cleansing ceremony.

I’'m not forcing you. That snake is not thrown away before we consult the
departed. Put it down.

[He slithers its length from the stick back onto the ground.] How?

By pouring snuff on its head so that the evil spell it brought us gets back to
its sender. [Retrieves a little snuff from a buck-horn ornamented pouch
and throws it on the serpent’s head.] Go tell your sender that you found
our forefathers ever-alert to sway us out of harm’s way. [To Crispen.] Now
you can throw it away. [Exit Crispen.]

Not even one coming from the dead will convince these! It is always when
overtaken by the stride of evil that their lesson comes too late to be of any
use to save them. No wonder many parents regret their seed and curse
the night they sowed it.

® Type of snake.
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ACT 1 scene 2

Matara School. Miss Gasila and Miss Mainini Makarudzo are sitting on one side of the

table in the staffroom. A box of soap, plastic bottles of cooking oil and a packet of salt

can be seen in one corner.

Gasila:
Makarudzo:
Gasila:
Makarudzo:

Gasila:

Makarudzo:

Gasila:

Mai Tambu:

Mai Gladys:

How many bars of soap do you still have?

Two boxes.

That'’s forty eight bars of soap. In two days you will have nothing.
What about you?

I have five two-litre bottles of cooking oil, a fifty kilogram bag of

salt and three twelve-kilogram packets of sugar. Everything | have is

worth five billion.
My stock is now only two billion. By next week we will have nothing to sell.

do not know what to do with my passport that has run out of pages to be
stamped at the border.

[A knock is heard at the door.]
Come in please. [Two elderly women come in.] Oh, it's Mai Tambu and
Mai Gladys. How are you, my good old girls? Take chairs, please. [They
sit on chairs.]
We're well but problems always spur people onto each other’s doorstep.

Monkeys from Mount Ngwana descend on our fields with the first ray of
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light every day.

Mai Tambu: The trails they have drawn on the length and breadth of the field, while
stealing maize, show better than those lines you mark with ash on your
sports grounds.

Gasila: | have just one fifty kilogram bag. | want cash so that | can cross over the
border on Friday. | have to come back in time for school.

Mai Tambu: Do you still take your job as a job? | mean the way it used to be.

Makarudzo: Yes.

Mai Gladys: Don’t ask a teacher that question. They are treated worse than a labourer

whose payment for digging a six square metre latrine pit is a cup of tea

without sugar and milk.

Mai Tambu: | have stopped Tambu from coming to school. How many teachers were
at this school last year?

Gasila: We were thirty-three and now we are only five left.

Mai Tambu: Five teachers cannot do what was done by thirty-three. Tambu is big
enough to bring me a grandson from the bush between home and school.

Gasilla: You are right. Teachers hardly have time to teach because they are
always busy looking for money to buy food.

Mai Gladys: No one can live without food.

Gasila: Children can do anything when they do not have teachers at school. An

idle mind is the devil’'s workshop.
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Have monkeys not eaten more than what you stand to harvest?

We now sleep in the fields.

That is bad for you. They give you a hard time.

I do not know who whispered to them, through the air that blows to the
mountains, a new knowledge that scarecrows are not real human beings.
Is it?

Yes. Their babies now ride scarecrows, eat cobs sitting on their
shoulders and sometimes hold the reins of their ears, taking turns to sway
and swing in

the wind.

If they no longer fear scarecrows, why don’t you beat tins loud enough to
scare them?

They don’t run away from the noise. Instead they watch your movements
and if you remain in one place, no matter how loud you beat the tins, they
merrily chatter and flex limbs, peering over their left and right shoulders as
Tambu does her hip hop dance moves.

| will not win the battle against monkeys if you do not give me salt to pay
people to harvest our green maize. They will eat everything.

Cash is the problem. Now we buy one rand for two million dollars.

Yes, | know that cash is the problem. | am selling two goats.

All right, go and bring the goats. | will slaughter one, eat the meat and

15



Mai Gladys:

Gasila:

Mai Gladys:

Gasila:

Makarudzo:

Mai Tambu:

Makarudzo:

Gasila:

Crispen:

keep the other for Christmas.

[Clapping her hands.] Thank you, Gasila.

Don’t worry. | will ask two boys to bring the salt to your home in a
wheelbarrow, after school. The bag is over there.

[She points at the bag in one corner of the staffroom where there is a pile
of groceries.]

Today | will spread the word that | have got salt in exchange for work. It
will take two days to clear the field.

When the monkeys come and see the field clear, it will remind them of the
old wisdom that you shall not reap where you did not sow.

Is salt so much in demand?

Salt has never been in such a short supply as it is. Do you know that

men lose what makes us enjoy them most in direct proportion to a lack of
salt in their meals?

If Paul, in the Acts of the Apostles, was hauled to the Areopagus for being

a preacher of foreign divinities in Athens, let's give Mai Tambu the floor to
read us a little from women'’s infinite book of secrecy about the effect of
salt on our men’s performance in bed.[There is another knock on the

door.]
Come in please. [Enter Biggie and Crispen.] You're too late, Crispen. Mai
Gladys has taken the last bag of salt. May you please sit on the chairs?

May you help me with water to drink?
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Let me get it for you, my brother. [Goes to a fridge in the
tearoom and brings him a jar full of water.]
Thank you. [He takes the water and drinks.]

Your box of soap is still there, Biggie. Take it from the corner. It is the last

one.

| am going before you change your mind. Let us go, Mai Tambu. [Mai
Tambu and Mai Gladys leave the staffroom.]
Go well. Brighton and Simba will bring your salt.
[Settles in a chair and cradles a plastic bag full of bearer cheques between
this arms that he rests on the table.] If | have missed the salt, | am taking

everything you have. | have just sold two oxen and have the money on

me.

Do you want everything that we have got?

This is twelve billion. How much is the value of all you have?

My stuff is two billion and Gasila’s is....Now | can’t say it for her.
Five billion.

[Handing them a plastic bag full of bearer cheques.] Count seven billion.
[They count bearer cheques together until it adds to seven billion and

return the remaining sheaf of bearer cheques to the plastic bag.]
| am going to take my scotch-cart from home. Thank you very much.
[Biggie goes out and leaves Crispen with the teachers.]

Have you heard what | said, Crispen?

17
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Yes, | heard. But....umm... [He rubs the tip of his nose with his thumb.]
But what?

May you help me with your bicycle, madam? | want to go to the shops
and will be back with it very soon.

How do you know | have a bicycle?
Teachers are public persons everyone knows about.
But how can someone give a bicycle to a stranger?
Do you mean | want to steal her bicycle? Better | leave.
You may also go well, my brother.

[Exit Crispen.]

| didn’t like everything about him. His person reeks so much of sweat
that when he asked for water to drink | almost told him water for a bath

was what he badly needed.
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ACT 1 Scene 3

The upper stage is lit by full lights. The shelves of Sidhuza’s General Dealer’s store are
packed with groceries, clothes, utensils, hardware and maize-meal. Sidhuza and Mai
Sidhuza drink tea, seated on chairs behind the counter. Their son and daughter, Bright
and Doreen, are busy packing groceries on shelves and entering the records of prices
in books of accounts.

Mai Sidhuza: If fuel prices shot two hundred percent up, it means ten kilograms of

maize- meal now cost a hundred and twenty thousand dollars.

Sidhuza: It can’t be that. It's much higher because fuel is not available at service
stations but on the parallel market where it costs five times that price
increase the government announced! [Sidhuza strokes his goatee beard

and puts on an infectious smile.]
Mai Sidhuza: Does this increase come for a commodity which is not available?

Sidhuza: Yes. Put that ten kilograms at two hundred and twenty five thousand or no
one may afford it. It's now four million to transport a tonne of maize- meal

from Masvingo town.

Bright: Daddy.
Sidhuza: Yes, please.
Bright: Blue soap bars have gone up again!

Sidhuza: What percentage?
Bright: Hundred and fifty.

Sidhuza: It was sixty thousand; mark it up at hundred and fifty. No choice but to

pass on the increase to consumers!
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Cooking oil has gone up by the same percentage.
[After working on a calculator.] It is now eighty thousand a bottle - 750ml.

Government salaries are so low their families cannot be comfortable

without cross- border trading.

Most of our customers now buy blue and green soap bars from teachers
and nurses who bring them from South Africa.

Prices go up while their salaries are stagnant.
Yes, man.

All civil servants have become public vendors. They start to sell groceries
at their first step out of the office door or work places.

Not at their first step from the office door, mummy, our teachers are selling
things in the staff room and villagers are coming in to buy every day.

Yes man, killing two birds with one stone. Then even our merciful devil

frowns with envy at how two jobs can be properly done at the same time.

[Ripping a cardboard box of biscuits open] Shirts, shoes and pairs of
trousers which were marked at a hundred thousand dollars now cost well
over a million. [Enter Crispen soaked in sweat, wearing a green pair of

trousers and a green T- shirt beneath blue overalls.]

Good afternoon, VaSidhuza. [All look at him. Bright and Doreen disappear

into a storeroom.]
Afternoon, man.
It's very hot.
Very, very hot.

| have come very far. May you please help me with some water to drink?
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You must be very thirsty.
My throat is dry.

[Lifting her bulky figure from the chair.] You need cold, cold water from the
fridge.

Yes, that will do. [Holding the big cup.] Thank you very much. [Drinks and
gives the cup back.] I'm feeling better now, a lot better. Thank you, thank
you, and thank you very much.

Thank you once would have been enough.

Your face is quite familiar to me. Are you not Mananga’'s son from

Chipengo village?

You have stabbed the baboon in the mouth.

Yes, man. You lived here a long time back?

Quite right. | was employed as Mr Moyo’s herd boy.
During the war?

Exactly.

Were you old enough to remember how we were badly beaten by lan
Smith’s soldiers after a landmine which comrades had set blasted their
trucks and killed many of them at that turn-off near the cattle dip-tank?

| can remember that this whole place was enveloped in belching blue-
black smoke all over the sky but not a single shot was fired. We fled to the
mountains, leaving the cattle in the veld.

Was there no shooting by the boys in ambush?

No ambush. Takawira was not brave. Had it been Musa’s group, those
Boers would have been slaughtered like rain-soaked chickens. [Sidhuza

21



Crispen:
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Crispen:

takes a scale and empty plastic packs and places them on the edge of the

counter, out of the way of customers coming in.]

The war was nasty and that’'s why old people bow down to anyone who

threatens its return.

Most of the people who saw, experienced and lived through it cower into
submission at its mere mention by the ruling party.

But the ‘born-frees’ don’t give it a damn. [Mai Sidhuza brings Sighuza a
twenty- five kilogram packet of salt. Sidhuza strips it open, takes a cup
and works it info the bag and brings it out full of salt that he puts in plastic
packets, one after another.]

They say, “What's the war got to do with us?” The so- called born- frees
just can’t wait for a regime change.

Yes, that war is history to us now.

All who fought played their part then, should we not play our own part as
well if there is a need to change the present system?

Eee- ee-e! These walls have got ears. Leave that subject or you will be
arrested for belonging to the opposition party. [Sidhuza measures twenty
one-kilogram packets of salt and closes them by tying their open ends with
ready cut pieces of string.]

Many lost their lives while a host of others are now lame from floggings at
kangaroo courts held by National Youth Service cadres at base camps -
the Green Bombers.

Green Bombers are big green flies.
Yes, man, because Zimbabwe is rotten now.

No one disagrees with that.
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Hitler and Mussolini did that in Europe, creating secret police, Storm
Troopers to wield absolute power...

Idi Amin, Banda, Siad Bare and Mobutu Sese Seko in Uganda, Malawi,

Somalia and Zaire are our own African examples.

Methods used to stay in power are learnt from big books and need a head
as hard as rock to put them into practice over the people they rule.

Truth comes from books. All of us read about Hitler, Idi Amin and Banda

but did not guess at that time that such things would happen to us!

Teachers, nurses, doctors and learned civil servants are persecuted and
more than half are now in the Diaspora.

In United Nations language they call it a humanitarian crisis in Zimbabwe.

I'm forgetting to ask your name which slips off my memory as | try to
recall. Is it not Christopher or Chri...?

Not Christopher, | am Crispen. You nearly got it though.

Oh! Yes, man. My memory isn’t that bad after all this long time. Where do

you stay?
| stay on the farms.

Invaded farms? [Mai Sidhuza opens a packet of biscuits and chews them
with a rapacious appetite.]

Yes, | work for Peppyson, whose farm was not invaded because he
supported comrades during the war of liberation against lan Smith - giving
freedom fighters clothes, food and medicines.

Oh! Yes, man. Many such white farmers’ farms were not touched

throughout the country.
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| have been unlucky not to find your local councillor on business Peppyson

sent me. [Enter customer.]
Good afternoon, comrade.

Afternoon, VaSidhuza. [Handing a bundle of banknotes] Comrade or not a
comrade, the suffering is now the same, VaSidhuza. Give me maize-meal

please.
[Counting the money.] Is this eight thousand?
Yes.

Everything has gone up because of fuel prices that went up a few days
ago. Ten kilograms is now two hundred and twenty-five thousand.

We can’t do anything about it when we have to eat.

Fuel prices on the black market are five times higher and if | had followed

the same rate it was going to be four hundred thousand!

You will kill us. Don’t do that, Sidhuza. [He pulls out more bearer cheques
from his wallet and piles them on.] Only God knows where we are going
this time around. What causes all this?

Sanctions.
Whatever creature these sanctions are, they cause us a lot of harm.

It is not only sanctions. This time oil prices have gone up everywhere in
the world.

Our children know nothing about world oil market prices or these
sanctions. All they know is to cry when hunger gnaws.

[Pushing the pack towards him on the counter.] Next time, be careful

where you cast your vote.
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It's no use voting otherwise in our country. You can’'t vote them out

because the vote is rigged before it is cast. [Goes out carrying his pack.]
What's the business you want the councillor for?

What business can there be besides this madness about maize?
Peppy’s farm was spared the Third Chimurenga farm invasions?

Yes.

Everyone talks about that. [Mai Sidhuza throws the empty plastic packet
which contained the biscuits into a dust bin behind the door.]

Someone told me he has a lot of maize. Is it so?
No farmer harvested so much maize.
True?

He used to feed livestock with yellow maize but now he is also selling it
because of the acute maize shortage countrywide.

What about white maize?

Anthills and anthills of them if not mountains in four big sheds. He intends
to sell forty tonnes right now.

Forty tonnes?

Forty tonnes, yes. He likes to sell his maize to villagers out here rather
than to farm invaders whom he is unhappy with for displacing white

farmers.

Yes man, blood is thicker than water. Crispen, baboons may fight each
other over a scorpion but stand as one when one of them is attacked by

leopards.
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Peppy arranged with the councillor that village heads collect money from
people to buy fifty kilogram bags of maize for a hundred and twenty
thousand dollars each.

So is the councillor not there?

Aha. | have been to Matara School where Teacher Gasila told me that the
councillor went to town this morning. | had gone to Teacher Gasila to

collect some money she owed me for maize | delivered to her last month.
Were you given the money?

No. She asked me to collect it next week after her business trip to South
Africa.

She will have it then.

How is the maize transported here?

Peppy has five tractors always on the road.
True.

Where does he get fuel?

He imports diesel from South Africa and supplies maize to villagers in

Chekenyere, Muzinda, Zaka, Chipanza and Ndanga daily. [Enter customer

i

[Holding a receipt.] | have come to collect those bags of cement.

You bought fifteen. [At the top of his voice.] Bright, please help with fifteen
bags there in the storeroom!

Have you brought a scotch cart?

Yes. Women have no power for this.
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Women complain about lack of power for hard jobs yet never seem to lack

it in clamouring for equal rights. Yes, man.
Ha-a-a-a-a-a-[Disappears into the storeroom].

You leave business matters and take a swipe at women from nowhere,
Baba Bright!

Now that you haven’'t got the councillor, is it not possible for me to buy

some of that maize?

It's possible.

How much is it per tonne?

Two and half million together with transport charges.
Can | get six tonnes?

Certainly. A tractor will deliver it tomorrow.

What about four tonnes? No cash available for six at the moment. I'm
afraid only four will do.

No problem. Four can still be all right.

What about tomorrow but one? Our manager, Chivasa, will bring the

money.

That's fine. Tell him to ask for Crispen at Peppy’s farm and | will be waiting

for him.

It's lucky he has just arrived. [Mai Sidhuza points outside.] He’s back.
[Chivasa enters.]

You took hold of the first crowing cock’s beak to be back from Chireya

village so early!

| woke up very early.

27



Sidhuza:
Chivasa:

Sidhuza;

Chivasa:

Crispen:

Mai Sidhuza:
Crispen:
Sidhuza:

Crispen:

Sidhuza:
Chivasa:

Sidhuza:

Crispen:

Sidhuza:

<
>
=
=
=

Did you agree on the price for the ox?
Yes. They will bring it tomorrow.

Yes, man. It's lucky you came at the right time. This man here is Crispen
Mananga who works at Peppy’s farm where we can get four tonnes of

maize at two million five hundred a tonne including transport.

[Shaking hands with Crispen.] That's very cheap. Where have you been