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Fovne b e Produeton Criveratty af Horln, oring Nigeria which is
et e shewesae e theateel fnovition and experimentation.
1 il thin glﬂ, s the thied e the series of the Lunch
AIE plny wan fest presented Lo intellectual
bRt e 00 Gl fuly, 2002 at the Drama
i AU DL A 12 00pm to 1.45p.m
HVN‘!‘%RH P9 7 on the same
o e alienution' style) has been
e tenetions (montly positive) from
s o the bl This play was
ol Cetabier, 2002 at Allinnce Franguise,
e of Bigernns and Furopeans. 1Cmust
Wl The St Clame 18 NOT an adaptation of
it tecteation of Brecht s aesthetic resources.
ebidars wid dinmatints in particular  should,
| b e o ot one theatre performance
C bt beoa theatrieal satonomy in
apteetate the contiibations of the
Al direetorinl atyles and we alao say,
Wy, it the 'Meaalienation' atyle and
b ety o adutthood o (his regard, theatre
et Iiers die Bee (o give this style a trial. The
Pl abtention st le ad theatre isoa celebration of the Brechtian
Weateioal tdition wd atso o humble struggle to re-invent its
Senthietion Ehis briel comment should, however, not be seen as an
ineceniaey aathorial arogance of intellectualism but as a candid
Peflection and extension of the Brechtian aesthetics —a new search for-
heatiionl revolution. We cannot continue to make a career in the
Scultire of mass conformism”, instead, we must engage in the
fewriting and the reconstruction of our known and unknown
theatrical heritage. We also welcome our literary critics to do their
work, not on the superficial gate of destruction or on artificial canopy
ol sweeping condemnation but on the black and white gate of
developmental eriticism.

AbdulRasheed Abiodun Adeoye,
Playwright/Director, ~
Ilorin, Nigeria, 6th September, 2008.
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Rumbling Tongue

Vi the diim rolls atfectionately from the open space in the
Opchenton i, o crentively dramatie, lively and visible Orchestra
popudited by ciper and enthusiastic Thespians contest for space in
e Anditorim They are singing and distributing the handbills of the
et Song of (he Play' 1o the audience to ring the bell of the
widience/players' myatemite ternisation,  Simultaneously, Two
Munked  Mlayer fonning white cardboards with  the major
fnnceiption ol the nong clently written on the front and back of the
cardbonrds, mave stowly nid dimmaticalty (o the rthythm of the song
and bent (0 the stage. This s overtaken by discordant noise in the
Auditorium by Three Players who are strategically placed. They
move to the stage gradually.

Mlayer One: Honey is very sweet and nobody can contest this fact. So
weet thit it taate s unrivalled but the road to its acquisition
i always Dbt with dangers, Tnced with thorns and. ..

Playver Twaor The face of the musquerade, apen 1o us and let us
feriow whether the charaeter behind the masque tsan angelic
Pt a dendly apieitofevil disturbing the crossroads and

{he peaple ol the crossroads,

Player Three: In the sociology of African culture, delays are
dangerous and unspoken words can lead to suspicion...

Player One: While spoken ones end up as words on the marble.
(Speaking to the audience) Ladies and gentlemen in the
house, as you can see, we are willing scholars in search of
knowledge but the more we search, the more the confusion
especially on the so called ideology of feminism, of
womanism nurtured by the radical feminist of the right, the
left and the gentle womanist of the centre!

Player Three: Whataboutit? -

Player One: I strongly believe that feminism, especially the one
coloured in African garb is fustian and quite anti-African: my
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thesi o thnt, an ts the head of the house. For the power ol

the msguicride poes beyond its mask.
Player Twao: |'ven [rom the religious perspectives, the Quran and the
Jible nlso say that man is superior to woman. Woman musl
i therelore bow and be submissive to man so as to obey God's
law!

PlayerI'hree: Rubbish! Nonsense!! Outright rubbish!!!

Player Two: (Charging) The unwritten law of our fore-fathers is also
unambiguous for it sees marriage as a fulfilment of cultural
obligation and marriage institution as an educational
in::tiTuliun where the man calls the shots

Player Pheeer ot untortunntely nowadays, men are bad, wicked,
tiaving clearly mhuman. ..

PlayerTwo: No and no! Women are terrible, ungodly and. ..

Player One: Materialistic, untrustworthy, uncaring, ungrateful,
impatient. ..

Player Three: Men are dangerous serpents.

Player Two: No and no! Women are evils, dubious, bitches, snakes,
sorry... chameleons of numerous colours (The Three Players
drag themselves (o stage-right shouting while Player Three
runs back to stage-lefi 1o beat the Two Masked Players out of
the stage).

Player One: And look ata certificd (ool hiding under the contentious
issue of feminism, just like other uncountable concepts and
theories, to turn himself'to an unfortunate destroyer. ..

Player Two: Wearing the mask of violence in the process. Thinking,
quite sadly, that he is the smartest human being who hasready
madec answers to all problems.

Player Three: (/rom backstage) What about it? Let me be!
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1stbutcan it cross the river? It will
soon consume you, Mr. Smart! If you fail to look ah ad, you
will he hooked behind (Iacing Player Two) 1 think we are (oo
laesh on him \\r:.‘hmlhlIv;lmlulvccivilWhi]cmukingm

Phvyer One: Your (ire 15 burning

Player Two: You may wish o Jjoinhim and be consumed in the rive:
ol il

Pliyer Oner Why not? Must you also robe yoursel('in the toga of the
complex syndrome? (This arcument iy punctuated by the
Second Song ol (he Play' which hrings the /'.'NT[R]t'
Orchestra — now as Dancers and Drwmmers to the slage
dancing to-a good rivthmic choreographic concept. The
Drummers, as part of the 'Neo-alienation’ aesthetics, musi
play varieties of sounds, alternating between slow rhythm
and fast tempo throughout the performance and using the
falking dvum or ity alternative to make proverbs, punctuate
the pley aedvance it plot and conment on important action in

the plin’)

boidd Dvwwimeners (Disronting 1 et of the Second Song of the
Pl Don'tmind me for expressing, iy dissatisfaction about
vt slow song and the unethy mical movement of your dance
Heps 1k l|||ll:,,yun.\hnuldllavcsullgwellm

Dancers: (Pushing the Lead Drummer) Whose fault if we should
ask?

Lead Drummer: Yours of course!

Dancers: No! You set the pace and dictate the tune, you drum for us
and we dance. ..

Lead Drummer: Okay. Just dance more and sing well. Let this
opening glee convince our audience of our readiness for
another theatre experience and as the Lead Drummer, [ will be
willing to join you as the Lead Dancer (Leads the dance).

Dancers: Good.
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(Fihrant and energetic dance movements are enacted. The lead
Drummer falls and other Dancers beat him).

Lend Draummer: Don't kill me and beat me no more. What | wanl is
perfection and like the critics piercing at our Pcrioynmm
\ilists, I have now discovered that the tiger is rare in the
[o1est. ..

Ghenga: (Demonstrating) Yes, the tiger with all its might. Can we
then re-enact the story of the tiger and reflect on our
childhood days?

Playevas Yea! (Theee Yoribda ehildren's theatre of: Fkin méran-mée,
Hambaii aeaoo und Lmd wéyin o-wevin are enacted in

fler)

Sl How that we have finished with the children's theatre with
I natural fangs, shall we then start the story of the
superwoman?

Nike: (Angry) Stop that today. There is no single storyteller or
narrator today. Everybody is everything for everybody here is
itharrator, a commentator, a linker of story and I don't see
nnything sensible in re-enacting the story of the superwoman
when the metaphor of the superman torments us everyday.

Iilce: Before we decide on what to do, let us go to the backstage to
carry standing mirror, make-up kits, costumes, props and
other useful items that we will use for the chosen story. The
hextman or woman in the chosen play isanarrator, costumier,
property man, actor and actress, everything.

(A Drummer raises the Song of Affluence’ as some Dancers
bring in various props and costumes while others are -
chorusing the song, some are miming and playing various
ames).

Mens There is a virus in the land and it can send one into 4 state of
dementia. It has two bulbs which are either pointed at
daybreak or falling at sunset. She urinates through the back
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and goes about with unshaven head. Itis the story of the bad
superwomin that we should re-enact today. (Charging) The
Dopand the Tiper no matter how friendly, do not hunt on the
g held

Niker There won demon momy house, he is a wicked dictator whose
mother carved for mne months and nourished for three years.
Weshautd theretore, tell the story of the Superman with two
{enticlen!

il Woneed e conmensun then. between (he story  of the
aperwori and - the superman. Or should we tell the two
Horiestogether?

Ghenpa: Stopdirecting ouraffairs. T have a suggestion to. ..

Al Mk it

Cehenpnt L el (1hinki 1)
Wolin: Pooltbetosoarrate the stony of the catwith nine lives,
Al Nl

Cohenga (Hulling Bola)y Tmbecile, you now know the fool between

U

ISile:  What about the story of the masquerade with a disappearing
wand? (Demonstrates).
All: ~ No!

Tunji: Orthe story of the crowning of the elephant.
All:  Letushear the song of your story first!

Tunji: (Sings the Song of the Elephant’ which the Players echo)
Good song I supposed?

All:  Yes, Tunji...
Akin: That song is good. The story of the song mocked bad leaders
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in the credo of eriminality, greed and discontentment. Ihe
oty s deeply rooted in the Yoruba folkloric tradition. Can

we thentell. ..

Hulae 1he theatre of the immediate, my people. We need the theatre
al the immediate today ...

fiber What about the theatre of Abacha, of Babangida, of
Obsanjo. ..

| Ciood butnottoday. ..

Shda | he thentie ol democracy

Wl Bbereatting bt oun people are yet (o know the meaning of
ety !

Fudgbe Phestory of the Olalom{ heroine. ..

\i (ilarious reactions) Méremi Ajansord!

Ghenga: Nol(Banging the stage).
Al Why, M1, no?

teliwiggns Ae you not tired of enacting and re-enacting the heroic
decds ol that woman?

Al No! We are not. We want to know more about her courageous
exploits...

Ghenpga: Moremi had returned from the red sea triumphantly.
Crowned, renewed, rewarded and worshiped but look at what

15 happening to her shrine at Olalom{?

Al I'ellus what is happening to her shrine at Oldlomi?

Chenpne Destroyed, rebuilt and destroyed. Reconstructed and
te-destroyed by restless religious fanatics. ..

thssan: The Almighty Allah forbids us from worshiping idols. We
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have no quarrel wil that woman. In lact, she is our heroin
0o but that shrine js oo close (o the Masjid, our prayin,
house: That Talam g a religion of peace should never b
abused, be warmned

Akin: (¢ harging) e Masjid or (he shrine, which one was firs
bt Have you lostyour sense of history?

Hassan: 16wy Bip Allah, (he Miiphty or o fetish goddess, which
one will you choose”? ik e waring lor fam noy noted for cold
complicity! Loarn (o stody g people's religion and psychology
hefor ]IIIII[III))ﬂllll(lll.l:;l»\’('Hll\"ll.‘-‘l()ll‘._

Man: Letthatshrine pe. I,clM(’)rcmircstinpcace!

Hassan: ace (he reality, my brother! 1f Méremi should be living
With us now, she would have been a committed muminat or a
pansionate church work ey Fhink about (he current tide, any
fradition that vefisen (o con er the wwing pendulum ol ics

people will i

Aldn: Are yoy Mymg that we g people without history? If
modernintion plobalisation, Islam and Christianity are not
anteculture, e you saying that traditional religions are
ante culture?

Akin: Concoctions from your imagination, I guess? Or are ritualists
and traditionalists not part of our social system? Don't they
have arightto live?

Hassan: They have a right to live but should one religion disturb the
other? Don't you know that culture is a reflector?

Akin: Freedom ofreligion, my brother. ..
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Hassanr Take vour shrine elsewhere, the advocate of ungodly

b A owhint are the Godly religions in your own shallow

Hinition?

lalm and Christianity for now in Nigeria. The other
eliptons are idle and dying. Where they exist, they cover
themaelves in darkness — marauding i the night and in limbo
ducinge daytime, Islam s, Islam will and Islam

“;MMHI

Sl o bl s pathetically shallow. The Western education
it o e aeguiied will soon take everything away from

s thiul

o b coi who should think! Oldlomi town is populated by
Sonnd Chinistians and Muslims...

Ve (Charging) Let the shrine be! Stop protecting a borrowed and
inported religion at the expense of the authentic African
culture. Note that there is culture and there is religion. one

liould not disturb the other.

Hain vouare lettered but you are not educated. You are civilized

It the best that can come from you is mediocrity. Why are

o behaving like a bandit? The shrine must be relocated

[hewhere, Be rational and critical so as to avoid unnecessary
iehipio-cultural upheavals. ...

A Heware of rubbish pronouncements, else 1 will burn you
ulive

Fhssan: Burnme alive?

Moo Nest Clhin and Tlassan are fighting. There is an obvious
divesionwithin the Players with support either for Hassan or
lhin

Linfi stands out).

Bt ognenihy Stop everybody! You people have succeeded in
ey our precions time away through uncomplimentary
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acerbic tirades on o maer that demands the best of
anderstanding from the (wo contending groups. Moremi can
he celebrated theough different ways and Islam abhors such
bizarre scennrio within it praying vicinity, It is also lotally
apamst Islamic culture and this jssoe 15 olten exploited for
other pecuniney socio political reasons, The Masjid must
et holiness and there e merous centres of attraction
AECHMomI where Mdrem ' heine can be located., T am not
Judgting, Tam only appealing for sanity I'he play has not even
tarted and you people e alvendy fiphting? [ronically, you
e childeen of the sume mother! Letus try o build ¢ )alomi
corty without self=inflicted tension, Be informed that
penuine development can only come through peaceful
co-existence where due respect is given to our leaders, Name
dropping, blackmail and Mlagrant breach of law wil] move us

el
A\l Fhank vou but whiat ng L
Foengbe i withd g g the story ol Méremi tor another day and

it day 1 slindl tiele (i Py he Courage of Moremi” to

tcthes e o cultor patriotism, |

All; (Jubilating) Good. ..

Tunjiz But now, I will want us to narrate the theatre of one Ajuba
woman of the 1990s as a sad development and commentary
on our immediate environment and a sharp contrast to that of
Méremi. Ajuba is the capital of Airegin, the most populous
country in Acirfa.

All:  Goonand tell us the title of yourstory...
Tunji: The...
Kike: Stop talking and remember that no narrator is needed here.

Remember also that we are all familiar with that unfortunate
incident.
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Aldn: (Mimicking) auggent, 'Notmy Faalt"!

Al No!
Fhassnn: What about ' Hate Poverty!!

All: No... Mr Poverty!

Iola:  (Thinking) “The Smart Game”

A Yes,"The Smart Game”! “The Smart Game™!!

Wb il play the Ajuba woman but call me Madam Ebun.

A Bl bun, getinto your costumes.

Halr vou will soon see natural actions that will make you preen
withenvy from me (Changing into costumes).

Akin: I am the husband of the Ajuba woman but call me, M,
Oloriebi.

All:  Mr. Oloriebi, carry on with your rolc.

Kike and Gbenga: (Walkmg out of the stage) We are your children
and we are going to the school ..

Oloriebi: Tam your father and don't come home late from school. T
rest of you should (Pointing (o stage-lefi) watch (he play and
comment on it. (Spreading a mat) However, you must nol
create dull moment and every improvisation must he
creatively done with precision.

Players: (Singing and dancing 1o the Song of it is Different’) | 'ie
play has just started but remember (hat (he

Player One: Theatre is (he house of (rath
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PlayerTwo: And what vou me ahou [0 see
Phayer Three: 1o seeund (o watcl
PLRayer Fours snotling ot (he trath
Player Five: And the essence of o hetnyg
Phayer Ome: Bary your hend in e Pthotgehi
Phayer Twaor Learn prently still
Player Theee: Donot alicnate yoursel
Player our: And yvou should not ln‘lvm«‘nmli()nzl]]ydrenCthaS“4
Plioyer Five:s You leam from thin arti e expenence!
e Genenis
Fhun s coughinmge, prinding pepperand singing the Song of Meat at
itpe-ripghtas Oloriebi fooks on
Fihun: My the pood things of life never evade me. ..
Oloriebi: Amen!

Ebun: The good things of the life are meant for the rich and not the
poor church rat like you!

Oloriebi: Everyday the same story. Is it that I am lazy or that I refused
to do my work? I have tilled and cultivated hectares of land.
The money will not just be enough.

Ebun: (Charging) Who forced you to marry me? You should have
opted out for a pauper like yourself who will be happy to
glorify you in poverty and not (Demonstrates) a beautiful
woman like me who has no rival in the entire community.
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Player Two: And what yvou ar uhout 1o see
Player Three: 16 seeand 1o wialel
PLayer o Lenothing but the i
Phayer Five: And the e nee ol o hejp
Phyer Omes oy vou lead i de Pt
Player Two: | carnpreatly still
Player Three: Do not alicnate yourself
Player owe: \IIAI\Hll'.lll'll'\lIl(llI‘l’|HH\'III(\li”nH”ydrellchedas...
Player Five: Yol WO s et e o pertenee!
Phe Cienesis
P s conpghitng, priading pepperand singing (he Song of Meat” at
dipe-ripht an Oloriebi looks on
Ihan: Moy the pood things of life never evade me. .

Olorichi: Amen!

Ebun: The good things of the life are meant for the rich and not the
poor churchrat like you!

Oloriebi: Everyday the same story. Isitthat I am lazy or that I refused
to do my work? I have tilled and cultivated hectares of land.
The money will not just be enough.

Ebun: (Charging) Who forced you to marry me? You should have
opted out for a pauper like yourself who will be happy to
glorify you in poverty and not (Demonstrates) a beautiful
woman like me who has no rival in the entire community.
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Oloviehi: Stop bonsting ke atortorse and shon the pride of peaeo

Femember that ol you bl o tall foe Bindsone ail
haedwaortomg mn ke mes vou stand (o be detited by el
|I1 IYI)I‘

I (Hragemg) This conspiracy ol sitlence from me must stop

foday. Thave decided to end my nightimare, now.
Mlayers: (A1 stage-lefi) Speak what is in your mind and break (he cpy
Ihun: Where is your power, hardworking man?
Flaseen Mube more nolpe
Ehung | ook ot yourhouse. ..
Py ors: A dump-hill!
Iibun: See what youputon. ..
Players: Arag ofacloth.

Ebun: Even my dowry was paid for you by your father and my lather
inhisignorance. ..

Players: (Angrily) Ebun, speak no evil of the dead, haba! There is
wisdom in your union.

Oloriebi: My father and your father wanted us to be the spring (hat
will water the existing relationship between the two Familics
and you gladly accepted and I did not object cither.

Players: Then, your parents complied with the custom and upheld
the tradition of our people.

Ebun: (Bringing out her property fiom the hackstage) T will leave
S properiy, Y
your house of sorrow today.
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Oloriebi: Our house or my house? Fam used o your troubles, they

strengthen me and make me (o work harder but remember
thi

Players: You (oo cnn work with your husband to end this circle of
POVErTy

Eban: AU yvour i1 i nre proud owiney uli.ll';.|||||IIUIH“(‘S,SOInCOf
them even give cars 1o thewr fathers, mothers and their

concubines und you ire here e I Beating poverty

Oloriebi: Continue (o abuse me, crazy daughter of a bitel with a
cursed tongue of flame.

Ebun 1 ook that from your mother and you, the acclaimed son of a
detented warrion

Cboviehb [ the town ol m ihmen, the only s i

Py ers: ithe ndim 1

Oloviebiz (Mounces on b who Lroans) I am a dove with passion
but your caleulated and deliberate insults have turned me into
anunwilling hyena with red eyes and poisonous claws.

Player One: Who will settle this quarrel today?

Player Two: Let me do that because Oloriebi ismy good friend.

Players: Do that immediately!

Player Two: (Running to meet the couple at stage-right) Enough or
have you people suddenly forgotten the razzmatazz and glitz
on the day of your marriage when the whole community of

Ajuba was bubbling with zeal?

Oloriebi: No!
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Fliuyer Tywor What tf your grown up children enter the house now?

Cloviebi: Thanlk you

han: Warn the non of the devil Tor me because I eannot be used to

anthe hinbrokenepo
hayer Twor Lo all ight. But Ebun you are guilty

Players: The quarrel between husband and wife, letno one judge

Player Twaor Oloay ! Tdon't want to be the sacrificial lamb. Tam here as
Cinediator and Tappeal that the two of you should resolve (o
e tpether i peace. (Walks back to meet other Players).

Vol Ll you (Grinding pepper).

(Huriebi: (Holds Ebun as he sings the Song of the Singing Bead’
which other Players echo) You are my sister, my mother, my
wife, everything...

Ilbun: Leave me alone. (Pushing Oloriebi) Those beads arc now
very expensive and remember that they are my dignity, the
accessories of love or have you forgotten that the buttock is
the ultimate house of enjoyment?

Oloriebi: It will not be too bad then if the ultimate joy of the buttock
is tasted especially in this cold weather when the birds cling to
the tree as animals hide under the bosom of their mothers
(Moves closer to Ebun).

Ebun: (Pushing Oloriebi)Is your organ still dangling?
Oloriebi: Why not?
Ebun: Ithought thatyou have lostitto poverty.

Oloriebi: (Rebuilding self-confidence) Impossible!
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IEhum: You think that countless numbers of sexual escapades is all
aboutmanhood?

Oloriehi: What i1t then?

b Money, car pood house, pifts and other good things of life are
the canutant tonie of altection that you need (o be able to water
the seed ol love and rectaim back the confidence and trust of
love e your ey

Oloviebi: The game ol Tove knows no burrier
IEbhun: And st the tde ol poverty swing (o your side always?

Oloriebi: (Romantically) Let me roll in and out so as to continue the
pame offife, where sorrow is temporarily suspended. A game
where heaven s lived on carth, where emotion is mixed with
Pt where the fiyer ol homnn skin s soft, a game where
hsran blood cirealates aod moves slowly, slowly still

Ihwnn: Orce bt
Players: Twice ghy!
i Frvery season has its song and there is a new song for the

scason, letme sing itslowly foryou...

Oloriebi: Do. Sing your song on time. My spirit is high and I can no
longer wait. There might be some lessons to learn from your
song.

Ebun: (Sings and dances (o the Song of the Rich Man" s she mocks
Oloriebi) 1 need a chorus for this song and you are so
appointed.

Oloriebi: (Beating Ebun) No food for lazy man...
Players: (Laughing) But your wife is a woman!

Ebun: He did not know his right from his- left. Thank you for
correcting him!
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Phayers: Butcan't youobey your husband

Oloviehi: | have spent the Tt paticnce mmy veii IEIRER R ERIT]
ol wickednens (Heating Fbun)

Players: Beat her!

Oloriehi: Liveryday you stay at home to cook and to abuse ey
this good-for-nothing useless woman, united we are ane il

divided we perish.

"y ers: Beat her, Teach her lessons. She will not learn. Beal (he |

it (Coaning) Youmustkill me today,
Ui (Kimning out) T must leave for the farm immediately.

'layer One: (Runs to meet Oloriebi with farming equipment) 'l
tiller of the earth, don't forget your working equipment. Youn
wife will not learn but soon, she will dance with (h
masquerade of evil.

Oloriebi: (Collects the farming equipment as he meets Kike on he
walkway) Thank youmy good friend.

Player Ome: Peace should begin with the head of the houw
Remember that all men have their trying period. This is you
own time and you will survive it! (Waiks back (o meet other
Players).

Oloriebi: (Noticing Kike) Why are you at home so early?

Kike: (Rude) The school fees, Baba?

Oloriebi: Who are you addressing like that?

Kike: I'am only telling you that our teachers have sent me oul o
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sehool he dusemy (wo year

s"school fees have not been paid.
Oloriehiz (N | will sell some yam tubers the
some crucial financial challenges
Wil not (ollow me (o the farm, you
meetme atthe farm so that wi
lioni

next market day (o
meed

and since your mother
and your brother should
¢ can bring the yam tubers o the

Iike: |

gy 1 don' think thit | ancome to the I‘armtoday
Oloriehi (lenoring Kik aid walking anay) Yo

st come (o he L when [y ety

trand your brother

lrom school .
Iilce: ( lntering the house) Why are we 50 poor, Mama?
EEbun: Can' yougreet me first? Or didn'tyou meet your father on the
way (o his farm? :

IKike: Yoy Flielt

IEhan: ( n'tyou sk him why Iy Hpoor? Ay lorme, Tam not poor!

Iilke: 'lll".ll.’ll‘1'JII[|IH“YUIHIK"[I,.A

(.‘hong:l: (/n'///('ri/ly
his work on
time?

and shouting) Mama, can

't you help Baba with
the farm so that we can p

ay our school fees in

Ebun: Close youmouthifyou have nothing to say!

their various universities.

Kike: Why thig long story?
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school hecause my IWoyears school fees have not been paid.

Oloriehis (S | will sell some yam tubers the pext market day to
Mectsome crucial finaneial challenges and since your mother
Wil not follow me (o the farm, you and your brother should
ectmeatthe faem so thag We can bring the Yam tubers to the
ll“ll it

Kike: L hiing Fdon'tthink (1 lcancome (o the farm today.

Oloviebt: (Juporing ANike and Walking awayy You and your brother
musteome to the furm when he retupng from sehool <

Iike: (omre ring the house) Why are we so boor, Mama?

IEbun: Can' yougreet me first? Or didn't you meet your father on the
way (o his farm? .

Kilce: Yo, i

Ebun: Can't you usk i Why he ts poor? Ag forme, Tam not poor!

IKike: “I'his ha Iship is o much... '

Ghenga: (tntering and shouting) Mama, can't you help Baba with
his work on the farm so that we can bay our school fees in

time?

Ebun: Close youmouthifyou have nothing to say!

Kike: Why this long story?
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Gbenga: (Beating hike) Bhwt vt motth up! T have warned you
times without numiber that you should notalle o me s you
used to do to onr pateita, spoiltehild

Kike: (Charging hack al Ghenga) M b mouthy s teling Manito
work o the tir i the olution” You this fool, idiot.,

Whun: (Separating them) Two of you should leave my sipht
immedintely Ag for you Gbenga, you are completely like
your futhet Hiopnt

Ghenga: (Tulking and walking away) I know that I am hungry and

angry hut I want o go back to school to learn about life and |
will ol sty at home to be pecked at and rot away. I am going

(o the (i to help Baba.

Kilke: ((lapping and mocking Gbenga) You belong to the bush and
(he animals living there are your friends. Go and meet them
and don't forget to greet them for me. Stupid, nonsense,
idiot...

Ebun: (4ngry) Leave my sight.

Kike: (Runsbackstage) Yes,Mal

Ebun: (Reflecting) What should I do to remedy this terrible financial
mess?

Player One: Youand your daughter éhould sleepin the house!
Ebun: (Slowly) Whatis the next line of action for me?
Player Two: Learnhow to trade and start trading!

Ebun: (Facing the audience) Can't someone help me? I am confused
and I want direction!
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Player Three: 13¢ 4 £ood wile and join your husband on the farn, il
help him,

Ebun: (Sarcastic)No! Just tellme what to do.

Player Foup: (Shouting) Aren't Youa beautifuy] woman?

IEbun: (Happy) Yes, Tam!

Player Fouy: l'hcnn:;cH_vunrp;m[s:unfnm\/cwi(h(hcrich.
(Ibun repeary sell your pangs and move with the rich”
intermittently as (he Players deliberase on the next dramatie

action in mime).

It Takes two to Tango
Noisy but briefreflections from the Players.

Nike: Al rightmy curious i lory
All:  What Nexy

Nilke: (¢ hanging into an expensive attire) It is my turn to play my
part. ..

All: Play it well then,

Nike: (Walking 10 Stage-right, Ebun's house) Good God, for the
mother of'the house is jn the house.

Ebun: (Surprised) You have changed for good, Nike.

Nike: (Sits) The partridges are equal except those on top of heaps,
The tide of life is on my side and I grabbed it smartly.

Ebun: Your secret?

Nike: (Teasing) My husband. .,
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Miks!

i

Nl

Nilce

Nike:

Ichun:

Nike:

20

St ol g on fahe now arobber, a ritualistor something?
iy

My L .overs,

My henelnetors,

Whone hinds of passion put life into me,

{urned me into a baby and changed my life for the better...

Your lovers?

v
I'hose whose love made this world a golden environment for
ine. They are the ones who now control my life. ..

And what about your husband?

(Showing off) Groaning in the wind,
Sleeping like a fool,

Reduced to arobot,

Insulted and discarded,

Scorned and molested.

How?

(Walking around) At first, it was a war of ego. A big habit
loaded with suspicion and aggression and as time passed by,
he accepted my dance and even agreed to sing for me. He eats

from the leftovers and his ego was reduced, rubbished and
smartly deflated.

(Thinking) The leftovers. ..

(Mocking) Look at yourself,

I"layers: A withering flower.

Nilke:

['orgotten and dumped!
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Players: Cursed and courted by poverty.

Nilce:

Iohun

Nilce

Nike:

Ebun:

Nike:

Ebun:

Nike:

Ebun:

Nike:

And me my honourable self, a blossoming  flower,
constantly watered by those who know how to enjoy the
world

(Repeating) Those who know how (o enjoy the world?
\ l"vl

Wait a minute, your bait is polden, I might be the next fish.
Buthow will I conceal the seeret (rom my husband. ..

Itis asmart game. At first, you must pretend.
And when the game is discovered?
Ihen be indifferent to the attitude of humanity.

When am 1 going, to meet those who know how to cnjoy the
world?

Let's o to my house first. There I will show you my current
colour. | will change your shoe. Put gold into your neck and
lic a high brow storey or face the husband headgear for you. I
will then put you into the market of life!

(Thanking Nike) May God bless you. Let us go quickly so that
I can return before my husband returns from the farm.

Okay.

(4s they leave the stage, the Players sing a lyric from Sunny
Ade's repertory: “Egbé Kiniwén d4 Sile”).

Those who put their Fingers into the Cobra's Mouth...
Gbenga and Oloriebi enter through the walkway with heavy loads on
their heads. They are discussing and unloadin g.
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fobwnga Db, you just have to be very careful, Chiel Olowalayenio
Bt e ey and e can do anything he Hkees with us

Carieht You are a small boy. However, I must let you know that the
lnnd belongs to my forefathers and even it I lose my life
defending it, they will be happy to receive me in heaven,

Player One: Take time and be careful. Capitalists operate like

bulldozers and they can uproot any obstacle to money-making.
Son of a farmer, be careful!

{/hienpa: Baba but rémember that death should not be your portion
now. ..

(Moriebi: (Arranging the loads) Check if your mother is in the house.

(ibenga: Yes, Baba (Walking to the backstage and Kike's voice is
heard). )

Kike: Letme sleepifyouchoosenottorest.
Gbenga: Wake up from slumber, spoilt child.

Kike: Leave me alone. After all, I am not complaining about the
weight of my neck.

Gbenga: (Beating Kike) You will definitely regret your laziness.

Players: The wool spun by the mother will be imitated by the child.
Drag her outand let the idiot learn.

Oloriebi: (Shouting) Leave her alone.
Gbenga: (Walking slowly to the stage) Mama s out!

Oloriebi: What did you expect from an idle hand? Slowly and slowly,
she will destroy herself.
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Gbhenga: Can't you report Chicel Olowolayemo to members of the
Local Council?

Oloriebi: The Council is Olowolayemo and Olowolayemo is the
Council  powerful as ever. Throw a cutlass up countless
times and bare itwill lay its face

Ghenga: What should we do then”

Player One: Nothing. Wait a little and see what our only Chicf, the
lion of the forest, will do to take that land away [rom your
lather!

Oloriebi: Blood will flow and people will die, riot will start and the
whole town will be in trouble.

Player One: (Calling) Tunji. .
Tunji: Yes!

Player Three: [tis your turn to play your partas Chief Olowolayemo,
the unbroken rock of our time, a strong pillar in the capitalist’s
club...

- Player One: Change quickly into your robes and let the earth
swallow the arrogant son of a farmer who has no respect. ..

Olowolayemo: (Calling Four Players) Four of you should tell
Oloriebi that if the glittering gold rusts, the silver has no
chance of survival. (Four Players, acting as Thugs, sing and
dance to the Song of the Disobedient Man"® while
Olowolayemo gives money to them) Slowly, mildly yet
brutally I suggest. teach the disobedient farmer a lesson of life
and tell him that if his forefathers were too weak to stop my
great fathers from expanding their frontiers and from making
so much money, he is too weak to stop my expansionist’s
desire. The fate of small gods who are in the habit of abusing
Sangé can be imagined!
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Gbhenga: Can't you report Chicl Olowolayemo to members of the
Local Council?

Oloriehi: The Council is Olowolayemo and Olowolayemo is the
Council powerful as ever. Throw a cutlass up countless
times and bare it will lay its (ace

Gbenga: What should we do then?”

Player One: Nothing, Wait a little and see what our only Chief, the
lion ol the forest, will do to take that land away [rom your
father!

Oloricbi: Blood will flow and people will die, riot will start and the
whole town will be in trouble.

Player One: (¢ alling) Tuniji. ..

Tunji: Yes!

Player Three: [tis your turn to play your partas Chicl Olowolayemo,
the unbrokenrock of our time, a strong pillar in the capitalist’s
club...

- Player One: Change quickly into your robes and let the earth
swallow the arrogant son of a farmer who has no respect...

Olowolayemo: (Calling Four Players) Four of you should tell
Oloriebi that if the glittering gold rusts, the silver has no
chance of survival. (Four Players, acting as Thugs, sing and
dance to the Song of the Disobedient Man'" while
Olowolayemo gives money to them) Slowly, mildly yet
brutally I suggest. teach the disobedient farmer a lesson of life
and tell him that if his forefathers were too weak to stop my
great fathers from expanding their frontiers and from making
so much money, he is too weak to stop my expansionist’s
desire. The fate of small gods who are in the habit of abusing
Sang6 can be imagined!
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Ehpn Chearing hoods)ilee obedient servants, we shall tame the
picder e his ownoweb and el him that the butter(ly that
diances near the house of thorns is tired of living. We shall
feeennets a play ol death for him (7hey move to Oloriebi's
house)

Chenga (Stopping the Thugs) Stop and move back. ..
(loriebi: Leave them alone, for they work for Olowolayemo.
Ghenga: (Raising his cutlass) Let me teach these fools some lessons.

v

Phups: (Laughing, mocking and dancing to the Song of the
Disobedient Man) Slowly, slowly we must start with the son
(The Thugs are beating Gbenga while Oloriebi runs
backstage).

Gbenga: (Struggling to talk) Aren't you people human beings?

Thug One: We are here to warn your father to leave our master's
land...

(Gbenga: Can't you be sincere?
Thug Two: We can't!

Gbenga: That land belongs to my father and not Chief
Olowolayemo.

Thug Three: Shut up! Who makes you a historian? Conquerors all
over the world are the owners of land. They are behind known
and unknown empires...

Oloriebi: (Enters with a dane-gun but he is overpowered) Until you
snufflife out of me before I forgo what belongs to me.

Thug Four: Comrades. ..
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Thugs: Yes!

Thug Four: Have youall forgotten what Chiel told ustodo?
Thugs: What il you may remind us?

Thug Four: (Hem mstrates) Slowly, mildly yetbratally ...

Thug One: You are correct (Raising the Song of the Disobedient
N which the Thugs echo. They beat Oloriebi and Ghenga
mercilessly before ving two of them).

IKilee: (Lnters from the backstage) Why the noise, Gbenga?

Thug One: What a pretty damsel! This must be a special gift from
Godtome today.

Kike: (Swurprised and kneels) 1 am very sorry, please.
Itis Ghenga that I am talking to. ..

Thug One: (Moving closer) We are not here to hurt a beautiful girl
like you but if you can play along and let me roll in and roll
out, o lubricate your vessel and drop some oil. ..

Thug Two: Impossible. Watch your tongue from saying rubbish...

Thug One: Why? Can’t you see that this lady is dangerously
beautiful, irresistible, specially created...

Thug Three: But that is not part of our bargain. It is also against our
ethics. Kill your emotion now or can you use a mere hand to
kill an elephant?

Thug One: (Holding Kike) Ina deadly adventure like this, no rule, no
law — nothing. Please, let this girl wake my dead passion so
thatI can feel like aman growing inlove.

Thug Four: Let us go, their neighbours may suspect us and
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overpower us (Dragging Thug One, other Thugs follow him to
vidge-lefl)

g One: (Following other Thugs, he speaks emotionally) Young
lady, I await your love and I do hope to put you in my
alfectionate lap, caress you and make you grow and glow to
womanhood.

Gibenga: (Groaning) What are you waiting for Kike?

IKilke: (Standing)1don'tknow whatto do.

Oloriebi: Go and bring the knife to cut thisrope.

Kike: Yes,Babal! (Runsto backstage).

Gbenga: How [ wish these Thugs can be apprehended. ..

Oloriebi: By who?

Gbenga: The law enforcement agents.

Oloriebi: You will soon grow to know that the law is a dirge after
meal. It is meant for the rich — a commodity for the highest

bidder. It changes at the will of the rich and the powerful. ..

Gbenga: But I know that some honest police officers still exist except
that they are very few.

Oloriebi: (Calling) Kike!

Kike: (Tulkingfrom the backstage)lcannot find the knife. ..
Oloriebi: Then come here and use the cutlass to untie us.
Kike: Butthe knife will be better.

Gbenga: Are yousick?
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IKike: Notatall!

Ghenga: Then come out!

Kike: (Walks inreluctantly) I me, Tam waiting,.

Oloriebi: Take (Points with his mouth) that cutlass and untie us.

Kike: (Picks the curlass) Butitis (oo big,. ..

Ghenga: Justdo that.

Kike: Okay (She unties Oloriebi). Should T untic Gbenga too?

Oloriebi: (Slaps Kike) Do that idiot!

Kike: Yes, Baba (Unties Ghenga).

Ghenga: (Beating Kike) You are wicked and before you destroy me, I
will kill you. Why are you so weak? You have saw-dust in
yourhead?

Kike: (Zighting back) Your mouth can now pick maize, lazy boy.
Next time, I will send for the Thugs to teach you how to be
mute.

“loriebi: Where is your mother?

Kike: I was sleeping and I don't know where she is!

Gbenga: Baba, we must take care of ourselves first.

Oloriebi: You are right (They walk to backstage as action resumes at
stage-left).
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A Bar Inside Hotel De Love
Miming session for the arrangement of human beings as chairs and
tubles at stage-left. This is overtaken by Ebenezer Obey's popular
lyric of Alowe Ma Jaye'". Chief Olowolayemo is conspicuously
placed in the Bar. Customers are busy drinking and dancing while
Prostitutes, in sodomic dresses, come in and go out with their
customers. A bubbling scenario for the children of the night.

Surveyor Wale: Chief Olowolayemo, we have no strong document
to legally proof your ownership of that land...

Olowolayemo: Does Oloriebi know his right from his left?

Surveyor Wale: Interested sympathisers might take up his case for
him...

Olowolayemeo: You mean the Chiefs or some of the poverty-stricken
people of this community?

Surveyor Wale: Young lawyers who are craving to be known and
those among them who love controversial case may take the
matter up for the sake of the monumental reactions it will
generate.

Olowolayemo: Good. But let me tell you that Oloriebi has no
Certificate-of-Occupancy. So, Oloriebi cannot lay claim to
that land!

Surveyor Wale: But it is his father's land!

Olowolayemo: (Angry) Look, you work in the Government’s
Ministry of Land and I want the C-of-O to that land. Can you
getit forme ornot?

Surveyor Wale: But...

Olowolayemo: Canyou? | just wantan ccho nota voice. ..
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Surveyor Wale: Yes, Chicl! But you have to increase the charges. ..
Olowolayemo: To how much?

Surveyor Wale: 'To two hundred thousand naira. .

Olowolayemo: (Writing a cheque) | will pay vou four hundred and
[ifty thousand naira because [want an expressjob.

Surveyor Wale: (Smilling) 1 will come (o your house with the C. of
O, next week.
(Esbun and Nike, who are expensively dressed, enter the Bar:
A brief mime between the duo and Two Players acting as Bar
Attendants).

Olowolayemo: Wale, you had better wait to taste from the two pieces
of'meatcoming (Points to IXbun and Nike).

Surveyor Wale: Thank you, Chief, The only problem is that I don't
like married women. Besides, these ones coming are too old

and they may be terrible. ..

Olowolayemo: So you prefer young ladies in skimpy and sexy
dresses?

Surveyor Wale: Exactly.
Olowolayemo: They are too dangerous on bed, untrustworthy and...

Surveyor Wale: Never satisfied. They are sex machines, if you care
toacceptmy tag.

Olowolayemo: Some are lesbians on campus while others belong to
the Jezebel's cult. ..

Nike: (Looking for attention) Good evening, our only Chief
Olowolayemo! ‘
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Surveyor Wale: Yes, Chicl! But you have to increase the charges. ..
Olowolayemo: To how much?

Surveyor Wale: To two hundred (housand naira. ..

Olowolayemo: (Writing a cheque) 1| will pay vou four hundred and
[ifty thousand naira because [want an cxpressjob.

Surveyor Wale: Smilling) I will come to your house with the C. of
O. next week.
(tbun and Nike, who are expensively dressed, enter the Bar.
A brief mime between the duo and Two Players acting as Bar
Attendants).

Olowolayemo: Wale, you had better wait to taste from the two pieces
ol'meat coming (Points to Ebun and Nike).

Surveyor Wale: Thank you, Chief. The only problem is that I don't
like married women. Besides, these ones coming are too old

and they may be terrible. ..

Olowolayemo: So you prefer young ladies in skimpy and sexy
dresses?

Surveyor Wale: Exactly.
Olowolayemo: They are too dangerous on bed, untrustworthy and. ..

Surveyor Wale: Never satisfied. They are sex machines, if you care
to accept my tag.

Olowolayemo: Some are lesbians on campus while others belong to
the Jezebel's cult. ..

Nike: (Looking for attention) Good evening, our only Chief
Olowolayemo! :
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Olowolayemo: Welcome but why did you stay far away from us?

Nike: Courtesy demands that we should do that. I guess you arc
discussing a serious business matter with Surveyor Wale.

Surveyor Wale: Your guess is right but let your friend too sit together
with us so that we canrock the weather together. ..

Nike: (Standing up to meet Chief Olowolayemo and Surveyor Wale)
I don't trust you, Surveyor Wale!

Surveyor Wale: Why? (Walking towards the Bar Attendants).

Nike: You don't need old cargoes like us, instead you prefer girls of
your daughter's age for the game of nose-pushing.

Olowolayemo: Surveyor Wale will surprise you today. (Whispering)
I want Ebun so as to spite Oloriebi and from the look of things,
T am very certain that you and Surveyor Wale can dig it right
now!

Nike: Afteryouhave crossed my bridge?

Olowolayemo: Selfishness kills. I'll give you one hundred thousand
naira for this assignment!

Nike: No problem. (Calling) Ebun, please come down here.

Ebun: (Timid and walking slowly towards Nike) Good day to you
people here!

Olowolayemo: Welcome. I do hope that Nike has told you more
about my caring attitude? My larger than life...

Ebun: She did. Butare younot Chief Olowolayemo?

Olowolayemo: You are meeting (he tipger of the forest the sinplh




image42.jpeg
31

man that people choose to hate. So many jesters, in the market
ol envy, who robed themselves in complex syndrome are
lying againstme

Ebun: (Laughing) histsteer clear ol my husband's land first.”
Nike:  Are youtrying (o cmbarrass Chiel or what?
Ebun: Tamonly trying to plead for his mercy ...

Surveyor Wale: Look, leave them alone and let me see you inside so
that we can see each other. :

Nike: (Conferring with Chief Olowolayemo) Should I follow him?

Olowolayemo: Do. But let him use condom and you must kiss him
not!

Nike: Trustme. He will have halof the total part (Joining Surveyor
Wale)

Surveyor Wale: Are we set? | will teach you a new method today.
Believe me, you will beg me today!

Nike: Have you caten enough, else you had mistaken me for those
kids who have no experience? Don’t talk, let your body do the
talking.

Surveyor Wale: (Holds Nike as they leave for backstage) Let us go
and see who will blink first.

Olowolayemo: (Lovely) Your marriage to Oloriebi was an expensive
error or can't you check yourself out? A pretty woman caged

by anugly vulture and massaged by a poisonous serpent.

Ebun: Tknow but my husband's land first. ..
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Olowolayemo: Don't worry. I will assist him because you are
involved.

Ebun: Inwhat way amIinvolved?

Olowolayemo: I want to pull you off poverty. Change your life and
make youto be areal woman who lacks nothing.

Ebun: No problem. But how will my husband not discover our
game?

Olowolayemo: He will never know. You just have to be smart when
youare playing the smart game.

Ebun: My heart is willing and my entire body is ready for you.
Olanike had told me the details about your heaven on earth
enjoyment and [ am longing to be part of it.

Olowolayemo: (Writing a cheque) Go to the bank tomorrow and cash
this three hundred thousand naira for a start!

IZhun: Butyouknow thatI dropped out of school in primary two. ..

Olowolayemo: Can yousign or write your name?

Ebun: (Laughing) Notlike that. I can do all that.

Olowolayemo: Good. Then your problem is solved (Gives the
cheque to Ebun). However, let me appreciate the stuff of your
wonderland.

Ebun: It is made up of gold which has not been adequately utilised
by my husband, whose fate had forced me into (Ebun and
Olowolayemo walk backstage cuddling each other

romantically).

Player Two: (Clapping) Such is life especially when the rich takes
the wife of the poor! To worsen the situation, they fouled our
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Oloriehi: Whatis the problem, Nike?
Nike: She was drunk and nobody sent her to do that!

Ghenga: So my mother was deunk in your sister's parly” (Runs
D /\\/.J_y.'l

Iike: (Washing Ebun's fuce) Wake up motherand come to life, stop
slumbering for you are inyourhouse, ..

Oloviebi: (7o Nike) Have I not warned you to stop coming to my
house?

Nilke: But Ebun is my childhood friend and we are inseparable

twins
Olorviebi: (Holdy 1hun fighitlv)y Now and in your own interest, tell me
whatwent wrong?

Ghenga: (Enters with a big cutlass and runs afier Nike) Your sister's
party, you this harlot! Or you think that the whole people of
Ajubado notknow your antics?

Nike: (Blabbing and running round for protection) What are my
antics?

Gbenga: A professional prostitute, a confirmed sex worker and a
smartrecruiting agent. . .

Oloriebi: Stop Gbenga, she is your mother's friend. ..

Gbenga: Ormy mother's enemy!

Kike: Whatisyour problem. stupid boy?

Nike: (Running out of the stage) I made a proposal and your mother
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accepted the deal, sooner, you will reap abundantly from the
proceeds of our nights.

Gbenga: (Dragging Ebun) Let me drag her in.
Oloriebi: (Beating Ebun) Where did you go, drunkard?

Ebun: (Coming gradually to Iife) Nike's sistet's party and I drank too
much.

Kike: (Consoling her) Don'ttalk too much, Mama!

Gbenga: (Beating Kike) Close your mouth, useless girl! Sooner, you
will join her to trade in the night!

Oloriebi: (4ngry) You are a disgrace to womanhood. ..

Iibun: (Begging) Sorry, the owner of my head. Forgive me if [ have
offended you, I am only assisting a childhood friend of mine.
(Kneeling) Sincerely speaking, I didn't know that the wine
could be that dangerous to first timer like me, I consumed
more thanenough. ..

Players: Say the truth and let the devil be shamed.

Oloriebi: Fromnowon...

Ebun: Yes, my husband...

Oloriebi: No more outing without my knowledge...

Ebun: (Holding Olori:ebi) Yes, the apple of my eyes. ..

Oloriebi: And you must avoid that strange bed fellow of yours, who
disrespects her husband and turns her children into beggars. ..

Ebun: (Smilling) Mybonly hope, your words are lav;/, they must be
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obeyed (She holds Oloriebi as they walk backstage).

Players: (Clapping and nodding their heads) Women are full of
tricks. Oloriebi has been tricked.

Player Five: So what is the way out, actors?
All:  Let Nike and Olowolayemo decide forus.
Player Six: We are waiting,

Player Three: [ am Player Three for now and not Nike and if you
people want me to act as Nike, the most fashionable woman in
this community who hawks her body about, tell me.

Tunji: If you don't want to distort our storyline or rubbish our
dramaturgy, then I am Tunji, the young actor who suggested
that we should perform this play, let us continue with our
story!

Back to Hotel De Love
Ribaldry and satirical jokes envelop the stage. Play alternates
between Olowolayemo's house and Hotel De Love.

Player Seven: Okay. Let us set the Bar Scene (Miming session, the
Bar is neatly set and arranged).

Ebun: (Ebunwalks slowly and talks faintly from the backstage of her
house to the Orchestra Pit to meet Olowolayemo at the Bar)
My God, they are all sleeping. If I can come back from Hotel
De Love before they will wake up then the better for me. This
beating isjust too much!

Player Seven: Don’t worry for Chief Olowolayemo is waiting for
you!

Olowolayemo: Where is Ebun?
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Chin thie Aenthietion of 'Neo-alienation' Style and Theatre

Hertolt Brecht (1898-1956), the eminently radical and
micticuloualy fertile German playwright — director bestrides the
wonlil thentre like a colossus during and after his time. Paradoxically,
thin lurper-than-life theatre icon has been variously described as “a
dilficult phenomenon”, “the founder of modern theatre” and “a
complex phenomenon”. We are also of the opinion that Brecht
deserves all these favourable and unfavourable comments. In fact,
Brecht is to us, a radical phenomenon and an unrepentant theatre

revolutionary.

As a playwright, Bertolt Brecht wiate with tadival paasion, i
passion borne out of Marsiat fildealog shitehin conite s tial by pitued
by payehiology snd sociology i theatiteal pressitationn. B douhi
iecht theatie van be likened o a imanulacturing hovse  that

Conmtantly manulactures expertimental artistic products. Using his
sharp poetic license, Brecht also reercates history  through his
ceaseless dramatic reflections on historicity, calling on men to learn
from their past historical errors of judgment instead of getting
drenched in them. Some of his plays, which have become celebrated
classics include: Galileo, The Measures Taken, Mother Courage, The
Good Woman of Setzuan, The Caucasian Chalk Circle, Seven Deadly
Nins of the Lower Middle Class, Three Penny Opera, Saint Joan of the
Stockyards and so on.

Interestingly, the following are some of the major aesthetic
altractions of Bertolt Brecht's theatre which till today, stand the test of
time: the epic theatre attractions (a module for decompartmentalised
staging), the alienation effect attractions which has been described as
(Verfremdungs effekt, disassociation, defamiliarisation, distancing,
estrangement and disbelievability), simultaneous running of scenes
together through the use of slide projector and neon light to
emphasize disbelievability and the functional use of narrator, music,
song and dance in one holistic theatrical motif. Brecht theatre is
cleverly an antithesis to the Aristotelian call for “emotional
involvement of the audience and the actors” in performance and it is
clearly anti-Stanislavskian in acting. His theatre allows for heavy use
of 'devices' and makes the audience to “ask questions” by appealing to
reason instead of emotion. Brecht is deservedly a theatrical illuminati.
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I'layer Seven: Coming to meet you already!

Ilbun: Whatis your own business?

Player Seven: [am trying to make things easy...

IEbun: I am justsad, too sad

Olowolayemo: (Holding a cup of glass) | have been expecting you
but why frowning? What are your problems for people like
me have grown more than any problem?

Ebun: Many things. Butyouare too proud.

Olowolayemo: List them and they are solved. Forget the issue of
pride! Have you seen somebody with a very deep purse who is

notproud?

Ebun: Beating, humiliation and open disgrace from my husband and
by my own son.  amnow fishing in a stormy water.

Olowolayemo: Why?

Ebun: The wine given to me yesterday was too alcoholic and
besides, we came home lately and we created a bad scenario
with Nike escaping narrowly from the madness of my boy and
the verbal missiles of my husband.

Olowolayemo: But you said that your husband is your ordained
lover!

Iibun: Now he hates me like a rotten rag. He déspises me like a
desperate commando and it is quite certain that I am now
gambling with my marriage! (Crying).

Olowolayemo: (Consoling her) But in a game of gamble you may be
the winner if you are smart to outwit your enemy.. ...
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Ebun: (4ngry) My husband is not my enemy but the one that destiny
has made to inherit my life.

Olowolayemo: Okay. But what exactly do you want me to do for
you?You have to be recharged socially.

Ebun: Tell me or advise me, how will the father of my children love
me again?

Olowolayemo: Love is courted through passion and when affection
is sincerely shown, it will be appreciated back because human
psyche works according to feelings and emotions.

Ebun: How will he love me again?

Olowolayemo: Two ways? The first I have told you. The second one
is that you should offer libation to the god of love and turn his
liability to asset, he will then travel inside you for days and for

nights, non-stop.

Ebun: Good. But... (Total freeze at stage-lefi, Oloriebi shouts from
the backstage of stage-right, his house).

Oloriebi: (From backstage) Gbenga, where is your mother?
Gbenga: (From backstage) Let us check the parlour.

Oloriebi: (Coming out) Where is she hiding?

- Gbenga: (Coming our and looking round) Not a needle is found?
Again and again, mother has gone. Gone far away into the
city, into the night and lost to the warm embrace of Nike's men

since she can no longer cope with the sorrow of poverty.

Oloriebi: (Still searching) She has entered the market of prostitution
where many roads lead to hell.




image49.jpeg
39

Ebun: (4ngry) My husband is not my enemy but the one that destiny
has made to inherit my life.

Olowolayemo: Okay. But what exactly do you want me to do for
you? You have to be recharged socially.

Ebun: Tell me or advise me, how will the father of my children love
me again?

Olowolayemo: Love is courted through passion and when affection
is sincerely shown, it will be appreciated back because human
psyche works according to feelings and emotions.

Ebun: How will he love me again?

Olowolayemo: Two ways? The first I have told you. The second one
is that you should offer libation to the god of love and turn his
liability to asset, he will then travel inside you for days and for

nights, non-stop.

Ebun: Good. But... (Total freeze at stage-lefi, Oloriebi shouts from
the backstage of stage-right, his house).

Oloriebi: (From backstage) Gbenga, where is your mother?
Gbenga: (From backstage) Letus check the parlour.

Oloriebi: (Coming our) Where is she hiding?

* Gbenga: (Coming out and looking round) Not a needle is found?
Again and again, mother has gone. Gone far away into the
city, into the night and lost to the warm embrace of Nike's men

since she can no longer cope with the sorrow of poverty.

Oloriebi: (Still searching) She has entered the market of prostitution
where many roads lead to hell.
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(;henga: Baba, can [ disown this distraught mother of mine?

Kike: (Shouting from backstage) Stupid boy, idiot.
(ybenga: That to me!

Kike: (Enters) Mad boy with a bad mouth, useless and uncultured
boy who turns his mother into a toy and condemns her
everyday (Fighting with Gbengay).

Gbenga: You provoke me with your smelly mouth? Why don't you
go out with her and let us have our peace here? (Beating Kike)
Enough of your madness in this house!

Oloriebi: Stop and et me see who will blink between the two ofyou,
children of a wayward woman! (ZTotal freeze as action rolls to
Hotel De Love).

Ebun: (Emotionally) I want to dance but time is my enemy. [ want
your arms around me but the tide is against me and when we
meet tomorrow, heaven will fall and your laziness will be
exposed.

Olowolayemo: (Singing) [ am on top of the world. I am the courted
lion of the forest who knows the game better.

Ebun: We shall see and your eyes will see hell. You will pant and [
will smile while the echoes of your lazy songs will be heard on
bed. When you drop yourself inside me, it will be war of love
where women are winners.

Olowolayemo: A good musician you are and since your provocation
is now tempting my golden stick, let me (Holds Ebun) make
your day anew day.

Iibun: Not now or have you forgotten my husband? It is time to go
home (Walks to the Orchestra Pit, then to stage-right
aradually).
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Olowolayemo: Be smart athome (Players, who manage alittle space
onthe stage-lefi, now occupy the entire stage-lefi).

Ebun: (Tiptocing) God, [hope that they are still sleeping...

Oloriebi: (/fiding) Nobody should move and no noise should be
heard il your mother enters.

Kike: (Runs to fbun)y Mother, see them there (Points) they are
hiding foryou.

Ghenga: Stupid girl...

Oloriebi: The game is up and the day has broken. Everyday is for the
thief'and a day is for the owner. I see your love as the elixir of
my life but behold, my death, I guess, is hidden inside your
bosom (Beating lsbun).

Ebun: (Resisting) Everyday and every time you talk and talk like a
parrot and I plead like a siave. If I may ask, tell me your worth
as a man? I have feared you too much and tonight I fear no
more! If'a man is poor, there is nothing that he can do about it.
Pride or ego, you may call it anything, the important thing is
that you should stop monitoring my present state of
transition! The fact is that I have grown beyond you. I now
belong elsewhere, to the other side oflife...

Kike: (Happy) Talk sense into their blocked heads. As for Gbenga,
he has forgotten that you are his mother and if not for respect, I
would have started my own trouble afresh with Baba. ..

Gbenga: (Laughing hysterically) Let the rat jump at the cat for the
day of reckoning is near.

Oloriebi: (Runs backstage and comes out with a gun which Kike
hijacks) An insult in my own house. ..

Kike: (Giving the gun to Ebun) Take, Mama, for today is our day to
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reclaim our rights as women under men's claw of
chauvinism...

Gbenga: Only for a brief moment as that will not last in Africa...

Ebun: (Pointing his gun at Oloriebi) Don't just move otherwise, I
will make a mea] out of your meat and for the last time, don't
ever query my movement when you cannot play your role as
my husband.

Gbenga: (Hijacks and points the gun at Ebun) Rhetoric from you all
and as for me, I don't trade with words. If you are not careful
Mama, I will waste you and let me warn you for the last
time...

Oloriebi: (Collects the gun diplomatically from Gbenga) Caution my
son, for your Mother has found her lost voice in the jungle of
prostitution. Caution my son, the game is getting dangerous
and the gun knows nobody (Walks backstage with the gun).

Ebun: (Beating Gbenga) What an effrontery! You think that you are
now a man already and the only thing you can do is to raise
your hands against me, your Mother?

Oloriebi: (Runs backstage and comes out with horsewhip which he
uses on Ebun) You have created scars of sorrow in my heart
and I must teach you some hard lessons today ...

Ebun: (Runs round the stage-right until she grabs the horsewhip) 1
am in the house today, ready to die defending womanhood.
(Beating Oloriebi as Gbenga slaps- Kike. All the Players
freeze).

A Plan Within a Plan
Player Four is chanting lyrically to announce himselfand his alter ego
at stage-left.
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Player Four: I divine into the future but like most diviners, I cannot
divine for mysell. (Changes into Diviner's costumes, walks (o
the tip of the stage as Olowolayemo joins him).

Olowolayemo: Greetings to you, the representative of the oracles?

Babalawo: Welcome, Chiel Olowolayemo, you who own the good
things ol life

Olowolayemo: My people say that the triumph of the cult solely
depends on collective responsibility.

Babalawo: You are correct, if not, we exist as nothing and become
pawns in the hands of ordinary mortals. (Casting and looking
deeply at the oracle tray) A rat calls an elephant for a duel,
worst still, in the terrain of the elephant, an insult. ..

Olowolayemo: The oracle speaks my mind, Baba!

Babalawo: If the rich man takes the wife of the poor man, there is no
crime at all. What do you want me to do for Oloriebi? A
warning? A punishment? Or ...

Olowolayemo: Nonc of the above. Let his wife wear the unseen mask
of 'touch-and-die'!

Babalawo: That will be too drastic!
Olowolayemo: (Furious) Whatis the price?

Babalawo: Ten thousand naira. A promise to keep the secret and a
vowto appease the gods against their anger...

Olowolayemo: No problem as long as I inherit Ebun and feed fat on
the disputed land.

Babalawo: (Gives a black substance to Oiowolayemo) Look, you
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have to be very careful. You must not sleep with Lbun for
sixteen days and you must device smart ways of convincing
and confusing her about the need to rub her golden layer with
that black substance in your hand.

Olowolayemo: No problem inasmuch as she will not be harmed.
(Gives money Lo the Diviner) ] am grateful, Baba.

Babalawo: (Counting) 1 only demanded for ten thousand naira and
this is fifty thousand naira... '

Olowolayemo: No problem with that.

Babalawo: (Moves back ot he Players) Thank you!

Olowolayemo: (To the audience) Ladies and gentlemen in the house,
[ am in love and the stainless beauty of Ebun has captivated
me. I want you all to roll your eyes to the house of Oloriebi
while I wait patiently here like a dove for her. But before then,
join me to sing the song of those who own the world.
(Olowolayemo sings the Song of Those who own the
World" and dances as Ebun and Oloriebi resume their rat
race at stage-right).

Ebun: I must run away so as to avoid untimely death. However, the
head of your family must hear that you are now the chairman
of the women battering association of this community (Runs
out to meet Olowolayemo).

Oloriebi: Go and never return! Children, let us go and sleep
(Oloriebi, Gbenga and Kike walkto the backstage).

Devil Meets Devil for the Game of Death
Part of stage-left, Olowolayemo's Office. Players demarcate the
Office from other acting areas with their bodies.

Olowolayemo: Youare the daughter of your father...

Ebun: Why?
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Olowolayemo: You are ightoncall. 1just mentioned your name.

Iibun: Chicf, the pame is getting deadly, too deadly. My husband and
Fare now sworn enemics and the tide may not be in my favour
unless something is urgently done to rescue my marriage from
collapse. ..

Olowolayemo: e beats youorwhat?

Ebun: Everything. e beats me, hates me and turns my only son
againstme.

Olowolayemo: Are youjoking or something?

Ebun: My husband's love for me has taken a flight to the desert.
Further still to the top of mountain hatred where, to me, it is
undeservingly walching the face of the Lord.

Olowolayemo: Then pullitback. ..

Ebun: Through what?

Olowolayemo: The power of wind.

Ebun: Why wind and how?

Olowolayemo: Love isawind. ..

Ebun: Whatcando?

Olowolayemo: Are your neighbours and family members aware of
the confusion in your house?

Ebun: Notyet.

Olowolayemo: Good. Do you want your husband to love you like
before?
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IEbun: Yes! Why not?

Olowolayemo: (Raising a black substance) Then, listen to me. This
black substance is medicine for love. When you reach your
house, apply it to your sacred highland and let your husband
touch you once or twice. ..

Ebun: (Curious) What will then happen?

Olowolayemo: Forever, the love between the two of you will be
boundless and spontaneous but I am afraid. ..

Ebun: Ofwhat?

Olowolayemo: That you may not love me again!

ibun: Impossible! Your love now runs inmy veins!

Olowolayemo: Is it possible for a woman to love two men equally?

Ebun: Why not? Or are you a mind reader?

Olowolayemo: (Gives the black substance to Ebun reluctantly) Well,
if that is the only way to help you, I will not mind sacrificing

my own ambition of marrying you. ..

Ebun: Nothing of such will happen! Just trust me, I will remain
yours forever in love and affection, in the sunand in therain...

Players: In the night and at daybreak. ..
Olowolayemo: Don't mind those intruders.
Players: In the night and at daybreak!

Ebun: Trustme!
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literney thentre teadition, however, i the Breehtion theatre tradition.
recht's eple theatee hns i semblanee of the indigenous African
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eptrodic stage. Tndaet, 1t han been variouasly 1 ported that Brecht was
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Ay nainie and fearte glabal theatie. From Wal Hoyinka (the radical
pace setten), Ol fottmi (e mmater of the theatiein-the-round),
Femt Omoliman (the Nigerian unapologetic pro-Hie Litian drnmatist)
0 Olu Obatemi, Ahmed  Yerima, Uelix Okolo and most of (he
pro-Osofisan playwrights, the Nigerian theatre dramatists have also
aecepted the utilitarian essence of the radically productive Brecht's
thentriend idens i the Nigerin theatre

he Migerian theatre s a o onplomeration  of  many
cxperhmental thentes Mont ol there exp prmental theatres also
celehrate the piehnens of the Nigetian mulic altornl nesthetics, Notable
Nigerinn deamntiata have also played g heant roles i the MNiperian
capertmental theatre e 4 fiel among, them, m the fasthifty years.
are the Opnde's operatic theatre experiment, Soyinka's SuppoSed
il theatre which is abundantly theorised in “The Fourth Stage”, J.
PChiks neo classical theatre and  ritual hypothesis, Rotimian
featival thentie (o module  for {heatre-in-the-round), Adelugba's
Daoduism — a password for excellence in theatre directing, QOsofisan's
“fabulows”. “malleable” and “theatre of poverty” in the Grotowskian
made. Obalemi's socialist reformation's contextual aesthetics,
K oloworola’s unity integrative model, Steve Abbah's popular theatre
style, Ukala's folkism, Nasiru's Marxist symphony with total theatre
idiom, Segun Oyekunle and Tunde Fatunde's theatre on the wheel of
pidgin —a motif for the aesthetics of mass appeal, Ayo Akinwale's new
cyclical festival theatre aesthetics, Yerima's demythologisation.
factionalisation and multicultural theatre, Sunday Ododo's
facekuerade theatre — a new experimental model that expands and
celobrates the masklessness of the masquerade theatre aesthetics, Inih
libong's cosmo-human theatre, Effiong Johnson's theatre of poverty
and many more from young theatre directors in Nigeria are
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Players: (Mocking) In the sun and in the rain, in the night and at
daybrealk!

Olowolayemo: Go home and see me tomorrow.

Players: Inthe sunand in (he rain.
(b walks 1o stage-right while Olowolayemo joins the
Players as they dismantle the human props used Jor his
Office).

The Deed is Done
Bridge music. Kike and Gbenga are on their way to the school as
Ebunenters.

Ibun: T have reported your Dad to those who own him and T am sure
that they will call him to order before he turns this house into
disorder.

Gbenga: (Walking away) Sooncr or later, the fish will begin to rot
from the head and the devilish wisdom of the serpent will be
exposed to its consternation. Take warning, Mama!

Kike: (Greets Ebun, happy and waiks away) Mama, don't mind the
careless boy whose tongue lolls in and out, disrespectfully to
his mother.

Oloriebi: (Coming out) Whose voice is that?

Ebun: (Kneels) Mine of course,  am your wife and you cannot throw
away the bathe water with the baby or have you forgotten so
soon my undoubted -love for you? What about my
indescribable innocence? Raw — youmet me in the house and
youclearmy pathto womanhood—T am still your wife. ..

Oloriebi: Love isa gift, I give you and you give me. You humble me,
humble youmustI. The trust of love is thus rebuilt.
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Players: Don’ttake her plea, Oloriebi...

Ebun: Patience, the owner of my head or have you forgotten that a
patient dog will eat the fattest bone? Patience, for patience is
the father of everything.

Players: (Brief dance) He that marries beauty marries death.

Ebun: Don't mind those intruders whose only duty is to poke-nose
into...

Player Four: Don't listen to her for she has eaten the forbidden fruit.
Anyway, there is nothing like poke-nose rather it is nose-poke!

Ebun: (Begging and crying) When love is lost, everything is lost and
when everything is lost nothing is left. Man is thus left to be
motionless like a statue —a mere carcass, arelic of his essence.

Oloriebi: (Beating Ebun) What is the use of a beautiful peacock
without a good character? Like a parrot, you talk and talk
endlessly but you forget that all your evils will be requited. ..

Ebun: (Pleading) Put life into me and move closer to me. Draw me
into your golden arms and let the good thing in you make me a
new born. Refresh my life and draw me closer like always...

Players: Run away for your life is threatened, Oloriebi!

Oloriebi: (Sober. holds Ebun) You are still my wife and as my wife,
you have won today and be a gallant winner who follows the
rules of the game as dictated by the umpire of the game to the
letter. Be smart. Be wise. Be more humble...

Ebun: (Happy) Your words are unambiguous to me for they rekindle
my lost hope and bring back my glory, turn my head on, for [
will runno more. ..




image59.jpeg
49
Oloriebi: (Moving round) No more Nike's house. ..

Ebun: (Running and kneeling to beg Oloriebi) Yes, the owner of my
head

Oloriebi: No more nightoutings. .

Ebhun: Yes, the father ol my children.

Oloriebi: No more insultand laziness. ..

Fbun: Work is good and insult is a taboo to one's husband (Ebun
sings the Song of Re-marriage" and drags Oloriebi to the
backstage stowly while all the Players sing and dance to the

same ,\'()II,L{).

Player Two: Honestly speaking, I like Chief Olowolayemo for he
knows how to enjoy this world to the fullest. ..

Player Three: Why wouldn't you like him, evil one? Well, Oloriebi
is my man although he is very poor.

Player Four: You have no brain, you are too dull to think. The Chief
is my man and Oloriebi will soon learn his lessons.

Player Three: You are stupid for those derogatory remarks about
me .

Player Four: (Pushing Player Three) You are a fool for the second
time or have you heard that a rich man will accept defeat,
especially if'it is a fight between him and a wretched man who
swims in abject poverty? Since your boat is not ready to take
water of knowledge, you will sink!

Player Six: Enough! Let the song and the dance continue.

Player Seven: No!
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Player One: Why?
Player Seven: Who is wrong between Olowolayemo and Oloriebi?

Player Six: (Mocking) You of course! (Player Six and Seven run
round other Players as Oloriebi and Ebun’s murmuring are
heard backstage).

Oloriebi: (Groaning)I'willjump!

Ebun: Don'tjump...

Oloriebi: I sincerely want to jump!
Ebun: Jump not!

Oloriebi: (Runs to the stage) I must jump!

Ebun: (Holds Oloriebi) Why must you jump when we are climbing
the seventh mountain of love?

Oloriebi: (Shouting) Imustjump!
Ebun: Why mustyoujump?

Players: (Sing-song) If he jumps, death will come and his chapter
will close...!

Oloriebi: (Uneasy) Let me jump. ..

Ebun: Don'tjump.
(Oloriebi forcefully frees himself, jumps seven times and
slumps. Ebun shouts for help and Four Players move in as
Townspeople).

Players: What is the matter with you, Ebun?

Ebun: (Points at Oloriebi's cbrpse) He slumps and speaks no more!
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Players: What befalls hin to make him to slump and speak no more?

Ebun: (Weeping) | don't know.

(Ghengaand Kike enter)
Ghenga: (Surprised) Why these strange Faces in our house?
Ebun: (Apologeticallyy Your father is dead!
Ghenga: YouKkilled him to please yoursel (.
Kike: (Weeping) Stupid boy, must you talk rubbish?

Ghenga: (Weeping and holding Oloriebi's corpse) What manner of
death, Baba?

Players: Weep not for he is gone and now you are the father of the
house. ..

Gbhenga: So sudden and unannounced?

Players: Take heart (Humming a short dirge). Suchislife.

(The Players carry Oloriebi's corpse to the backstage and
walk back to stage-left while Gbenga runs backstage to
pickacutlass. Ebun runs to stage-left panting and waiting for
Olowolayemo as Player Five speaks).

Player Five: Slowly, as termites eat the house, slowly, human days on
earth tick away. Oloriebi was buried with rain of curses by the
people of Ajuba butlife continues. The fowl is on top ofacord,
and both the fow! and the cord are unsteady, floating!

Players: We fear for Gbenga...

Player Five: Let the play resume (41l the Players move to
upstage-left).
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Pay Day
Olowolayemo's makeshift Office. Chairs and tables should not be
used, rather photoramic/captions' aesthetics should be explored in

creating the makeshift Office. Olowolayemo engages Ebun in a ho
discussion.

Ebun: (Shouting) No, your secret is exposed!

Olowolayemo: Secret of what? When our love adventure is
growing...

Ebun: (Holds Olowolayemo by the neck) You killed my husband!
Olowolayemo: No! Your husband is nothing to me...

Ebun: (Pushing Olowolayemo) Your medieine for love has really
worked... -

Olowolayemo: You are talking rubbish. I hope there is no more
beating athome?

Ebun: Not at all. Except that my husband has gone to the world
beyond.

Olowolayemo: (Casual) SoIwastold...

Ebun: Areyou sure that your hands are clean?

Olowolayemo: Why mustI kill him? Why? He is nothing to me...

Ebun: (Speaking aside) Why can't I use my brain? His medicine for
love is still with me and I can use it on him too. Ebun, use your
brain. You love your husband and love Olowolayemo's
money, use your brain! Olowolayemo has no respect for

human beings, he must pay the price...

Olowolayemo: You are saying something?
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EEbun: Nothing!

Olowolaycemo: Youneed some money

IEbun: Yes!

Olowolayemo: Like how much?

IEbun: Nine hundred thousand naira!

Olowolayemao: Cashor cheque? Why notone million naira?
IEbun: Cash!

Olowolayemo: (Pulling the ‘human-made’ drawer) Take and
complain no more. ..

Ebun: Canluse your toilet?

Olowolayemo: Why not?

Ebun: (Walking to the backstage) Thank youl!

Olowolayemo: (Looking at Ebun) This woman is naturally beautiful
and I will not mind doing it right here since all my staff have
gone home.

Ebun: (Coming out) I really missed you, Chief Olowolayemo.

Olowolayemo: You speak my mind. I really missed you too.

Ebun: The wind of your love blows slowly onme and T can no longer
waitto have you. Can we go out?

Olowolayemo: On the floor or on the table! Anywhere, for I am ripe
and may burst anytime. Come and tenderly too, give your love
tome! Youare the only reason why I am still living.
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I'bun: The comfort will be missing or don't you know that pecople are
looking at usraptly?

Olowolayemo: Where then? I care not for the audience! Let the
chickenroasts.

Ebun: The toilet, for I also fear that some of your workers might still
enter.

Olowolayemo: But the smell...

Ebun: (Dragging Olowolayemo to the backstage) What smell?
When itis a game of life, a silent prayer of comfort? Our blood
must flow together to inject new zest in us! Come, strongly’
too, to anoint me with your love. Like always, let today’s
encounter be a wonderful encounter...

Olowolayemo: I am growing old. How I wish I can re-live my
younger days? How I wish I can still move swiftly —swiftly to
permanently write my name in your heart...

Ebun: My blood will renew your life (Bridge Music of illicit love).

Olowolayemo: (From Backstage) You are so sweet. In spite of the
fact that I am surrounded by a bevy of damsels, I can't just
resist your charm. You learn so fast and for now, Nike can't
match your creativity on the bed. You are simply fantastic!

Ebun: (Whispering)I want more.

Player Two: (Moving roundthe stage) Deathis crying for death...

Player Three: (Sad) And mourners are mourning themselves.

Player Four: Let’s not cry more than the bereaved. Let us watch

events more keenly. We are indeed passing through tortuous
phase.
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Players : Okay. We concun

Olowolayemo: (Lntering the stage, sweating) Only death will
separate you and me,

Ebun: (Smitling to the stage) Why death when the game is becoming
more and mare interesting? Why should God allow us to die?

Olowolayemo: Can you query God? There is wisdom in dying.
I'hosie before us died, we will die and those after us will also

die... Tam seeing death. ..

Players: What s the colour of death? Red, black, white or yellow that
youare secing?

Iibun: Foronce, our Players strike a cord in me. Answer them, Chief
Olowolayemo. What colour of death are youseeing?

Olowolayemo: Death has many colours. For everybody wears the
mask ol death about.

Ebun: Including you, a well-known Capitalist?
Olowolayemi: Death s the only thing that money cannot buy.
Ebun: Letus go back to the toilet and have more funs. ..
Olowolayemo: (Falling gradually) am feeling dizzy...
Ebun: (Panting) You need some water or something?
Olowolayemoz Not really!

Ebun: Tablets or what?

Olowolayemo: (Uneasy) Nothing. But I need something that will
give me strength. My bones are fast becoming weak. I have
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performed in many great events but something is definitely
wrong with me today. My health is failing me!

I’bun: Canlgotomy house to bring food for you?

Olowolayemo: (Rolling) Wait for me or did you use the medicine for
love onyour secretisland?

[bun: Yes!

Olowolayemo: (Shouting) Please run to the market square and call
Fagbemi forme...

Ebun: Why? Where? Who is Fagbemi?

Olowolayemo: (Weak) I want to jump... Fagbemi.

Ebun: (Holding him)Don'tjump.

Olowolayemo: (Struggling) Let me jump!

Players: Let him jump. He must jump. Itis his time to jump.
Ebun: (Pleading) Don't jump!

Olowolayemo: Ebun, I must jump for the medicine that I gave to you
is not medicine for love but 'Maagun', 'touch-and-die'.

Ebun: Why did youdo such a thing? Why are you so ruthless?

Olowolayemo: For economic and social reasons. Your husband must
die so that I can inherit his land and your love too intoxicates
me (Olowolayemo jumps up thrice, slumps and the Players
sing the Song of the Wicked Man" from Sunny Ade's
repertory).
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pattic bty vorthy of mentioning.

(e ‘Moo alienation' style, why? A product of the frenzy ofthe
v on anttenpt to hang Bertolt Brecht? No and like all adventures,
e Heooalicnation’ style started as a dream. It is a product of

(hentiienl ingpiration, the undying love for Brechtian aesthetics and
other plaring loopholes created by Brecht's alienation effect. The
‘Meo-nlienation' style is a new theatre style that necessarily revisits,
/emoulds and reworks Brecht's alienation effect. It seeks to recreate
(he African festival theatre and the epic theatre of Western world into
one unique peiformance motif where the artistic director is in total
control of the theatre. He must, however, never be tempted to play
God in the theatre as once reasoned by Peter Brook.

The Neo-alienation' style is not a dirge for the death of
dintogne in the theatre, For dinlogie § (e ennence of the theatie but
the "Neo-allenation' style s atheatrs ot sl velon tor the
dectine of Tong diglague or wordy plays i periormanies Viheatie

hichevery spoken w ord e capable gl rmmerons menning

i the theatre of 'Neo-alienation', pretures are not turmed into
rituals but they must be arranged positively with other physical
actions such as nodding, frowning, laughing, weeping and fighting.
This theatre resists alienation effect with theme songs such as “Don't
alicnate yourself”?, “Believe our actors”, “Theatre is the house of
tuth” and so on. In this theatre, there must be experimental
dtenctions and deliberate moment of uncommon creativity, the
metiphors, (he conjectures and  the radical demystification of
conventions (o significantly accommodate new icons within the
\lrican and Western theatrical aesthetics.

11 our humble search for theatrical identity, we are concerned
with new theatrical ideas or a medley of theatrical idioms and we are
mostly concerned with pictures — aesthetic pictures, artistic pictures,
didactic pictures and eclectic pictures that communicate. Pictures that
further advance the frontiers of language, pictures that query, that
command and speak, pictures that take the place of the spoken words.
We see pictures as language and language is the essence of the theatre. In
our 'Neo-alienation’ style, theatre language must extend into a semiotic
field which Ferdinand de Saussure and Umberto Eco say consists of
“Zoology, Olfactory signs, tactile communication, paralinguistics,
medicine, kinesics and proxemics” and so on and that theatre language
which John Russell Brown “romanticized into semiology”.
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Don't Arrest me
ibun packs bundles of Naira notes into her bag and looks at
()[nwul:lyunnr':;un|):.('(':|n'h‘:;::|y.
Ebun: You can now go and meet my husband who is resting with
God's angels. Help me o beg him and tell him to forgive me
but bwill never forgive you

(Iour Players now in Police uniform pounce on Ebun).
First Policeman: We are here (o arrestyou!
Ebun: Forwhat?
Second Policeman: On the account of the death of your husband!
IEbun: Why arresting me for his death?
Third Poeliceman: Yourson, Ghenga reported you to us!
Ebun: That what?
Fourth Policeman: Close your mouth!

First Policeman: (Discovering Olowolayemo's corpse) Another
casualty is here!

Second Policeman: Who again?

First Policeman: Chief Olowolayemo is dead!

Fourth Policeman: (Pouncing on Ebun) How many men will you
kill because of your beauty? Speak, deadly and cruel angel of
beauty! i

Ebun: (Pleading)Letme confess before you take me to the station.

Players: Confess!
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Ebun: (Sobbing)Itall started as fun and I enjoyed every moment that
I had with Chief Olowolayemo...

Second Policeman: Go on with your confession, wicked soul.

Ebun: I love my husband but Nike lured me into the game of
prostitution.

Third Policeman: What happened next?

Ebun: My husband was poor but I wanted to help myself, help him
and help my children.

Players: Is prostitution the only alternative to helping yourself and
your family?

First Policeman: Allow her to talk or I will arrestall of you.

Players: (General laughter) Even without committing any crime?

Fourth Policeman: Continue. ..

Ebun: (Sad)Itwasn'tdeliberate. Chief gave me a supposed medicine
for love to make my husband to stop the ceaseless battering
and love me more but the medicine for love turned out to be
‘Mdgnn’!

Players: Woman!

Ebun: (Sober) My husband died but I was determined to find out
whatkilled him...

First Policeman: Whatkilled him?
Ebun: Ogana Mdgin giventome by Chief...

Second Policeman: What killed Chief then?
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Ebun: (Crying) The same Meigdn Killed Chieland [ want the law to
catch up with me for [ take full responsibility for my
irresponsibility!

Thivd Policeman: (Dragging Ebun out of the stage) Let us go to the
station where you will document all your confessions!

Don't Doubtit: AIDS is Real!
Nike is coughing, vomiting, urinating and rolling on the floor. She
practically battles to survive, Some Players mime her past escapades,
while others sympathise with her.

Nike: (Sfowly) Don't pity me for I am the architect of my own
misfortunes. My mountain is poverty and I thought that I can
climb it through prostitution. I expand my business, sell my
pants indiscriminately, change tactics and only last year,
(Crying) my doctor confirmed the worst. He said that T am
HIV-positive! Fam now awaiting death.

Players: (Attempting to run away) Whatare we waiting for? We must
goand leave Madam Nike (o her fate.

Nike: Aslspeak to younow, my husband is in the hospital and I am
certain that  would have infected well over one hundred men.

Player Three: Let her die, wicked woman.
Player One: Let us not stigmatise her, she is part of us.

Player Four: Anti-retroviral drugs will assist her to survive the
dreaded pandemic. Let us not stigmatic her.

Player Five: (Fighting himself) No! No!! And no!!! HIV is fake,
AIDS is anillusion. A fantasy, a story concocted by white men
to control African population. ..

Player Six: Be wise — AIDS isreal or have you no brain?
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Player Five: Big mouth, what is your own?

(Total freeze on stage as Three Players move to the Orchestra
Pitto strategise).

Player Two: After graduating with a first class honours in
accountancy, I searched and combed the entire country for
work and without any, can we form an NGO?

Player Eight: They said that your certificate is a fake one, is it true?

Player Two: Must you believe everything that you heard? I obtained
my certificate from Toronto, simple! Mind you, [ am not a
politician and so nobody will be able to scrutinise me like they
did to our former Speaker. ..

Player Seven: I lost my own job purely on account of Federal
Character — the Government said that my own people are too
many in the Ministry of Merit and Excellence that I worked
for. So, I agree totally that we should form an NGO but an
NGO onwhat?

Player Eight: (Thinking) An NGO on HIV and AIDS control will
give us quick millions. However, your appointment did not
follow the due process and all that. ..

Player Seven: I know but what about you? Have you forgotten that a
case of stealing is still hanging on your neck?

Player Eight: Liar! Who told you? Clean your mouth! Stealing?
Where and when?

Player Seven: Youknow that we know that what is certain is that you
ranaway from USA to save your head!

Player Eight: Rubbish! What name should we call our NGO on HIV
and AIDS?
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Player Two: WATA!

Player Seven: Whatis the full meaning of WATA?
Player Eight: Wazobia Action Time on Aids!

All: Very pood  youare apenius
(Three Players, donning WATA's Vests join The Three Players
inthe Orchestra Pit, assist them to change their clothes to that
Of WATA members and begin to distribute handbills about the
reality of AIDS to the audience. As the Song of HIV" comes
under slowly, Nike is being carried round the auditorium
coughing and vomiting).

Kike: (Cat-walking). Did you people want to hear the truth and
nothing but the truth?

Gbenga: Nothing but the truth. ..,

Kike: My words iy be unpalatable (o your ears. ..

Gbenga: What clse canyou hide? Your antecedents are quite familiar
to our audicnce. You have no place to hide. We know you as
the wayward and later, a promiscuous Daughter of Ebun, my
dying Mother. ..

Kike: (Coughing) Youpeople want to hear the truth?

All:  Yes!

Gbenga: Words are poisonous than bullets. When words are
adequately uttered with deep linguistic colouration and
precision, devoid of emotional and arrogant pronouncements,
the owner of a gun will find it difficult to shoot for words are

superior to guns. Say the truth, my unfortunate Sister!

Kike: (Cat-walking) Most of us are sexy. We finally graduate to
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become sexmaniacs and sadomasochists, contradicting rather
radically, the best of African culture and the dictates of the
Almighty God for the American sex culture. And on sex, we
are more American than the Americans themselves.

All:  Goahead. Speak the truth. Let our people learn!

Kike: (Clearing her throat as Four other Pretty Ladies join her to
mime her words) We are ladies of the day because hiding
under the cover of the night to hawk our bodies is no longer
fashionable, it is outdated. But we have, as willing
instruments, men, whose rods are too hot to stay within. ..

Gbenga: My Sister, oh my Sister!

Kike: Interestingly still, we have no Sabbath day. Everyday is for
seduction and our trade has no permanent strategy. We operate
by flying many colours. As megalomaniacs, we have broken
the faith of the supposed men of God who often melt and weep
under our bosom...

Gbenga: Oh, the child of my Mother!

Kike: We often paint any city that we enter red and we move like
horrendous hurricane to spread the virus of HIV. We have
disempowered so many!

Gbenga: Oh, my Sister! Oh, my blood Sister!!

Kike: (Ignoring Gbenga) Worststill, the younger ones among us arc
tender but poisonous. We generally give our boobs out (o
willing hyenas in men's masks to suck. We also help, as others,
to spread the gospel of end-time, a cul-de-sac.

Gbenga: Oh, my Sister, the only Daughfer of my Mother!

Kike: We await death because our colleagues in the trade of sex are
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All:

Kike:

All:

Kike:

All:

Kike:
All:

Kike:

dying daily from the brutal claws ofAIDS,
Why trading in prostitution?

Mostol'you will think itis because of money, but you miss the
point. Minc is an inheritance from my mother. I made so much
money but L can't just leave this (rade. Most of my friends have
hot pants and they can't do without men, money or no money.
Others inour unfortunate association see  this trade as
'belonging', those who have "arrived' and ‘belonged’ to the
higher social level of the society. This is the tragedy of our
social amnesia.

Whatis the way out of this malaise?

Self-awareness through education. The strengthening of
religious and cultural instructions, voluntary HIV test to
confirm HIV status, adequate medication, condemnation of

stigmatisation. .,

What about the need to adequately fund NGOs on HIV and
AIDS?

(Weeping) Our sorrow, their joy. Their joy, our sorrow!
What are you talking about?
Our sorrow, their joy!

Our Sorrow, Their Joy

WATA members commune at stage-left. They are identified through
WATA's Vests that they wear.

Player Two/WATA Member: The cheques have been coming in, I

supposed?
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Player Three/WATA Member: Trust Airegins, they are mercilul
people.

Player Eight/WATA Member: (Opening the file in his hand) At the
last count, we have received sixteen cheques, cashed nine and
the money in our accounts, from International, National and
Local Donors is now seven hundred million naira!

Player Seven/WATA Member: Since six of us are the founding
members of WATA, I am of the opinion that we should retain
one hundred million naira for staffing, campaign expenscs
and other logistics, while the remaining six hundred million
naira should be shared equally among the six of us. ..

Player Eight/WATA Member: No suggestion could have been
better! (Song of HIV now briefly rents the air and this is
overtaken by the arrangement of human beings, as chairs and
tables for a conference. Nike is dragged back to the stage and
WATA members lead the impressive campaign on AIDS,
sharing lines between the stage audience and the live
audience while an Old Man, among the Players, in whitc
attire, conspicuously displays expensive Airegins clothes of
the major ethnic groupings which he dramatically puts on
WATA members gfier line rendition).

Player Seven/WATA Member: My good people of Airegin. I grec!
you!

All:  We greetyoutoo!

Player Seven/WATA Member: It has been confirmed by
experienced health workers and a gifted scientist that AIDS is
real...

Player Three/WATA Member: As a full blooded African man who
believes in African metaphysics, African myth of creation,
African myth of death and destiny, African philosophy and
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Alrican socialism, I did not believe in HIV but my good
people of Airegin, Madam Nike's case is a clear testimony, she
has been infected by the deadly virus of HIV and believe me,
AlIDS isreal.

All:  (Nodding) AIDS 1sreal?

Player Eight/WATA Member: Yes, | must remind you of Reid's
publication of the 19705 and secondly of course, the much
celebrated Global 2000 report and importantly as well, the
Visna Theory...

All:  Whatis Visna Theory?

Player Eight/WATA Member: “Visna is a virus that affects the
central nervous system of sheep, robbing their body of
immunity with accompanying symptoms of progressive
weakness, shortness of breath. A sagging withers and a
dropping head with a resultant paresis and paralysis of the
skeletal muscles and then...”

Player Six/WATA Member: And then death. I must also tell you
people that there have been serious research efforts to
foreground the historical origin of HIV. In fact, the “Visna
Theory was the focus of studies in the late 1950s in several
centres including Fort Detrick, Maryland”. Paradoxically, we
joked initially with that theory...

Player Three/WATA Member: HIV goes beyond blasphemy,
Western rhetoric or supernatural attacks and whether the
claim of Michael Gottlied and Dr. Robert Gallo that identified
“this disease in a white homosexual” is real or not, there is a
base-line and the base-line isthat...

Player Six/WATA Member: AIDS is real and its cure has not been
found.

Nike: (Struggling to come to life) Very well then, your people have,
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African socialism, 1 did not believe in HIV but my good
people of Adregin, Madam Nike's case is a clear testimony, she
has been infected by the deadly virus of HIV and believe me,
AIDS isreal

All:  (Nodding) AIDS isreal?

Player Eight/WATA Member: Yes, [ must remind you of Reid's
publication of the 19705 and secondly of course, the much
celebrated Global 2000 report and importantly as well, the
Visna Theory...

All:  Whatis Visna Theory?

Player Eight/WATA Member: “Visna is a virus that affects the
central nervous system of sheep, robbing their body of
immunity with accompanying symptoms of progressive
weakness, shortness of breath. A sagging withers and a
dropping head with a resultant paresis and paralysis of the
skeletal muscles and then...”

Player Six/WATA Member: And then death. I must also tell you
people that there have been serious research efforts to
foreground the historical origin of HIV. In fact, the “Visna
Theory was the focus of studies in the late 1950s in several
centres including Fort Detrick, Maryland”. Paradoxically, we
joked initially with that theory...

Player Three/WATA Member: HIV goes beyond blasphemy,
Western rhetoric or supernatural attacks and whether the
claim of Michael Gottlied and Dr. Robert Gallo that identified
“this disease in a white homosexual” is real or not, there is a
base-line and the base-line is that. ..

Player Six/WATA Member-: AIDS is real and its cure has not been
found.

Nike: (Struggling to come to life) Very well then, your people have,
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We know that metaphors pieree mto human souls and of
course, other figures of specch ereated by playwrights are themselves
superlative ingredients of the theatre: We helieve and accept to make
a meaning out of the created and nasembled pietures, The theatrical
polentinls ol every movement, every slep, running, crawling,
illll.IIllII)", pulling, dedbing, pounding, finhing, weaving, cooking,
cating and so onmust be meticulously caleutated nnd imaginatively
created o thentee where every fmprovisation must be creatively
done with precision

Arccanceptoahined, the "Mea-abienation' theatre s a theatre of
contrast and that which st ceente an alternntive vision in stage
iconopraphy. Fhin theatre, (o all intents and purposes, relies heavily
onthe theatre of performance rather than the theatre of literature. The
Moo ahenation' theatre is a realistic reworking of the robust African
fentival theatre, which aesthetically celebrates the total theatre idiom
while benelitting ot the same time from the Aristotelian empathy as
crentively  ndopted by the Tormer Maoscow  theatre - wizard,
Stantabavalen T alao n theatre of maltiple actions T s twelve

acsthete pomabilities which we hinve Plotieted within e mian

structure. They

| Ihe Acathetiooof Theme Sang ol Audience / Players" Systemic

Iraterntsntion

Multiple ole playing Acathetics

The Acsthetion ol Artistic Deconstruction

The Acsthetics of Tiuman Props and Demystification

The Multiple Narrators' Acsthetics

The Aesthetics of De-technicalisation

On-the-Stage Make-up and Costuming Aesthetics

The Aesthetics of Complete Instrumentation on Stage

. ‘Photoramic/ Captions' Aesthetics

10.  TheModern Operatic Aesthetics

11. - Trado-modern Dance Aesthetics and

12.  The Critical Recalling Curtain Call Aesthetics. -
These twelve acsthetics under the Neo-alienation' style are

workable and realistic theatrical aesthetics which prospective

directors are free to experiment with. As a directorial style, the

'Neo—alienation' style can be used to direct any play if a prospective

director can internalise the icons above carefully and understand the

sub-(ext within the 'Neo-alienation' style's main text.

e R
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however, made millions of naira from me and uncountable
people infected with HIV...

Player Eight/WATA Member: (70 the audience) Don't mind her, she
is presently going through a serious psychological cisorder as
aresult of the destruction of her immune system. ..

Nike: (Dragging herself to meet Player Eight, she is furious) Sango
will strike. you hundred times. Ogtn will kill you and your
meat will be used to feed his dogs!

All:  Why the curses? Madam, why?

Nike: (Clearing her throaf) Our sadness, my people, is these
people'sjoy. T went to my Medical Doctor one day and he gave
me so many drugs and even prescribed that I should use them

immediately.
All:  So, wl‘ult is the problem?
WATA Members: (Panting) Ignore this lunatic!
All:  Allow herto speak!
Nike: Iwascuriousbutltook all thedrugs...
All:  Goon. Tell us your stories!

Nike: Inearly lost my life in the process. However, my elder sister
took me to the clinic of her family doctor who later transferred
my case to one of the National HIV Centres at Nadabi. ..

WATA Members: (Campaigning) AIDS is real. Abstinence is the
best solution. If you cannot, then condomise.

All:  (Rampaging at WATA members ) Shut up, all of you. Madam
Nike, speak on!

Nike: It was confirmed that WATA members who have been using
me as an instrument of money-making, collided with their
anointed Medical Doctor to kill me through overdose! They
have poisoned and injected many of us to death through many
cruel ways!
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All: (Exdsperated) What? Why are people so wicked!

Nike: In fact, they video-tape us wuyddy and send lhu cassette
abroad (o collect money from sincere and: humamfy—mmntud
sponsors but when money is received onour behalf, the same
money is used (o speed up our death.:

Al dsittrue, WATA members?

N~k -

WATA Members: (Slowly) Man mustsurvive.., *

Old Man: (Moving round) Man must survive on cmolhcr man's
blood? Only for a season..

All: Baba, say what you want to say!

Old Man: Some NGOs on HIV and AIDS are ;bood and they still
uphold. ..

All:  No, Baba! Majority of them are pnpuldlui by thieves playing
the smart pame

Nike:  Whether NGO, OGN, GNO or government'O, most of them,
with due respeet to a very few, are usually made up of smart
robbers, playing the smart game by wearing the mask of
purity. We are living in the dark times! Surveyor Wale and

; eleven brilliant University undergraduate girl friends of his

© 1+ died:of AIDS last year. The company of cobras that I am part

: of is rapidly giving way to death, a ruthless: soul-taker. Ebun,
urtknown to her, is awaiting death aripe and ready instrument

.+ forthe grave AIDS isreal. No curehas been found and I await

S my death;..

WA A Members: (Beating Nike and the Old Man) Two of you will
dxe today' Mustyoupeopleexposeus? .

Xt-l): (Overpowering WATA members)instead, it is you people who
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will die! (General confusion, fighting).
Old Man: (Pleading) Stop this nonsense, everybody!

WATA Mefnbers: Useless Old Man. You are the one who set this ball
of confusion rolling!

All:  (Pushing WATA members out of the stage) You people belong
elsewhere, nothere, go out! ‘

Old Man: Le;f me make a few remarks. There must be restitution
before forgiveness. ..

All:  Youare correct!
Player Elght’ (quadually removing his clothes as one of the WATA
i membérs)Qne day, solution and permanent cure will be found
toHIV an;ﬂ AIDS and that time, this play of yours will have o
pldce in the hearts of our distinguished audience..

Old Man: No and no! This satire will still be relevant. HIV orno HIV,
the message here goes beyond AIDS alone.

Player Eight: Tell me, just one other message of this play...
All:  Evils Of prostituﬁon. .

WATA Memyers And what"

Al - Thc z;ngser of ke@mg bad comparny!
WATA Memheljs : And what?

All:  The virus of bribery and corruption, the case of C lml
Olowolayemo and Surveyor Wale.

WATA Members: And so what?
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All: The danger of playing the smart game with people's lives
whichis the crux of the matter!

WATA Members: No and no! (Confusion, fighting, abuse and
unfounded imnuendoes rap through idiomatic mannerisms).

Old Mam: Stop fighting and letus end this play.
Az Whoare we (o say no to you!

Lead Deammer: (Hacing the audience and drumming proverbially).
We hope that we have sufficiently entertained you?

All:  Notonly the audience, we have entertained ourselves too!

Lead Drammer: Let us move on to the critical recalling curtain call
acsthetics.,

And the Critical Reealling Curtain Call Aesthetics
Celebration time, Players are running on a spot. Dramatic actions
here must be weaved through high tenipo and rhythm without giving
it"amechanical speed'

Nike: (Jumping and coordinating) To end this play, I think that we
have to return (o the basis.

All: - Weare withyou totally, tell us what to do!
Nike:  Where is Chief Olowolayemo?

Olowolayemo: (Ghost-like. He enters from backstage) I am here and
I thought that I have played my own part. Why are you calling
me again? Do yousstill want us to continue our illicit affairs?

Nike: Dieand letus accept the fact that Ebun has just used '‘Maagun’
onyou...

Olowolayemo: (Somersaulting and crowing intermittently) Ebun,
please go and call Fagbemi for me for I must not die.
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lbun: (Walking like a necrophilia in front of other Players) IUis iy
back time, greet my husband for me when yourcach heaven

Fourth Policeman: (Dragging Ebun) Let us go to the station so that
you can document your confession. ..

Hassan:(Stopping the Policemen and Ebun) So, ladies and
gentlemen, our community of Ajuba lost two people to greed,
discontentment, poverty and beauty and as you sit down there
watching us tell this true life story with numerous theatrical
embellishments and technical trappings, there are many
Ebuns among you...

Ebun: (Laughing and taking a bow) Stop disgracing me openly for
the play has ended. Ebun is now languishing in jail after
contacting the dreaded HIV virus. ..

Hassan: (Smilling and pointing at the audience) Majority of you do
worse things than Nike the professional married prostitute in
ourplay...

Nike: (Holds Ebun and bowing) Don't call a dog a bad name simply
because you want to hang it, I am only acting my part, and if T
succeeded in convincing Ebun to join the trade of prostitution
then, Ebun is an accomplice in the factof...

Players: Prostitution!
Hassan: The rich men among you too should beware for greed kills.

Olowolayemo: (Waking up) Life is sweet, very sweet and the inferno
in hell is terrible. Still, we are in the majority compared with
the few people who are in heaven. (Voice rising) The devil has
used me and made me to believe that money is everything!
Now, I know better (sings the Song of those who own the
World andtakes a bow).

Oloriebi: (Enters from backstage with a whip) Heaven was a good
place to be but where is Ebun?
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Ebun: (Pleading) The only sweet thing in my life, the father of my
children, forgive me! Renew me! Refresh me! Re-marry me!

Oloriebi: (Moving round) No more Nike's house for she is a
prostitute

Fbun: Yes, the owner ol my head.
Oloriebi: Loversagilt..
IEbun: 1 give you, you give me.

Oloriebi: You humble me, humble you must I (Oloriebi and Ebun
sing the Song of the Singing Beads and bow. Kike and
Gbengarunto the stage).

IKike:  Stupid boy...
Ghenga: Stupid girl. Tam going to the farm.

Kike: Greet the animals there for me! (Kike and Gbenga hug each
other and bow)

Olowolayemo: [ need the C-of-O (o that fand!
Surveyor Wale: Impossible!

Olowolayemo: | will give you four hundred and fifty thousand naira
for thisjob...

Surveyor Wale: You will have the C. of O. next week (Smiles and
takes a bow).

Thug Four: Slowly, mildly yet brutally, the Chief suggests. .

Thug One: (Hugging Kike) We are not here to hurt a pretty girl like
you (The Four Thugs sing the Song of the Disobedient Man,
dance to it and bow).

Babalawo: You must not sleep with Ebun for seven days and you
must be very smart to play this smart game (He sings the Song
of the Dishonest Ifa Corpus' and takes a bow).
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Old Man: (Laug::ing) Ceteris paribus...
All:  (Incelebrationmood) All things being equal...
Old Man: Que seraserd. ..
All:  Whatwill be will be...

Old Man: And after the dark tunnel, there will always be light at the
end of the day for a joyful celebration. Let us reflect very
critically about the beauty of history. We can learn, unlearn
and relearn fromi it. The future has always been our hope but
we often forget that today is the future. Since today started
from yesterday, hopefully or hopelessly, the future will be
determined by the events of today and beyond the fantasy of
this satirical pun, que serasera...

All:  (Forming an arc, they hold themselves, jump up inunison and
bow) What will be will be! For all wagging tongues will cease
one day!

END
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AbdulRasheed Abiodun Adeoye’s The Smarf
. Game is an experimeital re-invention and ]
. reconstruction of the Brechtian theatre. Within the
creative resources of verbal and non-verbal
. theafricals, this play ditically revives the dying
. clture of experimental theatre in the Nigerian |
. theaire. Adeoye’s dramaturgy is simply effective,
. successful, affordable yet didactic. His narration, |
_ though colouredin mulfi-rhythmic aesthetics is also
' inteliectually gripping and satirically captivating.
| Deliberately created with linguistic and poetic
| uniqueness that alfernales belween crisp prose and sherp poetry,
Adeoye has clearly shown that he is a humbie writer of a few but
philosophically penetrating words.

In this play, the topical issues of bribery and corruption, laziness and
poverty, prostitution and H.L.V. health hazard and so on are weaved
through the single tread and motif of man’s inhumanity to man. Thus,
this play is strongly recommended as-a resource material for students,
dramatists and scholars of life and letter. Let there be no out-pouring of

_ emofions, the point of focus should never be lost. The society, our society

ﬁ is safurated with uncountable Olowolayemos, Ebuns, Nikes, Kikes and
e the noforious WATA members disturbing us. However, the playwright's
call for a sfoppage to these social banalities should never be ignored in
our march fowards a prosperous society.

CLOOVOLOLOOLOD

A Nigerian, from Osun State, AbdulRasheed Abiodun Adeoye
is a vibrant scholar, a willing researches, social crusader, public

Rofimian, Soyinkaerian, Osofisanerian) and Western theaire
fraditions round the Nigerian nation.

Adeoye holds two Master Degrees and a Ph.D in Theaire Aris
from the prestigious University of Ibadan. He has published locally,
- nationally and internafionally. He is o member of many social and
- ~~ academically related organisations such as (SONTA, ASAN, NAPSAS,
ANA, IFT - International Federation of Translators) and so on. He is
also hupplly married and blessed with wonderful children.

cnat'vg w"t.ng serles \'; I"“""ll"" I|||l

r
5

analyst, television presenter, playwright and experimental director |
who has directed numerous plays in the African (Ngugian, Fugardian, |
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The 'Neo-alienation' style, we think, has been successtully
used as a directorial style to direct Wole Soyinka's The Lion and the
Jewel on the 10" and 11" of March, 2004 at Africa Hall of the
University of [lorin, Mini-Campus, Ilorin, Nigeria and at the French
Cultural Centre, Alliance Frangaise, Ilorin on the 31% of July, 2004 to
mark Wole Soyinka's seventieth birthday.

For example, the “Aesthetics of Theme Song of
Audience/Players’ Systemic Fraternisation” calls for a systemic
carnival-like fraternisation. This includes the mandatory use of
theme song and other catchy phrases at the beginning of the play, the
shaking of audience hands and the distribution of handbills wher
cvery dramatic action from the sound of the feat gong to the sl

polkeen word shouled be tbe an g apec il creative trath e st

Poverything happening b the theab hoded bie seen as Vi

b petuee o the oo The aadieneen aee also temporatly i
weathetivall adondshed o suapend  thelr dinbelievability
Puthermone, pertormers i the 'Neo-alienation' style must assumilate
themselves into the dramatic actions and events without losing their
thinking caps in the performance. There must be room for easy
transformation of the performers into numerous roles. The theatre, in
its pm(’undity, must thus be transformed into a house of realistic
happenings. We also have three types of audiences in this theatre. The
first a5 llu conventional primary audience who pay to watch the
performance, the second being the stage audience who will stay
permancently on the stage (to engage in the activation and re-activation)
of'many roles in the production. Some of the stage audience will work
with stage orchestra as communicators and curious silence listeners
- and the last audience type are the player audience who will join the
primary audience to perform as audience members and come back to
the stage. Players must be on the stage throughout the production to
mount, dismount, create and distort the flow of the performance
through multiple theatrical actions. The main dramatic action of the
moment must, however, be emphasised while other sub-actions must
be theatrically crafted to avoid unnecessary distractions. The
'Neo-alienation' theatre is about the truth and it must speak the truth
contextually and aesthetically in the theatre.

As a theatrical style, the 'Neo-alienation' style actually led to
the writing and production of this script, The Smart Game. This play
was originally written for the Department of the Performing Arts'




