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A COMEDY

DAVID RUBADIRf

MRS. B: (Rustle of newspaper) These news
papers! There's nothing in them. Hopeless.
(Yawns) What's the time? John will be home
soon. I'd better tell the boy we shan't want
tea. (Calls) Boy! Boy!. ~ . oh, god, these
boys! Bo-o-o-y!

YOWASI: (Coming on) Memsahib! Memsahib,
you call?

MRS. B : Yes, Come a bit quicker in future.
Now, Yowasi, I want you to listen carefully.

YOWASI: Yes, memsahib.
MRS. B: Bwana will be home from the office

soon. But we shan't want any tea. Hapana
kwa chai lea. Understand? No tea.

YOWASI: Yes, madam. Me can go, Madam?
MRS. B: N dio wewe mweze k'lvenda sasa. N akuja

saa moja.
YOWASI: Thank you, madam.
MRS. B: All right, you can go now. A' And

Yowasi ....:..-
YOWASI: Yes, memsahib?
MRS. B: Tomorrow you must clean this room

well. Just look at this table. It's filthy!
YOWASI: Yes, madam. Tomorrow, madam. Er

... You like I bring tea now, madam?
MRS. B: Oh, ye gods! No! Now, listen very

carefully, Yowasi. I said Bwana and I will
not be having tea today. Hapana kwa chai
- najuwa?

YOWASI: Ndio. Najuwa sasa ... Oh, memsahib!
I hear the Bw·ana's car.

MRS. B : You can go, then, Yowasi. But be back
by seven, won't you?

YOWASI: (OU) Yes, madam.
MR. B: (OU) Just take these files, please,

Yowasi. Thank you. (Gaming on) Well, my
dear. Had a good day? A bit on the hot side
for you?

MRS. B: Oh, John I could scream. I've been
nursing a headache the whole aftemoon. No
one came and I've had nothing to do. And
these boys are absolutely awful - they really
do get me down. We've got three servants,
John. Three. And I can't get them to do a
thing.

MR. B: Hey, steady on, Gwen! You're sound
ing like a real old diehard!

MRS. B: Well, they'll be the death of me.
MR. B: Look on the bright side, dear! You don't

have to see them again until dinner. We're
going out to tea - or had you forgotten?

MRS. B: (Voice of doom) No, I hadn't for
gotten.

MR. B: Aren't you looking forward to this" ad
venture of ours?

MRS. B: Oh, John. Do we have to go on this
silly expedition? I did hope you would have
thought_ better of it. I don't honestly think
I can face it.

MR. B: Oh, Gwen. What's the matter with you
these days? Here's a chance to see the real
Africa - to meet one of the people who
really matter. Where's the spirit that sent us
out of. England in search of adventure?

D A V I D RUB A D I R I, scholar and writer and
former Malawi ambassador to the United States,
has recently taken up a teaching appointment at
Makerere.

Surely....

MRS. B: I might have known you'd bring all
that up, John. The glamour of Africa! But
you know as well as I do that it isn't what
we expected at all. And this tea-party won't
be either. And no one does that sort of thing.
Just think \\'hat people will say about us at
the Club.

MR. B: But, Gwen surely you aren't going to
pay any attention to that sort of thing?
Surely you haven't forgotten that we swore
we'd keep open minds -live and try to
learn. I mean ... Gwen, forget all that Club
nonsense. Mukasa is an excellent fellow.
You'll like him. He's a first-class assistant
and I refuse to have his feelings hurt by
letting him think we despise him.

MRS. B: Oh, all right. If I must go to tea with
Africans, I must. But you know everyone
says it's quite wrong to treat these chaps like
this. Work with them ... yes - but you can't
make social contact. It just won't work.
They'll always let you down. And people
with more experience....

hIR. B: You've been listening to the diehards
again. Don't let your mind get filled with
prejudices, dear. After all, we're only going
to tea. There's no reason why we shouldn't
try it.

MRS. B: All right, John, all right. Don't go on
and on. But I do wish you would see reason.

(Telephone rings)
MRS. B: I'll get it.
(Receiver picked up)
MRS. B: I-Iello. Gwen Brown speaking. Oh,

hello, Dicky. (Hisses to John) It's Dicky
Welboum ... Oh, fine, you know. And you?

.... How's Moira? .. Good ... Where? The
Club? Well, that would be nice, but I'm
afraid we've got something else on ... What?
... Oh, just something else. No, it's not
urgent, at all. I'll let John tell you what it
is. Hang on. (To John) The Welboums want
us to play golf. You tell him. I can't.

MR. B: Give me the phone, Gwen ... Hello,
Dicky! Yes! Well, I'm afraid we can't,
today. We're going to tea with the Mukasas
... The Mukasas ... Mukasa is my assistant
at work ... you know ... Yes, well we do
intend to enjoy ourselves. 'Bye for now!

(Receiver down)
MR. B: A tedious couple at the best of times.

Well, come on, dear, get ready ! We must
be off soon, or we'll offend Mukasa. He's ex
pecting us at a quarter past four.

MRS. B: Do I have to change?
MR. B: Of course you do. Mrs. Mukasa will be

wearing her best. Hurry, though. Oh lord,
look at the time. No, you can't change. We're
late already. We must go right away. Come
on.

MRS. B: Half a minute, John. I'll get some
cups.

MR. B. What on earth for?
MRS. B: But, surely, we take our own?
MR. B: (Appalled) Gwen, what do you mean....
MRS. B : Well, er ... do you think they will

have enough?
MR. B: That was not what you meant, and you

know it. Oh, Gwen. How many more difficul-

ties are you going to make? Everything will
be shining clean, and they'll have gone to the
most tremendous amount of trouble for us.
You'll see. We don't want to offend them.
Now, come on.

MRS. B: Wait a minute ... my hair....
MR. B : Your hair looks fine. Come on, Gwen.

It's ten to four, and I told Mukasa we'd be
there at four. We mustn't be late - they'll
have made so many preparations. I know
Mukasa, he's terribly efficient.... (Gradual
fade)

•
MRS. M: Is that all they teach you at school,

Eunicc - to sit there watching your mother
work? Is your husband - if you ever get
one - going to eat your knitting? He'd prefer
this matoke I'm preparing for supper.

EUNICE: But I must finish this today mother. I
promised Paulo I'd get it done today.

MRS. M: Paulo? Who's this Paulo?
EUNICE: Oh, Mother, you are silly. Who's Paulo

- of course you know Paulo. He works with
Father. He's one of the bright boys in Mr.
nrown's department.

MRS. M: Now look here, Eunice - I told you
to have nothing to do with that boy. He

.shows no respect for me at all; and Mrs.
Wandera was telling me the other day that
he spends all his time and money in the
night clubs.

EUNICE: And what's wrong with that? That's
where everyone goes. And Paulo says he's
seen Father at one, too. I wish you'd let me
go, Mother. All the other girls' mothers let
them go.

MRS. M: That'~ quite enough of that. You've no
business to talk to me like that. And just get
a knife 2nd come here and help me before
I really lose my temper. If I had my way
you'd leave that school today.

EUNICE: Oh, all right. (Sulky) This knife is
blunt.

EDWARD: (Bursting in) My tea, ma! I'm playing
football for the school. Do hurry. You haven't
even started!

MRS. M: -You'll just have to wait for your
Father. There's no sugar till he comes. And
while you're waiting, go and bring the goats
in.

EDWARD : Bring the goats in! How about my
uniform? You don't seem to realise I have
to go to school tomorrow. And I've got masses
of homework to do!

MRS. M: The goats!
EDWARD: Oh, all right. (Goes off) Oh, good.

Here's Father, Father, the sugar!
MUKASA: Sugar, what sugar? What are you

talking about, Edward? And no tea ready.
NO TEA! Woman, what have you been up
to? Where i~ the tea?

MRS. M: Sit down. Mukasa, and, stop getting in
a state. Why are you so upset?

MUKASA: Didn't I tell you that the Bazungu
were coming to ·have tea with us today? .

MRS. M: Oh, that story! Yes, I remember you
said something about Europeans coming here.
But I didn't think you· really meant it. If you
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MRS. B: Thank you, Mr. Mukasa.
MUKASA: (Hisses to Mrs. M) Stop that sweep-

ing! (To Brou'ns) Er, this is my wife.
MRS. B: How do you do?
MR. B:
MRS. M: (Subdued) Very well, thank you.
(Silence)
MR. B: Er, Mukasa. I'm afraid we're a little too

early for you?
MUKASA: Oh no, sir. Please madam - I must

explain. You see ... Er - my wife....
EDWARD: (Coming on) Mr. Elinansi says he

can't lend the chairs or the cups because he
has visitors too - but he'd love to come to
dinner.

MUKASA: Er - my son, Edward ... (To
Edwanl) You stupid little fool!

EUNICE: (Coming on) Patelo says he has no
bre ... shall I say it?

MUKAS-A: (With resignation) And my daughter,
Eunice. Where are your manners, children
can't you see our visitors?

EUNICE: How do you do?
EDWARD:
MR. & MRS. B: How do you do:
(An awkward pause)
MR. B: Well actually, Mukasa, we came to tell

you that we really can't stay for tea. We
have to see the D.C. about something.

MUKASA: (Profoundly relieved) I see. Yes, sir,
I see. I'm very sorry of course.

MRS. B: (With patent insincerity) So are we.
But we'll come another day. And you must
come to us.

MUKASA: Oh, yes, thank you. Another day.
Goodbye, madam. Goodbye, sir. So good of
you to call. Yes,perhaps, another day you'll
be able to come to tea.

lfa~~ •

This latest in the series of African radio plays
was first broadcast on the African Service of
the BBC, London.

right. Europeans don't drink sugar.
EUNICE: All right, Father.
MUKASA: (To Edward) What are you standing

around gaping at, Edward? Go to Mr.
Elinansi and ask him to lend me two chairs
and his tea-set. Tell him also that I shall
expect him to dinner. That ought to get the
chairs at least.

BOSA: What a head for organisation! Well,
goodbye, Mr. Muzungu. I'm off. You might
be tempted to use me as your houseboy if I
stayed. And I'm not dressed for it. Do I get
a free dinner too if I lend you the glasses?

MUKASA: Shut up, you sot. Get out! Now,
woman, don't stand there like a lump of
posho. Do something. You've got to sweep
the house. Dust everywhere. Have a bath.
Change into a dress. Make the tea.

BOSA: (Laughs)
MUKASA: This isn't funny. Is there any water

on the fire?
MRS. M: My shoes are locked in your box.
MUKASA: Here's the k ... No! (Rattle of keys)

Where is that damned key? ... Never mind.
Forget your shoes. Here's the broom. Come
on. We've no time to waste. Start sweeping.

MRS. M: All right, all right!
(Rhythmic sweeping noise)
MUKASA: Good, good ... (Coughs) Aah, the

dust! It's choking me! Bosa, get that door
open! Then get out!

BOSA: (Going off) All right ... sir.
(Knock on door. Door opens)
BOSA: (Off) Yes?
MR. B: (Off) Is this Mr. Mukasa's house?
MUKASA: It's them!
MR. B: (Off- Coughs violently) Oh, I'm sorry.

Excuse me. (Coughs) I'm afraid it's the - er
- (Cough) - the dust.

MUKASA: (Going off) Excuse me, sir. Excuse
me, madam....

BOSA: (Off- mimics) Excuse me sir. Excuse
me, madam....

MUKASA: (Off- shouts) Get out. No, no.
(Coming on) Please come in, Mrs. Brown
Mr. Brown.

remember you'd already had three beers.
MUKASA : This is impossible! Can't you tell

when I mean something, and when I don't?
MRS. M: (Mutters) Not after three beers.
MUKASA: Can't you do the job of being a wife

properly? For goodness sake, do you want
me to lose my job? Because that's what's
likely to happen you know. Mr. Brown will
see what a feckless wife and family I have,
and I'll get the sack.

MRS. M: Keep calm, Mukasa....
MUKASA: Calm! Will you never have any sense?

But there's no time to waste. The Browns will
be here in t(.n minutes, and what are we going
to do? Nothing ready. The place a mess.
Where's the bread, the sugar? Say something,
can't you?

MRS. M: Europeans. Here. It's not possible.
MUKASA: It is possible. They will be here within

minutes!
MRS. M: Why do I have to give them tea?
MUKASA: Because I invited them; now, come

on. Where's the bread, the sugar, and every
thing?

MRS. M: But you always bring the bread and
the sugar.

MUKASA: But I told you to bring the bread and
sugar today.

MRS. M: But you forgot to give me any money.
MUKASA: But it's your job to remind me if I

forget. I've far more important things to
remember. And so we have no bread, and
no sugar. Just that, right?

MRS. M: That's right. We have no bread and
no sugar. And it's not my fault. How should
I know you were serious about the Bazungu
coming? You only mentioned it once!

(Knock on door)
ROSA: (Coming· on) Anybody home? Of course

you are! But looking so gloomy. Come on!
Cheer up! Let's have a little drink!

MUKASA : Bosa ! And drunk already. This is
all I I need. When the Browns come, they'll
think it's a drunkard's home. Go away. Or
no - better still - lend me a chair and two
cups. It's \:ery important.

BOSA: What's important, Mukasa - the cups,
the chair nr the lending?

MUKASA: I've got Europeans coming to tea
now.

BOSA: What! Europeans! (Laughs) Oh no!
Well I've only got glasses. You can have
those if you like. No one uses cup.S these days.
What a fool you are, Mukasa. I told you not
to get mixed up with the whites. I t doesn't
pay. Just do your job and come home
that's the way to get on. Tea and sweet
smiles just don't work. You are a fool,
Mukasa. (Laughs again) Look at this house.
You won't keep your job much longer when
they see how the smart intelligent Mukasa
lives at home. Work for your promotion like
me - don't try to suck up to them.

MUKASA: You are all of you utter fools. I like
this chap. I wanted to entertain him. And
now look what's happened. Eunice - run as
fast as you can and get some bread. Here.
No, on ~econd thoughts, ask my friend Patel
to put it on my account. Wait ... No, it's all


