
A RADIO PLAY 

PART ONE 

When a man finds himself at the point of inter
section of two opposing dialectical forces, what 
is he to do? Can he really adjust himself to these 
two forces without being destroyed dUI·ing the 
clash of the opposing cun·ents? Or can he simply 
jump on to the crest of one wave without run
ning the risk of being swept away by the 
stronger tide? To me, and I'm sw·e to most 
young men of my generation in Africa, this 
dilemma is no mere academic abstmction, it is 
real. And if in Divinity I've succeeded in show
ing how ,·eal this conflict can be in the soul of 
the African youth of today, and how tragic can 
be the exteriorisation of this intel·iorisation of 
this illleTior conflict, an the African scene itself, 
I shall have achieved my aim. 0 . B . E . 

(Tom-tom beats a weird juju solo. This fades 
away gradually - mpid knocking on door.) 
DAVID: (Anxious) Fatherl Father! Are you in 

your room? 
CATECHIST: (In annoyance) What do you want, 

David? 
DAVID: To talk to you, Father. 
CATECHIST: But I told you I'm not to be dis

turbed till I've got this gun ready. 
DA VID: That's what I want to talk to you about, 

Father. I've just come from down the village. 
(Pause) Father! You must listen to me! 

CATECHIST: (Reluctantly) All right. 
SPOT: (Door opens) 
CATECHIST: What is it? And make it snappy, 

will you? 
DA VID : You do sound snappy, all right 1 
CATECHIST: I am in no laughing mood, David. 
DA VID: Yes, I can see that. Surely, Father, you 

don't really mean to go through with this, do 
you? 

CATECHIST : Lord have mercy on us 1 We are 
not going through all that again! 

DA VID: Do you expect me to stay here and let 
you commit what is virtually suicide? 

CATECHIST: My dear son, far greater men than 
I have sacrificed their lives for far less noble 
causes than this. 

DAVID: But why does it have to be you, Father? 
CATECHIS T: Because I :lm the catechist in this 

parish, that' s why. I am doing what God 
requires of his humble servant. So help me 
God! 

DA VID : D oes God require you to fight a whole 
village single-handed? 

CATECHIST : He requires me to fight evil in all 
its phases. The Ozo-Ebunu secret society is 
the worst terrorist organisation conceivable. 
I will break them tonight or perish in the 
attempt. 

(The tom-tom begins thumping away once more) 
DA VID : Can you hear that, Father? The tom

tom says you are walking straight into the 
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jaws of a c:..rocodile. 
CATECHIST: This time, the crocodile has bitten 

off more than it can chew. 
DA VID: That's what I'm afraid of, Father. These 

people have always bitten off more than they 
can chew. And then they chew it. 

CATECHIST: How do you mean? 
DA VID: You know what became of those who 

have defied Divinity. 
CATECHIST: Stop calling the juju "Divinity," 

will you? You talk as if you were one of 
them. The juju is no more spirit than that 
Aladdin lamp on the table. 

DA VID: Father! Please lower your voice. 
CATECHIST: I don't care who hears me. I've 

said it before and I"ll say it again. 
DAVID: Ten years ago, a man said just that. 

Instead of disproving the divinity of the juju, 
his body was found at the bottom of the · 
river. 

CATECHIST: Murder! That's what it was. Cold
blooded murder! 

DA VID : Seven years ago, a woman member of 
the society got drunk and said more than she 
should. She disappeared and has remained 
untraced till today. 

CATECHIST: That is a good reason why this evil 
society must disappear from the face of God's 
earth. 

DA VID: And don' t forget. Only about a couple 
of years ago, the juju was dancing at Olisa 
Square when a man threw a spear at it. The 
man went home to .find that very spear pierced 
through the heart of his own daughter. And 
round her heart - a black circle. The mark 
of the Ozo-Ebunu Society. 

CATECHIST: Another foul trick, I tell you! 
DAVID: And what about the hired gunman who 

shot at the juju from a tree top? The man 
dropped down dead with a bullet through his 
own heart. And again, when they examined 
his body - the black circle on the chest. Is 
that not an indication that the juju might have 
something of divine power after all? 

CATECHIST : Shut up, David! I can't have my 
own son ta lking like a non-catholic. Your 
mother and I . . . may God rest her dear soul 
. . . your mother and I brought you up in the 
Christian fa ith. And you were responding 
beautifully, till two years ago when you went 
into the university. And got yourself involved 
with that . . what do you call it? . . the 
African Cultural Society. All this business 
about negritude! Tcha! 

DAVID : Oh ... I give up. Why does all this have 
to happen just when I 'm home on holidays. 

CATE CHIS T : Sorry about that, son. (Firmly) But 
what must be, must be. 

DAVID : Even if it means your death? 
CATECHIST : Nothing will happen to your father, 

son. God is on our side. Remember what the 
Lord said . With faith in Him, one can move 
mountains. 

DAVID : The Ozo-Ebunu society is not merely a 
mountain, Father. It is virtually a sub-planet. 
So they say, anyway. 

CATECHIST : Is that the best encouragement you 
can give to your own father at a moment of 
crisis? 

DAVID: I am sorry, Father. But I am worried 

about you. You are the only one I have left. 
(Pleading) Why don't you do as they ask? 

CATECHIST: What? Give them a basket of kola 
nuts and a goat? And apologise to them on 
top of it all? 

DAVID : Apology won't kill you, Father. Mter 
all, humility is a Christian virtue. 

CATECHIST: It is not as simple as that, David; 
to give up now means that they are right and 
I, all that I stand for, are wrong. No, David. 
It is too late. 

DA VID: Then let me do it for you. It is never 
too late. 

CATECHIST: I won't hear of it. Take back what 
I've said? Over my dead body I 

DAVID: That's what I'm afraid of, Father. It 
might just happen over your dead body. 

CATECHIST: Let's consider this conversation 
closed. 

DA VID : As you wish, Father. 
CATECHIST: And if anyone wants me, I've gone 

to ring the angelus. 
DAVID: And after that, your midday rosary, I 

suppose. 
CATECHIST: Of course. 
(Door slams shut) 
DA VID: Oh Gosh! When I was a child, I could 

bet my last drop of blood there was no fool 
like an old fool. But now that I know better, 
I can bet my last blood corpuscle I was 
damned right! 

(Knock on the dom") 
DAVID: Who is it? 
(Door opens) 
FATHER GALLIGAN: Hello, David. 
DAVID: Father Galligan! This is a pleasant sur

prise. Won't you come in? 
FATHER G.: Thank you, David. Nice to see you. 

On holiday are you? Well, where is your 
father, the good Thomas? 

(Angelus bell rings) 
DAVID: (chuckles) Well, I was just going to 

answer you, but, the old man has his ways of 
speaking fc r himself. He's ringing the angelus. 

FATHER G. : (laughs) Yes, so I gather. 
DA VID : If it is something urgent, I'll have to 

go for him. I'm afraid he won't be back till 
he's said his mid-day rosary. 

FATHER G. : No, don't disturb him, David. But 
it is something rather urgent, actually. 

DA VID: Oh dear! Can I help? 
FATHER G.: I don't know. I got a telegram this 

morning. No signature. It says your father 
is in grave trouble. 

DA VID: I see. I'm glad someone cares. 
FATHER G.: And when I was coming through 

the village just now, I sensed something sini
ster in the air. Usually, I can hardly jostle 
my way up here through the throngs of vil
lagers, all greeting me. But today, everywhere 
is deserted and quiet. Not so much as the 
barking of a dog. It IS like driving through 
a valley of fear. 

DA VID: Valley of fear! The understatement of 
the year, I assure you. 

FATHER G.: Has your father anything to do with 
it? 

DA VID: Anything to do with it? Ha 1 He is the 
cause of it. 

FATHER G.: How? 
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When a man finds himself at the point of inta
section of two opposing dialectical forces, what
is he to do? Can he I'eally adjust himself to these
two forces without being destroyed during the
clash of the opposing cunents? Or can he simply
jump on to the crest of one wave without run
ning the risk of being swept away by the
stronger tide? To me, and Fm sure to most
young men of my generation in Africa, this
dilemma is no mere academic abstmction, it is
real. And if in Divinity I've succeeded in show
ing how I'eal this conflict can be in the soul of
the African youth of today, and how tragic can
be the exteriorisation of this intel'iorisation of
this imerior conflict, on the African scene itself,
I shall have achieved my aim. 0 . B • E .

(Tom-tom beats a weird juju solo. This fades
away gradually - rapid knocking on door.)
DAVID: (Anxious) Fatherl Father! Are you in

your room?
CATECHIST: (In annoyance) What do you want,

David?
DAVID: To talk to you, Father.
CATECHIST: But I told you I'm not to be dis

turbed till I've got this gun ready.
DAVID: That's what I want to talk to you about,

Father. I've just come from down the village.
(Pause) Father! You must listen to me!

CATECHIST: (Reluctantly) All right.
SPOT: (Door opens)
CATECHIST: What is it? And make it snappy,

will you?
DAVID: You do sound snappy, all right!
CATECHIST: I am in no laughing mood, David.
DAVID: Yes, I can see that. Surely, Father, you

don't really mean to go through with this, do
you?

CATECHIST: Lord have mercy on us I We are
not going through all that again!

DAVID: Do you expect me to stay here and let
you commit what is virtually suicide?

CATECHIST: My dear son, far greater men than
I have sacrificed their lives for far less noble
causes than this.

DAVID: But why does it have to be you, Father?
CATECHIST: Because I 2m the catechist in this

parish, that's why. I am doing what God
requires of his humble servant. So help me
God!

DAVID: Does God require you to fight a whole
village single-handed?

CATECHIST: He requires me to fight evil in all
its phases. The Ozo-Ebunu secret society is
the worst terrorist organisation conceivable.
I will break them tonight or perish in the
attempt.

(The tom-tom begins thumping away once more)
DAVID: Can you hear that, Father? The tom

tom says you are walking straight into the
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jaws of a <.rocodile.
CATECHIST: This time, the crocodile has bitten

off more than it can chew.
DAVID: That's what I'm afraid of, Father. These

people have always bitten off more than they
can chew. And then they chew it.

CATECHIST: How do you mean?
DAVID: You know what became of those who

have defied Divinity.
CATECHIST: Stop calling the juju "Divinity,"

will you? You talk as if you were one of
them. The juju is no more spirit than that
Aladdin lamp on the table.

DAVID: Father! Please lower your voice.
CATECHIST: I don't care who hears me. I've

said it before and Pll say it again.
DAVID: Ten years ago, a man said just that.

Instead of disproving the divinity of the juju,
his body was found at the bottom of the
river.

CATECHIST: Murder! That's what it was. Cold
blooded murder!

DAVID: Seven years ago, a woman member of
the society got drunk and said more than she
should. She disappeared and has remained
untraced till today.

CATECHIST: That is a good reason why this evil
society must disappear from the face of God's
earth.

DAVID: And don't forget. Only about a couple
of years ago, the juju was dancing at Olisa
Square when a man threw a spear at it. The
man went home to.find that very spear pierced
through the heart of his own daughter. And
round her heart - a black circle. The mark
of the Ozo-Ebunu Society.

CATECHIST: Another foul trick, I tell you!
DAVID: And what about the hired gunman who

shot at the juju from a tree top? The man
dropped down dead with a bullet through his
own heart. And again, when they examined
his body - the black circle on the chest. Is
that not an indication that the juju might have
something of divine power after all?

CATECHIST: Shut up, David! I can't have my
own son talking like a non-catholic. Your
mother and I ... may God rest her dear soul
... your mother and I brought you up in the
Christian faith. And you were responding
beautifully, till two years ago when you went
into the university. And got yourself involved
with that .. what do you call it? .. the
African Cultural Society. All this business
about negritude! Tcha!

DAVID: Oh ... I give up. Why does all this have
to happen just when I'm home on holidays.

CATECHIST: Sorry about that, son. (Firmly) But
what must be, must be.

DAVID: Even if it means your death?
CATECHIST: Nothing will happen to your father,

son. God is on our side. Remember what the
Lord said. With faith in Him, one can move
mountains.

DAVID: The Ozo-Ebunu society is not merely a
mountain, Father. It is virtually a sub-planet.
So they say, anyway.

CATECHIST: Is that the best encouragement you
can give to your own father at a moment of
crisis? .

DAVID: I am sorry, Father. But I am worried

about you. You are the only one I have left.
(Pleading) Why don't you do as they ask?

CATECHIST: What? Give them a basket of kola
nuts and a goat? And apologise to them on
top of it all?

DAVID : Apology won't kill you, Father. After
all, humility is a Christian virtue.

CATECHIST: It is not as simple as that, David;
to give up now means that they are right and
I, all that I stand for, are wrong. No, David.
It is too late.

DAVID: Then let me do it for you. It is never
too late.

CATECHIST: I won't hear of it. Take back what
I've said? Over my dead body I

DAVID: That's what I'm afraid of, Father. It
might just happen over your dead body,

CATECHIST: Let's consider this conversation
closed.

DAVID: As you wish, Father.
CATECHIST: And if anyone wants me, I've gone

to ring the angelus.
DAVID: And after that, your midday rosary, I

suppose.
CATECHIST: Of course.
(Door slams shut)
DAVID: Oh Gosh I When I was a child, I could

bet my last drop of blood there was no fool
like an old fool. But now that I know better,
I can bet my last blood corpuscle I was
damned right I

(Knock on the door)
DAVID: Who is it?
(Door opens)
FATHER GALLIGAN: Hello, David.
DAVID: Father Galligan! This is a pleasant sur

prise. Won't you come in?
FATHER G.: Thank you, David. Nice to see you.

On holiday are you? Well, where is your
father, the good Thomas?

(Angelus bell rings)
DAVID: (chuckles) Well, I was just going to

answer you, but, the old man has his ways of
speaking fer himself. He's ringing the angelus.

FATHER G.: (laughs) Yes, so I gather.
DAVID : If it is something urgent, I'll have to

go for him. I'm afraid he won't be back till
he's said his mid-day rosary.

FATHER G.: No, don't disturb him, David. But
it is something rather urgent, actually.

DAVID: Oh dear! Can I help?
FATHER G.: I don't know. I got a telegram this

morning. No signature. It says your father
is in grave trouble.

DAVID: I see. I'm glad someone cares.
FATHER G.: And when I was coming through

the village just now, I sensed something sini
ster in the air. Usually, I can hardly jostle
my way up here through the throngs of vil
lagers, all greeting me. But today, everywhere
is deserted and quiet. Not so much as the
barking of a dog. It IS like driving through
a valley of fear.

DAVID: Valley of fear! The understatement of
the year, I assure you.

FATHER G.: Has your father anything to do with
it?

DAVID: Anything to do with it? Ha I He is the
cause of it.

FATHER G.: How?
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DAVID: He has decided to wage war against the DA VID: My father has got his gun loaded. He 

Ozo-Ebunu society single-handed. says he won't let them come as far as our 
FATHER G.: Ozo-Ebunu. Let me see now. You house. He is going to wait for them somewhere 

mean the. . . . down in the bush on the hill. He wants to 
DAVID: Surely, Father Galligan, you've heard shoot the juju down. That way, he hopes to 

about the juju circle? explode the myth of the juju's divinity once 
FATHER G.: Only some vague Whisperings here and for all. 

and there. And I know that the Archbishop's FATHER G.: Good man! 
penalty for any Christian who has anything DAVID : (Stunned) Good man! Surely, you are 
to do with this secret society is instant ex- not going to let him do anything so plainly 
communication. That's about all I do know. suicidal? 

DAVID: I'm not surprised really. The juju is FATHER G.: How do you mean : suicidal? 
seldom a subject of discussion. DAVID : Haven't you heard of what became of 

FATHER G.: Tell me more about it. all those who attempted to destroy the juju 
DAVID : I don't know much about it myself, in the past? They ended up destroying them-

really. Nobody knows exactly when or how selves. The juju is still going strong today, is 
the secret society originated. The members it not? 
claim that the juju, which they call Divinity, FATHER G.: (Impatiently) You surprise me, 
incidentally, has always existed, and will always David. I am disappointed that a U niversity 
exist. The minimum age for membership is undergraduate of your intellectual calibre 
twenty for men and twenty-five for women. should countenance such superstitious hum-
They take an oath on admission and advocate bug. The juju is only a raffia mask which, 
the immortality, the omnipotence, the omni- according to your palm-tree description, must 
science ... in short, the divinity of the juju. be quite heavy and sweaty for the fellow who 

FATHER G. : What does the juju look like? puts it on. 
DA VID : Indescribable, F ather Galligan. It DA VID: Supposing you are right, supposing it is 

comes out only once a year, unless of course only a mask worn by a man, won 't it be sheer 
an important member of the society dies. And cold-blooded murder for my father to shoot 
when it does appear, people come from all that man tonight? 
parts to ste it, give their donations and ask FATHER G.: But they are coming to do just that 
the Divinity's blessings. It is almost as tall to your fa ther! 
as a palm tree. You can hardly muster courage DAVID: Two wrongs don't make a right, Father 
to look at his face. Galligan. Certainly not according to God's 

FATHER G. : Then, it is a masquerade of some teaching. 
sort? FATHER G.: If God himself struck down Saul to 

DAVID: Father Galligan, it is not safe for me make St. Paul out of him, how can He not 
to answer that question. I'm sorry. But I can approve of your father striking down just one 
say this. Purely from the artistic point of heathen to make Christians out of many? 
view, it is a magnificent work of art, of raffia DAVID: And if the heathen strikes him down 
embroidery. . . . instead and makes "Judases" out of the 

FATHER G. : Very fine, I'm sure. What exactly "Thomases" of the church today, what then? 
does it do when it comes out? FATHER G.: Then it will have been an enviable 

DAVID: Oh ... dances, sways, sings, and the failure after an attempt. Your father will have 
henchmen chant in response. And as they accomplished a martyr's death worthy of a 
dance, no one, not even the eldest members, catechist of G od. And this village which, up 
are allowed to go within six yards of him. It till now, has had only the temerity to produce 
is very exciting, Father Galligan, always a a juju, will have had the opportunity to pro-
performance to rememb(!r. duce a saint. Can ' t you see the propriety of 

FATHER G. : You seem to know a lot about it, your father's decision? 
David? DAVID: It is the sobriety that puzzles me, Father 

DAVID: Oh, only as an aesthetic experience, Galligan. 
Father. I wrote a paper about it for our FATHER G.: (Chuckles) I should leave the ration-
African Cultural Society at the University. alisation of sobriety to men of greater 
I'm Vice-Chairman, you know. (Knock on door) 

FATHER G.: No, I didn't know. But how did DAVID: Come in. 
your fa ther get himself involved in this juju (Door opens) 
business then? DANIEL: CH esitatingly) Oh, am I interrupting 

DA VID: If the Archbishop had not declared this anything? 
the anti-superstition year, all this would not DAVID : (Exclaims) Hello Danny Boy. Step right 
have started. in. 

FATHER G.: (Chuckles) So you're blaming it all 
on His Grace! (Door shuts) 

DAVID : Well, it is true, Father Galligan. Since DAVID: Oh, Father Galligan, I should like you 
the anti-superstition announcement, my father to meet my cousin, Daniel. We are in the 
has been all out against the juju. He has university together. 
attacked the Society three times from the pul- DANIEL: Delighted to meet you, Father Galligan. 
pit. And three times they have warned him FATHER G.: Hello, Daniel. Enjoying your holi-
through our family head to stop it. They sent days? 
him what we call the admonition, kola nut. DANIEL: Yes, thank you very much. 
And last Sunday, my father attacked the juju DAVID: What is the matter, Dan? You're looking 
again. worried. Is anything wrong? 

FATHER G.: And so? DANIEL: Yes, em, em,. well .. .. 
DAVID : They have decided not to let him go FATHER G.: Well, David, I think I'd better go 

this time. They gave him five days to apolo- and talk to your father in the church after 
gise to the juju through our family head. And, all. Who was it that said that, it is bad enough 
to abate the Divinity's anger, he must donate to interrupt an old man's prayer, but it is 
the juju a basket of kola nuts and a goat. worse still to stop two young men discussing 

FATHER G.: And what is your father going to their holiday exploits? You know, I've for-
to about it? gotten who said it. 

DAVID: He says he is neither apologising nor DAVID: Don't fool us, Father Galligan. No one 
giving them anything. did. (Laughs) 

FATHER G.: SO what is the position now? FATHER G.: Then I just did. (Laughs) 
DAVID: The deadline is tonight at midnight. If (Door shuts) 

my father does not comply with their wishes DAVID: Cunning old Paddy. I like him. 
by then, the juju and the henchmen are coming (Chuckles) 
here in person to demand their due of him. DANIEL: Has he gone to make your father change 

FATHER G.: And what if your father still refuses his mind? 
to apologise? DAVID: Why should he? He is on his side. 

DAVID: Please don't ask me, Father Galligan. I DANIEL: (W oTTied) But what about the danger? 
hate to contemplate it. Didn't he get the telegram? 

FATHER G.: (Horrified) St. Patrickl That would DAVID: Yes, he got the tele ... Hey! How did 
be murder. you know about the telegram? 

DANIEL : I sent it. Well, don't look at me like 
that ! Since it didn't look as though we could 
dissuade your fa ther. I thought the only man 
who could would be the priest . 

DA VID : Well, he has only come to reinforce my 
father's determination. I'm afraid the game 
is lost. 

DANIEL : There is still one last hope though. 
DAVID : What? 
DANIEL : We could confess, couldn't we? 
DAVID : What? H ave you gone mad? 
DANIEL : Confe5sion is the one sure thing that 

could disarm your fa ther now. 
DA VID : Are you seriously suggesting that you 

and I walk up to my father and just tell him 
that we H e secret members of the Ozo-Ebunu 
- the juju society ? 

DANIE L : Why not? 
DAVID : Have you considered the consequences? 
DANIEL: Well, excommunication from the church 

is not too h igh a price to pay for your father's 
life, is it? 

DA VID: Damn it all ! Who cares a banana about 
excommunication ? 

DANIEL : Then what responsibilities are you talk
ing about? 

DAVID: At tne university, you fool. Have you 
forgotten that I am the vice-chairman of the 
African Cultural Society? And that you are 
a member of the executive committee? Stand
ing up at the meetings to shout about the 
vindication of the African personality has no 
meaning at all unless we are prepared to back 
it up with action. This is our first real test 
and you want us to flinch . 

DANIEL : But there is nothing wrong with tellini 
your father. . . . 

DA VID : How can we tell him that we are mem
bers of the society without letting out some 
secrets of the society? It is a matter of prior
ity, Dan. I don' t know about you, but I 
for one, urn not prepared to betray one of 
the oldest institutions of Africa in order to 
placate an old fool who happens to have a 
mania for Roman Catholicism. I am not going 
to sell the African personality which I am 
sworn to uphold. I am not going to let down 
our Cultural Society and thousands of stu
dents looking up to us. 

DANIEL: I know we are committed to negritude, 
David, but there is a limit to it. 

DAVID : Poppycock! This is our weakness. We 
are the only people in the world who set a 
limit to the expansion of their own indigenom 
culture. Eventually, we'll be reduced to a state 
of animality from which we can never rise 
again. Mere cultural scavengers of the world. 

DANIEL : But surely, David, w<! will be drifting 
towards this very state of animality if we do 
as you say. You are saying that your father's 
life is expendable because African tradition 
- even though it's a terrorist tradition - has 
the priority. 

DA VID: (Angrily) Here we go again! Laying all 
the emphasis on the terrorist aspect of it 
alone. No one mentions the contribution the 
Ozo-Ebunu society has made towards law and 
order in this part of the world. The rules 
binding its members. Rules against stealing, 
adultery, murder. Rules to maintain social 
order. No one seems to realise that juju 
society is the oldest source of constitutional 
law in the land. 

DANIEL: But, David, aren't you overlooking the 
most ruthless of these rules . .. as you call 
them? The one which makes me tremble right 
now? 

DA VID: Which one? 
DANIEL: The rule that when a person has got to 

be done away with, his nearest relation in the 
society is entrusted with the job Has it occur
red to you, David, that whatever they decide 
to do to your father tonight, it is you they 
will charge to do it? 

DAVID: (Thoughtfully) Hum! 
DANIEL: If they ask you to kill your own father 

tonight, to murder your own father in cold 
blood, will you do it, David? 

DAVID : (Pause of indecision) I don't know, Dan. 
I don't know - yet! Just say a prayer for me 
when the time for decision comes tonight, at 
midnight. . . . [To be concluded • 
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DAVID: He has decided to wage war against the

Ozo-Ebunu society single-handed.
FATHER G.: Ozo-Ebunu. Let me see now. You

mean the....
DAVID: Surely, Father Galligan, you've heard

about the juju circle?
FATHER G.: Only some vague whisperings here

and there. And I know that the Archbishop's
penalty for any Christian who has anything
to do with this secret society is instant ex
communication. That's about all I do know.

DAVID: I'm not surprised really. The juju is
seldom a subject of discussion.

FATHER G.: Tell me more about it.
DAVID: I don't know much about it myself,

really. Nobody knows exactly when or how
the secret society originated. The members
claim that the juju, which they call Divinity,
incidentally, has always existed, and will always
exist. The minimum age for membership is
twenty for men and twenty-five for women.
They take an oath on admission and advocate
the immortality, the omnipotence, the omni
science ... in short, the divinity of the juju.

FATHER G.: What does the juju look like?
DAVID: Indescribable, Father Galligan. It

comes out only once a year, unless of course
an important member of the society dies. And
when it does appear, people come from all
parts to ste it, give their donations and ask
the Divinity's blessings. It is almost as tall
as a palm tree. You can hardly muster courage
to look at his face.

FATHER G.: Then, it is a masquerade of some
sort?

DAVID: Father Galligan, it is not safe for me
to answer that question. I'm sorry. But I can
say this. Purely from the artistic point of
view, it is a magnificent work of art, of raffia
embroidery....

FATHER G.: Very fine, I'm sure. What exactly
does it do when it comes out?

DAVID: Oh ... dances, sways, sings, and the
henchmen chant in response. And as they
dance, no one, not even the eldest members,
are allowed to go within six yards of him. It
is very exciting, Father Galligan, always a
performance to remember.

FATHER G.: You seem to know a lot about it,
David?

DAVID: Oh, only as an aesthetic experience,
Father. I wrote a paper about it for our
African Cultural Society at the University.
I'm Vice-Chairman, you know.

FATHER G.: No, I didn't know. But how did
your father get himself involved in this juju
business then?

DAVID: If the Archbishop had not declared this
the anti-superstition year, all this would not
have started.

FATHER G.: (Chuckles) So you're blaming it all
on His Grace!

DAVID: Well, it is true, Father Galligan. Since
the anti-superstition announcement, my father
has been all out against the juju. He has
attacked the Society three times from the pul
pit. And three times they have warned him
through cur family head to stop it. They sent
him what we call the admonition, kola nut.
And last Sunday, my father attacked the juju
again.

FATHER G.: And so?
DAVID: They have decided not to let him go

this time. They gave him five days to apolo
gise to the juju through our family head. And,
to abate the Divinity's anger, he must donate
the juju a basket of kola nuts and a goat.

FATHER G.: And what is your father going to
to about it?

DAVID: He says he is neither apologising nor
giving them anything.

FATHER G.: SO what is the position now?
DAVID: The deadline is tonight at midnight. If

my father does not comply with their wishes
by then, the juju and the henchmen are coming
here in person to demand their due of him.

FATHER G.: And what if your father still refuses
to apologise?

DAVID: Please don't ask me, Father Galligan. I
hate to contemplate it.

FATHER G.: (Horrified) St. Patrickl That would
be murder.

DAVID: My father has got his gun loaded. He
says he won't let them come as far as our
house. He is going to wait for them somewhere
down in the bush on the hill. He wants to
shoot the juju down. That way, he hopes to
explode the myth of the juju's divinity once
and for all.

FATHER G.: Good man!
DAVID: (Stunned) Good man! Surely, you are

not going to let him do anything so plainly
suicidal?

FATHER G.: How do you mean: suicidal?
DAVID: Haven't you heard of what became of

all those who attempted to destroy the juju
in the past? They ended up destroying them
selves. The juju is still going strong today, is
it not?

FATHER G.: (Impatiently) You surprise me,
David. I am disappointed that a University
undergraduate of your intellectual calibre
should countenance such superstitious hum··
bug. The juju is only a raffia mask which,
according to your palm-tree description, must
be quite heavy and sweaty for the fellow who
puts it on.

DAVID: Supposing you are right, supposing it is
only a mask worn by a man, won't it be sheer
cold-blooded murder for my father to shoot
that man tonight?

FATHER G.: But they are coming to do just that
to your father!

DAVID: Two wrongs don't make a right, Father
Galligan. Certainly not according to God's
teaching.

FATHER G.: If God himself struck down Saul to
make St. Paul out of him, how can He not
approve of your father striking down just one
heathen to make Christians out of many?

DAVID: And if the heathen strikes him down
instead and makes "Judases" out of the
" Thomases " of the church today, what then?

FATHER G.: Then it will have been an enviable
failure after an attempt. Your father will have
accomplished a martyr's death worthy of a
catechist of God. And this village' which, up
till now, has had only the temerity to produce
a juju, will have had the opportunity to pro
duce a saint. Can't you see the propriety of
your father's decision?

DAVID: It is the sobriety that puzzles me, Father
Galligan.

FATHER G.: (Chuckles) I should leave the ration·
alisation of sobriety to men of greater

(Knock on door)
DAVID: Come in.
(Door opens)
DANIEL: (Hesitatingly) Oh, am I interrupting

anything?
DAVID: (Exclaims) Hello Danny Boy. Step right

in.
(Door shuts)
DAVID: Oh, Father Galligan, I should like you

to meet my cousin, Daniel. We are in the
university together.

DANIEL: Delighted to meet you, Father Galligan.
FATHER G.: Hello, Daniel. Enjoying your holi

days?
DANIEL: Yes, thank you very much.
DAVID: What is the matter, Dan? You're looking

worried. Is anything wrong?
DANIEL: Yes, em, em,. well. ...
FATHER G.: Well, David, I think I'd better go

and talk to your father in the church after
all. Who was it that said that, it is bad enough
to interrupt an old man's prayer, but it is
worse still to stop two young men discussing
their holiday exploits? You know, I've for
gotten who said it.

DAVID: Don't fool us, Father Galligan. No one
did. (Laughs)

FATHER G.: Then I just did. (Laughs)
(Door shuts)
DAVID: Cunning old Paddy. I like him.

(Chuckles)
DANIEL: Has he gone to make your father change

his mind?
DAVID: Why should he? He is on his side.
DANIEL: (Worried) But what about the danger?

Didn't he get the telegram?
DAVID: Yes, he got the tele ... Hey! How did

you know about the telegram?

DANIEL: I sent it. Well, don't look at me like
that! Since it didn't look as though we could
dissuade your father. I thought the only man
who could would be the priest.

DAVID: Well, he has only come to reinforce my
father's determination. I'm afraid the game
is lost.

DANIEL: There is still one last hope though.
DA VID: What?
DANIEL: We could confess, couldn't we?
DAVID: What? Have you gone mad?
DANIEL: Confession is the one sure thing tbat

could disarm your father now.
DAVID: Are you seriously suggesting that you

and I walk up to my father and just tell him
that we He secret members of the Ozo-Ebunu
- the juju society?

DANIEL: Why not?
DAVID: Have you considered the consequences?
DANIEL: Well, excorrununication from the church

is not too high a price to pay for your father's
life, is it?

DAVID: Damn it all! Who cares a banana about
excommunication?

DANIEL: Then what responsibilities are you talk
ing about?

DAVID: At tne university, you fool. Have you
forgotten that I am the vice-chairman of the
African Cultural Society? And that you are
a member of the executive committee? Stand
ing up at the meetings to shout about the
vindication of the African personality has no
meaning at all unless we are prepared to back
it up with action. This is our first real test
and you want us to flinch.

DANIEL: But there is nothing wrong with tell inK
your father. ...

DAVID: How can we tell him that we are mem
bers of the society without letting out some
secrets of the society? It is a matter of prior
ity, Dan. I don't know about you, but I
for one, am not prepared to betray one of
the oldest institutions of Africa in order to
placate an old fool who happens to have a
mania for Roman Catholicism. I am not going
to sell the African personality which I am
sworn to uphold. I am not going to let down
our Cultural Society and thousands of stu
dents looking up to us.

DANIEL: I know we are committed to negritude,
David, but there is a limit to it.

DAVID: Poppycock! This is our weakness. We
are the only people in the world who set a
limit to the expansion of their own indigenous
culture. Eventually, we'll be reduced to a state
of animality from which we can never rise
again. Mere cultural scavengers of the world.

DANIEL: But surely, David, we will be drifting
towards this very state of animality if we do
as you say. You are saying that your father's
life is expendable because African tradition
- even though it's a terrorist tradition - has
the priority.

DAVID: (Angrily) Here we go again! Laying all
the emphasis on the terrorist aspect of it
alone. No one mentions the contribution the
Ozo-Ebunu society has made towards law and
order in this part of the world. The rules
binding its members. Rules against stealing,
adultery, murder. Rules to maintain social
order. No one seems to realise that juju
society is the oldest source of constitutional
law in the land.

DANIEL: But, David, aren't you overlooking the
most ruthless of these rules ... as you call
them? The one which makes me tremble right
now?

DAVID: Which one?
DANIEL: The rule that when a person has got to

be done away with, his nearest relation in the
society is entrusted with the job Has it occur·
red to you, David, that whatever they decide
to do to your father tonight, it is you they
will charge to do it?

DAVID: (Thoughtfully) Hum!
DANIEL: If they ask you to kill your own father

tonight, to murder your own father in cold
blood, will you do it, David?

DAVID: (Pause of indecision) I don't know, Dan.
I don't know - yet! Just say a prayer for me
when the time for decision comes tonight, at
midnight. . . . [To be concluded •


