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Cast of Characters

The Thubane Family
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	Mod Thubane - Father of the year... if only procrastination counted as a virtue.

	Sega Thubane - Mother, mediator, and professional “ignore-it-and-it-will-go-away” expert.

	Abel Thubane - Son, self-proclaimed lion of the house; mostly roars at shadows.

	Susan Thubane - Wife, secret superhero in disguise - now with 100% more spine.

	Kereng Thubane - Daughter, part lawyer, part treasure hunter, always after the family gold... metaphorical or literal.

	Tot Thubane - Youngest son, brawler-in-training, protector of peace (and Susan’s ribs).
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The Community
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	Six Palane - Elder, philosopher, jester, and one-man truth machine - delivers life lessons with extra spice.

	Mme Palane - Wife of Six, the calm in the chaos, serving wisdom and tea in equal measure.

	The Headman - Village leader, dramatic enough to make a Shakespearean king jealous.

	Village Elders - Walking commentary boards - part wisdom, part roast squad.

	Gossiping Women of Ntsiyamantle - Speedy messengers with tongues sharper than any sword.

	Bar Patrons and Neighbors - The peanut gallery: all laughs, no responsibility.
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Others
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	Therapist Dineo - Professional wrangler of feelings, armed with logic, patience, and occasional exasperation.

	Children of Abel and Susan - Tiny humans who watch everything and store it for future blackmail... er, “memories”.
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Episode 1

Scene 1: The Braai of Whispered Intentions
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The Thubane yard in Palapye is a battlefield disguised as a braai. Smoke rises from the grill like suspicious incense offered to impatient ancestors. Mod, wearing an apron that says Braai Master (though everyone knows Sega flips the real meat), stands proudly with a tong in hand. Sega stirs a pot of chakalaka with the silent ferocity of a general plotting troop movements.

The children circle them like vultures with polite smiles.

Kereng, crisp blouse, notebook tucked under her arm, asks questions about the meat that sound more like cross-examination. Tot, restless and muscular, paces near the cooler box as though the beer cans owe him money.

Abel is conspicuously absent.

Enter Six Palane, family friend, elder, and unofficial referee of every local squabble. He arrives whistling an old hymn, eyes narrowing as he senses the tension floating thicker than the smoke.

Six: (Sniffing the air) Eish, Sega, this braai smells less like wors and more like secrets cooking.

Everyone chuckles nervously.

Kereng: (Adjusting her spectacles, notebook still under her arm) The wind is shifting, Six. The smoke from the grill is simply catching the eye. Is it a specific density you're referring to, or just a general observation of... atmospheric pressure?

Mod: (Puffing out his chest, gesturing with the tongs like a conductor's baton) The smoke is precisely where it should be! It’s a signature aroma, the scent of Mod’s master craftsmanship. A fine mist, not some heavy, suspicious smog. What do you think, Kereng? You’re the... investigator.

Sega: (Without looking up from the pot, she adds a full ladle of chili powder to the chakalaka. The aroma of burning spice momentarily chokes the air.) Some secrets need a little heat to come out.

Tot: (Eyes glued to the cooler box, muttering) Is the beer cold enough for the secrets, though? That’s the real question.

Six: (He lets out a low, knowing chuckle, and his gaze sweeps over each of them, finally settling on the empty space where Abel should be.) Last time I smelled something this pungent, a family’s goat had wandered into a chief’s vegetable patch. Everyone knew who the culprit was, but nobody wanted to be the first to call its name. But don't worry, the goat always shows up eventually. Though sometimes it brings its own bail money.
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Scene 2: The Late Arrival
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Abel finally staggers in with Susan, his wife, looking like she’s been dragged along by fate and irritation.

Abel: (Loudly, a little too loudly for the quiet yard) Sorry we’re late, everyone. We had a... minor domestic incident. SOMEONE thought her shoes needed polishing for a backyard braai.

Susan lowers her head, a silent, weary storm brewing in her eyes.

Kereng and Tot exchange synchronized eye rolls so sharp they could slice boerewors.

The tension, which had briefly lifted, returns. The children shift their weight from foot to foot.

Mod: (Coughing into his hand, a performance of frailty) Ah, yes, well, the journey is long, Abel. And at our age... the joints. They ache, you know. Like a prophecy.

Sega: (Placing a hand on her lower back, her face a mask of dignified suffering) Mine tells me a storm is coming. And not just the one in the sky. It’s a very specific, financial kind of storm.

Abel: (Waving a dismissive hand, avoiding eye contact) Nonsense, Mma. You’re as strong as the day you planted that mango tree out front.

Kereng: (Pouncing like a cat who’s been rehearsing this ambush for weeks) You know, Mom, Dad, you should really think about... your legacy.

The word “legacy” hangs in the air like a grenade with the pin half-pulled.

Mod: (Looks at Kereng, then at the braai, bewildered) My legacy? Is it not the perfectly cooked sausage on this very grill? It’s a legacy of flavor, Kereng!

Sega: (Sighing, turning to Susan with a knowing look) They always think of the tangible things. The grill. The car. The things that break. They don’t see the real wealth we’ve spent a lifetime accumulating.

Abel: (Clears his throat loudly, trying to shift the conversation) So, Kereng, how are things at the office? Any exciting... investigations?

Kereng: (Ignorning him completely, she locks eyes with her parents) I’m talking about a proper, documented legacy. A plan. Something to ensure that... when the inevitable happens, there are no... surprises. Or worse, arguments.

Tot: (From his spot by the cooler box, a rare moment of clarity in his voice) So like a treasure map? With X marking the spot?

Kereng: (Looking at him with a mix of exasperation and grudging approval) Exactly, Tot. A treasure map. But less buried and more... legally binding.

The silence that follows is thick with unspoken questions. Abel shifts uncomfortably, and Susan lets out a tiny, barely perceptible sigh of defeat.
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Scene 3: The Will Suggestion
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Kereng launches into a pitch about writing a will. Her voice takes on the courtroom flourish of a woman who has Googled "inheritance law Botswana" at 2 a.m.

Kereng: It’s not about greed. It’s about fairness, about preventing disputes that could embarrass the family later, like a bad serobe dish that no one wants to finish.

Mod: (Frowning, genuinely confused) Disputes? Are we already fighting and no one told me? Did one of you already get the good goat and not the lame one?

Sega: (Snapping the wooden spoon in her hand like a weapon) Over my dead body will we sit here dividing goats and houses like bread rolls! We are a family, not a committee of shareholders!

But Kereng smiles, a predator who smells blood.

Kereng: Mom, Dad, think of it as... a strategic plan. A final, binding decree. You two are getting older. The aches, the pains, the sudden love for afternoon naps - these are all signs that your reign must one day pass. A will simply ensures a smooth transition of power.

Abel: (Suddenly interested, his eyes darting between Kereng and his parents) A transition of power, you say? Like a new chief? What kind of power are we talking about here? The land? The cattle? The bank account with the... let's just say, the legendary balance?

Sega: (Staring daggers at Abel) The only thing you're inheriting is my last nerve, Abel, and that's on its last legs.

Tot: (His voice barely a whisper, a single tear rolling down his cheek) If they make a will, do we have to eat the whole goat? I thought we just got to drink the beer and stand around. This is too much responsibility.

Mod: (Waving a dismissive hand at his children) Listen to yourselves! Talking as if we are already in the grave! I am a Braai Master, not a tombstone! My legacy is sizzle, not sorrow!

Kereng: (Pinching the bridge of her nose, her smile unwavering) It’s not sorrow, Dad. It's paperwork. And the earlier we handle the paperwork, the more time you'll have to enjoy your legacy of sizzle... before the lawyers start their own grilling session.
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