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    For my future child, Walk your own crossings. Hold your truth without apology. When a door opens, step through.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "You will be named before you know yourself.Take the names, but do not live inside them.Begin where you stand."
______Tobias Otieno Ogola.
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KOSMAS ,  A man of about thirty-five, divided by bloodline and birthplace. Intelligent, overthinking, compassionate, exhausted. He wears his restraint like armor.

RICHARD ,  His father, late fifties. Proud, bitter, alcoholic, wounded. A man who built himself from nothing and cannot forgive anyone for witnessing the construction.

GRACE ,  His mother, mid-fifties. Religious, absent, manipulative, guilty. She prays to avoid seeing.

MARY ,  His aunt, early sixties. Nurturing, sacrificial, protective, controlling. Love has become ownership in her hands.

BEATRICE ,  His wife, early thirties. Calm, wise, patient, emotionally honest. She represents what healing might look like.

JACK ,  Maternal uncle, late fifties. Represents the mother's side pressure. Blunt, tribal, possessive of tradition.

PETER ,  Paternal uncle, early sixties. Represents the father's side pressure. Cold, proper, obsessed with legacy.
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SCENE 1 The Birth
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Grace's ancestral home. A small house with faded blue walls. Evening. Rain outside. A rough wooden crucifix above the bed. A kerosene stove burning low. A chair by the window where the light is failing.

GRACE is on the bed, in the early hours of labor. Her mother moves in the background, gathering towels, boiling water. The rain has been falling for three days, not the gentle rain of the highlands GRACE left behind, but the violent, possessive rain of the lake region. Rain that falls sideways. Rain that hammers the tin roof until it sounds like a thousand hands demanding entry.

GRACE

(quietly, to herself)

Not here. I did not mean for it to be here.

She grips the edge of the bed. A contraction builds. She counts silently, remembering the midwifery books she read in secret at the city library, the ones RICHARD would have thrown away if he found them.

GRACE

(continuing)

The city. The hospital. Twenty minutes by taxi. He would have been there. However drunk. However distant. However angry at the world for not giving him what he believes he deserves. He would have been in the room. That would have meant something. That would have been, 

She stops. Breathes. The contraction peaks.

GRACE

(continuing)

- enough.

The contraction passes. She lies back, exhausted. Her mother places a cool cloth on her forehead.

MOTHER

You speak of him as though he were a saint who failed you. He is not a saint. He is a man who drinks because he cannot face what he has built.

GRACE

And what has he built?

MOTHER

A prison. And you are the prisoner who believes she chose the cell.

GRACE

I did choose.

MOTHER

Did you?

GRACE looks at the crucifix above the bed. The rough wooden face of CHRIST looks more African than the paintings in RICHARD's church.

GRACE

I wanted to escape. The poverty. The tradition. The weight of your expectations.

MOTHER

My expectations.

GRACE

Yes. Yours. The way you looked at me when I passed exams, as though each grade was a step away from you. The way you said "my daughter will be someone" as though being your daughter was not already someone enough.

MOTHER

I wanted you to have what I did not.

GRACE

And I wanted to be free of wanting.

Another contraction. Stronger. GRACE cries out. Her mother moves to her, efficient, her hands rough and competent.

MOTHER

Breathe. The body knows what to do. Even when the mind does not.

GRACE

The body does not know this place. My body knows city buses. Crowded markets. The particular ache of concrete floors. It does not know woodsmoke and wet earth. It does not know the smell of a mother's house after six years of trying to forget what a mother's house smells like.

MOTHER

Then your body will learn. As you learned to forget.

GRACE

I did not forget. I chose not to remember.

MOTHER

That is the same thing, Grace. That is exactly the same thing.

The contraction passes. Silence except for the rain.

GRACE

I knew. Women always know. But I did not admit it. Because admitting it would mean admitting he was sober that night. That he touched me with something resembling tenderness. That for one evening, the wall between us came down, and now there will be evidence.

MOTHER

A child is not evidence.

GRACE

A child is always evidence. Evidence of what was. Evidence of what is no longer. Evidence of a moment when two people who had forgotten how to touch each other remembered, briefly, why they once could not stop.

MOTHER

And now?

GRACE

Now the wall is higher. Now the drinking is worse. Now I pray in a church that is not mine, speak a language that is not mine, and wake each morning wondering which version of myself I must perform to survive another day.

MOTHER

Then why do you go back?

GRACE

Because where else would I go?

MOTHER

Here.

GRACE

Here is not home anymore. Here is memory. Here is the girl I was, looking at me with disappointment.

MOTHER

The girl you were is still inside you. She is the one crying out now. She is the one who took the bus north when I sent a message saying I was unwell.

GRACE

You were unwell.

MOTHER

I am always unwell. That is not why you came.

GRACE

Then why did I come?

MOTHER

Because you needed to remember who you were before him. Before the city. Before the performance.

GRACE

And instead I am giving birth in your house, on your soil, under your sky, and Richard will never forgive this.

MOTHER

Richard.

She says the name as if tasting something bitter and deciding whether to swallow.

MOTHER

(continuing)

Richard drinks. Richard shouts. Richard makes you small so that he can feel large. And you worry about Richard's forgiveness?

GRACE

He is my husband.

MOTHER

He is a man who bought you because you were eager to be sold. He is a man who saw a village girl with city dreams and offered her a life that looked like progress but was only a different kind of cage.

GRACE

That is not true.

MOTHER

It is true enough.

A contraction, stronger than the last. GRACE cries out. Her mother holds her, guides her.

MOTHER

(continuing)

Push. Not yet. Breathe first. The body knows.

GRACE

The body knows nothing. The body is betraying me. The body is bringing a child into a world where that child will be claimed before he is held, measured before he is named, divided before he is whole.

MOTHER

All children are claimed. That is what love looks like.

GRACE

Is it? Is that what love looks like? Because from where I lie, love looks like possession. Love looks like "he is mine before he is yours." Love looks like two families drawing lines across a child's body before that child has learned to draw lines for himself.

MOTHER

You are tired. You are in pain. You do not know what you are saying.

GRACE

I know exactly what I am saying. I am saying that I have spent six years learning that love can be a weapon, and now I am about to hand that weapon to everyone who wants to use it.

The labor continues. Hours pass in fragments of dialogue, pain, and the relentless rain.

At hour eight, GRACE begins to cry.

MOTHER

Why do you cry? The pain is normal. Women have endured worse.

GRACE

Not from pain.

MOTHER

Then from what?

GRACE

From what is happening. From what I have done. From what we are about to do to him.

MOTHER

To who?

GRACE

To the child. To Kosmas.

MOTHER

You have named him?

GRACE

Kosmas. It means order. Beauty. Harmony.

MOTHER

A name from nowhere and everywhere.

GRACE

A name for what I wanted him to have. What I could not give. What I have never known.

MOTHER

You give him life. That is enough.

GRACE

It is not enough. He will grow up pulled between us. Measured by us. Claimed by us. And I will let it happen. Because I am too tired to stop it. Because I need you. Because I need Richard. Because I need everyone except, perhaps, this child who needs me most.

MOTHER

Children are stronger than you think.

GRACE

Children are exactly as strong as the wounds we give them. And we are about to give him so many wounds.

MOTHER

You speak as though his life is already decided.

GRACE

Isn't it? Look at us. Look at this room. Look at the rain that keeps him here, the road that keeps Richard away, the borders that already divide him before he has taken his first breath.

MOTHER

Borders are lines on paper.

GRACE

Borders are lines in blood. Borders are the reason Richard will look at his son and see a stranger. Borders are the reason you will look at your grandson and see a victory. Borders are the reason this child will spend his life asking "where do I belong?" and receiving only silence in return.

The final push. The cry of a newborn. The room fills with sound, not the rain, not GRACE's voice, but a new voice, thin and furious, outraged at the cold and the light and the separation from the warm dark.

MOTHER lifts the baby and places him on GRACE's chest. GRACE looks down at the small, wrinkled face, the eyes squeezed shut, the mouth already searching.

GRACE

(whispering)

Welcome. Welcome to the world, little one.

She pauses. The rain continues, but softer now.

GRACE

(continuing)

I am sorry for what we are about to do to you. I am sorry that you were born into a war you did not choose. I am sorry that your first home will be a battlefield, and that everyone who loves you will love you with conditions you cannot meet.

MOTHER

You will feel differently when you have rested.

GRACE

Will I? Will I feel differently when Richard comes and demands his son? Will I feel differently when you remind me, daily, that he was born on your soil? Will I feel differently when the child looks at me with eyes that ask "who am I?" and I have no answer except "you are everyone else's before you are your own"?

MOTHER

You are being dramatic.

GRACE

I am being honest. For the first time in six years, I am being honest. And the honesty is this: I wanted him to be born here. I wanted him to be mine before he was Richard's. I wanted to win, even if winning meant losing everything else.

Silence. The baby stirs against her chest.

GRACE

(continuing, quieter)

And now I must live with that want. Now he must live with that want. And I do not know which of us will suffer more.

The rain stops. Morning. Three days later.

The sound of a motorcycle cutting through the wet morning like an argument. Voices outside, her mother's, sharp and defensive; a man's, loud and slurred even at this hour.

GRACE sits by the window, feeding the baby. She tenses at the sound. Her milk seems to dry up, as if her body itself recognizes the threat before her mind can process it.

The door opens. RICHARD fills the frame. Larger than the room can hold. He wears clothes that have been slept in. His eyes are red, whether from drink or tears or sleeplessness, GRACE cannot tell.

He looks at GRACE. He looks at the baby. He looks at the room, at the rough wooden crucifix, at the faded blue walls, at the evidence of a world he has spent six years trying to escape, to rise above, to prove himself better than.

RICHARD

A son.

GRACE

Yes.

RICHARD

Kosmas. A strange name. Not from my people.

GRACE

It is a good name. It means order. Beauty. Harmony.

RICHARD

It means you did not consult me. It means you chose without me. It means this child is yours before he is mine.

GRACE

Richard, 

RICHARD

Do not explain. Do not apologize. Do not tell me how it happened. I know how it happened. You planned this. You wanted him born here. In this place. With these people.

GRACE

These people are my family.

RICHARD

Your family. Your backward, superstitious, village family. The family you ran from. The family you were so eager to leave that you married the first city man who looked at you twice.

GRACE

That is not fair.

RICHARD

Fair.

He laughs. A terrible sound, like gravel in water.

RICHARD

(continuing)

Fair. You speak of fair. You who took my son to another country, another tribe, another world, without a word, without a warning, without, 

He stops. He is trembling. GRACE sees his hands shake and recognizes the gesture from the early days of their marriage, when he was overwhelmed but still trying, still reaching for her, still believing they could build something together.

RICHARD

(continuing, quieter)

He was born here. On this soil. In this house. Do you know what that means? Do you know what people will say? My son, a child of this place? My blood, raised among these people, speaking their language, following their customs?

GRACE

He is three days old. He does not speak. He does not follow customs. He eats and sleeps and cries. That is all.

RICHARD

For now. But you know what will happen. Your mother will claim him. Your people will claim him. And I will be the outsider. The father from the wrong tribe, the wrong country, the wrong everything. The man whose son belongs to someone else.

GRACE stands, adjusting the baby in her arms, positioning herself between RICHARD and the child without quite meaning to.

GRACE

What do you want?

RICHARD

I want my son to be my son. Not a bargaining chip. Not a trophy for your mother's pride. Not a child of two worlds who belongs to neither.

He reaches out one large, calloused hand, the hand of a man who built his business from nothing, who lifted furniture and haggled with suppliers and made something of himself in a world that told him he was nothing. He touches the baby's cheek, lightly, as if the child were made of something fragile and precious.

RICHARD

(continuing, his voice softening)

I want, 

He stops. Withdraws his hand. The softness is gone, replaced by something harder, more permanent.

RICHARD

(continuing)

It does not matter what I want. You have already decided. You decided when you came here. You decided when you named him without me. You decided when you let him be born on this soil, in this house, under this sky.

He walks to the door. Pauses. Looks back once, and in that look GRACE sees something that terrifies her more than his anger: resignation. The look of a man who has lost a battle he did not know he was fighting, who is already retreating, already beginning the long process of drinking himself into the person he will become.

RICHARD

(continuing)

I will send money. For the child. For you. But I will not come here again. This place is not my home. These people are not my people. And if my son grows up thinking otherwise, 

He shrugs. A gesture of terrible finality.

RICHARD

(continuing)

Then he is not my son. He is yours. He is theirs. He is whoever's child he chooses to be. But he will not be mine.

He leaves. The sound of the motorcycle fades into the wet morning.

GRACE stands in the center of the room, the baby warm and heavy in her arms. Her mother appears in the doorway.

MOTHER

He will come back.

GRACE

I know.

MOTHER

And when he does, he will want the boy. He will try to take him. To the city. To his people. To his church. He will try to make Kosmas into something he is not.

GRACE looks down at her son, at the small face that is already beginning to show signs of the man he will become, the broad forehead that is RICHARD's, the full lips that are hers, the dark eyes that seem to look at everything and nothing with equal intensity.

GRACE

Maybe that is what Kosmas will want. Maybe he will want to be Richard's son. Maybe he will want the city, the modernity, the clean break.

MOTHER

And maybe he will want this. The land. The people. The roots you tried to cut.

GRACE

Children are not clay. They do not become what we mold them into.

MOTHER

No. They become what we break them into.

Silence. The rain has stopped. The sky is clearing, pale and fragile. Somewhere a bird sings with the desperate optimism of creatures who do not understand that the storm will return.

GRACE

(whispering to the baby)

Then let us hope we do not break you too badly.

But even as she says it, she knows it is already too late. The fracture has happened. The child has been born between borders, between tribes, between the love of a mother and the pride of a father and the claiming of a grandmother who sees him not as a person but as a victory.

He will grow up in the space between these claims. Measured by them. Shaped by them
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