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Main Characters

	MmaTshiamo - A wise grandmother and herbalist, keeper of old wisdom.

	Tebogo - A young, unemployed man trying to support his siblings.

	Lorato - A schoolteacher and activist, passionate about food security.

	RraKgwedi - A corrupt councilor who hoards drought relief.

	Kabelo - A cattle farmer losing everything.

	Naledi - A teenage girl who dreams of becoming a climate scientist.
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There is no rain

Scene 1

[Wind whipping across sun-baked earth. The dry, brittle sound of cracking soil. A cow moos weakly, a sound of profound exhaustion. The distant, faint cry of a baby.]

NARRATOR: (poetic, rhythmic tone)
In the land where the sun has forgotten how to be gentle,
Where it sits like a curse upon the parched fields,
The people of Kgotsong wait.
They wait for the clouds that drift by like strangers,
Their bellies full of water but their hearts empty of greeting.
The sky is a silent blue mirror,
Reflecting only their hope and their sorrow.
And the earth, once a mother, is now a skeletal thing,
Its surface cracking like old bones,
Each fissure a wound that cries out for rain.
The wind carries whispers of forgotten songs,
Songs that once called the rain with joy,
Now lost beneath the dust of despair.
[The crunch of footsteps on dry ground. A wooden door creaks open slowly.]

TEBOGO: (his voice tired, laced with a familiar frustration)
MmaTshiamo... the borehole is dry again.
It’s not just the well.
Even the goats are coughing up dust, Mma.
The animals are dying from the inside out.
I don’t know what to tell my sister and my brother.
They ask when we will have a proper meal.
I have no answers.
I walk to the edge of the field every morning,
Hoping to see dew, even just a whisper of moisture.
But the ground laughs at me.
It laughs with the voice of hunger.
MMATSHIAMO: (calm, her voice a low, steady murmur like 
a hidden stream)
Rain falls where it is loved.
But we have cursed this land with our greed, my child.
The land is not the only thing that is dry.
Our spirits have become dust.
We have forgotten the rituals of gratitude.
We take and take, and never give back.
Even the ancestors turn their backs on us now.
They weep in silence,
Watching us trade compassion for coins.
TEBOGO:
What do you mean, Mma?
What greed? What are you talking about?
We are hungry, not greedy.
We are tired, not cruel.
We are just trying to survive.
MMATSHIAMO:
RraKgwedi hides food in his storeroom.
The drought relief maize?
The bags are sitting there, stacked to the ceiling,
But he sells it to the rich in Gaborone for a profit.
And the people?
The old ones, the children?
They eat sorrow for breakfast,
And they drink despair for dinner.
And we watch it happen,
Our mouths sealed with fear.
We have become spectators in our own suffering.
We whisper in corners,
But we do not speak in the open.
We pray for rain,
But we do not cleanse our hearts.
[A faint, distant rumble of thunder, barely audible against the sound of the wind.]

NARRATOR:
And so begins the story of a village on the edge.
A place where the cattle, once given names,
Now die with those names still on their tongues,
Their bodies becoming monuments of the drought.
Where children, their faces thin with hunger,
Fall asleep to the hollow lullaby of an empty stomach.
The land is silent, but the bellies are not.
The wind carries the cries of the forgotten.
And the sky, unmoved, watches with a cold eye.
Scene 2

[A school bell rings sharply, a dissonant sound in the quiet air.]

LORATO: (her voice strong and clear, though she looks at the tired faces of her students)
Today, we learn not from books,
But from the land.
This land that we stand on gives us nothing.
So, tell me, class,
What do we do when the land gives us nothing?
Do we sit and wait?
Do we cry and hope?
Or do we rise and speak?
The soil beneath our feet is not just dirt -
It is memory.
It remembers every seed we failed to plant,
Every prayer we forgot to say.
NALEDI: (softly, her eyes fixed on the window)
We listen to the wind.
It tells us what the rain has forgotten.
It reminds us of the voices that have gone quiet.
The wind is the only teacher left.
It speaks in riddles,
But its lessons are clear.
It tells us that silence is a drought too.
And that courage is the first drop of rain.
Scene 3

[Angry murmurs and the rising sound of a public meeting in the kgotla, the traditional meeting place.]

VILLAGER 1: (voice thick with anger)
RraKgwedi, where is the food?
We see the trucks driving through,
But our children are faint with hunger!
My son, he fainted in Lorato’s class this morning!
He had nothing but water yesterday.
And even the water tastes like rust.
RRAKGWEDI: (defensive, his voice a slick veneer over a 
core of panic)
You think I am a magician?
I cannot make rain fall from a clear sky!
This is a national drought!
Do you blame me for the will of God?
I am just a man.
A man trying to manage chaos.
You want miracles?
Go to the church.
VILLAGER 2: (voice shaking)
No!
But you can stop stealing what little we have!
You hoard what is meant for us, for the community!
That is not the will of God -
It is the will of a thief!
You build fences around your storerooms,
While our children build graves with their hunger.
You sleep with a full belly,
While we dream of crumbs.
[The sickening sound of a slap. Silence falls, thick and heavy.
A moment later, the sound of a baby crying again, closer this time, and louder.]
Scene 4

NARRATOR:
The drought is not just in the sky.
It is in the hearts of men who choose profit over people,
Who build walls around their greed and call it security.
And until we bring rain to our spirits,
Until we water the dry ground of our courage,
The clouds will not weep for us.
The earth will continue to crack,
And the children will continue to cry.
The ancestors will continue to turn away,
And the wind will continue to mourn.
[A slow, haunting traditional instrumental begins, featuring a melancholic thumb piano and a distant drum.]

MMATSHIAMO: (whispering, as if to the wind itself)
The rain will come...
But only when we are ready to receive it.
Only when we have watered our souls first.
Only when we have spoken truth to power,
And sung songs of justice.
Only when we have remembered
That the land listens to the heart,
Not the wallet.
[The music fades out, leaving only the sound of the wind.]
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Water needs a container

Scene 1

[Early morning birdsong, weak and hesitant, then silence. A dry wind sighs through brittle grass. A cowbell jingles mournfully. A bucket scrapes an empty metal drum. A child coughs weakly. The sound of cracked lips being licked.]

NARRATOR: (poetic tone)
The sun rose again, not as a blessing to warm the fields,
but as a burden to weigh on the shoulders of the thirsty.
And the people of Kgotsong village woke to the hollow sound of thirst -
a sound more deafening than a scream,
more persistent than a prayer unanswered.
The dawn brought no relief, only a fresh reminder of the day before,
and the day before that,
and the day before hope began to rot in the soil.

KABELO: (desperate whisper)
Lorato... my last cow...
She fell last night.
I found her this morning, her eyes already taken by the flies.
The bones are all that remain of the cattle I inherited from my father.
I burnt her carcass.
I watched the smoke rise like a spirit leaving me.
She was my last hope.
I am nothing without my cattle.
I am a man with empty hands and a name that no longer matters.

LORATO: (soft but firm, a teacher’s voice even in mourning)
Water needs a vessel.
And hope needs a plan.
We can’t just wait for the sky to open.
We must make a container to hold what little we can find.
Even a cracked pot can carry water.
Even
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