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      ACT ONE


      
        Scene One


        MUSIC: Recording of the Stick Fighters’ chant, accompanied by Kalinda drums.


        Date: September 1956.


        Downtown Port of Spain.


        Front room of ALMA. Hybrid of styles, though more Port of Spain downtown ‘rumshop’ than Englishman’s drinking club. A few armchairs and coffee tables are set out randomly with a bar set upstage.


        Street entrance stage right and exit to the rest of the house upstage left. What windows there are have blinds down or shutters closed.


        Before the lights come up, faint stage lighting subtly illuminates a large African looking wooden sculpture of a pregnant woman with ample breasts and butt, positioned on a plinth upstage centre.


        Lights up, we discover RUBY. She is dressed very smartly in her interpretation of the movie star looks of the day: to her mind a Trinidadian Rita Hayworth.


        RUBY is looking with delight at a large ornate floor-standing radio. The vintage radio is obviously new to the space and stands out incongruously with the rest of the room. She laughs and touches it sensually. She bends over to switch it on. ‘The Young Girls Today’ by the calypsonian Sir Lancelot, comes on and she laughs again. She does a small dance with the radio to the music.


        RUBY leans over to an electric fan positioned behind the radio and switches it on. She angles the fan so that it blows directly at her. She closes her eyes and lets the fan’s air cool her.


        The radio continues to play.


        RUBY snaps out of this and bends to examine the radio again, finding the tuning dial. She goes through the stations, passing news of Eric Williams (the future first Chief Minister) and the People’s National Movement’s (PNM) first campaign in the national elections.


        RADIO ANNOUNCER. …The countdown to the 1956 general election is well under way, with everything to play for in the battle for governance of Trinidad and Tobago. Yesterday’s rally at Woodford Square, saw the leader of the newly formed People’s National Movement, Dr Eric Eustace Williams, greeted with loud cheers by his supporters. According to Williams, a victory for the PNM could propel the country towards self-government of our beautiful twin islands. However…


        RUBY turns the dial and bypasses other calypso channels finding a station playing jazzy American show tunes. She turns the music up high.


        Happy, she sings along to Rita Hayworth singing ‘Put The Blame On Mame’ from Gilda. This develops into a little dance, as she gets more and more involved in her interpretation of Rita Hayworth’s sexy routine from the film. Despite her choice of music her dance is still always flavoured with her own West Indian movements and rhythms.


        DIAMOND (dressed in a smart cotton shirt) enters through the street door. He is laden down with crates and sweating. He carries the jacket to his suit over one arm.


        DIAMOND stops short at the sight of RUBY. RUBY doesn’t see him enter so he stands there taking full advantage of this, transfixed as he watches her dancing and enjoying the breeze from the fan.


        When the crates get too heavy, he kicks the door so that it bangs fully open and draws her attention.


        RUBY spins round, smiling excitedly towards the front door. She stops short when she sees DIAMOND and the smile disappears. He is clearly not whom she was expecting.


        They stand taking in each other from their opposite ends of the room. RUBY bends to switch off the radio. She turns again to face DIAMOND, the fan still blowing at her.


        RUBY. Yes?... What you want?


        DIAMOND. Alma.


        RUBY. Well, yuh find it. Now what yuh want?


        DIAMOND. You wukking here?


        DIAMOND smiles at her


        RUBY doesn’t deign to answer. DIAMOND shifts under the weight of the crates.


        Ah had better put dese somewhere.


        RUBY. Who are you?


        DIAMOND. I bring de delivery.


        RUBY. The what?


        DIAMOND. Dis. De delivery. Look, ah really need to put down dese bottles. Dis ting doh play it heavy.


        RUBY. Delivery? Where’s Mahadeo?


        DIAMOND. Who?


        RUBY. Mahadeo. Who de hell you is for true?


        DIAMOND. Oh ho. Mahadeo. Yes well, I’s be wukkin’ for he today coz he had was to go off some next place. Me ain’t know.


        RUBY looks at DIAMOND trying to suss him out.


        RUBY. Through there. Just rest them down in de back so.


        Holding eye contact with her as he crosses the room.


        DIAMOND. Oui papa. Look at dat. Now dat is radio fadder!


        RUBY does not respond. DIAMOND exits to the back.


        A noise at the front door spins her round again. She laughs when she sees SELDOM. SELDOM (dressed in his police uniform) laughs back at her.


        SELDOM. If dat tourist ship doh leave soon, dat man look like he goin’ and swim de whole way back to Englan’ by he damn self!


        SELDOM and RUBY collapse in laughter.


        Oh lawd. Dat was de best one yet. God gyal, yuh bad too good!


        RUBY laughs and walks to pick up her handbag.


        RUBY. Who could ah thought dat man face could ah turn even more white!


        SELDOM. Girl, all dem flim you does be watching, is like you could get a real Academy Award for de set ah acting you put down in dat place.


        RUBY squeals with delight.


        RUBY. I thought he was goin’ and dead for true.


        RUBY sings again ‘Put The Blame on Mame’ as she rummages in her purse.


        DIAMOND re-enters the room.


        SELDOM. Is not a policeman like me dat you need for business partner, is a doctor. Next ting you know is one of dese fellas go get a coronary heart attack on yuh tail.


        DIAMOND passes back through the room on his way for more crates unobserved by the other two who are in hysterics doing impressions of a heart attack.


        RUBY. Boy doh try and blame me. Is you waving dat blasted baton all over de damn place dat go give dem heart attack.


        RUBY has a wad off cash in her hand, which she tries to count out on top the radio. She has to switch off the fan then continues to count.


        SELDOM. Well, nothing go make dem limeys run like de sight ah a big black man/a crazy Indian wid he baton in he hand.


        He makes sexual gestures with his baton.


        RUBY. Ahm, in dis house I thank you to keep yuh baton where it belong.


        SELDOM. How a fine craft like you go say dat to a man like me. I is a man yuh know.


        RUBY hands SELDOM a share of the money. DIAMOND crosses the room with more crates and sees the transaction. All three stop and observe each other. RUBY carries on but SELDOM keeps a sharp eye on DIAMOND.


        RUBY. You is man? Dat is de second mistake you make today.


        SELDOM. Ahm, ‘second’?


        RUBY laughs, moves to pour a drink. SELDOM counts the cash.


        (Looking at money.) But ay ay! Wait nuh. What goin on? You givin’ seasonal discount or what?


        RUBY empties the bottle and hands him the glass.


        RUBY. Here. It’s de end ah de bottle but de new delivery now reach.


        SELDOM. Ahm. Excuse me? Where de rest? Doh tell me yuh spend it on dat big arse radio you get dere.


        RUBY puts the remaining money into her purse then turns back.


        RUBY. Seldom, doux-doux, dat little extra ‘hand’ I know yuh takin’ from dese men
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