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CHARACTERS
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MC: A man with a round face and trimmed sideboards, wearing a white suit with a red undershirt. He seems very funny.

BAMBAM: A youthful young man, tall, thin, light skin, between 15-20 years old, wearing a white t- shirt, black jeans and a cap. He has the appearance of a student.

JUNKIE: A thin and scrawny teenaged male with a razor-shaven bald head full of scars and raw bandages, wearing jean shorts, a black t-shirt, and sunglasses. He looks very rude.

FANS: young boys juvenile, vigorous, sprightly; and swashbuckling girls, spinsters wearing veils, and fashionably dressed young women. They have a very youthful appearance.

DOPESTERS: Young women and men with senile appearances, old weary faces, pale and wrinkled skin; you would think they are not young. They look like drug addicts.

FIDODIDO: A very thin adolescent male, with disheveled hair, wearing blue skin-tight jeans and a red t-shirt. He has all the symptoms of drug addiction.

GUEST OF HONOUR: A middle-aged man of medium build and light skin, wearing a black suit, white shirt, red tie and eyeglasses. He is the Minister of Information, Culture, Arts and Sports. He looks sympathetic.
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SISTA K: A beautiful young woman in an African way, wearing a long dress with a waist belt looking glamorous with her hair braided in the traditional Kilimanjaro style. She seems very righteous.

KIDOSHO: A beautiful young woman with a number eight figure, wearing a shaped, embroidered flowing- dress. He looks cheerful.

PARTY-GIRLS: Beautiful women dressed provocatively. They seem to be revelers.

IDOLS: Very beautiful girls who behaved respectfully. They seem to maintain the traditions of Tanzanian women.

KINGPIN CARLOS: A very wealthy middle-aged Mexican man of Indian heritage, wearing a very elegant blue suit and red tie. He is the leader of a drug cartel. He seems stubborn and very defiant.

FALCONS: Young women and men between the ages of 18-30 with official personalities. They are drug cartel detectives.

SNIPERS: Young women and men between the ages of 18-30 with military appearances. They are killers of competitors and rivals of their drug cartel.

LIEUTENANTS: Middle-aged men with the appearance of military officers. They are the supervisor of the activities of their drug cartel.

SNIPER MARTINEZ: A brutal-looking Mexican drug cartel gangster. He carries powerful military weapons.
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COMMANDER RABIA: A tall and very strong police woman from the FFU squad wearing an FFU combat and a red cap askew, carrying a big gun with a belt. She seems to be highly professional.

SERGEANT BAHATI: A very young policeman, tall, thin and dark, with a Maasai build. He is an IT officer of the police force, who studied artificial intelligence.

COMMANDER JOB: A tall, tough male soldier wearing a Tanzanian People’s Defense Force combat, and carrying a rifle. He is an army commando.
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ACT ONE ARTISTS’ FESTIVAL
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SCENE ONE:

(The curtain rises: Saturday, at 6:30 pm, as the Bongo Flavour Music Festival takes place in Jamhuri Stadium, located at Sabasaba, Manzese Street, Morogoro Region; while fans of various music artists participating in this festival are increasingly flocking to the venue, and all the streets of the town and its suburbs have been invaded by the attendees of this festival of all genders and ages dressed trendily, marching in groups flooding every street and causing traffic jam; and everyone is seen heading towards the arena enthusiastically following the explosion of the sounds of the huge speakers hung on towers, spewing sparks of hot rhythms; which make youthful energetic boys and girls, spinsters, beauties, fail to wait and start singing and dancing all the way to the new hit songs by the artist Zuchu, who is now dancing on stage singing along the hit song La la la la..., all of them not knowing that they are starting something terrible and deadly)

––––––––
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MC: (speaking in the microphone pompously and swaggeringly, as if reciting):

Yo! Yo! Yo! Shout it out! (round of applause). Disc Jockey, please minimize the volume of the music a little bit, so that we may get a word from the youth motivator. As you know, this annual festival has
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started here in Morogoro Region this year to honour the pioneer music artists of this generation in the country. From here the show will move to the City of Dar es Salaam, then to the City of Mwanza. The cities of Arusha and Mbeya will follow in this initial schedule. I should not bore you with too many words, when many of you have come to see your favourite artists performing live! Welcome Mr Inspirational Speaker!

––––––––
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BAMBAM: (wearing a white t-shirt, black jeans and a baseball cap, he performs a prelude, rapping with actions and many hand gestures, following the piano rhythms of the song ‘Seremani’, which he sings along by raising his voice over the karaoke)

Mirungi, Mishiisha,

Mibange Seremani x2

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurraaaaah! Shout it out! (fanfare). Bravo to the festival! (good for you) Dear fellow youths! My name is Bambam! I am a motivational speaker for young people against addiction or drug abuse. I have participated in this festival as an activist of the national and international boycott against drugs and against any traitors of this important boycott! Without wasting your entertainment time, I take this rare opportunity to announce this boycott officially! (he begins to sing with actions; playing with the mike by inserting his lyrics to the rhythms of the piano instrumental of the Seremani song, while the fans dance and join the chorus).
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Hey! Hey! Hey!

I declare I announce, We’ve gone on strike, Against buying or abusing,

Sniffing or injecting powder x2

––––––––
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Hey! Hey! Hey!

We don’t buy, or consume, We don’t inject, or smoke, Marijuana or tobacco,

We don’t lick or sniff, Cocaine or heroin,

We don’t drink or get drunk, Neither beer nor spirits,

For booze will bamboozle us x2

––––––––
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Hey! Hey! Hey!

We don’t stuff our mouths, With khat like goats,

Or snuff like old ladies, And hookah like Indians x2
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Hey! Hey! Hey!

We absolutely refuse, We are tired of chewing, Stardust and khat,

That make us tremble, Leaving us dead beat, With oozing slobber, From destructive trade x2

Hey! Hey! Hey!

Our money is stripped, And you go on laundering, You want to kill us,

With illicit drugs x2

––––––––
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Hey! Hey! Hey! Our minds are lost,

Our bodies are frozen, As grown-up adults,

Personality is compromised, From compulsive drug abuse x2

Shouldn’t I not continue! (Explosion, continue!)
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Fellow young people, participants and fans, I thought I should start with a little entertainment to introduce the theme of this festival, which is TRAITORS WILL FACE THE MUSIC! As you have heard me say, we have announced a boycott against the consumption of illegal drugs. (Starts to rap the lines).

Hey! Hey! Hey! We are on boycott and we are not taking any drugs. Parents disconcerted to see their children turn into zombies, with no consciousness, for doing anything useful in life. The government is losing the young workforce, strong and motivated, to raise the economy. Society is disintegrated due to the lack of good citizens, law-abiding and peace- loving. The police are in struggle to find a better way, to eradicate the addiction that breeds crime. The solution we give to all these troubles is to boycott buying and abusing these drugs; cocaine, heroin, kuber, petrol, marijuana, mace, khat and spirits, without forgetting hoorah and snuff. How many of you have gone on boycott against buying and abusing drugs? Wave your hands! Wave your hands!

––––––––
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DRUG ADDICT: (wearing jean shorts, a black t- shirt, and sunglasses, he shouts, slapping his razor- shaven bald head, full of raw bandaged lumps, as if possessed by demons):

Cut out the words and play the music! You annoy us with your numerous words! Drugs, drugs, do you know the meaning of drugs? Or what have you been sent? (snapping and bragging in a frenzy). We junkies enjoy the high and numbness of steam; we hang on high; there is no pain; we float in the sea; we don’t
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know problems; we don’t perceive nothing; we don’t hear, we don’t listen, we don’t listen to the sheikh nor the muezzin! Go ahead and put on your make-up, for we’re dirty! Don’t bring us your disaster, spoiling the party! You are a killjoy! We’ll hit and choke you and pick your pockets so you stop flattering yourself! What kind of man doesn’t get high? None of your shenanigans! Go and apply mascara on your eyes, or grate coconut in the kitchen! Leave the show to us men so we may party ourselves until daybreak!

FANS: (attacking the drug addict and lifting him almost tearing him apart, while voices are heard from every corner).

Traitor of the boycott! Throw him out! Give him a beating! He brings us marijuana! Look at him first! He doesn’t even recognize himself! He is as floppy as sordid as neglected smudge! He doesn’t have any use anymore! There is no one there! He has finished himself! He’s done already! Throw the dirt out! A man is the mind, the body is just a housing! He is confused, he says he is numb! And he is really frozen like ice! What is left of him is just an empty buoy! Take out the stinking carcass! You are wasting your time, talking to the phantom! (he is thrown out of the stadium with a thud like a sack of dirt).

DOPESTERS: (looking exactly like their fellow drug addict with tired old faces, pale and wrinkled skin, you would think they are not young people, they emerge from every corner protesting against their fellow’s being thrown out).
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We won’t accept this, bring him back! What has he wringed you? He is our companion! If it is the issue of marijuana, it is his matter and non of your business! He buys it with his own money! He hurts his own body, at the expense of his own parents! It will be impossible to stay here! We want our partner back here, or else you’ll call it quits! (they start throwing rocks, bottles, and insults, knocking over equipment, snatching handbags, phones, and musical instruments, running with them outside, before meeting the police on horseback and dog handlers, who control them by hitting their bald heads with clubs, adding to the many scars and raw wounds that they already have).

––––––––
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FIDODIDO: (showing all the signs of the bad effects of drugs, he surrenders to the boycotters who descend upon him, begging them with a trembling voice and a drunken voice: let me go, let me go, man; I’m not a traitor to the boycott, I’m joining you, I’m asking for the mike to speak out).

My fellow youths, I want to tell you something. I’m tired of the drug addict life! I have been very busy stealing, looting and snatching purses and phones. I have taken a lot of money out of people’s pockets in commuters and bus stands. I have sold a lot of household items from my parents’ home at give- away prices! When I was in Dar, I was a rodent. I did all that just to get money to buy marijuana, cocaine and heroin! I can’t go long without smoking weed, or sniffing cocaine powder, or injecting heroin. If I miss my dose I get sick like I am right now! I think you can see me shaking. My strength is running out. My mouth is drooling like crazy! I see hallucinations,
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and illusions, and delusions, and mirage. I want to finish myself! I want to throw myself from upstairs or on the busy road! My heart is racing. I’m
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