Universe Story Play
-The chief stands in a casually commanding posture. Thea approaches from off.
Greetings Tribal Leader. Chief Cubwah Macari. Han Jambo.
Greetings Thea.  Nazuri Thea!  ….Han Jambo Thea!
(A sense they have rubbed along together for a long time but desperation showing through)
The women are worried about what is happening to the tribe these days. Children have been killed. The animals are becoming more dangerous. The hunters are being killed. I m worried about my son Stig. He is out of control. I have come to plead with you to discipline him.
(Condescending, complacent tone)
Woman, it’s you responsibility, not mine, to bring up your son in the traditions of this tribe.  Can’t you see how full my hands are dealing with the crisis? As Tribe Leader, I’ve got the whole tribe’s welfare to consider, not just your family.
Stig has no father. He needs a man like you to set him a good example, particularly now that things have got so bad.
How pathetic your son’s moaning and groaning about being bored is.  What have you been doing all these years to produce such a tearaway delinquent who spends all day in crazy daydreams and seeking to mislead the other youths and children.

It’s your duty to lick him into shape, respect our traditions and go hunting with the rest of the men to provide the food we need.

You are the tribal leader. You should show Stig what is expected of him, how to hunt and how to carry out his duties in the tribe. I have done my best but my son has strange ideas. His mind is besotted with notions about lightning. He believes he can acquire its power. He isn’t interested in normal things. He even thinks there are other people outside the tribe, living in other caves with better rivers and more fish. He wants to leave and search for them.  
Fire and lightning are the realm of the spirits, not for us to tamper with. You shouldn’t encourage him. But why are you so impatient?  You know there is a procedure for dealing with unruly delinquents.  It’s the Council of Elders who deals with such matters.  Their collective wisdom will decide what is to be done with Stig.  And they meet next full moon.  We must avoid rushing into foolish and ill-conceived decision-making.  Stig is not the only one, just the worst. The indiscipline of the youth and lack of respect for the ancestors is why we are in the trouble we are in. The wild animals are sent by the spirits and become bold to chastise us for our waywardness. The Elders will reflect on the matter and come up with an appropriate solution in accordance with our age-old traditions.  Be patient, woman.  Experience has taught us that it takes time to sort out such problems and find a wise solution. Besides, my hands are already full taking care of my 6 wives, 15 sons and eleven daughters.

Other women have a husband. I was abandoned – left to bring up five children on my own. We are desperately short of food. Its getting harder to hunt and more and more dangerous to go out and gather. Only last week a beast killed an infant when my friend was out gathering. The week before we lost three of our best hunters. We used go gathering safely all along the valley but now we huddle around the entrance to the cave. I’m frightened and people are wondering what you’re going to do.

 (Stig arrives, talks to mother but aimed at the chief) 
Hey! Whats this? More boring talk. Talk talk talk about boring traditions and boring ancestors and boring councils of Elders. 
You young man, show some respect to your mother and to the Chief. 
You don’t listen when I want to talk. What kind of Mother fails to support her son?
Pretty soon we’ll all be joining the ancestors the way you lot are carrying on. 
(turns to address chief)

What I’m telling you is that I’ve been checking out the lightening and the thunder and I’ve been studying my dreams and not just mine but others and there is a way, I’m telling you chief there is a way. I’m being directed to find it. The way the hunters acquire the power of  wild beasts, by taking courage and facing them down. I’m going to aquire that power. Fire will come out from my hand and make the wild beasts cower away. Then you will all have to take me seriously. I’m telling you Chief. You need to let me take a group of hunters to issue the challenge to the spirits.

See Chief how he behaves. He is out of control. I need you to take some action now. Not in a week things are already far too dangerous around here without bringing down the power of lightning on our heads.
Stig you are ill in the head, your mother is right about that. We have lost some of our best hunters to the wild animals. You talk wildly about lightning. Do you want to get yourself killed? You have seen how it burns everything it touches. Why even the fiercest beasts cower away from its fires. We can’t afford to loose even you and we certainly can’t have you luring other youths to their deaths in such a pointless way.
I saw some children playing with a pile of stones. “One stone for each person.” “Three taken by beasts.” “two children starved.” “one baby lost!” Each time taking more stones from the pile. 
This is real life not some children’s game with pebbles.
“4 more hunters.” “2 more children.” At the end, all the stones where gone and there were non left.
Chief I’m so frightened. What is happening to all of us? You should think more about the tribe instead of spending so much time with those wives of yours. You should control yourself. Stop fathering children and take more interest in leading the tribe.
(Chief fears he has lost face, fights to control his fury, takes on chiefly authority)
Woman deliver Stig to me at once.  I’ll show him a thing or two about hunting.  Come here youth your contempt for the ancestors is jeopardizing us all. Take this spear and make amends.

They go off leaving Thea on her own. How do we fill this time?
(Mime Stigs death, chief turns to look in horror)
(Chief returns alone and limping)
Your son is dead.  The idiot took his eye off the target to inspect a tree that was struck by lightning….and was gored to death by a rhino…..I tried to save him but instead got badly hurt. 
My son. My son. This is the end of the tribe.
What have I done?  What have I done?
