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HOMESTEAD 

BY VINAY PATEL

----------------

KENYA  1890s - Young. Reckless. Hopeful. Black.

UGANDA 1970s - Older. Funny. Heartbroken. Asian.

ZIMBABWE 1990s - Oldest. Fearful. Angry. White.

Attributes are a guide - actors do not need to be of these ages or backgrounds.

----------------

*

KENYA: They're coming.

UGANDA: They're coming.

ZIMBABWE: They're coming.

KENYA: I open the door.

UGANDA: Unzip my bag.

ZIMBABWE: Load my gun.

UGANDA: And I.

KENYA: I.

ZIMBABWE: I. Sigh.

UGANDA: Shiver.

KENYA: Shout. I'm ready!

UGANDA: I'm ready.

ZIMBABWE: I'm ready.

KENYA: To welcome.

UGANDA: To pack.

ZIMBABWE: To kill. 

If it comes to it. Only if it comes to it. Only if they come. This is 
never what I've wanted, you know that, they know that, but still. 
Still, I hear them, waiting by the gate at the end of the path.
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KENYA: Father tells me they're here to steal and murder. I don't believe 
him. I think they're here to dream.

UGANDA: Because Roshni says I should go before it's too late. She says 
things like this all the time now, girls are so dramatic these days. I 
blame schools. I blame London. I blame the Beatles.

KENYA: They're here to dream. Like me!

UGANDA: I hate the fucking Beatles.

ZIMBABWE: I never thought it'd be us. Not, us. We're one of the good ones. 
But after they came for the Van Schoors I...

KENYA: They hoped for something better for them and dragged their 
boats and machines across the world to find it. Who would cross 
oceans to murder? A long way to go just for that. Don't you think 
so?

UGANDA: She sounded serious. "It's all over the news here, Dad. Sell up 
and get out now. Or you're dead. Amin is not messing about 
anymore."

ZIMBABWE: I...I sold your pistol for rifle bullets. I hope you understand.

UGANDA: Though here's the thing - 1) I think she's hasty and 2) I think I 
could be ok with dead. I really could, my life's not. It's not. You 
know. Glamorous. I mean, I still burn myself quite often. Still very 
bad with cooking oil.

KENYA: I know every part of this village. Every stone. Every idea. Every 
face. They don't look out of their doors. They don't change. I know 
everything they'll want of me from now until...

They will always treat me like -

ZIMBABWE: I'm just -

UGANDA: And besides Amin is not the people and it's the people that make 
a country. To the people I am not -

KENYA: A child.

ZIMBABWE: A farmer.

UGANDA: A collaborator. I don't think.

Mr. Obote waits outside, smoking a cigarette. In the car. He 
claims it's a Mercedes, and it's none of my business but...I can 
see where he's glued the badge onto the front of the grille.

KENYA: When the machines start running, I will ride one West. And I will 
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never come back. I don't know what's out there. But it must be - 

Father calls it The Iron Snake, he says it will destroy us before 
long. There is work for him there, work for hundreds of men and 
though he grows idle and restless, he will not take it. 

UGANDA: She thinks I've been delaying on purpose. But there are accounts 
to settle and I must sell the stall. It's not about a good price, it's 
about the right person. You want to leave something you're proud 
of behind you.

KENYA: I think he's too proud. He claims that "They prefer their cheap 
Indian dogs. They bring more every week. Behind every stack of 
steel, a mass of brown skin, you don't understand." Father never 
explains, never listens. He will never leave. 

ZIMBABWE: I see Alice in her usual place by the coffee field.

UGANDA: Roshni tells me to not think of it as leaving, but to see it as going 
home. That once I see England, I will understand that it's the 
motherland. That all the jokes the Englishmen make that I nod 
and smile at will suddenly make sense. That Kampala cannot 
compare. Not to London.

ZIMBABWE: Her writing still sharp. Not enough rain these last few years to dull 
the letters. Gold inlay. She'd hate that.

UGANDA: The trains alone, there they are - she says they're on time. 
Uncrowded. Not too expensive. These trains in London are magic 
apparently. They are clearly giving her too much fun.

ZIMBABWE: Alice, I sold your pistol for bullets, I know you'd hate that too, but I 
hope you understand that the world is changing.

KENYA: I tried to sneak onto a boat once. I did very well, I think! A man in 
a long black dress found me downstairs, looking for an barrel to 
hide in. He told me my feet were too big for a little girl, they made 
a lot of noise, which I did not like to hear. But he was kind, really. 

UGANDA: I bet London is fun when your knees still work.

KENYA: He smiled a lot.

ZIMBABWE: It's changed so much since you left. No wall in Berlin. Starvation 
in Wedza. Coffee instead of tobacco. Zimbabwe instead of 
Rhodesia. Blacks at the gates instead of the fields...

KENYA: The man said he could teach me what my father will not. It must 
be our secret for now.

ZIMBABWE: And you were always better. With them. You'd not...we'd be gone 
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by now if you - 

KENYA: He tells me I don't need to go on the boats, because one day the 
trains, when I'm a woman, the trains will run far from Mombasa to 
wherever I wish to go. He'd come with me if I want.

UGANDA: My grandfather was one of the first to take the steamer over here 
from Bombay. I'm told he was excited. In the end, he was hauled 
away by a three-legged, one-eyed lion whilst laying a line out in 
the jungle. It's true! The men in my family never put up much of a 
fight. 

KENYA: I don't think I want him to.

UGANDA: You need good elbows to get on these days, but these railways 
are mine. I'm proud of them. Those lovely London trains mean 
nothing to me.

ZIMBABWE: I'm glad it was disease for you, Alice. Not like Piet. Head 
smashed in on the taps and dumped in the bath. Or tiny Mariana 
and so large Colin. Hacked in their sleep. Limbs set alight and left 
hanging in the trees.

UGANDA: Yet I'm still here with my open suitcase.

ZIMBABWE: Like lanterns. 

I don't sleep much anymore.

UGANDA: Hanuman's staring at me from the back wall. Judging. Easy to 
travel light if you're a real flying monkey God. I've got to haul his 
statue self half way across the world. 

ZIMBABWE: Here's one feeling brave! The others dare not follow. They lean on 
the fence, whooping him on. I raise the rifle. His feet scratch the 
gravel.

UGANDA: You know what? Hanuman can stay here. I'm packing three 
shirts, two trousers... 

ZIMBABWE: His. His walk is familiar. Have we had him here before?

UGANDA: ...and ten bottles of Tusker - never liked English beer.

ZIMBABWE: Get off my path! Still he comes. "It's not your path, white man, 
you're just borrowing it from me."

UGANDA: What else does one need in England? Jumpers? I don't have any 
jumpers. 

ZIMBABWE: He draws himself up. Borrowing! Can you believe this!
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UGANDA: I hope they sell them at the airport!

KENYA: Father slams the door shut. And as I stand in the black with the 
slim light from the window hitting my hands, I see myself in the 
carriage of a train, speeding away from the coast, towards Nairobi 
and on -

UGANDA: I want to scream.

ZIMBABWE: Did you build it? Did you crack those rocks to lay it? Did your 
ancestors flee south on the creaking trains, fighting through 
deserts and droughts. 

UGANDA: "Roshni, please! They are not all like Amin! Kawula wants us 
here, Francis wants us here, Mildred who cuts your hair wants us 
here, she asks me where you've gone...

ZIMBABWE: Did your faith and family die in these fields? Does their flesh feed 
these crops?!

UGANDA: ....Musa wants us here, even Mr. Obote...well, no, he's an old 
bastard, but so many still want us, still love us.

ZIMBABWE: He tilts his head to me, flashes all of his teeth. "Of course." He 
pushes his throat against the rifle's barrel. I think of the knife-dug 
valleys in Colin's throat and my finger itches to pull.

UGANDA: But maybe...maybe love is also about knowing when to go. My 
daughter calls and I will come.

ZIMBABWE: "But they have no headstones, Mr. Smit. I fear no-one will 
remember them."

KENYA: Through the dark, screeching jungle, swooping past the great 
lakes, and the man isn't there and that's ok and I'm smiling at 
everyone who passes, no matter who they are - 

UGANDA: Drive on, Mr Obote. 

KENYA: Not just people, all the animals too of course.

ZIMBABWE: He pushes down the gun.

KENYA: And I won't know what's around the corner but what I do know is 
- !

ZIMBABWE: "You look tired, my friend. Take some rest, huh?" His hands are 
torn from work.

KENYA: Whatever's to come.

UGANDA: Entebbe International.
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ZIMBABWE: He glances over to you, Alice. My arms grow weary.

UGANDA: London's Calling!

ZIMBABWE: "I will look after your rocks."

UGANDA: And please wind down the windows.

KENYA: Whatever's to come must be better than this.

*


