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CHARACTERS 

 
CHARLES, a young 30s, a journalist from the United States.  
 
PAUL, late 20s, a Tutsi soldier in the RPF (Rwandan Patriotic Front). 
 
DUSABI, 40s, a Tutsi survivor, looks older. 
 
SISTER ALICE, Consolata, early 30s, a Catholic nun, accused of crimes against humanity. 
 
SISTER JUSTINA, Bernadette, 40s, a Catholic nun, accused of crimes against humanity. 
 
 

CASTING 
 

The play should be performed by a cast of 5 Black actors: 3 men and 2 women. 
 
 

PLACE AND TIME 
 

The city of Kigali in Rwanda, a country in east Africa, approximately the size of 
Vermont. A world haunted by phantoms. Easter weekend. April 1999.  
 
 

TEXT NOTES 
 

All punctuation and spacing is intentional and gives a sense of the lineÕs delivery.  
 
A slash (/) indicates that the following lines begin to overlap at that point. 
 
When set aside as a line, an É is a pregnant pause, a moment when the character gets to 
the next place. It can be filled with sound or silence, whichever seems appropriate. 
 
The symbol (Ð?Ð) designates a questioning pause. 
 
The hyphen (Ð) at the end of the line indicates an interruption. 
 
 

AUTHOR’S NOTES 
 

The native language of Rwanda is Kinyarwanda, though French is also spoken. Save for 
Charles, all of the characters speak English with a French-African accent.  
 
Wives do not take their husbandÕs last names  
 



The titles of each of the Thirteen Apocryphal Stations should either be projected or 
spoken. 
 
An intermission should be taken before the 13 APOCRYPHAL STATIONS. 
 
 

TRANSLATION OF KINYARWANDAN WORDS AND PHRASES 
 
Mana, wari uri he?: ÒGod, where were you?Ó 
 
Oya!: ÒNo!Ó 
Tuku!: ÒBlood!Ó 
 
Ibyeri: ÒBeerÓ 
Gaswere nyoke: ÒGo and fuck your mother.Ó 
 
Tubatsembasembe: ÒWe shall exterminate them.Ó 
Inyenzi: ÒCockroach,Ó a derogatory term for the Tutsi used by the Hutu Power 
movement. 
Muhere aruhande: ÒGo about the task systematically from one place to another.Ó A coded 
statement used by the interahamwe to describe the ÒworkÓ of murdering all the Tutsis. 
 
See Pronunciation Guide at back of script for more information. 
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Decimation means the killing of every tenth person in a population, and in 
the spring and early summer of 1994, a program of massacres decimated 
the Republic of Rwanda. Although the killing was low-techÐ performed 
largely by macheteÐ it was carried out at dazzling speed: of an original 
population of about seven and a half million, at least eight hundred 
thousand were killed in just a hundred days. Rwandans often speak of a 
million deaths, and they may be right. 

ÐÐ Philip Gourevitch 
We Wish to Inform You that Tomorrow We Will Be Killed with Our Families 
 
 
 
There is the question of our growing suspicions of fictions in general. But 
it seems that we still need them. 

ÐÐ Frank Kermode 
The Sense of an Ending 

 



DAY ONE: HOLY THURSDAY (APRIL 1, 1999) 
 

(On a hillside in Rwanda, above the city of Kigali, 
two nuns Ð coffee-colored veils and white white 
robes Ð sing.) 

 
THE NUNS 

Jesus loves me, This I know 
For the Bible tells me so 
Little ones to Him belong 
They are weak, but He is strong 
 
Yes, Jesus loves me  
Yes, Jesus loves me 
Yes, Jesus loves me 
The Bible tells me– 

 
  

 
(The yard in front of a church, just outside Kigali. 
Charles Ð in khaki pants, t-shirt and vest Ð stands 
with Paul, a younger man in military fatigues. Paul 
carries a rifle over his shoulder and wears a black 
military cap and sunglasses. The door is overgrown 
with weeds.) 

 
PAUL 

This is the place. 
 

CHARLES 
Yes. 

 
PAUL 

I am to take you inside. 
 

CHARLES 
ItÕs beautiful. I wasnÕt expecting it to be like this. IÕm sure, tourists. Well, not 
tourists. But visitors. They must say that. And it is. ItÕs very beautiful. These hills. 
As we were turning the bend on the road down thereÐ 

 
PAUL 

Our roads, they are good. 
 

CHARLES 
Sorry? 

 



PAUL 
We have good roads. 

 
CHARLES 

Yes. Must sound like an idiot. Sorry. Just incredibly tired. Can never sleep on 
planes. Downed two small things of gin, even took an Ambien, andÐ 

 
PAUL 

Ð?Ð 
 

CHARLES 
Sleeping pills.  
Christ, IÕm starving. No, sorry, not starving. Hungry. 

 
(Paul takes out a military canteen. He takes a swig 
and then offers it to Charles.) 

 
PAUL 

Beer? 
 

CHARLES 
No, thanks. 
On second thought, Colonel. 

 
(Charles drinks.) 

 
PAUL 

Empty. 
 

CHARLES 
Ð?Ð 

 
PAUL 

You say, beautiful. But it is, empty. No people. Empty. 
 

CHARLES 
Hard to imagineÐ 

 
PAUL 

No, no it is not. 
 

CHARLES 
The quiet, itÕs peaceful. In New York, you long for quiet. I mean, this is 
wonderful. But at some point, I guess, you remember why itÕs. Quiet. And then. 
Then itÕs not peaceful. But terrifying. Silence, it, it screams. 

 



PAUL 
Why you come here? 

 
CHARLES 

To Rwanda? ItÕs my assignment.  
 

PAUL 
Five years, long time to wait.  

 
CHARLES 

I go where IÕm sent. 
 

PAUL 
Like the army. Do what you told. 
Now. We go inside. 

 
CHARLES 

You shot that dog. On the street. 
 

PAUL 
Yes. 

 
CHARLES 

Why? 
 

PAUL 
Habit. 

 
CHARLES 

Ð?Ð 
 

PAUL 
You see many dogs? 

 
CHARLES 

I just stepped off a plane, canÕt say I was lookingÐ 
 

PAUL 
Right after, there were hundreds. On the street. They travel in packs. Feed off 
corpses. Turn a corner, find them feasting on those not yet buried. Shot one, my 
first night. Had a womanÕs thigh hanging out its mouth. Shot many many dogs 
those weeks. 

 
CHARLES 

How did youÐ 
 



PAUL 
What? 

 
CHARLES 

That it was a womanÕs? 
How could youÐ 

 
PAUL 

You know. Things you learn. 
Shot some cats too. Much harder to do. Cats. 
When I was child. My cat. She was called, Juliet. 

 
CHARLES 

Juliet? 
 

PAUL 
Beautiful. My mother, she named her. 

 
CHARLES 

Do you. Uh. Do you have a cat now? 
 

PAUL 
I do. She is called Juliet. 

 
CHARLES 

Juliet? 
 

PAUL 
Juliet, yes. Do I say, incorrect? Juliet. 

 
CHARLES 

No, not at all. 
 

PAUL 
All of my cats, I call Juliet. 

 
CHARLES 

Ah. You donÕt strike me as a cat person. 
 

PAUL 
What is, cat person? 

 
CHARLES 

Someone who likes cats. Can I ask you something, Colonel?  
 



PAUL 
Call me Paul. 

 
CHARLES 

Charles. 
 

PAUL 
Yes, Charles. 

 
CHARLES 

Were you born here, Paul? 
 

PAUL 
I was. But left. Long before.  

 
CHARLES 

Where did you go? 
 

PAUL 
Is this for your story? 

 
CHARLES 

WeÕre spending a few days together, thoughtÐ 
 

PAUL 
Put me in your story, Charles. 

 
CHARLES 

Where did you go? When you left? 
 

PAUL 
My parents worried. Knew it could happen. Wanted me to attend school 
elsewhere. Sent me to family. First, Zaire. Then, farther. Knew it was coming.  

 
CHARLES 

But you came back. 
 

PAUL 
When the war broke out. When the RPF invaded. I came back. Joined the Rebel 
Army. Wanted to be a part. Missed this, missed them. This is where I must be. 

 
CHARLES 

And your family? 
 

PAUL 
Yes? 



 
CHARLES 

You are Tutsi. 
 

PAUL 
I am Rwandan.  

 
CHARLES 

Your family is Tutsi, did theyÐ 
 

PAUL 
My family stayed 

 
CHARLES 

But when the Hutu militias began massacring the TutsisÐ 
 

PAUL 
They stayed 

 
CHARLES 

What happened toÐ 
 

PAUL 
I said they stayed. 

 
(Silence.) 

 
PAUL 

We go inside now.  
 

(Paul walks to the door of the church, but Charles 
does not.) 

 
CHARLES 

I need to get to the jail. We canÕt be late. I have limited time with the nuns. 
 

PAUL 
I was told to show you the church. 

 
CHARLES 

Need to interview them as much as possible before theyÕre taken to Belgium. 
CanÕt be late. 

 
PAUL 

Kigali is not far. I show you church, then we go. 
 



CHARLES 
Paul, drive me to the jail. 

 
PAUL 

Will not take long toÐ 
 

CHARLES 
No! 

 
PAUL 

You frightened? 
 

CHARLES 
(Nervous laughter.) 
IÕm not, frightened. 

 
PAUL 

I ask again. Are you frightened, Charles?  
Charles, are you frightened? 

 
CHARLES 

No, no, itÕs just thatÐ 
No. 
I um just canÕt. I mean. 
I canÕt go in there. I. I canÕt. 

 
(Pause.) 

 
PAUL 

We go. 
 

  
 

(A sudden illumination. A man, naked. Dusabi. 
Crumpled and holding himself tight. The light of a 
stained glass window.) 

 
DUSABI 

(Weak) 
ElisabethÐ 

 
(The sound of the dead.) 

 
DUSABI 

(Weaker still) 
Mana, wari uri he? 

 



(The light is extinguished.) 
 

  
 

(A holding cell in a jail in Kigali. Charles sits with 
the two nuns.) 

 
CHARLES 

Good afternoon, Sisters.  
Sister Justina. Sister Alice. 
It is nice to meet you both.  
I am Charles. Some people have called me, Chuck, girlfriends, Charlie. A few 
flirted with the idea of Chip. My friends call me Charles. Call me whatever youÕd 
like. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Charles. 
 

CHARLES 
(Glancing at watch.) Afternoon? Almost evening. The problem of jet-lag. Time 
gets, jumbled.  

 
SISTER ALICE 

Are you hungry? Perhaps we could ask the guardÐ 
 

CHARLES 
That is kind. But no, thank you, Sister. 
As stated in the agreement you signed, I will be recording our conversations. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Yes. 
 

CHARLES 
I appreciate you speaking to me. I know it is unusual. Not much usual about this 
case. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

We do not think our lawyers, no, the lawyers of this country, have taken care to 
learn the truth. We feel it is important that the world know the truth. There are 
many lies spoken about us. This will be a help to us. We are accused unjustly. Let 
the record show. 

 
CHARLES 

Our publication has been following the story of Rwanda since the beginning of 
the violence. Though it is an American newsweekly, um, magazine, we are read 
around the world. 

 



SISTER JUSTINA 
Your requests to speak with us were persistent. 

 
CHARLES 

A profile on your case. Your story will be known. 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
Let us begin then. 

 
(Charles turns on the recorder and takes out his 
notes.) 

 
CHARLES 

Thursday, April 1st, 1999. A jail in Kigali. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
Holy Thursday. 

 
CHARLES 

Yes. April FoolÕs too. A day to play tricks on people. 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
There will be no tricks here, Charles. 

 
CHARLES 

ThatÕs good to hear, Sister.  
So tell me, tell me about life at the church. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Our lives? Our lives? Our life is the church. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
We live there, many years. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

I remember the day Sister Alice joined us there. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
I was so scared. I have never been that far from my family. But Bernadette took 
care of me. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

That is our life, the church. 
 



SISTER ALICE 
We wake up. After morning mass, cook breakfast for Father Neromba and the 
other men who work the grounds. Do washing. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Many afternoons we work with the children. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
Evening. We make dinner. Evening prayers. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

On SundayÐ 
 

SISTER ALICE 
Sunday, a large breakfast with many visitors. Followed by mass. Singing practice. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Yes, the choir. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
Cooking, washing up, mending of clothes, that is Sunday evening. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

That is our life. GodÕs work. 
Are you a Catholic, Charles? 

 
CHARLES 

Me? IÕm spiritual. My parents. My parents, they were what you call, um, radicals. 
In the Ô60s. They tried to stop a war, change the world. They failed. Instead, we 
got microwaves, Volvos and Reagan. I mean my parents didnÕt vote for ReaganÐ 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

I do not understand this. 
 

CHARLES 
Baby-boomers. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

-?- 
 

CHARLES 
Ever know someone who had really good intentions but always managed, 
somehow, to make things worse? 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Oh yes. 



 
CHARLES 

Baby-boomers. 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
You are not Catholic? 

 
CHARLES 

I believe in goodness.  
How do you find out the President had been killed?  

 
(Silence.) 

 
CHARLES 

There are no guards here. See? We are alone. You are safe. You can speak, freely. 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
We knew little of what happened. There was talk. We know his plane is shot 
down and all perish. 

 
CHARLES 

Was there anything unusual about the days before? Does anything stand out about 
those days before the PresidentÕs death? 

 
SISTER ALICE 

It is strange to say.  
But that time was a happy time for us. At the parish. Before all the trouble. 
No, you will think us silly nuns. That I am a silly nun. 

 
CHARLES 

No. Please. Sister Alice, no one is judging you here. What happened? 
 

SISTER ALICE 
There was a miracle. 
Oh. The look in his eyes when he returned. 
Father Neromba. She touched his head, blinding him with her glory. 
The Blessed Mother. 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Mary, the mother of Jesus. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
When he returned, the look in his eyes. Such joy. She spoke to himÐ 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

It was, it was a happy day for us all. 



 
CHARLES 

Sister Alice, what did the Blessed Mother say to Father Neromba? 
 

SISTER ALICE 
She sayÐ 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

We do not know. 
You do not come here to talk of miracles, Charles. 

 
(Silence.) 

 
CHARLES 

These are the facts. The Rwandan presidentÕs planeÕs shot down. Hutu extremists 
take control of the government. Roadblocks go up. The Hutu militias, men, boys, 
women even, with machetes, guns, begin to kill Tutsis. The killings continue until 
the RPF, the Tutsi rebels, from outside the country, invade and return order. 
When itÕs over at least 800,000 Tutsis are dead.  
But facts, they donÕt tell the whole story, they donÕt. 
You. You were here.  

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

A man from town, Seth. He comes and tells us. The RPF. The Tutsi rebels, they 
shot down the PresidentÕs plane. 

 
CHARLES 

The RPF? 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
That is what we are told. The rebels killed our President. 

 
SISTER ALICE 

RPF is not innocent. They are soldiers. 
 

CHARLES 
Your president was ready to sign a peace agreement with the RPF. 

 
SISTER ALICE 

They kill people. The RPF. They kill Hutus andÐ 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
We do not question. Soldiers from the RPF kill our President. That is what we 
know. 
Then noise grows in streets. I understand, not. It will pass, I say. It passes before, 
it shall pass again. 



 
CHARLES 

Did you worry about your own lives when you heard the news? The lives of the 
children in your town? 

 
SISTER ALICE 

We are Hutus. 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
We are Catholics. 

 
CHARLES 

Sister Alice, as a Hutu, you felt safe? 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
As Catholics we trusted God watches over us and keeps us safe. 

 
CHARLES 

As someone not from here. ItÕs hard for me, for me to tell. Hutu. Tutsi. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
A Hutu is a Hutu, a Tutsi, a Tutsi. The face, the height, the nose. And the identity 
cards. They tell. Says Hutu or Tutsi. But you see, you know. 

 
CHARLES 

The Belgian colonists created those terms, those divisions. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
No no you are not understanding me. Hutu. Tutsi. Nothing to do with Belgium. 

 
(Sister Justina takes Sister AliceÕs hand. A silent 
communication.) 

 
CHARLES 

I was at your church today. ItÕs beautiful. 
 

SISTER ALICE 
It is our home. It is so difficult, Charles. So far from the people who need us. 
From the church. We pray everyday to return. You do not understand what it is 
like here in this jail. This place is horrible, so many people, filth. Not for people, 
but animals. 

 
CHARLES 

What happens when the Tutsis begin to arrive at the church? 
 



SISTER JUSTINA 
Small groups at first. We are told to stay inside, to not go into the church. We see 
nothing. That is why the charges against us are absurd. 

 
CHARLES 

Why do the Tutsis come? 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
They come for shelter. 

 
CHARLES 

Shelter from? 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
There were disturbances.  

 
CHARLES 

Disturbances? 
 

SISTER JUSTINA 
Unrest, they come to the church 

 
CHARLES 

And what happens to them? 
 

(A sudden illumination. Sister Alice sees the church 
door. She alone hears the sound of thousands of 
people begging for their lives. The smell of rotting 
corpses. Sister Alice stands.) 

 
SISTER ALICE 

Oya! 
 

CHARLES 
Sister Alice? 

 
SISTER ALICE 

Tuku! Tuku! 
 

CHARLES 
Sister Alice / are you all right? 

 
SISTER JUSTINE 

Charles, that is all for today / Sister Alice is not feeling well. 
 



CHARLES 
Sister Alice Sister Alice 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

We continue tomorrow 
 

SISTER ALICE 
Never clean Never clean / Never 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Charles, you should go 
 

SISTER ALICE 
Turn awayÐ 

 
(Sister Alice crumples to the ground. The door 
vanishes.) 

 
SISTER JUSTINA 

Consolata! 
 

CHARLES 
Guard! 

 
  

 
(An email message. Charles.) 

 
CHARLES 

Arrived in one piece. Net connection is patchy. Dial up. Works on occasion. Met 
them today. DonÕt know what I expected. But not this. I want your elegance. Your 
subjects trust you, you flash a smile, speak just the right phrase, and they speak. 
Me? I donÕt have it. IÕm trying. 
Will email again when I can.   
Charlie. 

 
  

 
(A hotel bar in Kigali, lit by electric lights, strewn 
with candles, necessary illumination for when the 
power goes out, which is frequently. Paul and 
Charles sit at a table with a few empty beer bottles.) 

 
CHARLES 

Then she fainted. The guards took her out on a stretcher. 
 



PAUL 
She is good actress. 

 
CHARLES 

ThatÕs what you think? An act? 
 

PAUL 
It worked.  

 
CHARLES 

IÕm a New Yorker. IÕm not as gullible as you think. 
 

PAUL 
We see. 

 
(Another man, with a short beard, dressed in work 
pants and a short sleeve shirt, joins them. His face is 
scarred and he walks with a limp.) 

 
PAUL 

Ah Dusabi. 
 

DUSABI 
Good evening. 

 
PAUL 

Charles. Dusabi. 
 

CHARLES 
Dusabi, great to meet you. 

 
DUSABI 

You begun, yes? 
 

CHARLES 
Drinking? Yes. Paul has been treating me. 

 
DUSABI 

Our beer. Is good, no? 
 

CHARLES 
Yes. Very good. Too good. Makes my tongue loose. 

 
(Dusabi and Paul laugh.) 

 



DUSABI 
This is good thing. Makes quick friends of strangers. 

 
PAUL 

Join us. This is the American reporter. He is here to talk to the nuns. He meet 
them today. 

 
CHARLES 

Briefly. One of them had an attack.  
 

PAUL 
They put on a good show for the reporter. 

 
CHARLES 

Maybe. 
 

PAUL 
What do they say to you? 

 
CHARLES 

They said that you, the RPF, you shot down the PresidentÕs plane. 
 

PAUL 
Fucking Hutu lies Hutu lies 
Yes and we also come here and murder millions of our people too. 
Do not believe a word that comes out of mouths of nuns. Liars both liars. 

 
CHARLES 

Such anger, and from a man who loves cats. 
 

DUSABI 
He tell you about cats? 

 
CHARLES 

Oh yes, I heard all about his cats today. 
 

PAUL 
I have cats, yes. 

 
CHARLES 

Juliet. All called Juliet. 
 

DUSABI 
You should hear him.  
(In high-pitched voice.) Oh Juliet, my sweet sweet Juliet. 

 



CHARLES 
Who names their cat Juliet? 

 
PAUL 

Juliet is a fierce bitch. Just today she brought me a bird. She is hunter, my Juliet. 
 

(Pause.) 
 

(Dusabi and Charles burst into laughter.) 
 

PAUL 
Gaswere nyoke! 

 
(Paul storms away from the table.) 

 
CHARLES 

That wasnÕt in my phrase book. 
 

DUSABI 
No. Not nice. About mother. And. 

 
(Dusabi makes a rude hand gesture.) 

 
CHARLES 

Sorry, donÕtÐ 
 

DUSABI 
Go. (Same rude hand gesture.) Your mother. 

 
CHARLES 

Oh. Go fuck my mother. 
 

DUSABI 
Yes. 

 
CHARLES 

I better remember not to piss off the guy with the gun. 
 

DUSABI 
Do not let, Paul, make you, make you nervous. He is kind inside. He pretends not. 

 
CHARLES 

Guess IÕll find out. 
 

DUSABI 
What make you come here? 



 
CHARLES 

My assignment. 
 

DUSABI 
You are young. Like Paul, young. You must be important. 

 
CHARLES 

Important? Me? Nah. 
 

DUSABI 
For you to come here. Important. Your president Bill Clinton was here last year. 

 
CHARLES 

Yes, he was. Did you see him? 
 

DUSABI 
No, I hear on radio. 

 
CHARLES 

This is not really my story. Well, itÕs my story, now. Where I work, there was a 
shake-up, jobs moved, and the guy who had been working on the nuns, he 
couldnÕt make this trip. Rather than postpone, and lose this chance, he wanted me. 
HeÕs been a mentor. I mean, he wants me to do well. There arenÕt many of us on 
staff. 

 
DUSABI 

Us? 
 

CHARLES 
Black writers. African-American. 

 
DUSABI 

You? (Laughs.) American, yes. African, no. 
They say American Blacks are very funny. 

 
(Paul returns with three beers.) 

 
PAUL 

Yes, yes, yes. This is true. Baggy pants, act very bad, all very funny, man. 
 

DUSABI 
Tell us a joke. 

 
CHARLES 

A joke?  



 
PAUL 

Yes. Come on. A joke. 
 

CHARLES 
This some kind of April FoolÕs shit. 

 
DUSABI 

What is April FoolÕs shit? 
 

CHARLES 
Stupid American thing. 
Anyway I donÕt tell jokes, much. 

 
DUSABI 

Go on / a joke go on. 
 

PAUL 
Yes, Charles, joke, give us / a joke. 

 
CHARLES 

OK OK OK OK hereÕs one. HereÕs one from college. 
OK, so, an old sea captain walks into a bar, completely naked, except for his 
captainsÕs hat. And heÕs got, heÕs got this anchor tied to his balls. He walks up to 
the bar and tells the bartender, 
(In sea captain voice.) ÒArgh! IÕll have me some ale.Ó 
(Normal voice.) And the bartender politely says, ÒSorry no ale. YÕknow. Just 
beer.Ó 
(In sea captain voice.) ÒArgh! ThatÕll do.Ó 
(Normal voice.) So the bartender gives the captain the beer and the captain goes 
and takes his seat. But the bartender keeps looking at that anchor, just hanging, 
yÕknow, from his balls. So after awhile the bartender gets up the nerve and says, 
ÒI canÕt help but notice, um, but you, you gotta anchor hangin off yer balls. Um. 
Why?Ó  
The old sea captain thinks a second and then says, 
(In sea captain voice.) ÒArgh! ItÕs driving me nuts.Ó 

 
(Dusabi and Paul laugh.) 

 
DUSABI 

See, funny. 
 

CHARLES 
Thanks. Not that funny. Funny enough. 

 



PAUL 
I have a joke. 

 
DUSABI 

No, Charles. Paul is not funny. You see. He is / not funny. 
 

PAUL 
No, no, no this is a good one. Listen, Charles. 
A Tutsi comes home, he hears noises, noises coming from bedroom. He fears the 
worst. He tries to turn on the lights. But nothing. No power. He takes a small 
knife from the kitchen. Not a big knife for meat, a small knife. 

 
CHARLES 

Ah, butter knife? 
 

PAUL 
Yes. He has this, butter knife, he goes to bedroom. It is dark he cannot see. But 
ah, he sees glint on the floor of machete. His heart goes  
BOOM BOOM 
BOOM BOOM 
And he throws open the curtain. He is ready. And there, there in bed is his wife, 
his wife is in bed with Hutu. This man, he sighs, he sighs a sigh of relief 
WHOOSH 
He says, ÒI was worried something bad was happening.Ó 
The big Hutu looks up at the Tutsi holding the little knife, a little knife that cannot 
cut a vegetable, and the Hutu, he say, ÒDo not fear. That is what machete is for. 
Once I am through, I will take care of both of you.Ó 

 
(Silence.) 

 
CHARLES 

That supposed to be funny? 
 

(Paul and Dusabi laugh.) 
 

DUSABI 
Charles, I warn you, Paul, I warn you, he, not funny. 

 
(Suddenly, all of the lights in the bar go out.) 

 
CHARLES 

WhatÕs happening? 
 

(A sudden illumination. Charles sees the church 
door. He alone hears the sounds of thousands 
begging for their lives.) 



 
DUSABI 

Do not be afraid. The power.  
 

(Paul lights the candles at the table. The door 
vanishes, the sounds echo into silence.) 

 
DUSABI 

The lights will come back, soon. 
 

CHARLES 
Sorry, just unnerved me thatÕs all. Jetlag, running on no sleep, too much beer. 
Now IÕm seeing things. 

 
DUSABI 

What did you see? 
 

CHARLES 
Nothing. 

 
PAUL 

Dusabi tell you? 
You must tell him, Dusabi. 

 
CHARLES 

Tell me what? 
 

PAUL 
This man is a hero. 

 
DUSABI 

Here, there are no heroes. Here? No. 
 

PAUL 
Charles, he saw death and fought / to live.  

 
DUSABI 

Paul, please, it is late. 
 

CHARLES 
I donÕt understand. 

 
PAUL 

He should be the subject of your story, not nuns, not killers, friends of killers. 
 



CHARLES 
WhatÕs he saying, Dusabi? 

 
PAUL 

He was there, Charles. 
 

DUSABI 
My wife Elisabeth and I, we took shelter at the church when the killings begin. 
The church where the nuns lived.  

 
CHARLES 

Dusabi, you were there? 
 

PAUL 
Elisabeth and Dusabi are the only survivors of the massacre. 

 
CHARLES 

Dusabi, this is invaluable. 
 

DUSABI 
I do not want to be in your story. 

 
PAUL 

He knows the horrors of the nuns. He is the story / he isÐ 
 

DUSABI 
Paul, time and time again, I tell what occurred. For government, more and more. 
Spectacles about the horror. I must move on, to live, I must. 

 
(Paul realizes his error. He is quiet.) 

 
CHARLES 

Dusabi, youÕll be called to testify in Belgium. 
 

DUSABI 
Most likely. They send me papers. Again and again, I tell. ButÐ 
Tomorrow Charles. We will talk more then. But not tonight. 

 
CHARLES 

I was told there were no survivors. 
 

DUSABI 
You were told incorrect. 

 
CHARLES 

I must interview you both, you and Elisabeth 



 
DUSABI 

We speak on this tomorrow 
 

CHARLES 
What you mustÕve seen 

 
DUSABI 

The light will return soon, yes 
 

CHARLES 
What you both must know 

 
DUSABI 

Cannot see this drink in front of me, the dark 
 

CHARLES 
What this means for my story 
Dusabi you must / you must 

 
PAUL 

(Belligerent; defending Dusabi) 
Charles where were you five years ago? 

 
DUSABI 

Paul 
 

PAUL 
Where were you? 

 
CHARLES 

Paul, that is, that is not fair 
 

PAUL 
I ask you a question 
Where were you when it was happening? 

 
CHARLES 

We cared, I caredÐ 
 

PAUL 
You come here, you say you want to know 

 
CHARLES 

ThatÕs why IÕm here 
 



PAUL 
You want to know but you want to stay the same, safe, be rewarded for your story 

 
CHARLES 

Paul, I have a job to do 
 

(Suddenly Paul leaps from his chair and grabs 
Charles by his shirt, lifting him.) 

 
PAUL 

WHERE WERE YOU WHEN WE WERE DYING BY THE THOUSANDS? 
WHY DID YOU TURN AWAY WHEN YOU KNEW WHAT WAS 
HAPPENING HERE? 
WHY? 
WHY? 
ANSWER ME ANSWER Ð 

 
(The lights return. Paul releases Charles.) 

 
(Silence.) 

 
PAUL 

Charles. 
 

CHARLES 
IÕll see myself back to the hotel. 

 
PAUL 

Charles. 
 

CHARLES 
Good-night, Dusabi. 
PaulÐ 

 
(Charles leaves.) 

 
PAUL 

I should not haveÐ 
 

DUSABI 
Sit down. 

 
PAUL 

You donÕt understand I need toÐ 
 



DUSABI 
Sit. 
Give him space. 

 
(Paul sits.) 

 
DUSABI 

Drink. 
 

(Paul does.) 
 

PAUL 
He could not go into the church. I brought him there. He would not go in. 

 
DUSABI 

If we had a choice, would we open that door? 
 

PAUL 
Yes. I would.  

 
DUSABI 

ThatÕs what he saw. ThatÕs what terrified him. In the darkness, he saw. 
 

PAUL 
The church? 

 
DUSABI 

He saw. 
 

PAUL 
I must watch him. 

 
DUSABI 

Then do not make threats. If you need him to speak honestly to you. 
 

PAUL 
Yes. 

 
DUSABI 

Now. Get this old man more beer. 
 

(Blackout.) 
 


