
 

 

 

 

CAST 

ABEL – a dairy farmer at Santow County in Gremalock Kingdom 

JOLENE – his wife 

GELVALON – their son 

SHAMIM – their daughter 

AUNTIE – their maid 

BENARCH – Abel’s brother 

CLEMENT – Abel’s friend, also the manager of Santow County 

Dairy Farmers’ Cooperative. 

MR STEINSOUL – Jolene’s father 

MRS STEINSOUL – Jolene’s mother 

DELIA – Agricultural specialist, with PhD in Animal Breeding 

and Milk Production, also a human rights activist 

REINSAL – Governor of Santow County 

KING LUTAN III – the third king of Gremalock Kingdom 

SHERLOCK – Midway County palace’s rep, Jolene’s brother, 



 

 

 

also a nobleman 

TOBIAS - nobleman 

GREG – nobleman  

LUDWICK – nobleman  

CLEOPA – nobleman  

More noblemen 

JACOB – judge of the Supreme Court of Gremalock 

MS LEON - Jolene’s friend, a nurse. 

MRS NORMAN – a nurse hired by Abel and Jolene to treat 

Shamim 

MESSENGER – King Lutan III’s messenger 

DIRECTRESS – palace’s directress of information 

King Lutan III’s wife and sons 

Officer I and II - rebel police officers 

Rodgers, Nathaniel and Dekiah - Reinsal's ardent supporters 

Palace guards 

Farmers 

Other locals 

Police officers 

Elders 

Milk collectors 

 

The play takes place in Santow and Midway counties of 

Gremalock Kingdom. 
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PROLOGUE 

Curtains rise on Crestham Clan in Santow County, Gremalock 

Kingdom: it is morning and locals are arriving with cans of milk 

at a local collection port, some  pulling carts, some carrying them 

on their heads while others using donkeys. There are two lines 

running up to the collection counters, one for the men and 

another for the women, and four collectors. On each side, one 

collector is determining the milks’ quality and quantity and 

tallying them along with the farmers’ names while the other 

offloading the checked milks into the coolers. ABEL – 27, tall and 

dark-skinned, arrives pulling four twenty-litre cans of milk on a 

small cart and stands on the waiting line with the cart tucked 

close to him. Shortly, JOLENE – 24, mid-height, light-skinned 

and putting on a skater dress, enters with a bucket of milk on her 

head. She accidentally knocks her feet onto a stone and tumbles, 

causing the pail of milk to drop and spill on the grassy area. 

Everyone turns and looks at her with surprise. Abel quickly puts 

his cart down and rushes to her. 

ABEL (helping her up): Oh, I'm sorry, miss. 

JOLENE: Thank you, sir. 

She stares at her feet and part of the dress drenched with milk 

while he passes his eyes amorously around her modish hairstyle 

and gorgeous face. She looks up instantly and their eyes meet 

causing him to blush. 

ABEL: Um... let me... 

JOLENE (sadly): It’s OK. I’ll be fine, sir. (Picking up the twenty-

litre pail) Thanks. Allow me. (Turns and begins to walk away) 

ABEL: Uh, wait.  

JOLENE (turns and looks at him inquisitively): Yes? 
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ABEL: You can have one of mine. 

JOLENE:  No. You needn't do that, sir. 

ABEL: Don’t reject it. (Pointing at his cart) Those are all mine. 

(Beat. Jolene stares away) Please. 

JOLENE (hesitantly): Okay. But you didn’t have to, sir. 

ABEL: The pleasure is all mine. Come on. 

She follows him to the position where he stood on the men’s line. 

There is now only one person ahead of him. 

JOLENE: You know I’m not supposed to be standing here, on 

this line. 

ABEL: It’s okay; take it as if you just accompanied me. 

The person in front of them who has two twenty-litre cans is 

served paving way for them. Abel pulls out the cans of milk from 

the cart and places them on the large counter. The collector, a 

man seemingly in his thirties, checks and weighs each of them. 

COLLECTOR (after finishing; opens his record book and picks 

up a pen): Farmer’s name and ID, please? 

ABEL: Write it all under her name. 

JOLENE (surprised): Wait. All?! 

ABEL: Yes, all – all the milk. 

JOLENE: No, you said one. 

COLLECTOR (looks at them impatiently and inquisitively): Be 

quick, please. We have several others waiting behind you. 

JOLENE (emphatically): One. 

ABEL: Okay. (To the collector) Write one for her, three for me 

then. 
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COLLECTOR: She'll have to cross over to the women's line.  

ABEL: Just write it for her please. 

COLLECTOR (firmly): That's against our rules, dude. 

ABEL: Please. I don't mean to be rude, but she just had a terrible 

accident which I guess you saw, and... this simply is my way of 

saying sorry. She'd otherwise be on the women's line. 

COLLECTOR (after thinking): Alright. I'll refer it to the other 

side, but next time you'll both have to toe the line. 

ABEL: Thank you. 

COLLECTOR (Tears off a piece of paper from his book): Your 

name, please madam. 

JOLENE: Write Stephanie Steinsoul. 

COLLECTOR (jots down): Farmer’s ID? 

JOLENE: 2-9-4-6. 

COLLECTOR: Okay. (Passes the piece of paper to his fellow 

collectors on the ladies' side and then returns to Abel.) And you? 

ABEL: Abel Layland. 

COLLECTOR (writes): ID? 

ABEL: 3-0-0-4. Thank you. 

The collector nods after writing. They step aside and wait as the 

other collector empties the cans. Then they pick and drop the cans 

into the cart and walk away, Abel pulling the cart behind him. 

ABEL (as they walk): You said you’re called Stephanie Steinsoul, 

yeah? 

JOLENE: No, that’s my sister’s name. I’m Jolene Steinsoul. 

ABEL: Wow. Jolene. That’s a beautiful rare name here.  
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JOLENE: Thanks. And thanks again for saving my day. My 

sister would have skinned me alive. (Chuckles) 

ABEL (startled): She’s that grouchy? 

JOLENE: Yeah... she hates clumsiness... likes things done with 

barely an ounce of error.  

ABEL: Oh, I see. She must be difficult to relate with then. Uh... 

I'm seeing you here now only for the third time in a skip order. 

JOLENE (Sighs): Yes. Well... actually I wouldn’t have come 

today too were it not for my nephew’s sickness. The boy fell sick 

yesterday evening.  

ABEL: Oh, I'm sorry. Has he received any treatment? 

JOLENE: I hope so. My sister said she'd take him to the hospital 

today. 

ABEL: Well I pray he gets better. So... you're staying with your 

aunt, which means you don't come from around, mm?  

JOLENE (nodding): Mm-h. I come from the capital. 

ABEL: Midway County? 

JOLENE: Yes, Midway. I just came here two weeks ago after my 

graduation to stay with my sister awhile. She is married in this 

place – though more indigent than a church mouse she is. 

(Chuckles)  

ABEL (laughing): Aren't you ridiculous! You're saying she's 

poorer than a church mouse! 

JOLENE: What would one call it anyway? If you have a rich 

brother who's willing to educate you to whatever level you wish, 

but then you just decide to turn it all down, and then get married 

all of a sudden and give birth to fourteen children, fourteen – in 
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this evolving world, Abel? What would people call that? 

ABEL (laughing): Fourteen? Oh, just stop it, you're splitting my 

side. (Continues laughing) 

JOLENE: And that boy's seventeen and her eldest imagine. I'm 

telling you, that woman's life's miserable. (Wryly) It's poverty of 

the mind and the hand combined. 

ABEL: Well, let's just say she's found herself in that tight spot 

just like anyone else would. Life throws people to wherever it 

wishes. 

JOLENE: No. That was a choice she made. Refused to be paid 

for school fee by our elder brother who's spluttering rich, a 

nobleman – just imagine!  

ABEL: A nobleman?!  

JOLENE:  Yes. Sherlock Steinsoul, Midway’s palace rep. Of 

course you know him. On top of that, his wife’s a school 

principal. 

ABEL: What a blessing to your family! 

JOLENE (gloomily): Well... many people think so. (Sighs) 

ABEL (suspiciously): Is there a problem? 

JOLENE: Oh, those people are so sucking with rules and pride 

that I just hate being their child every minute I think of it. 

ABEL: I'm sorry. Didn't know they're quite a trouble too. (Beat) 

So, what did you study in campus? 

JOLENE: Law. I um... I graduated with first class in law. 

ABEL: Wow! Congratulations to you on your success. 

JOLENE: Thanks. If nothing comes my way, then I'll be starting 

my master’s degree next year. My parents wanted me to go for it 
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straight away but I refused. 

ABEL: Why? You could have just... 

JOLENE: No. Way no. Learning is tough, especially with the 

kind of programme I pursued. Had to take some time off books. 

ABEL: Certainly. I'm happy for you, Ms Steinsoul. 

JOLENE: Thank you. And you – are you doing anything? 

ABEL: Yes. I'm a livestock keeper.  

JOLENE: As in, you... 

ABEL: I take care of some dairy animals I inherited from my 

father. 

JOLENE (smiling distortedly): I love that. It’s good to be a 

hardworking person, you know.  

ABEL: That's right. So... are you going to be around till next 

year? 

They arrive at a junction and stop. 

JOLENE: Mmm... depends on a few factors. Why do you ask? 

ABEL: Nothing. I just hope to talk to you more. (Looking into her 

eyes) I like your gregarious nature by the way.  

JOLENE (with a giggle): Gregarious?! M’h. Thanks. Who else 

would meet a stranger and start talking to them like a long-time 

friend? Please... (laughing) just call it loquacious, not gregarious. 

ABEL: Oh no, Ms Steinsoul, we're strangers to each other no 

more and...  (with suppressed laughter) and loquacious... oh, that's 

such a demeaning term to use to refer to yourself. You’re just 

affable – somehow blessed with the gift of the gab. 

JOLENE (gaily): See? That’s it. And some people say I always 

talk the hind legs off a donkey. (They both laugh) Must be a good 
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joke about my talkativeness I guess. 

ABEL: Personally I... I guess I don't talk much, and I think we 

just blend so well. 

JOLENE: Do we? 

ABEL: Yes. That's how it goes, cause two mutes can't stick 

together for long. 

JOLENE (Sighs): Well, if you say so. I’m going this direction. 

ABEL: And I this direction. Thanks for your company. Would 

you please mind if I had your contact? We could... probably, 

touch base later. 

JOLENE: Fine, but keep it a bit... a bit professional. (With 

muffled laughter) Don’t call anyhow like a head-loose drunkard. 

ABEL (putting the cart down and removing a notebook and pen 

from his pocket): No, I promise I won’t be stupid. I just love a 

good conversation. That's all. 

JOLENE: Is that a notebook you're carrying? Damn, you must be 

a serious farmer! 

JOLENE: Yes it is. I always carry along this notebook and pen 

wherever I go. I find note-taking important to me as a farmer.  

JOLENE: And that points only to one thing. Did you pursue a 

programme in livestock technology or anything related to it? 

ABEL: I pursued nothing. 

JOLENE: What do you mean nothing? 

ABEL (gloomily): Well, I’ve never had an opportunity to finish 

my studies, Jolene. My parents died from some terrible illness 

when I was in grade five... 

JOLENE (sadly): Oh man, I'm so sorry. 
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ABEL: Thanks. And... and so after they died, there was no one in 

our extended family willing to take care of our feeding, let alone 

schooling. 

JOLENE: No aunt, no uncle, no in-law? 

ABEL: Plenty, but none was willing to assume parental 

responsibilities. This being the case, and as the eldest in our 

family, I had to go my way to fend for my three siblings.  

JOLENE (a bit emotional): Damn. You were so young. Oh this 

wretched world! 

ABEL: Yes I was, but I was also strong. Thank God my parents 

had left behind some cows. So I turned myself into a herds-boy, 

and a small scale farmer too. And believe me, with this milk and 

farm-work, I have managed to rekindle their dreams.  

JOLENE (smiling): That's amazing, heroic in fact. 

ABEL: Thank you. My brother Benarch just finished his college 

studies last year and already has a family and a job and... 

JOLENE (a bit surprised): Benarch? 

ABEL: Yeah, do you know him? 

JOLENE: No. It’s... the name is... he has a uniquely familiar 

name. 

ABEL: You might have met him. He lives in the capital – a 

renowned surgeon, by the way. I'm just so happy for him. 

JOLENE (reservedly, looking away): Wow, a renowned 

surgeon... (Now looking at him in the eye) M’h, you have a sweet 

bitter story, Abel. I feel touched by the loss and challenges you 

faced growing up. 

ABEL: As it is said, adversity and loss make a man wise and 
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strong. 

JOLENE: Exactly. Does the milk pay that much anyway? 

ABEL: I can’t boast of it, but it’s what has kept our family going. 

Gremalock Creameries Cooperative pays thirty shillings per litre. 

JOLENE: Not that bad.  

ABEL: Yes. And my three cows yield about one-fifty litres per 

day. I keep the evening seventy for home use and local sales, and 

take the morning eighty to the cooperative. 

JOLENE: Then it's clearly paying you pretty well. You’re a great 

person, Abel – you wouldn’t allow your parents’ death to cudgel 

you up into a useless person. 

ABEL: It would even be unfair to my siblings. (Giving her the 

notebook and pen) Would you, kindly? 

She jots her telephone number and hands him back the book, but 

drops the pen intentionally and bends down to pick it. He again 

amorously stares at her modish hairstyle. She straightens and 

their eyes meet. This time round, he remains staring intently at 

her. 

JOLENE (blushes, smiling): I'm sorry. (Giving him the pen) 

Here. I must go. 

He takes the pen and remains holding her hand. Then he glances 

around and moves closer to her. Holds her close and kisses her 

lightly on the forehead. 

ABEL (stops and looks at her closely in the eye): I... um... I love 

you, Jolene. (Beat) I love you. (Releases her and glances around 

suspiciously. Sees someone approaching them from behind but in 

the distance). Well, I um... 

JOLENE: I must go. 
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ABEL: Aight. I’ll talk to you soon. 

JOLENE: Okay. Bye. 

ABEL: Bye. 

They take different directions and vanish in the thick forest and 

maize plantation.  

The curtains fall and rise up on Jolene’s parents’ house at 

Midway. About five months later. The living room is large and 

moderately furnished with executive furniture and beautiful wall 

tapestries. The dining section is separated from the sitting section 

with two closely-put curtains. It is about two o’clock in the 

afternoon and seated in the sitting section of the room are Jolene 

and her parents, three brothers and two sisters, Abel and his 

brother and two other companions, some elders, and neighbours. 

There is an unusual calm inside the house. Abel’s brother – 

BENARCH – 24, tall, slim and brown, is whispering something to 

the two friends. Mooting outside the house in low tones are four 

elders, three men and a woman. After a short while, the elders 

enter the house, the female one carrying a broom. All eyes turn 

onto them as they sit. 

ELDER 1 – man: We apologise to our visitors for taking too long 

to reach consensus. (Abel and his companions nod) Well, we’ve 

seen it wise to accept the sixty bulls and twenty cows from our 

visitors, as a good gesture of their interest in initiating this kinship 

between the Cresthams and Wanskays. (Applause from the 

neighbours and elders) However, they will have to top up the 

remaining ten goats and ten sheep on their next visit, after the 

wedding. That is the unanimous voice of elders, a voice that can 

never be broken without meeting a curse. 

CLEMENT – Abel’s companion, about forty, tall and muscular: 
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Many thanks to our elders for seeing it wise to endorse this union. 

More applause. Stephanie signals Jolene and Abel to stand. The 

two stand and move to the front of the gathering. 

ELDER 2 – woman, carrying the broom (stands and clears her 

voice): My fellow citizens and natives of Wanskay and Crestham 

clans, this broom that I carry is an emblem of our marriage 

traditions. It’s been passed down from generation to generation, 

with the belief that it brings with it peace and an avalanche of 

blessings to every household that abides by its precepts. I hereby 

hand it to our bride, for a night of sweeping in her new home after 

this wedding, and the subsequent return to my safe custody. 

(Hands Jolene the broom) My daughter, this is a sign that you 

accept to take good care of your husband and children. By this, 

you promise, that you will always mind the affairs of your home – 

that is, your husband, your children, and all your husband’s 

kindred. You also promise that you will never sweep the house of 

another woman. If you agree, say aye. 

JOLENE (smiling): Aye. 

ELDER 2: Please hand it over to your groom. (Sits) 

Jolene gives Abel the broom. 

ELDER 3 – man (to Abel): My son, by taking that broom, you 

swear to your bride that you will always take good care of her in 

all situations, and that she will always be the only broom that 

sweeps sweet to you. You promise her and this entire gathering 

that you will never bring in other foreign brooms into your house, 

and that wherever she makes a mistake in her sweeping, you will 

always correct her with love and understanding. If you agree, say 

aye. 

ABEL: Aye. 
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ELDER 3: Good. Please return the broom to your bride. (Abel 

returns the broom to Jolene) Now, in line with our traditions and 

the powers vested on me, I pronounce you husband and wife. 

(Applause. Jolene and Abel look at each other and smile) You 

may now have your seats.  

The new couple sit.  

ELDER 4 – man: My grandson, a woman is like a cow. (Abel’s 

eyes glow up with surprise) If you treat her well and keep her 

away from pests and diseases, she will give you enough milk, the 

best of its kind. (Laughter from the gathering) Surely, you can’t 

deny your dairy animal enough feeds and water, treat it poorly, 

and still expect it to produce good milk; that’s only what cold-

hearted tyrants do, just as they have done to our beloved country 

and contributed to her economic recession. (Expressions of 

empathy from the gathering) A woman is like a country. If you 

treat her with disdain and allow foreigners to take control of her – 

ripping off her resources, she will collapse and her citizens – the 

children she'll have borne you as her leader, will suffer. (People 

marvel, some applaud). And my grand-daughter, a man is a 

neatherd, a man is a leader; you must learn fast to be meek and to 

listen to his voice. Don’t be cheated – there’re lots of cows out 

here without herds, and if you can’t succeed in meeting your 

herd's needs, then what else would you expect but aversion? 

Likewise, you cowherd, my son, don’t think too much that there 

are few herds in the field till a fellow herd runs away with your 

cow. (Laughs, the people laugh too) The thing is, fellow citizens, 

both the cow and her tender should meet each other at the hub of 

their needs. (Applause) And that’s my sincerest advice to you, my 

grandchildren. May there be peace and prosperity in your 

marriage. 
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Applause. 

MR STEINSOUL: Fellow citizens and natives of the great 

Wanskay and Crestham clans, good afternoon. 

ALL: Good afternoon. 

MR STEINSOUL: I’m overwhelmed with both joy and anxiety 

at my daughter’s imminent departure to her new home. As a 

father, I release her and decree a cornucopia of blessings to her 

marriage. My son-in-law, (sternly) won’t you stand while I talk to 

you? (Abel stands). You’ve robbed me my source of joy, and yet I 

surrender meekly. (Smiles) The only thing I demand, however, is 

that you take good care of her. Food we have in plenty; what we 

seek is peace. Okay? 

ABEL (meekly): Yes, father. 

MR STEINSOUL: Good. And remember, this is your home; 

you’re always welcome any time you feel like dropping by to 

share a meal with us. 

Applause. 

ABEL: Thank you. 

MR STEINSOUL: You can sit. 

Abel sits. 

MRS STEINSOUL (stands): Good afternoon, our visitors, elders 

and fellow clan-people. 

ALL: Good afternoon. 

 MRS STEINSOUL: Thank you all for coming to this great 

occasion (Emotionally) My daughter, my lastborn, my dearest 

kind, it’s hard for me to merge with the reality that we’ll soon be 

parting ways. But as a mother, I’m left with no option but to 
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liberate you. After all, what’s a mother’s earnest longing for her 

grown-up children? Is it not to see them happily married and 

successful in all their ways? With an open heart, I release you, 

Jolene. Live peacefully with your husband and his relatives. 

Whenever there’s a problem between you, solve it amicably, 

without violence. And you, my son-in-law, this is your home – 

welcome always. You have my blessings. (Abel nods. Beat. Mrs 

Steinsoul sighs and forces a smile) Now, we’ve an olive branch to 

extend to you all. You’re welcome to dine with us on the other 

side of our little palace, everyone in this gathering. 

She moves to the dining section and pushes apart the curtains 

concealing it, bringing into view three large tables, all furnished 

with various delicacies, both foreign and local. She gestures at 

the gathering to move to the section. The stage curtains fall as 

everyone stands and exits to the dining section. 

Shortly afterward, the curtains rise up again, now on Abel’s 

house at Crestham Clan in Santow County – slightly modern and 

four-roomed. It is morning, about two days after the traditional 

wedding. Abel enters in his farm attire, carrying four empty cans. 

He takes them to the kitchen and then goes to his bedroom. He 

sees a letter on the floor, next to Jolene's box, the box itself 

locked. He picks up the letter, visibly addressed to Jolene, opens 

the envelope and removes the letter-piece. 

ABEL (reads silently, Benarch's voice coming up in the 

background, his countenance slowly falling): 

Dear Jolene,  

Thanks for your response. I was hurting to realise that you fell in 

love with my brother. You know that I still love you, baby, and 

long to be with you every second. Don't you remember the vows 

we took? I’ll be back to the city two days after the wedding. Drop 
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me a line when you come. And about the phone issue, no need to 

fret – your brother is damn rich, baby. But I’ll buy you a brand 

new one in a month's time anyway. Take care, my love.  

Yours,  

Benarch Layland. 

He is filled with exasperation. He looks at the locked metal box 

and clicks himself angrily. Turns to leave with the letter in his 

hand, but immediately spots another strange object on the bed – a 

small woollen doll. Picks and examines it closely. Sees a zip on its 

belly, anxiously unzips the doll and a key drops onto the floor. 

Sighs, picks up the key and tries it on the box’s lock. It fortunately 

works, so he opens the box and instantly starts checking through 

Jolene's clothing and other stuff. His hands are shaking and, 

every moment, he keeps glancing at the door. He finds a fat brown 

envelop below the pile of clothes and pulls it out, holding it upside 

down. He is shocked when several small letters, exactly the same 

size as the one he is carrying, flow out of the envelope and drop 

onto the floor. He drops the one he is carrying onto the pile and 

squats down to check. All the letters are addressed to Jolene in 

the same handwriting as the one on the envelope of the letter he 

has just dropped. The part of his first conversation with Jolene 

around his brother as they came from the milk collection port 

flows back to his mind:  

JOLENE (a bit surprised): Benarch? 

ABEL: Yeah, do you know him? 

JOLENE: No. It’s... the name is... he has a uniquely 

familiar name. 

ABEL: You might have met him. He lives in the capital, 

a renowned surgeon, by the way. I'm just so happy for 

him. 
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ABEL (angrily): Damn! She knew him. 

A knock comes at the main door. He stands, takes a deep sigh and 

moves to the sitting room. Seeing his brother standing at the door, 

he forces a smile. 

ABEL: Oh, Benarch, come on inside, bro. 

BENARCH (walking in): Morning, brother. Um... sorry for 

spoiling your morning treat. (Looking at him suspiciously)  Are 

you alright? (Sits) 

ABEL (with a tickle in his voice): Yes, I’m fine. (Scoffs and sits) 

How’re you? 

BENARCH: I'm okay. Is my in-law around? 

ABEL: She... uh... she has gone to the river, I think. I came from 

the milk collection port and didn’t find her. (Sighs) 

BENARCH: I see. I hope all's well. 

ABEL: Um… what brings you so early? Don’t tell me you’re 

planning to return to Midway today. 

BENARCH (chuckles): You know it. My work leave is over and 

I’m supposed to report to work tomorrow. 

ABEL: You didn’t tell me it would end this soon! (Beat) Why 

don’t you travel at night then? 

BENARCH: I should have told you, but there’s been quite a lot 

going on that I wouldn’t stop to think about my return till yester-

night. And if I travel at night, I’ll not be able to report to work 

tomorrow morning, you know. 

ABEL: Okay. I understand. (With a slight twist of tone) There’s 

actually been quite a lot going on. And you’ve been... 

BENARCH (anxiously): There you go again, holding out on me. 
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Whatever it is, brother, why don't you just tell me? 

ABEL: You sure want to know? 

BEBARCH: Yes. Tell me, we're brothers... and it's not good to 

see you hurting, especially not after your wedding. 

ABEL (looks annoyed, sighs): I see. So this is how it goes. 

(Stands) Just a moment, I'll show you. (Exits to his bedroom). 

Benarch now looks anxious and uncomfortable. A few moments 

later, Abel re-emerges with the stack of envelopes in his hands 

and throws at him. 

ABEL (loudly and irately): There it is, mother-lover. Why, 

Benarch? Why didn't you tell me? 

BENARCH (scared, as if clueless): What? I don't understand. 

ABEL: You don't understand?! You knew when I was courting 

this lady. Why didn't you tell me you two were having an affair? 

BENARCH (ashamed, stands): I um... please, I... 

ABEL: What? You should have just told me, Benarch. I'd have 

stopped. Now see, we've tied the knot in public, bound ourselves 

to a flipping oath! 

BENARCH: I'm sorry. I... 

ABEL: Are you ever sorry for anything though? Oh, son-of-a... 

Leave! Just take your wife and kids and go… back to the city. 

Enters Jolene with a bucket of water on her head. She places the 

bucket down. 

JOLENE: What's going on here? (Sees the scattered letters, 

frightened) Oh no! 

Abel gives her a brief trenchant look, still fuming with anger. He 

then quickly lifts the bucket and pours the water on her and then 
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pushes her aside, causing her to slump down.  

BENARCH: No, stop… 

Abel clouts him hard on the cheek and pushes him aside, and then 

vehemently matches out. 

Curtains fall and stage lights fade out. 
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