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HOSTILE TAKEOVER

Setting

The play is set in contemporary South Africa, 2004.  

Characters

Nkosi is a hitman in his mid-fifties.  He is a bit scruffy, but attempts to dress like modern-day, black yuppies.  He has the trappings of new wealth.  He has a rich history of political struggle, but having been retrenched from the SANDF, he’s trying to make it as a businessman on the edge of the legal system.  He is streetwise, sussed with a sharp sense of humour, capable of being both sinister and  sensitive.  He can swing from being threatening to joking in a second, and vice versa.

Mr Green was a diplomat during the apartheid era, but was retrenched from the Foreign Affairs Department after 1994, and now runs a strip club.  In his early fifties, he has the elegance and self-importance of a former diplomat, and the desperation of a white man having to make it in the New South Africa.  He is cunning, with a keen sense of self-preservation.

Mabuso is a thirty-five-year old, upwardly mobile businessman.  He is self-assured, incredibly sophisticated and ruthless.

It’s in the middle of a veld with trees.  It is night time, and there are the sounds of nature like crickets.   Mr Green – wearing a shirt and tie - is digging a grave, which is very shallow at the time of the start of the play.  There is a large torch on the ground shedding light on Mr Green.  Nkosi is sitting on a mound of sand, chewing gum.  He’s wearing surgical gloves, and is brandishing a gun.

MR GREEN:
Did you do Johnny too?

NKOSI:

Did I do Johnny?

MR GREEN:
Did you?

NKOSI:

Johnny?

MR GREEN:
Did you do him?

NKOSI:

Johnny who?

MR GREEN:
Johnny….

NKOSI:

Who the fuck’s Johnny?

MR GREEN:
You know…

NKOSI:

Johnny Walker?  Johnny-come-lately?  

MR GREEN:
Mabuso.

NKOSI:

Johnny Mabuso?

MR GREEN:
Did you shoot him?

NKOSI:

Did I shoot Johnny Mabuso?

MR GREEN:
Yes.

NKOSI:

Johnny (thinks)….oh yeah.

MR GREEN:
So you did him?

NKOSI:

No.  Suicide.

MR GREEN:
Bullet in the back of his head?  How did he do that?

NKOSI:

Johnny Mabuso…he must have pissed off the system.

MR GREEN:
So?

NKOSI:

So that’s like committing suicide, man.

MR GREEN:
So you did him.  You shot him in the back of the head.

NKOSI:

I didn’t say that.

MR GREEN:
You didn’t say that, but….

NKOSI:

Did I say I shot him?

MR GREEN:
No, but…

NKOSI:

What did I say?

MR GREEN:
You said…

NKOSI:

Suicide.  I said it was suicide.

MR GREEN:
That’s what you said.

NKOSI:

Exactly.  That’s what I said.

MR GREEN:
But…

NKOSI:

But shit!  Just keep on digging, Mr Green.

Mr Green digs a bit.  Nkosi spits out the gum and lights up a cigarette.  There is silence for a little bit.

Mr GREEN:
So what’s this?

NKOSI:

What’s what?

MR GREEN:
Is this going to be a suicide too?

NKOSI:

Did you piss off the system?

MR GREEN:
I don’t know.

NKOSI:

You must have pissed off someone.

MR GREEN:
Maybe…

NKOSI:

You’re not sure?

MR GREEN:
Someone wants me dead.

NKOSI:

So someone took out a contract.

MR GREEN:
What did I do?

NKOSI:

I don’t know.

MR GREEN:
You don’t know?

NKOSI:

I don’t wanna know.  

MR GREEN:
No?

NKOSI:

What’s the point?

MR GREEN:
So you can just…shoot someone.  

NKOSI:
That’s my job.

MR GREEN:
You don’t need to know if they’re guilty….

NKOSI:
Mr Green, I don’t need to know shit.  This is business.   The market wants someone dead.  I give the market what it wants.  No questions. 

MR GREEN:
Just like that. 

NKOSI:

I make business decisions.  Not moral ones.

MR GREEN:
Just business.

NKOSI:

Nothing personal, Mr Green.  

MR GREEN:
And you sleep at night?

NKOSI:

(with a wry smile) Like the dead.  (Pause)  Dig, dig, dig Mr Green.

Pause

MR GREEN:
(after digging up a spadeful or two of sand) How much are you getting?

NKOSI:

For this?

MR GREEN:
How much are they paying you?

NKOSI:

That’s my business.….

MR GREEN:
I’ll double it.

NKOSI:

What did you say?

MR GREEN:
I’ll give you double.  

NKOSI:

(agitated) You’ll double it….

MR GREEN:
Whatever they’re paying you.

NKOSI:

You think this is an auction?

MR GREEN:
What do you say?

NKOSI:

I say “Going, going, (points gun at Mr Green)….”

MR GREEN:
Triple!  I’ll triple it!

NKOSI:

(visibly agitated) Don’t say that man! (shoots on “say”, but misses on purpose)

MR GREEN ducks in fear.  

NKOSI:

Don’t fucking say that!

MR GREEN:
(a little nervously) What…what did I say?

NKOSI:

You trying to bribe me?

MR GREEN:
I’m sorry.…

NKOSI:

It’s people like you, Mr Green…You think just because you have money…?

MR GREEN:
I said I’m sorry…

NKOSI:

You read the newspapers Mr Green?

MR GREEN:
Yes….

NKOSI:
I don’t.  Not anymore!  They make me sick!  People with money…people like you…they think they own the world!  They pay off judges.  Pay off the police.  Pay off politicians.  Pay off anyone to get what they want.

MR GREEN:
(ignoring Nkosi’s tirade) What….do you want?

NKOSI:

Money talks.  Money rules.  Money, money, money….!

MR GREEN:
What would it take….?

NKOSI:

Money makes the world go…the way of the rich.

MR GREEN:
Just tell me….

NKOSI:

What?

MR GREEN:
What do you want?

NKOSI:

I want…

MR GREEN:
What?

NKOSI:

I want to be rich too!

After a moment, NKOSI bursts out laughing.  MR GREEN joins in nervously.

MR GREEN:
So…will you take it?

NKOSI:

Take what?

MR GREEN:
I made you an offer.

NKOSI:

(seriously) You don’t get it, do you?

MR GREEN:
Were you being serious….?

NKOSI:

You thought I was joking.

MR GREEN:
I don’t know when you’re being serious.

NKOSI:

(pause) Neither do I.  (after a moment, bursts out laughing).

MR GREEN:
Will you at least consider it?  

NKOSI:

(businesslike) I’m a professional.   

MR GREEN:
Please…?

NKOSI:

I make an agreement.  I stick to it.

MR GREEN:
But you can make more.

NKOSI:

Don’t fuck with the system, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
This is your business.

NKOSI:

Exactly.

MR GREEN:
So I’m proposing a business deal.  

NKOSI:

Business has rules.

MR GREEN:
They’re offering you…whatever to kill me.  I’m offering double….

NKOSI:

Triple…

MR GREEN:
That’s right.  I’m offering you triple to let me live.  Surely that makes business sense.

NKOSI:
Death is my core business, Mr Green.  That’s how I make my living.  

MR GREEN:
How much are they paying you?

NKOSI:
If I start trading in life, who will contract me?  

MR GREEN:
Is it 500K?

NKOSI:

What about the people who work for me?  

MR GREEN:
Seven-fifty?

NKOSI:

What about their families?

MR GREEN:
Even if it’s a million….

NKOSI:

What about my family?

MR GREEN:
I’ll triple it.

NKOSI:

(not wanting to think about it) Don’t fuck with the market Mr Green!

MR GREEN:
Three times whatever they’re paying you.

NKOSI:

I’ve never broken a contract.  Never. 

MR GREEN:
Just one exception.

NKOSI:
That’s all it takes.  One mistake.  I don’t wanna go there, Mr Green.    I know what it’s like.  Not being able to give your kids what they want.  Having to bum cigarettes.  Using public transport.   I’ve been there.  And it sucks.  Big time.  

MR GREEN:
I appreciate that.

NKOSI:

No, you don’t.

MR GREEN:
I’ve been there too.

NKOSI:

Don’t give me that crap.

MR GREEN:
I know what you’re talking about.

NKOSI:

(sarcastically) Oh really?  You run a successful club…

MR GREEN:
Three clubs.

NKOSI:

Three clubs?

MR GREEN:
Business is good.

NKOSI:

Obviously, there’s a market for hanky panky.

MR GREEN:
I can’t complain.

NKOSI:
(angrily) So how dare (lifts his hand as if to pistol-whip Mr Green) you say you’ve been there, man?

MR GREEN:
I used to work for the government….

NKOSI:

Exactly.  You had a job.    

MR GREEN:
I had a good job.

NKOSI:

Director of…Solitaire?

MR GREEN:
Second Secretary.

NKOSI:

(disparagingly) You were a secretary?

MR GREEN:
That’s what they called us.

NKOSI:

(incredulously) You took minutes?  Made tea?

MR GREEN:
I was in Foreign Affairs.

NKOSI:

Ah!  Chief Director of hanky panky abroad.

MR GREEN:
Sorry?

NKOSI:

Foreign “affairs”.  (pause, then laughs hysterically at his own joke)

MR GREEN:
I don’t get it…

NKOSI:

Foreign affairs…hanky panky….(laughs some more)

MR GREEN:
I still don’t get it.

NKOSI:
(irritated) When they took away your job, did you also hand in your sense of humour?

MR GREEN:
I took the package.  Early retirement.  

NKOSI:

You don’t look too old.

MR GREEN:
Too male.  

NKOSI:

Too white.

MR GREEN:
Too right.

NKOSI:

They would have given you a good package.

MR GREEN:
Except…my wife left me.  

NKOSI:

For what?

MR GREEN:
For three-quarters of the package.

NKOSI: 
Three-quarters!

MR GREEN:
It was my fault.

NKOSI:

You were screwing the girls at the club?

MR GREEN:
That was before the clubs.

NKOSI:

What did you do?

MR GREEN:
Nothing.

NKOSI:

Nothing?

MR GREEN:
That was the problem.

NKOSI:

You did nothing and she walked away with your package?

MR GREEN:
I didn’t see it coming.  I thought it was “till death do us part” and all that. 

NKOSI:

You want her dead?

MR GREEN:
Are you crazy?

NKOSI:

Okay…(feigning hurt)…forgive me for direct marketing….

MR GREEN:
It’s done.  It’s over.

NKOSI:

So she left you.  No job.  No wife.  No package.  Been there.  Got the cardboard.

MR GREEN:
I walked the streets.  I must have written a thousand letters….knocked on a hundred doors.

NKOSI:
But no-one needed a second secretary.  

MR GREEN:
No-one needed a second secretary.

NKOSI:
They already had one.  (laughs hysterically again).  

MR GREEN:
Too male.  Too white.

NKOSI:
Too right!  (seriously again) Fuck that, Mr Green.  You’re white.  The system looks after you.  Even now.  Pension.  Medical aid.  Housing subsidy.

MR GREEN:
I lost it all.  Three years with no work…funds dry up.

NKOSI:

But then you won the lotto, and you bought a club.

MR GREEN:
No.  That was my former colleague…Kobus.  He also took the package, and he started an adult club.

NKOSI:

That’s what I like about the New South Africa.   There’s opportunities here!

MR GREEN:
He asked me to do his books.

NKOSI:

He did the girls.  You did the books.

MR GREEN:
It was a job.

NKOSI:
Second secretary to chief bookkeeper?  Talk about affirmative action….

MR GREEN:
I needed the money.

NKOSI:

It was a job.

MR GREEN:
I hated it.

NKOSI:

But you needed the money.

MR GREEN:
The way the girls were treated.  What they got paid.

NKOSI:

But you got paid.

MR GREEN:
I got paid well.

NKOSI:

That’s business, Mr Green.  Some people get screwed so others get paid well.



That’s the system.  

MR GREEN:
To hell with the system!

NKOSI:

You see?  That’s why you’re in this position.  You have no respect for the system.

MR GREEN:
I gave the girls medical aid.  They got better commissions.  Free condoms.  They work shorter hours.

NKOSI:

And your friend?  The one with the package?  He just said okay?

MR GREEN:
He had a heart attack while having sex with one of the girls.

NKOSI:

See?  That’s what I’ve been telling you!

MR GREEN:
What?

NKOSI:

Don’t fuck with the system!   The system looks after itself.

MR GREEN:
What system?

NKOSI:
You’ve got to give something back.  That’s how the system works.  Of course you can make money.  But you’ve got to give something back.   To take care of the less fortunate.

MR GREEN:
That’s the system?  

NKOSI:
If you don’t look after the less fortunate, they’ll come after you.  Next thing, the whole system collapses.  You can’t just take, take, take.  You do that, and the system takes you…to protect itself.  Like it did to your friend.  Sounds like a real prick.

MR GREEN:
And you?

NKOSI:

(points the gun at Mr Green) You calling me a prick?

MR GREEN:
No, no, no!  

NKOSI:

(aggressively approaches Mr Green) Are you calling me a fucking prick?

MR GREEN:
I didn’t mean it like that!

NKOSI:

(Pointing the gun at Mr Green) I’ll show you what a prick can do….!

MR GREEN:
I was asking “And you?” like…do you give something back?

NKOSI:

(calms down) Oh.  So why didn’t you say so?  (pause) Of course I do.

MR GREEN:
How?  

NKOSI:

How do I give something back?

MR GREEN:
I’m dying to know.

NKOSI:

You’re right about the dying part.

MR GREEN:
Okay, so don’t tell me.

NKOSI:
(proudly, yet awkwardly) I donate a percentage of my income to an orphanage.

Mr GREEN bursts out laughing.  Nkosi, embarrassed, is not sure whether to point his gun at Mr Green or not.

MR GREEN:
I’m sorry….

NKOSI:

What’s your problem?

MR GREEN:
I don’t want to offend you….

NKOSI:
You already have….

MR GREEN:
I’m sorry.

NKOSI:
Spit it out.

MR GREEN:
I was going to ask….

NKOSI:
What?

MR GREEN:
Is that how you salve your conscience?   You kill some kid’s parents, and then give the kid a chance at an orphanage? 

NKOSI:
Conscience?  Who said anything about conscience?  I’m talking social responsibility.  I’m talking about giving something back.  Because I want to!  I’m talking about doing something for the good of society.  

MR GREEN:
With due respect, how about not killing people?

NKOSI:

That’s business, Mr Green.  What the fuck’s wrong with that?

MR GREEN:
What’s wrong with killing people?  

NKOSI:
When it’s business….?

MR GREEN:
When people ask you what you do…what do you tell them?

NKOSI:

I tell them…I’m in the removals business.

MR GREEN:
That’s sick.  

NKOSI:

It’s true.  What about your business?  

MR GREEN:
What about it?

NKOSI:

You sell women.

MR GREEN:
The girls are paid well.  

NKOSI:

And they get screwed.

MR GREEN:
So what?  The girls are happy.   The clients are happy. 

NKOSI:
You’re happy!

MR GREEN:
Government’s happy.  

NKOSI:
What have they got to do with it?

MR GREEN:
I create jobs….

NKOSI:
Like an extended “Pubic Works” Programme? (laughs)

MR GREEN:
I pay taxes.  

NKOSI:
Sucker…!

MR GREEN:
That’s my way of giving something back.

NKOSI:

By giving to the Receiver?

MR GREEN:
Why should I do anything?  I pay more than enough to the state for them to take care of the less fortunate.

NKOSI:

They only know how to take care of themselves.

MR GREEN:
That’s not my problem.  Some of my best clients are from government.

NKOSI:

You pay them to screw you.

MR GREEN:
They don’t screw me.

NKOSI:
You pay taxes.  Which pays them.  Then they pay you to screw your girls. Then you pay taxes…which pays them…

MR GREEN:
The fundamentals of the micro-economy are sound!   

NKOSI:

So they pay you in cash…or travel vouchers?

MR GREEN:
They’re not perfect, but this government’s great for business.

NKOSI:

They retrenched you.

MR GREEN: 
It was the best thing that ever happened to me.  

NKOSI:
That’s what they all say.  They didn’t realise how crap their jobs were till they lost them.

MR GREEN:
If I’d stayed, I could’ve been in Burundi.  Saudi Arabia.   Zimbabwe, for goodness sake!  Pushing some government line whether I believed in it or not.  Now I travel to Brazil.  Thailand.  Russia.  Recruiting beautiful women.  

NKOSI:
What’s wrong with our women?

MR GREEN:
We have beautiful women too.

NKOSI:
But…?

MR GREEN:
They want to get paid too much.  They price themselves right out of the market.

NKOSI:
So it’s cheaper to bring in women from Thailand and Russia?

MR GREEN:
Much cheaper.

NKOSI:
And you can just do that?

MR GREEN:
Like I said, this government’s great for business.   

NKOSI:
You’re like a stuck bloody record….

MR GREEN:
They’ve dropped all the restrictions.  I can trade as I wish.  I own clubs in Brazil and Bangkok.  

NKOSI:
Bangkok?  Sounds like a good place for a girlie club.

MR GREEN:
We even export South African girls there.  

NKOSI:
I thought they were too expensive?

MR GREEN:
Not for the higher end of the market. 

NKOSI:
So we export our women.  Just like that.

MR GREEN:
(deliberately ignoring the comment) If you know the right people in Home Affairs, you can get work permits and passports in twenty-four hours.   You pay more, but it’s worth it.  

NKOSI:
That’s the thing about the dual economy, Mr Green.  The first economy’s fucked.  Just a few people get richer.   But the second economy…that’s where the action is!  Thank God for the JSE…Joburg’s Second Economy.   That’s where the real money is, I’m telling you.

MR GREEN:
Whatever you say.

NKOSI:
I say keep digging Mr Green.  I don’t mind shooting the breeze, but let’s not forget why we’re here.  

Pause. MR GREEN digs reluctantly throughout the next sequence.  Nkosi picks up the torch and walks around the grave, keeping the light shining on Mr Green.

NKOSI:

It’s like slavery, man…

MR GREEN:
What are you talking about?

NKOSI:

Trading in women.

MR GREEN:
These women choose to do it.

NKOSI:

Can they choose the men you sell them to?

MR GREEN:
They can leave anytime they want.

NKOSI:

I couldn’t do what you do.

MR GREEN:
But you can do this…?

NKOSI:

What?

MR GREEN:
Removals…

NKOSI:

Why do you have such a problem with this?

MR GREEN:
It’s cold-blooded murder.

NKOSI:

It’s a free country.  You’re entitled to your view.

MR GREEN:
Every country outlaws murder!

NKOSI:

And so they should!

MR GREEN:
Then how do you justify…what you do?

NKOSI:

This (holding up his gun) Mr Green is business.  That’s all!  

MR GREEN:
For you maybe….

NKOSI:

Mr Green, every country outlaws theft….

MR GREEN:
So?

NKOSI:
A company from Europe comes to Africa.  It used to get its raw materials for nothing.  Now it still gets it dirt cheap.      

MR GREEN:
Willing seller, willing buyer.  

NKOSI:
Then it turns it into something a hundred times more valuable.

MR GREEN:
That’s business.

NKOSI:
That’s globally-structured theft!  

MR GREEN:
That’s communist crap.

NKOSI:
A community lives on a piece of land for generations.  A developer comes along and forces them off the land.  He turns it into a lucrative golf estate. 

MR GREEN:
That’s entrepreneurship.  

NKOSI:
So it’s just business right?

MR GREEN:
Why didn’t the community do it themselves?

NKOSI:
It’s daylight robbery!  

MR GREEN:
What’s your point?

NKOSI:
It doesn’t matter what’s right or wrong.  What’s outlawed or not.  If it’s business, it’s okay!  If it’s good for business, it’s “A” for “away”!  That’s the point!

MR GREEN:
Let’s agree to disagree…if you don’t mind.  

NKOSI:
You think killing people is wrong?  

MR GREEN:
Everyone thinks so!

NKOSI:

War kills people.  

MR GREEN:
That’s different.  Collateral damage.

NKOSI:

You said killing people’s bad.

MR GREEN:
Sometimes war’s necessary.

NKOSI:
Of course, Mr Green.  Because war is good fucking business!  The arms industry grows. People get jobs.  Television ratings go up and attract advertising.  Companies make big profits cleaning up after a war.  Sure, some people die, but it’s good for business!  And where are the greatest shareholders in this business of death, Mr Green?  In your civilised America.  In the great civilisation of Britain.  Don’t talk to me about murder being outlawed!

MR GREEN:
There are 20 000 murders in this country every year.  Someone must be getting rich.

NKOSI:

You still don’t get it, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
That’s the logic of what you’re saying.

NKOSI:
How many of those killings are demanded by the market?  Very few, Mr Green.  Nowadays, any Dick, Tom and Sipho can kill.  And be killed.  For what?  For fifty cents.  Over some family dispute.  For cutting into your lane.  Where’s the value in that?  Life is cheapened.   Are you getting it, Mr Green?

MR GREEN:
I…don’t think so.

NKOSI:
Think about this.  If no-one could be killed for less than R10 000 - because that’s the price set by the market - there’d be fewer killings.   The more valuable the person, the higher the price.  If it were left to the market, life would be more valuable.  So you see, I don’t do murder.  I do business.

MR GREEN:
That makes me feel a lot better.  I’ll just continue to dig my own grave then.

NKOSI:
Just because it’s legal to put a thousand men down a mine and pay them peanuts to get out gold that makes a few others rich, doesn’t make it right.   And just because something’s illegal, doesn’t mean it’s wrong…right Mr Green?

MR GREEN:
We obviously have different moral standards.

NKOSI:
Do you know what’s the unemployment rate in Transkei, Mr Green?

(MR GREEN shrugs)

NKOSI:
47%.  But two hundred thousand people make their living from growing dagga.  Is that legal?

MR GREEN:
Of course not.

NKOSI:
Damn right it isn’t.  But is it wrong?   That’s how they put bread on the table.  That’s how they pay school fees.  That’s the way they cover the costs of the clinic.   Because of dagga.  

MR GREEN:
Grass makes their life greener….

NKOSI:
Good one, Mr Green.  Maybe your life will be greener on the other side too…

MR GREEN:
I don’t believe in any afterlife.

NKOSI:

With what you do, you’re probably on the fast track to hell.

MR GREEN:
There is no devil.

NKOSI:

Except in the detail.  (laughs) 

MR GREEN:
There is no God.
NKOSI:
(Goes towards Mr Green menacingly, hits him over the head with the butt of his gun.)  You’re not going to blaspheme in front of me!   (Mr Green drops to his knees) Look at me!  (Mr Green still looking down) I said look at me!  You’re about to meet your maker…and you deny He exists?

MR GREEN:
I didn’t mean to offend you.

NKOSI:
Ask for forgiveness.

MR GREEN:
I’m sorry.

NKOSI:
Not me.  

MR GREEN:
Who?

NKOSI:
Ask God to forgive you.

MR GREEN:
Are you serious?

NKOSI:
Do I look like I’m joking?

MR GREEN:
I don’t believe…

NKOSI:
I don’t give a fuck what you believe.  Or if you believe or not.  Just because you don’t believe, doesn’t mean it isn’t so.  

MR GREEN:
I didn’t mean…

NKOSI:
Some people believe Hitler didn’t gas any Jews.  Some believe that man didn’t step on the moon.   Some people believe that Jacob Zuma should be Minister of Finance.  It’s time to pray Mr Green!

MR GREEN:
Pray…

NKOSI:
Yes, pray!  (pause) Don’t tell me you don’t know how to pray.  (No response from Mr Green)   What kind of parents did you have that they didn’t teach you?

MR GREEN:
My parents were God-fearing people.

NKOSI:
So what happened to you?  

MR GREEN:
I’d rather not talk about it.

NKOSI:
Let me guess.  The priest clutched your balls whenever you went to mass, and that put you off.

MR GREEN:
I wasn’t a Catholic.

NKOSI:
Your parents were great churchgoers but they beat you up and only gave you one meal a day.

MR GREEN:
Mr parents were fine.

NKOSI:
Okay.  I give up.  What turned you off God?  (pause)  What?

MR GREEN:
(reluctantly) I had a twin brother.

NKOSI:
And you thought God made him more good-looking than you….  

MR GREEN:
Do you want to hear this or not?

NKOSI:
Okay, okay.  You had a twin brother…

MR GREEN:
We were inseparable.  And then he got sick.  The doctors didn’t know what was wrong.  My mother held his hand and prayed for him day and night.  My dad fasted.  Reverends and deacons and lay preachers came to sing hymns and begged God to heal him.  He just got worse.  They prayed to God for a miracle.  This was God’s way of testing our faith, my parents said.  God will make things right in the end.  We just had to believe.  And then Peter died.  I was eight at the time.  They all said it was God’s will.  The ways of God are not the ways of men.  God had a greater purpose.  (Pause) It was then that I realised that there is no God.  We make God in our image to help us feel better about what happens to us.  

(Pause)

NKOSI:

What if Peter is in heaven?  And you go to hell?

MR GREEN:
I’ve been in hell.  The last 45 years….Don’t talk to me about hell.

NKOSI:

Well….

MR GREEN:
Well…

NKOSI:

God’s been good to me.

MR GREEN:
Like you said, it’s a free country.  Believe what you want.

NKOSI:

I wouldn’t be where I am today if it weren’t for God.

MR GREEN:
Really?  

NKOSI:
Yes.  Really.

MR GREEN:
With due respect, you want to believe that…so you can feel better about what you do.

NKOSI:
Let me tell you something.  I left the country in the seventies.   I didn’t believe in God then.  I mean, they told us that God invented apartheid.

MR GREEN:
So you left the country, went for military training, and came back as a terrorist.

NKOSI:

How do you know?

MR GREEN:
Why else did black people leave the country in the seventies?

NKOSI:

To become freedom fighters.  Not terrorists, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
One man’s freedom fighter….

NKOSI:
We fought for freedom for all of us.  That’s why you can watch the Springboks play rugby today.

MR GREEN:
So it’s your fault!

NKOSI:
I was part of a cell that planted bombs at military targets in the Free State, the heart of Afrikanerdom.  Four of us were caught, and we faced the death sentence.  They made sure they had one of their hanging judges try our case.

MR GREEN:
(with a wry smile) And God saved you from the gallows.

NKOSI:

It’s not a joke, Mr Green!  It’s not a fucking joke!

MR GREEN:
I’m sorry, okay.  I’m sorry.

NKOSI:
We were all sentenced to hang.  We spent three years on death row.  You think the last hour has been bad?  Try three fucking years!  Waiting for our appeal to be heard.  (pause) Mine was the only sentence to be commuted.   Eighteen years in prison.  Three of my friends…my comrades…were hanged.  And they hadn’t killed anyone.

MR GREEN:
Why you?

NKOSI:
That’s what I asked.  Why me?  And then I found out that my sister-in-law…she belongs to Rhema…for three years they prayed for me everyday to be saved.

MR GREEN:
Hallelujah.

NKOSI:
You still think it’s a joke.

MR GREEN:
You were lucky.  It was a coincidence.  There were legitimate legal grounds for you to be let off.  

NKOSI:
Maybe…

MR GREEN:
You want to believe that was God.  Fine.

NKOSI:
That wasn’t all.

MR GREEN:
Don’t tell me.  After more prayer, your three “comrades” were resurrected.

NKOSI:
Now you’re really pissing me off!

MR GREEN:
I’m sorry.

NKOSI:
You’re pissing me off!

MR GREEN:
Okay, okay.  I’m listening.

NKOSI:
You’re listening.  But you don’t want to hear what I’m saying!

MR GREEN:
I won’t cut in again.  I promise.

NKOSI:
This is for your own good.  This is not for me.  I’ve made my peace….

MR GREEN:
Please…go on.

NKOSI:
No.  I’m wasting my time.  I should just shoot you and get done with it.

MR GREEN:
How could God approve of that?

NKOSI:
There was a king who gave one servant ten talents, another five and a third two.  The servant with the ten talents doubled it.  The one with five also.  But the third servant said he was so afraid of the king, he hid his talents away and gave it back to the king.  So the king took away his talents and gave it to the servant who had doubled his ten talents.  God has given me a talent.  I must use it.    

MR GREEN:
A talent for killing?

NKOSI:
I was released from prison after Madiba was freed.   Then I was integrated into the SANDF.  Just a few years later, I was retrenched.   They put us through this skills training programme to prepare us for life after retrenchment, but it was just a sweetener to make us feel like they weren’t dropping us.  But of course, the first economy didn’t want us.  There was no space for retrenched soldiers.  And I joined the ranks of the unemployed.  Like you.

MR GREEN:
How long?

NKOSI:
Oh, so now it’s a competition?  

MR GREEN:
How long?

NKOSI:
Two-and-a-half years.  

MR GREEN:
I was unemployed for three years.

NKOSI:
The point is…you’re not the only one that has had it bad.  More black people have lost their jobs in the last ten years because of our economic policies than white people have lost their jobs through affirmative action.  

MR GREEN:
You think so?

NKOSI:
(mocking Mr Green) This government’s great for business….

MR GREEN:
I still think so.

NKOSI:
You think white people have had it bad?  The unemployment rate has never been so high.   I know what it’s like to suffer.  Even under a government that I fought for!

MR GREEN:
You sound bitter.

NKOSI:
Do you think I spent sixteen years in jail so a handful of black people could become billionaires and the rest of us could become poorer? (turns around to relieve himself)  “The people shall share in the country’s wealth”.  What a joke.  I grew up poor, Mr Green.  But then…I expected it.  I didn’t think that I would know hard times after 1994. (Pause)  Things were bad.  Very bad.  (MR GREEN creeps up behind NKOSI stealthily, spade raised to attack him) But then…my sister-in-law came around with some friends.  And they prayed for us.  And the next day, the very next day, I got the break that started me in this business.  (NKOSI turns his head towards MR GREEN who quickly stops and puts down the spade) You’ll say it was coincidence.  

MR GREEN:
(quickly going back to the grave) What happened?

NKOSI:
Two people I met in the army came to my house to offer me a job.  They were also retrenched.  But now they were using their military skills to make money.  

MR GREEN:
Ah yes.  They started a security company….

NKOSI:
Fuck that.  There was a taxi war.  Two associations fighting each other over a  long-distance route.  My friends were hired to take out the leaders of one of the associations.  They asked me to help.  R500 for everyone we took out.  We made a killing.

MR GREEN:
And you got away with it?

NKOSI:
Two policemen owned the taxi association that hired us.

MR GREEN:
Geez!

NKOSI:
Don’t sound so shocked, Mr Green.  How many policemen have you paid off in your time?

MR GREEN:
What makes you think….

NKOSI:
Your business is not legal.  

MR GREEN:
Most of it….

NKOSI:
But not all of it.  So you must be paying off someone not to take an interest in the illegal stuff.  (No response from Mr Green)   You see, Mr Green, we’re the same.  

MR GREEN:
I wouldn’t put myself in the same category….

NKOSI:
Of course you wouldn’t.  That’s because you’re afflicted with the great South African disease….

MR GREEN:
AIDS?

NKOSI:
Denial!  We’re both just businessmen operating in Joburg’s Second Economy, Mr Green. You employ people.  So do I.  You operate on the edge of the law.  Me too.  You run a successful business.  The same goes for me.

MR GREEN:
(with irony) God has been good.

NKOSI suddenly changes his attitude.  Throughout the next sequence, NKOSI trains his revolver on MR GREEN.  

NKOSI:

(firmly) Turn around!

MR GREEN:
Why?

NKOSI:

I said turn around!

MR GREEN:
(nervously) What did I say….? (turns around slowly as he speaks)

NKOSI:
Get on your knees.  (MR GREEN takes longer than what NKOSI would like; NKOSI pushes him down)  On your knees!

MR GREEN:
I don’t want to die.

NKOSI:

We all have to die.

MR GREEN:
Please…

NKOSI:

Where do you want it?

MR GREEN:
I beg you….

NKOSI:

I’m giving you a choice.

MR GREEN:
I want to live.

NKOSI:

How to die.  That’s the choice.

MR GREEN:
This isn’t fair!

NKOSI:

Life’s not fair, Mr Green.  Only death. 

MR GREEN:
Please…

NKOSI:

Some may have marble gravestones.  

MR GREEN:
I can make you rich…

NKOSI:

Others…just a hole in the veld.  

MR GREEN:
I’ve got money.

NKOSI:

But they’re all equally dead.

MR GREEN:
How do you know you have the right man?

NKOSI:

I’m a professional, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
But what if….?

NKOSI:

Enough!

MR GREEN:
Oh my God!

NKOSI:

Good.  You’re praying.  

MR GREEN:
Please…!

NKOSI points the gun towards the sky and fires a shot.  MR GREEN collapses and let’s out a scream.  NKOSI retreats to the mound of sand, and lights up a cigarette.  Then MR GREEN slowly gets up out of the grave, and is a quivering wreck, with urine all over this groin and leg.  

NKOSI:
Look.  You’re in hell.  (Pause) I’m still here.  (Pause)  You…you wet yourself.  Sis man!

MR GREEN:
(sitting on the side of the grave, shaking and sobbing) Shit!…

NKOSI:

Maybe you had a point. 
Maybe that wasn’t the right time for you to die.  Did you

pray?  (No response from MR GREEN)  Well, God answered anyway.

MR GREEN:
May I please…have a smoke?

NKOSI:

You said in the car you didn’t smoke.

MR GREEN:
That was then.

NKOSI takes out a second cigarette, puts it in his mouth and lights it.  

NKOSI:

Before I give you this cigarette, I have to warn you about something.

MR GREEN:
What?

NKOSI:
Tobacco can kill you.  (Laughing, he walks over to MR GREEN and gives it to him, and lights it for him).  You’re a tough bastard.  Was that part of your training to be a diplomat?  It doesn’t matter what they do to you, you won’t change your mind?



(Pause) Is it true what they say?

MR GREEN:
About what?

NKOSI:

Did your life flash before you?

MR GREEN:
Do you always do this?

NKOSI:

What?

MR GREEN:
Put your victims through this kind of…

NKOSI:

Torture?   Most times it’s just bang, bang!

MR GREEN:
So why….

NKOSI:

There’s only shit on TV tonight.  I have to entertain myself.  (bursts out laughing)



The hole’s still too shallow.  You have to dig more.

MR GREEN:
Please…I can’t go through with this again.

NKOSI:

Fine.  When it gets to the right depth, I’ll just shoot.  You won’t know it’s coming.

MR GREEN:
Do you really have to?

NKOSI:
I already have the 50% deposit.  Finish the cigarette and then start digging Mr Green.

MR GREEN gets up slowly.  Stamps out the cigarette and picks up the spade.  He starts digging more vigorously than before.

NKOSI:
A lot more eager, are you Mr Green?  (No response from MR GREEN).   I hope that now that you nearly died…you’ll use your second chance to get ready to meet your maker.  (No response from MR GREEN).  Do the right thing, Mr Green.  Some call me an angel of death.  I like to think of myself as the angel that helps people pass into eternal life.  (Pause) Many of the people I have to remove ask for a chance to pray.  Some I don’t give that chance.  I don’t want them to go to heaven.  They’re horrible people.  Even if it’s their last wish.  (Pause) Your last wish was to be buried here.  You were very specific.  Do you have good memories of this spot or what?  Did you play here as a kid?  (No response from MR GREEN who continues to dig).  I always thought that if I was given a last wish, I’d ask to be allowed to sing (sings) “One trillion, trillion, trillion green bottles hanging on the wall”.  (laughs) Only problem is, I don’t know what comes after that.  I wasn’t any good at maths.

MR GREEN stops digging.  He holds up a metal suitcase.

MR GREEN:
Look!

NKOSI:

What’s that?

MR GREEN:
I don’t know.

NKOSI:

It’s a case.

MR GREEN:
I know that.  

NKOSI:

Where did you find it?

MR GREEN:
Here.  It was buried here.

NKOSI:

You think someone….

MR GREEN:
Someone must have.

NKOSI:

What’s in it?

MR GREEN:
I don’t know.

NKOSI:

Well, open it.

MR GREEN gets out of the hole.  NKOSI keeps his gun trained on him.  MR GREEN opens the case.  It’s packed with money notes.

NKOSI:

What the fuck!

MR GREEN:
There must be millions.

NKOSI:

Is it real?

MR GREEN:
(lifting a pack of notes to smell) It looks like it.

NKOSI:

Count it.

MR GREEN:
What?

NKOSI:

Count it.  How much is there?

MR GREEN:
Why?

NKOSI:

What the fuck are you asking all these questions for?

MR GREEN:
You want to do it here?

NKOSI:

Why?  (sarcastically) Do you know a nice restaurant in the vicinity?

MR GREEN:
What if the wind blows some of it away?

NKOSI:

What wind?  You’re full of shit.

MR GREEN:
What if someone comes back for it?

NKOSI:

Good point.  (Pause, then suddenly desperately) Get in the hole.

MR GREEN:
What?

NKOSI:

Get in the hole.

MR GREEN:
And then what?

NKOSI:
And then that’s it.  I shoot you.  Put the case next to you.  Close up the hole, and walk away.

MR GREEN:
You’re kidding.

NKOSI:

When they come back for the money, they’ll have one fucking big surprise!

MR GREEN:
You’re going to leave the money here?

NKOSI:

It’s not my money.

MR GREEN:
But…

NKOSI:

I’m not going to take someone else’s money.  I wouldn’t want anyone to take mine! 

MR GREEN:
Are you for real?

NKOSI:

Mr Green, I’m a businessman, not a crook!

MR GREEN:
Who are you?

NKOSI:
If I take this money, I’ll be looking over my shoulder for the rest of my life thinking  someone’s coming after me to get it.

MR GREEN:
I’ve never met anyone like you.  What’s your name?

NKOSI:
It doesn’t matter.

MR GREEN:
It doesn’t, but…

NKOSI:
Nkosi.  

MR GREEN:
Nkosi?
Like in “Nkosi sikelel’ iAfrika”?

NKOSI:
Yeah.  Like that.

MR GREEN:
God bless Africa.  Your parents called you “God”?

NKOSI:
It’s just a name.

MR GREEN:
You’ve grown into your name.

NKOSI:
What’s that supposed to mean?

MR GREEN:
You play God.  With life.  With other people’s lives.

NKOSI:
If your time is up, your time is up.  No-one can speed it up or slow it down.  Whenever it happens, that’s your time.  And God’s in charge of that.  I’m just an instrument of God’s.

MR GREEN:
You’re crazy.

NKOSI:
I’m crazy?  You’re the one who doesn’t believe in God…!

MR GREEN:
We’ve been there…

NKOSI:

Yes, we’ve been there.  Now we’re here.  Get in the hole.

MR GREEN:
(holding up the case) And this?

NKOSI:

Take it with you.  Maybe you can bribe St Peter.

MR GREEN:
I could say that Nkosi…God sent me.

NKOSI:

And St Peter will ask “who are you?” 

MR GREEN:
Do you want to know my name?

NKOSI:

I know your name.  It’s Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
My first name….

NKOSI:
Anything to delay the inevitable, hey Mr Green?  I’m a professional.  I don’t need to know your first name.  To me, you’re Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
I need to tell you something.

NKOSI:

What?

MR GREEN:
It’s Stanley.  Stanley Green.

NKOSI:

Is that it?

MR GREEN:
I don’t have a second name.

NKOSI:

Is that what you wanted to tell me?

MR GREEN:
Don’t be mad at me.

NKOSI:

You’ve got me spooked. (flashes torch around)

MR GREEN:
About what?

NKOSI:

There…did you see that?

MR GREEN:
Where?

NKOSI:

Someone’s out there.

MR GREEN:
I don’t see anyone.

NKOSI:

I’m telling you.  I saw someone.

MR GREEN:
Out here?  At this time of night?

NKOSI:

Behind that tree.

MR GREEN:
There’s no-one there.

NKOSI:

You’ve got me thinking someone’s coming for the money.

MR GREEN:
They’re not.

NKOSI:

They’re not?

MR GREEN:
No-one’s coming for the money.

NKOSI:

How do you know?  They told you?

MR GREEN:
It’s my money.

NKOSI:

(shocked) What did you say?

MR GREEN:
That’s what I wanted to tell you.  

NKOSI:

What the hell….?

MR GREEN:
Two nights ago.  I buried the money.

NKOSI:

You’re jerking me off.

MR GREEN:
Seriously.  That’s why…

NKOSI:

That’s why you were so specific about this spot.

MR GREEN:
I marked it….

NKOSI:

What’s going on, Mr Green?

MR GREEN:
There’s five million rand in here.

NKOSI:

Five million?  What’s going on?

MR GREEN:
I was tipped off they were coming to take me out.

NKOSI:

It was Johnny, right?

MR GREEN:
Johnny?

NKOSI:

Mabuso.

MR GREEN:
You put a bullet in the back of his head.

NKOSI:

I didn’t say that.

MR GREEN:
But you did.

NKOSI:

Johnny must have pissed off the system.  That’s what I said.

MR GREEN:
He told me there were people who wanted my business.  

NKOSI:

They wanted to buy it?

MR GREEN:
No, they wanted me to give it to them.  Just about.

NKOSI:

No fucking way.

MR GREEN:
That’s what I said.

NKOSI:

What did Johnny say?

MR GREEN:
Johnny said he could protect me.

NKOSI:

How?

MR GREEN:
He said I should make him my business partner.

NKOSI:

How would that help?

MR GREEN:
The people who wanted it were a consortium of black high-ups and their international partners.  Chinese I think.

NKOSI:
The fucking Chinese.  They’re taking over our economy, I’m telling you!

MR GREEN:
Anyway, Johnny thought that if I had a black partner, that would help.

NKOSI:

And then?

MR GREEN:
Next thing I get this photo of Johnny with a bullet hole in the back of his head.  And a note saying “You’re next”.

NKOSI:

How did you know it was Johnny?

MR GREEN:
That’s what the note said…”your friend Johnny Mabuso sends regards.”

NKOSI:

Shit.  How did you know Johnny?

MR GREEN:
He was a client from the day we opened.  He used to be an MP, then he left to get involved in some empowerment deal.  But the deal went sour…

NKOSI:
Asshole!  No-one knows a Mabuso.  He should have changed his name to Motsepe or Ramaphosa….

MR GREEN:
I wouldn’t choose him as a business partner…but knowing what I know now…

NKOSI:
I still don’t know why you buried all this money here.  It doesn’t make sense.

MR GREEN:
Johnny said they knew I had a lot of cash.  That’s the way my business works.

NKOSI:
So you were hiding it.

MR GREEN:
Not only.

NKOSI:
You had a plan.

MR GREEN:
I wanted to use it as a bargaining chip.

NKOSI:

What was your plan, Stan?

MR GREEN:
There’s five million rand in there.

NKOSI:

So you keep telling me.

MR GREEN:
That’s a lot of money.

NKOSI:

Enough to buy a couple of Deputy Presidents.

MR GREEN:
I want to make you an offer.

NKOSI:

I told you….

MR GREEN:
I know, I know, I know.

NKOSI:

I don’t take bribes.

MR GREEN:
I want you to be my business partner.

NKOSI:

Your partner?

MR GREEN:
I see the sense in what Johnny was saying.

NKOSI:

You want me as your business partner?

MR GREEN:
It’s a genuine offer.

NKOSI:

What about my contract?

MR GREEN:
What contract?

NKOSI:

To remove you permanently from society.

MR GREEN:
Well, obviously, that will have to fall away.

NKOSI:

I already have the deposit.

MR GREEN:
You can pay it back.  With interest.  That’s okay, right?

NKOSI:

I’ve never done that.

MR GREEN:
That’s because you never could.  You always had to go through with the contract.

NKOSI:

That’s true.

MR GREEN:
Now you can give it back.  You can choose to do something different.

NKOSI:

This does open up possibilities.

MR GREEN:
You don’t have to take all those risks anymore.  

NKOSI:

You mean…l’ll have to stop my own business?

MR GREEN:
Not necessarily.  But if you want to, you could.

NKOSI:

What about my employees?

MR GREEN:
Let them run it.  You can be a sleeping partner.

NKOSI:

Fuck, Mr Green…!

MR GREEN:
So what do you say?

NKOSI:

What would I do?

MR GREEN:
Choose one of the five guys to run the business.  Give one of them ten talents.

NKOSI:

I meant…what would I do in our business?

MR GREEN:
I like that.  Our business.

NKOSI:

What would I do?

MR GREEN:
What would you like to do?

NKOSI:

I don’t just want to be a token, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
Please call me Stanley.

NKOSI:

Stanley…

MR GREEN:
We’re going to be partners…forget this Mr Green stuff.

NKOSI:
Okay, Stanley.  What do think I would do?  Like I said, I don’t just want to be a token.

MR GREEN:
You mean like window dressing?  Why would I need you to do that?

NKOSI:

I’m just saying…

MR GREEN:
It’s not like we’re going to tender for government contracts.

NKOSI:

I’m just saying…okay?

MR GREEN:
There’s a new game out there.  And I need you to help me play.

NKOSI:

A new game.  New rules.  New players.

MR GREEN:
That’s what I mean.   Johnny had a point.  I see that now.

NKOSI:

Just so you know…I didn’t do Johnny.

MR GREEN:
You didn’t?

NKOSI:

I don’t even know Johnny.

MR GREEN:
You’re joking!

NKOSI:

I know the name.  He’s well known on the JSE.  A real mover and shaker.

MR GREEN:
You don’t know Johnny?

NKOSI:

That’s what I said.

MR GREEN:
And you didn’t shoot him?

NKOSI:

That’s what I said too.  Right at the beginning.

MR GREEN:
So how did you know?

NKOSI:

Know what?

MR GREEN:
That he had a bullet in the back of his head?

NKOSI:

You told me.

MR GREEN:
You’re right.  I did.

NKOSI:

It sounded like a professional job. 

MR GREEN:
Who contracted you?

NKOSI:

To do you?

MR GREEN:
Who’s paying you?

NKOSI:

I don’t know.

MR GREEN:
Nkosi, if we’re going to be partners…we need to be honest with each other.

NKOSI:

I’m being honest.  

MR GREEN:
So tell me….

NKOSI:

I can’t.

MR GREEN:
It’s okay.  We’re going to be partners.  Partners tell each other things.

MKOSI:

I can’t.  Not because I don’t want to.

MR GREEN:
You don’t know who asked you to kill me?

NKOSI:

Stan…

MR GREEN:
Don’t call me Stan.  Not yet.

NKOSI:

Mr Green.  Let me tell you how the thing works.  

MR GREEN:
I’m listening.

NKOSI:
Government talks about the second economy.  They don’t know what they’re talking about.  They’re talking about the informal sector.  The second economy…the real second economy…where real money is made…is on the edge of the legal system.  My business is a second economy business.  It’s not legal.  And until it is…

MR GREEN:
It will never be.

NKOSI:
Maybe, but the point is…that anyone who uses my services does so…

MR GREEN:
…discreetly.

NKOSI:
Exactly.  Like many men who use your services.  Except in my case, it’s even more discreet.  Those who want me to do something never contact me directly.  It’s always through third, fourth or fifth parties.  So if something goes wrong, it can’t be traced back to them.

MR GREEN:
Cowards.

NKOSI:
Good businesspeople.

MR GREEN:
They’re cowards.  

NKOSI:
Whatever…but you see Mr Green, when I say I don’t know who contracted me…I really don’t know.  I don’t need to know.

MR GREEN:
It’s just business.

NKOSI:
Just business, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
It’s okay.  You can call me Stanley.

NKOSI:

So…

MR GREEN:
So…

NKOSI:

To come back to my question…

MR GREEN:
What would you do in the business….

NKOSI:

…and that wouldn’t make me feel like a token partner?

MR GREEN:
I respect that.

NKOSI:

Self-respect’s important.

MR GREEN:
You’re different.

NKOSI:

How?

MR GREEN:
A lot of people out there think the world owes them something.

NKOSI:

Maybe they’re right.

MR GREEN:
But you don’t.

NKOSI:

I know no-one’s just going to give me anything.  I have to work for what I want.

MR GREEN:
I like that.  You’re not what I would have expected of a…a…

NKOSI:

Hitman?

MR GREEN:
I suppose so, yes.

NKOSI:
What did you expect?  Someone with horns and a tail?  Someone with a balaclava and scars on his face?

MR GREEN:
I don’t know.

NKOSI:

I’m a businessman, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
Stanley.

NKOSI:
I’m a professional.  Like the head of any company.  What I do to make a living is my business.  But I’m also a human being.   I have a family.  I laugh.  I cry.  I have feelings.  I think.  And I like to think of myself as a nice guy.

MR GREEN:
I think I can do business with you.

NKOSI:

I know nothing about running a brothel.

MR GREEN:
It’s an adult club. 

NKOSI:

I don’t know how to run that either.

MR GREEN:
You don’t have to.  That’s what I’m there for.

NKOSI:

I don’t even like what you do.

MR GREEN: 
That’s fine.  I hated it too at the beginning.  But you get used to it.

NKOSI:

Like soccer scandals.  (laughs)

MR GREEN:
And if not, then you can leave.

NKOSI:

So…how could I add value to your business?

MR GREEN:
I was thinking of security.

NKOSI:

(disbelievingly) You mean like a bouncer?

MR GREEN:
Of course not.  Head of Security.  Looking after the business as a whole.

NKOSI:

You want me to cover your ass?

MR GREEN:
Obviously, there are people who want the business.  They’ll do anything to get it.

NKOSI:

You want me to protect you from them.

MR GREEN:
You’ll make money.  Good money.

NKOSI:

Who says they still won’t come after you?

MR GREEN:
Maybe they will.  But you’ll be there as my partner.  You’ll have a stake in the business.  It will be our business.  And you’ll want to protect it too.

NKOSI:

So this is like an empowerment thing.


MR GREEN:
Call it what you like.   

NKOSI:

I won’t have to look at naked women?

MR GREEN:
Not if you don’t want to.

NKOSI:

I have a wife and three daughters.

MR GREEN:
I understand.

NKOSI:

It’s against my principles…

MR GREEN:
I said I understand.

NKOSI:

What would I get?

MR GREEN:
If it weren’t against your principles, you could get a hard on everyday.

NKOSI:
Stanley, if we’re going to be partners, all I ask is that you respect where I’m coming from.

MR GREEN:
It was just a joke, okay.  Lighten up a bit.

NKOSI:

So I’ll protect you and the business.  What’s in it for me?

MR GREEN:
We’ll start off with 15% of the monthly profits.

NKOSI:

Fifteen?

MR GREEN:
The business makes about R3 million a year.  

NKOSI:

After you render to Caesar…?

MR GREEN:
Yes.  After tax.

NKOSI:

Wow.

MR GREEN:
That makes your cut R450 000.

NKOSI:

A year?

MR GREEN:
Annually, yes.

NKOSI:

Is that it?

MR GREEN:
What?  You’d like more?

NKOSI:

I was thinking 25%.

MR GREEN:
Twenty-five?

NKOSI:

I think that’s fair.

MR GREEN:
On the basis of what?  

NKOSI:
If it weren’t for me, you might not have a business at all.  So I figure that 25% for me so you can keep 75% is more than fair.

MR GREEN:
Most empowerment deals run at about 10%.  I was offering you fifteen.  We could review it after a year.

NKOSI:

25% or no deal.

MR GREEN:
What are you making now?

NKOSI:

That cuts no ice.

MR GREEN:
But you have to be reasonable.

NKOSI:
Mr Green…Stanley…the reasonable thing to do right now is to bury you right here, and walk away with your R5 million.

MR GREEN:
You can do that.

NKOSI:

So make me a better offer.

MR GREEN:
They’ll come after you too.

NKOSI:

Who?

MR GREEN:
You walk off with the five million and the people who sent me that photo of Johnny…they’ll come after you.

NKOSI:

And they won’t if you and I are partners?  

MR GREEN:
That’s what Johnny said.

NKOSI:

Who the fuck’s Johnny?

MR GREEN:
Nkosi!  You don’t know these people.

NKOSI:

Stanley, I am these people!

MR GREEN:
No, they hire you to do the work they don’t want to do.  

NKOSI:

They pay top rates.

MR GREEN:
And they can.  But it’s a pittance of what they’ll make once you fulfil the contract and they get their hands on the business.  I’m offering you a chance to print money.  For as long as you want.

NKOSI:

(after a pause) 20%.

MR GREEN:
(does the calculations…) R600 000 a year.

NKOSI:

Minimum.

MR GREEN:
You drive a hard bargain.

NKOSI:

I’d rather drive a four-by-four.

MR GREEN:
That’s more than I made in the first two years of the business.

NKOSI:

The right partners don’t come cheap nowadays.

MR GREEN:
You didn’t strike me as a gold digger. 

NKOSI:

It’s not for me.  It’s for my daughters.  I want them to have what I never had.

MR GREEN:
That’s…that’s good.

NKOSI:

You have children Stanley?

MR GREEN:
After what I saw my parents go through with Peter?

NKOSI:

They are the best things in my life.  I’ll do anything for them.

MR GREEN:
(with a little bit of irony) They’re lucky to have you as a father.

NKOSI:

(stretches out his hand) Do we have a deal?

MR GREEN:
Do I have a choice?

NKOSI:

You could make it 30%.

MR GREEN:
We have a deal.  20%.  

Mr GREEN stretches out his hand.  At that point, NKOSI pulls his hand back).

NKOSI:

Just one other thing.

MR GREEN:
What now?

NKOSI:

5% goes to charity.

MR GREEN:
You can do what you like.  Give all 20% to charity if you want.

NKOSI:

In addition to my 20%, 5% of the annual profits go to charity.

MR GREEN:
Nkosi…I’m sorry.  The answer is no.

NKOSI:

We must give something back Stanley!

MR GREEN:
Look, that’s your crap.  Don’t get me involved in that!

NKOSI:

I feel strongly about this.

MR GREEN:
So do I!

NKOSI:

Do you have no sense of social responsibility Stanley?

MR GREEN:
I work damn hard for my money.  I’m not just going to give it away.

NKOSI:

You make much more than you need.

MR GREEN:
That’s my business!

NKOSI:

It’s our business, Stanley.

MR GREEN:
What I do with my money is my business.  Don’t tell me how to spend it.

NKOSI:

A lot of companies give money to charity.

MR GREEN:
Those are big corporates.  I’m just a little enterprise.

NKOSI:

We must all do something, Stanley.

MR GREEN:
I provide work for women who wouldn’t be employed otherwise.  They make good money.  What more must I do?

NKOSI:
Have you seen what it’s like out there?  They call it a sea of poverty.  Where you are cruising on your little yacht, trying to catch the most beautiful fish to sell.

MR GREEN:
Companies give away 2% of their profits.  And those are the generous ones.  You’re asking for 5%.

NKOSI:
There’s a lot that needs to be done.

MR GREEN:
Why can’t these people do it for themselves?  Why do they have to depend on handouts from us?  

NKOSI:
Because….

MR GREEN:
Hang on Nkosi.  Both you and I know what it’s like to be desperate.  To be out of work.  We didn’t expect anyone else to look after us.  We did something.  And we provided other people with employment in the process.

NKOSI:
That’s true, Stanley.  Everything you’ve said is true.

MR GREEN:
But?

NKOSI:
No buts.

MR GREEN:
Then can we drop this charity stuff?

NKOSI:
If you have no social conscience….

MR GREEN:
I have a social conscience!  I buy the Big Issue.

NKOSI:
If you’re not going to do it out of corporate social responsibility, then think about it as good business, Stanley.

MR GREEN:
What do you mean?

NKOSI:
It will be good for the business if we support a good cause.

MR GREEN:
Like what?

NKOSI:
It will help us to gain more respectability in the eyes of the public.

MR GREEN:
Why do we want that?  We appeal to a niche market…

NKOSI:
Men!

MR GREEN:
Men who are sexually frustrated.  Men with sexual appetite.  Men who are lonely.

NKOSI:
That’s a big market.

MR GREEN:
Precisely.  We don’t need credibility in the eyes of the public.

NKOSI:
It will make me feel better to do something good.

MR GREEN:
So that’s it.  That’s the issue.

NKOSI:
Yes, that’s it.

MR GREEN:
Don’t impose your personal issues on the company, Nkosi.  You’ll compromise the business.

NKOSI:
I would feel very guilty about earning money from something like this without doing something good.

MR GREEN:
Tell me…like what?

NKOSI:
I was thinking about supporting a shelter for battered women or something.

MR GREEN:
No ways.

NKOSI:
What’s the problem?

MR GREEN:
Look, Nkosi.  I’ll give you 25%, okay?  

NKOSI:
That’s what I proposed.

MR GREEN:
You can give away 5% or the whole 25% if you want.  Just leave me out of it.

NKOSI:
Fine.

MR GREEN:
So we have a deal?

NKOSI:

Great!


They shake hands.

MR GREEN:
As a sign of good faith, I’m going to give you 25% of what’s in this case.  

NKOSI:

One million bucks!

MR GREEN:
One million, two-hundred-and-fifty-thousand.

NKOSI:

(only a bit sheepishly) Right.

MR GREEN:
That’s in addition to the full price of my contract.  So you can pay it all back.

NKOSI:

I forgot about that.

MR GREEN:
How much?

NKOSI:

Twenty-five thousand.

MR GREEN:
Dollars?

NKOSI:

Twenty-five thousand rand.

MR GREEN:
That’s all?

NKOSI:

You can add in some interest.

MR GREEN:
Was that all they thought I was worth?

NKOSI:

It’s pretty high for a local…

MR GREEN:
I thought you don’t get out of bed for less than 5 000 dollars.

NKOSI:

It’s the strong rand.  It’s fucking up the pricing in my business.

MR GREEN:
“The market” thinks my life is worth R25 000.  I make R3 million a year, and they value me at 25 000.

NKOSI:
No-one’s bigger than the business, Stanley.

MR GREEN:
Look, be my guest.  (gives the case to NKOSI)  Count out a million and a quarter.  And take 50 000 more to repay the contract price.

NKOSI:

R50 000?

MR GREEN:
I’m adding value to my life!

(Nkosi takes the case and places it on his lap.  He releases the cartridge of bullets from his gun – unseen by Mr Green - and places the gun next to him, and the cartridge in a pocket.  He starts to count the money.) 

NKOSI:

This is going to open up new possibilities for me. 

MR GREEN:
Do you have another cigarette?

NKOSI:

(giving him the packet and a lighter) Sure.

MR GREEN:
(lighting a cigarette) So what are you thinking?  

NKOSI:

I’m thinking…I’m sure my sister-in-law’s been praying again.

MR GREEN:
I meant…what kind of possibilities are you thinking about?

NKOSI:

I’ve always wanted to open a funeral parlour.

MR GREEN:
You see business opportunities in other people’s pain.

NKOSI:
It makes good business sense to offer a one-stop service.  You know, take out someone.  Sell the family a coffin.  Run the funeral.  There’s a fancy term for that.  Horizontal integration.

MR GREEN:
Well, I’m in the business of pleasure.

NKOSI:

That also has a horizontal dimension.

MR GREEN:
But no-one dies.

NKOSI:
Death is good business, Mr Green.  

MR GREEN:
So you keep telling me.

NKOSI:
What do you think is the fastest growing industry at the moment?

MR GREEN:
(taking a drag on his cigarette) Tell me.

NKOSI:
The funeral business.

MR GREEN:
Because of AIDS…

NKOSI:
Exactly.  I’m sure the health minister has shares in a funeral business.  Either that, or government’s handling of AIDS is actually a strategy for black economic empowerment.  Get rich!  Bury your community!  

MR GREEN:
That’s sick Nkosi!  How can you say that?

NKOSI:
I don’t know.  I must be a racist!  (laughs)

MR GREEN:
A funeral business…(shivers exaggeratedly) Oooeer.

NKOSI:
Or I was thinking of going into the body parts business.

MR GREEN:
Cars?  That would be different.

NKOSI:
No, not cars.  I know nothing about cars.  Anyway, there are enough chop shops out there.  That market is sewn up.

MR GREEN:
What then?

NKOSI:
Body parts.  You know…people selling their kidneys and stuff.

MR GREEN:
You really are sick.

NKOSI:
So it’s okay to sell women’s bodies, but not parts of bodies?

MR GREEN:
How can anyone do that?

NKOSI:
People are desperate Mr Green.  More than half the population live below the poverty line.  There’s a huge demand for body parts on the JSE for export all over the world.

MR GREEN:
(picks up the gun) I’ve never used one of these before.

NKOSI:
You don’t have a gun?

MR GREEN:
I never needed one.

NKOSI:
Even in your business?

MR GREEN:
In my training as a diplomat, we were always taught that we negotiate, talk ourselves out of situations.

NKOSI:
Like you did here.

MR GREEN:
Here?  Here I bought myself out of a situation.

NKOSI:
Bought….

MR GREEN:
Every man has his price, Nkosi.

NKOSI:
Don’t say that man.

MR GREEN:
Yes, even you.

NKOSI:
Don’t go there, Mr Green!

MR GREEN:
You think of yourself as a guy with principles, a man of integrity.  But, like they say, at the end of the day, everyone’s willing to sell these off.  At the right price, of course.

NKOSI:
I think we should change the subject.

MR GREEN:
The truth hurts?

NKOSI:
I’m a man of honour…

MR GREEN:
You’re a man in denial.  Afflicted with the great South African disease….

NKOSI:
I don’t like what you’re saying….

MR GREEN:
I’ll say what I want.

NKOSI:
Oh!  So now you’re Mr Big Stuff.

MR GREEN:
No.  Still just Mr Green.

NKOSI:
And you think you can talk to me like this just because we’re partners?

MR GREEN:
Partners?  (laughs derisively)

NKOSI:
You’re beginning to piss me off again, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
So what are you going to do about it?

NKOSI:
You think…oh, I get it…

MR GREEN:
I don’t think.  I know.

NKOSI:
You know what?

MR GREEN:
I know that I have the gun.

NKOSI:
You have the gun.

MR GREEN:
I have the gun.

NKOSI:
You know that you have the gun.

MR GREEN:
That’s right.

NKOSI:
And that makes you feel like you’re in charge now.

MR GREEN:
Right again.

NKOSI:
Like PW?

MR GREEN:
Whatever…

NKOSI:
Should I be worried?

MR GREEN:
I don’t know.  Should you?

NKOSI:
I don’t know either.

MR GREEN:
What do you think?

NKOSI:
What do I think?

MR GREEN:
If you were in my position…

NKOSI:
What would I be thinking?

MR GREEN:
If you were me…now.

NKOSI:
I’d think that I really would like to get out of this pants that’s so full of piss.

MR GREEN:
I forgot about that.

NKOSI:
And I’d also think that I’m really glad to be alive still.

MR GREEN:
(with a hint of anger) You want me to be grateful?

NKOSI:
I’m just saying what I’d be thinking if I were you.

MR GREEN:
And what are you thinking?

NKOSI:
As you?  Or as me?

MR GREEN:
As you.

NKOSI:
I’m thinking…I’m thinking…tomorrow I’m going to get a new set of clubs.

MR GREEN:
That’s it?

NKOSI:
No, I’m also thinking that it would be really nice to have a beer right now.

MR GREEN:
You’re thinking happy thoughts.

NKOSI:
Yeah…yeah.

MR GREEN:
That’s good.

NKOSI:
You sound disappointed.

MR GREEN:
So you’re not worried?

NKOSI:
What about?

MR GREEN:
Do you think…do you think after what you’ve put me through…?

NKOSI:
Hey, cool it Mr Green.  I don’t like the sound of this.

MR GREEN:
You’re not supposed to.

NKOSI:
Think with your head, Mr Green.  Not your heart.

MR GREEN:
You were about to put a bullet through my heart.

NKOSI:
In another time, I’d rather have sold it….

MR GREEN:
Do you know what I’ve just been through?

NKOSI:
Sure.  I was there.

MR GREEN:
That’s right!  You were there!  All of the bloody way!

NKOSI:
From your office.

MR GREEN:
From my bloody office!

NKOSI:
I didn’t expect to find a guy in a tie running a place like that.

MR GREEN:
All the way in the car.

NKOSI:
With you farting nervously.

MR GREEN:
And all through the last hour.

NKOSI:
I’ve been there.

MR GREEN:
You’ve been there!

NKOSI:
We didn’t start off so great, but now we’re going to work together.

MR GREEN:
(sarcastically) Right!

NKOSI:
I’m glad we worked things out.

MR GREEN:
Oh, so am I!

NKOSI:
I liked you.  

MR GREEN:
Next you’re going to tell me that you weren’t really going to kill me.

NKOSI:
I wouldn’t say that.

MR GREEN:
Ah, a man of integrity.

NKOSI:
I had a deal.

MR GREEN:
So it was your intention to kill me.

NKOSI:
That’s what I was paid to do, yes.

MR GREEN:
(emotionally) And what makes you think that I would want to work with someone who wanted to kill me?

NKOSI:
We wouldn’t be the first.

MR GREEN:
Of course.  You were in the army.  Apartheid’s bully boys and terrorists.  All one big happy family.

NKOSI:
So you’re going to continue to be mad at me.

MR GREEN:
We’re not going to be partners.

NKOSI:
But you said….

MR GREEN:
That was then!

NKOSI:
When?

MR GREEN:
When you had the gun!

NKOSI:
(slowly) And now you have the gun.

MR GREEN:
Now I have the gun.

NKOSI:
But we had an agreement.

MR GREEN:
What could I do?

NKOSI:
I had the gun.

MR GREEN:
Right.  You had the gun.

NKOSI:
Now you’re changing your mind.

MR GREEN:
I have the gun.

NKOSI:
You want to renegotiate our agreement?

MR GREEN:
Who said anything about negotiate?

NKOSI:
You think you’re in a position of strength.

MR GREEN:
What do you think?

NKOSI:
What do you want?

MR GREEN:
I want you to feel like I did.

NKOSI:
And then?

MR GREEN:
I want to see you cry.

NKOSI:
And then?

MR GREEN:
I want you to wet yourself.

NKOSI:
And then…can we be partners?

MR GREEN:
What makes you think that I want you as a partner?  

NKOSI:
You said…

MR GREEN:
Forget what I said!

NKOSI:
So there’s no deal?

MR GREEN:
You think I would just give you my hard-earned money for nothing?  Do I look like Father Christmas?  

NKOSI:
You’re making a mistake.

MR GREEN:
You would think so.

NKOSI:
A big mistake.

MR GREEN:
I worked hard for every single rand in this case!

NKOSI:
How many men did you sleep with?

MR GREEN:
(going up to Nkosi and pointing the gun at him threateningly) You think you are so cool, don’t you?

NKOSI:
So now you’re going to shoot me.

MR GREEN:
I’m no killer.

NKOSI:
I’d like to believe you.

MR GREEN:
But threaten me like you did…

NKOSI:
And then you’d kill.

MR GREEN:
I’m only human.

NKOSI:
There are two reasons for man doing anything.  Fear and self-interest.

MR GREEN:
Stop with this Bible nonsense now!

NKOSI:
Napolean.   He said it.  I read it on a poster somewhere.

MR GREEN:
So what?

NKOSI:
He forgot about revenge.

MR GREEN:
Revenge?

NKOSI:
That’s all this is.  Because of what I did to you.  

MR GREEN:
Dead right!

NKOSI:
If I said I’m sorry….

MR GREEN:
Words are cheap.

NKOSI:
If I told you all I knew who wanted to kill you.

MR GREEN:
You’ve already told me.

NKOSI:
And you won’t forgive me.

MR GREEN:
Forgive you?  For what you’ve just done to me?  The emotional stress?  The physical abuse?  The psychological torture?

NKOSI:
It was just business.  I was just doing my job.

MR GREEN:
I don’t care.  I don’t bloody care!

NKOSI:
It’s not only revenge.  It’s self-interest.  You won’t have to share the five million.

MR GREEN:
It’s all my money anyway.    

NKOSI:
They’ll come after you again.  You know that.

MR GREEN:
I have no intention of staying.

NKOSI:
You’ll leave the country?

MR GREEN:
Why should I stay?  I create jobs.  I pay taxes.  And then what happens?  Someone decides they want a slice of my business.  For nothing.  They think I owe them.  And I don’t.  What should I feel guilty about?  So I’m going.  Taking my money and investing it where they will appreciate it.

NKOSI:
And me?

MR GREEN:
You?

NKOSI:
Are you going to shoot me?

MR GREEN:
Unless you want to shoot yourself? (laughs)  You know…suicide?  Like Johnny Mabuso.

NKOSI:
Sure, give me the gun.

MR GREEN:
(picks up the spade) Start digging.

NKOSI:
You serious?

MR GREEN:
Do I look like I’m joking?

NKOSI:
You’re making a mistake.

MR GREEN:
(imitating NKOSI earlier) Look, I’d like to shoot the breeze with you.  But I have a plane to catch.  Get in the hole.

NKOSI:
(slowly getting up) You’re making a mistake, Stanley.

MR GREEN:
It’s Mr Green to you!  Bastard!

NKOSI:
Are you sure you want to do this?

MR GREEN:
Just get in the bloody hole, and start digging, dammit!

NKOSI:
(steps into the grave) Is there more money down here?

MR GREEN:
Why don’t you start digging and find out?

NKOSI:
There is more money, isn’t there?  This is all just a trick.  Something you set up.

MR GREEN:
I like your sense of humour.

NKOSI:
You weren’t being serious about us not being partners.  Because you have a little surprise for me.  Another five million bucks buried here.  

MR GREEN:
You really do think I’m Father Christmas….

NKOSI:
Is there money down here?

MR GREEN:
Depends how deep you go.  Is there money in hell?

NKOSI:
If there’s no money here, I’m not digging. (steps out of the grave)

MR GREEN:
What are you doing?

NKOSI:
I always thought…whenever I asked anyone to dig their own grave…I always wondered why no-one ever said ‘No!  You do it!’

MR GREEN:
Dig, you bastard, dig!

NKOSI:
What if people who were being abused…simply said no!

MR GREEN:
I’m warning you!

NKOSI:
What?  (begins to walk towards Mr Green threateningly, spade in hand.  Mr Green walks backwards pointing the gun at Nkosi) You’ll shoot me?

MR GREEN:
I will!

NKOSI:
Go ahead.

MR GREEN:
You bastard!

NKOSI:
There’s just one problem, Mr Green.

MR GREEN:
Stop right there. (puts the gun to Nkosi’s forehead)

NKOSI:
The problem is…(taking a cartridge out of his pocket) 

MR GREEN:
You!  You’re the bloody problem!

NKOSI:
The problem is…I have the bullets.  

MR GREEN:
What?

NKOSI:
(loud) Pull the trigger!

MR GREEN:
You’re lying!

NKOSI:
(louder) So pull the trigger!

MR GREEN:
You lying bastard!

NKOSI:
(shouting) Shoot, you impotent fool!  Shoot!

There is a shot.  Mr Green drops the gun and clutches behind his right leg, and swivels around.  

Johnny Mabuso emerges from the shadows, gun in hand.  Mr Green drops to the ground, clutches 

the case to his chest..

MR GREEN:
Johnny…Mabuso…?

MABUSO:
Hello Stanley.

MR GREEN:
You’re not…dead?

MABUSO:
Not for another thirty-five years.

NKOSI:
Evening brother.  Nkosi’s the name.   

MABUSO:
Nkosi…yes, I know.

MR GREEN:
The photo….

MABUSO:
Ah yes, the photo.

NKOSI:
It’s good to meet you, brother.

MABUSO:
They say photos never lie….

MR GREEN:
You set me up.

MABUSO:
(going up to Mr Green putting out his left hand while holding the gun in his right, but not pointing it at Mr Green) I’ll have the case, thank you.

MR GREEN:
You set me up!  (clutches the case more tightly)

NKOSI:
(coming up behind Mr Green, and hitting him on the back of his head with his hand) You heard Mr Mabuso.  Give him the case.

MR GREEN:
This is my money.  You have no right…!

NKOSI:
You should have taken Mr Mabuso’s offer when he made it.

MABUSO:
Stanley, I don’t want to hurt you more than I already have.  Give me the case…

MR GREEN:
Johnny…I accept the deal you proposed four days ago.

NKOSI:
It’s too late!  (to MABUSO) Right brother?

MABUSO:
The deal was valid for forty-eight hours.  You didn’t come back to me.

NKOSI:
Anyway, you can’t trust him.  He’ll make a deal today.  Tomorrow he’ll break it.  

MR GREEN:
I got this photo of you…with a bullet wound…

MABUSO:
That was twelve hours after the deadline.

MR GREEN:
And there was the note…

MABUSO:
I know.  I wrote it.

MR GREEN:
You set this all up, Johnny.

NKOSI:
Did you contract me, brother?

MABUSO:
For what?

NKOSI:
Sorry, brother.  I shouldn’t have asked.  That was very unprofessional of me.

MR GREEN:
It’s obvious he did.

NKOSI:
(hits MR GREEN on the back of his head again) Don’t go jumping to conclusions, Mr Green.  Give me the case.  (MR GREEN hangs on to the case. NKOSI hits him again) I said give me the case.  (He wrestles the case from MR GREEN).

NKOSI:
(giving the case to MABUSO) I think you wanted this, brother.

MR GREEN:
Johnny…please…

NKOSI:
It’s Mr Mabuso to you Stanley. 

MR GREEN:
Fuck off.  

NKOSI:
(to MABUSO with a smile) He’s getting angry.

MR GREEN:
Just fuck off.  Johnny and I go back a long way.

NKOSI:
Maybe…I’m just not sure that you’re going a long way into the future!  (to MABUSO) What would you like me to do with him Mr Mabuso?

MABUSO:
(he’s opened the case, and has begun to count the money) Whatever you like.

(NKOSI grips MR GREEN under his arms, and drags him towards the hole).

MR GREEN:
What are you doing?

NKOSI:
Putting you where you belong.  

MR GREEN:
(screams in pain) My leg!  My leg!

NKOSI:
Don’t worry.  You’ll be out of your pain soon.  (he pulls MR GREEN into the hole)

MR GREEN:
Johnny…don’t let him do this.  (MABUSO simply ignores what’s going on)

NKOSI:
You were going to shoot me, you fucker. (he picks up the spade)

MR GREEN:
You were going to shoot me!

NKOSI:
I should have!

MR GREEN:
Please don’t do this, Nkosi.

NKOSI:
We had a deal.

MR GREEN:
You’re right.

NKOSI:
You broke it.

MR GREEN:
I’m sorry, Nkosi.

NKOSI:
It’s too late…Stan. 

MR GREEN:
Johnny…

NKOSI:
I warned you.  You were making a mistake.

MR GREEN:
Johnny…Johnny please man.

NKOSI:
Now you’re going to think about what you did, traitor! (starts digging sand over MR GREEN and covers him throughout the next sequence)

MR GREEN:
What are you doing?

NKOSI:
I’m burying you alive. 

MR GREEN:
No, Nkosi, no!

NKOSI:
Piece of white trash! (spits on him)

MR GREEN:
Nkosi…

NKOSI:
I should’ve known I couldn’t trust you!

MR GREEN:
Wait…please…Johnny!

NKOSI:
Selfish bastard!

MR GREEN:
Why don’t we three go into business together?

NKOSI:
Uncharitable cunt!

MR GREEN:
Johnny has the political connections.

NKOSI:
Exploitative prick! (by now most of his body is covered, with only his head sticking out)

MR GREEN:
I’ve got the business acumen.

NKOSI:
Ungrateful asshole!

MR GREEN:
And you Nkosi, you’ve got…

NKOSI:
I’ve got the spade!  (lifts the spade in the air as if to hit MR GREEN over the head)  I’ve got the ace of spades.

MABUSO:
Good-bye.

Nkosi stops in mid-air, and turns to MABUSO, and then to MR GREEN.

NKOSI:
Say goodbye to Mr Mabuso, Stanley.

MR GREEN:
Johnny…you can’t leave me like this.

MABUSO:
I wasn’t planning to.  I’m sure Nkosi will make you more comfortable.

MR GREEN:
Johnny…please…

NKOSI:
Stop begging!  You had your chance, you fucker!

MABUSO:
(pointedly) I’m sure Nkosi will do what he got paid to do.

NKOSI:
I will brother.  You can be sure of that.

MABUSO:
I wasn’t so sure earlier.  

NKOSI:
When?

MABUSO:
I must say I was disappointed to hear that you had a change of plan.

NKOSI:
You heard everything.

MR GREEN:
Of course he did.

NKOSI:
You followed us here.

MABUSO:
I’m glad I did.

MR GREEN:
I told you.  He set the whole thing up.

NKOSI:
That was you I saw earlier.  Behind the tree.

MR GREEN:
I have to hand it to you Johnny.  You’re good.

MABUSO:
Thank you, Stanley.

NKOSI:
How did you know?

MABUSO:
About the five million?

MR GREEN:
I told him.  Like an asshole, I told him

NKOSI:
Did the asshole also tell you that he buried it out here?

MR GREEN:
No.  That I didn’t tell him.

MABUSO:
That was a calculated risk.  I thought if I followed him to his death, I may end up with a few million in cash.  

MR GREEN:
So you’re taking the full five million?

MABUSO:
Those who take the risks get the reward.  That’s how it works

MR GREEN:
You’re not giving Nkosi anything?  Not even a bonus.

MABUSO:
Nkosi will get his fee as contracted.

NKOSI:
The brother’s right.

MABUSO:
That’s, of course, if he fulfils the contract.

NKOSI:
I’ll do it okay?  I said I’ll do it.

MABUSO:
I hope so.  Or you may never get work in this town again.  

NKOSI:
What do you mean?

MABUSO:
Word will get around.

NKOSI:
About what?

MABUSO:
You were going to renege on a contract.  You were prepared to make a deal to reverse a contract.

NKOSI:
I was going to pay it all back.  And more.

MABUSO:
The point is…you broke a contract.

NKOSI:
You’re right, brother.

MABUSO:
That’s not good business.

NKOSI:
You’re right.

MABUSO:
But that’s not all…

MR GREEN:
Sounds like an infomercial.

NKOSI:
Shut up Stanley!

MABUSO:
In fact, I won’t be surprised if you go out of business.  Completely.

NKOSI:
What are you saying brother?

MABUSO:
You not only broke a contract.  You made a deal to wreck the investment of the person who took out the contract.  That was a twenty-five thousand rand investment.

MR GREEN:
To make five million.

MABUSO:
You made a deal to split it between you.

NKOSI:
It was his money!

MABUSO:
The point of an investment is to make a return!

NKOSI:
I didn’t know…

MABUSO:
You’re not supposed to know.  You’re supposed to do your job!  The one you get paid for!

NKOSI:
(after a long pause) So…what happens now?

MABUSO:
What do you think?

NKOSI:
I finish the job?

MR GREEN:
What’s the point Nkosi?  You heard the man.  He’ll shut your business anyway.

NKOSI:
Not if I do the job properly, brother?

MABUSO:
I don’t know.  And stop calling me brother.

NKOSI:
I’m sorry…Johnny.

MABUSO:
You don’t even know me.  

NKOSI:
I know, but…

MABUSO:
I’m not your friend.

NKOSI:
So what do you want me to call you?

MABUSO:
Show some respect.  I’m not your little Johnny.

NKOSI:
I could be your father.

MABUSO:
But you’re not.   It’s people like me who give you work.  Show some respect.

NKOSI:
Yes…Mr Mabuso.

MR GREEN:
Tell him Johnny.

NKOSI:
This piece of trash can call you Johnny…

MABUSO:
This piece of trash has money.

MR GREEN:
I can make you even more Johnny!

NKOSI:
You wanted to go into a partnership with him.  Why shouldn’t I have done the same?

MABUSO:
You were paid to get rid of him.

NKOSI:
So you could walk away with five million.

MABUSO:
Not bad for a Mabuso.

NKOSI:
There’s more than enough for all of us.

MABUSO:
I’m an entrepreneur.  You want charity?  Apply to the lotto.

NKOSI:
(to MABUSO) You want him dead?  Do it yourself!

MABUSO:
This isn’t good business, Nkosi.

NKOSI:
You don’t want to get your hands dirty.  

MR GREEN:
Johnny takes the cash.  Nkosi takes the rap.

NKOSI:
Just another greedy bastard.

MABUSO:
Stay cool brother.

NKOSI:
Don’t call me brother!

MABUSO:
It’s not good enough just to be black, Nkosi.   I’ve got that T-shirt man.   When you can add real value, come talk to me again.  

MR GREEN:
Hey Johnny….

MABUSO:
What?

MR GREEN:
Keep the five million.

MABUSO:
That was my plan, Stan.

MR GREEN:
We can do business together, Johnny.

MABUSO:
You think so, Stanley?

MR GREEN:
For bloody sure.

MABUSO:
Three million a year?

MR GREEN:
A lot more even.

MABUSO:
Talk to me.

MR GREEN:
Three million’s what I make in four months.

NKOSI:
So it’s nine million a year?  You bastard!

MR GREEN:
You interested Johnny?

MABUSO:
You want to hear my terms?

MR GREEN:
Shoot.  (realises what he’s said)  I mean…You know what I mean.

MABUSO:
You run the business.

MR GREEN:
Okay.

MABUSO:
75% for me and 25% for you.

MR GREEN:
That’s…that’s reasonable.

MABUSO:
And nothing for charity.

MR GREEN:
If they want charity, they can apply to the lotto!  (MABUSO and MR GREEN laugh)

MABUSO stretches his hand towards MR GREEN.  They shake hands.

MABUSO/MR GREEN:
Deal!

(MABUSO pulls MR GREEN out of the hole.  MR GREEN stands up, shakes the sand off him and

limps, still clutching his leg)

MABUSO:
I’m sorry about your leg.

MR GREEN:
You crippled me.

MABUSO:
You’ll survive.  Here, put your arm around me.

MR GREEN puts his arm around MABUSO and they begin to exit together with Mabuso carrying 

the case..  In the meantime, NKOSI has picked up his gun and has re-inserted the cartridge of 

bullets into it.  As they walk off together, NKOSI assumes centre-stage and points his gun at them.

NKOSI:
Mabuso!

MABUSO and MR GREEN turn around to face him.  MABUSO puts down the case.

MABUSO:
What?

NKOSI:
Tell me why I shouldn’t kill you.

MABUSO:
(stepping slowly towards NKOSI, then with a smirk on his face) You would kill a brother?

NKOSI:
You represent everything that I detest right now.

MABUSO:
That’s the problem with some black people.  They can’t stand seeing other black people making it.

NKOSI:
The problem with some black people is that all they care about is themselves.

MABUSO:
The problem with some black people is that they have been so damaged by apartheid that they lack the confidence to take care of themselves.

NKOSI:
That’s the problem with some black people.  They seem to have forgotten so quickly what the struggle was all about.

MABUSO:
That’s the problem with some black people.  They fail to understand the economic realities in which we have to pursue our political ideals.

MR GREEN picks up the case and surreptitiously makes off into the night.

NKOSI:
The problem with some black people is that they think they can use the right political jargon as a smokescreen to enrich themselves.

MABUSO:
That’s the problem with some black people.  They think that after three hundred years of apartheid, things will change overnight.

NKOSI:
The problem with some black people is that they really do believe in the trickle-down effect.  Provided they’re at the top.

MABUSO:
I can see there’s no point in continuing to talk to you.

NKOSI:
Why should you?  You’ve got five million. The chance to make a few million rand more every year.  And you can ruin my business by badmouthing me.  You’re in the pound seats.

MABUSO:
As they say.

NKOSI:
So tell me why I shouldn’t put a bullet through your head, (sarcastically, raising the gun to Mabuso’s forehead) Mr Mabuso.

MABUSO:
I’ll give you four reasons.    If I’m not back at my place within the next half-hour, unharmed, there’s a team on standby to make sure that your wife will be shot.  Your three daughters raped.   And then shot.  One by one.

MABUSO and NKOSI stare at each other.  NKOSI is pointing his gun at MABUSO, quivering in 

rage.

MABUSO:
Now, if you’ll excuse me.  Stanley and I have to make some money.

MABUSO turns around.  He sees that Stanley has gone.    
MABUSO:
(shouts) Stanley!  Shit!  (he draws his gun and runs off into the dark in search of Stanley) Stanley!    Stanley, you piece of shit!  

NKOSI sits down stunned. 

Lights fade to black.
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