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Readers: 

Clare’s voice in her mind  Narrator 1  Narrator 2  Narrator 3  

Narrator 4    Dad   Clare   Memory 

Stallard    Boy 1   Group of boys  

Innocent (non-speaking part) 

 

Narrator 1: Clare and her dad are heading through the jungle in their Land Rover to the 
village Mkumba. 
 
Narrator 2: When a cluster of mud huts with dried grass roofs appears, Dad pulls off the 
dirt road. 
 
Dad: Here we go! Mkumba village! Remember, Stallard is the nephew of the chief. I lived 
in a hut next to his family’s. 
 
Narrator 3: The afternoon sun is high in the sky, and the shadow of an enormous tree at 
the edge of the field cuts a sharp line against the ground. Clare is pretty sure that if her 
mom were there, she would make sure she was wearing sunscreen and sunglasses. 
 
Clare’s Voice: The colors are incredibly bright. I can almost picture Mom setting up her 
easel in the grass. I can almost smell her gluey acrylics as she squeezes them out of the 
tubes onto her palette. There’s a lump growing in my throat, until I catch myself thinking 
these useless thoughts and tell myself to forget it. Be here now! 
 
Narrator 4: Clare takes a piece of paper out of her pocket and hands it to Dad. 
 
Dad: What is this? Malawi Culture Manners. How thoughtful! 
 
Clare’s Voice: But I’m not thoughtful, just selfish and practical enough to take 
precautions to avoid complete mortification at any cost.  
 



Narrator 1: Clare stares across the field at the people carrying silver buckets on their 
heads between the huts and the narrow river. 
 
Dad: Rule number one: Don’t make contact with elders. Uh-huh. Got that. Rule number 
two: If you have guests, don’t sweep at night, as it is believed you are chasing them away. 
[Dad chuckles.]   
 
We don’t have to worry about that one, since the last time I picked up a broom 
was…never! 
 
And finally, rule number three: When shaking hands, support the forearm of your greeting 
hand with the other… 
 
Narrator 3: Suddenly, a bunch of leaves flutter to the ground. A flock of little boys 
straddle the limbs of the tree, at least thirty feet above Clare and Dad. They point at Clare 
and Dad like they are the last living dinosaurs on planet Earth. 
 
Boy 1: Hello, azungu! 
 
Narrator 4: Dad smiles and waves. 
 
Dad: They’re playing tag. 
 
Group of boys: Azungu! 
 
Clare’s Voice: I look across the field and can’t believe what is rushing toward me.  
 
Narrator 1: The mob of children arrives. Their sticky fingers poke Clare. Two tiny girls 
jump to touch her hair. 
 
Clare: Ouch! 
 
Narrator 2: The girls shriek with laughter and run away, barefoot, across the field.  
 
Clare: Dad! 
 
Narrator 3: Dad doesn’t hear. He’s being attacked too. 
 
Memory: Musiyeni mzanu! 
 
Narrator: A tall African girl yells and waves her hands. All the barefoot children turn and 
race back to the village, except the boys in the trees, and an even smaller boy with a face 
as round as a full moon. His bright pink bottom lip rolls over in a pout. 
 



Memory: Do not fret. My brother does not desire a turn. 
 
Clare: A turn? 
 
Memory: A turn to touch azungu – white people – you. 
 
Narrator 4: A tear slides down the boy’s dimpled cheek and splashes onto the field 
grass.  
 
Clare: Why’s he crying? 
 
Memory: My brother, Innocent, did only see a few azungu in all his life. He think you are a 
ghost. 
 
Clare: Me, a ghost? 
 
Clare’s Voice: The boy with the strange name is trembling, and I want to make him feel 
better. 
 
Narrator 1: Clare puffs out her cheeks and bangs on them. Then she fills them up with 
air again and motions with her index finger to the boy called Innocent that it is his turn. 
 
Narrator 2: Innocent hesitates, but finally comes close enough for Clare to take his 
shaking hands, touch them to her cheeks, and make a noise that sounds exactly like 
someone who has eaten way too many baked beans. 
 
Narrator 3: Immediately, his mouth drops open and a giggle flutters out, like a butterfly 
escaping its cocoon. 
 
Dad: Nice work, Miss Manners. 
 
Narrator 4: Innocent dashes away, but there are still giggles. The boys in the trees cover 
their mouths with their hands. Their shoulders shake. One gives Clare a thumbs-up. 
 
Narrator 1: Innocent is halfway to the huts. He passes a short man in khaki pants and a 
red polo shirt who is running toward Clare and Dad. 
 
Clare: Not again! 
 
Dad: It’s Stallard! (Dad tells Clare.)  
 
Moni, Stallard! 
 



Narrator 2: Clare sags with relief. Stallard hugs Dad and shakes Clare’s hand very 
formally while holding his own forearm. Then he looks at the tall girl with the serious eyes. 
 
Stal lard: I see you have met Memory, the daughter of my sister. 
 
Dad: Ahh! Edith’s daughter. 
 
Narrator 3: Memory looks shyly at the ground. 
 
Dad: Your mother was a terrific woman. 
 
Clare’s Voice: Her mother was a terrific woman? What happened to her mother? Did 
she die like mine? How did she die? When? 
 
Stal lard: Everyone is most eager to visit with you and your beautiful daughter. 
 
Narrator 4: Clare’s face turns redder than a theater curtain.  
 
Narrator 1: Stallard and Dad stare in the direction of the huts while Clare looks at 
Memory, and Memory looks at Clare. 
 
Clare’s Voice: I know right here and now, way deep inside my bones, that the girl 
standing beside me is going to become my friend. 
 
 

Glossary of Chichewa Words 
 

azungu (a-zu-ngu): white people 
 
moni (moh-nee): hello 
 
musiyeni mzanu: leave her alone 
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