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‘A great human revolution in just a single individual will help achieve a change 
in the destiny of a nation and, further, will enable a change in the destiny of 
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The empty stage of a studio theatre. The set-up should be as that for a 
masterclass with the audience in close proximity to the stage. 
 
Anthony Nicholl is standing on stage looking at the audience, smiling, greeting 
them as they come in. 
 
Once everyone is seated, Promise gets up to address the audience. 
 
Promise: Hi everyone. My name is Promise and I’ve been asked to 

introduce our special guest this evening. 
 

(reading from notes) We’re extremely fortunate to have with us 
today one of the most influential figures working on our stages at 
this time.  
 

Nicholl begins to move towards the front row of the audience. He seems to be 
looking towards their feet. 
 
Promise: His work, often controversial, sometimes shocking, but always 

invigorating, has inspired audiences and practitioners alike with 
its refusal to allow the theatre to stand still or grow comfortable in 
its old age.  

 
Nicholl: (to audience member, quietly, not wanting to interrupt Promise) 

Excuse me. Would you mind if I borrowed your shoes?  
 

Promise: (momentarily distracted) We’re very lucky this afternoon to be 
witness to one of his rare public appearances back in the UK 
after several years out of the spotlight.  

 
Nicholl: …just for the workshop. You can have them back at the end. You 

don’t have to do anything. Don’t worry. No dreaded audience 
participation. How about you Madam? They won’t be damaged I 
promise. Is that OK? That’s great. Thanks very much. 

 
Promise: And we’re even luckier to have persuaded him to explore with us 

this afternoon some of the seminal ideas and approaches 
developed through his extensive research in Africa and Asia that 
have informed his theatre making over the years.  

 
Nicholl: Ooh, now they’re perfect. Would you mind Sir? No harm shall 

befall them, or you. I promise. That’s a great help. Thanks. 
 
Nicholl continues to collect shoes from the audience until he has seven pairs. 

 
Promise: (Looking up from the notes to audience) I’m lucky enough to have 

been chosen from all of us to be a participant in this masterclass. 
I hope you can see me as your representative on stage here 
today and that through me we can all gain an insight into this 



	 5	

remarkable man and his ideas. So, without keeping you waiting 
any longer, it is my very great honour to present to you Anthony 
Nicholl. 

 
Applause 
 
Nicholl is still preoccupied with the shoes, holding them, inspecting them. 
Finally, he realises it’s his turn to speak.  
 
As he speaks the following, he carries the shoes carefully onto the stage, 
setting each pair down separately so that they form a circle including his own 
pair. The circle should eventually be about 3 metres in diameter, with the 
shoes pointing into the centre of the stage like the hour markers of a clock face. 
He pays particular attention to which pair should go in what position.  
 
Nicholl: Thanks very much. 

Well first of all. Can we not call this a ‘masterclass’? Is that ok? 
I’m hoping that our next hour together will be a bit more 
interesting than a ‘class’, and I, for sure, am no one’s master. 
 
‘So what is this then’ you’re entitled to ask. ‘If it’s not a 
masterclass, what is it? What are we all doing here today?’ These 
are very good questions. 
 
Here you are sitting together in the dark. Here I am on stage 
talking to you. But why? You think I can do something for you 
perhaps? Give you something? Satisfy some need? Help with 
some problem maybe. But what? 

 
You see, I think we all know the answer to these questions even 
if we don’t like to admit it. We know what the problem is. Deep 
down we all know why we’re here. The truth is that theatre is 
dying and we all know it. It might be a slow lingering death with 
sporadic signs of revival, but it’s a death nonetheless.  

 
And we all feel a bit sad about that because we here, in this room, 
we all like the theatre. We all think that theatre is generally a 
good thing, that the world is a better place for theatre being in it. 
But at the same time we feel guilty because we, our society, are 
also the killers. We’re killing it with our addiction to ‘entertainment’. 
Our desire for easy spectacle. Our overwhelming need to escape. 
To escape ourselves, who we are. To escape the truth. And in 
place of the truth we ask our theatre to tell us lies. Lies, that 
deadly disease. We’ve infected theatre with this sickness and it 
now seems beyond cure. 
 
And whatever we do to try and save it only seems to make things 
worse. Our constant attempts to make theatre something it’s not, 
a nightclub, a cinema, a crèche or confessional, has so crippled 
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what is at heart the simplest of experiences as to render it 
unrecognizable as itself, and unable to stagger on. 
 
The prize-winning tragedians of ancient Athens, the travelling 
storytellers of the west African plains, had no need for gilded 
proscenium arches, no need of multi-media, immersive, site-
specificity. What they had was a story to tell and people who 
wanted to listen. What they had was the truth. All they needed 
was a place to meet, a patch of ground, a bare circle of earth. 
This was…this is theatre to them. Not that they call it theatre. 
 

He has completed the circle of shoes and inspects it. 
 
So I guess the reason I’ve been asked to come here today, the 
reason you’re all sitting there listening to me, is simply that I’ve 
been lucky enough to have stood around some of these circles, in 
the few places they still exist, and witness this kind of theatre 
made by those who have not yet succumbed to the sickness. Not 
that they call it theatre. 
 
What I want us to try to do together this evening is to strip away 
the unnecessary clutter of what we call theatre and try to glimpse, 
if we are very lucky, some insight, some embryonic moment of 
possibility, some kernel of truth. 
 

His voice gets quieter as he starts to focus on the centre of the circle of shoes. 
 
Just maybe we could be midwives to a birth, rather than presiding 
over a death. 
 
But let’s not call it theatre. Theatre as we all know is dying. Let’s 
not tempt fate by giving it any kind of name. Let’s tease and 
cajole it into the world. Allow it to take its first breath, make its first 
cry. 
 

Nicholl starts to clap out a rhythm. He claps towards the centre of the circle as 
if encouraging a dancer. 
 
He looks towards Promise. Uncertain, she moves to the edge of the circle, 
removes her shoes and joins in the clapping, copying Nicholl. 
 
They clap the rhythm together, concentrating, getting more and more involved. 
As Nicholl moves to another spot on the edge of the circle, so does Promise, 
copying him, working it out as if it’s some sort of game. They repeat this 
sequence, adopting the positions of different people who might be stood 
around the circle. 
 
Nicholl suddenly stops. 
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NIcholl: (friendly)  
You’re an actor Promise, that’s right? 

 
Promise: A performer yes. 
 
Nicholl: You’re our actor for today? 
 
Promise: That’s right yes.  
 

… 
 

Thanks for the opportunity. 
 
Nicholl: You’re very welcome. Nice to meet you. 
 
A long pause. Promise is uncomfortable. 
 
Nicholl: So Promise, what are we doing here today? 
 
Promise: I’m sorry? 
 
Nicholl: Why are we here? 
  Why are you here? 
 
A moment. 
 
Promise: Why? 
 
Nicholl looks expectantly. 
Promise collects herself. 
 
Promise: Well…I’m here to work with you, obviously, and to try and learn a 

bit more about how you work, your methods and so on… 
 
Nicholll: Yes yes, my methods and so on. Forget all that.  

Why are you really here? I know it’s not necessarily an easy 
question to answer, never mind in front of all these people. 
Maybe you don’t know. 

 
Promise No, I… 
  … 

Why…? 
To be a better actor?  

 
Nicholl: To be better, I see. Yes of course. That’s good. Thanks. Thanks 

for that. 
And what’s wrong with the way you act now? 

 
Promise: [laughs] Well not too much I hope but…you know, there’s always 

room for improvement I guess. 
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Nicholl: [laughs] Well yes. Yes, that’s right.  

What areas do you feel you need to improve on? 
 
Promise: Oh god…I don’t know really, I mean…all of it?...I don’t know… 

I suppose I’d like to learn how to connect more?…with the 
audience. 

 
Nicholl: Ok. Good. That’s great. We can think about that. 

Don’t be embarrassed. What better ambition could there be for 
an actress? It shows you care. 
What is it that you think stops you connecting with the audience? 

 
Promise: I’m not sure really.  
 … 

I think there are moments on stage, and I think most actors would 
recognize this, moments when I just feel a bit lost really. Like I’m 
not sure who I am or who I’m supposed to be or something. Sort 
of stood outside of myself. Not really in the moment. 

 
Nicholl: I see. That sounds like it might be important.  

And how does that make you feel? When you’re not in the 
moment? 

 
Promise: Well…like I’m not connecting. Like I’m a bit of a fake. 
 
Nicholl: As if you’re not being truthful maybe. 
 
Promise: Yes, not being true. 
 
Nicholl:          And that’s what you’d like to address today? That’s why you’re 

here? 
 
Promise: Well I suppose if you put it like that…yes. 
 
Nicholl: And you think I can help you? 
 
Promise: I think you probably can. 
  You seem like you might have some answers. 
 
Nicholl: That’s nice of you to say so.  

But it’s not me we’re talking about is it? It’s you. It’s you that 
needs to find the answers. 

 
Promise: Of course. 
 
Nicholl: I suppose it might be difficult, ‘telling the truth’, ‘finding out who 

you are’. Sounds a bit scary. Are you prepared for it to be 
difficult? 
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Promise: Yes. 
 
He stares at her for a moment. 
 
Nicholl: Ok then.  
  Did you bring the things? 
 
Promise: (going to bag) I wasn’t sure what you… 
 
Nicholl: Anything really, of personal… 
 
Promise: …what was needed. So, I just… 
 
She takes a summer dress and a decorated Nigerian water container from her 
bag. 
 
  …this kind of thing? 
 
Nicholl: (looking at objects) Yes. Yes, exactly that kind of thing. 
 
Promise: I hoped you’d like them. 
 
Nicholl is handling and inspecting the water container. He takes out the stopper 
and sniffs the contents during the next. 
 
Nicholl: You’re from Nigeria. 
 
Promise: Well I’m from London but… 
 
Nicholl: Originally. Your family. 
 
Promise: I grew up in Lagos. 
 
Nicholl: I thought so.  

I spent some time in Nigeria. With my company.  
 
Promise: Yes, of course.  
 
Nicholl: But way down in the south, you know. The Delta. 
 
Promise: Yes. It’s one of the reasons I wanted to meet you. To have the 

chance to work with you. 
 
Nicholl: Incredible place. The people. Do you get back much? 
 
Promise: Not much.  
  … 

Have you been able to go back at all…? 
 
Nicholl: I’d love to go back.  
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Nicholl puts the water container and the dress down by the bucket of water to 
the side of the stage. 
 

Yes well…we could start with that I suppose. As good a place as 
any… 

 
Nicholl starts to walk around the outside edge of the circle of shoes and 
addresses the audience. 
 
Nicholl: So Ladies and Gentlemen, as many of you will know, I was lucky 

enough to take a company of actors and musicians to Africa in 
the late 80’s. And it was to prove a crucial turning point for me 
and my ideas. Especially our time in Nigeria.  
 
We were just travelling around the country together, moving from 
village to village. We didn’t have a clue what we were doing really, 
getting lost, getting ill. And of course nobody, or very few people 
we met, spoke English. So we were trying to make these shows 
that, you know, could work without language or communicate 
beyond it somehow. And we just showed the work as we went. In 
town squares, market places, or just in the fields. Wherever we 
ended up. We’d make a circle on the ground and people would 
gather around it. We’d step into the circle and see what 
happened. Searching for some connection with the audience. 
Some kind of truth we could share. Sometimes we achieved it. 
More often we failed. But then finally, by the end of it all, on the 
very last night of the whole trip, I knew that everything had 
changed… 

 
 
[Chorus 1] 
 
A sudden change in lighting and sound. 
Promise starts clapping out the rhythm as if watching a dancer in the centre of 
the circle. Nicholl listens to the clapping and moves around the outside of the 
circle, as if trying to see what’s going on inside. He tentatively approaches and 
takes his place standing around the edge of the circle. He tries to pick up the 
rhythm and eventually joins in. Once this clapping is established Promise 
moves to the middle of the circle. The clapping cuts out. 
 
[Chorus Ends] 
 
 
[Exercise 1 – Childhood] 
 
Nicholl: …your childhood. 
 
Promise: Ok 
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Nicholl: A memory from that time. Maybe something about where you 
grew up. 

 
Promise: My home? 
 
Nicholl: Your family. 
 
Promise: Ok. 
 
Nicholl: So close your eyes. And just let the memory come back to you. 

Ok? 
 
Promise: Uh huh. 
 
Nicholl: Take your time. 
 
Promise: … 

Sorry. I’m not sure I.. 
 

Nicholl: That’s ok. 
 
Promise: You want me to tell you about my family? 
 
Nicholl: Is that a problem? 
 
Promise: No problem. I just…my childhood. Is that right? 
 
Nicholl: Just picture yourself in the memory.  

 
Did you choose a memory? 
 

Promise: I guess… 
 
Nicholl: Ok. Now just describe the memory for us. What do you see? 

 
Promise: … 

So I’m standing in our living room… and I’m looking at the dining 
table… 
 

Nicholl: Nice image.  
 
Promise: …at the plates and cutlery all laid out neatly on the white 

tablecloth. 
 

Nicholl: This is the evening? 
 
Promise: It’s evening before the guests arrive for a dinner party my mother 

is hosting.  
 

Nicholl: And you’re…what age are you? 
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Promise: 6…7 
 
Nicholl: You’re 6 years old and you’re still up and here you are… 

 
Promise: I’m supposed to be in bed.  
 
NIcholl: … standing in the living room looking at the table, the fresh white 

table cloth, everything ready for the party. And it’s exciting… 
 
Promise: So I have this idea. I climb underneath the table and crawl to the 

middle. I’m hidden by the tablecloth hanging down over the sides. 
I curl myself up into a ball and… I just wait.  

 
Nicholl: … 

That’s perfect. Ok, let’s use that. 
 
Promise: Use it? 
 
Nicholl: To work with. Please. Step out of the circle. 
 
They are together at the edge of the circle of shoes. 
 
Nicholl: So what I’m going to ask you to do now is, when you’re ready, I 

want you to act out the story. Just act out what you were seeing 
in your head. 

 
Promise: (moving into the circle) Ok. I mean if you think… 
 
Nicholl: (half joking) Ah, ah, ah. You must never enter the circle casually 

or without thinking. You must respect the circle. The circle is 
precious. Our sacred ground. 

 
Promise: Ok. Right. Sorry. 
 
Nicholl: For now I want you to imagine that our circle contains the table 

from your story. We’re going to start with you in the room 
approaching the table, looking at the place settings, having the 
idea, and then getting under the table to hide. Is that ok? 

 
Promise: How high is the table? 
 
Nicholl: How high? Just normal height. 
 
Promise: That’s fine. 
 
Nicholl: So take your time and just enter the living room whenever you’re 

ready. 
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Promise walks up to the edge of the circle and makes to look at the place 
settings. We see her having an idea and then pretending to climb beneath the 
table and crawling to the centre of the circle. 
 
Nicholl: Ok good. That’s very clear. Thanks.  

I want you to do it again, the same action, but this time instead of 
doing it as you now, I want you to be you then. The child you 
were when this happened. Put yourself back in those shoes. In 
that situation. Ok? 

 
Promise: I’ll try. 
 
Nicholl: Instead of watching the girl in your memory, you are the girl. 
 
Promise: So more childlike… 
 
Nicholl: No, not ‘like’. Be that child. The child you were. She’s still in you 

somewhere. 
Ok so in your own time come back into the room. 

 
Promise repeats the sequence but this time with discernably more childlike 
behaviour. She continues to act out Nicholl’s description. 
 
Nicholl: So you’re under the table and you’re just waiting. Time passes. 

You don’t know how long you’re waiting but you’re getting more 
and more excited about your idea. About being hidden. Until you 
can barely contain yourself with excitement when 
eventually…ding dong…there’s voices at the door. Your mother’s 
voice. Taking coats. “What can I get you to drink?” You have to 
bite your fist to stop the actual giggling. And then after a while, 
one by one they start to sit down… 

 
Nicholl selects each pair of shoes and carefully places them one by one 
around the edge of the table/circle. As he does so, Promise reacts with a 
childish mixture of fear and excitement, daring herself to approach each pair of 
shoes and touch them without being noticed by the wearer. 
 
Finally, he places an elegant pair woman’s shoes at the edge of the circle. 
 

You see the beautiful shoes, the ankle length dress, and 
recognise them as your mother’s. Her dress has a bright multi-
coloured pattern that swirls and stretches around her legs. 

 
Promise admires the dress. 
 

It’s made of a thin transparent material and at that precise 
moment, the moment she sits down, the setting sun is shining 
through the living room window and through your mother’s dress, 
throwing a swirl of multi-coloured light under the table and onto 
your face and hands. 
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Promise is mesmerized by the imaginary light and inspects it on her hands and 
body. Slowly she moves towards her mother’s shoes and very delicately 
mimes lifting the hem of her dress. She repositions herself on her back, and 
very slowly slides her head and shoulders between her mother’s shoes and 
under her dress. 
 
Nicholl: Beautiful. Thank you. Well done, Promise. That was great. 
 
Nicholl leads the audience in some applause. 
 
Promise seems emotional, but pleased. 
 
Nicholl: You ok? 

You see the difference? 
 

Promise: Yes.  
 
Nicholl: The difference between acting and being. That time, instead of 

just acting out what you saw in your head, you were that child. 
You connected with the truth inside you and that allowed us to 
connect with you. The connection you talked about. 

 
Even if, I’m guessing, some of it didn’t necessarily happen that 
way… 

 
Promise:  No, not exactly that way… 
 
Promise is looking at ‘her mother’s’ shoes. 
 
Nicholl: No but, the truth of who you were in that moment spoke beyond 

the specifics of time and place to all of our feelings about 
childhood, all of our feelings towards our mothers. We’ve all been 
that child. 

 
She looks at the other shoes. 
 
Promise: It felt good. My mother and her friends.  
 
Eventually, she picks up a pair of men’s shoes, Nicholl’s, and looks at them.
  
Nicholl: From your memories, from these specific details, we can extract, 

or distill if you like, a truth that speaks beyond them. 
 
Promise: ‘Details’. 
 
Nicholl: For example, who was sitting there? 
 
Promise: Nobody. 
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Promise tosses the shoes away from the circle. 
 
  I don’t remember. 
 
Nicholl is intrigued by her reaction. 
 
Nicholl: … 

Can we try it again? 
 

Promise is reluctant. 
 
Nicholl:  I think there’s something here that might be worth exploring 

further.   
 
Promise resumes her position huddled up in the centre of the circle.  
Nicholl approaches the circle and stands in the empty space where his own 
shoes were. He puts them on. Promise stares at Nicholl’s shoes intently. She 
crawls very slowly towards them. She sniffs and strokes them. It should begin 
in the spirit of a game (perhaps she shows how badly they smell) but become 
increasingly serious. Eventually Promise reaches out to touch Nicholl’s leg in a 
gently intimate gesture. He doesn’t know how to react for a moment and is 
embarrassed in front of the audience. 
 
Nicholl: (nodding) Very good. Very good.  
 
  Ok. Interesting. 
 
He tentatively reaches down to touch her head. 
   

Let’s come back to that one.  
 
 
[Chorus 2] 
 
The clapping begins. 
 
Promise moves around the edge of the circle standing by the shoes of the 
different guests at the dinner party. She speaks quickly and intently, to give as 
many facts as possible. 
 
Promise: My name is Odera Dike. I’m 26 years old and it’s the 7th May 

1997 at 7.38pm and I am having a dinner party at 24 Ilora Street 
in the Ilasamja district of Lagos.  

 
 These are the facts. 
 

Sitting here is my neighbour, Timi Freeman and he is 34 years 
old. He was born in Benin City 300km to the east but has lived in 
Lagos since he moved here to study engineering in 1981. He’s a 
foreman for Idowu Construction, a company that benefitted 
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enormously from the oil boom of the 70’s and 80’s and the 
massive investment in infrastructure projects by the oil rich 
Nigerian government. Over the last ten years the company has 
more than halved it’s workforce as Nigeria’s economy has gone 
bust under the strain of crippling debt to Western Governments 
and the World Bank 
 

Nicholl: By the end of our time there I knew that everything had changed. 
But it wasn’t just about us performing for them. While we were 
there, people would put on shows for us, or we’d hear about 
something that was worth seeing and try and seek it out. And this 
turned out to be our greatest lesson. Not developing our own 
work, but watching these people performing theirs. 

 
Promise: My name is Odera Dike. Here is my boyfriend Segun Olatunji. He 

is studying to become a high school teacher. He arrived in Lagos 
last year having fled from the Delta where he was a member of 
the Movement for the Survival of Ogoni people. Segun was 
campaigning against the environmental catastrophe being 
inflicted on the Ogoni homeland by Shell and other western oil 
companies. The movement was led by the writer Ken Saro Wiwa 
who was arrested and then hanged along with eight other 
activists by the Nigerian authorities in Port Harcourt on November 
10th 1995. 

  
Nicholl: We’d heard of this forest outside of the town where we were 

staying and the rituals that were performed there. Nobody 
seemed to know much about it or how we could find it, or they 
weren’t willing to tell us. So on our last night staying there, the 
last night of the entire crazy trip, we set off to look for ourselves. 

 
Promise: And here is my best friend, Olusola Fashola. She is a community 

midwife at St Nicholas Hospital here in Lagos. Olusola and I both 
grew up in Omoku, a small town in Rivers State in the Delta 
region. We escaped together. On 10th March 1990 we checked 
out of the boarding house we’d been staying in in Onitsha, caught 
a bus over the Niger Road Bridge and west, away from the Delta 
and towards the city. 

 
The clapping ends. 
 
 
[Exercise 2 - Trust] 
 
 
Nicholl stands on the edge of the circle, as if holding hands with people either 
side of him. 
 
Nicholl: You’re standing in the centre of a circle of people. We’re all 

holding hands. We’re here to keep you safe. We’re here to stop 
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you hurting yourself. But within the circle is your space. You’re 
free to move around it in any way you want. Do what you want in 
your territory.  

 
Nicholl gets a blindfold from upstage and begins to blindfold Promise 
 
Nicholl: Just remember we won’t let anything bad happen to you. 
 
Promise: Anything bad? 
 
Nicholl: You have to trust us. 
 
Nicholl begins to spin Promise around and around in the centre of the circle 
 
Promise: But it’s just you right? You and some shoes. 
 
Nicholl: Feel free to move around. It’s your space. 
 
Nicholl leaves the circle. 
 
Promise tentatively starts to walk forward, her arms in front to protect herself. 
 
Nicholl: Ok. Be confident. You can trust us. 
 
Promise:        Trust who? 
 
Nicholl: A whole circle of people. 
 
Promise walks forward. Nicholl positions himself so that when she reaches the 
edge of the circle he is there with arms outstretched to stop her going any 
further. 
 
Nicholl: See? You have to believe it. We’ll protect you. 
 
Promise turns and starts to slowly walk towards the other side of the circle. 
Nicholl moves round so he’s there when she arrives. 
 
Nicholl: Be confident. It’s your space. 
 
Promise moves with more confidence within the circle, changing direction mid-
walk. Nicholl again moves round to shield her as she reaches the edge of the 
circle. 
 
Promise moves more quickly, taking Nicholl by surprise so that he has to run to 
catch her as she is about to walk through the edge of the circle. He just makes 
it, grabbing onto her in an embrace. She stumbles and nearly falls. 
 
Nicholl: Ok. Ok. I’ve got you. 
 
He takes off her blindfold. 
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Nicholl: See? You believed in us. 
 
They look at each other. 
 
 Let’s… keep going 
 
Promise: Ok. 
  
Nicholl: (Indicating circle) So, Ladies and Gentlemen as we’ve 

established this is Promise’s space. Her territory.  
 (gesturing for her to enter circle) Well, go on. 
 
Promise steps into the middle of the circle. 
 
Nicholl: Now, how does it make you feel? 
 
Promise looks blank. 
 
Nicholl: Ok. Ok. Don’t worry. 
 
Nicholl starts to walk around the outside of the circle. Promise tries to follow 
him with her eyes.  
 
Nicholl: Think of it as your home.  
 
Promise: Hackney? 
 
Nicholl: (laughs) If you like. 
  Or where you were born. Where you’re really from. 
 
Promise: I’m not really from any one place so… 
 
Nicholl: Well if you don’t believe it, we won’t. This is your space. You 

have to make it true. That’s your job. It needs to matter to you. 
 
Suddenly Nicholl runs into the circle and pushes Promise out and over the 
edge so that he is now in the middle and she is outside. Promise is a little 
shocked. 
 
Nicholl: So… How do you feel now? 
 
Promise: Like I’ve been pushed. 
 
Nicholl: Pushed out of your place. Yes. 
 This stage was yours and you were pushed off it. That’s the truth 

of the situation. And now you feel… 
  
Promise circles around Nicholl until she is behind his back then she runs into 
the circle and pushes him out with some force. 
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Nicholl: (recovering) Ok. Defending your… That’s good. A good response. 
 
  Ok. So now… 
 
 
Nicholl: I offer you something, or set you a problem and you respond or 

try and solve the problem. A kind of call and response. And in this 
way we build a story.  

 
Nicholl places the water container that Promise brought with her in the middle 
of the circle.  
 
Promise looks blank. 
 

Ok? 
 
Promise: I think so. 
 
Nicholl: The actions we make, the way we respond to each other’s 

actions, become the building blocks of our story.  
 
Promise: Whose story? 
 
Nicholl: Well…the story we’re telling. 
 (announcing to the audience)  

‘The story of the land and the water’. 
 
But we have to trust each other. We have to believe in each other 
to make it true. To make a connection with each other, and with 
them. 

 
Ok so, what’s your response? 

 
Promise goes over to the water container and mimes drinking from it. 
 
Nicholl: Ok.  
 
Nicholl enters the circle, takes the water container from Promise and leaves 
with it. 
 
Promise thinks for a moment, then starts to act being thirsty. She starts with a 
dry mouth, licking her lips etc. until she is staggering about the circle with her 
hands to her throat. 
 
Nicholl brings a bucket of water from the side of the stage into the circle, sets it 
down and then leaves. 
 
Promise is delighted and moves towards the bucket as if after a long journey. 
She is very thirsty. She dips her head into the bucket and drinks. She drinks 
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some more. She takes off her top, lets down her hair and washes for the first 
time in a month. 
 
Nicholl starts to walk slowly around in the circle looking towards the water. 
 
Promise becomes suspicious of him and protective of the water. 
 
Nicholl lies down on the floor in front of Promise as if collapsed from 
exhaustion. 
 
Promise eventually slides the bucket over to Nicholl. 
 
Nicholl drinks. 
 
They share the water. 
 
Nicholl flicks some water playfully at Promise. 
 
Promise flicks some back. 
 
They get wet. 
 
Nicholl wraps himself around the bucket so that Promise can’t get to it. 
 
Promise tries to prise him away from the bucket by grabbing onto his back and 
arms. 
 
Eventually Nicholl lets go but grabs hold of Promise to stop her getting the 
bucket. 
 
They tussle on the floor until they are out of breath. 
 
Nicholl picks up the bucket and offers it to Promise. 
 
Promise doesn’t respond. 
 
Slowly, Nicholl presses the bucket into Promise’s chest, and closes her arms 
around it. 
 
Nicholl: Ok. Well done. We’ll leave it there. 
 
Promise: Ok. 
 
Nicholl:  (turning to audience) 
 So we can see how a story can unfold from these basic units of 

action. Proposition – dilemma – response. The fundamental 
building blocks of drama. And if these dilemmas, choices and 
actions, are real enough, they can resonate with all of us.  
(To Promise) 
Did they feel real to you? 
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Promise: …erm 
 
Nicholl: …because you had the water to begin with didn’t you, and water 

is precious right? 
 
Promise: And then you took it. 
 
Nicholl: Exactly. You trusted me so you let me share the water. But then I 

wanted to keep it for myself and so we had conflict. 
 
Promise: We had a fight. 
 
Nicholl: Except it wasn’t much of a fight was it? 
 
Promise: No? 
 
Nicholl: You didn’t put up much of a fight. Didn’t seem so bothered. 
 
Promise: Well I was just… 
 
Nicholl: Perhaps it didn’t seem real enough to you. That particular 

dilemma. Or you didn’t want to go there for some reason. In any 
case you chose not to become angry and I’m not sure I 
completely believed you at that point. 

 
Promise: Oh right. 
 
Nicholl: Because you didn’t believe it yourself perhaps. 
 
Promise: … 
 
Nicholl: And it’s ok to be angry. Sometimes it’s good to be angry. 
 
Promise: Yes. 
 
Nicholl: Of course it is real for many. A real dilemma. Resources, 

ownership, exploitation. We can all understand that story. It’s 
happening all the time. 

 
Promise: Of course. 
 
Nicholl: So it’s about making that story real somehow, that’s your job. 

Telling the story so it becomes real for all of us. 
 
Promise: … 

Then you gave it back. The water. 
 
Nicholl: You got it back in the end yes.   
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Promise drops the bucket and the water spills out onto the floor. 
 
 
[Chorus 3] 
 
The clapping begins. 
 
The water from the bucket forms a pattern across the floor.  
This is used by Promise to represent the rivers and tributaries of the Niger 
Delta for the next section. 
 
Nicholl walks around the outside of the circle before standing on its edge 
during the following. 
 
 
Promise: My name is Odera Dike and these are the facts. I was born in 

the Niger Delta in Omoku on May 7th 1971. The landscape of my 
childhood was a mixture of sandbar, mangrove, forest and field, 
criss-crossed with the hundreds of water-ways that branch off 
from the Niger and Benue rivers. The oil in the Delta isn’t hard to 
find. If you know which forests to look in, which marshes to 
tramp through. As children we used to just bend down and 
scoop up the crude bubbling from the ground with our bare 
hands.  

 
Nicholl: The forest is dark and we’ve no idea where we’re going, never 

mind what we’re looking for. Someone holds up a hand for us to 
be still and listen. Above the noise of the insects and birds we 
can hear the sound of clapping and voices singing. We head 
towards the noise until we can eventually make out the backs of 
a circle of people lit by a nearby fire. They’re so intent on the 
ground in front of them and the noises they’re making that they 
don’t seem to notice us as we move closer to stand with them. 
Slowly, awkwardly we start to join in, clapping along to the 
rhythm they’re making. 

 
Promise gets the African water container she brought with her to the 
masterclass. She removes the stopper and from it she pours an oil-like 
substance onto the floor. 
 
Promise:  Since 1958 the Delta’s oilfields have been exploited by a group 

of foreign multi-nationals, making Nigeria the world’s fifth largest 
oil exporter. The crude is drilled and processed through wells 
and pipelines in the creeks of the Delta, passed onwards to 
junctions known as flow stations and then to export terminals on 
the coast. Since production began this vast distribution network 
has been subject to thousands of unchecked oil spills due to 
lack of maintenance, tapping by illicit oil traders and sabotage 
by local militant groups.  
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Nicholl: All of a sudden, the drummers begin. It’s like a thunderclap 
splitting the air, shaking the ground. The circle becomes 
charged with an energy that holds us all in a kind of trance. You 
can feel that this is a special place, that something amazing is 
about to happen here right in front of us. One by one the women 
move forward to the centre of the circle and start to dance. Arms 
raised, eyes closed, they stretch and turn, their bodies glowing 
in the firelight. Their movements so simple and pure. They seem 
to glow and shine in the night. The women dance and burn and 
are beautiful. 

 
Promise:  My childhood was coated in the oil spills of the Delta. Oil in the 

ground that my family tried to plant. Oil in the crops that they 
tried to harvest. Oil in the food we had to eat. There was oil in 
the creeks where we wanted to fish and swim, oil in the water 
we wanted to drink, in the air we breathed. Night after night 
huge flares would light up the skyline as they burnt off the gas 
from the crude instead of processing it. Forest fires burning for 
weeks.  

 
Nicholl: Here it is. Right in front of us. Everything we’ve been looking for. 

All the questions we’ve been asking of how to act, how to be, 
answered. Everything we’ve thought about truth and beauty 
showing itself to us, so close you could reach out and touch it.  

 
Promise: My name is Odera Dike and these are the facts. In 1989 Shell, 

Exon, Chevron and Total pumped 2 to 3 million barrels a day 
from 48 oil fields and 93 natural gas sites spread around the 
Delta and its coast, at a profit of 600 billion dollars. In the same 
year, my last in the delta, I and everyone I knew, apart from the 
gangs and militias, earned less than a dollar a day.  

 
The clapping ends. 
 
 
[Exercise 3 - Hot seat] 
 
 
Promise is stood in the centre of the circle with Nicholl on the outside as if in a 
‘hot-seat’ exercise. 
 
 
Nicholl: … born in Lagos. That’s right? 
 
Promise: My mother moved there when I was very young. 
 
Nicholl: And you were happy there? 
 
Promise: You know my memories of that period are a little… 
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Nicholl: Because when you were older you felt the need… 
 
Promise: I moved away.  
 
Nicholl: You left. You came here. Alone? 
 
Promise: Yes. 
 
Nicholl: Can you tell us about that? About leaving home?  
 
Promise: … 
 
Nicholl: How old were you? 

 
Promise: I’m not sure I really… 
 
Nicholl: It must have been difficult. 
 
Promise: Some of it. 
 
Nicholl: … 

Look I know these exercises can be tricky but I think there’s 
maybe something important here. Something that might not be so 
easy to look at, but that could help. Something we need to look at 
further. 

 
Promise: …Ok 
 
Nicholl: So tell us a bit about what that was like. Moving to the UK… 
 
Promise: Well, you know, I was young when I left so… 
 
Nicholl: …what that felt like. 
 
Promise: …it’s hard to make a comparison… 
 
Nicholl: Try. 
 
Promise: … 

It felt like moving from a place where most people are really poor 
to a place where most people are pretty rich. 
 

Nicholl: I see. Yes. 
 

Promise: By comparison. 
 
Nicholl: Ok. I mean of course.  

But for you personally. You came all this way. You had to leave 
everything behind. 
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Promise: I had to leave. 
 
Nicholl: And come to this strange place, live with these strange people. I 

can’t imagine what that must have been like. 
 
Promise: No. 
 
Nicholl: What you must have thought of us. 
 
Promise: Well it took me a while… 
 
Nicholl: What did you think? 
 
Promise: … 
 
Nicholl: Were you lonely? 
 
Promise: I suppose sometimes… 
 
Nicholl: Homesick? 
 
Promise: It was hard to adjust. 
 
Nicholl: The question of race, nationality… 
 
Promise:  Yes, but it wasn’t that. Not only that. 
 
Nicholl: I imagine inevitably you encountered… 
 
Promise: It was the stuff. 
 
Nicholl: Stuff? 
 
Promise: All the stuff. Everyone has here. We all have. 
 
Nicholl: … 
 They don’t have stuff in Lagos? 
 
Promise: Yes, of course.  
 
Nicholl: Macbooks, lattes, mobiles, they all made it there right? 
 
Promise: It’s difficult to explain… 
 
Nicholl: That there’s more money here? 
 
Promise: Not just more… 
 
Nicholl: You felt a kind of envy maybe?  
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Promise: That here you can have everything. You have everything. And 
there we…most people have nothing. But not just that. That one 
depends on the other. That your having everything depends on 
us having nothing.  
 

Nicholl: But now you’re one of us right? No longer one of ‘them’. 
 
Promise: (angry) 
  That doesn’t make it right. 
 
Nicholl: … 
  Ok good.  
  And this makes you angry. 
 
Promise: No. Sorry. I…I didn’t mean… 
 
Nicholl: No it’s good. The sheer bloody injustice of it all makes you angry. 
 
Promise: Not really.  
 
Nicholl: It’s ok to be angry. 
 
Promise: Not all the time. 
 
Nicholl: Inside you’re furious. 
 
Promise: I try not to be. 
 
Nicholl: You should be. 
 
Promise: It doesn’t help. 
 
Nicholl: You bloody should be. 
 
Promise: It’s just everything that’s happened there. In that country. I mean 

you’ve been. You know what it’s like. 
 
Nicholl: Sure. It’s a bloody basketcase.  
 
Promise: Yeah well, maybe it wasn’t always. Or didn’t need to be so much. 

I don’t know. But people came, you know, and took advantage. 
 
Nicholl: Exactly. Us. We came. 
 
Promise: Well, the West. You know the oil companies and… 
 
Nicholl: We fucking pillaged the place. 
 
Promise: …and now it’s such a mess you know. All the corruption. The 

pollution… 
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Nicholl: No wonder you’re angry. 
 
Promise: No… 
 
Nicholl: You must fucking hate us. 
 
Promise: I don’t… 
 
Nicholl: It’s ok. 
 
Promise: I don’t want to feel that… 
 
Nicholl: You can. I would. If I were you, I would. 
 
Promise: That’s not who I want to be… 
 
Nicholl: But it’s who you are? 
 
Promise: Don’t say that. 
 
Nicholl: I think that’s what you’re saying. 
 
Promise: No… 
 
Nicholl: I think that’s what you’re telling us. 
 
Promise: Stop… 
 
Nicholl: I think maybe that’s why you’re here… 
 
Promise: I said stop! 

 
Nicholl: … 

Ok. Ok. Don’t worry.  
That’s fine for now. Take a moment. 
 
… 
 
You ok? Sorry. We did say it might not be easy. 
 
Sometimes it can be hard to dig below the surface, to 
acknowledge how we really feel. We can resist that for whatever 
reason and we need a little help, a little pushing. That’s all that 
was.  
 
(going to comfort her) 
I hope I didn’t push too hard though. 
 

Promise: No, it’s… I’m fine now. 
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Nicholl: You’re doing really well. I mean I know it’s difficult but I think 

we’re getting somewhere.  
 

Ok to carry on? 
 
Promise nods. 
 
Nicholl: Let’s try something else. 
 
Nicholl goes to get the dress. 
 
  Tell me about this.  
 
Promise: It belonged to my mother. 
 
Nicholl: Your mother. She gave it to you? 
 
Promise: When she died it was one of the things… 
 
Nicholl: Oh. I’m sorry. I didn’t… 
 
Promise: No. It was a while ago now.  
 
Nicholl: Well, thank you. Thanks for bringing it here today.  
 
Promise: It’s fine. 
 
Nicholl thinks for a moment. 
 
Nicholl: Is it ok to introduce this? 
 
Promise: Why not? 
 
Nicholl: I think it might be useful. For the work. 

If we go back to the dinner party. Can we pick it up from where 
we got to? Where were we?  
You’re underneath the table at your mother’s feet… 

 
Promise lies down at the edge of the circle. 
 
Nicholl: Thanks. And your mother is sitting here and her dress is covering 

your face. 
 
Nicholl lays the dress down next to Promise with the bottom of it covering her 
head, as in the image from the end of the childhood scene. 
 
Nicholl: What next? 
 
Promise lifts up the hem of the dress to look at her mother and laughs. 
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Nicholl: Ok, good. Keep going. 
 
Nicholl lifts the dress up and starts to move it around during the following. 
 
Promise clings onto the dress like a child. 
 
She jumps onto the dress to play. 
 
She dances round the circle with the dress faster and faster. 
 
As she dances with the dress she is also dancing with Nicholl, eventually 
holding him. 
 
Promise moves towards Nicholl who is still holding the dress. 
 
She goes to sleep cuddled into the dress and Nicholl. 
 
Promise gets up quickly. She is angry. 
 
Nicholl: Ok. Good. That was great Promise. I think we were really starting 

to see her then. Your connection. 
 
Promise:  
 
Nicholl: (addressing the audience)  

Of course the dress is just a symbol. But what Promise managed 
to do there was to imbue the dress with such belief that it comes 
to life. Or at least the relationship comes to life.  
(to Promise) 
You were very close. We could see that. The sense of fun. 

 
Promise shakes her head. 
 
Nicholl: I’m sorry. We’re digging deep and… 
 
Promise: But we’re not. 
 
Nicholl: Not…? 
 
Promise: …‘digging deep’.  
 
Nicholl: (conscious of audience) 

Ok. 
 

Promise takes the dress from Nicholl. 
 
Promise: I mean these things happened but this isn’t my story? 
 
Nicholl: Well, I think we’re finding something universal here that… 
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Promise: It’s your story. 
 
Nicholl: … 

Ok. That’s fine. Let’s think about that. 
 
Promise: … 
  I’m sorry. I didn’t mean… 
 
Nicholl: No.  
 
Promise: …blocking. I… 
 
Nicholl: No, it’s good. This is important. 
  … 

Listen, I think I’m going to just step out at this stage and let you 
run with this. 

 
Promise: We can carry on.  
 
Nicholl: You’re absolutely right. It’s your story. 
 
Promise: It’s fine. 
 
Nicholl: No please. It’s really good. It’s working. I just want you to go 

further, that’s all. Just take it wherever you think feels right. 
 
A pause. 
 
Promise holds the dress at arms length in front of her. 
 
She slowly puts her arm around the dress as if supporting it, helping it to stand 
upright. 
 
She supports the dress to walk over to the edge of the circle and sit down. 
 
She helps to feed the dress. 
 
She clears up the dress’ mess. 
 
She stays with the dress until it is asleep. 
 
She picks up the dress and drapes it over her arms and carefully carries it to 
the other side of the circle where she lays it down. 
 
She kneels beside the dress, mourning. 
 
 
Nicholl: Ok. Thank you. Thanks for sharing that with us.  
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That seemed like it might have been quite emotional. Quite 
painful so… 

 
Promise: … 
 
Nicholl: Obviously it can be difficult working with such personal…and 

when there’s illness…we could see how much you cared, how 
much she meant… 

 
Promise: That’s not it either. Not just that. 
 
Nicholl: No, of course. She was much more… 
 
Promise quickly picks up the dress and starts to put it on. 
  
Nicholl: Ok. 
 
Promise stands in the middle of the circle in her mother’s dress and closes her 
eyes. 
 
Nicholl: Ok. Good. 
 
Slowly, Promise raises her arms above her head and gently starts to sway. 
 
Nicholl: (quietly) That’s it Promise. It’s your space. Take your time. 
 
Promise starts to turn round and round in the centre of the circle, still with her 
eyes closed. Nicholl starts to clap out a steady rhythm. 
 
Nicholl: That’s it. Show us. Show us who she was.  
                                                                   
Promise slowly starts to dance in the centre of the circle, as if in a trance. 

 
You are her. Believe it.  

 
Promise’s demeanour shifts to that of a happy vivacious woman. 
 
Nicholl becomes more animated, delighted, clapping her on, encouraging her 
from the edge of the circle. 
 
Nicholl: Make it true Promise. Bring her to life. 
 
After a while she opens her eyes, looks towards Nicholl and smiles at him. 
 
She moves over to his side of the circle and gestures towards him. 
 
She is holding out her hands that he might join her. 
 
At first he is uncertain and resists. 
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She encourages him. 
 
Eventually he decides to join in, takes her hands and moves into the circle. 
 
They begin to dance together. Awkwardly at first but gradually with more 
intimacy. 
 
The dancing becomes sexual. 
 
Nicholl plays along. 
 
Eventually she makes to kiss him. 
 
Promise slaps Nicholl hard across the face. 
 
He looks shocked. 
 
 
[Chorus 4]  
 
 
Clapping 
 
Promise is dancing in the middle of the circle. 
 
Promise: My name is Odera Dike and these are the facts. 

To make some extra money, the women from the town would put 
on shows for the tourists at night in the forest. Most of us were 
trying to save up to get out of there. Get away from the militias 
and the police, the beatings and intimidation. And the stink of the 
oil everywhere. The lack of any clean water, the lack of any kind 
of a life. 

 
Nicholl approaches the circle, repeating the movements from his chorus story. 
 
Promise: So we’d dance and play around for the foreigners. Businessmen, 

oilmen, people just there for a look.  
 
He joins in the clapping.  
 
Promise: Most of them were decent enough. Just wanted to see some 

local colour. Something authentic. We tried to give them what 
they wanted. There was a lot of drinking and music. Some of the 
time we even had fun. 

 
He is drawn into the circle. He starts to dance with Promise. 
 
Promise: But at the same time, along with all the laughing and the dancing, 

beneath our breath, we were cursing them. We couldn’t help it. 
We cursed them standing there watching us. Being interested in 
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us. We cursed them trying to understand our culture, our 
traditions. We cursed their clapping along, their awkward moves, 
their clumsy advances. We cursed their coming here and their 
drilling. We cursed their endless need for this dirty stinking liquid. 
We cursed all their cars and their planes and their factories and 
their money and their energy and their growth.  

 
Increasingly sexual. 
 

We cursed them so that one day all of this would come back to 
them. What had happened here. What they’d done to this place. 
To us. So that they’d finally see. Finally see who we really are. 
How we matter. Finally see the truth.  
 

She kisses him. The clapping ends. 
 
 

[Exercise 4 – role reversal] 
 
 
Nicholl is holding his cheek from the slap at the end of the last section.  
 
Promise takes the blindfold, puts it on Nicholl and spins him around. She gives 
him a push and he staggers towards the centre of the circle. As she speaks he 
tries to move towards her. Every time he comes close she pushes him back 
into the circle.  
 
Promise: So you’re stood in the middle of a circle of people. 
 
Nicholl          Right, can we just… 
 
Promise        In the forest on a warm moonlit night. And you’re dancing. You’re 

dancing with a beautiful woman to the sound of the drums and 
the clapping and the singing. And you’re happy. You’re thinking, 
‘Look at me! I am the luckiest person alive. I’m here in this place, 
in this special place, and I’m with these wonderful people and I’m 
just dancing.  

 
 You and the woman, you dance through the night. Both hoping 

that by the end of it all, everything will have changed. She tries to 
please you. She shows you what she thinks you want to see. She 
needs your money. You and the woman, you dance through the 
night. She’s dreaming of escape, you dreaming of truth. The 
people stand around you in a circle and watch. They stand and 
they watch and they pass judgment on you. They see the truth of 
why you’re here, how you’re here. They see the truth of who you 
really are.  
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You and the woman dance. And after this night everything will 
have changed, but in ways neither of you can know. Your lives 
will change forever. 

 
Nicholl removes the blindfold. 
 
Nicholl: Nice story. 
 
Promise: Is it? 
 
Nicholl: An interesting version of events. 
 
Promise: Not a version. 
 
Nicholl: I can see why you might want to… 
 
Promise: It’s the facts. 
 
Nicholl: …to undermine… 
 
Promise: It’s not… 
 
Nicholl: Here. In front of these people. I can see that now. What you’re 

doing. 
 
Promise: I think they should know. 
 
Nicholl: After all, who am I to talk about… 
 
Promise: I think you should know. 
 
Nicholl: …to presume. Yes, of course. I can see that. What you might 

think. 
 
Promise: The truth. 
 
Beat 
 
Nicholl: And of course all this information is readily, perhaps too readily… 
 
Promise: You think I’m making this up? 
 
Nicholl: …interviews and so on. 
 
Promise: What, that I read up on you? 
 
Nicholl: Didn’t you? 
 
Promise: Well, yes but… 
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Nicholl: And it’s fine, you know. An obvious target. Why not…offer a 
critique. I’m open to that, of course.  
But, I have to tell you that I was there and I know what I… 

 
Promise: No. 
 
Nicholl: What I can say is that it meant something to me. That night. A 

great deal. You can accept that? 
 
Promise: You were fooled! Your truth. It was a show put on for the tourists. 
 
Nicholl: I know what I saw. How I felt. And I’m afraid anything you say, 

however worthwhile, can’t… 
 
Promise: Don’t you see? It wasn’t a pure expression of anything. They 

were forced into being there. By their situation. By years, 
generations of injustice, exploitation.  

 
Nicholl: Of course, I’m not denying… 
 
Promise: Yes! 
 
Nicholl: …the complexity of the political… 
 
Promise: Yes. Yes you are. You are denying that. That is exactly what 

you’re doing. You were there because you could be. Because of 
who you are, where you’re from. Everything that came before that 
meant you could be there and that they had no choice. 

 
Nicholl: Well, I’m not so certain that either of us can know…that we can 

ascribe… 
 
Promise: They – had – no – choice. 
 
Beat 
 
Promise: That was her. That was my mother. 
 That was her. There. That night. 
 
Nicholl: … 

Right. 
 
Promise: Before. Before she moved to Lagos. 
 
Nicholl: I see. 
  
Promise: That’s how I know. 
 
Nicholl: Yes. 

And why you’ve decided to come here today. 
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Promise: Partly, yes. 
 
Nicholl: To talk to us. To tell me… 
 The truth. 
 
Promise: Yes. 
 
Nicholl: (Thinking) 

Ok.  
Ok, I see now. 
… 
Well thank you. 

 Thank you for sharing that. 
 I can see now what all of this would mean to you. 
 I want you to know that I, and I think all of us here, can 

appreciate what you’re saying and your personal connection to all 
of this. So yes. Thanks. 

 
 But I think if it’s ok with everyone we’ll leave it there for today. 

Obviously it’s been an unusual session but I hope an interesting 
one and I’d like to thank you all for your patience… 

 
Nicholl has come to the centre of the circle to address the audience. Promise 
has started to pace around the edge of the circle. 
 
Nicholl:  (to Promise) 

I think we can leave it there now.  
 

Promise begins to circle around him. 
 

Promise: No, come on. Hot Seat.  
 
Nicholl: Look, Promise… 
 
Promise: It’s only fair. 
 
Nicholl: I think we’ve gone far enough. 
 
Promise: So how old were you when you were in the Delta? 
 
Nicholl: How old? 
 
Promise: 36? 37? 
 
Nicholl: Around that. 
 
Promise: And those girls, the girls you saw dancing, they were what? 18, 

19? 
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Nicholl: They were different ages I think. 
 
Promise: And you gave them money. That was the deal right? 
 
Nicholl: Deal? 
 
Promise: How much? 
 
Nicholl: I’m not sure I… 
 
Promise: How much did you have to pay? 
 
Nicholl: Look if you’re trying to imply… 
 
Promise: Because you had money right? You were being paid to be there. 

You were funded. By your government. I mean compared to them 
you were rich. And you wanted an experience. A good time. 
Was it covered by the per diem or did you have to dip into your 
fee? 

 
Nicholl: For god’s sake. 
 
Promise: Probably the per diem would have covered it. What you wanted. 
 
Nicholl: …suggesting that I… There was never any question of… 
 
Promise: Anyway it was enough. Whatever you paid for that night. Or 

eventually it was enough because she got out. Eventually she 
could afford to leave, so…  

 
Nicholl: Ok. That really is enough now. I’m sorry about this, Ladies and 

Gentlemen… 
 
Promise: …with me inside her.  
 
They look at each other.  
 
Nicholl: I don’t…. 
 
Promise: Well, it can be difficult…digging deep…when it’s such personal… 
 
Nicholl: You… 
 
Promise: Me. 
 
Beat 
 
Promise: Born on a boarding house floor in Onitsha, delivered by my 

mother’s best friend, nine months after that night. The day before 
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they caught a bus over the Niger Road Bridge and escaped from 
the Delta. With your money. 

 
Nicholl:  (laughs) 
  Look I’m sorry. I really have no idea what you’re… 
 
Promise: That woman you met. Twenty-seven years ago. The woman who 

showed you the truth. 
 
Nicholl: This is ridiculous.  
 
Promise: My mother. 
 
Nicholl: Can we stop this now? Please.  
 
Promise: I think we need to go further. 
 
Nicholl: But this is preposterous. 

What you’re suggesting…it’s… 
 … 

Lot’s of people know that story. Anybody could have read about 
that night and come up with… 

 
Promise: An interesting version of events. 
  
Nicholl: What is this? You turn up here under false…frankly, pretending to 

be something you’re not. To me. To all of us here. Making these 
wild…these shocking… 

 
Promise: You don’t seem so shocked. 
 
Nicholl: I just mean… 

I really don’t think this is the place. What you’re saying…it’s…it’s 
unbelievable.  
 

Promise: You don’t believe me? 
 

Nicholl: Ok right, we’re just going to draw things to a… Thank you. 
 
Nicholl starts to exit the stage. 
 
Promise: No. That’s not what you’re going to do. 
 
Nicholl: I’m sorry? 
 
Promise: ‘Draw things to a close’. We’re not finished yet. 
 
Nicholl: What are you talking about?  
 
Promise: You don’t get to say how this ends. Its already been decided.  
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Nicholl tentatively re-enters. 
 
Promise: I was always going to find you. Come back to you. Show you who 

you really are. That’s how this ends. 
 
Promise moves closer to Nicholl. 

  
You know what you did. You know. 

 
A pause. 
 
Nicholl: Look, even if what you say… 
 
Promise: ‘If’? 
 
Nicholl: Even if what you say is true. I left the next day. I had no way of 

knowing… 
 
Promise: Well it’s not as if it meant anything. 
 
Nicholl: That’s not what I’m saying… 
 
Promise: Anything beyond that moment anyway. The beauty of that 

moment. The truth of that moment.  
 
Nicholl: Obviously, if I’d known that something like this…what you’re 

suggesting.  
 
Promise: ‘If you’d known’, what? 
 
Nicholl: … 
 
Promise: What would you have done differently if you’d have known? In 

what way would your life have been different? 
 
Nicholl: Well, I would have been able to… 
 
Promise: To come back? To live with us? To stop her getting sick? 
 
Nicholl:  
 … 

Look, you’re angry. I can see that. And you’ve come here to meet 
me. In front of all these people to… 
But please try to understand it wasn’t… 

 What you’re thinking…at all like that.  
 This story you’ve told yourself. That you’re telling us. It’s not true. 

That’s not how it was. 
 Of course the money. 
 But she was…I wanted to help. 
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 It meant something for both us. 
That night. Something important. Something good.  
Being together. 

 
Promise: And then you left. 
 
Nicholl: Yes of course I left, because… 
 
Promise: …because you could. 
 
Nicholl: …because… 
 
Promise: …and she couldn’t. 
 
 
Nicholl: (frustrated) 

I’m not sure what you think I did that was so wrong. 
  I travelled there.  
  I met someone 
  We spent the night together. 

It was good. Just two people meeting and…despite 
everything…connecting. 
Obviously, I wasn’t thinking about… 

  You know I was young. 
 
Promise:  Not young enough… 

Not young enough, 
  Not poor enough, 
  Not black enough. 
  Not the same. 
  Not equal. 
  Different.  
  Can’t you see you ignorant, self-obsessed…liar. 

So, so, different. 
 

Nicholl: (becoming angrier) 
How do you know? 

  You weren’t there. 
  You’ve no idea what happened. 
  What gives you the right to say how it was? Who I am? 

I mean, who are you anyway? Who the are you to come here and 
challenge…To make these accusations, when none of us here 
have the faintest idea where on earth you’ve come from or 
whether anything you’ve said here is actually anything other than 
the filthiest of lies. Why should I believe you? Acting like this…in 
front of these people. Like some kind of mad woman. You could 
be making the whole thing up? How do we know you’re telling the 
truth? Have you any proof? Prove it. Prove to us you are who you 
say you are. 
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Promise has picked up the metal bucket. She swings it violently and strikes 
Nicholl hard around the head. He is stunned, dazed, staggering. 

 
Promise: It doesn’t matter who I am. Exactly how things happened. We’re 

trying to uncover something universal here. About you and me. 
What we mean to each other. About all of us here.  
Trying to understand each other. What we’re all like. Where we’re 
all from. 

 
Tell us the story again. Tell us again about that night. Act it out 
for us. Show us what it was like. Show us all now. Put yourself in 
her shoes. Back in that place. Imagine being her. What it meant 
to her. You tell us, what was it like? 

 What was she like? 
  
Promise quickly walks towards Nicholl and forces the dress over his head and 
down over his body. Nicholl tries to resist but she slaps him again. 
 
  Was it like this? 
  Was she like this? 
 
Promise gets the water container and pours oil over Nicholl’s head. She 
smears the oil all over his face. 
 
Promise: Is this what she looked like? Pure and beautiful.  
 
Promise leaves Nicholl in the centre and moves to the edge of the circle. She 
starts to clap out a rhythm for him to dance to. 
 

Come on show us. 
How did she move?  
How did she dance? 
Dig deep. Let the feeling flow through you.  
Instead of looking at her from outside, you are her. 
The truth of who she was. 
Come on. Be her.  
Move how she moves. 
Think how she thinks. 
Feel what she feels. 
Tell us the truth.  
 

The clapping gets louder. 
 

 
End 

 
 

 
 


