Slaying Bob Marley 
And The Minion Of Babylon
by Jimmy Brunelle 


(LIGHTS UP ON THREE INTERCONNECTED CIRCULAR PLATFORMS. JACOB IS SITTING IN A MULTICOLORED BEAN BAG CHAIR ON THE CIRCLE STAGE RIGHT. HIS EYES ARE CLOSED. HE IS WEARING TIED-DYED CLOTHES. HIS HAIR IS IN MOCK DREAD LOCKS. GARY IS SITTING IN A WOODEN CHAIR STAGE LEFT, ALSO WITH HIS EYES CLOSED. HE IS WEARING A SUIT AND TIE. MELISSA IS UPSTAGE CENTER SITTING AT A SCHOOL DESK. SHE IS SLEEPING WITH HER HEAD ON A BOOK. THERE IS A KNAPSACK FULL OF BOOKS DRAPED ON HER CHAIR. SHE IS WEARING A NICE DRESS, EARRINGS, AND HIGH HEELS. SHE AWAKES WITH A START. LOOKS AROUND PERPLEXED, AS IF SHE DOESN'T KNOW WHERE SHE IS. CLARITY COMES TO HER. SHE ANGRILY SWIPES THE BOOK OFF THE DESK. SHE LOOKS IN THE KNAPSACK AND PULLS OUT A BOOK AND THROWS IT TO THE FLOOR. SHE THEN THROWS THE WHOLE BAG TO THE FLOOR. THIS WAKES JACOB. SHE WALKS DOWNSTAGE AND STEPS SLOWLY TO THE EDGE OF THE PLATFORM AND CONTEMPLATES SOMETHING)

JACOB: What are you doing, sister?

MELISSA: Get away.

JACOB: You look like you're gonna do something.

MELISSA: Leave me alone.

JACOB: My guess is that you're thinking about stepping off.

MELISSA: It's none of your business. (GARY AWAKES)

JACOB: Step off. Stir it up, little darling, stir it up.

MELISSA: I just want to be left alone.

JACOB: I stepped off once. Now, I see Babylon from the outside--even when I'm on the inside. Although, I'm never really on the inside. Once you're on the outside, it becomes your own inside, and what's now on the outside is always the outside-- even when you're on the inside of it. Just so you know. 

MELISSA: Please.

JACOB: Step off. I'll be your witness. Maybe, I'll write some words about you. Give them to my reggae brothers to put them to music. You'll be a legend among my circles.

GARY: Don't listen to him. He's trying to destroy you.

JACOB: I'm just trying to help her, brother.

GARY: Girl, if you step off you will cease to exist. 

JACOB: (TO MELISSA) It'll be like having your own vintage VW bus. You'll trod into the sunset, of course with bumper stickers of Bob Marley and the Wailers all over the outside, ganja under the seat, sun glasses, and a bottle of rum right there. You'll be an iron lion in Zion, sister. Beautiful, heavenly Zion.

GARY: Listen to me. If you step off, you'll lose everything. 

JACOB: Oh, and what do you know?

GARY: I know what's good for her and what's not.

JACOB: You're a minion of Babylon. That's what you are brother.

GARY: Speak English. What's this Babylon?

JACOB: I don't need to explain it to you. Your corrupted mind wouldn't understand. No one from Babylon knows what they are, or they wouldn't be there. 

MELISSA: Please go. Please.

GARY: I'm sorry, but I can't leave you when you're on the brink of ruin. You have everything to lose.

JACOB: She's got nothing to lose. 

GARY: She'll lose everything that is good for her.

JACOB: If it's all good for her, she wouldn't be thinking about stepping off.

GARY: But if she steps off there's only oblivion.

JACOB: Have you ever done it?

GARY: No.

JACOB: Then don't tell her what she's going to experience.

GARY: I know what her experience has been up to this point, and it has been conducive...

MELISSA: No one knows my experience--ever. Now go away. I was having a private moment.

GARY: Privacy is the spawning ground for all that is evil and insane. 

MELISSA: I am sane for the first time in my life. I need to find out if there's something else. 

JACOB: Sister, it's like what Bob Marley sings in Keep On Moving: "Lord, I've got to keep on moving. Where I can't be found, where I can't be found." So move on, sister.

GARY: If you stay, there are so many good things.

MELISSA: But everyday it's the same thing. Get up, go to school, horny guys hitting on me, go home, do homework, watch TV, go to sleep. I can't concentrate. Everything bores me. They say I have an attention deficit, that I need a drug. I take it and I'm still bored with it all. I tell them that, and no one listens. Everyone just wants to fix me. 

GARY: That's because you need fixing. Everyone does at one time or another. We're like a big train. If the wheels are broken on just one car, the whole train could be derailed. It has to stay on track, and it has to keep on rolling. 

MELISSA: It never stops.

JACOB: Blow it up, sister. Derail it. And watch it burn to little cinders while sitting on the nearest hill drinking some rum, sharing a spliff with a community of dreads, and listening to Bob Marley. Maybe, I'll be there with you. We'll get spiritually naked, and we can ride each other's minds to the land of Jah--blissful Zion. Come here, be with me before you step off. 

GARY: No. She's a nice girl.

JACOB: She doesn't want to be nice, she wants to be natural. Smoke, hang out, and love--freely.

GARY: She's nice

JACOB: Natural.

GARY: Nice.

JACOB: Natural...

MELISSA: Stop it. You're not seeing me. No one does. They only see what I was--what they want me to be. I don't know who I am anymore. Everything I believe--worship God, love America, be thin, dress like a lady, go to college, attract a man, get married, have kids--it's all someone else's dream. I have to step off.

GARY: But if you step off, you can't come back.

MELISSA: You don't know that. You don't know anything. 

GARY: I know things. I know a lot of things.


MELISSA: Oh, yeah, tell me one original thing about yourself that hasn't been rammed into your mind by other people, the T.V.. (PAUSE) Come on. One thing. Let's go. You're wasting my time here. Tell the truth. You don't know who you really are. 

GARY: I know who I am. (PAUSE) Just accept things. You should be proud to be American, to be God-fearing--and there's nothing wrong with being married and having kids. Having a job. I look to the past, and to the future, and I see continuity, a tradition of freedom. We're number one. Everyone else in the world wants to be like us. They want our jeans, stereos, TV's, cars, our movies, our music. I know in my heart that most people would want to be Christian if they really knew--really knew--the words of Jesus. We need to learn who we are from the ones who have gone before--blazed the trail--got it right---so we can have a fulfilling life. I am what my father and my mother and this country has taught me. They got it right. I got it right. I have a good life. I am not ashamed of it. That's the truth. Accept it. 

MELISSA: I need to find out what I really believe. Really believe. The past isn't real. It's all just a story...a game of make-believe...and I don't know what's true, or what's not. Maybe, I'll find out. Now, tell me one thing. 

GARY: You make no sense. Your ancestors gave their sweat and their lives so that you could be free. You spit on their graves. You're a spoiled brat and I have no more time for you. If you want to step off, step off. We don't need you.

MELISSA: One thing.

GARY: Go ahead, you'll just fall forever. (GARY GOES BACK TO SPOT. WATCHES)

JACOB: Yeah, he doesn't know anything. 

MELISSA: You don't either.

JACOB: (PULLS A SPLIFF FROM HIS POCKET) I know that I like to kick back, smoke some ganja, drink some rum, and listen to reggae. You know, I believe Bob stepped off. Look at him. People looked up to him--listened to his words. He had it right. Bring down the corrupt establishment--Babylon. Look, I have some Bob on the sound system right now. We'll smoke this spliff. I'll make some dread locks in that beautiful hair of yours. You'll be a dread. It'll help you to step off with more ease. 

MELISSA: You look Irish.

JACOB: What?

MELISSA: Your face, your skin--I think you look Irish.

JACOB: Oh, yeah...well, ugh...I think you should stop thinking so much and smoke with me. Prepare to join the forces against Babylon. We'll lift our heads, and give Jah praises. Travel with me to Zion and its beautiful salvation.

MELISSA: You can save me?

JACOB: Oh, yeah, sister. So to the rescue, here I am. Come here. (FLICKS A LIGHTER)

MELISSA: Don't light it. I just want to breath.

JACOB: This will make you breath easier. Come on, smoke. Then maybe you'll feel like getting closer.

MELISSA: Like this? (MOVES CLOSER)

JACOB: Yeah. But we should smoke first. It'll bring us closer in spirit.

MELISSA: (TAKES UNLIT SPLIFF FROM HIM) Tell me why you look Irish.

JACOB: Let's not talk of the things of Babylon. I'm a dread. My heart is of a pure Rasta man.

MELISSA: I'll bet you're not like other Rasta men. 

JACOB: I have my style.

MELISSA: You're an original.

JACOB: An artist of love.

MELISSA: You know how to bring a girl to ecstasy, to Zion.

JACOB: The way you know me--it's like you're my soul sister. You should take your clothes off. 

MELISSA: Kneel.

JACOB: I don't kneel.

MELISSA: If you want me to take my clothes off--kneel.

JACOB: Alright. (SHE WALKS BEHIND HIM. GRABS HIS HAIR. HE LOSES HIS ACCENT) Ow, what are you doing?! Come on. Let go. I spent a lot of time on those dreads.

MELISSA: What's the longest you've stayed with a girl, artist of love?

JACOB: I don't know, let go, come on. (PULLS HIS HAIR) I love all my girls.

MELISSA: How long? (PULLS HIS HAIR)

JACOB: I'm good to them. I please them.

MELISSA: How long? (PULLS HIS HAIR)

JACOB: A few hours, maybe a night. Doesn't mean I don't love each--

MELISSA: I want days--weeks--years. 

JACOB: No Rasta man has that kind of time.

MELISSA: I want honesty. Tenderness. I want you to find out what it is I want. Reveal yourself to me. No costumes. No altered states. No Bob Marley. You.

JACOB: This is me. I'm a Rasta man.

MELISSA: Tell me why you look Irish.

JACOB: I'm telling you nothing, sister.

MELISSA: Then you have nothing for me. (LET'S GO OF HIM. THROWS THE SPLIFF AT HIS FEET) 

JACOB: (PICKS UP SPLIFF. REGAINS ACCENT) Let's smoke, we'll forget about everything.

MELISSA: You're a lie.

JACOB: I'm real, sister.

MELISSA: You're not. You go on and on about Babylon and how corrupt it all is, but you're the one who's corrupt. You think you're Bob Marley. You wear your hair like him, wear his clothes, speak his words. He made people listen. They applauded him. He had all the women he wanted. You think that by doing all this you'll have that kind of power. You'll be immortal. But you're just a mirage, and I won't be seduced by you. You're not my salvation. You say that you want to help me step off, but you just want me to join your lie--so you're not alone in it. You've never stepped off....

