NOT MY BOY
By Jesse Cox

in Memory of DeVane Tate

ACT I

Scene opens with Mattie-Jamal’s and Debra’s mother busy around the kitchen.  Set includes a kitchen table with two or three chairs, sink and cabinets, also if feasible, window’s and door.
(Mother begins to sing “Amazing Grace” as she starts to wash dishes.  Her son, Jamal, sneaks up on her and tickles her sides)

Mattie:

(Jumps) Boy! What I told you about sneaking up on me. (Giggles)

Jamal:
Can I help it cause I got the best little Mama in the whole wide world. (Holds her around the waist and kisses her on the cheeks)  Gimme some sugar.
Mattie:
Stop boy!  (Hits him with a spatula) Gone somewhere with that mess!  Crazy self!! You finished packing your bags yet?

Jamal:
Almost…

Mattie:
Almost… Nothing…Now you know you ain’t got a little while before you gotta get back to that University…

Jamal:
Yeah Ma…I know but…

Mattie:
But Nothing… (Hits him on the butt with a spatula)  You know you can’t be late going back to that school…

Jamal:
I know Ma.  I’m almost finished…but I called myself waiting around for Debbie…she told me she’d try to come by before I left.

Mattie:
Debbie?  Child, your sister means well but if you waiting on her, you might not ever leave…

Jamal:
(laughs) Know that’s right.  Guess I’ll get outta here. (Walks over to stove)  I’m hungry Ma… What’s for breakfast (picks up something, starts to bite)

Mattie:
(Slaps his hands) Put that down!  You washed your hands?
Jamal:
Yes Mother…I washed my hands.  Now may I eat??  I’m hungry!!
Mattie:
(Looks at him and smiles)  Alright…now gone fix you something to eat, but don’t be late getting back to that school...hear me?

Jamal:
Yes Ma’am…(Walks and sits at the table)  Ma…Know What?

Mattie:
What baby?

Jamal:
Sure wish Daddy was here.

Mattie:
Miss him hum??? 

Jamal:
Real Bad…It wouldn’t be so hard if …Just wish he was here to see me now…humph.  About to graduate from college…become a success…I mean  Everything he worked so hard for…

Mattie:
I know baby….

Jamal:
Just wanted him to be proud of me…

Mattie:
(Sarcastically)  Well, it’s too late for that.

Jamal:
(Surprised)  What do you mean?

Mattie:
Your father was proud of you the moment you were born.

Jamal:
(Smiling)  Huh?

Mattie:
Never seen a man be so crazy bout his boy.

Jamal:
Really Ma?

Mattie:
I tell you…When you were born your daddy had all these high “fa-luting” dreams for you…He’d brag… “My Boy this My Boy that”.  “When that boy gets bigger… I gone take him here and there…” Oh, he just went on …and on…

Jamal:
Se Ma…(shakes head)  that’s why it hurts so much.

Mattie:
But baby…thank God you did have him for a “good” little while…least he saw you grown.

Jamal:
Sound selfish don’t I?  It’s just that…I loved him so much.  I didn’t wanna be like Mike… I wanted to be like my daddy!  My Daddy was my hero.

Mattie:
(Chuckles) Yeah honey…they don’t make em like yo daddy no more.  He was the best.  Strong black man…took care of his family too.  Worked hard and long at that factory…day in… day out…

Jamal:
I remember he’d be so tired sometimes…(gazing off)

Mattie:
(Remembering)  All that back breaking work.

Jamal:
He’d come home and I’d run right up to him and give him the biggest hug…(Hugs his body)

Mattie:
(Reflecting)  Back be hurting so bad…sometimes he could hardly stand.

Jamal:
He’d reach down and swing me way over his head…

Mattie:
I made sure a nice hot bath and dinner was always waiting for yo daddy.

Jamal:
He was so strong…swing me up in the air like I weighed nothing…

Mattie:
And you know what baby?

Jamal:
(Stop Daydreaming) Oh! What Mama?

Mattie:

That man was smart too!!

Jamal:

Oh I know that Mama…

Mattie:

No, No… I’m talking really smart.  Wasn’t much he couldn’t have done or 

been, if he’d  had a half a chance.

Jamal:

What you mean?

Mattie:
Never finished nothing but the sixth grade.  His father ran off.  He quit school and started to work.  Next thing you know, he got a wife and two more mouths to feed…

Jamal:
I didn’t eat that much, did I Ma?

Mattie:
(swats at him) Shut up boy… Your Daddy was  the closest thing to a genius I’d ever seen!!

Jamal:
Really Ma?

Mattie:
You bout don’t remember…ya’ll was so young…but …our grass got real high…didn’t have no kinda of money for a new mower…know what?

Jamal:
What Ma?

Mattie:
Your Daddy took a motor out of an old washing machine and concocted us a lawn mower.

Jamal:
Huh?

Mattie:
Sure did…Thing lasted til we could afford another mower…cut good too!

Jamal:
Man!!

Mattie:
Like I said…they don’t make em like that no more.

Jamal:
Beg your pardon (coughs)!

Mattie:
(They both laugh) Oh if forgot…except for you baby. (Looks lovingly at Jamal)  Looking at you just like looking at your Daddy (starts to cry).

Jamal:
Don’t cry Mama (Hugs mother) Don’t cry.
Mattie:
Oh baby…they tears of joy…just looking at you gives me comfort…Like he was still here in a way… I miss him, but I thank God I had a good husband.

Jamal:
Don’t worry momma…I’ll always be here for you.

Mattie:
I know. I know baby…(wipes eyes) Now hurry up and finish breakfast, don’t want you in no big hurry getting back to school.

Jamal:
Guess I’m just about finished.  (takes plate to the sink)

Mattie:
You full baby?

Jamal:
Yes Ma’am…Gonna finish packing now.   Hope Debbie  make it before I leave. (Walks off, turns back looks at mother. Goes over and kisses her)  I love you momma…You mean the world to me.

Mattie:
Love you too sweetie… Gone on now. (Jamal exits.  Mattie cleans up. Puts teapot on stove.  After short pause hears knock at the door) Come on in.

Lucille:
Hey Ms. Mattie (Holding a bowl)

Mattie:
Hey Ms. Lucille…How you doing?

Lucille:
Fine Ms. Mattie…just fine.  Uh, I was wondering…can I please borrow some sugar?

Mattie:
Yeah honey…sure you can. (takes Lucille’s cup, put sugar in it) Sit down.

Lucille:
Thank you Ms. Mattie.  Don’t need but just a little bit…just enough for my corn flakes.

Mattie:
Just “your” cornflakes.  What about those boys of yours?

Lucille:
Humph…I didn’t want to be greedy Ms. Mattie.

Mattie:
Oh that’s alright child.  You know you’re welcome.  Come to think of it, how them boys doing?  They didn’t come by to see me like they use to.

Lucille:
They alright, Ms. Mattie.  Harry got a court date this morning…Child…he gone get enough of dropping babies everywhere he go.  Can’t keep a dime in his pocket for buying pampers. (They both laugh)

Mattie:
 Well, at least he’s buying 'em!!
Lucille:
Yeah…with my money…(they both laugh)  But that’s okay…cause his singing career is about to take off.

Mattie:
That right?

Lucille:
Sure is…some man spose to be coming here form New York.

Mattie:
New York?  Humph…My…My.,..My…

Lucille:
He coming all the way down here just to hear my boy sing…

Mattie:
And he can sing too...Right people hear him, he get a chance.!!

Lucille:
Aw…he gone make it!  Yeah…He…He…gone make it (Nervously)  I know he will Ms. Mattie…He got to … He just got too…(pause)  Just wish He’d keep a job.

Mattie:
Humph…

Lucille:
You know…just til he make it and all.  Cause honey (shakes her head)  it’s hard….

Mattie:
Know what you mean baby…

Lucille:
Guess what though Ms. Mattie.

Mattie:
What’s That?

Lucille:
My baby told me when he make it big he gone buy me a big house with a swimming pool, a baby blue cedilla, cause blue my favorite color you know…A big screen TV, and a Jacuzzi…Child I ain’t even ever seen no Jacuzzi…don’t even know what it is.

Mattie:
(Sarcsatically) Me neither child. (Both chuckles)
Lucille:
He just needs a chance that’s all…

Mattie:
He gone get it. Just watch Now look, how’s Dennis doing?

Lucille:
You mean… “Dennis, the Meance”? (Rolls her eyes)

Mattie:
Aw Lucille?

Lucille:
I mean it Ms. Mattie…just yesterday… the police came to my house looking form him…he stays in trouble.

Mattie:
What he do?

Lucille:
Breaking in folk houses.  He acts like windows was made just for him to climb in em….let him keep on…somebody gone make sure he don’t get out the way he came in.

Mattie:
Don’t say that Lucille!

Lucille:
I’m telling you Ms. Mattie…somebody gone put a bullet right through his thick skull…I try to tell em, but he just won’t listen…Only reason he ain’t dead yet is cause everybody know he crazy and ain’t got good sense.

Mattie:
Plus he keeps you laughing?

Lucille:
Yeah…but he ain’t funny no more. The boy is twenty-one and still in the 10th grade…ain’t nothing funny about that…

Mattie:
Well now…

Lucille:
Well now nothing Ms. Mattie that boy don’t watch out he gone be in a world of trouble. I hate it too cause he used to be such a sweet child. (Reminiscing)
Mattie:
Sho was…(knock on the door)  That must be Debbie…she said she’d stop by before Jamal left…(sees Harry peeking around door) Oh. Hi Harry.

Harry:
How you doing Ms. Mattie:  Oh…Uh…Mama…

Lucille:
(Visibly upset)  What you want?

Harry:
Aw mama…Hey mama…You got $5.00 so I can catch the bus?

Lucille:
$5.00?  Since when the bust cost $5.00?

Harry:
See Ma…

Lucille:
See Ma nothing …(goes into bosom gets $5.00) Better see you way of getting a job.  You need to getting one of them “crazy checks” like your brother…I’m sick and tired of ya’ll.

Harry:
Now Mama, (Put his arms around her) You know I’m bout to get a recording contract then…I’m gone take real good care of you.
Lucille:
Yeah,  Yeah,  Yeah…I’ll believe it when I see it.  You just gone downtown and talk to that judge so he won’t throw yo butt in jail for not paying child support…or the only song you gone be singing is “Jailhouse Rock”.

Harry:
Mama  Please, You gone gimme bad luck…I’m gone (turns to walk away) Bye Ms. Mattie.

Mattie:
Bye Child. (Optinonal: Ms. Mattie asks Harry to sing a little something for her).

Harry:
(Turns back) Uh Ma…

Lucille:
Now What?  (Disgusted)

Harry:
U, Ma, Ma, Mama…I just thought about it…I gone be hungry later on. Can I have…(Extends out hand)

Lucille:
(Goes back in her bosom) O-O Here!!  (angrily) Now gone before I…O…O… ya’ll get on my nerves.  I can’t never have nothing.  (Gets in a rage)

Harry:
O-O Mama…You so funny.

Lucille:
Get Out!!

Harry:
Alright…Alright....I’m going…(Exits)

Lucille:
Whew!!  Count your blessing Ms. Mattie Jamal’s gone make you proud one day, which is more than I can say about my two boys.

Mattie:
Oh they’ll be okay…

Lucille:
Well, guess I’d better be going…I did want to see Jamal before…

Mattie:
Oh…alright let me call him in here. Jamal! Jamal! Come here. (Both ladies mock talking (Jamal enters)
Jamal:
Huh, Ma? (Surprized)  Oh, Hi Ms. Lucille…(Hugs her) How you doing?  How are Harry and Dennis?

Lucille:
They alright I guess.  But listen…you take care of yourself hear?  Everybody in the neighborhood pulling for …We’re proud of you Jamal…all of us hear me?

Jamal:
Yes Ma’am…Thank you Ms. Lucille that means a lot to me.

Mattie: 
And me too...cause…What can I say, that’s my Boy!!! (Jamal in the middle, both ladies plant a kiss on opposite cheeks)

End of Act I

ACT II

Scene opens with “Blue Lights” flashing across stage (Real or Implied) car in background.  Jamal meets two white police officers in the middle of the stage.
Police 1:
Okay Boy…Get your hands up.

Jamal:

(Puts hands up) Yes sir…but what did I…

Police 2:
Shut up!!  Did anybody tell you to talk?

Jamal:

No Sir, but…

Police 1:
No Sir, but nothing…Spread em Buckwheat…

(Jamal shakes his head from side to side “Spread Eagle” Cop 1 frisks him, goes through his pockets, finds Jamal’s wallet.)

Police 1:
OK…Now where you got the drugs?

Jamal:

Drugs?  No…No… You got it all wrong.  I don’t have any drugs!! Sir…

Police 2:
Listem at em (mimics)  “ I don’t have any drugs, Sir”  Right prim and proper don’t you think, JB?  Especially for a Nigger.

Police 1:
Where you think you going flying down dis heah highway with that fancy automobile. (Looks over at car)

Police 2:
Yeah Boy… Who you steal it form?

Jamal:
Steal?  No sir look…sir I’m on my way back to the university and …

Police 1:
University?  Look-a here Clarence…We got ourselves a college boy here…A Black Monkey going to college…Imagine that…

Police 2:
(Picks wallet up off the ground)  Let me see here…Well I’ll be …JB…He’s telling the truth!! Says on the I.D. Jackson State University…One- a dem “Nigger Colleges”.
Police 1:
No wonder this boy talking so proper and all…Not like you run-o-the-mill Sambo…(Both officers laugh)  Uh-Ra…Duh…Duh…Duh (laughs again)

Jamal:
(Sternly) Look Sir…I mean.  Sorry but please…I just wanna leave.  I don’t want any trouble.  If I did something wrong…just give me a ticket and…
Police 2:
And? And?  And I’m gonna tell you one more time boy…Don’t talk…Less I tell you to talk…hear?

Jamal:
Yes Sir. (bows head)

Police 1:
Let’s see what kinda drugs this boy got in this here vehicle. (Moves toward car)

Police 2:
Gone ask you one more time, now where you get this car?

Jamal:
(Nervously)  Well sir, before …before my father died, he bought it for me so that I could get back and forth to school and…

Police 2:
I see so the Big Gorilla done bit the dust and left his little baby gorilla all by himself! Ain’t that a shame?  (Both police laugh)


(All of a sudden Jamal hears a crash)

Jamal:
(Starts to turn toward the noise) Hey (to Cop 1)  What you doing?  (Police 2 grabs him)

Police 2:
 Look you…Don’t move...  Calm yourself down…

Jamal:
What he doing?  (Turns head toward his car) Wha…What…

Police:
Nothing much…just giving your car a little face lift…that’s all…
Jamal:
(Defiant now)  Man, that’s not right.  I didn’t do anything wrong…If you say I was speeding then just give me a ticket…and let me go.

Police 2:
JB?  You hear this boy talking and I told him to shut up?  (looking over his shoulder)

Jamal:
Sir…I didn’t mean to…

Police 1:
(Comes back around to pair grabs Jamal’s collar)  Look boy…We don’t take kindly to no back talk.  Especially from the likes of you…Listen heah…(speaking slowly) Now are we gone have to shut dem big lips up for you?
Jamal:
No Sir…all I was trying to say is…

Police 2:
Say this!! (Hits Jamal across the head with a baton…Jamal staggers back holding his head moaning)

Jamal:
(Loud Moan) Ow-O-O Stop… Don’t do it man…Please, just let me go or arrest me. (Holds arms above his head trying to protect it. Police 1 continues to hit him all over his body)

Police 1:
Hit em JB!! (Excited)  Hit em!! Kill’em Kill that Nigger for all I care!! (Jumping up and down Cop 2 is beating Jamal mercilessly, knocks him to the ground… Jamal shakes his head…Jumps up and starts to swing back.)

Jamal:
Ya’ll not gone kill me…not like this. (Starts to swing wildly, knocking Cop 2 to the ground.  Cop 1 starts to swing and hit Jamal with baton…Jamal hits him several times and knocks him down too. By then Cop 2 struggles back up and hits Jamal squarely on the head.  He slowly falls to the ground…face visible to audience…Cops over him breathing heavily Jamal begins to whimper…Grabs the pant leg of one of the officers, Cop 2.  Hold onto the leg tries to get up.)  Please …Help me…I’m hurt…I need help;…see a doctor…don’t let me die…please…not like this…My momma…call my momma… I’m hurt bad…

Police 2:
JB?  You see this Jungle Bunny still ain’t shut up?   Alright boy…get ready to meet yo maker!  (Whams Jamal on the head Jamal lays motionless…head a bloody mess.)

Police 1:
(Silence for a moment) Whew…that was something.  Wasn’t it Clarence?  So, you thing you killed this nigger?

Police 2:
(Looks sharply and angrily at JB) You? You? What’s with this “you” business?  You hit em just like I did….
Police 1:
Yeah, yeah … man…but, that was when he was trying to resist arrest…But you?  You just went crazy….Just hitting em and hitting em, again and again…

Police 2:
(In unbelief)  What?  (Circles Cop 1and confronts him. Chuckles) Oh, I get it but let me tell you something…(Pounds his finger in Cop’s 1 chest)  If you think I’m gone take the rap for killing this piece of trash you got another thing coming…Why…I’ll kill you before I (Grabs partner by collar, starts to shake him)

Police 1:
Hold up…Hold up…Clarence…(Pats top of Cop 2’s shoulders) Calm yourself down now.  Ain’t nobody gone kill nobody…We just gotta figure out what we gone do to fix this.

Police 1:
Yeah, see…you know all these Ju-Jus smoking crack…or got some kinda charge and if they ain’t got that…they driving with suspended license or something anyway.  We gone get this tarbaby for something.

Police 2:
(Nervous)  Yeah JB…But, I checked his license before we stopped him…and he was clean…clean as a whistle!!

Police 1:
Naw, Naw, Naw.  See now, that’s where you wrong.  Ain’t none of em clean…they all black as dirt.  You can always find something even if yu have to put it there.

Police 2:
Put it there?? You mean…
Police 1:
What I mean…is…Let’s see here a college boy…now you know how much these jungle bunnies like to drink, party and dance all night,,,

Police 2:
Yeah…Yeah and?

Police 1:
Well, he didn’t look much like a troublemaker…just has a big mouth and would shut up.

Police 2:
Okay and…?

Police 1:
Remember he said he was on his way back to school?

Police 2:
I remember (shakes head)

Police 1:
Check this out…Well, before he left home he and some of his buddies got together, right?

Police 2:
Okay and…?

Police 1:
You know like a before you go back to school party.

Police 2:
And…And…Okay.

Police 1:
And, they snorted some of this (pulls out a bag of cocaine) And them darkies has a real good time!!  This boy here was so high he tried to attack us…How that sound to you…

Police 2:
Good, real good.

Police 1:
You seeing things my way now?

Police 2: 
Yeah man…I see it…see it loud and clear…But …but tell…Where you get that dope?

Police 1:
(Aggravated)  Never mind where I got it. Just keep your mouth shut and remember we got to stick together…tell the same identical story.,  We found drugs in his car….he attacked us…and resisted arrest.

Police 2:
Resist…Resist… that’s right…He resisted.

Police 1:
Alright Clarence…call another car…and let’s get out of here…

Police 2:
(Points to Jamal as they walk off) But, what about him?

Police 1:
(Unconcerned)  What about him?  He’s nothing but dog meat now… Come on let’s fill out this report.  Hey, what say we got to Mapc, get some coffee and doughnuts.  Shoot the breeze with the night crew… Hey…you checked out that new cashier.  She’s fine, ain’t she?

Police 2: 
Fine as Patsy Cline!! (Both police laugh as they exit stage)

Police 1: 
Ok then…let’s go… (Kicks Jamal’s leg as he exits… Makes small talk with Police 2)


(Stage goes almost dark…except spotlight on Jamal still motionless…Slowly Jamal raises head, face filled with blood…mouth dripping with blood, total anguish and fear on face.  Attempts to get up only to fall back down…tries again this time reaches out to audience then let’s out a loud cry)

Jamal:
(Whimpers) Momma, Momma…Scared momma…(Screams) MOMMA!!! (Fall to the floor…Light goes out…)

END ACT II
PAGE  
13 | Page

