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R P, B.B.

by M ke Mari ano

(A kitchen. The signs of a struggle. An overturned
chair lies next to the table. A phone cord trails to the
floor, its body still on a nearby end table and the

recei ver dangling, marked with bl oody fingerprints. A
wad of crinsoned paper towels lies in the mddle of the
floor. At rise, a POLICE OFFI CER wal ks the stage, taking
in the carnage. The OFFI CER sighs and puts on sone

pl astic gloves. ANOTHER OFFI CER enters.)

SECOND OFFI CER
|"ve got the tape.

FI RST OFFI CER:
OCh, Christ.... VWhat's on it?

SECOND OFFI CER
| haven't played it. W'Il be the first. But fromthis
roomwe know it won't be pretty.

FI RST OFFI CER:
Are you sure this is something for us, and not for the
guys in the | ab?

SECOND OFFI CER
No, this is for us. If anything can expl ain what
happened here, it'll be this.

(The OFFI CERS | ook at each other. The FIRST OFFI CER
nods.)

FI RST OFFI CER:
Go ahead.

(The SECOND OFFI CER starts the tape. Silence. Then a
man creaks in his chair and clears his throat. He
speaks: it is the loud, jovial voice of bluesman B.B.
KING. The OFFICERS remain steely-jawed.)

Kl NG
Alright...here we go! The next song on the new B.B. King
al bum



(An electric blues guitar begins to wail, and B.B. goes
into his routine. But, just a few nonents into the song,
he stops.)

What's the matter, Lucille? W didn't quite pick up that
opening, did we? It's all right. W can try it again;
why don't we try that again?

(B.B. clears his throat and begins the song once nore.
He doesn't get much further than before though. He
strums Lucille idly for a bit, trying to determ ne the
probl em)

Now Lucille, I don't knowif it's you or ne, but
sonething's not right here. That's unusual. You and I
have been doing this for years now, and it's never been
like this. W know how to play together. But |'m not

hearing ny notes, Lucille. |'mplaying them but |I'm not
hearing you sing them And | know it's not because you
can't sing them | know you can. Now, can it be that you

just won't sing thenf
(A pause.)

Lucille, I want an answer. |It's OK; you can tell ne.
It's this nmagazine, isn't it?

(The FI RST OFFI CER | ooks on and under the table for a
magazi ne, but finds nothing. The OFFI CERS exchange
gl ances. B.B. chuckles and flips the pages.)

That's right, that's right: Guitar World. | was | ooking
at sonme of the new nodels. Sonme of them are fine
guitars. But you're a fine guitar, Lucille; there's no
sense in getting jealous. You understand? | know you
do. Now, why don't we get back to work? We start with
one, two—

(Only a hal f-beat of nusic, then a frustrated chord,

and—

Lucille, I can't tolerate this. This jealously. It's
going to drive us in tw! And that can't happen. The
bl ues without a guitar is like.... WelIl, it's not good!

And you, Mss Lucille, are ny guitar, and you know I
can't think otherw se.



(Beat.)

"1l tell you what, Lucille. 1| don't need the nmgazi ne.
| don't need to know what Joe Satriani thinks about

twel ve-strings. |If | can stop a black guitar from
turning green with envy, I'Il do it.

(The sound of B.B. getting up and throw ng out the
magazi ne. The SECOND OFFI CER | ooks in the trash and
picks it up. B.B. sits.)

You know I can't go onstage with a guitar | can't cal
Lucille. You know this. But just for peace of m nd,
reassurance. That's what | want for you. Let's play.

(No nusic this tine. Silence.)

Lucill e?
(Beat .)
Luuciille...?

(B.B. sighs, upset.)

This is sonmething. This is absolutely sonmething. You
are the nost high-m nded nusical instrument in the world,
"Il tell you. One jealous nmonent out of all the tinme
we' ve spent together? |It's nore than a bit ridicul ous.
You sit there, so proud with yourself. But | know you.
That's right, Lucille. | know you aren't M ss Perfect.
You can act like it, and I let you act like it. But

t here have been tinmes before when |'ve bit nmy tongue.
Just held ny breath and watch you make a fool of
yourself. You think I haven't been jeal ous? What about
that time Eric Clapton was over? You renmenber that? He
had his hands all over you. | saw that. But | didn't
say anything. | didn't think I had to. Because you're
m ne, Lucille, and nothing's going to bring us apart.

(A beat.)

Do you get it now? You understand how it is, Lucille?
Then can we play?




(B.B. waits for a response, then sighs.)

| can't say why a man and a guitar should conme together
if there's no nusic between them OCh, but excuse ne,
Lucille. | forgot you don't like to picture ne with
guitars, and if we're not playing together | guess that
i ncludes you, too. Well, Lucille, maybe you're right.
Maybe it's time | gave up on guitars. | don't need the
magazi ne, and |'msure Eric can give you a good hone.
Just run off with your guitar god. And don't you worry

about old B.B. 1'll do just fine; maybe get nyself a new
trade. 1'Ill learn to work the saxophone, and I'Il| play
just what | feel! That's what 1'Il do!

(B.B. laughs.)

l"1l...0h boy.... Baby, maybe it's tine | broke the
news. You are not the first. Not by a |long shot. There
have been other Lucilles in the past.

(B.B. lets this sink in.)

Ch...Ch, this is a surprise? You're a flaw ess new

guitar. I'ma man |l ooking at 80 fromall the wong
directions. You do the math. And |I've been well

stocked. 1've had a different Lucille for each
Republ i can presidency, and that goes tw ce for Reagan!

Thi nk about it, Lucille, think about it. It doesn't nean
you aren't special, but you' ve got to think about it.
You're still one in a mllion, but you're also one of

dozens. You're a special guitar and you've got a
reputation to live up to. Now | know you can do it, but

| want to hear you say it. | want to hear you play.
(Beat .)
"' mnot going to get a note out of you, amI? Well, fair

enough. You just sit here.

(B.B. is heard putting Lucille on the chair. He goes
over to the phone and begins to dial. The OFFI CERS
wat ch.)

Hello, Victor? H there; this is B.B. King. Now, |isten
Victor, | knowit's late. | know, but this is inportant.
" mgoing to need a new Lucille. You heard nme, Victor; a
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new Lucille. Yeah, this one is acting up. Repairs? Now
| don't know.... I'mthinking this Lucille has worn out
its welcome. Do you think I could get one by Thursday?
"Il be at the— AAHH!

(The sound of Lucille falling and a string popping. The
OFFI CERS junp as they hear the phone bungee to the
ground. B.B. drops as well.)

Ah!  Onh, Lucille.... Lucille, you cut me! MW wist,
it's.... Lucille, Jesus! The bleeding, I'm... Onh
Jesus; | need to stop the bleeding....

(B.B. is heard pulling a roll of paper towels fromthe
table. The FIRST OFFI CER picks up the bl oodi ed paper

towel roll. The previously observed wad is now shown to
be still attached to the roll. B.B. is getting light-
headed. )

Lucille, Lucille, you need to get back on the chair.
You'll be ruined getting all this.... And | need to cal
an anmbul ance. | need a...l need a doctor. | need to
dial....

(B.B. grabs the phone and Lucille strikes again, falling
on top of the man. B.B. screans in pain.)

Ch, Lucille! Onh, ny head.... Ohhh!

(More violent noises cone fromthe tape. Presumably this
is the chair, garbage can, etc, falling onto B.B. as he
struggles. But underneath it all, there are the atonal
sounds of a guitar body and strings, as if it's Lucille
hersel f beating and | acerating B.B. to death. These
sounds and B.B.'s screans go on for a few nonments, until
t he SECOND OFFI CER swi tches off the tape. The FIRST

OFFI CER stares.)

FI RST OFFI CER:
VWhy' d you stop?

SECOND OFFI CER
Why'd | stop; are you kidding? | didn't expect this. |
can't —



FI RST OFFI CER:
We have to.

(The SECOND OFFI CER takes a deep breath and restarts the
tape. The violence resunes.)

KI NG
Chhh!  Oh, Lucille, get off me! Oh, why'd you have to do
t hi s?!  Ohhh. ..

(A long beat. Finally B.B. speaks, faint.)

Lucille, I didn't think it was that bad. 1| thought we'd
have a few nore years left together. We' d play, just

li ke we have, just |like we were going to do tonight...
And when it got old, I'd find you a good hone. 1In a nice
di splay case at the Hard Rock Café. That nice one in
Annapolis.... Wy didn't it work, Lucille. Wy are we
both on the floor, covered in blood? Wy didn't we just
play? Wy?

(Whi spered:)
Why ?

(And the rest is silence. The SECOND OFFI CER stops the
tape. Both are at a loss for words.)

SECOND OFFI CER
You know, my aunt's name was Lucille. She was killed
with a B.B. gun.

(Looks up:)

When we first got the call, | thought maybe it was fate.
Maybe in sone semantic way it was a cosm c bal anci ng.
But then | get here and see the room And | hear
this....

(Sighs:)

There's no bal ancing. There's no sense in this at all.

FI RST OFFI CER:
The thrill is gone. And so is B.B...



(The SECOND OFFI CER pl aces the recorder in a plastic
baggi e and seals it. The OFFICERS exit and the lights
fade.)

THE END



