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INTRODUCTION

MY FATHER SAID a lot of things to many different people. Usually, when he did an interview, he was speaking for himself, talking to the world, but not needing a question to get started—he was already there.

But he was always there at 56 Hope Road, sometimes sitting, sometimes kicking a soccer ball, sometimes tending to his bees or checking his honey.

There is a swing out back, behind Island House, as it was called then, and my father used to sit with one leg up and do interviews under the shade trees. But often, too, you’d see him lying on the hood of his car, stretched out easy, smiling, talking, answering questions put to him by brethren and sistren.

My father’s answers were always direct from the heart under the stars or the moon or straight-spoken in the light of day. Whenever, wherever. He was there, just as you would see him. Just as he was. No dress-up nice-up man doing a thing. But the man who was once a boy from the country town of Nine Mile, the farmer’s grandson from the hills of St. Ann who loved his life the same way the bird loves the sky and the fish loves the sea. He was himself a world unto himself. And he said, “Me live in the world but I’m not of the world.”

My father did not work for money or fame. He worked for music. “Money,” he said, “is like a piece of fat riding the people’s heart.” He also said, “I have no desire to be a superstar. I just do what God tell me to do. If there’s anything me have to do, me a go do it.”

His willingness to do what needed to be done was surprising to many people, especially in the 1970s, when superstardom was the catchword of the day and when some artists were famed just for being famous. My father did not see himself that way. Why? Well, as he said himself—“You see me here? The first thing you must know about me is that I always stand for what I stand for. The second thing you must know about yourself listening to me is that words are very tricky.”

My father spoke plain and simple words, the least tricky of all. These came from Proverbs in the Bible and also the folk sayings of the people of Jamaica.

He once said, “Jamaica is a university for the whole world; a place where the truth may be revealed.” For him it was revealed, and his wisdom comes not only from his songs but from his spoken words. He also said that, in singing, “You don’t have no sweet way to sing it. You could almost talk it.”

When he spoke, he almost sung it. His words were often phrased like verses. He was wise beyond education, beyond information. The wellspring of what he knew came from the earth, which is why he sometimes referred to himself as a farmer first, a singer second.

Above all, my father was a positive thinker. This was not a response to things. This was the way he was—positive.

He was also a realist. “Babylon must fall,” he said. “Is true, so much wickedness must end—but when?”

He gave no answer to the question of time or timing, except to say, “It may take many a year and maybe some bloodshed must be. But righteousness must someday prevail.”

He saw the future as the beginning.

Here it is just as he said it on that new day that is always being born today.

—Cedella Marley


EDITOR’S NOTE

THIS BOOK BEGAN as a series of visits back in the early eighties when, as a teacher of creative writing, I took my students to the Bob Marley Museum at 56 Hope Road in Kingston. We walked up the stairs to the second floor and there, in the first open room with big windows that fronted Hope Road, were walls and walls, floor to ceiling, full of Bob Marley’s spoken words.

For years we studied them, these heartful messages from the mouth of the poet-visionary, the wisdom reasoner, the third world’s first superstar. The person who wallpapered the great room of the great house was Neville Garrick, a good friend of Bob Marley’s, a visual artist and Rastaman who overstood the importance of dedicating and decorating an entire room with Bob’s words.

The words came from newspaper interviews, mainly. Pasted directly on four walls and sealed, the newspapers dated back to the early seventies and, in some cases, the sixties. The typography had a life all its own. But of the thousands who visited the legendary rooms each year, few really read the articles, the clippings, the yellowed and hoary lines of linotype fading in the primal Kingston sun that filtered through the jalousie window slats. The words of the poet had become more a design of face and form than a scholarly path to the wise sayings and prophetic visions of a master. The elbow-to-elbow tourists piled through the museum, yet Bob—alive and talking to them from the walls—was unread by the curiosity seekers who filed through on their way to another room in the house. They looked, but they didn’t listen.

The years went by, and one day, my daughter Mariah and I asked Cedella if we might go to the museum and record the clippings, put them on tape, translate the patois, put them into a book. Cedella was immediately for the idea, and so our family went to Kingston and went to work. The tours came through, as usual, and we were spread out on the floor or tiptoeing on a stepladder, transcribing, translating, recording. Mariah took snapshots of every newspaper and magazine article and I tape-recorded the talking walls of 56 Hope Road, and that is how this book began. Seven years later, we have an off-the-cuff Bob Marley book of aphorisms, wisdom, folk sayings, poetry, and straight talk. It may be a small book. But it covers a large geography of Rastafarian reasoning. It’s Bob, as he was, as he is, as he will always be, talking personally to you.

—Gerald Hausman
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I have always been involved with a hard type of living. My father I never even knew. My mother did domestic work for thirty shillings a week. We had to fight hard. Jamaica a university for the whole world; a place where the truth may be revealed. But money in Jamaica is like a piece of fat riding the people’s heart. I don’t work for money. I have no desire to be a superstar. I just do what God tell me to do. If there’s anything me have to do, me a go do it. Me like meself better when I just sing. More than trying to sing. Singing something real, you don’t sing it; you really see it and you mean it. So you don’t have no sweet way to sing it. You could almost talk it.
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The teacher, she say, “Who can talk, talk; who can make anything, make; who can sing, sing!” And me sing. There are those who play music for kicks. I am not the kind of artist who plays for kicks. I do not go out of my way to do another’s song. You see, me don’t believe in trend or fashion. What people call soul music. To me, soul music is music that talk about truth. It must have a human story to the song relating a real-life situation.
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