Status Effect

dialog by chris murphy

‘Just wait up a second,’ he squatted back behind the only shrubbery in eye sight. The moon was visible, but the sun had yet to go down.

‘You’ve made me wait up all day. When the hell you gonna finish?’ Richard kept his back turned to him. 

‘Just wait up a second,’ he finished wiping and pulled his loin cloth around his waist.

‘Jesus, why don’t you just take forever,’ Richard was irritated but noticeably sarcastic. This was the third pit stop they had to make on the way to Jerusalem. They were already two hours behind schedule on their trip to Jerusalem.

‘Oh, piss an’ moan. It’s all you do, Dick,’ he said as he stood up.

‘It’s Richard. Christ, you can’t even remember my name.’

‘I told you, Dick, it’s either Jesus, or your Savior; don’t ever refer to me as Christ. I hate that name. It sounds so…so…I don’t know, Catholic,’ Jesus tugged on his camel’s harness and they continued walking.

‘Well, my lord and savior,’ Richard started to feign groveling, ‘what in God’s name are you doing?’


‘I’m trying to save you from the likes of yourself, Dick. You good-for-nothing sinners are gonna kill me and I'm trying to think of ways to score some pot so I won’t care as much.’

‘Christ almighty. Sure smells like yous was taking a holy shit if you ask me.’


Jesus started fidgeting with his shorts. ‘Yeah…well…when duty calls, someone has to answer. And right now, duty’s telling me to get some chronic. You got any?’

‘Shit, brother. I’d hook you up, but I was smoking with that Mary Magdalene chick, the other day. She had some nice things to say about you. Every time I put it in her she was all… ‘Oh Jesus, oh Jesus, oh Jesus Christ.’ Talk about awkward. I tell you what, if you don’t get over there and hit that girl, you’d be doing the father, the son, and the holy ghost an injustice. Amen. She wants you, bad.’

‘Well, I am the freaking savior. I’m surprised I don’t get more of them bitches groveling at my feet. I thought the chicks digged power?’

‘I keep telling you, man. It’s the beard. You gotta ditch that thing if you want some play. Seriously, you got some killer abs man. But that beard just gotta go.’ Richard started to stroke his goatee. It was more then twice as long as Jesus’.

‘I’m the freaking savior, God Dammit! And I’m not shaving my beard! Right now, chicks are my last concern. Here’s the game plan, I need to get some pot, light that shit up, and smoketh it until the second coming!” Jesus let the reigns loose and put his hand in the air. Richard jumped up to complete the high five. The camel ran off. “Ah, shit.”


“Jesus! Jesus!”

***


They continued to walk in dead silence though the desert. It was getting colder out as the moon rose higher. They decided to set up camp for the night. Jesus took out his matchbook. Last match left. He struck it, and lit some kindle on fire. 

‘Hey, J.C. Superstar, I bet if you turn the pharaoh’s water into wine again, he’ll hook you up.’ Richard struggled to set up the tent.

‘No, he won’t. I’ve already appeared to him in a dream.’ Jesus gazed into the fire. ‘He said that the weed market’s bad and all he has is a crap-load of coke.’ 


Well ain’t dat a bitch. What kind of low-life scum won’t help out the freaking lord in a time of crisis? So what’cha gonna do?’

‘I don’t know. When I was just a lowly carpenter, I could score some every day. Now, all my sources have been damned and banished to hell before I could get a chance to die for them. That’s the true dilemma. I can die and not smoke anymore, or I can live and have my sources face the wrath of God and get banished to hell. Catch-22. I must be slipping in my old age.’

‘No, you slipping cause you ain't gotten new sandals since the Genesis. Shit, walking in those things must be like wearing thorns on the top of your head,’ Richard said as he finally erected the tent. ‘And if yous was a carpenter, why in the hell’m I setting up that tent. Get off yer ass and do something fer Christ’s sake.’ He looked at Jesus. He wasn’t fazed by the comment at all. He just continued to look at the center of the fire.

‘If we weren’t in the desert, I would just turn some grass into chronic, but shit, the Fertile Crescent’s gotta be like forty years from hear on foot. You damn Jews are gonna kill me before then.’

‘Jesus Christ, Jesus, you’re Jewish too. You ain’t one of ‘dem self hating Jews is ya?’

‘No, no, no. I’m just a little flakey right now. It’s been about two weeks since I last toked up. It’s always, cure me of this, save me- I sinned, I’m not worthy…yatta yatta yatta. I don’t even know why I’m gonna bother saving you all. No one helps me when I’m in need.’

‘Why don’t yous just ask your pops to rain down some of them frogs again? I hear that if you lick their backs you can…’

‘Are you stupid or just retarded?’ He turned his head toward Richard. ‘Tell God that I’m trying to get high? Maybe when Hell freezes over?’ 


‘Dude, he already knows you’re a burnout. He does watch over all of us. He’s like freaking Santa Claus.’ Richard started to grab some marshmallows and put them onto the small olive branch he kept in his backpack. 

‘I guess you’re right. But asking God for some pot would kinda be like, just admitting you’re a waste of life.’

‘Dude, you’re the fucking savior. It doesn’t matter how you get where you’re going so long as you get there. You’re gonna save humanity. How can you save humanity if you can even be human? Feed your addiction. It’ll all be okay in the end. God knows you’ve got a lot of pressure on you. He’d want you to take a step back and relax. He’ll help you out.’ His marshmallows finally caught fire, and he blew them out.

‘Yeah…right. The guy never even took me to a baseball game or told me he loved me. He ain’t done shit in forever. If I wasn’t a prophet, I don’t even know if I’d believe in him.’

‘Well thank you Jesus Paul Sartre. You wanna get some cheese wit dat whine? Or maybe just one of these s’mores. They’s the bomb.’

‘Shut up Dick.’

‘Richard.’

‘Dick.’

‘Christ.’

‘Don’t you dare say that in vain unless you want me banish your eternal soul to hell.’

‘J.C., is you really that bugging?’

‘Damn dude, I’m contemplating calling Luci and just selling my soul for a freaking ounce of dank.’

‘Damn, brother. You need some weed bad. I was trying to hold out 'til later tonight at the Sheppard’s Daughter’s skinny bar, but I think that last statement summed it up. You are in dire need of some salvation.’ Richard ran his hand through his beard and pulled out a single j. It was packed pretty well, but the papyrus was a little dry and clumsy.’

‘Oh, you are my savior. Ouuuuwhoowhoo. Where’d you get this?’

‘I got it from the Rastas down the park. It’s not much, but they’s told me it’s the shit, I think. I can’t ever understand a god damn word those guys say. Cost me fifty rupees.’

‘What the hell, they told me that they didn’t have anything.’

‘Shit Jesus. You did you offer to pay them with that ‘eternal life after death’ crap again?’ 


‘Well, money doesn’t buy everything.’

‘Yeah, well eternal life don’t buy you no weed, neither. Yous jest be getting cheap, J.C.’

‘You gotta light to spark this fatty?’

‘Shit, I left it in my other robe.’ He continued to feel himself up knowing that it wasn’t there. 

‘That’s all right. I am the freaking savior. If you had a light though, you would’ve only needed one more act for me to dub you Saint Dick.’

‘It’s Richard. Christ.’

‘Dick’

‘Christ.’
Jesus snapped his fingers and sparked the flame. They smoked. And it was good.

Notes to reader: After originally entitling the play ‘Jesus was a Stoner’ I decided that that was not the focus I wanted the play to be about. Contrary to what many say, the title is, in my opinion very important in defining the mindset of the reader/viewer when being entertained by the book, short story, movie, or play. I came up with the title ‘Status Effect’ because I wanted the readers to see the effect that the status of the character had on the rest of the play. Had the character been anyone else there would be no sympathy for the character Jesus. 


As hard as it may be to believe that someone as revered and important to the evolution of civilization as Jesus was, he was in fact just a human being, it is documented. But many people (mainly religious) glorify his character to be above human. As the beginning of the play begins, Jesus has to shit just like the rest of us. This is not meant to be a blasphemous piece, but is meant to spark thought about a great human being (whether or not you believe in him religiously) and how he had to experience humanity and all it has to offer if he were ever to want to save it. 
