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In a radio station studio, sit two women; one in her early twenties, the other 

approaching middle age. They are both slightly nodding their heads, 

enjoying'God Bless the Children', by Nerious Joseph. At the end of the song, 

the older one speaks.. 
 

Crystal: Good afternoon, dear listeners. Today, as part of International 

Women's Week, Community FM is highlighting the life of the Jamaican 

writer/activist, Una Marson, focusing on her social activism. To help us explore 
that part of her life is Ruby Gayle, who is researching her life for her thesis. 

Also, her grandfather was a recipient of the work she undertook amongst the 

poorest citizens of Kingston. (turning to Ruby) Good to have you here to help 

us in the rememberance of this largely forgotten visionary. 
 

Ruby: It's good to be here. Thank you for the invitation. I know that if my 

grandfather was living in this country, he'd be tuning in right now. He said to 

me on a few occasions, that she was a rare human being. When I told him 
about this commemorative interview, he sent me this, asking that I read it to 

the listeners. 

 

Crystal: Yes please, go ahead. 

 
Ruby: (clearing her throat and rasing the paper) ''At a time when no one took 

the time for Rasta, when the majority detested us, she was a real Godsend. 

When the people would grab us in the street - and cut our beards with a 

broken bottle; the police would arrest us, beat us – then shave our locks in the 
cells. They bulldozed us out of squalor, leaving us in the street. From 

something called shack, to nothing. Then Una Marson came amongst us, like a 

Patron Saint of the Dungle Children. She set up an Infant Centre on Foreshore 

Road for our little ones. There was the year one Christmas, when the Infant 
Centre received all the proceeds from a London stage show. She was social 

worker, fundraiser and angel, all rolled into one. If I had ever come into 

money, I would have made large donations to Save the Children Jamaica, or 

JamSave, as it was known. She came amongst us, when no one else would. 
May Jah bless her in her rest. 

 

Crystal: That's beautiful – a eulogy. I wasn't aware of that aspect of Rastafari 

history. So what happened to the Rasta women? 
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Ruby: They beat us too. He told me of Sista Judy, whose wrist was broken, in 

one of the police offensives. He was arrested and beaten, on two occasions. 

Now and again they would burn them out – you know cardboard goes like 

forest fire. Sometimes, it seems like every path of faith, suffers some 
persecution – I guess that was the turn of Rasta. 

 

Crystal: So when was this? 

 
Ruby: The late fifties/early sixties, just before independence. But the 

persecution had been going on from the beginning, after the coronation of Ras 

Tafari, in 1930. Since the time of Leonard Howell – and the first Rasta 

community on Pinnacle. 
 

Crystal: Isn't there a campaign, to have Pinnacle designated as a National 

Heritage site? 

 

Ruby: Yes there is. And rightly so. If the authorities hadn't violently 
dismantled the commune, I'm sure it would still be going now.  

 

Crystal: So Una Marson was a real breath of fresh air. 

 
Ruby: Yes, myrhh instead of monoxide. She must have wafted through like 

incense.  

 

Crystal: Didn't she face any opposistion? 
 

Ruby: Definitely. Even pressure from her social work colleagues. They didn't 

want to work with Rasta. It was their friends and neighbours who were doing 

the attacking; demonising us as unclean, criminal, mad – talking of a Black 
Redeemer. Whereas her colleagues saw bedeviled mites, Una saw children. 

 

Crystal: She was determined to implement her vision. 

 

Ruby: Yes. She founded JamSave in the late thirties, after the labour rest that 
engulfed the island. It was established through handouts and donations - 

solicited by Una and her begging bowl. Part of the reason for her first return to 

London, was to widen and enhance fundraising opportunities. 

 
Crystal: So it was her baby? 

 

Ruby: For sure – she cocooned the embryo. She knew no help was coming 

from the island elite, let alone the Colonial administration - so she took the 
initiative. 

 

Crystal: So please, tell our listerners more about her mission?  

 

Ruby: If I remember correctly, Jamsave set up three other play centres, in the 
Kingston area. I remember that one was in Jones Town. Una, her social work 

colleague Amy Bailey and others, kept those centres supplied, the best they 



could, with food, clothing, blankets – and for some, their first and only 

schooling. 

 

Crystal: So was there no support from any other body? 
 

Ruby: A small fruit allocation from the government came every term. Another 

kind of support though, came from an unexpected quarter: from a small team 

of academics, from the University of West Indies, led my Rex Nettleford. They 
wrote a report, shedding light on our way of life. Three decades after our 

forming, there began to be an inkling of understanding, of the path we were 

taking.  

 
Crystal: Why do you think she supported Ras Tafari so much? 

 

Ruby: Good question (she pauses for a few seconds). A few reasons I think. 

First and foremost, her faith in God – fuelling a belief, that we should take care 

of all his children. Secondly, she had a hatred for injustice. Thirdly, like us, she 
shared the thinking of Pan-Africanism. My fourth reason, is that being an 

independent spirit, she recognised that yearning in us also. And lastly, she 

knew us to be people of peace. 

 
Cyrstal: She must have had a heavy workload Ruby. 

 

Ruby: Too heavy! It ruined her mental health. She spent time in Bellevue 

Hospital. My grandfather said he cried, when he heard she was there. Early 
Rasta figures, such as the aforementioned Leonard Howell and the muscian 

Don Drummond had been held there. He didn't cry for them, although he was 

angry at the incarceration of Howell – and saddened by the death of 

Drummond, who died there. 
 

Crystal: Wasn't Don Drummond the trombonist with the Skatalites? My dad is 

a big fan of their music.  

 

Ruby: Yes, that's right, he was a leading figure, alongside Tommy McCook, 
Roland Alphonso and Jackie Mittoo. My grandfather used to attend the weekly 

jam sessions that happened at the Count Ossie camp, at Warika Hills. The 

Nyabingi drummers and the Skatalite brassmen – legendary sessions. My 

grandfather said they ''blessed those evenings with beauty''... But getting back 
to Una, when he heard she'd been locked up in Bellevue, he left the Dungle for 

the day; going into the hills to weep and pray. In trying to uplift our children, 

her mental capacity had crashed. After the day of solitude, he came back, even 

more determined to do his best, for the Foreshore Road Infant Centre for 
Rastafarian Children. 

 

Crystal: So she remained central to its development. 

 

Ruby: Integral. The children could use toilet paper, instead of discarded 
newspapers, or brown wrapping paper. They knew the luxury of soap. He said 

it gave him joy, to see them at the Centre, learning; rather than on the rubbish 



heap, rummaging. He stayed away from politics – fed up with the promises 

never fulfilled. But he said on a couple of occasions, that if she'd represented 

any part of West Kingston, he would have voted for her. 

 
Crystal: He really respected her. 

 

Ruby: One hundred percent. A profound respect. No one wanted to go to the 

Dungle. It used to be a marshy area, then it became the local rubbish dump - 
next to the graveyard. Most of the people were unemployed; some were 

fishermen and prostitutes. The people wanted to work. But who would employ 

Rasta?  But when Una set up the Infant Centre, the Dungle inhabitants 

supported it to the fullest, helping where they could; using their craft, culinary 
and childcare skills. They taught the children wood carving - and entertained 

them with drumming, with the assistance of the Burru men. They maintained 

the building with their carpentry and handyman skills – and sang the sick child 

to sleep, with a remedy of voice and guitar. 

 
Crystal: Who were the Burru men? 

 

Ruby: They were fellow denizens of the Dungle, outcasts like Rasta. Formerly, 

they were drummers who played in the fields, when the people worked the 
plantations.You would hear them at festivities – and when the imprisoned were 

released from  General Penitentiary. It was Brother Job, a master Burru 

drummer, who taught Count Ossie - who went on to develop the Nyabingi style 

of drumming. 
 

Crystal: Thanks for that. I did mean to ask you earlier when you mentioned 

him, to say something about Count Ossie. Good, our listeners are gaining a 

further insight into Jamaican history and its outstanding figures. Una also used 
her pen in the fight for social equality. 

 

Ruby: Yes, she was a well known writer; her poems and plays, were recited 

and performed, in London as well as Kingston. But in direct connection with 

her social work, she wrote articles for the national press, such as The Gleaner 
and Public Opinion; where she exposed the stagnant lives and stunted 

potential, of the poorest citizens. 

 

Crystal: She was a real people's champion. 
 

Ruby: That's a good description of her. When she left us physically, in May 

1965, my grandfather sat silently on the roadside, when her cortege passed 

by, on its way to the burial ground, at St Andrew's Parish Church, in Kingston. 
 

Crystal: Is there anything you'd like to say as a closing statement? 

 

Ruby: Yes. Since that day in May, my grandfather endeavoured to plan a 

celebratory event for her on her birthday, February 6th – the same day as the 
birth of Bob Marley. He thought it was a national disgrace, a brutal oversight, 

that National Heroine status was not conferred on her, by the government. So 



because it wasn't, he organised his own commemoration of her – as the Patron 

Saint of Dungle Children. 

 

Crystal: Thank you very much for coming in Ruby – and sharing your wealth 
with us. From all the text messages, emails and phone calls, since we've been 

on air, I know the listerners have been enriched – so I know they'll want you 

back. You're a channel to knowledge. Please come back, to tell us more of her 

life. I hope you get your thesis published, so we can all read it. 
 

Ruby: Bless you Crystal - and the listeners too. Thank you very much, for 

staying tuned in - respect. It's been good to share Una Marson and my 

grandfather with you. Yes, I'd love to come back here, to celebrate more of her 
life. I salute you all. 

 

Crystal: As you requested Ruby, we'll finish with the Bob Marley classic, 

Babylon System. Thank you again, for coming in. Our best wishes to you. 
(Ruby bows her head toward Crystal, while touching her left breast, with her 
right hand). 
 
After hugging each other, Ruby exits, as we hear the refrain, ''tell the 
children the truth, tell the children the truth''............. 
 

The End 
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