THE BORDER

By Murray Mednick

--Look what'’s shaping up out there.

--Must be thousands of angry people.

--What is it with the Zs?

--It’s a tattoo, obviously.

--They’re marked, like a product. Like a brand.
--Come on.

--I don’t see any Zs.

--Look harder.

--I see one Z.

--They’re tattooed. They can be found. They can be bought and sold.
--Soon to capture some. Make some do re mi.

--If they’re alive. It's like a bounty you know, a mark for later - like if a kid latches onto
some money somewhere, the others know how to find him and take his dough.

--Oh, for God’s sake.
--What?

--You're an idiot.
--No, I'm not.

--Don’t say stupid things. All they need to do is to turn around and go back where they
came from. Its suicide is what they’re doing.

--Some do get through to the other side. And then they’re hunted down and sold as slaves.

--That'’s the thing, do we want to make some money or not? I think we do. We can catch
some at the river. If they try to cross.

--This is nothing new. They try different things, they sneak around the border, they swim
the river. Some are never found and lead new lives. They live life’s better than we do.

--He’s got a point there.

--It's all air. The Border. There is only air.



--There’s a river there, stupid, running through, which is the actual border.
--What's the point?

--They bring the plague; they assault our women. They bring anarchy, they are tribal
peoples.

--You can see them gathering at the river.
--What's that dunking? They are dunking themselves in the river.
--I believe it’s a tribal thing, as in ancient times.

--They are washing themselves. They are cleaning up after the long and dangerous journey
in the desert.

--Beautiful twilight on the river.

--Looks like they’re putting on their good clothes. Looks like they’re having a party or a
celebration of some kind.

--They’ve made it to the border. What happens if they cross?

--They can’t do that. There are procedures to follow, names and numbers and
documentation.

--What if they don’t feel like it? What if they’re preparing a raid, like the Apache of old,
coming though for our riches and our women.

--We’ll have to fight it out.

--Correct. They are criminal minded savages. They cannot be allowed into our White
Christian Nation.

--Okay, okay.

--And cause havoc.

--There are women to protect.

--The purity of the race, my friend.
--Better than the Romans or the English.
--Let’s see what happens.

--What was the dunking?

--The dunking was washing; they were bathing in the river after a perilous and dusty
journey.

--] see.



--You said that already, Ted.

--Sue me.

--How does he know?

--He does not know.

--He will never know.

--Ha, ha.

--Good night, Ted.

--hours to go, asshole.
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--It’s getting dark.

--Let’s eat.

--What’s up at the river? I can’t see so well.

__I believe they’re feasting,

--I'll be darned.

--Feasting by candlelight. I believe speeches are being made, speeches and exhortations.
--Can’t hear them.

--You're deaf. I can hear them. It's a call to arms. And now I hear a drumbeat.
--What the fuck.

--Who knows what will happen here? We’d better eat while we can.

--The usual mush. Worse than the Roman Legions. Oatmeal day and night.
--Darkness comes; we pin them down with the big lights.

--What good is that?

--To show them that we know they are there. And that we have power.

--1 think we should have had talks. I think we should open talks, find out what they want.
See if we can avoid a war.

--We have had talks it appears.

--What do you mean, it appears.



--I mean there have been meetings, or so we're told.

--1 hate the way this guy talks. He doesn’t know shit. Nobody knows. What a joy killer.
--There have been talks. They’ve agreed at dawn.

--At what at dawn?

--More talks.

--Come on.

--You don’t know.

--They’ve agreed to think it over, return at dawn.

--I don’t believe it.

--Their fires are still going, and so is the drum. It’s like the Commanche of old, getting the
warriors ready for battle.

--This is different.

--This is not different.

--This is a mass movement.

--We shine a light on it.

--It’s suicidal.

--The Day of the Dead.

--Talk to them. Tell them to stay where they are. No, tell them to go home.
--What'’s wrong with you?

--What?

--Something is wrong with your head.

--Why?

--We've already talked. He just said. We can make some money.

--Only if they cross the border. We're not going to race after them. Into the hinterlands.
--The hinterlands.

--They’re not running away.

--I see that.



--There’s movement. Dancing. Drumming.

--Looks organized to me. You can see by the light of the fires.
--Dancing and singing.

--Weapons?

--I see no weapons.

--Maybe hidden. Maybe hidden away. I cannot tell.

--You can’t tell from here.

--You must assume.

--What?

--Nothing.

--They have weapons.

--I really don’t think so.

--Prepare to stay awake. No, get some sleep, a few hoors of sleep, and then we'll see.
--What will we see?

--He does not know. Motherfucker will never know. We’ve got a major migration here.
The man ‘s a featherhead. Cannot cope.

3.

--They are coming toward us.

--I see that.

--Think of Zion.

--Oh, come on.

--It’s biblical is what it is.

--Don’t say that.

--It's a migration.

--It's a show.

--Think of the zealots of old. Assassins.

--We'll do what we can.



--To do what?

--I don’t know.

--Hold the line

--Nothing we can do.

--It’s a clown show.

--They are thousands of them.
--We’ll hold the line. We'll build a wall.
--Think of Moses in the desert.

--I don’t think so.

--On their way to the Promised Land.
--No.

--Then what?

--We’ll enslave as many as we can.
--Do we capture or kill?

--We do both.

--Best to capture, not to kill.

--Load your weapons.

--Look at that. Families with kids coming in with headdresses strapped to their heads and
tattoos on their chests.

--A7Z?

--We can use the women and Kkids.
--It’s a tattoo.

--For sale is what it means.

--Z is for Zero.

--Keep the maniacs out of our country.
--Zodiac.

--One must guard one’s inner processes, like I do with my feelings, my moods. Impulses.



--I can’t stand this guy.

--Stay braced for the coming hoard.

--Why so morose, John?

--Listen to how he talks. Braced for the coming hoard.

--So what?

--Something is wrong with him.

--Who asked you?

--And his bible pitch.

--I watch myself. I listen in.

--No one asked you.

--Let him talk.

--1 keep my body supple and relaxed and I fix my eye on the border.
--Horseshit.

--And so should you. I'm stabilized and ready for action. I'm ready whatever happens.
--It's an invasion.

--It’s mass suicide. Look how solemn. And tattooed up. Dressed for a festival and a holy
march.

--It's a show.

--Z could be Zebra,

--An opportunity, call it what you want. There may be slaves. They may all be slaves.
--They’re having a good time in my opinion.

--Yeah, Z is for Zany.

--It’s a mass suicide in my opinion.

--1 agree. Why? Because they are driven mad.

--Yes.

--Rallied up and excited.

--Yes.



--And they’re drugged.

--And drugged.

--LSD I'll bet.

--Oh, no.

--Good.

--Why good?

--Makes it easier on us.

--Or some Mexican drug we never heard of. Like the Red Death.
--They want attention is all.

--Come on, they’re capable of anything if they’re drugged, come on.
--Don’t frighten us.

--You are one mean motherfucker.

--I was made that way.

--Born in a whorehouse.

--Fuck you.

--Money. Think of the people diving into shitholes. For money. As we speak.
--So how does this compare?

--Its suicide is what it is.

--I'm thinking of the sanitation issue. We got to be clean. Remember. They have strange
diseases. Keep them off you. Keep them away from you.

--Oh, for God’s sake.
--What?

--You don’t know.

--How can you do that?
--Never mind.

--You are one sorry idiot.

--Where’d you go, Ted?



--1 was taking a leak.

--That’s what I'm talking about.

--Keep them within a few yards. Ten yards.
--No, too close.

--Keep them in front of you.

--There are too many.

--Keep the blood out of your eyes. That’s the thing. And the body parts you throw in the
ditch.

--And the slaves?

--We haven’t got any yet.

--I'm just asking.

--You put them in the wire cage.

--Where?

--There. You round them up and put them in the cage.
--It’s a small cage.

--The cage is too small.

--Do what you can.

--What's the Z stand for?

--I said already.

--Say again.

--It’s a tattoo stupid.

--It’s nothing. It means absolutely nothing.
--It’s the Zodiac.

--Idon’t see no Z'’s

--It’s a mark so they can collect, the coyotes, the shit eaters, hyenas, can collect their money
in the States. They come looking for the Mark of Zorro on the kids’ heads.

--They’ll all be dead or captive soon if we do our jobs.

--You must be kidding.



-- Get ready for the rush.

--How do you know? [ don’t know about this. A hundred thousand lined up. Maybe more. I
don’t know about this situation.

--Water bottles and backpacks.

--Maybe we should go home is what I'm saying...
--And then what?

--Serious consequences.

--Come on.

--Confinement in a shithouse.

--Come on.

--Check your weapons gentlemen.
--Water bottles and backpacks.

--Prepare to fire.

--Wetbacks with war paint on their heads.
--It’s a caste sign.

--It's a power sign. Take heed. Gangs down South in the starving lands, the desert
countries, not enough food, not enough water.

--Warring gangs. Bloodthirsty gangs

--Now they’re bringing entire families. Generations. Mom and Pop and grandma too.
--Remember the old-time Border Wars.

--Yeah!

-- We hunted them down -- it was death or get on the bus. Now they have a chance to serve.
--Or breed. They can breed.

--That was fun, that was a highpoint in my life.

--Your sorry-assed life.

--Not breed. We don’t want them to breed. Spoil the purity of the race.

--Then what?

--Castration.
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--Come on.
--Not the girls. They make the eggs for future people...

--Shoot them in the legs and then we throw them back over the wall. Them that can walk,
the men, they walk back home into the desert. We keep the healthy women and children.

--Good. Way to go. Into the cage.

--Know who you’re shooting at. Know what you’re shooting at. Shoot low, shoot the feet,
they’ll tun around and run back home and we’ll catch the ones they leave behind.

--Just the girls.

--No, the boys can serve.

--This is a last stand, like the Alamo.

--The Alamo. Ha.

--Davy Crockett.

--Come on.

--The boys can serve. They can learn to serve.

--This is a restricted military zone, set up to protect our border. We give them a hundred
yards. They can change their minds. They can stop and go back. If not, we open fire. Avoid
close quarters. Use face masks, shields for the blood and body parts. Stay clean if you can.
Capture the slow, and the women and children.

--Shoot the legs. Shoot the legs and send them back.

--We don’t have no room, no more room. We’re full up. We don’t have room for our own
kids. We arc chock full. We have no more jobs, no more housing, no more food and no more
money.

--We're loaded with ammo - we can shoot till hell freezes over. We can blow them away
into pieces.

--So, do we keep some or not?
--What?
--Captives, stupid. The women. Some nice ones I see out there.

--You get into a fever, you know, it’s like a liberation of the spirit. You start shooting and
you can’t stop. You are flying, flying above the earth.

-- What's that sound?
--Soaring above the earth.
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--It's a war cry.
--Let’s start shooting now.
--Free as the soaring eagle.

--What are we shooting at?

--It’s like a tribal caravan. Trumpets and drums and rattles and sticks and stones. Jumping

up and down and screaming.

--Take note: the islands on the river are narrow. Aim your fire on those spots of crossing.
Use your shields, keep out the muck. Bulldozers on the way?

--Yes, sir.

--You hear the roar? It's a battle cry.
--It’s triumphant.

--We’ll be overrun.

--It’s the Alamo.

--Stop with the Alamo.

--It’s a similar situation.

--No, itisn’t. We're well-armed and totally prepared.

--Davy Crockett.

. On my signal -- open fire.
--Best to shoot now, sir.
--Let’s open fire on them.
--Hold up a minute.
--What for?

--For the innocent.

--Come on.

--Look. Kid in front is waving a flag.
--Hold your fire.

--It'saZ.

--What'’s that sound?
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--It’s music stupid.

--Where’s it coming from?

--They’ve set up amps in the field.

--What is it?

--A generator.

--It’s war music. We are not at peace.

--Get this moron out of here before I shoot his dick off.
--Calm down, Willie.

--What does the kid honcho want?

--He is signaling through the dusty air. I can barely make it out. He’s wearing a tuxedo, like
he’s going to a wedding. He says they are preparing an onslaught. He says they are
prepared to die. He says wait a minute and think it over.

--Tell him that once they cross the river, the roads and fields and pathways are all mined.
No way to get through. And if they do, they’re good as dead anyway.

--That’s a lie, sir.

--Say it anyway. It's confusing. (Pause) Good. Now tell them to line up and come forward to
be documented with a name and a number... then everything is A okay. Good. Signal that.
(Pause)

--He says fuck you.

--Kid ‘s got a mouth.

--We’ll take some of the girls. Tell him that.
--He says fuck you again.

--Tell him we will shoot to kill. No prisoners. We’re armed with fifty caliber machine guns,
we can mow them down like sheep,

--Some will get through he says and kill us all with pleasure. He says they have a pathway.
They have cleared a path. And it’s fortified.

--There is no path.

--It’s spiritual, sir. It’s a spiritual path. We negotiated. We’ve said there’s a path. A narrow
path, so we can control the situation.

--There is no path.
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--We negotiated a number. This is a vast number. This vastly exceeds the number. And
they’re coming through. He indicates that all of them are unarmed, all ages dressed for a
party, a celebration.

--Tell him and his friends to go on home -no trouble, no harm done.

--He says he has no home, the Southern world has collapsed into barbarism, every man for
himself. Dog eat dog.

--So that’s their problem. What do they want from us?

--He wants to bring his people to our happy smiley land of opportunity for a good life.
--Happy, happy.

--Tell him we have no room except for slaves. And even then, we can’t take many.
--Stop talking. No more talking now.

4,

--I'm seeing gold. Looks like gold to me. They have gold.

--How do you know?

--I can see the gold.

--You're hallucinating.

--He made an offer. The kid in the tuxedo. He made an offer.
--What's the offer?

--A hundred million bucks.

--Come on.

--Tell him to show us the money.

--We’ve seen the gold, fool.

--How do you know it was gold?

--Tell him we’ll take the money.

--Of course we'll take the money. (Pause)

--He’s decided to keep the money.

--We can just take the money. We'll attack. We’ll attack in force.

--He says go ahead and try.
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--What's the Z all about?

--Why do you care?

--He says the Z on the flag is Zapata.

--Who is Zapata?

--Come on. He is a hero to the indigenous people.
--Oh, for God’s sake.

--They fought off the Spanish Empire.

--Oh, come on.

--And a vicious dictator whose name was Diaz.

--No, it wasn’t.

--They’re all Diaz.

--A peasant from Guerrero State.

--We don’t accept invasions. We'll only take in slaves.
--He says we have the wrong idea; this is a Zapatista revolution -
--Oh, fuck that. Let’s start shooting.

--And he wants to get married before he dies.

--What the fuck? Tell him to go ahead and get married.
Not now I won’t. Something is going to happen now.
--What did he mean by that?

--They’re hooked up to power.

--What could happen?

--What the fuck.

In the name of Emiliano Zapata.

--They’re singing a song of Liberation.

--Come on. That’s not singing. That’s yelling and screaming and the banging of drums and
tambourines. It's a riot. (Pause)

--They’ve stopped.
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--It’s quiet.

-- Here comes the groom on the front of the line. Kid says give us a break we're all the same

animal.

Let us walk on through and blessings will accrue to you.
--Accrue?

--Accrue.

Blessings to help us through the terrors of life.

--Why? We have our own problems.

The dispossessed prevail. It’s natural law.

--Horseshit. We don’t need no more poor people.
--Ask him what the Z is?

--He said already.

The beginning and the end. The end of the beginning.
--Oh, for God’s sake.

--What do we do now?

--We wait.

--We listen to the music. (From Mozart’s Requiem. Pause.)
--Nice.

--Who is that I see now dancing in front?

--It’s a girl in a wedding dress.

--Oh, for God’s sale.

--She is singing a marriage song from bygone days. Very sad. (Song)
--SHOOT HER!

--Wait. (Pause)

--She’s done. (Silence)

--Now what?

--They are merging into a phalanx.
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--1 don’t like the looks of this. They’ve gathered. They’re on the move. Prepare to fire.

--They’re unarmed. They’'re wearing costumes from the days of old. Feathers and leather
and string. Head bands of wire mesh.

--Zapotecs. There’s the Z.
--Here they come. The Tuxedo marches in front with his fiancé.
I'm so happy I'm in love and about to be married to a wonderful man.

--The fiancé dances beautifully. And she’s throwing flowers our way, garlands and
necklaces made of stone.

--It’s seashells, stupid.

--They’ve stopped.

--Stand firm.

--She’s imploring us to hold our fire.
--Hold your fire.

--She’s one hell of a beauty that one.
- Look away.

--Lucky guy.

--Now he takes her in his arms, that’s the movie now, that’s the picture now, as they kiss
and hug, and finally they separate, and now they’re taking vows. To stay together. to hold
each other tight no matter what.

--Come on.

--Till death do they part.

Very soon now. Something will happen now.

--They’re all singing --

Did you have a good day? Looking forward now? How'’s your life? Listen up and look our way.
--Wait.

We'’ve been meaning to ask you, are thoughts occurring in your brain? What happens there?
I always say -

--They’ve gone mad with the drugs.

--Here they come!
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A mass of electricity jellied in the head, jingle bells in the mind, I always say, jingle bells baby
anon.

--It’s a riot now.

--It’s a mass of the unlucky screaming our way! The losers and the brainless coming our
way!

We suffer blindly with little hope, wrong turn, lucky bounce Is all. Ra, Ra, Ra.
--Wait.

And there you have it. A jingle and a bell.

--Wait.

And now we rise, we sail freely above the mountain tops, among the clouds, glorified by God.
We hope you all die.

-Very sad.

--Sad indeed.

--What do we do?

--We listen politely.

--And then?

--At my signal you will open fire.

Die soon and go to hell. We are the Vengeance of the Lord.
--Shoot!

--Wait.

We are sworn. There is no sanctuary.

--Open fire. Let no scumbag escape our wrath.

The winds of justice are upon you. Lay down your weapons and get ready to die. You have ten
seconds.

--Shoot!

Run! We'll count to ten! Run! Lay down your guns! Run!
--Run!

--Let’s get out of here!

--Run!
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--Run for your lives! Run, run, run!

The Zapatista rioters killed all the border guards. It wasn’t the Alamo, but the event was
celebrated in schools and history books for generations to come.

End THE BORDER
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