THE NINTH GENERATION

By Murray Mednick

--Sit down.

--No.

--Sit down.

--No.

--Sit him down.

--Sit your ass down.

--Don’t hurt him.

--I wouldn't.

--The man is dying from his wounds.

--Throw some water on him and slap hm around.
--No.

--We can use the look. Spruce hm up.

--Of course.

--Straighten up a little yourself. Good. And now we need the names. Who are you?
--No names.

--Whose side are you on?

--Good question.

--Do you pray?

--I'm in real estate you see. Wrong place at the right time.
--Very clever.

--Money talks.

--I do agree.

--Do good and you get back some.

--] see.



--More than you put in, sir.
--Right.

--And you make a profit. Therefore. And so, you see the reasoning there, why information
is so important.

--Yes. Of course. I get that.

--And we get to advertise, show what we have to offer, take bribes, sell airtime, and so on.
--Right. Look up. Good. I wouldn’t brag, Mister.

--No

--It’s unbecoming...

--Got it.

--You fashion yourself a Christian?

--I do.

--We are ending a war right now.

--I know that.

--This is a serious business. Wrapping things up. Saying farewells.
--Yes. I'm here to help.

--Do what, pray?

--Interrogate the prisoner.

--Oh. I don’t see how.

--He’s still alive.

--Oh?

--1 dragged him here myself. He was breathing in a bog of lifeless souls.
--You don’t say.

--1 do say.

--For what reason, pray?

--Real estate. We can make a beautiful deal.

--Say what?



--The land.

--Terra firmer.

--The earth, sir, ever affirming.
--What's that?

--Increasing in value.

--Speak English, son.

--Like the situation we have here now. A prisoner who knows the lay of the land, where the
bodies are buried, so to say.

---Are you religious?

--No.

--No need to speak of souls. They evoked the wrath of God these people.
--Yes, they did.

--Not good to talk that way in the circumstances.

--I understand.

--We are observed. Dead and dying littering the fields, cities blown to smithereens and
ashes and smoky deserts where you cannot breathe.

--I understand.

--Don’t get me started.

--No, sir.

--Face the camera.

--Sir.

--Don’t call me sir you're not an army man.
--Thank you.

--What are you thanking me for?

--For your visibility and candor, sir.
--We've gotten off right there. Where the fuck were we?
--Discussing the captive.

--Continue.



--Retrieved from the battlefield.

--Did you haunt the battlefields for loot?
--No.

--What then, pray?

-- Where I found this soldier here, sir.
--We beat them root and branch. In the air and underground. Cyber. Electronical.
--Yes, sir.

--And bombed the shit out of them,.
--Indeed.

--A manner of speech.

--Of course.

--Nothing remains.

--No. Just this fellow here.

--Are you half-asleep, or entirely?

--No, sir.

--Awake now?

--Yes.

--Explain yourself.

--I found this man wandering among the dead.
--Is he breathing?

--Barely.

--Give him water. (Splash) Is he concious?
--I don’t think so.

--Is he pretending?

--I don’t know.

--Kick him why don’t you.

--A gasp there, sir, a groan.



--1 didn’t hear anything.

--Noise of artillery and bombs, sir., brushes the hearing.

--Where do [ know you from?

--Nowhere.

--1 know you from somewhere.

--I don’t think so.

--Yeah, some dumbass TV commercial.

--Nope.

--Selling soap or some such crap made from the skins of dumb animals.
--That wouldn’t be me, sir.

--Why not, pray?

--Not my cup of tea.

--Is that right?

--Right.

--Not one of those TV clowns cutting the throats of sheep. Live.
--Not even close. (Pause)

--We're live right now.

--Is that so?

--Yes. There’s a red light.

--Where?

--There.

--I'll be damned.

--Tell the prisoner to stand up straight, [ mean sit him up straight.
--He can’t hear us.

--Sit him up straight. (Sound) What is that?

--A blow out. A bomb. Plane breaking the sound barrier. Buildings falling into rubble.

--No, more like the drums and tambourines of the banshees in the wild. Take a look, pray.



--It’s a temple sacrifice, sir.

--Where?

--A mile or so away.

--Say it for the viewers, son.

--The delight of the viewers notwithstanding.
--Say on.

--I hear singing and dancing around an altar.
--I see. What's on the altar?

--A woman on fire, sir.

---Oh, my God.

-- Got to give them what they want and pacify the gods.
---What are you talking about?

---Stupid as it may be. They pay the money and buy the products. Including air and water
and food and clothing, the whole enchilada. And they vote.

--Who were you talking about?

--The viewers, sir.

--1 was talking about the woman on the altar.

--Too late, sir, she’s gone up in flames.

--Oh, my goodness.

--Tribal allies sir, who fought alongside us in battle.
--God bless.

--Thoughts and prayers.

--Step away why don’t you. I will speak now. The tribals are included. That's how it must
be. Which is why we’re in this fix, why we are in this struggle for the fundamental joys of
life. Things we deserve automatically by virtue of being born white on earth.

--The shrinking earth.
-- Food and drink and a good night’s sleep. Kneel and pray.

--No.



--Kneel for the camera. Right there. The red light. Kneel.
--I kneel. In the presence of a dying man. Who has fought nobly for his family and his tribe.
--Okay, stand up,

--Who has information we need for the satisfaction of all. Bones for the ruling elite. Chips
for the Home Guard.

--You could say.

--1 do say.

--What’s your business?

--Gathering data for a map of the region.
--Why?

--Business.

--There are no data.

--Fragments of reality. What we’re fighting for, fragments of righteousness.
--Right you are, then.

--Where’s the camera?

--1 keep telling you.

--I lost track.

--The camera is everywhere, son.

--How do you figure that?

--It’s a turn of mind, a thought -- everywhere watching.
--What drivel.

--Everywhere watching, son. Like God himself.
--0k, I see.

--Go ahead, then.

--What?

--Wake the prisoner.

--He's out cold.



--Sit the motherfucker down. Okay. Good. I'm not into torture, I'm not into that, no matter
what the folks at home may want to see.

--We can fake it.
--Then we’ll have to do the hood.
--No. Don’t do the hood.

--Put the hood on. Good. It’s a good look. Step back and arrange the hood. Right. Thank
you very much. Take a bow.

--No. [ don’t enjoy this.

--Take a bow.

--No.

--Step aside. Good. What did this criminal do, pray?
--Nothing.

--Then why do we anoint this fellow?
--We need his data. Documentation.
--What for?

--That’s why we pinned him.

--What was he doing?

--He was stealing from the dead.
--Oh, my.

--He seems nearly dead himself.

--He does indeed.

--He was wandering the battlefield. Bodies rotting all over the place. Looking for friends, I
suspect, who might still be alive.

--Which is it, then?

--Salvage. Watches. Gold earrings. Gold teeth. Out of range of the guns. Sneaking around.
Ragged. Aggrieved. This man has lost people here, sir.

--Which raises the question, son.
--I'm not your son.

--What happens when we die?



--I don’t know.

--Say something.

--We go to heaven, straight up.
--Straight up, you say.

--Yes. Clothes on.

--Cash on hand.

--You bet.

--Do we go to a happier place where it's always Spring and Spring rain and the air is sweet,
and birds sing, and angels fan the air with their wings? Or do we simply pass away like a
gust of wind, or a waterfall, or a light rain?

--Maybe nothings.
--Yes, nothing. (Pause)
--This man I believe is a Christian.

--Well, then he should have stayed out of the way. The place was leveled from the river to
the sea. Nothing left but sand and cinderblocks, cement, shards of pavement and rocks.

--A compete victory.
--Correct. I'm not stupid.
--Of course not.

--And I'm up to date.
--No. You're not.

--How so?

--We need to know how the land was divided, who owned the land, the property deeds,
foreclosures, bank accounts, real data.

--Fuck that.

--We have a Christian high-level prisoner. It says so here on his read-out.
--Let me see it.

--Here it is.

--Hold it up so we can all see. Good. It’s forged. This man is no Chistian. I can tell by
looking at him.



--Oh.

--And the way he acted after the battle, scrounging around like a beggar or a thief.
--He’s in shock, [ believe. No, on second look, he’s gone forever from this unhappy earth.
--Wel], let’s leave it at that, then, shall we?

--No.

--Why not?

--We need the docs, the tapes, records and the visuals. And the sounds of things as well.
For the viewers, the inspector generals, so it’s a complete take.

--Show the prisoner. Good. Now say something. (Pause)
--I can’t come up with it.

--I'll talk. So. Now we have this situation, a prisoner caught behind the lines, wandering,
lost on the battlefield. What to do? Put him out of his misery? He is unconscious but
suffering. A riddle that. Maybe that would be best, then, or leave him here to die.

--1 believe the man is already dead, sir.
--So, let’s go while the going is good.

--And the prisoner? Sitting like that, like a stone. (Pause) There’s a slight chance we can
make some benefit from all this. His data. The lay of the land. In his pockets.

--We are watched.
--Nothing illegal, nothing off- killing. I mean off- putting.

--Well. That’s it, then. Now we got him. Here we are. They get their footage. Blah blah
blah. So, what do we do now?

--I'm not sure.
--Take off his hood and slap him in the face.
--Why?

--Don’t ask me why. No, punch him, take off the hood, punch the sonofabitch. Right. You
call that a punch? That was a caress.

--He’s not coming awake.
--Good.

--He will never awake.



--Hit him again. (Pause) Good. Here we are. All's well. Let’s move on.

--Wait. Here is something.

--Read it.

--“We’ll go into the ninth generation, a curse on you until the ninth generation!”
--Say it again so people understand.

--“We’ll go into the ninth generation, a curse on you into the ninth generation! A curse on
you and all your seed!”

--Strangle the son of a bitch.
--He’s dead. Like I've pointed out a few times now.

--Then burn him, private. Not here. Get out of view. There, good. On the Pyre, Sid. On the
funeral pyre they’ve got going in the field. You can hear the festivities.

--He must have known where the remnant is.
--The remnant?

--Of his people, sir. The ones who got away.
--What bullshit.

--Where the gold is buried.

--Ah.

--Beach front, so we have standing when the time comes. The vultures will line up and pile
on soon.

--Say more about the gold.

--It’s got to be in the real estate...
--How’s that?

--The land sir, not actual metal gold.

--Show the map. Good. Now we’ll give the poor lad a nice cremation. On the pyre. Yes?
Anything else? There you go. Now, where are they and how many? Would you say? You
don’t know. Look at the sky, gleaming red like a movie red, a sundown or a conflagration
shot through with arrows of light. That’s too much. Okay. What could he mean by the ninth
generation?

--His people are into blood lines and such. They keep track. They keep records. We could
use the documents.
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--There are no documents.

--No?

--No. Don’t make a thing of it. [ know that face.

--Mine, sir?

--Don’t be an idiot. Not this clown’s face, your face. Is that gunfire?
--No, maybe Torture... And last rites. Around the altar.

--Paint the picture, son, for the viewers.

--A ring of fire, a huge bonfire in the middle, priests and nuns dancing in a circle, drums
pounding in the night...As the burning woman chants a holy song, howls of tribal rapture.
Stars shooting by...Clarion calls...(Pause) They’ve stopped. Back here, sir. On the prisoner.

--What more, private?

--He was a doctor in the region, and a published poet, well-liked by his community.
--Aren’t they all.

--He owned land, sir.

--He smells bad, private. Throw some water on him. Keep him away from me. Good. You
were saying?

--He is, was, the owner of property by the sea, very valuable property. We can get in on it
early. A footin the door.

--I'm getting irritated, now, Seargent. We’ve won. That’s it. Pop him in the head or
strangle him. Make sure. And then it’s the pyre. (Sound) What's that?

--Maybe in the walls.

--The walls?

--The walls. A tapping in the walls. Maybe a signal, sir.
--Ignore it. No time to mx it up. The battle is over, after all.
--Yes, sir.

--I could swear [ know you from somewhere, somewhere in the past—in the real world
where you could have a cup of coffee and a bath.

--TV sir. Maybe there. Channel 4 TV, you saw me there.

--Despicable, Sid.
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--I am not Sid.

-- My boy, Sid, tall and straight, not like you at all, a man for the future, upright and honest,
tall, beaming cheeks, running for Congress.

--I wish him well.

--Put a plug in for him, say a kind word to the viewers.

-1 will.

--If you get the chance.

--You bet.

--Thank you. It’s to your credit. Where were we? Ah. Acting like that in the world.
--Like what?

--Lies, endless lies, lies upon lies and that stupid grinning at the camera, [ wish they didn’t
do that, like a dog grinning in your face, a dog smiling at you, like he knows you well. |
could go on. So, here’s the question:

--Yes?
--How do you live with yourself? Look at the footage. Never mind. Is there a remnant?
--Excuse me?

--Is there a remnant? His people? Are there rebels hiding in the mountains? In the
mountains. That’'s where rebels go, son.

--We got them all, sir, from the river to the sea.

--See how you look. Straighten up. And a few steps to the left. Right. is the air shaft
closed? We don’t want that odor coming in here. Are they all in heaven now, son? For the
camera...Are they digging a grave for these people? A mass grave?

--I think so.

--Yes. And the funeral pyre is brightly glowing...Too much smoke in the air. These slime
balls need a resting place. Like this animal right here. Fertilizers. In the ground. Are they
at work out there? Doing their job? Bulldozers and diggers — what do you call those
things?

--Cranes.

--Well, they do the work, they do the work. The machines are up; the Pyre is up. Let’s go.
Take off his hood. Punch him in the mouth.

--He’s dead, sir.
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--Punch him.

--No, sir.

--I'll have you shot.

--No.

--For the camera.

--No.

--Fuck it.

--Wait.

--What now?

--Where are the files? You have files?

--No.

--Where are they?

--God knows. But I have a sword. Eight here. Sharp and shiny The Sword of Justice.
--Nice.

--Yes, and so reliable. So trustworthy. At my side. What is it now?

--The files, for the sake of history. Then all will know what happened here. The tragedy of it
all, the stupidity of it all.

--Put the hood back on. Pour the water. There you go. Pour the Agua. Pour it right on there,
there you go, he’s feeling us now, he knows we’re all here now doing our jobs. That should
do it. Step away. Let’s get this over with. Pour the water, private. Private? Odor coming in
here. Don’t open the door. But make sure that we can get out of here when the time comes,
when we’ve finished the job.

--Sir?

--I think I'll kill him myself. With my sword.
--He’s dead.

--Leave the door.

--The prisoner is weeping, sir.

--I can tell when someone is weeping.

--He is weeping, and he is dead, sir.
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--Cannot be, such a thing is not possible. Water coming out of his eyes. Salute, why don’t
you?

--Salute?

--For the camera. A salutation. White Christian American Soldier -- how to act and how to
be. Straight up.

--I'm not a soldier.

--Say what you are.

--I'm all in sir.

--For what?

--I'm here on business.
--Do you pray?

--No, sir.

--What do you do?

--Do?

--You recite from the bible?
--I don’t talk about it.

--Do you bow?

--No.

--Do you sacrifice?

--No.

--What, then?

--] follow the national creed, sir.

--Ha! Just do your job. In the present. Aware of the camera. Rake the land with powerful
machinery and see what comes up. And then take. Take. Don’t bother to pray. Put your
head on that chair over there.

--Why?
--I'm going to cut your head off.

--Why?



--And then I'll disembowel you. Ha! And now here we are after a killing spree and I'm in
charge. The bulldozers are approaching. Fifty-millimeter machine gun fire. Could blow up
a horse. Stragglers and diehards. They’ll need to bury the bodies. Or burn them on the
pyre. Miles wide and six feet deep.

-- That's what I've been saying. That’s what I've been saying all along. Did you not hear me?
--Work this filthy sorehead here. He put a curse on us, private.

--I feel nothing.

--That cannot be.

--It’s on you.

--I feel like there’s a ghost in here on the back of my neck. We are at war, after all. Tell the
prisoner to stop crying.

--He can’t hear me.

--The ones that got away. In the mountains.

--Yes?

--Where are they?

--I don’t know.

--Let’s just kill this dumb fuck. Change the angle. For public consumption.
--Motherfucker is dead. I've told you a hundred times.

--And now he’s alive again. He’s praying. He’s praying to his God. [ know that. I'm not
stupid. You hear that?

--Mortars, sir, and artillery.
--Loose change. He's stopped his caterwauling. Listen.
--Scratching on the wall, sir.

--A curse! Until the ninth generation! No balls on the men, cancer in the wombs of the
women! Put the hood back on, punch him in the head with a two by. Ha ha, Punch him in
the head with your head. Good. Once more. Now he’ll be quiet. Okay. Good. And what are
you doing here? [ don’t watch the junk they put on the air. Selling body parts and war
souvenirs.

--It's a good deal... You'd get in early. A sunny beach with waving palm trees and golden
toilets. The promise of a new land, a development of this conquered primitive desert
outpost into a Christian paradise, with high rises and pools and a post office and a hospital,
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the whole shebang. We have won the war. Now we must invest in the clean-up. And get in
early. That's the thing. Put our marker down.

--What'’s that sound?

--It’s the scratching. Next door. Some of the dead terrorists were thrown in there.
Someone must be alive in there, among the dead.

--We have a problem here. I want you to kill our prisoner. Right now. And then we hightail
it out of this dump we’re in.

- Wait.

-Drown him or strangle him. Pay for your stupid, greedy life, private.
--Remember the deal, sir.

--We're getting our lines wrong, son. They are Terrorists.
--Terrorists.

--Yes. Tell the viewers. A mass murder has occurred. There you go. Listen. It's the
bulldozers and tanks and trucks and armored vehicles, closing in. Wake up the prisoner.
He needs to experience this. God made a mistake, private, he put something in us that
doesn’t belong there.

--What?

--Punch him in the head. There you go. Let him weep. The damage he’s done, him and his
fellows. Let him weep for his lost family and his lost tradition and yearn for the normal
times, lost forever, times we lived in that weren’t so much trouble except for the craziness,
the sects appearing all over the fucking place. The righteousness. Let him weep.

--He's stopped, sir.

--I know that. I'm not deaf. Take off the hood. Slap him yes - not too hard, we want him to
keep his teeth, we want him to keep his tongue. We want him to speak, after all, and betray
his fellows. Once more. And showtime for the camera. There you go.

--He's fainted, sir.
--What's the man’s name?
--Me?

--Not you.

--Michael.

--Last breath, Mike. Death by sword. Kneel. That's right. On your knees. More than you
deserve. There you go. Am I talking to the wall? No, never mind. One thrust cut his head
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off. There it goes. Close on the bloody head as it rolls across the floor, Michael’s eyes wide
open. There you go. Take note. Michael’s head on the floor, the gallant prisoner slumped in
his chair. Take a good look. There: Severed head on the floor, corpse against the wall.

Good. And now: The walls are closing in on us. Take a breath. Say a prayer. Take a breath.
Please God. I'm on my knees, Lord. Smite me now as I offer regrets and salutations.

Look. What bullshit. His nasty cruel eyes, snake eyes -- your bible thumping prayers and
thoughts for naught..Nada. Then a tiny ant crawling up your ass where your conscience used
to be. Now I leave you a curse to the ninth generation. Hunting for small animals in the dark.

End Ninth Generation
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