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'Let us not then speak ill of our generation, it is not any unhappier than its predecessors… (Pause.) Let us not speak well of it either. (Pause.) Let us not speak of it at all.'

· Pozzo, Waiting for Godot


Walking Upright
The boy is not very tall, but because he is walking upright, you can see the top of his head as he turns the corner onto the road. It is a little weird how he's walking, so straight and stiff. Can he even breathe?

The boy is here to meet the old man. They are going to have a conversation. There is something important the man has to teach the boy, that the boy must learn before he returns to his city and his friends, and that is why he has come. This is a very important meeting, very important work, so the boy is walking upright as he approaches, straight, head high and dignified. Holding his breath. He has come prepared because the old man has a reputation.
The old man is in the house expecting the boy and he has a reputation. 
Which is to say, in one half of its sense, that he is known. In the other half: what for? Or what, since it must be why he is so stiff, the boy, walking straight like that, upright and mechanical, does he, boy, know him, old man, for? 
But the truth is: the boy doesn't know the old man. Not really. Before he got this assignment, he had only heard the name. Last night, in his lover's arms, he said:
'His Wikipedia was on the third page of Google. One old brute like that that everyone has forgotten about. He should be dead by now, I swear.'
'Ahn-ahn!' The lover laughed. He has long warm hands. He shook his head as he laughed and squeezed our boy's body softly. Our boy’s lover is a soft, cuddly boy.
'I'm serious,' said our boy, chuckling. Then seriously: 'But seriously. He hanged his own son.'
'What?'
'I swear. He was working with the opposition. For the people. He and his wife. The old man found them and sentenced them both to death. The old brute. The wife was pregnant.'
Our boy's lover shook his head with a dead serious look on his face. Our boy was looking up at him because he was sprawled on the lover’s laps on the plank-hard bed they share. He had been sulking about the assignment and the lover had come to give him some loving.
'So you know what I mean by an old brute, and we are right to have forgotten about him. Like, I don't get why we are doing this story. Why are we celebrating someone like that? What can people like him have to teach us? There shouldn't be any space for people like that in our society, in this new culture we are creating. Like, it's annoying when you think of it. You're here giving your best to this thing because you truly believe it, helping to actually build something that matters, freedom, justice, and then they send you to go and talk to someone like that! An exclusive interview. Scoop! And it’s because someone has gotten some money, let’s face it. And we're just supposed to forget all the terrible things he did. Like, this man was even very openly homophobic o. That was another thing with his son. The boy studied in the US and joined some radical leftist group and he always had openly gay people around him. The man verbally harassed the boy for years in the media, saying he always knew his son was a faggot and all that. Like, he could not shut up about it, every interview. Until he finally killed the boy and his wife. Can you imagine? That's the kind of person they said I should go and interview. That's why they are sending me eight hours away. I feel very offended, to be honest. I’m just supposed to suspend everything I believe and do this story. I hope nobody reads it!'
Said the boy. His lover continued to shake his head slowly. 
Now, the boy says when he reaches me: 'Is the old man waiting?'
'The old man is waiting.'
'Let's go.'

We Refuse To Be Each Other
The boy is not particularly graceful, but simply by holding himself upright he is able to cut the figure. He is not surprised to meet the old man blind, though he finds it interesting. The room is a vast empty space, hot and bleak. Both the boy and the old man stand in the middle of it, face-to-face a few feet apart. They forget promptly about me as they begin to talk. A dim light from nowhere falls on them, illuminating their figures. The old man is an old man, complete with the stick and the bending over. He says, 'Can't you greet?'

Boy: (Mumbles) Hello.
Old Man: My last born is twice your age. This is the so-called future. Have a seat. (The boy looks around, looks at the old man. Pause.) I know what you're thinking. The answer is time. One day I woke up and I was blind, but it was not that one day I woke up and I was blind. With time, you know. It happens to the best of us. (He coughs.)
Boy: I wasn't thinking that. (Pause.) There's something you're to tell me?
Old Man: Is there, indeed? (Pause.) But how will I tell you when you won’t hear it?
Boy: I'm listening.
The old man cackles, turning here and there as if for help. The laughter echoes through the room.
Old Man: (Through laughter) He's listening! Please come in, have a seat!
Boy: (Indignantly) My pronouns are they/them, actually.
Old Man: Ehnehn? (He laughs) What does that teach us?
Pause
Boy: (Irritably) See, let's just get on with it, okay? What do you have to tell me?
Old Man: (Ponderingly) What do I have to tell you?
Boy: That's what I wonder. What could you have for us? An old brute, blind, out of touch with the times. What could he possibly have to say to us? But they have sent me here so here I am.
Old Man: They sent you to me? (He laughs.) Oh, I'm so very flattered. An old man like me, they want to hear what I have to say! (He laughs, does a little dance.)
Boy: (Rolls his eyes) Can we get on with it?
Old Man: (Suddenly looking serious) What do you want to know?
Boy: I have to take some pictures first.
(The boy reaches behind himself for his backpack, unzips it and retrieves a large professional camera from it. Then he zips up the bag, replaces it on his back, then holds the camera to his face.)
Boy: (Getting into a shooting stance.) Stand upright for the camera please.
Old Man: But I'm an old man.
Boy: Oh, come on. You can manage it. 
Old Man: Maybe, if I tried. But what's the point, it'll take too much effort, I'm an old man. 
Boy: It's for the camera. 
Old Man: It's for the camera.
Boy: Oh please. (He rolls his eyes.) Please stand upright. (The old man doesn't move.) See, I don't want to be here anymore than you, so let's just help each other and get it over with. (The old man still doesn't move. The boy sighs; begins to take photos.) A man like this, I said, should be canceled, not given a platform to air his hate. It's a shame really. (He continues taking photos, crouching for better angles. The old man strikes a different pose after each flash, wild joy in his eyes. He has dropped his stick to cut a dignified figure, but is still slightly bent over.) I said: I don't want to listen to anything he has to say. What could he possibly have to say to me? We have lived very different lives. His experiences don't apply to me. But they insisted, and they're paying me, so they know best. My job is just to come, write down what you have to say, take some pictures, and be off. Simple and straightforward. Let's get it over with please. (He stops taking photos, scrolls through them for a while, then reaches behind himself for his backpack, unzips it, puts the camera in the bag, zips it up, then returns it to his back.) 
Old Man: But you're wrong. 
Boy: Ehn?
Old Man: I want to be here. (He laughs.) Take more! (He strikes a new pose.)
(The boy is reluctant at first, but he considers the pose and reaches behind himself for his backpack, unzips it and retrieves the large professional camera from it. Then he zips up the bag, replaces it on his back, then holds the camera to his face. Click. Flash. He stops taking photos, scrolls through them for a while, then reaches behind himself for his backpack, unzips it, puts the camera in the bag, zips it up, then returns it to his back.)

Old Man: More! More!
Boy: What? No more! I've returned the camera. Now let's talk.
Old Man: More! More!
Boy: No more!
Old Man: More! More!
Boy: (Shakes his head.) Crazy old man. They are going to love this! (Pause.) Fine. One more! (He reaches behind himself for his backpack, unzips it, and retrieves the large professional camera from it. Then he zips up the bag, replaces it on his back, then holds the camera to his face. Click. Flash. He stops taking photos, scrolls through them for a while, then reaches behind himself for his backpack, unzips it, puts the camera in the bag, zips it up, then returns it to his back) That's it, no more!

The old man crouches down to pick up his stick, then rises shakily back to his feet, back to his bending over posture, a satisfied look on his face. He sighs.

Old Man: Oh, it's been ages! (He wipes a line of sweat from his forehead.) Ages! I didn't know I could enjoy it this much. I used to hate them, you know. It was too much. Always, someone is pointing a camera at you. Those days. I hated them. But it was necessary. We were building. The people had to see their beloved leaders.
Boy: Says the dictator.
Old Man: Oh, but I was a philosopher.
Boy: (Scoffs) Politician!
Old Man: A visionary. (Gazes into the distance with a contemplative smile.)
Boy: You executed journalists!
Old Man: Lawyers!
Boy: Assassinated writers! 
Old Man: Academics! 
Boy: Everyone that criticized you, murdered!
Old Man: (With a smile) No, we preferred to say 'cancel'. Made it all businesslike, so you didn't really feel like you were killing people.
Boy: (With indignation) The guts! I can't believe this!
Old Man: They were dragging us back, you see.
Boy: Oh God!
Old Man: No, but you don't understand. They didn't understand.
Boy: Yes, you knew best.
Old Man: We did. We really did. And we showed it. We built. Every institution you have grown up to know we built. We were building.
Boy: Yes. A true visionary. That’s why we are all so well off for it! Look at us, so much better for all your building!
Old Man: You don't understand. (Pause.) We were building. We had to take charge. So much depended on you. You had to be disciplined. Put your feet down. Something had to be done. (Pause.) We were building the future. There is a method to things, you'll soon learn. Hard decisions. You have to understand. There's nothing you can do about that.
Boy: What about your wife?
Old Man: (Pause. Suddenly visibly angry.) What did you just say? (He takes a few steps forward.)
Boy: Your wife. (Pause.) What did she think of your method after what you did to her child?
Old Man: (Advances further, his stick knocking against the floor with each labored step. His face is only a few inches from the boy's now. There is wild rage in his eyes.) I said what did you just say!
Boy: (Maintains his position. With a straight face.) Your son. (Pause.) What? Are you going to throw me in jail too? Or send me to hang like your poor son?
The old man is shaking with rage by now. 
Old Man: How dare you! (Looking wildly about.) Constable! Inspector! General! Look at this boy! Who are you? How dare you!
The boy laughs a loud, wicked laugh, turning here and there as if for help. The laughter echoes through the room.
Boy: (Shaking his head.) Pathetic. Pathetic old man. Look around, this is not your time. In this time, there is no space for people like you. You can only drag us back. Someone like him, I said, should be canceled, not given a platform. Now look at this.
Old Man: Inspector! General! Constable! Look at this boy!
The boy laughs. The old man's left eye twitches. His breathing is labored. Light fades off.

Generation Gap
And so the boy leaves. He is walking so upright his head grazes the sky. The boy leaves and his head is in the clouds. There is a smile playing on his lips; victor: he has won. A terrifying old brute but the boy has conquered him, rattled him. A senile old man, blind, crooked. A sorry case. The boy will never be him. This is what he’s thinking as he walks away. Never be him. He is not me and I am not him. We can’t be each other. He thinks. Which is the tragedy, really. 
So the boy leaves, walking upright, having nothing learnt. A tragedy.

