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A MONOLOGUE IN PLALN YiDnres

by Sfsyon Jeltlin
SUXE T sm o l¥adSman, MISOER ZEITLIN.
Wren I left Werasw, MIND YOU,
ALl the wonen still wars wigs
ind 211 the 2&5& ware Lesvis.
A trolly with horaes ren slong ths: atresh.

At bHekslmesr'’s g wmesl sost snly & rable.

Merchants met iz tha Censyry Lfeweesn. cafeberio .
lived it vp
Hesidin sassed m the Gerer sbhtibl.

MIND YOU, eometimer when I forget PLATE JEWISH
i can, to thig wery day

Spealk fe

2 & resl Warsey sipie, doledt

If oniy our children could 4¢ the sene.

4nd you, I bBer, sre writing for the PAPERE.

JE#ISE is badly off by us, MISTER.

Jou can hewe the braeins of @ mius tar,

I”“H\" It's no waﬁ&m»%m THAT'S AJL.

ywm.tme. .sxat~. worth o Vana,dime -
You yours2lf sre ALLaIGHT,

BUT your LINE/is good for nothing.

e e e /tha't:s the - point oc 'tootu\j 70»\( horn
&) OC futt"‘J of * ot €

Ii‘li héip lik@ bettlaes on a corpse,

S{ITCH to snother LINE, MISTER ZEITIIN.

Jo I remember

I've "ets” snd the "enk” (dislect forme 4ip Wsrssw YViddish)
You beti BUT T end oy MILOUSww

Wae USE & locel JEWISH, YOU KNOW, PLAIN,
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T

"»"1‘,.’,(;'!,;%9@ words see Treldial in < srioins’t
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And besides, we speak English, you know,

Because of the business and because of the children.
Sure, as greenhorns we spoke differently,

But now--

We speak a pglin Jewish and a plain English.
Everything plain.

As a greenhorn I went around hungry most of the time.
Well, in those years I glanced into a Jewish paper.

I still remember a play by someone =-- just what did they call him?
Jacob Gordin.

All that was 10:5 agol! Today I can't afford to
Because 1I've long become a citizen, you know.

With us in the United States

When you become a citizen, you know,

You don't bother witﬁis;eenhorn stuff.

You don't read a Jewish paper anymore,

And you don't go to Jewish shows.

On the other hand--

Whia's it all worth

If you're homesick and you live with the past.

So you're making money -- does that make it all worthwhile?
My son, the brat Reb Mike

Thinks of me anyway as an old kike.

You work like the devil, you know.

My daughter can't stand Jewish boys,

So she took herself an Irish goy.

I have shkotsim for grandchildren and a goy for a son-in-law:



e e,

o7 &
old lad
* And wmy MISSUS, WMLDON”T YOU KNOW HER?
Oang 2cound ~ takes in
.“l Comilsabont in pants, basks-es the HEACH
Hed '
bk_ Paints smd oZ&em and scrapes herself,
M"O’ With a squeale

gt a
It hasn't ke Jewish flaver, "}

Oh, Warsawe..

Muranov, Binifrat, (names of Varsaw streets)
&Q\l\k The Pawiak with its grates (the State prison)
edq¢ BN e, rrnotaskinske,
et b Ttshe-leir Prives,
.
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z[\ﬁlazrﬁ@ BrQMaoo
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' A ¥arsovian loved his towm
Like his own mother,

In a dream I can 8131l sese Grzybow St. as it was,
. I go cne-wag, I-ge—the—other, Jp sl down —

wind vVp
Somatimes I even find-mysedfl in Monketow,
Vhere the world is green,

Ners
yone —BSo whatts new, ANYEOW?

It’s no good with Jews, eh?
‘?",‘ Hitler.. Maidanek...

No more Warsaw, no more world...

Gone, everything gones..

WELL, YES, but you PERSONALIYw-

How are you making out?

SURE, youwr LINE's fur the birds,

BUT/we you at least/nakimg 2 pkdhofi, Living?

What? HELLY

You ssy Ytk you have died,

BUT you pretend &t;&‘se alive?



@l("w
VHADYA MEAN died? You mean $0 say thabtee
Cod forbidee
Juwst
‘ You've died FIAIN and SIMPIE?
AHA, I GOT IT. It'’s a JOKE, a gag.
The truth, you say?
You say that in America you died,
Weren't burie A wiptn
But you didaid—rooeive the proper rites?
WELL, I won't argue.
Maybe you're right,
BUT ANYHOW

Died, shmiedesyou mske a living?

Whatarve—yon-thinking? What's on 70\:«/ PR

I see your heart is souxm,. ‘\eav/
VELL, no one’s listening,
Se I'1ll tell you MISTTR:
‘ I do~t -(;ee( so hot MZS{I('- )

BECAUSE, after all,

i( A  If God wills 1t, a broom can shaotes

W We  But shoot for how Tong?

MMV~ Not God=-I mean the broom.

we -
'., =" You' fre a landsman,
masbe
o Se pe.rgaps you \gll understand me.
As you gee me here, I am all alone,/n He world
newr

JUST all alone,

4n old Jew without a beard

Like an idiotic king on a card,

And at night, when I can;ot sleep
' I1l%e andrlieg

 And my years fly by
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And T thinks here lies a Jew a-foo_ls
A fool, a fool, a fool with :;p;g::‘lm
. A Jew in Ameries,
WAIT A MINUTEs
What was it all about, this Amerieca?
that did it mean,

And vhat does it mean?

My heart, BEG YOUR PARDON, criss.
Uhy does it cry?

Oh; Varsaw..o
I am, you say, also a bit of a corpse?
—PVELL, I'11 tell you, landsman:
You are--BETVUEEN US--slightly correct.
"“n'm

BECAUSE today every Jew is somewhel of a corpse,
. A dead man who doo{_lnut. sleep at night.

They ssy: Maidanek..o.everything destroyed..

REALLY,

I CAN®T UNDERSTAND, I CAN®TY

Simply PIAIN destroyed?

And I, old fool,

> SM/]MM'.A_‘)
A fool with #ke pool,
remenbes”

I wee=t something

I long for something .

For what, for womea in wigs'

For Jews with beards,

For trallys with homges hose-dizwn Wams
‘ For homsmade grits,

Bven for my tsachers with their pointers

and Their blows,

Even for my father's slap:



ISwoking on Shabbes, you bras??
I ilong even for windows and walis
‘ JUST for windows snd wallSwss

Sverything burned?
Like PIAIN gnd SIMPLE burned?
Do you vndefstand this landswan?
NOT ME?2
T SIMPLY CAN'T "NDERSTANDY
Bumed? Whats rekatas?
My son Reb Mike? My sonein-law the Goy?
MAYBE IN PALESTINE, YOU KNOW...
It's JUST so,
. You ezn go PIAIN wmade
Fﬁiﬁ'.l’ THE HELL, BUSINESS IS ALIRIGHT,
@ vou nsio o buck, BUT-
You lie at night and\ o::{tmkz
Where is CGod in all this?
Hs used to be in the vld kemm, counbry,
Should HE JUST not be in America?
How can that be?
Sihat of frvs 17 BUSTNESS TS ALIRTGHT?
It's noh far to the grave,

Mital

-
" tened There won't even be a wagon,

And Reb Mike won't say Kaddish,

.a“ They take you o o )
Yowice—ded to the CEMETERY in a CAR,
Not in a wWagone
The canmtor MISTER Pampik
‘ Will sgy the prayer
Gold gnd hard,

and like mn BIEVATOR



drof u?u
You widd—€ssesnd. Ifto the earth
dseo the worle
And & machine will-det—yen—down,

beat =x -f;st retreat
And the cars « ' fles—ingreat-hustew—
and GOODBY; SO LONG!

No wagon,

No ecasket, no streteher,
No cleansing board,

and THE MATN THINGwe

No Kaddishl

Go and hire onel

WELL, I DON'T GIVE & DAMN

For a hired Awericam Kaddish.

It's really & shems,

BUT WHAT CAN I DO?

You'll have to rot JUST Rike that.

As if you were a Goy.

YOU KNCW, MISTER ZEITLINe

Just like we used to chain the doors
A% night in Varsaw

Se my heart is locked im a chain

Since I've baen a GITIZEi\I in this Amarica/ Reeed e

Yo know w hat fhe: ; $2
Wastle the-please AKE IT FASY,

NEVER ITIND the tearg in my vdice:
As long z3 the desd are alive
They have to meke a living-e
THAT®S ALL!

(translated by David Roskies)
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