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Q1 - לפני שיורד האור לבלק אאוט. 
Lights come up on an actress.

The actress is playing both Rita –aged 54 in Israel of current time and her mother Zhenia in 1984. Zhenia is a relatively a new migrant who came from the USSR. She is 54, dressed in her working gown which resembles a worker in a factory. The show is accompanied by mostly original music and some soundtracks from the 80’s.
The mother speaks with a light Russian accent.

(Fani sits on the chair while holding her mother's blue factory working gown) 
כשהשחקנית מתחילה לדבר להחליש את המוסיקה
Fani: mom?
Zhenia: yes, darling daughter?
Fani: do you love me?
Zhenia: of course, darling daughter, more than anything in the world but….
Fani:  but what mom?
Zhenia:I don’t know why you had to go and become an actress….
סוף Q1
Fani: why not mom?
Zhenai: I don’t think it’s a good profession. I think that you, with your brain could have been anything you wanted. you could have been a lawyer, a doctor…a nurse...I told you, if you want to be an actress why don’t you become a prostitute straight away?
Fani: why? are actresses' prostitutes?
Zhenia: yes

(Fani picks up her working coat from the chair and she goes to front Centre stage and speaks as she is wearing the coat) 

Fani: but mom, it’s a lovely profession, you can change costumes, change characters, escape hardship...get out of your daily routine…



Fani: what did my mother Zhenia wanted after all?

She wanted me, her daughter, to be a little bit like her...
She wanted her daughter to have her beautiful blue eyes…
She wanted her to have a nice voice like hers so she could sing…
Her dark long black hair….she wanted her to be tall….be slim…..she wanted her to have hands like her aunties…like a pianist….

So, I got the hands…but apart from that…nothing. Nothing at all. Everything was different.

Ahh…if mymother Zhenia was younger and she had opportunities she would have become an actress herself or a singer….
She loves dancing, really loves dressing up nicely…
But where can you go? Where? 

She wants her daughter to get married. So, she could be with someone, so she wouldn’t have to worry all the time.

 Zhenia: a husband is a good thing. There is someone to worry about, wash, groom and cut the hair from the nose...the ears…
Children are only worries. Worrying all the time….not sleeping, where is she? What is she doing? With who?

The truth is that I didn’t want more children.  I already had two kids. Two boys aged 9 and 14, these are big kids. I didn’t want to get into nappies again. But then I fell pregnant. I was too scared to have an abortion. When I gave birth to my eldest son in Lithuania, I heard women screaming from the next room. I was told that they are going through an abortion. 
It was then without anesthetics…abortion…I also wanted to have an abortion but I was scared. 

But then my mother told me…” keep it”. “Maybe it’s going to be a girl”..   

Nu….that’s a girl? 

I’m telling her to sit up straight. She doesn’t sit. Lift up your chin! She doesn’t lift. Stop picking your nose it’s already big. She still picks.
No one is going to take you. 

Zhenia :k tvaiemu bierigu pliviot ili shepka ily gavno

Fani: she says that: to my shore the only things that float are pegs and shit

Fani: mom?

Zhenia: yes my love?

Fani: I was really scared of you.

Zhenia: why love?

Fani: because you were unpredictable.

Zhenia: what do you mean “unpredictable”?

Fani: I didn’t know when I got home if I’ll get a kiss or a slap.

Zhenia: if you behave like a good girl you get a kiss and if not, a slap. 

Fani: but I also got slapped when I behaved well.

Zhenia: never

Fani: yes mom, sometimes you said I had “linke hent” and that everything I touched I broke and I never broke anything. You laid it out on me….

Zhenia: what do you mean lllaiddd it out? 

Fani: (explains in Russian) nu shto ti na minia prosta tak vzyala e nakllala biez nikakoi prichini …

Zhenia: I don’t remember anything like this. I don’t remember hitting you without a reason.

Fani: realy? And do you remember that my teacher called when I was in high school?
Q 2  עד סוף הטרק

Zhenia speaks to teacher

The teacher from school is calling. How are you? Excellent I say. And how is your daughter? Excellent I say. Excellent he says? So why isn’t she coming to school? What do you mean not coming to school? She goes to school every day. No, he says. Your daughter hasn't been to school for two weeks. Two weeks?

Fani: I was always alone. Alone. Alone all the time. Since we arrived in Israel…since I was 8…. I wake up alone, I get dressed alone, I eat alone, I go to school alone, I come back from school alone, I do my homework alone

Zhenia: alone!!! Alone!!! So, what if you are alone? So, what if you are a kid with a key on your neck. Alone…alone...we are all alone and we will die alone “a groice metzia” alone. big deal!!!!

Me and my husband we wake up very early in the morning to go to work. Alone.  
I wake up at 4am alone, and at 4:30 I am already waiting on the road for my ride alone, and my husband leaves at 5:30 am alone….and we come home late at night. Alone!!!

Fani: my mother and her girlfriends worked at the military base. It was a soldier’s dining room in the army. She used to wash dishes there. Thousands of plates every day. They were all immigrants from Russia. And she had a boss. He was Moroccan. She called him the big Moroccan. Sometimes he would push her into the fridge to get a grab of her ass. Not a small fridge like you have at home. A huge fridge of a military dining room. So big that if the door accidently slams behind you, you can scream and no one would hear you. You can even die. 

Zhenia: sometimes when I stand and wash dishes, he comes to me. from behind. Glues himself to me. Sticks himself behind me. The Moroccan.  Sometimes he pinches me in the ass. Tfu…. disgusting. But I don’t say anything. I have to be quiet. I have to bring food for my family, for my children, for my daughter. 

We throw away a lot of food every day in this dining room. A lot of food. Trucks of food. Gets thrown away. Aren't they ashamed? A country full of Jews? To throw away food? When I was a little girl in Siberia there was no food. Only lice…and here we are in the country of the Jews and food gets thrown out. And I have no food!!!! Only a very small minimal salary, my husband also works 10 12 hours a day. So, I won’t let them throw away food while I have nothing to eat. 
So, I take food home.
Everyone takes food home. 

They are checking us now. Before that, we used to put food in the bag. Now I sowed a special pocket in my underwear and I put food there. They are searching for food on our bodies now when we leave.  Touching us with their hands. They said it’s forbidden. And if they find food we will get fired. Nu….food that gets thrown out, poor Russian women can’t take home…
Every day I trembling from fear that they will find the food that I am hiding.
And then I go home.
My daughter is crying, moaning and groaning…when I take the food out of my underwear. 
I take out chicken, thighs, meat, sausages, rice, potatoes, beef, red meat, chicken liver, schnitzel...fish, whatever is in the army.  Look. It’s a Pulke! a chicken leg? !
 She is ashamed.

Fani: mother stop it.  It’s embarrassing…

Zhhenia: It’s embarrassing? It’s a pulke!!!

My prostitute of a daughter didn’t go to school. She is 17. She is in year eleven! eleven! That’s not a girl anymore that’s half a woman. I got married when I was 19. 
But I was a virgin. But my daughter….

my prostitute of a daughter didn’t go to school. Not for one day, not for two days…for two weeks!!!! 
Two weeks she sat at home and did it with this Moroccan guy! Two weeks that my daughter is a slut and we didn’t know. She didn’t say. 

I also had a big big love when I was her age. Huge! Like Romeo and Julieta. We were in love. But he was a GOY… not Jewish and our families separated us. My mother beat the hell out of me. 
After all the gentiles killed all the Jews in Lithuania. It was unacceptable.

Later I met my husband. It was after the war. There were no men. They were all dead. Kaput. Died in the war. There were only women. Women. Women everywhere. Like worms.

And then I saw him and he saw me. He was very handsome, tall, Jewish! with an eagle tattooed all over his chest. It was shameful then to date a soldier. I didn’t want anyone saying I was a prostitute. We got married but I was a virgin. But my daughter!!! Oh dear...ohh dear…
[bookmark: _Hlk81311720]
Now it’s 1984. It’s a year that we were told that a disaster may come. So the disaster is here. My daughter is a slut. 

She hangs out with Hui knows who…with Hui mainly. 
Rita: Hui means a dick in Russian….

Zhenia: my daughter? It’s hard to tell who she is like. I was never a hot woman or easy to get. I NEVER GAVE MY FRYING PAN FOR A MAN TO FRY HIS BALLS ON! …but my daughter…oi vei oi vei….this is modern influence!!! Here it’s a real bordello! Everyone is looking for Hui . Hui knows what. Instead of investing in study's, instead of helping your parents make a living, instead of wiping off this terrible dust….

Fani: my mother didn’t succeed in keeping my virginity. She didn’t know that no one gives a shit. She said it was written on my face’ my “physionomia” Mom this is not Russia. When I was a little girl in Lithuania the kindergarten teacher would go around the kids beds and pull out their hands from under the blankets and put them above so they won’t play with their little secret garden. Nu nu nu….it was forbidden!!

Zhenia: but here? What’s forbidden? Nothing is forbidden! It’s forbidden to pay well! That’s forbidden! It’s forbidden to pay respect!  that’s forbidden! It’s forbidden to treat you nicely! That’s forbidden! but to let children be without shame, that’s allowed!!! 
Ahhhh….
If I was younger, I would have left this shithole in the middle east and gone somewhere else.
Q3 עד הסוף של הטרק

(She sings a Hebrew familiar welcoming song): 

" hevenu shalom aleichem, hevenu shalom aleichem”( like "Hava Nagila"?)….the plane is landing. Ben Gurion airport. 1975. My daughter is 8 years old. The weather in the absorption Centre in the north is winter. It even snowed to make the newcomers feel a little bit at home. The absorption Centre resembles a lump of concrete. A long line of train looking buildings ….cubes….they are handing out 5% cream cheese  , eggs and olives……yuckkkk. What are these…??!! Horrible taste. 
But! It’s the first time in my life I ate a banana! ,

I miss my garden. I had a very big garden in Vilnius. Full of flowers. There are not many flowers here. They told me that I am lucky I was sent to this absorption Centre in the north otherwise it would have been in a city in the desert…Dimona. A relative whispered in my husband’s ear before we left that he should ask for this absorption Centre in the north otherwise it’s in the desert…in the south …and that’s not good.
Independence Day!

Fani: After this my parents found  jobs in another town and they settled us in a tall building full of newcomers. This building saved my life. The kids from all over the world became my best friends. We were on the second floor next to the Epremashvili family from Georgia, below us on the first floor were the Goldstein family from Argentina, on the third floor was Elizabeth from Holland, on the fourth floor Ruben from South Africa and on the fifth floor the American twins David and Tamar. 

Zhenia: You know what chickens are like? You don’t? well I'll tell you. I raised chickens. Every time you get a new chicken and you throw it in the yard, all the well established resident chickens come around and start to poke her…. like humans…every time you put a chicken in a cage it wants to climb up in order to shit on the one that’s on the bottom. That’s how humans are.  Cage mentality.


 And now my daughter has grown up and she is wandering the streets…She smells of alcohol, she drinks drugs, smokes…she has a bad temper and she speaks in this language that makes you feel like you have a food processor in your throat. She yells and speaks with her hands like a cannibal…waves her hands in the air….. 
Q4   בהתחלה חזק - וכשנטע מגיעה לקדמת במה לדבר עם הקהל, להחליש כך שישמעו רק את הביט של המוסיקה. 
HOLIDAY MADDONA song starts:

Rita: Israeli soldiers come down from Lebanon every day. We hand soft drinks to the soldiers at the crossroad near my home in the north. The ones who stayed alive and not to the ones that are now swinging above me in the helicopter on the way to the military Cemetery or the local hospital. 
Hash from Lebanon we had in abundance. We drank “ Marli ”. Hash in the coffee. Me and a group of anarchists from the Technion. It’s a high institute. Most of them were these Russian geniuses. They came to pick me up from school in their ice cream truck. Yes, they had one.  Some of them were already married. They were much older 25…27 …and I was only 17. We spoke about the end of the world theories, about the situation in Israel, we listened to music. They spoke freely about sex. I only listened.  Day dreamed into the distance…gazing into the horizon

כשנטע נגשת לשבת ליד השולחן אפשר להגביר שוב את המוסיקה וכשמתחילה שוב לדבר לפייד את המוסיקה לגמרי

Bong…sounds funny like gong. They taught me how to make a Bong from a shampoo bottle and I ran downstairs to the garden to cut a piece of the hose so I can make myself one. I wanted to prove to them that I was worthy and can be part of their gang. 

( Zhenia walks into the room and stops her daughter abruptly from smoking the Bang…she smells around and picks up the bottle) 

Zenia: she has pimples on her face…its puberty. That’s difficult and it’s very hot here! 
There was this guy Kobi she fell in love with. But I told her that he wasn’t serious and all he wanted was to get between her legs. And she cried. She cried so much. She loved him so much. But she listened to me. She didn’t put out. But then deliberately she brought this black Moroccan Buchbut. He was so black! like a boot of a Nazi! 
I told her that its not good. I stood in the window to see that she was not going with him but you can’t stop this girl….

She says she didn’t go to school because she was depressed. (She laughs a small laugh) depressed oi vei zmir my daughter is depressed (really laughs hard) 

I know that’s it's not allowed but I got so angry that I grabbed this thing you beat the carpets with and I gave it to her all over her body. Everything turned black I didn’t see in the eyes. I hit her on the face, her arms, her legs with all my strength and I am crying! 
Depressed!!!! 
I am hitting her and she is crying! How come you don’t understand how hard we work? I am hitting her and I am crying. All you need to do is study! Study!!! What did I ask of you? 
You deliberately stayed home for two weeks! 

Zenia: yop tvayu mat ys shias tibia ubyu
Fani: mom I can explain….
Zenia: tvoi utchitil knam schias pazvanil
Fani: who? The history teacher?
Zenia: on skazal shto tibia nebila v shkolie
Fani: I know mom I am really sorry...
Zenia: ya shias tibie dam! Mnie prosta abidna shto ya tak tezalo rabotayu I maya dochka stala prastitutka! 
Fani: it's not the end of the world to repeat one year…
Zenia: shto? Shto tu skazala? Tu padiosh v shkolu srazu yop tvaiu mat! I paidu snimi pogavarit!

Fani: school wasn’t the place for me. I hated it. The teachers gave me the shits. they had no charisma! Maybe the teacher for film studies. Once he showed us Apocalypse Now…the theatre saved the soul a bit. 
Zenia: (in Russian) imu nie kakada nie nuzna bila pomash ….eta tolka ti utibia…tis tala sabra!!! Kak vsie izraltiani . s ragami, ya shyas ya tibie eti raga slamayu!

Fani: sometimes I would just hitchhike. Even with Arabs. 
It was back then when there was still…hitchhiking.  Once this Arab stopped his car in the middle of some orchard…I thought it was going to be my end. But I was lucky. I was trying to doe without success. 
My wandering and little walkabouts started at a very young age. When I was a kid I used to build little tents outside and invite friends for sleepovers. I slept there. In the tent. I was the non-existing daughter of the elderly couple Erentzvig. They were childless holocaust survivors. I used to go up to their apartment and help them cook. . eat. 

Zenia: ti budish utchitsa!! Ti budish utchitsa!!!you will study! You will study!
Q 5 
עד סוף הקיו

I don’t hit her because it makes me feel good. Because I like it.  I am hitting her because when you hit someone on the bum it goes straight to the head! That’s our custom. Everyone was beaten. 
Only her father doesn’t hit her. Shame. it's a Shame. That way he would have let her know life is a battle. 
It’s this generation. It’s made out of marshmallow.

I am not a monster.
Q6 עד סוף הקיו - אותה מוסיקה כמו הקיו הקודם, לא להבהל 
I didn’t want to hit her so hard. I lashed out. It’s the stick you hit the carpets with. It’s not from straw it’s from plastic!
It really hurts. I am sorry that this happened this way. After I gave her the beating of her life I ran to school. 

(Zenia gets organized, puts her bag, coat, lipstick)
Zenia speaks to the headmaster:

Sir Mister Headmaster
Hello
I am Zenia the mother of Fania?
You call her….Pnina.
But first of all, I brought you something small
(Takes the bottle out of her bag)
Vodka
It’s always a blessing

Fani: (pouring vodka into small glasses on a tray)
every time my mother took a bottle when she went to the doctor, I told her that he would never take it. What a laugh. Of course, they took it. My mom never waited in line to see a doctor. Once she gave a surgeon before an operation in a prominent hospital 1000 dollars just so he can be there during her operation. He took the money. 
I asked her, mom, was he at least there during your operation?
She said: “I don’t know” ….

(Steps down with the tray and goes to the audience offering vodka shots)

Zhenia: sir mister headmaster, I am not saying that the education system here is shit but for two weeks the girl was absent from school and only now the teacher noticed? Where was he for two weeks? Why didn’t he call? In Lithuania they used to come home. 

Nazdarovia !!! (She drinks) barbarians 
Q 7 עד סוף הטרק

Zhenia speaks to her husband:

I want you to hit her. Why don’t you hit her? You are her father. You hit the boys.  Why don’t you hit her? You are not capable of it?  
There will be no wedding for the girl. No one will take her. Guests won’t come. I won’t be congratulated for succeeding in marrying of my daughter. I won’t have respect. 
I am sick of you following me everywhere. Everywhere I go you follow me. I can't breathe. 
Why don’t we go out somewhere? Just you and me. We can't come home from work and go to work all over again. Let’s travel overseas. I want to see the world….go on a journey…save money just for us not for anybody else. All you know is give. give. give.  You need to know how to receive as well. For yourself. For me. Where are you going? Fishi
ng? Again fishing? 
Like last time when you brought home cat fish? We didn’t know what to do with it. They swam in the bathtub for a whole week.  Rita screamed so much when we told her we killed them for food. She had a massive tantrum. Screamed like a mad person. She was traumatized. Yuck…it was disgusting. Not tasty at all. And not kosher. I don’t care about kosher. 

Why are you following me? Everywhere? I want privacy. I want something of my own. Something that will be only mine and nobody else’s. 


Why don’t you take me dancing? 
Q 8 עד סוף הטרק

Why did we come here?
(in Yiddish) “ tsi shver tsu zain a id tsi shverer to zine a yidene” , it’s hard to be a Jewish man but it’s harder to be a Jewish woman.
“ich vax vi a tsibale mit di kop indrered”, I am growing like an onion with my head in the ground. (Translation from Yiddish which the character translates)
We are only guests in this world. Time passes so quickly.  life is just a dream. So wake up!!!! Wake up!! It’s time to rise. …just be careful when you go out fishing in a boat in the sea…. the sea is wild…

Zhenia: in Lithuania, we had pigs. Nice animals, wonderful, charming and not dirty at all. They only like playing in mud. 
One day I asked my husband to slaughter the pig. That’s what we did. We slaughtered them for food. 

So, he took a knife and started slashing the pig and in the middle of the job he became weak and couldn’t finish him off….so the pig started screaming!!! My husband is screamed and I am screaming and then she and i had to finish the pig!
So, what am I saying here? 
Slaughter you have to do quickly

Fani: (Takes out a letter from her pocket and reads)

'dorogaya mama' ya ochen izvinayus chto ya tibia tak raznervila u chto tu minya bila , ya znayu chto vu ochen tizalo rabotayete chtob umenya bulo vcio"
I wrote my mom a letter of apology in Russian, for hitting me: dear mom, I am sorry I made you to lose your temper and hit me, I know that you work hard so I can have everything. I am sorry
Q 9

(Getting birthday flowers and putting on her hair and sits on the chair side to the audience pretending to look at a big table)

When I was 12 my parents threw me a birthday party at home. It was after many days of pleading because I was really really un popular.
I didn’t do anything like the rest of the kids. My parents were afraid of conformity so they didn’t buy me anything, they were afraid of youth camps because they thought it's like a Kolchoz in the Soviet Union so they didn’t let me join…
פייד אאוט  Q9
The kids laughed at me.
My mom put on the big table in the middle of the living room some potato salad, some vinaigrette salad (a Russian traditional beetroot salad), jelly the carves foot (traditionally is called Cholodietz) and I think there was even some pickled herring there….vareniki
We were siting like that around the big table that took all the space of the living room like in a gold wedding (traditionally to celebrate 50 years of marriage)
Mom! We don’t do it like that here. You need to put some snacks and Coca Cola!!!!!or Fanta!
I was wearing a long white dress with little red flowers on the bottom.
One of the kids broke the big button of the volume scale on the new AKAI stereo the parents had bought. One of the kids broke it with his foot!

Zhenia: I should have broken his foot! She brought all these native animals here! Adidas, she wants us to buy her…. Adidas……
She has a roof over her head? She has food? She has clothes? Adidas…. without it she " kenisht kakaen" , without Adidas she can't have a shit as they say….

She is ashamed of us…

what is she talking about? I didn’t even have a childhood. I spent four years in Siberia in an igloo during the war. We had to flee Lithuania as the Germans were coming. My uncle took me and my mom and eight children and put us in a cart with horses. I remember I was sitting with a metal bucket on my head because of the German bombs. On the way my little baby brother died of hunger. When we got to Lithuania, we couldn’t bury him for six months because the snow was so high. It was freezing. There was half a meter of ice inside the house. We had put him in the little box at the entrance to the house and so he laid   there for six months. A baby. Frozen. A child. Dead. Poor thing. But people then died like flies. What are people? Flies….
Oiiii and now she is a slut….

But you should remember where you came from before you call my daughter a "stinky Russian " or a Russian missile- carrier…yes, I know that's how they call her. She won't tell me she is hurting but I know. A mother always knows…it pains me to see that she is hurting. that’s why she is depressed. That’s why she doesn't go to school. Two weeks she was alone at home depressed. Not telling anyone. 

In 1958 there was a Pogrom in Lithuania. A pogrom is when the Lithuanians were abusing and hunting the Jews for no reason. It was already after the second world war. The gentiles thought that the Jews had stolen a baby and killed it to put its blood on the walls. It’s a lie. Antisemitic bullshit.

I wanted to do circumcise her brother and I couldn’t find a rabbi who would agree to do it. After four months I found someone in another town and I had to sneak him out in the night so I could get my son Brit Mila- Jewish circumcision.

Circumcision is the symbol of the covenant! between the Jews and Abraham. But we have a covenant too. 
We are all humans. So where is your covenant? Where is it? Where is your covenant with your neighbors your children with yourself?
Do you even know what a covenant is?
What it means to say nice things to each other? 
Not to betray each other? Because we have a human covananet?
Q10


Fani: mom?
Zhenia: what love?
Fani: do you love me?
Zhenia: of course, love, more than anything in the world but….
Fani: but what mom?
Zhenia:I don’t know why you had to go and become an actress….
Fani: why not mom?
Zhenai: I don’t think it’s a good profession. I think that you, with your brain could have been anything you wanted. you could have been a lawyer, a doctor…a nurse...I told you, if you want to be an actress why don’t you don’t you become a [prostitute?
Fani: why are actresses' prostitutes?
Zhenia: of course
 (Fani picks up her working coat from the chair and she goes to front Centre stage and speaks as she is wearing the coat) 

Fani: but mom, it’s a lovely profession, you can change costumes, change characters, escape hardship...get out of your daily routine…
Zhenia: but to be an actress you have to be beautiful
פייד אאוט Q10

Fani: and I am not beautiful?
Zhenia: yes, no, yes you are very very sweet but that’s not enough
Fani: but what if I am an interesting character actress?
Zhenia: interesting only if you are beautiful if not beautiful not interesting
Fani: but there are many talented actresses and they are not beauty queens
Zhenia: I told you hundreds of times to go on a diet. Why don’t you listen to me? Men love skinny women with no fat.
Fani: mom…there are men who love me the way I am
Zhenia: no, they don’t. it's me. I have done something wrong that’s why you are like that.
Fani: what you mean like that?
Zhenia: like that
Fani: mom it's not because of you
Zhenia: yes, it is. It is because of me. 

Q 11 נטע מסתובבת לצאת ואז להכניס את הקיו. עד סופו

Q12 השתחוויה


