California State University, Chico
Chico, California 95929

Department of English
(916) 895-5124

To the Editor

Indiana University Press
10th and Morton Streets

Bloomington, Indiana 7L4L03

Dear Sir:

We are preparing for publication an English translation of a Yiddish writer
who was very popular in Europe, but is hitherto unknown in this country.
The name of this writer is Joseph Tunkel (Der Tunkeler,) a Yiddish-kolish
writer who published over thirty volumes in Foland and Kussia in the
twenties and thirties.

Joseph Tunkel (literary pseudonym, Der Tunkeler,) deals critically, but
humorously with the encounter between tradition and modernity in the twenties

and thirties in pre-Nazi Europe, portraying an exhuberant and accurate
profile of tne spirit of the time. In this book the author touches many -
contemporary issues and problems of modern life and culture tarough
psychological insight, mastery of the monologue as aliterary form, and
exposing human imperfections in the light of humanistic values. Modern
art, technology and secularity are represented vis-a-vis traditional ways
of life, religious beliefs and popular culture.

Der Tunkeler's writings are good examples of socilo-cultural satire as well.
dis work is embedded in the culture of East-Zuropean gewry as they were in
the interwar period when they were undergoing the continuing transition
from traditional to secular life and culture. Der Tunkeler is particularly
interested in the life of the small Jewish communities and the effect the

big city culture had upon the religious and traditional beliefs of the Jew
from the shtetl.

As a humorist, Der Tunkeler continues a long tradition reaching back to the
Hebrew of the twelfth century and the Yiddish writem of the sixteenth century.
This tradition of satire and literary parcdy was also present in modern
Yiddish literature of the nineteenth and twentieth century and Der Tunkeler
helped bring this tradition to its full fruition. ;

This blend of literary satire, psychology and parody is based on the history
of the time and the reader of these monologues will be enlightened concerning
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manifold aspects of Jewish cultural history in Eastern Europe just priot to
the advent of Hitler.

Frospectus information and materials are enclosed. For your information
we are including a short selection (one chapter from the book,) a Table of
Contents of the Yiddish edition plus Curriculum Vitae of the translators.

The original Yiddish edition will be publisned shortly by the Magnes Press
of the Hebrew University in Jerusalem. Magnes Press is willing to enter
a partnership with an academic university press or a commercial Jewish
press for the English edition.

The English edition is near to completion and will contain several
introductions of a scholarly nature - one essay covering biographical and
historical material and the second essay placing Der Tunkeler in the
American and European secular literary canon. Finally, a Glossary will
be included to explain difficult terms and concepts which may or may not
be familiar to the American reader, dvndl wa»&f; w elosimg Zssey.

The editors and translators for the English edition are Professor Herbert S.
Joseph and Dr. Yechiel Szeintuch. We anticipate especially good prospects
for selling this book. The work of Der Tunkeler has never been translated
into English.

We would appreciate any comments you nigat have of a critical nature con-
cerning the prospectus and manuscript.

Would you kindly let us hear from you as soon as converient.

Thank ycu for your kind assistance.

Sincerely yours,
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A BOOK OF ‘HUMORSSQUES AND LITERARY PARODIES, BY YOSEF TUNKEL
TABLE OF CUNTENTS OF YIDDISH EDITION
The Edition, translated into English] covers half of these materials.
Parodies, for the most part, have been eliminated as untranslatable.

INTRODUCTION: Der Tunkler's Yiddish Humor and American Humor in the T a
twenties and thirties, by Dr. Herbert S. Joseph e

LITERAKY AND BIOGRAPHICAL ESSAY:

The dimension of seriousness in the humor of Yosef
Tunkel, by Dr. Yechiel Szeintuch

Part I Self-appraisal and world views
Section 1 Der Tunkeler about himself

CHAPTER I Yiddish Parody (Materials for a study)
CHAPTER II The Vilna period in my life
CHAPTER IIT Der Tunkeler writes a critique about one of his own books

CHAPTER IV Der Tunkeler, his life, his work and his influence on the
literature of the Berbers and Ostrogoths |

CHAPTER IV(a) Kohn (An Anti-semitic lecture)
Section 2 Socio-cultural perspectives
CHAPTER V Women know how to be silent
CHAPTER VI The Meshugener Melamed
CHAPTER VII The Pious Editor, His Faithful Secretary and the Edited Poem
CHAPTER VIII Nachaé from Children ‘

CAAPTER IX The Art of Being a Schnorer

CHAPTER X The New Trade or Land in Eretz Israel (a one-act parody after
Sholem Alei chem's Agents)

CHAFTER XI Yiddishists (A HMonologue of a Jew from Kiev)
CHAPTEHR XIIKohelet (Ecclesiastes - a Sermon of a Lithuanian Melamed which
lends itself to recitation with cantilation)

Part 2 On Literature and Art
Section 3 Literature and Art

CHAPTER XIV The Exegesis of a Mgdern Painter
CHAFTER XV A Story with a Picture
CHAPTER XVI Holiday = Literature (a lecture)

CHAPTER XVII Chamber Theatre (A Lecture about Theatre)



CUAPTER XVII A Theatre of Beggars

Section L Literary Parodies on the Style of Yiddish Writers and
Literary Critics

CHAPTER %XVIII S.H. Niger, Zevulun - The Ufficial Scribe

CHAPTER XVIX tlendele Moy cher Sforim (Jewish=like)

CHAPTEA XX Shomer (German-isms-like)

CAAPTER XXI Sholem Aleycnem (Every word - a golden coin)

CHAPTER XYII Y.L. Ferets (Chassidiklike)

CHAPTSR XXIII The Theatre of Prophecy (After Ch. N. Bialik)

CHAPTER XXIV Sholem Ash (Tsenerenelikel)

CHAPTER XXV Nomberg (decadenticlike)

CAAPTER X¥VI "Kukeriku" - Der Nister

CHAPTER XXVII "The Yoyred" (The -:an wno Lost nis Wealth) by David Bergelson
CHAPTER XXVIII Homan Motives - Uri Zvi Grinberg

CHAPTER ¥XIX Baal Machshoves -Reuven Leyzer The Badchn

CHAPTER ¥XX Dovid Frishman - About any Writer You Want

CHAPTER BXXI Lyrics (After .orris kozenfeld and Horris Vintshevski)
CHAPTER XXXII A. Eeizen (Beggarishlike)

CIAFTER XXXIII Onoychi Ukeb Abba"

CHRPTER XXXIV Z. Shneyur - "Mayse Bereyshis"

CHAPTZA XXXV How poems are composed - A Foet's Hecipe (After Yehoaéh)

CHAPTER YXXVI Crazy %iss of a usicked Mag-Ferson (A kind of a romance
%ranslgted by neb ﬁordchele 7

CHAPTER XYXVII Y. Perle, "The Gala Dinner at Estusha's" (Esther's),
Cnapter 9736

CHAPEZER YXXXVIII For Qurious People (After Israel Shtern)
CHAPTER XXXIX Petrushka, a 3mall Whorehouse in Constantinople -Discovered

CUAPTER YXOXX daman's sJallows (4 mystery from Another Age - in fragments)
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CHAPTER XXOIXI "Hurly-Burly!" by Perets Markish
CAAFTER XXXXTII Summer Guests (at a summerresort) (After i. Katsizne)
CAAPTER ¥XXXIII "Na Szwientego Jana® by Z. 3egalovitsh
CHAPTEER XXMXIV M. Zilburg (Modernistic)
CHAPTER XXXXV I and Y.L. Perets, by Dr. Gershon Levin
Part 3 Jewish Culture and Jewish Sub-Cultures
Section 5 Parodies on Jewish Studies and Jewish Ideologies

CHArTER XXXXVI Folklore and Philology, A lesson by Noach Prilutski

CHAPTER XXXXVIII "Early Stages in the Zstablishment of the 'Purim Shpiel'"
by Dr. Shiper

CHAPTER XIXXXIX A Reader of the New Socialist School for Professional
Socialist Children in the first Grade

Section 1 Keading exercises

Section 2 Summer Songs

Section a May the lst
Section 4 The Tree

Section 5 Short Stories
Section 6 A Cradle Song
Section 7 Questions
Section 8 Mathematics

CHAPTER XXX The Communist
Section 6 The Jewish Underworld
CHAPTER XXXXXTI Because of a Writer's Funeral or a Lawsuit Amongst Pickpockets
CHAPTER XXXXXTII "The Smugszlers™ by.Oyzer‘Warshavski
CHAFTER XXXXXIII Hot Times at an Underworld Convention (A Grotesque)
Part L Shtetl - Folk and City Types

Section 7 Temperament and Character

CHAFTEa XXXXXIV A Cup of Tea

CHAPTER XXXXXV He Will Build the Yiddish Theatre
CHAPTER XXXXXVI The Compulsive Scri?blerj

CHAPTER XXXXXVII He Suddenly Wanted to Drink Wine
CHAPTER XXOOXXXVIII T Managed to Buy a Little Dog
CHAPTER XXXXXIX The Newspaper Seller
CHAPTER LX . The Sbborn Proof-Reader

CHAPTER IXT Tn The Photography Shop
a. In the Lawyer's Office
b. In the Doctor's Office



CHAPTER IXII The Technophile (A Lover of American Technology)
CHAFTER IXIII I Do Het Wwant a Jubilee

Section 8 Portrayal of the Cultural Life in the Jewish Province in
Poland in the interwar period

CHAPTER LXIV My Popularity
CHAFTER IXV A Cuite Unusual Library
CHAPTEK IXVI Because of a "K", and a "G"imel

CHAFTER IXVII Cn How I Met Myself

GLOSSAAY

CLOSING ESSAY: Humor and InterCultural/Intracultural Communication,
by Sam Edelman




A STORY WITH A PICTURE

On the bench for the accused sat a Jew, a filled-out person, breathing heavily. His
bald pate was round, as if designed by a compass, and shone like a billiard ball. He
had a broad little beard shaped like a shovel, a prominent belly put on two short legs.
His name was Lozer Galmud, and he was a dry goods merchant who had a warehouse
for manufactured goods on Genshe Street.

The document of accusation read as follows:
"Lozer Galmud, forty years old, merchant, stands accused of trying to set
fire to his house after removing from the building all of his properties. At the
right moment he was caught, in flagrante delicto (red-handed) and a
horrible catastrophe was avoided.”

The inquest which was going on before the trial faced a riddle. To what end did the
accused try to set fire to his house? The house was not insured—not against fire, not
against theft. The matter of counterfeit money did not apply. There was no distillery
on the premises. Communist literature was not found either. He was well-known.
nevertheless, as a righteous, respected and rich merchant. The question remained: for
what gurpose did the accused remove all his belongings to commit such an unheard of
crime?

At last the accused took the stand and with the voice of one making a confession told
his story as follows:

"I myself am a very simple Jew, a dry goods merchant. In regards to my character, I
am half a Zionist and a little bit of an activist in public affairs. I give for everything.I
am a member of many different societies, old-fashioned ones, and ones of today—
Chesed-Shel-Emes (beneficial society), Ezras-Yesoyim (orphans), Bikur-Choylim
(hospital), Fraynd Fun Nalevkes (business association), Tsentos (central welfare
agency), Frayland (agriculture and settling). Lately they even shlepped me to a
theatre society. To pray, I pray in Nozhik’s synagogue and I have a wife and children
with a mother-in-law.

"One sunny day two young persons came to me. They put before me a sheet of paper
for me to sign. What kind of thing is this? This is a new society, a kunts* society, a
society of painters.

"What they wanted was that I should become a member of this society and

- contribute. So, I say to them, I am not a painter. With me it can be painted only in the
imagination,** that I should not have enough money and I could pay by promissory
note if they wanted to paint my house.

"So then they said one doesn’t need to paint himself or have things painted. All one
has to do is to support painting. .

"Then I think: Let it be! I have become a member of so many societies, nowI will be a
member of one more society and the Kunts (society) should have out of meits pleasure
too.

"But who in the whole world could foresee that this very society will show such a
kunts and bring me right up to here in the court and set me back with great honor on
the bench of the accused?

"In short, to make an end to this whole matter, I became a member of the society of
painters and then I received an invitation to a festivity. The society is making an
exhibition of smeared things. There the members should show their kunts and it was
supposed that the greatest aristocrats would be there: public men, writers, dentists,
and there is a rumor that a great general will be there too, an editor, and perhaps even
a whole vice minister.

Well, let it be. Why should I not go? I am going to so many assemblies and meetings,
so once upon a time I shall go to a’Vistave’ (Yiddish-Russian: exhibition). Why should
I not be looking at paintings with pasted things? Especially when we know it will be
made with such a great pompousness.

"1 took myself and went there. I came to the exhibition and I saw right away that it
is really very festive and the public is honorable too and people speak speeches.

* The speaker misunderstands the word “kunst” (Yiddish) meaning "art”. He
misinterprets for the word “kunts” (Yiddish) meaning trick. He uses the word "kunts”
throughout his confession.

**There is in this passage a series of puns on the word moln (Yiddish) which has three

possible meanings: to paint, to imagine or to grind coffee. This series of puns does not
translate into English.



- . Ritzinyak, the doctor (Dr. Castor Oil), speaks and the warden of the synrgogue, Muni

Lantuch speaks, and every one is telling things about such rare things. They speak
about ’still_Jife’, ‘kunts’, ‘Landsmanshafin’,* ‘express’, ‘tan} fun prirode’,** and
'fisharmong¢y, fun farbn'.*** After each speech people applaud and bravo and cry
encore. It was very pleasant. e S=le & —
" After the sermons were finished, the whole bunch of people spread themselves over
all the rooms in order to inspect the pictures with the portraits. So I too went around to
look and inspect all these smeared things. I take a glance through my fist and through
my fingers. To say that it took me very hard—that, I cannot say. Things are flashing
before my eyes, and in my head I got a whole mess and in my nose is going up the odor
of paint as if from a paint shop. One painting, nevertheless, took a hold on me. On one
painting there was a herring, a real herring, looking as you could take it with your own
hands. You felt like taking it and preparing it with onions in vinegar. I got an appetite,
a very strong appetite and the herring had a pair of eyes that looked after you. You go
here and the herring is looking here; you go there and the herring is looking there.

" Another painting took a hold on me.Ilikeit. It has such a nice golden frame. On the
painting there was a bunch of grapes with blossoms and leaves and tomatoes, and I
really wanted to buy this picture and put it in my dining room but the whole thing
came out that this is only a hollow frame and through it is looking out only the
wallpaper.

"After that I see a bunch of people who were crowding and pushing around one
picture, number 17.I took a look at the list that they sold me at the entrance. Thename
of this picture is "The Green Yearning” painted by the painter Daniel Hintergrunt
(background).

"The picture is supposed to be the main hit of the festivity because it was hanging in
the front on the most important wall in the exhibition. All the people were standing
around and looking with astonishment and quarreling with each other to find here
strange novelties, and they comment, ‘warm paints’, ‘cold paints’. .. I touch with one
finger but the paints were not cold and not warm and even not in between. At first
glance you see on the picture nothing—somewhat of smeared mess with strange wild
colors, but when you look better you manage to see different things as for instance: a
locomotive with a top hat from which comes smoke, a windmill with w*ings, agallows
hanging on a man, and a samovar blessing an etrog (a citron fruit*over which
blessings are said during the Sukkoth festivity) and more such things, you can see—
many of them. But in front of the pictureis painted a great clumsy green naked female
with great heavy brists like a milking cow. '

"From this exhibition I went out entirely mixed up. I was tired and unhappy and
dull with a great headache. I was already absolutely stripped of an appetite to eat
lunch. I took a medicament 'Piramidon’ and went home to take a nap.

"] was laying on the bed as in a stupor and suddenly I felt how the sofa under me
began to swing. It went up into the air and began to spif like a windmill. All around
different figures were encircling, different faces with colored wheels, automobiles and
yarmulkes and windmills and tzitf can_fesn**** flying in the wind. Suddenly it
became very dark and from this darkness a giant female with green brists came out
with rolled up eyes and bared teeth. She began to chase me; I ran and she after me | A2
she after me! She waved with the brists and wanted to catch me. I fell on the earth and
my knees were burning and I could not move from the place and the nekeyve (Yid:
ultimate female beast) encircled me with her brists and began to choke me.

"] woke up immersed in a cold sweat. Standing near my bed in awe were my wife and
children and (they) woke me.

"Lozer, Lozer! What is it with you, Lozer? A doctor, a doctor! Someone should call a

doctor.'”
" "I had a high fever.

"The doctor came. He began to examine me, to ask:

—'How did it happen?

—'In the morning,’ says my wife, "he was yet healthy and fresh. Then he wentto an
exhibition and he came back and he was no person anymore. He couldn't eat already.
He lay in bed. He took a nap. He got up with such horrible cries.’

*The speaker mistakes "landsmanéhaftn" (Yiddish) meaning organization of people
from the same city, for "landshaft,” (Yiddish) meaning landscape.

** Yiddish Russian dance of nature

***The speaker mistakes ”fisharmonF’ (Yiddish) meaning reed organ, for "Phil-
harmonia,” harmony of colors or sounds.

**x**The ritual garment worn by religious Jews—tassels
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—'One of the kunts society, painters! The new painters.’
H—-’Aha’ says the doctor, 'all explained,’ and he prescribed a medicine to tranquilize
the nerves.

"Do you believe, your honor, in dreams? No! So hear what follows.

" After a couple of days, I get another invitation from the same kunts society to come
to the hotel Splendide for a dinner, with black coffee and buffet with dances, music
and other things, as they call it, 'attractions,’ and it was written plainly on the ticket
t}%?t zlve should dress in the ‘gallic’ (gala) style; that is, as a dandy, the best one can
afford.

"So I dressed very nattily as a dandy in my shabes clothes and I went for the sake of
curiosity to have a good time at their festivity. And by the way, I am after all, a public
person.

"So I get into the hall and I realize that this is certainly very festive, and before I
look here and there, two long, thin ladies, dressed as if they had just stepped out of a
fashion magazine, comerunning up to me and they fix a little flower in my lapel.I take
two steps ahead and two other ladies came running to me. These were fat ones, broad
as barrels, and they sold me a package of colored little papers. Another couple of steps
and again a couple of ladies and they sell me a lottery ticket. Today they will raffle a
picture. So I stick the ticket into my vest pocket and I begin to have a look around.
Members of the society are dancing. Music is playing. People are throwing on each
other colored little papers. Very great colored bladders are flying in the air. It's a lively
evening.

"So what should I do? To dance, I do not dance. To throw on others with little colored
papers and to shoot with little paper rolls, that is for Lozer Galmud, the cloth
merchant, not a business at all. So I went over to the buffet and let myself go.Imade a
little whisky and I ate something sweet and nothing! v—

On the same table in the front of the room, meanwhile, the raffle is going on.One, a
tall person with a white stiff humpy dress shirt and with a hoarse voice is shouting,
crying out, calling as a cantor by 'Ato Horey§.(Simchas Torah prayer). |se

Suddenly I hear he is calling out my kosher name.

"Herr Galmud has the privilege of winning the raffle and is the happy winner of the
famous picture 'The Green Yearning’ from the renowned artist Daniel Hintergrunt.

At first I didn’t catch on to the whole thing what is going on here.

"But at once it was clear to me that this is I. I was the one who gained the picture of
the green nekeyve with the great brists. A catastrophe right here! A shiver went
through and through my bones. The heart in me felt as if it had slipped and fallen to
the bottoms of my feet. But thanks to my strong character, I didn’t lose myself and I
thought of a trick, and right after that I said the following:

—'My cherished brothers,’ I began, 'It is for me really a great happiness thatI have
won such a tremendous gift as this pasted thing, but hereI do not wish to use this great
happiness and I am giving it away as a gift to raffle it for a second time. Should the
income go again for the kunts society.’

"My proposition was accepted with great enthusiasm and with bravo applause and
in such a manner that it was unimaginable. The members of the society stood all
around me and pressed my hand and thanked me for my good heart and I was
thanking God in my heart that I had got rid of this nuisance calamity. This painted
pasted nekeyve with the green brists. Nevertheless, my bad luck began to chase me
like an angry shadow and didn‘t let me out of it. They raffled the second time, the
thing, and even then it fell into my lot the happiness to win this picture with the green
brists.

"Wretched person that I am-—suddenly a blessed multitude of winnings fell on me.
For long years I played all the lotteries. For long years I gathered coupons from the
newspapers of all the different chances and never have I won anything at all. Never
even a little inheritance fell into my hands, and this night—two times, two times in
one night!* -

”"And again only the same monster with the green brists and what shall I do with
this picture? Bring it home? Impossible! Because in my home I have, may they be
healthy, a wife and children and a mother-in-law! And people are coming to me, pious
Jews, merchants—and now here you have suddenly out of the blue a naked nekeyve
with green brists. . [0 el

”So I tried again to make the same trick and propose the same proposal:

—'My chenshed friends,’ 1 said, 'l am giving away this winning as a gift for a third
raffle and should it go, the income, for the benefit of our honorable kunts society. And
should it be with mazl. ]

*An echo of the Passover Seder.
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“'But at once a great storm went up against my plan and one of the ladies, with a
naked meagre back, said boilingly: ' ) ) 1

—'No! We shall not do this any more! It is forbidden to rob this priceless gift which
fate alone has given into the hands of Herr Galmud. He won it and so he should be
using it in health.’ :

" After thafi a young man with a freckled face stood up and said a whole sermon:

—'The Herr Galmud has been so courageous and philanthropic, inspired to give
away as a gift to us, this picture, for a second raffle, but we should not misuse his good
heart and his philanthropy. We don’t demand any sacrifices! We have decided then
not to have any more raffles and this ingenious picture should be transferred to our
honorable member, as his property, to him the kunts-friend and kunts lover,
ghillantdhropist and metsenat (that seems to be a new name they gave me), Herr Lozer

almud.’

Then the painter himself, whose name is Daniel Hintergrunt, a meagre young man
in narrow pants and sharp knees, with sideburns and drooping front cheeks with long
meagre fingers, stood long and tall as he is, on a bench, and he began sermoning in a
loud voice (so to say):

—'My friends and colleagues of the kunts, I am happy that my creation, the fruit
and sauce of the peeled soul, this picture you see here of mine, The Green Yearning has
fallen into the possession of a man who is living the fisharmony of colors. I am most
happy that this picture will adorn the walls of a connoisseur who will be looking at it
with fainting eyes, proper to a lover and a fan in whose heart is beating (Oy, was it
beating!) for color-play and brush-smear and I hope that this is not the only picture
which will adorn the tent of our metsenat, but many more pqﬁures and creations, we
can say a whole collection which will be fertilized by my pallet and my brush. They
will become jewelry for his walls and will form one great gallery of my works, for
example: The Narrow Grating Sounds, The Tinny Shadow, Holes in Zipper,
Assassination of Nature, Fisnog (physiognomy) and more of such creations. .. This I
congratulate our friend and metsenat (may you know what kind of a thing itis?) and I
am proposing that we should bestow on him the title Member of Honor of our kunts
society. Long live our Member of Honor, Herr Lozer Galmud! Long live our metsenat
and connoisseur! Long live kunts! Hurrah!

"Again a storm of applause. The people clasped me by the hand and wished me
mazél-tov. The painter hurried to embrace me and he bégan to kiss me and I. .. am
standing almost overcome. One ear is burning and I am one second from fainting.

"To make a long story short, they fixed me with this thing (God sends you and you
don't expect it) the same as you fix up a young wife with an old freak. —Done! The
battle was lost! Now we have to get rid of this thing and escape as a groom from under
the chupe. —Run away from this catastrophe.

"When it all settled down, I sneaked away quietly fromﬁﬁa hall, and I went home.
Every minute I turned my face to see if she is not chasing me, the green nekeyve with
the brists ... When I came running into my house, I locked myself in with all the locks,
threw myself on the bed and quietly blessed God in my heart for having escaped from
this danger. '

"The day after in the morning, when I was sitting eating breakfast, a young courier
came in and brought a great rectangular wrapped box with a letter. The letter was
written as follows:

- To the very cherished metsenat (maybe you know the meaning of it?), The art lover
and connoisseur, Herr Lozer Galmud.

In the name of our art society, I have the honor to send you the picture which you
won yesterday, thanks to your happy fortune, on the occasion of our lottery.

I also allow myself to inform you that in order to help you hang the picture, and
choose for it the most appropriate place, with the right play of light and shadow and
half tones, I shall be today at your house for lunch (I found out that you eat lunch at 2).

.After lunch we shall festively hang the picture in the right place which must be in
accordance with color and shadow play in the afternoon as well as after dawn.

Hoping that you will wait with your respected lunch, for the presence of the artist.

: I remain, with artistic regards,
The art painter
Daniel Hintergrunt

”At lunch time we had for sure the welcome guest at our table. The whole time he
was eating without an end. He was drinking one glass of wine after the other and he
was talking incessantly about kunts and he was using such very strange words as ‘th&
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“flétness of the colors’, ‘the warm glance’, ‘express lines’. About everything on the table
he had a separate comment and he was examining it from the standpoint of art. When
he was served a piece of goose with a cucumber he said:

—'What a beautiful still life.’

Do you hear such a language? When he pours himself a glass of wine, he looks
through it and says, 'What a wonderful kolorit.’ So I say to him, 'Thisis not at all a
kolorit, it is carmel Cognac,’ and he is pouring into himself one kolorit after the other

' and smacking his lips. My wife served fruit layer cake and he became ecstatic."'What a

rainbow of half tones and colors,’ but my wife says to him that it is not painted, God
. forbid, but it is a simple browning and cooking naturally of the whole thing. And in
the meantime he is swallowing two whole pieces of this rainbow in such a fashion that
my wife and children were sitting, poor creatures, in awe. Even I, who am aman, was
.getting dizzy from his words . . . But I quieted already my family saying that these
words are very. important. These words are about kunts and that these people only
speak such a kind of language.

" After lunch we began to work, my boy hld;{the painter prepared himself and made a
pose as if he was going to conquer in battle. The artist blew himself up like a turkey
and said:

~'A hammer with nails.”

"My whole family was ready to serve. Afterwards he began to search for the right
place to hang up the picture. He crawled in all the rooms as if he was looking for
chomets before pesach. He tapped the walls. He closed and opened the curtains. More
than once he asked whereis the east, where is the west, whereis the north, whereis the
south? —as in the same fashion as if he were about to begin to pray. When the sun is
shiging in and when the moon? And if the morning star is sometimes looking in or
not?

—'Maybe,’ I say, 'his honor the painter wants to know when there is a full moon?’

” At last he decided for the right place for a picture. Where for instance do you think?
Right at my desk over my head in front of me in order that I should sit and look at this
shmarovidle* with the green breasts.

After he put the first nail into the wall, he began with great pompousness to open up
the package. He took off a great bunch of wrapping papers, and hanged up in front of
the eyes of the sons of Israel, the picture with all its beauty and finished with the
following sermon:

—'T am happy that my picture should hang here in the house of my bosom friend
and art protector, the great kunts\lover, Lozer Galmud, because here I could come
every day and perhaps at times twice a day in order to see close up the fruit of my spirit
which is like my child. Because your own work is after all like your own child and
when you sell it your heartis in pain and you yearn...Oh! I don’t want to be estranged
from my child. I don’t want my child to be estranged from me. Here, every day I could
come to see my child. Hours long I will be able to dream and yearn in front of my
creation and live again the emotions of joy from a father to his child ...’

" After this he said goodbye and went.

"I took a look at my wife—a beautifuler one you put in the grave.

"QOut of terror and uncertainty, the poor one couldn’t talk. Only her hands testifying
to a broken heart, she bit her lips out of suffering. The mother-in-law certainly didn’t
lose her tongue. :

”"She smashed her hands (together) and shouted:

—'Lozer! You should have God in your heart! What happened here?’

"And I am telling them the whole story: How all this happened. The story about the
party, about the lottery...with the unhappy fortune.

"My wife, meanwhile, had come to herself, and with the voice of someone who had
just come out of a typhus, she asked at last:

—'But how should we keep such trash in our house? You don't realize that children
are popping in and out and grown up daughters who are about to marry. Strangers
come into our house. We could put ourselves in the grave out of shame! What will
people say about us? They will laugh after us into their hands.’

—'Sha! I have a solution,’ I tried to explain. ‘'We shall hang up this picture in our
bedroom.”

—'In the bedroom,’ my wife reacted with rage.’"What do you want? That I should die
out of fear and the children will be afraid to come to us in our room where this deathly
monster is hanging. Don’t forget, Lozer, that ] am pregnant, at every minute... What

' do you want ... A catastrophe shall happen?”

*A combined word—shmir—(Yiddish) meaning smear plus malovidle (Polish-
Yiddish) meaning painting.
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- . .—"I say, interrupted the mother-in-law, ‘that we must this very minute throw out (r .
_ this trash. Throw it out and burn it and that's the end.’
—'What are you saying?’ I interceded. "To throw out this? Do you know what thisis?
What would the painter say and what would all the artists say? Whole bunches of
people were standing around the picture. You should have heard the sermons they
spoke about this picture. People with understanding in art—people with heads! A
general and a vice minister. What would they say about us. That we are donkeys?
Uncultured people. That we don’t understand anything about beautiful things? They
will laugh at us already.

—'What should we do? What should we do?’ the women cried as if in the house, God
_ forbid, a dying person is lying.
—'T haveit,’ I interrupted the cries of the women with a great joy, 'l have a solution. !
We shall hang the picture up in the kitchen. The best place is in the kitchen.” |
My plan was accepted. The picture was hung up in the kitchen in front of the stove |~
and I and my family became tranquilized a little bit. That is it! We got rid of a problem.
We are saved . . .! pd

One day after this, as I was sitting in my office at home and working, the cook
Mariana came in with a pair of weeping eyes. She was fully dressed with her overcoat
and shawl on and with a pekl in her hand. With an unhappy voice she says:

—'Baleboss,* I am going away.’ .

—'What? What all of a sudden happened? Why are you going away? Perhaps
someone offended you? God forbid.’

—'0, no, but that malovidle** there,’ she pointed in the direction of the kitchen with
a dark face.

—'The picture?’

—'Well, yes. The picture that you hung up yesterday. The whole night I couldn’t
sleep. I cannot eat! I cannot drink! It took away my appetite. One more day and I am
dying. I am consuming myself like a candle. No, I am going away.’

"1 took a look at Mariana and my heart was wrenched with sorrow for her. In these
twenty-four hours she had changed so much. She had become twenty years older. The
light in her eyes had gone out. I tried to calm her and spoke to her soothingly:

—'What are you speaking about Mariana? Don’t you know what a pictureitis? You
can be happy that such a picture is hanging with you in the kitchen. Youdon'trealize
that this is a fisharmony of color? Such a picture hangs in museums. Don’t yourealize
that it is a splitted up soul? A revolting of feelings?’

—'This witch with the three brists?’

—'Yes, yes, Mariana. It seems like brists, but do you know what it is? Every brist has
a different idea: The secret of life, The Dance of Nature, The Consuming of Longing.

—'Yes, but I don’t want to die, baleboss. I cannot be here any more. EitherI or the
malovidle, one of us must go! ... And besides, if this pictureis such an important thing,
why is it not hanging with you and why did you hang it with me in the kitchen?

"] saw that she was right. I lowered my eyes. What should I do? Should I because of
this picture lose a cook? Twenty years she has been with us, faithful to us, a righteous
person and such a good cook. Should I let her go? Well, I iranquilized her and said she
should not be so sad for nothing. We will look for something of a solution. Meanwhile,
she should take the picture down and put it with its face (if this picture had a faceat
all) to the wall and then we’ll see to think about something what to do from here on. 4/

A whole day we searched for new plans what to do with this picture. Today, without |
delay, today, we must find a solution because tomorrow the painter will come again
fozi lunch to be delighted with his child, and to have the right feelings. A solution... A
solution . ..

"We made a consultation, I, my wife, the mother-in-law and the maid and the whole
four of us thought it over and with common forces, we found out a new and, what
seemed to us, a very brilliant plan, as follows: ‘

"We should take away all our things which are with us in the house and give them
over to the watchman; the better things we should take to our friends. And in the house
nothing shall remain except only this picture with the green brists. We, for ourselves,

= Hebyvew
*Yiddis},[l.xeaning master of the house ‘ Plish \r—""—'—‘
**Yiddishfmeaning picture. The maid is Polish, but speaks Yiddish as well from long l,i_&—
association with the family. ‘



* will go live in a hotel for a couple of nights. The doors of our house should be left wide
open. In such times when there are thieves crawling (out from under rocks) in all
directions, jwithidoubt one thief should be in the world that would take with him this
antique from our house and consequently, we will be rid, in a'kosher straight way, of
this calamity.

”"And so we did.

“For three days we rolled around from here to therein exile, in the hotel‘;;if we were
refugees from a pogrom. On a certain day, I approached my home qug¢tly to see what
happened. Right as I came in, a great darkness filled up my eyes. The picture is
hanging in the same place, but the spitting receptacle standing near the door is gone,
the only thing which the thieves took away.

"Here I decided to commit a delinquency: To set fire to the house. It would be better
thg whole house, the whole street should go with a fire and smoke in order to be rid of
this shmarovidle. But I am not a professional arsonist. I am a merchant. a drv zoods
merchant and this work did not succeed with me. What kind of an arsonist am I,
excuge me, when I can’t even at times light a stove? They caught mein flagrante, and I
failed.

"That is all I have to say. ]/
“Now, my honorable judges, give the right decision. For me, I have finished

The judges spoke among themselves with low voices. And after that the court
official ordered “Let the picture be brought here into the court.” In a few minutes, the
picture The Green Yearning stood before the eyes of the judges; the judges took one
glance at this work of art and immediately and unanimously passed sentence.

"The accused is not guilty.”
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