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I was too shy to speak up in class though. I’d have my nose stuck in a book for days on end but 
when the teacher called on me, I always froze. Your Aunt Mira, on the other hand. Now she was 
a prodigy. Picked up her studies like (Snapping.) that. (Beat.) Do you remember anything about 
Aunt Mira, Mendi? 
 

MENDEL 
(Knocks once.) 
 

LIBA 
Like what? 
 

MENDEL 
(Thinks for a second about how to say what he wants to say, makes a smile on his face by pulling 
the corners of his mouth and then puts his hand over his heart.) 
 

LIBA 
You do remember quite a bit. But she wasn’t just kind. She was a genius too. And could make 
you laugh harder than anyone else I know. Always the showboat. 
 
(Extended beat as LIBA laughs and reminisces. Her laughter eventually trails off.) 
  

LIBA 
You don’t have to go back out again today, Mendi. You could stay here and draw and keep your 
father company while I go out and trade for a few. 
  
(MENDEL stops to consider the options. He looks at his feet and then over to ELI.) 
  
(Beat.) 
  

MENDEL 
(Knocks twice quietly. Facing LIBA, discreetly points to ELI and rubs stomach, thinking ELI 
cannot see him although he definitely can.)  
 
(ELI and LIBA lock eyes again over MENDEL.) 
  

LIBA 
You are the most stubborn boy I know. Wait here, sweetie. Your father and I have a surprise for 
you. 
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MENDEL 
(Closes his eyes, shaking in anticipation.) 
  
(LIBA grabs something wrapped in a rag. She brings it back over to MENDEL as he holds his 
arms out with his palms open. LIBA places a hunk of bread in MENDEL’s hands. He opens his 
eyes and his jaw drops. He tilts his head to one side.) 
  

LIBA 
Doesn’t matter where we got it, honey. You’ve got to be famished and if you’re going back to 
the market, you’ll need some strength. 
  
(MENDEL examines the bread and licks his lips. He looks over at ELI on the bed. He gets up 
and runs to ELI. MENDEL tries to hand the bread to his father but ELI doesn’t move. He just 
stares at it longingly. Guilt washes over his face.) 
  

ELI 
(Hiding guilt.) Mendel it’s your bread. Please eat it. 
 

MENDEL 
(Knocks twice.) 
 

ELI 
(Tucks his arms behind his back.) Oh no, Mendel! Where did my arms go? Guess I can’t take the 
bread now. Guess you’ll have to eat it. Oh what a shame. 
 
(MENDEL tries to put the bread in his father’s mouth. ELI dodges.) 
 

ELI 
Mendel it’s gonna go stale! 
  
(MENDEL makes his sign for food and pulls ELI’s arm out from behind his back, exposing his 
open hand. He places the bread in his father’s hand and covers it, giving ELI his blessing.) 
  
(Extended beat as ELI looks at MENDEL’s hand and the bread covering his own.) 
  
(ELI hesitates but eventually gives in and draws the bread close to his chest.)  
 

ELI 
(Choking up.) Th-Thank you, Mendel… 
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