
1 Interview with Iphraim Kishone

In the style of a television interview, Ms. Lot and Mr. Kishone sit across from each other. Ms. Lot has prepared some cue cards and asks questions, and Mr. Kishone answers in German with a slight Hungarian accent. During the interview, several of Kishone’s books are mentioned. The conversation includes both actual and hypothetical statements, as well as books he has actually written and books he might have written. During a commercial break, Ms. Lot plays a customer with a child in the liquor section.

Podmanitzki is a member of the production crew and, during a commercial break, plays a clergyman as a customer with a child in the liquor section.

A person holds signs reading ”Commercial” and ”2 Minutes Left.”

Host: ”Yes, I’ve just been informed that the production team has managed to secure an interview with Mr. Kishone, the well-known author. Mr. Kishone is currently in town to promote a new book.”

A person hands him another cue card.

Host: ”Mr. Kishone is a prominent German-language author who has sold over 40 books.”

Person corrects: ”Millions.”

Host: ”Uh, who has sold over 40 million books, 30 million of them in Germany alone. So let me set the stage for the interview with Mr. Kishone and wish you all a great time.”

The person waves the emcee off three times. Both go backstage.

Ms. Lot walks restlessly onto the stage, glances at her watch, takes a deep breath, shakes her head, shrugs, sits down on the left chair, and places a few cue cards on the table.


After 3 seconds, she calls out irritably, 
”Podmanitzki
.”


Podmanitzki comes on stage wearing an earpiece and asks, ”Yes, Ms. Lot?”

Ms. Lot: ”Have you heard anything from Mr. Kishone? Did he call again?”

Podmanitzki points to his earpiece: ”No, he hasn’t been in touch since.”

Ms. Lot: ”I don’t understand. He assured me this morning that he’d be here on time. He wanted to go for a swim first, like he does every day.”

Podmanitzki: ”Ah, in the Blaumilch Canal?”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, exactly—that’s what he said, in the Blaumilch Canal.”

Ms. Lot, with her back to the audience, and Podmanitzki continue to talk and gesticulate, their voices growing quieter as they do so.

At the same time, Kishone walks onto the stage from the audience. Kishone is wearing glasses, a jacket, and a tie, and is holding a notebook and a small bag.


On his way, he asks the audience twice: 
”Excuse me, is this the court theatre?
”


Each time he receives confirmation, and he continues walking uncertainly until he stands about 5 meters behind Ms. Lot.

Podmanitzki sees Kishone, smiles, and says to Ms. Lot, ”Turn around, Ms. Lot.”

Ms. Lot turns around and says, ”Ah, hello, Mr. Kishone, there you are—come closer.”

Kishone gestures to ask if he should go to the right side of the stage. Ms. Lot gestures to the left.

Ms. Lot: ”Please have a seat, Mr. Kishone.”

Kishone gestures toward the chair on the right; Ms. Lot gestures toward the one on the left.

Ms. Lot says to Podmanitzki: ”Thank you very much, Podmanitzki, for your support.”

Podmanitzki smiles, makes a casual, sweeping gesture, as if at court, and walks offstage, with no applause.

Kishone turns slightly toward Podmanitzki while seated and says, ”Ah, that’s Podmanitzki!”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, that’s Podmanitzki—you must know him very well.”

Kishone: ”I know Podmanitzki very well; we worked together for quite some time.”

Ms. Lot: ”We’re very glad you came.”

Kishone: ”Yes, I’m glad I came, too.”

Ms. Lot: ”This is your first time in our city—what did you like best?”

Kishone: ”Yes, it’s a very beautiful city with wide streets, old buildings, and green parks. From the taxi, I saw many different museums and also the campus with lots of wild cherry trees in bloom.

I also liked the bustling city life and all the visitors, and I really liked the conveyor belts at the supermarket!”

Ms. Lot: ”Conveyor belts? Where are there conveyor belts? Oh, you mean the escalators?”

Kishone: ”No, they don’t move. You can ride on them with a shopping cart, but you can also stand on them without one.”

Ms. Lot: ”You mean a treadmill?”

Kishone: ”No, you don’t have to walk on it—you can just stand there.”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, is that a train platform?”

Kishone: ”No, no trains run there; you can use it without a train.”

Ms. Lot: ”Oh, then it’s a moving walkway. Don’t you have those in your country?”
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Kishone: ”No, we only have paternoster elevators, but they move both horizontally and vertically.”

Ms. Lot: ”Very interesting. Um, you presented your new book in town yesterday, *And What Shall We Do This Afternoon?*. What’s the book about?”

Kishone: ”Yes, I have an uncle in America, and he said he wants to visit me in my little country—just a courtesy visit. So I told him, ‘When you come, we’ll get up early in the morning, and I’ll show you the whole country.’ Then he asked, ‘And what will we do in the afternoon?’—that’s how the title came about.”

Ms. Lot: ”Is your uncle a writer, too?”

Kishone: ”No, my uncle isn’t a writer; he’s a historian who specializes in American history, from the 8th to the 13th century!”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, but we don’t know anything about that period, do we?”

Kishone: ”Yes, there’s very, very little information from that period, but as a specialist, he knows everything about it!”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, and your country—is it really that small?”

Kishone: ”Yes, if you drive for two hours, you’ll reach the sea—it’s beautiful. If you drive in the other direction, you’ll end up in captivity by the Arab League.”

Ms. Lot: ”Isn’t life in Israel generally dangerous, since all its neighbors are Arab countries?”

Kishone: ”No, it’s not dangerous. We trade with neighboring countries and engage in international trade, and now there’s also the Abraham Accords, which involve normalizing relations with certain Arab countries. We also have a recreational partnership with a shooting club, and we come over for joint training sessions.”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, and what do you shoot at there?”

Kishone: ”Yeah, we do driven hunts and wait to see what comes along. Last time, a hare with three legs showed up—one ear was missing and its fur was completely torn up. Our guests asked, ‘Who’s that?’ and we said, ‘That’s Freddy; we’ve known him for five years now, and we always shoot at him during training.’”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, and what’s it like when you want to stop for a bite to eat in the neighboring country—you have to eat sometimes, after all?”

Kishone: ”Yeah, there are some funny stories about that, but it’s not a problem. Sometimes, when we’re leaving a restaurant, we say, ‘Salam aleikum hi, I’ll pay when I come by.’ The owner smiles, and we leave.

Once, the sheikh said to the emir, ‘You pay so, then we’ll go.’

But then the emir says to the sheikh, ‘We’ll pay later; let’s go alligator,’

so the owner has to put it on the tab again, even though there’s a sign on the wall that says: ‘Whether you’re a sheikh or an emir in flash, one thing’s clear: you pay your tab in cash.’

Or Yusuf says to Abdull: ”By Mohammed, fill my glass up full,”

then I hear Abdull say to Yusuf, ”Calm down, or you’ll end up hauling firewood yourself.”

Or Yusuf says to the sheikh very still, ”You get rich by skipping out on the bill.”

Once I heard two crooks talking; one said, ”Show me the way the merchants travel on ride, or I’ll show you where the vultures circle bright.”

And if Abdull starts a fight, then the evening is over up to the night.”

Ms. Lot: ”Does your country have any other ties with neighboring countries?”

Kishone: ”Yes, for example, youth exchanges, sports events, and camping trips.”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, but isn’t it dangerous to camp in the desert?”

Kishone: ”Yes, it is dangerous; we always have to dig a one-meter-deep trench around the tent. My son told me that one night there was a loud roar; he got up and saw his friend Ali running around in the trench, followed by a lion, just two meters away. My son shouted, ‘Jump out, Ali!’ Ali shouted, ‘I still have time—I’m two laps ahead.’”

Ms. Lot: ”Wow, I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes. And you write all your books in Hebrew—did you have to learn the language first?”

Kishone: ”Yes, I write in Hebrew, and I had to learn the language after arriving in Israel. There were Hebrew courses for European refugees at the kibbutz. Now I understand the language well, but I speak broken Hebrew—and I also speak broken English.”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, there was one time when I spoke broken English for three hours too!”

Kishone: ”What? But you speak English perfectly—why did you speak that way, if I may ask?”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, we took a boat to Heligoland in stormy seas, and things like that can happen. Yes, but Hebrew—was it difficult to learn that language?”

Kishone: ”Difficult? No, it was impossible to learn. It’s written from right to left and without vowels. Your name is spelled ‘Lt,’ and everyone named Lit, Laut, Lud, or Let spells it the same way—you never know who’s being referred to.”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, your country does rely on tourism, after all! You hear so much—isn’t it dangerous to travel to your country?”

Kishone: ”No, it’s not dangerous, because we have the best people and the best republic. If you take a vacation in Israel, we have a large sandbar on the West Beach and also a sandy beach on the Dead Sea to the east. The Dead Sea is 300 meters lower, but we didn’t make it any deeper, and it was already ‘dead’ before that, and when you enter the country, all you need is a ‘Dolce Visa.’”

Ms. Lot nods amiably: ”Dolce Visa… haha, yes, are the people friendly to tourists, too?”

Kishone: ”Yes, people are very friendly. If you ask in Tel Aviv, ‘Do you know where the Golda Meir Bathhouse is?’, people say ‘Yes’ and walk on by. Or another example: if you ask, ‘Do you know where Rothschild Avenue is?’, people ask, ‘Which number?’ You say, ‘19b,’ and they say, ‘No, I’m sorry, I don’t know that street.’”

Ms. Lot: ”Do your fellow countrymen have a sense of humor, too?”

Kishone: ”Oh yes, a great sense of humor. Do you know the joke about the Protestant pastor, the Catholic priest, and the rabbi?”

Ms. Lot shakes her head.

Kishone: ”Well, a Protestant pastor, a Catholic priest, and a rabbi are discussing when life begins. The Protestant pastor says, ‘Life begins when a man and a woman unite.’ The Catholic priest says, ‘No, life begins a few days later.’ The rabbi says, ‘No, life begins when the kids have left home and the dog is dead.’

Or there’s a Protestant pastor and a rabbi in a small town on the Kishon—that’s a river in Israel. Every Sunday after church, they both go fishing. One goes upstream, the other downstream, and in the evening they meet at the bar. And every time, one of them has caught more fish or bigger ones than the other. One day, the Protestant pastor says he caught a 5-meter-long eel . Everyone says that’s impossible. The rabbi says, ”That’s nothing—I pulled out a bicycle with the light still on.” Everyone says that’s even more impossible. The rabbi says, ”All right, if you cut off 2 meters of the eel, then I’ll turn off the bicycle light.”
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Ms. Lot laughs quietly: ”But in the kibbutz where you were staying, you also had to work. There were people there with different professions and talents. What tasks were assigned to you there?”

Kishone: ”Yes, they looked for the right person for each task and assigned them accordingly—it was like a game of Tetris, figuring out what fit best. Another colleague built buildings and barns; when I wasn’t writing, I did wrought-iron work, and in the evenings I had to help other refugees take care of the chickens—40 of them—feeding them, giving them fresh water, collecting eggs, and bringing them into the coop.”

Ms. Lot: ”Was that difficult work?”

Kishone: ”No, it was a nice balance to learning the language and the history of our country.

It was pleasant work. The only problems arose when my colleague had to bring the chickens into the coop. He’d often have all but two inside; he had a bit of trouble with the language, so he’d say, ‘Go on in now, finally, finally—in, in—or I’ll beat you to a pulp, pulp, pulp.’ And then they’d all come back out. By then, it had already gotten dark.

Once I m misting the stable, too and an Englishman came up and said, ‘Hello, Mister!’ I told him, ‘I’m not ”Mister”—I’m the milker.’ He went on his way; he probably wanted to talk to the kibbutz leader.”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, did people understand each other—I mean, language-wise?”

Kishone: ”Yes, that was sometimes very difficult. Once, some people were sent out to the field in the morning to plant bean poles. Then it was noon and they still hadn’t come back. It wasn’t until evening, completely exhausted, that they returned and said, ‘It was very, very hard work— —we’ve planted all the poles except for three, which are still sticking 10 cm out of the ground.’”

Ms. Lot: ”But that was a complete misunderstanding.”

Kishone: ”Yes, that was terrible, because the next crew first had to make and set new stakes, since the old ones couldn’t be dug up anymore.

And it was also important that we had our own fire department in the kibbutz.”

Ms. Lot: ”Your own fire department—yes, was there a fire there?”

Kishone: ”No, thankfully there weren’t any fires, but we had to take precautions. We had carts with wooden wheels and a drawbar, and once during a drill, the drawbar broke!”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, for heaven’s sake—what if there actually had been a fire?”

Kishone: ”Yes, our Commodore reacted quickly and distributed a ‘notice’ to be posted in all public places, stating that the drawbar was broken and that no fires were to be lit for the next 5 weeks!”

Ms. Lot: ”Yes, did that work?”

Kishone: ”It worked well
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