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[BORIS and SRULIK walk in front of the curtains. There are a few street signs to give the look of a town. 

There are a few people walking as well, a few Jewish, a few not] 

SRULIK: Do you know where the Rabbi lives? 

BORIS: Are you crazy? Why would I know where the Rabbi lives? But here, let’s ask someone. [stopping 

MEYER] Excuse me, do you know where the Rabbi lives? 

MEYER: [gives them an appraising look] What business do you have with the Rabbi? 

BORIS: [embarrassed] Nothing. 

MEYER: [annoyed] Just leave the poor man alone already, will you? He has enough skotzim vandalizing 

his house. [gives them an angry glare and stomps off] 

BORIS: Well, that wasn’t very nice. 

SRULIK: Boris, it is kind of suspicious that two peasant boys are asking for the Rabbi. Next time, let me 

do the talking, okay? 

BORIS: [throwing up his hands] Okay. 

SRULIK: [approaching GERSHOM]. Sholom Aleichem Reb Yid. [GERSHOM looks at SRULIK in 

astonishment] I – I’m a cantonist. Ich bin a yid. I am a Jew! 

GERSHOM: Aleichem sholom! Please forgive me! I was just shocked! I would never have guessed – you 

look exactly like a sheigitz. I’m sorry. Excuse me. 

SRULIK: It’s all right. Can you please tell me where the Rabbi’s house is? 

GERSHOM: [giving BORIS a long look] You won’t get in trouble? 

SRULIK: No. The family I’m with is very kind Baruch Hashem. 

GERSHOM: Chasdei Hashem! You know, there was a cantonist here just a few days ago. [shakes head 

and clucks his tongue] A yiddishe neshama. Oy, we tried to help him, but what could we do? [Sighs 

heavily] 

SRULIK: Um, the Rabbi’s house? 

GERSHOM: Oh yes, yes! Come, I’ll take you there myself. 

[GERSHOM leads SRULIK and BORIS off stage. Curtains open to reveal a simple living room with a table, 

chairs, couch and bookshelf full of sefarim.] 

[Knocking is heard] 

REBBETZIN: [From off stage] Coming, coming! [Runs on from other side, wiping her hands on her apron. 

Opens the “door” and welcomes in SRULIK and BORIS] Hello boys. What can I help you with? 

SRULIK: Is – is the Rabbi home? 

REBBETZIN: [suspiciously] What business do you have with my husband? 
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SRULIK: Ich bin a yid! I’m a Cantonist who was kidnapped from his home. 

REBBETZIN: [hand on her mouth] Oy Ribono shel olam! Come mein kind, come. Come sit down and have 

something to eat. Teyireh neshama. I bet it’s a while since you’ve had some nice hot kugel, am I right? 

[leads them to the table] Come sit right here. I’ll bring you a plate in just a second. [Runs out and bustles 

back in with two plates of kugel.] Here you go. Eat up mein kind. [sits and watches them for a minute. 

Then face brightens] I also have some borsht! You must be hungry. Just sit, I’ll bring it to you.  

[REBBETZIN brings back two overflowing plates and then keeps bringing back more and more. Finally, 

SRULIK pushes away his plate] 

SRULIK: Really Rebbetzin. Everything was delicious! Just like my Mama’s cooking. 

REBBETZIN: [emotionally] Oy, der Aibeshter should bentch you mein kind. Do you want some more? 

SRULIK: No! No. I’m really really stuffed! 

BORIS: I couldn’t eat another bite if I tried. 

REBBETZIN: [smiling happily] Boruch Hashem, boruch Hashem. Here, I’ll wrap it up for you to take back. 

SRULIK: No, please Rebbetzin. I can’t ask you to do that. 

REBBETZIN: But you didn’t ask! I offered! See that? Don’t worry, I’ll be done in a jiffy. Meanwhile, I’ll call 

my husband. 

[SRULIK stands and walks over to the bookshelf. He gently and lovingly runs his hands over the sefarim, 

picking one up and leafing through it.] 

RABBI MINSKER: Sholom Aleichem! [offers his hand] 

SRULIK: [closes the sefer, gives it a kiss and replaces it on the shelf. Then shakes the Rabbi’s hand] I’m so 

honored. Harav –  

RABBI MINSKER: Please, none of that. [leading him to the couch] What is your name? 

SRULIK: I’m Srulik Boruchov from Slopchik. I was kidnapped about a year ago [stifles a sob] and I haven’t 

seen my parents since. Do you think – Does the Rav think I could send my parents a letter? Just to let 

them know I’m okay? 

RABBI MINSKER: Of course Srulik. Is there anything else? 

SRULIK: Well, shortly before I was kidnapped, I became Bar Mitzvah and –  

RABBI MINSKER: [holds up his hand] Say no more. [goes to the bookshelf and takes a set of tefillin] Here. 

You can keep them. 

SRULIK: [hugging them to his chest] Thank you! [with horror] Are these your tefillin, Rabbi? 

RABBI MINSKER: [chuckles] No. Those are an extra pair I had handy. I’m sure you’ll put them to good 

use. 

BORIS: [nudging SRULIK in the side] Srulik, we have to be home soon and we haven’t gone to Pavel yet. 
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SRULIK: Oh! Do you think – [hesitates] 

BORIS: You want me to go by myself and come back for you later? [SRULIK nods gratefully] See you later 

then. [to RABBI MINSKER] Thank you very much. And please thank you wife for me. 

RABBI MINSKER: [watching BORIS go, half to himself] I must say, for a Russian peasant, he is very polite. 

SRULIK: Boruch Hashem. The family has been nothing but kind to me. I know others haven’t been as 

lucky. 

RABBI MINSKER: [sighs deeply] Very true. Which family are you with? 

SRULIK: Uh, Vladimir and Katia? Their farm is not too far from here. 

RABBI MINSKER: [leaning forward] And that was their son Boris? About 13 years old? 

SRULIK: Uh, yes. How does the Rav know? 

RABBI MINSKER: [shaking his head] It’s a terrible story. A terrible story. Years ago, there was a large, 

flourishing Jewish community here. Then for some trumped up excuse or another, the goyim staged a 

huge pogrom. [Shaking his head] It was terrible. So many died al Kiddush Hashem. The shochet and his 

wife were both cut down, but those yemach shemo-niks missed their little baby boy, Baruch. Katia and 

Vladimir had worked for the shochet and they didn’t have any children of their own. They took the boy. I 

went to them and begged and pleaded for the Jewish child to be returned to his true family. But they 

refused. They said the boy had brought them good luck and they refused to part from him. I offered 

them money, but they would not be persuaded. 

SRULIK: [in shock] And – and - and Boris is Boruch? Boris is Jewish? 

RABBI MINSKER: Yes. 

SRULIK: [Jumping up passionately] Then I must tell him! He must know! 

RABBI MINSKER: [standing up and placing a restraining arm around his shoulders] Srulik, I understand 

how you feel, believe me. But it would not be prudent right now. 

SRULIK: But he’s Jewish! I have to tell him! 

RABBI MINSKER: Srulik, do you think if it was that simple I wouldn’t have done it already? You must trust 

my judgement. [SRULIK sits down, crumpled and defeated. RABBI MINSKER continues softly] What you 

can do, mein kind, is show him what a real yid looks like. Don’t let him grow up believing all that anti-

Semitic nonsense the peasants believe. Can you do this? 

SRULIK: Yes. 

RABBI MINSKER: Srulik. I’m very serious. You can’t say anything to Boris. 

SRULIK: I understand. 

BORIS: [comes in] Hey, Srulik. Ready to go? 

SRULIK: Yes. Just give me a minute. [to RABBI MINSKER] Rabbi, I can’t even find the words. I – I don’t 

know how to thank you for your kindess. 


