JEWISH STUDIES TASK 4 SCRIPT

Grandma + Tia: Galit Jones

Molly: Nicky Block
A cold, lonely figure dressed in sheets and rags walks into the room, shivering and hungry. She pulls a piece of bread and a tiny jug of milk out from under her rags, and eats it like it’s the first meal she’s had in days – because it is. Her face  glows as the energy is restored to her – she pulls out a pot of ink and canvas from under her blanket and begins to paint.

She paints marvellous pictures, pictures of an old man with a long white beard, pictures of clouds, pictures of angels, pictures of chocolate cake and pictures of stars. Only once a week would the stranger give her a jug of milk and a piece of bread, and only once a week would she have the energy to paint.

Grandma: And that, my dear, is the story of an angel, and a blessing from the heavens above.

Molly: What’s an angel, Granny?

Grandma: An angel, my dear? You don’t know what an angel is?

Molly: Well, yes, but – well, Miss Choka says an angel is a fat, little, chubby baby with wings, but Miss Kuaki says that an angel is a really nice lady or girl. Juju says that an angel is a tall man who lives in heaven, and Sally says that it’s a messenger from G-d!!! So – how do I know who is right?

Grandma: Well, they’re all right, darling. See, an angel is whatever you want it to be. Some refer to it as a spiritual being.

Molly: A spiri-too-beeeeeeeeen? 

Grandma: If you like, Molly. Shall I tell you more of the story?

Molly: Oh, please, please, granny, but first, you need to tell me something. 

Grandma: What, Molly? What’s bothering you.

Molly: My daddy told me Angels  don’t exist. He said it’s a load of poopoo made up by you and mummy!

Grandma: Well – people have different beliefs, dear. You just believe in whatever you want, and don’t let anyone stop you. Not me, not your daddy, not your teacher. Now – where were we up to?

The next Saturday, the ragged lady walked down the path that she had walked down every Saturday for who knows how many years. She looked around for the stranger – but was disappointed to find that he was nowhere to be seen. She went to the place she was forced to call home, freezing cold, with no food or milk, and sat on her blanket. She pulled out her ink, but she had no energy to paint. She opened the bottle, and then collapsed. The ink flowed out of the bottle and onto her last piece of paper. The lady opened her eyes – for what she though would be the last time.

Molly: Is she okay? Will she be okay, Granny?

Grandma: She’ll be fine, dear. Shall I continue?

Molly: Will she be alive if I let you continue?

Grandma: Of course – goodness gracious, Molly, what gave you the idea that she wouldn’t be alive?

Molly: I just – don’t worry. Granny, why did the lady paint old men and chocolate cake and stars? How come she didn’t draw piggies and houses and flowers like we do at school?

Grandma: See, darling, when the stranger gave her the milk, it was out of pure kindness. Pure kindness is a gift that not many people have. It is a gift from G-d. When the ragged lady was affected by it, memories from the stranger’s mind flew into her hands, and made them paint pictures of them.

Molly: That’s silly, Grandma. NOBODY can do THAT.

Grandma: Oh, but the angel could. The angel could do anything – well, almost.

Molly: Could not!

Grandma: Could too!

Molly: COULD NOT! And give me a cookie!

Grandma: I won’t argue with you about this, I’m older and wiser than you, so when I say something I know is true, you don’t argue with me!

Molly: What about my cookie?

Grandma: I’m not your slave, although you may wish I was, so you have to learn to get things for yourself, not make other people do it for you.

Molly: FINE! I’m calling mummy cause you are a stinky poo! (Start crying)

Grandma: Molly, Molly, don’t cry. Let us forget this argument and continue reading the book.

Molly: NO! Go get me my cookie, or get my MUMMY! (finish sentence shouting)
Grandma: Off to bed with you, I think, sweetheart. Mummy will come at the end of our weekend together.

Molly: (sniff and wipe eyes with tissue) No! I’m a big girl. I want to stay up and watch sesame street videos. 

Grandma: Come here. 

Molly: (walk toward grandma).
Grandma: I’ll smack you!

Molly: (Start running to her bedroom).

Grandma: Aaah! Works every time! 

(The next morning)

Grandma: How did you sleep dear?

Molly: TERRIBLE. I wanted to have dreamies about G-d, only I don’t know what G-d looks like! Miss Choka says that G-d is invisible, and so does Miss Kuaki, but Juju says G-d is an old man in the clouds. And Sally (giggle) – Sally thinks G-d is a bowl of spaghetti with sauce and cheese!

Grandma: She might be right! What do YOU think G-d looks like?

Molly: Cows.

Grandma: Why?

Molly: Cause they are holy. Daddy always says that – ‘Holy Cows!’, and cows taste yummy, and they are really, really important to eat and for yummy stuff like dessert! Ice cream comes from a pink thing under cows, you know!

Grandma: Charming, Molly.

Molly: What do YOU think G-d looks like, Granny?

Grandma: A pair of knitting needles.

Molly: How come?

Grandma: Well… you use knitting needles to make a scarf, and if one thread comes loose from that scarf, then the entire scarf will fall apart. It is like G-d making the world – if he made the teeniest mistake, the whole world could fall apart. A scarf also has holes and goes in and out – well, unless you are professional. G-d had no-one to teach him how to put the world together – so there are some flaws – nobody is perfect.

Molly: I am! Mummy says so, and Miss Kuaki says so, and sometimes Daddy does – but Hannie Charcki at school says that she is and I’m a – a – a stupid poopid idiot!  (start crying)  

Grandma: But you know you’re not.

Molly: I am PERFECT! (scream perfect)

Grandma: I meant you know you aren’t an idiot 
Molly: Oh yeah! (giggle)

Grandma: Oh! You silly munchkin (pinch Molly’s cheek), now come here and give me a hug.

Molly: Can you tell me more of the story??

Grandma: No – Molly, I want you to tell the story to me.

Molly: You are a silly Billy Granny, you have the book! (giggle)

Grandma: Make it up!

Molly: Many years ago I sat on my Grandmother’s lap as she told me the story of a ragged lady who didn’t have anything. She was helpless – she relied on a stranger who provided her with her only food source. One day, the stranger didn’t come back. My grandmother never finished the story. I never knew what happened next – all I knew was that the ragged lady survived, nobody told me, but something deep inside me knew only that the lady survived.

Tia: And I guess, mum, that there was a moral to that story?

Molly: You, my dear, tell me.

Tia: You sound like my great grandma! Well, I guess that the helpless lady represented us, the people, relying on G-d to provide us with that little bit of food we need to give us energy. And mum – I agree with Great Grandma. The world is a scarf – but not because of the holes. The world is a scarf because the way it turns out depends on what we choose to do – the difference between black and white and purple and green can be surprising.

