YENTE

(Speaking to Golde)

Ah, children, children! They are your blessing in your old age. But my Aaron
couldn’t give me children. Believe me, he was good as gold, never raised his
voice to me, but otherwise he was not much of a man, so what good is it if he
never raised his voice? But what's the use complaining, other women enjoy
complaining, but not Yente. Not every woman in the world is a Yente. Well, | must
prepare my poor Sabbath table, so goodbye, Golde, and it was a pleasure talking
our hearts out to each other.



