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19 October 2022 
Press Release 

Exhibition Opening of Inside Out – Etgar Keret 
 

 
Exhibition graphics for Inside Out – Etgar Keret, Jewish Museum Berlin, Design: buerominimal 
 
Taking memories of his mother as his point of departure, the Israeli author Keret has written nine new 
short stories specifically for this exhibition, which will serve as their world premiere. With these short 
stories, the Keret draws an explicit connection to the Jewish tradition of passing down memories from 
generation to generation. He recalls experiences he had with his mother, who was born in Poland in 
1934, and recounts stories she told him as a child, including ordinary anecdotes but also traumatic 
wartime experiences and encounters with violence. The narrative voice alternates between the 
perspective of an adult and that of a child. Keret makes no claim that these literary writings depict 
reality or paint a complete picture of his mother. On the contrary, he emphasizes that such an 
attempt would be doomed to failure, and also wants the exhibition to illustrate the uncertain and 
fragmentary nature of his memory. 
 
The short stories will be presented alongside objects from the JMB collection selected by Etgar Keret 
as well as two installations, a piece of video art, and illustrations created by contemporary artists in 
collaboration with the author. Etgar Keret aims to defy museumgoers’ expectations with this 
exhibition. He has no intention of imparting information or explaining anything to them, but instead 
hopes to share partial and unverifiable memories of his late mother with them. Through the interplay 
of memories, objects, and art installations, the exhibition will forge evocative spaces that stir up 
feelings and associations. 
 
“The Jewish Museum Berlin wants its exhibitions to tell stories about Jewish life,” says Hetty Berg, 
Director of the JMB, “and Etgar Keret is beyond doubt a master of storytelling. I am delighted that he 
has written short stories about his family specifically for the JMB, and has situated them in regard to 
objects from the collection. This encounter in the exhibition has been a very stimulating and inspiring 
experience for me personally, and I hope that visitors feel similarly and that they will all find their own 
very unique points of entry.” 
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Etgar Keret himself says that he wants the visitors to get a sense of his mother, but without them 
having any objective details about her. This way, he says, they will learn about her just as he did: 
“Instead of sharing her parents’ names or her date of birth in the exhibition, I want the visitors to 
know which part of her hand she would touch my face with, and what bedtime stories she would tell 
me each night. It should feel like kissing someone with your eyes closed: the sensation is clear, but 
cannot really be shared or completely articulated.” 
 
All the stories will be available in the exhibition itself – and, after it opens, on the JMB website – in 
three languages, in both print and audio versions. Etgar Keret has recorded himself reading his pieces 
in Hebrew and English, and the award-winning writer Daniel Kehlmann has narrated the German 
translation. Kehlmann, a friend of Keret’s, will also participate in the exhibition’s accompanying event 
programming. The JMB will be hosting a discussion with them both, including a reading, on 
November 29, 2022. Two days prior, on 27 November 2022, Etgar Keret and his wife Shira Geffen will 
be present at the screening of the miniseries The Middleman (2019), which they co-wrote and co-
directed. Two writing workshops incoporating an exhibition tour and lunch, on 20 November and 12 
December, round out the accompanying program. 
 
 
Exhibition dates: 21 October 2022 to 5 February 2023 
Location: Jewish Museum Berlin, ground floor of Libeskind Building, Eric F. Ross Gallery 
Admission: free, time ticket will be recommended 
Opening hours: daily, 10 am to 7 pm 
 
Find out more about the exhibition on the website:  
https://www.jmberlin.de/en/inside-out-etgar-keret 
 
We would be happy to send you current press images upon request.  
 
Contact: 
Dr. Margret Karsch 
Tel. +49 (0)30 259 93 419 
presse@jmberlin.de 
 
Follow us at: 
twitter.com/jmberlin 
instagram.com/juedischesmuseumberlin 
facebook.com/jmberlin  
youtube.com/jmberlinTube 

https://www.jmberlin.de/en/inside-out-etgar-keret
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Factsheet 

Inside Out – Etgar Keret in Facts and Figures 
 
 
 

Runtime  21 October 2022 to 5 February 2023 

Opening hours  Daily from 10 am to 7 pm 

Location  Libeskind Building, ground level, Eric F. Ross Gallery 

Admission  free 

Website  https://www.jmberlin.de/en/inside-out-etgar-keret  

Social Media  Twitter: www.twitter.com/jmberlin  
Facebook: www.facebook.com/jmberlin 
Instagram: www.instagram.com/juedischesmuseumberlin 
@jmberlin / Hashtag: #InsideOut #JMBerlin 

Exhibition space  400 m2 

Number of rooms  1 room 

Artistic Leader   Etgar Keret 

Project Leader JMB   Daniel Ihde, Projectmanager and Leonore Maier, Curator  

Exhibition design   studio.a, Berlin (Anne Binder) 

Exhibition graphic  Team Mao, Berlin (Siyu Mao, Moritz Böhm) 

Advertising campaign design  Hanno Dannenfeldt—buerominimal 

Starting point of the 
exhibition 

 Fragmentary memories of Keret to his deceased mother 

Number of short stories  nine previously unpublished texts – in German, English and Hebrew 

https://www.jmberlin.de/en/inside-out-etgar-keret
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Number of exhibited objects 
from the JMB collection 

 eight individual objects, two object groups 

Commissioned works  -Asaf Hanuka, Illustrationen, Tel Aviv 2022 
-Yair Kira: „One Sheet“; Amir Sphilman (Composition); Eric Medine 
(Programming), Berlin 2022 (Installation to the text “Birthdays”) 
-Tatia Rosenthal: “Over and Over”, (Animation (Loop); Christopher 
Bowen: “Traveling Nightmare”, Music (Loop) 
New York 2022 to the text “Cabbage Field”) 
-Katharina Trudzinski: “The Big Dress of Everything”, Textile, paper, 
Berlin 2022 (Installation to the text „Fabrics“) 

Audios  nine stories and the introductory text Inside Out for the exhibition, 
recorded in German by Daniel Kehlmann, recorded in English and 
Hebrew by Etgar Keret 
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Press Images for the Exhibition 
Inside Out – Etgar Keret  
Runtime: 21 October 2022 to 5 February 2023 
 
Current press photos and views of the exhibition can be downloaded at: 
https://www.jmberlin.de/en/press-images-inside-out-etgar-keret-exhibition 
 
Pictures can be used without requesting permission for current reporting only; we request you send a 
sample copy. 

Object Images 
 

Image  Caption  Credits 

 

 Exhibition poster for Inside 
Out – Etgar Keret 
 

 Jewish Museum Berlin, Design: 
buerominimal / Hanno 
Dannenfeldt 
 
 

 

 Etgar Keret 
 

 Photo: Lielle Sand 
 

https://www.jmberlin.de/en/press-images-inside-out-etgar-keret-exhibition


 
 

Seite  
2 von 2 

 

 My mother, Poland ca. 1937  Etgar Keret 
 
 

Exhibition views 
 
Room views of the exhibition Inside Out – Etgar Keret can be downloaded from 19 October, 12 am 
under:  
https://www.jmberlin.de/en/press-images-inside-out-etgar-keret-exhibition 
 
Pictures can be used without requesting permission for current reporting only; we request you send a 
sample copy. 
 

https://www.jmberlin.de/en/press-images-inside-out-etgar-keret-exhibition
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Introductory Text by Etgar Keret 

Inside Out 
When you’re an adult, you are just a little detail amid the infinite universe, a speck of dust resting on 
the edge of the endless plain known as the world. But when you’re a child, creation goes in the 
opposite direction: from the inside outward. You are the center of the world. What’s important to you 
is important, and what isn’t—simply doesn’t exist. My mother went through World War II as a child. 
She lost her entire family in the war, and when it was over she was left with no external, adult 
narrative to mediate between her experiences and the world. All she had was a giant mosaic 
composed of countless shards of memories and experience-fragments. A history devoid of dates and 
names, a chronicle of sensations and fears and smells: her own private history. 
 
In Jewish culture, an ancient tradition stems from the Exodus verse, “And you shall tell your children.” 
Every Jewish person is obliged to relay to their children what happened to their ancestors, and to 
their ancestors’ ancestors, to preserve the nation’s heritage. My mother did not hesitate to share our 
family history with me, as she remembered it: without names, without dates. From the inside out. 
Continuing this tradition, I try to share this history with my son, and now— with you. 
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Nine Short Stories by Etgar Keret for the Exhibition 

Razor 
When I was a child, my mother hugged me all the time. All mothers hug their kids a lot, I know, but 
my mother hugged me more than a lot. I liked it. I loved the way she was always touching me: kissing, 
enveloping, stroking. But over time I began to notice that when she touched me, it was always with 
the back of her hand, never the palm. 
One evening at bedtime, my mom finished reading me a story and then stroked my face with the 
back of her hand. “Mom,” I asked her, “how come all the other moms stroke like this…”  
(I demonstrated a caress with the palm of my hand) “and you’re the only one who strokes like this?” 
(I demonstrated again). 
My mother smiled and kissed me on the forehead. “When I was little,” she said, “I didn’t have a home 
like you do, only an orphanage. And the people there, some of them didn’t always want to be good to 
me. So to be on the safe side, I stuck a piece of gum to the palm of my hand, and I lodged a razor 
blade in the gum.” She showed me how she stuck the gum to her hand, then inserted an imaginary 
blade into the invisible gum. When she’d finished, she held the back of her hand to my face and 
caressed me gently. “This,” she whispered secretively, “is how I stroked the people I liked. And this…” 
– she let the palm of her hand hover millimeters from my face without touching it –  
“is how I stroked the ones I didn’t like so much.” 
The palm of Mom’s hand was so close to my face that I could feel its warmth. The blade did not touch 
me, but I knew it was there. Palm of the hand, back of the hand—until that evening, I’d never know 
they were so different. 

Fabric 
Before I was born, my mother worked at an advertising firm in Tel Aviv. It was a demanding job, and 
she wanted to devote as much time as possible to her kids, so when I was a baby, she quit her job 
and opened a fabric store on a little street in our town of Ramat Gan. “Fabric Basement” was on a 
basement floor with no windows, and it looked a bit like a musty cellar, but everything inside the 
store was decorated in good taste. Mom used to take me with her to work every day, put me on the 
counter in a bassinet, and there I spent my hours listening to her stern pronouncements on questions 
of cleavage and rivets, and inquisitively watching the eager women who entered the dimly lit 
basement to search for the perfect fabric and cut for the dress of their dreams. Mom liked to say that 
because of all those hours I spent in the store, I learned how to pay compliments to older women long 
before I learned how to walk. 
I remember my mother hoisting heavy rolls of fabric around in that narrow, dark space. It was hard 
work and not very rewarding, but when I was little, the “Fabric Basement” seemed to me like a sort of 
secret kingdom, where my mother reigned supreme. Her subjects came to her with their hopes and 
dreams, and she, the queen mother, proclaimed which options made them look thinner and which 
fatter, what was flattering and what looked cheap. She spoke with no hesitation or excessive 
politeness, just as a queen should. And the women kept coming to that little side street in Ramat Gan 
from all over the country, so that my mother could flip through the stacks of Burda Magazine piled 
neatly on the counter and select the patterns that would accentuate their advantages and conceal 
everything else. “Not everyone can be beautiful,” Mom told me once, “but if you make an effort and 
you don’t give up, you can always be less ugly.” 
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Birthdays 
When I was a little boy, I envied my sister’s birthday. Because Dana was born on November 21, the 
same date as my mother, while I was born on just an ordinary date. My sister and mother used to 
celebrate their birthdays together, with a shared cake and a shared party that was always joyful and 
festive and made all other birthdays seem lonely and sad. Mom said it was natural for my sister and 
her, the only girls in the family, to have been born on the same date, and that if my brother and I had 
been as responsible as Dana, we would have made sure to be born on our dad’s birthday. When my 
sister became ultra-Orthodox, she began marking her birthday according to the Hebrew calendar, 
and that was the end of the joint celebrations. 
On my mother’s eightieth birthday, my brother and I took her to Warsaw. We wanted to do something 
special for this momentous occasion, and what could be more special than my mother’s first visit to 
Poland since the war? Her reunion with the place and language she had known as a child was 
extremely moving. While we were there, we visited the local archives and asked to see my mother’s 
papers. To our surprise, we discovered that the date on which we’d celebrated her birthday for 
decades was not her real date of birth: she was born in January. Mom turned slightly pale as she 
studied her birth certificate, and asked us to find her somewhere to sit and, if possible, a cigarette 
and an espresso. “Are you all right?” I asked as we sat down at a nearby café. She nodded: “I’m fine, 
just a little surprised.” After sipping some coffee, she added with a sigh, “Not that it makes any 
difference. I’ll never get those ten months of social security payments back.” 

Cabbage Fields 
I only heard my mother’s stories about the war once. She never told me them again, and I never 
asked her to. All except for one story, which I begged her to tell me over and over. 
It’s a memory of hers from the early days of the war. The Germans were about to enter Mszczonów, 
and my grandmother decided, as did many residents, to take my mother and her little brother and 
leave. As my mother tells it, they walked as fast as they could, fearing the Germans would soon catch 
up. By my grandmother – carrying a baby in her arms – and my mother, could not keep up with all 
the other locals who were fleeing the village. The people rushing past them got farther and farther 
away, until they disappeared around a bend, and the only person matching their slow and steady 
pace was a tall man who walked a few yards ahead of them with an enormous pendulum clock 
strapped to his back. My mother was delighted by the giant clock, and thought it very fortunate that 
even here, in the middle of the countryside on a dirt road winding its way through endless fields of 
cabbage, she could always tell what time it was. 
After walking for a long time, the clock and its carrier began to slow down. Just as they had almost 
caught up with him, the tall man fell to the ground with the clock still on his back. My mother and 
grandmother were also exhausted, and when they saw a vehicle coming towards them from some 
distance, Grandma told my mom they would have to hide. They ran into the field, and my mother’s 
little brother, clearly startled by the sudden dash, began to cry. They lay down on the ground among 
the cabbages, and my grandmother breastfed her whimpering son. She knew they hadn’t got far 
enough from the road, and that the sound of a crying baby would give them away. 
The three of them lay silently in the middle of a cabbage field while the baby nursed. My mother said 
that she felt a brief sense of peacefulness. For a moment, all the overwhelming anxieties and fears 
gave way to a world with no malice, no hatred, no danger. A world in which there was nothing but 
them, and the damp soil, and the cabbages. But then she sensed a figure blocking the sunlight. She 
looked up and saw a German soldier with a helmet and a rifle watching, transfixed, as my 
grandmother nursed her child. Grandma saw him, but she did not know what she could do or say, so 
she simply ignored him and continued to breastfeed. Mom said the soldier stood over them for a long 



 
 

Seite  
3 von 5 

time, then turned his back and walked away, leaving the mother and her two children in their own 
world—a world of cabbage. 

Music 
When I was growing up, we had a black wooden piano in the living room. My parents never played it, 
and even though my brother and sister and I all took lessons, none of us kept up with it. The piano sat 
there, bereft, for more than fifty years, and we only gave it away after my mother died. Throughout 
those fifty years, I never asked myself why the piano that no one ever touched was still there. To me, 
it was a black wooden memorial to my mother’s great love of music: a monument designed to make 
sure everyone who happened to find themselves in our living room knew that the Kerets could not 
live without music. 
When my mother used to come home from her fabric shop in the evenings, she would start making 
dinner for the family. While she cooked, she listened to clamorous current affairs shows on the radio. 
But after dinner, when she’d finished cleaning and tidying up, she would put on a record, sit down at 
the kitchen table, light a cigarette and listen to music. On peaceful evenings it might be Chopin’s 
Nocturnes or Satie’s Gymnop1dies, but when someone got on her nerves or if, conversely, she was in 
an unusually good mood, she would sometimes play a little Wagner. 
At that time in Israel, Wagner’s music was taboo. His antisemitic positions, and the admiration he’d 
earned from Hitler, meant that the composer’s work was never performed or played on Israeli radio 
and television. Fortunately for us, our neighbors in Ramat Gan didn’t know enough about classical 
music to identify “The Rhein's Gold” or “Tristan and Isolde.” But one evening, the downstairs neighbor 
came up to borrow some eggs, interrupting my mother in the middle of her cigarette. Impressed by 
the bellowing music, she asked who the composer was, and when my mother replied that it was 
Richard Wagner, the neighbor turned pale. “Mrs. Keret,” she cried, “you can’t play Wagner in your 
home! Especially not in front of the children. He’s an antisemite.” “More than that, though,” said my 
mother, “he’s dead.” “Yes, but the Nazis loved his music,” the neighbor insisted. “So they loved it,” 
Mom muttered impatiently, “they loved apple strudel, too—so I should stop eating apples?” 

Bedtime Story 
The first time my mother told me about her father, I was a kindergartener. I remember lying in bed in 
my pajamas, while Mom sat on the edge of my bed and proudly relayed the story. Soon after the 
Germans occupied Poland, she told me, one of my mother’s non-Jewish neighbors began 
collaborating with the Nazis. He was a short man with black hair and a large nose. As my mother said, 
“he looked like a caricature of a Jew,” and he took advantage of this to pose as one, which allowed 
him to uncover the hiding places used by his Jewish neighbors and turn them in. After Mom and her 
family were moved into the ghetto, they no longer saw this neighbor, although they continued to hear 
horrific stories about his informing on people. One morning, my mother and her father walked out of 
the ghetto with a simple plan: they would buy a loaf of bread on the black market, sell individual 
slices in the ghetto to cover their costs, and keep a couple of pieces for the hungry family. They 
slipped out and walked down the streets of Warsaw without wearing their yellow stars. This was 
extremely dangerous, but since they were both fair-haired, they hoped they wouldn’t arouse any 
suspicion. 
In the crowded town square, they happened to come across their informant neighbor, who didn’t 
think twice before grabbing my grandfather by the shirt collar and yelling, “Jews! Jews!” My 
grandfather tried to break free, but he realized that even if he could, they would instantly be 
surrounded by passersby who would never let them escape. He looked at my mother and gave her a 
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wink meant to reassure her, or at least make sure she knew that even in this terrifying moment, he 
was thinking only of her.  
Then he grabbed the neighbor by his collar and shouted, “Jew! Jew! I caught a Jew!” The crowd that 
had gathered looked on in confusion at the two men: my tall, fair-haired grandfather, and the short, 
black-haired neighbor (who looked, according to my mother’s description, a bit like me), clutching 
each other’s clothes and screeching, “Jew!” Within seconds, a few of them fell on the neighbor, 
pinned him to the ground, and kicked him in the head and body until he was dead. 
“And that was your grandfather,” declared Mom with a smile and stood up. Before leaving my room, 
she leaned over, kissed my forehead, and said, “Sweet dreams!” 

Languages 
My mother could speak six languages. Since my father also read and wrote a similar number of 
languages, as a child I thought this was commonplace, and that languages, just like facial hair, were 
something I would naturally grow when I got older. 
Polish and Yiddish were my mother’s native tongues. French, she learned in the orphanage in France 
where she was sent with other Jewish children after the war. Hebrew and English came when she 
made it to Israel as an illegal immigrant. She’d learned German as a little girl, when her father insisted 
on teaching her during the war. “This might save your life,” he explained, “it’s much harder for people 
to deny your humanity when you speak their language.” My mother listened and studied diligently. 
One day in 1995, the phone rang at my parents’ house. The courteous caller said he was from a 
German cultural institution and wanted to invite me to speak at an event in Frankfurt. My mother, 
who introduced herself as my secretary, refused to give him my phone number but agreed to relay a 
message. At first they’d spoken in English, but as soon as he mentioned that he wanted to invite me 
to Germany, my mother switched to German. Later in the conversation, he explained that in fact he 
was originally from Poland but had immigrated to Germany as a boy. “Poland?” my mother replied in 
her perfect Polish, “I apologize. If you’d told me sooner, I would have spoken to you in Polish from the 
beginning.” 
When I arrived at the Frankfurt event and met the man from the German cultural institution, he 
politely complimented my writing, but he seemed far more impressed by my private secretary than by 
my work. “I know from experience how hard it can be to hire a secretary with such proficiency in so 
many languages,” he gushed, “how did you find her?”  
“I don’t know,” I replied with a grin, “I just opened my eyes and there she was.” 

The First Angel You See 
I only ever heard this story once. My parents had just come home from a wedding, and my mother 
was completely drunk. If she’d had one fewer drinks that night, I probably wouldn’t be able to share 
this story with you. It’s a little hazy in my imagination, but in the story, my grandmother holds my 
mom’s little hand while carrying Mom’s baby brother, and the three of them race up the stairs in their 
building. Mom can hear the footsteps of the people chasing them. When they get to the roof, my 
grandmother tells Mom to run as fast as she can and jump onto the adjacent rooftop, which is slightly 
lower. “Don’t be scared,” she says, “you can do it.” Mom waits, expecting her mother to say, “And I’ll 
be right behind you,” but she just stands there, out of breath from the run. “When will I see you 
again?” my mother asks, and her mother bends over so that their faces are very close, and says, 
“You’re going to run as fast as you can, and then jump as far as you can, and as soon as you land 
you’re going to keep running and not stop until you get to Daddy. After that, you will grow up into a 
woman, and you will love another man and start a family with him, and in the end you’ll grow old and 
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die. And right after you die, go up to the first angel you see and tell him: I’m going to see my mom. 
And he’ll know, because I’ll talk to him before you get there, and he’ll bring you to me.” 
This is not where the story ends. After my mom jumped onto the other roof, she did not run as fast as 
she could, the way her mother had instructed her. Instead, she hid and watched the Nazi soldiers kill 
her mother and shatter her little brother’s head against a brick wall. 
When she told me this, I could feel the heavy guilt engulfing her. But I also sensed how proud she was 
of her mother, who even in the last moments of her life refused to lie to her daughter. Forty-seven 
years after she told me the story that evening, my mother died. And the last words she said were, “I’m 
going to see my mom.” 

A Good Day 
When I was a kid, I absolutely loved eating at restaurants. It’s not that I was some kind of foodie, it’s 
just that in those days, in socialist Israel of the nineteen-seventies, going out for dinner was such a 
rare and decadent event that it was impossible not to get excited about it. Once every few months, 
we’d drive to Victor’s Place, a Tel Aviv eatery located next to a junk yard. After dinner, while Mom and 
Dad sipped Turkish coffee and smoked a cigarette, my brother would take my sister and me on an 
exhilarating tour of the junk yard, which we called “the car cemetery.” We’d stop at each crumpled 
vehicle and try to guess how it had ended up there: trampled by an elephant, shot out of a cannon, or 
just driven too quickly and rammed into a stoplight. 
One Saturday, when I was about six, we went to Victor’s Place for my mother’s and sister’s birthday, 
since they were born on the same date. The mustachioed waiter wiped the table with a damp cloth 
and informed us apologetically that, due to a kitchen malfunction, the restaurant would not be 
serving fries. The rest of the family received this news somewhat indifferently, but I took it really hard. 
Instead of a big pile of delicious, greasy fries, the waiter put a dish of white rice on the table, and 
within seconds the lavish feast I’d been looking forward to for weeks turned into just another family 
dinner. My mother, sensing my frustration, asked me if everything was all right. Nothing was all right, I 
snapped: If I couldn’t have fries, the whole meal was a waste of time, and this birthday, which was 
supposed to be fun, was now the worst day of my life. 
Mom listened patiently to my vitriolic complaints, and when I was done, she put the back of her warm 
hand on my nape and asked me in a half-whisper to tell her how many people were sitting in the 
restaurant. Being a good boy, I methodically counted them all. Saturday afternoon was one of the 
busiest times of week at Victor’s, and other than our table there were twenty-six diners. “Twenty-six?” 
my mom exclaimed with a whistle, “That’s a lot! Now, could you please tell me what all these people 
are holding in their hands?” “Oh, come on,” I said with a grin, “that’s easy. It’s a restaurant. They’re 
holding knives and forks.” Mom was impressed: “Twenty-six people! Twenty-six hungry humans 
sitting at their tables, each eating only what’s on their own plate. Twenty-six people holding knives, 
and yet not a single one of them is stabbing anyone else.” She leaned over, planted a soft kiss on my 
forehead, and said, “Let’s agree that this is actually a pretty good day.” 
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Accompanying Events to the Exhibition 
 

The Middleman. Screening of the Miniseries by Etgar Keret and Shira Geffen 

Have you ever heard your goldfish speak? That’s what happens to 50-year-old real estate agent 
Olivier, who has been strapped for money since his divorce. He was surprised to find out that his late 
mother left him a ram-shackle apartment building in Paris, where his best friend and lawyer Philippe 
then had a fatal accident. And ever since then he has been hearing Philippe’s goldfish talk. His 
worries about his father Rémi, his teenage daughter Sophie, and his conflict with the building’s last 
remaining tenant, seem practically banal by comparison. Until suddenly Olivier finds himself returned 
to the past of his childhood. 
 
The four-part series, starring the French actor Mathieu Amalric, was written and directed by the 
Israeli dynamic duo Etgar Keret and Shira Geffen, who have both received numerous awards for their 
work, including the Caméra d’Or at Cannes. The Jewish Museum Berlin will be screening all four 45-
minute episodes of the series at the Klaus Mangold Auditorium. 
 
Following the screening, as part of the programming accompanying the, a conversation with Etgar 
Keret and Shira Geffen will take place at 7 pm (see below). 
 
When: Sun, 27 November, 3 pm 
Where: Klaus Mangold Auditorium, W. Michael Blumenthal Academy 
Entry fee: free of charge, registration required   
 

The Middleman. Conversation with Etgar Keret and Shira Geffen 

Have you ever heard your goldfish speak? That’s what happens to 50-year-old real estate agent 
Olivier, who has been strapped for money since his divorce. He was surprised to find out that his late 
mother left him a ram-shackle apartment building in Paris, where his best friend and lawyer Philippe 
then had a fatal accident. And ever since then he has been hearing Philippe’s goldfish talk. His 
worries about his father Rémi, his teenage daughter Sophie, and his conflict with the building’s last 
remaining tenant, seem practically banal by comparison. Until suddenly Olivier finds himself returned 
to the past of his childhood. 
 
The four-part series, starring the French actor Mathieu Amalric, was written and directed by the 
Israeli dynamic duo Etgar Keret and Shira Geffen, who have both received numerous awards for their 
work, including the Caméra d’Or at Cannes. In conversation with Ofer Waldman, Etgar Keret and 
Shira Geffen will discuss The Middleman and draw connections with the exhibition. 
 
Before the conversation, also as part of the programming accompanying the, a screening of The 
Middleman will take place at 3 pm (see above). 
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When: Sun, 27 November, 7 pm 
Where: Klaus Mangold Auditorium, W. Michael Blumenthal Academy 
Entry fee: 6 €, reduced rate 3 €   
 

A Peculiar Kinship. Etgar Keret and Daniel Kehlmann in Conversation  

The Seven Good Years, a collection of autobiographical essays by Etgar Keret, has been published in 
German under the title Die sieben guten Jahre. Mein Leben als Vater und Sohn. The German 
translation was the work of none other than Daniel Kehlmann, who has been friends with Keret for 
many years. In an interview for the Welt newspaper, Keret said of Kehlmann: 
 
“I’ve never asked someone to translate a book of mine. I think Daniel could identify very much with 
the subject matter... I believe there is a peculiar kinship between Israelis and Germans.” 
 
In a conversation as part of the accompanying events program of the exhibition, Keret and Kehlmann 
will delve into this “peculiar kinship” as well as the question of whether Keret’s writing is translatable 
into German. Kehlmann will also read some of Keret’s work in his translation. 
 
When: Tue, 29 November, 7 pm 
Where: Klaus Mangold Auditorium, W. Michael Blumenthal Academy 
Entry fee: 6 €, reduced rate 3 €   
 

On Mothers. Writing Workshop to Accompany the Exhibition (with a Tour of the Exhibition and 
Lunch) 

“Razor blade”, “roll of fabric”, “piano” – just a few words from writer Etgar Keret’s mosaic of 
memories of his mother, now to be found in nine short stories written exclusively for the exhibition. 
The exhibition is like a search for clues in which visitors gradually grow familiar with both the 
mother’s personality and her son’s writing. With the guidance of Dalik Sojref, an educational 
consultant for the museum, and Guido Rademacher, who teaches creative writing at Alice Salomon 
University of Applied Sciences Berlin, the participants in the accompanying writing workshop will try 
their own hand at creative writing. 
 
What objects spark thoughts of your own mother? What scents, sounds, or feelings do you associate 
with her? And how can you find unique language for capturing your own mental images in words and 
putting them on paper? Inspired by the exhibition, by objects, spatial aesthetics, installations, and a 
thematic lunch at the museum café, the participants will write about mothers or associated subjects. 
They will discuss frag-ments and themes in smaller groups, then share their first drafts. 
 
When: 20 November, 11 December 2022, 29 January, 5 February 2023, 11 am to 3 pm 
Where: Old Building, “Meeting Point” in the Glass Courtyard 
Entry fee: 20 €, reduced rate 16 €   
 
or 
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When: by appointment on Mondays and Fridays between 22 October 2022 and 5 February 2023, 3 
hours 
Where: Old Building, “Meeting Point” in the Glass Courtyard 
Cost and booking request: 150 € per group, up to 15 participants 
Please contact us 4-6 weeks before your desired date fot this service via e-mail to visit@jmberlin.de 
or via phone: +49 (0)30 259 93 305 (Mo–Fr, 10 am to 4 pm) 
 

On Mothers. Writing Workshop for Schools including a Guided Tour of the Exhibition 

“Razor blade”, “roll of fabric”, “piano” – just a few of the terms in writer Etgar Keret’s mosaic of 
memories of his mother and which can be found in nine short stories written especially for the 
exhibition. The exhibition resembles a search for clues that familiarize visitors both with the mother’s 
personality and with the son’s writing. Workshop participants discuss fragments and themes as a 
group, do some creative writing themselves and present their first drafts. 
 
Inspired by the exhibition and by objects, installations, and the aesthetics of spaces, the students 
produce texts on the theme of “mother” or alternative subjects. What associations do the objects in 
the exhibition evoke? What smells, sounds and emotions are being put into words? And how can you 
find your own language, to enable you to set down the images in your mind on paper? Participants 
engage with the short story as a literary form as well as the medium of an exhibition, developing 
strategies for independent writing and reflecting on their own and others’ acquisition of language. 
 
The workshop leaders adapt the exercises to the requirements of the Berlin/Brandenburg German 
curriculum and cater for different levels of ability depending on grade and type of school. 
 
When: by appointment between 31 October 2022 and 3 February 2023, 3 hours 
Where: Old Building, “Meeting Point” in the Glass Courtyard 
Cost and booking request: 60 € per group, up to 15 students, and 1 accompanying person (max. 2 
workshops in parallel) 
Please contact us 4-6 weeks before your desired date fot this service via e-mail to visit@jmberlin.de 
or via phone: +49 (0)30 259 93 305 (Mo–Fr, 10 am to 4 pm) 
 

mailto:visit@jmberlin.de
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Etgar Keret  
Author and Filmmaker 

Etgar Keret was born in 1967 in Ramat Gan, Israel. The author of books, novels and short stories is 
one of the leading writers of contemporary Israeli literature. His works have been translated into 49 
languages worldwide and have won numerous awards: the Book Publishers Association's Platinum 
Prize several times, the Jewish Quarterly Wingate Prize (UK, 2008), the Charles Bronfman Prize in 
recognition of his work imparting an inspiring Jewish humanitarian vision (2017) and the Sapir Prize 
(2018), Israel’s most prestigious literary award, for his latest book “Fly Already”, which has also been 
shortlisted as one of the best books of 2019 by the Financial Times and the New York Public Library. 
 
Etgar Keret has also won numerous awards as a screenwriter and director: together with his wife 
Shira Geffen in 2007 the Cannes Film Festival's “Camera d'Or” Award for their movie Jellyfish, and 
Best Director Award of the French Artists and Writers' Guild. In 2010, Keret was honored in France 
with the decoration of “Chevalier de l'Ordre des Arts et des Lettres”. “The Middleman”, a French 
speaking mini-series, co-written and co-directed by Keret & Geffen had aired in ARTE in May 2020. It 
received rave reviews in the French press and had won the best screenplay award at the La Rochelle 
fiction TV festival in France. 
 
Etgar Keret lives with his family in Tel Aviv and lectures at Ben Gurion University of the Negev.  
 
More about the author at www.etgarkeret.com. 
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Hetty Berg 
Director of the Jewish Museum Berlin 
 
Hetty Berg became the Director of the Jewish Museum Berlin 
on 1 April 2020. Originally from the Netherlands, she has held 
various positions at the Jewish Historical Museum in 
Amsterdam. 

She began her work there as a curator in 1989. In the span of her 30-year career, she created over 30 
original temporary exhibitions, and oversaw the creation and implementation of five permanent 
exhibitions. Since 2002 she worked as the manager and chief curator of the Jewish Historical 
Museum in Amsterdam, which expanded in 2012 into the city’s Jewish Cultural Quarter. Along with 
the Jewish Historical Museum, it includes a children's museum, the Portuguese Synagogue, the 
National Holocaust Museum, and the Hollandsche Schouwburg memorial site. 
 
Hetty Berg was born in 1961 in The Hague. After studying dance for four years in London and 
Amsterdam, she studied theater studies in Amsterdam. While pursuing her career, she received a 
master's degree in management for non-profit organizations in Utrecht. Berg is proficient in six 
languages and is a member of several scholarly councils and committees; for example, since 2016, 
she has been a member of the Dutch National Committee for the Code of Ethics for Museums, and 
from 2007 to 2013, she was a member of the board of the Association of European Jewish Museums. 
 
Her work and research focuses on cultural history, including Jewish performance, Jews in the 
Netherlands and museum studies. She has published numerous books and scholarly essays on these 
subjects; most recently in 2017 as coeditor of Site of Deportation, Site of Memory: The Amsterdam 
Hollandsche Schouwburg and the Holocaust and in 2020 as editor of Waterlooplein: De buurt 
binnenstebuiten (Dutch). 
 
In addition, she has organized many international symposia and scholarly conferences, for example, 
together with the American historian Georg Mosse (1918–1999), with the Israeli demographer and 
statistician Sergio Della Pergola, with the American Rabbi David Ellenson, as well as with the 
American author and educator Susannah Heschel. 
 
Hetty Berg has been a member of the Liberal Jewish Community in Amsterdam for over 40 years. 
Together with her partner, the French photographer Frédéric Brenner, she travels regularly to Israel. 
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