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G1  

Chet & Barry (pp. 28-30) 

 

BARRY: “Night Talk,” Chet.  

CHET: You think you’re so smart.  

BARRY: Hello?  

CHET: You’re so smart, aren’t ya? Cutting everybody off ’cause you don’t like what they’re 

saying, what they’re about. Why don’t you cut me off?  

BARRY: I will if you don’t get to the point.  

CHET: You know everything, don’t ya?  

BARRY: Not everything, Chet, no one can know everything. As hard as it is to be- lieve, even I 

don’t know everything.  

CHET: Why are you always putting our country down? Why are you always talking about drugs 

and Negroes and Jews? Isn’t there anything else to talk about?  

BARRY: You know what I hate, Chet? I hate people who call me up and tell me what they don’t 

want to talk about. If you don’t want to talk about drugs or blacks, why bring ’em up in the first 

place? Huh? Sounds to me like you like talking about them. If you don’t want to talk about ’em, t

ell me what you want to talk about—or get off the phone!  

CHET: I want you to start telling the truth.  

BARRY: About what, Chet?  

CHET: The people behind your show, the people who pay your bills.  

BARRY: The sponsors.  

CHET: Don’t act dumb with me. What kind of name is “Champlain” anyway? That’s not a real 

name. You changed it, didn’t you? Why? Maybe because it sounded a lit- tle too Jewish? Change 

the name, get a nose job, same old story. You think people are stupid? You think no one’s as 

smart as you are? You think people are never gonna find out that you’re nothing but a 

mouthpiece for your bosses and the State of Israel, propaganda that a bunch of Zionists are 

perpetrating on the American—  

BARRY: Wait a sec, wait a sec . . . Hold on! State of Israel, State of Israel? Come on!  

CHET: You know there are two kinds of Jews—  

BARRY: Oh, this should be good.  
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Chet & Barry (pp. 28-30) (cont.) 

 

CHET: The sneaky, quiet types and the big-mouthed types. And you’re one of the big-mouthed 

types. Cut me off, I know you’re gonna do it, go ahead!  

BARRY: I’m not going to cut you off, Chet. You’re too fascinating to cut off . . . You make me 

think—no, correct that, you remind me of a little story. Two years ago, I visited Germany, never 

been there before, thought I’d take a look at Hitler’s home- land. Are you familiar with Adolf 

Hitler, Chet?  

CHET: I know my history.  

BARRY: Good . . . Now I decided to visit what is left of a concentration camp on the outskirts of 

Munich: Dachau. You join a little tour group, go out by bus, everyone gets out at the gates . . . 

It’s rather chilling. A sign over the gates says: “Arbeit Macht Frei.” It means “work will make 

you free,” something the Nazis told their prisoners . . . Of course most of them never left . . . Are 

you still listening, Chet?  

CHET: I hear all your lies—  

BARRY: Good, feel free to take notes. Now as I walked along the gravel path between what 

remained of the barracks, where the prisoners slept, and the gas chambers, where they died, I saw 

something glitter in the gravel. I bent down to see what it was. What I found was a tiny Star of 

David. Very old. Who knows? It might have be- longed to one of the prisoners of the camp, 

perhaps a small boy torn from his parents as they were dragged off to the slaughterhouse . . . I 

kept that Star of David . . . I know I shouldn’t have, but I did. I keep it right here on my desk. I 

like to hold It sometimes.  

(Swirling his glass of booze and studying it)  

In fact . . . well, I’m holding it right now . . . I hold it in my hand to give me courage . . . maybe a 

little of the courage that that small boy had as he faced unspeakable evil can be passed on to me 

as I face the trials in my own life . . . when I face the cowardly and the narrow- minded . . . the 

bitter, bigoted people who have no guts, no spine, so they lash out at the helpless . . . The 

grotesquely ignorant people like you, Chet, who make me puke . . . People who have nothing 

better to do than to desecrate history, perhaps . . only to repeat it  . . Are you still with me, Chet?  

(Pause) CHET!  

CHET: Keep talkin’, Jewboy, life is short. 

  


