
Erica Silberman’s Mike 
  

MIKE: Late 20’s. Male. Mike is a waiter/bartender in a restaurant that is going corporate. His manager 

Stacie, whom he has had a tryst with, has just had Mike and his co-worker Rohan do an exercise based 

on the Holocaust in order to identify issues of staff morale.  

  

No, Rohan, you shut up. Somehow you always bring things back to making money. So, you know what 

you can do? You can take your Nazi loving ways and stick them up your ass. You have no idea what 

you’re talking about. You spout these half quotes and made up truths like you know what you’re talking 

about, like you’ve spent anytime thinking…you just….you just…Seriously, Stacie? Is this what gets you 

off? You know what? I…I, um…I actually think that Rohan was right. I wouldn’t have been a hero during 

the Holocaust. I wouldn’t have smuggled a gun and shot an SS guard in a ghetto. I wouldn’t have 

smuggled explosives into a concentration camp. I wouldn’t have lived underground and committed acts 

of sabotage. I would be one of the Jews who put a gun to their head because they didn’t get out in time. 

I probably would have had a fiancée whose father got his daughter and family out of Germany, but 

couldn’t take me, didn’t want to because I wasn’t good enough for his daughter. My parents would have 

been too caught up in their own bullshit to notice that the times were changing and they would have 

ended up on the train I missed and I, who would have been unwilling to participate in the new order, I 

who doesn’t want to be reduced to an animal, who doesn’t want to get pit against his fellow Jew and 

have that sick feeling of, “thank God it wasn’t me,” I would have put a gun to my head so that I wouldn’t 

have to participate in any of this crap. Satisfied, Stacie? I’m out of here. This system doesn’t work for 

me. I’m not staying for the 401k or the bullshit health insurance or the 71 Virgins, or the shitty staff 

meal….So you can go corporatize this restaurant and brand the hell out of the waiters, the bartenders 

and every Mexican kitchen worker in sight. I won’t stand in your way. I’m going to my locker to get my 

stuff.   

 


