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DANIEL. I guess it was a few years ago now, there was one 
winter, it didn't snow. It just did not snow. And people 
kept talking about climate change and global warming, 
so it was on my mind, but also, I love winter. And to 
be in Paris when it snows ... it doesn't get old, at least, 
not to me. But this one winter, no snow. December, 
January, February. Nothing. Finally, it's the first week 
of March, I'm walking to the metro ... I feel flurries. It 
was too warm for anything to stick, but still - flurries. 
And I felt ... grateful: to be alive, to have grown up at a 
time when I really got to experience winter. I wanted 
to say thank you, but who do you thank for the snow? 
So I went to synagogue, and I prayed, and, I liked it, so 
I kept going. And I'm - I'm still figuring out how I feel 
about, you know, God but, I believe in the Earth. That 
feels close enough. 

(A beat. They are both thinking about 
kissing the other person, but unsure if that's 
unseemly.) 

You think I'm ridiculous? 

MOLLY. No. I don't. 

DANIEL. (Laughing.) I feel a little ridiculous. Talking 
about the snow, and -

MOLLY. Well you shouldn't. 

DANIEL. I shouldn't? 

MOLLY. No. It's actually ... (Unspoken: lovely.) 

(They're now much closer to kissing, and 
that's just the moment CHARLES walks into 
the living room. MOLLY and DANIEL turn 
away from each other, as if they've been 
caught doing something wrong. CHARLES 
immediately reads the situation correctly but 
acts like there's no tension in the room.) 
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DANIEL. Oh. I was just getting ... water. 

CHARLES. OK. How are you feeling? 

DANIEL. I'm OK. 

CHARLES. OK. I'll, I'll take a look in the morning. 

DANIEL. OK. Thanks. 

CHARLES. Yep. 

(CHARLES exits into the kitchen.) 

DANIEL. You must be tired. 

MOLLY. Yeah. 

DANIEL. OK, well, have a good - water. 

(DANIEL exits. MOLLY turns out the light.) 

(In the dark, we hear a MALE VOICE say:) 

MALE VOICE. And now, we rise to recite the Prayer for the 

French Republic. 

(The offstage COMPANY, in unison, should 
join the MALE VOICEfor each '.:4men.'? 

(Perhaps we see CHARLES and DANIEL cross

the stage, or CHARLES listening, taking the

words in. Or perhaps we see something el,se.

Or nothing.) 

() Lord, Master of the world, your Providence embraces 
1 he heavens and the earth, strength and power belong 
to you: by you alone, everything rises and everything 
1·:rows stronger. From your holy dwelling, 0 Lord, bless 
1111d protect THE FRENCH REPUBLIC AND THE 

FHl_t;NCH PEOPLE. -Amen! 

May france live happily and prosperously; may it be 
111 rm•� and great by union and harmony. - Amen! 
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MARCELLE. So who's stopping you? 

CHARLES & ELODIE. You! 

MARCELLE. Well I can't listen to more of your, I walked 
down the street, I heard a prayer, I want to leave. I can't 
listen to that, OK? Our lives are here. They're here. We 
live here. You have a practice, I run a department. We 
have a home. Our children live here. All our friends. 
My father - and his needs are only growing, and we 
all know my brother is never going to step up and take 
responsibility for the overseeing of his care, which 
means, I need to be here. So let's say you decided, in a 
burst of romanticism, that you had to live by the sea, and 
we should move to Normandy, or Biarritz, or Antibes -
we couldn't do it. We're too young to retire and we're 
too old to start over, even in our own country. We have 
too many obligations. So it's not just impractical, it's 
impossible, and frankly -

CHARLES. I'm scared. 

(Beat.) 

I'm scared, Marcelle. You lay everything out, you lay it 
out so rationally, and I hear every word you're saying, 
but, I'm scared. We are Jews. We are Jews. The only 
reason we're still on this planet is because we learned 
to get out of dangerous situations before they got the 
better of us. Something is happening in the world, and 
it's happening in our country, too - I can feel it. I feel it 
when I walk with Daniel, I feel it when I read the left 
wing editorials, I feel it watching Le Pen and her base, 
all stirred up. Something is happening, and when that 
thing comes, I don't want to have to pray so my own 
country will protect me from it. 

(On the other side of the stage, IRMA runs on, 
carrying a letter.) 

IRMA. Adolphe! Adolphe! My god, Adolphe! 
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CHARLES. Is it rational? Maybe not. 

IRMA. Adolphe? 

CHARLES. Is it practical? Absolutely not. 

IRMA. Adolphe! 

(ADOLPHE enters.) 

ADOLPHE. What is it? What? 

CHARLES. But my heart -

IRMA. It's news. 

CHARLES. My gut. 

IRMA. Lucien! 

CHARLES. Every bone in my body, every inch of my core -

IRMA. And Pierre! 

CHARLES. Is telling me the same thing: 

MARCELLE. And what is that? 

IRMA. They're coming home! 

(Beat.) 

CHARLES. Run. 

(Bl,ackout.) 
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let me tell you, when you get to the point where you 
can't pile anymore dead bodies up, you've made some 
pretty impressive piles! But to be fair, a lot of Jews 
committed suicide to avoid being killed, so technically 
you can't blame Peter the Hermit for everything. 

We know about this because someone wrote it down. 
A Jew whose name has been lost to history wrote 
something called the Mainz Anonymous. That's the 
thing about Jews, we write it all down. Look, if we 
didn't keep track of it, you think they'd keep track of 
it for us? 

The Mainz Anonymous is a great read, I have to say, 
I highly recommend it. Here's how someone named 
Isaac son of Daniel died: 

"They put a rope around his neck and dragged him 
through the entire city in the muddy streets to the 
house of their idolatry. There was still some life in his 
frame when they said to him: 'You can still be saved if 
you agree to change your religion: Having already been
strangled, he could not utter a word from his mouth, 
so he gestured with his finger to say: 'Cut off my head: 
And they slit his throat." 

Sorry, was that too much? I forget what it's like, the
first time you hear the details ... 

(PATRICK returns to the pi,ano.) 

I TOOK A TRIP O N  A TRAIN 

ANDITHOUGHTABOUTYOU 

I PASSED A SHADOWY LANE 

ANDITHOUGHTABOUTYOU 

Truth be told, I didn't know all this growing up. 
Mom wasn't Jewish, Dad wasn't religious. Other than 
weddings and funerals, we didn't do too much with 
religion. We just wanted to be French. And we are! But 
then Marcelle married who she married, their children 
became who they became, and every year they got a 
little more ... 
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(He makes some gesture to suggest whatever 
they've become, he thinks it's too much.) 

I mean, the idea that France isn't safe? France! The first 
country in Europe to emancipate its Jews? The country 
our family loved so much that, in 1870 when Germany
annexed the region where they had lived for centuries, 
they moved! Went west, to remain French, that's how 
much they loved it and it must have broken their 
hearts - because Strasbourg is fucking gorgeous. I was 
there on business actually, not too long ago. Gorgeous. 
Cobblestone streets, nice shopping - I had a little time 
to kill before my train back to Paris, so I was strolling 
around, buying a couple things, before you know it, I'm 
on Jew Street - which I assure you is a totally benign 
name you see in lots of cities here that means, "Street 
where Jews live - lived;' and out of the corner of my 
eye, I see a faded stone plaque on the side of a building: 
"In this section was the center of the medieval Jewish 
community, prior to the massacre of 1349:• 

W ho knew? Turns out 2,000 people were killed -
burned alive - during what's affectionately known as 
the Valentine's Day massacre, cause they were a little 
more humane that day, they spared the children. And 
also women they found attractive, so, that's something. 

(He pauses, still looking at the plaque.) 

Do I descend from survivors of this massacre? My family 
lived in this area for centuries, they spared the attractive 
women and, well, look at us: we're gorgeous. But no 
one ever talked about it. What would they have said? 

It was the middle of the night. She was a pretty young 
mother. She held her tiny baby to her breast as she 
watched her husband being burned alive. She thought 
she could make out his scream but so many were 
screaming, it was hard to know which was his, and to

be fair, she'd never heard him make a sound like that 
before. 

57 

START

END

PATRICK



START

MARCELLE

END



START

END

ELODIE



START

END

MOLLY



START

END

IRMA




