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Of course, I survived, and why? Papa. Right from the 
start, I was 154982, he was 154983, and that's how it 
was dit eoholc time, ate.up ltC aw zight lski1 i m11 
I wouldn't have made it otherwise, because Papa was 
an optimist. He was a natural born salesman. Not like 
nrc. l\n a pessimist i8 at Paps al,, Ill) o o•8' 11iia111111:izJ 

That first winter, he said, "don't worry, we'll be home 
for Christmas." But December came and went, we were 
still in Poland, that year and the next. Then spring 
came, 1945, we were liberated, by Christmas we were

back in Paris - and my father turned to me with a big 
grin and said, "See. I told you we'd be home." 

Then Papa wanted me to come work with him. He 
didn't understand my resistence. I couldn't tell him, 
each night before bed, I heard my mother's voice, 
calling out from wherever people go when they're 
gone: "Forget the pianos. Learn something you can 
do anywhere. Study, Pierre. Study engineering. That's 
right:' 

I didn't know what to do. But in the end, I went with 
Papa. There's no good reason. I just wanted to be near 
him. Because once Grandfather Adolphe died, I was all 
he had and he was all I had." rd mo wore togoilier like 
eltat aacM !:½tc du; I mmziul 3 ea, �••liM11:Wi11P I wwt

&om ottC optimiet'o 1,cn II h on.otlaos, wd that was 
8111111 we mo I noodod that 

Because after '45, no one wanted to hear about the 
war. But at the store, I could keep them all alive. 
I could hang a picture of Colette, presenting flowers to 
tiw P1Hii1• 11tFeoroo, Olbort I obram Ard Jrll know 
something? No one has ever looked at the photo and 
asked, "where's your sister?" 

1i'11111 lin boor deed wore tbw fif\11 Jrears I bave )sept 
the store going all this time, longer than anyone who 
came before me. And once again, Papa has saved my 
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I would have felt very alone. Instead, I go to work each 
day, I see the pianos, the old advertisements, I see our 
name on the door, and I know they are with me. And 
I go on. 

Stay together. Stay with your parents. You have to. In 
._L - --- .:, ;+ �-••~,1 -•• 1!.£'_ 

(Beat.) 

MARCELLE. Papa. 

PIERRE. It's alright, sweetheart. 
- . .. ... 11 

·- • .A.J_ .. ...... .... TJ 
-

right thing to do was, I... Do you think we - am I a 
coward? 

PIERRE. No. No. 

You have to trust your instincts, that's all you have. 
If your instincts tell you time to go, it's time to go. 

J 

DANIEL. Yes. 

(PIERRE touches DANIEL. He talces a long 
moment to thinlc. Then he loolcs itp at him.) 

PIERRE. Daniel. You're a thinking person: why do they 
hate US( 

DANIEL. I don't know, Grandpa. 

(There's a long beat, as they all sit: there, 
1n#,; __ , 1•1.,, ''"? ,• • loo,n,n•) 

Cause we're different? 
We're not like them? 

And we don't wanL to be like them ... 
And tney cton·t unocrs1,anu wny ... 
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