Leseau: Well I'm not a philosopher, but I know my mother,
and that's why I'm here. You're like people who look at my
paintings—"What does this mean, what does that mean?”
Look at it, don't ask what it means; you're not God, you
can’t tell what anything means, I'm walking down the street
before, a car pulls up beside me, a man gets out and measures
my nose, my ears, my mouth, the next thing I'm sitting in a
police station—or whatever the hell this is here—and in the
middle of Europe, the highest peak of civilization! And you
know what it means? After the Romans and the Greeks and
the Renaissance, and you know what this means?



BAYARD, to all: Now, listen. Everyone turns to his straight-
forward, certain tone. I'm going to tell you something, but
I don't want anybody quoting me. Is that understood?

They nod. He glances at the door. He turns to Le-
beau.

You hear what I said?

LEBEAU: Don’t make me out some kind of an idiot, Christ’s
sake, I know it's serious!

BAYARD, 10 the others: 1 work in the railroad yards. A thirty-
car freight train pulled in yesterday. The engineer is Polish,
so I couldn't talk to him, but one of the switchmen says he
heard people inside.

Lepuc: Inside the cars?

BAYARD: Yes. It came from Toulouse. I heard there’s been
a quiet roundup of Jews in Toulouse the last couple of
weeks. And what's a Polish engineer doing on a train in
southern France? You understand?

Lepuc: Concentration camp?

MonceAau: Why? A lot of people have been volunteering
for work in Germany. That’s no secret. They're doubling
the ration for anybody who goes.

BAYARD, quietly: The cars are locked on the outside. Slight
pause. And they stink. You can smell the stench a hundred
yards away. Babies are crying inside. You can hear them.
And women. They don’t lock volunteers in that way. I never
heard of it.



VoN BERG, in terrible mourning and anxiety: But they adore
him! My own cook, my gardeners, the people who work in
my forests, the chauffeur, the gamekeeper—they are Nazis!
I saw it coming over them, the love for this creature—my
housekeeper dreams of him in her bed, she’d serve my
breakfast like a god had slept with her; in a dream slicing my
toast! 1 saw this adoration in my own house! That, that is the
dreadful fact. Controlling himself: 1 beg your pardon, but
it disturbs me. I admire your faith; all faith to some degree is
beautiful. And when I know that yours is based on some-
thing so untrue—it's terribly disturbing, Quietly: In any case,
I cannot glory in the facts; there is no reassurance there. They
adore him, the salt of the earth, . . , Staring: Adore him.



MonNcEAu: It was an absolutely idiotic accident. I was room-
ing with another actor, a gentile. And he kept warning me
to get out. But naturally one doesn’t just give up a role like
that. But one night I let myself be influenced by him. He
pointed out that I had a number of books which were on
the forbidden list—of Communist literature—I mean things
like Sinclair Lewis, and Thomas Mann, and even a few things
by Friedrich Engels, which everybody was reading at one
time. And I decided I might as well get rid of them. So we
made bundles and I lived on the fifth floor of a walkup and
we'd take turns going down to the street and just leaving
them on benches or in doorways or anywhere at all, It was
after midnight, and 1 was just dropping a bundle into the
gutter near the Opéra, when I noticed a man standing in a
doorway watching me. At that moment I realized that I had
stamped my name and address in every one of those books.



Leseau: I don't know. Maybe it's that they keep saying
such terrible things about us, and you can't answer, And
after years and years of it, you . . . I wouldn’t say you believe
it, but . . . you do, a little, It's a funny thing—I used to say
to my mother and father just what you're saying, We could
have gone to America a month before the invasion, But |
they wouldn't leave Paris. She had this brass bed, and car-
pets, and draperies and all kinds of junk. Like him with
his Cyrano. And I told them, “You're doing just what they
want you to do!” But, see, people won't believe they can be
killed. Not them with their brass bed and their carpets and
their faces. . . .



LEBEAU:

truth can come of this atrocity, Part of knowing who we
are is knowing we are not someone else. And Jew is only the
name we give to that stranger, that agony we cannot feel,
that death we look at like a cold abstraction. Each man has
his Jew; it is the other. And the Jews have their Jews. And
now, now above all, you must see that you have yours—the
man whose death leaves you relieved that you are not him,
despite your decency. And that is why there is nothing and
will be nothing—until you face your own complicity with
this . . . your own humanity.,



