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                                                          ACCOMPLICES 

 

 

        

 

(Scene I.  Table in a restaurant.  Three students are eating dinner and discussing a movie 

they have seen) 

 

JASON: Did you see that girl waving and smiling as the trains pulled away?  And 

remember how she yelled, "Goodbye, Jews!" She was happy about the whole thing. 

LISA:  One of the scenes that got me was the line of people being herded into the 

Warsaw ghetto.  There was a little boy with glasses who looked just like my brother did when he 

was that age. 

JASON: It's like the government decided it was going to put all Presbyterians in Detroit 

and build a wall around it.  It's unbelieveable. 

LISA:  No it's not, when people in power hate enough. 

JASON: But where were the people who didn't hate, who felt sympathy for the Jews?  

Where were they? 

LISA:  What could they do?  They were powerless against the Nazis. 

JASON: No, they weren't powerless.  They couldn't overthrow them with force, but there 

are other ways. 

LISA:  What ways? (Turning to Mark, the third student)  What do you think, Mark?  You 

haven't said anything. 

MARK: I think I'm angry.  I know I'm angry. 
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LISA:  Angry?  What are you angry about?  What the Nazis did to the Jews? 

 

MARK: No, I'm angry about what the Jews are doing to the rest of us.  Them and their 

Holocaust propaganda. 

JASON: I don't believe you said that. What the hell are you talking about? 

MARK: I'm talking about a lie about six million Jews being killed when there were only a 

few hundred thousand killed.  I'm talking about a big propaganda campaign blasting the world's 

ears about the sufferings of the Jews.  What about the sufferings of the Russians and the Danish 

and the English?  They suffered in the war too! But we don't hear a big blast about that.  

LISA:  How can you say that, Mark?  The Jews were torn out of their homes, put in 

railroad cars, sent to concentration camps if they were lucky and to the gas chambers if they 

weren't. According to Professor Engle, 2/3 of the Jewish population of Europe was killed and 

you don't think it's anything for the survivors to yell about? 

MARK: Professor Callahan says the numbers are exaggerated and I believe him. 

JASON: Professor Callahan doesn't like Jews or Protestants or women - 

LISA:  Except in the kitchen or bedroom! 

MARK: A lot of people say things about him that aren't true. He's very fair and objective.  

He just understands things about history that other people don't. 

JASON: He's warped and twisted with hate, Mark.  How can you even listen to him? 

MARK: How can you not listen to him? 

LISA:  He is the voice of hatred.  A lot of people listen to him.  

MARK: He is the voice of reason that gets shouted over by emotional people. 

LISA:  Oh, the Jewish people don't have a right to be emotional. A soldier grabbed a man 
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and cut off his side curls and laughed.  The nurses and doctors in a hospital gave their patients 

shot glasses of cyanide, but the soldiers shot them anyway just to be certain. They tore families 

apart and ended lives every minute. But the Jewish people don't have a right to be emotional. 

MARK: You don't know for sure that those things really happened.  

LISA:  And you don't know for sure that they didn't. 

JASON: This kind of argument just ends in an impasse. 

LISA:  I'm not going to argue with him.  He's so convinced in his terrified reasonings that 

he's right, it won't do any good. 

JASON: I can see his point.  If you admit the existence of  evil, you have to deal with it.  If 

you admit these things did happen to the Jews, then you have to accept some responsibility for it. 

LISA:  I wasn't even alive then and I didn't live in Europe. 

JASON: But you're human and humans make choices.  You made the choice to see the 

movie and whether or not to believe it.  You make the choice about how much you want to 

know about something. 

MARK: You're both making my argument.  If you can reduce an issue to reason and logic 

then it doesn't grow to be too big to handle.  And you can remain detached enough from it to 

keep it in its proper place.  You're not doing that when you get all emotional about the Jews. 

None of us had anything to do with something that happened on a very small scale fifty years 

ago. 

JASON: You're talking like we're robots without any humanity at all! 

MARK: I'm talking about rational humanity. 

LISA:  I'm talking about people feeling responsible for each other.  We can't change the 

world, but we can do what we can for each other.  The problem with the world is that we don't 
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stick our necks out for each other. 

MARK: What does that have to do with the so-called Holocaust?  The Nazis did however 

much of it happened, we didn't. 

LISA:  On a small scale, we did.  Or I should say our mothers and fathers and 

grandmothers and grandfathers did.  

JASON: You're talking about collective guilt, the sins of the fathers, that sort of thing.  

That's kind of moralistic isn't it, Lisa? 

MARK: That's bullshit, Lisa! 

LISA:  Not really.  Let's talk about it a little.  There were lots of people in the world then 

who didn't report to Hitler or shoot a Jew, but they contributed to the murder of the Jews.  They 

were accomplices. 

JASON: Who, Lisa. 

MARK: Yeah, who Lisa? 

LISA:  Let's meet some of them. They're good people and interesting people yet they are 

accessories to murder. 

MARK: You've been reading too much Agatha Christie, Lisa. I don’t know where you get 

any time to read, though.  Studying takes up all of my time. 

JASON: And listening to Professor Callahan's lectures! 

MARK: Introduce us to your accomplices, Lisa. 

LISA:  Don't you worry, Mark.  You'll meet them some of them.  You'd need about ten 

life times to meet all of them, but you will meet some of them.  I promise. And I keep my 

promises.  Here's the first one now.  Come in Pastor Brown. 

MARK: (Disgusted) Wait a minute!  Never mind parading the German pastor in front of 
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me. Professor Callahan says that one of the favorite tactics in this propaganda war. He says that 

the Jews blame the German churches for not taking a stand against Hitler. 

JASON: They did more than not take a stand.  Many of them enthusiastically joined the 

Nazis in persecuting the Jews. 

LISA:  Pastor Brown is not a pastor from Germany.  He was an American Pastor in the 

early 1940s.  I won't say which church he led for obvious reasons. 

JASON: American?  The American churches didn't persecute the Jews.  

MARK: I see where this conversation is going, and I won't be led there, Lisa. 

LISA:  Be quiet, both of you. Pastor Brown, I want you to meet Mark and Jason. 

P BROWN: I'm pleased to meet both of you. But Lisa, I don't know why you called me here. 

LISA:  I called you here because you did nothing. 

P BROWN: I had nothing to do with what happened in Germany.  I hated the Nazis. 

LISA:  Did you speak out against them from your pulpit? Did you pray for the Jews? 

MARK: You'll have to excuse Lisa, Pastor Brown.  She thinks that one person is 

responsible for everything that goes on in the world. 

LISA:  No I don't! But I think we should take care of our own little corner of it.  Did you 

Pastor Brown? 

P BROWN: Our church participated in national days of prayer. We sent packages overseas 

and we followed all of the rationing laws here. What more could we do? 

JASON: Did you write any letters to President Roosevelt, expressing concern about the 

camps and the murders?  Did you join any other ministers to write a declaration of concern?  

P BROWN: Our congregation with the other churches in town sponsored a group of Jewish 

refugees.  We provided them with food and clothing and helped them find jobs. 
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MARK: That should be personally responsible enough, even for you Lisa. 

JASON: What happened to the Jews when the war ended, Pastor Brown? Did they all have 

jobs by then?  Maybe we could talk to some of them, Lisa. 

LISA:  Tell us what happened to them, Pastor Brown.  Tell us why we can't talk to one of 

them. 

P BROWN: Why they all went back to Europe after that war. That was part of the agreement. 

That's why they were allowed to come here in the first place. 

JASON: But Europe after the war was terrible. Full of refugees and hunger and sickness 

and death.  Why did we send them back?  

P BROWN: A few of them appealed to the government and a few of them got to stay. But 

most of them were sent back because that was the agreement. 

MARK: I changed my mind, Lisa.  I like the way this interview is going.  He is a rational 

man, not an emotional one. 

LISA:  Those refugees were here in America for three years.  They had time to settle in 

and make friends.  Then when the war was over, they were uprooted again because of an 

agreement and sent into certain chaos.  Do you know how they did in Europe, Pastor Brown?  

Did you even ask? 

P BROWN: I did my Christian duty. 

LISA:  And you didn't think you had a Jewish duty? 

JASON: It's no use, Lisa.  You can't make him see what he doesn't have the heart to see. 

MARK: The pastor has a heart and it's in the right place-with his own people. That's 

logical. 

LISA:  Thank you for letting us talk to you, Pastor Brown. Would you ask Rivka to come 
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in? 

P BROWN: Rivka?  You don't mean Rivka Levy? 

LISA:  She's Rivka Horowitz now. But yes, you probably did know her as Rivka Levy. 

P BROWN: What could you possibly ask Rivka?  She went back to Europe after the war. And 

she did marry Samuel Horowitz, after all the preaching I did to her trying to keep her from 

marrying him. 

LISA:  Why didn't you want her to marry him, Pastor Brown? 

P BROWN: She was a wonderful student in math and English, with enough promise to go to 

any university she chose.  She was musical too - sang and played the piano.  I didn't want to see 

her waste herself on marriage, especially marriage to someone who had no future. 

LISA:  Rivka, would you and Dr. Horowitz come in now? 

   (Rivka and her husband come in.  They are a distinguished looking older couple) 

SAMUEL: Hello Reverend Brown, after all of these years. 

RIVKA: (She doesn't speak to the Reverend, but nods politely) 

LISA:  (Gently) What happened to you after you returned to Europe, Rivka? 

RIVKA: I went back to my native village in Poland. There were no Jews left there.  My old 

friend Sanni tried to kill me with a pitchfork.  She said everything that happened to the village- 

the Russians and their killing - was my fault. 

LISA:  How could they blame you?  You suffered just as much as they did.  You lost 

your family and possessions. 

RIVKA: I am a Jew, so everything is my fault.     

MARK: It's called scapegoating and it's an effective way to release hostility and tensions 

on one target.  It's quite rational according to Dr. Callahan. 
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JASON: Unless you happen to be the scapegoat. 

LISA:  How did you find, Rivka, Samuel? 

SAMUEL: I searched and asked at all of the refugee camps I could reach.  Finally someone 

told me that Rivka had  gone back to Treba and I walked there to find her. 

RIVKA: He found me and brought me back to health. I was hungry and sick in both body 

and spirit.  Maybe that's when he decided to be a doctor, when I got better. (She glances 

 contemptously at Reverend Brown.) Sam, didn't have a    future, you know.  He's been a 

doctor at Cedars of Lebanon Hospital in New York for forty years.  He specialized in 

immuneology.  Maybe because there were so many sick people to learn from in the camps.  They 

put him in a camp, even though the war was over, Pastor Brown.  They called it a relocation 

camp, but in Poland, we all knew what that meant.  We just had new jailers, Russians instead of 

Germans and of course, the Poles, who still hated us.  

SAMUEL: Rivka, it happened so long ago.  We did right to forget and go on with our life 

together and we had a good one. 

RIVKA: You forget better than I do, Sam.  (Turns to Lisa) Can you bring Sanni here?  I 

want to talk to her. 

LISA: So do I.  Sanni, you can come out now. 

SANNI: (Comes on stage waving pitchfork) I came to finish the job I started those years 

ago. 

MARK: You wanted to kill her because you didn't understand her and feared her, isn't that 

right Sanni?  It wasn't anything personal. 

JASON: Did you think Rivaka and the rest of the Jews were a threat to you?  Is that why 

you tried to kill her? 
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SANNI: I am going to finish killing her.  

P BROWN: But woman, so much time has passed. What would be the point of killing her 

now? 

SANNI: I hated her then and I hate her now. 

 

 LISA:  Hatred is ageless and timeless. 

P BROWN: But you grew up together in the same village.  You went to the same school, that's 

what you told me. How can you hate someone you grew up with? 

SANNI: It's nothing personal.  I hate her because she's a Jew.  Before I got old enough to 

understand that she was a Jew, I liked her.  We went swimming together in the river one summer 

and we had picnics in the meadow behind my father's cottage.  Remember the day the bull 

chased us, Rivka? 

RIVKA: (Laughing) I remember. We ran faster than we dreamed we could! 

SAMUEL: Then you discovered that she was a Jew. 

SANNI: I didn't discover it for myself.  My Papa told me one day when I was twelve that I 

couldn't be seen with Rivka anymore.  I was getting too old to play with a Jew. People were 

muttering. So I started to hate her and one day when Jascka looked at her instead of me, I ran at 

her with my pitchfork.  This same one!  Like this! (She runs at Rivka with the pitchfork. 

 Reverend Brown jumps at Sanni and grabs the fork, but gets stabbed in the arm in the 

struggle) 

LISA:  You got involved, Reverend Brown! I guess it's better late than never!  (She picks 

up her napkin and puts it on Reverend Brown's arm) 

RIVKA: Now the man with no future will stop your arm from bleeding, Pastor Brown. Or 
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will you, Samuel?  You don't need to get involved. 

SAMUEL: (Rips off a corner of the tablecloth and applies it to the wound) There's a lot of 

blood but the pitchfork didn't hit an artery.  You'll be all right, Pastor Brown. 

P BROWN: Remember what I taught you about forgiveness, Rivka? 

RIVKA: There has to be a wrong before there can be forgiveness and you said you did no 

wrong. 

P BROWN: I see that I lacked understanding and forsight. Samuel did have a future and we 

did send you two back into hell after we rescued you from it. 

JASON: That is crueler than to send a person to hell permanently. 

MARK: But this isn't rational. For every pastor or minister or priest who didn't get 

involved, you can find one who did.  There was Dietrich Bonhoeffer who was German and was 

killed in a concentration camp and he was just one of thousands. So why attach involvement to 

survival. It's more a matter of chance. 

LISA:  It's a matter of chance and choice, Mark.  If you have a chance to get involved, 

you have to make a choice. It's strictly up to you. 

SANNI: (Still wielding the pitchfork) I have made my choice. I will kill you, Rivka.  (She 

lunges at Rivka again. This time Jason comes to her rescue.  He wrestles the pitchfork from 

Sanni and pins her arms behind her back.  He throws the pitchfork at Mark.)  

JASON: You have to get involved enough to duck, Mark! 

(Mark grabs the pitchfork.) 

P BROWN: I'm going to get Dr. Holmes to bandage this for me. You remember him, don't you 

Rivka?  You surely must remember him, Samuel.  

SAMUEL: Of course I remember him.  He was the one who told me I did have a future even 
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if it had to begin in Poland in the DP camps and age old hatred of the Jews. He made me want to 

heal instead of hurt the way I'd been hurt. I'll come with you, Pastor Brown. 

RIVKA: I want to talk to you Pastor Brown, so I'll come too.(Rivka and Samuel lead 

Pastor Brown off stage. Sanni stands and watches them go.) 

LISA:  What's going to happen to you, Sanni? 

SANNI: I want my pitchfork back. I'm going to throw it at other Jews.  And if words and 

thoughts can kill Rivka,  I will still kill her. 

MARK: (Throws back pitchfork and Sanni catches it) That makes no sense, Sanni.  You 

would be better off to lead your own life and forget about Rivka. As long as you want to kill her 

she has power over you. 

SANNI: I can't stand the thought of her being alive in the same world as I am, breathing 

the same air, enjoying the same life, being happy with Samuel. 

LISA:  You can't forgive her for being, can you? 

SANNI: I will kill her and even that is not enough.  I have to purge her from my thoughts 

and memories before I will be happy. 

LISA:  You can't do that, Sanni.  You know her. Once you know a person you can't undo 

the knowing. 

SANNI:   I can seize her life in my hands and let my hatred shape it. That will ease the 

knowing. 

JASON: Go back to your village and get a life, Sanni. 

SANNI: My new life beings here with death.  (She aims the pitchfork at Lisa)  Will you 

send me back? 

LISA:  Only if you want to go. 
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SANNI: I too, have a choice? 

LISA:  You too, have a choice, Sanni. 

SANNI: (She puts down the pitchfork.)  There is Alexander and our lying together. And 

our children.  Alexander's love is warmer than Samuel's could have been.  

LISA:  Isn't life a better revenge than death, Sanni? 

SANNI:: I'm going home.  (She picks up the pitchfork and turns and walks about halfway 

to the exit, then whirls around and throws the pitchfork at Lisa.  Lisa catches it.)  

SANNI: Get involved how you can or you're an accomplice!   

(She exits and shouts from offstage)  I'm coming, Alexander. 

JASON: (Picks up a bread stick) Whew, this was some evening after some dinner after 

some movie. 

MARK: I'm going to tell Doctor Callahan about this.  (He starts to get up.) 

LISA:  Sit down, Mark! The evening isn't over yet.  We have to talk to the politicians yet. 

And we can't forget Kasper. He hid a Jewish family for several years in his barn.  And Father 

Wiesnewski. We have to talk to Father Wiesnewski. Sit down, Mark. Don't you dare get up 

,Jason. ( She flourishes the pitchfork.) 

JASON: I'm not that daring. 

MARK: Don't shoot.  I'm sitting down. 

LISA: (Keeps the pitchfork aimed at them.) Kasper's next.   You'll enjoy what he has to say.  

Come on out Kasper and rescue me from these two. 

  (Mark and Jason keep arguing. Lisa watches the entrance, but no one appears.) 

LISA:  Kasper, it's your turn.  Come out now and drown out these two.     

(A tall, thin man, leaning heavily on a cane. limps out on the stage.  He walks over to Lisa and 
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falls on his knees in front of her. 

LENNY: I'm not Kasper.  I'm sorry, I'm sorry, but I'm Lenny.  I'm not Kasper.  Who is this 

Kasper? 

 MARK: Who is this Lenny? 

LENNY: I'm sorry.  I thought you called me, but you're looking for Kasper instead.  I'm 

leaving right now. 

LISA:  Come and sit with us, Lenny.  You sound like you have a story to tell? 

LENNY: What do you mean? I didn't tell stories on anyone. I didn't even tell on Otto when 

he didn't listen to his grandmother. 

LISA:  What are you talking about Lenny?  Sit down and tell us. 

LENNY: (Sitting down and leaning the cane on the pitch fork.) It was Saturday night a long 

time ago when grandmothers still made apple pies, Otto’s grandmother took one fresh from the 

oven and sent it home with him. 

MARK: What has this got to do... 

LISA:  Listen, Mark.  You might be surprised. Go on, Lenny. 

LENNY: Otto met me on the corner of Holmes Street and he told me what he was gonna 

do.  I tried to talk him out of it, but I couldn't. 

LISA:  What was he planning to do? 

LENNY: He was going to go across the dam. 

JASON: What does that mean, Lenny? 

MARK: What the hell does that mean, Lenny? 

LENNY: That means he was going to do something daring for an eleven year old kid.  I 

thought he was the bravest kid I ever knew.  But I also knew it was stupid.  He was going to walk 
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across the dam with the pie.   

JASON: What dam? 

LENNY: The dam over the river.    

LISA:  How could Otto walk across the dam, Lenny? 

LENNY: There was a concrete walk across the top of the spill way that workmen used. But 

they knew that it was slippery, so they wore boots and were careful. 

JASON: I get the picture. Otto wasn't so careful. 

LENNY: He was careful, all right.  But lichen grew over all over the concrete in the 

summer and the spray from the spill way kept it moist and slippery.  Otto got about halfway 

across, and then he slipped.  I watched that pie go sailing through the air and I watched Otto sail 

after it.  I just stood there and stared.  I didn't even run to get help, until it was too late.  I just 

stood and watched him bob up and down in that bubbly water. Then finally he went under and I 

didn't see him anymore. 

LISA:  But Lenny, what does that have to do... 

LENNY: I'm a Jew Lisa.  I knew to keep my mouth shut, but it hurt me and it surely hurt 

my friend Otto. 

MARK: True confessions are good for the soul, Lenny, but- 

LENNY: I was the only Jew in my company in the army.  We shipped out early in 1942. By 

then, I had learned to keep my mouth shut real well.  I even kept it shut when the sergeant got 

my buddy killed and me hurt, just because we were Jews.  I helped him kill Max and fix my leg 

up for me.  (He picks up the cane again and shakes it.  I helped the sergeant kill Max and hurt 

me.  We Jews all help when we don't fight back. 

LISA:  But some Jews did fight back, Lenny. There was a special unit in the U.S. Army 
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made up mostly of German Jews who fought with special ferocity against the Nazis. The German 

war machine was just too powerful for the Jews alone to defeat.  It took the combined forces of 

most of the countries in the world to do that. 

LENNY: Then there was my grandfather who wrote to us from Berlin:  "This is the 

twentieth century after all.  They're not going to kill us."   If that sergeant was here now, I'd--- 

LISA:  He is here now.  Come over and sit down- 

MARK: Professor Callahan?! 

(A short, white haired man strides on stage.  He nods at Mark.) 

CALLAHAN: Good evening Mr. Murphy. 

MARK: And all of this time I've just called you Professor when I could have called you 

Sergeant Callahan.  

LENNY: (Salutes ) Hi, Sarge. 

CALLAHAN: I see you still haven't learned any respect after all of these years. 

LENNY: The war's over.  You're lucky I saluted. 

CALLAHAN: I gather you're not afraid of me anymore, Lenny. 

LENNY: (Pointing at his leg) This cured me of being afraid of you. 

CALLAHAN: Ah, now you're angry and you want to get even. Isn't that how you feel, Lenny? 

LENNY: (Lunging at Professor Callahan and hitting him with the crutch) This is for Max! 

CALLAHAN: Max was running away and I merely tried to stop him. It was my military duty. 

LENNY: You killed him and I want to kill you. 

CALLAHAN: But you won't, because you're a civilized Jew. 

LENNY: More civilized than you are! 

CALLAHAN: If that is so, why have you Jews managed to incur the hatred of people throughout 
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the centuries, from Russians to Poles to Germans to Irish ad infinitum? 

LENNY: Because you Gentiles have always been jealous of us. You've always wanted to 

rob us of our possessions and our lives.  You can't have them! I won't give anything of mine to 

you willingly. 

CALLAHAN: You have already given me your anger.  I won Lenny! I use your anger as a 

weapon against you, just as I once used a gun against you and Max. 

LENNY: Then you admit you did it. 

CALLAHAN: Of course I did it. Doesn't that make you more angry? 

LENNY: (Grabs the pitchfork and goes after Callahan) 

MARK: (Gets between Lenny and Callahan and grabs the pitchfork) Stop it you two.  

There has to be a rational way to solve this.  Tell him the way to solve this  

 Sergeant Callahan. 

CALLAHAN: The way to solve this is for Lenny is for me to finish what I started all of those 

years ago. 

MARK: Killing isn't rational. 

CALLAHAN: It is when you’re making room in the world for the fittest. 

JASON: (Horrified) You're a Nazi. 

CALLAHAN: No, just a rational man. 

JASON: A man without a conscience or heart. 

LISA:  Rationality doesn't allow much room for conscience or heart. 

MARK: Professor Callahan has a heart.  He cares about the people who are worthy of his 

caring. 

LISA:  And who are those people?  Hitler? Stalin?  Attila the Hun?   
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LENNY: We've done enough talking. We have to settle this, the sarge and me.  The rest of 

you leave us alone. And give me that pitchfork!  ( He grabs the pitchfork from Mark and pins 

Callahan up against the wall with it) 

CALLAHAN: You’re taking up for yourself admirably, Lenny.  It's too bad you didn't start 

doing that a lot sooner. 

LENNY: You had no call to kill Max.  I'm going to run you through with this pitch fork for 

Max and for my leg. 

CALLAHAN: Valor comes late in the game! 

LENNY: Quit using your big words to make fun of me, Sarge.  I'm going to kill you. It's 

like you say, the survival of the fittest and I have the pitchfork. 

CALLAHAN: I'm not worried.  You don't have the guts to use it. 

LENNY: (Pushes him closer to the wall) Just think of how those sharp points will feel 

going into your soft throat, Sarge.  Even you have a soft throat, Sarge. 

CALLAHAN: You won't do it, Lenny.  You aren't rational enough to kill.  You don't have it in 

you to push that fork through my throat. 

LENNY: (Grits his teeth and pulls back his arm.) 

MARK: No, don't do it. Make him stop, Professor. 

CALLAHAN: Don't worry, Mark.  He won't do it.  He can't do it. 

LENNY: I'll do it. (He tightens his fingers on the pitchfork) 

LISA:  Stop playing with him Professor Callahan. You're twisting his feelings to suit 

your own purposes. 

CALLAHAN: That's rationality. 

LISA:  That's immorality. 
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MARK: Morality is just a tool that irrational, emotional people use to -- 

LISA:  Just shut up, Mark.  Your words are as empty as your mind. 

LENNY: Both of you, please be quiet.  Thanks for trying to help me, Lisa, but I have to 

defend myself against him.  You can't do it for me. I have to stand up against him alone. I have 

to stand on my own two feet. Until I can do that, I am an accomplice too. Then you can stand 

beside me, after I stand up first by myself. 

 LISA:  It takes more strength not to kill. 

LENNY: I know that young woman.  I just want to see if I have that strength. 

CALLAHAN: And do you, Jew?  Or are you going to exact a toll of one for the Holocaust? And 

one for the leg? 

LENNY: (Throws the pitchfork and it sticks in the wall) I’m going to let you drown in your 

own lies. That will be a worse punishment that being stabbed with a pitchfork. Being stabbed 

with the truth is so much worse. 

CALLAHAN: Who's going to stab me with the truth? 

LENNY: The very people you lied to.  Wait and see, Sarge. 

CALLAHAN: I'll wait but I won't see, Lenny.  Because there will be nothing to see or hear. 

LISA:  Professor Callahan, Mark, Lenny, Jason, I want you to meet Sylvia and Eddie.  

They are from New York, but came here for a special visit. 

(An ordinary looking young couple comes out on stage) 

LISA: Sit down.  We just want to talk to you for a few minutes. Have a soda or some coffee 

with us.   (Everyone sits down) 

EDDIE:   No thanks. How about you Sylvia? 

SYLVIA: I'd like some coffee with cream, please. 
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LISA:  (Passing the coffee and creamer) What do you have to tell us? 

SYLVIA: I came to tell Professor Callahan that he's wrong. 

CALLAHAN: Who are you, young woman? 

SYLVIA: I was in one of your history classes a few years ago. 

CALLAHAN: Forgive me if I don't remember you, er...Sylvia. 

SYLVIA: You're forgiven for that.  What I can't forgive you for is the lies you taught me 

and the rest of the people in the class. 

CALLAHAN: I taught you no lies. 

SYLVIA: You taught us that there was no Holocaust, that only a few hundred thousand 

Jews were murdered, and their murders were normal casualties of war.   

CALLAHAN :That is the truth. 

SYLVIA: My grandfather and grandmother and uncles and aunts and cousins were all killed 

at Auschwitz. My father couldn't talk about it to anyone, not even my mother.  I probably never 

would have known about them until one day I was telling my father about your history class.  He 

started crying and cried without stopping for a long time.  Finally, he got out their pictures and 

told me some of their stories. His cousin and his cousin's wife were on the St. Louis.  

CALLAHAN: An illegal ship that no legitimate government, justifiably so, wanted to admit to 

its territorial waters. 

LISA:  A refugee ship that many countries, including the United States, refused to allow 

to land.  The Nazis had already robbed them of their property   and money and forced them to 

pay to leave Germany and their return passage in case of complications. 

SYLVIA: England, Holland, France, and Belgium were a few of the countries who took in 

some of the refugees.  Only about half of them survived the war.  My father's cousin and his wife 
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didn't. 

CALLAHAN:  Unfortunately, those things happened a lot during the War. 

 

SYLVIA: My grandmother had a sister. The sister did survive along with my father.  I 

visited her sister. Her name is Sarah.  She told me that while they were in Auschwitz, one of the 

Nazis gave her the job of sorting out the clothes of the women who had already been gassed.  

One day she came upon a ring that she had given my grandmother and a lock of my 

grandmother's hair in the pocket of one of the coarse prison dresses.  She knew my grandmother 

had been gassed and she vowed to survive to tell the story.  She did.  She told my father and she 

told me.  I'm going to tell my children. 

EDDIE: Aw, Syl, are you sure you want to do that? 

SYLVIA: I told you, Eddie. This is important to me and to my heritage.  My mother didn't 

really understand because she wasn't Jewish. I know you're not Jewish either, but if you really 

love me you'll try to understand. If you want children with me, you'll try to understand. 

EDDIE: Okay, Syl. I'll try to understand. 

CALLAHAN: You're letting yourself be misled by lies. 

EDDIE: I love my wife and I'm willing to listen to her. If she says this happened to her 

relatives, I believe her. And you'd better not old man Shapiro hear you call him a liar or he'll take 

that pitchfork to you! 

CALLAHAN: The pitchfork and I have already met.  

SYLVIA: Professor Callahan my father said something that convinced me he was telling the 

absolute truth.  Do you know what that was? 

EDDIE: Sylvie, he couldn't know.  He's never met your father. 
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SYLVIA: He's never met my father, but he denies the reality of his experiences.  My father 

said to me, Sylvie, I wish it was a lie or an exaggeration.  If that were so, I'd have my family.  

My father and mother would have been with me for all of those years.  Maybe they'd still be 

here, and you would have known them too.  I wish it had been a hoax! 

MARK: Are you sure your father didn't - no of course, he didn’t. That's not even a rational 

question. 

LISA:  You'd better rethink your unquestioning faith in Professor Callahan, Mark. 

MARK: It's not faith.  It's rationality.  Who was that man you said was an example for 

everyone having to make a choice between cooperating or resisting, Professor. 

CALLAHAN: You mean Kasper.  Lenny came out instead of him. 

LISA:  I can call him again.  Are you through with the Professor, Lenny? 

LENNY: I am finally finished with him.  (Waves his crutch in the air)  Now, I can heal. 

LISA:  Kasper, you can come out now.  (An old man with a long white beard comes over 

to the table and sits now.  He nods hello to everybody.) 

KASPER: You called me, young woman? 

LISA:  Yes, Kasper, I did.  Will you tell these people your story? 

KASPER: There isn't that much to tell. 

LISA:  Tell them what there is of it, then. 

KASPER: I had a farm in Poland.  I inherited it from my father. When the Germans came the 

Jews from the cities tried to hide.  A man and his wife and two children asked if they could hide 

in my barn. I let them. 

JASON: A barn couldn't have been that good of a hiding place if the hunters were that 

determined. 
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KASPER: I had a cellar underneath the horse stalls that nobody could find without knowing 

where the handles to the doors were. And who would want to search under piles of 

 manure? 

MARK: You've got a point there.  That's rational! 

LENNY: You were a righteous Gentile, then. 

KASPER: (Holding up his hand) Let me finish my story before you give me any 

compliments.  The Jew paid me for the hiding place, paid me well.  And I charged extra for the 

food he and his family ate. 

CALLAHAN: That's a rational human transaction.  You give and you receive in proportion to 

what you give. The basis for capitalism, I believe. 

SYLVIA: Then you just hid them for the money.  Not because they were in danger or you 

cared about them as people. 

KASPER: I came to care about them as people.  The man, Jacob was his name, was educated 

at Prague. He taught literature and French at the University of Prague until the Nazis declared his 

occupation non-essential. 

JASON: What can be more essential than education? 

CALLAHAN: You assuming that the Nazi interpretation of education was cultivating the mind 

instead of propaganda for its own cause. Education is a subjective definition like most other 

definitions, Jason. 

MARK: If that's true Professor Callahan, why even pretend that scholarship is objective? 

CALLAHAN: Scholars need their illusions just as religious people do. 

KASPER: I liked Jacob's wife, too.  Her name was Lisel and she could sew and embroider 

beautifully.  She did a lot of sewing for my wife and other women in the village.  She earned 



 

 

25 

much of their food money that way. 

LISA: You said they had children, too. 

KASPER: Yes, they had two children, Timothy and Peter. The boys were about eleven and 

twelve. They liked soccer and played on the village team with the other boys.  They scored many 

points. 

LISA: These were good people, Kasper. Did the people in your village see this and accept them? 

KASPER: Some of them did, but others hated them because they were Jews.  I always 

expected someone to denounce them to the Nazis. 

LISA:  Why would they want to do that?  They weren't hurting anyone and they were 

contributing to everyone's lives. 

KASPER: They weren't really part of us. They were Jews. And many people blamed them 

for the war and the hunger and the hard times. 

LISA:  Hatred has many faces and many moods. 

CALLAHAN: It motivates people.  It's cold and cutting and rational. 

LISA:  It's the best accomplice, isn't it Professor? 

CALLAHAN: One of the best, along with indifference and rationalization. 

 JASON: And emotion.  Hatred is an emotion. 

CALLAHAN: A rational one, directed and with a purpose. Tell me, Kasper, what did the hatred 

of the villagers for the Jews you were hiding finally accomplish? 

KASPER: Someone told the Nazis where to find their hiding place. The Nazis came for them 

and transported them to one of the camps. 

LISA:  Did you do it, Kasper? 

KASPER: I didn't, but it had to be someone I knew well, because only they would know the 
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hiding place. 

MARK: But boys who liked to play soccer.  How could they hurt the Germans? 

LISA:  I don't need to tell you that Mark is a soccer player, Kasper. 

KASPER: They were Jews. 

MARK: But they were boys first. 

LISA:  A breakthrough!  You just did it, Mark. You saw them as people first. That is the 

first step away from hatred. Are you sure you want to keep walking? 

CALLAHAN: Mark! 

MARK: (Looking confused.) I'm sorry, Professor, but they were boys. 

KASPER: Don't get excited yet, Professor. Let me tell you about the Christmas celebration 

for the Jewish family before the Nazis came to take them away. I can still see it.. 

(Setting is in a stable.  Straw. A manger.  Cardboard animals.  The restaurant table is off to one 

side so the people sitting there can see the stable scene.  The same people are sitting around the 

table:  Sylvia, Eddie, Professor Callahan, Mark, Lisa, Jason, Lenny and Kasper). 

CALLAHAN: (Chuckling) One of the main rules of hatred. Enforce your customs on others 

while burying theirs.  This ought to be good. 

LISA:  But Father Wisnewski meant well. He just didn't know that Jews don't celebrate 

Christmas. 

CALLAHAN: Ignorance is another accomplice of hatred. 

KASPER: Father Wisnewski meant to help the villagers live an example of Christian love.  

He insisted that they were going to give the Jews a Christmas gift. 

MARK: Timothy and Peter, too? 

KASPER: The Jewish children, too.  This is what happened.  Father Wisnewski announced it 
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in church that Sunday morning before Christmas.  They were all to come to Kasper's stable on 

Christmas Eve. 

JASON: Did they? 

KASPER: Most of them did. They were afraid to disobey Father Wisnewski, being the 

symbol of God that he was. And some of them were curious. Father Wisnewski told them..  

Well, let him speak for himself. Father, what did you tell them? 

 (Father Wisnewski comes on stage, leading a group of villagers carrying armloads of gifts. 

Sanni is among them.  They put the gifts under the manger and stare at it.  Joseph and his wife 

Lisel, and the two boys Timothy and Peter, sit by the manger. Most of the people ignore them.  

One woman spits at their feet) 

FATHER W: The Christ Child is indeed born tonight.  He shines in the manger.  I see the 

Virgin Mary covering him snugly against the cold in the stable. 

KASPER:: I don't see anything except an empty manger with gifts under it. (He shivers)  And 

it is cold in here. 

FATHER W: Look at the scene with eyes of love, Kasper.. What do you see? 

KASPER: I see an empty manger and I'm still cold. 

FATHER W: (Holding up his crucifix) God Bless this manager and this Jewish family who 

lives here in the stable. Keep them safe and warm. 

PEOPLE: (A few voices say Amen) 

FATHER W: Now it is time for the gifts.  Open them and give them to Joseph and Lisel and 

Peter and Timothy. When you do, you give them to the Christ child and The Holy Mother. 

(An old woman darts to the pile and puts a package on it.  She quickly exits) 

TIMOTHY: (Loudly) Mama, why do they give us these gifts? Why aren't there candles and a 
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menorah? 

PETER: Mama, why does that priest wave the cross at us? 

KASPER:: Father Wisnewski, I told you they were pagans. They don't even know who Christ 

is. 

TIMOTHY: I know who he was.  He was a prophet of God. 

LISEL:: He is God's son. You blaspheme, you Jew!  (She throws her gift at him and 

leaves) 

FATHER W: The Jews are not pagans or blasphemers. They don't understand.  You need to 

show God's son to them by showing them love.  Then they will understand. 

(The rest of the people take the gifts from under the manger and give them to the Jewish family.  

Most of them leave, but a few stand by Father Wisnewski.) 

FATHER W: In the name of the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit. 

TIMOTHY: Mama, -- 

KASPER: (Puts his hand over Timothy’s mouth) Shhh! This is the wrong time for questions 

or being too Jewish, Timothy. Accept what they are giving you..  They are giving from the heart. 

TIMOTHY: We thank you for your gifts. 

FATHER W: And I think Kasper has a bottle of wine that his wife made, don't you Kasper? 

KASPER: The best of September's sun-kissed grapes. 

FATHER W: We can taste it. 

KASPER: We can sip it.  We can drink it! (He takes a bottle of wine from under the manger 

and opens it.  He pours some in a glass which is under the manager and passes the glass to the 

Jewish family.  Each takes a sip and passes it to Father Wisnewski who takes a sip.  Then Father 

Wisnewski passes the bottle of wine to Kasper. ) 
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FATHER W: Cecila outdid herself this time, Kasper. . Tell her it is delicious wine without the 

blessing. And with it, beyond compare! 

PETER: (Starts to say something, but Lisel  quickly puts her hand over his mouth) 

FATHER W: This is not a time for delicacy, Lisel.   Let Peter speak. 

LISEL:(Taking her hand off Peter's mouth) Speak thoughtfully, Peter. 

KASPER: Please God, Peter will speak carefully. 

PETER: I was just going to ask Father Wisnewski if there were any cookies to go with the 

wine! 

FATHER W: There are! (He hands Peter and Timothy some cookies.  Then he passes them to 

the other people who are there. Everyone is eating and talking. Suddenly there are loud shouts, 

stomping feet, and a dog barking.  Three German soldiers and a dog burst into the stable. Lisel 

and some of the other women scream. Lisel grabs Peter and Timothy and shoves them behind 

her.  Kasper springs to his feet and stands next to Father Wisnewski.) 

FATHER W: (Holding the cru fix in front of him. He says calmly)  Peace be with you my 

friends. 

(The soldiers advance, pointing guns at the group) 

SOLDIER: Jews, come with us! 

 KASPER:   I and my family are not Jews! . We live here in the village.  We are not Jews! 

SOLDIER: You are here in the stable with the Jews! You are drinking and eating with the 

Jews. Yet you say you are not Jews? 

KASPER: Father Wisnewski forced us to do this! 

SOLDIER: You are here with them, therefore, you are Jews. Enough of this talk.  Come with 

us.  (Motions with the gun. Nobody moves. ) 
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SOLDIER: (To the dog) Claus, convince them to accompany us! 

CLAUS: (Barks fiercely) 

PETER: Claus, is that you?  Come over here and I'll give you a piece of cookie.  

TIMOTHY: Claus, let's go for a walk. We'll go down by the river where you like to roll over 

in the snow. 

CLAUS: (Stops barking and goes over and licks the hands of the boys.  He wags his tail 

and sits contentedly by their feet) 

FATHER W: So much for the fierce guard dog! But how did you boys do that? 

PETER: Claus lives here with Kasper and his family.  He barks a lot but he doesn't hurt 

anybody.  The soldiers must have thought he would help them, but they don't know Claus like 

we do. 

SOLDIER: (Firing gun at the wall) Come, Jews, or the next bullet will hit you. 

JOSEPH: They are not all Jews.  Me and my wife and boys are the only Jews here.  Claus 

isn't a Jew, either.  He just likes to play ball with the boys. (The boys throw a ball and Claus 

races after it) 

KASPER: See what I mean? 

SOLDIER: Come with us. Raus! 

(Joseph guides Liesl and the boys to the soldiers. Claus follows.) 

PETER: Go home, Claus.  You can't come with us.  It's too dangerous. 

TIMOTHY: We'll play ball with you when we come back, Claus. 

SOLDIER: Raus! (He pushes the Jewish family off stage. Claus follows) 

PETER: Please call him Kasper so he won't come with us. 

KASPER: Come, Claus. 
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(Claus keeps following Peter and Timothy) 

KASPER: Not only do I lose good tenants, but I lose my best farm dog. 

FATHER W: Let's see where they are taking them. 

KASPER: I know where they are taking them. 

FATHER W: I will follow them with my crucifix. It will protect them.  (He follows and the 

people follow him offstage.   Kasper walks over to the table and sits down) 

KASPER: It didn't protect them.  They went off in a transport and were never seen again. 

MARK: What happened to Claus? 

KASPER: The Germans took Claus, too.  They must have thought he was a Jewish 

collaborator. 

MARK: But that's ridiculous! 

LISA:  Isn't hatred, Mark? Ridiculous instead of rational? 

CALLAHAN: Mark! 

MARK: I don't know, Lisa. 

LISA:  We're making progress.  At least you admit you're having doubts. 

MARK: But how did the Germans know that Joseph and his family were in the stable? 

KASPER: As I told you, someone in my family or in the village told them.  It had to be that 

way.  No one else knew of the hiding place. 

JASON: Who would have told? 

KASPER: Almost everyone in the village! 

LISA:  But it wasn't everyone in the village. 

KASPER: No, it was just one person.  A girl who should have known better because her best 

friend of many years was a Jewess. 



 

 

32 

MARK: You don't mean-- 

SANNI: (Rushes on stage and grabs the pitchfork before anyone can take it away from her. 

She faces the audience with it pointing at them) I turned in the Jews and I'd do it again! Even 

today! 

JASON: Why do you hate them so much? 

LISA:  I think Rivka is the best person to ask Sanni that question, Jason.  Rivka, come 

out here for a minute. 

RIVKA: (Comes on stage) I've asked her that before but she won't tell me. 

MARK: Either she won't or she can't because there is no reason. 

SANNI: (Whirling around and pointing the pitchfork at him) Stop it right now or I'll run 

you through! There is a reason! 

RIVKA: What is the reason, Sanni?  We had such fun together here in the village when we 

were growing up.  Why did you turn in the Jewish family when you know we are people just like 

you?  

SANNI: You aren't people. You are things. You don't think and feel and dream and laugh 

and cry like people do! 

MARK: But that's not true. Peter and Timothy laughed and cried and they loved Claus.  

They were people and the soldiers took them away and put them on a train.  The train took them 

away to be gassed. 

SANNI: I hate them.  I'm glad they were gassed. 

RIVKA: Sanni, remember the time you stepped in that deep hole when we were washing 

our clothes in the river?  I threw one of my sheets to you and pulled you ashore. Do you 

 remember, Sanni? 
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SANNI: I remember.  I tried to forget, but I remember. 

RIVKA: I could have let you drown, Sanni. 

SANNI: (Throwing down the pitchfork and running over to Rivka. She throws her arms 

around Rivka) I wish you would have let me drown, Rivka! I was your friend, but Papa wouldn't 

let me be any longer.  I didn't stand up to him. I wish you   would have let me drown, Rivka!  

MARK: She hated herself,and she hated the person who made her feel that way. 

CALLAHAN: You finally see the beauty of it, Mark. Hatred feeds on itself and destroys the 

person who feels it and the person hated. It's so logical. I love it! 

MARK: It's not logical. It's tragic for the harm it causes to people. 

CALLAHAN: People do it to themselves.  Once they realize the logic of hatred, they use it as a 

weapon. 

MARK: That's my point, Professor. They use it as a weapon against themselves and 

against other people.  They produce the Holocaust. They are the accomplices that cause the event 

without even pulling a trigger. And they produce people like you who deny the stupidity and 

power of hatred and the harm that it does to people. 

CALLAHAN: This is sad, Mark. You are starting to think like them. 

MARK: I am starting to think, Professor.  I am finally starting to think. 

LISA:  (Touches his arm) I'm proud of you, Mark. 

MARK: You are? (He leans closer to her) I'll keep working at thinking, Lisa. 

JASON: I think I have a rival. 

LISA:  But where does that leave you Rivka and Sanni? 

RIVKA: Are you sorry for turning in the Jews, Sanni?  Are you sorry you were an 

accomplice? 
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SANNI: I'm sorry because it ruined our friendship. But as for the rest of the Jews, I don't 

care about them.  

RIVKA: I hope you mean until you know them as people and understand more about 

hatred and human responsibility. 

SANNI: I mean as a matter of leading a safe life and survival. 

RIVKA: Sanni, you're not human.  How can you not do something when people are being 

hurt or murdered?  Maybe if everyone had worked together to hide Jews and protect and save 

them, the Holocaust couldn't have happened. 

SANNI: I am sorry for the way I acted toward you, Rivka, but I am sorry for nothing else.  

And how do you know you wouldn't have turned in the Jews?  If the Germans had given you a 

choice between them or your family, how do you know you wouldn't have chosen your family?  

(She picks up the pitchfork and walks to the edge of the stage and points the pitchfork at the 

audience.) Think about it. Do you know what you'd do, who you would choose?  Think about it. 

Would you be an accomplice?  Are you an accomplice? 

 

                              (CURTAIN) 

 


