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MARIANNE: 

She’s not worthy, Olympe. She doesn’t belong with us. She is not a revolutionist. 
 

CHARLOTTE: 
Yeah, what’s her declaration? “We hold these jewels to self-evident.”  
 

MARIE: 
Well they are. Did you say declaration? Like the Americans? They do great declarations. 
I know Thomas Jefferson if you want any advice. He’d like you.  
  (to Marianne) 
Actually he’d like you.   
 

MARIANNE: 
I feel like that should make me really mad. You need to go.  
 

OLYMPE: 
Wait – What if she could help us? 
 

MARIANNE: 
Help us? Help us? No. 
 

MARIE: 
I mean sometimes a revolution needs a woman’s touch.  
 

CHARLOTTE: 
Or you know… stabstab.  
 

MARIANNE: 
It does need a woman’s touch, but that is not a soft thing, Citizen Cake.  
 

MARIE: 
  (showing her dominatrix side) 
Oh. I know it’s not. Not at night, not in secret, not when you’re a tall, red-haired 
American diplomat in my goddamn country. Then it’s is a hard hand that knows your 
every weakness, and is firm and red and shuts you up and makes you sit and you better 
do what it says or else you’re damn right they’ll be a revolution.  
 
   (Pause. The others are surprised and impressed.) 
 

MARIANNE:   OLYMPE:   CHARLOTTE: 
I mean…   Yeah I really like her.  She is kinda awesome. 
 

MARIE: 
Question. Are there snacks? I’m used to a lot of snacking. Treats? Sweets? Anything? 
Nothing? 
 

CHARLOTTE: 
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I have a mint.  
 
   (Charlotte takes out a plastic-wrapped mint. 

Hands it to Marie.) 
 

MARIE: 
A mint! How darling. Merci, Madamemoiselle! Now tell us of our play, Madame De 
Gouges.  
 

OLYMPE: 
Oh. Well I haven’t started writing anything just yet but -  
 

MARIE: 
Let the synopsis begin! 
 

OLYMPE: 
Ok. Um. Well. Think of the power of a play that shows the entwined lives of real 
women – 
 

(Marie starts to open it the mint – the wrapper CRACKLES.  
Olympe stops, Marie stops.) 

 
OLYMPE: 

Women who, even through their differences - 
 
   (Marie’s mint wrapper CRACKLES. Olympe stops. Marie stops.) 
 
join forces to protest the deep injustice of –  
 

(Marie CRACKLES the hell out of that wrapper - ) 
 

OLYMPE:   CHARLOTTE:  MARIANNE: 
Can you figure that out,  OHMYGOD, STOP.  That is so loud. 
Your Majesty? 
 

MARIE: 
Sometimes good things make a lot of noise.  
 

OLYMPE: 
See? Musical.  
 
 MARIANNE:   CHARLOTTE:  MARIE: 
No.     No.     Yay! 

 
(Marie frees the mint, pops it in her mouth, smiles.) 

 
OLYMPE: 
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Ok look. I don’t know what I’m writing just yet, but I know that our voices deserve the 
stage. We deserve to be our own heroes, everyone’s heroes. We’re all of us more alike 
than we are different, and if this revolution is what I think it is? This is our time to be 
known, and heard and –  
 

CHARLOTTE: 
  (checking her watch) 
Oh crap I have to go kill a guy.  
 

OLYMPE: 
Come on, that speech was getting good.  

 
MARIE: 

You’re killing a guy? Which one? 
 

MARIANNE: 
Marat in the bathtub with a steak knife.  
 

 
 

MARIE: 
Oh kill him! I hate that man! He put my name on a list. With other people. Can you 
imagine? You know my husband, he always said Marat was a bloodlusty wacko. And 
then he chops my husband’s head off. That shows how right he was.  
		

OLYMPE: 
OK but - Charlotte. What if you miss? What if he gets you first? 
 

CHARLOTTE: 
Steak knife pretty much always beats naked-guy-in-a-bath. 
 

OLYMPE: 
And he deserves it, but you don’t. We don’t want to lose you. Don’t do this.  
 

CHARLOTTE: 
Then who will. The entire city is scared of him. Well I’m not.  
 

MARIANNE: 
That’s right, girl. I got your back. 
 

OLYMPE: 
Marianne.  
 

MARIE: 
Me too, me too! StabStabStab! 
 

OLYMPE: 


