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Well I’m not here to make a story, I’m here to make history.  
 

OLYMPE: 
History is a story. Just with…an extra… “hi.”  
 

 MARIANNE:  
Stop. 

 
OLYMPE:  

 (using her hand as a puppet) 
Hi, Story! 

	
MARIANNE: 

   We said no puppets. 
 

OLYMPE: 
    Sorry.  

	
CHARLOTTE: 

I don’t think I was being clear. I’m an assassin. About to assassinate.  
	

OLYMPE:  
And we’ll get to that, but we have to do some character development first -  
 

CHARLOTTE:  
     I don’t understand - 
 

MARIANNE:  
          It’s all part of her creative process.  

 
CHARLOTTE: 

 I did not sign up for this. 
 

OLYMPE:  
        Because it’s a new play – 

 
CHARLOTTE: 

       Oh god.  
 

OLYMPE:  
     Set during the French Revolution!  

 
CHARLOTTE: 

   I don’t have time for -  
 

OLYMPE:  
    Starring lots of furious women! 
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CHARLOTTE:  
  (being a furious woman) 
I said I do not have time for such frivolity, I need some last words, and I need to sharpen my knife. 
 
   (Charlotte reveals a long steak knife . 

Pause.) 
 

MARIANNE: 
Yeah. I’d watch a play about her.  
 

OLYMPE: 
Right? What if she wears a mask? 
	

CHARLOTTE: 
I’m not wearing a mask. I want people to know that I did it. Just. How long do I have to 
sit through this stupid play until we get to the murdering?  
 

OLYMPE: 
Well, the exposition, rising action, it’ll probably be while.  
 

MARIANNE: 
While we’re waiting you could tell us your name? 
 

CHARLOTTE: 
Right. Hi. Charlotte Corday.  
 

OLYMPE: 
Spot on Charlotte Corday, a soon-to-be-killer in revolutionary France.  
 

CHARLOTTE:  
Well don’t say it like that. Not in that “You’re a killer!” kind of way. Marat is a sick, 
fundamentalist, political pundit who has caused the deaths of thousands of innocent 
people with no tool as brave as a sword, no, he uses words. So really, I’m an editor. 
 

OLYMPE: 
I wish I was that young and angry.   
 

CHARLOTTE: 
Thank you.  

 
MARIANNE: 

Aw, you’re angry. 
 

CHARLOTTE: 
You don’t seem to get that I am on a deadline. That is not a pun but it could be. And I’m 
sure this performing art you’re in the middle of is lovely but not lovelier than justifiable 
homicide, and I’m not sure if this is the play or if we’re still in the prologue, because 
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plays are only for rich people and chandeliers and I’m on a damn mission to maim, so if 
we’re not actively avenging, can we get to the pointy point? 
 

  (Pause.) 
 

OLYMPE:  
It’s not for rich people.  
 

CHARLOTTE:  
Theatre?  
 

MARIANNE: 
I mean… 
 

OLYMPE:  
No. It’s just… I mean the chandeliers came with the space– 
 

CHARLOTTE: 
So did the starving peasants outside. 
 

OLYMPE:  
But I – no – the revolution just opened the theaters to the masses. Playwrights can 
finally write what they want. Theatre is democracy! Really pretty democracy with great 
hats and – Am I really writing for rich people?  
 

MARIANNE: 
I mean… 
 

CHARLOTTE:  
Yes. The ones who aren’t fled or dead. Vigilante mobs always ruin the party. Isn’t 
theatre just another party? 
 

OLYMPE:  
No. It’s culture.  
 

CHARLOTTE: 
Isn’t culture just another party? 
 

OLYMPE: 
Culture is civilization! It’s definitive, it lasts, the French are really into it! And I write 
pamphlets too, and we do a little community outreach and – oh god you’re right.  
 

MARIANNE: 
Ooh. She never says that.  
  

OLYMPE:  
But art is all I know how to do. Truly. I’m useless in the sunshine.  
  (getting annoyingly dramatic) 


