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 Place: Paris, a bar along the Champ-Elysees.  

 Time:  May 8
th

 1945 

 Group of American, British And French troops; enter a bar to celebrate the 

liberation and V-E day. 

 

 

Sgt Bricker, Corporal Martin (Pronounced Marrtan), and private Brown sit at a table in 

the corner of the bar. 

 

Bricker: V-E day! 

 

Everyone In Bar: Hooray!! 

 

Martin: It’s hard to believe five years of war and we… we won. 

 

Bricker: Five years of war, blood sweat and toil like Churchill told us, and that’s all you 

can say? Wholly hell man we did it, we beat Jerry. 

 

Brown:  I think it’s strange that we are celebrating at all. 

 

(At this point of the play, the audience should know that Private Brown was part of the 

89
th

 infantry division that liberated Buchenwald concentration camp.)  

 

Bricker: The Krauts are defeated, we have won, if you don’t drink today, you’ll be sober 

the rest of your life. 

 

Brown: Sir, I know I’m just a private, and with all due respect you of all people should 

know that… all this, well it changes us, or at least people.  

 

Bricker: You know what private… 

 

Brown: Yeah I know sir, drink up we won its V-E day. Hoary. You think just winning is 

everything? You look at me at tell me you didn’t lose a friend through these years… sir.  

 

Martin: It is a strange day, are we to be happy or not to be happy? 

 

The Arc de triomphe illuminated the background, and the spotlight from the Eiffel tower, 

could be faintly seen from the bar at the end of the Elysees. 

 



Bricker: Martin, Brown, I know its tough. We can’t be joined here tonight by our 

Canadian friends because they are liberating Holland. 

 

Brief pause Bricker sighs. 

 

What I’m trying to say is, it’s the nature of war, things aren’t pretty, but we must deal 

with it the best we can. Don’t think of us a winning against the Germans, but beating war 

itself, we survived all the horrors. That’s more than we can say for some of our friends.   

 

Martin: We have to make the best of a bad situation, and today is the climax of that 

“best.”  

 

Bricker: Martin go get us another round. 

 

Martin walk to the bar keep and asks, “une autres Stella Artois, si vous plait” 

 

    Bricker: Look kid, its hard for all of us. Let me tell you something of the record, 

which stays between you and me, understand. 

 

 

Brown: Of course, I understand. 

 

Bricker: I joined the army in ’33, it paid well, all allowed me to travel, see the world. In 

that time I found my reason d’etre. My beautiful wife Maggie, for the most part I got to 

stay around home. However when my country was attacked in December 1941, I knew 

that I would have to defend her. There was never a day so foul, yet so fair in my life. I 

had to leave my wife to defend my country. 

 

 Song broke out in the bar, For General Charles Du Gaulle entered to celebrate the 

liberation with the rank and file.  

 

Brown: That’s a touching story sir. 

 

Bricker: That’s not the hard part. We sent letters to each other all the time, but one year 

ago, I stopped receiving them. Nor could I write back. I haven’t seen my wife in three 

years, and haven’t had contact at all for one. 

 

Brown: That is what I mean sir, why are we celebrating, tonight of all nights, when the 

impact is felt most. 

 

Bricker: That’s what I mean. I wont know my wife when I return home, same for you. 

Tonight of all nights, cant we drink, and forget our woes? 

 

Brown: I guess, I don’t want to keep these… emotions inside, makes me feel lonely. 

 

Bricker: Tonight, just forget all that you’ve seen, and the problem you’ll face, and enjoy. 



 

Martin returns “Avec” three beers, a grin on his face and is  slightly more intoxicated . 

 

Martin: Sorry for the wait boys. I was chatting with General Du Gaulle. The man 

liberated, and saved my country, I had to meet him. Why the long face you two, we won! 

What could be wrong? 

  

Long pause.        

    

Bricker: What we are trying to do,  (Pause) we are trying to forget. 

 

 

 

 

    End Of Act         
    

 

 

   

  

 

 

   


