MUSIC BOX
Scene 1

Michael: What’s the matter?

Ann: How would you feel, papa, if we had a Jewish judge?

M: Hm.  You think it’s a good idea.  A funny idea, that’s for sure.

A: He’s a good judge.

M: Okay.  If you think so, it’s okay.

A: Papa, why didn’t we ever have any Jewish friends?

M: How are we gonna meet?  Our friends we see at church, on the West side.  Jews live on the other side.  At mill, I have Jewish friends.

A: Why didn’t you ever invite them to the house?

M: They no invite me to come over.  At the University, you dated a Jewish boy?  I told you not to date a Jewish boy?

A: Papa, tell me about the Special Section.

M: Ah…those…killers. (Unintelligible dialogue here) I don’t know.  I’ve got nothing to do with them.

A: Papa.  They have a photostat of a Special Section ID card with your signature, with your picture on it.

M: It’s not possible.  Where did they get it?

A: Hungarian government turned it over to them.

M: I tell you…they put my gendarme picture on it.  My writing.  To fake.  To fake the card.

A: There are witnesses, witnesses who identify you.  They’re accusing you of horrible things, papa.

M: Anni, the communists said to them, “Better for you if you identify him.”

A: Isn’t there some record somewhere, papa?  Some record of your assignment as a clerk?

M: They’re going to tell you they don’t have it.  It was lost.  The bombing.  The Americans dropped bombs in the war.  That’s funny.  Honey, are you upset at me or at the case?

A: It makes me sick, papa.  They took those people, women and children, and they lined them up on the riverbank.

M: That’s why I came to America.

A: It made me ashamed of being Hungarian.

M: You are an American.  We are American.  You are lucky, to be young in America.  Not in Europe.  During a war.

Scene 2

Michael: What’s the matter?  What’s the matter?

Ann: You know, papa.

M: We won. The trial is over. The judge dismissed the charges. 

A: I know everything, papa.

M: Honey.  We won.  The trial is over.  We won.  Harry says we are going to sue. 

A: It was you, papa.  You killed them all.  I saw those photos.  It was you papa.  You killed that woman in front of his father.  You raped that woman.  You threw their bodies in the Duna.  I went to see that place, Papa.  And the son was seven years old.  He was only seven years old.  He was seven years old.  You shot him in the head.  You shot them all in the head.  You were that man.  You shot that boy in the head when he was crying over his dead mother.  Oh papa.  Oh God…what are we gonna do? 

M: Tell me, what photos?

A: Tibor Zoltan was blackmailing you. 

M: No, he was a friend.

A: I saw the scar.

M: From the refugee camp.

A: I saw the scar, Papa.

M: The scar?

A: The scar running down his face, just like they all said. 

M: Hm.

A:  I went to see his sister.  How could you do those things, Papa?  Why did you do this to us?  To Mikey?  Why Papa?  Why?  Answer me.  I need you to answer me.  Answer me, Papa.   I love you. 

M: I love you too.  What happened to you?  What did the Communists do to you?

A: I don’t ever want to see you again Papa.  I don’t want Mikey to ever see you again.

M: You can’t do that.

A: You don’t exist.

M: You can’t do that.

A: Papa, you don’t know how much I’m gonna miss you.

M: Honey.  Honey!  He’s my boy…my son.

A: You don’t have a grandson. 

M: You’re gonna tell Mikey this garbage?  You are going to poison his mind like they poisoned you?  You’re like a stranger…you say these things.  You tell him anything you want.  Mikey is not going to believe you.  Nobody is going to believe you.  They’re gonna say you’re crazy. 

A: Why can’t you try to say the truth?

M: The truth?  Something happened to your mind, honey.  I have friends here and there, and believe me.  You will know the truth.  I am not this beast.  No.  (He walks out, yelling…”Mikey…Mikey”)

