Button-Jewelry Bride

[A sidewalk café in Budapest across from the Synagogue. Marylyn a Welsh-Hungarian elegant blonde, mid-30s, poses for quite a while for her bridal photo album. She’s dressed in a diaphanous lacy tulle white gown. Her Mother shows up in a pink satin faux-bride gown split in front. She has an incongruous Jamaican bandana, sunglasses and black leather pants under the gown. Colorful socks drop around her ankles. The Photographer takes pictures, unaware of Mother.]
Mother: Hi sweetie! What’s the occasion?

Marylyn: My wedding photo album. 

Mother: In this unsightly garb?!

Marylyn: Mom! Get out of my way! It cost me a fortune to hire this chap! Once in a lifetime is my wedding and you’re upstaging me again!

Mother: Hardly! You look like a refugee. Did you buy it from a thrift store?

Marylyn: It’s my wedding gown. I got married. 

Mother: Joke aside, I could have made you a fabulous gown! Look at mine! No old hag here! We went with Alfonso for a ride to Balaton Lake. We got lost for three days in the country! What a delight! We stayed at a hunter’s lodge! You should have seen the retiree couples giving me and my juvenile Alfonso with his cute driver cap and hot pants the evil eye! I rummaged in a small boutique in Györ and bought for nothing this pink satin. I made my gown last night waiting for you to show up for our bridge party. 

Marylyn: You’ll have to find yourself another partner. I go on my honeymoon.

Mother: You don’t spend time with me. 

Marylyn: Mom, I devoted half of my life to you! I never remind you that you left your mom behind and never saw her until she was on her deathbed!

Mother: Ah, but it’s not the same! I had to flee the country. I was endangered. It was the bloody ‘56 revolution. Your father would love to see you. He’d have a grand time. A few palinka shots and he’d be a delight. Flirting with the ladies, flattering every one, pinching their love handles.

Marylyn: Gross. Forcing unwilling people to make a conga line. An embarrassment. My worst nightmare, father ruining my wedding feast. 

Mother: I wondered why already 37 and not a sign of getting married. He just needed a bit of palinka, to get over his shyness.

Marylyn: Mom, let’s not go there. He was an alcoholic. We should have never come back to Budapest. We should have stayed in London where liquor was expensive. You saw we couldn’t control him here. In two years he was gone. He was drinking palinka at breakfast!

Photographer: Please don’t fidget so much! It will come out blurry!

Mother: He died of leukemia, not alcoholism! French people drink wine. A glass of red wine a day is healthy. 

Marylyn: Mom! Red cells are manufactured in the liver. His liver was sick with alcohol!

Mother: Were we to just listen to his ailment litany. I thought it was just his usual hangover whining, “I need a drink to stop my pain!”

Marylyn: Binging, hangover, grand resolution: no more drinking, two days later binging again. Then leukemia. 

Mother: Such a kind man. He never said a bad word about anybody. Never.

Marylyn: He loved me so very much. I need a smoke. I waited for the Giant since four! He’s never late. Only once when the police caught him. 

Mother: You should try again therapy, Marylyn. Making beads out of plastic buttons is hardly a career. You don’t mount to much.

Marylyn: In rehab they said I don’t have a drug problem, I have a mom problem.

Mother: It might be an underlying depression. Your serotonin is low…

Marylyn: A mom who is jealous of me. Jealous of my father loving me, sharing his attention. Seeing me young while she grows old, stealing her lime light. Jealous of me. Never loved me, mom never loved me.

Mother: I labor over your beads! I’ve organized the women at my assisted living to make your beads. It is not my fault you don’t focus, to teach you fashion design. I had a good life making gorgeous gowns. I share my money with you. We live comfortably. 

Marylyn: He was a good man. A fine writer. 

Photographer: We should try some standing.

Mother: Did you get in touch with Meryl Streep? Her publicist? Her agent? I’m sure she’s little Emese. Reach out to her. She’ll be a sister for you. 

Marylyn: [Stands up.] Mom, Meryl Streep was just acting in Angela’s Ashes, she’s not an Auschwitz survivor. Little orphan Emese was what? four years old when they took her away to America.   

Mother: I know she’s Meryl Streep. I hold that child in my arms for two years! I fed her. I made her dolls and watched over her playing with the kittens. When she cried she looked like Meryl Streep. I should have hidden her.

Marylyn: But you have me! You’ve always pushed me away. Did you fear you lose me like you lost Emese? Did your love dry out? You never have that look of tenderness for me like you have when you remember little orphan Emese.

Mother: Perhaps. Perhaps. Perhaps. Perhaps. Perhaps. Perhaps. Perhaps. [Exits]
Photographer: Will the bride smile?

Marylyn: Yes, the bride shall smile.

[Marylyn poses. Blackout.]

