
MOON OVER BUFFALO

ErHEL: What?

aoz lkn-dtr): So do youl You look great!

lrrner,: I'm afraid you'll have to speak up, dear.

aoz Crandmn, can I get Uou Voltr hcaring aid?!

rlvl;u (fondly): No thank you, dear, I'm not in the
mood for lemonade. Oh, I miss you terribly. It isn't
the same here without you.

noz: f miss yut too, Crandtna. Hey! Hou is thc tur
going? Do gou l*e BuffaloP

ernnl: No. I don't. It stinks. If it wasn't named for an

animal, it would have nothing going for it.

noz: Grandma

ErHEL: I don't mind so much for myself, really, but it's
quite a come-down for your mother. She played
Broadway, you know, in the forties. Then your father
dragged her down to his level.

noz: Grandma!

erurl: Revivals of tired old plays. B-movies. You

should have heard hirn doing Cyrano just now at the
dress rehearsal. The man is a walhng ham. They
should stick cloves in him and sewe him with pine-

\ apple.

noz: Grandmn, listen! I haoe a surprise. I'm getting
maried,.
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ACT ONE 7

Ot takes a twnlznt to sin* in ' tlwn Roz and Ethel

iffi-t* itWt,l*e sclwolgitls, and' hug each otlwr)

erurr-: Oh, Rosalind' how wonderful! I've always said
-- 

it 
"t 

yo" 
""a 

Paul were made for each other'

Roz; It isn't Paul.

etHer-: The boY has sPunk '

xoz: Grandtna, it's rct Pui! Paul ond I btoke up!

ErHEL: . It isn't Paul?

noz: Nol

arner: Well that's a mistake' (Riz siglu; -here-it 
cotws)

You look ravishing on the stage together' rou (oulo

do all the great couPles

lroz: Granilma, l'n not an octress anymorel l'm in ad-

oertising!

ernrl: Yes, I know, and it's revolting'

noz: Don't gou remenber the talk oe Ltail d Christ'

rnas?!

erHnl-: No.

rcz (reallu pouring her lwart out): Grandma' this,is
'-;;;l;il.ind v"ott.' 

"nd 
Dad's' And that's fine I'm

'u"* otoud of you. But I grew up with it'.I want

s#",iil dlfferent. someihing that doesn't drive

*" "t*-At 
the time Does that make any sense?
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MOON OVER BUFFALO

mnet (fodlg): Rosalind, dearest, can I tell you some-
thing?

noz: S rrre.

nrHnl: I haven't heard a single word you've said.

Roz: Crandrna, can I pbose get Aou Uour hearing
aid!!!

srHer,: All right. Fine. Onz glass. . Now listen to
me, young lady. The theatre may be dying. The
glamorous invalid may be crawling through the des-
ert with but a single lung in its feeble chest, but it is
still breathing and it is all we've got. It is our lifeline
to humanity. Without it, we would all be Republi-
cans. I'm very tired now, dear, and I'm going to lie

\ down. (Ai the dnor) It's wonderful having you back.

(Sfu exits. Roz runs to the door arul shou*)

AOZ I lnoe you!

(At uhich ue hear a at tlw street door)

noz: Come in. (

(. . . krcck

ACT ONE

noz: Hi, honeY' Come on in'

krss)

lloWAnDi your parents here?

Roz: I don't SO

OWAttD Oh, good

noz: Howard

rrow,rnp: Well I'm sorry You

this. "Meeting the in- me nervous.

nozr You have nothing to about.

sowrno: I'd be all right if ey 'tsuch..'big
stars. The glamorous

noz: Howard, does this glamorous the

room\

sow.rno (looking Well, yeah. I

noz: This is Bu , New York. It's like . . . S ton

withor.rt

TIOWARD: born here, actuallY.

noz: Oh.
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kmck knock) Come in!
angry) Would you come in,

.(j

(Howard . He's in his late oery good,-rwtured

'\ cnd good-lnok;ng. At the monent, lw's rather

uowARD: Sweetheart? fiowaRo: I like Scranton, too'

please, the

how I feel about


