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6 MOON OVER BUFFALO
v erHEL: What?
/I ;KOZ (louder): So do you! You look great!
/ TETHEL: I'm afraid you'll have to speak up, dear.

roz: Grandma, can I get you your hearing aid?!

eTHEL (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.

roz: I miss you too, Grandma. Hey! How is the tour
going? Do you like Buffalo?

ETHEL: No. I don’t. It stinks. If it wasn’t named for an
animal, it would have nothing going for it.

»
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roz: Grandma . . .

eTHEL: I don’t mind so much for myself, really, but it's
p quite a come-down for your mother. She played
Broadway, you know, in the forties. Then your father

dragged her down to his level.

roz: Grandmal

eTHEL: Revivals of tired old plays. B-movies. You
should have heard him doing Cyrano just now at the
dress rehearsal. The man is a walking ham. They
should stick cloves in him and serve him with pine-

\ apple.

roz: Grandma, listen! 1 have a surprise. I'm getting
married.

ACT ONE 7

(It takes a moment to sink in . . . then Roz and Ethel
squeal with delight, like schoolgirls, and hug each other)

grueL: Oh, Rosalind, how wonderful! I've always said
that you and Paul were made for each other.

roz: It isn’'t Paul.

grieL: The boy has spunk . . .

roz: Grandma, it’s not Paul! Paul and 1 broke up!
ETHEL: . . . It isn’t Paul?

roz: No!

crueL: Well that's a mistake. (Roz sighs; here it comes)
You look ravishing on the stage together. You could
do all the great couples . . .

roz: Grandma, I'm not an actress anymore! I'm in ad-
vertising!

prueL: Yes, T know, and it’s revolting.

roz: Don’t you remember the talk we had at Christ-
mas?!

ETHEL: . . . No.

roz (really pouring her heart out): Grandma, this is
your life. And Mother and Dad’s. And that’s fine. I'm
very proud of you. But I grew up with it. I want
something different. Something that doesn’'t drive
me crazy all the time. Does that make any sense?
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ETHEL (fondly): Rosalind, dearest, can I tell you some-
thing?

ROZ: Sure.

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

ROZ: . . . Grandma, can I please get you your hearing
aid!!!
eTHEL: All right. Fine. One 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. (Af the door) It's wonderful having you back.

(She exits. Roz runs to the door and shouts)

ROZ: ndmal I love you!

(At which nt, we hear a k at the street door)

ck knock knock) Come in!
ck; angry) Would you come in,

roz: Come in. (. .

(Howard epnters. He's in his late 20s, very good-natured
ife good-looking. At the moment, he’s rather

HOWARD: . . . Sweetheart?

ACT ONE ' 9

roz: Hi, honey. Come on in.

nowarp: Well 'm sorry\You kngw how I feel about
this. “Meeting the in-laws.” Ifzmakes me nervous.

sowarp: I'd be all right if
stars. The glamorous li

roz: Howard, does this ook glamorousr Indicating the

room)
nowarp (looking argund): . . . Well, yeah. It\does.
groz: This is Buffalo, New York. It's like . . . Scranton

without the/charm.

nowarp: I/Awas born here, actually.
roz: Oh.

nowarp: I like Scranton, too.



