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16 MOON OVER BUFFAIO

noz: Where are you going?

uowmo: I need a few minutes. Ill be back.

noz: Howard, what's wrong?

uowano: I have to think about thisl You don't just-just-
just rush into a relationshipl It takes some thinking!l

(He exits)

noz: Howardl Are you crazy?l (Eritdng) Get back herel!

(She runs out. A momznt k er, Ceorge and Chnrlotte
reenter in high qirits)

cnoncn: Do you know what I like most about the au-
lhor of Qjrarw? He's dead, so he can't argue with
me. (Clwrlone laugfrs) Now listen, I have a new idea
for tomorro*', When the carriage arrives, during the
battle, and you step out, I want you to pause, curtsey
to the soldiers-and I'm going to put a spotlight on
your face to suggest that you have descended like an
angel from the heavens.

ACT ONE L7

ceoncr: "What? In the camP?l"

cl nt,orrE: "took! 'Tis Roxanel"

cuoncr: "Thank Codl"

cr.rAnu)'nn (ue&lu)t "\ay." (Shc steps elzgantlv dtttm
-" ii t^, i, ,t"pt of the stuit-u,ag) And I float down'

out of the carriage, like an Irngel from heaven

cEoRCE: Spotlightl

crnnt-<lTrc (as Rotane\: "Cood moming' gentlemen"'

cnoK;c: "Roxane, on the King s service?!"

cHARlorrE: Oh, Ceorge, let's try it! Now!

ceonco: All right.

cH^RrorrE: Clip-clop clip-clop clip-clop. Na-a-a-y. (A
uhinny)

\ceoRcr: "Halt, who goes there?!"

cHAnLoTre: "It's a coachl"

cllAnto'ffE: "Yes. In the service of my own king: Love"'

csonco: That's it! It'll make the scenel

crrAru.ortE; "CFano. My best friend I need your

help."

r:nont;o (as Cgruno, kneeling ta*ingher han'i[): "lamat
your dispJsal, madam, now and forever.''

(Hz kisses Lwr htnd anil lags hh cheek upon it)

cHARtorrE (mooed): When you do that' George' center' 
ti""", i, front of a thousand people holding their

bre--ath, I wet myself. I can't help it'

csoncs: Thank You, mY darling'

cHlnr,ol-rE: Kiss me. Now' Before the moment passes'
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