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82 MOON OVER BUFFALO

cHARrorrE: No, I don't think yoz understand. We're
very busy now, so good-bye!

she pshes Houard out tfu door and slnms it)

: These peoplel They walk in as if they
own place.

etuel: You 't have to be to him.

cHenroTte: M , stay o of this.

(Chnrlatte is

erneL: I used to
he's related .

t named Capra. I wonder if

*r^Rr.o'r'rEr I am so so,gr. I could just be*t .r*"lf *itil
a stick! Please, come in.

ACT TWO 83

ahg did,n't you tzll me?! ruslles out tlw street

door) Wait a second! ! Wait!

rrrlel (as sAe backstage): It's like living in an

asylum on guard's day off

(Etlwl ; tlwn Chadatte reeryears, boding a beuil-
dered, refuetant Horoard. into the roon)

HowARD: You're sure? I could wait outside. It's a
nice day, which is pretty much what I predicted.

cHAnro'rrE: Oh no no no no! Oh, Cod. You must think
I'm completely mad.

sow,rno: Mmmno,

cHAluorrE: My mother should have said something.
The older lady who was standing here. I'm afraid
she's just a teensy bit hard of hearing.

uow,rno: "Crandma."

CU,fnlOfre : Hm?

uowrnn: Maybe I should call her "Grandma." Heh
heh. Or "Cranny!"

?

(Charlotte

CHAf,IOTTE:

nrnel: Wfat?

cnmu>rle: CaTra?!

crHrr.: What about him?

cHARrorrE: Why did gou say Capra?!

CIIAITTI)TTE

arunr-: I didn't say it. He said it. He introduced him-
sllf,{rank Capra. It sounds extremely familiar .

cold)

Capra?

(i, sinls in and she clatches her
. . Oh my Codl (shal<ing Ethel\ Mother,breast): lHe chucklcs abut thi.s)
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84 MOON OVER BU FFALO

cHABr.orrE: . . . Why not?! Granny it isl So. Perhaps
we should start over. (Ertending lwr han[ usith mor-
mots chann\ I'm Charlotte Hay.

now,lno: Hi

cHARrorrE: Now before you say another word, I just
want to tell you what a huge fan I am of your work.

HOWARD: Gee, thanks

cH^RLorrE: "It Happened One Nightl"

HowARD: . . . Well, actually it happens every night at
six and eleven.

cH^RlorrE: "It's A Wonderful Life." Wow.

xowrno: Gee, you \ave such a good attitude.

(Abserlbntndedlg, lre pi"k" up a paperuniglrt from tlle
tabb and plnss wtth tt)

QHAxrorrE: "You Can't Take It With You."

(He quicklU pts it dmon)

sow.rno: I'rn not! I-I-I-

cHARrorrE: And you're such a young man to have ac-
complished so much. I had no idea.

How,rno: Thanls. A lot of people think it's easy. Like
t{eqe's nothing to it.

"n^*-)u, Oh, come now

ACT TWO lt5

How.rno: They dol They think it's all just a matter of
barometric pressure.

(He laAfu at this; Charlalte joins tn-Wirg to figure it
out)

cra RrorrE: I'm sure the pressure must be intense these
days.

Howanp: It's pretty bad. But there's a cold Font mov-
ing up from Adanta, so that should give us some
relief.

CHARI.oT-TE:

fee?

Really? Well. Can I get you some cof-

Howa.no: Mmmmmno. No thanks.

cHAnrorrE: A drink drink?

now,rno: I never drink.

cH^RrorrrE: Nor do I. Nor does George, my husband. I
The minute we start to work, there is no such thing I

in the world as liquor. J

(At ohlch point, C*orge bursts in througft tfu backstage
door ulth a rcu bott'lc of uhiskey h his hand reeling
uith dnt*eaness. He uears an uulcrshbt m.d trouers\

CEORCE:

"Once more unto the breach, dear friends, onc,e

more!
Or close the wall up with our English dead!"
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