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ROZ. Sure. 

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

ROZ . ... Grandma, can I please get you your hearing aid!!! 

ETIIEL. All right. Fine. One glass .. .. Now listen to me, 
young lady. The theatre may be dying. The glamorous 
invalid may be crawling through the desert 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 Republicans. I'm very tired 
now, dear, and I'm going to lie down. (At the door.) It's 
wonderful having you back. 

(ETIIEL exits. ROZ runs to the door and shouts:) 

ROZ. GRANDMA! I LOVE YOU! 

(At which moment, we hear a knock at the street 
door.) 

Come in. ( ... Knock knock knock.) Come in! (. .. Knock 
knock knock; anfI'Y:) Would you come in, please, the door's 
apen!! 

(lIOWARD enters. He's in his late 20's, very good­
natured and quite good-looking. At the moment, 
he's rather frightened.) 

HOWARD . ... Sweetheart? 
ROZ. Hi, honey. Come on in. 

(They kiss.) 

HOWARD. Are your parents here? 

ROZ. I don't think so. 

HOWARD. (Relieved.) Oh, good. 

ROZ. Howard ... 

HOWARD. Well I'm sorry. You know how I feel about this. 
"Meeting the in-laws." It makes me nervous. 

ROZ. You have nothing to worry about. 

HOWARD. I'd be all right if they weren't such ... big stars. 
The glamorous life ... 

ROZ. Howard, does this look glamorous? 
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(ROZ indicates the room.) 

HOWARD. (Looking around. ) .. . Well, yeah. It does. 
ROZ. This is Buffalo, New York. It's like ... Scranton without 

the charm. 

HOWARD. I was born here, actually. 
ROZ. Oh. 

HOWARD. I like Scranton, too. 

ROZ. Howard, the point is, it's not Broadway. And they're 
doing rep! 

HOWARD. Right. .. What's "rep" again? 

ROZ. More than one play. In repertory. They alternate. 
Right now it's Private Lives, by Noel Coward, and Cyrano 
de Bergerac. Only they've cut down Cyrano for a small 
company. They do it with five actors. 

HOWARD. Aha. The sort of ... one-nostril version. 

(He laughs; then sighs with anxiety.) 

ROZ. It's sort of sweet that you're nervous about meeting 
them. 

HOWARD. Nervous? Look at me, I'm a wreck! Do they know 
that I'm in show business, too? 

ROZ. Howard, you're not exactly in show business. I mean, 
they wouldn't think of it as show business. 

HOWARD. Oh. (Beat.) I am on television. 
ROZ. You're a weatherman. 

HOWARD. Right I mean, it's kind of acting, like your 
parents. 

ROZ. Howard, they do Shakespeare. And Chekhov. You do 
precipitation. 

HOWARD. (Glum.)Yeah, I know ... 

ROZ. Howard, I'm very proud of you. It's a wonderful job. 
We can settle down and have children-

HOWARD. I love children. I want to have six, at least. 

ROZ. Let's start with one. 

HOWARD. Okay. 
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