24 SAVING GRACE ACT I

jsn’t the strangest—! ... What? Oh. Well, Mister
Chepple was here a moment ago, but he seems to have

left—except that he forgot his shoes—! . . . Estelle,
don’t be silly! . . . Of course he had them on the last -
time I saw him. . . . He had everything onl . .. Oh, '

now, really, Estellel (Hangs up angrily; fumes @ mo-
ment, then shrugs, starts around end of sofa—and stops
in shock as ALEX appears, clambering in window, kis
back to her; she goggles, then drops shoes onto sofa,
vanishes through curtains. ALEX shuts window and locks
it, turns around, and we see that he is soaking wet;
shivering, ke hurries down to phone, sets kit on coffee
table, dials phone.) 3
ALEX. . . . Hello, Marge—? . . . Alex Docker . . < sTRET

Yeah, it was the terminals. All iced over, and the pres-
sure cracked the insulator and shorted the line. . . . Just
chipped off the ice and replaced the cap. Except that I
also unclogged the bottom of a frozen drainspout and got
about five gallons of ice water all over me. . . . Naw, I'll
survive. . . (GRACE emerges through curtains, warily,
carrying o huge pistol.) Oh, yeah, she’s in great shape,
now. All warmed up and ready for action. (GRACE reacts
—pleased at compliment, but uneasy about the source.)
It’s scary on the porch roof, though. Next time I come
here, I think I’ll just lean through the bedroom window
and tap her with 2 hammer. (GRACE’S hand goes fear fully
to the top of her head.) No, this was one of my easiest
jobs. I'll just clean up and take off. (GRACE straightens,
steely-eyed, comes around end of sofa and up in back of
ALEX, holding the pistol with two hands, now, and
pointed right at the back of his head.) Well, what the
hell, it’s a living! . . . Yeah. 'Bye, now. (He hangs up
phone, brushes futilely at front of jacket and shirt, then
flicks water off his hands; without turning, he lifts one
leg—balancing with a slight wobble—and begins the
strugglesome task of pulling off one of his workboots, but
freezes in place, very surprised, on:)



