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to the police, you needn’t feel obliged to lavish me with
empty flattery and— (¢ liits her.) What did you just
call me?

Avex. (Blank.) Intelligent. Is there some reason I
shouldn’t?

GRACE. (Almost in delirious shock, says huskily:) How
did you find out?

ALEX. The minute I entered this room and saw there
was no television set. (Ske reacts uneasily.) 1 knew you
had to be the brainy sort. I never watch, either, Sell, sell,
sell, commercial after commercial—! Brrrl (Gives es-
thetic shudder, which she misinterprets.)

Grack. You've got to get those pants off |

Avex. (Hesitates, looks down at himself, then looks at
her, then shrugs.) Why not! (Will divest himself of
pants, and she will put pants, shirt and jacket into oven,
over next few lines.)

Grace. (Very embarrassed.) There! 1 knew you’d over-
come your initial embarrassment, After all, we're both
mature, intelligent adults. Both of us. It might look a
little strange, but as long as we know the real reason
youw're undressed— (Has pants and things, now.) Why—
they're almost dry. You must be very—hotblooded—!
(Covers her confusion by hastily putting things into
oven.

A‘LZ:x. That reminds me—what’s become of the friendly

gers at our door?

STRET ﬁ_;n Grack. Walter! T forgot all about him! (Rushes to

door, yanks it open, steps out, re-enters after @ second
looking puzzled, leaving door slightly ajar.) He’s not
there . . . ?!

Arex. He’s missing a beautiful sight!

Gracke. He certainly is!

Arex, 1 mean you! Tell me, Miss Larkin—Grace—do
you always dress for the tropics when friends come to

call?
Grace. (Lying so badly ke doesw't accept @ word of
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it.) Of course not! This isn’t a dress—this is a—um—
nightgown! I was just getting ready for bed when Walter
dropped in unexpectedly, and—well—I let him in with-
out thinking!

ALex. Now, that part I believe! No woman with a
brain like yours would let in a man like that if she’d
had a moment to think about it!

Grace. Will you stop about my brain? You're getting
me all mixed up! Maybe it’s lucky he’s gone. Now you
can go, and use the stairs instead of the window!

ALEX. I can’t go out like this/

GRrACE. I mean when your clothes are dry.

ALEX. Even then—for some strange reason, I don’t like
the thought of leaving you here alone.

GRACE. I’'m used to being alone.

ALEX. A lovely girl like you?

GRrACE. (Appreciates this, but petulantly turns her
back.) 1 wish you wouldn’t talk that way in your under-
wear, Besides, I won’t be alone. Walter will be back.

ALEx. Is that what you want?

Gracke. I don’t know. It’s been four years—four years
of making excuses, fending him off at the water cooler,
pretending I didn’t see the way he looked at me, avoiding
overtime, ducking out at five o’clock—! (Beat.) I just got
tired of fighting. . . . (Twrns away quickly, irying not
to cry.)

Arex. Look, Miss Larkin. I know this is none of my
business—

GRACE. (Faces him, angry.) Youre right! It isn’t!
Now will you please pack up and go?

Arex. Does the oven ding when my clothes are done?

Grace, Oh, for heaven’s sake, take them! They weren’t
all that wet!

AvLEX. (Almost goes to oven, but turns back.) Hey. I'll
make you a deal, You get your own clothes on, and I'll
get mine on and clear out without another word.
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Grace. But—what'll 1 tell Walter when he comes
back?

Argx. Tell him the “nightgown” was to0 Jarge, or the
wrong color, anything at all!

GRACE. But—

Arex. I'm not moving from this spot till you make
yourself respectable!

Grace. You said I was respectable!

Arex. I said you were intelligent! [ never said a word
about respectability.

GRACE. (Starts reluctantly for bedroom.) Men! You're

, all %k e!
SToP ex. What are you talking about? Walter wants you

in the nightgown, I want you out of it!

Grack. 1 mean you're all so damned Fossy! (Will exit
through curtains during:) Do this, do that, come here, go
there—! (ALEX has barely had timg’to shake his head in
amusement when all at once we jfear running footsteps,
and GRACE comes bolting back through curtains and right
into his arms, her eyes wide bith fright, as she gasps in
a hoarse whisper:) There’s gomeone climbing in my bed-
room window!

Avrex. Maybe it’s
have I got ke hasn’t got?

Grace. Oh, please/ don’t jokel TI’'m serious! Do you
have a gun?

Arex. (Enjoyitg and maintaining their embrace.)
What’s wrong with yours? (Nods toward table; she looks,
then shakes hey head.) .

Grace. He/might have a real onel (Then she screws
up her facd in chagrin, realizing she's given away her
helplessness and stupidity.) Oh boy!

other burglar. Tell me—what

(Beforg he can reply, there is a CRASH in the bedroom;
denly startled and alert, ALEX thrusts her gently

vom his arms, rushes to lightswitch and douses all
the lights; thanks to the spill from the hall through
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