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ACT TWO

At curtain-rise, everybody is right where we just left them
a short intermission ego. They stand staring—HAR-
RIET af the guilty trio, the trio at HARRIET—for @
frozen moment. And then GRACE, still up in ALEX’S
arms, speaks as if the terrible tableau had not oc-
curred.

Grace. Harriet, you must be simply exhausted! Why
don’t you go right to bed— (ALEX sets her on her feet.)
—have a lovely sleep, and then in the morning you and I
will have a nice cozy chat?!

(Spurred by her commonplace attitude into acting with
similarly hopeless geniality, ALEX and WALTER also
move—ALEX to close the apariment door, WALTER
to hastsly drop the incriminating camera onto the
sofa—over the following hearty speech:)

Avrex. Splendid idea! It’s a long way from Chillicothe
to Jackson Heights] What you need is a good night’s
rest! So, just let me get my clothes out of the oven,
and— (Has taken a pace Upstage toward oven, but stops
on:)

STR T —> HArriET, Why is that man’s clothing in your oven,
Grace?

WALTER, That’s what I’d like to know!

Harrier. You mean you don’t know, either?

WarLTeR. Of course not! (Realizes this needs further
explanation, also realizes he has none that will make
sense, so he essays valiantly:) I mean—you see—I'm
just a friend. Passing through. They never tell me any-
thing.
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Grace. Harriet, / can explain— This whole thing is
really marvelously intocent—! (Laughs hollowly.)

WarTeR. It is? Uh—I mean it is/ All innocent, open
and aboveboard! (Then, uncertainly, to GrACE:) Isw't
it—?

Grack. Of course it is!

Harrier. Oh, I do wish I could believe that!

WALTER. Oh, you can/

HarrIET. Then explain it.

WALTER, (Passing the hot potato.) Go ahead, Grace.

GRrACE. Harriet—look at it this way—don’t you trust
your own sister?

HARRIET. In that outfit? Oh, Grace, what would
Mother say!

GRACE. Nothing. Mother would have fainted a long time
ago.

ALex. Now, Grace, it’s not as bad as all that/

HarrIET. How bad s it?

WALTER. It’s not bad at alll

Harrir, How do you mean that?

GracE. Look, I'm very simple—I mean, i is—I mean
—oh, why didn’t you go to a kotel?!

HArgIET. I'm not moving one step until I get an ex-
planation|

GRACE. (A4s if the situation were absolutely normal
and pleasant.) What is there to explain?

Harrier, Well, for one thing, why is this man in his
underwear?

GRACE. (Thoughtful.) Now, that's something to ex-
plain! (Muses half a beat, then brightens and explains:)
Because he’s a gentleman!|

WALTER. I don’t follow that,

GrACE. Well, he couldn’t very well take it ol off]
Could he?

HArRIET. But why did he take anything off?

Avrex, Grace insisted.

WALTER. (T'0 GRACE, stunned.) Grace!
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HarrieT. Oh, Grace!

Grace. Oh, stop it, all of youl It was all perfectly
logical!

WaLTER. What was?

GRrace. It/

WALTER. What?

HarrieT. Don'’t you know?

WaLTER. Well, it was pretty dark in here.

ArEx, If you people will just listen—

GRACE, —we can clear it right up!

ALex. It was thirty below zero outside—

GRACE, He was all wet—

ALEX. She had a loaded gun—

Grace. 1 was ready for the volcano— (WALTER
brightens; HARRIET and ALEX g0 blank.)

Hagrrier and ALEX, What?!

GracE. Alex, it’s no use. Harriet, can’t we just forget
the whole thing happened?

Hagrier. Oh, how I wish 1 could! My little sister,
cavorting around in her nightgown—

Grack, This is not a nightgown, it’s a costume/

HarrIeT. Somebody’s having a bali?

WaLTER and ALEX. (One backstep.) Not mel

Grace. You're jumping to conclusions!

HARRIET. I'm not jumping, I'm being pushed.

GrACE. Harriet, if you must know— (Conspiratorially.)
This man arrived at my door soaking wet. He'd had a
blow on the head and lost his memory . . . he couldn’t
remember his name ... but these men were after him,
and—and— (Sees disbelief on all faces; stops.) Oh, all
right! (Gestures dramatically at ALEX.) This man is—
my husband!

Arex. Huh? Oh. Grace—do you really think you
ought to tell her that?

Grack. (Sotto voce.) Do you have a better idea?

ALEX. (Similarly.) No.

WaLTER. Grace, what are you saying—?!
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Grace. Oh, Walter, it’s no use pretending. Harriet
would have found out my secret sooner or later,

Hagrrier. But—Grace—if you’re married—why keep it
a secret?

Grace. Rules! Company rules! Mutual of Pittsburgh
doesn’t allow married secretaries! Right, Walter?

WALTER. Uh.

HARrIET. Grace—just who is Walter?

GRACE. (Points.) Him, Walter Chepple, my boss, Har-
riet Larkin, my sister,

e ALTER. Charmed.
el _’_}I%\RRIET. Oh, of course. Grace has written me so much
about you! But I don’t understand—if Grace can’t be

married, why are you keeping her secret?

WALTER. She’s too good a secretary to lose.

Grace. And the pay is too good for me to quit, even
though—uh—

ALEX. (Sees she’s forgotten, reminds her.) “Alex.”

Grace. Thank you. Even though Alex has a wonderful
job.

HARRIET. (Relaxed and chatty, now, starts removing
her coat; WALTER, seeing this and bowing to fate, re-
moves his hat and coat.) How nice. What does he do?

Grace, Uh,

WALTER. (Bewildered by her reticence.) Go on, Grace,
Tell her,

Gracke. You know what he does?

WaLTER. (Very much at sea.) Of course I know. Of
course—I never did see his identification card . . .

Grace. You mean—a card that tells what /e does for
a living?!

WALTER. Naturally!

ALex. (Enjoying her discomfiture.) Have to carry one
at all times. It’s the law. (Remembers.) Hey! My wal-
let’s still in my pants! My credit cards will melt! (Rushes
to oven, retrieves shirt, jacket and pants, during:)




