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(Satisfied, returns foot to the floor, starts for cabinet be-
neath hutch.) But I'd better clean up the mess before I
forget and walk through it barefoot— (Will remove
whisk broom, dustpan and flashlight from cabinet.) Let’s
see now—if I hold the pan in this hand, sweep with that
hand, and the end of the flashlight in my mouth—!

Harrier. Why don’t you just ask me to help? &— STRRT

Grace. Habit, I guess. I've been living alone too long.
.. . Much too long. (Starts for bedroom.) Well, ¢’'mon,
let’s get it over with— '

HARRIET. (Stops her with hand on arm, reminded by
GRACE’s first remark.) Wait—Grace, you know what you
said about living alone too long—?

Grace. Oh, Harriet, I don’t want to talk about Alex
right now—!

HagrrieT. It’s not about Alex. It’s about me, (Takes
her hand from GRACE's arm, and turns away, facing to-
ward Downstage Left, but GRACE remains in place, too
intrigued by HARRIET'S aititude to continue off to bed-
room.) I've been living alone much too long, myself. I—

I came to New York to do something about it ...1
GRrACE. (Not an invitation, but @ declaration of sus-
pected fact.) You're moving in with me. . . .

HarrieT. (Reacts, turns to face her once again.) Well,
hardly! What would your husband think?

Grace. Oh. Oh, yeah., That’s right . . . Well, look,
I'm sure that if I talked it over with Alex—

‘Harrier. But, darling, that’s what I've been trying to
tell you! I'm going to kave a place to stay. A place of
my own. As soon as Gregor gets here . . . |

Grace. Who?

HArmIET. Gregor Vanitzky, the man I'm going to
marry!

Grace. (Abruptly depositing pan, brush and flosh-
light on sofa, and going to HARRIET with outstretched
hands and taking hers.) Oh, darling, congratulations! I'm
so happy for you! But tell me—where did you meet
him—?
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HARRIET. (Rapturously.) In his tent.

GrACE, His tent?

Harrier. Where he holds revival meetings. He’s an
evangelist! In Hammerson’s corn field.

Grace. Tell me all about it, Harriet! I’'m so excited!
Imagine you getting married—of all people—at your
age—!

Harrier. (Rather icily withdraws her hands from
Grace’s grip.) It's not exactly a miracle, Grace . . . |

GRrACE. But 7 didn’t mean—

Harrier. (Too ecstatic to stay mad.) Oh, I know,
darling, I know! (Softens even more, her face aglow at
the memory, rhapsodizing.) Oh, but it was marvelous! I
was in the front row—watching his incredible face—
listening to his ringing words—hypnotized by his elo-
quent hands—then, all at once, he said— (A4 solemn
imitation of his tone.) “Who among you can declare free-
dom from the corruption of sin?/” (Sighs, then gives a
little shrug.) So I stood up.

GRACE. You what?!

HarriET, I didn’t know it was a rhetorical question.
And I did so want to make a good impression—!

GrACE. What happened?

Harrier. Well, he stopped talking, of course, Then
somebody laughed—then somebody else—and all at once,
everybody in the place was laughing—! I absolutely could
have died of embarrassment, Grace!

Grack, Oh, you poor darling]l What did you do?

HARrIET. I very nearly turned and ran—but then—I
noticed something—something that made all the differ-
ence: Gregor wasn't laughing. He stared at me—then he
held out his hands toward me—and all at once, all the
laughter subsided—and then there was this glorious si-
lence—and then and there—in the middle of all the quiet
—he said, “Yes!] Yes, I can feel the truth of it! I can
see the glory of your soul shining through your eyes!”

GRACE. Oh, Harriet, how marvelous!

Harrier. Then he had me come up to the platform and




60 SAVING GRACE ACT 1I

stand beside him, and I stayed there for the whole meet-
ing, and everybody prayed and sang and cheered for hours
and hours—and then, when it was all over—and all the
crowds had gone home—Gregor took my hands, looked
into my eyes, and said, “How would you like to split a
pizza?!”

GrACE. Oh, Harriet! That’s the most romantic thing

o0 1ever %pardl

& HarRier. (Snaps out of her ecstasy, shrugs awey the
rest.) So we did, and we talked and talked, and one thing
led to another, and then when he said he was bringing
his movement to New York, I knew I had to follow him,
so— Here I am! And he's coming here tonight, to claim
me as his bride! I can’t wait for him to meet you and

Alex—!
GRACE. (The horror of the situation strikes her.)
Alex?! . . . Oh—but—Gregor mustn't meet Alex—!

Harrier. For heaven’s sake, darling, why not?

Grace. Harriet, what are you thinking of? You know
what Alex does for a living/ How can you tell Gregor?!

Harrier. Grace, I'm surprised at you! A wife should
never be ashamed of what her husband does for a living
—after all, in the last analysis, he’s doing it for youl
That’s all that matters.

GRrACE. It is?

Harrier. (Takes her hand, pats it fondly.) Of course
it is!

GrACE. (Laughs, bafiled but pleased.) Honestly, Har-
riet, you're too much! Now, look, darling, you just relax,
while I clean up that mess, and find the box for those
ornaments! (GRACE exits through curtains.)

Harrier. (Is about to reply, when there comes a soft
KNOCK at the door; she reacts with a gasp of joyous
anticipation, then smooths her dress a second and pats
at her hair, then starts for door, but a moment before
touching the knob, she remembers something, withdraws
her hand, and instead says softly, very close to the door,




