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now, however, she is very busy. She lurches Upstage
and grabs the pantyhose [rom the refrigerator, flips
them serape-fashion across one shoulder, and without
pausing rushes down to grab the cereal box off the
table and place it on the counter, back beneath the
overhang of the huick, then hastens back to stack
and grab up cup, saucer, bowl and spoon and vanish
with them through the bead curtains. She is gone
for only about three seconds, and then she is back
again minus pantyhose and table items, She stands
beside the table removing her beret and caiching her
breath as WaLTER CHEPPLE appears in the hall
doorway. He is pleasant-faced, middle-aged and very
well dressed in a fur-collared overcoat and homburg.
His expression as he appears is uncertain, but as he
recognizes GRACE he smiles. It is not an unpleasant
smile, and you feel that if ke were not twice GRACE’S
age the two of them would make a very altractive
couple.

WALTER. So this is where you live.

GRACE. (Still a bit breathless, waves vaguely at room.)
This is it. (Starts to remove coat.)

WALTER. (Steps just inside room.) I like it.

Grack. I don’t, But come in anyway.

WALTER. (Steps further inside, leaving door open, sels
homburg on table, and is removing overcoat when he
notices tree.) Your tree is very attractive. Decorate it
yourself?

GRrACE. (Placing her coat on chair, Right.) I'm afraid
SO,
WALTER, (Dropping own coat on chair, Left.) No, 1
really like it. So many nice ornaments.

Grack. It’s only decorated on one side. The part you
can’t see is bare.

WarTer. Is that why you don’t have it in front of the
window?

LOALT ER
CPACE



8 SAVING GRACE ACT I

GRrACE., Well, no. If I put it there, it’d make the room
too dark.

WALTER. (The small talk is wearing thin.) Oh, 1 see.

GrACE. (Trying to fill the void.) This table usually
goes there. Where the tree is. I had to move the table
down here. So I could put the tree there,

Warter. Why didn’t you put the tree here, where the
table is?

GRACE., Because of the ornaments, I can only decorate
one side with what I have.

WALTER, Oh,

Grack. I suppose I could have put it here, and spread
the ornaments out evenly all over it. But it would have
looked skimpy.

WALTER. Yes, I guess it would.

GRACE. Besides, I can only look at one side at a time,
anyhow. So why not do that side up right?

WALTER. That was very good thinking,

Grace. (Very desperate to keep the conversation
going.)y Of course, when I get up in the morning, I keep
running into the table in the dark. I'm not used to it
right here.

WarTER. Why don’t you put the light on?

GRACE. (Pointing.) Because the switch is over there. I
have to cross the room to get to it. So I always bump
into the table.

WaLTER. That’s too bad.

Grack. I don’t mind, really. That’s why I put it there.

WALTER. So you could bump into it?

Grace, No. So I wouldn’t bump into the tree. I mean,
if the tree was here. Where the table is. I might knock it
over,

WALTER. That’s true. And break the ornaments, (They
are both out of small talk, now, and stand looking every-
where but at one another for about five seconds; then:)

Grace. (Very quickly.) Would you like a glass full of
whiskey?
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WAaLTER. I beg your pardon?

GRACE. A glass full of whiskey. You know. To drink.

WaLTER. Grace, I know what a glass of whiskey is for.
It’s just—you have such an unusual way of offering it.

Grace. I—I never had a man up here before. Or any-
where. That’s why.

WALTER, That’s why what?

GrACE. Why I'm talking so much.

WaLTER. You're doing just fine, Uh— (Glances toward
kall, then back to her.) would you mind if I closed the
door?

Grack. (In a loud squeak.) Nol (Then, when he hes-
itates, uncertainly, ske clarifies in o hasty babble:) I
mean no-I-don’t-mind, not no-don’t-close-it. Close it.

WALTER. Are you sure?

Grack. No. But please close it anyway. (4s soon as he
does so:) Well, that’s that! '

WaLTER. What’s what?

Grack. The worst part, I'm glad it’s over with, Mister
Chepple.

WALTER. (Coming back to. his side of the table.)
Grace, do you know how silly that sounds?

Grace. But I’m used to calling you Mister Chepple.
Sir.

WarLTER. That’s in the office. This isn’t the office.
Grace. It certainly isn’t. It feels funny, Having you
here. '

WaLTER. Grace, we've known each other for four years,

Grace. We certainly have. But at the office—it’s dif-
ferent. At the office, you're not a man.

WarteEr. What?

GrACE. I mean, you don't act like a man—! No, wait,
that’s worse.

WavrTEr. Grace, I know what you meant to say. At the
office there is a certain decorum to be preserved. How-
ever, I think you may have noticed that—lately—even
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there—I’ve begun to think about you as something more
than simply my ‘secretary—?

Grace. Yes. Yes, I have. And—really—I'm terribly
flattered, Mister Chepple.

WALTER. I wish you’d call me Walter. I call you Grace,
don’t I?

Grace. Not always. Sometimes you call me Miss
Larkin,

WarTER. Okay, I’ll make you a deal: Sometimes, you
call me Walter. Fair?

Grace. I'll certainly try. (Beat.) Would you like that
whiskey now?

WALTER. Ounly if you’ll join me.

Grace. Oh, I will. I think it might help to relax me.
(Moves toward counter.)

WALTER, Me, too. Your nervousness is contagious.
(Conversationally, as she gets bottle and glasses.) How
is it you haven’t taken your tree down yet?

GRrace. Oh, Well. I’'m never sure how long to leave it
up. Most people say till Little Christmas—only I can
never remember when it comes,

WALTER. January Sixth, Last week.

Grace. Oh, dear. I'm sorry. You must think I'm a
terrible housekeeper.

WaLTER. (Has strolled to tree, now, and takes hold of
a branch.) Not at all. It certamly brightens up this
room. (Branch comes off in his hand.) Oops—!

GrACE. (Turns, sees.) 1 also keep forgetting to water it.
Just—put that anyplace.

WALTER. (Tucks it back into position somehow.)
There. You can hardly notice the difference. How’s that
drink coming?

GRACE. (Hesitates with open bottle at lip of glass.)
Fine, Only—how much do you want? I mean—I don’t
know how much men drink.

WALTER. Here, let me, (Will move to her; takes bottle
and glass.) You get some ice.




