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GRrACE—alonNgith us—sees HARRIET bgué
head doorward, REGOR’S a: 3
madly passionate Riss, ORQACEE
you doing? !

HARrIET. (Face upside-down as she and GREGOR main-
tain backbend-embrace.) Oh! Alex ... Grace ... |
I'd like you to meet—my fiance/

ALex. (To Grace.) I must say—you Larkin girls
don’t waste much time—! (They break clinch.)

GREGOR. (Entering room arm in arm with HARRIET.)
I beg your pardon—?

GRACE. (Closing door.) Alex, Harriet didn’t jusé meet
him! Why she’s known him for—for—?

HarrieT. Almost an entire week/

AvLex. (As if she'd said a much longer, more respect-
able duration, spreads his hands and gives a large, slow
shrug, as if the only-slightly-longer-than-chance-meeting
time makes a big difference in his initial attitude that she
was a fast worker.) Oh, well then!

GREGOR. (Sensing the slight mockery.) Sir, when one
finds true love, time has no meaning,

Arex. Is that why brides always arrive late?

GRACE. Alex!

ALEX. (A little ashamed of himself.) Okay, okay. (Ex-
tends hand to GrEGor.) Congratulations, You've got
yourself a nice little lady, there, whoever you are . . . ?

GREGOR. (As they break handshake, he gives a
Prussian head-bow and heel-click, on:) I'm sorry, my
name is Gregor Vanitzky.

ALEx, (Truly misunderstanding his meaning.) I'd be
sorry, too, why don’t you ckange it?

HarrieT, What—?!

ALEX. (Catching his gaffe.) Oh! You meant—sorry you
hadn’t told me your name—oh boy—hey, I'm sorryl
Things have been—a little confusing, tonight . . .
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HARRIET. (Suddenly contrite.) Oh, my goodness, of
course they have! I completely forgot—! (To GREGOR.)
This is their wedding night!

Grecor. (Now embarrassed to have intruded.) 1 had
no idea! I'm sorry—! . . . Mister—?¢ (Doesn’t know the
name to tag onto the apology.)

Avex. (Realizing his lapse.) I'm sorry! Docker. Alex
Docker.

HarrieT. (Redlizes her sister has not been introduced.)
Oh, and I’m sorry, this is my sister Grace!

Grace. (Taking his hand briefly.) Isn’t this the sor-
siest bunch of peoplel (This sets them all laughing, end
they start down toward sofa area, their mutual mood
more convivial.) Listen, Alex darling, why don'’t you fix
us all a drink—?

HarrieT. Grace! Gregor doesn’t drink!

GrACE. Oh, of course! I'm sorry—I

GREGOR. Let’s not start ¢hat again!

Arex. Are you sure I can’t offer you anything—?
Maybe a small glass of wine?

Grecor. No. Really. Thank you.

Harrier. Besides, we've intruded enough on you, al-
ready. . . . (Pauses curiously as a bright flashing yellow
light—apparently from the street below—is seen in the
area near the window.) Ohl Alex, isn’t that for you—7

Avrex. (Sees light.) Hey, yeah! I'd better get down-
stairs, quick! (Only gets one step toward door when
GRACE grabs his arm.)

GRACE. (Who has completely misinterpreted source of
light.) Oh, Alex, don’t! I can’t have them lock you up!
You mustn’t give in without a fight!

GrEGOR. Is something wrong—?

Avex. (Trying to keep the non-existent cat inside the
bag.) Grace, honey, it’s only a pickup truck, I had a
little engine trouble—! )

GracE. What? Oh, thank heaven! I thought it was the
policel
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HarrieT. Why should the police be after Alex?

Grace. (Meaning ALEX isn’t a foolproof burglar.)
Well, nobody’s perfect—!

GREGOR. (Only means ke doesw’t. follow the conversa-
tion.) 1 beg your pardon—?

GRACE. (Thinking she's insulted him.) Oh, present
company excepted, of course!

ALEX. (Who doesn’t know what GREGOR does.) How’s
that again?

GRACE. (Now thinks she’s insulted him.) Oh, darling, I
didn’t mean you, you’re an absolutely perfect burglar!

ALEX. (The jig is up.) Oh-boy!

GREGOR. Alex? My fiancee’s brother-in-law?

HARrIET. A burglar?

Grace. (Now hopelessly confused.) I thought you
knew—7?1

RrIET. It can’t be! He told me he worked for the
Qne company!
GRACK, (Pleased.) Oh, Alex, how clever of you!
HarreEN, Grace—you mean—he is a burglar?! ¢
GRACE. (Rgints with pride toward vacant g
He just stole amig i i

HarrieT. (Nod¥ges i , wails.)
Aaaaah! I’ve been ri

GRACE. (Not conneck r service.) You,
too?! . . . Alex, how cd

did he take? \

HARrIieT, That silver serviclg
table! What’s he done with itp” °
Grace. But Harriet—/ ¢




