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there is a KNOCK at the door; surprised—and a bit N {
nervous—he goes to it, queries softly:) Who is it—? —-———--L q

GreGoRr. (Off.) Gregor Vanitzky!

WALTER. (Amazed at the name.) Gregor Van-
itzky . . . ?! I don’t believe it.

GreGoRr. (Off.) Nevertheless, it is Il (Enters as a
curious WALTER reluctantly opens the door.) I can under-
stand your surprise, after the way I walked out of here—
(Sees WALTER, realizes he is a stranger.) Oh. I don’t be-
lieve we'vemet . . . ?

WartEr. No, we haven’t. I'm Walter Chepple. (GREGOR
does Prussian heel-click; fascinated, WALTER echoes:)
Walter Chepple. (GREGOR does it again; WALTER lets it
drop, goes on:) Can I help you—? (Will shut door as
GREGOR moves farther snto room.)

Grxecor. I was hoping to find Miss Larkin at home.

WALTER. Oh, well, she—uh—she had to go out for a
little while.

GreGor. Will she be back soon?

WALTER. (Sincere prayer heavenward for GRACE’S
safety.) If God is good!

GreGOR. (Beat.) He is, (Beat.) I'l wait. (Undoes
front of overcoat, but does not remove it.) 1 suppose she’s
told you about me—or has she?

WALTER, I’'m sorry, no. What was it you wished to see
her about? . . . No, wait, that’s none of my business,

Grrcor. Oh, there’s nothing secret about it. I have
simply decided to go ahead with the wedding.

WALTER. What wedding? You don’t mean—Miss
Larkin—?

Grecor. I know it must surprise you, considering my
occupation—

WALTER. Excuse me, but-—what #s your occupation—?

Grecor. Why, I'm. a minister of the gospel, That’s
why I was so upset, earlier, when I learned what Alex
did for a living—oh, but perhaps yox don’t know about
Alex! Oh, dear, I hope I haven't spilled the borscht—?
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WALTER. Well—~uh—that’s hard for me to say . ..
1 mean, / know what he does, but I still can’t be sure
you know the same thing I do, so— Let me put it this
way—does his job begin with a “B”"—?

GREGOR. (Sighs with relief.) Ah, good, then you do
know! Yes, I'm well aware of his less-than-honest ac-
tivities, but—1I got to thinking—if all men are to live as
brothers, we must make allowances for one another’s
weaknesses! So I have returned in full willingness to go
through with the ceremony.

WALTER. Grace sure doesn’t waste any time! She barely
knows the guy! How did she dig you up so fast?

GREGOR, Just a moment—I’m afraid I did not quite
follow that . . . ?

WALTER. Listen, I appreciate your trying to make it
easy on me, but that’s all right, I knew I'd lost her
when I saw her persuade him to go out on this one last
job—

GREGOR, You mean—Alex is out committing burglary
right now—7?

WALTER. Well, yes, but only as a special favor to me.

Grecor. What are you, his manager?/

WALTER. Don’t be ridiculous! I’m in the insurance
business!

GREGOR. I might have guessed!

WaALTER. And just what is ¢kat supposed to mean?!

GreGor. Well, after all, your occupation and Alex’s
are not that dissimilar! He’s into durglary, you’re run-
ning a protection racket!

WALTER. Now, just one minute—

Grecor, When an insurance agent is making a sale,
does he not stress all the potential hazards the prospect
faces? Car accidents, sudden death, and the like?

WaLTER. Well, yes, but—

GreGoR. But who qualifies for a policy? . . . Only
those people that the insurance company is satisfied are
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not likely to have car accidents or die without warning!

Warter. Well, yes, but—

Grecor. And don’t the agents tell the prospects that
the company is interested only in protecting the prospect’s
Juture?

Warter. Uh . . . well, sure . . .

GrEGOR. But before they’ll sign him, they make a com-
plete investigation of the prospect’s past/

WaLTer. Well, they kave to, because . . . because . . .

GrEGOR. I think we can sum the whole thing up in one
sentence: The only people an insurance company will
protect are those people who are never going to make a
claim/!

WavLTeR. That's—that’s just good business/

GreGor., Which also begins with a “B”l

WALTER tries to think of a reply, HARRIET enters
from bedroom; she is dressed again, and in her over-
coat, and is carrying WALTER'S overcoat and hom-
i she sees GREGOR and stops, surprised, just in-
gomnt.) rd
HarrieT. Why, Gregor! It’s you! TJJ
Grecor, HaMet! (To WALTER.) I thought yout6ld me
she’d gone out? F 4
WaLTER. That shi&? Wait a minute, is ##is the Miss
Larkin you said you wée coming here tgsmarry?
GREGOR. Of course it is!” r
WALTER., But—marry her
GREGOR, To me/ Y
WALTER. (Imagining a miniSteraficiating at his own
wedding.) Can he do that?
HarrigeT. Of course h

ding WALTER’S comfy
no, Mister Chepplg#you misunderstood. Naturall
riet and I will ha#e anotker minister witness our magiage.




