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too. The trees are starting to turn, but it’s still warm—
too warm for a sweater. Not much of a breeze. A fine

day to paint.

(TOM enters carefully. GRACE sees him but continues
to paint.)

TOM. Thought I might find you up here.

GRACE. You were right.

TOM. Quiet up here.

GRACE. Yep. _

TOM. Well, I guess if you can rest in peace, this is the
place to do it, huh?

GRACE. I guess it is.

TOM (looks at the painting). What do you call that?

GRACE. Watercolors. I’'m a little weak when it comes to
landscapes, though.

TOM. No, it’s good, Grace. It’s nice.

GRACE. First thing I bought with the settlement money
was some paints. Got some oils, too.

TOM. Big spender.

GRACE. Then I bought a car.

TOM. I didn’t know you could drive.

GRACE. I can’t. My brother’s gonna teach me. He drove
me up here today.

TOM. Grace. You wanna learn how to drive, I’d teach you.

GRACE. You got other things to do now, Tommy.

TOM. You know about that.

GRACE. Tommy. Orange just is n’t that big.

TOM. I meant to tell you myself, Grace. That’s why I
came looking for you—
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GRACE. It’s all right, Tommy. I’'m happy for you. For
both of you.

TOM. No hard feelings, then?

GRACE. Oh, Tommy. You think I have time for that?

TOM. I'm glad it worked out for you, Grace. Are you
glad? I mean, you don’t feel like you backed down too
soon, do ya?

GRACE. We did n’t back down. They backed down.

(He takes his leave of her as ROEDER enters, much
older now, dressed for a much colder day. He sees
GRACE and stops. Enter HARRIET, a grown woman
now. She is dressed in the style of the 1940s.)

HARRIET. Papa?

ROEDER. It was over here.

HARRIET. Oh, not this again.

ROEDER. This is where I saw her that last time.

HARRIET. This is morbid, Papa.

ROEDER. I stood there for a long time. She didn’t notice
me at first. But then something made her look up.

GRACE (looks at him). Oh my.

HARRIET. No wonder Mama won’t come for drives with
you anymore. If this is how you spend your Sundays.

ROEDER. 1 saw her looking at me. And I looked away.

GRACE. Just like at the courthouse that day. He can’t
bring himself to look at me.

HARRIET. You need to find another hobby. Retirement
isn’t good for you.

ROEDER. My heart started pounding, Harriet. I never
knew what I would say to her if I had the chance, and
suddenly—there she was. And I had the chance.
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HARRIET (lights a cigarette). So what did you say?

ROEDER. I couldn’t bring myself to speak.

GRACE. It’s as if he’s afraid to look at me. (She looks
back at him, finding strength in that discovery.)

ROEDER. I had my chance and I couldn’tspeak.

GRACE. He’s afraid of me.

HARRIET. Oh, Papa. That was years ago. Why don’t you
just forget about it? It’s not like it was your fault. No-
body knew about things like that, then—science just
wasn’t as advanced, the way it is now. (She takes a drag
on the cigarette. As ROEDER speaks, lights fade on
HARRIET, leaving ROEDER and GRACE alone.)

ROEDER. I think back on those days—and I try to
think—how could it have happened? I remember so
clearly climbing the stairs to the studio at Alden Street.
At the top of the stairs, those wide, high windows, and
the slant of light, the way it hit the floor, the way the
floor creaked under my feet—the smell of the place,
chalky, like an old schoolroom, and all those girls—
schoolgirls, really—all bent to the task, in their plain
green smocks, their delicate little hands moving so
quickly. No man could work the way those girls did. So
careful. So fast. Those brushes flying from the dials to
the paint to the dials—to their lips. (Beat.) Try as I
might, Harriet, try as I might—I cannot remember their
faces. (The irony strikes him.) 1 never saw their faces.

(Fade to black.)
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