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A park bench. Winter. A bare-branched tree. A man in his sixties sits on the bench. He wears overcoat, muffler, is bare-headed, most of his hair gone. A thermos bottle beside him, unopened. A woman enters, also in her sixties. She is unfamiliar with her surroundings. She carries a mover’s inventory, which she reads.

He: 
Did you get all moved in?

She: 
Oh, you were watching! You wouldn’t believe what they wanted to come

a few miles.

He: 
On behalf of the Tenants Organization, let me welcome you to subsidized housing. It’s the only good thing about growing old. That, and

the bus passes.

She: 
You’re telling me. I don’t know how long I could have held out, if the vacancy hadn’t come up. Either pay rent, or have heat! Of course, I couldn’t help feeling bad, too. I mean, on the one hand, being so relieved to hear that a place had come up here, and on the other, knowing that the only reason one would —

He: 
I’m sure that Mr. Feldman, wherever he is, would be happy to know that

such an attractive person has taken his place.

She: 
I’m only taking the gentleman’s apartment — not his place.

He: 
Unless you know everything there is to know about the wildlife along the

Hudson River Valley, and unless you impart this information at the drop

of a “good morning,” you couldn’t possibly take Joe Feldman’s place.

(pause)

Have a seat.

She: 
(hesitant) Oh, I should —

He: 
Unless this air is too sharp for you. I like it myself.

She: 
Are you kidding? You are looking at someone who loves winter.

Whenever there’s fresh snow on the ground, I go out for a long walk.

Then come back and make a fire. And later, maybe some hot buttered

rum … I’m going to miss that fireplace.

He: 
I happen to have a hot drink here.

She: 
Thank you. I’d love it — but I was just stopping for a minute. I’ve all those

boxes to unpack.

He:  
Do you like hot toddies?

She: 
Oh, I do. I definitely do.

He: 
It’s one of the things I make really well.

She: 
And I would love one. Another time. Thanks.

He: 
Look, I know you think I’m an old souse sitting out here in the park

sneaking hot toddies— 

She: 
(uncertain) Oh, not for a minute!
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