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Scene Il

(Scene — The same. The following afternoon.)

(When the curtain rises it is not snowing, but snow -
can be seen banked high against the window. MAJOR:
N METCALF is seated on the sofa reading a book, and MRS,
c\)\'\:\\ BOYLE is sitling in the large armchair right m front of

- {\th)e@ writing on @ pad on her knee.)
MRS, BOYLE. I consider it most dishonest not to have told

me they were only just starting this place.
MAJOR METCALF. Well, everything’s got to have a beginning,
~ you know. Excellent breakfast this morning, Good"
" coffee, Scrambled eggs, home-made marmalade, And
all nicely served, too. Litfle woman does it all herself,

MRS. BOYLE. Amateurs — there should be a proper staff.
MAJOR METCALF. Excellent lunch, too.
MRS, BOYLE. Cornbeef,

MAJOR METCALF. But very well disguised cornbeef. Red

wine in it. Mrs. Ralston promised to make a pie for us

~ tonight. ek ' '

MRS, BOYLE. (rising and crossing to-the radiator) These
: radiators are not really hot. I shall speak about it.

MAJOR METCALF. Very comfortable beds, too. At least mine
was. Hope yours was, too, - My

MRS, BOYLE. It was quite adequate. (She returns to the large
armchair right and sits.) I don’t quite see why the best
bedroom should have been given to that very peculiar
young mar, | )

MAJOR METCALF, Got here ahead of us, First come, first
served.

MRS. BOYLE. From the advertisement I got quiteﬁ different
impression of what this place would be Iike. A

comfortable writing-room, and a much larger place
-+ gltogether — with bridge and other amenities,

© "MAJOR METCALF. Regular old tabbies’ delight,
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MRS. BOYLE. T beg your pardon.

MAJOR METCALF, Er — I mean, YES, I quite see what you
\a
Q

A mearl,

¢ —

(CHRISTOPHER enters lgft from the stairs umnoticed.)

MRS. BOYLE. No, indeed, I shan'’t stay here long.
CHRISTOPHER. (laughing) No. No, I don’t SUppOse you will,
(CHRISTOPHER exils inio the library up left.)
MRS. BOYLE, Really that is a very peculiar young man.
Unbalanced mentally, I shouldn’t wonder.
MAJOR METCALF. Think he’s escaped from a lunatic asylum.
MRS. BOYLE. I shouldn’t be at all surprised.
- (MOLLIE ¢hiers through the archway up right.)
MOLLIE. (calling upstairs) Giles?
GILES. (off) Yes?

MOLLIE. Can you shovel the snow away again from the
. back door?

.. GILES. (off) Coming, |
(MOLLIE disappears through the arch.)
MAJOR METCALF. I'll give you a hand, what? (He rises and
crosses up Tight o the arch.) Good exercise. Must have
exercise. -

(MAJOR METCALF exits. GILES enters from the stairs,
crosses and exits up right, MOLLIE reburns, - carrying
. duster and @ vacwum cleaner, Crosses the hall and
PUNS UPSIAITS. She collides with MISS CASEWELL who is

coming down the stairs.)

MOLLIE. Sorryl
MISS CASEWELL. That’s all right.

(MOLLIE gits. MISS CASEWELL COMéS slowly_cenire.)

. credible young womatl.

, BOYLE. Reallyl What an incre :
MRSD oesn’t she know anything about housework? C,a.rzmg
2 carpet sweeper through the front hall, Aren t there

any back stairs?
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