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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 niccly served, too. Little woman does it all herself.

MRS. BOYLE. Amateurs — there should be a proper staff.

MAJOR METCALT. Excellent lunch, too.

MRS. BOYLE. Cornbeef.

MAJOR METCALF. But very well disguiscd cornbeef. Red
wine in it. Mrs. Ralston promised to make a pie for us
tonight.

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.

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 wery peculiar
young man.

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

MRS. BOYLE. From the advertisement I got quite a different
impression of what this place would be like. A
comfortable writing-room, and a much larger place
altogether — with bridge and other amenities.

MAJOR METCALF. Regular old tabbies’ delight.

MRS. BOYLE. I beg your pardon.

MAJOR METCALF. Er ~ I mean, yes, I quite see what you
mean.





