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The Boy Comes Home
By A.A. MILNE

CHARACTERS: Uncle James

Aunt Emily

Philip

Mary, the Parlour Maid

Mrs. Higgins, the Cook

TIME: The day after the War

SCENE: 4 room in Uncle James's house in the Cromwell
Road. Any room in Uncle James’s house is furnished in
heavy mid-Victorian sityle; this particular morning-room
i3 perhaps solider and more respeciable even than the
others, from the heavy table in the middle of it to ithe
heavy engravings on the walls. There are two doors to it.
The one ot the back opens into the hall, the one at the
side into the dining-room.
" Philip comes in from the hall and goes into the dining-
room. Apparently he finds nothing there, for he returns
2o the morning-room, looks about him for a moment and
then rings the bell. It is ten o’clock, and he wants his
breakfast. He picks up the paper, and sits in a heavy
armchair in front of the fire—a pleasant-looking well-
built person of twenty-three, with an air of decisiveness
about him. Mary, the parlour maid, comes in..




Mary. Did you ring, Master Philip?

Philip (absently). Yes; I want some breakfast, please,
Mary.

Mary (coldly). Breakfast has been cleared away an
hour ago.

Philip. Exactly. That’s why I rang. You can boil
me a couple of eggs or something. And coffee, not tea.

Mary. I’m sure [ don’t know what Mrs. Higgins will
say.

Philip (getting up). Who is Mrs. Higgins?

Mary. The cook. And she’s not used to being put
about like this. |

Philip. Do you think she’ll say something?

Mary. I don’t know what she’ll say.

Philip. You needn’t tell me, you know, if you don’t
want to. Anyway, I don’t suppose it will shock me.
One gets used to it in the Army. (He smiles pleasantly
at her.)

Mary. Well, I'll do what I can, sir. But breakfast at
eight sharp is the master’s rule, just as it used to be
before you went away to the war. '

Philip. Before I went away to the war I did a lot of
silly things. Don’t drag them up now. (More curtly.)
Two eggs, and if there’s a ham bring that aloné too.
(He turns away.)

Mary (doubtfully, as she prepares io go). Well, I'm
sure I don’t know what Mrs. Higgins will say. (Eﬁ'_{
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Mary. As she goes out she makes way for Aunt Emily to
come in, a kind-hearted mid-Victorian lady who has never
had any desire for vote.)

Emily. There you are, Philip! Good-morning, dear.
Did you sleep well?

Philip. Rather; splendidly, thanks, Aunt Emily. How
are you? (He kisses her.)

Emily. And did you have a good: breakfast? Naughty
boy to be late for it. I always thought they had to get
up so early in the Army.

Philip. They do. That’s why they’re so late when
they get out of the Army.

Emily. Dear me! I should have thought a habit of
four years would have stayed with you.

Philip. Every morning for four years, as I’ve shot
out of bed, I've said to myself. “Wait! A time will
come.” (smiling.) That doesn’t really give a habit a
chance.

Emily. Well, I dare say you wanted your sleep out.
I was so afraid that a really cosy bed would keep you
awake after all those years in he trenches.

philip. Well, one isn’t in the trenches all the time.
And one gets leave—if one’s an officer.

Emily (reproachfully). You didn’t spend much of it
with us, Philip.

Philip (taking her hands). 1 know; but you did under-
stand, didn’t you, dear?




Emily. We're not very gay, and | know you must
have wanted gaiety for the little time you had. But I
think your Uncle James felt it. After all, dear, you've
lived with us for some years, and he is your guardian.

Philip. I Xnow. You’ve been a darling to me always,
Aunt Emily. But (ewkuwardly.) Uncle James and I—

Emily. Of course, he is a little difficult to get on
with. I'm more used to him. But I'm sure he really is
very fond of you, Philip.

Philip. H’'m! I always used to be frightened of him....
I suppose he’s just the same. He seemed just the same
last night—and he still has breakfast at eight o’clock.
Been making pots of money, I suppose?

Emily. He never tells me exactly, but he did speak
once about the absurdity of the excess-profits tax. You
se¢, jam is a thing the Army wants.

Philp. It certainly gets it.

Emily. It was so nice for him, because it made him
feel he was doing his bit, helping the poor men in the
trenches. (Enter Mary.)

Mary. Mrs. Higgins wishes to speak to you, ma’am.
(She looks at Philip as much as to say, “There you are!”)

Emily (getting up). Yes, I'll come. (To Philip.) 1
think I’d better just see what she wants, Philip.

Philip (firmly to Mary). Tell Mrs. Higgins to come
here. (Mary hesitates and looks at her mistress.) At

once, please. (Ezit Mary.)
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Emily (upset). Philip, dear, I don’t know what Mrs.
Higgins will say—

Philip. No; nobody seems to. I thought we might
really find out for once.

Emily (going towards the door). Perhaps I'd better
go—

Philip (putting his arm aroind her waist). Oh, no,
you mustn’t. You see, she really wants to see me.

Emily. You?

Philip. Yes; I ordered breakfast five minutes ago.

Emily. Philip! My poor boy! Why didn’t you tell me?
And I dare say I could have got it for you. Though I
don’t know what Mrs. Higgins— (An extremely angry
voice is heard outside, and Mrs. Higgins, stout and ag-
gressive, comes in.)

Mrs. Higgins (¢ruculently). You sent for me, ma’am?

Emily (rervously). Yes—er—I think if you—perhaps—

Philip (calmly). I sent for you, Mrs. Higgins. I want
some breakfast. Didn’t Mary tell you?

Mrs. Higgins. Breakfast is at eight c’clock. It always
has been as long as I’ve been in this house, and always
will be until I get further qrders.

Philip. Well, you've just got further orders. Two
eggs, and if there’s a ham—

Mrs. Higgins. Orders. We’re talking about orders.
From whom in this house do I take orders, may I ask?

Philip. In this case from me.
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Mrs. Higgins (playing her trump-card). In that case,
ma’am, I wish to give a month’s notice from today.
Inclusive.

Philip (quickly, before his aunt can say anything).
Certainly. In fact, you'd probably prefer it if my aunt
gave you notice, and then you could go at once. We
can easily arrange that. (To Aunt Emily as he takes out
a fountain-pen and cheque book.) What do you pay her?

Emily (faintly). Forty-five pounds.

Philip (writing on his knee). Twelves into forty-five....
(pleasantly to Mrs. Higgins, but without looking wup.) 1
hope you don’t mind a Cox’s cheque. Some people do;
but this is quite a good one. (Tearing it oui.) Here you
are.

Mrs. Higgins (fakern aback). What's this?

Philip. Your wages instead of notice. Now you can
g0 at once,

Mrs. Higgins. Who said anything about going?

Philip (surprised). I'm sorry; I thought you did.

Mrs. Higgins. If it’s only a bit of breakfast, I don’t
say but what I mightn’t get it,if T’'m asked decent.

Philip (putting back the cheque). Then let me say
again,“Two eggs, ham and coffee.” And Mary can bring
the ham up at once, and I'll get going on that. (Turn-
ing away.) Thanks very much.

Mrs. Higgins. Well, I—well—well! (Ewit speechless.)

Philip (surprised). Is that all she ever says? It isn’t
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much to worry about.

Emily. Philip, how could you! 1 should have been
terrified.

Philip. Well, you see, I've done your job for two
years out there.

Emily. What job?

Philip. Mess President.... I think I’ll go and see about
that ham. (He smiles at her and goes out into the dining-
room. Aunt Emily wanders around the room, putting a
few things tidy as is her habit, when she is interrupted
by the enirance of Uncle James. James is not a big man
nor an impressive one in his black morning-coat; and his
thin straggly beard, now going grey, does not hide a chin
of any great power; but he has a severity which passes
for strength with the weak.)

James. Philip down yet?

Emily. He’s just having his breakfast.

James (looking at his waich). Ten o’clock. (Snapping
it shut and putting it back.) Ten o’clock. I say ten
o’clock, Emily.

Emily. Yes, dear, I heard you.

James. You don’t say anything?

Emily (vaguely). I expect he’s tired after that long
war.

James. That’s no excuse for not being punctual. I sup-
pose he learnt punctuality in the Army?

Emily. I expect he learnt it, James, but I understood
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him to say that he’d forgotten it.

James. Then the sooner he learns it again the better.
I patticularly stayed away from the office today in or-
der to talk things over with him, and (looking at his
walch.Yhere’s ten o’clock—past ten—and no sign of him.
I’m practically throwing away a day.

Emily. What are you going to talk to him about?

James. His future, naturally. I have decided that the
best thing he can do is to come into the business at once.

Emily. Are you really going to tallk it over with him,
James, or are you just going to tell him that he must
come?

James (surprised). What do you mean? What’s the
difference? Naturally we shall talk it over first, and—er
—naturally he’ll fall in with my wishes.

Emily. I suppose he can hardly help himself, poor
boy.

James. Not until he’s twenty-five, anyhow. When
he’s twenty-five he can have his own money and do
what he likes with it.

Emily (timidly). But I think you ought to consult
him a little, dear. After all, he has been fighting for
us.

James (with his back to the fire). Now that’s the sort
of silly sentiment that there’s been much too much of.
I object to it strongly. I don’t want to boast, but I think
I may claim to have done my share. I gave up my neph-
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ew to my country, and I—er—suffered form ‘i'tl;e short-
age of potatoes to an extent that you probably didn’t
realize. Indeed, if it hadn’t been for your forturiagg: dlS‘
covery about that time that you didn’t really like potatoes,
I don’t know how we should have carried on. And, asT
think I've told you before, the excess-profits tax seemed
to me a singularly stupid piece of legislation—but I paid
it. And I don’t go boasting about how much I paid.

Emily (unconvinced). Well, I think that Philip’s four
years out there have made him more of a man; he
doesn’t seem somehow like a boy who can be told what
to do. I'm sure they’ve taught him something.

James. I've no doubt that they've taught him some-
thing about—er—bombs and—er—which end a revolver
goes off, and how to form fours. But I don’t see that
sort of thing helps him to decide upon the most suitable
career for a young man in after-war conditions.

Emily. Well, I can only say you'll find him different.

James. 1 didn’t notice any particular difference last
night.

Emily. 1 think you’ll find him rather more—I can’t
quite think of the word, but Mrs. Higgins could tell you
what I mean. _

James. Of course, if he likes to earn his living any
other way,he may; but I don’t see how he proposes to
do it so long as I hold the purse-strings. (Looking ai
his waich.) Perhaps you'd better tell him that I cannot
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wait any longer. (Emily opens the door leading into the
dining-room and talks through it to Philip.)

Emily. Philip, your uncle is waiting to see you before
he goes to the office. Will you be long, dear?

Philip (from the dining-room). Is he in a hurry?

James (shortly). Yes.

Emily. He says he is rather, dear.

Philip. Couldn’t he come and talk in here?It wouldn’t
interfere with my breakfast.

James. No.

Emily. He says he’d rather you came to him, darling.

Philip (resigned). Oh, well.

Emily (to James). He’ll be here directly, dear. Just
sit down in front of the fire and make yourself comfort-
able with the paper. He won’t keep you long. (She

' arranges him.)

James (taking the paper). The morning is not the
time to inake one’s self comfortable. It’s a most danger-
ous habit. I nearly found myself dropping off in front
of the fire just now. I don’t like this hanging about,
wasting the dey. (He opens the pdper.)

Emily. You should have had a nice sleep, dear, while
you could. We were up so late last night listening to
Philip’s stories.

James. Yes, yes. (He begins a yawn and stifles it hur-
riedly.) You mustn’t neglect your duties, Emily. I've no
doubt you have plenty to do.
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Emily. All right, James, then I'll leave you. But don’t
be hard on the boy.

James (sleepily). I shall be just. Emily; you can rely
upon that.

Emily (going to the door). I don’t think that’s quite
what I meant. (She goes out. James, who is now quite
comfortable, begins to nod. He wakes up with a start,
turns over the paper and nods again. Soon he is breath-
ing deeply with closed eyes.)

Philip (coming in). Sorry to have kept you waiting,
but I was a bit late for breakfast. (He takes out his
pipe.) Are we going to talk business or what?

James (faking out his waitch). A bit late! I make it
just two hours.

Philip (pleasantly). All right, Uncle James. Call it
two hours late. Or twenty-two hours early for tomor-
row’s breakfast, if you like. (He sits down in a chair on
the opposite side of the table from his uncle, and lights
his pipe.)

James. You smoke now?

Philip (staggered). 1 what?

James (wodding at his pipe). You smoke?

Philip. Good heavens! What did you think we did in
France? .

James. Before you start smoking all over the house, I
should have thought you would have asked your aunt’s
permission. (Philip looks at him in amazement, and then
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goes lo the door.)

Philip (calling). Aunt Emily! ... Aunt Emily! ... Do
you mind my smoking in here?

Aunt Emily (from upstairs). Of course not, darling.

Philip (to James as he returns to his chair). Of
course not, darling. (He puts back his pipe in his mouth.)

James. Now, understand once and for all, Philip,
while you remain in my house I expect not only punc-
tuality, but also civility and respect, I will not have im-
pertinence.

Philip (unimpressed). Well, that’s what I want to
talk to you about. Uncle James. About staying in your
house, I mean.

James. I don’t know what you do mean.

Philip. Well, we don’t get on too well together, and
I thought perhaps I'd better take rooms somewhere. You
could give me an allowance until I came into my money.
Or 1 suppose you could give me the money now if
you really liked. I don’t quite know how father left it
to me.

James (coldly). You come into your money when you
are twenty-five. Your father very wisely felt that to
trust a large sum to a mere boy of twenty-one was sim-
ply putting temptation in his way. Whether I have the
power or not to alter his dispositions, I certainly don’t
propose to do so.

Philip. If it comes to that, I am twenty-five.
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