only two short years you've taken on the spirit of Brooklyn.
HARPER. That's very gratifying, Miss Brewster.

ABBY. You see, living here next to the church all our lives, we've
seen so many ministers come and go. The spirit of Brooklyn we
always say is friendliness—and your sermons are not so much
sermons as friendly talks.

TEDDY. Personally, I've always enjoyed my talks with Cardinal
Gibbons—or have [ met him yet?

ABBY. No, dear, not yet. (Changing the subject.) Are the biscuits
good?

TEDDY. (He sits on sofa.) Bully!

ABBY. Won't you have another biscuit, Dr. Harper:

HARPER. Oh, no, I'm afraid T’ll have no appetite for dinner now.
I always eat too many of your biscuits just to taste that lovely jam.
ABBY. But you havent tried the quince. We always put a little
apple in with it to take the tartness out.

HARPER. No, thank you.

ABBY. We'll send you over a jar.

HARPER. No, no. You keep it here so I can be sure of having your
biscuits with it.

ABBY. I do hope they don’t make us use that imitation flour
again. | mean with this war trouble. It may not be very charitable
of me, but I've almost come to the conclusion that this Mr. Hitler
isn’t a Christian,

HARPER. (With a sigh.) If only Europe were on another planet!
TEDDY. (Sharply.) Europe, sir? : |

HARPER. Yes, Teddy.

TEDDY. Point your gun the other way!

HARPER. Gun?

ABBY. (Trying to calm him.) Teddy.

TEDDY. To the West! There’s your danger! There’s your enemy!
Japan!

HARPER. Why, yes—yes, of course.

ABBY. Teddy!

TEDDY. No, Aunt Abby! Not so much talk about Europe and
more about the canal!

ABBY. Well, let’s not talk about war. Will you have another cup of
tea, dear?

TEDDY. No, thank you, Aunt Abby.

ABBY. Dr. Harper?



