Visitors

It’s Saturday afternoon. There is a knock at the door. Our neighbors Mr. and Ms. White have arrived. The maid opens the door and lets them in. She shuts the door and shows them into the lounge. We greet them, shake hands with them and asked them to sit down.

.  A few minutes later we here a ring at the door. It’s Betice Smith, my wives niece. She has just arrived from the country and she is going to stay with us over the weekend. She kisses her aunt, who introduces for to the Whites and we all sit down.
The ladies talk about the weather and the ladies’ fashion, we, men, discus politics, business and the latest news. Presently the maid brings in the tea on a trolley. A pot of tea, caps and sauces, hot water, a just of milk and sugar, also sandwiches, bread and pours out the tea. I hand it round. My niece passes round sandwiches and cakes. We all enjoy the tea very much.
