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son went for them.

MAGGIE. (Crosses L. to chair R.) Thank vou.

MRS. STANLEY. Ah—this is Miss Cutler, Mr. Whiteside's sepfetary.
MAGGIE. How do vou do. May [ move this chair?

MRS. STANLEY. (All eagerness.) You mean he’s comifig out now?
(John appears in doorway up R. C.)

MAGGIE. (Moves chair up c. of desk. Quietly ) He is indeed.

MRS. McCUTCHEON. (Rises, crosses p. i) He's coming out!
MRS. DEXTER. (Crossing to Mrs. McCugtheon p. L) | can hardly wait!
MRS. STANLEY. June! June! Mr. Whiteside is coming out!

JOHN. (Beckoning to Sarah off u/R.) Sarah! Mr. Whiteside is coming
out!
MRS. STANLEY. I'm so gfcited | just don't know what to do!
MRS. DEXTER. Me 160! | know that I'll simply—

(Sarah and John appear in dining room entrance, June on stairs. Mrs.
Staniey and thgAwo other ladies are keenly expectant; even Stanley is

on the quive. The double doors are opened once more and Dr
Bradley appears, bag in hand. D. r. He has taken a good deal of pun-

ishmehit, and speaks with a rather false heartiness.)

5. STANLEY. Good morning, Dr. Bradley.

BRADLEY. Good morning, good morning, Well, here we are, merry
and bright Bring our little patient out, Miss Preen.

\/

(A moments pause, and then a wheelchair is rolled through the door
by the nurse. It is full of pillows, blarkets, and Sheridan Whiteside
Sheridan Whiteside is indeed portly and Falstafhan. He is wearing
an elaborate velvet smoking-jacket and a very loud tie, and he looks
like every caricature ever drawn of him. There is a hush as the wheel-
chair rolls into the room p. R. Welcoming smiles break over every
face. The chair comes to a halt; Whiteside looks slowly around, into
each and every beaming face. His fingers drum for a moment on the
arm of the chair. He looks slowly around once more Magygie comes p.

R. Dr. Bradley crosses to wheelchair, then Mrs. Stanley. She laughs
nervously. And then Whileside speaks.

WHITESIDE. (r. c., quietly to Maggie.) | may vomit.
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MRS. STANLEY. (With a nervous little laugh.) Good morning, Mr.
Whiteside. I'm Mrs. Ernest Stanley—remember? And this is Mr.

Stanley.
STANLEY. (Coming to p. c.) How do vou do, Mr. Whiteside? |

hope that you are better.
WHITESIDE. Thank you. I am suing you for a hundred and ffty

thousand dollars.

STANLEY. How's that? What?

WHITESIDE. | said I am suing you for a hundred and fifty thousand
dollars.

MRS. STANLEY. You mean—because you fell on our steps, Mr.
Whiteside?

WHITESIDE. Samuel J. Liebowitz will explain it to you in court.
Who are those two harpies standing there like the kiss of death?

smashes to the floor.)
MRS. McCUTCHEON. Oh, dear! My calf’s-foot jelly.

WHITESIDE. Made from your own foot, I have no doubt. And now,

- Mrs. Stanley, I have a few small matters to take up with you. Since

this corner druggist at my elbow tells me that I shall be confined to
|
1

this mouldy mortuary for at least another ten days, due entirely to
your stupidity and negligence, I shall have to carry on my activities as
best | can. I shall require the exclusive use of this room, as well as that
drafty sewer which you call the library. [ want no one to come 1n of

out while I am in this room.
STANLEY. What do you mean, sir?

MRS. STANLEY. (Stunned.) We have to go up the stairs to get (o
our rooms, Mr. Whiteside.

WHITESIDE. Isn't there a back entrance?
MRS. STANLEY. Why—yes.

WHITESIDE. Then use that. I shall also require a room for my
secretary, Miss Cutler. Let me see. | will have a great many incoming
and outgoing calls, so please do not use the telephone. 1 sleep until

roon and must have quiet through the house antil that hour. There
will be five for lunch today. Where is the cook?
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§ WHITESIDE. Not on\this phone, plep€e.

STANLEY. Mr. Whiteside, if 1 may interrupt tor a moment--

WHITESIDE. You may not, sir. Will you take vour clammy hand

off my chair? You have the touch of a sex-starved cobra’ (This last

to Miss Preen as she arranges hus pillow.) ...And now will you all

leave quietly, or must | ask mv secretary to pass among you with a

baseball bat?

(Mrs. Dexter and Mrs. McCutcheon are bearing a hasty retreat, Mrs.
exters gift still in her hand.)

MRS. McCUTCHEON. Well—goodbye, Daisy. Well call yopr—

Oh\no, we mustn't use the phone. Well—we'll see you.

MRS \QEXTER. Goodbye. (Both exit up L.)

STANLEY. (Boldly—Iline cue: “use the phone.”) Now logK here, Mr.
Whiteside

WHITESIDE\ There is nothing to discuss, sir. Con g the damage
I have suffered X your hands, [ am asking very litgé. Good day.

STANLEY. (Contiglling himself, crosses L., exipA.) I'll call you from the
ofhce later, Daisy.

o — —— ——

(Stanley gives him a looR\ but goes.)
Here is the menu for lunch. \}He eyfends a slip of paper to Mrs. Stanley. )
MRS. STANLEY. But—I've affeady ordered lunch.

WHITESIDE. It will be $ént dp to you on a tray. [ am using the
dining room for my gugéts .. Whire are those cigarettes?

MRS. STANLEY. (Egbes up ) Why-\my son went for them. | don't
know why he—hepé, Sarah. Here is thg menu for lunch. (She hands
Sarah the lunchgbn slip.) I'll—have mindupstairs on a tray.

(Sarah and Jghn depart up R.)

WHITESHE. (To June, who has been posed\on landing during all

this.) Yfung lady. | cannot stand indecision. W{!I you either go up
thoge stairs or come down them!?

([hne ts aboul to speak, decides against it, and ascends stairs with 4

Rood deal of spirit. Mrs, Stanley is hovering uncertainly on the steps
as Richard returns with cigarettes.)

RICHARD. (Crosses to r. ¢.) Oh, good morning, Mr Whiteside.
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~ MAGGIE. Shut up, Sherry! ... Are you comin
u... Oh, hes going to live.

WHITESIDE. Stop drivelin
MAGGIE. (Cue: |

st, Banjo? I muss

give me the phone

riveling” cut in. Hands him phone —stans
_back of wheelchair.) In fact, he's screaming at me now. Here he is.

“ HL‘\'\\{ ¥ 2  WHITESIDE. (Taking phone.) How are you, you fawn’s behind?

=784 | And what are you giving me for Christmas? (He roars with laughter
at Banjos answer.) What news, Banjo, my boy? How’s the picture
| coming? ...How are Wacko and Sloppo? ...No, no, I'm all nght...
| Yes, I'm in very good hands. I've got the best horse doctor in town. ..
. What about you? Having any fun? .. Playing any cribbage? ... What?
(Again laughs loudly.) Well, don't take all his money—leave a little
# bit for me... Youre what? ...Having your portrait painted? By

mhom’w Not reallv’ No-i-m-gmngbaehoNav-\‘ork

moTn . LT

MW—WMWW \v\ ll. [ can't

waste my time talking to Hollywood riff-raff. Kiss Louella Parsons

N for me. Goodbve ¢ i T S
(He hangs up and lums fo Nfaggw Magguc puts phone on table 0. R.)
- He took fourteen hundred dollars from Sam Goldwyn at cribbage kst

night, and Sam said “Banjo, [ will never play garbage with yo

MAGGIE. (Crossing 1. to 1. ¢.) What's all this about h;
portrait painted?

WHITESIDE. M-m, Salvador Dali, (Miss Prpeh enters n. r.) That's
all that face of his needs—a Surrealist tgfaint it. .. What do you

want now, Miss Bed Fan? (This is addpeSsed to Miss Preen. who has
returned somewhat apprehensively 26 the room.)

g‘“l
aving his

(Maggie crosses to table back of€ouch r.)

MISS PREEN. It's—it’s yodr pills. One every forty-five minutes.

(She drops them intghis lap and hurries out of room—exit p.
Maggie, back of cgach L., opens cable.)

WHITESIDE ALooking after her.) ... Now where were we?

MAGGIE,/{The messages in her hand, crosses to c.) Here's a cable
from thdt dear friend of yours, Lorraine Sheldon.

WEATESIDE. Let me see il
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"HITESIDE. Get away from me, you reform school fugitivgflow
did ey get here anvway?
BANJO. Rarrvl Zanuck loaned me his reindeer. YWhiteside, we
finished shootmg the picture yesterday and ['gz’on my way 1o
Nova Scotia. Flew here in twelve hours—bofrowed an airplane
from Howard Hughes™hiteside, I brpdght vou a wondertul
Christmas present. (He prodigs a lijHe tissue-wrappeda package.
Crosses to Whiteside.) This brash€re was once worn by Hedy
Lamarr. (Dropping it in Whitegdes lap:

WHITESIDE. Listen, you jdiot, how long caizyou stav?

BANJO. Just long engdgh to take a bath. I'm on M wav to Nova
Scotia. Where's Mag€ie?

WHITESIDE. Xova Scotia? What are you going to Nova ScotiNQr?
BANJO. LA sick of Hollvwood and there's a dame in New York

don’t want to see. So I figured I'd go to Nova Scotia and get some

smpKed salmon... Where the hell's Maggie? 1 want to see her...
"hat’s the matter with vou? Where is she?

WHITESIDE. Banjo, I'm glad vou're here. I'm very annoyved at
Maggie. Very!

BANJO. What's the matter? (Whiteside rises, crosses to L.) Say, what
is this? I thought you couldn’t walk. (Crossing to C.)

WHITESIDE. Oh, I've been all right for weeks. That isnt the
point. I'm furious at Maggie. She's turned on me like a viper. You
know how fond [ am of her. Well, after these years shes repaying
my affection by behaving like a fishwife.

BANJO. What are you talking about?

WHITESIDE. (A step 1.) But | never believed for a moment she
was really in love with him.

BAN]JO. In love with who? I just got here‘.mw
Dot it |

WHITESIDE. (Pace L.) Great God, I'm telling you, you Hollywood
nitwit. A young newspaper man here in town.

BANJO. Maggie finally fell—well, what do you know? What kind
of a guy is he?

- WHITESIDE. (Crosses ta him.) Oh, shut up and listen, will vou?
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BANJO. Well, go on. What happened?

WHITESIDE. (Pacing L.) Well, Lorraine Sheldon happened to come
out here and visit me.

BANJO. Old hot-pants—here?

WHITESIDE. (Back to Banjo.) Now listen! This young fellow. hed
written a play. You can guess the rest. He's going away with Lorraine
this afternoon. To “rewrite.” So there you are. Maggie's in there now,
crving her eyes out. (Crosses to sofa—sits.)

BANJO. (Crosses L.) Gee! ...Say, wait a minute. What do you mean
Lorraine Sheldon happened to come out here? I smell a rat. Sherrve
astheheard

WHITESIDE. Well, all right, all right. But I did it for Maggie—
because I thought it was the right thing for her.

BANTO. (Crosses r.) Oh, sure. You haven't thought of vourself In
vears... Gee, poor kid. Can I go in and talk to her?

WHITESIDE. No—no. Leave her alone.

BANJO. (Crosses L.) Any way [ could help, Sherry? Wheresthrs

WHITESIDE. (Rises—crosses to Banjo.) Nou-—wail-a-mndte—Beno.
AMNa-dantwant-anv-pPhRes At Frtrb e 4 stemamgte .‘br
Hoover. Lve been-thsough-all that-with-yeu-belere. (He paces again

t.) 1 got Lorraine out here and ['ve got 1o get her away.

BANJO. Its got to be good, Sherry. Lorraine’s no dope. (Crosses U.
R.) ...Now, there must be something that would get her out of here
like a bat out of hell. (Crosses to L.) Say! I think I've got it! That fellow
she’s so crazy about over in England—what’s his name again?—Lord
Fanny or whatever it 1s. Bottomley—that’s it! Bottomley!

WHITESIDE. (With a pained expression.) No, Banjo. No.

BAN]O. Wait a minute—you don't catch on. We send Lorraine a
cablegram from Lord Bottomley—

WHITESIDE. 1 catch on, Banjo. Lorraine caught on too. [t's been
tried.

BANJO. (Crosses r.) Oh! ...I told you she was no dope... (Hesits in
wheelchair.) Well, we've got a tough proposition on your hands.

WHITESIDE. The trouble 1s there's so damned little tlme.' G:z:uuti
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