STAA

4(

RICHARD. June, are you coming apstairs?
IUNE. Ah—ip a few minutes, Richard. -
RICHARD. Well—knock on my door, will you? I want to talk to

vou. (Exits upstairs. ) bl —
JUNE. Yes. I will (Turning back to Whiteside.) Mr. Whiteside. ..
WHITESIDE. June, my lamb, you were too young to know about

‘ letely fascinating. | have
Elwell murder, weren't you? Comp .
:?:mt five favorite murders and the Elwell case is one of them.

Would vou like to hear about it?
JUNE. Well, Mr. Whiteside, I wanted to talk to you. Would vou

mind. for a few minutes? It's important.

WHITESIDE. Why, certainly, my dear ] take it this is all about
vour young Lothario at the factory?

JUNE. (Nodding.) Yes. I just cant seem (o make Father understand.

im— he won't even
It's like talking to a blank wall. He won't meet hxm
'alk about it. What are we going to do, Mr. Whiteside? Sandy and |

love each other. | don't know where to turn.

. | man. Fdliketa
WHITESIDE. My dear, [d like to meet this young e

see him for myself.

J ' Mr Whiteside? Would you meet him? Hes—
JUNE. Would you, Mr. Whiteside? ¥vo -
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: s in the kitchen. (Crosses little.) S B
he's outside now. He's in the kitchen. ( up a uftrie, e
R

WHITESIDE. Good! Bring him in. L
[UNE. (Then down to Whiteside again.) Mr. Whiteside, he
very sensitive boy. You will be nice to him, won't you? :

WHITESIDE. God damn it, June, when will you learn:
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JUNE. (Up to door v. r. Calling through the din
voice) Sands. Sandy rF
(She stands aside as a young man enters, Twenty-three or jour,

looking, neatly but simply dressed.) E
Here he is, Mr. Whiteside. Thisis Sandy. (Cominig deses
SANDY. How do you do, sir?
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good deal about you from June this past week:
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correctly informed, that you two babes in the woods have quietly
gone out of your minds.

[UNE. There’s another name for it. It called love.

WHITESIDE. Well, you've come to the right place. Dr. Sheridan

Whiteside, Broken Hearts Mended, Brakes Relined, Hamburgers.
Go right ahead.

SANDY. Well. if June has told you anything at all, Mr. Whiteside,
you know the jam we're in. You see, | work for the labor union, Mr.

Whiteside. I'm an organizer. I've been organizing the men in Mr.
Stanley’s factory, and Mr. Stanley's pretty sore about it.

WHITESIDE. I'll bet!
SANDY. Did June tell you that?
WHITESIDE. Yes, she did.

SANDY. Well, that being the case, Mr. Whiteside, I don't think I
have the right to try to influence June. If she marries me it means a
definite break with her family, and I don't like to bring that about.

But the trouble is Mr. Stanley’s so stubborn about it, so arbitrary.
You know. this is not something I've done just to spite him. We fell
in love with each other. But Mr. Stanley behaves as though it were all

a big plot—John L. Lewis sent me here just to marry his daughter,

JUNE. He's tried to fire Sandy twice, out at the factory, but he
couldn’t on account of the Wagner Act, thank God!

SANDY. Yes. he thinks I wrote that, too.

JTUNE. If hed only let me talk to him. If hed let Sandy talk to him.

SANDY. Well, we've gone over all that, June. Anyway, this morning

| got word I'm needed in Chicago. | may have to go on to Frisco
from there. So you see the jam were in.

JUNE. Sandv's leaving tonight, Mr. Whiteside. He'll probably be

gone a year. We've simply got to decide. Now.

WHITESIDE. My dear, this is absurdly simple. It's no problem at all
Now to my jaundiced eye— (As phone rings. Nods.) Ohh! Hello. ..
Yes... This is Whiteside. (To June and Sandy.) Excuse me—its a
Transatlantic call. .. (Back to phone. Sandy crosses to L. of June.) Yes?
...Yes, I'm on. Who's calling? ...Oh! Put him on. (Again an aside. ) Its
walt Disney in Hollywood. (Into phone.) Hello... Hello .., Walt.
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