.~ THE MAN WHO CAME
‘- TO DINNER
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r ' g ACT ONE
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SCENE 1: The curtain rises on the attractive living-room of
| MR. and MRS. ERNEST W. STANLEY, 11 a small town in Ohio,
The sTANLEYS are obviously people of means: the voom is
‘ . large, comfortable, tastefully furnished. Double doors lead
o into a library R. There is a glimpse through an arch U.R. of a
| dining-room at the rear, and we see the steps of a handsome
curved staircase, U.C. At the left side of the room, a bay
| window. Another arch, U.L. leading into the hallway. U pstage
| of the hallway is a swinging door leading :Wj pantry. The
outer door to the street is off U.L. The library doors are closed.
MRS. STANLEY enfers from upstairs. As she reaches the lower
_ third step the door-bell rings. She pauses a moment, then con-
' tinues on her way towdards the library. A nurse [MISS PREEN}
in full uniform emerges—scurries rather—out of the room R.,
as the bell rings. An angry voice from within speeds her on her
way: "Great dribbling cow!’
MRS. STANLEY. (Eagerly.) How is he? Is he coming out?
(But MISS PREEN bas already disap peared into the dining-room up
R. Simultaneously the door-bell rings—at the same time a young
‘ lad of twenty-one, RICHARD STANLEY, ir descending the siairs C.)
| RICHARD. (Crosses to door L.) T'll go, Mother.
i (JOHN, a white-coated servant, comes burrying in from the library
and starts up the siairs, two at a time. JOHN'S entrance cue: follows
MISS PREEN o ber first entrance. He closes doors.)
\ MRS, STANLEY. What's the matter? What is it, John?
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JOHN. They want pillows. .
| (And be is out of sight. Meanwhile M1Ss PREEN i5 refurning to
| the sick-room. She enters as soon as she picks up a tray with a bowl
of cornflakes, off U.R.)
WMRS. STANLEY. (T'0 ber.) Anything I can do, Miss Preen?
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MISS PREEN. (Exil to library.) No, thank you.
(The VOICE is beard again as she opens the doors. ""Don’t call
yourself a Doctor in my presencel”” RICHARD returns fro:":'rz__ibe: ball
L., carrying two huge packages and a shedf of cablegranis. His en-
trance cue is sound of library doors closing.) - S
RICHARD. (Crosses to sofa, puts packages on floof K. of sofa, tele-
grams on table back of sofa.) Four more cablegrams and more
packages . . . Dad is going crazy upstairs, with that bell ringing
all the time, )
(Meanwhile JUNE, the danghter of the house, has come down stairs
C. An attractive girl of twenty. At the same time the phone is ying-
ing. JUNE crosses D.R. to phone.) 3 )
MRS. STANLEY. Oh, dear! . . . June, will you go? . . . What did
you say, Richard? £
RICHARD. (Examining packages.) One’s from New York and one
_from San Francisco.
MRS. STANLEY. There was something from Alaska early this morn-
ing. (Before JUNE can answer the double doors are opened again.
MISS PREEN appears D.R. VOICE calls after her: ""Doesn't that bird-
brain of yours ever function?"’)
RICHARD. Really? )
_~JUNE. (At phone.) Yes? . . . Yes, that's right.
" MRS. STANLEY. Who is it?
Miss PREEN. (Enters D.R. Crosses L.) I—T'll get them right away.
. . . He wants some Players’ Club cigarettes.
MRS, STANLEY. Players' Club?
(JOHN enters from stairs C. with pillows. Gives pillows to MIss
PREEN D.R., €xil5 #p R.)
RICHARD, They have "em at Kitchener's. I'll run down and get 'em.
(Heisoff L.) .
JUNE. (S4ill at phone.) Hello . . . Yes, I'm waiting. s ,
MRS. STANLEY. (Line cue:—"and get’em.”) Tell me, Miss Preen,
is he—are they bringing him out soon? ‘
MISS PREEN. (W earily.) We're getting him out of bed now. He'll
be out very soon . . . Oh, thank you. (MISS PREEN staris off R.) |
MRS, STANLEY. Oh, I'm so glad. He must be very happy. |
(And again we hear the invalid's VOICE as MISS PREEN passes into
the room, R. "Trapped like a rat in this hell-hole!")
JUNE. (At phone.) Two o'clock? Yes, I think he could talk then. ’
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All right. (She hangs up.) Well, who do you think that was? Mr.
H. G. Wells from London.
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MRS, STANLEY. (Wild-eyed.) H. G. Wells? On our telepbone?
(The door-bell again.)
JUNE. (Crosses L. fo door L. Exit.) I'll go. This is certainly a busy
bouse. (Meantime SARAH, the cook, has come from dining-room
#p R. with a pitcher of orange juice—Entrance cue: door-bell.)
SARAH. I got his orange juice.
MRS, STANLEY. (As SARAH £nocks on double doors D.R.) Oh, that's
fine, Sarah, Is it fresh?
SARAH. Yes, ma'am. (She knocks on door. The doors are opened;
SARAH hands -aréiﬁ' ge juice to the nurse. The VOICE roars once mote :
“You move like a broken-down truck horsel”)
SARAH. (Beaming.) His voice is just the same as on the radio.-(Ske
disappears into dining-room as JUNE returns from entrance hall, L.,
ushering in two friends of her mother's, MRS. DEXTER and MRSs.
MCCUTCHEON. One is carrying a flowering plant, partially wrapped ;
the other is holding, with some care, what turns out to be a jar of
calf's-foot jelly.) .
LADIES. (Enter L. Cross to C.) Good morning.
MRS, STANLEY. (To them.) Girls, what do you think? He’s getting
up and coming out this morning!
MRS. MCCUTCHEON. You don't mean it!
MRS. DEXTER. Can we stay and see him?
MRS. STANLEY. Why, of course—he'd love it.
(JUNE enters L. Crosses 1o stairs.)
Girls, do you know what just happened?
JUNE. (Departing upsiairs.) I'll be upstairs, Mother, if you want
me.
MRS, STANLEY, What? . . . Oh, yes. June, tell your father he'd
better come down, will you? Mr. Whiteside is coming out.
JUNE. Yes, Mother. (She exits upstairs.)
MRS, DEXTER. Is he really coming out this morning? I brought
him a plant—do you think it's all right if I give it to him?
MRS, STANLEY. Why, I think that would be lovely.
MRS. MCCUTCHEON. And some calf’s-foot jelly.
MRS, STANLEY. Why, how nice! Who do you think was on the
phone just now? H. G. Wells, from London. And look at those
cablegrams. (The LADIES cross L) He's had calls and messages
from all over this country and Europe. The New York Times—and
Felix Frankfurter, and Dr. Dafoe, the Mount Wilson Observatory
—1I just can’t tell you what's been going on, I'm simply exhausted.
(Crosses R., $its chair R.C.)
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MRS. DEXTER. (Crossing 1o MRS. STANLEY R.) There's a big piece
about it in this week’s T7me. Did you see it?
MRS, STANLEY. No—really?
MRS. MCCUTCHEON. (Crosses R., gives MRS. DEXTER calf's-foot
jelly, reads from Time.) Your name’s in it too, Daisy. Listen:
“Portly Sheridan Whiteside, critic, lecturer, wit, radio orator, inti-
mate friend of the great and near great, last week found his cele-
brated wit no weapon with which to combat an injured hip. The
Falstaffian Mr. Whiteside, trekking across the country on one of
his annual lecture tours, met his Waterloo in the shape of a small
piece of ice on the doorstep of Mr. and Mrs. Ernest W. Stanley,
of Mesalia, Ohio. Result: Cancelled lectures and disappointment
to thousands of adoring clubwomen in Omaha, Denver, and points
West. Further result: The idol of the air waves rests until further
notice in home of surprised Mr. and Ms. Stanley. Possibility:
Christmas may be postponed this year.” What's that mean?
MRS, STANLEY. (She takes magazine: reads.) "A small piece of
ice on the doorstep of Mr. and Mrs. . . . " Think of it!
MRS. MCCUTCHEON. (Crosses L. to sofa D.L., sits.) Of course if it
were my house, Daisy, I'd have a bronze plate put on the step, right
where he fell. (MRSs. DEXTER eases back of couch.)
MRS. STANLEY. Well, of course, I felt terrible about it. He just never
goes to dinners anywhere, and he finally agreed to come here, and
then this had to happen. Poor Mr. Whiteside! But it's going to be
so wonderful having him with us, even for a little while. Just think
of it! We'll sit around in the evening, and discuss books and plays,
all the grear people he’s known. And he'll talk in that wonderful
way of his. He may even read "Goodbye, Mr. Chips” to us.
(MR. STANLEY, solid, snbstantial—the American business man—is
descending stairs C.)
STANLEY. (Coming down c.) Daisy, I can’t wait any longer. If Mr.
Whiteside—ah, good morning, ladies.
LADIES. Good morning.
MRS. STANLEY. (Rises, crosses C.) Ernest, he’s coming out any
minute, and H. G. Wells telephoned from London, and we're in
Time. Look. (She hands Time to STANLEY.)
STANLEY. (As he hands magazine back to ber.) 1 don’t like this
i:ind ?f publicicy at all, Daisy. When do you suppose he's going to
cave!: !
MRs. STANLEY. Well, he’s only getting up this morning—after all,
he's had quite a shock, and he’s been in bed for two full weeks.
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He'll certainly have to rest a few days, Ernest,
STANLEY. Well, I'm sure it's a great honor his being in the house,
but it 75 a little upsetting—phone going all the time, bells ringing,
messenger boys running in and out—
(Out of the sick-room comes a business-like-looking young woman
about thirty, with letters and notebook. Her name is MARGARET
CUTLER—MAGGIE f0 her friends.)
MAGGIE. (Closing library doors.) Pardon me, Mrs. Stanley—have
the cigarettes come yet? (STANLEY eases U.L.)
MRS. STANLEY. (Crosses R.) They're on the way, Miss Cutler. My
son went for them.
MAGGIE. (Croyses L. to chair R.) Thank you.
MRS, STANLEY, Ah—this is Miss Cutler, Mr. Whiteside's secretary.
MAGGIE. How do you do. May I move this chair?
MRS. STANLEY. (Al eagerness.) You mean he's coming out now?
(JOHN appears in doorway up R.C.)
MAGGIE. (Moves chair up C. of desk. Quietly.) He is indeed.
MRS. MCCUTCHEON. (Rises, crosses D.L.) He's coming out!
MRS. DEXTER. (Crossing to MRS. MCCUTCHEON D.L.) I 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 excited I just don’t know what to do!
MRS, DEXTER, Me too! I know that I'll simply—
(SARAH and JOHN appear in dining-room entrance, JUNE on stairs.
MRS, STANLEY and the two other ladies are keenly expectant; even
STANLEY is on the qui vive. The double doors are opened once
more and DR, BRADLEY appears, bag in band, D.R. He has taken a
good deal of punishment, and speaks with a rather false hearti-
ness.)
MRS, 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 moment's pause, and then a wheelchair is rolled through the
door by the nurse. It is full of pillows, blankets, and SHERIDAN
WHITESIDE. SHERIDAN WHITESIDE is indeed portly and Falstaffian.
He is wearing an elaborate velvet smoking-jacket and a very loud
tie, and he looks like every cavicature ever drawn of him. There is a
hush as the wheelchair rolls into the room p.R, Welcoming smiles
break over every face. The chair comes to a halt; WHITESIDE looks
9




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. MAGGIE comes D.R. DR. BRADLEY crosses to wheelchair, then
MRS, STANLEY. She laughs nervously. And then HE speaks.)
WHITESIDE. (R.C., guietly to MAGGIE.) 1 may vomit. _
MRS, STANLEY. (With a nervous little langh.) Good morning, Mr.
Whiteside, I'm Mis. Ernest Stanley—remember? And this is Mr.
Stanley. o
STANLEY. (Coming to D.c.) How do you do, Mr. Whiteside? I
hope that you are better.
ngrnsmz. Thank you. I am suing you for a hundred and fifty
thousand dollars. £
STANLEY. How's that? What?
WHITESIDE, I 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? (Mgs.
MCCUTCHEON, with a little gasp, drops the calfs-foot jelly. It
smashes 1o 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 con-
fined to 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 I can. I shall require the exclusive use of this
room, as well as that drafty sewer which you call the library. I want
no one to come in or 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 to
our rooms, Mr, Whiteside,
WHITESIDE. Isn't there a back entrance?
MRS. STANLEY. Why—ryes.
WHITESIDE, Then use that. I shall also require a room for my secre-
tary, Miss Cutler. Let me see. I will have a great many incoming
and outgoing calls, so please do not use the telephone. I sleep until
noon and must have quiet through the house until that hour. There
will be five for lunch today. Where is the cook?
STANLEY. Mr. Whiteside, if I may interrupt for a moment—
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WHITESIDE, You may not, sir. Will you take your clammy hand off
my chair? You have the touch of a sex-starved cobra! (Thir last 1o
MISS PREEN a5 she arranges bis pillow.) . . . And now will you all
leave quietly, or must I ask my secretary to pass among you with a
baseball bat? .
(MRS. DEXTER and MRS. MCCUTCHEON are beating a hasty retreat,
MRS, DEXTER'S gift still in ber hand.)
MRS, MCCUTCHEON, Well—good-bye, Daisy. We'll call you—Oh,
no, we mustn't use the phone. Well—we'll see you.
MRS. DEXTER, Good-bye. (Both exit up L.)
STANLEY. (Boldly—line cue: *use the phone’) Now look here,
Mr. Whiteside—
WHITESIDE. There is nothing to discuss, sir. Considering the damage
I have suffered at your hands, I am asking very little. Good day.
STANLEY. (Controlling himself, crosses L., exit L.) I'll call you
from the office later, Daisy.
WHITESIDE. Not on this phone, please. (STANLEY gives him a look,
baut goes.)
WHITESIDE. Here is the menu for lunch. (He extends a slip of paper
/0 MRS, STANLEY.)
MRS. STANLEY, But—1I've already ordered lunch.
WHITESIDE. It will be sent up to you on a tray. I am using the dining-
room for my guests . . . Where are those cigarettes?
MRS. STANLEY, (Eases #p.) Why—my son went for them. I don't
know why he—here, Sarah. Here is the menu for lunch. (She bands
SARAH the luncheon slip, when she has crossed 1o MRS. STANLEY.)
I'll—have mine upstairs on a tray. (SARAH and JOHN depart up R.)
WHITESIDE. (To JUNE, who has been posed on landing during all
this.) Young lady, I cannot stand indecision. Will you either go up
those stairs or come down them? (JUNE is about to speak, decides
against it and ascends stairs with a good deal of spirit. MRS, STANLEY
is hovering uncertainly on the steps as RICHARD returns with ciga-
reftes.) :
RICHARD. (Crosses to R.c.) Oh, good morning, Mr. Whiteside.
Here are the cigarettes,—I'm sorry I was so long—1I had to go to
three different stores. :
WHITESIDE. You were gone long enough to have a baby! -
(RICHARD s considerably taken aback. His eyes go to his mother,
who motions to him to come up the stairs. They disap pear to gether,
their eyes unsteadily on WHITESIDE.) Is there a man in the world
who suffers as I do from the gross inadequacies of the human race!
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(To Miss PREEN who is fussing around chair again tucking b!_anke:
tbout him.) Where are you going? Go in and read the life of
Florence Nightingale and learn how unfitted you are for your
chosen profession. (MISS PREEN glares at him, but goes DR., leaves
imx.;{fﬂgﬂkmﬂ y—coming down to L. of chair.) Well, 1 think
I can safely leave you in Miss Cutler’s capable hands. Shall I look
in again this afternoon?

WHITESIDE. If you do, I shall spit right in your eye.

BRADLEY. Ah! What a sense of humor you writers have! By the way,
it isn’t really worth mentioning, but—I've been doing 2 lietle writ-
ing myself. About my medical experiences.

WHITESIDE. (Quietly.) Am I to be spared nothing? o
BRADLEY. Would it be too much to ask you to—glance over it while
you're here?

wriresDE. (Eyes balf closed, as though the pain were too exquisite .

to bear.) Trapped. ) r”
BRADLEY. (Delving into his bag.) Well! I just happen to have a
copy with me. (He brings out a tremendons manuscript, .plae’e: it
on WHITESIDE'S Jap.) “The Story of an Humble Practitioner, or
Forty Years an Ohio Doctor.”
WHITESIDE. I shall drop everything. .
BRADLEY. (Crossing L.) Thank you, and I hope you like it. Well,
see you on the morrow. Keep that hip quiet and don’t forget those
litle pills. Good-bye. (He goes #p L.) ) _
WHITESIDE. (Annoyed at BRADLEY.) Oh-h! (Handing manuscript
to MAGGIE who places it on chest D.R.) Maggie, will you take “Forty
Years Below the Navel” or whatever it's called ?
MAGGIE. (Crossing L. to C., surveying him.) Well, I must say you
qave certainly behaved with all of your accustomed grace and charm.
WHITESIDE. Look here, Puss—I am in no mood to discuss my be-
havior, good or bad. I had no desire to cross this cheerless threshold.
[ was hounded and badgered into it. I now find myself, after two
weeks of wracking pain, accused of behaving without charm, What
would you have me do? Kiss them?
MAGGIE. (Giving up, crossing to WHITESIDE.) Very well, Sherry.
After ten years I should have known better than to try to do any-
hing about your manners. But when I finally give up this job I may
write a book about it all. “Through the Years with Prince Charm-
ng.” (Tosses him letters.)
* WHITESIDE. Listen, Repulsive, you are tied to me with an umbilical
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cord made of piano-wire. And now if we may dismiss the subject
of my charm, for which, incidentally, I receive fifteen hundred
dollars per appearance (Enfer HARRIET L.), possibly we can go to
work . . . Oh, no, we can’t. Yes? (MAGGIE crosses R. fo D.R. This
last is addressed 1o a wraith-like lady of uncertain years, who bas
more or less floated into the room. She is carrying a large spray of
holly, and her whole manner suggesis something not quite of this
world) - .+
HARRIET. (Crosses to him. Her voice seems to float, t00.) My name
is Harriet Stanley. I know you are Sheridan Whiteside. I saw this
holly, framed green against the pine trees. I remembered what you
had written about “Tess"” and “Jude the Obscure.” It was the nicest
present I could bring you. (She places holly in his lap, and exits
upstairs C.)
WHITESIDE, (His eyes following her.) For God's sake, what was'
that?
MAGGIE. (Crosses L. to packages by sofa, takes them to chair up R.)
That was Mr. Stanley's sister, Harriet. I've talked to her a few
times—she’s quite strange.
WHITESIDE, Strange ? She’s right out of “The Hound of the Basket-
villes” . . . You know, I've seen that face before somewhere.
MAGGIE. (As she puts packages on chair U.C.) Nonsense. You
couldn’t have. -
WHITESIDE. (Dismissing it.) Oh, well! Let's gec down to work.:
(He bands ber the armful of holly.) Here! Press this in the Doctor’s
book. (MAGGIE places holly on sofa. He picks up the first of a pile
of letters.) 1 see no reason why I should endorse Maiden Form
Brassieres. (He crumples up letter and drops it.)
MAGGIE. (Who has picked up little sheaf of messages from table
back of sofa.) Here are some telegrams.
WHITESIDE. (A letter in his hand.) What date is this?
MAGGIE. December tenth, (MAGGIE sits sofa.)
WHITESIDE. Send a wire to Columbia Broadcasting: “You can
schedule my Christmas Eve broadcast from the New York studio, as
I shall return East instead of proceeding to Hollywood. Stop. For
special New Year's Eve broadcast will have as my guests Jascha
Heiferz, Katharine Cornell, Schiaparelli, the Lunts, and Dr. Alexis
Carrel, with Haile Selassie on short wave from England. White-
side.”
MAGGIE. Are you sure you'll be all right by Christmas, Sherry?
wHITESIDE. Of course Iwill. . , . Send a cable to Mahatma Ghandi,
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.. “Dear Boo-Boo: Schedule changed. Can you meet
E.i?g:i:ult?: ;;ly?welfth? Dinner eight-thirty. Whites:ide.." Wire
to editor of the Atlantic Monthly. "Do not worry, Stl.nkj.e. Copy
will arrive, Whiteside.” . . . Armuro Toscanini, Where is he?

"Il find him.
iﬁ::;i;;;l Eq'.J.I:,ouming on you January 4th Metropolitan Opera
House my annual benefit Home for Paroled Convu;ts. As you know
this is a very worthy cause and close to my heart. Tibbett, Rethberg,
Martinelli, and Flagstad have promised me personally to appear.
Will you have quiet supper with me and Ethel Barrymore after-
wards? Whiteside.”
(Phone rings. MAGGIE crosses back of WHITESIDE fo phone D.R.) If
that's for Mis. Stanley, tell them she’s too drunk to talk.
MAGGIE. (At phone D.R.) Hello . . . What? . . . Hollywood?
wHITESIDE, If it's Goldwyn, hang up.
MAGGIE. Hello Banjo! (Her face lights up.)
wHITESIDE. Banjo! Give me that phone!
MAGGIE. Banjo, you old so-and-so! How are you, darling?
wHITESIDE. Come on—give me that! .
MAGGIE. Shut up, Sherry! . . . Are you coming East, Banjo? I miss
you . . . Oh, he’s going to live.
WHITESIDE. Stop driveling and give me the phone
MAGGIE. (Cue: "Stop driveling” cut in. Hands him phone—stands
back of wheelchair.) In fact, he's screaming at me now. Here he is.
wHITESIDE. (Taking phone.) How are you, you fawn's behind?
And what are you giving me for Christmas? (He roars with langh-
ter at BANJO'S answer.) What news, Banjo, my boy? How's the
picture coming? . . . How are Wacko and Sloppo? . . . No, no,
I'm all right . . . 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 loxdly.) . . .
Well, don't take all his money—Ieave a little bit for me. . . .
You're what? . . . Having your portrait painted? By whom? Milt
Gross? . . . Not really? . . . No, I'm going back to New Yotk
from here. I'll be there for twelve days, and then I go to Dartmouth
for the Drama Festival. You wouldn't understand . . . Well, I
can't waste my time talking to Hollywood riff-raff. Kiss Louella
Parsons for me. Good-bye. (He hangs up and turns 10 MAGGIE.
MAGGIE puts phone on table DR.) He took fourteen hundred
dollars from Sam Goldwyn at cribbage last night, and Sam said
“Banjo, I will never play garbage with you again.”
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MAGGIE. (Crossing L. to L.C.) What's all this about his having his
portrait painted?

WHITESIDE. M-m, Salvator Dali. (MIss PREEN enters D.R.) Thar's
all that face of his needs—a Surrealist to paincit. . . . What do you
want now, Miss Bed Fan? (MAGGIE crosses to table back of couch
55

(This is addressed to Miss PREEN who has returned somewbat ap-
prebensively to the room.)

Miss PREEN. It's—it’s your pills. One every forty-five minutes. (She
drops them into his lap and burries out of room—Exit D.R. MAGGIE,
back of conch L., opens cable.)

WHITESIDE. (Looking after her.) . . . Now where were we?
MAGGIE. (The messages in her hand, crosses to €.) Hete's a cable
from that dear friend of yours, Lorraine Sheldon.

WHITESIDE. Let me see it.

MAGGIE. (Reading message, in a lone that gives MIsS SHELDON none
the beiter of it. Crosses to c.) "'Sherry, my poor sweet lamb, have
been in Scotland on a shooting party with Lord and Lady Cunard
and only just heard of your poor sweet hip.” ( MAGGIE reads on.)
“Am down here in Surrey with Lord Bottomley. Sailing Wednesday
on the Normandie and cannot wait to see my poor sweet Sherry.
Your blossom girl, Lorraine.” . . . In the words of the master, I
may vomit.

WHITESIDE. Don't be bitter, Puss, just because Lorraine is more
beautiful than you are.

MAGGIE. Lorraine Sheldon is a very fair example of that small but
vicious circle you move in.

WHITESIDE. Pure sex jealousy if I ever saw it . . . Give me the rest
of those.

MAGGIE. (Mumbling to berself, crossing R. and bhanding him
cables.) Lorraine Sheldon . . . Lord Bottomley . . . My Aunt
Fanny. (Crossing u.cC.)

WHITESIDE. (Who bas opened next message) Ah! It's from
Destiny’s Tot.

MAGGIE. (Crossing to WHITESIDE. Peering over his shoulder.)
Oh, England’s little Rover Boy?

WHITESIDE. Um-hm. (He reads.) “Dear Baby's Breath, What is
this I hear about a hip fractured in some bordello brawl? Does this
mean our Hollywood Christmas Party is off? Finished the new
play in Pago-Pago and it's superb. Myself and a ukulele leave
Honolulu tomorrow in that order. By the way, the Sultan of Zanzi-
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bar wants to meet Ginger Rogers. Let's face it. Oscar Wilde.”
MAGGIE. (Crossing L. to couch, sits.) He does travel, doesn’t he.
You know, it would be nice if the world went around Beverly
Carlton for a change. .
warresme. Hollywood next week—why couldn’t he stop over on
his way to New York? Send him a cable. “Beverly Carlton, Royal
Hawaiian Hotel, Honolulu.” (The door-bell rings. WHITESIDE s
properly annoyed.) 1f these people intend to have their friends
using the front door . . . (JOHN enters #p L)
MAGGIE. What do you want them to do—use a rope ladder? (JoHN
at L.C., crosses (o exit L.)
waITESDE, 1 will not have a lot of mildewed pus-bags rushing in
and out of this house while T am—
(He stops as the voice of JOUN is heard at front door. "“Ob, good
morning, Mr. Jefferson.” The answering voice of JEFFERSON:
"Good morning, Jobn.” Roaring—MAGGIE rises, crosses o ufp
L.) There's nobody home! The Stanleys have been arrested for
white-slavery! Go away!
(But the visitor, meanwhile, has already ap peared in the arch-way,
L. JEFFERSON is an interesting-looking young man in bis early
thirties.)
JEFFERSON. (Crossing to her, back of couch.) Good morning, Mr.
Whiteside. I'm Jefferson, of the Mesalia Journal.
WHITESIDE. (Softo voce, to MAGGIE.) Get rid of him.
MAGGIE. (Brusquely.) I'm sorry—Mr. Whiteside is seeing no one.
JEFFERSON. Really?
MAGGIE. So will you please excuse us? Good day.
JEFFERSON. (Not giving np.) Mr. Whiteside seems to be sitting
up and taking notice.
MAGGIE. I'm afraid he’s not taking notice of the Mesalia Journal.
Do you mind?
JEFFERSON. (Sizing up MAGGIE.) You know, if I'm going to be
insulted I'd like it to be by Mr. Whiteside himself. I never did like
carbon copies.
WHITESIDE. (Looking around; interested.) M-m, touché, if I ever
heard one. And in Mesalia too, Mapgic dear.
MAGGIE. (Still on the job.) Will you please leave?

JEFFERSON. (Ignoring her. Crosses to C. MAGGIE crosses fo R.C.)
How about an interview, Mr. Whiteside?
WHITESIDE. I never give them. Go away, -
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JEFFERSON. Mr. Whiteside, if I don’t get this interview, I lose my
job.

WHITESIDE. That would be quite all right wich me.

JEFFERSON. Now you don't mean that, Mr. Whiteside. You used
to be a newspaper man yourself. You know what editors are like.
Well, mine’s the toughest one that ever lived.

WHITESIDE. You won't get around me that way. If you don't like
him, get off the paper.

JEFFERSON. Yes, but I happen to think it's a good paper. William
Allen White could have got out of Emporia, but he didn’t.
WHITESIDE. You have the effrontery, in my presence, to compare
yourself with William Allen Whire?

JEFFERSON. Only in the sense that White stayed in Emporia, and
I want to stay here and say what I want to say.

WHITESIDE. Such as what?

JEFFERSON. (Crossing to below conch L.) Well, I can’t put it into
words, Mr. Whiteside—it'd sound like an awful lot of hooey. But
the Journal was my facher's paper. It's kind of a sentimental point
with me, the paper. I'd like to carry on where he left off.

wWHITESIDE. Ah—ahh. So you own the paper, eh?

JEFFERSON. That's right.

wHITESIDE. Then this terrifying editor, this dread journalistic
Apocalypse is—you yourself ?

JEFFERSON. In a word, yes.

WHITESIDE. (Chuckles with appreciation.) 1 see.

MAGGIE. (Annoyed, starts off R.) In the future, Sherry, let me know
when you don’t want to talk to people, I'll usher them right in. (She
goes into library D.R.) 3
WHITESIDE. Young man . . . Come over here. I suppose you've
written that novel?

JEFFERSON. (Eares R.) No. I've written that play.

WHITESIDE. Well, I don’t want to read it. Ah, do these old eyes
see a box of goodies over there? Hand them to me, will you?
JEFFERSON. (Crossing D.R. to small desk table.) The trouble is,
M. Whiteside, that your being in this town comes under the head-
ing of news. Practically the biggest news since the depression. So
I just got to gec a story. (Crossing to L. of WHITESIDE. As he passes
candy.)
WHITESIDE. (Examining candy.) M-m, pecan butternut fudge.
(M1Ss PREEN, on her way to kitchen with empty plate on tray, from
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library R. stops short 4s she sees WHITESIDE with candy in bis hand.
She leaves doors open.)
Miss PREEN. (Crossing D.R.) Oh, my! You mustn’t eat candy, ..r.
Whiteside. It's very bad for you.
WHITESIDE. (Trning.) My Great-aunt Jennifer ate a whole box of
candy every day of her life. She lived to be a hundred and two, and
when she had been dead three days she looked better than you do
now. (He swings blandly back to his visitor as he eats a candy.)
What were you saying, old fellow? You were about to say?
JEFFERSON, (/s MISS PREEN makes a basty exit up R.) I can at Jeast
report to my readers that chivalry is not yet dead.
WHITESIDE, We won't discuss it. . . . Well, now that you have won
me with your pretcy ways, what would you like to know?
JEFFERSON. (Crossing in a step to wHITESIDE.) Well, how about
2 brief talk on famous murders? You're an authority on murder
as a fine art,
WHITESIDE. My dear boy, when I talk about murder I get paid for it.
I have made more money out of the Snyder-Gray case than the
lawyers did, so don’t expect to get it for nothing.
JEFFERSON, Well, then, what do you think of Mesalia, how long
are you going to be here, where are you going, things like that.
wHITESDE. Very well. (A) Mesalia is a town of irresistible charm;
(B) 1 cannor wait to get out of it, and (C) Iam going from here
to Crockfield, for my semi-annual visit to the Crockfield Home for
Paroled Convicts, for which I have raised over half a million dollars
in the last five years. From there I go to New York. Have you ever
been to Crockfield, Jefferson?
JEFFERSON. No, I haven't. I always meant to.
WHITESIDE. As a newspaper man you ought to go, instead of
wasting your time with me. It's only about seventy-five miles from
here. Did you ever hear how Crockfield started? (Candy box in
basket on arm of his wheelchair.)
JEFFERSON. (Crossing L.) No, I didnt.
WHITESIDE. Sit down, Jefferson . . . make yourself comfortable
( JEFFERSON sits on arm of conch.) It is one of the most endearing
and touching stories of our generation. One misty St. Valentine’s
Eve—the year was 1901—a little old lady who had given her name
to an era, Victoria, lay dying in Windsor Castle. Maude Adams had
not yet caused every young heart to swell as she tripped across the
stage as P‘etcr Pan; Irving Berlin had not yet written the first note
of a ragtime rigadoon that was to set the nation’s feet a-tapping, and
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Elias P. Crockfield was just emerging from the State penitentiary.
Destitute, embittered, cruel of heart, he wandered, on this St. Val-
entine’s Eve, into a little church. But there was no godliness in his
heact that night, no prayer upon his lips. In the faltering twilight,
Elias P. Crockfield made his way toward the poor-box. With callous
fingers he ripped open this poignant testimony of a simple people’s
faith. Greedily he clutched at the few pitiful coins within. And
then a child’s wavering treble broke the twilighe stillness. “Please,
Mr. Man,” said a licle gicl's voice, “won’t you be my Valentine?”
Elias P. Crockfield turned. There stood before him a bewitching
liele creature of five, her yellow curls cascading over her shoulders
like a golden Niagara, in her tiny outstretched hand a humble
valentine. In that one crystal moment a sealed door opened in the
heart of Elias P. Crockfield, and in his mind was born an idea.
Twenty-five years later three thousand ruddy-checked convicts were
gamboling on the broad lawns of Crockfield Home, frolicking in
the cool depths of its swimming pool, broadcasting with their own
symphony orchestra from their own radio station. Elias P. Crock-
field has long since gone to his Maker, buc the little girl of the
golden curls, now grown to lovely womanhood, is known as the
Angel of Crockfield, for she is the wife of the warden.
(Enter MAGGIE, stands D.R.)
And in the main hall of Crockfield, between a Rembrandt and an El
Greco, there hangs, in a simple little frame, a humble valentine.
MAGGIE. (Who has emerged from library in time to hear the finish
of this.) And in the men’s washroom, every Christmas Eve, the
ghost of Elias P. Crockfield appears in one of the booths. . . . Will
you sign this, please! (Hands him letter—door-bell is heard.)
WHITESIDE, (JEFFERSON rises, crosses to C.) This ageing debu-
tante, Mr. Jefferson, I retain in my employ only because she is the
sole support of her two-headed brother. (Signs letter and hands it
back to MAGGIE.)
JEFFERSON. (Crossing to couch for hat and starting for arch L.)
I understand . . . Well, thank you very much, Mr. Whiteside—
you've been very kind. By the way, I'm a cribbage player, if you
need one while you're here.
(JOHN enters up L.C. crosses to hall L.)
wHITESIDE. Fine. How much can you afford to lose?
JEFFERSON. I usually win.
wHITESIDE. We won't discuss that. Come back at eight-thirty. We'll
play three-handed with Elsie Dinsmore . . .
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METZ. Sherry!
WHITESIDE, Metz! (JEFFERSON eases #p stage L. JOHN, who hay
answered door-bell, has ushered in a strange-looking little man in
bis fifties. His hair runs all over bis head and bis clothes are too big
for him. JORN carries in a package which he places on table p.1..)
Metz, you incredible beetle-hound! What are you doing here?
METZ. (Crossing to C. With a mild Teutonic accent.) 1 explain,
Sherry. Firse I kiss my little Maggie. )
MAGGIE. (Crosses to C. Embracing him.) Metz darling, what a
wonderful surprise! _
WHITESIDE. The enchanted Metz! Jefferson, you are standing in the
presence of Professor Adolph Metz, the world’s greatest authority
on insect life.
JeFFERSON. How do you do.
METZ. How do you do. Well, Sherry?
WHITESIDE. Metz, stop looking at me adoringly and tell me why you
are here.
METZ. (Crosses R. fo WHITESIDE. MAGGIE crosses down 10 the R. of
couch.) You are sick, Sherry, so I come to cheer you.
WHITESIDE. Jefferson, he lived for two years in a cave with nothing
but plant lice. He rates three pages in the Encyclopedia Britannica.
Don't you, my little hookworm?
METZ. Please, Sherry, you embarrass me. Look—I have brought you
a present to while away the hours. Please— (Bringing stool at stair-
case to wheel-chair. He motions to JOHN, who carries the package
to stool L. of wheel-chair. Package is in brown canvas cover.)
I said to my students: “Boys and girls, I want to give a present to
my sick friend, Sheridan Whiteside.” So you know what we did?
We made for you a community of Periplaneta Americana, com-
monly known as the American cockroach. Behold, Sherry! Roach
City! (He sirips off cover.)
Inside here are ten thousand cockroaches.
JOHN. Ten thousand— (Headed for kitchen U.R. in great excite-
ment.) Sarah! Sarah! What do you think! (Exits up R.)
METZ. And in one week, Sherry, if all goes well, there will be fifty
thousand.
MAGGIE. If all goes well—? What can go wrong? They're in there,
aren’t they?
WHITESIDE. (Glaring at ber.) Quiet, please.
METZ. You can watch them, Sherry, while they live out their whole
lives. Look! (JEFFERSON crosses C.) Here is their maternity hospi-
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tal. It is fascinating. They do everything that human beings do.
MAGGIE, Well!

WHITESIDE. Please, Maggie, these are my cockroaches.

MAGGIE. Sorry. (She crosses to back of WHITESIDE'S chair.)
WHITESIDE. Go ahead, Metz.

METZ, With these earphones, Sherry, you listen to the mating calls,
There are microphones down inside. (JEFFERSON crosses to back of
WHITESIDE'S chair.) Listen! (METZ has put earphones over WHITE-
SIDE'S ears; he listens vapt.)

wHITESIDE, Hmmm. How long has this been going on? (MRs.
STANLEY is seen descending stairs.)

METZ. (Sniffing, be crosses to R. and then C. Suddenly bis face lights
#p.) Aha! Periplaneta Americana! There are cockroaches in this
house! (The last addressed to MRS. STANLEY.)

MRS. STANLEY. (Shocked into speech.) 1beg your pardon! (WHITE-
SIDE hands earphones to METZ. JEFFERSON ¢rossés D.R. The door-
bell rings.) Mr. Whiteside, I don’t know who this man s, buc I will
not stand here and—

WHITESIDE. Then go upstaits. (JOHN enters up L. crosses 10 exif L.)
These ate probably my luncheon guests. Metz, you're staying for
the day, of course.

METZ. Certainly.

wHITESIDE. Jefferson, stay for lunch?

JEFFERSON. Glad to. (CONVICTS and PRISON GUARD enier from
U.L.)
WHITESIDE. Maggie, tell "em there’ll be two more. (MAGGIE exits up
R.) Aw, come right in, Baker. Good morning, gentlemen. (METZ
crosses D.R.)

(The gentlemen addressed are three in number—iwo white, one
black. They are convicts, and they look the part. Prison gray, hand-
cuffed together. BAKER, in uniform, is a prison guard. He carries a
rifle. BAKER D.L. of couch, CONVICTS back of couch.) Jefferson,
here are the fruits of that humble valentine. These men, now serving
the final months of their prison terpns, have chosen to enter the ivy-
covered walls of Crockfield. They have come here today to learn
from me a litcle of its tradition. . . . Gentlemen, I envy you your
great adventure. (T'o one of the convicls.)

You're Michaelson, aren’t you? Butcher shop murders? (CONVICTS
crossing R. to C.)

MICHAELSON. Yes, sir.

wHITESIDE. Thought I recognized you. . . . The last fellow, Jeffer-
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son— (He lowers bis tone.) is Henderson, the hatchet fiend,
Always chopped them up in a salad bowl—remember?
:rsoN. Oh, yes. Ny
j?)f—lr:ﬁ%mer #pyn.} Lunch is ready, Mr. Whiteside.
WiITESIDE. Good. Let’s go right in,) gentlemen. (The CONVICTS angd
d for dining-room U.R. )
jE::ER?;g f(Cram‘ng o WHITESIDE'S cba:r._} Can I help you?
warTesE, Thank you. (His voice rises as he is wheeled by JEFFER-
SON into dining-room, preceded by METZ.) _ .
We'se having chicken livers Tettrazini, and Cherries ]ul-mig?c-for
dessert. I hope every little tummy is a-flutter with BAStric juices,
(The curtain starts down.) John, close the doors. I don’t want a lot
of people prying on their betters. (The doors close. Only mxs,
STANLEY is Jeft outside. She collapses quietly against newel post,)

CURTAIN
Medium

ACT ONE

SCENE 2: Dining-room door open. Library door open. Late
afternoon, a week later. Only a single lamp is lit.

The room, in the week that bas passed, bas taken on something
of the character of its occupant. Books and papers everywhere.
Stacks of books on the tables, some of them just half out of
their cardboard boxes. Half a dozen or so volumes, which
apparently have not appealed to the Master, bave been thrown
onto the floor. A litter of crumpled papers around the WHITE-
SIDE wheelchair; an empty candy box has slid off his lap. An
0ld pair of pants have been tossed over one chair, a seedy bath-
robe over another. A handsome Chinese vase bas been moved
out of its accustomed spot and is doing duty as an ash receiver.
WHITESIDE is in bis wheelchair, asleep. Roach City is beside
bim, the earphones over bis head. He has apparently dozed off
while listening to the mating calls of Periplaneta Americand.
For amoment only his thythmic breathing is heard. Then MISS
PREEN enters from library. She brings some medicine—a glass
filled with a murky mixture. She pauses when she sees that be
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is asleep, then, after a good deal of hesitation, gentby touches
him on the shoulder. HE stirs a little; SHE musters up ber
courage and touches him again.

WHITESIDE. (Slowly opening his eyes.) 1 was dreaming of Lillian
Russell, and I awake to find you. (Takes off earphones.)

MISs PREEN. Your—your medicine, Mr. Whiteside.

WHITESIDE. (Taking glass.) What time is it?

Miss PREEN, About half-past six.

WHITESIDE. Where is Miss Cutler?

MIS$ PREEN. She went out.

(Enter JOHN up R.)

WHITESIDE, Out?

Miss PREEN. With Mr. Jefferson. (She goes into library, leaves doors
open. JOHN, meanwhile, has entered from dining-room. Switch
on R, bracket lights.)

JouN. All righe if I turn the lights up, Mr. Whiteside?
WHITESIDE. Yes. Go right ahead, John.

JOHN., (Crosses L. to switch on chandelier lights.) And Sarah has
something for you, Mr. Whiteside. Made it special.

WHITESIDE. She has? Where is she? My Soufflé Queen! (JOHN
crosies fo C.)

SARAH. (Proudly entering with a tray on which reposes ber latest
delicacy, crosses down to wHITESIDE.) Here I am, Mr. Whiteside.
WHITESIDE. She walks in beauty like the night, and in those deft
hands there is the art of Michelangelo. Let me taste the new goody.
(With one hand he pours medicine into Chinese vase, then swallows
at a gulp one of Sarab’s not-so-little cakes. An ecstalic expression
comes over his face.) Poetry! Sheer poetry!

SARAH. (Beaming.) 1 put a touch of absinthe in the dough. Do you
like it?

WHITESIDE. (Rapturonsly.) Ambrosia!

SARAH. And I got you your Terrapin Maryland for dinner.
WHITESIDE. I have known but three great cooks in my time. The
Khedive of Egypt has one. My Great-aunt Jennifer another, and the
third, Sarah, is you.

sARAH. Oh, Mr, Whiteside! . . .

WHITESIDE. (Lowering his voice and beckoning to them to come
closer.) Tell me? How would you like to come to New York and
work for me? You and Johnny? (JOHN ¢rosses R.)

sARAH, Why, Mr, Whiteside!
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OHN, Sarah!
ga::m Why, it kind of takes my breath away.

JoHN. It would be wonderful, Mr. Whiteside, but what would v,
say to M. and Mrs SMI;z?.
, Just -bye. ,
:\T:;?T;Etlbut they'd be awfully mad, wouldn’t they? They've
ind to us.
ﬁ;ﬁﬁygﬁu}) Well, if they ever come to New York we cap
have them fot dinner, if I'm not in town. Now run along and think
it over. This is out little secret—ijust berween us. And put plenty of
sherry in that terrapin . . . Miss Preen! (SARAH and JOHN with.
draw, in considerable excitement. Up R. WHITESIDE raises bis voice
roar.) Miss Preen!
1:1:5 PREEEN. (Appearing, breathless, drying ber hands.) Yes, sir?
Yes, sir? .
WHITESIDE. What have you gof in there, anyway? A sailor?
MIss PREEN. | was—just washing my hands.
WHITESIDE, What time did Miss Cutler go out?
wiss PREEN. Oh, couple hours ago.
wWHITESIDE. Mr. Jefferson called for her?
MIss PREEN. Yes, sir.
wHITESIDE. (Impatiently.) All right, all right. Go back to your sex.
life. (M1Ss PREEN goes. WHITESIDE fries fo settle down 1o bis book,
but bis mind is plainly troubled. He shifts a little; looks anxiously
toward outer door. HARRIET STANLEY comes softly down steps. She
seems delighted fo find WHITESIDE alone.)
HARRIET, (Opening cardboard portfolio she bas brought with
her—crossing down c.) Dear Mr. Whiteside, may I show you 2
few mementoes of the past? I somehow feel that you would love
them as I do.
wHITESIDE. I'd be delighted. (Observing ber.)
Miss Stanley, haven’t we met somewhere before?
HARRIET, Oh, no. I would have remembered. It would have been
one of my cherished memories—like these. (She spreads portfolio
before him.) Look! Here I am with my first sweetheart, under our
lovely beechwood trees. I was eight and he was ten. I have never
forgotten him. What happy times we had! What— (She stops short
as she hears footsteps on stairway.)
STANLEY. (From upstairs.) But I tell you I'm going to.
HARRIET. There’s someone coming! I'll come back! . . . (She
gathers up portfolio and vanishes into dining-room U,R. WHITESIDE
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looks after her, puzzled. It is STANLEY who comes down the stairs,
He is plainly coming into the room for a purpose—+tbis is no hap-
bazard descent. He is carrying a slip of paper in bis band, and be is
obviously at the boiling-point. A few steps bebind comes MRs,
STANLEY, apprebensive and nervous.)

MRS, STANLEY. (From stairs.) Now, Ernest, please—

STANLEY. (To C.) Be quiet, Daisy . . . Mr. Whiteside, I want to
talk to you. I don't care whether you're busy or not. I have stood
all that I'm going to stand.

WHITESIDE. Indeed ?

STANLEY. This is the last straw. I have just received a bill from the
telephone company for seven hundred and eighty-four dollars. (He
reads from slip in bis band.) Oklahoma City, Calcutta, Hollywood,
Australia, Rome, New York, New York, New York, New York.—
(His voice trails off in an endless succession of New Yorks.) Now
I realize, Mr. Whiteside, that you are a distinguished man of let-
ers—

MRS. STANLEY. (C.) Yes, of course, we both do.

STANLEY. Please . . . But in the past week we have not been able
to call our souls our own. We have not had a meal in the dining-
room once. I have to tiptoe out of the house in the mornings.
MRS. STANLEY. Now, Ernest—
STANLEY. (Waving ber away.) Oh, I come home to find convicts
sitting at my dinner-table—butcher-shop murderers. A man putting
cockroaches in the kitchen.
MRS. STANLEY. They just escaped, Ernest.
STANLEY. That's not the point. I go into my bathroom and bump
into twenty-two Chinese students that you invited here. 1 tell you
I won't stand for it, no matter who you are.
WHITESIDE. Have you quite finished?
STANLEY. No, I have not. I go down into the cellar this morning
and trip over that octopus that William Beebe sent you. I tell you
1 won't stand it. Mr. Whiteside, I want you to leave this house—
(MRS, STANLEY starls 10 lap STANLEY'S shoulder.)
as soon as you can, and go to a hotel. . . . Stop pawing me, Daisy
. . .« That's all I've got to say, Mr. Whiteside.
WHITESIDE. And quite enough, I should think. May I remind you
again, Mr. Stanley, that I am not a willing guest in this house. I
am informed by my doctor that I must remain quiet for another ten
days, at which time I shall get out of here so fast that the wind will
knock you over, 1 hope. If, however, you insist on my leaving before
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sing me to suffer a relapse, 1 shal.l sue you for every
:Izl:;ittil;:ﬁbga?fh“% am held inactive, which will amount I assure
idy sum.
g:':;,‘f&f'g;"ms. sTANLEY.) This is outrageous. Om_mgeous!,__
wirrespE. As for the decails of your pecy complaints, those
twenty-two Chinese students came straight fm:n the White House,
where I assure you they used the bathroom, t00°
MRS, STANLEY. Mr. Whiteside, my husband didn’t mean—
sTANLEY. Yes, I did. I meant every word of it. ) _
wTEsDE. There is only one point that you make in which I see
some slight justice. I do not expect you to pay for my telephone calls,
and I shall see to it that restitution is made. Can you provide me
with the exact amount? ) .
sTANLEY. I certainly can, and I certainly will. .
WwHITESIDE. Good. I shall instruct my lawyers to deduct it from the
hundred and fifty thousand dollars that I am suing you for. (sTaN.
LEY starts o speak, but simply chokes with rage. Furious, be storms
up steps again.
uis. s‘?rmﬁ.sv.)(FaHawing.} Now, Ernest— .
WHITESIDE. (Calling after him.) And T'll thank you not to trip
over that octopus, which once belonged to Chauncey Depew.
MRS, STANLEY. You—you mustn’t get excited. Remember Mr.
Whiteside is a guest here. (Exit upstairs. Left .gu'one, WHITESIDE
enjoys bis triumph for a moment, then bis mind jumps to more im-
ortant matters. He looks at his watch, considers a second, then
wheels bimself over to the telephone.)
WHITESIDE. Give me the Mesalia Journal, please. (He peers a
Roach City while waiting, then taps perem prorily on the glass.)
Hello, Journal? . . . Is Mr. Jefferson there? . . . When do you
expect him? (RICHARD and JUNE enter v.L.) No. No message.
(He hangs up; drums impatiently on arm of bis chair. Then be
turns sharply at sound of outer door opening. But it is the younger
STANLEY'S, RICHARD and JUNE, who enter. They are in winter togs,
with ice-skates under their arms. In addition, RICHARD bas a camerd
slung over his shoulder. Their attitudes change as they see that
WHITESIDE 75 in the room. THEY slide toward stairs, obviously irying
1o be as unobtrusive as possible. Enter L., crossing up, then down
c.) Come here, you two. . . . Come on, come on. I'm not going
to bite you . . . Now look here. I am by nature a gracious and
charming person. If I veer at it, it is on the side of kindness and
amiability—I have been observing you two for this past week, and
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you seem to me to be extremely likable young people. I am afraid
that when we first met I was definitely unpleasant to you. For that
I am sorry, and I wish that in the future you would not treat me like
something out of Edgar Allan Poe. How do you like my new tie?
JUNE. (C.) Thank you, Mr. Whiteside. This makes things much
pleasanter. And I think the tie is very pretty.
RICHARD, Well, now that we're on speaking terms, Mr. Whiteside,
I don’t mind telling you that I have been admiring all your ties.
wHITESIDE. Do you like this one?
RICHARD. I certainly do.
WHITESIDE. It's yours. (He takes it off and tosses it 10 bim.)
RICHARD, (Crosses R.) Oh, thank you.
WHITESIDE. Really, this curious legend that I am a difficult person
is pure fabrication. . . . Ice-skating, eh? Ah, me! I used to cut
figure eights myself, arm in arm with Betsy Ross, waving the flag
behind us.
June. It was wonderful on the ice today. Miss Cutler and Mr.
Jefferson were there.
WHITESIDE. Maggie? Ice-skating?
RICHARD, Yes, and she’s good, too. I got a marvelous picture of her.
WHITESIDE. Were they still there when you left?
RICHARD. [ think so.
JUNE, Yes, they were.
RICHARD. Mr. Whiteside, mind if I take a picture of you? I'd love
to have one.
wHITESIDE. Very well. Do you want my profile? (He indicates bis
stomach.)
JUNE. (Starting up stairs.) I'm afraid you're done for, Mr. White-
side. My brother is a camera fiend. (WHITESIDE, slightly startled,
turns his head sharply, and in that instant RICHARD clicks camera.)
RICHARD. Thank you, Mr. Whiteside. I got a great one. (He and
JUNE go up stairs as MAGGIE enters from ballway. They call "Hello,
Miss Cutler!” as they disappear upstairs.)
MAGGIE. (Enters L., puts bag and gloves on table back of couch.)
Hello there . . . Good evening, Sherry. Really, Sherry, you've got
this room looking like an old parrot-cage . . . Did you nap while
I was out? (Crossing R. to C. WHITESIDE merely glowers at ber.)
What's the matter, dear? Cat run away with your tongue?
WHITESIDE. (Furious.) Don't look at me with those great cow-eyes,
you sex-ridden hag. Where have you been all afternoon? Alley-
catting around with Bert Jefferson?
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crossing to bim.) Sherry, Bert read his

play to me this afternoon. It's superb. lt.isn't just that play writeq

by a newspaperman. It's superb. (T.a him.) I want you to read j;

tonight. (She puts it in his lap.) It just cries out fl.or Cornell. Wij
Sherry? And will you read it tonight?

you send it to her, : ;
whrresE, No, 1 will not read it tonight or any other time. Ang
while we're on the subject of M. Jefferson, you might ask him

if he wouldn't like to pay your salary, since he takes up all your time.
MAGGIE. (She is on her knees, gathering up debris L. of whee|.
chair.) Oh, come now, Sherry. It isn’t as bad as that.

wHITESIDE. | have not even been able to reach you, not knowins
what haylofts you frequent. _

MAGGIE. (Crossing to back of sofa with box of debris.) Oh, stop
behaving like a spoiled child, Sherry. )

wHITESIDE, Don't take that patronizing tone with me, you flea.
bitten Cleopatra. I am sick and tired of your sneaking out like some
love-sick high-school girl every time my back is turned.

MAGGIE. Well, Sherry—I'm afraid you've hit the nail on the head,
(Taking off hat and putting it on table back of couch.)
WHITESIDE. Stop acting like Zazu Pitts and explain yourself.
MAGGIE. (To c.) I'll make it quick, Sherry. I'm in love.
wHITESIDE. Nonsense. This is merely delayed puberty.

MAGGIE. No, Sherry, I'm afraid this is it. You're going to lose a
very excellent secretary.

WHITESIDE. You are out of your mind.

MAGGIE. Yes, I think I am, a little. But I'm a girl who's waited a
long time for this to happen, and now it has. Mr. Jefferson doesn't
know it yet, but I'm going to try my darnedest to marry him. (Ease
L)

WHITESIDE. (As she pauses.) Is thatall?

MAGGIE. Yes, except that—well—I suppose this is what might be
called my resignation, as soon as you've got someone else.
WHITESIDE. (A slight pause.) Now listen to me, Maggie. We have
been together for a long time. You are indispensable to me, but I
think I am unselfish enough not to let that stand in the way where
your happiness is concerned. Because whether you know it or not,
I have a deep affection for you.

MAGGIE. (Ease r.) T know that, Sherry.

WHITESIDE. That being the case, I will not stand by and allow you
to make a fool of yourself.

MAGGIE. I'm not, Sherry.

MAGGIE. (Her face aglow,
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WHITESIDE, You are, my dear. You are behaving like a Booth Tar-
kington heroine. It's—it’s incredible. I cannot believe that a girl
who for the past ten years has had the great of the world served up
on a platter before her, I cannot believe that it is anything but a
kind of temporary insanity when you are swept off your feet in
seven days by a second-rate, small-cown newspaper man.

MAGGIE. (To him.) Sherry, I can't explain what's happened. I can
only tell you that it’s so. It's hard for me to believe, too, Sherry.
Here I am, a hard-bitten old cynic, behaving like True Story Maga-
zine, and liking it. Discovering the moon, and ice-skating—1I keep
laughing to myself all the time, but there it is. What can I do about
it, Sherry? I'm in love.

WHITESIDE. (With sudden decision.) We're leaving tomorrow.
Hip or no hip, we're leaving here tomorrow. I don't care if 1
fracture the other one. Get me a train schedule and start packing.

‘T pull you out of this, Miss Stardust. I’ll get the ants out of thos¢

moonlit pants.

MAGGIE. (Crosses L.) It's no good, Sherry. It's no good. I'd be back
on the next streamlined train.

wHITESIDE. It's completely unbelievable. Can you see yourself, the
wife of the editor of the Mesalia Journal, having an evening at
home for Mr. and Mrs. Stanley, Mr. and Mrs. Poop-Face, and the
members of the Book-of-the-Month Club?

MAGGIE. (Crosses R.) Sherry, I've had ten years of the great figures
of our time, and don't think I'm not grateful to you for it. I've
loved every minute of it. They've been wonderful years, Sherry.
Gay, and stimulating—I don't think anyone has ever had the fun
we've had. But a girl can’t laugh all the time, Sherry. There comes
a time when she wanis—Bert Jefferson. You don’t know Bert,
Sherry. He's gentle and he’s unassuming, and—well, T love him,
that's all. (Ease L.)

WHITESIDE. I see. Well, I remain completely unconvinced. You are
drugging yourself into this Joan Crawford fantasy, and before you
become completely anesthetized I shall do everything in my power
to bring you to your senses.

MAGGIE. (W heeling on him.) Now listen to me, Whiteside. I know
you. Lay off. I know what a devil you can be. I've seen you do it to
other people, but don’t you dare do it to me. Don’t drug yourself
into the idea that all you're thinking of is my happiness. You're
f.hinl.cing of yourself a litcle bit, too, and all those months of break-
ing in somebody new. I've seen you in a passion before when your
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and you couldn’t dine in Calcutta on July

life has b?en éiisé)r_tg;dr o1l that's t00 pad, but there it is. (C rosses
cweltfl.h vﬂ;l;k;n ;oing o marry Bert if he'll have me,hancl Sdorlx t you
ga:e‘f:;‘any of your cricks. I'm on t©© every one of ¢ f{mnd ;:3;05'
That's my message to you, Big Lord !-_Tg:un:]eroy. (IDE irina :P
the stairs.) (Left spewing in b_u own j4ice; w}H[TES; o i’ -
fect fury. He bangs arm of his chair, fhes Vel bis mi j’;{i
bis lap. As be does 50, the dawn of an ided comes into 515 m;n .He
oo perfectly still for a moment, thinking it OVEr. Then, with a slow

sits perfectsy 1o envelope. He looks at title
thinks again. His

imile, he takes manuscript out of
'mﬁ’lﬁ through the seriph then stops and
at smile. He reaches for phone re-

page :

face breaks out into one gre

ceiver.) y ) . ]

wHITESIDE. (In @ Jowered voice, meanwhile discarding cables
bt one.) Long distance, please. I want

from basket until he ﬁfs&; rig ;
to put in 2 Transatlantic call. (He looks at cablegram again fore o
firmation.) Hello. Transatlantic operator? . .+ - This is Mesah'a
142, Twant to talk to Miss Lorraine Sheldon—S-h-e-1-d-o-n. She’s
on the Normandie. It sailed from Southampton day before yester-
day. (Daor-be“.) will ic take long? . - All right. My name is
Whiteside . . . thank you. _

(He hangs #p. He goes back o manuscript again and look:
through it. JOHN then ushers in DR. BRADLEY.)

BRADLEY. (Offstage.) Good evening, John.

jorN. Good evening, Doctor. (Exits swingin g-door U.L.)
BRADLEY. (Crosses fo R.) (Heartily as uswal.) Well, well! Good
evening, Mr, Whiteside!

wHITESIDE. Come back tomorrow—I'm busy.

BRADLEY. (Turning cute.) Now what would be the best news that
1 could possibly bring you?

wHITESIDE. You have hydrophobia.

prADLEY, (Langhing it off.) No,no . . . Mr. Whiteside, you are
a well man. You can get up and walk #ow. You can leave here
tOMOorrow,

:Rligfiina.{g?hat d}o %;u];neat:?

. (Ease R. ell, sir! I looked at those X-rays again this
;?:: ;;oo?.h a:;dbdo yoiu know what? I had been looking Zt thge wrong
=rays. een looking at old M ,

parfectty, dhacltalswell 8 ts. Moffat’s X-rays, You are
WHITESIDE. Lom:er your voice, will you?

BRADLEY. What's the matter? Aren't you pleased?
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. Ah—this is a very
very curious mo-
n idea. He clears
Bradley, I—ah—
ading your book

WHITESIDE- Delighted . - -

ted bit of news, however. It ¢
B ddenly be gets 4

ment. (He i thinking fasti St ‘
bis throat and looks around dppre.éemwely.) Dr.
have some good news for you, t00. I have been 1€
—ah—""Forty Years ' —what is it?
BRADLEY. (Eagerly crossing 10 WHI
Yes.
wiTESIDE. I consider it extremely close
literary contributions of our time.

BRADLEY. Mr. Whiteside!
WHITESIDE. So strongly do

a proposition to make to you. Just her : ;
aneven, a little rough, and what I would like to do is to st
u on it.

in Mesalia and work with yo .
BRADLEY. (Al choked up.) Mr. Whiteside, I would be so terribly
honored—
WHITESIDE, Yes.
lecture bureau and my radio
they would insist on my ful
forced to leave Mesalia. There
anyone at all—that I am well.

prRADLEY. I see. I see.
wHITESIDE. Not even Miss Cutler, you understand.

srapLEY. No, I won't. Not a soul. Not even my wife.
warTesiDE. That's fine.
BRADLEY. Mr. Whiteside. When do we start work—tonight? I've
got just one patient that’s dying and then I'll be perfectly free.
(Phone rings.) pecfecty st
WHITESIDE. (I_Vaw'ng bim away—Doctor starts to go.) Ah—to-
morrow morning. This is a private call—would you forgive me?
.. - Hello. . .Yes, I'm on. (He turns again to Doctor.) Tomor-
row morning.
tBOR.ADDLiY. ilt‘ﬁmorro;r morning it is. Goodnight. I'll be so proud
work with you. You've made itesi
et sp 1) me very proud, Mr. Whiteside.
z:x—urzsmz. Yes, yes, I know—very proud. (Again on phone.)
es, y;sI, this is Mr. Whiteside on the phone. Put them through
. . . Hello. Is this my Blossom Girl? How are you, my lovely?

TESIDE.) ~Af Ohio Doctor"—

t0 being one of the great

I feel about it, Dr. Bradley, that I have
e and there the book is a little
ay here

culty. You see, if my
sponsors were o Jearn that I am well,
filling my contracts, and I would be
fore we must not tell anyone—not

Buc there is just on¢ difh

. . . No, no, I'm all righ i

, 0O, ght . . . Yes, still out here . . i

dear, when do vou land in New York? . . . Tuesday? 'i‘}f;?rstaf;:llz
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+ + - Now listen closely, my pet. I've great news "ve d:
covered a wonderful play wiﬁ an Enﬂandng paf::ti]:?t. l{: oo
Cornell would give her eye-teeth to play it, but I think I can Ef:i:r(fm.
you. . . . Now wait, wait. Let me tell you. The author is a ;.-.;.uor
newspaper man in this town. Of course he wants Cornell, but jf -
jump on a train and get out here, I think you could swing it""f}
you E]a}r your cards right. . . . No, he's young, and very att:mi.\,l
and just your dish, my dear. It just takes a little doing, and ],uu-:;
the girl thac can do it. Isn’t that exciting, my pet? . . . Yes ,
Yes, that's right . . . And look. Don’t send me any mmas.e,.
Just get on the train and arrive . . . Oh, no, don't thank me, '
darling. It's perfectly all right. Have a nice trip and hurry out }’]ete
Good-bye, my blossom. (He hangs up and looks guiltily around,
Then be straightens up and gleefully rubs bis hands together. Miss
PREEN enters D.R., medicine in hand, and frightened, as usual,)
(WHITESIDE, jovial as bell.) Hello, Miss Preen. God, you're look-
ing radiant this evening! (He takes medicine from her and swal.
lows it at one gulp. Miss PREEN, staggered, retreals inlo library
D.R., jus! a5 MAGGIE comes down siairs. She is dressed for the
street.)

MAGGIE. (Pausing on landing, crossing to C.) Sherry, I'm sorry
for what I said before, I'm afraid I was a little unjust.

WHITESIDE. (ANl nobility.) That's all right, Maggie dear. We all
lose our tempers now and then.

MAGGIE. I promised to have dinner with Bert and go to a movie,
but we'll come back and play cribbage with you instead.
WHITESIDE. Fine.

MAGGIE. See you soon, Sherry dear. (She kisses him lightly on the
forebead and goes on ber way. Exit L.) Good-bye.

WHITESIDE. Good-bye. (WHITESIDE looks after her until he hears
doors close. Then his face lights up again and he bursts happily
into song as he wheels bimself into library.)

“I'se des’ a "ittle wabbit in the sunshine,

(Curtain starts down.)

I'se des’ a "ittle wabbit in the rain,

I nibble on my lettuce-leaf all morning—"

CURTAIN
(Medium)
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ACT TWO

Scene is the sanié.
A week later, late afternoon. ‘ .
The room is now dominated by a large Christmas tree, sel in

the curve of the staircase, and bung with customary C.Zrmmm
ornaments. JOHN is standing at L. of tree. SARAH an JOHN
ing in and out of library, bringing forth buge'paréage.r
s o s ] little table
which they are placing under iree. MAGGIE sifs al a It
D.R., gOing through a pile of correspondence. |
JouN. (To iree, then p.R.) Well, I guess that's all there are, Miss
Cutler. They're all under the tree.
MAGGIE. Thank you, John.
SARAH. My, I never saw anyone get so many presents. I can hardly
wait to see what's in “em.
youn. When'll Mr. Whiteside open them, Miss Cutler?
MAGGIE. (Rises, crosses to table back of sofa with paper{—ﬁr:r
switching on lights.) Well, John, you see Christmas is Mr.
Whiteside’s personal property. He invented it and it belongs to
pim. Figse thing tomorrow morning Mr. Whiteside will open
each and every present and there will be the God-damnedest
fuss you ever saw.
SARAH. (Turns on C. lamp and crossing to R. of tree. JOHN crosses
10 L. of tree. Then bending over packages.) My, look who i!e 5
got presents from! Shicley Temple, William Lyon Phelps, Billy
Rose, Ethel Waters, Somerset Maugham—my, I can hardly waic
for tomorrow. (MAGGIE crosses R. fo D.R. desk. Sits.) (The door-
bell rings. JOUN departs for door L., switching on lights on bis
way. SARAH comes downstage.) My it certainly is wonderful. And
Mr. Whiteside's tree is so beautiful, too. Mr. and Mrs. Stanley had
to put theirs in their bedroom, you know. They can hardly undress
at night. (It is BERT JEFFERSON who enters L.)
BERT. Good evening, John.
JoHN. Good evening, Mr. Jefferson, Merry Christmas.
perT. Hello, Maggie. Merry Christmas, Sarah,
SARAH. Merry Christmas, M. Jefferson. (SARAH disappears into
dining-room. JOHN exils up L.)
BERT. (Crossing to C.) (Observing pile of packages under tree.)
Say, business is good, isn't it? My, what  little quiet blackmail and
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a weekly radio hour can get you. What did his s i
: . ponsors give him?
MAGGIE. They gave him a full year's supply of thei i
Cream of Mush. ’ R (S D i
BERT. Well he'll give it right back to them, over the air.
MAGGIE. (Rises, crosses o couch with papers.) Wait until
. " : ; s hea

romght s broadcast, old fellow. It’s so sticky I haven't bccgo able r;
get it off my fingers since I copied it.
;ERT. (T;: (c;o)d I:Jl:. bet. . h . Look, I'll come clean, Under the in.

uence o ows what I have just bough i
prsoch i ught you a Christmas
MAGGIE. (Surprised, crossing to him.) Why, Mt Jefferson, si

i 4 : . » . y SIL,
BERT. Only I'd like you to see it before I throw away my hard-earned
ﬁnc;r. C:E; you run downtown with me and take a look at it?
GGIE. (To him.) Bert, this is very sweet of you. I' i

touched. What is it? I can’t wait. 7 e SR
BERT. A (wo years’ subscription to Pic, Click, and Look and Listen,
Say, do you think I'm going to tell you? Come down and sce.
MAGGIE. (Crosses R., then to L. 1o get coat.) All right.
(She calls into library.)
Shcrrg.lr! I'm going out for a few minutes. With Horace Greeley.
I won't be long. (She goes jnto ballway for ber coat and hat.)
BERT. (Raising his voice.) Noel, Noel, Mr. W.! How about some
cribbage after your broadcast tonight? (Crossing to WHITESIDE.
The Whiteside wheelchair is rolled in by Miss PREEN, D.R. She
then exits D.R., closing doors.) T
:l:rifrms:ms, (r.c.) No, I will not play cribbage with you, Klon-
m;é:rr(yr. c ) ‘JIE’he;ee are you off to now, Madam Butterfly?

. (Te ¢.) I'm being given a Christmas i
you want done downtown E'8 = * pesean Ay
wHITESIDE. Yes. Bring baby a lollipop . . . Wh ivi
me for Christmas, Jefferson? I havl:ufmir:h;d yo:: ;::b{:ﬁi%fﬁ
yond your capacity to repay me.

BERT. Yes, that's what I figured, so I'm not givi i
' n
e o Well, 1 was giving you my old e d
. . . (BERT eases upstage. i e

padio i soming’ upstage.) Maggie, what time are those
MAGGIE. (Crosses D.R., places phone :
Aot ittt Tt e hcre.PYou' vf;n .rftm:;f beside WHITESIDE.)
four minutes over. Oh, by the w: S sy ey Bou e
Carl . Oh, by the way, there’s a wire here from Beverl

rleon. He doesn't know what teain he can ger FLERrS y
he'll be here some time this evening. gesiouiof Chicagn, bug

34

i ight?
_ Good! Is he staying Over m_ght. _ o
:f;ff D(EA: desk.) No, he has to get right out again. He's sailing

Friday on the Queen Mary. _
BERT.}' (Crossing to warrespg.) Think T could E%cil;
dow and get a look at him ? Beverly Carlton US

J t00.)
heroes. (MAGGIE p#ts Jetters and book on 5100 '
v:HITES(IDE. Useg to be, you ink-stained hack? Beverly (’:Ta:]!:m:h is
the greatest single talent in the English theatr¢ today.—Take €his

illiterate numbskull out of my sight, Maggie, and don’t bring him

back. )
s:nr. Yes, Mr. Whiteside, sir. I won't come back until Beverly

Carlton gets here. ) )

MAGGIE. (Crossing L. 10 exit L. As they go on their way, arm-in-

arm.) Where are we going, Bert? I want to know what youve

bought me—I'm like a ten-year-old kid. )

BERT. (Laughing a Jittle.) You know, you look like a ten-year-

old kid right now, Maggie, at that. (They are ouf of earshot by this
Jistens until the door

time. WHITESIDE Jooks after them intently; _
closes. He considers for a second, then wheels bimself over fo

hone.)
WHITESIDE. (On phone.) Will you give me

please—No, 1 don’t know the number .
House? . . . Tell me, has a Miss Lorrain
.. . Yes, that's right—Miss Lorraine Sheldon. Fro

. . .Shehasn't,eh?

(He hangs up; drams with his fingers on chair arm; looks at bis
watch. He slaps his knees impatiently, stretches. Then, vexed at
bis self-imposed imprisonment, be looks cautiously around room,
peers up stairs. Then, slowly, he gets out of his chair, crosses L.
and indulges in a few mild dance-steps, looking cautiously around
all the while.)
(Then the sound of library doors being opened sends him scurry-
ing back to his chair. It is MISS PREEN who emerges D.R., carrying
basin with bot-water bag, inbalator.)

(WHITESIDE, annoyed.) What do you waat, coming in like that?
Why don't you knock before you come into a room? '
siss PREEN. (Crossing down to R. of wheelchair.) But—I wasn’t

coming in. I was coming out.
wHITESIDE. Miss Preen, you are obviously in this room. That is true
¥

isn'tic?
MIss PREEN. Yes, it is, but—

in at the win-
be one of my

the Mansion House,
_ . Hello? Mansion

e Sheldon arrived yet?
m New York
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fHITESH)E. Therefore you came in. (Before MI1Ss PREEN cap 4
owever, JOHN enlers fram dinin g-room up R. crosses 1. to ,"PIJG
Hereafter, please knock. o et
JOHN. (En route to front door up L.) There're
) . some ex
here with a crate, Mr. Whitesi 5
iy ate, iteside. I told them to come around the
WHITESIDE. Thank you, John Don't stand there, Mi
' s A e, M
You look like a frozen custard. Go away. i oeen,
MISS PREEN. (Controlling herself as best she can.) Yes, sir (She
exits up R. At the same lime an EXPRESSMAN car ing 4
enters froni front door.) s o
JOHN. (Up L.) Bring it right in here. Careful there—don’
. : —don't
the wall. Why, it's some kind of animals, e
(Enter EXPRESSMAN /0 up L.)
EXPRESSMAN. (Crossing R. to up €.) I'll say it’s animals, W
: : . Weh
feed "em at seven o'clock this morning. e
WHITESIDE. Who's it from, John?
JOHN. (Crossing R.) (Reading from top of crate as '
the
down.) Admiral Richard E. Byrd. Say! 4 EHEE
WHITESIDE. Bring it over here. (EXPRESSMAN carries it '
JOHN crosses to chair.) RS
(Peering Jf:rroﬂgﬁ slats.) Why, they're penguins. Two—three—
four penguins. Hello, my pretties.
EXPRESSMAN. (Crossing 1.) Directions for feeding are righ
t on
top. Two of those slats are loose. . ®
JOHN. (Reading.) "To be fed only whale blubber, eels and
cracked lobster.”
EXPRESSMAN. They got Coca-Cola this morning. And liked ir. (He
goes L.)
WHITESIDE. (Peering through slats again) Hello, hello, hello.
You know, rhey: make the most entrancing companions, John. I
want these put right in the libraty with me, Take 'em rig'ht in
JOHN, (Cmgm 4 R.,[?;;-'r.r D.R.) ( Picking up crate.) Yes, sir
WHITESIDE. Better tell Sarah to order a coupl bk
Y uple of dozen lobsters.
WHITESIDE. I don’t suppose there's any whale blubber jn this town.

BRADLEY. (Enters L.) Good evening,

WHITESIDE. Oh, yes, there is. (This last is addyessed

e ] essed o BRADLEY,

Jjbm.-y_? entered from hall a5 JOHN and crate disappear into
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prapLEY. The door was open, SO I—Merry Christmas. (Crosses

f0 C. )
WHIT)ESI'DE. Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas. Do you happen to
know if eels are in season, Doctor?
BRADLEY. How's that?
wHITESIDE. Never mind. I was 2 fool to ask y
com library, carefully closing doors.) ‘
fJOHN. (Crimng upstairs.) I opened those two slats a little, Mr.
Whiteside—they seemed so crowded in there.
whiTESIDE, Thank you, John.
BRADLEY. Mr. Whiteside— (
e happened to drop in

wHITESIDE. Good-bye, Doctor. I'm sorry you |
now. 1 have to do my Yogi exercises. (He folds bis arms, leans

back and closes bis eyes.)
BRADLEY. But, Mr. Whiteside,

ou. (JOHN relurns

JOHN goes on bis waj, carrying pil-

i's been a week now. My book—
you know—when are we going to start work on my book? (WHITE-
SIDE places fingers 1o his lips.) 1 was hoping that today, maybe'—
(He stops as Miss PREEN enters from u.R.) Good evening, Miss

Preen.
Miss PREEN. Good evening, Doctor Bradley. (She opens door into

library, then freezes in ber tracks. She closes the doors again and

turns to BRADLEY, glassy-eyed. She raises a trembling band to ber

forebead, and goes to R. of chair.) Doctor, perhaps I'm not well—

but,—when I opened the doors just now [ thought I saw a pen-
in with a thermometer in his mouth,

WHITESIDE. What's this? Have those penguins gotten out of their

crate?

Miss PREEN. Penguins? Did you say penguins? -

WwHITESIDE, Yes. Doctor, will you go in and capture them, please,

and put them back in the crate. There're four of them.

BRADLEY. (Crosses R.) Capture the penguins, yes! (JOHN'S en-

trance cue.)

wHITESIDE. Yes. And, Miss Preen, will you entertain them, please,

until I come in? (She crosses to door R.)

Miss PREEN. (Swallowing bard.) Yes, sit.

JOHN, (Descending the stairs.) The Christmas tree in the bedroom

just fell on Mr. Stanley. He's got a big bump on his forehead.

(JOHN exits U.R.)

WHITESIDE. (Brightly.) Why, isn’t that too bad? (RICHARD enters

from ball L. as MISS PREEN goes through library door.) . . . Go
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ahead, Doctor. Go on, Miss Preen.
RICHARD, (Coming ¢.) Hello, Mr. Whiteside.
wHITESIDE, Hello, Dickie, my boy. ) 5
BRADLEY. Well, Mr. Whiteside, will you have some time later
wHITESDE, 1 don’t know, Doctor. I'm busy now. o
BRADLEY, Well, suppose I wait a litcle while? I'll—I'1l wait a liccle
while. (Exit BRADLEY into library.)
wHITESIDE, Dr. Bradley is the greatest living argument for mercy
killings. Well, Dickie, would you like a candid camera shot of my
left nostril this evening? )
RicHARD, I'm all stocked up on those. Have you got a minute to look
at some new ones I've taken? (He bands him snap-shots. RICHARD
¢crosses U, to ottoman, places ottoman L. of wheelchair.)
wHITESIDE. I certainly have . . . why, these are splendid, Richard.
There's real artistry in them—they're as good as anything by
Margaret Bourke White. (RICHARD sit5.) 1 like all the things you've
shown me. This is the essence of photographic journalism.
RICHARD. Say, I didn’t know they were as good as that. I just like to
take pictures, that's all.
WHITESIDE, Richard, I've been meaning to talk to you about this.
You're not just a kid fooling with a camera any more. These are
good. This is what you ought to do. (Handing back pictures.) You
ought to get out of here and do some of the things you were telling
me about. Just get on a boat and get off wherever it stops. Galves-
ton, Mexico, Singapore—work your way through and just take
picmrcs—millions of them, terrible pictures, wonderful pictures—
everything.
RICHARD, Say, wouldn't I like to, though! It's what I've been dream-
ing of for years. If I could do that I'd be the happiest guy in the
world.
wHITESIDE. Well, why can’t you do it? If I were your age, I'd do
it like a shot.
RICHARD, (Rises, crosses L.) Well, you know why. Dad.
whITESIDE. Richard, do you really want to do this more than any-
thing else in the world?
RICHARD, I certainly do.
wHITESIDE. Then do it. (JUNE enters up . to C.)
JUNE. Hello, Dick. Good afternoon, Mr. Whiteside,
WHITESIDE. Hello, my lovely . . . So I'm afraid it's up to you,
Richard.
RICHARD. (Crossing to stairs.) 1 guess it is, Well, thank you, Mr.
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Whiteside. You've been swell and I'll never forget it.

wHITESIDE. Righto, Richard.

RICHARD. (WHITESIDE takes book from ottoman.) June, are you
coming upstairs?

JUNE. Ah—in a few minutes, Richard.

RICHARD. Well—knock on my door, will you? I want to talk to
you. (Exils upstairs.)

JuNE. Yes, 1 will. (Turning back to writesE.) Mr. Whiteside

WHITESIDE. June, my lamb, you were too young to know about the
Elwell murder, weren't you? Completely fascinating. I have about
five favorite murders and the Elwell case is one of them. Would
you like to hear about it?

JUNE. Well, Mr. Whiteside, 1 wanted to talk to you. Would you
mind, for a few minutes? It's important.

WHITESIDE. Why, certainly, my dear. I take it chis is all abouc your
young Lothario at the factory?

JunE. (Nodding.) Yes. 1 just can’t seem to make Father under-
stand, It's like talking to a blank wall. He won't meet him—he
won't even talk about it. What are we going to do, Mr. Whiteside?
Sandy and I love each other. I don't know where to trn.
WHITESIDE. My dear, I'd like to meet this young man. I'd like to
see him for myself.

JUNE. Would you, Mr, Whiteside? Would you meet him? He's
—he's outside now. He's in the kitchen. (Crosses up alittle.)
wHITESIDE. Good! Bring him in.

JUNE. (Then down to WHITESIDE again.) Mr. Whiteside, he's—
he's a very sensitive boy. You will be nice to him, won't you?
wHITESIDE. God damn it, June, when will you learn that I am
always kind and courteous! Bring this idiot in!

JUNE. (Up to door U.R., Calling through the dining room, in a low
voice.) Sandy. Sandy.

(She stands aside ar 4 YOUNG MAN enters. Twenty-three or four,
keen-looking, neatly but simply dressed.)

Here he is, Mr. Whiteside. This is Sandy. (Coming down with
SANDY.)

saNDY. How do you do, sir?

whITESIDE. How do you do? Young man, I've been hearing a good
deal about you from June this past week. It seems, if I have been
correctly informed, that you two babes in the woods have quietly
gone out of your minds,

"
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JUNE. There's another name for it. It's c;}lled love. .
WHITESIDE. Well, you've come to the right place. Dr. Sheridan
Whiteside, Broken Hearts Mended, Brakes Relined, Hamburgers.

Go righr ahead. s
SANDY. Well, if June has told you anything ac all, Mr. Wh““_'d"—',
you know the jam we're in. You see, 1 work for _Eh_le labor union,
Mr. Whiteside. ['m an organizer. I've been organizing the men in
Mc. Stanley’s factory, and Mr. Stanley’s pretty sore about it.
wHITESIDE. I'll bet!
sanpY. Did June tell you that?
WHITESIDE. Yes, she did.
SANDY. Well, that being the case, Mr. Whiteside, 1 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.
JUNE. If he'd only let me talk to him. If he'd let Sandy talk to him.
sANDY. Well, we've gone over all that, June. Anyway, this morning
I got word I'm needed in Chicago. I may have to go on to Frisco
from there. So you see the jam we're in.
JUNE. Sandy's leaving tonight, Mr. Whiteside. He'll probably be
gone a year. We've simply got to decide. Now.
WHITESIDE. My de:a.r, this is absurdly simple. It's no problem at all.
Now to my jaundiced eye—(As phone rings. Nods.) Ohh! Hello
.. .Yes. .. Thisis Whiteside. (To JUNE and sanpy.) Excuse
me—it's a Trans-Atlantic call . . . (Back to phone. sSANDY crosses
fo L. of JUNE.) Yes? . . - Yes, I'm on. Who's calling? . . . Oh!
Put him on. (Again an aside.) It's Wale Disney in Hoilywoc—d.
(Into phone.) Hello . . . Hello . . ., Walt. How's iy little dash
of genius? . . . Yes, I hoped you would. How'd ou‘ i
here? . . . Isee . . . Yes. Yes, I'm listeni y oW 1 was
» I'm listening, Now? Ten seconds
? :
more? (To sANDY and JUNE.) Mr. Disney calls me every Chri
l}'ms—(lmo phone again.) Yes, Walt . | YesIhe very Christ-
st ik ; f ! ar it. It sounds
] cd static. . . . June! (He extends receiver 1o ber; she listens
a second, then crosses back 10 SANDY C.) Hello . . , Thanks, old
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. Tell me, is there any

man, and a very Merry Christmas 0 yo% . .
news in Hollywood? Who's in Lana Turner's sweater these days?
.. . Isee. . .Well, goodbye, and don't worry about “Fantasia.”
It wasn't your fault—Beethoven hasn’t wricten a hit in years . . .
Good-bye. (He bangs up and turns to juNE.) Do you know what
that was you listened to? The voice of Donald Duck.

JUNE. Not really ?

WHITESIDE. Mr. Disney calls me every Christmas, no matter where
I am, so that I can hear it. Two years ago I was walking on the
bottom of the ocean in a diving-suit, with William Becbe, but he
gotme . . . Now, where were we? Oh, yes . . . June, I like your
young man. I have an unerring instinct about people—I've never
been wrong. That's why 1 wanted to meet him. My feeling is that
you two will be very happy together. Whatever his beliefs are, he's
encicled to them, and you shouldn’t let anything stand in your way.
As I see it, it's no problem at all. Seripped of its externals, what
does it come down to? Your father. The possibility of making him
unhappy. Is that right?

JUNE. Very unhappy.

WHITESIDE, That isn’c the point. Suppose your parents are unhappy
—it's good for them. Develops their characters. Look at mze. I left
home at the age of four and haven't been back since. They hear me
on the radio and that's enough for them.
sANDY. Then—your advice is to go ahead, Mr. Whiteside?
WHITESIDE. It is. Marry him tonighe, June.

JUNE. (Almost afraid to make the leap.) You—you mean that, Mr.
Whiteside?

WHITESIDE. No, I mean you should marry Hamilcon Fish. If 1
fhdn't mean it I wouldn’t say it. What do you want me to do—say
it all over again? My own opinion is you're not worthy of this
young man.
STANLEY. (Upstairs.) (Cue:—"say it all over again?”’) Come
along, Daisy—stop dawdling.

JUNE. (Pushing SANDY #p R. and refurning to room. SANDY exits.)
There's Dad.
STANLEY. (Descending stairs, and crossing L. 10 coat-rack.y For-
give us for trespassing, Mr. Whiteside,

wHITESIDE. Not at all, old fellow—not at all. It's Christmas, you
know. Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas.

MRs. STANLEY. (Nervously.) Ah—yes. Merry Christmas
Would you like to come along with us, June? We're taking some
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presents over to the Dexters'.

JUNE. No—no, thank you, Mother. I—I have to write some letters,
(She goes up stairs.)

STANLEY. Come along, Daisy.

WHITESIDE. Why, M. Stanley, what happened to your forehead?

Did you have an accident?

STANLEY. No, Mr. Whiteside. I'm taking boxing lessons. . . |
Go ahead, Daisy. (They go L.) (HARRIET, who has been hovering
at head of stairs, burries down as the STANLEYS depart. She is carry.
ing a little Christmas package.)

HARRIET. (Crosses R.) Dear Mr. Whiteside, I've been trying all
day to see you. To give you—this.

WHITESIDE. Why, Miss Stanley. A Christmas gift for me?
HARRIET. It's only a trifle, but I wanted you to have it. It's a picture
of me as I used to be. It was taken on another Christmas Eve, many
years ago. Don't open it till the stroke of midnight, will you?
(The doorbell rings. HARRIET looks apprebensively over ber
shoulder.) Merry Christmas, dear Mr, Whiteside. Merry Christmas,
(JOHN enters up L. to exit L.)

WHITESIDE. Merry Christmas to you, Miss Stanley, and thank you.
(She glides out of the room, up R.) (In ballway, as JOHN opens
door, we bear a woman's voice, liquid and melting: “This is the
Stanley residence, isn't it?” "Yes, it is.” “I've come to see MR.
WHITESIDE. Will you tell him Miss SHELDON is here?”)
Lorraine! My Blossom Girl!
LORRAINE, (Coming into view. Enter L. to up L.) Sherry, my sweet!
(And quile a view it is. LORRAINE SHELDON is known as the most
t.bfl.‘ actress on the New York or London stage, and justly so. She
glitters as she walks, She is beautiful, and even, God save IJ);M t;;ord,

glamorous. . . . Her rank as one of the Ten Best Dressed W
of the World is richly deserved. She is, in short, :L;Erm :;ﬂ ;:

mean talents, a::rd knows ity (Crossing ®. to bim—uwasting no
time.) Oh, darling, look at that poor sweet tortured face! Let me

kiss it! (She does.) You poor darling. H
my sweet, I want to cry. 8 How dtawn you are. Shersy,

HITESIDE., All Iight You've made i
W . ave
. e Iy nice entrance, dear.

LORRAINE. But, Sherry, darling, I've been so
seeing you in that chair . .
WHITESIDE. This chair fits my fanny as nsthin
t else has.
better than I have in years, and my only Ouncergn is n::u?ofa:hel é:::l
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side world. So take off that skunk and tell me everything. How are
you, my dear? '
LORRAINE. (Crossing L. to sofa.) (Removing a cascade of silver fox
from her shoulders.) Darling, I'm so relieved. You look perfectly
wonderful—I never saw you look better. My dear, do I look a
wreck? I just dashed through New York. Didn't do a thing about
Christmas. Hattie Carnegie and had my hair done, and got right on
the teain. (Sits arm of couch. Uses her compact.) And the Norman-
die coming back was simply hectic. Fun, you know, but simply
exhausting. Jock Whitney, and Cary Grant, and Dorothy di Frasso
it was foo exhausting. And of course London before that was so
magnificent, my dear—well, I simply never got to bed atall. (Rises.
Crosses to ¢.) Datling, I've so much to tell you 1 don’t know where
to start.

wHITESIDE. Well, stare with the dirt first, dear—that's what I want
to hear.

LORRAINE. (Sits on stool.) Let me see. Sybil Cartwright was thrown
right out of Ciro's—it was the night before I left. She was wearing
one of those new cellophane dresses, and you could absolutely see
Trafalgar Square. And Sir Harry Montross—the painter, you know
—is suing his mother for disordetly conduce. It's just shocked
everyone. And oh! before I forget: Anthony Eden told me he's
going to be on your New Year's broadcast, Sherry, and Beatrice
Lillie gave me a message for you. She says for you to take off twenty-
five pounds right away and send them to her by parcel post. She
needs them.

wHITESIDE, I'll pack "em in ice . . . Now come, dear, what about-——

you? What about your love life? I don’t believe for one moment
you never got to bed at all, if you'll pardon the expression.
LORRAINE, Sherry dear, you're dreadful.

wHITESIDE. What about that splendid bit of English mutton, Lord
Bottomley? Haven't you hooked him yet?

LORRAINE. Sherry, please, Cedric is a very dear friend of mine.
wiiTESIDE. Now, Blossom Girl, this is Sherry. Don’t try to pull the
bedclothes over my eyes. Don't tell me you woulda'c like to be
Lady Bottomley, with a hundred thousand pounds a year and.
twelve castles. By the way, has he had his teeth fixed yec? Every
time I order Roquefort cheese I think of those teeth.

LORRAINE. Sherry, really! . . . Cedric may not be brilliant, but he's
rather sweet, poor lamb, and he’s very fond of me, and he does
represent a kind of English way of living that I like. Surrey, and
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London for the season—shooting-box in Scotland—that lovely old
castle in Wales. You were there, Sherry—you know what I mean.
WHITESIDE, Mm. I do indeed.
LORRAINE. Well, really, Sherry, why not? If I can marry Cedric,
I don't know why I shouldn’c. Shall I tell you something, Sherry?
I think, from something he said just before I sailed, that he’s finally
coming around to it. It wasn’t definite, mind you, but—don’t be
surprised if I m Lady Bottomley before very long.
wHITESDE. Lady Bottomley! Won't Kansas City be surprised!
However, [ shall be a flower-girl and give the groom an iron tooth-
pick as a wedding present. Come ahead, my blossom,—let’s hear
some more of your skulduggery.
LORRAINE, Well . . .
(The library doors are quietly opened at this point and the
DOCTOR'S head appears D.R.)
BRADLEY. (I @ heavy whisper.) Mr. Whiteside.
WHITESIDE. What? No, no—not now. I'm busy. (The DOCTOR
disappears D.R., closes doors.)
LORRAINE. Who's that?
WHITESIDE. He's fixing the plumbing . . . Now come on, come
on—I want some news.
LORRAINE. But, Sherry, what about this play? After all, I've come
all the way from New York—even on Christmas Eve—I've been
so excited ever sitice your phone call, Where is it? When can [ read
it?
wHITESIDE. Well, here's the situation. This young author—his
name is Bert Jefferson—brought me the play with the understand-
ing that I send it to Kit Cornell. It's a magnificent part, and God
knows I feel disloyal to Kit.
LORRAINE. Sherry.
WHITESIDE. Anyhow, there you are. Now I've done thir much—
the rest is up to you. He's young and attractive—now, just how

you'll go abour persuading him, I'm sure you know more about
than I do.

LORRAINE. (Rises, to €.) Darling, Low can I ever thank you? Does
he know I'm coming—MTr. Jefferson, I mean?

WHITESIDE. No, no. You're f_ust out here visiting me. You'll meet
him, and that's that. Get him to take you to dinner. and work
around to the play. Good God, I don’t have to tel] you] how to do
these things. How did you get all those other parts?

LORRAINE. (Crossing L. 10 sofa for furs and then back.) Sherry!

44

E i ;-'h:-.?.;:l

. « « Well, I'll go back to the hotel and get into something more
attractive. I just dumped my bags and rushed right over here.
Darling, you're wonderful. (Lightly kissing him. Crosses to c.)
WHITESIDE. All right—now run along and get into your working
clothes. Then come right back here and spend Christmas Eve with
Sherry and I'll have Mr. Jefferson on tap . . . By the way, I've got
a little surprise for you, Who do you think's paying me a flying
visit tonight? None other than your old friend and co-star, Beverly
Carleon.

LORRAINE. (Crosses to R. of conch.) (Not too delighted.) Really?
Beverly? I thought he was being glamorous again, on a tramp
steamer,
wHITESIDE. Come, come dear—mustn't be bitter because he got
better notices than you did.
LORRAINE. Don’t be silly, Sherry. I never read notices. I simply
wouldn’t care to act with him again, that's all. He's not staying
here, is he? I hope not.
wHITESIDE, Temper, temper, temper. No, he's not. . . . Where'd
you get that diamond clip, dear? That's a new bit of loot, isn't it?
LORRAINE, (T0 bhim.) Haven't you seen this before? Cedric gave it
to me for his mother's birthday. She was simply furious. Look,
darling, I've got a taxi outside. If I'm going to get back here—
(Crossing L. to C.) (A? this point the voice of MAGGIE is heard in
hallway.)
MAGGIE. (Entering L.) Sherry, what do you think? I've just been
given the most beautiful . . . (She stops short and comes to a dead
balt as she sees LORRAINE.)
LORRAINE. Oh, hello, Maggie. I knew you must be around some-
where. How are you, my dear?
WHITESIDE. (MAGGIE eases down.) Santa’s been at work, my pet.
Blossom Girl just dropped in out of the blue and surprised us.
MAGGIE. (Up L., quietly.) Hello, Lorraine.
WHITESIDE. (ASs JEFFERSON appears L.) Who's that—Bert? Come
in, Bert. This is Mr. Bert Jefferson, Lorraine. Young newspaper
man. Miss Lorraine Sheldon.
BERT. How do you de, Miss Sheldon ?
LORRAINE. How do you do? I didn’t quite catch the name—]Jeffer-
son?

WHITESIDE. (Sweetly.) That's right, Pet.

LORRAINE. (Crossing #p L.) (MAGGIE pats coat off and lays it on
stool up L.) (Full steam abead.) Why, Mr. Jefferson, you don’t
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look like a pewspaper man. You don’t look like a newspaper man
atall.
BERT. Really? I thought it was wrirten all over me in Neon lights,
LORRAINE, Oh, no, not at all. I should have said you were—oh, I
don't know—an aviator or an explorer or something. They have
that same kind of dash about them. I'm simply enchanted with
your town, Mr. Jefferson. It gives one such a warm, gracious feel-
ing, Tell me—have you lived here all your life? (Crosses to BERT,
#pL.) (MAGGIE crossing R. to up C.)
BERT. Practically.
wHITESIDE. If you wish to hear the story of his life, Lorraine,
kindly do so on your own time. Maggie and I have work to do. Get
out of here, Jefferson. On your way, Blossom. On your way.
LORRAINE. He's the world's rudest man, isn’t he? Can I drop you,
Mr. Jefferson? I'm going down to the—Mansion House, I think
it's called,
BERT. Thank you, but I've got my car. Suppose I drop you?
LORRAINE, Oh, would you? That'd be lovely—we'll send the taxi
off. See you in a litcle while, Sherry. "Bye, Maggie. (Eases up L.)
BERT. Good-bye, Maggie. (He furns to WHITESIDE.) I'm invited
back for dinner, am I not?
WHITESIDE. Yes—yes, you are, At Christmas I always feed the
needy, Now please stop oozing out—ge/ out.
LORRAINE. Come on, Mr. Jefferson. I want to hear more about this
charming little town. (Starts to go.) And I want to know a good
deal about you, too. (And they are gone. Exit L) (There is a slight
but pregnant pause after they go. MAGGIE simply stands looking at
him, waiting for what may come forth,)
WHITESIDE. (As though nothing had happened.) Now let's see, is
there a copy of that broadcast here? How much did you say they
wanted out—four minutes?
MAGGIE. (Eases down C.) That's right. Four minutes—She's look-
ing very well, isn't she?
WHITESIDE. What's that? Who?
MAGGIE. The Countess di Pushover,
her dropping in?
WHITESIDE. Yes—yes
to work. Get to work.

MAGGIE. Why, she must have gone thtough New York [;

Quite a surprise, wasn't it—

, it was. Now come on, Maggie, come on. Get

of salts. How long's she going to stay? ke a dose
WHITESIDE. (Completely absorbed.) Whar? Op 1 e
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a few days . . . (He reads from his manuscript.) At this joyous
season of the year, when in the hearts of men—"" I can’t cut that.
MAGGIE. Isn't it curious? There was Lorraine, soug as a bug in some-
body's bed on the Normandie— _
WHITESIDE. (So busy with bis manuscript.) “Ere the Yuletide
season pass—" )
MAGGIE. (Quietly taking manuscript out of bis hands.) (Crossing
R. 10 him, then back to ¢.) Now, Sherry dear, we will talk a bic.
wHITESIDE. Now look here, Maggie. Just because a friend of mine
happens to come out to spend Christmas with me— (Te door-bell
rings.) 1have a hunch that's Beverly. Maggie, see if it is. Go ahead
—run! run! )
(JOHN enters up L. to exit off L.) (MAGGIE looks at him—right
through him, in fact. Then she goes slowly toward door L. "Mag-
pie”—jfrom BEVERLY. We bear her voice at the door: “Beverly!”
Then, in clipped English tones: " A large, moist, incestuous kiss for
my Magpie!™)

(WHITESIDE, roaring.) Come in here, you Piccadilly pen-pusher,
and gaze upon a soul in agony. (JOHN exif up L.) (BEVERLY CARL-
TON enters L., crosses to C. arm in arm with MAGGIE. Very confident,
very British, very Beverly Carlton. He throws bis coat over newel-
post, MAGGIE puts bis hat on table back of couch.)

BEVERLY. Don't tell me how you are, Sherry dear. I want none of
the tiresome details. I have only a little time, so the conversation
will be entirely about me, and I shall love it. Shall— (Eases R.) I
tell you how I glittered through the South Seas like a silver scimitar,
or would you rather hear how I frolicked through Zambesia, raping
the Major-General's daughter and finishing a three-act play ac the
same time? (Crosses to MAGGIE L,) Magpie dear, you are the moon-

flower of my middle age, and I love you very much, Say something
tender to me.

MAGGIE. Beverly, darling,

BEVERLY. That's my girl. (Turning to WHITESIDE.) Now then.
Sherry dear, without going into mountainous waves of self-pity,
how are you? (A quick nod of the bead.)

WHITESIDE. I'm fine, you presumptuous Cockney . . . Now, how
was the trip, wonderful? (MAGGIE sits arm of sofa.)

BEVERLY. (Crosses R., then U.L.) Fabulous. I did a fantastic amount
of work. By the way, did I glimpse that little boudoir butcerfly, La
Sheldon, in a motor-car as I came up the driveway?

MAGGIE. You did indeed. She’s paying us a Christmas visic.
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BEVERLY. Dear girl! They do say she set fire to her mother, buc I
don't believe it . . . Sherry, (Sits on stool R.C.) my evil one, not
only have 1 wricten the finest comedy since MO]"“_G’ but also the
best revue since my last ong, and an opereta that frightens me it's
so good. I shall play it for eight weeks in London and six in New
York—that's all. No matinees. Then I am off to the Grecian Islands
. . . Magpie, why don’t you come along? Why don’t you desect
this cannon-ball of fluff and come with me?
MAGGIE. Beverly dear, be careful. You're cacching me at a good
moment.
WHITESIDE. (Changing the subject.) Tell me, Beverly, did you have
a good time in Hollywood? How long were you there?
BEVERLY. (Rises, crosses to c.) Three unbelievable days. I saw
everyone from Adrian to Zanuck. They came, poor dears, as to a
shrine. I was insufferably charming and ruthlessly firm in refusing
seven million dollars for two minutes’ work.
WHITESIDE. What about Banjo? Did you see my wonderful Banjo
in Hollywood? y
pEvERLY. 1 did. He gave a dinner for me. I arrived, in white tie
and tails to be met at the door by two bewigged butlers, who quietly
proceeded to take my trousers off. I was then ushered, in my lemon
silk drawers, into a room full of Norma Shearer, Claudette Colberr,
and Aldous Huxley, among others. Dear, sweet, incomparable
ganj)o. (Crossing to couch, be puts bis arm about MAGGIE'S shoul-
er.
wWHITESIDE. T'll never forget that summer at Antibes, when Banjo
put a microphone in Lorraine’s mattress, and then played the record
the next day at lunch.
BEVERLY. (Crossing c.) 1 remember it indeed. Lorraine left An-
tibes by the next boat.
MAGGIE. (Half to herself.) 1 wish Banjo were here now.
BEVERLY. (Back to MhGGIE:) What's the matter, Magpie? Is Lor-
raine being her own sweet sick-making self?
MAGGIE. You wouldn't take her to i i
would you, Beverly? Just for me? RS e th
WHITESIDE. Now, now. Lorraine is a charmi
lantly given up her own Christmas to spend"}{;‘]:,?:;o ;ewho has gl
BEVERLY. (Crosses to C.) Oh, I knew I had a bit of ALiF I
to nibble on. (He draws a leter out of his pocket ) (4 ‘01': .l:l; a
doors are o pened and the DOCTOR'S bead comes lb- o bgam =y
BRADLEY. Mr. Whiteside. Tokge, D)
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wHITESIDE. No, no, not now. Go away.
(pOCTOR withdraws D.R., closing doors.)
pEVERLY. Have you kidnapped someone, Sherry

¢

WwHITESIDE. Yes, that was Charley Ross . . . Go ahead. Is this

something juicy? o )

peverLY. (To stool L. of wheelchair—sits.) Juicyasa pomegranate.
It is the latest report from London on the winter manoeuvres of
Miss Lorraine Sheldon against the left flank—in fact, all ﬁ_anks-—ﬂf
Lotd Cedric Botomley. Listen: “Lorraine has just leftusina clou_d
of Chanel Number Five. Since September, in her relencless pursuit
of His Lordship, she has paused only to change girdles and g.:heck
her oil. She has chased him, panting, from castle to castle, till he
finally took refuge, for several week-ends, in the gentlemen’s lava-
tory of the House of Lords. Practically no one is betting on the
Derby this year; we are all making book on Lorraine. She is sailing
tomorrow on the Normandie, but would return on the Atlantic
Clipper if Bottomley so much as belches in her direction.” Have you
ever met Lord Bottomley, Magpie dear? (Rise fo c.)

MAGGIE. No, I haven't. (HE goes immediately into an im pemma.r:’on
of His Lordship. Very British, very full of teeth, stuttering.) “Not
v-v-very good shooting today, blast ic. Only s-s-six parcridges,
f-f-four grouse and the D-D-Duke of Sutherland. Haw, haw.”
wHITESIDE. (Chuckling.) My God, that's Bottomley to his very
bottom.

BEVERLY. (Still in character.) “R-r-ripping debate in the House
today. Old Basil spoke for th-th-three hours. D-d-dropped dead at
the end of it. Ripping. Haw!" (Eases L.)

MAGGIE. You'te making it up, Beverly. No one sounds like that.
WHITESIDE. It's so good it's uncanny . . . Damn it, Beverly, why
must you race right out of here? I never see enough of you, you un-
grateful moppet.

BEVERLY. (Crosses R. fo WHITESIDE.) Sherry darling, I can only tell
you that my love for you is so great that I changed trains at Chicago
to spend ten minutes with you and wish you a Merry Christmas.
Merry Christmas, my lad. My litle Magpie. (MAGGIE rises fo C.)
MAGGIE- Beverly!

BEVERLY. (A look at bis watch, crosses L. fo piano D.L.)} And now
I have just time for one magnificent number, to give you a taste of
how brilliant the whole thing is. It's the second number from my
new revue. (He strikes chord on piano, but before be can go fur-
ther the phone rings.)
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WHITESIDE. Oh, dama! Get rid of them, Maggie. (MAGGIE crogses 4,
phone b.R. on large ottoman R. of wheelchair. MAGGIE, whose mind
is on other things, abstractedly reaches for phone.)

MAGGIE. Hello . . . Oh, hello, Bert. Oh! Well, just a minye
Beverly, would you talk to a newspaper man for just two minutes ? I
kind of promised him. )

BEVERLY. (During phone conversation, softly playing a few bay
of a “former” hit.) Won't have time, Magpie, unless he}fs undei
the piano.

MAGGIE, Oh! (Into phone.) Wait a minute. (To BEVERLY again.)
Wf:-uld you see him at the station, just for a minute before the
train goes? (BEVERLY nods.) Bert, go to the station and wait for
him. He'll be there in a few minutes . . . "Bye.

WHITESIDE. The stalls are impatient, Beverly, Let's have this sec.
ond-rate masterpiece. (MAGGIE af stool R.C.)

BEVERLY. (His fingers vippling over the keys.) It's called: **
AmIToDopd © . TLTE RN

"Oft in the nightfall

I think I mighe fall

Down from my perilous height;
Deep in the heart ol; me, o
Always a part of me,

Quivering, shivering light.
Run, licde lady,
Ere the shady

Shafts of time,
Barb you with their winged desire,
Singe you with their sultry fire,

Softly a fluid

Druid
Meets me,

"Olden

and golden

the dawn that greets me;

Cherishing,

So perishing,
Up to the stars

I climb.

1. For music see page 82.

vwyhat am I to do toward

Ending this madness,

This sadness

That's rending me through? _

The flowers of yesteryear are haunting me,
Taunting me,

Darling, for wanting you.

“What am [ to say

To warnings of sorrow,

When warning's tomorrow drinks the dew?
Will 1 see the cosmic Ritz

Shattered and scattered to bits.

What not am I to do?”

MAGGIE. (Rising and crossing L.) Wonderful, Beverly. (BEVERLY
starts to play second chorus.) ‘ )
WHITESIDE. Beverly, it's superb. The best thing you've ever writien.
(The doorbell rings and JOHN is glimpsed U.L. as be goes through
door. 1t is a trio of RADIO MEN who appear in doorway, their arms
filled with equipment for WHITESIDE'S broadcast.)

BEVERLY. Please, let me say that.

wHITESIDE. Ah, Come in, Westcott.

BEVERLY. (Rise fo D.L. of piano.) Ah. The airwaves, eh! Well, 1
shan't have to hear you, thank God. I shall be on a train. (WESTCOTT
goes to library D.R., first banding a microphone to a second RADIO
MAN, dlso carrying @ mike. A third man carries a portable control
board.)

MAGGIE. (Crossing D.R.) Mr. Westcott, will you go in that room?
John, will you show them where to plug in? Come on, Whiteside,
say good-bye.

JouN. Right this way, gentlemen. (THEY follow him off to dining-
room U.R.)

WHITESIDE. (/s MAGGIE starts to wheel him into library.) Stop
this nonsense.

BEVERLY. (Calling after the fast disappearing WHITESIDE.) Au
revoir, Sherry, Merry Christmas.

WHITESIDE. Beverly, my lamb—Maggie, what the hell are you—I
want to talk to Beverly.

MAGGIE. You can kiss Beverly in London on July twelfth,
WHITESIDE. (As be is pushed through library door in bis wheel-
chair.) 1 won't be rushed out of this room like a baby that has to
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have his diapers changed. (He is gone.)

BEVERLY. (Gathering up his bat and coat.) Magpie, come get a kiss,
MAGGIE. (Crossing up L.) (Emerging from library and closing
doors behind ber.) Beverly, I want one minute. I must have i,
You'll make the train. The station’s a minute and a half from here,
(BRADLEY enfers D.R.)

BEVERLY, Why, what's the matter, Magpie? (A¢ which the libray
doors are opened and DOCTOR emerges rather apologetically.)
WHITESIDE. (Offstage.) Go away!

pocToR. I'm—I'm just waiting in the kitchen until Mr.—excuse
me. (He darts out through dining-room. Exits up R.)

BEVERLY. (Back of sofa.) Who is that man?

MAGGIE. Never mind . . . Beverly, I'm in great trouble,

BEVERLY. Magpie, dear, what is it?

MAGGIE. I've fallen in love.

BEVERLY. No! (Taking her hands.)

MAGGIE. Yes. For the first time in my life. Beverly, I'm in love. 1
can't tell you about it—there isn’t time. But Sherry is trying to
break it up. In his own fiendish way he’s doing everything he can
to break it up.

BEVERLY., Why, the old flounder! What's he doing?

MAGGIE. Lorraine. He's brought Lorraine here to smash it up.
BEVERLY. Oh, it's somebody here? In this town ?

MAGGIE. (Nodding.) He's a newspaper man—the one you're going
to see at the station—and he's written a play, and I know Sherry
must be using that as bait. You know Lorraine—she'll eat him up
alive. You've got to help me, Beverly.

BEVERLY. Of course I will, Magpie. What do you want me to do?
MAGGIE. I've got to get Lorraine out of hete—the further away the
better—and you can do it for me. (WEsTCOTT 0 pens library doors.)
BEVERLY, But how? How can I? I'm leaving. (The library doors
are opened, and WESTCOTT emerges.)
WESTCOTT. Have you a carbon of the broadcast, Miss Cutlet?
MAGGIE. There's one on thar table,
WESTCOTT. Thank you. One of those
(Exit D.R., closing doors.)

MAGGIE. (Crossing L. of BEVERLY., ; !
what I want you 5) do.f (Manae:.'v)rir(;Sbe Scanlen il

bim i
her wb:';per te him; bis head boby 808 0 oal) Wb T 4 oot

#p and do : i L.
Then he lets out a shriek of Iaﬂgblfr.) BEGRER T Ah

penguins ate the original.
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pEVERLY. I'd love it. I'd absolutely love it. (MAGGIE puls a quick
finger to bis lips; peers toward the WHITESIDE room. But westcorT
has gone in; doors are closed.) It's simply enchanting, and bitches
Sherry and Lorraine at the same time. It's pure heaven! I adore it
and I shall do it up brown. (He embraces ber.)

maGGiE. Darling, the first baby will be named Beverly. You're
wonderful.

BEVERLY. Of course I am. Come to Chislewick for your honeymoon
and I'll put you up. Goodbye, my lovely. I adore you. (Sees time
on his wrist-watch.) Mercy! Let me out of here! (He is gone, 1.)
(MAGGIE comes back into room, highly pleased with herself. She
even sings a fragment of BEVERLY'S song, "What Am I To Do?"
“Tra-la-la-la-la-la’") (JOHN entering from dining-room, wp R,
breaks the song.)

JOHN. (Crosses down, puts stool up R. of tree.) Shall I straighten
up the room for the broadcast, Miss Cucler?

MAGGIE. (Crosses to ¢.) No, John, it isn't television, thank God,
they only hear the liquid voice.

JOHN. He's really wonderful, isn't he, Mr. Whiteside? The things
he finds time to do.

MAGGIE. (Crossing R.) Yes, he certainly sticks his nose into every-
thing, John.

WESTCOTT. (Enters from library D.R.) Are the boys out there,
Miss Cutler?

MAGGIE. (As she exits into library, closing doors.) Yes, they are,
Mr. Westcotr.

WESTCOTT, (As he goes into dining-room up ®.) Thank you.
(JOHN crosses to table L., putting room in order as he closes a
cigarelte box on piano D.L. Suddenly YUNE comes quietly down
stairs. She is dressed for the street and is carrying a suitease.)
_TOHI\;. (At down-stage side piano.) Why, Miss June, are you going
away |

JUNE. (R. of staircase.) Why—no, John. No—Mr. Whiteside is
in there, | suppose?

JOHN, Yes, he's getting ready to go on the radio.

JUNE. Oh! Would you—no, never mind. Look, John— (Just then

RICHARD comes downstairs carrying a light bag and a couple of
cameras.)

RICHARD. Where is he? In the library?
JUNE. Yes, he's busy.
RICHARD. Oh! Well, maybe we ought to— (Door-bell rings a gain.)
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Come on. (RICHARD immediately scoots 0w, also f.r:fd dining-room
up R., shooing JUNE before him. JOHN meanwhile has gone to

t door off L. .
]:,2: oo;. 'ghan)k you, John. (I# js LORRAINE twho comies in, re-

splendent now in evening dress and wrap, straight from Paris, At

cime time MAGGIE emerges from library D.R. and JOHN goes on his

wdy 4P L. MAGGIB puts the phone back on console D.R.) (LORRAINE
1o c.) Hello, dear. Where's Sherry? )
JAGGIE. Inside working—he’s broadcasting very soon. (MAGGIE
puts present from ottoman under tree U.C.) )
LORRAINE. (Swurveying the room.) Oh, of l:Our?:e—Chrlsr_ma.s Eve.
7hat 2 wonderful man Sheridan Whiteside is. You know, my
dear, it must be such an utter joy to be secretary to somebody like
Sherry.
MAGGIE. Yes, you meet such interesting people . . . (LORRAINE
crosses to couch.) That's quite a gown, Lorraine. Going anywhere?
(Chair DR.
LORRAINE. 2I‘his? Oh, T just threw on anything at all. (Sits on
sofa.) Aren’t you dressing for dinner?
MAGGIE. (Crosses to back of sofa.) No, just what meets the eye.
(She has occasion to carry a few papers across room at this point.
LORRAINE'S eyes watch her narrowly. As MAGGIE reaches C. she
gives LORRAINE a polite social smile, then continues 16 D.R.)
LORRAINE. Who does your hair, Maggie?
MAGGiE. A litile Frenchwoman named Maggie Cutler comes in
every morning.
LORRAINE. You know, every time I see you I keep thinking your
i::i: G;:::ldsl?_e 0 lovely. I always wanted to get n:;P hands ongit]:
1E. (Sits; quietly.) I've always wanted to get mine on youss,
Lorraine.
LORRAINE, (Absently.) What, dear? (On j
:'mral room with a table for control bmfd, Pizf,'ib: T,;D;:.g:{::fﬂ-rﬁi
again. As be reaches arch U.R. be grins broad) : Lonm;mg's eyes
follow him idly. Then she turns to MAGGIE dgain}; T chenn [); .
time does Beverly get here? I'm not “‘-‘f'ﬁmtiml; 44 zleef }: y, whal
MAGGIE. He's been and gone, Lorraine, .
LORRAINE, Really? Well, I'm ve ,
grear friends, a:e.yn’l: you—you an:ly B’f:il T Of course, you're
MAGGIE, Yes, we are. I think he'sa wondery;’;al person
:loim E. Oh, I suppose he is. But really, when | énished actin
e wreck.S:u during that tender love scengc

. ficent, he kept dropping pea-
shat the critics thought was so magni cen o hiﬂl?l again if T were

nut shells down my dress. 1 wouldn’t act Wi

m:;gf ' (Rise, crosses 10 C.) Tell me, Lorraine, have YO8 o
]
new play yet’ rd.) No—no, haven't. There was 2

INE. (A once on gHa :
Lﬁm manElSCfiPtS waiting in New York for me, but I hurried
i ut here to Sherry. _ _ )
;ﬁlz;tcfs. Yes, it was wonderful of you, Lorr.ame—-—(o drop every
thing that way and rush to Sherry’s wheel-chair. g oo
LORRAINE. Well, after all, Maggie, dear, what else has one in this
world but friends? . . -
MAGGIE. (Crosses R. f0 p.r.) That's what I always say . - - (rapIO
MAN enters up R. with conirol board, puts it on table.) Everything

0OK.? : s

RADIO MAN. Yes, thank you. (Starting off, never taking bis eyes off

LORRAINE. He reaches library doors, realizes bis mistake, exits into

dining-room U.R.)

LORRAINE. How long will Sherry be in there?

MAGGIE. (Crosses to c.) Notlong . - - Did you know that Mr.

Jefferson has written quite a good play? The young man that drove

you to the hotel.

LORRAINE, Really? No, I didn’t. Isn’t chat interesting?

MAGGIE. (Sits.) Yes, isn'tit?

(Considerable pause. The ladies smile at each other.)

LORRAINE. (Evading MAGGIE'S eyes.) They've put a polish on my

nails I simply loathe. I don’t suppose Elizabeth Arden has a branch

in this town.

MAGGIE. (Busy with her papers.) Not if she has any sense.

LORRAINE. (Rises, to back of sofa, then to piano.) Oh, well, I'll

just bear it, but it does depress me. (She wanders aimlessly for a

moment. Picks up a book from table.) Have you read this, Maggie,

;verybody was reading it on the boat. I hear you simply can’t put it
own.

MAGGIE. [ put it down—right there. (LORRAINE casually strikes a

note or two on piano.) (The phone rings.) (Taking up receiver a

little too casually.) Hello . . . yes . . . Yes . . . Miss Lorraine

Sheldon? Yes, she’s here . . . There’s a Trans-Atlantic call coming
(Rises.) through for you, Lorraine.

LORRAINE. (Crossing R. to phone.) Trans-Atlantic—for me?

Here? Why, what in the world—
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MAGGIE. (As she bands over receiver—eases up €.) 1U's London.
LORRAINE. London? . . . Hello. (Then in a louder tone.) Hello
. Cedric! Cedric, is this you? . . . Why, Cedric, you darling!
Why, what a surprise! How'd you know 1 was here? What . .

Darling, don't talk 50 fast and you won't SCULtEr $0 - - - That's bet-
ter . . . Yes, now, I can hear you . . . Yes, very clearly. 1's 85
though you were just around the corner . . . Ise€ . - - What?

.. Darling! (Realizing MAGGIE is listening.) Cedric, dearest
would you wait just one moment? (She turni 1o MAGGIE.) Maggie,
would you mind? It's Lord Bottomley—2 #¢7 personal call. Would
you mind?

MAGGIE. Oh, not at all. (She goes into dining-room, up R almost
does a little waltz step as she goes.) ) :
LORRAINE. Yes, my dearest—now tell me - - - Cedric, please don ¢
stutter s0. Don't be nervous. (3 be listens for @ moment again.) Oh,
my dacling. Oh, my sweet. You don't know how I've prayed for
this, every night on the boat . . - Darling, yes! YES, 2 thousand
times Yes! . . . I'll take a planc right out of here and catch the
next boat . . . What? Cedric, Jdon't stutter sO . . . Yes, and I love
you, my darling—oh, so much! . . .Oh, my dear sweet. My darling-
est darling. Yes, yes! 1 will, I will, dacling! I'll be thinking of you
every moment . . . You've made me the happiest girl in the world
. . . Good-bye, good-bye, darling. Goodbye. (Puts phone on olio-
man D.R.) (Bursting with her news, she surni to library to call
WHITESIDE, ¢pens doors, crofses to c.) Sherry! Sherry, Sherry! Do
you kaow what happened? Cedric just called from London—he’s
asked me to marry him.

wHITESIDE. (W heeling himself on. He is smoking a cigarette in a
long holder.) What!

LORRAINE. Sherry, think of it! At Jast! T've got to get right out of
here and catch the next boat.

MAGGIE. (Emerging, mouse-like, from dining-room, up R.) May I
come in?

:._ommz. (Crossing L.) Maggie, dear, can & geta plane out of here
rlght away? I've simply got to get the next boat to England. When
is it—do you know? Is there a newspaper here?

;{;ﬁ?- (Eases down.) The Quaen Mary sails Friday, What's hap-
LORRAINE. (Crosring #f Ry smbraces MAGGIE, .

wonderful thing in thepwarid has hap«perj?:c;z Ecl:;n%ii:;::; m}?::
asked me to macry him. Oh, Maggie! (A gesture toward p.ﬁan:)
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g. Really? well, wh

't it wonderful?
NE. Isnt! help me o it right out of here.

Maggi® deat. 352 musa‘e.wé p.R.) I'd be deli ghted to, Lorraine.

MAGG!
LOR

GGIE- (Crossing 10
" ~E. Oh, thank you, thank

: av? ;
"ghtt;: \};es ['ve a time-table right here. And don’t worfYs b"—';""“;e
T‘;tlcaere‘ls no train I'll drive you to Cleveland and you €30 Bk B
1

jane from there.

ORRAINE. Maggie darling, you're wonderful. (She sees WHITESIDE
. ' gare.r.’e.) Sher

wriously on b € ry, what's the matter With
P;ruﬁ?%gu havenJ:t said a word. You haven't even congranﬁa:;fi ?;é
WHITESIDE. (Rolls down r.) (He has b;en sitting through 1915 }I]
af.b:rnder-riaad.) Let me understand this, Lorraine. Am I to gacher
¢om your gitlish squeals that you are about to toss your career i€
the ashcan?
LORRAINE. (70 sofa for furs.) Oh, not at all. Of course I may not
be able to play this season, but there'll be other seasons, Sherry.
WHITESIDE. 1 see. And everything goes into the ashcan with 1t—15
that right?
LORRAINE. But Sherry, you couldn’t expect me t0—
wHiTESIDE.  (eily.) Don't explain, Lorraine. 1 understand only
too well. And I also understand why Cornell remains the First
Actress of our theatre.
MAGGIE. (Busy with her sime-tables, crossing 10 C.) Obh, this is won-
derful! We're in luck, Lorraine. There's a plane out of Cleveland at
ten-three. It takes about an hour 1o get there.—Why it all works out
wonderfully, doesn’t it, Sherry?
wHiTESIDE. (Through bis teeth.) Peachy.
LORRAINE. (Heading for phone, crossing R. below phone stool
p.R.) Maggie, what's the number of that hotel I'm at? I've got to
get my maid started packing.
MacGteE. Mesalia three-two.
LORRAINE. (Into phone.) Mesalia three-two, please . . . Let's see
—1 sail Friday, five-day boat, that means I ought to be in London
Wednesday night . . . (MAGGIE crosses up L.) Hello, this is Miss
Sheldon . . . That's right. Put me through to my maid, will you?
MAGGIE. (At window.) Oh, look, Sherry, it's starting to snow.
Isn't that wonderful, Sherry? Oh, I never felt more like Christmas
in my life. Don't you, Sherry dear?
whITESIDE. Shut your nasty little face! (MAGGIE drifts down v. and
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leans against piarm.)

LORRAINE, (On phone. She sits on ottoman p.r.) Cosette? . . .

Now listen carefully, Cosette. We're leaving here tonight by plane
and sailing Friday on the Queen Mary. I want you to stast packing
immediately and I'll call for you in about an hour . . . Yes, that's
right . . . Now I want you to send these cables for me. Have you

t a pencil? Right? The first one goes © Lord and L_a,d)r Cunard—
you'll find all these addresses in my little book. It's in my dressing
case. "Lord and Lady Cunard. My darlings. Returning Friday
Queen Mary. Cedric and I being married immediately on arrival.
Waated you to be the first to know, Love—Lorraine.”” Now send—
what? Oh, thank you, Cosette. Thank you very much. (This last
“thank you' followed by a pointed smile at Sherry.) Now send the
same message to Lady Astor, Lord Beaverbrook, and my mother in
Kansas City . . . got that? And send a telegram to Hattie Ca tnegie,
New York. "'Please meet me Sherry Netherlands noon tomorrow
with skecches of bridal gown and trousseau.— Lorraine Sheldon.”
And then send one to Monsieur Pierre Cartier, Cartier's, London:
“Will you hold in reserve for me the eriple string of pearls I picked
out in October ? Cable me Queen Mary.—Lorraine Sheldon.” Have
you got all that straight, Cosette? . . . That's fine. Now you'll have
to rush, my dear—1I'll be at the hotel in about an hour, so be ready.
Good-bye. (She hangs up, putting phone on ottoman. She crosses
back of Sherry's chair to €.) Thank goodness for Cosere—I'd die
without her, she’s the most wonderful maid in the world . . .
Well! Life is really just full of surprises, isn't it? Who'd have
thought an hour ago that I'd be on my way to London?
MAGCIE. An hour ago? No, I certainly wouldn't have thought it an
hour ago.
wHITESIDE. (Beside himself with tem per. i i
female drooling? I have a jiolcnt heagacl'l)c.vhn you both stop this
MAGGIE. (Al solicitude. Crossing R. fro
1 get you something? g e sfad 06, Sherq CAn
LORRAINE. (Crossing to Sherry.) Look h ' :
I've offended you, b{ft after all J:n)y life is é;’;fﬁf,?; : ";. ;"ﬂ? if
as BERT( ;ame.f in from outside.) e sap
BERT. (To C.) Hello, everybody. Sa o .
out? Going to have a real oyld-fihicg;; OCE:;::;];::W 8 awInE
WHITESIDE. i X
Times? Why don't you telephone your scoop to the New York
MAGGIE, (Crosse i i

(Crosses to him.) Bert, Miss Sheldon has to catch a plane
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e her over, yoU and 1?

Cleveland. Can W¢ driv Sheldon. No bad

he, from cainly. Sorry yoU have to go, M1ss

ni
:ng. Why, cef
news, 1 hOPe : __very :
_Oh, on the contrary > )
oid ffcs 1?n{l:lt:.‘:d-—c:ali.'s for a drink, I think. You ¢
MASOL L ho ow about 2 bottle of champagne

very S':‘Od host, Sherfy: H
e mix you 2 Jeﬁerson

"B';SR:: Oh, 1 can do better than that—Ilet m

-.1. Okay, Mr. Whiteside? ) . L
wm—:llsmﬁ.a{’es, yes, yes, y&5, yes. Mix anything. Only stop drivel

? (Cross-

g i i Maggie?

ired my Christmas present yet, g8l
s ahng)zoiiatd:?fo:got?’ (She raises ber arm, revealing a brace-
ok e tyb:::dy! From Mr. Jefferson to me- "
LO.RB.AJNE- Oh, it's charming. Let me see it. Oh! :Why, it’s in-
scribed, too. “To Maggie. Long may she wave. Bert.”” Maggie, it's
a lovely Christmas present- Isn't that sweet, Sherry?
wHITESIDE. Ducky.
MTGG[E. (Crosses to L.C.) 1 told you it was beautiful, Bert. See?
perT. Well, shows what you get if you save your coupons. )
LORRAINE. (Looking from BERT 70 MAGGIE.) Well, what's going
on between you two, anyhow? Maggie, are you hiding something

fromus? ) ;
WHITESIDE. (A hand to bis head.) Great God, will this drivel never

stop? My head is bursting.
BERT. (Crosses up R., then back to wHITESIDE.) A Jefferson Special
will cure anything . . . By the way, 1 got a two-minute interview
with Beverly Carlron at the station. You were right, Mr. Whiteside
—he’s quite something. (LORRAINE ¢ro55es up L. and drifts down
b0 piano.)

MAGGIE. (Uneasily.) Go ahead, Bert—mix the drinks.

BERT. On the fire. I was lucky to get even two minutes. He was in 2
telephone booth most of the time. (Light slowly staris Jo dawn on
WHITESIDE. )

MAGGIE. Bert, mix those drinks, will you?

BERT. Okay, couldn’t hear what he was saying, but from the faces
he was making, it looked like a scene from on¢ of his plays.

MAGGIE. Bert, for goodness’ sake, will you—

WHITESIDE. (Swddenly galvanized.) Ah—just a minute, if you
please, ,jcﬁerscm. Mr. Carlton was in a telephone booth at the
station?
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BERT. (Coming D.R.) Cert:}'mly was—I thought he'd never copm,
out. Kept talking and making the damnedest faces for about fiye
minutes.

WHITESIDE. (Ever so sweetly.) Bert, my boy,
love the Jefferson Special. Make me a doub
headache has gone with the wind.

BERT. Okay. (He goes up R.)

WHITESIDE, (His eyes g:’eamr'a:g, z'mmediateiy grabs pbone.) Philg
Vance is now at work. Hello, (MAGGIE eases L. 10 piano froms.) (On
phone—bis voice is absolutel y musical.) Operator dear, has there
been a call from England over this telephone within the past half
hour . . . ? (LORRAINE eases R.) Yes, I'll wait,

LORRAINE. (Eases R.) Sherry, what i5 all this?
WHITESIDE. Sssh!—What's that? There have be
England for the past three days? Thank you .
(She crosses to hir.) Now, will you repeat
beckons to LORRAINE, then puts receiver to her
(Then again to operator.) Thank you,
mas. (He bangs up.)

LORRAINE. (Stunned.) Sherry, what is all this? What does thjs
mean?

WHITESIDE. My dear, you have just played the greatest love-scene
of your career with your old friend Beverly Carlton,

LORRAINE, Why—why, that's not true. I was talking to Cedric.
What do you mean?

WHITESIDE. I mean, my blossom, that that was Beverly you poured
out your girlish heart to, not Lord Bottomley. Ah, me, who'd have
thought five minutes ago that you would not be going to London!
LORRAINE. Sherry, I want this explained,

WHITESIDE. Explained? You heard the operator, my dear. All I can
tell you is that Beverly was indulging in one of hjs famous bits of

mimicry, that's all. You've heard him do Lord Bottomley before,

haven't you?
. . Yes, of course _

I have an ide;y I shal)
le one, will you? My

en no calls from
-« Blossom Giyl,
that, please? (K,
ear.) Hear it, dear?
Operator, and a Merry Chrigt.

LORRAINE. Yes .
want to do such a thin
God! Those cables! d bound she crosses back of
wheelchair, to phone.) Give me the hote]

this if it’s the Jast thing
that I—why, the skunk!—the louse! The dirty rotten—Mansion
House? Connect me with the maid , . * What? | | Who the hell
do you think it is? Miss Sheldon, of course _ . . Oh! God! Those
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! Did you send those
't—Cosette! Cosette!
cables: I Dn]yoiosgzl?gﬂ God! . . . Now listen, Coseéft?.l{ Tlant
e s Tt 0 le, and tell them
cables?send another cable to every one oé ll:;)s;isf::{grg i
e ing my name, an :
somebody o be;:n usflrogr’n n};e—-except this, of course . . - Don't
presyihiog r}hwclmr ou're told Don't argue with me, yoku
1 —d0 as . -' ;
s uesr}Tli—God d:mn it, do as you're told . . . And unpac
o B oing! (She hangs up and crosses _U.L.}
¥e £ nz;gg Now steady, my blossom. Take it easy. —
errESNE - (Crossing back 1o c.) What do you m:la)nWh e
L o e;lizc I'll be the laughing stock of England 7 : ‘};, G
= Yoﬁorw my face! I always knew Beverly C.a:\l}::?ln wasu;)d Le g
oy ? WHY? It isn't even funny. Why wo ;
oo 'lowﬁﬁ?c){ ‘liﬁm know. Why would hel io ii!‘ﬁ‘.‘g'k;yc::lc,:rl:l:lnzg-
O illy trick like this? -
i Id want to play a silly tric _ ‘
i énitthle):;;u Sherry? Do you, Maggie? Yo;ucboth sa:: t;:TG;l;.;s
o J Ik out of here, (Crosses E,
. Why would he wa :
aker??g Ic?f:.; go right to a phone booth, and try to ship ina:off
W]? ?and on a fool's errand! There must haw? been ;ome rn .
t?\ r:%nust have. It doesn't make sense otherwise. Why ::;o_ S ity
ller;:;yr Carlton, or anybody else for that matter, want me :
L
im light begins to dawn.) _ -
Imp-:}g:i::; ,ri bairﬁ Oh! Oh! (Her eye, which has bee; M,;;:;-
(E::'.;h goes momentarily to dining-room, w;fwre IBEIRThi,anbgg{n
eared. Then her gaze returns 1o MAGGIE again.) —Ith g
fo—of. course! Of course! That's it. Of course that's it. is;l': E
that's a very charming bracelet thal: Mr. ]eff.lertson g::: ZE:__And s
i ? Of course. It makes complete se :
f:?ff lj{af ;a;carly—welll Wild hors?s couidp t get me c:itl _t:ith;;r;
now, (Crossing to MAGGIE L.) Maggie, a_nd if I wcfmygacr s
onto that bracelet, dear. It'll be som.et_hmg o reronm” ol
(Crosses to front of sofa.) (Out of dinin g—mom: il et
his bands full of papers. At same time the w” e ting
emerge, 15t tnan goes to control board, the other se
; .C. of wheelchair.) ! -
r::@:;cl:;;an(«i;;; eyei on his watch. Crosses to R a{’; fe::t::d::sz.
All righ Mr Whiteside, Almost time. Hook her 1:5 : y ;d g
in nl% :es y;aur new copy, Mr, Whiteside. (Hands typ ¥
£ rle s
him.) e
wHITESIDE. How much time?
wesTcoTT. Couple of minutes.
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2

10 bis control board apparatus, testing

(IST RADIO MAN jr talking in
four, one, $wo, three, four. How are we comiy

“One, two, tHree

ﬂ'fNEw Yﬂfa&-) v Al Bv CJ DJ A: Bﬂ- C: D. M‘"’] bhad a f.l.'fﬂe’ fgmf

Mary bad a little lamb.”’) _ ) . :

(MR. and MRS. STANLEY, having delivered their Chrisimas preseny;

enter from hallway L. STANLEY 5i0p3 to take his coat off. Mn.s,

STANLEY looks hungrily & radio goings-on. The voice of 2ND RADIo
» But STANLEY delivers a stern “Pleass

MAN drones on: "Testing
Daisy,” and she follows him up stairs. "O.K. New York, Mary had

alittle lamb. Waiting.”” WESTCOTT stands with watch in hand, From
dining-room comes BERT, tray of four drinks in hand.)
BERT. (Crosses to C.) Here comes the Jefferson Special . . . Oh!
Have we time? -
".omm' gBefow couch L.) Oh, I'm sure we have. Mr. Jefferson,
I'm not leaving after all. My plans are changed.
BERT. (Crosses L.) Really? Oh, that’s good.
LORRAINE. And I hear you've written a simply marvelous play, Mr.
Jefferson. I want you to read ic to me—tonighe. Will you? We'll gc:
back to the Mansion House right after dinner. And you'll read me
your play. (She takes a cockiail.) (MAGGIE steps downstage.)
BERT. Why—why, I should say so. I'd be delighted . . . Maggie
did you hear that? (Crosses L. fo D.L.) Say, I'll bet you did this. Ym;
:;r:;:éghcd the whole thing. Well, it's the finest Christmas present you
@ :;; 1::6 given me. (MAGGIE looks at bim for one anguished mo-
e ﬁ:‘ng :r;; ;f;!}o:l: i;ﬂ;d, ;.be dashes into hall, L., grabs ber coal
i out of the ouse.) Maggie! Maggie! (B
;r:y affdrm&s on piano and starts after her, but :ragflwaﬂ I;:Efb{:ﬁ
A :;r .;::; LORRAINE, meanwhile, sits on sofa.)
come Peﬂl-;:j?g;:? :::.r::c ;3?; i o e o |
g . clutches a letter and they are wild-
STANLEY. (C.) Mr. Whiteside!
WESTCOTT. Quiet, please!
STANLEY. My son has run off i
marrying an Anarchist. T ey a8 o 4
wESTCOTT. Quiet!
STANLEY. They say you told them to do jt

M ¥ poo poo!
RS. STANLEY. M r Jl.l.l'l.!! My T R:chard' This is th
H 15 & most

awful—

WESTCOTT. Quiet! Quiet, please! We'
(Enter cHoR am"s L., er artog ¢ going on the ai
: . €r0S5 80 €.) (sT. A
wilderedly at the letter in bis .bamg. LBM:.:::;:&%“ and looks be-
g i5 sofily erying.)
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gADLEY" Don't ti."ll me o be qmes:rﬁNLEYS #PJMS_") (E:i:t!ril.;(});
¢ of the way- Please! All 1 };er J;(,)Ys T

uiet! Step ou 3 '
H ke. (Crosses L. o ; ;
lhls mi ( dfe_f_ffd in fbflr

he moment they

e 365 27 mpleting hook#p-) = .
. :Lmulkilcﬁdiji: bi:garm when CHOIR BOYS are .r; g il
waﬁcbiﬂg phim. A dead panse © about five seconés. j

v are on Hip-ro€ in dining-roort. Then h'be arm dro pjr.
’s:gsgoR:rH gestures 10 CHOIR BOYS f0 sing. They raise their Jovel)
it ight.” )
w;;:-:cg;ﬂfdzﬁg Eﬂicrzpbom c.) Good evening, everybody.
gmm of Mush brings you Sheridan Whites ide. (wss*r{:fﬂl:’ lo ::f;r-
ing mike, EESIHTES 40 CHOIR BOYS 10 st€p forward to M1 :.d no ;r

esture from WESTCOTT; who has crossed 10 R- of chair, and WHITE®
SIDE begins 10 speak, with BOYS singing as 4 background.)
cHOIR BOYS. (Singing, «Silent Night"')
Silent night, holy night,
All is calm, all is bright
Round yon Virgin Mother and Child.
Holy infant so tender and mild,

Sleep in heavenly peace,
Sleep in heavenly peace-

(WESTCOTT ¢rosses D.R.) )
WHITESIDE. (.S':'mnhmeam!y.) This is Whiteside speaking. On this
eve of eves, when my own heart is overflowing with peace and kind-
ness, I think it most fitting to tell once again the story of thac still

and lustrous night, nigh onto two thousand years a80—
ibrary D.R. Every-

(At this point there is a piercing scream from li ;
body turns at interruption as MISS PREEN rushes 0N, bolding ber
band. The choir continues to sing during all of this.)

Miss PREEN. A penguin bit me! (BRADLEY ¢rossés to ber.)
WHITESIDE. (Raising bis voice 1o top the sobbing MISS PREEN, con-
tinwes.) When first the star of Bethlehem— (The curtarn starts

down.) was glimpsed in a wondrous sky - . -
THE CURTAIN IS DOWN
(Medium)
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ACT THREE

Scene is the same.

Christmas morning. The bright December sunlight streams in
through the window. From library comes the roaring voice of
WHITESIDE again: "' Miss Preen! Miss Preen!”

MISS PREEN, who is just coming through dining-room, vishes
to open library doors.

Miss PREEN. Yes, sit. Yes, sir.
WHITESIDE. (As be, plainly in a mood, rolls bimself into the room
to D.R.) Where do you disappear to all the time, My Lady Nausea?
Miss PREEN. Mr. Whiteside, I can only be in one place at a time.
WHITESIDE. That's very fortunate for this community. (M1ss PREEN
goes indignantly into library and slams doors after her. JOHN enlers
from upsiairs, carrying a fray of used dishes.)
JOHN. Good morning, Mr. Whiteside. Merry Christmas.
wHITESIDE. Merry Christmas, John. Merry Christmas.
JoHN. Are you ready for your breakfast, Mr. Whiteside?
wHITESIDE. No, I don't think I want any breakfast . . . Has Miss
Cutler come down yet?
JoHN. No, sir, not yet.
wHITESIDE. Is she in her room, do you know?
joHN. Yes, sir, she is. Shall I call her?
wHITESIDE. No, no. That's all, John,
JouN. (Going through dining-room U.R.) Yes, sir. (WHITESIDE,
left alone, heaves a buge sigh. Then MAGGIE comes down stairs. She
wears a traveling suit and carries a bag. WHITESIDE waits for ber to
rpeak.)
MAGGIE. (Putting bag down R. of staircase.) I'm taking the one
o'clock train, Sherry. I'm leaving.
wHITESIDE. You're doing nothing of the kind!
MAGGIE. Here are your keys—jyour driving license, (Hands them to
i{:”’ic) ;[_'he key to the safe-deposit vault is in the apartment in New
d:‘:"'} Il go in here now and clear things up. (She opens library
WHITESIDE. (Puis keys etc. in poc i
dons. Where were yglu until chlzeeéz-i;l)oc{:!si]? AN Mts. Sid-
half the night in this station-wagon, worryj i mioining ¢ 18 Mg
64I orrying about you. You heard

o you when you came in. Why didn’t you answer me?

calling y !
me 1o R. of him.)
GGIE £7055€S ) .
(e ,:Eigok Sherry, it's OVEL, and you've won. I don’t want to talk
MAGGIE- ;

i What are you try-

come, come. come, come.
_ Oh, come, €O ) A V2 A

leTBSIzi-make me feel like 2 naughty, naughty bo

‘ i ou can be very annoying. )
Mag8 ™ s(o;;:éﬁzsi bim in wonder, crossing to L. of bim.) lem
moclﬁ-ou-rg quite wonderful, Sherry, in a way. You're annoyefl. 1
kqw’d{erc was a laugh left in me. Shall I tell you something,
MSh 5 1 chink you are 2 selfish, petty egomaniac who would see
Si-mqlgh ¢ burned . . . 8t the stake . . . if thac was the only way
ey I think you'd sacrifice your best friend

4 light his cigarette. f
hq{;:;%;lt a l:gt:'mm*:nt’.f. hesitation if he disturbed the s?.cred routine of
Wiu; self-centered, paltry litele life. I think you are incapable of any

human emotion that goes higher up than your stomach, and I was
the fool of the world for ever thinking I'could trust you. wod
WHITESIDE. Well, as long as I live, I mfnll never c'io anyone a g0O
qun again. I won't ask you to apologize, .l.\-fagglc, because in siX
months from now you will be thanking me instead of berating me.
MAGGIE. In six months, Sherry, I expect t© be so far away from
you— (She is balted by a loud voice from hallway, as door bangs.
“Hello—hello—hello!” 1t is BERT JEFFERSON who enters L., 4
little bigh. MAGGIE crosses U. toR.) ‘ -
perT. (C.) Merry Christmas, ever?rbodyt_ Merr)r.Chr!.stmas. I'ma
lirtle high, but I can explain everything. Hi, Maggie. Hf’ Mr. V’Fhu:e-
side. Shake hands with a successful playwrighr. Magglf, why'd you
run away last night? Where were you? Miss She!c}on thinks the pla.y
is wonderful. I read her the play and she chinks it's wondecful. Isn’t

that wonderful ?

MAGGIE. Yes, that's fine, Bert.

BERT. Isn't that wonderful, Mr. Whiteside? )
WHITESIDE. Jefferson, I think you ought to g0 home, don't you?

BERT. What? No—biggest day of my life. I'know I'ma litcle drunk,
but this is a big day. We've been sitting over in Billy's Tavern all
night. Never realized it was daylight until itwas daylight— (Crosses
10 MAGGIE R.) Listen, Maggie—Miss Sheldon says the _play needs
just a lictle bit of fixing—do it in three weeks. She's going to take
me to a litle place she’s got in Lake Placid—just for three weeks,
Going to work on the play together. Isn’t it wondecful? (A pause.)
Why don't you say something, Maggie? (She turns away.)

65




e

WHITESIDE, I ook, Bert, I suggest you tell us al] ahoy; this later
Now, why don't you— ’
(He stops as DR. BRADLEY enters from hallway.)

BRADLEY. (c.) Oh, excuse me! Merry Christmas, everybody, Merry
Christmas,

BERT. God bless us all, and Tiny Tim.

BRADLEY, Yes . . . Mr. Whiceside, I thought perhaps if I came very
early . . .

BERT. (Crosses back of WHITESIDE f0 BRADLEY.) You know what
Doc? I'm going to Lake Placid for three weeks—isn’t that wonder.
ful? Ever hear of Lorraine Sheldon, the famous actress > W
going to Lake Placid for three weeks.

WHITESIDE. Dr. Bradley, would you do me a favor? I think M,
Jefferson would like some black coffee and a little breakfast. Woulq
you take care of him please?

BRADLEY. Yes, yes, of course . . .

BERT. Dr. Bradley, I'm going to buy breakfast for you—biggest
breakfast you ever had.

BRADLEY, Yes, yes, Jefferson.

BERT. (Putting arm about BRADLEY, e starts him off.) You know
what, Doctor? Let’s climb down a couple of chimneys. I gota friend
that doesn’t believe in Santa Claus—let's climb down his chimney
and frighten the hell out of him. (He exits with BRADLEY, L.)
WHITESIDE. Now listen to me, Maggie. I am willing to forgive your
tawdry outburst and talk about this calmly.
MAGGIE. I love him so terribly. Oh, Sherry,
it? Why did you do it?
doors after ber.)

(WHITESIDE, left alone, looks at b

is watch; heaves a lon g Sigh.
Then HARRIET comes down ste b5, dressed for the street.)

HARRIET. (To C.) Merry Christmas, Mr. Whiteside.
WHITESIDE. Oh! . . . Merry Christmas, Miss Stanley.

HARRIET. (Nervously.) I'm afraid I shouldn’t be seen talking to
you, Mr. Whiteside—my brother is terribly angry. I just couldn’t
resist asking—did you like my Christmas present?

WHITESIDE. I'm very sorry, Miss Stanley—I haven't opened it I
haven't opened any of my presents yer,

HARRIET. Oh, dear, I was so anxious to—ig’s right here, Mr. White-
side. (She goes to tree.) Won't you open it now?

WHITESIDE. (As he undoes string.) 1 appreciat inki
me, Miss Stanley. This is very th o D dkingaf
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eli, Wwe're

Sherry, why did you do
(She goes stumbling into Jibrary—closes

oughtful of you. (He tabes out

814 phoce

n old photo graph.) Why it’s lovely. I'm very fond of these
42 graphs. Thank you very much. f
1 was twenty-two when that was taken, That was my favor-
B . Do you eally like it?
o dres:n;s I do indeed. When I get back to towr: I shall send you a
WHD:E »

jictle gift- i1l you? Oh, thank you, Mr. Whiteside. I shall treasure
HJ\RIE"‘;‘; :;i:, .r};o go.) Well, I shall be late for church. Good-bye.
it—
G‘Dod'b}'e‘ R I
 Good-bye, Miss Staaley. :

WmTmeoe.r g jfan t door WHITESIDE'S eyes return fo .g:ﬂ, He

A J: eaf.e,. it for a second, shakes bis head. Mumbles to himself—
nyzi:: is there about that woman?” Shakes his head again in per-

kaﬂj') (JOHN comes from dining-room, carrying a breakfast

ilr;{;g: Sarah’s got a lictle surprise for you, Mr. Whiteside. She’s just

i tairs.)
ing it out of the oven. (Crossing from U.R. fo upstair
:lﬂ;‘gﬁ;m& Thank you, John. (JOHN disappears up stairs.) (Then
suddenly there is a great ringing of the doorbell. It stops fa}r a sec-
ond, then picks up violently again.) Miss Preen! Miss Preen! (MIss
PREEN comes burrying from library.)

EEN, Yes, sir. Yes, sif. _ .
:i:s?'rl;ims. Answer the door, will you? John is upstairs. (Miss
PREEN, obviously annoyed, hurries to dqar.) (wmrasmlfr u{;:::
package in chair basket.) (We bear ber voice jramfaﬂway . }o
is 477 An answering male voice: “Polly Adler's!” Then a :i; e
shriek from MIss PREEN, and in a momens we see tife fe.::.m:; w 3:
She is carried into the room in the arms of a pixie-like gentleman,

bo is kissing ber over and over.) _
’::H: gm:nsﬁmm (Carrying MIsS PREEN.) (Cammg Dicig; I low.;c
you madly—madly. Did you hear what I s:nclI—-Emadl?e‘?1 dsls; 11.1:0;
Again! Don't be afraid of my passion. K.IS: me! I can
blood pounding through your varicose veins. 1
H!osz PI::EN. (lg"broagb all this.) Put me down! ?L;u::n:n g?;lz:;n D(:;
you hear? Don’t you dare kiss me! Who ate you!

I'll scream. Mr. Whiteside! I:Iai ‘?Ul'ihmisc:;:le.

jo, for God's sake! Banjo: ) )

::ﬁ;f,ﬂ?-}zl?: n‘{';hi;eside. Will you sign for this package, please?

. : e
iﬁ;iﬁf?hﬁigwp}::eii:-woman down. That is my nurse, you

mental delinquent. o
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BAN JO. (Putting MISS PREEN on her feet.) Come to
half an hour and bring some rye bread, (Slaps musg p
MISs PREEN, (Outraged.) Really, Mr. Whiteside!
clothes with a quick jerk or two and marches into Iibmr:,r_._do ’

dgg.-;_) (JOHN, af the same time, comes b:;rr}-fng down Ifﬂ:'rff
BAN JO beckons to him. Bending his leg and raisy, 8 3%, BANJO g,
it in JOHN's hand. Amazed, JOHN rushes off U.R.) puts
BANjO. (Crosses fo C.) Whiteside, I'm here

Y room j,
EN's fanny.)
(She adjusts peoy

to spend Chrisy
with you. Give me a kiss, e
WHITESIDE. Get away from me, you reform school fugitiye, How
did you get here anyway?

BANJO. (C.) Darryl Zanuck loaned me his rei
finished shooting the picture yesterday and I’
Scotia. Flew here in twelve houts—borrowed an aitplane frop
Howard Hughes. Whiteside, 1 brought you a wonderfy] Christmag
present. (He produces a listle Hssue-wrapped package. Crosses 4,
WHITESIDE.) This brassiere was once worn by Hedy Lamarr. (Drap-
bing it in WHITESIDE'S lap.)

WHITESIDE. Listen, you idiot, how long can you stay?

BANJO. Just long enough to take a bath, I'm on my way to Nov,
Scotia. Where's Maggie ?

WHITESIDE. Nova Scotia? What are you going to Nova Scotia for?
BANJo. I'm sick of Hollywood and there's 2 dame in New York
I'don’t want to see. So I figured I'd go to Nova Scotia and get some
smoked salmon . . . Where the hell’s Maggie? T want to see her
+ + « What's the matter with you? Where is she ?

WHITESIDE. Banjo, I'm glad you're here. I'm very annoyed at
Maggie. Very!

BAN JO. What's the matter?
(WHITESIDE rises, crosses 10 L.) Say, what is this? I thought you
couldn’t walk. ( Crossing to c.)

WHITESIDE. Oh, I've been alf 1

ndeer, Whiteside, we
M on my way to Noy,

ted on me like 4 viper, You know
how fond I am of her. Well, after these years she’s repaying my
affection by behaving like a fishwife,

BAN JO. What are you talking aboy: >

WHITESIDE. (A step L.) Bue | never
really in Jove with him.

BANJO. In love with who? | just got herE-—-remembc:P (BUSINESs
of pointing to himself.)

WHITESIDE. (Pace L.) Great God, I'm telling you, you Hollywood
68

believed for 2 moment she was

er man here in town. )
AMyouzigenﬁe:;?;; fell—wel, what do you know2 What kind
ag
P . v
g B 1;. hféra:.re: to him.) Oh, shut up and listen, will you

?
WHITESID n. What happened:
Well, goo

BANJO'

1D (Pﬁf{‘ﬂg L ) W ell, Loffai.ne Sheld(}n haPPEﬂCd to come
ES E. .
wHIT

d visit me.
ut here 20 — here? ,
CB)ANJO' oy k(lx?i:?.éar;? paNJO.) Now listen! This young fellow,
W'H.ITESIDE'

5 i way with
ess the rest, He's going a b
he d Wl" en a play You can gu Sk . 1
Io,ffa lnclttthis afternoon To “rewrite. So there you a_:e M:!.gg e5
: c i r f —$245.)
there now rying her eyes out. (C GIHTJ' fo jr.J d—¥ .
. : ¢5 L ) GEC1 . Sa ¥ alta mlnﬂte. a Il
BAN JO {(m:i = S ¥s W Wh[dﬂyﬁr
) I'or ine Sheldon happened to come out here? I smell a rat,
ra
mean

ith a beard.

Sherty— 8 Fell, all righe, all right. But I did it for Maggie—be-
WHITESIDE. '

. ight thing for her. .
e th?gh;;.: :";5 glli r::l.?re. You haven't thought of yourself in
g g;e poor kid. Can I go in and talk to her?
Rl b §

g ave her alone. .
g NO-J_I:.C; I.:n}’ way I could help, Sherry? Where’s this

. (Crosse i ?
ﬂ!‘NlJi(T:-')ag-(—this: guy she likes? Can we get hold oi i}:;mminute. Banjo.
algrrlrﬁsmE (Rises—erosses j0 BANJO.) Nf’:l“;ﬂretending to be J.

i hony warrants, or you He
o do?{t t:?[ I;'ljg lfeen jtrhmugh all that .wnh you bifI::.am(ray-
Edgar a?’? L )' I got Lorraine out here and .let go; tgo,g:e- e
paces ag wL ¢ to be good, Sherry. Lorraine’s 0 e
it b slggw there must be something that T-'Ollh_ 8k “Sn
bes ke & bat o of hell (Crosses 10 o haiwhars s e

' azy about over 1n r it Bot-

Ths:t f)dk;.“c:r?;zzﬁ;rorywhatwer it is. Bortomley—that’s it
again?—
tomley! . .
wmgsmn. (With a pamed expl‘i:-;-f";
BAN JO. Wait a minute—you don

ctomley— P
i fr?rgalt’:ﬁdoﬁo Banjo? Lorraine caught on t00. It’s
WHITESIDE. )

jewit-
el J0.

No, Banjo. No. .
231 on. We send Lorraine a

tried. r) Oh! . . .1 told you she was no dope .

ition on
A0, (T ir.) Wl we've got a tough proposic
(He sits in

CIme. G out Of
SID I €S et
WHITE E. Ille t Ouble 15 t.hef S0 da.I'I‘.lﬂCd httlt
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my chair! (wHITESIDE sits in chair as BANJO gets out
crosses to c.) Lorraine’s taking him away with her this

Oh, damn, damn, damn. There must be some way ouc,
is I've done this job too well. Hell and damnation!

BANJO. (C.) Stuck, huh?

WHITESIDE, In the words of one of our greatest Iyric
it.
BANJO. Yeh. Gee, I'm hungry. We'll think of somethi
you watch, We'll get Lorraine out of here if I have to d.
atatime. (SARAH enters from dining-room,
reposes the culinary surprise which JOHN b
is hiding behind her back.)

SARAH. (To L. of chair.) Merry Christmas, Mr. Whiteside _ :
Excuse me. (This last is to BAN Jo.) I've got something for you
=« - (BANJO lifts the latest delicacy and proceeds to eat it a5 spe
Presents the empty plate to wHiTESIDE. )
SARAH. But, Mr. Whiteside, it was for you.
WHITESIDE. Never mind, Sarah. He's quite mad.
BAN JO. Come, Petrushka, we shall dance, We shall dance in the
snow! (He clutches SARAH and waltzes her toward kitchen U R,
loudly bumming the Merry Widow Waltz.)

SARAH. (As she is borne away.) Mr. Whiteside!
WHITESIDE. Just give him some breakfast, Sarah.
(WHITESIDE barely has a moment in which 1o colle
before library doors are opened and Miss PREEN
dressed for the street and carries 4 bag
WHITESIDE, puts down her bag and
Zloves.)

And just what does this mean?

MISS PREEN. (C.) It means, M. Whiteside,
address is on the desk inside, you can send
WHITESIDE, You realize, Miss Preen, thar
professional?

MISs PREEN. I do indeed. I am not on]

Mr. Whiteside, buc I am leaving the nursing profession. I became
a nurse because all my life, ever since | was a litele girl, T was filled
with the idea of serving a suffering humanity. After one month
with you, M, Whiteside, I am 80ing to work in a munitions factory.
From now on anything that I can do to help exterminate the human
race will fill me with the greatest

of it angd
afternoon,
The troubje

poets, you saiq

ng, Sherry—
O it one piece
bearing a tray op which
as mentioned which she

Mr. Whiteside!
He's harmless.
et his thoughts

emerges. She i
) (She plants berself to 1. of
starts drawing on a pair of

that T am leaving. My
me a check,

this is completely un-

y walking out on this case,

of pleasure, If Florence Nightin-
gale had ever nursed you, Mr. Whiteside, she would have mirriecl
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: . Good day. (She
: instead of founding the Red Cross X
ack theLR;Pf:{IE;. STANLEY, in a state of great fluttery excitement,
oes U= tairs. ) .
fyjfi't?f down :bf(-}_;:f:dzd jaf fro}if dace L.) M. Stanle)' is here with
MBS: STM:ELirc.)u ht June back. Thank goodness, thank goadue{ i
junc-;’!:r-"mr afgdaor-} June, June, thank God you're back! You're
We hed ? .
not mﬁ“}fd;::iz}}iq_) No, Mother, I'm not. Amfl please don't
wiek I. (Then MRS. STANLEY comes into view, ber arms
ne hy:;e:ié;e!ﬁom JUNE. Bebind them looms STANLEY, every
aroun
ther.
(> Db, Jun, i i hd bsn anyonebut i
MRS. SEA k goodness you stopped it, Ernest; how did you do it? :
boy&{;n (E?L.) Never mind thar, D_aisy. Just take June upstairs.
sr;m someching (o 2y 0 Mr. Whiteside. ;
: STANLEY. What about Richard? Is there any news: ake Tune
:;TII*ILEY. I's all right, Daisy—all under control. Just take Ju
ups;:zrsl-*'athe:, haven’'t we had enough melodrama? I dc_m'r hav;{tro
gl,g ml.cen upstaits—T'll go upstairs . . . Merry C;.l{r;ithncl:il ock
Whiteside. It looks bad for John L. Lewis. Come on,
me in my room. ) ch becter after you've had
eY. Now, June, you'll feel mu
;{lﬁlt sl:;z:ll;ui know. Ha{e you had anything to eac? (She follows her
daughter J:JP staiss. STANLEY Sorns $o WHIIESDE.) ir, that your
STM.%ILEY. (Crosses to ¢.) 1am pleased to inform you, s She isynot
plans for my daughter seem to have gone l:o mﬂe_ aw?'.t}m o s(;
i Labor agitato
o will‘she e 5 mmthaston, he hasglbccn aPPrehen‘_led
kindly picked out for her. As for my son, b hour. Not having
in Toledo, and will be brought home within th; tOI think of your
your gift for invective, sir, 1 Gt wet !Iroll: ::: ;ow arranged that
obnoxious interference in my affairs, but ad hallway.) Come in,
you will ftccremine im;g“ (f:’ ‘r:;rmﬂ: f‘;:;:' view m{..:i stand in
ME p
g frcr, ﬁ;”awgﬁ;:éidc, these gentlemen are deputy Shefrﬁ;
achingy L) r'ra.nt by which I am enabled to put you out o lf
o hav;z} w:ed hardly add thac ic will be the greatest moment o
hous'? arllvfr ‘reli?hitcside——(He looks at bis wafrb.z 1 an; %l:gltg E:;
o s i .ccs in which to pack up Bl ger o0k, you r'll fot%'bl
fifteen minut es. Mr. Whiteside, these gentlemen wi v:F ] 1Y[
in ﬁfl;:!: IEUI;:L;M 10 pEpUTIES.) Thank you, gentlemen. Wi
eject s
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ase? (The MEN file out.) Fifteen minutes
Whiteside—and that means bag, baggage, Wheelchair, pengy; -
octopus and cockroaches. (Crossing up to stairs.) 1 am now Bvrs
upstairs to smash out radio, 50 that not even accidentally wil] Igam
hear your voice 3 gain. ever
WHITESIDE. Sure you don’t want my autograph, old fellow?
sTANLEY. Fifteen minutes, Mr. Whiteside. (And he goes u ;'ur ;
g,am 7O, (;.'mar 115.1'1‘},r hanging hat on iree branch, he crosses r‘::j:;
y, can she cook. ell, Whiteside, I didn't get an i 3
from the front? gt Aoy HEw
:;r;zsz?(%r‘ﬁ;; Th;: ene?y is at my rear, v:.;il‘d nibbling,
X otwdrd WHITESIDE. i
was? In there? J ) SIS EY, Maggie
WHITESIDE. It's j ’ i
i no use, Banjo. She's taking the one o'clock train
BANJO. No kidding? You didn’t tell
NJ : tell me that. You '
quitring you, afrer all th ? She’ L metakes
S g s ese years? She's really leaving?
BAN JO. That mean: & i :
thing? s you've only got till one o'clock to do some-
W:Hrrnsmn. No, dear. I have |
bis watch.) ah—fourteen mi exactly fifteen minutes—(He looks
o en minutes—in which to pull
y -damnedest rabbit you have ever seen gl onkof iy s
m];f}mt do you mean fifteen minutes? .
bewm' TESIDE, I.n exactly fifteen minutes Bai: : i
ing tossed into the snow. Mine host h o Lo il
ﬁ Wik bldked ouk t has sworn out a warrant, |
NJO. What? I never hea -
0. What d ;
$mg s s fosh of such a thing, What would he do 2
ﬁf';"'ESID_E. Never mind, never mind, Th i
mnm minutes. Banjo dear, the master‘is e point is, I have only
v JO. (Paces a moment.) What abou growing a litcle desperate.
ch with Lorraine? t laying your cards on the
w;TEij. Now, Banjo. You know D l
B at do you think ? ream Girl as well as I do
;:;0- You're right. '
ESIDE, (W earil i
: y.) Banjo, go i
muinute—righe in there, I war{: mg(:hil:kand

BAN_]{}. C .
(Crossing w.) Say! If I knew where Lorrai
ine war, ICOIJ.Id

geta
carand run her over. It wouldn't hyr |y
er much,

WHIT.
ESIDE, Please, Banjo. I've got to think
72 .

you wait outside, ple

talk to Maggie for 4

Miss, is this the
He leans

) pardon MS
one after

. Jibrary 40075 _ :

paNJ " (?%?;:gdazf: r{O:e, WHITESIDE #f x_:ioge jgt::-

Y'M'c centrating intensely- He shakes his ped m; B e

pack: conce™T" T & couple of jdeas.) (We bear 08k i
L o5 RICHARD. Immedmrefy behin

ority They cross

anotbe” o ballway €07
sedlf ; AN with an air of auth

, and |
""?f’ if.a . Jwart 100£InE M
f, e panass a5 be indicales WHITESDE.) I8 chis your father ?
A Hello, Mr. Whireside. I didn't

RlCHA ¥ _
(To ¢.) No, you idiot . - *

pICHARD: jons? .
far. Any suggest . hard—very SOTY indeed. 1 wish I

ve
f::[rrng. I'm very SOffys
wﬂeinaposition-——_ : g t i sition "
ANLEY: (De.iundmg stairs.) Wwell, you're 70 in po T
Thank you Ve¥ much, officer. Here's a litte something for your
trouble-
, sif. Good-day. (He go¢s out L.) _
s o=t tairs, please, Richard? (RICHARD besi-
silently goes

STANLEY. wWill you go Ups :
tates 4 second. Looks at bis fz:r.e’rsr, 1hen at WHITESIDE,
(STANLEY follows bim, but pauses o7 idrfdmg.) Ten
Whiteside. (And he goes.) (.'mm_eafmie! y JOHN
ing-room, bringing a ghass of orange-fuice on 4 .rr_dj_r.}
to L.of WHITESIDE.) I brought you some orange-juice
eling any becter? .
John. Any cyanide in this orange-juice? (The

a the door, John.

minutes, MI.
enters from din
jouN. (Down
Mr. Whiteside. Fe
WHITESIDE. Superb.
door-bell rings.) Ope
JOHN. Yes, sir. .
wHITESIDE. It's probably some mustard gas from an old friend.
joun. (En route 10 door L.) Say, that crazy fellow made a great hit
with Sarah. He wants tO ive her a screen tesk (At outer door we
hear LORRAINE'S v0ice: “Good morning—1s Mr. Whiteside up
yet?” JOHN'S amswer: «Yes, be is, Miss Sheldon—hbe's ri ght

bere”)
whrresipE, Uhh—
very smart C. bristmas morming cosinme.)

LORRAINE. (Entering, ind

Merry Christmas, darling! Merry Christmas! I've come to have
Christmas breakfast with you, my dear. May I? (She kisses bhim.
JOHN coming 10 R- of chair, tabes emply glass from WHITESIDE.)
warresmE. (Nothing matters any more.) Of course, my Sprite.
John, a wray for Miss Sheldon—bettet make it one-minute €ggs.
(John en route 1o
LORRAINE. (Cra.u.fn g to C.

dining-room and exit.)
he most pecfect Christmas

) Sherry, it's ¢
73




‘——*7

morning—the snow is absolutely glistening. Too bad you can't get
out.

WHITESIDE. Oh, T'll probably see a bit of it .
for Lake Placid, my Blossom, What time are you going?
LORRAINE. Oh, Sherry, how did you know? Is Bert here?

WHITESIDE. No, he rolled in a little while ago. Worked rather fast,
didn't you, dear?

LDRMINE._ (A step to L.) Darling, I was just swept off my feet by
the play—it's fantastically good. Sherry, it's the kind of part that
only comes along once in ten years. I'm so grateful to you, darling.
Really, Sherry,

sometimes I think that you're the only friend I
have in the wor;

Id. (Crossing to wrtEsDE.)
WHITESIDE, Thank

| you, dear. What time did you say you were leav-
ing—you and Jefferson?

LORRAINE. (Crosses o sofa.) Oh, 1 don’t know—I think it's four
o'clock. You know, quite apart from anything else, Sherry, Bert
is really a very attractive man. It makes it rather a pleasure squaring
accounts with liede Miss Vitriol. (Sits on sofa.) In facy, it's all
worked out beautifully . . . Sherry lamb, I want to give you the
most beautiful Christmas present you've ever had in your life. Now,
what do you want? Aaything! I'm so deliriously happy that— (A

laugh comes from library. She stops.) That sounds like Banjo. Is
he here?

« « I'hear you're off

WHITESIDE. He is, my dear. Just the family circle gathering at
Christmas. (A look at his watch.) My, how time flies when you're
having fun. (BANJO emerges from library, closes doors.)

BANJO. (Crosses to €.) Why, hello, Sweetie Pants. How are you?
LORRAINE. (Nof over-cordial.) Very well, thank you. And you,
Banjo?

BANJO. I'm fine, fine, How's the mattress business, Lorraine?
LORRAINE. Very funny. It's too bad, Banjo, that your pictures aren't
as funny as you seem to think you are,

BANJO. (C.) You've got me there, Mama. Say, you look in the pink,

Lorraine . . . Anything in the wind, Whiteside ?
WHITESIDE. Not a glimmer.

BAN JO. What time does the boat sail?

WHITESIDE. Ten minutes,

LORRAINE. What boat is this?

BANJO. The good ship Up the Creek. (Macarz emerges from
library, a sheaf of papers in ber hand. She

ftops.)
MAGGIE. I've listed everything except the New Year's Eve broad-
74

¢, Wasn't there a schedule on that?
450

resioB. (Uneasily.) 1 think it’s on the table there, some place.
ble.)

(. Thank you. (She turns to papers on ta _

MARG;;NE. (Obviously for MAGGIE'S ears.) New Year's Eve? Oh,
e and I'll hear it in Lake Placid. You were at my cottage up there
Bei weren't you, Sherry? It's lovely, isn't it? Away from every-
f}t:iné Just snow and clear, cold nighe,
(The door-bell rings.) _

gRRAINE. Ob, that's probably Bert now. I told him to meet me
;Dre (MAGGILE, af though she bad not beard a word, goes qmes'fy
'E;a -I:'brdry, closing doors after her. JOUN enters swing-door u.!..}
I;ou know, I'm looking forward to Lake Placid. Bert's the kind
of man who will do all winter sports beaurifully. .
BANJO. (Crosses D.L.) Will he gec time? (LORRAINE riser, crosses
to U.R) (Loud voices are beard from 5aﬂway,. and JOHN backs into
the room, obviously divecting a mafor operation.)
pxPRESSMAN. Whiteside?
joHN. Yes, sir. ; |
XPRESSMAN. American Express! o
];QHN. All right—come ahead. Care now—careful—right in here.
LORRAINE. Why, Sherry, what's this? (Into wview come two
EXPRESSMEN, groaning and grunting under the weight of nothing
more or less than a huge mummy-case.)
EXPRESSMAN. Careful there. Now swing your end. .‘RThere do you
want this put? (LORRAINE crosses fo R. of wheelchair.)
JoHN. Right there, (EXPRESSMEN put mummy-case U.C. below R.

! post.y It's for you, Mr. Whiteside. _ )
’;f;;ﬁ[ﬁ;n_)mr GD{L if there was one thing I needed right now
it was an Egyptian mummy. (EXPRESSMEN go L. JOHN exzfs up 1_,.)
BANJO. (Crossing to mummy, reads tag on case.) Merry Chns.t-
mas frc;m the Khedive of Egypt.” What did you send sim? Grant's
tomb? (STANLEY has descended the stairs in time o witness this

d . . .
g:ﬁfﬁl?fmi:i:e Fn'-l:!n)utcs, Mr. Whiteside. (H ¢ indicates mummy-
Y Including that. (And up the stairs agdm.).
it':ius; u‘Wh§ what was all that about? Who_ is that man? )
wm-msms. He ;nnuunces the time every few minutes. (BAN JO sits
pay hi 11 sum.

on sofa.) I pay hima sma

hat on earth for, Sherry? N
;ﬁf:};ﬁ; B(l;;f:!m!f y.) 1lost my watch. (From hallway a familiar

figure peeps in)

C
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BRADLEY. (Crossin g R.) Oh, excuse me, Mr, Whiteside, I see you're

usy,
WHITESIDE. (Closing his eyes.) Good God!
BRADLEY, (Coming into room—tips bis hat to mummy, reglizes
his mistake.) Pardon me, I'll wait in here. I've written 5 new
chapter on the left kidney. (He smiles apologetically at LORRAINE
and BAN Jo, poes into library D.R.)
LORRAINE. Is that the plumber again, Shercy? (Crosses 1o L.C.) Oh,
dear, I wonder where Bert is . . . Darling, you're not very Christ.
Mmasy—you're usually bubbling over on Christmas morning. Whe
sent this to you, Sherry—the Khedive of Egypt? You know, I think
it's rather beautiful, I must go to Egypt some day—I really muse, |
know I'd love it. The first time I went to Pompeii I cried al] nighe,
All those people—all those lives. Where are they now? (Ban o
doesn’t know, He shrugs his shoulders.) Sherty! Don't you ever
think about that? I do. Here was a woman—Ilike myself—a woman
who once lived and loved, full of the same passions, fears, jealousies,
hates. And what remains of any of it now? Just this, and nothin
more. (She opens case, then, with a sudden impulse, steps into jt
and folds ber arms, mummy-fashion.) A span of four thousand
years—a mere atom in the eternity of time—and here am I, another
woman living out her life. I want to cry. (She closes ber eyes, and as
she stands there, immobilized, the eyes of BANJO and WHITESIDE
meel. The same idea has leaped into their minds. BAN JO, rising
slowly from couch, starts to approach mummy-case, casually whis-
Hing "Dixie.” But just before he reaches jt LORRAINE steps blandly
out. BANJO circles below couch to back of #t.) Oh, I mustn't talk
this way today. It's Christmas! It's Chrisemas! (BANJO back of
sofa.)

WHITESIDE. (Pure charm.) Lorraine dear,
Joan?

LORRAINE, No, I haven't, Sherry. What makes you ask that?
WHITESIDE. There was something about your expression as you

stood in that case—there was an absolute halo about you,
LORRAINE, Why, Sherry, how sweer!

WHITESIDE. (BAN JO eases R.) It transcended any mortal expression

I've ever seen. Step into it again, dear,

LORRAINE. Sherry, you're joshing me—gren', you?

WHITESIDE. My dear, T don’t make ligh of

deeply moved. There was a strange beauty

pure da Vinci. Please do it again.
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have you ever played St.

these things. 1 was
about you, Lorraine—

approaches case, BANJO takes tbreel steps
LoRRANE, é;:l I;Jilongfknow exactly what it was that I did, but
.fawﬂ"( ;;e starts ;0 step into case again, Ibe;i turns.) Oh, I feel oo
= otwn 1o WHITESIDE.
:i[l}", sherr}’-Lgf:;i::f jear, in that single moment you appr-oached
wmﬂ?smﬁ. f your :;r'c and you should not be ashamed of it. You
te eplwme]?:di while ,ago what [ wanted for a Christmas present.
i e ¢. Lorraine, is the memory of you in that mummy-case.
All chat I “’:}’;}; darling, I'm—all choked up. (Crossing ber arms,
Sy maﬁem to throw herself in the mood, circles slowly
she Jakes & s reverently into the case.) "Dust thou ar, and dust to
1 wf”]?ﬁ:??ﬂ' (Bang! BANJO has closed case and fastened it.
dust— :

HITESIDE leaps out of the chair.)
eka! '
wnﬁf}sm(?‘f;;r:bake hands.) There’s service for you!
 amesios. Will she be all right in there? .
o Sure—she can breathe easy. I'll let her out :.s et
E::N D{IOI.:he plane . . . What are we going to do now? Say, how
: i ?
this out of here? '

::iffésm;. oF thian -y m?rhe_n;:h?:si dzjil::ix;lf;gm enters from

ink fast, Captain. Thi : : its f
;3:::{-? ;Z:t::r: f: bandl.a WHITESIDE Jeaps back to his chair, BAN JO

sits on arm of :owb.} )
MAGGIE. (L.c.) This is ev
carbons, Is there anyching out :
wHITESIDE, (Eager to be rid of ker.) Nothing at
thank you. o
MAGGIE, (Delving i
t this picrure? ) .
;a:rrﬁslmz No—throw everything away. Wai
i Ethe P ing I haven't done is
E:it:éfz.l ;;;:ndin gpbim picture.) The only thing I hav

>
me to do that?

i er. Do you want -

10 fras a1l youc pocacicases 0 Or!?e:::'on };a; come to him as he takes

WHITESIDE. (A flash of reco d but be contrives 1o ijotber bis
HARRIET'S ‘;;b%?hg;;pb in his bm:io. that, will you? Do it right away
excitement. J Ah vy )
—it’s very important. flhghlt a‘“"’g;nl;a'ggb, goes into library again,
MAGGIE. I'll see you before 1 80, )

closing doors.)
WHITESIDE, (Wa
BANJO. (Rising.) What?

erything, Sherry—I'm leaving three

2 What's in this basker?
el all. Thank you,

nto basket.) Shall I file these letters? Do you

t—give me the

isi e t it.
1ching ber out, then rising.) I've go
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WHITESIDE. I knew I'd seen this face before,
get this out of here.

BAN JO. What face? How?
down stairs, watch in hand.)
STANLEY. (Coming D.C.) The time is up,
minutes. (BANJO crosses R.)
WHITESIDE. (Crosses to €.) Abh, yes,
Bu just one favor before I go. I wo
two officers and ask them to help th
port with this mummy-case. Would
Mr. Stanley?

STANLEY. I will do nothing of the kind.

WHITESIDE, Oh, I think you will, Mr. Stanley, Or I shall inform m
radio audience, on my next broadcast, that your sister, Harriet
Stanley, is none other than the famous Harriet Sedley, who mu.
dered her mother and father with an axe twenty-five years ago in
Gloucester, Massachusetts . . . (STANLEY sinks into sofa.) Come
Mr. Stanley, it's a very small favor. Or would you rather have the

good folk of Mesalia repeating at your very doorstep that once
popular little jingle:

"Harrier Sedley took an axe

And gave her mother forty whacks,
And when the job was nicely done,
She gave her father forty-one.”

Remember, Mr. Stanley, I too am giving up something, It would
make a hell of a broadcast . . . Well?

STANLEY. (Rises, crosses to piano D.L.) Mr. Whiteside, you ate
the damnedest person I have ever met.

WHITESIDE. You're a little late in finding that out. Officers, will you
come in here, please?

BANJO. (To case.) Whiteside, you're a great man., (And he kisses
his band and pats case.) (Takes pat from Christmas tree.)
WHITESIDE. (As DEPUTIES enfer L.) Come right in, officers. Mr.
Stanley would like you to help this gentleman down to the airport
with this mummy-case . . , He is sending it to a friend in Nova
Scotia.

BAN jO. Collect. (DEPUTIES crogs 4o 45, and pick it up.)
WHITESIDE. Right, Mr. Stanley?

STANLEY. Yes . . . Yes.

WHITESIDE. Thank you, gentlemen.
Banjo, my love, you're wonderful and |

78

Now I know hoy &

(And at that instant, STANLgy Comey

Mr, Whiteside. Fifteen

Mr. Stanley. Fifteen Minutes
uld like you to summep those.
is gentleman down to the air-
you be good enough to 4, tha,

handle it carefully .
may write a book about you.

Don’t bother—I can’t read. (T'0 MAGGIE, as she eners from

BANJ Good-bye, Maggie—love conquers all . . . Don't d:_op

ﬁbmq‘)ﬁ boys—it contains an anfigue. (And he goes, following
uﬂc;sﬁ; and mummy-case off L.) s
o (To c.) Sherry! Sherry, was that—3

s g, It was indeed. (Sees fur muff LORRAINE has left on

;aﬂc;:i”é- Presents it to MAGGIE.) Oh—a little Christmas present

for 2 Sherry! Sher 1d reprobate!
! , you old repr .
MAﬂZﬁ:.ejfst senc? me a necktie some time. My hat and coat,
:&,’ngim I am leaving for New York.
MAGGIE. You're leaving, Sherry? sl
gsipE. Don't argue, Rat Girl—do as you re told.
:ifm Yes, Mr. Whiteside. (She goes into library as BERT comes
ing in from ballway, breathless.) . ‘
:;:::n{g fc.) Mr, Whiteside, I want to apologize—(His eyes
; Say!
ter the very bealthy WHITESIDE.) Say . '
ﬁ::smn. Don't give it a thought, Bert. 'I'hen.:s been a sl:ght
change of plan. Miss Sheldon is off on a world cruise—I am taking

Katherine Cornell. ’
j&u:{?g:g' :?uefs from library with WHITESIDE'S coat and hat and
cane.) ) )

Miss Cutler will explain everything.

i ‘
;flzlz;ahsf‘;gg&?l;ank you, Maggie, my darling. (As she assists WHITE-
SIDE with J';r'; coat.) (The DOCTOR comes hurrying out of library.)
BRADLEY, (To below wheelchair.) Mr. Whiteside, are you very

) .
I‘:::ny'll'ﬁsmg Ah, yes, Doctor, yes. Very busy. Bu if you eve; gclt, u:I:
New York., Do::to:, try and find me . . . Good-bye, my lamb.
love you very much. e
're Wol .

m;;f; E?gﬂ,',,ﬁ f!::ml;.) Nonsense . . . Good-bye, Jefferson.
You'll never know the trouble you've caused. -
BERT. Good.bye, Mr, Whiteside. (Crosses fo MAGGIE. i

RT. -Dye, o5 L) Good-bye, Mr. Stanley. I would li
WHITESIDE. (Cf'ﬂl{:'l ru“' that your daughter has mamcfl her young
Ak e e son iw.s been permitted to follow his own bent.
e 5mj].’:[v:r:]l' Christmas, everybody! (He exits L.) .
(B)R EISIE "o for God's sake, what is all this? Where's he going?

ERT, Maggie,

I didn't know he could walk eve:9
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MAGGIE. It's all right. Bert. You're too young
ask questions.

MRS, STANLEY. (Descending stairs.) Ernest, Richar
difficule. You'll have to talk to him. (There is 4
borch, followed by an anguished yell.)
WHITESIDE. Owww—God damn it!

MAGGIE. Bert! Doctor!

BERT. (As he and DOCTOR run off L.) Somethi
(Enter down the stairs RICHARD and JUNE.)

to know. Jug don’;

d's being ve,
loud epqgp, B

ng's happened

MAGGIE. Sherry, Sherry, oh my poor Sherry! \—J—\zﬂ
MRS. STANLEY. (She faints.) Ohhhh!

x

3 3
RICHARD, What's the matter? What's wrong? i Cj
JUNE. Has something happened? What is it? 5 |
MRS. STANLEY. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! < %
WHITESIDE. (Off stage.) Miss Preen! . . . (Into view come BERT \
and BRADLEY, carrying WHITESIDE.) Miss Preen! I wane Miss Preen S S
back! (Asr WHITESIDE is carried past L. newel post, the Cupygiy § <
Starts Down.)

%

3
g
3
: 8
¢ P
SARAH. (Entering from U.R, with JOHN.) What's the matter? Wha; 3 g LE
is it? Oh, dear! 3 g
DR. BRADLEY. Bring that chair right over! Bring that chair! — S o
JUNE, Mother! Mother! 3 ] §
BERT. That's all right, Mr. Whiteside. Just relax! & O"%‘- :
MR. STANLEY. Oh! Oh! 5 %
RICHARD, What's the matter, Mother? . <
(STANLEY is ben::fﬂg his bands on piano and tearing his hair. MBs. O -
STANLEY bas fainted on stairway, WHITESIDE is about fo be put in L = e
wheelchair again by BERT and pocTor BRADLEY a5 43 ’=‘3°§ 4 ¥
O | \ 8 i i
&3 3
THE CURTAIN IS DOWN %,
Wy
(Medium) 3
g o
: &
S
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