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Whiteside, Richard, June and Sandy 

 

Whiteside has appointed himself mentor for both Richard and June, the Stanley children.  

In this scene, he further insinuates himself into their lives.  Richard is a budding 

photographer whose favorite subject is a very willing Sheridan Whiteside; June is 

hopelessly in love with a young union organizer named Sandy, who happens to work for 

– and oppose – Mr. Stanley. 

RICHARD enters from hall L. as DR. BRADLEY exits.) 

RICHARD: Hello, Mr. Whiteside. 

WHITESIDE: Hello, Dickie, my boy.  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 hands WHITESIDE 
snapshots.  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 Burke White.  (RICHARD sits.)  I 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.  Galveston, Mexico Singapore — work your 
way through and just take pictures — millions of them, terrible 
pictures, wonderful pictures — everything. 

RICHARD: Say, wouldn’t I like to, though!  It’s what I’ve been dreaming 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 anything else 
in the world? 

RICHARD: I certainly do. 

WHITESIDE: Then do it.  (JUNE enters Up R. to C.)   

JUNE: Hello, Dick.  Good afternoon, Mr. Whiteside. 
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WHITESIDE: Hello, my lovely . . . So I’m afraid it’s up to you, Richard. 

RICHARD: (Crossing to stairs.)  I guess it is.  Well thank you, Mr. 
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.  
(Exits upstairs.) 

JUNE: Yes, I will.  (Turning back to WHITESIDE.)  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, I wanted to talk to you.  Would you mind, 
for a few minutes?  It’s important. 

WHITESIDE: Why, certainly, my dear.  I take it this is all about your young 
Lothario at the factory? 

JUNE: (Nodding.)  Yes.  I just can’t seem to make Father 
understand.  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 turn. 

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 a little.) 

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 as a YOUNG MAN enters.  Twenty-three or four, keen-looking, neatly 
but simply dressed.) 

JUNE: 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 
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correctly informed, that you two babes in the woods have 
quietly gone out of your minds. 

JUNE: There’s another name for it.  It’s called love. 

WHITESIDE: Well, you’ve come to the right place.  Dr. Sheridan Whiteside, 
Broken Hearts Mended, Brakes Relined, Hamburgers.  Go 
right ahead. 

SANDY: Well, if June has told you anything at all, Mr. Whiteside, you 
know the jam we’re in.  You see, I work for the labor union, 
Mr. Whiteside.  I’m an organizer.  I’ve been organizing the 
men in Mr. Stanley’s factory, and Mr. Stanley’s pretty sore 
about it. 

WHITESIDE: I’ll bet! 

SANDY: Did June tell you that? 

WHITESIDE: Yes, she did. 

SANDY: Well, that being the case, Mr. Whiteside, I don’t think I have 
the right to try to influence June.  If she marries me, it means 
a definite break with her family, and I don’t like to bring that 
about.  But the trouble is Mr. Stanley’s so stubborn about it, 
so arbitrary.  You know this is not something I’ve done just to 
spite him.  We fell in love with each other.  But Mr. Stanley 
behaves as though it were all a big plot — John L. Lewis sent 
me here just to marry his daughter. 

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

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

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. 

  

  

  

  

 


