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FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY

(REVISED)

NBC-Red

N

THE. JOHNSON WAX PROGRAM, WITH FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY!

THE MAKERS OF JOHNSON'S WAX,AND JOHNSON'S SELF~POLISHING
GLO-COAT PRESENT FIBBER McGEE & MOLL?....WRITTEN BY
DON QUINN, MITH SONGS BY MARTHA TILTON AND THE KING'S MEN,

AND MUSIC ﬁY BILLY MILLS. THE SHOW OPENS WITH "NATIONAL

-

-WIL:
ORCH: THEME
WIL:
EMBLEM™:
ORCH: "NATTONAL EMBLEM MARCH"

(FADE FOR:)

(REVISED) =2




. PENING ANNOUNCEHENT

WIL:

= (2ND REVISION) =5

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, I HEARD AN OFFICER OF THE RED CROSS

SPEAK LAST NIGHT. HE WAS ASKING TOR MONEY. HE SAID, IN
PART, THAT IT WAS CUSTOMARY  THESE DAYS TO PREFACE ANY

' REQUEST FOR HELP WITH AN APOLOGY, BUT THAT HE JASN'T

MAKING ANY APOLOGY,
NEITHER ARE WE.
THE RED CROSS NEEDS FIFTY MILLION DOLLARS URGENILY AND

TMMEDIATEL

FOR A HUNDRED AND THIRTY MILLION PEOPLE, THAT'S THE

_ PRICE OF A TR CIGARS OR A LIPSTICK.

THE RED CROSS IS ALWAYS READY TO HELP IN TIMES OF WAR AND
DISASTER, AND FROM NO{ ON [HE DEMANDS UPON THEW WILL BE
GREAT. BUT WE'RE A GREAT NATION, SO LET'S GIVE TILL IT
HURTS. , .

(SWELL MUSIC 70 FINISH) (APPLAUSE)

ORCH ¢

WILe

*SOQUND:

THE ‘MASTER OF 79 WISTFUL VISTA IS‘NOT ONE TO SQUANDER |
A BUCK AND A QUARTER FOR'A CHRISTMAS TREER WHEN HE CAN
DRIVE OUT TO THE WOODS AND CHOP DOWN HIS ONN. No SIR
AND HERE - JUST DRIVING UP TO THE HOUSE, fﬁosTBITTEN BUT
TRIUMPHANT,, WE FIND THAT LUMBER-JACK WHC SAVES JACK ON
HIS LUMBER....FIBBER, OF-- .

i --FIBBER McGEﬁ & MOLLY!
(APPLA&SE)
(GAR_ IN....UP % OUT....WITH BRAKE SCREECH)

FIB:

RIB:

SOUND:

Gotta get them brakes fixed! BRRRRRR‘! Boy am I coldl

(CAR DOOR SLAM....CRACKLE _OF TREE BRaNCHuS)

Come on, Christmas tree,...come to pappa! Yeu got a new
home. ’

(FOOTSTEPS CREAKING IN SNOW....UP ON PORCH....DOOR OPEN &

MOL»

FIB:

FIB:

BIB:

MOL:

CLOSE)

McGEE. . ..YOU 'RE GETTING SNOW ALL OVER THE HALL. Why didn't

you stamp your feet?

Why should I stamp my feet? I aln't mad at énybody.
Besides, they're so cold, I'm just walkin' from memory .
Here, you poor boy....1e§ me take your coabt....and your
mittens.‘ :
Phew....thanks., HEY....TAKE A GANDER AT THAT TRER, MOLLY.
AIN'T SHE A WACPPER?

Heavenly days - 1t certainly is! W#rrbtii—we—de-

B

PO At o it
s c o2 S AR ST S UV Y S ST o (o R 2 % anQs?

It waus the pick of t*f whole woods. I had to fight
- off twenty other guys'to get it, too. They all wanted it.
Did you ag%ually FIGHT for it, McGe@i
= ; s : S & /

(RnVIShD) - -lLe




_ FIB:

=

-

(2ND REVISION) 5=

Oh, it didn't come down to a actual brawl - no. One guy

>'~ FIB:
- ﬁps to me and says, "THAT'S MY TREE, SIHORTY" and I says, MOL:
: WYEAH?" I séys, tossin! my hatchet up and catchin! it by FIB:
tlllevhan;i]..e, WTRY AND GET IT", I says, "YOU DON'T NEED THIS
TREE FOR LAST GCHRISTMAS", I says, and he says, "WHADDYE -
MEAN, LAST CHRISTMAS"? "Well," I says, advancin! toward = . ' l"‘ MOL:
him with a nasty look, "YOU LAY A BLADE ON THIS BALSAI, ; e
BUD, AND LAST CHRISTMAS WAS YOUR LAST CHRISTMAS" 1
MOL s Good for ¥  McGeos Diq heve;o away, then? : ‘ o . FIB: .
FIB: : No - he started swinéin' his axe at me, and just ﬁhan I s . ’ s
noticed that this 'qree, which was a little farther along,
was even bigger and betters.. So I just sneered and walked
’ ‘ away, - : — . BIB:
MOL: Well - it certainl.y is a big one. What'll we Mith it
: after Xmasse.hollow it out and make afcanoe? ' ' MOL:
FIB: D Mollyt 2 = . . GALE:
MOL: What took you so long getting.\ Youlve been gone FIB:
six hours, : . GALES
FIB: " Aw - T had a b‘lowout on the way back and hadda stop and buy
: 8 new 2nd-hand tire. ~Cost me 7 buckse ' MOL:
MOL: Where!s the hatchet? ‘ FIB:
FIB: Lost it in the snowe But I know just where it was and GALE ¢
neit spring when the sh%)w melts, I'11l - =
- S0UND: SLITHER AND THUD: FIB:
FIB: My goshes.what!s that? . -
MOL Oh the window in the dining rooms I opened it because it
: 'waé' S0 hot in here and it won't stey opens N
t . &

DOOR OPEN

(2ND REVISION) = =6-

I'1l fix it when I get time, By %he w&y,z what time IS it?

After four, Why‘;’ Where"s your wrist v;latch?
Took it off to chop this tree down and.f‘orgpt all about ite .
Then v)wheri I went back to look for 1it, ;’Lt‘d énowed some more{
and covered it upe i

Oh that's finel A thirty-dollar wri/stb watch,’a two~dollar :
hatchet, and a 7-dollar tire.‘ THIRTY=-NINE DOLLARS FOR A 9‘? ¢
CHRiSTliAS TREE! OHH, HAPPY YULETIDE } ‘- '

Well, I}di@n't wapi; one of tﬁos.é meas]:y little mqth-eaten
shrubsi‘:,he'y're sellin! downtown, When T x}aant a treev,> 1

want a TREE, ngt a bouquets

KNOCK AT DOOR

COME IN{

OH HELLO MAYOR LA TRIVIA,

GOOD DAY, Mrs, McGees. I say, McGee ~=

Yes?

About that job you wanted in the City Hall, I'm still
working on it, but I!'1l have to ha{le a lit£le _i.nformationA.‘
Tell the nice mayor what he wants to know, dearies ‘
Okay ! Dig‘ me, La Triv,

Well, first, can you dominaté people? Can you let the

ones in that you reall& want to see, and shut the rest ocut?

ABSOLUTELY §




GALE}

FIB: '
GALE?

DOOR SLAM
FIB:
Tk
MOL:

FIB¢

- MOL:

FIB:

—

(2ND REVISION) »6A=

- Another thing, McGees Can you stand it, physiéalls;, to be

mauled by erowds of peopie, all asking you _questidns, can

el

-you ignore the whispers behind your back, can you glive

orders in a 1oud tone of authérity?

" BOY CAN I, Listen to this, ALL RIGHT FOLKS, AS CAPTAIN OF

THE DEEEGTIVE FORCE OF WISTFUL VISTA, I ORDER YOU TO MAKE
WAY THERE!& STAND BAGK EVERYBODY } YOU -»

Oh ‘this wouldnt!t be a police job, McGee, But one of the

elevator operators has just been drafted, and I!'ve
suggested you, I'LL LET YOU KNOW LATER, GOOD DAY,

Why that small minded, vote-grabbin?, baby—kissin"n\'i;{\‘ﬁey.n

where you think is the best 1§ce to plit this tree?
Ofthand, dearie, Itd se)y it was a toss-up between the Grand
ﬂ: -

N
Canyon &nd Death Valleye
I told you_I gotta trim it down a littlee. Get: me a hatechet,
willya?® . ’
The hatchet, dear boy, ascording to e official
comxnun;l.que, is at present sleeping its edge off gnde:g- a

snowdrift 18 miles north of town,

Oh yess Well, we gotta saw, haven!t we?

. \
L

0L s

BIBs2

0L
EIB:

MOLs

BIb:

MOL3
EIB:

M dL s

EIBe

wOL s

HIB:

< iOLg

FIBe

WOLs

FIBs

. . L -
" Not a very good one. It's all bents 4 . (

Who bent it?
You did. After youlsaw that veudevillc act at the Bi jou
last Octobor, you tried to play Pony Boy on it, remember?

Well, I guess it'll still work. Say, ign't it awful hot

‘in here? L -

Yos it is. I'll open the dining room window agfin. (FATE)
The thermostat on the furnace is out of order and until
the man gets here - . h _ .
Pﬁew...b;o'y am T tired! But what a treelil! This'll give
us enough kindling wood for all summer, except that we
don't need any kindling wood in the summer,
(EADE IN) MNcGeel..T just thought of something.
What's thet? .
This tree is so big our little ornamcnts are going to look
awfully silly on it,.
Sayyyyy, I never thought of that. I better order a bigger
assortment. Hand me the phone, willya?
Here. i
Thanks. (CLICK) HELLO, OPEhALOk? GIMAE THE WISTIUL VISTA
NOVELTY AND DECOK- EH? OH IS THAT YOU, I«;IYI{.’I'\‘?,

: v S
Oh dear! . .
HOW'S EVLAY LITTLE TWING, MYRT? EH? WHO? YOUR NIECE®? v
SOMERODY GHABBED HMli AND KISSED HER DUKING THE BLACKOUL?
kieavénly days, McGee! Does she kno»j who it was?
She'll reckonize him when sne sees hime He'l]:‘have

lipstick a(;i over his face and neck and s’hirtfron,t.“

. ' Sy




- MOL:
VOICE:
MOL::

VOICE:

MOL 2
FIBs
VOICE:
BIB:
0L
VOICE:
?‘IB:

HOL:

0

-

(2ND REVISION) =8

FROM JUST ONE KI3S?

' Whaddye mean, one kiss? That blackout lasted three hours |

WHAT SAY, MYRT? OKAY, I'LL CALL 'IM LATER. (CLICK) Hey

did you gét me the saw, Molly?

" Here it is dearie. And don't get sawdust all over the

floor.

~ Why not? It!il make Uncle Demmis feel at home, Now leseos

I guess I better take a couple feet off tho bottom first.

Yes apci trim out a hundred or so branches. Tarzan or
somebody might be h“idillg i;'i there. '
Who? ’

Tarzan.

Who?

T SATD TARZAX.

Who ? r'e

Oh stop it, MecGese, hatls not very = i

I didn't say anything. You says Tarzan was =

WHO?

TARZAN |

Who are you shoiating;’at?

WHO WHO WHOE!L!

Say what the =

McGﬁE...IT‘S AN OWL.,.HE'S IN THAT TREE! LOOL. +»UP ON
THE FOURTH BRANCH! ' :
OH MY GOSH{IlJ? ‘S-’EiALLE THE YRER, LOLLY...0PB TH}; DOOR
AND WE'LL SHOC HINM OUT. ' '

WHG? '

YOULLl} GET OULA 1iAT, YOU BIG BUZZARDL1Ll GYWAN. ...
SCRAIA L '

A

| (oND REVISION)  =B=A= .

“ SoUND: | RATTLE OF TREE......SCUFFLE L

MOL: SHAKE IT HARDER MCGEE.“_.THERE HE GOIS ii!!

SOUND: FLUTTER OF WINGS .

FIB: CHASE 'HIM» MOLLY!t1..,.CHASE HIM THIS WAY.....LOOK OUT FOR
THE TABLEL! :

SOUND: LOUD THUD AND GLASS CRASH... FLUTLTER. ..;FOOTSTEPS RUNNING.. .
Elg....m0., » '

FIB: EDGE HIM TOWARD THE DOOR, MOLLY.....WAVE YOUR HAUDS!1il

MOL:s ° I AM &_VA\LING_ MY HA’L\II.)S. .. SHOOtLISCAT 1Ll GO WAY, BIRI?;E}'!

‘ HE WON'vT. E.‘VEN LOCK AT ME, MCGEE!!t! ‘

FIBe OWLS DON'T SEE GOOD IN THE DAYTIMELLLE

MOL: WELL,'WHAT DO YOU HXPECT ME TO le, BUY HIM SOME GLASSES?7...

.FIB: THERE HE GOZES!l.eaeGO ONILL BEAT IT {!.SCRAML

SOUND: SCUFFLE. ... .THUDS..:...DOOR SLAM:

MOL: Thank goodness! Those things give me the creeps.

f‘iB: Mo, too! Though I will say it was decent of him to back

. up my judgment.

MOL 2 What are you talking about? _ ,

FIB:} Well, owls are wise birds and we both picked éﬁt the same
tree! ' (LAUGHS) Gebt it, Molly? I says owls are -==

MOL: TAINT FU_.I‘IN;I, MCGEE} § _ ‘

. FIBt Okays.  But I been hootgd at enough for one day. Hand me

the saw agaln, Thanks,

(DOOR_OPEN AND CLOSE)

OLD Ms

MOL:

PIB:

Hllo daughter! How's about - Hoye..whatcha got
there, Johnny? Christnas tree?

Oh no, We buy our fir'\?wo'qd oﬂ the hoof, Mre Uid Tiﬁér. |
What's on 'y;:ur mind besides that Daniel Boonp cap, 0ld

/
Timer,




: : ' (2YD REVISION) ~9=" ,
 OLD M: Just wanted to know if you could come qu% and play, Some SECOND SPOT - , ! i ! (REVISED) , -10-
of us kids are building a snow fort in that vacant lot up- ‘ o
on the cormer. Havin' a peck of funt i - .
: . . : SOUND: SAWING WOOD .
MOLs o thank you., We've got work to do, Mr, 0ld Timer, I'M -
. : FIB: (SINGS)  OHHHHHHHH, THEY CUT DOWN THE OLD PINE

 afraid you'!ll have to romp in the mow without us,
TREE......AAMAAAAND THEY HAAAAAUUUULED IT AWAAAAAAAY

OLD M:  Oh ges, Kids...come on, We wanted to choose up sides‘and . , ‘ v
. e . TO THE MILL TO MAKE A NICE CHRESTMAS TREE, JUST FOR
play Yanks and Japs, only nobody wants to be a Jap. -

MOLLY AND ME, IN THE -~ .

-PIB: Haven't got time to play now, 01d Timer - I gotta trim this > i . o
- - 1OLs (FADE IN) McGeel [For goodness sakes, do you HAVE
tree before - .
e ; o . - ~tas sing with your sawing?- - - - -
OLD MMt Then have you gotta corn cob pipe we can have, Johnny? : .
- - FIB: No, I don't have to, but it helps. How!s it look
- I built a big snow wan and I wanna put a pipe in his ;
: ; . now, Molly? Beginning to shape up pretty
moutha. . .
. good, eh?
MOL 3 Oh, give him a cigarettes.
L _ . MOL: Yes, if you like that shape. Tt'!'s pretty lopsided.,
. FIB: ‘ Yes and put a sign on hime.,"SOMETHING NEW HAS BEEL ADDED.M" - ‘
' . - . FIB: Tt 1s? = Where? OHH....0h yes...,.well, I can trim
OLD M: Heh heh heh, That's pretty goo#, Johnny, BUT .HAT AIN!'T ,

that side off a little more. Good thing I got a big

THE WAY I HEEFR&D T@, THZ WAY I HEEFRED IT =
; : ; : tree to start with.
SOUND: SLITHER AND THUD :

. MOL: Well, try and be a 1little quieter. Uncle Dennis
OLD M: HeJeoeowhat was that? . ;
; : . is upstairs sleeping off.....er.....taking a nap.
MOL 2 Just the d ining room window, Mr, 0ld Timer. It won't stay - 2
: . BB That guy's always taking a nap. And I just found
open. - .
. out why he wanted that old brass bed brought down
OLD M: Eh? OH! WELL TH3 WAY I HEEBERED IT ONE FELIEK SAYS TO :

, from the attic, too.
TOTHER FELIER, "SAYYYYYYY", he says, "WHY DOES HITLER

, MOL: ~ Why?
€ MAKE ALL OF HIS SPEECHES FROM A BEER GARI?EM?" UWIELLY,
says "toﬁher folla, "IHAT!S SO ‘;‘.x'll-'ﬂi HE STARTS FOAMIN' AR
THE MOUTH NOBODY'LL NOTICH ITM....Well, sorry you can't
_come out and play kids, .

DOOR SLAM: , o

v R
. ORK: "THANK YOUR LUCKY SUARS AND STRIPES" == TTILTON
 APPLAUSE ' /




 FiB:

. (REVISED) -11-
We:ll, I peeked in on him the other morning an} .there he was,

DOOR KNOCK:

7 sound asleep, with one i’obt on the brass footrail and a
happy smile on his faces - .

MOL:: Noﬁ Now nowseelet'!s not start on Uncle Dennis again, He's

k ‘k a.gantleman and a schdlar.
FIB: He oughtta be a scholar. He's had more Teachers than
: anybody I ever knev;. Oh wellesoeso

SOUNPF SAWING: S— : S.

FIB: OHHHHHH, = CUT DOWN THE, OLD PINE TREE.sssAND m HAULED
IT AWAAAAAAAY. m S Cane.

( SEES SAWING M ' 3

MOL:

Sl GOUT :
FIB:
MOL:

FIB:
MOL:
DOOR OPEN:
UPP:
FIB:

MOL:

UPP:

MCGEE | }. pPig@smes TIHIRE'S SOMEBODY AT THE DOOR §

Who? .

I don!t knowsselet me peek......(PAUSEf' It's Mrs. Uppinzton|
Oh not THE ilrs. Uppington - THE Choicest Crumb‘in our Upper
Crustil ‘ 4

' Yesl And wearing a hat that was made in a hurry by a

cross-eyed milliner wer—weiiwreieomss, - wearing boxing gloves,
COME IN, ABIGAIL DARLING !

How do you do, my desah, A&ND lMr. ileGee.
¢ .
Hiyah, Uppyi
Please excuse the mess in here, Abipail, McGee is trimming'

the Christmas tree.

How fascmating....l smply ADORE the scent of freshly cut

4lumbah | Reahhly, It's so INVIGORATING...S0..S0 OUTDOORSY,

You might say.

FIB:

(2ND }}EVISION) . -12—-

Yes, I m.tght say that, if I carried my hendkerchief in my
sleevie, '

MOL: 2 I didn't know you were such a lover of the:‘great open
spaces, Abigail.

UPP: Oh my deash...I used to spend simply ALL my time at my
hunting lodge in Maine. Roughing i%t, you know. (I_ﬁgﬁ_ﬂﬁ
ity .

BEIB: Ever hunt any, moose?

MOL: - MCGEEl Wateh your commas! - «

FIB:Y Well, didja, Uppy?

UPP: No, ,I neveh was much of a nimrod, Mr, McGeC....We called
14 a hunting lodge because we were always hunting F’or a
fourth at bridgf%. ( LAUGHS)

BEIB: T'11 bet you really ran wilﬁ up there, UpDYy.

MOL: ‘pon't pay any attention to him, Abigail. He thinks he's
a great woodsman because he shot a bear in Alaska last
summer.e

FIB: Well, that was sémethingv. Ef yoﬁ ever walked thru a dark
forest,..with the feeling that something....SOMETHING,..
was creeping up on you....ceady to POUNCE any minute...and'
sﬁddenly -

SOUND: SLITHER AND THUD: .

FIB: _ Help - he's got mel Shoot hinl

MOL: Teke it easy McGee - It's just the window in the dining
room, It won't stay open, Abigail. But where. did you get
that hat? I haven't be;en able to take my eyes off it? -

UPP: Oh do you 1ike it, my dean? - _ .

FIB: She didn't say that, She just says she couldn't take her
eyes - . .

it ) e




“Mor: -
. UPB:

FIB:
- UPP:

MOL ¢/
- URP:

DOOR SLAM:

| RIB:

s
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It's just darling, Abigail.

yol'\x, I'm so glad. Thatis cxactly why I dropped ovah today

- my deah, To see 1f you_likéd it, Do YOU, Mr, McGee?

Gonfidentially, Uppy, and since I'M a plain-spoken man,

T think it's the worst monstrosity cver placed on & human

head., It would make a Zulu medicine man swallow his spear.
OHHHE SPLENDID...(LAUGHS) I'M A SUCCESS!
WHAT?

I JUST SAID TO MYSELF, "IF MR. MCGEE LIKES IT, I'LL
STMPLY HAVE TO GIVE IT TO MY COOK. THAT MAN HAS LESS
TASTE THAN A NIGHT CLUB SALAD, THANK YOU MR, MCGLE!

(LAUGHS) Good day, my deah,

Yy that old fiounder'! So I ain't got any taéte, haven't

LAy ; ; L s

~ (REVISED) = =l4»

S . - ' | . - .
" MOL: ! Not in hats, dearie, When it comes to ¥i‘aé;hions you'd better

just do one thing. i

FIB: ' What's that?
/ MOL: Saw wéod.
FIB: Eh? Oh, okaye
SOUND: SAWING: -
FIB: ; T
el DR ST,

NOW I GOT NEEDLES GALORE SPRINKLED OVER THE FLOOR, ===
e = = : e

DA DE DA DA DE DA DA DE DAAAAAAAA. ...

SAWING OUT: ' ‘

FIB: . Hey, Mollye..how does this look?

MOL: Well, it looks better, McGes. At least we can get in the

same room with it, Now if you'll trim some more off the

x far side there, ==~
- DOOR OPEN ,///)

FIB: oh hiyash, Harlows
WIL: Hello, Fibbers, Hello, Mollye ;
M_OL: Hello, Mr. Wilcox. Won't you come in and get sawdust all

over your piothes.

WIL: (LAUGHS) What goes on here anyway?

FIB: I went out and cut down my own Christmas tree, Harlovy. Now
I gotta shorten the sléeves on it a 1little,

WIL: You'!ve sure got the room in ‘a mess, pale You've goi-: ehoﬁ‘gh

loqse' branches around here 1;6 bed down a rhinocerous,

FIB: Well, lie down and we'%l try to make you comfortable.
(LAUGHS) '
MOL: Very funny, McGee. But what could we do for you, Mr,
Wilcox? ‘ -
. - 2 T




FIB:

FIB:
MOL ¢
WIL:

. e °  (REVISED) ~15-

Well, it's like this, Molly - I'M a little worried about the
% cards I ordered this year, I'm afraid the

sentiment is a 1ittle too flowery.

Read one to us Mr. Wilcox, Though personaily I don't
e a% card COULD be too flowerye
FCertainly‘ not, Let 'em drip, I always say. Read the

blurb, Waxeye

All right, It reads: =
THE SEASON!S GREETINGS TO YOU, MY FRAAAN! -~

FROM THE JOHNSON'S SELF POLISHING GLOCOAT MAN,
I HOPE THAT IN: NINETEEN FORTY TWO :
AND FORTY THREE, AvND‘FORTY FOUR, AND FORTY FIVE AND
- : FORTY SIX
YOU'LL REMEMBER .LL THOSE LITTLE TRICKS,

ai SHGWED YOU ABOUT SAVING TIME AND DOUGH,

' BY USING GLOCOAT ON YOUR FLOO! :
On your FLO} Well shut mah mouf', honey chilel
You shut it, dearie. Continue, Mr., Wilcoxe
HOW IT SAVES YOUR LINOLEUM AND KEEPS IT GLEAN,

WITH A LOVELY GLOSS .AND A\ DANDY SHEEN
ELIMINATES RUBBING AND BUFFING TO00

AND IN TWENTY MINUTES OR LESS YOU'RE THRU,
JUST £OUR SOME OUT AND SPREAD IT AROUND

AND LET IT DRY AND:THEN YOU!VE FOUND
THE GOLOR AND PATTERN HAVE COME TO LIF‘E

AND SO HAVE YOU, YOUR HUSBAND!S WIFE -

Oh that's wonderfull Your husband's wife} If that ain't the =

_SLITHER iND THUD:
What's that noise?

- ‘That was Longtellow turning over, Harlow,

i
A -

=

&

But go shead, Mr. Wilcox.
WIL: There isn't much more. But 1t goes:

THEFBEST OF WISI"IES I SEND TO YOU

FROM ME AND THE S.Ce JOHNSON & SON,F INCORPORATED, TOO.

What do you think of 1t2

=

 LONG PAUSE:

WIL: Well, okay - I'll get something else.
DOOR SLAM: - - . .
: e .
FIB: Naive character isn't he, Molly?
MOL: How, naive?
BIB: Oh, I was telkin! to him one day and he looks all around

to see if anybody was listening and then whispers to me that

Santa Claus didn't really live at the North Pole., Said he

' really lived in Racine, Wisconsin,
SOUND: SAWING WOOD:

MOL: That tree is getting awfully small, McGee. Better not trim

it much more.

FIB: I knowee.I decided it'd look good settin! on the pianos.
MOL: Oh that will be nice. Then it will be out of the ways.
FIB: | Yeah,..

SAWING WOOD:

MOL: I'11 go out and fix that vdining room window againess.

SAWING WOOD: _
FIB: : OHHHHHH I CUT DOWN THE OLD PINE TREE. e

CAUSE THE ONES AT THiQSTORE WERE NOT FREE -

I TOLD THE MAN AT THE STORE =
A

DOOR KNOCK:

FIB: (STILL SINGING) THERE'S A KNOCK AT THE DOOR =

MOL: . I wonder who that could bess¢COME IN§ -

~BOOROPEN U EMPHR=PO=COMR=H )

X

_ (REVISED) = =16=
' . | . : -
! No= it was just the dining room window i’aleling down againe

./‘
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. DOOR OPEN & CLOSE

MOL:

WINE:

FIB:

WIMP:

MOL 2
WIMP 2
FIB:

WIMP:

MOL:
WIMP:

FIB:
‘NIMP :
MOL

WIMP ¢

FIB:

MOL:

Gh ello, Mr. Wimple. v

Helilo, Mrs? McGee., And how a:)-:'e you today, ‘Mr. McGee?
¥it as a fiddle and ‘raady to play Humoresque, Wimp, old
svhrimp. What!s i'l'; with you?

I just dropped in to say goodbye for a couple of weeks,
is all. I'M spending the Holidays in Chicago with l;xuma
and papa.

Is your wifi »éoing wi;bh you, Mr, Wimple?

Who, Sweetyface? No, she has to stay here and knit.
KNIT! CAN!'T SHE KNIT ON THE TRAIN? /

Not so good, Mr. licGee., She broke three ribs wrestling

‘with a policeman and the doctor says shetll knit much

better at home.

. :
What on earth was she doing wrestling with a policeman?

= 4 4
Oh she is the instructor at the Police gynmasiu;:, lMrs.McGee .

The whole force is just crazy to study with her. At least

I think they are (LAUGHS)

Lt11 bet you'll miss her, Wimple,

How much? ‘

How much will you miss her?

No, how much will you bet? (LAUGHS) Oh I shouldn't say
that‘{, T suppose; Sweetyface is r‘eally a‘.wonderfu.lA woman ,
at heart, if any, and I doubt it.

Welll call on her while wou'ie gone, Wimple, and. see if
there's anything we can do.

Yes we might take her some fruit or something.

/

-
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Oh I wouldn't advise it, Mrs. McGee. Last time Sweetyface
was sick some people took her some flowers and she threw -

them in their faces.

_Yes she LOVES flowers, but she hates PEOPLE. ‘lell, goodbye,

FIB: Don't she like flowers?
TWIMP

folks...and Merry Christmasi . -
DOOR SLAII:
OR%{: L "COMIN! THRU THE RYE! ~- KINGS MEN
ipeiots. 8 '




THIRD SPOT:
SOUND SAWING.

FIB'
MOL:

MOLfV
FlB:

. MOL:

FIB;
MOL 2
FIB: ¥
MOL: .
FIB:
MOL:
FIB:
MOL:
FIB:

. MOL:

FIBs

MOL:

~ MCGEE HAVENT YOU GOT :HAT TREE FIXED YET?

. Well, I was welkin! past it with a screw driver in my ha.nd,

[

: 3 . o
McGEE, I DON'T KNOW WHAT I'M GOING TO DO WITH YOu.
Ohhhhhh, trumpeter......etc etc Chrie That's - coincidence, Molly. I don't kgow what I'm gonna

do with this 1ittle dingus I took out of it-; either.

No, but 4% wont be long now, Molly. Anyway I hope not - Couldn't find any way to get it back in. .
MOL: WELL, WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL ME, SO I cogLD_CALL THE

this saw is gettin' duller than a bus trip to Bloonington.

Is it still awfully hot in here, licGee? FURNACE ;MN? .

5 : i 03 1
You're askin! the wrong man, Mrs. McGee. I'd be hot right FIB: I was gonna fix it myself when I got time. I'm pretty

i ingenioua with mechanical stuff. . .yO0U know that.

now, if I was up to my. clavicle in ice cubes. This is .

warm work. - s i iVIOL: . Oh sure.' And what happened when you fixed my percolator?
Well, I hate to keep that dining room window open, but the FIB: What did?

MOL, + % ri
thermostat on the furnace simply wont work, Have you been MOL: s It throws coffee across the room like a fire extinguishe:

monkeying with 1t, McGee? And that ELECTRIC TOASTER! I have to fix breakfast wearing

Who, me? a catcher's mitt!

Yes, you EIBS Oh well - no machine is perfect. As soon as I finish with
s .

With the thermostat? this tree, I'll fix it.

Yes. SOUND: (SAWING)
'IB: t .
Who should I of‘been monkeyin! with the thermostat? FIB: Stop awhile and lis’cen to my story
: MOL: You go a.head....I'll go open the dining-room window again.

That!'s what I want to know.

Heck, I don't know anyi;hing about a thermostat, (DOOR KNOCK.' .. .SAWING OUT)

Ohhhhhhh....now it comes out, And just what did you do to

I know ‘that too, BUT DID YOU MONKEY WITH IT? FIB: Aw fer the-- COME INI

+s6Tsowhen? SOUND: (DOOR_OPEN & CLOSE)

ANY DIuE) TEE: Hi, mister.

Wel-1-1-1.4.,..SAY, I DID KINDA TINKER WITH IT LAST NIGHT, FIB: on = ﬁiyahu Bfe

AT THAT, TEE: Whatche doin'? Hmmmm? Whatcha? ‘ |
 FIB: Sis, I am currently enghged in giving this deposed monarch

it master mlnd" of the forest a cross-cut massége.
?

TEE: Well, I....Hmmmm?

and the screw driver caught in one of the little screws and

first think I knew I nad 1t all apart. Wonderful little W

-

gadget, too. »




FIB:

TEE:

»FIB'

TEE:
FIB:

TEE:

PIB:

TEB:
EIB:

TEREs

1 SAYS, ItM DOING A LITTLE WHITTLING ON THIS CHRISTMAS

TREE « ﬁobk....do»ycﬁ always drink your milg, 1like a good
girie ‘ '

Sure T do, I betcha. Why?

Well, you better, that's all. Take a look at this saw.
Only three years old and its teeih are all shot. Let
that be a‘lesson to you.

Okay, mister

Now I wish you wouldh{t boéher me anymore. I gotta finish
this job and get the sawdust swept out. :

Gee, it smells dandy in here..

Sure it does. No nicer smell in the world than a cedar

tree. 1It's one of nature's lures to get us out into the

‘great outdoors.... =

Gee, is it? Honest, mister?

Sure it is. You gotta realize; sis, that there's a reason.
for everything in naturef

What's nature's reason for‘spinach, Mister?

Why sis - do you mean to stand there with your 1little arms

- stickin' out of your shoulders and tell me you don't

knéw that?

Yes,tI don't, I betcha.
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FIB:

TEE:
FIB:

TEE:

%IB:

TEE?

FIB:

- TEE:

FIB:

TEE:
FIB:

TEE?

(2nd REVISION)
| )
I SAYS, I'M DOING A LITTLE WHITTLING oN THIS CHRISTMAS
TREE. Look....do ycu always drink your milk 1like a good
girl?
Sure I do, I betcha, Why?
Well, you better, that's allt'.Take a/ldok at this saw..
Only three years old and 1its téeﬁh are all shot. Lset
that.be a lesson to you.

Okay, mister.

Now I wish you wouldn't bother me anymore. I gotta finish

this job and get the sawdust swept out.

Gee, it smells dandy in here.

Sure it does. No nicer smell in the world than a cedar
tree. It's one of nature's lures to get us out into the .
great outdoors. ..

Gee, 1s it? Honest, mister?

Suré it is. You gotta realize; sis, that there's a reason
for everything in nature.

What's nature's reason for spinach, Mister?

Why sis - do you mean to stand there with your little arms

stickin! out of your shoulders and tell me you don't
know that? -

Yes, I.don't, I betcha.




-
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Why, nature gave us spinach so we could have Popeyo.
’I guess I never thoughf of that, mister. Nature ié
_ wonderful isn't he? . '
FIB: SHE!
‘ TEE: Hmmmm?
FIB: NATURE, SIS, IS ALWAYS REFERRED TO AS SHE.
- TEE: Why? .
FIB: (TO HIMSELE) On, boy = hore's my chance to make the
M Roaders! gestl SIS, NATURE IS CALLED SHE BECAUSE IT'S. SO
INGONSIS‘TENT, UNSTABLE, UNPREDICTABLE, BEAUTIFUL, MEAN,
GORGEOUS, APPEALING, NASTY AND i\IOBODY YET HAS EVER
UNDERSTOOD HER!
TEE: Zou think the Rea_ders Digest would like that?
FIB: Don't you? -
TEE: The name of the magazine, Mister,' isﬂ'Digest - not heartburn.
G!'bye nowi
DOOR SLAM:
FIB: Why that little smarby pants! That's the last time I ever
‘ try to explain somothing to HER....if I'M smart.
SOi.IND: SAWING : GCRACK OF WOOD
FIB: Oh, OHI
SAWING:
FIB: AHHHHFH . . .NOW WE'RE GETTING SOMEPLACE!...Now to cut 'or
down on the sides;
SOUND: SHORT SAWING NOTSES. .. .
éxé: Now trim the ends a little...and thon --
SOUND: SLITHER AND THUD
b. OH HEAVENLY DAYS...THERE GOES THAT WINDOW AGAI!\ﬂ

_—

el

(REVISED) . -20-
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Why, nature gave us spinach so we could have Popeye .

ot

I guess I never .thought. of that, mister. .Nature is
wonderful isn't he?

SEEl

Hrmmmm?

NATURE, SIS, IS ALWAYS REFERRED TO_AS SHE.

Why? ;

FIB: _(_i()_}LIMSEI.F) Oh, boy = here's my chance to make the
Roade_};s ', D:l.gostl' SIS, NATURE.IS CALLED SHE BECAUS,E‘IT'S S0
INCONSISTENT, UNSTABLE, UNPREDICTABLE, BEAUTIF{JL, MEAN,
GORGEOUS, APPEALING, NASﬂ AND NOBODY YET HAS EVER
UNDERSTOOD HER!

-TEE: ZTou think the Rcaders Digest would like that?

FIB: Don't you? A

‘TEE: - The name of the magazine, Mister,r is Digest - not heartburn.
G'bye nowi -

s .

DOOR SLAMN:

FIB: Why that little smarty pants! That's the last time I ever
try to explain 'something to HER....if I'M smart.

SOﬁND: SAWING: CRACK OF WOOD

FIB: Oh, OHI!

SAWING o

FIB: AHHHHHH. . .NOW WE'RE GETTING SOMEPLACE!...Now to cut ter
down on the sides.

SOQUND: SHORT SAWING NOISES...

FIB: Now trim the ends a ﬁ%ttle...and thon -=

SOUND: SLITHER AND THUD ' ’

MOL:

OH HEAVENLY DAYS...THERE GGES THAT WINDOW __AGI}IN!




‘FIB: -

_ MOL:

FIB:

MOL:
‘FIB:

MOL:

CRCH:

- You don't have to worry about it any more, Mollye. Hers.

—

_ (mRwrEDE 0 o1

Hero's a nice stick I méde for youe..to ;Srop it up with.

0} FINE, MCGEE....JUST THE THING! THAN: YOU. -

Forgot it. Nothin' to it.

‘I‘b was very thoughtful of you to...McGee...WHAT BECAME OF

THE CHRISTMAS TREE?
That's it. Got her trirmed down a little too fine. WELL,
THAT'S THAT, I GUESS...NOW TO GO TO WORK ON THE THERNOSTATI!

OH NO, NO, NO. NO!ll...MCGEE, COME BACK HERE!

V"SINQ, WENT THE STRINGS OF MY HEART".

ol

CLOSING AINOUNCEMENT

FIB:

MOL :

FIB:
MOL:

ORCH:

I - :

L.adies and -gentlémetﬂ ‘Day after day,‘nigh't after night,
on this program and others, for this :pasl; ‘two weeks, you'w{'e
heard urgent requests to buy DEFENSE BONbS AND DEFENSE
STAMPS. IT'S GETTING A LITTLE REPETITIOUS, ISN'T IT‘;’ :
WELL, IT!S GOING TO GET ME REPETITIOUS. WE!'RE GOiﬁG T0O
SAY ET AGAIN, AND OFTEN, AND - LOUD. i‘his is not an
invitation to a tea party or a bingo“game. This is WAR
and “we¥ v got to do something ‘about 1t. - It's going -fo cost
a lot of money to win it, - but IT‘WOUID COST A LOT MORE
THAN MERE MONEY TO LOSE IT.'

Don't wait for somebody to.come to your door selling bonds
angi s tamps. Get down to your bank or post offige and LAY
IT ON THE LINE. This isn't the other fellow's fight.

‘It's YOURS and MINE. SO...HERE IT IS AGAIN!.., BUY DEFENSE

BONDS AND DEFENSE STAMES .

Yos...and if you live in Canada, buy WAR SAVINGS
CERTIFICATES OR VIGTORY BONDS. ‘
Goodnight;

Goodnlght, alll

CLOSING SIGNATURE




(2ND REVISION)
This is Harlow Wilcox, speaking for the makers of JOHNSON!S.
WAX FINISHES for HOME énd INDUSTRY, and inviting you to be
with us again next Tuesday night. Goodnight,

Z

S, C. Johnson & Sonm, Iné."

Nriter: Don Quinn

6:30-7:00 PM
Tuesday - 12-23-41

FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY
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