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THE JOHNSON WAX PROGRAM, WITH EIBBER McGEE & MOLLY! 

THE MAKERS OF JOHNSON'S WAX, AND JOHNSON'S SELE-POLISHING 

= 5 < & 

GLO-COAT PRESENT FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY....WRITTEN BY 

DON QUINN, WITH SONGS BY MARTH4 TILTON AND THE KING'S MEN, 

AND MUSIC BY BILLY MILLS. THE SHOW OPENS WITH "NATTONAL 

< 

WIL: 

ORCH: THEME 

NIL: 

EMBLEM'. - 

ORCH: NNATIONAL EMBLEM MARCH" 

(FADE FOR:) 



(2ND REVISTON) 
o 

0 
. _ : : - (REVISED) 

it i ; : | N ; 
Bil: ' (THEQ WI v NOT (ONE TO SGUANDER 

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, I HEARD AN OFFICER OF THE RED CROSS 2 L MEMCER G O B T 

A BUCK AND A QUARTER FOR'A CHRISTMAS TREE WHEN HE CAN 

SPEAK LAST NIGHT., HE WAS ASKING FOR MONEY, HE SAID, IN 
DRIVE OUT TO THE WOODS AND CHOP DOWN dAIS ONN, No SIR! 

PART, THAT TT WAS CUSTOMARY THESE DAYS TO PREFACE ANY 
. : - 

: 
AND HERE - JUST DRIVING UP TO THE HOUSE, FROSTBITTEN BUT 

' REQUEST FOR HELP WITH AN APOLOGY, BUT THAT HE [TASN'T 
i 

| : S . ] _ TRIUMPHANT, WE FIND THAT LUMBER-JACK WHC SAVES JACK ON 

MAKTING ANY APOLOGY, 
. 

HIS LUMBER....FIBBER, OF-- . 
4 < b 

--FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY! NELTHER ARE ‘E. 

THE RED CROSS NEEDS FIETY MILLION DOLLARS URGENILY AND 
(APPLAUSE) 

TIMEDIAT 
, A 
-SOUND: __ (GAR IN....UP & OUT....WITH BRAKE SCREECA) 

FOR A HUNDRED AND THIRTY MILLION PEOPLE, THATYS THE - 
FIB: ' Gotta get ‘them brakes fixedl BRRRRRR!!...Boy am I coldl 

'~ : : _ PRICE OF A R QIGARS OR A LIPSTICK. 

' 

(CAR DOOR SLAM....CRACKLE OF TREE BRaNCHES) 

THE RED CROSS IS ALWAYS READY TO HELP TN IIMES OI WAR AND 
i 

SIS gome on, Christmas tree....come to pappal You got a new 

DISASTER, AND FROM NOW ON THE DEMANDS UPON THEM WILL BE : . 

: : : 
home. , 

GREAT. BUT WE!RE A GREAT NATION., SO LET!'S GIVE TILL IT ‘ I . 

SOUND: (FOOTSTEPS CREAKING IN SNOW....UP ON PORCH....DOOR OFEN & 

HURTS, 7 ® ~ . CLOSE) . 

(SWELL MUSIC 70 FINISH) (APPLAUSE) G L 

_ MOL ¢ MOGEE. . ..YOU'RE GETTING SNOW ALL OVER THE HALL. Why didntt 

you stamp your feet? 

BIB: Why should I stamp my Ieet° 1 din't mad st énybody. 

Besides, they're o) cold, I'm just walkin‘ from memory . 

MOL: Here, you poor bqy....let me bake your coat....and your 

: mittens.‘ - - i 

FIB: Phew....thanks, HEY....TAKE A GANDER AT THAT TRER, MOLLY. 

AINIT SHE A WACPPER? : 

MO ‘i Heavenly days - it certainly 1s] Wemttwe—de- 

w;.Ll.. A.:I £ @ GRS UL VRO B ¢ J.Duulun-.v‘v—:w ek ek & & it 

FIB: It wus the pick of t*fi whole woods. I had bo fight 

- off twenty other guys' to get it, too. Tney all wanted it.-' 

MOL: . Did you actually FIGHT for it, McGe¢Z 



MOL: 

FIB: 

mons 

FPIB: 

MOLz2 

'FIB: ; 

. MOL: 

FiB : 

- SOUND: 

‘Oh, it didn't come down to & actual brewl = no. - One puy 

~ ups to me and says, “THAT'S MY TREE, SHORTY" and I says, 

’~'fY‘EAZ{?" i séya, tossin! my hatchet up and catehin! it by 

‘Aw shucks, Molly} , L e | 
What took you so long gettin’g,\ i You've been gone : 

o 

(ZN'D REVISION) =5=- 

the,hanaie,,"wnx AND GET IT", I says, "YOU DON'T NEED THIS 

TREE DOR TAST CHRISTMASY, T says, and he says, "WHADDYE 

MDAN, LAST CHRISTMAS"? "&Véll," T says, advancin! toward 

him with a nasty look, "YOoU LAY A BLADE ON THIS ?ALSAN 

BUD, AND LAST ‘CHRISTMAS WAS YOUR EAST CHRISTMAS" | 

Good for W i‘dcGes. _Did he go away, then? 

" No - he st;-ar{ted swingin' his axe at me, and just then T 

noticed that this tree, which was a 1little farther along, 

was even bigger and better.: So I just sneered end walked 

away . - - 

Well - it certainlv is a big ones What'1ll we ;juvith it 

after Xmas,eehollow it out and make afcanoe? 

> b 

six hours, 

Aw - T had a b-lowout on the way back and hadda stop and buy 

8 new 2nd-hand ti're‘k. > Cost me 7 buckse i 

Where!s the hatchet? : . 

Lost 1t in the snow. But I know just where 1t was and 

nekt spring when the snow melts, 111 -- 

SLITHER AND THUD: ‘ 

My goshesswhat's that'x.’ 

Oh the window in the dining room, I opened it because it 

was so hot in here and it won't stéy open 

‘ . MOL 

 FIB: 

MOLz 

- GALE: 

FIB: 

GALE: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

GALE ¢ 

FIB: 

I'1) fix it when I get time. By the w&xy,2 what time I& it;? 

DOOR OPEN 

(2Nb REVISION) ~“;6- : 
] 

After four,. Why‘;? Where"s your wrist watch? 

Took it off fio‘ chop this trea down and.forgot all about 11;-7 

THGn whon T went back to loon for it, ittd éno'rled some more 

ana coveréd‘it upe ’ . . 

Oh that's finei A thlrty-dellar wrist wateh, & two~dollar 

hatchet, and & 7-d011ar tire. THIRTY—I‘!INE DOLLARS FOR A q? 

CHRISTMAS TREEl OHH, HAPPY YULETIDEI . 

~ Well, I didn't want one of those maasly llttle moth-eaten 
Y 

shrubs they're sellin' downtown. When I want S trea, g 

want a TREE, not a bouquat. 

KNOCK AT DOOR 

COME IN} 

OH HELLO MAYOR LA TRIVIA, 

GOOD DAY, Mra. MeGee. I say, MoGee -- 

Yes? 

About that job you wanted in the c:.ty Hall. I"m atill 

working on it, but I!'1l have to have a 11ttle informatlon. 

Tell the nice meyor what he wants to know, dearie, . 

Okayl Dig me, La Triv, ' 

Well, first, can you dom:.nate people? Can you let the 

ones in that you really want to see, and shut the rest cm.t" ; 

ABSOLUTELY l 



GALE: 

DOOR SLAM 

FiB’: 

Tk 
MOL2 

FIBs 

- MoLs 

BIBe o 

(2ND REVISION} =6A= 

- Another thing, McGees Can you stand it, physiéa.ilj, to be 

mauied by erowds of peopie, all asking youguestiydns, can 

you ignore the whispers behind your back, ocan you give 

orders in a loud tome of authérity? . 

' BOY CAN I. Iisten to this, ALL RIGHT FOLKS, AS CAPTAIN OF 

THE DETECTIVE FORCE OF WISTFUL VISTA, I ORDER YOU TO MAKE 

WAY THERE}{ STAND BACK EVERYBODYS YOU -» 

Oh this wouldn't be & police job, McGee, But one of the 

elevator opermators has just been drafted, and I've L 

suggested yow. I'LL LET YOU KNOW LATER, GOOD DAY. 

. ' : . - ’( 

Why that small minded, vote-grabbint, baby—kissin'%/\i{ey... 

where you think is the best place to plit this tree? T 

w{_w és 1 e (%K,fl? 2 : _ 
Ofthend, deardie, I7d sg _‘Jit was a toss-up between the Grand 

fi, : 

Canyon end Death Valleys, S ; 

T told you I gobta trim it down a little. Get me a hatchet, 

willya? ’ 

The hatchet, desr boy, according to e official 

 communique, is at preksent sleeping its edge off under a 

snowdrift 18 miles north of town, 

Oh yes. Well, we gotta saw, haven't we? 

. i 
i 

MOLs 

FIB: 

war: o 

HIEBs 

NOL s 

. FIB: 

. tlOLe 

FIBs 

O3 

FIB: 

! i 9brs pood onen 1hls il bente - ( 

WWho bent 162 , 

You did. After yo‘u.'saw that vemdeville act at the bi jou 

last Octobor, you tried teo play Pony boy on it, remember? 

Well, I guess it!ll still work. Say, isn't 1t awful hot 

in here? o - 

Yes it is. I"llycpen the"kdining room window egain, (FADE) 

The thermostat on the furnace is out of order and until 

the man gets here - . i o 

Ph'ew...‘r_).oy am T tiredl But what a treelil! This'll give 

us enough kindling wood for all summex, except that we 

don't need any kindling wood in the Summer s 

(FADE IN) MNcGeel.,I just thought of something. 

Wnat's thet? ‘ e 

This tree is so big our little ornarcnts are going to leok . - 

swfully silly on it. ‘ 

Sayyyyy, E never thought of t‘nat.b T better ordsr a bigger 

assortment. Hand me the phone, wiilya‘? 

Here, ‘ ' . 

i 
= . 

Thanks, (QL_I_Q_I_S) HELLO, OPLIATOK? GIBFI?]E THE WISTHUL VISTA 

NOVELTY AND DECOR~ EH? OH IS THAT YOU, iflYR.Tj, 

; ¢ S 

Oh dear! . , . 

HOW'S EVL.LY LITTLE ThING, MYRT? EH? WHO? YOUR NIECE‘? 

| SOMEBODY GHABBED Hui AND KISSED HER DUKING THE BLACKOZE? 

'xieavénly déys, McGee! TDoes she know who 16 was? 

She'll reckonize him when she sees him. Hetlt have 

lipstick a(P.L over his face and neck and shirtfront, 



MOLi: 

FRONM JUST ONE KI3S? 

(2YD REVISION)  =8= 

Whaddje mean, one kiss? That blackout lasted three hoursl 

WHAT SAY, M¥RT? OKAY, I'LL GALL I LATER. ('JLICK) Hey 

did you gét me the saw, Molly? 

" Here it 1s dearie. And don't get sawdust all over the 

floor. 

 Why not? Ittll make Unole Dennis fesl at home. How leseos 

I guess I bebter take a couple feet off the bottom firsts 

t 2 hundred or so bra.uches. Targzan or Yes and tri 

somebody might be hxdlng, in there. 

Who? 

Tarzane 

Who? 

I SATD TARZAN. 

Who? : P : & 

Oh stop it, McCes, that's not very - ; 

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

WHO? 

TARZAN | 

Who sre you shouting at? 

WHO WHO WHOLLl ' 

Say what the - 

MeGRE...IT!S AN OWL...HE'S IN THAD TREEL LUOK...UP OX 

‘JHI FOURTH BRANCHI = , 

OH U¥Y GOSHILLL SHAWE TR DREE, LOLLY...OPE! TH;i DOOR 

AND WE'LL SHOO HIM OUT. ' ' ‘ 

WHO? 

YoUj-:!.t GET OUTA u#al, YOU BIG BUZZARDIIL! GUWIAN.... 

4 

' SOUND: _,___.____.__.._“————-———fi-———————-——— 

b= 

! 
" (2§D REVISION) 

- i . 
RATTLE OF TREE....s.SCUFFLE 4 

_ FIBt 

HOL2 SHAKE IT HARDER AfiCGl‘:fit‘t&TlITE HE GOZES !SH 

SoUND: ' FLUITER OF WINGS 

FIB: CHASE HIM MOLLY $$1.% .. CHASE HIM THIS WAY... ..LOOI\ OUT FOR 

THE TABL]:. 

SOUND: LOUD THUB AND GLASS CI'(ASH...FLUTTQR. ...FOOTSTEPS RUNNING.. . 

EIC. .. .EIC, : : 

FIB: E’DGE HIM TOWARD THHE DOOR, MOLLY.. . .."&IAVh YOUR HAS DSLit 

MOLs - I.aM WAVING MY HAN"‘S...SHOO'!'SGAT L1 GO WAY, BIRPIE_‘.'.'. 

i HE WON'T EVEN LOGK AT ME, MGGEEH!‘. o | 

kFIB: e OWLS DOI'T SEE GOOD IN THE DAVRIMEALLLL 

. MOL: ’ WELL, WHAT DO YOU .EE'JXJ:’ECT; ME TO }50, BUY HIM SOME GLASSES?7... 

'FIB' THERE HE GOES!leeseGO ONLLY BEAT IT {i.SCRAUL 

| SouND: SCUFFLE. ... .THUDS. 5. . .DOOR SLAM: 

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

 f fiIB: Me, tool Though I will say it was decent of him to back 

: up my judgment. 

. MOL:  What are you talking about? : 

‘FIB:_ Well, owls are wise birds and we both picked‘bfit the same 

troel '(LAUGHS)i_ Get 1t, Molly? T says owls are --—- 

MOLz TAINT FUNNY, MCGUEL ’ ' 

Qkay. But T been hooted at enough for one day, Hand me 

the saw again, "hanks. 

(DOOR_OPEN_AND cLos__L 

OLD Mz Hello there daup;hterl How's about -vHey.uwhatclia got 

there, Johnny? Christnas tree? 

Oh no, We buy our firowood on the hoof, Mr, 0Ld Timer. 

What!s on your mind besides that Daniel Boong cap, 01d 
. 3 sl & S 

Timepr, 
o 



, . (v ApursTon) | me-t 
OiaD M  Just wanted to know i; you could come qu{; and play, Some 

of us kids are building a snow fort in that vacant lot up= 

. on the cOoPrner.. Havin"'a peck of.“ i‘u'rtll 

MOLs e Ho thank you, We've got work to do, Mr, Old Tilsxef. T M 

’ » " afraid you'!ll have tb romp in the mow without us, 

. OLD My : Ofi gee, K’;ids...vcomex’ on, We wanted toby chooss up sides‘and 

play Yanks and Japs, only nobody wants to be a Jap. 

FBIB: Haven't got time Go play nbw, 0ld Timer - I gotta trim this 

trep - ' 

OLD Mz Then have you gotta corn cob pipe we can have, Johnny? 

I built a big snow 'wan and [ wanna put a pipe in~’his 

moutha . - 

MOL 2  Oh, give him a cigarette.. 

. HiRs - ¥és and put a _sizn on him...“S()l‘:-IETHING NEW HAS BRE ADDED,!" 

OLD Ms Heh heh heh. That's i‘)rst‘ty pool, Johnny, ~’BU‘1‘ SHAT AIN'T 

THE WAY I HEEER) Tf. OH: WAY T AEEFRED IT - 

SOUND: SLITHER ARD THUD - T 

OLD M: Hey....what was that? 

MOL = Just the.dining poom window, Mp, 0ld Timer, It won't stay 

opar;.‘ = ' ‘ 

OLD M: Eh? OHY WHLL TH+ WAY T HEBBERED IT ONE FELIER SAYS TO 

TOTHER FELIER, "SAYYIYYYY" he says, "WHY DOES HITLIR 

& MAKE ALL OF HIS SEE}i;(;;.i'jES FROM A BEER GARI?EI‘.‘?" LT L 

says "to‘c:her 7fella, "IHATYS S0 Xfi{}i-}E‘I\T HE STARTS FOAMIN' AT 

THE MOUTH flOBODY'LLVFOTICE ITN,...Well, sorry you can't 

vcome out and play kids, - 

e DOOR  SLAM: 

_ UOUHANE YOUR LUCKY SUANS AND SPRIPESY -~ ©UINEON 

SECOND SPOT - ~ L U ¢ U (rEvisEp) | o 

SAWING WOOD 

MOT2 

(SINGS)  OHHEHKAHH, THEY CUT DOWN THE OLD PEINE 

-ty sing with your sawing?- - v - S 

now, Molly? Beginning to shape up pretty 

TREE. ... AAAAAAAND THEY HAAAAAUUUULED IT AWMMAY 

T0 THE MILL TO MAKE A NICE CHRESTMAS TREE, JUST FOR 

MOLLY AND ME, IN THE = 5 

(FADE IN) M‘dGeei Hos goodness sakes, do you HAVE 

No, I don't have to, but it helps. How!s it look 

good, eh? 

Yes, If yo‘u~ like that V's!hape. Tt!'s pretty lopsided. 

It is?  Where? O}H‘I.‘.i..oh"yes...,well, I can tr.’u;r 

that side off a little more, Good thing I got a big_ 

v to A ( . 

Well, try and be a 1little quieter. Unecle Dennis 

is upstairs sleeping off.....0T.c... tak‘l’r;g a4 nape 

That guy's always taking a nep. And T just found, 

out why he wanted that old brass bed bro(xght down 

from the attic, too. 

Why? 



MOL: 

(RRVISED) 11 

Well, I pesked in on him the other morning and -there he was, 

sound asleep, with one foot on the brass footrail and & 

heppy smile on his face. 

Now NOW noweseslet's not start on Uncle Dennis again, He's 

a gentleman and a scholar. 

. HIB: 

. SOUND: 

FIB: 

DOOR KNOCK: 

~ MOL: 

MOL: 

DOOR OPEN: 

UPP: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

He oughtts be a scholar. He's had more Teachers than 

anybody I ever knews Oh wellases 

SAWING: , : 
= . S 

OHHHEHH, @MB=CUT DOWN_ THE OLD PINE TREE....AND L3 HAULED 

T AWAARKAAAY. m, S 

( SAWING } 

MCGEE L], pPR=e@sme=y THIRE'S SOUEBODY AT THE DOORG 

Who? 

I den!'t ‘mow...let me peek....-.(PALSET' It!'s Mrs. Uppinatonl 

Oh not _.L_I‘_@ irs, Uppington = THE Choicest Grumb’in our Upper 

Crustl ‘ ‘ - ‘ 

Yes i And waarin'g a hat that was “nadé in a hurry by s 

cross-eyed milliner m - wearing boxing gloves. 

COME IN, ABIGAIL DARLINGl : 

How'do you do, my dae(h. AND 1Mr. fiéGee. 

Hiya%h, Uppy b » . 

Please exouse the mésa invhera, Abipall, McGee 1s trimming 

tha Christmas trees 

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

lumbahl Reahhly. It's so INVIGORATING.,,S0..S50 OUTDOORSY, 

'Eou might s a'y. 

FIB: 

) (ZND WISION) . ~12- 

YésV, I niight say that, ii‘ I carried my handkerchief in my 

I didn‘t'know you were such a lover of the. great open 

oh my deah,...I used to spend simply ALL my time at my 

hunting lodge in Maine, Roughing 1%, you know. (LAUGHS 

MCGEE ks Watch your commas! - e - 

No, I neveh was much of a nimrod, Mr, McGec....We celled 

14 a hunting Iodge because we were always hunting for a 

I'11 bet you really ran wild up there, Uppy; 

‘Don't pay any attention to him, Abigail, He thinks he's 

a great woodsman because he shot a bear in Alaska Jast 

Well, that was something. If yofi ever walked"_thru a dark 

forest...with the feellng that something. . . «SOMETHING.. . 

was creeping up on you....ready to POUNCE any mlnute...and 

: Help - hel's got me! Shoot himl 

Take 1t easy McGoe - It's just the window in the dining 

room, It won't stay open, Abigail., But where did you zet . 

that hat" T haven't beon able to take my eyes off it't’ 

Oh do you 1ike it, my desh? 

sleevic, 

MOL ¢ 

spaces, Abigaile. 

UPP: 

GAILY) 

FIB: Ever hunt any, moose? 

MOL, 3 

FIB: Well, didjs, Uppy? 

UPP: 

fourth at bridgg. (LAUGHS )} 

FIB: 

MOL: 

SUMMEer o 

PIB: 

suddenly = 

SOUND: SLITHER AND THUD: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

UPP: 

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

eyes = : 

\ 



DOOR SLAM: 

' FIB: 

= 

(2ND REVISION) -13- 

. It's just darling, Abigail. , 

~ Dfi, I'm so gléd. That's cxactly why I droppod ovah today 

my dosh, To see if you 1iked it, Do YOU, Mr, McGee? 

Confidentially, Uppy, and since I'M a plain=spoken man, 

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

head. It wonld make a Zulu medicine man awallow his spears 

OHHHH SPLENDID...(LAUGHS)‘ I'M A SUCCESS! 

WHAT? 

I JUST SATD TO MYSELF, "IF MR. MCGEE LIKES IT, I'LL 

STMPLY HAVE 0 GIVE IT TO MY COOK, THAT MAN HAS LESS 

TASTE THAN A NIGHT CLUB SALAD, THANK YOU MR. MCGLE! 

(LAUCHS) Good day, my deah, 

Yy that old flounder! So I ain't gobt eany téste, haven't 

i 

10 : R - 

e
 

e 

" HoL 

FIB: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

. - \ - - , . 

Not in hats, dearie, When it comes to‘faghions you'd better 

 (REvisED) @ = =l4s 

just do one thinge . o 

What's that? 

Saw woods 

Eh? ©h, okaye. 

SAWING: 

I Gdere, 

SAWING OUT: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

MOL: 

NOW I GOT NEEDLES GALORE SPRINKLED OVER THE FLOOR, -== 
A . B ~ z = s 

DA DE DA DA DE DA DA DE DAAAAAANA. .« 

Hey, Mollys..how Goes this look? 

Well, it looks better, McGes. AL least we can get in the 

game room with it, Now if you!ll trim some more off the 

x i far side there, == 

. DOOR OPEN3 ,,//) 

 FIB: oh hiyah, Harlow, 

Hello, Fibber. Hello, Molly, . 

Hello, Mr. Wilcox, Won't you come in and get‘séwdust all 

over your piothes. 

(LAUGHS) What goes on here anyway? ; 

T went out and cut down my own Christmas treé, Harlow. How 

I gotta shorten the sléeves on it a litt}a- 

Youlve sure got the room in Q‘meas, pal, You'lve goé efiofigh 

loose brenches avound here békbed down a rhinocerous, 

Well, 1lie down and'we'{l try to meke you comfortables 

(LAUGHS) : : : 

Very funny, McGee, But what could we do for you,iMr.’Jf 

Wiloox? i’ 



= 
(REVISED) 

W 

sentiment is a 1ittle too flowery. 

=L5= 

1, it's 1ike this, Molly - I'M a little worried about the 

% eards I ordered this year. I'm afraid the 

Read one to Mr. Wilcoxe Though personally I don't 

th;l.nk a'% card COULD be too flowe‘ry. 

. , \ ; L v 

/ No= it was just the dining room window i’alzling down againes 

_ (REVISED) = =16~ 

But go ahead, Mr, Wilcox. ; 

There iah't much more. But it goes: 

THE BEST OF WISHES I SEND TO YOU 

F’ROM ME AND THE S.Ce JOENSON & SON, INCORPOH:.TED, T00. 

What do you think of it? 

Well; okay = I'll get something elses 

Sk - - 

Neive characte_r isn't he, Molly? 

.How s naive? 

- Oh, I was talkin! to him one day and he looks all around 

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

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

rea.lly 1ived in Racine, Wisconsin. 

SAWING 'VO OD: 

FIB:‘: Certainly noty Iet l'em drip, I always say., Read the 

- blurb, Wexeys _ LONG PAUSE: 
WIL: A1l right. It reads: =- ' kWIL: 

THE SEASON EETINGS TO YOU, MY FRAAAN! - DOOR SLat: 

FROM THE JOHNSON'S SELF POLISHING GLOCOAT AN, . FiB: 

. I HOPE THAT IN NINETEEN FORTY TWO . ® MOL: 

AND FORTY THREE, AND‘FORTY FOUR, AND FORTY FIVE AND | | EIB: 

. '  FORTY SIX . 

YOU'LL REMENBER .LL THOSE LITTLE TRICKS, 

T SHOWED YOU ABOUT SAVING TIME AND DOUGH, o 

| BY USING GLOCOAT ON YOUR FLOO! : SOUND: 

FIB: On your FLO! Well shut mah mouf!, honey chilel ' Mon: 

MOL: You shut it, dearls. Continus, MNr., Wilcoxe 

WIL: ,  HOW IT SAVES YOUR LINOLEUM AND KEEPS IT CLEAN, o Biot 

' _ WITH 4 LOVELY GLOSS .ND A DaNDY SHEEN ‘ . i ,MO»L’ 

ELIMINATES RUBBING 4ND BUFFING T00 . PIB: 

| AND IN TWENTY MINUTES OR LESS YOU'RE THRU, 

JUST POUR SOME OUT AND SPREAD IT AROUND 

AND LET IT DRY AND: THEN YOU'VE FOUND 

THE COLOR AND PATTERN HAVE COME TO LIFE 

AND S0 HAVE YOU, YOUR HUSBAND'S WIFE - 

SLITEER AND THUDt 

‘W,hat:'#tha_.t noise? 

That was Longfeiflow turning over, Harlow, 

_ 0h that's wonderful} Your husband!s wifel If that ain't the - 

'MOL: 

FIB3 

FIB: 

MOL: 

DOOR KINOCK: 

That tree is gotting awfully smatl, McGee. Bstter not t;d.m 

it much more. 

T knowWe.oI decided it'd 1ook good settin! on the piancs 

Oh that will be nice, Then it will be out'of the wa.y. 

Yeahiqoe 

SAWING WOOD: 
I'1l go out and fix that dining room window againes.. 

SAWING WOOD: 
OHHEHHHH I CUT DOWN THE OLD PINE TREE.,.. 

CAUSE THE ONES AT THEOSTORE WERE NOT FREE - 

I TOLD THE MAN AT THE STORE - o 
2 : : = 

(STILL SINGING) THERE*S A KNOCK AT THE DOOR = 
/ 

I wonder who that could bee,e«sCOME IN§ - 



_ (2ND REVISION)  16-A 

 MoL: 

. WNIMP: 

. FIB: 

- WIMP: 

| BIB: 

WIMP: 

MoL: 

WIMP: 

O0R OPEN & CLOSE 

rah/fia'no, Mr. Wimple. 

Asllo, Mrs. McGee. And how v ou fodoy . My Moo 

Fit as a fiddle and ‘ready to f:lay Humoresgue, Wimp, old 

s s you? ’ 

I Just dropped in to say goodbye for a couple of weeks, 

is all. I!'M spending the Holidays in Chicago with mama 

and papa. 

Is your wife going with you, Mr, Wimple? 

Vho, Sweebyface? No, she has %o stay here and knit. 

KNIT} CAN'T SHE IINIT ON THE TRAIN? G / 

Not so gocd; Mr. lictees She broke three ribs wrestling 

‘with a policeman and the doctor says shetll knit much 

bebter at home. 
;s. 

What on earth was she doing wrestling with a policeman? 

Oh she is the instructor at the Poliee gymnasiu;&, Yrs.McGe6 . 

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

I think they are (LAUGHS) 

['11 bet you'll miss her, Wimple. 

How much? \ 

How much will you miss her? ; 

No, how much will you bet? (LAUGHS) ©Oh 1 shouldn't say 

thaé; I suppose; Sweoe tyface 1is r‘eally a‘.wc;ndarfuli woman , 

at heart, if any, afid I dowbt it. 

Welll ecall on her while ";-fou'ir'e; gone, ‘Nimplej and. sge if 

thore's anything we can do. 

Yes we might take her some fruit or something. 

 WIMP: 

WEMP 3 

DOOR SELAIN; 

ORK: 

‘ Oh I wouldn't advise it, Mrs. McGae. 

/ - 

§ . ‘ (21‘11)\ 

was sick some people took her some flowers and she threw 

them in thelr faces. 

Don't she like flowers? 

folks...and Merry Christmasf . 

APPLAUSE 

YCOMIN ! THRU THE RYE! ~- KINGS MEN 
A 

REVISION)  16-B 

Last time Sweetyface 

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

~ 



. =17= 

THIRD SPOT: ' 
OUND SAWING: 

ohhhhhh, trumpeter......etc etc etCyaa 

MOL: _ MCGEE HAVENT YOU GOT IHAT TREE FIXED YET? 

F]EB - - No, but 1% wont be long now, Molly. Anyway I hope not - 

: This saw is gettin! duller than a bus trip to Bloonmington. 

MOL: . Ts it stlll awfully hot in here, licGee? 

FIB: You're askin! the wrong man, Mrs, MoGee, I'd be hot right. 

now, if I ;\_av 

warm work., 

- MOL Well, I hate to keep th’at dining kroom window open, but the 

thermostat on the furnace simply wont work, Have you been 

monkeying with it, McGee? 

FIB: Who, me? ‘ 

MOL = _ Yes, yoxi‘. . 

FIB: . With the thermostat? ; 

MOL: - Yos. : : 

FIB: = Who should T of been monkeyin! with the hermostat? 

MOL: That's what I went to know. ‘ 

EIB: Heck, I don't know a.nyfihing abm.}lt‘ a thermostat, 

MOL: T know ‘that oo, BUT DID YOU MONKEY WITH IT? 

FIB: ‘ .s er-:. +eWhen? 

;MOL:f ANY TINE , 

FIB: | Wel-1-1-1......8AY, I Dip RINDA TINKER WITH IT LAST NIGHT, 

AT THAT . 

it, master m:md" 

o 
,gadgat, too. - 

up bto my. claviele in ilce cubes. This is 

ohhhhhhh....now 1t comes out, And Jjust what did you do to 

~ Well, I was walkin'! past it with a screw driver in my hanél, 

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

- first think I.knew 1 had 1t all apart. Wonderful 1ittle 

MOL: 

FIB: 

fVIOL . 

. FIB: 

MOL: ' It throws coffee across the room like a fire extinguisherl 

_a catcher's mitt! 

EIBs 

SOUND: 

e 
. . ,v - - 

McGEE, I DON'T KNOW WHAT I'M GOING TO DO WITH YOU. 

That's a coincidence, Molly. I don't know what I'm gonna 

do with this 11lttle dingus I took out of it, either. 

Coulan't find any way to get it back in. . 

WELL, WHY DiDN'T YOU TELL ME, SO I COng _CA»LL THE 

FURNACE MAN? ° 

I was gonna fix it myseli‘ when I got time. I'm pretty 

ingeniouz with mechanical stuff... you know that. . 

Oh sure. And what happened when you fixed my percolabor? 

What did? 

And that ELECTRIC TOASTERI I have to fix breskfast wearing' 

Oh well - no machine is perfect. As soon as I finish with 

this tree, I'll fix it. 

(SAWING) 3 

_ FIB: 

MOL: 

 FIB: 

. SoumD: 

Stop awhile and listen to my SEOry.... 

You go ahead....I'll go open the dining-room window agalin. 

(DOOR KNOCK....SAWING OUT) 

Aw fer the-- COME IN! 

(DOOR OPEN & CLOSE) 

 TEE: 

FIB: 

TEE: 

FIB: 

Hi, mister. 

Oh =~ hiyah, sis. 

‘Nhatcha doin'? Hmummm? Whatcha?® 

Sis, I am currently enghged in giving this deposed monarch 

" of the forest a cross-cut meSEage. 

Well, I....Hmmmm? 



| TEE: 
FIB: 

TEE 

FIB: 

TEE: 

FIB: 

| TEER 

FIB: 

TEE: 

I SAYS, I'M DOING A LITTLE WHITTLING ON THIS CHRISTMAS 

(2nd REVISION) 

TREE. Look....do ycu always drink your milk, like a good 

Brie - 

Sure L do T betcha. Why? 

Well you better, that's all. Take a look at this saw. 

: Only three years old and its teeth are all shot. &et 

that be a lesson to you. 

Okay, misten 

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

this job and get tne sawdust swept out. : 

Gee, 1t smells dandy in here. / 

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

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

great outdoors;... ‘ # . 

Gee, is 1t? Honest, mister? 

Sure 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,tI don't, I betcha. 

TEE: 

FIB: 

FIB: 

TEE: 

FIB: 

| TEE® 

 (2nd REVISION) 
| L : 

L 

I SAYS, I'M DOING A LITTLE WHITTLING oN THIS GHRISTMAS . 

TREE. Lock....do ycu always drink your milk, 1ike a good 

gifl? 

Sure I do, I betcha., Why? 

Well, you better, that's all. .Take a/léqk at this saw. 

Only three years old and 1its téeih are all shot. Lset 

that be a lesson io’you. 

Okay, mister. 

Now 1 wiah you wouldn't bother me anymore. I gotta finish 

this job and get the sawdust swept oub. 

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 1ures to get us out into the 

great outdoors. . -4 

Gee, 15 1t? Honest, hister° 

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? ' - 

Yeos, I.don't, I betcha. 



Why, natire gave us spinach so we ‘could have Popeyoe . 

: wonderful isn't he? 

_ . (REVISED) ~ =20- 

I guess I never thoug,ht of that, mister, Nature is 

FIB: SHE! 

_'TfiEQ ' Hmmm? 

i*"IB’: NATURE, SIS, IS ALWAYS REFERRED TQ AS SHE. 

e Why? » - 

FIVB' (70 HIMS } Oh, boy = here's my chance to make the 

. Roaders! DI ge;tl SIS NATURE IS CALLED SHE BECAUSE IT‘S SO 

IN’GONSISTENL UNSTABLE, UNPREDICTABLE, BEAUTIFUL, MIE.AN, o 

. GORGEOUS, APPEALING, NASTY AND i‘IOBODY YET HAS EVER < 

' UNDERSTOOD HER! : , ‘ 

TEE: Zou think the Raa_deré Digest wofild like that? 

'-FiB: Don't you? . - 

TEE: The name of the magazine, Mister,' isp’Digest - not heartburn. 

» G'bye nowl ' 

DOOR SLAM: . , \ 

EIB Why that 1ittle‘smai-ty pantsk! That's the last time I eover 

i try to explain something to HER....if T'M smart. 

. sounp: SAWING : CRACK OF WOOD ' 

FIB: Oh, OH! 

SAWING: 

FI'B: : AfiHHHHH...NO‘JV WE''RE GETTING- SOMEPLACE!L , ..Now td cut ter . 

_SHORT SAWING NOLSES... 
down on the sides. 

Now trim the ends a little...and then -- 

;_SLITHER AND THUD 

. OH HEAVENLY DAYS...THERE GOES THAT WINDOW AGAINI 

’Why, natwre gave us spinach 30 we coul& hnva Popeye' 

(Rgvzsm)).' . 

I guess I never thought of that, mister. Nature is 

wonderful 1sn“b he? 

SHE! 

Hymmmm? 

NATURE, SIS, IS ALWAYS REFERRED TO_AS SHE. 

SOUND$ 

Why? ; 

FIB: MMSEI-F) . Oh, bqy‘:- here's my chance to make the 

Readqgp{.fiigesttA SIS, NATURE. IS CALLED:§§§VBECAUSE‘IT'S S0 

INCONSISTENT, UNSTABLE, UNPREDICTABLE, BEAUTIFUL, MEAN, 

GORGEOUS, APPEALING, NASfi AND NOBODY ’YEE“ HAS EVER 

UNDERSTOOD HER! 

. -TEE: Tou think the Rcaders: Digest would like that? 

. PIB: Don't you? A ‘ ‘ 

TEE . The name of the magézine, J‘Jlister,' is Digest - not heartburn. 

Gtbye nowi ‘ - ' " ' 
: ~ 

DOOR_SLAM: : ' 

FIB: Why that 1itt;l.s'smarty pants! That's the last time I ever 

try to explain'éomething o HER. it DM smeri. 

SOiIND:. SAWING: CRACK OF WQOOD ‘ ‘ 

;F‘IB: Oh, OHI! 

SAWING : o : 

FIB: A;‘H—H{HHH.,.NOV\Y WE'RE GETTING SOMEPLACE!,..Now to cut tor 

' duwn on the sides.' 

SOUND: SHORT. SAWING NOISHES... 

FIB: Now trim the ends a l?%ttle...and thon -- 

SLITHER AND THUD 

MOL 2 OH HEAVENLY DAYS...THERE GCES THAT WINDOW MAG[}INI 



- 
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You don*t have to worry about it any more, Molly. Hers. 

: » Hero's a nlco stick I méde for you...to ;;rop it up with. 

OH FINE, MCGEE....JUST THE THINGI THAN: YOU. - 

Forget! it Nothin' to it. 

It was very thoughtful of Jou to...lcGec...WHAT BECAME OF 

THE CHRISTMAS TREE? 

That's it., Got her trimmed down a little too £ino. WELL, 

THAT!S THAT, I GUESS...NOW TO GO TO WORK ON THE THRERFOSTATA | 

OH NO, NB NOlll...MCGEE, COME BACK HERE! 

A"SING, WENT THE STRINGS OF MY HEART!. 

FIB: 

GLOSING AUNOUNCEMENT 
-1E(R¥VISED‘ . ";gvz“- , 

Ladies and -gentlémen‘l Day after day, night after night, : 

on this program and others, for this ;past ‘two weelks, you'fe 

noard urgent requests to buy DEFENSE BONDS AND DEFENSE 

STAMPS. TIT!S GETTING A LITTLE REPETITIOUS, ISN'T IT‘:’ ; 

WHELL IT1S GOING ’TO GET .I:@_Y_(:E_ REPETETIOUS, WE'!'BE GDIfiG 70 

LAY IT AGAIN, AND OFTEN, AND - LOUD. This is nob an 

invitation to a tea party or a bingoJ ‘game, This is WAR 

and wed vp' got o do éofiéthing ‘about it. It's going to cost 

a Lot of money to win it, - but IT‘WOUID COST A LOT MORE 

THAN MERE MONEY T0 LOSE IT. 
Don't wait for somebody fio—.coma to your door selling bonds 

Sn@ stamps. Geb down toc yowr bank or post officia and LAY 

IT ON THE LINE. This 1isn't the ’othex' fellow!s fight. 

Itts YOURS and MINE. SC...HERE IT IS AGAINI. . BUY Df?FEI‘fSE 0 

BONDS AND DEFENSE STAMPS. . 

Yes...and if you live in Canada, buy WAR SAVINGS v 

GERTIFICATES OR VICTORY BONDS. - 

Goodnight. 

Goodnight, alll 

CLOSING SIGNATURE 



(PND REVISION) . -~  =8% * 
"35;"0 . Johnson & Son, I’nc.‘_ 

Nriter: Don Quinn ; 

® WIL: This is Harlow Wilcox, speaking for the makers of JOHNSON'S. 

WAX FINISHES for HONE i'lnd INDUSTRY, and inviting you to be 

with us again next Tuesday night. Goodnight., 

- 

g 

FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY, 

e 

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


