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WILCOX:

(28D REVISION) ==
THE VICTORY PARADE PRESENTS...THE FIBBIR McGiEE AND MOLLY
SHOW...AND HOW, SPEAKING FOR THE UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT ,j‘

Well, my friends...today the Victory Parade travels to
Wistful Vista = a typical American community that!s mighty
familiar to everyone who listens taq the radio. And

Wistful Vista itself is a pretty accurate reflection‘ of

thousands of other cormunities in the United States, todays -

-For the people of Wistful Vista are vitally concerned with

winning the war - by gathering and conserving materials of
war - by purchasing just as many war bonds as t‘hey_ can -

by working hard and efficiently in the local factories - -
and by keeping uppermost in their minds - 24 hours a day =

the fact that we have a two-fisted job on our hands to put

The people of Wistful Vista mix thelr labor withrgood
American laughter...and that's another benefit of .
democracy - laughter, They don't laugh in Germany or
Italy or Japan., For only free men can 1‘augh and be happ¥.
So, let's settle back in our chairs now and listen to .
Fibber McGee and Molly and all their frionds...

Thank you, Mr, Barrymore. Ladles and Gentlemen -

Fibber MoGee and Molly...written by Don Quinn...with music

by the King's Men and Billy Mills! orchestra.

MR. LIOHEL BARRYMORE!
BARRYMORE®

down the anémies of our nation.
WILCOX:
ORCH: McGEE THEME,.....FADE FOR:

~
0
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 WILCOX: THEY TELL US THAT "VIRTUE IS ITS OWN REWARD" ...

‘ WHICH SEEMS A VERY LOW RATE OF PAY. BUT THE MASTER OF
79 VVISTTﬁL VISTA GOT HIMSELF A STREAK OF VIRTUE WHICH
REATLY PAID OFF. GOING THRU THE HOUSE, LOOKING FOR SCRAP

' NETAL AND RUBBER FOR THE GOVERNMENT, GUESS WHAT HE FOUND?
No, DON!T GUESS, JUST LISTEN TO =--
~= BFIBBER McGEE & MOLLY §
(APPLAUSE) . ‘
FIB: But Itm teliing you, Molly, it's a GENUINE FIVE-DOLLAR
’ GOLDPIECE] Listen! -
SOUND: (RING OF GOIN ON TABLE OR MARBLE)
FIBs _ Hear that?
- MOL: Hnramm & :

FIB: Whatts thé.matter...adon't-you WANT me to have a
£ive-dollar gold piece? ; &

MOLs T have no objections, deafie. But Uncle Sem doesn't 1like
to have people have gold money, ahd Alcétraz is full of
people. that Uncle Sam don't likes /

FIB: Well, T ain't gonna keep ite The bank'll gimme face value‘

~ for it, -

MOEs—— & doller seventy-mine?

EIBg ——— ~»~—~—WEADDYE~ MEAN, A-DOEEAR 797 ~IP'S WORTH-PIVE BUCKS :

~ MOL:z oh,- you,msan*thsy'll.give _you the fece-value OF THE COIN.
, Inoidentally,\ﬁhere did you stumble onto this nest egg?

EIB: T found it when I was up in the attic lookin! for scrap
rubber and olg metal to turn in to the governments

MOE: Dia you find any rubber?

PIB:

MOL &
FIB:
MOL ¢

o . FIB:
MOL:2

FIB:
MOL¢

‘ FIB:
~ MOL:

4?'» FIB:

MOL ¢

FIB:

* (LAUGHS)

(2ND REVISION) =3m

b

Sure I did, I got a mat off the old scales outa tha
bathroom, and some overshoes and that pair of rubber pants
I wore the time I btried to reduce...

oh, I remember that} I'll never fqrget hoWess

(HASTILY) Never mind that now. I was just gonna tell you..

(STILL LAUGHING) The morning you first put those rubber

pants on, you were =
Molly, PLEASE!!..my rubber pants ainlt the subjeet of
this discussioni »

(LAUGHING)

No, but I was just remembering how tight they
were and how you wiggled and =
MOLLY §

PLEASE! Somebody might be listening,

Oh, all right, You'd better give me that coln, though,
for safe keeping, ‘
No, I'1l keep it in my pocket.

MeGeel

Eh? = ;

What's that just under the edge of the davenport?
Under which edge of the dav...0H MY GOSHIll LOOK{t !
( FADE OFF AND ON) ANOTHER FIVE DOLLAR GOLD PIECEI!!

WHAT'S GOIN' ON AROUND HERE? I WONDER IF ==




MOLz

FIB:

MOL:
'FIB:
MOL:s
FIB:
vMOL:

DOOR CEIME:

FIB:

DOOR OPEN:

MOT.:
OLD M:

NOL:

OLD M:
. FiB:
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We had a new-garbage man this morning...F wonder if he could
" have been a fairy princess in disgulsee
Who ever saw a falry princess with a handlebar mstache?
HEY DO YOUVSﬁPPOSE SOME RICH FRIEND OF OURS HAS‘HID GOLD
PIECES ALL OVER THE HOUSE FOR US?

’an

One —- We have no rich friendse

_ What'!s the ofher two reasons? . . -
If we haven't got any rich friends the other two reasons

don't matter,.. I wonder 1fes: . - ; e

. Come in.

Hello; Mr. 0ld Timere : . & '
HETLO, THERE KIDS1l I VAS JUST ... what!s the matter,
daughter? -

We'lre a 1little excited, lMr. 01 Timere..somebody's been
scattering-five dollar gold pleces around this houses
Leave mekseebone of 'em Johnnye

* Here.

B

OLD M:

MOL:

OLD M:

EIB:

OLD M:

MOL ¢
OLD M3

FIB:

OLD M:

MOL ¢

o
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Hrmmmm . 5 dollar gold pilece all right. Not only real

but genuwinel! SIGHS) Minds me of the time when I was a

Broadway pléyboy, kids....scatterin' gold pieces»far 'n

_wideh 4 ;‘

Were you a rich man at one time, Mr. 01d Timer?
Papa was, daughter. He was such a big man, he hadda have
two seats on the stock exchange. I was just a spoiled kidﬂ..
winin' and dinin' all the big actresses....biggest ones I
could find, anyway, and-- ‘ -
They kinda liked their actresses big in them days didn't
they, 01d Timer.

And you know why, Johnny? We used to drink champaigne

outa actresses! slippers, then....and,the bigger the actress‘
the bigger the slipper, generally speakin!.

Then came the open-toed shoe and ruined ever&thing.

You ain't fakin' the bass on that, daughterl a5 mind‘one

time T was playint' poker with Rhinestono Jim Brady, and--

You mean DIAMOND Jim Brady.

It was Rhinestone Jim Brady, after he plajed poker with

ws, Tobnny. On T was quite m k1A, Out t111 olevemep 1o
every night....smokin' cigareet after cigareet. Then papa
lost all his money.

How%
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OLD M: Bad luck, Daughtere..made his fortune in sockets for buggy
whipsessethen he seen the horseless carriage comin! along,
so he Ifoun'ded the Intérnational Auto Crank Companye..then
come the self starter...so he put a2ll his money into makin!

. mantles for gas lights, then come the electric light...so
papa got out and put his money into a big but tonhook
factorysa.s.

FIB: Then came th oelaces

_OLD M: Yeps That ruined papae BUT,..he didn't careseshe just

‘ laughed and says "WELLe oo I STARTED ON A SHOE STRING AND I
ENDED ON ONE." HE SAYS...heh heh hehl...You'd of loved
papal Wiy

MOLs “‘I"ll" bet we woukq

OILD M: __Well, see.you later kid\sh‘.be sure and -

qm.;._._——mn.—mf.GM”US“B’E&(“EKT“G&E}TPIECE i Lk

- OLD M:. : Eh? oh...hehwhehd&ehn ~scu”s'e”'me. So long kidsl >

DOOR SLAM: -

‘ORCH 3 SEIECTION:

APPLAUSE:

¢

g

e G

_ SECOND SPOT: &
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FIB: ~ Hoy, Mqlly...MOLLY.....LOOKH : ;
MOL: ' calm yoursslf, McGeee. calm yourself...what's the matter?
FIB: LOOK. . .ANOTHER GOLD PIECE} !
MOL: WHAT?
PIB: Yes sir...THAT MAKES FOUR OF 'EM I'VE FOUND...TWENTY BUCKS

IN GOLD! If this keeps up, we're gonna be rich before night

MOL: . I can't understand it. I'm a pretty good housekeeper and - -

I dortt—think-Ftd-have overtooked a lot- of five dollar gold

pieces all these years.
FI»BA.———————Iadxmno,wbut—-I~a~inl~t~one—~ter~gbve-'foet*bhe»ho‘b-fate'a".‘».——;vEN
mean Fate-the hotfoots If somebody's ‘gorma- shower- me with

-mezumeT Vil

_ DOGR._CHIME:

FIB: . Who'!s that?
MOL: Let me peek...Oh, Mrs. Uppington. e
FIB: Well, don't tell her about me finding all these gold pieces.

I'm gonna keep this thing gquiet t111 I see if we'ré really

living in a 7-room goldmine.

MOL: A1l right but -

CHIME: |

MOL 2 Oh dear....COME INI

DOOR OPER: |

MOL: Hello, Abigail.

UPE: How do you do, Mrs. McGee... AND Mr. McGee .

FIB: Hiyah, Uppy. Sit down and give your Nylomns a new wrinkle.
7UPP:‘_ ' T}mnk you..., I will for just a few .moments...HEAVENS, ...‘

HOT, ISN'T IT?
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MOL: It really is, Abigail. Tt's been so hot that... er.. McGee, . , .
. / ‘ ‘ MOL: Was that your idea, Abigail? i
have we got any Jokes about "It was so hot that?! . 4 .
, ! UPP : Why..why yes...how did you know?
 FIB: Well.. lemme think. Oh yes. IT GOT SO HOT THIS “‘IORNING_.
: MOL: oh I just guessed. l‘lhen I saw that big pile of scrap r'ubber

UPPY, THAT WHEN I WENT OUT IN BACK TO SEE WHAT THE

, lying in the lobby there I said to myself I'LL BET THAT'S
TEMPERATURE WAS, THE THERMOMETER HAD LIFTED THE BACK PORCH

ABIGATL UPPINGTON!

A FOOT OFF THE GROUND. How's that, Molly?

UPP: (LAUGHS) Really, my deah? .o wE-thought it qualt-e heppy-
MOL:: . Not so hot, dearie. Did you have a good ti.ms at the Country { i T o . i
. . < “inspivatione——We  cotlocted 766-pounds,
Club dance f other night, Abigail? s X
: ' PIBs————=Yoah-but" 1;1:"‘'s"(;s::"c,‘e"d"‘a'»Zh:rt»t:aw4arr'gmrxe‘m7s-.-~~'.'~.14.’mk»!-Depo;mh.sw
UPP: Indeed it did, Mrs., McGea...Simply delightful.( of course, ; - '
' R - , tried to geb*his seven kids in on-a-thirty foot-hunk ofs
I have ALWAYS loved dawncing. Sometimes I wish I had taken r i : o =
h ~ganden~oss
£ up the ballet. ‘ e : :
: . MO Yes--and..the Toopsw'aw:’ms“got.finwonﬂa’-»pairrofmam}bber*glcvé“s.
FIB: People are always telling me I oughtta have mine taken up & sy , :
TPP: ‘porsonally I turned in an old girdle and an old tire off

1ittle too, Uppy. But when you get to my age, (and you
e S : my station wagon.
must of, _ssveral years ago,) you get so you don't -=--

FIB: Too far gone to re-tread. Uppy?
MOL: MCGEE! : % ' -
4 TUPP: * Yes and the zipper was almost completely... OH YOU MEAN
EIR: - Eh? Oh. :
THE TIRE...Y6SeeeI.es0T¢s,WELL, I must be gettifig along.

MOL: I like to dance too, Abigail... Though McGee doesn't care

FIB: HEY -~ WAIT A MINUTE UPPY...When we were talkin! about the
much for it. :

- , ! country club you asked me if I was & Portland boy. Why‘dja
UPP: I could tell that...the moment he danced with mee. Tell ms, . . - ,

ask?
= Mr. McGoe...are you a Portland boy? L
: UPP: - Oh..oh yes, that. I ‘thought perhaps you were from Portland

FIB: Nope. Itm a Peoria product, Uppy. A4nd if you ever go to
: ‘ Mr. McGee...because you dawnce like a sack of cement.‘ Good
Pooria, go down to the corner of Malp and Adams and you'!ll : . :

P ! day, Mrs. McGee.
. see a bronze plate on the corner of & building there.
‘ . . DOOR SLAM:
UPP: Your birthplace? :

. , > FIB: OH SO T DAWNCE LIKE A SACK OF CEMENT, DO Il
- FIB: No...1t says "THIS HYDRANT FOR FIRE ONLY." I was born in = ( ) ‘ . ;
. PAUSE

the house right across the streete Say, that was a cube

. - | FIB: Do I?

idea for the country club dance the other night. Makin! ;
‘ {PAUSE) .
° everybody turn in a piece of scrap rubber before he could

get in.

e




FIB:
- MoL:

FIB:

MOL:
. DOOR OPEN

WIL:
FIB:
MOL:
WIL:

MOL:
FIB:
SOUND:

(2nd REVISION)
WELL, I BETTER BE GETTIN' BUSY AGAIN, I GUESS....
You get the key to the store-room, Moily?_ i
Tt isn't locked, dearie. And I think there's an old

vacuum c¢leaner in there you can give the government.

You betcha. That vacuum cleaner will be é. great

contribution. YOU KNOW THERE'S ENOUGH COPPER AND

BRASS IN ONE VACUUM CLEANER FOR 110 rifles or 31,000

6artridges?

No, I aldn't. But I know there's enough---

Hello, folks.
Hiyéh, Harlow.

Yes, I've been spending a lot of time in my Victory
Garden. Here....I brought you a bunch of radishes.
HEAVENLY DAYS....what WONDERFUL looking radishes.
Lémme try one of them..‘..

(CRUNCH CRUNCH CRUNCH) -

MOL: -

WIL:

They sound delicious!
What's the verdict, Fibber?
%

~10-

 Hello, Mr. Wilcox. My, you're looking tanned amd healthy.

FIBs

MOL
WIL:

FIB:
WIiLs

MOL 2
WIL:

FIB:

MOL:

WILs

(REVISED) ~1l=

Theylre terrific, Harlow, I could ecat the whole bunch

myselfs .

You do and youlll hear from me. ‘ .

If ho does, he'll hear from himself, But look, .‘bhét isn't
what I came over here for today. ;

NOesoo? Whadya want, Junior? -

It's about buying United Statas War bonds. Are 'you using
ten percent of Your income for Bonds?

No, Mre. Wilcox, but wew- . .
Well, you shouldl EVERYONE SHOULD. Ten percent of your
income is little enough when you sonsidor that it\’s not only
NOT a sacrifice,.e.but a genuine saving, ‘
Yeah, but look, Harlow. We can!t ~=

DON!T GIVE ME THAT UWE CAN'T" BUSINESS, FIBBER. AND DON'T
MAKE ME REVISE MY ESTIMATE OF YOU,MEITHER. I HAPPEN TO

KNOW THAT YOU!RE A GOOD ﬁMERIGAN...TmN"‘YOU BELIEVE HEART

AND SOUL IN WHAT WE'RE FIGHTING FOR, AND THAT YOU DESPISE

THE THINGS WE'RE FIGHTING AGAINST, AND I KNOW THAT IF YOU!VE
GOT A BUCK TO LEND UNCLE SAM YOQU!'RE ‘NOT GOING TO PASS THE
BUCK TO SOMEBODY ELSE. -

But Mr, Wilcox.s.eMcGee and T thinl: that 10 porcent -~
MOLLY .« - .LOOK }o 0 ¢ /ALL OVER THIS COUNTRY PEOPLE ARE JOINING
THE TEN PERCENT CLUB...THEY'RE HAVING TEN PERCENT TAKEN ouT
OF THEIR PAY ENVELOPES...OUT OF THEIR SALARY CHEGKS. DEDUCTED
FOR WAR BONDS...AND OTHERS ARE VOLUNTARILY LAYING ASIDE TEN \
PERCENT, WE!VE GOT BOYS IN ICELAND.,.AND EGYPT, IN ENGLAND
IN ASIA,.ALL OVER THE WORLD, WHO HAVE LAID ASIDE THEIR JOBS,
THEIR AMBITIONS AND THEIR PRIVATE INTERESTS JUST TO GET A

_ SMACK AT UNCLE SAM!'S ENEMIES., SO DON'T TELL ME YOU CAN'T :




: ‘F];B:'
MOL:
FIB:
WIL:

MO

DOOR SLAM:
FIB:

e

yOL:

. FIB:
MOTs:
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DOGGONE IT, WILCCX WE AREN'T TELLING YOU WE CAN'T DO

ANYTHING.
No, we'!'ve been trying to tell you that we don!t think ten

perf:ént is enoﬁgh. We've been laying aside twenty perocen‘:

* _AND IF YOU THINK WE'RE COMIN! DOWN AGAIN Td TEN PERCENT

JUST BECAUSE YOU CAN HOLLER TLOUDER!N WE CAN, YOU CAN JUST =~

No no noll....I'M sorrylies..I'M sorry all to pleces. 20

percent eh? Good for you. Have another radish.

No thank you, Mr. Wilcox...k.we'll have them for dinner. And

" thanks for bringing them over.
18 :

Forget it. And remind me to bring you some of mine, when
they come upe.

WHAT. YOU MEAN THESE AIN'T YOURS?

No T got these at the grocerye T wanted to see whata radish

_ looked like before some chef started cu'tting'z‘faney' designs

into lem. Look...they got leaves on tem! Cute, eh% Well,

I'11l see you later.

Just a city boyl Never-saw—a-radtsh-exveptin-a-dish with—
some—eelery-and-.clives. 1!11 bet he thinks anchovies spend
‘their lives lookin! for little pieces of toast to 1ie down
onto, Whmy-that-bigee ey WHAT-+S~FHE-MATTERY

MoGae...i didn't ?\anu to 'sé.j arything in front of Mr.:
Wilcox...but whatts that ﬁd.own there by the leg of the

bsokcase?

T don't see anythe....0H MY GOSHIll.... .ANOTHER GOLDPIECE]!!:

Now I'M getting excitedl What-on.oarth do._you POVE e~ ——==

|
|
’!
il
|
|

PIB:

DOOR CHIME:

- FIB:

DOOR CPEN:
TEE:
FIB:!

TEE:
FIB:

- TEE:

PIB:
(_I_’_ILSE)
TEE:
FIB: |
TEE:
FIB:
TEE *
FIB:
TEE:

~ door to keep you out? CAN'T YOU TAKE A HINT?

(2nd REVISION) =13=
Oh boy oh boy oh boyle. GOLD ALL OVER THE HOUSEl....IF I'M
DREAMING THIS, LEMME GET IT IN THE BANK BEFORE I WAKE UP1itl

DON!T COME IN...THERE!S NOBODY ﬁOM!

I betcha thereis, I betcha.

Sis, what have I gobt to do = post a smallpox sign on the

Hmmm?
T SAYS CAN'T YOU TAKE A HINT? ‘ >
I dunno, mister. Gimme one and lesses.

GO WAN HOME!

’Nope.‘ I guess I can't.

1,00k, ..have you heard of anybody in the neighborhood who =
No, I haven't.

You haven't what?

I haven't heard of anybody in the neighborhood.

YOU DON'!'T EVEN KNOW WHAT I WAS GONNA SAY.

T lknow it. But I never repeat gossip, mister.




FIB:
. TEE:

FIB:

TEE:

. DOOR SLAM:
FIB:

: Oh you don't.

heard anything about somebody who ~

(REVISED) ~14= . .

Hmmm? | ® :
T SAYS OH,..YOU DON!T{ THIRD SPOT
DON!T WHAT? . FIB:
DON!T REPEAT GOSSIP. .
Well gee, you're a fine one to tell me that, I betcha. You .

‘ ﬁere gonna ask me something about somebody in the “4 : MOL
neighborhood and that!s gossip, I betcha. . : W
Yos but nothin! serious. I was just gonna ask you if you'd / MOL:
heard - i 0 o k .

. If I-heard that Margi’s"‘bé’ifo{‘:oii‘s was kissing a soldier in : il .
her porch swing_‘bha other night and he gave her a button off * ‘
his uniform and she dropped it and it rolled under the porch |
and hit me and Willie Toops on the head, what about it, '
nister? ' ] MOL:

. I thought you didn‘t repeat gossip. . : , FIB:
That wasni-l-% gossip. Thatta a faot. Willie and me saw it :
with our own eyes. Gee, was that ever a good~looking
soldier, thoughi

. Never mind that. What I wanted to ask you was if you'd ‘MOL

Who went swinming in the lake without any bathing suit the
other night and somebody stole all his clothes and the

policemen had to bring him homec in a blanket? I can't talk
about that Mister, because Mr. Mills gave me fifty cents to
forget the whole ’ching, and if you think I'M going to stand

e ™

eyl
here mister and listen to all this gossip you're just a big & MOL:.
T N
snoop that'!s what you arel - FIB:
. . i
Hmmmm. Six years old and already she's learned how to put . _‘g'
a guy in wrong and make him apologise for itl Heaven help — "g e
the Senior Class of 19591 ! 3 '
. B .
SELECTION: KING'S MEN. APPLAUSE: a i
- e e 7 . §E -
i . ;:

DOOR CHIME:
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Hey, Molly - I've found three more gold piecesl One in the
hall closet, one on the cellar stairs and one behind the '
garage. ) :

HEAVENLY DAYS...THAT MAKES FORTY DOLLARS!

. YEAH « AND LOOK WHAT ELSE I FOUND BEHIND THE GARAGE]

What on earth is that dirty old thing?
Tt!s an old auto batteryl AND THERE!S ENOUGH LEAD IN THIS

D0 SUPPLY THREE, 3-INCH ANTI-ATRCRAFT GUNS, YOU REALIZE

THAT? I was happier to find this than I was aqoﬁher'gold
plece. ' ’ ‘
It111l probably be more useful, at that.
Sure it ‘will...yolu know whaﬁ I always say:
WTHE MORE WE CAN PILE IT UP OVER HERE
THE MORE PILOTS CAN GO UP OVER THERE."
I sent that slogan to Washington. '

. And what did Washington say?

They sent me & form letter that says "WE HAVE NO PAMPHLETS
AT PRESENT WHICH DEAL WITH THE ELIMINATION OF POTATO BUGS
IN YOUR MINT BED, BUT ARE SENDING UNDER SEPARATE COVER OUR
BOOKLET 984=B DEALING WITH PREVENTION OF DRY ROT IN “YOUR
VIRGINIA CREEPER." ‘

I couldn't -of thought of a better answer ‘myself,

Well, it made me madx T inever wore a Virginia Creeper in

my life!

;i '
COME IN1




[DOOR_OPEN:

. FIB:
GALZ:

. MOL:

GALE:

MOL:

» GALE
FIB:
GALE

MOL:
FIB:

GALE:

MOL:

GALE:

 Oh Hiyeh, La Trivia,.
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Hello, McGee...and how do you do, Mrs. McGee,

Just fine, Mr, Mayor. Wonit you have a chair and a cold

_ glass of something cold?

No thank you, Mrs. McGee, I just dropped in to return this

book I borre 5 YEAMILIAR QUOTATIONS," by John Bartlett.

"J.‘he.nk you very much, .

Well, that isn't ours Mr. Mayor. - You mist have borroved
it from someone else.

But I'm sure I...OH OF COURSE I DID, HOW STUPID OF_Ml".l it
BB.LONGS TO MR, WILCOX, Sorry to have disturbed you.

e it's a good book, La Trivia, I might read it myself.
Whatls 1t about? -

Surely you ars familiar with Bartlett's Quotations'

WHY OF COURSE,...YOU'VE HEARD OF QUOTELETT!'S BARTATIONS.
OH SURE SURE SURE{...THAT'S THE ONE WHERE THE FELLOW WANTS
TO0 MARRY THE GIRL AND HEH FATHER DON!T THINK HE...Oh

sure...I enjoyed it a lot, Hear they're gonna make a

¢ movie out of it,

Really? I think parts of it have already been usede.
You know, - I've always piotured Ronald Colman as the
hero, Mr, Mayor...don't you think he'd be wonderful?

Welml=l.,el.,.0r.0s

FIB:

GALE:

FIB:

MOL:

GALE ¢

FIB:

GALE:

DOOR SLAM::

FIB:

MOL:

) ; (2ND REVIS%ON) ~17=
Yiis AND IRENE DUNNE AS THE GAL.
Pardon me, I don't beliseve either of you are referring
to this book, This is merely a compendium of familiar
quoﬁations. .
IT SURE IS! A COMPENDIUM IF I EVER READ ONE! Think

of Colmen as John Bartlett, eatin! a Bartlett peer and

_giyin! Irene them old familiar quotations, like "I LOVL

YOU, BABY“...and all stuff 1ike that there,

Well, thank you anyway, My, Mayor. Sorry if yo‘u went

out of your way with the book,

Not at all, Mrs., McGee...not at all, It'!'s been worth

it; anyway because you have given me a new insight into
the bvok. Every time I glonce thru it’, I shall be

thinking of Ronald Colmen and Irene -Dunne,

Well - to really get something out of a book, Lalrivia...
you gotta kick it around with some real book—iovers. : '
Let!s get together some night for a real liﬂtererary"e‘verii_ng..
what say“f ’7
OH SPLENDID..SPLENDID}! LET!S MAKE IT TOMORROW NIGHT..
I'LL BRING’MY NEV COPY OF THE SUBURBAN DIBEGTORY.

GOOD DAY, ‘

,Suburban directory..s‘uburban directéry..wixo wrote ythat.? :
NiiV.:R MIND WHO WROTE IT, MCGEE, . .TAKE THIS OLD BATTERY AND
THI OTHER SCRAP OVER TO THE JUNK YARD... It 1sn't winning

any wars here,
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BB Aw I ain't through lookin! around yet, Molly. I'll bet

there's still a flock of gold pieces around here I ain't
found yet. And besides - ‘

DOOR CHIME: ;

. MOL: . Oh dear...COME INI
' DOOR OPEN:
MOL: - : MR. WIMPLE!
WIMP: Hello, Mrs. cGo6...Hello, Mr. McGee.cs . ‘
FIB: HIYAH, WIMIﬂ OLD MAN! What you so happy about?
WIMP: Oh do I look happy, Mr. McG>ee§? T shouldn't, because

somethinmg terrible happened to Sweetyface last night...

(LAUGHS)
MOL: Just try and control your grief over it, Mr, Wimple...
WIMP: ' (LAiIGHING) A1l rightVeoo
FIB: What happened to your ever-lovin! help-mutt..of ..

helpmeet, Wimp?
WIMP: It was a hold ‘up, Mr. McGee...Late last night Sweetyface
was coming past ‘some bushes in a dark part of our street

and some ruffian hit her on the head with a piece of lead

i pipe. (LAUGHS) Oh it was terrible...reallyd
MOL s A piece of lead pipei Did they catch the man, Mr., Wimple?
WIME: Oh no...he got clean away, Mrs, McGee...and took the lead

pipe with nim,..it was eight inches long and weighed at least

seven pounds. seees Sweetyface was out for almost an hour...
FIB: I pity the guy if Sweebyface ever catches him.A
WIMP: . Oh I do, too. She'll pfobably give him a rabblt punch.
‘ A rabbit punch? What's that?
Oh she ofténv tries it on me. A rabbit pﬁnch is where she

picks me up by both ears, and slaps me till my nose: twitches.
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Yosheeesand you can't eat anything but lettuc%a for three .
dayse
Thetts it. Well, T Just st:opped in to tell you about
Sweetyface and ask & favor of you.
HEY; WATIT A MINUTE...I JUST THOUGHT OF SOMETHING.
What? o -
If Sweetyface was unconsciouses show did m know she gob
hit with a piece of lead pips, eight inches long, weighing
(LAUGHS) Oh she dldn'tes.but I lmow ite That!s the favor
'I was going to 88Kessdo you mind if T leave it‘he;‘e for a
few days?
QLANK OF TLEAD PIPE ON FLOOR

WIMP &
DOOR SLAM:
MOL:

FIB:

MOLy:

MOL:
FIB:

DOOR BURSTS OPEN:

Thank you SO michess Z00dbye NOWs

-
Well cen you imagine that?
HEY I GOTTA GET BUSY, MOLLY.. .THERE MAY BE A THOUSAND BUCKS
IN F‘IVE DOLLAR GOLD PIECES AROUND HERE I HAVEN!T FOUND YET.
Well, 1513 certainly odd that T haven't found any. Itve

looked in just as many places as -=

BILLY MII:IS Hey Moms. «HEY SKIMP

Hoovenly daySeeelrs Millsl ‘
What you so excited about, Billy? Crows been into your

garden, eatin! your downbeats?

/’\
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No..but lookee .remember the other day, Skimp, when we were
up 1n your attic, looking at those old phonograph records?
Ye_ahf what about it%?
Well, T lost my lucky pleces.a five~dollar gold plecee
Must of lost it in the attics

Your erssslucky plece eh? Hmmmne

Yeah...f ve dollar gold piece. Had it for fifteen yearse.

‘Had my pirthdate on ite - 1916s

YOUR BIRTHDATE....19161 YOU MEAN YOU!RE ONLY 26 years old?
Why - I'm just a kid, Mom...look...yhaven't even got all my

hair yetbs

‘NOW WATT A MI’\IU‘I’E, MILLS...YOU SAY YOU LOST A FIVE DOLLAR

GOLD PIECE A‘\TD THAT ~=

'HEY...W'IAT'S THAT ON THE BLOOR ”HERE?...TILAT'S ITI THAT!S

MY LUCKY PIECEl...

Baby am I glad to get this back againi -

WATIT A MINUTEl...WAIT A MINUTE {...DID YQU JUST LOSE ONE;,
BILLY?

: Su:oe. s WY ?

Took, MR. MILIS. .. MCGEE HAS BEEN FINDING GOLD PIECES ATL
OVER THE HOUSE. SHOW HIM MCGEE{

Yeshaesestherets something i‘unny sbout this because...
(BAUSE) s s« oo be0BUSO w00 0o

MCGEE...MAT'S THE MATTER? SHOW MR. MILLS ALL THE OTIHER
FIVE DOLLAR GOLD PIECES. '

\
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MOL:
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MOL

ORK:

T.eesdI cantt.
Why not?
Ain't got 1t.
Why not?

Hole in my pocket. Musta been finding the same goldpiece

all dayl

Oh deare...

Ny gl

SEEEGT’IO’N’: “FADE FOR. . (’\‘{;\ e ' /\,/ ,g.{\ Ao X ! ‘\(; .
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' "BABRYMORE: A few words now to every man with a wife, who is listeniné.
: Brother ... what's she worth, anyway? Ever try to figure
her out on a dollar and cents basis? TLot's see, NOW .ss

two laundries done per week, Dishes, three times a day.

Moals ... three times most days ... sometimes two on those
_ pare occasions when you ask her out to dinner, Mending

. the kid's clothes ... practically all the time., Cleaning

> ’ enever it needs it. Darning socks ... going
shopping ose keeping your clo}:hes in order, Say, brother,
what's sh.aAworth? ;

You can't think of her in terms of dollaré and cents,

can you? Well, listen ...

YOICE: A Polish carpember in Warsaw felt just that way about his

wife. #

SECOND

VOICE: A Ghinese farmar outside of Hong Kong felt that way about

his,

VOICE: A Morwegian £4sherman never figured .out his on a dollar

- and cents basis, either.

BARRYMORE: What happened to their wives? You know, if you read your

newspapers.

WOMAN t S

VOICE: Harry, come¢ to dinner! It's getting coldl

el g ey

r‘-*\

¢

BARRYMORE:

VOICE:

BARRYMORE :

(REVISED) =25
s .
(TURNING OFF) Just a minute, he's listening. (ON FULL )
Brother, let!s make sure ... let!'s you and T and all of us

fmake sure ...thatnothing like that ever happens to us.

We've got to kmock out the Axis. We'd like to do it with

our own fists ... our own guns, We can't do that ... on
account of her and the kids. But there's other work for
us to do ... Other work that Uncle Sam ws.‘nté us to keep on.

doing,

So let's help knock out the Axis with that work., Let's i
take & dime out of each dollar we earn while wor‘k‘lng ese anNC |
buy War Bonds and Stamps. Let's turn thosg dimes into.

bullets ...' those dollars into Americals tough new btanks anc

planes, Let's be able to say to ourselves:

A1l my toil and sweat is helping to lick the Axis,.

There'!s satisfaction in that, brother. ‘SO +se 80 %O ﬁourf
'em'ployer and tell him you want to give a dime'out'; of every
dollar for War Bonds and Stamps. Eversr pafyda}y, he will set ‘
agide ten percent of what you earn., Then, each time Ay ad(vis‘

n

up to $18,75, he!ll give you a bond.

Your goverrment will use that moﬁéy"bo smash the Axis. .
Every dollaz; is a nail in Hitler)"s coffin ... OVOry Bonda‘f
bomb to blow the Jap off fhis ea:rth. And your moﬁe’y is an
inve‘s’stmeht‘ against that time when peace returns, and fhe _
dollars and cents you've pﬁt into War Bonds are yoﬁrs to

‘ -
spend on the girl you couldn't value in dollars and cents.,

(APFLAUSE)
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Todies and Gentlemen - this was the sixth pro’gr‘amlin *this

aummer series of star performances in the Victory Paradeee

a serieg of your favorite NBC shows, presented in

oooperation.with }jour governmente They are brought to you

of vital ggvernment messages =

to entertain - to inform you

and to provide another radio rallying point in our war

againgt the Axise This evening, ‘the United States
stars, writer, dirvector and

vaernment wishes 1;!0 thank the

feoatured players end singers who contributed to this

programe. All have volunteered their talents without

remmeration in thié series of programs for Unity and for

Victorye

Next S{mday, the Viectory Parade swings across the

continent to New York to bring you that absorbing,
Wi, District Attorneys" so

thrilling drematic show,

be sure to be listening in again next week af thls same

times

This is , speaking from Hollywoods

This is the National Broadeasting Companye

it
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