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The Johnson Wax Programi %[Lif ,?ffif 

NBG - RED 63307400 

THEME: FADE FOR: 

The makers of Johnsonts Wak and Johnsonts Self~Polishing 

Glocoat present Fibber MoGee & Molly, written by Don 

Quinn, with music by tho King's len and Billy Mills! 

Orchestra, The show opens with WTheret!s a Great Day 

ComingJManana“. 

WDHERE!S A GREAT DAY COMING MANANA!M FADE FOR: 



ANNOUNCER ¢ 

ORCHESTRA? 

~ 

.vDi& you ever take & look ayt pé}ticles of ciirt and duéf' ‘ 

(REVISED) 

OPENING COMMERCIAL 
e e — £ L 

under a magnifying glass? They look just like sharp, 

ragged rocksl No wondsr dirt wesTs things out. When 

stone and st 

. or painted surfaces to stand up without protection. i But 

dirt doasn't need to wear out those surfaces. They can 

easlly be protected with an application of JOHNSON'S WAX . 

The tofigh coat of waex acts as & shield -- guards the 

: surfacés of floors, furniture and Wood-work against wear, 

And whan tha wax is worn off, you can easily renew that 

& 

protection with another coat of wax. Johnson's Wax will 

help you prolong the 1life of rxxany things in your home 

which you cannot replace in wartime. 

(SWELL MUSIC TO FINISH) (APPLAUSE) 

| wear away, you can't expect wood surfaces 

o WIL: 

WIL: 

: » LADIES AN‘.D GENTLEMEN, WE GIVE YO"J FJBBER MGG]%E & MGLLY 

- APPIAUSE : . : 

LA TRIVIA, 1s SIT‘I‘ING IN A DUGK-EBLIND AT THE EDG-JJ} QOF MUD 

SOUND3 - 

BUT FIRST WE GIVE YOU FIBEER, WHO, WITH HIS HONOR MAYOR 

LAKE . 'BHEY ARE LOADED DOWN WITH LUNCH BASI@TS, SHOIGE'N 

SHELLS, AND BLANKEIS, AND THE BOTTOM OF THE BOAT Is 

COMPLETELY COVERED WITH NO DUGKS WHATSOEVER. : 

WIND AND WATER LAPPING- o .SMALL SOUND OF MOVENENT: 

~ FIB: 

GALES 

. : F‘IB : 

FIB: 

GAIE: 

GAIEs 

: here this morning. "I'M too cold. 

M 

- Now qui'c cra‘ubj.nl La Trivia. You'll get some duoks. . - 

People go huntin' with me never fail. AND WHY? Because I'm 

a ns.tural ‘hunter....gotta mstinct for stalkin® game. Now 

a hunter has gotte learn two things, First.....the hab;"“' 

of the 5ame he'!s huntin'!, and seeond, - sileneel Silenoe ‘ 

is pretty important La Trivia. A bu.nter thet can'!t keep h!.e 

. mouth shut i1s liable to seare s.ll the gam.a away, ye aee? 

on ’che other hend, & fella that keeps gebbi.n' all the time 

nasn't got the -~ : ; ' 

FOR GOODNESS SAKES, WILL YOU KEEP QUIET, MGGEE? 

SHmIHHHt Not 80 loud, La Trivia.....that's exaotly wtiat I, 

was talk:ln' about. You're tooygab’by. 

I'M too gabby! I haven!t said three words since we got ! 

IiM eold £00, th ts why I talk, Figure while my taath 

are cbatterj.nl I wmight as well make tem usefuls . Now beforo 

I started as & expert hunter = 

MGGEE....LOOK...VEAT'S THAT® 

Wheraf 



b 

. FLYING THIS WAY({} OVER TO THE RIGHT! IN A ®V* FORMATIONS 

"_ghgj;la & bunch of army plenes. Put dovm your gun and wave 
T tied 8 rope on. the handle so it wouldn't fau ove 

' to fom Ta ?rivia......thosa are our boys} ~ FiB: - OH HEBE H‘ERE‘S THE ROPE.... 

. SOUNDs. GLATTER. . .SMALL CONFUSION. o 

PIB: ‘ HEY THIS AIN’T A THERMOS JUG...THIS IS AN ANGBOR‘ 

EI!A BOYSHi....HAPPY LANDINHS...“ YIPEEEEE...H 

,-somm OF FLUTIERING AND FAINT QUACKING: FADE OUT3 (BBUzE} . - o 

e GALE: _And what, may‘I ask, did you throw over for am anchor? 

Army planes! 10k, quack, quack! Who was the one in front 
FIB: ° Well, 839: Whiz: how did I know what - HEY, . HAND ME MY ‘ 

wi‘bh the yellolwd-b:lll? Jinmie Doolittle? 
SHOTGUN{% QUICK.. HERE COMES THREE OF 'EM HIGHT OVER OUR 

Well, doggons it, they LOOKED 11k an‘lw'plwes. Frieks have 
HEADS111.Y0U TAKE THE ONE: ON THE RIGHT !!.I'LL TAKE TBE OTHER 

' to no right to fly in a “V" formation while there's m war . RO LH 

on. It's too confusing . . GALE : MGGEE..DON‘T SHOOT.....STOP IT,..PUT YOUR GUN DOWN..:. 

. . oy : 5 y 

oh don't be so silly, MoGee. . ,Duck‘s, have nalwa;yd flown in & EQTNGE : AIRPLAmS FADE IN AND OUT FAST. 

'V formation. : - GALE: ~ NCGee, I'm going home. - ‘ 

E‘IBS 'mn? (LAUGHS) Duoks don"b even know h.ow to Bpell victory. BIBY ' AW Now LA. TRIVIA...BE A SPORTSMAN! WE!'LL GET SOME’DU@KS? 

< Don!t gimma that, Le Tr!.via I k.now oy dueks I wes a GALE: No. I don‘t want to stay out here with a duck-hunter who 

; » s cons 

professional duck ot oroe ; e fires at airplanes and. thz*ows kisses to mallards. Who 

-hn-:l * 

GATE: You don't say. What v you before that? 
throws the coffee overboard and offers me a cold anchor to 

. A ptreet singer, With a mandolin. Used to make &s mach a8 - o, Wio eh“f'ers away like & magpie When""meK’ MCGEE“ 

- 
v - 

s busks ! st o = Siday woraing i "I'LL L YOU ‘ HERE THEY COME.....MY FIP . SHOT!,.KEEP YOUR HEAD DOW}f.E‘ . 

IN THE GARDEN WHERE THE PRATIES‘ aoE : » FIB: OH BOY!l THERE'S A MILLION OF 'EM!{!! o 

SOUND: .+ PAUSE.. . 

I can understend why you took up. duck hunting. 
UN SHOTGUN, . .REPEAT, . .PAUSE, .REFEAT 

. tm mwf 
ORK3 BRIDGES Y'HOME SWEET HOME?" /“‘\/ 

_ MOL: (ON TELEPHONE) YES....YES I!M SO GLAD YOU GALLED, MRS» 

It must have been ea.s:t.nt- ta pot duoks, than vice versa. 
! TOOPS..AND TLL SEE THAT YOU GET A COUPLE OF DUGKS AS 00 

Well, T disn't = 
: - AS o ' RE WO OF 

ME THE THERMOS JUG, I wanb aor;xe.,hob uoft?e‘ea- 
= = el Sz HORE TR = 

; , _ouasmvas _AND I'VE PROMISED ONE TO BILLY NI 

> ; MR wncox...,ms. .ma DON'T MENTION IT, s-aoma 

macmvm QLICK: 



oL 

DOORBELL: 

MGL s 

DOOR OPEN S 

OLD M: 

MOL: 

OLD M3 

MOL: ! 

OLD M: 

M_OL H 

‘good man with a gun? ’ 

oh McGee's & wonderi‘ul shot, Mr Qld Timer, 

(fiEVISED) == 

‘Now let's sse...I'd better write ‘that down,,..Two ducks %o 

Mrs. Toops, two to Mr, Wilcox...ane to Mr, Mills and two for, 

ourselves, 

rest of them, If we = 

‘COME INY 

Hello, there daughter. Jherets Johnny? 

MoGee? Oh he Went duck hunting with Mayor La Trivia, 

Mr. 01d Timer, X ) ‘ 

Duch hunting, ah? Gee, I wish I'd’o‘f knew he was goin!, 

daughter. I'm quite a numx!od myself. 

You mesn NIMROD. 

Johnny pretty 
_Not in this weather, daughbar."lt'é NUMB. 

® : 

{LAUGHS) Though 

they gob off to rather a bad start today. 

Whatcha mean, daughter" 

Just es they were loading the Mayor's automobile, MoGee 

stumbled and spilled all the shotgun shells undex' ithe car. 

La Trivia git mad? ' ‘ 

No, he just stood there and sang, 

THE AMMUNITION," 

Heh heh heh. ,.that'a pretty gocd, daughtex'. BUT 'I‘H.AT AIN‘T 

'THE WAY I HEERED IT, 

‘any ducks left over, gimme one, will you, dau.ghter? 

Why certainly, Mr, 01d Timer. 

’ Thanks, daughter. THE WAY I HEERED IT, ONE FELLER SAYS TO 

ToTHER. saYYYYY, he says, -~ 

Thatts 7.) I wonder what we'd better 46 with: thej'.‘ L 

WRATSE THE FORD AND PASS 

THE WAY’I  HEERED e . hey, if you have&V*‘ 

e 

MoL: 

DOORBELL: 

~ OLD MAN: 

MOL: 

--DOOR OPEN: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

DOOR CLOSE: 

. OLD MAN: 

Fzsék 

MOL: 

OLD MAN: 

. FIB: 

MOL: 

OLD MAN: 

~ MOE: 

OLD MAN: 

| BB 

. MOL: 

OLD MAN: 

.'DQORBELL- . 
- GOME INI 

_SHE SAYS COME INiil 

DOORBELL: , 

| OH FOR GOODNESS' SAXES...I'LL OPEN IT FOR THEM, 

will you, Molly.-. : : o o 

~ DID T00! 

~ SHE DID NOT! 

. OID MAN: 

: ,HEY, WHERE'LL I PUT THE SHOTGUN, JOHNNY" 

(REVfSfiD) 

MOGEE! 

(GASPING) TAKE SOME OF THIS S'I'UFF MOLLY...TAKE TH}E LUNCH 

BASKETI .. HEY. .GLD TIMER. . .GRAB 'I‘HIS SHOTGUN‘! 3 .TAKE THE - ~ 

BLANKET, SOMEBODYU I'M. .I'M ABOUT READY TO FOLD UP. . 

You poor boy. . .you DO look tired...here.. .sit down. on 

Where's the ducks, Johnny? 

‘ nly got one. (PHEW) Boy what a day...take my shoes off 

of course...I'll run up and get your slippers for you, figo, 

ONLY ONE DUCK? 

YES, ONLY ONE DUCK...YOU WANNA MAKE SOMETHING OF Ixitie 

i promised him one 1:‘ you got a lot ‘of tem, McGee. 

PROMISED ME ON'E ANYWAY, - : 

T DID NOT. ' 

SHE DID TOO. . 

I DID NO'I‘I . 

,YGU KEEP OUTA THIS YOU LITTLE...Dh....excuse me daughter. 



“OLD. MAN: 

SOUND : 

(REVI.SED‘) ' 

(WEARILY) Aw leen 1t in the corner there. .+« ANYPLACE 

_You.sure it isn’t 1oaded? 

wmnm JIEAN, LOADED? WHAT KIND OF A HUNTER xov THINK I 

AM, COMIN' INTO THE HOUSE WITH A LOADED GUNZ PULL THE 

TRIGGER, OEB=SEMER.<t A C.C / 

,/ ~ Okay. 

10UD CLIGK 

‘FIB= THERE...you see? Only a fool would keep a gun loaded when 

he was. 

_TERRIFIC EXPLOSION. GLASS CRASH. (PAUSE) : 

‘ORCHESTRA: 

Well, yau aintt a GOMPLETE fool, Johnnye. You finloadéd'one 

‘barrell . o | - 

M MANHATTAN SEHENADE" 
_________.__——-—--———-——-—— 

 APPLAUSE: 

 (REVISED) 
i 

(WEARILY) AM 1ean it in the corner thare....ANYPLAGE 

‘»You sure it 1sn't loaded? - 

OLD MAN: 

SOUND: 

f WHAPDYE MEAN, LOADED? WHAT KIND OF A HUNTER You THINK I 

&M, COMIN! INTO THE HOUSE WITH A LOADED GUN? PULL THE 

"TRIGGER, OEB-BEMER,= L. L L /ji . o n/éjf 

~ Okay. : ; 
il 5 = o 

FIB: 

LOUD CLICK 

THERE. .« yOu gee? Only a fool would keep & gun loaded when 

‘he was.' 

TERRIFIC EXPLOSION. GLASS CRASH. ‘(PAUSE) 

"Well, you ain't a COMTLETE fool, Johnny. You unloaded one 

‘k_barrslf 

ORCHESTRA: 

APPLAUSE: 

MMANHATTAN SEHENADE" 



105 
(REVISED) : -1 

,Fealing a little rested naw, McGee" L 

Yeah.,.a little. Gimme another match; will Y°“? My °13a"15 o ‘ 
That must have 'Ab'eez’:’x quite a 1ittle outingf And you : 

gone out. Ain't got enough strangth left to puff on its 

Thanks « 

: o ' o : s : 

only got one duck, What did it do? Commlt suicide? 

STRIKING MATCHS Era LB 

MOL : - Must be & great sport, duck hunting. 
: e . . i ‘ e : ; 

You get—up hefore-dark . FIB: No sir...’.’..it was the finest piece o! marksmanship 

SIT*IN"‘A'damp*bcrat’" 81T day, get your
 “rest weot;—de-your.best. 

of-a-water=logged 
I ever éaw’~ 1# I do say so myself, as shouldn!t. 

o0 -shoot~ yW& off"me&t»sa-..cold,lunch -out 

1unchA_baskat‘,...“than,.‘comawhems»gr{fl_;»fa}—lf-righ
t on-your,,fa.ce l_* 

There I was sittin! In the boat, .keepm, & keen eye 

WHAT FON ¥ ' = ' ’ ' ‘ 
out for a duck, every nerve tense and ready, WEEN ALL 

it :I.S funi BUT THIS s THE LAST TIME I GO DUCK HUNTIN'! N 

FIB: Well, 

WITH LA TRIVIAL 
OF A SUDDEN A WING FLASHED BY MY FACE! 

MOL:  Wny? o 

 FIB: ") I ~'durmo.;' Thatts what,héf ééigi, At@ywéy, he!s no sportsman. 

MOL: - A DUGCK} 

Keeps crabbinx all the time. 
FIB:  Nowe WA «FRiEb ‘»'6HIG'14:EN;;lv..‘. LA TRIVIA SPILLED TBE 

b ol 

_MOL:  Orabbing sbout what? 
; L 

LUNCHL  Well, sir -- 

FIB: WELL HOW. DID I KNOW IT WAS HIS HAT I WAS BAILIN! OU'I‘ THE 

'BOAT WITH? : e 
DOOEB;ELL- 

‘ MOL: ' With only two people in the boat ’ ;Lt was £ifty-fifty who's 
. a0 

hat 1t was. Did the boat leak’ ' ' ’ g e s 

FIB: DID IT LEAK] There was & hole in . the bobttom I coulda almqst 
DOOR OPEN: 

. 

stuck my headq thru. I say talmost" because La Trivia tried 

to do it 
- MOL: Oh hello, Abigail, darling. 

His head? 

N_o s« Mines 

 Why did he do that? 

Aw hels & sorehead. Just ‘becaus«e my guh went off and blew 

_ the bottom outa the boatb. 



 How do you do, Mrs, McGeos 

VGOOD HEAVENS...What is that, Mr. McGee° 

‘ I was under % 

,possibla conditions, Uppy. . 

‘f‘Really...how so° 

:i, My goodness, I don't think that was a vary nice - 

AND Mr. MoGee } , 

(WEABILY) Hiyah, Uppy. Pardon me if I don't leap up and 

bow from the walst, but I gctta terriffic mallard migraine. 

A fowl headaohe. 

He's Jjust got home from his duok shooting trip, Abigail, 

: Spent all day out in a cold rowboat and only got one duck, 

Isn't that th 

mpression that TEN was the Iimit, 

ft is. But both me and LaTrivia was huntin! under the worst 

MoGee was with the Mayor and the Mayor wag with- McGee. 

If you can whip up any worse conditions than that, we’ll 

shoot it in technicolor. ,ilgtvff ' 

. Next time I'1l go alone. Not with a amateur like LaTrivia, 

I just met him down the street, Mr. McGee. 

What did he have to say, Abigexi.’.k‘P 

He said Mr. McGee was the biggest bore hetd been out with 

since he 1eft the Coast Artillery. 

OH HE DID, DID HE? WHY THAT = 

_ He said that Mr. McGee was really a Boon to wildlifa, and 

he didn't mean. Daniel. 

NOW LOOK HERE, UPPY. IF HE SAID - 

= and he added that you were a born woodsman - particularly : 

from the neck up. 

_“UPP: 

~ FIB: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

UPP: . 

MOL ¢ 

18850300 

FIB: 

UPP: 

FIB: 

UPP: 

(PAUSE). 

FIB: 

UPP: 

. AND HE CONCLUDED HIS REMARKS, MR. MGGEE, WITH THE comrENT 

~ BLUE PLATE 'SPECIALI 

' How many? - 

-OHHHH I KNEW I had forgotten something ! Here, Mr. McGee. 

k¢“ The Mayor wanted me to lsnd you his wrist watch. Justito 

"’m&ke it mutual, . ‘ ‘ 

 Make what mutual? 

. -15- 

THAT YOU COULDN!T HIT A DUCK WITH A NAPKIN IF IT WAS ON THE 

WHY THAT BIG BLOWHARDi HE‘D NEVER EVEN SEEN A DGfiBflE BARREL 

SHOTGUN BEFORE. DIDN'T EVEN KNOW WHAT IT WAS FORI 

He didnlt, really’ 

No. He had ons barrel full of cigarettes, with a cork in the 

ond of it, THE num: WI-IY IF I HAD - 

How many ducks did you get, Mr, MecGee? 

He got one, Abigail. 

~ and how many did Mayor LaTrivia get? 

THAT!S BESIDE THE POINT.~ WHAT I'M TRYIN' TO SAY IS - 

- How many did he get, Mr. MoGse? 

HOW MANY HE GOT IS IMMATERIALI ANYBODY‘THAT WOUfiD - S 

Nine. (FAST) AND WHY? BECAUSE HE SHUT HIS EYES WHEN HE 

SHOT§ THAT AIN'T FAIR. IF I WOULD HAVE -~ 

Well, I must he going, Mrs. MoGee...;and don't apologize for‘ 

not being able to give me a duck. Mayor LaTrivia gave ‘me - 

two of them. Good day. v » 

Goodbye, Abigail. : 

So long, Uppy. _And next time you see LaTrivia - 



‘ - ; ‘(_REVISE.{)) 

 WIL:  Oh that's okay, pal,  I'll cook steaks for my 

' . V (20 REVISION) 1= 

tJI-Ia satd that anyone who survived a day's hunting with you 

was living on borrowed timel 

Well, there's nothing 1ike outdoor life' to ’mai;\ke ‘men real "5“63?13%" 

' pals 1is there, McGeel MOL: = Can you cook, Mr. Wilcox? 

,I'LL PAL HIMY I NEVER BE&N SO INSULTJ:.D IN MY LIFE! WfiY 

WHEN I THINK TH.AT LINT-HEAD WAS BEHIND ME ALL DAY WITH A 
WILs CAN I COOKI  BABY, - I GAN SPOT OSCAR OF THE WALDORF 

T MAKES MY BI‘OOD STAND oN ENDI THREE LAMB CHOPS AND BEAT HIM BY TWO FRICASSEES AND A 
~ Did he really shoot nine dueks? 

SO WHAT IF HE DID? BEGINNERS LUCK! ® G BRD IO e ot 
> 

Maybke you better begin ‘again yoprsel_f, Here I promised FIB: How so, Junior, inquired little Fibber with his bright 

 ducks o everybody, in the neigkzborhdod, and - - - 

vDOOB OFEN: : ! ‘ ’ b].ue' Qygs daneing with mischisf. 

| HIVAH, FOLKS...WHERE'S MY DUCKS? : i - ; WILs (LAUGHS) ‘Wel‘lz,‘whe‘néver I demonstrated Johnsonts 

8t111 flying south, Mr, Wilcox. In a ¥ formation, meaning . : ~ o - 

oo Self-?olishing‘(}logoat, 'and(h‘ow it would give new life 

I've irwitad six people to Gome on, come on,..no kidding, and beauty to tired old linoleum, and make housekeeping 

k}:,(‘n.*' ;41/ 

‘ . . a thing of joy, because 4% can be applied with pracbically 

a duck dinner tomorrow tonight Gimme my ducks, 

You a.in't got any ducks, Junio\rk.‘ I only got one, and we're 

eatin! that. Sorry. no eififort—) and shines as it dries to a mirror like po‘l:l.sh ol 

in 20 minutes or less, T...6r.,.l.....what did I start 

to say? 

How you learned to broil stesks, And T'm interested, 

t00, Deing "t;b;ey‘ chef here myself. 

Yes, 'ryxow';'rbixi‘xl’é gasaing with cook, Wilcoxt 



(2m) REVISION) =16~ Hi, mister. 

Wall wherever I demonst;rated Glacoat. and how easlly spots - FIB: Oh, hiya, little girl. - Run along and don!'t bother me 

and spllled food wiped right up with a ds.mp cloth, housewlves I'm tired, 

aaid, "THAT'S ALL VERY WELL, MR WILCOX BUT YOU'RE JUST A . TEE s : Why? ‘ 

- MAN. YOU DON‘T KNOW WHAT I‘l‘ IS TO WORK IN A KITCHEN ALL DAY, FIB: ‘I been hunting and Ilm,e;il in, What happened to me today 

S000000, I 1earned to cook. ghouldn!'t happen to a duck...and almost didn't. Whatcha 

fior_,; . Did it help any in your sellins? got in the paper bag, sis? 

fi:WIL: ; It oertainly' . The first time I ever spilled peach TEE ¢ Jelly beans. : , ’ 

preaerves on the 11noleum, I discoveped that nothing FIB: h boy...gelly beans. _Got any blaclg ones? 

.  preserves linoleum s.s peachy as Glocoat ® TEE: Sure I have I betchfl'- - 
'(m) : FIB:. How!'s about diwying up with your old pal, eh? I ain't had: 

\ WIL'  You don't 1iké 11-,?'“ any black jelly beans sincs I was saddle—high to a tricycle. 

FIB & MOL: No, TEE: _ Wwill you tall me a story e I give you some? Hummm willya, 

WIL: " okay, I'1l try :againknext Tuesday. . ; Hnmmmm? Willya‘? : - 

 DOOR. SLAM: ' . . * FIB: -  You drive a hard bargain, sis, but it!s a deal. _ Pony over 

. FIBs L Imagine that guy ‘as 8 eook Molly‘? I'll" bet the only way the jelly beans. - . 

: he ocould get a 1amb 1n a staw would be to make like a wolf} TEE: Okay. HEY, Norp so MANYI... --..GEEEEEEHI 

MOL-. : Speaking of cooking, McGea, (F‘ADE) I'd better get this duck FIB: Aw, I only took five, Don!t be such a cheapfisted little 

e ready for dinner, . : ) : . tight—skate. : 

FIB:™ (T0 HIMSELF) Oh boy...roast duck and wild ricell.. TEE: Well, it oughtta be worth a dandy long story then; mister. 

: And TI'm so hungry I could ~k’eyat the drumstick off a card table, FIB: Okay' DID I EVER TELL YOU WHY THE LEAVES TURN RED IN THE 

DOORBELL: - . o ‘ , - _ ; : - FALL AND GREEN IN THE SPRING? - < 

- ! ’ : ' TEE: Yes. . k : COME IN! 

. FIB: Well whaddye want for five jelly beans -~ Ernest Hemingway? 

THE REASON THE LEAVES TURN RED IN THE FALL, SIS, IS EEOAUSE 

RED IS A STQP SIGN. IT MEANS STOPL PUT ON WARM CI.OTEES! = 
& : 2 

STOPt  CLOSE THE DOOR AFTER YOU.’ STOPL IT1S AIMOST 

THANKSGIVING...STOPI  GET OUT YOUR SLEDI 
- - 7 / . i 



(REVISED) -18- 

'pm%m,mwm AND THE REASON THE ’ 

LEAVES TURN GREEN IN THE SPRING IS BECAUSE GREEN MEANS ot 

1T MEANS G0 ouT AND PLAY....E0 PICK THE WILDFLOWERS. . . .GO 

GET OUT YOUR BATHING SUIT......GO y-‘-_ : ‘ 

.begrudge you the jelly beans, but I don't 

Well, gee, everybody knows the c%oloration ‘of foliage is due 

almost entiréiy to the bhoto—syfifl@étic action of chlorophyll 

S 

TEE: : Hey..,miste.r.',,-\: : 

FIB: Eh? k 

TEE: Look...I do 

- go for that eavy-handed whimsy.,‘,.‘ 

PIB; WHATCHA MEAN, SIS? 

TEE § 

under the actlinic rays of solar’r'adkiéytion, in cofnbination 

with a seasonal diminishing of the flow of vegetative 

kfluids and you. can give that stop-and—go malarkey back to 

the Indians. So long, miatert » 

DOOR SLAM: - . : 

ORK: ' "_GLABBERIN UP FOR RAIN"....KINGIS MEN 

APPLAUSE: - ‘ 

kMoL: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

FIBs 

on the mayor? 

BOY, THAT DUGK SMELLS G0OD{ 3 

It really &Qes, doasn't itl 

. Yep! My mouth is waterin' so hard my teeth just want down 

for the third timed 

McGee, YOU NEVER DID TELL ME HOW You HAPPENED TO SHQDT 

_ JUST THIS ONE DUCK. 

say, I guess I dldn't at that. WELL, SIR, THERE WE WERE. 

KEEPIN' A SHARP EYE OUT FOR DUGKS...THAT 1S, I'WAS KEEPIN! 

‘A SEARP EYE 6UT. LA TRIVIA IS TOO NEAR SIGHTED. 

I didn't know that, . 

SURE. .. ASTIGMAPRISM OB SOMETHING. BIT HIMSELF IN FIVE 

PLACES ONE NIGHT EATIN' SPARERIBS. WELL, ANYWAY, THERE 

WE WERE, ON THE ALERT...WHEN AT, OF A SUDDEN WHIZZZZZ!{ 

_OVER COME THIS BEAUTIFUL DUCK!...OUTTA NO PLACEl..... 

LA TRIVIA JUST SAT THERE LIKE A MOPE. ALL FLUSTERED! 
BUT I WAS COOL AS A CUGUMBER... 

You were just as green, too, according to him, ' 

~Anyth1nv ths\’c. guy says you can take with a dose of salts- k 

WELL, SIR, WITH & LITTLE SMILE OF CONFIDENCE, T DRAWS A 
BEAD ON HIM... : ' - 



(REVISED) =20= ; 7 

CLOSER HE COME... 

(REVISED) =21~ 

¥O NO NO...ON THIS DUCK...CLOSER AND 
, ;OH, YOU POOR LAD.. WHY ON EARTH DO YOU TAKE ALL' THAT 

VISTREATMENT 
I wonder who that is...COME INI v S L ' 

: 
WIMPs COnfidenti A ‘Mrs. McGee.s O of th I'M oin to 

DOOR OPEN: 

ally, s cGeos.s.0ne of ese day‘s g g 

: : 
i hore. . I'M taki sos 

WONP:  Hello, Nrs. MoGes. Hello, lir. MeGee. , surprise her...I'M baking a course in muscle b“fldi"g 

L : ’-her. foel or bi Mr, - . 

MOL oh, hello thers, Mr. W:Lmple. » » Et Iy Fooebie NoGse. 
. FiBs y FELI, IKE 

‘ FIB: Hiya, Wimp, old man. Whaddye know, if I'M not bein! too : (NHISTLES) WOW! S L YOU C’OTTA HOUSE BRICK U? YOUR 

‘ 
’ ow! ; 

optimistic" 
SLEEVE H W!D YOU Do IT, WIMP? : 

A 
. 

WIMP: Oh, ale h ick iRk been 

WIMP: 0Ok, nothing much nev, Mr.o McGee. May I? 
. £ e Ju“ DY, 8 Boupsbriel my»slseve.’ L ,.ee . 

| MOL: May you what, Mr. Wimple? ‘ . 
O aking deep reathing exercilges, tao My cheshi;s now 26 

V \ 
inch 11y, - 

- WIMP: May I plck up the duck Mr. McGae promised me? : _ Hclae, dornd by . \ 

. e ; MOL: And what 1s it ox anded? 

(“PAHSE’T 

P 

WIMP: 254 

MOLs "‘”“**»S-e«mhead;wdearie “You'lre- omyouzx own. 
; 

FIB: D t k 

FIB: | Welli..ora..Te. AHEM, I'1L tell you, Wimp...15ts Like this... - ces Sweetyface kiow you're building up to Smethmg’ w"“‘p" 

’ £ WIMP: oh, I think sh u ts, Mr, lcGee...sh b 

T didn't have very good Tuek taday. Only got e auak. - ? A iapects, lir . Boeh B bed at me. 

this morning, but I sscaped. . » 

WIMP: . Oh, that's all right, Mr, McGae...I can get along without it. 

: 
MOL & REALLY? 

I just thought it would be a change from that chop that 
- o e i 

WIMPe Yes..s0ur second story window opens right near a tall tree 

Sweety~face gives me every night. » 
, 

and I LEAPED right thru the window to the topmost branch! 

MOL 2 ‘ WHAT ? CHOPS E’VEEY NIGHT 2 
i . 

o ; FIB: Just like Tarzan, eh, Wimp ? 

WIMPs: YoSeee 
. 

e 
WIMPs Well almost LAUGHS What I took I‘or the to ost branoh 

FIB: Pork, or lamb? 
; o R Y pm 

: . 
_ tupned out to be a orack in my glasses. Well, goodnight 

WIMPs Susy. Sweet‘yfgce is a great -admirer of the Ghinese. She . 
- -y e ’ : i ahbe 

folks, 

. calls me her little Shangri-lollypop. DOOR SLAM: 

T Well, at least she seems to ha.ve a sense of humor, Mr. w1mp1e. . o : 

S 
, . ®iBa o Pathatic little mugg, isn't he? k ; 

WIME: Oh, indeed she has, Mrs.- McGee. she has more comical ideas iy o 
- b 

el 
e MOL%—“—“Y{»’ -and- sp«talanteé, —too.“‘]?ha‘y*ll -be- ta&ktng*uho&t«his : 

}nd witty thoughts. In fact, when I leoft this morning shs 
. poetry Itmg—aftez" fiob«ef«other poets-are-gone, 

made a very !'unny orack. ‘FI’B:‘ : M‘M“WWMWWA&G»PO&t'_M' 8- fs»trietlmp_‘ 

0 you. remamber 11'.2 Gnlden Ban‘bam.w&a*s".m, AIN'T THAT DUCK ABOUI‘ ’EADY ¢ 

8, for quite a while...it'a right here :l.n uy collarbone. = 
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ould be...in just a few minutes. I'd better basfie it 

.once more before = 

Aw FER THE ==n== 

- cLIcK) 79 WISTFUL vxsm, MOLLY MoGEH SPEAKIN'....WHO? 

OH, mk. .YES, INDEED. 

1 AND TELL HIM. 

idea. H Unif d with a 
OH, " YOU DID?.....HMMMMM. AL RlGHT... 

‘a sensible ea ere is whyl Uniforms impregnated w n 

YES...I'LL B - THANK YOU FOR CALLING. 

Mclly ~ if anybody else calls or phones before I fling a 

fang lnto that duck, I'm gonna ignore Teme 

-I den*t blame you, dearie. ‘ 

I got that bird the hard way...one ‘shot in a 

million and I wamna enjoy 1t in pesce. HEY, wno WAS THAT - 

THAT CALLED? ' L 

Toby, the Vitoher. wanted to'epolegize.-” 

. What...er....apologize for what? 

/ Who would have thcught a few years ago that soldiere' uniforms 

would one day be waxed? But they really are today and it's 

wax. emulsmon are rendered water repellent, stain and dirt 

:resistant == look smerter longer and are easier to 1sunder.j 

Many Army laundniee and textile mills use DRAX - D=R=A-X. - 

Johnson's Water-Repellent Textlle Finish -~ for this purpose. 

Chances are after the war youlll be able to buy DRAX~treated 

garments in stores and to have outdoor clothing, play suits 

and other garments treated w1th DRAX at your local laundries 

or dry cleaners.. The makere of JOHNSON'S WAX will welcome 

1nquiries from finishing mills and othere 1ntevestgd 1n DRAX. - 

Write S. C. Johnson & Sen, Iinc. at Racine, Wiaconsin, or at 

Brantford, canada.~j 

- HE OVERCHARGED YOU 17 CENTS ON THAT DUCK YOU BOUGHT. 

’“ZING WENT THE STRINGS OF WY HEART" 

SWELL MUSIG =-- FADE ON CUE 
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TAG 
; 

. t 
.Ladies and genj:lemen, we bgen ta).kin about ducks for the WRITERS: Don Quinn 

‘last half hour, - now let's talk TURKEY! We're in this fight ,‘ Bill Danch - . 

to the finish, And what does a smart guy do when he starts 

fighting? ‘ 

MOL: I know McGee. He gets somebody to hold his coate Bomebody 

that he knows won't go thru the pockets while he's in there 

/-  "PIEBER WOGEE AND MOLLY" 

cdgasimy 
swinéins. 

And that's us, folksl We're holdin' the coats for our boys 

in the SOLOMONS,‘ IN ICELAND, IN EGYPT, IN EUROPE, AND ALL o ‘ 3 

ORLD. 'F STT 1 o . - . 

OVER THE WORLD THEY'RE ’TRU TING US T0 SEE THAT THEY'LL " Novemben 10, 1940 / . . ‘ ‘ L 

HAVE SOVETHING WHEN THEY GET BACK. 

MOL: LET'S LET THEK COYE HOME 70 A COUNTRY THAT'S KEPT FAITH 

WITH THEM, LET!'S BUY bNLYfiESSENTIAL THINGS: USE LESS... 

< JASTE LSS, AUD SAVE MORE BY EUYING WAR BONDS. 

PIB: GOODNIGHTI 

MOL: = GOODNIGHT ALLI . ; 

ORCH:  (CLOSING SIGNATURE) (APPLAUSE) b 

- WIL: - The characters of 'the‘,Old Timer and .Jallace Wimple, heard | 

on this program were played by Bill Thompson. This is Harlow 
5 - W_Fi].’cox, speqking forj the makers of JQHNSONV'S ‘-‘JAX FINISHES 

' ; ;‘or‘home; and industry, i’nviting you to be with us agqix{ 

next Tuesday nighte Goodnight. o : . 

(CUE) THIS PROGRAY CAVE TO YOU FROM HOLLYWOOD 

(PAUSE) . ‘ \ ; 
FOR MORE LATE ELECTION RETURI&S WE TAKE YOU TO CHICAGO. 


