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Quinn, with music by the King's Men and Billy Mills! 

Orchestras The show opens with "Tf.,;,; 22 i e 

ORCH: " ' . FAD FOR: { 
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FIBBER McGEE & M ; , , e j : , : o , . _ 

‘ MBER 17, 1942 : L . L G o o (REVE;SED} 

¥, 6: 50 PM PWT NBC v : ’ 

, ; - . ' WIL: . ISN'T IT FUN TO GO FOR A WALK IN THE NEW~FALLEN sNflW, 

. WITH THE 10Y WII\TD BHINGING A TINGLE TO YOUR BLOQD, ND v 
Every now and then I overhear a friendly érgment about who 

. has the hardest job in a family =- the man Who ~earns the -WHIPPING THE ROSES INTO YO’UR CHEEKS ? 

_you DON'T THINK SO% 
money or the woman who takes cars of‘yr thé home., I know I 

WELL, NEITHER DO == 

~= FIBBER McGEE & MOLLY¥! 

should side with the man -- and of course most men are 

working harder today than ever befors in their lives -~ 

but aren't you ladies doing. that, too? I'll say you are, APPLAUSE: 

and my hat 1s off to you. With less help and more outsid o ‘ ' ' - - 
= 3 = o B 8 . FIB: Boy, I*M sure glad I ain't out in that snowl TI'll take 

b i 

activities and war work, ydu st111 have all the family By T e b corn. With oredd hnd sieor 

: : . s . 

3 

hores, and besides that you! re gob to t bet: - o . 

: i . . e go o it betpes cers o MOL ¢ I love the first snow of winter, myself, 

verythin ou hav to K& i it 5 ! ; o | ; : 
e y 2T ave, make 1t ast You can't neglect e You do? : 

- 1 5 . ; S 
your ¢ eaning, either, because dirt wears things out What MO s You'll have i admi'b it's beautiful, Vot Just o 

 you is ¢ 2 : Y oo dn bo practice P——————-—-","“"“‘”f’ nouskeeping think... a . and a half of snow, and S of 

. Profsct your floors, furniture, woodwork with genuine billions and BILLIONS of 1ittle crystals... each 

JOHNSON!S WAX. The coat of wax acts as a shield agains’c one & tiny little work of artl 

dirt and wear == guards finishes agalnst scratches and : FIB: Yos, and you take 8 handful of them 1:_tt1e works of 

fingerprints, In the barga}ns JOHNSON‘S WAX protection . /art, sprinkla tem on 1 top step of the porch, 

saves you hours of work, reduces daily cleaning to a and WHAM! ... they carry you inside with a busted - 

minimum, and adds greatly to the beauty of your home, / claviclel 

MOL:  Oh, don't be like that. You haven't any appreciation - . 

(SWELL MUSIC TO FINISH) 
of Nature, McGees 

{APPLAUSE) 



- MOL: 

FIB: 

MOLs 

. FiB: 

MOL s 

?iE: 

MOL 2 

FIB: 

ifioL: 

FIB: 

FIBe 

. MOL: 

| oL 

(28D REVISION) =5~ 

‘Aw, I have tool 'Nobody gets a bigser honk out of a 

‘beautiful sunset than I do. 

And why? Beocause right aftor fihe‘sunsefi coméé‘éfipperl 

Well, gee whizz = anyyay, I'M glad it!s stormy; and I 

* can't go anyplace, : 

Thatt!s fin 

WHATDYA MEAN, CLEAN OUT THE ATTIC? WE JUST DI 

When? 

. WHY JUST LAST...ER...WEIL, IT WAS JUST BEFORE..6Tw.. 

Just before election day? 

: € 

YESL 

And who got elected? 

Roosevel t. 

Which one? 

TEDDY, BUT MY GOSH, THE ATTIC CAN'T HAVE GOT SO VERY 
i 

DIRTY SINCE = 

MoGos, ,welve got to do it. 

. But, Molly, I ain't gonna have time to - 

Besides, T think T saw your old Army uniform up there. 

‘Phen you can help me clean out the attice. 

FIB: 

‘MOL: 

FIB: 

MOLs 

FIB: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

MOL:2 

. FIBs 

MOL: 

I DON'T GARE! THE ATTIC HAS GONE THIS LONG AND .. «.s0h? 

'l;I think I géw yourkéld army uniform. The one you'lve been 

 loeking for all these years. 

MEDAL ON. o7 

-WAS T A SHARPSHOOTER i! (SCORNFUL LAUGH)' YOU KNOW WHAT I 

USED TO DO? I used'to hold my rifle over my shoul&ar, wffih~ 

e lookin' glass in my left hand and knock a elgarette out of 

'\'green pants of mine this morning and splic the whole seat 

out of Tom, . : o = 

 MCGEE.! YCU DIDN'T HAVE ANY GREEW PANTS...THOSE«WERE MY 

;Yas, and they cost me seven ninaty flve, tool OH MCGEE. . 

(o 

You saw what? 

WELL WHY DIDN'T YOU SAY SO! DID IT HAVE MY SHARPSHOOTER'S 

T didn't notice. Were yow a'sharpshootef7 

a soldier's mouth at 200 yards! : . 

HDAVENLY DAYSII who on earth would volunteer to let you do 

that? 

An old buddy of miné. One-Ear Cogginse. fie was always . 

You mean he only had~one ear? How'd he lose the 0ther~oné? 

Wall,’(SMhLL‘PAUSE) if you must know, even a sharpshooter = 

like me has his off days. COME ON, LET‘S GO UP IV THE 

~ATTIC AND o 

Wait a minute...you batter fiut on some old clothes. It's 

pretty dusty up there. 

My old clathes don't fit any more, I tried on those old + 

NEW SLACKS!III 

Eh? They were? 

i 



: -7- - 

Okay Okay..I'm sorry, But tfiét fs what women get\ for weéf"in’k* o Q - 

A "Vtry'owsers. There was a time when a man knew what was his . T 

- and what was his wife's, Now if he dresses in. the dark he's "stayin‘ in./‘ You couldn't get me outa the house today 

lucky if he don't get whistled at by the guys in front of 7 : 

the cigar storel ‘ ' T”“Fh dynamite‘. 

MOL: _ Just the same, I'M in favor of - TEE: ' e you won't pull me on my”:‘vs‘led? pontt you LIKE 

. FIB: _ Shucks, it used to be "IN YOUR SWEET LITTLE ALICE BI.UE . . - ‘ - 

- GOWN",  Now s "IN YOUR BAGGY OLD HARRIS TWEED SLACKSI" JAGEHL ohildenmnt 

yoe . My slacks are NOT bagsy, e , FIB: _ YES T DO!} BUT ItM VERY FOND OF MY HSALTH, 700, The omly 

' FIB_: Maybe yours aren't, but did you ever see Mrs. Uppington in . : - : ’ | . >5~ - 

hers? She looks like ahe Ts walkin' around sittin! down. Himo L venna bleyior She hee :xiow - meoiny Mopand E 

Aw well..let's go up in the attic and - coasts down a cold cube in a tall glass of root=beer. 

DOORBELL ¢ ‘ ; : : 

MOLs | ' For goodness sa‘.{cssl..I'wpndér who'!s out on a day like thisl! Qatch on¢ 

FIB: © Must be some. :F'Piénd of our\s". 'I"’dUI;BO vany'strafirgers ‘that TEE: According to rk'n‘yyki;lad’&y‘, you're géi_:{xg to play oui:éz.)ors‘ é iofi 

sillyl COME INJ - : o ‘ , 

DOOR OPEN: WIND WHISTLE: OUT WITH DOOR SLAM: Fhis it el ’1 

TEE: Hi, mister! FIB:  AND STOP QUOTING YOUR OLD MAN AT ME, T00! . HE WAS BORN 

FIB: Oh hells littls girll : - ® s e i 

A"L‘{OL? . Hello there, dear. McGee, if \youill excuse me, I'M going DUMB AND i )}'QSIN’ ZROUND EVE,R,'_SINCE!’ 

‘ up in the attic.  (EADE) You como up as soon as you can. TEE: ‘You can't talk tfiat way about my Daddy. He's a NIOE M.AN,., 

HIB: Bekright up, MSlly. As soon as I get rid obfl.'.ker..I mean < k : o : 

. & e ! ~We11a what's bn your mind; sis? ‘ F’kIB: _,well' you're the one whovbrought’ him up, and he's the one 

| IEE: . ey - there's s dandy lot of‘ snow out now, mister, and I . who brough{;, you up, fand.;t.w'o wrongs don't make a right! 

thought maybe you'd wanna null me on my sled. Hmm" - : , . . . ; 

Willya? Hmm?  Willya? L o ANYWAY, HOW DOES HE KNON HOW MUCH I'M GONNA PLAY OUTSIDE? 

| FIB:  WHADDYE MEAN, I MIGHT-WANNA PULL-YOU-ON-YOUR- SELED?—DO-I 

: LOOK B'EK‘E“‘AW"ESK'FMW . 

R ‘d'arrmr“ *’:‘fié*m:v mc»fls&émewdog 



- . » , o  (REVISED) ~9= _ (REVISED) ~10~ 

TEE: I dunno...but after he heard your last couple of programs - e . . ‘ | : 

s : : fi TEE : Didn't it hurt him? : ] 

he said'Boy, that mugg 1s gonna have some hard sledding 
. : 

. : - S e FIB; HURT WHO? 

this winteri® : G 

- ~ ] TEE:s i The bull? 

_ BIBRs OH HE SAID THAT, DID HE? 
: . o FIB: ,THERE WASN'T ANY'BULL TO ITt 

. TEE; - Sure..»but T don't think he meant it., 

. e i TEE: (GIGGLDS! Ohhhnhh nof 99 timeés out of a hundred? 

FIB: . »YOU DON'T? 
: 

; 
(GIGGLES} G'Bye, Misteri 

TEE$ - No. He. looked awful happy when he said it. o 

DOOR SLAM: 

FIBg: LOCK, TOO‘LffimLm—AND~TOO-LATE I AIN'T GOT TIME TO STAND . i 

y ORK: " DAYBREAK! 
AROUND AND RATTLE THE CUP WITH YOoU. GO ON HOME. BEAT ITH o S 

I'M BUSY. 
.' : 

TEE: ¥hat doin'? 
- 

FIBs Gonna clean out the attic. Mrs{’McGee just found my old 

- finiform~from the last war up there.' 

TEE 3 Gee were you in the last war, Mlster° Ware you a general? 

FIB: Wel-fl,..no,‘l wasn'!t,. Though 1 1t hadn't been for petty 

politica...but thatls a long story. YOU KNOW WHAT GENERAL 

PERSHiNG SATD WHEN I ASKED HIM TO MAKELME A GAPTAIN? 

TER No, : - 

FIB: Who told you? I mean...LOOK SIS...YOU DROP IN SOMETIME 

AND I'LL SHOW YOU MY SHARPSHOOTER'S MEDAL. ‘ 

TEEE' A1l righty. 0Oee, I never knew you hadda sha:tshoopers 

: medal. . . ' ‘ 

KIBs Well, I have. 

V Whadfs got 1t for? Hmmm? whadja? 

‘>N03wI«D&DN*@&—«&wG@%m&&nFOR«SHABPSHGGQEN* 

HE BULL!S-EYE 99 TIMES OUT OF A HUNDRED} 

I USED TO HIT 



MOE:2 

FIB: 

MOL ¢ 

FIB: 

MOL:3 

fiIB: 

(2ND BEVISION) 11~ 

»Look at this attic, McGee...did you ever see 8O much junk? 

WHADDYE MEAN, JUNK. ... THERE!'S A LOTTA VALUABLE STUFF HEREJ 

HEY where'd you see my oldkuniform° : 

Right there behind yous Isn't that it'7 ;13' 

WELL I'LL BE A...IT STRE 158 Look...here's where I tore 

- the knee climbin' into a truck outside ol St. Nazaireil 

And here's wherc a bayonet went thru the shoulderl 

GEE! coo o IN A& HAND TO-HAND FIGHT? 

Ne, on a derk road. I stumbled and fell on my Springfield, 

_AND HERE'S MY SHARPSHOOTER'S MEDAL!" DID I EVER TELL YOU 

HOW... 

McGee;.. 

Eh? 

You never told me you were in the air forcel 

I wasn'tl 
' - o e e ¥ 

Then what are those wings on\the left breast of your coat? 

Where? I don't see - Oh...that's a mothl SHOO!. . .SCRAM! . 

BEATING OF CLOTH: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

Oh léok, McGee..!RATTLE oOR PAPER HERB‘S A NEWSPAPER FROM 

SEPTEMBER THIRD; 1922, Twenty years ago. And listen tp 

this headlinefi- "GERMAN PRINTING PRESSES POUR OUT 100 

BELLION MARKSlEVERY DAY{" Why were théy pfinglng all that 

money, McGeed . . k 

Inflation. Terrible msss.' In Germany,after the'lagt war, 

1t took a bushel ‘basket of money to buy a pair of shoestrings 

If anybody had the shoeskto put 'em in. 

Heavenly day.é;does every war do ihat@ ; 

- MOL: 

. FIB: 

MOL ¢ 

FIB: 

© MOL: 

FIB: 

FIB: 

MOL ¢ 

FIB: 

MOL ¢ 

FIB: 

MOL: 

1867, 

(2ND REVISION}) -12-13-,5 
e 

It don't have to. That*s why the government wanb us to 

buy War Bonds and pay off our debta and buy only what we 

'need. If'thew keep things under control - then after the 

"war our money will really be worth something. Dq:smmething 

for me, will you, Molly? 

What? ‘ , - 

Save thét headline. Afid évery timéfi‘start yipping about 

taxes, wave it in my faeel . . 

It's a promise. Every time you...WHAT HAVE YOU gorT THERE? 

Bunch of old 1&tters in the bottom of this trunk, HERE'S- 

ONE FROM }Y GRAND UNCLE’JEFFERSONl I ain't h@fird of thfit 

snarly old coot for,jéaés; . o 

Is 1t addfessed to jofié - 

I dunno. It says n7o WHONMSOEVER IN [HE MCGEE FAMILY IT 

MAY CONGERN“ I gueés that's me as much as'anybody- 
5 

RIPS OF PAPER: e - - 

Here...you read 1t. ‘The stingy old twerp mult‘of'wrote it 

with & toothpick ln homeqmade ink. ' ! 

Well, itls probably nothing that...(PAUSE)....MGGEEI....‘ 

En? . 

LISTEN TO THISI lIT SAYS: "SHOULD ANY OF MY DESCENDANTS s 

READ THIS NOTE, THIS IS TO INFORM THEM THAT I HAVE 

*CONCEALED 20 ,000 DOLLARS IN THE UPHOLSTERY OF MY HORSEHAIR 

SOFA. 

My gosh...twanty thousand bucksi 

"IF THIS LETTER IS NEVER FOUND,,IT WON'T MATTER MUCH, 

'i: BECAUSE NO MCGEE COULD EVER BE TRUSTED WITH MORE THAN THREE 

DOLLARS AT A TIME. Signed, Jefferson McGoes August lsth, 



FIB: 

MOL ¢ 

MOL ¢ 

FIB: 

(2ND REVISTON)-14- 
a 

. WEY THAT DIRTY OLD ,..TWENTY THDUSAND DOLLARSI...AND WHO 

KNOWS WHERE THAT OLD SOFA IS N0W9‘ . 

That's funny..I wrote a note just 8 day or so agoaabout a 

horsehalr sofa, 

WHAT? YOU DID? WHERE? MY GOSH, MOLLY...MAYBE WE CAN FIND 

. ITi..WHAT DID YOU WRITE? VHAT ¥AS IT? WHERE DID - 

oOh calm»yourséif; I'm thinking. Now let me see...where 

418 Teov.oI think I had it in the desk, downstalPs...e 

WELL WHAT ARE WE WAITIN! FOR...COME ON...HURRY UP DOWN] 

CLATTER OF JUNK...FOOTSTEPS RAPIDLY RUNNING DOWNSTEPS DOOR SLAM, 

VFOOTSTEPS DOWN_ANOTHER. FLIGHT...RUNNING on. CARPET.... 

FIB: YOU GO THRU THAT DESK WITH A FINE‘TOOTH COMB, MOLLY! IF 

WE CAN ONLY TRACE THAT HORSEHAIR SOFA WE'LL BE RICHI 

DESK DRAWER OPENING: 

MOL: 

L 
FIB: 

MOL s 

'DOORBELL: 

IB? 

'I'll look for it,'McGee...but;I'M’hot sure what it ssid 

about a sqffi;.;ahd mgybe it wasfift even the same sofa. 

¥0U THINK THE fiCéEES EVER HADfTWd fiORSEHAIR SOFAS? NO 

SIR! WE WERE A ONE-HORSE FAMILY! CONME ON;..COME'ON.. 

GET BUSY...,k ’ 

WELL STOP NUDGING ME.IIl I'N ‘L\OOK‘ING..F.Now let me see... 

COME IN} 

| DOOR OPEN...WIND WHISTLE., .0UT WITH DOOR SLAM: 
5 

MoL: 

| GALE: 

"FIB: 

Oh hello, Mr, Mayor. 

Good day, lrs. McGae.....Hello, McGee....You look excited.. 

- I AM EXCITED, LA TRIVIA, 1M AN HEIRESS. I JUST COME 

_INTO TWENTY THOUSAND BUCKS!! FROM MY GRAND UNCLE JEFFERSON! 

MOL : 

GALE: 

MOL2 

FIB: 

MOL: 

(END REVISION) =15 

: ‘:‘,;No', you havenlt,»MéGeé. Fivat I have to find thet note I 

~wfote...then we have to locate the sofa, 1f 1t's the.same; 

“one.;.then we have to see if the money ig’sti;i in 1te 

: Good heafens,...what is thig‘all about? Why did he leave 

'fbhe ‘money in a sofa? : 

'Because he knew a McGee would spend most of his life lying 

down, Nr. Mayor. 

HE NEVER KNEW ANY SUCH THING, LA TRIVIA, He wantcd it to 

be discovered by a McGee with 1nitiative....with brains... 

ingenuity. AND ENOUGH INTEREST IN HIM TO READ THm LETTERS 

HE LEFT BEHTND EINM. Which I did. . 

Which you did nothing of the kind, McGee. You refused 

to read it. ; . 

COULD I HELP IT ir I HAD TEARS IN MY EYES? Puor Qld\Grafid’  

Uncle Jeffl 



. FIB: 

GRIES 

. MOLg 

FIB: 

GLLE ¢ 

MO ¢ 
- 

GLLE ® 

FIB: 

GALE: 

MOL: 

7 

 (REVISED) . e 

You realize, I hope, McGee, that the posseaflimnnof wealth 

ontails certain respansibilities? 

Yos, you've got to 1live up to i1t, MoGeo. 'Now‘vhfin & 

panhoandler asks you for a cup of coffee, DON‘T just give 

him a dime, Go witfi him and see whero ‘he gets it, 4nd get 

- e gonel] 

First thing I'M gonna do is endow the Elks Club. Gonna 

stake lom ‘newfdeqk of oards. That pack they'rs usin! 

now. are so fiorn the’kibitiqrq-canlt resd fem ovexr your 

ghoulder any more. They have to sit in your lap. 

That isn!t what I was referring to, McGee. I meant that 

riches bring obligations to the possessor. You finst set 

an example to those,whé are not so well off. Help the 

~ underdog. 
& 

- Dh he loves dogs, don't Tou, MeGoe . 

It 8ay I do, Itm gc)nn'1 get me a nice Irish satter pup 

and - ‘ 

I DIDN!T MEAN REAL DOGS, MCGEE, I= 

How can you help a dog if he %sn't real® 

I was referring to PEOPLE, Mrs. MecGee, People who = 

OH S0 YOU THINK PEOPLE .LRE DOGS, DO YOU, LA TRIVIA! A 

FINE ATTITUDED : v ‘ 

(GETTING ANGRY) I DIDN'T SAY PEOPLE WERE DOGS. I‘MEBELY 

SATD THAT I, AS A LEATER OF THE PEOPIE - . 

Calm yourselfs Mr. ngor. We ecan't have the leafier of the 

people turning purplo. 

I AM NOT TURNING PEOPLE! I MELN PURPLE) T STARTED TO SAY 

THAT AS A PUPesesERse.PURP....I MEAN PERSON, T POPsssse 

FIB: 

GAIES /Itve got the pip. I HAVE NOT{ (SHOUTS) I WiS TRYING 70 

(REVISED); 

He'!s got the pip. 

SAY DHAT IF A PUPSON....&!..PERSON WANTS TO BE & PUPees 

er.. POPULLR, HE!LL PUPPABLY.-.ER...PROBABLY.-..(PuUSE) 

a Exouse me if I go out on the poreh. I think I have & fleazg 

LOUD DOOR SLAM’ 5 

FIBs 

MOL: 

FIB: 

MOL:¢ 

FIB: - 

MOT:3 

FIB: 

MOL:s 

FiB: 

 good springer. A springer i3 - 

' Yeah but T was no fooll T saved the frames. Kepb us in 

 FIND THAT NOTE YOU WROTE! 

You kncw, Molly, on senond thoughfi I won't buy thet Irish 

setter La Trivia wes tryin! to sell me, I1d rather have a 

You can't buy & hot dog till you find that money, MeGee. 

WELL I'LL FIND IT, AND THAT DOUGH IS RIGHTFULLY MINE, TOO« 

That horsehair sofa was in our house in Peorla for years. 

And what became of it? - . ' - 

I dunno, Us kids divided up the furniture, I remember 

all I got was a lqb,of old‘pictures -~ must of *been 50 of 

,'em..; but I threw tom awaf;v‘Too old fash;qngd. 

Who painted fem? ' k 4 ' : 

Oh a ocouple of amateurs named Currier and Ives, or: 

something 1ike that. GCorny stuff, 

I see, So you threw away fifty Currier and Ives picturesz 

kindling wood for months. HEY YOU EETTER GET BUSY LND 



MOL: 

’DOOR OPEN 3 

WIL: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

WIL: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

WIL: 

MOL & 

Wit 

. CLUB WAS A HOE L o 

Mop Company of cheboygan, 2 believe? 

(REVISED) =1 8= 

Oh yes...I wish I could remember jUSt what I...let me see 

now. .horsehair sofa...horsehair sofa...' 

Hello folks...am I intruding?, 

No not a bit, Nr Wilcox.-coma right in. 

Hiyah Wilecox. Don't worry about trackin' snow in here. We're 

" movin! very shortly. 

MOVING § WHERE 

" Don't lookAafiyme, Mr. Wilcox. It isnlt my'idea. 

We'tll probably take a panthouse in New York, Wilcox. For 

the winter Season anyway. Posslbly a fow Months at Virginia 

Hot Springs, Then we may summer in the White Mountains of 

Lake Louise;, Hope you can visit us for a week=end, old 

fellow. Get in some golf, you know.k 

Pardon me for p01nting, - but do you feel all right” 

He'ls a bit 59851ok, Mr. Wilcox. His Dream Boat is a 1little 

rocky. 

(LAUGHS GENTLY) Comé cOome , Mrs; McGee,slet fis~maintain our 

dignity. In our position we must not descend to. bandying 

words w1th the tradesmen, 

That!s you, MrrWilcox. bufre & tradesman, Take it Tvem 

there. - 

WHAT GOES ON HERE ANYWAY? DOK'T GIVE ME THAT PARK AVENUE ‘kj 

PICCALLL, FIBBER } I KNEW IOU,WHEN YOU THOUGHT A COUNIRY = 

i TUT TUT...fione of your impudence, my good man, cr ‘T shall 

° have to report you to your superlors...the.‘er.. Henderson 

MOL: 

FIB: 

WIL: 

FIB: 

WIL: 

FIB: 

WIL: 

S.C. JOHNSON & SON INCORPORATED, McGee of Racine. 

(Révisup)  -1o- 

Ah‘yes..make a note of that Mrs, McGes. Report of insolen 

emplofse. : - . f . 

WHAT IS THIS? YOU ENOW DARN WELL WHO WE WORK FOR‘ 

AVD YOU hVOW THEY HAKE SELE- POLISHING GLOGOAT. 

THE PROTECTIVE FLOOR POLISH THAT SHINES AS IT DRIES. 

I believe I have heard some such-= 

VOU'VE HEARD IT PLENTY, BROTHER{ AND YOU'LL HEAR IT SOME 

MORE.(GETTING LOUDER ) YOU'LL KEEP ON HEARING-THAT JOHNSON 

DELF—POLISHING GLOCOAT PROTECTb AND PRESERVES LINOLEUM AGAINST 

DUST AND DAMPHESS AND PHAT IT SAVES HOURS OF HOUSENOR& 

BECAUSE IT ELIMINATES'OLD FASHIONED FLOOR SCRUBBING. ANDv 

YOU'LL HEAR THAT - 
. 

I say, old manl Is it quite necess'ry to be so beastly ' 

ravcous? ,‘ : ’ . : 

SO NOW I'M RAUCOUS } iTM‘AN INSOLENT, RAUCOUS TRADESMAN,‘AM iiri 

I DON'P KNOW WHAT THIS IS ALL ABOUT,'PAL, BUT SOMETHING TELLS‘ 

ME THAT THERE!S GOING TO BE A NEW FACE AROUND HERE } I» 

WONDER WHAT ED WYNN IS DOING NOW § 

DOOR OPEN AND SHUT. 

FIB: 

MOL: 

e 

;Mofirfiuwww Tyt 

(LAUGHS) 

Didn't you overdo it a little, McGee? _After all, you're not - 

k rich yet, you know, 

NAW, BUT I SOON WILL BE. That 20 thousand buocks 1s just as i 

‘good as in my pocket this minute. 'AND“Y@H*RNOW'WHI?** 



'FIB: 

-DOOR O OPEN 

MOL: 

UEBE 

FIB: 

UPP: 

FIB: 

~ MOL: 

UBE: 

BIBz 

{2ND REVISION) ~20= 

Look, McGee,.whoover that is at the door, let!s say,hothing 

about the 20 thousand dollars. 

Okay. Maybe the 1ess wo aay about ib the hetter. GOME INt 

Oh Hello, Mrs. Uppington. 

How-do yo a0, Mrs. McGee...AND Mrs McGeel 

Hiyah, UpRY s Baautiful day, ain't it” 

DEFINITELY NOT, MR. MCGEE. Itta horriblel The snow has 

: drifted clear up to = 

Your clavicle, Uppy? That can!t be right, because your 

clavicle is your eollarbone. - . 

You'll have to excuse him Abigail. Clavicle is the only 

bone he lmovs the name of.w - L 

I undarstand, Mrs. McGee. Anyway, I was mersly going to 

say that the snow was way up past my sparetires 

(LAUGHS) Keep walkinl in the snow and youlll lose that 

Uppyl : ; 

MCGEES 

Okayl 

So the snow 15 really protty deep, 15 1t, Abigail? 

Itts dreadful, my deah. But I felt I should coma over 

to ask you to return ny snow shovel, My houseman informs 

me that Mrey McGee has had 1t since last winters 

MOL: 

UPP: 

FIB: 

TPPs 

MOL: 

(2ND REVISION) -2l 

Why surol Tell him to come and get 1t anytims, Uppy. 

of course hetll have to sign for it in triplicate. When 

I borrow things, I do 1t systemabic. 

You know, you look 1ike you enjoyed being out 1n this 

weathfir, Abigails, : - - 

Oh, I really don't mind it, my deah. I ana troupéi, 

you'know. . And, gs an actress who has traveled from coast 

to coast, I — - : - ,: 

Incidentally, Uppy...did you know the Cherry Sisters? 

OH, THEY WERE MY DEAREST FesseOlsoaNos OF course.not.‘~ 

Much before my tima. Though my father probgfily mew 

them, He was conneated with the stage for many years. 

He was? 



. FIB: - 

UPP: 

. DOOR SLAM: 

ORK: 

Vil 

Sure fie was, Melly. He drove it between here and ths county 

seat till the railroad come in. 

AND WHO, MAY I AWSK, TOLD ¥OU THAT? 

Oh I heard} 

Well, Abigail, I....WELL WHAT'S THE MATTER, DEARIE? ARE YOU 

QOLD? YOU!RE SHIVERING. 

No, Mrs, McG I am not cold. I was bslng shaken by the 

confliet between my patriotlsm and my desires.'” o : 

‘Wbatcha moan, Uppy? ‘ 

I mean, Mr. McGees.othat in spite of this being a meatless 

day, I was sorely tempted to give you a few chops with the 

handle of my,mbrallax GOOD DAY [ 

UABRAHAM" ~- KING'S MEN. 

APPLAUSE: 

(REVISED) -22-25- . 

THIRD SPOT: 

FIB: 

MOL: 

F;B: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

DOORBELL: 

FIB: 

DOOR. OFEN: 

WIMP: 

MOL: 

. YOUu KNOW WHAT MY INCOME TAX ON THAT 20 THOUSAND BUCKS IS 

- . (2D REVISION) 

(TO HIMSELF) Lemne 500 now, . .20 thousand divided byss.with 

a surtax of 4 percent on top of a secondary brgckot...that‘ ; 

will be sixteen thousand sévgn hundrad...minuékaccrued ' 

inferest inklnvestmants plfis depreciation.;.oh my goshi 

HEY MOLLY{ 

Yes, McGae? ‘,,}f . . o 

GONNA BE? i 

What? > 

SEVENTY-FOUR THOUSAND, SIX HUNDRED AND SEVENTY %0 DOLLARS 

AND NINE CENTSUI TN GONNA BE HORSE OFF "N T WS BRFOREL 

I wish you could flnd that note so == 

COME TNt 

Hello, Mrs. McGes. Hollo, Mr, MeGee. 

Oh, hello, Mr. Wimple. Terrible weather, isa't 1t? - 



(REVISED) e 
_ (REVISED) =-25- 

WIMP'e . (coyry) on it's Just a simple little thingg Mrs, McGeaa 

It goes, "TO BY DEAR WIFE." . ‘MGZ%«~4 ~~~~~~ Terrible weather fsn't it ~Mr. Wimple? 

. Oh T don't know, Mrs. McGeo, I raally don't mlnd the snow. 

I WISH I WAS A LITTIE SQUIRLY - 
I £ind it rather inspiring. 

Mo too Wimp: Tt inspires me to sfiay ihéide'wifh my Alinrecs FIB: That wish 1s granted, Wimp- You got two more comins. 

6n.v‘ : “; o : MOL: \BE QUIE?, MCGEEJ  Go on, Mr.-Wimple. 

I think he means poetically, McGee. Don t you, Mr, Wimple? ' WIMP: (RECITES) I wish T was a 11ttle Squirly, 

Yeos, Mrs., McGee. I love to sit in the park on a 
Prisking in the trees so early, 

snow-snow-snowy day and feed the squirrels and think up poems. 
. L Chattsring down at passerbyes, 

Eave you batted out any beautiful ballads of late, Wimp? 
Anfi throwing twigs down in their eyes 

I Jjust wrote one this afternoon, Mr. MeGee. I call it 
. : Scampering gaily, here and there, 

n n 

iy MY DEAR WIFE. Teaping gracefully thru the air, 

. Oh how sfieetl It mst be wonde?f?l to have a husband who Stoéing food T L i 

: , P 'To 1ast thru winter, and other reaso 

» ‘ . Over ona of which T often brood, - :g 

i ol 

= So when I climb down to dig up food, 

_ writes poetry to you. 

 WHADDYE MEAN, IT MUST BE. I USED TO WRITE POETRYTO YOU! 

lI,know, dearie. But that fias free vefse;‘ 

oh, did Mr. McGee write free fiérse; Mrs, MeGee? 
And?bring*fiaok breakfast to my wife :d;true, 

Yes, he took it freely from Longfellow, Byron, and Burnss 
\\\\\; I csn sfijl“Hefe.kSwegtheart, Nuts to youi" 

. FIB: Why that's very good, Wimp, 

Well he was a great poet,,that Byron. ‘I st1ll think he should. 

have been President. > 

MOL: How did your wife 1ile 1t, Mr. Wimple? 
Oh he couldn't have been, Mr. McGee. He was an Engllishman, 

WELLIAM JENNINGS BYRON WAS AN ENGLISHMAN? @GO ON, WIMP, HE 

- WAS -- ! 

WIMP: Sweetyface? On I haven't shown 1t to her, Mrs. MeGee. 

Besldes she 1sn't much for modern poetry. She likes 

1imericks. Skip 1t, McGee. I want to hear Mr., Wimple' 8 poems TO HIS % 

Ever write\her eny limericks, Wimp? 
~ DEAR WIFE. How does 1t 805 Mr. Wimple? 

oh I atarted to cnce. I wrotes 

TEERE ONCE WAS A WOMAN NAMED SWEETYFACE _ 

‘WHOSE EIGUBE HAD MANY A MEATY PLACE ~ 

Well? 

' Yes, T amffiow. But I was laid up for weeks and weeks 



aw:mx; el ~~.g HS) — 0h‘she isn‘t 80 bad Nrr«ueeee...Bwoetyfacé”fias 

(REVISED) ‘ ‘-27-; 

. DOOR SLAM: 

MOTL: 

““No baloonye. 

" her romantic nbumnts too. 

Every woman- has, Mr, Wimple. . . : i 

Yogessejust last night she ealled me out on the balcony to 

see the stars. 

_No kiddin®i 

But I'llfadmit I was terribly let down. 

_—No' stara? 

McGee..I'm gcing to take one. more laok thru the desk and 

' see 1f I oan't find that note I wrote. 

FIB: 

MOL: 

. MOL: 

And 1f that fails, I'm gonna wire all my relatives and see 

what become of that horsehair sofa. - o’ 

OFE MIKE[ That might be a very good idea. Maybe they’ll 

(PAUSE) MGGEE;;...HERE IT I1s. i1 T FOUND ITE. 

WEAT DOES IT SAY WHAT DOES 1T SAY, WHAT DOES IT s 

STOP SHAKING WY ARM! LISTEN..IT SAYS...."How about new 

slip cover for horaehair sofa?“ - ’ 

BUT WHAT DOES THAT MEAN? I DON!T -- i \ A Lt 

IT MEANS THES IS THAT HORSEEAIR SOFA RIGHT HERE! REMEMBER 

I MADE THIS SLIP GOVER FOUR YEARS AGO? THIS IS THE SOFA 

. THAE‘WAS SENT FROlM PEORTA! . 

Oh 1y goshs..YOU VEAN T BEEN SETTIN'! RIGHT HERE ON TOP 'kor-' 

TWENTY THOUSAND DOLLARS? GIMME MY JACKNIFE..QUICK.-.I'LL 

SOON KNOWe o «s 

MCGEE..DON'T ¢uT IT TO PIECESI!..TAYE it APART CAREFULLY 

AND -~ . 

CAREFULLY MY CLAVICLE! I GOTTA KIOW. . AND KNOW QUICK! 

~RIPPING OF QIOTH: 

(REVISED) 

. TAKE TWO HANDSFUL...!LAUGHS GAILY! _HOT DIGGETY.:i TGNIGHT 

Well, goodbys fioWE = = e '\TONITE....( AUSE) ,.XWhat's the matter; Nolly? Somethin! - 

1*11 _show old Uncle Jeff he waa -—= 

MGEE. .. .STOP. ! HERE IT IS.11l LOOK.!! 

WOW{l TOOK AT THAT STACK OF DOUGH.1! OF MAMMAI WEIRE 
RICH, MOLIYI{. WE'RE RICHI! HEREL:." TAKE A HANDFUL! t 

WE GO OUT AND PAINT THE TOWN RED}!..TONIGHT WE CELEERATEZ 

wrong? 

McGees.where was your Grand Uncle Jeffery from? . 

Richnbnd, Virginla. Wny? . 

Oh nothing, Except this 1s Oonfederate Moneys 

WHAT? YOU MEAN....‘why that n&styncld skinflint...%hat- 

(EADE OHT) sourpussed Mgaamv.-w&ms_hwwfwmmw 

tightwadsssthrat - 

SEIEGTION: "I'M OLD-FASHIONED"......FADE FOR 
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WIL: 

. suitcase 

Right this minube in thousands of closets and attics 

‘across the country are 1eather suitcases and handbags and 

" other 1uggage that all nead the same thing == g coat of wax, 

Have you tried putting a coat of JOHNSON'S WAX on a 

’ehtly’ Then you'll know what T mean, Remember 

how the leather seemed to - take on new 1ifa and resiliance == 

as well as better appearance? Yes, the wax does protect 

the leather, and helps to keap it from drying out, 1In fact, 

nmost 1eather obJects benefit by an occasional waxing with 

JOHNSON'S PASTE or LIQUID WAX. Boots and shoes, for 

example, and rubbeya~—%eef—-Also-book coversg# brief-cases, 

straps, belts and purses.f And by the way, when you're 

through using the can or bottle of JOHNSON!S WAX, don't 

fogget to put the 1id back on tightly. That will prevent.’ 

evaporation,~ahd help keep the wax“ifi best‘bofifiition. 

(SWELL MUSIC - FADE ON CUE) 

FIB: 

FIBj 

MOL: 

ORK: 

'fgo outa style. Buy diamonds... they get stolen. Buy a 

_ yacht... it sinks. What good would 1t of boen? 

-v”fiHAT KIND OF A STAKE WOULD'BE‘WORTH TWENTY THOUSAND BUCKS® 

(zmn REV :sxo&) ;?sd; 

You know, Molly, I dcn't regret losin' that 20 thousand 

bucks. What could I of done with 1t% Buy ciothes = thoy 

For twenty thousand déllars,yéu can'buy a wonderful stake. 

A stake In our country, MoGoe. War Bonds, 

Oh., Oh yesl Goodnightl 

Goodnight, alll 

SIGNOFFE 

WIL: 

" UP TO FINISH, APPIAUSE, ETC. 
N 

The part of Wallace Wimple, hoard on this program, was 

playedkby Bill Thompson. This is Harlow Wiilcox, speaking 

for the makers of JOHNSON'S WAX FINISHES for homo and 

industry. (PAUSE) We invite you to be with us again next 

Tussday night. Gocdnight. - : 

This program has reached you from Hbllywood. 

THIS IS THE NATIQNAL BROADCASTING COMPANY. 


