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S. C. JOHNSON & son, ING.
BIBBER MoGEE & MOLLY

TUESDAY 6230 PM PWT NBC \
 DECEMBER 22, 1942 - ~ .

OPENING COMMERCIAL . ' . ' i - — - - THE HOUSE- AT 79. VISTFUL VISTA, NOT A CREATU‘RE WAS\ STIRRING
. : - £

OPENING COMMERCIAL .
: ' - - RXCEPT —= . ,

WIL: 1TWAS A COUPLE GF NIGHTS BEFORE CHRISTMAS, AI\TD ALL THROUGH

If there were any instrument like a thermometer for measuring \ . 7 .
. - ---  FIBBER MCGEE & MOLLY! ~ .

and hustle and bustle around the house, . '
APPLAUSE: -

increased activity
it would cert kick over the traces in this week before o . ) . : - .
MOLLY: McGee, I don't like to seem repetitious, but hadn't you
Christmas. What with shopping and cooking and tree trimming, _ . :
-~ better get your Christmas shopping done? >
- and being an alr raid warden besides, there's certainly lots . . ‘
: FIBBER: -CHRISTMAS SHQPPING, CHRISTIMAS SHOPPING, CHRISTMAS e

to be done., But in spite of how busy you are, ydu still want
; : i SHOPPING!! EVERY. YEAR, THE SAME THING! MAKES ME SICK!
your home to look its best for theho‘l,i%ays, Have you ever . . . .
; MOLLY: Yes, I know, dearfe. We go thru this every year,
stopped bo think how ussfﬂ wax is at such a time? Truth is, . Sk . ! ‘ .
» i WEHA"
if your floors, furnlture and woodwork have been regularly : ; _
MOLLY: This—seme—seones ' You howl and scowl, and then the day:
protected with genuine JOHNSON'S WAX, that special holiday o 7 , L
befere Christmas, the spirit hits you like a baseball bat,
cleaning can be done in -short order. 'A quick dusting, ; i - 7 G . ! ‘
and you do everything but grow a beard and climb down
polishing, touch~up with wax where needed -- and your rooms i . s
chinTr}eysl,
- ‘ . gre glowing with mellow beauty, ready for the visits of il . - ‘
FIBBER: Well, gee whizz.,,.christmas is gettin! too commercial. _
your family dand. friends. For over 50 years JOHNSON!'S WAX 5 : -
. MOLLY: Sure, sure. We ought to have rubber stamps made for this
has helped brighten homes at the Christmas season,. :
\ > whole conversation. Every year you say Ghristmas is getting
ORCH: (SWELL MUSIC TO FINISH) . - teo commércial, and evgr& year I have te scold you for .

spending tpo much. Z

(APPLAUSE) - .
t FIBBER: WHO, ME? (LAUGHS SCORNFULLY) I JUST SPEND WHAT I HAVE TO

TO GET BY, THAT'S ALL. I GO ALONG WITH THE MOB, IT AINT

; N :
ANY BEAUTIFUL YULETIDE THOUGHTS WITH MHE, BABY. NO TINSEL
SNOW GETS IN MX EYES. IF I SPEND ANY DOUGH, IT'S BEGAUSE

~

IT'S THE EASIEST WAY OUT. _
MOLLY: McGee, you'r‘e ‘a fraud. You're a phoney!l (LEUGHS‘! 'You‘r"e so‘

scared somebody'll find.out you're sentime_nt,al, you act

Dead -End Kidl

like a

e —




. FIBBER:

MOLLY:

~

FIBBER:

MOLLY :

FIBBER:
MOLLY:

FIBBER:
. MOLLY:
FIBBER:

 SENTIMENTAL, MY CLAVICLE! THE #HOLE THING IS A LOTTA TAPIOCA!

Mamma doll" - =
- Oh don't try to look so innocent! Not that I mind your playing

'I never saw such a-lltyle nuisance, Always buttin' in where

FIBBER:  THAT DON'T MEAN I LIKE HER, DOES IT?

T WOULDN!T GIVE A HALF-HEARTED HOOT "IN HACKENSACK IF I NEVER . .
" ’ ; . - " — MOLLY: . Doesn‘t it? » : -
SAW A - whaddye got there? ) ‘ e s o -
. ~ , . FIBBER: Nol That was, an old valentine that'd been kicl?in' around
This is the mall that came this morning. It's mostly just ' :
L - . . : here for years. I gave her the rabbit because I thought it
Christmas cards. : O et ; -
: : —— —would annoy her old man, T fixed her tr‘icycle so she could
Lesee 'em. \
: . - . . ¥ g0 someplace besides around here, I took her to the circus
. You wouldn't be interested. They're just the same old o
: : ‘because they always give kids better seats than the(y do
Christmas malarkey. ! o .
: grownups, and I was takin! advantage of her helpless
WHADDYE MEAN, MALARKEY? DON!T YOU REALIZE PEOPLE HAVE GONE 5
; condition to practice my card tricks, (LAUGHS) AND SHE N"‘VER
TO0 A LOTTA TIME AND TROUBLE TO =-- (PAUSE) er,...wsd there
- , ; CAUGHT ON! THOUGHT I WAS DOIN! IT ALL FOR HER! (LAUGHS
any other meil? — . ' : “ ¢ R i
- y HEARTILY) v | =
Just & couple of bills, INCIDENTALLY, WHAT 'S THIS ITEM ON : ' ‘ ‘
MOLLY: Oh come off it, dearie, You're not fooling anybody. . .
, -

THE BON TON BILL FOR ONE MAMMA DOLL, EIGHT DOLLARS AND A HALF?

" FIBBER: T AINT TRYING TO FOOL ANYBODY., ALL I'M SAYIN' IS THAT

CHRISTMAS HAS LOST ITS MEANING, IT'S GOT SO- PEOPLE DONT=-- .

DOORBELL: : [/

with dollsl - if they're made out of plaster - but you certainly - i - .
' V : MOLLY: COME IN} - . . .

aidn't buy this one for me, i
: DOOR OPEN:

*,, I bought it for the little girl acrcss the street, - :
] MILLS: Hello, Mom, Hiyah Skimp.

Well, I think that was very sweet of you. ‘ v
FIBBER: Well, if it aint Billy Mills! The Poor Man's Toscanini}

IT WAS NOT SWEET! I'M GIVIN' IT TO THE LITTLE PEST AS A i . i
MOLLY: Hello, Mr. Mills,.

BRIBE TO STAY OUTTA MY LIFE - -
FIBBER: Come on in, William, my boy. Hang your hat on a hickory

(LAUGHS) 1It's strange how much she annoys you, isn't it? : ~ .
o 1imb and don't go near the plano. What's confuslc with

e music?
she ain't weanted.
Just stopped in to wish you a Merry Christmas--».
I know. You hate her so much that last year you gave her a
tw‘)-dolla,r Valentine, gave her a white rabbit for Easter, took
her to the circus twiee, spent three days fixing her tricycle

and did card tricks thru her bedroom window when she had the

o

: Am\nnps!‘




(PAUSE )
. MILLS: ~

MOLLY:

MILLS:
 MOL: .
| MILLS:
‘MOL:
MILLS:
. MOL:

FIB:

FIB:

’

poeE¥t [/ A A

- MOLIS:

_'MT.»I."'LS:ZU . o‘k:ay, Joe. Ever play the bagpipes?

?REVISED—) ~7=

MERRY CHRISTMAS, BLAHl WHAT!'S MERRY ABOUT IT? WALK YOUR
" WEDGIES OFF IN TI-IE SLUSH TO’FIND 4 LOTTA JUNK FOR A FEW.

MUGS THAT WON!T APPRECIATE IT. HANGIN ! A TON OF GEW GAWS
ON A PINE TREI!. THAT: LOOKED BETTER IN THE WOODS. SCRATCH
YOUR HANDS ALL UP ON A HANDFUL OF HOLLY TQ H[-gNG IN THE

N STICK YOURSELF IN THE EYE WITH IT WHEN

WINDOW SO YOU
YoU LOOK OUT TO WATCH THE MAILMAN BREAKIN' HIS BACK WITH

A SACKFUL OF SILLY CHRISTMAS. CARDS., MERRY CHRISTMAS...
o . ;

- And a Héppy ‘New Year,

Thank you, Mr. hil}s. The same to you. And don't pay any
9 .

attention to W He goes thru this act

every year, Hel!s got those don't-wrap-up-thabpacket,
Christmas-is-just-a-racket Blues,

an't WOrry, Mom.. I can read him like a book.

Wﬁé’c kind of a book?

Hols a mystery. Very novel character. -

F;‘.ne type, too. One of the lower cases.

Somebody ought to. borrow Nhim. And not bring him back.
Maybe we cguld arrang_i}Li.th the Book-of-the-Month Club to
oi;far him as % gpecial premium on thé -

AWWW LAY OFF, WILL YOU? ‘EV'EN IF THE RI;B WAS AS PRIME AS
( YOU;’THINK, THIS IS A MEATIESS DAY.
Ever play the bag-pipes, Alfred?

END DON!T CAEL ME ALFRED!

i

ION)

MOL: . I don't think he ever did, \/Ir. Jlills. You think he eould?
| MILLS: Sure. Got & head start. ‘Big bag of wind. All g\ﬁbeds,

is a fluta.  Well, gotta bé going. Merry Christmas againq

FIBs - Same to you, you Oskaloosé) Sousa. But what's all the rush? -
MILLS:  Gotta drop in and see my mother-in-law. She's AJW.0.L.
MOL3 : Yoﬁ MEAN ABSENT WITgonLEAVE? '» .

MILLS: No. A Welder Out At Lockhoed. Bye, nowl .

MOL!'_ Isn't he a wondérful bandhlqader, MeGee?
FIB: I think thé‘y're_ all a bunch of fakers, myseiff You ever
see & musician ladkin" at the leader? ©Nol They dunno

whether he'!s:beatin!' out a march, a polka, a waltz, or .

swattin! flies.

MOL.:: Then what keeps them together®
HEB: That cheék at the end of the week. Confidentially - one

of:_ tem told me - . f
POORBELL: L '
MOL: I wonder who that could be?
FIB: Oh probab1‘y somebody else comin! in to wish us a Merry i

Christmas when all they really want is ,to see if you ever

got those new curtains for the dining room.

MOL:‘k Well, I dign't, and the same to them. COME INS ;

DOOR OPEN: CLOSE:

TEE: Hi, ‘Wister.
FIB: Oh oh. Thls is all I needed today . Sis, why don‘t you take

your little sled and go out on the pond in the park?

TEE: There isn't any dce on it, misters
. o

Bt = Yes, I know,.




. FIB:
MOL:

FIB:

- TEE:
FIB:

TEE:

FIB:

FIB:

G

. .  (2ND REVISION) =~ =-9-10-

L ‘
Oh now, McGee..don't be 1like that. You were young once
-

_yourself, you know.cf

I wasn't that young this long.
Be very tactful with him today, 11ttle girl. His

”’Ghristmas Spirit is later than usual this year.:

WELL GONE IT, THE WHOLE THING IS A VERY FOOLISIi

ARRANGEMENT. .
Why, Mister?

'THE IDEA OF HAVIN' CHRISTMAS COME RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF

THE HOLIDAYS, RIGHT WHEN EVERYBODY IS BUSIESTY IT'S
RIDICULOUS! |

Took; mister. I got business to see you aboute: Do you
1ike to hear children sing Ghrj,stmés Carols? :
SIS, THERE'S NOTHIN' I LOVE MORE THAN 'f'd HAVE A LITTLE
GROUP OF CHILDISH VOICES STAND OUTSIDE MY WINDOW AND BLAT

. THEIR MELODIOUS LITTLE BRAINS OUT. PARTICULARLY IF I

_ AIN'T HOME THAT NIGHT.
. Well, gee, misters...I got my whole gang outslde and they're

“awful anxious '1:0 sing you a Xmas Carol, and I told tem

I -{-—-"

WELL -- I DON'T LIKE TO HEAR 'EM BUTCHERED BY A BUNCH
OF XIDS! HOW GAN ANYBODY SING GOOD STANDIN' HIP-DEEP IN
A SNOWDRIFT, WITH A MUFFLER OVER THEIR FACE, WONDERIN'

HOW MANY FINGERS AND TOES THEY'LL HAVE LEFT WHEN THEY

GET HOME, IF THEY EVER DO} "

- ~11-
TEE: ‘Maybe yow're still ma\d on account of last year, huh? Afé

you mister., Hmwmm, Are you Hmm? f . .

e — -

PIB: NO, I'M NQT. THAT HAS NOTHIN' TO DO WITH T
MOL:
What'!s this? What happened last year that I dont know about?
PIB:— Oh nothint, She's just - - e
TEE: ‘ V ‘
EE Us kids were go:.ng around singing Christmas Carols and =
BIERSE NEVER MIND, SIS. THAT'S ANCIENT HISTORY.
. g
TEE: - And Mr, McGee ‘came out and - =
FIB: ; . NEVER . : '
‘ : NEVER MIND, NEVER MIND, NBVER MIND. Give the kid a cookie,
! 7 Mdlly._ ; imMagine she's kinda hungry. Eh, sig? ‘
TEE? t '
B Gee, thanks, mister. ANYWAY, MR. MCGEE CAME OUT WHILE WE
; WERE SINGING AND =~ : - '
FIB: : w lotle ‘
SIS I TOLD YOU NOBODY WAS INTERESTED, Now let!'s justdfbp |
_ the subject. What kind of a cookle you wamt? = V
THEs : Any kind, thanks, And a glass of milk, {
MOL¢ . i ; : |
AND WHAT HAPPENED WITH THE CHRISTMAS CAROLS, DEAR? |
TEE?: AND MR. MCGEE C v
. AME ¢
. ME RUNNING OUT OF THE HOUSE AND -
F‘IB: : NOW YOU GUT THAT OUT SIS. I NEVER = |
TEE: ] '
AND HE WANTED TO SING WITH US ONLY WHEN WE HEARD HIM SING

WE DIDNT WANT HIM TO, AND HE FOLLOWED US ALL OVER TOWN, AND
GEE, WE GOULDNT GET RID OF HIM AND HE KEPT TRYING TO SING
AND PZOPLE THREW THINGS AT US 0UT THE WINDOW AND GEE,—Wi-
MR b b s aH.,-w,/ ’
(MUSIC TO COVER FAST) i

ORK: "DARK EVESH '

APPLAUSE




TEE:

FIB:
TEE:
FIB:

SOUND:

MOL :

FIB:

TEE:

~ FIB:

MOL:

~

(28D ﬁgvzsxom '

12

--~=-And-when the Prince tried the slipper on Cinderella! s
£ 3 = &

foot /1t fit just dandy and he said gee kid, you're éute,
ow'd you like to be a Princess and she said OH BOY, AND

WRITE TESTIMONIALS FOR COLD CREAM, and. they got married

and lived happy ever after you wanna hear another one,

, well, once upon a time there lived g ==
‘NO No NOII +seThat'!s enough, sis, Thanks anyway. Y:au've

. told me at least fourteen of 'em, ‘
You sure you don't \iia‘rma‘he_ar any more?
IM positive, sis, ' - o
Okay, ; Then get off my lap,.
okay, . A ;

; THUD , »
(FADE IN) WELL HEAVENLY DAYS, .McGEE, WHAT WERE izou
TRYING TO DO - CRUSH THE CHILD? ‘
Nah...she wanted to pretend I was her 1ittle boy and tell
me some stories. Now I know why they call 'em Grimm's
Fairy Tales, This is the grimmest half hour I ever spent.
Gee, I thought it was fun, ;
Oh, you aial Well, personally, I'd rather lie down with
a godd book under my head and go to sleep. ‘
Can't you two think up any more games to pl'a;?
I betcha I know what would -be ;'un, I betcha. .

FIB:

TEE:

FIB:
TEE:

FIB:

TEE:

FIB:
TEE:

FIB:

"What?

" rootbeer, will you, Molly,

’(REVF@’D(

I could bring my lil playmates in and We. could sing you .

some,Christmas carols, They must b’e pretty cold out there o

by now and ==

I DON!T WANNA HEAR ANY GHRTSTMAS CAROLSI | CHRISTMAS CARO
ARE BEAU‘I'IFU'L MUSIC AND TO HEAR YOUR LITTLE MOB OF HALF‘- /
HEP-CATS WOULD RUIN MY DAY. THE VERY THOUGHT OF THOSE

' KINDERGARTEN CONTRALTOS DRIVES ME TO DRINK. Get me some

Me, too, plesse. HEY, MISTER...LET'S PLAY STORE. Hmm.
Shell we, Jmmmm? ‘ .
How do we:play it?
Well, first you gimme maybe about three dollars in 6haﬁg§,'
and = ; ' : -

GIVE YOU THREE BUCKS!! WHAT IS THIS? FIRST YOU EAT TWO

DOZEN COOKIES AND THEN WANNA BORROW THREE BUCKS. YOU G;QYIN'.

TO PUT THE BITE ON THE HAND THAT FEEDS YOUZ
Aw gee, it'll be lots of fun, mister. Fifst we post a lotta
ceiling prices == ‘

I don't wanna buy a ceiling, We,got one. .

Thisg is diffareht, mister. Us storekeepers have gotta post
celling prices, so people won't have to pay too much for
atuff and 1t keeps the cost of living down to a reasonable
1eve1, and prices won't go pig wild -

HOG wild. . J
You know your own habits best, mister. fnyway, fne gotta
keep prices from getting out of hand for the 'rfxérch‘andiséf’

‘that's getting Soarce—so after the war we won'tha(rq -

inflation, asee?




(eND REVISION)

Aren't you gettin! a 11171:15 outa your depth; s:l.s? What

I

‘do you know about economics?
My daddy told me. ' We had a 111 heart-to=heart talk last

night. He says I'N at the age where I ought to know certaln

thingse. ike not paying ten ceﬁts for a lollypop that's N

worth only five because then -I'm bidding against somebody

r el % Lt - -

that can only pay five cents for a lollypop besides

spending a extra nickel that oughtta go toward a war bond

whichtll help pay for the war and gimme a nest-chicken /‘

=
afterwards, &

YOU MEAN A NEST EGG.

FIB:
TETE:' By that, time it oughtta be a chicken, :
. » FIB: w§171,-be‘ that as it may or may not be, or not, sis, we
won't play store. I gotta better game. -
. . \
TEE: Wha;t, mister?
FIB: ‘Skanoopi; Ever play Skanoopi?
MOL: . What . Skanoopi; MoGes?
’ OH IT'S A WONDERFUL GAME. - ~ ‘

_ How do we play it, mister?

-

WILs

"DOOR OPEN

WILs
TEE$

MOLs$
WLL2 b

 BIBt

" WIkLs O

MOL¢
V{IL:
FIB:
TEE®
WILs

~
MOL3

; (FAS’I‘)

(REVISED) | 415—
Like thisg

HANDS OVER YOUR EYES AND COUNT UP T0 SEVEN}MILLION-

‘

YOU RUN ON HOME, HIDE IN A CLOSET, PU‘l‘ YOUR

—

And then what? :
By that time ‘wo'!ll both be so old we'!ll have forgotten what

_we started out to pley, which 1s the objeet of the .\,game,..\,NQv:L.;v,

I'1l get your hat and coat and =

Z
HELLO s FOLKS. .MERRY CHRISTMAS. «+OH IEIBLO, LIT‘I‘LE GIEE!

Hi, Mr. Wilcox, What did -

HAVEN!'T GOT ANY TIME TO STOP AND TALK, JUST WANTED TO I.EAVE .

THIS LITTLE CHRISTMAS GIFT FOR ¥&H; MOLLY| .

Well, heavenly daxs, Mr. Wilcox, you shouldn"b have =

OH IT ISN!'T VERY MUGH, AND DON'T OPEN IT BEFORE GHRIBTMAS,
BUT I THINK IT'S SOMETHING YOU'LL LIKE.

I got one for you too, J\mior, but it ain't wrapped up ?e

and =

THAT'S OKAY, PAL, ANY TIME! REMENMBER, MOL‘LY,‘: DON T -(_)PENV.V
THAT PACKAGE BEFORE CHRISTMAS BEGAUSE I WANT YOU TO BE
SURPRISED. _ ‘
I promise, Mr. Wilcox, My it's wrapped beautifully.
T wrapped 1t myself, specially for you. :
Sheke it, Molly....8ee if;i't rattlea.

I betcha that wouldn't be fair, I betcha,

OF COURSE NT WOULDN!T, I WANT IT TO EE A SURPRISE.‘
JUST PU'I‘.IT AWAY TILL GHRIEEMAS W

Anﬂng%mmwm‘ - “:WME ' Mnggg;'emg»,

You




‘ lzm‘) REVISION) ~18a
1 ENOW Yourtts LO\(EJ:D,,,BEL:AUSE MILLIONS OF OTHER HOUS‘BWIVES
:Do, RECAUSE m's SO EASY TO APPLY, AND SHINES AS IT DRIES

TO A BEAUTIFUL mnxon-m:m POLISH IN 20 WINUTHS OR IESS AND

SAVES HOURS OF HOUSEWORK TO SAY NOTHING OF ELIMINATING OLD

LOOKS ot ¢
. ANY MORE,

TEE:
FIB:

FIBs

' TELEPHONE:
MOL:
FIBs

DOOR SLAM:

FASHIONED FLOOR SCRUBBING AN'D BOY, WHAT IT DOES FOR THE

R KITCEEN LINOLEUM TS AMAZING, BUT T WON'T SAY
R I MIGHT GIVE YOU A HINT. WERRY CERISTMAS, ALL
OF YOU.

Gee, I wonder what it is.

Say, SIS...ain't 1t —about time your mother ought to be

Em? ‘ . e

i

worrying ebout why you don't come home?

.iNo.

Hmmm?

Look...I been very patient with youI today. / Now why don't you

{’\ydo something fox me?.

. She'll be right home.

-Okay, mister, :
FINE, FINE....COME BACK MAYEE TOMORROW. "I'LL HAVE A SURPRISE
FOR YOU. o

T gotta sprise for you too, Mister, I got some 111:1‘:19 ;
friends outside who are /Jiting to si)r/:g you & Christmas
Carol and ——- =

DOGGONE IT, SIS, HOW MANY TIMES I GO‘I'TA TELL YOU T DON'T

LIKE KIDS SINGIN' CHRISTMAS CAROLS, I DON!T WANNA HEAR ANY,

-—

(FAIE IN) I'll get it, McGee,
If 11:'5 this little glrl'e Mother, Molly, tell her yes.

I'nope.

N

: | (eWp FEVISION ) - A7 -
'SOUND: ____ RECEIVERUP .

MYRTLE? & .
FIBy _ Hey, that's no fair, T always =
NoyoLs HOW!S Ev%z LITTIE THING, MYRTIE? TE IS? WHO, m'rm?

MOL: 79 WIST'FUL VISTK"‘MOEY‘MGGEE‘W'LON@TSTME%———;
YES, I!'LL HOLD THE PHONE. YES, T'LLeee.,0H IS T\HAT YOU,. .

YoUR BROTHER? WENT FISHING THRU THE ICE? WELL, ISNID HE
THE LUCKY ONE. 7 _
 FIBs What'd he get,” Molly? . s

MOL ¢ The cherry out of his Planter's pu.nch. WHAT DID YOU SAY, ,
. MYRTIE? YES... I'M READY,,.HELLO....WELL FOR GOODNESS
' SAKES$!! YOUR THE LAST PERSON IN THE WORLD I'D..._WHAT?
: YES HE'!S FINE.
FIBe Who is 1%% . o :
MoL:  OH YES INDEED...ON WE'D LOVE TO SEE YOU. YES, DO. AND PLAN
- 9N HAVING DImR WITH US. | . {
FIB: Who - ' '
MOL: . OH WE'LL BE DELIGH'ED...THANKS FOR CALLING AND WE!LL EE
EXPEOTIN' YOU NEXT WEEK,...GOODBYE, MR. GILDERSIEEVE. (GLIGK)
FIB: GILDERSLEEVE .
TEE ¢ I betoha I remémber him, T betcha, He's the man who alv‘va‘ys'“
laughs with his stummick.
FIBt Wo call that a belly<lau---
MOL:is MCGEE} / —
FIBt Eh? ' . _ .
MOLs " Nover mind. Mr. Glldevsleeve says he's soming to visit ui;
next week, He'll be here for dimner. ' ‘ ' ;
FIBs _ Boy, ain't 4t wonderful and strange what some guyg‘ll do t'.o .

get a e{tra pat of butter these days? But I'll be kinda M

- to see the 0ld blimp at §hat.




(25D Bﬁv:csxon i -lom

; ’ / (gm: REVISION) . alge
MOLs - Oh dear....COME IN} ‘ . UPPg Oh I oawn't stay, my doale«,.I still have two days' work as,‘
DOOR OéENS c - : » - ‘ _ Santa Claus at 14th and Oak Streets. Ahh, 1t 1s been such
TEEs; - Ges, it!s Mrs. Uppington. Hi, Mis Uppington} : ‘ fun, really, Quait an experience. =~
"*V'*"-"jUPP}—\—-W e lit:t = e quD»AFﬁTERNOON, MRS. MCGEER ‘. ‘ FIBs That oostume and the beard really fools fem eh, Uppi&
. ﬂ’im NCGEE .« - . U o e o e s o
. MoLs ' Hello, Abigail. \
_ FIB: Hi, Uppsy. Won't you wiggle out of the minks and drape the e
’ frame on a orange crate for a spell? i = -
UPPs { Thank you no,er. MoGee...I just dropped by to wish you both
N

a VEDDY, VEDDY. MEDDY CHRISTMAS]

MOLs’ . 'I.‘hank you, Abilgail, the same to you. AND TAKE THAT SOUR
| LOOK OFF YOUR FACE, MCGEE, -
FIB3: ‘ Woll...doggone itees. . : \f ’ " v .
TEE & 7 T guess he doesn!t like Christmas very maeh, Miz Upbingto}x, ‘
I guess, { :
FIBs WELL Is IT MY FAULT THAT CHRISTMAS AIN'T WHAT 1T USED TO BE?
g IT'S T00 COMMERGIAL. MY GOSH,.,.WHEN I WAS A BOY =w - :
MOL: /Oh McGee! He dckesnlt mean & word of it, Abigeil, He's just
. an old softy who's afrald somebody!ll find out about it —
FIB: 1M NEVER O SUCH A THINGI . .
TEE: You are %oo, I beteha. You gave me ’ten dollars on account of
. there'!s some little orpheﬁms in school who :Non't have any
Christme-- : f =
FIﬂt YOU KEEP OUTA THIS, SISl / - "
: e

TEE; okay. - ' :
. MOL’: % You don't have to hurry away do you, Abigail. T was Just

golng to make a pot of tea,




DOOR SLAM:

TEE;
FIB:

- MOL -

PFIB:

MOLz2

~ FIBs

| TEEs

RIB3

'~:They really do; Mr, McGee, I have been a Santa Claug for

than I, MED:

(REVISED) : ~20=

two weéksrnqw, and I have been given twenty-three cigars,

gseven hot tips on the races'and businessibards from two N

coffee—leggera, (LAUGHS) Ah, well, it's been & rich

’expeddtenee.“'i%feel'younser every day. And, as Mr. McGee,

Aw1llﬂprobably say wéenﬁl‘leave, no one can stand- it better

CHRIL STHAS, |prLd

You really gonna say thqt, Mister?
_ No, ..,And she might have given me a’ bandful of them cigara

people have given her. The thoughtless old =

MCGEE! There's plenty of cigars in your humidor.

okay. (FADES OUT) But 1f she wasn't so stingy, she might
F

Ofencnn

* B
Hey, why won't he lemme and my friends sing a Christmas -

Carol. Hum? Why won't he? Hmm?
(LOWERS VOICE) Frankly, 1ittle girl..he'd LOVE it. But he

khows himself too well. When he hears those Christmas songs

he goes all mushy inside. Now 1look...you pretend he's hurt

your feelings. Make believe you're going home and -

(FATE IN) HEY I HOPE SOMEBODY GIVES ME A BOX OF CIGARS FOR

CHRlSTMAS PECAUSE I ONLY GOTses.s what goes on here? Wfaf
you two whispering about? ‘ .

Sﬁa~éays I better go home, mister. She says you're mad at
me because I wanna have the kidéﬁéing a Christmes carol for
FOUsess ' ‘

o
OH I AIN'T MAD, EXACTLY SIS. I JUST =

R

FIBBER:

TEE: e

‘FIBBER:

TEE?
FIBBER:.

' TEE:

FIBBER:
TEE:

 PIBBER:

TEE:
FIBBER:
TEé:
FIBBER:

TEES
FIBBER:

TEE:
FIBBER:
TEE:

DOOR OPEN:

L

(REVISED) ==

(wEEPY) I betcha you are, I betcha, ,and gee the kids have

been out there in the coiﬁ all afternoon onigncount of they.

L

thought -= -~
NOW NOW NOW..NONE 0! THAT, SIS...CUT IT QUT. THE ONLY

: REASON T DIDN‘T WANP EM TO SING IS..ER...NELLf— GEEuwﬁﬂ]EltLgm“d,

It's okay, mister, T know how you feel Thanks for the

cookies, And thanks for =~ /v L
HEY DON'T RUSH ANAY LIKE THIS SIS MY GOSH, I'LL LISTEN TO

YOUR OLD CHRISTMAS CAROL IF IT MEANS THAT MUCH. I JUST

THOUGHT -~ .
No, you don!t’like em,
I DO T00 LIKE 'EM! I ONLY THOUGHT -=
You don't either like 'em
I DO\T00. / .
You don't, ‘ v 9
I DO SO} . _ . f
No. ) . " -
‘ YES.
No} ‘ ' _
LOOK SiS...PLEASE....Here...take my,handkerchief and wipe
your nose. . , . . :
(SNIEES) '
Now bring in your nalf pint glee glub.énd let 'em do their
worst,..which i imagine is;pretty bad,
THEY ARE NOT BAD;..THEY‘RE WONDERFUL .
OKAY SO THEY'RE TERRIFIC! BRING 'EM IN!

All rightye. eese
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L :
I betcha you are, I betcha..and gee ‘the kids have

(WF’EPY)
ol
been out there in ‘the coldrall afternoon on account of they
thought =< F - , .

& F‘{BBER » ;,.;NOW Now NOW..N% NE10' THAT, SIS...CUT IT OU". _THE: ONLY
~ REASON 1 DIDN'T WANT EM TO SING IS, .ER,..JELL ~ GEE-WHIZZ... i
.TEE: © It's okay mi ter, T know how you feel, Thanks for the
: cookies, And thanks for -
:~FIBéER ;2 HEE DCN'T RUSH AWAY LIKE THIS SIS, MY GOSH, I'LL LISTEN TO .

I JUST

YOUR OLD CHRISTMAS CAROL IF IT .MEANS"‘THAT MUCH .

THOUGHT -- e GO !

TERE: No, you don't 1like em,
FIBBER: I DO T0O0 LIKE ‘E‘:M! I ONLY THOUGHT -- - /\)
. /
TEE: ‘You don't either like 'em, ,
e 5

'FIBBER: I DO TOO. . .

TEE: You don't.

FIBBER: (I DO SO!
TEE: ‘No. .
 FIBBER:  YES.
TE'E:;, Nol

LobK SIS...PLEASE,...Here,,.take my handkerchief and wipe

FIBBER:

i

your nose.

‘fE’E:

(SNIFES)
' FIBBER: Now bring in your half pint glee club and let 'em do their
k = worst,..wnich I imagine is pretty‘ bad, :
- R tAT‘HEY ARE NOT BAD...THEY'RE WONDERFUL, " -
FIBBEB | OKAY SO THEY'RE THRRIFIC! BRING EM INY .
TEE" A1l righty. ...- . ‘ -

DOOR OPEN s

wﬂemwefbc./y.-;'

T . (REVISED)
TEE ¢ (CALLS) HEY KEN'NY....RADDY, -TOHNNY....BUDDY....COME ON IN!
SCRAMBLE OF FEET.....FADE IN TO DOOR SLAM' - o '
MOLLY 3 Well, what handsome 1ittle follows. Héllo, boyds |
‘ K'S Ms Hello, Mrs.NoGee. 4 t - -
FIBs WHATCHA GONNA “GIVE US, IDS?
TEE ¢ The Night Before Ghristmas...and gee, Wwe rehearsed :Lt ‘1ike ] :
sixty. Ready? ‘ :
FIB: Ready, sis. NO, WAI‘I‘& ;‘
MOLLY ¢ What!s the matt,er, McGee? . [ g
FIB: (LOWERS VOIGE) Here...take ‘my money end my watch, you know .
me] Every time I hear these things I wanna give away
everything I own, —grrrrgtrb‘-so-&he&é-'
TER» (PAUSE) !Twag fhe night before nhrismas,_-aad—e&i-—bh?u
the-h 5 -uvt a—eroab waa.atirreing
ORCHESTRA: “IN WITH “TWAS TEE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS" UE 10 FINISH
APPLAUSE:
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OHNNY....BUDDY. .. :COME ON INI

lows. Hello,boyss

nd gee, we rehearsed it ‘141

/
I

ney -and my wateh, you know .

bings I wanna give away

MMWW:WQW o

_CHRISTMAS" UP TO FINISH -

¢

(2ND REVISION)  =~23-.

PAUSE AFTER APPLAUSE:

ORCH ¢

- : ! o .
IN SOFTLY WITH "SILENT NIGHT" - DOWN UNDER -

FIB:

MOL:

. FIB:

MOL
ORCH:

LADTES AND GENTLEMEN; EVEN WHILE WE WISH YOU A

MERRY CHRISTMAS, WE CAN»‘,‘"I% HELP THINKING THAT IN MANY

‘PARTS OF THE WORLD, THE SPIRIT OF GOOD WILL TOWARD MEN

HAS BEEN MADE A SHAME AND A MOCKERY.'
BUT THERE'LL BE OTHER CHRISTMASES, AND TO OUR MEN IN

~ UNIFORM, 'ALL OVER THE WORLD; WE SEND OUR FRAYERS AND

. OUR THANKS FOR WHAT THEY ARE DOING TO RESTORE FAITH AND

DECENCY TO OUR WORLD. TO THEM WE SAY THANK YOU, AND
GOD BLESS YOU. - ' .
AND WE HOPE AND PRAY THAT WHEN® NEXT CHRISTMAS COMES,
THERE WILL REALLY BE PEACE ON EARTH.

Goodnight. \

Goodnight, all.

U"SILENT NIGHT" UP TO FINISH

PAUSE:

CHIMES AND SIGNOFF.




