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ING COMMERCIAL ; .
- Last ‘week T was glano.’mg over one of the country's 1eading
‘newspapers, and I notioed an article oalled Kee;ging Your

House in Tune with the Times. You know it made me feel

f\‘

right at home, for this is what I read, “Preserving and
protecting the surfaces around your house waes ‘once the

sensible thing for a good housewife to do. Now itls a case

of bréaerve or do without. 'fhe situation isnt't as bad s it

v'so'ﬁ.ndé if you & advantage of Wax, in any of its forms.
Wax is not on]‘.kyka great preserva_’civg, but it!s also a great
time—saver ... for wax surgacéé are moré‘ eagily dusted ;
because the dirt and dush remaln on 10D, and don't penetrat(

the layer of wax,"

Now, doesn't thét ‘sound just 1llke Harlow Wilcox talking

A

a.bout Johnson's llax® 1 nmst remem’ber to write ,.,them a lette:

-

They’ve really got the right 1dea.

H: (SWELL MUSIC 70 mesn) ‘ L :
' (APPLAUSE) o

‘ (SECOND Rvasmn}a-h»
WL - ~ THERE.COMES A TIDE IN THE AFFAIRS OF MEN, VHEN THEY THINE
’ THEY CAn WRITE A BOOK, WELL, THE TIDE IS IN AT 79 WISTFUL
©  — —— YISTA; AND HERE, BUSILY FILLING PAGE AFTER. PAGE OF SORA

PAPER, WE FIND THAT PERSISTENT PROPONENT OF PITHY PRGSE
* THAT PEERLESS PERPRETRATOR OF THE PUNCHY PARAGRAPH, MR»‘

MCGEE, ' OF ==

-~<FIBBER MCGEE AND MOLLY!

&

APPLAUSE
. EIB: (TO HIMSELF) Soocoocoo, graspin! her in his strcng arms,
' kissed her tenderly on the forehead, as she run he slende!
: fingers thru his dark curly hair, which she had ij*s'c mak -
his hat off so’ she could, Then, as a knock came at the ;
, door ==== V ; - -
MOL: = MCGEE.... I NEVER HEARD SUCH DRIVEL IN MY LIFE., WHAT ARE
 YOU READING? ‘ - -
FIB: I ain't re.adiﬁg.....I‘M writint,
MOL: You're WHAT? " | . ( L
FIB: I'M writin' a book, - . .
MOL: _ So THAT!S what you'lve been doing the last few days." I
thought you were going over the household accounts.

FIB: HOUSEHOLD ACCOUNTS MY CLAVICIE! When the dough starba

rollin! in from this book we‘ll have so much money the

Government won't know what to do with 1t, Now let's see,

where was I? Oh yes == I Bad just getting to the place

~ where my heroine, Maisie 1a Preen has Jjust met Lieu'ben i

Fragwell,sesee




OL:

( SEG OND REVISION)—S—'

VJUST MET HIM! The last I heard he was taking her 1nto his o

' s'brong curly arms and was kissing her'

IE.MWell, is was love at first sight You see, he was comin!

frpnt steps and she:swept him of‘f his feet. I got some

cute dialogue there,

\7:1'11 bet you have!

gets torrid later on. This is a love story

: :'tha’c’ll have every woman in America drippin' mescara,

" Wherels my fountain pen" Oh -~ Here it is..,"runnin! her

DOOR KNOCK:

fingers thru his dark curly hair, which she had first took

his hat off so she could....Then as a knock come at the

door...."

down the " street on roller skates ‘while she was cleaning “the

DOOR OPEN$

UPP§

L @ =

4@ (prusE)
UPPt

MOL:¢

Boy, is this realistioc! “TBEN, AS A KNOCK com A‘I! ‘I'HE .
_ DOOReees '

DOOR KNOCKs . ; -
MOL: Look, author, I hato to disillusion you, but \thaf—,WAS a

FIB: WELL, IT'S|PLAGIARISM, THAT'S WHAT IT IS! COME Bl

MOL: For goodnoss sakes,..ABIGAIL UPPINGTON} -

(REVISED)

i

knock at the doors

S

How do _you do, my deah,..and Mr. McGee. é

My dear Mrs. Uppinton.. what a charming surprise. Do ooric
in! (GLAPS HANDS) I say, FRANQOIS...ch:I_.].l another bot‘b19 of
sparking ro?’tbeer for Madame.,..Oh I say,...this -JZVS'J‘ollyv,
igntt 1t? Whon was it v)e mot lahst,. -on. the French :

Roviviers, was it not? (LAUGHS) Ahh remembex that roma:btﬂ.ﬁ

evoning over the gaming tablos at Monte Carlo'i The‘ ‘nj.ght
Piffy de Goominack shot the duke? Hah he.h....HQ{N gaﬁ

I romember how the stars shone down 1like a millfon jeweols

. on the volvet caiRép;r of night}

Lot!'s start: over, ‘Mr, MeGeo., I wasn't here wvhen”jbbe’ ganme ‘
;sta‘rted. ' L
Don't mind him abigail. He's writing a book and he

thinks hels E. Phoi_,aps Inpenheim, or somebody. V




'fMOL: ~ 
UPP:
”ff?IBf  ‘
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MOL:. -

- Ah yes...fine chap, Ippenheim. I ramember one afternoon we”ffv

we

jwn Ji ;;.
lFiB;- 5 

~ magazines and say..¢I KNOW THAT MAN....THAT'S ERLE STANL'T'

:Wh°2f 

Ybu know, I suppose, that you should have a 1it'ry agent, Mr{ff

were sitting in a gay little cafe in the Latin Qparter. 1.
remamber it, becausa T didn't know any Latin, and Ippy didn'{}f
have a quarter.r (LAHGHS MERRILY) You know, it's those
littie’axperiences ---;giw\ : A e “:”_ -
oH COME OFF YUUR HIGH HORSE, MCGEE..BEFORE IT THROWS YOU. - f5 
T find this veddy interesting, Mrs. MbGee¢ .
Didn't think I could Write a book, eh? ]
I didn’t think you could write.j Pariod. -

Oh he 's. been working like & llttle beaver, Abigail. Chew a gi%

tree down and build & dam for the lady, Little Beaver.
AHHH, LAUGH IF YOou ﬁIhL,_MY FINE FEATHERED FRIENDSI The

tine will come - when you'll point te my picture in the '

MCGEE,@THE AUTHORI

Erle Stanley McGee.' That*s my noﬁ déypfuné.

I think you ‘mean NOM DE ?LUME, Mr. McGee.;v;i‘}~

I MEAN NOM DE PRUNE. I'M gonna show.the_writing,bﬁsiﬁess
some new wrinkles.":  . }.' | : . . “‘
When you gat the manuscrint finished dearie, let me give it

to Ehcle Dannis.

Is he acquaintad with some oublishers, my‘dear?
Oh I‘ve often heard him aay he knows every bookmaker in thﬂ

country.

I{ ,“
g ~




”WAAGS? Jihen do you go?

1 don't go, Mr. MoGoe...I was...or..

 DOOR SIAMs







tDISCUSSV THE MATTAH..OH BAW-THER. ms, - SHATL C










oW T SA*é OLD FELLGW...;H

Stop it, McGee.' You sound like some dentist ha

fitted you with a andon b‘iage‘
'5 ‘,":Whé.tts thn.s about him wrltin“gda book,w Molly?
Lemme tell you about 1t Junior.y, You see, my hero,h .
" '1eutenant Fragwell, of the Navy. -~ |
; "«Hey cou1d~ ;u’ say soneﬁhing about bat les




Pardon me.
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rginia=ham,

. .VIRGINIA CHELTENHAM, I suppose you! "










""lﬂﬁ?isEpi‘ ”‘,g19; _;1.; 

fDid youmsay sha $ook ths,manuscript with her, McGee?
(A EXCITED)  YEAH, AND YOU KNOW WHAT# PIRST SHE'S
~ GONNA SELL IT TO MAYBE A MAGAZINE LIKE THE REDBOOK OR ";' L

- MAYBE TIVNE MAGAZINE AND -
Time Magazine doesn*t run novels. ~ [ : L

»—«~SHE SAYS THEYJNILL WHEN THEY SEE THIS ONEI ‘IT'S GONNA MAKE -

HISTORY, SHE SAYS...AND THEN SHE SAYS SHE'LL SEDL IT TO
| MAYBE RANDOM HOUSE AS A BOOK, YOU KNOW THEM, THEY PRINTED

. T BOOK T LOST MY.’ (GARTERS", AND SHE SAYS - o
 MOL: - "I LOST MY GARTERS".;.I don't remember that books
. =By  Well, maybo that waan't exactly the s + +.0H, NO., . IT WAS |

"THE LAST TIME I SAW PAEIS"Q..ANYWAY,’THEN SHE‘LL HAVE IT

. ,DRAMATIZED INTO A BROAWAY PLAY, AND THEN SELL IT T0
THE MOVIES. GEE WHIZZ... y;; e . -ufisé

. BEY, MAYBE THAT'S A MESSENGER WITH A CHECK FROM SOME

G
Bl
-9

‘PUBLISHERI MAYBE A THOUSAND BUCKSI
;ffMOL: | Don't start counting your chickens, Just because you've
. - l laid an egg, dearie. CQME IN&’ .
- DOQR_OPEN: . '
. oy Well, Mr. Winple.

1

fﬂlﬂ?= mT" Hello, Mrs. McGe <)§§1103 Mr, McGee. . f
- AND HUW'S EVERYTHING. HAVE . CIGAR...‘
ETTIN ‘:;SOME, ‘BET’I'ER ONES, AMWAY.

e...my wifa doean't permit me







. Mor:

PIB:

e

MOL:

i€wiﬁ?}fv¥fb

‘TfWell-l-i no, but S
5?-g1ve you a few pointara.'
"Iﬁcalled'it~“TﬁE DREAMER“ Then I wrote a ssquel

;fAnd what was the title os ﬁhat?
trne AWAKENING" ‘jjﬁ‘p;;;'" f‘””f”’: | _
@f?Ybu know you don't look very Well MP- WimPle‘ ,Héﬁélyéu'v

_ Oh no, Mrs. MeGee. ToM roally quite....dﬂ I GUESS You
. 'f’DIDN!T HEAR ABOUT HY “TERRIBLE EXPERIENGE..;ur  -
FIB' : »’.,‘}-14'_'
,Ybu know that HORRIBLE rainstorm we had
awYes...

”‘NMell I was nearly DROWNED! fﬂﬁustﬂhavégsﬁaildwéd‘fivé?i o

ﬁ?tee outdoors all evening.‘

o

Plet motzvationwandwaﬁVg;JZ«”

after Sweetyfaee and I were married.f~~'”'

been 111? - ‘ ‘“‘szuT%; 1}«?; Vf f«‘

. What wes that Wimp'? , . “. - . - . ff‘g;y‘r o
x*7,WIMP-,;*‘  .
| Mon;f}ijQ'

t week?

»

“?gallons of water. - . 7
ff*Don't ycu know enough to come in out of ﬁhe rain, Wim@?

' 50h I WAS in Mr. NcGee...I didn't stir one little tiggie “:

j?fWELL THEN HOW DID You SWALLOW ALL THAT WATER?

SAOh our ceiling started to ]eak 1ike everything andi&
‘?stweetyface said oh Wallaee, what'll I do and 1 saidrpuw
 5?a pan under‘it,« }13, and she did._ Mine-

One of thess days thanﬁ









 3!‘tter with 'em?

,*;Too ruch tiddley and not enough wink. L
%}bﬁ,’ Well look...lemme el you mor'e about my beok.
_see this Ideutenant Wragwell..., - - '

‘Draw me & picture nﬂstar? Please, will ycu ’Hmm.;1‘:

Sorry sis. I used up all my paper wrltin': .

. Pere...draw on tha back of ﬁhis, mister."¥{

- Okay. F‘irs'b 1:t11 draw L (PAUSE) Hey..‘ HEY ’ 'WHER

;_:I'found 1t. It was. in that. green box down by t;
















