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OROE: = THEWE: (PADE FOR): » S 

WIL:  The makers of Johnson's Wax and Johnson's Self-Polishing 

‘Glocoat present Fibber McGee and Molly, written by 

. Don Quinn ¢.. with music by the King's men and Billy 

Mills! Orchestra. 

ORCH: - 'THANK YOUR FATHER' _ . TME FOR COMMERCIAL 



- 

There's one thing they certainly teach a boy in the Amy - 

to be neat and tidy. There's nothins 1ike a stretch of 

, Kitchen Police for giving & man reapect for 111:1;13 thinga 

- like keep ng shoes shined, buttons sewed on, gun spotless 

Which reminds me that S.C. JOHNSON & SON 
and gle 

are making for the armed forces millions of cans of a 

product for keeping those rifles c,lesn -~ called RIFLE 

BORE Gf_’EANER. I forget jue;thow many, but 1t's an 

impressive figure -- and it's just c;ne' of & number of 

£ T - war products made by the 'rmakérs- of JOHNSON'S WAX == 

’ . gpeclal Finishes of all kinds that go directly or 
- 

indirectly intomwar production. Many of the‘sa are for{ o 

the protection of metal or rubber or “wood surfaces -- 

1n the same way that millians of homas use regular 

.TOHNSON‘S WAX and JOHNSON'S SELF POLISHING GLO COAT for 

t.he protection of floors, furniture, woodwork and 

 1inoleum, - ~ e o s 

ORCH:  (SWELL MUSIC TO FINISH) 

 APPLAUSE: 

MOL: 

FIB: 

PIB: 

MOL 

FIB: 

* upstairs hall and beat it out in the back yard, 

SO FANGY. 1IN FACT, HE FEELS Lous—-..m..imm 80 

YOUR DIAG-NOSES FOR THE NEXT HALF HOUR AND GET A LOAD OF 

L FIBBER MCGEE A MOLLY! ‘ - 

R 
- 

McC-ee, what s ‘the matter wii;h. you t«aday? Yeu‘lvé beén_ : 

grumping around here like a centipede with bw:rions. 

I think 1M coming 
I dunno. I just don't feel good. 

dcwn with aomething. - 

And I knuw what you're coming down with, toel 

You do? 

Yes. You're coming down with the ru;g out ofthe 

Oh no, I'm not. I1M boo sick for that stuffz No 

kiddin', I got no pep today. 'K not good for anyth: : 

You've just got an acute attack of honesty, déarie, 

What are your symptons, 1f any'? ‘ 

I'11 give 'em tp Fou alphabatically. A, I'M all wors 

* B, I'm Bushed. @, I got chills, D, Itm dead, E, I go*b no 

energy, and ¥, - I need & physician. : 

Got a headache? . = 



(REVISED) “5= 

NO. - - BoT m wonsw THIRG 15 I 6oT NG pEP.. I JUST 

SIT DOWN. AND REST ALL THE TIME.V WEAT'S THE MATTER 

wITH E, Amvmft ‘ i 

MbLi . . T think 1t!s just temporary. ‘Ybuive,only felt that way 

for twenty-five years. IT!LL go away. 

FIB: I think I oughtta have a doctor. 

> ‘fiéfisenée} Go out and teke a walk. Or take a nap in 

'the porch swing. Or mow thé lawn. 

VMCW THE fiAWfiI YOU TRYIN’ TO KILL ME? ANYWAY, AIN'T 

cm ENOUGH ENERGY TODAY TO DO ANY WORK. NO SLEEP, FOR 

~ ONE Tfi_iNG. ONCIE DE;NNIS ‘wéKE‘km lUP. LAST NIGHT WHEN ’HE 

COUE HOME FROM THR BAKERY AT o na 

‘fiOLi Eflofi déiyofi know hé:wfia at thglfigkerj?“ 

FIB . ‘He was :pie~e¥9d again. 

HfiFflMflflrfiUNDITIUN“KUH’HE“?RUBKBEI“TQ@E*K“B
IT?EE%EG@*MUGH 

MOL: 

FIB: 

MOIL 2 

RIB: 

MOL: 

. FIB: 

MOL 2 ;—L 

. MOL: 

FIB: 

,taxioahgwout acwhis~c1avtcla, 

No, I won't, McGes. Doctors are teo busy thesa days to 

- DINNER.r WE'RE HAVIN' CHICKEN ANYWAY. 

Thahks.  (CLICK) HELLO, OPERATOR? GTIME DOCTOR GAMBLE 

. YOUR nmmm sm BEAT . THE RAP, EH? 

He™l try crossin! t reot thst way sometime and 

WILL be in-a- ‘run-down condition. '!‘hey'll fie pickin? - 

Wall now don't you pick on Uncle Dennis. Hol had a grea  

sorrow once in 1924, and ho canlt forget 1t.( 

You mean the timec his wife run awsy with the sewing 

machine salesman? 

Yeui o 

I thought sheicamevbaok. 

That's his serrow. - ' . - o - 

Well, I got my own troubles. My legs are so much 1ike 

rubber I feol unpatriotic every time I take a axtra atep. 

Look, call. Doc Gamble, will you? 

make unnecasaary calIs.~ 

IT DON'T HAVE TO BE A BUSINESS CALL. ASK HIMVdVER FOR 

Fibber McGee, 1f you think I'M going to ask Doetor Gamble 

over for dinnor just 80 you oan whoedle a little free 

madical advice out of him what's his number? 

Gimme the phono,. 111 call him. 

Here. 

IN THE MEDICAL AND LOANS- ON-YOUR- SIGNATURE- ALONE BUILDING 

I THINK TI-EE' NUMBER IS 8.6.5.4 GOODNESS SAKES, IS THAT YOU 

MYRT? . 

oh doar. 

’ 



(2ND REVISION) =T= 
<l F e e v Yos, TOPICAL means "Talked about 

 Hea enly days, McGee = what happenoed? ‘ ok . - 

- e 4 @® ot - Theh he's right, Abigail,‘ Ho's talked about nothing elsu 

Her mother bought an evening wrap and had to hurry home FIB:  OKAY OKAY..SCOFF IF YOU WANNA...DERIDE! BUT WHEN I'N 

e - 2 \ e LAYIN' THERE IN BED, WITH SPECTALISTS FROM . L*GVER 'I"‘HE ‘ 

before it was dellvored, WHAT SAY, MYRT? WELL, T'LL : L ! - 

e ) e : ‘ ‘ i - WORLD CGNFERRIN' IN WHISPERS OUTSIDE MY nom, DO‘\E'T TIENK 

CALL HIN LATER. THANKS MYRT. (CLICK) Doc's out, I guess. YOU CAN SQUARE YOURSELF WITH ME BY BRINGIN® OVER A JELL OF 

e _MADE HOMEY...T MEAN A HOME OF .JELL MADE JARMEY...cTes 
Goode Why dontt you go oubt and 1ie in the porch swing ok Ge I e ARME'¥ iates 

Si e .‘ o . ; 0 . A JED OF ., ,0T¢e8 jill-..YOU KNOW WHAT I MEAE! 

until dinner time? Just take a good rest? | ; UPRE Ho does ssom & bit upset, my Goah., Vhat de you suppoae Is : 

L e - ‘ _ the mtterwlthhim? e 
Aw I tried that, Those doggone robins make 50 much noiso : o o ! 

- , = - : : @  wor: Just Spring, I think, bigail, Bvorybody gots it. I went 

I couldn't sleep & wink, I just a bundle of nerves, I around all day yasterday with a dull headache myseclf. . 

- . : ; A amed g e e 
_ e UPP: Thafl“fiom“wmrw 

. puess., You suppose I got= = = el e / o ‘ 

MoL: I didn’t mean - i . 

I‘ FIB: LEMME TELL You MY SYMI‘POMS, UPPY, I GOT NO PEP...I GOT 

—=NO EN‘ERGY-.,I WANNA- SIEEP ALL THE TIME...CAN'T }mRDLYfiCEEP 

DOOR OPEN: _ - - : MY EYES OPEN,,.NO AMBITION, ALL THE TIME DROWSY. MY 
\ 

| SHOES KEEP FALLING OFF, 
’WELL ABIGATL UPPINGTON, HELLO DARLING - 

- : ‘ ' . : DPP? , ‘I'hésy're not laced up, 

Frte | Toknow;- %tkuwknwwwwmwafimw 

lém'. ‘AND THEN, TOO, MY EYES KEEP WATERING. 

AND Mr. McGeee wa ‘do you do, my deah, 

Hi, UpDpYe Qon't get oo closc to me. I tilnk I'm comint L : 

o : : . v MOL: I told you not to smoke those elgars so short, 

" down with some topical discase. FIB: WHADDYE THINK IT IS, UPPY, MALARIA? 

. . UPP: No, Mr, McGeo...I don't think so. I think you wil 

You mean TROPICAL, doaris. - : 
eah i e always be immuno to malarias 

Why will he, Ablgall? - . 

UPP: . Melaria is carried by mosquitoes, my deah. Ana Mr, Mcgee 

is too thiock skinned to tempt a mosquito}. 



tha;xks, Uppyl You're not just sayin! that because 

yon agmire me? . , 
Mo, Mrs MoGees I think I know exactly tho i;:éafimont for 

yOUe. ' ' 1 ‘ 

;,Whg’c, should he dd,' Ablgeil? Teke sulphur and molasses? 

Mo, but whon ho gots up in the morning, he should take 

- twe:&by &spird.’fi tablots. ‘ 

HOW DO T TAKE 'BM. ,FIB: N 

. UEEC _ Take them oub in the back yard; throw them one by one 

‘ over the roof and then m%ound the house and try to 

’ . GATCH THEM . : 

MOL: - . You think the exerciso will do him‘good? 

_ UPP: My desh - ho'1l bo a different man - and whab.a oivic : 

improvement that will. bol Good dayi 

_"WHAT!S THE GOOD WORD" 

;APPLAUSE‘: 

{2ND REVISION) =9= 

MOL: 

FIB: 

MGL: 

MOL ¢ 

'FiB : 

MOL: 

' FIB: 

'MOL % 

‘865,4. I'd eall him myself but I haven't got the strangt‘ 

. chriatmas number or Esquire a11 aftemoon. 

 WEEKS? 

. The poor man. I guess he GOULD use a good homa-uooked.-. 

(WEAKLY) He¥..Molly. 

Yes, M’cGes"‘ ' 

awful . 

OH ALL RIGHT,..WHAT!S HIS NUMBER- 

to hold the receiver, 

I lmow, You‘ ve worn yourself to a frazzle holding up 'l'.hat 4 

Well, there's some very 1nberest1ng stories in 1t... 

they say. . 

Be quiet & minute. (OLIGK) EELI:O, OPERATOR? emz ME 

WIS’I‘FUL VIS‘I‘A 0654.....-WHAT? fo): 8 HOW DQ You: DO MIR‘I'LE. 

Ask her how‘s every little thing? 

HOW'S EVERY LITTLE THING, MYRTLE? IT IS? WHAT WAS THAT, 

MYRTLE? YOUR COUSIN MX‘RA? HAD THE HICCUPS FOR SEV'E‘;DY 

¥y gosh, why didn't!they do something about it? . 

‘They didn't know she had 'em...she's a riveter. WHAT,_ / 

MYRTLE? OH ’I‘HANK Y0U...She's rznging Dz'. Gamble:a : 

offi.ce, McGee. 

Tell him we're havin* fried chieken- 



 SOUND: 

YOfi TELL HIM TO GE'}.‘ HERE WHENEVER I‘D'S CONVENIENT. 

 (2ND REVISION) -11- 

6111 look good on a platter with a apple in his 

HGWS WHERE I'l‘ IS. TEANK YOU, (GLIGK) His office 

: n sa aaid she thought he*d love 11;, McGee e = 

: .SEIRE BE‘LL LOVE IT Partioularly fried chicken, Doctors 

ink the only bird in the world is a stork. 

{YAWN } Gee, I wish I had some pep. I reel 1ike 1'd 

bean drugeed - thru a knothble. 0 
(DOOR c:mm) 

FIB: Wonder 1f that's the doctor all ready. (WEAKLY) Come in. 

DOOR OFEN: 

om M: mmo THERE KIDS 11, 

He couldn'b hear that if he had his stethoscope at the 

ke”hole.' COME INT 

MOL:  Oh Hello, Mr. 01d Timer.. 

FIB : (WEAKLY) Hi, 

OLD M. UNDERSTAKD FROM MRS. UI-'PIKGTON THAT JOHNNY HERE'S GOT 

Cwow: 

' m- 1ongitude ain't so hot, either. 

THE PIP, DAUGH‘I'EH ‘I'EAT'S WHY I COME QVER. 

I think it's just a touch of spring, Mr. o1d Timer. He 

jusb has a feeling of lassitude.. : 

JUST THGUG‘ET I‘D DEOP OVER Alm GIVE YOU GRANDI&A'S 

FiB: 

OLD M: 

‘FIEV: 

OLD M: 

MOL:: 

OLD M: 

FIB: 

i What does? 

I got no pep, I got no energy. 

What’s ycur grandmother‘s recipe, Mr. 01d Timr? P 

WELL SIR, DAUGHTER, IT'S BEEN IN OUR F'Am FER GENERATIONS 

HANDED DOWN FROM MOTHER TO DAUGHTER, DAUGHTER TO DAUGHTER, 

DAUGHTER TO SON, SON TO UNCLE, UNCLE TO SISTER, SISTER TO 

BROTHER, BROTHER TO COUSIK, COfiSI'N TO AUNT, AUNT TO ITEPHEW 

AND NEPHEW GAVE IT BACK TQ G-RANDMA . WHO Was SO SIGK OF 

HEARIN‘ ABOUT THE DARN THING s SHE TORE IT UPI 

I DON'T WANT ANY OF YOUR CORNEY OLD HOME-MADE REMDIES 

\ 

ANYWAY. 

Put you back on your feet again , Johnny. 

he DON'T WANNA GET BACK ON MY FEET. 

Ooooch, that looks bad, daughter. - 

Worst kind of a case when the patient don't 

helped, When he just let's himself 4 ’co pot.....which I 

can see that Johnny's dom'..even with that double breasted 

coat on..w}f! JOHNNY...YOU G-O’I‘ NO CAUSE TO GIVE U?. YOH'RE 

YOUNG WHY 1M TWICE YOUR AGE«,. . . 

TWICE { You'rse nine 'cimea my age} Is it true that G'aptaigx 

John Smith beat your time with Pooahontas.‘ 

THAT!S A NAST! FALSEHOGD, JOHNM 1 JUST BEGAUSE A FELWR 

BZE'S smzous.» THEM flmmns m:.x 100 Mucri . 

GONNA SAY 1S, I'M TWICE YOUR AGE, AND I'M IN BETTER 

THAN YOU ARE.. 



WHY I CAN ;STILL JUMP UP IN TflE AIR AND CRACK MY I-IEBLS 

‘TQGETHER THREE TIMES. LOOKIT .« .(GRUNTS) 

_CLICK CLICK CLICK...PAUSE...TREMENDOUS CRASH.... 

Heavenly Gays....what a falll Are you all right, Mr. 01d 

- Timer? 

oLp M: Yes....I,.I guess so, daughter....and Johnny. 

omTE _‘ Eng 

< OLD M: . You keep Lyln! down and take it easy. We ain't as young as 

= ; we were, ye know. S0 long, - kids.... 

DOOR SLAM: 

MOL:: . Feel any‘ better, Mcéaé? 

FIB_. . No...T :f.‘eel WOrse. I‘d smoke a ecilgar but T haven't got the 

. strentt; fio pui‘f on it. You know what I bet,. T bet T got 

‘the collle. ; 
‘ " 

; MOL: You don't mean t;.he ’«collie. You maeLn the colic. 

- FIB =T do not. A colic is 'vfih.en your: hair won't stay down. 

MOL:  THAT'S A COWLICK. » : , : 

FIB: ‘ 1 thought' a cowlick was & big hunk of rocksalt they put in 

: : a pasture. : : 

; ,-‘,‘H_OL: - Maybe _'Lt is,‘but you don't mean collie. A collle 1s a dog. 

: ~»E;15;:‘  THAT'S WHAT I SAYS, I'M DOG TIREDE I GOT NO PEP...I GOT 

i NO ENERG¥, I'M AS - 

 DOOR OPEN: ’ 
Hella, folks. How's everythlnfi,. 

Hello, Hr. WilcoXes..McGoe dossn't fosl very guod today. 

Why, ‘what'a the matter, Pal? 

I dunn 3 Junior, I 40t no ‘pede I g/t ‘no anergy. My muscles 

MOL: You don't mean the collie., You mean the colic. ' 

Neither one of you has any .'shape to brag abo 

OLD M: WHY I CAN STILL JUMP UP IN THE ATR AND CRACK M 

. TOGETHER THREE TIMES. LOOKIT .+ + (GRUNTS) 
SOUND:  CLICK CLICK GLICK...PAUSE...TREMENDWS GBASB.‘.N - 

MOL;: Heavenly dayS....what a falll Are you all rig | ‘ 

. Timer? . 

OLDP ‘M:‘ Yessseolesl guess s0, daughter..;.and Johnny. 

FIB: Bh? : - _ . , 

OLD M: You keep 1yin! down and take it easy. We aln't as y_ofing 

we were; ye know. So long, kldS.sss - - 

DOOR SLAM: : 
R 

MOL: Feel any better Mc(}ee? ; 

FIB: Noawael feal worse. Itd smoke a cigar but I havan't got the 

: stranth to puff on it. You know what I bet. I bet I got 

_the collie, 

FIB; - I do not, A colic is when your hair won't stay do 

MOL3 THAT'S A COWLICK. e 

I thought a cowlick was a big hunk of rocksalt they pu 

a pasture. J 

MOL: Maybe it 13, but you don't mesn collis. & collle is a do 

THAT'S WHAT T SAYS, I'M DOG TIREDL I GOT NO PEE,..I GOT 

NO ENERGY., I'M AS == 

DOOR OPEN: 
Hello, folks, How's ever*ything,. 

MOL: Hellc, Mr. WilGox....McGes doasn't feel very gaod t.oday 

WIL: Why, what's the matter, Pal? ~ 

PERs I dunno, Junior. I <ot no pepy I got o‘,e:_zler‘ 

. . are as flabby as ravioll. 



‘when I was 

- Wowd. 

. How did you Jmow? 

e : (REVISED) “15m 

wry heer 4t. 1 was going on a 1little trip, and 

was hoping you could go with me. 

- Where are you going, Mr Wilcox? Your annual pilgrimage 

. to Racine Wisconsin, to lay:a wreath of forget-me=knots 

on the loading platform of the Johnson Wax c-ogpany? 

i&fi"; I'm going back to my old home town. Omeha, Nebraska. 

'AHHHH, GOOD QI;D’OMAEA lf‘ I played there in Vaudeville, 

onee . heatre. That was years ago, Oof course, 

1 good health. . 

oh you and your health! Youlre o hypochondriac! 

|80 WHAT? YOU GO TO YOUR CHURCH AND I'LL GO TO MINE! 

Whet kind o»f a yeaudville act did you have, MeGee? 

Juggling. Used to throw & forty-pound cannon ball up in 

the air and oatch it on the back of my neck.: 

; mdn't you ever get hurt? i L 

__ No, but every time I caight the eannonball it took & 

quarter of & inch off my height. Wog 1d you believe I used 

‘to be igix feet two inohaa tall? I had to quit before it 

‘made a midget oute me. But whatchfl doin' in Omahse , 

Junior?. 

"ylive been askad to ging at & Bir'abday Paz'i;y. 

Ycun. s 8ing? 

i 

How did he ¥now what? 

‘a out WOWe _ ' 

at Jou talkin' about? o 

rthday pamsy 1t is. Sta.tion W.0.W. in 

MOL: s 

® 

WIL: 

: FIB: - 

| 
WIL: 

FIB; 

WIL: 

7 
d 

_ IS UP 70 PARY. How do you Mysre g o e 

DOOR SLAM: 

Meaning no diarsapect, Mr, Wilcoxg tmt Ity burd‘yau 

sing and thatis & long way to go to do 15, 

I know, but that isn't the only: reason, There's a Batter 

Homes show there too,' and. I'm giving & talk on Johnson's 

W,ax, How 1t~ protects and preserves furniture ami woo&wor 

end floors, and seals the aurface of so many things . 

against dust and dirt and dampnass.. How it saves hours off 

housework because 11'. makes cleaning such an easy job, and 

how Johnson s Wax is so valuable right now when 

conservation 1s the watchword. 

I can listen to that stuff all. day, if you‘l]. promise not 

to sing, J’unior., 

Matter of fact, I'M writing e song about how a Johnson's 

Waxed home 1s & CL‘EAN home, on account ‘of how it protecta 

against gorm=laden dust snd dirt, IMf calling it “BEAT 

ME DADDY, EIGHT TO THE BAB, IF YOU DONT THINK MY HO'USfiWORK - 

Confidentielly, Junior =~ . 

MCGEE 1T DOES NOTJ 

Look, Harlow. there's some vthing fishy about this 

Adm&ttin' your a local bo:; that mada good, Omaha*s got 

better singers than you. &nd Omaha's got a Jobnson Wax 

representative there thet can give a lecture just as good 

" as y‘ou. NOW COME CLEAN...’&HATOHA REALLY GOIN! BACK THEHE 

FOR? 

WELL IF YOU MUST KNOW, I'M GOING TO THE OMAHA ST‘ 

AND SEE IF I CAN GET ME A GOOD STEAK! AND I‘LL ' 

THINKIN! OF YOU, PAL) SEE YOU NEXT WEEK. 



(28D REviaIon) , 

1ce bhe sympathy he gimme on my 111ness? That ) TRE: . ; BY wigterl . ‘ 

guy's got a1l the tender compassion of & pile-drlver. . . ST e Rw f0P the., 80 Lt "s o 15 1’“* ??81 

: (XAWNS) Gosh I'M tived, ¢ 
- PEE: “ »Sure'*it is;'i, 1 betoha, Whoja think? \ 

. L . , . FIB: T was expscting the Doctor, . 

M)L: o _Yes, I know,dearie, ;‘v:ve' heard you mention it. And TEE: Gée, Shots dtok diatenr 

‘ ~I'11 have to admit you don't LOOK sick, FIB: . Xam; ‘ e 

L. L ‘ TEE: (GIGOLES) Ohbhh yoaht 
Re ; ‘ FED: —————YES T At —Ana-furtmeTmore Mmm»f 

MOL: _ No, you don'ti You merely q.dpi: 11ke & lazy man who - . : s mfi atines tias, so. talso--a-powd ""’Wfl’l‘yé“?"" : 

is-debermined. to.spend-a-dey-atb home-wi thout.getting ) ()] TERe o By S 

up. 6££-his-big fat.bathrobe. PIB: — T -SAYS-TAKE K rwmn;":':’m*n*; “”"Bi;o‘fi_‘.‘“""‘vl&fvib 

! _VS“CRAMBOOLA, L . DONT Y0u-UNDERIPAND PLATN ENGEISHE 

: _TEE; 

= Eififf"»“ . 

PIB:— - Well, gee-whiaz, if my own wife won't believe. -~ - ‘ - 

- s - : ... I.dunno, mister;.iitslk some-and-letlsesec. 

:I}GOR CHIME: . FIB: 160K, ‘SIS, IF I WASNT A SICK MAN, I'D LEAP OFF THIS 

« : . | - ; ‘ DAVENPORT AND GIVE YOU A BURST 0F APPLAUSE WITH 

MoL:  OH HEAVENLY DAYS....THERE'S THE DOGTOR NOW AND ME IN A | : G e TTH ONE 

- . . e i I'i IN NO MOOD T DILE THE FADDLE WITH YOU TODAY. [ 
HOUSEDRESS. (FADE OUT) YOU ENTERTAIN HIM, MCGEE, WHILE ' uI 0 FI FADDLE WITH YOU Y r . 

( ¢ TEE: Gee , mister. .dont you LIKE littul chil-drun? - 

I PUT MY FACE ON AWD..... 
FIBs : YES I LIKE LITTUL CHIL-DRUN. ‘BUT THERE'S A 'I‘IME AND A 

?IB: Ahh, there's a good kidl Prett‘y worried a'bout me, too. . PLACE FOR EV‘«‘RYTEING AND IT 'S TTME YOU GOT OUT OF THKB 

Kiddin' me, to kesp up ‘her spirits....(WEAKE{) COME PLACE . . L 

IN s DUGTORI 
TEE: Okay, mister.. (SOBS) But, T was awful lonesoms on 

b account of Willfe Toops has got the mumps 'and T thmzg‘nfi . 

‘maybe you'd tell me a story or some thing. .. (SOBS) : 

HEY HEY HEY, ...0UT THAT OUT. 

A WOMAN WEEP, 

¥0u KNOW I CANT STAND‘I‘ SEE ' 

IP I TELL YOU A STORY WILL YOU PADIL! YOUR ' 

LITTLE. PUMPS QUTA HERE? 

Sure I will, T betcha. Cross-my-heartesnd-kiss-! 

millmen, : : ; 



& time, tho 

__thru the jungle lookin'! for his mate - 

‘f‘bhat a good atory? 

{REVISED} ALQ-. 

What does that 'mea:;i? "Groas your heart end kiss the 

My mfimma's been aaying that ever sinca 

- we ran ou‘ka. buttar a coupie of weecks ago. 

Oh “Well now lemme see....what can I... .OH..LOOK SIS, 

DID I EVER TELL YOO HOW THE TIGER GOT HIS STRIPES? 

‘No, miater, 
-~ 

RY SNAPPY HUNK OF FOLKLORE, SIS. Once upon 

ands of years ago, in India, there was a 

tiger named Joe. A very very smart tiger, too. 

A Princeton tiger, I betcha! 

Dont interrupt. Well, sir, one day, as Joe was walkin! 

And potatoes. 

NQ, NOT MATE AND POTATOES. Just his mate.s A 1é.dy tiger. 

AS JOE WAS WALKIN! ALONG, HE PASSED A VILLAGE AND SAW A 

BARBER STANDIN! OUTSITE OF A BARBER SHOP. A NICE FAT 

BARBER- SO J'OE SAYS TO E[MSELF, AH, AH!..BREAKFAST! SO 

‘ I-!E SNEAKS ALONG ON HIS BEL...ON BIS STOMACH..AND ALL OF A 

. SUDDEN HE LEAPS AT THE BARBER. BUT THE BARBER SEES HIM 

JUST IN TIME AND DUCKS BEHIND THE BARBER POLE. Joe was 

goin too fast to stop and GULEL HE SWAILOWED THE BARBER 

POLE BY MISTAKE! AND EVER SINGE THEN ALL TIGERS HAVE 

" WORE STRIPES\. 70 REMIND 'Ed NOT TO ACT HASTY. Wasnt 

No. ; 
. 

DOOR S 

(2Np finvmszdfl)‘ 

TEER ¢ - In the first place, mister, everybody lmbwa that by 

natural muta'cion, the tiger &e'nloped atripea fcr . 

prbteetive coloration, to blend 1mpercept;ibly with the 

surroundinga of ‘their natural hebitat, so don't 

glimme that barber pole malsrkey. As a Frank Buck, 

yowre spentl So long, mister. . . o 

ORCHESTRA: "OCEANA ROEL! - KINGS MEN 
D e 

RePLime.. o o . 



S ’ e 

M (REVISED) 

DOOB CHIHE 

FIB. ; : k kk». Hey, Molly...Doc Gamble is here...epen the 

oor, will you” I'M too weak to get up. 

your arfieries. 

DOOR-OPEN: . =« , 

S. McGEE. 

X ~ 

Mighty nice of you to invite me. 

medical school with and all he knows about bones your 

fox terrier could bury in a flower pot. 

very well, Mrs, McGee. 

'MOL_: o Thank you, doctor, I'M fine, 

yofi“paintad“my”thrcat“two*months ag0. 

Oh I'M a wonderful throat-painter. 

(LAUGHS) 

(WEAKLY) , 

WELL WELL m...l DIDN'T ‘SEE YOU THERE, McOEE! 

LOOKIHG smmz WELL, 700, ¥Y BOY1 

Hi...Doc. 

All right, Masee..;you Jjust 1ie still and be goud to 

TOR GAMBLE...I'M SO GLAD YOU GOULD COME. 

It gave me an excuse 

. to avold a lecture tonight on "THE EVOLUTION OF BONE 

STRUCTURE EK THE LESSER MAMMALS" by a man I went to 

You‘re looking 
£ 

I haven't had a cold since 

In the medical world 

I am known as the Rembrandt of the Epiglottis. (LAUGHS) 

.YOU'RE 

MOL: 

. FIB: 

DOC & 

MOL: 

DOC = 

FIB: 

MOL: 

DOC : 

MOL 

FIB: 

'cmrm BURN THE CANDLE AT BOTH END 

DOIIBLE DRIP OF YOURSEIF 

THE PIGTURE OF HEAL?H. YES INDEED. L 

mvsmowr, MCGEE. mp 
YOU‘RE RELAXING THERE ON THE 

: 

THAT ue AND YOU'LL LIVE TO BE A HUNDBED &ND WENT ?QUi“fl 

(L‘“’G ) 

Oh, DOCTOR! (LAUGHS) 

Is there...ia there much...s 1ckfi§as‘éroundrfioy,
unqcf?‘ e 

Like malaria, and stuff? | . "  

_0H, NOTHING EXTRAORDINARY, MCGEE.- Wsmm ' | 

~GIRW&T®MWEW
&P§BWMST&ES "'"'ANB-—-w ' 

—A—&IMLX-GGRGE&
US—CWWQF -PHE-PFBIL: OH, “' 

THAT REmnms ME, MRS. MoGEE, I MIGHT HAVE TO LEAVE . 

.RIGHI‘AFTERDINNER.k o
 L e 

Really? 

YES TM EXPEGTING A BABY., 

EH? 

£ Your first, doctor? 
e L 

WELL, HARDLY. (LAUGHS) This will be my one thousand, - 

two hundred and eleventh.. Enough to populate a small = 

village. . A small, NOISY village-v (LAUGHS) WELL, 

‘-WHERE'S—THIS FRIED GHICFEN MRS. McGEE? 

t'ts coming along, doctor... 

Excuee 
I‘ll ge out and see how 1 

HGGEE, YOou ENTERTAIN DOCTGR GAMBLE.-u(F nE OUT) 

me a few minutes, boys. 

(M' 
in this condition, did you? ’i . 

& expect to find me 
Well, ‘doc. I guess you didn' 



. DOOR CHIME: 

FIB: 

- miec 

 DOOR OPEN: | 

WINP: 
: FIB’: : 

\ 

(REVISED) =23~ 

NO'SIR...I OBRTATNLY DIDN'T, MOEE. HRALTHIEST LOOKING 

MAN IN TOWN. HOW DO YOU DO 177 JUST LEARNED TO 'mm 

THINGS EASY, EH? VELL, THAT'S MARVELOUS! YES SIRL o 

Matter of fact, Doc, I been kinda off my feed today, ande- 

GOQD FOR YOU‘QGOOD FOR YOUi{ MORE PEOPLE DIE OF OVER= 

EfiTINé THAN TRAFFIC ACCIDENTS, ANYWAY. YOU'RE VERY WISE, 

EeflEEa BfiENIA LOT OF GRAVES DUG WITH A KNIFE AND FORK- 

. 

(¥ERY TIRED) Would you mind answering the door, Doc? 

T got no pep. I got no eneray. 

WELL, WHO WANES ENERGY? JUST WEARS YOU OUT BEFORE YOUR 

TIME. BESIDES, NO USE LEAPING AROUND ANSWERING DOORBELLS — 

WHEN YOU CAN HOLLER. FORGET YOUR LEGS AND USE YOUR LUNGS. 

! k3 3 i : ‘ 3 3 ?i- X = 

(YELLS) COME IN, COME IN, GOME INT ' o 

Thanks, Doc. 

'Hello, flr. McGea, "hello Mrs. McGee...Oh excuse mae. 

Hiysh, Wimp, old man. Wimp, this 1is Doctor Gamble. Doc, 

shake hands with Wallaee Wimple. 

How do you ‘do, Doctor., ' 

DELIGHEED, MR. WIMPLE. 

HAVE ON YOUR LOWER MAXTLLARY. WIFE TAKE A POKE AT YOUZ. 
‘VERY INTERESTING CONTUSION YOU 

(LAUGHS HEARTILY) 

Yes. 

MQL H 

MOL: 

FIB: 

‘DOC: 

WEMP ¢ 

DOC: 

WIMP: 

- DOC: 

FIB: 

DOC: 

MOL: 

WIMP: 

. Excuge me. 

(FADE IN) MoGee, a1d I hear the doorbel; 

OH, HELLO, MR. WIMPLE. : 

Eello, Mrs. Mciees I won"c bother you but ;1ust a mfi ;ufia 

I only wanted to know 1f I eould borraw your stsp afide 

Why‘ certai:nly, Mr. Wimple. Get 1t for him, will yo ; 

McGee? - _ : 

(VEBY'TIRED) ‘I ain't got the strengtb,,,'}&'cily; 'You‘“aafi*":"" : 

got 11;, Wimp. ZIt's on the back porche. ‘ 

THAT'S THE SPIRIT, McGEE! GONSERVE YOUR STRENG‘I‘H! AIL 

MUSCIES ARE GOOD FOR ANYWAY IS TO KEEP YOUR BON'ES FROM 

SCRATGHING -YOUR SKIN! (E_;QUG 1 HANGING SOME WAI.LPA.PER,’ 

MR, SIMPIEZ 

Wimple, Doctor. e = 

SWEETYFACE? YOUR DOG? 

Sweetyface is his wife, Doc. 

Excuse me. 

What about Sweatyface, Mm Wimple? 

(LAUGHS) oh, we got into a 1ittle argument this morn ng,b 

Mrs. McGee, up in the attic. She was practiclng gome 

jiu jltsu holds on me a.nd my foot slipped out from under 

my arm and hit her in the 036w 

Then what happaned, Wimp? If you can hear the memory; 

Qf,;tm, 



(HE‘JISED) -25- 

: Dh ghe: mada a lunge at me, Hr. McGea, only I dodged and 

‘ghe went right thru the windew. (LAUGHS) She just caught 

_hold of the window sill i;z,time or she'd have fallen 

-~ three flodrs. 

~ DOC: . ‘. How could a frail 1ittle man like you haul her back in, 

. Mr. Waffle? 

WIMP @ _ Wimple. 

-DOC: Eicuse mee 

"WID" i And T didn't haul if;er» ing She's still hanging there. 

MOL: - - . HEAVENLY DAYS..EVER SINCE ‘THIS‘MORNING? 

FIB: How could she hang on that Iohg, Wimp? 

9P Oh I fixed that, Mr. McGee...I slammed the window down 

~ and pinned her hands to the window sill, 

DOC: Very interesting, Going to use the ladder to get her 

down, eh? ; . ‘ : - 

k WIMP' No, I'M gping‘ to: climb up on the roof and pull the ladder 

‘ i}p, after me, Socner o} laterkkSweetyfakce ig going to 

work looss, and then...Oll MY, Thank you, Mr. McGeo. 

: Goodnight folks. : ' 

DOOR SLAM: , - .. 

DOC: : Brutal 1itt1g famfly, isn’t it, WELL, IS THA"‘ FRIED 

‘ CHICKEN NEARLY READY, ‘ms. HOGEE? 

- In just,a Few minutes, Dostor. I just took the biscuits 

out of the ovan. Better go comb your hair, McGeeses 

i3 got no energy. (VEHY SICK) Maybe you can bring me some 

i tufi‘ on & tray. 

Oh T don L& think I'll eat any &inner, #01lyessI g0t NO DEPe 

. FIB: 

ORCHp  “TAXE IT FROM THERE! - FADE FOR - 

_ He's relaxi_ng. 

(23D REVISTON) 
o 

i 

1110 DO NO SUGH A THING, WCGEE....GET UF. 

’Don't talk like that, my desr, He's very 1ntelligent. ‘ 

— 

NOe.enO,. I'm Notees.400. 

= 

You're not? 

Now McGee, you pzfomifed -— 

Well, Doo's interested, arentt you Doo? 

In whatf,’ 

My casa....you see doc...I got no energy. I goti 

Ever since .I got up %his morning I been feeling iopey. 1 

(LAUGHS) McGee, you're wonderfull Yflfi"m JUST fv 

IAGNOSED YOUR OWN CASE BETTER THAN A STAFF OF 

SPECALISTS. 

You mean I'm just naturally a doctcrl 

:@b, 1 MEAN YOUR JUST NATURALLY DOTEY. (cxmcm.m) (FADE 

0UT) Well is that chicken sboub ready st : 

Oh pshawil 

WDAKE IT FROM THERE! - FADE FOR - 



SING comMERciAL 
* 

pril being the month of showers, itts also the month 

- when wet feet come tracking across that kitchen floor 

of yours. The question is, have you protected the 

nst that dirt and moisture with JOHNSON'S 
. linoleu 

SELF POLIS IING GLO QOAT? If you have, then you can relax 

whan those soggy shoes and wet, muddy rubbers come 

tramping lnf The linoleum is gafe.-- and it wontt be 

much work to make the floor spotless again. Solled spots 

_are quickly wiped up with a damp cloth‘- JOHNSON!S 

' GLO COAT 1s the easy-to-uge floor polish -~ needs no‘ 

';rnbbing or buffing. And in times 1ike these 1t renders 

| extra asslstance becauss SELF POLISHING GLO COAT makes 

linoleum last 6 to 10 timas 1onger than an unprotscted 

fsurface. 

(SWELL MUSIC - FADE ON GUE) 

(APPLAUSE) 

-Feel any batter since you've had your dinner, McGee° 

No. I can't say I do, I should of stayed 1yin' down on 

(REVISED) 
i i 

the davenpdrte 

I thought that'!'s where jou wera..Whét were you doing? 

I was upstalrs, I was readin' in "WHAT TO fio TILL THE 

DOGTOR COMES! about my case, but it didn't work., 

Well, it says to Utake a hotfoot bath', but every timfi’T 

MOL: 

FIB: 

'fidLi What didn’t work? 

FIB: 

. stepped in the tub the match went out. 

MOL 3 Oh deari’ : 

FIB: Whats WEEL T Syl Boodnight, 

MOL: 'GOODNIGHT, ALL] ' 

e L 

ORCH | UP 70 PINISH..APPLAUSE HIC. 


