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[ME JOHNSON WAX PROGRAM WITH FIBEER MCGEE AND MOELY! 
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THEME . « . FADE FOR: 

The makers of Johnson's Wax for home and indusbtry present&\ 

Fibber McGee and Molly, written by Don Guinn, with music 

by the King's ien and Billy Mills' Orchestra, 
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'OPENING COMMERGIAL o - . 

WILGOX: While you're 'ahak\i/.ng- the mothballs out of'yéur winter coat 

invax;tic.:ipation of the months ahead, glve a moment's 

thought to the finish ‘of your car. You can't vv‘vrap the 

paint job up in wpolens, but you can get it ready for 

winter with a thorough tleaning and fiolish:{hg. -Cold i 

weather, and rain and snow and 1lce, are hard on the finish. 

the extra ocare 15 nasds with JOHNSON'S CARNU. 

; GARNU will rémove the: road grime and dirt easily, without 

S ‘damage to the finish., CARNU will restore that beautiful 

showroom shine you probably haven!'t seen much of lately; 

'kAnd you'll giadly do the job yourself bacauée CARNU is a 

real work-saver -- it does two jobs at once, both cleans 

and polishes with one application, You'll probably be 

driving your car for soms time yeb, so 1t will still pay 

_ to take good care of it. Your dealer has JOHNSON'S CARNU 

Mo it el ornRTL 
\ 

ORGCH:_ (SWELL MUSIC TO FINISH) 

 (aPPLAUSE) 

- - (REVISED) . - 

. WILGOX: ONE REASON THEY CALL THIS TIME OF YEAR THE "DUCK" SEASON, 

IS THAT WHEN YOU TURN CERTAIN PEOPLE LOOSE WITH A SHOTGUN, 

EVERYBODY HAD EETTER} NOT TO MENTION NAMES, LISTEN 10 

A WIGHTY HUNTER SOUNDING OFF, AS WE MERT — o 

| .. FIBEER MoOEE AND MOLLYI 

APELAUSE: 
: 

FIB: AHHE, THE THRILL OF I‘I’Il CROUGHIfi' DOWN IN THE BDIND--& 

WAITINr FOR 'EM TO SWEEP OVER YOUR HEAD«o.AND THEN.. . 

T{‘IE ‘I‘HUNDER OF WINGS AND You RATISE YOUR GU'N.. .BANG'! BANGl e 

I GOT 'EMI BANGX BANGIIl LOOK OUTI...THERE GOES' ONE 

TO THE RIGHT.. .BANGI! - : 

SOUND: TEUD AND GLASS CRASH L \ ; 

MOL:; For goodness sakes, dear:s.e, put down that broomstick 

o 'bei‘ore you break every lemp in the housel 

FIBs I'm sorry I busted it - but by George >1f that lamp had been 

: a duck, I'd of got it right thrum w;-\?'e meatl 

MOL: You realize what you just did, dearie? 

FIB: Sure. I fifisted the lamps. So whatt 

MOL: You broke' the lamp that yo wbn at ‘the fairgreunds 

throwing darts =2t the balloons, ‘ang now you'll have to 

think up something else to give Aunt Sarah for Ghristmas. : 

FIB.‘ / Oh.my goshl...and I'1ll never again be able to get 

: anything: 30 horrible so cheaps : 

MOL:: I think you have the wrong attitud.e about Au.nt Sarah, 

'McGee. After all, shet's the closest relative I have. 



MOL: 

FIBt 

FIB: 

. EIB: 

MOL; : 

i MOL:: 

MOE: 

(2ND REVISION)  =5= 

VShe's the closest relative anybody ever had. That poor 

“old Bé'i!hfiidéf ‘goes around a1l winter with chapped knuckles 

because she.ain't open-handed endugh to get\ her gloves 

on.'_- . : . : 

vI prefer to change theafibjec"c, Woat time are you going 

duck hunting in the morning? 

Oh'now, MecGes, just begagsé in a momen% of weakness, ... 

NOW NOW NOW...NO WELCHING, BABY ! :COME ON...IT'LL BE FUN. 

JUST YOU AND ME (PAUSE) AND DOC GAMBLE. 

How on sarth did you get' the Doctor to go? Blackmail or 

briberyt - . , . ‘ 

WHY, DOC LOVES TO GO.BUGK HUNTING. He says‘ as a member 

of the Medical“'Association, it's his duty to take 8 

erack st a quack. 
C = . 

How about shells? I thought shotgun shells were frozen. 

I goiyngl Yoxi're 5oir§g, too. ¥ou prqmised. ) 

v (REVISED) 

They melted a few for'thg hunfiifig; geason., I found three 

boxes of em. AND THE MAIN THING IS, I EOUND IHE IDEAL 
S 

SPOT TO SHOOT FROM} NOBODY KNOWS ABOUT IT BUT ME. \I—’madé 

a pri-vata:d;icker with the guy that owns the property to 

keep everybody out but my party. 

MOL:¢ : And where is this hapj)y, I hope, hunting ground? 

shut the door. . FIB: 

MOL: ; What? 

. E1B: _SHHH. . .shut the door, 

MOL: A1l rights, 

DOOR SHUT: . : ) 

MOL: “om, STOP LOOKING UNDER THE DAVENPORT. THERE'S NOBODY \ 

HERE BUT USI ‘ 

FIB: (LOWERS VOICE) You don't seem to realize what 1t means. : 

o find a absolutely untapped hunting ground. ,SI know guys f 

that would stop at nothing to find this place. - 

‘MOL; Shall\I 8o over the walls for hidden dictaphones? 

That might be a verv wise precau-- Oh, no. Nobody but I 

and the farmer and Doc 1mows that I lmow, ser . 

Well, where is i%t...where 1is it? 

(LOWERS'VOICE) It's at the North FORK of Sweeny!'s Swampe 

SWEENY 'S SWAMPQ . 

' ‘FIB: v You betchal I p,aid Sweeny five bucks for the e Vs.ivs‘ 

Es ’ i use of it this y,ear\.//\And T gave him a handfy(::kzgara 

‘ C s : : : i 

Your own cigars"" 
L 

Certaiflly o 

Then I don't want to éo. ’By néw, itts enemy territory." S : 



(REVISED) ®@ =7= 

DON'T YOU THINK EVERY WIFE 'omBTA BE A PAL _ AW, COME oN. 

| 7O HER HUSBAND? 

As I reoall, duck hunting was not mentioned in the 

marriage ceremony. 

WELL, DOGGONE IT, THE DUCKS BRING THEIR WIVES. 

That does it} I’ll gcl When do we start® 

ADO‘C 'S PICKIN! US UP AT THREE O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING. 

 THREE CK IN THE MORNING!  HEAVENLY DA¥St TIT TAKES 

AN EARLY -WORM TO GET THE BIRD, DOESN!'T IT? 

Pib: = Well, if we leave here at 3, that ‘gets ug out to Swéenyls 

Swamp and e.l:!i set up by about five, seef 

MOL: . WATT A MINUTE. I HAVEN'T -GOT A fiUNTING LICENSE} 

( EAUSE) - : _ 
£ FIB: Hmmmm. Well, you can goet one next year. g{ou come along 

this fime and see how 1t!s done. I'il take you skoot 

g 

* MOL: k’\;.‘_‘ Nothing doing, dearie. I won't shoot anything I can't.eat, 

and I nover ate a skeet in my 1ife. 

’ F1IB: j Look, Molly, & skeet %s just a hunk of clay. 

MOL:: i k' Arentt wo alll . 

§ FIB:  WHAT I MEAN IS-- HEY...WHERE'D I PUT MY DUCK CALL? 

% . MOL:  Your what? 
v : PIBs My duck call that I carved out of a turkey bones. Or 

‘was it a turkey call I carved, out of a duck bone? No, 

‘1t was a duck ca:l,l T carved out of a turkey Eone. 

I wonder whers...OH, HERE IT IS. 

What on earth 8o you use that forg 

shooting next summer and learn you How to handle a shotgune 

| £ 
S
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EIB: . It's to call the ducks with. It lure's Yem in. They 

think itts the mating call of another duck, you see, and 

- swoop down to pitch & flittls woo. Listen... 

SOUND: HORREIBLE SQUAWK ON CLARINET 

MOL: . If that's a mating call, and I was a duck, I'd stay a 

bachelor. 

EiB: IiM a 1ittle outa practice. Listen to this... 

'DIFFERENT PITCH ON CLARINET, BUT STTLL HORRIBLE: 

DOOR KNOCK 

HEAVENLY DAYS, YOU GOT ONE! 

COMB IN! 

DOOR ‘OPEN 

B@L: Oh, hellc, Alice....you didn't have to knock... : 

ALICE: - Well, I heard e funny noise, and I bhought maybe somebody 

- was 'sick Hiva, Pop! ‘ . 

I\ ’iMOL:_ ’ Tha’c noise was a duck call, Alice. Thec;refiically, it does- 

to a dugk what sheer stockings, baby talk and Chanel Numhe:r 

5 does to & men, It comes ‘u.nder the heading of Love is 

; a Funny Thing. 

ALICE: But what do you use this duck call for? : 

F;B: We *re goingb hunting An the morning, Alice. Ever do any 

v 
s+ shooting? 

ALICE: No, but I had an Uncle out West: that was always shoating 

o . | somebody, He was uy mother s brother and our. only 

outlaw In-law. 

*MOL: An outlaw-inlaw, Who did he shoot? 
W . 



(2NB REVISION): =9- - ) 

He shot a dentist for one. fi‘ha dentist overcharged . ALICE: 

him, and our outlaw in-law said it was'too much oufla-y ’ ‘ 

for an yitnlay and gave Vhim a lead filling. % = 

o /FIB. b You're ‘uncle was probably just high strung, Alice. 

';A_LIC_E: _ 0h he was. Ten minutes efter they caught him, FIB: 

- MOLé» Well, I hope we won't disturb you when we leave in the A.LIGE: 

, mop: Alice. We're gotting up at three. 

ALI‘CE: Don , WOrry' about that, Mrs. MQGee. I sleep 1like a log. = 

MOlL; - So does McGea;.Qlike a log going thru & sa’wmill. 

. FIB: Don't tell me you're sfiay.’mg home tonight, Aliée. Our MOL ¢ 

‘ phone our of order? = ° 5 ALICE: 

No, bub this 1s my night to write jetters to the service o 

. men. : . ' 

f MOL | What do you mean - YOUR night? . i . 

‘ ALICE: Oh, us girls at the airplane plant i‘ormed a club to write FIB: 

% . to 311 ‘the soldiers and sailors and marines we know. We 

’ s call 1t the "G.T Hops He'll Answer It! Glub. 

Whaddye do, Alice? Jus give the boys the local chlt- chat? MOL ¢ 

ALICE: 

FIB: 

4\LiCE: 

MOL: ¢ 

ALICE: 

and amusement of sceing the plcturo. 

DOOR SLAM: 

ORCE: "HOW MANY HEARTS HAVE YOU BROKEN' 

LPPLAUSE: ' ' 

-2 

(REVISED) D 

«eh— I just toll tom nbout what's going on...what pla'ys and 

Movies are playing the theat:'os und 'S0 0he Liko ~about 

yosterday. I saw a cute movio at tho Bljous Thoy ca‘lil. it 

"HEAVENLY DAYS!, 

Engm{ How'd you 1ike tho leanding man, Alice? 

:0h, ho was CUTEL But he made an awful droop of himself 

in the picture. I thought I'd dio wher ho got-thrown out 

of the Senate, and when...0h, but I'd behter not toll you. P 

You might want ’co Seo 1te 

Yose We probably will, six or sovon times., 

And the manls wife in the plcturc lookod a lot liko you, 3 

Mrs. McGoocs AS & MATTER OF FACT, NOW THAT I THINK OF T 

THEY WERE USING YOUR, NAMESIL1} 'FIBBER MCGEE AND MOLLY, 

CAN YOU SUE THEM FOR THAT? 

oh, I supposc we could, &licc, but it might deprive 

milliona of peoploc of tho joy and happinoss and excitement 

End of ado 

What, Mrso McGoo? : . 

Never mind, Alice, I think that lottor-writing club of 

yours is a wonderful idea. The only thing a soldior 1likes 

botter'n mail, is females 

fes, and you know what ofi -club motto is? 

What, Alice?. , 

WWRITE 70 4 SERVICE MAN. ONE LI_TTLEALETTER CAN CHANGE 

HIS CARES TO A CARESS". Woll, good hunting, Popl 



i 
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FIB: 

. SECOND, SPOT 

f:'MOL: 

(2ND REVISION) 

You’d botter be gebting to bed, McGeoe 

You go ahaad...l'll be up soon's I check this equipment. 

Now lemme sea...my shootin! jackets ‘I‘hree boxes o! shellse 

V/. o Moaquito 1otionseos 

What'!s the string on youz; finger for? ) 

Eh? OH, MY GOSH...THAT WAS T0 REMIND ME TO®sesstOssaseleso 

Hmmn /Now’ what w that on my finger to remind me of? 

Lunch? ' 

Nopee Beuiah's already fixin' that. 

Hip boots? - ‘ ‘ ; 

Nope, Got temo 

Cigars? 

Nopeo ' 

Game bag? 

’Nfiplo: s ; 

Hunting lileense? ' . ) 

NopeessOH, DOGGONE IT...IT WAS SOI:LE‘I.‘HI‘IG THAT ANY GUY 

VOUT DUCK HUNTING WOULD NEED. ..Now what the dickenSeee 

Shotgun? o L 

SHOTOUNIL....THAT!S IT1l{ Much obliged. ' 

You say Beulah's putting up the 1unch? £ 

Yaah...I told her all about it, end she offered to stay 

tonight and put upthe lunche 1111 see _how she's comin! 

% 

along. OH, BEULAH... +BEULAHL 

BEULZH: 

FIB: 

BEULMH ¢ 

FIB: 

BEULAHS 

FIB: 

MOL ¢ 

. But I am golng, Boulsoho 

. (REVISED) 1=12- 

‘Somebody bleatin! fo' Beulah? 

How you coming along with the bird bangor's 

banquet, Beuluh? 

(LAUGES) | Iffen you meana the dubk-dodgere 

dalicnteéean; mathm} I'm domint u‘,l.dns okuy. rds 

down %o the kte on Mist! MoGes's 1ist of stuff, 

K'su..What did I ask for that beglns with K2 

Kase o! rootbeah, 

. Ohs Ohy yosh, 

_You 1s real intelligent not to git yolse!f included 

in thié hoah expedition, matom. Gittin! up a8t 

: 3 2JM, in tho mawnin'® is foul enough without goin?t 

aftor ducks. 

Ll 
OH, YOU Po' mgmm 4 WHAFFO! Y0U WANNA DRAG THAT 

LIL GIRL OUT IN THAT OLE MUD-SWAMP 7O, cubane 

MoaBRF SHE GOT NO BUSINESS DANIEL BOONE-DOGGLIN' 

AROUN! NO DUCK BOATI 

Thut‘s a lotta nonsense, Beulah, Shet!ll love it. 

Why, my gosh, rit’ll bo worth it just to seo theo 

glbr&ofis sunrisce 

Sunrisc over Sweony's Swampl N‘ow, THEAH &5 8 

: postcard thatl would remain un?-'bought in ANY 

drug sta‘l : 

I don‘t. lmaw how I got finessod into '.H;, Beulah, 

but you know Mre MoGeo. Ho could talk the louves - 

off & mujor. \ 

e
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‘Sh'e'a never be"én duck hunting, Beulah. Next year, 1111 

. bet ws have to tie her up to kesp hor homo. It gots into 

th.e blood. 
o : 

. Yagsuh, So dé pn’eumonie.p 
i 

oh, Ilil be all rilght, Boulah, I might even enjoy it = 

a far-fetched possibility if T ever heard onet 7 

.. ¥ou wailt, Molly...once you get snusly gettled down’ in that 

,'ndn .Incidentally, Beulah. . syou know bow to 
old duck 

make a duck bl@ . 
- 

' Nossuh. 

Tie a handkerchlei‘ anound his hea% 

gonna git close enough to~~ OHHHHH..e 
Yes, but how you 

(LAUGHS HEARTILY) 
T GI’f TT s oMAKE A& DUCK BLINDU 

LOVE ERAT MANIIL , . 

Well I suppose we better turn in, Molly. It!s almost 

MCGEE s « WAKE UPELI 

' ‘Yhy don't somebody answer the phone? 

THAT ISN'T THE PHdNEi'; +THAT!S THE ALARM GLOCKi! 

SOUND: ALARM CLOGK OFF 

Now don't go back to sleep, Doctor Gamble will be here 

Eh? What forg Am I sick? 

NO NO NO...WE!'RE GOING DUCK HUI\I’I‘ING THIS MOHNING..REMEMBER? 

oh yeah...duck hunting. Might bs fu.n...let's us 

WE ARE GOING,.. 

a9 

. Doctor Gamblees. 

You call him up and ask him, while T (YAWNS) Good idea. 

talte a- 111 nap, andsse 

COME ON, NOW...OFEN THOSE SLERPY LITTIE MCGEE...WAKE UPI! 
nine olclock now, SO, if we get up at three, that gives us f 

‘8 good 12 hours aleap. 

12 HOURS & 

Six for you and six for nie e : 

. What time do you think we'!ll be back tomorrow? 

or noon-thirty at the latest, Come onl 

Oh, arotmd noons 

A1l right, dearie' 

( SNORING) (REPEA‘I‘V) 

» 

A_('SI.EEPII-,.Y) McGeo.ss MoGee, wake upl 

1 don't wanna go ‘o school today, manme « . 

EYES, . SBHh ettt g oo e s o san STt T VeIt 

M ‘ 

What's the matter with that dad ratted clock? 

Itts the telephione . Run down and That lsn't the cloeke 

If we keep gulet, maybe they!'ll go away. 

TELEFHONE, OFF MIKE: 

MOGEE, 1 «RUN DOWN AND ANSWER THE TELEPEONE. ' 

I did shut it off ‘once., 
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THAT WAS THE ‘CLOCK!. r;}OME ON...NON...GET GOING...I'LL 

"START GETTING DRESSED, ~ -~ 

Ok&y...Whex-e's my slippers...()h, here they ara...(YAWNS) 

ELEPHONE, OFF MIKE; . 

Bl I'M GOMING... Tt COMING.. . 

_SOUND: FOOTSTEPS p_om\rsmmg...mmom AT mmflvy_@_ 

SOUND: RECEIVER UP: . . 
FIB: (nwns  Hllo. 

. WIL: (FILTER) HELLO, FIBBER? HARLOW WILGOX! WHAT 'S THE ! 

' MATTER? ANYTHING SERIOUS? 

FIB: - No...why? - : , 
 WIL;: ' WELL, T JUST GOT IN FROM A LATE SALES ME}E'.{_’,ING AND FOUND A 

MESSAGE TO CALL YOU ON AN URGENT MATTER. SORRY TO .CALL 

YOU AT THREE A.M., BUT I WAS WORRIED. WHAR 'S IT ABOUT? 

FIB; = Oh,..oh, thate..(YAWNS) T called las! night,..seé tfyou 

v wanted go duck huntisl with Doc 'm! me. Goin! out to 
. e ; 3 (qu 

Sweany's Swamp o ‘A 'Bout twenny mints. veideNg:) 

SWEENY'S SWAME,..IS THAT THAT MARSHLAND THAT RUNS ALONG 

THAT STRETCH CF WOODS? 

Assa placs, .:Iu_nioxv...f.ulla ducks...Lots sport. (YAWNS) 

Ducks ¢'mit suicide !n! edimb in your bag. Wanna go% 

NOT OUT; THERE PAL..,I CAN'T STAND GOING THRU THOSE WOODS. 

(YAWNS) Wh?‘i’ 

WHADDYE MEAN, WHY? ¥OU EXFECT ME TO ENJOY THE SIGHT OF 

- ALL THOSE BEAU"‘IFUL OAKS AND MAPLES AND BIRC,HES AND ELMS 

’. fSTANDING THERE ZXPQSED TO THE WEA‘I‘HER AND UNPROTECTED BY 

jEVEN SO ‘MUCE AS 4 THIN FILM OF JOHNSON'S WAXT 

get a 1otta ducksa, (YAWNS) Good place . 

£ - f ~ (RBVISED) 16~ 
¥OU KNOVW WHAT IT DOES TO ME, PAL, TO SEE A NEGLECTED PIECE 

WHEN IT COULD SO EASILY BE PROTECTED WITH 

‘A WAX FINISH, AND WHEN I SAY WAX FINISH I MEAN JOHNSGIL‘SE - 

OF FINE WOOD, 

WAX, OF GOURSE, WHICH IS THE FINLST == 

SOUND ¢ DOOR CHIME 

Hold the phone, Juniore.e..therel!s been a nasty accides.. 

er.. I mean there's somebody at the doors 

I JUST WANTED TO I DIDN'T INTEND TO FEéP YOU WATTING. 
~ 

_SAY THAT WITH JOHNSON'S WAX... ' o 

SOUND : AS RECEIVER TS LATID DOW ‘ 

FIB: As the guy says when the King of the Cannibals ate one of 

’ hig people, ‘k“that gfiy 1s sure full of his subject.” - W 

DOOR CHIME: ' 

FIB: . GONE IV, COME IN, COME IN, il 

OPEN AND SHUT: 

Oh, Hiyah, Docs ’ 

‘mog Hello, Droopy, WHY ARBN!T YOU DRESSED? YOU TOLD ME SEVEN 

I‘/JES TO B HERE AT TiREE A. M. SHARP, AND HERE I FIND YOU ‘ 

SLOPRING AROUND IN A PURPLIE BATHROBE LIKE A DOFEY LITTLE 

SOMNAMBULIST ! 

. ' PIBS DON'!T YOU GALL ME A SOMNAMBULANCE, YOU BIG T ONSIL-SNATCHERE 

. FINE LOT OF APPRECTATION I GET PROM YOUI HERE I FIND 

s
 THREE BOXES OF SHOTGUN SHEELS, WHEN THEY'RE SCARCER THAN 

A SATLOR'S POCKETS, AND MAKE A PRIVATE DEAL WITH OLD VAN 

o SWEENY FOR A PRIVATE SHOOTIN! GROUND, AND YOU GET ANTSY 

| PANTS BEGAUSE I ATN'T SITTIN! OF THE GURBSTONE WATTIN' 

FOR Y0Ul 



MOL: 

MOL: 

DOCE. 

DOCs ( 

 FIB: 

(REVISED) =17~ 

_ WHY YOU BIOLOGICAL MISFIT, THE ONLY ENGAGEMENT YOU EVER 

KEPT IN YOUR LIFE WAS WITH THE STORK, AND THAT TRIP 

WASN'D REALLY NECESSARY. GET ME UP IN THE MIDDLE OF THE 

NIGHT TO.s..Where's Molly? 

" Shels gettin! dresged, Docs. I had to come down and answer 

the phones.. 

McGes, 1f I ever write\my memoirs - and I probably will 

e every doctor 1s a frustrated author - the censors 

wiilnoves pass the part where I let you talk me into 

going duck huntinge ' 

I TALKED YOU INTO IT} 1' WHY YOU BEGGED ME TO GO. YoUu - 

SAID YOU LIKED TO SHOOT DUCKS BECAUSE THE.Yv WERE SO MUCH 

LIKE PEOPLE.. ) A 

They are, too, Every time ’dhey open their/bmmy 
2 B 

 squawic, Buy whj I ever let myself ba == 

~(§.‘§Q]§:_‘_:[11) Well, good morning, Doctord 

Hello, my dear., UWhy don't you whip up a fast pot of Java 

while Millerd. the Mallard gats out of that K.’mgfiah 

Levingky bathrobe? . 

That T will, Doctor...that I will, GO ON, MCGEE, GO GET 

DRESSED, - 

~0KAY, OKAY, OKAY,..I!M GOIN', YOU PACK THE STUFF INTo. 

_YOUR CAR, DOC,..I'LL BE DOWN BEFORE YOU CAN SAY -- 7 

MCGEE, . . THE TEIEPHONE'S OFF THE HOOK! 

I'11 hang it up, Molly. GO GET YOUR PANTS ON, PIXIE PUSSI 

Who onbearth‘ could be ocalling us at this hour of the 

morhing i ¢ 

Doc? 

WILCOX: 

ORCHESTRA & 

MADAM? TIME'S A~WASTIN'IJ - L 

. - (movism)) | 18- 
Search me, But they've probably hung up by now, - “ 

(SMALL, SCUND OF 'PICKING UP RECEIVER) HELLOJ11 HELLOIH 

(ON_FILTER)--AND FURTHERMORE, PAL, T\‘DRIW TERU—THOSE 

WET, DRIPPING WOODS, AND THINK HOW JUST ONE SIMPLE con' oF 

JOHNSON'S WAX WOULD PROTEGT AND PRESERVE THEM. AGATNST=~~ . 

RECEIVER UP ' 

Who was it, Doctor? 

The Finnigh Ambassadet*. WELL...WHERE'S THAT COFFEE, - 

APPLAUSE: 

AND HER TEARS FLOWED LIKE WINE'. o . . . . KING'S MEN 



. FIB: 
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AUTOMOBILE- FADE F OR- 

I he pe to goadness you lknow where you're going, McGeea 

ItYs as ‘dar’k es _the 1nsidg of a horse. 

DON'T WORRY, BABY ... I!LL KNOW THE PLACE ALL RIGHT. 

I BLAZED A BIG TREE WHERE THE BEADLIGHTS WOULD PICK 

IT OUT. 
i 

' You would éhop a hole in e treé, you little vandale 

. You're one of those people who travel around carving 

thelr initials on Mount Vernons Every time you see 

a Natiqnal Nonument, you start yelling "IEAVE US 

DEFACE sl ‘ : 

TS THAT S0? WELL BY GEORGE-...EEY!..-.EERE'S THE PLACE, 

DOC......PULL OFF THE ROAD} 

CAR SOUND OUT WITH BRAKE SCREECH...DOOR SLAMS: 

DOC: 

EIB: 

‘"Pull off the rosd" was superfluous a&vice, dearie. 

Most of that road was p\illed off years aVgOo 

I hope the Eagle Scout hére knows where we aree 

Pgrsgn”a;ly' I'M loster than I've ever been in my 1ife, 

Don't worry, kids. I know what I'M doing. You carry 
r 

the ]Tunch, MollYseeesssI and Doc wall bring the other 

stuff, ' : 

| MOL: 

Frg: 

DOC: 

FIB:: 

5 
E 

L , =20 

411 vight, And I hopse thosé shotguns are not lpédéd‘. 

CERTAINLY THEIR NOT LOADED, WE CARRY 'EM WITH THE 

BREEuHEo OPx.N....lf you'll pardon the expression. \Ready, ; 

Doc? | . : i 

Lend on, MacDuff, I got the stuff, Which way do vfla,gc? 

North—north east till we come £o 2 big bouldar, ‘then 

due west to the hoilow stump and then southeast by 95‘55 i 

till we sbumble %ver_ a root, and then st::gight.r}orth. o 

Well...go ahead, 'Gét started. . . ' “v.:.'. 

I'M feeling for mbss on this tree so I'11 lmow whaich way ’ 

is north., Ahh, here's the r-= : o 

(YELLS) LET GO MY LEG, STURID! : \) 

Oh excuse me., I thought you Wers 8....AHHH, HERE WE 

ARE, AND STAY CLOSE TY ME...0R YOU MI(;HT GET LObT.....I 

CAN'T SEE MY HAND IN FRONI O MY FACH, 

Take it out of your pocket. : ’ _ f : 

Eh? Oh yes...now L can seo 1t, WELL GGME ON...FOLLOW ME. 

CRUNCH OF FERT [HRU UNDERBRUSH UNDER FOLLOWING 2 

(3INGS) Heigh ho..heigh ho, itis off : work we go. 

HEY CUT IT OUT, MOLLY. s e..YOU'LL SCARE THE DUCKS. I'lly 

h_ave to teach you about woodcraft, HFirst thing you 

gotta know is how to know rlirec.tions in the woods. fHand 

me your compass, Doc. - . . 

I haven't got a compass. Where's yours? 

I haven't got one either. Anyway, wee= 

Hepre. herc's a compassy I just thought it might come 

& handy,. 



FIB: 

DOG : 

- MOL: 

FIB: - 

DOC ¢ 

MOLs 

FIB: 

_ this outdoor stuff for a while, Mdlly. 

' Hii‘mot: ‘ 

 What'd I say,..behind him? 

‘Left. 

Oh ygs,.lefh 

“2la 

",Oh...thnhka. Anyway, you'll probably be pratty pgreen at 

Pretty dumb about 

it, But after you get some experience....HEY DGC..... 

00 ITA C IGAR ? 

. No, I never thought to bring any. 

My gosh,,.neither did I, 

I did. Here,..hers's five apisce for you, 

Thanks, Molly., 
{Foor EPs) 
Now whet were you saying,. McGeeo? 

I was sayipg that proper equipment is the main thing Ho 

outdoor life, Just watch what I do and...GIMME A MATCH 
_ Boc, 

Haven't zot a mateh, McGes, 

Here, Lere's a box of matches, 

THANKS. AS I SAY, MOLLY....YOU'LL PRO%ABLY FEEL, PRETTY 

USELESSS TILL YOU CATCH ONTO THINGS. YOU'LL PICK UP A 

LOT OF KNOWLEDGE LIKE nOW A DUCK ALWAYS LANDS WITH THE 

WIND BEflIHD HHI—- = 

He lands with the wind in front of him. - : . ‘ P 

. Certainly, 

(EAUGHS) I'm sorny. ’ Anyway,.. . k . 

HEY, :- .]ES THIS THE BIG BOULDER “E'&’.T:'.'ERE"E’E TURN?2 ’ 

How k'woulci I -know? I/'M a stranger here myself, 

Turn your flashlight on it. , § 
I hoven't got a flashlight, 

fiere. « .86 mine. . : . 
Ok, Thanks. YUP,..PHIS I3 THE PMCE.f.IVOW WE TURN RIGHT, 

Just follow Doc and me, Molly, and don't be 
3 ' o 

‘ on't 1st you got Loat, 

‘i 
| 
: 

FIB: 

DQC: 

. HIB: 

DOC: 

FIB$ 

DOC: 

. MOL: 

. DOC:. 

FIB: 

MOL ¢ 

. FIB: 

DOC 

MOL & 

DOC: 

FIB: 

DOC ¢ 

FIB¢ 

MOL ¢ 

v
 

‘Would it be asking too much of you to keep the muzzle of 

' Yes, I know, And T wish T had fifty cents for every W 

$ . 

- SHHHHH!!!! BE QUIET!! WE'RE ALMOST THERE, 

_ Thanks, 

(2ND REVISION} 

You mean she won't 1ot US got loste : v ‘ 

T KNOW THESE WOODS LIKE THEBAGKOF o 

— 

AH DON'T TLLK SIELY, 

MY HAND. 

You must | have a pair of odd gloves ‘O 

SHHHHHH . « « .BETTER BE QUIET, FOLKS. . .DON' T WANNA SCARE THE 

DUCKS. (Footsiees) ' . 

MoGee ¢ 

Eh? 

that kghotgun out of my left eye? 

He sald it wasn't loaded, Doctor, 

slug I've dug out of people who said the same thinge f 

(SPLASH) 

Ooopsi We are there. 

So this is a duck blind, : . 

AND A GOOD ONE, TOO., BY GEORGE...AND NOT A HUNTER WETHIN, 

TEN MILES OF US. THANKS TO ME, 

Thanks, i 

You're'-wslcome. You see, I found this place fiyself apd_ 

got the use of it exclusives Well, we better load up, 

Doce Hand me the sholls, . 

HAND YOU THE SHELLS, YOU'RE THE ONE THAT WAS BRINGING 

THE SHELLS. _ _ : 

OH MY GOSH...THE SHELLS!{ .WHAT DID I DO WITH THE SHELLS? 

OH THIS IS AWFUL...l7 MILES FROM HOME AND . 

Here, McGee. T brought ‘em, You left \%hem on the halI 

table » 



= 
Whew. . . .thanks, kid, Here Doc,..bake a 

Thanks,..it ought to be sunrisé any minute now.....My 

nose is turning pihk. 

: That partxcular sunrise has lasted thirty years, Duc. 

‘ HEY....DO I HEAR DUCKS? [LISTEN!! 

DISTANT TRAIN WHISTLE: 

MOL: That!s one on you, McGee. Thpy're travelling south by 

this year, 

‘FIB:  NO...I HEARD DUCKS. LISTRNI 

SOUND: DUCKS WAY OWF MIKE: ‘ 

DOC 2 Ducks alliright, if I ever heard one. And I don't think 

' I over aid. . 

HI1E: It's 11ght enéug@'fo'shoot by, too. .I'LL TRY MY DUCK 

GALL, . : 5 k : 

(PAUSE) . 
DOC: . Well,.,.go chead. 

FIB: Con't find my duck call, I'd of swore L had i ny 

- 1uft’p&nts pocket, . : 

- NOL: Here it is, dearie, You left it in, the car and I brought 

. 16, ’ ' 

: FIB} Oh thahks. Well, gzet roaay to shoot when I call 'em in, 

» Dgc. : A 

SOUND: THIN TWEETS: 

DOCs Is your hunting licensec éood for humming birds?: 

Musta got some lint into it. I'll try it again, 

| BASS BLAST On TUBA: = 

’Ybu hav. qqite 2 ropgptoire on that thing, McGeeo, 

you play the viebloot Boogid?‘ : . 

(REVISED) -23- 

‘PIBs Oh well, we won't neod it ANYWAY. . » s LOOK OuUt here.... 

FIBs 

THERE 'S THOUSANDS‘OF DUCKS s ’; . 

: MOL2 Well...why don't you start shooting? e 

kDOC: Can't shbot tom till they got off the water, Molly.s 

That isn 't sportlng. 
: 

FIB: WE'LL GET PLENTY...DON!'T WORRY. . .TEN THOUSAND DUCKS AND 

. JUST THE TWO OF US *SHOOTING. MATCH YOU FOR THE FIRDI SHOT 

DoC. B : E ; o 

DoC: Okay....g0b a cain? 

FIBs No, hayen't you? - 

. DoC: No. ; 

. MOL: b- I have. Here, McGee. L . \3 

_PIB: GALL TT, DOC, I'M FLIPPING! = L 

DOC 2 - HEADS., 

* (PAUSE) SPLASH: . . L 

. FIB: Oh oh....threw it too far, WHLL, YOU TAKE THE FIRST SHOT f 

DOC.. o T BON WANNA GED MY LIMIT'TWC‘QUiCK- » ‘ 

DOC s Ckay, And before L forzet it, McGee, accept my profound 

apolégies for doubting your word. This is really 

éxclusive. : 

SURE iTVIS...I KNOW WHAT I'M fiOING. NOT A SdUL WI?HiN 

TEN MILES AND HERE WE-- ’ : ' 

LOOK,_BOYS;..THEY'RE RESINGS 

One side, MéGas, whiie Iam 

SHOT IN DISTANCE: 

Who was that? 7 

Somsbody down tiat woy about 2 hundred feet, McGes.. 

He's got & lot of ncrve bustlnb into our private hunting 

Prescp=m-= 



FiB: 

MOL: 

- DOCs 

_ BIB: 

DOC: 

FIBs 

DOC 

MOL 2 
- 

FIBs 

DOC s 

ElR: 

=2l= 

_ Oh woll, we won't neod it anyway....LOOK out here.... 

THERE'S THOUSANDS OF DUCKS. 

Well,..why don't you start shooting? 

Can't shoob 'em till they get off the water, MNolly. 

That isn't sporting. - 

W.E'LLV GET PLENTY...DON'T WOR?Y(V..TEN THOUSAND DUCKS AND 

040 OF US SHOOTTNG. MATCH YOU FOR THE FIRST SHOT 

- Okay....gotb a cbin? 

No, haven't you? 

No. 

I have. Here, McGee. 

' GALL IT, DOC, IL'M FLIPPING! 

HEADS . 
L 

(PAUSE) SPLASH: 

Oh oh..;,threw it boo far, WELL, YOU TAKE THE FIRST SHOT 

DOC..,.I BON'T WANNA GEE MY LIMIT IWC QUICK. . 

dkay. Afid baforé I forget it, McGee, accept my profound 

apologiscs for dofibting vyour word, This is really 

;xninsive. : ‘ 

SURE ;'L%‘ IS..'.I KNOW WHAT I‘M‘I‘JOING. NOT A SOUL WITHIN 

TEN WILES AND HERE WE-= ‘ 

LOOK, BOYS...THEY'RE RISING! 

One side, MoGes, while I-= 

SHOT IN DISTANCE s 

Who was that? 

omcbody down Gtiot woy about o hundred feet, McCee. 

(2ND REVISION) —25- 

SOUND: CRASH OF GUNFIRE.. ALL SCRTS OF GUNS f 

. wore  WELL...THERE GOES THE DUCKS} ' o 

SOUND: CRASH OF CGUNFIRE . 

DOC: BLAST YOU, MCGEE{...YOU SATD WE HAD THIS PLACE TO 

: OURSELVES! 
L 

SOUND:  CRASH OF GUNS 
. FIBi DAD RAT IT, CAN I HELP IT IF SWEENY SOLD ME OUT? 

SOUND:  cRASH OF GUNS: o+ - . 

MO : RUN FOR YOUR LIVES, BOYS, WE'LL ALL BE KILLED. 

. e WELL DOGGONE IT, I ==r ' ‘ : 

CRASH OF GUNS INTO MUSIC 

ORCHESTRA: “WHAT ARE YOU DOING! ~ FADE EOR 

“x
 



. “WILC,OX: 

-26- 

Wouldn't it be too t;ad if you still had to scrub your 

1incleum floors to keep them pressntéble? Those old 

Saturriay down-on-hands-and-knees days are gone and, 

fortunately, almost forgotten. Linoleum is bétter Paréd 

for, is more A»beautirul, lasts mch longer, and you save ' 

yburself hours of work, thanks to JOHNéON'S SELF POLISHING 

GLO OAT. There's no rubblng or buffing with GLO-COAT. 

! imply apply and let drye -'Tfie tough film protects 

thé surface agailnst dirt and :weér - firings out the 

beauty of ths linoleum color§ and pafiterns -~ and because 

it's made by the maksrg of JOI;INSO‘N’S'WAX, you can always 

count on the unifoi'm’higli quality ang servi‘ae’, of 

JOHNSON!'S GLO=-COAT, 

(SWELL MUSIC - FADE ON CUE) 

MOL ¢ 

EIB: 

MOL ¢ 

WILCOX: - 

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, WE'!'D LIKE TO SPEAK A MOMENT TO 

OUR FRIENDS IN CANADA, AND WISH THEM EVERY SUCCESS IN v 

‘THETR SEVENTH:VICTORY WAR LOAN DRIVE. WE KNOW f@ i 

CANADIANS WILL MATINTAIN YOUR WONDERFUL RECORD FOR 

FOLLOWING THROUGH, WITH INDIVIDUAL PURCHASES OB VICTORY 

BONDS . , ‘ ' " 

HISTORY HAS SHOWN THAT WHEN CANADA FIGHTS FOR A CAUSE 

THE IDEA OF FAILURE IS LIKE THE BORDER BETWEEN OUR THO 

COUNTRIES == - » - - : - 

FURELY IMAGINARYY Goodnight, 

Goodnight alll 

PLAYOFF & SIGNOFF i : : - W 

Tfiis 13 Herlow ffilcox, speaking for the makers of 

JOHNSOfi WAX FINISHES _for home and’industr'y, inviting you 

to be with us again next Tuesday night, G_oodnigh’t. 

THIS IS THE NATTONAL BROADCASTING COM{’ANY 

(CHIMES) ' 

(2ND REVISION) . =27~ ) , . 


