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THE JOHNSON WAX FROGRAM ~ WITH FIBBER MeGEE AND MOLLY}
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OPENING COMMERCIAL
: o 3 s

WILGOX:

QBGB:

‘beauty to otV

3

"Somabody,shoaid put up a mdnument”or'write a great poem in
honor f the mﬂn‘th-first discovered linéieum. I don't

‘ knbw_who ﬁe was, but I do know that he deserves a big

'Vbouq?et,‘aﬁﬁ IhEhinkj}ou;ladiqg will agree with me. He

 brought cheerfulness and color into ybur kitchen, added

' rooms in your hoﬁe. He gave you a floor that

will 1ast many years ir you take proper care of ite. The
easy way to do that = the easy way to protect 1t, keep 1t

'sparkling with very little work is with JOHNSON'S SEIF-
’POLISHING GLO-COAT. There's\practically&ng\work with

GLO~COAT -= you simply apply and let drye. In 20 minutes

~ your floor is beautifully polished ~~ with no rubbing or
‘buffing, because GLO-COAT is SELF POLISHING. What's more ,

: your floor will be»protacted against dirt, moisture and

wear; In fact, your linoleum will last 6 to 10 times longer
ir you. protect it regularly with GLO-COAT,. It is

recommanded by linoleum manufacturers themselves =~ and

“used with great satisfaction in homes everywhere.

¥

(SWELL MUSIC TO FINISH)

i
(APPLAUSE)

WILCOX :

_APPLAUSE: .
o ——— o

MOL:

FIB:

MOL:

FIB:

MOL ¢

FIB:

.GIRL:

MOL ¢

/.GIRL;-
FIB:

- . » . (REVISED) -4~
THE MCGEFS .HAVEN'T DONE MUCH READING LATELY. IN 1992 THEY

BOUGHT THE FAMOUS FIVE-FOOT SHELF OF BOOKS, BUT WERE %
. PRET-TY DISILLUSIONED.WHEN THEY FOUND DOCTOR ELLIOTT

DIDN'T EVEN TELL WEAT TO DO FOR A SINPLE CASE OF CHAHLIE

HORSE! BUT mmgmz AGAIN FOR GOOD LITERATURE, WE FIND

THEM IN THE WISIFUL VISTA BOOK NOOK AT 14TH AND 0AK.....
‘ stintnts FIBBER NCOEE AND MOLTYY

- : : - -
- ;

We!d better be buying a book, dearie, We've been browsing

in here for an hour and a half, and the lady in charge is
giving us some dirty looks,. ’ . , ,v‘ : : .C?;
Don't bother me any. I been looked at dirty by experts.
HEY,..I WONDER IF THﬁY GOT A COPY OF WA BOUGH GROWS\IN !
BROOKLYN'". .
Isn't that a TREE Growa in Brooklyn? }. : i

1
They wouldn't have that, This is a branch 1ibrary,- Well,

P

lemme 566 NOWe s o Hmmm, OhéBoyl V“THE'BOOK’OF MODELS"}....::~

. o/
(PAUSE) Ohs..airplanese

‘(LOWERS VOICE) McGee, here comes herself: I think we're

going to get the o0ld heave=-ho,
Oh yesh? I guess we got as mich right in here &8s =
OH HIYVAH, SIS. HOW DO YOU FIND BUSINESS.

you' found & book you'liks, sinr? Finally? =

I'm afraid not,.Miss...;er,...Miss..;. ;- .
Mrs. Tolliver, madame -

Tolliver, eh? YOU ANY RELATION 70 THE CHAIRMAN OF THE
POOL TABLE COMMITTEE AT THE ELKS CLUB, SIS? LD ()LIV§R

'LLIVER? . /(\ o .

- I just 1ooi out the front window and it walks past. Have |




‘ME GEE 1‘ .  (oND REVISION) ~5- : . \ - (4ND REVISION)
2-6-45‘ “ . . ~ . . - ~ o - ;

GIRL: "I' am his rir;t nife, ' . maan 1‘3“' a1st j 5 ..
MOL: His...ar...his FIRST wife? i : . ' 6) ~ GIRL: (w) I ring it up twenty-ﬁ.ve cents at a time‘
%L‘: ' Yoo end bhi: 1ast. i says. . '3 i ‘. : 1 o There.'s apQﬂ}% .bogk shop next door{,: They _thivnk,,We'r.e -
FIB: = Mi aht o1l Oliver - m’ sls. I'm Fibber MoGeas ‘ : doing a whale of a ‘business.',iglg}l‘ I| wrap the book for yous

. My wite, Mglly. : MOQ; Yes, please. o - -

VMZ)L_: L B o v ‘ GIRL: A11 risht. In the firet place; it's very badly writtens
GIRLi - o My‘husban,d B b me a aeat daal\ﬁbout' - The characters are ocorney, the plot is 1ouzay, and the
. Jour Mr, MoGee, You'll find the cheap editions on the .. “"‘“” tacec b

L r’ear.;,; ‘_ A FIBS HEg, WHAT ARE YOU DOING? . . .
MOL: My husband is looking for a‘go‘od interesting book, - G?R,L’ SLE R e LORI _ . J

' Mrs. Tolliver, : : MOL: I tﬁought you meant wrap it UP, . ‘

"GIRL: How about a good mystery story, Mr, McGee? GIRL: 4That béok I ean rap up and down. Do come 1in again, folks.
FIB: “NOW YOU'RE COOKIN!, SISJ§ TAKE MY LITTLE HOT HAND AND 7 Ent Thenks. Remember me to Oliver, e Tollivery

I.EAD'ME 70 'EM} DIG ME ONE, ; ,/ - ‘ GIRL: Leave it to me, Mr. McGool o .
GIRL: Hore 1s the latest, Mir, UeGee. "THE CASE OF THE (@ Doon oFmN aND crosE: . ‘ .

v CROSS-EYED CAT." By Ellery Stanley Rinehart. , | ORCHI BRIDGE: ("DRAWATIC RAG") TR Tl . .
MOL: </ dh he writes good onesi . \' : Sm"?? SOCESTERS _UP o Eomch UND‘ER‘!' . e - - ,{. .
GIRL:‘  He \writes under five different names; you know, - FiBt (TO HIMSELF) (READS): "gnd, ”95 Jeffrey Hawkins The ‘.H“’k’ .
. 'Mode’sty"l . ; v‘ “known to,trembling underworld ,(smmms)‘..!..'{‘, .

Gt ‘ oy, ‘ . . L z . ; : ; MpL: v Watch that top step, MoGee. .

NoL-  on . , : _ . | SOUND: DOOR OPEN: CLOSE

o ‘ Em;';moh 1a thigl siar - . = . FIBs Where was I? Oh yea...As JEFFtERY HAWKINS, KNOWN TO A -
G h i - ; . 0 { 'TREMBLING UNDERWORLD AS "THE HAWK", RAISED HIS KNIFE AND .
e . . v FIRED THREE TIMES..., ; -

\MOL:  We'll take this book, Mrs. Tolliver, Hord «\are. , o ke Halsea WIAT) and fiveat i “

?}mm  Shanl ou. ‘ . v : ; . FIB: J His knife, This detective had a triok knife that was a

- . / ‘ ‘ ; combination pistol, see? Kept it 3,n hisjha‘tq




MOL2

FiB: .

DOOR OPEN

ALICE:
MOL:

( PAUSE)
MOL s
ALICE:

MOL:
FIBs

e

b -
MOL%

(ALICE:
FIBs

¢

MOLs

FIBs

. Went down ©

 McGee, show Alice the book we bought,

(2ND REVISION) =T=

. Must have beehfvéfy handy. He could shoot from the hip,

if he was double-jointed, . :

This guy's got everythingy He'!s.terrific, There's been

seven murders already, and five of 'em, =

Helib, Mrs. MoGee. Hello, Mr, McGees Been out for a walk?
the book sHop, Alice. Show Alice the book -

we‘bouéht,, cGee.

He' doesn!t hear a word we're saying, Mrs, McGee...what on

_earth is he reading? : .

It's a murder mystery. (SHARPLY) MCGEE!

. (LOUDLY) OE NO DON'T, YOU BLACK-HEARTED DEVILS! THE

CHAINS WERE NEVER FORGED THAT WOULD HOLD JEFFREY HAWKINS
AGAINST (PAUSE)....er...somebody apeak to me? Hi'yah, Alive,

OH&....are we home?

‘Wo came home five minutes ago, Jeffrey.

That must be a terribly interesting book, Mr, McGee.

‘10h babys.this is a doozerl ‘Seven murders already and I'm

Just{getting to the interesting parti
Sounds like it would make a great picture...with Gory

Coopers ‘ ' -

 You can read this when I get through, Aliqe. It's the

Case of the Cross-Ejed Cats

- -

ALICE:

FIB;

- MOL:

ALICE:

(PAUSE)

MOL ¢

(BAUSE)

ALICE:

. ‘ (2N REVISTON) 8 &h‘g .
OH THAT’ONEi ‘THAT!'S THE ONE WHERE THE MURDERER TURNS
OUT TO BE THE - - ‘ . .
HEY HEY HEY,.,.DON'T THLL M5 tr(l...MY posl o
Don't give the plotaway, Alice, - Though I'll bet that' 8
the only way the author sould get rid of 1t.f ; '

I read it last week, Mrs, McGee.‘ Have yon got to
*

the place yet where Jeffrey Hawkins goes &nto the

opiﬁm den disguised as the chinene erooner, Bing . .
Sing Lcw" . ’ o . -
‘ .

McGee,...Alice asked you a question,

We'd better let the poor man resd his book, Mrs. McGee, \




, - (REVISED) ~10-

N -

'_ﬁOL: a3 right. Let\x/go upstairs where we can talke-
ALICE: Swelle I want you to show me’ again how to Imit a sweaters
, - It11 have o rip out the ome I started because I don't

/ - know éhy’ibidiéra with three arms,

Ml:  Come on, T111 show youa, .

 DOOR_OPEN: ' .

MOL: I don't know which of you has more trouble with your
' _ yarmss..you or McGee. (FADE) In the :first place - :

- DOOR SIAH: LOUDS

EIB: HAH-.YQU MISSED ME, YOU )I‘HIEVING RATS! ONE MORE SHOT AND..
(PAUSE) HEY, Mollye..Where's Alice? WHERE'S MOLLY? ©hs
= ~ Musta left her -at the book atore....now lemme see where
wasI? On yes...(MUSIc IN) EAND OVER HAND, JEFFREY
HAWKINS GLIMBED TBE RADIO TWER AS POISONED ARROWS HISSED
ey - THROUGH THE SMOKE FROM THE BURNING AMMUNITION TRAIN...

ORGH: "ON THE SUNNY SIDE OF THE STREET"

E @AQPLAUSE)

&

o

. L o - !
SECOND SPOT s . ow REVISION). ~11-
. FIB: Hey, Molly;.iistep' to thia.: ~ ffJEFFREY POISED HIMSELF . '(
GRACEFULLY AT. THE TOP OF THE ‘WALL,...DOWN BELOW, THE
HARDEN'ED CRIMINALS WERE MAKING Tmz NIGHT HIDE OUSE
WITH THEIR YELLS OF DEFIANGE.... o
MOL: They were making the night what?, »\ _ K
FIB: Hide ouae., Thgt's what it sajs:hpre;_‘Hide ouse;_‘ .
MOL; How's 1t spellea? ’
FIB: ,H-;;_ae&o-u-s, - . -
_ Moﬂ: That's‘HIpEQUS, McGee. v ‘
EIB: (/I think it is, too, Them foreigh words alﬁays\throw(qé.
Back on page ‘thirty nine there's a fSNIFFS)‘ What's
cookin!'? . ‘ ' o
MOL s Beulah's baking an apple pile. v ;
FIB: Smells good, Can I have a pié;e to et 1Ie'I_regd my
. book and a glass of rootbeer? ’ ) . .
MOL ¢ I'11 ask Beulah if it's done yet, (CALLS) BEULAH...
. OH BEULAH!l ’ ‘ .
DOOR OPEN % .
BEULAH: Somebody bawl fo! Beulah? . ,
EIBs Yeah,..how sbout & slab of that pie to eat while I read,
' . Beulah? - o .
MOL ¢ He wants to ruin his stomach while hé 1mproves,his mih&z

but I think it's too near dinner time.

i

£ o




OW mE .

read my

AH. ..

I read,

is mind,

(B

FIB:

I MOL ;-

FIB:
BEUL

MOL:

I don't believe in that "don't eat between) meal

- DON' TELL ME YOU IS READIN' WTHE CASE 0' THE CRQSSEYED

(2ND REVISION)

‘busine"', Me 'am, tLAﬁGHS) My mamma always say
_ BEULAR!

she say, "THIS HEAH IS A TOUGH OL‘D WORLD.
REST WHEN YOU GAN,‘EAT WHEN POSSIBLE, AND WORK IF
YOU GOTTA...AND YOU GOTTA“ (CHUCKLES)
Personally, I always 1like to Eake up the' slack with
a snack. Love to sit down with a hunk o' pie and

good book 11ke this.’

CAT", MIST' McGEE |
Yes he is, Beulah.

.~ You know thé;%ook?

Not puhsonnaly, suh. But Ira, he was reagin' it
las' night. Ira, that's the gentlemen to whom = (”

I am engage to mo! than to anybody else.

' Did Ira 1like the book, Beulah?

Ma'am, he say 1t the wors' kind o' trash, but he

1ike it. Ira say stuff like mystery stories is

"escape" literature.
A very intelligent analysis, Beulah, They call it
that, Molly, on esccount of books like this heip_you

escape the realities of 1life,

_12—'_

fMOL:‘ Thank you too

'BEUL:  That ain' wha

BEUL: ' On yes, m'am

FIB:  You can say

anybody seein!

l " tHe fire esca
MOLs , But,he'enjoyé

. heafraid to

BEUL: Yessuh, He s
k : afraid tb =

MOL: No, Beulah.
FIBy I'11 say 80e
books it's a

MOL: jva 1ike a-good

stupid, but 1c

BEUL: = Cupid may be s

LOVE THAT EIL!

DOOR si:AM -
MOL: . Loék, u’oéee, t
i v will y§u1  We!
N - MbGeé.
| (PAUSE) i
MOL: MOGERY
FIBs :' Thanks, Beulah

I'11 eat lb 1n
oF THE BOX GAR
_ JEFFREY HAWKIN
. TRIGGER... /(P\dﬁ




FIB:
BEUL:

. Thank you too»;xzn;xéh, professors

. (REVISED) =13~

-t
That ain! what Ira mean, suh., He means he so ashame of

anybody aeein' him readin' that +Junk, he take 1t out on
the fire esoape to rsad.
,But he enjoyed it.

Oh yes, m'aml He say that book 80 full o! sudden death
he afraid to

ut his finga.h in it to mark his place.
You can say tha.t agalnl '
Yassuh. He aay ‘that book so full o! sudden death he

e

No, 'Beulah.b&No.,;. Mr. MoGee was just agreeing with youe

- I'11 say éo. They use so darn much ammnition in these

books it's a wonder the WI"B don't clamp ’Qown on 'ems
I 1ike a good drippy love story mygeifg ' Cupid may be
st:upid, 'but love gets you furder than murder,

Cupid my be stupid but mrdere s (LAUGHS HEARTILY)
LOVE 'I‘EA'I‘ LIL' TADY

Cin

Look, McGee, try and 1imit yourself to one pilece of ple,

- will y'o'\i?v We're having & nice meat loaf for dinner and --

McGep °

MCGEE {

v'l'hanks, Beulah, Just set the ple on the table there and

I'11 eat it in & minute. (READS) "GROUCHED IN A CORNER
OF THE BOX CAR, KIDNAP OARSON DREW A BEAD ON THE BACK OF
JEFFREY HAWKINS! HEAD...SLONLY HIS FINGER TIGHTENED ON THE

.TRIGGER...(PAUSE) What?...sonbbody speak to m? .

L.

- MOL:

FIB:
MOL:
FIB:

FiB:
MOL:
FIB;
MOL:
?IB:

~ -
DOOR OPEN:

MOL: (It can wait till you kill Mr. Hawk:lns, dearie.‘ Though I

She hasn't brought it in yet.

(mwxﬁm) . 4#- ‘.

can hardly.
Vhere!s my pie? Vheretd Beu}lah put [it?

{

WHY, SHE DID Toot I HEARD HER SPEAK o) ME; AND I TOID HER
TO SET IT ON THI\ TABLE THERE. - - - - - -.k
L‘ook McGee...you get so buried in that homicide handbook
that you. don't Imow WHO is speaking to you. I morely .
asked _you not to eat too much before d:l.nner. .

Okay, okay, okay...now where was 'I? .

Kidnap Carson!s finger waa tightening on ﬂme trigger,

Kidnap Carso-- Oh,. yesh...here it is. SUDDENLY --
Who is Kidnap‘ Carson? ‘

Look, Molly, You can read it when T get thr}ug'h..!ai,], I
ask is to be left in peace. My gosh, a man can't even

read a book around here withoute=-

_CLOSE:

WIL:
BiB:
MOL:
WIL:

(PAUSE)
WIL:

MOL:

O, for the=: This 1s all T nesd, .

Hello, folksess

Don't be rude, McGee, How are you, Mr. Wilcox?

Swell, Molly. How are you, pal?

Whatls the matter? What's he sore at me fon? A
It isn't you, Mr. Wilcoxs He's got a ne€v murder mystery .

and he can't tear his eyes off it,

»

3

.




-
FIB:
WILs
FIB:

. MOL3

FIBs

WILs

FIB:
WILs

- MoLs!
FIB:
WILs

MOLs

guy would 1like to=--

. Yéehs,.T guess I should, at thats

. ' (21D REVISION) 15~
Itm sorry, ‘pal. T jush dropped in to pass the time of

daye - : :
What time you got, Junior? : ' .
7. L . = -

I got‘ ;:22e Now can we coﬁeider the time of ciay ‘passed,

and can I get on with my book? ‘ ; -

MoGee,

Y. Ire being very unci{t:ll.
No, he's right, Molly. Sorry I interrupted you, Fibber,
Aw, that's okay, Junior, But when a ‘guy finds a

mervelous book like the Case
|

of the Crosseyed Cat, a

THE GASE OF THE CROSS=~EYED CAT}
night before last,

Gee, I just read that

Know who the killer is yet, pal"

No I don't, and furthermore~—

WELL, YOU!LL BE JUST AS SURPRISED AS I WAS WHEN IT

TURNS OUT TO BE THE--‘ ‘ . _
MRs WILCOX,..PLEASEI}S - » -

_ DON!T TELL ME, YOU POINTe«KILLER} K;F YOU LIKE TO READ

MYSTERIES, YOU OUGHTTA HAVE MORE SENSE THAN TO TIP

.:THE PLOT»

I don't read them
very often any more, though,

They irritate mes
Why, Mrs, Wilcox? ’

@

0

WIL:

DOOR SIAM:

0 PAUSE')

FIBs . Oh-ohl Herc it comes, - - .
WIL: Well, for the love of mike, in. those books the ‘p_o'.'rl.i'ce
are alvays checking somebody's finggrprints. No self=
e respedfiné orook leaves fihgerprinﬁs /i,n fhis day'and age.
FIBs " I st1ll dwunno how hels gonna do it, but hqis gonna -do 1ts
MOL: Cantt a erook bo careloss, Mp, Wiloox? -
WIL: eh I suppose so, but ny point is that fingerpm.'int.a are

so ouMated. . wu;n

the fu.rniture and woodwork protected with a coat of

Every good h,ousewife lmows that.‘

¢
- . Johnson'e Wax, fingerprints are a thing of the paat... :
Yhat!d T tell ya? .
If these fioction writers lmew as .much e.s a smart hous wife
‘}heyd forget that fingerprint stu.t‘i( A Women know t-hat when
lampshades and table ‘tops and chair arms ané bannisﬁef:s
have their surfaces sealed againei; dust and dampness with
Johnsonts Wax, thc more flick of a dustcloth oliminates
- ‘ ‘ unsightly smudgos. 7«47‘— t:,ekj tpbft. .
MOLg . Yes, but youlre taking it for granted that all those

- orimes take place in well-regulated homes, Mr. Wilcox. ‘

£

This J'effrey Hawkins seems to spend most of his time in v
box cars and opium dense Would an opium den be apt to
' use Johnson!s Wax? . » _
I don't Imow why not. Even a dope knows Johnsonls Wax

is the finest p.voduc‘b of its kind. : Well, get on with .
\,your book, pal. -I1ll see you later_' ~

OL: You might at least have sald goodbys to him, MoGes, -

- e
3 i : - : o
e : . A




- MOL:

( PAUSE)
MOL:

FIB: =

: N

( REVISED) 7=

Oh, daar...looks 1ike Ita have to sue Jeffrey Hawkins
for alienation of ary eotions. McGEE.-.I'M “GOING UPéTAIRS
AND MEND SOME SOCKS ., \ .

He's ooine; to miss me like Jonea misses Wallace. Ah welle,
(FADE) I supre het!ll come back to me around paga 510...

(READING HIMSEIF) WIT WAS THEN THAT JEFFREY HAWK]J\TS

REALIZED HE WAS NOT ALONE IN THE MURKY DARKNSSS OF THE OID,
ABANDONED CIDER MILL...THE A"TMOSPHERE WAS TENSE "JITH’
SINTSTER POSSIBILITIES...SUDDENLY, A SHOT RANG OUT"

SOUKD; DOOR CHIME: : : 1

FIB:

DOOR CHIME:

ﬁIB:

- DOOR CHIME:

e
FIB:

DOOR. OPEN

My gcsh; this is realisticl "JEFFREY‘ WHIRLED, SENSES

ALERT, MIND CLEAR AS A BELL,.."

B

Boy, can this guy writel I can almost hear the-~

x

.

Aw, for the-- HEY, MOLLY, THERE'S SOMEBODY AT THE=- HEY,

MOLLYE! Oh, pshawe...COME INI
CLOSE: ‘

..r.r:EE: -
FIB:

Hi, mister, ' - ' : ‘
‘ OhL’ hello there, ‘i'eehy.‘ Look, would you be cut to the
4 quick if I told you to come" back some otﬁer time? I'm'

buasy. ,5 . ~ ' . ‘ .
Doon what mister? Hmmm? Doon what? ‘
I'm read:Lngda mystery atory, sis. oﬁ“ﬁ )J diffi%tie

too. ‘When people arentt mterrupting me, they!re tz-ying ;
to toll me who the murderer g, :
Who 1s 162 >

e

e

- Ot

° FIB:

‘TEE:

FIB3

.;TEE% il e

FIB:

.TEEs

FIB2

TEE 3

FIBs

TEE$

FIBs
TER3

_FIB:
TEES .
EIBs

_some mousey littlé ‘character who ‘was always in the .

. I won't pay . ite . » .

‘ child:-un, / o

v ‘ (ZND REVISION) -18-
I dunno, sise I'm baffled. Ordinarily 1t wowld ve -« |
background, .but he got strgngled o? page 82, . i
Gee qee. Will you read it to me, Mister? Himmm, willya
hmm? : e . i ~

Oh don't be siny, sise I've almost finished the book.

.I don' % wanne. go clear baok over the whole thing. .
Well, gee, mister can't you gimme kind of a short L
sj,natra of 162 ‘ : -
Sinatra? You don't mean a sinatra, you mean a SYNOP(
sise . ;

Well gee eantohabt‘ell me?

Noe

Okaye Anyway, I betoha I know the story )xyway, I
betchae My daddy's read that book. ; I'll tell you who
the murderer is for a quarter. - S
I TON'T WANNA KNOW WHO THE MURTERER ISS EVERYBOIY WAﬁTs'
TO TELL MEL} . . . , , v -
(SINGS) T know who the killer 1s, I know {vim the killer

ise

' WELL_DON'T TELL ME}

Fprﬁu&rter, I won't tell you. - : .

Okaye The killer 1s the - -

STOPILY DON'T '1/‘ELL MEL ﬁere e here's a quarter, sis. .
Now beat it, w111 you? :

Geo thanks, miacer. You're awf(ully nioe to littul‘.

8




(2ND REVISION) =19~

to sing "The Choql 'Songz.

‘

FIBs I wish \the 11ttul uhildrun would reciprocates. SCRAM, !
- WILL You?
TEE: Okaye -
. DOOR OPEN
ey _ Hey, mister,
FIB: Now wha ‘ye want? \ -
TEE: AjGIGGLESZ I didn't know\lfm the killer was atalll} Gee:
are you ever a patsye - 4 "
~ FIB: / ’ Ygs/,\I guess I am, sis.\ ‘Otherwise I'd never have bee‘n
’ . + fooled by it myself, | : .
TEE: 9@“ \ By ﬁh&t, mistez;j . ‘ : _ -
FIBr ‘ That lead quar I just gave you.
ﬁOOR L 4 . . , . -
FIE: I still think,thgt‘kid 1s a midgetl Now lemme 560 sass
/ where was I? «ee Oh Jes ese (READS) "JEFFREY'S HAND -
:\ FLASEED T0 HIS SHOULTER-HOLSTER AND THE MOONLIGHT GLINTED *
~ ON THE BLUE STEEL OF HIS AUTOMATIC, CAU‘I‘IOU_SLY HE
SCALEI? THE PALACE WALL AND PEERED IN THRU THE HALF OPEN
, WINDOW. THERE, BEFORE HIS EYES, SAT THE KING, AND THE
. KING'S m..
_gn;cg: "TBE HE_OHOOL SONG"; KING!S MEN
(AHHAWE) ; -
WIL: ~ And, by en o0ad qoinog.dezioe, here gre the King's Nen

- e v . -

THIRD SPOT o - | (oND REVISION) 20~

FIB: (READS) Jeffrey Hawking feviewed'the clues _one bj one, L
and he lmew he could solvefthe cas[e easy as pie. Piet -
- Hey, MoIly. I THOUGHT BEU'LAH WAS GONNA BRING ME A PIECE
OF PIE. ’ o '

-
MOL: I brought you a piece of ple and a glass or milk 20

. -~

. minutes ago.

- FIB: Yeah? Wha.'b'd T do with u;? .
MOL“: ’You ate it. - : : '
FIB: My gosh se. whaddye know about that, Gee, I hope I ( o
enjoyed 1t. L . : ‘
MOL: You know, I'11 be awfully happy when you inish th,ab
‘ book, dearie, - Know who the murderer is yet? . :
i FIE: Nope. But Jerfrey Hawkins is just as dumblas I am. He rJ“
‘ don't lmow either. However, I only got a page a{:d a .
half to go, so ~= « . ( .
DOOR CHIME: , =
FIB' DOGGONE IT, WILL YOU LISTEN TO THA‘I; DbGRBELLl ALL
AFTERNOON...CIANG CLANG GLANGI! ., DING DING DING-H-.. ’
BONG BONG BONG!! NEVER A MIN’UTE'S PEACE!
MOL: Don't be 5111y, dearie. It's only rung twiee.
FIB: Woll, tell whoover it 1s, to go thread a noodles - .
. I'm busy. : : A
MOL¢ I'm nots GCOME nﬂ : - .
DOOR OPEN: CLOSE . .
MOL: oh hello, Doctor Gamble, ; .
DOC ¢ qulo, 'Molly. Hello, String—-Saver.

,J_
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DOC:
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MOL:
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(2ND REVISION) =21~

Hiyah, Magpie. Piel - Hey, Molly, daiad Beuldh ===
Yes. Yod ate it, MoGee. -
. 0hi

’

,Look Lumpy, have you any semi-formal social commitments
for this evening°b
Nary a commitment, Doctor, formal or otherwise.

Why, Nosey?

- Beoause if not, I should like to borrow back the dress i

shirt you borrowed. from me last month when you thought
you were going to be invited to Washington to the
President's Birthday Ball, Heaven knows why,

Well, when he sent in his oonﬁribution to the March of
Dimes, he enclosed his card saying “FINE EXTEMPORANEOUS
SPEAKER, DOES CARD TRICKS, SINGS HARMONY GOOD AND CAN
TAKE OFF VEST WITHOUT REMOVING COAT,."

Clark Gable was invited'and what's he got that T haven!'t

got?

¢
.

Talsnt to mention one little item out of two or three

million.

Are you golng to a formal party tonight, Doctor?
Medical soclety is meeting, Molly., I'm reading a paper.

Youlre just bad—mannered enough to do 1t, toos Sit there

all evening and read a paper, while all the other =-- .

THELDOCTOR MEANS HE!'S MAKING A SPEECH, SILLY. What's the
i wr
subject of your paper, Doctor?

FIB:

FIB:

. DOC:

MOL::

. ‘Q DOC

FIB:

DOC:

_ORCH

~ DOC:

Oh‘it;s_Just;e.si
ny PRAGUATIC APFPR
- aw TT1S GORRELAT
TO MASS PSYCHOLOG
\Sounds a little (s
it up for you?

All I,want from 3¢
7Do;l'get'itkor do
Okay, Doc, come o

a-wastin', th i

Just what is that
' Hemingway youtre

A new,mwsterj,'Do‘
_od, that's the one
- the ===

CUT IT OUT, WILLIK

Oh SOrYy eee comec

= meeting tonight!s

DOC s

FIB:

-

__'SHORT BRIDGE

k Thanks‘vepj much, ]

I hate to make a sf

Thanks for lending
_you? I wanne finis

,_my book? " HEY, MOLI

HERE ON THE TABLE
I'm 8ure I don't...

SOLDIERS\TOOK IT AL

.




- = o _&‘__ . \ I H
' - . (2ND REVISTON) 23~
, - (28D anzszon) ~224 o A - \ i ( .{
DOG: . Oh ﬁ:'s Just a simple I1ittle thing. The title is ! /“\> . ‘ FIB: SOLDIERS_? WHAT S.OID.IERS'?' S . .
- "A PRAGMATIC APPROACH TO THE HISTOLOGY OF HYPERTENSTON . . ' DOC: .I sav a joop out in front wHilo we Were upstalrs,
- AND IT!S CORRELATION WITH FREUDIAN HYPO’I‘HESES RELATED ., _ . @ . MOL: . Yos, the ;oidiers stopped to pick up some books I had
. TO MASS PSYCHOLOGY OF WARTIME STRESSES.'" . o e k .ready for them for the camp library and T Suppose McGeels
BB Sounds‘ a little dull, kid. Want me to take it and ‘gag . L Lo v book ot mixed in with them ande~ . . : =
" it uiS for you? . - . , . - FIB: .o MY GOSHE8.. . THIS IS, TERRIBIEH...I ONLY HAD A PAGE AND
DOC: All T wan from you, Broadbritohes, is my dress shirt. o ' . : '. A/ HAIE‘ TO GO. - I GOTTA GET TIT BAOKHH WHERD!S.,MY H.AT?",M .
Do I get it or do :T have to swear out a writ of replevin" » ‘ L . WHICH WAY DID THEY<w & ’ ; . .
| BEB: Okay, Doc, come on upstairs and :1dent1fy 1tecese Time's - DIO_C: Wateh your blood prossure, Fatso. That jeep is miles
A : a-wastin', and I gotta gqt back to my book. . . . o : away by now; and-e= - . -
DOG: Tust whar s thot durté Dteble hunk of half-baked . . FIB:. THEN T'IL CHASE 'EMIl GIMME YOUR CAR KEYS, DOCees
. Hemingway youlre 80 1nvolved with? o . - . D(;C: : Now wait a minute == ‘ L l A ;
MOL: A new mystery, Doctor. The Case of the Grosseyed Cat. L Q JINGLE OF KEYS: : ' . ‘ ) .
DOC:s _Oh, that's the one where the ed e tens e - ~ FIB:  THANKS A LOT#! BE RIGHT BACK, MOLLY(1§ -
; the ==~ ' - 4/ - . ' ' . - . l.’:
FIB\ GO IT OUT, WILLYA? I WANNA READ IT ' MYSELF4 : . ' ’ ‘
'DO.C:.V_/ 3 Oh sorry ese Come on .,s lot's get the shirt, ’I‘his : . .
. meeting tonight 'a = ‘ 5
ORCH: _SHORT PRIDGE =~ = _ ’ ,
DOG:V ' 'Thénks very much, chGee. Sorry to have troubled you. but ~ : - - - . }
’ g hate to make a stiff apeenh in a soft shirt, ! ’ , , . . , : - [\ :
FIﬁ:' ' Thanks .f.'or lending 1t to me, Doce Now go on home w:lll = ; : . ‘ 0
' .you? I wanna finish ny book before the...(PAUSE) Where!s - - - - - - -
_ my book? HEY, MOLLY,--WHERE'S MY BOOK? I IAID IT RIGHT - / . . -
. HERE ON THE TABLE WHEN T WENT UPSTATRS., L ' . ' - . -
i i HEAVENLY DAYS . o I1LL BEI‘ THOSE |, - \ . . - . - .
7 SOIDIERS TOOK IT ALONG WITH THE OTHERS 3 - . . .
- - ‘ e 5 - 5 Ly o ST T g




ORCH:
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HEY, BUDs..DID YOU SEE A JEEP&FULL 0! BOOKS -GO PAST HERE?

. Yeah..they turned south on 14th sf}'eet\, mister. Anything

YEAH: .THEY TOOK MY CROSSEY'ED CAT AND I GOTTA FIND OUT WHO

(TOAHIMSﬁbﬁfr I don't know why these drunken drivers are so-

WILLIA.M TELL = FADE FOR ==

0UND? GAR MOTOR SLOW DOWN: BRAKE SCREECH'
"IBs
aws
“& = wrong?
'"IBs

‘THE KILLER I THANKS, BUD!
AN
SOUNDe - CAR UP_FAST -= INTO -
RCHS WILLIAM TELL - FADE FOR -
soimm: - CAR MOTOR SLOW DOWN$ BRAKE S(?R‘g.”_@i
*IB:

HEY, EADY...DID A JEEF GO PAST HERE FULL O' SOLDIERS AND

 BOOKS? ‘ , : .

Yes,~1t'turned West on bak Street. Is~sanefhing the matter?
' I'LL SAY SO} THEY CATNAPPED MY KID. .ER..KIDNAPED MY CAT...
I MEAN THEY BOOK MY TOOK. .ER..BOOK...NEVER MIND,..THANKS,
SISI

CAR MOTOR UP FAST INTO -

VILLIAM TELL:

FADE FOR =

CAR MO‘I'O'R SLOW DOWN..BRAKE SCREECH?®

HEY, MAG....DID YOU SEE A JEEP GO PAST HERE FULL 0' BOOKS?
YES, 1 I pID} '

HOW LONG AGo? . : . .
THREE WEEKS AGO FRIDAY ‘ -
A, e Ay | /

~ AH, GO MILK A COCOANUT}

MO‘I‘OR UP FAST.... «SUSTATINS ¢ sMOTORCYCLE AND SIREN FADE IN

. FAST: :

e

—

l

(REVISED) -

FIB: b~

COP:

ORCH;

COP: ALL RIGHT, BUDDY. . .PULL‘ OVER ! . . v :
SOUND: °  GAR AND MOTORGYLE FADE AND OUT: . L
_FIBs Look, Officer, I was merely - ,‘ . ' :'-'A“ o “

CoP: - Driver‘sriicense. k ! -
 FIB: - ; haven't got a driver's 1icense.  This 1s é—f:iends.éf .

, mine car and I - . . .
: - .
| cop: Did he say you éould borrow 1t? . . . .
};*FIBé.;VV'. qul,.no,«not exactly but - L v“‘, o
COP: Forty-two milés en hour in & 20-mile zone. Left turn with
no sighdl;.»No driver'é license. Stoleﬁ cér, 'Citizen;
: you're in trouble. l - ,
FIB: NOW JUST A DARN MINUTE'£ AS ONLY TRYIN' TO GET A
\ MYSTERY BOOK BACK. THAT WAS TOOK BY MISTAKE BY SOME
SOLDIERS BECAUSE I HADN'T FINISHED IT YET A I ONLY
HADAPAGEANDAHALFTOGOAND- T) -
~ COP; Murder Mystery? What's the title?
©  FIB; The Case of the Grosseyed Cat, .; . ' ‘A..:‘
cop; You like 1t? _ ‘ . -

FIB: LIKE IT}] IT WAS MARVELOUS! THAT JEFFRE; HAWKINS’ WAS

THE GBEATEST CHARACTER I EVER = x

COP:

I thought 1t was Junk, myself.‘

- Oh, & oriticd Clifton Fadimeh in puttees, DID YOU READ ']y ‘
- THE CASE COF THE CROSS EVED CAT? e -

‘Read 1tt I wrote 1t. Ncw'get‘puta hefe‘andVbeha#e

yourself. o . :

“JUST CLOSE YOUR EYES" - FADE FOR -

~
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CLOSTNG COMMERCIAL ~ . . e

. WIL:

. ORCH:

anywa';’y, 1t 's‘just good sense to make things last, .keep

S Z & 4 .
Here's something that's worth repeating over and over . .
again: "To take bet:yca-re of your things, try waxing

theﬁx.f' Gebting replacdments 1s still difficult -- and

them clean, protect them against Wwear, Dust and dirt,

;'wear things out more than anything else. That's »
why I say, take better care of your things by waxing them.

»G-ive your floors 5 furniture and woodwork a protective

shield of genuine JOHNSON'S WAX. Protect ‘all wood,

'lea‘tb.er and enameled surfaces with this same wax polish,
'Every application of JOHNSON!S WAX gives not only 'greater
protection, but brings out all the natural beauty of the

i ]
- Tinish. Floors that are regularly waxed grow lovelier

every year. And they never need expensive refinishing.
There are 100 extra labor saving uses In your home for
'geﬁuine JOHNSON!S WAX, which you can buy from your dealer

in one of three forms -~ paste, 11qﬁid,‘or croeam,

(SWELL MUSIC -~ FADE ON CUE)

; : | (2ND REVISION): = =27m
- s o

N

F'IB: 8o th&t‘is how it was, Mol];y T d:}dn!t get ny book back,
but at least they didn't toss me in the pokey,
MOL: Well, don't feol bad about the book dearie. We 8ot
‘a new mystery in the mail t.hia af’bernoon. ¢
PIBs . Wo did® What'\s the name of it?
’ MOL? ’ "MURDER ON MAR(,F lSTH", by H.‘ MO_RGENTHAU-
FIB: How.dogs it pgy off? “/5 ' -
MOL: That?s tho mystory. £
FIB: + I seo what you mean. A Good night, ’ W -
MOLg Good night, all} v
: -
PLAYOFF AND SIGNOFF: . \ 7 'v N
: S <
WIL: This is Harlow Wilcox, speaking for the maker(s of -
Johnson Wax Finishes for home and industry, inviting you
to be with us again next Tuosday night. Good nigh_t.»
ANNCR, THIS IS THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY. -
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