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S+C, JOHNSON & SON, ING.
- FIBBER McGEE AND MOLLY -
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: ~DECEMBER 18, 1945 i

- OPENING COMMERCIAL . . - .

;AI!NCR;‘ v What two things are you most anxious to have 1n Four home?

Aren'.t they ‘beauty and cleanliness" Think for a moment

how eaeily and inexpens 1vely you can have both beauty and

- just with an occeeional application of
~ genuine JOHNSON'S WAX to your floors, furniture and
k weodwork', A rich mellow, polished wax surface 1s a

o

thin‘é of beauty in 1tself. 'I'he wax brings out. t;he grain

e and beauty of t.he wood - it adds a soft lustre jto leathér, :
- - . linoleum and met;al.sm'faces. And, of couz%e, this tough . - 4"‘.
". - ‘ . wax film protects these sﬁrfaces against weaz_-:, dirt and - . v ’
meietu.i-e. Dust and .dirt'do'not; adhe.r-e readilyAte a wax- ‘ ' - . ‘;".

polished eurface, so cleaning is not only easier, but a
waxed home A8 ectually cleener and more sanitary.
¢ - JGHNSON'S WAX is of the very finest qual:lty, and long .
o wearing. The cos’c ig really very little ~ S0 why not ‘
. . pr&ctice protective houeekeeping “in your home with genuine
. ‘, - JOHNSON'S WAX. Dealere everywhere car"x-y 1t.

FIB: ‘ Never mind the artistio comment, Ered. . HOW MUGH? L
MAN: . Ten dollars. e i , . v
_FIB: . 'I‘EN DOLLARSI#!!  TO SPRAY A LI'PTLE WHI'I‘E PAIIgl{I‘ ON THIS

MAN _ You'rﬁe a. meepekate.

FIB:  YOU'RE A ROBBER! And you wanna sell a helf interest in

o ' l(REVISED) -4~

,‘I‘HERE ARE OERTATN' PEOPI.E WHO SIMPLY WON!T ADMIT THAT

- NATURE DOES ANYTHING RIGHT. THEY ARE THE KIND WHO GILD
CATTAILS ’ PAINT. "WHOSE LI‘I’TLE TOO'I‘SIE ARE YOU" ON THE
SHELLS OF" BABY TURTIEES, AND GLIP POODLF! DOGS. TO LOOK LIKE

. .ANADMIC LIONS. HERE'S ONE OF THOSE PEOPIE NOW ... ASWE

. ; _ FIBBER NOGEE AND MOLLYI . ,
QP_LALJ.%E.’., . o : \»
FIB: Hey, Fred. .how ﬁuch you oharge me to palnt this Christmas o
' tree white" - ; .
MAN: . Why do you.want, it white, McGee? ‘ . . . .
FIB: WHADDYE. MEAN, WHY DO I,WAI'\JT IT WHITE? You ot & HﬁNbRED

TREES IN THIS LOT YOU'VE PAINTED WHITE. .

MAN: Yeah..and I think they're horrible, . BUT...some people

1like 'em that; way. .

HAIF-PINT TREE? WHO DO YOU/THINK YOU AREZ REMBRANDT?.

LOOK .‘." maybe you didn't. understand.'ﬁ I want thie tree
/ peinted:'wl:xite. ; Not gold-plated. E
MAN: Ten bucks, .. & . o .
11B:  YOU'RE A PIRATEI 4nd 1111 bet you've made 200 dollars

: ‘alreadf today! 7 - . . . ; - . S
; ‘ And Ilve made "cl‘u‘eek Vh\!'n‘dx"et‘i_ and

the lot?




‘ ‘ _ ‘ ! (Rk.VISED)
MAN} \’You're a etupe;‘ And T wouldnlt sell my own mother a half
: - ‘ intereSV.f-l . - . ‘
FIB: YOU'RE A —- L0 o Soeun d,rZ; - .
ORCH: BRIDGE , , ‘ .
 SOUND:. (oo o MUSIO ) Fo'orsTE'Ps ON-SEPEWALK, UP ON PORCH: ]lOO_F;
- (OPEN: oLoSE: " '
REB: & Q (TO0 HIMSELF) - he,dirty swindler} Ten bucks te spray a
1ittlo tres 1dke ties white .... the RAT} Cheatint
people right and leftaeo.makin' four hundred bucks & dayl: -
_ The chisellerx I dunno whether to report him to the
0, P A. or make him a better offer for a half interest.
The lOdeWnc.eoen '
MOL 2 - (FADE IN) What!s the matter, McGee? This time,
FIB; s AHH THAT GUY FRED CORRIGAN THAT RUNS THE CHRISTMAS TREE
LOI‘ AT 14TH AND OAK ,,+ THE DIRTY PINEBROKER WANTED -
. : TO CHARGE ME TEN BUCKS T.0 PAINT PHES CHRISTMAS TREE WHITE8
MOL: : - That does seem a little high, dearie., But think of the
work there 1s to it, Putting all those nesdles back on
" ‘aftép tﬁﬁ paint dries, . ‘ V l
PIB: 'Tmnbmm TAKE THE NEEDLES OFFy THEY JUST SPRAY THE ,
 TREE ., WHISH, WHISH, WHISHil ... THAT'S ALL THERZ 15 TO -
IT;‘ - - : : : lf
'EOL: ' Well, if whishing will make it so, why don't you do it \

k"

yourself?
‘-
.

oMo

MOL:

EIB:

. MOL:

EIB:

DOOR OPEN:
MOL§~ .
ALICE:

| E/EB

.the rage.,

. and let her give dan opiniog; HERE'S THE‘PREPOSITION,

(2ND REVISION) .  =6--.
If it's a ten dollar job, l.can't afford to pay myself
that much. Beeides,"I haven't got a peintlepray,‘so--'

F'AHEY HAVEN'T WE GOTTA PAINT SPRAY ATTACHMENT ON THE -

VACUUM CI.EANER‘?
WHITE BEFORE YOU CAN SAY, DOESN'T IT LOOK AWFUL.

MY GOSH, I CAN. HAVE THAT TREE PA\INTED .

I 'oh now MoGee...PLEASE...I realize we need the house paintec

but not on the inside. letfs leave the tree green, i; .

YOU'vLL LOVE. A WHITE ONE, SNOOKY, IT'S THE MODERN THING“
NOBODY USES GRﬁEﬁ TREES ANY MORE! THEV!RE OUT-MODED.:
You don'f sayx Well tell me, Salvador, what color snow
are people using this year’ Chartreuse?

No kidding, Molly..,white Ghristmas treee are all

They must be,.qthey’ throw me into one.
JUST PUD THE TREE UP AND TRIN TT. I TOVE ACGREEN. @

CHRISTMAS TREE. .o

«s.don't you, Alice?

(DOOR CLOSE) (FADE, IN) Don't I what, Mrs. McGee"v _

Look, Molly...I'll put it up to Alice, fair &nd square,

- s
KID, IF YOU WERE GONNA HAVE A CHRISTMAS TREE...WHICH
WOULID YOU RATHER HAVE? A DUSTY' DRAB, DIRTY OID

GREEN ONE OR A BRIGHT) SNAPPY GLISTENING WHITE ONE}
= ' 0 -

. s - o
LOOK, SWEEY)&?XEARI‘ i

L




'me. >
ALIOE: -

FIB:

AicE:

s

Mot:
FIB:

* NOL:

MOLs

FiB:

© ALICE: ,

. : (REVISED) - =7=
Wnich, Allce? '
Mistletos.

MISTLETOE!“ : WHAT AN AHSWER!
Jeepers, don't you like to hang up a 11ttle bouquet of
mistletoe, Mr. McGee?
He's too,' shy, Aldce.

I am not y.“ But what good is mis uletoe‘> Catch some‘body

under , and 1t!s either somebody “you can kiss anyway,

<Mike your wife, or you get a slap in the chops before you

' oan point up to its Mistletoel That's just poison ivy

with berries.

We'll put some up, Allice, and you'll see who msnages to
spend most of his time loitering around beneath it. But
hon,estly, dear..do you like a “whitye Ohi'istmas tree?>
3 like tem all, Mrs.. McGee. I don': cere if they're
‘purpl"e.k Gertrude always has a white one, though, and she
likes !em. .
v‘er‘lo{s Gertljede;? W‘e»know her?

"She's the boy who always rides past here~in the cream.

‘,éolored Cadiilac and honks his horn's sister.

I see, Himself here used to go with a man who owned e

Stubz Bearcatls niece. . . ~"

L Yeah, but I gaye her up for an old guy with a broken down

'Maxwell’s daughter. : But hones‘bly now, Alice...don't you
. really prefer a white GhJ:‘letmas tree? . )
_I got: awfully tired o;‘ them,. ir, McGee, When I wae a <
‘1ibtle girl, ‘my‘,fati'ie,r’gav:e us kids e 11te;é tiny paint

brushes and told us to paint a Chrigtmas %:ree' white, s

MOL3

' ALICE:

. DOOR SLAM: . ‘

FIB:

| PIB:

MOL:
FIB:

MOLs

" DOOR OPEN:

MOL¢
DOCE.
FIB:

MOLs
DOCs

(28D R};&Iszom e
HEAVENLY DAYSu.-it must hava taken you child:-m a 1ong .
time to ps.in'b a t;:-ee with 111;1:13 brushee. . How long did

o ]

it take you"

oh we zpver did. get it finished. B\G it kept us off the -
: streets 1t11 we were _eigpteen yeare old, ‘(lell, I_got;

to wrap some pr\esente. See you\'later. :

e

T

e

. Bz'igh‘h kidx _How all that 1ovely golden hair can grow

outa bhat solid bonm\I'll never knows o

Shets awfully sweet. though, McGee. There ien’t’a:meen g

thought in Alicels head.

. No, now any other {cind. WELL..THIS AIN'T GETTIN' IVN

- DOOR CHIIE

SPRAYEDs, -,

-

Where did you leave “the tree, dearie?
Out :Ln /front, I can attach the vacuum o,1eax}i‘r,'cor'd-' from

the porch light, ‘Now lemme sée;.=1v11~--- -

Gome ini - :

OLOSE: - - - -
Oh, hello there, Doctor Gamble. .
Hello, Molly. And how are you today, Pantry Paunoh?
Fine, Jumbow You out spreading a iittle Christmas cheen
‘eet@lling your patients you're going to retire?

oh he'snot going to retire for years _yot, are you Doctor

. My dear, -I will retire on that far dietant day when I o

write a peﬁ@l/eheok for i‘our hund.red dollars’ and no{:
have the hired holp at the Fourth National Bank 'blu'st
into hysterioal 1aughtez-. :

v




. Ripn

/MOL:

ot

MOL:

. Go on, you old miser.

for a pound of buttersesand that's the love-match of the

g,

_Christmas tima, Dm:tor.

NQ, it's _the so called grown-ups, my dear,
three-dollar Christmas trees and wind up in a five .
* A\ 4 gl

. -Donlt ycu wanna stiek amund and watoh me trim our

You don't have to do that, Skipwit,

(2ND REVISION) §=0=
You got that much buried under &
loose-brick in the fireplace right nov. Trouble with you

is you got more affection for a dollar than my wife has

. ye ar, Fat so.

You have no right to say that:, McGee. Doctor Gamble does

charity work than anybody in town.

Gartainly. ' I'ma: very noble character. When I walk down

the atreat, flowers spring into'bloom; birds burst into " | » o

aong, and taxi. eabs honk twioe before they try to kill _
Well, I've g.ot to run along now, This is my busy : . / V -
season, you know, . ’ ‘ A
I suppose the children keep you prett;y busy around
n : i

This is the - S "

»silly season, when' zooupound men start -slimbing 49-0ent
‘stepladders to wire dime-store angels to the tops of

5 = .
hundrer' dollar plaster cast, Penny wise and compénd :

fraoture foolish. ,

Chrlistmas treq, Dos? I'm paintin! 1t whites  —
When I put my gift

Goodnight,

. for you under it, 1tfll TURN whita,
DOCR_OPEN: OLOSE . - .
. ORCH: "PARADE OF THE, WOODEN somnz:as" - APPIAUSE |

MOL:

FIRB:

DOC ¢

DOCR

. FIBs

OPEN:

'.Certafinly.

silly season; when 200<pound men startw-olimbiing 49~0ent

Don't you wanna stiek around and wateh me trim our

N
- You don't have to do that, Skipwit.

- (2ND REVISION) om
“Go om, you oId misers You got that muoh buried under a

loose -brick in the f:lreplace right now. . Trouble with you

ig you got more affection for a 50115:» tqan my wife has
for a pound of butter...and that's the love-match of the

ye ar, Fatso. : }

You have no right to say that, McGee. Doctor Gambls does‘

more private charity work than anybody in town.
l'lm a very noble chapacter. When I walk down 1

the street, flowers spring 1nto ‘bloom, birds burst :Lnto .

song, and taxi\cabs ‘honk twice before they try to kill
mgy Well, Itve got to run along now. This is my busy /}
season, you know, ‘

. . -
I suppose the children keep you pretty busy around

Christmas tima, Dostor. ; . :
Nq; it's the so called grown—ups, my ‘dear, This }s the @

stepladders to wire dime-store éngels to -the :tbps of
three- dollar Christmas trees and wind up in a five
hundred dollar plaster cagt, Penny wise and tomp@ld
fragture foolish, ! :
Christmas tree, Pos? I'm paintin! it whitas

When I put my gif‘b
for‘ -you under it, it'll TURN évh'ité-. Goodnight., "
oLOSE . : ‘

ORCH:

‘ L

"PARADE OF THE WOODEN SOLDIERSY - APPIAUSE




SEQOND SPOT (2ND REVISION)
. 7 Sy 4
SOUNDz, - HISS OF SPRAY.,FALTERS..sOUT .
FIB :'  AH, THIS DOGGONE azﬁimn CLOGS 'UP LIKE A SENTIMENTAL
. ' ~ WOMAN AT A SAD MOVIE. »
(MOL: . Wmat soems to be the matter, doarto?
"WF‘IBz‘ : This paint sprayl Goes along a1l right for a minute,

1t chokes 'up. And. when it comes loose again, it

throws a blob oi‘ paint that would lmock Dre ToQe outa

» the baloong!: - 7 .
; MOL: : Pound 1t on tha poroh steps.r Ma_ybe thot will loosen it =
: . \up. . . ’
FIB: . ' Oka'y, I will
'7 SOUND:  POUNDING (METAL ON WOOD)
MOL: Now tvy it.. . .
FB: oy, -
- SOU'ND’ _FAINT HIss..LoUD POFGUN EFFECT & LOUD HISS (SUSTAIN UNTER:)
. MOL: : HEAvmrm DAYS, MoGEE, YOU ALMOST HIT ME WITH THATS
FIB: - Sorry, kiddo, I d;,\m't Imow 1t was loaded, WELL: ,  HERE
oo .
MDc __LOUD KISS...STARTS FADING. . .OUT:
FIB: DAD RAT IT...IT DONE IT AGAINA CLOGHED URl
MoL: - ‘l‘ Well hurry up and got the Job finished, MoGees It's
; ‘ colder than a 1ineman’s lunche ov T Aore
FIB‘:“ . You go on in the House if you wannas I can hax';dle s
o right. A ' ‘ /T

<

'MOL: < No, Itve got to stay out here and tell people who you ares

(REVISED) -11-

[0
Got a 1ittle more of that white" paint on ycu and they'll
think youlre a badly-construggtsd snovj man.

SOUND: POUNDING ON STEPS...FAINT H ISS.. .POP GUN. EFFECT.‘..LOUD HISS

FIB: | AHHH THAT DOES IT...I'LL HAVE THIS TREE SPRAYED BEFORE
YOU CAN—- , .
. - ’ . . e g

MOL: - VWatch your a’im, dearie. No, better shut it off...here

- -gomes Mrd, Carstairs... _
SOUND : HISéING"OU‘I‘ STOOTSTE S o ‘
MOL: . HBELLO THERE, MRS .. CARSTAIRS.,.WON!T YOU CbME'INTﬁE-HOUSE’
' AND HAVE A SIUG OF TEA? , .

CARST : eér...no thank you, my dear...I am just out walking mny . -

, Pekinese, and must hurry along. . \) ‘ ‘
FIB: Wnat Tolilnene, Oarsty? T amit bt . :
CARST : Oh, -1t wes too céiLd for h;im to come along, Mr}-’MbGee, o

BUT, as long a3 one’, éf us o-bes out) he fs satisfiedy '
_I\EOL: o It's really a sweet 1ittle dog, Millicent...from what Itve:

saen of. him. o

FIB: Personally, I wouldn't have one of them fau'r-léggéd : ’
| dustomops as n st Gime man-sized dogs T EVER TGLL
YOU ABOUT THE HUNTING DOG I HA.D ONCE CARSTY.- -I\\AMED -
, DURANRE? ; ', 7_ , . : -
CARST : er...Dura té‘? ' . - ‘ k

FIB: © YEAH...WHAT A NOSE THAT DOG HAD! NEVER FORGET ONE TIME VE
WERE WALKIN! THRU THE H00DS . ME AND MY DOG...PIPE OVER MY
SHOUIDLR...GUI\T IN MY MOU‘I‘H... g .

MOL: . Wha,t was that again?




CARST:

FIB:

MOL:
FIB:

 CARST:
MOT.:

' CARST:

FIB:

.away, was

HIS NAME WAS PARTRIDGE. HENRY W. PARTRIDGE-

_ Well, this dog of ours was exbremely 1ntelligent.

(2ND REVISION)  =~12=

GUN OVER MY SHOULTER, PIPE IN MY MOUTH,..WHEN ALL OF A
| SUDIEN DURANTE FREEZES}...HE!S ON POINTW..NOSE QUIVERINGI

TATL OUT--LIKE A RAMROD}..ONE FOOT IN THE AIR'I - I RATISES -

MY GUN...WALKS SLOWLY FORWARD...and there, not ten feet

‘guy settin! on a stump.

That was quite. a dog,ﬂMoGee...trained to flush gome
wardens, was he? »

No sireeel BAWLED THE DOG OUT, AND THEN I WAS NEVER SO
ASHAME‘:D IN MY LIFE,...IT WAS .THE»SMARTEST THING HE'D
EVER DONE} ‘

Why? _

Well sir, I gét talkin! to the guy,y ahd you know what?
Washtt .
that wonderrul, carstyl : . ,
No, I’ dont thinl: that 1s s0 remarkable, Mr. MoGoe. In

tha 1igh‘b of wlmt a police deog o:t‘ mine onos did,

What was that, Mi31icent? Aft'.er all, it's so cold out

,tonight the bg.loney won!t spoill,

0!16

dax I hed him in the postoffice and I notlced he was

staﬁ,ng at theA police postors on the walle Suddenly he

dashed out the door, and was gono.

Probably went out to steal cn apple off a fruit séand,
Carsty. ' 4

- - (i s Bt ikt s 1

- , . . (REYISED) ~13-

CARST ¢ No, when I got home he was gripping our butler by the i

’ vest pocket and was barking 1nto.the.telephone., yhich ‘he

had knocked off the table. Uhen' fhe polige arrived, it
turned out that Jarvis was 'wanf‘sd by the guthoritig‘s 1?1
| three states. . . ‘ - - -

MOL: But why was your dog holding him by tha vest poaket, e '. . i ’
. Millicent? - - - L -
' TARST: ‘That Wwas wheré our butler kapt his fountain pen. You see,

k ; he was whnted for forgery. WELL, SO NICE TO HAVE SEEN YOU.

GOOD EVENINGE .= « . . .

SOUND: FOOLSTEPS FADE OUT: -

FIB:‘ WHO DOES SHE THINK SHE'S KIDDIN‘? I DON'T BELIE’VéLA WORD

OF THAT STORY! I'LL BEI‘ SHE JUST- 'V[ADE THAT UPZ'I .

MOL: Never mind hen, dearie. - Get busy with that paint before it :

. freézes solid. . v : - . <" :
FIB‘ ' E ‘7 Oh gee...it might, at that...well...BLcK TO WORK!! ,
SOUND: POUNDING ON STEPS...FAINT HISS..POPGUN EFFECTm .Lw
FIB: THAR SHE BLOWS11 . . . .
SOUND: HISSING (swst IT AROUND, Mom'g) FADE our .

MOL Stopped up again, Mo("xee‘x‘ L

FIB: 0 Yeh,..the doggone thing...and o only got about & ‘third of

. this tree sprayed, Maybe 1f-- ;-lEY!!\ ‘ .

MOL.: What? . “J ~ .

FIBt QOW COULD CARS’I‘AIBS DOG BE GRIPPING THE BUTLER BY THE VES‘I‘

AND BARKIN' INTO THE PHONE AT THE SAME TIME';’




EIB3:

SOUND:

MOL:

FIB:

. SOUND &
' ¥
MOL:

POUNDING

HISS GOES ouT

(2ND REVISION) =14~

1

She didn*t say he was gripping the butler with his
TEETH,‘deErie. After all, a dog as smart as that could

hold"him down with one hind ‘paw, dial the polfce station ;
- with the other, and use. his front Teet to take
fingex-pr ints.

Wel

smaybe, OH, WHY SHOULD I WORRY-
SMALL HISS +4 s LOUD POP.. .LOUD HISS

You'!re getting more paint on yourself than you are

on the tx\ee, McGeoe
THE WIND KEEPS CHANGING...THEY OUGHT'I’A MAKE
| PAINT SPRAYS WITH A WEATHER-VANE ON 'EM. BY

h

In the time you've taken to get this tree a dirty

grey, Pet, I' could have whitewashed the Kybab Nationa‘l-

Forest with a flit gun. !

FIB: ' WELL, DOGGONE fi;ilé- :
WIL: HELLO, FOIKS&..WHAT;S GOING ON HERE?
‘MOL: Oh, hello, Mr. Wilcoxs
FIB: ~H1ya, Junior & pullqup a front step and give yourselt
- a three-point landing. = -
g\“MQ}.'.. And ir you wanb youx' Chr‘istmas tree painted white,
k Mr. Wilcox, trot home and get it. - H}
' . EIB: . Yeah, I won*t be out here very 1ong, Juney. Joon's ’\/
- - T adjust the nozzle on this paint spx-ay; TT - ﬁi ;
5 /mf‘ ' z
i \ " -
-~

e o

_ FIB:

MOL 3
WIL:
FIB:

WIL:

. HIB?

MOL:
WIL:

FIB:

L _,A':V’cnl

(REVISED) = -15-

(HORRIFIED) MAC ) Do YOU MEAN TO ﬁTAND THERE LIKE' A F’RON"I’

MAN FOR .PAIN‘I‘ER'S COLIC AND TELL ME YOU'RE ACTUALLY GOING

TO RUIN THAT FRETTY LITTLE TREE WITH WHI’I‘E PAINT? RUINING

TH.AT REF'UGEE FROM THE’FORESE‘ PRIMEVJ(L.. .DESPOILING A
MAGNIFIGENT EVERGREEN THAT--

Aw, skip the dramatics, Junilor...we know yeu memorizad

_ Evengeline in ‘High School,..

+

And you played the heavy 1n the Chatauqua Company of

Rebecca of sunnybrook Farm, too, didn't you, Mr. Wilcox?

 The JUVENILE lead, 1f you please. I-also had i

seasons of Shakespears. - - «

A likely story!{ When you play Shakespeare, son, that's

when Othello Needs\ a Friendl

Everyone in Cmaha said I,was anot}p.ar Barrymoree When &
oame out in my tights and said = (DECLAIMS) {0):¢ WHAT/A
ROGUE AND PEASANT SLAVE AM I... 4 o * (*,
You oan say that again. . '» - . -
Hush, McGee. 5 love Shakespearet Go ; s Wilé‘oxll .
_ (DRAMATICALLY) Is IT NOT MOI\TSTROUS THAT THIS ‘PLAYER HERE,

“SEEING A LADY FORCED TO VIE‘\IIAL TASK -="

" AND SEEING SUCH DRUDGERY, woan THEN DISPENS
© A THING GALLED JOHNSON'S GLOGOAT...FORSOOTH

A GOODLY. FLUID..WHICH SPREAD UPON THE
,SCULLERY LINOLEUM.,.WOULD THUS ELIMINATE
- THE SGRUB...NO RUB! NO BUFF‘N JUST

BRY AND IN ONE THIRD THE TIME IT TAKES FOR
/" HOUR GEASS TO TURN...IT DRIEs:'x
If Shakespeare ain't in the public dnmain, this two-bit
\

Orson Welles is gonna be suedgqiiine mil]_.ion buck;{

~




I
‘MOL:

WIL:

SOUND:

(2ND REVISION) -16-

. . . . {
AH YES...IT DRIES..,SO MIRRORLIKE IT GLEAMS, THAT PORRIDGE,

SPILLED, WIPED' OFF, LEAVES NOT A SINGLE SPOT L THE LABOR
~ SAVED, THE HOURS GATNED, THE BEAUTY SEEN..TIS GLOGOATs .. s
”:BELOVE‘:D BY CHATEIATNE AND SERVING WENCH ALIKE...YOUR
. NEAREST DEALER will,., ' : _ '
nute, Mro Wilooxss.IS THAT IN EAMIET?
‘ (HIMSEﬁF’ AGAIN} My dear girl..,it‘s in every hamlet,
_‘every' village, every town, oity and metropolise..il Every

| Walt s

place where a housewife takes pride 1n the appearance of
.  her kitchen, and if I don't get back to the offiee in the

Anext ten minutes, I'll find myself back in chatauqua.

SO LONG, KIDS} ~

RUNNING FOOTSTEPS, OUT:

FIB:

MOL:"‘.
. SOUND::.

L |
There goes the biggest ham I've seen si’nce'Blue Boy went

to the State Fairk He bétter be careful or he'll wind up

on a platter with an a le in his mouth} BUT..THIS AIN!'T
! GETTIN' MY TREE SPRAYED....

Well hurry up, you've almost got 1% done.

BV
POUNDDIG ON STEPS o+ oSLIGHT HISSee .POPGUN EFFECT +...LOUD HISS

FIB:

. MOL:

FIB:

 SOUND:

AHHH, THIS Is THE BEST IT'S BEEN YET..,LOOK HOW WHITE ’I‘HE -

'IREE IS GETTIN' MOLLYl\‘

There's one question I'd 1ike to ssk yon, McGee-..are
you SUP6ess . . oy ‘
DON'T BOTHER ME NOW, KIDDOILS I'M GOIN! T00 GOOD!.H% /’]
HISS WAVING AROUND: -

FIB:
AL

HOT DO‘.}...AIN'T THAT GE'.ETDI' BEAUTIFUL? I FINALLY GOT
- THIS SPRAY GUN WORKIN' PERFECTo :

. MoL:

FIB:

. HISS OUT
HISS OUT
_EIB:

MOL:

SOUND &

( . .

" (2ND REVISION) -17-

T know, but' look), McGee.,..I';rg been wghting to - ﬂ
ask you if - . . :
LATER , TOOTSIE\J. -I‘M JUST ABOUT FINISHEDLU-

N
‘THERE WE ARE U. ALL DONE...AND BELIEVE ME, THAT'S THE :
‘WHITEST WHITE CmISTMAS TREE YOU'LL EVER SEE.
ARl

~ Now won't you admit this: is a mighty pretty erfect, .

Baby? .
Yes, if you 11ke that sort of thing. _ (FADE) _Wen -

I'1l go in and make\some hot corfeg, dearile.»

FOOTSTEPS UP ON PORCH (PAUSE)

" MOL: -

FIB:
MOL:

FIB:

MOL:

DOOR SLAM:

(OFF) . M§Gee {5 : : .
Whose Chr:istm.as'»t'.ree is this on fbl;e frbht;‘ pozf:’:h? ¢
Oh, thab's the one I bought this morning that I'm
' gonna paint white axd .. oh, my goshi -v_m'r' TREE

DID I PAINT? . - .

The _one that!s been érov’ving there In the yaz"d. fgll

these yearss . Bring in the vacurm cleaner -when

& ki S

you come, -




‘FIB: -

TEE:

(eND REVISION] | =17A-

(TO HI"JISELF) If I ain't the dumbest guy that ever

_lived} A WISE GUYIJ A KNOW-TT-ALLI Can't tell, one

anotherill I'M a saph_ead. .,I'm a brainless,

t, ham-handed butterfingersil And 42 I ~

wasn't so kstupid I'd never let me sit here and insult -

.

myself, either....
(FADE IN) What's the matter mister?

FIB:

TEE:

FIB3

’ 'WE:
L FIB:
i ’ TEE
” s
L . TEES
@9 FIB:

TEI.E:‘

o

FIB:
TEE:

FIB:

TEE:
' FIB:

TEE:

| FIB:

T ‘séys_YOU GAN'T EH?

= . L emeegies e e

.

it know that voica....is that you, Teeny?

Sure 1t is, I betcha Whatcha sittin' there with your .

 to.geteha a naapir:{.ﬁvﬁm. Want me to?
" No bhanks, ais. Medioine won't ‘touch: the kinda headaohe

I-gote I Just busted my ego in foup plaaes.

Gea, I"m sorx-;, mistex-, but...(PAUSE) OH _BO,YVHY.WHO‘inD, ’
| g .

" Fh? Wno aia what?
FWho painted that tree white ? GEE, IS THA'I' EVER BEAUTI?ULS
- Yeah, "but that aint't the one that -~ :

AND IT'S GROWING‘..R\I(T THERE IN YOUR YARDH‘
Yaah, you see T got a little oonfusad and = k
MISTER.. .YOU'RE WONDERFUL L 4 i -

_I.am? o - w0 ‘ <‘
Youlre the nioes‘b man in town, I betohax You put your

Christmas tree right out in the front yax'd, where e :

everybody can share it with you, ' \/ - o

; ‘Well, I didn't exastly === .

Ges, all the kids in th.e neighborhood are gonna LOVE you

for this, mister. Boy, T can hard;l.y walt £111 you get_ . ;

1% all lighted uDess . . 3
You can't eti? .

Hmm? + - .

'Can't what? ! - s : - -

YOU OAN‘T WAIT TILL T GE’I‘ ALL THE LIGHTS oN IT,

| (mwism) cls

head in your hends for, mister. Ggtta headache? Want me

-




: (2D REVISION) ~ =19- L_ ';'
“I‘EEV: _ Gee, noither can I! And you Inow what, ?1stei? - V:ritexl-s-g DN QUINN i ‘
: What? ‘ : : ¢ . - PHIL IESLIE
_ TEE: When it's growing in the ground 1ike that u-. cantt wobble and ;: '
fall over, either; Our Christmas tree at home 1is always wobbly. i ‘ .
FIB: ILots of people make that mistake, sis, They don't stop to think |
if they were 8 ‘aree and got all 1it up and then came into & warnm
_ . room, they'd wobble a httle, too, (BAUGHS) - ‘ L . .
TEE: (GIGGLES) Hummi? ' ‘ ¢ : .
FIB: Skip it. SO YOU THINK IT LOOKS ALL RIGHT OUT. HERE IN THE B ‘_ ‘
: FRONT YARD, EH? : ’ . - ' :
k;;x : TEE: Oh, boy...I;'ll sayx Now all the 111 childrun that haven't got
' ‘ Christmas trees can comé and see yours... (/— )
FIB: YoSsesIees8Teseltd kinda planned to get a lot of 1ittle bags off 1 . .
oandy and stuff and 1et the kids help themselves Christmas Eve, . _V .
gls. Think they'd like that? » : ¢ . ' "EIBBER MoGEE(NE MoﬁLiﬁ
. TEE: Ges, will they ever: AND US KiDS WILL SING e . . ‘ ' ’ : - .
.  FIB: Sing vhat? = for' ‘
: i . ‘I’EE' You ¥now...the song we sing for you every Christmas time. : . ' ‘n : .
T'was the Night Before Christ;uas...the one we just r’ecorded. W Joh!yls_onrs‘ e Gl
Wouldja like to hear it now, Mister? . . ‘
* T15: Yes...yes, T bolleve I would, sis. . -
. TEE: Okay...HEY, KENNY!...JOHNNY! .,..BUDDY!...RADDY!..CVOME HERE} ’
‘ 5 : NBC - Tuesday . . v . ' D;ée;li_p_g

. ‘HE WANTS TO HEAR IT}
 OPENING CHORDS: "NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMASY
FIB: (T0 HIMSEIF) Wonderful bunch of kidsi...goin' aromd the
neiéhbonhood with a thirty-piece orchestra. i - :
_MUSIC: TO PINISH . )
- . W APPLATSE) . ;

SHORT DEAD AIR OR "TBE FIRST 'NOELY TO FILL

ANNCR: THIS IS THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY-




