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i iy 

- ‘J\ran't they beauty and cleanliness'? 

f~thing of beauty in 1tself. 

'linoleum and me'qal surfaces,: 

. molsture. 

“to have in Pour home? 

Think for a moment 

and - inexpena i.vely—you can have bet.h beauty and, 

juet with an: occeaional application of 

NSON'S W‘AX to your floors furniture and 

1 rich mellow, pollshed wax surface 1s a 

The wax brings ont. the grain 

. and beauty of t.he wood - 1t adds a soft lustre [to leather, 

And of cour§e, this toush 

‘ wax £ilm 'proteets these sfirfaces against wear, dirt and 

Dust and dirt do not adhg-e readily to a wax-~ 

‘ "‘,‘Lpolished eurfece, 850 cleaning is no'c only easier, but a 

i w'sJOHNSON‘S WAK., 

'k'JOHNSON‘S WAX ‘1s of the very finest quali'cy, and long 

 waxed home Jhe actuany cleaner and more senltary, 

wearing. The eost fg really very little ~ S0 why not 

practice px-otec'cive housekeeping An your heme with genuine 

Dealers everywhere car"ry 1t. 

i 

e 

_PIB: 

' APPIEUSE{ 

FIB: 

MAN: 

(BIBs 

VAN :y 

‘ ;-rnmm: ARE OERTATN’ morm wno SINPLY WON"I‘ ADMIT THAT 

NATURE DOES ANYTHING RIGHT. 

_‘SH'ELLS OF BABY TURTLES, AND CLIP POODLE! DOGS TO LDOK LIKE 

; .ANAEMIG LIONS. 

tree white" = - : . e : 

. WHADDYE MEAN, WHY DO I WANT IT WHI’I‘E? 

‘TREES IN THIS Lot YQUW'E PAINTED WHITE. ~ 

_Yeah..and I think they!re horrible. ; 

e 
»T(REVISED) 

TH:E’Y ARE THE KIND WHO orm 

CATTATLS, PAINT "WHOSE LITTLE TOO’.L'SIE \RE YOU“ OF THE 

FERE!S ONE OF THOSE PEOPIE NOW .. AS WE 
MEET........ . : . : 

' _ FIBBER MCGEE ANB MOLIY! . 

£ 

Hey, fi‘red. .how fiueh yeu eharge me to psint t.hls Ohristmae ; , 

Why do ‘you went 1t white, McGee?. 

¥0U GOT 4 HONDRED 

BU.L‘...som people 5 

11ke 'em thet way. N 

Never mind the artistio uomment ) Fred. HOW MUCH? _‘ 

Ten dollerss = : . 

. *TEN DOLL_ARSJ 14 T0O SPRAY A LITTIE WEITE PAIN{I‘ ON THIS 

HAIF-?INT TREE? WHO DO You: THINK YfiU AREp? REMBRANDT? 

LOoK ..‘ may’be yeu didn't undex'stand. o want thie tree 

pain';ed_ whites.. . Not gold-plebed. : 

Ten bucks. P . e 

YOU'RE A PIRATE! Ang T'11 bet\‘youllve'_"‘made 200 

already tedayl ' _ -V . 

‘Yo‘u"rie a ‘:ehefepekete. “And Ilve‘;‘mede "fii}ix"e‘exiegyml‘x?et‘l_‘ené]f 

fortm\ //\’\\ - » ’ - v - 

YQU'RE A ROBBER! 'fAndt'.y'ou' wanna sell a 

. the 1ot° . 



(R.u.VISED ) 

y You! Te & s‘bupa. 

k"soumn.‘ s (ow OF MUSIC) _FoorsTERs ON-SIDEWALK, UP ON PORCH: DOGR 

- opmNe crosm: 

FIB: -  (T0 HIMSELF) 
Llittle. tres o tits white ..., thé'RAT; Cheatin! 

people right B.nd lofbe.s.makint four hundred bucks & gayl: o 

The chiseller} I dunno whether to report him to the 

G P. A. or make him a better offar for a half interaest, 
¥ 

. The 1owdown,....,, 

(FADE IN) Whatts ‘the matter, McGee? E{‘his time, 

FIB: - AH}-I THAT GUY FRED CORRIGAN THAT RUNS THE CHRISTMAS TREE 

: LGI AT 147H AND OAK ., THE DIR‘.I'Y PINEBROKER WANTED - 

TO CHARGE ME TEN BUCKS T.0 PAINT BHES CHRISTMAS TREE WHITE& 

That doas seem a little high, dearie, But think of the 

; work there is to it, Putting all _those needles back on 

: - /'Ef’t\8~rr_'t1?~5 ‘paint dries. o - 

FIB: | THEY DONtT TAKE THE NEEDLES OFF} THEY JUST SERAY THE 
‘ ‘TR’EE‘_,QV.‘\‘M{ISH,‘/WHI?SH’,_' WHISHi) .., THAT'S ALL THERZ IS 70 - 

,IfOL"- Well, 1r whishing will maka it so, why don't you do it 

And I wouldn!t sell my own mother a half 

ho dirty swindlery Ten bucks to spray a . 
- ; ¢ MOE: 

MOL: 

BB 

. MOL: 

FIB: 

DOOR OPEN: 

MOL;- . 

- ALICE: 

' FIB: 

v'V'HEYJ HAVEN'T WE GOTTA PATNT SPRAY ATTACHMENT ON THE 

' VAGU’UM CLEANERV MY GOSH I CAN BAVE THAT ‘I‘REE PA\INTED . 

'oh now McGee...PLEASE...I realize we need the house ps.intec 

: the rage. : 

(2ND 'mzv:'smn)‘ ' 

If it's a ten dollar Job, T can't affor to pay myself ; 
: L 

that rrmch. Besides, I haven't got a paint[apray, so--’ 

WHITE BEFORE YOU CAN. 'BAY, DOESN*T T LOOK AWFU o“ 

but not on the 1nside. Dat's leave the tree green. 

YOU'LL IDVE A WH]J]!E ONE, SNOOKY, IT'S THE MODERN THING-“ 

NOBODY USES GREEN TREES ANY MORE! THEY'RE OIJT-MODED. - 

You don't sayl Well, tell me, Salvador, what: color snow < : 

are people using this year? Cbartreuae? 

No kidding, Molly...white Christmas trees are. all 

- 

They v be. ..they thitow me into one. I‘LOOK‘,_'SWEE 4 

JUST PUT THE TREE UP AND TRIM TT. I LOVE A GREEN 

CHRISTMAS ‘I‘REE vy 

«s.don't you, Alice? 

(DOOH CLOSE) (FADE I’N) 

KiD, IF ¥OU WERE GONNA HAVE A CHRISTMAS ‘I‘REE 

WOUID YOU RATHER HAVE? A DUSTY, DRAB,‘DIRI'Y OID 

GREEN ONE OR A BRIGHTV SNAPPY GLISTENIN VEHT E NE 



‘ MOL: 

| ALICE: 

MOL: - 

| FIB: 

J,Which, Aliee‘? 

| VMISTLETOEI 1 l 

] ,'AI‘.IC}}}I;: o I got. awfully t-ired of them, I 

Tbtle irl, oy father gave us | 

(REVISED) 

Mistlatoe. 

WHAT AN ANSVVERE 

~.like your wii‘e, or you get a slap in the chops before Fou 

‘ jcan »pkoint up to i‘t.v Mishletoel' That!'s just poison ivy 

"wi th berrles . 

We'll pub some up, Alice, and yourll see who msnages to 

spend moat of hia time 1oitering around beneath 1t But 

~ honestly, dear..do you like a wnite Ghristmas tree? 

f'iI dike 'em all, Mrs. McGee. I don't cave if they're 

'Ipurple.' Gertrude always has e white cne, though, and she 

 likes fem. i - ; 

.v'g"fWho's Gertrude? We know her?k _ : 

Slmls the boy ‘who always rides pas'b heredn the cream 

.,colored Cadillac and honks his hornts alsters . \ 

T see.k dimself here used to go with a man who owned a 

stutz Bearcat's niece. e ‘~f' . 

’»Yeah bu’c I gave her up for an old guy with a broken down 

‘:Maxwell’s daughter. Bub hones'hly now, Alice...don't you 

"‘»"really ,,prgfar s white christmas tree? 
e 

/ 
A 3 / 

o llc(}ee, lihen I was a K 

kids some little tiny paint 

brushes and told us to paint a Christmas j'l:z'ee white. . 

MOL:3 

| ALICE: 

. DOOR SLAM 

FIB‘l“‘ 

e 
# 

Uors o 

MOL: 

~ DOOR OPEN: 

MOL:$ 

DocE. 

FIBs 

MOL: 
Do 

DOOR GHIME 

HEAVENLI DAYS.:..it must have taken‘ you ohildx-m a long - 

time to paint a t‘,ree wi’ch lit;'kle bruahes. : How ‘long cu.d 

it ‘take you? f ' u [ ; - e 

oh we r}pver did. get it finished. B‘Lg it kept ue off the 

: streets f511 We wWere _eigptean ya»arsk;old,_,_ ‘({;ql}., ?‘[:gotv :k 

to wrap some presents. See yE{S’lé.te’r. . 
~ 

“ Brighm Kidl _How all’ that 1eve1y~golaan hair can gzon 

outa that solid bon&,\Iill never kmows o 

Sheits awfully sweot, though, McGee. There isn't a"mean ¢ 

thought in Alicels head. 

_ No, now any other ginq. WEDL..THIS.AIN!T~GEETIN( Mo 

SPRAYED, - 
o 
Whex'e did you leave “the tree, dearie? A . 

Qut in front, :E can attach the vacuum olea r cord from 

the porch lights ‘Now 1emme see..I'll ane 

_Coxfie ing : - ; 

éLOSE- - o . . ' - 

Oh, hello there, ctor Ga.mble. o : 

‘ Hello{ Molly. And how _are you today, Pantry Pmmoh? 

Fine, Jumboe You out spreading a Ittle christmas cheor, 

‘esb@lling your patients you'ra going to retire? 

Oh he's not going %o retire for yeara' yet, ,are; you Dao’cor ; 

- My deayr, T will retire on that fap distant day when Iom 

write a pefi%l/oheuk for ;f.‘aur hun 

have the hired help at the Fourth Natinnal Bank burst 

dollar»s and ncrt 

into hyaterioal 1aughter‘ j 



: /MOL: 

DOGR_OPEN: 

. Go on;tfijoi'z'ol&' misers You got that much buried under a 

~lboae Q‘Brick'inr fihé"firaplaoe ri'ght nov' Trouble with yt)u 

‘is you got more arfection for a dollar than my wife has 

fi\fcr a pound oi‘ butter...and that's the -love-match of the 

. more prive 

k‘(’}kertairily. 

Ng, it's_‘the so called grown-ups, my.dear, This 1s the - e . 

‘three-dollar Christmss trees and wind up in a five . . ; X ‘ amsion 

-huhdref' doliar blast'e: cast, Penny wise and comfiénd 

- vDonlt you wanna stiuk amund and wateh me trim our 

eg (zwn REVISION) 

. year :;Fatsq. . 

You havs no right to say th&t, McGee. Doctor Gamble does 

Vharity work than anybod'y in town. 

: I'm a very nobla nharactar. When I walk down 

the straat, flowers sprmg into: hloom* birds burst into . - ¢ 

,\a‘ong, and taxi eabs honk twioe before »thay try to kill 

me. Well, Iive got to run along now, This 1is my'busy & o : - 

'saason, you. know. o o . ) : v $ 

I suppcsa ‘the children keep you pratty busy around 

Christmas time, Dostos. : . 0 ' - . . A 

_;é{i‘.lly ssason; when' 200=pound men stert oslimbing 49-cent 

“stepladders to wire dime-store angels to the tops of 

fraoture roolish. : 

Christmas trae, Doc? I'm paintin' it whites ™ = - 

You don't have ’co do that, Skipwit. When E put- my gift 

for you undar it, it']_l .\.URN white. c—oodnight, 

- CLOSE ;~ ~ 

"PARADE GF HE, woonsm sommas" . APPIAU%E "’ 

A
 

i 

. FIB: 

MOL: 

MéL_ H 

& 

FIB: 

D‘OG g 

: ye ar, Fats g. 

s11ly season; when 200-pound men stéi’t-‘&l‘ilflbifl&: 49-cent 

hundred dollar plaster cast, Penny wise and eompéx/md 

] .You don't. have to do that, Skipwit. When I put my gift 

: (BND szxsmfl) e ‘ 

-Go on, you o]:d miser. You got that muoh buriad under a 

10086 -krick in the rireplaoe right now.'i Trouble wi’ah Jou 

is you got more affection for a ;iollar tqan my wi)‘.‘e has . 1 

for a pound of butter..,and that's the love-match or the 

5 

You have no right to say that, McGees Doctox- Gamble does 

morg private. charity work than anybody in 'cown. ; 

Certfinly. l"m & very noble chapacter. When" 

song, and taxi gabs ‘honk twice before they “try to k:!.ll f( 

ma, Well, Itve got to run along now, This :ls my busy - 

‘ season, you kndw.‘ 
. 3 ‘ 4 

I suppose the children keeb you pretty busy ‘aroun 

Ohristmas time, Dostor, : 

No, 1t!'s the so féalleg g#own—fips; my deary This }é ”\tfie, - 

stepladders to wire dime-store angels to the if&ps ‘§f- 

three-dollar Christmas trees and wind up in a five 

fragture foolish, 

Dontt you wanna stick around ‘and wateh me trim our 

Christmas traa, Poc? I'm paintin' it whitaa 

for you under it, 1t'11 TURN w;uita-. Gocanignt, 

OLOSE 7/, 

"PABADE OF THE woonsu som:ms" 2 APPIAUSE . 



 SEOOND ‘spo;'\* : (2ND REVISION) 

 SOUNDs, HISS OF SPRAY.:FALTERS...OUT - 

‘ FIB _\: & : AH THIS DOGGONE THING” CLOGS TP LIKE A SENTIMENTAL 

WOMAN AT & SAD MOVIE. 

: What seems to be the matter, doarie? 

vER: . This paint sprayl Goes along ell right for a minute, 

+ ’ohokévs up. And when it comes loose again, it 

throws a blob of paint that would lmock Dre TeQoe outa 

the baloony( 

. MoL3 o Pomd it on the porch steps. . Maybe that will loosen it 

. "l Okay, I will 

_POUNDING  (METAT ON WOOD) 

Now tx'y B : : 

Okay. - 

. SOUNDS FAINT HISS. .LOUD POPGU'N EFFECT & 'LOUD HISS .(SUSTADI UNIER: ) 

'MOL.‘;W o HEAVENIx DAYS, MoGEE, YOU ALMOST HIT ME WITH THAT] 

FTE: Som-y, kiddo, T dl\.d.nlt know 1t was loaded, WELL. , o HERE 

. MEao.... - ‘ . 

Ssomp:  Towp HISS...STARTS FADING. . ,OUT: 
- DAD RAT IT.a-IT DONE IT AGATNG CLOGGED U’P’ 

- Well hurry up znd get the Job finished, McGee. Itts 

colder than o linemanfs 1unch. euT hera 

BIRE ~ You go . in tha house if You wanna. I can hgixclll‘e"fi;fis 

' 411 right. ' ' 

‘ 

(REVISED) -11- i 
e . No, Iive got to .(-,ay out hera and f:ell people who you area. ( 

Got a libtle more of that white paint on yau and they'll 

: think you!re a badly-constru;ftsd snowf man.» L 

SOUND:  POUNDING O STEPS.. .FAINT b ISS.. .EOP W 

FIB:: ‘ AHHH THAT DOES IT...I‘LL HAVE THIS ‘I‘REE SPRAYED BEFORE 

‘ YOU CANe= , - ; » 
MOL: . Viateh your aim, \:iearie.., No, better 'shutit‘. o‘fi‘.’. ;l‘;é:r@ 

- ¥rd. Carstairs... ’ _'\ - 

SOUND: HISSINGUOUT..-rootstmee—me— . _ o 
MbL:_ HELLO THERE, MRS..(:ARSTAI}@S,..WON'T YOU COME ' IN .’TljIE‘:I:iOUS'E{ 

‘ AND HAVE A SLUG OF TEA? , . _ - . 
CARST & - er.,.no thank you, my dear...I am just out walking my 

: Pekinese, and must hur'-y along. . R) 

FIB: What Polinese, Carsty‘V T don't aeo him. o ‘ 
CARST : 1t weds too cold for him to come along, Mr) McGee, o 

BUT, as long asg one of us 5oes oub hs 1s satisfied. - 

_I\‘TbL: i It's r'eally a sweat 1ittle dog, Millicent...from what Tlve: 

sgenofnam. L G ‘ - 
FIB: Personally, I wouldn't have ene of them faur-—le ged . 

dust mops as a gift, Gimme a - man-sized dog‘ I EVER TELLE 

YOU ABOUT THE HUNTING DOG I HAD Olicfi CARSTY...I\EAMED b 

_ . DURA . . ; s . 
CARST : er...Dura ’cé" ‘ o o . k . \ 
FIB: YEAH,.,WHAT A NOSE THAT DOG HAD! NEVLR FORGET ONE TIME VE ! 

WERE WALKTN ¥ THRU THE woons k.E AND m.' DOG...PIPE OVER My 
SHOUIDLR...GUN IN MY MOUTH... L 

"iha,& was that again? 



CARST: 

MOL: 

_ 'GIR\T OVER MY SHOU'LDER PIPE IN MY MOUTH, . .WHEN ALL OF A 

"“SUDDEN DURAN’I‘E FREEZESI...HE‘S ON POINT‘..NOSE QUIVERING{ 

(2ND REVISION)  -12- 

TAIL OUT ‘LIKE A RANROD!..ONE FOOT IN ‘I‘HE AIR‘ I RAISES : 

i turned out that Jarvis was wanted by tha authcritias 1n 

| three states. s _ - . < 

vest pocket and was barking inte tha telephone, which ‘he 

had knocked off tho table, “a‘hen fhe poI:[z?e arri\nd, it : 

s'bt.uing at the policva pestars on the wall, Suddenly he 

dashed out the door, and WOS gonc, 

~ Brobably wen‘b out to ateal ‘an - s,pple ofi' a fru.it sta.nd, 

carsty. 

, MOL 2 But why wes your dog holding him by the vest poclgfi o 
MY GU'N-..W | SLOWLY FORWARD...and there, not ten feet : e ; g L 

m L - Millieent? ( . 
awa wag set int on a stump. . o - 

v 'fl/ P ' UERsT: ‘That Was wheré our butler kept his rountaln pens You see,‘ 
That was te a do MoGee...trnined to flush ome ; 

- s ”g, e % - he was wfimted for forgery. WELL, SO NICE 'I‘O HAVE SEEN YOU- 
wark ns, was he? ( e 
.  Goop EVENINGY - - ‘o 
‘No sir...I BAHIED THE DOG OUT, AND THEN I WAS NEVER SO . i : 

| SOUND: FOOTSTEPS FADE OUT# 
ASHAMED IN MY LIFE.e.IT WAS THE SMARTEST THING HE!'D < . — : 
co ’ ' . . . FIB: WHO DOES SHE THINK SHE's KIDDIN'? I DONIT BELIE’@I WORD 
EVER DONE} - - . 
W . | OF THAT STORY! I'LL BET SHE JUST MADE THAT UPz': 

Y2 ; ; 4 e : 

: o MOL: Never mind her, dearie. - Get busy with that paint before 1t 
Well sir, T got ‘ba.lkin’ to the guy, and you lknow what? o e = - . 3 = , ’ e . & . freézes solid, e s ‘y' HIS NAME. WAS PARTRIDGE. HENRY We PARTRIDGE- Wastitt : : e Ly v 5 . T - » °  FIB: . E?’? Oh ge6...it might, it that...well...B K To woamx 
that wondertul, carst.yx . - 

o . . " SOUND: POUNDING ON STEPS...FAINT HISS..PC)PGUN EFFEOT, .Lom 
No, i don't think tha.t :Ls 80 remarkable, ey McGee. In ' e i : - 

o i BIB: THAR SHE BLOWSH . : T 
, the light of what o police dag of mine once did,. ! ‘ i - " . 

! SOUND: HISSING (SWISE IT AROUND, MONTE) FADE OUT - 
What was that, M11icont? After all, it's so cold out . 

MOL 2 ' Stopped up. sgain, MoGae? 
: tonight the baloney won!t spoll, ; | 

. : . ' P EIB: Yeh...the doggone thing...and - only go‘b‘ about & third of 
: :Well, this dog of ours Wwas sx.bremely intelligent. -One . @ : . : b ; 

- . - B 5 : this tree sprayed. Maybe if-- HEY{! o 
dax I hed hj.m in the postoffice and T noticed he was : o = - . o 

. MOL: - What? (‘— 

QOW COULD CAHSTAIRS DOG BE GRIPPING TI{E BU‘I‘LER BY,THE VEST . 

AND BARKIN' INTO THE PHONE AT THE SAME TIME? 



She didn‘t say he was gripping the butler with his 

TEETH, | " 

.with the other, and ueeAhis f:-ont feat to take 

' fingarpr ints. 

FIB: | OH, WHY SHOUI.D I WORRY. 

SOUND: POUNDING ees MALL HISS . .LOU'D POPas .LOU'D HISS 

MOL’:,‘ Yc,'re getting more paint on yourself than you are . 

- on the trec, MoGeo. 

n 'SOUND QISS GOES oUT 

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

- grey, Pet, I‘ oould have whitewashed the Kybab Nationa‘l: 

i«*brest with a Il gun, 

. WELL, DOGGONE IT,, - "\' 

HELLO. FOLKSu.WHAT'S GOING ON HERE? 

; ;Oh, helloy Mx,".- Wilooxs : : 

Hiya, Junior » ’pu:‘l.lf;up a f;-dnt,‘ step ané give yourself 

a«’ three=point landing. : : - i \"/m 

And d4f you want‘your Ghx'istmas tree painted white, 

'Yeah, I won't be out here very 1ong, Juney. Joon'a 

,‘I adjust the nozzle on this paint spray, I'11 - 

earie; After all, a dog as smart as that could 

‘ Mv. Wilcox, trot home and get it. , \7 
/ 

(ZND REVISION) w14 

1 

h,oid‘ him down with one hind ‘paw, dial the polfce station e 

WIL: 

 FIB: 

MOL 

WIL: 

EIB: 

WEE: : 

" FIB: 

MOL: 

WIL: 

(REVISED) - —15- 

(HOBRIF‘IED) MAC, DO YU MEAN 7O ETAND THERE LIKE A mom . 

MAN FOR PAIn‘fER's GOLIC AND TELL ME YOU"RE ACTUALLY Goma'"( 

'I‘D RUIN THAT FRETTY LI‘TTLE TREE WITH WBI’I‘E PAINT? RUINING i 

THAT REFUGEE FROM T!m‘FOREST PRIMEVAL. 

MAGNIFICENT EVERGREEN THAT-f 

‘DESPOILING A 

o 
Aw, skip the dramatics, .Junyi'or....we, kné‘:y;; yp\_,}"ymemoriwd 

. Evangeline in High School... 
i 

. And you played the heavy 5_n ’che Ghatauqua Gosnpan'y of 

i 
Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm, too, didn't you, Mr. Wiloox? 

The JUVENILE lead, 11‘ you please. i also had thz'ea 

seasons of Shakespeare. 

A 1ikely story'z When you play Shakespeara, son, that' 

when Othello Naeds\ a Friendi - 

Everyone in Omaha said I,was anot},mar Barrymora., When & 

cane out in my tights and said - (DECLAIMS) “OH V‘EIAT'!A 

' 'Ror}UE D PEASANT SLAVE aM I... . 

You ocan say that again. ’_ s 

Husgh, McGos . I love Shakespeare! Go 3 Wilcoxl "‘,’ 

. (DRAMATIGALLY) 1s T NOT MONSTROUS THAT ‘I‘HIS PLAYER HEBE, 

: ; fSEEII\fG A LADY FORGED TO VKE‘\IIAL TASK - 

s AND SERING SUCH DRUDGERY, WOUBD THEN DISPENE{ 

A THING CALLED JOHNSON'S GLOGGAT...FORSQOTH 

A GOODLY. FLUID..WHICH SPREAD UPON THE 

 SCULLERY LINOLEUM. . .WOULD THUS ELIMINA ‘E 

. : . THE SCRUB...NO HUBI NO. BUFFu JUST 
\ L e 
L oey AND IN GNE THIRD ‘I’HE T IMES IT TAKES FQR 

- . HOUR GLASS T0 TURN...IT DRIESI'& 

,\1 

Ii‘ Shakespeare ain’t in ths public dnm&in, this tvm-bit ""f‘ i 



; ' (2ND REVISION) -16- 

_l}»:,:;fwmz‘ ’ 7; AH m...m DRIES..,S0 MIRRORLIKE 1T GLEAMS, THAT PORRIDC—E, 

- . SPILLED, WIPED OFE, L.EAVES NOT A SINGLE SPOTL THE LABOR 

' {""SAVED, THE HOURS GAmED THE BEAUTY SEEN.,TTS GLOCOATss.s 

. BELOVED BY CHATETATNE AND SERVING WENCH ALIKE.. +YOUR 

NEAREST DEALER will,., 

te, Mr. Wiloox...IS THAT IN HAMLET'I’ 

_ (HIMSELF AGAIN) My dear girl..dt‘s in overy hamlet, 

"_y"ev‘ay‘ry‘; fillage,' 'evéi'y town, oity and metropolisee.il Every 

- plaoe where a housewifo takes pride in the appearance of 

,Whar kitohen, and if I don't get back to the office in the 

-next ten minutas, T111 find myself back in. chatauqua- 

50 LONG, KIDS} > 

" SOUND: ,BUNNING- FOOTSTEPS, OUT. 
£ S 

There goes the biggest ham Itve seen sinca Blue Boy went 

o the Sbate Fairt He bétter be careful or he".ll wind up 

_ on a platter with an ap}éle in hils moutht BUT..THIS Am'T 

o GETTIN' MY 'I'REE SPRAYED e e s 

' "IWell hurry up, you"vs almost got 1t done. 
o 

POUNDING OI\I S'I.‘EPS o .SLIGH’I‘ HISS e POPGUN EFFECT s .LOU'D HISS 

.-  TREE IS GETTIN', MOLLY Uit 

. Mok There's one q,uestion Ird like to ask you, McGaeu.are 

you SuPsess - . : : ‘}_ 

DON'T‘ BOTHER JE Now, 'KIDDOL1Y I'M GOIN! T00 GOODLILY / 
7 

HISS WAVIN AROUND e ‘ 

AIN’T THAT GE’.ETIN‘ BEAUTIF'UL? I FINAILY GOT 

THIS SPRAY GUN WORKIN' PERFECT. 

AHEH, THIS IS 'I’HE BEST IT'S BEEN YET...LOOK HOW WHITE THE - 

. MOL: 

DOOR SLAMS . 

" (2ND REVISION) -17- 

a2 know, but‘ look, MoCGee .,;_.I'irg beon wahting to 

ask you 1f = 7 ‘ : 4 . 

FIB: LATER , TOOTSIEH..I'M JUST ABOUT Fmisamm. . \ 

. uIss our : \ ’ ‘ o 

FIB ;. 'THERE WE AREU. ALL DONE...A'ND BELIEVE ME, THAT‘S THE ; : 

“ .‘ ‘ :WHITEST WHITE GmISTMAS TREE YOU ‘LL EVER SEE. 

Now won't you admit this: is a mighty pretty erfect ’ 

. Baby? 
C 

MOL: Yes, if you 1ike that sort of thing. (FADE) Wall -‘,, ; 

I'1l go in and make. . Some hot corfee, dearie._f_ ; - 

m » FOOTSTEES UP ON' PORCH (PAUSE) 

MOL: < (OFE) Mééee 1 

FIB: Eh2_ : ; 7’ . 

MOL: Whose Christmas tres is this on the r,rbing poren? o 

FIB: (h, that's the one I bought this morning metile . 
‘. gonna paint white a'na' oss OB, my goshl V_IEATTREE 

DID I PAINT? ~ . - 

M(.}Lz.‘ Tro oo that's been growing there in the yard 311 - 

these yearsas . Bring in the vaoutm clagner vghen 

you comey & 
1 
e 



; | 
FIB: = 
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: 
TEE: 

(To HIMSELF) If T ain't the dumbest guy that ever | 

f A WISE GUYII A KNOW-TI-ALLI Can't tell.one i h\n o L 

enotherill T a saphead._..I'm. a brainless, - ‘;:L 

: , ham-handed butterfingersll And 1£ T TEE 

'fiasn't 80 stupid 'I‘d never let meo sit:hera and insult 
“ s 

myselr, olthoreess: " . . ' S FIB} 

(FADE m) What's the matter mister? . o 1 N o 

; ‘ ' o ' ]  FIB: 

- 
5 TEE: 

. : EIB: 
e - 

i . 
‘ . TEE: 

, o o ; 
» ' RIB: 

. " . TEE: 

¢ 
: ] 

. & 

. - FIB: 
% % 

o = 

TEE: 

- 

- 
FIB: 

- TEE: 

' to.getoha a naspirifi\’flm. . Wenfi me to? 

'_Em Wno afa what? 

' Well, I didn't exeo»cly i 

I lmow that voioe....is that you, Teeny? - 

Sure 1t 18, I be.tphg. Whaboha sittin' ‘bhere with your . 

_head in yéfii' hands for, mi ’ migter. ‘,?M:a ,haadaoha? Wmt me 

ixo bhanks » 8la. Medioine wonlt touoh ehe kinda haadaohe 

i got. I Just busbed my ego in foup plaoes. 

.Gea, Itm sorr;, mister, but...(PAUSE) s 'ox't.wso DID. 

Who painted that tree white? GEE‘., IS THA‘I EVER BEAUT]%’ULL 

“ Yeah, ‘but that ain't the cne that —- 

AND IT'S GROWIKGi..EI(T ‘I.‘HERE IN YOUR YARDHl 

Yeah, you see I got. a little oonfused and me 

MISTER...YOU'RE WONDERFULU. i : e 

I am? i 
1 

: You‘re the nioest man in town, I betcha} You put your 

Christmas tree right out in the front yard, whema e 

everybody can share 1% with you, : : ‘ 

Gee, all the kids in the neighborhood e _k"onna' ‘LOVE you . : 

for this, mister. Boy, I can hardly wait 111 you get 

1t all lighted uDee. - 

You can't eh"? 

Hmm? 

I says YOU CAN'T EH? 

‘Can't what? ! ' v 

OU OANTT WATT ‘I.‘ILL r GET ALL THE LIGHTS oN iT: 



.(2ND REVISION) =19~ . 

. Writers: DON QUINN : 
‘ - PHIL IESLIE Ang you lmow what, mistert 

» 

o ‘ o - ‘I‘EE 0 ’Gee‘,g,n;imfier cen 11 

_What'? ’ 

. TEE: When itfs growmg in the ground 1ike that 1t‘. can't wobble and 

 fall over, eilther. Our Christmas tree at home 1s always wobbly. 

. FIB. Iots of people make that mistake, sis.» They don't stop to think 

if they were & tpee and got all 14t up and then came into a wa:-m 

‘oom, they'd wobble & httle, too, (BAUGHS) - - L 

TEE: (GIGGIES) Hrmm? 

S0 YOU THINK IT LOOKS ALL RIGHT OUT. HERE IN THE 
) 

= 
. FIB: Skip it. 

'FRONT YARD, EHZ 
Now a1l the 1il! childrun that haven't got 

Christmas trees can come and see yours... (/_ 

"FIB: Yes,..I.e:0Tss.1td kinda planned to get a lot of little bags off 

candy and stuff and let t.he kids help themselves Christmas Eve, . 

" TEE: Oh, bay...I'n sayl 

sis. Think they'd like that'? 

. Geo, will they everl AND US KIDS WILL SINGT 

 FIB: Sing what? 

for 

] You know,..the song we sing for you every Christmas time. 

T'was the Night Before Christmas...the one we just recorded. 

‘Johnson's Wax. 

Wouldja like to hear it now, Mister? 

Yes.;.yes, I oelisve I would, sis. 

Okay. . HEY, KENN¥i.. .JOHNNY! .+ .BUDDY!.. RADDYl. .COME HERE} 
NBGC - Tuesday 

. OPENING GHQEDS; UNIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMASY 

- FIB. (To HIMSEI.F) Wenderful bunch of ldsi...goln? around the 

ne iéhbo:chood with a thirt y—pie ce orchestra,. 

§ 4 

MUSIC- To FINISH - i 

‘(NO APPLAUSE} 


