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FIBERR McGEE AND MOLLY SHOW : s
. NOVEMBER 23, 1948

_ OPENING COMMERCIAL

WILCOX:

. You'll see something new in your Kitchén. . .when you'

start using Jomnson's Glo-Coé.t. (You':!,l see linoleum
that gleams with a higher polish....a brighter luster..

_that brings new zest and sparkle to the whole room.

Beca.uée there's a new glow in this self polishing floor
wax. Glo-Coat's got a glow that's brighter....far

. brighter than before. And you'll double your pleasure

_ when you use it....because Johnson's Glo-Coat shines

i1tself. That's right. It goes right ahead and
produces its own brilliant luster....without any help
from you. Just pour a }ittlé Glo-Coat on your
linoleum. ~Spread ithout. Let it dry. That's all
you do to get a gleaming finish@nf‘tmnty minutes.
And that Glo-Cost finish is more than beautiful to
look at. It protects your 1inolemn‘against dirt and

: Vspil'led things. Easy to clean, too. A few seconds

‘with a damp cloth is all it tekes to whisk away soiled
spots. (Pomorro'v'v,‘ get Jomson's Self Polishing Glo-Coat.
Enjoy & new glow in your kitchen. A finish that's °
bﬁghter. ...far brighter t,ha;z before. Your dealer has
Glo-Coat with the new glow...in the same familiar '

 red end yellow container.

_BRIDGE 0 -OPENING \

APPLAUSE
MOL:

DOCs
FIB:

DOCs
MOL:

v (2ND REVISION) oy ,
WITH APPETITES AT 79 WISTFUL VISTA WHAT THEY ARE, AND MEAT
PRICES WHAT THEY ARE, ANY FRIEND WHO DROPS IN WITH THREE
PHEASANTS TO BE' COOKED FOR DINNER RATES A 21-GUN SALUTE,
THE GOOD NEIGHBOR MEDAL WITH BAY-LEAF CLUSTER, AD TE
TENDER, LOVING REGARDS Of...s .
---- FIEBER MCGEE AND MOLLY!! °

You niean.v..these beautiful pheasénts are ,fbr Us, Doc{:driﬁ
Gamble? ; .

On one condition, my dear. That you have them for Aloner
tonight and invite me. ' .
Docky, ®r once in your 1ife, you're as welcome as four
choruses of "A Tree In The Meadow" to a lonesome éiredale. H
Thenk you. Well, Molly..is it a deal? |

Doctor, it is that! Have you any sugg'estion,s:a; out the

menu? L

I got a suggestion.,
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DOC: ,'

.MOLg

DOC:_' .

FIB:
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FIB:

MOLs

FIB1

DOCs
MOL¢
FIBs

MOL ¢
'pocs

S0 have Il ' .

, My suggestion is that we ignore eny Buggestion coming from

“us these beautiful pheasants....

ond I Also wanna know where you shot these birds » and - wbau,
and why Jou ‘didn’t have the decency to invite me along e

,have‘a .

-Oh- new, McGee...

e (2ND REVISION) 5=
Flrat, wha.t's your suggestion, Doctor?

McGea. Whan it,comes to food, he has the delicate taste

Of a stawing oobre., .and worse mannerst

Is that so? The way you tear into a Caesar salad would
explain the fall of Rome to anybody! . .

, You don't say. At least I don't dunk my crumpets with so

much vigor that the waitresses have to wear ponchos,

YEAH? WELL LOCK, BODY-WHITTLER, IF MOLLY EVER HEARD YOU

CQMIN"A&!ORE THRU A BOWL OF OYSTER STEW.... :
Boya, boys, boys! For goodness saké, étop it, McGee, is
that any wey to. talk to Doctor Gamble who Just brought us

these 'bea.utiful pheasants for dinner.
NO...a.nd» I'm sorry Doctor. I DO appreciate you bringin'

s .

Thank you. i .
That's better. . :
I want you to know that my appreciation knows no bounds, o

or ware you af“mid I'd get all the birds...which I would

Well, fro.nkly, it didn't shoot these bizds.

FIB:

MOL:

DOC:

MOL:
oc

FIB:

Doc:

(REVISED) . 5
No? I suppose you slipped oute your arch supports and
RAN 'em down. Or are those reports true....that you
been seen hangin' around the zoo on dark night;s’ with
an empty sack. I e
Now, McGee, maybe the Doctor got these birds quite :
innocently. Maybe they flew thru his windshield, or
something. ‘ .
Just to clear up whet was no mystery in the beginning,
these pheasants were sent to me by some friends up in
Woonsocket, South Dakota. Alf end Ida Feistner. ‘
Gesundheit! ‘< : ‘
Thank you, but Alf and Ida Felstner arc the people I
used to bunt with in South Dakote. I couldn't get up
there this year, so they: sent me these pheaQ\ts.
I'11 bet they're glad you céuldn't get up there this
year, Trigger-finger. You oug/hft?a see him shoot, Molly.

He couldn't hit a hamstrung heifer with a hatful of hay.
. Look, who's pointing! You KNOW whw:I don't go hunting

with YOU, Small Bore! I don't trust you behiud me
with a loaded gun...and when I'm behlnd you with F ‘
loaded gun, I don't trust myself . ..See you at seven,
kids...so long.

mZ)R SLAM

MY GOODNESS, AREN'T THESE EEAUTIFUL PHEASANTS, MCGEE?

And all dressed and ready to:cook.




(eND REVISION) ~  =7-

-

That!s gonna save me o lot of trouble too. I'm gonno use

FIB:
an old Indian recipe on these. You get the yams and salad
and pie goin'!, snooky. Leave these birds to me,
MOE: Wait o minute. Did I understand you to say YOU were going
to cook these pheasants? . ‘
FIB: Yup! Thei-e's a certain wb.y of cooking (game birds that!s
. terrific if it comes out right. Just roll 'em in a thick
ball of clay, bury 'em deep in a bed of glowing coals till
. done, then crack off the clay and --
MOL: (IN ANGUISH) Oh no, McGee...NO NO NO!!! ,.. PLEASE, LET
ME COOK THESE BIRDS!!.,
FIB: WHAT'S A MATTER? You'd think I didn't know anything about
) ‘ cookin!. HEY, WHERE'S MY MODELLING CLAY? I think I got
. enough to wrap up all three of these birds with two inches
of clay, Then I'll build a deep fire.in the fireplace =
oL (cEOANS) ~ .
. soum:  DOOR cHIME S
oL Come in! ‘
SO DOOR OPEN

OLD:

FIB $
MOLs
OLDs

|
(oND REVISION)  =8-

Hello, there kids, I was just - (PAUSE) Hey, whére'ja

git the pigeoa.s? !

Them aven't pigeons; 0ld ‘l‘imer.

i

No, those are Phe-

I IOVE pigeons, kids! Used to race pigeons when I was a
young man. Never could beat fem, thm.gh. Flew too0 fast.;
I remember I had me a homing pigeon once..,could find his ‘
way hame from anyplace. EVER KNOW WHY ALL PIGEONS HAVE RED
RIMS AROUNb ‘IHEIR EYES, KIDS? IT!S FROM TRYIN' TO READ Y
ROAD SIGNS FROM THREE THOUSAND FEET UP, WELL SIR --
Hey! Listen... .

Eh?

These are not pilgeons, Mr. 0ld Timer, Thosg are Pheasants.
Doctor Gamble got them from some friends in South Dakota.
Ohhh, that!s great huntin! country out theré, kids! They's
80 mony birds out there it ain''t considered sportin! to o

look where you're shootin!?, ‘Minute you hear a bird g0 up,

_you sput your eyes, point your gun up in the air, and pull

the trigger.

You ever get any pheasants that wo.y?

HIEASANTS“ Johnny, one day out there I got seven ppeaszmts
two ducks, four quail, and a Piper Cub. o

0of. course, I'm just an amateur, but I ha.ve a theory, that
it's better to shoot with your eyes open.




OID:

(REVISED) =2
I think so, too. Of course, I've done a lot of trap
shooting and I -
YOU'VE done a lot of 1t'>'> Why kids, when I was in the
SeaBees, we useta rig us up a blanket on a bunk every
night, turn on some flashlights, and Shoot traps till

daylight! T made sixteen passes one night and -

I was talkin' about TRAP-shooting - not CRAP-shooting.
ALTHOUGH - you can get hurt either way, if you don't
know they're loaded! (CHUCKIES) :

Heh heh heh, that's pretty good Johnny, but that ain't
the way I heered it! The way I heered it, one feller says
to tother feller, "Sasayy," he says, "I hear the beauty
parlor gave your wife a mudpack for her complexion. Did
it do her any good?" '"Great!" sé}"s tother felier, "She
looks so much better I hate to see her take it off!" Heh
heh - well, so long kids! S

DOOR SIAM:

MOL:

Well, T gbtta get busy buildin! a fire in the fireplace -

- and whip me up a bed of hot coals, Then I gotta find my

N il ond Ol thone phepcants tn :
'Pléé.se McGee - let mother cook the pheasants! Youican
- try your mudball method some other time. k

- - There'll never be a better other time than this snooky!

Look, you get some clean cheesecloth and wrap the birds

up good for me, willya?
Ohder .. -

e

(REVISED) -10-
Then I'1l cover 'em with thick clay - bury tem in a

bed of coals - and baste 'em every fifteen minutes wibh
hot ashes till they - HEY, WHERE'D YOU SAY MY MODm

OH, I KNOW!~ IT'S RIGHT EERE IN THE HALL CLOSET!

DOOR OPEN. . .CLOSET EFFECT...BELL TINKIE

AHH, HERE'S MY MODELING CIAY! YOU WRAP THE BIRDS IN
CHEESECLOTH, KIDDO, AND I'LL BUII.D A FIRE AND,..

FIB:
: CIAY WAS?
MOL: ‘ I don't know and what's more -
FIB:
MOL: NO, DEARIE, DON'T OPEN THE -
SOUND:
FIB:
ORCH: "EVERY DAY I IOVE YOU“

(APPIAUSE)

\ L

2




.’ . : ; . . .

@ sEcowp spor - (2ND REVISION) -11- e & . : , '
. . : . FIB: OKAY, BABY! Ahh, there goes a good kid. She doesn't

SOUND: WET SLAPPING...REPEAT - ; “

- think I know what I'm doing, roasting these pheasant in

_ FIB: Well, that does it, I guess...look at these three big - .

balls of clay. (IAUGHS) And she is so right!! BUT,

balls of clay, kiddo! Who'd ever know there was three . :
: somebody had to eat the first oyster, so somebody has

juicy 1ittle pheasants in there waitin' to be baked in a
glowing"bed of coals in our I‘-ireplac@? '

to experim---- »
SOUND: DOOR CHIME: ~ ' ‘ o

~ Not me.
FIB: COME IN}
Okay. Hold the screen away from the fireplace willya... : . .
o : : L SOUND: DOOR OPEN: : : .
‘ . while T drop 'em into the fire? Thanks... . o ‘ : - s
. - : 5 o TEE: Hi, mister! ,
SOUND: SCRAPE OF FIRE SCREEN...THREE THUDS..SCRAPE AGAIN :
: ; e FIB: Oh, hiyeh, sis!
FIB: There we are....!! Now just watch those babies roast! - : - -
S = TEE: Watcha doon, mister? Hmm? Whatcha doon. Hmm? Whatchsa?
MOL: (FADE) You watch them, dearie---I've got to go get my pile o . : - ;
. ‘ FIB:: Roastin' some pheasants, Teeny. Know what pheasants are? .
started... 3

TEE: Sure I do, I betcha. Our teacher told us all sbout i:he

pheasants in history class,

; FIB: She did, eh? ' ' \
TEE ; She said they...HMM? !
! ¢ _ FIB: I says she did, eh? -
< ' TEE: | Who?
FIB: Your teacher,

TEE: Did what? _
' FIB: . Told you all sbout ‘em, . ’ {
. : TEE: About what? . -
A ‘ : FIB:  Pheasants,
: : TEE: Where? v

FIB: IN YOUR HISTORY CIASS, DhB-AG-I24!
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- FIB:

" Were they pheasants? .

_about 'em!

s

(REVISED) -13- . : (’
I know it. She. showed us pitchers of the_pheasants; and ' :

they all had pitchforks and clubs and stuff and they wers

gonna storm the Bastille and let everbody outta jail and--

No, no, n _you're a 1little confused, Teeny. Those were.
PEASANTS, see? These are PHEASANTS, They're birds -
sort of 1like a partridge, or a guinea hen.

Gee, they look more like a mud-hen. Whereja get ‘em, ‘

\Mister?

Somebody sent 'em to Doc Gamble from South Dakota.
Great pheasant country. .

I know it, I betcha. I've seen pitchers of 'em - with
pitchforks and--

I'M TAIKIN' ABOUT PHEASANTS...NOT PEASANTS! WE GOT NO . . ;‘
PEASANTS IN THIS COUNTRY, TEENY...WE GOT POOR FEOPLE AND :
RICH PEOPLE AND COUNTRY OPLE AND CITY PEOI;IE AND ALL
KINDSA PEOPLE IN BETVEEN, AND ANYBODYCGAN TRY FOR ‘
SOMETHIN' ELSE ANY TIME THEY WANNA, SEE? - :

Well, I'll give you the yarn, briefly. You see,

-  (RevISED) 1k

this Miles Standish was totin! a torch for Priscilla,
see, but he a1dn't have the moxie to ask the 64-dollar

' question, so he sends John Alden to ask her instead.

This was like sending & doberman pinscher for & pound of
hamburger, because the minute Priscilla sees John, she o
blows her hairnet. She fell for him 1ike hot tears £rom. V
s sad giraffe, and when he asks her why she don't
middle-aisle it with Miles Standish, she seys, "WHY DON'T
YOU SPEAK FOR YOURSEIF, JOHN?" You lmow what the morel of
that littlebstory is, sis? : o
Sure I do, I betcha. (G‘IGGIE)r ’ |
You do? |
Sure. The moral 1s: IF YOU GOT A SUGAR MAP]‘.E, TAP IT
YOURSELF - DON'T SEND AN EAGER BEAVER. (GIGGU%\)

SO 10NG, MISTER!

DOOR SLAM

e 5

I know it. My teacher seid that, too, when she was-
tellin! us kids about the pilgurms.

She tell you about Captain Miles Standish and Priscilla

and John Alden? -
L

NO, THEY WERE PIIGRIMS! o
Gee, tell mp sbout 'em, Mister! Willya? Hm? Tell me

SOUND:

Precécious child! Somebody oughtta-- OH, HIYA, MOLLY...
GOT YOUR LEMON PIE ALL MADE? -
Everything's under control, dearie...how are the mdballs
G . e I

ook at 'em...Snug &s three thugs in the jug! That's

one of the best things about this method ¢! cookin'.

You don't have to keep proddin' and pokin! 'at' ‘em.

Just put 'em in the hot coals and let nature do the
rest...Hand me that poker, willya? I'11 nudge ‘em a.round

 a little.




- ' (2ND REVISION) -15-

Here.

Thanks.

STIRRING FIRE,..CRACKLE OF FIRE...FADE DOWN:
I still d
what is the advantage over the old-fast*ioned electrio

oven?

This method of cookin'! was invented by the Osage Indians, -

yy dear. And where are the Osage Indians today, you ask?
Well, I reply, with some dignity, they are settin' out
there in Oklahoma, gettin! filthy rich offa their oil
wells, AND HOW DID THEY DISCOVER THOSE OIL WELLS? By

- DIGGIN' FOR CIAY TO COOK WITH! AND YOU STAND THERE AND
ASK ME WHAT IS THE ADVANTAGE IOF‘ "I'I-[[S EVAY- OF COOKIN'?
WHY MY GOS :

DOOR OPENS

Hello, Molly...Hi, pal. What!s coo
Just take a look in the fireplace, Mr. Vlilcox. Lo
See the flames lappin' around them three big lumps, -
Junior?
Oh. Roasting some grapefruit are you, Pal?
No - no - no --- .

, . £
That's just his way of cooking pheasa.nts,{ Mr, Wilcox.

“

that's an odd way to cook wild fowl.  Just

FIBEER NOGEE & MOLIY (FEVISED)  -16-

An 61d Indlen method, Junior - you wrep the binds in olay
and put fem in a bed of glowing coals, see? Then yoﬁ --
SARY, those cosls really glow, too, don't they, Pal?
Oh oh - here it comes! \ .

What does that glow.remind %roii of, Junior, asked little
Fibber with a sly expression on His freckled 1little face, '
because he lnew darn well he was opening the barn door a.nd

letting the plug out! .

I was just reminded of the beautiful new glo in Glocoat -
Johnson's Self-Bolishing Glocoat, the polish that shines
as it dries and gives so much e.d.ded luster to even worn
REp » Vet Lo
and shabby looking linoleum. 'I'hat t&ﬂ' familiar Glocoa.t
container has a brand new glow inside these days, a glow
that adds years to the 1ife of your linoleum andtrmgs -
HEY, WAXEY! - k

Yes, Pal? . —




>

. MOL: :

FIB:

WIL:

- MOL:

°

(REVISED) -}7-
How sbout dinner tonight? Where you edtin?
Yes. Can you stay and have dinner with us, Mr. Wilcox? '

" Doctor Gamble's coming -- they're his pheasants.

Sure, J

eat lightly. ' ¢

...there!'ll be plenty to go around, if we all

.....er...no thanks. I'd like to, but I'm allergic to

feathers.

PHEASANT feathers?

No, horsefeathers, I couldn't sit thru a whole dinner
listening to Fibber and Doc lying about their hunting.
Thanks anyway.. So long now!

DOOR SIAM

Who 1les about who!s hunting? My gosh, just because Doc
Ganble is inclined to prefabricate a little, 1s no sign...'
Inclined to WHAT? ‘

Prefabricate. Tell falsehoods. Liew |

The word is PREVARICATE, dearle. ;

I thought prevaricate meant to rub out. Elinimate. Like
when they drop a . bonb on éomethi.ng it's completely

: prevaricated.

That!s ERADICATED. . - \ .
It 1s? 'You syre that donft mean piling up something in
front of you‘," 1ike when'the ’:;s»eome after Uncle Sycamore
and he eradicated himself behind a stsble door till they

got him thru the window with tear gass and they felt so bed
- when they seen him weeping that they took up a collection

to pay for the horse he stole?
No, ,sweetheat, ...that?s BARRICADED,

(2ND msrdn) -18-

FIB: Well, I must be completely confused, What did I say wrong
in the f:@;-st place?b v . h

MOLs You said -the Doctor was inclined to prefabrica.te.:
"Prefabricated" means made up beforehand. :

FIB: EXACTLY!!!' HE COMES TO DINNER WITH HISYA.RNSAI.L
PREFABRICATED AND I GOTTA SIT HERE AND MAKE MINE UP AS I -

. GO ALONG! THAT'S WHAT I.... ‘

SOUND: DOOR CHIME .

MOL: Come in, .

SOUND: DOOR_OPEN

MOL: Well, for goodness sakes, McGee, it's his Honor the
Mayor! Come in, Mr, Mayor! ' - -

GALE: Thank you, my dear. Hello, McGee.

FIB: Hiyeh, La Triv, old man, . , .

GALE: Ppeﬁty sharp wind outside. Goés thru you like‘&\monkey‘
thru a trapeze. Mind if T hug the fire a little.

MOL: Pray do, Mr. Mayor. Stir it up :;Lttle, dearie.,

GALE: . Yes, At would draw a 1ittle better, if you took those
three big clinkers out of there, MoGee. '

FIB: WHADDYE MEAN, CLINKERS? THEM ARE THE THREE PHEASA.N‘I‘SQ

' WE'RE HAVING FOR DINNER!  I'M BAKIN' BM IN CLAY! [

GALE: Where'!d you ever get such a silly vide‘a.' as this, anyhow,
McGee? v . ’

FIB: I read it in a book once. The name of it was "FRED

FEARLESS THE FORTUNE TELLER, BURNED AT THE STAKE BY
APACHES, or, MEDIUM AND CHARRED," It was a dime novel, -

<




MOL:

LN

; (REVISED)  -19-
b ~

You were over-charged. .

Didn't you ever read dime novels as a boy, Mr. Mayor?

Oh yes. I was always a great reader. Always had my nose

in a bo )
Nearsighted, eh? ¢
I beg your pardon?

I notice you don't wear glasses now, Mr. Mayor. How did

“you strengthen your eyes so much?. Optical exercises?

I'm sorry...I don't know what you're talking about.

Always having your nose in a book, .La. Triv. I've seen
guys that had to read with a book held clear out to here,
but to have yotir nose actually clear down on the page is -
Maybe he just 1iked the smell of printer's ink, McGee.

Www,

yoeessriinipegebageur -~ :

OH, STOP IT!!! YOU'RE DELIBERATELX@ISCONSTATING MY
STREWMENT. I MEAN I USED A PERFECTLY FRIMPLE SAZE...
SIMPLE PHRASE FAMILIAR TO ANYBODY! YOU AIWAYS -- -

Hey! Hey! Hey! _
. P‘;LkeaSe, Mpr. Mayor...Please! Let's keep oour volces .down,
Heavenly days, can't we have a friendly literary d}soussion
- without flying. off the handle?

LS

Z

b

(2ND REVISION) = -20-

FIB: Sure; take it easy, boy. My gosh, if you wanna keepﬁy'q\ur
nose in a book, and take & chance on géttiné it caught in
the binding it's your own business. It's your ‘schnozyz.ola ;
kidi We just thought --- '

GALE: _(PLOWUP) I TEILL YOU I DO NOT BREEI)H)OI(S..RE!IXDBROOH;,. -
WITH MY BIND CAUGHT IN A BEARING - BURIED IN A BOOKTNG! I
MERELY MADE A KIMPLE SOMMENT...A SKIMPLE CEMENT, WHEN I

SATD MY BFAR WAS SOSIED..ER.. NOSE WAS BOOKIED IN A ..., |
YOU WERE THE ONE WHO SATD MY NOSE -- I DIDN'T MEAN... .
YOU'RE ALWAYS TRYING TO ... I WASN'T,..YOU....WE...{PANTS
(PAUSE) McGee.
FIB: Yes? : :
. GALES Next time you go hunting, stop by tﬁe City Hall. I have
a present for you - something I'd 1ike to pin on your .
hunting jacket. ‘ k

FIB: Swell, La Triv! What is 1t, \boy-a. medal?

GALE: No - a target! GOOD DAY! . ~ -

SOUND DOOR SIAM \ ' '

ORCH: KING'S MEN......."I'VE GOT 160 ACRES"

(APPLAUSE) :
. {




(2ND  REVISION) 21~

SOUND: _ STIRRDVG NOISES WITH POKER b

VFIB: I hope Doc Gamble gets here on time, Molly - these Bt

‘ pheasants will be ready to scrape out of the fire any okt
 minute now. SOUND:

. MOE: How cen you tell when they're ready, 'a.rwhow? Does the Lo

‘ clay turn purple 1like a man smoking a gneerschaum pipe? FIB:
Nope - you just gqtta. have a natural knack for cookin! M

. with clay, that!s all, (STIRRING NOISES) Ahh,  just look B

at those babies - don't they look beautiful? Wait'll .
you fling a fang in these fancy pheasants-baby, and--- B
FIB:

DOOR CHIME:

.

7

wtreadlyy (REVISED) ’ oo |
Hey, that's not Doc4 is 1t, because - -
Come in!

DOOR OPENS

Oh, it's Mr. Wimple. Hellb, Mr, Wimple!

Hiysh, Wimp, old man, .

....Hello, folks, ‘
Hey, you're just the guy I vas lookin' for, Wimp, You're

o

a Bird Watcher, aren't you? L - .
Oh, indeed I am, Mr, McGee. k v ‘

Well, watch these birds a minute, while I get some"more
wood off the back porch, willya? -
There isn't any more wood, ,MkcGee. That's o lact of it,
Okay, skip it, Wimp. .
(PAUSE) Watch WHAT birds, Mr, McGee? ,

In the fireplace there, Mr. Wimple, : \ ;
I'm cookin' pheasant here,l,W% I got ‘em'rblled. 1n o
clay, roastin' tem for dinner and - . o ‘
PIEASE, MR. MCGEE! PIFASE! Don't talk about roast |
pheasant to me! (WITH DIGNITY) I am a Bird Lover! . i
Vell, so ‘s McGee & bird lover, too, Mr. Wimple! Hetll |
take a hot bird, a celd bottle of rootbeer and & copy
of Zombie Comics anytime and let the rest of the world

go by! ' ' ‘
Yeah, and speekin! of Zomble Comics, how are you and

_ Sveetyface getting along these days, Wimp?

Oh about the same as usual, Mr. McGee,

‘That's tough, Wimpl ‘ "




.' A - (REVISED) -QB-
~ WIMP: Yes, and yesterda.y she went a little too fa.r' I caught
_ her swiping the bulb out of my Mickey Mouse desk lamp -
~ and T guess T just went berserk!
MOL: My goodness, Mr, Wimple, what did you do?
WIMP: I picked up the 1emp and then drew myself up to my full
height - 1nc1uding my new elevator shoes - and I looked
_ her right in the belt buckle! "SWEETYFACE!" I said, --
V \ﬂ\, %nd when I said it, sparks :shot out of my eyes!
FIB: Boy, you musta been mad! :
WIMP: No - I had my thumb ‘in the light socket! (CHUCKIES)
But you know me, I'm not ene to hold a grudge.
MOL: Good for you!
WIMP: Not against anybody THAT big!..,Besides we do have our
' tender moments, Mrs. McGee.
‘MOL: I'11 bet you do.'
WIMP: Yes. (CHUCKIES) Just this morning she &alled me her
. "Little caveman'! .
: FIB: Caveman, eh? (CHUCKIES) How about that, Molly?
MOL: I think that's cute!
WIMP: She says she's going to dig me a 1ittle cave in the
‘ back yard ‘I‘hree feet wide - six feet deep - with my
name on a marble -- (PAUSE) 000000000! SHE WOULDN!T _
b - »DARE!!..... 1 better run home and hide the shovel!!
: 'BYE NOW! ‘
k SOUND: __ DOOR SIAM
FIB: And apeakin' of shovels hand me the coal scoop, Molly,

These pheasants are ready to go! 111 tak:e tem out to

the ld.tchen sink a.nd bust ’em open,

(REVISED) . =24

The coal shovel is right there, dearie...hslp yourself.

‘Oh. ..thanks. (SCRAPE OF SHOVEL) (w‘

I wash my hands of the whole thing. And before we eéx}:

dinner, be sure you wash yours, too.
Abh, that's got 'em. (FOOTSTEPS EEHIND) Boy oboy!
When I crack the clay offa these bables your taste buds
w1ll burat into full bloom. ’

CLATTER AS HE DUMPS THEM IN THE SINK

Doc' Ho'll murder me if I can‘t get these phensants
out of here! You kow how \mmsonqble he 1s! Ohh,

what am I---

.

MOL: Heavenly days, what & dirty looking mess! Look whyy‘
dcatt --- -
FIB: Where's the hemmer? I laid the hzmmer out 80...0h, ’
 here 1t is. Watch 4%, Molly. (CI.ANG OF HAWMER ON CLAY)
Hm! That's really baked hard! That modeling clay
must of--- ‘
CLANG' OF HAMMER AGAIN ‘ : ,&
MOL: Didn't even chip 1§,Id1d you. Don't break the sink, now!
FIB: Migosh, these things are harder to crack than "Who's
. Who". (CLANG - CLANG - CLANG) Ohh Criminy, Molly!
They wzm't break.
MOL: Well,watch it now, dearie. I've got to take up the
rest of my dinner and Doctor Gamble 1is due any--- ‘¢ .
FIB; Yeah, but I gotta crack this clay...the pbeasants are Mo(n.
(TRBAEN]I)US CIANK AND Cm OF H‘\MAER) OMIGOSH, I ;
» ; BUSTED THE HAMMER!
DOOR CHIME / -
FIB: . OHH, THAT'S nbc.i Help me bust this cley, Molly! Tmti
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~ ORCH;

MOL: (CAIMLY) Go 1et the Doctor in, sweetheart. Neve;- mind
‘ those petrified mudballs. Dinner is ready.
FIB: How can it be ready? These pheasants ain't....Oh---
' ‘Doc'11 ki1l me! I can't bust open this mud. The
. pheasant.... ' ¢ ‘
. MOL: The pheasants are in the oven, dearie..in the roasting
; pan. They look delicious.
FIB: | WHAT?
DOOR CHIME
~ MoL: (SWEETLY) Now don't be sngry, sweetheart. I Juat
COULDN'T 1et'you ruin those besutiful birds! Let him in.
~ FIB: Huh? Bu--but you wrepped 'em in cheesecloth for me
your self, Molly!....... What didja wrap in that
; eloth you gimme?
 MOL: Those fhree 0ld basketball shoes I'.ve been trying to
! get you to throw away. o
¢ FIB: Oh, my gosh! ‘
- MOL: Are you washed up, dearie?
FIB: Yeah...as a cook, I guess I am.
 DOOR CHIME,
'MOL:;' '- Come in! - ‘ ] i
"POWDER xoUR'FAcz",....;‘g;A@ FOR
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. CLOSING COMMERCIAL o
WILCOX: Remenber, please..‘.the new glow in Glo-Coat means & new

glow in your kitcheri. Your lincleum takes on higher
gloss'..'.beauﬁiful luster...that makes your whole kitchen
a brisker, brighter, pleasanter place to be.,

And Johnson's Self Polishing Floor Wax - this Glo-Coat
with the new glow - is as easy as ever to use. Spread it
on your linoleum. Then just walk away and do somothing = © '4
else. Glo-Coat does the rest for you. It produces its
own brilliant finish, .without any polishing or rubbmg.
It's a finish, by the way, that's tough. It resists dirt,
dust, spilled things. So Glo-/Coat protects your
linoleum...end makes it easier to clean, too. A stroke or
two with a damp cloth picks up surface soil., 1
Get Johnson's Glo-Coat tomorrow., Your dealer now gﬂ this
self polishing floor wax with the new-glow, in the same
familiar red and yellow cohtainer. Apply Glo-Coat to

_your 1inoleum, and see if you don‘t stop, look, and adn'xi;ne

the glow that greets your eyes...the new glow that's
bright, far brighter than before.

SWELL MUSIC - FADE FOR: -




FIBEER MCGEE AND MOLLY SHOW (oND REVISION)  -27-
11-23-48 :

~

- HIL LIE
TAG . = .
FIB: Boy, I thought Doc Gamble would never go home, Molly.
MOL:  Ho seemed to enjoy himself, didn't he? ,
FIB:  He should of enjoyed himself, the way he shoveled in
- c
that pheasent! Migosh, dildja ever in your life see a' guy -
eat 1ike he did. ‘
Yos. Once. - ‘
"FIBBER McGEE AND MOLIY" ~
When?
Tonight. ' FOR
. ]
FIB:  Who?.....0h aoodnignt., L , : . -
' T s JOHNSON'S WAX : -
MOL: Goodnight, all. : . : ~ -
' ORCH: PLAYOFF AND SIGNOFF : | ‘
WIL: The makers of Johnson's Wax end Johnson's Self-Polishing
‘ - GloCoat, Racine, Wisconsin, and Brantford, Cenada--bring '
_you Fibber McGee and Molly each week at this time... November 30, 1948 \ "7:30 - 8. PM ‘-PD:
—

and Fred Wering on Mondaygnd Wednesday mornings.
Be with us again next Tuesday night, woqit yy’?. ‘o
Goodnight.

ANNCR': . THIS IS NBC...THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

{CHIMES)



