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MUSIC: ORCH: ' THEME,.FADE FOR: =~ = =

WILCOX: The makers of Jommson's Wax and Jommsen's Self ‘ ;
Polishing Glocoat present Fibber McGee and Molly, with
B11l Thompson, Gale Gordon,:Arthup Q. Bryan; Bea
‘Benadaret, &nd me, Harlow Wilcox. —Thé Script is by
Don Quinn and Phil Leslis - Music by the King's niaph
Billy Mills* Orchestral | < '
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3=
FIBBER McGEE & MOLIY:

MARCH 1st, 1989y | Siow m sy

OPENING CLOQMIAL;

wn.cox:' (A LIm.E om'-' m) It‘s brighter (om) It's

brighter i; 3 ever .+ss better than an __x That's the

news about the self polishi.ng f‘loor wa.x 1949 Glo-Coat!

In kitchens from coast to coast women are finding out

that 1949 Glo-Coet glves them three major 1mprovements.

F:Lrst you now get a.lmost t.vd.ce the shine on your

lmoleum A twice the shine you used to get. That new

glow in Glo-Coet is g brighter glow «es 8nd you get it

-without mbbing or buffing. .

Actually the fine
wax luster of your linoleum lasts almost twice as long.
Because 1949 Glo-Coat « covers the surface with a tougher

- ~"Wf1nish ces ’P%WWM ‘

e ~oright-wexriioh. i

. . W e ol to apply. It spreads mdre'

- - lu!iifdmljr. In addition, Glo-(:oat now goes farther.
Ask your dee.ler for ‘the 191}9 Glo-Coe.t.
‘wearing dae easier to apply.

Second it!s a longer-wearing glow.

It's longer

And «ss most important,
Glo-Coet's gbt a new glow ‘that makes it brighter than'
ever coo better than __x Y&l—sob-gew-hesm.w

MUSIC: ORCH: mnm; TO OPENING:
4 ,' ," 5 o e

-SR- -

FIB:

MOLs .

FIBs

MOL:
FIB:

MO]}:: =

; (am REVISION) -4- -
IFYOUIWOWTHEPAM’!MIDLEFTAEESSE)AN W TH -
PLEATED FENDERS, THREE FIAT TIRES, AND ALL THE -
PAINT CHIPPED OFF, IN FRONT OF 79 WISTFUL VISTA NIGHT
BEFORE LAST, PLEASE TELL HIM 70 COVE PICK IT UP, | BECAUSE
OUT AT THE CURB, LOOKING IT OVER FOR THE FOURTH TIME,

AND VERY ANNOYED ABOUT IT, ARE THE PEOPLE WHO LIVE.
AT 79 --

FIEBER MCGEE AND MOLLY'!!

(APPLAUSE)

Look at this broken-down jalopy still sittin' here,
Molly! Somebody's got a lot of crust leavin' this -
rusty hunk of busted junk in front of our house!

T wouldn't even have known it was an sutomobile, if 1t
didn't have that foxtall on the radio aerial.

That ainit even the aerial. That's part of t&v{ bumper
etickin' up. What a heap! Every time I kick this crate

something fells off of it!

SOUND: KICK IT - CIATTER OF FALLING METAL

Kick it agein - maybe it'11 just disintegrate.

You know what I gotta. good notion to do? I got a good ‘
i

notion to call the cops. ) —
The cops? Who would you have them arrest? ’ 'Us_?‘



FIB:

 MOL:
- FIB:Z

v mL;

e

. W (2ND REVISION) -5

'r‘f.‘f', & 5 >

’ Of course not, They oan hide out in the':shrubbery here
~ and whoever abandoned this-old: jalopy and left’it, when

he doesn't come back to pick it up; they can slap the
‘handouffs

| him, end jug the guy like a gallon of cidert

See2 . ; ~ 1 e €
- (PAUSE) No. No, I didn't quite get that.

Look - nobody's gonna get sway with leavin' a pile of
\Junk like this in fro;x\t of our house and -- Hey, do we
know this gal coming here? She looks like she's gonna
speak to us.. - ; ; T
Oh yes. ‘ng;saw her last week, McGee, and -

Well, gopd gracious, if it isn't Mr. and Mrs. McGee!
Hello Mr. and Mrs. }ioGee" . I didn't know you lived here,

do.you? My, it certainly is a small world, isn't it.
Just smalll

Yes = yes, 1t 1s, Mps. - uh = L% 9

BEA;

I'11 bet you're mdaﬁngmwlmywrmmm
we've never resally been properli'yfﬁn’crod‘uced at m,»
not et all. So I just said to Mr. Kvemer...you know

Mr. Kremer..at the drug store..Kremer's Drug Store..
{Wma) Oh, did you have an acg%dent with your car? '
Kremer? Oh us! Oh no, no, this isn't our car, MrS.eses
uh..ooMrs. uheeas : e
Oh, the(way people drive these days is just évvful! I
was driving down town yesterday and whan I pulled Gut
of a safety zone to make a U-turn, a man ba.nged right
into my front bumper with his back fender! My front
bumper. : A .
Well, you can't trust & man driver, sis.‘ . Try to dry
your nail polish and they think you're signaling for e

tum, \1
You should have’heard him scream about one little old

. fender torn off! But I show’_“ ed him, I just drove ont

It's"not my car anyhow, it's my sister Thelma' s....‘

and I don*t even have a driver s license..so it's not

ny problem' His fender. ;
Well, I hope Thelma wasn't angry about her bumper. ‘
Thelma? My sister Thelma.? Do you know Thelm?? ’
Oh no, no, we don't know her. .c.wo just heard you.,i.“: »




MOL:

,Goodbya, uh.,.Thelma's sistex-.

"‘thedeal Up SO0seee

( . ‘, %4 )- ey o -,T., ¢

e

X mstgo’ tell Thelma I »saﬁjﬂyau!- It's so nice rmunning

into old friends this way, and I do wish you'd call me¢

 up sometime, Mrs. McGoo. I'm in the phone book, you

know.  The book. Goodbye'

¢ ;
You know, I'm beginning to look forward to these little

visits with her, Molly. ' It's so soothing to the merves
when she leaves! : :

She 1s &ilittle garrulous, isn't she? .
Talks ‘téofkmcn', too. But'l got other"problems right
now, Idddo. = This dadretted junk heap hove 1s...Hey,
you suppose any of those tires are worth pryin' offa
there? | .
No, they're in ribbons, McGes. Just look at them...
those casings are as full of old rips as a Leglon .

Conventden? . |« , .= .3
"Well doggone: 1t, there must be a lB.W against leavin! -

Oh look who's here...the 0l1d Timert:
Yes. .lBllo, ‘Mr. 0ld Timer.

Hello thea-e kids! Hello, daughter..Hollo....Hey, wtmve
Ja git tha hotrod, Jotmny? Looks 11ke you built it !

yorselfl ., L

7 No, no...this is no botrod It‘s ,]ust a pile...

I£'11 never run, son.. I cen tell by lookin! at it..
You got to take them fenders off and drop the spring

bangers, see. Theh you tack a pair of chrane Jets on
the back end, hook up hﬁn pdts to the inteke and supe

OLD MAN:

(RRVISED) (& B
Hey, hey, hey...cut it out! This is just a pile o
junk that -...Say, where'd you get all thet hotrod mm
You been runnin' with the high school crawd? ’
Oh, I still drive a d:pag now and then, Johnny. Useta
drive in all the big races when I was younger. Hod my

own crew to take care of my car. At one time I had me-
the greatest grease monkey in thé business! o
Aw, what could be so great sbout a job 1fke that? . . _.
He was the only grease monkey in town, Johmny, with a
tail two foot long.’ Got him from a circus. Ho useta
hang t_:y his tail from tt;e crankshaft and grease all four
wheels at once! ;
Well, he should heve been cheap help, all right,. He
probably worked f'oz; pea.nuts. ' ‘ :
(CHUCKLES) HEHEHEH, THAT'S PRETTY GOOD, mua&m...but
I'11 ignore it! Yep, this monkar..was mighty smart, kids, ]
My brother Calvin useta. lead him to school on a leash

‘every day, but he got too smart, finally, When they
come home one day with the monkey leadin! Calvin on &
leash, Poppa sold him. The monkey, that 1s. We '(kept
Calvin. . -

Well, look, that's very mtemstihg, but...




 OLD MAN:

MOL:

OLD MAN:

. FIB:
OLD MAN:
. MOL:
 FIB:

OLD MAN:

ORCH:

e

REVISED) = -9- . -
(REVISHD) (oND REVISION) -10-

Yessir, like I say, I druv some mighty big races in my v
‘You know, It

ve had about enough of seeing that msty old
Jaloppy settin! out there in front, kiddo. T!
call the copsv

day. I mind one time I was racin' across country From

Jersey City to Albany.

B oross %ee! That must have been exciting!
Well,‘I, kneﬁ‘it was gonna be tough, see...so I hunched
down 1in my Seat, flxed my eyes on the white line in the ‘ ‘
middle of the road, and off I went, like a bullet! . Well, you're the one who's ﬂways making insulting :
You drove by the line, huh? remarks about our police force.

m gonna

Aren't you being a little inconsistent, dearie?
How so, inconsistent?.

Iineyer took my eyes offa that 1ine, Johnny, till I wound - » : - : S e : » ¢,
up three days later in Mobile, Alabama. ‘ : :
Mobile??

Migosh, how could that happen? :

Opticel 1llusion, kids. The lihe in the road turned out B :
to be a crack in my goggles! (CHUCKLES) So long, kids! : » . * :

"BRUSH THOSE TEARS FROM YOUR EYES" . ' ’ - \

(APPLAUSE) . . : : ‘




. MOL:
) rIn:

(R'EVISED) -11-

FIB: Yéa.hy,: But woe wnis - :

MOL: Here _ Here's the phone. Call the boys in blue.

FIB: Okay. l

MOL: . It's alwa.ys the ones who holler OOSSACK at the cops who
_are the Tirst to holler "copper" when t(:here*s a noise in

. the basement Go shead. C(Call 'em.

FIB I will if you'll plpe down for a minute, Loveboat

MOL: All right.

‘FIB:. ‘Me,tter of fact, I've changod my mind. I ain't even gonna

call the cops. I'm going right to the top with this. TiyM .
‘ ‘callin' Ia Trivia.
~ SoUND: RECEIVER UP

The Mayor? 1Isn't this s rather trivial affeir to -

(IN PHONE) HELLO, OPERATOR? GIMME THE CITY HALLIIO! IS
 THAT YOU, MYRT?

Oh dear..... . e

_ HOW'S EVERY LITTLE THING, MYRT? TIS, EH? WHAT SAY, ‘MYRT?
YEAH, I WANNA TAIK T THE MAYOR. GIVE HIM A RING, WILLYA?
DOOR BELL . "

» to

Tha.nks Myrt.
McGee, that was the doof bell.... COME IN' L
DOOR OPEN : -

WE GOT A BAD OONI‘IECTION M!RT....IT'S FUIJ_A NOISES. CLEAR
IT UP, WILIIA. (IX)OR CIDSE) THAT'S BETTER. HELIO......

Hallo. =
Hello.

~12-

HEY, .GET OFF THE LINE, LADY. I'M TALKIN' TO THE MAYCR.
Okay, Mister. ) - . o
HELIO, THIS YOU, IA TRIVIA?

YES..THIS IS I. HOW ARE YOU, McGEE?

Fins, kid. Recognized my voice, eh?

Yes. Your voice, and the back of your head.

McGee, the Mayor is right here with -

GOT A SQUAWK.
GALE:  You usually have.
FIB: WELL, THIS IS LEGIT, KID. THERE'S BEEN A OLD WREGK OF

A CAR LEFT IN THE STREET OUT IN FRON’I‘ OF MY PIACE AND I
WANT THE CITY TO HAUL IT AWAY.

GALE : I'1l refer it to‘ the proper department., McGeeK is
- that all? ‘ - . '
FIB: That's all, La Triv. Thanks a lot.
GALE: Not gt all. As Mayor of this community T suppose it is

my duty to listen to complaints and separate the real
ones from the stupid ones. And I know which kind this

is. , . -
FIB:' You said 1t! It sure 18! oOkay kid. So long.
. GALE:  Good day. ' -
MOL: : ~ Good day, Your Honor,

Quiet, Molly, I'm talking tq the Mayor. HEY IA TRIV. I




_13—
FIB:  Hey, who just came in? - I heard the door slam. _ MOL:
MOL: Mice, I guess.
Well, I just telked to La Trivia at the City Hall, kid. . FIB:
‘ He says - . '
:  DOOR OFEN \ WIL:
GALE: One question, McGee..how long did you say that car had '
L been there? ' MOL:
FIB Two days, at least, La Telu.
GAIE 'i‘hank you. .
~ SOUND: DOOR SLAM : FIB:
. FIB: I will say for Ia Trivia, he's Jerry at-the-rat-hole
e when 1t comes to a - (PAUSE) HEY!! . WIL:
~ MOL: Yes?
| Em HOW'D HE GET HERE SO QUICK? MY GOSH, I JUST TALKED o
- TO HIM AT THE CITY HALL! I GUESS I SWING MORE WEIGHT
. DOWN THERE THAN I THOUGHT. - : FIB:
\ MOL: . You swing more weight almost everyvihege ian you think, MOL:
‘ dearie. Incidentally, or NOT so incidentally, your ;
pants need pressing. :
 FIB: ~, Well, I been very busy and I haven't had time to -
 SOUND:  DOOR OPEN . : ‘
 WIL: Hello, Molly. Hiyah, Pal. Hey, have you got relatives
.  visiting here? . ' “
MOL: _ No, Mr. Wilcox. 'The last relative we had visiting here
j ' was Uncle Dennis. |
‘FIB: Romomber Uncle Detinis, kid? Botter known as "Half- -

Gaynor Martini, the Olive Diver'?

(2ND REVISION)  -14-
Now, McGee. Don't pick on Uncle Dennis. After all, he

has a heart of gold. : ; . <

He must have a r;ickel-plated li_ver, too. WHY'D YOU ASK,
DID WE HAVE ANY VISITORS, JUNIOR? ‘ o
Well, I just thought if that old junk car out there .
belonged to somebody you know, I'd keep my mouth shut.; .

That was very tactful of yod, Mr. Wilcox. But we don't;
know who left 1t there, and NoGee has elready put ina

. complaint to the city about 1t.

Somebody haed a lotta nerve, using the street in yfront'«k of
our house for a junk yard! .

° Well, you know how some people are, Pal. No feeling for

aeppearances. They don't keep up with things. I heard .
the other day of a woman in Penhsylvania who still uses .
an old fashioned mop and scrub brush on her iﬁnoleuim';".'! -
NO..1} : . .

THAT'S RIDICULOUS!!:Y YdU'RET’UET MAKING THAT UP!

>

NG




. wIL:

"'M)L’: ‘

ﬁuna:. ;

o (REVISED) “35.

No, really. One of our salosmen in Pennsylvania is

sending me photographs of this women ACTUALLY SCRUBBING

~ HER LINOIEUM}! A
Yau*mé?ﬁ;%,’!she"d never heard of --? .

Apparently not. = And when our msn showed her and her
‘husband how o use Jolnson's Self~polishing Glocoat

. with tho New Glow and ‘how easy it was, and:how it dried

In 20 minutes or less to a lovely, px-otective gloss

*without any rubbing or buffing, you know what she did?

She ‘£6ok the shotgun down off the deer antlers and shot

‘him in the leg.

SHE SHOT A WAX SALESVAN? WHY THAT!S A MISDEMEANOR!
It's at least disorderly conduct.
NO NO NO. She didn't shoot the salesman. Sko shot her

msbend.

. She'll have to learn 4o control thgsei’furges, and I

speek as one who knows}
‘Well, why did she shoot her busband, Junior?

_ Because he'd always known about Johnson's Self Polishing

'@locoat and bad never told her about it. He was afraid

" 1f hér housework was too easy she'd have too mich
_ leisure to read the catalogs and get to wanting things.

WELL, GOOD FOR HER... He hed it coming.
Yop - then sho sent her musband to the hospital,

Glocpnted her linoleum again ( just for the fun of it) -
end spent t.he Test of the week ordering stuff out of the

; cat.alog with his ‘300 accident :Lnsurance. Well, I've

got to get a.lmg Got to meet. nw cousin Big Blowhm'd

‘ F]B Big Blovhaxd Wilcox? What does he ’do‘v Juney?

~

m: He‘s a glass blover and he's making me a 40-gallon .
- scqua.rium My guppies just had puppies. See you later.
SOUND: DOOR SLaM: .

MOL: You'think that was a tyue story e us, Méces? o
FIB I dunno Anything can happen 1:1 Pennsylvania. Awful big
state I ever tell you about whsn I and Milton Spilk were
workin' 1n @ shingle mill 1n Pennsylvania" :
MOL: You and Milton who? ' » o
FIB Spilk. Well sir one day Milt fell into the machinery
- and got sliced up pret.ty bacl The doctor said it vas the
. vorst case of shingles hs ever saw,
MOL: What a horrible thing to joke about!
FIB; . Yes, but on the other hand, why cry over Milt Spilk‘>
. : That's why I alms - Hey where you going" -
MOL: Upstairs to sort the laundry \ (FADE OUT) Ir you hear from
. the Mayor about that car, let me know o
FIB: Okay, Tootsie., Ahh, there goes a 3ood kid'k ' And lucky too

She knew when she loaned me that WO buclm ‘to bu,v our

marriage license = She 'd get it back And she will too' "
Why 113l ‘




FIB:

(2D REVISION) -17-

" Hi, mister, (GIGRLES)

Oh, hello there, Teeny - come in. .

Oksy. Hey, whose awﬁxl lookin' car 1is that out there?
Gee, 1s 1t ever a creepy old crate!!! Whose is it, Mister?
Hm? Whose! o ' ’
I don't lmow whose car it is and if T 414, I'd rub his

face into 1t 80’ deep he'd have rusty bolts comin' out of
his ears:fop: o week! Somebody ‘dumped that heap there and
1eft 1t end I been tryin' to get rid of 1t all day.

0 boy I wish me and Willie Toops had that old car, Can we
have 1t, mister? We'll take it! Hm? ‘Can we?

If' Jou can get that thing out of here, sis, you"re welcome
to it | '

Oboy! |

_ What would you and Willie do vith it, anyhow? Build a ‘

sandpile in the back seat?

Oh no, ‘we'd sell it for Jjunk, mister. ‘gllie's uncle is a
Junkman and heta pay us plenty for a -

SELL IT FOR JUNK!! OMIGOSH, I NEVER THOUGHT OF THAT! !
WH! THE METAL AIDNE OUGHTA BE WORTH -- (CIEARS THROAT)

f Uhh -= lcok sis. I - ’- T just thought of somethin'.
Oh-oh! Here 1t comes. e el

o

(ReviseD) s

You see...well it...1t muldn!t be right t,o .
sell a car that I could sell mss -en, I mean that we
don't kmow who 1t belongs to, would 11;? -
l

Why?
Well.,.if you sold iGeesel mean -- well, just. suppose N

that!s the only ce.r the poor guy‘s got, see?

 Yesh, he's in trouble, isn't he?

Sure he is - suppose he needs it - suppose his little
children are crying for milk, and he hasn't got any way
to get out to the dairy.

They deliver. -

But how would they know where? Even WE don't. mow the
guy. Suppose he comes and he says to me, "Where ] my
car?" he says. And I says "I gave it to Teeny. She
sold it for junk to Willie Toopses uncle" I says. Why,
the poor guy would be heartbroke! \ .
(TQUCHED) Gee, mister - you sure tell it sad! I -I1
couldn®t take that poor men's car. His 1ittul childrun}
No ‘milk!

Good. Now you run along and - .

I'11 stey t111 he comes after. it, Mister! I 301'7 a
nickel - I'll give it to him for ‘mik for his child.nm

Oh no - no - that's very sweet of you, Teeny, but - well,
you don't hafta stick around. You - ‘
Oh, I can ‘wait! I'1] wait all day - I'll give h;m my
nickel to - :




e

, . (REVISED) -19- oo &ﬂﬁ b 8POT }
_ FIB: Look sis! That's a very sweet thought - but - well I MOL: MoGiee, " you've been staring out the front oLt P

gotta phone call to make. Here - why doncha take this twenty minutes. Has someone Gome for that old jalopy?

buck and go down to Kr-emer s Drug Sf.ore and slug yourself

P I hopse. .
. . ! FIB: Not yet - but scmebody's gonma.' ;
TEE: Well - since you put it tha.t way - okay. Thank you, MOL: Good' Who? - o . A . o .
‘ Mr. Mccee._.. And here - this is for you. You'll need FIB: A junk mén, kiddo! ‘A bright 1deaof mine that's not
this. ‘ : - ‘ ' -

only gonna uncluttér éur curb, but also pay us enough - -
cash dough to take us to dimmer, and a movis and' maybe
buy you a new Easter bomnet!

FIB: Me? What is 1t2
TEE: A business card. Willie Toopses uncz d;;'ll come

right over when you ca.ll him as soon as I get out of

[ MOLs McGee! How wonderful! You think of the most amazing
: the house. And me and Willie get a cut on all the things. Eventually. 2 . .
- business we thmw ¢ o, mister. FIB: (MODESTIY) ‘Well, I guess I just happen t6 have a talent
~ SounD: ,DOOR SLAM: ' ' kB for sharp thinking, kidde! T was e.ne.lyzing the
FIB: ' 'WhY, th&t sha.r.'p little - Ob well, where's the vhone? situation Tond suﬁm:lt A , . \
. “'; Here s where I make myself a few - ’ ‘ SOUND: ___DOOR CHIME ; /ﬁ‘
MUSIC:  ORCH AND KING'S MEN: "IT'S WRATCHA 'DOQ”I,TH WHATCHA_GOT" FIB: Oh-oh, “this mey be him. Come in!
- (APPIAUSE) : SOUND; DOOR OPRN
DOC: MOLLY ! I JUST SAW THE CAR! WHEN WAS THE ACCIDENT?
MIATDIDHEIET? IS HE BADLY HURT? - vmnxm'rmvfw..t.
. ( ME THE MINUTE HE - .
: , FIB: _ Hey, hey, hey, take it easy, Fes Hungry! I'm okay -

I'm not hurt. Get that "we’ll-operste—in-the moming

look out of your eye and relax,
DOC: (DISGUSTED) Ohh fine! Not. a scratch on him! That 's
‘ even worse than I thought! k

L




DOC: . ‘

# X 2D- REVISION) ~ -21- -

1£ Jou were looking st thet hesp'out’front, doctor -
that under-slung fright that looks like it was slung
under a freight - that‘s'not even our car. Samebody
aéandoned 1t there. ’
Well I‘n" little relieved, kids. When I saw that
thing out fronf., I thought, "Well, thig is 1t! Little
Paper-Bra.in has finally met smebody more lead-footed
and pig-headed than he is!”

Oh now, doctor + he doesn't have such a heavy foot.
Oh, no? I was with him when he bought his last car,
and I noticed that by the time'we got hame, all the
horsehair:in t;hewmho&te:w had turned white.

Look who's talkin! about other people's drivin'! Who

was it cut that corner too ‘'sharp at Fourteenth and Oak

‘and the-door handle chopped thres brass buttons off the

front end of a policeman? Hey,.ccme to think of 11:,.
that was me, wasn't 1t? . '_C

DOC:

MOL:
DOC:

FIB:

eam REVISION) -

that under-slung ﬁ'ight that 1ooks 1like it was sl
under a freight - that's not even our car. Sanebody
abendoned 1t there.

Well, I'm & little relieved, kids. When I saw that

21-
XL you were looking at tha.t heap out front, docto‘l;[

thing out front, I thought, "Well, this is tt! Little
Paper-Brain has:finally met ’SQnebcdj more lea.d-f?ooted ;

and pig-headed than he is!"

Oh now, doetor: + he'doesn't have such a heavy foot.
Oh, no? I was with him when he bought his last car,
end I noticed that by the time we @ot hame, all the
horsehair in the upholstery had turned white. k »«
Lock who's talkin' about other people's drivin'! Who

&

was i1t cut that cormer too sharp at Fourteenth and Osk

and the door handle chopped three brass buttons off the

front end of a policeman? Hey, came to think of it,
that was me, wasn't 1t? =




FIB:
- MOL:

&s . (MVISED) -22-
Yes 1t . In fact, I was telling_Miss Tremayne @
last night - .

Ohh F:Lf'i Tremayne " How 1s your romance coming, doctor?

Yea.h how s the race between you and La Trivia comin'
along, Do You both still ‘neck and neck with Fifi -
or won't she sit. 1n the porch swing ttua(se cold nights?

'l‘hat - you nosey l:lttle gossip-hunter - 1s none of your
business‘ I’ve been meaning to ask you though, Molly,
i!' you know anything that's good for removing lipstick.
Stop bragging ‘ '

Lipstick? (CHUCKIES) well, fra.nkly, doctor - and this
goes clear back to our courtship days - the best
1lipstick remover I've ever known is McGee. (CHUCKLES)
Good One of‘v my’patients left l;xers on my chair and

I‘ve got a smuige on my best pair of slacks. I'll bring'

them over and -

DOORCHIME ' ‘ ‘ C '

FIB:

That's fov me,' kiddb 'i'M‘éxrpecting a guy.(FADE)

Be right ‘back, Docky .

I‘ll miss you. No kidding, Molly, when I saw that
twisbed—up pile of antique metal out there, I was
really woz-ried. I thm.ght McGee had gone to sleep at‘
the wheel a.nd driven under the rix-st six elephants of
‘a parade. -

| (REVISED) o
Yes it was. In fact, I was telling Miss 'I'Eéma_ype*
last nlghft s s : -
Ohn, Fif1 Trémaytie. How 1s your roma.nce ccming, doctox-?
Yeah how's the Pace between you and La Trivia comin' '
a.long, oc" “You both still neck and neck wlth Fifi =
or won't she sit in the porch swing these cold nights"

N

That - you nosey little gossip-hunter - is none of your
business' I 've. been meaning to ask you though, Molly,
1f you know anything t.hat's good for removing 11pstlck

Lipstick" (CHUCKIES) w 11 ;t‘rankly, doctor - a.nd this
goes clear back to our courtship days - the best
lipstick remover I've ever knovm is McGee. (CHUCKI.ES) -
Good. One of my patients 1ef'c hers on my chair and

I've got a smudge on my best pair of slacks. &'ll Jbrihg .
\

_ That's for me, kiddo.' I'M expecting a guy.(FADE)

Be right back Docky

FIB: Stop bragging
MOL:
DOC:

them over and -
SOUND : DOOR CHIME
FIB:
DOC:

I'11 miss _you. No kidcling, Molly, when I saw that
twisted-up pile of antique metal out. there, I was .
really worried. I thought MoGea ‘had gone to sls.ep at
the wheel and driveu under the first six elepha,nt.s of
a parade.
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MOL: Mo, doctor.. ve ‘don’t even know who left it here, more's MOL: "I ‘think he was genuinely pevturbed when he saw that {
. the pity I Idid, I'd give him ,a_piece of my mind 0l Wreck out there, dearie. What did the juniman sy }
, thet would ... when ~ ‘ ; ‘
SOUND: 'Doon SLAM .. GFF ’ | SOUND : DOOR OPEN: ‘ .
FIB: (eae v, mISGY) well, tnat's that, kiddo. 1 got DOC:  Say ... a1 I walk over here or did I drive?
ui'id Of that jalopy. And the _guy paid me t.wenty—seven MOL: You drove, doctor. I saw your car pull up.
and a. half bucks for it. DOC: well - it Ys-gone now. Iet me use your phone to veport
’MOL: » Twenty-seven fifty!! this to the police. They'll ~ ' s e
_ FIB: Yep.. I asked for thirty-five and he offered me thirty, FIB: OH....MY GOSH.... ,Héy, Fatso....
’ sb, as 1ong as we were only five bucks apart on the DOC: Yes? :
. ;deal we split the difference at twenty—seven fifty. FIB: I TOID THAT JUNW TO TAKE THE CAR TO THE LEFT OF THE ,
; DOC: What a business ma.n' Ta.ke off your socks and let's DRIVEWAY. .....I MEANT TO THE IEFT ‘AS YOU FACE THE SI‘REET,
‘ see 1f you can count up to e:lghteen, on your fingers HE MUST OF.....0H MY GOSH!'!!!
: , ‘and toeS- DOC: WAIT A MINUTE, YOU LITTIE BANDIT...YOU MEAN YOU SOLD MY
MOL: Dl ke pay you in cash, McGoe? , CAR TO THAT JUNKMAN? ' WELL, GHASE HIM....GET IT\BACK!!
ElR: Take s;;iook snbéky ... these ain"t"dtndeliob greens! GET A MOVE ON. i e
;M : He said I was ... OH YOU GOTTA GO, DOC? - MOLIY: HURRY, McGEE. . BEFORE THEY BREAK IT UP FOR JUNK!!
DOC: Yes, I ha.ve to get over to the lmspital. One of the .FIB; I..I,.CAN'T...V‘.I DON T KNOW WHERE HIS JUNKYARD IS...
e ‘wards 1s badly ventilated  poc: ' WELL, WHAT'S HIS NAME, STUPID? THINK!! HURRY UP!! ,
‘M0L= o Weld, what can you do about i, doctot"’ FIB: I can't!! I dunno his name. I..1. gave his busin?ss
DOC: 0 Pat.ch him up. _ This 1& Eddie Wat'd one of my 1nbernes. card back to him because he said it was the only one ,' .
k k ~He sat on a rake. Well, so long, children . he had..
“soum: . H,Doon R e s . MOL: Ohdear.....this is terrible!.’..mmm DID YOU GET HIS
; FIB Ahh good old Doc._ Réaliy' ’a‘ warm heafted bld'adﬂtls;ty-écter ‘ CARD, MoGEE"

f You notice how sympathetic he got when he thought there
was a ctnnce to do a little embroidevy on my rose petal
skin"

%




FIB:

FIB:

e

o,

FIB:

(ORCH:

. f ﬁrgm the 1ittle girl across the..HEY, WATT A MINUTE!!!! “
SOUND: _ DQOR OPEN ; . .
. (smem:mogﬂ mmmx::...msrs....cmm HEFRE A E |

~ DOLIARS!!
. 0n, boy...(GIGGIES) HEY WILLIE. ..COME HERE A MINUTIE..!!

__"HOID ME" ... FADE FOR:
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~

MINUTE! ! . »
(FADE IN) Hi Miater.. whatcha wa.nt? Hmm‘7 Whatcha .
we.nt° Hom?

LQOK, SIS. .GET THIS!..IT'S mPORTANT wxm's THE NAVE OF :
WILLIE TOOPSES UNCIE. . . .THE JUNKMAN YOU TOID ME ABOUT...
WHAT'S HIS NAME? :

Why, Mister? » . : !
BECAUSE HE TOOK MY CAR BY MISTAKE, LITTIE GIRL!...AND IF :
I DON'T GET IT BACK, IT'LL COST MR. McGEE A THOUSAND

THERE'SADEALCOOKEG” Well, Mr. MCﬂ@ (let's talk
business. : ‘

(GROANS)

i
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umSING GOWlmcIAL - L By ‘
WILCOX: Remember to try 1949 Glo-Coat. Glo-Coat's got éﬁén;{
glow that means you get & brighter, more lbstmﬁs glow on
your linc'::leﬁm .J.. & longer-lasting glow. And it's
easier for you to get that bright finish,,.because 19‘&9
Glo-Coat spreads more unifomly, and goes farther.
Ask your dealer for the self polishing floor wex, Glo¥"
Coat.....in fhe same femiliar yellow container with tﬁe
~ bright red band. ‘That's 1949 Glo-Coat brighter t.han
ever .... better than any.

ORCH: SWELL MUSIC:' FADE FOR
0 o Jon BUR




MOL: _

FIB:

MOL:

FIB:
MOL:

MOL:
ORCH s
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VWell thank goodness, Doctor Gamble got his car back

before they did anything to it, McGee. ; .
Yeah, and just in time, too. You know the junkman was
a patient of Doc's - and his wife was expecting a baby

any minute.
'Oh, really?
Yep, so when they iog:ated Doc's car, thé Junkman
jumped Mn 1t and delivered Doc right to the hospital
himself. Which was quite a switch.

How do you mean - & switch?

Well, gee whiz, kiddo - whoever heard of a patient
delivering the doctol‘? (LAUGHS. ... .PAUSE) Goodnight.
Goodnight all.

PLAYCFF AND SIGNOFF

WIL:

The makers of JOHNSON'S WAX and JOHNSON'S SELIF POLIS-IING'
 GLOCOAT, Racine, Wisconsin and Brantford, Canada, bring

you Fibber McGee and Molly each week at this time. Be
with us again next Tuesday night won't you? ‘

(SWITCH TO HITCH)

@

FIBBER & MOLLY
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LAING:

ORCH:
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If you own a piano, you certainly want to keep it in
beautiful dondition. Here's a way to do it....and do it

‘fast. Polish your piano with Johnson's Cregm Wax. The
‘amazing polish that cleans so quickly...dries so quickly..

polishes so quickly, that using it i1s practically as

easy as dusting. .

A couple of minutes -- that's all the time it ts.kes to do

the job. Becaiise Johnson's Cream Wax mot only cleans in a

momen’t. It dries in a moment And 1t polishes 1o a ;
moment to & hard satin-smooth finish....with no stiolcy
o1l left to catch dust. k :
Tomorrow ask for Johnson's Cream Wax -- the fastest wax

polish you can buy.

THEME_UP , -

ANNCR :
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