"FIBBER McGEE AND MOLLY"
FOR
JOHNSON'S WAX

MARCH 29TH, 1949

1

6:30 ~ 7 PM-PST.

THE JOHNSON'S-WAX PROGRAM - WITH FIBBER MCGEE AND MOLIX!

v

THEME....FADE FOR: -~ = . v
WILCOX: The makers of Johnson's Wax and Johnson 8 Self Polishmg
: Glocoat present Fibber McGee and Molly, with Bil]j '
‘I‘hompson, Gale Gordon, Arthur Q. Bryan, Dick LeGrand,
and me, Harlow Wilcox. The Soript is by Don Quinn
Phil Ieslie - Music by the King's Men. a.nd Billy Mills”
Orchessral

THEME UP AND FADE FOR:

< et
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) . FIBBER MCGEE AND MOLLY o , ‘ .
VARGE 25TH,. 19k, P ‘
| OPENING COMMERCIAL: - ’ '

WILCOX:  Now, here's a ba.rgain offer -- an of.‘fer never ma.de before

- ‘on Glo-Coat. Buy two cans of Johnson s 1949 Glo-Coat ...
. . = B ve 20 10 10 ental! I.t' all depends on Whlch.

- 'siz-e you piefer .Y. pint or quart! Both ways you make

a big seving! * | _ .

So, ‘see your Johnson dealer tomorrow. He'l}(have the

-t

- specia.l twin can ba.rga,in package reedy for you. And ome

of those cans will cost you only one-half the regular
price. You buy one pint at rggul\ar price and you»get a
win pint at half price. You buy one quart at regular
price and you get a twin quart at half price. "

And ... use Ji ohmson's Glo-Coat on your linoleum and
floors. See the ‘new 1949 glow. Then, if you're not
convinced tha.t the new Glo-Coat is ths finest self

o polishing wax you have ever used, mail the remaining full‘

can to S.C. Jommson and Son, Inc., Racine, Wisconsin, .

and we will refund the m11 a,mount you paid for both can

. and your postage, £00. A - ;
» .f,-Everybody likes besuty in the kitchen. - Everybod¥, like
’ a real bargain. Now you get b_ogt_l' Yc;‘uk save 29¢ on eﬁ

pair of pints‘... 49¢ on every peir of quarts.  And
. ; ;e;lve,ryv drop 1s wonderful 1949 Glo-Coat! ‘
MUSIC: OBCH:., . .BRIDGE 10 OPESING:

_ again!

- dollars, McGee!

9o

wish I'd known him a’c all' He lived in England‘
1ife. . ‘

: REVISED) . J
IFYOUHADJUST@'IHNAIETTER FROMALOCALIAWFIRM
TELLING YOU THAT AN UNCLE INENGI.ANDHADDIEDANDLEFT
YOU A THOUSAND POUNDS STERLING, I'LL BET YOU'D READ THE
LETTER TWICE TO MAKE SURE YOU WEREN'T DREAMING‘ . MAYBE
YOU'D EVEN HAVE YOUR WIFE READ IT, T00, LIKE MR. ‘
OF -- FIBRER MCGEE AND MOLLY!! .
( APPLAUSE)

o

(EXCITED) Réad it again, Molly! Read that last part

Glad to, dearie! This is the first letter you've ever

gotten from a lawyer that didn‘t start out Yon o o

hereby summoned to appear'.

(BAGERLY) Go on, read it again! Read that bee.utif‘ul

prose!

It says "As one of the legatees in the will of‘ mur late‘

uncle, Colonel Sir Chutney McGee, of Brisf\ol anla.nd
you - :

Just read the last part! Skip Uncle Chutney, kiddo'
Re&d the part about tbe money again.

It says "You have been willed one thousa.nd pounds
sterling which - ! : i \\ :
That's 1t! That's the part! ’

¥ i - [
-- which will be delivered to you by bonded messenger

this a.f‘temoon .  Heavenly days, that's four thousan !

(BAPPILY) BOYOB\OYOBOY‘ FOUR G'S! Ahhh, dear did*Un
Chutney - I wish I'd known him better. In fact, I

<



Ry - (RE‘? =~ | S

Isn't he the one we read ¢ \about a few years ago, dearie?

= When - hawas_knigt}te&,“qrwbenighted or something?
. e ’That\‘s Riml  Ho gob 80 miny kntghthoods end stuff, he
1 ) ~ bed calluses on his shoulders from bein‘ h:(t with thev
‘ - sword. Dear Old Uncle Cmt! My favorite
s , »
.  MOL: : When did he become your favorite uncle?
 FIB: | e minute I read this lotter! FOUR THOUSAND BUCKS!
. l Boy, he mst of been - OH I-IEY“ I wonder if I inherit
, ‘nis title too! '
MOL:  His what?
 FIB: 1s title. Maybe he left me his title! They hand
: / - ‘ those Athings down too, you know. '
@, . MOL: Onh - not down THIS FAR, surely. g
. FIB : : k 1111 ask the lawyer this afternoon. Géewhiz, wouldn't
: thet be somethin'? I might even hafta go to Fnglend to
. . got my knighthood! "Sir Fibber McGee‘" (CHUCKLES)
" How's thot sound, kiddo? '
i (FLAT) Terrible. , . ,
_FIB:  Yesh...yesh, I guoss 1t - Hoy, T got 1t! "Sir Quentin
. Follensbes McGes, the Third;" That's it! Yosh! ’
 MOL: ’ Oh dear. ‘Look, sweetheo,rt - ’ :
- FIB: I say, by Jove old girl - thet's & Jolly fine title

 what? "Sip Qnentix; Folla.nsbee M_cGee, the Third!"
That's & bit of all right ddn'cl'ia.; know? Ripping, !
ch wot? For an old Peoria boy. '

A Peoria. boy who's getting older by the minute.

‘ Who's that?

= Some sort of tra.desman, your 1ordsh1p.

(RBVISED)

The Tjanitor;" .
from _the -Elks, to be exact. ' .

Well, let's be pleasant to the chap, my dea.r.; One;xi’-”» ~
shoul‘i' troat oneWnials f:erly, but decently, y tinow,
I do wish the blighter wowld use the tredesmen's . _
entrance, but L : 4 ¢
Ohhhh" - COME IN?

OLE:

~ Good worning, Ole.. Come in.

| Well tha.t‘s veddy interesting - but I'm quaite busy

fortnit. The estate, y'know. ° May have to pop o

DOOR OPENS:

Morning, Mrs.....Hello, McGee. .
(VERY BROAD)' I say, wy good feollow,. it's qua:l‘té naice, ,’
your poﬁping in 1like this. Rippmé, :t'ally! I‘d awsk
you to sit d_own,‘ but one simply doesn't with tradesmn5»
y'know. Tredition, you understend. = Right-ho? ‘
(PAUSE) What's wrong, Mrs? - \ S
He just got word that he's been mentioned in his Uncle‘
will, Ole. His English uncle left him something
Qu.&ite' - . a0 o
What did he leave him - his aaenoms?....My boy, La.x- ‘
he's got 'em, too, Mrs. . \
Adenoids? | :

N

No - uncles in Engla.nd.. oI live in England myaelf
I come to W:Lstful Vista.

the mo. May heve to pop off to jolly 014 -Lunnon fo




’ . OlE.-:

‘ ‘Alr\vs popplng off'.. e .You don't hafta pop of‘f‘ for
’ me, McGee.
but here, I'm just donatin' my time. .
k ~~No, ~he means he may have to. go to England Ole, although

o

Well you might Just pasgs the v?brd - glong-abt The Cluby

. We bave cre.pshoot'
SOUND:

- REVISED)

At the Elks I'm the janitor - for wa.ges e .

.Did you say you used to live in
~

I work in London for long time, Mrs.

: I mske
good living working on the piers.

On the piers, eh? Were you a freight handler?.

No = I do massage for House\f lords. All my customers

peers.

Tell tham I may be detained in England
May decide to run over to Scotland for ¢

my g00d. man.
for var fortn‘it..
the grouse ‘shovot.
Sure, I tell fem.
you come to the barber shop Sa.tuma.y night McGee .
Goodbye, Mrs. '
DOOR SLAM ; . -

_Oh for goodness sa.ke, dea.rie, rela.x.
k 1mpress me, I‘m alrea.dy 1mpressed wit.h that four
 thousand, dollars.

Q.uaint sort of cha.p, doncha think? Ra.ther en 0dd Fell,

for an Elk - what? - . " i
You don't have to

; OrI will be whenI see 1t.

If you get back from the grouse shoot ;

. Bt Hay, wouldn't 1t be terrific though if : did inherd:
a title, Molly? Turn out to be & Imight or. something"‘s

- Guentin Follansbes McGee, the Third, Knight of the Bath,
Incidentally, Knigh did you fix the ha.ndle ‘on the

1t drips all the time and our water bill -
DOOR CHIME: ' L

shower?

Hey, here. comes Wimp. . Wa.it'll I tell him ahout Uncle ;
Chutney leevin! me -~ COME IN' ‘
DOOR OPENS:

Hello there, Mr. Wimple.
Hiyeh, W:me
Hello folks.

 (EXCITED) My gracious, I sew the most
I was in;the wdodsbwith

exciting thing this morning!
Bird Book and guess what??
»Well that'ts interesting, Wimp - but I ,]ust got W
‘rich Uncle dled. In Englend. -
.Yes Sir, I heard this strange noise and I looked 1§t‘@

: clump of elderberries and. t»’“re it was. .
Uncle Chutney. Rich Uncle. Dica

Just: 1magine :
l*nxnmingbird a.nd ;




(REVISED) . 9-

We did heer today tha.t Mr. McGee's uncle died :Ln Englo.nd
e and left us four thousand dollars, Mr. Wimple.“) o '5‘
WIMP: VOQOOOOme.‘ Wesn't that thoughtful of him! I _bed en
Wy uncle who died, once. ' ;
FIB: ) . Once :Ls usim.lly enough. Did he 1eave much dough, Wimp?
WIMP: ¥ Well he left a.ll he had, of course. Doesn't everybody?
o Twelvedolla.rs, I think it wes. \ : &
FIB; The only' thin'githat bothe:ﬁs me about Unc}:'ie Chutney"s'will,k: :
: ‘ » Wimp - I way have inheriﬁed his title, too. May have to
»gbk to England to got knighted, or something. -
WIMP: Oh, that's wonderful, Mr. McGee!...How will you go? Fly? o
MOL: If ho goes, he'll take o boat, Mp. Wimple. ~ Although
- ‘ ‘persona.lly = ’ ».
) e Yep, I'11 take & boat to Livvel, Wimp, and then -~
WIMP: A boat 'bo where" : . : L s
FIB: Livvel. L-I-V-E-R-P-0-0-L -- Livvel. English, y'know.
' And then a train to Sampton, maybe - - : ' :
WIMP 'Sampton?? o : .
FIB: S-O-—U-T -H-H—A—M—P-T-O-Nm And a trem to Lhnho‘ﬁ. ‘
- WIME: Oh, T sce. Well, I'a botter run along now, folls - .
- Sweece :Ls expecting me.
MOL: Sweece"" Oh, you mean -- " . " . o
WP Yes - My B O Wite! Siong!! : '
- som: 'DOORSIAM L e
Gn "ROSE woon sr*mm"

S

(AP%USE)

FIBBER & NOLLY '3/‘29/1;]9

SECOND SPOT . : -
‘ { FIB: i You know, old gh-l I simply cawn't get over ‘the 1dea of
' '  being a member of the Britsh nobility.
: MOL: - - I'll bet Lhéﬁ*itish a.re 8 little upset about it too.
o You know, you never told me you had noble reletives in
v 2 Engla.hd o N e
/ FIB: Got lots of ltem, Ever tell you a.}wut the Me.rquee 1%/\?
- MOL: No, but Ma.rquee isnguite a nice title. - -
§ FIB: " This guy ain't & nobleman. He's just a ham actor. They
| % call him the marque'e"hecause he hangs out in front of
‘ i theatres. All lit up. Ano%her relative of mine ----
1'/’: SOUND: DOOR CHIME: - ;| ‘ -
: Y?Q . MOL: > Visitors, your lordship. Are we recelving toda,y?.
g‘f . FIB: Probably just one of my tenants, or maybe the vicar. -
] Ahsk i:hem, in, - do! »
MOL: GoBa. of Yol elt rutabaga! COME IN! -
SOUND; DOOR_OFEN - -

(2ND REVISION) -10- -

FIB:

: ,_nggnks. <.er.;..EH?

- Oh, 1t:'s his Honor the Mayor, McGee. Do comé in, Mr.

Mayor. ; \ .
/ Thank you, Molly. Hello, McGee. .
Hiyah, Ia Triv. Heard the good news? o

What good news? ' , l |

I may-go to England to live. . .
Well, that ree.lly I3 gooa nevs, McGee. Though we'll
miss Mom - o




- (2ND REVISION) -11<
He just inherited some money from a relative in England,
, Mr. Mayor. Cqlonel Sir Chutney McGee.

My Uncle. I'll probebly be Sir Quentin Follinsbee McGee,
'{\Z the Third La Triv. Dunnoo yet whether I ‘inherit the
' .title or not - . _
Well, you'll probaﬂ& meet soms of my people over there,
McGee. My great Uncle is Sir Hector La Trivia, C_:ount of
Fourteen,'. : : ‘
Count of Fourteen. What a strange title! :
Yes, they call him the I.ong ‘Count. Great sportsman, |
Rides to the hounds.
Ahhhhh fire sport, hound hunting.
It's Fox hunting. .
Oh -- Yeah -- You ever do any fox hunting, La Trivia?

D

_MOL:

FIB:
GALE:

MOL:

GALE:

FIB:

GALE:

MOL:
F1B:

Yes. Jﬁt last night, in fact. -

: mindeg, at times, I find.

77

o

. (REvISED) -2

FOX HUNTING...AT NIGHT? Where, for' goodness sakes?
At the country club dance. Miss ‘Tremayne couldn' t fi.nd

her silver fox and Doctor Gamble and I hunted all over the
club for 1t. . : : : '
Where was 1t? o . e
At the Bon Ton, in stora.ge.l Fifi is a tz_-'ifle:e.bsexit.

She sesms awfully sweet, Mr. Mayor. Where 1s she from, .
incidentally? - = ‘ 3
Fifi comes from an old southern family. Ondier the
FREVle. &0 . .

One of the what, La Triv? ‘

F. F V.'s. First Fa.mﬂies _of Vlrginia.

How interesting!

That's nothing. I'M an old F.L.0.P., mySelf. Families

Living in 0ld Peoria. -
Well, Id congmtulate you, McGee.  And I'm sorry not to\
be able to witness your a.rrival in England.
Thenks, boy! ( . 4"\

I've often wondered what a real clown would do for -
Piccedilly Circus. Cheer-oh! . _ - (,
DOOR SIAM:

Isnit he nice!



(REVISED) e

¢ BB "‘}Yes, but he better be careful how he talks to a guy with a o FIB:
- } m;le. If he called mo & clown in Englandp;'d have hm :
- . ydrawn and quartered' : :
.MOL . What's drawn and quartered? ~
FIB: That's an old British punishment . @hé}"‘&ée;wa nasty
77" picture of you and sell copies of it all over town for a \' ; i YT
. : : quarter a plece. Think you're gonna like England, ¥iddo? . MOI.::
 MOL: ' 0h I think so. And I'd lfke to stop over in Paris on our -
way. You can't expect La.dy'McGee'tp attend the Cinéma in . WIL:
her old dotted swiss. Besides, I've been rea.ding a lot FIB:

MOL: JAKE?

FIB: Yeah - he got bung for horse larceny.
. interesting relatives, old girl, but the British branch is

SOUND:

really top hole!

about this new plunging neckline, and I'd like to--
FIB: PLUNGING NECKLINE? What!s so new sbout that? My cousin
Jake McGee had one of ‘em in 19-ought-three, in Utsh.'

Had a plunging neckline?

1

mOR OPEN
WIL: . Hiyah, Molly. Hiyah, Pal.
"*H.elio',;Mr-. Wiicox.

‘ Uncle Chutney--

.9"
Oh I had & lot of

s

: Loo}c; your Lordship.
FIB;

MOL:  Suppose we all drop our monocles and act\like just pla:l.n

, | (2ND REVISION) -1k
Good day, lad! Sporting of Touth arop in. Won't be:‘_:' :
seeing much more of you, you knov, Been jolly nice
knowing you, though. ’Chin up, and all that. Pip pipz;
Top hole. Raw—ther'/‘ ‘ . . '
(PATSE) : ‘ '

Who 1s he today, Moll{y? Arthur Treacher?

Mr, W:Llcox, you are maybe gazing at ms nev Sir ﬁmnﬁn
Follinsbee McGee, the Third! o - e
Gee. Should I put on my sun-glasses? : '
Just inherited pa.rt . of Uncle Sir Chutney's estate, old

.

chap., Msy have to go to England to assume n'w title. 'I'
say, old chap, ve do hope you can drop: in at the castle
one day, old chap. ‘ :

Eh? -

old middlecclass, middle-western, low 1ncome, ned-flannel‘

yankees . Shall ve? . ;



. . .  (REVISED) -15-
WIL:“ . ‘mat's,‘fqi'-me, holly. Besides, I've seen him do better
‘English down ‘at the Elks - on a pool bell....But look,

Pal - if you DO take over your uncle‘s estate, remember

, (REVISED)  -16-
MOLs: Ws'll remember what you said, Mr. Wilcox. If, ‘and when, .

we move into the old McGee chateau, every dungeon in the
+ joint will be full of Johnson's product.
WIL: " Thahks, Molly. And Pal if you ever get over a.round
‘ Buckinghe.m Palace, look up my‘ cousin - Big,Bridle:Pa.th :
Wilcox. - ’ . 0
Big Bridle-Path Wilcox, eh?

e SOmething, will _you?

walking the halls of your ancestral castle A
and notice the scuffed and worn linoleum in the scullery,

tell your butler to tell the footman to tell the charwomen In charge of the royal horses,

= Juney? . : . - e

!to glve it the Johnson's Glocoat Treatment, will you?

WIL: No, when they have a wedding in the garden, he mows the

MOL: Oh, & jolly good idea! 3 e
FIB: Yes, Junior, I'll - = lawn.\ Good day? Knightt :
WIL:  Because even if you're to the manor born, the mesnneiin

FIB: Migosh, I can't get over this, Molly! Four thousand bucks

which J’ohnson's Self Polishing Glocoat, with the new Glow, P

and & title - from an uncle I never even sesn! Colonel

) - ' can restore brLlliance and beauty to wom and dreavy

Sir Chutney McGee - bless his old oatmeal!

1inoleum with almost no effort is really noble.

FIB: But really, old chap, discussing this with a tradesmen - MOL: * Bless his what? : ;\ L i

o . i 7 . . : :
WIL: - just think, Pal, with Glocoat protecting perservi.ng and BIB: Oatmesl. That's how he made all his dough. He was the '
\_) ; beautifying the floors of your castle, you can give your F)a.tmee{l. King of Great Britain. Diseov§redfa way k&" ma,kg :
e synthetic oatmeal outta peat moss. After the oatmeal was

- friends a royal welcome. You know the old saying around

drained off, the 1iquld that was left smelled like old

Racine' "RAGS ARE ROYAL RAINMENT WHEN WORN FOR VIRTUE'S
SAKE 'BUT THERE'S NO EXCUSE FOR DINGY FLOORS WITH THE
/GI.DOOAT THAT WE MAKE!" And 1if T may go 86 far-- |
§ . . Gl 0
. 2 o

tweed, so he dipped ®uits in ‘em and sold Tem to American

tourists. .

MOL: That, I belleve! You had a 1l4-dollar suit once that!
 smelled like burnt oatmeal. ( @Im) Hold the for’ﬁ,

dea.rie, I'm going upstalrs and sort the laundry.. S




. ' (REVISED) -17-
FIB: _ ‘ . OKAY, TOOTSIE-BABY: Ahh, there goes & good‘kid;‘, And what
: an addition to British Nobility.!! I céh‘"“j‘ﬁé?’s"éé“ﬁé’f’at"‘
‘ a reception at the French Embassy, ta.lkin' Swedish to the
Hm:ga.ria.n Ambassador, anc nobody knowin‘ what anybody else

Who 18?{
Your daddy. e e .
TEE: - Is what? i L

7

'I‘eachi_n’ ping pong. : ~
W_ho to?

= ';k v 1s.sayin because -
DOOR CHIME : ’ The kids!
. = coME TN: / Yhere? . e
| DOOR bomv:”l ‘ . : FIB: At the Boys:Club! . . . e
R H mister. _ TEE: " OF AMERICA! I KNOW IT! My daddy-says every neighborhood
'F‘IB:E‘ ‘ Eh? Oh, HIYAH, TEENY Glad to see you' - ‘should have a Boys .Caiub, so kids will have someplé.éé to‘
- e Well, I was just. ...(SURPRISED) YOU ARE? X play, besides the street. .
FIB: Yup On account of I may not be seeing you much more. I FIB: : Tba.t“s right, 'T‘esny., » - .
) = might move to England. . - o "0,“ TEE: : He seys there®s all kinds of Clubs, but when 1t comes -to
TEE: Gee, Ingle-lund!! My Daddy spent the whole war in - i ; makin' good citizens out of kids, the Neig!iborhood‘:BOYS'

' Ingle—land, mister. He was a Lieutenant Commander. with Club 1is the Ace of ClubS---Hey, are you really gouna live

. . the AI'DW . ; in Ingle-lund, Mister. . -
FIB: A Lieutenant Commander belongs in the Navy, sis. FIB: 14¥s Yoty pusatiie, als. THA bt 3ontd bo dimeta il
; TEE:k , Sure (GTGGIES) Boy, was he ever lost!! He never DID . * I turned out to be & knight, too. :
; . £1n nis outfitt } ‘ i TEE: . Gee, Jou mean 1ike Sir Galahad and Sir Lancelot and -
FI,3= - (CHU‘GKLES) Well, Just so he's home now ok:ay, sis. j Little Sir Echo? o ‘\ o
TEE: ~ 0h, he's not home now, mister.' He's downtown. jou FIB: Well, sort of - yes. It's quite an honor, you know.ﬁ In
- . i : , Eoglasd a knight 1s entitled to the same deep respbet that
o He's helpln' e at the Boys Club. He"; teachin the . & rich used-car dealer 1s over here. me anything‘ aba
' ¥ids ping porg st the Beys' Club of Americal the neni 116y, oonvd S -
‘ He 1s, h? : : s Sure I do, Mister. American, anyway.
i sa:}s‘ oy - m? FIB: AVMERICAN? We got no American nobillty, sis.

=
5

i says he 1is, b7



) DooR sram
ORCH: &

Y

- I betcha we have too, I betcha!

v (APPLAUSE)

. L o (REVISED)

”

-19- -

.and the Duke of Ellington, and King Cole and Queen For A

Day, and the Earl of Wilson! : e

Yeah ‘but those people ain't - -
dy LOVED Ingle-1lund when he was there.
he did bump into a lamppost 1n the fog one night &nd

Gee, my

knocked out a lot of teeth and he only had two da.ys to get
. . v

Yem fixed:

Well, I hope he manageB to get some decent new choppers,
sis. - . . ‘

Oh, sure. Except th‘ey re a little loose, though. He
says his Iondon Bridge keeps falling down. (GIuGI.ES)

WGll, send me & postcard, mister. So long!

oy

KINGS MEN: "I WAKE UP EVERY MORRING”

Gee, we got Count Basle,

Even if

. Hey, Molly, what time 1s'1_3:;?
About ha]_t‘-past, dearie. Why?
That guy oughta get heré with our dough pretty soon., I
hope the lawyer brings it himself so I can find out abou :
my title. If I get made a lord, @t makes you a 1a.dy‘ -
you know, - ' ) ’ ' -
And high time, I'd say!!ll! - »

- But title or no title - the things we can do with tha.t

four thousand buckswfl'm gonna cut _a/l’ick thru this

town --- -
DOOR CHIME-
Oh, dear!
DOOR_OPENS ‘

Oh, 1t's Doctor Gamble, McGe,e; Hollo, poc_tor.‘
Hello, my dear. And"good day to you, Buckil.ewart.
Look, Tonsil Snatcher - you might do well to use a little

e

. respect a.f/ter this, when you're talkin' to one of your

COME IN!

peers.
You? HAH'

1

You're built more lilae a brea.kvater than a

{

pier, my boy.

Well, for your information, Fatso, you are looking ‘at
one of the heirs to the fortune of my late great-uncle, ‘
Colonel Sir Chutney McGee, of England! o i



” | (aD REVISION) -21- o . (REVISED)

;'7'7'001"“31 Sir Whatdey | Mc-‘vmo? . - f : Well, you may be talkin' to the future Sir Quentin :
Sir Chutney Mo(iee, Doctor. Himself /re's uncle. Died - & . Follansbee MoGee, the T™ifd - Knlght of the Bath, Knight L
*1n England and left him & thousand P°unds steplihg. ItTH 8 . ‘ ' of the British Empire, Order of the Garter, K.B.E., '
being sent to G Hils ofieicoon. - e : o . " ¥A6-; PhD, P.D\Q., and —emd - . =
Yep, a.nd» that ain't all, Docky! I may have inherited his : o \“%J
titlgs, too. (CHUCKIES) You didn't know I had Blue""bﬂ.ood,'b“ SR i . . oh great! That's all he needs, Molly -a ;honey title'
didje, boy? - - . 0 : - Then he WILL be insufferable! :
No, I always thought it was yellow, judging from the way . mmy Whattaya mesn -in-sufferable! I suffer just as much as=
you cringed the last time I took a fishhook out of your . ‘ . you do! : . L -

s

ear, , . . . I don't think hs mea.nt tha.t, MoGee.

Well, who knows what he mesns? He'll sing a different
tune when I go over there and get knighted w?nen T cqﬁe
baok here with my knighthood. © n '

_ Perspnally, I don't think just being lcnighted 1s enough

: ' for you, my boy’ I'd like to see you orowned. In fact,
some day I'm going to do 1t myse;.f‘ k -
‘Thank you, Doctor. . Will I show the socilety oroﬁd‘ n this'
tovm when I come baok here as a k'night' When I walk 1nto
them formal dances at the eountry slub 1n my iron pants
with the stainleasf steel gcoat a.ndn_my‘ valat\f\'»w&lkin' ‘behipc},
mg, carryin' my helmet ~ ' - . J
Oh no, McGee! No! Knights don't wear armor any . mgre. v
VThey don't? Why, migosh, I t;hought = '




. DOC:

SOUND:

E‘IB:

FIB: :

'Lo'ok S1r Quentin - I osn't take eny mwre of this!

_DOOR: SLAM : , .
T didn't know Doo was English. If he plays cricket, he -

SOUND :

’ . ) V(msm) -23-

“As the ploknicker said when the grasshopper jumped in the
potato salad - this simply isn't cricket' So long, Lady
MoGes ! .

v

say, that guy oughta be here pretty soon, oughtn't he,

2 Mql{y? With the dough?

The letter just said "this afternoon" - and I haven't
been out of ear-sight from the doorbell since we got it.
Four thousand bucks! Boyoboy, I just wenta rub my hands
through that long green stuff and =

DOOR CHIME '

PIB:
SOUND :

Oh-oh! Here he comes! This is 1t, kiddo! COME Iif!
DOOR OPENS
You Mr. McGee? .

Right you are, my good men. You éh you brought my
legacy? . -

Sign here, Mao. Sign the receipt first.

Right-ho! You brought - the - uh - the inheritance?

Th~ thousand pounds? - Sterling? -

Right out here, lady. You must know somebody in the

-

oatmeal business, Mac.

Yep, my uncle - HUH?
MAN: Well, it's all yours now, Mac. :A thousand pounds of"‘:"
Sterliing Br'apd Oatmedl! Half a t:on \of iti I'11 dump
it in the back yard, Mac!
SOUND : DOOR SLAM: :
(PAUSE) . v . :
FIB: Well. I'll be a --- Hey, Molly -- where-you golng?
MOL: To the grocery. We'll need two hundred : pounds of sugar
and a tank car of «cream. . .
FIB: Wow! What a gruelling experience! - .
ORCH: ’

PLAYOFF = - - .
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IBEER & Moy |
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 cLosmNG COMVEERCIAL i -

TAG

i

WIIPOX ,' me Z and Mo.dy_return in just a moment.
M—:}aﬂt—s moment to remind you that fo:' a limited time

MOL: Well, dearie;, it looks like an oatmeal breakfast for us

~

' eévery day for many years. -
Mamm B .

) the makers of Jchnson s Wax are making this unpPecedented

‘ “You don't seem 's\.‘\rprised'. Heavenly days, you even seem
bargain offer. You can get a can of Glo-Coat ... the HAPPY about it. = . i .

wonderful new Glo-Coat with the new glow ... for one’

L F&B: I am. Bec&use new I know what that Gypsy fortﬂme teller
: meant at the Elk's Carnival last fall.

What did she say? = ">
FIB: - . She seid that before summer you and I would have a

"ha]i‘ its usual price ... when you buy another can at the

regular price. That means a saving of 29¢ when you buy

w

- twin pints ... 49¢ when you buy twin quarts.

See your Johnson dealer tomorrow. You will not only get

leng-term coonection with a morning eereal. Na.turqlly, -

a brighter glow .. -8 léngez* wearing glow on your

I never mentioned 1t.

linoleun and floors ... _you will save money doing it.

Thank you.
SWELL MUSIC: FADE FOR:

Goodnight.
Goodnight, all.
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CLOSING TAG ;

IAING:  Those fingerprints on your furniture got there by o
‘ accident. But it will teke more than an a.ccideﬁt to get

Sl them off. : ,

<
.

A ‘ 'FIBBER MCGEE AND M{
’ P

: e
Then by all means get Johnson's Cream Wax. The cream wax

ller that cleans so quickly ... dries so quickly ... polishes

80 quickly that using it is pra;ctic'allyt as easy as JOIWS(;N"S‘ WAX
dusting. . )

With Johnson's Cream Wax you can both clean and polish &
s (_  big radio cabinet in less than two minutes. That's because
it not only cleans in a moment -- it dries in a moment.
9 So-yeu—cemrpoitsiryomr—ramtio-withont-WETC T —-What 's more,
’ there's no dust-catching oil in Johnson's Creem Wex. \

. = So, tomorrow, clean and polish all your furiagx-e to

lustrous beauty. Do it with the fastest furniture polish
- you can buy. Johna'on's Cream Wex.
ORCH: MUSIC UP TO FINISH

THIS IS N.B.C.........THE BATIONAL EROADCASTING COMPANY
(cHDMES)




