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. FEBERAMD MOLY . o
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WIICOX: j Here is an opport é’to save real money on your next
o ‘ purchase of the new 1949 Glo-Coat. You can save 29 or
9 cent That's because the makeps of‘ Johnson's Wex |
- é.;»enda offering a twin-can sale .., & real bargain in

y

beauty. Here'!s how it works. You'll get one can of
jk . ~ Johnson's 1949 Glo-Coat at half price when you buﬁ one

l , . a.t‘ the regular price «.. either pints or quarts. You'll

Now, we offer you this ba.rgai_n for just one reason ...
we want you to see how much better the new 1949 Glo—(}oé,t
is on floors and linoleum ... how much more brightly it
“O - shines ... how much longer that shine will lastas.
And we're so sure you'll like 1t, we meke this guarantee.
If you're hot ‘convinced that the new Glo—Coat is the
finest self polishing wax you have ever used, we will
i : . ‘ refund every cent you paid, plus poste.ge. .
.. Remember -= on this off‘er you save 29¢ on every pair of

pints ... 49¢ on every pair of quarts. And every drop

2 s wonderful 191#9 Glo-Coat. This offer is for a 1im1ted

\\' time only, so put self poli.,hing Glo-Coat on your .
. {\\__, : shopping 1ist right now, wam't you?

ogeH: & TO OP:

‘ (REVISED)/ =
ENGINE HOUSE NUMBER 7, OF THE WISTFUL VISTA FIRE
DEPARTMENT HAS JUST ENDED ITS ANNUAL USED CLOTHING

At

' DRIVE, THE FIRST PRIZE WAS A RIDE AROUND TOWN ON THE
—NEW $30,000 FIRE ENGINE, :

1

AND WHO DO YOU SUPPOSE IS RIDING UP THERE ON THE '

DRIVER'S SEAT, IN ALL THEIR HEIMETED GLORY? -

YEP, IT'S-- FIBBER MCGEE AND MOLLY! - -

(APPIAUSE) - . - . .
NG= MOTOR RO SLOWLY ALONG. B

Hey, Molly a.:Ln't ‘this fun? (YELLS) HEY, MOR‘I‘! HI,

MORT! ... HI, HERB! UP HERE, HERB‘ : (CHUCKLLEB HAPPIIR‘)
My goodness, McGee, do you have to yell at everyb ....
(YELI.S) HEY, KREMER! UP HERE, BOY! I'M RIDIN! THE FIRE

' ENGINE; KREMER} ———
If there's enyone in town who doesn't know you're riding

the fire engine by now, they must be hadd of hearing'.
And how I envy them! . - '
Yesh. Drive slower, M:lke, S0 I can ... (YEI.IS) HI, BOY’
HOW'!RE IOU, BOY ? ‘ . \

Who was - that? ( : o

How do I know? I just don't wa.nta miss a.nwbody seein'
me, that's e.ll. Hey, Mike, leme blow the s:Lt'en dnce:
huh? Jﬁst. once, Mike? ; ‘ ;
Ch, you don't need 1t, McGee. That siren won't carry ‘
over your voice, anyhow ... Kick the bellyagé.in, 1f you

want to.




. NEW $30,000 FIRE ENGINE.
. AND WHO DO YOU SUPPOSE IS RIDING UP THERE ON THE
DRIVER'S SEAT, IN ALL THEIR HEIMETED GILORY ?
- YEP, IT'S -- FIBBER MCGEE AND MOLLY! -
(A1§PI.AUSE)
o ;vb‘ro OLLING SIOWLY AIONG, B
FIB: Heys Molly ain't this fun? (YELIS) .HEY, MORT! HI,
MORT! ... HI, HERB! UP HERE, I{ERB! ( CHUCKLES HAPPILY)
MOL» My goodness, McGee, do you have to yell at everyb ...
FIB  (YELLS) HEY, KREMER! UP HERE, BOY! 1I'M RIDIN' THE FIRE
| ENGINE, KREMER! ;
MOL: f[f‘t.he'r'e's‘ anyone in town who doesn't know you're riding
' the fire engine by now, they must be hax'd" of hearing!
And how I envy them! ‘
FIB: Yeah. Drive slower, M:uce, so I can ... (IEI.LS) _HI, BOY’”” 7
- ’ HOW'RE YOU, BOY? . <
MOLs Who was tha.t? :
FIB: How do I know? I Just d;n"t wante miss anybody seein!
= me, that's all. Hoy, Mike, leme blow the siren once,
huh? Just 'ome, Mike? ‘
DRIVER: Ch, you don't need it, McGee. That siren won't carry

;IENGINE HOUSE N[MBER T, OF THE WISTFUL VISTA FIRE
. DEPARTMENT HAS JUST ENDED-ITS ANNUAL USED CLOTHING
: DRIVE, THE FIRST PRIZE WAS A RIDE AROUND TOWN ON THE

WILCOK:

: (»Rmsm)

N

over your voice, anyhow ,‘,..,' Kick the bell again, if you

want to.

3

What do you mean,..IF he wants to!l

MOL-“ I haven't seen him
. . 8o happy -since he fpund his commanding ¢fgicer of 1918
driving a garbage truck! . k
. FIB: ' You said 1t, kiddo. I'll:.oh hey, there's Wallace
, Wimple! J(CLANG-CLANC—) HEY WIMP! HI, BOY! ‘(CLANG-CLANG) ‘
', THIS IS ME, STOMPIN' THE BELL, WIMP! (CLANG-CLANG) '
MOL: MoGes! Stop kicking the gong around! : . |
‘ FIB: Huh? . . - . |
MOL: Try to act a little dignified, dearie! What will people ‘
think? Iet!'s try to act a little mdra....OI—lH{EiH, there!'s |
! Mrs. McDonald! (YEILS) Y0O-HOO, MRS. MCDONAID! IT'S
:Q ME, MOLLY MCGEE! ON THE FIRE ENG.....Oh, too late,
she didn't see me, ,

FIB: Men, oh man, what a buggy this is! This bsby's got
everything, hasn't it, Mike? What's the thing on the
disgthere that looks 1like a fire extinguieher° '

| DRIVER: That!s a fire extinguisher. But don't touch 1t. We
' don't know how it works yet.' _ :

SOUND: ' MOTOR UP AND OUT WITH COUGH . =

MOL: What are ve stopping here for, Mr. Casey? This ‘18'
Weflt's Malt Shop.

DRIVER:  Gotta run in and get the Chilef a bembarger, (FaDE)

Be right back, folks,



MOL;

OLD:

FIB:

,OID:

. owre

 myself.
- Indigestion? £ - , (

(eND REVISION) = =6~

.

- (HA?PIIX) Look at us, Tootsie..parked right in frat of
_a fire-plug BOY WHAT A DAY THIS IS 1 I wish a small
- V harmless fire would bust out. someplace 80 I could.. I{EY,

THERE!S THE OLD TIMER.
' MR, OIDTIMER" LOOK AT US! UP HERE ON THE

FIRE TRUCK'

(FADE IN) Well, hello there Daughter Hello, Johnny!
Say.. .you better climb down offa that thing before they
catch ye. 7 . .

Oh it's okay, 0ld 'I‘:mier. The ﬁre department is givin
us a ride on 1it. ﬂe won first prize in the used clothing
contest. . ‘ .

You ﬁop it legitimate; too, Johmny! I've often 3eerd

‘folks say..."THERE GOES MOGEB....DON‘T HE LOOK LIKE.THE

FIRST PRIZE IN AN OLD CI.OTHES CON'IEST"" Well, I wish T
was up there with you, k.tds...I 10-0-0-OVE FIRE ENGINES"
Yes, they're beautiful things all right. Unless you're
having a fire and they don't get there.

- Matter of fact, dsughter...I used to be a firemsn

'Hed to quit, though. Stummick trouble.

Nope, Calluges. ' Slid down that brass pole 0 often.
the skin on my belly woulda stoivped a bullet, I sure
loved it though.

‘-Dmcmm!n never: lmmtz Why ove time I was 'on &

1

(%mﬂ)
Isupposemuhade.lot ofnmmwafm

90~foot laddw ooatea Mth dee, carryin' & 3-lnch nozzle,

two aXes, . a flashlight, gas .maak, ‘001l o'vope, t‘mt@ﬁ

kit, luueh buoket, and some akblove letters I'd stole

outa Bessie’s spartment 0 b
YOU'D. smormmommmmmsAmATmmmm '
Read 'em!!! Shuoks.no, :!ohnw‘...m took ‘em up there to

throw into the firel Begaie’d ‘ever. of tb‘ok thqn e

letters into oourt E'd of been a gone goose' You know

the old sayin', "DO RIGHT AND FEAR NO MAN ... DON'T WRITE

AND FEAR NO WOMAN]' . ‘

But what happened on that: 90-foot ladder? A

I ...+ T 81ipped and fell, dsughter. It we.s.’ooa;ed with

10e...804 well, down I wentl =~ o

Wows!, ++20ff & 90-foot ladtlen.v Hurt you badly?

Nope. Iuockily I was still oun the bottom x'qngg,. .Weil

80 lopg kids - have fun!

»




. (oW REVISION). | -8
. F(IB:‘ v o Some f‘irana.n he musta been} I'll bet he - Ch, here's
V ‘ “"M:Lke ‘Scoot over, kiddo. '
'MOL:  We haven't touched a thing, Mr. Casey. I hope you got
= ‘ the Tﬁmburger all right, beca.use - .
DRIVER: . ALl set, Mrs. McGee. You wenta drive it

back to the station, McGee?

FIB:  HUH? ME?? OMIGOSH! YOU HEAR THAT, MOLLY? I'M GONNA
| DRIVE IT! I'M GONNA DRIVE THE FIRE ENGINE! 18 milliom

A hbrsepcmer, and I'm gonna drive it!!
MOL; (_13&&) Where can I get & taxi? :

DRIVER: Oh, he'll be all right, Mrs. MéGee. It!s only a couple

-

blocks to the engine house.

. FEB: choboy,'I hope somebody sees me I knowl Be justAn‘;y ‘

dirty luck that nobody sees me!

_DRIVER;  I'1l shift gears for you - kick in the clutch, McGee.

. ILet's go. - ' S
FIB: Oksy. (HABPILY) Boy, when I roll pest the Elks c1ub,
. ‘ ; with the siren goin" 70 and me goin' 30, those guys will -
~ SOND: . MOTOR ROARS UP ... SIREN SCREAVS, INTO:
0 - . 2 ,,: = ot s l 0 ;’ :

DRI'VE,R:V .

FIBr

‘Watch 1t now, Mogee - here we are! Just park 11; s,t gyg
~ Oh, that's okay, Mike = 1'11 wheel her right up the

firehouse. .

(m nnvmtm) ‘-'9-" o

curb theve. 1'11 puc 1t in the engine house le.ter.

drivewe.y, boy. I'll ta.ke her right on inside the

MOTOR DROPS IN‘I‘O SECOND, BEHIND :

Maybe you'd petter let him do 1t MoGee -It~’; a big
truck and =

It's the Chief's px;;.de and ;]oy and if anything got
scratched on it, he'd throw a - . :
Don't worry, 'I4 can handle it - watch ’1t. now! Qgsy up the
driveway ... easy .... and IN WE GO! WHOAP!! -
HEAVY CRUNCH OF FENDER AGAINST FIREHOUSE DOOR .

FIB:
MOL:

* that looks 1like a birdbath!

OHH DEAR! THE FENDER! McGee, you've put a dent in 11;

-

Migosh, I musta misjudged it! ;

K111 the motor, McGee. (KILL MOTOR SOUND) The Chief
ein't gonna 1ike this! (FADING) Iemme sée how bed it
is. He'll yell his head off when - ‘ '
(S0TTO VOICE) Come on, Molly, 1et's get ot}t of here‘

I guess we'd better, but - (



(REVISED) =-10-

Dm: ~ (OFF) HEY, CHIEF! WE BUSTED A FENDER} YOU BEITER COME
 OUT HERE AND -- HEV, MCGEE! WAIT A MINUTE!!

FIB:  (FADING FAST) COME ON, KIDDO - IET'S:GOil
' souﬁé-, ____ RUNNING FEET ,,, KEEP RUNNING

MOL: MOGEE! WAIT FOR BABY!! \'

DRIVER: (OFF) MCGEE! HEY! COME BACK HERE!! )
oRcH: ¢ - mrt,

APPLAUSE

-
v

SECOND SPOT . * (REVISED) -11-

' SOUND: RUNNING FOOTSTEPS. ...SLOW UP....

MOL: " Slow down, McGee.. .taka it eaay ..I'm winded...(GASPS)
FIB: Me too kiddo....(PAMING) I got a stitch in my side...n‘
that would...sew up the Grand Canyon ..(PAN'I‘S) , '
MOL: ° I think this is rather silly anyway. ..Just because you :
' dented the fender of the fire engine, we start -
_running thru al;'\l.ey.s like we'd blown ub the Third
National iaank! .
Weil, my- gosh, tootsie..that new\ fire engine cost:
30 thousand bucks. One fender, pro- fated would be
about seven hundred fish!! And I could also get ninety
days chippin’ boulders in the sneezer!
That's, silly! (CHUCKIES) Just because a fireman BEEFS...
we don't have to LAM! (I.AUGH...PAUSE) Well, don't you
. get it, dearie? It's a pun, based on.... .
This 1is nd time for jokes, 'kiddo" Not that kind oi*‘;okes
ényhow! Come on, let's duck 1nto Kremer's for a
root beer. 1I'm thirsty, .
So am I. If I'd lmown ve vere going to be hlgitives
from justice I'd have brought a centeen.

DOOR OPEN AND CLOSE

.Keep an eye out for uniforms, Tootsie, SO... .
Hi, Mister McGee! Hello, Mrs. McGee. Say, there vas a
t‘ir%man and a‘cop in here just now, They were klookinkg
for you. You been doing something? .




. Oh nothing serious, Milton. Though the way we've been

-~dodging around corners you'd think we'd been caught

singing the Whiffenpoof Song in Harvard Yard.
w serious it is, Milt, and I ain't stickln'

I dunno
around to érgue gbout it. If anybody else asks for me,
we ain't been ih here....see? : -
Stippose _they téke me down to headquarters, put me under/
a bright light and beat me with a rubber hose?
TELL 'EM NOTHING!...THEY CAN'T INTIMIDATE US..!!
Himself here will stick up for his rights if it breaks
every bone in your body, Mili‘.on Two rootbeers, please.
Yes, ﬁa'm. I'11 put straws in 'em so you won't have
to leave any fingerprints on the glasses.
THAT'S USING THE OLD BEAD, MILTY!!! GOOD BOY!!!
I studied to be a detective onee. Correspondence
course, But ‘I got scared and quit; . ‘
Got scared of what, Milton?
Well, I took an impression of my own. fingerprints ;}ust
1 for fun, and then found I'd been wanted for murder
' sinc;e 1879. You'll notice I always-wear gloves now.
But, Milt....1879...that was 50 iears before you were

~ born!.

(REVISED) -12-

FIB:

FIB:

MOL:
FIB:
MOL:

FIB:
MOL:
FIB:
MOL:

(2w FEVISION) 13-

Yeah. But there's no statute of limitations on murder,

Mr, McGee. Here's your rootbeers...(c &ﬂ&)

_Excuse me, & minute...I've got to sell that cop some

cigars.

Cops - my gosh, Molly...there's a cop at the cigar - '

counter.,. = Come on.....he didn't see us!!! Iet's duck
out the beck door,...quick!: - ‘
ROOTBEER GLASSES SET DOWN ... FOOT S’ASP'....

- OPEN AND CIOSE .... FOOTSTEPS ON PAVEMENT .... TRAFFIC

SOUNDS .... OFF .
Wow!! That was a cldse calll! -,,,Y“ou got an eyebrow pencil
with you, Molly? . - -
Yes....why? :

I wanna. draw a mustachs on my upper 1ip,

Well, if" you must have one, that's the logical pla.ce, all
right...

Then in case I see a.nybody that knows me... .

You mean, such as Mayor La Tpivia?
Yeah, or OH.....HIYAH, IA TRIVIA'.
Good day, Mr. Mayer. . ~




(OND REVISION)  -l4-

.

(REVISED) -15-

. .
- i

- GALE: Hello, Molly. Hello, MoGee. I can't stop to talk but .
L . minute. It's imperetive that I get back to the city ; ‘ GALE: I don't know what you're talking sbout I'm sure. But
i 4 l/ I simply must inquire‘im;o all this officisl sctivity.
_ FIB: y up, La ‘rr:[v? éity 'I're‘asufer get céught ‘ I'd phone, kbut there have been some leakg in my\ calis;.
. 2 > @ in the ti119 ' ; \ lately and I'd rather handle this in persony.‘ -
GALE: - - Na,"»’biit ‘something 1s going on &nd I don't know what it is. | - FIB: Maybe the insulstion has worn off your wires, La Triv . =
~°  There aré squad cars dashing around...motorcops all over GALE: What difference would that make? .

 the place, firemen popplng out of doorways..... As Mayor MOL: It would account for the leaks. You'see, if the water .

of Wistful Vista, I should find out what.... sosks thru the insulation....

SOUND: VSIREN-'WAY OFF IN DISTANCE .. FADE OUT j GALE: No, no, I didn't mean that kind of & lesk...: ,
GAIE: See what i‘me’m, McGée? That was a prowl car and it {~ FIB: I found a puddle of water under our phone one time, ‘ ,
.~ obviously means business.’ : L ' La Triv, right after I'd been talkin' to the bank e
MOL: ’, Well, you Pun ‘along, Mr. Mayor. Don't let us keep you. ‘*,O » liquidating some stock. So I naturally figured the
1 leak was.... ' ‘

PRy Yeah....I....uh....1f you find out what the trouble is,

© 1a Trivia, don't blame....I mean, 1t us know if there's
anything we can do. : . : :
~ Buch as ‘cetch a train out of town, or a.nytﬁing.

GALE

..

I SAID I DIDN'T LEAN THAT KIND OF A MEAK! LEAK!  I0OK...

WHEN I SAID THERE WAS A LEAK IN THE mu.owro\m...A FREAK

: IN THE YELLOWSTOMNE... - o

STREN FADE IN AND OUT FAST ,

(FADE) ~ANYWAY, I HAVEN'T TIME THIS SORT OF THING”
TODAY, . ,I HAVE TO GET' BACK TO THE,CITY. N HALL, \\;6:6'02 D‘AY’__ .

Good day, Mr, Mayor! Too bad, McGee...that would hav
o

' been a dandy one, too,

Yeah, but we better get moving, kid...I'm hotter than
July in St. Louls, end....SHHHHH!...LOOK...TWO COPS.....
RIG;{T THERE A‘l; THE CORNER{ COME ON,..UP THE ALLEY HERE!
F(JOTS'I‘EPS CRUNCHING UP ALIEY .




- MOL:

»

- ~ (2ND REVISION) 16+

MoGee, I've'got bed news for: gous E01811s acgenteend
FIB: Asen, cornered like s rat!! ‘WELL, mlmmvm TAKE ME
- DEAD! Because I*1l surrender the minute anybody...hey,
> wait & minute!....Here's a door.....let's duck through
‘ here... i Por o ‘ ;
MOL: How do you know what's in there? Maybe 1t's the back door
\Of the police station? \
‘F.IB: . No, the police stktion is at 14th and Osk. Come on....
: if sunybody asks any guéstions, we'u. tell. 'em we're the
o census takers. ,
MOL: They don't take the census r.ui next year. '
; FIB: Tell fem we write slow and had to have's hesd stert...
come ON.ss . :
 SOUND: _ DOOR IATCH .. INNER SANCTUM DOOR CREAK .. FOOTSTEPS ..,
. CLOSE ' .
MOL: Heavenly Days! Look at all the boxes in here. I ‘wondev.
what this stuff is? ‘
FIB: I don't know what 1t 1s, but I know what 1t better be!
~SouND: DOOR OFEN -
WIL: (FADE IN) .. at’ter you get thru with that crosstown
shipment, Fva.ser, ’11...VBI.L....HEU.O, MOLLY. HELIO,
. =, .
FIB:  See what I mean?
WIL:  VWHAT ARE YOU DOING IN HERE? :

FIB:

WIL:
MOL:

MOL:

" The whole dad-ratt.ed pol:l.qe force and fire departmenb

. truck was too big for the engine house and ’would you turn

(zzw msmma . v

G

is out lookin' for me, Junior, Look. . .1f you won first
pnize collecting usecl clothing and won a ride on a fire
engine a.nd just beoause I dented & fender, if ‘enybody

comes in bere lookin' for me, 1s it my fault if the .

Clia

me in, boy? . e 3 .

Is there ariy reward? . c -
Not that we know of.,

WHY CERTAINLY. I WON 'T TURN YOU 1IN, PAL....YOU CAN HIDE

H:ERE AS I.DN’G A8 YOU LIKE. . .THOUGH WE'RE AWFUI.LY BUS!.... -
WI‘I'H THE SPECIAL NEW JOHNSON'S GLOCOAT OFFER, YOU‘KNOW.
Yes, I believe we heerd something about-




MOL:
WIL:

FIB:
WIL:

WIL:

 Yeah, b

(RE'VISE)) -18-
It'a been keeping me hopping, believe me! You ses,

. Jommson's are voffering ONE-THIRD more Glocoat &t no extra
_cost! The New 1949 Glocoat with the New Glow! And

they're offering it on a monay-back—if-not-satisfied A
basis! : . ! :

he copc are after me and-

It’s a wonderful offer and I don't see how anybody could
resist 1t! Just imagine a THIRD more Glocoat for no
J

_extra , Pal! The new 1949 Glocoat that shines as
L

it dries -

But if the police came looking for =

- with an extra gleam and an extra measure of protection!
The Glocoat that's so eaéy to use - that. has always
saved you time and effort - and that now saves yo&rn;;nﬂey,
too! o
Weshoulda gi,ve. ourselves up! Look, if the cops -
Because with this great bargain offer, more housewives
than ever are learning about Johnson's Self-Polishing
Glocoat, and how it's the finest -

HEY, HEY, HEY, WAXEY!:!!!

Yes Pal‘l l .

We'd 1ike youp advice.

What'll T do, Junior? stay on the lam, or turn myself

s : .

‘Pal, my advice s s
minute's peace with this horrible thing on your -
conscience. Give yourself up, and pay for the demage .

Look...suppose :Lt costs you £ifty bucks or so. Isn't
that bettaxf than hming from the law all your life?

|

FIB:

WIL:

MOL:

'Nc, he's gt 8. ahpp on 14th Street...he stmightena out

busted 1pto, the Thind National Bank, she wouldn't bat an

0. 00850 O, SERY 00, SV HAX 18, M, Wiloox?
~Oertainly..my. agusin, BIG IFON-THINGS-OUR WILGOX. SW
HIM A HUNDRED BUOKS, AND YOUR TROUBLES. WILL BE SOLVED, .
What. As he,. Junior ~ a po:l,i«‘:.icim?

- Oh dear...aome on, MoGee.Mlat'a 1at Mr. wucox gat to

workyee

{

Yeah,.thanka for pothing m-. a],l, Junior.. Bida e

Don't mention it,
 MeworiBhy iy pins Siee £ e bk -

s
Here's what we. do, kid.do' I'll keep an. eye peeled famthe
gandamqs. You duck in the ocigar store snd telephone

Le Trivia.,.Disguise your volce and tell him I left town,
We-i;“l;v +s+ 811 pight. (FADE) Pull your hat dcwn more
over youn eyes sndues . \' - ;,
Okey---Ath, there goes & good kid! If I told her I'd just

eye. She 14 probably bat me,
Hi, Mister! A L ,;\ e
m" Oh, hi, Teeny. Look, I got vo time‘ ﬁqwtcbet.

the fat, v, . (.
Hoy,, goe,, my Deddy. gaid he
drivin'. a firetmck, mietex'.* Oh boy. did he get a ld.df ‘

‘But nevez'thelqsa however -

nices Jx ‘




' EIB:
. TEE:

“Idon‘ ‘

(ERD ms:on} ‘-20—

(mmsm} Yea.h? What d1d he say shout 182
v"'k"VWell, he said he'd seen lots of firetrucks go 'bx on false

alarms - but it was the first time he ever saw a false

 alarm go by on a firetmok! (PAU { What does that mean,

mister? Hn? What? .
Tmow Toeny! And I got no time to figure 1 out-,.’
I'm in ﬁrouble, see. With the cops.” ;

Trouble? With the law? (' YALIY) Well, you came to the
right Woman mister! Never fear, I shall hide you from

your pursuers!

Well, that's very nise of you, but -

Me and thlie Toops, we got. a dandy ‘hideout, T betohs.
It's a platfom up inna tree and gee, “the cops wouldn:_t
ever find you, I ba‘bohal

They wouldn't, eh? i i =
No, because - momM? o
I says they wouldn't, ‘eh?

' Wouldn' t what?

Ever find me.

. Who wouldn't?

The obpsl ™ © " U7 Jel o il bRy |

- Because I'd be in your hideout. -

g%

FIB: .. Well, that nev fire truck I was driving, Teeny -
TEE: YOU STOLE IT? - ‘ s

‘ FIB: No no no..I didn't steal anything.. I was dr;l.ving‘kit;., se'ek.
Ve & and e D - : \'
! TER: " Oh boy...YOUWRECKED ITH!l ' - -
FIB: I DD NOT...Look,.I. was driving it into the Fire house, .
: see and -~-- -
| TEE: " AND BUMPED IO A FIRE MAN AND BUSTED HIS LEG. .0c00000h,
. : GEE, YOU ARE IN TROUBLE, MISTER BECAUSE BUSTING A
, ~ FIREMAN'S IEG ----- ‘ .
't, FIB: . I DIDN'T BUST ANYBODY'S 1EG...I JUST DENTED A FENDER.
! S AND ALL THE COPS IN TOWN ARE LOOKING FOR ME,
TEE: Well, if it's that bad, mister...maybe ve better not
try to hide you. Because our hideout is up'inna tree.
FIB: Yes, I know, but what - ' e i
| TEE: ‘And you're far enough out. on a 1limb a.lready.. (GIGAIES)

Well if they put you in jail for life, don't you worry!
I'1l bake you a cake vith a calendar in 1t1\ (Q_GQ,L_E_)
- Se long, Mister!!! - - 0
- ORCH AND KINGS MEN: "THE. BEAUTIFUL BIOND FROM BASHF!& BEND" t
. (APPIAUSE) ' .




woL:

L ey . .
(PANTING) WGQG this has to atop! T oan't run'any -
1énger! ’ ‘

_ (PANTING) WHew! ‘Me, either! T'm beat ut ‘1iks & slow :

- bunt! I'm gomma quit running around like & hunted animal}
Iet's just walk - 1ike orﬁinery people' L

o

Bga. . T Upce aeh

. Up this slley here. We'll walk back of 'the pool hall

out through'the Elks Olub - bing 3¢ 2 ok
SIRMN IN'DESTANOR;. @ hatis Lwe n

| sotmn, SIREN FADES OUT3 ‘
: ' er I know where I'm going = I'm going to sit right down here *

Omigosh, here they come again! We're trapped, Molly!®

_ Where'll we g0? What'll we -

on this esh o&n &nd get my breath! Heavenly ‘days’ < we're
ot BEIMMnANA; Mlleck (10, 0 D Ea Doollsh

Y Sy OO0 DY MEens Juy O LBAG Q5 IO

MOL:
FIB:
OLE:

FIB:
OLE:

MOL: ;

(REVISED) 2 e b

No, but how can I explain that, over my hou.ldér, to a
running cop‘? Just because I happen to innocently bust'

the beaunior out of ‘the fender on a new firetruek

SOMEBODY 'S COMING UP THE ALIEY! '

Where? Oh, it's Ole, from the Elks' Club. Hello, 018s.
Hi, Ole. Pull up an ashcan and sit down. . ’

Hello, Mrs. I can't stay, McGee. I just happen to s»eer"
you come up this alley, and I br.fng you the news. -
Yeah? What is 1t ©6le? What!s the news?

The firemen is looking for you...They want you, McGee,
Oh...Well, isn't that nice, McGee? It's so nio@ to be

wanted.

. Yeah, Didja ask 'em what they wanted to see me about, 0le%

I don't ask questions from & men in a blue unif‘orm, McGee.
I ma.y be just the janitor, but I'm not a \(oolish Janitor!
They ask the questions.

What did they ask you, 0le?

Well, they say do I know where they can get hold of MeGee?
And I say most people get hold of McGee by the colle.r! ,k
Yeah? Then what? : =

G

Then he says if you come back to the Elks Club = l?ok you
in the closet a.nd call him quick!
WHAT? Lock me up? o =

- Sure. The Chief says if I lock you in the broom closet

he gives me five dolla.rs! Cash money |




. ' * (REVISED) 2k
; : MOL:: Heavenly days - a revard! That's ridiculous! He hasn't
‘ k - : . done e.nything 80 terrible, Ole! ‘
~ OIE: . I don't judge my friends by what they've done, Mrs!
‘§ 3 ‘ I don'tw”ven ask what he's done. I don't care!
. FIB: Good boy!
|| OLE: I Jjust ask one guestion -~ are you comin! back?? The

1 Chief gives me five dollars if - .
- MoL: Ohh, Ole! You wouldn't do a thing like that! Look,
' he's in troubls, O;e! All he did was dent a fender on
their nasty vold new firetruck. '

S e e

- FIB: - Sure, just a little dent.
(¥ MOL: And they've run us around till we 're worn out! .
?  FIB: Yeah, and you mean to tell me you'd turn me in - me,-
' . your pal - for a measly five-dollar reward?
OIE: (ASHAMED) McG@ee, you make me ashamed,\ogm.‘“ :
MOD: - Good' for you. ; -
} . OI.E:‘ Sure. I go see if they make it ten dollars. (FA]ﬁING)
L S wer .
= FIB: NO Wett——hey+—aweaigash, a fine friend he is! Come
- on‘, Molly, it's almost dark. Maybe we can sneak héme and-
'k . ‘MQL:";-‘, - Im :too tired o move, dearie. I'm going to sit right
: . he»rek till - :
_DRIVER:  (OFF) HEY, MOGEE! WELL, AT LAST! ;
FIB: OMIGOSH, IT'S HIM, MOLLY! IT'S THE FIREMAN! IT'S CASEY1
., ~MOL:

I don't care. -Iet!s give ourselves up and go quietly. .
. - If they'll carry us. My feet are -

. | {mme%~
® DRIVER¥ " (w Where the devil have you been, MaGee? 7
\ . WG'vé soourea this town f'or you! : '

FIB:'  Okey, I glve up, Miksl Slap the Guffs oo me!  I'm beat] -

Frisk me 1f you wént:a T'm oot paskin' avoal -

DRIVER: Lok - out out the double talk, will you? s Whols ,
fire depax'tmebt 1s looking for you' AND‘ the ?olida : o &

. Force! : . 4 \?
MOL: (MAD) Oh, what. 's he done that's so terrible? Heavenl'y :

days, all this fuss over & littie old dem:eu- fender. :

- That eould’ happen to' < o : o
DRIVER: . WHA™? Nobody oares about & dented fender, Mrs. MoGee.
FIB: Huh? I thought - ' .
DRIVER; I.obk " when you turned off that eng:lné mGee - XOU

WAIKED OFF WITH OUR IGNITION XKE¥s! * s

.." ORCH: "YoUsD_ BE HARD T0 REPIACE'",.FADE FOR: P
(APPIAUSE) ‘
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CLOSING COMERCIAL

o

kaw.-

: Tt -
WII.COX: -—/-;!ow, let me remind you please. For a very limited time..

At

S

. the makers of Johnson's WaX are making an unprecedented

bargain offer to introduce you to new 1949 Glo-Coat. You
can of Glo-Coat ... the wonderful new Glo-Coat.

can get
with the bright new glow .. for one half its usual price..
when you buy another o.an‘ at the’_regular price. That
means a saving of 29¢ when you buy twin pints ... 4o¢
when you buy twin quarts,

Seé"jo'ur Johnson dealer tomorrow. You will not only

- get a brighter giow .+. & longer-wearing glow on your

floors and linoleum ... you will save money by doing it.

ORCH: _ SWELL MUSIO: FADE FOR:

MOL:
FIB:

(REVISED) -27-
Ladies and gentlemen - now that we've given the ocar keys
back to the firemen, we'd like to put in a 1ittle plug

b

for them, ! R B

Sort of a fire-plug, you might say.

‘Yes, these fellows don't wear fancy uniforms - and th\eir .

heroism 1s usuvally anonymous - but there is no finer,

br&ver or more conscientious group of men anywhere tie ‘

than those at your local firehouse.

Success, to them, starts at the t top of the ladder - and -

may they all come down safely.

Goodnight, : .
Goodnight, all. ‘ ”
PLAYOFF_AND SIGNOFF

The makers of Johnson's Wax and Johnson's Self-Polishing

Glocoat, Reoine Wisconsin and Brantford, \Ganada,“briyngh',
you Fibber MeGee and Molly e8oh week at this time.
Be wdth us egain next Tuesday night, ‘won't _you?

(SWITCH TO HITOH) .
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1 i . " o
1h e : | Cut-in Teg Commercial .
Network. .Tag . v :
= - ‘ SECTTONAL CUT-IN: Los An eles KT 'I'AKIB AND FEEDS
SOUNDE  (Three quick blasts from a car horn) : sdford (mm),
g - Sacramento (KCf\‘A Sen Frenc1sco (KNBG
Da -- da-da Fresno (KMJ, Bakersfield -(KERO), S hachare
Lo b - . (KIST), Sen’Diego (KFSD).
ANNCR: ~ Rub it on Q : el .
e . - » QUT-IN TAG COMMERCIAL , J
SOUND: (Three more) Da--da-da _ e ’ »
: z : : ) (NBC HOIIYWOOD TO SUPPLY WORD AND TIME CUES) -
ANNCR: _ Wipe it off (SLIGHT PAUSE) That's all you do with = L = _ .
o : i CUT-IN ANNOUNCER (130 WORDS :
JoLhnsonﬁs Carnu...the wax-fortified auto polish that =
: . Have you heard about Johnsou's Drax? D-R-A-X It's ‘
oleans and polishes in one easy. application. : :
o the new pmduot. that ‘me¥es starched shirts oomfortable =
Carnu outs through traffic ternish...whisks 1t away.
o yes, honest-to-goodness eomrorta.ble. - You just add Drax
or oan't touch that traffic tarnish...but Carnu will. . ', e
; to your starch solution. The result? The shirt tormns
Carnu polishes your car, too., Gives it a brilliant i . : -
o | out to be orisp, fresh and smooth -- but without that
luster that mekes it look 1like new. > ’ x , ‘
: : stiff, boardlike feel. Collars and ouffs don't soratch,
Ask for Johnson's Waex-Fortified Carnu tomorrow. . ¢
: orack or crease. Your:husband will be delighted with
Cleaning & car cen be hard work., OCarnu saves you & lot x 2
L - - % starched shirts that are really comfortable.\
: . of that work. Saves you time, too. And gives your ocar - : o A
: : - ! You'll be delighted at how much easier starched shi(xlgs
a real Sunday Shine.’ .
are to iron -- by aotual test, 20% easier., Try Drex --
Rub it onm.... :
e - . it's easy to use on all your washables, Just add it to
SOUND:  Ds -- da-da o
T = - z . your final rinse or stamh solution, Remembgr Drax --
ANNCR:  Wipe 1t off....
o . : D-R-A-X -- is made by the makers of Johnson's Wa.x. ;
SOUND:  Da -- da-@a
— ! Buy Drex from your dealer tomorrow. -

_ ANNCR: _  That's ell you do*(SLIGHT PAUSE) with Carnu.




