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FRED ALLEN SHOW

FEERUARY 21, 1940 WEDNESDAY

HARRY:

{"eMILE DARN

(FANFARE ) _
The Fred Allen Show! [(FANPARE) Brought to you by Ipana
Toothpaste for the Smile of Beauty! S8al Hepatica for the
Smile of Healtht |
¥a'....UP AND UNDER BILLBOARD)

HARRY ¢

HARRY?

An Hour of Smiles with Fred Allen, Folks. 3600 seconds
of fun and ﬁusic. Pun with our star comedlan, Fred Allen.
With our guest, the 6-year-old xylophonist, Baby Barbara.
Music with Peter Van Steeden, the Merry Macs and Wynn
Murray., The time has come - It'a ths Fred Allen 3hov,
(APPLAUSE )
Tonlght, we hﬁﬂa & reclpe for a happy hour, And the
firat lngrediﬁit i3 overture, And here it is 'Glve A
Little Whistl;y'

’ ("GIVE A LITTLE mIE’%E“.;-sai-l-.dlrilidtdo!uit--DHCHESTRﬁ & J:'IERHY mcs}

e i i
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And now, Ladies and Gentlemen, I could say "Here is
Americats favorite comedlan,” I could say "Here i3 the
man who 1s responsible for more laughter in the world
than woolen underwear.h I could say a lot of things, But
tomorrow!s Washington's Birthday. 4nd out of respect to'
Washington!s memory, I shall tell the truth, What he is,
is a matter of opinion. But here he 1s, Fred Allen --

in person!

{ APPLAUSE)

eenablas i,



2

ALLEN g " ‘Thank you, Thank you. And good. evening, Ladles and
Gentlemen, And congratulations, Mr., Von Zell, in breaking
the habit of a lifetime. Although you might have choaen
another time and ancther place to start telling the truth,
Your lncome tax 1slcoming up. You might have held up.

HARRY: But, gosh, Fred, tomorrow's Washington's Birthday,

ALLEN: Well, you could obaerve 1t some other way. You could
get = hatchet and chop down a8 commerclal. You could
'fhrow‘?an Steeden across the Potomac.

HARRY: New Jersey would only throw hlm back,

ALLEN : That's right., And the air 1s bad enocugh without Van
Steeden in it, Bo much for the truth. Do you realize
what.would happen in radio 1f everybody suddenly started

" telling the truth?

PETE: Tou'd sure get some gurprises In your fan-mall, Allen.

ALLEN: He who laugha last catches the repeat progrom, Mr, Van
Steeden, If our asudlence expressed 1ts true opinilon of
you - rlght hnow. You would be M,C.1ng a vegetable
b]:itzkrieg.

PETE » If you want my true oplnlon, Mr, Allen, I'd rather have
vegetables arcund me than a half-baked ham.

ALLEN® Tou 1ntimate.that I have descended from a long line of
underdone swine ancestry.

FETE : If the shoe fits, you're the heel, Allen,

ALIEN You and those goy ninetlea rejoindsrs, If you want to
hear the truth -

PETE « It will be a novelty coming out of you,

ALLEN: I'll tell you the truth,

PETE 2 Okay. How do I rank as a mudilcian?
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When used to qualify your limited talents, Mr, Von Steeden,

the word rank ceases to be a verb and abruptly becomes an

" Now, wailt a minute, Fellows. There!s only ons-way to

~If Allen ever opens hils mouth at the Zoo a baby kangaroo

I'd make you swallow those words, Van Steeden, but I'm

not going to relilsve your malnutrition.

Hold 1t, Fellowa, Here's what walll do, Let's all tell
the truth about each other in one ghort sentence, That
will be a tribute to Washlngton and we'll get the whole

thing off our chests at the same time,
It's ockay with me., You start 1t, Harrf. And glve us the

411 right, Peter Van Steeden and Fred Allen. I think you

The rest of my line has been censored,

My linet's all cut out, too,

J3o0 1s mine, But I happen to think of another line I can

use right here, Van Steeden you are so low & worm can

look down on you,

Doggons you; Allen, you do 1t every time,

And with this hilarious Ven Steedeniam we close our truth

conference and seek solace in the latest news of the week!
(FANFARE )

The Ipana News presents the World in Review!

ALLEN 2
. adjective,

HARRY:

settle this,
PETE :

will jump in 1it.
ALLEN &
HARRY:
PETE ¢ That sults me,
ALLET 2

truth,
HARRY:

' twe guys are --

ALIEN Let™s have 1t.
HARRY:
PETE s
LLLEN =
PETE £
ALLEN:
ALIEN :
(MUSIC UP.........FADES)
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New York City, New York, Mother Nature sends Eastern

9tates a coamic valentins in form of wlnter's worst
blizzard., Heavy snow, accompanled by sub-freezing
temperatures and ley galss, tles up highways, slows
tralns, impedes city traffic, and brings chills and spills
to milliens, Ipana News checks up on effects of last
week's storm by quizzing ths man in the sleet,

First, s representative of the clty department which bore
the brunt of the storm and came through with flying
ahovels -~ the Department of Sanltetion, For the story
of how the snow was removed from our streets, Ipana News
econsults a minor member of the Department, Mr, Fidley
Blgbb, Mr, Blobb,

Don't thank me.

A1l right, T won't,

Thank Mayor La Guardia,

But he 1isn't here,

Start o fire and he will be.

Well, that's a lot of trouble, BSupposs you give us the
details, Mr. Blobb. Just what part did the Mayor play In
getting the snow off the streets?®

He warned us the storm was comin?,

Really? How d1d he know?

He was dedicatin! an orphanage in Brooklyn., 2mackl
Somethin! wet hit him in ths back of the neck,

Wes 1t a spitball?

Mo, A1l ths crphans was 1ln front of him.

Then wes 1t --
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Mo, Mot that, This ain't ths migratin' season.

Then it nmust have been --

‘Yes, Snow, Z1p! The mayor'a headint for a telephonse!

Bang! He's got us on the wire! Whooshl We'rs sendin!

out 377 snowplows to clear the strests!

And that kept the snow under control?

Not yet! 3mack! Some more snow hits the Mayor! Bang!
Hela got us on the wire againl Whoosh! Welre sendin!
out thirty thousand shovelers to clear the sidewalka!
And that --

Not yet, Emapk!

Soms more snow hits the Mayor!

Bang!t

Hels on the wire égain!

Whoosh!

Toulre sending out --

A man with a teaspoon,

A man with a teaspoon?

To dig the Mayor out of Brooklym,

oh, I see. Well, thank you, Mr. Pidley Blobb,
Dont't thenk me,

Youltve anid thot --

Thank dayor LoGuordis,

I told you, he isn't hers,

Ok, yeah? Waste some waterd
Leook, with things the way they are, I don't even dare

dreol, and goodbye, Mr, Fildlsey Blobhb,

to

The man who had the most unique experlsnce of 2ll the -

milllons affectad by the storm 1s Mr, Diogenss Leer.

What 1s your occeupatlon, Mr. Leer?
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I'm a professional perambulatin' blockade.
A professionesl perambulating blockads?
That's uptown for picket.
ind were you pleketing on the day the blizzard struck?
And how, brother, I was workin' a theatre that was
showin' "The Invisible Man,"
Picketing "The Invisible Man?"
On accounta you cantt tell If he's wearing a unlon sult,
Oh, I ses.
Ho you dontt,
At any rate, when the blizzard come --
I was walkint up an'! down 1n fraﬁt of the theatre wlth me
pleket sign. The snow plles up around me,. JII put a de-lcer
on the sign and keep cn walkin!, back and forth,
Yas,
Filrst thing I know, I've worn a path and the snow'!s drifted
so high on both sides I'm out of sight. Next thing I'm
covered over,
But you kept right on plcketing?
Thatts right, bud, NWext mornin' they dig me out. There
I am, atill walkin! up an' down in the trench I'd made,
Oh, you --
You said 1f, bud., I was in the groove,
Well, thonk you, Mr, Diogenes Leer,
If there's ancother blizzard =nd you come by that theatre --
Yoy --
Bz gure and don!t ses me,

Thank you, I woritt., 4nd goodbye, Mr, Diogenes Lesr,
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A soclety matron who found the recent storm of deeided

beneflt to her beauty is Mrs., Wiltmore Van Dsbble, Junior,

~You enjoyed the storm, Mrs,Van Dabble?

Deliriously, It brought back the rosss to my chesks,
You had been wan up to that time?

I was frightful, People sald my face looked as if 1t had
been 1lifted by a plastered surgeon,

Really?

My achool glrl complexlon had flunked out,

Did the loss of your beauty affect your social life?
Definitely, When Elsa met me, she dldn't nod, she
mersly bobbled, Brenda gave me an occcaslonal amile,
but only with fifty watts, Lueius came to call, but

In overalls,

You had to do something to mske yourself more attractive,
Deecldedly, Filnally, someone suggested qinter sports,
Skiing. 8ksting, Romplng in the snow,

You tried 4it9®

I waa desperate snough to try anfthing. I'd even slept
on collar buttone to glve myself dimples.

So when the blizzard came --

I hastensd to the park with my footman, Pebbles. He
carried skils, skates, and a palr of anowshoos,

You wvere golng to try them =2ll,

In rotatlen, First, Psbblss strapped me to the gkis.
He helped me up.. I sat dewn, He helped me up. I

sat down. TUp., Down., Ad infinitum,

I Bee,
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Then Febbles strapped me to the anowshoes. He helped
me up. I z=at down. He helped me up -- I aat down.
That kept up?

For houra. Then we repalired to the skating pond. Pebblss
strapred on my skates., And again.....

It was up and down, up and down.

But harder.

But you kept 1t up, regardless?

I'd go through anything for besauty.

Then you did find that romping in the blizzard aided
your beauty?

Yes, It helped me in the end.

And thank you, Mrs Wiltmore Ban Dabble, Junior.

A man who suffered a bitter disappointment as a reasult
of laat week's storm 1s Mr Phil Anolick, aliaﬁ Leggsy
Anollck, alias Phil the Lug, alias Strangler Phil.
(TOUGH) Call me 3trangler. ﬁe 0ld mudder liked dat
best.

All right, Strangler. Tell us, how did the blizzard bring

‘frustration into your life?

Huh?

How come da storm gotcha down, pal?

Oh, dat. I was In de Tombs, see.

The Tombs. That's the city prison, lsnit 1t?

It éin't no playground, bud.

Wasz 1t your flrat sentence?

lah. I was playin'! s rsturn engagemsnt. I'm Public
Criminal number 9,432,698 3/%,

I sse.
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I set there 1in me cell for three months. Then I got to
thinkin'.
Naturally, you had to do something to pass the time AWaY.
I remembered a movie I seen once. The Count of Mount
Crisco or somethin', There was an old gﬁy 1n it that
lammed outa stip.
Yes, I remember. The Count pried up a block in the floor
of his cell and dug his way out.
Yeah. So I says to myself, what's he got that I aidt got?
Di1d you get an answer?
I didn't walt for no answer, bud. I pried up me floor and
started dlggin' a tunnel., Wid me bare hands. I dug
every night for six weeks, sendin’ out de dirt in my
laundry.
You dug sll by yourself?
A frlendly groundhog helped me some.
I see. |
At des end of six weeks -- dat's Wedncsday morning -- I'm
right under de street. A1l I gotta do 1s shove up a
couple cobblestones and I'm out.
You shoved up the cobblestones?
Not den. It was daylight. I hadda walt t1l1l dark.
Oh, naturally.
Wednesday midnight I crawls through me tunnel. I shaoves
up de cobblsstones --
You were fres.
Nah. I'm under & three foot snowdrlift. De bllzzard

had come.
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¢h. And you --

I went back to me cell. A failure. All on accounta de
SIOW .

But walt a minute. You'd dug all that tunnel with your
bare hands -- couldn't you dig a few feet farther through
a snowdrift?

Are you kiddin?®?

Well, why couldn’t you?

Look, bud. De city had kept me in de Tombs fer three
months - -

Yag ~--

You think I'm gonna help ‘em clear the streeta?

oh.

Whatcha think I am?

I couldn'’t say it here, and thank you, Mr 3trangler
Anolick.

A little known officlal in the street cleaning departmsnt
glves his opinion after the storm, Mr Tinker Dawdle. What
is the snow outlook, Mpr Dawdls?

I just made a flyin tour of the city on skla.

And'?

Nothin's under control.

What'a the trouble?

The city's short of dough, Brother. They been spendin!
money llke water. What'as the matter?

llow we're out of water, too.

Right. If the streets was as clean as the treasury, and

the reservoir, we'd be sittin pretty.
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Isntt ths Majon—dping anything sbout removing the snow?
Hb,qallsd_thé Baaf& of Batimate into his office yesterday,
To pass an apprmpriﬁtiun? |

T¢ pray for rain. It's cheaper.

You’ve:gpﬁ fha eQuipmant,ihavenft gﬁuf,'

Plenti._ Remsmbér thet big anwstdrm'iast year?

Yea. '_ C '

I cﬁlled ot Te-broum,truskn, Lap croaswalk plaws, 297
flushing machines. My first truck W&ﬁ back In 20 minutes,
Wnat was in 1t? '

60 tbns of snow% And 91 pickats.

Fine. o

I had the Eity cisan-in six Hours.

Why cén't yﬁﬁ sand oui your eguipment today.

We gotta cut down on the budget. I only got t¥o men out.
only two men ¢learing the snow away.

Yeah. I got a guy with a whiskbroom brushin! off Papk
Avenue . '

And ths other man removing the snow. _

He's a guy with big feet. He'!s stampin 1t down in the
Bronx .« | '

Do you think New York will ever be able to get rid of

thé snow without any money.

Therefs only one solution, brother.

And what ié that?

Ir ali the people goin?! to Jersey to buy cigarettes -
Yes.

If they?’ll carry a pound of anow over to Jersey with Yem -
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Yoa.
The city'll ba clean tomorrow.

I hope ao. And thank you Tinker Dawdle. A mounted

* pollceman who had an unusual experience in the blinding

snowatorm was Officar Cornwall Straddls. What happsned,
Offlcer 3traddle?

Well, I ride out . Wednesday as ususl. I'm feelin tip-top.
Ready for traffic, eh?

Rarin! to go; Iim ridihg down Sixth sidesaddle.

Kldding, of course.

Yeah, Handin the cab-drivers a laugh. I pull up at
57th 3treet. I'm yellin Hyo, 31llver and prancin me horse
to & hurdyQQurdy. '

You were on duty at 57th and sixth,

Yeah. I got a five hour hitch. I take over. I'm
watchin me lights, blowin me whistle.

Evarytﬁing's under control, eh?

Traffie's runnin as smooth as syrup leaklin through a
hole in a waffle.

Minae.

But not fer long, Brother, 1t started.

The =ngow?

I never seen nuthin 1ike it. The snow's comin so thick
I can't oven see in between the flakes. I'm sittin thers
on me horse.

1t must have been.terribla.

Itis brutal., I feel like a halr stickin up in a shower

of dandruff.
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The snow kept coming down.
I canft see nuthin. I'm blowing me whistle. Wig-waggzin
me arms, cars l1s goln in all directions. I don't mean
nuthin.
Yes.
At two o'clock the snow 18 up to me horssts withera.
Yes.
At three olclock it's up to mine.
At four o'clock. '
It!s peltin down.. I'm 3till in the saddle. Me horse
i3 treading anow.
This kept up all afternoon.
By five o'clock. I'm under the snow. Only me ayes is
stlckin out., I'm just gettin ready to gquit.
Yesn. '
I see a lump comin under the snow. The lump pulls over
to the curb.
And?
It's a car. The guy's parkin next to a hydrant.
What did you do?
I geta down off me horse. I'm 1n eight feet of snow., I
burrow me way through ths snow and give the guy a ticket.
Did you find your way back to your horse.
I come feelin me way back undsr the snow. Finally, I comes
to scmethin.
Yea.,
I can't find the stirrup but I jumps up on top.

Teg.
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411 but me head 18 under the snow.. I yell "Giddap" and

I'm off..

On your way back to the station? _

Th&t'g what I thought. I come to 59th 3treet, me horse
wonit turn. I'm yellin "Gee, Bessy." Nothin doing. I
shoot up Central Park weat.

with your 'head stlcking out of the snow?

Yéah. i'm_?ellin Whoa. TI'm still zoln. Through Yonkers.
Through Mt Vernon. I come to Stamford. Bang. I stops.
Your horse must have been sxhausted.

What horae? |

You didn't gét back on your horse In that snow.

Ho. I mounted the Boston bua;

Well many happy returns and thank yow, 0fficer 3traddle.
A downtown housewife wheo enjoyed a freak adventure in
heavy snowstorm 1s Mrs Maxine Msssbaum. You had an unusupal
experience, Mrs Messbaum.

(JEWISH) What 1s happenink to me could be by Disney.
it was. so funny, you mean?

A bisael funny but with complications.

Whet  happened? |

Where I am livink 1g a ground floor. Upstalrs it's a
tenement.

I seon.

A1l day lonk my husband Neville 1s away wolking.

What does your husbhand dp?

Neville 1s s tzipper=tdater.

He teats zippers 1in a clothing store?
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No. In & soda fountzin..
Llippers at & soda fountain?
When you are gettink & soda in a soda fountain what
ig stigklng up.
3trawa .
Exactel. GSometimes the straws 1s clogged, with eppils,
the seda 1s not tzipping up.
oh. -So before the sfraws are put into the sodas --
Neville is givink a tzip to making eoltan.
And that makes him -
A tzipper-teater.
Fine. Now about the snowstorm.
Az previously, I am stating. I am livink on the ground
floor.
I ses.
Always the window I am leavink open I econld see what's
golnk on.
That's the beauty of living on the ground floor.
Is also handy, When I am goink by the A and P I am
steppink out the window and I am already on the strest.
Very convenilent.
Comink back I am steppink 1n the wiﬁdow. Zip. I am

home .
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And on the day of the atorm.

I am golnk tc a movie. Zazu Pltts 1is playink, 1t's a Western.
You left home, early, did you?

I am ateppink out the window. It could be one o'eloeck.

And while you were in the theatre 1t started snowing?

I am comink out. It's six o'clock, the streets is mountains.
3now 1is over all.

Did you have any trouble getting home?

Trouble, he's sayink. In Minsk, as a little girl, I am
akiink incesaantly.

What d41d you do,

I am ¢limbink on the snow givink a yodel.

And starting for home?

Foist, I an stbpping by Irvink, the dellcatessen, and buyink
cold cuts. Neville is likink cold cuts Wednesdays.

A gourmet.

Every time;

After buying the cold cuts 4i1d you come right home?

Pell mell. I am walkink down the street on top the snow,
steppink In the window, I am home.

And ‘t-hen.:

I am fixink up the cold cuts and sittink down to wait fop
Neville, Then. it i3 harpenink.

What? .

A man iIs steppink in the window. I am swoopink down and
kigsink him. He 13 looking up-

Ang .

It is not Neville.

You were in the wrong apartment?
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The snow 1s so deep I am steppink In a window three flights
up .

Vhet bappensd?

Tucklly the strangerlls 1iking cold cuts. We are eatink
dinner.

What became of Neville?

Neville I zm divorcink. Next week I am no longer Mrs,
Weville Messbaum.

No.

Il am Mrs, Plerpont Welntraub, M.D.

M.

Millinery Deaigner, From now on my hats T am gettink
wholesale.

Congratulations, Mra. Flerpont Welntraub on your Snow White
adventure ., And now a man who welcomed the snow was Poet
Thorndyke Swinburne. Your name sounds familiar Thorndyke.

Have you ever been on thils program before?

CAre you atill on the sip?

Aa far as I know,
Then I hawn't been on your program,
Didn't you write & poem about the c¢old?

Yes., When zero 1s below, below
The world 12 decked in lce &nd anow.

I knew 1t. You were on this program last month.

do I was. S0 I was.

You reclted that cold poem, dildn't you?

30 T did. 30 I did. And you threw me out the 49th Strcet
d oor,

30 I did. 8o I did.
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"HARRY ¢ Before T recite tonight, may I ask a favor?

ALLEN ¢ What?

HARRY Will you throw me out the 50th Street Door? I'm golng
uptown. |

ALLEN 2 T'11l be glad to. Have you written any poems since you were

here last? _
HARRY & One or two. Oh, Mother, Mother Make My Bed! A Hangnall
Ceught On A Harpstring Said! The Skeletons Retort to An

Xray_?lata.

ALLEN ¢ Theas were fillzinsg.

HARRY & Yes:; I wrlte mostly about the elements, Cold, Fog, Wind.,
Rain.

ALLEN % You'swung into action during the recent 3now storm, of course.

HARRY : Yes. 1 composed a poem. Would you care to hear 1t7

ALLEN 2 Is there anything I can do aboubt 1t.

HARRY 3 No. I weigh 200 pounds.,

ALIEN: That's all I want to know, What ls your posm called?

HARRY : 3now I3 3now.

ALIEN - Fine .

HARRY : Snow 1is Bnow

‘Where 'er you g0
Pile it high
Pilo 1t low

3t111 it's anow,

Anow 1ls 2now

When 1t's in & ball
When it's in the street
When 1t's in the hall

3t111 it's snow. (More )
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Snow 1s Snow
Though it sesems a blanket
Yhen 1t's in your motor
Ag you try to erank 1t
Lump it. Dump it. B3tack it. Bank 1f.

3111 1it's snow.,

Snow I8 Snow

To the child at play.

To Admliral Bypd 1t's all in & day

And 4if you ask me

Is it aye, Is it nay.

Ts 1t snow

Then to you I 38y

¥es, It's no.

That ia the end

Yos, You mey throw me out now .

It will be a pleasurse. And thank you Thorndyke Swlnburne.
Complication following visit of blizzard to MNew ¥York in
¢rlglg In funds avallable for snow removal. Commlssicner
of 3anitation Willlam F. Carey announces that not enough
money 1la availlable to work clty's regulasr snow-clearing
edquipment or to hire emergency trucks and laborers. Mayor
Ia Guardla confers on altuatlon., but concedes that fund
shortage 1s serlous, Ipana News helps out situation by
rresenting & theme song to aid snow removal fund,

dnow, Johnry.snow Johmny, blizzard and slset,

o money, no money, to ¢lean up the atroet.

{Mors)
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BOY3: Mhere 'as slush on ev'ry av-sn-ue.,

(CONTD )

Fiorella cannot tellye what to do..

Thers 's no dough, Johnny, no. Johnny, not & red cent

To pay for shovelling snow --

We 11l just kick it around,

7111 1%t c¢cannot be found --

We mean the snow, Johnny, 3nod, Johnny., Snow..

(MUSIC UP 70 FINISH. o o e o o o)

ALLEHN 3 And now the Merry Macs dedlicate thelir first song to the Long

Ranger's Grandfather. XYou pemember him 'Ragbime Cowboy Joe!l

{"RAGTIME COWBOY JOR

n
. _ .

—

e Mo T e T C—

( APPLAUSE )
FIRST COMMERCIAL
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(APPLUASE)

ALIEN: Pietro Van Pencho and his Haclenda HL1l Blllies have just
played "Say 81 St." 31 means Yes in Spanish. With those
51 81's that's probably a Spanish Yes-man's song. And
now we turn from bolsterous hanter to our gusat. OShe's
a cute little girl -

FORT & Yes, Mn. Allen.

ALIEN: Ho. Not you, Portland. I was talkiﬁg about our gusst.
The word cute should have been your tip-~off.

PORT: Well, your guest isn't here yet. If you want to kill
tlme you can talk to me.

ALLEN: - fhat‘s & nasty weapon to pull on time, DBut, tell ms,

what'a new?

PORT: Nothing much. Mama and T went to the Dog Show.

ALIEN: You didn't win any prizes, did you. Hal EHal

FORT: If that was supposed to be funny, I'm not laughing.
ALLEI: Tou've jolned the great majority, eh? What kind of dogs

d1d you sse at the Show?
PORT We zaw some bagels.
ALIEN: A bagel 1ian't a dog. A bagel 18 an ossifled crumpet.

¥ou mean 2 heagls.

FORT ¢ Maybe., They have long ears that hang down.

ALIBN: Lf thelr ears hang down. How can they hear anything?

FPORT: They can't., .If you want to call a bagel 1t takes two
psopls.,

ATTRI: ' How do you work 1t%

PORT: One peraon stays behind and 1ifts up the tagell!s sars.
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Yea.
And when you call it the bagel can hear where you are.
It must be confusing if you're all alone with a beagle.
If you lift up his ears to call him you'rs right thaﬁe.
And the beagle hasa no place to run,
I guassa the beat thing i3 not to own one,
That's what I do and 1t's working out very well., Did you
see any hloodhounds at the show?
Yea. Wé 8aw one bloodhound that sure had imaglination,
How could you tell the bloodhound had imagination?
He made a big fuss over Mama. And- Mama's anemic.
That must be the same bloodhound thét bit Benny one year,
on spsculation. What else did you see?
We zaw some of those little dogs with the sunken stomachs,
Thelr stowachs hang down like skin snoods?
Yeos.
Those are dachshunds. They're bullt sc low when you feed
them you have to bury their focd so they can gat at 1t.
If you eaver buy a dachshund be sure toc ask for the shovel
that goes -with 1t.
I will. A funny thing happened when we passed the
English setters.
Really?
Yea., All the dogs stood up and pointed at Mama.
But why should the bird-dogs point at your Mother.
Before Mama got married her maiden name was Partridge.
What a memory those dogs must have had. Was 1t cold at
the Tog Show?
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PORT: I guess so. A wan kept going around defrosting the water
apaniels.
ALIEN: Yes. A water spanisl will cube up on you 1f you don't

watch him. Did you see any Boston Bulls at the show?

FORTs Those dogs with the Ubangi 1lips?

ATIEIN: Yes.

PORT Yos. We zaw lota of those.

ALLEN: You have to be careful with a Boston Bull. It's lower jaw

3ticks out so far if you leave it out in the rain 1t will
ship water and drown. If you sver buy a Boaton Bull be

sure to ask for the umbrells and stomach=pump that goes

with 1t.
PORT: I'11 remember.
ALLEN: 1Do that. Did your Mother buy any dogs at the Show?
PORT: She was golng to buy & French Poodle but it was a fake.
ALIEN: The French Foodle was & fake? How could you tell?
PORT: Mama sald "Comment allez-vous' to the dog.
ALIEN: Yez.
PORT: And 1t never even looked up.
ALLEN: It's a good thing your Mother didn't start talking

Sealeyham. Or you'd have been arrested. Well, now that
we 've put on the dog what about our guest star?
PCRT: She's the youngest xylophone virtuoso in the world.
ATLEM: You mean she's sc amall I'll have to hold her up for two

choruses while she plays a number?

FORT s ¥ou'll have to ask her. Mr. Allen meet Miss Barbara
Delrose.
ALIEN 4 Dood evening, Barbara,.

BARB}=mnu—J Hellg Mr. Allen.



ALLEN:
BARB#

ALIEN ¢

HE 4-.

How 18 itsy bltsy Babay this dweat blg booful evening.

If you're talking baby-talk for me, Mp, Allen, you can

dlspense with it.

I'm sorry, Barbara. You'pe so little I didn't kmow.

BARBge | I stoppgd baby~talk years ago.

ATIRE e |
BARB:
ALIEN:

BARB:

ALIEN 3

BARB:

ALLEI

BARB:

ALLETfs

BaRBs

ALIEIT s

BARBs

AT.LET:

DARBg

How old are you, Barbara?

[ I'm six and a half.

31x and a half. Well, T wust say you don't look it. T
have never seen anyone as wall preserved at six and a
half as you are Barbara Delrose.

g- Thank you, Mp. Allen.

Don't mentlon 1t. Why I've got a suitcase home that's
only four years old and 1t's a meas. And here you are at

g2ix and a half as fresh as a dalasy. It's frustrating.

Y_Whﬂt does that mean, Mr. Allen?

It's & word I picked up someplace. I'll put 1% bLack down
again. Portland tslls me, Barbara, that you are an

axpert cn the xylophone.

I don't kncw 1f I'm an expert, Mr. Allen. But Mama aays

I'm good,

That's good enough for me. \hen a Mothor says hepr little
gdrl hﬁs talent, I'm convinced., When did you start playing

the xylophone, Babs?

{-when I was four years cld.

But how ecould you reach up to beat these splinters. You
don't look tall enough to rsach it now.

I can though.

Let me sse. Juat play a few notea.
g A e

(PLAYS FEW NOTES 'CH, JOHNNY, OH')
3

e “""“"-n-.w...,,h-



5.
ALLEN: That's good enocugh for me. You had me a little worried,
Barbara. TYou look liks a fugitive from Edgar Bergen's
knae. 1 thought I might have to piggyback you up and down

to play a number.

BARB:—-h-nl__No. I ¢ean play all right.

ALIEN Tall me, Barbara, of all the Ilnstrumsnts why did wvou
cho the xylophone as an outlet for youwr musiecal talents?
BARB =4 That's kind of a long story, Mr. Allen.

J—

ALLEN: Well, I sat through Gone With The Wind. I can take it.

Shall we carry on?

BARE s I think Mama can tgll 1t better then I rcan.

ATLIENt Where is your Mother?

BARE gt Right there .

ALIEN Oh, excuse me, Mra. Delrose. And good evening.
P ———
Good evening, Fred.
i—m
CLET: I didn't know you were Bartara's Mother. Uncle Jim, the

Casanova of Jackson Helghta, occasionally brings a
nearsighted glirl friend to the program. And planta her
up against the mierophone s3o she can #ee what's going
on. The least Jlm could do is get girls with good eyes
or buy tham glasses. Don't you think ao?
If you say so, Fred.

AILIEN: I do. And thank you, Mrs. Delrose for your implicit
confidence in my judgment. But enought atout Tnecle J.
Tgll we, how did Barbara comge to take up the

xylophone?

MRS Dt { Well, my slster used to play. And she gave me an old

xylophone, she had discapded.
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ATLLEN: I offten wondersd what peopls dld with old xylphones.
They give them to relatives., Do you think 1if your slater
had given you a set of bagpipes that Barbara would be a

squealing~pillow virtuosc today.

I doubt 1it, Fred. The xylophane Intrigusd the htaby and

she 1liked to try to play 1it.

ALIEN: Did she make any progess spanking the slats alone?

MRS D3 Yoz, 5he plcked 1t up so gqulckly, and like thse 1nstrument
gso well, I took her to a teacher and she's been playing

avar since.

ALIEN I see. IHas Barbara appeared profesaicnally befors.
Yes. dhe's playsd at several clubs and privats shows.
ALIEN: " And are you planning a musical career for Barbara When

she prows un?

{ MRS -Ds e Ygs, I anm.

ALIEN: That's very nilee. In years to come you can sit back in

Carnegle Hdll, lock up on the stage. 4nd thers will be

Barbara playing with old Phil 3pltlany. Won't that be

. &
me — STR=Kow 5K
"¥ea, Fred. Only I hopse the conductor 1z Stowkowslkl.

ALIEN: Say, ths way musle ia golng. 20 years from now, Who

know, Borrah Minnevitech may be headman at Carnegls Hall.
I don't know much about the xylophons, Mrs . Dolrose. T
did imow a fellow who played one in vaudeville, years
ago. Ie never tock care of hia xylophone thoughs Notesa
kept dropplng off, playlng small towna hungry woodpsclkers
would esat the notes off.

{MORE }
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ALIEN:

(couT ) I met thils fellow about ten years ago and his xvlophone
was down to elght notes. All he could play was Raggin!
The 3cales 1in one key.

MR3 D: And you haven't seen him since, Fred.

ALJHﬁs Not until this wmorning, Mrs. Delrose. He's working hers

at N.B.C. Today, his xylphone iz down to three notes
(SING) Bong, Bong, Bong. How are you doing Barbara,
You haven't dozed off while Mama and I were talking.

B.&HB-___—_.@;illen I'm wide awake.

ALLEIN: Fine. Are you anxious to play your solo and go to bed.
BARDB: No. I like to stand around and tallk,
ALIEN ¢ Well, that's a woman's prerogative. I didn't know 1t

asserted ltself at such an early age. Do you go to

school Barbara,

BARB: Yes.
ALIEN: You don't let youwr music interfere with your homeworl:,
dg you?

AARBf ] Ok, no. I get very good marks. I've skipped twice.
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ALLEN Fine. When I was a 1ittle boy they had to put brakes on
me. I used to back up Intellectually each year. Do you
play any other instrument beaides the xylophone.

BARB lmememas} WOt yot. But I'm golng to start studying the plano soon.

ALLEN: The pianc's a lot easier. You can sit down when you play.

The xylophone iz nlce but 1t's hard on the feet. And then

egain you don't have to carry your plano around,
BARBA Put I 11ike the xylophone, Mr Allen.

ALLEN: I tnow, Barbara. But it's a risky business when you get

older. I read about & concert xylophonist who gave &
recital out in Hollywood. He broke his glasses and couldn'+
gea hisg instrument. DBefore they could stop him he had
played helf of Llebestraum on the rilbs of one of Bing
Crosby's horaes. The horse ran & race thaet afternoon and
the xylophonist won by & nose, But I'm boring you Barbara.
What are you going to play for us now.

BARB:_~uuql The overture to Toet and Peasant.

ALLEN: P Peasant 1= pretty long, Barbara.

I gan shorten 1t & little.

J—

ALLEN: I'1l tell you what we'll do. Ws'll cut Fost and Peasant in

halves. You play Poet tonight. And some other night you

play Peasant. All right. Go rigﬁt ahead.

BARB (PLAYS POET AND PRASANT) f
. LADPPLAUSE)
ALLFEN: And now, Miss Wynn Murray, our little voecal pixle comes out

the dell to =alng for us just one Cf Theso Thingse.

—— — e o o mE SR e e n eh e e o smn R i 5A  mr mem  a—

(APPLAUSE)

(SRCOND COMMFRCIAL)
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(SOUTH_OF THE BORDER. . » . + « . . ORCHESTRA)

HARRY :

HARRY :

HARRY:

LLLEN:

o s S mm m amw mma e o m— mm m— w—

(FACE) The Fred Allen Hour continues after a brief
rauge for your station identification.

(STATION EREAK)

—_— e e e o a amw cum e o e

And now, Lladies and Gentlemen, The Queation of the Week!

(FANFARE)
This 18 Mr and Mrs Average man's round table where three
persons selected from our studio audlence are invited to
give thelr opiniona on a guestion that concerns some
prominent issue of the day. These little sessions are
entirely unrehearsed. Fred takes hiz place at the round
table where he meets his fellow debaters for the flrst
time. Ready, Fred?

{QUESTION SPOT)

(BILLBOARD v v « « « o & « )

(APPLAUSE)
And now The Merry Macs regale us with 2 gong that concerns
a tentative, supernatural appalnfment that Involves the
co-operation of Morpheus. The song I'll Sse ¥You In My

Ireooama,

YOU IN MY DREAMS. . . . . . . MERRY MACS)

— o — e b Gaem o e e m— s o — o — — — —

(APPLAUSE)
(THIRD COMMFRCIAL)
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("ARTER I SAY I'M SORRY". . + + se o o o » QORCHESTRA")

ALLEH 3

Peter Pan Steeden and hla Long Halrolcera have just
concluded 'After I Jay I'm Jorry'. And now, through the
courtesy of the "™™orris Plan', wo present the Mighty Allen
Art Playesrs. This is the first 1lttle theatrs group to play
#n dlgest veraion of '"The Man Who Came To Dinner!' and cnll 1t
'Te Man Who Ceme To Hors D'oeuvre'. Tonlght, they
dramatize o2n opisode found on the cuttlng room floor after &
recent Cherlis Chan pilcture had besn relsased. It's called
"Whon They Told Detective One Long Pon The Cat Was Missing,
He Started a Poker Goame And Presto There Was The Kitty'".

Mualc, Maswstro, Pleaas!

(ORCHESTRA. . . . "PEPPY NUMBER". . . . LFADES)

JOHN :
MIIz
JOHN =

MIN:

JOHN

MIM :

JOHN 2

MIN:

JOH =

MIN:

(HAWD BELL RINGS TWICE)

(POOR OPENS % CLO3ES)
(ENGLISH ) You rang, Mrs. Van Drone?
Yog, Hillpot. Has Perslan Lady lunched?
Persion Iady has been served, Mum. And beggin your pardon,
Mum, I'm afrald your prize cat is a trifle indisposed.
Indispoaed, Hlllpot? Goocd Heavens! The Cat Show is opening
tomorrovw .
Perslan Lady bapely touched her caviar ragout,
£nd her filot of tomtit?
niffed 1t and turned away.
Distressing, Hillpet. Did Perslan Lady 1lap up her deml-tasse
off champagne ?
Not a lap, Mum. I served our best vintage. Chatean Lefkowitz
129, |

Ch, if Dr. Fink would only come.
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JOHN L. Orastes Fink, Mum %

MIN 4 The ¢at psychoanalyst. Yes. I callsd Dp. Filnk in to
psychoanalyze Perslan Lady yesterday. He's bringing his
report today.

JOHN ¢ If I may say 80, Mum, your c¢af has been a bundle of nerves
lately, bMum,

ML I ¥know. Peralan Ledy 1s-overdeveloped mentally, Hillpot. She

recads the tabloids, She broods. She doed everythling but

talk.
JOHN ¢ I hops she wins the $50,000 prize at the Cat Show, Mum.
MITE s . If Perslaon Ledy dosan'tt win, Hillpot, I shall have to cloae

the town houae and join the Nouveau poor.
JOHN 2 You won't like it, Mum., I 3peak from expericnce.
MIN;: I know. I have insured Peralan Lady to guard againat disaster.
{]‘JGOH.EELL RINGS )}
MIN: th. Dr, Fin& 13 here. &how him Iin, Hillpot.
JOHN ¢ YVery good, Mum.
{DOOR OPENS )'

HARRY: Ah, A neurotlc pgood day, Mrs, Van Drone.
MTH = Doctor! Have you brought your report?
HARRY: ¥ea, Mras., Van Dronc. In psyccanclyzling Persien Lady

yssterday, I overlooked one 1mportaﬁt thing. Your ceatts

reflexea.

MIN: ¥ou didntt tap her knees?

HARRY 1 Wo. I'll heve to sec Persian Ledy Again, If I may.
MIN: 0f ecoursse. Hlllpot!

JOHN ; On edge, Muam,

MIH: Bring Poralan Ladf to Dr. Fink, inatently.

JOHN 3 I'm fissing, Mum,
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{DOOR CLOSES)

MIN: What doss your report show, Dr. Fink?
HARRY : Your cat, on one hand, 1s & mental glant, Mrs, Van Drone.
ML 2 I know.

HARRY On the other hand, Persian Lady 1s a whirlpool of tnhibltions.,
She 1s a vietlm of faulty diet. She 1is guffering from
mougophchia,

MIN: Mousophob 19

HARRY ¢ The medical term for ﬁoﬁent'deficieﬁcy, You feed your cat
caviar, champagne and truffles.

MIN: Perslan Lady 1s a feline aristocrat, Dr. Fink.

HABHY: She 1s also a cat. Psrsian Lady 13 lacking in vitamin F
Sharp Ma jor,

MIN: Vitemin F 3harp Major, Doctor?

HARRY: Is mousemest, Mrs. Van Drone. Perslan Lady craves mice.
That c¢cat should be fed a mouse at oncse.

(DOOR OPENS )

JOHN ¢ Mrs. Van Dronel Mrs. Van Dronel It's ghastly!

MIN: Hillpot; Speak; Flunkey!

JOHN : Persian Lady 1s gone.,

MIN %

HARRY: Gone !

JOHN : ¥osl I went to her basslnet, she wasn't there. I said "mepe,

russ” discreetly several times., She didn't respond .

MINs Yes.

JOHN ¢ Then I saw the hole in the window. I knew she was gona .
HARRY: Catnapped !,

MIN: Good Heevensl Peralan Lady gone! The $50,000 prize lost,

What ahall T dg?
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I'm calling the policel

(PHONE HOOK JIGGLES )
Hello, operator! Get me police headquariciral
(START FADE) Hello Jay Edgar? Persian Lady has been
catnapped . (OUT)
(FILTER ) Calling all cars! Celling Detective One Long Pan!
Prize cat stolen from Van Drone resldence, Calling One Long
Pan. Get out of that tax!l line with your police car, Long
Pan! Report Van Drone mansion (FADE) Celling One Long Pan!

(3IREN UP ... BRAKES)

(KNOCK AT DOOR)

(DOOR OPENS)
Gleetings, Gate. ILet's fumigate. Tetective Onc Long Pan
Jehnny-On-3pot, Long Pan orlental Gang-Buster. Only solve
clime without commercialf (3ING3) Nyah, nyah, nysh, satd I.
J. Fox . Nyah, myah, myah my furs min't free. Nyah, nyah,
nyah .
Good heavens! 4 Chinese Merry Mac.
Long Pen not Merry Maoc., Merry Mac swing. Long Pan not
swing. Make c¢liminal swing ally tlme, you bet, and how. Hy,
students - yet's dance, ¥Yet's po. ¥Yet's dance. Fet'la go

Students.
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Call the butler, Mrs Van Drone. Have him throw out this
vellow peril.

Ho} Ho! XNot throw out peril. Roll out (SINGS) Roll
put the per1l. We'll have a peril of fun.

Now, see here, you oriental Jjittertbug.

bLong Pan not fritterbug. Long Pan ace detective. You
catihém gander on hadge.

FB I, Is that Federal Bureau of Inveatigation?

Mot Fuller Brush Inspector. Let's go, kiddies. What 1is
clime?

My prize cat, Fersian Lady, has dlsappesarsd.

Purgin lady disaffear. Catastrophe!

Yes., Mrs Van Irone was counting on Persian Lady to win the
$50,000 prize at the Cat Show tomorrow.

Who are you misser Huff and Fufr.

I am Dr Opestes Fink, C P.

C F? Castinet Player?

C P. iz Cat Paychosnalyat, Winny.

Yes, Dr Fink is here to psychoanslyse my cat.
Tryto-tantalzle cat. Oh, you bad boy. You tease pussy,
Who else here when cat disaffear, Missy Van Drone?

Just Dr Fink, myself and Hillpot, the butler.

What about hustand? Your husband living?

My hustand stays at the Unton League Club.

Answer gquestilon, Misay, Husband living, or dead?

Well, Pegler yawned three months ago, but he hasn't moved
aines, We really won't know until the hot weather sets in.

You have guard for Purgin Lady?
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ALLEN ¢
MIN:
ALLEN:
MIN:

ALLEN ¢

CHAS:
ALLEN #
CHAS:
MIN:
CHAS:

ALLEN:
HARRY:
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ALLEN:

MIN:
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No. Persian lady was insured. I d1d heve & detective
Bgency men heré.
Pinkerton not stay?
ﬁﬂ. He 1nfimated my cet could take care of herself.
Detective intimate -
His exact words were "Madam, yourpuss will scars any
thief out of the house",
Hol Hol! Hpl! Zcme agmwart crack.

(FIRE ENGINE BELLS ... FADE IN)

(POUNDING CN DOCR)

(DOCR OPENS3)
Where's the fire? Quick, where's the fire?
Who are you, Misaser Fire Helmet?
I'm Mayor LaGuardia. Isn't there a fire here?
No. There's s catnapping here.
Ch, shoot! The wrong house. Don't waste your weter. And
axcuse me,

(DOCR SLAMS)

(FIRE BELLS ... FADE OUT)

Good old Fiorello. Little man who allatime there.
Yes. They say the Mayor will ride 20 miles to sse & hot-foot.
I hate to appear inquisitive, Centlemen, but ‘are we getting
anywhers?
You bet. Long Pan whip into action. Long Pan concentf&te,
catchem clue., {SINGS) South of the border. The landlady
stand. When boarder reach for sscond piece of meat. Get
fork stuck in hand.

Will you stop that, JomCharles Foo Yong?
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Yes. If you're a detective start detecting.
You bet start reflecting. Long Fan get inspiration. Where
would Long Pan go, if Long Pan cat. '
Good heavens, can you turn yourself into a cat?
Not kitten, Missy. Long Pan look in mirror, hypnotize
Long Pan. ULook me In eye Long Pan. Concentrate, Long Pan,
You are cat. You are pussy. You - are (MEOWS)
Great snakes. He's starting to look like a cat.
A Chinese Maltese,
(MEOWS )
He's getting down * on all fours.
(MEOWS)
Mp Long Pan!
(MECWS)
{SCRATCHING ON DOCR)
He's scratching on the door. He wants to go out. It may
he urgent.
I'11l open it.
(DOCR OPENS)
{MEOWS)
{DOCR CLOSES)
Nimble neuroses! He's scampered on all fours into ths
Libtrary.
I 40 hope he finds a clue.
(SCRATCHING ON DOCR)
(OFF MIEKE) (MEOWS)
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Leaping 1ibidoes, Long Pan's hack.

(DOCR OPENS)
He1gh-Ho, EKiddies. Peeksboo!
D1d you find Perslan Lady.
No, Long Pan silly billly impersonate eat catchem false
elue. 0Catch self try to sat copy Gone With Wind.
But why should a cat try to eat Gone With The Wind?
Mebbe Rat in Rat Butler fool kitty.
If you're a detective, I'm Pinnochilo.
I am detective,
Then I am Pinnochio.
Who doss that make me?
Metbe Orson Welles.
I am obediently yours,
Hel! Ho! You stop Crson round. Long Pan go into action.
Mette Fersian Lady hide. Long Pan examine room. Aha,
three closet. Closet numbsr one.

{DOCR OPENS)
Ah, important clue. Chinamen 1n closet. Who arse you,
Misgmer Almond-eye?
(CHINESE) I am Confucius.
Why you hide in eloset, Confucius? .
Confuc ius say "Believe it, or not, I am wailting for
Jinr ishka "
5111y Billy. Long Pan close door.

(DOCR CLOSES)
Good Heavena! Who was that?
Who knows. Mebbe left 1in closet by lady who lived here

before. Long Pan open second closet.
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(DOCR OPENS)

ALLEN: ~Holy Smoke! Second Chinamani: Who are you, Big Boy?

CHAS: : (CHINESE) I am Confucius.
ALLEN: . What you do in second aloset, Confuciua?
CHAS: Confucius say "Man hide in closet, in suits, Man hide in

bugeau, Iin drawers.”
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013 stuff, Hokey-pokey. Long Pan cloas door,
{DOOR CLOSES)
It's uncanny. Strange Chinamen in both elosets.
Mebbe alp-condition service. Put in coolie system.
Open third door.
(DOCR OPENS)
Holy smoke. VWho are you?

(CHINESE) I am Confucius.

Long Pan open three closet. Confuelua in every closet,

Yes, Confuclus say "Thet's me all over,"
Confueius nutal

(DOOR SLAMS)
Confuciuas have too much to say., Allatime Confuclus
All work and no say make Confucius more popular.
Well. I've got to get back to my clinic., I'm
Pesychoanalyzlng a leapard at three,
Nobody leave thils house, Long Pan grill everybody.
Where 1s butler.
Hillpot 1s in the pantry chalking hia dickey.
Milpet hocking icky. ¥You call Philpet pronto.
I'11 »ing for him.

(HAND BELL RINGS)
Hillpot will be right 1in.

(DOCR OFENS)

(ENGLISH} You rang, Mum?

S87.
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ALLEN: | ¥ou bet rang. You come clean, Sideburns. You pllfer
pusay,

JOHN: Mo,

ALLEN: You lie, Flunkey. You kill cat, sell fur. You fess up.

JOHN ¢ No, No, I'm innocent.

MIN; This is pidiculous., I'1l vouch for Hillpot,

ALLEN: Says who? Who will vouch for you, Toots.

HARRY: I'11 vouch for Mra, Van Drons.

ALLEI: And who -~

JOHN: I'11l vouch for Dr. Fink,

ATLEN: Hold on, Long Pan lost 1n mlddle. Too much vouching,

Sound like Bulova vouch time. Long Pan close in.
Uase third degres.
(ENOCK AT DOCR)
ALLEN: Ahl EKEnoek on door. Maybe Confucius agaln outside,
Long Fan open door.

(DOOR OPENS)

ALLEN: What you want, Buddy,

CHAS: (S8TRAIGHT) Is Mrs. Van Drone in,

MIN: I'm Mrs, Van Drone,

CHAS: I'm from the Heapolitan Insurance_ﬂompanﬁ, Mra, Van
Drone.

ALLEN: You beat it, Buddy. Long Pan solving crime. You

peddle ilnsurance - butt 1in,
CHAS: Go chalk your cue, Moto, I got buslness with Mrs,

Van Drone,
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MIN: ¥ea, The Neapolitan has Persalan Lady insured for
$100,000,
CHAS: Right. The company just heard your cat is missin,

Mpa., Van Drone,

ALTHN You bet missfng. So what.

CHAS: I'm here to make a settlement,

MIN: You've brought my $100,000.

CHAS: lo. Here's what we'll do. You lost a cét, Right?

MIN: Yeaa,

CHAS: The company will replace this ussd cat with a brand
nevw cat.

HARRY: Why thet's ridiculous, FPepslzan Lady was 8 prlze cat.

MIIN: ¥es, You insured her for $100,000., I want the money.

ALLZN: You bet. Cat business, not monkey business. Cough up,
Buddy.

CHAS: Okay. You say you want the dough, Your cat was

insured for $100,000.
ALLEN You bet.
CHAS: Right. A eat haa nine lives, One 1ife 1ls mizsin.

One ninth of $100,000 1s $11,111.11. Hers's your

check.
[MIITs This is preposterous, I want $1UG,GDQ, or nothing.
ALLEN: Tou bet, Pony up Johnh Hancock.
CHAG: Cnly one ninth of your cat is miszin,

BEARHY : Where are the other sight ninthas.
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I ain't here to argus fractions, Brother. I'm here to
make an offer,
And I'wm not taking it. I'11 get a lawyer.
My card, Lady.
Tou lawyer, too.
The law's my profession, Brother., I'm sellin lnsurance
to live, And confidentially Mrs, Van Drone, I can beat
thia case for yen,
If Long Pan doesn't find Persaian Lady., I'11l call you
in the morning.
It11 start workin on the Judge tonight, so long.

(DOCR CLOSES)
Ahe Insurance man lmportant clue, Mystery solved,
At lastl Who took PersianlLady, Long Pan.
¥ou, Missy Van Drone. You need money. You Insure cat,
Tou ki1ll cat collect money. Pretty slick,
Youlre crazy, Long Pan. The cat was there when I served
itTs lunch.
Very good. Long Pan arreat you for murder. Caticide.
If Hillpot killed the cat, who made the hole in the
window.
Yes, When Dr, Fink sent Hillpot for Persian Lady.
Hillpot found the hole.,
BExactly., Long Pan arreat you Dr. Filnk for murden,
Purpgin Ledy.
You're an imbecile,
You bet, windowslll, You climb windowsill wmake hole,

zteal cat,
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JOHN: But Dr. Fink and Mra. Van Drone were in this room when I

found Persian Lady gons,

ALLEN: Long Pan plenty mixed up., Don!'t know self. Who am I?
HARRY : You'lre One Long Pan.

ALILEN: Very good, Now, who are you,

HARRY; I am Dr, Orestes Fink, the Cat Psychoanalyst,

ALLEN Exactly. 7You hers when cat dlsappear,

HARRY: ¥es, I had psycho-analysed Persisn Lady. She was

melancholy. She was maladjusted.

ALLEN: Saladcustard, '

HARRY: Yes, I traced the cat's melancholia to rodent
dJeficlency. Mousophobila, Mrs, Van Drone refused to

feed her nmice, or tensment mink aa they are sometimes

callsd,
MIN: Mice, ugh!l A pleblan dietld
ALLEN: ﬁhgl Long Pan plek up scent.
JOHI: At long last! You've got a clue?
ALLEN: And how ¢lue, And I do wean clue. You lead Long

Pan to scesene of crime,
MIN: Perslan Lady's sulte i3 right next door,
JOHIT: ¥ea., In here. This way, pleasa.
{DCOR QPENS3)
ALLEN: Ahal Some faney stuff. Platlnum saucer, Gold bed.
What 1z plece of silk, on bed,
MIN: The cat's pyjamas,

ATIRIN: Never mind slang, Toots., What is ailk,
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It?'s the cat's pyjamas, Designed for her by

Schiaperelll,

* Long Pan sleep in Mandarin coat, Cat 8leep 1In Pyiamas,

Funny world,

There's the hole in the window.

Exactly. Broken glass not on floor. Hole cut inside,
glass pushed out.

But how was the hole cut,

Ahal Diamond ring on sill, Glass cut by diamond.

Who left dlamond.

I d1d, Tt's an old dirty diamond. Fersian Lady 1liked
to put 1t on her paw. I left it here for her to play
wlths

Exactly, cat cut hole in window with diamond.

Crawl out Smart cat,

Yes, Persion Lady's feline I. Q, was 97. Mousophohis
was her only weakness,

Who left nevspaper on floor,

It's the New York Times., Peraian Lady 1iked to glance
through 1t every morning.

Long Pan examine open page. You .see this corner wet.
Cat drool on paper. DMyatery éolved.

What, again?

Eractly. Confuclus say "Many times not necessary

put nose in mousetrap to smell & pat,!

But where is Persian Lady?
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Long Pan check on watch, Persian Lady come home in
exactly two minutes, We go back to parlor and walt,
This is absurd.
He can't be wrong agaln, it's the law of averages,,
We may a3 well go back and walt.
Oh, all right.

(DOOR QPENS)
But I warn you, Long Pan, you'd better be right this
time.
Loong Pan rather be right than be President, No third
Lerm worry.

(DOCRBELL RINGS)

Ahal Doorbell. A3 Confuclus say "The cat came back”,

I can't bellsve 1t, The door, Hillpotl
Enob in hand, Mum.

{DOOR OPENS)
Mrs, Van Drone? (MEOWS SEVERAL TIMES)
Persian Lady} Thank Heaven, you're back. Darlingl
(MEOWS)
Down Dear, Who brought Mother's pet home.
I d1d, Lady. I'm the doorman at the Roxy Theatre.
Your cat sneaked past me into the theatre. She
¢limbed up on the stage and was jumpln at the screen.
We finally subdued her and hers she 1s,

Fxtraordinary. 4And you knew where she was, Long Pan.

Fxactly. Dr. Fink say cat suffepr lMousophobla. Starve

for mice., Long Pan check open page newspaper Roxy ad

wet, Cat mouth water.
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HARRY: But why should a cat go to the Roxy Theatre,

MIN ¥es, What pleture are you showing, Doorman.

CHAS s Of Mice and Men.

LALLE Mice and Men, exactly. Mystery solved,

NIN: You'lre a8 genlus, Long Fan.

ATIEN: ¥ou bet, Long Pan know everything. Long Pan Chinee

John Xiersn, (ROOSTER CROW] Go to sleep, Lmerical

("BUMPER NUMBER" . ¢ & & o o & & ¢t o o » 5 o s o ORCHESTRA)
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ATTEN: ¢ And now, before the 1llttle man wilth the bells plays
his oblligato, may I remind you, Folka that next wesk
we bring you skilng advice,

JOHN: When I'm coming down & hill and one skl flies off, what
ghall I do?

HARRY: Don't worry, youlll do it.

{CHORD , o o s_)

ALLEN: Your S0NG (OF THE WEEK]

CHAS: (8ING3) Crazy, crazy, give me your answer do,

ALLEN: Past, Lauritz, That'a Daisy, Dalay ~ not crazy,
isn!lt 1t,

GHAS: You don't know my girl, Bud, Bhela nuts,

ATLEN: Ohe

{CHORD & & o« & )

ALIEN: And our gueat will be,

HARRY: ilo, Iuddmer, a gulde at the 3tatue

of Liberty, Ia Miza Liberty's right arm tilred?
¥ho 1z she carrylng the torch for? Tune in next
week and save a trip down New York Harbon, Or

take a trip down New York Harbeor and save tuning in.
(CHORD & + 4 s )

ALIEN: And musial

(“THEP‘IE" LI N N T L S N L Y . 'ORGI{EBTHA)

ALLEN: Good night!
AN THIS I3 THE WACKY BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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