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The Half-Hour Original: Situation Comedy

In half-hour programming, comedy shares approximately
the same percentage of air time as suspense and mystery. Though
you will see many single telecasts of situation comedy, most of
the networks present it in episodic series. This is the program for-
mat for The Goldbergs, Mama, Young Mr. Bobbin, I Love Lucy,
and My Friend Irma—all of which have certain established charac-
ters taking part in a different situation each week.

It was as a weekly-episode series that Barbara Boothe developed
the format of The Laytons, featuring events in the life of the Lay-
ton family with the competent guiding hand of their housekeeper
Martha very much to the fore. One of the early TV programs of
this type, it had about a year’s run under continuous sponsorship.
But only a writer with Miss Boothe’s versatility and capacity for
improvisation could have successfully overcome the rigid restric-
tions of this extremely low-budgeted show. Two cameras (instead
of the usual three or even four), one or two sets, and four charac-
ters were the maximum allowed for each program. And besides,
there was the additional tightrope of an integrated middle com-
mercial—which meant that one of the sets had to serve as a suit-
able showcase for the sponsor’s product!

Essentially, the half-hour comedy episode is a one-act play all
too often bisected by a middle commercial. Critics have railed
against this interruption of the story at the midway point. They
argue that it forces the TV writer to devise what amounts to a
“half-act” play, reaching an artificial climax at the most dramati-
cally ill-advised moment. With scarcely enough time to complete
character exposition, the writer must start with a one-act struc-
ture and split it down the center. The critics stoutly maintain that
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this most fragile form of theater simply does not lend itself to
being served on the half-shell.

Those who know their theater may decry this practice as a cur-
tailment of both quality and diversity of story material. Sponsors
nonetheless will go on wanting to catch the audience when it is
waiting to see “what comes next.” If you plan to write for many
of the sponsored half-hour programs, therefore, you should at
least be aware of the prevalence of the middle sales message.
Building two climaxes will put an extra burden on you to avoid
constructing your story on too contrived a plot and on action for
its own sake. And with little opportunity for characterization,
every second of it must work overtime for you in order to have
your characters come over as real people rather than stereotypes.

Taking the integrated middle commercial in stride, along with
the program’s physical and financial limitations, the writer of The
Laytons plotted weekly scripts that played well and convincingly.
On every show, Martha the housekeeper appeared with two out
of the five members of the family and one of their friends or
relatives. A simple story line, fast opening exposition, quick pace,
and plenty of stage business served as the basic formula for each
script. In the sample we have selected—number eight in the series
—you will see how the comedy-episode format works.

Transitions are easily made by using dissolves to link the scenes
in normal time sequence. In the last scene, note how the lapse
from night to next morning is accomplished by Ginny’s entrance
in a housecoat and the dialogue between Mrs. Layton and Martha
about visiting friends “last night.” Throughout the script, stage
business and camera usage give the illusion of maximum move-
ment on the two small sets.
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SETS: LAYTON LIVING ROOM

GINNY’S BEDROOM
CHARACTERS:
MARTHA
(THE LAYTONS’
HOUSEKEEPER)
: GINNY LAYTON
/ . MRS. LAYTON
UNCLE CHARLIE
L GINNY'S BEDROOM.
MART@ INNY MAKING
BED.
DOLLY IN LOSE SHOT.

O MARTHA
O - Yessir, it sure is the truth! Neither
¢ fish nor guests oughta be kept
around the house longer than
0 three days!
(LAUGHS)
USIC: THEME IN AND

DISSOLVE AND SUPER
POSE TITLE CARDS:
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GINNY
Uh—Martha . ..

MARTHA
Yes, Ginny-baby.

GINNY

Uh—Uncle Charlie is kind of a—a
character, isn’t he?

MARTHA
Character? How you mean?

GINNY

Well, he acts like he knows every-
thing about everything, and .
well, how long do you think he’s
going to stay?

MARTHA

I've known your mother’s Uncle
Charhe for twenty-five years, off
d on, and there’s only one thing
know about him—you never
what hell take it into his

do next! We hadn’t heard
uta him for eight years

whe owed up at the front
door l ursday . . . and he
brought oygh ba ggage to make
us a nice t (N OT HAPPY
PBOSPECT
GIN

Oooooh. (GRO Has he
really done all the he says

he has? I mean like iflg on a
tramp steamer, and Pfo ing
for gold and . . . you kno 4

MARTHA (SNICKERS)

Well, nobody’s ever been able to
prove he hasn’t, honey. I only
know three things about Mr. Con-

for sure. One—your mother’s
his favorite niece. Two—he means
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well. Three—he’s been here six
days, four hours, and some min-
utes.

GINNY

It seems like six years. (SIGHS)

Honest, he gets in my hair so I
could scream sometimes . . . and
yet—I kinda feel sorry for him. I—
I don’t know what to think.

MARTHA

Throw me that pillow, baby.
(SIGHS) (AND PLUMPS PIL-
LOW) You got to realize every-
body in the world is made outa one
part things you like and one part
things you don’t. Like plain and
chocolate batter in a marble cake

. and you gotta take ’em—or
leave ’'em—as is.

GINNY

Yes, I suppose you're right, Mar-
tha. But it makes life awfully com-
plicated, doesn’t it?

MARTHA
it does . . . but it’s the compli-
s that make life interesting.

GINNY '
Th eass Mother’s life is pretty

inter right now, with Uncle
Charlie er

HA

Well, T will e thing. With
Mr. Charlie C ound, things
aren’t ever dull. ing about
him, including hi al, is un-
expected, and stamped with his
own — peculiar — personality.
(BOTH LAUGH)
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( Dissolve to living room.

MRS. LAYTON is looking at living
room as though picturing im-
provements the expected decora-
tor will make. Sound: Doorbell

rings.)
cHARLIE: (Off)
MRS. LAYTON: If that’s the decora-

Ruthiel
tor I'm &ng, Uncle Charlie,
show h1

(She takes &ra down from over
mantel and nd surveys

wall wathout i

I'll get that,

ERY comes to the g0
stepladder, a tarpa
paint, and brush in a
his late sixties, not sen
winsomeness that takes tlﬂ ?
off his eccentricities. He

dirty overalls that don’t fit.

having a time getting his
phernalia through door.)

CHARLIE: (Beaming smile) Give

me a hand here, Wlll you please,
Ruthie?

MRS. LAYTON: (Going to his assist-
ance, picture in hand) Good heav-

ens, Uncle Charlie! What on earth
are you doing?

cHARLIE: This confounded ladder!
. . There! (Leans ladder against
wall but it starts to slide. MRs. 1L.AY-

TON grabs it)
‘MBS. LAYTON: Careful!

CHARLIE: Oh-oh! Just let me get
this tarpaulin set down. (Notices
RUTH has picture in hand. Looks at
vacant spot over mantel) Dont
blame  you a bit, girlie. I never
liked that picture!

MRS. LAYTON: Uncle Charlie, what

2%

t hurt to paint up a bit, any-
bNow——glve me a hand with

- is the meaning of this? Why the

ladder and paintbrushes?

CHARLIE: (Pattmg her affection-
ately) I'm going to paint the living
room for you.

MRS. LAYTON: But—but why?

CHARLIE: (Starting to spread tar-
paulin over chairs) Why, ther€’s
no sense in you putting out good
money for a decorator and having
the house cluttered up with stran-
gers when I'm here and can do the
painting myself.
MRS. LAYTON: (Dismayed) That’s
. that’s very kind of you, but
I wasn’t going to have anything
painted. I was just going to have
the decorator help me select a few
things . . . like a new mirror over
the ﬁreplace here, and some dra-
peries for the .

RLIE: (Overlappmg) Well, it

ulin, will you?

N: (Puts picture down,
canvas) But, Uncle

Charlie . Q
CHARLIE: right on) Ruthie,
in the first p@you don’t want a
mirror over ﬁ fireplace. It just
gets all smudge th soot. You

have to clean it ¢
—I got just the thing

Add a lot of class to tHE : tooZ
Give it real personality® s to
unfold ladder and sets it ¥p igPmid-

dle of room)

MES. LAYTON: (Laughs half-heart-
edly) But—I want the mirror, and
I dont mind cleaning it.

CHARLIE: You think so now. But
you'll change your mind when you

helps
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see what I have for you, Ruthie.
(Gently and affectionately) 1
wouldn’t give it to anyone but you,
I think so much of it. But my favor-
ite niece can have anything her
Uncle Charlie’s got. (Appeal-
ingly) Youre the only relative I
have who really cares anything
about me—or that I care about.

xYTON Why, what about

ie! She’s devoted to you.

A? Stirs paint in pail) Car-
ne' @ fine woman and
all that,Neutglie can’t forget she’s
my older =and she won’t let
me forget i I stay as far
away from h an—she’s too
boss | Can’t be around her

like I can here u! Now—
for these walls.

MRS, LAYTON: But—w had
- them painted about a o!

CHARLIE: (Sweeping g

ping g
arm) (Scornfully) You c
painted? Why, some daub

THE TV WRITER’S GUIDE

mix it with the red . .. that’ll make

orange.

MRS. LAYTON: (Is getting sicker by
the minute) Oh, no!

CHARLIE: (Looking at walls) Then
well paint the moldings apple-
green, and maybe a touch of gold
over there on the fireplace . . .

MRBS. LAYTON: Uncle Charlie—
really—youre terribly kind—but
please . . . don’t paint the room!
CHARLIE: (Suddenly aware RuTH
is unhappy about this) Why, of
course not, girlie, if you don’t want
me to. (Wzstful) I just thought I
could sort of help out a little
around here . . . earn my salt .

MRS. LAYTON: (Sorry for hzm
Hugs him impulsively) Oh, you're
a darling to offer, and I do appre-
ciate it. But you see— ( Flounders
for excuse) George . . . well, he’s
. allergic to the smell of pamtl
had to have the house painted

y, huh?

| rhile he was up at the lake fishing.
cheating you out of your eyetee . Smell of pai kes him'
if you paid for this! They don’t d ) P OL e ntaakEs i

things right any more. These

young fellows—just slap the paint
on any old way—no pride in work-
manship . .

MRS, LAYTON: ( Looks in bucket for
the first time) Red! Uncle Charlie,
that’s red paint!

CHARLIE: Course it is, Ruthie! You
need something bright in this liv-
ing room—not this mousy color.

MRS. LAYTON: But—don’t you think
red is a trile—unusual?

cHARLIE: Well, you don’t have to
have red if you don’t want it. How
about orange then? I got some yel-
low paint right here, and if you

* DAYTON: Oh, very! He gets
ill! And ... and he breaks

out i @ h. - (Starts to fold up
tarpaulti

CHARLIED ffs  disdainfully)
And Geor or, too. Why, all
he has to d n that feeling

comes on him™is take a little
spirits of amm a glass of
lemonade—and ps of oil of

turpentine and a pinch of soda.. .

(Camera pans to MAwrTHA, who
has entered as CHARLIE is talking.
Surveys scene in amazement)

MARTHA: Great day in the morn-
ing! What’s going on here?
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MRS. LAYTON: (Gestures to indi-
cate MARTHA help her) Oh, Uncle
Charlie very kindly offered to
paint the living room for me . . .
Orange.

MARTHA: Orangel!

CHARLIE: Yep. Make it more cheer-
ful than this—casket gray.

(MABTyt.uns but doesn’t say

anythi

MRS. LAY% French gray,

Uncle Charlie§”. Jandyvery smart.

MARTHA: Hasn decorator

man come yet, Mis§’ Rukh—the one
ke

with the mirrors ané

MRS. LAYTON: ( Looking

No...
cHARLIE: (On top of hefibz
that reminds me! (Sta ¢
quickly) (Calls over shoulder

be right back! Got a surprise
you, Ruthie!

folding tarpaulin and put ladder
by door)

MARTHA ! Orangel

MRS. LAYTON: Yes—with apple-
green moldings. I just barely kept
him from it. I was desperate!

MARTHA: Reckon you were! He’s a
mighty kind man, Miss Ruth—but,
like lotsa folks, he wants to help
you his way, steada yours. (Flash)
I bet I know what happened to
that man with the drapes and
things. . . .

MRS. LAYTON: I can’t imagine why
he hasn’t arrived.

MARTHA: I just got a sneaking sus-

picion that he came all right, and
your uncle Charlie . . .
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(Enter cHARLIE beaming Dbliss-
fully. He’s carrying a moose head,
mounted on a wooden plaque)

cHARLIE: There! (Proudly) How
do you like that!

MARTHA: Huh!

CHARLIE: I shot it myself, up in the
Canadian woods, and it’s traveled
all over the world with me. (Goes
to mantel and starts hanging
moose head where picture was)
This noble beast has been my
friend and confidant on all my
journeys. . . . You'll love him, too,
when you get to know him.

(Camera catches MRBs. LAYTON and
MARTHA exchanging glances)

MARTHA: (Irony) Oh, Mr. Conery,
that’s just lovely. What is it?

MRS. LAYTON: (Dismayed) It's a—

gno0se! (Sinks in chair and puts

nd to eyes)

Just what you need to

IE:
(MARTHA and MRBS. LAYTON ﬁm’sh%mom a little life!

ife! It’s dead, ain’t it?

CHAR rprised) Of course it
is! I sho self, eighteen years
ago. (Sta minisce) (Drama-
tizes) I re r the day so well

—there I was gﬂ:h only one shot
left in my rifle.

thrashing in the It was
a bull moose chargi on me
in full cyl It w oment
that called for iron n d a
steady hand! (Notices AY-

TON'S pose) (Sympathetically)
Ruthie—dear! I frightened you!

MES. LAYTON: (Forces smile) I-I
guess I just have a headache. . . .

cHARLIE: (Contritely) 1 shouldn’t
have started such a hair-raising
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story. I am sorry, Ruth. I forgot
your delicate nerves.

MRS. LAYTON: (Snapping at him)
There’s nothing wrong with my

nerves! I just have a headache,
that’s all.

CHARLIE: I've got just the thing for
your headache. Fix you right up!
(Startsyoff ) It's a special remedy I

got4rom the personal physician of
rajah of Majore! (Ewits)
MERS. : Oh, dear.

Ruth—I know
u these headaches.

Why don’® ygw, do something
about it? Ym@r used to have a

nerve in your nd now—I'm

awful worried a ;n.

MARTHA: That’s the sa ms -
ing critter I ever saw! (Ma
face) b

MRS. LAYTON: Charlie
‘means so well . moose
head.
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drop over since that night he told -
’em it was bedtime and sent ’em
home at nine o’clock. Then, Miss
Peggy and Mr. Bill . ..

MRS. LAYTON: (Torn between two
loyalties) Now, Martha—I think
youre imagining things. Peggy
and Bill have been very busy
lately. (Proud) Don’t forget, my
son is now a city official! They have
dozens of public functions to at-

tend . . . dinners and receptions
and .. . |
MARTHA ; Ummmm-hmmmm.

Well, why don’t you go up and lie
down awhile? You'll feel better. I'll
warm you up some milk.

CHARLIE: (Entering with glass)

(Solicitously) Here, Ruthie. Just

take this and you’ll be rid of that
headache in no time!

MRS. LAYTON: Thank you, Uncle
Charlie, but I really—

cHARLIE: (Firmly) (Forces glass
into MRS. LAYTON’S reluctant hand

MRS, LAYTON: (Smiles at MARTHAN& MARTHA looks on grimly) Here

imitation of moose) It’s his deare
possession and he gave it to mel I
can’t bear to hurt his feelings. . . .

MARTHA: (Resolutely takes down
moose head, sets it on floor, and
hangs picture back up) You're too
soft-hearted for your own good,
Miss Ruth. I know it isn’t my place
to say this—but it breaks my heart
to see you so jumpy just because
you and Mr. Conery both are so
well-meaning.

MRs. LAYTON: Perhaps he'll decide
to go in a day or so.

MARTHA: Honest, Miss Ruth—if he
doesnt I dont know whatll
happen. Miss Ginny’s upset "cause
none of her friends will so much as

goes over {0 MRS. LAYTON

glass. She exits, glaring
at c ’s back. Sound: Phone
rings. Py

CHARLIE: ((An§wers it) Hello. Oh,

hello, Geo I'll call her. (To
Ruth) It's G

MRS. LAYTON: efully) Obh,
good! Yes, dear? ppointed)
Not tonight, either?”. . . How late
do you think youlll be? Oh . . .
Well, all right, I won’t wait up for
you then. . . . (Sadly) Good-by,
darling.

CHARLIE: Not coming home till late
again, eh?

ﬂnk it down.
h&T;AYTON takes sip and gags.
an
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MRS. LAYTON: (Biting lip) No.

CHARLIE: Seems mighty funny to

me that your husband hasn’t been
home a single evening since .the
first night I got here. Not very con-
siderate of him, if you ask me.

MRS. LAYTON: (Annoyed) Oh,
Uncle Charlie . . . don’t be ridicu-
lous. He’s a dector, and he has so

many de on his time!
CHARLIE: V@( he was my hus-
band...

Q y) Well, he

MRS, LAYTON:

isn’t your husban
CcHARLIE: (Coniriteg W(Pats her
hand) Why, girlie . . don’t

want anyone making thie
unhappy. Looks like Georée—
alize how much you miss h

try to be home more.

MRS. LAYTON: (Haggard) Uni 2

e
Charlie—please . . . I'm going
stairs. (Escapes rather than exits)

CHARLIE: (Clucking) Poor child.
Her nerves are shot. Think I’ll
speak to George about this, my-
self! (Notices picture instead of
moose head) (Jaw drops. Locates
moose head by door, takes picture
down again as:) (Sound: Phone
rings.)

(CHARLIE races to phone. Can’t
bear to miss anything) Hello?
Who's calling? . . . What did you
want to talk to Ginny about? . . .
(Outraged) For shame! I'll advise
you to learn some respect for your
elders, young man! (Bangs re-
ceiver down) (Resumes BIZ of
hanging moose head) Young whip-
persnapper! Virginia shouldn’t
have anything to do with a bad-
mannered lad like that, anyhow!
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( Enter cinNy)

cINNy: Wasn't that for me, Uncle
Charlie? I thought Joe would . . .
(Disappointed, seeing phone on
cradle) Oh. (Sees moose head)
Holy cow!

cHARLIE: No, Virginia . . . that’s a
bull moose.

cinNy: Well—-what I mean is—
good night—I thought Mother was
going to have a mirror put up
there.

cHARLIE: She was, but I persuaded
her to accept this little gift from
me, instead. Anybody can have a
mirror, but very few people have
a genuine moose head hanging in
their living rooms.

GINNY: I should hope not!
CHARLIE: (Hurt) You—don't like

: Well, if Mother wants it
kay. Personally, I think
have flipped her lid if she
lik . (Sighs)

CHMewildered) What?

GINNY: n our little friend
there, He e Moose—the ex-
moose, tha makes it kinda

gloomy in herg don’t you think?

cARLIE:  (Vagflel Oh—well
(Starts out), I'll X e room
does need brighten I told

your mother. ( Exits)

GINNY: (Shrugs, taps %o
significantly, and stand§, arms
akimbo, surveying moose and
shaking head) Mother hasn’t been
acting like herself the last few days
—and small wonder—but this! He
looks like a bully—and a bad-tem-
pered so and so!

ead
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MARTHA ; (Entering) You
shouldn’t talk like that about your
uncle, Ginny Layton! (Sees moose
head. Glares at it a moment and
starts taking it down)

GINNY: I wasn’t talking about him
—I was talking about Herman
there—but it could go double.

MARTHAg Honey—Mr.
just

Conery’s
onely old man. You gotta
nce with old folks. Spe-

ciall

ou’re kin to them.
GINNY: @ tly) Yes—you're
stuck whe Je relatives. (Dis-
believing ) "UgiclgaCharlie told me
Mother want an up there.

MARTHA: Well, s
GINNY: Thank goo

MARTHA: (Late take rman?
You mean you call him icates
moose) Herman? I ca ﬁn

esn’t.

Charlie. (They laugh)

Dissolve to Commercial.
(Integrated Commerical for

here)
MUSIC: Bridge.

(Fade in living room later that
afternoon. CHARLIE is setting vases
of flowers on every available flat
surface, whistling happily. wmes.
LAYTON enters. She surveys flowers
with growing dismay )

CHARLIE: (Beaming) I thought
these flowers would brighten the
place up a little.

MRS. LAYTON: (Almost in disbe-
lief) Uncle Charlie . . . you didn’t
cut all my flowers . . . (Runs to
window and looks out. Stifles
moan )

CHARLIE: (Face falls) No use
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wasting ‘em outside when they
oughta be in here where you can
enjoy ‘em.

MRS. LAYTON: (Crying) Oh, no!

CHARLIE: Why, Ruthie, dear . . .
What's the matter? There’s no
harm done. . ..

MRS. LAYTON: No harm done!—No
harm done! (Bawls)

MARTHA: (Sailing in) Miss Ruth!
What on earth’s the matter, honey?
(Sees flowers) (Grim, puts arms
around Ruth) (To cHARuUE) I
suppose you cut all Miss Ruth’s
flowers.

CHARLIE: Why, yes. But that’s
what flowers are for—to make peo-

ple happy.

MARTHA: (Controlled but mad)
Well, these flowers aren’t making
anybody happy! Miss Ruth was
nursing them along like a baby, so
the yard would look nice for her

arden Club contest next Friday,
bedspreads and draperies inserte now I bet you didn’t leave a

% bud in that yard!

MR YrON: (Through tears)
Don me Uncle Charlie, Mar-
tha . é didn’t know . . . He

«vs 0I5t his faulk., . .

appy) Well-I
irs . . . Ruthie,
only wanted to

meant

CHARLIE: ®
guess I'll
I'm awfully s
help. (Exits, ¢

MARTHA: Oh,
got to do somethi
Mr. Conery came here, things
have gotten out of hand.

MRS. LAYTON: (Drying eyes) But
Uncle Charlie seems so happy to
be here . . . and he really doesn’t
have any other place to go.
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MARTHA: What about your aunt
Carrie? He could go and visit her
. . . his own sister.

MRS. LAYTON: Poor Uncle Charlie’s
scared to death of her. He is timid.

MARTHA: Timid! Why, he goes
poking his nose into everything!
He even comes out and tells me
what to cook-.-and how to cook it.

MRS. ?N: Uncle Charlie
doesn’ ny harm. He just
wants to h

MARTHA: (Cr@cefldgpof aggrava-
tion) Help! '
—helping to drive go
always were so ca
and now you’re a bu

erves.
Dr. George can’t stan ng-
ées

winded stories, so he nev
home except to sleep. Miss

and Mr. Bill won’t answer the d6o
since the first day when he

over there and let little Na
drink some of his beer! I say, uncle
or no uncle, he’s got to go before
he makes . . .

‘MRS. LAYTON: (Sharply) Martha!

MARTHA: (Flinches at tone. Bites
lip, hurt to the quick. Drops her
eyes. Speaks very quietly) I'm
sorry I spoke out of turn, Miss
Ruth, Only sometimes.. . .

( Exits)

MBRS. LAYTON, ashamed of hurting
MARTHA, starts after her. Stops.
Doesn’t know what to do. Starts to
lean head on mantelpiece to cry.
Notices moose head. In a fury of
frustration almost tears it off wall
and slams it down—on something
that won’t injure it so the prop de-
partment won’t have tfc‘)fay for re-
pairs. GINNY enters and sees part
of this.
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GINNY: Mother! What is it! You're
crying! (Runs and hugs mother)

MRS. LAYTON: (Trying to control
herself) Nothing, darling . . . I'm

just a little overwrought. . . .

GINNY: Please tell me what you're
crying about. I can’t bear to see
you like this, What’s the matter?

MES. LAYTON: Nothing, dear.

cINNY: Now, Mother, something is
the matter, too. What is it?

MRS. LAYTON: (Tightly) I said
nothing is the matter. Now, please
stop asking.

GINNY: Uncle Charlie’s getting on
your nerves, isn’t he? . . . Isnt he?

MRS. LAYTON: Ginny, please!l I

don’t want to discuss it. (Glares

almost defiantly at her and dashes
t, running up the stairs)

NNy: (Stricken) Mother! (Fol-
er to door) 1 just wanted to
rns and comes back)

:  Entering) Ginny-baby!
ry to rstand. Your mother’s
awful u N She didnt mean to
hurt youRfeélinos.

GINNY: (G over and fixing
vase of flowerg) 1 know . . . and
I know why she’ et, too! And

she wont do a e, about it!
(Turns suddenly) n't she,
Martha?

MARTHA: Honey—some it’s
mighty hard to take a stan®, espe-
cially when you know somebody
well enough to understand ’em
and make allowances. So you keep
putting it off, hoping you won’t
have to.

GINNY: Then, why dont you do
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something? You're always won-
derful at figuring out angles.

MARTHA: (Smiles gently) This is
one time your old Martha cant
do a thing. I'd just be butting in.
I did try, well as I could . . . but
your mother . . . (Stops and turns

head)

GINNY: Y@u mean ... Mother. . .
You she .

ods)

GINNY dogs it. She’s furi-
ous) Yo to tell me that
Uncle Cha aused you and
Mother . ish sentence,
she’s so mad rposefully

toward door

MARTHA: Now, Gin oRey .
Don't go off until you your
horse.

GINNY: (Comes back) (A

tirade) It’s not so bad for
cause even if none of my frie
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cINNY: But somebody’s got to do
something.

MARTHA: I know. But maybe
there’s a way to do it thatll get
what you want without upsetting
your mother. She’s upset enough
already . I never saw her like
this in all my years of working for
this family!

cinNy: Well, if there’s a way out
so everybody’s happy—let’s find it.
But quick!

MARTHA: Now—let me see. There’s
no chance of his going to visit his
sister Carrie. He can’t stand her!
But—wait a minute! Maybe . . .
ciNNY: Whatre you going to do?
MARTHA: I'm not going to do any-
thing! You are! |

GINNY: But you told me. ..

MARTHA: (Stopping her) But if
Mr. Conery decided to leave all

)gy himself .
will come over here any mor (Face falls) He won’t. He

account of him, I can go out. But
you and Mother have him around
all the time! Mother made me
promise to be nice to him, and I
always thought his intentions were
good. But it doesn’t matter what
his intentions are. You and Mother
are just as miserable as if his in-
tentions were all bad, and it’s re-
sults that count! And if nobody
else will tell him the trouble he’s
causing, I willl (Starts out again)
(Comes back for moose head)
 He can get out and take this—this
monster with him!

MARTHA: Wait a minute, honey!
If you hurt his feelings, that’ll only
make your mother feel worse than
she does.

@W s never been as happy as
%been with us.
A@ Yessir, I bet it'll work!

iss Ginny. (Looks
amundmtomally This has
got to be § secret. Don’t even let
on to your her—even after-
wards. Here; we do it!

(Whispers in Laughs)

GINNY: (Laughs)
But what if it do
what if I can’t put i
.

MARTHA: Hush with that, honey!
Don't fret. We got plenty of time
to figure out something else then.
(Listens) I think that’s your uncle
Charlie coming now. . . . Do like

soberly)

ork

er! V\}h.at -
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I told you! You gotta try—for your
mother’s sake!

GINNY: Okay—I will!

cHARLIE: (Comes to door) (Stops
a moment before entering) Saaaay
. . . you two are cooking up secrets,

huh?
¢inNY: Why—uh——

MARTHA: ( kly) (Starting to

leave) Y e got a fine secret

v 3 W you tell, Miss
(

Ginny! (Win CHARLIE can’t

see but cINNy Ugll this is just
a buildup for thei )
GINNY: (Finally gef§ s You

don’t want me to. .. s it

)
ts it)
- (Singsong) We know a . We

know a secret. O

CHARLIE: What is it?P

MARTHA: (Amused) Cats ar
all curiosity killed. (Significant

107

GINNY: Oh, that wouldnt be fair,
Uncle Charlie! A secret is a—a
secret.

CHARLIE: What's it about? Some-
thing nice?

GiNNY: Oh, yes! You'd be crazy
about . .. (Catches self)

CHARLIE: Yes, yes ... go on. ...

GINNY: No—it wouldnt be fair.

Martha'd never forgive me if I
told.

CHARLIE: She doesn’ need to know
you told me.

GINNY: (Remonstrates, but
amused) Why, Uncle Charlie!
CHARLIE: (Uncomfortable but

curiosity wins) Well-I wouldn’t
have you betray a trust, Virginia.
You know that. But surely you

uld give me a little hint,
Don’t let him dig it out of yo@w: (Feigning  reluctance)
while I'm gon€l

Miss Ginny,
(Snickers)

GINNY: You can depend on me,
Marthal (Winks and holds up
thumb and forefinger in circle)

(Exit MARTHA. GINNY picks up
magazine, assuming indifference. )
CHARLIE: (Dying of curiosity)
What kind of a secret?

CINNY: (Beginning to enjoy this)
Oh—just a secret.

CHARLIE: Not a secret from your
mother, I hope. |

GINNY: Ummm-hmmmm. From
everybody.

CHARLIE: (Sits down in chair
pulled over by cinny. Keeps
hitching it closer) Fiddle-dee-dee!

You can tell your uncle Charlie—
I won’t tell a soul.

. . Maybe

don’t know. .
ittle hint. . . .

CH ho’s the secret about?
GINNY: 1. ..1I guess maybe
it’s about in a way.

CHARLIE la’s about me. . . !
GINNY: But y got to promise
not to tell Mothergdi’s really a
surprise for her!

CHARLIE: Why, I wo@ spoil a
surprise for Ruthie. t to
know you can trust m at

score!l (Looks expectant)

GINNY: Well—all right. Somebody’s
coming to visit us in the morn-
ing. . .| |
CHARLIE: Really? We've got a
pretty full house now, I'd say!

GINNY: Oh, there’s always room
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for one more . .
tive.

cHARLIE: Relative! (Thinks) On
your mother’s side or your father’s?

. especially a rela-

GINNY: Mother’s.

cHARLIE: On your . . . Why, your
mother doesn’t have anyone in her
family but me and my sister Ca——

(Bfreaf.oﬁ) (Petrified) It isn’t

GINN ew you'd be surprised!
Isnt d ull Mother says
you two avelft seen each other
for years, know youre ex-
cited.

CHARLIE: paces.
He's exmted al but e isn’t
happy) Carrie! . 6 Oh, my
—oh, lord!

CGINNY: (Getting up,

having brought it oﬁ w

you'd be tickled, so I tol

you promise not to tell

Aunt Carrie wants to surpr

They haven't seen each other fo
years, either, you know. (Start
toward door)

cHARLIE: (Almost to himself)
Carrie doesnt see anybody—if
they see her first! (Pacing, oblivi-
ous of GINNY)

cinNy: Well, remember, you prom-
ised not to tell I told you!

CHARLIE: HuhP—Oh. I won’t tell!
I don’t want to be the bearer of
ill tidings. . .. You can depend on
my keeping mum!

GINNY exits. CHARLIE doesn’t notice
GINNY'S exit, continues pacing a
moment. Slumps into chair. Runs
hand through hair. Gives panto-
mime of man in desperate situa-
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tion trying to figure his way out.

Gets inspiration. Sees he’s
alone. Goes to telephone and dials
operator, keeping eye on doorway
until he gets answer. Then turns
with back to doorway when he
gets party.

During conversation, GINNY and
MARTHA peek around corner of
door, congratulate each other.

Music: (Sneak “hurry music” in
under gradual crescendo to
bridge) |
cHARLIE: Operator? Get me Kim
Maddigan at the Explorers’ Club,
in New York City. Hurry! . . . No,
I don’t know the number! . . .
(Fidgets) Oh—— Hello? Kim
Maddigan .. . | Kim? Charlie Con-
eryl I'm in Fairfield visiting my
niece . . . Never mind how I am.
I'm terrlble! My sister Carrie’s ar-
riving here tomorrow . . . Get me
ocuta here! ... I dont care what
you do! Send me a wire . . any-
. but get me out of here

re my sister comes tomorrow!
en’t any excuse for leavmgT

@Omethmgl . Just imagine
gmg an enraged rhinoc-

eros ive me your instinctive
reacti . Hal You just don’t
Carrie! . . . Oh—
life! Don’t fail
tter of life and

me, Kim! It

death! ... G ... (Hangs
up) Whew! ( rehead)
CHARLIE Sees moos . presum-

ably hangs it up again as camera
fades. Actually takes it off stage.
Music: Time bridge

Dissolve to Layton living room. . . .
Following morning. MRS. LAYTON
wears house dress. MARTHA is dust-
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ing. MRS. LAYTON is opening the
mail. (Moose head is gone)

MARTHA: I think your visit with
the Kings last night did you good,
Miss Ruth. You look more pert
than I've seen you for days.

MRS. LAYTON: I guess you're right,
Martha. I do feel better. I hated to
leave Uncle (harlie alone, though

MARTHA
worry abou
self occupied

ghs) Dont ever
He keeps him-

MRS. LAYTON: I Wo
suppose anything
Uncle Charliel He

for breakfast—but I i ed he

(Exits)

MARTHA: (To herself) Well,
was the sickest-looking man last

night! . ..

Enter cinny. Comes loping in, in
housecoat if she hasnw't had time
to change.

cINNY: She doesnt suspect, does
she, Martha?

MARTHA: Well, it worked all right
—like I told you! Your mother’s
gone up to Mr. Conery’s room to
see if he’s sick or something. . . .

GINNY: (Notices moose is gone.
Covers last few words of MAR-
THA'S) It's gone! The moose!

MARTHA: (Laughs) We was
robbed!
GINNY:  (Laughs) Well—thank

goodness! I was getting as tired of
Herman as I was of Uncle Charlie!

was taking a longer w an
usual. . . . (Worried) 1 t
run upstairs and sec if h @
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MRS. LAYTON: (Running down-
stairs) (Starts speech, off, before
entering room) Uncle Charlie’s
gone! Bag and baggage! (Enters
with telegram and note) (Also
large parcel) (cmNNyY and MARTHA
look at each other, pleased)

MARTHA: You dont say! Where
could he have gone to?

MRS. LAYTON: I don’t understand
this at all—but he left this note and
this telegram. . . . (cINNY and
MARTHA crowd around to see)

MARTHA: Yeah—he got a telegram
last night while you were gone. . ..

cINNY: What does it say?

MRS. LAYTON: The note says,
“Ruthie, dear . . . Sorry I couldn’t
say good-by, but you’ll see by this
telegram I had to leave immedi-
ely by the night plane. No time
ood-bys—which I hate.”

Let’s see the telegram

: telegram) “Al Burke
cla shot bigger moose than
yours s loving cup. Come

immedia@€ly) and defend your
prize! Kim Maddigan, Explorers’
Club, New ,@ City.”

MRS. LAYTON:@( Naiices moose is
gone) He took@ith him, all
right!  (Looks a pleased)
(Continues readin tg) Then

he goes on to say . . .g8odly I am
Indian giver about oose
head, but I'm leaving yofl some-

thing just as good for the mantel-
piece. Love to all . . . your devoted
Uncle Charlie.” (Frowns) That’s
odd. ... But he was always a little
. . . eccentric. (GINNY and MARTHA
exchange worried looks)
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cinNy: Open up the package.
What’s in it?

MARTHA: He says it’s just as good
as the moose! Nothing could be
“just as good” as that animall

GINNY and MARTHA pantomime:
“Do you think she suspects?”
. ’it’s all right.”

MRS. JBAYTON: (Tears off wrap-
' ackage) 1 hope it’s

some ce. But with Uncle
Charlie evgr know what to
expect. out contents of
package) a stuffed and
mounted fish

THE TV WRITER’S GUIDE

MRS, LAYTON: Oh . ..whatll we do
with it?

MARTHA: Waitll day after tomor-
row and throw it out. ...

MES. LAYTON: Day after tomor-
row? . ..

Dolly in for cu of MARTHA.

MARTHA: Yesm. . . . Just like I al-
ways say . . . Neither relatives nor
fish oughta be kept around the
house longer than three days!
(Laughs)

MUSIC: Theme in and hold
under:

Credits

MUSIC: Out.



