38

IT’S A WONDERFUL LIFE:

AN INTERNET RADIO PERFORMANCE
by C. Aw D’Body
Presented by WVMBR Radio

Performed by the “AGAPE Players”
Copyright Note: “It’s a Wonderful Life: An Internet Radio Performance” is prepared for internet radio broadcast, and derived entirely on material in the public domain.
MUSIC: HARP2 – Sound board
Narrator/Joseph: This is the story of George Bailey, a citizen of Bedford Falls, NY.  George Bailey -- who, more than anything under the sun, wanted to see the world. The wonderful, exciting world that lay somewhere beyond the limits of his home town. Oddly enough, this story does not begin in Bedford Falls. In fact, it doesn't begin anywhere in the world. 
It begins ... here in Heaven.  My name is Joseph, and I am the Superintendent of Angels and I have just summoned for Clarence, who is an apprentice angel.

MUSIC: HARP1 – Sound board
CLARENCE: Oh, I - I'm really going down to Earth, sir? Oh, how splendid.

JOSEPH: Yes. There's a very discouraged man down there, Clarence. George 

Bailey. At exactly ten forty-five PM, Earth time, he'll be thinking seriously of ending his life.

CLARENCE: Oh, dear, dear. His life.

JOSEPH: Now, I want you to stop him if you can. Now, sit down, sit down. I'll give you George Bailey's case history.

CLARENCE: Sir, if, er ... if I should accomplish my mission... may I perhaps get my wings? Oh please sir, I've been waiting over two hundred years now and, well, people are beginning to talk.

JOSEPH: We shall see, we shall see.  Say, Clarence, what's that book?

CLARENCE: "The Adventures of Tom Sawyer," sir. I was reading it when you sent for me.

JOSEPH: Oh, fine book, excellent. Well, you do a good job on George Bailey and just maybe you’ll get your wings.

CLARENCE: Oh, thank you, sir.

JOSEPH: Now, listen. When George Bailey was a boy, two events occurred that you should keep in mind. One was when his young brother, Harry, fell through the ice and almost drowned. George saved him.

CLARENCE: Let me write this down, "... brother fell through the ice ... George saved him ..."

JOSEPH: Now, ever since then, George has had a bad ear. All that icy water – you understand.

CLARENCE: "... bad ear ..." Yes, sir.

JOSEPH: The other event came a few months later. George used to work after school in Mr. Gower's drug store. One day, Mr. Gower's only son died of influenza. It was a terrible blow and poor Mr. Gower tried to lose his grief in whiskey... (Fades)
MUSIC: HARP1 – Sound board
YOUNG GEORGE: It’s me, Mr. Gower. George Bailey.
Mr. GOWER:( a bit slurred and angry) You’re Late! 
YOUNG GEORGE: Yes Sir.
Young Violet: Hi George.....Hi Mary.

Young Mary: Hello Violet.

YOUNG GEORGE: Two cents worth of shoelaces, Violet?

Young Violet: She was here first.

Young Mary: I’m still thinking...

YOUNG GEORGE: Shoelaces?

Young Violet: Please, Georgie. (to Mary) I like him.

Young Mary: You like every boy!

Young Violet: What’s wrong with that?

YOUNG GEORGE: Here you are.

Young Violet: Help me down?

YOUNG GEORGE: Help YA DOWN?

Young Violet: Bye, Georgie.  See ya later, Mary

(Door w/bell opens and shuts) – ring bell, soundboard
YOUNG GEORGE: Made up your mind yet, Mary?

Young Mary: I’ll take chocolate. 
YOUNG GEORGE: With coconuts?
Young Mary: I don’t like coconuts. 
YOUNG GEORGE: You don’t like coconuts! Say, brainless, don’t you know where coconuts come from? Look it here- from Tahiti- Fiji islands, the coral sea!  

Young Mary: Is that a new magazine? I never saw it before. 
YOUNG GEORGE: of course you never. Only us explorers can get it. I’ve been nominated for membership in the National Geographic Society.

I’ll get your ice cream.
Young Mary: Is this the ear you can’t hear on? George Bailey I love you till the day I die
YOUNG GEORGE: I’m going exploring someday, wait and see. (whistles Buffalo Gals)
Mr. GOWER:(aggravated) George! You’re not paid to be a Canary!

YOUNG GEORGE: Yes, Sir
Young Mary: goodbye George
YOUNG GEORGE: goodbye Mary

(Door w/bell opens and shuts, ring bell - soundboard
(SOUND: of ruffling paper)  crinkle paper
CLARENCE: what’s that piece of paper George just picked up?
JOSEPH: It’s a telegram for Mr. Gower, it says that his son died of influenza, and He’s spent the afternoon drowning is grief and whiskey.
YOUNG GEORGE: Mr. Gower do you need anything?
GOWER: (sullen voice) No George.

GOWER: take these capsules over to Mrs. Blane’s
YOUNG GEORGE: they have the diphtheria there haven’t they sir?
GOWER: (sullen voice) Yes George
YOUNG GEORGE: is it a charge Sir?

GOWER: (sullen voice) yes George
YOUNG GEORGE: Sir... 
GOWER: Aw, get going.
JOSEPH: You see Clarence, George had noticed that the grief stricken Mr. Gower had used the bottle marked poison when he made the capsules. Mr. Gower was in no state to listen. Just then George noticed the tobacco ad in the window that read “Ask dad HE knows”, so off he ran, but his father was in a meeting with old man Potter, so George returned to the store without delivering the medicine.
GOWER: Where you been George? Mrs. Blaine's called twice! What happened to her prescription? Ya lost it, didn't ya?

YOUNG GEORGE: No, Mr. Gower, here it is.

GOWER: Why you good-fer-nuthin'! Don't you know that Blaine girl's sick?

SOUND: SLAPS GEORGE slap hands
YOUNG GEORGE: (in pain) Mr. Gower, my ear! You're hurting my sore ear!

GOWER: I'll teach ya to loaf, ya lazy brat!

YOUNG GEORGE: Mr. Gower, you’re sad, you don't know what you're doing! You put something wrong in those capsules!

GOWER: What?!
YOUNG GEORGE: I know you feel bad, but, look Mr. Gower! Look! This bottle you used, this bottle to make up the capsules! It's poison! Poison I tell ya!
GOWER: Poison?

YOUNG GEORGE: Don't hurt my sore ear again, Mr. Gower!

GOWER: Poison? (sympathetic) Oh, George, George...

YOUNG GEORGE: It's why I didn't deliver, Mr. Gower! All I wanted was to make sure! I won’t ever tell, hope to die, I won’t.
GOWER: (sobs) Oh George, George...

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
JOSEPH: Well, Clarence, that was George Bailey as a boy... 
CLARENCE: did he ever tell anyone about the pills?

JOSEPH: not a soul

CLARENCE: Did he ever marry the girl? Did he ever go exploring?
JOSEPH: We’ll get there soon enough, Clarence. George grew up and wanted to go to college but there just wasn’t the money. So he worked four years in the Building and Loan Association.
CLARENCE: Building and Loan Association?

JOSEPH: George's father was in the building and loan business with his brother Billy. George worked for his father and saved enough to see him through the university. But first, he was going to Europe. Old man Gower surprised him with a large suitcase. On his way home from the store he ran into his pals Ernie, the taxi driver and Bert the cop. 

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
GEORGE: Hey, Ernie!

Ernie: Hiya, George!

GEORGE: Hi, Bert.

BERT: Hey, George. What’s with the suitcase?

GEORGE: I’m a rich tourist today, Ernie how about driving me home in style?

Ernie: Sure your highness, hop in the cab. (in fake Irish accent) And, for the carriage trade I puts on me hat.

Violet: Good afternoon, Mr. Bailey. Looks like you’re ready to get out of here?

GEORGE: Hello Violet. Hey you look good. That’s some dress.

Violet: Oh, this old thing? Why, I only wear it when I don’t care how I look. See you later boys. 
(SOUND: High heeled footsteps.)  Shoes on table
(SOUND: Car horn.)  Squeeze horn
Ernie: Want to come along, Bert? We’ll show you the town.

BERT: No thanks, Think I’ll go home and see what the wife is doing

Ernie & George: Family Man!
MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
Joseph: Now Clarence this is the Bailey home.
GEORGE: Boy, oh boy, oh boy! My last meal in the Bailey boarding house.
Peter Bailey: Well, we're sure going to miss you, George.

GEORGE: Aw, I'm going to miss you, too Pop, Hey, what's the matter? You look tired.

Peter Bailey: Oh, I had another tussle with old Man Potter today.

GEORGE: Oh?..

Peter Bailey: I thought when we put him on the Board of Directors, he'd ease up on us.
GEORGE: I wonder what’s eating that old money-grubbing buzzard anyway?

Peter Bailey: Oh, he’s a sick man. Frustrated and sick. Sick in his mind, sick in his soul, if he has one. Hates everybody that has anything he can’t have. Hates us mostly, I guess. 

HARRY: (from off) Hey, George! Can I borrow your tuxedo studs?

GEORGE: (yells) Yeah, help yourself, Harry!

HARRY: Hey, why don't you come to the dance tonight?

GEORGE: What? And be bored to death?

HARRY: Well, ya couldn't want a better death! Lots of pretty girls. Hey, I 

gotta hurry!

Peter Bailey: You know George, I wish we could send Harry to college with you, your mother and I talked it over half the night.
GEORGE: Aw, we've got that all figured out now, Pop. He'll take over my job at the Building and Loan, work four years like I did, and then he'll go.

Peter Bailey: He's pretty young for that job.

GEORGE: Well, no younger'n I was.

Peter Bailey: Maybe you were born older, George.

GEORGE: Huh? What’s that?
Peter Bailey: I suppose you’ve decided what you’re going to do when you get out of college?
GEORGE: What I’ve always talked about... building things... design new buildings... plan modern cities...

Peter Bailey: It’s just a hope, but you wouldn’t consider coming back to the building and loan, would you?
GEORGE: Oh, no, now, Pop, I - I - I just couldn't. I - I couldn't face being cooped up the rest of my life in a shabby little office. I-- Oh, I'm sorry, Pop. Now, I - I didn't mean that, but it's just this business of nickels and dimes, in spending all your life trying to figure out how to save 3 cents on a length of pipe, I'd go crazy. I - I want to do something big. Something important.

Peter Bailey: You know, George, I feel in a small way, we are doing something important. It’s not too much for man to want his own roof and walls and fireplace...and we’re helping him get those things in our shabby little office.
GEORGE: I know. I know, Pop. I - I just wish I felt that I—I’ve been saving pennies like a miser-- Most of my friends have already finished college. I just feel like if I didn't get away, I'd bust.

Peter Bailey: You're right, son. This town is no place to live if you aren’t willing to crawl to Potter. Get your education then get out of here.
GEORGE: Aw, Pop, ya-- Pop, you want a shock? I think you're a pretty great guy.

Peter Bailey: Well, thanks, George. I'm glad to hear it. Look, um, why don't you go on over to Harry's dance? You'll have a good time.

GEORGE: Well, I don't know, maybe I will drop in. Yeah, maybe I will, at that.

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
CLARENCE: So George Bailey went to a dance. Is that important, Joseph?

JOSEPH: Why, it was at the dance he met Mary Hatch.

CLARENCE: Ah-ohhh..the little girl with the ice cream from the drugstore?
JOSEPH: Yes! And three hours later, he was walking her home. George and Mary were feeling pretty good, Clarence. As a matter of fact, wonderful... (fades)

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
SOUND: FOOTSTEPS -- IN THE DISTANCE, A DOG BARKS  - shoes on table – make dog barking noises off microphone
GEORGE AND MARY: (singing) "Buffalo Gals, can't you come out tonight? Can't you come out tonight? Can't you come out tonight? Buffalo Gals, can't you come out tonight... aaaaaaannnnnnnnd dance by the light of da moon?"
GEORGE: Hot dog! Just like an organ.
MARY: Beautiful!

GEORGE: You know - If it wasn't me talkin', I'd say you were the prettiest girl in town.

MARY: Well, why don't you say it?

GEORGE: I don't know. Maybe I will say it. Hey, how old are you, anyway?

MARY: Eighteen.

GEORGE: Eighteen?! Why was only last year you were 17.
MARY: Too young or too old?

GEORGE: No, no, that's just right. Your age fits ya. Hey, look where we are!

MARY: Hm? Oh, the old Granville house.

GEORGE: Yeah, I gotta throw a rock!

MARY: Oh, no, George. I love that old house.

GEORGE: No see you make a wish and try to break some glass, you have to be good shot these days too.
MARY: George, but it's full of romance, that old place, I’d like to live in it.
GEORGE: In that place? I wouldn't live in it as a ghost! Now, watch. Watch this. Here we go.

(SOUND: Glass breaks.) – sound board
MARY: What'd you wish, George?

GEORGE: Not one wish. A whole hatful, Mary. I'm shakin' the dust of this crummy little town off my feet and I'm gonna see the world! Italy, Greece, the Parthenon, the Coliseum. And then I'm comin' back here and go to college and see what they know. And then I'm gonna build things. Air fields and skyscrapers a hundred stories high and bridges a mile long, .. Hey – you going to throw a rock too?
(SOUND: Glass breaks.) – sound board
GEORGE: Hey that’s pretty good, what’d you wish for Mary?
MARY: Oh no if I tell you it may not come true.

GEORGE: What do you want Mary? Do you want the moon? All you gotta do is say the word and I’ll throw a lasso around it and pull it down. Say, that’s a pretty good idea I’ll give you the moon Mary!

MARY: Okay. The moon. I'll take it. Then what?

GEORGE: Then you could swallow it... and - and it'd dissolve, see? And the moonbeams'd shoot out of your fingers and toes, and the ends of your hair and the... Am I talkin' too much?

GRUMPY OLD MAN: (yells from off mike) Yes! Why don’t you kiss her instead of talking her to death?!

GEORGE: How's that?

GRUMPY OLD MAN: I said, Why don’t you kiss her instead of talking her to death?!
GEORGE: You want me to kiss her huh?
GRUMPY OLD MAN: Aw, youth is wasted on the wrong people.

(SOUND: A door opens and slams.) – Soundboard
GEORGE: Hey, mister! Come on back out here and I’ll show you some kissing that’ll put hair back on your head!

(SOUND: Car horn, a car approaches.) – squeeze horn – engine soundboard
UNCLE BILLY: George! 

GEORGE: Uncle Billy?
UNCLE BILLY: George! Get in the car, quick! Your father's had a stroke!

GEORGE: What?  Mary, I’m sorry, I’ve got to go.
(SOUND: Car door opens and closes, then drives off.) - soundboard
MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
JOSEPH: George's father died that night, Clarence. So, George didn’t go to Europe. That fall, just as he was ready to leave for college, the directors of the building and loan had a meeting. They were going to appoint a successor to Mr. Bailey... (fades)

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
SOUND: BOARD OF DIRECTORS TALKING – all present talking / chatter
DR. CAMPBELL: I want the board to know that George gave up his trip to Europe to help straighten things out here these past few months, and it was greatly appreciated. I think that’s all we’ll need you for George. Good luck to you at school, I know you’re anxious to make a train.

GEORGE: Yes, thank you, I have a taxi waiting downstairs.

DR. CAMPBELL: Now we come to the real purpose of this meeting to appoint a successor.
POTTER: Mr. Chairman, I’d like to get to my real purpose. I claim this institution is not necessary to this town. Therefore, Mr. Chairman, I make a motion to dissolve the building and loan and turn its assets and liabilities over to the receiver.

ALL. (As BOARD MEMBERS, Crowd hubbub ad-libs.) – all present talking / chatter
DR. CAMPBELL: It’s too soon after Peter Bailey’s death to discuss chloroforming the building and loan. His faith and devotion are responsible for this organization.

POTTER: I’ll go further than that. I’ll say, to the public, Peter Bailey was the building and loan.

UNCLE BILLY: Oh, that’s fine, Potter, coming from you, considering you probably drove him to his grave.
POTTER: Peter Bailey was not a businessman, that’s what killed him, Oh I don’t mean any disrespect to him, God rest his soul, he was a man of high ideals so called.


But, ideals without common sense can ruin this town. And what does that get us? But a discontented, lazy rabble, instead of a thrifty working class, and all because of few starry eyed dreamers like Peter Bailey, stir them up and fill their heads with a lot of impossible ideas.

 
Now I say....
SOUND: BOARD OF DIRECTORS TALKING – all present talking / chatter
GEORGE: Just a minute. Now, hold on, Mr. Potter. You’re right when you say my father was no business man. I know that. Why he ever started this cheap, penny-ante Building and Loan, I’ll never know. But neither you nor anybody else can say anything against his character, because his whole life was... Why, in the twenty-five years since he and Uncle Billy started this thing, he never once thought of himself. Isn’t that right, Uncle Billy?

Uncle BILLY: You got that right!

GEORGE. He didn’t save enough money to send Harry to school, let alone me. But he did help a few people get out of your slums, Mr. Potter. And what’s wrong with that? Why... Here, you’re all businessmen here. Doesn’t it make them better citizens? Doesn’t it make them better customers? You...you said... What’d you say just a minute ago? ...They had to wait and save their money before they even ought to think of a decent home. Wait! Wait for what? Until their children grow up and leave them? Until they’re so old and broken-down that they... Do you know how long it takes a working man to save five thousand dollars? Just remember this, Mr. Potter, that this rabble you’re talking about...they do most of the working and paying and living and dying in this community. Well, is it too much to have them work and pay and live and die in a couple of decent rooms and a bath? Anyway, my father didn’t think so. People were human beings to him, but to you, a warped, frustrated old man, they’re cattle. Well, in my book he died a much richer man
than you’ll ever be!

POTTER: I'm not interested in your book, George. I'm talking about the 

Building and Loan.

GEORGE: I know very well what you're talking about, something you can't get your fingers on!.. and it's galling you -- that's what you're talking about. 
I know.... Well, I’ve said too much.. You’re the board here, you do what you want with this thing. There’s just one thing more here, this town needs this measly one-horse institution, if only to have some place where people can come without crawling to Potter! Come on, Uncle Billy!

POTTER: Sentimental hogwash! I want my motion..(fades)
SOUND: DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES - soundboard
TILLY: What happened, George? all we heard was a lot of yelling!

UNCLE BILLY: Boy, oh, boy, you should've heard George!

GEORGE: Yeah, they're in there voting us out of business.

TILLY: Well, who cares? I can get another job. 
SOUND – Newspaper flipping

TILLY:  Here’s one Help wanted female.
UNCLE BILLY: Will you get out of here, George, you’ll miss your train, you’re already a week late for school. You missed your boat trip. Do you wanna miss college, too?

SOUND: DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES, DIRECTORS TALK – soundboard / all present talk / chatter
DR. CAMPBELL: George! They just voted Potter down!

UNCLE BILLY: Whoopee! We're still in business!
DR. CAMPBELL: There's just one condition, they’ve appointed you to take your father's place, George.
GEORGE: Me?! But I'm going to college. Look, this is my last chance! 

Uncle Billy here, He’s your man!

DR. CAMPBELL: But, they'll vote with Potter otherwise. 

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
CLARENCE: I know. I know he didn't go to college.

JOSEPH: That's right, Clarence, not only that, He gave his college money to his brother. And waited for Harry to come back and take over the Building and Loan. 
CLARENCE: But what happened to that good-looking girl? You know, Mary?

JOSEPH: Oh, George saw her now and then. Not very often, though, because Mary went away to school, too. Anyway, George waited four years more for Harry to come back and take his place. He could still see the world. He planned to work in the oil fields of Venezuela. 

SOUND: Train whistle  - sound board
GEORGE: Thar she blows. Say, Uncle Billy, you know what the 3 most wonderful sounds on earth are?
UNCLE BILLY: breakfast is served, lunch is served, dinner is served.
GEORGE: No, no anchor chains, plane Motors, and train whistles. Here’s the professor now.
Harry: Well, if it isn’t George geographic Explorer Bailey! Uncle Billy you haven’t changed a bit.
GEORGE: Oh, am I glad to see you.

Harry: Where’s mother?

GEORGE: She’s home cooking the fatted calf, C’mon let’s go.
Harry: Oh, wait! This is Ruth Dakin.

Ruth: Ruth Dakin Bailey, if you don’t mind.

Harry: I wired you I had a surprise. Here she is. Meet the wife!
UNCLE BILLY: what do you know... wife!
GEORGE: Well it’s a pleasu... What am I saying? Congratulations! Harry, why didn’t you tell somebody? What’s a pretty girl like you doing marrying this two-headed brother of mine?
Ruth: It’s purely mercenary. My father offered him a job. 

UNCLE BILLY: Oh, he gets you and a job? Harry’s cup runneth over! Come on Ruth, let’s start ahead and leave the bags for the fellas.

Ruth: All right.
Harry: George.. About that job, Ruth spoke out of turn, I never said I’d take it. You been holding the bag here for four years and I won’t let you down.
Music – HARP1 - sound board
JOSEPH: So that night, the homecoming for Harry became his wedding party.
SOUND: PORCH DOOR CLOSES - soundboard
MRS. BAILEY: George?

GEORGE: Yeah, I'm out here on the porch, Mother. I just thought I'd get some air.

MRS. BAILEY: Well, how - how do you like your new sister-in-law? 

GEORGE: Aw, she's swell.

MRS. BAILEY: Looks like she can keep Harry on his toes.

GEORGE: Yeah. Yeah and keep him out of Bedford Falls, anyway.

MRS. BAILEY: What do you mean?

GEORGE: Well, Ruth's father... he's got a wonderful job for Harry up in 

Buffalo.

MRS. BAILEY: Buffalo? Well, that means you-- 

GEORGE: Yeah. 

MRS. BAILEY: You can't--

GEORGE: Yeah.
<short pause>
MRS. BAILEY: George, uh, did you know Mary Hatch is back from school?

GEORGE: Hm? Yeah, yeah.

MRS. BAILEY: Nice girl, Mary. The kind who will help you find all the answers.
GEORGE: Mm hmmm.

MRS. BAILEY: Oh, stop grunting!

GEORGE: Well...

MRS. BAILEY: Give me one good reason why you shouldn't call on Mary.

GEORGE: Well, Sam Wainwright. Sam's crazy about Mary.

MRS. BAILEY: Well, she's not crazy about him.

GEORGE: Well, now, how do you know that? Did she discuss it with you? How do 

you--?

MRS. BAILEY: I’ve got eyes haven’t I? She lights up like a Firefly whenever you are around. Besides, Sam's away in New York, and you’re here in Bedford Falls.
GEORGE: Oh. And all's fair in love and war, huh? Uh huh, I see. (mock serious) 
MRS. BAILEY: I don’t know about war..
GEORGE: Okay, Mother, I think I'll go out and find that girl and do a little passionate neckin'.

MRS. BAILEY: Oh! George!

GEORGE: Goodbye, Mrs. Bailey. By the way, do you want any books from the library?

MRS. BAILEY: Library?! George! George, you go and see Mary, do you hear?!

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
Violet: Hello, Georgie-Porgie.
GEORGE: Hello, Vi.

Violet: Where are you going?

GEORGE: Oh, I’ll probably end up at the library.
Violet: Georgie, don’t you ever get tired of just reading about things?

GEORGE: Yes. What are you doing tonight?
Violet: Not a thing, Georgie.

GEORGE: Are you game Vi? Let’s make a night of it?
Violet: Oh, I’d love it, Georgie. What’ll we do?

GEORGE: let’s go out in the fields and take off our shoes and walk in the grass.

Violet: Huh?!

GEORGE: Then we can go up to the falls, it’s beautiful up there in the moonlight, there’s a green pool up there and we can .... we can swim in it. Then we can climb Mount Bedford, and smell the Pines, and watch the sun rise against the peaks and will stay up there the whole night and everybody will be talking and there’ll be a terrific scandal!

Violet: George have you gone crazy? Walk in the grass in my bare feet? Why it's ten miles up to Mount Bedford! You think just because you—oh!

SOUND: High-heels walking away – shoes on table
GEORGE: Okay, just forget about the whole thing!

SOUND: FOOTSTEPS PACING – shoes faster on table
MARY: George? Is that you out there?

GEORGE: Uh, oh, hello, Mary.

MARY: Well, are you coming in?

GEORGE: I just happened to be passin' by here and--

MARY: Oh. I thought you were picketing. Have you made up your mind?

GEORGE: How's that?

MARY: Have you made up your mind?

GEORGE: 'Bout what?

MARY: About coming in. Your mother just phoned. She said you were coming over.

GEORGE: My mother--? Just phoned--? What's she mean, coming--? I just happened to be passing by, that's all! I didn't--

MARY: Well?

GEORGE: Well, all right, I'll come in for a minute but I - I didn't tell anybody I was coming here. A fella can't go out for a walk nowadays without--  

When d'you - When d'you get back?

MARY: Tuesday. Come in.
GEORGE: Ah. Where'd you get that dress?

MARY: Do you like it?

GEORGE: It's all right. I thought you’d go back to New York with Angie, Sam and the rest of them?
MARY: Oh, I worked there a couple of vacations, but I don’t know... I guess I was home sick.
GEORGE: Homesick? for Bedford Falls?
MARY: Yes, and my family and... oh, everything. Would you like to sit down?
GEORGE: I still can't understand it. I didn't tell anybody I was comin' here.
MARY: Would you rather leave?

GEORGE: I don't want to be rude. I'll sit for a while.

MARY: It's nice about your brother Harry and Ruth, isn't it?

GEORGE: Oh... yeah. That's all right.

MARY: Don't you like her?

GEORGE: Well, of course I like her. She's a Peach!

MARY: Oh, just marriage in general you're not enthusiastic about?

GEORGE: No, Marriage is ok for Harry ... and Marty .. Sam... and you. 

MRS. HATCH: (from off) Mary?! Mary? Who are you talking to?!
MARY: (yells) it’s George Bailey, Mother!

MRS. HATCH: (sarcastically) What's he want?!

MARY: (yells) I don't know! (to George) What do you want?

GEORGE: Me? Not a thing! I just came in to get warm!

MARY: (yells) He's making violent love to me, Mother!

MRS. HATCH (perturbed) you tell him to go right back home! (Almost singing) Sam Wainwright said he'd call you tonight from New York.
GEORGE: (offended) you know, your mother needn't-- You know, I didn't come here to--

MARY: What did you come here for?

GEORGE: (annoyed) I don’t know, you tell me. You're supposed to be the one with all the answers! You tell me!

MARY: (matching him) Oh, why don't you go home?!

GEORGE: That’s where I’m going, I don't know why I came here in the first place! Good night!

MARY: Good night!

SOUND: PHONE RING – soundboard
MRS. HATCH: Mary! Telephone,... Mary!

MARY: I’ll get it, 
GEORGE: I forgot my hat!
MARY: Hee-haw. Hello? Sam how are you?

SAM: (on the phone) Mary! Gee, it's good to hear your voice!

MARY: Oh, well that’s awfully sweet of you Sam. I was just talking to an old friend of yours. George Bailey.

SAM: Old mossback George?

MARY: yes, Old mossback George.

SAM: Well, put him on. I'll talk to him, too!

MARY: Wait a second... George?

MRS. HATCH: He doesn't want to speak to George!

MARY: He does so. He asked for him.

GEORGE: (to Mary) did you call me? Because if you did, I'm in a hurry, I got-

MARY: Sam wants to talk to you.

GEORGE: Oh? Um, hiya, Sam.

SAM: Hey, fine pal you are. Tryin' to steal my girl!

GEORGE: What do you mean? Nobody's tryin' to steal anybody's girl. 

SAM: No, wait, George. I want to speak to you both. Tell Mary to get on the extension upstairs.

GEORGE: (to Mary) He says for you to get on the extension upstairs.

MARY: I can't. Mother's on the extension.

MRS. HATCH: I am not!

MARY: We can both hear, George. Just put your head a little closer. 

GEORGE: What?

MARY: There, that's - that's better. (to Sam) Uh, we're - we're listening, 

Sam.

SAM: Well, I have a big deal coming up that's going to make us all rich. 

George, you remember that time you told me about making plastics out of soybeans?

GEORGE: Soybeans? Yeah, yeah... soybeans. Yeah.

SAM: Well, my father's snatched up the idea and wants to build a factory.

How do you like that?

GEORGE: A factory, huh?

SAM: And here's the point, George. I may have a job for you, unless you're still married to that broken-down Building and Loan. Oh, Mary?

MARY: Uh, I'm here.

SAM: Will you tell that guy I'm giving him the chance of a lifetime, you hear?

MARY: (to George) He - he says it's the chance of a lifetime.

GEORGE: Give me that phone.

SOUND: HANGS UP PHONE – hang up phone loudly
MARY: George!

GEORGE: (intense) now you listen to me, Mary! I don't want any plastics and I don't want any job, and I don't want to get married -- ever -- to anyone! Do you understand that? I want to do what I want to do! And - and you're not gonna ... Oh Mary ... 

MARY: (wimpering) George
GEORGE: Oh, Mary,.. . I love you...
MARY: George, I love you too...

MUSIC: wedding music – sound board
Music: HARP1 – sound board
JOSEPH: George and Mary were married. And following the wedding and reception, George’s old pal Ernie, the cab driver, drove the happy couple to the train station...
SOUND: MOTOR RUNNING – sound board
ERNIE: Hey, where are you two going on this here now honeymoon?
GEORGE: Here’s the kitty Ernie, count it Mary. 
MARY: Woo hoo I feel like a bootlegger’s wife!
GEORGE: We're gonna shoot the works, Ernie! A whole week in New York, a whole week in Bermuda, the highest hotel, the oldest champagne, the richest caviar,  the hottest music, and the prettiest wife!

ERNIE: Ha ha! That does it! Then what?

GEORGE: (to Mary) Then what, honey?

MARY: After that, who cares?

GEORGE: That does it! Hey, you know, Mrs. Bailey, I haven't kissed you yet.

ERNIE: Hey, George, there's something funny going on over there! Look, look over there at the bank! It looks like a run!

GEORGE: Pull over there a minute, will ya, Ernie?

MARY: George, let's not stop. Please. Let's go straight to the station.

SOUND: CAR PULLS OVER ... STOPS ... CAR DOOR OPENS - soundboard
GEORGE: Now, wait a minute. Better see what it is. I'll be right back.

MARY: George, please! George!

SOUND: CROWD NOISE – all present talk / chatter
GEORGE: Hey, what's going on, Uncle Billy? A holiday? Why are all those people out there?

UNCLE BILLY: This is a pickle, George. All I know is the bank called our loan an hour ago. I had to hand over all our cash.

GEORGE: All of it? Holy mackerel!

UNCLE BILLY: All of it..And then I got scared, George, and I closed the doors
GEORGE: Holy mackerel! Our charter--!

UNCLE BILLY: What about our charter?

GEORGE: Our charter says we have to stay open till six p.m. The state can take away our license if we don't!

(Sound: Telephone rings.) – soundboard


BILLY. George... It’s Potter.

GEORGE. (On phone:) Hello?

POTTER. George, there’s a rumor around town that you’ve closed your doors. Is that true?

GEORGE. No it isn’t.

POTTER. Do you need any police? Mobs get pretty ugly sometimes, you know.

GEORGE. We’re just fine.

POTTER. We’ll see. (pause) Now, George, I’m going all out to help in this crisis. I’ve just guaranteed the bank sufficient funds to meet their needs. They’ll close for a week, and then reopen. 
GEORGE. He just took over the bank, Billy.
POTTER. I may lose a fortune, but I’m willing to guarantee your people too. Just tell them to bring their shares over here and I will pay fifty cents on the dollar.

GEORGE. Aw, you don’t miss a trick, do you, Potter? Well you’re going to miss this one!

POTTER. If you close your doors before six P.M. you will never re-open!

(Sound: Telephone receiver slammed.)
(Sound: Crowd pounding on door.)  fists pounding on table

GEORGE. Open the doors, let them in.


UNCLE BILLY: How can we stay open till six without any money? George, where're you goin'?

GEORGE: Out to talk to those people. C'mon!

SOUND: CROWD NOISE INTENSIFIES – all present angry mob
GEORGE: Now, please! Now, now, please, folks! Now, just a minute! Just a minute, now, please!

TOM: How about our money, George? Where's our money?

GEORGE: Now, come on, now, please! Now, wait a minute, now! Listen to me! Now, you're thinking of this place all wrong. Your money's not here!

CROWD: (ad-libs) what? – (all present)
GEORGE: Wait a minute, now, let me tell you. Let me tell you. Your money's in people's houses! In the Kennedy house, and the MacClaren house, and in your house, and a hundred others. Now, what are you going to do? Foreclose on them?!

TOM: I got two hundred and forty dollars in shares. And two hundred and forty dollars isn’t going to break anyone.
GEORGE: All right, all right, Tom. Now, you'll get your money in sixty days.

TOM: Sixty days?!

GEORGE: Well, now, look, that's what you - that's what you agreed on when you bought your shares.

RANDALL: Tom! Tom! did you get your money? Well I got mine! 

CROWD: (ad-libs) Where?  (all present)
RANDALL: Old Man Potter's taken over the bank! He'll pay you fifty cents on every dollar!

TOM: (to crowd) Then let's take our shares to Potter! Half is better than nothing!

GEORGE: Wait a minute, wait a minute, please, folks! I beg of you not to do this. Don’t you see Potters not selling he’s buying. If Potter gets hold of your shares, he'll be owning this building and loan. He's got the bank. He's got the bus line. He's got the department stores. And now he's after us because he wants to keep you living in his shacks and paying the kind of rent he decides to charge. Now, we can get through this thing all right, but we've got to stick together! We've got to have faith in each other!

MRS. THOMPSON: My husband's out of work. We need money.

ANGRY MAN: I got doctor bills to pay!

WORRIED WOMAN: I can't feed my kids on faith!

CROWD: (ad-libbing) Me, too! What about that, George?!  (all present)
MARY: How much do you need? We've still got some money! I’ve got two thousand dollars
GEORGE: Hey, Mary! 
GEORGE: Hey, now, wait a minute, folks! Listen, I got two thousand dollars! This’ll tide us over until the bank opens. All right, TOM, how much do you need?

TOM: Two hundred and forty dollars.

GEORGE: (pleading) Now, TOM, now, listen -- just enough to tide you over!

TOM: I said, two hundred and forty dollars!

GEORGE: Okay, okay. Uncle Billy give TOM two hundred and forty dollars. 

All right, Ed, now, how much just to get by?

ED: Twenty dollars, I suppose.

GEORGE: Now you're talking! Mrs. Thompson, how about you?

MRS. THOMPSON: Could I have $17.50?
GEORGE: Sevent... Bless your heart. Of course you can have it. Uncle Billy, give her $17.50... Pay it back when you can now. Pay it back when you can. All right, all right, who’s next...?

MUSIC: HARP1 - soundboard
UNCLE BILLY: Look at the clock! Look!

GEORGE: (counts) Five seconds... four seconds... three... two... one... Six 

o'clock, we made it! Lock that door, Eustace, quick! 

SOUND: DOOR SLAMS SHUT ... PHONE RINGS - soundboard
GEORGE: Boy, we're still in business, Uncle Billy! We even got two bucks left!

TILLY: George, there's a call for you!

GEORGE: Okay, and then call my wife, will you? She's probably over at Mother's.

TILLY: Mrs. Bailey's on the line.

GEORGE: I don't want Mrs. Bailey, I want my wife. Mrs. Bailey. Mrs. Bail-- 

Tha-- That's my wife! Give me the phone, will you? Hey, Mary? Listen, Mary, 

I'm sorry, I - I - Hm? Come home? Well, what home? Well, Three-twenty-three 

Sycamore? Well, whose home is that? What? The Waldorf Hotel?
Music – HARP1 – sound board

CLARENCE: That doesn’t look like the Waldorf…
JOSEPH: Oh, no. Number Three-twenty-three Sycamore was the old Granville house. The one George threw rocks at and made wishes. Yes, sir, that's where they spent their honeymoon. That was what Mary had wished for. That's where they started housekeeping. They were still living there two years later.
Music – HARP1 – sound board
MARY: George, what did Mr. Potter want?

GEORGE: (tired) Oh, it was nothing. He just-- talk, talk, I don't know, it was nothin' ... (sighs deeply) Aw, gee... Mary Hatch... Mary, why in the world d'you ever marry a guy like me, anyway?

MARY: (chuckles) to keep from being an old maid.

GEORGE: I was gonna see the world. I was gonna build things. I was gonna lasso and give you the moon. What have I given you, what have I given you? Not even a new dress, not for months. I-- Gee whiz, I feel awful.

MARY: So do I. Mornings especially.

GEORGE: You could have married Sam Wainwright, anybody else in town. 

MARY: I didn't want to marry anybody else. I want my baby to look like you.

GEORGE: You didn't even have a honeymoon, and I promised you that you - you - 

you - you - you - you - your-- Your what?

MARY: My baby.

GEORGE: (stunned) Your--? You mean-- Hey-- Mary-- Mary, you mean you're on the nest?

MARY: George Bailey lassos stork!

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
JOSEPH: Well, Mary had her baby, Clarence. A boy.

CLARENCE: You don't say!
JOSEPH: Mary spent day after day turning the old Granville House into a home. Night after night, George'd come home late from the office. Things weren't good with the Building and Loan. Potter was really bearing down on him. Then Mary had another baby.
JOSEPH: Then came a war, Ma Bailey and Mrs. Hatch joined the Red Cross and sewed.  Mary had two more babies, but still found time to run the USO.  Sam Wainwright made a fortune in plastic hoods for planes. Potter became head of the draft board. Gower and Uncle Billy sold war bonds.  Bert the cop was wounded in North Africa and got the Silver Star.  Ernie the taxi driver parachuted into France.  Marty helped capture the Romagine Bridge.  Harry, Harry Bailey topped them all. A Navy flier, he shot down 15 planes, two of them as they were about to crash into a transport full of soldiers.

CLARENCE: Yes, but George?

JOSEPH: Four-F on account of his ear, George fought the battle of Bedford falls.  Air raid warden...paper drives...scrap drives...rubber drives...and like everyone else on V-E Day, he wept and prayed and on V-J Day he wept and prayed again.

CLARENCE: We're, uh, we're getting pretty close to today, aren't we sir?

JOSEPH: Yes, Clarence. You now know almost everything you need to know about 

George Bailey. Except what happened that finds him down there at this moment, wanting to die.

CLARENCE: Well, sir?

JOSEPH: Well, today's the day before Christmas, er, Earth time. George is pretty excited...
Music – HARP1 – sound board
GEORGE: Hey, Tilly! Hey, look at the newspaper! "Commander Harry 

Bailey decorated by the President"! That's my kid brother! The Congressional 

Medal of Honor!

TILLY: Gosh, George! Gosh!

GEORGE: What do you think about that? Fifteen Jap planes! And the last one he got was just about to dive into a transport loaded with soldiers! You know what that means? He saved lives -- hundreds of lives! Hey-- Gee whiz, where's 

Uncle Billy?

TILLY: Gone to the bank, George. 

GEORGE: Oh.

TILLY: He's depositing that eight thousand dollars.

GEORGE: Good, good, good. Who's that in his office there?

TILLY: It's that lady again. The bank examiner.

GEORGE: Uh oh, oh, yeah. (to Mrs. Carter, the bank examiner) Well, good afternoon, Mrs. Carter! 
Mrs. Carter:  Yes, yes, good afternoon.  I’m here to examine the books.

GEORGE:  (to Tilly) Hey, uh, Tilly, get the books for Mrs. Carter, will ya? 

(to Carter) You know, that's my brother's picture there, Mrs. Carter, he shot down fifteen planes, and one of 'em was just about to... (fades)
Music – HARP1 – sound board
UNCLE BILLY: Well, well. Mr. Henry F. Potter! Come to the bank to deposit some more loot, eh?

POTTER: Look out, you old fool!

UNCLE BILLY: How'd ya like the news in the paper, Mr. Potter? Just can't keep those Bailey boys down, now, can you?

POTTER: Huh? Lemme see that newspaper!

UNCLE BILLY: Here. Sorry I can't chat, you old thief. Gotta make a deposit. 

(to FLORENCE, the bank teller) Eh, here ya are, FLORENCE. Deposit slip. Bank book. And a very merry Christmas to you.

FLORENCE THE TELLER: You, too, Mr. Bailey. Say, you've forgotten something, haven't you?

UNCLE BILLY: FLORENCE, I've forgotten things all my life.

FLORENCE THE TELLER: But, Mr. Bailey, where's the money?!

UNCLE BILLY: Wha - what's that?

FLORENCE THE TELLER: You want to make a deposit?

UNCLE BILLY: Well, certainly I want--!

FLORENCE THE TELLER: Well, it's customary to bring the money with you.

UNCLE BILLY: What?  It's gone! Where'd I put it? Where'd I put that money?!

MUSIC: HARP1 – sound board
JOSEPH: A terrible thing happened, Clarence.  You see, Uncle Billy couldn't find the money because the envelope with the eight thousand dollars was folded up in that newspaper he gave to old man Potter.

Music – HARP1 – sound board

UNCLE BILLY: (panic)  George!  Come in here!  

GEORGE: What's the matter Uncle Billy?
UNCLE BILLY: The money, the $8,000.00.  I-I

GEORGE: What?  What happened to it?

UNCLE BILLY: (distraught) I just don't know what happened to it, George, I just don't know!

GEORGE: Eight thousand dollars! Uncle Billy, the bank examiner's here and it's not our money, it belongs to the depositors.

UNCLE BILLY: George! What - what are we gonna do? We've traced every step I took. 

GEORGE: Are you sure you didn't put that envelope in your coat pocket?

UNCLE BILLY: I - I - I think so... maybe... maybe... Oh, I'm no good to you, 

George. I'm no good!

GEORGE: (desperate) Now, listen to me! Now, listen to me! Think! Think, will you?! Now try and think!

UNCLE BILLY: (sobs) I can't think any more! I can't--

GEORGE: (snaps) Where's that money, you silly old fool?! You know what this means? It means bankruptcy and scandal and prison! One of us is going to jail! Well, it's not gonna be me! Now, get out o' my way, I'm goin' home!

Music – HARP1 – sound board

MUSIC piano - Hark the Herald Angel Sings – sound board
CHILDREN: Hello Daddy!

MARY: Hello Darling, Where's your coat and hat?
GEORGE: I left them at the office.

MARY: Isn't it wonderful about Harry?  We're famous, George.  I'll bet I had fifty calls today about the parade and banquet.  Your mother's so excited...

GEORGE: (irritated) Must she keep playing that?

JANIE: I have to practice for the party tonight, daddy.

PETE: Mommy says we can stay up until midnight and sing Christmas carols.

MARY: Better hurry and shave. The families will be here soon. 

George: Families?! I don't want the families over here!

Tommy: Excuse me...

Mary: Have a hectic day?

George: Oh, yeah, another big red letter day for the Baileys.

Pete: Daddy, the Browns next door have a new car. You should see it.

George: Well, what's the matter with our car? Isn't it good enough for you?

Pete: Yes, Daddy

Tommy: Excuse me...excuse me...

George: Excuse you for what?

Tommy: I burped

Mary: All right, darling, you're excused. Now go upstairs and see if little Zuzu wants anything. 

George: Zuzu, what's the matter with Zuzu?

Mary: Oh, she caught a cold coming home from school. They gave her a flower for a prize and she didn't want to crush it so she didn't button up her coat. The doctor says it's nothing serious. 

George: Was the doctor here? 

Mary: Yes, I called him right away. 

George: Is she running a temperature?

Mary: Just a teensy one. 99.6, she'll be alright. 

George: Gosh, it's this old house. I don't know why we don't all have pneumonia. This drafty old barn! Might as well be living in a refrigerator! Why did we have to live here in the first place and stay around this measly, crummy old town?

Mary: George, what's wrong?

George: Wrong? Everything is wrong! You call this a happy family? Why did we have to have all these kids?

Pete: Dad, how do you spell "frankincense?"

George: I don't know. Ask your mother.

Mary: Where are you going?

George: I'm going up to see Zuzu.

(Music: Hark the Herald Angel Sings, on the piano, softens in distance)

Zuzu: Hi Daddy. 

George: Well, what happened to you?

Zuzu: I won a flower.

George: Now wait a minute, where do you think you're going? 

Zuzu: I want to give my flower a drink.

George: Here, give Daddy the flower. I'll give it a drink.

Zuzu: Look, Daddy. Some of the petals came off. Paste it.

George: All right, now, there it is, good as new, there we'll give the flower a drink. 

George: Now, will you do something for me? Will you try to get some sleep? 

Zuzu: (whispers) I'm not sleepy I want to look at my flower.

George: I know, but you just go to sleep, and then you can dream about it, and it'll be a whole garden. 

Zuzu: It will? 

George: Uh-huh. 

(Music Hark the Herald Angels Sing on the piano, louder again) - soundboard
(SOUND: telephone rings) - soundboard
Janie & Pete: Telephone!

Mary: I'll get it. (On phone) Hello. Yes, this is Mrs. Bailey. Oh, thank you, Mrs. Welch, I'm sure she'll be alright. The doctor says she'll be out of bed in time for her Christmas dinner. 

George: Is that Zuzu's teacher? 

George: Let me speak to her (on phone) Hello, Mrs. Welch? This is George Bailey, Zuzu's father. What kind of teacher are you anyway? What do you mean sending her home like that, half naked? You realize she'll probably end up with pneumonia on account of you. 

Mary: George!

George: Is this the sort of thing we pay taxes for - to have teachers like you? Silly, stupid, careless people who send our kids home without any clothes on? (To Mary:) Aw, that stupid...

Mary: Hello, Mrs. Welch? I want to apologize for...I think she hung up. 

George: I'll hang her up!

Mr. Welch: (muffled, through phone:) Who do you think you are? 

George: (On phone): Hello? Who is this? Oh, Mr. Welch! That's fine Mr. Welch-give me a chance to tell you what I really think of your wife!

Mary: George...

George: (To Mary:)Will you let me handle this? (On phone)Hello? Oh, you will huh? Okay, Mr. Welch, any time you think you're man enough...Hello? Oh...

Pete: Daddy, how do you spell "Hallelujah?"

George: What do you think I am, a dictionary? Tommy stop that, stop it! Janie, haven't you learned that silly tune yet? You've played it over and over again. Now stop it! Stop it!

(Music: Hark the Herald Angels Sing on the piano stops)

Mary: George! What are you doing? 

George: (Long beat, then:) I'm sorry, Mary. Janie, I didn't mean...you go on and practice. Pete, I owe you an apology too. I'm sorry. What did you want to know? 

Pete: Nothing, Daddy. 

George: What's the matter with everybody? Janie, go on. I told you to practice. Go on, play!

Janie: Oh Daddy...(wimpers)

Mary: George, why must you torture the children? Why don't you...

George: Goodbye Mary...
 (SOUND: Door opens and slams) - soundboard
Janie: Where's daddy going? 
(SOUND: Mary dials the operator on the telephone) - soundboard
Mary: Bedford two-four-seven, please. 

Pete: Is Daddy in trouble? 

Mary: Yes, Pete.

Janie: Shall I pray for him? 

Mary: Yes, Janie, pray very hard. 

Tommy: Me, too? 

Mary: You too, Tommy. (On phone) Hello, Uncle Billy?

Music:  HARP1 - soundboard
POTTER: So, that's it, George. You're short eight thousand dollars in your accounts, eh?

GEORGE: Please, Mr. Potter, I'll pay any sort of a bonus. If you still want the Building and Loan, I--

POTTER: You say it was lost. Have you notified the police?

GEORGE: No, sir, I haven't done that, yet. Harry's homecoming tomorrow...

POTTER: Why come to me? What about your good friend Sam Wainwright?

GEORGE: I can't get a hold of him. He's in Europe.

POTTER: What kind of security would I have, George? Do you have any stocks, bonds, collateral of any kind? 

GEORGE: Yes sir, I have some life insurance here. Fifteen thousand dollar policy.

Potter: How much is your equity in it? 

George: Five hundred dollars.

Potter: $500 and you ask me to loan you $8,000? Look at you! You used to be so cocky. You were going to go out and conquer the world! You once called me a warped, frustrated old man. What are you but a warped, frustrated, young man? A miserable little clerk, crawling in here on your hands and knees for help. You're worth more dead than you are alive!

George: I'll do anything Mr. Potter. Please help me...

Potter: You know what I'm going to do for you? As a stockholder of the building and loan, I'm calling the state examiner to get a warrant for your arrest. 

(SOUND: dialing telephone) – soundboard
Potter: Misappropriation of funds, manipulation, malfeasance-

(SOUND: George runs from Potter's office, door slams) - soundboard
Potter: Go on and run! You can't hide in a little town like this!

Music: HARP1 - soundboard
Joseph: And, all the time, Potter had the eight thousand dollars in his desk drawer. It's still there, Clarence. 

Clarence: But where is George, sir? Where?

Joseph: Well, he went over to Martini's cafe. He's had a couple of drinks 

Clarence: He's just standing there, sort of in a daze...(Fades)

Sound: Crowd sounds – all present
George: Oh, God...God...Dear Father in Heaven, I-I-I'm not a praying man, but if - if you're up there and - and you can hear me, please show me the way. I'm at the end of my rope. Show me the way, God. 

Nick: Are you all right, George? You want someone to take you home? 

Mrs. Martini: Why you drink so much, my friend? You don't feel good. Please go home, Mr. Bailey. This is Christmas Eve.

Mr. Welch: Mr. Bailey? Which Mr. Bailey? 

Nick: This is Mr. George Bailey. 

Mr. Welch: George Bailey, huh?!

(SOUND: Mr. Welch punches George) – fist into hand
Mr. Welch: The next time you talk to my wife like that, you'll get worse! She cried for an hour. It isn't enough she slaves, teaching your stupid kids how to read and write, you've got to bawl her out...

Mrs. Martini: Now you just get out of here, Mr. Welch. You hit one of my good friends!

Mr. Welch: Alright! 

(SOUND: store opens and closes) - soundboard
Mrs. Martini: Mr. Bailey, you okay? 

George: Who was that? 

Mrs. Martini: Mr. Welch.

George: That's what I get for praying. 

Mrs. Martini: Don't worry, he won't be coming in this place no more. I'll get something for your face, it's bleeding. 

George: I'm alright. 

Mrs. Martini: Please don't go away Mr. Bailey, please don't...

SOUND: door opens and closes) - soundboard
Music: HARP1 - soundboard 

SOUND: howling wind - soundboard
Joseph: George is headed to the bridge now, Clarence. Can you see him?

Clarence: He looks he's going to jump!

Joseph: It's time for you to go now, Clarence.

MUSIC: HARP1 - soundboard
Narrator/Joseph: Numb with despair -- convinced, as Mr. Potter said, that he's worth more dead than alive, George Bailey stands on a bridge staring at the dark and frigid waters below. Suddenly, there's a splash.

CLARENCE: (off) Help! Help, I'm drowning! Oh! Help!

Narrator/Joseph: No, that's not George. It's Clarence.  He miscalculated his landing and ended up in the water. And there goes George in after him. Hmm. Looks like they are headed for the bridge keeper’s shack to dry off and warm up.
MUSIC: HARP1 - soundboard
BRIDGEKEEPER: You both sure you're all right? You want a doctor? Want some clothes?
GEORGE: No, I'm all right, I'm all right.

CLARENCE: Oh, I'm fine. This underwear-- I didn't have time to get anything more stylish. My wife gave this to me on my last birthday. I passed away in it.

BRIDGEKEEPER: You - you what, mister?

CLARENCE: Oh, I see Tom Sawyer's drying out, too.

BRIDGEKEEPER: Who?

CLARENCE: My book. I left in such a hurry, I brought Tom Sawyer with me.

Bridgekeeper: Hey, how'd you happen to fall in?

CLARENCE: Well I didn’t mean to, I mean, I was just trying to save George and I fell in.

GEORGE: You fell in to save me?

CLARENCE: Well, I - I did, didn't I? You didn't go through with it, did you?

GEORGE: Go through with what?

CLARENCE: Suicide.

BRIDGEKEEPER: Hey, it's against the law to commit suicide around here!

CLARENCE: Yeah, it's against the law where I come from, too.

BRIDGEKEEPER: Where do you come from?

CLARENCE: Heaven. I had to act quickly - that's why I jumped in, I knew if I were drowning you would try and save me, and you did so that's why I saved you. 

GEORGE: Oh, very funny.

CLARENCE: Your - your lip's bleeding George. 

GEORGE: Yeah. Yeah, I got a bust in the jaw in answer to a prayer a little bit ago. 

CLARENCE: Oh, no, George. I'm the answer to your prayer, that's why I was sent down here. 

GEORGE: Hey, how - how'd you know my name?

CLARENCE: Oh, I know all about you.

GEORGE: Well, who are you supposed to be, anyway?

CLARENCE: Clarence Oddbody, A-S-2.

GEORGE: Oddbody? What's - what's the A-S-2 for?

CLARENCE: Angel, Second Class.

BRIDGEKEEPER: Hey, I'm gettin' outta here! You may not need a doctor, but I do!

SOUND: DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES - soundboard
CLARENCE: Cheerio, my good man!

GEORGE: Hey, look here, why would you want to save me?

CLARENCE: Because I'm your guardian angel, George.

GEORGE: Oh, I see, uh huh. Well, you look like about the kind of an angel I'd get. What - what, uh, what happened to your wings?

CLARENCE: I haven't won my wings yet. That's why I'm an Angel, Second Class.

GEORGE: Oh, I see.

CLARENCE: But you can help me earn them, George, by letting me help you.

GEORGE: Oh, sure, sure. Don't happen to have eight thousand bucks on you, do you?

CLARENCE: Oh, no, no. We - we don't use money in Heaven.

GEORGE: Oh, that's right, yeah, I keep forgetting. I see. Comes in pretty handy down here, bub.

CLARENCE: (chuckles) Oh, tut tuttut.

GEORGE: Of course, I found it out a little late. I'm worth more dead than alive!

CLARENCE: You mustn't talk like. Joseph will never give me my wings if you keep feeling that way. You just don't realize what you've done for others. 

Why, if it hadn't been for you--

GEORGE: Yeah, if it hadn't been for me, everybody'd be better off! My wife, and my kids and my friends--Oh, little fella go off and haunt somebody else, will ya? 

CLARENCE: Ohhhh, this is not going to be easy.

GEORGE: They'd all be better off if I hadn't been born.

CLARENCE: What did you say?

GEORGE: I said, I wish I'd never been born!

CLARENCE: Hmmm…. George, that's wonderful.

GEORGE: Wonderful? What?

CLARENCE: The idea you just gave me. Well, you've got your wish. You've never been born.

GEORGE: I've never been born?

CLARENCE: Exactly. No worries, no eight thousand dollars to get, nothing. You simply don't exist.

GEORGE: All right, all right, okay, all right.

CLARENCE: George, I can do things. Strange things. I can show you the world, 

George, the way it would be if you had not been born.

GEORGE: Hey, wait. Say, wait a minute! I heard that in this ear of mine. Say something else in that bad ear.

CLARENCE: You don't have a bad ear any more. Oh, I don't think you're concentrating. Don't you see? You're not the George Bailey you think you are. 

You're-- Well, uh, you're nobody.

GEORGE: Well, that's the doggonedest thing I ever-- that - that ear--

CLARENCE: Your lip's stopped bleeding, too.

GEORGE: Yeah, yeah... Hey, what's - what's happenin' around here? What is this, anyway? I need a drink, that's what I need! What about you, angel, you want a drink?

CLARENCE: Well, I - I don't quite know.

GEORGE: C'mon, c'mon, we'll go as soon as our clothes are dry.

CLARENCE: The clothes ARE dry, George.

GEORGE: Hey, so they are, that's funny. Well, look, let's get dressed and we'll stroll over to Martini's and then-- Oh, oh, excuse me, I mean, I'll stroll, you fly.

CLARENCE: Ha, no, no, I don't have my wings.

GEORGE: (over him) you don't have your wings yet. That's right, I forgot that again. Couple of drinks and we'll both fly, huh?

SOUND: BAR SOUNDS ... JUKE BOX IN BG - soundboard
NICK: What'll ya have, fellas?

GEORGE: Hey, where's the boss? Where's Mrs. Martini?

NICK: Look, wise guy, I'm the boss, see?

GEORGE: Okay. Well, double bourbon. Quick, will ya?

NICK: What's yours, bub?

CLARENCE: I was just thinking of mulled wine. Heavy on the cinnamon and light on the cloves. Off with you my lad, be lively!

NICK: Hey look mister, we serve hard drinks in here for men who want to get drunk fast. And we don't need any characters around to give the joint atmosphere. Is that clear? 

George: Now just give him the same as I ordered. He's okay.
Nick: (grumbling) Two double bourbon.
(SOUND: Bottles, glasses.) click glasses together
GEORGE: What about this place? It's all changed.

CLARENCE: All of Bedford Falls has changed. You're having your wish, George. 

You've never been born. Oh, there'll be lots of things you've never seen before.

SOUND: CASH REGISTER BELL RINGS - bell
CLARENCE: Oh, good. Somebody's just made it.

GEORGE: Made what?

CLARENCE: Every time a bell rings, it means some angel's got his wings.

NICK: What'd you say?

GEORGE: Ah, look, uh, Clarence, I don't think you better talk about angels around here.

CLARENCE: Don't they believe in angels?

GEORGE: Oh, yeah, they believe in them, but, you know, it's just, uh--

CLARENCE: Then why should they be surprised when they see one?

GEORGE: Ah, don't mind him, Nick. He's just a little fella - he just never grew up. How old are ya, anyway, Clarence?

CLARENCE: Well, I'll be two hundred and ninety-three, oh next May. 
(SOUND: Bottle slammed down on bar.)  bottle on table
NICK: That does it! Out you two pixies go - out the door or through the window. 

GEORGE: Hey Nick...

NICK: And that's another thing, where do you come off calling me Nick? I don't know you from Adam! (harshly) Hey, you! Rummy! Didn't I tell you never to come panhandlin' around here?!

CLARENCE: George, look!

GEORGE: It's Mr. Gower! Mr. Gower! Listen, Mr. Gower, don't you know me? This is George Bailey!

GOWER: (drunkenly) No...no...I don't...

NICK: Throw the rummy out!

GOWER: Oh, no, no, please--

GEORGE: Hey, Nick, that's - that's Mr. Gower, the druggist!

NICK: That rumhead spent twenty years in jail for poisonin' some kid. If you know him, you must be a jailbird yourself. Ed will you show these gentleman the door? 
(SOUND: Thud and grunt of being thrown into snow drift. Door slams.)
CLARENCE: Well, get up, George. Good thing he threw us in this snow bank, heh?

GEORGE: Where's - where's Mr. Gower?

CLARENCE: Mr. Gower doesn't know you, George. You see, you weren't there to stop him from putting poison into that prescription.

GEORGE: What do you mean, I wasn't there? 

Clarence: It's because you were never born.

George: Then if I wasn't born who am I? 

Clarence: Nobody. You have no identity. 

George: What do you mean? My name's George Bailey. 

Clarence: There is no George Bailey. You have no papers, no cards, no driver’s license, no 4-F card, no insurance policy...they are not there either. 

George: what's not there? 

Clarence: Zuzu's pedals that you put in your pocket earlier this evening.
Clarence: You've been given a great gift George. The chance to see what the world would be like without you. 

George: You're crazy, you're screwy and you're driving me crazy too. Now, leave me alone! I'm going home to my wife & family! 

Clarence: How am I doing Joseph? And No! I didn't have a drink!

Joseph: Clarence, you better stay near him, poor George is seeing Main St. of Portersville now...he's learning that the building and loan is long gone. 

George: Taxi! Hey, Ernie! Take me home. I'm going off my nut!

(SOUND: car door opens and closes)- soundboard
Ernie: Where do you live?

George: Doggone it, Ernie, don't you start pulling that stuff. You know where I live. 323 Sycamore. Now hurry up. Zuzu's sick. 

Ernie: Okay. 323 Sycamore? 

George: Ernie, straighten me out here. I've got some bad liquor or something. Listen to me. Now, you're Ernie Bishop and you live in Bailey Park with your wife and kid, right? 

Ernie: You seen my wife? 

George: Seen your wife?! I've been to your house a hundred times. 

Ernie: what's the idea? I live in a shack in Potter's Field and my wife ran away 3 years ago and took the kid. And I ain't never seen you before in my life, see.

George: Okay. Just step on it. Just get me home. 

Music: HARP1 - soundboard
Ernie: Is this the place? 

George: Of course it's the place. 

Ernie: This here house ain't been lived in for 20 years. 

Bert: What's up Ernie, I saw you wave me to follow? 
Ernie: Something’s not right with this nut.  He’s crazy in the head, gone off his rocker.
George: Mary, kids! Where are you? 

Clarence: They're not here, George. You have no children. 

George: What have you done with them, Clarence?!

Bert: All right, put up your hands, both of you. No fast moves. 

George: Bert! Thank heaven you're here! Bert, what's happened to this house? Where's Mary and my kids? 

Ernie: Watch him Bert. 

Bert: Come with me. I am going to take you down to the doctor. 

George: Bert, listen to me. That fellow there says he's and angel!

BERT: I hate to use my nightstick, but I guess I-- Oww!

CLARENCE: Run, George, run! He can't hit you while I'm biting him!

BERT: Owwww!

CLARENCE: George, run! Joseph, help! Joseph! Joseph!

MUSIC: HARP1 - soundboard
BERT: Where'd they go, Ernie? Where'd they go?

ERNIE: I - I don't know! They just disappeared!

MUSIC: HARP1 - soundboard
JOSEPH: Clarence?!

CLARENCE: Oh, Joseph, thank you!

JOSEPH: Clarence. You're by yourself again. Where's 

George?

CLARENCE: He's at his mother's house, sir.

JOSEPH: Well, if George hasn't been born, he has no mother.

CLARENCE: You mean I shouldn't have let him--?

JOSEPH: I mean, you'd better find him right away. Oh, and stop biting policemen, Clarence!

MUSIC: HARP1 - soundboard
(SOUND: George running through the snow) shoes on rice krispies
George: (to himself, out of breath)"Ma Bailey's Boarding House??"

(SOUND: Knocking on door, creaky door opens)  knock on table - soundboard
George: Mother?

Mrs. Rose Bailey: Mother?! What do you want? 

George: Mother, I'm George. I thought sure you'd remember me.

Mrs. Rose Bailey: If you're looking for a room there is no vacancy. 

George: Mother, please try to understand. Something's happened to me and I need a place to stay. Please, let me stay here. 

Mrs. Rose Bailey:  I don't take in strangers.

George: I'm not a stranger. I know everybody you know. Your brother-in-law, Uncle Billy. 

Mrs. Rose Bailey:  When did you see him last?

George: Today, over at his house. 

Mrs. Rose Bailey: That's a lie. He's been in the insane asylum ever since he lost his business. And if you ask me, that's where you belong!

(SOUND: Creaky door slams) - soundboard
Clarence: (After a beat) I'm here again George. 

George: My own mother didn't even know me. 

Clarence: One man's life touches so many others. When he isn't around, he leaves an awful hole, doesn't he? 

George: Look, you: I've heard of things like this before. You've got me under some kind of spell. Well, I'm gonna get out of it. Now, let me think...Bailey Park!

SOUND: George running through the snow, stops abrupty) shoes on rice krispies
Clarence: Are you sure this is Bailey Park? 

George: I'm not sure of anything anymore. This should be Bailey Park, but where are all the houses? 

Clarence: You weren't here to build them George. 

George: What's this graveyard doing here where Bailey Park is supposed to be? 

Look at this gravestone - why is my Brother Harry's name here? 

Clarence: Harry broke through the ice and drowned at age 9. 

George: That's a lie! Harry Bailey went to war! He got the Congressional Medal of Honor! He saved the lives of every man on that transport!

Clarence: Every man on that transport died. Harry wasn't there to save them because you weren't there to save Harry. You see, George, you really had a wonderful life. Don't you see what a mistake it would be to throw it away?

George: What happened to Mary, Clarence? Where's Mary? 

Clarence: I'm not supposed to tell you, George. 

George: I don't know how you know the things you do, but please. Just let me see her. Where is she?

Clarence: You're not going to like it, George. She's and old maid. 

George: What?! Where is she?!

Clarence: She's just about to close up the library!

(SOUND: George runs off through the snow) shoes on rice krispies
Clarence: There must be some easier way for me to get my wings...

Music: HARP1 - soundboard
SOUND: Wind dies down. George running in snow – soundboard – shoes on rice krispies
GEORGE: Mary! Mary!

MARY: I'm sorry, the libraries closed.

GEORGE: Mary, its George! Don't you know me?

MARY: No, I don't know you. Let me go!

GEORGE: Mary, please don't do this to me! Mary, please, help me! Help me! 

Where're our kids? I need you, Mary! Please!

MARY: Get away from me! Help! Help!

GEORGE: Help me, Mary! I'm George! Mary!

MARY: (screams)

MUSIC: HARP1 - soundboard
JOSEPH: Clarence?

CLARENCE: Oh, where is he, Joseph? Where's George? I'm afraid I've lost him, sir!

JOSEPH: You know you shouldn't have let him try to see Mary. Now, they're after him -- a mob! They think he was trying to hurt her!

CLARENCE: Joseph, I won't even get one wing, will I?

JOSEPH: You have one more chance, Clarence. Get over to the bridge by the river. I think George has seen just about enough.

CLARENCE: But - but the mob?!

JOSEPH: Don't worry -- they've lost him, too. Now, hurry up!

CLARENCE: Oh, thank you, Joseph! Thank you!

MUSIC: HARP1 - soundboard
GEORGE: Clarence? ... (Yells) Clarence! Clarence, where are you? Help me, Clarence, get me back. I don't care what happens to me. Only get me back to my wife and kids. Help me, Clarence, please! I want to live again! Oh God, please let me live again. (Sobs)

MUSIC:  HARP2 - soundboard
Bert: Hey George! George? You all right? Hey what's the matter? 

George: Bert! You come any closer and I'll hit you. 

Bert: What the Sam Hill are you talking about George? 

George: George? Bert, do you know me?

Bert: Know you?! I've been looking all over town trying to find ya. 

George: I'm alive again, Bert! 

Bert: You sure you're all right? Your mouths bleeding. 

George: It is? Hey, my mouth's bleeding! Zuzu's petals - there they are! What do you know about that?! Merry Christmas, Bert!

Bert: Where you going? Get in the car, I'll drive you home!

(SOUND: Car door opens and closes) - soundboard
(Music: joyous Christmas Carole blares, possibly "Joy to the World")

George: Hello, Bedford Falls! Merry Christmas Movie House! Hey, Merry Christmas you wonderfully old building and loan! Merry Christmas, Mr. Potter! 

Potter: Happy New Year to you! In Jail. Go on home, the sheriff's waiting for you.

SOUND: DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES ... CROWD NOISE – soundboard – all present
GEORGE: Wha - What's with all these people? These reporters? Wha--? (laughs) 

Hey! Merry Christmas, reporters! Hey, Mrs. Bank Examiner, Merry Christmas!

Mrs. CARTER: Mr. Bailey, there's a deficit!

GEORGE: I know. Eight thousand dollars, I'll bet, huh? 

SHERIFF: George, I've - I've got a little paper here, I'm sorry--

GEORGE: I'll bet it's a warrant for my arrest, isn't that wonderful? Merry 

Christmas! Hey, where's Mary? You know? Oh, look at this wonderful, old, 

Drafty house! Isn't it wonderful? Have you seen my wife? Where's Mary?

CHILDREN'S VOICES: Merry Christmas, Daddy! Merry Christmas, Daddy!

GEORGE: Kids! Hey, kids! Janie! Tommy! Petey! Oh, I could eat you up! Where's your mother?

JANIE: She went looking for you, Daddy, with Uncle Billy.

ZUZU: Daddy!

GEORGE: Zuzu! My little gingersnap! How do you feel, huh?

ZUZU: Fine, Daddy. Not a smidge of temperature!

GEORGE: Not a smidge of temp--?! Hallelujah!

MARY: Hello...George! George, darling!

JANIE: It's Mommy! Mommy's home!

GEORGE: Mary! 

MARY: George, where have you been? 

GEORGE: Mary!

MARY: Oh, George!

GEORGE: Mary! Just let me touch you! Oh, you're real, Mary! Oh, you've no idea what happened to me.

MARY: You've no idea what's happened either. They're on their way here!

George: Who's on their way? 

All: (Crowd noises) – all present
Mary: Now, you stand right over here by the tree and don't move! George, it's a miracle! Come in, Uncle Billy! Everybody! In here!

Billy: Isn't it wonderful? Mary did it George! She told a few people you were in trouble and they scattered all over town collecting money. They didn't ask any questions, just said "If George is in trouble, you can count on me." You never saw anything like it!

George: Tom! 

Tom: Here you go: Two hundred and forty dollars! Merry Christmas!

George: Mr. Martini! 

(SOUND: coins into cash box) – coins dropping into box/jar
Mrs. Martini: I busted the jukebox too!

(SOUND: coins into cash box) – coins dropping into box/jar
George: Mr. Gower! 

Gower: I made the rounds on my charge accounts!

(SOUND: coins into cash box) – coins dropping into box/jar
ALL: (Crowd ad-libs "Merry Christmases", etc.) – all present
Ernie: Quiet, everybody, quiet! A telegram - from London!

Ladies: OH!

SOUND: paper rustling

Ernie: Mr. Gower cables you need cash. Stop. My office instructed to advance you up to twenty-five thousand dollars. Stop. Hee-Haw and Merry Christmas. Sam Wainwright. 

(Music: Hark the Herald Angels Sing on the piano) - soundboard
All: (sing) HARK THE HERALD ANGELS SING, GLORY TO THE NEW BORN KING..  all present QUIETLY
(SOUND: door opens) - soundboard
George: Harry! 

All: (crowd ad-libs welcoming Harry) all present
Harry: Mary! Looks like I got here too late. I left as soon as I got Mary's telegram.

Mary: How about some wine? 

(SOUND: Cork pops) - soundboard
Harry: Good idea. A toast: To my big brother, George. The richest man in town! 

(All: cheer) – all present
(Music: "Auld Lang Syne" on the piano [possibly becoming a fuller orchestration as builds])

All: (Singing) SHOULD AULD ACQUAINTANCE BE FORGOT AND NEVER BROUGHT TO MIND...  all present - QUIETLY
Mary: What's this book, George? 

George: Tom Sawyer...

Mary: Look: there's and inscription. 

Clarence: "George: Remember, no man is a failure who has friends. Thanks for the wings. Love, Clarence."

Mary: What's that? 

George: A Christmas present from a very dear friend of mine. 

(SOUND: a bell on the tree sounds) – bell rings
Zuzu: Look, daddy. Teacher says, every time a bell rings, an angel gets his wings. 

George: That's right, that's right. Atta boy, Clarence. Atta boy!

(Music: "Auld Lang Syne" on the piano [possibly becoming a fuller orchestration as builds])

All: (sing) SHOULD AULD ACQUAINTANCE BE FORGOT AND NEVER BROUGHT TO MIND

SHOULD AULD ACQUAINTANCE BE FORGOT AND DAYS OF AULD LANG SYNE

(All continue humming song to underscore sign-off)

Announcer: This has been WVMBR's original performance of "It's a Wonderful Life." Please stay tuned for more Christmas music. We want to remind you that this holiday favorite is fiction and not without its share of theological issues. Angels are not deceased humans earning their wings such as the loveable Clarence from our story, but are beings created by God to deliver his messages, encourage believers and fight spiritual battles on our behalf. But, this story can serve as a reminder that this world can drag us down and take our focus away from Jesus and His command for us to "love the Lord your God with all your heart, soul, mind and strength and love your neighbor as yourself." George had lost sight of the blessings in his life and how God had blessed others through his. It also serves as a reminder that God still hears and answers prayers as Clarence and the town of Bedford Falls showed that Agape love to their neighbor George. So this Christmas and throughout the year guide others to Jesus in your words and actions. 

And now the cast of It’s A Wonderful Life:

<each person introduces themselves>

From all of us here at WVMBR we want to wish you and your family a very Merry Christmas and a Blessed New Year.

