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WIL: " The mskers of Johnson's Aubto Wax present ansth:r fibulous
and fabulous, rhythmic and riotous hslf hour with RICO
YARCELLI 'S ORCHESTFA, - GALR PAGE, - THE 3 KTT:EGS: - and
IE\EARIAN 'AND JI¥ AS our two froitc‘.:ing;, free-wheeling friends,

-

FIRRER MC CEF and MOLLY!

-
QRAT: CHORD i
MCGEE: Fo}.ks, 8ig~nor Marsh:‘neln is gonna léad off the program
with e speolal song Mit myself last pigbt, which the
name of it 3% “WHEN I GO BACK TO THAT LITTLE 2uD SHACK
IW 4Y OZARK MOUNTAIN VALLEY, BABY, THAT'S WFMEN I LOVE YOU,
IF THE RATNBOW TURNS TC SILVER WHEN THE MOCY COMFES OVER
THE SWANNEE RIVER." Ahem. This here song hize 8 lotte
slp and whem to 1t and I always saye :
HOL: . McGEE! They's%l‘gytgﬁ nothin' o' the kind! Now come
back here aund et down.
FI8: ’ Oksy Okay. ﬁut that jest goes to show what part:;zesional
jealouéy kin do when...(FADE OUT) 2
MOL: What ARR ye sonns play Mr. Mercelll? e
MAR: | *  MUSIC MAKES ME, from FLYING DOWN TO RIO

MOL: Musio makes you from flyin'! down %o Rio? Well it's Pum

grammar but go aheade

ORCHESTRA: . "MUSIC YARES ME® =~ 3 KINGS.




WIiL:

WIL:

Page 3.

Yes indeed, tha.tiAS "Music Makes Me", with the 3 Kings
making music in the vooal department --

(o] THEME: "RIDIN' AROUND RAIRN®

(CONTINUE) -~ and so going from the musical to the
mira;oglous, out on Highway 79, who do we find but FIBBER
MC GEE AND MOLLY es they prepare to cook themselves a bit
of lunch!

MOL:

FIB:
MOL:
FIB:
MOL:
. FIB:

upp:
FIB:

MOL:

M- Y

Are ye sure your far enough off the road, McGee? Tis

against the law to park on the highway. J ) ' l

Shucks, we AINT ON the highway, lolly. AHEM Jest them

two inside wbeelé is all. {

Tis enough fer a sideswipe, MoGee! |
't AHEM. It's whep they swipe BOTH sides J

o' the car that'll git me worried. Heh heh he. Ye git 1%,

Molly? I says when = ) : J

Taint funny, KcGee. Bring the fryin' pan and the bacon, . '

will ye? , j i

Okay Okay. Ifd a brung it from foroce o' habit anyhow. AHEM. .i

Meanin' what? L ‘

Oh us loGees 13  always bringin' in the bacon; AHEM. Bay |

cos y6 think this here graeba is green enough tq keep the ﬁ."‘? ;

from spreadin'.. N

Sure. . But are ye sure m ain’t too green to git ab ﬁre
started?

'ﬂ”

-

-—umx JOHNBUN SHOW Jume 4, 1988 MIDDIZ CUMMERGIAL

(Asigs) (laughs) Parden me, Pibbere wnwn—m .

again, but this e gy sete
m:uchmwhmmmm

of Johnsen’e Auto Wam and Clesmsrs Dut %0 these of you she hawea't
mwmm---&qcm.:mdnm
on your ear I want to eall particular attention to Johmsen's sasyetes -
use Aute Clesmers For it is wmique end totelly differewt them -  _
any oleaner you have ever before trieds The entire prisciple is news
You merely pour & Jittle of the wivet white £luld on & oleth, Wb 18
A4ghtly over the rinish, Gless and chremiums I dries alacet instantly
u-a-.-m-rm»—mua-upum'mmuu
d-m’. m*nwnm«m.m.uwm
Auto Cloansy doss the | rke mawmuu}u <
 ovdinary cleamsvs and  gh less energys .
a-x%mmmmmm-mnﬁm ,
than saything I might say. S0 Jet me read o voluntary statement frem
v, Boward 0o Enlse of Nolsosport, Pemnayivenia. He says, “The
Muumxmw“mqumum

tess Jader.® u‘m-mpumumnm
>~mmmmmm~mm

uss Johnson 3 i
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nxmmmammmuuucm-nmm,mm
mau&-mum-am. So leot me ad) right here
Muﬂmmummmnmumnm
Mumcmwnm«@s.mmmruu
ﬁnh-mmum"mm,mnmmm
s superior quslity wmx i pasked soft for eesy, quick applications
m.uam-uaﬂns-uhmuu.-m.mummm
Mnymrlbn huﬂoﬂvwhb‘pmmbﬂnm
or restore s satim Pinish to old earse Amd remembder, an avmor of
Johnson's Wax sheds dirt end dust 1ike water frem s duek's back, )80,
4t isn't nessssary to wash your car mesrly as often, And don't
forget Ahat the condition of the finish mabes o big differemee when
muhmamrfarh. )
Atnmtcmahm ,smmmums-unpo}m
dividends by lreressing the resale value of your cars Bt I
m'\ﬂmuuuﬂnu”wu.qum;

W:muunmmsmm-ummmmmm

with vhich you are all familier, ..ma--ﬁuorm
wmeunmmw-mmsmm-uc

hwum"hwmrummu. This independent
and wbiased organivation tested Johueon's Auto Wax and Gleaner emeng
ar ouners all over the coustry, side by side with other methedes.
ummammnmaummwn
the ground that tswuutm.m—m,quﬁgn .
lasting resultes g

!
|

"

And hore's soms good news for youe umﬁm«m
mm-un.mm&uué‘-!mﬁp

w411 give you fres one regular 40f ean of Black Touchelp

Eseuel with every purchese of dohmson's Aute Was and cleaner st the
epocial diseount priee of eily 00 esats. Ihis sems offer st the same
Price is also good is Camades - g
ummhrhunmomﬂmmpum . -
yogular garage or servies statiom. Mumu-’nm*'l
Aute Wax and Cloamery

g

T




¥OL:
FIB:

MOL:
FIB:

MOL:
FIB:

FIB:

HOL:
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Who, me? Shucks, I've built me moze cookin' fires than you
kin shake. a atick at, Mplly-
Never ye-mind;Mc@ee. Just bulld one we can BURN e stick

at.

Why shucks, ‘when I was a young feller, they used to call me

One-Match McGee. AHEM, Ye see, I always used to make &
1ittle trench, kirda...like this here, first, and then -
McGee. We wanta COOK the bacon ... not bury ito

1 knoﬁ...I know. But shucks, ye é,ot to git a draft under
the fire don't ye? You got the bread and stuff?

I got fhe bresd and the tea and the tomatoes and the ple,’
McGeeo

What kinda Pie? I always 1like to know before I git started
i

Reapherry

Well I'm buildin' 1t as fast I can aint I?

And who says ye wasn't?.

Well what did ye holler raspberry at me fer? BShucks,

that aint - ‘ : !

Vell ye asked whzt kind of ple, didn't ye, igggernuts?

What kinda wood 1is that, ¥cdee? W
WOOD CRACKING ' : C

lhy it's er ... AHEM. It's sve 8F .o cinnafrem. On'lj

expert woodsmen use cinnafram wood on account o! because it
don't meke no smoke, bulfnsvh(‘)\t and flavors the ooﬂffee., _AHEL '
Gimve a mateh, Molly. ' '

o

MOL:
FIB:

FIB:

Here. Kesp 'em McCee.

o
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You're old enough to carry 'em.

Thanks. Now kesp a eye oanto old Qae atoh MoGee, and

you'll see the slickest job o! 'cookftre buildin! ye ever

- see. The idee is that this here paper starts the shavin's

«o. the shavin's start the twigs, the twigs starte the sticks,
and the sticks start the log.

vi'nust I gtart starvin'.

all set in the skillet.
Qkay. Here she goes.

SOUND: TOH STRIKE
" Ahhhhh! (LAUGHS) One Matoh MoGee, 1s 1t?

MOL:

MOL:
FIB:

'.l'ouob 'er off, Mcaee. The bacon's -

- Well shucks, why don't ye stand s¥111? You go waltzin'

around &nd meke & draft so's the match goes out.

McGee, I didn't so much as moove me 1little finger

Probably a bum match.

SQUND: ¥ATCH STRIKE

FIB:

AHEM. Here we go with a good ons.

SHUCKSY They don't meke these hare matches long enoughe.

Feller Gon't bheve time to do nuthin' with it. Watoh this.

TCH _STRI

Well touch it to the jaapgr, McGee...don't just squat there

(and look at the matche s .

Shuoks, I have to shleld it e mite to git it goin' good =

don't I? Here we go ... git ready t0...{PAUSE) Awwww.

shucks-

You're gut, McGee!




FIB:
MOL:

MOL:

FIB:
MOL: |

FI1B:
1

MOL:
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!

Eh? Whatoha meean, out? ‘ ot _gpte {1
You had your three sprikes. Hah heb. Gimfe them matches
onoe. You hold this skillet e —
Okay, but I'm warnin' ye Molly. Firs buildin® ain’t fer
amateurs.

dcGee, you couldn’t start a fire with a-blow-torch in

a haylofi.’ Gimuéw D"n!’é)'f,;{{:

Here. All ye gotta do; nc~ 13’ to touch the paper off and -
Don't be %tellin' me how to 1light & fire. You stand there
and watch 8ingle Strike Molly McGeé

Well...go ahead.

I am.

BOUND: "__MATCH STRIEE

FIB:
MOL:

FIB:
7

¥OL:

rIB:

U

MOL:

Touch the paper ... QUICK ... touch the paper...
Don't be jarrin® me elbow, HeGee...sez what ye done?
Ye put the matsh out.

(LAUGHS) Oh I put 'er out eh? HEH HEH. AHEM.
(FADE OUT WITH HUSIC).

Here...take the box...1'll jest stand here sad...

QRCHESTRA : FOUR BARS Al\VQ’ OUT OF "GOD SAVE THE XING" OR SOMETHING

(FADE IN) McGee...there's somethin' wrong. Tis two

boxes of matohes Seius uped sl not & spark of .flre.ha‘ve ..
we (\got. . ., .

Wiell your gays you knew how batier'n me. AHEM, How many

matches we got left?

‘ Ohe .

"

~ i
Page 7. :
L
FIB: ., One, eh? AHEM, Better lef me take it. Shucks, many's the
time out into the big woods o' Cgnacde I beon'down o my
laét match and made it do the work. Now I'll show ye
- wh‘a.;h a YcGee does when he'a de\aprit. i
One’ side thexe, Molly. 1 =
MOL: Well hurry up, the bacon's-spilin', -the pip's glttint - ._
stale and me nerves is frazzled.
FIB: Well tuck in your nepkin, baby, and grab a fork ...
Rere she goescs. I
: - MATCH STRIKE
HOL: ooop! * Ye got 'er Modee! , .
FIB: 1 told ye I'd ... {PAUSE) AWWW.,.SHUCKS! . N
HOL: Oh fer the - (PAUSE) Well ... there we are, MoGes. With
o skillet full o' raw bacon and nery a match. :
FIB: RKin ye best that? I dunno what -
CL: Mo Ceel :
FIB: . Ent )
MOL: Let's see the paper ye got unde‘r that ﬁre.,.. ;
FIB: WAIT a wite...here ye are.;:.whai's the matter with it?
MOL: Hamm. Where did ye git this$ McGee?
FIB: ) Back at that there.garage where the feller fixed the : ,/'\
; " water pump. - Kinda pulpy, but it'e dry. Wﬁ?
MOL: M) Sure it's dry. TIS ASBESTOS, THAT'S WHAT IT I8. ~Fibbér U\[g‘ l
= MoGee, the next time I ever trust ye to. ... ‘,,/qﬁyz’é/\]/. .
FIE (FADE OUT} FFY NOW MOLLY...SHUCKS? T DIDN'T KNOW WHAT...

HEY NOW... PUT THAT THERE FRYIN' PAN DOWN MOLLY.. .LET'S JEST.

EAT THE FIE AND... 5 : - =
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(LAUGHS)  Well, Marcelli and his men aven't taking any
.chances Wwith their mezls or matches -~ they simplify
things by going inte "A LITTLE GYPSY TEA ROOX®!

'QBCHESTPJ&,; "IN & IITTLE G’YP;?‘"Z TEA_ROOQHM" T0 _FINISH

APPLAUSE:
WIL:

WIL:
FIB:

7/

Now, if I may have & minute, here's a helpful suggestion/
from the Johnsem;-le regerding the finish on vour car
During the hot sunmer days - ' ‘

(FADE 1) Yee eir, folks, durin! the hot summer daye
shead - guit nudgin me, Cargo o' Googwax? AHEX.

Harlow Wilcoi, if you don't mind

L don't mind if yoy don't, eon. AHEM. Foiks, durin' the
hot swmser deys they's bound At;o come up some hot weathex
emergencles Fer instance now, lagt summer I took & gal out:
fei a ride and we parked. fer a minute - (PAUSE) KEY MOLLY!
(zgpgg) Yee, we parkec fer a minute or two to look at the
scenery, and I kinda enuck a kise or tWo ... you knowe.. jest
into a platonical way.. AHEN. “And When wé started to drive -
off again ghe says, shucks, she says ye got all tbe lipstick
off ‘and 1 ain't gol me my compact with me. I'll use y_éur v
rear-vision mizor she says, if ye don't mind. I don't mind,

I eaye, but it's busted. Oh seys she, kinda scared. Shucks,
taye I, kind apd comfortin';—“I esays, jest glt out and use the

~slde o' the car fer a lockin' glase I says. I got Johnson's

Auto Wax onto it end you kin see your face inte it like...

i3
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MOEEE! WHAT ARE YE TAI;KIN ! about? :

so I sayse to her I says, shucks, I sa.;&, I'LL GIT THAT
TRERE CINDER QUT O' YOUR EYE OKAY, L!iSS, 1 SAYS < and -
UG GEE! Conme vack here \f? let Mr. Wilecex talk. :
Okay Okay...but shucks, I®was jest gittin' to ihe part _
sbout Johns == = - - e e

WiL: . {LaveH3)

=

Well it was probably platonic with Fibber, folks,
but 14'11 be just car-tonic to you when you smee what &

- gleaming, etc.,

(INIQ_COMMFRCIAL)
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- and now mey we present a little lady who does nlos

WILGOX:
‘ things for bobh the eye and the ear -- MISS GALT PAGE!
APPLAUSE: = ‘
WiL: Mise Page is going tc sing, "EIVIFY SINGLE LITTIF TINGIE IN
UY HEART" - Well ... what do you want now, Fibbex?
FIB: I aidnft catch the neme of tﬁe song; bud: TWhat wse it,
Toota? .
CALE : "EVERY SINGLE LITTLE TINGLE OF MY HEART", Fibber
FIB: Every thing ‘1l te & tangle when ... AHEM. Every tingle
single...little swingle...SAY YE COULIN'T MAKE THAT
g "HOME, SWEET EQME COULD YE?" '
MOL: MoGEE!
FIB: AHEM. Go shead and tingle, Toots. (FADE OUT) 1If 1 was
gingle I'd mingle a 1ittle —iippler——_
QRCHESTRA " EVERY SINGLE LITTLE TINGLE OF MY HEART" —— GALE PAGE
APPLAUSE: ,
HES 0] TEEFE: "RIDIN' AROUND IN THE RAIN": (DOWN FOR Azmomémm‘r)
WIL: :wzix.z., WELL, WELL, ISN'T THE WIRELESS WONDEFFUL! IT SEEMS ‘
: LIKE JUST A ¥INUTE AGO FIBBER WAS HERE...CETTING IN OUR
HAIR, AND NOW WE FIND HI¥ AKD HOLLY WAY OUT ON ROUTE 78,
TEARTNG ALONG IN THEIR FALTERING FLIVVER AT A TERRIFIC 28
: MILES AN HOURL : . * X
SQUND: MOTOR UP T0 ESTABLISH AND DOWN FOR DIALOG O

Ve

Ye better slow down & bit, koGeeo.Lycu';e mskin' the tears

come into me eyeteeth!

e

g

"

1
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Okay, Molly. But I always like to hustle along when I

git onto 2 good road like this here one.

‘Tis bud judgement, McGee. (LAUGHS) Sure an ye ought to

slow uwp fer & rced like this...end meke it 1astﬁlonger

And how do ye know it's 33, now? The spaeCometer's been: =

When that thers rear shackle

starts bumpin® KA ZUNK... KA-ZUNEK.:. I'm doin' 23. When the

tire rack vibrabes agin the gas tenk, I'm hittin' 26 But

when the windshield freme sterts wigglin', I got ‘er WIDE

_and when me hajr sturte stanln' on end snd - (PAUSE} What's

N

Where? Up there® Feliex witk e cow, lcoks like. Nope

Hoss. The way thim beasts ac¢h meetin' a car is why they

_Mebbé I better pull over and stop. That®there Im@t cow

. that Tun in front of us gimme a scere.

Sure...or a front bumper is no way/ﬁo serve a steak, Pull

et Geaii Wi Cloae |

VOTOR UF...BRAKE SCREECK...MOTOR QU -

RIB:
"MQL:
FIB: Shucks, Mpily, 28 ain't fast.
MCL:
busted fer forty thousand nile.
FIB: Ch I got 'er figgered cut.
OPEN at 28. AHEM.
¥OL:
thet sheed, McGge?
FIB:
call 'em dumd animals!
MOL: Vell sicw cown,. dcGeeo
FIB:
HOL: »
over snd stop, MeGee. Sﬁs
SQUND:
 FIB: Gotte git them brakes fixed.
MOL:

e

And none too éoon, ¥cGee. (PAUSE) I wonder now why don't

Wa ride the horse’




‘FIB:

HAN:
MOL:

FIB:
NAN:

FIB:

MOL:

MAN:
FIB:

FS FADE I :
Too hot in the sun, mebbe. EOWDY, Brother.
(FADE’ I§) Good afternoon. (WHOA, there) Muckh obliged for
stopping, friend...though 1t wasn't really necessary.
He couldzx"gt help it, Mister. After drivin' this car;
tis scared he is o' &0 muchﬁorﬂegoyer. . HAH HAH.
Reel nice piece o'l hoes flesh there, podner. AHEM.
You think so?
Yep-. Speakin' as one who knows. Used to be a hoss’
bresker myself. Busted Bronk's fer twenty year, %11l my ‘
health give out. '
He caught himself a cese o' buckin’ bronchitis, Mister
HAH HAH.
Where wes this? Around here?

oOh no. Out intc Arizony. AHEM. Used to be foremsn o' the

F-BAR-2-BAR Ranch.
That's a funny name for a ranch. The F -BAR-2--BAR.
T xnow. AFEM. Named it after the boys onto the ranch.

l:very day off tha.t'e where they d ge. From BAR E'BAR. ANEM .

Personally I'd jes monkey around the ranoho

Oh twas a monkgy zanch. A ‘

‘80 you weTe a bronko buster, eh? . &,
Yep, Fer 17 years s %

1 th>ought‘ vou said twenty.

T know. I was.leid up with a busted leg fer & mont‘n or tweo

-That seemed like three years to me. AHEY. Used to call me

» Haverick McCee, ths Mustang lla.estrgL out there. I'11 tellye

bout it, if ye got tin&o

. MOL: V

FIB:

€

Pags 13.
b} s
I'n afraid I haven'taui

Well sir twas back in 19 ought 3 ... that I got the neme o!

. 4
\" Maveriok McGee, the Mustang Msestro. Folks'd ketch

_ glimpses o' me ridin' bareback, lickety tootin' onto a
wild stallion, hot-fer—leather down some cannon - -
Cannon?

Sure. He was a big shot out there, mister.

You meen OANYOR. ‘ .
I'll settle fer GULCH. AHEM. Well sir, I'1l never fergit
the t}me I caught me & beautiful little pony, that'd never
béen(under saddle and was ready to ride him when I seen
the boys aTound the ranch was mekin' 1% kinda nervous.
Shucks, them telleré'd think nuthin' o' puttin' a glant

I KNEW you'd be interested, bein' a hoss man yourself. AHEM.

firetracker under your saddle jest fer fun. Or a rattlesnake

into your saddlebags. They was harmless, them boys, but
pleyful. AHEM.

Sure. They just murdered on Wednesday and F:Eida.ysn
Well if you'.ll excuse me;, I'll =

Exouse ye fer bein’ so interested? Sure.” Can't blame '

‘ye podnei'., AHEM. Well sir, I took this here pony out:

into the desexrt near the Kickapoo Canyon and hoped onto
her back. He bucked and pitched, and bucked and sunfished,
and bucked and rolled and dbucked and squealed, but ‘I didn't

care. i

S
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¥OL: © And why should ye? TYe was four bucke shead. AR HAH.

PIB'l  AHEM, Well sir, all of a sudden I seen onto the horizon

a sandstorm blowin' up and comin' fer us at a forty-mile

oclip...80 I heads the pony fer home...and rides fer my

1ife. Twas gittin' dark and by time night come on I seen

I was losin' the race with the sendstorm. BSo I knew the

"only thing that'd save my life was to ewim my pony across

the Kickapoo River ... which was eight hundred foot deep,

o Cracefos— .
not knowin' whether my—peny could swim or not.

Twas pitch dark by then except fer the few stars...and
they was clm_xdin' over with the sandstorm real repidoe.
the air was full o' sand,..esnd dust...and QW’“
MOL: It took a lot %o git oul o' that fix dldn't it, HoGee.
A lotta what? »

¥OL: Grit.
5 ?IB: AFEM. Well sir, we come to the edge o' the Klokapoo

.,,Rive:r Canvon and without slackin' pace. ..I plunged my

breath...I felt the pory's feet strike out fer tother

81ds o' tha canyon.-.and slipped outa the saddle, hangin’

onto the horn..-

¥OL: Sure. And there's nothin' clumsier than a horse 1in a canoe.

HAN: So the sandstorm caught you and you were never seen sgain.

FIB: How did ye kn=...er...AHEE. Nope. I got thru okay. Well
1 sir, I turned my new ’oronch'/and vie hit fer the Kickapoo.

hoss into it...down we went and cowe up again gaspin' fer

- Pape 12
3OUND: ¥CI0T HOPK
FIB: © o Quit # Uolly.
#OL: - Couldn't he]vl: 11, HoJee.p T wus hengin' onto ‘tte horn

meself{_in me exsitement N
A, e
FiB: Well sir, we swum fsr twenby ninutes bvefore w& atruck o

tother slce. - I shuddered to thiak o’ that there. 300 foob =

dees Tickupoo...oenind us.. bt I shook mysell and clunl:,
» P ¥

neel into the saddie...znd hit fer the F.2 Ranchs
MAN: F BAR-Z BAR, you sald 1t was.
FIB: . I xnow ¢ Zub prohibitien hind become & law that mans dey.

- AFEM. <4ell 3ix next mornin' I told the boys ab the ranch -
" s i X
shout 11...and they jest lookad at each other end then

st me...and turned PALE AS A ILOTTA GHOSTS. {P&ISE)  Say

that hoss o' yours hes got a bury iato hls rame mistexc

AN Thank:. But what made your friends turn pale? Any
‘m;x'sevwill awin if he has to.

FiB: I know. ~Zut the boya 1old me 1‘-(1‘.11-5 th? KICKAPOO RIVER

g 3 : i 1" #

CAEYON HAD TnTH DRY FEA IWQ WEEKS. Rat there pony

had sech coniidence in me he'd swum & half e pile in

» thin ziz jest on FAITH!
T P HORN ’ »
FIB: (CONT'D: Glad to of met up with ye podner! .

2T

QRCARSIRA "AND THAT'S THE SREETEST éTORY EVER TOLD" - 3 EKINGS

 APPLAUSE:




E:
, 'JWIL: .. That Southern Byncopation you just heard was Marcelli and
| ‘Eiis! men ;Sla.ying DIXIELAND 3AND, royally assisted by
’ those gentlemen fronm Georgia, the 3 kings. And now,
mey 1 giva you some good news abow‘ a generous free offer -
the Johnson Wax people are meking in -~
(AP0 COMEROTAL) | | )




