"BLONDIE"

4:30 - 5:00 PMy PST

MONDAY, APRIL 7, 1941 7:30 - 8:00 P,M, PST
== —— e e e
GOODWIN: Ah -- Ah -- Ah -- Don't touch that dial -- Listen to

MUSIC:

"URiondie".,.presented by Camel,..the cigarette of

costlier tobaccos.

(THEME)
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"BLONDIE"
4/7/%L

-2

And now let's pay our weekly visit to the Bumsteads - it
is Saturday afternoon, and lunch is over. Dagwood, who 18
home from the office, 1s about to stretch out on the sofa
for a nap., However, Blondie seems to have other ideas.
Oh, Dagwood...(PAUSE)

(ELABORATE UNCONCERN) Were you speaking to me, honey?

Dagwood! !
Yes, Before you settle down for & nap, will you run an
errand for me?
(PAUSE) What?
Oh, Dagwood -- you heard me. I said will you run &n errand

for me?
9 et < F

Oh, honey.,

‘Mw '7'5/( (et o b ,u»";fzf:é ik,
If I can rem=io-wehser. (LAUGHS)

(COMING UP) Daddy -- will you take me along, will you,
deddy?

Of course I will, Baby Dumpling.,.,
Foswenienbaiveeyon~dome -- 1 just want you to return this
book.

Sure,

I borrowed it from Jane Briggs.
~ C} 2
Jane Briggs? I don't think I know her, IS e
Didn't you meet her once at the women's club?
Oh, was she that brunette with the dark mysterlous €yes and
red lips and little pointed nose?

You met her, all right.

I only remember her very veguely. rJ/zJ/
. §v4 AL "'LC”-
%

. / .
Hmmmm (/(//’(”[/ S Y :.f' /Zi - I"‘/a’ // s /{ /f e ke O et
) : 4

o Lat-at rd e FE e

Hey wait & minute -- isn't she the one with the husband?

Well, she has a husband, if that's what you mean.
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"BLONDIE" -3-
4/7/4%1

DAGWOOD: Yeah, yeegmj -~ Now Now I remember. I heard her husband is very
JG&IOU-- he thinks every man he sees 1s trying to flirt

Wwith her, (LAUGHS) Why they say one night he beat a guy up
in the bus, just because --

BIONDIE: Oh, Dagwood -- who told you that?

DAGWOOD: One of the fellows at the office. %w"l‘y At piine - -

-

LONDIE: ngd t ey jcall women gossips,
.(’rﬂt{" v X /o ts P
BABY : Gee -- e ‘must be pre{ty nice,

\l Sa AN

DAGWOOD: Oﬁ-?e& Baby Dumpling, but not nearly as nice as your

mother,
BABY: Nobody's as nice as Mommy. p y »
i fy Al sl
LONDIF- Thoank you_-- both of you. J7 2 ’ e ‘

X /I l)
BA Y V,MD‘O yo?l suppose we can have & little slice of chocolate cake

sEg=wememEtr when we come back from the errand, Wikey?

BLONDIE: Baby, you'rc getting to be just like your father, If the
“two of you didn't get hungry, I'd never get any compliments.
But I guess it can be arranged.

BABY: Thank you, Momuy.

DAGWOOD: Yes -- Thank you, Blondie,

BLONDIE: Now, Dagwood -- when you return this book to Jane, bé sure
and get the beok I loaned her, won't you?

DAGWOOD:  Okoy, Blondie.

DABY: (FADING) We'll be right back, Mommy. Get the cake ready.
RILNDIET =R Fipghte (Ol Smeow-dontb=forget-to-gotthat-other-Hook
‘from-Fano, o
-
(8)]
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"BLONDIE" LA
4 /7/41

)

Gee...Blondie, how do iiu have time to read books anyway?
oh, I manage to get a few minutes now and then. Why‘7
well...I should think reading all those letters pt get
from listeners would keep you pretty busy?
It most certainly does, Dagwood, But you know, I wouldn't
miss reading those fan letters for anything.

aqg. Kot LEL At R :Z";(ff’ 7

v-tike anyway? ¢
Y ’

Oh.’?t “real warm and sincere.,.just like you'd expect to
get from old friends. And~id-piespesmo S0 HISh. . .lots
of them say the nicest things about Camels.

Yes, Blondie, and so do millions of other smokers. For

there's nothing like a Camel. You see, Camel,..the

cigarette with that matchless blend of costlier tobaccos...

the cigarette with that slower way of burning...brings
you a cooler smoke, & more flavorful smoke. Yes, friends,
and as you continue to smoke Camels you find tiet Camels
give you more mildness. ..extra mildness, There's less
cotlne in the smoke of slow,..slow-burning Camels. -

TWonty-elght per cent 1ess nicotine than the average of

the four other largest-selling cigarettes tested.. .less
than ‘any of them, according to independent scientific
tests of tho smoke itself.

Friends, next time get camels...the cigarette of ~7n”
costlier tobaccos. Smoke out the facts for yourself.

The smoke's the thing!
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"BLONDIE" -5-
4/7/41

It's sbout ten minutes later,
Y oz ’f/ ;-

v, Dagwood and Baby Dumpling
vy AT e i
Jiéuqyiﬁinngut of the car in front of the Briggs home,

Yeah -- this is the Briggs house, Suntmanphely .
Daddy. ..
Uh-huh?

What's the surprise you've been saying you ond Mommy have

.'for me,
(LAUGHS) Oh, yeah, the surprise, That's right, Baby,
What is it?

-‘/A & Y
! . < - @,o‘~ . St 4 c‘"""-'/“ 74
You'll see In o week or so, .y p

Is 1t a bicycle?

No -- nothing like that,
It's smaller, hunh?

Yes, quite o bit smaller,
Does it moke o noise?
(IAUGHS) Oh, sure -- it mokes lots of noisc sometimes,
Does it make noise whenever you want it to?

No -- usually just when you don't want it to,

(STEPS ON WOODEN PORCH)

I guess it couldn't be a mouth orgon,
No, I'm afraid not, Boby Dumpling, Well, let's ring the
doorbcll and see if Mrs, Briggs is at home,

(SOUND OF BELIL RINGING OFF)

I wish you'd tell me what the surprise is, Daddy.

(LAUGHS) Don't be so impatient. You'!'ll find out in & week

0Oor so.

(DOOR_OPINS)
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-

"BLONDIE" -6~
47/

Oh!..0h, hello, Mr, Bumstead,

Hello, Mrs. Briggs.

We came to bring your book back.

Why thot's nice -- won't you come in, and I'11 get the book

I borrowed from Blondie,

Thank you.

(DOOR_CLOSES)

Gee, she's pretty, isn't she, Daddy?

Hunh? Oh, yeah -- yeuh,
Thot's -- that's very nice of you to say so,

You know Mrs. Briggs, I don't think I've ever met your

husband, .
&7}'[,{, ' (,(i,/ PR {’? Pl
(INTENSE) You're very fortunate.

Yeah, thoatts what I ——; hunhf

My husband is a beagﬂj—; thfs morning he threatened to beat

me - JuS because a man smiled at me on the street --
Mjﬂ Ll”f {({ £ o ,l. A’ M/]W

w/)‘./

A " a 2 o e
(SUDDEN POUNDING ON THE BACK DOOR)

Oh!. Good heavens!

Wh -- what's that!i?
I guess someone's at the back door,.

e O L oo
It's my husband -- Mr, Bumstead -- protect me

ol

Mrs. Briggs, take your arms off my necki.

You've got to help me -~

Please, Mrs. Briggs -- This would look awful if your husbznd
walked in the back door,

He can't! I locked the back door,.

Tooooooh!,..Let go of mel

\
Prbe e e
4

IK»(/ P I N4 */\/ & /s ,/'~('§../‘

7

[

il
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"BLONDIE"
4/7/41 (REVISED)

Oh, Mr, Bumstead -- T tell you he's been like a madmen today.
I've almost been in hystericst
What'dre hysterics?
I'1l explain it later, Baby.
(MORE_POUNDING ON BACK DOCR)

Oh this is terrible -- terrible.
Say -- if, it was your husband, wouldn't he come to the
front door?

Oh...ch, I guess you're right.

7Qﬂfﬁqﬂda//r ke
S66 Who it 1s. ..(FADmG)
\J(<7 .' PSR Bt f.‘,,C_/

quldn't you Iet ‘80 of mé How? '

I 11

2 The sllgH%est little thing frightens me to death.
DAGWOOD:

Gee, what's wrong, Mrs. Briggs? With your husband I mean!
Hels terribly jealous.

Yes -~ I've heard about it -- but his bark is probably worsec
than his bite. I mean, he probably wouldn't really harm
anyone.

Maybe you're right.

By the way, where do you suppose he is now?

He went out to buy bullets for his gun.

A gun? Holy smoke!...Baby Dumpling -- come back herel Baby
Dumpling -- where are you --

I'm afraid some day my husband's going to start shooting -~
and somebody's liable to get hurt.
I guess I'd better be going, Mrs. Briggs.
No -- wait and I'11 get Blondie's book.
Don't bother. 1I'l1 buy her another COpY s
It'11 only take a minutc...

Never mind «- after all, 1lifc is so short.
always tell you that.

You know, they

ZL8L SS¥H1IS
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"BLONDIE" -8~
4/7/41 (REVISED)

1'11 go right upstairs and get it.

Oh well -- I guess wo've got a couple of seconds to friltter

away. I'1l go out and sece what Baby Dumpling's doing,
(KITCHEN DOCR...THE SWINGING VARIETY)

Say, Baby Dumpling, I think we ought to --

(SCARED) Don't shoot, Mr. Briggs! I'm only the gas man --

only the gas man. I just came to read the meter, Mr. Briggs.

Wait a minute -- I'm Mr. Bumstead.

(DEEP BREATH) Holy smoke -- I thought you were Mr. Briggs!

The gas man's awful scared, Daddy.

Yeah? What of?
Brother, do you love your wife?

Certainly I do.

Then take my advice and get out of herc before Mr. Briggs
catches you.

Oh, wo're leaving right away. We just came here 1o return
a book.

Brother, you're taking your life in your hands when you
walk into this housc.

Holy smoke! Is Mr. Briggs that bad?

A1l I know is that the guy who had this route beforc me quit
and got a safe job.

A safe job?

Now he's a stecple-jack.

Tooooooh} Why did you take this job?

The company promised mc time and a half...Besides, I'm not

Hdra.w i = O

very good looking.] I'm more thc Boris Karloff type. One

daYes.
We better be going, Daddy. If we don't you'll get into trouble
Well, I should wait for the book --
Well, I'm going. Sco long, darc-devill
{DOOR OPENS...AND CLOSES)
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"BLONDIE" -O-
4/7/41

DAGWOOD: Come on, Boby Dumpling -- we're going to get out of this

BABY: Gee, Daddy...It sounds pretty exciting, doesn't it?
DAGWOOD: It sounds like a trap to me. As soon as Mrs, Briggs gives
us that book of Blondie's we'll scram! I'm going to get it
right now!!}
(XITCHEN DOOR SWINGS OPEN AND SHUT)
DAGWOOD:  (CALLS) Oh, Mrs. Briggs! Mrs. Briggs!

JANE ; (OFF) I've found the book, Mr. Bumstead.

DAGWOOD: Thatts fine, We're in sort of a hurry. :
/L/v\’/\,(’vv

BABY: Yes -- we're going to get some chocolate coke amesoomwss wWe

get home.,

DAGWOOD: If we get home.

JiNE: (COMING UP) Well hsre's the book.

DAGWOOD: Thank you. Well it's been nice to see you again,
Mrs. Briggs. Goodbye.

(DOOR OPENS)

GECRGE:  (ROARS) So there you are! Now I've got you, you snake in
the grass!
DAGWOOD:  Yeow!
(DOOR_SLAMS, . « wLOCKS)
JANE: , It's my husband!

DAGWOOD: He's got o gunl
(POUNDING ON DOCR)

JANE: I was afraid this would happen! You'fve got to get oul of

hére --

PLBL SSPIS
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&/DM '
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"BLONDIE" -10-
4/7/41 (REVISED)

Comec on, Baby Dumpling -- let's beat 1t out the back way!
Baby Dumpling -- did you hcar me? -- Baby Dumpling.

I can't, Daddy!

Oh, yes, you can! You don't want to stay around here and

see your father filled full of holes! Come onl

Pl AAA

A can't, Daddy!

What's the matter?
When you slammed the front door, my coat got caught in it}
Tooooooh!...Mrs. Briggs, can your husband get in?
Yo -- tiseria iAo frim She Jasida!
That!s good...Wherc's your coat caught, Baby?
Right here! I think part of my pents 1s caught, th.
Wait -- I'1ll try and gct you and your pants ‘loosct
My best pants...Gee, this would happen now! My lifcts in
danger!
You'vc got to get out of herc before Mr. Briggs gots in!
He's in a terribly tomper.
I'm just thinking aebout that gunit...Gec, this coat is rcally
caught tight. (GRUNTS)
Pull hard, Daddyl
I'm doing thc best I can! My 1ife depends upon 1t....My
childts lifc depends on it -- GRUNTS )f$%5$gqit is' éomo
on, Baby! Out the back way' |
Okay, Daddy!

( POUNDING)

Oh! He's trying to get in the back door. The front door!

SL8L SS¥H1IS



"BLONDIE" ~11-
4/7/41
DAGWOOD: Holy smoke!
(DOOR QPFIS .4 1CRASH OF CHAIRS TO FLOOR)
DAGWOOD: Hets got the porch furniture across it{ We'd never be able
tto make‘ it to the car! We're trapped!
(DOOR_SILAMS)
JANE: Here -~ get in this coat closet‘/ owhvishnt
DAGWOOD: The closet?
JANE: Yes -- right hercl
(CLOSET DOOR OPENS)
DAGWOOD: Nol I won't do it!! A Bumstead never hid in a closet yet,
JANE: But Mr. Bumstead --
DAGWOOD: Don't try to argue with me, I'm not going to leave you
to face him alone, I'11l slug it out with him -~ I'll --
JANE: Don't be silly.- @
@ewsdeny (Whot chance would you have against a loaded gun?
DAGWOOD: Wcll, when you put it that way --
BABY: Hurry, Deddy — get in here with mel
DAGWOOD: Okay, Close the door!
(DOOR CLOSES)
BABY: Gee -- it's dark in here, Daddy.
DAGWOOD: I know 1T,
BABY: Arc you afraid of the dark?
DAGWOOD: Of course not,
BABY: Then why are you shaking?
DAGWOOD: Sh-h-h-h!}
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"BLONDIE"
L/1/81

-12-
Why are you crouching thore like that, Daddy? Why don't
you stand up?

I'11 stand up -~ I'1l -= (THUD) Ow!i, Why didn't you tell

me thot shelf was there. = .

71;.{ (7\ e _" = i FPavae [ /U’f»/‘#—//

»(OUTSIE_' hero 18 he, Jane? I kdow there's a man around
herel

I saw him at the doord

Georgc -- pleasc -- calm down! You'rc all upsct{ Please

put that gun downl

Not until I find him! He couldn't

t

I know he's around herel

/
¢ p / (/ l://,’(‘; v

get away from mel.,Now -- where is he? o &g A

Who?

You know who I mean!..,All right -- I'11 find him myself}
Toooooh!

What are you going to say when he opens the door of this
closet?

I can't decide between hello and goodbye.

Gee, this 1s exciting.

Yes -~ very,

He'll probably look in here right away.

Don't talk that way!

This is serious!

Holo—mobuu N -

0ﬂ§/f: I i t
4 ¢

He's practically out of his mindl *Aﬁ Ny
I'm not afraid of himl

You're not as big a target as I am...Sh-h-h-h! He's walking
around the living room. )
(OUTSIDE) Well, he's not hiding behind the davenports --

but ‘I know he's around here,

LL8L GS%TS
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"BLONDIE"

~13-
4/7/4L

George -- let me have that gun, It's dangerous!

You bet it's dangerous...Well, I'm going to look upstairs,

Oh, boy -- that's good. Then we can sneak out,

But first, I'm going to lock the closets down here - just

in case he's silly enough to be hiding in one of them.
(KEY TURNS IN LOCK)

Gee, Daddy -- we're locked in!
Baby Dumpling -- we're caught, And when he opens that
door, something awful is going to happen. L

Geuideimireefedin

Daddy -- I think Mr. Briggs is coming down stairs again,
Gosh, Baby Dumpling -~ something's wrong,

What is 1it?

Ttve been waiting for my whole life to flash before my
eyes and nothing's happened,

(PAUSE) Do you feel a1l right, Daddy?

No! Look through that keyhole again and see what you
can see --

I can see Mr, Briggs now - he's standing outside the
closet, Do you .want to look through the keyhole?
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"BLOMDIE" -14-

4/7/41
No -- I'm staying right back here behind all the coats
and things,
Daddy.
Sh-h-h-hl
Daddy,
Sh-h-h, He'll hear you.
Daddy, my nose itches.
Seratch it.
I think I'm going to sneeze.
No -- don't, Baby! Don't,.
I can't help itd
Put your finger under your nose and press hard.
T am.
Is it working?
No, I've still got to sneeze.
No, don't}
(STARTS 0 SMEZE) Ah-ah--ah--
Bahy, pleasel
Maybe I'm not going to sneeze after all. It went away.
(SIGHS) Gee -- maybe we've still got a chance to get out
alive,.
(SNEEZES)
There goes our chance?
(CUISIDE) What was that?
I didn't hear anything.
someone sneezed.
I aid, George.
Oh, no -- it came from this closet right here.

(PCUNLS OF CLOSZT)
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"BLONDIE! -15-
4/7/41

Vho's in here? Come on -- speak upl

(POUNDING OF CLOSET)

Come on out of there or I'll shootl You're caught nowl
Come on outl I'll count three and if you don't come out...
George -- walti
Ahal So there is someone in there, eh?
George -- it's just Mr. Bumstead. He came to return a
book and I was afraid you'd shoot him.
Maybe I will anywayle..Come on out of therel
He can't -- you locked the doors
Come out of there or I'll -- oh, so I did,

(£OUMD CI' UNLOCKII'G il DGQR)

All right -- you home-wreckerj Come on out before I

drag you outl

Gee, you don't have to be sc angry about it.
(STAGCTRED) Wha-wha-what-what-what's this? Who're youll?
I'm Mr. Bumstead.

Now aren't you ashamed of yourself, George? You wouldn't
let me tell you anything.

But what was he doing in that closet?

You frightened me.

Yes -- so he ran into it and hid. The idea -- frightening
little boys!

Shame on you.

But -- but -- there must be something wrong -- I mean,

I was sure a man opened that front door.

088L S5p1g
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"BLOFDIE¥  -16-
4/7/41

You must be seeing things, George. It was probably
Baby Dumpling here -- standing on a chair,
I wasn't standing on a chair -- but I'm very tall for my

age [} ) 2 T

N . - Y
){,‘A,/ /’ Vi R

1 can't uhderstaﬁé 1£: I could have sworn it was a man
who opened the door.

Are yov feeling all right, Mr. Briggs?

No I'm note..Jane -- I'm afraid I'm not well at all,
I'm ail upset. My nerves are shot to pieces,

Did you shoot them to pieces with that gun?

What?...0h -- the gun.

I'11 teke it, George, dear..

All right, Jane.

If you won't be jealous if Baby Dumpling smiles at mee.
Don't rub it ih -- I feel bad enough. I'm SOrry --

I apologize to you, Jane.

How about aprlogizing to me. You scared me.

I apologize to you, t00..

All right -- but don't let it happen again..

I won't but -- hunh?

George -- why don't you lie down and get a little rest?
Yeah -- yeah -- maybe I will,

Wiell, I guess I'd better.be going now. .

(SNEEZES FROM TNSIDE CLCSET) |
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"BLONDIE" -17-

4/7/41
GEORGE: What was that? I thought I heard someone sneezing
inside that closetl.
BABY: You heard someone sneezing inside the closet?
GECRGE: Why -- why I thought I did.
BABY? (LAUGHS) Imagine that.
GEORGE? Good heavens -- now I'm hearing things, tooe
BABY: Well, gcodbye. |
(DOCR O ENS)
JAME: Goodbye, Baby Dumpling.
BABY: (LOUD) 'The door's open nowl The door's openi Hurry upl
-- you're late for the officel
GEORGE: Who's late for what office?
BABY: You're late for the officel The door's openi

(CLOSE” DOCR BANGS (TEN)

DAGWROD: (COING UP KAS?) FKello everybody! «ewswssl Come on,

Baby Duiplingl */52?*¢515”f;?@2/

BhBifememmeOltmyy=Bediy!
’ (WH1ZZ...DCCR SLAMS)

GECRGE: What waé thaty It wént past me so fast I didn't get a

good look at itl
JANE: Never mind, Georgel
GEORGE: Well, I'm going to find outl

(DOCR OPENS)

GEORGE: Lookl It was a manl There was a man in that closet all

the time! I knew it! He's trying to make a getaway

in his car.
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"BLONDIE" ~18-
4/7/41

George, pleasel
Give me that gun! 1I'm going to show him he can't get
away with thisl
George, that's Just Mr, Bumsteadl
/JCU\Z

There‘sﬂiog,maﬁ§ Mr. Bumsteads around here -~
/(/I'f-kff

(SECTS)

(COLE UP CN CAR)

Baby Dumpling -- is he gaining on us?

Just a little bit, Daddy.

Gosh, and all I did was return a booke...Hold on tight --

we're fighting for our lives.

Gee -- he shot at us, didn't he? )
Ctpnanrcta,

Yool Those whistling sounds you heard weren't rehinssy

But we got away from him, |

Not far enough awaj...Hold on for This corner.

(CAR TIR%S SCREECH ARCUND CORNER)

(LAUGHS) We haven't had so much excitement since the
roly-coaster last summer.

This isn't fun...Holy smoke! You'd think I was an escaped
convictl There ought to be a law! A man like that ought
to be quarantined! They ought to make him carry a red
flag so people could avoid him}

Now don't get excited, Daddy.

It's not iairl

£€88L SSTIS

We're losing him, Daddy. He's not as close to us as he

WasSe



DAGY"CD:

BABY:

DACYCCD:

BABY:
DAGICOD:

MUSIC:

BLOMDIE:
BEBY:
BLONDIE:
BABY:
BLCRDIE:
BABY:
BLOI'DIE:
BAEY:
PLCMDIE:
BABY:
BLONDIE:
EBABY:

@gw/fb}414f‘

BLOI'DIE:
BABY:
BLCIMDIE:

"BLOIDIE! -19-
4/7/41

That's good. Ye've got to duck Mr. Briggs somehow and

get back nome.

But he knows who we are, and I'l1l bet he knows where we

live, t00.

That's right. I don't know what we're going to do, but

we can't have people shooting at usl It's unhealthyl

It's dangerous, to00.

Hold on -- we're going up this alley! Hold onl
(SCREECE (F TIRES...CARS UP)

(DOCR _CPII'S SOFTLY...AND CLOSES)

Wnho is it? ¥ho's there?
(S0TT0) It's just me, Mommy.
WastrSre2ysrmnepersiesesgw ©  ihere's Daddy?
He's hiding out in back of the garage.
What's he hiding from?
Mr. Briggs.
Whatiil
He chased us out of his house with a gun.
Baby Dumpling, what have I told you about fibbing?
You told me not to do it.
Yes ~-- that's right. Now -~ Whapﬁﬁappeneh? p
et eam Ao r bt
Mr. Brig:s chased us witpwgrgggj/ That's the 6;orge

Washington truth.

Was it & squirt gun?

¥88L SGPIS

It was a real gun.

Oh, good heavens -- what was he angry about?



BABY:

BLONDIE:

B/BY:

BLONDIE:
BI".BY :

BLONDIE:
BABY:

D..GWOQD ;

BLONDIE:

D:4GWOOD ¢
BLONDIE:

D/GWOOD: |,

V‘i)/( ¢ ,k,/
BLONDIE:
D/.GYWOOD :

BLONDIE:
DAGYW 00D ;

DAGWOOD:

"BLONDIE"
a/7/41

-20-
I don't know, Mommy. I guess it couldn't have been about
Mrs. Briggs putting her arms around Daddy's neck,

Well, of course that's always something that -- what

was that?

Mrs, Briggs said she was scared.

Wiell!

IT'11 let Daddy know the coast is clear, He's waiting for
me to give him a signal...Look -- there he is -- peeking
out from behind the gerage,

Oh, yes =-- he sees you waving to him,

Oh Boy ~- look at him conel' Gee, no one can run faster
than Daddy cuan! Wow!

(B/.CK DOOR OPENS....ND SLAMS)

(COMING UP) Holy smoke, Blondie -- something awful happened
at the Briggs!

Baby Dumpling told me.

About Mr, Briggs and the gun?

nbout Mrs, Briggs and her arms around your neck

s ﬂ/ -/
Toooooooh) I can explain th@t Blondie///Mr. Briggs was

s ———

jealous,

. o2l
PRLPEER A R

I don't know as I blame him, (. o @7 7 .

gr g 94’/ o v S é 1 L\r\fl ‘\'ié ) )
ut Blondlb you don't seem tor alize that my life is in
danger!

It 21l sounds like nonsense to ne.

Nonsensc? Look ot my hands ~-- 1look at the way they're

shaking! If you slid a banjo under them you'd hear musicl

(SOUND OF THREE SHOTS)

§88L GSPIS

Lest one in this closet is & dead duck!
(DOOR OPENS FAST AND SLAMS)

There he isl




BLONDIE:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
TLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BABY:

BLONDIE:

GEORGE:
BABY:
GEMRGE:

DAGWQOD:

GEORGE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

GEORGE:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
~ BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" -21-
4/7/41 (REVISED)

was only a truck backfiring.

Dagwood -- Dagwood, that
(DOOR_OPENS)

Now, Dagwood...
P -
I'm just a bundlc of nerves S S

ght?-dcar -- I'll mav

it
S P

VGRS
SV
o /45 ]

about my book?

I left it in the Briggs' closct.

Well, you go right back and get it now.
Blondic -- plcase --

Dagwood .

But I can't. Gee Blondie -- have a heart.

Dagwood -- I just asked you to do & simple little thing --
By thc way -- what was the name of the book, anyhow?

"How to Win Friends and Influencc People ~- "

Tooooo00h!

(DOORBELL RINGS)

I'11 sec who's at the door, Mommy.
All right, Baby...
(DOCR_OPENS)

Ahatl  There you arel

Look out, Daddy!

Stay right wherc you arc, Bumstcad! Don't move!

T ouooooooh!

I said don't nmovel

Can't I cven tremble o little?

Goodness, Mr. Briggs, is that a gun?

It certainly is!...Get down on your knees, Bumstead!l

(STARTS TO LAUGH)

Blondiet Don't do that.
(STILL IAUGHING) I can't help it.

you géme Hot coffoc --¢now whit

988L SS¥P1IS



GEORGE
DAGWOOD

T MUBICs

GOODWIN:

"BLONDIE" w22~
4/7 /41

Hey, what's the idea, Mrs., Bumstead?
Blondie, dontt) Gee -=

say, Dagwood's in a pretty tight spot now, I wonder 1if
he'll be able to get out of it, And what's Blondie

" laughing that way for?...Well, we'!ll know in a moment.

(COMMFRCT AL)

L88L SS¥1IS



GOODWIN:

FIRST MAN:
SECOND MAN:

THIRD MAN:

FIRST MAN:

THIRD MAN:

FIRST MAN:
THIRD MAN:
FIRST MAN:

THIRD MAN:
FIRST MAN:

GOODWIN::

"BLONDIE" 22-A
h/7/41

But at least hel!s not in the same difficulty as the young

man we're going to follow into an Atlanta, Georgia,
traffic court for a moment. Listen!

(SOUND: _GAVEL POUNDING DESK)
(GRAVE, , .GRUFF) Order in the court! Next case.

Judge, I clocked this man driving forty miles an hour in
a twenty-five mile an hour zone,

I'm sorry Your Honor, I just didn't realize I was going
that fast,

Huh,.,where have T heard that before?

But Your Honor, itt's sort of hard to tell the dlfference
between twenty-five end forty miles an hour. They're
both pretty slow,

(OMINOUSLY) We'll see about that. What's your name?
Andrew McDonough, I...

Not Andy McDonough, the fellow who went six hundred and
twenty testing that new interceptor plane?'

That's right. |

Well, T declare! (LAUGHS...SOFTENS UP) Maybe a man who's
traveled six hundred and twenty miles an hour can't tell
the difference between twenty-five and forty. (LAUGHS)
(RAPS WITH GAVEL) Sentence suspended!

Yes, the famous test pilot Andy McDonough goes in for a
lot of speed in the air. Yet, when it comes to smoking,
Andy goes for the slower-burning cigarette,..Camel.
Andy McDonough says:

888L SSPIS



GOODWIN

"BLONDIE" 22-B
4/7/41

THIRD VOICE:Camel's extra mildness means a lot when you smoke as much

as I do,
Right you are, Andy McDonough! Camels are cxtra mild --

they give you less nicotine in the smoke. Twenty-ecight

per cent less nicotlne: than the average of the four

other largest-selling cigarcttes tested, --'less than ang
of them, according to independent sclentific tests

of the smoke itself., In addition, that same smoke of

slow,,.slow-burning Camels brings you more coolness and
more flsvor. S0 remember, friends, in a cigarette, the
smoke's the things! And Camel's the smoke for extra
mildness and less nicotine. Try slower-burning Camels
now, Dealers cverywhere feature Cemels by the carton.
For convenience.,.for economy.,.get your Camels by the

carton,

688L SSPTIS



MUSIC:

GOODWIN:

BLONDIE:
GERGE:
BLONDIE:

GEORGEs:
BLONDIE:

D~GWOOD :
BaBY:
GEORGE:
BLONDIE:

GEORGE @

BLONDIE:

GLORGE :

BLONDIE:

GEORGE:
BLONDIE

3

R U ST

"BLONDIE" -l
4/7/41

Tt's onec second later. Mr, Briggs 1s facing the Bumsteads
and his gun is pointed directly at Dagwood...But Blondlie
is still laughing...

(LAUGHING)

What's so funny about this, Mrs, Bumstead?

Oh, Mr. Briggs, you look so ridiculous standing there
with that gun,

Ridiculous?

Yes, You look just like the jealous husband in a movies
It's the funniest thing I've seen in a long time.

Yeah., Heh=heh.

He does look silly, doesn't he, Mommy? (LAUGHS)

I don't think this is anything to laugh about! I'm serious.
Oh, now, Mr. Briggs. Just take a look at yourself in that
mirror -- over there on the wall. Just look at yourself
with that gun,

Hummmmmmram,

You're certainly not the gunmen type...Doesn't it look
funny now? Come on, admit 1t.

Mrs. Bumstead, your husband was in my house --

I know -- returning a book. Tsk, tsk, tsk -- I'm
surprised at you, Mr. Briggs. # mon as handsome as you
being jeclous. Why, .it's just silly.

Well, I -- I guess I just can't help it. I get like this,

You shouldn't. Mrs. Briggs is so attractive and she's

V68BL SSHTIS

alweys saying such wonderful things gbout you. I don't

understend it at all, | P



"BLONDIE"
4/7/41

Sy
GEORGE: /%hat does she say about me?

BLONDIE:

GERGE:

BLONDTE :

Adx

D-GHO0Bs

BLONDIE :

GEORGE :

BLONDIE:

BLONDIE:
GEORGE :

BLONDIE :

GECRGE:

BLONDIE:

D/.G%00D ;

B.BY:
D:.GWOMD :
BLONDIE:

Oh, lots of things. She's very proud of you -- she thinks
you're pretty neerly perfect.
Hmmm -=- is that right?
85/?9g5??. I thlnk;the same thing about Dagwood.
(L.UGHS) Oh “1 KaVo one or two little faults, Blondie.
I'm not really perfect.
Core on, now, Mr. Briggs -- you run right along home. And
if I were you, I'd go to Jane and tell her how sorry 1 was
about this:. She must be terribly upset.
Yes, I guess she is, It's all my foult -- I'm t00
suspicious, and I shouldn't be, I'1ll apologize to her,
Yeg,that's what I'11 do.
Hurry up now.

(DOOR OPENS)
Run along.
all right,

That's all right.

Mrs. Bunstead, and I'm sorry --
Goodbye .
Goodbye.

0od (DOOR CLOSE:)

[eth < e
For g dneds s”kes, Dagwood,

He really was serious,wasn't
he?

That's what I kept trying to tell you, Blondie,

I waghtt afraid of him,

Blondie, what did you start laughing for that way?

It secemed to be the only way to stop something awful from

happening. ss soon as he stopped to consider how he looked

T68L SSPTS

with that gun, he realized how foolish it all was.



D/GWOOD

BLONDIE:

J I.LNE .
BLONDIE:

JANE:
BLONDIE:

JoNE ¢
é’“ Afctrv{

BLONDIE:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
JiNE:

GEORGE:

JLNE

BLONDIE:

JANE ¢
GERGE:

"BLONDIE" 25~
4/7/41
Holy smoke -- he was already to shoot me, and I thought you
were enjoying it,
(DOORBELL RINGS)

T'11 get it.
(DOOR OFENS)
x‘f AL

Blondie -- Blondie =-- 1is ai'niuiﬁgs here?

No, Jane -- he just left on his way hcne.

You nust have
just misszd hine

Did -- did anyuhing happen?

Almost -~ but it's all right now,

Oh, that s good. I was, 80 worr}ed about him.

((/ [ A -5/.‘_, 4/ - ,[,
Come on -- we'll drivu you back and pick up that book.

(DOOR_OPENS AND CLOSES LIGHTLY)

Now you just tell him you understand, Jane; and I think
he'll be ever so grateful,

Sure he will, Mrs, Briggs.

411 right -- he's probably over it all nbw...Listen -1
think I hear him now, He's in the next room,

(INSIDE) Darling, you know how much I love you so please
try to understand.

Oh! He's talking to someone else. /nd he's calling her
darling!

Now, Jane -- walt!

Just listen yourself]

(INSIDE) Oh, darling -- just kiss me and say that you love

me and I'll be the happlest man In the world.

¢68L SSVPIS



GOODWIN:

JANE:
| DAGWOOD s

Ji.NE:

GEORGE:
JANE
GEORGE :
JANE
GEORGE:

JANR
BLONDIE:
DLGWOOD ¢
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD 5
BLONDIE:
D/GWOOD :
BLONDIE:
/GWOOD ;
BLONDIE:

MUSIC:

Oh!!..Did you hear thatil?

"BLONDIE"
4/7/41

-26=

I'm going in therel

Wait a minute, Mrs. Briggs -- don't be hasty.

(DOOR_OPENS)

Wnere is she, George? I heard you talking to herl

is -~ George, are you alone?

Oh, Jene -- I've been waiting for you.

Who were you talking to?

T was -~ er -- rehearsing my apology.

Oh, George -~ L{'m s2 sOrry.

fihere

Darling, you know how much I love you, so please itry to

understand,

Oh, George...

(WHISPERS) Dagwood -- we'd better leave.

Yeah.

We'll just sneak out,

I wonder vhy we never get jealous like

We understand each other, dear.

That must be it.
No...But Dagwood...
Yeah,

Pig g T S

We 're never Jealous.

. 1« év/kj.;?'_f'.»(/(/

ﬂﬁéiiﬁ‘lﬂ; don't

put her arms around your neck again!

that.

~. /( ~L 2
Ve
ever let a brunette

Well, Folks, it looks as though 1t takes Blondie to handle these
delicate situations which arise in Dagwood's 1life.

But there's an

extra special situation developing in the lives of the Bumsteads,
so be sure to tume in again next week at tlls same time when,
"Blondie Welcomes a Little Visitor",
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"BLONDIE" ~27-
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"Blondie" is played by Penny Singleton and Dagwood is

Our "Blondie" orchestra is directed by Bill Artgt who
also creates the special musical effects, This is

Bill Goodwin speaking for the makers of Camel Cigarettes,.

(SOUND; STREAM OF PENNIES ON TO METAL)

(SOUND: TWO NICKELS BEING PLACED ON METAL)

(SOUND: DIMZ BFING PLACED ON METAL)

ORCHESTRA:  (MUSIC UP ERIEFLY)
GOOTWIN:

Arthur Lake.
MUSIC: (UP AND OUT)
GOODWIN: : Ten pennies!
éOODWIN: Two nickels!
GOODWIN: One dime!
GOODWIN:

That's right, men! Just ten cents buys you a big blue
pocket package of George Washington Smoking Tobacco,

Goorge Washington brings you a mild, rich, mellow smoke,

plus & grand, friendly taste. George Washington is
redlly fresh, too...comes wrapped in cellophane, So
remember! Load up with George Washington Smoking Tobacco!
This 1s the COLUMBIA,..BROADCASTING SYSTEM;
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