: - 5:00 P,
MONDAY, FEBRUARY 3, 1941 7:30 - 8:00 P

"BLONDIE"
-

(GOODWIN:  Ah -- Ah -~ Ah -- Don't touch that dial -- Here's

MUSIC:

"Blondie".,.presented by Camel -- the slower-burning
cigarette that gives you more flavor, more mildness,
more coolness, and less nicotine in the smoke --

twenty-eight per cent less nicotine than the average

of the four other largest-selling brands tested.

(THEME)

I
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- -
(GOODWIN: /.

CAPTAIN:
SOLDIER:
CAPTAIN:
SOLDIER:
CAPTAIN:

SOLDIER:
CAPTAIN:

SOLDIER:

CAPTAIN:
SOLDIER:
CAPTAIN:

1-A-

"BLONDIE"
2/3/41

WS first let!s turn to an army camp just a few miles away

—— -g:e E,tws‘fend.
from ouse.

7

(BUGLE CALL ASSEMBLY OR INSPECTION (check for proper call)

SOUNDS OF RUNNING FEET -- GABBLE OF VOICES, CONTINUE FAR

IN BACKGROUND)

Just & minute, soldier.
Who? Me?

Yes. You. And say "sir."

(GULPS) Gosh -- the skipper. Gee, yes, sir, captain.

How do you suppose you'll pess :*inspection looking like
thet?

Why, gee, skipper -- I mean, sir -- ein't I regulation?
We'll overlook the fact you didn't salute for a moment.
Your tie isn't

Teke a look at your -cap. Worn wrong.

tucked in. Your shoes aren't shined. There's & button

missing on your blouse, And let me take a look &at that

rifle, (SQUNDS OF BOLT BEING THROWN) Hmmm, Just as 1

thought. Looks like you've been digging with it.

(ALMOST IN TE/RS) Golly, skipper -- I'm kinda new around
here -- gee.

(STERNLY) And what's that bulge in your breast pocket?
Why just a pack of -- uh ~-- C-camels, sir.

(CHUCKLES)

Vell, soldier, there's some hope for you yet

-~ at leust you're savvy to an army man's way of smoking.
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"BLONDIE" 1-B-
2/3/41

e Ve . ’ - ~
(ANNOU&EEE}/(Records show that in army post' exchanges andaaevybanteens,

S e

Y -

\

Cemels outsell every other brand of clgarettes., And if

S rne—y, \

you're & Cemel smoker you'll know vhy. Camel's costlier

tobaccos and slower way of burning mean extra mildness,

extra coolness, and extra flavor. Yes, and less nicotine

in the smoke,

SECOND nIiNOUNCER: The smoke of slower-burning Camels contains
(DEEP VOICE)

twenty-eight per.. cent less nicotine than the aversage
of the four other largest-selling brands tested -- less
then any of them -- according to independent scientific

tests of the smoke itself.

QNOUNCER /<So light up a Camel -- now, Smoke 1t. Compare it

thought fully for all those things you want most in your

cigerette -- for mildness -- for coolness -- for flavor
-- &nd you'll find that slower-burning Camels give you

k\pos/)three important qualities in extra megsure, Yes,

W e o

slower burning 1s mighty important in giving you extra
smoking pleasure as well as extra smoking per pack. So

smoke Camels for extra mildness, extra coolness, extra

-

flevor -- yes -- and less nicotine In the smoke. The

-

smoke's the thing, 5o try Cgmels. Your dealers

e o
-

everywhere feature Cemels by the carton, For convenience

s

&8 well as economy get your Camels by the carton..

omrmnt .
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BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" -2-
2/3/41

~And now for our weekly visit with the Bumsteads of Shady

Léﬂé Avenue. It's Saturday morning and ordinarily Beby
Dumpling wéuld be outside playing with Alvin Fuddle. But
not today. He started the morning out wrong by cutting a
big slicé from the cake Blondie baked yesterday. He not
only didn't ask first, but he cut @@ s1ice around the
ouﬁf?ﬁe of the cake,/éo he's been s;nt upstairs as
éaﬁishment. Blondie and Dagwood are out in the kitchen
now,talkiﬁg... |

Baby certaiﬁly cut quite a slice off the cake, didn't he?
Yeah, he sure did., That's the flrst time I've ever seen
anyone cut a ééﬁg?around the outside., Why more than half
the frosting is gone! |

It doesn't look at all like the beautiful cake I took out
of the oven yesterday,

Of course I think it was right for Baby Dumpling to be
punished for what he did, but I've got to admire that
slice he cut off, It shows he's thinking for himself,
Yes, it does, but if we let him get away with it, Dagwood,
the next time he'd cut the inside out of the cake and take
all the frosting, This just had to be stopped.

That's right. I don't know where he gets all those ideas.
He's a reguldr kitchen bandit.

Of course, dear -- he might just possibly have gotten a
few ideas from watching you.

Hunh?

T09L GS¥HIS

You're a pretty smooth operator yourself when I've just

made a new cake,



DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE: ..
DAGWQOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

,‘!:/ 2 AN
i e

A AWO0Ds
FuoNDIE:

orGWOOD:

”BIJONDIE” _3_
2/3/4

Blondie, I can't help it if you're such a good cook.

That's not my fault. Anyone would be tempted.

- That's very sweet of you to say so, dear,

It's only the truth, You're the best cook in the world,
Thenk you, Dagwood.
Er -- could I have &4he-ca<£ now?

ool o oy -
//é%égwood, you Just had breakfast an hour or so ago.

i

I know, but I just want to check up on this new cake and
see 1f you're still holding your own.

All right, dear...Do you think we ought to give Baby
Dumpling a piece too?

I don't know ~- is it good psychology?

Well, if he found we had been eating the cake and
hadn't even offered him any he might be hurt.

According to the psychologists, that's bad. &%;:‘;$£;1I
having that little piece of cake might give him an
inhibition.

What's that?

I'm not really sure, but I think an inhibition is sort

of a dent in a person's character. If you'rg rich you
f{t

get a psychiatrist to iron the dent out o) ido—Rining—e

fomder -- cond if you aren't, you just forget about it and

y‘/

It sounds very compllcated.q\I th we'd better give
‘ltu"{ffcfl’?{ /",, Al ‘?’bfl\n.féq,t o

Baby a piece of cake,/fﬁfgér all, 'hets been punished,
Well, he's still being punished.

it goes awa .
g y' ,",l;‘. [ers X f/ {

Oh, no -- I think he's playing outside, isn't he?
He shouldn't be, I sent him upstairs to stey in his room
until I called him.,

cO9L SSPIS



BLONDIE:

DAGWOQD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOQD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" -4-
2/3/41 (REVISED)

But I made him sit in his punishment chair for almost
an hour. I thought he went outside to play after that.
Oh, my gosh ~~ it looks as though Baby Dumpling got
punished twice for the same thing.

Dagwood, he must feel awful about it...call him right
nowe

Okay...(CALLS) Baby Dumplinnnnnnnng! Come on down nowl
Baby Dumpling!!

Maybe he's got his door closed and can't hear you;
(CALLIS) Oh, Baby Dumpling}! |
(CALLS) Baby Dumplinnnnnnnng! Oh, Baby!

Yooo-hoooooo! Baby Dumpling!l

€EQ9L SSPIS



DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOQD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

"BLONDIE" -5-
2/3/41 (REVISED

Maybe he's feeling so bad he doesn!'t want to come down.
The poor dear. I really don't blame him. This is the
first time anything like this has happened. ILet's go
up and see how he is.

Okay .

It's such a nice day out, too. It seems awful that a
boy as full of energy as Baby Dumpling should be kept
inside - no matter what he's done.

Well, we have to be firm, honey. We don't want him to

be one of those problem children that it takes four

college professors to solve.
Here's his door. ©Shall T knock first?
Yeah -- I guess so.

(LIGHT TAPPING ON DOCR)

Baby Dumpling -~ we've got some cake for you now.
I didn't mean to send you up here, Baby -- I didn't
know you'd been punished already.

vooL GS¥1s



BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" -6~
2/3/41

He doesn't an8wer, Dagwood,..Let's open the door.

(DOOR OPENS) Vi A .
/1410 {c. rT[ VS / 7 (: e
DAGWOOD: /Hey -- he's not in he?*’o, honey.

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

MUSIC:

Why that's strange, He doesn't usually play too far from
home ,
Blondie -- look!!
What?
It's a note on his bed! Holy smoke!l
(RATTLE OF PAPER)
Let me see it, Dagwood.,.Oh, my -- listen to this, (READS)

"Dear Mommy end Daddy: I am running eway, I will come
back when I have lots of money, Then I guess you won't
punish me, Goodbye. Signed, Beby Dumpling Bumstead,"
Tooooooh! He's gons!

Oh, I was afraid this would happen sometime, and now it

has, Baby Dumpling's run awey from homel

QOODWIN:—-Wold), - 1t~ 100123 88 thoggﬁ Baby Dmﬁling has g/gne out into

the porld to pake his fortﬂne, \the Bumsteads have a

PUNGWEY.--SORe /

. {C CIAL)

| %
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"BLONDIE" -T7-

2/3/41

'ﬁjnbougzaﬁhalf a minute

“ADO! Xater,xBlonaieis calling the Chief
'\__MA_?\. +

/ - M“ 3 W'ﬂ’ ml -\‘% cne .
: / / ‘ “g J/(ﬁﬁ/
BLONDIE: (ON PHONE) Yes, that's right -- this is Mrs. Dagwood

Bumstead.

Yes, Woll, Gur 1ittle son has just run away from home,
buld you send out some sort of an alarm or something

for him...Yes -- we'd certainly eppreciate it if you would.

DAGWOOD;  Tell him what Baby Dumpling looks like, Blondie.

BLONDIE: Do you know what he looks like, Chief?...Yes, that's right
-- and he was wearing a brown snow-suit and one of those
ceps that have flaps that go down over the ears,,.Please
do everything you can to find him, We're going to be oub
looking ourselves, of course.,.Yes, thank you very much,..
Goodbye.

(HANGS UP)

DAGWOOD:  What's he going to do, honey?

BLONDIE: He's going to send out an alarm of some sort and Fsmwess
the police will be on the look-out Femebulss.ll around here,

DAGWOOD: He can't have gone very far, Blondie., Let's get in the
car right now and see whay we can do.

3IONDIE:  Oh, Dagwood -- if we $int £1na nin - 11

DAGWOOD: Now don't think about that now, Blondie, It'll be
all right -- we'll find him somewhere,

BLONDIE: Oh, I wish I could be sure of that,

DAGWOOD:  Sures You know the old saying, "It's & small world."

BLONDIE: '"Worla?!!" Oh, Dagwoooooood!

DAGWOOD:  Well, that's what they say.
BLONDIE: But it's such a big world and such a little boyi
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"BLONDIE" -8-

2/3/41
DAGWOOD: _Come—on—w=—weTd betiEEget-wtartet-right-non, HETS
—probably--semewhere out-on-the stete FoE0 TigRtTOW. |

MUSIC:
(COME UP_ON DCOR OPENING.,  AND CLOSING)
MAN: Well, hello there, sonny.
BABY: Hello. Do you sell hamburgers here?
MAN: (LAUGHS) Do I sell hamburgers? I speciallze in them,
BABY: I'11l have a hamburger.
MAN: Well, Shorty, there's a little matter of money.. Can you
scrape up a daime?
BABY : Oh, sure, From now on I'm paying for everything I eat
myself.
MAN: Hmmm -- the younger generation is certainly getting
self-reliant,
BABY : I've got the money right here in my bank,
(RATTLE OF BANK)
MAN: Well! How do you get the money out?
BABY: Just sheke it...watch,
(RATTLE OF MONEY IN THE BANK...COIN TROPS)
MAN: Well, therc's a nickel, That's the down payment. Il

put the hamburger on the fire and you koep shaking.
BABY: Okay.
(MORE RATTLING THROUGH THIS,..FIVE PENNTES FALL,
ONE AT A TIME) |
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"BLONDIE" -9-
2/3/41

MAN: Aren't you pretty young to be out on the state road?

BABY: Oh, no -- I'm a bum.

MAN: Well, well -- 1s that right?

BABY : Yep. I'm going to the city to make my fortune.

MAN: You don't say!...What're you going to be in the city?

BABY: I'm going to be & millionaire,

MAN: Thet's nice work if you can get it,

BAE——Hewe s~ 'tve—ponnies,

Do -dene-in -G-~eeuplé - lJiliiRaias .

DA pusemme T CIIRGRRE.

MAN: Do your folks know where you're going?

BABY: I guess they don't care any more.

MAN: Gee, that's a shame, Shorty. I suppose they put you

through some pretty tough punishment, didn't they?
BABY : Well, they punished me twice for doing one wrong thing.
MAN: How do you like that! I don't see how :chey'd have
the heart to whip a 1little kid like you.'gm
Bokabiy-~a1debieti-and biuep ardhyT-yous 'u
Bhetn o0 L TNICREO, WL TP WOME,
MAN: . You-must havesa touptrconStPTHtione 1 gugss you “med
uSedd., baking ncmm;: What'd you do that was

.

wrong?
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"BLONDIE" -10-
2/3/41

I took a slice of cake without asking,

A little thing like that and they beat you up for itl

MAN:

Gee, Shorty, I don't blame you for rumning awayi

I guess I hed a nice quiet home life, myself, personally,
My old msn never raised a hand to any of us kids --
except in self-defense,

Well, they've been very nice to me mostly, and I forgive
them! They'll be sorry they punished me twice when

I come back home a millionaire,

[ o 5{4%/ A gy bt 2/1; {/( o et »7' t"{"- (,11“, /49
You bet they Wll};).say, I'11 tell you how you can get

a rlde to thb next town., That man outside putiing

water in his radiator will give you a 1lift,

609L SGP1S



BABY:

BABY:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

"BLONDIE" ~11-
2/3/41

Gee, that would be swelll
And if your folks come'looking for you -- dontt vworry,
I won't give you away.
Gee, thanks.,
Here's your hamburger, Shorty. I made it extra big for
you. I threw in a couple of extra of them vitamins,
I think I'1l take it along with me.
Okay, Shorty. Good luck to you...By the way -- what's
your name?
I guess from now on you can call me Mr, Bumstead.
Okay, Mr. Bumstead. When you come back from the city,
stop in and tell me how you made out. |
All right, T will.

(DOCR OPENS AND...CLOSES)

Imagine people kicking a nice little kid 1like that

around! Wnhy it's criminall

(COME UP ON CAR COMING TO A STOP)

(CAR DOOR OFENS AND...CLOSES)

Is this the roadside diner the man was talking about,
do you suppose?

It must be, Bloncie. It's the last one on the edge of
town. Come on ~- we'll go in and see if Baby Dumpling

has been here.

-happen to hime
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"BLONDIEY w1fe
2/3/41

-4;mamaav?=--‘-?fﬂiiégaﬁftmmranaxwf'am-ng;

L

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

MAN:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

(DOOR OPENS...AND CLOSES)

Hello, folks -- what!ll you have? A couple of
hamburgers and coffee?

Well, we didn't come in for anything to eat. You see
we're looking for a little boy.

About this high. We're his parents. Have you seen him?
No, I haven't secn any little boy.

A man up the road said he thought he saw our son
walking this way, and we thought he might have come in
here for a bite to eat.

Yeah. You see, he lile hamburgers.

any -

TtETo Doy .went.by~hero~F-aamtt-see-him:—

‘;QE§X;EE§MMméLJiQnitm&Eﬂxﬁhiﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂi&iﬂﬂlﬁiﬁ%ﬁbQﬂpqmg the
oad outside. -That would-be-worse-than:-watehing a .

ing~pong ‘dane.

 BLOND IS e ilo 11, Dagwood ==.1 guess-welld--heve-40--160k-semeplac

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

tre quite sure you ¢I&HYE FEE him -
already -£0ld -you-I<gidnig-wee M

se then. I‘m-afraid-wellil never-find him,

h -- it .begins-+0-dook-thaj Waye —Lona.Ql. W
. . el gt g

Wait a minute, Dagwood. Here'!'s a button on the floor.
And it looks like the one that was a little loosc on
Baby Dumpling's snow suit.

Say -- -that does.

I don't think this man 1s telling us the truth. (TO MAN)
This button came off my little boy'!s suit, and I know

he's been herel

TT9L SSPIS



"BLONDIE" -13-

2/3/41
MAN: Okay, so he has been in herel
DAGWOOD: Why didn't you tell us in the first place? Were you

going to let us walk out of here without telling us
you'd seen him?

MAN: Certainly! He told me about the way you punished himl

BLONDIE: Oh, Dagwood --_; he has been here! Thank goodness,
we're on the right track now,

DAGWOOD:; Gosh, Blondie -~ it looks as though I drove my own son
out of our housel

MAN: I should say you did! You ought to be ashamed of
yourself! Punishing him twice for just taking a piece

of cake! Beating him up the way yon did (, tool t-(
‘ 1ed Aavw rmm?’:..w( (-f i

/,QA
DAGWOOD: I didn't beat h 1.? up. And besides
Lok :wfu{,p s Cadtsc
arauni&he -« he cut off practically all the
1 .
frosting. / v1¢(h/ 7
MAN: Hey -- I thouoht he was a smart kid,. But that doesn't
/ -r"‘Jo' st
Q Ng" ' explain why you whipped him until he was black and blue.
BLONDIE: Oh, goodness -- he didn't say that, did he?
MAN: No, but he didn't deny itl
BLONDIE: Well, never mind -~ tell us quickly -- which way did he

go? When was he here? And was he alone or with
another boy?

MAN': He was alone, and he was here about ten minutes ago,
and I'm not going to tell you which way he went.

BLONDIE: But he's our sont

MAN: I don't like the way you've been treating him. I don't

think you're fit parents for him,

cI9L SS¥PIS

BLONDIE: We most certainly are! My husband has a very good job
at the J. C. Dithers Construction Company.



DAGWOOD: Yeah, that's right!
something!
MAN: I don't know!
DAGWOOD: Now look herel
MAN: Hey =-- wait a minute!
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
Naponr 8; room.
.LC(wgu.-c-f.‘l ' . :EL,'
MAN:’
DAGWOOD: Which way did he go?
MAN:
him a 1lift.
BLONDIE:
AN
DAGWOOD:
MAN:
BLONDIE:
DAGUOOR sr——Emy—Biondte
DAGWOOD: Goodbyel

Mayor for a Day last week.

I'11 take this sugar-shaker and sweeten you up for lifel

IIBLONDIEH
2/3/41

And besides,that, my wife was

That ought to mean

If you don't tell us which way he went

That boy is our son and I won't stand for any

foolishness about where he is!

Take it easy, brother!

And what's more we'll have the chief of police down

here if you don't tell us which way he went. We've

always treated ocur son very well.

The only punishment he got today was sitting in the

corner for an hour and having to go upstairs and stay

61y smoke ~- you've been treating him like a sissyl

He went up the road that way -- in & car.

Was he driving very fast?

A man gave

OCh, no -- I guess you'll be able to catch up.

What kind of a car was it?

A blue sedans..you'll have to hurry though.

Don't worry -- we will...Hold the door open, Dagwood.

(WHIZZ...BLONTLE GOES OUT THE DOCR)

(WHIZZ...DAGWOOD GOES OUT THE DOOR)

(AND _THE DOOR_SLAMS)
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"BLONDIE" -15~

2/3/41
- [/ s

A VA
MAN: Gee, I guess tﬁgy-rezlly treat the kid pretty cdeeemt
fa£ton~a&&w¢:Wolayair8upPQ5aiz;7tahosﬁaiimkﬁﬂda;ﬁtgpeaple

r o .
i raleasd : ‘/ / Wt Ot Ka
o malvos@bwonld . / 12?, /44 Vs '

MUSIC:

(COME UP ON CAR)
BLONDIE: Well, we haven't seen any cars that were blue sedans yct.
DAGV/OOD: There's a car ahead of us that looks blue.

we did it, -you know.:

BLQNDIE: Yes, ‘but it wasntt -enyéhing -very-86riouswewie shot TN
have run away just because-we-punished-him-twioe+.vsbBut).
‘I'11 be awfully glad to §c& Baby Diiplltie -agains

£kGWDGBr-—-éhﬂéapivrﬁhmﬂrtmﬁanead*of“usvwhene§4-$here*sﬂbhemcar.

BLONDIE: Oh, yes, Dagwood -~ and it's a blue sedan, too,..Can't

we go just a little faster, Dagwood.

DAGWOOD: Yeah, I think so, Blondie. But we!ll catch ﬁem very
N/{? ol
easily. Right by thefrailroad crossing, T bot.
BLONDIE: I think I see Baby Dumpling in the car.
DAGWOOD: Well, thore's a little bump that might be his head right

beside the driver.
BLONDIE: Oh, it's Baby Dumpling all right! (SIGHS) Isn't it a

relief?

$19L SSPIS



2/3/b1
DAGWOOD: Yeah, I was a lot more worried then T wanted to tell
you. 1 didn't see how we'd ever find him. Sometimes
kids get away and get lost end -- well, we don't have
to think about that anymore.
BLONDIE: Honk the horn. Maybe the driver will stop.
DAGWOOD: Okay...(PAUSE) What do you know about that? There's
something wrong with the horn. It won't work.
BLONDIE: I don't suppose he could hear 1t anyway with the
windows up in his car.
DAGWOQD: No., It'll just take us a little longer, that's all,
(SOUED OF TRAIN WHISTLE OFF)
BLONDIE: Dagrood - S lALLRAL
DACHGOR s TR I === it et T PO LT T nyBod dmWORnWOH o
BLONBFR rom s =T oo someihiiig.
(TRAIN WHISTLIE)
DAGWOOD: Oh, that's just a train whistle.
BLONDIE: Dagwood! Do you suppose the train is on the track
up therc ahead of us?
DAGWOQOD: Well, it's the only railroad crossing around here. It
has to be.
=LONDIE: That blue seden is heading right for the crossing.
LAGWOOD: Holy smoke!
HLONDIE: And there's the train -- over there. It's a freight
train ~- just coming around the bend.
LAGWOOD: Therc's plenty of time -- tney‘ll make it across all

t "BLONDIE" -16-

whwt; w,xe% 3 ¢ ol

BLéI@EIE

;‘u f«&*@
Tepmosdwiicggiidd, Oh, Dagwood - 1’6 ge';rt terrible

chills through me for & moment.
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DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOQOD:
BLONDIE:

HBLONDIE it

-17-
2/3/41

Me, too...Well, they got across all right. They had
plenty of -~ heyyedlondiet—Welll-hoveto—stop—the—eor
to-the-oressingd

OH DAGNOOD! STOP THE CAR. YOU'LL RUN INTO THE SIDE OF THAT TRAINI

CAR SLONING UP

Oh, Dagwooooooood! WHAT ARE WE GOING TO DO NOW?
Blondie -~ what're we going to do now.

It looks like we'll just have to sit and wait until the

FREIGHTtrain goes by --<bub-iLls such-erteng-freishiy—and-—auetT

G oW-0reT
(TRATN SOUND (FREIGHT) UP...TRAIN GOING BY SLOWLY,

AR AFTER CAR...AUTO HAS STOPPED)

——

g%zs TRAIN GOES ON FOREVER.

DAGWOQOD: meone in that railroad compeny must have a grudge
against us! There's no cxcuse for this! Tt's unfair!
It's an injusticel
BLONDIE: (ABOUT TO BREAK) Oh, Dagwood -- I feel terrible. Every
minute we wait here Baby Dumpling is getting further
and further away from us. (SOBS) Oh, Dagwoooooood:..
DAGWOOD: Now honey -- don't cry. We'!ll find him somehow. There
-~ there -~ just teke it easy, baby. You just leave
every --
(HORN STARTS BLONING STEADILY...SHORT CIRCUIT...
BLOWS THROUGH THIS...)
3LONDIE: Oh, Dagwood ~- what's that now?
DGWOOD: How do you like that! Now the horn's blowing and it
wontt stop!
PEONPTET ot t-rotse?
DAGUOGDS —Itde. o _3hont-gineuiietrerr T TS T bhro=hoiiadiwen! {

vork and.when wa.danli-waiteibaadieaddymtb-biows=and

wonlt - stopi— -F4a-~Like L0 Laak fhis.cak-10t0L30TaR jxanb-
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MUSIC:

BABY:

WOMAN ¢
BABY:
WOMAN ¢

BABY:
WOMAN ¢

BABY:

WOMAN

BABY:

WOMAN :

BABY:

WOMAN:

all at onceN!!
e et Sﬁhz.

"BLCNDIE"  -18-
2/3/41

LSl VR /BN OR\
(COME-UR-Ot-

Gee, it's cold out. Brrrr!

(DOOR OFPENS)

Hello, there.
Could .-I come in for a minute, plcase?
Why yes, I supposc you can.
(DOOR CLOSES)
Thank you.

Now that you'lre in, what do you want me to do -- buy
some magazines to help you through kindergarten?

No, I just wondcred if you'd be intercsted in adopting

a little boy.

Did you say adopting & little boy?

Yes.

That's what I thought, No, I wouldn't.

H?é?.FS%}ly very nice. He only has one weakness ~~ hcW#
Lfond—-o# cake.

Who is this you'rc¢ trying to dispose of ——'a 1ittle

brother of yours?
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BABY:
WOMAN

BABY:
WOMAN ¢

"BLONDIE" 18-4
2/3/41
Ne, I'm the 1little boy.
Well, I really am not interested in adopting any
children.
I'd be very good --

I'm surc of it, but I have ten boys of my ovm, now.

-

™ A DRE

THUIL -

BABY:

WOMAN

BABY:

WOMAN ¢
BABY:

VOMAN:
SABY .

Gt sie-a—tot.

- I I SUID S

ecnough for two basket ball teams. Or & baseball team
with an oxtra pitcher.

Aren't cy of them home now?

No, they: sz at the movies. There's a special price on
Saturday, and it only costs me two dollars and a half
wholesalc.,

I suppose if you've got ten now you wouldn't be
Intercsted in me.

I'm afraid not.

(SELLING THE IDEA) It would give you enough for a
football team.

I don't want a football team.

Gee, I thought someone would want to adopt me.
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WOMAN:

WOMAN:

WOMAN:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" -19-
2/3/41

Are you running away from home?

Yes, I've decided to be.aAmillionaire, too,

That's a nice occupation,..Why don't you sit down here &
moment. I'd like to make a phone call,..(FADING)
Thank you, It's very cold out.

(PICK UP PHONE OFF)

(OFF) Operator,,.May I have the police department,
please? _
Oh:oh. I guess I'd better go. (CALLS) Goodbye, lady.
(OFF) Wait a minute ;: don't go away. Stay here just
a little while longer. _

I better be going...Goodbye!

(DOOR OPENS...AND CLOSES,.,)

(FADING IN) Dagwood! Dagwood!
(CAR DOOR OPENS)
Yeah -- what ig it, Blondie? What did you find out in

the police station?

Someone's seen Baby Dumpling.

Here :; in this town?

Yes ;- he stoppped in at a2 woman's house and she
called the police, but he left while she wag phoning.
Did you get the address?

Yes — right here.

Come on - get in the car. We'll go over there right

away.

Dagwood -- what do you think Baby Dumpling was trying to

do?
(CAR DOOR CLOSES)
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DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

HAMILTON:

I don't know...what?
He was trying to get this woman to adopt him!

Oh, my gosh -- let's go before someone takes him up on

it}

(CAR STARTS UP)

(COME UP) So you'd like to have me adopt you, eh?

Yes, sir,

Hmrm, Well, it might not be a bad idea, _
Of course, my Mommy and Daddy might want me back sometime,

HBLO IE"
2/3 /i1

I'm not real sure, but they might.

Where do they live? |

Oh, a 19ng way from here,

I'see...Well; I've never had any children or grandchildren
and we might get along pretty well together.

Sure, Maybe you could teach me how to become a

millionaire.

-20-

(IAUGHS) So that's what you want to be.

It sounds good to me,
-ghe.and. Lauounldoll adulse-boeemingone,
You're g pilllonadrel.. |

HAMILTON:

gt

Wobdamthil

millionalre, young man.

hard you don't have time to make any {riends or do any of
It's very hard to

AL

of~poifl.
3212:;Qma.e~umﬁw~

N
~feel your‘érnﬂmmiye&waye~heardmtha$~aé&&éen;2§as/

/12?¢»~—
: yoton* want to be a

It means working very hard.

the things you've always wanted to do.

meke that much money, and very, very much harder to keep

it.
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"BLONDIE" -21-

2/3/M
BABY: Itidoosn't sound like much fun.
-_— L i, - *
BABY : (:i’;guess T won't be a millionaire.
e-goed
e apOMGOT 1 ‘S‘ﬂ&rd“toibeeameAanﬂinsbal&meahuadlrauh-meu
WWM& ligtle ecas t - 18yBe. YOUu ! &eiake. .mo:/i

(DOCR_BELL RINGS)
HAMILTON: ~ Well, that sounds like someone's at the door,

BABY : You stay there -- I'll answer it,
HAMILTON: All right, young man,
BABY : Shall I tell them you don't want any?

HAMILTON: Yes, that might be a good idea.
BABY : Okay —- T'11 be right back,..(FADING TO OFF) |
HAMILTON: (TO HIMSELF) That certainly is a nice youngster. Got the
gtuff it takes, too,
- (DOOR_OPENS OFF)
D’-\GWOOD:i Hey? Baby Dumpling!
BLONDIE: Oh, Baby!
_(DOOR_CLOSES) |
HAMILTON: Hmm! What was that! (CALLS) Young man! Oh,'young

man? (ON) What in the name of thunder happened then?
Did someone grab him right off my doorstep?
(RUNNING ACROSS FLOOR)
HAMILTON: Oh -~ there they are! A man and a_woman; eh? Well;

they won't get very far!
(RUNNING ACROSS FLOOR)
- (PICK UP PHOME,. . RATTLE HOOK)

TC9L SSPIS



HAMILTON:

MUSIC:

"BLONDIE"  -22-
2/3/41

Hello!,,.Hello!.,.Give me the police department! A man

and a woman have_just kidnapped a little boy from right

off my doorstepi!

( GOODWIN;,/ ( Well, it never ralns but it pours in the Bumstead

~ -

family, and even though Blondie and Dagwood have found

Baby Dumpling, I'm afraid their troubles aren't over
yot. Wi (0 ai i i et ot

~ e

S . ) : . . f B
(COMERCIAL) ..t ‘... e o
7 s C )
s ; !
/ ) {/ l: PO ) A . BN f( !
A R S sy . ‘
,,.
C
I /x*\. L 1 i n ¢ N
{ - 4
Vo
Y ' R R4 ( .//'\-/\n Lo \
\ -
v
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ANNOUNCER 3

-

FIRST WOMsN:

SECOND WOMtN:
FIRST WOMAN:
SECOND WOMAN:
FIRST WOMAN:

SECOND WOMAN:
GNNOUNdEEE

OREEN:

"BLONDIE" 22-A
2/3/41

,Maybe you never heard of Ruzzle Green, but you know what
Lo

he does)for you've seen photographs he's made in

practicelly every smart magezine in this country. He's

the glamour boy of phqpéé;ggpy.' Models, actresses,

society women, 211 went to be glamourized by this young

man with & cemera.
(MONTAGE, INCREASING TEMPO) Mr. Green -- will

my plcture by in Vogue?

Ruzzie -- be sure this photograph hits Harper's Bazaar,

I waht mine in The New Yorker!
Mine in Glamour!
Life!

Medemoiselle! (AND FADE)

7

C:fhd how does Bll this affect Ruzzle Green.f Well -~-

Ruzzle says:

When I was & kid -- woman's place was In the home,
Today 1it's on the front page of & fashlon megazine or
in the Sundasy rotogravure section! But I like
photographing women, It's interesting! It's like
being treated to a beauty perade every day, But the
women I photograph &re not only beautiful -- they're
intelligent -- real -- sincere people. I suppose you
might c&ll them the creém of fmericen women, Theytlve
got excellent taste in clothes -- in meke-up -- 1in --
vell, when you come right down to it -- their taste in

clgarettes 1s pretty much &ll right, too. Camel 1is

their favorite end for that matter, mine, too., I guess

it 's because Camel has everything & descriminating

smoker wants!
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VOICE:

i

( ANNOUNC@g

.-

N,

"BLONDIE" 22-B
2/3/41

- T \\ \
CZNHQ!HCER!('YOu're right, Ruzzie, for slower-burning Camel is

rmerica's favorite cigarette.: Slower burning is the

secret -- those costlier tobaccos with a matchless blend

S— e e

in Camels are slower-burning. Slower burning for extra :
flavor,..extra coolness,,.extra mildness, And just

recently science confirmed another advantsge of slower

s o eppmmapro S raccmatt

burning -- lesg nicotine in the smoke.

Independent scientific tests of five of the
largest-selling cigarettes show that the smoke of
slower-burning Cgmels contalns twenty-eight per cent less
nicotine than the average of the other brends tested --
less than any of them.

NEEP time -- get the extre pleasure of the;slower~burning

gt v

Qpamef} Extra flevor, extra mildness, extra coolness --

and extra freedom from nicotinel

YZ9L SS¥TS



"BLONDIE" -'23-'-
2/3/41

(GOODWIN: .°  Blondic, Dagwood, and Baby Dumpling are driving back

SSPRR S - {

toward home on the state road now. . .

(COME UP ON CAR...FADE TO BACKGROUND)

BABY : I gue 8 Ivve been a bad boy...A; T !?iul)f_ﬁzx[ut.,nnq.4ap,“¢,

,(_(} PIe R r\;’ ,1 Amee g 1 Mramr At

BLOX IE; . JWell ‘éaby -- 1t was as much our fault as yours, I'm
Wbﬂf#vf sure, We didn't mean to punish you twice,
;T-&E," + Ifottvad arout—thet~—F-atdmrtt—thimeyou—dikad
having me around anymore. |
\GWOOD: Baby; thqf's an awful thing to say. You know we love
ou, an?xtry to make you as happy as we can.
ﬁLONDIE: u muﬁfn't ever run away again, Baby. Mother was just
wo d sick. . ‘
BiBY: I'm¥yporry, Momy, ‘\
BLONDIE: Da. and I were afraid we'd neVe find you
BABY : Byt I Yas going to come back I wagn't going to stay
long. Just untli I made a\million dollars.
DRGWOOD If you'd §tayed eway unt}l you made tdn dollars it stifil
would have\bcen too 1oqé
BLONDIE , I'd 11ko to give you Qome gsort of an
idea of how npch a million dollars is. If you get a

penny for eve

tl?é the clock on ;P

mantel ticked synfe Daddy has beigfborn, yo

8till wouldn't

how\much it 1is
It'q ak awful 1pt.

ve a million di} ars.

Geeee-e~c-61

Now do you =

SZ29L SSPIS
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"BLONDIE" -24-

04‘\ft-ﬂ*”v

2/3/41
iiﬂmﬁeebr-————fhmﬁmyesiondtc—%%r1nEHFEEEEE::izzzﬁﬁﬁﬁjaﬁarty-utuf-dcesn+t
ke
(SIREN OFF) _ .
BLONDIE Daguood R SRAAWIA e i
BABY: Gee -~ maybe the police are going somewhere,
DAGWOOD: Yeah -- Blondie -- dtt+s—just—ea—poiies—sailichind-us-
Don't worry, we aren't going over the speed limit,
(SIREN IS COMING UP)
BABY: Gee, Daddy -- I'd like to be riding with them. I'11 bet
it's fun! -
BLONDIE: It wouldn't be for mé?r.ﬁggwood, I think they're
i
DAGWOOD: Holy smoke, Blondie! I wonder what's wrong,
(CAR SLOWING DOWN)
BARY v~ 1t ls-beeno-tUNE T T et ve-teted-40.a Doll camany -

hasntt 44, -Daddy?

DAGWOOD: - -~ ~E4.-hiasnl t -been- Long. -encugh-E0%-Hio-

BLONDIE:

COP:

BLONDIE:
CcOP:

DAGWOOD:

COP:

(CAR COMES TO A STOP)

Well, here come the police -- right along side of us.

They've got their guns out,

too.

(POLICE CAR SCREECHES TO A STOP,,.DOOR OPENS AND

SLAMS )

- —

(COMING UP) All right -- don't try any tricks! The boys

in the car have you covered!

Officer -~ what's the matter?

Never mlnd -- you know =what's wrong, don't you?

Hey -- Officer -- tell ug what this is all about? We're

law-abiding citizens! We haven't done anything.

Okay, okay -- you can write

o
Cu

book about it in Alcatraz.
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DAGWOOD:
CcOP:
BABY:
BLONDIE:
COP:

BLONDIE:

COP:

DAGWOOD:

cop:

BLONDIE:

COP:

BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" -25-
2/3/41

Well, all right if you say -- Alcatraz?!
(CAR DOOR OPENS)

Okay then -~ S&an Quentln....All right, Sonny - you're
safe now! Come on with us! 7
I'd like to ride in your car but I think I'11 stay here.
Just a minute!l YOu can't take our son away from us

All right, sonny -- out you come! (GRUNTS) That's 1t}
Come back herg!

Mommy! Mommy!

(FADING A LITTIE) We'll get you to your Mommy right
away! (OFF A BIT) Okay, Pete - here's the Bumstead
boy. Take him back to the gtation and_I'll keep an eye
on phese kidnappers until you get back!

Hey!

We're his parcnts! We're not kidnappers! You

can't do this! We had & hard enough time finding him!
(COMING UP) Just save that line of chatter until
latter, buddy.

(POLICE CAR DRIVES AWAY)

Oh why, oh why, oh why must this happen to us!

Now just take it easy, sister. You'll learn that crime

doesn't pay.

We're that child's parents and we've got things to prove
it! A car license, letters, and engraved wedding ring,

and grocery and butcher bills! Here ;:-take a look in

my purse!
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"BLONDIE" -26-
2/3/41

COP: Holy smoke - I wonder if we've made & mistake? Drive
me back to the police headquarters, and we'll find out!
MUSIC
JCOME UR-ON-GAR-~-TDIENG 3=
BLONDIE: Well, Degwood : here comes the officer out of the
police station. '
AGWOOD I guess Baby Dumpling's_inside. He isn't lost anyway.
BLONDIE: There's one consolation. If we had been kic_inappers, the
police would have gotten Baby Dumpling back.
(GAR*-BOBR%?EH%}-H
COP: say, Mr, and Mrs. Bumstead :- I'm awfully sorry about
this,
BLONDIE:  Is he ingiﬁcj? / )
COP: Well, no,, It secms that the police from your town were
U A g OVé;—,;GPG, and thoy picked him up and took him back.
We must have passed them on the way,
DAGWOOD: Toooooooopx
AFOP e T I BOPRY o _
BLONDIE: . . Well, I guecss.we!ll havs.£o.go.back-egain. -
JHGWAODs ... - ...0uchi -
‘BEONDIE: - What's the matter;asar? |
DAGWOOD: - T Just pinched myseif -to-see-~if-T-waen't Qroamifg, T~
didntt-see-how-all.this could possibly be happening, .
o
&
(COME UP ON DOOR OPENINGe..IT CLOSES) 5
BLONDIE: Well, at last -- we're all home agein,



DAGWOOD:
BABY:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BABY:
BLONDIE:

BABY:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOQD:
BABY:

BLONDIE:
BABY:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOQD:

MUSIC:

YBLONDIE" — ~27-
2/3/41 (REVISED)

T can hardly believe it.

It's been very exciting, hasn't it, Mommy?

T don't see how I went through it.

Neither do I. What I need now is about a quart of
aspirin tablets.

Gee, 1t certainly is good to be home.

Baby, you'we got to promise you'll never run away
again.

I won't, Mommy. I'll never do it again.

We want you to like it here, Baby. If you have any
complaints in the future, just bring them to us first.
Yes, that!s right, Baby.

Now -- is there anything you want?

Well, you know you punished me twice for eating that
piece of cake.

’ el { fy ,v‘. £
Wy tinsc .ﬁ/ﬁ ROTPYY W L Gt A w[ bl

Yes, dear -- am .

Wgll, then cen I have a piece of cake now, 'cause I feel
you owg it to me.

Of course you can, Baby.

Can Baby cut the cake, himself, Blondie?

Why of course he ca -- Why, Dagwood?

I'd just like to see how he can make one slice have sO

much icing on it.
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GO0D.INs WELL, BLONDIE, DAGWOOD AND BASY DUMPLING ARE ALL BACK TOG.THEx AND EVERYTHING'S

SERENE ~GAIN OF SHADY LANE AVELUE. BUT JUST GAIT UNTIL THIS SAME TIME NEXT

NONDAY NIGHT, THEN SEL WHAT HAPPENS 1i THE BUMSTEAD HOUSEHOLD WHEN, BLONDIE
’

VE:T8 AN OLD BOYSPRIEND,"

ORCHESTRA

(MUSIC UP BRIEFLY)

GOODWIN:

"Blondie" is played by Penny Singleton and Dagwood is

Arthur Iake.
Our "Blondie" orchestra 1s dlrected by Bill Artzt who

also creates the special musical effects, This is
Bill Goodwin saying good night for the makers of

Camel Cigerettes,
This is the COLUMBIA, .. BROADCASTING SYSTEM.
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