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GOCDWIN:

MUSIC:

:00 P,M,, 287

Ah «- Ah == Ah == Don't touch that dial ~- Iisten
to "Blondie",..presented by Camel...the cigarette

of costlier tobaccos,

(THEME)
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GOQDWIN:

ALEXANDER :

ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDER ¢
ANNABRLIE:
ALFXANDER :
ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDER ;

ANNABELLE:

"BLONDIE" e
11/10/41
And now for our weekly visit with the Bumsteads.

Well, it's a nice, brisk Saturday, end no one's

home &t the Bumstead residence on Shady lLane Avenue,

Blondle and Dagwood are out walking their daughter
Cookie In her carrisge, Daisy and her five pups are
exploring the neighborhood, and Alexander -:‘well,
let's see what Alexender is doing., He's sitting
on the front steps of a house about a‘block from
home, talking to a 1little girl about his own age.
Say, it looks like & romance...listen...

You know; Annabelle, I ;; well, maybe I'd better
not say it.

Say what; Mr. Bumstead?

Oh, I don't know,.,.

:What were you going to say?

(EMBARRASSED IAUGH)Ex ~= uh - - do you have & boy frient

What did you want to know for?
Oh, I just thought you might 1like to be my girl...
Alvin Fuddle hasn't asked you; has he?

Well, no -~ but I think he was going to.

Well, ., No=0=0,

>=a A W L F

ALEXANDER \i\ Well, how about 12

ANNABELLE
ALEXANDIR :
ANNABZLLE:
ALEXANDER
ANNABELLE

ALEXANDER :

I'11 think 1t over, Mr, Bumstesd.

You can call me Alexander,
All right, Alexander.
What do you have to think 1t over for?

P8Z0 PSPIS



ANNABELLJZ:

ALEXANDER ¢
ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDIR:
BITLY:
L LEXANDER:
BILLY:

ALEXANDL:R ¢

BILLY:

ALEXANDER:

BILLY:

ANNABELLE

BILIY:

ALEXANDER :

BILLY:

ANNABELLE:

BILIY:

ALEXANDER ¢

BILIY:

ALEXANDER:

"BLONDIE" ~3-
11/10/41

nglg that coming down the street?

His name is Billy. Don't pay any attention to him,
Why not?

You wouldn!'t like him, ; don't,

(ABOUT NINE) Well, hello, Alexander.

Hello, |

Whots the girl friend?

Come on; Annsbelle ;:‘let*s go somewhere else.

What'!s your hurrxz Aren't you going to introduce us?
Nope %»And lot Mfﬁéﬁ% - |
Oh, getting tough; huh? Trying to show off in front
of your glrl, ch?

Hit him, Alexender. Go shead, and hit himi

Sure ;:'why don't you hit me? Go ahead., (LAUGHS)

I dare you.

op RUN Lo

L T

- fiood for you, Alexander. You made

(el PR
AR .

xni”?““Ybﬁ“TéTT&‘o the ground on
pose. 50, T bPM-over you-alant b youeviiore ==

him1,fbp_1p ko oy

‘ tme ‘hel N youJup; x&nﬂ@r,‘n
s-why.dfnlt yon boab, LM
e . qn = got up...There you A Qe MW%WW%@%@@&&&@wMt
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"BLONDIE" -}
11/10/41 (REVISED)

BEBHF =0T YT JOU WL,
ANNABE]
JFE1E 1 o r—

ALEXANDERs  Stop shoving m;...I 'm going to tell my Pop about you,
and you'll catech itl...Stop shoving mel
BLLII: Oh, shovins back, eh? Want a 1ittle_ action, hunt.’
Okay, you asked for it.
(30UND OF S0CK)
ALEX/NDERs  (MAD AND CRYING) I'1l get youl You walt and seel

I'm going to tell my Dad about thisl
BILLY: Go ashead -~ see If I care.
ALEXANDER: You'll seel You're going to get into a lot of

trouble.

GOODIWIN: Well, poor Alexander, It looks as thouzh he's going
to bring a problem to Dagwood and Blondie that's
rother a famlliar one to most porents of ¢ growlng boy.
Rlght now let's pick up Blondle énd Dagwood on thelr
woy home. As they wheol Gookle's baby carriage, Blondic

SOY8 wmm=
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BLONDIE:

DAGWOOL:

BLCNDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE ¢

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

GOODWIN:

1 il

11/10/41 (REVIS%D)

5w

Dagwood you kmow that nice Woodward boy next door?

Well, I'm just awfully efrold ho's cn enemy spy.

Great jumping jeepers, Blondlel That's & terrible

thing to say!

Well, I cgn't help ite I didn'is mean to, Dagwood, but
ALt f

T = him having the most Irightful ergument with

another young men, They had mysterious;looking charts

with dlsgrams and circles end curving 1ines -~ and do

you know what they were saying?

You mean sbout plenes ond guns, and all that?

Yes, and even worse. Well, I put down some of the

things. Listen., A double wing back, a bullet pass, a

f1ip to the flat zone, spotting o spinner before it

uncoils. Imogine, and young college Dboys, tool '

Blondie! They weren't ssboteging . national defensel

That's football languagel

Oh, that's silly, Dagwood., They .were arguing

thémselves blue in the facel

Oh, come, come, Blondle, you kriow how some college

students argue about foothall, But there's one toplc
that plenty of them will agree on...that's Comel

Cigorettes. A survey conducted independently in

(CONTINUED) |
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GOODWINS
(Cont'd)

ECHO:

GOODWIN:

MUsIC:

"BLONDIE" -6 7-‘
11/10}51 (REVISED)

colleges and universities tnroughout thé"oountry

showed that Americen college men and women smoke more
Comels than ony other cigarette. Why is thot? One

big reoson is Camel's costlier tobaccos -Qland the
fomous Comel blending process that mokes cholce

tobaccos o really superb clgarette. Yes, o clgorette
with rich, extra flavor, and smooth, extra mildness %o
let you enjoy it. /Another reason is that Camels are .-

cooler, slower-burning -- glving .. you extra smoking

- per clgarette per pack -~ more for your moneyl And,

of course, there's less nicotine in the smokel
Twenty~eight per cent less nicotine than the average of
the four other lgrgest-selling cigarettes tested Q~ less
than any of them, according to independent scientific
tests of the smoke ltself,

And the smoke's the thingl Get a pack of cool,

-8low~burning Camels tonightl You'll want to buy a

carton tomorrow!
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GOODWIN:

3LONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOCD:

BLONDIE:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
COOKIE:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOQOD:

COOKIE:
DAGWOQL):

| IIBL?\]-D]EII
IT'S A MOMENT MT&?;:‘ 11/10/41

mum AND DAGwopD ART

; back from their
little walk with Cookie, and are just bringing the
carriage into the house...

(DOOR_CLOSES) |
Wasn't that & wonderful walk, Dagwood?
I'11 say, Blondle. Boy, I'm bubbling over with
energy ;; Ifm,full of pepl

That's fine, dear, I want you to fix this carrilage

as soon as I take Cookle upstairs.
Okay ;: right aftor I take a quick nap oﬁ tho
couch.
Now, Dagwood, you haven!t lost all that pep as
qulckly as that. Just listen to the squesk in
Cookiels carriage.

(SQUEAKING OF CARRIAGE SPRINGS)
Did you hear that? |

Are you suro that!s the carriage and not Cookle?

Of course. Cookie's sleeping now.

(PROMPTLY CONTRADICTS THIS WITH A FEW SIX MONTHS

OID NOISES)

Well; she wag asleep.

Go back to sleep; Cookdeo, There's nothing more

doing this afternoon,

(MORE NOISES)

I11l rock the carrilage a little; Blondie.
(SQUEAKING OF CARRIAGE THROUGH THIS)
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BLONDTE
A

"B DIE"  «Oa
10/41

Lis{en, Dagwood ~= that’s an awful squeaking noise.

}//{Awﬂﬁflgﬁb& rm——— think 1t's in the springs. c,owu~£L1;

DAGWOQD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
COCKIE:

DAGWOOD:

RLONDTE:
DAGWOCOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOQD:

BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER:

BLONDIE:

Hmmm -- I don't suppose ' be & Mouse Wil
living in the carriage.

I don't suppose S0,

I didn't really think so,

(GURGLES AWAY)

Blondie, I think 1t would be & big mistake to ,

un-squoak th9sa s.rings. t#iquc,C:&Mhﬁaﬂdiwlaﬂaﬁ"”#k
?v*ﬂﬂvﬁn-¢m£u04gbvlﬂ J 744x&
Dagwood,(»- o mgm&gb

Oh, no, Blohdies I just think that COOkauw’féé

this gqucak. Xt puts her to sleeo"“‘She‘s used

| to 1t,\ Gosh, if\[ took a»»~”ﬁhe 8q éak, the

silence Yight keep Vet eweke.
Oh, Dagwood, yedlve always got an eanswgr, haven't
you? |
Uh~Jod ...See, shetls got Ywer eyes closed ggain.
A1l right, dear you Wity e

(DOOR_CLOSES OFF)
Dagwood, Shet-sowaded-as=tf someone just came in
the back door.

It's probably Alexander,:
(I3 CRYING OFF)
Listen; Dagwood. . .
Gee, 1t sounds liko he's crying., Iet!s go into
the kitchen and see what the trouble is,
Goodness, I hope it's thhing serious,

(DOOR OPENS)

(COMING UP, SOBBING)
Alexandey -~ what's the matter?
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D SSHGHHSSSSSSSSHGSSSSESSESES

DAGWOOD:
ALZXANDER :
BLONDIZ=:

ALEXANDER:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIZ:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDTI:
ALEXANDER:

OS4Af

BLONDIL:

DAGWOQD:
BLONDIE:
ALEXANDER:
DAGWOQD:
ALEXANDER
DAGWOQD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER
DAGWOOD:

YBLONDIE!  ~10-

11/10/41

What happened9

(SOBBING) I =~ got ==~ n e= g = fight.
T a fight? Alexander Bumstead == who have you
beon fighting with?

Another boy. |

Wé guessed that...Now don't cry any more.

Itts
all right now.
Take your hands sway from your eyes. You'!ll just

make them red...Glve me your handkerchief, Dagwood,
Oh,. yeah...Here you are; Blondie.

Here; Alexander...Blow hard; now,

(IS STILL CRYING A LITTLE, BUT HONKS AWAY INTO

THE HANDKERCHIEF) '

. Lo .
Is that better?... » Now teke your hand

away from your eves.

Crmym,

Holy smoke, Blondiol Alexander's got a shinerl
Oh; dear QQ my baby.

He hit me right in the eye.
4Emmbwpﬁp&a&ns"*t;.;Who did this; Alexander?

A blg boy.

What{s his name? Whore does he 1live? Where's my

hat and coat? I'm golng to have & talk with

”
that kid. %
Just a minute, Dagwood ;: letts find out sbout . S
all this first. -
I demand to know who the boy 1s who hit Alexandep.

v A Lot B0 Kovprnd = Fmthey tar hog

His name is Billy. ﬁvﬁefs two years older than I am.
A fine thingl.,.What where you fighting about?



ALEXANDER
BLONDIE:
ATEXANDER ¢

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOQD:

MUSICU (4 O.

DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER
DAGWOQD

MAN:
DAGWOOD

4

"BLONDIE" -11-
10/41

He was trying to take my girl away from. me.

Goodnoss graciousl They certainly grow up faest.

I didn't do anything, Pop. He started'the whole
thing. I told him you'd get after him, but he

just laughed.

Well; Dagwood e s« ?

Don't worry; Blondie, No one can lay & hand on a
Bumstead and get away with itt No sireeel Wait'll
I get my hands on that kidl I'll sg;w h%ﬁiﬂﬁ

But don't do anything rash, Dagwood,/ You'd v%nwwa o &
better speak to the boy!s father first. ’ ‘
Just leave this to me; Blondie,...Come on; Alexander
;- you show me where this boy lives. Thorels going

to be filreworksl

(KNOCKING ON DOOR)

Now don't you be worried or'afraid; Alexander
Youlre with your father now,
But what if Billy's father is begger than you?
Er ff Eﬁggﬂigg$gafﬁg€‘toAmgT#XEg%gﬁge?fﬁvf'fi‘:Low
him a few tricks. Ifll give him a 1little jiu;jitsu.
Don't you worry about me., I'11 take him and throw
him over my -:

(DOOR_OPENS)
(VERY MILD LITTIE MAN) Good afternoon,

Throw him over my -- oh, hello.

Z6C0 PSPIS



MAN:
DAGWOOD:
MAN:
DAGWOOD

MAN:
DAGWOQOD:

MAN:
DAGWOOD:

AIEXANDER:
MAN:

ALEXANDER ¢
DAGWOOD:

MAN:
DAGWOOD:
MAN:
DAGWOOD:\
MAN:
DAGWOOD:

"BLO IE" __12,.
11/10/41

What can I do for you?

Do you have &:'son called Billy?

Why, yes. What seems to be tbe trouble?

He picked & fight with my son, and hit him In

the eye., Look at thatl

Boy, what & beautiful shinerl

Never mind admiring itl Your son is a good deal
older than Alexander; and I demand ?ﬁﬁt you punish
him] A fine way to bring up a boy -- letting him
run around hitting smaller children! You ..ought

to be ashamedl

I suppase-sd, ,.Well, goodbye.

" Walt a minutel.,.Ch, no you don't., You can't brush

us off like this.,

I'11 say not, Billy hit me right in the eye.
He's bigger than I am,

He certainly is, isn't he?.,.Well; I'm oonbainiy
sOrry for you, young man.‘ I feel very bad about it.
Gosh, how do you think my eye feels?

Yeah ~- ook at the way it's turning color, It
looks terrible,

It's not so bad if you happen to like purple.
What are you goirig to do about this?

I'11 have to speak to Billy about itf

That's not enough.,

I'11 speak to him very harshly.

£€6C0 PSP1IS

Speak to him harsaly? Is that all? Do you think
that!s enough? |




MAN:
DAGWOOD:
MAN:

DAGWOQD:

MAN:

DAGWOQD:

MAN:

DAGWOOD:

MAN:

DAGWOQOD:

DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER:

DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER:

DAGWOQD:

ALEXANDER s

DAGWOQD:

___MLJ_SIC. e

"BLONDIE" -:134
11/10/41

I suppose not. My; my ;:'aren't children problems?
Personally; I think he ought to be paddled. |
Lhoy—Go8a, ‘Yes; I guess so. A I'd rather not do
~§§;Si;; it always hurts me more than 1t does him,
T know just what you mean. i
Yes - Billy has a terrific right uppercut, I
suppose I'll just step right into 1t again, but
I've got to do my duty as & father; haven't I?
You certalnly have.
(SIGHS) All right., All right ~;'I promise you
I'11 give Billy & good paddling.
Thank you.
Not at all...Goodbye.
Goodbye.

(DOOR CLOSES)
Well, Alexander ;Q I guess that keebs the honor

of the Bumsteads clean and shining. We can go

back home_now;

v6Zoe vSPIsS




"BLO IE“ ‘14'

11/10/41
BLONDIE: And you settled everything, did you, Dagwood?
DAGWOCD We certaeinly did, Blondie.
BLONDIE: That's good., My ;Q there's always one boy in

every nicghborhood that starts all the trouble.
DAGWOQD: I don't think he!ll start any more trouble. His
father scemed pretty determined.

BLONDIE: Wheret!s Alexander now?

DAGWOCD: Oh, he went back out tb play again. I guess he's
seoing his girl again. (IAUGHS)

BLONDIE: Oh, yes ;; that 1little Annebelle Cooper. He secems t

have quite a c¢rush on hor.

DAGWOQD: Yeah., (ILAUGHS) He took his water pistol along with
him this time., For protectlon.

BLONDIE: Oh W Did he really?

DAGWOOD: Yoah.

(DOOR_BELL RINGS)
BLONDIE: Dagwood, there'!s tho door., WI1ll you see who 1t 1s?
DAGWOOD: sure.

' | XX 0 _
%; ﬁ' oh Nt o ( PAUSE I DOOR OPENS)

Remember me?

DAGWOQD: Oh, sure == I just talked to you about an hour ago.

MAN: ‘Yes. I wanted to tell you that I gave Billy a
paddling as you suggested.

DAGWOQDs Well, I hope he's learnecd somothing from it.

MAN: S50 have I, Mr. Bumstead.

DAGWOOD: What did you learn? '

S620 ¥SPIS

MAN: Not to drop my guard when arguing with my son.



DAGWOOQOD:
MAN:

DAGWOQD:

MAN ¢
DAGWOOD:
MAN

DAGWOOD:

e MANG

DAGWOOD:
MAN:

DAGWOQD:

"BLOIDIE" «15-
11/10/U41

Hey -~ he did give you & black eye, didn't he?

Yes. 1I'1l have quite a time expleining this when I

go to the office Monday morning.

Goe, that's too bad. I'm sorry it happeng@, but
after all your son gave my son & shiner_;? don't
forget that., |
Oh; but he didn't.

Hanh? |

No; Mr, Bumstead. We just moved into our house
about & week ago. And I've found out from the
nelghbors that the people who lived there before
had a con named Billy; too, They live a couple
of blocks away now, and it must have been thoir
son who hit your 1little boy.

Toooooooh,

Mr. Bumstcad =«

But -~ but'what can € do-about 1t?
I'm rather short ;- would you mind leaning over
a 1ittle bit, Mr. Bumstead?
No, but I don!'t quite understand why you —;
(SOCK OF FIST) |
(BODY FALLS)

I hope that will teach you a lesson, Mr. Bumstead,

New—geurﬂanytry cxplaining your black eye when
you get to your offlce lMonday morning...Good cay.
(DOOR_CLOSES)
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DAGWOOD :

ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDER

ANNABELLE:
ATEXANDER:

ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDER:
ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDER:

ALEXANDER:
ANNABELILE:

ALEXANDER:
ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDER:
ANNABELIE

ALEXANDER:
ANNABELIE:
ALEXANDER:

U‘Huﬁ

. Well, w

"BLONDIE" —16-;
et 7/ bl = ANttt 1;1/15].]8 41
e

. wlots ? AT
Blooooooondiel

My goodness, Alexender -- you've got a black eye,
That's right; Annabelle. My father talked to Bllly's
father and I'1l bet that Billy won't sit down for a
week,

It serves him right.

He'd better not try anything again around here.

If he does; I'm ready for him,

You're not afraid of him anymore?

Nope. Ifve got my water pistol with me.

Is that any good?

Yop. It'll work all right.

You remefidgr v‘talking about befor
that Bil o A
Sure ==

VJGll. .0 .

Gee, Alp Bing to ask me egaih? It

*ﬁmy boy friend. You've és; to ask pe to

60, éhat's swell.,

L6620 PSPIS




ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDER:

ANNABELLE :

ATEXANDER ¢
ANNABELLE:

ALEXANDER :

BILILY:

ALEXANDZR:

BILILY:

ALEXANT=R:

BILLY:

"BIQNDIE" -17—
11/10/41

st | e

e b

- ¥ )
Yu kmow, you're my firgd boy friend.

Does your oye hurt mich?

Well, it fecls awful big. About the size of an

orange. But I guess I can take 1t.‘

Gosh; you'lre very brave, aren't you, Alexander?
T'11 bet you're not afraid of - oh, Alexender --
look who's across the street,-

Gee whiz -; 1t's Billy again..

Iet's go inside my house before he starts some more

trouble.

I don't think he's going to bother us. He must
have gotten a good paddling from his father.
(OFF) Well, hello there, Alexander!.

Oh~oh., o

St111 hanging around hunh? (IAUGHS) Boy QQ 100k
at that shiner I hung on you.

You better not bother me or you'll get paddled
agein.,

What do ybu nean, paddled again?
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ALEXANDER ¢

BIIAYE

ALEXANDER:

BILLY:

ANNABELLE:

"BLONDIE" ~-18-
11/10/41

You know what I mean. My pOp.and I went right over
to your house on Maple street, and your father said
he's gilve you a p&ddling

gs) Boy, that's torrifl
M}v A

We moved. : We don't 1live on Maple Street anymore.
Holy mackerel.

So you tried to get mo into trouble, eh?

AT out BT Mererr—¥oulie-tuospons i mtimny
father's Y% d. We can have you arrpfied if you
dop't get of |

, f‘oooeyl...So [ou were goM g to get me In bi d

yith my old man, hud? Luess I'11 have to todoh

ﬁ" “@M R Vi

Oumboaphorr BTt ot BrEoneY.,
Don't you come near me, or you'll regret 1t, )
(LAUGHS) Who're you trying to kid? Why I'll -
hoy, what!s that? Oh, a squirt gun, eh?

Yes, and Alexander'll squirt you with it if you

don't go away this minute,

ALEXANDER:
BILLY:
ALEXANDER :

T sure will,

6620 PSY¥IS

Ha -~ who'!s afraid of a little waterl? I'm going
to teach you not to 2o hollering to your old man

~after this. I'm going to give you another black oye.

You better not como near mel
Who's going to stop mol
I aml And right now, tool

(SOUND OF SQUIRT GUN_IF POSSIBLE)




BILLY:

ANNABELLE:
ALEXANDER
BILLY: -

.

S XANDER 8
BILIY

ANNABELLE:
ST TXANDER:
ANNABELIE:
ALEXANDER:
MUSICsse

ALEXANDER ¢
BLONDIT:

ALEXANDER ¢
BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER:

BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER:

"BLONDIE" =19~
11/10/41

T111 get you for thisl I'm going to =- Ouchl
Ooooooohl My eyesl Ouchl

Alexander ~- what's tho matter wlth him?

(IAUGHS) I put a 1little soapy wator in my squirt gun.
Ouchl Oooooohl (PRAGTICALLY SOBBING) I'1ll got you
for this, Alexender! I'm going to tell my old manj
TIt's your own fault,

(FADING) He'll fix you, and your old man, too,

You just waiti Oooooohl |

It serves him rightl

I'11 say it does. ‘

Aloxander;.you wore wonderfull

I was pretty good, wasn!t I?

(DOOR CLOSES)
(CALLS) Oh, Pop...Aro you home? |
(OFF A BIT) Alexander...will yoﬁ come hero a minute?
Okay, Mom, |
Aloxender do you reallze that you took your fother
to the wrong house whon you two went out an hour or
50 8go?
Yos, Mom., I'm very sorry. You seo, Billy moved,
and I didn't know that.

You should have found out before. /[nother little

@0t0 PSPIS

boy was punished for somothing he didn't do.
Gosh, I'1l bet he fuols awful,




BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER ¢
BLONDI:

3]
L ¥ 3

4

ALEXANDER ¢
RTONDIE:

ALEXANDER:

BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER:
BLONDIE:

ALEXANLCIR:
BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER:
BLONDIE:
ALEXANDER :

"BLONDIE" ~20~
11/128/41 |

Well, you wouldn't 1like to be punished for something

you didn't do, would you?
No, Mom, I suro wouldn't.
After this, you'd bettor be very sure about things

before you make any definite statements.

The fothor

of the little boy who was punished by mistako was her:

a 1ittlo bit ago, end now your father hos a black
eyo, too.

Gosh ~;lPop has a shiner?

Yes, Aloxander -;'and now everyone in the family
excopt Cookle end me looks liko a roughheck.

‘ I111 go
without a sccond helping of dessert tonight.

Maybe I should be punished, I guoss.,

Hroim == that's quito a punishment -- well, I guess
it won't be necessary this time - your fathor

has suffored enough, Thore!s no point in having
the entire famlly miscrable.

What's Pop doing now? |

He's out in tho kitchen, cutting a pleco of steak
to fit his eye. I gave him enough for his oye and
a small sandwich.

Why didn't I get some steak?

Because I don't want you to eat between meals.

(DOOR BELL RINGS)
Shall I see who's at the door, Mom?

Yes -- will you, Alexanden?

Sure.
(DOOR_QPENS)
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BOY:
ATEXANDER :
BOY: |
ALEXANLER¢
BOY:
ATTZANDE ‘ :

ATEXANDER ¢
BOY:

2 NDIE:
BJY:

BLONDIE:
ALEXANDER:
BLONDIE:
ALEXANDER:

BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER
BLONDIE:
ATEXANDER:
BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" ~21=
11/10/41

(ABOUT SEVENTEEN) Is Mr. Bumstead in?

Which Mr, Bumstead do you want?
Mr, Dagwood Bumstead.
Oh...He's right out there in the kltchen,
Thank you. I'll go right out and ses hlm.
Okéy...
(DOOR CLOSES) |
The kitchen's right through that door there,
Thanks , |
Oh —- what did you want to see Mr, Bumstead about?

It's just a personal matter. It won't take long.

(DOOR_OPENS 4 4 JAND CLOSES)

I wonder who he 1s?

Maybe he's e boy from Mr. Dithers! office.
Maybe, but I've never seen him before,

Me, nelther.

(SOUND OF CRASH OUT IN THE KITCHEN)

Oh, goodness ==~ I guess your father has dropped

some more dishes.

(CR:3H, CRASH, CRASH,,,OUT IN THE KITCHEN...
ONE HELL OF / FIGHT IS GOING ON OUT THERE)
Holy smoke; Mom., It sounds like & fight,
T should say 1t does. Come on. Gluly bkl
Goe; the kitchen door is 1ooked; Mom,
No - I Just think something has ‘6een fmshed agalinst
1t from the other side. |

(THE FIGHT IS STILL GOING ON...ANOTHER CRASH)
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BLONDI™:

ALEXANDER ¢
BLONDIE

ALEXANDER
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
ALEXANDER ¢
BLONDIL
Ny
DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER$
DAGWOOQD:
ALEXANDER 3
DAGWOOD
BLONDI: s
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD

BLONDIE:

20
(REVISED)

u?gsqg}ﬁz

Dogwood! Dagwooooooood} Whot's golng on in there?
(DOOR SLAMS OFF)

Gee, someone just went out the back door.

Let's push thils open...Help me, Alexonder.
(DOOR GOES OPEN AS THOUGH THERE WERE A TABLE
AGAINST IT)

That's 1%, Mom,

Dagwoodl Dagwood,:- where aro you?

(WEAKLY) Right here, Blondie,

Dogwood, I still don't sec you.

Thore he is, Mom -~ under the sbove,

Oh, for heoven's sakes...Dagwpod, what happencd?

How did you got under thero?

Well, you .kmow, Blondie e I dldn't wont to strike a
child, ond besldes, he has a terrific uppercut.

Why didn't you give him the old one?two punch, Pap?

I tried to 4; butlI’never got past onel

Leb me help you ux, Pop.

I can moke it myself.

who was thot boy who just walked in here?

It scems he plays right taokle on the high school
football toom, | ,
But why did he come in hove ond start o fight with you,
Dogwood? | o

He's the 1ittle boy who was punished by mistoke. I
guess he's o little big for his age.

£QEQ PSPIS

Oh, heavensi



"BLONDIE" ?23?
11/10/41

DAGWOOD: It seems that just about everybody hes taeken a
poke at me today. In the future, Alexander, I

wish you'd be a little more careful.

ALEXANDER : Oh, POpess?
/00D . Uh=huh,
ATEXANDER : When I was outside & little bit ago, talking to

" Ammabolle Cooper, the real Billy, the boy who gavo

me, the black eye came back again,

Blorpothonsd ,'»/0”/\. A Lo
DAGWOOD: He did, hunh? Did he start somc more trouble?
ALEXANDER: Yep, but I fixed him, I had a little soapy water

in my squirt gun, and when I finished he was running
oaway .

DAGWOOD: (LAUGHS) Good for you, Alexander == I'm glad you're

| fightingyour own battles...Did you have him
Blowdic:  Bosdt amtomgae Ly Lot oot

ALEXANDTR: Yepl He ran away saylng he was goling to get hils
father to boat you up.

DAGWOOD ¢ (LAUGHS) That's the funniest —- Ho's going to get
his father to do what to who?

(DOOR_BELL RINGS OFF)
BLONDIE: Oh, Dagwood, there's thé doort Maybe that'!s the
boy's father nowl
ALEXANDER: Okay, Pop ~? nou's your chance to get even. Remember

what you always say, "A Bumstead never rotreats,"
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DIGWOOD:

MUSLCs

GOODWIN:

"BID/NDIE" ~2l-
11/10/41  (REVISED)

Toooo00o0ooh!

Well, it looks as though the Fates have given ipoor
Dagwood another sprinkling of trouble. He's just

plcked himself up off the floor, and now he has to

face an envaged parent. Well, we'll return to the
Bumsteads in just a moment and see how everything
tiums out, First, let's have a look at a young
lady with a worriod expression on her face., That's

her mother sitting over there under the bridge lamp.
Listensess
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GIRL:

MOTHER:
GIRL:

MOTHER :

GIRL:
MOTHER :

GOODWIN

"BLONDIE" =25~
11/10/41  (KEVISED)

(ABOUT TWENTY) Mother, you know I want to do my duty
nbout: . Jimmy.

(HALF LISTENING) Urmmnn-;huh.

I mean being in that army camp, ho needs me to send

"him things. Now I saw o big book on military strategy,

and it ssems to me If Jimmy wants to work iimsslf uvp to
be o "igonerul, or something...

Oh, dear, don't you think the army knows how to teach
him all sbout that?

Well, then, what?

I'11 let you In on a military secrot, darling, When
your Dad was in camp in 'seventeen, the thing he liked
to get most of all ~~,was a carton of Camels, ,,é,
Thonks, Mom, Thu figures show 1t's true witlﬂ't{he army

of forty-one, tool Surveys made In srmy camps show thab

soldiers prefor cigarettes of all the things pcople send

them at camp, And octual sales records in Army Post
Bxchanges, Canteens, and Ships' Service Stores chow
‘thet with men in the Army, the Nevy, the Mardne Corps,
and the Coast Guard - Comel 1s the favorlte.
(CONTINUED)
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GOODWIN:
(Cont'c)

ECHO:

GOODWIN:

E

S
i..

"BLONDIE" ?é6-

11/10/41  (REVISED)
Light up o Comel yourself and you'll see why. You'll
taste the rich Camel extro flavor -- and you'!ll bs abls
tc enjoy 1t, too, becouse of Camel's smooth extra
mildness. Notlce the woy Camels burn more slowly —
giving ydu o cooler smoke - and extro smoring por
cigaretio per pack, too. That's becouse Camels aro
rinde of costlier tobaccos, matchlessly and oxpertly
blended, ap only Comel knows how to blends And, of
cCulrge - there's less nicotine in th~ smokel
Twonty-olght per cent less nicotine thaon the average of
the four other largest-selling cigarettes tested ;; lese
thon any of thoem, according to independent sclentific
tosts of the smoke itself,
Try o pack of mlld, flavorful Comols tonight., You'll
sce thot matchless blending of costlier tobaccos does

moke o better clgarcttel
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"BLONDIE" 27
11/10/41

(GOODWIN: It's a moment later, Blondie, Dagwood,
and Alexander have gone into the living
room and are just opening the front
door,

(DOOR OPENS )

FATHER : (YELLS) Are you Bumstead?}]
DAGWOOD: Holy smoke}
(DOOR _STAMS, , , POUNDING)
DAGWOOD: Gee, he seems to be pretty scre, Maybe

I better think this over first,
(KNOCKTii3. ON DOOR)
BLONDIE: He's the man you should havs talked to

in the first nlace, Dagwood, is son is
in the wrong, and not ours,
ALEXANDER: That's right, Pop, Billy started

everything,
DAGWOOD: Do you suppose he'll give me time to explain
that? |
(KNOGKING ON DOOR)
BLONDIE: Just let me handle this,
(OR OPENS)
FATHER: (YELLS) Now iisten, here, you -- (STOPS)

-~ oh, I beg :our pardon,

BLONDIE: I should thi:k you would,
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BILILY:

AILEXANDER:
DILLY:
ALEXANDER:
PILLYY

HopE! o

There he 1s, Pa ~- there's Alexenderi He's the
kid thet squirted me with soapy water.

whe e

You started itl

I did not. I never touched youl

You did sol

Nyassasaal : Aﬁi J

At bt R
KIEMNDER:JW

BLCNDIE:

PATHER
LAGWOOD ¢
FATHER:

BLONDIE:

FATHER :
BILIY:
BLONDTE:

DAGWOQD:
BLONDIE:

Just a minute, please...l'm very glad you ceme
over here, Mr. F: Me. -

Hinkman..«J. Williem Hinkmen,

What's the J. for?

dupiter ;; oh; stop nosing into my personal life.
Mo, Bumstead, I demand that you punish this child
of yours. He has deliberately ;"

Just & moment; Mr. Hinlman. I want you to take
& look at this black eye your son gave our £0n.
Ilook at that.

Say, I guess my boy 1s all right after all.

I gave him a short left, Pa.

But & minute ago you sald you never touched
Alexander.

That's right _—-Q he did.

Mnd look at the difference In their slze.

Mr; Hinkman; you ouzht to be very proud of your
son -~ he managed to beat Alexander and Alexander
1s only two years younger and aboubt twenty-five
pounds lighter.
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"BLOND
11/10/41
FATHER: Himmm - I didn't realize your boy was so much smaller,
ALEXANDER: Bllly's always sterting trouble, He's always shoving
us 1little kids around, He thinks he®s a big shot,
FATHER Billy, how'd you happen to give this boy a black eye?
BILLY: Aw, he sterted pushing me around, and then he threw
& brick at me and hit me right in the forehend, so
I got mad,
DAGWOQD « Sound like propagends to me.
‘%BEONDIE?””mewtﬂrﬁﬁﬁMGan‘

Dalokd,.,

BEEY T e om0 G0 50ANT Y b0 ho O 00 MbowpUndaladulonstts

BLONDIE:
FATHER:
BILLY:

FATHER:
BILLY!

FATHER:
DAGWOOD :
FATHER:

ALEXANDER ¢

FATHER:

AILEXANDER:

It's peculiar that brick didn't leave & mark.
Humm -- T don't see any mark.

Well ~= er == uyh == Jou see, Pa, == it was a very
A it ! St Balef

s0ft brick -- I mean I ducked and 1t really didn't
hit me ~-=- no, whot I meant to say was ~-

That!s enough for a while, Billy.

Don't you believe me, Pa?

‘Not vet, I don't,

I hope that satisfies you,
Not quite, Mr. Bunstead, I'd like to know why your

son squirted that soapy water at my boy, You

P, *ﬁ e 4
havent*t oxplained that yet.63441e7 a Et 4;;
VW

I'11 tell “you why,

A1l right, why? )
/I had to or he would have beat me up again. You Just

ask Annabelle Cooper if Billy wash!t going to hit me
again.
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BILLY:

F/THERS
BILLY:

FATHER:
DAGWOQD:
BILLY:

FATHER:

BILLY:
BLONDIE:
ALEXANDTR ¢
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

()}‘L{U‘V"'ﬁw P’"f( ’0
IDER:

L)('L’(?£1‘~WW"£ A
BLONDIE:

DAGWOQD:
BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" 30~
11/10/41

Well, BL1l1f...?
You see, it was like this, Pa, I was walking &long,
minding my own business, when Alexander sneaked up
behind me and hit me over the head with a club,
(5223%3 That¥s enough out of you for today.
Come herel
(WATIS) Let go of me, Pal Let gol

(SMALL SOCK OF FIST4ss)
Ouch! He hit me in the eyel

I guess that makes 1t even for the day,

(OFF A BIT) I aidn't mean it, Pa, It was an
accidentl

I'11 give you an accident to think about! Come
back herel Come here, I sayl.,.Billyl,.,(FADING)
(FADING) Help! Murder!. Policel Helliliuplll
Well, that's that,

Mr. Hinlgnan 1s geining on Billy.

Come on, Alexander -; Inside,.

{DOOR CLOSES)

I » we can corsider the entire opicode closed

from now .On., |
, ot J%%pﬁ

Gee, 1t's certainly going to take en awful licking

to maco ch e in Billy. .
‘/(‘\ji:ly Y ,g:.o ) .ﬂm m W W Cv‘a»v\, d@ A-*,

Hﬁﬂt Just orget»about_it. It's all been settled.
You have a black eye, your father has one, and
perhaps Mr. Hinkman has one by now,

The father of that other Billy has one, too.

TIE0 PSPIS
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"BLONDIE" -31-

11/10/41

DAGWOOD: Hey, listen, Blondie == I heoar someone coming

up the front steps.
BLONDIE: Tt11 see who 1t 1s.
DAGWOOD: Walt g minute. ILet's play safe' this time. I'1l1l look

through the keyhole. . /4"‘;;, ’

, M

BLONDIE: Oh, Dagwood.bLtﬁdnﬁ M oy”,w
DAGIOOD: I see him, AT think 1t's M, Hinkmen coming back.

He's walklng right up to the door, and...
(DOOR OPENS...BUMP OGN DAGWOOD!'S HEAD.,,)
DAGLIO0D: 020000011, %74»M*“‘ v

FATHER: Oh;"""’gs-err:yf.f? I just wanted to tell you how sorry I
am about the way my son acted, Goodbye.
(DOOR CLOSES..,)

BLONDIE: Dagwood ~- dld you hurt yourself agaln.
ALEXANDER : What's the m&tter; Pop?

DAGWOOD: (GROANS) That doorknob.

ALEXANDER Where did it hit you?

DAGWOOD:: Right in thé other eye. Blondie;. you!ll have to

send out for anothor steak!

6 (. w’( | s at o & R 7 ol o %ﬁﬂf(%”r:
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GOODWIN:

ORCHESTRAS

"BLONDIE" 31eh
11/10/41

Well folks, the Bwnstead noncr was finally avenged,
ook bortls -
nlthoughabkere wepe-sawesh block oyes distributed
& A' Arante M

. CanLihatng Fotn Ao The dotn,
M«f&fﬂrﬁm It s:‘égms Dogwood just

con't holp gotting in some kind of trouble one woy
or anothor, ond probobly next week will be no
exception, S0 bo. sure to be 1llstening next Monday
ot this same time when "Blondle Acquires & Dutch
Uncle,"

Biondie is played by Pemnny Singleton ond Dogwood 1s

b

Arthur Loke. '
Our "Blondie" orchestro is directed bywﬁ:

who olso creates the speciol musical effects,

(MUSIC UP AND OUT)

ORCHESTR:As

(TRUMPET "THE C/MELS ARE COMINGQ)

GOODWIN:

The Comels ore coming, it's *he two Co:mel Caravans ==
frec open-alr shows on wheels, touring the comps of

the notion. Tonight, Unit Nunbor One -- cors,

trollor and portable stoge -- is glving o show at
Barksdale Fleld, 2uieiem - Tuosdny ond Wednesdey
ot Comp Polk, Louisia.nul\end aﬁeﬁc%m%mw)
Camp Ld.vingstoﬁ, Touisiona, Tomorrow night the
Wost Coast Unit is playing at the Noval Training
Station, Son Diego, California, Best wishes,
Camel Caravon, from the Blondie Show, we hope your
audiences have o lot of fun. | |
This 1s B111 Goodwin specking for the makers of
Camel Clgorettes.
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ANNOUNCER ¢

"BLONDIZ" ~32m

11/10/41  (REVISED)
Say, plpce-smokers, do you know tho natlon's blggest
valuc in smoking pleasurc? It!'s George Washington

Smoking Tobacco, and it comes in a blg two anc o

quorter ounce pockage <= eosts just one dime.

Goorge Woshington's mild, mollow, ond tost), too, right
down to tho last puff ot tho bottom of tho bowl, vy

o blg bluec packege of George Woshington tomorrm&l .
You'1l 1like 1t

Tvds 1is THE COLUMBIA., BROADCASTING SYSTEM,
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