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Ah -- Ah -~ Ah -- Don't touch that disl -- Listen

GOODWIN:
to "Blondie"...presented by Camel...the clgarette
of costllier tobaccos,.

MUSIC: (THEME)
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GOODWIN: And now for our weekly visit with the Bumsteads. Well,
it's & bright, snowy Saturday afternoon, end everyone
seems to be busy in the Bumstead home. Blondle is in
the kitchen, backing a cake, and there's a lot of
hemmering and banging coming from the cellar, ILet's go
down there with Alexander and see what Dagwood!s dolng...

(COME UP ON HAMMERING)
ALEXANDER: Oh, Pop...Hey, Popl
DAGWOOD: I can't hear you, Alexender. There's too much noise

and -- oh, I'm meking the noise.
(HAMMERING STOPS)
AILEXANDER: What are you meking, Pop -~ besides noilse?
DAGWOOD: Wel1l, Cookie's getting so she can’crawl around & 1little

bit, so I thought I'd make a play pen for her,
ALEXANDER: It's sort of 1like a fence, hunh?
DAGWOOD: Yeah, that's right, Alexdnder. |
ALEXANDER +—Are—you—~gotng-Loput 8- top—on—itt-
WWJA“L* +hinlc thatlll hm&gm“
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BAGH OByl - Gofoumiil it sl WD
ALEXANDER: I just came down to get my sled. I think I'1ll go out

and coast on the street a little.
DAGWOOD:  Be careful of the cars.

ALEXANDER: Okay, Pop.
(SOUND OF DRAGGING THE SLED UPSTAIRS...THEN
THE HAMMERING STARTS AGAIN...DOOR OPENS...AND

CLOSES. . .,CUTTING DOWN THE HAMMERING)
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ALEXANDER: Have you got to the frosting, yet, Mom?

BLONDIE: It'11 be ready in a few mihutes,_Alexander.,

ALEXANDER: You can't really tell about cake frosting unless you
taste 1t. |

BLONDIE: Well, I'11l taste it then.

/IEXANDER: Do you think you can tell all by yourself, Mom?

- LONDIE:

B O 11O BA B P TE LT LIS TOISY
(KNOCK ON BACK DOOR)

BLONDIE: See who that is, will you, Alexander?
ALEXANDER: Okay.
(DOOR OPENS)

ATLVIN: Hello, Alexander,
ALEXANDER: Come - on in, Alvin,
(DOOR CLOSES)

—\-\,t\o i v
ALVIN: Hello, Mrs. Bumstead 75 do f smell cake frosting?
BLONDIE: Why, yes, you do, Alvin.
ALVIN: How does it taste, Aléxander?
ALEXANDER: I don't know.
ALVIN: My mother wouldn't think of putting frosting on & cake

wlthout letting me taste it first.

BLONDIE: Now I'm going to let both of you teste the frosting, but
just don't rush me.

ALEXANDER: Okey, Mom. What do you want, Alvin?

ALVIN: ~ Alexander, I came over to invite you to go cossting with

me on your sled.

BLONDIE: Where's your sled, Alvin?

CELO HSPIS
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ALVIN:
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BLONDIE:
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ALVIN:

BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER ¢

ALVIN:

ATEXANDER ¢

BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER:$

MUSIC:

IIB ND 1" _4_
2??6/42

My father's coasting on 1it.
Alexander, if you're golng out with your sled, why

don't you take Cookie along with you for a 1little ride?

Ges, Mrs. Bumstead -- this was going to be a stag party.
N AR o081 & know much ebout coasting yet, Mom. She

“wouldn't be able to hang on.

I didn't meen that. She ought to be out for a little

airing. I could put her in her bassinet and wrap her
up nice and waerm and you could pull her around the
block on your sled. taRe Fully:

It doesn't sound very exclting to ﬁe.

If we did that, Mom, what would our chances be of

getting a lot of frosting?

Yo&r chances would be very good., I'1ll let you clean
up this pot I'm making it in.

The spoon, too, Mrs. Bumstead.

Yes.,.Now is that fair?

It's fair enough with me, Mém.

Alexander, don't you think we ought to have & down
payment first?

Sure -- just & small down payment, Mom.

Well, all right, but you've got to take Cookie for a
nice long ride on your sled. I'11 fix her up in the
basket, but I want you to be very careful with her.

Okay, Mom -- we wlll Dbe.

COOKIE;

(IS CRYING A LITTLE BIT)

€ELO PSHIS
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ALVIN: Gee, listen to that, Alexander. We'!re taking her out
for & ride on the sled, end all she does 1s teke 1t
easy back there and complain...Now come on, Cookie -~

don't make so much nolse.

_COOKIE: (STOPS)
AIEXANDER: Well, she's stopped again.
ALVIN: Yeah -~ just 1like a woman..

flvin! Yoo L Ty
ALEXANDER: Women are very unpredicta.ble.n T wonder if she'd like

to have us teke her for a ride down the hill here?
It's packed nlce and hard on the street.
ATVIN: Sho—nbiekikonibmtfome-wont-atongytoe . . . Maybo We
ought to take a ride down first and see how it 1s.
ALEXANDER: That's what I was thinking. It might be too bumpy for

her.
ﬁ@ﬂfﬁ?ﬂ%mwWm%ﬁ%ﬁﬂmmﬁWﬁwﬁ&kGMtcmwowwWWmWﬂvaWMMWWw
bR . But what'll we do with Cookie?
ATV TN g oYy EEYT, TP P sttt rtyir-tige-orer
AIEXANDER: Of course, we could take her off the sled and leave

on
her " the sidewalk, but someone might come along on

a bike and bump Into her. ‘

ALVIN: I guess it wouldn't be very gsafe., I know what we can
dol

ALERANDER:  What?

ALVIN: We cen just pick Cookie up in her besket and carry her

over and leave her on the front porch of this hpuse;
ATLEXANDER: Surel She!'ll be safe there.
ATVIN: Come on -- you grab hold of your end of the basket and
I'11l grab hold of mine.

YELO ¥SPIS
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'S Thou ?{\"\'t ov‘;e‘uT.

ALEXANDER:  Okay...I'm glad we thought of this.?\wi?' We had
wouldn't be able to take a coast down the hill.
ALVIN: Don't make any nolse going up the porch steps. We
don't want to get into an argument with anyone.
(GOING UP THE STEPS SOFTLY )
« LEXANDER: Just put her down here, hunh?
~ALVIN:G Sure.
(PUTTING BASKET DOWN ON PORCH)
COOKIE: (A FEW SOUNDS)
ALVIN: There you are, Cookle. Now just stay there and nake
yourself comfortable. '
ALEXANDER: We'll be back in just a 1little bit. We're just going
to coast down the hill.
ALVIN: Come on, Alexander -; let's get golng.
ALEXANDER:  Okey!}
(PAUSE)
COOKIE: ( STARTS TO CRY A LITTLE)
MUSIC:
(FOOTSTEPS WALKING AROUND IN AN EMPTY HOUSE...
ECHO) | -
GEORGE: Woll, what do you think of this houseol\\g“-“ Gha1l we rent
1t?
GRACE: T sort of like it. We've looked at & 1ot of houses
today, and this is about the best so far. o
GEORGE:! That's what I think, It's on top of the hill and o
everything. S
GRACE: George. Z
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Yes -- you'd think it was right outside the front door,

Of course, we know there isn't really & baby out there.

GEORGE: Yeah?

GRACE: Do you hear something?

GEORGE: There's & leaky faucet in the kltchen.

GRACE: No -- this sounded like & cat meowing outside.

(YEORGE: Maybe it is & cat.

RACE? Listen.

COOKIE: (OUTSIDE AND OFF.,.SHE'S CRYING)

GEORGE: That sounds 1ike a baby crying.

GRACE:

GEORGE' Well, let's take a look, Grace.

GRACE:

Thet's silly.
(FOOTSTEPS OVER TO THE DOCR, ..DOOR OPENS)

COOKIE: (CRYING)

GRACE: George! It is a babyl

GEORGE: Wéll, T111 be dernedl Someone's left & baby on the
doorstep in a basket! |

GRACE: A baby girll

GEORGE: How do you know?

GRACE: Pink blankets...My, isn't she cutel

COOKIE: (GURGLES AND TRIES A FEW WORDS)

GEORGE: T can't understend a thing she says...Grace -= what
are we going to do about her?

GRACE: Why, we'll keep her, of course. She's a wonderful
babyl..You'll have to get some food and bottles and
things for her.

COCKIE:

(CRIES A LITTIE)

9€LO PGPIS




GRACE:

MUSIC:

"BLONDIE" -8-
2/16/42

Now don't cry, dear. It's all right, even if your

own parents don't want you. You've just got some new

ones -- 80 don't worryl

LELO BSPTIS



GOODWIN:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

‘ "BIJONDIE" _9_
2/16/42

Say, what's this? Whother the Bumsteads know it or not,

 they're about to lose the newest addition to thelr

family. It sounds like these people are going to adopt
Cookie as their own daughter. If possession 1s nine
points of the lew, 1t looks as though the Bumstead
family has been reduced to Blond;e, Dagwood, Alexander,

and one-tenth of Cookie. We'll wee what happens in

just & moment -~ Well, 1t's just ten minutes later end
Degwood has just stopped hammering on that play pen
for Cookie. IHere he is, Jms& coming up the cellaer
stalrs --

Biondle, &re you finished with the cake icl -- Blondiel
(NO ANSWER.,,THIS TIME HE'S FRIGHTENED) Blondiel
Speak to me, Blondiel

(TRANCELIKE) Take -~ this =~ brooch -- Dagwoodl
Huh? 7You mean this 1ittle o0ld silver pin? But
Bilondle -~

Hold it - in front -- of me. Don't movel

Okey, I'11l hold it -- (TAKE) Blondie, ere you going
wacky? ‘ ‘

(NATURALLY) Now you spoiled everything. I thought I'd

8ELO PSVIS

bo able to get an inspiration for a dress deslgn while
the icing was cooling but I may never be able to

now, |

Oh, the dress -- Blondle, how can you design & dress by
sitting in a chair looking st o little old stick-pin?



"B ONDIE" ~10~
2/16/42

BIONDIE: I was just using Lesiie Morris' method, She's one of
Amorice's most famous designers =-- and she gets
inspirations for her gowns from all gorts of things
1ike stick-pins and clips.

DAGWOOD: Meybe we ought to just sit down quietly and have &
~ Camel, Blondle. You'll feel better.
GOODWIN: No kidding, Dagwood, Blondle's right about

loslie Morris, distinguished designer for Bergdorf
Goodman's. She gets her iéeas —-vamd good ones they
are, too -- from the doggonedest things. And 1ike
other rankihg designers, Lilly Dache and Clare Potter,
Leslie Morris enjoys teking time off for & Camol.
She says -~ '

MORRIS VOICE: I enjoy Camels thoroughlyil They're so much milder,
and full of marvelous flavori

GOODWIN: Yes, and Camels are economlcal, too} Slower-burning
gives you extra smoking per cigarette per pack -- and
cooler smokingl That's because Camels are blended

expertly from costlier tobaccos. Less nicotine in the

smoke, tool .

ECHO: Twenty-eight per cent less nicotine than the average of
the four other largest-selling clgerettes tested -~
less then any of them, according to independent
sclentific tests of the smoke itself.

GOODWIN: Do as so many of America's most disqriminating women

| do .-- buy Camels by the carton to serve to your guests.
They'1l sgree with you that matchless blending of
costlier tobaccos mekes & better cigerettel

MUSIC:

- ot =+ (% e e
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DAGWOOD:
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"BLONDIE" ~11-
2/16/42

And now beck to Blondle and Dagwood agaln, Dagwood 1s

-)ﬁ]g \we oa
BLONDIE: ', How aYe you coming along with Dookie's play pen?

Hanh?
Aren't you meking & plaey pen Por Cookle down in the
cellaxr?
Oh, yeah -- I forgot for a moment. You see, I started
out to make a play pen, then I thought maybe 1t would
be a better clothes-horse to put the wash on when 1t's
rainy outside, but now it's a pla& pen again. I'm
almost finished.
Tpat's £004.,
Er -- what about that cake? Smells good. Where is 1t?
That's & secret., I've hldden it.
You've hidden the cske? You'd think you didn't trust
me.
You would, wouldn't you?
I see what you mean.

(Qng‘BURSTS OPE@)
Oh, Mom} Oh, Popi Gee, whizl Come quickl
Now, Alexander, what have I told you about coming into

the house with dirty feet and tracking up my clean
kitchen floor. You've got snow all over your ShoeS. ..
So have you, Alvinl

But Mrs, Bumstead -- |

PYLO PSYVIS




DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER:
BLONDIE:
ALVIN:
ALEXANDER:
BLONDIE:

ALEXANDER:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER ¢
DAGWOOD:

AIVIN:
ALEXANDER:
BLONDIE:
ALEXANDER

DAGWOOD:

 "BLONDIE"
2/16/42

Go on outside and clean your

-]Dm

No excuses now, boys.
feet off before you come in.
(YBLLS) But Pop =-- |

None of that, now. It only tekes & minute.

Come on, Alexander -- you can't win.

But Mom -- |

Not enother word until you sweep the snow off your

shoes.

' Okaly )

(DOOR CLOSES)

You have to teach them sometime.

I wonder what they were so exclted about.
We'll see.
Itfs probably nothing important,
(DOOR OPENS)
Gee, Mom, and Pop -~ something awful has happened!

Now just calm down and tell us about 1t quietly,
Alexender. There's no reason to get excited.

Go shead, Alexander -- tell them.

We've 1lost Cookle.

What?

We left her in the basket on the front porch of &

house while’we coasted down the hill, and when we came

back, she was gone.

Daaweed’ Why didar you el v €’
Holy smokel, Bemdiet 11d 1t happen! MWM d ar

! ) ) ~
ﬁ adie! 375 pk EauT Spgweed, Ugy dad Sher G

awayl Let's gol

re right
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ALVIN; Mr, BUpisbeady-lethought-yourosidnblhono«was: o
bomeiiolepnodbod, |
BAGWOOD 2 wrcrmonmembi kb

BLONDIE $ oo D@ B b SR OO L o

MUSIC:

BLONDIE:
ALEXANDER:
ALVIN:
DAGWOOD:

ATVIN:
DAGWOQD:

ALEXANDER
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

ALVIN:

BLONDIE:
AIVIN:

(RUNNING UP ON THE FRONT STEPS)

Are you sure this is the house,‘Alexandér?
I'm sure it 1is, Mom. \
This is 1t, all right. ’
Well, 1t's & good thing we didn't waeste any time. The
people have probably just taken her inside.
You never can tell, Mr. Bumstead.
Alvin, do you have to be such & peséimist?
(KNOCKS ON DOOR)
I'11 ring the doorbell, too;
Oh, dear -- I should never 16t Cookie out of my sight.

. Pambiewdendy.now when she's able to crawl around the

wey she does. I just hope she's all right.
(KNOCKING ON DOOR)
(CALLS) Is anybédy home? Hell0000000}...,Gee, Blondie,

they don't answer.
WUQT?“HU”TB&Q@”N&'Wﬂ“‘u%“:VﬁmA*ﬁgxw,

o = [E T o

‘ S b 12 R Maybe
they took Cookie to & Mospital, or the police station.
or somewhere. When they come back we can find out.
Oh, Mrs. Bumstead.

What 1s it, Alvin?®

ZvLo ¥SP1IS

Nobody lives here, Mrs. Bumstead.



"BLONDIE" ~14-
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ALVIN: Nobedy—tives-hory;~Mror-Bumstved,
BLONDIE: Oh, goodness -~ the rooms are all empty. And there's
a "For Rent" sign. Oh, Dagwood -~ how are we going to
find Cookle now? She's gonel! memmas
oot
DAGWOOD: We'll have to start asking questlons everywhere. Call
the police. Telephons the hospitals. Gee, Blondie -~
we've just got to find‘her!
MUSIC ¢
(CASH REGISTER)
SWABBER ¢ Thenk you, sir -- sure there isn't anything else?
GEORGE: Well, I don't know ~- I guess I've got evei’ything.
Bottles, nipples, tatcum powder, baby oil, boric acid, -
oleum percomorphun: . fbevrrle oF 5S¢«
DAGWOOD: (COMING UP) Hey, Mr: Swabber?
SWABBER ¢ Hello, Mr. Bumstead -~ what can I do for you?
DAGWOOD: Has anyone been 1ln here buying baby stuff?
SWABBER: Why,‘ this gentleman right here has.
GEORGE: (’:Ijzn:msort of & new fathe&*xMwe haven't got anything
forwtihe baby. I've just been buying
DAGWOOD: Oh ~- well, congratulations.,
GEORGE: We're afraid the new little girl might get a cold.
She's been sort of exposed. What do you recommend? "
DAGWOOD: We used something -~ let me see -~ I think it was E
neo~syneph~something~-or-other, :
SWABBER ¢ Neo~synephrin. 5



DAGWOOD:

SWABBER :
GEORGE:
DAGWOOD:
GEORGE:
DAGWOOD:
GEORGE:
SWABBER :

GEORGE:
DAGWOOD:
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SVABBER:

GEORGE:

GEORGE:

DAGWOOD:

GEORGE:

"BLONDIE" =~15=
2/16/42

Yesh, that's it. I've got & 1ittle girl, too --
somewhere.

When did your baby arrive, sir?

Oh, just sbout an hour &go.

Is that right? How much does she weigh?

T think she weighs about seventeen or eighteen pounds.
Well, that's & nice weight for a ==« hbw much?-

Well, maybe it's more.

Seventeen or elghteen poundsl Are you sure? Is that
what the doctor sald?

Oh, we haven't seen a doctor yot.

Br -~ your wife doesn't.happen to be an Indian, does
she?

Why, no.

It's amazings And I thouéht modern mothers were going
soft.

Well, I guess I'd better be going along. wheyrontepat

Fmptameeioiariry , , L O0t'S8 SE6 NOW -~ YO8, I guess I've got

everything. This is going to be a pretty big day for

me.

Yeah, the day your baby's born is always a blg day.
(DOOR OPENS)

Oh, our baby wasn't born today. We just found her

PvLO PSVIS

today -- in a basket on the front step of & house we
were 1ooking at. Goodbye.
(DOOR CLOSES)




"BLONDIE" -16~
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DAGWOOD: ’Well, no wonder she weighed seventeen or eighteen
pounds. I thought he wes talking about & new born bﬁby.
SWABBER: So d1d I, but I guess he found her on a doorstep --
DAGWOOD: Yeah, it sounded - hey! He's the guy who found Cookile!
" He was talking ebout her! Holy smokexv
(DOOR OPENS FAST....WHIZZ)
~BACHEOD+- (NEILS i@ tfmpmifrelpmrpizn |
(CAR DRIVING AWAY)
DAGWOOD: (YELLS) Hey! Come back! You've got my babyl
Hey-y-y-y-¥li
MUSIC: '
(DOOR CLOSES)
DAGWOOD: Bloooooooondisel Oh, Bloooooooooooooondiel
BLONDIE: (COMING UP) Dagwood -- did you find her?
DAGWOOD: I almost did, Blondie. The man was in Swebber's
Drug Store buylng stuff for her -- you know, bottles,
dextra-maltose, and all sorts of baby equlpment. But
he got awey before I realized he had Cookie.
BLONDIE: Oh, Degwood... |
DAGWOOD: Yeah, I Know...
ALEXANDER: Gee, Pop and Mom -- it's all my fault,
AIVIN: It's my fault, too, Mr. Bumstead.
ALEXANDER: Would you like us to stand in the corner or something,
Mom?
BLONDIE: Oh, no, Alexander,
AIEXANDER: Would you like to paddie me, Pop?
DAGWOOD:

No, Alexender, I don't feel up to it.

SPLO HSHIg



g! -
Dhguveed.
- BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
ALEXANDER

'ATVIN:
\)(\a\»c od
AIVIN:
ALEXANDER:

"BLONDIE" -17-
2/16/42

I'1l remind you lateryme, tumsre ad .

ponpisksy BEiNs 1 g 811 the hospitals, the police
department, and the fire department.

The flre department?

Well, 1t seemed like & good idea. Anyway, none of them
had any news of & Ybaby beilng found anywhere. They
hadn't hesrd & thingl

Gee, Blondie -- I don't know where to look for Cookis.
The people who found her might be from out of town.
They might live in Alaske, or Guatemals, or Tasmanie.
Yes, and if we don't find her pretty soon, Degwood, |
we mey never see Cookle egeini

let's try the police department again.

Well, I left our name and everything with the man at
the desk. I think we just ought to go out in the car
snd 1look all over. Look everywhere. Ask questlons of
all the people we see.

Yeah. It wouldn't hurt to stop at the pollce station.
I suppose not, Dagwood; Iet's get started anywayl

I'm getting desperate,..(FADING) I'll put my coat on.
Okay, honey. |

Come on, Alvin -~ we better start looklng, too., It's
our fault. i _

Gee, 1t's too bad a thing 1ike this had to happen.
Swwr, I'11 say‘\\vld.

Particularly on such a swell day for coasting.

We're going out to look, too, Pop.

9% L@ PSPIS
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Look out! Get sway from my babyl She's minel

can.

that
to get

LYLO PSPIS

2/16/42
- DAGWOOD: A1l right, Alexender, but for Pete's sake, don't you
get lost tool

MUSIC:

COOKTE: (A FEW GURGLES AND ATTEMPTS AT SPEECH)

SERGEANT: You say you found this baby 1n & basket on the step of

| s house you and your husbend were looking at, eh?

GRACE: That's right, Offlcer,

SERGEANT:  Just cell me Sergeant.

GRACE: Now I want to know 1 my husband and I cen keep the
baby. After all, she's a foundling -- her psrents
spparently couldn't glve her & good home, and we

SERGEANT: Well, ledy, I don't know why you cen't keep her.
She's cute, isn't she? |

GRACE: She -certainly is, Sergeant.

COOKIE: (LAUGHS AND CO0S) |

SERGEANT:  You made quite a find, lady.

GRACE: Thet's what I think. I just wanted to make sure
the parents hadn't changed thelr minds and tried
her back. |

SERGEANT: Nope.

GRACE: Well, thank you, Sergeant.

SERGEANT: That's all right.

(DooR OPENS)

BLONDIE: Sergeant, I'm Mrs. Bumstead, and I ---~ Cookiel
Dagwood! Here's Cookiel

DAGWOOD: Oh, boy -~ we found her!l

GRACE:
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That's our baby! Oh, thenk goodness we've found you,

Now weit a minutel How do I know this is your babyl

Seeqennts Yeh, VTS awfuvly
You left the poor chlld on & door stepl, And in weather

like thls, tool I don't think you should be allowed

You can't get away with this! This is our daughter,

Now just one minute, everybody! Just one minute!

That means you, tool..Oh, excuse me.
Sergeant, I called up & little while ago and told you

we had lost our beby. I gave you a complete description

You didn't give me any description of eny baby.
I didn't hear a thing about 1it.
Well, I talked to someone here.
Well, I just came on duty. Maybe you talked to

Didn't he tell you about our losing the baby!

No -- he's mad at me. We're not-speaking.

8%L0O wSPHTIS

BLONDIE:
| Cookie.
GRACE:
I found her!
BLONDIE: ' Yes, but she's oursl
GRACE:
to have ths baby!
DAGWOOD:
and we want herl
ALL (GENERAL ARGUMENT)
SERGEANT':
Please! Quiet downl
| (SILENCE)
COOKIE: (CRIES A LITTLE)
SERGEANT: |
BLONDIE:
of her.
SERGEANT:
BLONDIE:
SERGEANT:
McCarrity.
BLONDIE:
SERGEANT:
DAGWOOQOD:

That's a fine thing! That's fine cooperation in the
police department! If we hadn't come in when we did,
this 1ady would probably have walked off with our




"BLONDIE"
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We'll

Now I'11

w“‘ - heas TS,

SERGEANT: It wouldn't have been my fault -- you could blame 1t
on McGarrity. ’ \

BLONDIE: We don't want to blame anything on anyone -- we just

. want our little girl.

SERGEANT': Now just & minute. Hend the baby over to me.
decide this matter quietly...Hand her over to me, please.

GRACE: Well, all right.

BLONDIE: Now be careful, Sergeant. -

SERGEANT: I know how to handle babies.

BLONDIE: Well, you're reaching for her like you were going to
make an arrest.

SERGEANT': Come on, sweetheart...That's a good girl.

_putyou down here on my desk for a moment.,

COOKIE: (GURGLING AND COOING AND ENJOYING IT ALL)

DAGWOOD: Now can we have her?

SERGEANT ¢ Not yet. I'm going to get at the facts in this case,
and then I'11 give &ou a declision...sSuppose we all step
into this next room for s little round-table discussion.

(DOOR OPENS) |

SERGEANT s Come on now ~- all of you.;c\m}\' want The

GRACE: Remenber, you told me I could have that 1little baby
girl.,

BLONDIE: But she's my daughter!

DAGWOOD: Mine, tool! Let's have a vote on this, hunh?

SERGEANT: Just step right inside, please.

+  (FOOTSTEPS)
DAGWOOD: Okay, but wouldn't it be easier Jjust to glve us our
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BROND £ smmmmaniinmd g aamnerpaiyopasparyepreiyasmrong

(DOOR CLOSEQ) ,

GRAGE o SD et sy

BLONDIE:

SERGEANT' ¢
BLONDIE

SERGEANT:
DACWOOD:
GRACE:
SERGEANT':

DAGWOOD:

 BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
SERGEANT :

SERGEANT:
BLONDIE:
SERGEANT:

Sergeant, she's our baby. Why must we go through all
this routine to get her back again?
L don't know that she's your baby.
Well, you can call up that other officer I telked to.
That Sergeant McGarrity.
I told you we &ﬁiﬁﬂ*ﬁgépeaking.
Then what are you going to do?
I'd like to know, too0. ,
I don't claim to be any King Solomon, but I think I
can solve thls very essily. I'1ll get the baby and put
her 1in the middie of this table. One of you ladies
will be at one end, and one at the other end. Whoever
she crawls over to is the one who ought to have her. ..
We do the same stunt when there's an argument over a
lost dog.
Lost dog? Are you trying to start a 1little trouble
around here? | ‘
Dagwood -~ pleasel
We've been insulted!
Now just be patlent...I'1ll get the baby and bring her
in ﬁere.

(DOOR OPENS)
This will a1l be over &s soon a8 we -- heyl
What's the matter? |
The baby's gone! She's not therel
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BT.ONDIE: Oh, good heavensi
DAGWOOD: She can't have crawled very far.
GRACE: But Sergeant, she was on top of that desk, She must

nave fallen off.
SERGEANT: If she fell off the desk, we would have heard a thump.

DAGWOOD: Don't talk that wayl

BLONDIE: She must be around here, but 1 dbn't see her anywherel
Cookie...Oh, Cooklel

DAGWOOD: Cooooooooklel

eoo o R\ ‘,‘T"he& R
SERGEANT ,\Wgﬁve ﬂ%& some %%mﬁﬁb.%é“ﬁ%out & plckpocket operating

sround town, but I don't think he'd pick up & baby.

It wouldn't be professional, '

BLONDIE: Well, let's look outslde, quick! She might lave
crawled out somehow,

SERGEANT : Wait e minute! Nobody's leaving here until I get to
the bottom of this,

BLONDIE: In that case, we'll be here foreverl

MUSIC:
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GOODWIN:

VOICE:
GOODWIN:

VOICE:

GOODWIN:
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Poor Dagwood and Blondie, Do you suppose they'll ever
get this baby mix-up straightened out? And what can |
have happened to Cookle? Well -- we'!ll find out in a
moment, but first how would you 1ike to hear some raw
material for airplanes, rolling ﬁp on & beach ~-
(wAvES)
Yes, we're making planes out off seawater these days.
Megnesium, the metal that's even lightef than
sluminunm 1s being used in increasing quentities in
aircraft manufacturing _— and new American plents are
now extracting millions of pounds & year == from
ordinary seswater. Yes, the men behind the army are
thinking up new ones every day —-.but the men up front
have some ideas that go 'way back to Nineteen Seventeen.
For instence -~
Pack o' Cemels, pleasel
Yes, actual sales reéords in Post Exchanges and Canteens
show that with men in the Army, the Nevy, the Marine
Corps, and the Coast Guard, Camel is the favorite.
Why's that? |
I've tried 'em all, Misterz and teke it from me, that

Camel flavor and mildness wins out every timel

' Yes, extra flavor and extra mildness! And don't

forget that easy-on~-the-budget slow burning, eitherl
Means extra smoking per cigarette per pack -~ and

cooler smoking, too} You can't help having a better

ZGLO PSPIS

cigarette, when you take costilier tobaccosg, and blend

them as only Camel knows how to blend. And, of course,

thera's less nicotine in the smokel

\




ECHO:

GOODWIN:¢

MUSIC:
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Twenty-elght per cent less nicotine than the average
of the four other largest-selling cigarettes tested Q—
less than any of them, according to independent
scientific tests of the smoke itself.

And remember! That fellow Iin camp wants Camels. Send
him & carton. Your dealer will tend to the wrapping
and mailing. Get Camels yourself -- and send on &

cartonl!

€SLO PSYV1IS
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Now it's & few seconds later. Alvin and Alexander,
sti11 pulling the sled, are approaching the police
station.

Gosh, I wonder if Mom and Pop have had any luck,

I don't know. It's an awful big town to lose a littié\'\'

Gee, 1t is, isn't 1t?

AMMINwmwwmmmﬁkw@mnwwnwnwmmmﬁBWpa@&wwheme%edm@@Mmewh&@e?

“A&EXANEERvmmwNoyw@hanusywﬁ£w&nwmee&vew&@m@ﬂtmﬁewahawtapmmﬁmﬁhamhi&@u

ALVIN:

ALEXANDER

ALVIN:

ALEXANDER:

ATLVIN:

ALEXANDER:

AIVIN:
ATEXANDER:

ALVIN:
ATLEXANDER:

ATVIN:

‘Women certeinly cause & lot of trouble -- the small
ones, the grown-up ones, and the in-between ones.

My gosh,.Alvin ~§ look.

Where?

Right ahead of us. That men standing by the car in
front of the police station. He's got a baby with him.
The beby's in a pink blanket, too. (SINGS) It could
be Cookiel ' ’
He's trying to get something out of his pocket and hold
the beby at the same time. I've seen Pop try that,

How do you do 1t?

I don't know. Pop always hollers for Mom..:Let's walk
up and see if it's Cookle.

Be subtle about it.

Oh, sure...You take the sled in case we have to make &
getaway.

okay.
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ALEXANDER: (CLEARS HIS THROAT) Hello, Mister.
GEORGE: Oh, hello, boys. '
ATVIN: Got & baby there, hunh? -
COOKIE: (CRIES A LITTLE...NOT LOUD)
GEORGE: Yesah.
ALVIN: You don't seem to know how to hendle it very well,
GEORGE: No, I'm sort of new at 1t. I can't hold her and get my

car keys out at the same timea.

AIEXANDER: We'll be glad to hold Cook ~- uh =-- we'll be gled to
hold her for you.

GEORGE: Well, thanks. Are you sure you lmow how to hold her?

ALEXANDER$ I ought to by NOWees

GEORGE: Okay, sonny »J hold tight, don't drop her.

ALVIN: Alexander, why don't you sort of sit down on the sled
while you're holding her.

ATEXANDER Oh, yeah...l think I will.

ALVIN: I'11 point the sled back down the hill.

GEORGE: Now let's see -- which pocket did I put my car keys in?
ALVIN: Are you holding her good and tight, Alexander?
AIEXANDER: Yep -- let's gol

ALVIN: (GRUNTS) Okeyl

(SLED RUNNERS)
AIEXANDER: (FADING) Hop on, Alvinl

ATVIN: (FADING) I'm onl E
(WHIZZ) - ®

[\

BOTH: (FADING) ¥ivpppppprpessceeeel ~
’ m

P
(.




GEORGE:

GEORGE:
GRACE:
SERGEANT:
GEORGE:
BLONDIE:
GEORGE:
DAGWOOD:
GEORGE:

SERGEANT:
GEORGE:
DAGWOOD:

GEORGE:

SERGEANT'
GEORGE:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
SERGEANT:

s REE"
RACE:

Hey! Hey, you crazy kidsl
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Come back here!l Come back
here with that baby!

that kid deliberately.

HeylsesHoly smoke == they stole
I'11 get the police on their
trail right nowl
(A LITTLE RUNNING...THEN DOOR OPENS)

Sergeantl Sergeentl
Georgel

Hey, whbfre you?
Quicki They've just stolen the babyl
What baby? Our baby?

No =-- ouxr baby.

Oh.

She was sitting right oh this desk when I walked in
a couple of minutes ego, and --

Hey -~ did you take that 1ittle girl that was here?
Yes, but she was our baby, and no one was arouhd.
That's our babyl
Thet's where you found her, isn't 1%?

Weit & minutel I took her outside to the car, end
then they came up and offered to hold her while I got

White I wasn't looking, tThey Jumped

She was put on a doorstep by mistake.

my car keys out.
on & sled and went coasting down the hill.
Now you weit a minutel Who took heri?

She was kidnspped by a couple of kids. They called
each other Alvin and Alexander.

( STARTS TO IAUGH)

(LAUGHS) That's pretty good.

What'!s so funny esbout 1t?
.E‘E"wv\“gl ‘\l ! ] M:ﬁule iﬂ”‘\ﬁ1|$ bL R b‘b\'l‘

DonT geT excived K (esRqe: T §eess TS vheif baby.
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BLONDIE: Oh, so you finally edmit it.
GRACE: Yes...It's thelr baby, George. It was a mlstake,
I guess. (SIGHS) She was awfully cute.
GEORGE: Grace -~ look -~ let's adopt a baby, but let's get one
thet so meny things don't happen to. Let's get &

smaller one,

GRACE: All right, George ;- I guess that would be better.
GEORGE: Come on -~ before somethirg else happens.

\s (DOOR CLOSES)
maﬁANT._ AN COUERUTS AL e “idnapped Tsn't she?
BLONDIE: (SMILING) Well, it sounded like 1t, anyway.

SERGEANT: Are you sure you two are the mother and father? You're
teking this very calmly.

DAGWOOD: Well, we didn't know where our baby was before. Now
we know she's kddnapped ~~ in a way.

BLONDIE: It was the suspense of not knowing what had happened to
her that was worrying us...Do you understand?

‘SERGRANT ¥ =iy Pl oraseny ey oo

BLONDIE: Well, I guess we'll be rumning along NOW 4 DAG Wweed, L \oraT TO
%e sw% CeoMip M Qg kT . :

DAGWOOD: W BRO6 mﬂmw.

ev's qe s b\'e.
SERGEANT s I don't get this at all.

é%&%&gﬂg" Well, Sengeant, I guess é%uﬂtt just have to think of it
as one of the great unsolved mysteries of ﬁ&ﬁnmcareer..'

LSLO ¥SPTIS
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Well, next week, Blondie suddenly'realizes that
Dagwood never entertains any of his friends in their
home and §o she suggests that Dagwood have a party
any tims he wants to, Well, you know Dagwood, He
manages to pick just the WPong evening and you can
Imagine how Blondie feels when she comes home with
;- well, wailt a minute - I'm getting ahead of
myself, 7You'll have to 1isten in next week and ses
what happens in the Bumstead home when "Blondile

Blongle is played by Penny Singleton and Dagwood
is Arthur Ieke, Our Blondle orchestra is directed
by William Artzt, who also creates the special

And remember, Cemel brings you four great radio
shows each week, Monday night, of course, it's

our own "Blondie", Tuesday night itrs "Xavier Cugat)
Thursday night 1t's the "Al Pearce Show" and Friday
night it's the new quiz show, "How'm I Doin!," with
Bob Hewk and Vaughn Monros and his orchestra,

GOODWIN'
entertains at homs,"
muglcal effects,
, gstations.
ORCHESTRA ; (MUSIC UP AND OUT)
ORCHESTRA :

(TRUMPET: "THE CAMPBELLS ARE COMING ).

8GL0Q0 ¥SP1IS




GOODWIN:

ORCHESTRA ;

"BLONDIE" 204
2/16 /42

The Camels arg coming -- it's the two Camel
Caravans, rolling around from ons Army camp to
another, giving free shows for the men, Tonight
and tomorrow night the East Coast unit will be at
Pine Camp, New York, Wednesday at Plattsburg,

New York, Thursday at Fort Ethan A;len, Vermont, and
Friday and Saturday at Foyt Devans, Massachusetts,
Tonight the Mid-West unit will be at Fort Sheridan,
Iliinods, tomorrow atﬁ reat Lakes Naval Training
Station, Fdduedey Wodnesday ang Thursday at

Camp Grant, Fibdnodey Friday at Savannah Ox4dinance

\ oNTD

Pl : - \V
Depot,/\'hlinois » &nd Saturday‘%ﬁFgﬁt 'bes Moines,

JTowae,

Best wishes, Camel Caravan, may your audlences have
a grand timev. This 1s Bi1l Qoodwin speaking for
the makers of Cemel Clgarettes,

(MUSIC Up BRIEFLY)
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Xy, piﬁe-smokers, we don't expect you to get
George Washington Smoking Tobacco just because 1t
saves you money! Of course you will save when you
can get & bilg blue two and a quarter ounce package
for just & dime. But the main thing is that
George Washington 1s mild, mellow, end tasty, right
down to the last puff at ths bottom of the bowl.
Try it yourself! You'll agrée George Weshington 1s
America's biggest value in smoking pleasurel

®9L@ PSVIS




