_ :30 - 5:00 Pol\\/lu P\NT
MONDAY, OCTOBER 20, 1942 7:30 - 8:00 P.M, PWT
WILCOX: Ah -~ gh -~ ah -- Don't touch that dial ~~ Listen

to "Dlondie"...presented by Camel...the cigarette
+hatls Riesv i The Serviee.
of~00841ierLoDROCOS,

MUSIC: ( THEME)
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WITCOX:

"BLONDIE! w2
10/25/42

sk any Cemel smoker why he smokes the brand he does end
1 think the chences ere pretty good he'll &ay -- "Becsuse
I like the way they taste" -- or "Because they've got

more flavor.”" Yes, it's this Camel character thet has

made Canels popular for so many years -- makes Canels
today the service men's favorite, according to sales
records at the stores where they buy. Camel's full,
rich, extra flavor means that they'll hold up, pack
af'ter pack, won't get to tasting wishy-washy and flaﬁ.
But don't take my word for it. Get & pack of Cemels and
give them the T—Zoneltest ~- "T" for toste and "T" for
tlroat, your own cigarette proving ground. Your taste
will tell you about Camel's extra flavor and your
throat is the best judge you'll find for mildness. Yes,
Camels are slow-burning, cooler-smoking, richer-tasting,
milder -;'pggggg -- because they're made of costlier
tobaccos, blended in the years-old Camel tradition of
quality.tobacco blending, Get e pack of Camels tonightl

You'll want to buy a carton tomorrowly‘
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"BLONDIE" -3~
10/2?/42

ANNCR: And now for our weekly visit with the Bumsteads of
Shady lane Avenume. Well, it seems that Alexender hasn't
been exzctly a little sngel in school., His teacher,
Miss Frisbee, has kept him after class, and she's talking
to him right now,.., } }

FRISBER: Well, Alexender, why did you throw that waa of paper at
ne? )

ALEXANDER: I didn't throw it at you, Miss Frisbee,

FRI®EE: You didn't? .

ALEXANDZR: No, I threw it at George, I'm sorry my aim was so bad.

FRISBEE: What did you throw it at George for?

ALEXANDIR: DBecause he threw it at me.

FRIPEE: I see...And did you throw something at him first?

ALZZANDER: Not this tiume.

FRI®BEE: Nothing at all? ,

ALZXANDER: No, Miss Frisbee. I was just sitting in my seet,
minding uy own business, end making faces at him.

FRISBEE: Vell.ss.l |

ALEXANDER: DBut he made faces at me first!

FRIPEE: That doesn't mean you should make faces back at him, and
you shouldn't have thrown that paper wad back at him,
either.

ALEXANDER: Gee, Miss Frisbee, do you still believe in appeasement?

FRISBEZ: Well, I -- uh -~ er --

ALEZANDER:  You wouldn't want me to just sit there and taeke it,

would you?

vPH1T PSPTIS



"BLONDIE" -4~
10/26/42

FRIPER: Er -- well -~ vh -- we won't discuss 1t any more.

I don't epprove of your conduct, Alexgnder,'so It
going to punish you. You'll have to write another
1ittle paper for me as a speclal exerclse., You can

call it, "A talk with my father and mother,"

‘ v ] N (Y He R g &
Mevrmwder! = dont Ko Yook FaTheR ANG mether Yrisbee Tmean YoOR Farher AR

ALETANDER: oh- Okay, how long‘? et hef
FRISD AR Two pages -- and this time, see you write on every

line and not every other line.

ALIXANDER:  Yes, Miss Frisbee. "A talk with ny father and mother,”
isbé,lw\‘m“ AN Gven) ma,

£111:68 1k -0 - bhem-af ten-Ginnens. Y

MUSECi

ALEXANDER: Fr -- say, Mom and PODesss
BLONDIZs Yes, Aloxander?

ALEXANDER: I'd like you to help me with one of my school

assignments,
DAGVIOOD: Oh, no, Alexander,
BLONDI s You're supposed to de your asslgniments Dy yourselfl,

Remenber, Alexsnder, you're the one who's going to

school -~ we've been to schooli N
Didert 1 helP Yvo With Yoo, Aeithmerie 16T weer” Rlondie! Yes, and he qer B D
DAGWOOD: If we did all your homework, you might just ss well
VG Wweed: T Sekky T brovghr r vp. Alex Ander . Gee whin.
stey home instead of going to school, for all the good

it would“do JOU..
ALEXANDER:  But gee whiz, rop --

DAGWOOD: Doni't argue with us now, Alexander. {ou do that work
bR3e Whip,

yourself or I';l get out ny ee
ALLEXANDER: (TAUGHS) You will eh, Pop?

sYP1 PavIS




DAGWOODs
ALEXANDIR:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
ALEXANDIR:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIX:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIH:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

working on in the cellar.

"BLONDIE" =5~
10/25/42

And I'Ii tell your mother not to give you & bite o
eat for three days.
You can't order Mow eround like that.
I should say not. That's cruel end inhumin treatment.
Well, I'm naturally cruel end inhuman, I Iike to be
nasty to people...Now get staerted on your work,
Alexander, ok I'l leed yep in The tellnte
T've started already, Pop. qust go right on telking
and I won't interrupt you.
Okay.
Oh, Dagwood -- you remenber that het I told you about --
the one that I saw in Ormendy's window?
What about 1t?

“pagueed. T wendl.
Someone got there before me and took it away. § felt whev Fefw
crushed. I1've never been so unhappy. 4 b R b SIET
(LAUGHS) Don't worry, Blondie -- any day now you'll
find a silller looking hat.
Dagwood, you're moani
Well, sometip@s I think you're crazy -- those silly
1ittle hats with the feathers and jingle bells and
tassels practically hypnotize you.
I gan't help it if I get a little wacky every once in
a while. Degwood, I like those hats,...Besides, dear,

Idon't complain about those experlments you're always

That's different.

9%HT PSPIS

You're prectically a mad sclentist, at times.
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"BLONDIE" x&fix -6-
10/25/42

Well, some day I'1l 1nvent soTething spectacular, Yo'l See.

\whew the whele hivsé blews v
How-wi-ti-weknow whem 1t inppers?

Uh-hunh,
Thot' s easy . THE WHE 16 Hsuse Wi TT-bTew up.
(LAUGHS) |

What are you writing, Alexander?

I'm just working on my lesson, Go right ahead!

R

Pop.

You wanted to see me after class egain, Miss Frisbee?
(IN A VOICE FULL OF SYWMPATHY) Yes, Alexander. I want
to talk to you,

I'm innocent, Miss Frisbee,

lt's about this peper you wrote for me. I asked you
to write on, "A talk with my father and mother," but
you called it, "Listening to my father and wmother,"
That was because they wouldn't talk to me.

(WITH PITY) They -- they wouldn't talk to you.
Nope. That's why I changed 1it,

Wouldn't even speak to you?

So I just Iistened,

And -- and these are some of the things your parents --
your father and mother said?

Yes,

I can't believe that., Your mother said your father
was a med scientist o

Oh, sure. She said that because Pop had told her he
thought she was crazy.

Oh, dear -- I wos hoping i1t wasn't true.

LYPT PSPIC
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"BLONDIE" -7~
10/26/42

I just put down what they said. Then‘%ﬁﬁgsaid
something about blowing the whole house up...That's
in there, too. |

Yos, I caw, Alexander., 1 saw 1t.

Aren't you feeling well, Miss Frisbee? You have a
very strange look on your face.

Oh, no -~ I'm all right., But doesn't it make you
nervous? Living in a home like that?

I'm used to it.

You poor boy!

Oh, I don't]gind it, Miss Frisbeee much.
Alexander, dild your father really say he'd take a
og AN %%ﬂ%@mbaiaﬂ to you?

Yes, but --

mﬁ& (uhig

It's inhuman! (TO HERSELF) i bai&s e 124
scientist -~ no food for three days...Ch, how horrible.

Semething hzs got to be donel e
OL"LJM

(THE SCHOOL PRINCIPAL) Now, Miss Frisbee, I believe you
had a problem you wanted to talk over with me,

Yes, Mr. Henderson., I don't belleve that o teacher
should unnecessarily burden the principal with little
problens thot come up in class, but I have to talk to
you about this. } §

Vhat 1s 1t? Children throwing paper weds, again?

Oh, no ~~ far more serious,

8%¥PT PSPIS
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"BLONDIR" -3-
10/25/421

Life for me has been easier here with the diseppearance
I haven't been hit once
What 1g it?

It's about Alexander Bumstead'g home Iife, -

of rubber bands and tinfoll,
this year....But I digress. )
I wish
you'd glance at this paper he wrote for me. It's
called, "Listening to my father and mother,"

(RATTLE OF PAPIR)

Very well, Miss Frisbeo.

I know how vivid a child's imesgination is, but this

goes far beyond that,

Great Heavensl Vhy, this could merk the child for
Feasbee ! L‘M@HL{

1ifeIA Upset him emotionally!

lovable child, into a criminsl manisc,Feishee. JusT liKe

Turn him from 8 sweetb
his Farlee.,

‘Andwthis“HMﬂt“ﬂ@@“hﬂppanﬂiﬂWQ&rwﬂ@h@@@iw_

Never ww-Misg-fpighoo-«w-Noveri, But we wouldn't want
to make a mistako on a thing like this. Nrs. Dumstead

\Mta(m o ¢ ivb
1s one of the leading members of the«Ri

but of course,. you never can tell...
That's rignt. So I suggest you pay a friendly Iittle
visit to the Bumsteads and see for yourself how they

treat this chlid,. T

(DOOR OFENS AND CLOSES OFF)

Alexander, is that you?
(COMING UP)

6v¥1 PSPIS

Yep, it's me, Moni
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"BLONDI®" -9-
10/26/42

Well, what have you been doing this afternoon,

Alexander? Playlng
Nope, I've been talking to Miss Frisbee.
Pid she keep you after school again?
Yeah, I didn't do anything wrong, elther,
No paper wads?

Nope .

You weren't making faces in class?

Nope.

- [
?Jomd;e; da q L€l d.’,‘l .

Then why 036 he keep you af'ter class?

I think she's lonely.

I also think she's a Iittile wacky.

Alexancer!

A fine thing to say about your teacher!

Well, she keeps telling me she's sorry I lead such
8 hord life,

You lead a hard 1ife?l What's so tough about it?
Dagwood, I think we ought to drop in and talk to
Mlss Frisbee sometime., Maybe she's perfectly
all right, but you never con tellse..

the's going to drop in on us tonight, Nom,
What?

she wanted we to tell you,

I'm glad you did. When's she coming?
Right after dinner. .
Goodness -- and look at my house., Dagwood, get the
vacuun sweeper out and run it over the rugs --

Okay, Blondie.

a llttle football with your friends?

OSPT PSHIS
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"BLONDIE" -10-
10/26/42

BLONDIE: And Alexandor -- go gpstairs and clean up your room
right away, And Dagwood -~ you dust the furniture,
and plck up the toys Cookle left in the froat yord,
and sweep the leaves off the walk, and get the ashes

cleaned out of the fireplace and --

DAGVIOOD: But Blondie, how can I be in two places at the sane
time?

BLONDILE: You can try, can't you?...This house hag to look nice
when Miss Frisbee comes| au\;o

MUSIC:

(CELLAR DOOR OPENS) !

BLONDIE: (CALLS, s « SLIGHT BCHO) Dagwood -- are you down in the
cellar? _ .

DAGWOOD: Yeah, I'm down here, Blondie. Alcxander and I were
just straightening up things.

BLONDIE: Come right up. Miss Frisbee will be here any moment,

Come on now -- both of you.
ALZXANDER:  Okay, Mori.
(FEET ON STAIRS)
AGWOCD: (COMING UP) Guess what we found in the basement,

Blondie,

BLONDI e Cobwebs?
ALIXANDER:  No -- firecrackers.
(DOOR CLOSES)

ISPT HSPIS

DAGWOOD: Yeoh, Blondie. They were some that I hid from you
last Fourth of July, Then I forgot whore I hid them.

BLONDIE: What did you do with them?
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"BLONDIE" ~11-
10/26/42

Ve just left them on the bench,

hmmme . That's funny.

Whgt, dear?

I was coarrying something in my hand o minute ago

and I cen't remember what it was or where I left it.
(DOOR BELL RINGS)

Oh~oh,

That's Miss Frisbee. _
Come on, Dagwood., We mastn't keep her walting.
Be nice to Miss Frisbee now.

We will,

(DOOR OPENS)

Ohi -~ how do you do? You're Miss Frisbee, aren't you?
Won't you come in?

Hello, Miss Frisbee.

Thank you...Hello, Alexander,

(DOOR CLOSZS)

Miss Frisbee, this is my mother,
flow do you do, Miss Fris ~--- oh, no. IXcuse me,This 1% mq

(NIRVOUS LAUGH) methen - e my wife.

This 1s Mr. Bumstead.
Hello, .

Won't you sit down?

Thank you...I Just dropped in for a moment, You kmow,
I think it's a very good thing for o teacher to know
the parents of her pupils.

Yes, ond 1t's a good thing for the parents to know

AR

the teacher.

ZsP1
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"BLONDIE" -12-
10/26/421

i child's home life 1s very importent, If he's living
under & congtant strain -- if hig father and mother
guarrcl continually -- and 1f they seem to do stronge
things that the poor Iittle youngster's mind con't
understand -~ well, of course it reflects in his
schoolwork, ‘

Of course, we don't have any problems here, do we,
Alexander?

No, Mom -~ we don't,

Well, I -~ I hope you're right.,.0h, Mr. Bumsteod,

I don't belnove I know what you do? mg Bumsrend !

‘\l‘x*rnh wink e :
DAGWOOD: ? excuse me -~ I was thinking about something

BLONDIE:

FP \l I l...t..J :
DLONDIR:

FRIS3EE:
DAGWOOD:
FRISBEL:
HLEXANDER

DAGWOOD:
FRISBER:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

else, L et QJ?F:m];Mi chm‘\im.q

Mr. Bumstead works for the J.C. Dithers Construction
Conpany . ‘

I had an idea he was some kind of o scientist.
teed | L

h, you must be thinking of Mm¢éﬁdm&t@ad%ﬁ

I8 w\\emed - Dlewdie !,
1nvcntlonsﬁ He's crazy about inventing things.

Really?
SciantistQ

Crazy about inventing things...I sce,

(LAUGHS) Yesh, I have my mad loments .

So I've heard.,.I mean, Indeed? L
Hey, Pop ~- I know what you lefu downaﬁa&rs (/It wasx
that lighted candle. E%%Wmdown on the bench In the
collort Dequed: U {‘“j\'“~-\\

(YRLLS) Holy smoke! (X anmw Wiy, ¥ s bee, !

Oh, good peavenu.m- you startlied mel

£€SPT ¥SP1IS

Dagwood, what's wrong? .
(FRANTICALLY) Bilondie, I've got to go down to the

cellar! IExcuse me!
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"BLONDIE"
10 26[42

-13-

Now wai$wamminuteam~woa&mwdewnywnegwaodu Nouvgtapuhorss
Is he throwing one of his fits?

Oh, dear!

(FIRECRACKER GOES OFF

IN CELIAR)

e

1 knew 1ti

It's too latel

(MORE FIRECRACKERS GO

It's too latel

OFF )

Alexander -- come with me quickl

No, I've got to stayl

Then I'm going to save myself before the whole house

blows upl

Goodbye!

(DOOR OPENS)

Miss Frishee...!
(DOOR  SLANMS)

(THE FIRECRACKERS HAVE STOPPED BY NOW)

lell, that's where I left the cendle -- right next to

those firecrackers,

Goe, Miss Frisbee tore out of here in a hurry.

I should say sol...Dagwood == I don't like to say this,

but I'm afreid that Miss Frisbee is -- well, not very

stable.

“ be teaching Alexander!

1111 say she isn'tl

She's crazy!

( F)R@,Qﬂﬁkﬂ{éﬂ$)

wua e g Qqa)&x

I'w not at all sure she's a good person to

PSPT ¥SPIS
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"BLONDIE" -14-
10/26/42

(CHUCKLES) That nay be your opinion of Miss Frisbes,

Degwocd, but what do you suppose her opinion of you is?

ind what do yau suppose she thinks about Alexander's
home life? And what will she do sbout it? Well, we'll
find out in a moment.

Say, Dagwood])

Yes, Mr, Wilcox?

Lot's suppose you're a Cold Jug and you've Just hooked
your static line and are taking a Geronimo with the
urbrells --

Gosh -~ am I?

Yes, #nd once you've blossomed you figure you've got

to draw down the gores with the simoud lines and
side~slip, Vhere are you headed?

I den't even know where I've beenl

In paratrooper Ilingo, you've just made a junp -- and

I can tell you that learning this perachute double talk
is the simplest of all the many things an umbrella
soldier's called on to do. And whetner you're bouncing
out of the back door of arconmmndo plane, or whether
your job's to make the 'chutes, you want to get the
most out of your off-duty moments, Now lelen Lynch,
for instance, works at the Pionecr Farachute Company,
making some of the 'chutes used by our paratroopers.
And when her shift is over, Miss Lynch Ilkes to light
up & Camel., She's gsaid, QUOTE -~

SGPT PSPIS




"RIONDIE!  -15-
10/26/42

LYNCH VOICE: vackage after package, Camels never tire my taste or
wear out their welcome, They have such a rich, full
fiavor, and they're so easy On Iy throat.

WILCOX: UNQUOTE -—‘Yes, and in pll the services, it's Cemell
Actual sales records in Post Exchanges and Canteens
show that with men in the Army, the Navy, the Marine
Corps and the Coast Guard, Camel is the favorite.

Try Camels Jourself for steady pleasure. You'll and
that the rich, full Camel flavor holds up, pack after
pack, won't go wishy-washy and flat. Cenels are
mild and cooler-smoking, too, because they're

slow-burning. The reason 1s costlier tobaccos, b}ended

expertly and metchlessly, as Camel lns lenrned how to
blend after long years of experience. Let your throat
and your taste decidel Get a pack of Camels tonightl
ind remenberd The Army Post Office says to mall
overseas Christnos presents during October. Send that
fellow hig Christmos carton of Camels -- tomorrowl
| 15T
MUSICs

96¥%1T PSPTIS
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"BLONDIE"
10/26/42

Well, 1t's the next morning, end Miss Irisbee is
reporting to the school principal, Mr, Henderson...
And then Mr. Bumstead started screaming, "It's too
late -- 1t's too lotel" and it couldn't have been much
later than elght thirty...Oh, Mr, Henderson -- 1t wos
awful. |

Now cglm yourself, Miss Frlsbee. You're vpset,

I know.

Tell me =- dld he froth at the mouth?

I think he did, but I'm not sure, Then the explosions
started. Mr. Bumstead wos Jjunping around the room
l1ike a maniac, |

That's bad,

I didn't woste any time, Mr. Henderson, I scra =--

I got right out.

L1711 mve to look 1Into this, myself,

I do wish you would,

Oh == how Qid Tittle Alexander take all thisg? I presune
the child was terrified.

No, that's what frightened me so much. He actually
seewad Lo cnjoy ;t.

Poor boy. By now he probably doesa't even understand '
what o hoppy, peaceful home 1ife would be like. Yes,

1 must do something for that poor unfortunate child.
Yes -~ 1t's ny duty to the commnity.

[ 3

LY

LSPT PSPIS

(DOOR OPENS, o o AND CLOSES)
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(CALLS) Bloooooondie! Oh, Bloooooondie. I'u home
from the officel

(IS CRYING IN THE NEXT ROOM)

Gee, that sounds like Blondle crying. (CALLS) Where
are you, honey?

(OFF) I'm in here.

Gosh, Blondie -- what's the matter?

Oh, I've had & horrible day.

Hns Cookle been pulling the lamps off the tables again?
(THROUGH TFARS) Mo, it isn't that.

Then what is 1t?

They're gossiping obout me at the Women's Club.

Holy smoke. | ‘ 5

They were all whispéring in the room, and when I walked
in, they stopped.

What were they saying about you? _

That's the awful part of it -- I don't know! (FRESH
THARS)

Would you like my handkerchief, Blondie?

Thank you, dear. I've used up both of mine. ( SNIFFLIS)
You know, Mrs. Henderson, the wife ¢l the school
principal? )

Is she the old gal who looks like a wrestler?
Yes., She snubbed me!

Snubbed youl

Yes., I seid, "Hello, Sylvia," to her and

8S8¥T PePIS

she said -~ she said --

She s0id -- 7
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"RIONDIE" «18-
10/25/42

She said, "How do you do, Mrs. Bumstead." (MORE TEARS)

 Leagtered,
e fellows on the bus this

Come to think of it, ©
morning were giving me some very fishy looks.
They were? )

Yeah, DBut I thought they were just estimting my
chences with the droft.

I wish I knew what was going on.

(DOOR CPENS AND CLOSES OFF)

(OFF) I'm home!

We're in here, Alexander,
(T.oW)
(L.ow)

(COMING UP) Well, I've been talking with Miss Frisbee.

Do I look awful, Dagwood?

No, Blendie -- you lLook all right,

That crazy women egain?

that did she have to say this time?

Vell, nowy-dinatead. of-tvesting me to-bansna-spiiterand:
fudpe-sundees, she's started giving we vitomin pills,
Oh, for heaven's sokes!

she's a menace to the entire school systeml You'd
think we didn't feed youl

Thot's what she thinks, tco.

6SP1 ¥S¥TIS

The idea -~ vitamin pills!
But that's not oll, Mom. Then she gol very mysterious...
There's something wrong with that woman,

And she told me that if everything worked out 2ll right,

she'd like to adcpt me.

BLONDIE AND DiGWOOD:  What?!

I don't want to be adopted,
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- 194.

And you're not going to bel

Miss Frisbee thinks I am. As soon as they take mo
me awsy Irom you.

I'd Like to see anyone tryl

Dagwood, we've got to do something about Alexander's

teacher, It's our duty to our community! |,

JG

(RATTLING OF POTS AND PANS, .. SPLASHING CF WATER)

Be sure the dishes ere good and dry before you put
then away, Dagwood. .
T'mbeing very careful to see that -- whoopsl

(CRASH OF DISH)

Tf you mist drop dishes, I wish you'd drop them in
Wkt
the basket.
Vi ‘
J couldn't help it. The dish towels are slippery
tonight,
Uh~hunh. . .And after we pick up the pieces in here,
we've got some picking up to do in the living room,
Cook’e's been busy.
Yoth those pottery ash trays?
Yes, and she also got hold of the curtains and yanked
‘herd enough to pull the curtain holders out of the
plester. Three of the curtains ere just dangling frou

wme side, It looks pretty.

DAGYOEDE - ~wedgady e b ptgoquizbe oy hmby TEN T theres

CORA-BH-FROMTIV TR RO
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BLOMBETE s S Bl oki@r b oot bing oo mone ~ofaeahiines

DAGVIO0D: Isn't Alexander supposed to behwatching her?

HLONDIE: Yeg, but apparently he's just watching...We better
take them both upstairs. TI'Il glve Alexander this
bageball bat he left out here and have him put it away.

ALEXANDAER:  (OFPF..,INSIDE LIVING ROOM) TLook out, Cookie. Look out!

(ANOTHER CRASH FROM LIVING ROOM)

ALEXANDER:  (STARTS TO CRY) |

DLONDLT: Oh, what can it be now! Come on, dear.

(DOOR OPENS3)

ALEANDER:  (COME UP CRYING)

COCKIH: (CRYING, T00)

DAGUWOOL Vinat goes on nere?

BLOTDI s
ALTXANDER
BLONDIE:

SLONDIE:
DAGVIOOD:
BLONDI s

HENDIER SON
DAGVOCD:
HENDER 30N

Oh, that new bridge lamp of minel
(CRYTiG) she hit wel

Look at this room! It's a sightl,.Why didn't you stop
her, Alexander?

She wouldn't pay any attention to nel

(DOOR BELL RINGS)

Now who could that be?!

111 gat 1T,

Now fAlexander, stop your cry;ng. You're not hurt,
And you, too, Cookie. Look what you've done to this
room, How in the world did you get it into such 2
116557 . + o (FADING )

(DOCR OPENS ON)

—

liow do you do? Are you Mr, Bumstead?

19PT ¥SP1IS

Yes, but I'm very busy now. Goodbye.

I'm Mr, Henderson ==
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I'm still busy.

-~ The principal of your son's school.
Hanh? Oh, come right in, Mr, Henderson.
Thank you. |

(DOOR CLOSES)
(ARE CRYING AGAIN)

We've been having a llttle trouble,

Mr, Bumstead, I wanted to talk to you about --
Great Scott! What's happened in here?

Ohi, it's nothing unusual. .
There's been a fight in herel A brawll_
Oh, Diondie...Blondie, this 1s Mr. Henderson,mgﬁ%yezumwfi

[}

principal of Alexander's school...And this is our

Nothing unusual?

deughter, Cookie.
How do you do, Mrs. Bumstead,

Oh, dear,..How do you do, We've just been.—mjbsqtbtn(i(hﬁfm
Hello, Alexander -- what's wrong? What happened to you?
She hit nel

What? She hit you?

Yes -- she hit me.

With that baseball bat?!

how could you do such a thing? How could you, a mother,

(PAUSE) Mrs. Bumstead,

peat your child with a baseball bat?

But -- but I didn't beat him with this.

Then whot did you beat him with? That bridge Lemp?

Now cee heve, Mr, Henderson, you can't come walking into
my house and talk to me Iike that! I don't care whether

you'lre the principal of the school,hthe superintendent,

or the whole Board of Bducation, I won't stend for iti
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You've got a lot of nerve, insinuating

-PDe

Neither will I!

that my wife beats Alexander with that ball bat)

I heard the child sgy so with wy own ears!

No, I didn'tl

Now he's afraid to admit it!..I don't bellicve tihis

child is Iiving in the right atwosphere end I --

That's enough, Mr. Henderson! I won't listen to any

wore! You can get right out of my housel

Come on, Henderson -- we'll seutle this out in the
“u&ﬂhw No one can talk to my wife that way! Come on --

get outd

1'11 be glad to! I've seen enough of the conditions

in this housel

We've seen enough of youl! Get outside and put

up.yourhdukesl

Now Dagwood -~ don't!

Let go of mwe! Blondlel TI'1l tear him to shreds! I'm

going to knock him back into kindergarten: Let go of me!

No, I won’t!u.ﬁ&géggﬁgy Mr. Hendersocnl

Goodbyo!

(DOOR _OPENS AND SLAMS)

Wow!
Wellll Ve arc going to have a long talk with the

superintendent of schools tomorrow!

S) \-l 1 (f‘,'\’”
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(PADING IN) And she stood there denying it, with the

baseball bat in her hands, This is a matter for you,

as superintendent of schools, to handle.

Wr, Henderson is right, Mr. Pringle. I have the

paper that little Alexander wrote right with me, and -~
(PHONZ RINGS.., PICK UP PHONE)

Yos?..e5end them right in, Milss Gray.
(HANGS UP)

The Bumsteads are coming right in,
They dare to come here?

(DOOR OPENS)

Apparently...Come in, Mr, end Mrs. Bumstead =-- and I
presume this 1s Alexanders

Hello, Mr, Pringle...Hello, Miss Frisbee.

You poor child,

Mr. Pringle, we'd like to talk to you in private.

Ve certainly would, end don't try to stare me down,

Mr. Honderson! . ‘

Al == T thouéht if we all got together, we might be
able to straighten this out.

The first thing that needs straightening out l1s

Mr. Ienderson.

NVrs., Bumstead, I -- . .

You had no business dropping in the way you did without
even calling up first..Mr. Pringle, my I1lttle Caughter
had Jjust pulled a bridge lanp over and hit Alexander
with it, end Mr. Henderson stalked in Iike an )
avenging angel and asccused me of hitting Alexander with

8 baseball bat.

v9PT PSPIS
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Well, Mr, Henderson?
(COUGHS) Tp ~-- uh -=- weil == uh == 1t Jooked to me
as though --

No opinions, Mr. Henderson. Facts, 1f you please,
Yeah -~ facts, if you please.

T was only investigating on Miss Frisbee's suggestion.
Miss Frisbee? .

I wmnde the suggestion on the basis of what I read
inlth;s paper that Alexan@er wrote for we.

I knew this would end up with ne.

May we see the paper?

I don't know whether we should let them, Mr. Pringle,
It's quite an.ipdictment of the child's home life,

Oh, I think 1t wlll be all right.

Very well,

(RATTLE OF PAPTR)

Tha’ Tooks like the paper I wrote that evening when
you said I'd have to do my lessons myself.

Ve'll both read this, Can you see, Degwood?
Yeal,

(READS)  "Listening to my father and vother. 'Do that

AR
' ,}N\ kse U_JJ o
work yourself or I'1L get out wmy AL i ®ubadde, !

ny fother a5id. "
Vhat?

Alexander!

I was jokingl
Sure, POp.

Oh. .. 'nothing to eat for three duysi...s

Alexander Bumstead!

S9%T PST1IS
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That's what Pop said, I didn't say it really happened.

Look, Dilonile -- look. EHa's got you saying you'd never

been 30 UNIBPRY.

"7 didn't say any such thingl

Yeah -~ I think you were talking about o hat that got
away Irom you,

OhessWell, maybe, )

And he's got me saying I thought you were crazy!
And he's got me saying you were a mad sclentistivee
fnd ~-~ oh -~ ol -~ the things in here! We moy have
said them, but we certainly didn't wmeon them.

Vie've been framed by our own sonl

You see?

Noturally we were concerned about the poor child's
howe Iife. ,

Alexender, this is the most -~ where is Alexander?

(DOOR CLO3ES SOFTLY OFF)

I think he just tiptoed out.
Anlexander!

(DOOR OPENS)

Alexander!

Alexander Bumstead!

\\utu(i\,‘l:gw(t.‘f: 1 \U()udeﬁ“ \L\h‘q@ 1 @(Ll"é‘. qé‘f B e l:ﬁ’& l\bf@&q»u!-kidn .

MURTC:

f’_’j /l ' (\G

(DOOE OPENS. . .AND CLOSES OFF)
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Tha L.sounda-1ike-Adexand B
(CALLS) Is that you, Alexander?
Yep -- L'm home.
Aren't you a little late
Yes, Pop. I had to stay after school.
Oh, dear. Miss Frisbee”
Yos, lion,
Oh, ny goshesse ) .
But this time it was for throwing paper wads, T. $eied éna

WX TS T, teeR
(STos) et b ok

i guess everything's back to
normal egain,

and I've got to write enother paper,

about what? § )

Miss Frisbee said she didn't care what it wes about,
as' long as it had nothing to do with my father and
mothar !(J’\I ”’ e >
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Well, Iots of problems face Dagwood next week when
he tries to fix the Bumstead's home up for the winter.

There are plenty of laughs in store for you. So don't

forget to Iisten in next week et this same time when

.

"Biondie Supervises Repairs?“gjf%‘&éh |
Blondle, have you noticed that more w&men are sﬂoking
Camels these days? |
Yos, I hove, Mr., Wilcox, and I think itis because wonen

want a clgarette with more flavor, one that won't

go to tasting ﬁlat af'ter the first few puffs. And
Camels are go wonderfully miid, tool

You're right, Blondie! Go on folks! Get a pack of
Comels tgnightl;ﬁ@g;gclﬁ

Dagwood was playéd 5y Arthur Lake; Blondie ig being
played by Florence Iake during Penny Singlétonﬁs absence,
Miss Singleton will be back with us soon.

Musical interiudes are composed and conducted by
William Artzt, Be sure to follow "Blondie," America's
leading comic strip, in your Iocal newspaper. Tomorrow
Blondle meets up with a new kind of door to door
salesmens You'll find the comic strip entertaining
every doy 1ln the week, Remember, Cemel brings you
three great radio shows each week. Monday nlght,

of course, it's "Blondie," Thursday night Abbott and
Costello; and Friday night the Camel CJCaravan with
larmy Ross, Herb Shriner, Xavier Cugat end "our Town,"

Be sure to check your local newspeper for times and

g9%1 HSPTS

station, )% 5§

(UP AND OUT)
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(TRUMPET: "THE CAMPBELLS ARE COMING"l
! | .‘ 090

WILCOX: And now for the Ilatest news about the ééﬁéi Caravans =--
those great traveling shows that ave entertaining the
men in canmps,
Fourteen camps will see per?ormances of the Canel |
Ceravans during the coming week, including Caip Stewart,
Georgia; Camp San Luls Obispo, California; and Stoney
Field, Charieston, South Cerolina.
Best wishes, Camel Carevan., May your audlences have
a grand time.;
This is Herlow Wilcox speaking for the makers of Camel
Clgarettes. | .
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Say, Mister Pipe-Smoker, just Iook at the blue
government stamp on the top of your present brand

of suoking tobacco and see how many ounces you're

getting! Compare it with the big blue two and a gusrter-

ounce packape of George Washington, snd remember that

Georgg Washington costs only one“dime. It's mild,
mellow, and tasty, too, right down through the last
puff at the bottom of the bowl. Get a big blue
package of George Washington Smoking Tobacco tomorrow!

It's America's biggest value in smoking pleasurel
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