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WITCOX: Al -~ ah &ah -~ Don't touch that dial -~ Listen to
"Biondie".,.presented by Camel,,.the cigarette that's

first in the service,

MUSIC: ( THRME)
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WILCOX:

"BLONDIE" -2-
11/9/42

Know a msn just to say "hello" to, end he may fool you.
Soend ¢ few ponths with him, in an Army tent, say, end

you'1l roally find whether he wears well, whother he has

character, or just "front." We invite you to glve
Camels thet same kind of close partnerghip test, pack
after pack, day in and day out. IG'IL tell you about
Camel choracter, show you why thousands have smoked
Camels, and only Camels, for ten, fifteen, and twenty
years, The asnswer is in your T-Zone -- "T' for taste
and "T" for throat. Your taste will tell you that

/)(»JPS
Camels have more flavor, and it's extra flavor -ELhab-

makop Cemels wear well, hold up pack after pack, keeps
them from going flat. And your throat 1ls the world's

best judge of mildness. You'll find that Cemels are

mi Idewy because they're slow-burning and coolsas-smoking --

the recult of expert blending of costlier tobaccos.

Remenber, you're the one who's doing your smoklingl
Get o pack of Cemels tonight! Let your throat and

your teste decidel
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BLONDIE:
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"BLONDIE" -%~
_11/9/h2

And now for our weekly visit with the Bumsteads of
thady Lane Avenue., You renenber last week Blondle and
Dagwood were rescued off their roof by the fire
department, and to show thelr gratitude, they bought
two tickets to the annual Firemen's Ball, This morning

. they're lgoking at the tickets at the bréakfast tablGeese
Well, Degwood, tonlght's the night, all right.

Yeah, and tomorrow at this same tlme will be the morning
after. | ‘
You know, I think 1t'1l be funs It's a good band, too.
"Biily Artz and his Muslcal Upstarts.”

I never heard of thems

That's because we never go dancing any mores I don't
know how long 1t's been but 1t seems to me that the last
time we went dancing the most popular plece was "Yes,

We Heve No Bananasi"

o Ahwr T et be o it
Well, we're going to the dance tonight.

I hate to go
alone, though.

Alone? You're taking me, I hope.

I mean, I wish we had someone to go with us. I don't
know nmany firemen. o

Well, neither do I. I don't know whet Euily Post says
about inviting your employer and his wife to go to @
dance with you, but QOW'about Mr, and Mrs. Dithers?

I know Cora Dithers would'love it. |

Mr, Dithers wouldn't. te'd wever. buy A tieret

Well, then.n? why don't you call up the Fire Chief and
tip him off to drop in and sell Mr. Dithers a couple of

tickets.
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"BLONDIE" -}~
11/9/42

Hey, that might work,

It certainly. wouldn't hurt to try. -

I ought to glve the Fire Chief an excuse for dropping in.
Maybe I ought to start & flre at the office.

No, desx, ‘

Just a small fire -- in a wastebasket?

No, dear,

Well, 1t was just a thought. I'll go in and talk about

the Firemen's Ball to J,C. this morning.

And another thing, Dagwbgd ~- you and I ought to go over
to Sheridan Clty tomorrow and see Henry Martin, He has
that housing project around the Sheridan City war plants,
and I think we could do some subcontracting for him.
Okey, J+C. (HUMS A TUNE TO HIMSELF)

Bumsteadl

Henh?

Stop waltzing around my oftf'lcel,.And stop thot hunming!
gr -- J+C., wouldn't you Iike to dance?

If you mean with you, no!

I didn't mean that. I was thinking about the Firemen's
Ball tonight. Blondie and I are going.

Bumstead, you Iinsult mel..Wild horses couldn't drag me
to that rat racel

But J.Cs, 1t'I1l be lots of fun. Dancing is good

exercise, too.
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Taqieeed |

CHIEF:

"L Queses A

DITHERS:
CHTEEs
DITIIERS:
CHIEF:
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"BLONDIE" -5«
11/9/42

Not for me -- I~dontt-dance-that-weyyrWhen-i-want
e#ereissy bl bl g0 1o L1oraka bingv
I can't uvnderstand why they didn't sell you & couple of
tickets,

wilson

When #he Fire Chief called on

That's easily explained. A

me last week, I hid under my desk.
(1NOCK ON DOCR)

Come in.,

(DOOR OPENS)

Good morning, Mr, Dithers.

Er -- hello, Chief Wilson.,

Hello, Mr. Bumstead.

fr -- hello. 4 '

I'm sorry I missed you when you called last week,

Oh, that's all right, Mr, Dithers, I knew 1f I came
around Iater that you'd be delighted to buy a couple

of tickets to the Flremen's Ball,

Oh, yes - I'd -~ be -~ delighted,

fiad'Gi Sotead Youidt comes

ot

Mr, Dithers, you're not going to dlsappoint us, are you?
Well, you see -- N _

If your house caught on fire, you wouldn't want the fire
deportment to disappolnt you, would you?

On second thought, I guess I can wake 1t...Is this right
for the tickets? |

Yes -~ thank you.

It's a pleasure.
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DAGWOOD:

Goodbye, and thank you again.
Not at sll.
(DOCR CLOSES)

Goodbye.

Goodbye.
Two tickets to the Firemen's Ball,
How about going with Blondie and me, J.C.?

I've been blitzed!
Oh, all right. Misery loves company,..But Bumstead, if
I thought you had enything to do with this --

J.C. =~ what a thing to accuse me of?

(DOOR OPENS)

Excuse ne...I just came back to say thanks for the tip,
Mr, Bumstead.,
Toooooookhs.

(DOOR CLOSES)

P e W - v

DITHER 3 Bumstead!
MUSIC: (MODULATES TO DANCE MUSIC OFF)
CHIEFR: (COMING UP) Tickets, please...Well, welll Hello, folks.
It's nice to see you heref '
(AD LIBS OF "HELLO, CHIEF",.,"GOOD EVENING",..EIC.)
CHIEE: Well, I never thought I'd see'you here, Mr, Dithers.,
DITHERS: Nelther did Ii
CORA: We decided we'd drog him here ~; dead or alive.
CHIEF: Which is he?
\§9§ﬁﬂ“; fkflcffff better after the first dance,
CHIEF: (FADING) Well, have a good time. .
BLONDI k3 Listen to that muslc! It sounds wonderfull
MUSIC {covms T0 A STOP)

~—
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"BLONDIE"

...7..
11/9/42

DAGWOOD: What music?
( SLIGHT HUM OF CONVERSATION OFF)

BLONDIE: Oh, dear -~ it just stopped.

CORA: Look, Blondie -- there's Angela Clendenning. I never
guéssed she'd be here,

BLONDIE: Neilther did Ii

DAGWOOD: Neither did I. Who is she?

BLONDIE: She's that widow who has the blg house on

“dogieecdt BE‘,JC»K; i?undu /:x;/:?ﬁue

CORA: I wonder who that is with her?

BLONDIX: He's handsome, isn't he?

CORA Yes, and he has simply gorgeous hair,

BLONDIE:  And such a firm, forccful Iooking chin.

Daqueeed 4o thar his ehin ?

CORA's And such a distinguished looking profile! (SIGHS) My,
he's wonderful, isn't he?

DITHER Ss Oh, stop ‘throwing us on the scrop pllel

MUSIC: ( STARTS UP OFF)

BLONDIE: Well, shall we dance, Dagwood?

CORA Julius?

DITHERS: Dapwood -~ there's Henry Mertin from Sheridan City
over there,

DAGWOOD: ngiﬁan( % bigbfﬁg ,hﬁeee tomorrow?

DITHERS: We're golng to see him right now...Excuse us, girisl
Come on, Dagwoodl

BLONDIE: Dagwood Bumsteadl

CORL s Juliusi ‘Juiiusl...(FADES)
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DITHER 32
MARTUN:

DITHER 3¢
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DITIER 33

MARTIN:
DITHER 3:

MARTIN s
DAGWOOD:
MARTING

DITHHER 32
MARTIN:

DAGWOOD:
MARTIIN:
DITHER3:

M/RTING

DITHERS:

b7
(CALLS) Oh, Mr. Martin...!
(COMING UP) (VICTOR MOORE TYPE) Oh, hello there,
Mr¢ -- uh == Mr, -~ ?
Dithers. J.C. Dithers of the J,C. Dithers Construction
Company.

Oh, yes, Mr., Dithers.

Th;s is ny assistant, Mr. Bumnstend,

How do yéu do?

Mr. Martin, I wanted to talk‘to you for a moment about
the possibliity of doing subcontracting for you on your
Sheridan City housing project. I've got pleuty of
equipment thot -- .

Mr. Dithers, I don't wont to talk business now,

Did you happen to notice the man who's here with

Mrs. Clendenning?

The man with the hailr?

Yeses Ah, how I'é Iove to run my fingers tlhrough it --
and yank! |
Who is he?

1 don't know, but Mrs. Clendenning and I have been

and now =-

hanh?

cngoaged for two years,
You get the brush-off, .
Yeal, that's it. I've done everything ~- I've written
to her, I've sent her flowers and candy. I've even
teken scalp treatments.

But it didn't do any good?;hmqtﬁbrd;
Well, I grew a 1ittle fuzz...But you can see right
through i€, N

Ig == uh ~~ 1 that your ring she's wearing?
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MARTIN:

"BLONDIE" -Q~
11/9/42

No. I don't know what happened to the ring I gave her.

DAGWOOD: It's probably in the safe deposlt box,

DITHFR S: Bumsteadl

DAGWOOD:: Ouchl

DITHERS:  Don't be so gloomy. .

MARTIN: Now you can understend wly I'ia disturbed, My f'iancee
with that halr tonlc ad...I'm going over and see 1f
she'1l speak to me. Goodbye,

(AD LIB GOODBYES)

DAGWOOD: Boy -~ he's got it badl )

DITHERS: Henry Martin, the tough, two~fisted contractor of
Sheridan City, reduced to & qulvering, Iove-sick pulpl...
Ah; these women., .

DAGVWOOD: Incidentally, where are our women? I don't see them

" anywhere.

DIiTHER S They ren off on usl../ fine thingl

DAGWOOD: I'11 never be able to understand women.

MUSIC: (UPp A LITTLE)

DITHERS: Look! There's Blon@iel

BLONDIE:  (OFF) Yothoo? Dagwood }

DiAGWOOD: She's dancing with a firemenl...Blondie!

DITHER 3: Good grief -~ so 1s Coya!

COR/: s (OFF) Hello, wali-flowerl

DITHERS:  Corrrrrrral

DALGWOOD: Blooooondiel

MUSIC: (FADES OUT)

(vLUSE)
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"BLONDIR" =10~
11/9/42

Well, Mr, Smith, dic you give Mrs., Clendenning this
lovely ring?
(A DRIP) Just a Iittle token of my affection, (LITTLE
BUT IRRITATING LAUGH)

k2
Oh, Clsude, you're so sweet. (EMBARRASSED LAUGIH)

T(illéénfoggef\;éu” %;vo really engaged, Angela?

Well, I wouldn't sévy WE WEYCoo e

Oheeers -

But I wouldn't say we weren'teees

Don't you think we ought to tell them, darling?
N-n-no, let's not,

Oh, go ahcad.

Yes, dear --; do.

Oh, I feel so sllly.

That's part of it.

Vlell, Claude and I -~

(COMING UPus PITIFULLY) Angela...

Ohie» o Oh, hello, Henry,

Angela, may I talk to you a moment?

Mrs. Dithers -- Mrs, Bufnstead -~ Mr, Martin.

(AD LIB "HOW DO YOU DOS")

And Mr, Smith, Mr. Martin.
(LOFTILY) How do you do?

The same to you...Angela, may I talk to you a moment?
Why, yes -- go right eshead, Henry,

In private,

Now, Henry -~ please, If you have anything to tell me,

you cen tell me here,
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-1

ALl right. I want to know why you're running around
with this drip.

I beg your pardon!

You ought tol

Why, Henry -= 1

Cora, maybe we'd better be running along.

No, let's stay and watch the fun.,
He's not your type, Angela. He's the kind of a guy
who'd wesr a zoot sultl!

Henry, I'1l hsve to ask you to Ieave, .
ALl right, Angelsa...He probably brushes his hair two
hundred strokes each night...le's a glgolo....(FADING)
I'm sorry he bothered you ladles. I could have handled
him myself, but I didn't want to creste &n unpleasant
scene.

You were a perfect gentleman, Claude,

I'm a guiet men, but I'm dangerous when aroused,

(OFF) Coral

(OFF') Blondie!l .

Oh, Cora =-- they're wéaring firemen's sults! Hats,
coats, boots end everythingl

How hideousl

Dagwood, what are you.dolng in that outfit?

They've got a fire truck outside &nd for & dollar you
cen have your picture taken in a fireman's suit.

Ve thought you might Iike to see us break the camera.

And doa't think that's not possible, either.
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11/9/42

Ch -- excuse me -- Mrs, Clendemning, this 1s

—_—s

Mr, Bumstead -~ and Mr, Dithers.
(AD LIB "How DQ YOU Dogs")

And Mr. Smith -~ Mr. Bumstead and Mr, Dithers.
(AD LIB'"HOW DO YOU D0S")

Mr. Smith, I've been wondering ~- what do you put on
your hinlr?

Nothing at all. A good stiff brdsh, and theee hundred
strokes at night, each way.

Dont!'t you think it's lovely, Julius?

Yes -- heavenlyl

We were just looking at Mrs. Clendenning's engagement
ring.

Oh, mey I seec 1t?

of course, NMpr,., Dithers - I'11 take it off for JoUsees
Here you sre.

(WIISTLES)
Just 2 Iittle token of ny affection.

A 1lttle token, eh? 1'd hate to gét hit on the head

What 2 rockl

with it,

May I sce it?...Thenks., Gee, 1t's big, Isn't it?

Frue
I thinir it's ene-aend-e-ohipd carats.
That ain't vegetsbles! OAQQTstVeq@raLM&. qev il
Hewo Arokul,
( SOUND OF FIRX BELL RINGING OFF)

What's that?

It sounds 1ike o firel

(BIG PIRE TRUCK STARTS UP OFF) ’
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"BLONDIE"
11/9/42

They're starting the fire truck up! Come on, Dagwood --

duty calls us!

(CROWD MURMURING UP,.."A FIRE}",.."THERE'S A FIRE

-1%

SOMEWHEREL ")

So long, Blondie ~- we'll put it out and be back in &

f1lashl
My ring! Mr. Bumstead!

Oh, yeah -- here you are, Mrs. Clendenning!

Look out ~~ be careful of 1t!
Goodbyel

(wirrzz)
My ringl! Where's my ring!
Havad't you got 1t?
Didn't he give 1t to you, Angela?
Nol
I don't see it on the floorl!

(COMING UP) Angela -~ what's happened!

My ring's gone! And Mr. Bumstead had 1t

Iastl

(APPLAUSE)
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WITCOX:
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WILCOX:

WILCOX:

GRAY VOICE:

"BLONDIE" =14~
11/9/42

Well, what happened to that ring? Did Dagwood give it
back to Mrs. Clendennlng or didn't he? We'll see in
a moment, when we return to the Firenen's Bell,
Ch, say, Blondlel
Yes, Mr. Wilcoxl _
Have you noticed there ere fewer nylon stockings at
the store? )
I should say! Lots gf women are using llsle mesh, or
rayon, or cotton, now.
I'11 tell you how it all started,

(SOUND: FADE IN PLANE MOTOR)

Two thousend feet up, a plane clrcles a landing field,
Crouched &l the open cabin door is a young woman, and

strapped on her back is a parachute mede of nylon, the
first one ever used on a "live" parachute jump.

I puess it's time to go downstairs! Here goesl

MUSIC: ( GIARP CHORD TAKES AWAY PLANE ENGINE)
WILCOX:

A few minutes later, Adeline Gray 1s safe on the ground,
first human to trust her 1ife to thls nylon 'chute, An
experienced parachute rigger herself, Mlss Gray Iikes
to make her own "live' ﬁests. With cigarettes, too,

she trusts only the judgment of her own taste and her

own throat. She's said,OUOTHE: -~
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"BLONDIE"  -15-
11/9/42
(REVISED)

GRAY VOICE: I always smoke Camelsl Have for ycarse The flavor is

WILCOX:

l'(‘Up\

just the way I like it, round, rich and full. No matter how
often 1 smoke, they never tire my taste or get my throat.
UNQUOTE., 4And with men in the scrvice, Camels arc the
favorite, too, according to actual sales records in the
stores where men of the Army, Navy, Marine Corps, and

Coast Guard buy their cigarettes. Try Camels yoursclf for
stcady pleasure., You'll like the way Camel's extra flavor
helps them hold up, pack after pack. No matter how much or
how little you smokec. Camels are milder, too, bccause
they're slow-burning and cooler-smoking. One of the reasons

is costliecr tobaccos, blended in the machtless way that Camel

has pnerfected during long years of ¢xperience. Remember,
you're the one who's doing your smokingl Let your throat fwd
taste dccidel Get a pack of Camels tonightl 4And send a
carton to that fellow in the service.

Before we continue with the second act ofk”Blondie” let us
remind you that Camel presents four greagfggg%s each weeko
Thursday its Abbott and Costello. Fridays -- The Camel
Caravan. Saturdays -- Bob Hawk in "Thanks to the Yanks"

and Mondays it's "Blondie."
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DAGWOOD

CHIER:

DAGWOQD:

"BLONDIE" ~16-

_ 11/9/42
It's twenty minutes later, end the fire truck has just
returned. Filre Chief Wilson is waiting, when Dagwood
and Mr, Dithers, still clad in the firemen's suits,
hop off the truck.

(FIRE TRUCK ENGINE,,.,STOPS)

Don't worry about e thing, Chief -- we put the fire out,
Too bad we had to rush of f without you.

What was 1t? .

L fence caught fire and a couple of kids were roasting
weenies. over 1it,
They were good, too. Yum-yuml

Where ¢id you get these outflts?

You know -~ we were going to have our pictures teken on
the truck. But when the alarm went off, we seen our
duty and we dood 1t. .

You've both got your helmets on beckwards...Ilt's
disgreceful,

I thought it seemed slliy when the visor kept falling

over My nose...One of these boots is uncomiortable, toO.

It's hurting my foot. I'm going to take it off.
Just a minute, Mr. Bumstead -- something rather
unpleasant has happened. Mrs, Clendenning can't find

her ring. She's afrald 1t wes stolen, That's what
I wented to see you about.

Oh,.you want my help as a detectlve?
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DITIER S:
DAGWOCD:

CHITF:
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DAGWOOD:
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CHIEF:

Mrs. Clendenning.

"BLONDIE"
11/9/42

You're one of the suspects.

-17~

Not exactly.
Tooooooh! N
That's goodl Bumstead, the siick jewel thief, (LAUGHS)
Go ahead and laugh, Mr, Dithers -~ you're under
suspicion yourself!

Whatl

s et b

But I gave Mrs. Clendenning the ring back! I can
prove 1tl

Have you got a receipt?...Have you?

No, but I'm innocent!

I have my doubts, but we'll see about that latérl
Both of’ you follow me,..On second thgught, I'11
follow you -~ and don't try to get away!

(PAUSE) 5

And then when the fire alerm went off, Chief Wiison,
Mr, Bumstead started to run away. I asked him for my
ring, and he turned around, poked something at my open
hand, and ran,

I put the ring in her hond, Chief,

1t wasn't there at alll

I'm sure Dagwood wouldn't steal your ring,

He wouldn't think of such a thing!
4Lt least, not seriously.

No, Bumstead, is not a hardened criminal,

What kind of a criminal is he?

Julius, you'd be more help if you just kept quiet.
Yeah, J.C, -- stay off my side,

Well, Mr. Bumstead, Mr. Dithers, Mr. Martin, and

Mr, Smith -~ I'm afraid you'll all have to be frisked.
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MARTIN 3

MITH:
MARTING
CHIYI s

MRS, C:
SMILTH:

CORA:
CHIHH:

DAGWOOD:s

CHIER:

DAGWOOD:
CHIMs

DnGWOOD:
CIHIE:

DAGWOOD:
DITHER St
DAGWOOD:
DITIIER Ss
CHI fl'e

"BLONDIE" -18-

1/9/%2
Why should you search me? I was ten feet away when 1t
happened.
But you came running right up, Mr. Martin,
fw, why don't you turn yoursell in for salvapge.. .
Now just a minute -- teke 1t easy....By the way, how
mach is this ring worth?
It's very valuable, 1sn't it, Claude?
Yes, fngela, dear. 1 don't like to say exactly, but
it's worth in the nelghborhood of five thousand dollars.
My, that's a nice neighborhood.
(LOW WHISTLE) I'1l say it is...Well, suppose I search
you first, Mr. Bumstezd.
Okay, but I'd Iike to take off this fireman's suit first.
It's awfully hot, and onec of these boots hurts my
foot, and my ears are getting tired of holding up this
hots .
You were wearing it when the ring disappesred, weren't
you?
Yeah, but --
I'11 search you the way you are, then., Come on in this
room here -- I'1L start in and -;
(STARTS TO TAUGH) Cut it outd
Stop laughing.
You're tickling! (LAUGHS)
Oha Bums tead -;vdonlt be maudlin!
How'd you like someone to go like this to you?
(LAUGHS) Stop it!

Cut 1t out! Get your hands off mel

Come on, Mr. Bumstead,..»
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DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
CORA:

BLONDIE:
CORA:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE;
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOQOD

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOQOD:
CORA:

DAGWOOQD:

"RLONDIE" ~19-
L1/9/42
(LAUGHING) Don't! You're driving me crazy! Cut it
out! Heeeeeelp! (LAUGHS)

(DOOR CLOSES)
Just think,.Cora -~ five thousand dollars.
Well, it's a big stone, Blondie. You don't suppose
Dagwood could have done 1t, do you?

L-aiwaye-say;-'The two-mosb-drresponsibie things «in.«

'4ﬁmywnm%ﬁwaremhusbanﬂawanﬂ@puppieswy

No, I don't,

So did Jullus ~~ and that?s one reason I suspect him,

Besldes, Dagwood Iooked innocent,

(DOOR OP}ENS)
(WEAK) Oh, Blondi€e...
_ (DOOR CLOSES)

Dagwood, what happened?

I just confessed,

Oh, Dagwood!

I had to tell him -- to meke him quit tickling me.

But you didn't steal the ring.

No. I retracted my confession after he stopped tickling....
The: Chief's almost finished with J.C,

Dagwood, you didn't take the ring, did you?

Not that I noticed, )

Well, it certainly didn't drop to the floor because we
looked, That leaves Julius, Mr. Smith end Mr. Martim.
Who do you suppose they'll pin it on?

Me.,.I'm always the fall guy.,.Well, I guess I cen take
this outfit off now,
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DAGVIOOD:
PLONDIE:

CORA:
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DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
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BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" ~20-
11/9/42

Vait a minute, Dagwood -- let's try to reconstruct
the crime.
Hanh?
They do 1t in the movies,
(DOOR, OPENS, . LAND CLOSES)

Hello, Juliug...How did you make out?
I'm week. The Chiéf tickled me so much I had to confess.

I told them that Dagwood took 1t.

I'm being framedl
Oh, docar.
I couldn't say I took 1t, and I hated to accuse a man
whiots wealthy enough to buy five thousand dollar
diemond rings, and I couldn't say Martin took it because
I hope to do business with hims So it had to be Dagwood.
I hope you'll all think kindly of me when I'm in jail.
We were just going to reconstruct the crime. Now i1t
be Mrs. Clendenning -- here, Dagwood —; take ny -
engagement | ring. .
Okay, but I don't see what good 1t'll do. ‘
Well, 1ir we Tind out what happened to that ring, we can
go in and dance, 30 far you haven't danced one dance
with me; _
Okay, you win.,.Well, I hended the ring back to
Mrse. Clendenning I1lke thise.
And I was pulling you ,; like this{
Ouchi

(RATTLE OF RING ON FLOOR)
Well, it just fell to the floor...Try it again.
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DAGVWOODs

DITHR 53
DACWOOD:
BLONDIZ:
DAGVIO0D:
BLONDLX:
CORnA:

DITHERS:
BLONDIE:
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DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DLTHER 3¢

CORA:

DAGYOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

CORA:

"BLONDIRE"
11/9/42

-2l

Teke it easy on me, J.C.
got...Okay -- here's the ring, Blondie,
Come on, Dagwood!

Ouclud ,

Well, it just fell on: ~~vwhere 1s it?
I gave it to you,

I haven't got it.

Julius! Where is it?

I haven't got it, Cora...Donﬁthlook at me like that.
Well it couldn't have rolled sway. We would have heard
1t on this floor.

We've got to hunt for it, Blondie.

Holy smoke...Let's start looking, but I'm going to

take off thls outfit. One foot is just killing me,

That's the only right arm I've

They ought to turn thse rubber boots in and meke tireS.e..

(GRUNT3) I%'s StucCKs....There it is.
(RATTLE OF TWO RINGS ON FLOOR)

Look! The rings! Furekal

Great Scott!

Where were they? 4

Inside this rubber fireman's boot I was weering...No
wonder 1t wes uncomfortable. Here's your ring, Blondie.
Ch, Dagwood -~ what a relief...And thet's

Mrs. Clendemning's ring, 211 right. Let's teke it
right in, .

And this time it won't get lost again. I'm going to
put 1t on my finger for saf?keeping...Therel

Come on -~ let's tell them we've got it.

(DOOR OPENS
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MR3., C:

MLTHs -

Mii3e Ct¢
MARTIN:
SMITHs

MARTIN:

CHTER:
DAGVWOOD:
MR, Ct
DAGVWOOD:
CHIIR:
MK, Ct
VLTI
MRise C:
DAGWOODs

MR3. Cs
DAGWOQD:
MKs, C:
MARTIN ¢
BLONDIH:

"SLONDIE"
11/9/42

Why don't you want to call the F.B.I., Claude?” Let them

-20.

work on Mr, Bumstead. ’

Angela, dear, I don't want to involve you in a lot of
cheap sensationalism and excitement.'

But I Iike cheap sensatlonalisml..And I love the F.B.l.
If you wznt the F.B.I., Angela, I'II call then nwselfﬂ
Mr. Martin, will you please keep your shiny 1ittle head
out of this?

If you're not careful, you're going to get in trouble
with me.

Now, plezse, PleasSCeiese

We found it}

We've got the ringl It fell into my boot,

Where is 1it?
Right lrere on my inger.
Holy Pete -~ all this work for notning.

That!s 1t -~ that's itl He's got 1t, Claudel
Oh, rine, )
It would have

I'm still sorry we édidn't call the F,B.I.

been such fun} _
A fine thing! And you were practically accusing me of
taking it, too,

Yes, aren't 1 the silly one?

Do you want &n honest answer?

Isn't it a lovely ring, Henry?

It looks nice on Mr., Bumstead.

Well, Degwood, take the ring off and glve it to

lMrse. Clendeming, end let's get into the dance.
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DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDILE:
CHIAF':

MARUIN:
MITH:
Mis. Ct

CORAe

DAGWOOD:
DLONDIE:
DAGVIOOD:

DITHERS:
MARTIN G
DAGWOOD:
CHL ks

DAGWOOD:

CHIEE:

DITHERB:
AGWOOD:
DITHER e
DAGWOOD

Okay. « o (GRUNTS)

What's the étter?

Holy smoke -- 1lt's stuck,

Oh, nol

Just a minute, I'11 fix that.

(FADING)

I'11 be right beck,..

Loolz et the size of that ring -- it's vulgar.
NMr. Martin, couldn't you go some place elge?
I don't think it's so big, Henry...Do you, “Cora?
Weli, 17 you fell in the woter wearing 1t, it would
pull you cown to the bottou.

. Lok AT Fhe ex Pression od my Fiagee,
I con't get it off7V.And now my finger's swelling up.

Ohi, erowood -~- how do you manage to do these things?
? 4= . o

I don't know, It just comesz natursily to me...Boy, 1t's

m oo

sure on this finger good end tight. I can't pet it back
over the knuckle.

Well, we can,alwafs remove the knuckle.,

Try wetting 1t egain, Mr., Bumstead.

Okay, Mr. Martin...(GRUNT:S)

(COMING UP) Okay, Mr, Bumstead -~ I've got'somé oll.

Nope.

This'1l ¢o the trick...Hold your finger out.
Oh, swell.:
(0IL C[\N)_
Now try it.
Come on, Buﬁstead -~ 8lip it off!
I can'tl ‘
Ah -~ watch thils.

OQuch!

I'11 get it off...lold still now,

J.C.l Take your foot off my chest!..Ouch!
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"BLONDIB" -~24-
11/9/42

By George ~-- 1t won't budge.
Never mind, I brought some pinchers along. We'll just
snip the ring in the banq at the bagk, and it can be
fixed just as good as new by any Jeweler.
No -~ no, don't cut itl
Why not? )
I just don't want yau to cut it, that's all; '
Well, Mr., Snlth, you can't expect Mr. Bumstead to follow
Mrs. Clendenning around the rest of his Ilife,..
Furthermore, I wouldn't stand for it.
Go ahead ang cut it, Chief Wilson. I can have 1t fixed.
ALl richt.
No! Dont'tl
Don't be stubborn, Claude...Go ahead, Chief.
Say, this is the hardest gold I ever heard of. It's
tough.
There!l
Hey! Let me see that ring & minute.
Julius, if you put that on your finger....
Is this gold? It looks llke brass to me.
That's just what I was going to sayl
Brassl!?
It doesn't surprise me.
Why not? '
Because there goes that Mr, Smith of yours now. He's
scramulngl
(DOCR OPTENS, . «AND CLOSES OFF)
CloudelseeeOheees O, dear..,.I1t can't be.
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MRS, C:
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MARTIN:
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BLONDIE:

DAGVYIO0OD:
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DAGWOOD:
DITHER 33
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BLONDIE:

o Weal

PAGWOQD:.....

N Vere, .

MITSIG .

<Ll -just dyinge My feet-are kil1iing-me,

"BLONDIE" -25-
11/9/42

I'm not so sure this is a dlamond, either.

And he had such Iovely hair,

I knew that man was too beautiful to be true.

You'd better let me take you home, Angela., It's been a
1ittle trying on you tonight, )

Oh, thank you, Henry. I wish you would. It's getting
iche, anywoy. .

O, Bumstead, and Dithers -- call me tomorrow 2nd we'll
crrange the detoails of the subcontracting.

Fline!

The first thing in the morningl ‘

Come along, Angela, dear...By the way, have you notliced --
I'm growing o Little fuzz on the top of my head.
(FADING) Why, Henry -- it's cutel! So soft and Aownyee..
Vell, it looks as though everything's nicely patched up
‘with those two.

It looks Iike 1t. _

Yes, Dagwood -- we got that job, and you deserve o good,
solid, substantlal raise.

Gee, thanks, J.C. That's swelll

Butﬂu££3§thggt@ly3 the government has frozen wages.,
Tooooh! Have they frozen bonuses? _
Iyégtﬁb‘:z;ykm:i:wtg"y%&&&%&QF.‘W(&I?, “%Lg‘f}_ we go In and dance?
Yes, let's, Julius,

I'm dying to dance.
Yes, So An X
Come o0, GiIRlS, het's davce vhe niqhT Aweyy.
{Bodr obENS)
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BLONDIE:

MUSIC:

Yo

T T 6NDIEH
11/9/42

Oh, Dagwooocoodl This is the end}

(BRIDGE)

BLONDILE:

CORA:

0aCW0O0D:
DITIER S
CORA s

BLONDIR:
Ce Coc!

DITHER S:
DAGWOOD s
DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:
COP:

DAGWOOD:
COr:

MUSZIC:

Shew d(‘wnﬁl Julivs.

(COME UP ON CAR)

Well, Cora, at least we each had a dance with a fireman.
We would have been better off to have gone to the Bell
by ourselves. I noticed several Ionely hook and Iadder
cowboys who were giving us the eye.

It wasn't our fault things happened.

Of course not. It was just Fate

I wonder if this 1s Fate whé's pulling around us on a
motorcycle.

Oh-oh -- & motorcycle cop.

();‘Hlé’f?%'. i
(CAR 3LOWS DOWN)

A Slow.'ruq deon,

This is just too machi .. I should have expected it.
Maybe he .just wants to know the correct time.

Oh, that's very Iikely.

(CAR COMES TO A STOP...MOTORCYCLE PULLS UP AND
S10PS) |

Here he comes.

(COMING UP)

Sm;;e, J.C.

Well, well -- it's Mr, and lrs. Dithers.
And Mr. end Mrs. Bumstead,

Oh, hello, Sergeant Mulhooley.

(AD LIB3 OF GREETINGS)

Whatfs on your mind, Sergeant?

How would you people like to buy four tickets for the
Policemen's Bell next week? '

(THEY ALL GROAN)

(ur)

(APPLAUSE)
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WILCOX:

"BLONDIE" -26/~
11/9/42
REVISLD)
Next week Dagwood gets caught in surprise army maneuvers --
so don't forget -- listen in for the fun next week at this

same time when "Blondie Visits Ain Army Carp."
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"BLONDIEY -2 -
11/9/42
( REVISID )

To seamen everywhere, S.0.S. 1s a signal of distress, sent
only in an emergency. The govcernment has asked us to scnd out
a spceial signal all over America tonight, in another sort

of emcrgency. It's S.U.S., and 1t means "stop unnccessary
spending." It's no sceret that 1f all of us spend all the
money we make today, there won't be enough goods to g0

around -~ and that means inflation -- higher costs for
everything, including war materials -- and higher taxcs.
Therc'!s a sorious reason for all of us to buy war bonds,
rceularly, cvery pay day, as'many as we cane. There's a
personal rcason, too. You'll get four dollars back for cvery

three dollars you put ine Stop unnecessary spendingl Buy

Dagwnod was played by Arthur Lake and Blondie by Florence Lakr
Musical interludes arce composcd and conducted by Willlam Arta?
Be surc to follow "Blondie," imerica's leading comic strip,
in your local newspapere, Tomorrow Dagwood proves that a

hungry man somctimes has a lapse of memoryes

WILCOX: (NUXT WIHK'S 'TRF{[U'}R)
WILCOX:

war bonds recgularlye.
WILCOX:
MUSIC (UP AND ouT)
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"BLONDIE" -28-
11/9/42

MUSIC e (TRUMPET: "IIE CaMPBILLS ARE COMING')

WILCOX: Here's the latest news about the Camel Caravans, those great
traveling shows entertaining men in camps. This weck the
Camcl Caravens, which to date have played to more than
two million Service men, arc on their way to fiftecn more
camps thrdughout the country. This is Harlow Wilcox,
reminding you to listen to Abbott and Costello on

Thursday night, and saying goodnight for the makers of

Camcl Cigarcttes,
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ANNCR: .

"BLONDIE" -29-
11/9/42

Say, Mister Pipe-smoker, give that package of tobocco
of yours the "weighin-in" test. You con't need e
ascale -: jumt look at the bilue government stamo on
top. Compare 1t with the big blue two-and-a-querter
ounce packoge of George Washington Smoking Tobacco.
Yes, sir, a1l thoet mild, mellow, tasty tobacco Sow

5 h{n“" CC)Q"I‘ Se e
Mapbubeti B8y, tool Get a groot big package of
Geoorge Washington tomorrowl It's Amecricaot's bipggest

value in smoking pleasurel
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