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' (REVISED)

"BLONDIE"
4:30 - 5:00 P.M., PWT
MONDAY, JANUARY 10, 1944 7:30 - 8:00 P.M., PWT
NILES: Ah--ah--ah--Don't touch that dial--listen to '"Blondie"
ssssoepresented by CamelSeeses
MUSIC: (BAND SINGS..esC-A-M-E-L-S)
NILES: You know, more people want Camel cigarettes these days,

both at home and overseas, Of course Camels are first
with men in all the services, according to actual sales
records. Here at home, Camels are getting more popular,
too--and you may find your store's sold out from time
to time. But remember--Camel cigarettes are worth

asking for againe You can be sure they'll always have

more flavor, the result of expert blending of costlier

tobaccos. And you know that Camels gstay fresh, too--
they stay cool smoking and slow burning, because they're
packed to go around the worldi

CHORUS : (C-A-M-E-L~-S!)

NILES: Camel clgarettesl Camel's tobacco standard is the same

for soldier, for civilian, anywhere in the worldl
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. BLONDIE -2-

1/10/44
MUSIC (OPENING. ... INTRODUCTION. , .HOLD FOK:)

NILES: And now for our weekly visit with our neighbors, the

Bumsteads of Shady Lane Avenuel

(APPLAUSE)
MUSIC: (BLONDIE THEME)
NILES: Well, it's about six o'clock in the mornine in the

Bumstead home, and Dagwood and Blondie are both fast

| asleep.‘

BLONDIE AND, ~ (GENTLE SNOKING)

DAGV0O0D | ‘

NILKS: See?;..,But Dagwood is in the midst of one of his
intefééting dreams. Suppose we step into that dream
for a moment and see what's happening in it. |

MUSIC: (JUST.A LITTLE DRFAM MUSIC)

DAMVOOD § Hey, when does my dream go on?

NILES: The first show is startine immediately, sir,., There are
plenty of single seats up front., Just pull up a cloud
and sit down. (LAVGHS) |

DAGV:00D Hey, wait a minute. This is my dream. Who are you?

NILES: ‘ I'm Ken Niles, the master of ceremoniés of your dream,

DARWOOD ¢ T™is is the silliest dream I've ever had,

NILESS It's your own fault, Mr, Bumstead. You should never
have eaten that sahdwich.

DAGWOOD ¢ Which sandwich is that?
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BLONDIE ~ -3-
: 1/10/44

NILFS: The chicken, pickle, cole slaw, salami, onion, cheese,

liverwurst, sardine, and smoked salmnn on rye.

DA™VOOD: Okay. Well, get on with my dream.

NILES: Right away...."00d evening, ladies and gentlemen, -
and welcome to Daewood Bumstead's dream, broucht to way,

Tns’s DACKED TO GO ARBUND THE 0
you by Camels, the clerarette ofssostlier—tohstgse ~
~L —A-C LA MELSD
DA™WOO0D: Oh boy—-some dream. A sponsor and everythinge.
NILES: You will remember that in his last dream, we left

Daswood hangine by his toes over the side of a steep
cliff while the mad doctor Crunchmyer tickled the

soles of hils feet. )

I 1~ T

DAM00D (fINGLES AS THOUMH TICKLED) Hey, don't talk about tha?q e,
NILRSﬁ But this is another dream, so we'll foreet

Doctor Crunchmyer.
DAMY00D Stop stalline! Vhat's goine to happen in my dream?e ~/ 7€

NILES: This dream, Mr, Bumstead, is a preview of something

that is goine to happen to you today.

DAR% 00D It's goine to happen to mef=— 704y —

NILES: You can't escape it. It's fate., It's destiny.
DARVOOD: I don't think I'm eoine to like this dream.

NILES: You should hrve thou?ht of that before you had that

sandwich. Kemember, Daswood--this is what is going

to happen to you today! So, on with your dream.

MUSIC: (SINLE MUTED TRUMFET. w ... TAH, TA-TA TAAAAAHI)
BLONDIE: Dacwood !
DACYOO0D: Yeah, Blondie? What is it?
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1

BLOMDIE:

LAGWOOD:

LLONDIE:
DAMVO0D:

DITHERS:
BLOMNDIE:
DITHERS @

BLOMDIE:
DAGV.00D
BLOMDIE:

DAMWOOD &
BLONDIE:
DARYOOD ;

DA™VIOOD:
BLONDIE:

DA™, 00D

BLONDIE:

BLONDIE -4~
1/10/44

Dagwood, I've pot a lot of thines I want you to do
around the house, so don't drop onto your couch and
fall asleep.
But, Blondie, I've been working like a dog at the
office.
I doubt it very much.
Yes, I have.

(DOOR OPENS GUICKLY)

No he hasn't, Blondie. He's been loafing all day.
Thank you, Mr. Dithers.
T wHouL b~y WonoE R —

Net-at-ad Goodbye.wow -
(EQOR CLOSES)

Now what have you been doine?
I've been loafine all day.
Yes. Novi you're goine to help me change the furnliture
around, fix the garace door so it doesn't stick, and
fix that loose board on the back porch. Every time
I step on it, 1t fllies up and spanKks me,
Which board 1s that?
This board right here. You step on it.
Okay. |

(BOALD SPANKS HIM)
(YELLS)

Yeow=w-wW-w-wl
You see what I mean? :
But wait a minute. I thougsht this board was on the
back porch. What's it doine here? /~ 7w & Geormoo ~7—

This is » dream. Don't be so critical, '
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BLONDIE -5-

: 1/10/44
DAGVOOD: I'm not criticall
BLONDIE} Yes, you arel
DAGVOOD: No I'm not! I won't stand to have you talk that way

to me, Blondiel! TI'm the master in this housel

BLONDIE; Since when?

DARVO0D Startine right now! And I'm not ecoing to stand for
any nonsense from you, woman! Don't give me any
back-tz1lk, either, or I'1ll beat you up and drag you
around tho house by your hair! (What am I saying?77?)

I'm the male animal herel! My word 1s law!

BLONDIE Dacswood Bumstead, don't you dare say those thingsisuenlfﬂ'A?Q”M
DARWO0D I'11 say all I want! And when I speak, you'd better
tremble !
BLONDIE? (GASPS) Oh! You beast!
DAMWOOD You heard me, womany Now et those thines fixed up

yourself!l And when you get throueh, you can come in

here and apologize to mel....Now what do you think of

that? N
Blonor£? What do T TH/ne 7 WECL F THNL (rrmo)
~EUSIC; (MUTED TRUMPET ALONE...TAH, TA-TA TAAAAAAHY)
NILES: What does Blondie think.,ef=that? And what will she do?

Will she g0 home to her mother? Will she fix the
loose board in the back porch that keeps spanking her?
Will she beat Dagwood up and drars him around the house
by his hair?

(CONTINUER)
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BLONDIE -B-
1/10/44

Your announcer is Ken Niles.

NILES: For the answers to these questions, don't foreget to
(Contra) listen in tomorrow for the next episode in this
excitine dream.
This is the Sleepy Dust Broadcasting Systems....¥hen
you hear the alarm clock, Deewsed, it will be exactly
tim;:?h‘?g%”&gﬁo
MUSIC: (DREAM MUSIC....INTO ALARM CLOCK)
(ALARM CLOCK)
BLONDIE: (YAWNS) Oh, dearsess
(STOPS ALARM CLOCK)
BLONDIE: Dagwood ! |
DAM.00D: (WIDE AVAKE)

BLONDIL
DAGY00D:
ELOMDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE
DARVOO0D ¢
BLONDIE:
DACWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DA®VQOD ¢

BLONDIE:

-~ Uh--Blondie.

Blondie, I didn't mean a word of itl
I'm sorry I said those thinesl

What are you talking about, Daewood?

You won't go home to your mother, will you?
Daswood, you've been dreamingl....Vhat was it about?
Well, I was the master of the house, and----

It was a dream, all right.

fee, weren't you in the same dream I was in?%

If I was, I didn't see you anywhere.

What a reliefl |

Come on---get up now, Dagwood.

What would you do if I laid down the
law to jou, and--

I'd drag you around the house by your hairl!
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BLONDIE (REVISED)

1/10/44 =
DAGWOOD:  Whoooooaaa!
MUSIC s ,
DAGWooD: Thel wRs A Switl. BREAKFAST BoT IM Siee woe RRIED ABOUT

THAT OREAM =

BLONDIE: Ccme on now,pagwood--stop worrying about that dream
and finish your breakfast. You've got to hurry if
you're going to get to the office on time!

DAGWOOD: Yeah, 6kay, Blondie,

BLONDIE: Here's your coat and hat, I'1l get the door open.

DAGWOOD:  Okay....Blondie, I have a feeling that I might get
mad at you today and say something that I'd be glad
I was saying at the time but I'd ve sorry for later.

BLONDIE: Don't you dare,Dagwood!

DAGWOD: But what if I can't help myself? What 1f it's

" destiny? What if it's fate?....(FADING A LITTLE)

BILONDIE: Hurry up, you're going to be late!
DAGWOOD! OW, Look AT THE TIME - T'ug Go7 70 HURRY —

DAISY BARKS:
BLONDIE: Get out of the way, Daisy, or your father will run

over you.
DAISY WHINES:

, ou
BLONDIE: Well, all right, I'll pick/%p and hold you in my

arms.....That's it,..Come on, Dagwood--I've got the
door open.
(SOUND:  DOOR OFENS)

DAGWOOD:  (COMING UP FAST) Okay, Blondie. I hope everything

works out all right. TI'1ll be seeling you.
Blonorg, Now Kiss ME GOODBYE HonE) ~ OAGUWeoO + OKAY,

(SOUND: _ LONG KISS)

/
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BLONDIE (REVISED)
1/10/44 7=AA

BIONDIE: Dagwood Bumstead! you kissed Dalsy and scratched
me back of the ear/

DAGWOOD:  Hanh?  (BLOWING SOUND) Daisy, where did you learn
to kiss like that?

BIONDIE: f“agwood~«you're going to be late!

DAGWOOD: Holy smoke! 1TI've got to go now!

BLONDIE: Guodbye, dear! (Kisss.

DAGWOGR- (KISS) .

DAGWOOD:  Goodbye!

(SOUNDs, _WHIZZ,..DOOR SLAMS)
MUSIC: | (HURRY) e ivous,,
DAGWOOD: Gee, I'm worried about that dream. If I talk to

Blondie today the way I 4id in the dream-~ Whooooasal

114 better ask Mr, Dithers! advice, I think he's in
Tl SEF

his office, (ALOUD/)\ Knock, knock!
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DITHERS ;
DACK00D
DITHERS
DARHOOD:
DITHERS 3
DITLERS:
DAGHOOD:
DITHEES:
DA™.00D:

DITHERS:

DAGVOOD

DITHERS ¢

DACGVOOL:

DITHERS:
DACY.00D:

DITHEKS:
DAGWOOD

BLONDIE -8-
1/10/44

(INSIDE) Who's there?
Daeviood,
Dagwo0d Who? LAGUW0os BE HUMAN I1F HE HAD A GRAII —
Look, Mr. Dithers, I'm not playine knock-knnek with
you. My kKnuckles are just sbre.
Come 1n.

(DOOR OPENS..,)

HopE 7007?5' NOT WoORRIEDL AHB/U 7
THATZ LET7EL FRONM ANOERSOA -
DSANOELRSON, MENOELSOYy Arnep LOT7T7S.

What's on your ming, Dagwoodz/&..Sit down.,

Thanks....Well, Mr., Dithers, it's about a dream.

A drecam, e¢ Vhat's hcr telephone number? (ZG%/GHS)

It's not that kind of a dream. Have you ever had a

dream that your wife was in, and-- '

Oh, those, I rall them nightmares....What happened in
this dream?

Well, the announcer in my dream told me it was sort

of a preview of somcthine that was ~oine to happen

today. He said I couldn't escape it. It was fate.

DONT TELL rE yoU OREAMED Jp 0 CAME pown MERE
Ls—this—one > g2} YO 3 .

AND OI8 A 177 ¢ E Wore ?
being chused-by-this-beetor—Crunshmver?

No, in this dream I really laid down the law to )

Blondiel I pave her hail columbia. bresdeastHinrT—systom.

You mean you had a fight with her in your dream?

w

Yeah-~-1t was awful, althoueh I was enjoyine it at
the time.

Well, who won the fight?

I don't know. The dream stopped just at the crucial
moment so%%ééfhaVP to tune in aeain tonirht to see

what happened.
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DITHERS

DAGVOOD:

MR OITHERS

DITHEKS ¢
DACV.00D ¢

DITHERS:
DASYV.00D ¢

DITHERE:

DAMHO0L 8

DITHERT §

DAGKOODY

DITHERS:

DATVIOOD ¢

DITHERS

DAGVWOOD::

BLONDIE -9~
1/10/44

And you're worried because you think you'll ret into
this same fight with Blondie when you're not drecaming.
That's ite¢ And I'm pretty sure I'm goine to do it,
too. The announcer in the dream sald I had to do it...
You vwere in the dream, too.

What did I do?

Oh, you Jjust popped in the door for a moment to make a
liar out of me.

I'm 2 cute kid. (LAUGHS)

Mre. Dithers, what about all this? Do you think it will
happen?

Ch, you can't tell, Daswood. Once I dreamed that I was
walking @rnund in the street with just my pajamas on,
and & lot of people were starine at me,

That didn't come true, did it?

%ﬁ%ﬁb That nisht the house burned down, and there I was,
standine in my pajamas with a lot of people starine -
at me.

Holy smoke, If I have this fight with Blondie, it
mi~ht break up our little home.,

Oh, don't be so pessimistice It'll probably only

break up your furniture...Of course you may get a

few fractures, yourself. '

Mr. Dithcrs, do you have to be so optimistic?

And then once I dreamt that I walked down to the office
with a big hole in the seat of my pants.

Did that come true the next day?
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DITHEKS:
DA®WOO0D
DITHEKS §

L£.0000I0 8
DITHERS

DITHERS

DITHEKS:
DIMPIES:
DITHERS:
DIYPLIS:

DITHERS:
DIMPLES:
DITHERS:
LIMPIES:

DITHERS

DIMPIES:
DITHERS

DAG:00D s

BLONDIE -10-
1/10/44

Well, NOe
That's poods
I was so worried about the dream that the next morning
I forgot to wear any pants at all...The conductor threw
me off the bus.
Really eot mad, hanh?
I'1l say shc did...Oh, ﬁagwmod, you have my syrpathy.
You're c~oing to be a sad sacK....T00 bad.

(BUZZER. . )
Ixcuse mee

(PICK UP PHONE...)

Yes?
(FILTER) rood mornine, Mr. Dithers.
Oh, it's vou, Dimples. (LAUGHS)
Unh-hunh. Did you want me¢ to brine my pad in for some
dictation?
Oh, boy...Not right now, Dimples. How's my
fwuffy--wuffy wittle wabbit?
I'm just wuvvley.
You can gay that aecain,
I'm just wuvvleye.
I didn't mean it literally...I'1l buzz when I want you,
Dimples. |
~oodbye .
(SIGHS) rnodbye.
(HANGS UP...)

Oh, you dwezt bie booful man ynul

(8]
—
[ =)
(8]
=
]
[&)]
[
[§)]




TRt (R

DITHERS: Oh, Bumstead!;;:l'm just trying to keep Dimplesw=F
mea® Miss W1lsoﬁbh;§§y here,

DAGWOODE. She's happy all right, She's 'bzen your secretary for
three months and hasn't touched her typewriter yet.

SHE SMELLS AWFuULLY NIE

DITHERS:  Well A sB: ,'e i | \;ilzyo g:c;ci.

DAGWOOD:  Shets—net—very-spart, The other day I saw her trying
to write a letter on the.adding machine,

DITHERS: Well, don't let it worry you. You won't be here long.

DAGWOOD ; Mr..Dithers--what do you mean?

DITHERS: You r¢ 2oing to have that fight with Blondie sometime
today, and where you'll end up after that, nobody
knows~~or cares!

MUSIC;

(OFFICE DOOR OPENS...AND CLOSES...)

BLONDIE: Oh--uh--hello, Miss Wilson.

DIMPLES: Hello, Mrs, Bumstead. Welcome to the Dithers Company,

BLONDIE: Thank you. Well, what are you doing today?

DIMPLES : Powdering my nose,

BLONDIE: Oh, well, you've probably earned a rest. . What did
you do yesterday?

DIMPIES: I put gginolish on my nails,,,,twenty-five layers,

BLONDMIE:  (SIGHS) You know, Miss Wilson I always wanted to
be a secretary myself, SO0 many important things to
‘do, always busy, making decisions, and keeping the o
office running smoothly, é

DIMPLES: Does a gecretary do that? o

i
o



BLONDIE:
DIMPLES:

BLONDIE:
DIMPIES :

BLONDIE
DIMPIES :

BLONDIE:
DIMPLES :

BLONDIE ;

DIMPLES ;

BILONDIE:

DIMPLES :

BLONDIE:

DIMPIES ;

'BIONDIE:  (REVISED)

1/10 A4 " «)Be
I thought so, Don't you? |
Oh, no. I just sit around all day and look at my
plcture of Tyrone Power,.,.Then Mr,Dithers buszes for
me and I got in and take dictation and then I come
back tb my desk and put fresh lipstick on,
Hmmm--do you ever take any dictation from Mr,Bumstead?
Oh, no, Mrs. Bumstead., Cross my little heart and
nope to die! '
Well, you do have to type letters, don't you?
I guess I'm supposed to, but I don't know which one of
all these funny machines is a typewriter, :
Why this is a typewriter right here.
(SURPRISED AND PLEASED) It is? ....But it's been
sitting there for three months and it hasn't written
any letters yet....Maybe it's broken,
No dimp--er--Miss Wilsone-you have to sort of help
i1t along, . |
Gee Mrs,Bumstead, it must be wonderful to be &
housewife, '
Well, it's an active life-~particularly with tw
children., But it isn't very glampurous. _
I'd love to be in a kitchen, fooling around with pots
and pans ew o
And getting housemaid's knee, dishwater hands, and
middle-aged spread.

It must be hegvenly.
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DI
BLONDIE:

DIMPIES:
BLONDIE:
DIMPIES :
BLONDIE:
DIMPLES :
BLONDIE:
DIMPLES ¢
BLONDIE:
DIMPLES :

BIONDIE ¢
DIMPLES:

BIONDIE :
DIMPLES ¢

BLONDIE (REVISED)
1/10 /44 -13=-

and I have to chase around after the children. You
don't have to do that here.
Arcovre

No, I Jjust gechhased by Mr. Ditlers.,.. But he doesn't

run very fastiarecy..no7 HNCE HE Ses PRED An O GOT
HEAD STUCK IN TuE WASTE PAPER BASKET

Well, I can't understand how you became a secretary.
Wﬁat were you before you came here?

A high school girl,

Well, don't tell me you met Mr.Dithers on a bus.
Oh, no--it was a trolly car, The car was'g;;aggg:
and you know what a gentleman Mr.Dithers is,

He of fered you his seat?

No, but he tipped his hat and offered me his lap...
And three blocks later, he offered me this job..,Gee
I envixygdr job, Mrs. Bumstead.

well, I sort of envx%?ghrs. We!ll have to trade Jobs
some day-=-just for the day--Is Mr. Bumstead in?%

Yes, but he's upset sbout something today. He made
me cry.

On, gpbdness.

He said "Darﬁ it" right in my presence. (SNIFFS A
LITTLE) I wouldn't see him if I were you.

Well, then, is Mr.Dithers in?

I111 see, Mrs. Bumstead., TI'1l buzz him,

8IGZ PSPTIS
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DITHERS:

DIMPIES :
DITHERS :
DIMPLES :
BLONDIE :

BLONDIE (REVISED)
-1/10/44 13-4

(SOUND, . . . PICKS UP PHONE )

(FILTER) Yes?

Itfs Dimples. Mr.Dithers.

Hello Dimples. (LAUGHS )

(eF®) Here you are, Mrs. Bumstead.
Thank you.....Hello,

6152 HSPIS




DITHERS:

LONDIE:
DITHERS ¢

T IMPLES ¢
SLONDIE:
DIMPLES :

BLONDIE:

DITHERS:

BLONDIE:
DITHERS :
BLONDIE:
DITHERS :

BLONDIE:
DITHERS:
BLONDIE:

DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:

"SLONDIE" ._14.
1/10/44
(FILTER) Is somepin boddering my fuzzy-wuzzy
wrttle wed-headed secwetawy?
Mr, Dithers, this isn't your fuzzy-wuzzy wittle secwetawy!
Yeow-w-w-w-w!

(HANG-UP-PHOME) Coeore)

I guess he's in, Mrs.Bumstead.
It certeinly sounds like it.
Isn't he the cutest thing? Well, I guess you can scc
Lir. Dothers, but I wouldn't go in to scc Mr. Bumstead.
Ho's in an awful mood today. (FADING)
Well, all right. Thank you, Miss Wilson.

(K4OCX ON DOOR)

(INSIDE) ¥r-uh - come in, I suppose.
(DOOR OPENS)

(COYLY) Hcwo, Mr, Dithers.

Oh, Blondie!

Docs oo want to dictate any wotters to wittle me?

(CHOKES) Now Blondie - cut 1t out. I'm just in a childish
mood today.
You can say that agoin.
Tro SUsT I~ A CHIC DI SH —
Frg-rather forget the whole thing.
Speaking of moods, Mr. Dithers, I understond Dagwood
1sn't feeling so well today. He scemed all right whon he
left the house this morning,
L. Fof Hira THATS BAD
f%u»yos;"Wetij—It~seems—tha% -
(orr 4 BIT) Say, Mr. Dithers, should we--oh, hello,

Biondie.
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"BLONDIE" ;15;
1./10/44

BLONDIE: Hello, dears

-DETHERS ; Oh~oh,~Thig=¥s-i%.,

BLONDIE: (/Bégwood, I have to do e little shopping today, and 'Lt
need about fave dollars,

DAGWOOD: (STUNNED) Five dollars?!
LrIME s “rmtS rs +7 7
ort DAGWE D

BLONDIE: , When you say it that way 1t sounds like five hundred

dollars,

DAGWOOD: (TO HIMSELF) Holy smoke, 1t's going to happen now. (TO
3LONDIE) Blondie, that's a 1ot of money. You've got to ve

more economicel than that if --

BLONDIE: (PIRMLY) Now Dagwood, that isn't very much. Why that
gsandwich you made last night coit at least a dollar,

DAGWOOD: 1 don't carel I was hungry.

DITHERS: Bunstead. Watch yourself!

DAGWOOD: T don't have to stand for this kind of --

DITHERS : Bumstead, get me that letter from Anderson, Ssnderson,

You Kazow

Henderson ang/Potts!

DAGWOOD: Hanh? Oh, yeah,

BLONDIE: Dagwood, what were you going to say just then?

DAGWOOD: I was going to say that --

DITHERS: Nevermind, Dagwood =-- nevermind, Biondie!...Dagwood, give
her the five dollars!

DAGWOOD: Oh, the five dollars. Well, now, walt just & minutel

DITHERS: Here--here, Blondie, Here's five dollars, I'11 get 1t from
Degwoodi-mT1ER -

BLONDIE: Thank you, Mr., Dithers.
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TRLONDIE" . i6-
1/10/44

DITHERS: Not et a1l. Dagwood was delighted to do it..Bumstead, you

/
(N o0 = =~y CENTS -
owe me Tive BAEkESS Ane TwENTX SIVE

PDAGweoo Wl t > D17 ERS: cARRYING CHACGES YO U RWaw !
DAGWOOD: What's going on here?

DITHERS: Just get tnat letter, Bumsteadl

DAGWOOD: What letter?

DITHERS : Any letter! Do you went that drecam to come true now?

DAGWOOD: Holy smoke -- I forgot! Goodbye! See you later!
(DOOR CLOSES)

ATONDILE: What's wrong with him?

CITHERS: Meybe 1t's just nothing at all, Blondie. He's just afra.rc
that something he thinks i1s going to happen will happen,
and 1f 1t does happen he's afraid something glgg will
heppen, and he doesn't know what will heppen after that...
Now do you understend? '

BLONDIE: Perfectly.

DITHERS: Then explain 1t to me.

DAGWOOD: (OUTSIDE THE OFFICE) A fine way to run an office! Co~o Ao Ci3s)

BLONDIE: Goodness..listen to haim!

OPEN THE DOoOR AND
DITHERS ¢ Who's he talking to?...Let'sAsee what this isacc ABOVT —
(DOOR OPENS)

7 A AN
DAGWOOD: (OFF MIKE A LITTLE) B3ife’Sust-to—tun an offs 7ER mioHT Y

M.ss Wilsonl!

DIMPLES: But Mr. Bumstead, I don't know anything about any letter
to eanyone,

DAGWOOD: It not going to stand for sny nonsense around here{ Donlyg
give me any back talk eitherl

DIMPLES ; (WAILS) But Mr. Bumsteadl
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"BLONDIE"
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DAGWOOD: This i1s disgraceful! Pind thet letter -or elsel
DIMPLES ¢ Or else what?
DAGWIOD:  Thotts—atli=Fust Br elsel T wice - - Twa75 4Ll —
(DOOR SLAMS OFF)

BLONDIE: My goodness.. something has happened to Dagwood!
DITHERS: Blondie, maybe you don't know 1t, but you're sitting on

£5s END log ﬁ A /
the éﬁé?ﬂ DELAYE DL Bo0ras

MUSIC:

DAGWOOD: But Mr, Dithers, I can't help myself}

DITHERS: 1 heard the way you taslked to Dimples. Picking on a
poor little garl like that. Why she's so tiny she can
only cry two tears at a time. .

DAGWOOD: It's not my fault -- it's the dreem. The dream
sa1d I was going to fight with Blondie, and that worr.es
me, and when I worry I get irritated, end when I get
irritated 1 get mad, end when I get mad....

DITHERS: Yos, yes, yes, yes, I know. But when Dimples cries, her
mascare runs, and when her mascara runs, her eyes smart,anc
that mekes her cry even more, and her mascara runs more,

ANMD DOIPTIES 7MY HANOI(E/PCN/aFS —_—
cteetere~ It's a vicious circle,

DAGWOOD: But what can I do about 1t? That dream's got me down.
(KNOCK ON DOOR)
DITHERS: Entrez-vous!

(DOOR OPENS)
NILES: Hello, Mr. Dithers., Hello, Dagwood.
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DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:

NILES:
DAGWOOD:

NILES:
DAGWOOD:
NILES:

DITHERS :
DAGWOOD:

NILES:
DAGWOOD:
NILES:

DAGWOOD:

T (revion
1/10/4 (REVISED)
CAarr1ELS
Well, 1t's ¥en Niles,
Hello, Ken...Say, do you renmember being in my dream last
night?
No., What was I doimg in your dream?
Oh, just horsing around...And you told me that what
happened in my dream would happen to me today.
Well, then, it will, I'm a man of my word, Dagwood.
In this case, I wish you weren't.
or instance, you can take my word for it when I say
TASTES
that your second pack of Camel clgarette§7even better
then your first. That's because Camels have more flavor,

the result of expert blending of costlier tobaccos.

More flavor helps Camel cigawettes hold up, keep from

going flat, no matter how many you smokel,.Was it a bad
dream?

It's been driving ne crazy.

Well, I didn't mind it so much in my dream because I

was the big shot around the house. I really laid down
the lawl...but that doesn't happen in real 1life. I don't
dare try it.

Then why don't you try ----

Yes? What?

Try Cemel cigarettes in your taste and throat -- your own
T-Zone to prove they do have more flavor -- and smooth;
extra mildness, too!

Yeah, I know., But the thing that worries me is that

I won't be able to stop myself from getting into this
argument with Blondie, And if I do, she'll really be

burned up.
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NILES: If she's‘gotta burn, Dagwood, tell her %o bqrn slowly,
like a Camell BSee, Camels gtay cool smoking and slow
burning, in short, they gtay fresh, because they're
packed to go asround the worldl
DAGWOOD: Yeah, but what am I going to do when I see Blondie
tonight? T WoNGER WHERE THEIR LAP GOES

\WHEN THEX S7A~n0 UP-

DITHERS: That is in the lap of the Gods., Bef Dagwood, if worse
comes to worst, and you get thrown out of the house
and don't know where to sleep -~

DAGWOOD: Yes?

DITHERS : They say the night aif is very refreshing!

DAGWOOD: I guess I'm just ‘going to have to go home and get it
out of my system. ‘

DITHERS: Here. Teke this card, Dagwood.

DAGWOOD:  Whose card is it?

A PLASTIC SURGESN o savcwine FAC.‘.,S —

DITHERS: & doctor I knOW/\ He's very good with-gce

MUSIC:

(DOOR OPENS,..AND CLOSES)
DAGWOOD: Well, here goes...Blooooocooondis!
BLONDIE: (COMING UP) Hello, Dagwood.
DAGWOOD: Well=-uh--I'm home,
BLONDIE: So I see... Dagwood, I've got a lot of things I want

you to do around the house, 80 don't drop onto your

couch and fall afdleep.
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DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

"BLONDIE" =20~
1/10/44
(TO HIMSELF) Whoooaasa! This is just the wey the dreem srer7ee -
wertt |
What did you say, dear?
Br---nothing.
I want you to help me change the furniture sround, fix
the garage door so it doesn't stick, and fix that loosc
board on the back pbrch. Every time I stz=p on 1t, it
flies up and spanks me.
Wnich bosrd is that? (TO HIMSELF) This is it -- I can't
stop it now,
i'11 show you. Come on out here,
But Blondie --
Come on--~through the kitchen and out on the back porch.
(KITCHEN DOOR SWIN Ses)
(TO HIMSELF) I just know I'm going to step on that

board and get 1t mysel”,

(DOOR OPENS)
It's that board right there. Go ahead~--you step on 1it.
Okay.

(BOARD FLIES UP AND SPANKS HIM)

(YELLE) Yeow-w-w-w-w,
You see what I mean?....
I knew I'd get it in the end.
Now come on ianside.
(DOOR CLOSES)
Well, I think I'1l take a little nap just the same.
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BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGVWOOD:

BLONDIZ:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

MUSIC:

"BLONDIE"

;21.-
1/10/44

Oh, no you don't! 1 want you to fix that right away.

Now get to work, Dagwood Bumstead.

Blondie, L won't stand to have you talk that way to mel

I'm the master in this house{

fince when?

Sterting right now! And I'm not going to stand for any

nonsense from you;f@gggh!

(GASPS) Oh!

Don't give me any back-talk, either, or I'll beat you

up and drag you around the house by your hair! (What ain

I saying?) I'm the male emimal herel! My word is law!

Don't you dare say those things to me, Mr. Bumstead!

I'11 say all I want! And when I speak, you'd better

tremble!

Oh! Oh!_Oh, you beast!

You hecard me, woman! Now get thoeso things fixed up

yourself ! And when you get through, you can comein snd

epologize to me. I'11l be napping on the couchl..Now

what do you think of that?

(FULL OF LOVE) Oh, Dagwood} Yo W ONRERFUL, , WONDBERFUL

Henh? |

Oh;-Dagwood=~your-wonderful;—worsrfut—med I just

love you when you're so masterfull

(SIGHS DEEPLY)
(BODY FALLS)

well, for heaven's sakes! He fainted. desd=—aweyd

Yo o )

LZSZ vS¥bIs

(APPLAUSE)
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NILFS: And now our Thanks tc the Yanks of the Weekl

MUSIC: (VERY QUICK FANFARL;

MerEEHAN Tonight we salute Marine Private John Lelbensperger, of
Reading, Pennsylvania, who was scouting ahead of Marine
forces during the attack on Cape Gloucester. A
Japanese force counter-attacked, and though
Private Leibensperger was entirely alone, he Kept the
enemy pinned down with rapid fire until other Marines
could come up to launch a hand grenade attack. In ybur
honor, Marine Private John Lelbensperger, the makers
of Camels are sending to Marines in the Pacific
three hundred thousand Camel clgarettes}

MUSIC: (FANFARE)
(APPLLUSE)
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ﬁILES: Each of the four Camel shows honors a Yank of the Week, sends
three hundred thousend Camel cigarettes overseas,,,.s total
of more than a million Comels sent free wach week,

NIIES: In this country the traveling CAmel Caravans have thanked
audiences of &ore then three and a half million Yanks with
free shows gnd free Camels,

NiIES: Camel Radio broadcasts go out to the United States four
times a week eore shortwaved to our men overseas and to
South America, Idsten Thursday to Abbott and Costeilo;
Fridey to Garry Moore and Jimmy'Durante; Saturday to
Bob Hawk in "Thenks To The Yanks', And of course next
Mondey and every Monday, be sure to listen to "Blondie",

at this same time and over these same CBS stations,

MUSIC:  ("BLONDIE" THEME,,,FADE FOR AND OUF:)
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NIIES: Blondie le played by Penny Singleton and Dagwood by

Arthur Lake, The muslical score is composed and conducted
by William Artzt.

J/-’-’-I-’-ff-/w‘-f{-’-If/f-’-”-/—f-’/IJ-’;’II’-’/III"I/I’f’f"Jf-"fJ’/JIJ'II&/(’J/-’-’I’

NILES: fnd remember -- Cemel Cigarettes are pagked to_go arougg the

II-’JV;’-’ o P

worldl Crmels stay fresh, cool smoking, and s Low burning,
because they're pagked to round_the_worldl

Ll ol -’gID"’ W o o o o o P

NIIES: This 1s Ken Niles saying goodnight for Cemel Cigerettes --
First in the Service}
(APPLAUSE)

MUSIC: (THEME AND APPLAUSE)

[$4]
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SHIEIDS:

"BLONDIE"  .25-
1/10/4% (REVISED)

(GEORGE WASHINGTON HITCH HIKE)

(ISOLATION BOOTH)

Do you want wup to a dozen exirs pipefuls in every dimevs
worth of tobacco you buy? Then gét the blg blue two and a
quarter ounce package of George Washington Smpking Tobacco «-
costs only ten cents, See how many extre pipefuls

George Washington gives you -- and notice how it's mild,
mellow, and tasty, down through the last puff .at the bottom
of the bowl, Get a great big package of George Washington
Smoking Tobacco tomorrow -- itvs America's biggest value in
smoking pleasure} o

This 1s the COLUMBIA,, .BROADCASTING SYSTEM,
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