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"BLONDIE"
3:30 - 4:00 P.M., PST,

MONDAY, AFRIL 28, 1941 :
6:30 - 7:00 POM., PSTo

GOODWIN: Ah -~ Ah -- Ah -- Don't touch that dial -- IListen to
"Blondie"..,presented by Cemel...the cigarette of

costlier tobaccos .

MUSIC: (THEME)
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GOODWINs

SISTER:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD¢

BLONDIE: "
DAGWOOQOD: -

BLONDIE:
DAGWOQOD;

BLONDIE: -
DAGWOOD: :
BLONDIE::

DAGWOOD: :

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:"
DAGWOOD:;
BLONDIE:

DAGWOQD: -
BLONDIE;:

~And now for our weekly visit with the Bumsteads.

"BIJONDIE "n _2__
L/28/41

Itts tw
in the morning in the little house on Shady Lanc Avenue
and &ll but one member of the Bumstead family are asleep.
In the nursery, the new baby girl is opening her eyes...
and now her mouth, ..ok, , ,

(CRIES...THEN FADING TO OFF BUT CONT INUING )

Dagwood;

Yeah, Blondie?

Do you hear what I hear?

I was hoping it was just my imagination..

No, it's your daughter,.

Why {s ‘she my daughter when she cries, and your daughter
when she's asleep?.

Well, Dagwood, I guess that'!s just one of those things,
Let's get up and see what the trouble is..

We know what the trouble is, but we'll have to get up
just the same.-

-

I guess she's hungry, oll right...I'11 twn the 1light on,.
CLICK)

Yep, thatts it, Blondie,. Two ofclock in the morning —--
right on the dbt.' She néver misses,.

. Isn't that wonderful?.

I wish we could set her for a more sensible hour..
Well, after we feed her,. she won't cry again until’ six,.
0000000000000k, - N |
Get your slippers on;-v
(KNOCK ON DOCR). |
Hey -- someone knpcked on"our*bedfoomﬁdqor;(
For heaven's sake.. . | R

i, B
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"BLONDIE" -2-
L/28/41 .

DAGWOOD: I don't suppose that could be the baby complaining about
’ the. service. |
BLONDIE: I don't suppose so.
DAGHOO Rt —-siadaienso . { . Who 18 117 | |
(DOOR_OPENS) ‘
BABY: It's me, Bewdey, VOMMY
BLONDIE: Well, Baby -- what are you doing‘ up at this hour? ' |

BABY: I heard my sister hollering. She's making an awful noise
about something. |

BLONDIE: She's just hungry, dear,

BABY: Does she always get hungry in the middle of the night? i

BLONDIE: Yes, degr,

BABY: Pemeors She's a real Bumstead, all right,
DAGWOOD: Yeah, she certainly is a -~ hunh?

t |
DAGWOOD: Bu ou see -- what dild you call me s i
‘ R AL U Yo B ;
BABY: Pop./Y'IT'm getting om_r':_ﬁ‘addy, so I thought I'd call you 4
BN DI, e ~ . ' ‘

‘Pop. o
DAGWOOD: Nowyou listen to me young man -~
BLONDIE: Come on =- let's all go in a.nd see how the ba.by 1s.
SISTER:  (CRIES, FADING IN)

(DOOR OPENS)
DAGWOOD: Ifve got the light, Blondie.

(CLICK OF SWITCH) . )
RIONDIE: Oh, the poor darling -- 1ust look at her, '

ik MR o P m s, GO P e

956L SSPIS

Tt T

DRERV S

1



BABY :
SISTER:
BABY:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOQOD:
BLONDIE:

SISTER
BLONDIZ:

BABY:

"B1ONDTE"
4/28/i1

Gosh, what an awful face she's meking...Hey, sister!
(GURGLES A LITTLE)

Gee, she recognizes me,

.

Uh~huh,..Well, let's take her downstairs and get her bottle
ready.
Okay, Blondie.,.I'll carry her,
No, I'll do it, dear...Come on, darling -- we're going to
get you something nice.
(CRIES A LITTLE)
My, myl

(GOING DOWN STAIRS)

Will my sister be waking up &t this time all the rest of her
life?

There we go,

I hope not, Baby Dumpling. i {rTarTaIvY
HUNG RY

OHES Jusl
owl,

DAGWOOD:

DAGWOOD:  Hunh?,7 .01~, yeah,
BABY:

DAGWOGD°
SISTER :

BLONDIE:

MUSIC: LXX3

" v p . . i haadald 2 O = » - e
o g . L, O N L . : ] .
. ; S

8w, . ,Come to think of it, I'm hungry too,

0 I, Pop. |

I'm not used to your calling me Pop.
Sha.ll I call you Dagwood? _

NO == t_here's enough confusion around here now,

(CRIES) .
Well, it heeleswiunc the start of another day, Idght the

stove Doagwood, and wetll get the bottle warm for the baby.
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GO®DWIN :

BLONDIE:
BABY:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD;
BABY:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWO®D:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOSD:

BABY :
BLONDIE:
BABY:

Baenoie

BLANDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BARY s

BIONDLE:

"BLONDIE"
L/28/h1 (RISIVISED)

_AHD NOW
ﬁh&f, 1t's around seven in the morning now, The baby

was fed again at six, and now the Bumsteads are gathered
around the breakfast table, |

(SOUND OF DISHES, ET CETERA)
More toast, Baby Dumpling?

Thank you, Mommy -- I mean, Momn,

Here you are, dear.

(FAINT SNORE)

(LAUGHS) Look at Deddy -- he's asleep at the table.
(ANOTHER FAINT SNORE)

More toast, Dagwood?

(STILL ASLEEP) Thanks, Blondie,

Dagwood.

(WAKING UP) Hunh?...9h,-~ good morning, Blondie,
(LAUGHS) Degwood, you felt asleep,

Oh, yeah -- I was Just resting my eyes, I was trying
to think of an invention, An automatic baby feeder.
I guess I dozed off in the middle of my third failure,
I've been thinking about something, 700
What is 1t, Baby Dumpling" JoO R NAWME?
wﬁ'm.n&ne.] I'm grown up now,
wouldn't call me Baby Dumpling any more,
(SIGHS)

I wish you

My, my...Yes, I guess you are older,

This had &3 happen sooner oy later...Okay, Alexandem HAND M
PFI P

THE

okw
TM. ¢ .Alexander, oh boyl

I sort of ikegd Baby Dumpling, dear,
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DAGWOOD 3
BLONDIE:
DAGWOQOD:
BLONDJIE
DAGWOQD ¢
BLONDIE:
DAGWOGD:
‘BLONDIE:
I¥KHNOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOQD:

GOADWINs

"BLONDIE" -6=
- 4/28/1,

~ Boy, oh boyiasjust imagine}

Imagine what, Dagwood?

Six hundred and twenty miles an hour,
then. . |

Go 'way,..'Way up,..

Dagwood,..what on earth are you talking about?

++then straight down thousands of feet...g -- goshi.,
Dagwood Bumstead! Will you please stop raving long enough
to tell me what this 1is all about?

Huh...0h,,.I was just reading something Blondie, It's
all about the pilot who tested that new tnteroeptqr pl&ne.
What's his name, dear?

The "humen bullet",..I mean Andy McDonough., It says here
he made the (READING) fastest flight ever dlocked,.,84x’
hundred and twenty miles an hour,

Goodness gracious...Andy McDonough must be a vefy good
flyer,

He knows his stuff, all right, He sure knows a gooam
clgarette when he smokes one, too, He smokes Camels,
Just listen to what he says about them, (READING)
"Camel's my brand every time, I like my smoking mild -—
and Camels are extra mild,!

6S6L SSVIS

Camels,.,with their matchless blend
of costlier tobaccos, and their slower way of burning,.

give you less nicotine in the smoke, Tweggl;ggght,gggkgpnt
less nicotine than the avergge of the four other

Extra mild is right}

largest-selling cigarettes tested -- less than any of them,
according to independent sclentific tests of the smoke

itself., And you know, friends, in a cigarette, the
(CONTINUED) |
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GOODWIN
(Contta)

BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" 6-A
L/28/i1

- smokets the thing. You'll 1ike the cool, flavorful
taste of Camels,

You'll 1like Camel's extra mildness‘..
and you have the assurance of modern science that you're
getting less nicotine in the smoke,

BREAWFAST TASLE whlw T
And now back to the Bumsteads and their very grown-up

son, Beby Dumpling, | V1€ 0 Akexn MOeR BuwnsTeng

I'm. going out in the back yard and see what Daisy's
doing, .

Don't slam the door when you go out, Baby Dumpling,

096L SS¥1IS




‘BLONDIE: I hope 80.,.Goodness -~ Alexendcr. Well..'(S?[ghpB’;oae"T"TIéw 1
DAGWOOD: ("h’e’ﬁ‘rk Z I wonder what time it 1s? I better be éomgz m\ |
BLONDIE:  All right, Dagwood -- I'll get the door open for yop_.. E f :
DAGWOOD: Okay -- I'll finish my coffee...Gee, 1t's hoti ; | ‘

DOOR_OPENS | a S

"BLONDIE" -7~
4/28/41

BABY: (OFF A BIT) Baby Dumpling? Oh, gse, now I have to go
through all that again.
DAGWOOD:  All right then -- don't slam the door, Alexander.
BABY: That's more like it, Pop...Goodbye.
(PAUSE...DOOR SLAMS OFF...)
BLONDIE: Oh, dear -~ he is growing up, isn't he?®
DAGWOOD: Uh-huh.

BLONDIE: Terribly fast.

DAGWOOD: I suppose we really should call him by his real name. ,;

BLONDIE: Yes, but it makes me feel -~ oh, I don't know. He just ;
isn't @ baby anymore. Oh, Dagwood...

DAGWOOD:  Now, hohey -- don't feel bad about it.

BLONDIE: It seemed s0 nice to call him Baby Dumpling. |

DAGWOOD: I know, dear -- but he's a growing boy now. You really 5
didn't want him to be Baby Dumpling all his life, did you? i

Bl,ko%glma WEL L VAGWODDL THINY  How 'béuaté\( %{)X{Suc‘;\? f1
B E: : L oNPUND - " QARG LiIMG
NoH 1 GUESS VBV RemienT) Y

FOR PRE1OeNT”|
DAGWOOD:  And we've got another baby now. : |

BLONDIE: Oh, yes -- and she is wonderful, Dagwood.
DAGWOOD: I should say so...But what are we going to call her?
BLONDIE: T don't know -- I just can't think of a name I like.
DAGWOOD: I don't suppose we'd want to call her Hedy?

: "![ED* 1Y F'U
BLONDIE: \I don't suppose so.
DAGWOOD: I didn't really think 80.,.Well, I guess we'll think of

something nice -- if we get a 1little help from our friemds.




BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DEGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOQD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

BLONDIE:

MUSIC: v 00

DITHERS:

DAGWOOD::

"BLONDIE"
4/28/11

Hurry up, dear! I've got the door open!
I'm coming, Blondie!...Just a second...Oksay!

(DAGNOOD COMING UP FAST...)

Goodbye, dear!

Goodbye, Blondie -- take good care of the baby while I'm

gone.,
I will.
Goodbye!
(WHZZZ2Z...)
HERE HE  GoeS

oodness -- he's coming back...what's the matter, Dagwood ?

(COMING UP) I just thought of something. It's still very

barly. I've got lots of time.

Fd-forgottomrat-zoout—Te.
Just once I'd like to walk out of this house slowly...
Goodbye Blondie. ‘

Oh, that's right -- you have.

Goodbye, Dear. ‘
Ah-h-h, this is a big 1mprovement...i'11 try to get back
a little early.
That'll be wonderful Dagwood...Goodbye.

(WALKS SLOWLY OUT THE® Dooa...)' o

(DOCR_CLOSES ~SLOWLY)

My, how things have changed around here'

(YELLS) Bumstead! Bumstead! Where are youl
(DOOR- OPENS) = - L
Good morning, J.C.

It's a lovely (YAWN) day, isn't 1t?
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DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:

DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:

DITHERS:
DAGWOOQD:
DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:
DAGWOQD:
DITHERS:
- 'DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:

DITHERS:

: "BLONDIE"
L /28 /41

I hate to impose on you, but would it be too much if I

-9-

asked you to open both eyes whille you're talking to me?

Hunh?...0h, sorry, J.C. o1 Nou %¢t¢ ~ THe QBNDY =
Bumstead, you're a bottls-neck!
Now look, Mr. Dithers -- therc's no nced to got personal.

Vé&
Oh fiddle-diddle! What I want to know is, why did you bﬁ

HAVe A BAGY

To

t when we got a bi% g?x;er{?mc,nt order? TT”H:; N”‘

us
TROV Bk \u\ﬁi You RBomsten ol QonN'T
You're going around this officc like a slceep-walker!

. Open that other eyo againt!!

| W&Mw g w baby. Ske cries a lot

now, but she's wonderful. We wouldn't change her for the
world.,

Maybe if you'd change he» she wouldn't cry so much.

But we don't want to change her. We like her -- oh, I see

what you mean. THAT'S GooQ.

Now Mrarvelgo‘fx going to get those blue prints done today’

You mean the speclal ones we talked about yesterday?
Certainly they're the ones I mean! '
They're all dona.
Oh, no they're not!
Oh, yes they areo.
Oh, no they're not'
Okay, thcn - they're not done.
See -- I told you so!
All right, ‘but in that case, what are these?
(RATTLE OF STIFF PAPER..)

' 1D Do TH eV .
Great Scott! M&' :

| DIN NeAad D(D

DAGWOOD: ~ ~Se& -~ I to0ld you 801

DITHERS :

But it's only a few minutcs after nihe! e

- ] . -
LTS
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DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:

DITHERS:

DAGWOQD:
DITHERS:

DAGWOOQOD:
DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:

DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:

DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:

HBLONDIE"
L/28/u41

~]10~
\W EL

. J.C.
~I've been 1n the office sincc quarter after clght.

ARTE " T¢ [
].}):e‘zgw(%ood -ri left?:’ mel?s’;lakeﬁyoug%and! I'm proud to have you

working for the J.C. Dithors Company!

Thanksyew, J.C.

To think that you got up cerly just so you could come down
here and get in some oxtra work for mo! Why, that's
marvelous, that's wonderful, that!s -- come to think about
it, 1t's ridiculous. I don't get it.

I'm getting up carly these days. _ _
Ch, I ses -- the six o'clock bottle, ch? 1
That's_'r_ight, J.C. I got up at two ofclock, too.

Hmm -- -well, I suppose it would be unfair of me to ask you
to come to work aftoer QM&M?Trﬁé -‘- ’i
never mind that. |
(CLEARS HIS THROAT) Oh -- uh -- would you 1lilke to see somc
pictures of the baby? ;
Er -- why, sure, w?ﬁo . ,4

Teke a look at this one...This is a honey! | 4

(LAUGHS) Say, this is wonderful! What're you going to
call the little rascal? | . - o |

We haven't decided yet. ‘ \ |

That's an outrage! That poor child, lying in her bassinet,
without a name! | , |

But we cen't think of anything that seems just right.
You don't cxpect me to be .,god'fa..the.;r to a childthat 'hg;sn',t

& name, do you?

v96L SSPVIS

Well, then do something about 1t!  Thoreo are lots of names
o T T T e I e
-- laura, Luoillo, Holen, Roberta, Neomi, Jenot, Mergarot,

Amy, Cora, Hedy --























































