:30 ~ 5:00 PM, PST
30 - B:00 PM, PST

GOODWIN : Ah == Ah ~~ Ah ~=- Don't touch thot dlal -~ Listen
to "Blondie"...presented by Camel...the cigarotte

of costlier tobaccos.

_MUSTS: (THEME)

-
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MONDAY, JAlIUARY 19, 1942

'IEIDNDIEII .
4:30 - 5:00 PM, PST
7:30 - B8:00 PM, PST

s~

GOODWI':

DAGWOOD:

EDGAR:

BLONDIE:

D..\GWOOD:
BLCNDIE:

ALEXANDER:

And now for our weckly visit with the Bumsteads of
Shady lars Avenus. Well, yout'll romembqr that when
Dagwood was demoted by Mr. Dithers to the position
of hod carrier on one of the Dithers Company projects
he got into a fight with als foremon, Red Hogan, and,
through ¢ fluke, came out victorious. With Hogan
uable to represent tho Dithers Company at the
Charity Bouts, Dagwood has been chosen to take
his placc and fight Iron Jaw Morton of the Goliath
Company +.es Well, lect's go down to the Bumstead
cellar where Blondle's Cousin Edgar is training
Dagwood for the fight as ths rest of the famlly look
ONeves

(COME UP ON SOUND OF PUNCHING BAG)
(WINDED) Hoy, Edgar, don't you think I've boen

punching this bag long enough?
What? Oheeeel hadn't noticed. I guess you can stop
nowW.

(SOUND: PUNCHING BAG SOUNDS STOP)

How do you feel, Dagwood.
I feel like that bag has been punching me.
No wonder. Every once in o whlle 1t did.

Lre you in pretty good condition, Pop?
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EDGAR

ALEXANDER @

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

EDGAR:

DAGWOOD:

ALEXAND IR s

ATLEXANDER:

EDGAR:

BLONDIE:

EDGAR:

BILONDIE:
FDGAR

"BLONDIE" -2
1/19/42

He's in great condition, Alexandcor. Tomorrow night
Dagwood 1s going to stop through the ropos, the bell's
going to ring, and wham, wham, wham! -~ Iron Jaw
Morton 1s going to be out colal
Oh; boy -~ 1s that right, Pop.
Er -- well -~ uh ~- it sounds a 1little optimistilc,
Eﬁgar; are you sure Dagwoood has any kind of a chance
at all in thils fight?
Why, of coursoc, Blondie. He's got quite a punch,
and his footwork 1s terrific...Here, Dagwood ;~c°~m on:
show Blondle how you con skip r0pe.
Woll, a1l right..d This may Sobe'a 11ttlo childish,
Blondie, but all prize-fighters skip rope. It
strenghteons the leg musclos.
Go akead, Pop -- lot's seoc.

(SOUND: SXIPPTNG ROPE )
(OFF A BIT) Geo, Pop — you'lre doing swell. You're

almost as good as my girl, Annabelle Cooper.
Iook how smooth and effortlessly he's doing it, Blondic,
Jron Jaw Morton hasn't got o chance,

Do you really think so?

To show you how confident I am, I borrowed five
dolilars from Dogwood o bet on the fight, We'rc
splitting all I win.,

Well, I suppose that'e quite encouraging.

Of course. I haven't sezn Iron Jaw Morton, but

1190 ¥#S¥1S

after oll, Blondile, Dagwood did knock out Red Hogan.




BLONDIE:
EDGAR:

DAGWOOD:

EDGAR ¢

ALEXANDER:

DAGWOOD:

ALEXANDER:

DAGWOOD:
EDGAR ¢

MUSTC :

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

EDGAR:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOQOD:
EDGAR:

"BLONDIE" -5~
1/19/42
Yos, I guess that's right. '
And look at the way he can skilp rope. Hols groat,
hce's scnsational, he -~
Hey == look outl

(SOUND: TRIPS AND FALIS)

Ho needs more practice.

Geo, Pop ;- what happened?

I got tangled up in the rope,= Thak.

Get up, Pope. Uh—one..uh--two.Quh-—four,..uh-five..°
I supposc I ought to wait for oh~-nine, but I'm up.:

Hey, look at tho time., Welve got to take Dagwood

over, to Dr, Bates for hils physical check-up.

So |y
(COME UP) Okay,.Géaaéhgig Doctor Bates.,

(SCUND: DOOR CLOSES)
(COME UP) Well, Dagwood, what d1d he say? Yem
ORG-S s Syl enponagin
Yeah ~- what did he say, Dagwood?

He sal1ld I was in fine health. I tried to intecrest
him in my cough; but he didn't vay any attention.
What cough; Degwood?

(COUGHS

When did you get that?

This one.

I just thought it up before I went into his officc.,

Well, anyway, Dogwood, it looks as though youtre

a perfoect physical specimen.,
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DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DFGWOOD:

IZDGA

DAGWOOD:

DAGWOOD:

MORTON :

DAGWOOD:

MORTON :

DAGWOOD:
MORTON :

DAGWOOD:
slendie !

MORTON s

DAGNOOD:
MORTON :
DAGWOOD:
MORTON :

"BLONDIE" =l
1/19/42

: qun&: NM‘MNQ
Ycah -~ that's what Doctor Bates said, (LAUGHS)

T Wel. R, \1
Who knows ~-- maybe I'll beat the doylights out of Abov™ Now:

Iron Jav: Morton. I'm pretty fast on my feet. I've
got a prosty good punch.

ind you did knock out Red Hogen.

That's right -~ 1 4id,

Well, let!y got back home. You've got more training

to do, Dagwood.

Okay«se.Come on, Blondic.

(SOUND: DOOR OFENS...)

Vie'll just =~ 00000psi
(SOUND: SLIGHT COLLISION OF BODIES e.s)
(BIG AND TOUGH) Well, chum, what's the idea of

bumping into me?

Oh, I'im sorry., I didn't know you were on the other
side of the door and -~

Looking for trouble, eh? Shoving people around, huh?
Well, I wos Just ~- | |
I oughta teach you a lesoon, I oughta bounce you

eround thls walting room a little. _
Tosr & minuvvre. Whete Qoing O boones Whe RRound \ul\eﬁ& K

D'\o);l\ﬁé NV\;S;I’;: C-&\:fﬁ\‘}u'on't W. I'm saving my
strength for the Charity Bouts tomorrow night.
Oh..ssare you fighting the Charity Bouts?

Yoah -=- I'm supposed to mop up éréﬁﬁyiﬁmmﬁ Bumstead.
Well, I wish you all the luck in the ;;Q~:;who?

A guy named Bumstead. My name is Iron Jaw Morton.

€190 ¥SP1S




D/ GWOOD:

GOOOWIIT:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

GOODWIN:

IIB I\T«DIE" -5_ o
1/19/42

Taasaaasaahl!

So that's Iron Jaw Morton., He doesn't sound 1like a
nice men to meet in the middle of the ring. What do
you suppose Dagwood wlll do now? Do you suppose he'll
find some way to get ou£ of this fight??? Well, we'll
sec in just a moment.,.But right now let's plck up
Blondle and Dagwood on their way home from the Doctor's
officesoee
(SOUND: DRONE OF A SQUADRON OF PLANES, HIGH
VEREE
(HE'S A LITJIE BIU SCARED) Blondie! Blondie, lookl

It's a squadron of bonmbersi

(PROUDLY) Certainly is!

Maybe we ought to 1unlhnd Hide.

Not for those, Dagwoodl Those aren't enemy planesl
Tey're B-Twenty-fours -- Liberators!

But, 'gee, Blondie, you can hardly see 'em from herel
How cen you tell? |

Becausa they!re four-motored, high-winged, and

double-ruddered! See I've studled the silhouette

'charts, so I can be a plane spotter!

Good fom you, Blondie! /x»d I might add that those
heavy bombers are just about the toughest customers
in any men's nlr force...And, chences are, when the
men in thoss planes hop out at the ailrfield, they're
going to say -~

¥190@ %SP1s




VOICE:

GOODWIN :

EFCO:

GOODWIN ¢

MUSIC:

GOODWIN :

BIONDIE:

"BIONDIE" -6~
1/19/42

Boyl Now for a Camell

Yss, 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! Easy to see whyl It's the good

Camel extra flavor end smooth extre mildness. Yes,
and the way Camels are slower-burning, giving extra
smoking per éigarette per pack =-- and cooler smoking
tool The main reason behind all thils Camel goodness
is costlilier fobaccos ~-- blended expertly end
matchlessiy with the famous Camel know-how, ILess
nicotine in the smoke, too!l |
Twenvy=-eight percent less nlcotine than the average
of the four other largest-selling cigarettes tested --
less than any of them, according to independent
sclentific tests of the smoke itself.

Get a pack of mlld, flavorful Camels tonight! YOu'll

want to buy a certon tomorrowl

But—right-nowy—tetis-pieic-up-Biondie-end~Bagwood
M@WMM@M@@M
)}\e \)l‘& T

Well, it's wboul a half an hour ﬁnZi&f d he é\ié our' e kice

perfect puaysical specimen, Dagwood Bumstead,
shivering in bedesess.

Lagweod, you were perfectly all right an hour ago.

G190 ¥SP1S

The doctor said you were in wonderful . health.




"BTONDIE" -7=

1/19/42

DACWOOD: Bloncdle, I'am not & well man., It came over me very

suddenly;
BLONDIE: Whacn you opened the door aend saw Iron Jaw Morton?
DACWOOD: YeSssesNO!
BIONDIL: Then exactly what 1s wrong with you, Dagwood?
DAGWOOD: Exactly?
BIONDIE: Yes.
DAGWOOD: Well, to be specific about 1t, I'm a very sick man.
BLONDIE: You have sort of a weak fecling in your stomach.
DAGWOOD: That's 1t.
BIONDIE: Your lems are wobbly.
DAGWOOD: Like two 1limp stalks of asparagus.
BLONDIE: I know just what's causing all the trouble.
DAGWOOD: What?
BLONDIE. Tt's atill Iron Jaw Morton.
DAGWOOD: plondic, are you lnsinuating tnat I'm afrald of him?
BILONDIE: Yes,

DACWOOD: %es?Maybd I am. Gee, Cousin Edgar told me he was a
1ittle guy about one hundred and forty five pounds

and ancmic.

BLONDIE: Cousin REdgar certainly causes a lot of trouble around
hero.,
DAGWOOD: That Ldger 1s a parasite ~- he's just a phoney with

& long linc of salestalk~~and -what!s more, hel!s eating
us out of house and nome.

BLONDILE: Well, he is he'ping you train for the fight tomorrow,

isn't he? v
Yeh, T quessSe, boT .
DAGWOOD: N Goe, Blondie, you saw how bilg Iron Jaw Morton is. He
must welgh at least two hundred and twenty-~five pounds!

/nd did vou see the size of his hands, gee, 1f he took
. swing et me, the breeze would be enough to knock me

u

MR, oy o F The £'NQq
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BIONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIL:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDI::

EDGAR ¢

DAGWOOD:

EDGAR:

BLONDIE:

EDGAR:

BIONDIL:

EDGAR:

DAGWOOD:

"BLONDIE" -8¥
1/19/42

You're perfectly right, Dagwood. I'd hate to see

you got into the ring with that man. '

Blondic, rou're wonderful.

You'll just have to stay in bed and pretend that

you're vory slck. ’

As long as thore's a chance of my fighting Iron

Jaw; I'11 be very sick and I won't be pretending.
(SOUND: KNOCK ON DOOR...)

Come in.

(EOUND: _ DIOR. OPZS) - - This iy “the A%'EIE oo
e
Hoy, Dagwood -~ what are you doing in bed? AN T

o RuwN
2.0 miles.

Now don't give me that stuff. Thero!s nothing wrong

with you =-=- the doctor just gave you a physical

checkup end said you were okay. (ome on -- get up,

Dagwood.,

Just a mlnute, Edger =-=- Dagwood sald he was sick.

I hcard him.

Whea Degwood says he's sick, ne 1s sick.

v g \g&q\uogd TNCTey. (couqu

Aw, Dagwood == pull yourselfl together./\Ybu'vo got
to get out of bed and get to work. Youl've got to

win that fight tomorrow =~ I promised Mr. Dithers

you WOuld -:-my reputation depends on it.

Yeah, and you're the one who told me that Iron Jaw

\.HQT‘
Morton was o little
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"BI..ONPIE" _9__
1/19/42

EDGAR @ Now wait a minute, Dagwood ~= I'1l tell you why I
didn't come home wilth you. I talkod to Doctor
Bates after he got through giving Iron Jaw a
cheek up; and he told mo confidentially that
Iron Jaw wasn't in such good condition.

DAGWOOD: Well, this is confidential, too -~ I'm not going
to fight tomorrow night.

Wondie! TOMWeed ! You It WpNe up The baby.
Yocb' od 'o\in.é to 1ot flge Deithel?cl Company down, are

WOGAR: re g

you?
DAGWOOD:: You heard what I said, I'm not going to fight.
EDGAR: We'lll sce about that. I'd advise you to hop out

of bed and staert punching that bag In the ccllar,
see you later,
(SOUND: DOOR CLOSES)
DAGWOOD: What do you suppose he mesnt by that? What do you

supmose he'!s up to now?

MUSIC:

DITHERS : Blondio, can.aa»go in the bedroom end see Dagwood ?
I'm worried about him.

BILONDIE: Er ~- well, I'd better go In first end tell him
yqu're hecre.

DITHERS : %wait outside the door then.

BLONDIE: Thenk you. .

(SOUND: DOOR OPENS s+ +AND CLOSES ¢ o)
DAGWOOD: (CHERRILY) Hollo honey,

BLONDIE: Sh-h-h-hl

8190 ¥SVP1S




DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BIONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:
DAZWOOD:

BILONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BIONDIE:
DAGWOOD
BILONDIi:

BILONDIE:

DITHERS:
BIONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
DITHERS :
DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:
DITHERS:
DAGWOOD:

"BIONDIE" ~ ~10-
1/19/42

Hanh?
Mr, Dithers 1ls right outside.

What'!s he want?
He wants to see you....Now get back into bed, and
for heaven's salze - look sick.
Okay, Blondin....I'11 get right into bed.
Dagwood —; take your shoes off first.
Ch, yeah.
(SOUND: SHOES DROP)

Hold still now and I'1ll sprinkle some watér on your
face.,
What's that for?
Perspivation...Remember, you're sick.
I'11 try to...Okay =~ I'm ready now, Iet him in,
All right.

(SCUND: DOOR OPENS . o)

You can come in now...He's awake. I'1l just leave
yog here.
Oh, thank you, Bliondle.
Pon't stay teoo longy MR.Dirheps.
(SOUND: DOOR CLOSES...)

(WEAK) Hello, J. C.

Hello, Dagesse®. Hey, you don't look so good.
I don't feel so good.

What's the matter with you, Dagwood?

= I*ﬁféfgk.

Yes, but what 1s 1t?

Probably somrething I ate.
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"RLONDIE" —114
1/19/42

DITHEﬁé; Dagﬁood, you don't really think it'll keep you away
g in the Chorlty

from fizhting

Bouts, do you?

DAGWOOD: Ey -- I'm afrald it will, J.C.

DITHERS : Sort of . run-down physically, eh?

DAGWOOD: Yeah == 1 guess 804

DITHERS: Hrmrm %Nnuwzgr\‘b%rfé?zildn’ t give you your old job back
after all.,

DAGWOOD: Why not, J.C?

DITHERS : You're in bad condition, Dagwood. Maybe I ought to

keep you on asg a hod carrier for threc or four more
months -~ until you recover your health. Yes, T

think that would bo a good 1dea.

DAGWOOD: But J. C. I'm not that sick.
DITHERS : Of course In a way I hate to send you back therc -~

A% APT 7o be ‘ered, ;DAGWosd: TRKEAY

The boys & "lwwww“~WMW’w:y/ There might be trouble.
DAGWOOD: Er -= trouble?
DITHERS : Yes == you sce, theytve all bet on you to win.
CAGYO0D: You mean they have that much conildence in me?
: ' . A0 To ONE AGAINST You.

DITHERS : Well, the odds cro good, too,

DAGWOOD: The book-makers don't scem Quite so confident.

DITHERS : You know how it is, Dagut-i. If you didn't show up
for the fight, the boys might stert dropping bricks
on you wirlle you were climbing up & ladder or some

something. They're very ﬁ§&&§&ﬁ§¥§.

DAGWOOD: Drop bricks on me. Gee, they might hurt me.
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