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THE BIG STORY #54
Ity OASE FOR EDGAR AULEN pom" FINAL

)

() (
10:00-20:30 PLM. LPRIL 7, 1948 WEDNE 3DAY

PELL MEIL FAMOUS CIGARETIES present...THE BIG STORY!

( SCESIORD-SHTPE ING*FLOWERS)
(P BLE-AH-1m—M ant
gorden-zinnias—wovko—bo—juss pight—Man—six———Five—ené
one_ (HE QHTS} meXs six..Now Lask--£6—-the-nouse.

( SR L5 v DOCR SRRRS—ANDSHUE Sy MO~ SR P & i PHEY--STOF )
You're deed, arzun't you? -Bothotspeut—You;~Irme,~and- you,

Juen, both gquits I R Y-S

li—gee—trow—JF—coudhave

H

one—ah i iRt e bl E O Go—youi—of—aourse—nol. 80
1t me set the Flswers hare for you. 30. (SOUND FOR VASE)
They are iovely, Zinnies and death do go so well together.
Mother would have liked thils scens - thebvo—of-Fou-seed
snd—tho—Elowere—tn—shis—vess. A shame she can't see it.
Avd now (one must be discreet) I'll just pull the blinds
GOWIe v 4 »

(SEADES EZING DRAWN)
....30 the neighbors can't see in end - end I think I'11 sit
down and heve scms breakfast. (PAUSE; Those zinnles are

lovely.

.__.—....._._..-—_.-..__-— . i, AN ML &=

The BIG STORY, arnother in the thrilling seriss hased on
true experisnces ol newapaper reporters. Tonlght, to
Harry Reutlingsr of the Chicago Herald-American goes the
PELL MELL Award for the BIG STORY.

FANFARE ) (OPENING COMMERCIAL)

—— e e =
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THE BIG STORY 4/7/48 -2- e
_PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:
(VIBRAPHONE ...BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG...BONG!})

CHAPPELL: Four notes thet zre alike...end one that is - "outstendinz"!
And, of america's lsading cigarettes, ope is "Qutstaudinei”

-the longer, finepr cigarette in the distinguished red

package - PELL MELL!

HARRICE: Ledies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of your
frisnds heve chzngsd to PELL MELL? There's a reason --
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!....

CHAPFPELL : Good to lock at...

1

<
Hy
qr
]
l—l

HARRICE : Gond t

CHAPPELL: Good to taste....

HARRICE: And good to smcks.

CHAFPELL: Yes; thera's ops clgerette thet's reelly different- really

"Cutstaendingzi" - FILL MELL. For PELL MELL'S grsater length

of treditionally Tine, wellaw tobaccos filters the smoke

of this long.n, finsr cigerette - gives you thet gmoothness,

mildness and satisfection no other cigarette offers you.

(VIBRAPHONE . ,BONG, BONG, BONG BONG.., BONG!)
HARRICE: Four notss that ers alike...zndé one that is -"Qutstendipgl"
And, of America's lsading clgarettes, one 1s "Outstending!"

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!..,'"Outstanding!"

HARRICE: And ~ they ers mild!

ATHOT Q0BOSA2
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CHAPPELL: Now, the authentic end almost unbelisvable story of LA
Case for Edgar Allsn Poe.,'

{MUSIC: UP_AND UNDER)

—

NARR: You are Earry Reutlinge:g, reporter f‘or the Chicago 7
Farers i sud Lt e Ll T A I
o Herald-American,/ This is your story. It bagen the’ wey all
v .truly hideous things beglo. It began on & sunny day, in 8
greenhouse where luxurlant flowsrs spread a delightful
syoma. An ordinery day -- and then (the way all truly
hideous things begin) ilnto this normel, pleasant
. naturelness, a stain appeared - corruption burst through,
murder and horror &od crawling ugliness split the

o atmosphers. Fhem—tire—tiring-was—tatd—bare—trell—its

Fa ey | by PN PR, - I, S a1 "] P A
apio~horpropr—-oryp--Poe—Con o IR VeTUONIE T JUSLLLY rie]

—r rm e e R M Y e TR N e -—— = ——

NARR: It began 1in ao ordinary way. You had just getten up from
a good night's sleep wheu the phoune rang. It was your
{1 ! ‘ TG ‘.2=n.'.'_f.k.n-‘.J
frieud Detective Lieutene.nt Dan Shaw e-a-]:-l—i:a-f—%a
YM-\_;_*&J—&\J FYSRTY S SY
- Chicago suburb Wﬁ'ﬂmﬁﬂs‘in
Shavlomwotoemroumhadnnover-ngerd-before . . .
_SHAW e LRI B RS- RORRFEIR D pemm oy —y ot up ]
Wr—%&@mit?

- E\'TRI[

T Tt i A IR i
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e (MUSTE———THE—TREME_QUICKLY-BRIDGES"INTO)

+

SHAW: © {LOW) Take a good look, Harry.
HARRY: Wow.
SHAW: (LOW) Yeah - "wow",
HARRY : ~ This room looks as if a ¢yelons had hit it.
e SHAW : _ The next room the seme thing. Even some of the wallpaper
torn off. Every sign of murdsr,
Er i .
HARRY: Upstaips? -
SHAW: Bannister torn out, furniture‘’s a shambles - like 2 bull

_ ran wild ~ a wad bull.

— HARRY: And no body.

SHAW (SLOWLY) And no body. Outside in the back 1s & gresnhouss
-flowers growlng thers.

HARRY: Yeah?

SHAW: Thatfs vhere it happensd - whatever happened - the climax
- the wupder. There's a big crop of - I don't know - some
kind of flowsrs - zinnias or something - blood all over

= them. (A LITTLE WILD) There's no sign of a body, Harry.

{PAUSE)
- HARRY : Whose house i; it?
- SHAW: Man nawmed Elwmo Greeu, _
HARRY : Gresn? Green? Oh, surel! He's a very famous what-you-call-

e it? - horticulturist - flower lover, Won first prize in
the flower show ilest week. Sure. What do you know about
him?

SHAW: Mappied. Wife's nawe 1s Irma. Brothsr-in-law lived here
too, Irma's brother - news of Ivan. Iven and Irma and

= BElmoc - but no bedy enywhere.

e T = e C e .
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HARRY :
SHAW :

HARRY:

SHAW:

HARRY:
SHAW:

HARRY :
SHAW:
HARRY:

SHAW:

HARRY:

SHAW:

HARRY :
SU3AN:
HARRY:
SUSAﬁ:
HARRY:
SUBAN:
HARRY :

That!s a1l you kKnow?
No,there's & girl inside - in the paatry -- the only room
in the house that isn't torn up. ' Very nice little girl.

Their housekseper. She called we.

Loytirtng-eise?

_4kh—4rgaeee—%ha%*9—vvwv—9h7w§e&h———eﬂe—eﬁhef—%h&agwwsae

this~oard?

axep-the housa.
Jhetlp—going-oahore?

ﬂm_4md9ﬂ4%wkﬂ0ﬂw~M¥o&—H&ﬂ%—%eﬂfeik-ﬁﬂ“ﬁHE“gir1?
—kdLike—te-~

Her name is Susan. Susan Meredith., She's still
. "1: [ty | _'vl-u

frightened.;*@g €887,
Okay.
(STEPS...DOOR OPENS...SHUTS UNDER)

a reeeden Yomws Tha Looaid Damorienid

Trom-cne ot Lhe pepers.

Susan E%i? is a = ﬂriendfgf mins. Mr, Reutlinger. He's.

Hello, Busan.

{VERY FRIGHTENED) Yes, sir,

Do you feel like talking & 1ittle bit?

If I can help, sir. _

Good girl. Just this, Susan: who do you think is dead?
Ch, it's Mister Elmo, sir. He's the one they killed.

Oh, why do you say that?

RTKA1 806O5BS




. SUSAN:

HARRY:
SUSAN:

HARRY :

SUSAN:

HARRY:

SUSAN:

HARRY:

BUSAN:

HARRY :*
SUSAN:

HARRY:

SUSAN:

-6a

Well, he was & - such e kind and quiet wan, & good sort
of man. ﬁe 1oved.hié flowers - the one's out in the back,
they're all his. She wasn't even interested lo the flowers. .
Sometimes when he told me to water them and he was away
she'd stop ms.

Mrs. Gresn?

' Yes, sir, (Mrs. Irma I called ner)y - she'd stop me and s0

would he - Mr. Ivan, her brother. They hated him.

Who haeted him, Susan?

Mrs, Irma and Mpr. Ivan - they hated M». Elwo. He wasn't
much to look at, soms called him "mousy", but he wes nice
and fine, and he was going to divorce her, too.

He was?

Yes, sir. He filed a divorce agalnst her lagt week, 1
think, and he sued Mr. Ivan, too, ;or ten thousand dollars.
Wny was that - I meen, sulng his brother~in-law?

He beat up Mr, Elmo. Mr. Ivan wes big and & brutal men,
Mr. Reutlingsr, very brutal end vulgsr, 1f you know what I
mean - and he beat up Mr. Elmo.

And Mr. Elmo sued him?

Yes, sir. They killed him. I know .they did. And putting
nis blood onto his besutiful flowers....{BREAKING)...it's
a terrible, terrible thing....

Sugsan! Don't that won't help.' Try to tell me this. What
do you thiok happensd to Mr. Elumo's body?

They took it, I know they took it - they took 1t away.

They msat have.

RTKO1 OOBDSBE
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HARRY: I sees All right, Thanks, Susan.
SUSAN: Can I go? Cen I go home DOW?
SHAW: T think ss. Just stay there so I can resach you.
SUSAN: Yes, sir, (FADING) Catch them, please, will you? They're
terrible psople.
SHAW: . Welll try.
(BGGR—G?EN—S-BFF—HB—B&HTB)
AR ey g gt —be fore s~ vou ',
SHAY. He o7 Lol lod—Foubedanse—n Foulnsa—pstudent—0f
~poyFehologyr—right?
HARRY = T_tpg:LL;zt&&maew—eaé—aheﬂf*ﬁannyv
S AAW tmsrrmse it Seppie et L prere Gaddporrsyer-gobr—Pirt—dontt—yor-print

a. unpd . pou-—undenebond—bret?
_HARRY.: ... Mom.hoo. Weah-exe—yougeing—to-do?

1eekwEenm&»boéy——~Qhcwrﬁbhn-ge*ug-tensend*cut"a-dragnet

e AN fo 5 Mg mo-sad—Mresfren buir~refore—F-do-anyof
it—(—&ﬂé—-}:—‘-ﬂ B Juu.‘ll jui“n: 12:= Bt L2 89 P-t=—tr=tetrim the
—moRALAg e a-gonne—heve—e-shiff-drink.

{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: You, Harry Reutlinoger, reporier and psychologlist, and your
friend Detective Dan Shew chsck things. You search the
house thoroughly. -¥eu-oheek~the—eards—of—tetective"L.

SHAM: Thepe—is—ao—sushgty—ierry-—Tpure-phony— 2 Tittiedust

~fep-souebodyle—vsyen-

e, L ety mm St T
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NARR: You. hunt-for a--body— Yeu-ge—out—inte—the—beaubiful
 gEseRhousE—wRd-—Look—therer—Iunto—the-Floveras—tnto-the
shpubsy-into—bhe-sphee—oi-tho—groeonhouso~astove .
SMWW&&&-
NARF Fou—find-evidencer—plontyof-—tt;—of-a—state—of-war—elmost;
-Givoreemstory—3tts-truer—¥ou-check—tietea-thousand
dotter-suttegetost—Tvar-vy-Btwo—=true It's oIl true -
—pxeerrtthet—therss—mo—bodys Phrerets—tvot-ortherinnizs.
-But—therele—otiit—no—bedy—-
IHAW e AP B EL YR T Herryr——Fhe—Whote--thingstupossible
BARRY T No, By T+t tmposs thre -ttt teontyunbeiievebls .
padness
o P-thrts-whote—thtog, Peony;—there Hestheanswer.
(MusIC: . _ ngw%glv R L emaT - BT F
NARR: _Ww brings in nothing. Not one single sign.
And a menth goes bsr;;of‘vi; the next med thing happens. You
and Dan Shaw are eating supper and a policeman comes into
the resta.ﬁra.nt‘.. .
(RESTAURANT BG)
EDDIE: Lisut. Shaw....
SHAW: Yes, Eddile.
EDDIE: Letter for you, slr. It just came into headguarters,
and the sergeant sald to go out and find you and glve it
to you.
SHAW: Okay, Thenks.

A A T
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«~-  EDDIE: Funny green typing on thet, tan't it, Lieut.?
SHAW: (DISMISSING HIM) I said thenks, Eddie. I'11 tell you
what it seys sows other time.
EDDIE: " (FADES) Yes, sir.
{OPENING OF LETTER)
i HARRY: . It is funony green typing.
SHAW: Just & second.
(LETTER IS PAKEN oUT)
SHAW: (TENSE) Get this. "Inepector of Police. Elmo Green
killed himself here (Where's "pere"? Heve is (PUZZLED)
Los Augeles). Elmo Green killed himself here by Jjumping
into the Pacific. His body will never be recovered."! It's

- signed "Reformed acd Peultent ¢riminal.”

HARRY: Wow. Elmo killad himself. Bub Flmo'e the...
SHAW: ®lmo's the oue who's supposed to be dead.
BARRY: Mhen who wrote it? Unless...Danay, do you rewsuber those

letters we found in the house ip Rluo's dask®? They were
written on & typewriter with green ritbon., I'1ll bet the

same green ribbon, saume typewriter..

SHAW: Thet typewriter was Elmo's.
HARRY : Then. ..
SHAW: Then what....? '
on o HARRY: I don't know, Could ﬁggx have written it on Elmo's

e typewriter? GCould Elums have written 1%?

o SHAW: (ANNOYED) Maybe Susan wrote 1t. Maybe you Wrote 1%.
o HARRY: Weit a second, something coming to me, Danuy.

SHAW: That's what this case needs - & good visitation.

. - e - ———— . ee—
e Tt o "
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HARRY:

SHAW:

—— HARRY':

SHAW:

- HAREY:

T SHAW:
HARRY:
SHAW:
HARKY :

SHAW:
HARRY:

e ammasd et omd

-10_

Look - all that's bsen printed in the pepers is that the
three of them aré missing. Elwo, Irme and Ivan are missing,
and the police believe someons was killed. |

8a? -

okay - we release two stories. One that s note concerning
. the suicide of Elmo Green has been received. Walt a day,
then say that you believe the suicide a hoax and that the
police have no further interest in the case.

Why? What'll thet get we.

Wnoever did it, whoever killed vhosver i1t was they killed -
the killer's nuts, wad - strange, wierd...

Okay, that's enough adjectives....

Don't get sore at me. I'm only trying L0eaus

Okay - go ahead,

I think they're intevested in seeing thelir names in the
papers. This casse broke big, neadlines$ - .now, it's
nothing.

So0%

50, say you'res not interested in the case any more. My
velief, based on what's happened, and now thls letter...
my belief 1s that somebody will show up.

And if they don't?

Whet have you loat? I'll bet you two chrysanthemums

against a daisy. Try 1%, Dan.

( TYPEWRITING .GOING. PHONE TOFS IT..IS ANSWERED)
Rautlihger speaking...
(FILTER) Harry, this is Dan Shaw....

RTHOT QUBOS90




HARRY:

SHAW:

HARRY :

SHAW:

HARRY:

{MusIc:

BEILMO:

SHAW:
GREEW:

HARRY :

GREEN:

HARRY:
GREEN:
HARRY:

-11-
What have you got, Danny?
Youlre idea worked. Guess who's sittlog in my office?
Iven? (PAUSE) The two of them - Ivan and Irma. (PAUSE)
Tell ume!

Don't tell me you can surprise a student of psychology.

Blmo's here. Yep/ Little Elwo Green. Alive and in perscn.

I111 e right there.

(GENTLY TELLING A STORY) I should never have warried Irume,
never...especlally with the way she disliked flowers. She
actually disliked them, gentlemen. Do you gentlswen like
flowers? .

Yeah, we do, Mr. Green. Go ahead tell us what happened.
I'm glad you do. It makes & 1ot of difference. Well, when
Tvan came to live with us - 1t was worse. Irma wes bad,
but ths two of them - well, you know about the divorce.
Well, that wmorning - Irma woke me by hitting me - with &
stlck or scmethiog. You can still see the wark. See?
Yes, Mr. Greeu.

Then Ivan took the stick., I tried to fight back. The
furniture got broken; he threv uwe down the stairs agalnst
the bannister end...I'm not a strong wan, you know.
There's blood on scme of tﬁe flowers.

You mean in the greenhouse?

That!s right. 1Is that your bload?

ARTHO?1 000581
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OREEN: It must be. I was bleeding, I remewber &nd...
HARRY : What happened then - after they beat you?
OREEN: They forced me inte the back of the car (naybe 1t was the

trunk compartment, I don't know) and they drove we to -

about 100 miles. That's when I escaeped.

e HARRY: - - Where are they now?
- GREEN: 1 don't know, for a certainty, I wean - but somewhere West.
) HARRY: Los Angeles? i
GREEN: They wight be. Wny do you say that?
HARRY : Just an idea. You know, we heard you were dead.
GREEN: They wrote that. They tuet have. Bzcause they wanted you

to stop looking for me. They wanted you 1o think I was
gone and to forget the case - that's why they wrote that.
Dié you say there was blood on the zinnies?
(PHONE RINGS..IS ANSWERED)
SHAW: Excuse me. (PHONE) Shaw speaking.,.Mmum. You'rs suref...

Okay. Fine. Bys.

{PROVE UF)
'SHAW: Yesh, there's blocd in ths greenhouse.
GRFEN: Ch, that's dreadful. On the flowers, too?
SHAW: All over. Lemme tell you about this phone cell. That

was one of my men &t your hotgl.
GREEN : Reglly?
SHAW: He says you have a typewriter with green ribbon in it. I
| checks with the note you wrote to us.
GREEN: What note?

e m mem T v A e =
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SHAW:

GREEN:

HARRY :

GREEN:

HARRY:
(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

~13~
The one thet said you were dead. Aren't you the "Reformed
and Penitent Criminal" Mr. Green?

You're joking. He's joking, isn't he?

I don't think so. I think, Mr. Green, the Lileut. 1is about

to tell you you're under arrest for the murder of your wife

. and brother-ln-law.

(REALLY IRATE) Would I put blood on the flowers 1n my
greenhouse? Would I?

I don't kosw, Mr. Green....would you?

We will bo back in just a woment with tonight's BIG STORY.
But first, & word from Cy Harrice....

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATHOT 0060593




THE BIG STORY  4/7/48 : -14-

PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE :
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

AARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Ladies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of your
friends have chenged to PELL MELL? There's a rgason --
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!

Good to look at....

- good to feel....

Good to taste....

And good to smoXe.

Yos, there's oue cigarette that's really different - really
"Outstanding!" - PELL MELL!

When you pick up & PELL MELL, you céen see the differance -
you can feel the difference, And when you smoke a PELL
MELi,, you can taste the difference.

Fop PELL MELL'S greater leugth of treditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke of this longer, finer
cigerette - gilves you thet gmoothness, mildnegs and
satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

( VIBRAPEONE . . ,BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG...BONG!)
Four notss that are aliks...and ope that is - "gutgtandinz®!
And, of America’s leading cigarettes, one 13 "Outstandinzl”:
~the longer, finsr cigarette in the distinguished red
packegs. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -"outstanding!”

And - they are mild!

e p e SmIEL aw g, A SR, S T S o
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{MUSIC: _ _
HARRICE:

NARR:

SHAW!

GREEN:
SHAW:

GREEN:

SHAW:

o i e R 7 A R AT s T R

~15-
_INTRODUCTION_AND UNDER)
Now we return you to our narrator, Bob Sloaps, and
tonight's BIG STORY.
Stories by Edgsr Allen Poe have more thano a mecabre and
mysterious quality about them. They have sudden shifts
ard tuists also that wmeke the breath go out of & person
reading them &nd wake him question the fine line betwesn
sanity and madness. And this case before you, Harry
Reutlig@iiitrenortew for the Chicago Herald Americen, ié
e casefout of pos - end so it has 1ts twists and sudden
stabs, The first of these comes &as you sit in a darkened
room, while Lieutenant Danny Shaw questions & wousy-looklng
timid man nawmed Elmo Green who's been arrested for a double
wurder, but who isa't answering guestilons just now.
What did you do with the bodies? (SLOWLY WITH VIOLENCE
UNDERNEATH) Green, what d1d you do with the bodies?
(BLANDLY) I will not be sddressed in that tone of voice,
What did you do after you ¥illed thsm? Why did you writs
that erazy lettar to us?
¥ou are not & wan who likes flowers, I can tell that. You
are & wan who would pull the petals of ff flowers.
Look, Gresn - I've talked to gou nigely for six hours.
Ttve taken sverything you've sald - about the beating you
suffsred, ebout the xidnapplog - about the way Ivan and
{rus treated you - and I've shown you whers you'lve lied -
every time you've lled,..no¥w wheﬁ are you golang to tell

we the truth.

ATHOT 00E0S9S
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GREEN: I have said everythine I'm going to say. They tried to

---- ki1l me, and they didn't succeed. I am not golng to
waste wmy time with a man llke you who 1s gquite capable
of stamping on a dahlia with his heel, 0r possibly
even & zinnia.

HARRY: The zinnials a beautiful flower, Danny, You shouldn't

- .step on a zinnia,

SHAW: Aw, shut up.

GREEN: You see, Mr. Reutlinger - my polnt exzcotly, A man who

- says "shut up" to his friends, such 2 man would indeed

take pleasure in crushihg a zinnla.

HARRY: Zinnia's are beautiful.
GREEN: Do you really think so?
HARRY: I think your collsction is as good as anything Itye

gver seen.

GREEN: Do you? Really?

HARRY: T covered the flower show this year for wy paper. You
walked away with that prize.

GREEN: Well, thank you. I don't even think Lieutenant Shaw

k¥nowa what a zinnia looks like,

SHAW: Harry, I appreclate it - but zet cut of here., This ias
no good.
GREEN : And you expect me to talk to you?
= HARRY: - Wait a second, Danny, Mr. Green, would you talk to

me? I meen, if Lieutenant Shaw went out for a while

L and ... ?

I GREEN: ph, no. Now I see it. You're worse than he i3, You
.,Hv; " don't like flowers any better than he does., ¥You just sald
T e that to get me to talk., You think I‘w a fool, don't you?

L
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HARRY: Even if you don't telieve 1%, Mr. Green, I like zinnias,

T can't even cut a2 zinnla off its stem, T really can't.,

GREEN: (DOUBTFUL BUT INVOLVED) ILs that true?
HARRY: Yes,
GREEN: I think you mean that,
;:l HARRY: lWhy did you kill your wife and her brother?
- GREEN: (SINCERELY NoW) I didn't, I rezlly dldn't. They tried
to kill wme.
R SHAW: It!'s no use, Harry.
GREEN: You see what neither of you understand is that I happen

to know somethling about law, too, And in the absence
of & corpus delictl ~ a body to be exact - you can't
prove murder. Am I wrong? (PAUSE) You gentlemen seem
to think that just because a person 1s a horticulturist,
he doesn't know a2bout things like corpus delicti ..., but

you sse, you'le YIrong.

(PHONE RINGING. IT'S ANSWERED)

HARRY: Reutlinger speaking.
B SHAW: (FILTER) Harry, Dan, A letter came in today. Just now,
L HARRY: = TYsah.
v;?q SHAW: Signed by Irma.
i HARRY: What?l

ATKO1 QUs0587
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~~~~r- SHAW: That's right, Irma, The dead Irma., It's & letier to
o cousin. The cousin btrought it in. Listen. 'We are
in desperate need of money. Ivan and I have nothing to
live on. Please mall us one hundred dollars, or more
1T possible, to Post Office Box 21, City." It's signed

e "Hurriedly, Iyrwa,® A woman's handwriting, no doubt about
1%,

HARRY: What's zoing on here? (SUDDENLY) Walt a minute - walt -
a minute, Danny, answer the letter. Send thew a note
or just blank parer to that post office box. “e’ll be
thers whon the party comes to plek 1t up.

SHAW: You think thattll work? '

HARRY: The only other thing T can think of doing 1s - going
quietly nuts. )

SHAW: Okay, we!ll try the note ... and if that doesn't work -
I111 go with you.

HARRY: Where?

SHAW: Quietly nuts,

(MUSIC: BRIDGE. AGITATO INTO:)

- (GENERAL MILLING IN THE POST OFFICE. UNDER: )
SHAW : What!s the number of that box again?
HARRY: Oh, stop 1t, Dan, Sowebody il come. 2l.
" SHAW: I'm sorry. Jumpy. {SUDDENLY) Hey ...
; HARRY: Nope, Box 22, Just hang on a llttle longer.
r— SHAW: Suppose Irmatsa allve.
Sanne HARRY: Yeah, suppose she 149,
- SHAW : And suppose Ivan's dead. Suppose the two of thew
T  killed Ivan.
L HARRY: Sof?
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SHAW:
HARRY:
SHAW :
HARRY:
SHAW:

HARRY:
SHAW:
HARRY:

SUSAN:
SHAW
SUSAN:
SHAW:

SUSAN:
SHAW :

SUSAN:

L W Lt P

-19-
Or suppose Ivan did 1%, killed both of them.
Suppose nobody's dead.
Aw, shut up. _

Then where'd &ll that blosd come from?

/
Wiil you please ... hey, look ,.. & woman! It's - 1t's${b

21,

pid you see her face?
No.
(SMILES) Well, come and have a look.

(STEPS TO STOP)
Hello, Susan.
I ... chhhuhh.
Better come along with us ... hunh, Susan ... would you?
You admit you wrote this letter, aéking for one hundred
dollars?
(1oW) Yes, sir.
Why did you write 1t?
1 can't tell, sir. I can't. Please don't ask me,
Susan, unless you talk, you're going to g0 to jail for 20
yeara - you'rs {nvolved in a murder, Now why did you
write 1t?
(LOW) He asked me please tO.

Who?

.I can't tell.

(PAUSE}

e g D e T IR T BT R L I
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HARRY:

SUSAN:

HARRY!:

SUSAN:

HARRY:
3034N:

HARRY:

SHAW:
SUBAN:
SHAW:

HARRY:
SHAW:

HARRY :
SHAW ¢

_20_
T+ was Mr, Elmo'!s fdea wasn't 1%, Susan? Yﬁu didntt want
to do 1t - but you liked him and you thought why shouldn't
T do a 1ittle thing like that if it will help Mr, Elmo?
Isn't that right, Susan?

{AIMOST INAUDIBIE) Yes, sir,

You see, Susan, Mr, Elmo i1s & nlce man - 1n scme Ways.

He's gentle and kind and he's always treated you nicely.
But he's a murderer, toc, Susan, Do you understand that?
No, sir, I don't. He's such a kind wan, I remember
when his mother was still alive - he was 8o nlce to
her, He'd cut her flowers every day ... he'd take up a
tea tray to her room with flowers-on it,
Zinnlas®
Thatfs right. Zinnias, 3he loved zinnias, And he vwas
so sweet to her ard everything, That was before he
married Mrs. Irma. And right then, juet before the
wedding, his wother dled,
Okay, Susan, You go pack home and just forget about
it. Okay, Dan?
Yeah, okay.
You mean I can go?
Yezh,

(STEPS AND DOCR OFENS AND QUIETLY SHUTS)
I think now L've got an ides - the first good idea 1in
weeks.,
Paychology?
You got another sugeestion?

What do you want to do?
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HARRY:

HARRY:

HARRY:
GREEN:

HARRY:
GREEN:
HARRY:

GREEN:
HARRY :

GREEN:
HARRY:
GREEN:

HARRY:

GREEN:
HARRY:

_o1-
Get me a tray and & vase and about & dozen cut zinnias

from Elmo's greenhouse,

[EY STOF)

{SLOW BTEFS.
Cpen it, will you sergeaut?
SEUTS UNLER:)
(UP) Hello Elmo,

(JAIL DOOR OPZNS3.
Thanks, I don't fhink I'1l e long.
T don't wish to be dis?w.wl(INTERESTED} Oh, vhere did
you get them?

They're peautiful, aren't they?
Exquisite, They're not ...%
Yes, they are, Thaytre zinniés gut from your oWl
. greenhouse.,
¢h, thank you - thank you 8o wuch.,
You see, youlve been in prison now - 91X weeks - right?
Well, I waa over to yoﬁr houge this morning, and
franicly, some of your flowers were in a state of ... well,
they weren't the way you'd want them to be, So 1 got a
gardener in and we straightened it out.
Oh, that was very kind of you. ]
and then T thought - I'd bring you éOme of the zinnlas,
Oh, they're just .,. they even make this csll attractlve.
You know these are the giant garden variety - very hard
to grow.
Yos, I know. Theyfire the kind you used ta bring your
mother, aren't they, Elmo?
Yeaz, thay are.

They!re the kind your grey-haired mother 1liked so much,
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GREEN:

HARRY:

GREEN:

HARRY:

GREEN:
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_92_
(IN A DREAM ALMOST) Yes, they are. She used to lock
atltham and touch them and ... she was like & zinnia
almost.
(GENTLY AS HE CAN) Elmo - vhat would your little old

groy-haired mother say if she knew about what you did?

_ (PAUSE)

She wouldn't like it. No. She wouldn't like what I dicd ...
she wouldn!t like 1t at all.

Do you want to tell me what 1t was you did, Elmo?

T dontt mind. I'dé like to tell you, i'd really like

to tell it to somebody. (VERY SIMPLE STORY. NO EMOTION)
They were such vad people, really they were - Irma and
Ivan, The both of them, I saw theuw,{ cru héd zinnias with
their shoes ... and they didn't like mé. And I didn*t like
them. That morning I woke up and they were asleed and

T said, it's such a lovely mornlng, T111 lock at the
zinnias, A;d T did. They were beautiful. And that made
me angry - how beautiful they were 2nd those two asleep
ingide. So first I went }po her rooum, Irmats, and I killed
her and then I?égﬁ?"o hi&rroom and started to kill him,
But he fought me. He threw things at me, everything -
chairs - furniture, anything he could take hold of - (and
some of that furniture was very nlge, very carefully
selected) - but finally I g;ﬁ;ﬁf‘ﬁgm, too. Well, I thought,
wvhat will T do with the bodies? I took them into the
greenhouse to burn thew in the stove, but the stove

wasn't large enough and besides the draft wasn't wvorking
very well - and I guess that's how souwe of the blocd got

onto the zinnias. It was accidental, you understand. I

wouldn!t put blood on the flowers on purpose, you know that.
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HARRY: Sure, I understand,
GREEN: Well, what was I going to do? And then I remembersed
= I was fixing the greenhouse foundation - wlth cement,
and sc T mixed it up and I put them, the two of them, into
the foundation of the greenhouse - in the cement. And
. thatts where they are.
HARRY: I see. '

S GREEN: Then, after it was over, I cut six zinnias, They're my
favorite flowers, She same as they were mother's, and

I put them in 2 vase in the living room, erd—then—ek,

pbeetivele—neme—sr—ter—Iread—tra—pookthat- a
ayrderer.-4id.a-—thine.dikechat-ro—Lept—the~detectives; " 7" '
but--that-kind-ofFhing-deesmkyreadty-work—-<goes1t?
U Thefurpy—peri—wosr—tre=Teme—Toget I Toramiy ™ Do

~gon know who My .-Toland—i83~You-probablry-dontt, But

named—-Peland—-I--fhought—thet-—was—funny, Well, that

was all really - exceﬁt that - after it was &ll deone

-,

{you know 1it's hard work to put two bodies in cé%%gé%%
and make a good foundation) - well after that I

realized how hungry I was, (I hadn't had anything to
eat.) 8o I sat down in the kitchen and ate my breakfast

and then I left.

gt T A TM——— i % -
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You-watt—untii-helo~fintshed~—arki~fintsheds;~thls
mevsy—man—with—tho-wolrd.-oyee—ant—thon-you—and-Petice-Lb.
Shavgoout—to—tHre-greenirogse witirtemer-emd-ctrisel ...
and—yourheekevey-for—esntie—erd—you—fiad—enkbho t

a et re-mora o tirekrertstr-pobd-youw- 1g -

|t poKou—find—two—bodkoo—ti-tho—conarete .

( PATUSE}—S50-30u-Dioie-arzinnda—and—you-held—itrop-and-youwr
turmto by ShEv =M yoT S35 ... )
You know, I donlt think I'll plant any zinnias in my gardem

NeXH-B056-00T

In just 2 mowent we will read you a telegram from Harry

Reutlingey of the Chicego Herald American with the final

outcome of tonight!s BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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e CLOSING COMMERCTAL:
CHAPPEIL: The cigarette that's really different - the longer, finsr

clgarette that's really "Outstandingi" - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES! Good to look at ...

HARRICE: Good to feel ... |

N CHAPPELL: . Good to taste ...

HARRICE: And egood to smoke.

CHAPPELL: Yes, FELL MELLS are good to look at - good to feel - good

to taste - and zood to smokel

(VIBRATHONE; BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG ... BONG1)

CHAPPELl.: Four notes that are alike ... and one that ia -

gutstanding!™ And, of America's leading clgarettes, one

18 "Outstanding!l" - the loneer, finer clgarette in the
distingnished red package, FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
"Outstanding:"

HARRICE: And - they are wild!

Lily/mtf
— 41/1/48pm.
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THE BIG STORY #5u4 - 26 - Y-7-48

RESRSR I X

CHAPPELL:

REUTLINGER:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

- —TAG
Now we read you that telegram from Harry
Reutlinger, now City Editor of the Chicago Herald-
American.
Beeause of his mental state, killer in tonight's
Big Story was not executed, but was sentenced
{nstead to Joliet Prison, where he has since died.
Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL Award,
Thark you, Mr. Reutlinger. The mekers of PELL HELL
FAMOUS CIGAREITES are proud to have named you the
winner of the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable
service in the field of journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, same station,
when PELL MELL PFANGUS CIGARETTES will present

it r.‘G

another BIG STORY =~ A BIG STORY from the;pages

-.vu PR S X 1?*1'. { b
of the-Nerfq&h—ﬁﬁ&gervbfsp&tch* by 1ine mm- .
:‘Lu»-n.. R L S * LA “ vy

-_:#athngn:ﬁtztian. A BIG STCRY tha#:#s:zhgﬁ?txs
cTtmzx—when'H“gtTt'TepUrter-was*sentrnced—tu‘prtson
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THE BIG STORY

CHAFPELL:

R

- CHAPPELL:

ANNQUNCER:

- 27 - 4748

The 3IG STORY is produced b& Bernard J, Prockter,
with music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program
was written by Arnold Perl, Your narrator vas

Rob Sloane, and Alan Hewitt played the part of
Harry Reutlinger. IAll names in tonight's story
except that of Mr, Reutlinger were fletitious;

but the dramatization was based on a true and
authentic c¢ase.

THEME_UP FULL_AND_FADE

This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FarCUS CIGARETTES.
THIS 1S N3C -~ THE NATIONAL BROADCASCING COMPANY
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THE BIG STORY

FROGRAM #55

"MURDER MAKES A PRETTY PICTURE"

At -

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
FOLEY SANTOS ORTEGA
COLLINS BILL ZUCKET
EIDTOR HOUSE JAMESON
GRIFFIN JIMMY McCALLION
MIKE JIMMY McCALLION
SANDY HOUSE JAMESON
BENNETT ART CARNEY
DORIS CHARIOTTE KEANE
TAYLOR SANTOS ORTEGA
HARRI SON ART CARWEY
coP BOB SLOANE
WOMAN - EHARLOTTE KEANE

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 14, 1948

e

.

e
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¢ WRBC THE BIG STORY #55

e

"WURDER MAKES A PRETTY PICTURE"

{ )| ) ;
10:00 - 10130 P.M. APRIIL, 24, 1948 WEDME S8DAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present.. "THE BIG STORY!"

(1,oW INSISTENT XNOCKING ON DOCR)
FOLEY ' Mr., Collins,..
- - (KNOCKING ON DOOR, LOUILER)
Wake up, Mr. Collins,
COLLINS: {OFF) What's that? Who's there?
FOLEY: Lisutenant Foley -- New York Sﬁate Folice,
(DOOR QPEH)
COLLINS: What's the meaning of this, Leiutenant? Do you

realize it's almost four otelock in the morning?

FOLEY : Sorry to disturb you, Mr, Collins. This'is an emergency.
COLLINS: Well... vhat do you want of me?
FOLEY: Don't be alarmed, sir, I just want you to look at a

vhotograph. ..
{HANDLE PHOTOGRAFH)

- Have you ever seen tnls man before? jM)
COLLINS: Good heavena! That's him! W! The
marderen!
(MUSIC: _ _ 2 ox )
. CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY, another in the thrilling series based on
o true experiences of newspaper reportera, ﬁznight, to
- Edward Griffin of the 3Syracuse New YorH\Jo rnal goes the

R

FELL MELL Awardé for the BIG STORY.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STCRY  4/14/48 2

PELL MELL
OFENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPEIL:

i HARRICE:

CHAPPEILL.:"

s HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
o HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

= CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(VIBRAPHONE . ,BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG., ,.BONG])
Four notes that are sliike...and ong that is -
"Outstanding"! And, of Amevice's leeding clgarettes,

one 13 "Outstending!'-the longer, finer cigarette in

the distinguished red package - FELL MEILL!

Ledies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of your
friende have changed to PELL MELL? There's a reason~-
PELL, MELL FPAMOUS CIGARETTESI,.. '

Good %o look &%....

Good to feel,...

Good to taste.,..

ingd geod to smoke.
Yes, there's one cigarette that's yeally different--—
really "Qutstanding!" - PELL MELL, For PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos

Filters the smoke of this longer, finer cigarette -

gives you that smoothness, mildness end satisfaction

no other cigarette offers you,

( VIBRAPHONE . ,BONG, BONG, BONG BONG., BONG!)
Four notes that are alike.,.and gng that is -
"Outstapding!"And, of America's leading clgarettes,
one 1s "Outstending!”
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!,."Qutstanding!"
And - they are milg!
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EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:
EDITOR:

— e s ew mm

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

EDITOR:

EDITCR:

GRIFFIN:
EDITOR:
e GRIFFIN:
i s (MUSIC:

e o am T

...3_

— =TT e = =2 SN e -

Now the exciting end suthentic story of,.. Murder

Makes A Pretty Plcture.

Griffin! Got en assignment for you, Griffin. Grab
yoor camera and & peir of heavy boote, This is the
biggest snowstorm Syracuse has ever had -- and I want
pictures of it -- from every sectlon of town,

Aw -~ have a heart, boss, Ii's ten below zero out.

Never mind the 2libis, I want those pictures.

—-— T g e At

Griffin! Hey -- Gpiffin! Just got & call frem the i E $¢
police department, A goat fell into a man holga--

and they can't get the darn thing out of our sewer
system. Ought to make a nice spread -- If you get
pletures of the fool thing sloshing around down there,
In the sewer? Bess -- you kmow I can't get down in that
water, My arthritie murders me when I'm in damp

places,

Never mind the alibis, Griffin, I went those piotures,

UP, THEN_DOWN AD UNDER)

This one of for the front pege, Griffin. I've got 1t

all arranged for you and the professor to go up in

the balloon alone. Now if anything goes wrong -- you'!ll
just have to bail out. But whst can go wrong in & balloon?
Nothing... as long as you're not in it. '
Now look, Griffin..,

I ¥now... You want those plectures.

—_— o e e e T Rm e DT DY e e e e
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NARRATOR ¢

MIKE:
SANDY ¢
MIKE:
SANDY:
MIEKE:
SANDY:

MIKE:

COLLINS:

- ot ot s Aghn T,
You ape. Edward Griffin -- &8 news photographergpn the '
staff of The Syracd?%fﬁgﬁigal... For yeare now, you'lve
lugged your camera through every mud hole, snake plLi
and rat race within a hundred miles of Syrécuse... and
alvays on days when it's elther ten below zoro =~ oOF
s hupndred above.,. What's more-- you have a touch of
arthritis in your hands-- and even though yqu never
gshirk & job because of it -- you long to a«r- ort¥r., .
You long for the hours of & reporter,.. the less
fantastic assignmenté.. and the thrill of being in
on a story -- instead of Just photographing it...Yes~-
you long for these things -- but you never get a chance
tg prove your werbth at them.,. And as you &it in your
office one morning -- wondering w?:;;?qu tain tf;yyc BRI
have to scale for your next assig_nment,.\-- a big tc% :
is in the making...

( STREET NOISES)
Okay, Sendy... The coast 1is clear.
Are you sure there's nobody in the bank?
Nobody but that one teller.
What about the guard?
Out to lunch.
Qkay.,. Come OD...

(FEW FOOTSTEPS ON PAVEMENT. OPEN DOOR)
(LOW) Keep me covered £111 I get to the teller's
window,
(1OW) Go ashead. I'm right behind you.

{DOOR CLOSES. FEW FOOTSTEPS. STOP)
(SLIGHTLY OFF) Yes, sir? Can I help you?

e e T e e s e e P 8.8 S T 8 i e Ban i TR e
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7T SANDY: A Hold up your hands. s is & stick—up.

COLLINS: Stick-up?

SANDY: Don't say notning, Just do like I tell you! Come
out from behind there and take us to the cashler's
office.

T COLLINES: Yes, sir...
o ' (FEW FOOTSTEPS)

- It's right over heye ., Just inslde thls door,

_____ N MIKE+ Wait a minute, Who's in there?
COLLINS: Why, I... I don't know,.. I believe Mr. Bennett might

B have stopped in to.,. '
SANDY: Never mind the long story. Open the docrr

77 QOLLINS: Yes, sir..,
) | (DOOR OPENS)
MIKE: Watch it, Sandy! The guy's in there!
SANDY: Jet ‘em up, you!
BENNETT ¢ (OFFJ How's that?
SANDY: Get '‘em up or I'il blow your head off!
BENNETT: { APPROACHING) I'm efreid I didn’'t quite...
MIKE: Get back there!
BENNETT : Collins -~ digd you,..
{A SHOT)
o Qhhh....

{ ANOTHER SHOT)
Collinsg, I...

o (RODY FALLS)
; COLLINS: Mr, Bennett...
T BANDY: Quick, Mike -- we gotta run for 1%, He's a goner!
7T MIKE: {FADING) Gome;on, come on!
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COLLING:

e M an m -

GRIFFLN:

o GRIFFIN:

COLLINS:

GRIFFIN:

h COLLINS:

GRIFFIN:
COLLINS:

GRIFFIN:

COLLINS:

I

G-
(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS UNDER AND FADING )
My, Bennett!.. Mr. Bennsttl... (THEN UP INTO MUSIC)
Helpiaonl Police..,.! HelbDi..u! }{(Ll’o l

(TFLEPHOME RINGS. RECEIVER UF)
Griffin speaking... Yeah, boss =~ I'm ready..., Murder?
.., Where?.., I see.,. Robbed & benk in Lacona... .
and kiiled the board chairman... Okay... 1'1l grab
my cemera and hop right up there!
UP_AND_FINISH)

There.,. that!s a good one... Now 1f I cen get

one of you, Mr. Ccllins...

For heaven's sake -- must yoo take all these pictures
in here?

Well, T just...

Isn't it bad encugh to have gone through this once --
without having to go over 1t again B o o
and_mapnn:ana_and-maﬁs*emen?

1'm sorry, Mr. Colline. 1 know you're upset but...
I've got a reason to be upset! Mr, Bennett wvas

an old man. He was murdered in cold blood. Murdersd --
do vou hear? By a couple of gunmen who may never

be found! And all you care aboub is a picture for
your paper.

Well... I don't 1like this Jjob any moré than you do--
hut sometimes a newapaper can nelp in & case 1like
this.

Help? How? The police haven't & single clﬁé.

ATHO1 GOBO0B 14
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GRIFFIN:
COLLINS:
GRIFFIN:

COLLINS:

GRIFFIN:
COLLINS:

(MUSIC:

DORI 53¢
GRIFFIN:

DORIS:

GRIFFIN:

DORI S

GRIFFIN:

DORIS:

e b A KT T e T T
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That's just it. A newspaper can give the story

publicity. And if everybody reads about it -~ therc's

& better chanecs of spotting the killers,

(RESIGNED) All right, all right -- you can take your

pictures of you want to,., It's just that...{STOPS)

What is it, Mr, Collins?

Well, I... I feel so vad for Mr, Bennett... and

his family.,. He'd still be alive if he'd put up

his hends end done what those men told him to do,

Why didn't he? Why did he resist them?

He dién't resist them.

He just couldn't understend

what they were saying. You see -- Mr, Bennett was

hard of hearing.

(SINK AND TRAYS. WATER SLOSHING)

Working late tonight, aren't you, Griffin?

As vsual. The boss is running e big spread tomorrow ==

on that bank murder up in Lacona -- so 1've got

to develop thesc pictures before I leave...What

are you dolng heye?

Catching up on =oms correspondence, That's the worst

part of being & =ociety edliter -- you've got to

write lectters,

Well, I'll swap with you -= any time.

What's the matter? Getting tired of bathing in

developlng solution?

Yeah.,. I'm getting dishpan hands,

(TRAY DROPS)

Coops... Yeu dropped something, Mister,

2 ey ——

- [ R
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GRIFFIN:
DORIS:

GRIFFIN:

DORIS:
GRIFFIN:
DORIS:

GRIFPIN:
DORIS:

GRIFFIN:

DORIS:

GRIFFLN:

-8-
You're not kidding. One hour of this cold

water and my fingers turn into claws.

‘That erthritis still bother you, Griffin? You ought to

do scmathing about it.

Sure... I ought to keep my hands ou¥ of cold water,.

I ought to stey away from gewers and balloons and

soms of the other circus stunte they cook up for

me around here, Have you ever £ried to shlnny up

a telegraph pole with a tri-pod on  jyour back?

Not recently.

Well, I hafii;; and ;t'sqgg cure for arthritls, , d;;mb

; AdLowvals Cl
Won't the bossy reporter,

E ? ; .
daie s il /%— Zorpe
Not & chance, He doesn't think I :

Well, there must be gome way tow nim, Can't
you get hold of a big story or something?
Why, of coursse... I can go out and find those killers
that robbed the bank in Lacona this afternoon... The
only trouble is -- I'm a little short on alues. .
(TELEPHONE RINGS, OFF) (CONTINUE YNDER)
The police ere a little short, too. They haven't
the faintest idea who the killers are,
I'a better get that phone, Eddie, There's nobody out
there.
Take it easy, honey, I'1ll get it,
(FOOTSTEPS ON WOOD, UNDER, RINGING FADES IN)}
Probably my wife -- wanting to know why T'm working

g0 late.
(RMBEIVER UP)
Griffin speaking.
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PAYLOR®

GRIFFIN:
TAYIOR:

GRIFFIN:
TAYTOR:

GRIFFIN:
TAYLOR:

GRIFFIN:
TAYLOR:

GRIFFIN:

TAYLOR:

GRIFFIN:

" TAYLOR:

GRIFFLN:
TAYLOR:
GRIFFIN:

(FILTER) (STRANGE) Oh.,. Eddle Griffin?-e—.
phatagrephani.
That'!s right,
Well; I...1Im gled I reached you, Mr., Griffin... I
have a fesling you're someone I can trust,
Huoht? Who 1s this?
Please... 1et's not bother about my identity just
now...I have some information on the Lacona bank murder
and I want to speak to you about it, My conscience
bothers me.
Conscience? Whet do you know about that murder?
Don't ask any questions now, I can't talk to you on
the phone. I went to see ybu in person.
Well,., come on up here.
No, no -~ you'll have to come over to my plaée, I :
vent to ses you -- but I don't want to be seen.aﬂﬁz;égﬁw“g
For crying out loud -- whati is this?
Come over, will you? I live at 141 King Street --
in the rear apartmeﬁt upstairs,.. but you mustn't
use. the front entrance.,. Come through the allsy behingd
the house =nd walk up the back steirs. Do yoo understand? .
No... not exactly... but 1f you know something about o
that bank morder ---I want to hear 1t,
Then you'd better come alone, Mr, Griffin. I don't
want you to bring anyene with you.
okay.,. Ifll be over there in fifteen minutes,., alone.
I'11 be waiting.
Right.

(RECEIVER DOWN)

4 b L
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DORIS:
GRIFFIN:

DORIS:
GRIFFIN:

NARRATOR:

TAYLOR:

GRIFFIN:

TAYTOR:
GRIFFIN:

(FADING IN) Anything important, Eddie? Who wasit?

I don't know -- but it might be very importnnt..;
Liszten, honey -- I'm going over to 141 King Street --
the rear apartment upstairs.. And from the sound of
that telephone call, I've got a gocd chance of getting
my head bashed in.

What?

Now don't get excited, It might not be anything at all.
But if I'm not beck here in one hour flat -- you call

the poilce!

You put on your hat) Sxep-as—couple of Hindeei-nbaiompe— e
mau:h)ﬁﬁg—ﬁ;z;;’;;;Jto the address of your mysterious
caller, The alley beh;nd the house is like a graveyard
on a moonless night -- but there are signs of life
in the upstairs apartment,.. so you plck your way
through the darkness end slip inside the back door...
It's & dreery plece.., and as you climb the stalrs,
you wonder if you're going to meet a marderer, a
maniac, or just & plain ordinary stcol-pigeon...
Your ansé® 1s weiting for you &t the top of the
atalrs...
Come in, Mr. Griifin.,..
Ch, thanks...

(FOOTSTEPé THROUGH. DOOR CLOSES)
Will you have a chair?
Well, maybe I'd bettef find out what this 1s 8ll
about before I start taklng root here. Why did you call

me?
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"TAYLOR:

GRIFFIN:
TAYIOR:

i GRIFFIN: -

TAYIOR:
GRIFFIN:
TAYLOR:
GRIFFIN:

TARYLOR:

GRIFFIN;
TAYIOR ¢

GRIFFIN:

TAYLOR:

GRIFFIN:

TAYIOR:

GRIFFIN:

ull-
Bscause T..,I1d rather not g to the police, That 1s...
T don't want to be involve in thi=s any more than I heve t

So you ¢all up a perfect stranger.

You'rs not exachly o stranger, Mr. griffin, -Flye—seorr=yT

LokiRg—pictanoe—et bire—fiirte—rrrd—lertt—games . 2nd I'vae
read your nome 1n the paper many timss,
qgéfggi What is 1t you knwvw about that bank murder up
in Iscona?

I lmow who comultied 1it,

Who?

Will you promise nct to say anything about me 1f I tell
you?

I won't promise anybthing t111 I lnow how you're mixed up
in 1t.

oh, I'm not mixed up in 1t. I just know who the killers
are. At leamst I think I do.

What makes you think so?

I saw thenm last night....Heard them moking plans tc rob
the bank.

You mean -- you were in on it? ﬁ ﬁ
gh, no...I just hoppened to be In ;%; restad?Zthwhen;ﬂ
they were eating...I overheard vhat they gald.

Ave you on. the level?

Why, of course. 1've been wrestling with my consclencs
a1l evening -- wondering whether I should come forward
with this information or not.

Well, if you can help the police find thoss killers --

you'd better come forwerd with 1t.

g T TS
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“TAYLOR ¢ You don't understand, I'm not positive these boys are
the killers...I didn't see them do any wrong...and I
wouldn't want to accuse anyons of murder without being
abasplutely sure. Expecially when 1t's someone I Kicw.

GRIFFIN: You know ther? You know these boys?

_ TAYLOR: I knew one. Sendy Dobson. I recognized him in the

e regtaurant.

- GRIFFIN: And vou heard him making plans_to rocb the bank 1in
Laconn?
TAYIOR: Well, I thought it was a joke at the time. I never

o dreamed they'd go through with 1t...but when I saw the
evening poper .... and read tq§ deseription of the killer

e GRIFFIN: Mister -- XS pr he police

TAYLOR: No, please -- I wouldn't want those boys to wmow where
tpis informaticn came from: - You'll have to keep my
name out of it,

GRIFFIN: Okay -- if thet!s the way you want 1%, I'11l go to the
police myself. And If what you're telling me 1s the
tputh, I've got the biggest story any reporter ever had!

{MUSLC; _ _ UP_AND_FLNISH_FOR_END_OF ACIL ONE)
- CHAPPELL: Wo will be back in just o moment with tonignt's

BIG STORY., But first, a word from Oy Harrice.....

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 4/14/48 -13-

PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE1

CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Ladles and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of
your friends have changed to PELL MELL? There's a
reason -~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAHLTTES!

Good to logk at ...

Good to feel ...

Good to taste ..

And goed to smoke.

Yes, there's pne cligarette that's really different -
really "Qutstanding!" - PELL MELL!

When you pick up a FPELL MELL, you can seg the

difference - you can fegl the difference., And when
you smoke a PELL MELL, you can taste the difference,
For PELL MELL'E€ greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters thc smoke of thils lenger,
finer cigarette - glves you that gmoothness, mildness

and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

A —— A —————

Four notes that are alike ,.. and gne that 1s -
“outstanding!" 4and, of America's leading clgarettes,
one 1s "Qutstandingl" - the longer, figer clgarette
in fhe distinguished red package. PELL ¥ELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES ~ "Qutstandingi"

And - they gre pild!

ATHKO1 0060B21




e s a1 J R o R R L h Rt e .

KUSICs
HARRICE:

-1k -
INTRODUCTION kD UNDER
Now back to your narrator, Bob Sloane, and tonight's BIG

STORY...

NARRATOR: You =- Eddie Griffim, ncws photographer and part-time

GRIFFLN:

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

reparter on the Syrccuse Herald Journal have a touch of
arthritis in your hands,.. and a strong yearning in your
he.vi to become a full-time reporier... Just now, you've
stavied onto a2 tip that would meke any Treporter's mouth
water -- and you're plenty exynited ahout it. An
anonyrous celler has giﬁen you the nnme of cone of the
killers who robbed a bank in lLacona =-- and if the
information is correct -~ youtve got the makings of &
blg story -- a2nd a bcat on all the other papers, But
first -- you phone your city editor...

{(EXCITED) The killer's name 15 Dobson, Boss! Sandy
Dobson. At least he's one of them! And 1f we can
locate. .

(FILTER} Yelt a cinute, Griffin -- don't go off in all
directions. Swire—igqjust a tip - ﬁa fact,

Well, it will be a fact when we coteh up with Sandy
Dobson!

Take 1t easy, will you? Catching up with Dobson and

nhis pal 1s a police job. #e'l} have to work with them.
A1l right -- let's work with them! My brother's a State

trooper and...

RTX01 0060622



- 144 -

EDITOR: Griffin -- will you shut up a ninute and let me think?
We've got to keep this exclusive.

GRIFFINg  Well, what is there to think about? Tt11 call up the
State Police and have then send somebody out here,
Lieutenant Foley's a good man!

EDITOR3 Who's Lieutenant Foley?

GRIFFIN: 4 pal of ry brother's, He'll break his neck for us

: on this case -- if we let kim have the tip..! And

he won't go blabbing about it to all the other papers!

The L

R T
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EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

{MUSIC:

GRIFFIN:

(MusICy _ _

—

GRIFFIN:

.-15-
Okay, okay -- how ocan Wo peach him? Itts almost
midnight. aﬂyz;é,-,, ,::fmjo)
1111 call him pight now and sgt up & m@etingfvllln 1 '

phone you the story.

dls I s r3 .
Proremer—lee—s Ty e LSV -
- - o PP 1
— e T, ML L WA MW

L - S
_A )b gl eeerr 0 I0 VO =TT ot el il

The barracks, Operator. State Police Barracks -- Troop
D! And hurry, will you? It's urgentl

UP,. THEN_DOWN AND UNDER)_

Hello, Fuley? | Lieutenant Foley? This is Bddie CGriffin..
Leok, Foley -- I've got a tip for you ok the Lacona

murder. How scon cen you geb down hore?....0K2¥....

et ey e T

T111 meot you in the back room of Jee's Grill on Conbpe—
:@am ve!ll...,(FADES OUT) j

FROM_UNDER, UP_TO OLIMAX, THEN DOWN AND UNDER AGATN)
Tt'!'s all set, Bocss, &-ﬁ,mee'tmg him at a guarter to
one in the back rasom of Joels Grill -- ond he's pringing
& squadi

Now let me get this stroight, Griffin, The man whe

ealled you up at the peper sald be ovepheard Sandy Dobsor |

making plans to 100 the bank in Lacona this afternoon?
Sandy Dobson?
Thatls right, Fcley.
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SR : Have you ever heord of this Dobson kid, LaeSEmusswesi—.-

FOLEY : I've hard of him, all right, For a bay of ninetesn
he's got o protty nosty record. If Itm not mistoken

he's on probatisn right now -- for grand larceny.

GRIFFIN: Well, if he's got & record -- you mist have n pleture of
him.
FOLEY: = We have ~- in the files. I'll send fcr it right awvay --

and have 1t rushed up to that bank teller in Lacona --

(}rfﬁkfh.' for positive ldentificatlon.

aameen.: J2X{Make o ccpy of it when 1t gets here, Swsnbdder. Vo con
run the plate tomcrrovw,.

S : Feimmir,

FOLEY : (CALLING) Harrison!

HARRISON: (QUICK IN) Yes, sir.

FOLEY ; Hop down tc hezadgunrters and bring me the file cn Sandy
Dobscn. Be sure you bring back his pleture,..and vital
atatistics.

HARRI SON ; Yes, sir.

FOLEY : Denman , “deews Willlams. Geot Dobson's address from
Headquarters and cover the house. If the kid!'s there --
bring bim in.

(AD 1IES OF MEN. "YES, SIR" ETC.)
Madden -- get me Captailn Brown on the phone, We'll
nsed the local police %o halp us organize o drag net.

And contact the County Shepifils 0ffice...

A e L o ¥
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NARRATOR g\The leng arm ¢f the law reaches ocut inte the nlght for a

19 year cld gunmen and his eriminal assistant. Like a
meny fingersd mochine 1t cperates swiftly...smopthly...
relentlessly...A Dhotograph of Dobson is rushed tu the
bank teller in Lacona -- ond he reccgnizes the killer's
Tfeatures..,

COLLINS: That's him! Thot!e the one who killed Mr, Bennett!!

“

* -

LA AT OGO e LA Pyttt T Ity

HARRL-So e Loyt o et e tiomrealtd
hi ol -

by -

NARRATOR: Foley organizas pcsses.,.studies maps of sufrounding
areas ,... makes countless phone calls tc lcoal and
county polics...and the long, terrible job of tracking
down s killerp is about to begin....

qw%.

FOLEY : The way I figure i} they'll head for the Canadian border
And if they've gct any sense, they'll keep off the rcads
and go cross country -- along the power line...

EDITQR: Which mecns you'll have to cover this enltre aren in
through here.

FOLEY: Right.

GRIFFIN: That's quite a jeb, isn't 1t, Foley?
ST, 1  yTu don't pick up their trall

somewhere along the linme, you mey be in there for days.
FOLEY : Oh, I shouldn't think it would take that icng..1f we'lre
on the right track...In any case, I'd better get

started right auway,

ATHOT 0060626




GRIFFIN:
FOLEY$

MUSICt

SOUND:

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

EDITOR:

[T —— LR o e it

- 18 =

Walt a minute. %What about the story?
1111 keep you posted, Eddie. Soon as we get anything,
I'11 give you a ring.
BRIDGE
CZLEPHONY, RINGS  RECEIVER UP -
City DesK... ' |
(FILTER} Hello, boss -- this is Grifiin,
Yean? wWnat's up? w/— ﬂﬁ M/ o) conr o 27!&
Plenty! Thaf tip I got t».r;széi{:h MdDy;bson 1is one of the M
killers¥{ The bank teller identifted his picture! '
When? ‘hy dldn't you tell me about 1t? Have the
police got a lead on Dobson yet?
Now take it easy, Bossl The search is just starting!
And i€ you'll give me a chance to cover it ... I'1l
stay with this mcohunt all fhe way.
ot a chance, Griffin, This story's too big for you.
7111 send Jonesy up to rclieve you.
Aw, now wait a minute, boss. I've been doing all right
so far, haven't I? Why don't you let me handle the
story from here 1n?
For pete's sake, Griffin -~ you nhaven't had enough
experience to cover a yarn 1ike this. You'll be out
with one posse == 2nd the story'll break with another --

ten or fifteen miles away, The first thing you kaow ==

AT KO 1 005062??
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EDITOR: (CONT'D) we'll lose our exclusive.
GRIFFIN: Not if I keep moving. I'11 stick with Foley most of
_ ‘ the time -~ and he'll know what's golng on. I tell
you, I'1l be right in on the k111! What & you say,
Boss? Thils is my big chance to prove I'm a reporter!
EDITOR: But you cen't...
GRIFFIN: 1 can, Boss -- if you give me 2 chance! How ahout it?
H; EDITOR: Okay, Griffin -- the story's yours, But if you miss
it -- you're through as a reporter and o cameraman, tool

- MUSIC: _ _ _BIT_FOR_MONTAGE_AND_UNDER_

F ¥ g S
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CRIFFEN: Hey, Poley -~ waoit for me, Whers are you going now?

s FOLEY: Up to the ratlrosd yard, Just got a tip that a atoien
car was left uvp there -- and two men were seen welking
the tracks.

GRIFFEN: Well, don't lose me, will you? I want to be in on the
kiil,

GRIFFEN: Hey, Harrison -- where's Lisutenant Foley? Where did
he go?
_ HARRISON: Just left the railrood yards, Mr, Griffen, Got a tip
Y‘_ on a farmhouse about three miles up the read,
o GRIFFIN: Well, I botter catch up with him or I'll lose my story.
GRIPFEN: Gone? Holy mackerel! When did he go? Where™ How?
There's a road block at ever intersection -~ end 1if i
miss him now -- I may never find him again.
WOMAN: I'm sorry, sir. Lieutencnt Foley left here about ten
minotes ago -- ond he dldn’t tell me where he was going.
(NIGHT SOUNDS, WALKING ON BRUSH)
HARRISON: See anything over there, Lieutenant?
FOLEY: Wateh 11, Ha;rison .+« Keep your fléshlight doWn v.ae
There's somé fresh rootprints right over here in the
-— aulley ...
-=—= " HARRTSON: Where do they lead?
FOLEY: Due North ,.. Right along the power line .. aud from the
| looks of these prints ... they can't be far ahead...
You think it's Dobson and his sidekick? '

ATHXO1 Q0606283



FOLEY:

HAREISON:
FOLEY:

HARRI 30N

FOLEY:
HARRI SON1¢

FOLEY 3

HARRI 301i:
FOLEY:

GRIFFIN:

COP:

GRIFFEN:

COF:
GRIFFIN:

COP:

Ty
I don't know .. but we can't afford to teke

a chance,., Better have Miller and Johnson circle eround
in back. You and I cen follow the trail ...
What about Mr. Griffin, Lieutenant?

Whet about him?

Well ,. he wanted to be with you when you made the pinch --

Well, where is he?
I haven't ses him, sir - not since the railrcad yard., He
went off looking for you and never ceme back.

he wasn't around when you sent for us,

Well, we can't walt for him now, Harrison. It'll be light'

in a few minutes -- and catching Dobson 1s & lot move
important then e newspaper story.
Yes, =ir,
If Griffin misses it, he's just out of luck!

(CaR COMING TO QUICK STOP, HORN BLOWS)
{UP) Hey -~ Officer! What's the idea of blocking the
road?
(FADING IN) Take your hend off that horn, Mister, This
road is cleosed until further notice.
But I've got to get through here! I'm looking for
Lieutenant Foley!
Ijeutenant Foley is the ohe who ordered the road closed,
You mean -- he's up ahead? How far? Have they found
Dobson yet? ‘

{SUSPICIOUS) What do you know about Dobson?

RTHO1 COB0E30
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d GRIFFIN: Nothing .. I mean ..., Look Offlcer ... I'm a
newspaperman. IL've got to get through here! Or I'1l
- miss my story.
COPs let me see your license.
GRIFFIN: Oh, for crying ount loud -- here!
coP: _ VWhose car is this?

GRIFFIN: My car! I'm a reporter for thquournal. Look -- herels

my equipment.

COP: Get your hands ewey fro%’}hose oxes! Another move like
Lead) of
that and I'1l C

GRIFFIN: But there’'s nothing 1ln here excedt my ...
Cor: ° Come on, you -- cut of the car ..
(CAR DOOR OFERS)

GRIFFIN: Officer, please. Every second counts! If I'm not around
when they c¢atch Dobson -=- I'll be going up in balloons
agaln -- in reiny weather -- and my hends'1l drop off
in developing solution!

COP; Quiet, quiet ...

GRIFFIN: Look -- here's my press card -- and two tickets to

- the fights on Friday night. Keep tem. Keep the haseball
tigckets, too -- but for Pete s sake let me % gh’

COP: Edale Griffin, huh? Ain't you got & brotheM /-&.fa

GRIFFIN: That's right. His name is Mlke.

CoP: Well, why didn't you say so in the first place? Go on
through, Griffin! Lieutenant Foley ls about two hundred

yards up the road!l

e (ousvnoons. FOOTSTEPS ON BRUSH, RUNNING)

ey et g, g =, LA T
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GRIFFIN:
77 POLEY:
GRIFFIN:

FOLEY:

GRIFFIN:

HARRISON: .

FOLEY:

FOLEY:

SANDY:
FOLEY:
HARRI30ON:
FOLEY:

GRIFFIN:

{MUSIC:

-22-
Hey, Foley -- wait for me! I'm right behind you!
(OFF}) Shut up, you crazy fool,
(IOW) What's the matter?
(LOW) Do you went to get knocked off, Griffin? They're
right up ahead -- in the gulley,
{10W) Oh .,. I didn't know you were that close,
(FADING IN) (LOW) We can move in, Licutenant. Miller
and Johnson heve circled around behind,
{LOW) Okay -- I'l) make one pitch before we start
shooting.
(UP) All right -- Dobson. 'The jig's up! You and your
pel come out of there with your hands up or we go in
efter you,
(PAUSE)
You hear me, Dobson? We've got you surrounded, Come out
with vour hands up or we go in efter you,.
(PAUSE)
Okay -- boys ... Let's go!
{OFF) No, watit -- we'll come out.
Watch 'em, Miller! It may be a trick.
T've got ‘em covored, Lieutenant]
Okay .. Take ‘em, Miller! Put the cuffs on 'em and bring
‘em up here, c;‘!zéwd
Out of the way, Foley -- this shot ls& for thef\Journall

(CAMERA SHUTTER CLICKS)
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NARRATOR:

EDITOR:

GRIFFIN:

EDITOR:
GRIFFIN:
EDITOR:

AT L

~23-

You stand there in the cold morning light ,.. -Sekig-
i b e iebree ., 85 the two youthful killers
ars diaarmed end handeuffed together ., and even though
your hands sre aching in the damp, early aly -- you car
hardly feel the peln... It wouldn't maetter anyway ...
because you've got your blg story -- covered it on the
spot -- like & veteran reporter .,. And all that remains
now is to phone it in to the_city desk ,. and let the boss
take it down ..

(FILTER) ©Nice work, Griffin .. That'll meke a swell

yarn for page one -- when you got the pletures in,

I'll get 'em in, Boss. By the time you’%%ﬁgzézzgz;:izﬁf
story wmewews -- they'll be lying on your desk.

Good ., How's your srthritis?

LRyt Ciﬁanziadﬁi, ¢0M4;7zan452222:;'f>
Come on, come on . get in here with those pictures. And
after you've had a night s rest - drop into my office,

L f
Grirfin. I want to talk to you abou s/\n-r jobw

In just a moment we will read you a telafram from
Edward Griffin of the 3yracuse New Yorkaeour al with

the finsl outcoms of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CLOSING COXMERCIAL

CHAPPLLL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELLs
HARRICE:
CHAPPELLs

-—a AT A A e -

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

The cigarette thot's really gifferent - the longer,

finer clgarette that's really "Quistandingi" -
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARBTTES! Good to look at ...

Goocd to feel ...

)

Googd tO ASTE «es
and good to smeke.
Yes, PELL MELLS are good to logk at - geod to feel =~

e

good to taste - and good to smokel

Four notes that are alike ... and gne that is =

nQutstending!” And, of America's leading cigareties,

——— et T e i

one is *Qutstendingl" - the longer, finer cigarette

{n the distinguished red package, PELL MELL FANOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!®
And - they are mild!

ATXOT Q0B0B34
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- THE BIG STORY #55 ~25- 4-14-248

CHAPPELL: Now we reed you that felegram from Edw@rﬂzgriffi of jsthe
e whded ,m/é:ww,

Syracuse New-remiemioU ne L, as

GRIFFIN: Sentenced to elcctric cheir and aweiting execution inm
Death House, the two killers in tonight’s Big Story
became known as the "Whimpering Boy Bandits.” At
last moment (overnor commuied sentence to life

= 1mprison¢“ﬂ éng thenke for tonight's PELL MELL Award.

CHAPPELL: Thank you Mr, Griffin, The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTLES are proud to have nemed you the winner of the
PELL MELL %500 Awerd for notable service in the fieid of
journallsm,

HARRICE: Listen again next week, same time, same statlon, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
-~ A BIG STORY rrom the pages of the Erie Pennsylvenia
Times; by-line =~ Charles Wells, 4 BIG STORY about @&
wvedding ring, a honeymoon in Niasgsre Falls, and ..

{CLICK OF PAIR OF HANDCUFFS)

HARRICE: --- g palr of handcuffs,

e e £ T B W A S
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CHAFPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bermard J. Prockter, with
music by Vladimir Selinsky, Tonight's program was
wfit%en and parreted by Bob Sloane and Jimmy MeCallion
played the part of Edward Griffin. All names in tonight's
- story except that of Mr, Griffin were fictltious; but
the dramatizetion was based on & true and authentic
géae.
CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Cheppell speaking for the makers of
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. '
ANNCR: THTS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

cem . joy/ jp/Th
. 4~7=-48

RTHQO1 Q0BOB3E




THE BIG STORY

e

PROGRAM # 56

"FOR BETTER, FOR WORSE"

NARRATOR
MARY FULLER
DOUG FULLER
CHARLIE WELLS

BOB SLOANE
FATSY CAMPBELL
LES TREMAYNE
GEORGE PETRIE

BILL BLAKE JOE BOLAND
FHIL LOMBARD MANNY KRAMER
SHERIFF JOE BOLAND
ANNOUNCER MANNY KRAMER
thﬁr Bokslmﬂﬂ

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 21, 1948

RTHO1 CQOBOB3Y




e e W T

R . ===t

WNBC

[T

WNBC THE BIG STORY #56
"®CR BETTER. FOR WORSE" FINAL

10:00 = 10:30 P .M, APRIL 21, 1948 . WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present.ss..THE BIG STORY !

MUSIC:  _ _ SOFT STRALNS OF WEDDING_MARCH. UNDER ¥OR_

DOUG: Mary?

MARY: (STARTLED) Oh Doug!

DOUG: Steady now. -

MARY: (AGITATED) Wait, Doug. Is it 2ll right? I mean..to go
through with 14%

DOUG: Of course 1t is.

MARY: Tt's 2ll right? DNothing else natters?

DOUG: You know that, Mary.

MARY: But I--

DOUG: ( INTERRUPTING) Shh.

Vit

MINISTERQ Dearly beloved, we &rc gathered together here in the
sight of God and in the face of this company to jein
together this ozn and this woman in holy netrinony.
If any nan can show just cause why they méy not
lawfully be joined together, let him now speak; or else
hereafter for ev:r hold his peace.

MARY s (WHISPERING URGENTLY) Doug, tell me please,.quick. 1Is
it really =11 right? Is it?

MUSIC:_ .. _ HIT OMINOUSLY AND UNDER FOR

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Another {in & thrilling series based on
true experiences of newspaper reporters Tonight, to
Charles Wells of the Erie Pennsylvadigzﬁﬁmes goes the
PELL MELL iward for....THE BIG STORY.

MUSIC: PANFARE
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THE BIG STORY #/21/48
PELL MELL

# 56

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

RS HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

= CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

— CHAFPELL:
- HARRICE:

(VIBRAPHONE . .BONG, BONG. BONG. BONG. . .BONG! )
Four notes that are alike...and one that is -
"Gutstanding!" And, of America's leading cigarettes,
one is "Qutstanding!" - the longer, finer cigarette in
the dlstinguished red packasge - PELL MELL!
Ladles and gentlemen, have you neticed how many of your
friends have changed to PELL MELL? There's & reason -=
PELL MELL FAMOUS-CIGARETTES!....
gggg-to look &t....
Good to feel....

Good to taste....

And good to gsmoks.

Yes, theve's one cipgarette thet's really different --

really "Qutstanding!" - PELL MELL. For PELL MELL'Ss

greater length of traditionally flne, mellow tobaccos

filters the smoke of this longer, finer clgarette -

gives you that gmoothness, mildness and satjsfaction

no other cigarette offers you.

(VIBRAPHONE. .BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG...BONG!)
Four notes that ere alike...and pone that is -
"sutstanding!" And, of America's leading clgarettes,

one is "putstanding!"
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES&.."Outstanding!"

And - they are mild!

AT KO
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Now, the exciting and authentlc case of...."For Better,

For Worse."

NARRATOR:

WELLS:
PHIL:

WELLS:

PHIL:
VELLS:
PHIL:
WELLS:
PHIL:
BLAKE :

You ave Cherlie Wells, reporter for the Erie (Pennsylvenis;
imes...young and smbitious. Because you are youhg,

you're assigned to cover the slov movement of news in the

Erie Courthouse. Decsuse you're ambitious--you don't

like it. You're itching for & crack at the big story

that will show them what kind of & news-hound you are.

So, when the teletype clacks out, "Two ked men hold
o o o S Gt an sl il
wonder, just & little wistfully, why things hage to
happen across the state 1line in-&é:g;auihakr—ﬂou-¥orﬁﬁ
instead of in Erle. Just your luck. put, for lack of
anything better to do, you saunter into the courtroom and
there----

{COURTROOM NOISES)
Well, for the love of---~(SURPRISED) Phillp Lombard!
(GLUM) Hello, Charlie. -
And what brings you to our model courthouse, Phil? Those
tles you wear been causing a clvic disturcance by being
too loud? _ f |
They~-these men here say I've robbed a Jonp

(TAKEN ABACK) You---you robbed a hme!
Plassindunapainauieiciiolient oty

. Gl i D — —

(INTERRUPTING SHARPLY) You know this man, reporter?

ATXO1 Q060640



BIG STORY - 4-21-48 he

WELLS:
BLAKE :

WELLS:
BLAKE

WELL3:
BLARE :

WELL3:
BLAKEY
WELLS:
BLAKE

(8USPICIOUSLY) Who are you?

(EASILY) Bill Blske, son, Burns man, &ssigned to the

warehouse pobbery, Know this man, you say?
Lombard? Well, sure.

I see, listen - I wanna have a talk with you.
(T0O LOMBARD} Stey here, Lombard., Watech him Sheriff.
(TO WELLS)

{PAIR OF FOOTSTEPS ON WOOD FLOOR FOR A BIT)

Come on, 950D,

If this Lomberd feller is a friend of yours, maybe you
can do the police and me a good turn,

How? . @w
(CONFIDENTIALLY) The crime was committed in Heemdbai,
We gotte get this guy back there before we can try '
him., But that mésns extradition and & peck of trouble,
Unless some one can talk him into golng back of his own

fres will,

. And that somecne ls me?

That someone mavoe is you., Want to try?
(EAGERLY) If I do, is this story mine?

(AMUSED) How long have you been a reporter, son?

ATHOT Q060641
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WELL3: A year and a halfl.
BLAKE: (CHUCKLES ) Year and a2 half, eh?
WELLS: (DEFENSIVELY) Whet's so funny about that?
BLAKE : Son, I predlct thet in enother year, you're gonna puat

Pulitzer himself to shame.

S NARRATGR: =~ This is it. This is the chance you've been walting for.
You go back to Lowbard with your heart in your mou th,
ready to fight for your story. To your surprise, he
| listens carsfully to you, agrees finally t9 vaive
) extraditicn and cross the line into +  And

then the story---your story--begins to roll,

{MUSIC:_ _ _ STING AND UNDER FOR)
= BLAKE : Geood work, son. HNow stick around end help me plck up the
other guy.
" WELLS: Other guy?
BLAKE ; Sure. This stick-up was a iwo-man job.
(MUSTC:_ _ _ BTING AND UNDER FOR)
e WELLS: I found out this, sir. The other bandit wes driving & tan

Cnevvy bought with a hundred dollar cash deposit at the :

Erle Automobile Show.

BLAKE : Good work, Cherlis. WNow, let's trace the license.
(MUSIC: _ _ STING AND UNDER FOR)
1_*; BLAKE :. Okay, Sam, I'm iistening. The holder of license number

4-3-1-6-Y is -- Douglas F-U-L-L-E-R..Fuller, hah? Oksay.

i Itve got 1t. Thanks.

(MUSTC:_ _ _ STING AND UNDER)
- . MELLS I checked the courthcuse records, Mr. Blake. A man named
L :
R of: fternoon to & HMary

i, houglas puller was married yesterday a
N i:t;i;
-

JohnstonAwith a gt
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BLAXE :

WELLS:

DOUG:
MARY :
DOUG:

MARY :

DOUG:

-6~

—— PR S

= eyt W AT

A bridegroow, huh? Well, off we go.

Where?

Nisgre Falls, son. BEet you e handful of old rice that!'s

vhere we'll find Douglas Fuller!

~Just & minute.

(ON) Turn that thing off

and talk to me, nponey.,
7y tyaenﬁﬂ“ii

Felleow from my home town

vas picied up for robbing

& e,

Robbery! Where'ls your rcmance?

{LAUGHING) I'll get some music.

Wonderful.

———————— 2
AT
(FILTER) -- lpidammepou the latest nevs of the day.
(#®%) Doug, what are you ANNCR: Erie, FPeansylvenia...
dolng? , Police have arrested
o i
JustA the news. one of the bandlts
Turn it off. involved 1n the

sensational "

L)

'l
ro Ebe‘ry at el
, last Saturday.

Phillip Lombard,
prominent dealer of
Erie hag slready been
brought iIn for
questioning and police
say th2 second man will
be arrested some time
today. Lombard was
implicated by a black
suitcase found at the
acens of the c¢rime,
bearing his name. & cap
with his initials In
the hatband was also
discovered. _Police say
that seventeen thousand

dollars were teaken-(CUT) -
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o (uusig:
S DoUG:
MARY :
oouG:
MARY :
DOUG:
MARY s

DoUG:

MARY:
DOUG!

MARY :
DOUG:

MARY 1
DOUG:
MARY :
DOUG:
MARY:
DouG:

e BLAKE
Rt DoUG:
e BLAKE :

~ DOUG:

There? How's that? Romantlc enough for you?

(SMILING) Perfect.

How are you, Mrs. Fuller?

Wonderful, Mr. Fuller.

Used to the new name yeb?

of course. After all, I'm an o0ld married woman now.
3ay, that's right! Tetts see. It's been. .mmmmm. . 51x
hours we're married!l '
(DRSS

ittt ST 00 kMW
Roimpeieremt—prory—fukiomennloddiior e

I love you so. Don't ever leave we, please.

(ALMOST WHISPERING) Mary...Mary...
{XNOCK ONM DOOR)
Who's that?
Oonly one way to find out.
How?
open the door.
(LAUGHING) Silly: ,
You “ s 1ike & dutiful wife and I'11 just
tell the nlce paoble that~-
(HE OPENS DOOR )
You Douglas Fuller?
Yes.
My name's Bill. lake. Burns man. And this is & reporter
from the Eri%&émes.

What do you want?

ATKOT 00eOB44
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BLAKE :
DOUG:

BLAKE 1
DOUG:

MARY :
- DOUG:

DOUG:
BLAKE :
DOUG:
WELLS:
DOUG;
BLAKE:

TOUG:

BLAKE :

DOUG:
WELLS:
poUG:

P BT T IR b

—

You,. For questioning about that -mmmk robbery in

2

N it asam e 210
(PUZZLED) I'm awfully sorry, but you've got the wrong

e e A TR | TR TRT TA LAT

-8-

man.
I'm ewfully sorry, out I don't tnink ve do,

-
Babr—toer Tttt Iy Ty T TR A Ot eI aerr D et or

" gl e T

(CALLING FROM WITHIN) What is it, darling?

(CALLING BACK) Nothing, Mary, Just some peopls have the
wrong room. Be with you in a minutes.

No you won't. You'll come with us.

I tgll you -- you've got me mixed up with someone else,
Sove the talk for police headguarters.

Look, I'm on my honeymoon. My wife i3 right herse --

vou should have thought of that sconer --

But I tell you --

(INTERRUPTING) Sorry, Fuller, You'll have to coms along
for questicning,

But I -- (HOLDS) (THEN GIVES IN) Okay, I'11l be with you
in & minute. Can I -- have & moment alons to say goodbye
to my wife?

(UNDERSTAWDING) Sure. I'll walt with the cuffs out hers so
she won't have to see them.

(1OW) You cen put them on now 1f you want to.

(ANGRILY) Don't you care Lf she sees you 1ike that?

She can't, She's vlind.

RTKO1 QOBOR4S



BIG STORY - 4-21-48 9= REVISED

NARR: Blind. The word hits you in the pit of the stomech, &nd
for a momsnt you feel sick -- physicsally slck, Ang, in
tha% fPraction of time, you grow up., You're net & young
reporter looking for that big story any more, You're
& man, who knows that stories -- big or little -- are made

- by people, real people, who live and'die, who hope and
doubt -- who love and hate, Bill Bleke takes the
bridegroom away, out you find yourself staying 1n
the hotsl room, with & glrl named Mary Fuller ...

MARY: (SOFTLY. PLEADINGLY) Why did they take him away?

Doug didn't rob & warehouse., If you only knew him ...

WELLS: Suppose you tell me about him,

MARY : (MAKING A DECISION)} ALl right. I will, ZI'll tell
you about him, end then you'll know. The way I know.
(PAUSE) (THEN GENTLY) The first time I met Doug.

I'd been to the grocery store for some things, and, as I
was leoaving the store ...
{DOOR CLOSES)
e {FOOTSTEP OR TWO. THEN:)

ATHOT 0060648
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DOUG: (CALLING) Hey, lady, look out!
MARY: I -- (I¥ FRIGHT) oOh!
(FALL OF BODY)
(GREAT CLATTER OF CANS ON PAVEMENT)

DOUG: Hey. Hey, are you all right?

MARY : ‘ (STUNNED) Way... yes, I'm all right. I must have
tripped. ..

DoUG: {ANGRILY) That kid shouldn't have left his skates there

in front of the door 1like that, TeeeryESECTREONNINNNL:
~swom. Hore, let me help you up.

MARY: " Thank you., I -- I'‘m afreld I'm awfully clumsy.

DOUG There you are. No damage done. Now, C;fﬁwv
grocerles?

MARY : S ——

DAUG: 3aaaa,-uaegeeneT—éams1uegnap7-pegehes--ﬂuwﬂ-=lmﬂm3”
~wed~ Hand me that can over there, huh. )

MARY : Where?

DOUG: (IMPATIENTLY) Right there., Where I'm pointing.

i MARY: I --1I can't see.
DOUG (SAME) Why right over there where -- (TAKE AND EOLD)

(THEN) I'm sorry. I wondsred why you didn't step over
those skates, (PAUSE) Look...could I walk you home?
o MARY: Doug walked me home a lot after that. We started to

have dates. One night, he took me to & dance., I'd

J——

never been to a dance before. We were standing out on

the terrace listening to the music..

ATHOT 00E0BELY




BIG STORY - 4-21-38 -11- REVISED

(RSP

DOUG: You know, your heir looks nice in the moonlight, Mary.
MARY: Does 1t?
- DOUG: Yeah,

(THERE IS AN AWKWARD PAUSE)
R MARY : . (SOFTLY) What's the metter}
DOUG: Nothing. (THER® IS SOMETHING) Well, I -- I want to say
something to you -- but I can't,

. MARY: Why not?

DOUG: (UNCOMFORTABLE) I -- well -- golly, Mary. You know,
- MARY: Know what?
nouG: Know what I mean.
) MARY: What do you menn?
DOUG: (EXPLODING) Ay,'you 1ittle devil, you know what I want to

say, You're just trying to make it hard for me.

MARY: (LAUGHS) I guess moybe I do kmow, But, I'd like to hear
you say 1t just the same.

DOUG: Well then -- (DESP BREATH) ... I love you, Mary.

You'lre beautiful,

MARY: (WONTER) Am I?
. DOUG: Yes, you avre,
MARY: I don't know whaet I look 1ike. I've never seen myselrl,
B I've never seen you either Doug. DBut -- I love the way

you look ... Lo me.

ATHO1 0060648




BIG STORY - 4-21-48 -12- REVISED
{MUSIC: _ _BRIDGE)_
MARY : We daidn't get merried for a long time after that.

L i e et s M T

Doug

didn't heve enougn money, But efter a while he'd saved

onough, and then, this afternoon .

(MUSIC: _ _SNEAK ORGAN SOFTLY)_
MARY : I, Mary, take thec, Douglas, to my wedded husband ...
to have and to holdé ... from thils day forward .. for
better, for worse .., for richer, for poorer ... (BREAKS)
in sickness aend in health ... to love and to cherish ...
111 death us dc part,
(MUSIC: _ _ORGAN SWELLS TO_CLIMAX OF RECESSIONAL & UP IO_CURTAIN) _
CHAPPELL: We will be back in just a moment with tonight's BIG STORY ...

but first, & woerd from Cy Harrice.

(MID COMMERCIAL)

RTHKOT
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THE BIG STORY 4/21/48 -13-
PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL3
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

x

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

yig

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Ladies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of
your fricnds have changed t» PELL MELL? Therels a
reason =- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES!

Good to look at ...

Good to feel ... -

Good to taste ...

And good to snoks.

Yes, there's one cigerette thaet's really different -

really "Qutstanding!" -~ PELL MELL!

Wher you pick up a PFLL MELL, you can see the
difference - you car fegl the difference. And when
you smoke a PELL XBLL, you ca:x taste tha difference.

For PELL MELL'S greeizr length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaceos filters the smoke of tiuis lonhger,
finer cigarette - gives you that smoothness, mildress

and satisfaction no other cigaretie offers you.

PHOKE,: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG_... BONG!

A - -

Four notes that are 2like ... and one that is -
"oytetandingl" And, of Americals leading clgarettes,

one is "Outstandingl”™ -~ the lopger, finer cigarette

in the distinguisned red package, PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARDITES ~ "putstandingl"
And - they are mild!

ATHO1 QO60R5Q
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{MUSIG:

CHAPPELL:

NARRATOR:

MARY:

WELLS:

MARY :

WELLS:

MARY :

MARY :

=18 -

How, we return you to your narrator, Bob Sloane, and

tonight's Blg Story.

You, Charlis Wells, sit in a _ —Lnemes) hotel

im D240 7
room.znd ¥istsn to & love story -- a love story told by
a biind bride whose husband is being held for robbery.
It's thelr story, but 1t's yours too ... your blg
story ... the first one you sever had -- only you don't

UL,

like the snding.. ;oq don't 1like the idea that this
girl's husband

s oriminal... you don't 1like the
ides of her as = crimlnal's wife. She turns towards
Fou...

Don't you see he couldn't have done it, Mr. Wells?

Don't you seeg?

4

et
I don't wess. anything... yet. But I'll tell you this
L) 7 -

L]

much -- I hope he e "-And, 1f he .?-’.-I'll find out
about 1t. Okay? |

That's wonderful, Mr, Wells. Just wonderful. I don't
know how to thank you, You're the only person who can

help us now.

ATHOT 0060651
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e BIG STORY 4/21/48 -15- REVISED
BIAKE: I know how you feesl, Charlie. Sending pecple to Jell

is no ptenic. The worst part of crime is what L1t does .

to the familles.

WELLS: Do you think Fullsr Is guilty, Mr. Blake?
BLAKE: That's what I'm trying to provs.
WELLS: ‘Does that mean we start going our own ways now?
o BIAKE: Don't see why. DBoth got the same jeb to do., Both need

facts to prove & point, For my money, ve'lre atill working

on the same tesm, Okay?

e WELLS: (PIEASED) Okay. I'm with you.

BLAKE: (WRYLY) If you've with me, maybe you can tell me where
- we are.

WELLS: How do you megn?
) BLAKE: I'm stuck, Charlie, Got two suspects loecked up but no

good solid evidence to clinch the case.

WELLS: Grilling no geod?

S
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..  BLAKE: (DISGUSTEDLY) Those guys take to grilling like a

couple of cheese sandwiches.

WELLS:  Mmmmm. (THOUGHTFULLY) Are they in the same cell?
BLAKE: Yup.
WELLS: Can they talk to each other whenever they want?
e BLAXE: . Yup, And would I like to know what they talk about!
WELLS: (INSINUATINGLY) Well...
- BLAKE: Well, what?
WELLS: Well, what's to stop you?
BLAKE : I T el A R P R e T M LT
_ B e e
WELLS: Ever hear of & dictaphone, Mr., Blake?
BLAKE : (PUZZIED)} Dictaphons® (LIGHT DAWNS SLOWLY) Yeah..

a dictaphone. (THEN) Charlis, what was it I said to

yvou bafore? Another year and you'd put Pulltzer to

shame?
WELLS: That's whet you said.
BLAKE : Mske 1t six months!
(MUSIC:_  _ _ _BRIDGE)
" BLAKE : ali set, Charlie? .
WELLS: Everything's under control, The sheriff put the
microphone under tt}e bunk mattress while the men.vwere
-T.--_- BLAKE: A eyt R
— I S .
- WELLS: T
o BLAFE ; Yapemmmievd-—T 've got a gilrl with-a dictation pad in the
o sheriff's office, T&'1l be heard in thers too.
L
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WELLS:
BLAKE :
WELLS;
BLA¥E:
WELLS :

WELLS:
BLAKE:
WELLS:

ELAKE :

BLAKE :

BLAKE :

— S T Rt

_1?..

N B & N T T L W

Did you hear & noise in the loudspeaker?

No. I didn't hear anything. Teke 1t easy, son.

G 1f this doesn't work, we'll try something else.
I don't mean if this doesn't work., I mean, if 1t doss.
And you find out that Fuller's guilty?

Yeah.

Well, then he's gullty.

no fun, but you just gotta face 1i%.
I suppose so. XYXt's just that...
(CLANG OF IRON DOOR OPENING ON FILTER)
Listen!
(ECEQING FOOTSTEPS ON FILTER)
That them?
Yeah, Coning back Trom the yard.
{MORE FOOTSTEPS)
The guard's bringing them in,
( INDLSTINCT MURMER OF VOICES ECHOING ON FILYER)
¥What are they saying? -

e MR a0 w -
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BLAKE :

WELLS:

BLAKE!:
WELLS:
BLAKE:
WELLS:
PLAKE:

WELLS:
BLAKE:

BLAKE ;
WELLS:

-1B-

Can't catch it, yet. Just talking to the guard, I

think. Glve them a minute alone.

Yeah.

(CLANG OF DOOR AGAIN ECHOING ON FILTER)

There. The guard left the cell,

How can you tell?

Heard the door close.

Do you think --

(SHARPLY) Shut up.

{A LONG SILENCE)

(WORRIED) Well, what are they waiting fox?

(DUBIOUS) I don't know., Maybe they...

(ON FILTER & COMPLETELY DISTORTED BY ECHC COME TWO

VOICES. WE CATCH ONLY AN OCCASIONAL WORD HERE & THERE,

S0 GARBIED T3 THE SOUND BY FILTRATION & ECHO. THE

VOICES CONTINUE THROUGHOUT THE SCENE EITHER WITH AD LI3B

MUMBLING OR WITH THE FOLLOWING DIALOGUE:)
DOUG: Got & clgarette, Phil?
PHIL: Sure. Here you are, kid.
DOUG: Thanks, When do you think

they'll let us out of here?

PHIL: I don't know.

What's the matter with DOUG: How much evidence they got?

the thing? PHIL: They know about the Chevvy,

Tt's the’@_ DOUG: What Chevvy?

Walit a minutse! PHIL: sbainisipiebiareovontr Y ou
know geedemmdmpesid: whet
Chevvy.

DOUG; No, I don't,

8 g Y= i B 8 1l f
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DLAKE :

BLAKE :

BLAKE :

WELLS:

BLAKE:

WELLS:

‘BLAKE :

WELLS:

BLAKE :

Catch anythlng?

I'm trying.

Did he say something
about & Chevvy?

T think so. "Chevvy"

or. "heavy"...

Hold 1t...

Aw, 1lt's nc use...
Can't you turn the
spoaker up?

Naw, ,It's the oo

Ll

Teo much distortlon?
Yup. Turn_the speasker
off, Charlie, We'rs
wasting our time.
Yeeh., I guess 80.

Well, that's one bright
11ttle ides that laid a
nice fresh egg.

Don't let 1t get you down,
And

Yeah, AS schemes go.

Pulitzer can relax nov.

_19-

PHIL:
DOUG:
PHIL:

DOUG:
PHIL:

DOUG:
PHIL:
DoOUG:
PHIL:

DOUG:
PHIL:

DOUG:

PHIL:

DOUG:
PHIL:

BOIL.

Oh, gonna be smart, eh?
About what?

lLay off it, Where's your

roll?

What roll?
Look, sucker, You're 1in
this just as much &8 I am,
What are you talking about?
You know plenty well.
You're lylng.

What about that roll of
bllls you wers fleshing?
You're CYazy.
Like & fox. That innocent
look don't fool anybody.
11;m not trying to fool
anybedy. You know that.
Think you're pretty cutet
Why don't you lay of'f"?

and teke all the-- (CUT ouUT)

It was & good scheme,

that one sure went. I guess

SIPURINEINECIRTRRIROEI S e s
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BLAKE:
WELLS:
BLAKE:
WELLS:

BLAKE :
WELLS:
BLAKE:
WELLS:

BLAKE :

WELLS3:

BLAKE +

WELLS:

BLAKE:

PHIL:

WELLS:

-20-

Forget it, Charlie. You gotta try every angle.

(LOW) Bure.

I'11l go get the sheriff,

Okay. (BRIGHTENS A LITTLE) I'd sure like to see Lombard!s

face when he sees them lift out that microphons., I'd give

. & -- {BREAKS & HOLDS) Mr. Blake! That's 1t!

Vhat's what?

That's the engle.

(PUZZLED) What ere you telking ebout? _
What difference does it make if we could hear what they
said or not? We'll just walk into the cell and tsll
Lombard we heard all we wanted to hear -- and see wnatl
teppens.

(SLOWLY) I think you've got somethlng thers, son.
(EXCITED) You're derned right I have. What cen we lose?
That's the angle we need to trip Lombard right on his face!
And Fuller?

If he didn't have anything to say about the robbery, he
won't care if we listened,

If he didn't have anything to say about it.

That's whet I said, If.

(FOOTSTEPS ON CONCRETE. SLIGHT ECHO )
(KEY IN LOCK., IRON DOOR SWINGS OFEN)

Hello Lombard... Fuller.

(CLANG OF DOOR SHUT} - Z;:
Look, how much longer is th s-at-is-goéag to go on, Blake?

wbihan Sasdguamubesmeniciis.
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. PHIL: ol et
BLAKE : Fromped—ept-—
PHIL: Youhoand.ug.,
WELLS: ~what-do-you sey ebout thaletullani...
DOUG: {WBARY T —datl b S8 Y, AN RIDE e . inat yantobowgebebaclouto..
BLAKE
_. DOUG
) BLAKE:
PHTL: What do you mean by that?
" WELLS: He means we have what we want, nov.
PHIL: Whet are you telking about?
WELLS: This. Under the mattress of the bunk.
T (THUMP OF MATTRESS BEING THROWN BACK )
FHIL: (SHLRP INTAKE OF BREATH)
) WELLS: That's right. Nice shiny new microphone. Very sensitive.
_ Connected to a dictaphone in the sheriff's offtce. The
reception was splendid. _
- ( STLENCE)
What? No comment? Well, never mind. We got enough
- bright patter from you already to turn the trick. Didn't
o we, Mr, BRlake?
” BLAKE: Yeah. We heard you telling Puller somat_hing' ebout a
Chevvy, didn't we? (THUNDERS AT THEM) Well, dldn't we?
—— PEIL: No. _
‘“: _ -EBAIE{{ED:-HRD- D1 a1 tI V? hegr you tell Puller what you did wit?h the roll?
o BmKE Oh come on Lombard, coms on. Didn't we?

ATHKOT C0B06S5E
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FHIL All right, you win. I --
~~~~~ = DOUG: {SUDDENLY} Shut up, Phil. Saaddesesecwmsnters. o'
trying to trap you. We didn't let anything slip. e
e, (HOLDS)

{SILENCE, THEN:)

WELLS: - {GENTLY) You too, Fuller? That's a -- surprise.
e DOUG: Surprise! Then it was a trick,
. WELLS: (HEAVILY) Yes, it was & trick, But, I was hoplng we

wouldn't catch you, too. (PAUSE) Why did you do it?

DOUG: (LOW) It was Mary., I wanted to marry ner. I needed dough.
WELLS: 80 you stole it.
DOUG: Yeah, {BREAKS QUT) 4nd now where does it get me?

Deoesn't anything ever turn out right in this cockeyed

world?
BLAKE : Not if you do cockeyed things, son.
- DOUG: Aw, lay off the preachling!
- WELLS: Listen Fuller,..
DOUG: You too, reporter, You got your confesslon. What do you

e went now. A4 sob story on top of it!
WELL3: I want to know what to tell your wife. She's waiting to

hear from me.

LOUG: To hear from you?
—— WELLS: Yes. I told her about the dictaphone. I was trying to
- halp her prove you ¥Wers innocent.
- DOUG: Innocent!
T WELLS: Yes, She was sure you couldn't have done 1t, Fuller.

She told me no one as good and kind and gentle as you

¢ould be a criminal. She sald you --
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DOUG:
WELLS:

DOUG:

WELLS:
MARY :

MARY ¢

WELLS:
MARY ¢
WELLS:
MARY:
WELLS:
MARY:
WELLS3:

23

Stop it, stop it, for the love of heaven!
(GENTLY) What shall I tell her now, Fuller?
(BROKEN) Toll her... I'm no good. Tell her I'm a con.
(BURSTING OUT) Tell her to get a divorce, to get ria of
me. I don't want to see her., Tell her tc leave me alone!
(KNOCK ON DOCR)
(DOOR OPEN)
Who 1s 11::'/_,.{.?@0”.9
It's me, Mrs. Fuller.
Oh, Mr. Wells. I've been velting. Itm so excited that
I -- ch please come In.
(DOOR CLOSE}
T 've been just,., What happened? Did it work?
(MEAVILY) It worked.
(DELIGHTED) I knew it would. I kmew Doug woild be cleared,’
Didn't I tell you that --
Mra. Fullexr... _
O0h I know you've got'a million things to tell me but I'm
just so happy and relieved that,..
(TRYING TO STOP HER) Mrs, Fuller...
(EAGERLY) When will Doug.be able to come home?
I don't know..
(PUZZLED) You don't know?
No. _
(BEGINNING TO UNDERSTAND) What's the matier?
Mrs., Fullsr, I -- {BREAKS} I don't qulte kno¥ how ta tell

you this.
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MARY :
WELLS;

MARY:
WELLS:

MARY :

MARY :
WELLS:
MARY :
- WELLS:
MARY :

NARRATOR:

Didn't the trick work?

Yos, it worked, We confronted Lombard and your husband
with the evidence and --

Didn't Lombard confess to the robbery?
He confessed.

(AT A 1085) Well, then..,

(LOW) Sc did your husbend,

(LONG PAUSE)

(FEAD) I sse, What will happen to nim?
Prison. - fon-iremiit gy I i
I ses.

Look -= if T can do anything... ag/
=

Thank you. There's nothipg “usde,

b

Thet's all. Days later, you, Charlie Wells, discover
part of the money hidden in Lombard's house, You trace
another sum that Fuller used to buy his wife a wadding
ring. You're able to turn almost all the stolen booty
over to Bill Blake. Your sditor tells Yyou you're a great
guy, and newspaper clrculation jumps five thousand. You
get a raise, And then, one dey, they send you to cover
the triel of Dougles Fuller, You sit there with pencil
and paper but you can't teke notes., You just sit there,
1iiFen£ng to the judge.sentence Dougles Fuller from seven
to fifteen years in the penitentlery., And then...

(AD LIB MURMER OF CROWD, SCRAPING OF CHATLRS;ETC.)
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NARRATOR:

MARY :
DoUG:
MARY:
SHERIFF:
MARY :
SHERLFF:
DoUG:
MARY :
DOUG:

SHERIFF:

MARY :

-25-

ff
You see the girl. ©OShe %j hey way past you towards

the sheriff and his prisoner. You're standing right there
end you can't help hearing her as she calls..

Doug!

Mary, what ere you doing here?

I had to come.

A1l right, keep moving.

Just & minute, please, sherlff,

Sorry, miss,

Mary, leave me alone, will you!

But Doug...

Just forget me. If'm dead, I'm buried... Leave me alone.
Come on, sheriff, let’s get out of here.

Step aside...

Walt, please. Doug, listen. I wailted for you so long
already. I don't cars hovw much longer 1% 13 now. I --
1111 be valting. No matter how long it is. I'll be

waiting, Doug.

That's how tt was, And you couldn't help hearing. e
e
T -, Tazline. . Jhirty. . tcy-r

wpuieD 1 Story,

In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Charlie

Wells, with the final outcomo of tonight’s BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE#

s CHAPPELL:
| HARRICE:
CHAPPELL1

YIBRAPHONE:

s CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

The cigarette that's really different - the longer,
finer cigarette that's really "Qutstandinzl” - PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES! Good to look at ...

Gopd to feel ...

Good to taste ..

And good to smoke.

Yes, PELL MBLLS are good to look at - good to feel ~

onod to taste - znd geood to smokel

Al At e Tt e Y e e Vi T T e

Four notes that are alike ... and opnz that is =
toutstandine!" And, of America's leading cigarettes,

one is "Qutstardingl" - the longer, finer cigarette

in the distinguished red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGAREYTES - "Cutstandingt!

And - they are mild!
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THE BIG STORY #50 -27- 4/21/48
© (ORCHESTRA:_ s....._TAG)
CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Charles ¥W. Wells of
Laldd
the Erle, W,\Tifma.
T WELLS: Though only married 8ix hours - true to her trust, bride

in tonight's Big Story walted seven years for the releese
-1; . of her husband., Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL
-v;: Award, N
CHAPPELL: Thank you Mr, Wells. The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS3
- CIGARETTES ere proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500 Award for notsble service In the field of
journalism.
HARRICE: Listen again next week, same time, same stetion, when
PEL], MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
. STORY -- A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Norfolk-Ledger Dispatch; by-line -- Kathryn Ste}?am.
A BIG STORY that reached its climax when & glirl reportsr
was sentenced to prison just in time for an attempted...
(PRISON SIREN)
«eess prison vreak!
(PRISON SIREN)
o (MUSIG: THEME WIPE & FADE TO_BG ON_CUE)
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4gTG STORY", 4/21/48

CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

rh-fh-el
4/21/48 pu

~28- (REVISED)
The BIG STORY is produced by Baernerd J. Prockter, with
music by Vledimir Sslinsky. Tonight's prograu wes vritten

by Gail Ingrem. Your parrator vas Bob Sloane, and George

Petrie played the part of Charles Wells.

In order to protect the names of pecple actually involved

in tonight's authentic "Big 3tory," the names of &ll

characters in ths drametlzation wers changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr, Welis.

Thias is Ernest Cheprell spesking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

This is NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG STORY

_PROGRAM #57
WITH AN EXPLANATION"

e NARRATOR .
MAME o o .
KATHRYN
B DORIS . .
MAN . .
ANDY .
JUDCE . .
- MATRON .
EDITOR ..
i
e

*

CAST:
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WNBC & HET UTHE 310 STORY PROGRAY. %57
MGUILTY «ITH AN KXPLANATICN"
iQ:O% E 10:%0 PM APRIL 28, 1948 AEDNESDAY
CHAPFPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARET!ES present ... THE 3ICG STCRY!
MUSIG: . _ _ . _ BRIDCE
MANE: The matron vatehing?
KATHRYN: Ho.
MAME: _ The guards gone?
KATHRYN: Yes,
MAME?Y Wo're golng to make a break for it,
DORIS: (HYSTERICAL) I donft wanna have anything to do with
18] IvietdieatRiaiaiitayytirirpmstoeiommirbimis |
FAUE: Shut up, Doris! '
(SLaP)
DORIS: {EXCLAMATION OF PAI&)
MANE: Ready, Kathryn?
KATHRYN: Yes,
FAME: Okay. Let's get ocut of thls jail,
MOSIC:. . .- o SUSPENSE UP_THEN OUT SHaRELY EOR:
CHAPPELLs THE BIG STCRY ~-- Here is America -- its sound and its

fury ~ its joy and its sorrow -- 3s falthfully re-
ported by the men and women of the groat American
newspapers. (PAUSE) (COLD AKD FLAT) Norfolk,
Virginia: From the pages of the Norfolk Ledger-Dis-
patch, the authentic story of a woman reporter who was

sentenced to prison, Tonight, to Kathryn Steffan of
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CHAPPELL:

-

l-a

(CONT'D) the Norfolk Ledger-Dispatch goes the PELL

KELL Award for the BIG STORY,

(OPENING COMMERCIAL})
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THE BIG STCRY %/28/%8 -2 = #57

PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

VIBRAPHONE: __ _BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG...BONGL

CHiPPELL: Four notes that arc alike ... and pnc that is -
noutstandingl® And, of smeriea's leading clgarcttes,
one is routstanding!" = thd-;gggg;, finer clgarette
in the distinguished rod package - PELL MELL!

HARRICE!: Ladics and gontlcmen; have you noticed how many of
your fricnds hive changed to PELL MELL? There's a
reason -- PELL MELL FoMOUS CIGARETTES! ...

CHAPPELL: Good to look 2t ...

HARRICE: Good to fool «

CHAPPELL: Good to toste ...

HARRICE! And godsd o snoke.

CH:PPELL: Yos, therc's onc cligarette that's really different -

CHAPPELL$
HARRICE:

e A AR

really "Outstandine!® - PELL MELL. For PELL MELL'S

greater length of troditionally fine, mcllow tobaccos

filtcrs the smoke of this longer, finer cigarette =
gives you that smepthness, mildness ~nd scthisfaction

no other cigarette offcrs you.

= — o T - A e Y A

Four notes that arc alike .., and ong that is -
woutstanding!" And, of America's leading

cigarettcs; one is "Quistandingl
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES! ... "outstanding i"

And - they arc mildl

T EIEETN ek wmes 4 @ emmA LS T e R
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CHAPPELL:
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MARH @

KATHRYN:

XATHRYN:

P P R

-3- : W57

OPENING MUSIC.. ESTABLISH, THEN UNDER_FOR:)

You are Kathryn Steffan. You're a pretty girl, only
twenty years old, but youlre a reporter for the Norfolk
Ledger-Dispatch. When the Navy took your husband off
to war, you felﬁ you should get some work. You chose
reporting bscause you were a quiet girl who had slvays

1iked to read, and you had often wondered whether you

could be a writer.

(RCUGH CROWD 30UNDS IN BACKGROUND, WE'RE IN A&
VERY TOUGH BAR)
adsmdeear A quiet girl who liked to read? What is such
& girl cdoing in this barroom on Bermude Street? And
what sort oftalk is this from such a girl...
Okay! It's all very well for you to say I should shut
my trap. But I'm tellin! ya, this bar-keep up the
street wouldn't give me no more to drink, Sald I'd had
encugh., How do you like that?
Tough, sister, tough.

Do I look ple-eyed? Do I tellk pie-eyed?

RTKCO1 000G ?50
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MAN:
KATHRYN:

KATHRYH
ANDY:
KATHRYN:
ANDYz
KATHRYN:
MAN¢

KATHRYN:

ANDY:
MAN:
ANDY:
MAN:
KATHRYN:
MAN:
ANDY:
KATHRYN:
{MUSICS

s ™

EATHRYN:

-4 w57
No, you don't, You're new around here, ain't ya?
Yeah, I efn't never hit this burg vefors, And if that's
the wey they treat & gal in the bars around here. I'm
blowin!, festl
Stick around, sister. Let me show you how they treat &
dame eround here. And I'11 do the treatinl,
Now, therels a guy that talks my language!d
(FADING I) What did you say, Kathryn?
I seid, there's & guy..(SHE STOPS} Oh.
Yould better let metaks you home, Kethryn.
Yes, Andy. A1 right.
Hey, wait a minute. You and me just made a date, sister.
Yeah, yean, But this is my boy-friend. He's been avay
in the YNavy, I dldn't know he was home...
Boy friend or no boy friend, vou're my date tonight.
Mister, I'm teking her home, and that's that.
Sez who?
Sez her husband.
Her hushend? Is that rlght, kid?
Yesh, hels my husband.
Thet'!s different.
Come on, Kethryn.

Yes, Andy.

(DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES)

Thank heaven welre home.
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ANDY: Yes. Nov, amer sit down, Kethryn.
ATHRYN: Yes, Andy.
ANDY: Look, Kathryn, I know you., I know iamma you're not the

kind of“/’ﬁéirl you wers pretending to be in that bar-room.
The reascon I love you 1s that ybu’re gn:uae-h the
o ) | opposite.é‘vgw?in”m hurt, Kathryn, I won't
= pretend I'm no I'm hurt, coming home on leave and
not finding you here, and getting & run around ‘?en I
called the nevsparer and then having M;-e‘s—g:lwnn" ell
me she saw you golng Iinto that. joint on Bermuda Street.,
I couldntt velieve her. can't believe itl-n-#
KATHRYN: Andy, whet I'n going to tell you, I donlt want you to

breathe toc & soul,

ANDY: Go ahead.,
KATHRYN: I've been going around to tough places like that aee
_ Tomieumimmewin or three weeks novw.
ANDY: " Yhy? Why?
KATHRYN: I have to get to know the kind of p%e you ;Z:fk

é?ose placeg. _and I have to learn ﬂ_—M&

Nt why - whq ¢

ANDY: lpiiniiy T T T T T TR ey -
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KATHRYN:

ANDY: #W,

KATHRYN: 'J‘!{zam&.w]}gu wnovw the Detention Home for Women?

ANDY': : .I,know there'!s such a place.

TgEn G Krgus

KATHRYN: Sosbamideenmd what it's llke there?

ANDY: Tlve always hesrd that 1t's pretty bad. Rotten food.,
Brutal treatment of the women s I've always hearc

_ 1t ocught to be cleaned up. SO Wf”“; -3

KATHRYN: Why do you suppese it hasnft been?

ANDY: I don't know. Politles?

KATHRYN: Maybe, but the most important reason 1s leck of proof.
Nobody can prove thet things are bad In the detention
home, because nobody but the prisoners themselves 1is
ever ellowed to see how bad things are there.

ANDY: What has 211 the got to do with you?

KATHRYN: The Ledg>r-Dispatch vants teemelmpie proof.

ANDY: And?

KATHRYN: And I'm elected to get 1ty

ANDY

KATHRYN: Fe ) o
‘m T have to be able to talk like the
inmates when I go to/ d%{'.ention home .

ANDY: Vhen you what!
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o -7~ #57
T KATHRYN: Phat's right, Andy. We have it all fized with a judge.

Ee's going to ssntence me next week.
going

ANDY: Kathryn!
KATHRYN: Just a short sentence.
ANDY: The paper has no right to make you do thils, Kathryn.
T KATHRYN: | T volunteered.
:f' ANDY - Well, you can just go down to the paper and tell them
to get somebody else.
KATHRYN: Andy, don't you understand, there's a ¢rying, shameful
condition in that detention home.
ANDY: ‘ There's & crying, shameful condition in my home !
KATHRYN: Because I'm acting like a good reporter and good citizen?
ANDY: No, becesuse you're putting yourself in denger. And I'm
derned if I'1l stand by and see you get hurt the vway
gyou're going to get hurt if you go through with this
thing.
A R s ST R S R o A e o T G gl g i
B KATHRYN: Wesa T'm going to! ‘
ANDY: You 1llsteg to me: when you wan:;igfo'be g reporter, I
was against ifWput I said {;ufight, go ahead, if it's
) what you want, T111 e :my objections, But I thougnt
= you!d be reporting vy v
;i KATHRYN: (QUICKLY) Isn't woments news ¥ My U0e Wweomen's
o detention hogd needs cleaning up?
s ANDY: (SHOUTINgS .Well, it?s not up to my wife to c“::w_it upd
e ; (THZWHMORE QUIETLY) Not when you're putting youraei"
T KATHRYN: {Ax‘lzcﬁ{t; )

g mm e — e tmeen amemme o s

e m e mm A 5 W AaTRT T T
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MATRON
KATHRYN:
MATRCON:

MaME s

DORIS:

MATRON:

MATRON?

KATHRYN:

R A P T s i e

. | #51

well? fa Hia ff-?_;, :ulw:{-

T!y not going to talk about it any more. nd ibewee '
Hhe

1t means to us., I'm going through with s asslgnment.

_____________ 7 aﬁqsi

i T herepy sentence you, Kathryn Steffan, to oo,

in the Detention Home for Women !

(FOOTSTEPS ON CONCRETE)
Come on, welk fester, you!
Will I get a cell all to myself, matron?
Yeah.,you'll be all alone with two other crooks. Coume
on, here we &ré€oc..
(FOOTSTEPS STOP. JINGLE OF XEYS)
Hey, Doris, here'ts the matron!

{OFF M ¥E SING3 A TV LV.r.'. BPR BL-:ZS SONG:
%u HW m;r_c aur_ra-e.//ﬂfrf‘ a‘l/ﬁ/

Okay, you two, I've got a nev cell mate for you.

{OVER PRECEDING SPEECH, KEY IN LOCK AND CELL DOOR

QPENS)
Another onell There ain't room hers for us!
All right, all right, pipe aown! Get in there, youl
Okay, don't shove!

(CELL DOOR CLOSES AND LOCKS)

(FADING) Okey, Get acquainted, you jailbirds!
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KATHRYN:
MAME :
KATHRYN:
MAME:? .
KATHRYN:

R ]

MAME:
KATHRYN:
MAME:
KATHRYN:
MAME :
DORIS:

KATHRYN:
e MAME

s KATHRYN:

e, KATHRYN:

-9- #97
(PAUSE)
Nadia,
well! You're a young one!l
So whet?
You & hep gal or a spswew punk like Doris here?

I'm hep, TAPwRQh

Got any butis? .

Ne. They tock 'em away from me.

What's your name?

Kathryn, Whet's yours?

Mame. What you In here for?

(HESITATES) Disturbing the peace --

Peanuts!

Phat one over on the bed don't talk much, does she?

Oh, that's just Dorls, ﬂ-"« f/ﬁem »wrr.f’%e- ‘-‘f"",“' J///{L

(DI G3 AGATM. .SAME C?NG ) Lo o ot R s o
Lrt{ am.f _ / e wt’f/ Fint A—’Fy

"éf/hf-h’yf /aac/é‘ye_

(AT THZ END OF THE FIRST LINE ABOVE:) That's Doris.
Always singing.

Which is my bunk?

You take the top bunk there-over Doris.

There’s no towel there. (SHE SAYS THIS IN A MORE
REFINED FASHION THAN THE ONE SHE HAS BEEN USING)
(MIMICKING HER WITH MINCING SPEECH) Qhi 5o thers ain't
no towel there! {THEN) Where do you think you're at?
There's one towel for é-;sr of us, |

This one? It's all full of lipstick.

a pymmm—EEE P ST U e—— Tt PR b LS
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MAME:

KATHRYN:

KATHRYN:

KATHRYN:
DORIS:
KATHRYN:
DORIS:
KATHRYN:
DORIS:

KATHRYN:

DORIS:

KATHRYN:

DORIS:

KATHRYN:

e L e, R e e A A A S g e Tan 2 20T TR RS e S [T
- 2 -
i e -

~10- #51
What else vou expec¢t us to wipe our lipstick on?
But.. We shouldr't have to use thls towel,
Say! Are you 2 phoney? ¥You talk like you came from
some high class mvcm’i{.
Ch, yeah? I'm =3 tough &s you are, Mame., I say, let
the matron and the superintendent and the guards know
we want clean towels,
Well, we're due to get another tdwel daey efter tomorpow, .
Nice of ‘tem,.., Say what you in hers for?
Running & gamtiing joint,
Hey, Doris..
(OFF) Whattaya went?
What you in hers for?
(COMING Oli) Fer being e darned foel,
What did you do, Doris?
I ran avey with & guy.
Whet do you mean?
There was this guy ceame fo Memphis - that's ﬁhere I
lilve, He rushed me like crazy. I thogght he was
wonderful. He had money and a%wghd he ecould
drinlk more beer than any boy I ever knew before, Se --
(SHE SIGHS AND STOPS)
30 you ran awey with him.
He sald he was going to marry me. Huh! Dumb Doris,
When we got to this burg, the cops came one day. Guess
he was Wwanted, I don't know whet for. They took me
in too.
You shouldn't be herel

Well, shels here, ain't she?

ATKO1 COB0LZ?




KATHRYN:
MAME :
KATHRYN:

KATHRYN:

MAME:

KATHRYN:

KATHRYN:
MAME ¢
KATHRYN:
DORIS:
MAME:
KATHRYN:

MAME:

e e o A oy T

-11- #57

T mean she shouldn't be in here with you, Mame.
Toakfosindjuat vnat's wrong with me?
Nothing, but you're old and experienced.. Doris
shouldn’t be in here with you.
3ay listen, Miss Wise-apple. VWho do you think you are?
Where do you gebt off at? Talking that way? Doris can
learn & lot frem me. -
That'es just what I mean.
Say, I don't get you, One minute you sound like a heo
gal and the next.,( M umewsengs)
Look, I'm hungry. When do we get sume grub around thls
joint?
It!'s en hour end & half overdue now.
I could eat & bear.
Well jou end me will share Doris's food.
Whetls the i1d=ze? Don't Doris eat?
I only cet every other meal, ‘
She!s just a crazy punk, “SHENees.

ame
HQX/ now's about giving ms thet chair, I want to stand
up on it znd look out the window. There might be some
guys goinz by. I ain't seen a guy for two whole hours.
You better not lock out that window. They give you the
sweat hox for that.
What!s the sweat box?
You'll find out if you ever gét it.
{'WAY OFF,.CALLING) Okay -- here's your grub!
Food!

I ——_—_ g Pl R s b
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KATHRYN:

MATRON:
MAME ;

MATRON:

MAME:
KATHRYN:
MAME:
DORIS:

DORIS:

e ———— e AR TR TR ST i

Boy, am I hungry!

(KEY IN LOCK AND DOOR OPENS...)
Here 1t is...Come and get it....
Can I sat or nothint!
and hurry up with it because then you're going to the
laundry to do some WOrkK..ss _

(CETL DOOR CLOUSES AND LOCKS...)
Come on, Kethryn. Hers's yours.. Dig in.
Is that whet ws get to eat? |
Sure 1t is.
That's why I eat only every other meal,

come on, Kathryn -- you sald you were nungry.

No. No, toanks, I guess I don’t want to sat after all,

Good! That makes more for mel
(THERE I5 QUITE A PAUSE, THEN:)

(OFF MIKE, STARTS SINGING M?HﬁNFULLY AGAIN)
Joult] ever mus 78 wier L) gt wocll eans diy

.“"32;_2;;%?!?“‘_F_ ARy A

KATHRYN:
MAME:
KATHRYN:

(30UND OF MACHINERY AND SLOSHING OF WATER...
PERHAPS OFF MIKE WOMEN TALK OCCASIONALLY)
Oh, I'm tiredi
You should have eb.
How did I know they were gonna keep us in thls laundry
i hours at & stretch?

You're in prison, kid.

L
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MATRON:

KATHRYN:

MATRON:
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et

KATHRYN:
B MATRON:
KATHRYN:
MAME:
MATRON:
KATHRYN:
MATRON:

KATHRYN:
MATRON:

KATHRYN:
o MATRON:

KATHRYN:
MATRON:

KATHRYN:

- I AL i F T e

-13- #57
(COMING ON} Cut it out there! Talking, veren't you,
cut it out! Get to work!
Why do we have to rub thess clothes on this washboerd
by hand?
Talking back to me, you?
I just asked you --—
I heard what you ssked me!
Why can't you have decent wringers here?
(SOTTO VOICE) Kethryn, shut up!
Listen you, do you want the sweat DOX?
NO.
Well, then don't complain no more! Now; get any
complaints?
(SOTTO VOICE} Say no, Leesemime...
No. No comrleints.
Everything all right here? (NO ANSWER) I sald, is
everything all right here?
Y‘ES. )
411 right then, sey it. Tell me everything's all right
here, or I!11 give you the swvest box.
(RELUCTANTLY) Everything's all right here.
Okay. And everything is all right, too. We glve you
exsrcise out in the yard after you'lre th;ough work.
We treat you too easy, that's the trouble with you.
say it again. BSay everything's all right here.

(DULLY) Everything's all right here.

e et A i
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s MATRON:
KATHRYN:
MAME:
KATHRYN:
MAME:

e KATHRYN:

ey MAME: -
KATHRYN:
MAME 3
KATHRYN:
MAME:

KATHRYN:
MaME:

KATHRYN:
MAME 3

KATHRYN:
MAME ¢
MATRON:

T T d

-14- #57
(LAUGHS RAUCQUSLY AS SHE MOVES OFF)
I hate her.
Kathryn...
Yeah?
You had enough of this place?
I'131 say so...
Want to get out?
Whatl?
Tisten: Therel!s a loose bar on the window of our cell.
NO?
Sash.,.Yes...I loosened it. Took me a long time...Want
to make a brezk for 1t, tonight?
What about the guards?
They'll shoot Lif they catch us, But we won't let
them catch us.
Wall, gee, I--~I don't know, Mame..
Listen, vou're a hep gael, ain't you? I know where we
can hide cut.
I'11 heve to thinlk it over..
Lock =-- are you hep, or are you & phony?
(QFF} You two talking egain?
Shut up for now. The matron... I'll see you in the

yard, &t exercise...

e e T e o mam e  n—

You are glad the matron caught you talking.this time.
You don'tt know now to answer Mame. The success of your
mission in this detention home depnds on keeping women
TikeMamessfeliow—priscners ~- thinking thet youlre

all gou pretend to be,
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e ma .]4.e "
MARR: W expecis you to escape with her. Shelll be

(CONT 'D)
o= suspleisous of you if you don't. But there's danger.

The guerds might see you -- and they would not hesitate
to shoot. ARG besides, you have te stay here in the
detention heme so that you can get your story. By the
time you are let out into the exercise yard, you are

S confused.,you don't know what to answer Mame,

0UT)

o (CROWD 30UNDS.,CROWD OF WOMEN)

KATHRYN: Gee, Mame, it seems good tobe out here in the alir.
B MAME: We can get out for good tonight, What do you say?

KATHRYN: I don't know what to sey.

MAME : You'll come. Youlre regular, you are.
- KATHRYN: - (SPARRING FOR TIME) What sbout Doris?

MAME: She knows =211 sbout it. But she won't have any part
o of 1t

KATHRYN! She might squesl.

MAME Not Doris. She hates the matron worse then we do.

(# SERIZS OF PIERCING BLASTS ON A BASKETBALL

WHISTLE)
"~ KATHRYN: What's that?
. MAME : That's the end of our exerclse period...
"; KATHRYN: But welve only been here iiu; minutes.
- MAME s That's g1l we get.,
—— KATHRYN ﬁﬁﬁl ninutes in the air after eight hours in that

stinking lsundry?

Tt MAME: Thet's all., See, Kathryn? You got to get out of this
. place.
e .
- KATHRYN: I'11 do it! You caen count me in, Msmel

RTXO1 Q0s0ER2
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(THE WHISTLE IS SHRILLING UNPLEASANTLY AS:)

CHAPPELL:

We will be back in just & moment with tonight's Big
Story. But first, a word from Cy Herrices.s.sss.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}

RTHOT G0R0683




THE BIG STORY
e PELL MELL

- 17 #57

MIDDLE COMMERCL.L

HARRICE:

e CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

VIBRAPHONE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Ladies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of
your friends have changed to PELL MELL? Therels a
reason -- PELL MELL F.MOUS CIGLRETTES!

Good to look at

Q_Q_C_)g._ to feel s

<

Good to tasy

l

And gond to smoke.

Yes, therets cne cigarctte that's peally different -
really "outstanding!" ~ PELL MELL!

When you pick up & PELL MELL, you can seg the
differcnee - you can feel the difference. .ind when
you smokec a FELL MELL, you cen taste the diffcrence.

For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mcllow tobaccos filtors the smoke of this Jlonger,

finer cigarette - gives you that smoothness, mildness

and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.
BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG_,.. BONG!

Four notes that are alike ... and onc that is -
"outstanding!" And; of Jimericals leading cigarcttes;
one is "Qutstanding!" - the lon er; finer cigarctte
in the distinguishcd red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES = "Cutstandingi"

And - they are milg!

ATXKC1 0060884




"""" -18- #57
7 (wysIc: _ . . _INFRODUCTION AND UNDFR)_ Ao
HARRICE: Now back to your narrator, Bob Sloane, and rovmbpinpihy ,
Big Story pi(_: &M;?n %[ﬁm as she fred i 2 worete Ao
(MUSIC: _ _ _ _OPENING_MUSIC: _ESTABLISH THEN UNDER FOR:)
T MAME 3 Okay, let!s maks e break for it now. Here's the chailr.

(CHAIR DRAGGED ACROSS THE FLOCR)
NARR : You, Ezthryn Stgffan, stand watching while Mame sets
S the chair beneath the window. Yourﬂheart 1s pounding.
You don't want to make this escepe with your cell-mate.
But you don't dere refuse., If you do get cut the

window, %ne guards might shoot.

MAME ; Come on; now, boost me, boost me!l
NARR: . You staré beside the chair and push Mame up towaerd the :
window. |
MAME: - (s3oUND GF EFFORT)
MATRON: (OFF MIKE} What are you doing in there?
MAME : Qi:-u-o—ﬁhlt's the Matron.
- MATRON: Well! 8c! Get down from that chair -- and both of
you come with me. You'lve going into the SWeaq-boxl
(MUSTG:_ _ _ _ UP_DRAMATIGALLY FOR SEVERAL BARS, THEN UNDER AGALN FOR)
NARRH S G i te Iy ;
%

hggause you could not 1lie down; it Jas#¥3s

A" ond tear at your own

five by tive, o
mgalin because the only

- et
. om A . e TR e W e
I i -

e ———
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BIG STORY 4/28/48 -184-

T

REVISED

NARR: The sweat hox. It's a tiny cell, It would be tiny

even if you were in there alone: And you and Mame stand

hore 50 ¥ room C?'f"w‘f/h

=i

in it because Jameiiwanet 1ic down. You wlpe your face

and btear at your clothes and wipe your face again, It's

unbearable in here--but you have to bear 1it, The

gawealt DOX.suvaas

(MUSTC:_ _ _OUT)
KATHRYN: Move over, Mame...
MAME : . There ain't no roou.

KATHRYN: It's stifling..,
MAMA : (PATLOSOPHICAL) It's the sweat box,
KATHRYN Why 1s it so hot? I can't stand it.

why is it so hot?

MAME : - Shut up!
KATHRYN: I cantt stand 1%, Mawme,
MAME : Thatls the way they want you to feel, Shut upl
KATHRYN: I vant to lie down.
MAME Gourse you do, So do I. So they fix 1t for us to
atand up.
KATHRYN: I want air., ...
MAME : You're getting air, mherels a hole up therse on the wall,

You can't see 1t, 'cause 1t's black like the rest of

this place., A black hole,....

KATHRYN: (SHE!S WORKING TOWARDS HYSTERIA} Oh, Mame, I'm

stifling. .. v

MAME: Shut up! Don't iet gol Dontt let this place lick

you, Listen to me, Keep your wind on vwhat I'm sayin',

see? Don't think about youraelf, Just think of

what I'm sayint....

KATHRYN: (WEARTLY) All right. All right, Mame, What are you

sayint?

ATKO1 Q060686



BIG STORY 4/28/48 ~188-

thinkin’, see? Ilm too swart to thinks

You listen....

KATHRYN: Okay, Mame..,..

MAME : What was I talkin! about nov?.

Oh, yeah--the black hole on the wall,

thati's there for? Ventilliation!

e

KATHRYN; Mame, Mame, I'm stifltingl

MAME Keep listening to me! That hole,

REVIZED

MAME : T'm just talkin!, Just talkin? about anything;..I aintt

You he smazrt,

L. Dontt matter, but,....,

You know what

You know where that

leads? Right into the prison furnacel

- KATHRYN; (54K IS MOANING A5 MAME TAIKS)

MAME ; Donlt yap so wuchl Just remember that hole leads to

the furnace, Rewmembar that all your life,

you was ir this place. Remember who put you here,

Remembher

Don't never trust no cops or jall guards ever again

in your life!l

EATHRYN: (SHE IS GRYING) Maws, please, please move over!

yourself up against the wall,

T
En

gotta lie down!

Sorunch

MAME : Get conbtrel of vourself,..
KATHRYN: Oh, Mame, Mame, I can't stand 1t....4
MAME :
KATHRYN; (SUDDENLY SCREAMS)WHelp! MHNelp! I've gotta get out of
- herel Helpt Help! Matron! I cantt stand 1t!
— MAME (STARTS.ON THE WORD "GOTTA" ABOVE) Hey, cut that cut?
- Stop it! ,.,.v Okay! You asked for it! wws,,,{EFFORT)
:: i
. (A BLOW SIMULTANEOUS WITH THE WORD "THAT")
i (PAUSE)

I ——_L D PSR i £ 88 ELeet it
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RIG STORY 14/28/48 -18¢- REVISED

" YATHRYN:  Thank you, Thank you, Mame. T needed that, I'm
sonry .,
MAME: Okay, kid. Itts your pirst time. You gotta learn the

technique. Okay, listen to me talk, ~Pay attentlion
to what I say,.. This 1s the place the law pubt USy...
o . (FADING) Don't never forget that, seey Always remember
that this 1s the place,,.. (BUT BY THIS TIME SHE!S TQ0
FAINT FOR US 70 HEAR, AND ANYHOW THE NARRATOR HAS
STARTED TALKING) )
e MARRATOR:  (SPARTS ON THE WORD "RORGET" ABOVE) all night long
and well into the following morning you stay in the
o sweat box listening to Mame,. Meanwhile, Andy, your
husband has gone to the office of the Ledger Dispatch

to talk to your city edltor....

PRpp -
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o !&'—J‘n'm'tr-r
N LIWET DI e

NARR:

'umuuunuum izt i) Ly =
orp MIm

etc. (BUT NOW ASUSEHE N

You stey in the s¥ PE Do 5”‘u€:3§ long and well into
ﬁdmgﬁﬂgéueg L .
pwing morning. Meanwhile, Andy, J&un

— EDITCOR:
ANDY:

o EDITCR:
ANDY:
EDITOR:

ANDY s

EDITOR:
ANDY:
EDITOR:
ANDY:
EDITCR:
ANDY:
EDITOR:
ANDY«

EDITOR:

(CITY ROOM SOUNDS IN BG.,,TYPEWRITERS, MURMUR
OF VOICES, ETC.)
Well, andy?
I weant you to .get my 'i%faogjwoet?ft/};t}gntion home ,
She!ll be discharged bDamcCUm
I want he» Lo get out now.
Why?
Because 1%'s dshgercus for her to be in there, that's
why?
She took it on &s a job, Andy.
Well, she shouldn't have,
That's not for you or me to say.
You could zet her out, couldn't you?
1l suppose the teper could, yes,
Well, then get her out,
There 1sn't any gogd reason that I know of why I should,
Listen, %Mm, I'm leaving to go back
to duﬁy.

And?

RTKCT 00B0GBY




ANDY:

EDITOR:

A

ANDY:

EDITOR;

ANDY:

EDITOR:
ANDY:
EDITOR

ANDY:
EDITOR:
ANDY:

EDITOR:

-20- #57

and I went my wife home with me for the rest of my

leave

Loock, shet!s just a kid. She didn't know what she was
getting into, and now that she's been there this long,
I know right well that she's in there crying and scared,
artd wishing someone would come and let her out.

You sound, fndy, as if you knew what it was like in
the women'!s detentlon home.,

Evervbody knows what 1t's like. They've got dirty
cells thare, they've got gusrds vwho don't know hovw to
treat the rrisoners, whemkivewgalwatsadewisinomes the
foed is rotten. Everybody knows that.

Andy. .

Well?

Everybody knows that, but nobody can prove 1t "Swiiee
Your wife 1s in there getting meterial at first hand.
Maybe she'll be able to prove it, when she comes out.,
wouldn't you say it was a good thing if the prison
that you described was cleaned up?

Well...

T think we'll leave here there, jmwinm

Well, &l I can say 1s there'd better be ne harm come
to her.

Don't worry, indy. And she'll be cut before you go

back to duty.
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MAME s
DORIS:
KATHRYN:

.. DORIS:

R

MAME

DORIS:

KATHRYN:

MATRON:

KATHRYN:
MATRON
KATHRYN:
MATRON:
KATHRYN:
MATRON:
KATHRYN:
—  MATRON:
— KATHRYN:
MATRON:

KATHRIN:

oy bt a——
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-21- $57
(YAWNS) Another day, another dollar.
You mean another damy, another twenty-four hours.
Not for me. This is the day I get out. And, boy, am
I worchiwemi ?/t»t/./ .
I'm sorry you're going, Kathryn.
(CHORTLES) Haw! That's a good one! She likes you so
much she wants you to stay in this hole.
I didn't mean 1% that way.
I know how you meant it, Doris. And thanks.

(k=Y I¥ LOCK. CELL DOOR OPENS)

Okey, you women. Here's your pail of water, end here's

your clothes., Make this cell c¢clean.

(FROM HEERE ON WE HEAR SLOSHING OF WATER, BANGING

07 PLIL, ETC., IN BG)
Matrbn...
Well?
What time will I be golng?
This your day to leave?
Yes.,
You can come with me right now, then.
Wonderfull
Did you heve jour medical examination?
Medical examination? No.
Well, thatl!s different. You got to have & medical
exomination before you leave here,

Oh, well thet won't take long, will it?

ARTHOT 0006821
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MILTRON:

K.THRYN:

MATRON:

KATHRYN:

MATRON:
. KATHRYN:

MAME:

KATHRYN:
_ DCRIB:
'f; MATRCN:

- MAME

DORIS:
MATRON:

MAME!

-22- #57
Tt won't take long, no. But you can't have it until
noon-time, end by that time it's too late to discharge
TOU,
Wnat do you meen? This is my day to be discharged,
Can't help it. The police car will be gone before you
finish your medical examinetion. You won't be discharged
until tomorrow.
Matron! T refuse to serve & longer time than I was
sentenced tol
You'!ll do whet yjou're told and like it.
It's not my fault that I didn't have a medical
examlination.
You bet it ein't her fault, Jewes, Itis yours!
I must get out of here todey!
¥You let her outl
No.
Come on, girls, let's give her the business!
(THEN SHOUTING) Yah, Yeh! Yah! Yehl {ETC.)
(JOINING IN) Ysh! -Yah! Yesh!
(SHOUTING OVER THEIR YAMMERING) Stop it} Stop it!
I tell you I'll have you &ll in the sweat-box!
(SHOUTING) Hey, everybody! Everybody in ell the other
cells!] Yemmer! Ysh! Yah! Yah! (ETC.)

ATHC1 Q060592




MATRON:

SUPT:

MATRON:

KATHRYN:

MATRON:

5UPT:
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~23- #57
(coNTINUZS) Stor this noise! I won't 2llow this to go
onn in my vrisen! Stop 1t! h
(SHOUTING FROM OFF MIKE) Matron, Metron! What's going
cn here?
superintendent Betes, these women are yammering beceuse
T won't let this girl out without a medical exeminaticn.
(SHOUTING) Superintendent, I'm supposed to leave todey
and she's keepring me until tomorrow.
(SHOUTING) She has to have her medical examination.

Never mind the medicel examination. Let her gol We

can't have this uproer going on herel Let her gol

(DOCR CFENS)
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KATHRYN:  Andyd *

ANDY: Kathryn! ‘fou;&s--\ h#meuj

KATHRYN: Oh, Andy,darling, 1t was awful! It was awful!

ANDY: Never mind, darling, you're here now. I'll take care of
you, you're here nov.

e KAPHRYN: Yes, But, oh, Andy, the first thing I want to do 1is
televhone the paper.

ANDY: on!

KATHRYN:  (LAUGHS) Don't veorry, Andy, derling. I want to tell then
that I pefuse to write one line of my story untl]l your
leave 1s up tomorrow!

{Music: UP_TO FINISH)

W Ledger-Dispatch Repcrter Gives Iuside Story on Conditions
fous JY: in Detentlon Kocmwe for Women. |
_____ FANFPARE_Miasilh)
KATHRYN: The cells are .crowded, and young iuskcaess girls who have
somehow got into tréublé ars housed with hardened crimlnals.
{MUSIC:  _ FANFARE AMOSOtE)
KATHRYN: The food szrved to these priscners is vile. I could not
eat until it was 2 case of either that or starvation.
Mmini
KATHRYN: The sweat box is used for suc@qoffensea as. looking out
the window...

"""" KATHRYN: The filth is indescribable, the sapltary conditions are
abominable, the guerds are untrained and underpaild, end
they 3o not know how to handle the inmates. The hours of

—r work are long and the exercise peridd/ ls| fews mlioutes a day.

ot | (MORE)

RTHOT 0060634
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~25- #57
In short, the home is not so much a correction homg &as a
concentration camp where vice and hatred ere bred. 4And

what are ¥we going to do ebout 1t?

The citizens of Norfolk are arouged! I am proud to have

‘been 1n on the criginal plan to send this courageous

reporter to priscn so that she might get the facts -- and I
am proud to serve on the commitiee vhich will hsve charge

of erecting and staffing our nevw modern Datention Home!

EDITOR: Mp Great news! The Virgihia Press Assoclation has

ANDY:

KATHRYW:

ANDY:

KATHRYN:

ANDY:

KATERYN:

ANDY:

KATHRYN:

ANDY:

awarded you the Cortificate of Merit for your stories about

the detentlion home.

{KNOCK ON DGOR. - DOOR OPENS)
Darling! Droskeeehectoshers!
Andy! You'ts W"
"ihe Q)r- ocJ
Hﬂug-!?w, Kathryn.
oh, Andy, Andy.....(THEY'RE KISSING NOW)
(AFTER A BIT) Well, darling --what story are you going to
work on dwmimms thiz Jewose -:Hme '
I'm golng to stay right with you every aminute!
Well, that's a1l right. But I'd like you to work. 1'd
like to go along with you when you cover stories.‘
Andy -- is this you talking? i
It is, darling, I read your stories at sea &and I was so
proud --and when they decided to bulld a nev Detention Homwe
and I knew you vere responsible, well, you should have heard
me bragging a1l c;ver the ship. Oh, you've made a convert,
?ﬁt?gg%._; w&;; the way of any story from now oun.

L e TR S
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7T KATHRYN:  eeds el 0/4’/’;7 ‘P f
' flow Fha
ANDY: I've been lesarning photography. Weea this w&r_ingver hov

about working together. I'll take the pictures and you'll
- write the storles.... .

{MUSIC:

e L e NS e

CHAPPEL: ~In just & moment we will read you & telegram frow Kathryn

Steffan of the Norfelk Ledger-Dispatch with the final

Ry

oufcome of tonight's Big 3tory.
(MusIic:

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

oo LA i T i Tms w1t e e
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CLOSING COMMERCTIAL

CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:

| CHAFPELL:
AWRRICE:
CHAPPELLS

— Ty —

CH.LPPELL:

HaRRICE?®

The cigarette that's really different = the longer,

riner clgarette that's really toptstoandingi" - PELL
MELL FLMOUS CIGLRETTES! Good to logk at ..e
Good to feel +.0

Glood to taste .o

And pood to smoke.

Yes, PELL MELIS are gogd to look at - good to feel «

good to taste - 2nd goed to smoko !

Four notes that are alike ,.. Bnd one that 1s -
Moutstandinel” And, of fmerica's leading cigarettas;
one 1s "Qutstandinel’ - the longer, finer cigarette
in the distinguished red package. PELL MELL FaMOUS

CIGARETIES ~ "Quistarndingl"

Apd - they arg mildl

N Y . e A i e e

e o e AR RS TR A
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' THE:BIG STORY 4/28/48 #57

CHAPPELL: Now we read you thet telegram from Kathryo 3teffoan of the
- Norfolk Ledger Dispatch.

STEFFAN: On leaving Detention HouTe i invardly reaglved never to

_Inc:d Shat- subseguef
_complain again . ) . r
in w,’S"'l ﬂ“‘lbn C‘on rming e HE’S H'S'u m ol forratcrm {';;-&_'

s el cgugpod Jerion rre—"
. Meny thanks for tonight's PELL MELL Awdrd.

CHAPPELL: Thaok you Miss Steffan. The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the wirner of the
PELL MELL $500 awerd for notable service in the field of
journalism.

HARRICE: DListen again next week, same tlue, same station, when PELL
MELL FAMOUS CICARZTTES will present another BI&G STORY -- A
BIG STORY frow ths pages of the Cleveland Press; by~line --
Williem Miller. A BIG STORY about a nation-wlde search for
12 honest people, shet reached its climax in a hospltal

(PAUSE) at a deetnbed.

P AT ——— i ——
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CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC

e

CHAPPELL!

ANNCR:

e
-~

-

T

-29-

#37
The BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernued J. Prockter
with mesic by Viadimir Selinsiy. fanizas's pro-
gram was written by Rober: Cenedalle. IYour narrator
was Bob Sloane and Elleen Eeckart played the part of
Kathryn Steffan. In orde, %o protesct the names of
people actually involved in tonight's authentlc
"BIG STORY"the names of all gcharacters in the
dramatization were changed, with the exception of

the reporter, Kathryn Steffan.,

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,.
THIS IS NBC,..THE NATICNAL BROADCASTING COMNPANY
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o * . AS BROADCAST
THE BIG STORY |
PROGRAM #58

PILLARS OF SOCIETY

T CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
MILLER ARNOLD MOSS
RECEPTIONIST BARBARA WEEKS
MRS, MANTELL _ ADDY KLEIN
EDDIE - MICKEY G'DAY
| coP BOB SLOANE f
e SMITTY = MICKEY O'DAY L
SERGEANT - ED JEROME
s EUD JACKIE GRIMES
' JENKINS . SANTOS ORTEGA
%’“’5&““""‘ SANTOS ORTEGA
~M DR. THOMPSO ED JEROME
SOL ARNOLD MOSS
e SARA ADDY KIEIN
- INTERN ' JACKIE GRIMES
o MRS, RYDER BARBARA WEEKS
o _ WEDNESDAY, MAY 5, 1948
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N WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #58
) ) PITTARS OF SOCIETY '
S &0:00 -~ 10530 P.M. MAY 5, 1948 WEDNESDAY
;h‘ CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES pressnt ,..THE BIG STORY! .
. MESIC: .. \<BRIDCE ...)
- 30L: (ABOUT FIFTY. SLIGHT ACCENT) You're ready, Mame?
m Is the stors locked? '
SARA: (LITTLE OFF) Just closing the back door. You're
finished? _ .
______ S0L: _ Yap - & busy week - & good week. IFrerythtrals—dons.
Ol B SRl Ol erdei i el T W T~ L T OOWIT, VT
wamesr 1 itk brririisoartl -
SARA: And the monsgy?
S50Ls (3MILING. PATTING A VALISE} In the valise - ready
for deposit-first thing in the morning. Berperocrfe
(RAPPING ON THE GLASS OF THE DOOR)
- SARA: A customer -- it's too late.
B S0L: It'as not so late. Maybe he nseds something.
i Walt -- I'21 =-~-
— SARA: It's two customers - two men --
- S0L: Two 18 better than one.
R _ (STEPS. DOOR OPENS)
— S0L:1 Come in gentlemsn, ccme in - what can I --
"fftt' BUD{ : f?fﬁ%SANTLY} You're an old guy, pop. I wouldn't
ﬂ;::g; want to hurt you, but if I had to, I would.
.g% 30L: You want -=-

e A ———ee

[ ——
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_ BUDs The valise, pop. TIhe valise,
SQOL: Noy I.-=~1It's all we -- we're not rieh -~
BUD1 'Ugiéhégybe he doesn't understapd polite talk.
Glome that valisel  (THEN) §z§3¢l“€§1k te the

man so he'll be sure and understand,
(HITS VERY HARD., THEN UNDER FOR)
CHAPPELL: The BIG STCRY e« Here is Ameriea —- its sovnd and 1ts
o ' fury - its joy and its sorrow -- as faithfully re-
ported by the men and women of the great American
newspapers (PAUSE) (COLD AND FLAT) Cleveland, Chio:

From, the pages of the Cleveland-( ic Prese, the e
. Fryoetn 8 ; ; A A A At sINES 9»& -
;athaEEZe-stcry o] tr1!pﬂrter-ﬂhe—aéaé{;gﬁa—aeafeh-taa-
twolve-roTe e TEOPE, Tonight, to Willlam Miller of
the Cleveland-Ohic Press goes the PELL MELL Award for

the BIG 3TCRY,

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

RTKQO1 G0B0A03
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THE BIG STORY 5/5/48 ' #58

“PRELL ‘MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE :

(VIERAPHONE . .BONG, BONG, BONG. BONG.,,BONG!)
Four hotes that are alikg ...and one that is -

"Qutstanding!" And, of America's leading cigarettes,

one 1s "Quistending!" - the longer, finer cigarette in

the distinguished red package -~ PELL MELL!

Ladies and gentisémen, kave you noticed now many of your
friends have changed to PELL MELL? Theret!s & reason --
PELL MELL FAMOUSZ CIGARETTES!

Good to look at ....

Good to feel ....

Good to taste....

And good to smoks.

Yos, thers's one cigarette that's really different --

really "Qutstanding!" - PELL MELL. For PELL MELL's

greater lenghbh of treditionally fine, mellow tobaccos

filters the smoke of this longer, finer cigarette -~

gives you thet smpothness, mildness, and satisfacticn

no other cigarette ofrfers you.
(VIBRAPEOME . .BONG,BONG, BONG, BONG., ...BONG!)
Four notes that ere alike ,..and gpe that is -

"gutstanding!" And, of America's leesding cigarettes,

one is "Qutstandina!"

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES! ..."Qutstspding!"

And - they are mild!

B
e e e i+ it e bt S LW i

A o ———
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BILL:

GIRL
RECEPTION:
BILL:
GIRL:
BILL:
GIRLs

oA EAMATE T g YT
mm et

.
Now %the story as it actually happened; William Miller's
story as he lived it -=- Cleveland, Ohlo ~--
You 52t at your desk, Willlam Mlller of tae Cleveland
Press, writing the story of a wrutal held-aip: a pan
and woman, both in thelr sixtles, owners of a smell
dry goods store on East 102nd Street have Leen heaten and
robbed, The sum taken -~ $2,000 -- represenits len veers! -
savings for their kind of people. Their atiaciiers, "Hea
robhopspsyoumertbe , were kids {one 19, one 21} %o whom
money (wewewersgaiten; 1s the final goal and to whom &
storekeeper and hLis wife are.just two peozle in the way,
You write that bitier news story and two months later
you write, with satisfaction that one of the robbers a5te

s sentenced to 15

years in jail, The other robber was never pleked up,'butE
you're happy with the one they got, You enter his name
in the back of your mind under the category "louse'
Mantell, louse. That done, you forget about him
until four monthe later the phene on your desk Jogs
you back into remembrance ...
(PHONE HAS BEEN RINGING UNDER. I5 ANSNEﬂED)
Miller speasking.
(FILTER) Receptionist, Mr, Miller, There's an old
woman out here to see you.
who is she, what does she want?
Wouldn't say.
Ask her name,_I'm busy.

Yes, sir. (PAUSE) Mrs, Mantell, Mr. Miller,

T
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"BILL:

GIRL:
BILL:

MRS. M:

BILL:

MR3, M:

BILL:

MRS, M:

BILL:
= MRS. M:

BILL:

oo MRS. M:

Mantell? I don't know any -- oh,w&ygﬁén‘cell ~ she
anything to do with him?

His mother, Mr. Miller. ‘

¥hat do you know, Yeah - send her in, I'd like to

hear whet she's got to say - yeah, send her in.

—_— AT e e

{SPEAXING) You're vary kind to ses me, Mr. Miller.
{HE DOESN'T WANT TO BE INVOLVED, HE PLAYS HARD} You
read the stories I wrote on your son, didn't you, Mrs.
Mantell?
Yes, {LOW) I aid,
Then you know just how I feel. I'm only sorry he didn't
get 25 years.
I'm not a proud woman, Mr. Miller. If to zet to the
truth I have to - o5 G T100ms ov take & 1ittle - ub -
ineult or - & mother doesn't care, Mr. Miller.
(LITOLE AFFECTED) Lock - uh ~ what have you got to say?

didn't do it, Bny more than I dld.
The jury thought cthervwlse,

vasn't there., He wasn't near the store that nlght.
You sald that in court. What do you want enyhow? A
men gets a triai, a Talr trial, a jury of decent honsst
people find him guilty - what more do ydu want?
(PAUSE)
Mr. Miller, I'm a resder of your paper 15 years. I like
the vay you write. (BEFORE HE CAN INTERRUPT) No, not
flattery, - the truth., JebichebbtaaEapes - you remember
the Sullivan boy, 8 years ago? '

( HORE)
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MRS, M:
{(703TD)

BILL:

MRS. M:

BILL:
MRS, M:

BILL:
MRS, M:

BILL:

MRS, M:

e LT T M e T

fag i kT AMETAT e T

-

i
He also was found gullty by a jury of honest people - but

vyou - you wrote and helped prove he was innocent., And

the Ginzburg glri - 4 years ago --

Lock, juahobodanais -- I studisd your sen's case, The only
thing makes me sore was they didn't catch the other crook,
and your son only got 15 years., Thoss people were in

ir 66'5, Mrs. Mantell,

| S: a8}

'm 67, Mr. Miller. At 67 a woman doesn't lis., My boy
was home, In the garage fixing the capr --
Why was he fixing up a car in the evenlng?
Bacause - Seidlpe=blriwen - vhen a boy wanis to make a nevw
start, he doesn't care if 1t's afternoon or evening.

ganipg what?

180 -
éjQNhémd Mentell, my son, was bad - & mother says that.

'} When he wes

15 he stole a cer, at 18 he robhed a candy store - so any
jury would sey that at 19, of course, he'd hold up
another store and steal 2,000 dollars. y( Aﬁﬁﬁvdi
And beat up the storekeepar and his wife ~ snézizi;—i
You see (hbba&didni$¢u€hﬁﬁﬁﬁfﬂ¥ﬁﬂﬁﬁart) - the night of the
robbery, he vas golng away, I got 300 dollars together -
all T could spare {my nusband is dead) and we bought him
a second hand car and he was golng away. I was sitting
that night (D5 on the steps and he was in the garage
fixing the car ...

(TOOLS IN AUD OUT OF SCENE)
(XIDDISH, NICE BUT TOUGH) Ms, what's California 1ike?
It's nice ﬂzﬁgggffA boy could find himself there --

You don't know me -- I got two strlkes apgainst me.

e AR ne iy PSR o =
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COF:

MR3. M;

BILL:

MRS, M:

nr{—

If he tries hard, he could find himself.

Ma, somstimes T think when they handed out luck, I was

out for a beer ,,...

Don't make smart jokes.

Okay. They must have seen you coming when they so0ld

you this jalopy --

Tt'1l get you to California, that's all I want. (GENTLY)

Lock, people in Californis never heard of you =- R

Oh, no - it's not sc easy, Cops heard of me, ma - and

others kinds of people too -- don't kid yourself.

You got nothing to be ashamed of, You did your tims for

the wrong things you did, You'll go there, make a nev

start --

Sure, who knows - meybe I'll be the next Van Johnson.
ntell in Home on the Renge, playing at your - (STOPS)

What is 1t?

(COMING ON) Okay, Mentell - coms along ~-

Wrkat's the matter, what's - {30F SEES) Offlcer - what

happened?

Didn't he tell you? You’'ll find out, Let's go. The _

sergeant is woiting for you, Mantell and the judge and a

jury, And T thfnk there'll be a nice comfontable cell

too. (HARD) Cor= on.

{PAUSE)

Thatfs the God's truth, Mr. Miller - he was going away

to turn over a nev leaf, too ~-

Okay, Mrs, Mantell - I heerd you. Now if you'll excuss

me I got a lot of work to do. Three withessess saw him.

Maybe, was right. Two strikes against you, he said

chances are you strike out.

RTXO1 QOL0708



BILL:
SMITTY :
BILL:
SMITTY ;.
BILL:
SMITTY:

BILL:

SMITTY :
BILL:

(HARD) Tdke thet door out, will you Mrs, Hantsll?

I'm not & charitable institution, peesdosess -- and -- I'm
not a dope eithsr. .

And that's all -- you close your mind toe 1t. Happens
every dsy, every crook with a mother is innocent. You go
back to the real world of beling an honest reporter and
then something wappens and you reslize that you haven't
shaken the Mantell cese from your mind, Because --

You write this story, Smitty?

(REPORTER) Yeah, why?

About the two guys that held up the gas station?

I told you yeah - somsthing the matter?

Nothing - just - you saw the crooks?

Sure, I sew them. What's eating you?

Just this - (READING) "the two criminals, Bud & .aa-zt:w:/c,,
Enright, 19 end 21, in additien to robbing the attendant
beat him cruelly as well, The Injuries may prove fatal,
becauss the sttendant was a man well in his &0's.”

507

Nothing - it just reminds me of anothexr case. I just
wondér i - nah - three witnessess cculdn't be Wrong.

A jury couldn't ve that wrong. Nah. (PAUSE} Or - or
could they? 8mitty - what jail are those two crocks 1n?

QUICK BRIDGE_INTQ)

ATHO1 Q060709




© BILIw

S5GT

BILL:

SGT:

BUD:
BILL:
BUD:
BILL:

EUD:
BILL:

BUD:

BILL:

-9-
Sergeant, can I see this - Bud Enright?
Sureg, it's a2 free country. What's the point, pm Miller?
I just - just that I want to make suve I didin't insult
en cld lady.
I don't know what you're talking about, but - go ahead -
go as far as youy 1ike - only leave him in the cooler,
would you?
QUICK BRIDGE INTO) -
You look like bhim, you know that don't you?
}i e who?
‘-‘”& Mantell.
Who'a na:ﬁZf%Cér?
(EVENLY) The boy who was sent up for beating - and
robbing e couple whe ran & dry goods store on East 102nd
8treet -~ slx months ago.
8o what? I look like him.
D1d you do that job?
Don't be stupld,
Look, Bud ~ you're in a bad way - you may get life -~
‘you know that, don't you?
Look got out of here = I got a right to e alone.
You and your brother stuck up that couple, didn't you?
Yeah, we stuck them up and tipped the cops to pick up
this Mantell,
What have youlgot to logse? Tell the truth., Msybe an
innocent k1d is up Ffor 15 yesrs for what you did,
My heart;s bleeding, Wow get out of here and leave me
alone,. What kind of jail is this anyhow? Anybody can

come'in here, say anything he vants. Leave me alone.

RTKG1 00607210




e ~10-
(MUSIC: _ _ DEAD_END_BRIDGE INTQ)
- RILL: dr, Jenkins, you identified this man s the robber of
the dry goods store?
JENKINS : (SOMEWHERE ELSE) Look young man, I testified to that

effact in court, I don't ses why -

BILL: And this is the man, lsn't 1t - this is his plcture?
R JENK - That's right{; now if you don't mind -
) BILL: This is not s Mantell.
JENK: What? i
BILL: That's rignt - tals is Bud Enright - not % Mantsll,
: JENK: But I --

i BILL: Then you're not sure it was Mantell who held up that

store. It might nave been this man?

JENK: Wny, yes I --

BILL: Thenks, that's 211 I vanted to know.

{MUSIC: _ _ VERY QUICK_BRIDGE)

BILL: I= this the man, Mrs. Smotpers?

SARA: (PLEASANT) O©Oh yes, I'd know his face enywhere. He came

into the store st --
BILL: Well, this is not the man your testimony convicted, Mrs.

Smothers, Tris is another man.

SARA: Oh, dear. Oh, dear =-- that's terrible. You'lrs sure?
(MUSIC: _ _ BRIDGE_INTQ)
e BUD: I told you I didn't do it, Miller, When you gonna leave
""" me alone?
- BILL: Enright, I've got arffidavits from three witnessess saying

you were the man - not Mantell. From the storekeepers
too., = Wby don't you stop it! You're going te get lifs

——— anyhow ~-play ball and maybe something can be done --

ot i —— Aa© R b e
S ——m———— T 7 EET

e e N
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BUD:

BILL:

BUD;

BILL:

BUD:

BILL:

e i iy A £ T S 2L

I don't want any part of 1t --

Maybe it's & stupid thing to say, Enright, but how about
& little thing like you consclence? How about 2 little
thing like that fact that this kid's mother 13 sick to
death because -- (HARD NOW) Enright, I swear I'm gonna
haunt you t1ll you tell me the truth - I'm going -

All right, all rignt. Shut up.

I got a statement rlght here, Read it. Reed it
caregfully.

{ PAUSE }

6MfLemme sge it,

________________ Corrmmsiapnot

(PLEASED WITH HIMSELF) Thews it 1s, eesmesmes - tho works:

signed confession by Enright, affjdavits of,error by the
i a4ﬁ£L¢wﬂiJff@wwitévf/wn¢~#,ngc ,z¢f£
Witnesses and -- Vaehdottraatrbo-tiepedren-—Heia? G e o L

LJ
Wiy oz (A DELICATE PART., HE'S A GOOD MAN, BUT HE IS A DEFENDER OF

BILL:

BILL:

LAW AND ORDER TC0) Suppose we go slow, Miller,

What do you meen slow? Everything's right here in front

of you, W.WW

Sure - sure - what is the confession of a life-termer worth
Whet did you offer him to sign 1t -- sympathetlc trsatment
in your papsr? o - feed a little sentiment fo most erocks
they'll oblige you. What have they got to lose? That
confesslion isnt't worth the paper it's written on.

What about the effidavits of the wltnesses? What about

Mrs. Smothers - who owned the store?
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What ~ that they made a mlatake? That they sald Enright
was Mantell? I could get them to say Mantell was Enrlght,
or maybe somsbody élse. Maybe instead of making cne
misteke they're meklng two mistakes, What proof heve
you got =~ veal proof, absolute proof thaet would warrant

our reversing a juryt

This man is innocsnt, Sosernen, (trrriric i cer oo,

I know - "2n innccent man is in prison;?-wzsthiagaaore

. "A great story". fHow does this ons

strike you --"& gullty man is perdoned"? How do you liks

that story?

Mantell didn't do Lt - he wes [ixing his car, that night,

he was golng to Callferala.

4 jury thought otherwise., 12 honest men and women - as

honest as you, livisese cr I - they thought otherwlse,

You think you'lve got encugh to throw that decislion away?

In the Sulliven cese and the Ginsburg case -~

Oh sure =-=- you batted 1000 there - only this time - you

migéiﬁgzzbatting zero. WNothing you've showed me would
Rt B W

make we gfve Mantell a parden - nothing. I want proof,

Miller - propf. Meyte this will sound high-handed fo you,

but it happens to Be my philosophy - and the philosophy

of the courts of this country; = Jjury has the last word -

trial by jury is the pillar of decency and law. You don't

throv that over for a whim or an ldea or even becausa &

smart reporter comes in and presents you with somathing

that indicates maybe (just maybe) something 1s wrong.
{ MORE )

e A s e S
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(CONTD)

oo
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T PR ST D ¥

me Think that over, Miller -

and any time you want to speak to me again -~ come right

‘ in, I'm honest but I'm hard-headed. You be the same,

e i e M e e

CHAPPELL

we will be back in just a moment with tonight's BIG STORY.
But first a word from Cy Harrice oo

(MIDDLE COMMRERCIAL)
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PHE BIG STORY 5/5/48
FETL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:
HARRICE: Ladles and gentlsuen, have you noticed how many of
e your friends heve chnanged to PELL MELL? There's a
reason -- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!
3??% CHAPPELL: . Goed to look &%,,,
. HARRICE:  Good to feel ...

CHAPPELL; Good to taste

HARRICE: And good to smoke,

CHAPPELL: Yes, there's gne cigsrette that's really aifferent -

S really "Outstanding!" - PELL MELL!
HARRICE: When you pick up & PELL MELL, you can ses the

difference - you can fegl the difference, And when

you smoke a PELI. MELL, you can taste the dlfferencs.

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S srester lenzth of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke of thls longer,

finer cigarstte - glves you that smoothneses, mildness

and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

CHAPPELL: Four notes thet are elike ,...and one that is -

"Qutstanding!" And, of America’s leading cigavettes,

ong is "Qutstendin:!" - the lonzer, finer cigarstte

in the distinguished rod package, PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they are mildl

- b i R s i e ke o 8 i 4 e P L1
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NARH:

DRt

uund;%ep;

DR:
Ilbé)¢€:

DRt

Now back to your narrator, Bob Sloane, and the BIG STORY
of William Miller, a5 he lived it and wrote 1t.

L.

You walk out of the oi‘fice slowly weighing his

words - because you’rsﬁa reporter Bill Miller, a reporter -

for the Cleveland Press Zuo-mabubly

stad¥ee, You think over what he's said -~ that courts and

trial by jury are the pillars of our soclety ~ and you

know he has a point, & big point. FoaslenovetaBovubortt

@% and so, as you move ahead now - you look for proof,

fes proof that will be important enough to reverse a
decision by & jury of twelve men and women, tried and
true., Your first step is taken with a specialist, Dr.
Thompson, an expert with the lis detector. You two sit

ey e
down witH i Mantell and wellke the Doctor gives him a
test for truth W% wfz-ﬁ*’-f'/-ré’w ,fe,b ,«,f,.,/}z,ﬂ,

(SOME TYPE OF OSCILIATORTO SUGGEST LIE DETECTOR.) -

A BEATING WILL DO, 1T SHOULD REGISTER.
Now just relax, Mr. Mantell - If you please - and answer
the questions, I'll ask you,
(EXCITED) Yes, sir,
hrg @ﬁr{nocem?
Yes, sir, Doctor, I am ==
. (WE HEAR THE EVEN BaT,)
(tanar)
Where were you on the night of the robbery?
(SAME EVEN BEAT AS:)

-'ﬂ(}}lvf;,‘ (Ebting my care.

DR:

What k’ind of car was 1t7

T m—m
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BR: - /ﬁ&ii
Mjk DR:

g (Qﬁi-:‘
DR:
B ;’N .

DR:

DR:

BUD:

BILL:

DR:

?%ﬁr

DR:

BUD:

DR:

et e g T bR S

“16-
A Chevvy - convertible,
How many times vere you conviched cuaspsmseded bofors?

{ BEATING U?P)

{1OW} "wice: both times for'robbery.
But this time youfre innocent?
(BEATING UP)_IYes, sir - I'm innocent, I never -
( SOOTHING) & =< Mrs, Smothefs, the storekeeper
gays you hit her husband;on the head -~
(WILDLY BEATING} That's & lle, I never dld, I - (LOW)
I'd -1 wouldn't kit o man old enough to be my fathor i

(13Z44f

2e) :
A1l right, Mr. Mantell, that will do --that will do very

nicely.

—_—CMo, = e e

Now just sit still Bnright - this 15 seeempemlieukesetmod
Lwew - o lie detactor,
(ANNOYED AT THE OPERATION) I signed you a statement,
didn't I? What you got to bother me with all this fopr?
Just answer the guestions and -- nothing's gonno happen
Lo you.
A1l right, Mr, Miller, I'm ready.
/ﬂmm)( THE, EVEN SEATING)
fﬂﬁnéiqufﬁﬁ
Describefwnat happsned when you went into the store,
{FLAT) I walked in, ie and my brother and they wouldnft
hand over the meney - so I tock it. They had it In e
1ittlie vallse,

(EVEN BEATING) my,
And then you hit him?

(EVEN BEATING)
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BUD: (SAME) vesm hit him - we wanted to be sure they wouldn't
call the cops.)
At
DR: And tﬁgn you wclked oug?
BUD: (EVEN REATING) We put out the lights and walked out.
DR: *  How mu?? mopey was in the valise?
%f?a ‘20322‘
BUD: o+ . Aln't that senough?
DR: " Your brother ssys you hit him,
( Ponae ) (EvEN ZATING)
BUD: Then he's a lizy - just a dirty liar..
( Fass ) i .
DR, : All right, Mr. =nrigot, Fine. Thank you. |
liiga sl
BUD; Now do me =2 fevor, Miller, get thaprunk out of jeoll
and leave me alone,
- BILL: I'1l try, Bud, I'll try.
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_INTQ ....} .
CQ‘M*J-M'FA-&‘L— . .
DR: The tests,ia-ffaznr, establish - In my judgment - toe
A Ok

innocence of-Riwesdd Mantell and demonstrete that Bud

Enright vas teillng the truth when heo admitted the

robbery.
[T —
QEE MRy,
By, : SR T TSRO RIS FTFTETIRS

&WW'/: ,/,dé."d

a + .
l‘%f( ,“Jﬂ [ _.",,,-"{"- - '”‘JA/’ é}i PR L g g b
w {

Prsres .
GEUHCvanwvtfle detectors sre funny things, Tecll me, doctor, how

BILL:

do you explain thls chart - the wild beatings and
vibratlions during kantell's testimony - Lf he was telling
the truth?

DR: Well, he's young cné - excitable and -- end anyone would

have such recctions,
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GOM: fmw:l' Then they're not conclusive, He might have had the same

reactions if he were lylng --

DR: ¥ell - uh-

‘_ﬂ I
BELL: Zh MO Enrigh}t's cha}’t ghows he was not lying.
: | - R .
IR AT Lk F

! Not to me tiveuweomids ~

BILL: Why?
ik ' ' Because - check me on this doctor - the 1lis detector

breaks down when it comes to herdened crimlnals, I mean -

arlt o )28 f aflate Aaa
g mon with a record, who” built himsel! “ever—messme O
ke

lie evenly - such a man could fool a lie detector. Right?
DR: Well, there would be some dAifficulty in such a case --
GOV Read Enright's record, Miller. BSeven mejor crimes in six
| yeoars - sverything from smuggling to msscult to arson bto

robbery. Such e men {.s Eonstitutionally unable te
distinguish betweanﬂ%}énd W

BILL: ‘But for heaven's sake, mﬂjﬁéﬂm-&b

Qﬁ-cﬁam-m“ I stiil see & jury of 12 people deliberating in a closed
room, settling the f‘ate' of 2 man -- I don't gee this kind
of hall - evidence changing what went on in that room,

BILL: . {HE'S HAD ENQUGHK) What do you want?

@FE; irrmv | (EVENLY) I went o reason - a better series of reasons
than you've given nme for reversing a jury.

NARR: You write articles in your peper, BLll Miller, articles
pointing out the validity of your case, }’ou ¢all upon
cutstanding c¢itlzens to rally ercund the innocence of-‘jirﬁ_
Mantell - you bring suppert to your case in the person of

the most respectable cltizens ¢f Cleveland and then you go

RTHKO1 0CB0G718
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- BILL:

dévvwnv &,
g

7

BILL:
C.v&'?'o-v )
=

BILL:

Cggar ™

{MUSIC:

NARR:

.

T

L ataE,

-19-.
No, I won't change my hind,
Gowanngn, You'lre « this p&g gotten beyond the stage of
reasonsble douvt. Herse agé the names of 200 of the most
prominent citizens of Cleveland --
I was just as 1lmpressed with the names of the witnecsses
and, the storskeepenrta #ifal Size doesn't change thls -
ihiérimportance of the paople who slgned doesn't change it
they didn't sit on that. jury, they didn't hear all
the svidence,
Well, suppese I zot tpa jurors themselves -- would that
ch§ ge your mind? '
How could you do that? That jury was impanelled over a
year ago -- & lot ol those people are -~ who knows? All
over the state mayhe some out of the state. How could
you got them?
Suppose I did - whgt yould you say thon?
You renlly belisve in thls don't you?

Just as much as ;rou believe in the sanctity of‘jha cyurts.

( bnsese) ol
( mrax) If y ! geb Jury, ¥iller -- cama.haaugg;&-ee-

th
Py .. - [ Sk LEyaw "("'" ’(’("I‘ 1‘ 'r P e

Now you've szcid somathing, Bill Miiler - youtre going to

get the jury to reverpe themselves - and in saying it
. 55’“7*”**34441x£14

you've seld a mouthful, Becauso Just as the- SemERRED.

-thought half ths juroya cap:t be locanted easily. 3ome

have moved to othe:“citias,-some to other stetes., But

you go after them, Yoy reach them, wherever they are,

and present the teatimony or ‘the witnesszﬁéu show them

the photos, you bring 1n ‘the lie detector tesis.
(MoRE)

- 2
DY QPR

[ e————— WVl DTt e
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I.?EgﬁéD) And flnally after o yﬁﬁr of ﬁ:ﬁ:::fiork - you've got 11
jurors egreeing that-ik Mantell should be pordoned.
But 11 is not 12 and the 12th juror, Mrs, Anna Rider,
can't be found snywhere. And then your phone rings -
{PHONE IS ANSWERED)

BILL: Miller specking,

MRS. M:  (FILTER) Mr. Miller this is Mrs, Montell -- |

BILL: Oh, hsello, Mrs, Mantell - how are you?

MRS M: Pine, I'm fine and -- I haven't had 2 chance %o tell you
oh, now much I sppreciate what you've done and -

BILL: Oh, that's all rignt, Mrs, Mentell, I wish I - you Xnow
I haven't been cols to finish what I started.

MR3. M: Yes, I know - Mrs. Rider, the 12th Juror -

BILL: (INTERRUPTS) We con’t find her anywhere -

MR3. M: That's what I celled asbout, I found her.

BILL: You did - where?

MR3. M: That's just it. She's very sick and - she's in the
hosplitol --

BILL: Gould we s@e har?

MR3. M: I don't know - the doctor says her condition is wvery
sorious and

BILL: Give me esmmieemwiES-the nome of the hospital., Moybe
we can do it, Mrs., Mentell - meybe We can.

(MUSIC; _ . EXPBORWNOM-UP_T:ITO)

MW iy il AT S ER - K = &L i
PPy

INTERN: Phors mag no exclitement
vhatever.
BILL: Doctor, you come gy anything, or

qulet minutes.ii e sake_0£
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TINTERM A henlght Mot eean— e e,

{mU3IC:
BILL:

MRS R:

BILL:

MRS, R:

BILL:

MRS, R:

(VERY QUIETLY) 4an¢ that's the story, Mrs. Ridsr,

(SICK BUT ALERT)} Thank you for coming - -aRd—Ppethamk

Folmfop-dobbing—iinbaeenirpaai-ootomms, You ss55, I'm

dying, Mr. Miller -

Oh, no you're -- |

(SMILES WEAXLY) 0n yes - I know, But I thank you for

comlng. Always, since I saw your first apticlss in the

paper (months ago) always thers was o little cloud of

doubt in my mind - and 1f I disd with such o thing on my

conscience I -

Shh, you mustn't -

(GOES ON} no, you sse - his mother, this innocent doy's

mother, she might have bsen me and -- no, no, Hr. iiller,

I thank you for cq;ing. You have a paper for mse to sign?

Give me the paper, and bless you, bless you for coming.
(GAY NOISES. MAYEE MUSIC IN EG A PARTY)

I''m so glad you ¢nme, Mr. Miller, 122:;%’13 80 happy

since he was parizned by the Governor.

I'm glad, Mrs, Mantell. It's o very nice perty.

Yes, 1t's - it's o coming home party and 2 going away

party. Did you have some turkey?

Thanks, I did. ¥zat do you mean going away!l

You heven't seen” 'Lv, have you?

No, I was beginning to wander --

Ho's out in the back - in the garage - fixing up the onr.

He seld he 1?-It want & party - he just wants to go.
gl -

E——— e
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MRS, M:

tlappemBub-hebsechemped, He'!s changed, Mp, Miller =

thanks to you. ¥No chip on hils shouldsr now - no twe

PR 2 2 -'

" gtrikes against him. Gojﬁft Mr. Niller - shake his
like that Detter then any-

hand and wish him luck.

thing in the weorld,

-—--.-—-——H—

CHAPFPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegrem from
Wwilliam Miller of the Cleveland*s Press with the final
outcome of tonight's BIG STCRY,

(CLOSING COMiERCIAL)

e

stk e e L e AT
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(ORCHESTRA .. _ — _ TA6)
CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from William Miller of
the Cleveland (Ohio} Press.
MILLER: Couldn't write story of my meeting that day with
Mantell, a little too personal - a little too private.
But could tell that by way he sald "hi" useful life
had been reclaimed, Feeling was Justifled when two
years later received post card from Mantell in
Ccalifornia, He was happy - had & good job - doing
well., Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL Award.
CHAPPELL: Thank you Mr. Miller, <The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGLRETTES are proud to have named you the winner of
the PELL MELL 3500 Award for notable service in.the
field of journallsn,
HARRICE: Listen again next week, same time, same station, when

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIG4RE TES£y111 presgnt another BIG s
Ao S TL oy P s Sl ,z-"w;'.gé:c-

STORY - A BIG STORY abdut racing cars, b ot ik s,
(CARS ON SPEEDWAY) RO
HARRICE: ...reckless men, and a driver who gambled and lcat.h '
(CAR CRASH)
(MUSIC: _ _ . IREME WIPE_ & FADE I0_BG ON.CUE)
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_ CLXPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
C - music by Vladixzir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
vritten by Arneld Perl., Your narrator was Bob Blooans,

- and Arnold loss played the part of William Miller,
In order to protect the names of pecple actually involvsd
in tonight's suthentic BIG STORY the names of all
characters in the dromotizetion were changed with the
exception of the rsporter, Mr, Miller.
o {MUSIC: _ _ THEME UP_FULL & FADE)

CHAFPELL: This s Ernest Cheppell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
ANNCR: This is N3C ....THE HATIOMAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

joan '
4/21/48 pm

e e YT e S 0 L -
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v i THE BIG STORY

_ FROGRAM #59

"THE CASE OF THE LUCKY LONGSHOT'

CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
. BOE EARLY ' JOHN SYLVESTER
CARL LARRY HAINES
o HIKER CAMERON ANDREWS
JOE B BIGLEY
. EDITOR CAMERON ANDREWS
. VOICE (P.A.) LAKRY HAINES
MARGE MIT2I GOULD
- ETHEL AGNES YOUNG
N BROFHY ED BIGLEY
e ] WEDNESDAY, MAY 12, 1948
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e 1A L rTp THE_RIG STQRY #59

"TYE CASE OF THE LUCKY LONGSHOT"

{ ) )
10:00 =~ 10:30 P. M. MAY 12, 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!

: (CAR UP AND THEN SLOWS TC STOP, MOTOR IDLES)
R {STEPS RUNNING UP ON HIGHWAY)

HTIKER: (PANTING) Golng to the auto races, Mister?
CARL: Sure. Hop in.
HIKER: Thanks.. .

(CAR DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS. AUTC MOTOR UP AGAIN)
CARL: How come you were hitching a ride af four o'élock in the
morning kid?
-~ HIKER: A farmer plcked me up back a ways shd gropped me off here.
I thought I'd never get to the Indlanapolis Speedway upntil

you came glong. It's going to be some race Winimwpets,

_ Mlister.
CARL: 32 T heenr,
w— HIKER: They got these here recing cars hopped up so they'll do a

hundred and twenty-five miles an hour this year. You know

vhat I flgure?

CARL: What? ‘
-‘i HIKER: I figure someone'as golng to get killed, today, sure.
_:: CARL: I know someone is.
. HIKER: Yeeh? Who?
- ' {CAR BEGINS TO SLOW DOWN)
=" CARL: You.
A (MUSIC: _ _ HIT AND UNDER FOR)_

e i mteamT eeam. FrETTE

——be e Am———— T
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~—=_.. THAPPELL: THE BIG STORY -- Here is America -- its sound and its
fury -- its joy eand its sorrow -- as falthfully reported
by the men &nd women of the great_Americqn nevspapers,

. (PAUSE) (COLD 4ND FLAT) Indienapolis, Indisna! From the
pages of the Indiasnavoclis Stayr, the authentic story of &

s reporter who played & long-shot and received s double pay-

= " off, Tonight, to Robert Early of the Indlanapolis Star

goes the PELL MELL Avard for the BIG STORY,

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

RTHKQ1 QUBDZ2R
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THE BIG STORY 5/12/483 -3~ #59
PELL MELL

G IEING COMMERCTAL:

(VIBRAPHONE. . .BONG, BONG,BONG, EONG...BONG!)
GHAPPELL: Four notes that zrz alike.. and one that is - "gutsvanding!"

And, of America's leading cigaretbes, one Is “Qutstending!”

-- the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguishecd red

package - PELL MELL!
HARRICE: ladies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of your
friends have changed to PELL MELL? There's & reascn ==
. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!...
CHAPPELL: Good to logk at...
HARRICE: Good to feel...
CHAPPELL: good t¢ taste...

HARRICE: And pood to smoke.

CHAPFELL: Yss, there's one cigarette that's really different - really

"outstanding!" - PELL MELL, For PELL MELL'S greater
length of traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos filters the

smoke of this longer, finer clgerette - gives you that

smoothness, mildness and gsatisfaction no other clgerette

offers you.
(VIERAPHONZ: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG.. .BONG!)
HARRICE: Four notes thet src alike...and ong that is-; "Ooutstanding!™
And, of America's leading cigarettes, one is "outstanding!"
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!..."0utstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they are milg!

ATKO1T QOBOP23
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CH. . PPELL:

NERR:

JCE:
BOB:
JOE:

BOEB:
JOE:

BOB:
JOE:
BOB:
JOE:

BOB: .

e . e o T R At e T e 2

e v T ST T ST (e P AT L AP RO

.

Mow, the story &s it actually happened -- Bob Early's

story as he 1lived it -- Indlanapolis, Indigna --

You are Bob Early, of the Indisnapolis Star. And in a

way, your Big Story started with & big story.. the
Indianapolis Speedway auto classlc., On every Decoration
Day, once & year, your town cloges up shop and moves oub

to the Speedway to wetch five hundred miles of the wildest,
fastest, and most sruelling auto race in the world, |

Sometimes & Favorite wins, and sometimes & longshot, and
e leprite

oA

-

IR Y St Tt G

sudden death.

Anyvay, 1t's this Decoration Day, and just btefore you're
ready to leave the Star and go out to the Speedway, Joe
Lnderson, one of the other reporters comes up. He's got
8 hetful of numters, and he says...

Take & number, EBob.

Sure. But rirst..what's this aell about?

Qh, The boys here in the office got up & recing pool this
year,

And?

And sach of these numbers stand for a cer, in the race.
For the small investment cf a buck, you can have &8 number,
And if you pick the winner...you get rich.

How rich?

4 Gollar will get you fifty. Are you 137

All right. I‘P in. _ _

Okay. Take a number. (PAUSE) Now..what did you draw?

Number Ten.

ATHOT B060P30
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JOE:
BOB:

JOE:

BOB:

JOE:

BOB:
JOE:

(MUSIC:

BOB:
JOE:

BOB:

VOICE:

VOICE:

-5-
(CHUCKLE) On, brother, &re you 1ucky!
Vhat do you mean? _
vYou just pileked the longest long shot of the race, that's
all. Benny Taeylor's driving Number Ten, and he hasn't got
a chance.
Benny Taylor? I heard he was a good men with a raclng car.
Sure. But not the car he's driving st the Speedvay todey.
They tell me 1t's put together with string and glue, and
they expect it to rall apart at the end of the first lap.
You know what he calls his racing car?
What?
He calls it the Rocket. The only trouble with it 1s that
this rocket hasn't got &ny fuse. (LAUGHS) Well, so long,
sucker. See you at the track! ‘
(RACING CARS OFF, ROAR OF CROWD)
(EXCITED) Joe! Joe, do you see vhet I see?
Yeah, Bob. I se¢ 1t, but I don't believe it. Number Tents
out front! '
(HOARSELY) That's right! That's my boy, Benny Taylor. He's
in the lesd, and he's holding it...
{P..., FILTER) They're coming in for the last lap. They're
closely bunched, bui Number Ten is in the le ad., ,Number
Fourteen second...Number Six third... -
(CARS ROLRING UP PFaST. CROWD UP HIGH)
And here they come for the last lap. There!s the
checkered flag! ‘ N
(CARS ROAR TP HIGH AND BEGIN TO FLASH AWAY, CROWD
ROAR.)
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BOB:

VOICE:

BOB:

VOICE:

BOB:

VOICE:

{MUSIC;

NARR:

(MUSIC:

MARGE:
CARL:

o TR T T

— i TR MM T e —

et e L 4 AR " (N

-ty -
(HOARSELY) And there they go! Come on, Benny! Come on,
Hocket! Show! 'em your dust. Stay up there in front!
(SUSTAINED ROAR FROM CROWD. CARS OFF)
{P.A.) Tt's still Wumber Ten...Benny Taylor, in the Rocket
....Number Fourteeen, Al Kelly....Number Six, the favorite

....Red Rhodes...they're still closely bunched...on the

backstretch. ..now, they're rounding the far turn...

gome on, Benny Taylor! Bring thet jalopy in!

{P,A.) And here they come... Number Ten. ..Number Fourteen
...Numper 8ix,..Number Ope...

(CARS ROARING UP IN HIGH CRESCENDO)
(YELLING) Come on, Benny, Benny, Benny, Benny! Oh, you
long shot, you teautiful fif'ty bucks...

(CARS UP TO PEAK)
(P.A.) And they've crossed the finish line. The winner..
Benny Taylor, driving Number Ten!

{ TREMENDOUS RCAR FROM CROWD UPF}

You, Bou Early of the Indienapolis Star, stood there, weak
and exhausted snd shaking with excitement, 1in that great
rearing crowd., And then, you began to work your vay
through the mob to call your office, You dldn't know then,
that your real Big Story had started & few days bvefore, end

a long ways away, in a roadbouse in Mohile, Alabama...

P-Bo g TR e e R i -

(DREAMY) Carl...

Yeah, Marge?

e e o A WA Sy el
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MARGE: Do you love me, Cerl? Do you really love me?
CARL:  (HUSKILY) What do you think, Baby?

MARGE: Oh, Carl, Carl, honey, hold me close, ..

i B T B L o 2k o T i

MARGE: (PASSTONATELY) Derling, darling, dariing...l could just go on
like this...daneing with you...forever! _

CARL: This is the way it's got to be, Baby. This 1s the way it's
gonna be. Just you...and me. it we could only go away
together.

MARGE: Go eway? _

CARL: . Yesh. South America, maybe. Alwvays wanted to travel south.
Thinik of 1t, Baby...just you and me.. travelin! firét-class.
Mexlco City,.. Rio...Buenos Aires...avay from everything!

MARCE;  Away from her.

CARL: Yeah. Away from her.

MARGE: garl, Carl, whet are}ﬁg&éoing to do about€2§EP€What are wé
going to do apout -Hineis your wife?

CARL: Marge, I...

MARGE: We can't go on like this, Carl. She'll never let you go,
honey...and I'11 never let you go! 1% can't be both of us
eny more,..It's got to be one of us!

CARL: Yesh. Yeah, I know. Ifi I could only raise some dough. If

T only had & couple of thousand bucks., .

" MARGE: But you haven't, WamiN..

CARL: No. (BITTERLY) And on an auto mechanic's selary, I ain't
gonna get 1t. There's got to be another way. There's got to
be. If I only had some dough to start with, I could triple
it overnight. ' /

MARGE: How?
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MARGE:

GARL:
MARGE:

CARL:

MARGE:
CARL:
MARGE:
CARL:

MARGE:
CLRL:

ETHEL:
CARL:
ETHEL:

CARL:

|

By betting on the Speedvay auto race up in Indianapolis. I
got a sure winner, Marge. A driver named Red Rhodes. He
can't miss. (BITTERLY) But what's the use of talking! I

fog. o A g

Ty e g Y

( ALMOST SAVAGELY) Money, money, MONEY!
figure out & vwey...!

There is a way, Merge, but it's plenty risky.

What do you mean?

Insurance, baby. Ten thousand bucks worth of insurance. But
1§'s dangerous, & noct deal, We'd be playing with fire --
playing with (CUTS) ... Wait a minute -- that's it. (LAUGHS
HARSHLY)

Cerl, what are you f&lking about?

South Americs.

South smerica?

That's right, Baby., Tomorrow morning you .go down to the
Travel Buresu end pick up all the folders you can on 3outh
America.

Carl, you mean..

(SOFTLY) That's just what I mean, Baby. In just about &

month.. we're going rtlaces!

—trh g aS Dl W NS S T T T R T e T m —

(DUBIOUS) Carl, I don't know,.

You dcn!t know what, Ethel?
Well, the 1dea of your driving alone all the way up ta
Indianapolis, just to see an aute race...

You don't begrudge me & little vacation, do you, beby?

s A st bk AR e an
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CARL:

ETHEL:

CARL:

ETHEL;

CARL:

" ETHEL:

C;LRL H

ETHEL:

CARL:

ETHEL:

CARL:

ETHEL:

CARL:

ETHEL:

CARL:

-.9-.
Oh, Carl, Carl, no. You know I don't, You've been working
so hard,..workine lete so many_nighﬁs £t the garage. Youlre
tired and you heed & rest, Only...
only what?
Only...well, I thought we might go svay together, darling..
somevhere to a pnice, gquiet place..., just the two of us. I
haven't seen much of you lately, and..
Aw: now look, honey. Youlre making me feel like a heel,
Oh, I 4idn't mean to...
Sure, Bthel. BSure, I know, There isn't & selfish bone in
your body. Meybe I ought to forget this trip, and stey home.
No, Cerl. You go eheed, and have & pgood time. I know how
much you love auto races. And as you say, if you go alone,
it won't cost so much mcney.
You're sure ‘yeu don't mind?
£3 long as you vwrite me every day...I won't mind.
Ethel, you‘re...well,'you're swell, Look...sbout this trip
together., I think we can make it.,.later,
Carl! How?
I've got & sure winner et the Speedway race, honey..a driver
who can't miss. I'm going to het evesry dime I owe on him.
I'm going to come back here to Moblle with a barfel of dough.
And when I do,.

Yes, Carl?

- We'll go on & trip. 4 reel trip,

 Oh, darling. It sounds wonderful! Where would we go?

(SOFTLY) Oh, I dunno. How would you like to go to Bouth
America, baby? _

{MUSIC: _BRIDGE)_
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HIKER:

CARL:

HIKER:

CARL:

HIKER:

CARL:

- HIKER:

CARL:

‘HIKER:

CARL:

HIKER:

CARL:

HIKER:

s CARL:

~==  HIKER:

CARL;

S TETM

..10_
(4UTQ MOTOR UNDER. THEN SLOWS TO STOP, MOTOR IDLES)
(STEPS RUNWING UP ON HIGHWAY)
(COMING IN, PANTING) Going to the auto races, Mister?

Sure. Hop in,

" Thanks,

(CAR DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS. AUTO MOTOR UP AGAIN)
How come you were hitchin & ride at four o'clock in the
mornling, kid?
A Parmer picked me up back a weys end dropped me off here. I

thought I'd never get to the Indianapolis speedway until you

. came along. It's going to be some race whiaoegi, Mister.

So I hear. & fL
They got these here racing cars %ip s0 theyTll do &
hundred and twenty-five miles an hour this year. You know
vhat I figure? '
What?
I figure some one's going to get killed todesy, sure.
(BEGINNING TO HARDEN) I know scmeone 1s.
Yeah? Who?

(CAR BEGINS TO SIOW DOWN)
e i

(CAR SLOWS TC STOP. MOTOR mﬁ)
Mister, I...(GRUWIN JLAROR) you must be joking. Stopplng
the car.., and all, Yo don't mean you...
(GRIMLY) Don't I, kid?,. Take look st this
Why...why, 1t's a knif %ﬁ‘gste o...please, .donl't.. . NO!?
(A SCREAM...{SIGHS AND DIES) _
{SOFTLY) Well, that's that. Now..(GRUNTS) we'll just move you

over behind the wheel

ATH01 0060236
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{CLR DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES}{COUFLE OF STEPS ON
I HIGHWAY) (TRUNK OF CAR GPENING. WE HEAR CLINK OF
CANS,) |
CARL: {BEGINS TO SING UNDER HIS BREATH) Brezil....(HE SING3S & COUPLE
OF MORE WORDS OF LYRIC AND THEN WHISTLES THE TUNE)
(WE HEAR THE SPLASH OF GASOLINE ON THE CAR)
(SCRATCH AND FLARE OF MATCH) (FLAMES UF, AND THEN
ROAR UP HIGH AND INTO) )
(MUSIC: _UP AND UNDER)
NARR : You, Bob Early of the Indianapolis Star, as you vworked your
way through the roaring Speedway crowd, hed no idea that your
B Big Story was about to begin., All you knew was that your
long shot cholce, Benny Taylor, had come howme a winner and
made you richer by fifty dollars, Anyvay, you finally
reached a phone and called your office, and crﬁwed avout your
luck to your editor, Den Martin. And then, the editor said..
FDITOR: (PHONE FILTER) Congratuletions, Bob. This seems to be your
' lucky day, all around. Now,.how about making & little money
e the hard way? '
BOB: What‘do you mean?
EDITOR: I mean your salary. I've got an assignment for you.
BOB: Yes? What?
. EDITOR: The police have reported a burned-out car carrying Alabama

e . license plates. They found it on the high school road about

e ten miles outside of town. It might be interesting.

=ﬂf‘ BOB: What's so interesting about & burned car?
e EDITOR: Ordinarily..nothing. But this cer has a body in it!
= [MUSIC: _UE CURTAIN)
Ol '_h_ '
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CHAPPELL: We will be back in just & moment with tonight's Big Story.

But-first, & word from {y Herrice.....

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}

I
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THE BIG STORY 5/12/48 -13-
PELL MELL

MIDDLE CQMMERGIAL:

HARRICE: Ladies and gentlemen, have you notleced how many of your
friends have changed to PELL MELL? There's & reason --
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES!

CHAPFELL: Good to look at...

HARRICE: Good bo feel...

CHAPPELL:; Good to taste... -
HARRICE: And good to smolke. .

CHAPPELL: Yes, there's one clgarette that's really different - really
"Outstanding!" - PELL MELL!

HARRICE: When you plck up & PELL MELL, you can seg the difference -
you cen feel the difference. Amnd when you smoke & PELL
MELL, you can taste the difference.

CHAFPPELL: For PFLL MELL'S greater length of traditlonelly fine, mellow

tobaceos filters the smoke of this longer, finer cigarette -

gives you that smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no

other cigerette offers you.
( VIRRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG.. BONG!)

CHAPPELL: Four notes that are alike...and one that is - "outstanding!"

And, of America's leading cigarettes, cne 1is "outstending!”

- the lbnger, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they ere mild!

ATHOT 00B0/3%
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.m- (MUSIG: _ _INTRODUCTION AND UNDER)
HARRICE: Now, we return you to your narrator, Beb Sloane, and the
Big Story of Bob Eerly -- &s he lived 1t -- and wrote it -
NARR: You, Bot Early of the Indianapolls Ster, leave the Bpeedvay
and go out to the High School road where the burned-out
- car 1s located, You've been around, &nd you've seen & lot
of things that sren!t very pretty, but you can't help
A wvincing when you see the charred corpse, silent in death,
sitting behind the wheel, Your friend, Sheriff Frank
Brophy, has Eeen on the scene for some time and he glves
you a quick oplnicn...
BROFHY : Nothing much left here but the chassis and corpse, Bob,
" Looks like one of those things.
BOB: You mean, ..eccldent?
BROPHY: Uh-huh. The poor devil hit this ditch, and hils car
' probably exploded under him. Never had e chance to get cut.
BOB: Know who the driver is, Frank?
R BROPHY: Not yet. We're checking the license plates with the
Alsbama Buresu of Motor Vehicles, I expect a prowl car
H*( with the report from my officé any minute now..
BOB: Well, all I can say 1s that this is one sweelt mess.
Must!ve been a hot fire while it.. (CUTS) Hey, Frenk.
e BROPHY : .Yes?
_,A; BOB: Tgke & look at this. I found it on what used to be the back
gseat of this cér.

BROPHY: Hmmm, Looks like a charred piece of yellow ralncost.

,;;; BOB: It 18. We used to call fem slickers, in the old days. And
- there!s some art work on it. ¥You can see & heart drawn on
. it, with an arrov. going through., And & couple of Gresk

T letters,,.delta, thete something..

*-iﬁ;ﬂ
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BROPHY :
" BROPHY:

L BROPHY

BROPHY:

BOB:

o BROPHY:
BOB:
BROPHY:
EOB:
BROFPHY:

BOB:

BROPHY:
BOB:
BROPHY:
BOB:

BROPHY :

N BOB:
«g  BROPHY:

s T Rl

All of which doesn't prove much...
{C4R COMING UP)
Oh. Here's that prowl car...
" A :
(CAR TO STOP. CAR DOOR 0PE§%Z¢~£‘ o et -

Let!s have that report, Sergeant? Thanks.éfNow, let's take

& look...

(RUSTLE OF PAPER})
Hemr, Name: Cearl Kennedy. Residence, South Haﬁilton
Street, Mobile, Alabama. Heir brown...Eyes Brown...Age,
thirty-nine.. Height, five-ten..
(SHARP) Frenk! Welt & minute?
Yes?
How old did you say this Carl Kennedy was?
Phirty-nine. (A BEAT) Why? Anything vrong?
There could be. Tﬁere could be;..plenty wrong.
What do you mean?
(SLOWLY) I mean that scrap of yellow rainccat, with the
decorations on it.
Well? What about 1t?
Frank, how old are you?
If it makes any éifference, I'm forty. But what.,.?
Would you vear & yellow ralncoat decorated with stuff like
nearts end arrcws and Greek fraternity letters...
(SHORTS} Are you kldding? That's for high school kids,
or college freshmen, maybe. But for & m&n my,..{CUTS
SHARPLY, AS HE GETS IT) Wait a minute! Wa-zit & minute!
(8OFPTLY) See what I meen, Frank? -
(SIOWLY) Yeeh. Yeah! Carl Kennedy, the driver of this car,

was about my age! He wouldn't have been vearing &
raincoat like this.

L= o TP w7 ETL ACSATRL e e S e e =i
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BOE:
BROPHY:

BOB:
BROPHY:

BOB:

(MUSIC:

BROPHY:

BOB;

BROPHY:

BOB:
BROPHY:

BOB:
BROPHY':
EOB:
BROPHY:
BOB:
BROPHY:
BOB:

BROPHY:

BOB:

Checls,

Lnd if he wesn't wearing it, someone elsé was...someone
rlding with him...

41l of which proves one thing.

What's that?

This could have been just an accldent. And then agaln...

i1t could have been murder!

Well, Bob, I Jjust got an autopsy report from the Medleal

Examiner.

And®

And you hed the right angle.

Then it was murder.

veah. Carl Kegpnedy was dead before hils car was set on
e dicsl gt

fire. The Mes did & lung examinatlion, and found one of

tem plerced. Whoever did Kennedy in, knifed him.

Not a very nice story, is 1t¢

No.

Franic,. .

Yeah?

A guestion,

3hoot,

How do We know that charred corpse behind the wheel 1s

Carl Kennedy.

We checked with his wife on the long dlstance phicne to

Mobile, He was headed for the races here, all right.

still..1t could have been someone else, sitting behind the

wheel. We don't know for sure. Nobody could ever ldentify

that corpse.... '
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BIG STORY 5/12/48 -17 & 18- REVISED

BROPHY:

BOB:

BROPHY:
BOB:
{MuUsIC

WARR:

Mrs. Kennedy's stetement 1s good enough for me, Why should
1t be anyone else?

I aon't knows Just had & hunch on a long shot, that's all,
Me: I'm going to telk to Dan Martin, my editor,

What about?

About a trip, way down south...to Mobile!

S0 jou talk to your city edltor. You tell him yod“ve been
riding a lucky streek and that this trip is just a gamble,
Sure. You're gambling. But yeu're a reporter, too, and
youlve got a nose for & story. And the smell of this story
1s already tickling your nostrils, and you ¥now it can be

big, BIG.,..if your hunch 1z right.

(MORE)

g g © ] VRV ST T s e s s
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BROPHY:
MARGE:
BOB:

MARGE:

BROPHY:
MARGE:
BROPHY:
MARGE:

BOB:
MARGE;

BOB:

MARGE:
BOB:
MARGE:
BOB:

-19-
At the last moment, Sheriff Brophy decided to go south with
you, And so, you travel together, In Mobile, you find thet :
Mrs..Kennedy is out of town for & day or two. You also

f£ind, through & nelghbor, that therels another voman. Her

neme is Marge Redmen, and she lives in a cheap, slum

nelghborhcod, and you and Brophy telk to her, for what 1t

is worth...

How well did you know Carl Kennedy, Miss Redman?

We wepre friends.

Good friends?

Just....friends, (& BEAT) Well? What do you want me to do..
cry in my beer? I was sorry to hear asbout Carl, He was

a nice guy. What else can I say?

When dld you see him laat?

Just before he left for the race in Indlanapolis,

Did he seem nervous.,upset sbout anything?

No. He wes just exclted. He had & sure winner plcked out,
for the rece.

What winner?

I think the driver's name was Red Rhodes.

Uh-uh. The favorite., He lost. {FADES JUST A TRIFLE) Uh...
Mlss Redman.

Yes?

Going on a trip somewhere?

(A BEAT, THEN CAREFULLY) Why did you ask that?

Oh, nothing, nothing., Just hoticed the pile of travel

-folders on your table here. They all seem te be about

South America...

Look, where I go is my business, isnft it?

ATHO1 00BOP44




. -20-

BOE: Sure, Sure, but...

MARGE: {FLARES) And I'm tired of answering & lot of crazy queetions!
I don't know enything about this whole thing, and I don't
care! Why come to me in the first plece? Why don't you

tallk to Carl's wife?

BROPHY: ‘We plen to do just thas.
MARGE: Anything else you went to know?
e BROPHY: ¥o. Not &t the mcment.

'c—g-':‘ 0 Pl s W)

) ¢ £ . ra
MARGE: Then get Outf..‘both of you! - ,fz'f&.‘/-z«:.?/@ﬂ .wd—'

(iB)
{SLAM OF DOOR}

- [ f s
BOB: - (APTER A MOMENT) ¥Well, Frank, what do you think?
BROPHY: Interesting...but e waste of time.
BOB: Was it? 1 wonder?

o BROPHY : You wonder what?

BOB: T wonder how & woman living in & cheap, crummy boarding

house 1like this could afford & trip to South America, And
first-class, at that.
BROPHY: How do you know it was first-clasa?
S BOR: She had the first-clsss rates ringed in pencil. And ancther
thing, Frank....

BROFHY: Yeah?

. BOB: They were the ratss...for two!
— {mMusic: _ _BRIDGE)
e NARR: Well it's nothing much. A strawv in the wind, maybe. But a

— stav just big enough to tickle that nose of yours...that

nose for a Big Story. So..you keep pushing your luck.

— : { MORE)

at o —
i et ———
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ETHEL:

BROPHY:

ETHEL:

BROFHY:
ETHEL:
BUB:

ETHEL:

BOB:
ETHEL:
BOB:

ETHEL:

"le -
Meanwhile, Sheriff Brophy checles the insurance companies,
and he firds thaet Carl Xennedy's life 1s insured for ten
thousand dollars...twenty thousand in case of accident,
And thet's interesting...although not conclusive. And

rinally, when Mrs. Kennedy returns, you both go up and talk

to her...

Poor Carl. He wes so exclted when he left for Indianapolis.
He was like & smsll boy. He vwent..well, 1%t was & vaation
for him. {4 SLIGKT RREAK) And now,..now he's dead.

(GENTLY) I'm sorry, Nrs. Kemnedy. I knovw how you must
feel, These questions are just routine...

Of course. I...I understand. The awful pert of it was that
I let him go alone. Carl would have been so happy if he
hed come back with all that money he would have won. Ve
were planning & trip to Scuth Americe.,

TD Sputh America?

Yes.

Mrs. Kennedy...dld you say your husbend would have won &
lot of money?

Why, yes, You see, Carl.,,.well, he loved auto races. He
foilowed them in the newspepers all the time. He knew

just the drivers who were going to win,

He told you who the winners were going to be, before he
left?

No. But he wrote me all about it, T have this letter right
in this envelope here, here on my table. '
(THOUGHTFULLY) I see. And he picked the winners before
hgnd.

Why, ¥es. Here...I'll read you what he sald:

ATKQT Q060746
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a— (RUSTLE OF PAPER)

ETHEL: (READS) Dear Ethel: Am writing this 1ettér from Louisville,
Kentucky. In a few hours , I'11 be in Indianapolis, just
in time for the race. Xeep your Tingers erossed on that
South American trip. I've got the vwinners all figured out,

- .and they can't lese. 1've picked Benny Taylor to come in
first, Al Kelly second and Red Rhodes third...

(MUSIC; _ _UP HIGH IN ACCENT AND UNDER)_

NARR: vou've heard enough. And now you know. 30 does Frank

_ Brophy. And when you get cutside.,

—— BOB: Frank, that's it! My long shot came in! Cari Kennedy 1s
elive!

BROFPHY: It sure looks that way.

BOB : It's got to be that wey! He wrote that letter after the
Speedvay Rece. It's a thousand to cne thet nobody could
have picked those two longshots, one-two, over Red Rhodes,
the favorite, without belng there or hearing about it

- aftervard. And Marge Redman told us Kennedy had plcked

Rhodes to win beforehand.

™ pROPHY:  Still, there 1s that thousand-to-one chence.
BOB+ No, Frank. Not even that., I caught a look at the postmerk
on the envelope.

- BROPHY: And?

e BOB: And although it was supposed to have been mailed from

T Louisville, it was postmarked from Indlenapolls at ten

i;:: otelock that night, hours after the race was Over.

— BROPHY: Hmmm. No wondey I coulén't find that hiltch~hiker. He was
_;:;f the corpse behind the wheel, and Carl Kennedy vas the killer,
ﬁr;%,b A nice little gimmicle for collecting the insurance later.

RTKO1 Q06047



) AT e T
it P e e b R AT e g W
" . e " g AR TR T K B e -
Lrguma = - Gl -
e T = AT

-

-23-

BOB;: Yes., Very pretty.

BROFHY: Bob, about this insurance. It's in his wifefs name. Righté

BOB: Right. _

BROPHY: And naturally, if Carl Kennedy Is alive..and he 1s.,.he’'s
going to come back and collect It,

BOB: Naturally.

BROPHY:  (GRIMLY) And naturally, we'll just stick eround here in
Moblle #NEREENE-and vwelcome him home!

NARR: You and Sheriff Brophy begin & watch on the Xennedy house
from & clump of weeds in the vacant lot next door. A night
pesses, Then another, And finally, on the third night,
you're almost ready to call 1t quits, ¥

(NIGHT SOUNDS UNDER) (FOOTSTEPS ON SIDEWALKS, OFF,
¥ A SLOWLY MOVING UP)

NARR: NYou see & man coming down the street, a black shadow
against the night, moving toward the house...

(STEPS STOP ABRUPTLY)
NARR : He stops & woment, looks around,
{STEPS RESUME, MOVING UP}

NARR : And then Le starts welking agalin, and turns in to the
house ltself...

(STEPS ON SIDEWALK. THEN CHANGE QUALITY TO STEPS
‘GOING UP ON PORCH. STOP STEPS. JIGGLE OF
DOORHAMDLE. AGAIN, THEN KNOCK, A(.}AIN. AGAIN,
LOUDER. )

(DCOR GPENS)

s T g T

— P
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CARL:
ETHEL:
CARL:

ETHEL:
CARL;
ETHEL:
CARL:
ETHEL:

CARL:

ETHEL:
CARL:

-2 4_

(FIERCELY) Get inside!
(MOANING) Cerl, Carl, I...I thought...
Shut up end get inside, Ethel!"

(SLAM OF DOQR)
You end Sherif? Brophy crawl through the weeds and over to
the open window. And you listen,.. '
... {FADING IN, AGHAST) Carl, I..I thought you were dead.
I...how,,,?
(URGENT) Never mind that now. Did you get the mone y?
{DAZED) Money?
( IMPATIENT) Yesh, yeah. From the insurance company, Did
you get it, Ethel?
Yes, Yes, I did, But..
Glve 1t to me!
Carl,..that man in the car,. the man who was burned. Who..%
Never mind him. Give me that money. I haven't much time!
{IN HORROR) Carl! You killed him! You killed him for the
insurance money. {BREAKS} Oh, Carl, Carl, why did you do
it, why did you do it?
Listen, Ethel. Stop whining and listén. Nobody knows I
dld i1t. You understand? Nobody knows, And you'lre to keep
your mouth shut, understend?
Carl;“
We'll split the money, fifty-fifty. Ten thousand for ¥Oou., .
ten for me, I'll drop out of sight...go to South America,
You just sit tight and keep quiet!

ATHO1 Q06048
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CARL:

ETHEL:
CARL:

ETHEL:

CARL:

ETHEL:

BROPHY:

CARL:
BROPHY:

-25-
Ne, Carl, no! You can't do it. You,.you killed & man...
murdered him...burned him!
(FIERCELY) Are you going to.give me that dough ...or
aren!'t you!
Carl, na,...
(HARDENING) Okey. I killed onece...and I can do it all
over agaln, You hear me, Ethel? I can do it all over
egain. In fact, maybe I will. Why not? Why should I_split
the dough with you? And who'!s polng to suspect me as your

aigf il )
killer. (LAUGHS, A TOUCH OF MADNESS) Yesh!/ That's right.
I can't kill anyboedy., I'm dead! I burned to death,
remembe r?
(A STEP OR THWO}

{PETRIFIED) Carl! Carl, no, don't!
I'd better, Ethel, How that you know..lt's a little
Gdangerous heving you around, Yeah: It's a little too
dangerous!
Carl! Please! No, Carl, NO!
(SUDDEN AND SHARP)} Hold it, Kennedy!
{STARTLED} What? Who's that?

I'11 introduce myself later, Kennedy. But right now, I
wouldn't make & move I1f I weres you. Unless you want to

argue with the business end of this gun!

long-shot at tHE™ s
the convictiofak ller. Ahd'f“;,-‘pi~...sometimes Fou
- L]
ady Luck will ever smile upon you TE®
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CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Bob
Barly of the Indienapolis Star with the final cutcome

of tonight's BIG STORY.

. (CLOSING COMMERCIAL}
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e CHAPPELL: fThe cigerette that's peally different - the longepr, finer

cigarette that's really"Qutstanding!’ PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES! Goed to look at...

HARRICE: (Good to feel...
CHAPPELL: Good to taste..

HARRICE: And good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELLS are_good to look at - guod to feel - good te

T taste - ard good to smoke!

(VIBRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG....BONG!)

CHAPPELL,: TFour notes thet are slike...and one thaet is - "Outstanding!”
And, of America's leading clgarettes, one is "Qutstendingi"

- the longer, Piner cigerette in the distinguished red

- package. PELL, MELL F/MOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

EARLY:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

—

-28- REV,
THG)
Now, we read you that telegram from Robert ﬂ: Early
of the Indianapolis Star,

X11lcr in tonight's BIG STORY not only foiled to
collcet insuranco on his 1ifey but because of his
admissions couldn't even collect fire insurahce onh
his car, las convicted and sentenced to the Indlana

State Prison, Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL
Avard,
Thank you, Mr. Early. The makers of PELL HELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the
winner of the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable ser-
vice in the field of journalism.

Listen again next week, same time, same station;
when PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present an-
other BIGC STORY == &4 BIG STORY from the front pages
of the Minneapo{g§75??ﬁﬁne; by-line Rolf K. Wills
-~ 3 BIG STORY that began late one nighi in an
empty lot when a reporter found a palr of silk

stockings-- (PAUSE) with legs in then.,

i e AN AR A TEm we A T mm wem m—w C
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‘CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Prockter, with
music by Vliedimlr Selinsky. Tonight's program was ‘
- written by Max ZEhrlich, Your narrator was Bob
Sloane, and John Sylvester playsd the part of Boo Early.
- In order to protect the names of people actually
. involved in tonight's suthentic BIG STORY the nones
of all characters in the dramatizaticn were changed
- with the exception o;‘ the reporter, Mr. Early,
(MUSIC: _ _ _ _THEME UP FULL & FAIE)
o CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers
. of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
ANNCR: Thiec is NBC...THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
. selly
T 5/3/48 PaM.
e T
e
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MAY 19. 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL:

— e e . —

CHAPPELL:

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!

(PHONE RINGS AND IS UNCRADLED)

(CASUAL) Headguarters.
(FILTER) Police? i
Yeah.

(F) This is Walt Kremer -~ the grain inspector -
{30 WHAT} Yeah...

(F) T was just short-cuttin' back froﬁ Cedsr Laks ~-
across the city dump --

Yeash. 3o?

(F) Well, I just saw & palr of silk stocklns stickin'

up out of the dump.

Yeah?
(F) % The thing 1s -~ there vas legs in them.

Woman's legs.

THE BIC STORY -- Here is America -~ 1ts sound and its
fury -- 1ts joy and its sorrow -- as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great Amarican newspapafs.
{(PAUSE) (COLD AND FLAT) Minneapolis, Minnesota: From the
pages of the Minneapoli?&ﬁ?&iune; the headlina.story of
a murder victim who was buried alive. TPonight, to Rolf
X. Milla of the MinneapoligaTribune goes %the PELL HELZ

Award fopr THE BIG STORY.

——— e — —

(OPENING COMMEROTAL)
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THE BIG STORY 5/19/48
PELL MELL

_OPENING COMMERCIAL:

(VIBRAFHONE. .BONG, BONG, BONG. BONG...BCNG!)}

CHAPFELL; Four notss that are alike...and gne that 1s -

"outstanding!" And, of America's leading clgarettes,
one is "Outstmnding!® - the longer, finsr clgarette in

the dlstinguished red package - PELL MELL!

HARRICE: ladies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of your
friends have changed to PELL MELL? There's & reason --
PRLL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!....

GHAPPEL: Good to logk &t ...

HARRICE: Geod to feel...

CHAPPELL: . Goed to taste...

HARRICE: And good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: Yes, thers's one cigarette that's reslly diffsrent --
really "Outstanding!" - PELL MELL., For PELL MELL'S
greater length of treditionally fine, mellow tobaccos

_ filters the smoke of this longsr, finer clgarstte -
glves you that smoothness, mildness, and satisfaction
no other clgaretts offers you.' |

(VIBRAFHONE..,.BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG. . .BONG!}

HARRICE: Four notes that are alike...and one that is -
"gutstending!® And, of America's leading cigarettes,
one is "Qutstanding!"

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS cIGARETTEs!...“Outstanding!”

HARRICE : And ~ they are mllg!

ea— S LB
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B— NARRATOR: Your name -- Rolf K., Mills., Your paper =- the Minne=

apolis Morning Tribune -~-- vour beat? That's your par=

e tieular squawk, this partienlar night of Anril 29th.
Because you're supposed to be working out of the city
poom -- and instead, you're on substitute duty dorn at
.ﬂ;. police headquarters. You thought you had graduated from

long ago -- but no, here you are back in
the cops and robbers department, As for youlr big story
we Yell =~ you don't know it bub there's one cooking. IV
starts way back ,+.back beore you even joined the paper
«+elike this. '

(DOOR SIAMS VERY LOUDLY)
- DLONDE: (L NiG & A BITCH) How many times do I have to tell you
NOT to slam that door when you come inl

HBUSBAND: (COMING ON) I'm sorry.
BLONDE¢ Sorry, SOI'r¥. That's all you every say -- then you go

oy

right ahead and do it all over again.

Ean HUSBAND: 1 said I was sorry. 1t wasn't my feult, The springs
S busted.
T BLONDE: Why don't you fix 1t?
7 musmamD: I wille
- BLONDE: I will, I will. Promises, promises.
e HUSBAND: Aw, lay off me, will you honey?
s=<¢ .~ BLONDE: Donip you honey me,

ATKO1 0060758




HUSBAND:
BLONDE:

we- HUSBAND:
- =  BLONDE:
HUSBAND:

e -

-38-
I was only --
oh, yo make me sick, Let's go out and get something
te eat,
Ge out? I just came in., Golly, I thought w-
Now what? Now what've I done?
Yetre always going "out to eat," Can't we ever stay

home once in a vhilea?

o g i = L T
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BLONDE :

HUSBAND:
BLONDE ¢

HUSBAND:

BLONDE :

HUSBAND:

HUSBAND:

BLONLE :
HUSBAND:
BLONDE :
HUSBAND:
BLONDE :
HUSBAND:

BLONDE :

HISBAND:

. remr——
e — A PR RE EIRE S e -

I

Stay home? When do Ve ever g0 out? When do you ever
take me oub?
Aw; that's not feir. Iast week -- oﬁr‘ i, é&éé;ﬁﬁfﬁ(‘
Jever mond, never mind. Forget it. I'ﬁa:ma e your
014 supper. '

(DOOR SIAMS, IS OFENED ON POTS BANGING ABCUT)
Look, let's not keep squabbling, huh? Golly,
everything used to be so nlce, sverything used to bs --
Never mind, never mind. Just go inside. Take jyour
shoss off -- dear. Read your pepsr -- Gear. Yeseh --
and vhen everything'!s ready -- you'll be fast asleep.
I know.

(VICTOUS BANG OF POTS)
Look -~ 1t isn't as 1f you Qad other things to do all
day., Is it asking too much for a guy to want dinner
when he comes home?

(MORE POT-BANGING)
Ts thet asking too much? Just a little peacs and quiet
around the place? Do you have %o pick fights with me
all the time? Aw, honey --
Hand me the canopener.
Listen to me, willya?
What do you want ~- beans with pork or without?

Listen to me.

With or without. What do you want?
Just a little peace and quiet around the house!
Go ahead. Get sore.

Who's sore? I'm just trying to meke s0me sanse here!

ATHOT 0080760



BLONDE:

HUSBAND:
RLONDE :
HUSBAND:
BLONDE :=
HUSBAND:

BLONDE ;
HUSBAND:

BLONDE :

T —

o

Oh, I know that tone of volce. I can tell., You get so
notle, so high and mightyi You make me sick, you make
me¢ just plain sick!

You're no aspirin tablet yourself{

Very clsver.

You know -- soms day I'm really gonna get sore --
That's right. Thresten me.’
Good and sore, some day. And ons of us is gonna be
very Borry.

Ave you trying Lo scers me?

No. You kesp this up,

{QUIET) Ttm just telling you.
you keep nagging the daylights out of me, you keap
yapping at me, yap yap yappity yap -- (PAUSE) You keep
4t up, and so help me, T'1l --

You'll what? You'll what?
(DOOR SIAMS MADLY)

(YELLING) Do you HAVE to slam that door all the time?

— et e e m oy e

(cALLs) Honey! You home? {PAUSE)

%L@ Honey!
(PAUSE) {A YEIL) HEY! ( PAUSE) Aaaah,\ omen !

ot a— m—— m— —

(DOOR OPENS <euvemivhdtinimtve )
Bartender --'my wife been in here tonight?
Yep. Here and gone, friend -- here and gone.

Agash -- nuts!

— o mm pa —

R
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HUSBAND:
BLONLE:

HSBAND:

NARR:

PETERSON :
MILLS:
PETERSON
MILLS:
PETERSCON:
MILLS:
PETERSON:

},ﬂm) the Minneapol

L T TR T T

o . TR AL, sy i T S TR S

G-
(10Ww) For the last time -- you coming home with me?
For the last time =~ no. No no no ne nol

(DEADLY) Okay. Don't bother comin' home. Ever.

i, -
pw-zdfam
Nothing of that can you know. You, Rolf K. M11154eé~

EEKEri;une, do not have & backward-looking
erystal btall. All you wnow is that 1t's a pretty

average Priday night down at police headguarters.

And : {SOUND ~PHONE RINGS, uP)
Maverage" means “"dull”. COP: Headquartsers.
Phe desk sergeant’s
J.Ziw COP: Yeah.
eall.
Probably the same coP; Yeeh?

old routins:

goP: Yesh, BSo?
nothing.

¢OP: Yeah?

(RECEIVER SLAMMED DOWN. RUNNING FOOTSTEPS AND

DOCR SLAMS OFEN AND SHUT BERIND NEXT)
Nothing, huh? Not ’rfhe way he~ﬁdﬂiﬂ;2££'—!b into the
other rooé%:oﬁﬁgﬁﬁhtéﬁagéglyour friend -- Detscltive
Peterson. With this. |
You say you had a date tonight, Rolf?

And & deadline. Why?

You'vs got another date now -~ you and me.
Vhere?

Down at the city dumps

Very funny. Who with?

A corpse. In silk sbocklngs. {PAUSE) You coming?

ATKO1 0060PB2
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PETERBON:
MILLS:
PETERSON:
MILLS:

PETERSON:

MILIS:
PETER3ON:
MILLS:

PETERBON:
MIILS:

DOCTOR:
MILLS:
DOCTOR:

MILLS:

DOCTOR:

(SCRAPE OF SHOVELS)
Hold the shoveling! That doss it.
Mmm. Whet a bteating she took.
Yeah .
Any idea who she is, Peterson?
No identifying marks. {PAUSE) ILabels torn off the
clothes.

Safe in callling it mirder?

Bure.

oy .

al}uﬂﬁgag -
Doctor ~ can you add anything, can you give me
anything more on the cause of death? Beyoud the
teating, that is?

(4 LITTLE OFF) Yes.

What's that, sir?

woman has dlrt in her mouth....{AS IF LOOKING) and

in her throat. Yes. (PAUSE) Proving...

Uh-huh ~- '

Proving she was allive when shs was ﬁut here.

Puried alive. (PAUSE) Whers's the uearsst phone? Itve

got to call the paper.

At ot T R e R —
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MILLS:

EDITOR:

MILLS ¢

EDITOR:

MILLS:

EDITOR:

MILLS :

COP:
MYILIS:

COP:
MITLS:

COP:

© e s — e et AT T b ¥ S

- TR T LT ST e ATE A s AT TR AR e

~8-
That'll heve to hold you for the fast mail edition,
George.
(FIITER) Guess so, Rolf. You'll stick with it, huh?
Onh, sure. But don't set your heart on an identification
by the next deadline -~ or & solution for the final
edition -- complete with killer attached.
(FILTER) It could be done.
Sure. By Sherlock Holmes, the FBI, the -- { TAKE)
Hey! Tne man's serious! George, this one'll go
Gown in the books marked "unsolved", telieve me.
(PILTER) Never can tell. Just you sp;ﬂuiéé? it
After all, you've got & whole hour t1114deadline.
An hour., It might as well be 8 weok. Remember, George

--what I've got is & press card -- not a crystell balll

_ HIT AND GO_FOR) .

{Fnﬁnmmmaammmqnmﬁ
Sarge -- I've gous thyrough all the filas. what'!ve
I found? &Othing

Dja try MWWF

Back %o Fre yeer one. No soap. Pctiy crimes -- no

mru..-kﬂn‘ Tt ? Lt m 4 ,_;_,Lf.tu ——
soap. Cep this

You think this picture looks like the dead one?
HNope .

Neither did I, much. -Aw, what do they want from &
guy -- miracles? They sit in an office downteown,
snd -- hey. Wnat time is 1t

Quarter to.

RTKO1 0060764
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e MILLS: ¥ifteen minutes till the page closes. And what've
I got? Twice what I phoned in. ®wice nothing is ==

(DOOR OFPENS)

MILLS: (Iow) Who's the woman just came in with Peterson?
. COP: (SAME) I dunno.
e MILLES: . Think I'll see vhat goes on.
(FOOTSTEPS UP AND UNDER)
™" PETERSON: Right this way, lady. (PAUSE) 1% won't take long.
MILLS: (10w} What's the story, Peterson?
PETERSON: . (LOW) Looks like an identiflcation, Relf. She saw
- your story in the paper and told the cop on the beat

she thought she kmew the woman.

e MILLIS: (1ow) Who is she?

PETERSON : (10W) A neighbor. (UP) Mrs. Stiles «- what was that
woman's name again? '

MRS. STILES: Mrs, Cressley, Mrs. Sadle Cressley.

MITLIS: What makes you think the murdersed woman 1s your

nelghbtor, ma'am?

MRS. STTLS: T -- T don't know, I just have a feeling...she hasn't
beon home for days....naither hes her husbaﬁd. .. they

had a fight -- they're always fighting --

MILIS: I ses.
v (FOOTSTEPS STOP)
o PETERSON: Right here, Mrs. Stlles. This door. Cotn'-' 6;!‘—0'7")
o MRS, STILES: Oh.
. PETERSON: A yord from you 13 all we noed. (PAUSE} Are you all
e . right?
peits
e

ATHO1 QOE0PBS




MRS. STILES:

PETERSON:

PETERSON :

PETERSON:
MRS, STILES!:

MRS. STILES:
PETERSON
MRS . STILES:
PETERSCN :
MRS, STILES:
PETERSON:

MRS. STILES!

PETERBON:

MRS. STILES:

(MgsIC:

e e v—m

PETERSON:
MILI3:

PETERSON :

R ——T LU L

-10-

(FAINTLY) Ygs...¥68..:

WalIne .. )
(Dempwnmels . THE FOLIOWING IS ON ECHO, THE
FOOTSTEPS ARE ON STONE)

This way, ’ -
(FOOTSTEPS)

Ready, Mam?

(WEAKLY) Yes.
(A SLYGHT RUSTLE OF CLOTH)

(A QUICK LICHT INTAKE OF BREATH, SILENCE)
Qs UL/ Iy

Is.phaghyrs.‘Cressley?

I -~ I--

Pake your time. B¢ sdre.

It --

Yos7? .

It -- looks ——-I---. But the --=-=- (4 BREATH) Her

face, 1t's -- (WHISPER)} She's so -« {PAUSE) No --

T mean, yes ...Dleass --

Wm Mrs. Stiles --

(WEAK) Yes. (PAUSE) Yes. That's her.

A R T T e -

e INSISTENTLY )
When the door cpend, Rolf--let me do the talking.

Sure...sura...
(IXCR OPENS)
Peterson, from Police Headgquarters. Does & Mr.

Cresslay live here?

RTXO1 CO6QG/BL




WOMAN:
PETERSQN
WOMAN:
PETERSON:
WOMAN
PETERSON ¢
WOMAN :
PETERSON:
WOMAN

~11=
Yos,
Is he home?
Not right now.
Expect him back?

ihy -- yes. Would you like to come in and walt?
Yes, (PAUSE) Who are you?

Me? .

Yes,

Why ~- I'm Mra. Cressley -- his wife.

e e e ZRTE = A e

CHAPPELL:

We will be tack in just a moment with tonight's BIG
STORY. ‘But first & word from Cy Harrice...

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

RTHO1 QOBQPH7
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THE BIG STORY 5/19/48

FELL MELL .

MIDDLE COMMRRCIAL:

HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

RARRICE

CHAPPELL ¢

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

Ladies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of your
friends have changed to PELL MELL? There's a reason --
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES!
Good to look at ...
Good to fegel...

Good to taste...

And good to smoke,

Yes, there's ope oigarette that's really difforent -

really "Outstanding!" - PELL MELL!

When jyou plck up a PELL MELL, you can seg the
difference =-- jou can ﬁgg; the difference. And vwhen
you smoke & PELL MELL, you can teste the difference.

For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionelly rine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke of this longer,

finer cigarstto - gives you that smoothness, mildness,

and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Four notes that are alike ...and one that 18 ~-

Qutstending!"”

one is "OQutstanding!"
in the distinguished red package. FELL MELL FAMOUS

Mnd, of America’s leadling clgarettes,

- the 1oﬁgcr, finer clgarstte

CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"
And - they are mild!

mmmaE oS i T AT =
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o NARRATOR:

MILLS:

EDITOR:
MILIS:
e EDITOR:

MITIS:
EDITOR:
MILI3:

EDITOR:

MILLS:

e ey ——

—_—r e ——

- -

- A —

How we return you to our nar:ator, Bob 3loane, and the

Big Story of Rolf K. MLlls &5 te lived 1t and wrote it.

A fine thing., covering police headquarters for the
MinneapoligiE?;Lune vou, Rolf K, Mills have & Dlowde

corpee turn up jn time for the first editlom -- & peraon
unknown murdered by person Or DPErROns unknowr, -- and the ' L
clty desk hopes for ths who and the Ly ahom for e t:mniﬁfxzq?
And you have just foliowed & false trell to the bitter
end. Just another case of mistaken identity. So whet do
you do? Step ong -~ you call the desk.

A mistake, GEOTEE. rme woman who ldentlfled the corpse
was wrong. L'@m s0rTYy. _

(FILTER)} It wasn't your fault, Rolf.

Any ideas?

(FILTER) Didn't you sa&y pefore you thought you'd founc a
plcture of & missing woman who --

vegh, yeah. Bub the desk cop and I agreed it wesn't the
dead one.

(FILTER) Just the same, the woman vaes wroug Jjust nov.

couldn't you be? Wnat was the date she disappeared?

1935, The name Was Ruth M. Corneau. \ P
' £et/ Z:ZL¢U

(FILFER) Well -- she could have changed ANSEEwes 7SS .
So -- backtrack. Everybody makes mistakes.,
I knov, That's why they put erasers on 1ead pencils.

And tonight -- my pencil is all eraser!

(FILE DRAWER OPENED)

ATHO1 00BOPHY




MILIS:

COP:

MILIS:

COP:.

COP:

LOPEZ:
MILL3:
10PEZ:
MILI3:
LOPEZ::
MILIS:

1OFEZ:.
MILISY. "

14

Blaeckstone.

Ruth M. Corneau. Reported missing by husband --

Talking to yourself, Rolf? N

T dunno. look, sarge. This/yoman ve tossed out
running befors. Anything glss on her? Charges,
- complaintsa?
Corneau? Let's see.
(ANOTHER FILE DRAWER)
Yeah., Here 1t is. Corneau. . wuh, no. This is

Peter Corneaun ~-

Go on.

Arvested on complaint of his wife, Ruth M.
That's the one! For what? What for?

You're going to love thls, Rolf. (PAUSE) Assaul

(TEIEPHONE DIALING, PHONE BUZZ, PICKED UP
FILTER}
(FILTER} Hello?
Joe Lopez?
{(FILTER) Yesasir,.

Mr. Lopez, this is Rolf Mills, down at headquarte

(FILTER}) What's with headquarters? I'm in troub

. .Collins, Compton. . .Copley -- Cornesau.

oh-oh.

of the

a maf.

tl

oN

rs -

1e?

Ne gir. I'm from theqTri ne, and I'm checking on

somebody who used to live in your boarding house,
ask you three questiona?

(FILTER) I dunno.. .

Juet. three simple yes and no questions. Okay?.

Can I

i o
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1OPEZ:

MILLS:

LOYEZ:
MILIS: .
LOPEZ:

MILLS:
10BEZ: .
MILIS: |
ILOPEZ:
PETERSON

10PEZ:
{MUSIC:

PETERBON;

PETERSON:
IOFEZ:
PETERSON!
LOPEZ:

NARRATOR:

e e i ————y 4 RS WL TS e T A ')

-15w
(FILTER) Okay.- Three.

Okay. Do you remember a couple named Cornsau -- Peter
end Ruth?
(PILTER) Yes. That's one. -

Good. Do you know wtere they are now?

. (FILTER) Him -- no. -Her -- she ran awey from him, kilcks

around restaurants, clubs. . ,you know.

-

That's two., .Three -- would you know her 1if you saw her?

{PILTER) I guess gé. .They owe me back rent!
Well -- would you come down to headguarters o --
(FILTER) You say three questions. No.

Thig is Detectivs Peterson, Lopez, Will you come downtown
to ldentify a body?

(FILTER) Yes.

(FOOTSTEPS ON ECHO, THEY STOP)

(1oW) All right, Mr. Lopez.
(SLIGHT SWISH OF CLOTH)
Take your time, Mr. Iopez. De sure.

M- Q.FQMAL

Well?
(LOW) 1t don't look like I'm gonne get my batk rent,
I guess.

With the 1dent1ficatij the 11:30 edition by a

_HIT_AND_GO AWAY FOR:) é;{];&jﬁ;;&éikdyuwaq‘ﬁ;t#‘
:ﬂ:;Lg maZe

replate and a whisker.. The murdered woman is Ruth M.
Corneau -~ it 1s definitely established that she has
seperated from her husband under conditions or-mutual

aislike -- to put it mildly.
{MORE)

RTKO1 00607721



me~  NARRATOR:
{CONT 'D)

o

—vre

HUSBAND1

CAPTATIN:

HUSBAND:
CAPTAIN:
HUSBAND:
CAPTAIN:

HUSBAND:
-~ CAPTAIN:
HUSBAND!
CAPTAIN:
HUSBAND!
CAPTATN:
— HUSBAND!
e CAPTAING
HUSBAND:
CAPTAIN:
HUSBAND ;

Loan
Fa

1=
And so0, you have the victim, the motlve -- and the

préblem of finding the suspect number one -- the husband.
NPy

J*T§oh étart checking all over town -- but whiie yocu walk

the juke-box and neon trall the husband is belng
gquestiloned down in Florida.

Private Flrst Class Peten\reporting

to Captain Carroll as directed.
At ease, Cormeau. (PAUSE) You're e Minneapolis boy,
Jui&#!!?ﬁﬁnwjl‘?

Yes sir.

ver, in trouble wiqh the police?
:}*Wéz A pids alts

I'm instructed by & Detective Peterson of the Minneapolls
Palice to tell you that anything you tell me may be held
against you. He just called me.

I see, gir.

You married, Corneau?

Separated, sir, (PUZZIED) Sir --

later. {PAUSE) Where were you last night?

on pass, sir., I preported to duty at revellle today.

Where dld you go?

Fishing, sir.

Can you prove 147

The men I was with cen. . .slr.

You didn't leave the State of Florida?

On an overnight pass - - - - sir?

ATHO1 0060772

——




PR

—

L

et

B s L il [ et U R I

CAPTAIN:

HUSBAND:
CAPTAIN:
HUSBAND:
CAPTAIN:
HUSBAND:
CAPTAIN:
HUSBAND:
CAPTAIN:

HUSBAND:

man e A

NARRATOR:

- G?—GIEL:

BIONDE:

CARBON:

...17-
All right. (PAUSE} You say you're separated from your
wifa?
¥Yea sir.
Prepare yourself for & shock. lLast night she was murdersc
(Low) I see, (HE MUMBLES INDISTINGUISHABLY}
What's that, man?
(Low) I ssid -- I knew somsbody would, somo day.
Do you vant another pass? -
Excuge ms, sir?
I said, do you wanit me to wrlte you & three day pass -=

for her funeral?

(QUIET) No. No thanks -- sir.

Suspect eliminated -~ and there you wwes, locking for him

{ GiA—EOGHesNappty) in the local bars. Bub at one, you
learn about this tasteful 1ittle incident from a ~girl.
We used to pal around, Ruthle and me. But ghe was -~
well, she was kind of -- hard. You know ~-- everybody wes
just another_sucker for her. What I mean, well, money,
you know, 3¢ one night, ve were in here, her and I, end
all of a sudden she leaves me flat and goes putside.

She goes tearing through the docor {SNEAK TRAFFIC IN B.G.,
EXPERIOR PERSPECTIVE) and I follow her. Just in time to
gee her crash lnto somebody.

(SAME BITCH ) Hey ~-- why don't you walk where you're

‘looking!

I'm sorry, lady.

T IR R
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BLONDE:

CARSON:

BLONWDE:
CARSON:

BIONDE:
CARSON:
BLCNDE:
CAR3ON:
BLONDE :

CARBON:

BIONDE:

CARSON:

BIONDE:

NARRATOR:

MILISy

518-
Youlre sorry! Looks my st ckl %b You ruined my
; ' mLE sl Yoo i we b
stockings. Sorry,--vv! Ya knocked the 1ifty off my
ghoes.

T said I was zorry. As for the shoes -- I'11 drive you

)
)

(THE JATTER I'S FADED AND A CAR DCOR IS OFPENED,

home, okay?
In what -- & bus? Hit the road.

Okay. Have it your way. \L¢% E

A HEAVY POWERFUL ENGINE STARTED)

1
.

Hey -- wal

vyour car -- or do you Just drive it for somebody?

]
Tt!'s my car -- and I drive it for self.
ng f ALY
(THE QUICK SWITCH) Well!/A DOOR ome, Jamss !

lriBaaEiBendls The name 1s Carson, Welly Cerson.

ind talk nice, blondie. (PAUSE) Hm. You're not
bad looking at all, Where'd you say you wanted to go?
(SHE SMEIIS $3§) You're not bad lookingAfor & guy who
picks girls up by knocking them dovm.
I seid telk nles. Where to, sizs? You still want & ride -
home?
No. I vant & ride. {PAUSE) Let's go someplace and have
some fun, huh?

3 dﬂ

(CAR

&

While the §-Girl's tellling this, you chack your watch.

A half-hour to final deadline. You're coming closer.

CX r clo:‘j. Agﬂycu need no SM’%J‘?W f
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B-GIRL:

MILLS:

MITLS:
BARMAN¢

CARSON:
BLONDE:
CARSON:
BLONDE:
CARSON:
BLONDE:

CARSON:

e AT Tt Tam i T T

e e s R R T
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Wally Carson. She went with him steady after that.
Thenks. Thanks & lot. I'm going to try encother bar,
but -- here. Buy yourself e drink -~ with somethlng in

it to drink -- for a changel

.—_.—._..-__...-_.--—-...---—-—.—“.-

(SAME AS BEFORE} Well, like I sald, everything's geing
nlce and guiet, when this blonde -- ;

Cornegu --

Yeah. She comes in and takes over the end of the bar.
Now -- Ilve seen her husband come and drsg her out --

then I've seen bim tell her not to come home -= and I
don't want thet kind of trads., This is a home-type bar --
I ¥now, I know.

Hun? Well -- she's feeling fine. No pain &t all.
Drinking up sonme guy's dough, I filgure, vondering how I
can get rid of her quiet -- when all of & sudden, somebody
does it for me, The door opsns (FADE} and in walks this
guy Cerson.

Ruthie!

Somebody call me? (IT'S HIM) Oh. It's you.

It's me all right. Where've Jou been the last two days?

* Who wents to know?

I want to know.

You want td imow. You own me or something? 3top
puéhin’ me aroun' . « ..

Who push ¥hc.around? You make up to me, you take me for
sverything I've got.~- gnd you call that me pushing you

‘apound! Come on, you're getting out of her=s. .

RTHKO1 Q060775



o

BLONDE:
CARSON:
BLONWDE:
CARSON:
BLONDE:

BARMAN{ -

MILLS:
BARMAN:

(MUSIC:

S -

NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:

eLontd
¥ou cheap i

have ten minutes to go toAd

;20-
Aseh, your meter's running.
Come ony
I like 1t here.
I said get out! Come onl

(MORE AND MORE) Go on, hit

Meke me!

the road. You get out of here.. et me -- let ms gol

(AND MORE) Take your hands off me! Who you think you'rs
Let go let go let go! {PADING

pushing.aroundl (A YELL)

SHARPLY FOR) Who do you think you are, pulling me around
like -~
(CASUAL) And thet's 1t. Me - 1t's none of my business.

I would have paid him to take her awsy. Anybody. (PAUSE)

That's all.

Uh-huh. VWhen did you say this was?

Dint I tell you? Only last night 1t was. Just last
night!

HIT_AND_GO)

That -- is it. Motlve and man. Wally Carson -- last

man to see Ruth Cormeau allve. A check on the city
directory gives you hls address. A call o Peterson, and

vou have a good COP with you,, O short ride -- and you

J&line -- with your story on
the other slde of +thiz door.
(BELL RINGS)
Peterson unbuttons the flap on his holster.
(BELL RINGS)
You shift a 1ittle behind him, You never can tell. «

(BELL RINGS)

RTKO1 0050?:?5



MILLS:
PETERSON:

MILLS:
PETERSON

PETERSON:
= MILIS:
PETERSON:
T wrnis:
PETERSON:

MILIS:

. PETER3ON
MILLS: .

(READS)

=-2%w

Nobodj homse, you think?
I don't know. Here. Teke the gun. Cover me. And stand
back., I'll force the door.
(A SMASH, ANOTHER, THE DOOR GIVES)
Holy ==-—w-n-- . (PAUSE) 1It's a shambles, (PAUSE)
. look. Blood on the walls.
(cALIS) Cerson! (LOW) Watch it. The other room,

(A DOOR IS HURLED OFEN)

Come out with your --
5 a fr\z'-Zf.«f
(PAUSE /A On the gcouch.

(CALIS) Cerson!

Pete, Look.

Oh-oh. Don't touch it.

Okay to reasd 1t?

Go ahead.

Dear Mother. {PAUSE) Dear Mother? Huh.

(GOES ON) I'm sorry. We had a terrific right. I loved

her snd I couldn't stend to lose her, But I_couldn't

hold her. I guess nobody could., Money in watch pocket

for rent, I'm going away. Hope we meet soon. (PAUSE)"

Flown the coop. (PAUSE} Can I use th2 phone?

Sure. You can read them the note, teco.

Thanks. (SOUND OF DIALING) (AND OVER IT} You know --

there's something about this note -- "money in watch
pocket,” Money in watch pocket. . .(SOUND OF FHONE

STAMMED DOWN SUDDENLY) He expects to be found!

Hey!

What's that door lead to?
{DOOR OPENED)

Closet.. Whaet's this one,

(RATTLE OF DOOR)

e i AT, et 427 o A -
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PETERSON:

MILLS:
PETER30N:

= MILLS:

PETERSON:
NARRATOR:

+ e —

T

- Walt.
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lsads to the garage., Come on. The front wayl

UP AND RUN UNDER)

(FURIOUS RATTLING OF GARAGE-TYPE DOORS)
Locked,
From the inside!
Listen,
(1OW FAINT THROB OF ENGINE)
Engine's running.
(LOW)
at the bottom of the door.

He gets down on his knees, So do you. You sniff

No --

You both say cne word.

twWo.

BOTH OF THEM: Carbon monoxide,

linded -- by the photops' flashes,

de that garege. Not a garage, really. A death

In just e moment we will read you a telegram from Rolf K.
Mills of the MinoeapolisATriPune with the final outcome of
tonight!s BIG STORY,

{CIOSING COMMERCIAL)

RTKO! Q0e0278
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL:
CHAFPELL:  The cigaretts that's really different -- the longer,
| finepr cigerette that's really "Qutstandingl" FELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES! Geod to leck at...

HARRICE: Goocd to feel.,.

....... CHAFPPEIL: - Good Lo tasts...

HARRICE: And good to smoke.,

CHAPFELL: Yes, PELL MELIS sr2 good to look st -- good to feel -

good to taste -~ =nd good to smoke!

T m mm  — m— mas —_— e e

CHAPPELL: Four notes that srs alike,..and one thet 1s -
"Outstanding!” Aind, of America's leedling clgarettes,
one Is™usstandinzg!™ - the longer, finepr cigarette in the
distinguisned red package. PELL MELL FAMOU3 CIGARETTES -

"Ooutstandinzi”

HARRICE: And - thev are mild!

et

ATKO1 QOBOAPY




{ORCHESTEAS, ..

CHAPPELL3:

MILLS :

CHAPPELLy

HARRICE:

HARRICE:
(MUSICL .. .

w2t RCV,.
TAG)

- e e wm e

Now, we read you that telegram from Rolf K, ¥ills of
the Minneapoliézf;gguke.
On entering garage we found that killer in tonight's
BIG STORY had eseaped beyond the law by committing
sulcide, Solution of case came at 3 AM, 9 hours after
start qf investigation and in time for the final
edition, Many thanks for teonight's PELL MELL Award.
Thank you, M¥r, Mills, The makers of PELL MELL F.LCUS
CIGARETTES apre proud to have named you the winner of
the PELL MELL 3500 Award for notable service in the
field of journalism,
Listen again rext week, same time, same station, vhen
PELL iELIL FAHOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY « A4 BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Mobile Alabama Press Register; by-line George CoX -
a BIG STORY about a murder, an escape, and ...

(RIFLE SHOT AND RICOCHET)

oey & man hunt,

— T e e ey .
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TIE BIG STORY
SLOGRAM _ #61

CAST
JARRATOR
WIFE

HUTCH
GECRGE
DAKNY

PETE
CHATRMAN
AGNES

DAVE

MO

ORSINI
BATKER

MRS. NELSON

YOUNG DAVE

a5 BRORDCHST

BOB SLOANE
ETHEL OWEN
BILL SMITH
LE3 TREMAYNE
ALAN HEWITT
LEON JANNEY
MANDEL KRAMER
AGNES YOUNG
ATAN HEWITT
AGNES YOUNG
MANDEL KRAMER
BILL 3SMITH
ETHEL OWEN
LECN JANNEY

WEDNESDAY, MAY 26, 1948
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WNBC & NET

{

10:00~10:30 T

CHAPPELL:

HUTCH:
WIFE:

HOTCH:

WIFE:

FUTCH:

WiFE:
HUTCH:

WIFE!
HUTCH:

WIFE:

THE BIG STORY #61

MAY 26, 1048 WEDNESDAY
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES Fresent ... THE BIG STORY!
FPANFARE )
( v 35 )

(CHEERY) Morning, Hutch. Eggs'll be ready in a sec -
scrambled sof: like you =-- (SEES EIM. PUZZLED) %What's
a matter?

(TERRIBLY UPSET) Skip the eggs. I got to go.

(TRYING TO CHSER HIM) You are the sorriest looking
man ever held down the job of sheriff in this county.
Just skip it, Hezlen, {HARSH) Les=ve me alone. .
make scme coffee enyhow. (GENTLY) Whet 1s it, Huteh?
Nothing: Notnirg, {THEN) Who's the nicest guy in
snis tewn?

You?

Talk serious, Is there a better guy than Dave Jenkins?
Iz there a 3;2552; -~ (CHOKING)

Hutch, what is It7

Listen., Telsgram From Alabema I just got, "Sherirf,
Ainsville County, Pa,: Fick up Devid T, Jenkins: aze
34, height Pive Teet tem...”

(INCREDULOUS) Fick up Dave - for whasi {SENSING IT)

Huteh for whatt!

ATKO1 GOB0P82




HUTCH: Murder, Helen, murder. “FTeahyEim-thersherdffunNoW.g0
pick up your best-friend«-~the nicest guy-in~-he's
been;w&nbedmfor“murderwfnrm&Emyears4;;Anﬁ;itJs;true;
thereds«io™IETE L Ebout~itv==~te e irue.

CEAPPELL: THE BIG STORY -- Here Ls Americe -- its sound and 1ts
fury -- its Joy and lts sorrow -- &8s falthfully
raported by the men and wemen of the great American
nevspepers, (PAUSE) (COLD AND FLAT) Moblle, Alabars:
From the pezes of the Mobile Press Reglster, the
sguthentic stery of a bank robbery and murder, an
arvest and an =scape and a man wanted for murder for
12 years. Tonight, to George CoX of the Moblile Press
Reglster goes the PELL MELL award for the BIG STORY.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

ATHOT DOB0PB3
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TEE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #61

OPENING COMMERCIAL

VIERAPHONE:  BONG, BONG, BCYC, 3ONG ... BONG!

CHAPPELL: Of all Apmerica's leading cigarettes only one is
UOutstandingl" - anly one is "Outstanding!!" « the

longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package - PELL MELL!Y
HARRICE: Ladigs and gen:lizmen, have you noticed how many of your
friends have changed to PELL MELL? Theylve discovered

the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL -

CHAPPELL: Good to logk 2% ..

HARRICE: Good to feel ..

CHAPPELL: Cood to taste ...

HARRICE: And good to szgxs,

CHAPPELL: Yes, there's-gns cigarette that's really "Quistandingl® -

really mild - PSLL MELL. For PELL MELL'S greater
length of traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos filters

the smoke of this longer, finer cigarette - gives you

that smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Remember = of 211 America's leading cigarettes; only one
is "Qutstandinzl" - only one is "Quitstandingl"

CHAPPELL: The longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
package., PELL MELL FAROUS CIGARETTES! ...

"oytstapnding "
HARRICE: And - thez\égg nild!l

ARTHG1T Q00,84
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N Ay

CHAPPELL: And now the sitory as it actuslly happened;;%George
] Cox towpbemy o5 he lived 1t... Mobile, Alabend...

(MUSIC: . _ _ _ ZAKE IT UP AHD UNDER:)

NARRATCOR: You are a young man with sandy hair end & slow, pleasant -
manner end you believe in words, in the power of words.
You became a reporter because you think words and truch
go together and you respect both, But this hot
August night, veu, George Cox, reporter for the
Mobile Press Register, aren't thinking of words or
typewriters ¢r truth, because In front of you -~ on &
hospliiel bed - your bvest friend is dying. Dan Helson,
& teller in the local bank, a guy you'ws bowled with
and swam with and grew up with, is dying., An hour
bvefore, 3 men %214 up his bank and Dan Nelson tried
to stop them. HZe didn't get very far -- & bullst in
his chest ceviiy saw to that. AmduynisaGeorgesLoXs
&ﬂﬁﬁﬁﬂppﬂ?ﬂd*%ﬁ”@?ﬁ“fﬁ@ﬁ§%E¥?i¥6rﬁ?Bﬂrwp&pe#?#to#get
e Eg}&;.r—“hgighh&£$ﬁﬁ¥ﬂﬂﬁgunﬂm@@nﬁ&nﬁ&nﬂu?ﬁbe0&“39
thd:a:.-,ia-.,ynnrx.:.f;ri.en(lmn&&nwﬂemmﬁyiﬁg&oﬁ'?'azﬁr.bea._.in'-
front-of§oe®, .

GEORGE: (HUSHED TONE THROUGHOUT) You stopped them, Danny. You
did that,
DANNY: (WEAK, BUT WITH HUMOR) Mmm - but they stopped me, tco.
Tt's even-steven isn't it, George? P
L kd g s
GEORGE ¢ (GENTLY) TLet me talk, Danny, just you (GESTURE FOR !
QUIET) =“wewwwir This is importent; let me tell you.

There were three of them. The bank cop shot one, he

dled on the sidewalk. {MORE)

ATHO1T OOBO?éS
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GEQRGE:
{CONT}

DANNY:

GEORGE:

DAY :
GEQRGE:

DANNY:
GEORCE:
DANNY:
GEORGE

DANNY:

GEQRGE:

e r——— -

-5

orsini, the bilg one - the one who shot you -~ they
¢aught him. He'll burn, sure. And the 1ittle rat,
Jenkins, the iookout - they pot him, too. He'll get
the chair or life at least. (GENTLY) You did that,
¥id. Without you they would have got awvay.

(8AME) 1It's & good story for you, George.

Shh, Save your strength. PThey're going to give you

& transfusion and - (ONRPITYREENSY hey I almost forgot
I got you some licorice, you know that long kind you
1ike, I got it right here and --

You better est it, Georgle., I don't feel_like -

Not now, okay - but save 1t - Here It11 leave it on

the table and --

Quit it, George. I don't fool that easy. How's my ma?
She's okey. Sze's sitting outside. You want me to -

(INTERRUPTS) Ho. George, do me & favor will you?

~ Bure, kid.
04!

Don't let them put in an obltuary - (GEO: Svorred)
or anything like that. Just a line if they got to
print something - and - T don't wani to make people
unheppy vy --

Danny, cut 1t out. What are you talking about - erazy

words like - (3T0?8) Danny. Danny. (HUSHED) Danny.

RTKOT BGRQ/BE



NARRATOR:

GEORGE:

NARRATOR:

PETE

GEORGE:

-6-
He's dead, the k1d you swam with and bowled with and
loved like & brother and there is no obituary because
you respect nis last words. But there are other words
to be writtan and you write them, There are the bitter
words of condemration for Orsini, the robber who shot
and killed Den Nelson - the demand for the death
sentence, There aya violent phrases that you write
ebout the lookout,lD&ve Jenkins - the one who stood
outside and kept the getaway cer ready. You blast
with your typewriter, you say what i3 in your heart.
And with great satlsfactlon six months later you vrite
the words....

{HARD BITING TYPEWRITER FOR A FEV WCORDS3, THEN: )
The state tcdey condemned to death in the electric
chalr Vincent Orsinl, mupdever of Daniel NHelson. The
other acecomplice in the murder, David Jenlkins, weas

sentenced to life imprisonment.

You, George Cox, c¢lose the bliter chaopter because
there isn't anything else you can .do, Dan's dead,
Orsini's deed, Jenkins in for life, There's no more
o do -- and though you think you've burled the paln,
six ye&ré later, you realize you haven't -- because
5ix years later ...
(A TELETYPE MACHINE IN., THEN UNDER. AFIER
FIRST SPEECH, OUT.)
Wow. Hey - whet do you know! George...

(LITTLE OFF) Yes P@J’&

ATHOT 00B07B 7




GECRGE:

PETE:

GEORGE:

PETE:
GEQRGE:

CHAIRMAN:
NARRATOR

Come here -- this is -- this is for you -- on the
tape --

(LEERY OF IT) What is it, Pete -

tpavid Jenkins, sentenced to life Imprisonment for
écmplicity 1n the murder of Daniel Nelson, escaped
from the Alabans Siate Penitentiary."

Lemme see it. (PAUSE) "The escaped convict had
served six ysars of his sentence. Authorities are

in close pursuit, but have no eclues as to Jenkins'
vhereabouts." (DISGUST) Close pursuitl

Where are you solng?

(yI1LD) I'm gzoing oﬁt. I '™ gonne look, Pete -- It
golng to find Danny lielson's nurderey SREp=CTEE; "I
¥ﬂ&ﬁav&g&&mgitwﬁeaﬁaaﬁwhn#ﬁﬂa¢ard&y?msﬁadonLhﬁknowigh@:
LimsgotngiGionse ~-- but I'm going to find him, That

much I swear., I'm going to find him.

— e P e T T

Tt's very sasy to swear, lt's very easy to be bitter.
But it isn't so easy to do something about it. Tt is
not & simple metter to track down an escaped convict.
You find that out, George Cox, in the weeks and the
months and finally in the years that follow. You
learn the nollow sound of -the words --

Nothing new, George.

(WITHOUT & 8TC?) -- in the moutinof rowsaemioi-eeryin

4me state officials, You learn what the word dead in

dead end means and you try to bury panny Nelson in your

memory, And after 12 years of "nothing new” you make

your adjustment. You -- (INTERRUPTS HIMSELF) -- then..

ATHO1 OOBOPRA
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NARRATOR: then something happens and what has been buried is
alive egain, wnat hes been elosed is & gepplng, open,

throbbing wourds..

A e Y e e e S MRS R = e = e

(VERY SZRILL INSIBTENT TELEPHONE RINGING.

ANSWERED)

“GRORGE: {SLEEPY) Hello?

PETE: Gep - you slzsping?

GEORGE: Who 1is it?

PETE: Pete, at ﬁhe ceper, I had %o call you.

GEORGE: What hzppened?
That  Jeaking

PETE: Eher guglwho gscaped 12 years ago.

GEORGE: Whatd aBonT i §

PETE: They located Feniciisw H:fm 1

GECORGE Where?

PETE: Pennsyivenia. ITittle town celled Alnsville,

GECRGE: (VIOLENT) Threy got him - they geot him. Whet time is
it?

PETE: ' Fev minutes after three,

GEORGE: T'1] get the zhree-thirty to Philly. (NOT A GUESTION)

Okay with you, Pete,

PETE: Sure., T calleé you cause I figured you might want tc
handle this story yourselfl.

GEORGE: Thanks, Pete, Thanks a lot. ( ENORMOUS EMOTION) You
know something? I been dead for twelve years, Now I
feel aliveclqa}n '

]

(MUSIC: UP AND UNDER:}

P e e o = o T T e T T
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- NARRATOR: You've been 1livirg within yourself for 12 years, George
- Cox, mursing = bitter grudge and to you the name of
David Jeniins is an evil word, & curse, But what you
do nob know, what you cannct know, 1is that 1ife is more
complicated than your simple hate. For in the town
of Ainsville, Pannsylvania, there lives a man named
| David Jenkins - the accomplice at tie murder, the
’ escaped convizt. And at this moment a sheriff 1s .
g entering Jenkins! house to make an arrest, a sheriff
with & problex &s great as yours ... in some ways
greater ...
(DOCR BELL., IT IS CHIMES, DOOR OPENS )
AGNES: Weil, well, well, well, well -- good evenlng sheriff.,
I thought you were coming at elght. '
HUTCH1 (DOUR) I know, Aggie, I --
AGNES: Key, what'!s a metter? Sheriff got a bellyache? Why
don't you go down in-the cellar, Dave won'ft likxe 1t

because he's rnot ready for you, bubt go ahead anyhov.

HUTGH: Thanks, T will,

AGNES llow!s the baby?

HUTCH: A1l right. |

AGNES: Hey vhatls eaiing you, Huteh? No kidding.

EUTCH: I got to see Dave. |

AGNES: Qiey - but tell me later. (up PLEASANTLY} Wait'll

- you see what he's got down there ---

e HUTCH: I ¥esh,
(DOOR OPENS., STEPS DOWN TO A CELLAR)

ATHO1 0080730




DAVE:

HUTCH:
DAVE:

HUTCH:
DAVE:

EUTCH:
DAVE:
HUTCH:
DAVE:
HUTCH:
DAVE:

HUTCH:

DAVE:

-10-
(4 FAT JOVIAL LOVABLE GUY. AGE 34) Who's that? ey

you ean't come down here. Huteh, gzo on upstalrs -

you can't coms down yet, I ain't ready ---

I, uh --

I told you be cver nere at eight o'clock and you would
see o bowling elley that is & bowilng alley -- my
wateh says 7:30 and -- now go wan upstairs and when

I tell you come doWh.

(FLAT) Dave.

Did you aver sez such a dumb guy? No wonder they made
you sheriff -- 7:30 - 8 o'clock,lthat's 30 minutes.

Oy can't you %t=1ll time ---

Dave, cut it out. (SHARP)

( IKSTANTLY UWDSRSTANDING) You got something for me.
Yeah.

Extraditlion pazers.

Yeah.

The Mobile rotpery -- the killing -- ang -=

veah. Wny? Wny does 1% haveipo be & guy ilke you?
Wny does it have to be the e guy in town, the =--
Thanks, Hutch, only keep it doWwn. Aggle doesn't know
avout it. I should of told her, only I didnts, I'l1
tell her now, I guess I always kind of expected 1%,
only after 12 years you, you get to forgetting that
it's got to hmppen sooher or later. S¢ -- let me go
up and tell her my way and -- Gee, I guess we won't
get to use this nev bowling alley after all., And
after all the fun I thought we were gonna have, A

shame, Hutch, isn't 1t?

RTHO1 GOB0P91
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. (MUSIC:_ _ . _ UP_GENTLY AWD UNDER.. BACK TO 0OX:  UNDER)
MARRATOR: You don't knew Deve Jenkins, George Cox - hels only
& pame, an evil name in your vocabulary. And that
sarme evening you drive up to his house in Ainsville,
a neat nouse with flowers around it and you g¢ in. You

wall inte a room where & 1ove1f looking woman, his

wife, is sittlngz - broken, and where a gheriff averts

hEe .
his eyesja# the three of you listen to Dave Jenkins

saylng goodbye to als son‘in the next room,

DANB: (;;@gggneFyqnwénqmnmgﬁﬂ5ww0kay?ﬁgﬁﬁyéﬁuQ$Q;£::;;2E£:§ )
IO A o

AGNES: 1£111 teke cpout 5 minutes, sheriff.-

HUTCH: okBY,

GEORGE: Cigarette? Sheriff? (MO ANSWER) Mps, Jenkins?

AGNES: a?;’thank ‘jou, Mr. de. I \755,;/) Jberff-;n-aS-:-{:'r-.g, is meLr

DAVE: t (SAME) (GREAT LOVE FOR THE KID}? So you're in that

cave, Joey and there's just yom and the light and that
1ittle music - you remember? (SINGS: A SNATCH FROM
MouREE BLIND MICE") And then - what? the light goes
6n end where ere you? In a room and it's llke nothing
sou ever saw tefore - tecause therels the three blind
mice playing on the floor, and on the table Pinnocchlo
is sitting and his nose 1is oh, very, very, very long -
and behind him is Robin Hood and he's got a bov and
arrow end they all stop, the mice and Pinnoccnlc and
Robin Hood apd they say: "Hello Joey Jenkins - how
ere you?" And then - (because this bas to be short,
Joey) the light goes down and it becomes very tiny
and therels just you and the little light left -- and

there you are back from your trip - back in your own bed
{MORE)
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NARRATOR: And you look ev this corfortable men, this large man
whols neme is Deve Jenkins and somehow itls not the
same as you sxpacted. He's not hateful. He's & man
with wa;mth eré & smile and -- an ldea comes into
your mind. Is T justice to take this men back? Are
you &0 sure of Four hate? Is it right for him to go
pack and spent the rest of his natural iife for the

- cpime he commitied? Is it? Ave you sure? And you
£ind you ars split in half; George Cox, bécause this
man in frons of you --- rhis purderer's sccemplice -
hels & nice guy, he's a fine, good guy --- and you
vant to nelr nim, That's right: that bhard oitter
sore is dossolving and instesd vou want to do something
for the man wio was an eccomplice in the deatn of your
best friend.

(MUSIG:_ _ _ _ UP.TO FAG)

CHAFPPELL: We will be zezi in just & moment with tonight's BIG
STORY. But Jirst a word from Cy Harrice ...

(MIDDLE COMMEICIAL)

1
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discovered the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL -

For PELL MELL'S groater length of traditionally fine,

finer cigarette - gives you that smoothness, mildness

The lgnger, Iiner gigarette in the distinguished réd
package., PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES toutstandingt"

HARRICE: Ladies and gentlemen, have you noticed how many of
your friends nave changed to PELL MELL? They've

CHAPPELL: Good to look zt ..

HARRICE: Good to feel 4.

CHAPPELL: Good to taste ...

HARRICE: And good to szoke.

CHAPPELL: Yes, there's cre cigarette that's really
"Outstanding!" - really mild - PELL MELL!

HARRICE: When you pick up a PELL MELL, you can see the
difference - you can feel the difference, Ahd whan
you smoke a PELL MELL, you can taste the differsnce.

CHAPPELL:
mellow tovacces filters the smoke of this longer,
and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

VIBRAPHONE; BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG ... BONG!

HARRICE: 0f all America's leading cigarettes; only one 1is
"outstandingl" - only one is "Outstandingti®

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE: And - they are milgdl
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WARRATOR:

GEORGE :
HUTCH:
GEORGE :

-15-

And now oteck to your narrator Bob Sloane and the Blg
Stary of George Cox as he lived it and wrote ;t....
Itts only & mozent since that new fesling took
possession of jou, George Cox, raporter for the Moblle,
Alabama Press Reglstér - just & moment, but it s done
something to your face and to your insides. What was
a tignt ball of hate and bittemess before has glven
way to & kind of urderstanding and sympathy. What did
1t? A& lot of things - you're not suré - this neat
house, thls swest wife, & kid in the bedroom, the sad
face of the sheriff whose Job it 1s to arrsst Dave
Jenkins - and the man nimself, the man who escapsd from
prison 12 years &go; his big, easy, frisndly body .

So you 28K ...

Sheriff, we got & few minutes?

Sure Mr. Cox.

Could we sit down end - could I heer Dave's version -

now 1t happened and -- I mean if you want to talk,

Mr, Jenkins.

ATHKO1 00BQFA35
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NARRATOR: {OVER DAVE) You listen to the story from the beginning.
How it started, now 1t developed, how it happened -- and
"xou fesl-like.writlng, vou.feel: likentalling. people that
this 1s & good zen erd he's changed and Lf e did
something wrong he's paid for it and it's wrong to make
him pay for 1Lt agéfﬁ‘mkggg begin by nodding and you end
by smiling end shakifig hisQ%HnQM:nd seylng....
Q@ﬁﬁﬁh Dave, I'mfgo*ng back and write tﬁkﬁﬁatory -~ okay?
Bl SU%Bi”MF%ﬂQOxaﬁnﬁﬂ$¥ﬁ&%¥0umﬁﬂﬁwi$»hﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂr133m%$ﬁg
TGRORGE- st riGeroTger,

{MUSIC; UNDER: _«_+_-)

NARRATCR} You go back end you take out your typswrlter and you
take out your respect for words and for truth and you
begin -- And Lt flows, the stories flow ... Deceuse
tnstead of hate now and bltterness you've got
something to write ... the story of a man that peopls
ought to know. You bteglin ...

(TYFPEWRITING IN WITH)

(WSIc: _ _ _ A SPATEWENT QP TYPING IN_MUSIC. (USED_LATER INSTEAD_
OF THE_TYFING FOR BRIDGES AND UNDER NARRATIONS ._._.)
GECRCE: I think Devid Jenkins should be perdoned. I think it

is injustice to bring David Jenkina back to Alabama

to sepve the rest of his natural life in jall, He

began 1ife with two strikes ageinst him ... (fﬁDE) .

in a slum in Mobile .., with e mother &and no father =-
(DOOR SLAM}) |

crenn MOM: (ANG.HY) Dave, Where you been?

ATXOT 0O0BG/%6
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DAVE ; (15) Out.
MOM: Where you been? With that Orsini. I told you stay
gwaey from hiz.

DAVE: He gave me Ssupper, ma . Did you give me supper? Well

Orsini gave re suppet.

MOBM: You stay awey from that crook or --
DAVE: Or what? He geve me supperl,A ¥%ﬁ{?oyu N a2 e Laer it
GEQRGE: (AFTER PAUSE) Orsini gave Dave Jenkins more than

supper . He gave nlm a chance . Vincent Orsini, crook,
gave nim hils b.g chance...
ORSIWI: Ritchle and I go in the benk. You stay outside. On

the wateh and keep the car going. Understand?

DAVE ¢ (BaMm AGE. HaZV [OW)  Sure, Vince, T understand ---
ORSINI: And If a cop comes, you Know vhat to d4o.
" DAVE : (SAME EAZE) Sure, Vince. Aintt I got & gun?
ORSINI: Awright - shut ud and keep your eyes Opell.

(A PAUSE)
GEORGE: Vincent Orsinil geve Dave Jenkins more than bis Ddig
chance, mors even than supper -- he geve him drugs

too so that nis young mind would not know what was
Pt

going on. And that vas his Rl 1n the robbery,
grrt
that was his compriebby in the murder.
(MWUSIC: _ _ - TyE TYFEWRITZR_THEME_AND_UNDER;)_
NARRATOR: vou write that story, George ox, and get i1t out on
{Nobile Vress H—i’q::-ﬁ-
the front page of the pape®. And 1t ‘vegins to bring

reople to your point of view. A few letters como
into the Governor -- but you know that'!s not enough, 80
you write some more stories., You go 1lnto the later 1life

. of Deve idenkins who after serving aix years in prilson

N escaped .

ATKO1 00BOAYY



GEQRGE:

DAVE ¢

BANKER:

DAVE ¢

BANKER ¢

DAVE :
AGGIE :
DAVE:

AGGIE:
DAVE:

AGGIE:

DAVE :

AGGIE:

-18-
(THR TYPING IN. UNDER: )

David Jenkins, escaped convict, settled in Ainsville,
Pennsylvanlie, And at the age of 22 he started a nev
life ...
(NICE, FRIENDLY, BIG) Morning, sir - like to get me
a job.
Mmm? What cen vou do?
tBout anythirg there is. Clean up, maybe help glnk
s well - oil w21l or something llke thet. Got big
hends. OGot a lot of room on them to get dirty.

(LAUGHS) You nave at that. Okay son, you got & job.

—_— e et = - —

They liked him there ard he mede out well -- got Lo
running e good business, got to spending evenlngs &t
the Ainsville Zowling elley ...

(& BOWL THROWN. PIN3 SCATTER)
Hey, strike! Look &t her.

What's that?

Nothing, I -- just admiring you, Miss -- if I could
tarow & striks like that I'd De -- Itd be & happy guy.
Big guy like Fou -- cant't you bowl?

Wall, I vowl tut -- Dot like that.

Take off your coat, get some shoes on and -- what's

your name?

Dave Jenklns,

Asggle's my name. Well, don't stand there looking -- get
your shoes., Itll give you a lesson.

(PAUSE)

RTKOT 00BOP3B




-19-
GEORGE: She 1lked him too, Agnes Ringe - and & year later thay
wepe marrisd ard sbout the only thing that was wrong

with theilr merrisd life, as Dave sald:

DAVE: Aggle, Jjust once -- let me beet you bowling, will ya?
Just once -

(MUSIC: _ _ _ SWEET AND UNDER:)

NARRATOR: You keep writing those stories, George, the- way Davs

 told them to you. About the birth of Joey and about

the 1lttls howuss he bought and the flowers planted and
about his Prisndship with Huteh, the local sheriff,
and ebout whet the local benker said....

BANKER: Dave? If Dave was to come } ,here oW, Mister, !iqié?q

apsu e el Y.

efter what you told mes|\-- I'd lend him $5000 on the
strengtn of hls word.

NARRATOR: You writz th=t, too, on the front page and mwore letters
come in to the Governor, more understending ls created,
more people fessl like you feel., And then you go to

cee the chalirmen of the Farole Board....

CHAIRMAN: Yes, we've pveed your pleces, Mr. Cox - good pleces.
GEORGE: Thanks, Mr. Bcrden.
CHATIR: But the law's the law. Thls man escaped from prison,

David Jenkins wes convigted and sentenced to 1ife. The
jury didn't do that lightly = no jury sends a man up for
1ife lightly.

GEORGE : He was & kid - 15 - drugged and --

CHAIR: He was 22 when he escaped from jaill.

RO s i RO W 341 DRO S Gasdkiarr
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BIG STORY , 5/26/48 -20 & 21- REVISED

GEORGE &

CEAIR:

(MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

CHAIR:

Suppose I - if I went to - the Nelsons - Dan Nelscn's
femily, the kid ¥hc was killed in the bank apd explained &und

they -- 1 have no right to ask this - but if they sald 1t

-was okay?

I can't promise anything. Not a thing. Speaking for wmyself,
as one member of the Parole Board, & statement from Nelscn's
fawily would mean 2 good deal.

You get the stetezant from the family of Dan Nelson and

you print that iz the paper too and you take the originel

to the Parole Board, and you listen as the chairman s2YS....
That letter from Mrs.¥elson, I wouldn't be & human belng,
Cox, if I wasu't moved by it -- but -- thera's a jury,

there!s the decisicn of 2 jury to consilder.

NARRATOR :

GEOROE &
CHAIR:
GEQRGE ;

So you poll the jury -- 12 good men and Women, tried and
true and in each csse they say the same words... I'm for
parcle. I'm for clesmency. I'm for a full pardon. And you
take 1t &1l - the stories, the life, the Nelson's words, ihe
picture of Dave Jenkins! kid and the feelings you have
about Dave Jznkins end you mould them ioto stories. Every
day you write another human story and the letters to the
governor grow, end the letters to the FParclse Boayrd wmount
until, ...,

{PRONE. IS ANSWERED)
Cox spesking ---
(F} This is Mr. Borden speeklng =-----=
(TENSE) Yes, Mr. Borden «-==--

ARTHKGT 00BOBQY



CHALR:

GEORGE:
CHAIR:
GRORGE:
CHAIR:

o — e —

MARRATOR:

DAVE:

T e e

(¢ The Governor's recomrended extradition of Jenkins,

_op-

Bes ~ oxtradition and pardon.

Yes, slr ---

And the Board - well the Board agress.

Thank you, sir.

We thought -~ no one knows thislyet, Cox - we thought -
you run up Lo the prison and -- you tell him, George .
You cell Jenkins! wife and his friend Hutch, the sherlf?
and his son erd the four of you go OVer to the prlson

where Dave Jenkins 1s waiting. And words arsn't

neceasary - there's nothing to say. You find yoursal?l
shaking hards +ith & man you like as rmich as you 1liked
Dermy Melson, 4&nd you find the bitterness 1s gone,
foraver - and in its place & rensved telief in truth
and justice erd the power of ﬁords and in the
friendship of human belngs. And your friend Dave
Jenkins says ---

George, you went to go bowling? Maybe betwsen us - We
can lick my wife one gams.,

UP TO TAG . . )

In just & moment we will read you & telegram froum
George Cox of She Moblle FPress Register with the flinel
outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIC STORY

PROGRAM #61
CLUSING COMMERCIAL
VIBRAPHONE; BONG, 3CNG. 30NG, BONG ... BONG!
CHAPPELL: 0f a1l America's leading ciparettes, only gne is

Noutstandinel! - only one is "Dutstandingl" ~ the

longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package. PELL MELLY Good to look 2t ...

HARRICE: Good to Izel a4

CHAFPELL® Good to tas%te ...

HARRICE: And gocd to sncke.,

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELLS are good %o logk at - good to feel -

good to tasts - and good to smoke! Remember -

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"

HARRICE: Apnd - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you thaet telegram from George Cox of the
Mobile Press Reglster.

COX: Frasd the dar tefore Thanksgiving Jenkins expressed his
thanks in & latter to the Press Reglster, which sald in
part, "It is izpossible for me to express in words my
eppracletion for all the nice things you have said and
done. This is my finest Thanksgiving." Yrrrewwerryy
Tahders LamIEAR I rerevetting T TY DETEST Provr-the =3
GOVETH®. Jenrins wes welcomed beck to hils town end took
his own plsce in the communlty. Meny thanks for
tonightts PELL MELL Award.

CHAPFELL: Thant you Mr. Tox. The makers of FeLL MELL FAMOU3
CIGARETTES eye proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL 3500 award for notabls service 1n ths fileld
of journsllsm,

HARRICE: listen sgain next week, same time, same statlon, when
PELEL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present ancother BIG
STORY - 4 BIG STCORY from the front pages of the
Washington Times Herald; by-line ---Ray Helgesen.

A Big Story abcut & gengster who wouldn't talk and &
newspaperman Wwho ...
(MACHINE GUN)

HARRICE: ...couldn't talk.

- e - = A = =

RTHO1 QOLORO3I



CHAPFELL:

CHAPFELL:

ANNCR:

inge
- 5/10/48 am

w25
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, wilth
music by Vladizir Selinsky.- Tonlght 's program wes
written by Arnold Perl. Your nerrator was Bob Sloane,

and 1{?9 leommpdd N _played the pert of George

Gox. In order to protect the hames of people actuelly
involved in torignt's suthentic BIG STORY the names of
all charécters 10 the dramatization were changed with the
exception of taa reporter, Mr. Cox.

This is Frasst Shappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MRLL FANMCTS CIGARETTES.

This <s EFZ... THE NATION BROADCASTING GOMFANY .
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) .

: 30 PM JUNE 2, 1948 " WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL:

o LOVIE:

VIC:
= LOUIE:
VIC:
LOUIE:
ViG:
LOUTIE:
e VIG:
LOUIE:

CHAPPELL:

FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ,.THE BIG STORY !

(A CAR FROM OFF, COMES ON TOWARD)
(GLOSE, A THUG) Car coming, Vic!
(3aME) I got eyes, I got eyes!
Slowin' down ..

(CAR SLOWS T0 IDLE, OFF)
Driver gettin! out --
Walt -- stay behind the tres.
Hs's lookin' in the mall box. {PAUSE) That him?
¥Yeah -- I think so,
You sure?
Yeah, yaﬁh = I'm sure., Glve 1t to him.
Wow? -
Naw!

(MACHINE GUN FIRE INTO)

THE BIG STORY ~- Hevre is Americe - {t's sound and its
fury -- its joy and 1ts. sorrow -- as Taithfully
reported by the men and women of the great American
nevspapers. (PAUSE) (COLD AND FLAT) Washington,D.C.:
From the pages of the Washington Times-Herald, the
exclting story of & reporter who risked his 1life to
prove that murder is a big mistake. Tonight, to Ray
Helgesen of the Washington Times-Herald goes the FELL
VELL Avard for the BIG SIORY, -

FANFARE: )

[ e et
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THE BIG STORY
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OPENING COMMERCIAL

BONG ., BONG. BONG, BONG ... BONG:

s CHAPPELL:
------ HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
] HARRICE:
. CHAPPELL
e HARRICE!

of all America's leading cigarettes only one 1is i
toutstandingl” ~ only one is toutstandingi® = the ' ;

longer, finer.cigarette in the distinguished red

package = PELL MBLL!
Ladies and gentlemen, have you notlced how many of your
friends have changed to PELL MELL? They've discovered

the longer, finer clgarette, PELL MELL!

Good to lock at ...
Good to feel s

Good to taste sse

And good to smoke.

Ies; thereis one cigarette thatt!s really "Outstandingl’-
really mild - PELL MELL, For PELL MELL'S greater

EEEEEE of traditionally fine; nellow tobaccos filters
the smoke of this longer, finer cigarette - gives you E

that smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.

Remember - of all America's leading cigarettes; only one
is "Ouistendingl" - only one is "Outstandingi"

The longer; finer cigarette in the dist;nguished red
packages PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTESI aes _"Mﬁnﬂmf’"

And - they are mildl

s . L r L mo g e et
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et CHAFPELL:

IR )

HELGESEN ;
T GEORGIE:
HELGESEN :

COP:

e GEORGIE:
CoP:

HELGESEN :
o GEQORGIE:

e COP:

GEORGIE=:
HELGESEN :

——— GEQRGIE:

NARRATOR:

-3-

story as he lived it -- Washington, D.C.
{THE EIGH HUM OF A RADIC ON POLICE FREQUENCY,
MAINTATN A BIT THEN FADE UNDER)
The redio on the eity desk of the Washington Times-Herald
is tuned - as usual --to the police freguency, and you,
Ray Helgesen, ¢ity editor, have your feet on the desk...
28 usual, this time of the morning; three thirty a.m.
The press is rolling on the final.,. 1%'s tho tag-end
of a dull night, and & couple of the fellows are still
hanging around, talking -- as usual -- shop. You call--
Why don't you guys knock off?
We're trylng to work up some poker. Want 1n?
Naeh. Tonight I'm gonna get some sleap.
(POLICE RADIO HUM INTERRUPTED)
(FILTER THROUGHOUT) Attention, all cars. Attentlon,
ell cars.
You think,
A shooting has occurred -- over the Maryland line --
Takoms Park. That ts all -- at present,
Anybody going over that way like to checi on that?
Funny how deaf I get after three a.m.

Correction. That is all -

A homicide has occurred,
at present. '

Funny hov I get my hearing back, Homiclde.

Okay, Georgie. Cet started. Jlmmy -- g0 with him.
Takdma Park, How fast can you meke 1t?

Ray -- we're therel

ARTHO1 00608083




HELGESEN :
GEORGIE:
HELGESEN:
GEORGIE:

HELGESEN:
GEORGIE:
HELGESEN:
GECRGIE:

HELGESEN:
GECRGIE:

HELGESEN:

GEORGIE:

HELGESEN:
GEORGIE:

GECRGIE:

HELGESEN:

40,000 coples,

e i i b R R g N MR T T

g

(PHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UP)
City desk.
(FILTER THROUGHOUT) George Weters, Ray.
What've you got, Gecrgle?
Well, you know how they yell "Stop the Press!" on the
radic progrems?
Yeah, 30 what?
You better cleen your throat and give o yell.
Why?
Bacause the guy who just got bumped off was a

nawspapermni,

What papenr?

~ OQurs. -

{A CAR PULLS UP, STOPS, ITS DOOR OPENS AND SLAMS)
Qkay, Georgle, I vreplated and made your story in
Anything new out here?
I kind of thought you'd be ocut here. Who's handling
the desk?
Give.

Where I am ~- that's the desk. Ccome on.

It's this way. There weren't any witnesses, but the law
makes it out like this, Ray. C'Mere.

(A FEW PAIRED FOQTSTEPS)
3ee a1l the daad matches under this big tree. Some,
new some old, some rotted?

Gotchs.

et el e T e i e T~

p—— Ll s ot H A Mty e 3
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GEORGIE:

HELGESEN:
GEORGIE :
HELGESEN :

GEQORGIE:

HELGESEN:

GEORGIE:
HELGE SEN ;
GEORGIE:
HELGESEN:

GEORGIE:
HELGESEN :
GEORGIE:
HELGESEN :

cY:
HELGESEN:
CY:

-5..
Two thugs. Walting under this tree, Night after
night. Tonlght ~- CGarland W. Brown, Takoma Park
distributor of ocur paper -- pulls up in his car,

He gets out to put a paper in the mailbox -- (HE

%) Curtains.

o
Whose house is that, all f;oodlighted?
That's the angle, Ray. Know who lives there?
President of the light and powsy company.
Nops, Books Gzllagher. Mobster, muscleman, gembler,
Big-time. Know what I think?

Yeah.

I ¥now winat you think, You thlak the guy they

intended to rub off the map was Callagher. And you
know what I think?
No.

I think you're right. And you know vhat else I think?
No,

(HARD) I think you're & lousy reporter. (SORE) Where's
the interview with Books? Why arentt you in there with
4o photographert

Because Books won't talk.

Who says so?

A gorills vwith & forty-five, that's who.

He'll talk. Walt for me.

(FOOTSTEPS ON GRAVEL fHEN ON PORCH. KNOGKING ON
DOOR, IT FINALLY OPENS)
We don't want none,

I want to talk to Books,

He ain't talkin! bo reporters.

ATXKAT CORQOBTI
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HELGESEN:

cY:

BOOKS:

HELGESEN:

BOOKS:

HELGESEN :

BOQKS:

HELGESEN:

BOOKS:

HELGESEN:

BOOKS;

HELGESEN:
BOOKS:

HELGESEN:

m e wtewdansadie Rt mEpLe mas TR

-6~
Tell him this isn't a reporter. Tell him this is the
top man. It was one of our men who got killed. This
1s more importent than any other job to my paper.
(PAUSE) Tell him the city editor of the Times-Herald
is here. And smart peoble don't keep city edlitors
waiting at the kitchen door.
I said he ain't --
(OFF) Did the gentleman say clty editor?
The gentleman soid city edlior.
I apologize for my_cohort's overenthuslastic
guardisnship. Come in, Mr. --
Relgesen. Ray Helgesen,
In esctuslity, the city editor?
I am.

(DOOR SHUTS)

Unfortunate sccldent, the -- obliterating of one of
your co-journzlists. You have my sympathles.
T don't want your sympathy, Books, I went wgziﬁzi?ﬂ

Peritr
know. And you know it was an accldent ¥ '

BiEpeept .

Whose racket &pe you trying to muscle in on? Gilve.

Come on, Books --who's trying to get you?

Mr. Helgesen, are you femiliar with the peculiar mores
of what your journal is fond of referring to as gangdom?
I know thugs, 1f that's what you mean.
Are you acqualinted with our reluctance to reveal the
intricacises of our intergroup rivalrles?
If you mean you don't sgueal on each other--1'm not
buying any of that, Books,

{MORE )

TP NS LTt h :
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HELGESEN: “/We don't care how many of your own kind you kill --

(CONTD)
e but you can't go around shooting down innocent people--
’ ospecially when they!re newspaper people., 3o -- glve.
T tell you -- give.
) BOOKS: Mr. Helgesen -~ do you like books?

_!__ HELGESEN:- What's that got to do with the price of goldfish?

- BOOKS: I am particulsrly fond of books, Mr., Helgesen. In my
library -- inside =~~ I have many fine sditions. One,
in particular, you would enjoy. A limited edition of
James Joyce's Ulysses, illustrated by Henry Metlsse,

| Treguhomen - -
- HELGESEN: What are you pulling on me, Books?
BOOKS: (S0FT) Bocks. Another is --
o HELGESEN: {SORE)} All right, all »right -- you collect firat
edltions! So what?
) BOOKS : I value my collection highly. So highly, I even protect
them sgainst ~-- %nsects.
. HELGESEN:  Insects. (PAUSE) iss.  (PAUSE) Bugs.f?a
- BOOKS:  As vitness the thick screening in tais kitchen.
HELGESEN: (STILL WORKING ON IT) Bugs. Am I wrong -- or 1s that
- kind of sereening called - bugging the windows --
’h agalinst ‘bomba? '
— BOOKS: An edmirable weewewmwes Mr, Helgesen. I did not,
o hovever, tell you. But shell we teke a little look 1nto

— my garage? Right hers. Convenient.

T (SLIDING DOOR OPENS)

::; BOOKS: (LIGHT ECHO) My limoustine, Mr. Helgesen. What remains
- Cof 1it.
mees'  HELGESEN: Bomb?

ATHOT 0060813




BOOKS:

HELGESEN :

BOOKS:

HELGEBEN:
BOOKS;

BOOKS:
HELGESEN :
BOOKS;

HELGESEN :
_ GEORGIE

HELGESEN:

GBURGIE:
HELGESEN :

8.
As you ses, 1t demolished the engine and the roof
irmedlately above 1t.
HE WHISTLES IN AMAZE.
My wife, Mr. Helgesen, and my child were seated beslde
me, when that infexnal machine detonated. It was but
& miracle they wera sa#ed.
Mind if T look cround?
You gre pesriectly welcoms to use d—&%/;om in my housse to
conduct your reportorial Investigetion., I, myselfl,
have had o surlfilsncy.

{SLIDING DOOR OPENS)
Mr. Helgesen --
(A LITTLE OFF) Yeah?
You wouldn't think an insect could have a sting thot
was dynamite -- or would you?

{ SLIDING DOOR OPENS)

Georgle --

Yeah?

Go back to the p{g Tell the publisher I'm golng to
ﬁ%;;; btl, .

operatﬁA an to throw everything behind this =« =

throv some weight arounthhe FBI. Got o dynamite '

speclialist over here.

Like you say, Ray.

And the rest of the staff -- everybedy outslde -~

except one guy to answer phonos -- sverybody on the

L~
- street,Clubs, dives, bars, police,.fences -- every

sourcefﬁ:bheck on whether Books Gallagher has tangled

lately wlth Duggan.

RTXO1 000814
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GEORGIE:
HELGESEN

KINGEY:

HELGESEN:

KINZEY:

HELSESEN:

KINSEY:

HELGESEN;

KINSEY:

HELGESEN :

KINSEY:

HELGESEN :
KINSEY:

HELGESEN:

T e A

A 4 . L T

_9_
The guy who calils himself the Mayor of Washington?

Yeah. Duggen., Eggg Duggani
_HLT_AND_OUT)

(ON FILTER) Mr. Helgesen?
Yeah?

Thia is the FBI.
Good,
Your office told me you've been making your headquorters

at Books Gallngher's house.

Yeah., I've been living here since the killing. What've
you found out?
Well -- it wesn't a miracle he wosn'’t blown up., Just

sloppy bomb-pleniing.

Make with tﬁe explanation.

Well - Books drove his car into the garage and turned

the motor off, leaving the third e¢ylinder in firing

positicn.

Gotchae. Cylinder three.

The bomb~fixers wired one stéck of dynomlte to that
Al

¢ylinder -- and anothefﬁto cylinder number two. When he

started the car, numover three went off first -- and the

P N

e e

i

blest tore cut the wlres sttached to number two. That
Prevented the bomb under the seat from going off. All
rlght. Mr. Helgesen?

All right enough for Page One, next edition.
HLT_AND_FADE FOR)

{PHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED Uﬁ)
City desk, |
RTKQ1 QOs0B1S
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MRS BROWN:

HELGESEN

MRS. BROWN:

HELGESEN:
MRS BROWN:

HELGESEN:

GEORGIE;
HELGESEN :
GEORGIE

HELGESEN:
GEORGIE:
HELGESEN:
GEORGIE:

CHAPPELL;

-.10..
{PFILTER) Mr. Helgesen - this is Molly Brown - Garland
Brown's wife,
Yos, Mrs.Brown, The paper's doing all 1t can to find
the men who mupdered your husband, Personally, I --
(FILTER) That's just it, Mr. HelgeZsen. Could you come
over here right away?
Well, sure, but --
(FILTER) Pleese, Mr. Helgesen -- before you print another
word.

I'1ll be right over.
(PHONE HUNG UP)

_— e T e T, B S e T Y Y e e e T e e T T

Which wey, Ray?
Straight out Connecticut, then across the Toft Bridge.
dkay. But dont't .look novw, wa're being talled.
{CAR STEPS UP)
We can't shake fem, Look in the glove compartment.
What for?
My gun. And meke it fast.
(EFFORT) Roy, I can't get it open! The compartment's

stuck!

— e P M Tl

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}
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THE BIG SIQRY
PROGRAM #62

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

It's the longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL. Yes, you've discovered the
longer, finer cigarette. PELL MELL! Good to look at .,

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke of this longer, finer
cigarette - gives you that smoothness, mildness and

The longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
package, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETITES »0MMOutstandingt!

VIBRAPHONE: __ BONG, BONG. BONG, BONG .i, BONG!

CHAPPELL: Of 211 America's leading cigarettes only one 1s
Moutstandingl" - only one 1s "Outstandipsl"

HARRICE:.
red package, PELL MELL!

CHAFPELL: Look at a PELL MELL! )

HARRICE: It looks goodl

CHAPPELL: Feel a PELL MBLL!

HARRICE: I{ feels good!

CHAPPELL: Taste a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It tastes good!

CHAPFELL: Smoke a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It smokes goodl

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE: Good to feel ...

CHAPPELL: Good to taste .ue

HARRICE: And good to smoke,

CHAPPELL:
satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

HARRICE! Of all America's leading cigarettes only one is
"gutstandingl" ~ only one 1s "Qutstandingl"

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Tt s e e e mmam et T e e A e e

Ang ~ they are mild}

ATKOT QO60DR17P
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(MUSIC:

A . —

HARRICE:

NARR:

GEORGIE:
HELGEBEN :
LOUIE:

HELGESEN:
IQUIE:

HELGESEN:
LCUIE:

GEORGIE:
HELGESEN:

COP:
HELGESEN :

COF:

HELGESEN:

-12-

(e by 7 ;«4,%40 vt 2.

you yourynarrator Bob Sloane, and THE
BTG STORY of Rey Helgesen as he lived it and wrote 1t.
You, Ray Helgessen of the Washington Times Herald, and your

reporter are on your way to the home of the murdsred

"newsman's wife -- When & too big, too black, Too fast

1imousine herds you over to.the curb on the Talt Street
Bridge. Two thugs get out and walk toward your car, hands
deep in pockets, as Georgis wrestles with the glove
compartment.. ..

{RATTLE OF COMPARTMENT)
Ray; I can't get it open. The compartment’s stuck.
It's too late anyway.
You'fe dern tootin' it's too late. Which ouns of you 1s
Helgesen?
Ma.
I got something to tell you.

(AUTO HORN OFF MIKE BLOWS A SIGNAL)
Your pals asre calling you. Say it fast.

s YT
I'1] ewtt you.fatze .

(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS AND CAR TAKES OFF FAST)

TH111 waltk.

How dy'e llke that!
I didn't I

ked liks cuzta} /
{ANGEHER can" WITH STREN PULLS UP AND STOPS)

(CALLING FROM OFF)} Havin' any troubls, Ray?

It's all over now.
_,ﬁ%updﬂﬁpéchfay¢
(CALLING) Spotted your low wamess license plata. m?«wg%

T B

Good thing you came when you did.

Anything I can do for you now?

Yeah. Give us an escort, We nesd it!

RTXC1 G0e08B18
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HELGESEN:

- MR3 BROWN:

HELGESEN:

MRS BROWN:

HELGESEN:

MRS BROWN:

HEIGESEN:

MRS BROWN:

HELGESEN:

HELGESEN:
ILOUIE:
HELGESEN:
LOUIE:
HELGESEN:
IOUIE:
HELGESEN:

MR3 BROWIN:

I e AT A TS e T T A T4 T ST s

LRy e P T

-13-

{CARS START AND SIREN BUILDS UP INTO)

All right, Mrs. Brown. What did you want to tell me?
Mr. Helgesen -- just befors I called you, I had a phone

call. Tt wes a men I didn't know. He offersed me ten

" thousand dollars --

What for? -
(IOW) Ten thousend dollars for myself end the children --
For vwhat?

(SAME) If I would get you ta -- lay off.

( PHO¥E RINGS AGAIN)

He sgid he'd call back. I'll -~
I'11 enswer it. And if it's him -- T!ll tell him the sams
thing T was going to tell you.
(PHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UP IN MID-RING FAST)
Hello!
{FILTER THROUGHOUT) Miz., Brown?
o, This is Ray Helgesen.
(F) Ahe,
sha what?
She tell you the deal?
She told ms.

ATKQT QOGRS




LOUIE:

- HELGESEN:

IOUIE:
HELGESEN:

LOUIE:

HELGESEN :

i LOVIE:

HELGESEN!
LOUIE:
HELGESEN:

GEORGIE:

HETGESEN:

GEORGIE:

-14-
What do you say?
I say no.
Eeng on.
He's probably talking to somebody. He -~

Helgesen.

*Yeah?

I got the word thero's éﬁﬁ grand in it for you 1if you lay
off.

The word from who?
Heh-hsh.

Okay; brother Heh-Heh. You tell your boss I'm not laying
off. Tell him there's a guard golng around this house
beginning as of pretty scon. Tell him even if he d4id
tuy me off and I quit the paper -- somebody else would
take up where T left off. And if he bought the whole
staff -- & whols new staff would keep after him, Tell
him that and tsell him good.

(PHONE IS SLAMMED DOWN)

—— e A — —

( TYrTITTIEe=wee, NEWSPAPER OFFICE PATTERN)
Good to have you back in the office instead of at Books!
place, Ray. Any ldesas?

I'm drained, Georgle., The publisher just had me over the

coals. How are you doing, she says. Fine, I says. Lots
of stories, I says. BStoriss, shs s3ays, I want the
murdersr -- she 8aya.
It's been thres weeks, Ray.

ATHO1
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HELGESEN: You're telling me. It's bsen three weeks! T can see the
handuriting on th2 wall -~ in the publisher's handwriting
-- if we don't dig up a killer. I cen see¢ an éd in
Editor & Publisher -- ity Editor wanted -- must be
one-third Philo Vencs, one-third Supermen, ons-third

"bloodhound. You got eny ldeas?

GEQRGIE: Nope. I've checked all the tips end stuff, and as far
as I can prove it 21l adds up to Buggs Duggen -

HELGESEN; You can prove! On papesr, you can prove! That's all! Go
on, Georgle write me encther rehash. T'11 think of
somsthing -- before the snow flles. I hope.

CIRCULAPION; (FILTER) Circuletion department.

HELGESEN: Circ, this is Ray Helgesen. <Can you send cne of your

greases monkeys over to my place? My car'!s been snowed in
six days and she wo.'t start.

CTRG: (F. ) You wanbt a mechanic, huh?

HELGESEN: But pronto.

CTIRC: (F} On ths way, Ray.

(TRAFFIC LIGHT IN BG EXT. PERSPECTIVE)

MRCHANIC: Okay. Try 1t now.

HELGESEN: Start it?

MECHANIC:  Yeah.

(GR;NDING OF ENGINE. BUT NO START)

MECHANIC: Nuts, I wes afraid of that. It's the ignition. How
doss this hood 11ft up?

HELGESEN: You have to knew the combination.

(HOOD IS LIFTEDR)

p— U IR SO
i b S P s S AT =TS it iy, et AT o A
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HEIGESEN: Thers y'are.
MECHANIC: Yeah. (PAUSE) Whet'd you do -- mske this lgnition setup
yourself?
) HELGESEN: Who —; me? Whaet do you mean?
- MECHANCI: Whet's all those wires? Looks like spaghetti. You got the
" number two cylinder hooked up with the ----
o ELGESEN: (A YRIL) DON'T TQUCH THAT!!!
MECHANIC: What's to yell?
HELGESEN: Follew thet wire. Follew it -- but don't touch it.
MECHANIC: Tt goes through the -- hey. It goes through ths daehboard
and comes out ---=
.~ WELGRSEN: Under the seat. (PAUSE) Brother, do you know a dynamite
getup when you sea one?
MECHANIC: No, siree!
HELGESEN: Well ~- you do now. (PAUSE} Saved by a snowstorm! { PAUSE)
And whaddya know! Iﬁstead of an obit == I make & story!
GEORGIE: Any ideas, Ray. It's been six months since they trisd to
blow you up.
HELGESEN : And eight since the killing. And belleve me - the
putlisher's getting that "how would he look writing obits"
——— : aye.
s GEORGIE: We've got Bugs Flugsred ~- hut no proof. MNe proof at all,
HELGESEN (BOILS RIGHT OVER AND ROARS) I KNOW WE HAVE NO PROOF!
LAY OFF ME, GEORGIE -- LAY CFF!

.4 (MUszC: _ _ HIT_ANGRILY AND FADE INTO)
— (BUZZER RINGS)
i

o
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HELGESEN:
OPERATOR:
HELGESEN:
OPERATOR:

HEIGESEN:.

GOERGIE :
T HELGESEN:

GEORGIE:

HELGESEN:
PUBLISHER:
HELGESEN:
FUBLISHER:
HELGESEN:
T PUBLISHER:

HEILGESEN:
PUBLISHER:

PURLISHER:

.gégﬂw,?

-17-
City desk,
(F) Mp. Helgesen -- the publisher would like to see you.
All right. As soon as --
(F) Now, Mr. Helgesen.
(CLICK)

.Georglel

Yep?
Take cver. Hers it comes.
The boss?
The boss. Nice knowing you.
(FOOTSTEFS ON WOOD - DOOR OPENS)
(A WOMAN) Mr. Helgesen, I sent for you because --
(DOCR CLOSES)
(AT THE END OF TETHER) I know. Because it has been eight
months since the murdsr of Gerland Brown ~- and I haven't
found the killer.
That'a correct.
May I poinﬁ out, before I plck up my pay check, that I'm
8 newspaperman, not a detective.

May I point out the fact that you haven't been discharged ~=

Yat, . .
_,aﬁn/z;zz2¢¢¢zyni:zzzgﬁﬁLgyﬁédﬁﬁveﬁiadx.
Seriocusly, Mr. Helgesen -- : with this

case?

Pamigaod libel sult -~ letlgﬁ?w~+'”u%ﬁs story on
Bugs. But you won't guMBle to back us up.

: ’”Limfﬁ.tha killers

In _.._:__“‘ i ail e practica lly kn .;":-._ "
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to have ths eﬁ%rreaaggl uence of this qgvap&p@?ﬁﬁt mJ
disposal. I want to d-- 24kl

HELGESEN:%?One.

PUBLISHER: What is 1it?

HELGESEN: Wall =--

PUBLISHER: And why haven't you suggested it beforse?

HELGESEN: {QUIET BURN) Because I was saving 1t as & last resort to
protoct -- you.

FUBLISHER: Me?

HELGESEN: Yes. {PAUSE) My idea is -- use the papexr to pressure the

cops into closing Gown every gambling house in the district.

PUBLISHER: What has that got to do with me?

HELGESEN: T ousaverBnrantyrrswionmrRond  LaManna is one of

PBugs Duggan's boys. You realize what that means. My

1dez is to meke it clesr its the paper that's responsibls
for closing down the joints. And my question is -- what
will LeMannal's boys do to your home with their firecrackers
if we close them down?

PUBLISHER: (AFTER A PAUSE) You msan -- Whgn we close them down.

wemsw  HELGESEN: I'm sorry. I misjudged you.

ATXGT QUROB24
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PUBLISHER:

HELCESEN:

PUBLISHER:

HELGESEN:

PUBLISHER:

HELGESEN:

PUBLISHER:

HEIGESEN:

(MusIc:

I fipure it this wey.

..]_9.. .

Torzet it. Now tell me what good ¥ willydo to close

down the joints?

LaManna's is the halfway house

between New York and Miami -- for the mobs, Somebody
who works at IaManna’s -- & stickman, a dealer, s gorille,
.8 driver -- somebody knows something about every crime in

the District --
And so =--

It's the catch—ail for the criminal info in these parts.
T think somebody who works for LaManns knows who kilied
Brown. B3omebedy. low -- if --

When.

When we closs it down -- that somebody is going t@aout
of work. He'll eat thick steaks for & month, two months,

Then he'll slip down to ham and eggs. Thea -- two three,

maybe four months later -- he'll be down to coffee &nd...
Then what?
Then -~ when he realizos the heat 1s on -- that he won't

get his job back until we get the name of the killer -~

he'll sing. Somebody at LaMamma's has & famlly. Hungry

kKids mean more than the gangsters code. Somebody'll sing!

IQUIE:

{MALE ADLIBS)

Okay, boys ~- pipe down. Eddie iaManna‘s got bad news for
us. Ho's closin' the place. The hest's on. He's got to
let us go ~- the paper's pressuring the law --and the lew is’
pressurin’ him. So he's closin' down. Just for a while--
(FAST) But don't any of you get any ideas abouﬁ.writin'

your initials onEEESZpubliaheris house with tommy-gunas.
Anybody else--okay,1Newspaperrpubliahers? Ixnay- You got it?

RTHXG1 0080825
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IDUIE:

LOUIE:
WAITER:

LOUIE:;

LOUIE:
WAITER:
LOUIE:

A e B A A g T SRR T T -

-20-
{AD LIB MURMURS OF ASSENT AND GRUMBLING)
Ckay. LaManna says knock off. But stick around town.
When the heet is off -- you're back on the job. Until
he calls you back you got plenty of sugar for a while,

s0 eat hearty.

_— T SR e —

{DISHES IN BG)
Waiter -- T want the filet mignon -- rare -- and heavy on
the mushrooms, eh?
Yesalr. The filet, rare. (WHISPER) I hear they closed
LaManna's. You out of a job, huh?
(WHISPER) Yesh. It's all right, I got a bundle. (LOUD)

Don't forget -~ heavy on the mushrooms.

(DISHES IN BG)
Let me have the uh -~ hem and eggs. The eggs over.
Two eggs over. (WHISPER) LaManna's open yet?
Not yet. The heat!s stil) on. (UP A BIT) French fries
on the side.
HIT AND FADE UNDER )

Vie -- can you let me have & C for a while?
A C? Ave you nuts? I ain't workin' either.
A fin, then, -- just a fin.

I can let you have & buck -- one rish!

HIT AND FADE UNDER

[ - =

Loulse.,

Yeaah, yeah.

ATHOT Q080826



WOMAN :
IQUIE:
WOMAN :
IOUTIE:
WOMAN ¢
LOUIE:
WOMAN :
LOUIE:

WOMAN «

IOUIE:
WOMAN :

LOUIE:
WOMAN ;

{MUSIC:

QPER:
HELGESEN:
OPER:
HELGESEN:

g o, 0 -21-

The siebdéq hungry.

Feed ‘'em.

With what?

Sshove at bottle of milk at 'im.

What milk? They cut off the dellvery yesterday.

.80 go to the store. Buy soms.

with what? {LONG PAUSE) Louie.
Lay off.
Louie ;— welre flat., Stony flat. You realize thate You
réalize vhat thaf means?
Lay off, lay off.
We've hocked everything -- thers's nothing left. (PAUSE)
Iouie -- the kid'!s hungry. Aund there's nothing left to
puy milk with. You can do anything you want with me,
Louie -- but I'm not gonna sit here and let you starve
the kid. (PAUSE) You know what I'm talking about.
(PAUSE) Loute -- you got to telk. ¥You got to go to the
cops and talk.
Sing, you mean.
What's mors important, Louie Q- Bugs Duggan or my btaeby?
{PAUSE) ILoute -- if you don't go to:the cops -~ I will.
So help me, if you don't -- I will!

{BUZZER RINGS)
Yes? '
(FILTER THROUGHOUT) This is Helgesen.
Yes, Mr. Helgesen.

(F) Let me talk to the Publisher.

ATHOT 0060827
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OPER: Just a minute.

HELGESEN: {F) I can wait. I weited a year and 8 helf. I can wait
& little longer.

(CLICK)
OISR X1 5, SIS Sike b S |
HELGESEN /. The Balfimofe Police just talked to one Louls North. .
{P%USE) He sang.

PUBLISHER: He what?

HELGESEN: He sang. North sang a song of murder, Implicating a
seven-man mob headsd by Bugs Duggan. Duggan and hls boys
were out to murder Books Gallagher, because Books was
trying to muscle in on Duggan's clubs. ¥ou can read the
rest of the story in the first edilbion. Me -~ if gyou
don't mind -~

PUBLISHER: Yes?

HELGESEN: ﬁe «~ I'm giving myself a vecabion,

FUBLISHER: With pay, Mr. Helgesen -- with pay.

CHAFPELL: In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Ray

Helgesen of the Washington Times~Herald with the final
outcome of tonight!s BIG STORY.
(M33IC: FANFARE)

e e = e e i —

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

—— i = T o
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

T HARRICE:

VTBRAPHONE:

THE BIG S8TORY
PROGRAM #62

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

BONG, BONG. BONG, BONG .., BONG!

0f a1l America's leading clgarettfes, enly one is

noutstanding\" - only one is "Outstandingl" - the
longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package, PELL MELL! Good %o look abt «se

Good to feel «ss

Good to taste eve

And good to smoke.

Yes, PELL MELLS are good to look at = good to feel ~

pood to taste - and good to smoke} Remember =

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "gutstandingi”
And - they are mild!l
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THE BIG STORY: & . o -
PROGRAM #02

CHAPPELL: And nnw we present our guest of the evening, Beatrice

Lubitz Cele, Editorial Directer of Movieland and

- " Screen Guide Magazines,

COLE: Thank ycu Mr, Chappell. It is a real pleasure for

’ me to be here and to present Bernard J, Prockter,

Producer of the BIG STORY, this special Screen Guide

Award for his intelligent employment in radlo of the

documentary technigue so successfully used in many

motion pictures such as The House on 92nd Street,

Boomerang and The Naked City. Ted De Corsia, wha
*

e & éﬁ
City, and who starredsin tonight's

was featurag as the vii&ainog wrestler in the Naked
M/a u it

L.

presentation 1s

el one of the many fine movie actors to appear on this

i program. The use of this exciting technique in

both motion pictures and radic lncreases the

popularity of both media.

- S ————P b sl - 5 :

R A
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PROGRAM #63
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RICKI

JACK

HELEN

KALEN

MRS . BEASLEY
JUDGE

DR. JORGENSON
JANITOR!S WIFE
MRS. TURNER
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AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
ALICE FROST
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BARBARA WEEKS
BOB SLOANE
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BARBARA WEEKS
ALICE FROST

ATHO1 00e0B3 1




=1 "B1G_STORY

)
" KR
Y JUNE_ G, 1948 WEDXESDAY

EME  FELL MSLL FAMCUS CICARETTES present...THE BIG BICRY!

2 (&Emu FAGTN, BUT SUBTLE. FLEASANT TO RICKY) %wsll,
= Meky, thet was very aice. Very nies indeed. You ¢id
ine.
- fioves ¥ER, ZUT IS REWTLDERED) (HE IS SIX} Yes, mother
Weack you.
j 3 Be you konovw what thils 1s, Ricky?
L 3 Yay, mothel, money.
L - J Bight. Aind do you know hov mueh?
. It's & lot, isn't it mother -~ a lot of money?
o & thousend céollevs, Ricky - thet's - uh - 20,000 ics
gpeaz cornes.
- 20,000!
|1 Apd 211 you have to do tomorrow 1s Just whet ycu did
tofay. Understand?
4 {EE DOESN'T) Yes, mether. ¢nly mother ---
3 Pun?
F Wiy do you tell people I'm & movie actor, poueEm, When
I'm not Nugstdeeaawew? Why do FOU tell them I was &

xtar 1n all those pictures when I mever Was -~ end whay--
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IRS. Wi (ANGRY..GROWING LCUDER) Shut up. People will hear you.
This is & hotel room, Just remember -~ nho watter what I
gay, it's the truth. (THREAT) Don't you ever ever forget
thet -- or so help me -- I'1l --

RICKY: . (QUAKING) Yes, mother, I understand, moweess I won't.
Never. Never. DNeverl

(MUSIC: _ _HITS_GOCD_AED EARD..THEN UNDER FOR:)

CHAPFELL: THE BIG STORY. EHere is America, 1ts sound. and its fury,
its joy and sorroW - &8 raithfully reported by the men end
women of the gresat American newspapers. (PAUSE . .THEN COLD
AND FLAT} TDenver, Colorado! Prom the pages of the Denver
Post, the moving story of & reporter who sesarched out and
found & boy who was loat to soclety. Tounight, to Jack
Frank of the Deover Coloredo Post goes the PELL MELL AWARD
for the Big Story.

(Music: FANFARE )

( COMMERCIAL)
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VIERAPHONE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #63
OPENING COMMORCIAL

BOUG, DONG, BONG., BONG ... BONG!

CHAPPELL:
e HARRICE:

o CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
EARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
EARRICE:
CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
' HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

o HARRICE:
st CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Of all Amcricats leading eimarettes only one is

"Outstandingl" - only one is "Qutstandingi"

It's the longer, fincr cigarette in the distinguished red
package = PELL MELL!

Look at & PELL MELL

It loocks good}

Feel a FELL MELL!

It feels goodi

Taste a2 FELL MBLL:

It tastes good!

Snoke a PELL MELL!

It smokes goodi
Now youlve discovercd why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL HELL ~ tho one clgarette thatls really

Toutstanding!" - really iild., Yes, youfvé discovered thne
longer, finer cigarette,  PELL MELL! Good to 1look at ...

Good to f2el .4

Good to téste rew

And good to snoke,

PELL MELL'S groanter length of traditionally fine, nellow

tobaceos filters the smoke of this longer, finer

clgarstte - gives you that smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

0f all America's leading ¢l rarettes only one is

HQutstandingi" - only one Ls "Cutstandingl"
The longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ... "Qutstanding!”

And ~ they are mild, ' i
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"~  EELEN: Yeah ---

T JACK: Had ths job of convalescent nurse and Kalen, who had a lot
cf dough, was one of her patlents. So after getting pretty
¢lose to him, one day (BEGIN FADE) she walks in with Ricky
six year old Ricky.....

(PADE Ii DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS)

e " MR3.W: (VERY Ve, VERY CHARMING) Well, Mr. Kalen and how are
youl a/’f;ffg
KALEN: (OLD COOT" .SLIMET ACCENT. LIKES HER) Just fine, Mrs.
o Walker. And whe is thils? )
MRS .W: Surprise for you; 1in fact two surpr.ises. First the doctor
‘s sald we'll have you up in & matter of wesks, and second -
this 1s my son -- Ricky.
KATEN: Well, what a fine boy. I never knev. Hello Ricky.
RICKY: {POLISHED FOR Tﬁé OCCASION) How do you do, sir. I have
enjoyed your reccrdings and mother has spoken of you to me
e : s¢ often.
KALEN:: { AMUSED AND AMAZED) Well, listen to the child talk. Anpd
M how old are you, Ricky? /{ﬁ@
' RICKY: Six, sir. I shell be 7 November 9th. Mothertg told wme how
B well you @%oming along Iszqv/ery glad.
s
. KALEN: (IMPRESSED) I've never heard a boy talk like that in all
_ my born days.
e MRS.W: It!s his stage training and his film work. Sometimes I
— wish Ricky vwere a little more like other boys.
—W KATEN: I didn't know you had & son on the stage.
;::? MRS. W:  Did you see SAVAGE HOLIDAY?
‘" garEN: . No, I --

e
—— ]
N
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MRS. Wi Ricky played the jungle boy in that. Of course you saw
BRAVE TOMCRROWS?

KAIEN: Well, no I don't think ;//{»ﬁ@.

MRS M o Berwe s~ Komethisithey:boYe ¥hoses BoLheR. 188 Qubd
shas e AN B RRS S TR G AR RIS HE T RO I B SRS

KATEN: Are you 1n aanythluog now,
Ricky? -

RICKY: quyg;tween pictures just now, sir -- vacationlng here with
mother,

MRS .W: (CASUAL) As a matter of fact, I wish they wouldn't ruch
Ricky as they do. Darryl Zanuck sent me & wire yesterday
saying Ricky had to come back - but I donft think he's
looking so well - e little piqued. And beslides, I'm thinking
of independent prcduction, you know - making the pictures
ourselves. After all shy let them make all the monay.

KALEN: That's very trus - if you can, I don't see Why you shouldn®t.

MRS.W: Well, Ricky's contract™g expired at MGM and 20th Century
wants him now - but I think I'li hold out and --

KALEN: Mrs. Walker, I -- you'know I =-- tall mwe hovw wmuch does a
picture cost?

MRS.W: Oh, quite & lot of wmoney, naturally --

KALEN: Well, what I was after was -- I mean ~- I have, I wouldn't
say & lot of wmoney, but -- I've alweys wanted to try
something in the theater or lu a film --

MRS.W: (SHE '3 SIZED HIM UP LONG AGO} Oh, have you, Mr. Kalen?

ATHO1 QO6ORB3L



XALEN: (Mm&m&mMmmmmmmmmmwwﬁmhﬁmm&%mﬁﬁmﬂmkéf

do you evar accept -- uh -- outside investments?

' MRS.W: Frankly no, Mr. Kalen. I don't like that sort of thing,
Fipst of 811 I could never take advantegs of our
relationship - after 81l you're my patient and --

KAIEN: Oh, nonsense, business is business and my money is &8 goed

wha.“

MRS, W: Well, I'11 think it over, Mr, Kalen. If1L think 1t over.

After I've spoketi to Darryl Cammads end the people at MGM,
I'11 let you kaow.
{PAUSE)

JACK: She thought it over and let him know. She finally st him
know, he could lavest to the tune of $5000.

HELEN: Angd?

JACK: After he'd Invested, he went to the police, because you saeé,
Helen, Mrs. Walker just sort of disappesred into thia air.

HELEN: The cops didn't find her?

JACK: Not then, they didn't. They caught up with_her during
ropund two. Round ityo was the homs of & Very wealthy widow
Mrs. Charles Beasley - you remember the name?

HELEN: Supe - Beasley - coal wasn't 1%

R Bt ML P
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. BIG STORY 6/9/48 -8-g-10~ REVISED

JACK: Steel honey - Beasley Steel - she was worth seven.
- mlllion.
HEIEN: And?
JACK: She almost took Mrs. Beasley for a five grand -- same

routine with a slight variatlion =~

HELEN: " Nice gal.
. JACK: But this tige they caught up with her, And the resuli ---
JUDGE: Let the defendant, rise and face the court, It 18 the

finding of thls court, Mrs. Walker, that you have used
your son, Ricky, as 2 foil and a pawn in your obnoxious
practises, This court vishes it had powers beyond
.= mere sentencing. For I ask you, Mre. Walker -~ what have
you done to Ricky Walker, your son - who had no father
and now - no mother elther, By your deeds you have made

an orphan of this boy.

(usTc:_ _UP IN THE TRAGEDY THEN BACK TO JACK:)
JACK: Well, Helen, that was good enough for a story - bub
I vent a step further,
wn HELEN: What did you do, Jack?

Y

e

R S
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JACK:

MR3.W!:

JACK:

MR3.W:

JACK:

MR2.W:
JACK:

MRS.W:
JACK
MES.W;
JACK:

MR3.W:

MRS.W:
JACK:
MRS.W:

JACK:
MRS.W:

.-11.-

I had a feeling ebout Ricky -r I got permission from
e pbtec

the court to spesk to HeEm- but before I did, I did some
checking up...Then I went (FADE) iato the jail and talked
to her...
The matron sald you wanted to see me?
Thatls right, Mrs. Walker. Jack Frank'!s my name. It's
ebout Ricky.
My son? Has somathing happsned to him?
Look - can the ect. I'm not & rich sucker. You can't take.
me for & cent. I'm a reporter. He's not your son.
How dare you say such s thing? He's mwy boy, he's amy -~
¥Mun hum. Born Heisington, Indlane, Juns 2, 1942 that's the
only thing true sbout it. He's gix. But he's not your sol.
He's mine, he's mine - you can't come in here and --
(SHARP) Whet hospital was he born in?
Why the --
You don't know, What was his fether's nawe?
Why it was --
Can't vewember, cen you? When did he have the mzasles?
Why, he.-— Mr. Frank, I'11 tell you the truth.
About tims.
I adopted him. Eis mother and father disd end I adopted
him. But he's mipne - &s 1f he were my own flesh end blood.
That's a lie too. I checked every adoptlon agency and -- |

It was a privete adoptlon --
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-~ JACK: Who arrangsé¢ it, what dector, what judge, Where?
S MRS.W: I - uh - you're confusing me - I -
JACK: Lies, every word & lie - {SHARP} he's not your son, nov

by sdoption or eny other way, is he?
MRS .W: (LOW) Xo ~--
JACK: ~ At last. That's probably the first word of truth you've

spoken in ten yeers. {PAUSE) And that's as far es she'd

go, Helen,
LT HEIEN: You didn't find out who Ricky realiy is?
JACK: No. T swaated her out for another hour - trick questions,

I tried everything - but she wouldn't telk. Ricky wasno't

hers, she sdmitted that, but she wouldun't say who he was.

HELEN: Did she sey she loved him and he loved her?
e JACK: {NOT UNDERSTANDING THE POINT OF THE QUESTION) Sure, what
about 1t?
i 1 HELEN: Just asking - thso what happened?
- JACK: That brings us up to today. That's everything except for

-

the next chapter which starts right nov,
. HEILEN: What'!s thet?
JACK: (CASUALLY) I'm gonna see Ricky (They've got him in the
Detention home in the 12th Precinet) and try to find out

who he is. Good reportering, Hunh?

(PAUSE)

e HELEN: You're golng to tell him she's not his mothe n?
—_— JACK: Well, sure --
B HELEN: Den't, Jack, don't.
e JACK: What are you talking about?
e

ri
e
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JACK:

HELEN:

JACK:

S HELEN:

JACK:

HELEN:

JACK:

HELEN:

- - JACK:

...J_3...
You'rs & good guy and I like you, but you'rz & little
thick in ths hszad.
Now, wait a minute --
You wait & minute. You're goimg to tell a six-year-olc boy
that the woman he believes 1s his mother (hs does bslievs
she'!s his wother, dogsn't he?) --
Well, yes, but--
You're going to take that child and -- just simply and
casuelly break his heart.
Hey, but --
{GOING OW)

the truth somstimes happens to be corny. SkelsRGsds
Whommsk. So, you Jack Frank, intrepid reporter, are
going in and tell rim that the women he loves as his mother
isn't his mother =--

Well, it's the truth ---

The truth!

tew® say "Ricky, that woman's not your mother. I don't kooW
who your real mother 1s and I don'!'t care - but the truth
demands thet I tell you, you have no mother.' {TENDERLY . -
NOW) Jack --

¥What?

RTHO1 O060B4 1
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JACK:

HELEN:

NARR :

JACK:

CHAPPELL:
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Don't ﬁou see you can't do 1t? Don't you see that until
you've got & replacemsnt, &n emotional replacement for
that boyls mother,.you have no right to tell him the truth? .

s

I never thought ofahbr??ﬁﬁﬂ“z:
You ﬁere goc plsased with your story -- Wwell maybe you can
be -- really pleased. Go find that boy's mother - 1f hs
has one - go find him something that can take the place in j
his heart of Mrs. Walker -- and then you céan write your
story. Then, vou've got & story, Jack, & blg story you
can really write.

You sit there, Jack Frank,

reporter for the Dsuver Post end the cockiness has gone

out of you. What you thought was great, was only haelf

good - you realize that now. And you lock at the seriaus,

sweet girl opposite you WnERbe PR and you S&Y...

( SOFTLY) I think I'11l just go

Okay, Helen -- I cateh on.

out end -- try to find that kid's mother.

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)

o B B ittt sl
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VIBRAPHONE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL;
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:
CHAPPELL;

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #63

MICDLE COMMERCIAL

BONG., BONG, BONG, BONG ... BONG!

Of all Armcricals leading cigarettes only one is
Ugutstandingl" - only one is "gutstanding}”
Ttts the longer, finer ciznrette in the distinguished red
package ~ PELL MELL1

Lock at a PELL MELLY

It looks goodi

Feel a PELL MELL!

It feels goodl

Taste & PELL MELL!

It tastes pgood!

8riocke & PELL MELL!

It smokes good!l

Now you've discovered why so many ol your friends have
changed to PELL MELL ~ the one ciparette thatl!s really
“QEEEPandingl" - really nild, Ycs, youfve discovered the
longer, finer cigarette. PELL MELLY Good to look at «se
Good to feel s+

Gocd to taste «es

And good to smoke,

PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos filters the smoke of this longer, finer

clgarette = glves you that smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
Of 21l America's leading cigarettes only one 1s
"gutstandingl" ~ only one is *gutstandingl”

The longer, finer c¢lgarette in the distinguished red
package, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES e« toutstanding '

Apd w~ they are pild.
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HARRICE: ~#ugonéw baCk toour narrator Bof Sloane and THE BIG STORY

e d

of Jack Frank, as he lived 1t and wrote 1t...
NARR: There are news stories about people that when written
merely tell other people what has happened: & birth, &

= v ~ death, a holdup., But there ere others that have

Jack Frank, reporter for the Denver Colorado Post, 1s a

e story that aeffects other people. Because although you know

that Mathilda Walker is & fraud and & cheat and rot the

- mother of six~year-old Ricky, you alsc know you can't just
print that. You've got to give that boy something he needs,
something he found even 1ln the person of the corrupt
Mathilda Walker - youlve got té give him (if you can) &
mother. 4nd so0 you go to the detsntion home Whare Ricky

] e, &

S Widdegn 1s living since Ixhamseiilies- WaS sent to prison two

days ago. You go there with Halen Thowes, & girl you like

a girl you tink maybe you'd like enough to think ebout

marrying.
HELEN: Go ahead in, Jack, I'm right with you. Just take it easy.
JACK: I will.,

(STEPS..A DOOR...IP'S OPENED)
R RICKY: {MUCH MORE A KID NOW){LITTLE OFF) I pray the lord my soul
to keep. And Qod blsss --

HELEN: ghh --

-
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RICKY:

JACK:
RICKY:
JACK:

HELEN:
RICKY:
JACK:

RICKY:

JACK:

RICKY:

JACK:

RICKY:
JACK:
RICKY:
JACK:

RICKY:

JACK:
RICKY:

JACK:

16~
(NO PAUSE) Motrer and Daddy wheraver he is and - (8TOPS) Oh,
I was Just saylog wy ﬁrayers.
Well, you finish, Ricky.
I'm finished, I --
Ricky, I'm Jack Frank and this 1s Helan Thomas --

{DOCR CLOSES)
Hello, Ricky.
Hello.
Ricky, we -- yuu want to get im bed.
T better. I'm kind of tired and --

(EE GETS IN EED)
Ricky, do you rewsmber your = your mother when you Were
very 1ittle?
Oh, sure - We usad to live in a little houss with a big
gerden. We had bleck-eyed susans in our back yard.
Black-eyed susaps, hubh? They're nice. Wnere was that, ¢o
you remsmber, Ricky?
Wo. Some city I guess.
What was youf fether like, Ricky?
I don't remember, Mr. Frank. Mother says I look like him.
I ses and -- were you ever on the atage or in the movies?
(SMIIES) Oh, no -~ that was & game mother and I used to
play; See, she used to make & story up about some ploturs
that I was in and then I played like I was. It was lepts
of fun.
Do you sver rewember goling Lo auy doctor’s, Ricky?
Lots of tlmes.

D¢ you remeuber their nemes?
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RICKY: How—teb. Ons was Dr. Jorgenson, he was very nice. When I
had the chicken pox, he fixed me. You knoow he sald I had |
more chicken pox than any boy in the whole world.

JACK: TIs that so? What city was that, do you remember?

RICKY: No - somewhere's in California, I think. (REMEMBERING

et  PONDLY) You know I liked the chicken poX because mother

used to stay with me all day then - e et ag ekt
1t was Wonderful. Dicsweiwsiepesiniioas

L]

HELEN:
Ricky, how would you like 1t if I put out the light and set
down on your bed and told you & story? Would you like thatf
RICKY: Oh, yes. |
HELEN: What story would like?
. RICKY: My favorite.
HELEN: Mma.
i RICKY: Mother elways used to tell me the one about Robin Hoed.
- Would you tell me about Robin Hood, please?®
HELEN: I'1) be glad to, Ricky. Now just switeh out the light,
i Jack. (SOUND: LIGHT CLICK) and you lie down and --(SOFTLY)
now once upon & time, in Sherwood Forest, there lived &
- wan and guess what his name was?
i RICKY: (LOVING IT) Robin Hood.

T iy Egim £ T B T aamameniE 2 e TR L TSI LT S TR e s e e T
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JACK: {ON PHOME) Hello, FBI? ... I've checked all those uissing
children you gave me for the Eastern, Midwest and Southern

regions. Nothing doilng. How about that list for ths Far

s West B0 ... Yes, I'm ready --- shoot.
(MUSIC: _ _MONTAGE)
5 JACK: . I don't care hovw meny Dr. Jorgenscu's thers are lo
e California, cperetcr -- I want'a call placed to every one
" . of them.

y (PHONE RINGS)
AL
DR: (ﬂé%{ Dr. Jorgenscn, spesking.

. JACK: W@ Dr. Richard Jorgenson of Los Angeles?
A DR: That's right.
JACK: Doctor, this may be & wild goose chase (My name's Frank -

reporter for the Denver Post) but can you recall -- weiohrhin

Sty - treating a boy named Ricky Walksr -
- o B ._..-ff‘ .__:.
i 8 cass of chicken pox® ﬁﬂEZ?:? féa,zcﬂi,[’
DR: Pesowgpamrgg  Chicken pox -- Well that'd be’-- 1€t we check

my records ==
JACK: Dr, This might help. The boy says that you said he had

the largest numbter of chicken poX you éver sa¥ on & boy.

A very cute, blocd kid ---. I know that's crazy, but it
wight =---
DRt Wait & second - something'e dawning. Yes ~-- sure I

remembar. A blond kid - sure - with & big smile. But

e the nams wasn't Walker, It wes - Duncan, Ricky Duncan.
- JACK: You'lre sure?
iy
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DR:
JACK:
LR:

JACK:
DR:
JACK:
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Cavtain. Why?

Do you know anything about his parents?

No, his mother came with him - a large, rather handsoms
woman sbout 40 and --

Can you give me the address they lived at?

Well yes, I can -- what's the matbter?

Just that I'm -- I'm trylng to find that boy's - (sTCPS)
I'm trylng to write a story, doctor, If you glve me that

address, it would help & lot.

JANITOR'S (01D COOT) Nov leame think. They lived here, Mrs. Duncen

WIFE:

JACK:

did - and her soo Ricky - uh - sure - 4 years at least.

Was the boy bern here?

JANITOR'S WNo, I'm only the janitor's wife and I don't know everything

WIFE:

JACK:

that goes on io this house - but - oo he wasn't. Come hers
when he was about nlne, ten mouths old. I remember Ty
husband said the baby looked clder and when I asked her,
Mrs. Duncen, that is - she says the. baby's only nilne

months . _

Thanks, but - look - I‘m trying %o find out who Ricky's

mother really is.

JAN'S WIFE:Well, aln't Mra. Duncan?

JACK: No, she's not ----
JAN'S WIFE:Well, what do you know --- (PROJECTS) Horace, Horace!
- (T0 JACK) I got te tell wy husband that. Oh, I forgot,
hels out. What do you know - not his wothar! |
JACK: Now think back - can you glve we any clue as to where they'

came from? Any ldea at all?

PRSP
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JAK'S WIFE:No: And she was 8¢ devoted to the boy toco. Not his mother. .
Shows you, you cen't tell -- say you knovw aomethiﬁg --

JACK: What?

JAN'S WIFE:They used to get & lot of mall - cause I never looked into
no letters, but when a postecard came, nov and then 1'd

i, - you know -- have & peep --==

'f“ JACK: Yes --- -

JAN'S WIFE:They got & lot of cards from & woman in San Diego, sure -
San Diego -~

JACK: What was her name?

JAN'S WIFE:Can't remsmber - never could remember names. (PROJECTS)
Horace! O©Oh, I forgot. Fope, never can remeuber names.
Weit & winute -=-- Turnip.

JACK: Turnip?

JAN'S WIFE:Yep, nmame was Turnip.

JACK: Never heard of a name Turnip.

JAN'S WIFE:Thet was the name. Mrs. Josse Turalip ~ San Diego.

- JACK: You sure?
- JAN'S WIFE:Sure, I'm sure -- I never forget & nawe.
JACK: Well thank you &nd --

JAN'S WIFE:You aln't forgetting something now, are you?
JACK: What's that? _ _
— JAN'S WIFE:Well, I been pretty coopefative and - you golng after &
. story and ---
— JACK: Supe, Sure. Here - take this and - thanks. Turoip.
JAN'S WIFE:No questlon sbout 1t: Mpra. Jesse Turnip, San Disgo.

{MUSIC:
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JACK:

JACK:

JACK:

JACK:
HELEN:

JACK:

HELEN:
JACK:

(MUSIC:

i e
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(ON PHCNE){ANGRY) Well, check it again opsrator - there's
got to be & Turnlp San Dlego - there's got to be...
Wow, take it easy, Jack.
No Turnip in San Diege, Helen - I'1: go nuts if that --
walt - (INTO PHONE) what's that? You're sure.
Absolutely sure?
(PHONE UP HARD)
No Turnip.
Jack --
(WEARY) I give up.
Thet Janltor's wife was - vell maybe she had a bad wmsmory.
What sounds like Turnip, that she might have made &
mlstake on?
I don't kaow - Tullp -
How about Turner - that's a good name &and -~

(STEAM ON AGAIN) Hey, Turner, Turner - of course - Jesze

Turner.

(PHONE VIOLENTLY OFF THE HOOK)

(T0 HELEN) Turner,

Turger - oh, you're a darling! {70 PHOME) Operator look
up San Diego esgain - Turaer - Jesse Turtier - how many &re
there?

8low down, it may only have been --

Sph. Yeah - five omly. (T0 HELEN) Five only! (TO PHOMNE )
Okay start with the first and keep golng till I tell you

to stop.

RTXKAO1 C0ROR50
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JACK: And did you, Mrs. Turner, by any chancs correspond with &
womsn who had & littls boy named fdM/f?ﬂé#ﬂm/

MRS.TURNER: (FILTER) Ricky, it's about Rickyg4 Youlve found Ricky!

JACK: Mrs. Turner, stay right where you &re. I11) get & plame :
and hop over there and -- yes, it's about Ricky all right.

(MgsIC: . SWEETLY INTO). 4 ..

MRS.TURNER: (FINISHING A STORYXA You see, Mr. Frenk, Mr. Turner and I
vanted to adopt him. Oh, We wanted to so much.

JACK: I understand, Mrs. Turner.

MRS.TURNER: He Was only 2 when We first saw him - we fell 1n love with
him right away end he liked us. His real wother and _
father were desd., How Mrs. Walker got him we never found
out. She clajmed she adopted him, bub that wasn't true --

JACK: I know. I

MRS.TURNER: Well, we declded we wanted him and she sald she'd males
g1l the arrangements and that it would coast $2000. Oh,
we gladly paid 1t - you see, We had no children of our ov¥i.

JACK: And that wes the last you saw of then?

MRS.TURINER : digewaumiiasinisms

nearly aowmwnth. before Mrs. Walker took=patifevay. We were
"‘W . b S coull

fhe final arrangementa. She

ars and after he

] ﬁleh, we searched everywhere. Mr. Turaer
notified the FBI and all the police. We searched for four
yesrs - but this 18 & large country and - shels a very

wily woman., We couldn't find her.
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JACK:

MRS.TURNER:

JACK:
MRS.TURIER:
(MOSIC:
JACK:
RICKY:
HELEN:

RICKY:
MRS.TURNER ¢
JACK:
RICKY:

~23-
Is your husband well enough for you both to maks this
trip? '
No, I don't think so. I'll let my hushand stay here °
while I go back to Denver with you, Mr. Frank. And then
- after all the legal papers are drawn and vo adopt

Ricky properly -- I'll bring him bacle here.

~ Well, when can you leave?

My, Frank, I'm halfway thers elready.

S TS e, - 1f you see my

mother -- I wean, Mrs. Welker - tell her I'm very sorry

and - tell her I'll write to her and not to worry about
;ne.
T11) do that Rick.

Yeah. _Bye. man /ﬁaw:/;m/
(T0 HIMSELF) So long,/kid --=

You better got golng.

Woll --

Well, what --

Why don't you go back to the offlce and write your story?
Isn't that funny. I sort of - fourgot about that and --

¥ou know something?

RTHOT QCBORSZ
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JACK:
HEIERN:
JACK:
HEIEW:
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_24_
What?
Itm fonder of you than I used to be.
Yeah? Why?
I don't know -- maybe itis becsuse you write such nice

stories. Now go on back to your typewriter and do 1t.

CHAPPELL:

(MISIC:

In just a woment we will vead you a telegram from Jack

Frank of the Denver Colorade Post with the final outcome

of tonight'!s BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)}

R R B R ) e i R
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #63

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE:  BONG . BONG, BONG, BONG .., BONG!
CHAPPELL:  Of all America's loading eigarettes, only one is

toutstandingl” - only one is "Qutstandingi" =~ the

longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

_package, PELL MBELL{ Good to look at ...

BARRICE: Good to feel ees

CHAPPELL: Good to t2sie «as

HARRICE: And goed to smoke.

CHAPPELL: Yes; PELL MELLS give you that smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you, Remenber =
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES « "Outstandingi®
HARRICE: And - they are piid!

RTHOT QQeQA854
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CHAPPELL: Now, We read you that talegram from Jack Frank of the

SR ) Denver Post.

FRANK: Sentenced to the penitentiary at Canoa City, self-styled
mother in tonight's BIG STORY signed a stetement walving
81l claim to the boy. Shortly thersafter, Ricky and his
nev parents were reunited in Californla where the final

"-uv adoptlon was completed. Maﬁy thanks for tonight's PELL

MELEL Award.

- CHAPPELL: Thacok you, Mr. Frank. The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have naemed you the winner of
the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the field
of journalism.,

HARRICE Listen agein next week, same tlme, same station, when

- PELL MZoL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will presasnt another BIG

STORY. - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the New

Yvork Evening World by-line Jack Holns -- & BIG STORY

about a reporter with a purposs and & killer who whistled

_ Wwhiles he workad....
e {SCREAM)

._.__._._.._._.___._....__._.._.....__.—_

e - o ¢ e g T T M ¥ T n T
e e e i o e Rn Sa LTI
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_ CHAFPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernerd J. Prockter, with

e music by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program Wes
written by Arnold Perl. Your narretor vas Bob Sloane,
and Arnold Moss played the part of Jack Fraok. In ordar
to protect the nawes of people actﬁally involved 1in
tonlight's authentlc BIG STORY the names of all
characters in the dramatizatlon were changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr. Frank.

{MUSIC: _ _ _THEME_UP FULL & FADE)

CHAPFELL: This 1s Brnoest Chappell spesaking for the makers of

) PEII MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES. _

e ANNCR : This is NBC....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

B Lily
—_— 5/20/48 PM
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e- " CHEPFELL:

ED:
HELEN:
ED:

HEIEN:
ED:

HEIEN:

HEIEN:

ED:

- HELEN;

HEIEN:
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PELL MELL. FAMOUS CIGARETTES present.,THE BIG STORY!

- Pl - Al |y Wl

(T%mss mi:IST.,E ,—wrm-ﬁ'f/f— bl P f C L

oy XIS

W) x«s ';c-e wwzt Ep O eﬁf .
oy Hetrl, mtem fyf"/‘., ,- : I PRyl C'f C/Vfﬂ- Lo
; , whistling that"’

crazy whistle.
(SWSH A LITTIE SMIIE) What are you trylng to :
sa, Come@ on, tell me, What are you trying to say? -
(TERRIFIED) ¥othing. _
{FERSISTING SOFTLY) What's on your mind? What sre you
thinking?
I tell you, I don't----{GASP3} Stop looking at me like
that. Get away from me, '
(DULL ROAR OF géEVﬁTED TRAIN SNBAKS IN B.G.)
Listen, there’'s your/{train soming. You!ll miss 1t if
you don't let go of me,
Tell me what you're thinkingap}.'@%
(FRANTIC) Nothing, I tell you, e ‘2 :wu-/imw et
(TRAIN COMES IN LOUDLY NOW) 24{ wrer
Look, there's your train. BStay away from me. Don't--
(BREAKS)
(AND SCREAMS. SCREAM IS THEN WIPED BY)
(TRATN ROARING INTO STATICN AND IN TURN IT IS
WIFED BY)

The Bilig Story --Here 1a Amerlca--its sound and its
fury-- its joy and 1its sorrow--as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great American newspaperas.

(PAUSE)

RTHOT QO6085R
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wwemn  CHAPPELL: {COLD AND FLAT) New York City, New York, From the
pages of the New York World--the authentlic story of
- & kid who met & killer. Tonight, to Jack Hoins of the
New York World, goes the PELL MELL Awaxd for THE BIG
| STORY !
. — {Mysic: _ _ _ FANFARE)

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)

A, i et
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #6k

OPENING COMMERCIAL

Ttts the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

VIBRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG ... BONG!

CHAPPELL: of a1l Americats leading cigarcties only one 1s
toutstandingl" - only one is "Outstandingi“

HARRICE:
package - PELL MELL!

CHAPPELL: Lock at & PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It locks good!l

CHAPPELL: Feel a PRLL MELL! e

HARRICE: It feels goodl

CHAPPELL: Taste a PCLL MELL

HARRICE: It tastes good!

CEAPPELL: Smoke a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It smokes good!l

CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAFEELL:

HARRICE:

Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigarette.

For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow taltacecs filters the smoke on the way to your
throat,.

Thatls importentl

Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smcke on the
way to your throat - gives you that smoothness; mildness

and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

0f o1l americals leading cigarettes only pne is
Noutstanding - only one is “gyutstandingi"

The lonzer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
package, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES s.. voutstandinet”

And - they are mildl

ey et T BT =
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T (MusICi _ _ _ INTRODUCTIQON_ AND_UNDER FOR)

CHAPPELL: And now, the story as 1t actually heppened--Jack Holins'
story as he lived 1t, New York City, New York,

NARRATOR: You ape Jack Hoins, reporter for the New York World®
before 1t became part of the World-Telegram. Your story
is the story of how reporters are made, yours 1ls the
climb from office boy to star reporter, That climb

. began when you left your jJob on & rural weekly where

you'd done everything from operating the press %o writin;

e the editorials. You were ready to tackle the big Lown--

New York--and the big paper--the febulous New York

World, Sure you were young, but you knew how to bluff.

You had & card printed up with the blggest title you

could prove you ever had...'Jack Hoins---Managing

e Editor!"

JACK: Yeah, that's right, Managing editor. And I want to see
the City Editor of the World,

DAVID: (FADING ON) Locking for trouble, kid?

JACK: Huh? ©h, no., I was just telling tha.girl I wanted to

,;q see the city editor,

DAVID: (AGREEING) You're looking for trouble,
fj JACK: Are you going to feed me all that bunk they hand out
- about him? _
" pavip: Tt's gospel truth, kid, When the City Editor is sick,
:i the whole staff sits eround hoping its nothing triviai.
v JACK: Aw, don't hand me that.

ATHKO1 0060861
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NARRATCOR:

DAVID:
JACK:
DAVID:
— JACK:

DAVID:

NARRATOR:

'S trus, Why, the one story every reporter here is just
aching to cover 1is ﬁhe City Editor's funeral.

No kidding? Are you a reporter here?

No. I'm the City Edltor,

That's the way it starts--that's your introduction to
the big town and the big paper. The City Editor looks
you over and fipally.,..

I have a job for you, young man.

Whatts that, sir?

We need a new office boy.

(EXPLODING) Office boy! Hey, look, I'm the former
managing editor of the Home News and--

Last month I hired the former city edlitor of the
Pittsburg Post., He is now & reporter. His former job

as office boy is now open. Report to work on Tuesday.

' feed endless rolls of raper into Morkum machines, you

learn the code at the World, You learn it from

constant repitition. "Get the story--or don't come back”,
You remember that when, a month later, the Clity Editor
calls you over and barks,.,

A1l right Jack. Tomorrow you break in at Brooklyn

Police Headquarters, -kl Errrrmireeticnininsdet

(ELATED} Yes sir!

e i o s R A T
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JACK:
MAG:
JACK:

MAC:

— g —
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And remember--if a story breaks, get 1%, or don't come
back!
(DOOR OFENS AND CLOSES)
(OLEARI NG FHROAT T ron e TdvII . .
(OB bl lararioemeingrid
Are you 1in charge here ét pelice haedguarters?
¥ho're you? -
Jack Hoing, I'm the new man for the New York World.
Uh--have 2 clger, Captain?
Not Captain, Lisutenant, Lelutenant Michasel E.
McListy. That's M-C-L-I~S-T-Y.,..no A. See thet
you spell it right, Yes.
Yes, what?
Yes, I'11 have that cigar. WNow get back across the hall
to the press rocm, Junlor, and try to act older than
you look or---
(PHONE RINGS. RECEIVER UP)
McListy. 411 right, sheob..,..uhuoh....uhuh.,,uhoh...
.« .2ight., '
{ PHOMNE U?)
Well, Junior, you're in luck first time around,
What do you msan?
Your paper will want to hear about this one:
(BORED) (FILTER THROUGHDUT)4 ity Desk.
(EXCITED) Hello Al? This is Jack Hoins., It's murder!
What's murder?

im i T AT
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JACK: Lucy Franklin her name was. Twenty years old., Lived
.”,,. out in Richmond Hill,
pavioe 6 6o on. ¢
Lot i
JACK: She was beaten over the head with ap-ducn-baps They

found her early this morning.
7
DD+ L Okay Jack, I've got it, Now go on over to Richmond
. : Hill and cover it.
e JACK: But I've already given you all anybody knows,
T m{,ﬁf It's not enough, Find out some more about her.

JACK: You mean, like what kind of a gir) she was?
T bRl Right. Amd—deSho-mrveT-TOT-TTISTITDTI IR
B SUPER I i il et ascrerieby? Get some
background on the family., Get a picture of the girl
herself,
JACK: A plcture? Av, wait & minute Al. T can't just walk

in end ask a merdered girl's femily for her plcture,
BA-V-I—D-rd'Q Jack, look -- I don't know how you're going to get 1it.
I don't care how you're golng to get it, I'm just

. telling you this. Get 1it!

{MUSIC: _ _ _ BRIDGE_AND_INTO)
e {KNOCK ON DOQR - PAUSE - DOOR OPENS)

JACK: (LOW) 1Is--is this the place where the murdered girl's

- parsnts live?
e SAM: Yeah, this is the joint. Who're you?
_5 JACK: Jack Holns, Reporter for the World., I'm covering
“re the murder,
— SAM: Aln't we all. Come on in, and join the party.
T | (DOOR CLOSE & FOOTSTEPS)
_— (wom SOBBING SOFTLY) 7%2 o e
~ - BAM: All right, Mprs, Franklin, face bhivy-way pleas_:e. Hold 1i%.

ke e ek Y T b R S
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MRS FRANKLIN:
MR FRANKLIN:
MRS B

SAM:

MR FRANKLIN:
JACK:
MR F:
SAM:
MR F:
e B3AM:

MR F:

(CLICK OF CAMERA)
(THROUGH TEARS) Pleass.,,please. Leave me alone,
(GENTLY) Dora, try %o get a held of yourself,
Te~T canlt., I just canlt.
(CALLING FROM A LITTIE OFF) Just a fov more questions,
Mpr. Franklin. How old was your daughter?
(GETTING CONTROL) Twenty.
(AWKWARDLY) 4ny idea who might have killed her?
(STRAINED) No.
Was she out alone this eveningz?
Yos.
And you have no idea who could have hit her cver the
head?
(WILDLY) No!
(HYSTERICAL) Stop 1t! Stop itl Can't you atop 1t?

(SOBBING) Can't you leave us alone?

Y i

P ¢ T

RTHKGC1 0060865




SAM:

SAM:

MRS, P:
MR, F:
- JACK:
MR. F:

JACK:
MRS, F:
- JACK:

MR, P:
JACK:

MRS. F{

JACK:
- MRS, F:
MR, F:

Pt
Just one more =dred; Mr, Franklin, Look over at your

wife the way you did before. Hold 1t.
" (CLICK OF CAMERA)
Okay. I've got engugh, Thanks. So long!
(DOOR OFEN AND SLAM)
(SOBBIHG-SOFTTY U BT T Y, , .
Domp s
(AWKWARDLY) Uh,.,excuse me,,

(VEARILY) What meme do you want? Peeper—teodbimmgiii e
Shomomdigumtrormivydin
wb T

o e o0 £ A 10} i 4 < g

DA Sl e b by pmpeiporrdodrr . I'm sorry

to have to bother you, But I need--that is--could I
please have a picture of your daughter?

(SLOWLY} A plcture of Luey?

That's right,

(DAWNING HORROR) For the paper? To print in the paper?
(SHAMED A LITTIE) Yes,

(A-SOF‘T SQUND OF ANGUISH)

(LOW) Look, reporter, You came intc my house, You
asked questions. ¥ou asked questions as 1f we were to
blame for our girl being killed, You squeezed us dry
with questions, guestions, questions,..who killed Lucy?
vo Why?...¥hat did she look like?,....what did she
think?.,.And nov you want a picture of her for your
moikpm paper, (LOSING CONTROL} Dear heaven, 1f you
weren't just a-idd, I'd break you in half, {IN PAIN)
Get out of here, do you hear me? Get out, get out, get

out!
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JACK:
MR. Fi
JACK:

MRS, F:

JACK:

MRS, Fi

MR, Fs

MRS, F:

SAM:
JACK:
SAM;
JaCK:

SAM:

-10"" REV ']
(DESPERATE)} But Mr. Franklin...
Get out I said..-.

Look Mr. Franklin. If my paper prints your dauzhter's
picture, somecne pay recognize her. (SEIZING ON THE IDEA)

. Yeah..someone may be able to tell us something, .theyw== they

may knew who was responsible for her death, Don't you see.
(TRIUMPHANTLY) [That's why I want her picture. (PAUSE)

Do you mean that?

(SEEING HIS ADVANTAGE AND PRESSING IT) Sure...Sure I do. I
just want tc help run down the killer. That's all. (PAUSE)
(SIMPLY) Give the young man a picture, Bill.

But ﬁnra---

(SAME) Give him the plcture Lucy gave us fn? Easter, She's
smiling a 1itt1é in that one. GClve it to the young mar,

Bi1l.
~ BRIDGE) i i
~--and thenj Sam she turned to her husband and said, "Give

1% to the young man". And I felt like & louse, just like a
louse.

You mean you got a plcture of that dame?

Yeah, I got a picture.

Brother that's a beat.

Sure but it still makes me a louse. I promised them I'd
track down the killer, promised Ehem something impossible,
just to get a rotten photograph.,

Look, Galahad, if you feel so bad, go on and trap the
killer 1ike you said. And while you're at it, ﬁo it before

there's some mare trouble.

ATKCGT Q0608
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ED:

ED:
HELEN:
ED:

HELEN:

ED:

ED:
HELEN:
ED:
HELEN:
ED:
HEIEN:

“11-
What do you meen, more trouble?
Only one killing so far, isn't there? And you know
what they say in detectbive stories about killings.

They go in threes, don't they?

_— e e L A e T e i

SILENCE, THEN WE HEAR SOFT FADDED FOOTSTEPS
LIMPING & LITTIE). . .«
{WHISTLES TUMELESSLY. EERIE.)
(HOLD THIS FOR A WHILE, THEN)
( VERY SOPTLY) Hello, Helen,’
(GASPS} Oh!
(SOFTLY WITH A SMILE) I didn't mean to frighten you,
Helen.
(JITTERY} What's the matter with you anyhov. The
vay youizzzg?éround taamghaerss late at night is
enough to drive a person crazy.
What do you mean by that, Helen?
You~--you act so funny. As if you---{SHE 370PS)

(PROMPTING SOFTLY) As if I what?

Nothing, I tell you. Quit pestering me. Why do
you hang around here anyway? Why deo you keep
valking around in them rubbers so no one ca&n hear

you? Whistling that crazy whiatle...

RTKXCT Q0sOBBR
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HELEN:

ED:
HELEN:

-

HELEN:

MAC:

- vy
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(SLOWLY) Wnat ere you thinking, Helen®? Come on,
tell me. What are you thinking?

(MAD NOW) Okay, you asked for it,

b2 gt '_}.f:t-} '

were you when that gir)lwai'killed near here, You

'm thinking where

didn't come around the El station here for three
days after that killing and you---{STOPS AND GASP3)
Don't look at me that way.
(DULL ROAR OF EL TRAIN STARTS IN B:G,)
So that's what you'gg EFinking———
Keep avay from me,.
(TRAIN MUCH LOUDER NOW)
You dild it. You killed her. That's why you---No!
(SCREAM. WIPED BY)
(ROAR OF TRAIN WHICH FADES SLOWLY IN 3.G, THEN
LIMPING PADDED FOOTSTEFS MOVE ALOWLY AWAY)
(WHISTLES TUNELESSLY FADING INTO)

(DOOR COPEN AND CLOSE)
What do you want, Hoins?
I want to glve you s cié&r, Lieutenant.
Thanks,
T alse want to know about the Frenklin case.
Nothing new for the past month.
How about that heel print you found at the scene of
the murder?
B S e P E LI PR T U 1N 1Y
Tt TN e,

. e R TR .

/r" . ﬂ“zﬁfy’f’/ 5&";;“-} ,&?I‘?d’(,"%‘-/ R 22r P a:;.’fi"ﬂ
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JACK:

MAC:

JACK:
MAC:
JACK:

MAC :

JACK:
MAG:

DR L Rk et obehhtme i bovye e liamy eim G oRs b -0
hsnkemSepaha o Bou b T ROU T MOvhed Was 1t made
by & rubber heel or a leather heel?
(PATIENTLY) It was not made by a leather heel, from
a new shoe. It was not made by & leather heel put on by
a shoe maker, It was not made by ean old rubbsr heel,
it wos not made by a new pubber hesl.
Then what was it?
The man was weoring overshoes, Sherlock,
Oh. (THEEN TAKES) Overshoes? What for? It wasn't
raining the night of the murder., It ﬁasn't---
(PHOME RINGS. RECEIVER UP)

Mclisty. Yeah,.,Where?,,.Uhuh,.,Yeah..,How?,..
Yeah,..Okay, £ got 1t,

(PHOME UP)
Whatt!s up?
Another dame's heen bumped off,
What's the name?
Helen Dgbson,
What did she do?
Ticketviégzzqu the Fultoﬁ:;¥EHHE'El Line.
Fult.on-dawgl' Isn't that where Lucy Franklin was
found on the night she was killed?
So what? The murders are over a month apart, You

suggesting the two jobs hang together?

I dunno, How was Helepn Dobson killed?
Head beaten in, Ei%gsﬂgut that doesn't prove anything,

ATKO1 QOBOBPO
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JACK:

14
Oh no. Of course not. But, 1f you should find any
overshoe -mee® prints around the Dobson job too---

vell, keep me in mind, hub Leilutenant?

You wanted me, Leiutenant?

Junlor, sometimes you shoﬁ flashes of almost humen
intelligence.

Spill it.

The guy who bumped off Helen Dobson was wearing
rubbers-- the seme rubbers wWorn by the men who did
Lucy Franklin in. And 1t wasn't rainipg this time,

elther,

McListy, I've been thinking...

(DISBELIEF) Naw,..

What kind of a guy would wear rubbers even when it
wasn't roinlng?

I'11 bite.

How sbout guys who work arocund electriclty? Guys who

‘have to avoid third rails? Both these murders

happened near the E1 iline.
507

506 E1 lines have third rails.

e et Bk e Pt e i

Junior, you guessed right, I got a report here

thot a workman for the E1 line was missing for three
days after the Frenklin murder. .

Swell, What's his name? '

Edwin 3helley. But don;t print it,

——— SR Al
e YT ey, T sl =
n ve gt

e
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JACK:

JACK:
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=15~
Didn't you piek him up yot?
We can't, He's been missing since the Dobson murder

too,

Find Shelley wet, Lieutenant?

We've only been looking for a couple of hours. Take

it easy, kiad,

I can't toke it easy. : -
¥hy not?

Iisten, leiutenent, There'!s a murderer at large.

He's killed twice. If enyone gets in his way, he'!ll
kill again, There's no telling who!ll get 1t next.
There's no telling what'll happen if some innocent
person says the wrong thing to him at the wrong time.
I've got an awful hunch, Until Edwin Shelley is picked
up, there's ancther murder,..just waiting te be

committed.

We will be beck in just o moment with tonight's BIG

STORY ., DAt P~ et vy
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

RTHKO1 ooBoBP2




- VIBRAPHONE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGR&N #61

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

BONG, BONG., BONG., BONG ... BONGL

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

e HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

——— HARRICE:
CHAPPELL s

0f all America's leading cigarettes only one is

noytstanding!' - only one is "ggpstandingl"

It's the longer, fincr cigarette in the distinguished red

package -~ FELL MELL!

Lock at & PELL MELL!

It looks good}

Fecl a PELL MELL:

It feels goodl

Taste-a PELL MELL!

It tastes goodl

Smoke n PRELL MELL!

It smokes goodl

Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigarectte.

PELL MELL! Good to look at ..«

Good to feel ...

Good Lo Tasta ..a

And good to smoke.,

For PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaceas filters the smoke con the way to your
throat.

That's importanti

Yes - PELL MELL!S greater length filters the smoke on the
way to your throat = gives you that smootgggsﬁ; mildness

and satisfaction no other cigaretie offers you,

I—
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

e e e AT T R b g S

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #64

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL CONTINUED)

of all Americats leading cigarettes only one is

moutgtandingl® - only one ls "Oufistandingi”

The Lenger, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package. PELL MELL FANOUS CIGARETTES ... "Quitstandinal

And - they are mildl

ATKOT 0O0B0B P4
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(Music: _ _ _ LFTRQDUCTTION 4 AND _UNDER) e
1/#:.-3/ ke i "’/ib‘u terg
HARRICE: m_aw P narra; tor W and
the Big Story of Jalk Hoins--as he iived 1t and wrote iz,
NARRATOR: You, Jack Holns, are out to find a killer, out to wrap

up a story. And you keep PEME MO PN G \Soumtdirbiebirer ity .

W%t they say in detective stories, aboub
/

killings. They always g0 in threes.

NARRATOR: In threes. 8o fap, two murders,..and the killer still
at large. You vonder, What will happen now? What will
be the spark that might =et & killer's hand in motion
again? A tone of voice? A lock? 4 gesture? Two
rurders. And the thoughf running through your mind.
They always go in threes, In threes...ln threes...

{MUSIC: _ _ _ ACOENT AND OUT)

(SOFT PADDING FQOTSTEFS)

ED: (TUNELESS WHISTLE )

(SUDDEN SHARP CRACK OF THUNIER)

MARY : (GaSPS) Oh!
ED: (SOFTLY) What's the matter Mary? Did I scare you?
MARY: {xou GjOCKNEY} Oh BEdwin. I didn't hear you come

iq{ It's tnat ‘hunder, Gave me & proper start, it
did, When did you get back from the Elevated?

ED: I haven't been there for & week., I gave up my job
there.
MARY : Oh? Why?

ATHOT QOE0BPS
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MARY:
ED:

MARY:

ED:

MARY:

ED:

MARY:

ED:

MARY:

MARY:

ED:

e e e T e g P P TR A TR g s S T T TR Pt T

-18-
Your missus gave me work to do here sround the house,
(SHARP CRACK OF THUNIER AGAIN)
That thunder. Gives me such a start, 1t does.
Don't they have thunderstorms where you came from in
England?
(ZoTmammeTonoH )
Dlppenisekonabaibsim I don't know what's gotten 1into
me lately. I'm jumpy as a cat, (UNEASY) Sometimes I
wake up &t night and just start cfying to myself, I'm
that scared.

What ere you scared of?

(NERVOUSLY) Thet's the queer part. I don't know, It!

just something in the air, I expect. Like something
watching me all the time. (FORCED LITTLE LAUGH)} 5111y,
ain't 1t?

Maybe,

(GRACK OF THUNIER AGATIN)

r”§;§§”¥§;sit and read the newspaper, Any objections?
on no. No objections I'm sure. I'm glad of the
company -

(RUSTIE OF PAFER)
Terrible thing about that poor girl that was killed,
isn't it now?
(TENSE) What do you know about that?

(MUTTER OF THUNIER)

ATHC1 Q080876
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MARY:

ED:
MARY:
ED:
MARY:
ED:

MARY :

ED:
MARY:

MARY:

ED:
MARY:
ED:
MARY:
ED:

MARY:

ED:
MARY:

MARY:

-1§-
Nothing but wot I read In ﬁhe papers. That terridle
man sneaking up btehind her without making & sound.
Would give me a real turn for fair. .
(IEVELLY) You seem to know & lob about that murder.
Oh I keep up on my nevws. Rra—Tdrprmprartr e il lloliii

(MUTTER OF THUNLER)
ook at 1it, raining like the fury. Lucky thing jyou
got &our rubbers on, Edwin,

(AROUSED) What do you mean by that crack?
(GASPS) Let go of me!l

(DISH SHATTERS)

Now look wot you've mede me do. The madam's best
dish too---

What was the crack ebout mj rubbere?

.... _-._ aich al e ol e L AL B |

You don't huh? You know too bla_amﬁiﬁ?:!

Let go of me, You're a crazy one, I must say. Crazy
as'a loon. Llet go, you're hurting my arm---

(RUMBLE OF THUNDER)
You know too much Mary...
Stop 1t! Stop 1t! Nol Don't do that, I---=--
(.SCREAMS WILDLY)

(VIOLENT CRACK OF THUNIER WIPES SCREAM AND MUTTERS
AWAY SOPT PADDING FOOTSTEPS LIMP AWAY)

ATHO1 QO060BP7
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{MUsIC:

JACK:
MAQ:
JACK:

JACK:

MAC :

JACK:
MAC:

JACK:
MAC ¢

e wr ——
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-20-
(WHISTIES TUMEIESSLY INTD)
BRIDGE INTQ)

T got your messaige, Lieutenant. What's up?

You guessed right again, kid, Murder number three wasg
just reported.

sShelley agaln?

That's right.

Did you get him?

No.

Then how can you be sure 1t was Shelley?

Servant girl in the Midwood gection got it this time,
Handyman in the house Where she worked was named

Edwin Shelley.

That's it all right,

Also, the print of the heel from a pailr of overchoes was.
found on the kitchen floor where she was bumped. That |
enough? |

Too much, When's Shelley going to stop?

When we find him.

Iieutenant, did he have any eriminal record before this
killing spree?

Nothing remarxable, He was booked cnce for beatling

up his landlady--cbout three years ago that was.

Tame called Trudy Robbins. She dropped the charges.

T see., Can you give me her address? '

Sure . .

Well then, glve it to me,

(STREET B.G.) |
(KNOGK ON DOOR, FEFEAT. DOOR OFEN)

s e L S T AT R et ARG e A S -

et i s AR L T R n S Pa———
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TRUDY ¢ (SULTRY BUT BLOWSY) Yeah?

JACK: Miss Trudy Robbins?

TRUDY: Who wants to know?

JACK: Jack Hoins, I'm a repoyter for the Evening World.
TRUDY : What's on your mind, kia?

JACK: " Are you Miss Robbins? |

TRUDY: Suppose we make like I am.

JACK: Okay, Suppose I make like indoors.

(DOOR CLOSES SUDLENLY. CUT STREET B.G.)
TRUDY : Say, what's the big idea? You can't come in here.
JACK: T'm in, And efter you've answered a few gimple

questions, I'11l get out..

TRUDY ¢ You'll get out all right, I'll call a cop. I'l1l----
JACK: " Where's Edwin Shelley?

PRUDY : (PAUSE) Wnat?

JACK: I said, where's Edwin Shelley? And don't tell me you

never heard of him because 1 know he used to live here,

TRUDY : i (PAUSE, THEN SHE CHANGES HER TACTICS, LAUGHS)
JACK: Seme thing funny?

TRUDY ¢ Vou're cute. Trylng to scare me. I 1like you.
JACK: Good. Now where's Edwin Bhelley?

TRUDY : (LAUGHS)

JACK: When was the lest time you B8&avw him?

TRUDY ; (LAUGHS AGAIN)

JACK: Can't you do anything but laught

TRUDY ; (LAUGHS LOUDLY)

(MUSIC: _ _ _ WIPE_AND INTO BRIDGE)

ATHO1 COBOBAY




. JACK:

MAG:
B JACK:

JACK:

JACK:

MAC:

JACK!

JACK:

MAC ;

JACK:
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(PHONE RINGING ON FILTER. FILIER CLICK)
(FILTER THROUGHOUT) MecListy,
Lieutenent, This is Jack Hoins, I'm in a telephone
booth on the corner of twelfth and deKalb.
Are you having n nice time there?
No. TI'm fresh from telking to Trudy Robbins. I
didnit get o thing out of her,
T could have told you that, Dames like Trudy know how

toe clam up.

anlegesaheka-ibllinmo bbb,

But there must be a way to make her comg &cross. Can't

vou-~-{BREAKS AND HOLDS)

(BEAT) Can't I what?

{TENSE. LOW) ILieutenant!

(CATCHING HIS MOOD) What is 1t?

Trudy Robbins. She just came into the store and

she's heading right for this bank of phone booths.

Don't let her see you,

I got my face turned away. Walt,
(UNIER FCLLOWING WE HEAR PHONE BOCTH DOOR OPEN
AND CLOSE. RECEIVER UP. COIN IEEQSIT, SINGLE
DIAL)

What's ahe doing?

She just went into the phone booth next to me.

Can you hear through those tin walls?

I heard her dlal,

Try to cateh what she says.

A W e e
ke —— T L ket L s
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JACK: I will, as soon as she starts saying anything.

- MAG: {BEAT) Cnn you rean?
e JACK: Nothing yet.
MAGC: Maybe 1f you opened your booth door o little...
) JACK: (AS TRUDY STARTS TO TALK) Shut up!
TRUDY : (OFF, MUFFLED A LITTLE BUT AUDIBLE) Hello. Hello,
iE * Chick?
e JACK: (SUNK) Someone named Chick,
TRUDY 1 (OFF} Trudy. Is EJ there?
JACK: {EXCITED) She just asked for Ed!
MAC: {BEAT) Well?
_ JACK: She 's waiting,
MAC: (EEAT) Well, 1s he there op lsn't he? TI--- :
JACK: (AS TRUDY SPEAKS AGAIN} JAet zy)//ﬂ, - ,/W/:_, / St
T TRULY ¢ (OFF) Ed, Ed honey---it's me, A gug was at the plece. '

Yeah, & reporter he said, Of course not. I Jjust
laughed. Look, I gotta see you. Wherever ycu say, honey,.
Okay. Sure I got it. Broad and Market Street, Newark,
Hudson Terminzel Tube at four o'elock today. Right.
I'11 meet you there.

NARRATOR: You, Jack Hoins, are in Newark at 3:35., Lieutenant
Melisty takes you to the terminal, puts you into a

sult of overalls end shoves a cigar into your mouth.

v MAC: Here kid. I'll hoand out the cigers for & changs.

- - JACK: Look, McListy, why the fancy dress?

""‘ MAG: Get busy along this platform with that broom.

- T,
- JACK: I TR e e Tt ey e T T T T o B

e MAG: L A e T i . When you spot the

N Robbins dame, getti?g ofg the train, light that cigsr.
: MORE
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{MUsIG:

NARRATOR

e

(MysIC:

NARRATOR:

DAVIB:
NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:

24~

Point the broom handle at her back. We'll take over

" from there. Now, git!

You git, You shift the cigar to ons side of your
mouth and start sweeping. And then, you notlice some
other porters busy sweepling and ycu decide that they
lock strangely like the owners of faces that belong on
cops. Then ydu get 1t. They are watching you, wailting
for&ﬁh;iiip-off. Your tongue feels too big for your
mouth, and your palms start sweating. 3:45. You duck

your head and start sweeping again.

Flve minui=s of four. Train after train rolls in, dbut

ne Trudy Robbing. You being to wonder. Those porters

are giving you some funny looks, Was thet phore call o

fake to throw you off, ;Baua—;aa—ahaﬂagmwuhaﬁnﬁrmnﬁ

Sk You aswellow hard, You can hear the Ciby
Editor's volice rasping in your ears.
Get the story, or don't come back.
You feel a small trickle of perspiration slide down
your neck. IF you don't get this story, you won't
want to come back. And then.,.

(RUMBLE OF TRAIN %0 STOP)
Another train slides into the sfation,

{(AD LIB CROWD B.G.,)

ATHO1 008088
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L NARRATOR: (OVER) A msb nf passengers, Fifty, sixty, nearly a whole
trainload streams out, And then---Trudy Robbins. She
steps tn the platform, Time to 1light that cigar. Time to

point that broom.

_ (MUSIC:. .. _ STING AND UNDER)_
i TRUDY:  Eddie, Eddie...Gee. thanks for meeting mﬁ&;63137ff1£€?££" _

ED: (TENSE) Shut up, Trudy. Listen, I=-- oront conds
_ MAC1 Okay., That's all Fhelleyu(’ﬁgg;;;;‘::;;J;long w'it:h_ug1ru-|a-lnr.-'i'-"':":'-‘"‘zj

P T S 5k At ]

o (T/PEWRITER CLACKING AT TOP SPEED)

DAVIS: For a guy whn was just an office boy a couple of months

ago, you manage to look pretty, busy, Helns.
(TYPEWRITER STOPS SUDDENLY)

JACK: Oh! Excuse me slr, Juw=

DAVIS: Sit down, sit dewn. Nobedy around here bothers to get up
for me, I'm just the City Editor., Even got me delivering
mail now., Here!s a letter came frr you.

JACK S Thank you sir.

DAVIS: Don't open it ncw. Want to check on the Shelley case with

you, All clearesd up?

JACK: Yes sir - just doing the windup now,
- DAVIS: Clever thinking in that Jeb, Hoins, Very clever,
JACK: (PLEASED) Why---thank you sir,
" DAVIS:. (SHARPLY) I don't mean you. 1 mesn me, Putting you in at

headquarters showed fine judgment on my part. Yes sir, 1
was the smart one in that story w--- (SOFTER) reporter --

RTXO1 Q0EOBB3
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. (MUSIC: _ _ _ _ KIT FOR CURTAIN). .

CHAPPELL: In just a mrment we will read you a telegram from
Jack Hoins of the New York World with the final out-
come of tonight's BIG STORY.

o (MUSICy _ . _ _ FANFARE).
. (CLOSING COMMERCIAL) -
-

ATKO1 00BOBB4



Jp——

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG ... BONG!

VIBRAPHONES
s CHAPPELL:
HARRIGE:
- CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

- CHAPPELL:
o HARRICE:
T
=4

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #64 -

of all America'!s leading cigarettes only one is

noutstandingl” - only one is "pgutstandingi" - the longer,

finer cigarette in the distinguished red'package.

PELL MELL'! Good to lock at vas

Good to feel aee

food to taste 4.

And good to smoke.

For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat - gives you that smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

Remember =

PFLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - toutstandingl

And - they ars pildl

e —f

T

demne. . W EmAR s manmaa v

L AL B
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CHAPPELL:

HOINS:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(MUSIC:

-28- ‘REV.

Now we read you that telegram from Jack Hoins of the

W York W . e ¢ ]
New York Werld by Sl .._//2‘:%;,.;.

Letter Rdddaawioadse handed mq{Las from Lt., new Captaln

MeLis*y, inviting me to electrncutinrn of Edwin Shelley
at Sing Sing Prison in appreciation of my work on tae
case, 1In confessing to all three murders killer in to-
night's Big Story admitted motive in first case was
robber; and subsequent murders were committed because
victims were becoming susplelous. ﬂ&ﬁy:xhankgﬁfor to-
night's Pell Mell Award.

Thanl you, Mr. Heins. The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of
the PELL MELL %500 Award for notable service in the
fleld of Journalism. '

Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES wlll present another BIG
STORY =~ A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Pensacola News and Journal by-line -- William Pinney --
A BIG STORY about speeding trains, buried treasure and a -

reporter with a one track mind.

T S T e —"
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ANNCR:

JOY

cex~  5/26/48 PN,
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v

B

~20-
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Prockter,
with music by Vledimir Sclinsky. Tonight's program
vas written by Gail Ingrem. Your narrator wans Bob
Sloané, end Jomes McCellion piayed the part of Jack
Hoins. In order to protect the names of people
actually involved in tonight’s avthentic BIG STORY the
names of all characters in the drametizeotion were changed

with the exception of the reporter, Mr, Holns.

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers
of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAHETTES.
This 1s NBC,.,THt NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

M i b ot o R L e e

RTHXG1 QOsQOREBY

R

e e i e m —— AT LR



THE BIG STORY
JUNE 23, 1948

NOT BROADCAST BECAUSE OF
REPUBLICAN CONVENT ION

ATKO1 0060888



JRRN——

AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #06

CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
HARRY NAT POLEN
MAE BETTY GARDE
EDDIE JOHN GIBSON
FARMER KLOCK RYDER
ABE NAT POLEN
LIEUTENANT SANTOS ORTEGA
JANITOR sornosaaal Grl Soure
EMERS O KLOCK RYDER
VOICE Bea-saoaua-’ﬁﬁ4¢ ,byh,g>b
AGGIE ANN SUMMER
WEDNESDAY otn
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YOUR HIT PARADE~TV -27~

CLOSING {CONT'D)
GROWING AMERICA CAMPAIGN PLUG

VIDEO _AUDIO
ARTCARD: "YOUR GREAT SHARBUTT (V,0.)
FUTURE IN A GROWING What lies ahead for a brands;
AMERICA," BOX 1776 new American? How does the .
GRAND CENTRAL STATION, future look for the 11,000
N.Y. new Amerlcans born every day?

Well, 1t couldn't look better,
with more factories producing
more goods for cur mushrooming
population, America is goiné
places! Send for a free
illustrated booklet, "Your
Great Future in a Growing
America.” Drop a card to Bok
1776, Grand Central Station,
New York, New York, ‘
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #66
( [ ¢ )
19:00 - 10:30 PM JUNE 30, 1948 WEDHESDAY

CHAFFELL:

HARRY:

MAE:

HARRY :

MAE:

HARRY :

EDDIE:

- HARRY:

HARRY :

PELL MELI, FaAMOUS CIGARETTES present ..THE BIG STORY!

( AUTO MOVING SLOWLY ALONG ROAD AT NIGHT. UNDER: }
(NICE, GUY, QUITE DRUNK) Mae, hey Mae, how's about going
back homs? It's getting late and -
(AROUT 40. HARD. PLRASANT NOW) 'Smatter with you, Harry?
You'ra getting married tomorraw; right?
{HAPPY} 'Sright, I'm getting married tomorrow --
So this 13 your last night & fres man, rlght?
Hoy, that's good, my last night a free man - that's goed,
hunh, Eddie?
(SCARED., GLUM) Yeah, very good., Look, Mse, shouldn't
wa --
Just drive, Eddie, don't talk. (WHEEDLING) Harry, I'mm
your blg slster, right, your blg sister Mae and this is
vour last nlght on sarth a free men - s¢ have another
drink and let's meke merry -
Aw, Mae, I --
(HARD) Have a drink like I told you, Harry!
Well, all right - (LAUGHS) hey, Mse - Mae - I'm passing
out -
(A PAUSE) (SHARP) He's out - out cold, the dope., All
right, Eddie. Now! S8top the car, I said "Now!"

(CAR STOPS)

RTHQT 0080880
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| MAE:

: ) EDDIE:
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R CHAFPELL:

T LIRSt L

Ges, Mae, it's kind of in cold bloed end --
You splneless 1little fool, glmme that gun.
Mae, he's your - he's your kild brother -
Thet's right. I'm his big sister, ain't I, and I got
to take care of him, don't I? (PAUSE) Well, I am -
(TWO DISTINCT SHOTS)
(ON SECOND SHOT) Mae, stop, he's --
Why should T stop? I like what I'm dolng!
' (THREE MORE SHOTS. INTO:)

THE BIG STORY: Here is America, its scund and fury, it's .
joy and sorrow - as falthfully reported by the men end
women of the great Amerlcan newspapers, (PAUSE. COLD}
Bellsville, Illinoils, 20 miles across the Missourl border
from St., Louis, a bedy found with five bullets In its
head. From the pages of the 3%. Leuls Globe Democrat,

the terrifying story of hate between & brother and a
sister. And tonight, towd, B, Hendry of the 3t. Louis
Missouri Globe Democrat, goes the PELL MELL AWARD for the
BIG STORY.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

LTI P ST Lt PR P
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #66

OPENING COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG .., BONG!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL1
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE!
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HABRICE:

Of all Arerica's leading clgarettes only one is

"outstandingl" - only one is ”Outstandingl".

It's the longer, finer clgarette in the distinguished red
package = PELL MELL! '

Look at a PELL MELL!

It locks goodi

Feel a PELL MELL!

It feels goodl

Taste a PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Stoke & PELL MELL!

It smokes good!

Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigarette. For
PELL MELL'S greater lengih of traditionally fine, nellcw

tobaeccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat,

That!s inportanti
Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the

way ' your throat - gives you that smoothness, nlldness

and satisfacticn no other cigarette offors you.

Of all Aperica's leadiﬁg eigarettes only one is
"outstandingl” - only ons 1s "Outstandingl®

The longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed red
package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES .., “"Qutstandingt"

And - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL:

NARR:

FARMER 3

ABE:

. FARMER:

ABE:

..5-

And now the story as it actually happensd, A.B, Hendry's '

story, as he 1lived 1it.., g 4 ) Ao
v v 44(!:8 TX gL X RANETS (u r / &,-‘f..’._ Dt b

#i

Your name 1séég§ Hendryqﬁraporter'fﬁr thefGlobe Democrat
St, Louls and you think the world is a pretty good pl%ﬁfzf;f
this sunny July moyning as you whesl your new m,w' 23
out of the smoke of 8t, Louls and drive up
(FADE IN CAR UNIER)
Through the corn flelds of western Illinois that border
your home town. You like things fine this morning:
itts 9 AM., youlre off on a week's vacatlon, you got a
paise and = nevw car and the sun is bsautiful on the
Illinois fields. And then - .
(THE CAR SLOWS DOWN AND STOPS UNDER:
-~=you ses tﬁkfrarmer waving at you wildly, standing in
the mliddle of tne road, signalling you %o stop. You step
on the brake and look at his face. One word 1s wrltten
on 1t: terror.
(PAUSE)
(OLD) (FRANTIG) BSon, get to a telephone and tell them!
I got no phone et my place --
Hey, what's a matter, mister, you --
In the field there - sea =-- 'bout 20 yards in -- it's a
body and --
L
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FARMER:

ABE:
- ABE:
- (MUBIC:
NARR
e LT
s
~L

Ty

hgad -- was gol ohhousg-grrd--ate
;aen_him._—SheAswett&&—a&ek~-—

Let me look at him,

There'!s nothing to look at, son -- just something to meke
you sick on, St T WU mtTes—up-%hew@aad~aa-£armap

nama.a£_uananma_thara_,_ﬂaﬂavgat,E:ghene
(QUTETLY) I'l1 just take & look Lif.you don’t mind.
{ PRUSE)

A a B .__..____

You look, Abe Hendry, because you're a reporter and in the
moment when you see the orushed head of & human being
lying in the sunlight in & lovely cornfield in Illinois,
your vacation's over, the sun seems to go out of the sky -
vecause no death (it doesn't matter thet you don't know
anything about the dead man) no death like that cep ever
be accepted, no such violence.can ever be normall f;u gat
the bare facts: unidentified man, found on & farm,
discoversd, & A.M. by farmer's wife, place Belleville,
T1lineis -- you drive to the next farm, placed two calls.
One to your paper, one to the police, And in halfl an hour
you and a very slight, very short and very cynical pollce
Licutenant named Keene are back at the scene of the crime,.
in a blood-stained cornfleld -- '

{IT'S OUTDOORS)}
(TIRED OF ALL CRIME AND THI3 CRIME IN¥ PARTICULAR. BUT 4 MAN
WHO XKNOWS HIS BUSINESS) Pretty, ain't he? You.say your
wife fqund him; pop?

RTXQ1 Q060894
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THE BIG STORY 6/30/48 -7 & 8~ REVISED

FARMER: That's r»ight, Lt. (GARRULOUS} She was going out the
henhouse --

IT: Yeah -~ T know, Why'd you have to call me on thils case,
Hendry? .

ABE; Cause you'rs the best offfcer I know in 3t., Louls.

1T I got enough unsolved cases on wy hands, Why hand me

another -one?

ABE: Come on, come off 1%, I 1like %o watah you work, Keense.
LT Okay, get out your notebook.

ABE: Ckay Lt.

IT: Put this down: victim, tall, thin man, rad halr,

frecklesg, face and forearm,

ABE: Weight 1407

Lr: Weight 160. Car tracks through corn field leading to
‘place where body was thrown,

LT: Now let's get a 1little closer --

FARMER: I wouldn!t do that, Lt., 1f I waz you - Patch of

poison ivy there - ase -

LT: That polson ivy -
ABE: (SUPERIOR) Don't you know polson ivy, Lt. Keeng -= 2
IT: Okay ~ note: wmurderer may have polaon ivy.,~ Way do

they always asslgn me to those gang cases.

ABE: Thig 18 & gang Jjob?

JH - What else? This poor guy was killed, btaken for a ride
and dumpsd, Perilod, end of report..

ABE: Stnce when do professional killers shoot 5 bullets into
one man? They donl!t waste bullets.

LT; (THINKING) Mum -~ What's in his pocketa, Abe?

ABE: " I dontt knoﬁ. jI walted for you --

ATKGT QUe0BIYS




THE BIG STORY 6/30/48 -9 & 10- REVISED

LD

ABE:

ABE:
I
ABE:

ABE:

ABE:

11

ABE:

T

Nothing in the pants, Goat? WNope, Nope. Walt a

- minute- the breast pocket -

L notebook -
(SLOW RIFFLING THROUGH PAGES}
Blank, HNothing here -~ blank -- wealt a minute -~ hmmf -
two names; Harry Catlon -
Harry Catlon.
{GOING ON) -- Agnes Emerson,
Addresses too?
Yeah - that!s a surprise.
Lemme aeo,
Sure. (70 HIMSELF) Funny. Funny,
Whatts funny?
Nah, 1t'a nothing, ITtts a professional job. A kill job
and a dumping - pro all the way,
Except the five bullets and the notebook., Asgnes Ewerson
dossn't sound Like any mobster I ever heard of, Right,
Lt? Hey - Keene - right?
(KIDDING) Ah, why don't you shut up?
let!'s go see Azegle, huh, Lleut? Gan I come?
Wo..
I'm giving up & vacation,
No..
Remember I called you, not the Illinois police.
I =s2id no, (THEN)} Pop, I ain't gonna catch polson ivy, am
I?

T e TR Tt 4T e gy e T ST R M s e el

L U ER T
e i e L hm o U i S it L ot e i
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THE BIG STORY 6/30/48 ~11-

1T
ABE:
LT:

ABE;

ABE:
LT
ABE:
IiT:

ABE:

ABE:

IT:

ABE:

T

ABE:

ABE;

REVISED
(PHOWE RINGS, I3 ANSWERED ON FILTER)

Helle, Lt. Keene,

Keene, Hendry, Did you find Agnes Emerson?

Ko.

Well, I did.

Where?

Have a look in the (Glcbe Democrat - my paper.

cut it out. What are you talking about®

Marriages, PFPage 29. Agnes Emerson to -~ guess who?

Catlon?

Catlon.

Wnen?

Today ~ in half an hour at St, Michael's,

Thanks for the tip.

oh no, you brushed we off in that cornfieid -~ thig time

T cowe or I don't tell all,

What else 1s there?

That bride's going to be waiting at the church a long

time.

Vhy?

Because the guy with the bullets in his head was Harry.

Sure?

Checked it with our pictures, Tall, skinny, red head -

Prockles?

Freckles,

You better come along, Hendry, T'm not much good atb

telling girls they were stood up at the altar by dead men,

Ses you at St, Michael's 1n filve minutes. -- .

RTXQT 0080RSY
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! EMERSON:

IT:
EMERS0N:
- LT:
EMERSON:
T IT: ‘
. EMERSON:
IT:
o EMERSON:
ABE:
Detectife Lt. Keene -- your son-in-law -- to be:q\-‘-‘ Harry --
- 0) You vetter step over hers -- he's dead er;*"*-.(.ek
paan.. . Hols . pab.deba halimnotocudng—""HETS (20T
-k (wuszor _ _UR INTO) _
AGGIE: (THROUGEOUT THIS BRIEF SCENE SHE CRIES S0FTLY OFF MIKE)
~ ABE: I'm éorry it had to be this way, Miss Emerson -- Mr,
o Emevson -- but thet's the way it 1s. ﬂﬂ‘&&f;{:-’-
EMERSON:  (ME'S NOT UPSET) Thenk you. I -- thank you, Faades
e pleass -- please, what good does 1t do to --
L ' WE 11 leave you now, Mr. Emerson and -- welll stop back
M-.T _ some other time. Couple of questlons I have to ask you.
- EMERSON:  Yes, Lt. Aggis darling --
_H LT: gome on, Hendry. Sorry. Goodbye.
et AGGIE: (CRIES SOFTLY AS)
" (DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS IT OUT. STEPS BY THE TWO MEN)
-

At a—— . - —- A R e mee -

A — R i P -
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ABE:
LT:

ABE:
IT:
ABE:

T

ABE:

IT:

ABE:
1T

ABE:

In:

b Lt e T R T AT T

-13-
Well, I guess thatt!s that, Hendry. 3She secemed like a nilcs
kid, too.
30, it goes on the unsolved list, Lt.?
Not right away. Iwe’ll treck down the tires in the
cornfield, 1if wa ccn. And the shoe marks.-- I'1l give 1t
e Grade A No. One trestment -- but I think It's what I
sald: 8 geng dunpsd her boy friend.
(MOCKING) Period, End of report.
You got other ide=zs? .
A few. Look, Emersdn told us Harry was o nice, qulet,
steady sort of guy, Electrical engineer, right?
So?
Does that sound like the kind of guy gets mixed up with &
geng? A guy 1like that's earning $75. meybe 100 a week --
he's gonne get married -- what's he doing handing
around with o geng.
Maybe he's & reguler Jekyl and Hyde, Daytime a steady
dependable guy, nighttime - a real low down killer --
Who's the writer, you or me?
Look, Abe, you're & good fellow -~ don't step over the
line., I seld I'd give 1t A~1 treatment, everything -- but
from where I sit, it's an unsolved gang case. I've seen
this kind going on 20 yeers, Four cluss and a dead end.
Perlod,
Maybe Emerson himsqlf did it -- had something to do with
itf

Why Emerson? Why net Musgolini --

RTX01 00B0OBSY
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LBE:

IT:

ABE:

L
ABE:
I
ABE:
r?
ABE:
LP:
ARE:

T
ABE:

T
ABE:

14—
Did you see how grisf-stricken he was? Never really
batted an eye. Emerson didn't 1like Herry Catlon --

So what -- lots of father's in law don't 1llke the guys
their dsughters plck out -~ that don't say he k1llled him,
I ¥now, I'm only asking -- couldn't it have been someoné
else -- not a gong after Harry?

No.

No? =

No.

Well I thipk 1t wes,

Whyr?

A 1ot of things.

Why? _

(SIOWLY AND CAREFULLY) First the 5 bullets., Hate was

‘involved there. Somebody who heted Herry pumped 5

bullets into his head. Then thet notsbook in his pockst
with the names in it. Then this - the day before o
wedding a guy is killed ~-- why would a geng vick e day
1ike that to kill somebody --7

Coincldence, raybe -~

(GOING RIGHT ON) They wouldn't -- but somebody who knew
Harry, intimately, who was clese tc nlm - he might do 1t --
or she might do 1t --

Don't get romentic --

(SAME) and the jJob he had! the kind of guy he was. He
was no racketeer. I any no mob dld it. I say 1t was &
erime of passion, I say ~-

(CUTTING) Okay -- you sald 1t -- now prove lt.

(TAXEN ABACK A LITTIE) What?

I
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..15-
Prove 1t. I got eight unsolved robberles in town to work
on. Thet and two other unsolved klllings. I say this wos

e geng job and I'll glve it the treatment for a gang Jjob.

You say no -- let's see you back up vhat you just seld.
Go out and prove it, Hendry -- go ahead end do Lt -~
 (PAUSE)

There it 1s, Abe Hendry --- the challenge is thrown to you.
The thin short, cynlcal, erackerjack police Lt. named
Koens has teken you on your word. (o out and prove
somebody killed Barry Catlon. Go out and find whe 1t was
who puriped flve bitter bullets into the head of o man in

en Illinoiz cornfleld. Go ahead,.

We will be back in just a moment with tonlght's BIG STORY,

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)

RTKC1 000301

P T P




THE BIG STORY
PROGRAY #66

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

Ttts the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have

For PELL MELL'S graater lensth of traditionally fine,

nellow tobaccos filters the snoke on the way to your

VIBRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG +.. BONG!

CHAPPELL: Of all Americals leading clgaresttes only one is
"outstandingl" ~ only one is moutstandingl”

HARRICE: .
red package - PELL MELL{

CHAPPELL! Lock at a PELL MELL}

HARRICE: It looks goodl

APPELL ¢ Feel 2 PELL MELL}

HARRICE: It foels goodl

CHAPPELL: Taste a PELL MELL}

HARRICE: It tastes goodt

CHAPPELL: Smoke a PELL MELLY

HARRICE: It sniokes good!l

CHAPPELLS -
changed to PELL MELL, the locnger, finer clgarette.
PELL MELL! Good to Jook 2t eve

HARRICE: Good to feel se

CHAPPELL: Good to taste ves

HARRICE: And good to snmoke.

CHAPPELL:
throat,

HARRICE: That's importantt

CHAPPELILs

Yeos - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on
the way to your throat - gives you that spoothness,

nildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers yous

~
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o THE BIG STORY
PROCGRAM #66
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL CONTINUED)
HARRICE: 0f all Americals leading cigarettes only ong is
~ Toubstandingt" - only one is ugutstanding 4"
__ GI-L\PPELL} The longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
= package, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES see "Outstandingl"
HARRICE: And - they are mildl
';"i;"
—
RV LY
S
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~=4 (MUSIC:

A

- HARRICE:

HARR:

ABE:

_17..

This is Cy Harrico refurning you to your narrator Sed-

Saeene ond the Big Story of Reporter ééelﬂendry 2s he

1ived it and wrote 1t ...

You wateh the police Lt, as he leaves you with a challenge
' and en unsolved crime on your hands end you wonder whet

youlre goling fo do. Because you, k&giat B, Hondry, e
Lo Foud.febende) reporter for the 5t, Louis Globe Domoorat
nave seid you don't think a gang killed Harry Catldn, you've.
s23d you think someonse olose to him did it -- that 1t wes
a coyime of passioun. Okay -- now prove 1t -- that's your
agsignment. Lt. Keene gave it to you and your clity
edltor, when you told him, he gave 1%t to you too. "sure
Abe," he said, "you find the murderer -- good story thers.
And now you're et it. Where do you start? You try at the
Emerson house - Agnes Emerson, the glrl left at the church
becouse a mon wes killed, and Agnes Emerson's father. You
start with them snd you go slow bécauss -- bocause that's
the situation -=

I know this 1z -~ not the best time -- & day after Herry's

N J%%w’found -- but iz there enything you can tell me would help

EMERSON:
— APE:
EMERSON:

ug find ~-- who did 1t?

I told you all I know.

You dldn't like Harry, 4id you, My, Emerson? )

No, T didn't, But I told Aggle, if he was what she wanted
-- well -- I wouldn't stand in the way of their marriage.

Isntt that ﬁrue, Aggls?

RTHO1 QOBO304



B s A I T A bt

AGGIE:

ABE:

AGGIE:

EMERSON
AGGIE:
ABE:
EMERSON
ABE:
AGGIE:

ABE:

AGGIE:

EMERSON ¢

AGGIE:

ABE:
AGGIE:

ABE:
AGGIE:

ABE: -
AGGIE:

B e .. L T L

et gt e AR SR T Tt S T T

-18~

(SHE 'S OVER THE WORST BUT STILL LITTIE WEAK) Nobody's
asccusing you, ded. I'm sure Mr. Hendry didn't msan
enything like thet-at all.

No, of courss not. Did he have any enemlies you knew of?

None, Mr., Hendry -- bolieve me -- everybody liked Harry --

(SWEETIY) except Dod, a little, and he really didn't know

Harry.

I knew;Harry‘s ferrily., I knew Harry's silstar.

Now, why do you soy & thing like that?

Whet about his fomily, Mr. Emerson?

Nothing., Just, if you want to know -- (CIAMS) Nothing.
What about his sister, Miss Emerson?

Harry and his sister, well -- they were different types.
You know brothers end sisters.

.What do you nmean?

Harry wes her kid brother end -- I guess she resented me
a little.

She heted you, why den't you --

Dad! You gsee Mr, Hendry -- Harry's sister married and
hor husbond died'-- sho and Harry'were very close,
Your fether sald she hatad you.

I met her once, just once ~-- she told me never to come

into thelr house again.

Oh, did she and Harry live together?

Up until then, yes, they dld -- but after thet Harry moved

outb,
What's his sister's name?
T don't think thers's any point in hounding her or -- 1t

just that Mae was different from Harry. She was --

. e —
e i P i o v o b A R R ST o)
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ABE:
AGGIE:

AFE!
AGGIE:
ABE"
AGGIE:
EMER3ON:

AGGIE:
ABE:

EMERSON:

AGGIE:

ABE:

PR R A

-19-
(COAXING) What?
Woll, e little ccarse and -- but she's not really bad,
she's reslly very nice ==
Mee What?
Mae Robbins is her married name; she uses that.
Where doss she live?
REally, Mr. Hendry, 1 don't think --
Tell him sbout the insurance --= uhg,dnai:—ye&-#ei&’ﬂtﬂr
aboabrriholh o
Dadl
I wish you would. What about the insurcnce? (PAUSE) Wes
Herry insured, Mr, Bmerson =- who was the boneficiary?
I got nething to sa¥.
Wetre very tired, Mr. Hendry and -- if you don't mind.
(PAUSE )

Sure, Okay. I understand. Mae Robbins., Just ons thing;

her sddress and the neme of the'insufanca company pefors I .

go. (PAUSE} I can be e very stubborn guy =- and I can
wait e long time,

T N L e e

(WAIKING UP STEPS. DOOR BELL RUNG ONCE,
DOOR OPENS INTO)

——— e e - un A N e T e -

(LITTIE HIGH) (FRIENDLY) Oh, hello -- come on in,
Hello,

Have a drink. Don'ft I know you. Mag's my name.

Aba Hendry, you don't know me. What's the party for --
Horry? | .

ATKQ1 Q0BO%06




R T M_;\E:
ABE:
MAE:

‘ABE:

ABE:

ABE:
ABE:

MAE:
ABE:
MAE:
ABE:

AVE:

=2 (-

Who ere you? _
Could we go whers itfg a 1lttle gquieter?
Who are you mister?
I told you - & friend of Harry's.
I never met you, A1l right, step in here - I'11l close the
door_and -
(GLOSES DOOR WITH SPRECH. NOISE OUT)
-~ T never heard Harry mentlon your nasn.

Reporter.
Oh. Guess you think this -~ all the noise and dancing ls -=

out of place or something - No. That!s the way Harry
would of wanted it. He wouldn't want no wake =~ live

ond let live, thet was hils motto -- mine, toa,

Got o couple of guestions, if you don't mind.

About whot?
Hear you run ¢ grocery store -- Is that true? Where is
§ Y . L
it%? K/}’g';L-fw/ff/ﬁw-’:’/ ‘70-3"07&07’1/ ;/?5-3 xf—ru,ﬁ(& 7i4<:1-5mr'ﬂ..
7 g _ .

Say, what doc you went?
Couple of answers: 1Lt's your store 1sn't 17

%0 what?

And 1t's on Hillside Avsnue -- 2116 Hillside, right?
If you know, what are you asking for?

You know something, Mee -~ I dou't think youlre gonna
Zi:lect that insurance =--

1223
t afe you talking about?
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Hapry's 1life was ilnsured, Mae -- and you were the
bene ficiary Mae -- up to the time of his marriage, Mae.
His marriage that never came off, Mae. (MAE: you
got no right-;) Wait e minuts. Wasn'it Harry gonna change
the beneficiary from you to Agnes Emerson?
You got a dirtﬁ mind. I don't heve to stand for no
gnotty reporters coming in here aﬁd making insults.
Get out of here. Get out of here pefore I forget that
my kid brother's dead twe days -- end --
Just a bereaved big sister, is that 1t, Mae -~
Get out of here! You got a dirty, filthy mind!
You have got a dirty mind, Hendry---
Why, Lt? You tell me.
How much was the insurance for?
1500 dollars.
That's your answer. If 1t was 25 thousand or even 15
thousand, I'd listen to you -- but what sister's gonna
%11l her brother (a kid brother at that) for a measily
1500 bucks. If I'd a been Mae I'd have smacked you
in the face. No. I don't swear out warrants for
aprest on that kind of lead.
Okay, Keene., You're the lavw.
Look, I ask you, Hendry. vou'rs 8 writer: would an editor
accept a plot where a dame xi1ls her brother for that
kind of meney? _
Okay, how abcut the grocery store?

What about 1t?

PRSP Lk
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ABE : I told you -- she runs a grocery store?
LT: Sure - but i1t's no crime.
ABE 4nd couldn't it be there's scmething fishy about that

grocery store? ::V,JZJ, ?ﬁ?z:w/%w /__.Z,/*J.?

LT: What do you want? ‘

ABE: I want you and me to go visit that store. I want a
search warrant and I want to have a lock-see.

1T I:m.busy.

ABE: I tell you, Keems, if you saw this dame's face -- this

Mae, you'd believe anything about her,

LT: Even killing her brother for a grand and a half?
ABE: She'!d 8o it Ffor 500 dollars.
LT 411 right, Hendry -- nmy wife does all the shoppling in

the family. I haven't been in a grocery store in & long

time. Let's go see what's in the grocery departiment.

(MusIC: _ . MOVEMENT_INTQ:) -
(BABGESR %OR. AGAIN,)

LT: ,

A nobody's home. ol

ABE: There's go? to be somebody there -- theres=eslighteon.

LT: Crumby looking place for a grocery, ain't 1t?

 (BANGS AGAIN. PAUSE. AGAIN.)

1T: Let's go look around the back.

ABE: Don't tell me I got you interested, Lt.

LT: N¥o, Just that -- in & place like thls meybe I can pick
up & sale on canned peaches. My wife likes canned
peaches, Come on.

(THEY WALK, STOP AS INDICATED.)
. ARE: : Thete's a wilndow,
LT: Yeah -=- dark.' Nothing there.

et e a it ok e e W i
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ABE;

EDDIE:
LT:

= EDDIE:

LT:

EDDIE:

EDDIE:
LT:

EDDIE;

LT:
EDDIE:
IT:
EDDIE

nT:

EDDIE:
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-23-
(MORE WALKING.)

_ Hey, Keene -- look.

What do you know? A man sleeplng in & bed. Maybe
he lives there.
Maybe,
(BANGING ON WINDOW, MORE OF IT.)
(LITTLE OFF) (SLEEFY) What do you want?
Opean up the deor, bud,
Go on away, mister, SBtore opens tomorrow &t one
c'elock.
Better open 1t now, bud, Pollce.
Qray, OCkay.
{ PAUSE)
{S0OME STEPS., A DOOR OFENS AND SHUTS UNLER:)
{SCARED} What's & matter, officer?
Trpyr—prpdep=tri>s  Nothing -- Jjust a‘visit. Wha t happened
to you?
Oh, this, I -- I broke my arm. Big castes they put on
your arm these days, don't they?
Oh, you broke your arm, huh?
Yeah, fell down a flight of stairs.
What's your name?
Ed, Ed Burns.
Friend of Mae's?
I work for her.
Hours of one to three?
That's right.
You got a palr of sharp écisaqra?
Scissors? Yeah{ ¥Why? What do you want?

Just give them to me.

e o b T = gt e B i R Cme— e — - -
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EDDIE:
LT:

IT:
EDDIE:

LT:

EDDIE:
LT:
EDDIE !

LT:

EDDIE:
LT:
EDDIE:
LT
EDDIE:

LT:

EDDIE:
1T

EDDIE:
LT:
EDDIE:.
LT:

24
Sure, (FADE A LITTIE) Just & second.
Stay in the room, no tricks, Just scissors.
(S0TTO) Wnat are you doing, Keene?
Just wateh., Suddenly I got_interested.
(BACK ON) Here you &re, Lt. '
Now sit down. Hold out your arm. No -~ the broken
one .,
Hey, walt 8 minote you --- -
That's right. I'm gonna cut the cast.
Leave 1t alone, the Doctor said ---

The doec said it was poison ivy, didn't he? But you eald

‘he tetter meke 1t look like & broken ari.

You'lre crazy, he ---

Do I cut it or do you want to talk? Meke up your mind---

. Okay - it's -- well, suppose 1% 1s polson ivy.

How'd you get 1t?

In the woods,

On a ﬁicnic —— near Belleville, ridrkirRedi vasn't 1t?
In a cornfield next to & dead man ramed Harry Catlon®
Youlre crazy, I never was ---

Okay Eddie -- T'm booking you for the murder of Harry
Catlon.

I pever d1d it.

No. Mae did 1%, I suppose.

I don't know what youlre talking about.

Okey. You just slt there Eddie, just slt and think it
out. 1I'1l have two squad men pick up Mae and we'll
gee what her version of the thing is. Abe --

Yes Keene?®
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LT I got an idea there's more than groceries around this

- - place. ' ' ~rye=omr-Bdtte

. | hevre}—mdEtagoe look through some of those boxes in
the back nd—thossmpig-emers -~ maybe we'll find

something Interssting ~-

= Al BB mmpancyhe £ I P S S e
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LT: & - A Edafe -- let me

o

explain wewm. a fire point of law: being an accessory to
& murder is serious, doing the murder is more serious.
- If Mae did it, you'd ba a fool to take the electric

chair -- when you can settle for life,

- {MUSIG: _ _ UP_AND INTO:)
LT: : Mae, sit down.
MAE : I'1l stand, Lt.
_ LT Mae, Hendry here (the wrlter) has a question for you. We

know who did it, now. He wants to ask you why. Why,

- Mze? Why'd you ¥ill him?
MAE : None of your business,
ABE: Mae, you liked Harry. Maybe you even loved him ==

why'd you kill nim?
MAE: I don't have to talk to you.
- -ABE: Mee, look. You ran a grocery story -- We know that,
- ' The grocery store was & blind for your fence game.
What: you stole, or what your friends stole, you sold
through the stere. We know that. Was Harry gonna queelr
your game? Was he gonna sniteh on you, Mae? '

s MAR Wny don't you shut up?
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ABE:
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I'm getting closs, hunh, Mae? Was it because he was
your kid brothsr -- the one you had hopee for and
velieved in -~ the one you sent thru scheool and worked
and slaved for to make better than you----?
Shut up. Maké him shut up.
it's a free country, Mae, Free speech,.
Was 1t because he didn't go along with you? He didn't
1ike what you were dolng? Because he bFoke with you
and was golng to marry & decent girl like Agnes Emerson?
Was he gonna tell the cops on you, Mae?
(PAUSE)
What's the difference. I did 1t. What's the difference.
(LONG PAUSE) I gave him.everything., Everything I
kxnew. We had no father, no mother -« nothing. He
wag & -- he was a good electrician, a fine one, He
could of been enything. Anything. And I gave him the
chance. I made it for him. I did it all for him -- and
what does he do? He ties up with a little fool,
that Aggie. He's gonna throw everything over for =8
cottage with a weterfall when he could have had
anything he wanted. Jure I killed him. He came to me -~
two days before the wedding and says -- Mae, go stralght.
Mae, quit. (Quit -- after 20 yeers of doing everything
for him -- quit! What d1d he know!) "Mee," he says,
"If you don't quit I'm gonna go to the cops about you."
My own brother, my own flesh and blcod -- a dirty stool

pigeon. So I shot him, I took him out in the car --

year, we had a celebration the night before the wedding -~~~
and Eddie got scared, so I @id it. I did it. Yeah. Five
times. And I1'd do Lt again. {PAUSE) That what you want

to know?
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(QUIETLY) Yeah, that's what we wanted, Mas.

And you had the nerve to insult me ;- to come in and
accuse me of killing my OWn.kid brother for a lousy

1500 dollars. What do you think I am anyhow?

"""""""""""""""""""""""" A L2

In just & moment we will read you B telegram from A3pert
Hendry of the S5t. Louis Globe Democrat with the final

“outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

«  ABE:
- MAE :
{MUSIC:
CHAPFELL:
(MUSIC:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #66

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

Moutstandingt! - only one is "Outstandinel" - the lo er, -

For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

nellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

satisfaction no other cigarstte offers you. Renmenber =

VIBRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG .,. BONG!

CHAPPELL: of all Americe's leading cigarettes only gone is
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package.
PRELL MELL! Good to look at ...

HARRICE; Good to feel ses

CHAPPELL: tood to taste «ee

HARRICE: And good to smoke.

CHAPPELL:
throat -~ gives you that gmoothness, mlildness and
PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES = Woutstanding !

HARRICE!: And - they are nildi
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HENDRY :

CHAPPFELL:

- HARRICE:

Falt
%
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Now we read jyou that telegram from ﬁénert Hendry of
the 8t. Louis Globe Democrat.
Pried in Illincls where the crime was committed,
killerin tonight's Big Story was convicted of murder
in the first degree. Because of the viclousness of the
epime the Governor refused to intercede thersby making
her The first woman to die in the electric chair in the

Ve agptecenleore

State of Illinois. gﬁ&ﬂézzhanks for tonight's Pell
Mell Award.
Thank you, Mr, Hendry. The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of
the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in.
the field of journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY -- A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Tulsa, Oklahoma Tribune by-lina;éaxé sve Huliett A
BIG STORY about & Boy Scout, & bull dog and a2 girl

who walked in her slesp.

The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter,

" with music by Vledimir Selinsky. Tonight's program

was written b Your narrator was Bﬂ%

Nt Fidar A
Sloane, and Geeage-?eﬁa&e played the part of A;bant
Hendry, In order to protect the names of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of
all characters in the dramatization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr. Hendry,

RTXO1 QOBGR 16




