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WHBC & NET THE _BIG STORY _#67
(o002 $o:30 b, JULY 7, 1948 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC:  _ _BRIDCGE)

EULIETTE: Now ~- Janetta --

JANETTA : Yos? ) )

BULIETTE: I want to help you. You know that.

JANETTA : I belisve you. | .

BULIETTE: But you must be truthful with me. These thinga -- the
things that women did to you =-- you Mhalieve
they happened? ]

JANETYA: I do, I do. They happened.

BULIETTE That remains to be seen - and proved. But suppose they
414, asctually -- hov do you suppoee she Was able to do
them? ]

JANETTA It's very slmple, Mr. Bullette. I{PﬂUSE) Now I know --

BULIETTE: "Yes =-- ]

JANETTA: I kunow now ~- she was & witch.

(MUSIC: _ _HIT_AND_GO)

CHAPPELI:

THE BIG STORY ~ Here is America - 1ts sound and its fury -
its Joy and 1ts sorrow ~ as fgithrully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE:
COID & PIAT) fTulsa, Oklahoms: from the front page of the
Tulsa Tribune, the headline story of -- tha woman who was
a witch, Tonight, to George Cleveland Bullettes of the
Tulsa Tribune, goéa the PELL MELL Award for The BIG STORY.
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #67

OPENING COMMERCIAL

Of all Americatls leading clgarettes only one 1is
tQutstandingl" - only one is "outstandingl!"
It's the longer, finer cigarette 1n the distinguished

¥ow you've discovered why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finep cigarette.

. For PELL MELL'S greater Jlensth of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

Yes - PELL MELL'S greater lepgth fillters the smoke oh
the way to your threat = gives you that smoothness,
plidness and gatisfection no other clgarette offers

Of all America's leading clgarettes only ope 1s
"outstandipgl! - ealy one is “Qutstendinel”

The lopger, finer .cigarette in the distinguished red
package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIE3 ... "outstanding”

SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE s
red package - PELL MELL!

o CHAPPELL} Look at a PELL MELL}
HARRICE! It loocks goodl
CHAPPELL: Feel a PELL MELL!
HARRICE: It feels goodi

- CHAPPELL: Taste a PELL MELL!
HARRICE: It tastes good}
CHAFPELL: Smoke a PELL MELL!}
HARRICE® It smokes goodl
CHAPPELL:

throat.

HARRICE: That's important]
CHAFPELL:

: you,

o HARRICE3
CHAPPELL}
' HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

(MUsIG:
NARRATOR:

BULLETTE:
JANETTH :
BULIETTE:

JANETTA
BULLETTE:
JANETTA &

BULIETTE:

BULLETTE :

JANETTA ¢

BULLETTE :

R . e amn A R A, & RS AT AL
- . o - et

REVISED
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And now, the story as it actually happenedl Cleve

Bullettets story as he lived it ,.. Tulsa, Oklahoma,

(VERY QUITE, REMINISCENT) Looking back now, it seems
eminently fitting that your big story should have
started in -- the morgue., That 1s, the Tribune'ts
clipping files. There, you, Olsve Bullette, are
temporarily in charge of the flles.. & dusty Jjob ..s &
voring job ... and yet -- one aspeot interssts you
strangely. And that ig -- or, more exactly, she 1ls -~
your assistant.,

Janetta, . .

Yes, Mr. Bullette?

Janetta -- don't be insulted at vhat I'm golng to

say, but -- (GENTIE) Have you had lunch?

I ate,

What? What d4id you eat for lunch?

Bread,

Is that all?

{SILENCE)

I see, (PAUSE} Now -~ this is none of my business,

ﬁut I have the reéling youtyre in trouble -- and -- well,
I hate to see anybody kicked around, S0 ¢oms O

Tell Uncle Glave,

T -- 1 cantt ., . .-

Ah, You are in a jaml .

ARTKO1T 00b 1634




[T SRS

...5...
JAKETTA: No ~- please. I -- I mustn't tell -~ you mustnit ask

- me -— I -~ I can't tell --

BULIETTE: Why =- you're scered stiff, you poor kid -- whet --
JANETTA No -~ no. You mustn't ask me -- please -- I daren't tell,
-~ BULLETTE : A1l right. I'1l mind my own business. But remembsr,

Janetta - if things get rough; really rough -- you've got
somebody you can turn to, (PAUSE) W11l you, Janetta?
JANETTA: If == If I can --
. BULIETTE : 1f you can, Good onough for me; (BEAT) Now -- do
something for me.
JANETTA: If T ~--can,
BULLETTE: (CENTIE) Take this -- and get yourself something to
sat., Right now.

.. (MUSIG:_ _ _ HIT AND GO_MYSTERIOUSLY UNDER)
NARRATORS Jenetta Warner ... funny, slender 1ittle mouse of a
girl . . . half-starved, frightensd +es8he takes the
mohey -- leaves ----- and never returns. (FAINT STING)

ROTETPTCETT ST R ve~wp, But you do not guite

forget .. you always wonder. (SNEAK SOUND OF TYPEWRITER)

Then, one day, a good two years later, you!re banging

out some fool yarn or other down at the press room in
Pollce headgquarters i,. l

. (KNOCK ON DOOR TYPING CONTINUES UNTIL CUE .3 OUT)
(.- DULIETTE:  (YELIS) Come in:

' (POOR OFENS)

e i S T ¥
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. JANETTA : (WEAK)} Mr. Bulletta... y
YHoh cams X i
BULIETTE:  Yeeh, yesh, (TYPING A BIT, OUT) ~eah? a¥ Gl 7 58 f}-/.m,?
e JANETTA : It's me. "

BULLETTE: Beg your pardon?

JANETTA : Don't you know me, Mr, Bullette? You sald onee, 1f I

. ' got into trouble, I'd know =--

) BULIEPTE : {SURPRISED) Janetta! (WHISPER) Janetta! What's --

what's happened to you? Where'd you disappear to?
What's the ldea of -- (BREAX) I'm sorry. (VERY GENTLE)

"""" Here, 51t down.

JANETTA : I -~ I didn't have anybody else to come Lo ~-

BULLETTE; It'11 be all right, Janetta, Don't be afreid sny mors.

You -- (FAUSE) wWhat do you weight?

JANETTA: Elghty pounds.
- BULIETTE: (EARD) VWho's been starving you?
r
JANETTA : (WHISFER) She has.

BULLETTE:  Who's "she?"

) JANETTA ¢ A =-- a bad woman.
BULIETTE: (GENTLY) Do ¥you want to tell me about 1t?
JANETTA ; I -- there isn't anybody glse to help me .. You see,

when I ceme to Tulsa, I didn't know anybody ... not e
, soul, I wasn't working, and my money was running out.

(NERETONVERSETTONINB%) Then, one day, I was in the

A & G Store, and a woman came up to mes , »

o WITCH: (SWEET) Excuse me «-

et JANETTA: Yes ma'am?

“*f;:- WITCH: I hope you'll forgive me for speaking to you like this,
s but -- I couldn't help noticing you shop just now ...

Please understand thet I only wish to help you ,.,

N T Ty et Rk e T m e s P TEET e
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JARET'TA : oh --
WITCH: But I saw you count your pennies just now ==~ and my
heart just went out to you --
JANETTA : I ~~ I don't understand you --
WITCH: This is very embarrassing, my dedr_é- but vhat I'm
- . trying to sey is -- (A REAL GUSH OF PALSE CHARITY) I
- . Just hete to see young people atruggle sc, when I have so

muech, when I could help so much --

e JANETTA: That's very kind of you, bug ~-
WITGCH: I have such & lerge house -- acwswss ~-- and I'm so
) lonely -- 8o -=- 1f you'd allow me -- won't you come and

wRoEeedr with me?
JANETTA: Why ~ why I don't know what to saye- pAlNE WMM/M
WITCH: Now you just come along home with me and we'!ll have a
nice cup of coffee and we'll just see. All right?
(SMIIE) After a1l -- o I look like a ~- & bad woman?

(MUSIC:  _ _ HIT AND GO_UNDER}
JANETTA: Well -- I went along home yith her -- gud.she wgs roally
B Sl 4 A28 3
. nice to nes mm;-m&a:rﬁt—mmnrmhm—a

m-mm&m,z\l didn't wa.nt te put upon her ...

but ‘Hg-gm.
 wITeH: (JUST A LITTIE IESS SWEET) Put upou me? Nonseuse. Why,
. you'd be delng me & favors. I'd just love to have you.
S JANETTA : Oh, mo, resily, I couldn't,
A WIPGH: Yes. (PAUSE) You co-ult'i. Don't you trust me?
- . JANETTA Oh no, nothing like that,

N e ne e Byl e G e TR PR I A fhmE T S
e
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WITCH: Look at me.'
JANETTA : Huh?
WITCH: look at me. (SORT OF A HYPNOTIC MONOTONE) You-smsbmds

Sudnk againah me, o DO ciolied iR i Dol torediib ot e
Qbdiproer You mustin't mistrustfnéverything is good,
o | overything 16 10Ve s« Gifsiiiviengemmsmnmpmuny gperrmiyirivhdoityee
| - (PURE HYPNOTIC) Now you'vs tired ... you're very tired..
e ve——--ry sleepy, vm..'you want te
{SYEAK WIERDIE MUSIC) sleep...sleep,,.sleeeesp,..you

vant to stay here and 81600 +4'sss here.,, 8leep...

JANETTA : And the next morning -- well, I was stlll there, that's
- ) 8ll. And it seemed like every time I had the will to do
something, why she'd say ..

WITCH: Janetta...
* JANETTA: Yes?
WITCH: Yes what?
JANETTA: Ygs -- ma'tam,
WITCH: That's better. Now -- where are you going?
JANETTA ¢ Out,
WITCH: Wherse?
) JANETTA: Just -- out,.
T wrren: Why?
.. . JANETTA: I - I wanbete to get some -~ sometﬁing to eatb.
- WITGH: - Oh, Janetta! (PAUSE)} Come here, {SWEHTLY MENACING)
- . Com¢ hers. Now, Look at me. Loboook into my eyes...
T JANETTAS Please ==
o THE WITCH: IDOK -- at me. You don'!t. want to go out. It's
j: ‘ﬂ . unfriendly out in the world. Do you understand?

(MORE }

P —————_ LR B R
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YIVCH: .
(CONT 'D)

JANETTA:
WITCH:

JANETTA:
WITCH:

JANETTA ¢
WITCH:

JANETTA:
WITCH:

JANETTA
WITCH:
JANETTA:
WITCH:

JANETTA:

There are evil people there .,. 1t's evil out thers res
you don't want to go out. (SNEAK MUSIC) You want to
stay herc. Rilght hers, with me. You mustn't go out
lnte the evil world, dear. You muet stoay hers ses yOU
must went to stay here ... you will stay here ... you
willl -

(DAZE) Yes.

And you will not think about (SCORN) belng hungry. Don't
you know, Janetta, hunger iz & sin of the flesh? 1It's
evil: It's indulgencs]

Yeos, ma'am.

And we must be clean, and pure, and not think about the
flesh, mustn't we? We mustn'!t yearn for things of the
world, must we?

No, ma'am,

And we mustn't hide money te go out into the evil world
and Indulge curselves, must we?

No, ma'anm.

So let me have the money, Janetta, (PAUSE) Thaat's

8 good girl, HQR.sebukibiaetopyeiyithegrarpmitoprrer it ror, | .

5aLLuupa&aagyyyvf&ﬂﬂ&!&!!ﬂ71?¥u_ s s b RH
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BULLETTE :
JANETTA:
BULIETTE
JANETTA :
BULLETTE:
JANETTA ;

WITCH:
JANETTA:
WITCH:
JANETTA

WITCH:
JANETTA:
WITCH:
JANETTA
WITCOH:

~10-

And you will say you are sick ... and you need -- money!
_ .. HIT AWD G0). _

And every time ths money came -- she would -- make me

give it to her, It was awful. When I was hungry, she

wouldn't let me cat. She'd make me take Jobs under
different names -- and take my money ... she -- she
just controlled me. B8he alloved me 2 dollar & weeok to
live, took ell my dresses &nd sold them, wade me --
Janette -~ let me ask you onme thing.

Yes, Mr. Bullette?

Did she ever beat you?
Yes.
‘When? Why? What for?

When I was working for you, Mr. Bullette, That night,
vhen I got home —- (SNEAX TICKING OF A BIG GRANDFATHER'S
CIOCK) -- she wes sitting in her big cheir,. next to the
grandfather's clock .. Ivakkiingmeitbdliy . . ; {SNEAK SOUND

/o% nou’_vcmclc- 2EwRGiGNNNS, BACK BEHIND)

Janetta? _ .
Yes 'm,
Come hers.
Yes 'm.
(STIENCE. THEN)

Tell me vhat happened today.
I worked.

Yos.

I ateg =~ I mean --

What? Whet's that?

L omr e s Tt
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. JANETTA:
WITCH:

- JANETTA:
WITCH:

i JANETTA
WITCH:

JANETTA:

WITCH:
JANETTA :
WITCH:
JANETTA
' WITCH:

A

-11-
Nothing mafam ==

(INTO THE HYPNO ROUTINE VOICE)

Nothing.
Janatte ...,

No -- please don't put me to sleep .. please --
Jan-etta ... look at me,

Yook into my eyes ...
{(WEAKLY) '

NO ... DLEBIB .4ys
Deep ... doep into my eyes. You're sleepy (THE WIERDIE
MUSIC AGAIN) .. so sleepy ....and you must be so tired,
s0, 50 tired, so very ti~-red ... (PAUSE) S5leep ...
sleeeeld ... there ...

(HEAVY CLOSE BREATHING)

Now, You said you ate. Did you aat?

Yoo, .
whefe?
(FARAWAY) A restaurant. A real restaursnt. It was so
good.

Where 414 you get the money?

A men geve it to me., (PAUSE) A ¥ind man,

Who? '

A reporter in the office., He was kind to me.

' (GROWING ANGRY AND INSANELY JEALOUS) We must not go

back to the office. We must not go back to thet place.

(MORE AND MORE) Never! Never, never, we must not go

backl
back!

(SOUND OF SIAP) That's whet'll happen if you go
(ANOTHER) That's whet will happen 1f we (SNEER)
ask for sympathy. (ANOTHER, AND ANOTHER) THAT'S what
happens to girls who try to get away from theose who

have The Power! (WIIDER) '"That (SIAP), that (SIAP)

THAT! {SIAP)

— T e e e e e e e Sy e P e
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BULIETTE:

JANETTA :

BULIETTE:

JANETTA :
BULIETTE!
JANETTA :
BULLETTE:

JANETTA :
BULIETTE:

‘JANETTE

BULIETTE:
JANETTA:

-12-

So she beat you because I trisd to help you. And thet's

why you never came back.

» - how do you §uppose she was able to do

Ao S
r?b
m M

It's very simple, Mr. Bullette. (PAUSE) Now I kuow --

Yes --

I know now ~- she was s witch,

We will be back in just a moment with tonight's Big
S3tory .-

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)

RTHQT 0061
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THE B1G 8TORY
PROGRAM #67

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

0f 211 Americals leading cigarettes only ong 1s

"outstandingl" - pnly one is "Outstandingl".
Ttts the loneer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

Now youlve discovered why so many of your friends have

onger, Liner cigarette,

For PELL MELL!S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

VIBRAPHONE SINGLE, DUTSTANDIHG BONGI
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

package - PELL MELL}
CHAPPELL: Look at a PELL MELL}
HARRICE: Tt looks goodl
CHAPPELL: Feel a PELL MELLI!
HARRICE: It feels goodl
CHAPPELL: Teste & PELL MELLE
HARRICE: It tastes goodl
CHAPPELL1 Smoke a PELL MELL! '
HARRICE: It smokes gpoodl
CHAPPELL:

changed to PELL MELL, the

PELL MELLI - Good to look 8% .4
HARRICE: Good to fgel vee
CHAPPELL: Good to taste eee
HARRICE!: And good to smoke.
CHAPPELL:

throat.
HARRICE: Thatts important]
CHAPPELLt

Yes -~ PELL MELL'S greater lepgth filters the smoke on
the way to your throat - gives you that gmoothness,
mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

\ e e AT T T e i i Ry e e e T LT
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- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #67
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL CONTINUED)
HARRICE: 0f all America's leading cigarettes only one is

Nputstandingi" - only one is "Quistandipgl®
CHAPPELL: The longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
pacliage, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES .+. toutstanding "

HARRICE: And - they are mildl

e P g AT £ R B The s T R

e e P
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. (MusIG:_ _ _ INTRODUCTION AND_UNDER)
HARRICE: This is ¢y Harrice returnihg you to your narrator, and

SRS THE BIG STORY of Cleve Bullette as he lived 1t and wrote
it. .
NARRATOR: You, CGleve Bullette of the Tulsa Tribune, have found
- agaln = strange girl who disappeared when onizuﬁgzvﬁﬁizg
- to help her .., Or, rather, she has found you fvr and,fldééﬁw”ia“

| she's got oesgmmge. A strange story about a strange

woman who has strangely influenced her, starved her,

beaten her. Very, very strenge. (DISGUST) Too strange,

especially when the girl comes out with -- this?
JANETTA : I know now ~- she was & witch, '

NARRATOR: A Witches, FE

Janetta -- you

BULIETTE: hboiore like a good girl
I want to talk to A1l right '
a JANETTA : Yeos, Mr. Bullette, mrs
BULIETTE: That's & good girl, I'Ll . b g yOU TUn
- JANETTA : st
- (MUSIC: _ _ QUICK BRIDGE_UNDER)

NARRATOR: Ym-“nw Fhat word "witeh'

- m
. _ 7o youéa %i tle 1 rW
Soz %ﬂﬁM—m talk to mey, ons of

et the dotectlves upstairs. You give 1t to him just as she
o _ told 1t. He listens. Then --

ATKAT OG0B 16453




CAREY:
BULLETTE ;
CAREY:
BULIETTE:

CAREY:

BULIETTE 4
CAREY:
BULLETTE:

JANETTA :

BULIETTE:
JANETTA:

BULIETTE:

JANETTA =

WITGH:

BULIETTE:
WITCH:

-15-

A Witches, huh?

That's what she said. What do you think?

I think she's a 1little nuts.

I'm not sure about that, Witeh or no witch, she's

starving. (PAUSE)

o2
iEE ~- gand is down to 80, 1f she welghs that.

Carsy -- s girl who uzed to weigh
Somebody
did something to her, witch or no witch, And what's
more, she's pot nobody to turn to but me «=-
And you have nebody to turn to but me, huh? Got anything
in mind?

Yep.

What?

Plain ordinary investigation, You and I are taking her

for a ride -~ face to fece with -- the witch!

{DOORBELL RINGS FAROFF INTERIOR PERSPECTIVE)
/é‘r\/%‘m
Please, Mr., Bulletite -~ please don't malke me go eele-—-
DPlesss! '
Shhr, Janetta.

(A MOAN)

Nobody's going to hurt you.
Please, please -- sha'll put me in the celler
agalyg --
3hhuh,
(DOORBELL RINGS AGAIN)
{A MOAN, WHISPERED)} Please!

(DOOR OPENS) (7 MH/?)

Yes? €an I -- (SURPRISE) Why, Janettal
You know this girl?

(ALL SWEETNESS AND LIGHT) Why of course! But --

ATHOT QQB1646
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o BULIETTE; My neme is Cleve Bullette. I'm from the Tulsa Tribune,
This 1s Detective Carey from --
WITCH: Newspaper reporters? Policemen? Oh, Janetta, you poor

; child! What have you done now?

ra
m:. I think we'd better dimcuss this Iinslde.

JANETTA: Please, pleass, plegsse --
BULLETTE; (GENTIE) Come on, Jenetta, ({PAUSE) Well, me'am?
_ . WITCH: 0f course, gentlemen. (SO S0 SWEET} Do come in.

(DOOR OPENS A BIT MORE, CLOSES CREAXINGLY)

BULIETTE: I'11 coms right to the point, msa'am.

WITCH: Plegss do!

BULLETTE; Janette here is a friend of mine. She has -- well,

e she's made some serious charges concerning you, end --

WITCH: Excuse me, Mr,,.?

BULIETTE:  Bullette,

WITCH: Forgive me. I'm not {CHARM CHARM) good on names." May
I inter:qpt for a moment?

BULIETTE: Well ... yes, _

WITCH: Thank you., {GENTLE) Janetts dear. Won't you go to
your reoom while I talk with the gentlemen?

JANETTA Plegse, Mr, Bullestte ~- please don't lat hér -

BULIETTE: It's all right, Jenetta. ¥ou can go. You'll be =11

right. ]
i WITOH: Db g the =man says, Janetta,
‘ (FOOTSTEPS GOING OFF. poon_opENs)
D WITCH: (CALIS) Close the door, dear]
e . (THE DOOR CLOE:S)

BULLETTE: Walting, matam,

TR

it e — -
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- WITCH:
CAREY:
WITCH:

BULLEPTE:

T WITCH:

CAREY:

WITCH:

BULLETTE :
WITCH:

.
e e

THE BIG STORY 7/7/18

-17 & 18~ _ REVISBED
{MOCK COMPASSION) Oh, gentlemen =- can't you sge?

Ses what, malam?

Can't you see the poor child is -- deranged? She hes a
persecution complex!

Then why isntt she in an institution? And why 1&g she so
thin, sc brulsed, asc shabby, so frightensd? Tell we --
why? |
My dear Mr, Bullette,

3he i3 in an institution, Thils is

a private nursing home =-- in a way, Her poor father
dldn't want to send.her to 2 -- to the other place, so -~
Itwm taking care of her -- privately, you understand --
That doesn!t explain --

Hey thin-ness, and the other bhings? Can't you

understand, -- she wontt eat? She won'i dress neatly.
She won't realize all her fears are delusions] Her

poor sick mind cantt distingulsh between the real world

and the dream world, Thatfs ali, Tt'a as siwple as

all that, Just the terrible, haunting delusicns of =

poor bewildered mind,
Malam -~ I guess we owe'you an apology.

Oh no, Mr, Bullette, I owe you thanks.for bringing her

home, I!'ve been worried about her all day. And you 4ild

right in coming here, After all -~ there are so many

people who'd take advantage of a poor lost soul -~
arentt there?

And that is that. And once again you chase the poor
bewildared girl out of yvour wmind. But sbout & week later—
Carey turns up at your house = in the wmlddle of the night
« with a hoy scout = no losg ===

RTXKQ1T 0061648
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CARYY:

THE KID:
BULLETTE:
CAREY:

BULIETTE:

KID:
BULIETTE:
KID:

BULLETTE
KID:

BULLETTE:

" KID:

BULLETTE?
KID:

BULIETTE:

-19-
All right, sonny. Tell Mr,. Bullette Just what you told
Mme,
Yesair,

Lossdrys You see, I'm a téndsrlfoot,

I got to make
second class, And one of the tests is, I got Lo cemp

out, Overnight, Seo I set up my pup tent in the emply
lot down by my house, and I 1lit a fire -~

Go ahesad, g0 ahead..

And I sat up a while, like there was nobody around but
me and the night time, Then I thought I'd do & 1little
spyin' around, practicin'! the silent walk, BSo I pesked
over the wall next to the lot, like I was sneakin' up on
an Indisn Village -~

( A e

M -- Look,
kid «- get to the point, will you?

(INJURED) Yes sir, Somebody was digging in the garden,

gt i
be gardenismgm.

And when I seen ~--

At two a,m, Finse,

Yep, I thought it wes ewful parly to
so I kept on spyln',
Sawv.

When I saw what they were doing, I came right te the
police,

(PATIENCE, PATIENCE) And what were they doling?

[

P
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KID: Having a funeral, kind of, Wilith & coffin and everything.
And she was sort of vesverin' sround, and mumblin, and
stretehint her arms out and &1} that. Golly, it was

the wlerdest darn thing you ever --

i BULIETTE: Welt a minute, sonny. Who vwas weaverin! around?
KIiD: " 3he was,
s BULIETTE: And who was ~~ 1s ~~ ghe?
KID: The witeh.
(A LONG PAUSE)
_\ BULLETTE: (QUIET) Say that egein,
XID: The witch, Everybody cealls her the witeh,
BULIETTE: Why?
KIiD: Aw, you know, BShe'fs the meanest old lady on the nlock.

Why, when a ball goes over the wall, you go after it
and she'll sick a bulldeg on you. Course, when
Janetta's there --

”J: BULLETTE: Janettal You know Janetta?

KID: Sure, BShe throws the ball baeck. She's nice. But she's

not there any more.

BULIETTE: Bhe's not there any more,

KID: No sir,

BULIETTE: Since how long?

- EID: About a wesk,
- BULIETTE : Did I hear you say "funeral?" What do you mean, funeral?
- KID; Woll, she burled & coffin. 4 resl coffin-lookin! '

coffin'., (PAUSE) With hsndlss, even,

. BULIETTE: CvwehsshainsuniitshsholgememiniomoueP®  Sonny --
KID: Yes sir? '
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THE BIG STORY 7/7/48 -21~ REVISED

BULLETTE:

¥KID:
BULLETTE :

BULLETTE :

ﬁsvw?u'

How'!d you like to have a rlde In a real sguad car
with me and Detective Carey?

Where to?

The house of the witch!

(TRUDGING OF FOOTSTEPS)

Right here mister, Right here is vhere she was diggint',

Lock, -- can I go homs now? Xtwm scared,

Sure, ‘onny'._ And you want to know a secret? 8o am I.
-ﬂi—g,%i’fugE Hand me a spada.—,@ﬁ di?,a, ,
ool gz )

(4
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THE KID:

BULLETTE:

" BULLETTE:

CAREY:
BULLETTE:

BULLETTE :
CAREY :
BULLETTE ;
CAREY s
BULLETTE :

CAREY
BULILETTE;
BULLETTE ;

CAREY:
BULIETTE :

CAREY:

Pap———— )

2P

.. . )

(COUPIE OF SCRAPES AND)

That's it, Give me a hand.

{ SCRUNCH SCRUNCH) . -
Tt QLW ’ M(f--{a,rv‘m.wé~

{ QUIET) Sq;;inganetta.
{ THUMP)

You better do this part. You're the law,

Yeah, (PAUSE} Hold the flashlight.

Bure. Surs. (PAUSE) No. Walt..

Huh?

If - if this =-- coffin - holds Wwhat we think --

I -- I -~ (PAUSE) 1It's on myw the one who

vouldn't believe her, I wes the one who brought her

back. to this -- rlace.

Yeah. (PAUSE) Nothing you can do.

{PAUSE) Ready?

Nobodyfs fault.

Go ahead.

(SCRAFE, SCRUNCH, CREAK, CLUNK)
(A WHISTLE OF AMAZEMENT, RELIEF, HORROR)

You and me both;

30 that's what she was =-- what 414 the kld call 1t? --

"weaverin' and mumblin'" over, “emiams., A doad, embalmed,
be-ribboned, buried bulldog! Well!
(QUIET) Well what?

[ SRR R ¥ i e LT
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BULLETTE: Well, a couple of wells. Well we knovw there's something

funny going.on around heYe -~ We know Janetta's

okeay.
CAREY : (DEADLY} Do we*
_;;. BULLETTE: {QUIET) Yesh. Do we?
: (MJSIC: _ _HIT AND_GO UNDER)

(DOOR KEY BEING TURNED)
BULLETTE: {WHISPER) How are you coming with that lock?
CAREY : (SAME) Any minute now, Lilttle trick I learned from
- a second story man. { SOUND) Ah.
(DOOR UNLOCKS. CREAKS SLOWLY OFEN)

- CAREY : (WHISPER) This ought to de the kitchen. Risk a light?
' BULLETTE: Go ashead.

oty ! (CLICK) Hlowey ot gyl

BULLgﬁ;E: Oh~ch,
CAREY : Ma'am, we can explsin everything, You sse --
BULLETTE: Weit, Can't you spe? Her.ayas are wlde open --
CAREY : Yeah -- -

BULLETTE :

Look at that! She's in a itrance! Now we can really

searchh this placel
- CAREY : Oh no., I'm not leaving her alone.

BULLETTE: How're you golng to bring her out of 1t?

CAREY : I don't know. But sometimes, this works,
(A LOUD SHARP SLAP)

= CAREY: Pardon me, lady.
__'.\-uuv .
i (ANOTHER SLAP)
-4
et BULIETTE: ZLook! (PAUSE) She'!s -~ moving!

O R LIE E I

L
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THE WITCH:.

-2l
A 10W, WIERD, PATNFUL, SIQHING MOAN. THEN --

Janetta?

BULLETTE:- No. What have you done with her! What have you done
to Janettat Whers 1s she?

- THE WITCH: Who are you? What are you -- (QUICK CHANGE) Why it's
~ the young gentleman from the paper!

CAREY : And the law, -

THE WITCH: What are you éoing in my house? This is an -- an outrage,
an abspolute cutrage! What right have you te invede my
privacy like this! By what right do you --

CAREY: Lady -- we ask the questions. Where's the glrl? Where

) is Janstta?

~ THE WITCH: Of all the! Asleep, in bed, you, you -- Ohl Well I've
‘never -- (HYSTERICAL) She's perfectly all right! I'1l gzo
right downstairs and -- P ’;’Mﬁh

BULLETTE : Downstatra?/f Watoh her, Carey Wb
Rowd dl(?“s:n ;,Z?'.f{r'\-»,a,-,

C/,-:t‘u‘?fi d /(I {(RAPID FOOTSTEFS AND DOOR SLaM)

THE WITCH: I'11 go wlth --

el Al

BULLETTE{TA Stey -- Shewon

THE: WITCH: Young man, I assurs you, this is all a -~ a horrible
mistake, & nightmare. Do I look like the kind of woman

- vho would do -« the things you ~ suspect? Just look
at me! Look at me ,,,my eyes..,.(SNRAK THE HYPNOTIC_ MUSIC)
o Look into my eyes ... 4oep ....dec08e0008D +....10'3 late...
1t's so very ve--ry late,.... you must be ve-ry sleopy ....
T 80 sleg----~
L (DOOR OPENS RAPIDLY)
_ CAREY ;

vt (Lot~ vt o ik g
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BULLETTE:™ You missed somethingad The old witch tried to hypnotize
me! That's the sedret, Carey., That's the story!

Just a cheap hypncotist.

CAREY : Not just a hypnotist, S%eve. Worse. (PAUSE)} Go down
T . those stairs, ﬁ:“mke the flashlight., I'11 stay

here. Go down those stairs and sse whet you find., Beew

. ab theDolisme
{DOOR OFPENS. FOOTSTEPS DOWN CREAKY STAIRS, -~
CREY = BOD Frme PN S 90w
BULIETTE: (SOFTLY) That -~ old ---- witch. {PAUSE) (SOFTLY)
Janetta
(JANGLE OF CHAIRS)
BULLETTE: Janetta ... don't be afrald ,,.,it's me,
JANETTA: (A GASP) Please -- please!
, BULLETTE: (GENTIE AND VERY MOVED) It's all right, Janetta,
It's going to bs all right. {(PAUSE) WNobody is ever
going to chain you up in the cellar mgain. HNever ....
CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from Clove
Bulletts of the Tulsa Tribune with the finml outcome of
tonlghtfs Blg Story.
e {MUSIC: _ _FANFARE)
| (CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

RTHGO1 0081655




e n o R R R L S T T LT e R b

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #67

CLOSTIHG COMMERCIAL

SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONGE

Of all America's leading clgarettos only one is

toutstandingl" -~ only one is “Outgtandingl"'_ the lonzer,

Liner cigarette in the distinguished red package.

Good to loogk at ssa

For PELL MELL'S grcater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos fllters the smoke on the way to your
throat - gives you that smoothness, mildnegs ~nd

gsatisfactlion ne other cigarette offefs YOu,

Romenber -

PELL MTLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl!

VIBRAPHONE:
CHAPPELL:
PELL MELLI

HARRICH: Good to feel YR

CHAPPELL: Gooci to taste 4o
- HARRICE: .F;nd good to smoka.

CHAPPERLL:

HARRICE:

and - thev are mildl

\ o & v -
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CHAPPELL+ Now, we read you that telegram from Cleve Bulletie of
the Tulsa Tribune. | _
BULLETTE: Mystery women in tonight®s Big Story, heazdlined as the
mistress of Hex House, was convicted and sentenced to
the Oklzhoma State Penitentiary, BRemoved from her evil
influence; Janetta socon was restored to normal life,
Let me express my appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL
Award. '
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Bullette. The makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner
of the PELL MELL $500 hward for notable service in the
field of Journaiism,.
CHAPPELL: And now,we present our guest of the evenipg, Mookl
mﬁgitor of Movie Lifc Magazine, Hhae % f%&-
ETTER: Thank you Mr. Cheppell. In behalf of Movie Lifﬁﬂifaﬂi«(;an
Magazina, I am preud to prasent this citation tquernar d+u6a$-

7. Prockter, producer of the B sronx WAMﬂd
vl gn& Ay ,@t.f’&ffé’;nnj
outstanding dramatic so successfully e

employs the fast-moving documentary style that marked
many film hits such as, "Call Northside 777," "The
Kiliers," T Men" and others. C:;ﬁ;?iaiﬁ;éiltavua
CHAPPELL: Thank you Miss Etter. -
HARRICE: Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIGC STORY from the front pages of the
. Charlotte North Carolina News « by~line C.i, Paul == a
BIG STORY that reached its climax as a murderer hid in 2
swamp surrounded by B mob gone mad with the heat,
MUSIC: THEME WI_PE & mpE T0 ,B_G oy_ CUE),.

e

RTKQOT 0O 1657




-

v A g oy et e o T T B TR RS o

CHAPPELL:

CHAFPELL:

ANNGR :

}

oufdoen

5 . — e AW =T
. nn A LI T bWy P At TR el SRR A% N e
o T = W TR A TR 5 A T

~28-

The BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with

musle by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight'!'s program vas

written by Alen Sloane, Your narrator, was Bob Sloane,
ﬂ?ﬁ%ﬁi.

end Jim Boles played the part ;Glev ullstte, In

ordsr to protect the names of people actuelly involved In

tonight's suthentic BIG STORY the names of all characters

in the dramatization were changed with the exception of

the reporter, Mr. Bullette.

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makera of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CILGARETTES,

This is NBC .. THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

e

b= e
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WNBC & NET THE BIG_STORY #69
) )y '
10:00 - 10:320 PM JULY 21, 1948 VEDNESDAY

CHAPFELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present -- THE BIG STORY!

{MUSIC: _ KIT THEME AND CUT OFF)

DAN: fou're sure everything 1s all right, Tiny?

TINY: (A THUG) Sure, I'm sure, We phoned that reporter anld told
him there vas a story waiting for him here so he'd -- (BREAKS
{LOWER) Hey..

DAN; What 1s 1t? _

TINY: There he is now, That's the reporter,

DAN: (S0FT) Wait untll he comes closer. Walt untll he turns inbto
the walk, You don't want to miss him, do you Tiny?

TINY:

Miss him? When I get through unloading this rod, that

reporter's going to look like & swiss cheese,

CHAPPELL:

THE B;G STORY.  Here.is ‘America .-- 1lts—sound end lts fury--
its joy and its sorrow--as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers, {(PAUSE)(COID AND
FLAT) Atlents, Georgla. From the pages of the Atlanta
Constitution--the suthentic story of a reporter who set out
to ¢lesn up & lottery--by gamblling with his life. Tonight,
to Keeler McCartney of the Atlante Constitution goes the

PELL MELL Award for THE BIG STORY!

(MUSIG:  FANFARE) _

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 7/21/48 -2-

PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFPELL:
HARRICE:
CHRAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL.:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL;:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

- CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

( VIBRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG, . ,BONG!)

of all Americals leading cigarettes only pne is

"nutstanding!" - only one is "Qutstanding!"

It's the longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed red

package - PELL MELL!

Look at a PELL MELL!

It looks good!

Feel & PELL MELL!

It reels goocd!

Taste a PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoke a PELL MELL!

It smokes good!

Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have
chenged to PELL MELYL, - the gne cigarette that's really
"outstanding!" - really mild. Yes, you've discovered the

longer, flner clgarette, PELL MELL! Good to look at,,

Good to feel,...
Good to taste...

And gpood to smoke.

FELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos filters the smoke of this longer, finer cigerette

- gives you that smoothness, mildness and satisfmction no

other clgarette offers you.
Of all America’s leading cigarettes only onge 1s Qutstandin
- only one is “Outstanding!"

The longer, finer cigarette in the dlstinguished red

package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARRTTES...."Qutstanding!"
And - they are mild.

P i o e e mhe WL
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PETE:
MAC:

PETE:
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And now, the story as it asctuelly happened~-Keeler

McCartney's story, a&s he lived it, Atlante, Georgla.

You ave Keeler McCartney, plolce reporier for the Atlante

You are young, conscientlous, and hot. xdeba

Constitution.

volce stops, snd you ﬁelt out of the office to your own
desk, your half-hearted notes clinging damply to your
fingers,

(RAGOGED TYPING WHICH STOPS SUDDENLY)
Hiyae Mﬁc? Hot enough for you?
{COMING ON. BITTERLY) Pete, if one more guy asks if 1it's
Caligel et mibitn

hot enough for me, I'm going to pop him one,

It's hot enough for a temale.

Hey, what's the matter with you? Editor toss you a lousy
assignment?

(DISGUSTED) "Mac", he says...get this.,."Mac, I want you to
see what you can do about cleaning up the lottery racket in

town".

TR S
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Yp-anedm HEighteen million dollars a year those racketeers

are meking..enough to buy plenty of tommy guns to bump
off any reporter vho's dope enough to stick his nese into
that set-up.
PETE: - How do they c¢perate the thing?
- MACH You ley a bet on the third, fourth and fifth digits of the
daily bond total in the paper. Pays off four hundred and

fifty to one but the odds ars a thousand to one against you,

MAC: Yooipotuisnriehsnthoestzwe, (THEN) How do you find out about

a lottery anyhow?

FETE: Fellow down the street from me, Joe Sampaon, he gambles a

lot on it, Ask him. He should be able to make contact for

- you,
MAC: Okay., What ean I lose?
PETE: | Nothing but & buck. Or, who knowsg, you might even make &
killing! ' ‘

— (FOOTSTEPS GOING UP WOODEN PORCH STAIRS..XNOCK ON

+ DOOR
L ﬁ?ﬁmq‘ /ua-ﬂdégﬂé;iéfia4ﬁ;rqu.2
e JEAN: (GFF. CALLISG) I% outside. In the garden,

4. MAC: Huh?

RTHKO1 QQ61ibb4




- Rp—— R L S
A e R A T AV
e et e A T i T | T s A T A R T w

FRAN s o I P pOTWaTome sl kb ne e <Y ETY

MAC: Ch. Didn't see you, You Mrs Sampson?

JEAN: That's right.

MAC: You pleked a pretbty rugged day for weeding, didn't you?
JEANW: I sure d4id. Hot enough for you?

MAG: {GRIMLY)} It is. I'm looking for Mr. Sampson. I8 he in?

sen: M:? o ..
MAC: I wanted Lo ask nim about placing & lottery bet.

JEAN (LoW. INTENSE) Get out of here.

MAG: Now wait & minute, you don't understand --

JEAN I understand enough. You're & wrlter, aren't you?

MAC: Well, sure, I'm a reporter but --

JEAN: (ABACK) A--a reporter?

JAC: Tes..

JEAN: {RELIEF) Oh, I'm sorry. I thought you were one of those

lottery writers thet comes to see Joe all the time.

MAC: What have you got against them9

JEAN: (INTENSE. LOW) I yish they were all deed. 4.
L‘%l/’ﬁ‘w g![ ,424’«
ute.

MAC: Hey, wait a8 m Wﬁ, sure, but what harm

can 1t do?

JERAN: You reelly want to know that?
MAC: Well, sure,
JEAN: Come on up to the porch where it's gooler. T owe you a

glass of buttermilk for biting your head off anyhow and
after that -- I'd like to tell you a story., ALl right?
MAC: All right. It's a deal.

——m— oy -
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JELN: Maybe it's not much of & story, Mr, McCartney. It's the

kind of thing that probably happens to a lot of people.
/‘/_.& oy 2 A

Thing is, this tim it happened to Joe and mi;4§iéa—hﬁan
W&E - ,2%; G = v

gal in the state and the beést cook in the world!

JEAW (FLUSTERED) Oh, Joe!

(CLATTER OF DISHES AND SILVER)

Green apple pie.
Green epp--Well, bring it on, bring it onl!

JOE: (BLTING) Mmmm-mmm, Now that am good apple pie. Sour as &
banker's disposition.

JERN Iﬁ%;}ﬁghat reminds me,, I put some money in our bank, today.

JOE: Cur hank?

JEAN: Uh-huh, The blue teapot on the kiltchen counter. I call that
our bank.

JOE: The First Natlonal Sampson, huh?

JEAN: I put in enother three dollars, Joe,

JOE: Saving so you can be independently wealthy?

JEAN: Joe, you haventt forgotten?

RTKG1 QQb61666
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JOE:
JEAN:

JOE:-

JEAN:

Ar s o M ek 33 IR W s TN T et T

Forgotten what?

The house out om Fifth Street? The white one with the blue
shutters and the peach tree in the yard?

What about 1t? ‘

Why, itls going to be ours some day, that's what sbout 1%,

Just as soon as we can f1ll that teapot 4 with enough

three dollarses to buy iv.

JEAN:

JUE:

o¥ed¥ TI'11 figger
out & way to make a plle of dough fest, and we'll move into
that house next year.

Oh no. Joe, no., Il we just save & little bit each week

welll have 1t soon enough, It's better that way, Joe,
o ] in

Qkay, honey. Have it your way. You go ehead and save the
pennies in the teapct, But I'm gonne see 1f I ¢an throw

in the dollars. Now,.how about asnother pilece of that
apple ple?

walt for things

Joe's glways like , Mr. McCartney. Fast. He can't
Like planting those flowers in the yard,

Joe was swell about digging up the dirt for me, but he

doean't like the weiting for the flowers to come. Imddieervbes

Lo~

(MORE }

———
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JEAN:
{CONTD)

-8-

Anyhow, , whonhwlipakeie, , Joe brought me the three dollars

I &sked for from his check every payday and I'd go put it
in the blue'teapot. Got so's I'd walt for him on the porch
ateps every Friday....

(OFF) Hiya, Baby!

(FIRM) Give it to me.

Glve whot to you?

The three dollars for the teapot.

(ON} Uh...look honey..

TE2NpoesrerrarprFEeyEsR |
JOE

JEAN:

JOE:

But I haven't got 1it,

You haven't got it! But Joe..

Listen Jeannie, .dld you ever hear of the bu

Ry he lottery. You know..ycu bhet on the numbers in
the bond total each day and 1f you win they pay you Tour
fifty to one. All we need 1s to hit it right Just once and
welve got & down payment on the house.

(UPSET) Oh Joe, no, no. Don't gamble, please. Give me the
money and let me put it away in the teapot.

Aw, come on baby...be & syport, .Just a few bucks, that's

all. What harm ¢an 1t do?i

RTXO1 Qo61668
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JOE:
JELN:
JOE:

JOE:
JEAN:
JOE:
JEAN:

JOE:

JOK:

!‘x.

JOE:

[
FAL I

[ ————— T L T R

e ettt

-9_

(TAKEN BY SURPISE) Jeennle! What are you doing in here?

What are you doing Joe? What do you want with that teapot?

Look, honey...I got & specially lucky feeling today se€e?

I just want to borrow & couple of bucks from the teapol see,

for the bug,

T'11 put it back tomorrow,

Look, Jeannie¢, how about sparing me & fev pbucks, huh?

(1oW) The teapot's empty, Joe.

Yesh, yeah..,from the housekeeping money 1 mean.

(PLEADING) Oh Joe..

"y

I got & hunch todey on number Wewgeed, T figure all I have

to do is lay ten bucks on that and I caen clean up and gev

peck all my leosings in one hit!

I111 have it for you tomorrow. el
But you got pald today.
(MLD) I know, I know. I

on the bug.

30 Whg,'ﬁ5 

4R e s e
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Joe, you've got to bring your check home next weeg{ Yog’ve

got to stop gombling,

How can I stop?

But....

I got to make up my losses don't I?

ey e |
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JOE: But, but, but! There ain't no buts, I tell you..I got to
make dough fost, and there sin't no faster way than the bug.
( SOFTER) Aw, look, Jeannle..don't be mad at me. I got e

feeling, honey. I'm gonna be lucky tomorrow.

{MUSIC: _ _STING AND QUT)
JEAN 1 heard of people that couldn't stop drinking Mr. McCartney

-~-meén who kept on drinking even when 1t made them sick,
Thet's how gambling is with Joe now. Something rotten ...
something he can't get away from, even though its like o
poiaqn and he's sick with 1t. Lest night, I sat ocross the
table in the kitchen, just looking at him..wetching him
kinda sit there and fall ewey into little pieces.. just
leoking ot him, ..

JOE: (SHARP) What the devil are you looking at?

JEAN You,

JOE: Well, guit it.

JEAN (GENTLY) I'm sorry.

JOE: (FLARING) Sorry, sorry -- do you mlwvays have to be sorry?

JEAN: I'm sorr---(CUPS, THEN SOFTLY) Why den't you give it up,
Joe?

JOE: What are you talking about?

JEAN: T i At reiper,. The lottery. UOlve it up,
Joe,

JOE: Why don't you give up plcking on me?

inside. You gamble and you lOCKEESmweT PPt ble 8ome more

Geeper and deeper and 1t makes you

¢y et AL T e e R et e it T TIRT e
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JEAN H
JOE:

JEAN ¢

JOE;

Tt _JEAN:

JOE:

- JEAN:

JOE:

-1L-
I'M not plcking...

Yes you are! I don't bet because I went to...I bet becouse
I'd be o dope Lo step now, I've lost too mucﬁ to quit now
khen my number!s gonna come up.

You know i1t won't. '

Itis gotte come up someday, voRoaede 1t? Apnd when 1t does,
we'll be rich... .

ﬁich? What do we want to be rich rfor? We just want to
save enough to put in our bank and -- .
{CUTTING IN) Yeah, sure. Lousy nickels ond pennies to put

in the bank so we con buy a4 house when we'lre elighty.

That's not true...you know it 1sn't, We had lots of money
in the bank hefore...(SHE CUTS) |

Before whaet? Go chead and say it., Beforée I robbed the benk
to goamble, that's what you were going 1o say, huh?

(BEGGING) No, Joe..

Before Joe robbed the bank...before Joe swiped the mopey...

S, T'm not blaming you.
You just think I robhed your lousy bank, thatts all.,

No, Joe, I --

(GOING RIGHT ON) 4ll right, all ri%%a;L‘I did. I robbed
this lousy little broken-down teo wniwele, I sviped the money
and I left it empty. (HYSTERICALLY) Lousy little tec sweerbvide
with & lousy little broken handle, pll empty, Look at 1it!
«AlY empty...ond I don't care..you hear me Jeannle, T
den't care..I don't care o hoot about your lousy little
tea E..l!ln.é%dL

{LOUD CRASH AS TRA KETTLE IS SMASHED ON FLOOR)

(LONG SILENCRE)

et

pu———E A LR
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JOE: (THEN. WHIMFERING) Oh, Jeannie, Jecnnle, for the love of
heaven, help me.

JEAN: {S0FTLY) Joe,.Joe..

JOE: (GASPING) I can't step, Jeannie, It's like belng drunk
or crazy. Every week when I get my check I say, This time
T'11 bring it home to Jeannle,..thls time I'll give it all
Ito Jeonnie'...and then that guy comes slong with his lottery

and--I can't stop.

JEAN: Whet are we going to do, M-%/m-ﬁ?{.

JOE: {DULLY)} I den't know, ,

JEAN: {WITH SUDDEN PAID) Oh Joe, I wish they were oll dead!
JOE: (SIMPLY) So do I.

You, Keeler

McCartney Hidoamok
ShoToeey feel & slow burning anger that starts deep in your
guts and rips its way up to the lLump in your throat. THane#ss

?ﬁu‘re suddenly ashamed becsuse you cen still hear yourselfl

saying carelessly...

MAC: The lottery? What herm can it do?
NARR: Now, you knov.
JEAN:

JEAN: Ca:n't. é.nyb o a.ntingzz/’%aj/df; % /7%?
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MAG: I don't know. I sure don‘t know what one guy with &
typewriter can do agalnst thousands of guys with lottery
sheets and tommy guns but -- I'm golng to try.

. {MUSIC:

- - CHAPFELL: We will be back in just s moment with tonight's BIG STORY.
T (MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

e o - e A E T 8 TN 1 R WA ST
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THE BIG STORY 7/21/48 ~15-

PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCTIAIL:

CHAPPEIL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRIGE:

(VIBRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG..,BONG!)
Of all Amerlca‘'s leeding cigarettes only onpe is - opnly one

is "Qutstanding!"
It's the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

_package - PELL MELL!

Look at ‘e PELI. MELL!

It looks gocod!

Fell a PELL MELL!

It feels good!

Taste & PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoke a PELL MELL!

It smokes good!

Now you'lve discovered why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL - the one cigarette that's really
2

Cutstanding!™ - really mild. Yes, you've discovered the
longeyr, finer, clparette. PELL MELL! Good to look at..

Good to feel...

Good to taste...

And geood to smoks,...

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos filters the smoke of this longer, finer eclgarette -

gives you that smoothness, mlldness and satisfactlion no

other cigasrette offers you.
Of all Americels leading clgerettes only one 1s "Qutstanding!"

- only one is "Outstending"!
The lonpger, finer clgerette in the distinguished-red peclage.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES...."Qugstanding!"
And - they are mild.

e m = e e R R st kT
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HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your nerrator, and the
Blg Story of Keeler McCartney, Bs he lived it and vwrote it.

NARR: You, Keeler McCartney, are mad, Hotl and mad. Hot bet_:ﬁuae
the late summer Georgia sun has made & furnace of
Atlanta's streets -- mad because a lottery callsd The Bug
Is wrecking the lives of Atlanta's people. The bug.
You've written stories about 1t, and you know 1t's an uely
crawling thing that takes the dimes and the dollars of

- Atlanta’'s PoOODr = R LR Sl s

- Hdemirbomnnive .
NARR : {m_ﬁm;bf_;;3=1§=»JE?R555%¥ 'é€i:p;;ur temper and your
; thirst into a bar where you Know the workers for ths bug
congregate., You walk out of the burning sun into the
dlmness.and the coolness and you 8ay...
- MAC ¢ Ona beer. .
NARR : And then you weit. You wait while the eyes &long the bar
study you, and the eyes from the tables study you. Iiguasy
You walt
;' and you drink your beer and you feel the eyes upon you.
—— And then...,
TN H1,
— MAC : Hello.
TTTTY DINY: " Hot enough for you?

i mmtmD e A

’ . e a e
¢ . . -
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T s MAC : (PAUSE) (THEN) You bet.
TINY: You'lre new. I ainit seen you before.
MAC : I'm new.
TINY: None of the boys, they ain't seen you before.
MAG : Well,....I'm new,
- TINY: Writer?
h MAC : Uhuh,
.TINY: Work for Cleude?
MAC : Uhuh,
TINY: ° South slde?
- MAG : Thatls right.
TINY: (BEAT) Claude don't operats on the Scuth Side.
T mac: (BEAT) He does now,
R TINY: Whadde you mean?
MAG : ' He started this morning.
TINY: You mean he's gonnha muacle 1n on Daniels?
MAC & Flgure it ocut yourself,.
TINY: Well, that's good news. Glad to hear 1it. They call me

Tiny. Have a beer?

MAG: Sure. I'm Red. ’(
2l
TINY: Please to meetcha.{ (UP) Two beers, Freddie. {THEN)
Reason I cased you first off, we gotta be careful.
MAC : Sure.,
TINY: The newspapers are getting after us,
MAG s Sure. '
TINY: This guy MeCartney on the Constitution, =~ there 1s one

prize louse.

. _Lb:n--u MAD 2 (BE.&T) Sure,

RTHQT QOB 1676




MAC ¢

PETE :

CMAC :

TINY:

-17-

Hels gonna wake up some morning and find himself dead.

Heve another beer, Tiny?

Sure, pal, sure,

How'd you make out thils week?

Collected two thousand seven hundred and eighty four
collars -- SeEblwnosipiiesy

S S e L

Not.sscontaustBMIGNS) You know something, psl? People

are awful zuckers.

Congretulations, Mac.

On what, Pete?

Those stories of yours on the bugm=mwihesdrs beginning to
ray off. The cops picked up three lottery bosses again
yesterday.

S0 I hear -- but they're only the 1little guys. We have to
get the big ones. The biggest one.

Well go to it,

Sure, Troubla is, I don't know who he is.

Look Pal, suppose I do get plcked up? What of 1t? Thls
AT :
mmhpgé% the boss hired, he can get a charge buried for

YG&I‘B» e ssbaantsas i s Nttt taniDr £.0
phiiiioaeees . Great guy, the boss,

I == uh ~~ T never met him,

Great guy.

ATHKCT Q0816
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MAC Weahweclrgaouaueay (PAUSE) Never comes around here,
does he?
TINY: The boss? In a crum-g@6M joint like this? Don't be funny.
.Dan Hurlbert is & gentlemen. .
. (MUSIC: _ _ HIT AND QUT)
. TINY: The word 1s to teke 1t slow, pal.
MAG 1 " What's up?
PINY: This lousy reporter -- this MoCartney on ths Constitution,
MG bt

T A e o

RN Smep DanZHurlbert's the boss. Den says we gotta --
e {sTOPS,..LOW) Watch it, pal.

MAC : What ?
TINY: A cop, Just come into the bar, Headlng thls wey.
COP: (COMING ON, HURRIED] Mac! Oh Mac, listen...I just

happened to catch sight of you through the window. Break
for me. ZLook, drop off this accident report for me at ths
statlon will you, Mac? (FADING) Got to hurry. Wife's

birthday ~- you know how it is -- and I'm late. Thanks &a
» lot Mac.

{DOOR SLaM)
{DRAD SILENCE} (THEN)
TIRY: Mac. Now aln’t that a coincidence? This Keeler MeCartney

B over at the Comstitution -- I hear they ec2ll him Msc, tooa,

e A A o AT e 2 e e e e ww?

B i kil ~
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NARR : (coLD) That's it. He knows. They all know, A sudden
ugly silence falls over the bar, and all those &yes turn
toward you egaln -- all thos ugly pig-like syes. You
stand up.

(CHAIR PUSHED BACK)

NARR: You put & hand into your hip pocket. ¥You back towards the
[s [o15 RPN
- (FOOTSTEPS )
;_ NARR: ..;.slowly..;alowly....keeping a steaedy watch on Tiny and
his pals,

{FEW FOOTSTEPS IN CLEAR) A

NARR: And then...you push open the bar door...
(DOOR OPEN..FAINT STREET BG)

NARR: eos.808 you're outstide in the street and you start to run.
{RUNNING STEPS ON PAVEMENT)

= {MUSIC: _ _ SNEAK...RUNNING TEMFO)_
U amms (BUILDING) You take your hand out of your hip pocket,
because you dldn't have a gun anyway. You Just run.
{MUSIC: _ _ UP_TO COVER RUNNING_STEPS_AND_INTO BRIIGE)
DAN ¢ (A GENTLEMAN) Just how much do you think this MeCartney

person knows about us, Tiny?

TINY: Too=inaehry My HehE DS R L e BT & i ha Ay

W}ro{x know how 1t is, Mr, Hurlbert --
some of the voys ain't careful like me. Some of the boys
get a little likkered up snd they talk teco much.

- DAN: In other worda, Tiny, it might be advisable tc -- uh -~
- liquidate this reporter?

I T T
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TINY: (LAUGHS) ZLike you say, Mr, Hurlbert -- liguidate,

DAN Mumm, If we could figure out scme way to entice ﬁim te the
¥yellow house,...Do you think we could entice MeCartney to
thé yellow house, Tiny?

TINY: Sure., I'l1l have Blanche call him with a phoney story.
Just tell me when you want him, Mr. Hurlbert -- just tell
me when,

{MUSIC: __ _BRIDGE_AND_HOLD FOR)

Where does ah

#fand Road.

(STEPS ON SIDEWALX, TRAFFIC BG)

TINY: (IN CLOSE) Hello, s dfn/«,azzmv
JOE; Loave me alone, will you Tiny?
TINY: How much you wenna place on thes bug tonight, Joe?

You don't know anythimeh

AT drinks like a fish...a no good bum.

P Frrover] .'-' o -'u P fa AP T A

e e ke tn A meAT oo
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obwdesBdefll you-gottasdtatisneaddysthg.hug right. Just..onces

JOE: Cut it out Tiny -- please ocut tt out. I'm taking my check
home tonight, y’u/hea.r me % M = y
TINY: Sure, csure BT RBs ’
h kiR PR SS .-,,. L e

A n-,’.‘."l:'-. DT

. JOE: {DESPERATELY) I thought you guys were golng to be stoppedl
TENEpemsizns +WHEEBBING: ) ssxSdazibhionaand sae o hund rodsanaw EPE 4 Hidl

o 908w The RSl SRR - - -
JOEY (FIGHTING HIM) That guy on the paper -- that Keeler

McCartney -- he'll get you guys -- the whole bunch of you~--
TINY: I!'11 tell you & secret, Joe. McCartney's through, The

boys at the yellow house are gonne take care of him. Now,

- whadda you say? Fifteen bucks, Joe?
, JOE: (HIGH) Yes, yes, fifteen bucks on number‘*'w;'%lam I hope
' I never see you again &5 long as I live.
TINY (QUIETLY,. WRITING) Joe Sampson -~ fifteen dollars on
- numbe 4 .
- (MUSIG: _ _ BRIDGE) _ .
DAN: Youlre sure everything is all right, Tiny?
- TINY: ‘Sure, I'm sure, Mr. Hurlbert. Blanche telephoned

McCextney and told him there was some kind of & story here

w. I -- (sT0Ps) (LOWER) Hey!

,._ DAN : What is 1t?

» TINY: Jugt turning the corner down there., swewlxaiissnhanirie
e " That's MoCartney.

<o
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DAN &
TINY:

DAN:

JEAN :
MAC s
JEAN &

- P

Wait until he turns inte the walk, You don't want to miss.
Miss? When I get through unloading thls rod, that
repoerter's gonna look likela swiss cheese, Ni.Jurdboss
I sinterely hope so, (PAUSE) Now, wait, Tiny -- welt
until he turns intc the welk, Just another few steps, Tiny
(CROSS FADE) Just & couple more steps NoW.,,
(CROSS FADE}

(FOOTSTEPS ON PAVEMENT)
(OFF) Mr, McCartney!
(SURPRISE) Jean! What are you doing here?
(oN,

+PREATHLESSLY) I called your office and they told me

. T e e e e A T ey L
P - gy eyt Ot N e o DR o P b L

o Joe just told me what the writer sald to him and --
(CUTTING IN) What writer?
The one called Tiny and --

Tiny! What dld he say?

v He said
"the boys in the yellow house will take care of him,"
In the yellow house?

Yos, Do you know what he meant?

(MUSING) In the yellow house,..Nope. Rings no bells.
(DISAPPOINTED) Oh..,

Well, thanks anyways Jean.

Wre, I'll go in here now end cover this story, then

maybe T'11 check on the ysllow house business<Zrdel
All right. But take care of yourself.

ATKAT Q01682
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TP MAC Don't worry, I'11 -- (SHARP) Jean! Wiswhksssthe number on

this house right here?
" JEAN s . Un -- it says 224 on the stoop.

P88 but vhat has that --

(sTOP3} oOn! 7,'..:;9)

MAG: (SOPTLY) See ‘whet I meen? 224 RookIstdtReomw is a yellow
- house,
{MUSIC: __ _HIT AND HOLD UNDER)
- TINY: Well can you tie that! He beat it!
DAN: Well, that's the second time you';.ve failed me, Tiny --
TINY: Me, Mr. Hurlbi;ija{ uﬁi
DAN: You ‘I'iny,f It was you vho talked too much and started sll

thia difficulty, and novw you've bungled an Opportunity Lo

rectlfy your mlstake. Tiny, much as I regret the

necesslty -- you are m,ﬁ&&&lé//é

Sy know wvho's behind

thls plot to erase you -~ Dan Hurlbert ~- and you know that

v he'll get you toc, unless you get him firet. But how?
Cedmen That's the gquestion. How?

e e e ik L
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MAC: How can you pin a guy down if nobody'l) agueal on him,
Pete?
PETE: What's with this Dan Hurlbert character? Is he mede of

so1ld gold®?
MAG : Just shout. He treats his writers well.,.gilves them big
percentéges of the take, protects them when they get in

trouble -«
{ PHONE RINGS) -
‘MAC: Oon - oh, More trouble.

(RING AGAIN)
FETE: If it's another anonymous tip, hang up, Mac. It's too
hot to go to a funeral.
(PHONE PICK UP)
MAC : McCartney speaking...
- TINY: (FILTER THROUGHOUT)} This the McCartney that's been
writing them stories on the lottery?

MAC  Yeah. Who's this?

TINY: ‘ Nobody. Look, I used to be in the lottery buslness myself,
zsag?

MAC ¢ What business are you in now?

TINY: Giving tips to reperters,

MAC 1 No thanks, ..

TINY; You'll went to hear this, McCartney. A guy by the name of

Dan Hurlbert has seventy cases of whilskey stored In a
—— garage over on Melrose Avenue, ses? And he sinlt got no
— permit for them, see?

- MAC 3 Yeah., I see.

ATHC1 Q061684
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TINY: Guys with no permits for storing whlskey can get arrested.
_ Suppose you take It from there; Mac .,
MAC : Hey, walt & minute, Now I get your velce. Tiny!

(CLICK OF DISCONNECT ON FILTER)

— MAC : Hello., Hello. Tiny. Hello, UNope. Hung up.
o _ {RECEIVER UFP)
"""" PETE : Ancther tip?

MAC : From Tiny...the writer I got mixed up with. Just

recognized the volce, He must have had & failing out with
Hurlbert. He just s;;uea.led on him.
PETE: Something hot?
N MAG: Hurlbert's got seventy cases of whiskey in & gargge on

Melrose. To coin & phrosse, is that hot enough for you?

(MUSIC: _ _ BRIDGE_AND_UNDER_FOR)
NARR: Itts hot ;Z:Eh or anyone eopinel he poli,ce.
b}'er &r/
Hurlbert L3 arrested m{ree page co fess ¢9 ”""“

up what's left of the lottery racket in Atlanta. And/{ 2
one afternoon, you take & stroll out to see your ol Z f
friends, the Sampsons.l... ‘{ﬁéi

MAC : Hi Jeannie. Still at the weeding?
JEAN & Yup. Place is a mess., Want some buttermilk?
. MAG & I could be persuaded. Joe home?,}ﬂ‘ _,l 3l f“’“
JEAN Not yet. St?pped by to get his payclheckd Amd he'll = e ﬁ _
- MAC ¢ Well, here's chief depositor now. (CALIS) Hi, Joe.
o JOE: (COMYNG ON CHEERFULLY) Hiys, Mac. Good to see you! Hello

baby, how about a kiss, huh?

-

ATHO1 O0B1BRS




-2 -

JEAN : Give it to me.

JOE: - What?

) JEAN: The three dollars SorsblebhaRis
JOE: Settle for two?
JEAN: - Joe Sampson, you -;

B

JOE: Now, teke it easy, honey., I -- I saw these flowers
' gowntown end I thought they'd -- well -- kinda brighten
T up the place while those ones you planted take thelr own
sWeet time blooming.
JEAN ¢ Ch Joe...you big lugi...
JOE: {NOT LISTENING TO HER) And then...well...I hadda stop end
get Mﬁc here a couple of cigers to say thanks...dldn't I?
LMUSIG: HIT FOR CURTAIN)

CHAPPELL: In just'h moment we Wwill read you & telegram from Keeler
MeCartney of the Atlanta Constitution with the finsl
—_— cutcome of tonight's BIG 3TORY.

at T e T A

- {CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CLOSTNG COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:
HARRICE?
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(VIBRAPHONE: BONG, BONG, BONG, BONG....BONG!)
Of =11 America's lesding cigarettes, only pne 1;
"outstending!” - only one is "Qutstandingl" - the longer,
finer cigarette in the diétinsuished red packege, FPELL '
MELL{ (ood to look at,...
Good to feel...

Good to teste...

And good to smoke.

Yes, PELL MELL give you thet smoothness, mildness and

satisfection nc other cigarette offers you., Remeuwber --
PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - they are mild!

RTKQO1 OCei1eR:A




CHAPPELL ¢

MCCARTNEY:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

- s - -

26—
TAG)
Now we read you that telegram from Keeler MoCartney of the
Atlanta Constitution. )
Previously unsble to get any evidence agalnst 1ot£ery
boss in tonight's Big 3tory, erresting him on & liguor
charge was the only way to legally held him. Once in
custody he was persuasded to confess that he employed 1200
peoples 1in Atlanta's 7 million dollar lottery ring.: A 15
count indictment was secured against him and he was . N
sentenced to 6 yeers on the chein gang at Tattnal State
Prison in Reedsville. My sincere apprscilation for tonightb
Pall Mall Avard.
Thank you, Mr. McCartney. The makers of PELL MELL FAMCGUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have nasmed you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500 Avard for notable service In the field of
journalism..
Listen agein neﬁt veek, same time, same station, when FELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY -;
A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Los Angeles Heregld
Express by-line -- Pat Foley. A Big Story about. & meek
1ittle man with a2 mania for Marriage And -- Murder..
The BLG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Viedimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by Gail Ingram. !bur‘narrator wes Bob Sloane,
and George Petrie played the part of Keeler McCartney.
(MORE)

e e e U - L
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?ARR: ) In order to protect the names of peopls ectuelly lnvolved
CONTD :
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of &ll
characters in the drematizatlon wers changed with the .

exception of the reporter, Mr. McCartney.

CHAPPEIL : This is Ernest Chappell speakling for the makers of
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
ANNCR: This is NBC...THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

SALLY/LILY
e T/6/48 AM

R L R
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THE BIG STORY . REVISED
PROGRAM #70
CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
FREDA : KATHIEEN NIDDAY
IANDIADY ' KATHIEEN NIDDAY
GLORIA MITZI GOULD
i PAT BARRY KELIEY
B WAITER TED OSBORNE
GRIMSBY TED OSBORNE
. - SHERIFF JOE BOLAND
MAN JOE BOTAND
~ NIXIE HUMPHREY DAVIS
3ILL ~ HUMPHEEY DAVIS
) MINISTER BOB SLOANE
WEDNESDAY, JULY 28, 1948
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THE BIG_STORY #70

WNBC & NET

go:oo 1'50130 %M JULY 28, 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present sas THE BIG 3TORY!

(MUSIC:  _ _UP IN_WEDDING MARGH AND_BRING_UNDER)

MINISTER: (SOlEgNLY) And now, repeat after me ,.. I, Welter, do
wed thee, Alice, till Death Do Us Part...

WALTER: I, Walter, do wed thee, Alice, till Death Do Us Part ..,

(MUSTC:  _ _UP IN WEDDING MARCH AGAIN, AND UNDER)

WALTER I, Walter, do wed thee, Barbara, till Death Do Us Part...

(MUSTC:  _ _UP AND UNDER) .

WALTER I, Walter, do wed thee, Doris, till Death Do Us Part ...

(MUSIC:_ _ _UE AND UNDER)

WALTER I, Welter, do wed thee, Freda ..., till Death Do Us Part,..

(MUSIC: _ _UER AMD OUT)

FREDA (SOFTLY) Waltsr ...

WALTER Yes, Freda?

FREDA {SI1GHS HAPPILY). Just think, darling. Welre merried nov...
forever.

WALTER: That's right, honey. (A BEAT) T1ll Death Do Us Part!

(MUSIC: _ _HIT AND UNDER_FOR:)

GHAPIELL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1s Americé..its sound and its fury...
lts joy end its sorrow...as falthfully reported by the ﬁén
and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers, (PAUBE, COlD
AND FIAT) Los Angeles, Californiail From the peges of the
Herald Express, ths authentlc and yet almost incredible
story of & reporter who put two and two tegether and got...
death. Tonlght, to Pat Foley of the Los Angeles Herald
Express, goes the FELL MELL Award for the Big Story!

(MUSIC: _FANFARE)

{(OPENIRG COMMERCIAL)

7
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OPENING COMMERCIAL:
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-2~ PROGRAM #T0

THE BIG STORY

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELLs

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

e

0f all America's leading cigarettes only one is

"gutstanding!" - only egne ls "Gutstandingl”
TIt's the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished rad

. package -~ PELL-MELL!

Look at a FPELL MELL!

It looks good! ,

Feel a PELL MELL!

It feels good!

Taste & PELL MELL]

It tastes good!‘

Smoke & PELL MELL!

It smokes good!

Now vou've discovered why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigarette. For

PELL MELL'S gresater longth of traditionally fine, mellow

tobacecos filters the smoke on the way to your throet,
That's important! '

Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the

way to your throat - glves you that smoothuess, mildness

and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.
Of all America's leading cigasrettes only gne 1s

"Outstending!" - only one is "Cutstanding!”
The longer, finer clgerette in the distinguished red

package. FPFELL MELL.FAMOUS CIGARETTES ... "Outstending!”
And - they are mild! o -

P ——————e i S
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CHAPPELL: Wow, the story as 1t actually happened ... Pat Foley's
story as he lived it ... LoS Angeles, California....

NARR: You ars Pat Foley of the Los Angeles Herald Express &nc
you're known as & "veteran" reporter, guote unguots.

- You've hung your hat in many 2 ciﬁy_room from coest to
coast, fnd you've cracked meny & Btory. But to oy,
there'll never be another like your Big Story. OSometimes,
you can't sleep, just thinking of it, Sometimes you veke
up screaming, dreaming of it, £And sometimes,..you wish

you never heard of it, Itfs that kind of a story.

gdﬁhﬂLgﬂﬁjazﬁL
nywe it's thls Aygu LT
‘fa4§%:111144353§k¢zgf . ) Al _Atw
o ll o W BEEX - e

Fempheirt g1 )

Yare

. g

A
TILL: P

iy
)

Know where 1t 1s%

PAT: e, It's in the La Canada sectlon,

BILL: They foind, a woman named Bell drowngd

her own back yaiwd

Bell, eh?

- sRie=ww, The woman 1s wearing red pa james, and she's lying
face downward in the waﬁer, with all of her body submerged
B except her legas. You see the lneect bitas on her bafe

feet, and you turn avay, And then, a few minutes later,
e - )
— you the Sheriff questioq; the husband, Walter
) : Bell-oo :

¢
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She wasn't even in ithe

nportant people, too,

. Naturally,

.

o

I have & theory. Just an

She'd been 11l for weeks ...

It vas hot today,

We'd only bezen married three

And now,..shels gone.

SHERIFF; _ s Just-hew

WALTE_R:
already here,

SHERIFF: Yes? Go on, Mr, Bel

WALIER: Well, she wasn't enywhere >
house to recelve our g .
I assure you. Trb Millers., Very importﬁniw
I was dumbfdhﬁded. I looked all through the h;m?&- 1hen,
we all’fboked in the gerden end,..and thers she was...f*wk
qwingwhmqﬂuaJAJ,-aoa - —

PAT: Got any idea how 1t happened, Mr. Bell?

WALYER: I don't know, I can't say,
idea, thatis all...

SHERIFF: How dé you think it happened?

WALTER: I...ny wife wes 111, Sheriffﬂ
subject to fainting spells, you khow.
very hot. T...she might bave come down to the rond to
cool off. And then...

PAT: And you think she had & fainting spell, and fell into the
water? .

WALTER: Yes, Yes. I...fI don't see how it could have happened
any cther way, Poor Freda.

} months. Three months, mind you.
She's gone.,.the nicest sweetost wife I've ever had...

SHERIFF: You've been married before, Mr. Bell?

WALTER: (HESITATES) Wny...yes. W/

]
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WALIER:
SHERIFF:
WATTER:

SHERIFF:

WALTER:

SHERIFF:

WALTER:

PAT:
SHERIFF:
PAT:

How many times?

Look here, Sheriff, I don't see vhat diffecence 1t mexes..
I didn't sey it meds any difference. I'm just asking you'
a routine question., How many timss have you been marrlad,
Mr., Bell?

Freda Wes....my fourth wifs. (A PAUSE)

Wow, thern,
Sheriff, are there any other questions? I've boen under
a terrible strain, you know, a very consaldereble strein,
I magsure you and...
You can go row, Bell, We'll cell you leter if we need
YOUsses

Thank you, Sheriff, I've had & very trylng day. (FADING)
And patupally, I'll be at your disposal...

{DOOR CIOSE OFF)
Well, Sheriff, what do you think?
What do jyou thinlﬁ’ pM ‘P
I don't know., His story scunds straight encugh, Butb
there's somsthing about him that gives me the cfeeps...
something in his eye;...the way he telks. (A BEAT)
Sheriff, I just don't Enow.

mﬁ,{@,c

No, you don't know. You don't know, then, of the -Ghend

that lives and breathes in the mild-mannsred 1little

regtaurant owner namsd Walter Bell, Tewwsesehisesosssibis
O B e - T s (g ca e Ay Lo i i)

haneeemt-toos 40 ol elddwiihonpmbbiampie, And 1t 15 not

until iater, much much later, that you, Pat Foléy, uncover

the true story, the Bilg 3tory, the story that will invade

the uneasy realm of ouaEgleap for the rest of your days.
. MO ’ :
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NARR: It begins at Walter Bell's restaurant, late at night,
- (CONT ') '
pehind drewn curtains. And 1t begins with,..
(PHONE RING)
(A COUPIE OF STEPS ON HARD FLOOR)

(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

WALTER: Hollo®?

FREDA: (FILTER, SHE SOUNDS DAZED, DULL) Welter, it's Freda,
WALTER: (A BEAT) Yes, Freda?

FREDA Walter, don't stey late at the resaturant agein. It's

hours after cloaing time. Please come home. Pleese, ..

WALTER: What's the metter, Freda?
FREDA: {(WITH DIFFICULTY, GASPING A LITTIE) I..el don't know.
T feel...s0 strange,
. WALTER: Strange? (A BEAT) You meen you're 1ll, my dear?
T FREDA: Yes.,y98. I....1've never felt this way before. Walter,

I feel so dizsy...faint,,.and my head aches 80

WALTER: Oh, I'm so sorry, my QO&r....
FREDA: Walter, pleass come home right away. I..,I‘m frightensd.
WALTER! (SOOTHING) New, now, Freda, there's no yeason to get

panicky. It's probably nothing.f.nothing at all. I'm
down here with my accountant, going over the books , and
Tt11 be home as scon as I can. In the meantime...

FREDA 3 Yes, Walter?

WALTER: Did you drink the milk I prepared for you before I loft?
FREDA : (DAZEDLY) Milk?
WALEEH:_ ( IMPATIENTLY, BAGERLY) Yes, yes, The hot milk I left in
'f:ﬁ the thermos bottle. Did you drink it, Freda?
" FREDA: Yos. The hot milk in the themmos bottles..yes.
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WALTER: How much did you drink?

¥REDA ! Only a little.

WALTER: (SOFTLY) Drink soms more, darling. Drink it all.
FREDA 1 Drink 1t,..all? '

WALTER: Yes, Fredal!l Yés, ell of 1t, Felegand. Lol iillpmihimriomiy, «

gy -;,wpr.J-.=,-;~sj”};;q;',g;-é-ﬁit-' And tomorrow
you'll feel better,...much, much better. (A BE}xT) You'll
do as I say, won't you, sweetheert?

FREDA: All right, Velter, I'il 4o as you B&Y,

WALTER: ~ That's my girl.. Thet's my good, good girl. And I'll be
home, I promise, just as soon as I finish with my
accountant hers., Goodnight, darling.

FREDA s Goodnight, Walter.

(RECEIVER ON HOOK)

) WA LTER/,STA TO CHUCKIE. WE HEAR GIORIA JOINING IN)
GIORIA: (/? ; i?.You‘re pretty slick, Walter. You certainly
are !
WALTER: (PIEASED) Do.you really think so, Gloria?
GLORIA: I'1l say. You sure promobted me fast. From waltress to

ecrountant, in one easy lessonl

WALTER: Shall we go over the books now, Gloria?
GLORIA: Walter, Why not? Why not.. .k
(THERE IS A PAUSE, A3 THEY KI38)

GLORIA: (SHAKILY) Walter, Welter, oh, Walter., Nedomrtpehmowr=i=
saridyipremeetyget,, 1 don’t understand it,

R o e e e el TIN5 g b £ TR 1 L i g e am e BT e = -

e
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GLORTA:

L5 Lk

B
The... the things you do to me. It doesn't make sense,

You're not young, and you' ra not even what I'd call y
ﬂr’f /7"64 fﬂ'%-’ - /4!;/@

good looking, and yebs: /mfm»;?/
7 14 /!g?z,f-yr / ///f"}
?ﬁ?t?é%gtﬁ

WALTER:

LI

: H b d A
.I!"‘?‘-‘!_w o

gy
I get that a11 goné™pPegling. (HINT OF D

ks

know it's wrong, I know I'mw I can't help 1%,

Walter, I just car't,mp 1t. I keep ?ermg% myself
i,
you've beapﬂmﬁrriad four times, you've got m wife'haﬁ&*

_-‘

{INTERRUPTS) T wouldn't worry ebout her, Gloria. Not

NOW, & n
Wret do you msan?

Ch, nothing. Nothing in particuler!

WALTER:

GLORIA:
WALTER:

WAITER:

(CAR UP AND TO A STOP. MOTOR IDIES)
(CAR DOOR OPENS AND SIAMS SHUT)
Give the taxl driver your msddress, Gicria, He'll taks
vou right home.
A1l right, Walter. Goocdnight,
Goodnight.
| {CAR UP AND MOVES OFF)
And pleasant dreama. (HE CHUCKLES A LITTIE, MADLY, TEENM
HE BEGINS TO WHISTIE THE WEDDING MARCH OVER)
(STEPS UNDER ON SIDEWALK., NIGHT SOUNDS BG PERHAPS.
THEN CHANGE QUALITY TQ STEPS ON PORCH, THEN STOF)
(WAITER KEEPS WHISTLING) -

ATHKG1 0061698




(kY IN I0CK)
(DOOR OFRES AND CLOSES)
(VALTER WHISTLES A MOMENT MORE, THEN)

FHEEDA: (SUDDENLY) Walter!
WALTER: {ATMOST A SCREAM) Frada!
FREDA: © I'm sorry I startled you, darling.

WALTER: (DAZED) Freda! Freda, for tha love of heaven, I thought

e
YOU WeTrs... //’fé’/{,% ﬁ ]j’ 73 4%/,2 vj .’(,n:. ot
FREDA : Asleep? MNo, Walteﬁj I covldn! an. S
WALTER: But the milk..,ths hot_milk in the thermos bottle....
it was supposed to mv
FREDA 1 Oh, T aidn't drink 1t.
WALTER: You didn't,..drink 1t?
FREDA: No. I was going to, darling, really I vas, just as you

told me. But I was falnt, and my hand was shaking so,

&nd.‘.
WALTER: Well, Freda? MWell?
FREDA: I dropped the thermos bottle on the floor ... and it

smashed to bits!

BB e | A ETER e deo B e Em BT HER VTS TR T T T T, T T e
i Better go to bed, Freda. _ -
FREDA: Darif’f-.dleasa don't sound -so upsset. ST all, it was

only a thermos Boesle. And I'm WEzinning to feel much

better alroady.

WALTER: (FIARES) Thged pe. Im gla Taknow you're feeling
betier? Now, Froda, wili you stop chatte g and go to
"ned | | '
*(:;;__;;_;;53
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< . 10 & 11 REVISED
- KARRATOR ¢ A1l thils, you, Pat Foley, of the Los Angeles Heralf
g Express, discovered later, But it was only the beginning
B of your Big Story, one-of the most fabulous newspaper
stories of all time. For a few days later, at the Bell
restaurant on West Eighth Street, s seedy~lcoking, down
- © &ma outer came in to see Walter Bell....
NIXIE: Look, Mister, I'm stone broke., I don't know where my
noxt meal ié comin! from., I gotta heve work...and uh -

anything vrong, Mlster?

WALTER: Wrong? Why, no, Whatever geve you thaet idea?
. NIXIE: Why, the way you were lookint at me, I..,
WALTER: (IAUGHZ) Oh., I was just looking at those tattoo plectures
. you heve on your arm, ’
) NIXIE: Oh, I had 'em dons when I was in the Navy, years ago,
v WALTER: That one near your elbow ls very interezting,
NIXIE: veah. A tattoo artist right here in L.A, dld that one.
Itts Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden,
WALTER: (FASCINATED) Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden.
NIXIE: You seem to llke 1%,
~ WALTER; ves. Tt!s very artistic., {THOUGHTFULLY) Adam and Eve

in the Garden of Eden, eh? (PAUSE) By the way, vhat's

your name?

DU NIXIE: Nix, Charlle Nix.
WALTER : Nix, I may have a proposition that might Interest you.
- NIXIE: Yeah? What?
- WALTER How would you Like to make same real money...all et onoce,
ji;;& NIXIE: How much money?
- WALTER ¢ Oh, A hundred dollers, Maybe twe hundred.
4 NIXIE: Mister, youlve got & customer]! I'd kill & man for that

kind of money.

. - ¢ —— e — - e A - . el B i =47 K T
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REVLSAL

FREDA:
WALTER 1
FREDA:
WALTER :
FREDA

—— WALTER:

WALTER ¢

—— A A L e e M T e

(GARAGERAORSOERIENG )
{BULLDING IN A KIND OF MADNESS) Just make yourself
cemforteble, my friend - I hope you dontt mind walting
a few moments, after all, I dildn't tell my wife 1 was
bringling you home., But in a.little while; she!ll come
downstairs and then IT1l Introduce you to her, 1 know
youlll be glad to meet her, Shel!s & beaubiful women,
Freds, beautiful. You'll 1ike her, I'm sure., Of course,
es I sald, she doesn't know youlre here, Naturally...
i1tts going to be a surprise, she doesn't expect you,
you see., She docesn't sxpect you...at all} {A MANIACAL
CHUCKLE) But dqp't you worry - Freda.. loves surprises
and when she :;-
(CFF) Walter]
(A PAUSE). Yes, Freda?
Ts there someone in the kitchen with you?
No, dear., No one, -
Thet's funny. I c¢ould have sworn I heard you talking
Lo someone.
It!'s just your imsgination, my dear. (TO COMPANION, LOVW
AND GLEEFUL) Did you hear thet, my friend? She
thought she heard us talking...

(STEPS ABOVE, BEGINNING TO COME DOWNSTAIRS)
Ah] Shels coming downsitalrs no¥W, Here...my friend,
Hide in the pantry. We don*t want her to see you yet,
We want this to be & resl surprisel

(DOOR CLOSE)

[ it il
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(STEPS ON STAIRS COME IN, AND STOP)

FRED.A:. (UNEASY) Welter,
WALTER: Yes, Freda?
. FREDA: You'tre sure you veren't talking to anyone?
WALTER: Of course not, dear. What's the metter with you?
o FREDA - I,..I don't krow, Nerves, I guess, I haven't been

feeling well, lately.
WALTER: Of course, dari&ng. I understand., As you Bayt..it’s
nerves., What you need ls a good, hot cup of coffes.
FREDA: Yes, That would bhe very nlce, Walter,
- WALTER: Good, Tell you what, Freda. You go into the pantry and
get the coffee, 1I'll get out the ocups and ssucers here...
{CLINK OF CROCKERY}
FREDA: 431 right, Walter...
(A COUPLE OF STEPS)
. FREDA : Funny, The pantry door's c1osed...
(DOOR OPENS)
FREDA: I never leave 1t closed...
(DOOR SIAMS SHUT)

WALTER: (YEIIS TRIUMPEANTLY) Well..ilt's closed now, Freda! ...
(QUICK XEY IN IOCK)
WALTER: And locked!
e FREDA: Walter,....}
. WALTER: There's =2 friend of mlne in there I want you to meet,
o Fredal.

{POUNDING ON DQOR}

e L PR A T e TS I A WA T T e

:
s
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{SLIGHTLY MUFFIED} Walter! Walter, why dld you lock

me 1in here? For heaven's seke, Walter, open the door.

What'!s come over you, Wal.....{CUTS SHARF)
(A PAUSE}

("HEN A PIERCING SCREAM)

(THEN ANOTHER SCREAM)

(MIDDIE COMMERGTAL)
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-15- THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #70

CHAPPRLL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL.:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRIGE:
CHAPFELY:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

0F sll America's leading clgarettes only cne is

"Outstandingl” - only one is "Ouystanding!”
It's the longer, finen glgarette in the distinguished red

packago - PELL MELL!}
Look at a PELL MEIL!
It looks good!

Feel a PELL MELL!

It feels good!

Taste 2 PELL MELL{
It tastes goodl
Smeke a PELL MEIL)
It smokes good!

Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigarette.
PELI. MELX.!

Good to look &t ...
Googd to feel ...

Good to taste ...

And good to smoke,

For PELL MELL's greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
threat.

Thatts importent.

Yes - PELL MELL's greater length filters the mmoke on

the way to your th»pat - gives you that smoothness,

mildness and sgtisfantion no other cigarette offers you,

ATXKQ1 006 1/04
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_ -16- THE BIG STORY
- , PROGRAM #70
MIDDIE COMMERCIAL: (CONTINUED)

- HARRICE: Of 511 Americal's leading clgarettes only one is

"gutstanding!" - enly one 1s "Qutstandingi”

CHAPPELL: The lenger, finer clgarette in the distinguished red
package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ... "Qutstending!"
HARRICE: . And - they sre mildl
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KARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator, and
the Big Story of Pat Foley - as he 1ived 1t and wrote it.
NARRATOR: You, Pat Foley, of the Los Angeles Herald Express, follow
the case of Frede Bell, the wife found face-downward in &
11ly pond, The authoritles questlon ¥altor Bell, but they
_; . can't find a bresk in his storys And the corgner's jury
closes the case wlth a verdict.‘..a.écidental Mﬁut

in your mind, the case isn't closed Yasahuemmaterthiiobem,

see your clty editor;;;
{DOOR CLOSE)

. \E&“‘R‘\it is, Or it wes. I've been fooling ar
j‘ ﬂggland... _“:Jﬁ\;

BILL: (INTEHﬁBEQE) Look, Pat MY don't you stop wasting your
%‘7 .-

- time. ForgetMY;;"'" o case 1s closed.

*wﬁaaaﬁr

PAT: Is 187 e
BILL: # a8 far as the police afﬁ”ﬁq.Perneﬁ.

- Maybe. But not as far as I'm concerﬁgkﬂ?

wL1ke to know why?

PAT:'?Z%¢“4gI've just spent a solid two weeks checking back on Walter

Bellis love Life. He married his four wives all over the

- country... Alabama, Colorado, ﬁtah, Californis, And the
- second wife dled under very peculiar circumstences.
T .
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FAT:

Baddn 7

PAT:

GLORTA:
PAT:
GLORIA:

PAT:

GLORIA:

PAT:

GLORTIA:

PAT:

~18-
Yes, how?

By accidentsl drowanlog. In a tourist camp bath tub, in

Colorado, {A BEAT) How doed that strlke you, 3&%&%25;#~¢4£,

It strikes me cold.

Yes, but look....

. Take 1t ensy, Pat, You're letting your imagination run

away with you. {IAUGHS) What are you trying to give me..
a rewrits on a Grimm Fairy tale?

Your editor 1s skepticel, but you keep on going. You drop
down to Walter Bell's rastaﬁr&nt, and teke a corner table,
with the idea of talking to him again, Then, a waltress
comes up, &nd starts taking your order, Her name, Glorie
Devliin, is sewn on the pocket of her uniform, and she's
so nervous she can hardly hold the pencll, You tell ner
who you are, Tlpuring that 1t cen't do any harm, and 1t
might do some good...

(RESTAURANT BG)
You.wsyou're a reporter on Fhe ﬁerald Express, 3ir?
Yes.
Tseesthen you must know all about the Bell cmse,
Not es much as I'd like to know, (A PAUSE) Hey, what's
the matter?
{JITTERY) M-matter?
Yeah. What are you =0 jump¥...so jittery about?

I...1t's him, He's loocking at ma. He's always looking
at me,

Who?

Mt et et B

7

[

——
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B GLORIA:

FAT:”
GLORTA:

PAT:
GLORTA:
PAT:
GLORTA s

(MUSIC::

— NARR:

19 & 20 REVISED
Walter...uh, Mr. Bell, Ever since his vife dled...I...
well, I don't know, They sald 1t was an accldent,...but
I don't know,
What do you mean?
(JITTERY) Maybe I'd better not say enything wmore. I
dunno. . maybe I'd said too much alread¥eees
What's on your mind, Miss Devlin?
Nothing, FPlesse forget it.
What d&id you went to tell me? What do you know?
1,..I'm afraid, It afreld of him,...Mr, Bell. But...

wvut T can't keep it qulet, any more, .., 1 rantt,

she tells you-about an ex-sallor wlth an Adam & Eve
tettoo ¥who had become a friend of Walter Bellt's and who
had suddenly disappeared the night of Mrs, Bellis death.-
Now you've got & lead, & tiny clue. It may be nothing...
and then agaln, who lmows? 35o0...¥you g0 to work, rlght
from there. You visit every place in end arpund L,A.
where s man can get & tettoo, And finally; after o long
search you hit a tattoo pltch at a carnivel,..run by &n

aptist ramed Deacon Grimsby.

RTHO1 0Q61708
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PAT:
MAT:
PAT:

MAT:

GRIMSBY:

PAT:
GRIM3BY:

PAT:

GRIM3BY:

PAT:

GRIMSBY:

FAT:

GRIMSBY:

Faber
can

¥hot e S
of who doss this kind or~

Nope, But I

Yes, sir, Adem and Eve in the Garden of Eden, and the

Temptress with them, That's my finest work of art ...
copled 1t right out of a Sunday School buok, Here.,..
here’s & plcture of it.
Hmmmu. Pretiy elaborate,
Thatfs right. Idea of my own, Mr, Foley., Carry the Good
‘Book with you, wherawer you go,., Wake up with it, and go
to sleep with 1t, Might make a good feature for the
Herald Express, don't you think? |
It might, Have you done many of these Garden of Eden jobs?
No, Matter of fact, I've done only one., I guess people
don't llke to be remindsd of sin and temptatioh.
Do you remember who the man was you tattooed with this
pleture? _
Sure do; Man by the name of Charlie Nix.
Charlie Nix, eh? EKnovw wﬁere I can find him?
Maybe, I keep a 1ligt of all my clients, Hold on a
minute, I'11 see.
_BRIDGE)
(KNOCK ON DOOR)
(PAUSE) '
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TANDIADY:
PAT:

LANDIADY:

PAT:
IANDIADY:

PAT:

IANDIADY:

SHERIFF:

. - e T Pt AT T o A

(DOOR OFENS}
(o BIT OF A SHREW) Yes? Wnat is 17

I'm looking for a man named Charlie ﬁix. I understand
he lives in your zc_a:n:n}_ housa .,
He did. But he dewwes any more. You & friend of his?
Wellssiyos,
Fine friends you have.' That no-good sallor went and
skipped out on me, owin' a month's rent, (FADES A LITTIE)
And what do you think he left me? Nothing. Not a cent,
nothing, .. (COMING ON AGAIN] But this funny looking wooden
box.%ﬂé/z:(e A Z‘?c/%mafﬂ@e(

(THUD OF BCX ON FLOOB) /f/
Do vou know where I could find him?
I heard he wes working in a hamburger stend somewhere
‘down &t Hermose Beach., And if you ever find him, you cen

give him this bo){ And I hops you bresk it over his heed!
(DOOR SIAM) '

You pick up the box and look at it, out of idle curiosity.
And then,,..you stare at 1t, stunned, and the sweat breais
out, and you dravw in your breath, The whole, ghastly,
monstrous scheme smashes you like a hammex betqeen the
eyes, as you connect up the strange looking box and the
tattoo, Walter Dell, fiend, monster, madman. Walter Bell,
Bluebeard. 0Only gg;; Bluebeard wogld make the original
loock 1like a cheep wax awewestliis in a penny arcade. And
then you get on the phonge..

{(FILTER) Sheriff Wheeler speaking,

g
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PAT: Sheriff. Pat Foley. Listen, can you get the body of
Predsa Bell exhumed right away?

SHERIFF: Whet?
PAT: And then get the eutopsy surgeon %o do & Job?
SHERIFF: Listen, Fet, have you gone crazy? -
e PLT: Crazy? Yesh, Sheriff. Maybe I have, Maybe you would,

too, if you know what I know. Freda Bell didn't die by
nceident, she was murddred, And in a way that makes the
Rue Morgue look a&s crdinary as Sunset Bouleverd, Talk

about the Borgias, Dracula, Jack the Ripper, Frankenstein..

_ j/(i%f—rf a dime a dozen, I'1ll take this killer, for the rest of my

—

dreams J Z:ggﬁé;j}"‘” L &&LM_/

SHERIFF: Pat, hold it! Wait & minute! Where are you golng?

PAT: Me? I'm going over to Hermoss Beach and get & hamburger!

. Py
NIXTR;_ What!11 you have, Mister? x/ ;
T,

PAT: h‘“‘-ag_lﬁpe hamburger, rara.%‘"
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' . ST PHITR AR SN
NECTEY (HESITATES ) walter....Bal1f“Tﬁ“EE?TT“ﬁﬂ?T‘
PAT: o He g locking for you.
NIXIE: (A BEAEI»MI s&e.
PAT: S0 are the pakige. _
NIXIE: Tm)mﬂmw? ' %hm%“?m%
PAT: Yeah u can take your cho You can walt for

Nix.

SHERIFF:
WALTER:

SHERIFF1

WALTER:"

SHERIFF:

WALTER:

SHERIFF:

WALTER:

SHERIFF:

alter Bell to find you,..or you can”“

headgquarters with me.

6 lece pi

_UP AND LR )ows -;"'Wg

dF?‘v'

up walter Bell.

FRAPERTL L S e

pre a.long to

bl

T T ]

aaw;ftzéﬁf.iré;x

And the following night,

you watch Sheriff Wheeler, as he goes to work on the

restuarant OWner...

¥Why did you murder your wife, Bell?

{TOUCH OF HYSTERIA)

over, I didn't!

an accldent, sccident, ACCIDENT!

I dian't.

Itve told you over and

She dled by sccident, I tell you! +

Did your second wife die by accldent, too, Bell?

MY...8econd wife?
Yoz, Remember?
drowning‘in e bathtub.

Yeg, Yes...1t was,

K
Her name was Barbare.

She died of

Was that an accildent, too?

First, Barbarsu.

Then Freda,

You were tired of your

wai

fourth wife...end you vanted a fifth,

Thatts a 1lie, Sheriff{.

Is it, Bell?

exhumed your wifs's body.

the feat...s

So you killed herl

I tell you, it's & liel
Then maybe you'll be Interested to know we've

We found certaiﬁ marks sround

C i ——— e -
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WALTER:
SHERIFF:
WATLTER:
SHERIFF:

SHERIFF:
WALTER:
SHERIFF:
WALTER:
SHERIFF:

WALTER:
SHERIFF:
PAT:
SHERIFF:
PAT:

PAT:
NIXTE:
SHERIFPF:

NIXIE:
SHERIFF3
NIXIE:
SHEHI?F:
NIXTIE:

-25-

I don't know what you're telking about,
Oh, you don't, eh?
No, I don't,,.I don't...I DON'T)
Take a look at this box, Bellyy,,

(THUD OF VOODEN BOX ON TABIE)
Itt!s a peculiar type., Ever ses it before?
Ho.
You never saw it before? . -
No, I tell you, no, ng. ]
You don't know what kind of box it 1s? You don't know ror
what speclal purpose it was used? Yoﬁ donlt konow what was
in 167
No, nol.
{A BEAT, THEN QUIETLY) Pat..,
Yes, Sheriff?
You can open the door novw.
Right,
(A PAUSE)

{DOOR OPENS)
{OFF A LITTIE) Come in, Nix.
(HUSHED} Yes, sir.
(QUIETLY) ©Nix, is this the men who paid you for rununing
an errand?
Yes, Sheriff, That's the man,
Where d4id he send you?
Po a farm in Lamanda Park.
And you brought this box back to this man?

Yes, sir.

1
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SHERIFF: What wes in that box, Nix? (A PAUSE, NO ANSWER) Whet
vas in that box?
NIXIE: . (SUDDENLY) I aidn't know what he wented to use it for,
Sheriff, I swear I didn't know, ,} took 1t from ths Tex
I waes carrylng, and put it intoﬂfcn‘éﬂ te had dredchhrpeiosgis-,
But I dian't know what he wented it for!

SHERIFF: (COLD, INEXORABIE) What did you bring him in this box,
K - Nix?

NIXIE: {p BEAT) It was & rattlesnake, Sheriff]

(MUSIC:  _ _HIT_UP HARD _AND_UNDER)

MNARR: This is your story, your Blg Btory, This inhuman, colé-

bloocded flend, ;115 mﬁurant owner named Walter Bell had
hit upon ﬁﬁé idéa ?;om sesing the serpent in the Garden of
Eden tattoo, And you, Pat Foley, had first hit upon the

_ monstrocus ansvwer, when you found the strange-looking
box, with the wire-gauze top. But somstimes, you wish
you'd never found it, Becsuse now, you don't aleep very

woll nights, And when you do, you have dreams.... and

they!re all,..bed dreams]

N

________ £ d—/ﬂ/)ﬁ"“/‘

CHAFPFELL: In just a moment we will vesdyowve~ssdsguan.from Fat
Foley of the los Angeles Hereld Express with the final
outcome of tonight's Big Story.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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-27- THE BIG STORY
: PROGRAM #70

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE 1
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CH&PPELL:

HARRICE:

Of all America's leading clgarettes only one 1a

"outstanding!" - only one is "Qutstandingl" - the longer,

finer cigarette In the distinguished red package, PELL
MELL! Cood to look at ...

Good tc feel ...

Good to taste ...

And pood to smoke,

For PELL MELL'S preater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat - glves you that smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other clgarette offers you, Remembser--
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstendingl*
And -~ they are mildl}

R T R
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CHAPPELL:

FOIEY:

U

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

-28-

Now, we rsad you thet telegram from Pat Foley of the los
Angeles Herald Exﬁreas. P

Confronted with the evidence of?iaia;iendiah plot, kililar
in tonight's Big Storg finally admitted that after locking
his wife in the pantry with the snake, he had carried her
lifsless body out to the 1ily pond to make it look 1liks
aceldental drowning. Convieteq of murder he was hung 2t
BSan Quentin. As fitting olimex to the fanWstlc case,
during the trial in & crowded courtroom, Exhlbit A; the
rattlesnake escaped from his cage and caused & panic. It
was discovered trying to hide behind the Judge's bench.
My appreclation feor tonight's FELL MELL Award. .
Thank you, Mr, Fpley, The makers of FELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have nameéd you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the fleld of

Jjournalism,

- Listen again next week, same time, same Btation, when FzlLl

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present snother BIG STORY -
A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Houston Texas Fost
- by-llne W, H, Gardner ~- g BIO STORY about g man who bet

50 years of his life on justice and the 13th juror.

T e e man s ma e AR e ame Rt e e daea e ml
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C%APPELL: THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music“by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program vas wri;ten
;}zz"/ll:!:i:ft;i.:irlich. Your narrator was Bob Sloane, and M"L
Ko¥ley played the part of Pat Foley, In order to protect
the names of peopis amgtually involved in tonight's
authentioc BIG STORY the names of all characters in the
dramatizatlion were chenged with the exception of the

reporter, Mr, Foley.

e Y e e AT e, M e S M S T .

CHAPPELL: This 1s Ernest Chsppell speaking for the makers of FEILL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARBTTES,

ANHNCR: This is NBC .... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY ....

RTHO1 QGOB1717
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

J o e

2nd REVISION

PROGRAM #71
CAST:
- NARRATOR BOB SLOANE o
GARDNZR snaereppsares Jaip it Lol
WHITMAN FRANCIS DE SALES
STURGEON JAMES VAN DYK
GUY JAMES VAN DYK
D.A, SANTOS ORTEGA
GROCERY CLIRK SANTOS ORTEGA
HOGAN ROD HENDRICKEON /
GUY II ROD HENDRICKSON
CARPENTER BOBBY READICK
MAN BOBBY READICK
HARKINSON RALPH BELL
BAILIFF RALRH-BRES- ﬁzm;cc.wé Sebee
HOLLISTER MANDEL KRAMER
CHATRMAN MANDEL KRAMER
GUE-IEF BOB-SLOANE—
WEDNESDAY , AUGUST lth ,_19L8
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WHITMAN:

CARPENTER:

% CHAPPELL:

P

{IMPATIENTLY) The gas! The gas. That's no alarm,
Those are church bells.

Church bells? (TAKE) Holy mackerel! Today is Good
Friday!

THE BIG STORY. Here is Awerica: i1its sound and fury,
its.joy and its sorrow, as faithfully reported by the

men and women of the great Awerlcan newspapers. {PAUSE

...THEN FLAT) Houston, Texas, from the front pages of

the Houston Post the suthentic story of Jjustice &nd
the thirteenth juror. Tonight, to Bill Gardnsr of
the Houston FPost goes the PELL MELL Award for the
BIG STCRY.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

S oERet TUTEITT UTERIT
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #71
OPENING COMMERCIAL
VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPBLL:s
HARRICE1
CHAPPELL3
HARRICE1
CHAPFELL1
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL!

HARRICE1
CBAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL1

HARRICEs

0f all America's leading cigarettea only one 1z
"outstanding!” - pnly ope is “Ouistandingl®

It's the longer, flper cigarette » PELL MELL!

Look at a PELL MELL!

It looks goodl

Feel a PELL MELLI

It fesls poodl

Taste a PELL MELL!

It tastes good}

Smoke a PELL MELL!

It smokes goodi

Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, the lenger, fiper cligarette,
For PELL MELL'S greater lensth of traditionally fine,
mellew tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat,

That's important)

Yes -~ PELL MELL'S grester length fllters the smoke on
the way to your throat - gives you that zmoothness,
mildpess and §§;1§£ag319n no other cigarette offers
you,

Of all America’s leading cigarettes only gne 1s
"Qutstandineg!” - enly gng is “Oukstandingi”

The lenger, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
package, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ..,
"Qutatandings"

And ~ they are mild!
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R > 2ND REVISION
) {MUSIC: _ _ _ _ THEME_SUBDUED ANR UNDER)
CHAPPELL: Now the story &s it actually happensd: Bill Gardrer's
story &s he 1ived 1t -- Houston, Texes =--
{MUSIC: _ _ _ _ THEME UNDER)
NARR: You sit st your desk, Bill Gardner, ¢riminal ccuct

reporter for the Houston Post, and you read with
qguiet relish about the capture of the three gunren In
the Good Friday holdup. And with & solsmn senss of
Jjustice done, you read how the police later ralded an
apartment to plek up the three mon charged with the
crime...{BEAT)} Ancther day ~-- an earlier day -- you
might have covered thls case yourself, but today you
only read about it becauss you, Bill Gardner ere a
criminal court reporter, and this is still a case for
the boys oo the police beat.;..(BEAT) (WITH SOBER
EMPHASIS) But what you have no way of knowing is thet
it ﬁill soon evelve as your case -~ your crusade!
{MUSIC: UP_WITH OMINOUS BRIEFNESS AND OUT UNDER:)

(GAVEL, TWICE)

T R
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BAILIFF:

STURGEON:
NARR:

GROCERY CLERK:

MAN:

NARR :

NARR:

-b-

The Court of the 4th District of the County of Harris
in the State of Texas 1s noWw in session.....The Stats
of Texas versus Donsald Sturgeon!

(HUSHED. SOMEWHAT TENSE) The trial of Don Bturgeon,
the second and pivotel defendant in the Good Friday
holdup 1is convened. You sit in your customary front
seat and you listen scberly to &ll thé testimony.
Carefully you study the tall, c¢lose-mouthed dsfendant
as he advances to the dock. And you strain with the
well-trained ear of the reporter to catch the
shadings in his voice as he pleads.....

(QUIETLY) Not gullty.

With the same intelligent interest you listen &8 you
hear the witnesses refute that plea one by ohe...
That's the fells., He was wearing adhesive plaster
'sross his mouth.

I'd recognize him anywhere -~ even without that
handkerchief that was covering hils face.

All‘through the lchg testimony you sit and you listen
and you welgh. And when the evlidence 1s all reacordad
and debated, and the jury has filed 1n slowly, you
sit tensely in your'seat as the gavel sounds and the
12 jurors rise fatefully to return their verdict...
(PAUSE) "Guilrty!"

«+.And a small gavel sounds in your brain, Bill
Gardner, 13th juror, and mentally you record your
verdict.ceq.

T S R
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GARDINER !

- GROCERY CIERK:

MAN:

NARR:

GARDNER :

HOGAN:

GARDNER:

HOGAN:
GARDNER:

A TR A AR ¢ ok S e
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_“(-
(PAUSE) Guilty!

You fils the case in your mind undsr "finished
business". But despite yourself the trial revolves in
your brain, and though you are stlll convinced that
Sturgeon is gullty and that he desarves the rifty
year sentence he was gilven, small discrepancles
in the testimony continue to make small ravolutions in
your mind...(FADING) and remembered volces persist...
(FILTER)..He was wearing adhesive plaster teross his
mouth.
(FILTER) ..I'd recognize him oven without that
handkerchief thaet was covering hils face.
But finelly you are able to put down those revolutions
~-"Unimportant mistakes - huwman error” -- that's what
you tell yourself. And eventuslly you &re - convinced
that -- as far as you are concerned -- the 3turgeon
case is past and forgotten...until...one afternoon
several months after the trial...you go in to see
your editor.

(DOOR CLOSING)
Hogan, here's an item I picked up -- about Baldwln -~
J. T. Baldwin. Name mean anythiung to you?

He was the first guy to go to triel on thet Good

" Friday job, wasu't he?

That's right. And he was convicted -- like Sturgeon.
So?
So, this item. S8aye he's getting a nevw trial -- on a

technicality. You know what that means.

pup——
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T HOGAN: Yeah. Means he'll probably be out &and acquitted in &
yvear.
GARDNER : Exactly. But if Sturgeon is guilty -- and the ocourt

. saﬁp he wag -- And this guy was in it with Sturgsoa,
AL yes LD :
-- Don't you see? It doesu't wake sense.
HOGAN: I d4idn't realize you vwere sblll so hopped up about
this case, (SLIGHT PAUSE AS THO MAKING DECISION)
B1l1l, vhat I'm going to tell you noWw can't be priuted.
. It's closed circuit stuff and deesn't make mense eitner
-- Remember that third guy in the case -- Mett
Cheeffar?
GARDNER ¢ Remember him? There isn't e day goes by I don't

finger the D.A. and ask him when Shaeffer's comlng

to trisl.
: HOGAN: Thatfs it...(PAUSE., SOFTLY) He iant't.
. GARDMNER : What?
HOGAN: I got & tip. He isn't coming to trial, Oh, I know

the D. A. will deny 1it, but it's true alright. Mett
Shaeffer will never come to triel.
GARDNER : {PUZZLES THIS OUT, HALF ALOUD) Matt Sheeffer will...

(TAKE. ANIMATED} Hogan, I've got places to go!

HOGAN: Bill. Whsre are you golng?
GARDNER ¢ Hogan don't stop me! I've got to see & wan about a
’ ma !
| {MUSIC: _ _ _ _ EXQIIED AND MOTIVE...OUT UNLER)
o D.A.: Liaten, Gardner -~ T'w & district attorney not a
e welfare agenay. My job is evidence ~- legal evidence.
s sturgeon was ccnvicted on evidences. Nothiﬁg
TS circuustantial about it either. People saw him and

they saild they saw him.

PR TP IS

RTHO1 QBe1725




o e TR ok et TR T s

GARDNER : Prom where I sat they seemad to have seen three other

8“7?% all of vhom turned out convenlently to ba
Sturgeon. But that's not wew-what I'm argulng about.
What I'm saylng is that Baldwin is getting & naw
trisl and Shaeffer looks like he 'll never see the
inside of & courtroom. Now we know they Were both
in on the same charge es Sturgson. We know that,

- Alyight, soc hovw can they be lunocent -- opr at lesst
free -- while Sturgeon i1s guilty and in jail?

Dad: Their cases have nothing to d¢ with Sturgeon's.
GARDMNER (FIARES) That's where I disagree with you! Thelr
cases -- gapeclally Shaeffer's -- Sheeffer's case has

i everything to do with Sturgecon's. And there's
scmething funny about the fact that he still hasn't
- coms to trial., I vwent to know what it 1s.
D.A.: (CAIMLY) All I c¢an say, Gardner, 1s what I've salid
before -- twelve jurors trled Sturgeon and twelve

jurors were convinoced he was guilty.

GARDNER : (HEATEDLY) Well I'myour1l3th juror and I'w not
convinced.

D.Au: (PUZZLED) 13th juror?

GARDNER: Yes, 13th juror. I'm & 13th juror in the sense -that

I'm a meubar of the prese. In a way I represent the
people jJust as surely as those wen on the panel) did.
- And what'es more, I sat thiough every word of testimony
N the same as they d1d..,{CHANGE OF TONE) Look, Griffiths
-~ I'm not sayiog I'm sure Sturgecn 1s innocent.
D. A,z (SURPRISED) You'ré not? Then what are you beefing

s about?

JE——_T L LD

’
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CARDNER : (RISING FEELING) What am I beefing about? This is

what I'm beefing about. I'm besefing because I'm
naive enocugh tc think thére's more &t stake than just
Sturgeon's guilt or inhocence. I'm stupid enough to
believe those birds knew what they were dolng when
they wrote that & man has to be proven gullty beyond

8 ressonable doubt. Euough doubt to warrant him a

nev trial.
D.A.: Oout of the question. Gardner, I don't heve the
slightest doubdt about Bturgeonls gullt.
GARDNER: {REDFONEP—OFOHS) Okay, then I guess there's nothing
left for us to talk about.

D.AL: My polnt exactly. And furthexr...(SURPRISED) Where
vou golng?

GARDMER : {SLIGHTLY OFF) I'm going down to the State Prison
Farm.

D.A,: The State Prison Farm? But why?

GARDMNER: Why? Becauss -- if you'll pardon & bad pun -- I smell

something fishy -- and I do mean Sturgeon!
(MusIo:

NARR: So you hsad for the State Prison Farm, Bill Gardner --
angry, determined, confused. If you were smarg --
you say to yourself --'1r you Were smart you'd forget
about the whole thing. Who are you to be playing

God? But you're not "smart”, and that's probvably your
greatest wisdom..(BEAT) Nervously you Walk the corridor
to the cell of Don Sturgeon, the man you've blasted in
the press from here to Land’s End -- the map vhoss
guilt you believe in, but whose righta you belleve In
more..Flpally you arrive at SHre—proebai—et his cell =--
the warden pulls beck the gate.;.and you enter..

RTHKO1 QOR1727
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GARDNER:
STURCGEQN:

CGARDNER:
STURGEON:
GARDNER :
STURGEOQN:
GARDMNER :
STURGEON:
GARDNER:
STURGEON:
GARDNER &

STURGECON:

GARDINER :
STURGEQN:
GARDNER :
STURGEON:

GARDNER :
STURGEON:
GARDNER:
STURGEQN:

. GARDNER:

oyt i R g A e R
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-11-
(GATE SLAMS SHUT)
{ SLIGHT ECHO)
{APTER A PAUSE) Helle, Sturgeon.
(ABOUT 40. NOT A BROKEN MAN, AND THOUGH TOUGH 8TR...3:iL¥

'NOT BITTER) Hello, Mr. Gardner.

Ccan the "mister”. Then you KnoWw me...?

S8aw you at the trial. Read Yyour pleces on it, tro.
They weren't very flattering to you.

You called -'em a&s you sav 'em.

Yeah. Only you struck out.

I1'11 get another chance at bat.

(SURPRISED) You really believe that?

Don't you?

(PAUSE) Sturgeon, I'm going to get right to the point..
(ANTICIPATING HIM) Did I pull the Good Friday job?
-=- No.

I don't believe you.

Nejither 618 the Jury.'

Cnly...?

Only they didn't hear everything. Neither did you.
For che thing -they didn't hear I was offered a deal
of f1ve years if I pleaded guilty.

Why didn't you take 1it?

Becrause I'm not guilty.

Not,ody here s -- if you listen to them.

T .Jon't know ebout "them" ~- All I know 1s I never got
a shance to prove ay...¥Well, I guess you can call it
my "alibi.”

Wrat was your slibi?

IE— R R
e b e et AR T bmt SRR TR e
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STURGEOQN:
GARDIMNER:

STURGEON:

GARDNER :

STURGEON:

GARDHNER 3
STURGEQN:
GARDMER :

STURGEQN:

GARDNER :

STURGEOQON:

=12=

You heard it. You were at the trisl.

Yeah. Onply I'd like to hear it I'rom you -- without

coaching frnom the defense.

Okay...Wnen that store was knocked over I was altting

in a car witn Balgwin and his wife in front of the

Stonewall Jackson Junior High Scheol. We were waiting

for their two kilds to take them to Good Friday service.
" (CYNICALLY) Pretty touching plcture,

(IGNORING THE INTERRUPTION) Baldwin couldn't back up

my story because he was in oun the same rap with wme.

His wife -- she skipped. Ditched town when they

plcked us up, and later divorced Baldwin. I don't

know vhfre she 1s now.

Anyecne see you in the car?

I don't know. Somecne must have. I don't koow.

(SLIGHT PAUSE) Wanna know something, Sturgecn -- uwy

opinion?

Y¥eah. I think I would.

In wy opinion, Sturgecn, you don't act much like &

guy who's been done Wrong by. Here-ioullE—DRwwkbr .

[Ty IR JNTEE Y.L P T R LR R T ARl ¥ Eop-Saedancrent

1§ﬂPﬂ?aHmdﬂnJ3-ﬂaﬂihﬂbvf—EUTE'!ﬁUEt9tt. I dou'Z
ber heari wks out of all 1 g&ﬂﬂ;1l
remember hearing any squasks out ol you e
m’/‘w Al-rb!—_
(PAUSE WITH QUIET FEELING) Gerdner, I'm going to tell
‘ou %agething you probably won'!t believe - You say £
about spending this tlme in stir, Well

I That's pright - 1 . Itve gotten away
with & few things in my day and I figure I ove the

State some time, and I'm Willing to pay it. But not
fifty years, Garduer. I don't ovwe them any fifty youarsl

RTHO1 Q061729




GARDNER :

STURGEON:

GARDMER:

STURGEON:

GARDHNER @

(MUSIC:

CHAPYELL:

e i are TR ST T
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(REPEATS, IMPRESSED) You ows the State time and you're
willing to pay it? ...I never heard & convict talk
l1ike that before.

Ané I'il tell you ancther thing you wen't believe --
If they were to come 1n here tomorrow and tell me --
"Sturgeon, you can walk out a free man 1f you plead
guilty'!, I'd tell them to take & flying leap in &
gopher hole. I'd go out of here with my tces pointing
up before I'd say I 6id it---becsuse I didntt
(QUIETLY AWED) You know, Sturgeon -- when I ceme ir
hers I was sure you wers quilty. Oh, I was golpg to
help you get & new trial, alright -- but I was sure
you were qullty.

And now?

Now? - Now I don't know. I don't know, Sturgeon.
Only I'll tell you one thing -- I'm gonna find out.
If I have to battle the District Attorney, the
governer and the militla -- I'm gonna find out,

B gerrad

We will be back in Just & mowent with tonight's

Blg Story.
ﬁ5Ma4)

(MIDDLE COMMERGIAL)

RTHO1 Q061,30




e E—— A TR e Tt VT JE—————— P D T = Sy B AR T

14~

THE BIG 3TORY
PROGRAM #71

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

e (VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
- CHAFPPEIL: of all America's leading cigerettes only ons is

Youtstending!" - only one is "outstanding!"”
HARRICE: t¢'s the longer, finer clgarette - PELL MELL!

CHAPPELL: Look at a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It looks goocd!l

CHAFPELL: TFeel a PELL MELL!

T HARFPICE: It fesls goodl

CHAPPELL: Taste a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It tastes goecd!

CHAPPELL: smoke a PELL MELLI

HARRICE: It smokes good!

CHAPPELL: Now youlve discovered why SO many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer clgarette.
PELIL MELL! Good to logk at ...

HARRICE:  Good to feel ...

CHEAPPELL: Good to Lmste ...

HARRICE: And good to smoke.

CHAPFPELL: For PELL MELL'S gresater length.of traditicnally fine,
mellow tobaccos Tilters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

HARRICE: That s important!

e en CHAPPELL: Yes - PELL MELL'S greater lengtn filters the smoke on
MQ;\;- the way to your throat - gives you that smootliness,
T 4 mildness and satisfaction no other clgerette offers
o you. . (MCRE)

ATHC1 V0617231
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MIDDLE COMMERCTAL CONT'D:

- HARRICE: Of all America's leading cigarettes only ghe of

e 'outstandingi’'- only one is "Quistanding!"

CHAPPELL: The longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

vackege. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ..., "Outstanding!®
HARRICE: ~ And - they are mild!

RTHOT Q061732
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HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your naerrator, ang the
BIG STORY of Reporter Bill Gardner, as he lived it end
wrote it.

NARK You leave the cell of Don Sturgeon, and suddenly you ers

" no longer only Bill Gardner, reporter on the Houston Post
~~ Suddenly you've become Bill Gardner, 13th juror in =z
case where the 12 other Jjurymen have slready cast their
ballots. And their verdict was gullty. But you want
proof ~-- proof beyond & reascnable doubt -%fgefore casting
your vote. So you make visitis, you-aaaoat strangers, yewr
sall goup—prido—fon—justies, you dig up enough evidence
tb place before the District Attorney.

GARDNER : There it 1s, Griffiths -- evidence - juet like you askeid
for,

D,Ay: {(UNIMPRESSED)} These?

GARDNER: Those. Sworn statements by reputable citizens that they

saw Don Sturgeon in that automcbile in front of the

Stonewall Jackson School at the time of the robbery.

D.A2 And you really think these will turn the trick ~- frae
Sturgeon?
GARDNER: {WARILY) Wait e minute, Griffiths. I don't like that
) tone,
: D,A.: Gardner, these stateﬁents aren't worth the match it would

take to burn them -- statements taken three years alter
-;,, the robbery in response to leadling questions by a

;g reporter locking for a story. Where were these people at
the time of the %trial? How do you think their testimony ‘

would stand up next to the positive ldentificatlons by
reliable witnesses at the very scene of the crimet?

ATHKO1 0061733
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wrmn GARDNER: Why don't you bring it to trial and find out?
D.A.: sturgeon hed his trial,
GARDNER (FLARES) Sturgeon had his inguisition! - Griffiths, T
came into this thing with my mind open. I didn't set
out to prove Sturgeon innocent. Now, I happen to believe
P he is innocent, but I don't ask you to believe it. ALZ
1 ask iz that you give him another chance ~- & chance
he deserves -- to prove that innocence, And 1f ﬁou
don't, I swear I'll explode this case 8¢ nigh in the
papers the angels will be picking the pleces out of their
wings!
D.A.: (SLIGHT PAUSE., QUIETLY) You're really serious abdbout

thet, aren't you?

GARDNER : Try me and %nd out,
(g;;ex—ep—%wm

. D.ALE Miss Hodges - is George Harkinson still waiting outsice?
(PAUSE) Pine. Send him in. / hrore o)
e GARDNER: (PUZZLED) Whet's tnis all sbout?
D.A.: You know Harkinson?
- GARDNER : sure T know Harkinson. Probably the best man on your

staff -- but what's all this ..

1 1 W (cUTS IN) Gardner, I'm going to meke & deal with you.

- am GARDNER ! No deals.
e D.AG: I think youl!ll go for this one...

{DOOR OPENS)

oh, come in George. George; you know Gardner.

T g et TR W g ey TR e B T e T T

RTKO1 QOB 1734




Lo o Tiam s e e [ -
e a TR AN T T T TR

-15-
HARKINGON: Of course. Hello, Bill,

GARDNER: George.
D.A.: George, Gardner here seems to feel the same way you
do about the Sturgeon case.

HARKINSON:% You do, BLll%...
GARDNER: You mean...?

DAL | (CUTS IN) So I'm going to give you both & chance 1o
.. prove you're rignt. -
GARDNER: What's the catch?
DyA, Just this ~- I'm going to ask you to keep all this
out of the papers until the evidence you bring oback s
really conclusive,...
GARDNER: (SKEPTICAL} I don't know...
HARKINSON: It's a fair deal, Bill....
GARDNER : {STILL A BIT LEERY) Okay, if you say s0.

D.A.: Fine and now it's only fair for me to tell you what

consider to be conclusive evidence.

GARDNER: And thaet is,..7?
D.A.: Thet 15...{BEAT) Bring the xeal criminals in here!
- (MUSIC: _ _ IRONICALLY UP AND QUT UNDER:}
NARR ¢ “Bping the real criminals in here." «- Just like that.

An assignment thet would tax the FBI and they hand 1t
to you, Bill Gardner and to George Harkinson == two guys
armed with & copy pencil and a sense of justloe ... Dut
despite the odds you tackle the job with spirit . s (BLOW,
o FALE, ..MUSIC_IN) And you plough deep into the human slime

of the Houston underworld ....a

PR

- - - : : : /
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GARDNER: The Good Friday job -- anything you know about 1t.

Anything. It'll earn you & case of what youlre drinkiug,

GUY: (ALARMED) The Good Friday job? Go 'way 'way, Mister.
T don't want your hooch., Go 'way!
(MUSIG: _ . FADE TN ANOTHER SALOONEY PIANO VERSTON OF DEEP IN_JIF.
N HEART OF_TEXAS"._ ._.THEN_UNDER:)
GUY II: The Good Friday stickup? Beet it, Mister. I don't

know nothing' about the Good Friday job. HNothing!

GARDNER: (SOYTLY, DEFLATED) Nothing...Three months -- and nothing.
George, it'd be essier to get my desk here to talk than
those moﬁkeys. They!re afraid, It was obviocusly e tvig
geng operation and they're,.(TAKE) Hey, I'm talking to

- . you, George. Why do you keep ataring et your watch like

that when I'm telking to you?
HARKINSON: (ROUSED) Huh?...0h.,Bill, I'm following one last slim
lead. I aszked someone to call me here at one, and
(PHONE RINGS)

en ~That's it! Right on the nose.’

o (PICKS UP RECEIVER)

Hello?,.Yeah, this is Harkinson...Yeszh.,(EXCITED} He

is?,.Give me that address again..Thanks a lot..No, I

won!t, Thanks a lot!

. (HANGS UPR)

S o
- (FOYQUSLY} That's it, Bill! The lead I was waiting
A for -- Hunk Hollister is out and he's drinking!

e . woke T WLt

¢ e vesees A T T et T st T S S TSR s e
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HARKTWSON:

GARDNER :

(MUsIC:
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(UMIMPRESSED) Well, whadda you know -- vhoe the devil

is Hunk Hollister.

Bill, Hunk Hollister 18 a safe cracker just out of siiw,
T'm sure he knows all sbout the Good Friday job, onlg
he never tells whet he knows unless he's drinking.

Then what are we waiting for? Come on!

HOLLISTER:

HARKINSON:
HOLLISTER:
GARDNER
HOLLISTER:
GARDNER
HOLLISTER!
GARDNER :

HOLLISTER:

GARDNER ¢

HCLLISTER:

POLKA"_ON SALOQMN_ PIANO..UNDER)

Sturgeon! {LAUGHS DRUNKENLY, CONTEMPTUOUSLY)} -~ that
AT /:;}9¢JJ. |

(WITH RESTRAINT) You mean he aidn't do 1%, Hunk?
Hedmnwzm)mnhmg.lm'saqm&véguﬂé.

Yho did do it, Hunk?

(WITH SUDDEN DRUNKEN CURNNING) Whadde ya - & cop?

Would a cop be this easy with his dough?

How easy?

George, give him another twenty -- after he answers cur
guestion.

(SUDDENLY SOBER. HE KNOWS HE'S ABOUT TO DO A BAD THIXNG, -
BUT HE NEEDS THAT DRINK MONEY. PAUSE, FLATLY) Who &il
it? -- Love, Whitman and Carpenter did it,

(WITH GREAT RESTRAINT) Love, Whitmen and Carpenter,

Where are they now, Hunk?

(SAME DULL TONE) I'm not sure. I been out of touch.
Last I heard - Mike Love and Jce Whitman were around town.
T don't know vhat's happened to Tom Carpenter ..I (BREAKS.,
ANGRIUY) Gimme that doughi I'm getting out of- heral

- o ——— - - e ———
. et i e e 8 T WA ST o B Al
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— GARDNER:

_ HARKTNSON:

GARDNER:

o STURGECN:

GrRDNER !

’ STURGEON :
GARDNER :
STURGEON:
GARDNER:
STURGEON:

- GARDNER :

STURGEON &

-2 -
(OVERJOYED) George, did you hear that? Love and Whitmenl
-- they're around town., Do you know where to dig then
up?. . (TAKE.

SENSES SOMETHING IS WRONG. QUIETLY) What's

the matter, George? I said Love and Whitman are ercund
town. Do you know vhere to dig them up?
(PAUSE, BITTERLY) Yeah -~ I knov where to dig them ug

-- in & cemetery., They're both deadl

(SADLY) And that's hov it was, Sturgeon. I thought sure

we had you sprung, and then the lock caught. {BITTERZY)
It couldn't be just one of them dead. No ~~ 1t had ie
be both of them,. Bumped off.

Forget it, Gardner. You're taking it harder than I a=.
Something else will turn up.

What? How? I can't do anything for you in the paper.
I gave the District Attorney my word J1d lay off until
T brought in the guys Who actually did 1it. But now --
with Love and Whitman dead, and Cerpenter gONG...
(SUDDENLY INTERESTED) Who?

Love and Whitmen.

No - the third guy. Did you say Carpenter?

Yesh - only he's dlssppeared...

Tom Carpenter?.

T think so. Yeah. Why? Do you know where he is?
Gardner, this is going to buckle your knees -= Tom
Carpenter is doing s life stretch right here in this

prisonf

L e : eI
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GARDNER: (TOUGH) Tt's open and shut, Carpenter., You did it and
we know you daid 1t. 8o, Carpenter -- I warn you =- i
you don't sign this statement I'11 hound you in the press
£111 they have to put up barricades to keep the howlinzg
moba from this jail. TI'll...

CARPENTER: {INTERRUPTS. CALMLY) What you getting so excifﬁd about,
fella®? I didn't say I'd give you no hard time.

GARDNER $ {SURPRISED) You meanh you'll go along with us?

CARPENTER: Listen, Bud -~ they can't give me no more than I got.
And as for Sturgeon -- I don't get no kick outa 3turgscn

rotting for something he didn®t do, Sure, I'11 sign it

=~ Why not?
{MUSIC: _ __ UP_HAPPILY AND UNDER:)
NAKR; So youlve finally cracked the Good Friday case, Biil

Gardner -- You think. a1l you'lve got to do now is

present the evidence and collect the body -- you iiink!
GARDNER : There it is, Griffiths! -- the signed siatement of the
man who aid it -- sealed and delivered.
D, A, {PAUSE) Ga}adnex- -- this is going to be hard for you to
understand but this statement -- this statement from
a convicted crook contradicting the testimeny of hoenest
witnesses -- & crock who would give you anything he's got
because he's got nothing to glve -- Well, Gardner, I'll

put 1t to you simply -~ (SLIGHT PAUSE, FIRMLY) I can't
accept it.

ATHO1 00K 1739




NARR :

NARR:

CHAIRMAN:

GARDNER :

CHAIRMAN:

GARDNER:

CHAIRMAN:

{MUSIC: _ _

.-23_.

You freeze cold! But you start to thaw when the fever
seta in. In your eyes the District Atvtorney ha; broizen
his pledge and freed you from your cath of silence.
You're Bill Gardner, 13th juror agaln -= and you'lve got
a ballot to cast!
(ESTABLISH FURIOUS TYPING,,THEN UNDER: )
...You cast that ballet in lead type and you fire it
with all the passion and skill in your repoﬁter's arsenal.
(TYPING UP BRIEFLY AND UNDER)
...And becasuse you shoot straight, Bill Gardner, you
hit your target -- the hearts of the people -- Letters
stream in, sentiment for Sturegon mounts. Reactlions
multiply, the District Attorney 1s moved to sction...
(PAUSE) and one day you &re summoned to the State Ceritol
to appear before the pérole board....
(50 AND PHONY, TAIKS DOWN) The parole board hes reed
your articles, Mr. Gardnsr. Vvery interssting.
Thank you, Mr, Chalrmsan.

We appreclate your uh..sincerity in behalf of Sturegon -

_And in due course Wwe ourselves intend to look into the

case, but...

In due course? Why in "due course"? Why not nov?
That's the point I'm getting st. What's the rush?
whet's youp hurry? After all -~ (BEAT) Sturgecn isn't
going anyvhere! . |

UP_AND UNDER:)

e e g o < T S g i T R T s
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NARR: But that's where he was wrong, Sturgeon ¥as going
somewhere. Angered at this officilal cellousness, joi
return to your typewriter, Bill Gardner, and you stex
up your barrage of articlea -- you lncrease your rate

e of fire -- you pound your point with werds... (SLICI®
| PAUSE) and finally, you walk into Don Sturgeon's cell
and you are able to say... =

GARDNER : (HAPPILY) Sturgeon, it's done! -~ I've just come from
the govenor and he's signed your reprieve. In less

e than e week you'll be walking out of here & free men!

STURGECN : (IN LOW VOICE.,EMOTIONALLY CONSTRICTED)} I..Gerdner, I'n
not much of a talker,.But what I was trying to sey...I
mean, ,Gardner, is there anything -- enything I can do Zor
Jou -~ on the outslde?

GARDNER : For me? - Sure., Probably lots of things..Only I guess
maybe not fer e while, I've got another assignment.

STURGEON: Another asslgnment?

GARDNER: ¥nen I got back from the governor's I found o letier Irom

the president weiting for me,

~. STURGEON:  You mean youlre gonna do & job for the president?
GARDNER : In a way, Sturegon. In & way..you see, I'm going into
the Army.
{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND UNDER:)
e
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30 you lesve for the Army, Bill Gerdner. You leave %o
help preserve on an international level the kind of 1iberty
you fought for so sucesssfully on & local scale. Anc
though in the forces you were known successively &s
" yeutenant” Gardner snd "Captain" Gardner -~ there 1s
probebly another designation you cherish just as much 23
either of those —- and that is -- Bill Gardner, 13th Juror!
QURTAIN)
In just a moment we will read you a telegram from B111
Gardner of the Houston Post with the final ocutcome of
tonlght's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

¥
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM 71

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

o e

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAYPELT:

HuRRICE:

:0:‘-

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, CUTSTANDING BONG!)

of all America's leading cigerettes only one is
"outstanding!"~ only one is "outstandingl" - the lenze:,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package. T BT

MELL! Good to look at.ss:

Good to feel «s

Good to taste ...

And good to smoke.

For PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally Tine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

That!s lmportant!

Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smcke on the
waey to your throat - gives ﬁbu that smoothness, mildness
and gatisfaction no other clgarette offers you. Remember
- PEIL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl”

And - they are mildi

BT e A T i TR e e
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CHAPPELL:

GARDNER:
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Nov we read you that telegram from Bill Gardner of the
Houston Post. )
After serving in the Army, I returnsd to the Houston Foatb

as Sunday Magazine Editor, Wondering what had hapuesued

. to pardoned man in tonight's Bi%'Story was plecz utlsz

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL::

‘ Al
surprise o learn that he il u_-."__-._"“"*":ﬁ:aw. "

6%444 ;e&» d?“'aﬁﬂﬁ of K > L ostn7h A ‘»b‘(
ST 1.4144 N (fﬁ//i 2 d;#‘/ Wf— f’-{f -:7/’/ .

- o

ll‘

e XL A .
aethe-bost. My sincere Wprreetedren for tonlght'!s Pell

Mell Avard.

Than¥k you, Mr. Gerdner, The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have namsd you the winner of

the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the fisld
of journalism,

Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another 3IG
STORY -- A BIG STCRY from the front pages of the Ban
Diego Journal, by-line -- Paul McCarthy. A Bilg &tory
zbout a beautifuvl girl, a bottle of death and a heel
worth 5 million dollars.

The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vledimir 3elinsky. Tonight}s;program vas written

Your nerrator was Bob Sloane, and

8 played the part of Bill Gardner.
{MORE}
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?ARR: | Tn order to protect the names of pecple actuelly involved
CONT'D

et

in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr, Gardner.

CHAPPEIL: . This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

ANNCR: THIS IS MBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPAIY.

MILLY/MILLY
8/2/48am
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] MARTA .
GIRL
JUANO
ALBA
FARMER ¢
SERGEANT

) MAN I

. ROCCO
MAN II
PAUL

.t.
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AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
MITZI GQULD
MITZT GOULD
GILBERT MACK
JACKSON BECK
JACKSON BECK
GRANT RICHARDS
GRAN? RICHARDS
SANTOS ORTEGA
SANTOS ORTEGA
(EORGE FETRIE
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“WNBC & NET THE_BIG STORY FPROGRAM T2
{
10:00 - 10:30 P.M, AUGUST 11th, 1948 WEDRESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ...,THE BIG STORY!
{(DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES SHARPLY)

Ay AL
e PAUL: There's nothing wwews, Juano, nothing.
— JUANO ¢ {POLITE, GENTLE}(SLIGHT MEXICAN ACCENT) In a manner of

speaking, Senor McCarthy, nothing.
PAUL: Look, Juano - we come 20 miles through the desert and
the heat and - we geét here - and thers's nothing here.
JUANG ¢ You are reporter, Senor McCarthy for a fine American
",: newspaper, (PAUL: So?) apd I am merely & humble
aoedd, detective 1ieutensnt of the Mexicen Police force
LB bop-dtt) - yot I do not hesitate to contradict

you,
FAUL: Come on, say vhat you'ire taiking sbout,
JUANG ¢ As you observed there (s nothing here -~ nothing except
this ~
—- PAUL: An empty Jar, so what?
JUANG : No - many empty jars - 20 or 25 emplty jJars.
PAUL: So?
JUANO ¢ Would ‘it surprise you - the fact they are empty proves

somebody waz murdered - wait - And if we pursue these
. jars, we shsll uncover an operation yielding perhaps
- five million dollars a year - wailt - and invelving

at least s dozen murders,.

(MUSIC: _ _ STABS HARD_INTQ:)

nam kA B

RTXO1 0061747




N e et L tme wmemerm T T TR

~ BIG STORY, 8/11/48 -2- REVI
- CHAPPELL:: THE BIG STORY - Here 1§ America - its sound and it's

fury, its joy and its sorrov &s faithfully reported by

the men and women of the great American neWBDADO 'S .

(MUSIC:_ _ o _o_sne)
{PAUSE)
- ~ Dateline Sen Diego, Calif, -- & story that bagan with an

editorial ang ended with 25 empty coffes—-jare and a
beautiful woman who could not be found. Tonight, to
Paul McCarthy reporter for the San Disgo Journal goes

the PELL MELL AWARD for the BRIG STORY.

(OPENING COMMERCTIAL)
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THE' BIG STORY 8/11/48 -3-

_PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPFPELL!

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELLt
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPEELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)

of all Americal's leading cigerettes only one is
"outstanding!" - only one is "Outstandingl"
Tt's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELLI
Iook st s PELL MELL!

Tt looks goodl

Feel s PELL MEIL!

I% feels goodl

Taste a PELL MELLI!

It tastes goodl

Smoke & PELL MELL!

It smokes good!

Now you've discovered why so many of your frlends have

changed to PELL MFIL, the longer, finer cigarette, For

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobeccos filters the smoke on 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 smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers youl.
Of all America's leading cilgerettes only ong 1s

"outstanding!" - only one is "Qutstandingl”
The longer, finer cigerette in ths distinguished red

package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES «.. "outstending!"

And - they ape mildl

T
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(MSIC: _ _ INTRQDUGITON:_ _SQMETHING_MEXICAN. . _. PLEASANE._
i UNDER:) : ‘
Sl CHAFPFELL: Now the story, as it actuslly happsned, Paul
McCarthy's story as he lived it , . . 2an Diego,
R California =---
o (MUSIC: _ _ UP, .. MORE SERIQUS. . UNDER, L)
NARR: You don't like to be called it, to your face, Paul

McCarthy of tthe San Diego Journsl, but secretly

you know 1t describes you scgurately, The word

is "eruseder", 1In these cynlcal times vhen a

reporter's supposed tc knovw everything, be surprised by
nothing, somehow when you ses injusticq, you get sora

and de¢ something about it, A crusader.

Like now, you just read that 3 Mexican reporters hava

been jalled, and are 1:;,;.3&"1:51 m%?muniggld‘;rr? ,ﬁr-n»*.//af—r;;
a story they wrotef &o you 611 younfgﬁiior you're ;,gﬁk@ﬁkjff
off and you set out for a flea-bitten town some 25 :

miles from your home base - Sem-Béege, The case

seems like one of supression.of frea épeeoh -~ but &s

you step off the train in Tia Juana, Mexico, you

renlize it's a lot more than that, because you aren't

there two minutes when a;:::; olive green coupe pulls

up and e smiling toothy guy leans out of the car

and calls...

. . X . R e A o
B o R T
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ALBA:
PAUL:

AlBA:

PAUL:
ALBA:

NARR:

3GT:
PAUL:
3GT:

J - L P RICRLE Bkl

e e e AW AT e S T TSt ST T

—5-

(0ILY) You McCarthy ----%
That's right, Who are you?

Why don't you go back vhere you came rom, McCarthy?
We don't need you in Tia -Juens

Who do you think you are?

---- Just a guy who likea to drive a green coupe
sround -- now be smart guy and go wan home before
somebody gets hurt,

( PAUSE)
That's all, He drives away - & blg toothy amlle
on a blg ugly face and as he goes you get a whiff
of perfume -~ strong and musky and a little dank,

You shudder & little, wonder a little and head

for the prlson where the reporters are being held,

&g - At the jail you ask to see hﬁe@%.; The
sergeant smiles:

Sorry, Mr. Diaz was let out two hours ago.
{PUZZLED) - He was ~ % ~ well vhere is he now?
Sorrj, that I couldn't say.

et g P — - e e e . - [,
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PAUL:
5GT:

- PAUL:
56T+

A

FAUL:
SGT:
. PAUL:

SGT:

NARR:

C e e Rt . P e I T b

Where's the police chief?
1t, Santos? Sorry, he's no 1ong§r police chief,
He was removed from office - an hour agc.
An hour ago, well, who's the new chief?
Sorry, he hasn't been appointed yet,
Well where do I find put who he's going to be?
Who appoints him?
Sorry, I couldn't help.
Well give me Diaz' address --
Sorry, I don't know it,
{ PAUSE)
The whole thing's a little orazy, You stop in
at the Commissicner's office and the clerk there
SBYS s.sss 'Sorry, the commissioner can see no one,"
You pull scme wires and get to the anta-room
of the Vice President of Mex1co ..., &nd again
the polite brushoff ,... "1'm so sorry, the Vice
Fresident is out.”
Fine, great - a perfect runaround - so0 you go back
to your hotel, Unexpectedly e
{ PHONE RINGS)
s+ees the phone rings, ﬁnexpectedly because you didn't
tell enybody you weres checked in at the Hotel
Americanc, ...

( PHONE 'S ANSWERED)

R S Sl Ll DU A A e et T g e e et e TR T
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PAUL:

JUANO @

PAUL:
JUANO ¢
PAUL:
JUANQ:

PAUL:
JUANO:

PAUL:
JUANQ *

PAUL:
JUANO :

NARR:

MARIA:

..7-

Peul McCarthy spesaking. s :' ,1
(FILTER) (NICE, EASY GUY) Senor McCarthy, mwmwe
ﬁ"Juano.

{ON GUARD) Yeah --

T am the nev sssistant pollice chief of Tls Juana.
Momm ---

You sre intorested I understand, in the case of tvo
reporters recently held incommunicado..

™0? It was three,

I exclude the reporter Diaz from the number --

it 18 two,

What ave you talking sbout?

Senor McCarthy, Disz was killed an hour after his
release from prison,

What? Why? V¥ho did 1t?

Thet I do not know ~- but if you would like to help
me to perhaps discover why and vhat and who Aaid 1t --
come to my office at the Department of Homicide,
You better go easy with this Juano, vwhoever he is,
You get to his office, Hemiclde, and there'e beautiful
girl tells you ---

Lt, Jusno seys for you to go right in, sir,

- et e ey AP A e Tmrem e e
L i g i R T T 3

/
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NARR:

- JUANO ¢
i PAUL:
JUANO :
PAUL:
JUANO:

PAUL:
JUANO:

PAUL:
JUANO:

PAUL:

JUANO ¢
PATIL:
JUANO !

PAUL:

JUANO:

-8~

An extraordinerily beautiful girl with a skin 1iks

porcelein ~- and wearing a delicately scented
perfume =---
(SMILIN) She's very nice, Maria?

Maria?

My secretary --

(EEEABHASSEDl Yeah, sure -- well, I'm McCarthy.
el ’

toety, yvou are McCarthy - reporter, I em Juanc -

_J,,dmaaﬁuhunhZLieutentant of homicide. UNow what?
Is that your question?

Juano, vhat's going on herse?

Senor, I do not k¥now - no one knows, You have o
thus fer been given a - blind alley -1ﬁ;§?

Thet's right.

No one talke to you, no one will see you - and then you
learn Diez is killed,

That's 41t, .. Je.

And you want to know why? So)réenor McCarthy sl
You wers threatened when you got into town?

That's right, how 4id you know,

My duty 1s to know such things - vho threatensd you?
T don't know - some guy in & green coupe with a big
smile,

Alba,

RTHQT 0061°54
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PATL: Who?

JJANO : A man, senor, whose name means terror for s thousand
Peﬁple. -- gnd vho has killed at least four other men.

PAUL: Why don't you plck him up?

JUANO: ﬂf’?roof, senor - proof is gometimes difficult, And to
find him -- that too, But, wa heve ldeas.

PAUL: Yeah ~

JUANO Tonight we make & raid on Alba's hesdquarters -
a 1ittle restaurant -- 1} Caliente - perhaps you
will jolin usg --

PAUL: Sure, can I?

JUANO:. We should be honored to have you.

{RINGS OFFICE BUZZER}

~ Maris -
MARIA: (FILTER) Yes, Senor Lieutenant?
JUARO ¢ Tssue search warrants for the premises of the

Caliente restaurant, I want to plck up Alba and e

waen thyee assistants, the gunment
MARYA: The brothers Mendez, #os Senor.
JUANO: .
(CLICK OF BUZZER)
JUANG : (SMILES} Teonight, 8:30 senor. The Caliente,
{MysIC: _ _ MEXTCAN UNDER:) _ _

_ o maw ———
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NARR!

JUANG :

PAUL:
JUANO

s PAUL:
JUANO

PAUL:
JUANC

PAUL:
NARR:

JUANO
ROCCO:

JUANO :

ROCCO:

JUANO ¢

—10-
Good Joe this Jusno - seems so enyhow. And the
raid? - like clockwork, A nat spresd out around the
restauran:, everybody knowing just what to do snd moving
in on the spiit second - Tie Juana's got a [irstrete
man in Homicide Lt, Juano, except -
(LAUGHS A LITTLE BITTERLY)} Well, ssnor, we have been
ocutfoxed, taken as you say.
What do you mean, Juano?
The restasurant is c¢losed - no one here?
Closed®?
Closed., The only person - in the next room - the
coock Roeco -- everybody else -- whhifft - venlshed,.
Tipped off?
That would bs my guess, Shall we talk to Rocco?
Might as well --
Rocco, desplte his name 1s half Chinese, His father
was Mexican, his mother Chinese, He is blend. soft-spoken
curicusly intellectual for a cook - -
Where's everybody Rocco?
{BLAND THROUGHOUT) The Restaurant 1s closed, Senor
Lt.
Since when?
8ince tonight, senmor -- m new policy -- closed évery
Tuesday night,
Yhere's Alba?

RTHKQ1 006175k
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ROCCO: A femous man like Senor Alba - he does not confide

in me, Senocr L%,

; JUANO ¢ (SUDDENLY) What's that? Half hidden on the shelf
thera? ckyj%LL
e RCCCO: - A jar ofn = , Senor Lt. Boes—id—werprise-yon?
JUANO: let me see 1t,
i ROCCO: But of course, 3enor.
FAUL: Anything in 1t?
JUANO : (D;%éf?iiE?ED) Nothing.,  let's get out of here.
ROCCO : But come tomorrew hight, Lt - I cook the speoialty

of the hguse: (IN SPANISH) Arroz conm pollo -
I Az
bhigdemtrormdippmermee ~ chicken with rice,

JUANO: let's get out of here.
{MgsrC: _ _ UMDER) —---. .
HARR: So Jueno plans another raid for the next night -

. on another hangout of Alba'ms, Warrants made out,

tha rald orgainized like a clock and agein -~

JUANO: (LAUGHS) Mmmm, Tipped off agaln,
- AR LA ul
PAUL: Nothing here s Juano?
JUANO : Nothing, sencr MeCarthy, Nothing.
{MUSIC: _ _ GHORD). _.
NARR: Two more raids aﬁd gtill nothing -- After two weeks of

ralds end investigations neither you nor the pleasant
Lt, of Homicide of Tia Juana have anything to go-oh.
.ﬂ' And then, having a drink with Juano in s 1little

S out-of-the-way bar, you look out the window and call oubs,

. e A B LT T T T R e eae mamrea
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PAUL: Juano, That green coupe there - Albé's -—-
JUANQ: I see it.
PAUL: Look who's driving it,
_ FUAND ¢ Bdwl Maria --
PAUL: ' T knew it, That perfume of hers. I smelled 1%

pofore - when Alba first threatencd me. WA
the tipoff.

JUANO ¢ Tonight, my friend, we have & raid Meria doesn't knov
sbout then maybe we find somathlng.

{MusIC:__ _ QUICK UNDER)_

NARR: You do that: & raid is planned without Maria and

it comas off,..u.

e

e e e e At -
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JUANO!

SGT:
PAUL:
JUANO!

e fusIG

JUANO:
PAUL:
JUANC:
PAUL:
JUANO!

{MUsIC:
HARH ¢

va

T

% ROCCO:
JUANO1

- ROCCO:
- JUANO
— ROCCO3

JUANO:

e ROCCO

-13-
All right, put them In the wagon: the brothers Mendez,
Rocco, all of them -- get moving sergeant ==
st, senor --
Where'!s Alba?
T don't know, Suppose we go see Meris and let her tell

TS,

(DOOR OPENS, STOPS IN TEE MIDDLE AS)
(LAUGHS AS BEFORE, THEN) Tipped off, Senor -~
She'!s gone.
She, her clethes, everything - gone.
You can still smell her perfume.
(BITTER) {h, you can still smell her perfums. Let!'s
get back to the jail and find & few answers,

— e e T Ml N e ™

At the jail therels nnthing pollte about the peolite
Detective Lt. H I questiona, he threatens, he
canjoles, he frightens, and finally it comes ouf of the
ter?ified cook, Rocco - half Mexican, half Chinese....
He kills me 1f I --

He doesn't kill anybody - not any more, Rocco, Where
is he? Where 1s she?

If he finds cut I sald --

Where, Rocco? Alba doesn't find out..

Headquarters is the ranch house near Rodriqueg dam --
On Tecate Road?

He doesn't find out?

ATHOT 0061759



g eatep ettt & D T
e er e T AT R T T ST R e 8 TR -

~1h-

JUANO ¢ I told you once, He'ls finished,

RQCCO: On Tecate Read.

{MUsIC: ., _ QUICK UNDER)

NARR: 20 miles south of Tis Juanoc 1s the ranch house on

Tecate Road -- big -- spravling, dirty. Yoﬁ

get there in half an hour - walk in end ,aa4
PAUL: ¥mnf, Looks like they'been tipped off egein --
JUANO: Not so guick, Saner McCerthy, The tables and

chairs are broksn --

i PAULs Okay, sc there's been a fight --
JUANO: And in the fireplace -- these ashes --
PAUL: 307
JUANO And in the back -- almost buried - jars like this

ong --
S,

Fai .

PAUL: jars, Isn't that like the one --

JUANO ¢ Exactly, like Rocco's - in the restaurant,

PAUL: What is this?

JUANO ¢ Petience, my friend. Now over here -- what does that
look like ~-?

PAUL:! I.do 't know - hey, it's Dlood.

JUANO: 'éﬁ'fﬂl}/ A fight -- blood - ashes in the
fireplece/~- jars of tobacco - empty jars --

PAUL: Juano, yhat ere you trylng to say?

5;7aufﬁ 4a;£a;u;‘f

Cely 0’\.{ A f?’pry/ /4{({,‘-;,,— \
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JUANWO : mﬁw—%igach of these jars - ‘wo—am
bhes==woskgh when full -« is worth 2,000 dollars,
PAUL: VWhat?

JUANO And there ere more than 25 jars out in the back --
) 50,000 American dollars worth -~

PAUL: Of vhat? What are you talking-sbout?
JUANO : The essh in the fireplace --~ do you know what

1t 1a? ) -
PAUL: No. For heaven's sake, Juano, vwill youJJQi%i’“=5*:
JUANO ¢ Babienes, It goes by a lot of names -~ but one will do,

(PAUSE} Opium,
PAUL: Wik

Bwaopsee™ 30 TI2rs worth & ¥

centsr of the ring,

thlng less, Only what ha e o go on? A fow jJars,

e

a wouman ' ;;—'

PAUL: Mar}a?” =

- JUANO:  _(GOING OF) - and 1f ve Pind who kil1d8y
. "~ then my friend, we have something.

PAUIfé Jusno, this 1s crazy -- it's fantastic -«

AHiﬁANO: With opium, my friend, nething is crazy, With &

q%hhemum.mmm I 0_ 1‘[18 18__ fe._nt_astj_.g. _

prease s . T PTRLS TAp T PO SNSRI SEE I
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(MUSIC: _ _ UP_TQ TAQ)
- CHAPFELL: We will be back in just a moment with tonight's
%%iﬁ?’
{MIDDLE 6BMMERCIAL)
- -~y
~ . g
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THE BIG STORY 8/11/48
PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERGIAL:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG1)

CHAPPELL: Of a1l America's leadlng cigarettes only ong is

"outstendingl”- only one is '‘Dmtstending!

HARRICE: It's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!
CHAPPELL: Look at a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It looks good!
CHAPPELL: Feel s PELL MELL!
- HARRICE: It feels goodi
CHAPPELL: Taste a PELL MELL!
HARRICE: It testes goodl
CHAPPELL: smoke e PELL MELL!
| HARRICE: It smokes good}
. CHAPPELL:* Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have
' changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigerette, PELL
e MELL] @Good to logk atese
HARRICE: Good to fesl a4n

CHAPPELL: Good to taste ...

HARRICE: And good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally filne,

e mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

T throat.

"*1 HARRICE: Thatts importantl

- CHAPPFIL:1 Yes - PELL MELL'S greater lengih filters the smoke on
» the way to your throat - gives you that smoothness,

S ' mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers

R o (MCRE)
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PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAT, CONT'D:

THE BIG STORY 8/11/48

~18-

HARRICE: 0f all america‘’s leading cigereites only one is

"outstending

- only one is "putstanding!”

CHAFPELL: The longer, finer cigsrette in the distinguished red

w2

package.

HARRICE: And - they are miid!

s

e e e LT -

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ..., "OQutstending!"

ATHOT Q061764




- u e e
[—— RSl e - oo -

-

- e m—— 1 AT A T G The AT A T e

.--. ~ BIG STORY, 8/11/48 ~1g- REVISED
HARRICE ¢ This iz Gy Harrice returning you to your narrator and

NARR:

JUANQ:
FARMER
JUANG
FARMER ¢
JUANO
FARMER:
s JUANO:
FARMER :
(MUSIG:

the Big Story of Reporter Paul McGarthy, a3 he lived 1t
and vwrote 1it. -
You'rve & cpusader, Paul McCarthy, of the 8an Diego
Journal. This time i1t's an oplum ring operating up
and down Mexice, and with & teke of $5,00b,000 a year,
maybe into the Urnited States also. Fantastic ----
unbelievable? But as Lt. Juano ol thé.Mexican Police
saié - when youlre desling with oplum - nothing 1is
untelievable - nothing is fantastic. But &ll you've got
to go on, is a bit of blood you think mey come from

a girl who was & tip-off agent for the gang, operating
right withio the police departmaﬁt. If you find her,
if she 's dead, if you *mw find who killed her -- & lot
of ifs....Lt. Juanoc koows it as he questions a nearby
farmer.

You heard nothing?

Nothing, senovr.

Any gunshots?

Ch, no sehor.

Did you see & green coups ==

(FRIGHTE NED) Alba 's?

That's right -- Alba's --

Oh na, bo, nothing, Senor.

o st o= b v

ATHKO1 BOR17PBS




NARR:

GIRIL:
JUANO3
GIRL:
MAN I:

GIRL:
MAN I:
PAUL:
MAN I
JUANO;

MAN It
PAUL
GIRL:

PATUL:
GIRL:

PAﬁL:
JUANQ:
GIRL:
PAUL:

- GIRL:

~+  PAUL

~20-

“You try other. farmers, they know but they won't taly.
Shey've Beeln, but they're not saying. Tvo days of thet
and LHEN wes s

81, senor, I heard gunshots.

Good girl, when -- ?

Three days ago, senol.

she knows nothing. My daughter 1s a fool, senor Lt. 3he
heard nothing.

But, pepa, I ==

Get into the house -«

Just a second - you heard shots.

I tell you she --

Suppose you get in the house and let us talk to your

daughter.

“Le
"‘-fw, senor (GOING) Stupido,

Novw what happened?

Three days ago, I heard the shots and later - an hour
after ~ the car went by --

The green coupe -

81, 1ike en ollve - green. A man ariving and, I think,
in the front seat - a2 lady.

Then she must have been slive - must he alive, Juano,

Maype. That s117

*’éﬂc’f that's ell -- except - the edeor -,ﬁmﬁe

The what?

The car drove by - near the £ield T was working - ten
yards maybe, I smelt it -- '
What, pérfume?

ARTXQT QQ& 17686
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GIRL: Perfume, there wes perfume, but something else - -
something terrible like --

PAUL: Like what?
GIRL: Like it wa .ngizz%gnar - =T don't know.for sure =~ -
- PAUL: | Like & dead body? .
GIRL: (DISCOVERING IT) ot~ that's vhat rt was like -- like
dead.
. JUANO : Where were they golng?
GIRL: That way -- south -- to the desert.

NARR ¢ You comb the desert, to find -~ 1f it's there ~-- the
body of a girl with skin like porcelsin Sl B
But, after s week, the yield is -- what you expected --
nothing. And then, Just a8 you're avout to give up -

a hot affernccon --- 60 miles from Tia Juane .../

ATHKO1 CQ0B1/267




PAUL:

JUANO:
PAUL:
JUANO:

D
We could walk and walk and walk and gtill - hey the
wind's changing - we better get back or this sand'll be
over everything ==
Yeah, okay. The car's sbout half & mile back and -~
Juano!

What?

PAUL:;&%%QnLSmell anything -

JUANO:
FAUL:

JUAND:
PAUL:

JUANO:
PAUL:
JUANG!

PAUL:
JUANO:
PAUL:

JUANO:

No, I - wait & minute --

Phat's her. That perfume and -- the other odor, can you
smell 1t?

Let's go.

In a revine you find her, half buried by & gand drift
you come on her: the beautiful Maria, the beautiful dead
Maris --

L.ook what they did to her,

Yeah, Hornible. What's this? You can just see them?
Marks on her wrists?

I don't know - but look what they did.

Yesh, See anything useful? Jé;rﬁiqfﬂf;,wargl
Let's get out of here. T don't want to ¥ she wesn't e

bad kid - - _/ ‘_,-9
,Vru‘ﬂ%*’”vﬁf}1"&_
She was & spad JUano.,

I know, but -- even 8o, letls get out of here.
Wait a second., Look at that heel of hers - on tﬂat shoe

What Lla 1%?

RTHO1 Q061768
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PAUL: cdimi—gseoond ~- the heel's loose and -- look -~ betyween

the shoe and the heel -- 1t swings out -- Juano! A& .

notebook !
JUANO : What?
PAUL: A little lavender notebook. Look at this ~- names, -»
- :'.-’.-LI-C'.J' - %fﬁf R

transfers of money -- shipments made -- Juano Ii=sesTHducei

-&:';-". _%., 274. e . )

NARR: A lavender notebook -- in & hidden compartment in & shoe -
sverything you've heard about 1in spy stories and in
smuggling it's here in & little book with a lavender cover
that meesures one inch by one inch, Alba's nome is there -
contacts all over Mexico, in America, the hesdgquarters

described in detall -- the raids 1isted ~- shipments --

poyments due, shipments of stuff coming -- proof almost.
JUANO Who killed her -- how can we prove who killed her?
PAUL: We knov Alba did it.
JUANO: How can we prove 1t? If we cen prove he did it --
PAUL: Let's get Albe.
JUANO ¢ How?
PAUL: Listen: shipments due -- Thursday August 12 = 92;@5;:?ilj
JUANO: S0?
PAUL: Today's Tuesday the 10th -- that's 2 days off, Suppose

we make that dslivery.
JUANO & Whot

o et i o e T 8
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PAUL: Tt says: Delivery Tia Juanc from Guedslajsrs for U.5. =~
JUANO: 807
PAUL: "By the American' ~-
JUANC: Who's the American ?
PAUL1 I don't kncw‘;}gpt suppose We supply the American.
JUANO: How can wﬁiﬁepiggéfé§gsake---
ﬂ; PAULS We know where delivery'!s made, vwe ¥now when, wWe know

L

the number of s ”i‘ a1l we nesd is an jmerican to do it.

JUANO: Who?

PAUL: Me?

JUANO: oh, ¢on't be crazy. N

gt o
- PAUL: When you're dealing with this stuffi-- nothing's crazy,
Y Y P,
-- nothing is fantastic.

- JUANQ: But how can you do it, Alba know's you.

PAUL: Alba won't show for a delivery - not when he knows we're

looking for him, Let me do 1t., You pick up whoever
shows up and - thet!ll get us to Alba.

JUANO: Reertt-that T8 posslble == WIIITIT™TE TT AT Y PG i G
proveAtoe—ierrretr-Merde?
PAUL: Tt onsacamths b Bher-HE-EOME vO Tt
JUANO: Youlracsuiy .
PAUL: TRttt LA b 5 GO B0 ?
JUANO: - Qk!?.
 fmuszo: _ _ DNDRR:)
- - NARR ¢ Because the lavender notebock is very speciflc, you know

just what to do; You go -- to & barber shop in & little
ufed street and you 1lis bick in & chair vith & hot tovel

- s Vg

over your face - Just ms it says to do -in the little

e lavendor book. ' {MORE)

P SO TR Sl L U DR At i i AR T - maan T
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NARR :
(conTD)
MAN II:
NARR :

PAUL:

JUANG :
ALLA
JUANQ:

PAUL:

PAUL:

—25-

cex. &nd In a little while & man welks in -- alts in-

the chalr next to you =Itw.s i -ai-
Shove, haircut, shine and no shampoo!
That's just what he's supposed to say. So -~ -
Where is ne?

The car's in the alley.

Okay -- have & good shave, haircut, shine and no shasipoo!

As per t.!ze laverder book -- yqu lea.ve t.he shop, go to the
TR Arells Lru s el gt el ECRN

cag4 Green &5 an olive and the big men with the big

A
teeth/walting inside. As you come up to him on one side,

o+

t, Jueno of the Tis Juano police comes up on the other....

Hello Alba, &
Jvmréﬂ ‘:A"f‘-' W‘""j
Mﬁk -

-

Shlk. Just suppose you come along Albp, hmm?

brnoades
1 think you better, Alba -- ue've,ft;akelf care of your men
Bl |

UNDER 1t}

Want to coma?

But Alba's still smiling when he'!s taken to the police

ataticn. The lavender book? He denies everything.
3¢ some dame named Maria wrote his name down with a lot
of other things -- what's that te him?

How 4id the blood stains get in your cor, Alba?

e et S T T b T e
g
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ALBA:
PAUL:
ALBA:
PAUL ¢
ALBA:
PAUL:

e ALBA:

PAUL:

- AlBA:

PAUL:

_26-

What blood stalns?

All over the front seat ~- all over the floop board?
There's no blood there.

Roceo says he took these blood stains out, Alba.
Roseo? Who's Rocco?

Rocco's & cook, Alba, at the Caliente -=- but mlso a

chemlst -- also a cook of the atuff they put in plpes --

also & men who knows how to remove blood astains.,

So he removed a blood stain. It wes rabbits, I killed
some rebbits and he took the stalns out for me.

Only the analysis shows he didn't take it all out, Albsa
and that it's not rebbit's =-- but human blood. Whose?
Four wiltnesses saw Maria In your car == in the desert.
Okay so 1t's hers. 3o she bled in the car -~ 80 ==
okey T shot her, so what -- it was self defense.

Tell us about 1it. Tell me and the Lt. about it, Alba --
She came out to the ranch - - she pulled cut & gun and
threatened me, sald she was tired of taking orders,ssld
she was gonna give the orders now -

And you took the gun from her, 1n a‘struggle and 1t vent
off --=- isn't that right Alba -- you killed her
sctidentally?

That's right., I got witnesses too.

ATHOT QU117
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FAUL: Fine, self defense - - =
ALPA: Thatls right self defense. Four wiinesses I got. Four’

farmers. Good &3 yourb.

PAUL: Except for those marks on her wrists.
o ALBA - Wnat are you talking about?
PaUL: You tied her wrists up with wire, didn't you Alba -~ before

you killed her. (ALBA: No.) Otherwise there wouldn's
- have been any marks on her wrists -- deep cuts that wire
made, Alba (ALBA: You're crazy) - ~ And you must have done
it before you killed her, or it vouldn't have made a cut
in her wrist. Pecsuse if you tle a wire to & dead woman's
hands, it doesn't make cuts., B30 maybe 1t wasn't selfl
. defense, Alba -- maybe it was just plain simple wmurder.
NARR: He doesn't answer. He crumbles., The arrogance goes out
of his face and the police Lt. Juano, locks him up.
Afterward you both look & little pleased vwith yourselves,
but underneath you're shaken -- because thereis more
information in that lavender book that has to be follo?ed
up -- Because some of the names 1ln that book shock you,
the extent of the traffic la drugs emazes you, - and
the ring's plans for the future -- all of that leaves you,
Paul McCarthy of the San Diege Journsl -- & iittle sick to
your stomach ... and although the whole thing has &
nightmarish quality about it =-- you know, unfortunately,
e this haes all been done by men and women of flesh and blood
i . .... some of them very nice people (seemingly). One of
' them guite beautiful with a dellcate scent of ﬁerfume about

her - and a skin the color and texture of porcelain.

. e s AT A o T o =l e T AT R
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CHAFPELL: In just & moment we Will read you & telegram from Paul
McCarthy of the San Diego Journal with the final outcore
of tonight's Big Story.

{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE)_

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

RTHOT1 00B1/°74
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CLOSING CO cIal:
{VIBRAPHONE: _ _ .
CHAPPELL: Of all America's lesding cigarettes only one is

"outstoendingl" - only one is Houtstandingl' - the

longer, £iner cigarette in the diestinguished red

peckage. PELL MELL! Good to logk X A
PARRICE!: Good to feel ...
CHAPPELL: Good to taste ...

HARRICE: And good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat., ‘

HARRICE: That's important!

CHAPPELL: Yes - PELL MELL'S grester lengil filters the smoke on the

way to your throat - gives you thet smoothness, mildness

e St i

HARRICE:

and satisfection no otler cigarette offers you. Remomber

- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

Yautstanding!’
And - they are mild!

ATKO1 806 1.77°5
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{ORCEESTRA:

CHAPPELL:

McCARTHY ¢

CHAPPELLS

HARRICE!

{Music: _ _

-30-

Now, we read you that telegrem from Paul McCarthy

of the San Digc Journal. '

Leader of Ring in tonight's Big Story was convicted cué
sentenced to thirty years, Armed with imformation in the
lavender book, Mexican authorities mede & total of ninetesn
arrests and announced that the traffic in dope had
completely stopped. Many thanks for tonight’s PELL MELL
awvard.

Thenk you, Mr. McCerthy...The makers of PELL MELL FAMCUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winnér of the
PEIL MELL 5500 Award for noteble service in the field of
journalisn.

Tisten again next week, same time, same station, when PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STCRY -

A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Pensacola News

and Journal - by-line William Pinney -- & BIG STORY ebout
speeding trains, buried treasure and & reporter with

s one track mind.

THEME WIBE & FADE TO_BG _ON CUE)

EP T TN
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CHAPPELL*

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR ¢

..  MILLY/LIBBY
#\. ) 23/7 48/pm

-31-

The BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vledimlir Selinsky. Tonight!s program wes
written by Arnold Perl. Your navrator wes Bob Sloane,
and George Petrie played the part of Peul McCarthy. In
order to protect the nemes of people actually involved
in tonight's suthentic BIG STORY the nemes of all
characters in the dramatieation wers changed with the

excepticn of the reporter, Mr. McCearthy.
This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PFLL
METI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

This is NBC ,,. THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

e e - R e e e T
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY # 13

10:00 —(10:30 P.M. AUGUST 18, 1348 VEDNESDEY

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

_ : (BAR,NOISES )

SHEILA@” er d?i/)nk, boys?

SAVANNAH: Sure.

MIKE : Don't mind if we do. )

(CLINK OF GLASS. POURING OF LIQUID)

SHEILA: You two look pretty smart, How would you like to wa ks
some money..some Treal money?

SAVANNAH: Welpe listening.

MIKE: What'ts the deal?

SHEILA: Ten thousand dollars for eaéh of you.

SAVANNAH: (A BEAT) That's a lot of dough!

MIKE: veah. It's so much it sounds phony. 1Is this on the
level?

SHEILA: Do you think I'd be vasting my time with you, if it
weren't?

SAVANNAH: What do we have to do?

SHEILA (A QUIET, MIRTHLESS LAUGH) Why nothing, boys. Practizglly
nothing. All you have %o do...is dig & hole in the
ground?

(MUSIC:_ _ _ HIT AND UNDER FOR)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY...Here is America..its sound and 1ts fury...

its joy and its sorrovw...as feithfully reported by the men
and vomen of the great American newspapers. {PAUSE)
(COLD AND FLAT) .

(MORE )

ATKO1 0CE17°7P8
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CHAPPELL: Pensacola, Florids. From the pages of the Pensacola Newvws

{COND!D)
and Journal, the authentic story of a reporter whose Dig
Story rode.on a double track...wlth a single, deadl:
destinaticn. Tonight, to BLll Pinney of the Pensacola
i News and Journal, goes the PELL MELL Awerd for the BIG
STORY.
- (Musig:_ _ _ FANFARE)
) (OPENING COMMERCIAL)
e
At
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pHE BIG STORY 8/18/48
PELL MELL

[E—— e, e et T AT g T P el

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(VIBRAPEONE: .. SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG! )
0f ell America's leadlng cigerettes only one 18

"outstanding!" - only one 1s Youtstanding!"

It's the longer, finer clgaretite - PELL MELL!

Lock at & PELL MELL!

I- looks good!

Feel & PELL Molll

It feels goodl

Taste a PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoke & PELL MELL!

It smokes good!

Now youlve discovered wny sc many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigarette. For

FELL MELL'S greater length of tradltionally fine, mellow
tobaccos flilters the smoke on the way to your throst.
That's important!

ves - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the

way to your throat - glves you that smoothnegs, plldness

and satisfaction no other cigaretie offers you.

Of all America's leading cigarettes only gne is

“gutstanding!" - only one is toutstanding!"
The ionger, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIQARETTES +. . "outstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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BILL:
CHARLIE:
BILL:
CHARLIE
BILL:

CHARLIE;

BILL;
CHARLIE ;

-ba
;Ngﬁgngcgrgmhn_lgn_UN__D_@R__FQR )]
Now, the story as 1t actually happened{..Eill Pinne;
story as he dived it...Pensacola, Florigs. ..
Ll s s)
You are B111 Plnney, a Police reporter with the Penuc
News and Journal, gt the time Your Big Story hapre,s,
begins on this Appiy day, and it is not only very wapy

for April, byt very dull indeeq. You sit around the

might make & story, ang You come up with only one fdaso
i%t's hot. ang finally, when the smash of the Florida
begins to his you like g fed-hot'hammer, you begin to
think of 8 whiabgh, tall, colqd, foaming glass of peop, Ay
80, you drop in at Charlie'p bar, justg Off the Louisvil
and Nashvilie Railroed. .anq esk Charlie,.,.

You wouldn't have an item for Wy peper, would Fou Charl.
Come to thipk ol it, Bill, maybe T do.

Yea?

Only you wouldn't print it.

I might, I'm pretty desperate for g 8tory rignt now. .,
237 story. What's it g33 about?

Well, you underatand, this is strictly orr Wy own curr,
and maybe there ainrt enything in 1t. pyt thereig 4
¢ouple in town by the name of Sheila gng Matt Morgan,
They 1ive dovn the yoaq 4 Ways, and that's how 1 happen
to know then,

So? )

Well, Mattts an enginesr on the Louisville gpq Nashville,
Every nipgnt arcund ten, his train ‘comes P¥ nesr here,

(FADE) on the South-bound run inte Pensacola.,,

A I T IR e
B T i
e
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PETE:

MATT:

FET

L3

FETE:

MATT:

PETE ;
MATT :
PETE:-

MATT:

PETE :

. MATT:

PETE:
MATT 1

et e — AT T T

B Y L L I T

(RR TRAIN UNDER., INTERIOR OF LOCOMOTIVE, BUT

SUBDUED SO THAT WE CAN CLEARLY HEAR DI+LOGUE)

I don't know how you get so much speed on this grade,

Matt.

Well, now, Pete, you're new on firing this hog.

You'lve only got the thrattle half down...

" always been pretty snappy cn high iron.

she'ls

I was fireman on Number 53, but she never rolled like

this....

{CHANGE QUALITY OF WHEELS ON RAILS UNDER, PERHAFZ

Say, Matt, this is quite a curve.

Yep.

up there on the hill?

Yeéh.

SLIGHT WHINE OF FRICTION)}

This is Cottage Hill Curve.

That!s my house.

Is fthat

Yep.

so?

Pass it every night at this time.

And you see that light

And you know,

Pete, it's kind of nice seeing that 1light up there on the

hill.

Kind of like a welcome home, huh?

Yep.

That's it.

I get a real kick out of 1t...

there..vhere that light is..walting for me.

Shella?

oh. That's my wife, Pete.

A welcome home..knowing that Sheila's

And you never met & nicer,

sugeteq,'geqtlerbwqman,.she's-eqeryth;ng-q-maq,wouldzynns

his-wife to be. And that reminds me...I1'd better tell

8hella 1'm coming in.
Tell her?

From here?

 mrm e e Aoty i S - T
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MATT: (LAUGHS) Oh. We've got & signal. I pull the vhistle a
couple of short ones, and she hears it up there, ani than
she knows I'm coming home. Like this..,

(WEISTLE. AGAIN., (SHORT BLASTS)

-...—_“._.-._.—.....__....—...-——-—---—--.—-—._——-—.—..—...._—-._.—

—_— e am  — rn e

(B.G. TAVERN. CLINK OF GLASSES, -SHANG—eP-OsiH
—REGTSTERT
(DISTANTLY WE HEAR TWO BLASTS OF TRAIN WHISTLE )

SHEILA : {IMITATES TRAIN WHISTIE) Poop - POOP - There goes thal
old fool again, Joe. There's Matt blowing thet whistle
again.

JOE: {WORRIED) Listen, Sheila, maybe you'd better go home
pefore your husband...

SHEILA : Don't worry, dsriing. There's plenty of time. Plenty of
time for another dance...another drink. (LAUGHS) What &
sap that husband of mine is! Just because I left e light
in the house, he thinks I'm there, valting for him!

JOE: Yeah, but Shella...

SHETLA: (THAT LOVE STUFF) Don't say .any more, Joe. Put & nickle
in the juke box. Let's dance..

JOE: okay.

(NICKLE IN JUKE BOX)
(MUSIC: IN WITH SOMETHING SULTRY. MAYBE SOMETHING LIKE “NIGHT

........——-.--—.—...—.......—..-——.-.—....—-..——.—-—.—

e SHEILA: (SULTRY ) Honey...
== JOE! Yeah, Baby?
SHEILA : Put your arms eround me, tighter. (A PAUSE) Tighter,

honey, tlghter!

e e T T T e T T . e = R
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JOE:
SHEILA:

TR T L e

(A BEAT) Like this?

(4 BEAT) Lilke that...
Jog....

Yeah?

(SULTRY) Do you love me?

T told you & hundred times...

Tell me sgain, honey, tell me again...

R R prp———— ke Y AW R 2 T

I love you, Baby. (HOARSELY) I love you, I love you,

I love you.

SHEE5&+-—r——*iN-ﬁ-&&ﬂ&dﬁkﬁ&&ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁLﬁﬁQﬂv\ JOV I T RI-RS A Lo e
_NmmLmmLmmnm&&ﬁnpiwmubpmm_&qggiL-

JOE:

SHEILA:

Sheila....

We'{go away, Joe, tonight. =wWesw=dance out this number,

- —amé~go avay, and getb married. . .tonight. Hoskdmgemonmsor

o SHEILA:

e

Pl . . v
talking about iti

Honey..

Yeah?

Whatlare we going to do...about us?

(FLAT) Nothing. There's nothing we can do.
married.

{A QUIET BITTERNESS NOW) Yes., I'm warried.

' (HE CAN'T TAKE ANY MORE) Sheila, cut 1t out! Stop

You'tre

Married to

Matt Morgan. What a fool I turned put to be:..marrying

a man twenty years older than myselfl.

Why don't you leave him, Shella...get rid of him?

L i L mpen o mmie wmenss b v i e mm e s e e

e = i — - .
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SHEILA:

CHARLIE:

BILL:

CHARLIE:
BILL:
CHARLIE:

BILL:

CHARLIE;

BILL:
CHARLIE:
BILL:

-8-

[ g

I——— R ]

e o=

I thought of thet, Joe. Belleve me, I thought of 1t.

But I've given him ten years of my 1ife...the best ten

years of my life. He owes me scmething for that...pe.z=izn

Yeah..l got it coming to me...and I think I

mone;..insurance. I've got it coming to me. (BEAT)

know. ..

Wait & minute, Sheila. What are

Thinking about? (LIGHTLY) Oh, nothing.

Fou...?

Nothing, Joe.

Just wishing. Come on...let's sit down and have a drink!

(FADING ON) Well, Bill, they sure were re&l chummy.

Dkay. So a woman 1is two-timing her husband. There's no

story in that, Charlie. A%t least, not for me. It might

be all right for some gosaip sheet, but...

Walit 8 minute, B1ll. I ain't finished.

There's more?
Yeah. A couple of nights later,

into my joint. Only this time,

this Morgan dame came

she wasn't with the boy

friend. She was with two strangers...lcoked liké a

couple of tramps to me. I savw her talking to these two

tough-looking characters, and then they all walked out.

Fowwse VWhere's the story in that, Charlie?

I dunno. I thought maybe that seein' she was two-timing

her husband, and then got together with these two mugs,

I wouldn't put it past her to...
(SMILE) To kill her husband?
(EXCITED) Why...yeah...yeah.

(CHUCKIE } Charlie, you should have been a detective story

writer ilnstead of a bartender. What an imagination

you'lve got!
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CHARLIE: Then you don't think there's nothing in it?
BILL: No. Tt's pretty thin. But thanks anyway for trying.

I'11 see you later, Charlie!

NARRATOR: You, Bill Pinney, of the Pensaccla News and Journal, leave

e Charlie's then, and drive back to the office in the

- sizzling heat. W‘——-

a 1 el
trn:u, s S L e L1117 Wi

Wh&iﬂ-i#ﬁ—Qh0TmUmE1!ﬂ‘ﬂEﬂFTﬁ1ﬂﬂﬂﬂ;ﬂrﬂhﬂﬂhﬁﬁhﬁuﬁL—tenm You
didn't know then, that on the same night, your Big Story
wes on its way...

;f | (HAMMERING ON STEEL)

MIKE: Got that rell loose, Savannah?
SAVANNAH: Yeah., Just knocked the last spike out.
MIKE: oksy. Get your crowbar undernesth and we'!ll pry thet
rail off. Ready?
SAVANNAH:  Yeah, Mike. Ready...Oh brother, I c¢an't walt to get my
hends on the dough that dame said was burled here...
(STEEL AGAINST STEEL. GRUNTING )
(IN WITH DISTANT RUMBLE OF TRAIN, MOVED UP THRU

SCENE }
o MIKE: (SUDDENLY) Hey! Sevanneh! Listen!
SAVANNAH: {STUNNED) Yesh. 1It's a trein, Mike...a trein...coming
- around the cuvrve!
N MIKE ! (BECOMING FRANTIC) Wait & minite. There ain't supposed
T to be any train! It's only ten olclock. That dame told

us there wouldn't be s Hraln come glong here t111 twelve!

IR S i
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SAVANNAH: She double-crossed us! That train's comin' down this
track, Mike!..And it's gonna smash up sure! She fraved
us into wrecking it! .
" MIKE : (SCARED) Come on, savannah! Drop those tools and lét's
get outa here!

(CLANK OF TOOLS. RUNKING FOOTSTEPS )

R {(TRAIN COMING UP, FASBT, BUT STILL OFF. THEN INTO)

(TRAIN UNDER, INTERIOR LOCOMOTIVE)
PETE: Well, here we are again, Matt. Cottage HL1l Curve..cod
there's your house.
. MATT: Yeah. And green board right 1nto Pensacola., DBetter tell
sheilse I'm coming hoﬁe...
(TWo BLASTS OF WHISTLE)
PEYE : Look at thet house of yoursf! It's 1it up like &
Christmas tree tonight.
MATT (CHUCKLES } Yeah. It's our weddlng anniversary tonight,
Pete. Maybe Sheila turned on every light to remind ne
of it. Not that she hed to. I never forgot our .
ennlversary in all the years we vere married.
PETE : Get her something speclal this year?
MATT = Yeah. A& wateh. One of those fancy kinds they call a
cocktall waetch. It cost me plenty, Pete, but the way
- 1 figure, & man's lucky or he's not. I am. I've gob
—em a wife 1ike Sheila. And no matter what I glve her, it
isn't good enough...
(VIBRATION AND CLANGING OF WHEELS )
PETE: (YELLS) Met! Something's wrong! We've gonna Jjump the
,;: : track: Look out!

e T et s o tim ST e gmaee T

ATHKO1 Q061788




. R Al L

. -11-
(SCREECK OF WHEELS UP HIGH. AIR BRAKE, HISSING
STEAM)

CHAPPELL: We will be back in just a moment with tonight'!s Big Story.

— [ S
;
K
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #73
MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
VIBRAPHONE SINGLE, QUTSTANDING BORG!
CHAPPELLS Of all America's leading cigarettes only gne is

HARRICE?
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELLs
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELLs
HARRICE:
CHAFPPELL#

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE!
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

" CHAPPELL:

voutstanding!" - only one is "Outstandingd”

It's the longer, finel cigaretie - PELL MELL!

Look at a FELL MELL! =

It looks good!l

Feel a PELL MELL!

It feels pgood!

Taste a PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoke & PELL MELLI

It smokes goodl

Now you've discovered why 50 many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, the longey, finer clgarette.
PELL MELL! GCood to logK 8% +::

Good to feel ...

Good to taste ...

And gped to gmoke.

For PELL MELL'S greater leneth of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

That's-importantl )

Yas - PELL MELL'S gregter lengih filters the smcke on
the way to your throat - gives you that gmcothness,
nildness and gatisfecgtlon no pther cigarette offers
you. ' '

RTHKGO1T GOB1730




AT AT A WA KT 8 I S T

VIBRAPHONE

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELLs
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELLs
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE1

" GHAPPELL:

s e i . pa o T BT S e A g =R A e
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #73

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
STNGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!

Of all America's leading cigarettes only one is
noutstandingz!" - only ong is "Outstandingl”

It's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!

Look at a PELL MELL}

It locks goodl

Feel a PELL MELL!

It feels good!

Taste & PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoke a PELL MELL!

It smokes goodl

Now you've discoversd why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finexr cigarette,
PELL MELL! Ggpod to look at «..

Good to feel ...

Ggod to Ltaste ...

And good to gmoke.

For PELL MELL'S greater leneth of traditionally fine,
mellow tobsccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

That‘slimportantl _

Yes ~ PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on
the way to your throat =~ gives you that smoothness,
mildnesg and sabisfaction no other cigarette offers

yOu.

o e A
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

St a8 T R 45 A~

THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAM #73

(MIDDLE COMMERGIAL CONTINUED)
Of all America's leading clgarettes only gne is
Woutstanding!" - only one is “gutstandiog!"
The longer, Lfiner cigarette in the distinguished red
package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ...
ngutstandinel"
And - they are pild!

L e R L LT o B e o A TR S
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HARRICE:

NARRATUR ¢

JOE:

SHEILA:
JOE:

SHEILA:

JOE:
SHEILA:

JOE:
SHELLA:

This is Cy Herrice returning you to your narrator and the

Big Story of Reporter Bill Pinney...8s he lived 1t...and

wrote 1t...

You, Bill Pinney of the Pensacola News and Sfournsel, are

esleep when 1t happens &t Cottage Hill Curve. You get the

pnone call from your office, and you race dowﬁ to the

Louisville and Nashville Terminal to get the facts from

the road superintendent. And while you're on your way,

your Big Story is beginning to bulld...elsevwhere...

(WORRTED) Listen, Sheila, we shouldn't have come to your

house. You shouldn't have brought me here. It's

dangerous. . .

Stop worrying, Joe. Nobody's going o bother us.

But your husbané...

Matt? (8HE LAUGHS) Don't worry about Matt, honey. He

won't be home for a long time...a long, long time.

What do you mean?

T'm afraid he's been delayed, darling. (SHE LAUGHS AGAIN)

You know how trains are. (FADES A LITTLE) Sometimes they

come in..pretty late.
(CLICK OF RADIO SWITCH)
FADES ON, RADIO, ORCHESTRA)

Shells, why did you just turn on the radio.

(FADING ON) Oh..thought I might hear
interesting.
What, for instance?

oh. The news.

something

e S eyt i T T e T

4
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JOE: 1 don't get 1%, Baby. For the last hour, you've been

turning that radio on and off...

) SHEITA (INTERRUPTS; SILKY, SEXY) Joe...
| JOE ¢ Yeah?
—— SEETLA: (SULTRY) Come here.
JOE: . {A BEAT) Okay, Baby.

(A COUPLE OF STEPS AND STOP)

SHEILA: Now..put your arms around me. {A BEAT) That's it, darling.
Now..kiss me, Jo€...

- JOE 3 {HodROBE)-Sheila, Sheila, Beby...

(PAUSE)

(SUDDEN KNOCK ON DOCR)

JOE: (STARTIED) Sheila! Sheila, someone's at tﬁe door! Your
husband. . .Matt...! '

SHEILA: {YPTEIUTXSSY-EYED, Forget about my husband...

JOE: (FRANTIC) Sheila, are you crazy? Your husband's at the
door! If he finds us here..together...

SHEILA: Don't worry, darling. T happen to Know,..1t isn't Matt.

{KNOCK ON DOOR AGAIN}

JOE (SLOWLY..TENSE) Better...unlock..the door, Baby.
SHEILA: of course, Joe. Just &s scon &as I turn off the radio.
.- (MUSIC:_ _ _ OUT) '

— (STEPS ACROSS FLOOR AND STOP)
- {KEY TURNS IN LOCK)
(DOOR OPENS)

SHEILA: (3CREAM) Matt!
e BATT: Hello, Shells.
en SHEILA: (UNBELIEVING) Matt...Matt, I thought you...
— A
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MATT I suppose you heard the news on the radio.;.my traln was
nearly wrecked. I'm lucky to be....(CUTS) Who's this?
JOE: 1..you Bee, Mr. Morgan, I... ‘
o SHEILA: (QUICKLY ) Matt, I..this is Joe...er...Joe Reynolds. He's

g cousin of mine. He was just driving through town...anc

he stopped in...

JOE: (NERVOUSLY ) Yeah...yeah, that's it..driving through...
MATT : I 4idn't know you had a cousin named Joe, Sheila.
SHEILA ¢ T.,..well, he's really & second cousin, Matt. I've got

so many, you see, and wvell....J guess I never told you
sbout him. Anyway, he's on his way te Tampa &nd...we
were welting... .

MATT : glad to meet you, Jo&. Forgive me for acting this way.
I...well, I've just had & pretty bad night. 1 hope
you'll stay over..

JOE ¢ Er...no thanks, Matt, I've got to ke in Tampe this
morning. weli...I...uh, i1t was nice seeing both of joui.
(FADING A LITTLE) I'd better be going now...Goodnight...

.- {DOOR CLOSE)
MATT ¢ I wender vwhy he...?
SHEILA: (INTERRUPTS) Matt, Matt, let's not telk about Joe Do¥.

1..(CUPS) Why, you've been mupt! Matt, those bandages

on your arm....l didn't even see them...
. MATT: Tt's nothing, honey. It cculd have been a lot wWorse.
_ SHEILA: (BREAXING) Oh, darling, darling, when I heard the news,

I was so afrald, so afrald, I...{CRYING) Ch, Matt, Mabti,

el hold me close!l
o (MUSIC:_ _ _. BRIDGE)
o <A -
g P em e -
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SUFER:

BILL:

SUPER!

BILi:
SUPER:

BILL:

SUFER:

{vusIic: __

NARRATOR :

..17..

I've been rallroading for thirty years, Mr, Pinney,
end T tell you it's a mirecle, It's & mirscle that the
three hundred and fifty passengers on that train are
alive, instead of dead and dying tonight, Lucky for us,
thie job wes done by amateurs,

Why lucky?

Whoever pulled this Job loosened the inside rail.

That reduced the weight of the train, going arcund the
curve, But if they'd ¥mown enough to loosen the oukgide
rall o..., (PAUSE SIGNIFICANTLY)

It would have been curtains, eh?

Black curtains, I'm sure glad Matt Morgan the
engineer wasn't pushing that hog ten miles faater ....
{A BEAT, THEN SIGWLY) What was thet, Superintendent?
What was the nsine of that enginser?

Matt Morgan}

_UP. AND UNDER)

Matt Morgan, The neme hits you like & hammer between

the eyes, Matt Morgan, Charlie's Bar, Sheila Morgen
two-timing her husband., Sheila Morgen, huddling
together with e couple of rough looking strangers, Why?

What were they planning? Murder? It's crazy, fentastic,
and yot ... vas it? Was 1t? Was Charlie right? You
talk to your editor,.,.ne won't even listen to you., So ‘
you go Yo the Sheriff--- |

T tell you, Sheriff, it's worth looking into, As I

t0ld you, this woman, Bhells MOrgalessss

ATXO1 Q0B 1796
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SHERIFF : (HOSTTIE) Hold it a minute, Pinney.
BILL: Yes?
SHERIFF: You come in here and give me some crazy story about &

two-timing wife willing to kill hundreds of poople Just
to wpeck her husband's train....

BILL: Sure, bub see.

- SHERIFF ! A1l you heve is = bartender's word Yor it. The
bertender saw her with a couple of men, He didn't heer
what they were seying, and he didn't even know the men,
He makes up & story out of whole cloth, and you fall for
it, and you come in here and wvaste my tlme with 1it,

BILL: But look, Sheriff,eess
SHERTFF: You look, Pinney, You're a reporter. I'm sheriff of
Escambia County, Your job is to report the news, My

job it to combat crime. That right?

BILL: That's right.

SHERIFF: Okay. You stick to your job, and I'll stick to mine,
{MUsICs _ _'_UPR AND UNPER)_

MARRATOR:  That's that. The police won't listen %o you,  Your own

aditor won't listen to you, Yewlse the—only—one—th——

A By
P herself.ess
- a {KNOCK ON DOOR)

RTHQO1 0061737




. . bRty Ew R e e an s T maTR
. e

g, PR T AL L AT AT THE, B

— g M e b T T PR

A i g P S A B

-19-..

(A PAUSE)
{DOOR OPENS)
BILL: Mrs, Morgan?
SHEILA: You?

(DOOR CLOSE)

BILL: My neme is Pinney, I'm a reporter from the Journal....
SHETILA: (A BEAT, THEN NERVOUS) What do you want?
BILL: Just checking up on that near wreck &t Cottage Hill

curve,,, I thought you might....

SHETLA: (INTERRUPTS) You thought I might what?

BILL: I thought you might give me & lead.....

SHEILA: I don't know anything about it.

BILL: T understand you were talking t¢ a couple of man at

Charlis's bar end ceere

SHEILA: (RISTNG) I saild I don't know anything adout iti Now
get out!t
. BILL: Mrs, Morgan, wailt & minute, T ssees
SHEILA {BEGINNING HYSTERTA) Get out! Get out, do you hear, or
I'11 call my husband, He's sleeping in the noxt Ioom....
BILL: Mrs, Morgan, there's no need to get excited., T..as
SHEILA: (SHRIEKS) Mattl Mattl
BILL: Look, for the love of ...
N SHETLA ¢ (SCREAMS) Matt! Honey, como in here quick!
e {DOOR OPENS OFF A LITTLE) _
. MATT i (OFF A LITTIE} What 1is 1%, Sheila? ({COMING ON} Who's
el thig?

ATHKO1 Q061738




SHEILA *

MATT :
SHEIIA®

MATT ¢
BILL:
SHEILA:

SHETITA®
MATT :
SHEITA:®

BILL:
MATT :

BILL:

e har et e o s A T T

-20_

(HYSTERICALLY) Darling this man is & reporter on the
Journal, You know what he's trying te de¢, honey? You
know what he's trying to do?
Whet, Bheila?
He's trying to say I wanted to kill you, He's trying
to say T hired some men to wreck your train,...
What?
Mr, Morgan, wait & minute...
( INTERRUPTS, SHRILLY) He just sccused me of cheating on
you, Matt! Did you hear that, honey? He's been trying
to say I've gob ancther man and I tried to wreck your
trein and get rid of you for this other mani (SHE
LAUGHS HYSTERICALLY) Did you ever hear anything so
orazy in all your life, Matt?
{(IEVELLY, AFTER A BEAT) Sheils, go in the other room.
The dirty, sneeking, llar.,.} |
(SHARF) Go intoc the other room, Sheila,
(SUDDENLY COWED) A1} right, Matt,

{DOOR CLOSE A LITTLE OFF)
(A PAUSE)

Mr, Morgan, belleve mo,. .,

(INTERRUPTS, COLD AMD HARD) What do you mean, coming

in here and saying things 1ike that about my wife?
But T tell you, I Gidn't.,s.. '

L e B ET T AT e
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MATT ¢

BILL:

MATT :
- BILL:
MATT ¢

{MUSIC: _

NARRATOR:

B A A L

LT P R e s = e e BT

721—

(BUILDING IN COLD FURY) I ought to ki1l you, you nosey
busybody, I ought to smash your face in, and pull out
your tongu;, and make you eat it, My wife loves me,
do you understand? She loves me, and there's never
been any other man or any breath of scendsl, And when
e dirty, lying 1little skunk like you comes Iinto my l.ome
.and slanders a decent, loyal woman like Bheila.s..
Lock, Mr, Morgan, I know how you must feal, But 1f
you'd let me explain,...
Get out]
But,.e..
Get out,

Get out, do you hear? Before I throw you out!

_ PR AND_UNDER).

He stands there, a big hulk of a man, white and shaking.
There's & ¥ind of mediness in his eyes, and you get out,
But you're shaking, too. Because Novw ,..., YoUu know!
You know that Sheils Morgan risked the lives of three
hundred and fifty passengers on that train, txying to
murder her husband, She spllled it all in her hysterie,
things you never accusedlher of, But vhat you need now 1is
evidencs...avidenca! If you can only find one of the
men she hired ta pull up those rails,..lf. Anyway, you
got back to the office and the editor wants to see you
right avey....
{COILD AND HOSTILE)}) Bill, I just got & phene call.
Yes?

The phone call was from this Matt Morgan, He's

registered a compleint,

ATHKO1 OB 18Q0
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BYLL: Oh}
s ALz He tells me you were up at his house, annoying his wile,
BILL: {FLARES) Now wait a minute, Al, Let's get it straight..
) AL: ( INTERRUPTS, SNAPS) Okay. Let's get it straight....

o You work for the Journal, This is e responsible
' newspaper, respected in the community, Cur men jvst
e don't go barging in, on no evidence st all, a&nd accuse
8 man's wife not only of disloyalty but murder., There
are 1ibel laws, and we have & reputation, (A BEﬂT,l
THEN QUIET) See what I mean, B1L11i?
BILL: (BURNING) I see wha%t you mean, But I've been klcking
e around this case, and I know I'm right on 1t, and I'm
golng to find someone to listen to me, Al, if they
lynch me for it! I'm only trying to tell you,....

AL (INTERRUPTS) And I'm trying to tell you to lay off the
Morgans. Lay off the whole SLOor¥esess
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_IN BRIDGE)
CHARLIE: Ancther bser, B1i11?
o BILL: {DEPRESSED) Yesh, Thanks, Charlie.

(BEER FROM TAP INTO GLASS)
CHARLIE: 8o nobody'll believe you, huh?
BILL: Nobody, I'm a voice in the wilderness, Charlle, My

own mother wouldn't believe me.

R CHARLIE: And you've been locking for these two guys she talked to?
" BILL: That's a1l I've been doing for the last three weeks.
T CHARLIE: And no luck?
:;Lm BILL: No luck, -
s CHARLIE: Like I said, they were tall...and kind of tough-looking.
- 2 -

s e [ PSR pr . S S S e T e e -
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BILL: Sure, Sure, Charlie, But Pensacola's full of tall,
tough~-looking guys, Sellors, lumbermen, fishermen,
dock-wallopers, every other man you meet in the sireet.

(DOOR OPEN AND CLOSE OFF)

CHARLIE "7 Wait a minute ,sSeisieiey

BILL: Yesa?

CHARLIE: You won't have to lock any farther, *

BILL: What do you mean?

CHARLIE: That big guy who just camo in....

BILL: ( A BEAT) Are you saying, he's one of the men Sheila

Morgan see.?

CHARLIE: Yoah,

BILL: You'lre sure?

CHARLIE: I couldn't be wrong.

BILL: (A BEAT) Charlie, give me & nickel.,.,.. I'm going to
call & copl

{MBSIC: _ _ _UP AND UNDER)_

NARRATOR ¢

prills & man, & worker at a

who calls hifselfl Sevennsh Jo Finally he brecks....

and identifies Shells in the presence of her

husband, Mati, Ho she denlies everythling,

ahd her husbam

P P L

s
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NARR: You de. You call the Sheriff. You have to do a hard
e 'ge8ll, but you finally get him to come down. The Sherlff
grills the man, a worker at a local cooperage plant, whe
calls himself, Savannah Jones. Finally he breaks...and

then you all go up to the Morgan Nouse, s

- SOUND: KNOCK ON DOOR

N SOUND: DOOR OPENS
SHERIFF: You Matt Morgan?
HMORGAN: Yes,
SHERIFF: We'd like to talk to your wife,

o MORGAN: Get ont!

_;" SHERIFF: Now, Walt a minute...
MORGAN I said, get out...before I kick you out,..you and this

lnw-down reporter, Pinney, I told you once that 4if you

ever came back here,..

PINNEY: Morgan, this time, it's offilcisl. This is Sheriff Daley
B of Escambla County...

SHERIFF: And I told you once. Morgan, I want to see your wife...
s SOYNps , DOC OFF

.‘v?f"" I

1.1-1

Tiasaer: < (COMING ON) Matt, who are ou, .+ (CUTS SHARP)
< ‘e
SHERIFF: “Bavannah! /2/

J‘ék;bé% vy
4

_____ SHERIFF: 18 the woman who g»ot you to pull up those tracks?

J;; SAVANNAH: (A BEAT) That's her, Sheriff,

—_— MATT (IN SUDDEN, RISING FURY) fhat‘s a lle! That's a lie,
- o,vouchear? Tell them, Sheila, Tell them they're lying.,
e SHEILAS § S&4ty saw this man before, Matt. I don't know what
iq?tr | they're talking about, Matt, make them go away! Make
;:: w3 them stop persecuting me!

i MISIC: UP AND UNDER

e et T T T T T T o s T e e TR e e L= L
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NARR:

SHERIFF:

SHEILA:
SHERIFF:

SHEILA:
SHERIFF:

SHEILA:

"8HERIFF:

SHEILA:

SHERIFF3

=23B-
Hour after hour, the Sheriff hammers away at her, and
hour after hour, Sheila Morgan denigh everything, as her
husband stands by her. But the Sheriff, who is quite &

man with a sharp question never gives up. He keeps

pounding away, mercllessly, relentlessly. And finally....
" You had & lover, didn't you, Mrs. Morgan, You met him

at Charlie's Bar...

T didn't. I didn't, I &ldn't, I tell you,

You were seen plotting this Job with Savannah Jones and
another man, Shella Margan., ‘Try to deny that.

Itts a 1ie}

You promised these men money. You lied %o them about
the train schedule, You knew your husband's train
would come along when the tracks were wrecked.

(GOADED BEYOND ENDURANCE) Stop it, Sheriff. Stop asking
me any more questions! I can't stand it any more}
(QUIET) Did you try to wreck that traln, Nrs, Morgan?
(A BEAT) Did you?

(HYSTERIA) Yes! Yes, it's true, I tried to wreck

Matt!s train! —lrwmgriiderempes 5ol
A PAUSE

-

(HEAVILY) Well, that's that, Guess you were right all

alrng, Plinney.

——T Y L b o g DT
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SHETLA:

SHERIFF:

SHEITA:

{MusIC: _ _

NARR:

MATT ¢
SHEILA:

MATT 3

SHEILA:

MATT

ADED B }—Sbor-tt7SherITrt—St0p

—oh

sking me any more questions! I can't stand 4 any

(QUIET) DIV at train, Mrs, Morgen?
(A BEAT) Did you
Yes! Yes, to wreck Matt's train)

Novw,

hat's it, Now, you've got your Big Story. But

you almost wish you hadn't when you see Matt Morgan's

{QUIET)

8o there was another man, Sheila...
Yes.,

There was enother man. The light was on in the house

and I blew the whistle telling you I was cowing home,
thinking you were there, But you weren't, were yon,
8heils? You were out with thls other man.

All right, all right, Matt. I was out with Joe, You
were too old fo; BE .. 500 dull for me. You bored me!l
You were 81l I had, Sheila, You were all I had ard all
T 1ived for, I belisved you -- (BUILDING IN COLD ANGER)
A1l I can say novw is,,.XI wish we veore alone. I wish
we were alone now, Sheils, just you snd me, I'd kill

you, Sheila, TI'd kill you nov, with my bare hands,
for the lles you told me, and the hurt you did me, snd
the empty life you've left me, (A PAUSE)(THEN QUIETLY)

Selapyminfofiey | ;| ,

e TR N

(R
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SHERTFF :
MATT 3

I've said what I had to sa¥. T.+s.(BREAKS]) I guess

you'd better take her awvay now }
In just a moment we will resd you & telegram from Bill
Pinney of the Pensacole News and Journal with the final

outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERC IAL)
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THE BIG STORY 8/18/48

- FELL MELL
CIOSTNG COMMERCIAL:
VIERAPHONE : SINGLE, OUTSTANDING 1
o CHAPPELL: 0f 81l America's leading cigarettes only one is
“ "outstendipngi"” - only one is "Qutstandingl" - the
longer, fiper cigarette in the dlstinguished red
package. PELL MELL! Goopd to look at ..
HARRICE: Good to feel ...
CHAPFELL! Good to ftaste ...
HARRICE: And good to smoke.
CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos fllters the smoke on the way to your
throat,
e HARRICE Thet's important!

CHAFFELL: Yes - PELL MELL'S greateyr length filters the smoke
on the way to your throat - gives you that gmopthness,
mildness and getisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
Remember - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outgtandingl"

HARRICE ¢ And - they are mildl
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(ORCHESTEA_. TAG.)

CHAPPELL! Now, we read you that telegrem from Bill Pinney of {he

: Ponsacola News apd Journsle.

PINNEY: Charged with conspiring to wreck & trgin, probably the
only case of 1ts xind on eriminsl record, wife in

e tonight's Big Story was convictad and senteneed to 10

T Olls
yaars.ag_ﬁaiford, the Florida Btate Prison. -

GELLUCoclfi | ion's PELL MELL Averd.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Plnney. The makers of PELL MELL FAMQUS
CIGARETTES are proud to heve named you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500 Award for noteble service in the rield
of journallsnm,

HARRICE:! Listen again next week, same tims, ssme station, when
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Qmaha
World Hersld, By-line, £lla Fleischman -- & BIG STORY
thaet begen when two mys terious paBSengers got off a

T raliroad train and walked eway -~ with a milllion

dollars!

(MOSIC: _ . _THEME_VIEE_ FADE JO_BG ON GUE)-

L e S Rm P o rme e wm e .
et e et e e DT e T P i T
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o CHAPFELL: fhe BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
. music by Viedimir Selinsky. Tonight's program vas
writtgn‘py Max Ehrlich, Your narrator was Bob Sloane,
and 843+ Q4inn played the part of Bil}# Pimmey, In
ormler to protect the names of people actually involived
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all
cherscters in the dramatization were changed with the
exception of ths reporter, Mr, Pinney,
{MgsIc: _ _ THEME UP_FULL AND FADE)
CHAFFELL! This is Ernest Cheppell spesaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
ANNCR s This 1s NBC ,4¢s+ THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

[ ]
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AS BROADCAST
o THE_BIG STORY.
PROGRAM #74
e CAST
. NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
WILSON BOB SLOANE
TONY FRANK READICK
MARSHALL FRANK READICK
JOE JACKIE GRIMES
AL ' SANDY BICKART
MAN T SANDY BICKART
ELLA AMZIE STRICKLAND
- MRS, BRADLEY BETTY GARDE
MRS. HODGES AGNES YOUNG
B WOMAN I AGNES YOUNG
- _ W DA ' N
o
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10:00 ~ 10:30 P.M,
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THE BIG STORY #74

ADGUST 2 1948 WEDHEBDAY

CHAPPELL:

TONY:
JOE:

TONY:

JOE!

TONY:

TONY:
JOE:

TONY:

e e . — —

CHAPPELL:

PELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES..:.present THE BIG S8TORY!
(TRAIN UNDER,  THEN RHYTHM STARTS TO SLOW. ¥E
HEAR A LONG WARNIN .WHISTLE OFF.)

That the mail car Sfesbesdredd kid?

(NERVOUS)

Yesh, Yeah, that's 1t.

Okay. Let's go get it.  The train's slowing down for that

slignal crossingsess-

LOOKsssesTaesees Il scared.  Mayve we won't get away with
it. Maybe theylllantt
(INTERRUPTS) Shut up and follow messel’

(TRAIN DOOR SLIDES OPENS, , UP WITH WHEELS, HIGH.
UL e B2 e Kaod,

DOOR SLIDES CLOSED. ANOTHER FRAIN DOOR SLIDES

OPEN. THEN SLIDES CLOSED. WHEELS DOWN TO INTERIOR
PERSPEGTIVE AGAIN.)

All right, kid. Step to one side of this door.

Whet ...« What are we golng to do now?

(LAUGHS MIRTHLESSLY) Us? Welre gonns meke the biggest

headlines in the cozntr , kid. Yeah, this 1s resally

<A,

one for the books. IN & minute, you and me are going

el
to throW -& million dollars....right out of the wvindovw.

THE BIG STORY....Here ls America....its sound &and 1ts
fury....its joy and its BOYIOW.s s «48 Faithfully reported
by the men and.women of-the great Amerlcan REWsDRpErs. '

(PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT) Omeha, Nebraske,
(MORE})

e e s Y g S -y T TR AT

i ) ‘_’} I
RTHO1 QO&1BT1




?HAPP%L%: From the pages of the Omaha World-Herald, the authentic

CONT *d

R story of & reporter whose Big Story paild off e million
dollers. Tonlght, to Elle Fleishman of the Omsha World-

Herald, goes the PELL MELL Awerd for the BIG STORY.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

-y

v nm e R Tl lm o= m - — . . .

ATKO1 Q061812




ST R

BIG STARY
PELI MELL

e ————— R ST

8/25/48

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPEELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

 HARRICE:1

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{VIBRAPHONE SINGLE, CUTSTANDING BONG)
of all Amerleca's leading cigarettes only one is
"outstanding!"- only one is "gutstanding!”
Tt's the longer, finer clgarette - PELL MELL!
Look at & PELL MELLI
It locks goodl
Feel & PELL MELL!
It feels goodl
Taste a PELL MELL!
It tastes good!
gmoke & PELL MELL!
It smokes good!l
Now vou've discovered why 80 many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigerette. For
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobeccos filters the smoke on the way to your throet.
That's important!

Yes - PELL MELL!S greater length filters the smoke on

the way bto your throat - gives you that smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigaretie offers

you.

of all America's leadlng cigarettes only one is
foutstanding!” - only one & "Qutstending"!

The longer, finer cigarette ln the distingulshed red
packege. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ...

*outstanding}®
and - they are mildl

S o T

/ R o -

F
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CHAPPELL:

NARRATOR s

R

gy

Now the story ss 1t actually happened...Ells Fleishman's
story as she lived 1ite...Omeha, Nebrasks.... '
You are Elle Fleishman, and you run & gossip colunan for
the Omaha World-Herald. Sccial mnd personal, who's
merrying who....stuff like that, And you are bored,
50 bored., YalzeNaeswbowsd) You can SCream, .. &nd
sometimes you do. And why? Because you want to be &
police reporter. Youlve got an unledylike yen to work
on murder and mayhem. But the City Editor, Al Kelley,
just lsughs at you. And then, one day, it happens. One
of the biggest stories to hit the country. And the
whole paper's in an uproer, &s Al Kelly briefs his
reporters...

{CITY ROOM B.G.)
Look, you guys! This is & milllon dollar robberyl Get
{t? A million dollar haul just across the river in
Towe. These crooks just cracked open & -<oabad mail
train near Council BlUffs aembbeiiifimidiikGmbmaiirimmt
cudemirgs, They slugged. the guerd and threw the mall
saaka out of the window, to & parked car along the right .
of ﬁay......

(S0UND AD LIBS: "ANY TRACE OF ‘EM? WHAT ABOUT

THE COFSt")
They made o clean getaway with everything. . .reglstered
maii, bonds, securities, and cash. _‘fou, Trekessees
Maxwellesses =

(AD LIBS: "YEAu, Am@t")

(MORE)

L ——p—

e L A —— i e A
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ALz Take police headguerters. Devlin, Parrish....
(CONT 'D)
(AD LIB3: "YEAH")

Cover tne U.8. Marshal's office. And don't iet me down

understand? Come back with something....anything! This

is a million dollar storyl

... {MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARRATOR: A& couple of days pass. And nothing happens. And youw,
Ella Fleishman, peck sway &t your gosslip column gnd are
utterly, utterly miserable....

(PYPERWRITER UNDER)

ELIA: (MUMBLING)} Mrs. Stephen Mertin, president of the Omahza
garden lub, will give e membership tea tomorrow
afternoon, followed by an exhibition of her prize
dahlias.vaes

(TYPEWRITER STOP3, A SINGLE LOUD WH&CK OF
TYPEWRITER BELL)

ELLA (DISTRAUGHT) No! Oh, no, no, NO! Qe Mrs, Stephen

Martin! And émem her dahlilas,wbeeds
(RIP OF PAPER FROM TYPEWRITER ROLLER)

ELTA: (MUTTERING) Don't you dare turn me down thls time, Al
Kelly! Don't you dare! _

{ DETERMINED STEPS. HOLD FOR FEW MOMENTS - FAIRLY

—— LONG WALE., THEN DOOR OPENS AND SLAMS SHUT)

_:; ELLA: Alaweoss

= ALz wWhat! You here again, Ella?

ELLA Al, about that tralun robbery stor¥.....

. : Nol

ELLA: If you'd only give me & chanCessas«s

RTXO1 0061815
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ALz

ELLA ¢

AL

ELLA:

FLLA:

T told you...-(HERE ELLA CHIMES IN WITH HIM, IMITATING
HIM BITTERLY, AND THEY SAY THE LINE IN UNISON) - I can't
send & girl to do & man's job....(THEN ELLA GOES RIGHT ON)

Yes. I know, I'm only & gossip reporter. Whal do I

know about police reporting? I'm only a woman. put I

ask you, Al? what have the men done? what have they

found out?
Wh¥esssBrowns”
%m&maaahuha-ﬁuﬂnmmdannﬂbno@w?ounamnnﬁh. They've done
nothing. They haven't dug up any clues and they haven't
found &ny criminals. In short, they've all fallen flet
on their,..well, on their faces! I can't do any worse,
aend maybe I can do betterlies..

(@andB) Give me & chance, Al.

Let me try 1t. What

can you lose?

I can lo mind A ight now...I probably em.
ﬂ-fé% , an%'/tﬂf.mc&)

(1 EﬁJT) ay, Ella. lye got an assignment get

down to the U.S5. Mershallls offlice right away.

Youlre so exclted, you forget to ask Al Kelly for an
expense account. And then you think, maybe you'd better
not anyway, or he's liable to take the whole thing back
S0....you shut your eyes to & taxi and take & street car
to the Mershel's office, instead. And thls, for you,
Flls Fleishman, is the most thrilling ride you've ever
had, Because it's your first assignment a8 & police
reporter, and the beginning of your Big Story....a
story which you later found out, began in & mesn,

broken-down shack near thé railroad tracks.

e At 4 W R T T
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S (DOOR SLAM)
MR3.BRADLEY: (IN SURPRISE) Joe!l
JOE: Hello Mom.
MR3,BRADLEY: Joe, what are you doing hore so early?
JOE1 I quit,
__ MRS.PRADLEY: (A BEAT, THEN AGHAST) You quit...your job?
_- JOE " Yeah., (ot fed up. Couldn't take 1t any more. ITiee.
o (CUTS, THEN SHARPLY) Well, don't just stand there and
look at me! Whatdya lockin! at me like that for? I
aint committed & crimel ,
MRS.BRADLEY: It was & b, Joe...& gocd job.m%!-.«{.fz.:é--cmr(..

JOE: (FLARES) Job, jobl It ietrprreio et ieMemiy

wadlnesiueadhRe i WY BT PUT™ peenutsewrthd it Siupiveas
veeR® You think that's gohne get us out of this dirty
dump, this broken- down shook?

: P shacks
L 0ld pewspapers

gz that aln't fit

I'm gonona

' That!s not for me.
get OUbsunes

: JR T R - CE TP Ry -
s eanent e, w2t e T T g
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MRS .BRADLEY:

JOE?

MRS .BRADLEY
i JOE:

MRS .BRADLEY ¢

JOEt
MRS .BRADLEY?

~ JOE:

MRS .BRADLEY: .

JOBE

o MRS ,BRADLEY:

JOE:

R, o e L s e AT TS T T T T

-B-

( INTERRUPTS SUDDENLY) Stop 1t, Joe.
T was only saying...

(FIARES) I seid stop itd Don't say any wmorel Do you
heer me..s.stop it7

(FLABRERGASTED) Mom, what's come over you? whet's the
matter?seaee

I'il tell you whetls the matter? You're talking Jjust
like your Father...

Mom, T.aus

(QUIEY AND INTENSE) Your father talked this way, Joe.
He talked this way, and he guit his job, Just like you
did. He wanted to get oﬁt,-too. put he never dld.

He got in trouble and went to joll insteadss s

Mom 1looKiecens

He went to jall..s.e.sand rotted away for yaars, and dled
there in sorrow. He brought misery to himself, and
dlsgrace to us. And I warn you, Joe, as long es I
live, as long &8s thew's o breath ln my body, I'11 uever
let the same thing happen to youl

(SULLENLY) Okay. Okay.‘Have 4t your own ¥ay. Eut there ore
some guys who left this shanty town, and made good., And
they didn't go to jail, eitherl
Yes? Who?

why, I was telking to one only —ast night, down at the

Junction bar.

nersyonewsesm  He's o real big shot.

He's got twenty

suits, and monogrammed shirts, and & blg convertible,

and the best room 1n the Qg Hotel.eesss

RTXCGT GOB1B18B




MRS .BRADLEY)
JOE:
MRS.BRADLEY ¢
JOE:
MRS, BRADLEY:
JOE:

MRS ,BRADLEY !

TONY :

MR5,BRADLEY:

TONY:
MRS ,BRADLEY !

TONY s

MRS ,BRADLEY$

TOWY:

Who 1s this man?

What difference does it make?

What's his name? .

Tony Morrlis, And like I ﬁas telling yoUsases
{INTERRUPTS) Did you s&¥....Tony Morris?

(TAXEN ABACK) Why....yeah,{A PAUSE) Mom, wait a

minute. Where are you golng?

P—l‘-
(QUIETLY) You stay here, Joe, I'm going to the Gmakws

Hotel!l

{KNOCK ON DOOR)
(DCOR OPENS)

(WITH FALSE HEARTINESS) Well? What do you know? Merthe

Bradley. Why, I haven't seen FoU 1D...w.
{COLD AND HARD) Why did you come back, Tony?

Now, walt 2 minute.sss

Why did you come back to Shanty-town? Didn't you do

enough? Didn't you do enough when my busband listened

to your fine telk, years ago? You talked him lnto thet
holdup, and he went to jall, and he's dead now, because
of you.

Look, Martha. Whatls past is past, oewie-nerheedfeeiinges

(WITH INTENSE HATRED} I hoped you were dead.

I prayed
that you were dead..,.you and your fine clothes, and your
blg cars, and your evll, dirty money.

But no. Youtfve

come back. ¥You ruined my husbend snd now you've come
back to ruin my soni

Take it easy, Martha., Joe and I are friends....

ATHOT Q0B1B18
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MRS .BRADLEY':

TONY:
MRS .BRADLEY:

TONY s

JOE:
TONY:

JOE:

10

I wish Iwa men now., 1 wish I wa man, with &
men's strong, herd hands., I'd.beat you till the bloed
came, till you cried, till you squealed for mercy. (&
BEAT, THEN QUIETLY) But I can't. I'm only a woman, weé
B, DBut I warn you,Topy Morris...

(SNEERING LAUGH) Okey. Go ohead. Warn mel

Joe's nll I have laft, Hels all I lmve, en all T love.
And before I'd let you ruin him....I'd rather see him
dend.

(CAR COMING TO STOP, MOTOR IDLES)
Helleo, Joe.
(UNENTHUSIASTIC) Oh, Hello, Tony.
Wbl febsi daliu i ?
Jelm et Tt I,
BV e

(CAR DOOR OPENS)
Come on, kid. Hop imn, We'll go for & ride.
Tony, I was telking to my mother, and she sald you and
MY seaasons
Sure. I knovw. About me and your old man.,. But believe
me, kid, T didn't have a thing to do ﬁith him going to
the clinkseas
You'lre sure?
Thot's the MeCoy.. Your mother got it all wrong. You
know how women are...they get things all fouled up..
Come on, jump Ileces
Well.....0kay.

(CAR DOOR CIOSE)

i SR e AR s FT LS .

7
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----- v TONY: Like to drive?
JOE: Me? Drive this convertible?
TONY: Sure. Why not? Here....I'll move over, (A PAUSE) Go

ahead, kid., Q@Grab the wheel, and give her the gos.
(CAR UP AND THEN OFF, SMOOTH)
TONY: Well? How do you 1ilke 117
B JOE: - (ENTHRALLED) It...it's swell. Handles like a baby.
Gee, ] never drove anything like this.

oY s L
_ '!’“d
. the wheel,
JOE: All those gadgets....and thige i-"--; It must have
cost you plenty, To o’
TONY: ”
o JOE:
L TONY : « (A
PAUSE) Would you like to heve o car like this, kid?
JOE: Me?
- TONY 3 Sure. Why not? You're a smart kid., You've got the
- stuff to get out of Shanty town ond be a blg shot, I
did it, and you can do it. Rhliabimddmeeatienemnlipansoeic
— You could live the life...go to the races, the nlghte
—_— ¢lubs....drink chompagne. (A BEAT) Ever drink
- champagne, Joe?
""" i} JOE: No. _
~=-.- TONY : There's nothing like 1%, kid. I's got a million bubbles,
:_:_‘__ and in every bubble there!s & benutiful dream. Why
e drinlk beer.
— A
RTHKO1 Qos1B21




JOE:
e TONY:

JOE:
TONY :

JOE:

TONY:
(MUSIC:
TONY ¢
JOE:
TONY:

o JOE:.

TONY:

— TONY:

JOE!

TONY +
A% JOE:

-12-
Yeah. But how em I geing to get to be & big shot, Tony?
I'm your friend, Joe., I got & little deal Iin the back
of my mind. (& PAUSE) You used to work sround the
reilroad despatcher's office, didn't you?
That's right.
And you've got friends down there wholdé tip you off when
speciel tralns were running, and wheo the crews were?
Yeah, I guess soO.
okay, kid. (& BZAT, THEN SOFTLY) Here's the deal. How

would you like to cut yourself in,..on & million dollers!

e e e et e

(RR TRAIN UNDER, INTERIOR, OCCASIONAL WHISTLE OFF. )

That the mall ocear,

i, A [
/ it

Thett's it, But like I told you, nd thevﬂz/ﬁ/‘
got & guard in it...e guy by the name of Ben Wilson.,.
Come on, Let's goO...
{SLIDING DOCR OPENa:é%HEELS Eg UP G-H. SLIDING
DOGR CIDSWNOTHEB DO?E’{ SLIDES'OPEN -~ 'I’HEN CLOSED
RR INTERIOR AGAIN.}
(SOFTLY) Well, 4xid, this is 1it,
{ SUDDENLY) Tony! Tony, I'm scared, Maybe veld better
back out....
Keep your nerve, Joe. This is going to be & pushover.

Teny, T.:..I....8hould never have....

{ MORE)

RTHKC1 0061822
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TONY:

JOE1
TOWY s

TOWY:

WILSON:

. TONY:

WIL3ON:

TONY 4

TONY:

i e L — T

-

-13 -
{HARSH) Shut up, and do as I say. What's the corductor’s
name?

Meadows, Fred Meadows, .

Okay, kid., Step to one side of this door.

(KNOCK ON DOOR, )

Key! Ben! Ben Wilson!

(MUFFIED) Yeah? Whols out there? / o
The conductor, Fred Meadows. I got & slow/order I want
to talk to you ebout, Open UP...

(MUFFLED] Okay...

(POOR UNLOCKED, DOOR OPENS, A THUD, A GROAN,)
(URGENT) That's that! Come on, kild. Get busy breaking
these windows.,....

{SOUND OF SMASHING OF WINDOWS)

There's the car outside, Come on, Joe, Quleck! Help me
1ift these bags! {(GRUNT) ¥You and me are gonna throv a
million dollars.,.right out of the window}

{ MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)

s AT TR Th L
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THE BIG STORY

PHLL MELL
PROGRAM Tl

MIDDIE COMMERCIAL:

(VIBRAPHONE:

CHAPPELL: .

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRIGCE:

CHAPPELL:

STNGLE, OUTSTANDING BONGJ)

Of all Ameplca's leading'cigarettes only one 1s

"outstandingl}" - only one is "Qutstanding)"
It's the lonmer, finer cigarette - FELL MELL!

Look at & PELL MELL!

It looks good!

Pgel & PELL MELL!

It feels good!

Taste & PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoks a PELL MELL!

It smokes good]

Now youlve discovered why so many of your friends have

changed -to PELL MELL, the longer, finer clgarette.

PELL MELL! Good to look at...
GCood to feel ... ‘

Gtood to taste...

And good to smoke.

For PELL MELL'S preater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos Tilters the smoke on the way to your
throat.
Thatt!s important!

ves - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the

the way to your throat - gives you that smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

ATHO1 COB1BR24
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THE BIG 3TORY
PROGRAM Tk

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL CONTINUED)

HARRICE: O0f all America's leading cigarettes only one is
-~ "gutstanding!" - only one is "Qutstandingl®
v CHAPPELL:  The lenger, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ...
“outs tand tng!”

HARRICE: And - they ars mildl

—
e
e

e
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{MusIC: _ _ _INTRODUCTION AND UNDER)
HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your nsrrator, and the
s Big story of Ella Fleishman,.es she 1ived it..and wrote
it,
NARRATOR: You, Ells Fieishmen of the Omahse World-Herald, a gossip
solumnist by trade, are headed for the United States
Marshel's office in Council Bluffs, & few days after &
million dollar train robbery, And when you walk inte the
hell outside the Marshal's office, you find yourself the
only women in an army of men, and you fervently hope your
slip isn't showing., They've plcked up some suspects, and
the reporters are crowded around the Marshal's door
welting to find out who they are., And, finally the
Mershal comes OUbt.see
(AD LIBS UP SUDDENLY: "WHO'VE YOU ROUNLED UP,
MARSHAL? GIVE U3 A LIST 07 NAMES] WHO ARE THEY?)

MARSHAL: Quist, everybodyi Quietl
md( - (CRowD SUBSIDES)
MARSHAL: wé‘re not giving out any names, You might as well all
leavel

{A STORM OF PROTEST)
MARSHAL: You heard me! W%e're not releasing the names of anybody

in the police lineup! And if you reporters want to hang

— around here end cool your heels till next year,..that's
—— all right with oe!
i (DOOR SLAM)
: {MUSIC: _ _ _UP AND UNDER)
R
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NARRATOR:

o gve e R TS P R

~37-

The Mapshal slams the door, and finally, every raporter
in the place walk cub,..every peporter tut you. You
don't, for the simple reason that you haven't the
faiptest idea what to do next. And then, you gae a
cleaning woman come out of the Marshal's office., And
just as naturally as rolling off a log, you gtart to
gossip,..The first thing you know, you've old friends...

shola even read your coluliN,..

MRS. HODGES: (WISTFUL) It must be wonderful, now, to meet ell those

ELIA:

rich people, and be at the church wsddin's, an' garden

parties,

Not &3 wonderful as you think, Mrs., Hodges.

MRS, BHODGES: The way all thosse high-and-mighty pecple 1ive, Born

with zilver spoons in their mouths. Born right, live
right, that's what I always say., You take me, now., 1've
been moppin' fleors Tfor twenty years, an' T never got my

name in any paper,

ELIA: (WITH SUDDEN PITY) Look, Mrs, Hodges. It's almost
eight o'clock and you look awfully tired, Can't you go
0 7 i
- ﬁd-\. P j% .
M:RS HODGES I s - g et 3 - . aglde qe)u .

13

R i B L LLE S L) b L
AP TORE

Py g L L)

MRS, HODGES:® 'oqk at this floor now, just look at it. All littersd up

with old newspavers, an'! chewing gum, and candy wrappers,

and what nob., Trust a pack of men to make exire work

for a womanl

- Lo e a2 T T ey B e LR TR ol e D S i e Tl e e wwam a— s
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ELLA:

- i

It is e mess, isn't 1t7?

MRS, HODGES: Think they're smart, those reporters do, But they're not

ELL&:

so smert, Pesterin' the Marshal to give 'em the names in
that police lineup, (LAUGHS VENGEFULLY) They'd never
think to ask & poor cleenin' woman around iho Dlace...

What do you mean?

MRS, HODGES: T mean them nemss, that's what, I mean!

ELLA:

You know,..the names of those suspects?

MRS, HODGES: (CACKLING LAUGH) Got a whole list of ‘em, chila,

ELLA:

But Mrs, Hodges, how...where?

MRS. HODGES: (CHUCKIES) Right here in my wastebasket. The Marshal

ELIA:

MRS, HODGES:

ELYA:

NARRATOR?

[ LA

threw the 11st right in here, after h ha 1t.%£§%? i i
T wouldn't %ell those smarﬁLaleck menA but/ if you wani

1%, Miss Fleishman, you're more than velocome,

_ .UE AND UNDER}

Feverishly, you rummage through the c¢leaning womsn's
wastebasket, coms up with the list, And one thing hits
you, The suspecta all come from the seme soctioNesy |
along the Missouri River bottoms,.2 slum called
Shanty-town, So you decide to check on the NEmes , .88%

a few questions, And when you get there, you never knaw
there could be such poverty.

(MORE) -

P - AL SR S e AT e
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NARRATOR: You walk past the broken down shacks, hudd}ed ngpther

(CONTD)
in mitusl misery, dirty, grev, dapressing,{inhale the

reek of stale garbage snd the heavy odor of the sluggish
river, and you vonder how can people live this way, how
can they live this way? Put you're & police reporterzﬂvav*
and you've gob work to do. B80..you start pinpbnge Aaect oo
-1 M?‘%’.’.c:heac!:cﬂLng the families of the suspectsS... v
WOMAN 13 (HARSH AND STRIDENT) I ain't sayin' e thing, and I don't
know & thing! Why don't you-ask some of those rich
people you write about! They'd be more likely to steel
a mlllion dollars than us. We may be poor, but we're
honest folks,..and you can put that in your columni
{DOOR SLAM)
{MUSIC: _ _ _UR AND DOWN)
MAN 1: Look, Ledy, mind your own business, see? We don't 1ike
people like you slummin’ in Shanty-tewvn., Why don't you
ask your high-toned friends who pulled that robberyl

They own the rellrcsads...we only work on ‘'em}

(DOOR SLAM)
" (MUsIC: _ . _UE AND MUSIC)
NARRATOR: You cen't blame them for resenting you: Poverty does

thet, Poverty breeds misery, and suspiclon, and
hostility., Some day you'd like %o write a social
document about 1t, But now..you're trying to get &
crime story. 5o you go on..checking name after nam@...
picking up scraps of information, here and there...
ELIA: You're Mrs. Bradley?
MRS, BRADLEY:iYes?

T s R e e 7
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ELIA: I’ mye reporter, from the wOrld—Herald. Your son was
s ricked up by the police for questioning e vE S
I_Won

MRS, BRADLEY tJoe? (A BEAT) The pollce picke& up Joe?

ELIA: ' Yeg, Just for questlioning, I thought you KneéW...

MRS .,BRADIEY: No, I _didn't ¥nowaie.

e - ELLAS ' 7 some of your neighbors saw him driving
around in a big convertible and....

MRS,BRADIEY: (BLURTS QUT, IN A KIKD OF ANGUISH) 1It's his car; Tony's
car. He ruined my husband El... (cuTs)

ELIA: (AILERT} Tony? Who's Tony?

e MRS ,BRADIEY! IueesllO ONE, s 00 ONG you'd be interested in, Miss
Fleishman...
T ELLA: But Mra, Bredlée¥...

MRS.BRADIEY: Please,..pleese, don't ask me any moré questions, Don't
you understand? Jog...m¥ boy..he's 1n trouble. Ke's
always veen & good, honest boy, and now,..¥ell, you're
a woman, Miss Flelshman...You ¥r.ow how a mother feelS...

-- ELIA! Of course., I'll be golng now. (A PAUSE) Oh I see
you've got a phone. T bniegpptpee el it Gk o Ly

MRS .BRADIEY: Yes,

@ I just have to have 1¥

_____ g0 my la &ﬁjgébstomers can call me,.

e BLIA: Fempowyanbhaibdiily Mrs. Bradle

If you ever need me,,.1f there!s anything T can do for
YOUas,yOU CBI waene mo at the World-Herald,
(MUsIC: _ . BRIDGE)
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ELLA:

ELIA:

AL
ELYA:

AL:

ELLA:

AL:
ELLA:
AL
ELLA:

AL:

TONY 3

P s A i -y

professional,
Right,
ITn other words, 1t was pIQbablyfioo much for anyone in
Shanty~town to pull off., Peyfy theft from freight cars...
yes? A million dollar majd trady robvery,.,no.
And your theory is thatfthis guy Toxy was the pro,
I don't know, Al, I gon't know, But ¥Rat's & well-heeled
man with a big caxf, doing in Shanty-town?\ Why is he so
friendly with #n ex-rallroad employee,
Hponm ,
Al, I'm doing to talk to this boy, Joo Bradley. \\
If yof can,.he may be miles out of town by now,

Whyt do you mean?

at

o R P S UT Lo LE & ape - ¢ 0 Sl s i o w

{WICKEL, IN SLOT. DIAL ON PHONE FOUR TIMES,
PAUSE AND CLICK.)
(FILTER) Hello?
{IOW) Tony, this is Joe Bradley. I'm calling from the
phone booth at the Junctlon cafe.

Oh, Helle, kid, So they finally sprung yau,‘eh?

[ S i

/
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JOE!: Yeah,}f They ddch't heve s thing on me, (A BEAT, THEN Low)

Tony, about those mall bags I puried in my back yerd.

What!ll we do about ‘em?

TONY : You dig ‘em up tonight, kid, I'il como along in the cev,
and plek you up., Then we'll beat it. Pho—soprmrrerrbh-

JOE: Geavomint ,

TONY: @i Before you hang up, Jo€...8 guestion.
JOE: Yeah? :/. - P
TONY: Do you think your mother knows anything about halewd

Pl Gl e TR PITA
JOE ¢ T ..well, gee I dunno, I don't think so. She heard
us digging that night, but I told her it was me,

fixing the cesspool.

TONY ¢ T see, You want to knov something, kid?
JOE & Whaet?
TONY 3 (NOTE OF MENACE) I wouldn't vant to see anything hapren

to &1l that money.

w. And 1f I was you...I'd make sure 1% wes

walting for me, when I got therel

- {MUSIC: _ . _BRIDGE)

(DOOR OPENSR S&arar)
MRS,.BRADIEY: Oh, Helle, son, I...what are you doing with that
shovel? (g”"‘e)
JOE: (LOW AND DANGEROUS) I've just been aigging in the back

gard, Mom. And I didn't find vwhat I was digging for...
MRS BRADIEY! J66, I.vs '

SR e — oy L A e
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JOE: Whet'd you de with those mailbags, Mom? Whet'd you deo
with the money you dug up?
MRS BRADIEY: Put down that shovel, son,
JOE (RISES) Where's that money, Mom! Wherefd you hide 1t%
MRS BRADIEY: (QUIETLY) You won't get & word out of me, till you pub
down that ahovel../f?mz)
(CTANK OF SHOVEL TO FLOOR)
MRS, BRADLEY: That's better... )
JOK ¢ You took it, dian't you? You qug it up, didntt you?
MRS ,BRADIEY: Yes,
- JOE 3 (FLARES) Where 1s it? You botter tell me quick!
MRS, BRADIEY! Don't raise your voice te me, son, I'm your mothe, ¢
JOE: I don't care who you arel I gotta have that money, erd
I gotta have it gquickl Now,...whepre 1s it? /Cﬁi¢u¢e)
MRS .BRADIEY: (QUIET) Look in the stove, Joe.

JOE: .
MRS, BRADIEY ! s 8 , -
{COUPLE OF STEPS, STOVE DOOR OPENS)
JOE: (A PAUSE, THEN BROKENLY) Why..there's nothing here...

Padwembrems,  Nothing,..but 23ho8 ¢qen

MRS ,BRADIEY: Yes, son, I emptied those mailbags and burnsd everything

in then.

JOE:

MRS.BRADIEY ! uiiaesei RS onagaansm, , , .

. - — ——— e o —— I—— e e
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JOE :

MRS BRADIEY !

JOE:

JCGE

TONY 3
JOE:
TOWY :

MRS .BRADIEY :

TONY:

MRS, BRADIEY :

TONY:
MRS .BRADIEY :

TONY :

e ol et T e Y

e et et o AT Ty, BT S AR

-2 -
(AIMOST SOBBING IN FRUSTRATION) You've burned thousands
and thousands of dollars in cesh..and securities, More
money than we ever had, or even sav in our ijves! You've
burned up our one chance to get out of this dump, get out
of Shanty-town, live & new life. {GROANS)} Why did you
do it, Mom? Why'd you do 1it?
I burned tt so that you wouldn't go to jail., It wes
evidence...and they!d catech you sooner or later, You're
all I have, Joa, and I did what any mother should do..
protect her son,..even from himselfl,
T could have been & big shot, I could have lived high,
gone places, L...

/..., ADOCR SLAM) [Pt )

Helld, Joe

E]

Where's the w'

(SCP\RED) Tony, Tewaloens

(IN SUDGEN FURY) Come on, ¥id} What happened? Where's
orend T
that ’

'(CALM) You'll find it in the stove, Tony, I burned it,
You, ..burned,,.it?

Yes, I saw my husbtand rot in jeil because of you, Tony.
¥You ruined Tom, but you're not going to ruin my boy.

(IN SUDLEN FURY) Why I ought 0.4

(CAIM) But you won't, Tony. Robbery is one thing..
murder is another! {(THEN COLD AND QUIET) Now get out!
(AFTER PAUSE) oOkay, Ok¥ay, Martha, (A SUDDEN MIRTHLESS
LAUGH) You thought you double-crossed me, just now,
41dn't you? But maybe you’'rs wrong, Martha. Maybe you

double-crossed yourself, instead,...

ATHO1 Q061834
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MES.BRADIEY: Get out of my house!l
TONY: Surc, Supre, why not? Out of your house ., .and out of
Shanty-town, {4 BEAT) Coming, Joe?
JOE: &z1...{’?3Lo¢4ﬂ)

MRS BRADIEY: He's not golng with you, Tony, He's staying here,

TONY ! ~ (SOFTLY) What about it, k1a?
JOE: Woll, I.es -
TONY: You want to stay here in Shenty-town for the rest of four

1ife? Or do you want to come with me?
MRS, BRADLEY : Joél { TN GROWING TERROR) Joe,...don't listen to him,
Stey here with ...
TONY : Den't be a sucker, kid, We can go places, Yyou and me.
Plenty of money, plenty of fuhee.
JOE 1 Yeah,..yeah, that's right., I'll go with you, Tony.
MRS,ERADIEY: Son, nol Don't you see vhat he's trying to dCess?
JOE: (#OTLY) I'm going with Tony, Mom,
MRS, BRADIEY: Joe, don't leave me,,.don't leave me...
JOE: ' I'11 go where I please, I'll do as I please, I'm through
_:q with Shanty-town, see? I'm through with Shanty:town and
I'm through with you.
TONY ¢ (LAUGHS) You're playing Lt smert, kid, [A PAUSE} Well,
g0 long, Martha,
MR3.BRADIEY: You're not going to teke my son, Tony. I'm his mother,
Sidedwsevavinkmsispeprd® T nursed him, and worked for
- him, and dreamed for him, GSwmiljeedivorewamins And
e before I'd see you ruin him, as you did his father, I'd
‘*f* eresI1d tell the police.
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TONY : {IAUGHS) Tell the cops? On your own son? Don't meke
me laugh, Martha, Remember? You're his mother. No
mother would turn her son in, nov would she? (A BEAT)
Let's get going, Joo,

JOE: Yeah, Let's get golngl

MRS BRADLEY: (IN ANGUISH) Joe! Son, nol Don't go...i

(DOOR SLAM) |

MRS, BRADIEY{ {BREAKS) Jo&,44J00sses
(A PAUSE) (SOBBING UNDER)

(A FEW STEFS AND ST0P, PHONE RECEIVER OFF HOOX
DIALING OF PHONE FOUR TIMES)
(PAUSE}

MRS .BRADIEY: Hello? World-Herald? I;..-.I‘d like to talk to Miss
Elle Fleishman} '

{MUsIC: _ _ _UP AND UNDER)

NARR: She tells you the whole story over the phone, and the
police pick up Tony Morris and Joe Bradley, and thatls
your BIG B3TORY,...2 million dollar story, But when you
wpote 1it, you never saw the words,..,not really...
beceuse your eyes were full of toars)

(MUSIO: _ _ _CURTAIN}

CHAPPELL: In just & moment we will read ydu & telegram from Ells
Fleishman of the Omsha Worid-Hersld with the final
outcome of tonight's Big Story,

(MusIc: _ . _FANFARE)

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CIAL:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGIE, QUISTANDING BONG.)

CHAPPELL1

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE!
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Of ell America's leading cigareties only one is
"oubstanding!" - gnly one s "Qutstandingl" - the loneer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package.

PELL MELL? Good to LooK 8t «as
Good to £88lire '
Gopd to Loste..s.

And good to gmoke.
¥or PELL MELL'S greaker length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.,

That's important}

Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length fllters the smoke on
the way to your throat - gives you thai smoothness,
mildness and gatisfection no other cigaretie offers you.
Remember - PELL MSLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstending!"
And - they ave mildl

e i T+ R Tt = m e PSR
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{OBCHESTRA: _TAG)
CHAPPELIL: Now, we read you that telegram from Ella Fleishmen of the
Omnha World-Herald.
FLEISHMAN: Appreheaded by o;ice, on in ronight's Big Story
- ’M-::“égff.‘:ssed his paéth gnrogg;ry% wvas sentenced to
Leavenworth Peniteﬁ%iary., Caught in his own trap Tony
= . Morris becams boastful end said, "I made the world's
largest train robbery and I defy another robber te besl
the mark I set,” He was sentzfced to rifteen years in
Leavenvorth, %P/.'/‘fi_ for tonight's
PELL MELL Awgrd.
Vit
.- CHAPFELL: Thank you, Wwep Fleishman,,.The makers of FELL MELL
FAMOUS CICARETTES are proud to have named you the winnher
of the FELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the
field of journallam,
. HARRICE: Listen egein next véek, seme time, same stetlon, when
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present ancother BIC
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Weterbury, fwev,
Republican ~American - by-line Dary Parker -- a BIG
STORY about & strange friendship between a little guy
called the brain and & big guy celled Jack....the glani
killer -

{MUSIC: _ _ _THEME WIFE & FADE_TQ BG_ON CUE)

m— - m — e e mm e —————————— e il

e VPPN EEL AR LR R b -

/

ATKOT 0061838




- {MUsSIC: _ _.
CHAPPELL:
______ ANNCR:
o HB/EM/FB
. — 8/u/u8
=

CHAPFELL:

The BIG STORY is produced by Bernsrd J. Preckter, with

music by Vladimir Selinsky., Tonight's program was

vritten by Max
e ”
&1

played the part of Ella Flelishmen.

Your narrator was Bob Sloeane,

In order tc protect the names of people actually involved

in tonight's asuthentic BIG STORY the names of &ll

cheracters in the dramatizetien were changed with the

exception of the reporter, -Mes,

Fleishman,

Thig is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

THIS I3 WBC -,'vw. THE NATIONAL BRCADCASTING COMPANY
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en :_r' WNBG & NET THE _BI& STORY #715

DAN_PARKER v
o v WATERBURY REPUBLICAN-AMERTCAN  EEiSED
" 10:00 - 10:30 P.M. SEPTEMEER 1, 1948 WEDNE SDAY,
) CHAPPELL:  PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES presect...THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _ BRIDGE_TO)_
_GAILLOUX: (STARTING FAR OFF, COMING ON HE IS ROARTNG DRUNK

TEUNCERING OUT THE SONG) Alouette, gentil alouette.

Aloustte, je te plumeral. Jo @ plumeral la bouche, de-

AL Oued bavpaii oot~ - {HE BREAKS) He%, Duque tte !
(2" 03

m for you don' eilnggleet wit! you

Ccallloux, hey?

DUQUETTE : I don't want sing. - T want you shut up. Now, right mow.
Make gquiet.
CAILLOUX: (WISTFUL) Cailloux can't make no more fun tonight?
B DUQUETTE : No no morg nolse. .
CATLLOUX: (PLEADING) You let me msake fun tomorrow night? -

e o 7
Mebbe. You keep guiet now, We 8see é/je_,(, , VW

s CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY -- Here is America =-- 1ts sound and 1ts
fury -~=- its Jjoy and lts sorTOV - ap faithfully reported
by ﬁhe men apnd wousn br the gresat Am_arioan nevapapers.
(PAUSE) (COLD AND FLAT) Waterbury, Conneoticut. From
o the peges of the Waterbury American, the headline story
- of the glent and his sidekiok -- the big guy ‘and the

-l 1ictle guy.. (MORE )

faiemu

Ty
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N CHAPPELL: Tonight, to Dan Parker, sports columniet on the New
{ CONT 'D)
“York Daily Mirror, goes the FELL MEL]L Award for THE
BIG STORY.
{MUSIC: _ _ . FANFARE)

(OPENING COMMERCIAL) .

Tk

P P i -
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #75

OPENING COMMERCIAL

Of all Americals leading clgarettes only gne is

"outstanding!" - only one is "Qutstandingd"
It's the loneer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!

Now you've discovered why SO many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, the Joneer, finer cigarette,
For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

Yes -~ PELL MELL'S greater lepzih fillters the smoke on
the way £o your throat -~ glves you that gmoothness,
mildness and gatisfagtiop no other cilgarette offers

0f all America's lesding clgarattes only gpe is
“gutstanding!” - enly ene 1s “Quistendinel

The longer, Liper cigarette in the distinguished red
package, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETITES ...

YIBRAPHONE$ SINGLE, OUISTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL: Look at a PELL MELL!
HARRICE: It looks goodl | -
CHAPPELL: Feel s PELL MELL!
HARRICE: It feels good!l
CHAPPELL: Taste a PELL MELL!
HARRICE: It tastes goodl )
CHAPPELL! Smoke a PELL MELL!
HARRICE: It smokes goodl
CHAPPELL:

throat,
HARRICE: That's important!
CHAPPELL:

¥OU.
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL$

"outstonding!”

HARRICE®

And - they are miid:

F]

A, TR T S ¢ T e S e T R

ATHOT 006 1B44




{MUSIC:

e AT —

T

______ THE THEME, UP AND UNDER)
CEAPFELL: And now, the story as it actually happened! Dan Parker's
' BIG STORY! As he lived it -- Waterbury, Conncoticut.

(MU$IG:_. _ _ _UP AND UNDER)

NARR: You're Dan Parker...a hewe in the nevspaper businass,.
e millicn peopls read your stuff in thﬁﬁ éily Mirror,
vhere you're Sports Editor. Chempions caell you by nams
... and so 8o the managers of the vorst stumblebums
at Stillman's Gym. In short -~ yéu're in, you're
there -- the top. And right now, you'rs up -- weening
translated from newspaper talk -- your last piece of
c¢opy, the column, is done. 5o --

{ RRRRRRRRRRIP OF PAPER FROM TYPEWRITER )

PARKER: CO-py!

KID: {FAST ABS HELL) Yessir/

PARKER: Boy -- do you move fast!

KID: Yes sip!

fARKER: Jst propelled copyboys. What'll it be next!

Trying to make an impression. You ;;J“eifnfﬁu used to
be like that ~-- more Yyes -iﬁﬁé“than you care to admit.
Just & kid, atprtPhg out in the crazy Business, with

byliy o0 four eyes insteed of stars. Oh well....

KID: Mr. Parker -- have you got & minute? I wean -~ could
you talk to me, 1ike? '
PARKER: Tell you the truth, sonny, 1t's bteen & rough day. 1

-=~(PAUSE)} ---ckay, what's on your mind?

- . L. T
B L R LI LR
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PARKER:
KID:

FARKER
KID:
PARKER:

KIp:
PARKER:
KID:
PARKER -

{uusro; _

NARR :

PARKER:

KID:
PARKER:

e

ot
B A T

L.
)
b A e AT

- e e

e

-.5..
Well -- 1 .- I just 8ot starteg here., ohyg is my f1)
day, and I vant to go right. 1 vant to get Somweplacs
807 .

be sports editor,
I knew 1it,
Huh? %‘% _ g,gm,,.,
You ang 8verybody else.v Lookyf Come do;:TEfthe Psnn
and Pencil for g .. Well, 1713 have 4 beer -- apg We'lll
look inte it, okay®
Yes gip! _
A COP¥boy who S&¥s sir. What'g Your neme, kige
Pote, Mp. Parker.

—red
Dan o you, Peta, Mister Parkep 8- the Payrol}
department. ) L
EIT AND GO_uNpER)
You fing ap emply cornepr in the Pen & Pencil giup .-
the Mirrortg corner hangout -- &nd order a eool ons

for you ang g 30ft one for the kid. Pete!s 1g seventh

8UYS he wants to be Bome day., You wigh ¥ou eould look
at it ageip through hisg eyes, but --

Best thing I cap do fop Jou, Pete, 15 ts1) ¥ou how I
made it, okay?

Thattg be 8well, Dan,

¥ou cover everything..polica..politics...weddiugs...

funéralst.fairs...(REMINISGENT) Falrs, Hmmm, That'g vhe re
(SNEAK FATR MuUsip IN B.Ge) it al}l startad, .5 faip up 1p
the French Gistrict of Watertbury,,,.

i "' | ATHO1 0061846




o (MUSIC:

PARKER:

BARKER:

CAILIOUX:

FEURETTE:

CAILLOUX:

BARKER:

PARKER:

- - ~FAIR MUBIC D

————- ame na W 1 Amimmelena T

I used to pick up & lot of amall features in the French
district...full of mill workers... colorful folks...end

this particular day, I vas trailing one of ‘'em arcund

at 8 falr., A gfz;:¢:2§ woods , & glant of a man.
Must have stood atx-fuéﬁigzgﬁnghis lumberjack shirt.
A resl Canuck -- straight out of the North Woods...and
vwhen I first sew him....
Al11 right, folks -- you a&ll heard the Frenchle challenge
the klllsr: Remember now -- five dollars for svery
minute he stays in the ring with the killer, ten dollars
for every round -- &nd & hundred dollars if he knocks
the Killer out. You ready, blg bey?
I, Cailloux? Shoo. You got your money resady, he?
(CROWD LAUGHS)
Please, Cailloux -- don' do this. Ho's & professionsl
boxer n. He hurt you.
Me? <aibiews® Ha! (HE YELLS) Come on, what we vaitin!
for! I am ready. I, Cailloux!
(LOUD) All right, big boy! (WHISPER) Listen, Killer --
fipish him guick. Kill him. He can cost us doughl
{LOUD) All right - let's go!

(A PRIZE RING BXLL. CROWD STARTS T0 YELL ANP-THE

VRSBV B R R D~ DN T
Peterﬁ I watched that watoh carefully. 1I1'd seen
plenty of these things -=- & yokel with muscles cliubs
into the ring -- and a treimed pug tears him to bits -~
or merclfully lays him out cecld with a feint &nd & croas,

{MOHE )

L et e T R TETTT  NF a ETR hr e e e RS e e

ATHG1 QAB1B47P




PARKER:
(CONT'D)

CAILLOUX:

BARKER:

The Killer tried it -- & feint, and & left -- and it
bounced off the bilg guy's Jjaw like a feather off &

mule -- the pug never =avw that happan before --

and never (FAST) saw anything else after that becauss
Cailloux {SNEAK CROWD YELLS) eatches him with a
round-house right thet drops him into the waterbucket -
out cold!d

(CROWD YELLS UP AND QVER IT)

(ROARING WITH PRIDE) Dat's eesy money, mister - plsnty

CAILLOUX:

DUQUETTE :
CAILIOUX:
DUGQUETTE :

S CATLLOUX::
. DUQUETTE :

CAILLOUX:
DUQUETIE :

A hundred bucks vwas money back in those days, when all
this happened, Pete, It was & lot to me, & cub on &
smell peper, trying to make the grade, I sald to oyself
-~ there goes a guy whb neods a wmanegerd Wall -~
I didn't know until much later -- but he hed ome!

{DOOR QFERS)
{SINGING) Alouette, gentil Alouette, Alocuette, je ta

plumerai!

(WAKING UP} ‘Hey, Cailloux!?

Dat you, Duguette? I wake you up?

You wake we up, all right. Where you been, you?
Cailloux been to de fair.

Wit! Fleurstis, hey?

Dat'e right, Fleurette love me.

Yoah, sure. Dat's for laugh.

i e e e mams T F

/
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larg -. She sap ”Cailloux, You
biggest, strongest, —==t
DUQUETTE: You knooy, OUt Killep &t dg Fajpy You wip the hungprgg
S, dollar?
CAILLOUx Supe
o7 DUQUETTE: Gimme dag Honey ¢4 tak cang of for Fou
CAILLOUX: I dontyg got ¢,
DUQUE pre , What yq do -. pend it o kewpig dolip
) CAILLOYX; Nou T 2ive it to Flsure ttg
DUQUE PR, You giyg it to Fleuratte. (PAUSE) Glmme BY shogg
CAILLOUX: Whepe Jou goine
DUQUETTE:

To Fleurette TT 89t yoy @ohey bacj

2 ¥ou big ox,

—_—a

0.y ﬁare 1naeparable

+ I founa ouy 50 iy, Dano AR
{ﬁed Pythies, 1)
wﬁe R s ? R
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FLEURETTE :

DUGQUETTE :
FLEURETTE
DUQUE T'TE :

FLEURETTE :
DUQUETTE : -
FLEURETTE :

DUQUETTE :

FIEURETTE:

DUQUETTE :

FIEURETTE:

DUQUETTE

CAILLOUX:

FLEURETTE

R——

T e T T
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oui? (PAUSE) Oh. Dat's you, Duquette.

oui. Dat's me, Duguette. I don'! waste no word con

you, Fleurstte, I come to get Ceailloux wmonsy.

Oho. Just lak dat, hey?

Jus! lak dat.. Come on. Gimme dat money.

You come take 1it,

Don'! you play pretty game wit'! me, Fleurette. You don!
twisk we round you Finger 1like you twisk blg ox.cailloux.
{ACID) You jeslous cause you little shrimp.

Mobhe I 1little shrimp, oui -~ but I got brains, save

my money. Don' spread 1t eround oh cheap babyface lak
you, Come on. Gimme Callloux noney .
(rouT) G iwte e tled e

W Whet you do wit'! all dat mbu mak
et factory -- let him rot in de bank? Don! you (sEXY)
lak have some fun, hey?

Geo 'way wit all dat sweet talk, Fleurefta. Just gimmo
Cailloux wmoney and dat's all de fun I want from you.
(PAUSE) Or do I got to call de q-pﬁfoa%&;xz-

A1l right -~ you teke it. (PAUSE. SLINKY) I don! need

callloux money, baby. I got you, movw., (PURR) All de
time I know Cailloux, I wonder why you, lestle Duque tte
never coms see Fleurette. Come on, baby, vhy we don'

go play wit some of You woney?

(SNEER) Huh! Det's some girl Cailloux got when he got
you. {PRACTICALLY SPIT8) You cheap. Bon soir)

{ SOPTLY) Cailloux, bebs --
Oui, Fleurette?

(CAREIESSLY) You get money back from Duquetie?

[ ki

B f-

o
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--. =~ GAILLOUX: lestle by leetle he give mo money. Five doller here,
two dollar there.
FLEURETTE: Wny you let him treat you lak baby?
CATLLOUX: Dat's de only way. Mebte I got big stremgth, but I donk
got brains lak my pal Duguette.
FIEURETTE ! (CYNICAL) You pal Duquette. How you kanow what he do
wit! you money?
CAILLOUX: I tras! him.
FLEURETTE: You trus'!' hiw! Babee ---you pal Duguette sver tell you
he ask me to play wit! hiam --- wit you_ money?
. CAILLOUX: No he don't tell me dat. (PAUSE} Why he want to 4o dai?
FLEURETTE : Just becausa he jealous of you. He so smell, you so |
big. You see -~ he lak Fleurette, He try get me avay
from you. W

s N T et 1k i 5 A P R e T i e g mtd p m i S e T S e s g i 3 g d ey 3 o TS

you tell me sll dis for --- m:,,*;f”’;lj
FLEURETIE : (WILY) I tell you so you knovw yhed fyiend do
behind you back, T pq__if:ufkhat to do, Cailloux. You
don'. need QP to bs you braioe. I, Fleurette
e what to do.
CATLLOU e “imat I got to do?

c ¥ LT 2 o) oG Lt N N = orca i g
o h3- g S s I v o S R PO S S TN P
o = ) L N

L i o

FLEURETTE ¢ %&‘)ask him to give you all you movey basck so you and
Fieurette have soms fun, Qui --- you go right nov.
CAILLOUX: Sure.

. FLEURETTE 3 (SOFTLY, CLOSE) Ceilloux, baebee =--=

coswm=e GAILLOUX: oui, oul? )
o FIEURETTE ¢ You forget scmethling, you.
T Al catnioux: I forget Somathing? What I forget?

RTHKC1 Q061851
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FLEURETTE : You forget, mebbe, hov sveet Fleurette kiss...llke
~- 80,
(A L.ONG SEXY SILENCE)

FLEURETTE : (BREATHY) An! if Duquette don' give you money back ==
you remember dat kiss and lots more Flsuretta got for

you, {PAUSE) You forget somethlog elso, wa cherie. This.

CAILLOUX: - I mus' be really mix up, I forgot hium.
. FLEURETTE ¢ Well -~ you take him wit! you to Duguette. You, Callloux
strongest woodghopper everybody == you pever vant ta
gy bt eade?

forget you axa,f vever. (PAUSE) (WHISPER) And listen,

bebee -- Lf anything happen, don' you worry, Fleurette

pwear 55 everybody you never leave her tonight! Det's
! Freeal ) )

called -- alibi.

(MUSIC: _ _ . HIT EARD_AND_GO AWAY UNDER)

CHAPPELL: We will be back in just a moment with tonight'ls
BIG STORY ~-

(MUSIC: _ _ _ PANFARE)
{ COMMERCIAL)

o e g T A e L P ¥ =T
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #795

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!

CHAPPELL3

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:
HARRICEs
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

0f all America's leading cigarettes only ope is
"outstanding!® - only eng is "Qutstandingl®

It's the longer, fipner cigarstie - PELL MELL!

Look at a PELL MELL!

It 1ooks-goodi

Feel a PELL MELL!

It feels good!

Taste a PELL MELL!

It tastes goodl

Smoke a PELL MELL)

It smokes good!

Now you've discovered why S0 many of your friends hsave
changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigaretie.
PELL MELL! Gopd to look at ...

Good to feel ...

Good to ltaste ...

And good to iggkg.-

For PELL MELL'S greatex leneih of traditionally fine,
mellow tobagcos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat,. |

Thatts important!

Yes - PELL MELL'S greater lensth filters the smoke on
the way to your throat - gives you that gmoQihness,
pildness and gatisfaction no other clgarette offers

FOU.

L1 e - L e maao

— e
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- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #75

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL CONTINUED)
HARRICE: Of all America's leading clgarettes only gne is
- moutstandine!" - guly ene is "Qutstendingl"
CHAPPELL: The ionger, [iner cigarette in the distinguished red
package. PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES ..,

"gytstan L

HARRICES And - they are mild!

RTKC1 00b1854
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{mMys1c: _ _ _ INIRODUCTIQN AND UNDERJ_
Lty A 4£3L'?£C£l
- ANNCR : Noqﬂwe retur 70u to your nerrator, and THE BIG STORY

of == Dan Parkbr, as he lived it and wrote 1t -

NARR: You, Dan Parker, sports editor of the New York Daily '
Mirror have been spinning a yarn for Pete the ocopyboy
+e: & story that happened way back in Waterbuy when you
veren't much older tEan the kid...About a Canuck giant
named Oailioux, his girl friend Fleurette, and Duquette
-~ the giant's frisnd ... Fleurstits, mi%kingzcaiz%oux
of his money, has sent the giant to get seme from
Duguette, and at this point your Big Story begins.

PARKER: You see, Pete, bocause 1'd gotten lnterested in the
French millworkers, the desk alweys let ms handle the
news up in their bailivick...and one day -- & story broke
right up my alley. It was one rotten March day { SNBAK
SORT OF A WIND} I'd gone out with the cops on & call...

(w 0§p UP, STAY EEHIND)

PARKER: Sergeant Gaé-ab “~ took me out bayond the old Slocum
8chool,.and there, face dovwn ;n & gully...my first
corpse

3GT: You don't have to look at him long, Dan...I can tell
fcu a2ll you pead to know.

PARKER: {YOUNG AGAIN) Who is he, Sergeant?

3GT: Well, nils face 1s so cut up, we canft tell. Ae for the

oo ‘ leundry warks and the clothing labels --

PARKER : Gone? '

e SGT: Yup., It looks like murder with sowe sharp instrument.

That's all for now, Dan.

ﬂwamW
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PARKER:

307
PARKER:

PARKER:
SGT:

- A — ——

e .

foot by foot. Then

pile of 1a tqsa -mn s leavea.
" y-;{:" il it oty ““\r"“ ,,i(:' Sl

Wﬂiﬁ‘“ﬁ%’m bt

cks like a factory

Tha ‘; ) Why

‘z;zw(.
P heck stuhw

ama tha vietim's trouser pockets were turned out --

proving robbery was the motive --

Right.

3c -~- couldn't the stub have fallen out?

Sure, it could Dan. But do You know how many factories

there are that give out such stubs like that in this

Right. And by the time you've checked them all the

little stiff will have bean buried under the nagme of

John Doe. Toss the stub evay, kid.

the March winds,
HIT AND GO)

Toss 1t awvay to

Toss it away? Not me, Pete, The numbers on it haunted

me., A double thirteen -~ 1313.

There was more than

ons way to skin this particular kind of cat, bosides

checking the factorieg. I started out in a lecal

tavern to ses 1ir anybody knew of any recent ruckuses that

might have led to murder., So ~-

(DOOR OFENS)

BRI A
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PARKER {YOUNG) A bad night, Pierre.

PIERRE oui.

PARKER A good bight for murder, huh?

PIERRE Doesorxeim . Mobbe.

PARKER Been pretty quist lately around the naighborhoed?
PIEREE Qui,

PARKER No fights, squabbles, arguments, PuDREY | hrawls?

PARKER!

PIERRE :

PARKER:

addcacedyrevinor ot irgesarponst R
g e "\].'-'.-'.-

ttle joﬁrn&li wf11 mover be said that

S TESsened wy | tongue to anybody. Neither

There have been no fights. Once -= yes. Every night

--- whgn the Big One got away Trom the Little One.

o P aa
Whet khdpafebrriasrmy T

-- the btlg ons, the little
one?

fhe Big One -- Jacques Callloux. The Little One ~-

big one, & veritable wonster of & wan, uncontrollabls,
except by the 1ittle one, Wheu the 1ittle one is around
-~ the big one behaves.

And when the- 1ittle one 1s not around?

RTXC1 CO0b18SY




PIERRE: Ah, For that you must ask Fleurette. A no-good'

that ohs., One says =-- and I have seen, myself --

that every penny the Big Oune has -- she takes of

him.
- PARKER: Where does she work, this Fleurette?
i PIERRE: © Fleurette Wwork? (A LAUGH) Bleseikan-uddps --
does not elther toll NOr gRIW] = o ¢
1t$;§3£235;;:'F*‘g:éffgéedl And who is it that pays?
- eSOt ol _y/ ; _.
PARKER: And the Little Onej-#vhere does he work?
i FEIRRE: The Walker ¥ill.
N PARKER: . / /%. Any}'aody asks for me -- that..'s where Il'll be .
PIERERE: That I have alreedy gathered. May an old one give
- a young cne a word of edvice? Cherchez La Pemma.
Whsn it 1s & matter of two men and r;loney ~- goesk
the woman.
{MusIC: _ _ _ HIT AMD GO_UNDER)
T
e -

P TR T TN g e e R TR e J R L I L

ATHO1 00B1B5R




B e AR e

_19_

PARKER: Pete, when I walked into the Walker Mill, I had nothing bub
& hunch, But after I'd persuaded the night foreman to
lst me check the payreoll -- I had - this,.
(BUZZING OF TELEFHONE, THEN)
PARKER:  (FILTER) Parker, out on that Slocum School killing.
(PAUSE)} What've I got? Nothing bubt the identification
of the victim, that's -- (PAUSE) T kpow the cops haven't -
got 1t yet! T heven't given 1t to them. Rlukiannaabe
was Henril Duguette, How did I get it? His payroll stub

(PAUSE) His neame

had an unlucky number, that's sll, Thirteen, thirteen.

{MUSIC: _ _ HIT AND OUT)
5GT: Dan, you played me s dirty trick. How does it look to the
depaertment --- you, 2 cu#turning in the identificetion,
You wanna get me busted?
PARKER: That's all right. 5tick with me, Sergeant, and you can
- bring in the murdersr,
SGT: I suppose you've got him in' your pocket.
. PARKER ¢ Prectically. Just let me walk the beat with you tonighi,.
SGT: ¥What are we lookin' for?
F PARKER ! La Femme.
i SGT: You've been reading too many detective storles, _"Jhat
. voman? ' |
~~ °  PARKER: One Flourette, (PAUSE) Speaking of women -- who's that
S working in the store that's all 1it up?
l BGT That? Madame Celine, laundress, ilsi;widow, b vorks
H:” night and day,
s ) PARKER She's gonna have visitérsh
Al

(DOOR OFENS WITH LITITLE TINKIE BELL}

RTX0O1 GOb1859




- a ey L
Rt aLii e e F T

-20=
MADAME : Oul, Massisurs?
SGT: M'am, this young fellow wants to talk to you, He's 21l
‘right. He's a {riend of mine,

MADAME : .Cbeme&;M¢.

PARKER: Melam -~ I see you have a pile of shirts in the windov,
would you fetch me -- that one, please.

MADAME ¢ oui, M'sieu, (PAUSE) mm{,? . atl .

SGT! Why are you messing around wlth shifts, Dan, when =-
(PAUSE) (AMAZE)} By golly, I passed this shop a dozen
times tonight end never noticed that!

MADAME : Yhat %3 it that is wrong, sergeant?

PARKER: Nothing. Except thet this shirt was made to ciﬁ,a glant,
The man vho ovns that must b&m;
Madame ~- when this shirt was brought in -- what did they
say thédstain was?

MADAME : Yhy -- blood,
PARKER: Blocd.,
MADAME & Yes, The young lady who brought 1t in sald her young men

was in a bar-room disorder.
FARKER : And do you have the address of that young lady?
MADAME : On the ticket, oui, (PAUSE)} Just a few doors up the street

Hor name is - -

PARKER: Fleurette,
MADAME : But yes! How did you know?
PARKER I didn't., 1 guess3d, (PAUSE) Ma'm, the sergeant and I

ars taking this crivt with us,

L ettt ey Ao A T 8
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MADAME But what will Mamselle Fleurette say --
PARKER: That, Medame, is what I intend to find out, I'm going
to deliver this laundry -- unwashed]
(MUSIC: _. _ HIT AND GO_UNDER} _
PARKER: This is the house, Sargeané. Now ~ you go ring your box,
Get & whole squad of oops. Give.me -
3GT: Give you nothing, I'm going in w#ith you.
PARKER! No, no, I want ten minutas alons up there. Just you get
_ & squad of cops. Big ones, With clubs.
{MUSIC:_ _ _HIT_AND G6Q UNDER)
{STEPS UP STAIRS, KNGCK ON DOOR)
FLEURETTE! (BEHIND DOOR) Oui? Quiwwbeiet J/t‘iwm Zd‘z,.cu(. r
PARKER ! Open up, Fleurette.
{(DOOR QFENS) _
FLEUR: Who are you, with my name on your lips? I don't know
you, misteé.
PARKER : Makes no naver—min&. Shut the doof.
FLEUR: But --
(DOOR SIAMS)
PARKER! No buts, Fleurette., Just a couple of questions, (PAUSE)
Whose shirt ls this?
FIEUR: (WHISPER} Where you get, that you?
PARKER: Thet answers question onel! you know the shirt. Come on =~
whose?
FLEUR: I don't kno@. _ _
PARKER: That your hobby -- taking bloody shirts to the laundry?
{STLENCE) _
PARKER ! All righé. I'11 tell xgﬁ. Right from the paginnlné.

The shirt bolongs to Cailloux, The blood belongs to
Duquette,

ATHXO1 QO61Bb 1
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FLEURETTE : No, no!

PARKER: And that no is practlcally a hras -- I know Duguette.”
The 1ittle one &nd the big one -~ and you in the middle.

FLEURETTE ¢ You so wrong! Cailloux is wmy men -- alvays get into
fights. He got thees shirt &ll bloody inbarroom jus'
les! night. 80 I --

PARKER: ¥het barroom?

FIEUR: Why «~ why --- Pilerre's,.

PARKER:

Pievre's place lately. What do you say to thet?
FIEUR: (SILENCE) _
PARKER: What's the matter with you? Do you know what &n

accessory &fter the fact is? If Cailloux 1is caught,

and you'lve been helping him -~ you'll go to jail!l

.<' e e ‘.} . -~
i “Seep, TFleurette.

their way over here. You've got onme-.chance to

- got out of trouble, ' Just tell me the whole story.

e FLEUR: {SLINKY) You'be uice to Fleurette 1f she tell you?
T PARKER: Then you go know?
- ¥
e vall - -
- - Ot it e .':_ﬂ\':.'l'_-'r-'-';‘?:"‘-r-'r;‘-.ﬂrﬂ N
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FITUR: Sure. You ses, everybody crazy about Fleurstte...
S but she don' vent no want no wild Canuck..she don’
want no big ox Cailloux, she don't want no leetle shirmp
Duquette...{TURNING ON THE SEX) She like swart man,
1ike you. What's you name, anyhow? You pratty
handsome fella...I lak yob already..(REAL HOT) You don't
. : want to get Fleurette all mix up Wwit! no police, hey?
You and wme, we can have lots of good time, just you
and Fleurette, weo --
{DOOR HURLED OPEN)
CAILLOUX: Fleurette!

- FLEUR: CGallloux!
CAILL: Oui =-- Cailioux. (DEADLY) Who's dat? Det you new

, boy fren', hah?
FLEUR: Non, non, non! Dat's nobody, fallloux -= nobody!
CAILL: If dat's nobody -- why you twine you arms around him
. -- nobody! Why you Wrap yourself all around him --

nobody! Why you mek! up to & wman de wminute Cailloux
turn his back, hey? Nobody!

FLEURETTE: (SOBBING) Bebea, babee--

CAILL: (BITTER) Babee, babee -- (BEWILDERED) Mon dieu -- what
kind of woman are you, what kind of woman, twisk & wman
ayoun' you little finger, mek' him 6o all kinds bad

o tlings --

i AT T 4B T T ra T PR L I
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CAILL:

.. FLEUR
CAILL:
PARKER:

CAILL:
- PARKER:
CAYLL:
PARKER:

— g ‘.'-.

- PARKER:

B S T s Ly s R

vv. (BITTER-Rebecy USRS, . (CHILD LIKE FURY) You

don! love me, you don! care ebout we. Just lalk! little
Duguette say before I hit hiw wit! my ax...she gonna
petray you, Blg Cailloux...you gonna be los ! without
puguette, helsay -- he look at we wit! =ad oyes -~

and jus' bscause you mek me bllnd wit' you sweet talk --
Cailloux, Ceilloux, don'! talk like dat --

(WILDLY ON) Jus! beceuse of you, I “got nobody ler?.
Just bscause of you. ) Duguette, lestle Duguette
~- why I hit you? Who gonns help me now? Why I ,do

dat te you, Duguette, iaave nobody to help me! (HE 50BS)

I ambipmibire e baEl (AND OFF INTO RACKING 50BS)
{SOPTLY) Why you poor big galoot. -You really don't
know what 1t's ell about. (PAUSE} Cailloux. '
What you went, you?

You bettey coms with me, big fella.

Where?

To the police.

PTG P T L, S TR R 4 e ;.a!"-."‘r?.iﬁ-n-'.:'--‘.:"-!_ il s oy R T L L B e

Wowakgt to do. I don't mesn to K111 Lifddest
You geo tell copd@edmy! mesk s CHILDLIKE) I

t1ink mebbe ho lpeme® e ally Somou:

apQre on mister.
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- myself" I fin! Duquette.my ownﬂggm'{»

..v!:‘é"e"ti:‘DuquettaJ

Tux need youl (RUSHING OFF)

o : - whanadinesven (PAUSE) My {irst big story.

KID: DAMN. s
. PARKER: Huh? What is 1t, Pete?
KID: A1l T vant to know is -- what's the story got to do

with how to get to be a sports editor?

PARKER: (WRYLY) Frankly, kié -- I dumno. All.I know is -- they
1iked that story so much -- they,called me in and geve
me a better job. OSporte editor. That!s the way 1t
goes. You do a swell police story and what do they do?
They mweke you sports editor. {PAUSE) And I've been ‘

T in sports ever since. (PAUSE) You figure it out, Fete
-~ you figure it out. -
_— (MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_AND_AWAY FOR CLOSE)

,:. CHAPPELL: Iin just a72 t we w 5!,?011 a glegrag from Dan
T Parkardnr water ury rican vi nal outcome

of tonightls Big Story.

ARTHO1 0061865
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CHAPPELL:
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HARRICE :
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE :

CHAPPEILL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPEILL:

HARRICE:

Of all America's leading cigarattes only one is

“outstanding!" - only one is "Qutetandingl”

- the

longer, finer cigarette in the distinguiehed

red pockage. PELL MELL! Good to look &8t...

Good to feel.,.

Good to taste,..

And good to smoke.,

For FELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos fllteps the smoke on the way to your

throat.

That's important!

Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length fllters the smoke

on the way to your throst - gives you that

smoothness, mildness and gatisfaction ne other

elgarette offers you, Remember - FELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES -

gutstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

PARKER:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
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ead-you tq%ikziifgran fron Dan Parker of

L gt
iR .
Unable to undersiand the enormity of his crime killer

in tonight's Big Story readily adnittod the killing
of his friend to police and in accordance with the
1laws of Connecticut he was tried and convicted of
murder in the first degroe. Flanked by eight guards
ho was léd to the gallows and hung at Wethersfield
State Prison. Thank you very much for tonight's

PELL MELL Award.

Therk you, Mr. Parker...The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of

-the PELL MELL $500 Award for nctablé service in the

fisld of journalism.

Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FANMOUS CIGARETTES will present another

PIG STORY ~ A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Boston Traveler - by-~line Harry Friedenberg == A

BIG STORY about a lonely little man who made friends

with a stranger named --- Deathl

—_—rpti ol S e TR ™ em = e = s ==

aiemn .- el o T

i
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ANWNCR:
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The BIG 3TORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with

music by Vledimiy Selinsky. Tonight's program vas
written by Alan Sloane. Your narrator was Bob Sloane,
and Sam Wanamsker playod the part of Dan Parker., In
order to protect the names of people actually inveolved
in.tonight's authentic BPIG STORY the names of all
charaoters in the dramatization vere changed with the

exceptlon of the reporter, Mr, Parker,

Thisis Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
This is NBC -vu.. THE NATTONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

mec/8/13/48pn
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WNBC & NET THE RIG STORY 76

1 ) 4
10:00 - 10:30 PM SEPTEMBER -X;_ 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present -- THE BIG 3TORY!

(COUNTRY B.G.)

ROBZRT: Think this plece is safe enough?
ANDREM: It's lonely enough, isn't 147
RCBERT: I guess so, but,.. .
S oedl Cole, T,
ANDREW: Stop guessing end start pouring that gasoline Saewnd.
LRSI B=D PO SOBINR-CRN— CAR DOOR OPEN)
ROBERT: Okay, but if we get caught --
ANDREM: e 're not going to get caught.
ROBERT: 2= ol
ANDREW: By AU K e
ROBTRT: e
o m‘l { SPLASH OF C-ASO&INE BEING POURED)
ANDREW: )\ Get more on the % eat...
ROBERT: { NERVOUSLY) Okay, ockay...
ANDREW: Now empty the rest of it on the floor of the car.
ROBERT: That'!s all there is.
AMDREW: 411 right -- stand back, I'm going to put a mateh to it.
ROBERT: Se— — _ 23
ANDREW: ey

( STRIKE OF MATCH., BEAT. THEN, SUDDEN WHOOSH OF FIRE)
ROBERT: There she goes! Look at her. That!ll do the job all righi
ANDREWS: Yegh., It's burning that guy in th gseat s0 hls owmn
mother wouldn!t kmow him! ' .

(MUsIC: _ _HIT_AND_UNDER FOR)

ATHKOT C0B1870
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o CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1s America -- 1ts sound end its fury -
its joy and its sorrow -- as falthfully reported by the
ren and YgggP of the great American newspabers. ( PAUSE)
{COLD AND FLA:B} Boston, Maspachpsetts. From the pages
of the Boston Traveler -- the suthentic story of & murder
cass that broke all the rules., Tonight, to Harry
i Triedenberg of the Boston Traveler goes the FELL. MELL

Avard Tor THE BIG 3TORY!

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)

RTHC1 Q0B1871
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‘THE BIG STORY ~3=
FFLL MELL

QPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

‘CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{(VIBRAPHONZ: SINGLE, QUTSTANDING BONG!)
Of sll America's leading clgarettes only one is

"outstanding!" - only one is "Qutstanding!"

Tt's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MILL!

Look at & PELL MELL!

It looks good! -
Feel & PELL MELL!

It feels pood!’

Taste a PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoke & PELL MELL!

It smokes good!

Now you've discovered why so many of yeur friends have
chenged ko PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigarette,

For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos Filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

That's important!

Yes - PELL MELL!S greater length filters the smoke cn the
vay to your throat - gives you that smoothness, nildness
and satisfaction no ather cigarette offers you.

Of all America's leading cigarettes only one is
Ugutstanding!" - only ome is "Qutstendingm!‘

The longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed red

vackage. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, .... 'Outatanding!"

And - they are mild!

R e okt

et A e it
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CHAPPELL: And now, the story as it actually happened -- Harry

Friedenberg's story, as he lived.it. Boston Massachusetis.

NARR: You are Harry Fr;edenberg of the Boston Traveler, andthis
is your Big Story, It started out a&s most routine stories
do,..nothing unusual...no speclal label tied to the end of
it marked "urgent". Just anothsr story. And you, Herry
Friedenberg, know how toc take stories in your siride,
Youlve been in the newspaper game a long time; you've
vorn down a lot of copy penéiis. 50, when vou hear the
thone on your desk jangle...

{ PHONE JANGLE)

NARR;: You swing around and pick 1t up.

HARRY: Hello. Friedenberg talking.

- CAFPTAIN: Harry, this is Fred Turner at headquarters.

HARRY: What's on your mind, Captaln?

o CAPTAIN: (MATTER OF FACT) Just got & report on an sutomobile fire

N out Hudson vay. Back on the mill road, Don't lmow if
there's anything in it for you or not. I'm going out now.

HARRY: ~ (UNEXCITED) Thanks, Captain. I'l) meet you there.

- HAHRRY: Not much left of that bupggy, is thers, Captaint

- CAPTAIN:  (GRUNTS) Not enough.

HARRY: Not enough for what?

_' GAPTAIN: Not enough to identify the guy ve found in tmﬁ;t
Géééf with his head bashed 1n,
e HARRY: Murder?

ame - CAPTAIN: They didn't set fire to him for his health,

o gt T R el e V=T po——

;f.'
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EARRY:

CAPTAIN:

BARRY:
CAPTAIN:

T EARRY:
CAPTAIN:
HARRY :

- CAPTATIN:

SALLY:

- HARRY:

SALLY:

SALLY:

HARRY:

e SALLY:

e i

. —

_5-
Any leads on who he might have been?

Just that he was & small guy -- about five loot eix--vho

had & ring initislled A,M.R., & memo book -- a&nd & key.
Somebody wented to see him desd.
Can you check the plates on the car?
Sure ve gan. But, why should we?
Stolen car?
3tolen car.
Sure?
Eet you five bucks.
Five bucks? That!s worth a routine check-up, Besldes,
a good reporter learns to fimd thingsAfor himself.
30, stopping on)j f‘orW—bee!:ﬁ_tha&M—-
Sdpppidin, YOU aéi;%é-on down to the Buresu of Motor Vehicles,.
Massachusetts plate number 29473, Mr. Friedenberg?
That's right, Sally. Who'!s name is it registered in?
Um=--I'11 see,

{RIFFLE OF FILE CARDS)
{(EAGERLY) You tracking down another big story, Mr,
Friedenberg?
Thanks for making it gound like 2 big game hunt, 3ally,
but it's just o edwnle case of ldentification.
(DISAPPOINTED) Oh, I thought maybe -- {BREAKS OFF) Here it
is, Massachusetts plate number 29473 is reglstered in the
name of -- Andrew M. Richards,

L met m v me—

LR L WS

STING_AND_UNDER)
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6-7-8 REVISED

HBARRY: Andrew M. Richards. (TAKE] A.M.RV BSally, you'rs a
a geniusl ‘
SALLY: (CELIGHTED} I am? What did I do?
HARRY: You won me five bucks. Now, get me Andrew M. Hichards!
driver's license like & good glrl, huh?
SALLY: It's right here, The duplicate, that 1s,
o HARRY: ' Thanks. Iet's see, (MUMBLING AS HE READS) Andrev
B M. Richards, Address,.Date of birth: 1898.,.welght:
202...helght: six foot one.,.(UP) Well, I donit see
anything wrong here. I guess I..(TAKE) Hey! Height:
six foot cnel o
- SALLY: Thet's what 1t seys, Mr. Friedenberg.
e
o A
. '“’?f“ _ - - a
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HARRY: Rut the corpse in the car =- the guy who’was murdered --
- the police said he wes only five foot 2
SALLY: W2ll, the he couldn't have been this man! ’
HARRY: (EXCITED NOW) He certeinly couldn't have, Seddyr—pbuts
T P U T e - T T R e oy o g
- SALLY:  ~Heoddefee iR
a HARRY: > : _ AL T SO S o
. that this cassian'li poubins.sn moxe., Sally. This is news,
SALLY: (EXCITED TO0) ‘hat do you mean?
- HARRY: 1 mean that we heven't got the name of a gorpse anymore,
Andrew M, Richerds is the killeri
(MUSIC:_ _ HIT AND UNDER)
NARR: ILike a bullet crashing through a mirror -- like a rock
— treaking the celm surface of a lake--the Dicture is
distorted into a thousand unrelated images. Andrev M,
Richards, victim, suddenly, unreasonsbly becomes Andrew
M, Richerds, killer., Victim unknown, Only one fact
stands ¢lear in the jumnle of conflicting thoughts,
Andrew M. Richards wented pecple to think he was deed,
That's it. Hang onto that, Ask questlions about that fact.
Muestions like -~ why?
] (MUSIC: _ _OUT)
HARRY: Why does Andrew M. Richards went everyone to think he'ls
dead?
- NARR: For love?
HARRY: Uhuh -- he's too old & man for the violent psssions,
T MARR: For money?
ffﬁz? HARRY: How could seeming death profit a man in money?-
Y A\
RTHB1 Q061878




NARR:

- CLZERK:
HLRREY:

CLERK:

e HARRY:
CLERK:
HARRY:
CLERK:

HARRY:

ROBERT:

-10- .
That's it -- that's the question, And you, Harry Friedenbern
tmow the answer to that one. You move.
(. WOMA4N) What was that name again, Mr. Friedenberg?
Andrev M, Richards,
Richards, Andref M, Yes, here it is. He has a twenty
thousand dollarﬁ;:‘m?uwjith us.
When did he take it out?
Anril seventeenth of this year.
Three weeks ago!l How about beneficiaries?
Just one. His son, Rokert W, Richaxds.

(QUIETLY) Thanks you, Miss. Thank you very umuch,

i 5 13220y R LGRS SPE o rror—irii—pirs

BRI TE T U Y Ge T RIL It Horsonmaliaibomrer .
?jour Gerert 5 ite?

Lol OB R Al y—thla hims it dddnli - -

a man got killed -- not for anything he was, not for

anything he did. This time & man got killed just because

a preedy father and his greedy son vanted a corose, A

man got killed because they thought twenty thousand

dollars vas more important then & humen life. -So0, a man

zot killed. Jjind because you've been around a long vime

and because youlve stared face to face with greed and

rubbed eltows with men who were eaten dy it, you know

this sordid plan must heve started something like this....
(DCGOR SLAM)

{CALLING) Hey, Pon, Bill just told me thore'’s a ball game

down at the lot tonight., Wemns take 1t in?

ATX01 QCe1R?P?
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N ANDREM: (GENTLE, SOFT SPOKEN ALMAYS, AN INDULGENT F..THER) ot
tonight, I'm afraid, sonny. Welve got another game te
vlay tonight.

RODERT: What do you mean?

' #.NDREW: rael like making ten thousand dollars tonight, sonny?

- ROBERT: © Oh, Isn't it kinda soon, Pop?

ANDREV: Yhy? .

ROBERT: Well, you've only had that policy three weeks, Pop.

ANDREW: (GOOD-NATUREDLY) Is 1t my fault if T get killed Just thrss

weaks after I'm insured?

{ THEY LAUGH TOGETHER)

ANDREW:

sonny. I'm not sure I was smg 5 go 1n on this with Fou,

s. But I wanted to give my own son
Now, if you don't trust mo --

ROBERT: Ho, I trust you Pobv.

AYDREW: hod. (LAUGHS) After all, who gan you trust, if you can't
ROBERT: Who are we gonna--bump off?
LIDREW: Somecnc the copsfll think is me?
ROBERT: How'll we find him?
aem ANDREW: onh, I thought we'd just get in the car and - Arivo around
------ : writil we Pind & likely looking victim. All right?
- ROBERT: Okey., Let's go find ourselves & corpse.

w o {CAR IN MOTION TC STOP. SLIGHT TRAFFIC_B.G.)

o
. 43 ANDREW: Stop here, sonny, This is as good & place &3 any.
o

P T —e e T . Sawwe 1 R ¥ECD -'--A-—-.-—e-.a-—-.r'-'_".-.':-.ﬂ'tfiuﬁiw_i‘;---_'—ui:ﬁ-i;'f-'-‘-‘:-.-'.--n-: TR R EYICTTL I e T
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ROBERT:

LNDREW:

ROBERT:

LNDREW:

ROBERT:

L. NDRTW:

ROSERT:

AMNDREW:

ROBERT:

AIDREW:

i/

ROBERT:

S HNDREW:

ROBERT:

ANDREW:

e - i RTEE

12~
okay. Let's get out and look around.
(CLR DOCR OPEE AND CLOSE UNDER)
VeTll just pick oul some guy and strike us a conversation
vith him, and then -~ we'll take him for & littlse ride In
thz country.
I aet you, Well, what's wrong with that man over there
by the curd?
(SOFTLY) Nothing. But donft rush wme, sonny.
iy do you have to bo choosy?
I don't. But it isn't every day I go shopping for &
cornse, I want to take my timo and meke & good choice.
There's a whole bunch of guys in front of that newsstend
thera.
So T sec. What do you think of the gentleman with the
rod heir?
Red hair! A4re you nuts? You haven't got red hair., The
cope'd never think it was you!
ifter we got through with him? You can!t identlfy
SORENY.
Oh, yesh, I forgot, Well, then, he'd be etay, I guess,
(STII1 THE INDULGENT FATHER) I'1l tell you what. ¥ou
nick someono, sonny, I'11l let you do the choosing,
Pick anyone you want, ‘
LSHORT—I»UGRI-Okay, (DECIDING) Let's seoe. {PREAKS OFF}
Key, you know scmething? Makes you feol funny, standing
on & street corner, deciding vhe'!s gonna got killed and
who'!s not gonna. Makes you feael likeigod.
{PLE.SED) Go ahead and pick, eonny.

R e PRPRE L s o AT 1 T e T TR T e s
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ROBERT: A11 right, &ll right. Lemme decide, Pop,.
ANDRZW: (MUSING SOPTLY) Romembeor how you used to hick out the toy
vou wanted vhen you were a little feller? You used to say,
"Eenle, meenle, ninie, wmo.,."
ROBERT: >fdwegaide-) Yoah, that's right, Okay, I'11 do it that way.
' Benie, meenie, minie, mo, catch a bsggar by the toa, if
he hollers, let him go, eenie ~- meenio -~ minio =- mo!
Okay, that's the one, Pop., The kid in the blue shirt.
I pick him.

ANDREW: All right sonny. Let's go invite him for a ride,

o (MusIC: _ _ERIDGE)
ROBERT: Hey, buddy, got & mateh?
DIVE: Huh? 0Oh, & match? ¥hy, sure. Here you arc,
.- ROBERT: Thanks., Cigarcette?
DAVE: ¥o thank you. I--{THEN CHANGES MIND. SHEYLY) Well, sure,

That would be fins,

ANDREW Nlee evening, isn't 1t?

DAVE: - (YOUNG,EAGFR, SHY) It sure is. Makes me think of the
evenlngs back home. !

ANDREW: Oh, you're & strangsr In }own?
4 } !‘ - ;

EITHD RSP

DAVE: That's right A I cameo here to take & job. It's a darn good
job but -- well, I get kinda lonescmo for nome, sometimes.
. ANDREW: I know how you feel, .Omd .
. DAVE: Sort of gets you down, you know, when nobody knows you

and you don't know anybody.

s ANDREW Sure, I suppoae you feel you could just drop out of sight
o and nobody would know the difference, mmm?
&3
#_;hﬁ_
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DAVE: That!s it. .nd back howo, well, there's tha folks, and
- rm e Pate.,that's my dog, and well--you know, Home's homc .
Nice to talk to somcone for a change thouzh. Lucky for m¢

you wanted & mateh.

ANDREW: Tt1s lucky for us, toO.
- DaVE: I guess maybe you think 1t's silly for & man to sey he's
| lonely alone in 2 strange town,
ANDREW: Not at all, - Por’ octly natural. Uh, my son and I wore

just golng for 2 drive in the country. Wetd like to heve

you come along.

DAVE: Ch, no, I couldn't.
o ROBERT: Why not?
DIWE: Well, it just ;:}_gesn't scom right..

b; t/u, w).é./

T ANDREW: Oh, come along)(’ Do you good to gat out.qfor e while
DAVE: Well, I -- (THEN) A1l right, then., I'da -- I'd liks &9
very much.
ANDREW: Good., My certs just acrose the strest.
DAVE: oh, there's just one thing. if you don't mind, It'd like
to run down to the corner and mail this lstter first,
Ttts to my rother. (LITTLE TAUGH) You know hov it is..
" she worries about me alone in the city. I Jjust want ner
to know I'n all right,
X (MysIc: _ HIT HARD AYD HOI; UNDER FOR Fl ..9/74 o

________ utp
S DAVE: nice comes, mister. W—i——

iz et c-mlafﬁ‘/ X

AWDREW: Well, I'm glad.;ou—é—i&-— Now, { EFFORT) Hare!s another

1ittle treat for you!

DAVE: Hey! VWhat are you doing!

—— W

ATHO1 Q06 1RE 1
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LNDREW: I've got him, Go ahead Sonnyl
DAVE: Look, T -~
(CRUSHING BLOW)
T ANDREW: Again, sonny.
— ( CRUSHING BLOW)
ANDREW: - . Again,
e : {BLOW)
- © ANDREW: Thatls i1t. That's & good boy, sonny.
(MUSIC: _ _UP AND TO_CURTAIN)
~ CHAPPELL: We will be back in just a moment, with tonight's BIG STORY.
(MUSIC: _ _FANFARE)
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
o
e
T /! : A : : ’ T B
ATXKO1 QO 18BB2




T
.

~16~-

THE BIG STORY ¢/8/48

PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE;
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!}
of all America's leading cigarettes only one Iis

"outstanding!" - only one is "Qutstanding!”
It's the longer, finer cigarette -~ PELL MELL!

Look at a PELL MELL!
It looks good!

Feel & PELL MELL!
It feels good!

Taste a PELL MELL!

It tastes goeod!

‘Smoke a PELL MELL!

It sumckes good!
Now you've discovered why so wany of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, the longer, finer cigarette.

PELL MELL! 'Good to look at ...
Good to feel ... '

Good to taste ...

And zmood to smoke.

For FELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally finpe,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.
That's important!

Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the

way to your throat - gives you that sﬁoothness, mildness

and satisfaction ne other cigarette offers you. .

(MORE )

. P —— T LR T T AT

at
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._.. ' THE BIG STORY 9/8/48
PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERGIAL: (CONT'D)

HARRICE; Of all Amerlca's leading cigarettes only ome is

*gutstanding!” ~ only one is "Quistanding!"

CHAPPELL: The lenger, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

s package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ... "Qutstanding!"
_ HARRICE: And - they are mild!
T e

E— SRRt S
R —
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HARRICE :

NARRATOR:

HARRY :

CAPTAIN:
HARRY:

c ALIN:
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-18-
I % ODUCTION AND UNDE

'IJ"I

Degeoach ;uuu*u you to your ator, and the Big Story ¢
Harry Friedenberg, as he llved it, and wrote 1t.

You, Harry Friedenberg, of the Bosten Traveller, are sick.
You ars sick with a terrible anger. This isn't the first
crime case you've covered. Not by a long shot. But 1t's
the most viclious, inhuman case you've ever covered. A man
is dead. You don't know his name. No one does. A1l you
¥now 1s that he was & man who committed no crime, who did
no evil, but who died because two men needed a corpse «=
and it turned out to be him.

I didn't know I could get so Worked up cver a ocase,

Captalin. But I am-

At we found in the burned car.

" A memo book and & key, huh?

That's right. There's just one other little thing.

a2t Xl

bcg A:44-ay,oatz
- CATTAIN: A he b&% finally picked up the father, Andrev M. Richards,

e HARRY:
L

e CAPTAIN:
. §

this morning. He'd been missing since the killing.
Lnd—y9u—aal4-%h&%—&-i&&bl0-xh4ngi—.ﬂhﬁ—h&iﬂ-&hﬂ-&dllﬂa#—
where iz he? Can I talk to him? Where are you holding
him?

Také it easy, Harry. You sound like & cub on your first

assignment.

ARTXO1 QUB1BRS
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CAPTAIN:

CAPTAIN:

HARRY:

CAPTAIN:

HARRY :

CAPTAIN:

ANDREW:

ROBERT:
CAPTAIN:

-19-

(CLICK OF SWITCH)
(INTO DIGTAPHONE) Sergeant, send Richards and his son in
now, please.

{CLICK OFF)
I had these two men brought in for questioning on the
strength of that life insurance policy you dug uvp, Harry,
so I'm going to let you sitv in on this preliminary
questioniﬁg.
Thanks, Captain. I appreciate that.
pontt esxpect any newshreak, though. They'1ll both deny all
knowladge of the crime.

{DOOR OPENS)
Deny 1t? They're gullty as sin!
Sure, but -- (BREAKS OFF} Oh, here ve are. Thanks,
sergeant. All right, Mr. Richards. You and your son come
in and sit down, please. (PAUSE) I suppose you know vhy
youlre being held.
(PAUSE)
DLd you hear me, Mr. Rlchards? I asked you a question.
(IGNORING HIM) I heard somebody say we were gullty as sin,
Didn't you, sonny?
Yeah, ?op. I heard.
Well, LI'm glad you did. Now, are you two goling to make it

easy for everybody and confess?

ANDREW : (IGHORiFG HIM) You know, it's & funny thing, sonny, the

ROBERT:
CATTATIN:

questions a cop can ask.
Yeah. I just noticed, Pop.

You gonna make me sweat it out of youl

RTKO1 QOB 1BBE
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ANDREW : There'ls another funny thing, sonny. The dumb threats a cop
) can make.

ROBERT : Yeah. I noticed that, too.

CAPTAIN: (cOLD) You're misleading the boy, Mr. Richards. I think

- maybe I'd better talk to him alone.
-ex ANDREW : (STILL IGNORING HIM} 'Then, like I said, sonny, there's the
o " dumb tricks a cop can pull -- like questionlng us at
seperate times, and telling me you confessed, and telling
you I confessed.
ROBERT: It won't work with us, FoD.
HARRY: (PLARING) Captain, make them sweat! Make them talk you
you! Make them!
CAPTAIN; Easy, Harry. I don't have to make them sweat. I already
have enough evidence to send Mr. Richards and hls son to
- the chair.
ANDREW: And the lies. I tell you, sonny, the biggest llars in the
world are cops.
CAPTAIN: (SNAPPING) All right, Richards -- that'll do. Take them
away, Sergeant.

(DOOR OPEN)

ANDREW: So soon? Looks like the Captain 1s angry at us, huh,

- sonny?

B ROBERT 3 Yeah,.Pop. It looks that way.
- BOTH: (LAUGH UNPLEASANTLY. CUT OFF BY)
; {DOOR SIAM)

N (TAUT SILENCE. THEN)
~~= ~_  HARRY: (BREAKING OUT) Why, those rotten little --
e CAPTAIN:  (CONTROLLING HIMSELF) Forget it, Harry.
- '£BHARRY: . (BURNING) Laughing at us. Laughing in our faces!

—- L]
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CAPTAIN: (RUEFULLY) They can afford to laugh. That's the trouble.
The prosecuting attorney's geing to have a hard tiume
getting a conviction on those .two babies. No jary is golng
to hapd out a murder rap when we don't even know the
victim's name!

HARRY : (SORE)} Listven, Captain..:l don't know about a jury, but
those two guys deserve the shair. WNow, how do 1 go about

making geod and sdre they get it?

N sl UL
CAPTAIN: Pind o the “;der yvictin =,

B LpRmit

-
HARRY: How? HNothing to EB on but that key and the memo book.
CAPTAIN: That's right. A memo book with just one page of notes..

only nobody can make head or tall out of that one page.

HARRY; Iet's see 1t again.
CAPPAIN: Here you are. Your guess is as good as &anycone elses.
HARRY : Mmmm. 1t says "Davis: two and a half. Chandler; one and

a quarter. Temple: three and’'a half."

CAPTAIN: But three and a half what? Tvo and a half what? That's
the guestlon.

HARRY: Could be dollars.

CAPTAIN:  Sure, sure. Or it could be watermelons. And what's
"Hayis" and "Chandler" and "Temple"?

HARRY: ‘Search me.

CAPTAIN: (DISGUSTED) See? It's no good, Harry. It's 1ike lookling
for a needle in a haystack.

HARRY: Unless you try my idea.

CAPTAIN: What's your ldea?

HARRY: Pablish & plcture of that mem§ page in the Traveler.

Maybe we'll get a bite. ‘Who knows?

. e e
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—_ BILL: (FILTER) Mr. Friedenberg, I'm calling about that picture
of the memo book in the Traveler thls moerning ---
. HARRY: Can you e%plain what it's all about?
BILL: (FILTER) Sure. It's plain as daylight. The names are the
names of freight checkers down here at the railroad yards.

~ The numbers are the number of hours some frelght -handler

worked for each of them.

Bl HARRY: Good man! What's your name, and vhere are you row?
BILL: (FILTER) Bill Hansen. I'm down at the freight yards.
HARRY: Hold everything, Bill. I'11l be right there.
_ ({Musigc:_ _ _BRIDGE)
BILL: See how it works, Mr. Friedenberg? Take thls notation here,

"Davis: two and a half." That means this guy musta worked
for Pete Davis for two and a half hours, loading freight,
Then, here, where it says "Chandler: one &nd a quarter?”
Well, Chandler's a checker, too. This guy musta worked for
him for an hour and a quarter. See?

;L; HARRY : (THOUGHTFULLY) Yeah, I see. 0.K., Bill -- Now, welve got
to check Davis’ list, and Chandler's list and Temple's

list for the names of the men who worked these number of
hours for them. There shouldn't be too many who worked

these shifts for these exact tlme perlods.

. BILL: I catch., Then you can boil them names down to “he guy who
e made these notes.
o HARRY: That's right.
';%. BILL: Only, then whaddya got?
'*T'“; ﬁARRY: Then, L!ve got the 1nformation_that'll send two killers te
;jjﬁy the chair! -
. (MusIC:  _ _BRIDGE)

e s b e
i ume g ekl T T F
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HARRY :

BILL:
HARRY:

(MISIC:

WOMAN :
HARRY :
WOMAN ;
HARRY :

WOMAN :

LANDIORD:

HARRY :

LANDLORD:

TANDLADY :

HARRY :
LANDLADY :
HARRY :
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well, I guess thet doss 1t, BLill, According to the way
these lists counter-check, thq man I want is either
Chase, Findley or Vinton, GOive me those addresses, hun?
What for?

I'm going to pay & call on sach of thess three
gentlemen. If welve figured right - one of them ian't

going to be home. -

Mr. Chase? No sir. He ain't home.

He's not eh? When did you see him last?
(ALOOF)} I don't snoop on my boarders, mlster.
Listen, lady - this is important. Have you seen Thomes
Chase in the lest three days?

(WITH A SNIFF) Well, if you must pry - he stopped by
the kitchen to borrow the evening paper just last night.

Joe Findley? Why, sure, Joe lives here, but he ain't
home now,

How long since he has been hone?

Couple minutes. He Just stepped down to the corner

for a pack of cigarettes.

Dave Vinton? Why, yes. He moved Iln here about itwo
weeks ago.

Does ha still live here?

(LITTLE LAUGH) Well, now, you might say ~ ye$, and no.

What do you mean, Yyes and no?"

ARTHB1T CO61BRO0




LANDLADY :

NARRATOR:

HARRY :

NARRATOR:

LANDLADY :

NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:

ST

Well, he's 21l pald up on his rent for another wssk, so
you might say yes. DBut then, he hasn't heen here for
three days, so you might say no.

Dave Vinton - who hasn!t been home for three days -
and a body, found three days ago - a body without & neme,
This, you tell yourself, this ls getting close. TYou
try to sound casual -
{TRYING TO SOUND CASUAL) Uh-- I'd like to have & look
at Mr. Vinton's room,if you don’'t mind,
She nods, and leads you up the narrovw stajirway ..
(TWO PAIRS OF FEET ON STAIRWAY) _
This way. Don't know how you'll get in, though. Door
to his room's locked. C’L‘Jﬂ(vﬂ'f”“é"
Loeksed., Your hand reaches into your pocket for thaqkey
you borrowed from Captein Turner. This is f£t, Thia is
vhere the trail ends. In front of & locked door. This
is wvhere you find out whether or nect you have the
evidence that will send a father and his son to the
electric chair, The key is cold in your hand, You slide
it into the lock, If it opens the door - 1Lf it works,
then - you'll ¥mow. {(TENBE) Yoy|turn the key in the lock.
(CLICK OF BOLT BACK) (;1 ATERS
It works. You know,
{DOOR QPEN}

A1l right, Mr. Richerds.  You and your son silt down.
Cless the door, will you Harry?

A T A Ty SR T T bt T
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CAPTAIN:
ANDREW &

ROBERT:

ANDREW &

HARRY

CAPTAIN:

HARRY:

ANDREW:

HARRY':

ROBERT :

HARRY:

ROBERT:
HARRY:

ROBERT:

HARRY:

-25- REVISED

You bet, Captaln,
{DOOR CLOSE UNDER )

All right,'you two. We have the evidence we vant now.
(SMILING) 7The Captain's not very original, 13 he,
sonny?
Naw. Ha's still in the same o0ld groove, Fop.
(ANGRY) Not quite the same old groove. Thanks to some
smart reporting.,
Smart reportingl Listenrto that, sonny. Just llke in
the movies!
(colb) That's right, Mf, Rlcherds. Just like in the
movies, Now, let me tell you the reat of the story.
You know - what the reporter found out,
{LAUGH3) Get this, sonuy.
Yes, get this, sonny. I found out about & msn. A young
man. Iet mo tell you sabout him. He used to 1live in a
small furnished room in a boarding-houae, and he was
lonely. S0 lonely he used to go out for long walks in
the evenlngs.,
(FRIGHTENED) Pop - what's he palking about?
(GOING ON) He used to go for walks in the evening
because he wanted to talk to paople so he wouldn't be
so lonely. He didn't know anybody in the clty.
Shut up! Make him shut up, Pop.
Ard then, one night, he met two people - & father - and
his son -

(uP) Make him shut up, Popl

* {TOPPING HIM, FAST NOW) -- & father and his son who bad

e car and who asked him to go for & ride in the country -

Cmeaee AT e ——are R gt e et e

RTXC1 08061892




e i e T A A P 4 T

ROBERT:

ROBERT :

ANDREW :

HRRRY:

T - T P L Tiaca, e T T

et e T (PL T VLR i St L P R L L

REVISED -
&

Nol

And he wents; Only it turned out to be the last ride

Dave Vinton ever took.

(WHIMPERING) I.told you, Pop. I told you they'd fimd ,
out his name. Itts all your fault,

(QUIET . SNEEniNG) My fault! Why you yellow little
brat. What kind of a eon are you, enyhow? What kind of
& son are you not to stick by your fether?

Yourll

Heo '1} stick by you, Mr. Richards. Don't worry.

both bowpotnuebonsnarantemphaae-5 0ge ther .

e T e e g —

In just a moment, we wlll read you & telegram from

Harry Friedenkerg of the Bostoh Travelsr with the final

outcome of tonight's Blg Story.,

(CLOSING COMMERCTAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #76

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE. OUZSTANDING BONG!

CHAPPELL: Of all America's leading clgarettes only c¢ne is
voutstandine!" - gnly one is "Qutstandinel” - the
longer, Liner cigarette in the distinguished red
package, PELL MELL! Good to logk at ...

HARRICE: Good to feel ...

CHAPPELL1 good to taste ...

HARRICE: ind geood to smoke.

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S grgater lensth of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

HARRICE: That's important!

CHAPPELL1 Yes - PELL :ELL'S grester leneth filters the smoke on
the way to your throat - gives you that Emoothness,
nildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers
you. Remember - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES -
"Qutstandine!"

HARRICE: Ané - thev are mildl

B
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CHAPPELL:

FRIEDENBERY:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

P L S

28~

Now, we read you that telegram from Harry Friedenbsrg of
the Boston Traveler.

Sentenced to die in the electric chair, killers in
tonight's Big Story beceme the first father and son

{n Massachusotts! 308 years of capital punishment to

be sxecuted: Mw%ﬂfy'both vent to tha
chalyr on the seme day. Many thanks for tonlight's FELL
MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Friedenberg ... The makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to have neamed you the winner
of the PELL MELL 3500 Award for noteble service in the
fleld of journalism,

Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present anot-er

BIG STORY ~ & BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Chaerlotte, North Carolline news =- by-line C.A. Paul --

A BIG STORY thet reached its climax e&s o murderer hid

in & swamp surrounded by a mob gone mad with the heat,

ARTHKO1 00k 1895
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 CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vladimir Selins?y. Toﬂight's program was
written by CGall Ingram. Your narrator was Bob Sloane,
and Alan Hewitt played the part of Harry Friedenberg.
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. Friedenberg.

CHAPPELL: America is now celebrating National Youth Month...
Safeguard the future of young Americans by giving them
every opportunity to grow into happy, useful cltizens.
You help do your part - get to knoW your children -
thelr teachers, their playmates! Remember - today'!s
youngsters are Americe's future securityl
This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

LNNCR: This is NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

RTHOT QOK1896
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T WHBC & NET THE BIG STORY ' PROGRAM #77

)« )
L 10:00 - 10:730 PM SEPTEMBER_15, 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present,.,THE BIG STORY.

(MUSIC: FANFARE. .. QUICKLY INTQ:)

(CRICKETS IN DISTANCE,,RADIO SOFTLY PLAYING
Frns ) LOWPOWN JAZZ, .

B l‘..;\m A
MAN WALKS SLOWLY AND HEAVILY ONTO THE PORCH..HZ

) ¥ ek
R e T R b

SITS DOWN WITH & DULL THUD: HE I8 HOT AND TIREEJ)

_ PAUL: (EXHALES) Hot enough night for you Annie?
. ANNE: {IN SAME STATE,.IRRITABLE - BUT SHE LIKE3 HER HUSBAND)
JLetts don't talk sbout 1t - hunh Paul?
,.«—.-,;:4, IVM/
s PAUL: F4m B0 hot I could die, (PAUSE) That radio annoy you?
ANNE: No.
PAUL: . I can't stend it.
_ ANNE: Well, shut it of? then.
PAUL: I'm too hot to move., Annie, you got to swing that hemmock?
ANNIE: That annoy you too? (PAUL: Yesh) Toc bad, I suppose the

- ickets mfmoy you too,

PAUL: ;4m s hot T could die.
ANNE; You said that. Why don't you go to bed?
PAUL: Ttis hotter in there than out here, What & nighc. @adlx

-_-hh_vl_hs ot o SAM = -

- {TWO SHOTS FIRED WAY OFF MIKE)

T ANNE: Paul!

- PAUL: (CASUAL, TIRED) Ah - backfire - somevheres in the swamp.
o ANNE: There's no road that neavy. That wasn't backfire,

;::ﬁr PAUL: Look - I don't cere if it was --

e (TWO MORE SHO®S.,NEARER, THEN A THIRD)

——— AN

[N P et i i i otk R B P
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That's & gun, Paul, that's & gun!
{HE JUMP3 UP}

(2FHNSEY A1l of 8 sudden dtls._not

CHAFPELL:

sudden I'm %emembering I'm a reporter, & sudden -

Annie, get the etls find cut, Flve shots in the

Anndesothatleairder,

n
T

THE BIG STORY, Here is America: ita sound and fury, 1it's
joy and its sorrow, as faithfully reported by the men and
women of the greet American newspapers, (PAUSE, . THEN
FLAT) Charlotte, North Carolina, from the {ront pages

of the Charlotte News, the authentic story of murder and
a mob and & reporter's race sgainst time, Tonight, to

C. A. Paul of the Charlotte News goes the PELL MELL Awerd
for the BIG STORY, '

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

ATXOT 00B189%




THE BIG STORY 9/15/48 -3-

PELL MELL

QPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFFPELLt
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
of all America's lesding cigereties only ¢ohe is

*outstending!"” -~ only one is "outetandingl"®
It's the longer, finer cigaretts - PELL MEIL1.}

Look at a FELL MELL!

Tt looks good]

Feel & PELL MELL!

It feels good!

Taste & PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoke & PELL MELL{

It smokes good!

Now youl!ve discovered vhy 20 many of your friends have

changed to PELLr MELL, the longer, finer cigarette, For

PELL MELL'S greater lepgth of traditionally fine, mellow
toteccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat,

Thetts important!

Yas - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on

the way to your throat - gives you thet smoothness,

mildness end satisfaction ho other cigarette offers you.

Of all America's leading cigerettes only gne 1s

- only one is "Outstandingi”
The longer, finer cigerette in the distinguished red

"gutstanding!"

peckage., PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.... "outstanding! "
And - they are mild!l .
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-~=  (MYSIC: _THE THEME: HOT, NOT T0Q SERIOUS..UP AND UNDIER:).

CHAPPELI: Ané now the story es it ectually happened: C.A. Paul'ls story
as he lived it. Charlotte, Neyth Carclina,

(MUSIC: _UP AMD UNDER FOR:)

NARR: 1% had never heen hotter, The flat, sweety hand °f summer

N

had pressed down on you and the whole city of Charlotte for

six w%zks without & 1 Nerves wer tense and energies

At nmoadka

1ou/.1 N T Y '!:i.:é ottt R

k=T

et

i %hg1—~b§;:T ¢, A. Paul, reporter for the Charlotta'News,

reporter and ameteur psychologist, SRttt RO i etriresd,

- Lot E TN ST e you stand in the morgue with
= vour friend Sxt. Joey Lewvin, of Hemicide, ané loclk at the
remains of a men picked up in the swamp wlth five pullsts
in his head -- the same five shots you heard just off the
01& Gastonia Road, near the Cetawba River. The riorgue is

. & hotbox,

LEWIN: {DRYLY HUMOROUS. .NOW USIHCG THE CLICHE} Is it hot 2nough I'3r

i you, Paul?

o PAUL: f&RONIC) Ha, ha - sarge, very funny.
;:: LEWIN: Gimme & clgarette,
e PAUL: Help yourself.

e LEWIN: Match. (PAUL: Heve) Light it will you?
— PAUL: You want me to smoke it for you, too?
R,

2

z LoaTemme e T 0T
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LEWIN: You are hot.

PAUL: Yeah, Not & pretty sightf

LEWIN: Five bullets in the head!1ll disfigure any man. I suppose
you want the facts, Paul?

PAUL: Yeeh and gimme back my matches, sarge,

LEWIN: Neme of Jeff Livingston: texi driver. Drove one of them
Blue Top cabs, You know, & quarter a rlde enywheres in town.

PAUL: You figure it as a holdup and killing?

LEWIN: Mmm hm. Probably got &11 of ten dollars off him, the idller,
They don't let those drivers carry too much loose change.

PAUL: Ten bucks, Amazing what people will do,

LEWIN: I'm only guessing ten, might have been five, I figurs the
killer made him drive out the Old Gastonia Roed to the
marsh and then in the peace and qulet did it.

PAUL: Got anything on him - the killer?

LEWIN: It would fit in your eye and wouldn't bother you.

PAUL: Like what, sergeant?

LEWIN: I flgure the murder & little guy - five feet, five fest one,

PAUL: How do you flgure thet?

LEWIN:

Footprints, angle the bullets entered the head - hut nothing

to go on really.

PAUL: There's mayoe five thousand people in town that tell.

5 LEWIN: At least,,.(PAUL: 30%)} So I got a special box called File
L and Forget. Oh, we'll investigate sure, but brother in this
= heet and with that little to go on -~

= PAUL: T get you.

T LEWIN: Gimme another cigarette, will you? (PAUL: Here.) And &

= retch., Go ahead, light it,

= 4% payL: (ANNOYED) Want me to smoke it for you too?

ot e . ey g el
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TEWIN: (PLACATING) You vetter do what I‘ﬁ gonna do, Feaul., Get In
a tub, turn on the fen and - file and forget,
NARR; You write vour story - front page - (murder always is) = hut
" the next day it's almost forgotten, Too hot to think aboub
enything, even murder, Charlotte, North Carolina (ineluding
s you) forgets about it, everybody deoes. They do until, Eafly
one morning---

(SHRILL PHONE - TWICE)

ANNE: (SLEEPY) Paul, Paul! Wake up!
PAUL: (SAME) What - what's & matter with you?
- ANNE: The phone's ringing.
PAUL: I hear it, %ﬁu ansver 1t.
ANNE: You answer 1t.
PAUL: Vhat time is 1t? -- Two o'clock! and hot!
ANNE: Answer it!
dﬁ{ (HE AN3WERS IT)

PAUL: A Hello,

o LEWIN: (FILTER, SLOW BUT URGENCY IN IT) Paul?
PAUL: Who 13 this?
LEWIN: Hot enough Tor you, Faul?
PAUL: {AWAKE) Serge? That you Sgt, Lewin?
LEWIN

That's right, Hot, isn'ft 1t?
e PAUL: What'!s the matter?
— LEWIN: Thought you might like to know (yeu're still on the Blue
Top killing, arentt you?)
PAUL; {IMPATIENT} Sarge, what happened?

g | gl .
] LEWIN: Another one,get over to Clty Hospital, Emergency Ward 2.
N S8 And you better move; Paul., EgemtttiITR LIS RUY CHTheRg-ii,
R L e ialbdty=trtruraty, :

e — e -
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PAUL: Thanks, sarge.
LEWIN: ©Oh, Paul --
PAUL: ' Yeah?
) LEWIN: Bring along some clgarsttes, will you?
- {Mus1c: VP QULCKLE -I-j??:_jﬂqf ,/{zwé; : gmﬂ' ﬂ /7?& / 'éé’..-:@/

s LEWIN: (QUIET SCENEA‘NDW ust talk slowly, cab¥le, Braun's your

A name?

BRAUN: (DYING BUT DOESN'T KNOW IT, HAS SOME VIGOR) That's right.
vie Braun, I drove him to the marsh, this fellow, He told
me to get out and then he said "Gimme the money you got."

LEWIN: @B@EMWWWMW

BRAUN: I gave him &ll I had, $1.75, (I had & bad night.) He took it
and swore at me end said I had more. (PAUL: Did you?} TWo.
He searched me. That's all I had., A buck seventy five, So
he said get back in the car.

LEWIN:  -EAME-ROERey—blytomy ™~

BRAUN: Then he made me drive him to a place, & shack, Tguoye—ip
YoSaata=pteae in the woopds ~-=

PAUL:' Where was 1%

BRAUN: Bout a quarter mile from the marsh - right on the edge, Just
s wooden shack, Nobody else was there but I seen clothes in
the closet and & bivdecage - there was no bird, just a cege

——— in the kitchen.

PAUL: 0h, you went in the shack?

BRAUN: Yosh, he made me stand in the k¥itchen while he ate. He
fixed some ham 2nd made a sandwieh .-

\: PAUL: How do you like that?

vl ey e byt g W mEet et
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BRAUN:

PAUL:
BRAUN:

LEWIN:
BRAUN

LEWIN:

LEWIN:
CPAUL:
LEWIN:
e PAUL:
LEWIN:

PAUL:
LEWIN:

e % paApL:

-8-
Then he mode me go beck to the car and drive out to the
marsh agein and that's where he did it. He sald "Start

running" end I did, He fired 5, & times. (LOW) He hit ma

twice.

Takewibuoaaypmdodbowemmmt you hed & good look at him?
Yeah. I seen him in the houses plain as you, He was & shorg
guy and kind of big shoulders, had a sqQuooshed-in face, llke
g piano fell on it or something., (FLARES) Sergeant, [ind him,
will you. He trled to --
Just take it easy, Get some sleep, Braun. We'll take cers of
1t,

( FEW STEPS TO MOVE FROM BRAUN)
You know this town, Paul. Who'!s 5 one, big shoulders, loods
like a plano fell on his face?
{(THINKING) Gee, I don't know, Serge, it could be anybody --
you got an idea?
There's & filling station out Wilkinson Blvd, Twu meonths
tack - remember & little story you wrote -- mechanle got
into a fight with --
(EXCITED) Hey, wait & minute -- Could it be Mutt Sager!
That!s the name. You think i1t and I think it, Mutt Sager,
Did you check him?
I checked him, Nowhere'!s around, Last time he was seen ves
gix days ago, Somebody saw him hail a cab on the_Old
Gastonie Road,

And hels nowhere around, That's the guy then.

ol T e T g s A ETRIT e KRR T W E T P T
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LEWIN:

PATL:
LEWIN:

PAUL:

- LEWIN:

- PAUL:

LEWIN:

PAUL:

LEWIN:

PAUL:
LEWIN:
PAUL:
LEWIN:
PAUL:

OWNER 1

-~k LEWIN:

o
I think sc. The only thing is -~ trying to find o guy when
he don't want to be found -- thatl!s a big job.

*Yeah,

Specially when he killed two men,

Twc? You mean Braun's --

(cuPs IN} In 20 minutes Braun's & dead man,

No chance?

Not one in ten million. Paul, I need help, A gu- like you
- lmows people, knows where & guy might hide out. You sses,
if T don't £ind him in oh - two, three days - there's gonna
be real trouble..

What kind of trouble?

T wouldn't like to sey. ©Only people have beeon knovn to take
the lavw in their own hands when - when the police are too
slow. Especlally about murders. I

Ohhh.

Ciparette, Paul,

(THINKING ABOUT WHAT LEWIN HAS SAID) Suwo,

Match, Paul,

Hey, that would be bed, that would be real bad, wouldn't.lt.
sarga?

That's right, Hey, how about that match?

There are words you don't like to hear or think about:
"people have been known to take the law inte their own hands"
-- but in the next few days, you, C. A, Paul of the Charlotte
News have to think about them, hecause...

(ANGRY) Sergeant --

Yes, Mr, Smathers --

et m A L R e BT,

4
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OWNER:

LEWIN:
OWNER+

{MUsSIC:

i etk e o VP
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_10..
Look, scrgeant, I own the Blue Top Texi Company. In the
past two days do you know how many peoplo have rilden in oy
cabs after 6 p.m.? Not one, Do you know why?
(WEARY)} Yes, I know vhy.
Beeause the police of this city are ingompstent, becausg iwo
of my drivers have been killed and nothing'!s boen done

about it. What are you golng to 4o?

WOMAN:

PAUL:

ANNIE:

Emmy-Lou - now you get in the house and stay there. Itls
gotting dark., Do you want to get yourself killed llke those

two man in the marsh?

(AD LIBS - ANGRY)
Why don't we do somethlng? Four days and the killer still
loose, What are we welting for?

(AD LIBS - ANGRY)

And so you, C. A. Paul, & man who 1llkes lav and order and
who likes tﬁ £ind out what mekes people tick -- say to your
wife on the very hot night, just 5 days after the sccond
murder in the marsh off the 014 Gastonla Road,

Annle - something has como over this town - there's fc2r
here in Cherlotte and more than feaxy - Hate, Annig, I'm
gonne. ses 1f I can't head off that Raa and that&‘l
Ploase Paul - pleaso do it! I%t's the heat -- heat does

things to pecple., Crazy things,

ATKO1 C0B 1207
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THE BIG STORY §/15/48

PELL MEIL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPFLL:
HARRICE:
CHAFFELL:
HARRICL:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

e T AT AT L e o S

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
0f all America's lpeding cigerettcs 6n1y onc is

"outstanding!" - only one is "outstanding!"

It's the longer, finoxr cigarette - PELL MELL!

ook at a PELL MELLY ™

It loous good]

Foel &, PELL MELL.

It feels.goodl

Taste & PELL MELL!

It tastes good!

Smoke a PELL MEIL!

It smokes good!

Now youl!ve discovered vhy so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, the lonser, finex eigerette, PELL MELL

Giood to look at.,,..

Good ta feel....

Good to taste...

And good to suoke...

.

For PELL MFLL!S grester length of traditionelly fine, mallov

tobacoos filtcrs the smoke on the way to your throat.
That!s important!

Yos - PELL MELL'S groeter longth filters tho smoke on the

way to your throat - glves you that smoothness, mildness
and satisfaction nc other cigarette offers you.
Of all Americats loading cigerottos only ono is

"Outstanding!" - only one is "Outstanding!”

(MORE)
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—~  THE BIG STORY 9/15/48 -12-
v.  PELL MELL

_. MIDDLE COMMERCIAL (GONTD)

CHAPPELL: Tho longer, fincr cigesrctte in the distinugulshod rod
peckago, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES....

"outstanding!"
HARRICE; And - they erc mila!l

Eait i
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(MUSIC: _ INTRO AND UNDER)_

b iy S ol e ATUN -
ANNCR: M You £6 your nerretoy and tho BIG STORY of

C, A. Paul, as ho lived it and wrote 1t...

NARR: Tt!s hotter now, mush hottor - boceuse it isn't only tho
heat from the sun that you focel, C. A, Paul, roporter for
thoe Cherlotte News -- therc!s & human heat, animcl heat,

e that!s come over your town., Thero's foar in Charlotte
and worsce than fear - hato, And you'vo docidod to try
to track down a murdercr the police can't find -- to hoed
off that fecar and that hate. Bo you go back to your old
columns and find & story about Mutt Sagor, tho murderer

. who's hiding somewherc in Charleotte, you think, you go
back to & pleecc you wrote about himé"'nﬂ(fw"“‘{

PAUL: (READING) Sager, & ghort, broad-shouldercd men, formerly
omployed in & filling station, smashed his cmployers faco
with & fist the sizc of & cabbage. Ho got 60 days for it -

but the only thing that bothorod him during those 2 months
in jail was the atate of health of his canaries, Mutt
Sager loves canaries, He owned 10, gotten frow his
o brotherts pet shop on Trycn Street.”

NARR: A killer, a brute of a man, who stops off boforc murder to
eot o ham sandwich and who likes canarios. Human neturoc,
80 you deeidc tc stop in on Mutt Sager's brether, who runs

the pet shop on Tryon Strcot.

. {# TINKLE BELL ON THE DOOR,,CANARIES AND OTHER
—— SOUNDS IN)
- TED: Good day.
-_-!—\- .
PAUL: Soger, I'm Paul of tho News,
ey
i S
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. TED: On, yos, Mr,Paul., Oh, I like your piocos, Mr, Poul -- but

- youtre not writing that nico column any morc are you?

PAUL: Weo, just straight raporting now,
TED: Too bad, too bad. I always dld onjoy ==
i PAUL: {LITTLE URGENT) Lock Sager, I --
B TED: T know, I know, Yot want to buy & bird - o canary?
e ) PAVUL: ¥o, not o bird. {PAUSE)(FLAT) Whero's Mutt?
TED: (EASILY) You kmow fio hosn't been in for over a weok and -

as & matter of foet Itve been wondering whet hapaoncd
to him myself, Goldfish, It's goldfish, you want -- I
have the most remarknble now straln --
PAUL: Not rish either. (PATIENTLY) Sagor, wherc is Muto?
TED: (RFALLY HONEST NOW) I don't know, Mr. Poul, I honestly

don't. Since this - this torrible thing hepponed and --

FAUL: Wrere is he hiding? If anybody'd know, yould know, (PAUSE)
Sagor, who's taking coro of his canarics?
TED: Believe me, Mr. #oaul, I don't kncw, I don't know wherc ho
B is.
PAUL: Look, Sager - yom lovo your brotheor, I know you do. He

killed two men. You know that too, Now just think -- if

o possc is formed and thoy go out and find him -- they'll
shoot him down Like o dog.

TED: (LOW) I know.

. PAUL: Thoy mey - I'm not saying thoy will, but thoy may - do
s somothing to you ~-- or your family --
- e TED: T know.

ﬁ::; PAUL: Whon it's as hot as this and - people got guns in their
;if hands -- you con't be sure what!'ll happen. .
W < TED: 1 think he's in the marsh,

Tim_ i T B e R e
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PAUL:
TED:

PAUL:
TED &
PAUL:

TFED:

FAUL:
TED ¢

PAUL:
LEWIN:

PAUL:

MAN I:
LEWIN:
MAN I:
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Where?
I dentt know, If I know I'd talk to him, but - I dontt
think he'll give himself up, Mr., Paul,
Look. If you soec him -- if somchow you can got word to

him -- tell him it would be bettor for eoverybedy if he

‘gove himself up.,

I'1l try, But I den't think 1t11l work.

They're gonna form that posss by noon tomorrow the lotost,
(THINKING) Noon tomorrow, Thenks, (PAUSE,,THEN) You lmow,
Mr, Poul -- thosc conarles Muit had -~

Yos --

They dicd. Tho cenarics died, Thoat's how I know he did is.
Only somothing terriblc like thot would koop him sway from

his birds. Noon tomorrow you ssid, Thank you,

Yes, sarge --

I'd give a thousand deollors and & couploc of years of my-

1ife 1f -~ if Mutt Scgoer'd turn himsall in,

The posso?

Yoah, the possc, Look out tho windew. How vany out thera

- 90 mon - shotguns and rifles oand who knows vhat olso

theylve got. -- onec they got startod nothing will stop

them., Couldn't you get a thing out of his brethor?

You could put it in your cyo and it wouldnlt bothor you -
{LARGE DOOR OPENS OFF)

Sgt. Lewin! (LITTLE OFF)

Yeah -

Tho posse's formod and ready,

RTHKO1 0061912
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LEWIN: That posse will leeve When I tell it to, Kot befora,
MAN I: We won't wailt much longer. HEaylong? JU'%%'-,»KZ:VIH»-&.JW,?
LEWIN: Uh - about two hours --
MAN I: All right - it!s 12:15 now, 2 olglock wo start - with 7ou

or without you,

LEWIN: All right. 2 otclock. Clesc the door,
\ﬁ; MAN T: A1l ripght, sergeant, I'll closc the deor.
.. -  (THE DOOR CLOSEi%LﬂjL
. LEWIN: (A CURSE) That Pcsse?4 What can we do in two hours?
- PAUL: T don't know. '

(PHONE RINGS., IT!'S ANSWERED)

LEWIN: Polico hoadquaerters, Sgt. Lewin.,just a sccond. It's Tor
- rou,
PAUL: Kello? Yes, this is Mr. Poul -- who? (T0 LEWIN) Ted Sager.

- (TENSE} Yos. Eager. Okay. Good. Thanks.

{ PHONE UP)
LEWIN: Woll =-- 2
PAUL: He thinks ha's pgot something, Says got ovor to his
- stofo fest as wo¢ can
I (M1SIG:  _SPEED_INTQ...)
(THE TINKLEZ OF THE DOOR OF TED!3 S3TORE
- TED: Oh, Mr. Paul, I'm glad you got herc so qulckly.
] PAUL: You know Sgt. Lovin,
«ir TED: Yeos, You know the shack in tho woods.
__.;w. PAUL: Yeca,
;; TED: Ho may be out theva. My mother was therc end she -
‘”t_“ PAUL: She what?
Bk THED: She left somo food thore for Mutt and - ho may be thers
Ty zating.

J T i b

oot ;
5
F

RTXOT Q081913




g —

. . v aimrg e R e = E R S -

—1?_

o LEWIN: How do §§§'v ow?J P:r.ml,P how do wo know this isnlt somothing
N fishy? AW%"

PAUL: 1l haven't got time to find out, Will you takc us to tho
v shack?

TED: Yes - if you want to go - but ~ ho can't go, the scrgeant,
3 LEWIN: I can't go?
_ TED: Oh, no - if Mutt wcs to sos o Doliccman - ho might do

) anything. But if you were te talk to him, Mr. Pzul, ko
- night listen,
LEMIN: I can't lot you teke thot chance --
PAUL: Sarge, lot wme take it. I think I know this ten, Ted's
right. If Mutt sew you - ho!d clther shoot the bunch of us
- or - dive right back into the marsh. Then-gesss posse'd
——- have a fleld dey.
LEWIN: I won!t stay bohind and let you go in aftor him alone.
PAUL: Look, Tho threo of us'fli drive out toward the shack. Wo
stop & couple of hundred yards away. You stay in tho car,
sarge - I'1l go in and talk to Mutt., If enything happens,
e you'lll boc ncar enough. Okay?

LEWIN: I dont't like it, but - okay.

PAUL: Zager =--
TFED: Yos, Mr. Pzul.
PAUL: Teko along & bird cage with & canory in it., I got on idea,

s T R L
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NARR: The car reces out the 014 Gastonia Road, races - but not

- fast onough - boccuss in an hour the posscla going to move.
Pinally you ell got there - You stop in tho cor as you s&g
the shack and you get out. As you start for the little
vooden building, Sgt. Lowin puts his hend on your shoulder

- and says --
LEWIN: Paul, I hopc it's not teo hot for you =~-
) NARR: But it is hot -- it's so h;t, the birdcego you'lr: carrying
. almost burns your hand, But you forget that vory quickly
as you come to tho shack - bocauwso inside you soec & short,
-- hroad-shouldered man sitting guictly ceting a hawn sandwich--
(SRELIROROBENS, . A FEW STEPS ON,,USE CANARY
i EFFECT WHERE EFFECTIVE) '
_'f?‘ PAUL: Hollo, Mutt. ,AQ;( ;
- MUTT: {EATING) Huh? Whet do you went? Say, vho arc youp (THEN
PLEASANTLY) Wiat you got thers?
PAUL: A canery, Mutt,
: MUTT: Bring it over, hore. (PAUSE FCR MOVEMENT) Hey, ho's nice.
Youys?
) PAUL: Hove.
e MUTT: Whose is 1it?
PAUL: Yours.,
T MUTTH Hey, who arc you?
S FAUL: Paulls my nomc, C. A, Poul -~ from the Nows, tho paper,
- . MUTT: Mo kidding, for me -- the conary?
_;;hw_ . PAUL: If you want it. {PAUSE) You got & gun, Mutt?
il MUTT: (CASUAL) No. I threw it in the marsh. What's his nemo?
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PAﬁL:
MUTT:
PAUL:
MUTT:

PAUL:

MUTT-

PAUL:

MUTT .

PAUL:

MUTT:
PAUL:
MUTT:

PAUL:

T it
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Call it anything you like. (THEN) Mutt, thoylre golng to got

vou, There's o possc coming to get you.

~(DRY) I know. I hoard,

That can be & bad thing, Mutt. Theoy'll put the dogs efter
vou -~ theore's 90 men, Mutt, They'rc goinzg to go through
the marsh like a raks, like & hot rake, That can boe bed.
You think they'd do that? '

Therols your mother to think sbout, Mutt - and your
brother, too, Possc's sometimos do crozy things.

I heard of that.

Mottt = 1tls wot out there, in the marsh, et night - i=:n't

1t? Wet and lonely and -- I remember I spent onu night
in the meprsh coupls of years ago -- I noar went out ol my
skin.

{(THINKING IT OVER HARD) The ericlkots are loud, You never
know how loud till you spond o night in tho middle of them,
And the snakes,’

(CENTLE) Tho possa's coming with the dogs ond shotguns --
they might get you by tonight., And if thoy den't, the
crickets!ll be thore and the snakes, Mutt apd it's lonely.
it‘s you all alone, (THEW) He's & protty follow, isn't he
Mutt -- the canary? He sings good, docsnlt he?

{ PAUSE)

Tou know the county lockup, the jail there?

Ycah,

That!s & wooden building. The coll!s on tho gro.nd floor.

I know.

- L e T T ST
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MUTT:

PAUL:
MUTT:
PAUL:

MUTT:
FAUL:
MUTT:

LEWIN:

ANNIE:
LEWIN:
ANNE:
PAUL:
ANNE:
PAUL:
ANNE:

PAUL:

B TIRTER Lot b Il
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A posso could come in therc casy a8 in tho marsh, Could I
got put in the Blg Rock Jall - the new ohc? VYhere they
couldn!t get -- whors the posso couldn't come® '
I could take cars of thet, Mutt,
And could ¥ - ¢ould I have tha bird with me?

“You could kecp the bird with you all the timo. I gusrontos

it,

{ PAUSE)

I'll go with you, But don't forget what you said.

I promise,

I'm pretty tired hiding out and thattls & nicc blird -- weoll,
letts go, '
Don't you want to finish your sandwich?

Yecah, I'd like to, Can I?

Sure, Mutt, sure. Go shoad, Pinish your sondwich first.

{CRICKITS, .LAZY MUSIC, rBibMOCK—SWENaTNS, , UNDER)
And on the way back, Annle, your husband, that lntropid
psychologlst reportor got a full cenfession,
Not a bad day's work for o psychologist, hunh sergcant?
Not bad at all.
Paul -~
(BACK TC.THE.FIRST SCENE,,TIRED,,,HOT) Hum?
Did he have a gun?
He said he throv it in the marsh.
Did you chock to make surc?
Did I --? No, I didn't -- (BXCITED) Hey, Sarge, do you
roalize that guy might have had & gun and -- 1 nﬁver thought
he might be lying --

f e R e
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LEWIN:

PAUL:
LEWIN;
e PAUL:
T LEWIN:

PAUL:
LEWIN:

LEWIN:
FPAUL:

ANNWE:

CHAPPELL:
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Calm down, Paul, The man's in the jail -- the big rock

pne like you promised him -- with his camary. E3 can't
do anything now. Should I %ell you somcthing funny?
Whot?

He did havo & gun, He gave it to me in the cer going btack.

Nol
Yoah, Take it easy, Paul, Sit down ond swing the harmock
aome more and Peul -- have & cigaretic on me.

(THINKING ABOUT HIS ESCAPE) Yosh --
And o mateh -- herd --

(STRIKES IT}
Hore take a light. Do you want me to srioke it for you, too?
{LAUGHS SELF-CONSCIOUSLY AND IN RELIER) That's o joks,
Annie, between the sarge and mo =-- he's elways asking me --
Yoz, I know -- Toll me, Poul (CLOSE) Paul is it hot enough
for you?
In just a momeont wo will read you & telegrom ffrom C. A
Paul of the Charlotte Nows with the final outcom. of
tonight!s Blg Story.

(CLOSING COMMERCTAL)

L e
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- CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

(VIBRLPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
CHAPFPELL: OF 2ll America's lexding cigaretios enly onc is

"Ooutstandine!" - only ong is "Outstonding!"-the longer,

finer cigarette in tho distinguished red pockago. PELL
Rty MEILXL. Good to lock at,...
HARRICE: .Good to fgel...

vma

CHAFPELL: Good to tostc... -

HARRICE: And good to smoke,

CHAFFELL: For PELL MELL'S grooter length of traditionally fine, molilow
- tohaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat,
HARRICE: That'!'s important!

CHAPPELL: Yos -~ PELL MELL'S grecter lengih filters tho smoke on tho

vay to your throot - gives you that smoothness, mildness

and satisfaction no othor clgarcttc offers you. Remember -

PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES -

Qutstonding! "
HARRICE: And - they ors mild}l

e
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CHAPPELL: Now, we rcad you that telegram from €. A, Paul of the
Charleotto News.
FAUL: As o witnoss to the confession of the killer in tonight's
Big Story, I testificd at his trial, which resulted in &
i doath sentence. Killer was exocuted in the Stcte'’s Gos
Chawbor. My sincerc thanks for tonight's Poll HMell Awcrd.
CHAPFELL: Thank you, Mr. Peul.,.The mekors of PELL HELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud bo havo namod you the winnor of tho
PELL MELL $500 iward for notablo sorvice in the fiecld of
journalism.
v HARRICE: Listen agsin next week, same time, same statlon, vhen
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present eanother BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Pittsourgh
Post - Gazette - by-line Harry Kodlnasky -- & BIG STORY
ahout & reporter who was held up by & madmen,...in &

police station.
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CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is pfoduced by Bernard J, Prockter, with
music by Viedimir Selinsky., Tenight's program vas
written by Arnold Perl., Your narrator was Bob Sloens,
and Bill Quinn played the prart of ¢. A, Paul. In order
te protect the names of people actually involved in
tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all characters
in the dramatizetion were changed with the exception of
the reporter, Mr. Paul. -

CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Cheppell speaking for the maker: ol
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. '

ANNCEH: THIS IS NBC,..THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPAN

e SALLY

9/3/48 pm
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WNBC_& NET THE BIG STORY #18
MAX EHRLI

3 } '
10:00 - 10:30 PM SEFTEMBER_ 22, 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present, .THE BIG STORY!
{LIGHT TRAFFIC S0UND3 OFF)

WOMAN: " {TICKET-TAKER) How wany?
MARILYN: T'11 have one, in the balcony Please, -
WOMAN: (A BEAT) Listen,ﬁ?zgﬁgfLaren't you a little yocing to ce

going to a movie now?
MARILYN: Oh, I'm not so young. I'm twelve..golng on thirteen.
WOMAN Well, maybe you'd run elong home anyway. .You Bee, Yyou
won't get out until after aark, and anyvgégzyou von't

: d
1ike the plctures we have. They 're bomw sfarey 4piembracrte

MARILYN: Oh, 1 don't mind.
WOMAN: You don't?
MARILYN: Oh no. That's why I came. I Jjust love scarey plectures!

{ SR IAETO A i el
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here in America,.lts sound and its fury...

its joy and its sorrow,..as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American nevspapers. {PAUSE) (COLD
AND FLAT) Pitssburgh, Pennsylvania., From the peges of the

~ Post-Gazette, the authentic story of a reporter who got
himself & blind date..with murder. Tonight, to Harry
Kodinsky of the Pittsburgh Post-Gﬁzette, goes the PELL
MELL Award for the BIG@ 3TORY!
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #78

OPENING COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE} OUTSTANDING BONG!

CHAPFELL: Of all America's leading cigarettes only one is
"oytstandingl" - only one is "outstanding!"

HARRICE: It's the longer, flpner clgaretie - PELL MELL!

CHAPPELL: Look at a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It looks good!

CHAPPELL: Feel a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: it feels goodl

CHAPPELL! Taste a PELL MELLI

HARRICE: It tastes gocd!

CHAPPELL: Smoke a PELL MELL}

HARRICE: 1t smokes good!

CHAPPELL: Now you've discovered why so many of your friends have
chaenged to PELL MELL, the leneer, fiper cigarette.
For PELL MELL'!'S greater lengih of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

HARRICE: That's lmportant!

CHAPPELL: Yes - PELL MELL'S gremter length filters the smoke on
the way to your throat =- gives you that gmopthness,
mildness and satisfaction no other c¢igarette offers
you,

HARRICE: 0f all America's leading cigarettes only ghe is
Houtstanding!" - only Qne is "Qutgtanding!”

CHAPPELL: The longer, Liper clgarette in the distinguished red
packege, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ...
"Qutstandingl" “

HARRICE: Apd - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL: Now, the story as 1t actually happened...Harry iodins'ty's
story as he lived it,.,Plitsburgh, Pennsylvania.

NARR: You are Harry Kodinsky of the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette,
and here 1t is, your night off. And what s nlght, vhat
& night! As you leave the city room, you lock out the
window, end there's a full July moon tinting the
smokestacks with eerle gold, and & warm and sehsuous

breeze eddying in through the window, and somehow,, the

‘y*“VfﬂszQL x i

next, thing you know, gyou're on the phones m
m% O CCAL A A %W Q.A L - .
n ulre po ng A n G 1 1 LTS G . '.. "‘:

HARRY: {HE HUMS. A TINE. “THE NIGHT
BEAUTIFUL" )

MARY: ~ (PILTER) Braddock General Hospitel..Nurseg
HARRY: Let me talk to Louise
MARY: 6ne moment, Mr, Koding I
HARRY: OF MORE BARS
LOUISE: (FILTER) Hello. &\M '
HARRY: Louise, Harry, " =
I0UIsE: Hello, Harry;fff/!? 1khﬁ\h\a%\
HARRY: _  Busy?
IOUISE: Well,
o HARRY: Y e's a beautiful moon shining over the Mo
- . tonight,
LOUISE: (SMILE) Is there?
e : - e T
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- HARRY: Qeautiful Toda

e S
Juﬁ‘b,_say the word and the world is yours., How about 1}._..*"”

Louis e“-‘"‘se A
o L
LOUISE: ( LAUGHS) Hé.:!,‘r_y, you fodl! Pl
e A
HARRY: Date? ﬁ%&h‘ ra
‘ﬂ . q,"-
. LOUISE:  Well.... *Eghb A
HARRY: Swell! Pick you up &t ﬂ?nﬁé ﬁ#ﬁ#

NARR : You'lve spent & month promoting this’p&x:%icular dream, and
obviously, tonight's .t.he night. S0 you 15\1_1;;_, on that fresh
. pelm beach suit,,,ﬁhose nav two tone shoes, an‘@ﬁ.&at
expensive tie, ancl heigh-hc, heigh<ho, off you go, q’E‘o%

Bradq‘g,c-k General Hospital. And then, just as you're

(BUZZ ON SWITCHBOARD)
MARY: Breddock General Hospital, Whot Yes, sir, hels here.

One moment, please. (TO0 HARRY) For you, Mr, Kodinsky,

il Sy
MARY : Wrednim I think it's your editor, Mr. Welsh.
B Ly uu-t --QK“MMA b“.

B HARRY: INTO PHONE)
WALSH: (FILTER) Harry, Bill..

___ Humee. I've got an sssignment for you..
e HARRY: This is my night off, and I!ve got a date!l

" e L - T L
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WALSH: { IRRITATED) LooK, I Rovtiridmiritrerortbtmwiboiitisiutiiiooiirios.

mdgveoseiadd I 'm short-handed end you're in Braddock, wemes

WALSH: vBusenoirsmm. VYWelve just:ﬁot an anonymous phone tip. Thers's
LI g 2

been some shooting,in Dugquesne, .

¢check, ..
HARRY: But Bill... .
WALSH: And call me back the minute you have scomething!

NARR+ So0...you stend up your beautiful blonde, and start to move.
atctrmgt
As you{?nﬁﬁc the Rankin bridge, turn left, and cllmb the
winding hillside to Duguesne, you curse y ur'craft, the
Post-Gazette, and three times eﬁnjBill Welsh., You roll
into & dark and dingy section of Duquesne ard suddenly gyou
seo 5 man walking along a deserted street. Yout can't see
his face in the darkness, but you figure youlll aszk him
if he's heard anything about the shooting,. ’
(CAR ROLLING TG 3TOP)
(STEPS COMING UP ON SIDEWALK)
HARRY: Hey, Mister! '

(STEPS STOP)

FRED: (JUMPY) What is 1t? What do you vant?
HARRY: - I only wanted to ask you whether...
FRED : (INTERRUPTS) Get out of thet car)
HARRY: Wha t?

Se ot e e AR RTINS T T o s m e e

-
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(CAR DOOR OPENS)

~

FRED: Now step cleoser, Buddy, so I can see you,

(A COUPLE OF STEPS)

FRED: (HARSH) Get cut of that car, and put your hands up)
HARRA Tt T T T TR, L. ¢

HARRY; I dontt know what this 1s about but,.{CUTS) Moriarty!.

| Patrolman Fred Moriarty!

FRED: ch., It's . you, ¥Kodinsky!

HARRY: (3IGH OF RELIEF) Yeah. And & filne sweat you gave me, too!

Here I am, a reporter, beilng held up by Duquesne'!s only

night oop’aﬁ“é Mﬁy’?/z{? c‘-d-ﬁ@ A&M (70

FRED: (NENwTEBMs  Sorry, Kodinsky,.

Didntt know 1t was jyou. I..

HARRY: What's the matter with you, Mortarty? What are you so

trigger happy about?

FRED: I.,therats 8 hoodlum here in town. Hel!s threatened to get

me, ..te go gunning for me;.

_ HARRY: A hoodlum, eh? Who?

FRED: Name's Lester, 3teve Leater,.

HARRY: Wait a minute, We got & tip that there was some shooting
here in Duqueane. Xnow anything about it, Fred:s

FRED ¢ No. No, Kodinsky., Haven't heard anything. Deseysse
o SRR

HARRY: ¥Why not jump in the car and we'll have & look around.,.?

FRED: ‘No, You go shead. I've got some-yusemsMmh business.,
e C.o2L.

st et

T T
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HARRY:

BAKER:

HARRY:
BAKER:

HARRY1

a2

. et T AT 42 TR R e seelEEmle o we s
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_7_

e little bewildered, ggufér e D11 «

later, yow,ﬂ‘ﬁ-owd of people, stard
.v_ﬁ..r,'- i -

s&ggn‘st’i’g 2t it. 7You pet out, end talk to one of

cp‘gmomcers.. M/MJ Covirs i

(CROWD MURMUR UNDER) Aorr et
(QUICK) My name's Kodinsky. Reporter, Posi~Gazette.
What's happened here?

We heard some shots in that house.

Shots?

Thuee of 'em, You see, I live next door. Name's Baker.
Anyvway, my little girl Marilyn and.Iheardmahots end...
Well? Wnat naeppened? Who got shot?

I don't know. Nobody's éone into the house to look...
What!

Don't look &t me 1like that, Mister, T ain't taking eny
chances. What thi= town needs is more policemen, The
killer may still be in there...

You mean to say people may be dead in there,...dylng...
needing help, ,.and youlve weiting...? (CUTS) Who 1live here?
A widow named Agetha Norton.

You walk up to the front deor, And strengely, Baker
follows you., The gooseflesh jumps out &1l over you, your
blood chills like jelly. You're scared..you'res plenty

scared.
{ MORE)

——
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MNARR: Maybe Baker's right. Maybe the killer is still in there...
(conD) but you go ehead..you rub your sweaty palm on you'rmfl:p
petw—pesek~sult and open the door..

(DOOR OPENS}

{4 PAUSE) )
NARR: _There's no sound,.nothling, You/igo ahead...
— (STEPS ON FLOOR, THEN STEPS STOP ABRUPTLY, A
(e GASP) )
BAKER: XKodinsky!
HARRY: What is 1t, Baker? _
BAKER: I...I just stepped on something.
. HARRY: Switch on the light.
(CLICK)
RAKER: (BREATHES) Good Lord}
HARRY: Who's this?
BAKER ¢ The widé;w...Mrs. Norton. ¥Xodinsky, 1= she.,
HARRY: Yeah. You can het on it. One bullet through the head.

Q.
But there were twre® shots. (PAUSE) What's that room,

there?
BAKER ¢ Kitchen...
HARRY: Let's go..

(STEPS AGAIN, STOF.)
(SO0E QPENWS)

e {GASP) Another body. A slug,,through the head. Know him,

Baker?
e BAKFER:. AP
= HARRY: {SNAPS) Pull yourself together, Baker. Who is 1t?
el BAKER : Mrs. Norton's son,...John.

P T e cr A T PR = e s T LT e i
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HARRY: (I0W) I see. A sweet mess, (RAPIDLY)} Baker, listen.
I want you to do something for me, Whera's the nearest

rhone?

’?{f;:&.
BAKER: Down at ¥iitlerts grocery store, about a block from here,
HARRY: - All right, Go there. Phone the Post-Gazette. Tell them

" to send up a photogravher, Tell fem to call the District
Kttorney's office and send some men out here, Got thet?
BAKER: Yes., Yes, I guess 50..
MARILYN: (OFF) Daddy! Deddy!
FARRY: Who's that?
BAKFR: It'é my dsughter, [farllyn, She...
MARILYN: (COMING ON) Daddy, they told me you were in here with the
msn from the newspeper. I got something to tell you,
Deddy..
BAKFR: What 13 it, honey?
MARILYN: I heard another shot.
HARRY: /&‘ZQ{Zizi?
MARILYNbA It came from Mr. Lester's house,
HARRY: Steve Leater?
MARILYN: Yes,
HARRY: Marilyn, I have a car outside. Will you show me where
Mr. Lester lives?
MARILYN: ©h, L'll be glad to,
BAKER: Kodinsky...look,..
HARRY: Don't worry, Baker. I won't take her right up to the house.
You go ahead, and make that phone eall; Come on, Marilyn,
MARTLYN: Isn't this exclting?
(ARG TOO N~ RN

A e, e i A = =

s : )
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(MUSIC:

MARR:

MARILYN:

HARRY:
MARILYN:

HARRY:
MARILYNW:

HARRY:

MARILYN:

{Mus

NARR ¢

- L ———

~10~

You drive down Ervin 3treet, and you figure, Morlarty and
this Steve Lester went gunning for each other..and ons of
them got it, but who? And meanwhile, thls kid beside you,
with curly golden heir and the wide blue eyes, chatters
about, of/all things...

AR UNDER) -

The movies! Oh, I love them. I could go all the time if

Deddy and Mother would give me the money. Of=evUrswyrI=

Whers's the house the shot cams from, Mariliyn?
oh, It's down that dirt road.,the red house, see 1it?

(CAR SIOWS TO STOP. MOTOR OFF)
You stay here, Marilyn. Don't leave this car, uviderstand?
Oh, yes, sir!

(CAR DOCR OPENS AND SHUTS)
And if I don't come beck in & }1ttle while, you run and
get someone to come over here,

Al ri_g/h% will.

My, isntt this thrilling? Just like

You cresp into the house, expecting to flnd another

gorpse. You do, It isn't Patreolman Morlarty, so it

must be Bteve Lester. You get out of there in a hurry, drop
your movie-mad little friend, and look for & na#ﬁby phone.

vou £ind it in the empty police station in Duguasne City
Hall. And just as youfre about to call the office..

ATHKCT QOB 1332




HARRY:

HARRY:

HARRY:

-11-

(DOOR OPENS OFF)
Who's that? Who'!s there?

(FOOTSTEPS COME IN'E}QWLY, THEN STOP)
oh, It's you, Moriarty. we'/:v% been looking all cwver
for you..

Have you?

(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

I was just going to call my office vhen,.
Put down that phone.

What?

(FLARES) Put down that phone, I saidl
(SLOWLY) All right, Morlariy..

(RECEIVER ON HOUK)

But what are you pulling & gun on me for? I..

Now put out that desk light, (A BEAT, THEN FRED EXPLODES

INTO JITTERY HYSTERIA) Put out that light, ?d'ya. hear? ¥You
vant me to blast your head ofi‘? W
wm; T did it before, sse? I did it three times, I'm

a ¥iller three times over, Kodinslcy,ﬁwhat's oneg more
m‘? What difference does it make now?

(SLOWLY, AGHAST) Weit a minute, Morilarty. You mean you
killed Mrs, Norton,.and her aon, too?

Yeah, .yeal..

But why? Maybe Steve Lester was & hoodlum but the Nortons
werentt criminals,.

T hed my personal reasons, see? They had 1t coming to them,
Kodinsky, see? The whole rotten bunch, they had 1t cowing.
And I'm going to tell you why, Kodinsky. 7You and me ere

going to sit here In the dark and I'm going to tell you why.
{MORE)

b e T e R TTITRNAT TS s
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FRED: 1 got to tell it to somebody, I got to get it off my chest.
- (CONTD) You're a reporter, and you like & good story, aid you'lre

going to get one. (A BEAT) Only..there happens to be &~
hitch in this story, Kodinsky!

HARRY: (A BEAT) What's that?

FRED: You’ll never live to print it!

{MUSIC: _ _UP AND INTO _CURTAIN) _

CHAPPEIL: We will be.back in just s moment with tonight's Big Story,

(MUSIC: _ _FANFARE)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

RTHOT Q061334




THE BIG STORY 9/22/48 -13-
FELL MELL

MIPDLE COMMERCIAL:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, CUTSTANDING BONG!)
CHAPPELL: Of all America's leading cigerettes only one 1s

“outstanddng!" - only one is Tgytstanding!"

HARRICE: It's the longer, finer cigarette - FELL MELL!

CHAPPELL: Look at & PELL MELLI

HARRICE: I% looks good!

CHAPPELL: Feel a PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It feels good!

CHAPFFLL: Taste & PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It tastes good!

CHAPPEIL: Smoke & PELL MELL!

HARRICE: It amokes good!

CHAPPEIL: Now yeou've discovered why B0 pany of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, the longer, fingr cigarette., PELL

MBELL Good to loock at...
HARRICE: Good to feel...
CHAPPELL: Good to taste..

HARRICE: And good to smoke..

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length of treditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the wey to your throet,

HARRICE: That's important!

CHAPPELL: Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smcke on the
way to your throat - gives you that smoothness, mildness

end satlsfaction no other ciparette offersyou,

HARRICE: = Of all Americe's leading cigarettes only one 1s
"outstanding!™- only one is "Qutstanding!™

CHAPPFELL: The longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red’
packege, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. ."outstending!"

" HARRICE: And - they are mild!

RTHO1 0061835
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{MUSIC: INTRODUGTION AND UNDER)

HARRICE: This 1is Cy Harrice returning to your rnarrator, and the

NARR:

FRED:

FRED: B
Wﬁw
, n

Bfg Story of Harry Kodinsky--as ha lived 1t and wrote 1t.

Yeu, Harry Kodinaky, of the Pittsburgh Post-?i%ft e,
ST o VI

started the evening oh a date with w

Arerhy e e by T IE el e r. Oulre Sittins 111 t-he

And youtre scared. In the dark his eyesz wetch you wilth -
the fixed, glassy stare of & cat, and glovw with & glaze of
madness. You listen to Patrolman Moriarsy and, the words
gush out crazily, tumble one after the other, but the
shadowy gun in his hand never WAVeIrs...

You know what they call me, XKodinsky? You know what they
call me, here in Duquesne? They call me Moriarty, the

friendly cop.

T married my wife Lola., Therse wasthis other man who
wanted her. Beautiful girl, Lola, pretty as s plcture,
and he wanted her. His name is Whelen.,Paul Whalen, &nd he

owns & bar and grill on my street. You hear me, Kodinsky?

HARRY: I hear you, Morlarty.

P Al .1
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BERT:
FRED !
BERT:

BERT:

FRED:

M,_

-15-

A1l rifz; Jj?aul i?alen wahted her, but I married her. Then
&’z{’ﬁ
one dagjiwhen T Was off -duty, I stopped in at Whalen's

“par and grill...

How'!s my favorite bartend

1o, Bert.

Sweli; quldn't be better,

(BEER FRO:«T‘“SEI&OT} e ﬁ?’
By the way, Fred, you?gﬁ%ﬂs‘s here.

(o
What 32;;% be?

A heer.

Lola? Here? gﬁ?

L

She’a?sitting in the back b hﬁy th the boss..

(FOOTSTEPS UP AND #¥0F)

{STARTLED )

Oh., Hellc, SEGgm- G’
Whet are you doing here, Lola?

Fredl

Fred, I..

Wwhat are you_doing back hore with him..in this booth, .&lone.
Well, what's wrong with that? (A PAUSE, THEN A KIND OF
HYSTERIA) What's wrong with that? Will you stop» staping

ot me like that, as though I were & gcommon coriminsll

Can'f I come 1n for & glass of beer, if T want? And if I
meet Paul Whalen here, and ve have a friendly glass of beer,
1s there anything wrong wlth that? (RISES) Is there?

(LEVEL) Let's go home. Lola. '

I e B R e el
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T.0LA: No! No, I won't.

FRED: You will., You hear ne, Lole? You will, You'll go home
with me, . .and you'll go now.

WHALEN: Now walt a minute, Fred., Take it easy. 5it down &and have
a dpink with us. It's on the house,.

FRED: ~You know what you can do with your drink, ¥Yhelen...Come on
Lola letls go.

(MUSIG: _ _BRING_UP B.G. AND_THEN QUT)_

FRED: What would you have done, Kodinsky? What would you havs:
done? Your own wife, sitting in a dark booth in a beev
joint with enother guy. Wouldn't you have been suspizious?
(NO ANSWER FROM HARRY, THEN FRED FLARES) Wouldn!t you now?
Answer me! Don't just sit there and say nothing!

Wouldn't you have done what I did?
- HARRY: (QUICKLY) Sure, sure, Moriarty., You bet I would. ANy
man would! '

FRED: Yeah, <Yesh, You're right, there, Kodlnaky. Becsuse il

you didn'‘t sey that, I'd have shot you dead, with this gun!

and then, we had a fight...

10LA: Fred, will you stop it? Will you stop asking me questions
about Paul. '
FRED: How long have you been seeing him behind my back, Lola?
- IOTa: I told you, I haven't been seeing him, 7T just went in for
.a Leer, and saw Paul end we talked avhile over nothing in

R, Ty

particular, and that's vhat happened!

.

FRED: Is 1E7

RN
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That's what happened, that's all that happened, don't you
understand? Can't you get 1t through your stuplid,
suspicious head? Whai more can I say, what more do you
want?

The truth,

" Fred, for heaven's sake...

You'd like to get rid of ms, wouldn't you, Lﬁla? Youtd
like to take up with Paul Whalen, Just because hets got
money, just because...

{ INTERRUPTS) I don't know, Fred. I don't know 1 glve
up. I married you for better or worse,..&and I got worss.
(IN CONTEMPT) Fred Moriarty, the friendly oOp. Fred
Moriarty, the stupid cop}

Iypdon !

Rk g Tt s o Tz T e

you'lre driving me to 1t. I guq;;;:'f“"wé'ons trat's stupid.

e

I'm stupld because_,w“:““ﬁé& you, because I hany &roun end

let youﬁﬁ;ﬁJ*"B me like this,..because I didn't have the

e B A PRy S B TS T T he et
Lola.,..it's just that I'm so crazy about you,..1 =-
{WEARY, DISGUSTED) Oh, don't talk to me any more, Fred, If
you feel that way, if you think I'd two time you, go ahead
and think it. I don't care eny more. I just can't take it
eny more, I cen't talk ebout it any more, (FADING) I'm
tired and I'm going to bed!

Lola....

(DOOR SLAM A LITILE exn) avf

_ _AGCENT),

L pTammm nn e e DT T = AR Syt et AR e e g et 07 T RN
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HARRY !
FRED:

HARRY:

FRED:

AGATHA:

FRED:

AGATHA:

AR FRED:

._18_
T loved her, Xodinsky, ﬂmﬁﬁ&ﬁﬁﬁ&ﬁﬂf T was crazy sbout her,
T felt terrible, terrible all broken up. You know what I
meen? (PAUSE, THEN FLARES) Well, do you!
(HASTILY) ¢fure, Fred, sure. T know how you must have felt.

Yeah. (A LI1TLE FOGGY HERE) Punny. Everything's 80 funny.

' Inside my hesd, you know. It goes around, and eround and

around. Any way, when I left TLoia. I had %o g0 out on
duty. T put on my uniform, and walked out of the house.
And then I met a neighbor of mine...the widow Norton. ..
Agatha...Nori.on?

Yeah. Yeah. Gossipy Norton, they ¢alled her in my

ne tghborhood ;
chattering aout other people, NOSC L. spmeforton. Bub

I was Fred %;:i:;:g;srar“f“'léhdly cop, and she never d1d
me anyherl, not a bit, we always sald hello. But this
il

Mr. Moriarty, I don't know as X dught to tell you. I
don't know ms I ought to tell you, seeing &8 you're alwajs
so nice, and friendly like. A1l I can say is 1it's 8 shame
and & disgrace, & downright shame and dlegrace that such
a thing hes to happen to & nice man 1ike you...

Just a miwte, Mrs. Norton. You're golng & 1ittle too
fast for me. What are you talking about?

That's the way it alweys {8, that's the way it always
happens. The hustand is always the 1a8t one to kuow, and

it's my 3uty ez & decent woman to tell ﬁou -

Tell me what?

I R e
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AGATHA : Your wife, Lola, and this other man, Paul Whalen, that's
whqt! He's besn coming to your home while you're on duty...
- FRED: You lie! You snake tongued, chattering fish-wife, you lle.
AGATHA : (SHRIILY) oOh I do, do I? Well, we'll see about thet. I
happen to know it's the truth. Peul Whalen's green car has
been in frout ¢f your house while you've been away. And
- 1t111 be there tomorrow night! He's been seein' your wife
right under your nose, &nd you call me names just because
- I set you right. {FADING) That's what I get for tryin'
to do you & favor---1-
(A PAUSE)
FRED: Lola...Lola...
MARILYN: (COMING ON) Oh, hello, Mr. Moriarty. WMy goodness you look

awful scary. What's the matter?

. FRZD: (DULLY) Go home, Marilyn...
MARILYN: But I wes only saying you lcok awful scary, Jeswmroee
FRED: (FLARES) Go home, do you hear? Go on home, Marilyn....!

MARILYN: All yight, Mr. Moriarty. But gosh, what ere jyou picking
on me for? J didn't do enything?
. NARR: You, Harry Kedinsky, are sitting here, in danger of jyour
g 1ife. The killer is sitting in the dark Just opposite you,
his hands are jittery on the gun, and he's promised to kill
- you after his story is over, But for the moment you almost
_as forget your danger, as the story he unfolds grips you,

“*1:? hypnotizes you. Now, you lean on every word...

——

ATHXO1 006184




FRED:

STEVE

-

FRED:

STEVE

FRED:
STEVE

FRED:

STEVE:

FRED:

. Ta

I got it right between the eys, Just like that, you see,
Kodinsky. I guess I was walking around in a kind of fug.
Then all of a sudden I run into this hoodlum, this Steve

Lester on & corner. He laughed right in my face and said...

They tell me your wife's been two timing you, Flatfoot!
‘tYhy, you dirty...

(IAUGHS) Go shead, chump. Go ahead. Call me names.

But
1t's the truth, sucker, even if you don't know 1t yet...
Tt's a lie. You hear me, Lester, it's a rotten lie!

Ts it? Not the way I heard it. While

you're out pounding the beat here, this guy Paul Whalen

Itt's the McCoy,

is at home, your home, making besutiful music with your

ever-loving wife...

Keep your big mouth shut, do you hear, Lester? Keep your

mouth shut or I'1ll --

(LAUGHS} I got it wide open right nov, Moriarty, and I'm
envvee. kv

gonna keep it wide open. You stuck & knife in nmyq sznt

mé to the pen, an(h?fzrgonna stick a knife in you, Only

I'm gonna turn this ktnife around and around. I'm golng

to splll this to every one I meet, and when I get through,

the whole town's going to know about it. (FADING) So

long, sucker!

I guess I went a little crazy after that, Kodinsky. I

valked right off my beat, and went inte Paul Whalen's
P —

place. I wanted to see if he was there, “swem, where he'd

. heen last night.
(MORE}

p——
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FRED: T wanted to make sure. I sat down in & corner boota,
{CONT'D)
weiting and watching. And I didn't see Paul Whalen avround.
Then T saw & man come in, sit down at the bar end start to

talk to Bert, the bartender...

- (BAR B.G.)
FRANK : Hiye, Bert.
BERT: Hzllo, Frank --
FRANK: Beas in tonight?
BERT: Psul? He's in the back room.
FRANK: Weiting for suckers 1ike me again.
- BERT: Yep, Got those poker cards shuffied and ready to go.

Didn't think you'd come back efter the licking you took
last night.
FRAWK: Dont*t remind me. I get a headache evelXy time I.think of it.
How do you like that? I come iu lest night just for a beer.
The next thing I know I'm playing poker with Paul. We
play a1l night and whet happens. I lose Tifty bucks and...

FRED: (COMING IN} You say you played poker ali night with Faul
Whalen?
FRANK: {TAKEN ABACK) Why.. why, yeah. Yeah, Moriarty. But it
i was just a frilendly little game. I...
i FRED: Bert!
o BERT: Yeah, Fred?
e FRED: You sure Paul is in the beck room?
- BERT: Sure, T'm sure. (A BEAT) What's the matter with you,

rred? What'!s esting you? If you don't believe me, look
.L; _ in the back room and see for yourself...
(3LOW STEPS. THEY 8TOP)
R A5 . (DOOR OPENS)

e niiaiatd L

oty
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WHALEN:

HARRY:
- FRED:

FRED;
AGATHA:
FRED:

AGATHA :

FRED:

-p2a

Well. Hello, Moriarty. Just getting up a friendly little
poker game. (WITH SLY SARCASM] Draw up a chalr, Lieutenant,
and I'1l deal you & hand!

I knew it then, Kodinsky. I knew what a fool I'd been.
_Paul Whalen hadn't teen at my house last night, and he
wasn't there tonight, Yeah, I'd made a fool of myself,
T1'd said some rotten things to Lola, and I couldn't walt
£t111 I got home. But vhen I got home, she was gone...
Your wife...was gone?

(BREAKS) Yeah, left me. Ieft a note. Saild she was sick
and tired, she was fed up, through with me. And then X
thought...they did 1% ...they ruinsd my life, stole Lola
from me. And then, things in my head gstarted to spin
round and round. All I wanted to do was kill, Vill.

So I went to the widow Norton's houée first., Sh2 was In
the living room, kuitting, and I walked right in on her...
{SINISTER) Hello, Mrs. Norton...

Mr. Moriarty, Mr. Moriarty, vhat....?

(RISING) You know what you've done, Mrs. Norton, with
your lying tongue? Torwmormiiisdmpauigubeone?  You've
ruined my life. Lola's left me...she's left me because

of you, end your gossiping, end your filthy lies...

Mr. Mor...(CUTS, THEN IN FRIGHT) Why, you...you've got

& gun! You're...

That's right! I'm golug to stoﬁ that tongue of yours from
wagging any more, Mrs. Norton. I'm golng to stop 1t for a
long, long time. You'll never lie, and slandey, and gossip

again....

o me e LTI e e e R R S,

ATHO1 Q061944




e T—— T S AT e i e AT Y At R P R i A AN T T
- e AT - et -

e g ' =23~

AGATHA Mr. Moriapty: No.,.NO.,.No! (SCREAM)
T (SHOT)
(BODY THUD)
(MUSIC: _ _UP IN_ACCENT AND UNDER)
FRED: After that I ran through the kitchen, You see, Kodinsky? 2
ﬁ‘ 1 J.,(E .
s I ran through the kitchen. I wanted to get.s Steve & But

just then, Mrs. Norton's son, John came through the kitchen

door and. .. -
JOHN: Moriarty, what are you doing with that gun....Moriarty!

No!

{8HOT}

FRED: T didn't really weat to kill the bey. But he wia &
_,.. ’ witness and what could I do. After that, Kodinsky, I
started out to get Steve Lester. That's when I met you.
You didn't know then, did you? No. No, of course, jou

didn't know. I would

have told you wy story then, yes, yes, I would. But my
work wasn't done not yet, not yet. There was still
ateve Lester. I walked into his house. He looked at me

...scared, like a rabbit...his mouth haunging open...

. STEVE : Fred...

”“ FRED: Youlre going where I just sent Mrs. Norton, Steve.
o STEVE : Fred! MNol...

' . {SHOT)
apee {MDSIC: _ _ACCENI)

T
AR
i T -
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B FRED: That's all, Kodinsky, I came back here...to the police
station. T don't know why.. I guess I didn't know what
2lse to do, where Lo EO...

HARRY Listen, Moriarty, I..
FRED: {ALMOST TEARFULLY} You'd have done it, wouldn't you,

e Kodinsky? <You'd have killed them all, wouldn'tt you?
The wvay they gossiped sbout me, the things they said.
They stole Lola from me. They're the reason my wife left
me! Me, the friendly cop, Fred Moriarty, me!

{ POLICE SIREN OFF)

s What...what's that?

HARRY: (IEVELLY) Police cars, Moriarty...

FRED: {(DAZED) Pollce...police...

HARRY: Yes.

FRED: * {IN SUDDEN TERROR, BREAKING) Murder! The Chair! They'll

take me there? I seen the chair, I seen 1t with my own
eyes. . .Kodinsky...it's terridle, terrible! Kodinsky,
Kodinsky, don't let them. Here...here's my gun.

i GanReibiib
T glve up to you, Kodiusky. You kmow my story. Wrilte
it in the paper. Tell 'em how I1'vz been wronged, cheeted.
Tell ‘em how I was always & friendly cop., you know, haow
T never harmed anyone in my i1ife...took little children
across the street...smlled st everybody.  (CRYING)
Pell them, Kodinsky,..tell them!

{POLICE SIREN UF AND INTO)

e e T e e m p w—A
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NARR: They come in, the police from McKeesport, and th> D.A.'s
men. You tell your story quickly, and they handcuff Fred
Moriarty, welk him out. And there, waiting on the sldswalk
in front, is little Marilyn Baker.../j?;ﬁfﬁ?a¢f
MARILYN: Hello, Mr. Moriarty. Gosh, I heard %hem talking all avout
_what you did. And they've got you in handeuffs, and
everything. ..
HARRY: You'd better run along home, Marilyn.
MARILYN: A1l right, Mr. Kodinsky, I will . But honest, Mr. Moriarty,
T didn't mean to get you into trouble, or anything. I Just
mede up thet story I told to Mrs. Norton...
FRED: What story?
MARILYN ¢ Why, about Mr. Whalen coming to your house when you vere
away, and all...
FRED: (A LONG BEAT, THEN DAZED) You made it all up...und told it
to Mrs. Norton?
MARTLYN: Gosh, yes. But it was just a 1little fib, I didn't mean
' any harm by it, homest I didn't...
FRED: Marilyn, Marilyn, why 4id you do 1t? Why 414 you %ell Mrs.
' Norton that lie? WHY?
MARILYN: Well, my goodness, I didn't mean anything, Mr. Moriarty.
I just wanted fifty ceats to see that new scary plcture
at the Strand. So I told Mrs. Norton I'd tell her a
secret if she gave me fifty cents, to go to the movies.
And she did. (SSNSUImE®) I guess maybe I shouldn't
) have told thet fib, but I did vant to go to the movies so.
H-m._ You see...I just love scary plctures! .

=< (MUSIC: _ _UP HARD INTO CURTAIN)

= . CHAPPELL: In Jjust a moment we will read you a telegram from Harry
. L

T - Kodinsky of the Pittaburgh Post Gazettes with the final

e outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

“ e .
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— CLOSING COMMERCTIAL:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, QUTSTANDING BONG!)
CHAPPELL: O all America's leadlng cigarettes only one is

"outstanding!" - only one is "gutstanding!"” ~ the lonﬁeb,

finer cigerette in the distinguished red package, PELL
MELL, Good teo look at...

HARRICE: Good to feel....

CHAPPELL: Good to taste....

HARRICE: And good to smoke.

CHAPPEL:  For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaceos Tilters the smoke on the way to your
throat.
""" HARRICE: That's ilmportant!
CHAFPPELL: Yes - PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on

the way to your throat ~ gives you that smoothness,

mildness and satisfactlon no other clgarette ofiers

you. Remeuwber - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
L

- "outstanding
HARRICE: And - they are miid!

e T R sty TIPS T e T A i AL T e
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CHAPPELL:

HARRY:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
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Now, we read you that telegram f‘rommdinsky of

the Pittasburgh Post Gazette.

Completely broken killer in tonlte's Big Story was «nable
to repeat his confession to police so I filled in the

details for him. Aftar many tests to determine his sanity,

"he was found guilty and sentenced to the electrlic chair

at the State FPenitentisry et Bellefonte. TFollowing my
Big Story to the end I was é.ppointed wamDeputy Sheriff ond
rode handecuffed to the killer on his ¥ trip to the
death house. My sincere appreciation for tonight's

Pall Mell Award.

Thank you, Mr, Kodinsky...The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES zre p_r-oud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the field of
journaliam.

Listen again next weel, same time, same station, when
PELL, MELL FAMOUGS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
- A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Lewton QOklahoms
Constitution - by-lines Frank Ha.ll‘ and Lindsey Whitten --
a%d-rsig Story about twe reporters who believed that the
most Tamous bandit in American History was still alive...

and dug him up to prove 1t...
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CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced vy Bermard J. Prockter, with
s music ty Vladimir Selinsky. Tonlght's program waé
written by Max Ehrlich, your narrator was Bob SV.oane,
and Jimmy McMallion pleyed the part of Harry Xodinsky.
In order to protect the names of people actuaslly involved
in tonight's euthentic BIG STORY the nemes of all
N Icharacters in the dramatization were changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr. Kodinsky.
(MUSIC:  _ DHEME UP_FULL AND PADE)
CHAPPELL: This is Ermest Chappell speaking for the makers of
- PELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
ANNCR: THIS IS NBG....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
2
A sally/rita
R 9/16/48 pm
T A

—— -
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o THE_BIG STORY FEVISED
PROORAM #79..
CAST
- NARRATOR BOB SIOANE
) JESSE MAURICE: BRANKLIN
HALL ARNOLD MOSS
- MAN II ARNOLD MOSS
' WHITTEN MICHAEL O'DAY
VOICE MICHAEL O'DAY
BILL: HUMPHREY DAVIS
MAN HUMPHREY DAVIS
JIM BOB DRYDEN
JOE \ BOB DRYDEN
WOMAN AGNES YOUNG
WOMAN II AGNES YOUNG
MA ETHEL REMY
WOMAN III ETHEL REMY
— WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 23, 1943
e
——t -_‘&‘\
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WNBC & NET THE BLG STORY ‘ REVISED

( -nys JESSE JAMES ALIVE?"

10:00 - 10:30 P .M. SEPTEMBER_29, 1048 WEDNESDAY
e CHAPPELL: PELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!
- (MUSIC:_ _ _ FANFARE._ QUICKLY IN[O:)

WHITTEN: (EXCITED) Bill, Billl Hey, you, vhere's B11l1?
Whera's the press foreman? Bill,
B HALL: . (STEADY, SOFT SFOKEN) Take 1t easy, Whit, you'll last
- longer.
WHIT: P11 - those papers off the press yot?
BILL: Yeah - just come off.
WHIT: Giowme one.

(PAPER BEING PICKED UP, RUSTLED)
WHIT: (PAUSE) (AWED) Look at it Frank. Look at it. Our
story in black and white.
BILI: lemme have a look. I ain't seen it yet, (TAKE) Hey
-- no kiddin'., ({EXCITED) That true? That the truth,
Mp. Whitten? What it sags there---%

g

o P T AT L SRR S
T - 3 - TR Ty T e 1n, - .
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s WHIP:
HALL:
{Music
CHAPPELL
(MUSIC: _ _
e
o

-
The biggest story we ever broke.
(WRYLY) Yap, tho biggest story -- or the biggest hoax

R .

==y e R

THE BIG STORY. Here is America - its sound and fury,
its joy &nd sorrow as feithfully rveported by the men
and women of the great American nevspapsrs. {PAUSE)
Dateline Lawton, Oklshome, from the headlines of

the Lavton Constitution ~- an incredible story, and for
the story to Frank Hall and Lindsey Whitten goes the
PELL, MELL AWARD for the BIG STORY,

{CFENING COMMERCIAL)

LT e Y
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #79

OPENING COMMERCIAL

R ——— s

Of all Ameriea's leading clgarettes only pne is

ding!" -- only one is “Qutstandinai"

It's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELLI

Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL. . PELL MELL'S greater lensth

filters the smoke on the way to your throat, . Filters

Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to youl

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Thus PELL MELL gives you a gmopthness, plldpness and
§ati§§aétion no other cigarette offers you.

So enjoy the lopper, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL.

Good to look at - gogd to feel - zood to taste - and
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES =«

VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE. OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAFFPELL:
"outs
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
the smoke and makes 1% pild.
) HARRICE: That's imﬁortant!
CHAPPELL:
throat, -
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
good to gmoke.
”Qutstandigﬁ&"
HARRICE:

Apd - they are pild.
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CHAPPELL: And now the story as i1t actually happened, Hall anc
Wnitten's story, as they lived 1t Sivieetsessbssnst. ..
lawton, Cklahowuma,.

R we e mma e e e

NARR: There are two of you on this story - and a good thing,
because if it had been one man, he wouldn't have
believed the evidence in front of him, One man would
have shrugged his shoulders and said "ah" - and the
story would never have been. But there were two of you
and you're & team on the Lawton, Oklahoma Constitutlon.
You compliment egch other, One, Lindsey Whitten, young,
eager, imginati% and the other, Frank Hall - qulet,
studious, s=mmmessmelee, & man with his feet on the
ground. There are two of you and this is how it began.
The story goes men like the Dalton boys, the Jameses,
bad meh who lived 75 -- 100 years ago; brought Bpanlsh
boid, bullion, loot, hid it in the hills. Nobody
found it, nobody till you came on old Jilm Laythrop,
prospector, man of the hills, Over one, two then
four five bpeers you, Lin Whitten listened and it

began to come out,

JIM: (oLD TIMER) Son, I like you, I like you fine, First
o man telked to mo like & man should since 19 and 10.
:: WHIT: Go on, drink up, Jim, More whers that came from.
;‘ﬁﬂ JIM: Folks think I'm kind of daft, But I ain't---
—— WHIT: ~ Course you ain't, Jim --- ' '

RTHKG1 0061855
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JIM:

WHIT:

JIM:

WHIT:
JIM:

JIM:
WHIT:
JIM:
WHIR:
JIMe
JIM:

MAN:
WHIT:

JIM:
WHIT:
JIM:

e
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Guess who 'twas talked to me 19 and 10, {WHISPFER)
Go ahead, guess.
(FALLING INTO IT) Teddy Roosevelt, I bet.,
Nope, seen him in a parade once, but - nope. Guess,
Yould never guess - 'twas -- (STOFS) can't tell
you, Swore by the Book wouldn't tell a living soul,
Can't tell you. But I'd like to,
Gb ahead, Jim -- who?
Nope. Subject's closed., I'll show you something
instead.
(OPENING VALISE, RUSTLE OF OLD PARCHMENT. SPES:D
IT OUT.)
See thet? Only one other living man seon that bafore-
that's the man I can't tell his name, besides you ané
ms .,
What is it? Mep of scme kind, isn't 1%7
Map of some kind, hmmf. (LICKS LIPS) Mouth's getting
kind of dry.
{PROJECTS) Two beers, Eddie ---Yoah--?
(WARMING UP) 2,000,000 dollars in bullion buried in
the Black Hills and I know where, I got a lot of use
for that 2,000,000, Aim to get it and use 1t.
Is the map uh - suthentic « I mean : you 'sure of it?
(STEPS BEERS LAID ON TABIE,) '
Two beers,
Thanks, Eddie, Drink up.
(JIM DRINKS. DRINKS IT ALL UP,)}
(FINISHED) Hey I was Ory. -t .
mgpqpnmmadmwvhamﬂhnnm.
mumwrﬁmﬁm&mmmaﬁhﬂmdww
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WHIT:
JIM:

WHIT:
JIM:

WHIT:
JEM:
WHIT:

JIM:

WHIT:
JIM:

WHILIT:
JIM:

WHIT:
JIM:
WHIT:
JIM:

QHIT:
JIM:

T e L L1 i e 4 T

Easier to talk., Now look here, (CONSPIRATORIAL)
Here's where it's buried - take a long time to get
there = got to finance the trip - maybe $200, You
got $200?

Maybe, depends. What is 1t

2,000,000 dollars I told yﬁu. 2,000,000 in gold bullion.
Look at these marks., Ever seen them before?

(LOOKING) Horse's head with & J brand in the mane,
And & rope, what sre those initlals?

Fomsed JJ and see this, Dot circle; Menn anything to
you?

Something I can't remember - I read somevhere la--
That's hia-code, The felilow I can't tell you about;
His, Only one 1ike it in the world, Now look at this.
(PULLS QUT PAFER) A letter.

Mmm hmm, Oh, same symbols &s the map, Is that it?
That!s it - you're a bright feller. Same symbols as
the map; Writ in his hendwriting. Same handvwriting,
right? On the map and in the letter,

YEah,.I guess they are.

( TRTUMPHANTLY) Well~--] Look ot the date on this
letter.

June Sixth -~ thatls yesterday.

See what I mean? He wrote that lettsr yeaterday;'
Who? . . _

Samé fellovw I was telling you about, Don't you get 1t -
hels alive.

Whol?

Sorry, young fellow, can't tell yol.

e i r e meemam e e iim e o
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WHIT: For petais anke, Jim-—;
JIM: No, siree, I swore on oath, Swore it on the
Bible., 1 won;t tell,
WHIT: Who ave you talking about. (GENTLY AND APFEALINGLY)
You can't get m¢ all worked up, Jim, you get to tell
me, *
T JIM: : Itts a fact - you're the first man talked to me nice,
N like a man should sinee him in 19 and 10.
WHIT: Who, Jim?
JIM: I111 give you his nitlals, J,J. Mean anything?
J.7. That's o1l I'm gonna say,
WHIT: (EXCITED) J.J.! Jim, cen I have that letter and the
map overnight? Just overnight, I'l] get them back
T 4)1”LJ ' Eﬁ you 9 in the ggfning. Just overnight?
WHIT: Th;ﬁﬁg,-Jzﬁj‘ffﬁaJECT) Eddie, set 'em up as long as

he can drink ‘em,

r Er — e e e e e —

NARR: f/f} Gy, 1t could be nothing., It could be the blathering
of an old prospector and then agein ~- never mind,
den't speculate. First stop is the Public Librery:

& book, You check his facts -

NARR: Then you cell in the other half of the team. e

ompdctws, coln, collected Frank Hall, Frank wrote a
- book on the Bubject, Frank knows things - really knows
' them, So, desplite the fact 1t's one in the morning
and there's no light in the window, you go lean on the
bell of your friend and co-worker.,.

(BELY, BEING RUNG UNIER;:)

AT T R AT T T T e s T R T TRE STR AT M ST - = o
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NARR: .. .Ffrank Hell, steady-going, level-headed, soft-
e spoken Frank Hall.

(DOOR CFENS ANGRILY,)

HALL: @P) What's a matter with you? It's whot
time 1is it anyhow?
WHIT: (SHEEPISHE)} Only & little after one, Frank.
) HALL: ' One fifteen! Why you --- oh, come on in. You woke
ms up anyhow,
WHIT: Thanks, Frank., It's important;
(DOOR SLAMS)
) HALL: Gimme o cigerette, Bust into o mon's sleep &t one-
thirty in the morning.
B WHIT: Here you are. Look, Prank, I'm sorry, but this is the
. biggest thing I ever saw or;--
HALL: I honestly don't care.
HALL:s Get to bod cnee in my life sarly, he wakea me cut
of & sound sleep at two in the morning,
WHIT: You dent't have to say a word, Can I Just talk te you?
) HATL: You can stand on your head, I'm getting iﬁ bed,
" | (——? |
WHIT: Frank, you're the expert on the bad men of these parts,
right? (HALL: So0?) I mean you wrote a book and you
- ¥now all the answers and ---
e FRANK: Btop it ~ what are you talking about?
-
-
—
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WHIT: Frank, could a man who's dead be alive? (HALL: WHATI)
I mean, suppose peoplo think a man's dead ; I mean
after all these yea;s, 60, 70 years, people thlnk
- he'ls dead and buried but -- but he's alive.
HALI. You woke me up for that, Get out of here--;
WHIT: ' I got proof. Absolute proof, I got something so big
1£1'11 blow the roof off not only Lawton, not only
Oklahoma, but the whole U.S5,A.
- HALL: Do me a favor , somewhore §f else,

WHIT: (SMALL VOICE, CONVINCING,} Frank, Listen. I think
Jesse James 13 alive. (QUICKLY) Don't zay anything
-~ I checked it. An absolute code nobody knows, Nobody
could know about it but Jesse James, He wrote 1t in

. a letter - yesterda%} Franky Jesse Jomes 1s alive,

HALL: And I am the Queen of Sheda.

WHIT: (GROPING TO PROVE HE MEANS IT) (LOW) Take a look &t
these! this map, thls letter : these books, And if you
8t111 don't believe me - do anything you like to me:
choke me, kick me.,

HALI:: Hey, you mean this, don't you kid? Okay, youlre crazy,
but not this ocrozy. Pass me those things and turn the
vig light on. Take your coct off, Whit, Make yourself
to home, Even if it 1s Q330 in the morning,

— e A e e v e e s

NARR: Frank Hal frowgg deeply - &nd you go exploring
- together" ﬁ.h]tfttle more friendly beer end friendly
e conversation and 014 Jiéggfgtgig:th of you the man's
name: Colonsl F,J, Dalton, His address: a little

off the track trailer camp & few miles from Lavwion.
- : { MORE )
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HNARR:
{conT'D)

JESSE §

JAMES:

JESSE ¢

JESSE 1

WHIT:
JESSE::

JES3E &

HALIL:

A TR TR

= e ST

PRE—————— L T s
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Frank Hnll gets his old notes, studies them, bones up

on the story of Jesse James and then the two of you pay

& call, An inauspicious beginning - an ordinary

trailer.,.and a5 you wallk up, yenshegnsgmerow, ..
(BRIGHT, BUT 100 YEARS QLD =-- SINGING) And the dirty

little coward, whe shot Mr. Howard -~ has lald Jesse

James 1n his grava...

Rr e o

AL he F WGP~ Dravamrs=imtr-tire-dirbymli-bbborrowerd-wire

8he bNrp-Hownr g Iy T 0 Tos s Tomoe ik 8w g oase-,

Ttk peegrer,
(==pe. XNOCK ON DOOR,)

(WITHIM) Just push her in, she oinlt locked.

(DOOR OPENS, IN, CLOSES,)
Col, Dalton...
That's me---you the reporter?

How'd you know?

Don't fool me much. Got ways of knowing. Sit down.

Didn't expect but one of you -~ which 18 Whit?

I'm Whit, this is Frank Hall,
81t down, thc both of you. Chaw?
No thanks.

Come cause you didn!t believe it, hunh? Come because

your senses are flying around in your head at sixes end

sevens ~-- all right, I'1l talk, you listen -- or ast me

questions if you want to.

Col., this l& most unusual, I know, but - let me get your

full name, sir,

P e

- e
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JESSE @

WHET:
JESSE:

]
o
|

JESSE!:
HALL:
JESSE:

WHIT:
JESSE ¢

JESSE

B i

k-

Well, pight now itt's Colonel F, J. Dalton., Used %o be
a lot of other things. Guess I changed my nams's often
&8s I changed my shirt,

Are you a colonel, sin?

Three times a colonel,.four if you count the honorary
colonel of Kentucky. Once in Brazil, once in Canade

and onet in Englsand, Yapr—iiapee—iriut i 0donsdn

T seq -~ Col, now you wonlt mind & few guestions?

Ahout these symbols on the map and in therletter -~
that's where gold's buried, isn't i%?

Yap, Bullion. Loot, Gold. Some silver, too,
Well, hov comp you buried it ---
Well now, I'm a strong fellow, was anyways -- but did
you ever tote bullion worth two milllon.  Mighty heavy.
Sides, what did I need thet much cash for. Buried 1t
so's I could come on back to it.
Two million, you say?
'Bout that. More or less, Never did keep books, y'knov.:
iCourse, of course, Colonel could you give me an idea--
just a rough idea -~ what jobs 1t was ylelded all that
money?
Well how, my memery's & little dimmer'n 1t used to
be 30 years ago, but~ (RATTLES THEM OFF) Februery 1866,
Clay County Savings Bank, Liberty, Mo.,- $70,000:
October, same year, Mitchel & Co. Bank, Lexington, Mo.,
$2000 : Judge McLain's Bank, March 2, 1867, Savannah,
Mo,, 14,000: Thea--ibd-ithere—is~a—laiilisllallin
_Bank . Coupdenr—S-edushui—ddm~Conaxioxe Bank.and in,
174 we begun on the trailns: ~- oh, 1% added up. -
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- WHIT: (IMPRESSED} I sce, Woawdppnbend, Now, Colonel that
song you were singing. You were killed, the story
goes, 1882, wasn't 1%?
JESSE : Yop, killed deader'n & mackeral ~ 1882, Bob Ford done
i1t, only 1t wasn't mo--w

e HALL: ' It wasn't you?

- JESSE ¢ How could it of been? Would I be here talking to you
B novw if I was dead?

HALL: Ford d&idn't kill you?

JEBSE & Heck no -- killed another fellow - figured I'd say

ltwas me, (Things were getting a 1lititle hots) Worked,
too, Tell you both that another time - aat me vhat I
done since my "death" -~-haha, that's a joke., My

- - "death".
WHIT: What did you do, Colonel?
JESSE & Quite a bit, good bit., UJot a hankering for war.

Went to the Amazon, Sempgtreesise—serbpe-indionas Then
. went a spell to Africa, fought the British aux=the
Siiuaprfniviainbiale, Back to South America. Liked
SA: paid well and had 8 new revolution svery month.
Womidnrymseme =St e ORI re R ey s et o i

S ot ety o = A T WYY o o e g

Took up the study of medicine at Ann Arbor, but WM.
. Compidiimibeap: couldn’t stand the sight of blood -

i got me a law degree instead, Graduated with honors.
- Can sti1ll shoot & mud hen at 125 feet. Getting rusty

though ~ used to be able to throw & c¢an into the air,
put 12 slugs into her. Like to see me do that?
e (PAUSE)

M . ——————————————

e i —— g ——— bk s s d o
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HALL:

-13-
A hundred-year-old man with the vigor of a men 60 and
the eyes of a bey 30, You both nod weakly. He
nsks ope of you to thpow a can into the air, You do
it..,
(FOUR RAPID SHOTS,)
Four dead shots,

Yap, getting old. Used to be able to do 12 of them.

— e o m— —

No. It's med. It's insane, Jesse James is dead. Died
in 1882 - that's more than 65 years ago. Hels dead.
But he's standing in front of you. And the thing

that you can't escape is that a1l of his facts are
correct, every one of them. You look at each other,
Iin Waitten and Frank Hall, aMomh:l:e your heads,,.
Either the blggest story of spywisede -- or the

biggest hoax. '

— e e e — R

We will be back in just & momont with tonight's BIG
STORY.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

S e — s T T
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #79

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

HARRICE:

PELL MELL FAMUUS CIGAREITES - “outstapding!”

For PELL MELL'S grester lengih filters the smoke on the
Filters the smoke and makes 1t

Yes, PELL MELL'S grgater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat - filters the smoke and makes it pitd.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'E greater leapgth. Yes,

your eyes can see the difference - your throat can tell

PELL MELL'S greater lepgtn of traditionally fine,
mellow %tobaccos means & longer, nzatural filter to
Thus, PELL MELL gives you
a esg, mildness and satlsfaction no other

Enjoy the leneer, finer eigarette in the distinguished

‘Good to 1look at - gopd to fgel - good to taste - and

Remeﬁbef, PELL .MELL'S greater leneth of fine tobaccos
filters the smoke on the way to your throat - filters

VIBRAPHONE 1 SINGLE, QUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE: And - thevy sre mild!
CHAPPELL1

way to your throat,

m—'
HARRICE: That's important!
CHAPFPELL:

. HARRICE:
_ you what 1t means.

CHAPPELL:

sereen and cool the smoke.

cigarette offers you.
HARRICE:

red package - PELL MELL.
CHAFPELL:

good to smoke.
HARRICE:

the smoke and makes 1t mild.
CHAPPELL:

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"
And - they are mild.
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- HARRiCE: This ia Cy Harrice returning you to your nagﬁg,@_& d o
end the BIG STORY of Lindsey Whitten and Prank Hall?\gvmﬁt;.hﬁ
T WARR: The two of you, reporters for the Lawton Okls.
Constitution don't belleve your senses. You can't,
A wman vho's dead 65 years, a bad man named Jesse
Jamss - Is he alive? You start after proof. Absolutel’ﬁ
uneguivocal, uncontroverted proof, there are 1ivi£é
- relatives to see. The c¢closest Joe Stenley - only
living great-grandson of Jesse James, You bring them
together, It's guite 2 meeting: Col, Delton and Joe
Btanley, Joe's a sharp boy, lighting engineer with
a big southern company - no wool over that fellow's
- eyes, Comes prepared, notes, momentos, questlions. The
four of you sit in the Col's., trailer...No

introductions arc mede; that's part of the test,

JOE ¢ Col, I like to ask you cne or iwo questions,
JESSE : Well naturally.

B JOE : (TAKEN ABACK) Hunh?
JESSE ¢ Tosiiphimpripemenidge - wouldn't the only living great-

- grandson I got, naturally be interssted in his only
great grandpa,. _
JOE: ¥eoll, uh -~ how!d you know?
JESSE ¢ Put & wig on you, longer hair, make 1t blomd, you?ld be
the spitting image your great grandma Zerinda, My wife,

RTHO1 QG61866
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JOE

JESSE 3

JOE

JESSE

JOE 3

JESSE &

JESSE

JOE:

JES3E 1

JOE

JESSE ¢

_1_7..
(TAKEN BAGK) Un hunh - ub - just let me ask you this,
You remember the robbery of the Russelville Bank 1n
18697
18697 Nope. 1868,
(SLOVLY) That's »ight, 1868 - well, whose bank was
that?
Son, ﬁou wouldn't try to fool your great grandpa now
would you, That bank belonged to Nimrod Long,
my second cousin, your grandpa's ps on your mother's
side,
Mmm hunh - and - well, what was the comblnation of the
gafe in Long's bank?
{LAUGHING) Got me a trlcky great grand son, sure
is tricky, Wasn!t no combination safe, son.
Was a safe opened with a Kkey, dnéwievesatinioidritadd -

{ BOX-BE LN GO NN B8 oM R NG OU4F , }
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JCE ¢ Mg, - Col, Delton - uh - vhat -Gusesymhindez happsned
to the money taken from Mr, Long's bank?

JESSE ¢ Didn't think anybody else knew about/}hg . Prewimberind
Ik hermsgmtrreebi o=t et mgdepeti o900k, FoURd
out old Nimrod Long helped pay my Sewhaesds schooling
at the Baptist Ministry. S50 I give it back to him,

e (BN SoypWhe b sema ;
Somathing?
[ S
. JESSE:
o JOE. &
. you die, I mean - how didn't you -~ I mean --
- JESSE: Well now I711 tell you, Good story too. Was in 18 and
82, Things was hot, had to lay low, Took the name of
Howard, Got 2‘2‘ place in 8t, Jo, Missouri, Stayed
- there. Three men after me! the Ford brothers and Joe
Bigelow, & Pinkerton man. Here!s the way thcy tell 1t,,.
’ (FADE) I just come back from the barn,.,
. - (DOOR QOPENS AND SHUT3)
— MAN: Evening.
o JESSE: Well, who're yout? Startled me,
T MAN: Juet visiting,
- JESSE : Like to know & man's name.
__-;_’ MAN: Know your name, Lt's Howard, that's enough, _
. JEBSE: Well, if you wen't tell, you won't tell, 3Scuse me, got
-- —2 _ to dust off the place a 1little. Expecting & lady..
-»a Excuse me?

ATHO1 QO 1968
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JESSE :

JESSE !

WOMAN :

JESSE

-19~
Sure, dust all you like,
Now this picture ain't clesn et all, Seuse wy
back while I clean er éfr. Ladies like---
Happy to,

{sHOT)
Chhhhhh -

(FALLS, DIES)
(FADING IN, LAUGHING) That'!s the way they tell 1t,
Rov you know that ainft true, Would I ever turn ry
back to clean a picture when I see a man's got two
ready slx-shooter itching to get me? Nah, Not Jesse
James, Never, llow herels the way it-really happened.
Wes in the barn in 5t. Jo, with Bigelow the Pinkerton
Man, Knew the Fords was coming=-- told Bilgelow to go
in the house., Well Bigelow looked something like me,
And the house was dark, figured soon’s he got in
there 1t'é¢ heppen. Waited outside, watched nim open tke
door, counted up till seven and then,..

(A SHOT. A GROAN, BODY FALLS.)}
{NARRATING )Then, the Fords ran avay and ip runs my
wife -~ planned 1t thata way, Runs 1n Screamb...
Oh, you shot him, You killed my husband., Jesse James
is dead!
( PAUSE)
{LAUGHING) Just like we planned i1t. Then the poliocs
took the body ( Bigelow, that 15) took him over to my
poor old mats house, She took one look at yhe body

and 5AY8,..

O0h, oh -- my #on, They killed my son., My son Jesse's
dead!

. S o Y AT S
A T AR b syt R R -
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JES3E:

VOICE:

WOMAN II:

MAN IX:

“20-

( PAUSE)

{LAUGHING) She done it jJust 1like we rohearsed it, She
faintsd all the way and that was that, If my ma seld

so then Jesse James was dead, And then come the
funeral...vhat a funeral, Preacher preached a sermon .-
over me, I swear 1 wes embarrassed all the nice things
he sald, Couldn't believe half he was talking about

me. And then they laid me to rest In my grave - on mels
lawvn - and I was one of the mourners, Sang with the

rest of them, cried my eyes ocut I did. Finest funeral

1 ever attended.

— e v e i e A

.That does it. Joe Stanley gives up, pronounces the

man his great grandpa, the living Jesse James. And you
two, Lin Whitten and Frank Hall, now youlve got it,
and in 2% hours it hits the etreots,

EXTRA, EXTRA., Read rll aboutf it, JESSE JAMES I3 ALIVE.

IN LAWTCN! Read &1l about 1t, JESSE JAMES IS ALIVE}

— T e, e TR A ma e e

It breaks big. Coast to eccast. The big wire services

eat Lt up. Hoadlines all over the midwest, the south,
the nationsl megazines, A Jesse James day proclaimed,
Afd then come the scoffers,..

I am the only living granddaughter of Jesse James,

My grandfather wis 1aid in his grave happily 6& years
ago this April,

I was & cousin of Frank James on his E{éfer’é_aide.

I got one werd for the whole thing: PHOOEY,

RTHKO1 CO6187°0
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WOMAN IIT: This Delton is & great one -- vhen he gets lov in cogh
he digs up this staory abou:o velng Jesse James, Jesse
James 1e dead. I know, My grandpa was My, Ford, the
man who shot uim, I 411l got the bullet that killed

‘Jease James,

i

(MISIC: TEY DIRTY LITTIE COWARD THEME AND UNDER:)

.—.......-...—.—._-_»..-...._-—-_..-_.,_'—_.—“—.—_—.-.—-—.

A e,
- HARH: You sit there ham, the two of you,m the song

)Etc:l—t celebrates Jesze's celebrated death,..
b S
WHIT & HALL: (-)W‘?;S) But the dirty little coward who shot Mr.

Howard has leid Jeasse James in his grave,

HALL: Wnlt..»
WHIT: Yes, Fronk?
RALL: You think Jesse James is alive?
WHIT: Pharbal i Rab-comsrato , '
HALL: TR0 g Y Qi b i ?
WHIT: Vg do you  timbmie?
) HALL: Tohimirtrbhemunebamero--shabpeeBUBEBNEE) Sure, I think

so, of course I think sc, What a guestion to ask,
- (TP R oot |, .

i

Ty e BE - SR AR P i e e B Gy )

iy,

‘M‘“‘w-«,‘m he took in loot?

) HALL: 0h,™34,000,000 something &lewi there, ...

WHIT: Lot of 1t Dlirded s ) right?

- HALL: Mrmnmm? | - N | )

— WHIT: _ me&r;, 1f the storyls true and“exgrything ve wrote --

and remember -~ Laythrop -- 01d Jim?

Sure, I remember -- what are you GALIHRIME

RTKOT Q061971




HALL:

WHIT:
HALL:

WHIT:

e

i,
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1ﬁ2ﬁﬂ§:?‘“"”"”ﬁ§ll, Vhy 1anlt the money whSre 1'tHy—suppesed.ta. e,

8,

then and why don't wa, .,

Stop it Stop it, Git out, I never should haye’let you
in my room that night at 1 when you bus n with the
story, I neverﬁsQPUld have let ygpfget mwe involved. Now
shut up about theﬁgﬁilion.

At least two millipm?w ™

/;M’p Mh"‘h..
Shut UpDees o,
.2"" “’-.u\_

0khy& (%AUSE} Frank - you sorry? Sor¥y-ye started?

L Sorry? I should say not. True or not, I --'whit

I wouldn't have misged this for all the gold in S,

- . - it o w meet s nemw e T

-

B - %

ATKOT 00K187P2




~22A— REV.

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Frans Hall of the Lawton Qklanoma Constitution with
the final outcome of tdnightt!s Blg Story.

MUSICt FANFARE

{(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #79

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE! SINGLE. OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL: of all Americé‘s leading clgarettes only pne 1s
i Moutstanding!™ - only one is ngutstandipat"
HARRICE: It's the longer, finer cignrette in the distingulshed
_ red package.- PELL MELL! -
- CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater lensth of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
. throat.
HARRIdE: Filters the smoke and makes_it.g;ig.
CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gives you & gmoothnegs, pildness and
satisfaction no other clgarette offers you,
HAHRIdE: So enjoy the longer, fiper cigarette in the
distingulshed red package ~ PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: Cood to logk at - gogd to fegl - good to tmste - =2nd
good to smoke. PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES -
"Ogtspandiﬂgl"

HARRICE:

And - thev are mild!

e i cra I oty o i o L = A —— s — o to
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CRAPPELL:

HALL:

JESSE:

HALL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

2l

Now we read you that telegram from reporter, Frank
Hall of the Lawton, Oklahoma Constitution.

Willing to answer any snd all questions as to his
identity with a conviction that is hard to doubt, our
hers in tonight!s Blg Story, when asked why he had
waited so long to reveal his i1dentity replied:

Heck, that's easy. When 1 died - I meen made believe
I was dead, the way the story told - I took & pledéa
with the men in my gang. Nobody wouldn't reveal the
truth t111 Jesse James 100th birthday. Might get
some folks in trouble, sort of, if 1t was revealed,
Well -~ last year I had a birthday cake, one hundred
candles eon it - so I finally came out with the truth,
In conclusion we would lLike to say that Lindsey
Wwhitten and I have carefully investigated this man's
story and believe it to ve true. You declde for
yourselves, Lindsey Whitten joins me in thanking you
for tonight's PELL MELL Award.

Thank you, Frank Hall ... The makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETIES are proud to have named reporters
Frank Hall and Lindsey Whitten winners of the PELL
MELL 3500 Award for notable service in the field of
journalism.

Listen agaln next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the wires of the

International News Service - by-line Jack Lotto -- a
BIG STORY about a soldier who went three thousand
miles to keep a blind date with .... death!
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-25- REVISED

CHAPPELL:  The BIG 3T0RY 1s produced by Bernard J. prockter, with
music by Vliadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
wrltten by Arnold Peél, and: your narrator was Bob 8loang,
Arnold Moss played the papt of Frank Hall, and Michael

_ 0'Day pleyed the part of Lindsey whitten,

in oxder to protect the nawmos of people éctually invelved
in tonight's suthentic BIG SPORY the names of =1}
cherecters in the dramatizablon vwero changed with the
excepblon of the veporters, Frank Hall end Lindesy

Whitton, = Colonel Frank J. Daltoni.-/,_‘, /f 54';.: i

(MusIC: .. . THEME UE. EULI, AND_PAPE)_

CHAFPELL: This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELY, MELL FPAMOUS CIGARETTES,

ANNCR: THTS I3 NBC Jove THE NATIONAL BROADCAST ING COMPANY, ‘
) N ‘
p— \\
- ‘\-
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