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WNBC & NET THE BIG_STORY " 480
JACK IOTTO, INS
"BLUE DAHLIA"

-10:00-£0:3% Pl OCTOBER 6, 1948 VEDNESDAY

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

{MUSIG: _ _FANPARE) _

NARR A kid found it, a l0-year old kid playing hlde-and-go-seek.
He went into tE::vacant lot in Sen Francisco apd found it..

(RUNNING STEPS..INTO WALKING)

KID (T0 HIMSELF) 0Oh, this is & svell place, they'll never fiml
me here. Couple of 0ld cars, I'll hide under one of them.
Joey!ll never find me. Lessee, which one -- uh -- (THEN
INTAKE OF AIR, GASP} Uh - lookit! Joey, Eddle, Stevie!
Took]! It's & -- it!'s a lady and she ~ she -

(MUSIC: _ _ SCREAM3 FOR HIM..CUTS HIM OFF...THEN OUT AS)

NARR And & reporter looking at the dead body, 1lying in the
vacant Frisco lot named 1t....

FhGK (SAD) She was pretty too, beautiful - and - the way her

Pary face was iéésy 81} bruised and blue and -- a face like a
flower, a dahlia, ¥Yeah, a bruilsed, blus dahlia.

(MUSIC: UP_SHARPLY AND QUT FOR}

ATKO1 00K09320
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~ CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY, Here is America - its sound and its fury —
its joy;’and 1ts .sorrowf, as falthfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers., (PAUSE..
THEN FLAT) Dateline, San Francisco, Californla: over the

*_J wires of the Internatlionel News Service, & sw cvﬁﬂein, .

. " brutal death, s weird confesslon and 'Hm&ag-vg—m e

. tinooentememm And for his brilllant work on thils case, to

- Reporter Jack Lotto, of International News Service goes the
PELL MELL Award for the BIG STORY.

(MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE)_
&

e WL LS S
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THE BXIG STORY

PROGRAM #80
" OPENTNG COMMERCIAL
o VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTESTANDING BONG!
- CHRAPPELL: Of all America's leading clgarettes only gne is

"outstanding!” - only one is "Dutstandingl"
HARRICE: It's the longer, finer cigarette -~ PELL MELL!

CHAPPELL: Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL, PELL MELL'S greater length
filters the smoke on the way to your throat, Filters
the smoke and makes it mild.

HARRICE: That's important!

CHAPPELLt Yes, PELL MELL'8 greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and meskes It mild.
- CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mpildness and
. satisfection no other cigarette offers you.
HARRICE: So enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: Goed to look at ~ good to feel - good to taste « and
good to smoke, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES =

"Outstapding!®
HARRICE: And - they are mpild.

RTHOT QOsQ822
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-~ (MUSIC: THEME. +QUTER , -RESTFUL BUT WITH_A_SURGE_IN IT...UNDER)

CHAFPFELL! How the story as it actually happened, Reporter Jack

Lotto's story as he lived it and wrote it -~ New York CLty.

NARR: It broke bip, the wanton murder of a_ lovely girl, her
, ’ Ao, dqwfézhivwéaawﬂv*
e bruised body found in & vacant car loy -~ and it stayed big.

Even a month efter it happened, February, 14 was stlll top

newst: there wes no clue as to the murderen, ut that.-~ .
f/%;yé . /'?éfm-v Ll e
wasn't on your mind now - Jack Lotto of <£NS, nelther the
blue dehlise murder ner the offlice, not even the winter
- storm thaet swirled outsids your 1living room. All you

thought about was thet you were werm, comfortable, and

3t b -'!"/'_—LZL.‘—/_“;
“And your wife, Helen, sltting across from yogp wasn't any '

stuck on a Wword in the crossword puzizle {Eéfr?nt of you,
At

help at all....

{MUSIC: _ _ RADIO IS PLAYING SOFILY UNDER..,SEMICLASSICAL)
'.i’/f"‘r‘l—'f'(/
(erasil SE i oront)
- HELEN: Nice Wweather.
JACK: A seven letter word for heaven. Last letter is M. Helen?
- HELEN : ¥hy don't you give up, you been on that an hour,
JACK: Stubborn. Let's ses -- paradise, nope, eight letters.

Can't you think of something - seven letters, ends in --

© o HELEN : (KIDDING} Paradise -~
- - JACK: Paredise 1s -- oh, stop it.
- HELEN; You don't know vwhen you're licked, you're so stubborn,
u_kﬁ o = ,ﬂuv»lu.»/ Al

...+ VOICE: (RADIO) We interrupt this pregwsa for esbulletin --
“:f JACK: - Hey =~

T el T SRR e RSN T YT STy s e PR —-
ot et P a Tt A oy ek ® A TS T T ek i e e, S A T
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VOICE:

JACK:

JACK:

JACK:

JACK:

HELEN:
JACK:
HELEN:
JACK:
HELEN:
JACK:

HELEN:
JACK:
HELEN

*Ha

,3-. i ;e?ﬁ.ﬁ- Akt
-~ The Crimin&¥{D1vision at Fort Dix, N. J., has announced

thet Corp. Ted Franco has confessed to the murder of the

blue dahlis.

Wou.,. VOICE: The hiltherto

{PHONE RINGS) unsolved mystery was
I'1l get it. _ brought to Lts

{ PHOWNE UP) dramatic climax

unexpectedly with
this unusual
anncuncement.
Hello, {T0 HELEN) Turn it down baby, my office.
{RADIO OFF)
Yeah, just heard 1t on the radlo. Sure. What? Tonight !
In this weather!...0kay, okay -~ get the whys and
vherefores. All right...I said "a1l right". What do you
want me to do, thank you, too, Bye.
{RECEIVER UP SEVERELY)
Your rubbers are in the hall closet.
85 miles in & blizzard; they have ne consideretion.
Aind take your muffler,
¥horel's my cosat?
in the closet 2nd your rubbers are --
(SNAPPING) I heard you -- I cen't stand wearing rubbers
on & Job and I'm sorry -- .
You'll get & cold and (JACK: WNo.) Don't be 80 stubborn.
(LAUGHS)

What are you laughing at?

ATHO1T QOB0Y924




. JACK: T just thought of 1t: seven letter word means heaven:
Elysium - e-l-¥-s-i-u-m....and I just thought of another

one: four letter word ithat means the opposite ef—iresvon-

o (MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND UNDER) ¢
SLOAKE: That's yod?ﬁ?éck Lotto, reperter: a little stubborn. You

don't wear the rubbers and you go. If New York is cold,
Fort Dix 1s freezing. You join the other reporters there,
gulp & cup of hot coffes and wetch & natty MP officer take
S his plece in front of the room, :;iok some dust off his
desk and begin:
OFFICER: (LITTLE OFF) Gentlemen, this press conference will be
brief and to the poelat.

SLOANE: You peg him right away, s-merbtretr—yse-owsdd 2 publicity
. hound.
OFF: First my name, Capt., Dennis T. Arnawd., A-R-N-A-U-D.

It's generally misspelled. Last month in the press 1t wes

A-R-N-0-D.
SLOANE: How right you are, s0 you open up.on him....
] JACK: Captain, when can we see Franco?
QFEF: Sorry, egeinst regulations.
JACK: Man confesses to murder, we'd like to see him.
OFI: As I sald, regulations.
e JACK: Well, who was the arresting officer, can ve see him?
: OFF: If you will be ﬁatient, please -- the arresting officer,
h the officer who got the confesston from Franco can be
’_;; seen. (CLEARS THROAT) As a matter of fact, he is
&;;i; addressing you right now. Dennlis T. Arnaud A-R-N-A-U-D.
- {MUSIC: _ _ SNARLS UP AND UNDER)

e S Al 4 e e g ke f AN Tt S A e T

i e eI LT S

RTHOT QQ8032S




I s e L T S AL Sy

_7"

SLOANE: He tells how Frenco came in late one night, looked
suspicious, hovw he, the intrepid Ceptain suspected
somcthing. He had Franco seerched and found: & blood
stoined handkerchief, the inslde of his coat smeared with
blood and & clipping from the papar concerning the death
of the blue dahlia, Marie Long. He gquestloned Fraznco for
houra, he =zays, end finally....

OFpF: And that, gentlemen, was when he broke down and confessed.

_ And now I shall reed you that confession.

SLOANE @ He pulls out a sheaf of papera, 50 pages, and you 31t
bacl prepared to be bored to death. But even the volee of
the powpews man in front of you, cen't spoll 1t. TIt's
&an incredible document....

OFF: (READING) I em quobting. "My name 1s Ted Franco. The
first time I did anything like this, T didn't k11l her,
just hurt her, vas August 6, 19%1. A little blonde girl,
22 years old, at & bar at 21-16 North High Street in

_ Newark. When I get drunk sometlmes, T don't know what

g ' I'm dolng....(CROSS FADE)

FRANCO : (CROSS FADE IN) Sometimes I don't know what I'm doing. T
done 1t several other times, March the 9th, 1943, In
Winston Salem; October 8, 104l 1n Peris France St
BMM%. I never killed none of
them. When I pgot hack to the states, Oct. 13, 1945, T met

. her, Marie Long. I met her walking In WNew York Cilty,
ﬂ corner of Bth Avenue and 5lst Street...She—wms—ster T tr-

~

o _ (STREET NOISES)
FRANCO : Hello.

RTHQT QOKO326




MARIE!:
FRANCO :
MARTE:
FRANCO :

MARIE:

FRANGCO i

MARIE:
FRANCO :
MARIE:
FRANCO :

MARIE:

FRANCO &

MARYE:
FRANGCO
- MARIE:

Wenrdyer D 352 Jg»/{;iawm* cyﬂwb.?

F
s . Z > .

R AP LA e I - Egn
% ou—~bfere. Remember. -med
P

g 0ty K )/
Sl o seevy S TERLT
-

Sure, Feoria, abewks 4 years ago, You're Marle Long., Right?
See, I remember. At the High Schoel, they run & danqe.

We danced, 5 times siwewt . You sald I tangoed good.
Remember?

(NOT TNTERESTED} Oh, yeah, that's right. You still in the

Avrmy ? '
i

. 9 .
Yeah, I signed up. 7 You golng somewhere? Hew-sbowe—momo

L
11t

Criirthtrbepmd
I got e date armd anyways I'm leaving town,
Oh, whers are going?

Frisco, ot rtriviti—bvodnil R Imiaeed .

Well, loock Marie, you wouldn't believe me, but ¥'d like to
go out with you - I mean - suppose I come to Ffisco and -
would you got out with me?

Out in Frisco? You golng there?

Well, I got 45 days furlough and I got some dough and I got
nothing better to do. Would you, Marie?

Well, if you want to.

Gimne your eddress, I like you, Marie, I like you & lot.

%TEwuh
m

{PAUSE)

RTHKO1T 0080827
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OFFICER: "T Jked Marie Long & lot, Taimesksbiovistldews) She was B

big girl, beautiful, the way I 1ike girls. Avtbesdmiiont
avieblsonom Some ‘n'Ol:lld think that was ¢razy to dg, go 3000
miles for a date, andenaypbo-ahgonanbémrlbuaooemesor ™ TR ity

Wbwerp, but that's the way I am ebout a girl when I like
her," {CROSS FADE)

FRANCO @ {FADE IN) That's the way I am about & girl when I like

HET s R lE i ey ool et o Gl Gl i o S S el b
SHrom PN ENONT Y HE SR wee . I gob there the &th

and at 7:30 I celled her., I remcmber her phone : -O&ickadsd

A 7’;/
. »  We met in a bar and danced....

(MUSIC: _ A TANGQ I8 JUST FINISHING) LA Liboe
“ERANCOL. (trTmr} 5 o L 5 A £t 1 B L2 P D s
MARIE: “You're a good dancer, Ted.

FRANCO Like me, & little, Marle?

MARIE: Let's sit down.

FRANCO : Do you?

ARTE oot

FRANGO 3 Sure, I'm high, I don't deny I'm high, I'm high. —Swer,
itk . But how ebout 1t - go -wilith me steady? Marle,
I'm nuts about you.

MARIE: {Cimidioi=} Toke your hand off, Ted. Don't start anything.

//&74 Hod_

. L m mmem g e T A A i A e e e S oo
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FRANCO :

MARIE:
MAN :

FRANCO ¢

MAN:
MARIE:

MAN :

FRANCO &

MAN ¢
FRANCO :
MAN:
FRANCO:

PRANCO ¢

FELLOW :

Sometimes - uhen Lim-high’ T mean - onct

in & while, I dotﬁﬁawg ir 8Bt I never would to you,
— L
You know that«" &1 mme your hanquﬂbmie.

(COMING IN) This guy bothering you, Miss --

Who'lre you? Who do you think you are come busting 1n
asking 1if I'm bothering her?

%1% down, Fellow -- He bothering you, Miss?

Mo, that's okay.

Cause Iif he is - I'm just the boy can take care of sloppy
drunk soldiers who --

Now you shuddup. MNobody &ast you come over here and what do
you mean sloppy drunk - who's & sloppy drunk --%

You are.

You the bouncer or something?

I'm just the guy who don't llke & sloppy drunk --

Then step out in the alley with me and I'll show you who's

s sloppy drunk. Come on step out in the alley you big
baboorn.

I don't remember no more. Just the music., I don't
remember wheat happened, just the music, T kind of blacked
ocut then and when I come tc I heard the same song - and I
thought first I wvas in the dancehall, btut I wasn't --

THE SAME TANGOL BUT ON_A RADIQ NOW...

Laillog oo Lol i f T sM’bm tell me, if you'll

excuse me, pleass; where am I?

Dontit you know where you are, soldier?

RTHOT QQbQOB2S
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FRANCO :
FELLOW :
FRANCO;
FELLOW &

FRANCO ¢

OFFICER:

JACK:
OFF:
JACK:
OFFs

JACK:

~-11-

I think I do, but tell me, will you?
This is Penn sStation. Wew York City. You éick, soldler?
Penn Stetlon, What's ‘thet music? That tango? |
I got & portable redio. It bother you. I'll shut it off.
No. It don't bother me, Thanks. (PAUSE) Then I knew I
done 1t., T killed her. I killed her and come back on the
trelin. Thft was her blood on the handkerchief and in my
pocket and the clipping I got out of the paper. T killed
her. I mast of blacked out like T done before., When I
get drunk I'm evil. I don't know what to do. I killed
her I szaw her the night of Janﬁ or Jan -{g or Jan ;;.h

. »
and killed her. That's what I did., Bigned Ted Franco,
Corporal, US Army. (FADE OUT)
(CROSS FADE IN} Signed Ted France, Corporal, U3 Army". And
that gentlemen, is his cohfassion. The confession I got

from him after 3 hours of questioning. My name 1ls Capteln

And thet's 1it. Signed, sealed and dellvered: one
murderer. A frightening confesalon. But while the rest

of the reporters leave, you - Jack Lotto of INS - the same

stubborn man who wouldn't wear his rubbers - get stubboern

over this one. Somethinéfffzézgézy“;;e room{§%§f§3252i:2§;:zéf?L
empty - just you and the MP officer and then it hits you--

I've got 1t, OR!

I beg your pardon?

OR! Why didn't I see 1t before.

What ere you talking about?

Can I use that phone?

s e g - R e ST AL AT e TR AT ST -

B i i
e e s et i ———— Fohe S o el D P - b
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OEF: .

JACK:

Sure. Go ahead,

DI&LIN,G- RIN ING HEARD THIS HEARD)
o fere &5,,;/\,_( - ﬁd"'{lfz.ﬁ V2 - P

(WAITING}; 1'd1 Bet my ﬁve teeth, my bottom dollar. (INTQ

PHONE)} Hello - gimme the desk. Desk? Jack Lotto. At

Fort Dix. I'm not coming back. I've got & hunch. A big

one. Ted Franco is innocent, (PAUSE) Thet's what I said.

semethtng ~more-SmperbantntOuwdo.. Ted Fra.ncp’a innocent

UP TO TAG)

(MIDDLE COMMEHGIAL)

ATHCT 0080331




e ambima non L memaenein

THE BIG STURY
PROGRAM #80

MIDDLE CCMMERCIAL

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Quitstandine!l"

For PELL MELL'S gpeater lepgth filters the smoke on the

Filters the smoke and makes it

Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat ~ filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater lepgth. Yes,

your eyes can see the difference - your throat can tell
PELL MELL'S grester length of traditlonally fine,
mellow tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to

Thus, PELL MELL gives you

, mildness and gatjsfaction no other

Enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

Good to look at - good to feel - gggi to taste - and

Remember, PELL MELL'S greater length of fine tobaccos
filters the smoke on the way to your throat - fillters

n 111

VIBRAPHONES SINGLE, QUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE: And - they are pildl
CHAPPELL:

way to your throat.

miid.
HARRICE: That's iﬁ;ortant:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

you what 1t means,
CHAPPELL:

screen and cool the smoke,

a spoothne

cigarette offers you,
HARRICHE: -

red package - PELL MELL,
CHAPPELL:

good to smoke,
HARRICE:

the smoke and makes 1t pild.
CHAFPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTIES - "Quts
HARRICE!: And - they are mild.

RTHO1T Q060932
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HARRICH: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your nerrator, and

reporter Jack Lotto's BIG STORY, &s he lived it, and
wrote 1t..,. .,:;!MZ’_
NARR ! ﬁnv Jack Lotto of the International News Service Dkas just
 sald you don't think Ted Frenco, self-confessed murderer
of Marie Long, is guilty. You base that on one word in
the confession - the word OR, Now you've got to prove ib.

The officer who got the confesslon out of Franco, looks ab

.
et vou hard,
OFk: Did I hear you right? Tefeiihbnkineiodmeduiim et
o JACK: ' You heard me,, Caphailn.
_ Wwﬁé /l&ﬂ.@h.«cdbmz-rzﬁ.-g./:
OFF ¢ And whyA 1f Lt isn't asking too much?
o JACK: Just & hunch, <%
OFF: e
FhIRT =it ye T lm 8 siubhorn.g
- OFF: Look, I've been en officep yea.rs. I know men. I know
this man -- Franco - #%e the back of my hand. When he
- broke down, whes confessed - that was the trutn. When
f out that blood-stained handkerchief -- yaou
okt b 3 '
,. What did you mean before about OR?
— JACK : Like I told you, Captain, Jjust a hunch.
e OFF : I happen to know rcporter's don't grow fat on huncﬁes.
N JACK I'm not fat. '
- OFF: You're not thin., I'd like to know. This men is in my
._.::..,_ detachment. I'm responslble for him.
‘__‘_: JACK: You mean a mistake would be serivus --

RTXQ1 00R03R
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~15-
OFF: {HIGH DUDGEON) Thefe is no mistake. Franco confessed.
O RN AT e M P EE A B TR O el
JACK: ey it FeJustreardou T TR Ll R e Lo 1oy s e
How about a small deal? I'11 tell you my hunch, you let me

see Franco.

3

OFFICER: T don't make deals, sir.
s —

JACK: « I11 tsll you this much teée man remembers
e

things,:a- man remembers detzils. The day he got to Parls,

- where he had a date 1n Peoria, srne-iemir-tiftohmrromdiot.

street numbers, dates,

PlaCes Lwldeemimmnemd

In his confession
gverything was exact. Right?
OFF: Substantielly. I don't ses the point.

e JACK: But when he comes to the crucial moment - he can't rememben

wei the day he danced with Marie Long, he says it was "the

¢ 75 i, |

Fon or the #Bth or the dth." That or bothers ue.
Franco!'s not & boy for ORs.

OFP: Ts that all?

JACK ! TaEtsMerT . Can X see him?

RIS R QORI TR O hng

OFF: -t R YRR RVASE L S e v sy R R IR |

be & violation of regulations et damaiihtisimir i,
e,

e, . ——————
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OFFICER:

CORP:
JACK:
COEFP:
JACK:
CORP:
NARR:

JACK
SGT:
JACK :

8GT:
JACK:
5GT:

JACK:

337

R e 8oy TR, B UL A G AV A 3N

16—
Thanks. I thought you'd see it my way. Tell me, 1is there
a dispensary nearby...or something -- (OFFICER: Mmmm?) ‘
I've got an awful headache, Like to get me an aspirin.
Sure - the bullding to the left, right next to the gate,
Stop in on your way out. They'll be glad to give you an

asplirin., Fossibly even tvwo.

You head for the dispensary and then double back to the

building where you know Franco is being held, You walk in

and put on your bpest brash manner...
Yes, sir --

Sip?

Frenco, Jed Pranco. I'm with Intelligence.

.”thing at the first door on your right, second floor.

7y - AR

P i EETILILE)

Where's Franco, sarge?cﬂf(/%mfﬁ*‘
What? Gh = in there - who are you?

Captain Arnaud sent me over. Couple of questicns.
Intelligence.

Oh -~ right in there. Hey, wait & minute. Let's see your

credentials.

Tell you the truth, sarge, I haven't got time I --
Wreeswemmont & reporter? Come on. Come on. Out.

I want to do 1s ask him one guestion.

Outalde before I get in trouble.

RTHKO1 QOHQI3S




JACK:

SGT:
JACK:

3GT:

JACK:

SGT:

JACK:

FRANCO:

JACHK:

FRANGOQ

JACK:

o FRANCO :

FERERUY W

-17-
Sergeant, suppose that man i{s innocent? Would you send an
innocent man to the electrie chair - just because of an
Army reguletion?
Say what do you vwant?

I 111 teke me half a minute. Open the door - watch me.

No faney tricks. Just & question and I'm out. Who'il
know 7 e tmpre Tt eopimr-y ot v,
I don't like it, but -~ \
(IN FAST) Thanks. You won't regret it., In here?
Hurry up.

{QUICKLY STEPS. DOOR OFPENS)
You Ted Frenco.
That s right. Tlave-ssanusacmsm

Just one guestion, Ted - think hard before you ansver it.
Are you absolutely sure you killed Marie Long?

I put it &11 down in the confeszs’on. S A R gy
ISP

Think, Ted, be sure. Think back - the music, the tango,

@ranid -- are you

absolutely sure?

I want to help vou,.

o A e T

Thanks mister, but -- you see, when I gel drunk I'm evil,
T don't know what I'm doing. I must have. Yesh. I di4 it.
HARD_UNDER )

ATKOT 008Q93




KARR:

PFC:
JACK:

PFC:
JACK:
PFC:
JACK:

FFC:
JACK:
PFG ¢
JACK:
PFC:

JACK :

PrC :
JACK :
PFC :

-18-
vt even the words of the man himself, don

You think - what proof is there? Where is

Gt g e 1

[

't copgvince you.
Rrita

M proof ?

The records. When men check in from pass, records ere

made, Marie Long was killed on the ihth.

records will show Franco got back before the 1hth.

Maybe the

You

find the headquarters buildings where records are kept.

You get to the clerk in chargs, a PRC ---

There's the TAgE .,

Yeah, yeeh - here it is - Corp. Ted Franco -- but there's

no entry next to his name.
Thatts right.
No date, no time.

That's right.

But doesn't there heve to be an eniry when a& soldier

checks back in? Isn't that regulations?
That!s rignt.

Well, what happened?

I don't know. Somebody made & mistake. I Gon't know .

Did you see him cowme in%

Me? DNope.

You weren‘t on duty? (PFC: Nope) How about these othep

men. One ¢f them might have seen him.
They might.

Cen I talk to them? Can I ask them?

Sure - ask them; ask them all irf you like,
ny teeth.

(IRONIC} Thanks.

That's okay.

No skin off

ATXOT
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NARR:

S0LDIER:

JACK:

SOLDTER:

JACK:
SOLDTER ¢

JACK:

SOLDIER:

JACK:
SOLDIER:

JACK:
SOLDIER:

~1G-
You ask them. Hope, don't know & thing, never heard of
him, And then the tenth mani

Hey, hey, wait & second - Franco, Ted Franco - sure. Sure,

Sure what?

Well, you see, I wes in the mess hall that day. Thursday,

I think ~ maybe Fridey - anyhow we had steak. Yeah,
Friday. We get steek Fridsy. 8o this fellow says to me™ —-
fellow sitting right next to me at chow -- big eater -~
says - you know thiis fellow Franco? I szays no. Say you
got & butt on you? .

Yes, zsure, here - then what?

Well, like I'm telllng you - we're estling and he says you
know this guy Frenco, supposed to kill thet dame.

Yes ~-

Funny thing, he says, this other fellow, sitting right next
to me - funny thing. I seen that fellow Franco right here
in camp, the day he says he killed hef.

That what he sald?

Thet's right. I remember just the way he satd it: "the
day he says he killed her, he was here in camp". Just
them words,

Who was he? Where can I find him? %You didn't see Franco?
No, I didn't see him. I don't even know him. But I hear

he's a no-good gee. A recl wise-guy fresh type, nobody
likes him. Franco.
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JACK :
SOLDIER:
JACK:

SOLDIER:

JACK:

SOLDTER:
JAGK: _
S0LDIER:

JACK:
SQIDIER:
JACK !
SOLDIER:
JACK:
SOLDTER:
JACK:
SO0LDIER:

20

{p®SPAIR) Wno was the fellow told you he saw him? What's
his name? _

I don't know this fellow. Just saet next to me in chow
thet day.

Well - you = uh - you don't know anything about him? Was
he - whet vas his rank?

Say, now that you mention it - he was a corporal - yeah &
corporal like Franco. WNo, he wasn't no corporal, he was

a staff. That's right, a staff sergeant. He told me he

was busted from first sergeant, that's how I know he vwes

Con I find him? Would you recognize him?

Sure, I'd reconize him ({NOTE THE SPELLING)

Would you help me find him?

Thoat's some job, bud - I don't know this guys barracks, or
nis company or nothing.

Well, are there so wmany stalf sergeants on the post?

You gonna look thru all the staff sergeants?

Why not?

On & post this size -- mister, you never was in the Army —

Why, how many are there?
Moybe 350, . Saabtoycdes
350,

Maybe 400,

Lm ) s T T

e e e Ty T b
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JACK:

SOL8:

S0LDIER:
JACK:
BOLD:
JACK:
SOLD:
JaCK:
SOLD:

" JACK:

DARGE:
JACK:

T T et b

Would you help me look For him? {SOLDIER: Me?) It might
mean o wen's life. (GETS STARTED) Soldiler, what you're
doing might mean -- .

Okay, you're on. Might be fun to do. I'm & queer gee
myself.

Yhanks. (SNEEZES)

Hew, vou're cetehing & cold. You ought to have worn your
rutbers. Weathe» like this.

(COLD COMING ON) Yeah, I ought to. Well - let's go.
UP..IN A SEARCHTIG THEME...UNDERL _

You go through fiftcen barracks, & 20 Staff sergeants
in ench of them, tut not the right staff sergeant. And

then, because you're o stubeﬁP wan, you and the soldier
Uy fo Tl oot o -ﬂ@ﬁ%ﬂh
come ' sslcidagimie ond the soldier says --

That's him. That's the guy, mister.

You'lre surs?

Yap. MNever forget a face. That's him. Gimme a butti.
Here.

Whet are you gonne do, wake him up?

Sure. All that searching, what do you think --?

T wonnt (SPELLING LIKE THAT)} advise it. Wake up e
sergeant from & sound. sleep, I wonnt advise it.

It11 take my chances. Hey fellow, wake up. Hey sergeant.
Hey sarge. Get up, will you? (SNEEZES LOUD)

What's that? Hunh? Who're you, sneezing in my face?
I'm sorry, I -~ (ANOTHER SNEEZE)
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SARGH:

JACK 3

SARGE:

JACK:
SARGE :

JACK:

SOLD ¢
SARGE:
JACK:

SARGE :
JACK:

SARGE:
JACK:

SARGE:
JACK:
SARGE!:

JACK:

28 -
Don't sneeze around me. What are you trying to do? -H@?;
WS T T OO AT pianttini
Sergeant, I'm ~- (wemem) T'm sorry. I'm sorry, I woke

you.

%J" L ATl | LA L
Hey, don' ¥od know this is an ormy base, what are you

doing here?

I'm looking for you.

Me?

This soldler here tells me you sald you saw Ted Francoe herc
on the - vwhen wes iv?

The 1lth of Januery.

What'!s that to you?

And he's supposed to have murdered & girl in San Franclsco
on the 14th,-

S0y who are you?

Nobody, just o gur.

¥s that true?

You come weking me up out of a sound sleesp to ask wme that?
Bergeant, I've been on this nearliy 24 hours. T haven't
slept. I've been trying to find out the truth. I don't
thinit Ted Froanco murdered anybody in San Francisco when
he was here ot Fort Dix, Can you help me prove that?
Well, 1f I had o mind to moybe I could.

Did you see him?

Sure I saw him. I sav him the next day too, the 12th and

the 13th ond the 14th. The day she got killed, he was
right here.

You'lre sure,

- e it et -
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SARGE:

JACK

SARGE:

JACK:
SARGE:

JACK:

SARGE:

JACK:

-23-
Sure I'm sure, I don't make mistakes. That's how T got
to be o staff sergeant.
How can you prove it? There's ne record of it.
Prove 1t. Easiest thing in the world. Franco came in on
the 11ih. He come in wearing an officer's uniform. Had
no right to weer an offlcer's uniferm. Told him to take
it off, he wouldn't do 1t. I give him company punlshment
~two days in o row. Cleaning up butts. That'ts how I ce&n
prove 1t. You think I make a statement llke that and not
be able to prove 1t? What do you thlnk I am?
Are there records of the company punishment?
Sure, there's records - and there's my word., Ain't thet
good enough for you?
Perfect, Periect sergeant. But, for heaven's sake, 1f
you knew this - end you knew Franco was golng to be tried
Tfor murder - why dldn't you come forward wlth that
information?

Ars you kidding?

S g ¥
erennhonrdReabll.io=naomere, Bek 1f o guy says he
killed scume deme in Frisco on such and such & night, whaot

do you think I'm going to do - stick my neck out and say
he 4idn*t? Did you ever get mixed up in a court martial
in the Armv? Oh, no. Look; I got an officer, quite a
guy. Maybe he wouldn't like for me to say I saw this
Frenco. Oh, no not me - not my neck,

But, o man's life is at stake.

ATHKO1 0060842
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SARGE: And vwhat about ry dlscharge? I'm up for dlscharge in o
couple of days. Think I want to hang around, maybe three
months, rmaybe hove to go to Frisco, get mixed up in &

- murder -~- not on your life.

JACK: Sergeant, look - let me ask you just one guestion. Wouid
you sign an affidavit telling just what you told me?

SARGE: Get Lhis guy. I just toldd you. I ain't getting mixed up
in ne murder, I7 a guy says he murdered some dame that's
good enough for me. I want to go to sleep.

JACK: He didn't know whet he was doing. He blocked out. MHe
thinks he killed the girl, dbut he didn't. He couldn't
have. %You can seve o man's 1life, An innocent guy.

SARGE: I t01d you &ll I'm going to tell you. Go telk to someone

else., There was other guys seen him here those deys.

JACK: There were?
SARGE: Jure, two other guys - I'1l give you their nomes., Lemme
alone.
JACK: Gimme thelr noames,
SARGE: Frisch, in B Co; end 4llevrton, D Company. Okay?
h JACK: Fine - only now I want you to sign the affidavit.
- SARGE: I told you I --
JACK : Sarge, 1'm a stubborn guyr. TI'1l haunt you. It1ll stay
e here all week. You can't gebt rid of me --
T SCINIER: You should have seen the woy he tracked you down, sarge.

He means it.

o JACK: 3oy yes now. S5ave yourself trouble. Just & little plece
;;;&n of paper and you can sleep all you want. And you'll sleep
.,g“- : better, sarge. Much better,

e SARGE: Why don't you ask them other fellows?

C L v e e
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JAGK: Consclence, sarge - everybody'as got o consclence.

SARGE Okay, drow it up, I'1l sign it. Lemme get to sleep.’
JACK: Thanks. You're & swell guy., Tell me, vwhile I'm drawing

this up. You think those other fellow'll =sign - Frisch

and Allerton?

SARGE!

But I think you

JAGK:

vt e e I T I T S RS eptef 50 you call your

editor and then 7ou c¢all home and tell the missus...

HELEN: (F) Good work. But what's the matter with your wvolce?
JACIH: {BAD COLD NOW} 1It's long distance. Nothing's the matter.
HELEN: You got yourself a cold. You wouldn't wear your rubbers,

vou wouldn't take your muffler., Fine - now I'll have &

nice,'wheezy sick patient on my hands all week.

JACK: I know -- I'm sorry, honey.
HELEN: Don't worry too much. It was worth it., It was worth &

good cold, any dey in the week. Hoy, you're o good
reporter. OCome home., And buy & poalr of rubbers before you
leave the camp. Arnd wear them howw:

CHAPPELL: In just & moment We Will read you o telegram from Jack
Lotto of International) News Soervice with the final outcome
of tonight's BIG STORY.
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: _ THE BIG STORY
. PROCRAM #80

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAFPPELL: Of all America's leading clgarettes only one is
"Oﬁtstandinzi“ ~ only one ls "Qutstandingl"
— HARRICE: It's the loneer, [iner cigarette in the distinguished
" red package. PELL MELL!
CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater leneth of traditicnally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
) throat.
o HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.
CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gilves you & smoothness, mildness and
satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
HARRICE: So enjoy the longer, fLiner cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: Good to look at - good to feel - good to tagte - and
good to smoke, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES =~

"gutstanding !
HARRICE: And - they are mild!

——zdar She

Lo a4
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(CRCHESTRA: , TAG)

CHAPPELL: Now, we read you that telegram from Jack Lotte of the
International News Service.

TOTTO: I obtalned the three affidavits and they did the triek.
The Camp rsychiatrist pronounced soldier in tonight's
Big Sstory a "sick man who confessed out of confusion
and disorientation, Assured by Army Authorities
that he couldn't possibly have been invelved in the
killirg of the Blue Dahlia, Franco retracted his

. eocnfession., I sincerely appreciate tonight's PELL

MELL Award.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Lotto...The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of
the PELL MELL #500 Award for notable service in the
field of journalism.

HARRICE! Listen again next week, same time, same station, when

S PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG

" STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the New
York Herald Tribune -~ by-line Roy Battersby -«
a Big Story about a man who phoned - (SOUND OF DIAL)
a telephone tﬁat rang -~ (TELEPHONE RINGING) and a

woman who couldn't answer.

MUSIC: THEME WIPE AND FADE 70 BG ON CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

(Music:  _
CHAPPELL:
ANNCR:
JtchbaN
R . LILY
— 9/27/48 PM

—28_
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
masic by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight!s program was written.
by Arnclé Perl, your narrator was Bob Sloane, and Bill
Quinn pleyed the part of Jack Lotto. In order to protect
the names of peoplo emctunlly lnvolved in tonight's
Authentie BIG 3TORY the names of all characters in the
drs.mtizatiog vwere changed wlth the exception of the
rceporter, Mr. Lotto.

THEME_UP FJLL_ANWD FADE

This is Ernest Choppell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

THIS IS NBC..THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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THE EI_STORY
PROGRAM #8611
cas?
) NARRATOR BOB SLOANE

] ROY BATTERSEY GRANT RICHARDS
MARTY JOHN GIBSON
CARL ARNOLD HOSS
ALICE ALICE FROST
MISS TRACY HELEN CHOATE
BONHAM BOB SLOANE
OPERATOR ALICE FROST
FRASER JOE DE SANTIS
WILLIAMS JOHN GIBSON
Pl ;

ARNOLD MOSS

BOLAND RAY HOHNSON
MRS. COOPER HELEN CHOATE
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VNEC & NET THE BIG STORY #81
ROY_ BATTERSBY

( ) { )
10:00 - 10:3C PM QCTOEER_13, 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: FELL MELL, FAMOUS CIGAREIMES present ... THE BLG STORY!
( PHONE RING)
{RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

CARL: Mr. Gaynoy speaking ...

ALICE: {FILTER, AGITATED) Carl ... Carl ...

CARL: What is it, Allice? What's the matter, dear?

ALICE: carl, I'm all alons in the apartment ... and E'm
nervous ,.. frightened. There's someone here in ithe
apartment ... I know it, I'm sure of it.

CARL: Now, Alice. Calm down. Don't upset yourself, There's
no one there ... it!'s just your Imagination ...

ALICE: (FRANTIC) I tell you I heard someone ... & sound ... it
came From the bedrcom ... or the closet ... I don't know.
Carl, darling ... please ... please leave the office and

come home right away!
CARL: Alice, T can't, I'm up to my neck in work down here.
New, 1ie down and try to got some rest, There's no one

thero.... itts just nsrves

N7 - ’ IJ" - W , AV P E
ALICE: Carl, e,/ /"‘*“w 5 - - coshes
ALTGE ; 2 : pacrac
{RECEIVER ON HCOK)
(MUSIC: _ _HIT_AND UNDER)
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T ‘CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here is America ... its sound and 1%s

fury ..., its Joy and its =orrev ... as falthfully
reported by the ren and womkn of the great Anerican
newspap:ers. ( FAUSE, COLD AND FLAT) New York City. From
the pages of the Herald-Tribune, the authentic and
oxcliting story of a reporter whe looked for en apartment...

- with-a killer in.it, Tonight,' te Roy Battersby of the

- New York Herald Tribune, goes the PELL MELL Award for the
BIG STORY!

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)

IR —— e ———— S LR ettt e o
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THE BIG 3TORY 10/13/48
PELL MELL

CPENING COMMERCTIAL:

et e e M TR S

- CHAPPELL:

(VIBRAPHONE; SINGLE, CUTSTANDING BONG!)

Of all America's leading cigarettes only one is
‘Moutstending!" - only one is “Quistandingl
e HARRICE: Itl's the longer, finer cigereite - PELL MELL!
CHAPPELL: Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MBLYL, PELL MELL'S greater length
_ filters the smoke on the way to your throat., Filters
the smoke and makes 1t mild.
HARRICE: That's important.
CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S ureater lepgih of traditionally fins,
- mellow tobaccos Filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,
o CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gives you a smoopthness, mildness and
- saetisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
o HARRICE:  So enjoy the longer, finer clgarette in the
distinguished red packege - PELL MELL.
- CHAPPELL: Good to logk at - good to feel ~ good to taste - and
o goed to smoke., PELL MELL FALOUS CIGARETTES -
s "outstanding!"
A HARRICE: And - they are mlld.
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CHAPPELL: Now the story as it sctusally happened ... Roy Battersby's
story as he lived 1t ... New York City ...

NARRATOR: You ars Roy Battersby of the New York Herald«Tribune,
and if that sounds impressive ... 1€4§;;£€T- Your beat;
isn't the glamcur beat of Broadway, or even Manhattan,

_ You cover the borough of Queens for the Trib, & borough
not as famous as Brooklyn or the Bronx, but blgger in
erea than both of them, Anyway,.it's this January
afternoon, and you're talking to your old friend,

Sorgeant Marty Cellahen at Queens Qeadquarters -

ROY: What's new, Marty? A

MARTY 1 ~Methdre

ROY: ~Homoetderbim——aouhonioldes, nobahies leff on.s
Ao BaHa—r-rr—frothirat—

MARTY : Not a thing, Roy.

ROY : (8IGHS)} Well, that's typleal. Noﬁhing ever happens in

Quoens. A mlllion and & half people in the blggest
borough 1in New York City, and nothing happens. They
ought to call this the Borough of Brotherly Love.

MARTY : Theore you go, 303, running dewn Queens again. Anything
wrong 1f 1t is peaceful arcound here?

ROY: - -

ATHB1 QQE09
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ROY :

L 8.8 . choomnermed P ter iR et T o o R oA Pl a o S
MR —————TFsthat_apn2  ITsthot oS IIOWY

s e I A n=s
e ] M‘MMMM o Tarrt-Redreond
- O P P DR LA L NG =, |, .

' ROY: Okay, okay, Marty. It's got everything ... but & story.

\E-=1

T

Anywaey what about those unsolved apartment house

robberies over in Jackson Helghts? Anything nev on that?

o

ORE Ao P s Ao o
L35 + o g

MARTY ; he burglar in thet neighborhood got into thoii:isartments

by unlocking the doors and walking right in,” Haseel «~ = = 7

-1 - o 2

Lo-shanpo—bire—toeio—or—bebrtours-mrt ...

ROY: (INTERRUPTS, WEARILY) Hold 1%, Marty?
MARTY : Yoah?
ROY: We ran that iftem in yesterday's papsr. You can read
- all ebout 1t ... in ths Herald-Tridbune}
 (MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER)
‘ HARR: You Roy Battersby, were bored and rostless as you hung

around headquarters. You didn't know, you couldn't have
inme known, that your Big Story had already begun, that 1t was
aliready on its way to big bold type, and sensational
headlines. And in & way 1t had begun, not in Queens, but
in an office bullding in downtown Manhattan ...
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CARL:

MISE T:

CARL:
ALICE:
CARL:

ALICE:

CARL:

ALICE:

GART.:

ALICE:
OARL:

AL1CES

CGARL:
ALICE:

MISS T:

-6 & T-
(PHONE RING)

oh. T'11 get it, Miss Tracy. You keep working on those
Teports.ceas
Yes, Mr. Caynor ....

(RECEIVER CFF HOOK)

Mr, Gaynor speaklog .....

'(FILTER, JITTERY) Carl ... Cerl, it's Alice. I ... I...

What is it, dear? What!s the matten?

I ... I don't know, Carl, I've just come in from the
doctorts and all alche ... and I don't knov, I feel so
nervous and uUpset.. ... s

( SOOTHING) Now Alice ...sve-

T know. I guess I sound pretty silly. But ever since they
robbed our spartment and all thoss other robberies here in
Jackson Helghts, Carl..... it'!s peen on wy mind all day. The
burglar's been unloeking the doors &nd wallking right in end. .-
and ... Carl, I'm efraié. If you could only come howme . ....
{ SOUTHING) Now, look dear. You're just working yourself up
into a staete......

Carlsoas

Pherels nothlog to worry about ... Rot & thing: Jt's brosad
daylight. And since, thils burglar has robbed our

apariment cnce. Ha's not golng to try 1t again.

Carl, I don't know, I don't know. We stlll have the same
16ck on the door ... the one he opened. I've called the
locksmith three times and he's busy. Carl, please, I'm ell

alone hers and if you could come home.

A1l right, Alice, I'll come home right away. Goodbye, dear.

Goodbye, Carl.
(RECEIVER ON HOOK, THEN A PAUSE}
(COMING IN) Anything vrong, Mr. Gaynor?

e s Bt ——t R r
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my wife.
upset.

apartment was

*Gﬁ-&},-;—-—-—-——.(_INIF.RRITPTF‘nT

She's

She

TH—REVEHI - Hutr T, “O;_MTEE—T?EEEZ::f#*S”

hasn't been well lately ,,w'ﬁﬁf;’;;rvous and
—

worried abquabéfﬁgﬂﬁome alone since our

;gbbea”gfggnth ago.

/.a-"

MISS Ti ﬁ”jﬁilﬁ’;”ﬁgg .
CARL:"M TLAUGHS A LITTLE NERVOUSLY) Of eourse, 1t doesn't make

; sense,
1 ' e-;h-u-

)
CARL: %3%ﬁ£71 nsﬁ%hier would try and rob the same apariment all over
(FAUSE} HNow would hejw

again.

CARL: Yes?
BONHAMz (FILTER)

{BUZZER ON INTERCOM BOX)
{CLICK)

Geynor, this is Mr, Bonham. We're in the

Conference room ..., waiting for you.

CARLs T know sir, but something has just come up and I have to

et home right away.

BONHAM: Very sorry, Gaynor, but this meeting means thousands of

dollars to me and you must be here.

CARL: A1l right, sir, I'll be right in.

(CLICK OF SWITCH)

CARL¢ Miss Tracy, those sales reports ...
MISS T: (COMING IN)

Here you are, Mr. Gaynor. You'll find every-

hing in this folder, mo th-bzmontg/.”
LT . e
CARL: I'm afraid T that meeting ...

(PHONE RING) (RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

CARL: {BRUSQUE) Mr., Gaynor speaking ...
ALICE: (FILTER, SHE'S HYSTERICAL NOW} Carl ... Carl ...
CARL: Allce, what ...?

RTXO1 Q0BOS8SS
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-~ ALICE: Carl, haven't you left yet?...
" CARL: Look, Alice.....
ALICE: There's someone in the apartment here ... I'm sure of it,
Carl ... |
: CARL: IThere's no one there, Alice. Now please will you ...
ALICE: I heard someone, Carl, I tell you I heard someone ...

a sound ... it came from the bedroom, from the closet, I
think. Carl, I don't know what to do ... I'm all alone here
... and I'm so frightened....
CARL:s 4lice, look, You're on edge....hearing things. Get a grip
on yourself., If it'll make.you feel any better, call
Willliame, the porter, or Fraser the superintendent., Tell

them to corme up to the apartment and look around....

ALICE: Cari, Carl, I'm frightened ... teriibly frightened ...
- CARL: Alice, just try to calm yourself...
N MISS T: Pardon me, Mr, Gaynor,
- CARL: Alice, hold on a second.
KIS T:1 Mr. Bonham just called & second time end wents you right

aAWAY s e un -

CARL: ~  OK, Miss Tracy, I'll be right there. Hello - Alice (PAUSE)
(SQUND JIGGLE OF PHONE) Hello, hello - ¢h, cut off, well
I'd better dial her bvack. (SOUND OF DIAL)
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CARL: Ho, Miss Troacy. 7T excused myself for a P
{RECEIVFR OFF HOOK)
(DTALING 0F PHONE UNDER - SEVEN TIMES)
CARIL: Fﬁnny. Got to think¥fig about Alice ... about my wife ...
. bock in the cgmference room, and the first thing I knew ...
concentrate on the meeting. Of course, 1t's
ish ... no recson for it all ... but I just thought
(RENCTHO S HF P D e B B SN DRR i e PO E e
MISS Ty I'm sure sverything is all right, Mr. Gaynor.
CARL: 0f course 1t is. No doubt about 1t ...
(RINGING OH FILTER CONTINUES)
CARL: That's fumny ...
MISS T: What's the matter, Mr, Gaynor?
CARL: No answer, They're ringing my apartment &ll right, but
no ansver.
MISS T: Maybe your wife went ,oufbys.
CARL: Maybe. Stil% ..-'1 don't lfiga%i? The point is 1f I
know ... if I knew for sure that she ...
{RINGING ON TILTER STOPS)
OFERATOR: (CUTS IN ON FILTER) I'm sorry, sir. There 18 no answer ...
CARL: Operator, there must be soﬁeona thers ...
OPERATOR: I'm sorry, sir. Your party doss not answer ...
CARL: Well, keep ringing, will you, Operator? I'm trying to
get my wife and ...
. OPERATOR: Very well, sir, TI?¥11 try it again ....

e e o e TR e L T AR ok T S S T -
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(RINGING ON FILTER AGATIN)

MISIG———BRFDGE, , |, )
MISS T: Fror—uekmyepr—MpT- T ITIOT Y
CARY.:: (WORR1ED} No. No./f‘va called our nelghbor, dMrs,

. Cooper, in apertrent next door, No answer, I've

tria e butlding super’ntendent. He doesn't answer

(RINGING CUTS OFF)

OPERATOR: {FIBLENR)-I'R sorry, sir, but there's still no snswver.

CARL: (DESFERATRLY Y 08878 Y0y, "K66p "trying. - -There must -
ba_someone.therei..-Phorels.got to bel.. ..

OFERATOR: I'm sorry, sir. We've been ringing for two ninutes

now, T'l]l try zgain a little later, and call you

back, ...
(CLICK O PILTER}
CARL: Operator!
(JIGGLING OF RECEIVER)
CARL: Operator! Opsrator!
MISS T: Mr. Gaynor, I'm sure ...
CARL: I don't like it, T don't 1ike it &t all. The more I think

of 1%, the more ... (CUTS, AND THEN WITH SUDDEN DECISION)
Miss Tracy, I'm going homs!

M ey Homaz Bt e
Mr—Fonimm—rr-eitdei il thase s ppedaimend-s b ;

CARL: ; —

(muszc: UP AND UNDER)

ATHKO1 O06085R
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NARR: You, Roy Battersby, of the New York Herald Tribune,
are at Queens Pollce Headquarters, when the call comes in.
It's from some woren in an apartment house 1n Jackson
Heights, and she babbles hysterically about the apartment
house burglar. And that's all you need, You get lnto
the car and start to eat up the ten mlles between you and

Jackson Helghts, bBut mlnutes before you get there, Carl

Gaynor arrives in the apartment lobby and sess the porter/l,..
G‘H'i ie.i’as; A LEFPYE| T“;;;E!ﬁﬂl_
WILLIAMS: ~ESOMIEG, TN Yo miidtpeirtryrromsie
CARL:

R i s oy e 2 s R 005 2
GARL: \J'hnt f“c A vy 1 2

1
ey
WILLIAMST fust @bt a complaint from the people In the epartument
A
under yours. The people in 3-G., They claim there’s

water dripping down through their ceilling ...

CARIL: Vater? ¥ ,ﬁ.wu e coad doraiiety «eTe ~

WILLIAMS: <Xyttt e lriiibe  Wo'd better go right up
and 866 ...

CARL: Willatims, walt & minute, I ...

WILLTAMS: Yeah?

CARL: T forgot my keys. I was in such & hurry to leave the
office, I forget my keys. But you must have a master key ...

WILLIAMS: Me? No sir, no Mz{. Gaynor, not me., Only one who has that

is Mr. Frasesr, the superintendent .

R LT T T TR
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CARL:

WILLIAMS:

CARL:

FRASER:

WILLIAMS:

FRASER:
CARL:

FRASER:

CARL:

WILLIAMS;

PRASER:

CARL:

i o R EToAe it i DA P T e A e S i oy

..13._
Where can we find him? {BLAZES) For the love of Heaven,
Man, where can we find him? Don't just stand there ...
¥Why, I think he's In the basement ...
(JUMPY} A1l right, all right. What are Wwe walting for?
Let's go!l

BRIDGE ...}

You say there's water dripping down into 3-G, Willisms?
That's right, Mr. Fraser, It's comln' down from Mr.
Gavnor's apartment ...

Thatts funny. Don't understand it ...

(CUTTING IN) Look, Fraser, there's no %time for talk?
Don't you understand? Something's wrong, I haven't

been able to get my wife on the phene ... I've got to get
into my apartment right away, and I need that key ...

All right, Mr. Gaynor, a&ll right. Don't get excited,

I can't help 1t if you forgot your own key. Here's
the master, ard oe sure and return it ...
(BEGINNING TO FADE) Come on, Willisms, Let's take

the elevator ...
You comling up with us, Mr, Frasar?
(A BEAT) I'll ke up a little later. You go anead with

Mr., Gaynor, Williams?

(HOLLOW ECHO OF TWO MEN'S FQOTSTEPS HURRYING DOWN
CORRIDOR)

Here vwe are, Williams,
{FOOTSTEPS STOP ABRUPTLY)
(KEY IN LOCK)
{DOOR OPENS)

ATHG1
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‘WILLIAMS: Look &t this place, Mr. Geynor, There's a regular
floeod in here. GSeeus to'be coming from the bathroom....

CARL: Come on, Williams, Let's have a lock ...

( STEPS) .

{DOOR OPENS)

( FAUCET POYRING WATER INTO BATH-TUB, 13:3}
WILLIAMS: Mr. Gaynor! The water's running in the bath-tub.

145 sikbdebgdeme overflowing., I ... {GASPS) Good lord!

— (A PAUSE. -WE—HEAR-HOBHENG~BU T CH it BRI NG
CARL: (FINAIIY, BROKENLY)} Alice ... Alics ...!

{PHONE RINGS A LITTLE OFF, AGAIN. AGAIN.)
WILLIAMS: (LOW) Mr. Gaynor. It's the phone. I ...
CARL: (DAZED} The phone ... yes ,... the phone ....

(RING AGAIN)

(A COUPLE OF STEPS)

S .—--——_. (BECEIVER. OFF .HQOK).

CARL: Hello?
OFPERATOR « (F‘ILTER) This is the Sréeé-Oporator, Someons in Manhatian
has been trying to get you for the past hour., Shall I

connect you?

CARL: No, Opsrator. Never 'n-;ind. e
=l
CARL: (BREAXS, SOBS) Never mind, Operator!

- (MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

- A s rmmee — -
T an it i .
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THE BIG STORY 10/13/48
PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

(VIBRAPHOKE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)

CHAPPFIL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl"

. HARRICE: And - they are mild!

o CHAPFELL: . For PELL, MELL'S greater lengih filters the smoke on the

- way to your threcat. Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

HARRICE: That's important!

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditiocnally fine,
nmellov tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

- HARRICE: Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater lenpgth, Yes, your
eyss can see the difference - your throat can tell you
what it means,.

i CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater lengzth of tradltionally fins, msllow
tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to scresn and cool
the. smoke., Thus, PELL MELL gives you & Smoothness, mlldness
and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Enjoy the 1on.ger, finer cigarette in the distingulshed
red package - PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: Good - to look at - good to feel - good to taste - and
] egoced to smoke.
HARRICE: Remember, PELL MELL'S greatgr isngth of fine tobaccos

- Flltera the samoke on the way to your throat ~ filters

the smoke and makes it mild.

- CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding"!

” HARRICE: And - they mre mild.

ATHEO1 Q60882




HAﬁRICE: This 1is Cy Harrice returnlng you to your narrator, and the
Big Story of Roy Betiersby ... as he lived 1t and wrote it.
NARR: You, Roy Battersdy, of the New York Herzld Tribune, get
to the six-story Jackson Heilghts apartment bullding, a few
minutes after the police, You've Been corpses befors, butb
somghow this one hlts you hard, where 1t hurts, makes you
.u little sick. You see the fully-dressed body of Allce
e Gaynor floating face downward in the overflowing bathtub,
her clothes billowing upward in the water, and you sse hsr
husband, Carl, sitting in & chair, staring &t her, numb
and broken. And then you buttocnhole Captaln Matt Boland,
of the Sixtesntih Datectlive District ...

ROY : Captain Bolend, aboui thls murder ...
BOLAND: {CURT) No timo now, Battersby ...
ROY: Give me a break, Capialn, Just a couple of seconds.

I've got to phone something in ...!

BOLAND: Okay, Make 1T sneppy, What do you want to know?
ROY: Any clues, any tracs of the killer? . .,;@
BOIAND: No, He made a clean gotaway. -;gwﬁ{1f4£ awgpé;ﬂv & R e
i ROY: Through the front docor? ,
BOTAND: Prosumebly, The windows wers all locked from the inside,
ROY: -die—fdpacnprd pbed
B BOLAND:  HNod—a—puirre
. ROY : B3 L o B 2 S iy oy s o e
BOLAND: ith.hin
o - ROY: Who phoned the policer?
. BOLAND: A Mrs, Cooper. Lives in the apartment next door ...
o ROY: You talked to her, yet, Captain?

e A

RTKAT 00B0363




i T W R TR T D gt 03

BOLAND:

ROY:

BOLAND:

ROY:
BOIAND:

NARR:

B e B A
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Mot yet. She's toc hysteriecal to talk, We'll get to her,

later ...

And ng ope SaM DN SiRaRle Rt T e o — RO R S O B T
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Captain Boland, whot about ...?

(CURT} Sorry, Batbtersby. No more for now. I've got

work to do!

The police go over the apurtment agein end again, find

nothing., But you, Roy Battersby, do & 1little hard thinking

on your own. The killer went in through the front door with

the murdsr weapon, &nd he went out with it. Maybe he left

i1t somewhers, hid 1%, declded not to take the chance of

carrying it out of the building. You look around ocutslde

the apartment .., there's nothing but the corrldor and otker
apartments. Then, on tho way to the elevator, you see
8 nanwew Goor wlth no number on 1t ...
{STEPS IN CORRIDOR)
Just out of curiosity, you go over and open ihe door ...
(STEPS STOP, DOOR OPENS)
It's the incinerstor cleoset. There's a sink, a mop,
cleaning brushes, You opsn the incilneprator chute ...

(CHUTE OPENS

ad g -
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NARRz And then ...
_ HO‘L": Holy Bmoke! Holy 3moke!
. (MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER)
NARR: You'vg found it .., & clue. A so0lid c¢lue. You rush

back to sse Captain Boland, But you can't sveak to him ...
not at thies moment. Because he and Car) Gaynor are talking
to Mrs, Cooper, ext door nelighbgr who Egi?ad he
‘policeg{ s;sz you wa t 1th your ;ﬁ%grnntion Aﬂf%zxthey're

R through ...

De——ou_aay FenMEN SometirhrggottE O LI Lh

Mrs,

spartment, Cooponr?

MRS C: Yos. Yes, Captain. I was sltting in my ¢ r ,. knitting,
-- CARIL: Cogfer? Did you hear him
say anything
- MRS G Why ...
CART.: (ALMOST HYSTERICAL) Th Mrs, Cooper! Think! This wes
the man who killed 4 you recognize his voice?
Don't just sit thexts, ahd say no g. Maybs you knew
vho he was, uayle he came from right re in the bullding...
MRS C: Mr. Gaynor, ffdon't know, T don't know. swear I don't ...
CARL: ¥or the Xove of Heaven, Mrs. Cooper, youlve t to think
who-
BOLAND: TS IN, A LITTLE SHARP) Gaynor! Stop 14! Cut ithgut!
- CARL: But Captein, I ... I ... (BREAKS A LITTLE HERE)
S BOLAND: {GENTLY} Sure, sure, I know, I know how you feel, Gaynor.

And I don't blsme you, But you'd hetter let me ask the
questions. (A PAUSE) Now, then, Mrs. Cooper, you vers

nronad?

e gt St A e o A P A iy - i T - - A mo
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ALICE:

ALICE;

ALICE:

- ALICE:

ALICE:

e e R AP R T
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Well, £ ... the walls are pretty thin herenA I heard
Alice ... Mrs, Geynor, on the phone.' 3he ... shs vas
(FADING) talking to Mr. Gaynor hers....
(FADING ON, HYSTERICALLY) Carl, darling, I'm afraid ...
afraid. There's someone in here, I know thers 13, T
hesrd & sound ... it came from the bedrcom, from the
closet, I think. (PAUSE) Carl, please, please come home,
I don't know what to do .., (PAUSE) Cerl! No! Don't
hang up, Cerl, don't ..,

(JUGGLING OF RECEIVER)
Carl!

{(REGEIVER ON HOOK)
(APTER A PAUSE, BEGINS TO S0B, HYSTERICALLY) Call the
superintendent! Yes! That's what Carl =aid! Call him.
on the house phone &nd ...

{DOOR QPENS)
(& SCREAM) Who's that? Who's there ... {GASP)

(SLOW STEPS UP)
No! NO! (SCREAMS)

(BLOW)

(RODY FALL)
(4 PAUSE)

(SLOW STEPS. THEY STOP. A DOOR OPENS, A COUPLE

OF MORE STEPS. A DULL THUD,
(A PAUSE)

(WATER TURNED ON; RUNNING IN BATH-TUB}

{DOOR CLOSE)

(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS)

(DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES)
(FOOTSTEPS RUNNING DOWN HALL, ECHOING AND FADING)

RTKO1 0060266
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MRS G (FADING ON) ¥ heard him run down the corrider, Capiain
Bolend ... and thet's a1l I hesrd. I ....I was s0
frightened I ran out of the apartment.... down the stairs...

and into the lobbr ...

BOLAND: I s=es, And you celled the police from the pay phone
""" ‘there ...
e MRS C: Yes ... ¥O8 ... -

CARL; { DESFERATELY) And this killer dldn't say & word, Mrs.

Cooper? You didn't hear his voice? You don't know
who he was?
MRS C: No, Mr. Geynor, IHo. I don't know who he was!
NARR: It!'s then that you, Koy Battersby, te%é&?%ﬁ;iin %ﬁiﬁnd :x
what you sav in the incilnerator. And
forpperor down the corrider,
(STEPS ECHOING IN CORRILOR)
BOLDND: You sure you saw bloodstains on the inside of thot

incinsrater chute, Battersby?

ROY : Positive, Captaln. .
BOLAND: It could have been catsup ... or red point, meybe.
ROY: I'd swear 1t was blocod,
) GARL. { BROKFMIY ) Bload. Y wifolSebleatmrppeiibeeoeme—,
—ms ROY : Hers's the Incinerator c¢loset ...

(STEPS STOP)
BOLAND: Okay. Let's have a look.
(DOOR OPENS, ) .

ROY : Those bloodstalns were right here ... (GRUNTS) .. inside
this Incinesrater chute

o e
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ROY :

BOLAND:
ROY :
BOLAND:
CARL:
ROY :

BOLAND:

ROY s

BOLAND:

ROY :

BOYAND:

CARL:

ROY:

e L ——,

_21_
(CHUTE OPENS)
You can spe for yourself that ... [CUTS)
{ PAUSE)
Jattersby, you'lre crazy,
Captain, I ...

I don't s¢e any blocdstaing here. PO st r—GoFiotiie

0= S | - S - F. U N K

Captain ... I tell you there were bloods:gins here.
-

I'd swear 1t. They wers right heve, &Sweminutes ago!

Theytre not here now.

Volt & minute! wo-slt o minute. %hat's 1t, That mwet be it,

What?

The killer! He must have seen me looking at this

incinerator. And when I was in the apertivent vhile you
were questioning Mrs, Coopsr, he came In and washed those
bloodstains off, (A BEAT) Don't you ses, Captailn?
He tried to wash the evidence awvay!

Battersby, if vhat you say 1s true ... then this was an

inside job ..., 2nd, the killer may still be In the building.

BOLAND:  —doertyt-

ROY:

The killer threw something dowm the incinevator.
And the incinerator!s in the basement. If we go down there

and toake & look ...

RTKG1 QOBO%6R
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BOLAND; Okay, Battersby. -Haybe-youlus pet-—temedrie=, ILet's gol
T (MUSIC: _ _UE AND UNDER)_
MARR: The

of you rush to the elevator, ride down to the
collar. And then, as you walk through the basoment to

. the incilnerator room, you see somsone in the shadow ,..

{ STEPS ECHOING IN CELLAR, THEN STOF ABRUPTLY)

P BB~ Ter T T bt It be ndre 4y
BQLAND: What are you doing down here by the inciperetor, Fraser?
FRASER: Why, I was just geing %t¢ burn the ru@uﬁe‘here e
BOLAND: I see. (A BEAT) Got the fdea all of a sudden, didn't
youl
o FRASER: I don't know what you'lre talking about., I told Williems,

the porter, to burn it, but he didn't. So I

—
“CARL:

- LT
HYSTERT —Toulre—e—i4a

e in there, Magvbe you ¢ my wife!
e {RISING) VWhy, you dirty, she : I ocught to ven

#nor ... don't ... dontt

LT B LN
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CARL:

FHASER :

BOLAND:
FRASER:
ROY ;

FRASHR
BOLAND:
[MUSIC:
HARR:

BOLAND:
FRAGER:
BOLAND:

FRASER:

_23.—
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s the pefuse Jooihd

Better postpone your benfire for ewhile, Frassr.

Whet for?

Wo're going to do a little digging in that incinerator,

Yes? (A BEAT) What do you expect to find?

¥Maybe you ecan tell us, Frazer!
P aND UNDER). . ﬂ7L

Captain Boland sendst Fraser upstalrs, warns him not to leavs
the building. Then, he, Gaynor, and you, Roy Battersby,
start digging through the incinerator. It'Ts odorous,
revolting work, bubt you keep at it, And finaelly, 1t pays
off double. You find & clev-type hammer stoined with
blood which Gaynor identifies as belonging to the
Superintendent, end s bloodstained suit, o sult stolen from
Carl Gaynor's apartment a month ago. Then you all go to the
superintendent's office --

Ever sege thils bloodsteined sult, Frasen?

Ne, 8lr, no sir, I never have,

You're sure?

I told you, Captain, no, no, No! I never sew it, I don't
know whaose it is, I don't know where it came from! Why
don't you stop persecuting me, asking me all these questions,
trying to pin this killing on me, I tell you I don't know

& thing about 1t, I didn't do it, I didn't have anything to
do with it and ,....

S s b L
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BOTAND:
FRASER:
BOLAND:

FRASER:

BOTLANID;

BOLAND:

BOLAND:

"RASER:

BOLAND:

FRASER:

BOLAND:

FRASER:

BOLAND:

S TP SRPEF RIS Sl B

~ol -
Now about the keys, Fraser.
{BLANKIY ) The keys?
The master keys. You were the only one in the bullding

who has a master xey for every apartment, That right,

¥raser? (A PAUSE) (THEN SHARP) Thot right? Spsak up!

(LOW) I ... that's right, (SUDDENLY )} But that doesn't
prove anything, Centain. They hung in my workroom in
the basement, Someone could have stolen ...
{INTERRUPTS) Teke a look at this, Fraser ....

(CLANK OF EAIMER ON TABLE)}
Recognize this claw-nammer?
(A PAUSE)
(QUIETLY) Well, Fraser?
Goaptain, I ...
Ttts yours, isn't 147
Yes., Yes, It's mine. But I sweor, I don't know, I
don't understand how ...
I do. You Were wearing Gaynor's stolen sult, when you
murdered his wife. You changed your clothes in the
incinerator closet, and then dumped the bloody sult and
the hammer down the chute., You figured you'd burn the
mesa later and ...
{RISING) That's o lie! That'!s & lie, Cepteln, do you
hear? T didn't do 1%, I tell you, I didn't ...
{INTERRUPTS) I think you d¢id, Fraser. And tomorrowv,

I hope to prove 1t, once and for sll!
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e NARR: What Frascr dogsn't know 1s that you and Captain Boland
heve an ace-in-the-hole .. a dry-clesner's m&rk'on the
inside lining of the bloodstained suit, The police check
1t back, and find the tallor who took it in, a men named

A Lo
4;0¥%oew And the next day, 3in the superintendent's office ...

BOLAND: . You still deny you illed Mrs. Gaynor, Froser?
FRASER: Yos, Yos, I deny it! I d4tdn't k11l her, and I don't know
o who did?

BOTAND: And you've never seen that bloodstoined sult?

FRA'SER: I teold you a hundred times ... no!l
BOLAND:  <Roys ;(;’«;z‘?jfléf

ROY ¢ Yes, Captain? 6/.

BOLAND: Show that tallor in .,

ROY: OQkay ...

{DOOR OPRUS)}
ROY ; Come in,Geveew. AZicdii
{DOOR CLOSE) /’f»“«'-«ﬁc%f o i g, -
u,z\ COUPLE OF STEPS UP)
DOLAND: few weeks ogo a man ceme into your shop and left
this sult. You seld he went under the name of Johnson.
. //4_ ‘ (4 BEAT) Iz this the man who left the suit at your shop?
d;'ﬁgm-:'é{’ (A BEAT) No. _
/H%LAN :,  What? This isn't the man? (DAZED) You're sure?
e I am sure. I remember the face. This i3 not the customer

with the blue suit. I ...

. (KNOCK ON DOOR)
e BOTAND: Come in ...

— (DOOR OPENS)

— —— - R A ol
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BOLAND:
WITLIAMS:

CHAPPELL:
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{DOOR OPENS}
Yes? What 1s 1t, Willllams?
1 just wanted to ask Mr, Fraser hore about cleaning the

lobby bofore ... {(CUTS)

(A PAUSE) .,
' What's the matter,héggigﬁgﬁhdiat are you grabbing my
arm for?
That!s the man, Captzin!
Wilitams? The porter?

Yes, yes. That's the mon who brought this suit into my

shop! I'd know him enywhere!

That's the end, that'!s the finalg twist to your Blg Story.

- a —— 3 n

v hy = e b
U PAEORGORt—-Fo~hafrrroTen—tre-metber it oyt o O e P

T e

VT WP U 7
andg— Tl -Mroer

st hpodaten-eenfetrrodt And
you, Roy Battersby of the Hérald Tribune, finally gof
your Blg Story, in the borough of Queens. And 1t couldn't
have been any bigger, even in Brooklyn or the Bronx!

In just a moment we will read you o teleghem from Roy
Battersby of the Wew York Herald Tribune with the final
outcome of tonight'!s BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

I T s e
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THE BIG STORY -27-
. . - CLOSING COMMERGIAL:

(VIBRAPEONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
CHAPFRELL: Of 211 America's leading cigarettes only gne is
"sutstandingl" - only one 1s "Qutstendinel”

- HARRICE: It's the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package, FELL MELL}
I CHAPPELL: For FEIL MELL'S greater longth of frsditionelly fine,

rollow Lobaccoa fillters the smoke on the way to your

throat,
. HARRICE : Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL pgives you a smoothnesg, mlldness and

gatisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE + 8o enjoy the longer, fiper cigarette in the distinguished

red packsge - FELL MELL,

____ . CHAPFELL: Good to look at - good to fesl - good to tasis - and goed

to smoke, FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"
- HARRICE : And - they are mild}

g
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-28. REVISED

CHAPPELL:

BATTER3BY:

CHAPPELL:

ETTER:

MOSS ¢
ETTER:

Now, we read you that telegram from Roy Battersby of the

New York Herzld Tribune,

Confronted with the evidende of his guilt, killer 1ﬂ“
—Sortpi-aBeeShery ot First denied any knowledge of the

i
i
|
{

-d

crime but finally confessed te the murder admitting that

robbery was his motive in entering the apartment., He wWas

convicted of murder in the first degree and executed at :
Sing Sing Prissn. Thank you very much for tonight's Pell f
Mell Award.

Thank you, Mr. Battersby...The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of the ;
PELL MELL $500 Award fnr notable service in the field of ;
Journalism, !
And now, here in the studlo, 1s the editor of Movie Life
Magazine, charming Miss Betiy Etter, whom vwe Were
privileged te have as our guest early thls summer.
Welcome back to Pell Mell's™BIG STORY," Miss Etter..

_zgc)Aza 76/(;.- 1;
Thank you, Mr. Chappell, it's nice to be back,-paa-u.agmb—-n

to see cne of the featured actnrs of this evening's “Big §
Stary", Arnold Mess. Helle, Arnocld. :
- /-,/ e i
LAl W T 1

Hello, Betty, it's nice to see you, too, //
Arnold, currently you have # featured roleqin the Rita \

Hayworth piectur "TLoves of Carmen" Youb’
e : %‘) wov T adl = ol Cihe ot

censistently perfer ces’\‘m Pell/Mell's “Big Story"
mtvdebigitbopiot T 2m her [%resent Movie Life Magazine's
yEES

award for the month's outstanding performance by y,
L Hop varlecs <8,

, o iosddecksrd <

& CPY wtg;;f%? 4H14J Vi .4-£%£2; é 7
%“-‘é&fb}bc( 7:7 % g/ &i{y ‘)"d-(’v?{.

f‘ &4 {"“,W,_, /J, UW(M W
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MOB5 Itfs a great honor to recelve recognition such as this,
4&%&mM@JMmLA&ﬂﬂmLML&mMHAﬁJﬂﬂMmJMﬁmdmﬂ.”
jeero—Lfropn—tho—great—mmeer—audtence ouy theres.  Thanks o =

yoy—agadngy Miss Betty Etter, of Movie Life Magazine.
e HARRICE: Listen agaln next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Los
Angeles Times - by-line A, M. Rochlen - a Big Story about
& reporter who found a little black bég filled with

moonlight and music and murder.

ML e e e TR =t t 2 = 2Lt S i e
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CHKPPELL: The BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J, Prockter, with

= musle by'V1adimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was written
by Max Ehrlich, veur narrator was Bob Sloane, and Grant
Richerds playsd the part of Roy Batt:fshy. In order to
protect the names of people actually involved in tonight's
euthentic BIG STORY the names of characters in the

e ‘drematization were changed with the exception of ihe

rocporber, Mr. Battersby,

CHAPFELL: This is Ernest Cheppell speaking for the makers of PELL
MEIE:FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
v ANNCR ¢ THIS IS NBC -v..e THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

i Joan/pb
. 9/29/48
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WHNEC & NET THE BIG STORY #82

JIA
10:00 - 10:30 PM \CTGRER 20, 19U8 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELI, MELL FAMJUS CIGARETTES present -- THE BIG STORY!
ROCKY: I don't understend it, Sawm. Why all that fuss about &
plain blaeck leazher bag?

BAM: Tt's not the bag, reporter -- it's what ln 1t.

ROCKY: A11 right. Whes's in it? AR ,/{(_,_'j_: »
SAM: T don't know, tubt I'm golng to fémd—out ~- right now.
ROCKY: Tortedocicod

SAM: ftpewsUE e ia ki Hand mathose.pliersy

ROCKY: -Heve ShoT 5T,

(3R=% MZ0AL CLASP)

SAM: Okey, that's one clasp. {(EFFORT} And there's the other.
All rigkt -~ s:iand back now. It way be wired.

ROCKY: Beasvwet ] .

SAM: IR ErL e st AP S A ZESE »

(oF=H BAT)

FOCKY: beea~tf~sv-open?
SAM: . (QUEERE¥F+ Feahv="Slres
ROCKY: What's in 1t, Ser®-
{SILENCE) L
ROCKY: sam, what's in £t? (BEAT) What is 1t? (BEAT) 3ami
{MuszC: _ _HIT_INTO BRIDGE_AND_UNDER_FOR)

GHAPPELL: THE BTG 3T0ORY. Here is America -- its sound and its fury
-~ its Jjoy and I1is sorrow —- &3 faithfully reported by

the men and women of the great Amsrican newspapers.

(PAUSE) (COLD AND FLAT} Lés Angeles, California. From

the peges ol the Los Angeles Times--the story of a mild
11ttle Den who heard music in the moonlight, (MORE)

RTHOT 0OOB0379




GCHAPPELL ¢
{conT D)

-2
Tonight, to A. ™, Rochlen, reporter from the Los Angeles

Times goes the PELL MELL Award for THE BIG 3TORY!

{CPENILG COMMERGIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 10/20/4 -3
PELL MELL .

OPENING COMMERCTIAL:

{VIERAFPHONE SINGLE, . OUTSTANDING BONG!)
CEAPPELL: Of a1l Americe's lesding clgarettes only one is
"Jutstanding™! - only ome 1s "outstending !
HARRICE: It's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!

GHAPPELL: Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL. PELL MELL'S preater lengih

filters the sroke on the way to your throat. Filters
the smoke and meke it mild.
HARRICE: That 's important!

CHAPPELLt Yes, PELL MELL'3 greater length of tradltionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.
HARRICE: wilters the smoke and mekes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Thus PELY, #ELL gives you & smoothness, mildness and

satis”aciion no other cigerette offers you.

HARRICE: o enjoy the longer, finer cigerette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL.

CEAPPELL: good to laok et - good to feel - pood to baste - and goci
to smoke. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they are mild.

— —
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(MUSIG:_ _ _INTRODUGTION AN UMDER)
CHAPPELL: And now, the siory a3 it actually happensd -=- A, M.
Rochlen's story, as ne lived it. Los Angeles,

Galifornis.

HARRATOR: You ere 5. M. Rochlen of the Los Angeles Times known to
all and sundry &s Roeky. You sprawl in your desk chalr,
staring at the paie oblong of light outside the window,
watching dusk roll over the city. It's spring, it's
evening -- and it's dull, The sle=py silence of the cliy
voor L2 barely cisturbed by the weary tinkle of the ..
telephone on your gesk..»

(TINKLE °F TELEPHONE. PICK UP)
ROCKY: Rochlen speaking. Make it good and funny.
SAM: (FILTER TEROUCHZUT) It ain't funny and it ain't mach guod,

but you can teke It or leave 1t and that's my flnal ofl=>.

ROCKY: Hello, Sam. wga;!s new in the detecting business?

SAM: Nothing cnens - hot & 1ittle story for you, though.
ROCKY: Like what?

SAM: 1ke $32,90 in oonds that were stolen from & department

store last nignt and a 1ittle man carrylng a black beg,
who was seen dissppnearing from the scene of the crime. I
would you Llike %o run & story like that?
ROCKY: T wouldn't.
SAM: Thenks, p&l. I knew you'd help me out.
{(HANG UP GN FILTER)
ROCKY: Look, Sambo, T dldn't s&F...
{(JIGGLY RECEIVER UNDER)

ROCKY: Hello. Sam. Hey, Sam. Oh, nuts.

ARTKO1 000882
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MRS, L:

RCCKY:
MRS.1::
ROCKY:
MRS .T.:

SAM:

LARKIN:

._5-
You run the story. Sam Crame I1s an old frlend of yours
and top dog of the {rane Detective Agency. Robberles are
his speclalty, enrd many's the story you'lve run for him to
help smoke out & bashful purse snatcher. You know this is
another one of those cases, 80 you're not &t all surprised
when, a few days later, a woman stops in &t your office to
se8 you.
{IN BRCKEN ENGLIZH...HESITANTLY) My neme Mrs, Lerkin, I--
I see your story in paper. Of robbery. You say it was by
small man with black bag.
Yes, that's right.,
My husband -~ =231 wman. He have black bag.
Where is your husband, Mrs. Larkin?
Home. He stay =ome novw. Three days he stay home, He
it there with tlack bag. All time watch black bag.

(HESITANTLY} Ycu come?

You come, You call Sam Crane and the two of you go to pay
a visit or the 1ittle man with the black bag. Sam beccuse
he wants to recover that $32,000 worth of bonds -- you
because you have nothing else to do, ond because Sam's
good company, &nd becouse -~ well, you're a reporter,
aren't you?

Sorry to butt ir on you like this, Mr. Larkin...

(A FLUTTERY, MOUSEY LITTLE MAN) Oh, that's all right.
Thot 's quite a1l right, Would you gentlemen cere to join

me in a gloss ol milk?

ARTHO1 Q009383
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ROCKY: Never touch the stuff, thanks.

SAM; Mr, Lorkin, some bonds were stolen from a downtown
department store the other day, and ...

LARKIM : Oh, yes. I read about that. My gracious, that's certeinly
n lot of money, fsn't it? Can you imagine -- $32,000!

Tsx. Tsk.

SAM: Are you trying to say that you don't know enythlng about
the coase?

LARKIW ¢ Why, no -- Ifa rnot trylng to say onyvthing of the sort I
know all svout it. I read the story in the newspoper. I
read the newspeper very thoroughly, starting with the first
page. Then I rsed the comlcs and after that T look at...

SAM: Never mind the play-by-pley, Mr, Larkin. Do you reclize
that vour descripbion fits the man seen leaving the scane
of the robbery?

LARKIN It does? Wny, what an amazing coincidence, gentlemen!

I never realizec that...(SHARP INTAKE OF BREATH) Why,
gentlemen, you don't mean you think I stole those bonds?

ROCKY: Didn't you? -

gy dres

LARKIN: Me? Oh, my gracious, I should say not. (LAUGHS) Oh, this
is very exciting -- me, suspected of & crime! Oh, thot's
very exclting! Are wyou golng to take me down for
questioning?

SaM: T think that might be o very good ldea.

LARKIN: I'11 get my hat ond be right with you. I just have £o...

(cuTs) Ave you golng to use handeuffs?

RTHQT Q00384




BAM:
LARKI

b=

ROCKY:
LARKIN:

ROCKY:
LARKTL
ROCKY:
LARKIN:

ROCKY:

TARKIN :

ROCKY:

SAM:

-
I don't think thot'll be necessory.
(DISAPPOTNTED) Ch. (THEW, BRIGHTENING) Oh, well, I
expcet youlll grill me under white hot lights until I'm
dropping from exneustion. I heard of & fellow once wWho,..
(curs) See here, what are you doing, young men?
Just loocking ot this black bag of yours, Mr, Larkin., I
thought maybe we'ld take this to headquaprters with us.
Ch, yes., Yes, indeed. I olways carry my bag with me.

Tt's not very hecvy. Wnot do you have in 1t?
Oh, nothing. Juss @ few personal little odds end ends.

T see, Mind if T look inside? I just thought...
(A SUDDEN, VIQLENT, INSANE SCREAM) TLet go of thot bog !

Put, Mr., Lorkino,..
If you don't give me that bag, If1l kill you! Glve me that

beg, or I'lr kiil youl

w
=]
G
5
sl
=
l:'J‘
o
o
=l
]
Laf
B

el

Sam Crane's & blg mon, fortunately. Wilbur Loarkin is o
amnll men, fortunately. It's a violent fight, but & guick
one ~-- and when it's all over, you and Sam wind up ot
police hegdguarters with o small man, & locked black bog,
and & question running through your mind; What's in that
tog? Wnot con e In o small, plock beg that makes o milad
1ittle man spring like a deadly panther? What is 1t

thot distorts & friendly, smiling face Lnto a scowling
mesk of evil? What is the secret of a black leather hag?
Beats me. What's in that bog anyhow, Sam?

One wey to find out. ‘Hond me those pliers.

RTKO1 GOB088S
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ROCKY: Gonno. break..the-Fod¥?
SAM: Break the lock and-break.the.chse,-.-Fivelll- get -you ten
the bohd§-ays righnt Here  wikppeéd-up - ell -nice and neat
Ao ReRSamayER

(BREAX METAEL CLASP)

SAM: (EFFORT)} Okay, that's one clasp.
(AGAIN)
SAM: (EFFORT) and there's the other. That does 1t. All right

~- stand back now,., This thing may be wired.
RCCKY: Be—careiur.

SAM: DO G- W O PG r KT SN E T ROTEE
(IPTM BAC

ROCKY: Does+dit: ~= OpoRM

SAM: (QUBERITY = YER R Se

ROCKY: What's in 1t, 3em? {PAUSE)} Sam, what 1s it?

SAM: (FLATLY) Wothing.

ROCKY: Nothing? Wwhet &o you mean =-=- nothing?

SAM: What T seid. flothing. Zero., Goose egg.

ROCKY: You meen the blilasted thing's egg;y?

SAM: Just as good as. Look ——wéézk%?;&per. (MOUUTING FURY)

Bills, recelpts, memos, lists...

ROCKY: (PUZZLED} What did Larkin get so excited about our
seelng this for?
f}sv/L_
SAM: Search me. He rmust be o JeoweyT..
ROCKY: Herels & recelpt Cor painting & car.
SAM: (SARCASTICATLY) Oh boy! Big story! "Man paints car in

Californial"

ROCKY: I don't pet It, I thought sure --

RTKO1 Q060386




SAM: (INTERRUPTING) Rocky! Here it Is!

ROCKY: Here what 1a7%

3AM: The key to & safsty-deposit box in & bank in San Diego.
ROCKY: 507

SAM: So key Tlts box, box opens. Inside box, bonds. 3o long,

Rocky. Wext stocp, San Diego.

ROCKY: Whot about the rest of the stuff in the bag here?

SAM: Rocky my boy, tecsuse you're an old friend of mine from
woy back -- and tecause it's not worth the price of &
cup of coffee - the bleck beg 1is yours,

NARR: You, Rocky Rochlen, oare no cub reporter. You Know
vour business, and one of the codes of that business 1s
that everyshing means something ~- that big sbtories come
out of little things --- little things like a false allbi,
or a torn hondkevchief, or -- & black bag full of
meaningless popers., 5o, you check those papers carefully,
ond at last, your search yields a dublious reward. At the
bottom of the bez vou find & typewritten llst of nomes end
cddresses, You note that the list 1s thumb marked and
worn -- and you rote that oll the names are the nomes of
vomen. Thet's gnough for a stort. You head for ithe

nearest. telephone.

ATKO1 0oe0s’B
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ROCKY: That 's right -- I'm celling Ada Benson in Son Dilego., What's
that? She's moved out of town? You don't happen to know
where she 1s, do wou? Oh, I see. Well, thanks anyhow.

(MUSIC: _ _ STING AND HOID UNDER)

ROCKY: Ho -- Dennis. D-E-N-N-I~3. That!s 1t -~ Irme Dennis. Are
vou sure, operator? Oh, you've checked oand the phone's
boan disconnected permainently.

ROCKY: Oon you tell me f Miss Parker left o forwarding oddress?

She 4id nov? I see. Thank you.

{(MUSIC: _ _ STING AND EOLD_UIDER)

ROCKY: I bsg your parcdon. I rust have the wrong number,
(MUSIC: _ _ STING AND HOID UNDER)_

ROCKY: Ho answer? Thonk you.

(MUSIC: _ _STING_AND OUT)

ROCKY: Lookﬁiwabn‘t ususlly argue with city editors -~- you know

that. Eut I think this is something hig and I want to

send out telegrams ond teletypes to oll our correspondents
in the ereas where these women lived. There's o blg siory
cooking, ond I went te find out what 1t is.

(MySIC: _ _ SITNG AND INZO_TYPEMRITER MOTIF. OQUT FOR) _

(TYPEWRITER UNDER.,CITY ROOM BG)

NARR: You get to work, Hard, You send out telegrems &nd sort

the ansvers, you type cut data and file it in appropricte

r

folders, you dig out information and check and qollate;t*rfiu

A e RN A

F

BERR¥+- =~ Here -nrergams mord felegrames=Mrr=Rochlian. B .
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ROCKY: Thanksy~Perry«»Now Yol *tEke this tatoh ond send theém off.
' - {TYPEWRITER UP FAST AND UNDER)

MNARR: You plunge into the bleck beg and comc up with-a Tistful
of memos, reccipts, maps, bllls, and you trace eand check
and retrace and recheck. )

ROCKY: Parry, teke these lisps and contnct tﬁése addresses in
Montana, Ideoho and Caﬁﬂda. I want detalls on £ll the
transactions deserlibed 1n-%hqae letters.

(TAPPING OF TYPEWRITER)

ROCKY: Operator, I want 9 put in & calltror Hawaii.
{CLACKING OF TYPEWRITER) h

ROCKY: Perry -~ zend this teletype 1o Ohlo. Stﬁte—qide.
(CLACKING OF TYPEWRITER) L

ROCKY: All right -- g=t me that batch of reports from Ilianis.
(TYPTWRITZR UP AND UNDER FOR} =

NARR: Plages, places, places --and names &nd people and calls .
end wires, And then, flnally ... 3

e

et i aers o -~ (SUDDEN "OHAD QUTET, KIID, CITY RODM-BGwecem ...

NARR: «.+the last report 1s in, the last letter acknowledged, tine

last piece of evidence collected. And you have the atory,.

Only --
ROCKY: I just cen't belisve Lt.
NARR: Your brain is numb and you feel & blting nausea teer at yol

and you grab the side of your desk, hoping te find
rasssurance In the reality of its solldness.

ROCKY: I don't believe it. I just don't bellieve it.

RTHG1 Q0s038%
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But you do believe 1t, 7You have to. ¥You have the facts,
and that's the wey they fit together -- lurid piacs by
lurid plece, reking the most ineredible, horrible,
breathtaking story of &ll time. You sit in the werm spring
dusk and shiver -- not with cold, not with feer, but with
shame and revulsion that such a horror could stelk unseen
in the bright Celifornia sunlight, that such e mad,
trilliant, terrible conceptlon could find birth and life

in 8 human mind.

(MIDDLE COMMERC IAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #82

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE® SINGLE. OUTSTANDING BONG!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMIUS CIGARETTES - "Qutsthandingl"

HARRICK: And - they zre mildl

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the

way to your throat. Filters the smoke and makes 1t

mild. ’
HARRICE: Thzat!'s important!
CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL I'ELL'S greater leppth of traditionally fine,

mellow tobzcess filters the smoke on the way to ycur
throat - fiizers the smoke snd makes it pild.

HARRICE: Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater leneth., Yes,

your eyes czr sae tne difference - your throat can tell
you whnat 1t means.

CHAPPELL: PELL ¥ELL'S gre~ter lencth of traditionally flne,
mellow tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to
screen and co2l the smoke, Thus, PELL MELL gives you
a smopihaess, mildness and satisfeetlon no other

clpgaretie oflors you,

HARRICE: fnjoy the lcneer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red psckage - FELL MELL,

Lk}

CHAPPELL: Good to look

N

2t - paod to feel - good to faste - end

good to smoke,

HARRICE: Remember, PELL MELL'S greater length of fine tcbaccos
filters the smoke on the way to your throat - filters
the smoke and mekes it mild.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl™
HARRICE: And - they zre mild,
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HARRICE:

NARRATOR:

LARKIN:
NARRATOR:

LARKIN:

MARRATCR!:

ROCKY:

LARKIN:

_1];_

This is Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator, and
the Big Story of A.M. Rochlen, as he lived it and wrots
it,.

It all tegan with some pieces of paper in & small bleck

bag -- & 1list o names, & couple of receipts, a few
innocent 1ook*r c]aim checks ~-- but they have led you
/ her . ral _.,1-;’!;, RSt Rl PR

ﬁfﬁv Rocnlv;; tﬂ .he most fantastic story of your long
cereer, Just scme scraps of paper Iin a scuffed black
beg -- but they spell the kind of horror you assoclate
with nightmeres and vampires end the diabolic cunning
o a twisted humen scul, You turn your terrible
information cver to the police and then, vou meke
yourself call on the owner of that innocent looking
black bag, You zo to see Wilbur larkin in the jall
where he s teinz held, an¢ he greets you politely...
Good merning, ¥Mr, Rochlen, Fine dey, isn't it?

¥You stare at nixm. That's 211 you cen do for e moment --
just stare, Ee asks a question:

The police -- have they found out yet that I didn't
steal any bonds?

You take & deep vreath and make yourself enswer him
calmly.

Yes, Mr, Lerkin. Thay found out you didn't steal any
bonds .

Then why em I still here 1in jall? It was exciting for a

while dut now I'm tired., Why don't they let me go home?
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ROCKY: {QUIRETLY) Wny don't they let a mad dog loose on the
streats? )

TARKIN: Whatt

ROCKY: Why don't they turn &1l the asylum inmates free?

LARKIN: {MIIDLY) I'm sfrasid I don't understand you, Mr. Rochlen,

RCCKY: (FIGHTING FOR ZlOTIONAL CONTROL) Mr, larkin -- do you

remember & girl nemed -- Mary?

LARKIN: (A LITTIZE DREAMILY,..,TRYING TO REMEMBER) Mary? Mary?
(MUSIC: _ _ _ SWEAK....A THIN, ESRTE, MAD THEME THAT WILL BE REPZATED

LARKIN: (83 THE MUSIC ECIIDS., AGAINST IT. DIZ2ZILY LOST.) Mery!
Mary?

(MUSIC: _ _ _ CUTS_OFF_SEARILY)

LARKIN: (REFEATING) Mary?

MARY: Yes, darling?

{1ATPING OF WATER AGAINST CALOE, THE OCCASIONAL
DIP OF & PADDIE)

LARKIN: (COMFORTABLY} 2Are you as happy es I em, my dear?

MARY: Heppier., (4 LIDTIZ GASP, THEK IﬁUGHIgG} Be careful
with that paddle Wildur, You/s-}-};-sho&—m T

TARKIN: (IAUGHING WITH E=SR) I'm sorry my dear. (THEN SOFTLY)

You're beoautirl when you laugh, Mary.

MARY: Si1lyt Thenk you, my silly husband,

TARKIN: Thank you, _
cew.  MARY: What for?

LARKIN: For marrying me. TFor the three happlest months of my
oo life.
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MARY : Dhyee IO E L NET BEST, DABsn L Ity 1 a1 —-
{SPLASH OFF)

LARKIN: What's thet?

MARY: That splash? 3% sounded like a fish breaking water.

(EAGERLY) Wilter, could we go fishing tomorrow?

LARKIN: {SHOCKED) Ch Mzry.
MARY: Yhat?
TARKIN! Have you ever seen a fish cau%pti with that terrible

hook cutiing ihrough itsfgkééé%.IVERY UPSET) Heve you
ever noticed —he way 1t gasps and fleps around and ---uc
Na, pleese, Mery, lat's not go fishing.

MARY : (FOWDLY) vou itenderhearted old derling. All right,

I'm sorry. I jusi thought that --

LARKIN: (VERY BOTHEERES) 2rd let's not teli shout it anymore,
please. Ict's %2lk sboub scmething else. Something
pleesant.

MARY : A11 pight,

(101G PAUSE)
IARKIN: Well, sev scomeihing, Mary,
MARY - I--I can't think of anything, I don't want to distress

you,, I-- ks =oon. That's it, Doesn't the moon look

lovely on the water?

LARKTI: The moomn, ¥es. Lovely;, It's & full moon, isn't 117
{MUSIC: _ _ _ SNEAK MAD THEME) A

P
LARKTIN: {DREAMILY) I elways loved the.moon. It always --

{SHARPLY) Mary!

MARY: Yes, derling?
LARKIN: Where's that music coming from?
MARY: What music?
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IARKIN:

LARKIN:

MARY:

LARKIN:

MARY :

LTARKIN:

MARY :
LARKIN:

MARY :

LARKTH:

-17-

Listen., Deon't you hear 1t?

(MOVIKG THTO 3LIGHT ECHO) No, I don't hesr any muslic,
Wilhwer,

Bub you mustl

{ PRONOUNCED EOHS KOW GETTING STRONGER ALL THE TIME)
Derling, do you feal all right? *

I--I feel 2 123512 dizzy., TIt's the musie., And the moon
on the water, {DRZAMILY) It wabbles on the water. I%
webbles in time with the musie, Heer how it wabbles In
time with the =zusic, Mary?

(TERROR) Mo, éerling. T don't hear it.

(INSANELY} You've not looking, Msri', Look over the sid:
-:if the Bca‘;._ Tut rour head down over the side of the
booh ard look, Mery. (COMEANDINGLY) Look, Mary.

T == I'aa looking.

Lower, Mar:. Fat your hesd lower, Uary.

(HEAVY ECHO NC

o

) Darling, you'rs getting my hair vet.
You'rs --

{4 3CR=AM, MUFFIED BY IMMERSION, LOUD

SPIASHING AS MUSIC BUILDS)
{LAUGHSY Go zhend and struggle, Mary, It won't do any
good, I mev oe little, but I'm strong. I'm strong zs 2
giant, an& 1'% going to hold you under the water until
vou're dead, Mery., D*mrgoraperoRrTI~piftredre I'm
going to kill, %:1ll, kiil! (HE TAUGHS WILDLY, MADLY AND)
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(DISHES TIDER)

LARKIN: Loulse?

LOUISE: (A YOUNG GIRL WITH A LAUGH IN HER VOICE) Yes, Wilbur?

TARKIN: You go sit down, my dear. T'11 put the dishes evey.

LOUISE: Knovw something? We've been married three months end I
still don't talisve you.

LARKIN: What do you mesn, m?-ﬂem'-‘?‘!j{r-s‘::.-;:; ?

IOUISE: You're not resl -- you're something I dreamed up.

LARKIN: Just beceuse I offer to put the dishes evay?

LOUISE: Just beceuse :het and 2 million other things. I

nominate you =5 the husband of the year! And n8xt jesr
and the year after that!
TARKIN: (TAUGHS) Coms on, Louise, Let's zo oubt on the back
porch for s minute. It's warm hera.
LOGISE: But the dishes --
LARKIN: I1'11 put them ewey later, CoOre on.
{DCCR OFEH. SOUND OF BULL FRCGS IN B.G.
(THSN TCCR SLAM,)

IOUISE: My, it's nice here.
CAT: {MEOWS)
LARKIN: Why here's pussy. You didn't forget to fesd her, dic

you, Louise?
LOUISE: You end thet precious cat! No, softie, I dian't forgat

to feed her. Oh, Wilbur, isn't it e besutiful night?

LTARKIN: Begutiful. ]
LOUISE: The moonlight mekes the garden look like & fairyland,
(MUSIC: - _ _ SNEAK MAD THEME)
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LARKIN: (DIZZIL¥) The moonlight? Why, ¥es, the moon is full
again. It --- I shouvldn't have left this rake standing

-- {CUTS, TEFN) Louiss =--

here on the peorch,

IQUISE: ¥es, derling?

TARKIN: That music ,,...

IQUISE: (MOVING O TO ZCHO)} Music? I don't hear any music,
Wilbur, -

ILARKTHN: Bub you must he2er it, Louise, You must, It tiokles,

Like mooniignt on flowers. Hear how the moonlighty
tinkles? Deesn't it meke you dizzy?

LOUISE: (HEAVIER ZCHC) Darling, vhat's the matter with you?

LARXIN: The rake, I 1274 the rake here,...

Ly IsE: {ECHC) Darling T -- (CUTS) Mo, Wilbur, WMo, Flaase
N0 .

LARKIK: (FITH 2 oREY—=uen) — Yas, Taulsh 285w ~CRamfrey

kel O 1T

Ehrigrake - Pryowbry-to=rmiTare T

ICUYSE: (SoHLA) Tt n tr to run gyay, darling Towcrer

{THUD C= RAXE)

IAUISE: (MOAN) e, ¥21l0un, Tl olre it i O A e WG e Tl

(RAKE AGATN, AND "JAIN, WILBUR'S LAUGHTSR AND
THE MUSIC BUILD TQ A PEAK AND THEN DIP UNDER FOR)

CAT: MEQVWS,

LAHKIN: Why, pussy ... 321id Wilbur frighten you? Come on Pussy
cat, t Wilour get you a nice fresh saucer of milk,

(MysIc: UPE_AND IKTD)
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(JINGIZ BELLS., HORSEDRAWN SIEIGH IN MOT ION)

LARKIN: Irma?

TRMA: Yes, darling?

LARKIN: Werm snough, =y de2ar?

IRMA: (A PRACTICAL VOMAN) With you next to me, Wilbur?

Don't te 5111y,
IARKIN: The poor littls blrds cen't be very werm. It's a sheme

they have to Te outdoors on & cold winter's night 1like

this.
IRMA: Ch, T guess thay'd go South if they didn't like it,
(BELIS AICWE FOR A MINUTE, THEN)
IRMA4 fooyny) wWiltur, do you kXnow what day this 1is?
LARKIN: Of coursz, Irme, An anniversar;, We've been marrisd

throo months,

EC Rl

TRMA : Is that why 7ou took me fon gzr{de in th2 moonlight?
(MUSIC: _ _ _ SVEAK MAD THE'E)
TARKIN: (DIZZ2T1¥) In the meonlight .... the full moonlight,
I -- (CUT3)(TESW) Irme ... it's the musicl
© IRMA: Jt's vwhatr
LARKTIN: Don't you heer the music, Irma, Full of glissandces,

fast and wrighi, 1

peta

ke the full moon on the snov.

TRMA: (PO ECH2) Milhur, rou've making me nervous, 3%toD
talking like that.

TARKTIN: (DIZzZITY) Fest and bright, fast end oright., It makes
me s0 Alzzy...,

IRMA : (HEAVY ECHO, TSRROR) Wilbur, what ars you..,{(CUTS.
THEN) No! {CFOKING) No, don't, Pleass. I can't

breathe. I can't...
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LARKIN:

LARKIN:

MABEL:

LARKIN:

KARRATOR:

LARKIN:

ROCKY:

LARKIN:

-2]1-

(MAD IAUGH) ©f course you can't breathe, Irmes, I don't
want you to bresthe, I want you to dis, Have you sver
killed apvonsz, Irma? You should have, It's fun, Irme

=- wonderful, wonderful fun. @RHENSWTERRY

RUIIDS TO_PZAX WIPING IAUGHTER AND QUT)

(ECHO) Music, cerling? I don't hear any music? |
(WIIDL¥) Don't lie to me, Mabel! Don't tell me you
cen't hear it, There's music in the moonlight, Listen
to it)
{ECHQ EFAVIER) %ilber stop it, It's ecrazy. It's --
(Cums, THIN) Yhet are you dolng with that knif=?
Vhet're you ---

{& GURGLING MOAN)
(ITAUGHING) I'm %tlling you Mabel -- that's what I'm

doing... ¥11linz you .....killinz you,.,.{LAUGHS)

godrrEn s,

Th's cold in the prison vhere you, ey éochlen are
standing. You're cold, as you stand and look at the mild
little man or she other side of the iron bars.,.the
little man who looks at you out of mlisty blue eyes

and sBYS ., .b

Mary? Why, ves, Mr. Rochlan 1 premember Mary,.

(GRIML¥) You do, eh? And vhat sabout Irma, and Louise,
end Ada and Ellen and all the rest. Do you réemember
them?

(SHOCKED AND HURT) Why of course I remember them.,
Good heavens, Mr, Rochlen, I was married to them,

They were my wives!
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ROCKY: Just how manv women did you msrry, Mr. Larkin?

LARKIN: (SIOWLY) T -- % think it was twenty-five. There wvens

S0 meny, you see,,,it's hard to remember....

ROCKY: And you killed them?

LARKIN: Oh, no%t &ll of thewm. Ch my, no, not all of them, my
gocdness |

ROCKY : How many?

LARKIN: Oh, a lot. It wezs fun, you see, BSo I killed quite

2z lot of them. Crly T don't remember how many, I
xllled five or ssven or ten of them, But I can't

remamber exactly,

ROCKY : You cen't remezmter! How can you forget a thing like
shat! - .
f’:l' e ".P"-—
LARKTN: (M TPFULLY) ~ma’§e%&ceﬂaraw%00¥*ng fecr the bodiss,
,;'f'.-‘i r’/' '
Mr, Rochln. ﬁ%et&—ﬁhem whers I hii then, you-zza.,

end whern }_¢7 Tind them mayte thsaéi& know exactly

how meny ¢ @y wives I killed., Thed-Fov—tan-agItirem.

>

{SAGERLY) If - xpew, I'd tell you -- honestly, I would,
You do beliesve shat, don't you?

ROCKY (DISGUST) Tes, Mr. Larkin, I believe that,
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NARR:

CHAPFELL:

_23..

And you do. Yeu belive guvihing this timid looking
1ittle man tells rou. Because the vhele thing is so
unvelievable, s impossible, that only the senseless
makes sense, 2nly the unressonable has reascn. You

try to forget, tc ~ut the terribls memory from your mind.
And you do --- slmost, But sometimes, when you stand on
your cwi docrs=sp and see the full moon, white sgasinst
the darysnipg =¥y, 7ou rerember agalin, And then you
know you'll elweys remember the little black bag end

your big EIG STORY.

(CLOSING o7 2ERCIAL)
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THE BIG 3STORY
PROGRAM #8582

CIOSING COMMERCTAL:

VIBRAPHdNE: SINGIE, QUTSTANIDTNG BONG ¢

CHAPPELL: Cf all Amexrice's lz2rding cigarettes only ong is
"outstandinzl” - o1ly cne is "Qutstending!"
HARRICE: It's the logpgey, finer clgarette in the distinquished red

package, PILL MZLL)

CHAPPELL: For PELL 'ELL'Z grsater lensih of tradlitlonally fine,

mellow toweccos FPlliers the smoke on the way to your

throat.
HARRICE: Filters ths smoks and makes 1t mild,
CH4 PPELL: Thus PELL MELL gfves you a gmoothness, mildness end

sehisfecsion no other cigaretie - "ers you.

HARRICE: S0 enjoy The longer, fipep cigerrett%e in the

dlstinguished r2d packege -- FllL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Geod Lo ook BT

good to feel - mool to Leste - apd

good to 4r.ke. FSLL MELL FAMOUS CICARIITES -~

"Jutstendinz"!

HARRICE: And - thar are =ild!}
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CHAPPELL: Now we read Tou thet telegram fromA .M. Rochlen of
i .
the lLos Angsles Times. ! Investigetion by the Times

. : i e s

- revealed thes of the 25 women married to the Blue
Beard bigawizo Inm Souight's Big Story, eleven had
diseppgavad <lan.u1s trace., Pending his triel he was
held in County Jeil where he twics tried to commitu

zsuicide. He fine

[

1y died in San Quentin Prison, My
sincere 2.ursciztion for tonight's Pell Mell Awerd,

CHAPPELL: Thanik vou, &.4, Rochlen ... the makers of PELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGIRZITTIS sre proud te have named vou the vwinner
of the F-LL MELL $500 Award for rotable service in the
fizld of lovrreliam,

HARRICE: Tisten egain next week, same Lire, sems station, when
PELL MELYL, F24078 CIGARETTES will present ancother
BIT STORS - A ZIC STORY from the front pages of the
Milwaukes VYisconsin Bentinel - by-line, Arville
Schaleben -- & 3IG STORY - about & gaveful reporter
who found a cluz thet turned out to be ... dynamite.

(EXPLOSION)
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CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

-2h=

The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Procktsr, with

. music by Vladiznir Selinskf. Tonight's program wes

PRI

written by Gail Ingranm, your narretor was Bob 8loans,

=ndTLavson Zzroe tlrvad the part of AWM, Rochlena“

.,

In orde» ta =xzis- . ihe names of people actuelly
invelved in cornlicw’s authentic BIG STCRY the nemes of
all} characters in the dramatization were changed with

the excection of the reporitar, Mr, Rochlen,

<y

PELL MELi: rANM0OUS CIGARETTES,

THEIS I3 W=C , .. THE NATIONAL BROATCASTING COMPANY.

11ly/dd4/10/5/48pm
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WHBC & NET THE BIG 3TORY #83

ARVILLE SCHALEBEN

go:oo }- (10:30 1)=m OCTOBER 27, 1948 ' WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES prasehts ... THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE ...}

SLOANE s {EVEN) At exactly 8:00 pm, Central Standard Time, the

night of April }0th, @’membsers of the Szabo famlily were

enjoying themselves in the dining room of the Szadbo

farm WA& oy A .Azé.ém

MAMA {VERY GOOD }gmnl Louisa. Louisa, you got dot fudgs yat
finished?

LOUISA: (COMING ON) Here it is mams, all finished ~-

VOICES: e 8. : Lrbe-gamesma e et

MAMA Shh e gibbpnidlepmdlieibdee -~ Good like the last batch,
Loulsa ---%

LOUISA: I hope so, Mama. _

MAMA : Everybody herer t;rv% Mn/ /LO'UM?

LOUIBA: Papa's not, he's In the cowshed -- Should I call him?

MAMA : (TRACE OF GRIMNESS) Papa don't like fydge. Your paps -
nah, don't eall hi%iaa AT —

(H&M&a—mmmw) ‘
LOUISA: T ——T .. -

MAMA :

(A ROAR FOR AN EXPLOSION) _

SLOANE (EVEN} At exectly 8:11 pm, Central Standard Time, the
night of April 10th, the 5zabo farm exploded_j.nto the
night sky.

{MUSIC: _ _ _STAB, THEN QUT SHARPLY .E.‘OB.)
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P — PRl s

...... - -2
CHAPPELL: THE BIg STORY: Here is America, 1ts sound and fury,
1ts joy and ég}row, as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. Milwaukee,
Wisecconsin, from the pages of the Mllwaukee Journsl -
a story of viclence == the violence of explosives, the
Co ' yiolence of humen beings. -#Anrd- ¥onight) for his work,
o amot for his raporting‘@mrlazl;b/an%f the Milwaukee
| Wisconsin Jougfiéz>hoes the PELL MELL AWARD FOR the BIG
STORY .

s

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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VIBRAPHONE ¢

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #83

OPENING COMMERCIAL
SINCLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Of alt America's leading cigarettes only pne is
ngutstandine!' - only one is ngutstapding!"

It's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!

Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL. PELL MELL'S greater lenzth
filters the smoke on the way to your throat. Filters
the smoke and makes it mild.

That's importanti

Yes, PELL MELL'S greater lensth of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

Filters the smoke snd makes it milg.

Tnus PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildness and
satisfaction no other cigarette effers you.

- 8o enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL.
Good to look at - good to feel - good to taste - and
good to smgke. PELL MELL FAMGUS CIGARETTES -

"outstandingl"

And - they are mild.
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ARVIE:
FARMER:

ARVIE:

FARMER:

.

. ailidesir!
Now, the story as igﬂhappeﬁed: Arville Schalseben's story

as he lived Milwaukee.Wisconsin.

it.

The name of the Lown was Waukesha, Wisconsin, farm country,

Grorodf et d i e B O wgood-ptopae ., The famlily's nams:
was Szabo, Thers'd been an expleaion, something terrible,

thet's &ll you knev, Arville Schaleben reporter for the

Milwaukee JOUINELl - Biafoi~inboNeoltuiRatilnuid, ihgLarm
You stopped off et a farmhouse, Tthree miles from the

explosion,

- t : ?
Excuse me - can you tell me what.§gggsaeﬁﬁﬂ*

I was sleeping, my wife*igg,mﬁf"ﬂe got krnocked out of
/“

our beds. L

-

You felt L-this far avay?
-

Thought at first the boiler downstairs blew - been kind
o

o

b b

When you got there, at the Szabe farm, it was dark. Then,

mercilessly, the full moon came from behind & cloud.

It was leveled: & two-story farm - with nothing standing
Herdrerr—prreriopel il erioe

now nigher than your chest,

Podondimbpreiriny-isep. Concrete blocks that had besn the
foundation of the house thrown 50 feet from their moorings,
bits of clothing strewn on the branches of tress - apd
then -- (WHISPER) the femily. You found the .sheriff,

Den Taller, an. old frisnd --

RTKO1 Q08 100%
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ARVIE:
DAN:
ARVIE:
DAN:
ARVIE:

DAN:

ARVIE:

DAN:

ARVIE:

DAN:

ARVIE:
DAN:

ARVIE:

DAN:

ARVIE:
DATE:

..5..
(LOW} Hello, Den ~-
Eello, Arvie. Nothing like it, never in my 1life.
Who's dead? .
I swear, never in my life and I seen plenty.
Who's dead?
Look over there ~- see? (ARVIE: Yeah} That was the
porch roof -~ wolghed maybe three ton. Threwn §0 feet --
Whut chance would a psrson have?
How many desad, Den?
Every one of them. Nine, Every single, blessed, tocr
oue of them. Mether, five daughters, three sons,

Kobody survived?

Only the old m=n -- the farmer -- Szabo, -Gedf;;:;s why,
he was Iin the milkshed when it happened?

Was he hurt?

Dazed - but - don't talk to him now, Arvie -- give ths man

a ch --
Sure, Dan, sure. What caused 1t?

Dyramite, -

--- “pwb, looks like he kept this dynamite in the cellar -
you know tho way the farmers do, for blasting tree

stumps, rocks -- wsll, it went off. They -were all in the
dining room, 9 of them =-- when it happensd, Never iuv my

whole l1fe -- never -- and I seen plenty.
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SLOANE:

Eu ph A AT G e TR LT RSy

One word comes to your mind -- just one - dec:mated.
A farm, a family, O human lives - decimated. A

ghastly accldent.

SLOANE:

SZABO:

ARVIE:
8ZA8B0:
ARVIE:
SZABO!
ARVIE:

SZABO:

I EETE ST A A T 1 F R T n remen e

But you are a reporter and careful, so -- you walk cover
to the shed that's still astanding (the only thing still
steanding) and in it you find the sole survivor, John
Szabo, age 61. He locks up at you --

(VERY SLIGHT ACCEN?)} The baby, Chris, wes 2. He had 2
iittle engine, fire engine -- metal, Look.

Uh - it's - yes, it's all twisted out of shape and --

Louisa, 18: Rudolph, 17: George, 14: Erica, 12: Helen, 5:

Don't torturs yourself, Mr. Szabo - you couldn't --

Why didn't I die, too, why didn't I die too!

Don't, Mr, Szedo. Mr., Szebo, I'm with the paper, I --
could you -- (GENTLY AS HE CAN)} tell me, Just this once,
what happened?

(KIND OF TRANCE)} I wss milking i{n the shed, They in

the house. I hear -- Loulsa makes fudge and they -- and
then it comes. 8o loud I am deaf and cannot see. A
board hits me, a door or & board, maybe, I don't know.

I can't see, T get & laentern and go where the house wes.
I see dust - everywhere dust. Then I see them laying on
the side, Louisa 18: Rudolph 17: George, 1% -- why don't
I die, too, mister? Why don't I dle too?

(PAUSE) You had the dynemite in the cellar, Mr. Szabo?

I dint kunow could go off like that: must be & rat chew it
or the dog. (Dog dead %oo) Man sald 1s safé: government
ﬁan I buy 1t from, If I know I never put in cellar, I --

mister, I can't talk,

e e e o L T i . £ B s R ST T - AT e
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ARVIE:

SZABRO:

ROSALIND:
DAN:
ARVIE:

DA

ARVIE:
DAN:
ARVIE:
DAN:
ARVIE:
ROSALIND:
ARVIE:

ROSALIND:
ARVIE:

ROSALTND;

DAN:
ARVIE:
DAN:

ARVIE:

Sure. I undiz;tnnd. Than ¥yo Mr._ggabo.

only mf-é&uehssr is 19f§) lind, Thenk God she
go Milwaukse ,usterday. She - why Ged do this to me?

I not & bed man, mister. Why?

GENTLE UP ... 3UT A TRACE OF TROUBLE IN IT .. QEE}

A vegue, terrifying thought enters your mind. Vagus,
but terrifying.
(WEEPS QUIETLY LITTLE OFF)

You talk to him, Arvie?

(DRY) Yeah. That his daughter? Looks like him, doesn't

she?

Don't talk tc ner, Do me & favor. Don't ask her

anything.

I Just want to tell her something --

Look, the girl's --

¥Wo questions, I promise.

Go ahead. Sometimes you annoy me, no kiddin' --

{GENTLE) Mlss Szabo, excuse me, I --

(WEEPING) Yes --?

Thought youfd like to know: your fatherls in the shed

over there --

(TRACE OF FLARE)} Leave me alone, will gou, please?

Sure, sure. Just thought you'd like to know -- .

Dear Geod in Heaven: my mother and -- lsave me alone!
(AS HE MOVES AWAY)

You had to talk to her, didn't you?

It was bad, Dan. Brutal, But I had to,

What are you talking about?
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DAN:

ARVIE:

DaN:
ARVIE:
DAN:
ARVIE:

DAN:
ARVIE:

DAN:
ARVIZ:
R DAN:
ARVIE:
DAN:
ARVIE:

DAN:

ARVIE:
DAN:

ARVIE:
e DAN:
et ARVIE:

-8
Fherbearoetmeiey?
You got three kids, Dan. If your kids diled, could you
rattle off thelr agas? WL,
What the devil zre you talking about?
Can & dog set off dynemite, or & rat?
I don't like whet I'm thinking about you.
Four years ago & guy confessed to & murder, in Waukesha,
your town, only he wasn't the murdsrer the way you

thought, Who proved that, Dan --?

S0 what. ©Okay, you proved it. S0 what?
Ju&p PR T IOh

Just careful. “FeggideddibtedithateDOiysRal b iimaal .
Talk straigﬁ;(tp m&, de you hear? Straight!

Teo cleen: %hzfiécident was too clean -~ Everybody dead
but him., (DAN: Oh, stop 1t!)} Too pat, the way he cries
and beats his breast and asks God why he's besn sparsed --
(NON-PLUSSED) Get out of hers, honest, get out of here.

Do you realizs what you're saying?

Fotindondialdiiabinmiprymie — - 7
He s2id he was hit by a board, or a door -- he sald 1t

stunned him. Hit bhis hesed. His head wasn't even bruilsed.
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DAN:

ARVIE:

DAN:

ARVIE:

DaN:

SLOANE:

ARVIE:

L e ——— e

-9—
(EXPLODING) A guy's family is wiped out and you come
along. Carerul Arvie! This litile—foeb-domrlo—oheok
wWAEIEEe  What have you got for a heart -- &
caleulator? Is he responsible Ffor svery little word he

says at a time like this? This was an accldent. You

teiling me it wasn't -- ?

Why was the daughtor sitting here - not over there with
her father? You'd think they'd be close. Why aren't
they together?

I don't want to talk to you. If a guy don't ery the way
vou think he ought to cry; or if he ain't sobbed loud
enough -- or teco loud -- you know something, Schaleben --
you dlasgust me. That's a faect. Ycu turn my stomach,

(CONTEMPT) Reporters!

Maybe he's right: Dan Taller's no dope, Maybe so. Y

is st1ll there., You dlscovs

T a nelghbor he never

used the dynamiltotrfMfizelf, Was scared of it. OCalled in
Bor when he had te blast. Maybe you're wrong,
i mmedil Then you see Paul Zwerling, dynsmite expert
da-‘uﬂﬁ:ﬁﬁﬁ-a&iiu Checking the blast -- officially, Calm,
caraful, agecurate Paul Zwerling; you have Lo be in his
business.

What do you think, Paul?

RTKO1 001014
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o PAUL: (-W) Hiya, Arvie -- about what?
ARVIE: Tha dog btheews or e rat theory?
PAUL: Not much; chances are one in ten.million.

) ARVIE: How about a short ciroult?

PAUL: That could do it, but didn't,

e ARVIE: : Why?
PAUL:

It went off -~ all the sticks.. at the same time. A short
=

might of started one, then another - then maybe e -

but not like this. They all went up at once.

ARVIE: r P o ¥ § PO o - R g 5 Bl 4 A 7 547 S
PAUL: Heopayohesaboubsthecsanasas.eiantilsin
ARVIE: What did 1t?
PAUL: (SHAKES HIS HEAD) I'm only an expert on dynamite,
ARVIE:
T PAUL:
ARVIE:
’ PAUL:
ARVTE: Will you say just what you've said to me to the shepiff?
PAUL: il dhticoopmpnit.. I'd rather not.
- ARVIE: For heaven'é sake, Paul =~ yﬁﬁprnow wvhat I'm driving at,
e PAUL: I'da rather not get mixed upA~ I'1l tell you one thing.
o ARVIE: What.
T PAUL: The stuff was moved. He used %o store it in a shed., OQver

thers. He moved it to the ¢ellar. iwiwmoswiverrdreraomed
. e,

se 4 ARVIE: oty

i T ate ok T ERTI L Fpas e W
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DAN:

SZABO:
DAN:
3ZABO:
DAN:
ARVIE:

SZABQ:

S87ZABO:
DAL
ARVIE:

- ——_ A e o OSSR DY SNG Ta ho pilm  rat e R e O S .
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Ho told me he moved it the day before the explesion.

You race to the sheriff. You tell him what Paul Zwerling
told you. Hez looks at you with disgust...

I told you leave me salone, Schalaben --

Stop it, Dan - the guy moved the dynamite the day before
the explosion. .

211 right, you want your snswer., (PROJECTS A LITTIE)

Mr, Szabo - Mr, Szabo --

(LITTLE OFF) Yes ~-

Come here, please, will you ==

(COMING ON) Yes, sir «-

Go ahead, ask him yourself.

{GENTLE) Why did you move the dynamite, Mr. Szabo?

I knqw. I curse myself every tlme. T have it stored in
shed. Maﬁa says, "Papa, I'm worried., Yesterday Chris"
(Chris is 2) "Chris goes into shed. Might get hurt, Stone
might fall, Can't tell. Papa," she says, "move where is
safe.” I think - is safe - in cellar, (BITTERLY) Yes,
is safe 1n cellar, only yesterday I move 1t25£kccf?
That's all right, Mr. Szabo. Sorry we troubled you.
(GOING) Why God do this to me? I not toc bad man.

All right? You satlsfled nowZJgﬁigdféiivw?

I got one thing to say, Dan, Just one. If your coroner's
jury brings in a verdict of accldental death, you made &

mistake., (QUIETLY)} John Szabo is & murderer.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL) _

L 0L _be Gaike o

-/,a—..,‘yﬂ:ufi Q?%?

PP S - &
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THE BIG STORY 10/27/48

PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE: -

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:

(VIBRAFHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"

And - they are mild!

For PELL MELL'S gpeater length fllters the smoke on ths
wvay Lo your throat, Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

That's important!

Yes, PELL MELL'S preater length of traditionsally fins,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on ths way to your
throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greatsr length., Yes, your

eyes ¢an see the difference - your throat can tell you

what 1t means,

PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos means & longer, natural filter to scresen and
cool the smeke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you a emoobhness,

mildness and setisfaction ne other cigarstte offers you.

Enjoy the longer, fiper cigarette in the distinguished
red packags - FELL MELL

Good - to look st - poocd to feel - good to taste - and

good to smoke.

Remember, PELL MELL'S greater length of fine tobaccos

filters the smoke on the way to your throat - fllters
the smoke and mskes 1t mild.

PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARFTTES - "Qutstanding"!

And -~ they are miigd.

RTKO1
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HARRICE:

SLOANE:

DAN:

SLOANE

ARVIE:

DAN:

ARVIE:

DAN:

ARVIE:

DAN:

.. o e oA e AT P TS e g mA 4T

e (o 0 it ALt - A
“Seowibined To-yhur narvator Bob-Sdeans’ end THE BIG STORY

-13.

INJRO_AND_UMDER) .

i
of Arvﬁ%igchaleban, as he 1ived it and vwrote it.
Here's the way things arse with you, Arvie Schalebsn of
the Milwaukee Journsl, You're surs John Srabo, farmer
ig a murderer! You're surc he's g mass murderer. Now
prove it. Now gc ahead, In yoﬁ} quiet, careful way -
end prove it. The coroner's investigation 1s held and
you stend in the back of the room as Sherlff Dan Teller
regds the verdlet ...
Verdlet in the case of the explosion at the farmhouse
of John Szabo. (PAUSE) Accidental death of 9 persons;
explosion caused by dynamite emede—-set off by house pet

or rodent or vielent jar; possibly electricel spark.

You walt for Dan cutside, after the verdlct,

What about all the things I said?

You heard the verdilct.

What abtout Zwsrlingls statement - 1t couidn't happen
that wey., It hed to be set off.

Two other experts testified 1t could have been. You
heard the verdlct.

And the fact he weanlt bruilsed and the way his daughter
acted --

Look, Schaleben. This is my last word. I'm not & lazy
guy. You know that. Any time the coroner and the DA and

I let a man off who murdered his wife and B8 kids, you let

us know, wiwdeall. like murderers. Ans-Leticr-LtRadoyeu.
TS TaC v e L CiTircasi-tipporr~onye -

a e M= m o mpmm iR am. e mm e s -

b i P A g e, D - -
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ARVIE:
MRS3:
ARVIE:

MR&:

—1h4-

And what he says ls true: Dan Taller is not a lazy men.
If he says sccidental death, you can be sure he looked
into every possible crevice -- but somehow that doesn't
satisfy you. So you go on & trail that hss cracked 3/4
of the murderesm that have been solved in Amsrica ... you
go after motive ...,

Excuse me, ma'em, I hate te bother you -

Oh, you're that reporter. That's all right,

Did Mrs. Szabo have money, or anythlng?

Money? Why no, fhey wag very poor. She asked me only
two weeks.ago tafggiﬁkr $¢Tbo for a present for one of
her giris.

Anything pecullar about Mr, Sezabo, I mean - you know --?
Ons of the most level headed men I ever met. Knew how to
make ends meet on his farm. That takes brains. Swest

and bralns.

SLOANE:

ARVIE:
UNDERTAKER:
ARVIE:

agﬁ%”%ﬂen vou leagt expect it -- you find an ansver, The
funeral for the ¢ 1s held threo days after thelr desth.
You attend, find yourself standing ¢lose to the undertaker,
with John Szabo & feow feet awaey -- withio earshot. You
walk over --
Youfre the undertaker =~=%
Thet's correct. Are you one of the ralativeg?.

No, just a ~- jJust came to see,

ATKA1 V061019




. UNDER:

ARVIE:
UNDER:
ARVIE:
UNDER:

ARVIE:
SLOANE

.

SLOANE:

. ARVIE:

CLERK:

ARVIE:

CLERK:

. ARVIE:

CLERK:

ARVIE:

15~
I 1like that in people., They just come to see, but they
really do help the mourners a lot. It shows peoble care.
You think 802 '
Oh, yes, I krnovw it. 8o many have told me thet.
Pretty hard on Mr. Szebo -~ all this expenigng$wﬁ
Oh, I don't kmow. It's a modest funsral - $8%8es $2200,
not more than that. And, of course, (LOWERS VOICE) you
know all the dsceased wWwere lnsured.
{PAUSE)
I didn't kpow that. Thanka.
Szabo was wetching, He overheard when you asked the
guestiopn and bis fece went hard when the undertaker
enswered, If looks could kill, Arvie Schaleben, you'd
be with his femily. But you've got something tangible,
Motive? Insurancs.
At the insurance company, therels another twist ...
{HARRASSED) You're sure? Are you ?rezéﬁibﬂilifp
(HIGH AND MIGHTY) I'm quite sured I hendled Mr. Szedo's
account myself --
I'm sorry, I didn't mean any ~- just -- tell me, was he
insured by any othsr company?
T showed you. It seys gquite plainly on the forms -- there
was ne other insurancs.
Couldn’'t he have done it and not told you?
We always make a thorough check. This was his only
insurance -- the polley with our cowmpany.

And that's &ll the policy came to -- the total?

+ e o T et i R g
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LARVIE:
ROBA:
ARVIE:
ROBA:
ARVIE:

ROBA:

ARVIE:
ROSA:
ARVIE:

ROSA;

-16-

Thet®s right, The total was 2700 dollars.

' e
SAME PUNCTUATION AND UNDER:
——————————— .f'l' ) “’:_,z‘"L
4£:“A; ,{( 4,;& (s

27 hundred 1e3322'¥hutaaﬁd 15 500 dollars., A mén doesn 't
k11l his femily for $500., Motive? Not insurance., Could
Teller bo »ight? MNo. {FAST) Why was the dynamite stored
In the cellar? Why no brulse? Why the look of hate at
the funeral and (SLOWLY)} why were he and his daughter
apart thet night? The daughter., Theres must be en apnswer
there. ¥You find her in tﬁg:rooming'house in Milweoukao.
You talk for s few minutes, politely, about the tragedy,
then,,.

I think your father killed your mothsr,

(FLAT, DULL} So what?

I thick he killzd her and a&l11 your brothers and sister,
So?

And he would'a ¥illed you If you'd been there. What do
you think? '

¥What's the differsnce what I think? Ths jJury brought in
a verdict, didn't they? "Death by Accident,” "Death

by accident" - that's = laugh. '

You think so, too.

(HARD) Mister, I krow so.

Why? (PAST) Wait a minute - don't tell my why, Doh't
tell me now. (SLOWLY) Tell m vhy, Resalind, in front
of your father - in front O(M& Dan Taller and
your father.

Waaimianng,

ATHKO1 Q081021
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‘W* ARVIE: G T s
Will you try it?
) ROSA: (IARD) Mama used to say - "Don't toll no one about him.
L No one, He's your father." But she's dead mow and ho's
not ne father., He's not no father to no one.
. (MUSIC:  _ _ UP_AND_UNDER:) )

SLOANE: ¥You get Dan Taller now and he comes with you as the three
of you go out to the shed whers John Szebo lives, the
milk shed that survived the blast,.,. And in the light of

‘ the lantern, & thin glrl talks to her father while you
two listen. Ths resemblance is frightenlng...

ROBA: ¥ou hit us, every single one of us, you used to hit us.

SZABO: I loved my children.

ROSA: Tell them what you did to Rudelph. (He was 17). He hit

) him, with both his fists he hit him, He broke two testh.
B SZARO: He wouldn't mind me. He never.mindsd me .
ROBA: And ma, what did she have? All her life -- the kids --
- 9 kids snd oll the work. And he wouldn't 11ft a finger
except to hit us. She worked, &= how she worked,
) Everything hed to be spotless, end no laughing allowed.
- And if we made candy - he'd spill 1% out. We hated him --
? and you hated us, yes you did, you hated us,
. SZABO: I wanted only to be a father --
—_ ROSA: "A father," he says. "A father.” Mamsn wanted to lsave,

o e G s vn, T Al

g hundred times mems weanted to go -- but where could she

go? She only knew about the farm, she couldn't get a Jjob.

(MORE )

. e it L]
e g e A e e Lo e e A AW PR n
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ROSA:
{CONT D}

3ZABO:

ROSA:

ARVIE:
ROBA:

ARVIE:

3ZABO:

o b AT PP
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Chris was only 2. And father seid he'd kill her if she

left him, Tell them what you gaid thet night, to mama

and mc -- tell them.
I got nothing to say, Rosalird.
He saild hetd kill us - one night.

Mama did somethling,

sald something, I can't even remember -- but he sald

he'd kil us. Mame ond me took all the kids and went to

her room and locked the door. We stayed up all night,

waiting - but he didn't come. But you sald you'd kild

us one day -- znd (BREAKING) you d4id, you did, you did.

Take 1t essy, Rosalind -~

Ask him If he didn't? You took the dynamite, 4ldn't

you, and you walted +111 they were all in the living

room and then you 1it 1t -- didn't you, didn't you?

Anisver me.
(PAUSE)
(GENTLY) Did you, Mr. Szabo?

(PAUSE) _{)Ll—

Rosalindﬁtells the truth, The way she knows 1it., Is

true. I did it. Ged forgive me.

RTKQT QGs1023
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{MUSIC: _ ._ _UP AND UNDER)
SLOATE : And in the light of the lantern, he writes it all out,

A full confession. John Szabo killed his wife and eight
children. But somehow you know there's & little more
to the story -- a little wmore, so thres days later you
ask permission to speak teo him, 1in jail, and he talks to
you. He answers your gquestion -- whg?
SZARO: Why? MM. Why? Have children -- many children. Thiok
I have famlly -- have love. But mo: no love. Only hate.
She wants divorce. 25 yesrs married and then divorce. I
don't want tc be chased out of wy home. I deon't want to
be laugh at. Disgrace. Tried to talk to her -- no good.
Talk to children -- alsc no good., Inside, I Fight myself:
nothing testes good: <food 1s sour, waeter is bitter. bBed -
don't sleep. I ask: do I ge crazy? Do I stop 1t?
- Comss this day -- they in living room - make fudge - 1
- hear them laugh. Not ask me in. I like fudge, wister, I
1like candy, like lsughing. But ;hey not ask me 1in.
Little thing, yes wmister, little thing: laughing - but
underneath, big thing. -Big, g -- too big. {(LOW NOW)
Go in cellaer. Take fuse. Take cap, Light fuse. Wallk
out. Walked slow. Wslked out of celler slow,‘over to
shed. Walked slow 80 maybe it get me, too. But no. I
was far enough, so I dion't get it. (BREAKING) I live,
mister, I llve.
S (PAUSE)
<~%a~ SLOAVE: Youifﬁlgﬁ% ?EiLgo back and write the story, and you

say to Dan Taller ss you leeve -~=--

RTHO1 COB1024
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CHAPPELL:
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-20- .
That stuff thet cowes in sticks - ls tame -- compared to

the other kind of dynamlte - the human kind.

In just & moment we will read you & telegram from
Arville Schaleben of the Mllwaukee Wisconsin Journal with
the final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY. |
(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

RTXO1 0061 [i



THE BIG STORY
CLOSTING COMMERCIAL:

{VIBRAPEONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
CHAPPELL: Of all America's leading cigerettes only one 1s

‘Cetstanding?" -~ only one is "outstavding!"
- HARRICE: ‘ It's ths longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package. FPELL MELL!
A CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S ereater length of tradlitionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.
CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELI, gives you a smoothpess, mildpess and

satisfaction no othsy cigerette offers you.

HARRICE: So-enjoy the longer, finer cigarstte in the distingulshed

red package - PELL MELL.

. CHAPPELL: Good to look at - goged to feel - good to Laste - and

. good to smoke. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandine!
- HARRICE: And -~ they are mild!

RTHO1 0061026




CHAPPELL:

SCHALEBEN:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELIL.:

—paa

Now, We read you that telegram from Arirlle Schaleben of

the Milwaukes Wisconsln Journal.

Based ou his confession, Killer in tonight's Big Story

was brought to trisal on chargg{ of murder in the first

degreae.

As trial opened he dramatically raised his

hands and exclalmed “"Before God I'll prove I didn't blow

up my homs.'

Despite this denial of guilt he later

changed his plea to guillty and was sentenced to 1ife

imprisonment at the Wisconsin State Prlson.

for tonlght'!s Pell Mell Award.

Thank you, Mr. Schalsben.

Many thanks

The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES ere »roud to have named you the winner of the

PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service Iin the field of

journalism.

Listen ageln next week, sewe time, same station, when

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG

STORY - A BIG STORY from the frout pages of the Chempelgn

Illinocis News - Gazette -- by-line Billy Hout -~ a Big

Story about & reporter who discovered that finding e

place to live 1g was just plain -- murder..

The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with

music by Vliadimir Selinsky.

Tonight's program was

vritten by Arnold Pen&i’your narrator was Bob Sloane,

and Bob Dryden played the part of Arvilla Schaleben.

In

order to protect the names of pesople actuslly- involved in

tonight's suthentic BIG STORY the names of characters in

the dramatizaticn were chenged with the exceptlon of the

reporter, Mr. Schalsban,

[————r L LEE L P
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ANNCR :

e JP/TOW/MAC

-23-

This 1s Erasst Chapp2ll speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS8 NBC .... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

e S

10/15/48 AM

LT T ST . gy . T . ¥ e e m—— e B -

ATHGT Qos1028




p——

et g iy e

1

|
|
m
#
w
}
m

it e A Ll A

3

02

K01 Q061

RT




e e e e S IR e T

AS BROADC 57

THE BIG STORY
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PROGRAM #8%4
. CAST

- ‘ NARRATOCR
BILLY HOUT
JORN
GENE
DREXEL

— ELLEN
MARY
SHERIFF
FRANK

AGENT

R R P R N b
P L FICIRE s - o
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BOB SLOANE

LES TREMAYNE
MANDEL KRAMER
JOE DE SANTIS
RALPH BELL
ALICE PROST
JOYCE GORDON
WALTER KINSELLA
MANDEL KRAMER

LES TREMAYNE

WEDNESDAY, N ER 1948

— = T

v nr M maeme T w memt e bmaT e ST

ATHO1 QG61030

-

e T




e

o WNEG & NET THE BIG STORY #84

3 )
10:00 - 10:30 PM NOVEMBER 3, 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG 3TORY.

{MUSIC: _ _ EANFARE)_

GENE: You don't know whet this msans, Mister.,..finding &n
- epartment, artey all these weeks. You don't know how
o many other rentﬁiﬁ%gents I've talked to -=-

AGENT: Sure, sure, I know. Now,.let's get busy on this

epplication, Your name?

GENE: Robbins. FRugene Robbins.

AGENT: Your lest address?

GENE: T...well...I..T guess you might call 1t..State’ prison.
AGENT: (A BEAT) Séharte*» prison?

GENE: Look, Mister, I know...I'm an ex-conviet, I've served time,

But I'm going streight from here in. All I want 1s to

settle down. ..

e AGENT: Sorry, .
GENE: But Mister, if you'sd only...

o AGENT; I sald sorry. The apartmenf's been rented. )
GENE: (BITTERLY) I see. It's been rented. (SLOW AND DEADLY)

What do I have to do - kill a man to get e place to live
in?
e {MU3IC:

- CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here is ‘America.,.its sound and 1ts fury....

""" its joy end its sorrow,,.as faithfully reported by the men
end women of the great Americen newspepers, {PAUSE, COLD

. AND FLAT) Champaign, Illinois. From the pages of the
News-Cazette, the authentlc story of & reporﬁér who found

. that to own your own house these days..ls murder.
‘s ( MORE)

Sa
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CHA?PE?L: Tonight, to Billy Houb of the Champaigh News-Gazette,
{CONTD

goes the PELL MELL Award for the BIG STORY!

(COMMERCIAL)

e
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VIBBAPHONE:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #8%

OPENING COMMERGIAL

Of all America's leading clgarettes only gne 1is
“outstandinel! « only one is "Outstanding!"

It's the longer, flner cigarette - PELL MELL!

Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have
changed to FELL MELL, PELL MELL'S g;ég&gz length

filters the smoke on the way to your throat. Fllters

Yes, FELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
rmellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

Thus PELL MKeLlL gives you & gmoothness, mildness and
satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

So enjoy the loneer, finer cigarette in the

Good to look at - good to feel - good to taste - and
good to smoke. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

SINGLE, CUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
the smocke and makes 1t mild.
HARRICE! That'!s important!
CHAPPELL:
throat.
HARRICE: Pilters the smoke and makes it pild.
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
distinguished red package - PELL MELL,
CHAFPPELL:
"outstandingl"
HARRICE: And - they are mild.
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CHAPPFLL; HNow, the story as it actually happened...Billy Hout's story
as he lived it..Champaign, Illinecis.

NARR: You are Billy Hout, managing editor of the Champeign,
Illinois, News-Gezette, For years you pounded the sldewalks
of Champsign-Urbane as a police reporter., Then, you
graduated. They geve you a8 desk, & couple of butks more

o each week, and the responsibility ffgfﬁiﬁ%ﬁ?,ﬁiiélﬁa.ryé;
nevspaper, And at the moment, you're ridéng~a Big Story.
Only it isn't yours alone, It's everybody's Blg Story,
right up and down the U.S.A., from Washington to Wella
Walla, from Detroit to Dallas. In & word, it's,,.

BILLY: Housing. That's the blg bottleneck in this town, Johm.
Houslng., And somshow, We've got to break it.

JOHN : - Yes, Billy. . But how?

BILLY: I don't know., Thetls why I ceme to =2ee you, John, You're
the Chairmen of the BEmergency Housing Committee. You
volunteered for the roughest job in Chaupaign, and I give
you credlt, If you could give me some kind of statement...

JOHN: Billy...look, You've heard this befora, but I'm going to
say it agein, We've got projects sterting,.heousing projects

.+, New developments, The situation will ease, but 1t'll

' ’ take time.,.time, '
- - d—rv/f%
BILLY: All right, John. I'm not going to harp sa—wew. (A PAUSE)
I Well, I'd better be getting back to the office..
— JOHN 1 Ch, Billy. Before you go.,do you know where I could fingd

an apartment?

T 3x Al

¥ MGl MIRIELLESS, TAUCH) Ton't ask me, JoND, T itketrelanirgins

J— o
TS 1) ?
R el

- Wl mrm g e i
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ELLEN:
DREXEL:
ELLEN:
DREXEL:
ELLEN:

DREXEL:

BELLEN:

DREXEL:

ELLEN:

DREXEL:

Youw—-dddn s Lnow then., +hnf_§mmm
Rig Stopy  had-ddpoatsy regunr-e ST Ty Ohempa-dgim— YOu
d4idn't know then of the grim and almost incredible chain

of avents vwhich Tinally led to blazing headlines on the

front page of your owWwn newspaper. it =tarted with & phone

¢all from Arthur Drexel, s prominent citizen and ex-police
lieutenent of Champaign to Mrs. Ellen Pryor, e-young widow
end philanthropist whose only carcer was an unselfish
davotion to the poor and helpless,.

{ PHONE RING)

(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
Hello?
(FILTER) Ellen, this is Arthur Drexel.
0h, Good morning, Arthur.
Ellen, I have & young man in my office I want you to see.
Another one of your ex-convicts, Arthur?
Yes, He's gone stroight and saved a little money. Now,
he wants to settle down and get merried, but he can't find
a place to live. ’
I sce.
In view of the fact that he's so deﬁperate, Ellen, and thet
you take e specizl interest in people of this type, I
thought you might see your way clear to letting him have
one of those housss you OWN, .
Very well, Arthur, I'll be only too glad to talk to him.
(A BEAT) Oh, by the way, What's the young man's neme?

Robbins, Eugene Robuins.

RTXGO1T 0081035
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- ELLEN: Mr. Drexel tells me you're planning to get marrisd, Mr.

Robbins,
GENE: Yss, Mrs., Pryor. If. If I cen find a place to live, just

e roof, enything, I've got a vonderful girl, and & good
job., I've worked hard, Sono-obradgivts kept avay from the
e 014 mob, saved & little money...But I've got to have &
place to live.
ELLEN: T know. It's 2 shame and & disgrace, this housing

situwstion.

Robbhins?

GENE: (BITTERLY) Yeah. I tried. I walked my feet off, MFE.
Pryor. Up and ZJown svery street and al; M in Champalign

and Urbans. I thought I found %r two places., But when

ELLEN: A BFAT) Mr., Robbins, I heppen to own two or three
houscs left to me¢ by my husband's estete. One of thenm is
empty. It'a yours, if you want %o buy 1%,
M GENE: You mean,.you's sell me..
ELLEN: Why not? You're & human belng, aren't you? And heaven
_( knows, I have no prejudice egainst humen belhgs..
. GENE: But,.but I couldn't even give you & full down payment. All
I've got seved is seven hundred..
. ; ELLEN: I Don't worry about it, Mr. Robbins, I'm not & buslnesa-

T woman, &ni I'm not a bank. I'm not interested in a money

investment. I propose to invest in & human being. .you!

n

[
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THE BIG STORY 11/3/48 -T- REVISED

GENE :

ELLEN:

GENE:

DREXEL:
ELLEN:
DREXEL:
ELLEN:

{(AFTER A PAUSE} Mrs. Pryor, I...I don't know what to say.
I've heard a lot zbout you, hers in Champalgn..how much you
give to charlty.,.how you slt up with the sick..send coal
to the poor,.pay for thalr funerals when they dile,
And all ¥ can gay..ls thanks,
(QUIETLY) That's all rieht, Mr. Robbins. Now, if you'll
gese Mr. Drexel, he'll drive you out to see the heouse, and
draw up the necess=ry papers, He acts as my attorney in
thess matters,
I!t1ll see hiwm right svway, Goodbys, Mrs. Pryor..and thanks
agaln,

(DOOR CIOSE) (FOOTSTEPS) (PICKUP PHONE - DIAL)

(FILTER RING - RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
(PILTER) Hello?
Arthur, this is Ellen.
Well -~~~ did he fall for it?

Fritel.

What do you Think?

(SHE STARTS TO CHUCKLE, AND DREXEL JOINS KER)

You, Billy Hout of the Champaign News-Gazetts, dlscoversed
later that thlis was the first link ip your Big Story.
And the sscond 1link was forged a wonth later, in the

living room of Mrs, Pryor's home,

(SEGUE MUSIC TO_DANCE_ORCHESTRA, POP TUNE_IN B.G.)

e n o A TR T £ S T A

RS O T JUTITY
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THE BIG STORY 11/3/48 -8- REVISED

DREXEL:
ELIEN:

DREXEL:
ELLEN:

DREXEL:
ELLEN:
DREXEL:
ELLEN:

DREXEL:
ELLEN:

DREXEL:
ELLEN:

DREXEL;

ELLEN:
DREXEL:
ELLEN:
DREXEL:

Ellen, do you mind 4f ¥ turn off this radio,,,?

Oh, Arthur, let 1t play. It's lovely musie...such lovely
muste, Seo romantic, (SHE LAUGHS) Romantlc. That reminds
me, darling, You know whore I was today?

Where?

I went over to see your protege,,.young Mr. Robbins and

his wife in their nsw home, And oh, Arthur, 1t was such &
nice experience., ZEverything so neat and clean, the
bungalow so gay and bright with chintz, the young ¢ouple

50 happy in thelir new home.

Ellen, T. i 27

It's such & shawe they'll have to move.

Look here, Ellen, why can't we leave them zlone?

But darling, there's ug! We want to be heppy too, don't we?
We're two grown people, two mature people, and we know
what we want. (CHUCKLES) Mcney, Yes, dariing.,.lots of
woney ! )

Ellen, we just can't do it,

Why not, aArthur, They slgned the papers, didn't they? The
pabers with the speclal clauses, in fine print...?

Yes, yes, They signed them, But..,

Kg;l, then! 7There's rno reason why you can't 2o ahead, just
as you did with the others,.,

Ellen, listen. Enough's enough, T tell you it'a dangerous,

I'm not going through with it,..! _

(4 BEAT, THEN PURRS) Arthur, darling...
Yes?

51t closer to me, darling.

Ellen, look, I....
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THE BIG STORY 11/3/48 -Ba - REVISED
- ELLEN: Closer, darline, (i PAUSE) There! That's better, Much

better!
DREXEL: Ellen, about Robbins...
ELLEN: Put your arm around me. darline...

DREXEL: (HE STARTS T0 BREAK) Ellen....

ELIEN: IAround me, Arthur., Idike that. Oh, Arthur, Arthur, like
- that, Now kilss m2... -
(& PAUSE)
ELLEN; Again, darling, agaln...

(A PAUSE)

DREXEL: (HOARSELY) Ellen, Zllen, I'd do anything for you. You
kriow that...;

ELIEN: 0 course I do, arthur, Of course I de, And there'll
be no wmore silly nonsense about the Robbins?

DREXEL: No, darling, No....

U S SRR IIEL P ST, A T T, DT A o e e s S =
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ELLEN:

DREXEL:

ELLEN:

GENE ;
MARY:

GENE:

..g...
P 2310 SR Lu:Ead Sa VoL A M MM g S VAT

that you love me.

Ellen...

Toll me, derling, Say 1t. p*1t 1n my ear. Tell

{GAYLY} Gene...

Yes, Mary?
Imegine! This plaee is ocurs, All of 1t. The nameplats
on the door says so. Mr. and Mrs. Eugene Robblns. Oh,

darling, derling, scmetimes I have to pinch myself to
believe 14,

Yeah, 3o do I,

It's just a2 drcam, & besutiful, beesutiful dream come true.
Five rocms, Sunporch. Terrace, Sixty by a hundred in
land, all landscaped, with the cutest flower gerden in the
back and,.ch, Gsna. Even though we'lve been here & month,

I can't beliewve 1t!

Neitﬁer can I. (SOBERLY) Wnen I wes beock in that derk cell,
Mary..hemmed in by four walls...well, I used bto imagine a
plece like this, My ownm place, with room to breathe, a
workshop downstelrs, & garden, & lawn. And windows &ll
eround letting in the light, windows without bars and doors

without padlocks. And now..well, here 1t 1is,

RTX0O1 00&1040




MARY:

MARY:

GENE:

GENE:

DREXEL:

GENE:

e T T T

-10-
( SOBRRLY) Gene, darling. All that's gone...it's pest.
This is our home. Ani Ilve got so many plens..such
wonderful plans. I'm going tc wake drapes for the living
room and..

(FHONE RING)
Oh.

S It get it, Mery.

(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
Hello?
(FILTER) Robbins, this is Arthur Drexel,
¢h. Yes, Mr, Drsxzl?
I'm sorry to bothsr you et this hour, put could you come
down to my office right away?
What is it, Mr. Drexel? Something wrong?
Hothing serious, my boy, nothing to worry about, It's .
just that I've focund an irrggularity in the deod to your

house, and I'1ll reed your signature before tomorrow morning.

(AUTO UNDER)

It was sure nice of Mr. D?exel to ask you to drive me home,
Think nothing of iq)fzwééanniv

Heve you been working for him long?

Long enough.

I didn't get the name,

I didn't give it to Fou.

(SHRUG) Okay. I was just trying to make conversation. If
you.. (CUT8) Walt a minute}

ATKO1 COB1041
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FRANK: Yeah?
GENE: You're going the wrong way, This is Cottonwood Road.

I 4idntt xnow ws could get to my house this way..

FRAWK: There ore & lot cof things you don't know, Robbins,.
GENE: What do you mean?
(CAR SLOWS)
GERE: ‘ {(PEGINNING 0 GET PANICKY) Look, vhat's going on here? Why
- are you stopping the car in the middle of nowhere?

(CAR DOWN TO IDLING POSITION)
FRANK: It ain't becauss welve got a flat tire, Robbins, Get out

of the car.

GENE: What?
FRANK: (SHAPS)} I saidé ot out of the car!
_ GEMNE: Okay. ...
(CAR DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS3)
e GENE: I don't know what &11 this is about but.,
FRANK: Don't you, Pewkdiwsé Maybe thisg will give you an 1dea.
GENE? Why..1t's & gun. You mean,.you're golng to,.
FRANK: Yeah. Just took you for & little ridc, Robbins, This Is
- . the eon q? }he line,
GENE: No. et bontt. Lend
FRANK: Sorry, Robbins, T - i Lt
iR —
GENE: Noramminrepmsmempmpep pemm it ..
' (A SHOT. SRoidh ANOTHER SHOT. ANOTHER AND ANOTHER)
_ (MUSIC: _ _UP IN_GIRTAIN)
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THE BIG STORY 11/3/48 -12-
FELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERC TAL:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, CUTSTANDING BOWG!)
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “"Outstanding}!"

- EARRICE: And -~ they are mild!

CEHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length filtors the smoko on the

way to your throat, Filtors the smoke and makes it mild.

HARRICE: That's important!

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greator longth of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filtors the smoke on the way to your throst-
filters the smoks end mekes it mild.

HARRICE:  Your eyes cin see PELL MELL'S greater length, Yes, your
eyes can see the difference -- your throat can tell you
wvhat it means.

CHAFPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to screen and cool
the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness
and setisfaction ne other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Enjoy the longer, finer, cigarette in the Alstinguished red
package -- PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Gooid to lock at - good to feel - good to taste - and good

to smeke.
FEARRICE: Remember, PZLL MELL'3 greater length of fine tobaccos
filters the smoke on the way to your throat - filters the
F;H smoke and makes it mild,
am CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandinegl!"
R HARRICE: And - they are mild.

. o e A
R aak T g )
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HARRICE:

NARR:
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This is Cy Harrice returning to your narrator, and the
Big Story of Billy Hout, as he lived it and wrote it.
You, Billy Kout, Managing Edltor of the Champalgn Nsws

Gazette are in your office alcne, when the cell comes

. in that e farmer has found a man shot dead on Cottonwood

BILLY:
SHEERIFF:

BILLY:

SHERTFF:

BILLY:

SHERIFF:
BILLY:

SHERIFF:

BILLY:

Road...an ex-convict identifled as Eugene Robbins. You're
tired of just sitiing at a desk, and the old police
reporter blood starts to whip up in your veins, and you

go out end cover 7The story yourself, You stare at the
riddied body huddied on the sandy road end then you talk
t okl irimidbirband, Shertff George McNeil,.,.

How do you figure it, Sheriff?

Straightawvay,

Another gang murder, Billy, We'lve had

a rash of 'em latzsly,

Certainly looks as though this Robbins was taken for a
ride. Sevensmms bullets through the head and chest..
the usuel treatment., I..(CUTS) Sheriff...

Yep?

These tire tracks elong the side of the road..they must
belong to the murder car,.

No doubt about 1t, Billy.

Four new tires, Probebly & new car, And not a very heavy

.2&
But that's not going to help us much, Billy, &
Seuntry s LUl 0l )l hlriiil A i il a1
Haddebraipmrirrnry i e e TP T O it Ol
L. '

( INTERRUPTS) Sheriff)

car, either, These impressions aren't very deep.

——

Sure,

- R Doz el - C e weerrm el b

ATHO1 0061044




THE BIG STORY 11/3/48 -1% & 15- REVISED

SHERIFF:
BILLY:
SHERIFF:
BILLY:
SHERIFF:
BILLY:

SHERIFF:

Yep?

Take = good look at thet left front tire.impression.

What about 1t?

The tread is worn en the inside. Means the wheel is out of linpe.
Humm o

Maybe 9§ we cen find the make of cay by the tire design, and
then check garages on the chance that the killer might have -
hed hls wheels lined UD. 4.

(S1oWLY) Billy, I think you mey have something there. In

fact, I'1l get my boys sterted on it right away!

BILLY:

DREXEL:

BILTY:
DREXEL:
BILLY:
DREXEL:

The police start to check the car, and you drop cver to s8¢
the dead man's wife.,z2sk her a few.questions..and she tells
you gbout her husbands late appointment with Arthﬁr Crexel,
Champalgn's ex-police lieutemart. Then you go and see Drexel,
So Gene Robbins d4id show up at your office here, Drexel.‘
Yes, Hout, he did, Then he left,..amd that's the last I
heard of him t111 I got the news this morning.

I see, And he didn't say how he was going to get home.

No,

Hmem. Ke might have gotten a hitch,

Either thet, or some hoodlums from his old mob rushed him

into 2 cer at the peint of a gun.

e S i T Py = - s ——————r
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éILLY: From whet I've heard, he was through with that stuff..

DREXEL: Maybe., It's hard to tell, I was responsible for sending
the boy to jail, Hout. I figured he wes besically & decent
chaw, thaet it was more a oese of his keeping bad company
than anything elss.

BILLY: 80 you took an jnterest in him, when he got out,

DREXEL: ~ Yes, (SIGHS) I don't know, Hout. Meybe I'm a sentimentsl

- fool, Maybe the old time wardens and cops Were right, Ones

a convict,.always & convict!

NARR : So far. you, Billy Hout of the Champaign News-Gazette,
have been bumping your hesd ageinst & blank wall, And
then, on a hunch, you decide to go to Eugene Robbins
funeral, Mavybe, you tell yourself, the killler will show
up as one of the mourners. You talk the Sheriff into 1%,
and altheugh he thinks you're crazy, he goes slong. Mrs,
Pryor provides & tesutiful funeral with masses of [lowers,
and a fine oration. But no murder car, and no killer.

. And then, on the way back, you and the Sheriff are
driving slowly down Fourth Street...

{CAR UNDER)

BILLY: Well, Sheriff, I guess my hunch furnsd sour.

SHERIFF: Yep., 1 guess 1t d4id, Billy., Don't know why I listened
to you and decided to go at the last minute. I hete
funerals, Looks like the killer does, toc,.

e BILLY: Yesh. I,.(CUTS) Sherifr!

- SHERIFF: What 1s 1t%

"I BILLY: Stop the car! Quick!

(CAR SLOWS TO STOP)

.- . e g LD RTSAONL S mTeml CEe e -
S o e T el Do e atmanaI A b e e AT 5 B
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SHRR LEF dmerifiptedy |, ?

BILLY:.
SHERIF#:
BILLY:

SHERIFF:

FRANK:
SHERIFF:
FRANK:

SHERIFF:

Take & look at the tire tracks on that driveway...
Well, I'11 te..
{EXCITED) It's

it! TIifs what we've been looking for, 3ee
it? Four navs tires of the same design. And the inside

threads woprn down on the left front..{CUTS) And thers's

" the car itself. A new ten coupe. You caén see 1t through

the garage Vindows... -
Yeah., Let's go, Billy..
(CAR DOCR OPENS AND SLAMS SHUT, MOTOR IGNITICN OFT
BEFORE. STEPS ON SIDEWALK)
{STE?S UP PORCH STEPS AND ONTO FORCH, THEN 3TOF.
KNOCK ON DOOR)}{A PAUSE)
(DOOR QFEXS)
¥ooh? VWhat is IU%
You own that tan coupe in the garage?
Thet'!s right. Why?

¥oulre under arrest!

The owner of the car, a rough-lecking character named

Frank Donan, won't talk, The Sheriff grills him hour

after hour, but he clams up tight, denies everything. The
only thing he aimits 4s that the car is his, and that he
bought 1t at & dseler's in Tolondgflllinois, ten miles
south of Champaign. Sheriff McNeil end you take & run down
£o Tolon&%‘to check Frark Donan's story..talk to the dealer.
He tells you that Frank Donan d4ld buy car, and as part

of the payment, submlitted & 00—6£2§:i:€nnte ~= and suddenly
you both hit pay dirt......
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i e e £ AT g e T

. SHERIFF:
BILLY:

SHERIFF:
BILLY:

SHERTFF:
BILLY:

SHERTIFF:

T -18-
Billy...take = look at the names on the back of this co-
m-; note --
(A BEAT) Eilen Pryor..and Arthur Drexel,
Yeah,

{DAZED) Sheriff, I..this doesn't add up, Mrs. Pryor and

Arthur Drexel ore two of Champeign's most prominent

cltizens. They're abvove reproach, Why are they endorsing
a thug like Prank Donan,

You tell mel .

(STILL DAZED) Weit a minute, Robbins bought & house from
Mrs, Pryor., Drexel was the lawyer in the deal. This Donan
must have been the gurman, he was driving the murder car.
They're all mixed up together in this, somehow..

Billy, let's go back to town and asik a few questions,

RLLLY.

Sbaptine - ok sl

ELLEN:

DREXEL:

e ELLEN:

DREXEL;

ELLEN:

DREXEL:

{MOTOR UMDER)

See here, Arthur, why 414 you rush me off in your car
like this?

(AGITATED) Don't rvou understand, Ellen? The police! And
that newspaperman with the News-Gazetie...they're on our
trall., We've got to get out of town...now!
Arthur, stop the can,
Ellen, for the lsve of,.
Stop the car! Do you hear me, you fool?

{CAR SLOWZ T0 3T0P, MOTOR IDLES QUIETLY UNDER )
Ellen, listen., I got this information from one of my old

friends at headquerters. They're checking Frank Donan's car
LOW,

RTKO1 0061048




ELLEN:

DREXEL:
ELLEN;:

DREXEL:

ELLEN:

DREXEL:

ELLEW:
DREXEL:

ELLEN:

DREXEL:
ELLEN:

DREXEL:

-19-

They won!t find out gurihing 1f you keep your nervs,
Arthur,,

Ellen, I've just been trying to tell you..

And I'm trying to tell you to stop acting like & scared
schooclboy! If you think I'm going to run away with vou,

youlre crazy, Arthur. I spent yeers building up this

" philenthropist front, and I'm not just golng to throw 1t

out of the window..(WITH DISTASTE) Sitting up with those
dirty, stupid, unwashed people in thelr sickrooms untll

I could screem! FPeying for thelr funerals! Throving
sweetness and light epound!

Ellen, vou Went too far this time. You can't get away with
it eny more!

oh, cantt I, Arthur? Can't I?7 I've got & reputation,
remember? I'm ths Florence Nightingele &nd the guardian
angel of Champelgn. Who would believe that I could
possibly be involved in murder?

But you have pepers in your desk..documents...deeds, titles,
insurance pollicles, mortgages..

1111 burn them when I get home. .,

But the rote you 2nd I endorsed.dgg;r}wank Donan.

Dont't be naive, derling. How did I know Frank Donan wes a
killer? He came to me in distress,.of course! He needed
money. Naturally, I endorsed his note. I thought it vas
for a sick wife.. -
Ellen, it won't work., Not this time..

Turn the car around, Arthur, Let's go beck to Champaign..
No., No! I'm getting out...leaving for good}

RATHKO1 0061049




ELLEN:

LREXEL:

ELLERK:

-DREXEL:

ELLEN:

DREXEL:
ELLEN:

DREXEL:

ELLEN:
DREXEL:

FLLEN:

00—

(WITH CONTEMPT) You poor, weak-livered covard., And I
thought I was in love with you. You! Why, you're not
even half & man! Let me out of this car!

Ellen, wailt,.

You 4o what you went. I'm getting out of the car..going

back to Champaign!

(AGITATEDR) Fllen, listen. If it gets too hot, .if they get
toc close,.what'll you do then?

Do? (SHE LAUGHS) What could I do, darling? I'd Just have
to blame everything on you then, wouldn't I? Naturally.

I was just & poor weak widow, teken 1n by my own friend and
lawyer..

You wouldn't!

Oh, wouldn't I, dsrling?

(HYSTERICALLY) You can't, do you hear, Ellen? You
wouldnt't! You sterted this whole business..got me into
1t. Before I'd let you go back now,.I'd kill you!

(A BEAT) Put eway that gun, éaal#ng.&¢333€o~1»

Ellen, I warn you, I mean it, GedmlillkeblhlellifmSbbmelal
B Gkl e |

AT W s+

know you,

Orenlaen ol il .  (LAUGHS) Darling, I

You heven't got the merve to kill. You've

slways had other people do it for you. Look at you,.your:
hand's shaking lie & leaf.....

(RISING) Ellen, stop it..stop it, I o,

Goodbye, darling..(SHE BEGINS TO LAUGH)

(KYSTERICALLY) Ellen! Ellen..come back.,d0 you hear, come

back!

[
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DREXEL:

DREXEL:

(MuSIC:

NARR:

BILLY:

SHERIPF:
BILLY:

SHERIFF:
BILLY:

{WE HEAR EZR TAUGHTER MOVING OFF}

b

Ellen!
(A SHOT) {THE LAUGHTER STOPS ABRUPTLY)
(ANOTHER SHOT. ANOTHER)
A PAUSE .o
( = ) ,gvﬂ '&ofc
{STARTS TO LAUGH, HYSTERICALLY) ‘¥ I won't be around

to pay for your funeral, *Rerrimsecama IR

They find ths ridiled body of Ellen Fryor on the edge of
6 wheatflield nesr the Champelgn Country Club, Arthur
Drexsl disappears, but Frank Donen confesses Lo the whole
murder conspiracy, And a search of Mrs. Fryor's papers
the next day blows the whole case sky high...

(RUSTLE OF PAPERS)
Here's the agresment that Robbins got when he bought
the house from Mrs, Pryor, Sheriff.
¥Yeah? Whet does it say, Billy?
Well, I'm no Philedelrhis lawyer, but this clause in
fine print is reelly something. It reads thaet if anything
happened to Robbins, the house didn't go tc Mrs. Robbins,
but back to Mrs. Pryor instead...
Whet!

4

And that isn't ell, Robbins put up & fe thousand do0llar
insurance policy es securlty. She got that and the house,
and whatever down peyment there was. (A ﬁEAT) Nice giri,
eh, Sheriff?
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tﬁll&ﬂ?““““*ﬁ#%?&??!
SHERIFF': Yeah.
BILLY: Take & look at these!

SHERIFF:
BILLY:

SHERIFF:
BILLY:

CHAPFELL:

{MUSIC:

(RUSTLE OF PAPERS)
What are they?

Undertakers' receipts. (A BEAT)} It seems that Gene Robbins

wasn't the only one who bought & house from Mrs. Pryor.

What do you mean?

Mrs. Pryor paid the expenses,..for gleven different

funerals!

In just & moment, we will read you a telegram from Billy
Hout of the Champeign News-Gazette with the final outcome

of tonight's BIC STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIC S5TORY 23~
BN PELL MELL

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

(VIBRAFHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)

CHAPPELL: Of 21l aAmericetls lesding ciparettes only one 1is

"outs tanding!" - only one is "Qutstandingl"
- HARRICE: It's the lonzer, Filner ciparette in the dlstinguished red

. package. PELL MELL!

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S grsater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos Pilters the smoke on the way to your throat,

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and mekes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: fThus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness and
satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

o HARRICE: S0 enjoy the lonser, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package -- PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Good to leook at - good to feel - pood to taste - and good

to smolte, PELI. MELIL, FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"
HARHICE: And - they sre mild!l

RTHO1 0061053




ol -

CHAFPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Bllly Hout of the
Champaign News Gozette.

HOUT: The death of the pnony philanthropist in tonight's Big
Story and the sxposes of the eruel and inhumen scheme threw
the whole State of Iliinols into an uproar, FPollowing an

jntensive search Arthur Drexel, her co-consplrator, was

e - captured and brought his trial t¢ & dramatic finish by
commi ttin suic e in the,courtroom. ,For tur te's
N ;i-wv: 2(1 fht.&:v’.aﬂ Lo lzed /—’:r,gt - r_ hf "{ﬁ/
. evidence - Erty % B & b LT f'?“rﬁ‘
: : L ¢? ;4“
aellowed to plead guilty ,' seser—rherae and received a 7

14 year sentence in the penitentiary, My deep appreciatlon
_; ;gﬁéﬁref tonight's PELL MFLL Awafd.

CHAPPEIL: Thank you, Billy Hout....the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES ars proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500 Awerd for notable service in the field of
journalism.

HARRICE: Listen sgeln next vweek, same time, s&me station, when
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY «
A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Dubuque Icwe
Telegraph Herald - by-line, Helen Guertin ~- é BIG 3TORY -
about & girl reporter who walked her fest off to find &
murderer and finally got Wekamder a ride...in the killer's
car.

B (MUSIC: YHEME_WIPE & FADF_TQ BG_ON CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

I

_25-
The BI¢ STORY 1s produced by Bernard J, Prockter, with .
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program wes written
by Max Ehrlich, your narrator was Bob Sloane, and Les
Tremayne ploayed the part of Billy Hout. In order to
protect the nemes of people actually involved in tonight's
authentie BIG STORY the names of ell charscters in the

" arematization wers chenged with the exception of the

reporter, Mr. Hout,

This is Ernest Cheppell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELI. FPAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS 1S ¥BC...THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

SALLY
10/18/48 pm
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WNBC & NET TPHE BIG STORY #85
e &o:o% - £0:3% P.M. NOVEMBER 10, 1948 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES present -- THE.BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _HIT THEME AND _CUT _OFF) _
£g8%8a%rs. DOOR OPEN)

RED: Heile, Mrs. Grummond.

GRUMMOND ; (FARM WOMAN. CHATTY) Well, howdy Red. Luke'!s out to the
barn, setting with & sick cow: You just rest yourself
while I step oubt and...soas

RED: (INTERRUPTING HASTILY) ' Don't bother calling Luke, thanks.
Just stopped by to return this here shotgun he loaned ws.

GRUMMOND Oh, well, thanks{ Luke sure sets store by that gun,
you know. Gobt it off his paw when he was Jjust knee-high
to a heifer,

RED; Yeah, yeah. Wall, 1t's & fine mun and Itm much obliged.
I'11l just run along nov.

GRUMMOND : My, yes, Just a youngster, Luke was when his pav gave it
to him, He used to ....,{STOPS ABRUPTLY)

RED: What's the matter?

GRUMMOND : (COOLLY) You -- you ain't cleaned thils gun so good, Red,

RED: (NERVOUSLY) Oh. O©Oh, well, look -- I'm gorry.. I was in
a hurry, I guess, If you'll just glve it back to me 111, .

GRUMMOND ; {COLD WOW) Take your hands off that gun,

RED: But ;.....

GRUMMOND 1 Take your hands off{ that gun! (P&USE) That's better.

. Only next time you go borrowing Luke?s gun, you'd hest
not bring it back all covered with blood.

{MUSIC: HIT _AND_THEN INTO)

e et s s HiLe o merasman WU et

Aty el e

[ I VPR R
R :

ER N

e, TR R T AT T ELL T S e srmas st g pa - - L

T e et L]

ATKQ1 Q01057




- ..2..

CHAPPELL:; THE BIC STORY. Here is Awerica -- 1ts sound and its

- fury -- 1ts joy and its sorrow -- as faithfully reported
L . by the men and vomen of the great American newspapers.
(paUSE) {COLD AND FLAT) Dubuque, Iowa. From the pagss
of the Teleerapn Herald ~- the authentle story of a

lady reporter who hiteh-hiked her way to the headlines.
Tonight, to Helen Guertin of the Dubugque Telegraph Herald
eoes the PELL MELI, Award for THE BIG STQRY!

LRt

s (OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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. . THE BIG STORY
o PROGRANM #85

OFENING COMMERCIAL

VISRAPHONE SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAFFELL: Of all America's leading c¢igarettes only cone is
YQuystandine!" - only ong is "Quiystandingi"
. HARRICE: - It's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!
CHAPPELL: Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL. PELL MELL'S graater length
filters the smoke on the way to your throat, Filters
the smoke and makes it mild.

.LH HARRICE: That's important!

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S grestsr leneth of traditionally fine,
mellow tobazccos filters the smoke on the way to xggzl
throat.

) HARRICE: Filters the smoke end makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gives you a gmootbness, gildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
- HARRICE: S0 enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Good to look at - good to feel - good to taste - and
good to smoke, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"Qutstanding!"

- HARRICE: And - thev are mild.
_._'.-‘:-;- &‘ H
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THE BIG STORY 11/10/48 -4 - REVISED

NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:

CONNIE:
HELEN:
CONNIE:
HELEN :

And now, the story as 1t actually happened --- Helen
Guertin's story a&s she lived it. Dubuiue, Iowa.

You are Helen Guertin, a&nd you hang your pert new bonnet

. in the ¢ity room of the Dubuque Telegraph Herald, Right

now, like the good reporter you are, youlre enjoying

your sandwich and store ple luné£ beaside the telephone--
Just in case. Also, like the good reporter you arve,
you're enjoying a heart to heart chat about the ups and
downsg of the newspaper geme with another lady of the
press, photographer Connle Edwards...

I just knew it was going to happenh.

(DISTRESSED) Oh Helen. How terridle,

Both of them, Just slashed down the middle.

How horridvle for you, Ard your best nylons too!

Yep girl talk and why not ---- the ¢ity-room's quiet, the
editor, Jim Parsons is in his office with the door closed

--- and vwell -- what else ls there to do on a lazy

-spring morning --- untll the phons rings --

(PHONE JANGLES)
Phone, Helen.
I've got it.
Maybe welve got a story,
Wanna bet,

(SOUND: PICK UP)

RTHKG1 0OB10K0




THE BIG STORY 11/10/48 ~4p~ REVISED
*_:" HELEN: Telegraph Herald. Helen Guertin speaking,
THOMP : Hello Helen. This is Miz Thom%ﬁon, yEr correspondent
out Kieler way,
HELEN; O yes. (RESIGNEDLY) How are you Mis Thomaﬁi;g
THOMP: Pretty good Helen. And you,
ra— HELEN: Fine,
- THOMP ; Good, And yer ws.
A HELEN: Fine thanks,
THOMP ; Good, And yer paw.
B HEIEN: Just fine, thanks, (POINTEDLY) Uhn, look, 4id you have

L somathing to tell us Mrs. Thomspon?
THOMP: Huh. Something to tell you? Why---yes. Yes I 4id,
Amy Goodrich come over this morning with the news and
I said rieht off,,.there's gz story for the Dubugus paper
or my name ain’t Rachel Thomspon. Amy thought you---
HELEN: Uh, Mra, Thompson, if it's a story you better talk
to the Editor, Jim Parsons. I'11 call him for you,
e (FHONE DOWN)
CONNIE: Jim'll love you for glckine this on him.
HELEN: (GIGGLES) T'11 bet. (CALLING) Jim. Jim Parsons!
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CONNIE: His door's closed.
HELEN: oh, nuts.
(FOOTSTEPS. DOOR OPEN ON. FURPWRSA ARSI
HELEK: (UP) Jim!
(i pERR TS
JIM: Yoah?
HELEN; . Mrs.'Th0qﬁ;0n on Lwo,
JIM: Whogzd;he?
HELEN: (SWEETLY)} Our local correspond;ht in Kisler, Wisconsein.

A fine woman with & great nose for news. {SARCASTIC.LLY)
Someone probably had a baby last week and she wants us
to Interview it. Myself, I've got & date with a
sandwich,
(DOOR SLaM)
JIM: {3IGHS) Aw, dames.
(PHONE PICK UP)
JIM: (WITH GRELT CHEER) Hello, Mrs. Thompson. What's the
good news?
THOMPSON : Well, Mr, Parsons, I guess I come up with a nice 1little
story for that paper of yours. '
JIM: Jood, good. Let's have 1t,
THOMPSON: (SETTLING DOWN COMFORTABLY) Well, it seems there was
this man, see? About thirty five he was. Got that?
JIM: (HUMORING HER.) Yes, yes, I've ot it.

THOMPSON : (DICTATING FINAL COPY NOW} Was found this morning, about

dawvn ----
JIM: (REPEATING AMUSEDLY) About dawn....
THOMPSON In a burnineg haystack with ﬂ/bullet woundas in his head....
JIM: (REPEATING) With bullet wounds -- (TAZKES) He was what?

Ci == F A
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THQM?soﬁ
JIM:
THOMPSON:
JIM;

"THOMPSON ¢

JIM:

THOMFPSON :

JIM:

THOMPSON :

JIM:

THOMP3ON:

JIM:

THOMPSON:

JIM:
HEIEN:

-6-

(P;TIENTLYj I told you, He was found---
(INTERRUPTING EXCITEDLY)- Whon? Where? What time?
Oh, about six hours age. Dawn I told you.
(INCENSED) Dawn! But's it's almost noon, now. What the
devil do you think wefre wunning here -- a yearbook?
Why didn't you phons in sooner?
(SNAPPING) Now you look here! Don't you fuss at me. I
was mlghty busy this morning. ILucy had colic all nieht,
and when I went for the milk it had turned sour and----
411 right, all right.......
(HURT) You kin always glt Maizie Kitchel to do yer
corresponding for you if you want, you know. She'fs
willing.
I'm sorry, Mrs. Thompson., Now lock, pleass, What about
the murdesred wman?
Not thnat Mazie wonld do any better, wou know., B8he's got
three of her own and----
{INTERRUPTING FIRMLY) The murdered man, Mrs. Thompson.
What about him?
(SULKILY) He was killed and then throwed on & haystack
right hear highway 61, Farmer sav the fire. No
ldentification yet, but the way I figger it---
(HASTILY) Of course. Well, thanks Mrs, Thompson. Much
obliged,
Yes, I sald of coOurss.....

(HANG UP PHONE CUTTING HER OFF IN MID WORD

FOOTSTEPS TO DOOR, DOOR OPENS)
Helen! N
(FADING ON) Uh-huh. No sosp. I'm busy, Besides, it‘s

not my terrltory.
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JIM:

HELEN:
JIM;

HELEN:

CONNIE:
HELEN:
CONNIE:

CONNIE:

HELEN:
CONNIE:

HELEN:

P e rae? R LI

P il T P ST LT

Helen, are you going to turn down a hot aurder story?

It's not wy territory and I -- (TAKE) Did you say

murdsr story? (CALLING) Connie. Grab your camera. We

just got an asaignment and it's murder.

(CAR IN MOTION, MUCH JOUNGING)
(BEING JOUNCED) FHelen, take it easy, will you?
Why?
This road wasn't built for gdng sixty miles an hour,
(MORE JOUNGCING)
In fact, this road wasn't bullt it was plowed.
T like to live dangerously.

I just like to live. Tebigomp ot IT D YT b ot

hlnlhod el

e T P T T O T T T TR T T e

-

owoheoems™ (IRRITATED BY FURTHER JOUNCING) Helen, for
the love of Pete ----1
Okay, okay, Connie, I'll be good. .

(CAR SLOWS AND COMES TC STOP UNDER)
What're yow doing now?
Stopping.
Why?
Becaugse I think thi=z {s the place.
And vhat makes you think this 1s the place?
That wan sitting on the fence. He looks 1like a sheriff.

Come on.

{CAR DOORS OPEN AND CLOSE UNDER, FOOTSTEPS ON EART:

Srr et i T S R L T RN LTI RIS e e T v
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CONNIE:

HELEN:

SHERIFF:
HELEN:

SHERIFF:

HELEN:

SHERIFF:
CONNIE;
SHERIFF:

CONNIE:
HELEN:
SHERIFF:
HELEN:
SHERIFF:
HELEN:
SHERIFF:
HELEN:
SHERIFF;
HELEN:
SHERIFP:

-
Helen, you know what I think? I think you're crazy. Row
does a man "look like a sheriffr?”
I dunnc. (SOTTQ) He just has a kind of a sheriffy look
about him. Deputy sheriffy. (UP) Exouse me, mister,
Who're gou?
Deputy sheriff. Who're you?
Helen Guertin, reporter for the Telsgraph Herald over
in Dubugue.
(FRIENDLY} Well now! ﬂﬁ:ﬁgs's Hartshorn. Seth Hartshorn,
That’s H-A-R-T-5-H-0-R-N. I'd be obliged if you was to
gee the paper spelled 1t right, Deputy sheriff Seth
Hartshorn.
Don't worry, sheriff, I'll see te 1t., This is Mrs.
Edvwards, our photogrepher. She'll want a picture of you.
(DELIGHTED) Well, now! .
(ROUTINE) Point to the spot where the body was found,
Well, now, they didn't tell me where ---

(CLICK OF CAMERA)
Thank you.
Have they ldentified the body yet?
Donft think so.
Where'd they take 1t7
(UNRASILY) Can't say for surs.
What did he look llke?
(MISERABLY} Don't know,
(EXASPERATED) Who's farm is this?
(WEAKLY} They didn't mention.,
(BURNED) Sheriff.....

Yoz, ma'am?
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HELEN: (8WBBELY) What are you doing here?

SHﬁRIFF: (HAPPILY)} Well, now! See them spots over there?

HELEN: Yes,

SHERIFF: (PROUDLY) Blood. And see these here tlre tracks?

HELEN; Uh-huh,

SHERIFF; Murder car. Blocd and tire tracks. Evidencs. I'm
guarding 1it.

(AN T Iy )

HELEN: Sheriff -- that's fine. That's just dandy. Bubt what T
want to know 13 -- who got killed? Who killed him? “When?
Why?

SHERIFF: I see,

CONNIE: Come on, Helen =-- we're just wasting our time here.
(FADING) Let's got a wove on.,

HELEN: (CALLING) Connie, wait a minute, (PATIENTLY) Look,
sheriff. A wurder has been committed, and I've been
gent out here to cover LIt. Now gomobody's got to know
aomething about 1%, don't they?

SHERIFF: (EAGERLY) Should think so.

HELEN: Well, then. Who does?

SHERIFF: {SORROWFULLY) Well, now -- thore you got me.

HELEN: (EXPLODING) Oh, for heaven's sakel!

CONNIE: ~ (CALLING FROM OFF) Helen -- come onl

HELEN: (CALLING BACK) All right. Coming. (LOWER) Thanks
anyhow, sheriff.

CONNIE: (CALLING) Helen, I've got to get back! Como on!

HELEN: (COMING} Back? Back where?

CONNIE: (ON) The paper. fThey'll be screaming for thees pictures
for the afternoon editiocn.

K

et —

S am TR e e s mw e o . . o

el o g T a4 TS

ATHXO1 CO0B 108K




o e T

-10-
wsmx?  HELEN: But we can't go back., I havenit got a story yet.
CONNIE: Okay. You stay hers and I'll run along,
(STARTS CAR)

HELEN: But -- ara you taking the cap?

h CONNIE: What d1d you think I was going to do? Hail a watér

“; buffalo?

Sl HELEN; ﬂﬁ;ﬂﬁﬂgyat about ma?

e CONNIE:" You hail a water buffalc.. Or come back to Dubuque with

me ,

HELEN: {WAIL®) I can't .. I haven't zot a story.
CONNIE; Well, then that'!s that, BSo lone,
HELEN: But Connie you can't just leave we.....
CONNIE: (CALLING BACK AS CAR MOVES AWAY) Cheer up, sugar, It!s

& nice day for a walk,

(CAR ROAR OFF AND INTG)

{FOOTSTEPS ON ROAD,, , HORSE AND BUGGY APPHOACHING)

HELEN: - {(caLLs) %fmister? W

s 4;;¢v.¢_$§§33§.3°,§§325 HORSE W%}FFLE%}fég%ﬁmécd/6c77u:;p‘971/

FARMER: (oPF-r—HFR. VWhers you bound for wa'am?

HELEN: I---I don't know,
o FARMER: Hey?
_ﬁ; HELEN: What I mean is, I'm trying to got some informatlon about
i & wmurder, and---
s FARMER: Oh, you mean over to Jed Peterson's place. You're going -
AR the wrong way, ma'am., Jed iives back down the road two,
iﬂﬁ& three mlles. ,
::;T‘ HELEN: (DISMAY) Back? You mean I've walked all this -way fop

nothling? ' |
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T - PARMER: (WITHOUT SYMPATHY) Seems aa though .

— | HELEN {COYLY) T don't suppose you could give me a 1ift back
to Mr. Petersonts ?

- FARMER: (CHUCKLES) You don't suppose right, matam. Got m§ hogs
to feed yet,
HELEN: But my feet....
s FARMER: . ’Tain’t far, ma'am., Less'n fouf milos, sure. And it's

& nice day for a walk, (CLUCKS CHEERILY) Giddap,

.

Irving.

(HORSE SNORTS AND BUGGY MOVES ON)

HELEN: (CLUCKS RESIGNEDLY) Giddap, Helen.
. {PosParmmE RO
{MUSIC: _ _ _WIPE FOQTSTEPS AND THEN_GO OUT UNDER)

(MORE FQOTSTEFPS)
HELEN: Hello, there,
SON: (OFF SLIGHTLY) Howdy,
(FADE IN FLOCK OF CHICKENS, FOOTSTEPS TO STOF)
HELEN: That's a nice looking flock of chickens you'lve got thers.
What kind are they?

30N (LACONIC) Hens,
. HELEN: (TARTLY) I see. (THEN) Mind if T sit down?
SO Help yourself, Public road.
atret-)
HELEN: ¥ feet hurt. I've been walking all over locking for
- Jed Peterson's place.
_— SON éﬁBNCOMMITAL) Uh-huh.
T HELEN: 0 you own this land?
- 30N: Nope,
— Al
_ - HELEN: ANOTHER TRY)} Who does?
R 30N Jod Psterson.
.
=Y
o .?:..iﬂ":‘!_;;.'.*"'. ‘.. E % H e
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HELEN:

30N
HELEN:

S0N:

S0N:
HELEN:
30N:
HELEN:

SON:

HELEN:
30N:

SON:
HELEN:

SON;
HELEN:
SON:
HELEN:
SON;

=10 =
(DRYLY} What a coincldence. Well, I'd like to spoak to
him If you don't wmind.
I don't mind, Trouble Ls, he ain't here.
But I've got to get in touch with hlw! I've got to
zet the facts on the man who wag mun ed this morning.

72§$-IQ5 Llderr

Isn't there any way I can call him-and get a description.
Nope,
Why - not? . _
"Cause he don't have mm&ﬁd{'i‘,‘/}fﬁ;"'"".
Didn't he find the dead wan's body?
Nope. His son 4id.
Well then, where can I find his son?
You already d4id. That'a me. (PADING) Well, now thatls
that, I got to wmilk thew cows.
Oh, no. Hold on & minute, The cows can walt,
(POLITELY) You must be a city eirl, wa'am,
Lock, I'm 2 reporter. I have to make an afternoon papex
with that descrlptioﬁ. Itt's very important., Somobody
may recognize it and be able to identify the murdsr
victlim.
Well....
It won't take leng. Please! Wow -- how did the murder
victim look?
Bad. XKilled with a shotgun.
Well, how tall was he, would you say?
TRout five fooft nine and a half, I reckon.
Good. GColor of hair?

Sandy, 1llke. Scrta balding on top.
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. HELEN:

SON'
HELEN:
SON:
HELEN:

30N:
HEIEN:

B0N;
HELIEN:

SON:
HELEN:
50N
HELEN:
SON:

HELEN:

ot

-13-
Eyea?
Brown.

What about clothgs?

/
frdiy fred Lub ool mindt i h o

LY R
e . Checkered red shirt, browh
tr

trousers and black shoes.

i

534

Any ldentifying marks?

Didn't see nons.

Well, that's fine, Mr, Peteraon. That's exacﬁly what I
wanted to know., Now look. Have you tafked to anyone
olse about these facts? Anyone axcept the pollice, I
mean?

Ain't seen no police.

(GASPS)

Ain't talked to nobody but you.
No body but wme? Then you mean~--I've got an
exclusive?

Den't know what gou got -- but I zot them cows to tend
tonma-

Wait-=-bafore you go ---could I troubls you for the use
off your phone?
Ttanin't no trouble, Thing ia---we ain't eot one.
Do you mean %o say Ifve got the only description pf the
murdered man there is and I san't get to a pheone to
call it in?

There's a phone back down ths road about threes, four

miles.
{GROANS) Four wmiles. (SIGHS) Oh well, like I always
say. It's a niece day for a walk.

{MID COMMERCIAL)
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..... . THE BIG STORY 11/10/48
PROGRaM #85

. MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTAWDING BONG!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "putstandine!"
HARRICE: And - they are umild.
o CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length fllters the smoke on the

- way to your throat. Fillters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
HARRICE: That'!s lmportant.

CHAPPELL: Yesg, PELL MELL'S greater leneth of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat - filters the smoke and makes it milld.

e HARRICE; Your eyes can see PELL MELL!S greatsr length. Yos,your

eyes can see the difference -- your throat can tell you

Wwhat 1t weans.

- CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S grezter:lsnsth of traditionally fine, wallow

tobaceos weans a longer, natural filter to screen and
cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness
mildness and satiafaction no other clgarette offers you.

e HARRICE: Enjoy the longer, finer, cigarette in the distinguished

red package -- PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Good to look at% - zood to feel - good to taste - and

good to smoke.

HARRICE: Romsmber, PELL MELL'S greater length of fine tobaccos

S filﬁers the smoke on the way to your throat,---filters
- the smoke and makes 1t plld.
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -"Outstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they are mild,

BT S P L it R Sla ma w7
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HARRICE:

NARRATCR:

R

- JIM:

HELEN:

- JIM:

HELEN:
JIM:

- HELEN:

HELEN:

-15-
INTRODUCTIONF AND_UNDER

This 1is Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of Helen Guertin, as she lived it and wrofte

p i AN .
You, Helen Guertin, are a good reporter. You got your
story. You alse got two very sore feet., It took a lot
of walking to get the raéts. It took more walking to
phone them in, end it took still more walking to got
back to your desk 2t the Dubuque Telegraph Herald, where
you are presently dunking those aching dogs in a basin of
water, and ilsteninge to the fulsowe praise of your clty
sditor.v.aiens

(IRRITABLY)} Look, you spent five hours and all you got

was a description of the wurdered wan, What the devil

good 1s that?

bim frow wblighed s
4 Pl
Great -- then We'll know who!s“BegnfwwE who killed him?%s.. -
x . #1{6}{.&7
That's the story -- an “wéqry we've had fjffﬁ
around he “years, I want to break Lt big -—in'sne.
e m—

Get going thams Dig., Got ot the bottow of this, I want
action. COheck the dilstrict mttorney, Get on your feet and
got moving, .
(ANNOYED) Jim, look, I just got off my fest.

(PHONE UP)
There are some things --(CUTS) Peg, got me tho District
Athorney over;in Lancaster. {THEN) There are souwe things

you can do¢ sitting down, Jim - and this batter be one of
thewm. :

ATHO1 0061022




T «15- {Insert)
HELER: it's a lot of good, s;nd you know it Jim,
- JIMy Ch do I.
HELEN: Of course you do. After all, somebody may read that
T deseription in the paper and 1dentify the murdered man.
Coee JIMe  Great. And vhat'll va lmovw then, We'll knov vho's dead.

But we ion't xnow who killed him, .br vhy. Or how., Or
where, -Thnt's the story, Helen,,.and it's the biggost
story we've had around ham in years. I want %o break
it W gsss .00t in & lot of little dribbles,

HELENS Well, so do I, But I don't see vhat 1 can do now until
the district sttorney’s offica phones ne.

JIM1 Phones you! You'Te naot & telephone ansvering service,

~ you're a reporter.

HELEN t 8a?
JIMs 8o act like one,
o - i ) - . L
el g wmr g e T mepmimeens e bt B TSt .-:-.-:.-.-_-.-r_._._.,.....: s ;-‘;—‘._.-.,',_‘_- T i -'T-'_T?*'-r:{'.-_-:e-.ﬁ*&w-};:ﬂ_ﬁp&%mﬂﬁnﬂm=
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Do it standing on your head for all I cape -- Jjust do

il

SECRETARY:

HELEN:

SECRETARY:

HELEN:

SECRETARY:

HELEN:

SECRETARY:

(FILTER THROUGHOUT) I'm sorry, the district attorney is
not in.

Well, when do you expect him?

{OBVIOUSLY BORED) I can't =ay.

Do you know where I c¢an reach him? -

I can't say.

(SNAPPING)} Do you mean you can*t say or you won!t sey?

{IRRITABLY) Well, it's not my feult, Miss. Just befure
he and the sheriff left for Hazel Green, the district
sttorney told me not to tell wm—vhcre-hu"&-gme-

--  {(rar=®) onhl |

o=

JJ%@&GL&Z#ﬁ

(SWEFEAs¥) Thank you, Miss. Thank you very mucn.
¥

HELEN:

(FILTER THROUGHOUT) Mrs. Guertin, how the devil did you

kxnow I was here?

Oh, I've got ways of finding things ocut. What's new?

Who said anything was? <.
todan,

1 did. You and the sheriff didn't both go Gg;er

to Hazel Green for a cheolate malted.

(LAUGHING) A1l right. You win. We have got something -

and that newspaper story of yours is responsible. o,

get over nhere fast and I'll tell you everything I Know .

gan't you tell me over the phone?

ARTKO1 OG0B 1074




HELEN:

DA,

CONNIE:

HELEN:

CONNIE:
HELEN:

CONNIE:

CONNIE:

HELEN:

..1"(.-
Not a ?hfnce. If you want this informaticn, you'll have
to 1eg//gut here alloweit
(WAIL) 311 the way out to Hazel Green?
411 the way to Hazel Green. And you'd better bring e
photeographer with you.
_BRIDGE)

{CAR TO STOP,.,MOTOR OUT UNDER)
Are you sure this is the place, Helen?
It's the address the district attorney gave me.

(CAR DOGOR OPEN)
Okay, let's go. TI'l) =--
{INTERRUPTING FIRMLY) Welit a minute. I've got scmething
to say to you first, camera-happy. Teke all the plectures
you vant, see? Bubt remember this. I'm staying with
this story until it breaks, - and so is the gar. If
there's any hiking to be done this round -- youlre
elected. Catch?
I catch. 1I'll be a good girl, Now for Pete's sake,
come on.

(CAR DOCR SLAM AND FOOTSTEPS UNDER)
Somebody up there on the porch. Man and a woman, looks
like.
Where? Oh. Yep, this is the place, Connde. That's the
District Attorney. (CALLING) Helle, there.
(OFF, CALLING) Well, Mrs. Guertin! XYoulre as good at

tracking down District Attorneys as you are tracking

dovn murderers.

L it et L
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HELEN:
D.AL:

HELEN:
CONNIE:

D.A.:

GRUMMOND:

HELEN:

GRUMMOND:

HELEN:

GRUMMOND:

HELEN:

GRUMMOND:

GRUMMOND

DA,

-18-

(STEPS UP STAIRS AND ON TO PORCH UNDER)
Murderers? What do you msan?
I mean your story's led to the identification of the
murder victim. And, thanks to you, we've plcked up a
suspect,
Well, look at me!
Who's the suspect? .
1'11 let Mrs. Grummond here tell you. She's the ledy
who recognized the dead men from the story in the paper.
(A DISORGANIZED WOMAN ALMOST TOTALLY INCAPABLE OF
FINISHING A SENTENCE) Yes. That's me. I saw the
deseription in the -- Luke showed me. He's my husband
and he alweys -- well, I said "Thst sounds like the
man who come here with Red Ridgley to borrow your
shotgun" ahd—me ~-
shotgun! The murder was committed with a shotgun!
Well, of course, if I'd a knbwad when Red brought back
the gun I'd & -~ but he dldn't sey nothing and -- Luke
says I never 8o remember a thing anyways -- so I didn't.
(AT SEA) Didn't what? K
Didn't put two and two -- I told Luke it wasn't mg-qlizq,
fault, but --
(NEAR END OF PATIENCE) What wasn't whose fault?
(WINDING UP TRIUMPHANTLY} Why, 1t wasn't the fault of
the man who got killed, of course!
Mrs. Grummond, I think you'd bestter tell Mrs, Guertin
the story the way you told it toc nme.
How waa that?

From the beginning,

RTHKO1 0081076
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"GHﬁMMOND: Well, I vas just trying to make it simple dbut if -- well,

o all right. Dey or so after Luke lent this shotgun of
his, there was a knock on the door..(STARTS FADING)

(KNOCK ON DOOR, CLARTRRCOR-SISHESHNERRY
GRUMMOND: I was doing the supper dishes, but I put 'em down and
went to see who was calling ...
o (DOOR OPEN)

. RED: Hello, Mrs. Grummond.

GRUMMOND: Well, howdy, Red, Luke's out to the barn, setting with
a sick cow., You just rest yourself while I step out
and ..

- RED: (INTERRUPTING HASTILY) Don't bother calling Luke, thanks,
Just stopped by to return this here shotgun he loaned
me.

GRUMMOND: Oh, well, thanks. Luke sure sets storse by that gun, you
know. Got it off his paw vhen he was just knee-high to
a helfer.

RED: Yeah, yeah. Well, it's a fine gun and I'm much obliged.
I'1l1 just run along now.

- « GRUMMOND: My, yes, Just a youngster, Luke was, when hls paw gave
1t to him. He used to ,. (STOPS ASRUPTLY)

RED: What'ls the mattier?
GRUMMOND: -(COOLLY) You =-- you ain't ¢leaned this gun so good,

- Red,

;i RED: (NERVOUSLY) Oh. Oh, well, look == I'm sorry. I vas in
;_ﬂ a hurry, I guess. If you'll just give it back to me,
ﬁ;,ﬁ I'11 ...,

i GRUMMOND: {COLD NOW) Take your hands off that gun.
”*f_4$ RED: But I ...

e g e A W A T R e 0
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GRUMMOND: Tske your hands off that gun! (PAUSE) That's better. -
Only next time youw go borroving Luke's gun, you'd best

not bring it back all covered with blood.

' CLICK OF CAMERA)} 2 cheeds L
( W-:«C

_ CONNIE: All right, Mrs. Grummond. Now one morquf you pointing
) : ‘ to the blood on the shotgun.
GRUMMOCND: Mske sure you say I thought first off it was rebbit
een blocd.
HELEN: ) T'11 do that. Cut 1t short, huh, Connie?

(CLICK OF CAMERA)

CONNIE: Okay -- that's enough. 8o long -- I've got to be runhing.
HELEN: . You mean walking, don't you?
CONNIE: (A WAIL) But Helen -- on the spot exclusives are red

hot! I've got to get them bheck to Dubuque !
HELEN: But Connie -- on the spot reporters are red hot too!l

I've got to stay here.

CONNIE: (FADING) Okay, stay. I'm goin%rback to Dubugue. Byel
w2l
HELEN: (FURIOUS) Connie, you promised!. You -- (GIVING UF,

BITTERLY) -- you skunk.

D.A,.: What's the matter, Mrs, Quertin «- you stranded?
a *
HELEN: Thatls right./\Where are you bound for now?
D.h.: The sheriff's taking Red Rldgley to the county seat for

further guestioning, I'm going to meet them there.

_ HELEN: Oh. Well, look ~- can I go with you?
e D.A.: Sure.
L HELEN: I mean -- can I hitch a ride with you?
e I '
e AN
27 AR
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Sure, if you den't mind riding in that car over there.
1 wouldn't mind riding in a wheelbarrow. Uh -- what
car 1s 1it?

The murder car.

s eme

s D.A.:
HELEN:
D.A.:

HELEN:

D.A{:

HELEN:

D,A!:

HELEN:
R DLAL
ﬁ;;;- HELEN:
D.A,:

(CAR IN MOT;ON)
Cozy 1little G santt it, Mrs. Guertin?
Great., For corpses. Is that stuff all over the back
seat what I think it 1s?
Yes, If you think it's blood.
I do. Was the murdersd man shot here?
Well, that's the problem we'lre up against right now --
trying to reconstpruct the crime. So far, Ridgley's been
about a&s talkative as a fence pest.
But you think if you face him with & good reconstruction
of the crime, it mey loosen his tongue?
That's right. He's stubborn as & mule -- and just adbout
as bright. If We can come up with a really c¢lose guess
as to how the murder was committed, my hunch is he'll
be so impressed that he'll crack.
(MUSING} I see. Well, from these blood stains, I'a say
there's not much doubt but that the vietim was killed
in the car and then thrown on that burning haystack.
Yes, that's the way I see it too., Killed in the front
seat by the driver, and then -~-
Uh-huh.
What?
£i11led 1n the hack seat.
What makes you say that?

RTXKO1 0061073
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- HELEN: The blood stains. The Way they're splattered, I'4 say
. he was lying down in the back seat when he was shot.
D.ALT Oh, come now, Mrs. Guertin! Vhat fool would lie down
in the back seat and let someone poke a shotgun into
his face?
KELEN: He might have been drunk. There are some empty beer
bottles here in the back.

N D.A.: (DUBIOUSLY) Mmmm. Pretty far fetched. )
- HELEN: (VARMING TO THE IDEA) Well, then, look. This men was
s friend O??ﬁfgéleyis, wasn't he?
o DAL Yes.
HELEN: Well, then, therels ne reason why he should be susplclow

: of him.ﬁﬁ;_;ers friends, (Bfter all)y supposedly going
off on a hunting trip together.

D.AL: (STILL DOUBTFUL) Mmrmmm.
e HELEN: And don't forget the way the body looked, elther. The

¢. That means

gun blast hég

was in the back seat.
D,A,: Why not?
- HELEN: (IMPATIENTLY) It just goumldn't! Look. Suppose this
rolled up sheet of paper is the shotgun. Now, look. T

can't aim it straight at you while I'm sitting beside

you. I can't bring it arcund. That is, I can't unless
T get up like this (EFFORT) and shove it stralght into

e your factes.

.@;. D.A:: Hey!

e {(SCREECH OF BRAKES)
~4 D.A,: Look out, you idiot!
-i:Z‘Ah HELEN: oh, I'm adrry!

ATKA1 QOB 1080




THE BIG STORY 11/10/48 ' -23~ _ REVISED
(CAR RETURNS TO NORMAL)
D.4,: Sorryl You almost sent us both into the diteh with your
crazy demonstrationt
HEIZN: It's not crazy! But you are, if you can't see that the
victim hed to be in the back sest)
- {mysIc: . STING AND OUT FAST)

DA, Now, llsten to me, Red, The victim had to be in the back
- seat. -,
L S RN /
RED: (SURTY) You're crezy. You hesakdii got nothing on me and

you know 1it,

- D,A.: Listen to me Red and I'11 tell you what I know, The victim
was lying in the back seat of the car., He was lying there
while you drove and he was lying there when you killed him
with the shotgun you borrowed from Luke Grummond,

RED: I tole you & million tilmes == I borrowed Luke's shotgun to
k11l rabbits.

D.A, e But you killed & man with it, Red,
e RED: No, no, I tell you I didn't,
DAL And I tell you you did and I'1ll tell you how you dld.
A REb: You can't tell how I did because I didn't do nothing. -I.
- FA et RO A D F Db ST 20 |
DA, Youlre bluffing, Red,
il RED: Ne -- no-- I'm not,
e DA You killed that man, Red and this 1s how you d;d it,

Lémbon, The victim was 1n the back seat, He'd had & few

;“H | bottles of beer and he was feeling good. You were going on
e & hunting trip, You were friends and he wasn't afraid of
e ¥ou. And then you turned around snd shoved g shotﬁun in
= ) his face and pulled the trigger and killed him on the spot!

-t
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“““  THE BIG STORY 11/10/48 ~234- REVISED

e e RED:
D'aA'a H
RED:

(INCREDULOUS)} How'd you know that?

(FAST) Then you did kill him?

(PAUSE -- HARD) Yeahy” Sure I killed him, We dome &

holdup together, only he wesn't coming across with the dough.
He oved me twenty-five bucks, and he wasn't coming sacross,
‘I'-he dirty croock was trylng to keep my twenty-five bucks so

T killed him and T'm glad I killed him! (THEN, PUZZLED} ~
Only -~ I don't see how you found out hew I did 1it,

How!d you know how I did 1it?
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DA (QUIETLY) There are ways, Red. There are people who cah

B figure out those things,
- (MUSIC;:

_______ sEIﬂG_AﬂD_UﬂQERl
NARR: That's all there 1is to it, A full confession in front of
witnesses. And the Big Story you worked so hard for
and walked so far for is dumped ihto your lap by a
SRR : grateful and grinning District Attorney. You hobble
__; painfully over to the nearest telephone and get your
beat through to the paper .e...
HFLEN: 1111 bring a copy of the confesslon with me, Jim, but
thatts the rough outline of 1it.
o JIM: (FILTER THROUGHOUT) Good work, baby. Now trot back to
. the office as fast as you can.
HELEN: (IN AGONY)} Trot?
e JIM: Well, drive then.
HELEN: Drive? You know perfectly well Connlels got the car
pack theres in Dmbuque!l
JIM: Well, you're a leg man, sren't you? Get back here
somehow, and I'll buy you a nev pelr of shoes,
. HELEN:. (BITTERLY) By the time I get back there I won't need
shoes. 1'm going to be the only leg man in lowa thet
T stops at the knees!
(Music: _ _ _ _HIT FOR_CURTAIN)
T CHAPPELL:. In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Helen
":: Guertin of the Dubuque Telegraph Herald with the final
o outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.
—— {MUSIC: _ _FANFARE)
- | (CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
gy
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. THE BIG STORY
_ PROGRAM #85

ngSING COMMERCOTIAL:

(VIBRAFPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG )
CHAPPELL: Of all Americel!s leading clgarettes only one is

"nutstendine!" = only one is Youtstending!"

HARRICE: It!s the longer, finer cigarstte in the distinguished red

e . - packsage. PFELL MELL!
i CHAFPFELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat,
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

CHAPPELL: Thus FELL MELL gives you & smoothness, miliness anid

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
HARRICE: S0 enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red rackage -:-PELL MELL,

CHAFPELL: Gool to logk at - good to feel - good to taste - and good

to smoke. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstaniing"!
HARRICE: And - they are mildl

TR, T, Th rLpaumiR———mrer @ g m= = = eomn -
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{ CRCHESTRA: TAG)

e CHA?PELL: Now we read you that telegram from Helen Guertin of the
Puktuque Telegrazh Herald.

GUERTIN: Appreciating rart wmy reconstruction of crime played in
breaking down killer in tonight's Big Story, district
attorney geve me f'irst copy of confession, Tried at

e the Gounty Seat in lancaster, killer vas sontenced to
life impriscoment in Wisconsin State Penltentiary. P.5. I
hed to hitch & ride home after the trial, Thanke a lot
for tonight's Fell Mell Awerd, ’
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Helen Guertin...the makers of FPELL MELL
' FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner
of the PELL MELL 5500 Award for notable service In the
- field of journalism,
HARRICE: Listen again next week, same tlme, seme station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front nages of the Houston

Texas Chronicle - by-line, gonrad H. Gollier ;- arELG

' . ~ ¢é2i¢ wwx;-
- STE%Y E.aboup g renorter vy

. -/(/1’*'-‘1-/1 Eu; A f&ff)aﬁzﬁt« - - ."y-\((- -ﬂ;—p-‘.p‘{-f e

b
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CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC3

CHAPPELL:

AMNNCR:

~28- (REVISED)
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Prockter, with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by Gail Ingram, your narrator was Bob floane,
and Amzie Strickland played the part of Helen Guertin.
In order to protect the names of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of
211 charscters in the dramatization were changed with

the excepticn of the reporter, Miss Guertin,

—_— st E et smte el =

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES.,
THIS IS NBC ... THE KATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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AS BADADCAST
THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #86
CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
' RUTH CONNIE LEMBEKR
LANDLADY CONNIE LEMBEKE
COLLIER LAYSON ZERBE
ANNOUNCER LAWSON ZERBE
MORGAW SANTOS ORTEGA
ANDERS SANTOS ORTEGA
PETE LARRY HAINES
WILLIAMS LARRY HAINES
RALPH ROGER DE KOVEN
STEVE ROGER LE KOVEN
FERRIS WILLIAM KEENE
STRANGER WILLIAM KEENE
JOHNNY FRANCIS DE SALES
SERGEANT FRANCIS DE SALES

VEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 17, 1948
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10:00 - 10:30 P

THE BIG STORY

CONRAD COLLIER

HOUSTON CHRONICLE

CHAPPELL:

RALPH:
PETE:
RALPH:
PETE:
RALPH:
PETE :

- RALPH:
FETE:

— e wm — e

CHAPPEILL:

NOVEMBER 17, 1948

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present,

WEDNESDAY

...THE BIG STORY!

(CAR UNIER)
d/l,:bv‘-e- A’ow zﬁ -
Nice of you to wmeed me ai_ﬁﬂﬁ airport, Pete.

That's okey, Ralph, It was the Bosg's 1ldez be—hawsme

grive—vyoushouwms (4 BEAT)

-

Booming, MNover better.

S0ld o lot of merchondlse, eh?

How was business 1n Mexicof?

I*11 say I did. The Boss owes me plenty in commissions.

Looks like you're geoing toc collect real soon.

I om?

Yeah, In fact, the Boss told me to glve you something

on acoount Feiwidedde
Yes? What?

(A BEAT) "his.
(A PAUSE)
(SHOT)

THE BIG STORY, Here is America..its sound and its fury...

its joy and i1ts sorrow...as faithfully reported by the men

and women of the great American newspapors. (PAUSE, COLD

AND FLAT) Houston, Texas,

From tho pages of tho Chronicle,

the authentic story of a reporter who looked for, and found

o license to murder. Tonight, to Conrad Gollier of the

Houston Chronicle, goes the PELL MELL Award for the BIG

STORY!}

PANFARE)
ToPERING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 11/17/48

PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAT:

CHAPFELIL ¢

s HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
_____ HARRICE:

- CHAPFEL:

HARRICE:

{ VIBRAPHONE :
Of all America'ls lea

L Al 3 ST

R S PR R i R

SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)

ding cigoarettes only one is

"Outstonding!" - only one is "Outstanding™!

It’s the lenger, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!}

Digcover for yourself why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL. FPELL MELL!'S groater length filters

the smoke on the wey to your throat,

and mekes 1t mild.

That's important!

Filters the smoke

Yos, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine,

malZow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat,

Filters the smoke cnd mokes 1t mild,

Thus PELL MELL gives

you ¢ smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

S0 enjoy the longen,

finer cigarette in the dlistinguished

‘red pockage -~ PELL MELL,

Good to look ot -~ good to fesl ~ good to taste - and good

t¢ smoke.

And - they ere mild,

PELL MELI. FAMOUS CIAGERTTES - "Qutstanding"!

- - . e . -, T
X P L A
e mEiar e - Llle
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CHAPPELL:

Now the story as it actually happened..Conred Collier's

story as he lived it,..,Houston, Texas.,.

—

o ioe
this nig‘t
d&- R - VA

Ro-Ghnentere, when a ccll comes in, A man 8 been

found lying in & gutter on California Btreet...shet to
death...spravling in o pool of his own DLO0G., Bhuepeain

And;as u drive out to the Hyde Park
District, another man in other car is speeding zlong on &

lonely road outside of town, and turns on his dashboard

radic....
(CAR UNDER)

{(CLICK OF RADIO SWITCH OR BUTTON)

{MUSIC: _ _ FPADES IN -_A_POP TUNE,_ HOLD FOR_A_FEW MOMENTS) -

PETE: HE HUMS IN RHYTHM T0 THE MUSIC, MAYBE SINGS A FEW WORDS.
(MUSIC: _ _ CUT SHARP)

ANNCR:

(FILTER QUALITY, OVER RADIO) Womitrborraphtitie—niogitii.
av€-oring you o specinl announcement.

(MORE )}

—— L e S B
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ANNCR:
. (CONT 'D)

)
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The Houston police werne—tho—pibliewie—ltioe.0n thié}ooﬁigt
22 o
for a red convertible, vhite wall tires, right.fesdguand.
dented, Gai¥§cfh::‘license plates. The occupant of this

car ls suspected of murder. We ropeat, the occupant of

thiscar is suspected of murder, -AR¥erRo—80oipg—thip.lop~e
L ] IR

(CLICK OF RADIO SWITCH, CUTTING OFF ANNCR)

(CAR SLOWS TO STOP, MOTORSSmiBRE--3piaey)

(CAR DOOR OPENS)

(CAR DOOR CLOSES)

(PALE 1IN NIGHT SOUNDS, CRICKETS PERHAFS)

(A FEW STZP3 ON ROAD, AND THEY STOP}

(COVER CF CAR TRUNK BEING RAISED)

(VE HEAR THE CLANK OF A LARGE GASOLINE CAN, AND

GRUNT OF EFFORT)

(B RO E RO PO R ST T

(A GRUNT AS CAN IS LIFTED)

{(WE HEAR GASOLINE POURED ON THE CAR)

(HOLLOVW CLANK OF EMPTY GASOLINE CAN A3 IT THROWN ON

ROAD)

(SCRATCH AND FLARE OF MATCH)

(WHOOSH OF FLAME UP AND ROAR OF FIRE)
You, Conrad Collier, hear the aame announcement over your
own car radio, as you drivo up te the knot of men gathered
around a shapcless, bloody heap on the read. And you
wondor whether the man they're looking for in the red
woadaken is connected with the man theytve found in the red

pocl on the road., So you corner the officesrin charge, your

very good friend, Deteetive Lileutenant Brad Morgen.....
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MORGAN:

COLLIER:
MORGAN:

CCLLIER

MORGAN:

COLLIER

MORGAN:

COLLIER

MORGAN:

COLLIER:
MORGAN:

o en mm i s ————— ————— .

..5_
Looks pretty strzightaway te me, Con. This gent wos
takon for a ride, and dumped in the road by a killer

driving o red Rembader. dhrrrw€¢ZifLCf

How do you know sabout that ﬁéﬁﬁ%@f@i Brad?

3imple. We found identification papers on this stiff,

Nvﬁ—en—kj—% D sebuindiw pllot's 1icense, Then we

checked back at the alrport.

And?

Andg ﬁa found cut he owned his own plane, and flew to
Mexico about once & month,.,business unknown. Shortly
before he was killed, he was picked up at the airport by
o man in a red-ﬁiﬁgﬁ%&éfoéﬁ alrport employoe gave us o
rough deseription of the car.

i see, Wheo's the dead man?

Name's Leonerd...Relph Leonard, Morried. Lives over

on Chennevert Street,

t!s the funny part of i1t., We've been trying

"to get a line cn'him;* md,pveryvhore we turn, we draw blank.

Can't find out who he really ia,mﬁ“---ﬁ 2 Jorked, what he

N

U oSt~ T8 Ty MysSterious gent,.thi£¥F

Have you talked to his wifeo yet, Brad?
Not yet. Too busy trying to nall down that killer, We!ill
get around to Mrs, Looﬁard & little later.

P_AND UNDER}

You figure, maybe the police can wait a little while to talk
to the dead man'’s wife, but you can't, there's a story to
write, and 8 deadline to mest. So, you drecp in-bn the

widow, and ask a few gquestions...,
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COLLIER:

RUTH:

COLLIER:
RUTH:

COLLIER:

e RUTH:

COLLIESR:
RUTH:

COLLIER:
RUTH:
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Mrs, Leonard, belleve me, I know 1% must be hard for you

to answver questions right now,

I know the poliece will be

here eny minute, &nd ask you & lot more., ‘But the point

1s,

alrport, and probably.,.killed him.

man, could identify hima....

I don't know who he 1is,

frisnds.

I never met any of them...

But you must have....

Mr, Collier, I'm going to tell you something.

zore man in a red converitibls met your husband at the

If you knew about thils

I didn't know any of Ralph's

I'm going

to tell you something now, that you may nolt belisve,

probably won't telieve,

I don't care any more, it doesn't

masher any mire, vecsuse...because Ralphls dead.

{(QUIETLY)

Yes, Mrs. Leonard?

My husband and I were married...five years, Apd in all

that time, I never really knev what he did for a living...

What?

It =ounds fantastic, I know, byt

I sweay 1
av;Zii«
or where he worked.

I didn't know what he did,

L}

itts tzue. ‘

All I

knev was that mocst of his business was done st night,

and that he made & lot of money at it, and that scmetimes

he flew to Mexico in his plane.

But didn't you ask him...?

Yes.

Yes, of course I qdid.

. X asked him a thousand times,

But I always got the same answer.,.always the same vague

ansver,..investments. After avhile, he got angry and I

stopped. He sald that he'd take care of his business,

and 1t was my Jjob to take care of the house,.
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COLLIER:
RUTH:
COLLIER:
RUTH:

RALPH:

RUTH:

RALPH:

RALPH:

7™ RUTH:

RALFH:

RUTH :

- RALPH

RUTH:
RATPH:

RUTH:

C e s o st B A

_7_
I gsee, And he nevser got any buslness phone,.calls hgge?

¢ -,JQnoﬂZZﬁéy}f

N¢, never, Then about two days ago, I../ ... -~

r.,aé’/ _-61(_’!
Yes, Mrs, Leonpapd?

Wekiee 114 been awéy to my mother's, and returned home

carller than I'd expected, I walked into the house, and

there at the phone was Ralph., His back was turped to me,

and he'd just finished (FADING) d1sling a number...
(DIALING JUST FINISHING., THEN A PAUSE)

Helle. Hemisphere Export and Import., This is Leonard.

Let me talk to the Boss,..{A PAUSE} Chief, listen., On

those hundred units welre shipping to Mexico. I....
Riont-
(ACHAST) Ruth]

(RECEIVER ON HOOK)
Ruth, what are you doing here =o parly!
Well, I...
(RISING) What'!s the idea? What do you mean, eavesdropping
cnme, spylng on me? '
Ralph! D=riing, for heaven's seke, what's come over you.
Venaem , , 7
{a BEAT; THEN SUDLENLY LOW, ALMOST DEADLY) Look, Baby,
I'm going to tell you something, I'm going to tell you
something, and I dewmbieswer want you to fewmet 1t.
Yes, Ralph? |
Forget thiS phone call, Forget I ever made 1t, forget
you ever heard i%, You never knew about it, and it never
happened. {A BEAT) Understand?

Yes. Yes, darling....I understand, But why are you so

upset about a phone call....

ATKG1 006 1094

- DB A g R T T T



- RALFH:

RUTH :

= COLLIER:

RUTH :

COLLIER:

- COLLIER:

ANIERS:

COLLIER:

AUDERS:
o COLLIER:
ANIERS:

COLLIER:
ANDERS:
Sy COLLIER:
- ANDERS:

Phone call? (SHRUG) What phone call? You must be hearing
things, Beby. I never made & phone call! (A BEAT, THEN
LOW AND MENACIHG) Remember? .

( A PAUSE) '

(FADING IN).....that happened a few nights ago, Mr.
Collier. The next morbing, Ralph flew to Mexico...and
nov...novw he's dead..,{BREAKS) murdered!

And he phoned s company called é%e Hemisphere Import and
Exportt .

Y¥os, Yes,,.I'm surc that was the name,

Thanks, Mrs, Lecnard,.,thanks very much!

Ycuire Persopnel Director of the Hemisphere Import and
Export Company?
(FUSSY, OLD MAIDISH) Yes, yes. I'm Mr. Anders. And if

it's about a position...

{INTERRUPTR) I'm not here about & job, My name's Collier,

end I'm a reporter for the Chronicle.

(A BEAT) Oh, I sec. What can I do for you, sir?
Have you ever employed a man named Ralph L;onard heret
Leonard? Leonard? HNo. MNo one by that name has ever-
worked for our company.

(A BEAT) You're positive about that?

Quite, |

Mr. Anders, there must be some mistake, I...

Young man, I've been here a good many years, ang I 322urq

_ Lt
you I have no hknowledge of any Relipn Leonard iissthiesisbebieg 0 .

R It
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COLLIER:

ANEERS !

COLLIER:

ANDERS3

a COLLIER:

ANLERS:

e e a  PTLE LR T - e b

..9...

v ma P
S am et ]

Humm, Ssmethincls. Wrong aomelhePey—rrbome-bilfi-himPie il

whemEr Mr, Anders.,..
Yes?

I wonder if I cocld talk to the head of the firm?

Oh, I'm afraid not, sir, You see, Mr. Gardner's gonc

to Kansas City for o few days,..on huslness,

Zeegar, (A PAUSE) Mr. Anders, one more question,...Just

wvhat do you import and export here?

Elgetrical eppliances, Refrigerators...radios,..and

washing machinecs!

You leave, and vou're a1l mixed up, your head 1is

whirling, jyou cen't figure 1% out. It doesn?t add, it

mawes no sense, it's ecrazy. The dead men, Ralph Leonard,

is more of a mystery than his own killer,

Who is he?

What did he do% Why did someone put a slug in his face?

Did he work at Hemlsphere, or didn't he?
ACCENT AND UNIER)

And then, suddenly.,.there's a break, The police find the

rod convertible esbount ten miles out of Houston, on

Market Streot Reoad. It's badly burned, but the license

plates are still legible. They belong to a man named

Williams, in Beavmonta, .and curiously enough, Williams

is in the electrical applience business, too, You

drive to Beaumont with Lieutenant Morgan.....s.

RTXO1 0061096
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MORGAN:
WILLIAMS:

MORGAN:

WILLIAMS:

COLLIER:

WILLIAMS:

MORGAN:
WILLIAMS:
MORGAN:
WILLTIAMS:
MORGAN:
WILLTAMS:

MORGAN:

-1~
You sey you never owned a red convertible, Willliams?
That!s what I said, Lieutenant.
But the licenss plates on the murder car wera registered
in your name. How do you acc¢ount for that? " (A PAUSE,
THEN SHARPLY) Well?
I don't sccount for it, When I had those plates, they
WETe ON MY CEF 444
that kind of car was 1it, Williamg?
(HOSTILE} I don't think that's any of your business,
K ladetorin, ffg,;{» Sl
(SNAPS) answer his question! What Xind of car was 1t?
A black sedan...ten years old,
Where's the cer now?
I Junked it, six months ago,
You junked it? VWhere?
In Houston. .t & place called the Ferris Salvage Yard.
(4 BEAT) A1l right, Williams. That's all for nov.
Better stay around town where we can reach you, Come

cn, Con. Let's get back to Houstonl

ERITOR)

e el eipiitely o o ~ el = =2 =N _

'hﬁ‘“WQhTith this registration number, Ferris?

FERRIS:

MORGAN:

(FRND OF WEASLY, JITTERY} Lock, Lisubkefhant, I run an

honest buBMness, see? I dopdt™Want no trouble with the

PN

business, I keep my nose clean

police. I run an Lo

&nd...._
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| PHHRIS: Black sedan? e geh.hundnadg.of hiackesedarrT
T COLLIER:
) up the cars?
FERRIS: i De?  What 4o Fou..f m, in the junk
business, sell lem for scrap., And take it Qi Me. .
~ (MUSIC: _ _ . _UP AMD UNDER)_ L2 g St gtrngmileca
s Gk s el PR e o m
' WA il oK,
Chronicle, are pretty discouraged. The deeper jyou get,Jgﬂ{W’
the deeper you sink inte a crazy qullt of questlon '
_ marks, Noi - abethd-—dweerand , ;you’ve hit & wall,
you'lre stymied, youlre through. And your Big Steory
seems to end, almost bofore 1t's DeguN..s.
) {MUSIC: _ _ _ _ACCENT AND UNDER_AGAIN)
NARR: But tl’.lGn, suddenly, it begins gll over again. 4and this
time it gets very close, very personal. Yoy're jusf | ;
S Ny WPWZ 47"4-,5—,4’-@’—-&‘
walking up the strset to your house that night when%. o
-*-*- NARR:
.
i

L M e m———— i mr————
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FETE!:

NARR:

PETE:
COLLIER:
PETE:
COLLIER:
PETE:
COLLIER:
PETE:

COLLIER:
PETE:

LLZ‘ f?‘?W"&-uYﬁ‘i
(OFF A LITTLE) A ) , Buday!

| 3
jamnete-tietgoat, nocket, You ggﬁgd there"and“wai%rmagp

shand... d_sweat, hypnot
Minz PRSP

(FOOTSTEPS UP TO MIKE AND STOP)

(4 PAUSE)

Your name Collier?

That...thatfs right,

I'd 1ike to heve a 1little talk with you, friend!
Talk? About,,.what?

A cortalin set of license plates,

ook, T «ee

(INTERRUPTS, EARD) I wouldn't go looking any further,
Friend. I'd forget all sabout it, if I were you, see?
Just a friendly 1ittle warning, between you and me.
Keep your nose clean, and mind your own business....
And 1F I ..don't?

If you don't..you might weke up, some dark night.,end

find your head blown off!

We will be beck in just a moment with tonight's BIG
STORY,

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 11/17/48

PELL MELL

e Rt L T e e i 5 T ARG T R
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MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL:

CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPFLL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:

(VIBRAPHOMNE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And - they are mild!

For PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the
»¥ay to your throat. Fllters the smoke and makes it mild.
That's important!

Yes, PELL MELL'S gveater length of traditionally fine,
mellovw tobaccos fllters the smoke on the way to your
throat-filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length. Yes, your
eyes can see the difference -- your throat can tell you
what it means.

FELL MELL'S greater length of traditlonslly f{ine, mellow
tobaccos means e lohger, natural fllter to screen and

cool the smeke. Thus, PELL MBELL glves you a pmoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Enjoy the longer, finer, cigarette in the distingulshed

red package =-- PZLL MELL.
Giood to logk 2%t - good to feel - good to Lagte - and

gocd to smoke.

Remember, PELL MELL'S grester length of filne tobaccos
rilters the smoke on the way to your throat - filters
the smoke and makes it mild,

PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!®

And - they are ni:d.

TR m— —m— o o
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HARRICE: This is Cy Herrice, returning you to your narrator,
and the Big 3tory of Conrad Collier..as he lived it,
aend wrote 1t.
NARR: You, Conrad Collier of the Houston Chronicle, have just
been warned by a killer on a& dark street. He's warned
Fou to siay ofi the Leonhard case..or get your head blown
T off. And you ¥now that he means it, that from here in,
you'll be watened, wherever you go. And you're scared
“se.youire plenty scared, Somewhere along the line,
—— someone’s tipved this killer off, but you don'‘t know
who, All you ¥now is that you'lre a marked man. And

you talk to Lisutenaht MorgaN.seess

COLLIZER: Brad, vhat!ll I do?
B MORGAN: T'1) tell you vhat to do, Lay off!
. COLLIER! But Brad...
MORGAN: (INTERRUPTS, SHAPS) Lay off, I seid, Don't stick your

- nose into pelice business, Con, You're & reporter, not
& cop. Hot only that, you'lre s friend of mine, I
o wouldn't want to see you lald out on & slab at the
morgue, the next time we meet,
COLLIER: S5till, if I could get a lead on those license plates..,
S MORGAN: Look, chum, ¥ told pou. No story is worth it. This
e bunch is dangerous. For the last time, go back to your

typevwriter, Forget it! Lay off)

RTXKO1 QOB 1101
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e NARR:

{music: _ _ _
COLLIER:
STEVE:
COLLIER:
STEVE:
COLLIER:
STEVE:

- COLLIER:

I STEVE:

e .

N

e . e g e T L) T, e -
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He's right., It's nice to go on living, yould be

‘smart to stay out. Youlre scared enough to stay out.

But somehow, fou don't. This whole business hypnotizes
you, pulls you back in. You dream of that story, that
Big Story, and you cen't stay out.. 50,.y0u stert to
move, you start to live on borrowed time. You go down
tq-the junk yard for another look; and you notice
there's a bar and grill down the street, where the
laborers in the yard occaslonally stop for a drink,

You haunt the place, and rinally make friends with one
of them. L)

~JUKE BOX,,,B.G...,BAR_AND GRILI, FFFECTS_IN B.g.)

Another drink, Steve?

Sure! Sure Sport, why not? But I got no more money
t1ll paydaFes.

Forget it, Steve. It's on me..

(DRUNKENLY) Ean! My friendl! My good friend, eh?
Real sport, always pay for drinks, my good friend.
Maybe some dgy Steve Markowskl can do favor for good
friend, eh?

Maybe you canh, Steve. Maybe you can tell me something
I!d 1ike to know.,.right now;_

Eh? What can I tell?

Steve; 1isten.. When they break up old cars 15 the
Junk yard, what do they do with the licensa plates?
License plates? Is easy. Nice, clean, number one

Junk. Put license plates in big box.

e

RTXO1 0Q0B1102
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COLLIER:
S5TEVE:

COLLIER!

S5TEVE:

COLLIER:

STEVE:

NARR:

JOHNNY:
COLLIY*R:
JOHNNY ¢

COLLIER!

JOHNNY:
COLLIER:

~1G-
In a box? Yed-wes,..

Sure, Plle ‘'em up separate. Man comes along, he likes
to buy license plates. 5o he'buﬂ%.

steve! Steve, do you know the name of this man?

Man is crazy. Buys only llcense plates...

(URGENTLY, INTERRUPTING) Steve, do you know this man?
Do you know his name?

Sure, sure! I hear boss telk to him. Man's name

is funny, Johnny McHugh. Funny, eh? Johnny McHugh.

Johnny McHugh. Now you'lre on your way., You get to

a city directory. There!s a John McHugh living on
Rotmen Street, in the east end of tewn, ¥ou go there.
Maybe they're watching you now, maybe they're following
you, but it's broad daylight, you teke a chance, you

go there. 1It's a dingy yellow roomigg hOuseﬁﬁﬂfﬁ wdt

;fgwy

Yeh, yeh, Tim are you?' What do
you want?

I'm & repbrter on the Chronicle. I want™o talk to

ATXO1T 0061103
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JOHNNY:

COLLIER;
JOHNNY s
COLLIER:
JOHNNY:

- JOHNNY':

T COLLIER:

JOHNNY :

COLLIER;:
JOHNNY:

COLLIER:
JOHNNY:
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Listen, pal, I sald scram. Best 1t. I don't like
reporters, sec? I don't like reporters and i don't
like cops. Get @e? Now hlow, beforse Te..
(INTERRUPTS, SOFTLY} Bought any more license plates
lately, McHugh?
License plates?
That!s right. (A BEAT) Want to talk to me now, McHugh?
(A BEBAT} Come in.,.

(DOOR CLOSE)
All right Nosey, what'ls your angle? What'ls on your
mind? What's 21l this gbout license plates?

_The police found the license plates you bought at

Ferris's Juynkyard, McHugh, They found ‘em on a red
b{:f% murder car. They're looking for a killer..

and they might be interested in youl

Hey! Hey, wait a minute, Wa~ait a minute! What kind

of & deal is this? What is this, a frame? I didn't

ki1l anybody. D'you hear? I didn't kill anybody, I

never killed anyone in my whole life... |

But you bought those licenlse plates....

(RISING TOWARD AYSTERIA) Sure, sure! I bought ‘em,

sure, But I bought 'em for someone else, do you hear?

T didn't have a thing to do with any murder. I sold

those plates to someone els@saae

Yho?

(A BEAT, THEN SUDDENLY CRAFTY) Why should I tell you,

Mcsey?

T
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COLLIER: Becguse the police don't know what I know..yet. And
1t may pay off for you to work with me now.

JOHNNY ¢ (A BEAT) Look, val. I don't get it. What's your
pitch? What!s in it for gou?

COLLIER: A story, McHugh. Just a story. (A BEAT) And a
proposition, If you teil me who you sold those license
plates to, 1'11 back you up when the showdown comes..
tell the police you submitted valuable evidenqe.
Othervwise, they're going to pin a murder rap on you.

(A PAUSE) Well? How about 1t? Do we d¢o business..or

don't we?
JOHNNY : (4 BEAT) Okay. We do business,
COLLIER: 211 right. Who bought those license plates from you?
JOHNNY : I don't know,
COLLIER: You don't krnow?
JOHNNY : I don't know his name, see? But I know where to finc

out, Come back tonight..around midnight. I'll be able

to give you the lowdown then!

NARR: You d&a*&4g15%ﬁ McHugh may be setting a trap for you,
he may be the killer himself..you don't know., It's
like a detective fiction thriller..the kind you and
the othsr working newspapermen always thought never
happened in real life..but ﬁere it 1s...heppening to
you, Conred Collier, of the Houston Chroniqle. Anyvway,
you're committed...you decide to follow through...and

;??Nh that nlght, you go backK...

i {STEPS UNDER ON SIDEWALK)

ATHO1 QUK 11QS
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NARR:

OTRANGER:

COLLIER:
STRANGER:
COLLIER:

o sy

..19_
You walk down the dark street to McHugh's place. You

get the eerie feeling that you're being followed, that
s thousand eyes are watching you from thé darkness,
every step jou take..And suddenlyaeae
(SUDDENLY) Eold 1t, Buday!

(STEPS STOP ABRUPTLY)
(JuMPY)} What 1s it? Whaet..do you want?
(A BEAT) pot & match?

TeseTleasyes. I...I've got one right here...

.,
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STRANGER ! What's the matter, pal? What are you so jumpy about?
COLLIER: Me? Jumpy?
STRANGER: Yeah. Your hend's shaking lilke & leaf...Cot something

cn your mind, eh?

COLLIER;: I...no. I%t's nothing...nothing.
STRANGER : Golng inte this house, werentit you, friend?
COLLIER: I...y28.

. STRANGER: Well, go ahead. Don't let me stop you. And oh...thanks
for the mateh, pal...

(FOOTSTEPS START TO MOVE OFF)

STRANGER: (OFF, JUST A LITTLE) 1I'll be seelng you...
' {MUSIC: _ _ _HIT TP AND UNDER._.)
WARRATOR : You watch him melt off into darkness. Then you turn, and

you go into the yellow rooming houﬂe...

(oemrmosT) (Flepss nppacie g )

NARRATOR: Mount the rickety ﬂtairsJ?ngzéél,ézivhxér;, .

(STEPS GOING UPSTAIRS,..GROANING OFF, HOLD UNDER)

. NARRATOR: And then, suddenly, you hear someone groaning, behind
Johnny McHugh's door. ./ i:::::dy*f.)
COLLOER: Hedbugin-t- / W/@wmﬁ
‘ EOUTDINGTONDO0R) /ﬁm ALl %,../ J
e COLLIER: McHugh!;?h}éiﬁ?}C
- _ ( ' s
- W t )

I lanc’s sake,

e Wakin' up a body

ek landlady here, FOUNg Mapy-#Td 1 PMeaudecent house and
e I won't stand=foS...(CUTS ABRUPTLY) '

RS Sou T

A e e T T e T T
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w 1; carry my roomers' keys...

o, - ) - VA
fyjﬁvgéigsz,&mmaéidfd¢lﬁéa

He's done for, but before he
goeza, he gets out a2 neme...the name you were looking for..
But now, you’ve had encugh,
You c¢ell headquerters.
Brad Morgan is out, but you give the details to Sergeant
And then you ask him...

Did you ever hear of a man named
Are you kidding, Collier?

just killed & half hour ago. They found

him lying in a doorway with five slugs through his chest!

GQLLIER+ O you have a key TO
LANDLADY: Why, ¥ I al
COLLIER: Unlock this dooEAﬁﬁu
LANDLADY: Yee, yes... »*
LANDLADY:
{Music:
NARRATOR: You get to McHugh fast.
8 man called Swilty Roper.
you've had it, you're through.
Anderson at hemicide.
COLLIER: Sergeant, llsten,
Swifty Roper.
SERGEANT ; ( PHONE FILTER)
COLLIER: What do you mean?
SERGEANT : Swifty Ropey was
{MUSIC: _ _ _UP AND UNFER...)
NARRATOR ¢

The polico come, you give the Sergeant the detalls, then
phone your story into the office, ¥You know that you've
been running up against an organized gang, and what's
more, some kind cf big racket, but you don't want to
play cops and rcbbers any more.

(MORE)

—— e mem— = =
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NARRATOR:
{CONT'D)

NARRATOR:
PETE :
COLLIER:
PETE :
COLLIER:
PETE :

COLLIER:
PETE :

COLLIER:

PETE:

COLLIER:
PETE:

et waeemL e e e ek e BRI

T B
You're dead tired, your nerves ere on edze, and you need
& night's sleep...s0 you go home. And then, as you turn

i'ﬂ. tO 3’0111‘ walk) .,{_\-".’.g-‘yi_;'

(FOOTSTEPS ON SI « o JFESARH GO MEEYR
~KNSEE0RS, MOTOR, TDLING
E » , )
A big black car adddebwetmedres the curb, wwds, .
Hey!

You! Collier.....!

Whet? Who ars...?
Get into the car,
Weit a minute,

(HARSH }

What...?
Get into the cer, d'you hear? Get into the car
tefors T blast your brains all over this sidevalk!

Eremparunm)

{(CAR TOOR OPENS®w

Lock, I... ﬁﬂ,)ﬂ”l Ty
Shut up, ColliggLﬂ‘eep your trap shut,k %

anythinglﬂ#”
s
Y CAR-FHT

(CAR UNDER)

Ligten, where are you taking me.

What...?

(CAR BEGINS- TO SLOW)
It's nice and qulet here, Colller...guiet and dark. A
good place Lo stop...
What ...what are you golng to do?
We're going to have a little talk, Friend.
{CAR TO STOP...MoRoReERiii

T Sl T TITETE L tmvee ooy ML WoaL L o e e mmem e — -

. — s T e
et A T A B b, Sk e i BFR T
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PETE:
COLLIER:
PETE:
COLLIER:
FETE:
COLLIER:

PETE «

COLLIER:
PETE :

COLLIER:
PETE :

COLLIER:
FETE:

COLLIER;:

(?5224¢ae

@3-
(£ BEAT) See this gun, Collienr?
. ..vih..b~ucii, ,ﬁi¢uge,;4lf.
ake 1t. It's yours...
Wh-What?
Take the gun. I'm giving myself up to you,..
Well a mlinute! T...I don't get 1t..What...?
Look, Collier. I had to do this...to take you<for a ride.
T had orders, end I had to make it look good. But I
figured some things out before. McHugh's dead... and
just a 1little while ago, they got Swifty Roper...
and now, I know I'm hot...and they'll try to get me next.
You mean,..?
I mean you were zetbting too werm, Collier, And the boys
at the tor started to knock off all possible witnesses...
guys you could get to...to protect themselves, and to
protect the recket. That includes me., So=--I'm making
& cholce. I'm giving up...turning state's evidence. TI've
got a chance to gebt by with life that wey, for knocking
off Ralph Leonazrd, The other way, I'm & dead pigeon...
they'll get me sure, like they got the others...
50 you killed Leonard?
Yeah. Orders. He was selling our units in Mexico, taking
an extra percentege under the table...double-crossing the
organization. ' .

What units¢

You'll find the answer in a garage in beck of that

building W%& '

Wait a minute. That's the Hemisphere Import and Export
Company!

RTXCT 0061110




BIG STORY, 11/17/48 : -24~ REVISED
PETE : Yeoah. Go shead. Go into that garaoge and take a look

- eround, I'1l1 wait out here!
(MUSIG:_ _UP AND UNDER)
ﬁARRRTOR: You go in. And in the gloom, you sce that the place is
Jammed with cors, end reeks with the smell of fresh paint.
And then, as you stand theresie..s
o (STEPS ON CCNCRETE)
. NARRATOR: You hear steps...steps coming toward you..,..
MORGAN:  (OFF, ECHOING) Don't make a move, Buddy!
NARRATCR: You freeze thers, ond waite..e.s
(STEPS COME UP AND STCP)
NARRATOR: A flashlight suddenly gces on, and ~-----
COLLIER: (YELLS) Brad! Brad iforgan!
MORGAN: Ch., It's you! I 2lmost let you have it, just nowl
COLLIER: Whet are you doing here? HoW.,..?
— MORGAIT: Minding cur own business, you might s&y...vhich is more thang
I can say for some people,
N COLLIER: Look if I winded my own business I wouldn't have & confession

- of murder from & guy whose welting outside in the car right
- now!
MCRGAN: What!

e "COLLIER: That's right ----znd by the woy vhat are you dolng here Brog?
Whet.,...

. MORGAN: We just roided this place. They were running & hot ear roacket
+++.8211ing stolen cars in Mexico with phony licenss pletes.

. Our birds flew the coop, but we hope to pilck 'em up later.
_ And Con...tell we something...
 COLLIER: Yea?

MORGAN: How does 1t feel to be allve?

...~ CHAPPELL: In just a moment, we will read ¥you & telegram from Conrad

Collier of the Houston Chronicle with the finel outcome

R of tonight's BIG STORY.
ez %5 (MUSIC: FANFARE

Jem— Y

AT e e g =T e e A S fn i At 57 T 18 wae A,
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THE BIG STORY
PELL MELL

CLOSING COMMERGIAL: )

{VIBRAPHONE: SIKGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
CHAFPELL: Of all America’'s leeding cigarettes only one is

"outstanding!" - only one iz "putstandingl"

HARRICE:  It's the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
package. PELL MELL!

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnslly fina,

mellov tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat,
HARRICE: Fllters the smoke end makes 1% mild.

CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction ne other clgerette offers you.

HARRICE: S50 enjoy the loncer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Good to look at - good to fesl - good to taste - and good
to smoke. FPEIL MELL FAMOUS CICARETTES - "Outsisnding!"

HARRICE: And - they arc mild!

RTHC1 001112




CHAPPELL:

COLI.IER:

CHAPPEILL:

BARRICE:

2w

Jow we read you thet telegram from Conred Collier of the

houﬂt?2;22r0n1ﬂ1e),—‘e
“chil#r ot é.,.( .nr—; .
Wikheblt

Py g T i t's Big
Jé“&xﬁkﬂﬁLf févﬂdJﬁJnaaﬁﬁdél umﬂ:ﬂ&ﬁa» ,faf
Storyjenefhe subseqdent Grand Jury inves /&,&:,*r‘i .
Azasect n) 67[.5?- L eat
- which X testiriedj organized ga Hous

qgmn;g;gLadggﬁg;gut but not before they completed their

last act oi‘ te“vorfqm. " Relph Leonard's
Lol Somre o :
k”le‘“ new to tmal} He was anmbushed and shot to
death. My sincere appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL
Awvard.
Thank you, Conrad Collier...the makers of PELL. MELL FAMOUS
CTCARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the fileld of
journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, same statlon, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
¢ BIG ETORY from the front pages of the Evansville Indisna
Press ~- by-line, John Ellert -- a BIG STORY - about
& hard luck guy who wanted a break and finally got it..
the hard way.

RTHO?1 oos1113
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CHAFPELL: The BIG STORY 1is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vliedimir Selinsky. Tonight's progrom wos written :
by Max Enrlich, your narrator wae Bob Sloone, and Lawson
Zerbe played the part of Conrad Colller, In order to
.protect the names of people actuelly involved In tonlight's
authentic BIG STORY ithe nomes of all characters in the
dramatization were chenged with the exception of the i
reporter, Mr. Collier, -

CHAPPELL: This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
- MELI: FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

ANNCR: THIS IS NBC .. THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
.*—. rp/mt/ ml
e 11/5/48 am
T A
gk

RTHKOT Q061114




e gttt 0 T cMeewwd s T oametaoet, T T TTTET

s THE BIG STORY

. RN A
moown gz 0 BROADG -
CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
MAN II BOB SLOANE »
- MA AGNES YOUNG
- WOMAN AGNES YOUNG
MRS, ANSOW ETHEL REMY
WOMAN II ETHEL REMY
NURSE JOAN SHEA
WOMAN ITI JOAN SHEA
EDDIE JOHN SYLVESTER
MAN JOHN SYLVESTER \
JOHN PAUL MANN
TYLER PAUL MANN
KEN BOB DRYDEN
MAN IIT BOB DRYDEN
CHATRMAN MANDEL KRAMER
. PONY MANDEL KRAMER
FERRYMAN ART CARNEY
SHERIFF ART CARNEY

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 24, %9“8
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THE_BIG STORY #87

( b )

10:00 - 10:30 P, M. NOVEMEER 24, 1948 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FaMOUS CIGARETTES present --- THE BIG STORY!

(PANFARE: _ _OPENING)

EDDIE: (ELATED) Ma, I eot 1t figursd out. I really have,

MA: Really, Eddie?

EDDIE; Se& - all the fieures, they come out this time. I pet a )
loan -~ a thousnad dollars - that'll glve me enough for
the boat. Then ﬁith a 1little luck - just one good break
- We ought to be 1n the black in a 3earf:is months --

MA: Sounds good to me, Eddie,

EDDIE: Sure -- thare's a lot of money in mussels and clamsg --
We'll call it - EDDIE'S FISH PLACE - what do you think? .

MA: Sounds vwonderful, Eddie-=-

EDDIE: Just one good break, ma, that's all - Just one------

(DOORBELL INTERRUPTS)

EDDIE: Gee, at this hour - it's after 11 - you expecting
anyhody?

MA Nope.

RDDIE: Well - (GETS UP GOES TO DOOR, OPENS IT)} Sheriff, hey come
on in. How arse you? Get cver your cold?

SHERIFF: Come on, Eddie .

EDDIE: What? \

SHERIFF: Comse on -- get your coat on and come on., We know you did
i1t, Eddie, (QUIETLY} You'rs wanted for murder,

{MUSIC: _ _ _HARSH_AND_UNDER:)_

LDIeS
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CHAPPELL:

-2~
THE BIG STORY - Here is America, it's sound and it's
fury -- 1t's jJoy and 1t's sorrov - as falithfully
reported by the men and women of the great American
newspapers, ({PAUSZ, THEN FLAT) Dateline, Evansville,
Indiana - the story Ef a man who needed Jjust one good
break, but he got zgn;}ter a murder had been committed
and when - it was a little too late. A for his
versistant and human work in this case, to reporter Jcochn
Ellert of the Evansville Press, goes the PELIL MELL
AWALRD for THE BIG STORY.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

RTKCO1 0081117
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THE BIG STORY 11/24/48

PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCI/AL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

wmat

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHALPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

ey

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
Of all America's leading clearettes only one is

"gutstanding”! - only one 1s "Outstanding"!

It's the longer, finer clgarette - FELL MELL!

Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL, PELL MELL'S grsater length

filters the smoke on the way to your throat. Filters the
amoke and makes it mild.
That's important! '

Yes PELL MELL'S greater length of tradliicnally fins,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke 6n the way to your
throat. '

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Thus PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, wmildnass and

satisfaction no other cizarette offers you.

8¢ enjoy the lonzer, finer clgarette in the distinguishad

red package - PELL MELL.

Good to look at - good to feel - good to taste - and

wood to smoke, FELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES -

"outstandineg®!

And - they are wmild.

I T L s ] e s e e e
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Now the story &as it actually happened. Reporter John

Ellert's story, as he lived 1t., Evansville, Indiana...

¥You, John Eller, reporter for the Evansvlille Press had
known him all his 1ife - Hard-Luck Eddle Bannon, a kid
Wmenn. with two strlkes agalnst him: no father, a2 hard
vorking mother. The kind of kig, If you gave him the
cholce of heads gnd talls, when the coln fell - 1t would
stand on end, Hard-Luck Eddie Bannon, now faclng the

vworst thing he!'é ever faced in hls life, A murder chargs.

Eoddie meverd had g giel .

NURSE:

MRS, ANSON :

v Girls had been ohe of his big problems, and then he met

Eleanor Kamp: a »right, good-locking girl in town whou
he loved and who seemwed to like him. They were getting
along fine. And then, you heard what happened first
from &2 nurse at the General Hospital......

She could just barely talk, Mr. Ellert -- her throat had
been cut and all she sald was "He had a sweater - a red

and vhite sweater" --

Eddie Bannon hae a red and white gweater - wore it all the
time, and then you heard from the woman who lived next
door to Eleanor Kaop.

(EXCITED) It was going on 10:30 - late, and I saw him ring
the btell of her house and go in. An hour later, 1t
happened - he started shouting and she did too and then
next thing he ran out of the houss - like the devil
himself was chaslng him--and that peoor chtld,.ﬁleanor,,

wasa. lying there bleeding kepspoomemedl to death,

RTXO1 0081119
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S1OANE

TYLER:

SHERIFF:

TONY:

SHERIFF:

TONY:
JOHN:
SHERIFF:
JOHN:

TONY:

e o e % WM md £ AL T T TS RSSO S e et e mmwoamnens e v owed o SRUSamc e

The circumstances tiehtened like a noose around Eddie
Bannon's neck. Thare was only one ray of hope - George

Tyler, who tawght at the Sunday School. He sald something

{01bISH) I was sitting on my porch just afore goilng to
bed - thinking over the lesson of David and Goliath
{that was my text for the children) (next day in Sunday
School) -- and I saw him running., He stopped for a
second, front of mj house -- had on a red and vhite
sweater. But it wasn't Eddle Bannon. Looked to we likq

Tony Grimes.

The Sherlff pleked up Eddis and zlzo Tony Grimes. You,

John Ellert, reporter, sat by_hoperully as the Sheriff

questioned Tony Grimes -- {Tony knew Eleanor XKamp too -
had beew

a-yoar—aeo they wewe engaged) ™ yedr g

You hated Eleanor Kamp, ¢idn't you Tony?

(SURLY, BIG) I didn't hate her. Didn't like her,

Everybody knows I didn't llke her - but I didn't hate

her.

Hated her beczuse she turned you dovwn for Eddie Bannon,

didn't you, Tony?

Told you I didn't like her, but I didn't hate her, no.

You always carry a knife, don't you, Tony?

Thanks, John - jJjust gonne ask that myself---

Don't you ?

Evorybody knows I carry a knife., Lota of folkKs carry’a

knife. Look, I wasn't even in town. I was flshing

I
that night, ddWm=be Freetown, 13 wile up the river,

) s e A o et -
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SHERIFF: Can you prove thet, Tony?
TONY: Stayed in Tom Heeley's shack in Freetown. Check with him,

Went fishine with Tom and another fellow there - nawe of

Bob Shaw.
JOHN: Itve got the names down, Sheriff,
'f; SHERIFF:  Thank you, John. We'll check thoge names, Tony.
TONY: You go and echeck - what I'm telling you's the truth.

Didn't 1like her, had a knife - but I never killed her.
(MUSIC: _ _ _UP AND UNDER)
SLOANE : Tony Griwes had 2n alibl, It stood up. Bul it was
different with Eddle Bannon--
SHERIFF: Where were you that night, Eddis -- tell me whers you

were from eight o'cloek on---

EDDIE: {IOoW) Just walking Sheriff, jusi walking around town.
JOHN: Tell the sheriff exactly what you did, Bddle. It'll be
"“ easier--
Mp, EiLle~T,
EDDIE: I'11 try, veesa, PBut I just walked - Up Main an hour.

Then over U4th Street. Then out to the Mazey Sawmill --
just stood there.

JOHN; Why'd you walk zround town, Eddis?

= EDDIE: Tryine to get my head clear - figure something out.
SHERIFP: You had a fieht with Elsanor, dldn't you?
EDDIE: (Low} Ye:,&-;;;:':." I was trying to figurs out what to s}ay -

to fix things up. I never had a girl before, Shankfid -

and I liked Eleanor. We had a fight, we sald some

S awful things t'each other -- but I wouldn’t ¥ill a givl

i I loved, Sheriff, I'd navér do that. Fenmp—seadd-Seire

o g

w:f:‘A: SHERIFF: (SHARP) How long singce you been carrying 2 knife?
EDDIE: A week. '

e

——r
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SHERIFF:
EDDIE:
SHERIFF:
EDDIE:

SHERIFF:

SLOANE:

MAN:

MRS. ANSON:

SLOANE:

TYLER:

.-47_
Wny 41d you suddenly decide to carry a knife?
No reason, I just wanted to have it with wme.
{SHARP) What did you do with your sweater?

I don't know, Sheriff.

ME, EctenT,
lost it, a=hn, tell him I wouldn't kill EBleanor -- I

I lost 1t., Two weeks ago, I

wouldn't kill a girl I loved. Can't you give me & break,

Sheriff. Just one break?

-~ IT'm booking you for murder, Eddie., I'm sorry.

Everyone was sorry, Everyona knew Eddie Bannon never had

a chance - not once 1n his life - everyonse knew, including
you, John Ellert of tha Evansville Press, that he dldn't
have a chance in the courtroom, in the trial that opened’
the next week. Witness after witnuss cawe forth and
told what they'd seen---

It was his - sweater - no question about 1t - red and

white stripes

He atarted fiehting with hsr - and then she screawed and
he ran away.

Even Tyler, the Sunday School teacher, didn't help --

on the stand, he said

{(CAREFUL) Oh no sir, your honor - I didn't say that,

I said I thourht 1t was Tony - I thought so. But my .
: Breat ;
eyes bkt a1l thoy used to bo and -~ I admlt Lt - T made

mistakes before,

Tyler wag the only witnesas that might have saved Eddie

Bannon and you knew it, John Ellert. You knew it. You

knew the way ths case was goinz- and there wasnit

anythineg you c¢ould do about it. (MORE)

m =,

RTHKO1 CQOR1T122

AL B W e e s Sl F T -



SILOANE:

(CONT 'D)

EPLIE:

S1OANE:

JOHN:
EDDIE:
JOHN:
EBDIE:

JOHN:

EDDIE:

JOHN :

T L s

-8-
Hard-Luck Eddie Bannon wag about to face his last plece
of Hard-Luck., And then,-:;a day after Tyler testified -~--
it happened, Eddis Bannon came inte coupt with a wilad
100k in his eyes and sald---
(LOoW} Your honor, I want to confess, I killed Eleanor
Xamp in ecold blood. I took my knife and I kllled her,
I done it because she told we she wouldn't marry me, I'm

sorry I done it. But I k1116d her.

It doesn't seem posslble to you, John Ellept. Therels
something wrong, IEddle loved that girl., He wouldn't
¥ill her. You'd %nown him all his life. Hard luck, yes
-- 211 the breaks zgainst him - yes ----- but killing h
Eleanor Kamp and oonfsssing.to the purder =--- no, There
wag something wrong, So two waeks later you wWent te ths
state penitentiary and sat with the broken wman vwho was
Eddie Bannon - and you, perhipa his only friend on earth,
talked to him...,.....

Eddie, did you kiil her?

What's done's done. )

Did you?

What's the difference?

What do you mean - what'a the difference? If you didn't!
k11l her - why did you confess to 1t? '

She's dead. Everything's dead. What's the difference if
I live or if I dle. There's no reason to live, is there?

Oh, Eddfe, Don't talk 1like a ---

RTXKO1 QUuet1i23




EDDIE:

JOHW:
EDDIE:
JOHN:

EDDIE:

JOHN:

EDDIT:

{MUSIC:

Itm only sorry I got to 1ive. That's vwhat I'm sorry for.

That I ot to

1ivg, When ‘she g}edlthera waen't ne

reason Lo live no mors. T wish aentenced we to the

ehalr,

Just teil me this -~ dld you ¥ill her? Did you?

No.

Thatts all I wanted to know, NosH s honcto-mag=—fcdemnril

know—if-thersts—anytiing I—ean—ao7 b meprot—roknE—t0o-
~ig;:ﬁﬂn:hur#:gou:saA&_hana.ths:mee&-a¥=faar—%ife. Why
datd you confess 1r you didn't do 1t?

The trial was

that way.

going agalnst me anyhow, It was faster

Oh, Eddie, Eddle - you're such a fool. Look: therd!s

a willion reasons to live. You're young - okay, you've

had a lot of bad breaks - put there's your mother and

there are other girls and what about vhaet—thausend

dellars—yeucHerTRAnRG—BoRRaV , all your plans - buy a

boat - 2o into busineas. EDDIE'S FISH PLACE. ZEddie,

Ttve known you 21l your life - 28 years - whalt do you

gay we try? Whzt do you say?

(PAUSE)
M
(IN A BURST)

do? Is there

R Cltert
oy, you think thereats something we can

a chance? Is there - no fooling? I

didn't k11l hgr. I Aidn't, T111l the last &wep=of breath

in my body L'1l say that: I aidn't kill her, Tell me

the truth ta there a chance? You think I could gt -

just one ceficent break? Just one?

IN WITH WARRATOR)

e et T it o

RTXOT 001124




g - e, e A3 T, MET L s ST D
e o i e = R TR - AT

PRI SPPEREEL SR EEE P, Rt s s
a——b . e

Lt

-10-

SLOANE: Because he looks at you with that sad, crooked smile of
his and asks for one decent break - you know you'lve ot
to help this hard - luck kld. BScmehoew 1in him, John
Ellert, reporter, you find a symbol of the trouble and
hard luck most people face on sarth - and so, in the face
of what seewms to you imposalble, you shake hls hand,
anaet-him=ar=the—skontders and SAY.i1s+..:4

JOHN: ﬁ;ﬂ/ﬂz’Wo're gonna geb vou out of this., How, I don't know, but

we'lre gonna do 1t., Just one decent break.

(MUSIC: _ _ _UP TO_TaG)
- CHAPPELL: We will be back in just & moment with tonight's BIG
3 STORY.

{MUSIC: _ _  FANFARE)

(MIDDLE COMMERGIAL)

rr B T BT g T =
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THE BIG STCRY 11/24/48

PROGRAM

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandine!"

For PELL MELL'S ereater length filters the smoke on the

way to your throat. Pllters the smoke and makes it mild

Yesg, PELL MELL'S groater length of traditioconally fine,

mglliow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'3 greater length. Yes, your

eyes can see the difference -- your throat can tell you

PELL MELL'S greater leneth ol traditionally fine, mellow
totaceos means a longer, natural filter to screen and
co¢l the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,.

Enjoy the longer, finer, cigarette {in the distinguished

Good to look at - good to feel - mood to tagte - and

Remember, PELL MELL'S greater leneth of fine tobaccos

filters the amoke on the way to your throat-filters

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandine!"

VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, 'OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE: And -~ they are mllid,
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE: That's important.
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

what It means,.
CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:

red package -- PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL:

good Lo smoke,
HARRICE:

the smoke and makes 1t mild.
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE: And - they are mild.

P
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(MUSIC: _ _ INTRO AND UNDER:)
HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you Lo your narrator and+HeTBj Stary
o
wporter John Ellert lex-RBESE3BeERY as he lived it and wrote
15—~
GFossey
SLOANE: Time has apeasd-since you John Ellert of the Evanaville

Freass sald you were going to free Eddis Banhon of the

murder charze agalnst him. A lot of time, Seven years

- have elapsed. And 1t's become something of an obession
with you., You've got te prove this hard-luck kid (now
35) is 1innocent. Long ago you exhausted everything: an
appozal to the sheriff.....

JOHN: But sheriff he made the confession - out of despair -

boecause he didn't want to live---

(MUSIC:  _ _ _CHORD (SAY WQ)_
SLOANE: Long ago you went to the Parsclo and Pardon Board----
JOHN: Gentlemsn, at the trial, witives after witnoss

testifizd they sew him; now I have thelir affidavits
that they are not sure. Certeinly a conviction baged on

such doubtful eveidence warrants a reopening of the caze.

SLOANE; The Sheriff said no - the Board sald no - and though you
44 tta pavale banmne
went backVevery year the ansvwer vas the =apme.
CHAT RMAN: Sorry, Mr. Ellert - there's nothlmg the Board can act on,
e SLOANE: s+s.-but 1t was on your mind night and day -- the sad,
----- twisted face and the sad twisted life of a kl1d named
Eddie Pannon, now an old man at 35 in the stats

penitentlary. Then summer came - 7 yoars after Eddie

. Bapnon went to prison - beautiful, hot summer -- and you
i decided to take a trip in your wotorboat - bempek=wrow
~,
- Peowsttaid - 2 boat trip up on the Green River.

. R A o - LT e a e e WL il et e amam L mmmoman
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SIOANE:

FERRY:
JOHM:

FEKRY :

JOHN:

FERRY:
JOHN:
FERRY:
JOHN:
FERRY:

JOHN:
FERRY:
JOEN:
FERRY:
JOHN:
FERRY:

JOHN:

-13-

{MOTORBOAT UNDER})
A week went by, lolling in the waters, fishing, your
mind on nothine in particular - and then you met the
ferryman at Harpsr's Landine, 60 miles from Evansville---
Nice boat you got thera.
Thanks, How'!s the fishine arcund here?
Not much, not much. Lot of open mins shaifts up the river
-~ dirties up the stream - kills fishineg. You a
fisherman?
No, Just a reporter - up here on vacation, Up from
Evansville.
Oh, Evansville---
You know Evansville?
Nope -~ that's whers the Bannon boy come from, wasn't {{?
(SUDDENLY) Barnon! Eddle Bannon?
That's right Eddie was his first name. Supposed to kill
that zirl there now wasn't it - five, slx years ago?
Did you follow it 1in the papers?
Just a lot of talk about it up here,.
Why up hepe?
Well I can't rightly say -- Know old Ken Kenneths?
Who?
Ken Kenneths. Kind of a funny old duck - comas down
rough hore one or tiwice a year -- llves up near one of
them abandoned mines -- sometimes - has himself a house-
boat, Hates folks, but.that man knows everyth;ng there
is to know about the Eddle Bannon case,

Where do I find him?

RTXKAO1 0061128
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FERRY: .

WOMAN II:
JOHN :

WOMAN II:

SLOANE:

14~

That T couldn't tell you. Don't like peopie much - kind
of a nermit, Might be 200 mile rgom here now - Waabls
sematter—youeni-to find-hin? What's a matter, you

interested in this Bannon case?

Know where Ken Kenneth is,. Mister?

What do you want with that ¢l@ fool?

I just want to Tind hiwm, sir, if you ean help?

Adin't around hers. Try up the river 15, 20 miles. But

what anybody want with that old fool is more than I know.

That's rieht.
I'm lookine for 0ld Ken Kenneths.
Well you come here too late. He picked up anchor ten

days ago -- Wenlt north,

You can't find him. (PAUSE} And then you come to
Pigeonts Creak -- the streaw you're on runs wmmeturaddy .-
slov ard slugelish -- high peaks rise from the stream's
bed -- wind swirls down the valley and rain comes in
sudden bursts. And then you sse it, In an instant you
know tt's his boat: Ken Kenneth's - a weird-looking,
flat houseboat with smoke ocomlng out of a twisted chimmey.
You pull over and get on beoard......

: {(FOR THE ABOVE UNDER AND NOW STEPS ON A DECK.

KNOCK ON A DOQR)

(DEADPAN THROUGHOUT BRISK) Who's that? (DOOR OPENS)

Mr. Kenneths?

e — e h it AW T AR e 42 T SRS T R e e e
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KEN:

JOHN:

KEN:

JOHN:
KEN:

JOHN:

S1LOANE:

JOHN:

e e ————— e Bl A R

_15..
T'm Kenneths? I could of shoot you tvespassing on my
propersty without perwmission - who told you come on board?
Itve got to talk to you, Mr. Kenneths. .
Man buys a houssboat - lives on it all his 1life - does
1t to keep people away. Glt out of here, Mister.
(FAST} I've got to talk to you about Eddie Bannon.
(SLIGHT INTERES) What about Eddie Bannon?
I think he's innocent, Mr. Kenneths "~ for 7 years I've
been trying to prove it. TFolks here tell me you know
all about the case,
Who told you?
0h, a lot of peorle, Mr. Kenneths.
Polks ought to ksep thelr mouth shut.
Can you help clear Eddle?
What'!s your interest?
Iim & friend of Eddia's. Probably the only one he's got
in the world. He's spsnt T ysars in jall for a crime
he never...,»..
(INTERRUPTS) You don't have to tell we., T know, Sit
down. I'll give you the facts. Maybe some'lY say 1
should of told before - but - the world and me parted
company years ago - I don't want ne part of the werld--
I don't know thls Bannon - don't care one way or t'other

about him ~ but if & Ffellow comes, far as you must of

come to find we, I1'1ll talk.

He come here the night it happened. He come with no hat

and no shoes.

Who came, Mr. Kenneths?

ATXKO1 0061130
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| KEN: Grimes - that's who - Tony Grimes, Dldn't you know he
- done 1t?
: JOHN: I didn't know for surs.
KEN: He come - and he says "Can I stay on your boat?" He

fished with me once or twice, years ago, I says, "Sure”
~-~-I didn't ask him then what he done.....but that
nieht, I'm laying in wy bunk -- with him in the next
one and making out like I'm aslesp.,.(FADING) that's
when T heard hiwm.....

TONY: (ANGRY] She had it comwing to her, BShe had it coming to
her, I'wm eglad I d4id it, I'd do It agein.

KFN: (PROJECTS A LITTIE)} Grimes - Grimesa! You talkineg in

your sleep?

TONY: Shut ur and go to sleep and leave me alone,
s KEN: Vho bad it cowming to her?t
w-rH Fooa
TONY: Go to sleep,,ro to sleep.
KEN: What you glad you did, Grimes? Huhh? I heard you.
TONY: All right, you want to know - I killed a girl. That's

what, Eleanor Kamp. Throw mwe over for-that Eddie Bannon.
. I says "you get rid of him or I'11l kill you" - She had 1t

cowing to her,

T KEN: You must be 2 dirty coward, Grimes - killing a woman.
TONY; You shut wup, noboedy asked yau,

T KEW: I think you're a dirty coward.

:;; TONY: Look, old mwman - there's two of us on this boat - juat the

o wo of us. Tomorrow morning there ain't gonna be but one,

- KEN: I say you're a liar, Tony Grimes and a coward to boot.

e I like to mee you do something about 1t, I like to see
¥ou put your mcney whers your mouth 1s. Want. %o bet?

(FAUSE)

. '
LA
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KEN:
JOHN:

JOHI:

CEATRMAN:
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(BACK WITH JOHN) I—was—right - -whaEtrs—your-name?
dohn-Eldert---

MMM -- I was right. WNext morning he left. Nevaé touchsed
me, Too scared to. ILeft. Went to Freetown. Oald he
was golng to fix an alibl in Freetown. Left beshind an

old sweater he wore.

A svweater?

-

0ld red and white stripe sweater. Didn't fit hiw ¢lther.
Most of stols it.

You convince the old man - to dictate that statewent off,

~to sign it ( with an "X"} - and you take 1t back with you.

You take 1t to the parole board.
Mr. Ellert - this is iwmportant information -- the Board

i3 happy to offer a parole to Edward Bannon.

You get to Edéis, a strangely tired looking Eddie, an
almost heaten Eddie and you give him the news.

COUGHS. (Mo ENTHUSIASM) Thanks, John, Thanks. .

What's the matter with you?

I won't accept a parole, I never killed Eleanor. I want
a pardon not a parole.

(COUGHS)

He's right - he's entitled to full freedom - & pardon -
not the shadow of life under a parcle. (That cough's
bad - he ought te do something about that cough} 30 you
2o after Tony'Grimes, who disappeared from Evansville 5

years ago. And wWithin three days you find him,

RTXOT 0061132
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______ WOMAN III: Yes, that's it Mr. Ellert -- sorry,
JOHN: He's dead. Tony Crimss 1s dead.

WOMAN III: Yes, disd tWo years ago this October 7th., Died in prissn,

(MUSIC: _ _UP AND_UNDER) _
SLOANE; 80 you d6 the only thing that's left., You write the full
S . story Ken Kenneths told you and you ask ecitlzens to com

fortu and tell if they know anything that can get Eddie

"""" Babnon his pardon. And the first article brings resulis,
WOMAN: My, Ellert - I saw Eddie PBannon at the time Elsanor Kanp
was wurdered. He was sitting on a bonch in a park, just

. cutside my house.

JOHN: Will you sign an affidavit?

WOMAIY Oh, yes sir - I'1l be glad to. Bhe=peor=hey.
{MUSIC: _ _ _CHORD)

MAN TII: Tony Grimes came to my house that night.

"JOHNW: Hs diq?

MAM III: Yos, Mr, Ellert, he did., I'm ashamed to say thls, but I

Ca koapt quiet all this time -~ because -- he said hefd kili
me if T t§lked.
JOHN: What happened that night?
MAN III: He camwe and said "put we up". He had his knife so I puts
him up, It was just after he killed her - he‘kept
— sayiné aloud, F=heandbim - "She had it coming, shs had
o it cominz." ¥He took hls shoes off and lald down, then

all of a sudden, he got up and ran out of the house---

o (MUSIC: _ .. _CHORD TNTQ:) _

. .SLOANE: That doss 1t -- all the pisces are togepher novw, Tony
,;ﬁ- Grimes dld ?E; He killed Eleanor Kamp,mséghﬁo this man's
=»~;-fy house,hz;ezu(Qithout his shoes) and made his way to Ken
T Kenneths. _ {MORE)

RTXQT 001133
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SLDAEE: Then the altbl in Freetown and the rest -- You present
S (cowz D) i1t all, the day before Thanksgiving, to the Pardon and
Parole Board-----

CHAIRMAN: Gentlemen, I know I express. the ssntiments of this board
when I say =-- we wish we had been able to do what we arse
doing today - seven years ago., Edward Bannon is herby

B granted full and unconditional pardon.

SLOANE: Thankseiving Day you meet him - & man who's weight is
down to 115 pounds =~ skin, bonss and a tired smile on
his face.....and the two of you go cut for a turkey -~ .
dinner. His mother dled three years apgc. He doesn't
eat much, A drink he's ordered just sits in front of

e him.

EDDIE: John, I don't know how to thenk (STARTS T0 GOUGH, IT'S
VORSE BY NOW}

JOHN : Hey, take a glass of water,
EDDIE: (COUGHS. DRINKS. STOPS} Thanks.
- JOHN ¢ Feel hetter?
EDDIE: Sure. I'm fins. You've been wonderful - no kiddineg.

Seven years and novw I'm a free man., It's a great feeling.
JOHN: Well, kid - now wa're golng to get you a job and a placs
to llve =wéd----
p;v EDDIE: This is the best Thanksgiving of my {COUGHS) -- excuss
_u_; me, of my life--
e JOHN: ITll bet. All we need ia just ons more break - & job -
and we're set.
o EDDIE: Yeah - that's all., A man couldn't ask for wore than

. that. I don't feel much like eating---

- - . i waaa ea e maame bwm T
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JOHN
EDDIE:
JOHN :
EDDIE:

JOHN:

-20-
Sure, Listen you ought to see a doctor about that cough.
Sure, T will., Don!'t worry about it, John.
Hey, what do, you say we drink a toast---%
Swell---
To just one break:a guy really needs: }ust one good braak,

(THE GLASSES CLINK)

fn just a2 moment wa will read you a telegram from John

VMU Ud e Prid ‘-;‘rq:‘.bc.

Ellert of the Evansiville Press with the,finalt outcome
ALY

of tonlpght's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

RTXO1 QOB1135
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CLOSING COMMERGCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

. fIARRICE:

(VIBRAPHONZ: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
Of all Amsrica's leading cigarettes only one 1is

"outstanding”

- only ons is ‘"Qutstandine!"

It's the loneer, finer cigarettis in the distingulshed red

package, PELL MELL!

For PELL MELL'S grecazter length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobacceos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat.
Filters the smoks and makes 1t mild.

Thus PELL MELL give you a smoothness mildness and -

satisfaction no other clearette offers you.

S0 enjoy the longer, finer ciearette in the distinguishsad

red package -- PZLL MELL,

Good to look at - good to feel -~ good to taste ~ and good

to smoke. FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandine”

Ahd they are pmild!

J R L R A T L
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from John Ellert of ths
Evansville Press.

ELLERT+ With his reolease the innocent man in tonleht's Big Story
finally =ot a break, but like everything else he got 1t
ths hard way - a little bit boo late. The mornine

A;M following his release the doctors told me that Eddie

Bannon had one month to 1iveﬁwaig;ﬁéiiam¢ for tonight's
Fell Mell Award.

CHAPFELL: Thank you, John Ellart....the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES sre proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500'aAvard for notable service in the field of
journalism.

A HARRICE: Listen again next veok, same time, same station, when

PELL MELL FAMOUS CICARETTES will present another EIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Chicago
Herald - Americen by-line, Albert F, Baenziger -- 2
BIG STORY - about a men who got all mixed up in a

o murder and & reporter who straightened tim out,....for

1life.
{MUSIC: _ _ _THEME WLPE & FADE TQ BG_ON QUE)
CHAPPELL: The BIG STCRY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, wilth

music by Vladimir Solinsky. Tonlght!s prograwm waa written
. by Arnold Perl your narrator was Bob 3loane, and Paul
—— Mznn played the part of John Ellert. In order to protect
the names of peopls actuelly involwed in tonlght's
SR authentic BIG STORY the names of all characte?s in the

dramatization vere changed with the exception of the

— reporter, Mr. Ellert,
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{MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCRH

“23e REVISED

This is Ernest Chappell spezking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOU®: CIGARETTES. This Thanksgiving Eve,
with the United Church Canvass urerway, Americans
everywhere are being urged to.rearrirm alleglance
to their own religlous faith., Do your part by
supperting and attending your church or synagogue
regularly.

THIS IS NBC...... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

—— SR EREE R S
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. WHBC & THE_BIG STORY #88
. ( ) }
10:00 - 10:30 P.M, DECEMBER ), 1948 WEDNESDAY
N ANNCR : PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
{MUsIC: _ _UR AND DOWN BEHIND:)

- KILIER: (A SLIGHTLY SISSIFIED VOICE, BUT WITH A MEAN INFLECTION)
let's see nov...
(SCRATCH OF FEN ON PAPER, INTERMITTENTLY UNDER,

CONTROLLING ACCORDING TO FOLLOWING, WHEN HE CORRECTS
SELF)
KILIER: {AS HE WRITES) Desr Mother -- and -- Dad. (PAUSE) Having
a wonderful honeymoon, just driving arcund., Would give an
s address but don't know vwhere the next day will find us,
S0 when vwe get settled come szee for yourself, All the
- best and love feom ~-

Your --- loving -~ deaughter,

ry rL B ST RO Tk
S e A L R 3 Mt Y i o -

KILIER: Emma Albert Cattley, (PAUSE) Huh, Thet ought to do it.
{SORT OF A MUSING SNEER) Emme Albert Cattley. Huh,

— - —

e CHAFPELL: THE BIG STORY, Here 1z America...its sound and its fury ...
its joy end its sorrow...es falthfully reported by the men
ardl women of the great American newspapers, (PAUSE, COID

AND FIAT) Chicago, Illinoiq. From the peges of the Chicago
Hepald-Americaen the authentlc atory of s man wvho was many
things to many people - but to tonight's reporter he was
Just & murderer, And for his work in this case to Alvert F,

Baenaiger goes the PELL MELL Award for the BIG STORY.

e P

.- (MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE)
I (OPENING COMMERGIAL)

e - S L 1
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FELL MELL

THE BIG STORY 12/1/48

CFENING COMMERCTAL:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICZE ;

» CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :
CHAPPEL:

- HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :

CHAPPEL:

HARRICE :

e
et L]

..w.:- \ﬁ_

(VIBRAFPHONE: SINGIE, OUTSTANDING BONGl)
0f all America's leading cigarettes only one is

"Outstending!"  only one is "Qutstanding"!

, It's the longer, fipner cigarette - PELL MELL!

Discover for yourself why so mesny of your frilends have
changé& te FELL MELL. PELL MELL'S grester length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat. Filters the smoke
and makes it mild,

That's important!

Yes, PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way te your
throat. _

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Thus PELL MELL gives you a smootrness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

5o enjoy the longer, fiuer cigarette in the distinguished

red packsge -- FELL MELL.

Good to look at - good to feel - good to teste - and goed

to smoke., FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "putstapnding”!

And - they are mild,

ARTKOT Q081142
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BAENZIGER:
VOICE:

BAENZIGER:
VOICE:

BAENZIGER:
VOICE:
BAFNZIGER«
VOICE:
BAENZIGER:
VOICE:
BAENZIGER:
VOICE:

Now the story as it actually happened, Al Baenziger's
story as he lived it,.,..Chicago, Illineois.

You, Al Baenezlger, end the Chicago Herald-American are

. Practically synonymzous, Adlesfomy=grTreorr-iier-semni

RNttt meers  You've seen clty editors come,
and nervous wrecks go..,.and the word around the clty
room is -- putomaticelly -~ "the big ones go to Baenziger."”
And so -~ vhen a hijacker's war bresks out in bloody
Willismson County, who's down thers coveriug? Yeah, and
who, when he's right in the middie of & story, gets & long
distance call?

(TEIEPHONE RING AND UNCRADLIE)
Basnziger speaking.
(FILTER) City desk. That's nice stuff you been sending,
Ben, so --
(QUICK) 8o I get s bonus and three days off.
(FILTER) 6o you get to pack your bag and take off for
Mauston, Wisconsin., Good story breaking there, Ben,
It needs you,.
Flettery'll get you nowhere, son. Who did what to whom?
(FILTER) Some guy killed his wife, They think,
What do you méan -- think?
(FIITER) Well -- the guy they got, The body -- not,
What em I supposed to get?
(FIIPER) A confessilon,
Oh no, o

(FILI'ER} For pege one, Monday,
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BAENZIGER:
VOICE:
BAENZIGER:

KILIER:
CASHIER:
KILIER:

CASHIER:
- KILIER:

CASHIER:

CASHIER:

KILIER:
CASHIER:

Oh no!

[FILTER) aAnd it's Friday now, so you hit for Wisconsin,

ch nol '

S0 when you get to the little town of Mauston, Wisconsin,

.a valise - and toothbrush jump beyond Chicago, anocthsr

Herald-American recvorter who's been covering dbrings you up
to dste on the storr. Some three weeks ago: he has learned
(BRCFH-PaBP) & portly, pompous, carefully dressed
individusal walks intoc a bank a coupls of howns down the
line ...

(BUZZ OF BANK AND PEOPIE TATEING UP AND TO B.G.)
(AS CHARACTERIZED ABOVE) I have a 1ittle check hare --
A check to cash, that is.
Are you a depositor here, sir?
Ah, ne, Thet 1s, not exactly, no, My wife, my wife is,
Mrs, Winston Catitley.
Would her account te under thet name?

No. The name was -- lee—mricderressrnte—(ipeeete Albort .

Emma Albert.

¢ne moment plsasse, sir,

(FIIE DRAWER PULLED OPEN, A PAUSE, AND AS IT IS
SHUT)
Al) right sir. I'11 cash the check for you.
That's very kind of you. Here,
-- oight hundred and eighty seven dellars -- that's the

entire balance,

e e

< Bt gyt B b T
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KILIER:

CASHIER:

CASHIER:
KILIER:

CASHIER:

V.F,:

-5-
Yes. My wife is closing tho account. You see, I'm a bond
sélesman, end -- (QUITE THE PHONEY EEARTY LAUGH) -- well,
if you can't trust your own husband .., advice, that is --
{THE LAUGH)
Yes sir, 1I'll just check the signature...,

{PILE DRAWER AGAIN, PAUSE, SHUT UNDER)
Fine. WNow, how will you have it, sir.

Ah -- c¢ash, that is, yes, cash, Some lerge bpills,

Sash, Yes sir, (WITH SOUND THEREOF) ‘Mwadsha a hundred,

two hundred, three, Povmfdepoewfideomiios (BEGIN FADE)

So much for that btank. A week later, the same individusal
in the guize of a reversnd turns up at the desk of a
vice-president of another bank alf a state sway. A&nd
g&vwaJ@j;fc
hits him for a nice wprem nepgotiable bearer bonds,
o
Here you are, Reverend., < thousand in hundred dcllar bills,

i, wso
tvo thousand, three thousens®, £1ve hundred—im-tsonbinme

[l

frun  rhogiegast o R

Diasloemprwis, | ,

( FPMEOFoI0=NOT—PnE e oM~ T VIR PREYIDUS=CUTNTI™ ) So
wach for that bdank...35,000 worth of "so much." The, only
last week, {SNEAK SOUND AS INDICATED NEXT) the same
individual turns up &t a stockholder's meeting of the Regal
01l Company ... & routine meating, routina business, until-

(MODEST HUBBUB OF VOICES UP AND TO B.G.)
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KILILER:

CHAIRMAN:
KILIER:
CHATRMAN:
KILIER:
CHATIRMAN:
KILIER:

CHAIRMAN:

KILLER:

CHATRMAN:

KILIER:

CHIRMAN:

KILIER:
CHA TRMAN:

e e T R St S AT L T NSy TnT S T s

-G-
(PRYING FOR ATTENTION} Ah =-- Mr, ah -- chairman, Mr,
Chairmpan «- gh ~-=-
(THE $QUND DIES DOWN) !
(QUIETER NOW HE HAS THE FLOOR) Mis - ter chairmsn,

¥1ll you identify yourself, please,

‘Winston Cattley 1s mr name, Doctor Winston Cattley, thaet

{AFTER A PAUSE) I don't find your name on the =-
Holding proxies for Mwm, Albert,
Sl g TS T, ~ -

is,

Mrs. Emma Albert, My wife. The, sh, pressnt Mrs, Winsifon

Cattley. (THE LAUGH AND THRCAT CLEARING} And
representing my wife, “wawsbedacimm, that is, I ah -

(THE LAUGH) heve certain -- ah, instructions, and -- gh,
intentions. In the line of voting, that 1is,.

Would you state them,

I would, most -- eh, willingly., (PAUSE) The voting of a
high dividend on waabemredwpatewsm:onmon stock,

Cf which, as Mrs. (CAREPULLY) Cattley's proxy, you hold
e good deal -- pueﬁaaaaﬁagzock, that is. And stand tq
receive quite a large sum if a high dividend is voted.
That is -- sh, correct.
{AFTER A BEAT) 8Sir -- would you care to step into the
next room? The officers would like to discuss this with
You. And weuld you bring your proxies with you? They
are, I presumz, signed by your wife?
To be gure, yes.
Then would you sbep into the next room -- plesase?

(DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES ON ABOVE) /: ﬁ%'(;u )

Gentlemen -~ this {s -- (VERY COLD]ACattley.

( fanee.)

e i MK BT A e e b A Aebimin emt e o R
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KILIER: Doctor Cattley.
CASHIER: You were a bond salesman when I cashed you & check, mister,
V.P.: And & Reverend wvhen you visited my bank, Huebeh

CHATRMAN Is this the men?
CASHIER & EThat‘s him,..

V.P.,: Undoubtedly,..
KILIER: . (SUDDENLY NOT UNCTICUS) Now what's going on here? What
in the -- e

o

ﬁHAIRMAN: All right, %éﬁi::' Take over, And here -- you'll want
these proxies as Turther evidence, T gﬁess.

KILIER® Evidence., Evidence of what? Of what?

CHATRMAN: Forgery,friend. FKeverend doctor gslieswmsn Gétizey—-
forgery!

POLICE CHIEF: All right, Cattley, What's the storr? Where elss did
¥ou pull this phoney signature stulf?

KILIER: I refuse to be intimidated, T don't cere 1f you are chief
of police., I refuse. On the grounds that it might tend

to degrade and incriminate me!

CHIEF: Huhi{ Wow ha's a lawyer too!
{MUSIC: _ _ACCENT)
j'z..rr‘l.u""
CHIEF: Look, Cattley -- we've got encugh wibhesbmpoussirdirbng to

make the forgery charge stick, 3But you'd better start
talking about somsthing else if you don't want another

charge pasted on you.

KILIER: Something else, What?

CHIEF: Your wife, Her whereabouts. If you don't tell us where
she 1s -- the other charge’ll be smmrder, Wherg's your
¥ife? -

{MUSIC: _ _ KIT AND GO_UNDER) _

A i nam  ae —n -
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NARR:

CHIEF:

BENZIGER:

CHIEF:

BENZIGER:
CHIEF:

BENZIGER:
CHIEF:
BENZIGER:
CHIEF:

BENZIGER!

R L TP DIPREPI

e Toh L CLL XL SR

-8-
Amd right there the story is handed to you, Al Baenziger,
Funny part of it 1s, Cattley 1s as slick as a bullfrog 1in
the rain, Not only is he an expert peamsn -- but he has
been a preecher, he does hold a medical degree, and he
has handled bond deals -- As for chief of police --
We're up a tree, Kr, Benziger. We can convict him in

two shakes on the Torgery chargs, Titmsakddaisorepmerblk

-

i’m&uj—?. Eut I don't want to lock up a forger when
Lov

I casr.Il.&:numg---.51‘"L illexr,

You think he killed her,

I knovw he killed her, I'll spell it out for you, A - he
meets this nice, wealthy middie-aged lonsly, wecdrsbem widow
oiamgm, B -« he spins her a line of soft scap -~ end marries
her, C~- he tekes her on a high-class henaymoon up and
down the two-state area -~

Wisconsin end --

Towa, D -- under the influence of this super-salesman,
fine hotels, and w‘:mhoneymoonf-m PRNSEAER.
SHUOEM™™  she tells him sll her investmsnts, all her ,
heoldings, Meanshile, he's practicing her handwriting,

E - the end, He ¥!1lls her, Simpls as ABGC.

You left out X,

Huh?

The unknown quantity., Where's the body?

I don’t know. But we'll rind it, We're trascing their
movements now, And before you go in to see him, here's
something T wvas saving to spring on him, We pilcked up his

car & vhile before you came -- and found thde in it,
Hm, Clothes,.

B btk ettt S
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CHIEF:
30T :

CHIEF:

3GT:

CHIEF:

BENZIGER:

SGT:

CHIEF: ™.

CHIEF:

WOMAN

USIC: _ _ FANFRAREDI

-9-
Woman's clothes,

{4 LITTIE OFF) Say, Chief --

(PRCJECTING) In a minute, (NORMAL) Hat -- coat --
stockings -- shoes --
{A LITTIE OFF) Chief, there's & lady wants to sse you.

{PROJECTING) fTell her to wait! ¥or Pete's sake! (NORMAL)

Does a woman take off without her clothes? Is that
evidence?

Circumstantial evidence,

(A LITTLE OFF) Look, Chief -- she says it's about this
Cattley case,

1A1l right -- zend her in!

(RGO L)
{OFF) Right in here, lady,
(A LITTIE OFF) Thank you.

(HER FOOTSTEPS APPROACH)

Yes, lady? WYWhat carn I do for you?

I read in the paper you have Winston Cettley here, I
want to see him, |
Why?

I've got a right to. I'm his wife,

b

{MIDDIF COMMERCTIAL)
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. THE BIG 3TORY 12/1/48
FELL MELL

MIDDIE COMMERGIAL:

(VIBRAFHONE: SINGIE, QUTSTANDING BONG!)
CHAFPELL: PELT, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -~ "Qutstandingl"
- HARRICE: Ahd - they are mild)

CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S grester length filters the smoke on the

HARRICE: Thet's important! =

CHAPFELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of treditionally fine

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat-filters the smoke and makes it mild,

-way to your threat, Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

¥

e HARRICE: Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length, Yes, your
eyes can see the difference -- your throat can tell you

what 1t means,

tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to screen and

cool the smoke, Thus, PELL MZLL gives you a smoothne

CHAFPELL: FELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

88,

mildness and satisfsction no other clgerette offers you.

HARRICE: Enjoy the longer finer, clgarette 1in the distinguished

red package -- PELL MELL,

CHAFPELL: Good to loock at - good to feel - good to taste - and good

) to smoke.
HARRICE: Remember, PELL MELL'S greater length of fine tobaccos
S filters the smoke on the vay to your threat - filters
p the smoke and mekes it mild,
o CHAPPELL:  PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Quitstanding”!
- HARRICR: And - they are mild,
— )

]

s c i B e S e
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HARRICE :

NARR:

- CHIEF:

WOMAN «
CHIEF:
WOMAN:

CHIEF:.

WOMAN:

CHIEF:

BEWNZIGER:

WOMAN ¢

— - . — g

-11-
This i1s Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Altert F, Basnziger ,.,, as he lived it,

ard wrote it,

You, Al Benziger, have been filling in on the background of

.& murder cese -- without a body. The suspect - a smooth,

salésman-preacher-doctor -~ is in his cell, with nothing
agalnst him, really, but a clesr-cut case of forgery.
But the police want s murder confession —- and so does
your paper, the Chicego Herald-American -- for Monday.
You're about to take a crack at interviewing him, when a
vworan turns up ,.. And vho deoes she claim to bs, of all
Teople?

His wife! You're his wife!

Yes sir., And I wvant to see him,

You'lre Emma Albert Cattler?

No sir, I'm Sareh Wheatman Cattley.

Valt & minute, wait a minute, What was that name, your
maldan name?

Sargh Whestmen., We've been married fourteen years.
He's my husbend, a2nd 1f he's in troubl:, ! want Lo see him,

Something's wrong hera, You're supposed to be --

Hold it, Chisf, (PAUSE) MilieebpliiihgseemeCnmm ek,

CHIEF:

ATKO1 0061151
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WOMAN :

CHIEF :
e BENZIGER
CHIEF:
BENZIGEK:

CHIEF:

BENZIGER: Mra, Cattley -- some c¢lothes were found in your husband's
car,

WOMAN: Well sure., He treveled s lot,

oT BENZIGER: Women's clothes, (FAUSE) These, Do you recognlze them?

WOMAN (AFTER TOO SLIGHTLY LONG A PAUSE) Yes,
BENZIGER: They're yours?
_ WOMaN: {(IT's A LIE) Yes,
- :..—. **'h-
A \&.-
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BENZIGER:
WOMAN:
BENZIGER:
WOMAN
BEWZIGER;

WEMAN:
BENZIGER1t
WOMAN :

BENZIGER:
WOMAN :
DENZIGER:
WOMAN
BENZIGER:
WOMAN:

BENZIGER:

WOMAN .

(MUSIC: _ _

FPOLICE
CHIER:

- T T Y
P v LI U R L T

_13_
Are they? Heally?
(SILENCE)
Can you tell me the labels on them?
(SILENCE)
This coat, for instance, It's a pretty coat. Fur collar,
5ilk lining -- pretty stylish.
It's mine, it's for me!

Did you ever ses it before?

Wo, no =~ but it's mine!/ He was bringin' it for & present!
He must love you, buyling such a nice coat. (PAUSE) Try
1t on.

{SILENCE)

HerspreDopruliwh

(8=

(VERY GENTLE} Aftsr fourteen yoars, & men ought to know

his wife's size. This coat's awfully large. If you try

1t on, you'll see,.

(PAUSE)

I -- I'm goin' homso. You cen do anythin' you

want with him. I don't want to see him.

Never,

B o L o e e = L M R T o . 23
N TR

- - L m A s et e memam T,

e m o ———

L e
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BENZIGER: you get Lt thnal WEy v

g his cell, Confront | #1™%he clothes,

CHIEF; That's it, Cattley, - We found the clothes. 8o -- for the
last time -- where's your wife?

KILLER: This -~ ah, this is very difficult to -- gh, reveal, Yes,
You see - a man doegsn’'t like to —-- ah discuss such things,

but the truth is -- ah =-- I don't know.

CHIEF: You don't know? Then why 1s it hard to discuss?
KILLER: Because, you see -- she ran ewvay wilith another. Yes. On
our honeymoon -- with another man. It was so, ah --

embarrassing to me, I kept up the -- the ahh, pretense,

and sent letters In her namé¢ to her ah, family. Parents.

Yesa,

CHIEF:
KILLER:
CHIEF:

KILLER:
CHIEF:
KILLER:

CHIEF: 8he was just In here., Looklug to visit you.
KILLER: Prepostsrous,
CHIEF: Sargh Wheaton Cattley. {PAUSE) Does that sound

preposterous?

b
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KILLER:
CHIEF:
KILLER:

CHIER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER:

CHIEF:

BENZIGER:

BENZIGER:

CHIEF:
BENZIGER:

F T e B

- 15..

Ah, T see, (PAUSE} Yes,

wag falthful,

Whao?

My ah -- first wife. Yes.

Let me ask one gqusation.

Dear 3arah --

| ar e e m R e TRk TR AT T e TLT LTI TRE s e

She would do that. She alweys

Did you bother getting a divercs

bafore your merried Emme Albert?

Well, eh -- (PAUSE) No. Phat is, not -~ (PAUSE) No.

(THE LAUGH) Tt sesms I really em in the, ah -- soup.

Forgery and, ah --

Blgamy!

A{4pBrmd=  You hear that?

Did you get that? Not only is he

. L
a forger, but z bigemist! And I stlll say a murderer!

You got any more ideas? W

: A2
Yeah, The lstters he wroté qﬂggaﬁér name., Find her
parents -- get these leftgrs -- and £ind out where hers
;L.ziZHEQy

leave off -- & S4begin.

stopped -- and hkis startad.

He murdesred her!

Maybe.

A_WRY_ACCENT AND AWAY FOR:)

Somuwhere between where hers

All right, Chief, The letters line up llke this. Hers

{(RUSTLE) -- here we have the last letter in her

handwriting. It's postmerked Sheboygen, Wisconsin. And

here -- (RUSTLE) here we have the first of his letters ~-

His forged letters,

Right. The postmark on that one 1ls Dubuque, Iowa., That

means that somewhere between those two points,.your man

killed his wife. You've got him.

3heboygen and Dubugue.,

Somewhere between

T A R o, R -
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CHIEF:
BENZIGER:

CHIEF:

BENZIGER:

CHIEF:

BEKZIGER:

BENZIGER:
KILLER;:
BENZIGER:
KILLER:

BENZIGER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER!

-1€-

Good. But I hope it's on the Iows side,

Why? That puts i1t out of your jurisdiction., You'll lose

the pleasurs of henglong him,
Fird s e

That's just it. & can't hang him, But Iowa can.

Say that again?

Didn't you know? The penalty for murdey in Wisconsin

ig 1ife -- In Iows =-- death.

(MUSING) In Wisconsin, life . . . In Iowa -- (BEAT) Now

hs tells me. Chisf -- give me five minutes in that guy's
cell -- but stay within earshot. With s notebook -- and
& polnt on your panecil]

HIT AND GO FOR:)

Evening, fellow vrilsoner.

Ah, good evening.

What'!re you -- gh -- in for?

I do not wish to make conversation.

All right with me. Long ms you're not the guy they're

going to haung for killing his wife. (A SIGH) Think I'1l
sleep this one out.
I ~- ah, what was that you zaid? Wife?

Yep. They were so busy locking up & murder case agalnst

him, they wouldu't glve me the time of day.

I seo. Ah -~ this

-- murderer, How was that, now?

Well, it's kind of interesting. The way I undsrstood 1t,

he married some woman -- bigamousiy, by the way -~

o —— e == = -
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KILLER: Tehk-tehk-tehk, Shocking., Yes.
BENZIGER: --forged her name to her stock and such -~ then killed

her. The thing is, he doesn't know 1it, but they have him.

He was too smart, OCrims doesn't pey.

KILLER: An, true, true. (SLIGHTLY FAGER) Ah -- I'm interssted
_ 1n -- ah, crime,.,.clevernsss lu -- ah, ecriminels. How
was he -- too smart?

BENZIGER: Well, as I understznd 1t -- he wanted to make 1t look 1like
she was still ellive. BS¢ he sent forged letters to her
parents, And thoss letters are gonna hang him,

KILLER: Al -- how? ,

BENZIGER: Ot .+, I dunno ... something about jf?he'd killed her in
Wisconesin, he'd just get life =-- but belung as hovw he
started, for iagﬁzaé%ﬁézqf— well, they figure that's whers

MA jwv
he ddd~ei -- and the penalty for murder In Iowas is --
death,

KILLER: I --1I see.

BEWZIGER: Yop. Death. 2&nd the cops've got enough circumstantiasl
evidence to pin it on him in Iowa., (YAWN) Oh well. It's
no skin off my neck. Remind me te kill my wife 1in
Wisconsin,

CEIEF: . COMING ON) All right, you -- your Chicagao call's come in.

Step on 1t.

(CELL DOOCR OPENSJ)&LGSE‘S,—I'HTU)

BENZIGER: (LoW} I think he's going for 1it, Chief, You timed it
right., Ifll go back there in a minute and needle him

some more., So ~- stand by!

e, T T T
ot e b T e TR Tt T e (i AT T e
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BENZIGER:
XILLER:

BENZIGER!

KILLER:

BENZIGER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER!

KILLER:
BENZIGER:

KILLER;:

BENZIGER: .

KILLER:
BENZIGER:
KILLER:

BENZIGER:

-18-
False alarm, friend, They'll call me back.
Did you ~- ah, overhear anythipng more about the -- ah,
criminal?
Did X! They're drawing up the papers now., He's a dead
duck,

. Ah -- papers.

Yep. They'rve turning him over to the Iowa pollce.’

On the forgery charge.

Yep. But the minute he gets over ?ﬁff%f%g -~ they slep
the nmurder charge on him.

On purely clrcumstantial evidencs.

That I don't know., A1l I know i8 =-- they sald they had
enough to hang him., Well -- it's not my funeral -- but
you know what I'd do if I were him?

Why, no =- what?

I'd march right down there and confess I did/?t -~ in
Wiscensin! That way, 1'd be sure to escape1%h2;g%;§;r
The cops always settle for a confession. (ARl = =
L e T I ey e T,

{A GOOD PAUSE)

(v imbipmsracemagrpepeafianirerrr®y

il

B St

IE-— gh -~ wish to -- ah, counfese, To the ~-- ah, murder

you were -- ah, discussing. (PAUSE) I am the == ah,
man., (PAUSE) I did it.
Don't tell me. Tell the cops.

RTXC1 QOB 1158
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KILLER: I despise policemen., They would -~ ah, dlstort my words,
but you =-- I trust you. You must promise to remember what
I tell you -- exactly. .

BENZIGER: 1M1 vemember.

KILLER: You're sure? _

BENZIGER: . I remind elephentiéﬁlﬂkaSE Well?

KILLER: I eh -- we, that Is4wve néd had dinner 1in Wisconsin just
this side of the Iowe line, ther I persuaded her to‘drive
on through the night, across the, sh, Mississippl, The --
ah, bridge, at WeedDubuque, yes, It was on the Eastern
half of the -- ah, span, on the Wisconsin side -~ (MUSIC
AND SOUND WIPES IT HERE) we were riding aslong towards

KILLER: Vigaldad %

W, $oarost, I'd have == ah, departed
earllier, but you were enjoying yourself so.., weren't you,
desar?

WOMAN II: Uh-tm, (GIGGLE) I had too much punch., I'm a bed girl,

KILLER: Nonsense, dear, Nebbhloguibeweegbpedote.good. fox Zot
Qablskws, But -- (CAR SLOWS DCOWN) look. It's so beautiful
cut -- shall we stop the car and -- sh, gaze upon the
PIVer?  Dhiremstliny sttt iadiiiireiiet e ot it ot ,

(CAR STOPS, DOOR OPENS)

WOMAN IT: Anything you say, dearest,

KILLER: Flddekaverreictainiidiliommebi ol dalibdndiliwadoaisol -~

Tt Baa sk LT 1 2 L g N S o = 2 £

{COMPARTMENT OPEN)

g
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WOMAN II: Tl

KILLER: S5 L BAUSE Y P ank st i

whypnddaempaeries
{FOOTSTEPS. WM@eUP AND BEHIND)
WOMAN IT: Ch, it's lovely.
KILLER: _Beautiful, (HE INTONES) It is a beauteous evening,
calm and free ... Come gver to the -- ah, rall, deasrest...

the holy time i1s_gquist ag & nun ... come close dear, Fid
dﬂ;vﬂé, L &l 14#12%;

21
.. brzathless with sdoration..

WOMAN II: Oh, Winston -~ that's so beautiful.

KILLER: Wordsworth, my sweek ... Dear God the very houses --
WOMAN II: Winston --Mﬁ-./ /’, Adrs

KILLER: Segem ===

WOMAN IX: Let me -- lat me go!l

KILLER: (AS HE STRIKES HOMZ) Asleep!
WOMAN II: (A STABBED CHOKED SOB)

KILLER: {WHISPER) Asleszp,
e XX MY A
(L PAR-OFF SFLASH)
(MUsIC: =~ _ RISES AND OUT)
KILLER: And her body, I threw into the Mississippi. I killed her

on the Wisconsin side -- and threw her body intoc the
Mississippl.

BENZIGER: Thatts your -- confession?

KILLER: Yes, You'll =-- ah, remember?

BENZIGER: 1111 remember, But I have a confesslom.

KILLER: T e i

BENZIGER:  evimbireitlmannittmiite

ATHO1 0061160




KILLER:
BENZIGER:
KILLER:

BENZIGER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER:
KILLER:
BENZIGER:
KILTER:
BENZIGER:

KILLER:
BENZIGER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER:

KILLER:

BENZIGER:

KILLER:

-21-

That I -- a&h, prasunsd, You wers too -- ah, well-informed.

I'm & nevwspapsrman.

I -- gh, surmised as much., (THE LAUGH) And you have your

-- ah, story.
You confessed the murder

Too smart, Cattley. Too smart.

. on purpose -- bzcause you Knew you couldn't be convicted ~-

in Towa or Wisconsin -- wlthout a body.

Ah -~ preciszly. find I wigh you would publish that
confession.

Thaet you killed your wlfe?

Precisely.

You'fll swear to that?

I will.

Too smart for your own good, Cattley. The entire
confession was taken down by the police. They kuow one
more thing now they didn't know before -- you really
nurdered her,

in Wisconsin,

But they can prove you did it in Icwa. And that will

hang you.

T aﬁ%ﬁgﬂ I 4id 1t tn Wisconsin,

gzve my life.

And that will

RTX01 0061161
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BENZIGER: (FAST) That, no one can prove -- including you! Because
you were fool encugh to dispose of her body in the vriver.
Theres's no body to prove you didntt kill her in Iowe, no
body to prove you killed her In Wisconsin. You'rs
trapped - because you can't produce the one thing that

e can savé you -- her body!

KILLER: But - (LONG PAUSE, VERY QUIET) I can.

BENZIGER: (LONG PAUSE) It hed better be in Wisconsin,

KILLER: She == it is. (PAUSE) lew—i—faol 0ot 00N o L osbor

BENZIGER:  Houeietitadita
KILLER: May the Lord have mercy on my soul -- shefs not at the
bottom of the Mississippl.
BENZIGER: You're not lying, Cattley -~
KILLER: No. Teke me out. Put me in a car. I'll show you whers
she -- whers I -- (PAUSZ) T'll take you %o her. (PAUSE)
And tell the polics --
- BENZIGER: Yes?
KiLLER: Tell them -- they'll need shovels.
CHAPPELL: In just a moment, we will read you a telegram Ifrom
Alber£ F, Baenziger of the Chicago Herald-American with
- the final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING GOMMERGIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

PELL MELL

CLOSING CCMMERCIAL:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

( VIBRAPHONE:

-23_

SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG !)

Of 2ll America's lezadlng cigarettes only pne is

"Qutstanding!" -~ only one 1s "Qutstanding!”

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

package, PELL MELL!

For PELL, MELL'S greater length of tradltionally fine,

mellow tobeccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Thus PELL MELL gives you a gsmoothness, mildness and

getisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

S¢ enjoy the lopper, finer cigarotte In the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL,

Cood to lock at - good to feel - zood to teste - and good

to smokec. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARRTTES - "Outstandiﬁg:"

And - they evrs mildl

ATHO1 O0&E1163
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Now we read you that telegran from Albert P. Baenziger

of the Chicago Herald-American.

Subsequent investigation proved that second confession

of killer in fonight's Big Story was the truc one. He

led officials to a place near Platteville, Wisconsin

where they Tound thc buried body of his wife emd in

accordance with the laws of Wisconsin, he was sentenced

to imprisomment for life.

tenight's PELL MELL Award.

My sincerc apprceiation for

Thank you Mr. Baenziger ... the nekers of PELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to have nemed you the winner

of the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable scrvice in-the

field of journalisy,

And now, it is ny pleasure to present Miss Muriel

Babeock of Movie Stars Parade Magazine. Good cvening,

Miss Babecock,

ttood ecvening, Mr., Chappell and hello everyone. Tonight

I have the honor of presenting the Movie Stars Parade

Magazine award to Boﬁ 8loane for his finc docunentary

rotion picturc style of narrating Pell Mellls Big Story

progran weck after weck ... with consistently

neritorious performanccs.

Bob eve

Miss Babeock, it truly is an honor to receive this

award from Movie Stars Parado Magazine, and all I can

say is that I will do ny best to continue to win the

approval of your magazine and the gudlence for Pell

Mcll's Big Story.

Thanks a lot. -

[ PRI Fy LETL e WE U A

R Y e

TR LB THE
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HARRICE: Lister again next week, same tinme, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMJUS CIGARETTES will present anothor BIG
STDRY - fron the front pages of the fishville North
Carolina Citizen -« by-line, Hobbort Holloway --
. A BIG STORY - that bogan when a captain of the United

States @E%kissed his wife goodbyc, drove off in

hig car..,.and vanished from the face of the carth,

ARTHO1 QBB 11685




[t R e I

.. . 25—

CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by Alan 3loansg, you; narrator was Bob Sloansg,
and Eric Dressler pleyed the part of Albsrt Basnziger.
In order to protect the names of people actually involved
in tonight's authsntic BIG STORY the names of all

. characters in the drametization were changed with the
gxception of the reporter, Mr. Baenziger,

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

ANNCR: THIS I3 NBC . . ., THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY ..

J——

- JOW..DD
s 11/18/1{'8 BN,

e e o e e ety b AT AT o T et o 2T gt

ATKO1 COb1166




it ey ety Pt e e e ekl | [ et Y kT T T

L

A T T nTm N e
Ao Dol o |

THE BIG STORY

. PROGRAM_#8
. GAST
NARRATOR BOE SLOANE
ANNE PATSY CAMPBELL
o OPERATOR PATSY CAMPBELL
' BANK GIRL BETTY GARDE
MRS ?J & ;l;/ BETTY GARDE
roLfowaY BOB DRYDEN
) GEORGE _ BOB DRYDEN
;;: JUDGE KLOCK RYDER
MAN KLOCK RYDER
- BRANDON BERNARD ORANT
SHERIFF BERNZRD GRANT
T JOE GRANT RICHARDS
) COP GRANT RICHARDS
' CLERK II ROSS MARTIN
. COP II ROSS MARTIN
CLERK BOB SLOANE

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 8, 1048
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- WNRG & NET THE BIG STORY _ #89.

{
10:00 - 10:30 P.M, DECEMBER 8, 1948 WEDNESDAY

- CHAPPELL:  PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: FANFARE, ABRUPTLY OUT:)

T SLOANE: T At 9 a:?. the morning of July 2, Captain George Needham
4.5,

of t.he*Air' é;;s&'sg.t in hiz convertible weoadederns 1in

Raleigh, N. C., just about to step on the accelerator

when his wife cams running down the front steps.

ANNE: George, wait a wminute --
e GEORGE: What?
ANKE: Your toothbrush - you forgot your toothbrush.
CEORGE: I knew I forgot something, Thanks, baby,
ANNE: You'll wri SOON ag you ger b are°
GEORGE: &wm@%w M
and you'll be coming down tjﬁ?
Hey, look, I got to get going --
- ANNE: Okay -- but you forgot something else.
GEORGE: What? .
ANNE: This. .(EHE KISSZS HIM) - Okay, now you can go.
SLOANE: He “sionted, wiped the lipstick off, shifted gears and

drove off. He fturned left on rzute 12 for Charlsston --

on morning of July 2,

Captain George Needham vanished from the face of the earth,

e CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here is America, 1lts sound and 1lts fury,

its joy and sorrow, as falthfully reported by the men and

women of the great Amerlcan newspepers. (PAUSE: COLD AND

moene e FLAT)
U (MORE)

e i e et P i s Amk m rm i e e e e e am e e mmm AT e T —— ==
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CHAPP%LL: Asheville, North Caroline, from the pages of the Ashville
(ooNT ) Citizen, the story of the dlsappearance of a man-in broad
daylight in the United States of America. Lmd- for his work
in this case to Hubert Hollqway of* the Ashville Clilzen

goos the PELL MELL Award for the BIG STORY,

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

fomas
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e
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THE BIG STQORY - 12/8/48 ~3-
PELL MELL

CPENING COMMERCIAL:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)

CHAPPELL: Of all Americal's leading clgarettes only gne 1s

"outstanding!" only ome is "Qutstandingl”
HARRICE: It's the lenger, finsr clgarette - PELL MELL!

CHAPPELL: Discover for yoursélf why so meny of your friends have

changed to PELL MZLL. PELL MELL's greater length fllters

the smoke on the way to your throat, Filters the smoke
and makes it mild,
HARRICE: That's important!

CHATPELL: Yes, PTLL MELL's grester length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos Filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.
BARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t milgd.

CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildmess and

satisfaction no other cigarette olffers you.
HARRICE: So enjoy the lenzer, filnsy cigarette In the distinguished
red package -- PZLL MELL. ’

CHAPPELIL: Good to lock at - zood to feel - pood to taste - and gogd

to smoke. PELL MZLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"
HARRICH And - they are mild. '

——— - - . - LTI .
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CHAPPELL: Now the story as it actually happened., Hubert Holloway's
story as he lived it, Asheville, North Carollna...
SLOANE: " It began for you, Hubert Holloway, clty editor of the
- Asheville, (North Carciina) Citizen, as an item in your
- paper - no longer then your little finger - a stick of type
in the socisty section of your paper. You read it (one

s of the town's society folks hed sent it in), edited it,

- end ran it. The item said... g?ﬁﬁ
o HOLLOWAY:  (DISINTERESTED) Mgs, Anne Needhaqgiuife r Captain George

Needham, femed A-rzagfpe jet pllot, 1s visiting in our

city. Captai:zygsdbam the well-known winner of the
Lty cézowhda

DPistinguished Aéyfﬁzgéé-who did such brilliant flyiung cver

Okinawa, Mrs. Needham, nlece of Judge Justin Green is
staying for the weekend et the Judges', before jJjolning hervr

husband et his new air base in Charleston. Oksy, run it

on page 7.
(MUSIC:_ _ _IN WITH NARRATION:)
SLOANE: That was & Friday. On the Monday following you were

surprised when Judge Green dropped in to talk to you about
Anne and George Needham; epipiie-e-f-—berewroee I -NovoTaLr

- WSSl iR ROV et . |
_: JUDGE: (DISTURBED} Hubert, maybe thls is nothing, but -- I've

—— got to talk to you about it.,

- HOLL: Well, sure, Judge. Sit down.

ATHOT 0061121
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HQLL:
JUDGE:

HOLL:
JUDGE :

HOLL:

JUDGE:

HOLL:

JUDGE ;

HOLL:
JUDGE:

..5...
I'd rather not. (Hubert, I'm upset.} ,Anne Needham, my

4 s
niece, was supposad to leave ysa%apda¥7§6 join her

husband, but she didn't go ==

Yes, I know -- &ZTM'ZM%” W?’L. .

She didn't go because -- he seems to have (Georég, her

Jd"‘}f‘_

Fridiy T

husband - it sounds silly, I know) - but he's disappeared.

How walt a minute.

She heard from hiwm last on Thursdey night. He left, from

P Pl A1

Releig Thura&qé:norning. ‘He wrote her a letter, sometime

el _{a'
5§La¥sdafr;ight - saying everything was fine and he'd see

her in Charlsston, Sunday;dpfﬁhe stopped off haere with
me, as you know, for théﬁtwo days.}
I know, and now?

Sl
at his nevw pes% in Charleston., He never arrived there.

That's th:/g?rt I'm upset about. Thare's no sign of him
We called the Alr Force.

Maybe the car broke down, maybe he stopped off somewhere
enrouts, visiting, maybe a lot of things --

No. You den't know Gzorge, or you vwouldn't talk like
that. George is as regular and depsndable as they come.

If anything had heppened, he'd have let her know. 5She's

distraught and to tell you the truth, I'm worrled -- very

worried. I feel I --

Just take it easy, Judge. First, I'm glad you came -~
(INTERRUPTS) T had to talk to scmeone, someone level-
headed and --

ATHKO1 Q061172




e B A Tan SIS wuma 2} AT T

HOLL:

JUDGE:

HOLL:

JUDGE

HOLL:

JUDGE:

(MusIc:

e e mmam e e mn e AW R T e i T T TISASR S 8 n S s wAL T Tt maeeta it v e m e T

-6-
Thanks, but I see no cause for alarm. A perfectly
responsible man (& pilot) is a day late in arriving
at hils destinetlon =---
Two days --
A11 right, two days -- i3 that so unusual? S0 terrible!l
Is that something to bes upset asbout ==
I know, but - you den't know George, A thing like this
is Impossible.
(EASILY) Okay - maybe - but therels an explanation.
There always is., I'd like to talk to Mrs, Needham.
All right?
Sure, anything, Hubert - let!s talk to Anne. Let's do

something - anything. Let's --

Okay, Judge Guesrr Just let me get my cocat.
g grte-at .

SLOANE:

PUNCTUATTAN (AGTTATTOMN |

The woman on the couch 1 Words pour from
her mouth, tears from her eyes and grezt soﬁs wrench her
body. 7You can't understand a word swets sgying -- only
that tragedy 1s in the making, You try to find something
tangible to go on, but there is only the frightening

babble of Words....

= i, hm T Rt ) e T, S A e -

ATHOT COB11:73




ANNE;

SLCOANE:

HOLL:

JUDGE :

CLERK:

HOLL:

CLERK!

HOLL:

CLERX:

HOLYL::
CLERK:
HOLL:
CLERK:

_ HOLL:

—7-
%‘,’i_’,w’f{f" /
I saw him-@hafaéaqfiin the car, then nothing, I don't

know, hovw st could he? Waere-voult—tt~rEve-mirpEnrar

It isn’t possible, not George, HST EFEEY™fhrey-wordoniii
Genrga st help v --HOJ? s F: Saﬁéﬁﬂi-h_l&m b

She makes no sense, so you and Judge Qreen call in a
doctor to give her a saedative and you try te find a

way into the case, some facts, something to hold conto --
Where was the letter sent from, Judge® The last time )
she heard from him? - fio ﬂ -

Some smell town between Raleigh and @elumbier Chester,
I think yes, Chester --

Was it written from a hotel?

Wait & minute -- yes, now that you mention it, the Grand

Hetel, Che er. e
t,g'R /{/cf/a ,,/.zé ca il e /é af’f .
IDG

(FILTEE) Yes sir, the Captlan was here at the Grand,

MM}L

ate think, wrote & letter and then left.

Is that all?

(FILTER) Yes, sir, that's all. He wasn't here but two
hours.

would you know if he sent any other letters?

Just m second, just & second - there was somethlng -
T'11 ask the operator - hold on..(AD LIB) He sent a
telegran.

Oh? To whom?

To the Natlonal Bank in Rsgleigh.

Do you heve a copy?

Ne, sir, I'm scrry, we donlt,

Okay. National in Raleigh. Thanks.

RTKCO1 00611724
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e HOLL: This the Netional Benk) Raleigh?

BANK (GIRL:  (FILTER) That's right, can I help you?

HOLL: This is Hubert Heolloway in Asheville, TIt's urgent I
find out the contents of a message Captaln George

Needham sent you - three, no fowr days ago, I represent

_“;= * his wife. _
. BANK: I see - just e moment, Un - yes, I nave it here.
o HOL.L: And®?
BANK: The Captain recuested we forwvard $300 to him care of the

Jefferson Hotel in Columbis, South Carolina.

. HOLL: Was the money sent?
BANK: Oh yes, sir, of course.
HOLL: Do you have an acknowledgment of receipt?
BANK: No sir, we don’t, HNow that you mention 1t, that is
- funny.
HOLL. What'!s that Hotel sgain? Jefferson? In Columbig?
BANK That's right, sir. Say if you reach the Captain, tell

. _ him we'd aprreciate a receipt, would you?

HOLLs I111 do that.
- {MUSIC: _ . . SAME TN AND QUICKLY QUT T0;)
CLERK 21 (FILTER) No sir, Mr. Holloway, ve never saw the Captain.
) HOLL: He never checked Into the Jefferson?
ﬁd;_ CLERK 2: No sir, he never did and he never picked up the money,
I've got that right in front ¢f me now - "Draft for $300
e to Captain George Needham,” Hes never picked it up.
- e Funny, a fellow letting a2ll that money lay around in a
T hotel now, ain't 1t2
- {wsIc: _ _ _IN AYD UNDER)
S
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SLOANE:

HCLI:

ANNE:
HOLL:
JUDGE:
HOLL:
ANNE:

HOLL:

JUDGE:
HOLL:
JUDGE:
ANNE:
HOLL:
ANNE:

HOLL:

ANNE:

.

Itlééifunny, but—yertoms; because it's now 6 days, nearly
7 and no word from dependable, steady George Needhan.

30 rsluctantly, you come to some conclusions and
reluctantly you tell them to Judge Green and to Anne
Needham -

What I have to se7 may sound a little brutsl -=- irf so

I apologize, Mrs, Needhanm..,

That's all right --

But facts are facts and we'lve got to face them.

Go ehead, Hubert --

I see four possibilities - one, amnesls -~

-Of course. It's amnesia. What else could it be. George
had an incident during the war, after he was wounded,

he Torgot who he was for 48 hours, It must be amnesia.
(EVEN) That's & possibility., Two -~ (NO-WHESPERY) Maybe
he deserted -- _

Impossible! Joi—Goonga.

Three - (Excuse me !Mrs. Needham) - another woman.
Qpponsed 7210z )

(WORRIZI)) And what's four?

) -
JEZﬁ4{-
(LOW VOICE) mumder? Is that what you're thinking?

Four is =

Is it? Is it?

Welve got to face the facts,

It's the smnesia. I know 1t is, I know it, He weuldn't
desert; 1t couldn't be another women and - {STOPS AT

EHE THOUGKT) - it -- it's the amnesla., The amnesia.

It must bel

~ I} WIIR _NARR)
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SLOANE:

ey

HOLL:

cop:

HOLL.:
COoP:
-~  HOLL:
COP:
HOLL:
{MusIC:

g HOL%.:

OPERATOR:

HOLL:

OPERATOR ¢
MAN:

~wai  HOLL$ -

bt
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You hope s¢ too, end then you begin proving which of

the four it is. 7You send out his description, ell the

facts sbout the car, pictures of Anne Needham (meybe

George will see them), and yecu call in the police.

Men

are slerted up and down the Carolinas, & search 1S On...

and 1t brings results,..

(TELEPHONE RINGS IS ANSWERED}
Holloway speaking...
{FILTER) Mr. Holloway, this is the police chiefl in
Gastonia -~ ebout that Nesdham case - (HOLL: Yes?)
sign of the cer, but aMﬁ-mm here sesn him
hours ago., He was hiteh-hiking,.
(PUZZIED) Hitch-hiking, Headed where?
South. Toward Spartenberg, maybe.
No other sign of him?
Nope,
Okay, thanks,

(PHONE RINGS AGAIN, ANSWERED)
Hollowzy -- -
(PTLTFR) Long distance for you, Mr., Holloway -
Spartenburg, calling - it's reverse charges -~
Okay, I'1l take it.  Put them on.
(FILTER) Go ahead.

(EXCITED) Mr. Holloway I read in the papers about

No

two

Captealn Needham —~$£ run a Diner in Spsrtenburg, He's

out in front getting coff'ee right now,

You sure?

B Tt o e
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MAN? I dédn't talk to him, but he looks like the plicture - my
wirfe's walting on him. Walt a minute - here comes my
vife., (PAUSE) {AD LIBS TO WIFE)

HOLL: Hello - hello -

MAN: Hello, Mr. Holloway., I was wrong..This fellovw is a
mejor and he's thinner, but he looked iilke him, Im
sorry, I -- but he éid look like Captain Needhanm.

(MUSIC: _ _ _ SAME CHORD AND UNDER:)

SLOANE: The results are ali 1ike that; helpful people, tips, but
alvays wrong. George Needham is seen in three different
towns at the same time. George Needham wes seen out
of uniform in e ber in Lemerg. George Needham is
asleep iIn the lobby of W%WHotel in Lockhart
-~ but alvays the same, always nelpful - but alweys
wrong, alvays Mk ==

(THE PHONE AGAIN)

H4LL: ekl

SHERIFF: (FILTER) This Mister Holloway in

HOLL: That's vight.

SEERIFF: (FILTIS} Eggrirf, Moultrie County, 5. C. - got a man

' he s-Plts your deseription a Captein Needham, 46
,_,.f"f convertible Virginia plates - he's wlth a woman.
BorTi Diclen ke Pl bimids 2

RTXKC1 Q061178
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SHERIER: (BLILTER }oliodmidtepo i Ome Bl Oty et T Lo e
from & roadhouse. Shels a redhead - this woman hg's
o with. Good-looker, too, Pick him up in 10 mirfutes.

Call you back.

{Music: _ _ _SNTEREST NOW. _UNDER:)
o SLOANE: " "Devobed couple” as the judge #%ld, maybe sc - maybe
. not. Theory~qumber tWa. erchez La Femme a3 the saying

goes. You weit &hafibelievably long ten minutes and
then ..
pIONE )
o HOLL: HolX}6vway, this is the sheriff Moultrienfounty. Not the
same fellow at 211, Did have Virginia plat®s, b6

convertitle - neme kind of the same - not Needhamx but

e Deedham -~ with a D. The woman was his wife, Sorry.

T e e LSO L EALE (L1 R
SLOANE: They keep belng sorry: [or a week, two weeks, then
17 days, they keep beling wrong and seeing George
Needham everywhere and belng scorry., Anne Needham keeps
e one spark allve, one vword -
ANNE: (DESPERATE)} It's the amnesia, I know it. I know it is!
HOLL: You get some sleep, Mrs. Nesdham. Wefll find him.
Welll I'ind him,.
7T {MUSIC: _ _ _ UNDER)
“:: SLOANE: But the words ring hollow and you know it becsuse in
_;_ 29 years of reporting you know all stories den't have
S a happy ending, you imovw most donft., And then, & men
:r;;: who used to work for you calls you, Joe Edwar@s,
- reporter, vhones you from Canton, South Carclina...
arz
RTX0O1 00611793
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— JOE: (F) Mr. Holloway, we Found something. Not very good,
HOLL: ] Whet Joe?
JOE!: The car, License, Virginia A-1417, right?
HOLL: That's right - what did yeu find?

- JOE: The car, wrecked in & swWwemp - deep 1ln the woods and

s ve found a towel, Mr. Holloway.

. = HOLL: Towel - what kind of towel?t
- JOF1 Initisled, GN. Did he have initisled towels?
HOLL: I don't know. I think so, What about the towel?
o JOE: We figure probably his towel, but no body, Mr. Holloway.
_ HCLL: Why do you say body?
JOE: Because the towel is - itfs covered with blood,
AMUsIC: _ _ _ HITS_AND UNDER)
SLOANE: you tell Anne Needhem, you have to, about the car -~ and

you drive with her to Centon South Caerolina - you drive
up through the ¢ense woods, up tha backroads until you
come to a fork in the road where Joe Edwards stands
- with a flashlight, Joe Edwards and g local policsman and

o - en overturned cer.

o ANNE: That'!s the cer, that's the car - what happened?
HOLL: Teke it easy, Mrs. Meedham. Lo, Joe.
JOE: Hi. {307T0) She better see the towel - Just to make sure.
s HOLL: T guess 30. Lemme have it.
— JOB: It's In this bag.
I (PASSES A BAG)
Mol Mrs, Meedham, I ~~ does this lock familisr -- ?
T ANNE: It's - no! It cen't be. It!s -- it must be the amnesia.
N It muat be.
— " (MORE}

RTHO1 001180
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ANNE:
(CONT D}

(MUSIC:

SLOANE:

_.1].],..
(BUILDING) Ir=meswwpey He hed en accldent, he cut
himsel? end that's kis blood and he's wendering sround
becsuse he's hurt ard doeen't remember who he 1s and -~
that's what harpened, It must have. Tkl et « 1T
must have happened that way., He's allve, of course he

ts, of course he 1s., Hels alivel

You look at her snd you mouth soms words of agreenent
and some words of hops - but in the merclless glare of
the flashlight over the stained towel, you Know you

don't believe a word of what you're saying.

(MIDDLE COMMFRCIAL)
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- THE BIG STORY 12/8/48
PELL, MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

(VIBRAPEONZ: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)

CHAPPELL; PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"
) HARRICE: And - they ere mlld!
i CHAPPELL: For PELL MELL'S grester length filters the smoke on the
: . way to your throat. Fllters the smoke and makes 1t mlld,
mf HARRICE: That's important!
CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S sreatar length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the waey to your
throat-filters the smoke and makes it mild.
i HARRICE: Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater lenath. Yes, your
. 6ye3 can see the difference -- your throat can tell you
' what 1t means. |
CHAFFELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos means a lenger, natural filter to screen and
cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you s smoothness,
mildness and satisfaction no other elgarette offers you.
i HARRICE: . Enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
- red package -=- PELL MELL,
CHAPPELL: Good %o look &t - good to feel - good to tasts - and good
T to smoke.
HARRICE: Remember, PELL MELL'S greatsr length of fine tobaocos
- filters the smoke on the way to your throat - filters the
it the smoke and mekes it mild.
- CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding" !
. HARRICE: And - they are mild.
cpen W
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HARRICE:

SLOANE:

SLOANE;

MRS G:
ANNE :

MR3 G:

-15~

This is Cy Harrice roturning you to ¥our narrator and

the BIG STORY of Fubert Holloway, as he lived it and vrote
it ...

You, Hubert Holloway, city-sditor of the Asheville, North
Carolina Citizen, ere on & man-hunt. An important Captain
of the Alr /?has disappearsd somewhers between Raleigh,
N.G., and@&.ﬁ 5.C. -- and you're trying to find nim,
because it's not only & story for your paper, it's &

guestlon of the future for, of hope for, a young ginil

named Anne Needhar, his wife. ARGy ou—d oS Ri e

£2Y

You try teo send Anne Neadham back tiﬁzzi hotel, so she'll
be arcund if you nesd ner, auwb-ehe won't be on the spot

1f what you'ra thinking comes trus - but she refuses to zo.
She's going to ses this out; she's ready, she says, te face
the truth -- so with the leocal pPelice, you and Anne Needhan

begln to finecomb ths wild countrysids for clues and weewe.

i et T ST T R libaiyesiien 01 got nothing

unt;idiig come 1o & farchouse, two miles from the overturnsd
car’\a garrulous old voman, says ...

(EXCITED} Bure, I seen him. I tell you it vas him.

You're sure it wes the same sp . .the man in this plcture?
That's what I'm tslling you. And I seen the car, too,.

There was two of them - him, the Captein &nd this dark
fellow, dark~complexionsd he was and needing a shave and .
with his hat pulled down ..,

RTKO1 Q051183
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o HOLL: Now just & minute, HMNrs. .,.?
. MRS G:  7¢ : 1s my name. My first husband's name, Married twice,
T use my first husband's name,ﬁé%iﬁgégL’
. HOLL: I see. When was all this Mrs.m%adf .
-i MRS G Lessee, Mondey, I done the washing! Tuesday had to go to
_”#; - tovn shopping, Wednesday. Last Wednesday.
;. ANNE: Did he have brown halr?
T MRS G: I told you he had a hat on - oh, the Captain? I couldn't

say. See the Ceptein stood over by the car, Eways avay -
but the dark feller, he come ovar for z drink of water.

A8 close to me &5 you ars.

HOIL: ¥hat time was this?
MRS G: Geing on dusk.
HOLL: You couldntt be mistaken?
T MRS G Not me, not about that one, no sir -
. HOLL: Could you identify him? (MRS: Hunh?)} Would you know him

1f you saw him azein?

- - MR3 G: Course I'd know him. Wouldn't I knov you if I saw you

again? Course I'd know him,

other Captain. There are

hundreds of Capts might bs - oh, 100 mlles away,.

. Maybe dark man stole the ear,

e _ don't you think so?
T s B Hent rvars

T | —=_

up another captain

PO et A — S LENEEE
A bRt - o
S S
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SLOANE:

-1B-

Yl e, THTLS  CHO I mmeimmere boah Grmghne oty =aia d—

e il inpireoweiahd . So

you comb the towns for two pecple: Captain Needham ond a
dark mon, a man who needs s shave, with his hat down over

his right eye. You ask about derelicts, strays in town

and one cop you meet s=ays ...

COP II:

ANNE:
COP IT:

BERANDON:

HOLL:

Got & man in the clink, Mr, Holloway, might be just your "

man,
Could we see him now?

Sure, Mrs. Needham, surse. Fellow with a bed record too:

arrested twice stealing cars - picked him up on vagrancy.

Step this way. Fellow name of Brandon.

Brandon cowmes out of his ¢all inito the light; he.ls dark,

L
he needs a shave; when ho puts his hat gn i? sioucheﬂ over
6791« 4%L»~, ¢2+~d
me’mm-g

his right eye. (/Bus

(LAUGHS PLEASANTLY) I guess I'm just what you'rs looking
for. Down and out, no destination - just the type of feller
you'd think killed ths Captain - but I didn't. Fact is Wy
Wlfe hod o baby just e week-ago. I was In Flerida and come
back to sse the baby. Officer here picked me up before I
even got to sees my new son. (LAUGHS)

Did you work in Florida? Where &id you get the money to

come here? How do we know you didn't rob and kill Captain
Nesdham?

— g
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BRANDON: (LAUCHS) Hold on there - one at a time. Didn't work
nowhere in Floride. Didn't have a dimg; freighted my way

up, trains and getting hitches. Tell you I didn't kill
s ttim - that's the best I cen do.

ANNE : (DESPERATE) Look at this picture.
o BRANDON:  Why, sure, Ma'am,
ANNE : Did you ever see this pman? ~ /
Mf"‘;—f P
BRANDON : As Heaven's my witness I ~gfemide
HOLL: I don't believe you.
BRANDON: I can only say it. 4 mon ¢an't do more'n tell the truth,
- (LAUGHS) But I guess it looks bad for ms.
__ Tk
HOLL: It sure does. Offlicer thers's somecne I want to PMews-a look

at Brandon - for idsntification - ckay with yout

COP L%: zjqre, I'm releasing hway ~ Sarved his time. Pelewiinm

‘ =S G Mm?
Liandore: otk s
{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDEE)
SLOANE : b B B

ANNE;
SLOANE: ! wishes‘aMr :i
g Dirpee g T TS e oo, So youy take
o Brandon out to Mrs. A stack and slovly,he gets out of
:: the car. You pull his hat down over his), vof ond tell him
_,,__,; to walk toward Mrs. . You wait
e (MUSIOL | _ QUL ...) :
— (ORiGibSaMsNER STEPS UNTIL THEY STOP) '
weitd g

iy -
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HOLL: That the ran, Krs. satnuusﬁ52a¢¢§; 7
MRS G: Take ancther step to me.
{ ANOTHER STEP)
ANNE : (WHISPER) Well, 1s 1t ...?
o MRS G: Push your hat-brim up. (PAUSE) Say somepin --
o BRANDON:  (LAUGHS) Good evening, ma'am. Fine evening -
. ( PAUSE. LONG)
MRS G: Kope lt's not hin,
(MUSIC: _ _ LP_AND_UNDER)
SLOANE: It collapses. t this polnt everything coliapses. Yal .
Fad—yoUSEIT €SAihg UG QUOSTIumire—reuwsuriErmawer

W =y~ T Io BT TY. PRI L2 o - ‘*T:_EEEEZHE

paer—tT® .  You lcok at Ahne Needham's face and she's plmost
laughing - tears in her eyes and she's almost laughing -
Welrd. And whenshe speaks, 1like the first time you saw
her, her volce has the edge of hysterin in it --
ANNE : It wasn't George. BSee. She never saw George. Brandon
never sav George. They weren't in the car togethsr.
George 1s somswhare else. It's the amnesiz - magise;
maybe (WHISPER} it wes another womezn - but (LOUD)
he Isn't dead, You see that, don't you! He isn't dead!
SLOANE « Now there's nowhors to lock, nothing to do, nothing to scy;
you're back where you were three weeks ago - & mon has just

vanished from the sarth., You send Anne back to the hotel

e and -.just on & ¢razy huneh - you go back to the jail and
- there - In what was Brondon's cell -
T & (MusIC: _ _ STING ...)

ATXOT Q01187
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SLOANE ;

HOLL:
ANNE :
HOLL:
ANNE:
EOL,;
ANNE :

HOLL:
ANNE:
HOLL:
ANNE :
HOLL;

-21-
-~ something catches your eye. It's a shirt, A shirt
Brandon wores and hos discardad., You look_it over corsfully
take it with you and race back to Anne ...
(EXCITED BUT CONTROLLED) Where did George get his shirts?

I don't know -what are you talking about?

‘Nothing, just tell me ~ where did he buy his Army shirtsy

I don't remember. Some store-in Ralelgh, Why?

Would ¥Winter's be the place?

That's right - Winters. (DEMANDING) Why do you want to
know?

It may be nothing. I'il be back soon.

I'm going with you,

No, +emed -~ 1t mignt be nothing at all and then you'a -

I said I'm going.

(QUIETLY) Okoy, Awses Coms on.

You've got Brandon's record from the police., You put
through & ¢zll to Winter's in Raleigh, then you call the
Army 1n Washington - and now ¥ou and Anne Neoedham g5 to
Brandon's place - where he lives with hls wife and the new
baby. You tell him to coms out on the perch where you can
be nlone ,.,

Nice night, Mr., Holloway. Mrs. Needham.

(HARD) He gave you a lift didn't he?

Who? {LAUGHS} Oh, you afin't still on thaot, Mp. Holloway®
(HARDER) You deserted from the Army, didn't you?

(LAUGHS SELF- CONSCIQUSLY) Whate?

RTX01 GOB1188
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T THE BIG STORY 12/8/48 -22- REVISED

_HOLL:

BRANDON:
. HOLL:
BRANDON :

HOLL:

R BRANDON:

HOLL:"

BRANDON
HOLL:

ANNE:

You deserted In 1941, right after Pearl Harbor. I checked
with Washington, There's a twenty year sentence weaiting
for you -
Now look, I -
(BHARP) Where did you get the shirt from?
(WORRIED) What shirt. I got no shirt.

{PACKAGE BEING OPENED)
This shirt., You left it in the vell., I suppose you
bought 1it,
Thatts right, I bought it -
It was bought in Winter's store, in Raleigh, It cost
$10 and 50 cents:
I found it then; I don't know, you got mwe confused --
(CUTTING IM} Whose shirt is this, Anne,
(PAUSE)
{LOW, FACING THE REALITY NOW) Now I know what happened.
Now I know., {It's George's shirt. That's our laundry
wark.) Now I know, You killed him, George is dead.

He's not lost it's not the amnesia - (WHISPER) Georze is
dead,

Brandon's laughter is gone forever, the mask of smiling
ripped away - and a frightened, terrible wan stands beforas

you and you say to him.

o ety s
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THE BIG

HOLL:

SLOANE :

STORY

" Wwhat you did, tsntt {t?

A¢Z%=:ﬁ&l

12/8/48

The Captain was driving and you hitched 2 rids.

-23~ REVISED

You thoucht
he had some m&ney and you did 1t - somewhere along the

road you did

it - you shot him. And thenyyou drove the

car up in the hills and searched him, You threw his body
out: and you drove the car away and ditchad it, Phat'as
Now do you want to go back to
the Army and face a desertion charge or do you want

to tell us how you killed CGeorge Needham and pray that
a court will have wercy on your soul?
(P )

Wil ooy P TSR

rcery &g&,,m e i of

(MUSIC UNDER) He

Anns Neé&dham bacEfJ; her hotel Then yo drive with
Brandon through the woods to a dense spot and there,

faco down, his jacket gone, his shoes gone, his shirt gone
{Thank heaven she doesn't have to see.this) - is the man

who vanished., George Needham has returned -~

In just a moment, we will read you a telegram fraom
Hubert Holloway of the Ashevills Citizen with the final
outcomwe of tonight's BIG STORY,

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

A B A T g e e e L = e n e
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VIBRAPHONE:

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
SINGLE, OQUTSTANDING RONG!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE?

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFPELL:

HARRICE:

R e

Of all America's leadihg clgarettes only gne 1s
Moutstanding!" - only ene is "Quistanding!”
1t's the longer, finer cigarette in the dlstinguished

red package,

For PELL MELL'S greater lensth of traditionally fine,

PELL MELL!

THE BIG 8TuRY

PHOGRAM #89

mellow tobacecos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat,

Pilters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus PELL MELL gives you & ggoothnesg, mildness and

satisfagtion no other cigaretie offers you.

For Christmas - glve the cigarette that's really

woutstapding!" - the longer, finer cigarette -

PELL MELL,

Good to look at - good to feel - good to Laste -

good to gmoke - good to Eive - and good to get.
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl’

And - they are mild!

t

. gt ke s —y, —— AR e SRe  Ta
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--..- . CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Hubert Holloway of
the Ashe?ille Cltizen.
HOLILOWAY : Clue that ceught my erye in Brandon's cell and convinced
me we hod the killsr In tonight's Big Story was the
:wm; . evidence of & laundry mark on the shirt he haod discarded.
' I felt sure that o vagnanthlike Brandon wouldn't use &
laundry for his shirts. After o brief trial, killer was
S convicted and put to dezth in the electric chair at the
State Penltentisry 2t Columbla, South Carolina. Many
thanks for tonight's PELL KELL Award.
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Holloway ... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proué to have named you the winner of the
v FELL MELL $500 Award for notable service In the field of
journelism,
HARRICE: Listen again next wesk, same time, seme station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - from the Traont peges of the Minnsapolls Hebmed
. Tribune -- by-1line, Max Sewwartz ~- a BIG STORY - that
reached its clirmax vwhen & reporter was told he would dls
if the phone rang... 2nd then...

{ PHONE RINGING)

ATHOT QOB1182




CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC: . o

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR»

L
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-26-
e BIG STOKY is produced by Bernard J. Prockicr,
vith rusic by Vladinir Selinsky. Tonight's progran
vas written by Arnold Perl, your narrator was _
Bob Sloane, and Bob Dryden played the part of Hubert
Holloway. In order to protect the naues of poople
sctually involved in tonight's guthentic BIG STCRY
the nenes of 211 charazcters in the dramatization
were changed with the exception of the reporter,
Mr. Holloway.
TFEYE UP_FULL 2¥D FADE)_
fhis: {s Frnest Cheppell speaking for the nakers of

PEEL MELL FiMCUS CIGARETTES @mels tominelen o oy

&

THIS IS NBC . . . THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
b | o,
C}K/¢+aﬂﬁ:pauq,a L.

P2l 11 Farrpns

B L Lt

RTXKA1 0Qe "l



apetan

e e AT Sy

*25 E;}‘;;siLiiifi‘J
4
THZ 3IG STORY

PROGRAM #90

-

CAST

KARRATOR
MICKEY SCHWARTZ
FRANK

‘TONY

O 'CONNOR

vic

JARCARET
LANDLADY

HERRY

BOB SLOANE

BILL QUINN

ROGER de KOVEN
ROGER de KOVEN
JAMES McCALLION
JAMES McCALLION
AN BURR . 4. .
ANN-BURR 7.
ERIC DRESSLER

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 15, 13§
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_“m.h‘ WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #90
10:C0 -~ 10:30 FPM . DECZMBER 15, 1948 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY.
{MUSIC:  _ _ _FANFARE) |

S . (CAR SLOWS TO A STOP. IGNITION OFF)

(CAR DOOR CPENS & SLAMS SHUT)
- VIC: ) {BEGINS TO WHISTLE "HERE COMES THE BRIDE")
(A COUPLE OF STEPS ON CONCRETE)
{GARAGE DOOR—SLIDEEBRIE)
(STEPS UNDER ON SBIDEWALK, WHISTLING,
THEN BOTH STOP ABRUPTLY)
VIC: Wno's that? Who's hiding behind these bushes?

(RUSTLING OF HEDGE OR BUSHES}
(A COUPLE OF STEPS UP & STOP)

(AGHAST) Youl

(A PAUSE)
(sHoT)

(MUSIC: _ _ _ _MIT & TNLIR}

CHAFPELL: THE BIG E,‘:'L'ORY. Here i3 Americe...its sound and its fury
os-1ts Jjoy end lts sorrow...as8 falichfully reported by
thz wen and women of thel great American newspapors.

- (PAUSE, COLD & FLAT) Minneapolis, Minnesota. From the

pages of the aberemwid=Tribune, the suthentic story of &

T reporter who found that you're never too old, or never

T too young... for murder. Tonight, to Max Selswartz ol

ﬂwT the Mimmeapolls S~ Tribune, goes the PELL MELL

- Award for the. BIG STORY! -

- (MUSIC:  _ _ _FANFARE)

- (COMMERCIAL)
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THE B1G STORY
PROGRAM #90

OPENING COMMERCTAL

Of all Awerica's leading eclgarettes only gne is
"Qutstanding! - only one 1s "Oukstanding!"

It's the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!

Discover for yourself why so many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL. PELL HELL'E€ greater length
filters the smoke on the way to your throat. Filters

Yes, PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally finse,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

Thus PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildness and
satisfection ne other clgarette offers you,
So enjoy the longer, [iner clgarette in the

Good to logk at - good to feel - g00d to laste - and
good to smoke, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OQUTSTANDING BONG:
CHAPPELL:
i HARRICE:
oo CHAFPELL:
. the smoke and makes it mild.
HARRICE: That's important!
= CHAPPELLs
throat.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
distinguished red package - PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL:
to n E"
HARRICE: And - thev are pllid!

ATHO1 OOB 1196
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(MUSIG:_ _ _ _INTRODUCTION & UNDER FOR)
CHAPPELL: Now, the story as 1t actually happenesd,.. Max Sehwerksla
story as he lived 1lt.., Minneapolils, Minnesota.
(MUSTG:_ _ .. _UP & DOWN_FOR)
wTE WARRATOR: You are Max Sewwartz, police reporter for tha

Minneapelis Ster and fripune, but the boys around the

city room call you Mickey for shortT Anyway, it is this

A bl ;I ST S A

[T
sweltering.lune-morning,_9pd you &are ijpmped at your
: - - cFor e

-~ L
A I S

deskfsl et

I ses. Wasting good copy paper agalin,

thing you just drew?

MICKEY: Oh that's a glass of beer, Frafk... & cold glass
FRANK: :
MICKEY:

_ FRANK: Great! And whatleqhis?

o r sagel away and get

goling!
Where?
Eighteenth Street, south.

Eighteenth Street? Why?

RTKO1 0061137
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FRANK: Bottrasompont =TT U o vod Shereiith o,

“hab ol et e
(MUSIO: )]
NARR: S0..., Yyou unreel your languid torso from the stlcky seat

of your desk, take your straw hat from the top of the

/;/ "/'-‘
filing cebinet, esnd you go. A

-~ ..-—-_ .

B

routine, the unspectacular beginni your Big Story..
a sensatiocnel end blgg;ngﬂﬂ'g Story that later broke in

- r'ﬂf
big black headTings sll over the pagos of the Star and

R B tirrry e mrere-ronBbhbainiiidiifihe vievw the
corpse, lying on a sidewalk next to a vecant lot, and

ask Detectlve Inspector Jehn O!'Connore...

MICKEY: corp§e_peen identified yot, Inspector?

O 'CONNOR No, &égéé;;éw Not yet., No wallet on him, no papers.
MICKEY: Simple robbery, huh?

Q'CONNOR: Looks thet way., This stiff was walking along the

sidewalk, Somsone was waiting In the bushes here, at
thé edge of this vecant lot. Gave him a twenty-five
caliber slug right through the heart, All we've got
is the killer's footprints...

- MICKEY: The killer's footprints?

//'P,-C\f-—-'\—
0 'CONNOR: Yesh. This vacant lot 1s mostly soft red clay, okt

Pretty messy, all around, especlally after the raln last
e night. The man who did this Job sure must have got tis
sheoeg dirty. .

. MICKEY: And there was nothing on the corpse..«

RTKOT Q081198
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C'CONUWOR: No wallet or identiflcation papars, as 1 sald. Just
a couple of movie stubs... and an advertisement ripped

put from a newvspapelr.

MICKEY: Whet kind of advertisement?
fﬁ; O 'CONNOR: . A jewsler's ad...» plugging a sale of engagement rings!
 (WosTC:_ _ _ _UP & UNDER)

NARR: You starﬁﬁ at the ticket stubs end ﬁ%e advertisement,

-e- never realizing that yoﬁ/h;aréome into your Big Story
in the middle, thet the first paragraph had been written
n few days bafore, It had actuslly begun in a downtown
restaurant, where en atiractive young widow sat with

_ her escort...

. (Music:_ _ _ _DINNER MUSIC 26)

MARGARET: (NERVOUSLY) Tony... Tony, I didn’'t know how to tell you

this before. I didn't know guite how to say it. But..

I guess there's only ona way. I can't see you any mere.

TONY: What!
.. MARGARET: I'm sorry, Tony.
TONY: (A BEAT)} I see. Another man, eh?
e MARGARET: Yos. We'vre going to be merriad and...
TONY: Oh. You are! Well, let me tell you, Margarst, you'rs

not golng to talk me out of your life, just like thatl
Oh no, Baby, not as easy as that. We've been good
friends too long, see? I had a few plans of my own,

e and I don't figure on changing them. (& BEAT) Who 1s

e this other man?
"“f' MARGARET: Tony, I..s
L e AI .\l

ST
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TONY:

MARGARET:
TONY:

MARGARET :

TONY:

MARGARET ;
TONY:
MARGARET :

TONY:
MARGARET :
TONY:

S e PR TR P PP b R
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(SNAPS) Come on,..who is he? (A PAUSE) Se—you—wontt
tell-wer—ew? All right; I-éan always ask that old
friend of yohr femily's ,.. Henry Blaine,

Tony, don't,...

Good ¢ld Uncle Henry, with his strlped pants, and the
flower in his button-hole, and hls Harvard accent. Sure
L can aslk him. He'd know, He follows you around like
a sheepdog.

(FLARES) Henry Blaine dossn't know & thing about it
yet. And stop meking fun of hiwm, Tony. Just because
he's been like & father to we, ever since my husband..,
Iet's forset Blalne, Mergeret. For the last time, who
is this other euy?

I'm not golng to tell youl

:.’:".‘ ’(.r. ‘,’{ . aaly -

Noves wimdn Baby. YO EsHItovoR LY
dast-~pawme. Some day I'1ll meet your new boy frisnd...
and then.,.it'll be a pleasure.

MARGARET :

This man, my dear,..this man youlre going to marry...

he's youne?

Yes, Henry. He's two years older than I...

. a8 AT 47 s o AT i et
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HENRY: Ah, yes. Youth, youth, The most priceless commodity
on sarth.,.and generally, the meost stupid. And what
is the young man's name, Margzaret?
MARGARET ; Doyle. Victor Doyle.
. HENRY: Victor Doyle. I don't like 1it., It has a pleblan sound.,
. ' earthy...common, -Ii-swerty 0r~tHE-gas HOUSS; O REFget—
upohiveearicainroe-tmnricdos , . . .
MARGARET: Henry, pleass!
HENRY: Forgive me¢, my dear, I am egn lnsufferable snob, and
- I know it. Furthermore, I rejoice in it, But about
this young man, this Vic Doyle. How does he profess
to support you? Whet doss he do?

MARGARET : He...well, he owns 2 small trucking company,

HENRY: Ahl T see. A truckdrlver, risen to high estate. A
rude, an uncouth fellow, no doudbt, with & hairy chest
and vulgar manners.

MARGARET : Henry, you're wrong. Hels not at all like that.,.

- HENRY: (INPERRUPTS) I repeat, Margaret, my dear, 4 truckdriver,
And what doea he offor you? Youth,,.and ocoumparadiye-
poverty...poverty, the essence of inconvenience.

Margaret, I must say I'm disappointed in you, Very

S disappointed,

e MARGARET:  Henry, you don't seem to understand. I'm in love with
o Vic, s as

= HENRY: Ah, yes. Love. A gay and romantic word. A catchword

of the young, a snare, a trap, and & delusion, (A

=

et SNEERING LAUGH) Love? Rubblish!
e MARGARET : Henry, please,...

T & ’

PR,
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- HENRY: Margaret, my dear, How can thls truckdriver of yours
enrich your life, make 1t worthwhile. What does he know
of the things that really count.,...art, music, the
theater, literature.,...

MARGARET : (FLARES) Henry, you're being unfaly, You've never met
T Vie, and yet youlre condemning him! And if you're going
to ta2lk like this, I'm not going to listen!
HENRY: {A PAUSE, THEN PENITENT) Foreive me, my dear., I'm
gorry. Perhaps I have been 2 little unjust., Yeuwesds,
—H&rg&r&FFFF“thpen-%owb&umv~r~-

you,..well, as & daughter. And you must know that

whatever I say, whatever I do, 1t's with an eye_f"-

- my dear?
. MARGARET :
sveet,
HENRY: Thank you, Mergs 2. and now about this young man
who segmsd o have taken gour heart, Perhaps youlre
. 1 . ap, Perhaps I should meaﬁ}éégiggég;g:
I pass judgwent, Suppose you eive mwe his address.
: (MUSIC: _ _ _ BRIDGE)
HENRY: Mr., Doyle, I'm an old friend of Margarst's, and as
o such, my business with you is brisef, I want you to
o break your engagewent to her,
- VIC: What! Yoakkeeseing-mo—ton - - -
“;; HENRY: Preclsely. Get out of her life, WNever see her again,
e VIC: Mr. Blaine, have you gone out of your mind?
e A

PR Sl e ST
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HENRY: (S¥APS) On the contrary, I knov precisely what I am
doing. You are not the man for Margaret, and never
- Wwill be. As her old friend and self-appointed guardian,

I don't preopose toc atand by and see her throw her life

_ away ...
= VIC:  (SUPRESSED FURY) Why, you...!
) HENRY: (INTERRUPTS) Permit me to continue, my friend, I

. realize that this will entail some saérifice on your
part...thet a little heart balm might be necessary
And I am prepzred to offer you an antidote for' your
emotional pain.
VIC: Just what do you mean?

. HENRY: Mr. Doyle, I am a wealthy man, and not inclined to
Quibble, I hzve come hera\to offer you the sum of
ten thousand deollzrs,.....

VIC: (DAZED) Ten thousand..dollars?
HENRY : Exactly, An ample sum, my young friend, for an extended
vacation out of town for é jear or two ... a crulse

perhaps, around the world...

‘e VI I sse, In other words, this 1s a bribe.
' HENRY: A harsh word, but descriptive, -bpiboy—yosi=aithoush
raabaa&dannﬁﬂer;thazvordvrvh&rga@ng In any event,

Mr. Doyle, Margaret has had other sultors with rather

serious intentions. In each case, they were'reasonable.

- Nowrspeum |,
e VIC: Get out}
"y HENRY: What?
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MARGARET :

MARCGARET :

MARGARET :

TONY:
MARGARET :

TONY:

MARGARET ;

TONY:

VIC:

TONY:

MARGARET :

-10-

I sza2id get out! Take your stuffed shirt and gst ocut
of nere! If you ggre twenty years younger, Blaine,

Ird plck you up by those stripsd pants of yours and

throw you down the stalrs.

{DISTRESSED) Vie...Vie, I just can't bellsve that Henry
Blaines...
I couldn't believe it wyself when I heard it, Margaret..
how you ever let a man like that influence you =-=--
Vic! Vie, don't judge Henry too harshly, He mezns well,
Whatover he did, he thought 1t was for me...

(KNOCK ON DOOR) '

Ll Sl el

(4 PAUSE)

(DOOR OPENS)
(A LITTLE DRUNK) Hello, Baby.
Tony! Tony Andrews!
Yeah, Your old boy friend, Remember? Your old boy
friend, before thig punk took you away from me, Se-
thls is . Mic .anl . Phe -gup-rourtro-eotne—to-marrrs,
ey S N LoV L I R =Y- -7 - T
(LA K S -Yo st Buddy =" T ho & iMoo TS W i = CRTO TR~

Try to steal wy girl friend, will you, punk? Try to
take her away from pe, would you? (FLARES IN FURY)
Why, you dirty, double-crossing....

(SCREAMS) Vic! Look out! He's got & knife!

s

im0
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(SRUNE)
{AsBLOW - CLATTER - OF~KNIRE)
VIC: | Pull a knife on me, will you?
(ELOW, CROAN. BODY THUD)
MARGARET : Vie, Vic...what sre you doing? What,.,.?.
VIC: (GRUNTING) Just picking up this drunken fool.......
(A COUPLE OF STEPS)
VIC: And throwing him out.,...{A GRUNT) Down the stairs you.
go, ny friend,.
{CRASH AMD CLATTER OF BODY DOWN THE STAIRS)
Vic: (PROJECTS A LITTIE) Now get out, andrevs, ¢Cet out....
before I come down these staira and throw you lnto

the strect.

PONF L. - - -~ LOFF 7~ PURY ) Okay i~ Ok=y; ~Wise |
B promelyy P e YR pria
(BOOR-SEAM—OFPH
(MuSIC:  _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
NARR: You, Mickey Senwartz of the MInneapolls Bban-—amrd

Tribune, had been completely unaware that your Big

Story was zlrezdy well on its wey. Early in the

-

morning of what was later to be a sweltering .}'une-/;;./;

- day, & man drove hls car» into a rented zarage on .
Elghteenth Street...
(CAR SLOWS TO STOP., IGNITION OFF)
(CAR DOOR OPENS AND SLAMS SHUT)
VIC: (BEGINS T0 WHISTIE "HERE COMES THE BRIDE")
{A COUPLE OF STEPS ON CONCRETE)
{ GARAGETTXIORS SEIDES-SHUT
(STEPS UNDER ON STDEWALK, AND WHISTLING UNDER
NARRATION)

RTXOT O0B1205
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. NARR: He walked along the sidewalk, adjacent to & vacant
lot, muddied with red clay. And then....
(CONTINUE STE}S AND WHISTLING FOR A MOMENT.
PHEN STOP ABRUPTLY)
VIC: Who'a that? Who's hiding behind those bushes?
' (RUSTLING OF HEDGE OR BUSHES)

- (A COUPLE OF STEPS COMING IN ON SIDEWALK AND

S70P)
VIC: {AGHAST) You!
{A PAUSE)
N {sHoT)
(MUSTC: _ __ _ UP_IN CURTAIN)
CHAPFELL: We will be back in just a wmoment with tonight'a BIG
STORY, |
(MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE)
7 (COMMERCIAL)

RTKO1 COB1208
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #90

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

PELL MELL FAMOUS CiGARETIES - nputstandingl"

for PELL MELL'S greater lepgth filters the smoke on

Filters the smoke and makes

Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'E grester length. Yes,

your eyes can see the difference - your throat can
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to
Thus, PELL MELL glves you
a smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other
Enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

Mtomm—mwmﬂ-mwm—am

Remember, PELL MELL'S grsater lepeth of fine tobaccos
filters the smcke on the way to your throat - filters

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstandinel”

VIBRAPHONE s SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG:
CHAPPELL Y
HABRICE: And - they are mild!
CHAPPELL:
the way to your threat.
it mild.
HABRHRICE: That's important!
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
tell you what it means.
CHAPPELL:
screen and cecol the smoke,
ciparette offers you.
HARRICE:
red package - PKLL MELL.
CHAFPELL:
good to smoke,
HARRICE:
the smoke and mekes it mild.
CHAPPELL:
HARKICE: And - they are mild!

RTHXO1T QL1207
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ARRICE: This is Cy Harrlcs, r»sturnlng you to your narrator, and
ths Big Story of Mox Sedwertz, os he lived it and wrote it,
MNARR: 3 Ca UGN T

SuE-tITESE dOWn on Lie NUGY Ioh —ourmare—tirebb- ol st

Sopaobr—rmd You, Mox Sewwartz of the Minnenpolis S
e s Tribunc, argﬁg/{/ﬁh the police when a nolghbor
identifies the dood nmen as  Vietor Doyle. Doyle's wallet
is missing, and it locks like simplo robbery, but somchow
the jeweler's ad torn Trom & newspaper stirs your c iosity.
30 you rhons your Identificetion to the M
— the jewelry stors. Ycu £ind that Victor Deyle bought an
gngagement ring thzre and their records show that it wos
purchased for & Mrs, Margsret Lenox of Lyndale Avenue North.

You meke that your noxt stop.

T -+, Z
O *

(prvoe?
(DooR—armTrS)
MICKEY:  Joror—prossmmmpmmpymermems . ; .
MARGARET: Yewsemrowegtren , |, 2

MICKEY: ,\M?fZ$$ is Soemwcritz, I o reporter for the Stese—md
Tribune, If you've rznd the popers this morning, you khow

L that Victor Doyle WoB...ac..

------ MARGARET: (AGITATED) Yes, yes. T...l Know....

v MICKEY: I'm sorry, Mrs, Lenox. But I know you woere his filancee,
and probobly were out with him last night., There wers

two thoater ticket stubs found on his body and.......

- HENRY : (COMING IN, AUTHROITATIVE) Ome moment, if you please!

[T E e - S
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MARGARET:Henry, I...this Ireboriel.....

'HENRY: I'11 talk to the rallew, oy dear,

MICKEY: Lock, Mister, I....

HENRY : My name is Bloine....Henry Blaine. I am en old friend
of Mrs., Lenox, and I con inform you she has no statenant
to make to the press.....

e MICKEY: But Mr. Bloine.....

HENWRY: I repeat. She has nothing to say for publication in your
obnoxious newspeper. Pleoass leave the premises,

. MICKEY: But shot'll have to talk, sooner or later, The police....

HENRY: Quite., The polico., It mey intorest you to Know, young
man, that Mrs. Lenox and I were just on our way to police
heoadguarters to place ourselves ot the disposal ¢f the
nuthroities, When you interrupted., Goed day, sir}

{ SLEAImIPDDI)

NARR1 You go down to the stroet, and wait in your cor. You've beoen
around, and you don't gilve up that casily. f ninute later,
Henry Blaine and Mrs. Lenox come out, get into o SO LR
car, ond drive off, Then you go toack inte the bullding, eond
telk to tho landledy., And you connect with some interasting
information. She tolls you all about the fight between
Victor Doyle and Tony Andrews, the night befors.......

s TANDLADY: Hcard the whole thing through the door, I did, and it vas

v enough to scere o body ocut of her wits. And that ain't all,

e young men. There was scmething else happened, to00....

MICKEY:  Yes, Mrs, Phillips? |

AT T MRAReCIT ol e e e R = e ——— e
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IANDLADY:

MICKEY:
LANDLADY:

MICKEY:

LANDLADY:

MICKEY:
LANDLADY:
MICKEY;
TANDLADY:

MICKEY:
LANDLADY:
MICKEY:

LANDLADY

=16~

You toke the widow Lancx nov. ARt ipa-obhy T oIt ra—is

I TE-O W ) g e s i< 1t i gt a e 270 0 puabisiloJo) A winga- {20 g rinuicicia g

R R N T TP o B T P S R T I T T U T ey

REDERe g RTrerrhnre T carly this morning, she hod a
g.entlemn;tn caller,

Forly this morning? You're surs about that? -

Eeard the mon come in with my own cars, HNot that it did him
any good. Mrs, Lenox was out,,.staylng over ot her sister!s
place on Spruce Strect, Wbt it d St oo e Te™
GEVEIPTTAERRT PSR DRI RSP EIPRR Y SRR At R F

Do you know who ﬁ‘ﬁgﬁm

No, I don't, But I'd like to put my hands on him, I wculd.
He dirtied up my stair runner with his fegt,..loft & trail
of red dirt, right un to the second floor;

(ALERT} Mrs. Pnillips.,.you said..recd dirt?

Why, yes. Had to toake it off with the wacuum cleancr,

Could thaot dirt hove bccn.1.rcd clay?

Well now, yes. Although I don't seo what difference 1t .
makes whaet it....

Mrs. Phillips...obout this Tony Androws

Yes?

Do you know where I c¢an find him?

T do, He lives over on Fifteenth Btroet.

RTHC1 QCB1210
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TONY:

.-+ MICKEY:
o TONY:
MICKEY:
_ TONY
e MICKEY:

TONY:

““““ MICKEY:
TONY:

MICKEY:

e TONY:
MICKEY
TONY:
. MICKEY:

TONY:

e e mm e e TR s e e meELIRLPT TR ——
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Wait & minute Reporter! What is this? What kind of
a story are you trying to hend me?
I'm trying to tell you you're a hot candidate for e
rap, Andrevs.
A what?

A murder rap. Vic Doyle's murder.

‘!he.;‘.'s a lie.
Iz 1t? It all edds up, Andrevs. You had a knock &
battle with Vie Doyle last night. The landlady hea:
you threaten hin. He was found a few hours later w’
& bullet through his heart and you ....
Thet's a 119. Do you hear me, Reporter, it's a lle
sure, I had & screp with Vie Doyle last night, but ’
afdn's ki1l bin ...
Vhere were you eerly this morning, Andrews?
Right here in ny epertment .. asleep. I wasn't any.
vesr Eightoenth Streot «s.. |
How do you know Vic Doyle was rurdered on Eighteent
Styresti '
Vhy, I ... I read it in the papers.
1 see. Andrews, mind if I look into your clothes 1.
Vhat for?
Just to satlsfy nmy curlosity about something.
oD

(DOOR OPENS) :
(o PAUSE)}
Satisfied?

(& BEAT) I'm satisfied.
Okay. Wov ... get outl

R —
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e MARGARET:

HENRY:

MICKEY:

HENRY:

MICKEY:
iy HENRY:
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You leave, and you're morgmlxed up than ever, Thsbw/
shoes in hils shos-vack 21l lock as though they've{bsen
shtined. And meybe thoy have ... for obvlous reasons,
But you can't prove anything ye£. 3¢ .. you go back
to pollce headguartsrs to ses what ths police have found
out from the widow, And just as you get there, Mrs.
Lenox and Henry Blalne come out and get Into his caer,
You run Up ...

(ﬂmﬂ"m'z’ﬁ/ﬂf‘*
(COMING UP) Mrs. Lenox ... Mrs., Lenox ....
Oh., Henry, it's sves ‘
Look here, Sewartz. Mrs. Lonox has told har entire
story to the police. They've given her a clean bill of
health,
But ...
I made it gquite plain befors and I shall make it plain
egein. Mrs, Lenox tos nothing to say to you, or any other
reporter. Aslde from that, Sewwartz, I find you personasll:
obnoxious, and your persistence enNOyIing....
Mr. Blaine, walt ...
Good day, Mr. Sewwartz!

{ MOBE Tt P Drebhribd )
UP_AND UNDER

You stand there and stare, with your mouth open.

Not becouse of what Blaine has jyat eald to you.

It's something you think you've seen in his ecar. You
just had a glance, youfre nof surg, you mlght have

been wrohg.
{MORE}

.
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?%g§$'D) But If you'rs right ... you've got your story ...
your Big Story. Anywey, you've got to know,.
you'tve got to be sure. 3¢ that night, you go to

- Henry Blaine's housa «ese
. {PADE IN: NIGHT SOUNDS B.G.)
(STEPS ON CONCRETE UNDER)
e NARR: You wall up tho driveway to the garage, try

the overhead doorisaas
( = s
VPR B 0
NARR: Lucky for you ... idb-pmapon ti/.é. Méﬁmﬁcv(‘

{STEPS ON CONCRETE, HOLLOW)

MNARR: You try the car door ....
(CAR DOOR OPENS SLOWLY)

NARR: You take & good look with your pocket flashlight..
And then ...
HENRY:. ( SHDDBNEIr—OPI T TTITTEE) Good ovening Mr, Sekvartz!
MICKEY: Whet eeal
HENDY: T saw you through the window s T rib i
Fanderrrtt o 00 s
awé(kéﬁﬁﬁhﬁﬂﬁmm _
HENRY: {UP)/\ I trust you found what you were looking
. for.
e MICKEY: I ... I don't know what you're talking about,

S Mr. Bloine.

—— i i
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HENRY:

L mmaen

MICKEY:

HENRY:
e MICKEY!:

HENRY:

MICKEY:

HENRY't

MICKEY:
HENRY:
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Oh, come, Mr. Schwertz. I am neither stupid

nor naive, It is peinfully obvlious. The red
elay on the floorboardﬁ ++»s on the clutch padal
and the brake too. Wasty, sticky stuff, this
¢clay. I om e fastidious man, Mr, Schwartz and

it has annoyed me no end, I had plamned to have
the car cleaned in the norning ... Ness,,..

So you killed Vdesde= Doyle.

Naturally. I had no other alternative.

What do you mean?

Supposs we go into the house where we con talk about
it nore comfortedly ...,

Look, Blaine ...,

{SHARP) Mr. Sewvwartz, I do not customarily
invite persons of your itype lnto my house. But
this time, I am afrsaid ¥ must dnslst., I am armed
as you see, Morcover, I am expecting a very
important telephone ecoll,.... that concerna you.
Concerns me? How?

Becouse after I receive it, Mr. Schwartz ... T an

going to kill you.

ATXKOT 0081214

S ¢ R IR A e s




NARR:

HENRY :

MICKEY:

HENRY 3

MICKEY:
HENRY :

MICKEY:
HENRY :
MICKEY:

HENHY :
MICKEY:

-21-

He forces you into the house at the point of s gun, and his

eyes are glazed and deadly, like a snake's, Aadeiody—itad
jﬂmmmﬁ I & DA o O O PR D iy S,

And then, this fastidious, well-groomed killer starts to

talk, while you wonder aboub that phome c¢all.i.
Look at me, Sekwartz, I am s handsome man, sm I not?
Distinguished looking, if I may say so., I have not only

apvesrance, but polfe, background, money... everything

ut youth.

Blsine, I don't see what..,.

(RUNNING ON)} Yes. Everything but youth, And Mrs., Ienox
is a very attractive woman, Sehwartz .. and young. And
young men came to court her, You understand?

Well, T ....

But I wanted her, too...

thoabpmyoare~owompy®r T had to fight againé%ff%ﬁi; L1725 PPN
try te keep them away .. bribe them, if necessary, I made
up mind that I would have her, only I, snd no one else,

I had just decided that the time had come to propose fo
her, I knew that she was fond of me, I had been very
considerate. And then this Victor Doyle came Elong...

I see, 5o you got rid of him. You took his wellet ,, made
1t leook like robbery,, and killed him,

Yes, Schwartz, Just as I expect to kill you, after my
rhone »ings ,...

(DESPERATELY) Blainel About this phone cell, vhat's it
got to do with me?

Ah, yes ,.. The phone cell ,...from Margaret.

" Mrs, Lenox?

m e e Iy w Rt
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HENRY: Precisely, I proposed marriage to her, today, Belwexes-,
What with the shock of Vic Doyle's death, 1 reasoned, and
intelligently, so, that she might be recsptive, The shook,
you knew, and all thst.., Naturally, I have no doubt that

. she will sccept,...

MICKEY: But ,..

HENRY : (GOING ON) And naturally, Schwartz, since you are the only
person who ¥nows I k%i1lled Doyle, your presence alive might
become very émbarrassing..,. the polics, you know. I have
no intention of having you breal up my honeymoon,.. {A BEAT)
Is that clear?

MICKEY: Yes, Yes, it's very clear, But suppose Mrs, Lenocx doesn't
accept, What are you going to 4Z§f»29{;~=J -

HENWNRY ¢ There 1s no doubt that she will accept, I have considered
no other poseibility 2nd ,..

{ PHONE RING)

HENRY: Ahl That must be Mergaret now ..,

(PHONE RING AGAIN ,,., RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

HENRY : Hello? Yes... yes, my dear, this is Henry. What? {A BEAT)
Oh, Thank you, Thank you, very much, my dear, Yes ... ¥es,

_ I'll see you tomorrow!

. (RECEIVER ON HOOK)

(A LONG FAUSE)

MICKEY: Was that ,, was that.,, Mrs, lenox?

HENRY ! Margaret? Oh no, Mr?ﬁ Sehwaertz, That was my sister, She's
invited me for lunch at her home tomorrow, (SIGHS) I'm
afraid we'll have to wait a little longer!

e (MUSIG: _UP AND UNDER)_

ARTHOT 0061216

L et b i i g R A




-23-

e NARR: S50,, you walt, It seems like a year,,., two years, And
Henry Blaine sits there with the guq;;;s hand, his eyes
gmiling, watching you and then,...

(FHONE RING)
(A PAUSE)
(PHONE RING AGAIN)
MICKEY: (AIMOBT HYSTERICALLY) Well? wWhy don’t you answer it, Bleine
n Why don't you snawer it%
HENRY : (CAIMLY) Patlence, Sekwartz, Patience,
(PHOME RING AGAIN, SHORT, CUT OFF, RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
HENRY : Hello? (EAGERLY) VYes, Margaret, ye¢s. This is Henry. I....
{PAUSE) (DULL) Oh I see —=~
o (RECEIVER ON HOOK)
MICKEY: Blaine! Blaine, whet ...?
HENRY:  (DAZED) She turned me down, Schwarbz, She sald no.
(CRACKS RISING) Oho—siid—no—to—row-widsnetand, Schumltzs
She seald no to me, Henry Blaine! She said she was sorry,
she was very fond of me, but she waan't in love with me,

_____ There was too much diffeorence in our ages, Sohwarbe,

Did you heer that? I was too old for her ... {(SOPNINGY
too 0ld,yess

MO rm— e,

HENRY : Here, Sclmwartz,.,.

{(THUD OF GUN ON TABIE))

RN HENRY: Teke My gun...

. MICKEY : You mean youl.e..

HENRY : I mean,.I don't care any more. Without Margavet,..I don't

Sl cere any more, Don't you see, Dedwekisd It doesn't matter

any more, I don't want to live without her... Iid rether be
deadl

w ™ (MUsIC: _ CORTATN)

- = [ - ——r RSP

RTKGT 0061217




[RGB,

-j._

ol

CHAFFELL: In just & moment, we will read you a telegram from Max
Schwartz of the Minneanolils Sdsk—and Tribune with the finsl
outcoms of tonight's BIG STORY.

{MUSIC: _ FANFARE)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

. - - e ST Hadh b gasoee a, permme— s s o s
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THE BIG STORY
PHOGRAN #90

CLOSING COli ERCIAL

VIBRAPHOLE SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BOWG!

CHAPPELL: Cf all America's leading cigarettes only one is
"gutstanding! - only ong 1s "Quistandingl"

HARRICE: It's the loneer, finer eigarette in the distinguished
red package., PELL MELL\

CHAPPELL; For PELL MELL'S grester length of trsditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
throat.

HARRICE: F41ters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gives you a sioothness, nildness and
satisfaction no other ciparette offers you.

HARRICE: Fer Christmas - give the clgarette that's really
uQuistandingl" - the longer, Liper cigarette -

PELL MELL. '

CHAPPELL: Gogd to look at - good to feel - good to Laste -
good to gmoke ~ gopd to glve - and good to get.
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES - “Qg;;&ggﬂ;ng!“

HARRICE! And - they are mild!l ‘

ATHOT QOet121%




CHAPPELL:
{MUsIcs _ _
CHAPPELL:
ANNCR?

oA

-2 T REVISED
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight!s program was
written by MaX Ehrlichf~§our narrator was Bob Sloane,
awé~Bill Quinn played the part of Max Swartz. In order

to protect the names of people actually involved in

" tonight's zuthentic BIG STORY the names of all

characters in the drzmatization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr, Swartz.

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the mekers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIBARETTES and reminding you of the ideal
¢hristmas gift - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES in their
speclal holiday carton,

THIS 1€ NBC ,.. THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

RTHOT 0061220
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NARRATOR
JOHN
SECOND MAN
RICKI
JANE
KIM

MAN
GEORGE
5GT.
TOMMY
DELCO
WOMAN
MABEL
MOTHER
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THE BIG STORY

PRCGRAM 91

BOB SLOANE
MARTIN WOLFSON
MARTIN WOLFSON
MAURICE CAVEIL
JOAN LAZAR
BERNARD GRANT
BERNARD GRANT
ROGER DE KCVEN
ROGER DE KOVEN
GEORGE FETRIE
GEORGE PETRIE
JCAN ALEXANDER

JOAN ALEXANDER.

BARBARA WEEKS
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“' WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY # gl
) ( P )
10:00 - 10:30 P.M, DECEMBER 22, 1248 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY.
(MUSIC:  _ _ _FANFARE WITH “JINGLE BELLS" IN IT, SLIGHTLY SOUR.

o (TRAFFIC NOISES. CROWDS. WE ARE ON THE OUTSIDE OF
A GROUP CENTERED AROUND JANE)
- WOMAN : (AGATNST AD LIB BABBLE) What 1s 1t? I can't see; can
you see?
MAN: Don't push, laséy. 1Itfs a kid, a little girl ---
- WOMAN: ' What's the matter? Is she lost or somethlng?
MAN I just got here, lady. Ast these others. (UP) The kid

lest, what's a matter?

MAN:
SECOND MAN:
WOMAN: Let me in thers; let a woman talk to that child. [MOCKING
SECOND MaN) .  Excuse
e JAﬁm,éihfcyp/'
MAN Okay, lady, okey - take it emsy - let I thru'--
WOMAN :. Oh, she's a beby. (GENTLY} Come here, baby - come hers.
Are you cold?
JANE: (FOUR) (STARTS TO WHIMPER)}
'''' ) WOMAN: Are we lost? Did you lose your mommy? Did Daddy walk
,ti avay ané make a mistake? Tell Aunt Jeanns,
L., JANE: (MUMBLES SOMETHING THRU HER TEARS)
- WOMAN; Now you wait. Don'™t try to talk., First, wa'ii dry those
S tears and then -- blow - go ahsad - blow --

. " - PR
e - - A em e T e TP rmrm —m - a
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JAWE:

WOMAN:

JANE:

WOMAN :
JANE:

CHAPPELL:

e i AT TR e T SRS M M A T e S ez amog A T TmaTaoaemei e T

(BLOWS HER NOSE}

Better? (JANE: Mumm.) Sure. Now what'ls the matter,
dear?

(EVENLY) He's nct here and he sald he'd come and he

didn't ccme --

Who, dear?

(BREAKING) He said he'd coms, last night, but he dida't

and I've got to Find him., Senta Claus. 1lve got to.

THE BIG STORY. Here is America, its sound and its fury,
its joy and 1ts sorrow, a3 faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. {PAUSE)
(FLAT) Detroit, Michigan, from the pages of the Detroltu

Free Press, a deeply human story of the night gfter Xwes;

and to John Wagner of the Detreit Free Press, for writing

this story, for making it come true; gees the PELL MELL
AWARD for the BIG STORY.

{ OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 12/22/48

PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELIL::

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
0f all America'’s lesding cigarettes only one 1s
"Qutstauding!" ~ only one is "Qutstanding!"

It!s the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELLI

Discover for yoursell why sc many of your friends have
changed to PELL MELL., PELL MELL's greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat. Filters the smoke
and makes 1t mild.

That's iwmpcrtent!

Yes, PELL MELL's gzreater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on ths way to your
throat.

Filters the smoke and makes it milad.

Thus FELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildoess and

satisfaction no other cigerotte offers you.

80 enjoy the lonsmer, finer clgarette in the distingulshed

red package -- PELL MELL,

Good to look at - good to fesl - good to tastg - and good

to smoke. PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstendipnz!"

And - they are mild.

P = s
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CHAPPELL

{MUSIC: |
SLOANE:

JOHN:-

o
THEME: JINGLE_BELLS. BE

= A e e e e e arw A

: Apd now the story as it actually happensd. Johnt Waonor's
story s he lived it. Detroit, Michigan. -

—~ ~ _UP AND UNDER FOR:)
Your pams is John Wagner, assistant clty editor, one of
the best papers in the mid-west. Since '28, you'!d been
at It - done evsrything, all kinds of repcrting; strikes,
murders, the police beat, covef;d Washlngton, Wall Strest.
You aren't cynlcel, just reaslistic - there’s very littls

ﬂééﬂlsurprises you abeut human beings, elther the depths cf
thelr despair or the helight of thelr decency. Only on
this particuler gray day you focus ot the seamy side of
1ife. Two reasons for that: one 1t was Xmas Day and
you were working -- you had to leave your howme, your
warm home filled with kids' screams and clsctric treins
and suov all over the house and go to work, Somebody had
tc work the paper on Xmes Day and you were the lucky
stiff. And the other reason was that you just sat in
the office with nothing to do. There wasn't & sipngle
thing coming over *he wires &cathuoi-a-mdév-ﬁn'm!!kﬂ

great day for you 2nd for the news. In despair you

called out to Mabel at the switchboard {poor Mabel she

had to work todey too ) ---

Hey, Mabel ~---- didn't anybody c¢all in with anything?
(CHEWING GUM) .{ELSEWHERE) (SOTITO) Just a second,

Jackie --- {UP) What, Mr. Wagner? Did you say something?
I said anything doing. Who were jou talking to?

— - P . s roamatwma e e R nTTES ST —taemem e e
R et N T aee s et d T e bkt emmr T TR B

o mmmr i o e B R P ek =L | TETM R rn
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MABEL:

JOHN:

MABEL:

JOHN:

MABEL:

JOHN:
MABEL:
JOHIN:

SLOANE:

[N SRY P PR L

~Langls, get & sandwich, maybe a glass of beesr.

_5_
Nobody, Mr. Wegner - just Jackie, my girl friend Jackle.
No, nobody called 1n.
Wasn't Ed Prisbse supposed to got a yarn on that robbery
or scmathing on Tenih Straeet?
Yes, sir, but he nesnlt called ip, (INTO PHONE) Just =
second, Jsckie, (WHISPER) Itis Mr, Wagner,

Go shead, finish your conversation.
o2

I'm going down to

Cell me

i

C3f you nsed me; vou want anything?

No thanks, Mr. Wegner - unless - 1f it isn't too much
trouble, I'd like & walted.

Ckay.

Chocclate, plsase.

Sure, glad to.

€21} me if anythiog heppens., Maybo the

plece'll burn down,

Xmes comes but once a ysar, you thought, and thank heavso

~ bzeause if there were more days like this -~ well, nevsr

mind. You got in the aleovator -

(ELEVATOR DOGRS, DESCENDING UNDER:}

(DULL) Merry Xmes, Mr. Wognar,

(SAME) Merry Xoeas, Gsorge.

(PAUSE)

And that was all - just the flat words bstween you and
George, the elevator operator - there wasn't anything
glse to say because for nhuither of you it was & Merry

Xmas, And at the end of the ride, a Fitting imauchib.

comment iﬂﬂzéaﬁf;}il!
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GEG:

SLOANE:

JOHN:
KiM:

JOHN:
KIM:

JOHN:

e

s et

My feet sures hurt. Bz gled when this day is over.

It had stooped snowling end now the grime of the city
began to ssttls malking the spow grey. Soon 1% would be
black, Nothing merc beoutiful than ﬁlack city snovw.
Black city Xmas snow, {PAUSE) Bor wos deserted,.

Even Tommy Emerich, one of your reperters who almost
#

it

(

Fl

L5

1ived inyg "I c¢crocksd the Topaz murdsr in

Ber," he elvways said) even he wasn't therc. iind tho
tortender, thio tell Tony Kim, was quictly angry.

Listen to thet. "Silent Hight," thet's 2ll you hesr,
"Silent Night." I must of heord thot song 200 times.

e

& fd
Let me shut s cf

One beer, Kim -~ ;zt
£ first. (HE DOES 8¢) That's botter.

Ong beer?

Yeah.

Quist, ein't 1t? Decd you wmight say., You know somsthing,

{JOHN: What?) Thsy ought to make & law., Close

overything Xmes Doy, Make o law a man's got to spend

Xmas home. Thot's what., It ain't decont, éeing in o

ber, you werking, we worklng, thousands of other 3tiffs

working., There cught to be a law.

Yeah, Write your congressmon.

Hey, you dintt finish your beer.

I know, I'11 see you. 8o long.

b et e e el TR g e s
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SLOANE:

S5LOANE :

. JOHN:
RICKY:

[ —

..7..

There cught to be a law. You walked out, wore soupr thon
when you cntersd. You turned back towrd the offic. thun
remembsrad the malted for Mabel. The drug storc wos ths
same - empty - Sull - stuplé. Y¥You ordercd the melted,
paid for it and welked out of Deleco's Cut Rato Drug
Store wilthout an exchange of four words., The Xmas splrit
was just oozing oui of everyone., (S/DLY} Great. Hepoy,
merry, wonderful Xans,
Back up the elevotor, George rubbing his bad fooh; you
handed ths contalinsr to Mabel and slouched back Lnto youf
cholr et your ¢esk os the phone rang.e....

(PHOME. UF)
Desk, Wagner speaking ---
(FILTER) (.iGE SIX) (EXCITED) Daddy, it's Ricky -- hcllo,

Daddy, hoWw are you ~---%

SLOANE:

(IN CLOSE) BSudésnly all the warmth in the world was i
that voice, in &-yozr-cld Ricky. In those fow words you
¢ould recrcates the whole scene at home; the crazy
excltement around the tree when they opened thelr
prescents, Ricky and 2-yecr-o0ld Judy. The Jeck~in~the-box
on the pleno stool, the new bike, the squoals of delight
over the pistol Iin the big red stocking, &nd the trains --
oh, boy thoso treins, with real stoetion and real ftunnels
and switches that workad....

When are you coming home, Daddy?

Oh, I™11 be home socn, Ricky.

You get to come guick - I'm heving trouble with the

brakeman.

ATKAT QO61228




JOHMN: Really®?
RICK: She wants to send Trein No. 14 through the switch 3ZFCRE

the milk train, She can't do ppqpi cen ahe? thes

coparhiema g,
JOHN: I should say not - the wilk train's got to coms first.
RICK: - I told her that = but she won!t listen, (Mommy's the

brakeman} She den't understend those things., Whan ere
Jyou conming home -~v-=n=--- ? -
JOHN: Oh, in o little while, Rick, just hold out o =-=--

(AMOTHER PHONE RINGS)

JOHN: Just 2 second, Rick --- I got anether call, Eolé on,
- {OTHER PHONE IS ANSWERED)

JOHN!: Wagner.

TOMMY ! {F) Tommy Emerich, John,

JOHN: Good, you got something Tom?

TOMMY : Yeah, I'm over =t the 3Ird Procinct. There's o kig

here, Four years old, girl. Lost., Says she's looking
for 3onta Clous.
JOHN: Santa Clous? Ckoy., Sounds good. Lost, you scy?
- TOMMY : Won't tell anybody her nocme. Wandering all over the

street lcoking feor Santa Clous,

JOHN: Okay, stey with 1t cud write me - oh, o column, 2
¢olumns,
:? TOMMY 5 Check. 8c long.
”; (PHCNE UP. OTHER PHONE PICKED UP AGAIN)
— JOHN: Hello, Ricky --- here I am ---
'f”_ RICK: Whot did you say, Daddy, obout Santa Cleus. I heard you
e sey abo%t Santa Clous, InbosutwmiclivmbifmthaliiemDnrrnerETEy
T Jonn: Soms,glrl 1s looking for him.

v

L

e e AL

[ -
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RICK:
JOHN:
RICK:
JOHN:
RICK:

JOHN:

RICK:

SLOANE:

TOMMY :

SLOANE:

WOMAN:

¢ e TR I LTI P e T fath r s

...9..
Didn't she find him?
No, I guess not, Rick. But don't you worry about it --
Is she home?
What?
Is she at home? That's the place to look for hiw,
doesn't she know that? Everybody knows you don't go out
and look for Santa Claus, You wailt and if you're good,
he comes to your nouse,
(THINKING)} Yesh. I think you'lrs right, Rick. Yewm
Well, let's hang up now and 1%l see you 500D.
But tell her thet, Daddy, the place to look Tor Senta

ls at home.

(MUSING) Out of the mouths of babes ---- "The place tc
look for Santa Cleus 1s at home - everybcdy knows thet.'
Then what's a four-year-old kid dolng reving the streets
looking for the 014 Guy with the beard? Maybe you got a
story there, Ricky? Maybe that 1s a story.

§L9ALIE_-_M9N1A9E_.22F§02)
You race over to the Third Precinct stationhouse and
there you find a ¢confused and shgmeraced-reporter, Tonmy
Emerich =---

Can't do & thing, John., Can't find out a thing.

.;zﬁaﬂda kindly e3d~ woman who's tried everything and gotten

novhereg ---

(FROM VIGNETTE} She won't tell her. name and now she
won't telk at all -=-

ATHOT CO&1Z230




SLOANE:

SGT:

SLOARE:

=10~
And there's & desk sergeant, & nice fet homely desk
sergeant, who's run out to the store and ls trying to
give the little girl a toy penguln ~-
Go shead, take it, kid. It's all yours. It's a nice
penguin. Go ehead feel it, It's nice and soft.
But they all get nowhere -~ and in the center of the
room, wearing the ssrgeant's jacket {because the room is
chilly and 211 she's wearing 1s & torn sweater over her

dress) is the girl..s

JANE:

JOHK:
JAWE:
JOHN:

JANE :

JOHN:

JANE:

vess8 Wisp of & girl, about 4, thio and hollow-eyed, not
pretty, with strazight plain, black hair, helding herself
in, not saying acything -- just the words -- (MUSIC CUT)
I cant!t find him. I can't fipd hiwm anyvwhere, He saig
he'd come, but he didn't. Helll never cona.

Did he say he'd coue?

He told me hisself, he said hel!d coma.

When did he tell you that?

(PRECISELY) The day before yesterday., I went to him
and said, Will vou come to see ms? and he sald of course
I will and he reng his bell.

Where was that?

On the corner, outside on the street, where the big store
is, where they sell the toys and all tha clothes, He had
& pot and a bell and he kept sheking his beard shd rlnging
the bell and when I ast him he 3213 he'd come, but he
never came. He never never came,

(PAUSE)
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JOHN:

- e

JANE :

SLOANE:

=11~

What's your name? (SHE IS SOFTLY CRYING) ere do you
1ive? What's your wemmy's name? (SAME) =< Bo you waat
to tell us?

Het!s & liar, that's what he is. ©Santa Claus is a lisr.

Liar. Liard

The day has changsd, no longer merely gray or dull, but
bitter. Black bitter, gall bitter -- and if this is all
a city can offer tc & four-year-old child on the day of
the tirth of the Prince of Peace, then -- you don't have
to say it. And lookxing inte her face, not tear-stained,
but empty (a four-year-old childls 1ife emptylt) - you,
John Wagner of the Detroit Free Press, know that you'vo
got to do something, you've got to changs it, you've got

to bring back light Ipto a child's eye, & smile cnto a

-éua%girl's face. But how? How can you do such & thing,

when after all, there is no Santa Claus &nd he won't
rsally come -- gven after he promised.

UE TO_TAG

We will be bagk in just a moment with tonight's BIG STORY.

{MIDDLE COMMERGIAL)

e et
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THE BIG STORY 12/22/48

PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPEIL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE::

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(VIBRAPHCHME: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
PELI MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Dutstanding®
And - they are mild!l

For FELL MELL's grester Jongth filters the smcoke on ths

vay to your throet, TPilters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thet's important!

Yes, PELL MELL's grester leneth of traditionally [ine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to youn

. throat - filters the smoke ehd makes it mild.

Your eyes can sse PELL MELL's greater lsugth. Yes, your
eyes can see the differsnes -- your throat can tell you
vhat it means.

PELL, MEIL's greeter leugth of traditionelly fine, mellow
tobaccos means & longer, natural rilter to screen and
cool the smoke,

Thus, PELL MELL gives you o smcothness,

miidness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Enjoy the longer, fiper cigarette in the distinguished
red package -- PELL MELL.

Good to logk at - ggad to feel - gocd to taste -- ond good

to smoke.

Remember, PELL, MELL's greater length of fine tobaccos
filters the smoks oo the way to your throat - fllters
the smoke and mekes it wmild,

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding"

And - they ere mild.

——— PRI R — L G Rt ) — et PO
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SLOANE:

JOHN:

3GT:

JOHN:
56T

TOMMY

JOHN:

TOMMY :

JOHN:

T e LI NI T R

- 13 -

7 R0 AK _UNDER )

ﬁe#;f% rgéﬁfﬁ;you to your narrstor and the BIG 8T.KY cf
John Wegner, €s he lived it and vrote it.

It's Xmas Dey, 5 PM on Xmas Day, time for you John
Wegner of the Dotroit Free Press, to kneck off, go con
home and toke up with the electric treins, wilth the tres,
with Ricky, your son and Judy your daughter and your
wife -~ but you Gon't lmeeh-offee You pace the floor of
the Staticn House of the Third Police Precinct, xou anc

a bewildered desk sergeant and anotheor repﬁ;tgérgﬁé e “
the thres of you wonéer what you can do about the gulet
sullen frozen-feced child who sits in the middle of tha
roocm end asks whet happened to Sante Claus, You turn em%a
the sergsant --

Where did they pick her up, maybe we!ll find somesthing
cut of that?

Vo, sir, Mr. Wegner - nothing thers. We lcoked into thot.
We found her outside the department store, 1lO0th strost.
She'd been walking an hour. She might of come fron
enyvhere -- '

What about Missing Persons?

We checkod with Missing Persons half an hour ago --
nothing doing, Her folks didn'f miss heor yst ---
(LITTLE OFF) If she's got folks ---

What? What'd you'say, Tomuy ?

I said "if she's got folks," maybe she hasnft got &
family ---

That's a fine thought. Call back Missing Persons, hun

Sarge?

ARTKO1 OCB 1234




5GT:
JOHN:
8GT:

JOHN:

JANE:
5GT:

JOHN;
5GT:

JOHN:
TOMMY:
JOHN:

SGT:

JOHN:
JARE:
SGT:
JOHN:
5GT:

w]ll=-
Go ahead if you went to, but -~ they said they 'd =
Was her doscription sent out?
Alnlt ve got hecrts? Of course, every patrol cor
town's got the cescription --but 111 her ramilysﬁ
vhat can we do?
T don't know, I -- meydbe if I went out and got o °
and something to sat and -- ah, whot's the point-
got to get her home -- until we do that we --
(SOFTLY CRIES OFF MIKE)
Shels at it cgein. (GENTLY AS HE CAN) Don't cry
We'll find them, don’'t you worry -- walll find b
o

Pupoy, zirit he? e

{FIERCE DIALING, S. THE LINE IS BUSY. .

U? WITH VIGEE CE)

Busy! Tomr;q‘,xﬁa'ven't you got on idea -~
A
Liks vhat?

(THE PHONE RINGS. STEPS)
(ARSWERS IT) Third Precinet, Sgt. Moran, (EXCI
Who? Yech. Great. Gimme the address. {T0 JOHS
kid!s mother. She just left Missiog Ferscons -
1"l write it down. I1t's your mother --
(LITTLE VOICE) Mowmumy --
Ida Wershba, 1142 East Evens Avenue -- right vey,
Lot me take her will you, Sarge. m
Sure thing, Mr. Wagner, I'll drive you over —-'};

E

Janle, we'vre golng home.

RTHO1 ‘
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) JOHN: That her neme?
5GT: Yooh, Jane,
JOHN: Come on, Jane - lstfs go home and see -- maybe Sonta

Claus cams after 211,

SLOANE: _ It's the worst section of town, dilapideted wooden

buildings, rubbish in the dirty snow of the street,

e tired houses that sag. Jabe sits on your lep all the
way there and gets out, without intersst, as you pull
up in front of 1142 East Evans, The house is nothlng
for a child tc gzot excited about -~ a sour, sad houss.

JANE: {DULL} That's wuy epartment there -- where I live,
SLOANE: She points to the ground floor right and as you walk,
through the windows, you see & bare room, & bed, ons

s cheir, & table - smptiness, And hanging in the window
is a sign that says: "Msrry Christmas,” except the M of
"Merry" end the € of "Christmas" are broken off -- the
sign iz maybe three, meybe four years old -- and you
understand why this child went looking for 3anta Claus;

-- it's very clear he never came fhere,

(MUSIC:  _ _ _PUNCTUATES AND UNDER:)
”f SLOANE: ¥ou ring the bell end the door opens and thsy embrace,
the thin hollow-eyed chilld and & ﬁother also thin, wmore

o hollow-eyed, and frow the other room - the kitchen -
:;i comes the cry of a baby. You and the sergeant lower

?; your eyes, the human misery is too close, the sobbing
s too loud for your sars, You wish it had never been, but
T it is. It's real aud then the mother looks &t you with
“..: o wide~open eyes ---

ATKO1 Q081236




MOTHER :
e eemn JOHH:
MOTHER :
JOHN:
MOTHER:
. JOHN:
MOTHER:
JANE :
T MOTHER :
—_ JOHN:
N MOTHER :
I JOHN;
]
e —
el
e

e e i A A AT T M T A T L
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What could I de., It's my Feult, but what could I do?
We understand, Mrs, Wershba.
Nobody understends. The Welfare people sald 8 beskettll
come on Xwmas morning - Xmas morning every year they send
up & basket, they!rs so good to us -- but this yezar, this
morning, nothing ---
They dldn't send 1t?
Ko, they sent 1t - you don't understand. We moved.
Last year we lived the other end of town, my husbaud wes
working - but -- he got sick (He's in the hospital now,
his legs) - and we moved. They didn't know our address,
they, I thought, they must have gone and delivered to the
0ld address, 8o I went ---
You had to leave the children?
I wouldn't lesve them zlone - Jane and the baby - never -
so I got & neighbor, Mrs. Stone from upsiairs. BShe sald
she'll stay till I come back - but nust be she went tco
make the baby wmilit, or she was feeding the baby, Jane
went out the decor. She wes gone before Mrs. Stona saw
it, Why ¢id you go, my darling, why?
He said he would come but whan hs didn‘b come I went to
find him, _
Of course, of course, (TO JOHN) This I didn't know.
I went to the old address - I walked - I had no carfers -
it tock a long tima.
Wnere did you used te live?
On Duncan Street, 806 Duncan.

That's - that's 5 miles -~ you walksd there and back?
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- MOTHER A driver game me & 1ift - half way back. But at Duncan
Street, the Welfsre was there but they didn't know whers
we went (nobody et the house knew), so - naturally they
took the peckagss beck and --

JANE: Then he éidn't come, did he? He never came?

S, MOTHER : - Waeilt, my darlipng, walt., Jene, weit. Look - a tres.
Sce, in the kitchen - & tree ----

SLOANE: (1Y CLOSES A siraggly bush, two feet high, thres
branches on it, = travesty of a Xmas tres - somcthling
she found discerded in the alley.

JANE: That's not a Xmes tree, Where'!s the lighis?

MOTHER: See 1ittle balls, I got. Oue's broken, I kaow, but -=
we'11 put them cn -- it'11 be a fine tres ---

SLOANE: Three broken tinsel bells and & broken trec and & broksn

Morry Xmes sign for Xmes,

MOTIIER : What dees 1t metter, my darling? You'rs back ané we're
together and -- on the stove diﬁner's cocking., Yheldl
PR, '
SLOANE : You smelled 1t es you stood there, thefgég??Tfﬁm a3 she
- talked you edged yo;r way over to the stowe to maks sure.
Tl ; Frankfurters and sousrkreutt --- -
MOTHER : (PICKING IT UP) 1It'll be wonderful - f{rankfurter ond
i sauerkreut -=- with wmustard, Janie, with mustard!
. (MUSIC:_ _ _ _HITS AMD GOES_UIDER:)
T ;LOANE: Now you know whet thepre is to do -- and you do it. First

back to the city room, wrlte it, writo the story - or
perhaps, wai% 2 minute, hold up on it - maybe - let's sea
— «- mayhe you can write a different ending. You put your

i hand in your pocket and pull out all you have ---

Sl e emem AT am g G ey . - el

T, e =g A ek mm mmmertesas L R o T - P

ATHOT Q0B 1238




e et AR R A TS T TR S ST

JOHN:

TOMMY

e

JOHN:
TOMMY
JOHN:
S MABEL

T JOHN:
MABEL:

SLOANE:

GEORGE:

~18-
(DISAPPOINTED) Seven dollars -- just seven dollars --
Johiy ---
Yes Tommy?
Ilve got eight'fifty on me,

Thanks.

{LITTLE OFF) Mr, Vagner --

Yes, Mabel -~
Would a dollar fifteen help?
IN_BELIED AND UNDER (CONTINUE THROUGH SLOANE_- GEORGE - _.

SLOANE_SPEECHES)_ (MCHNTAGE AFFECT)

Sy Had

You start downstelrs forﬁﬁﬁng%ﬁ bar - and in the elevastor
George who's also heard the story seys ---

Down in the cellar, Mr. Wegner, found this here box -
opened her up and -- look -- Xmas decorations. Might come

in hendy, Mr, Wagns». Right?

SLOANE;

KIM:

JOHN:

KIM:

e JOHN:
KIM:

L mpimavty
Aty lg,” Kim the bartender, says it before you even

get & chance to open your mouth -- (MUSIC: ouT)

I eall Mﬁ,?iﬁaéﬁéh the phone told him, he says whet are

vou waiting for? S0 the chefls fixing a turkey, with 211

the trimmings --

Thanks, Kim --

Fellcew from the drug store, Mr..Delco, says don't go way

£111 you atop in to see nim,

Delce’s Cut Rate Drugs --

Yeah, wait & second - -foidée-lmmms) Got to tuwrn me on this
redio, Little music just what the doctor ordered.

ATHKO1 QOB 1239
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SLOANE;
DELCO:

SLOANE:

JOHN:

SLOANE:

JANE:

SLOANE:

snd at Delco's Cut Rate store --
T got this Penda for Janie and for the baby take your plek,
half a dozen rattles snd for the mother & bottle of periumes

and you think the old man, in the hospitalld like this

watch?

(MUSIC: _IN ¥ITH) and with your erms laden, the gifts of

g1l these ordinary, simple, decent people, you gather them

up and start out., One problem before ycu cah go --

How'!'ll we carry all this? Turkey, toys, tree (George

where!d you get thet tree?) - how'll we take them? I kncw
. P

-+~ one of the - trUCKS Cibwiipeme Pl 2 U ST

Couldn't be better.

UP AND UMNDRR GONTINUE FOR_SLOANE - JANE -~ SLCANE SPEECHTS, -

That does it. You make your deliverles - the five Ianta
Clauses, you, John Wagner, George, Tommy Emmerich, Delco
and Kim the bartender -- and into the battered house comes
light and laughter and there is belief agein in the world,
belief in the voice of & thin child of four who says ~-
Mame, he'iﬁmilafter all, didn't he? He came after all,
And at 73§;E}re back in your own home, you're back with
the jack-in-the-box and with the bike and you;re the
brakeman {who understands) as Rick sends Train #417
highballing down the track right after the milk train --
[SoubbarrmEam ~- end after a while, (After you're sure
that it was only a shadow scross the sun, only the brief
momentary bitterness that comes into every human 1ife),

after a while you stop your game and listen as Ricky says--

— - wyry — J— o —- e Boem 5 it an el
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Isnlt it funny, ded, she didn't know Santa would ccme to
her house?

I guess it was Rick.

Sure - she should heve known that!s yhere he'd come,

Where else would Sante go but tQ a person's house? (PAUSE)
L2 rr ot 2l
ow?y

You vwant to be the Jwistreiwrmn I'11 be the brakemen.

-

In just a moment, we will read you a telegram from John

n

Wagner of the Detrolt Free Press with the filnal ocutecome of

tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERGIAT)

e et S L
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THE BIG 3TORY

~B7 -

' PROGRAM #91

CLOSING COMMERCTATL:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

GHA¥PELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

HARRICE:

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUT3TANDING BONG!)
0Ff 811 America’s lsading cigaﬁéttes only ¢one 1ls
"outstanding!” - only one is "Outstending!"

It!'s the longer, finen cigarette in the distinguished

‘red package, PELL MELLI

For PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionslly fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat.
Filters the smoke and maxes it mild.

Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness and

satisfactlon no other cigarette offers you,
Fer Christmas - give the cigerette that's really
"Outsianding!" - the longer, finer cigarette - PELL MELL,

Good Lo look at - good to feel - good to Laste - gocd to

smoke - good Lo give and good to get. PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES - "Qutsianding!"

ind - thev are milé!

RTKCT 0012472
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ORCHESTRA: .. .2AC
CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from John Wagner of
the Detroit Free Press.
LT WAGHNER: The next day I contacted the Welfare Organizaticn that
o had given the family Christmas baskets in the past
and told them what had happened. Cne day later they
delivered clothning and toys to the heuse. Christmas
came twice that year for Janie and her family. Many
thanks for toright's PELL MELL Award.
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr, Wegner .., the makers of PELL MELL
FTAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the
winner of the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable
service in the field of journalism.l
HARRICE: Listen again rext week, same time, same station,
when FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present ancther
BIG STORY ;/%;E;gtigo§¥ont pages of the Pensacela
¥ews Journal -~ by-line, Wesley Chalk -- A BIG STORY
about a reporter who went fishing for a clew ...

and hocked a killer.
THEME WIPE AND FADE_TQ BG_ON CUE

e ra e m e ke e AT 5 = e, 4 TR s T T o T = e

ATKO1 QUB1243




-23-

CHEAFFELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, vwith
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's progrem wes written, _ .
. o R e
by Arnold ﬁerl, your navrator was Bob Sloahe, a.ndﬂplayedi
the part of John Wegner, In order to protect the names
of people actually involved in tonight's authentic BIG
"BSTORY the names of all cherascters in the dramatization
vwere changed with ths excention of the reporter, Mr.
Wagher,
(MuUsIC: _ _THEME UP FULL,_AND FADE
CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell, speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES snd the entire cast of the Big

Story wishing gll of our listeners a Very Merry Christmes!

THIS IS MBC... THE MATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

RENIE/MILLY
e 11/13/4Bpm

-t

. — -

pr

s — - =t
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. TH= BIG STORY
FROGRAM #0902
’ CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
HELEN JOAN ALEXANDER
CHALK BERNARD GRANT
JOE BERNARD GRANT
BRAD DANNY OCKO
W RT P Y
ﬁ_ DANNY OCKO
PETZ JOHN SYLVESTER
...;_'gﬁ-_-.:.g).
irut, s JOHN SYLVESTER
SHERIFF ROSS MARTIN
ANDY ROSS MARTIN
WEDNESDAY, DECZMBER.:29, 1548
-
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STCORY #32

ip:oo - §0:30 Fig DECEMBIR 29, 1048 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: FELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES prosent ,.. THE BIG STORY!

(MUSIC: _ _FANFARE. . .)

{TRUCK UNDER)

JOE; ¥What town was that we Jjuest passed through, Dave?

DAVE: Wew Werrington, Floridae, We'll be at the Pensacola air )
base In a few minutes, Joo ,..-end-the.end of the ling,

JOE: That's okay by ms., Drivin' this big truck on a night
run all the way from Moblle...

DAVE: (SUDDENLY) Hey! Lock out, Joe! There's a log on the
side of the road...

JOE: Yeeh. Just missed it, I...,(CUTS)

(sQUEsL, OF BRAKES TC SUDDEN STOP)

JOE+ Davel -Wart—g-mimetei—

DAVE: Yoah?

JOB: bid you get & good ook at that...log?

DAVE; No. What about Lt?

JOE: I think I saw a heed on it...znd a couple of amms!

(MUSIC: _ _HIT AND UNDER)

CHAPPELL: The Big Story. Hers is America,.lts sound and its fury...
its joy and its sorrovw...as faithfully reported by the men
and vomen of the great American newspapers, (PAUSE, COLD
AND FIAT} Pensacola, Florida. From the pages of the
News Jouvrnal, the authentic story of & reporter who found
that getting your plcture in the paper..can be murder,
Tonight, to Wesley Chalk of the TFemnsacols News-Journal goes
the PELL MELL Avard for the BIG STCORY.

(MUSIC: __ _FANFARE. . .)

(COMMERCTAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PELL MELL

12/29/48

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{VIBRAPHONZ: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)

Of all America's leading clgerettes only oune iIs

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

~It's the lgnger, finer cigarette - PELL MELL!

Discover for yourself why so many of your frlends have

changed te PELL MELL, FELL MELL's greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat, Fillters the smoks
and makes it mild.
That's important!

Yes, FELL MELL's greater length of traditionally fine,

melleow tobaccos rilters the smoke on the way to your
throat,

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Thus PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

3c enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL,

Good to look at -~ good to fesl - good Lo taste - and

good to smoke. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
"Outstanding!"
And - they ars mild!
RTXO1T COE 1247
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(MUSIC:

A ]

CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

o e e g AR = T = ey ST - - - . T U

-3~ REVISED

Now, the story as 1t actually hapnened .. Wesley

Chalk's story as he lived it ... Pensacola, Florida,

It is just about dawn on this November morning, end
you, Wesley Chalk of the Pensacela News-Journal are
at home and asleep, drearing a beautiful dresm, when
your Big Story begins., You are suddenly and rudely
awakened by the jangle of the phone, and it's the
man at the night desk down at the office. He tells
you to get over to the nearby town of Neﬁ Warrington,
in a hurry, a man named Anarew Donovan has been
found with his head battered, on a road just north
of Gulf Beach Highway. There is no clue, no sign of
any murder weapon. Donovan's a local man &nd you
figure someone in the neighborhood might know
something. S0 you ring & few doorbells and finally

end up at a2 place called Haven's General Store.

ATHC1 Qoe 1248
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- CHALH

Frr-otter-wordy - iorovenrwes- et e dvewher Ui R T T e
left him. He managed to stagger out here to the edgé of
+  ths rosd, and couldn't get any farvther... '

SHERIFF: That!s about the size of it, Chalk.

CHALK: And you found no murder weapon? .:/’“
e SHERIFF: No. And no other clue, either, §9ﬁf£r, Chalk, it looks
like another one of those thiﬁggiw
"7 (MUSIG:_ _ _UP AND UNDER) 7

-

KARRATOR: It is early in the mo;nfgg, as you stend on that isclated
sectlion of roagd, gnﬂ“stare et the corpse, 'It 18 early In
the morning, gpdfyou, Wesley Chalk, are bleary-eyed from
lack of slegﬁj never knowlng and never suspecting thet
seventyjpﬁ; sleepless hours stretch aheed of you befors
you caﬂ;put both yourself and your Blg Story to bed. You
figyég that since Andy Donovan was a local iceman, maybe
sqﬁé of the people in the neighborhood might know
ﬁ;mething. So you ring a few doorbells, get cursed for

;your paing so early in the morning, and finally end up at
I

e e Y SV PL Lt

HAVEN: ' 3¢ Andy Deonovan was murdersd lest night, sh?
. CHALK: That'!s right, Mr. Haven,
HAVEN: Tsk, tsk! Too bad,, too bad., Nice young feller, Andy.

. Knew him wsll.

Cedny, alt e 'R czz}za T PIr TS a:.ul b .-czcé"é/‘:
o CHALXK: Mr. Haven, would you have any idea as to who might have
done this,..or why?
HAVEN: (HESITATES) We-11, don't like to go tellin' tales, Chalk.
‘ Den't stick my noge into other peoplel!s business, and

— don't 1like 'em stickin' thelr noses into mine. (A BEAT)
i Still -

s b s e el & - 84
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CHALK: Wnat is it, Mr, Heven? If you know something...anything
at all.,.
HAVEN: —feBial)  Chalk, listen., T zin't one to gossip. But I
run & general store, and women hereabouts come in to buy
and stand around and gossip all day long. And of course,

"I can't halp it, if I over-hear some of that gossip, now

can I? -
= CHALK: No. No, you cen't...
HAVEN: " Well, sir, the women around hers heve been talking, end

mind you 1t's out of thelr mouths, not mine. It seems that
there's a young married woman around here, name of Fraser..
Helen Fraser. She's married to Brad Praser, who runs &

_- party fishing boat down at the bay. . (BEAT) Anyvey,

L/J’of-r—w&;t_ ’a[,‘ I “g - I ’.u(..c..ff
. Chalk, phey re saying

-

« 1f you follow me.
GHALK: follow you. (A DEAT) Where cau I find this Helen
Fraseyr, Heven?
. HAVEN: The Fresers live in a trailer at Shady Trailer Court.
¥ou'll find it near the big exit sign ou the highway.
NARRATOR: You find the Fraser tratler, It's & two room job,
unpainted and remshackle on the outside, dirty and
cluttered on the inside, and heavy with the lingering

— odor of rotting fish. You talk to Heleu Fraser, a

faiLQA;r*mei

- veluptuous ‘blond girl with sleepy Bray-greesn ex?371mﬁ&-

- ;é%?fffaﬁ?;,¢wa94m41;ﬁ ﬁ&ZwV¢wWW#£££ﬂr’

S when yo in&iaduaa yourselr\ she sudden becomes
e '“‘.’“

i interested.., ff ad & ’%‘(d"zb

o HELEN: You're a reportér, Mr. Chalk? Homest to John, you'rs af

Lo real reporter?

rimetmme wrRem L i w ST a A e e T e

o et A TR S o
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HELEN:

CHALK:
o HELEN:
CHALK:
FELEN:
CHALK:
HELEN:
- CHALK:

HELEN:

- CHALK:

HELEN:
CHALK:;

e HELEN:

-
That's right, Mrs. Fraser. Just dropped in to ask you

a few qQquestions.

-Gees, I never met & reporter befeore, Never had my name in

the papers, nor my picture either. It must be exclting...
reel exciting, Mr. Chelk., I guess you have to be a movis
star, or 2 blg divorcee, or an soclety woman to get your
name In print, You know, something glamorous. But I guess
you won't find anything glamorous about mo...or this dvmp,

elther, (A PAUSE) Whaet did you want to know?

(A BEAT) Andy? Yes, I knew him:_’j,.‘lf-BEF. Whyt

He was found murdered ggar’here: early this morning.
Andy Donovgggﬂlﬁﬁ§agggd? ot, nol! But bow? Who did 17
I Ehpugﬁirmaybe You could tell me.

o °

Poople arcund here say you knew Andy Doncovan pretty well.
They lie! They'rs dirty, filthy gossips...dirty, filthy
gossips, that's all. Sure, I knevw Andy. Ko dolivarad—

i in = o ’/}

¥

e

araslegertlomnalu. But I'11 have you know, Mr, Chalk, I'm

a respectable married woman with 2 fine husband, end I

woul-gnr e TUoYK TWICE ZrAmdr-Poreven-orany-othenmei————

Of course, Mrs. Fraser., I understend. I Jjust thought 1if
you knew anything...anything at all....1t would make &
front page story right now. )

Front page? Honest?

That'!s right.

You mean, you'd print my name right on the front page of

the News Journal...
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CHATK: Your name and your plcturs. (A PAUSE} Wsll, Mrs. Frassr,
I won't bother you any louger. I'd better be going...

HELEE: {(INTERRUPTS} Mr. Chalk, wait a winute,.,
CHALK: Yos?
HELEN: I ... T do knovw something. I was afraid to tell you

before, but novw...

) CHALK: What 1s it, Mrs. Praser.

“rj HELEN: I saw Andy Donoven last night‘nﬁ
CHALK: NN CEPP TR .
HELEN: 8% : «a.With &8 girl,
CHALK: A girl? What girl? Did you know her?

- HELEN: No. DNe, I couldn't see her face, It.was too dark,..
CHALK: Did you notice what she was wearipg?
HELEN: (BREAHTLESSLY} AS SHZ BUILDS STCRY) Whyssowhy, yos. A

- . striped blouse...blue and whlte stripes,..and a gray s@iyt.
C?/:‘.ﬁera wag & man I‘ollowing-ﬁx;ﬁb
Dot everietiitrrh ey bdo—gial . A man named,...Pete Barlow,

CHALK: Pete Barlow?
HELEN:. Yes, yes. Hefoilousd tham righi fntn hhocioodom—

. CHALK: ry e -
HELEN: = n ™ He lives in &

shack, down near the bey...sells bait for a living. He's
dirty, nasty and horrible...smells of whiskey all the time..
keeps hanging around the traller camps here, making eyes

e a8t the women., And I know he's followed me through the

_— woods more than once, I just know it...

Rt CHALK: I see. Peto Barlow, eh? Thanks, Mrs, Fraser. I'll be
'”“?_ going now...
SR .

3T '*\"I
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HELEN:
CHALK:
HELEN:
CHALK:
HELEN:
CHALK:
KEELEN:

NARRATOR:

SJHERIEFF:

PETE:

CHALK :

Mr, Chalk...,!

Yes? _
Ybu'll print my name on the front page, like you seld?
That's a promise.

And my pileture?

I have my camera right here,.

Oh, no. Don't take a picture of me like this...with my

= . (n‘-

hailr all seragg‘y, and no make-up, and wearing this sloppy
nousa@pess.

mit e T8 (2_¢w/¢/ J?’
Gc:-z':/ %é .

RO S e G iyt e O T T PO Sy —tr e o8 iy mernes
L~Laek—*ee%-ﬂ§cvf"

Now, it's a pellce job. You call Sheriff Gorman, and
together you drop in at Pete Barlow's shack, He's heggerd
and unzhaven, and it's easy to sees by his eyes that he's
been sleeping off a hangover. But he snapa cut of it when
he hears the Sneriff's accusation...

You murdered Andy Donovan, Barlow, You beat him to death
with s eclub, and we have Helen Fraser's tostimony to prove
it.

(HOARSE, BEERY) Thet's a l1le! That's e lle, Sheriff,

see? Why should I kill Doncvan? I never aven knew the
BU¥ass

They say he was with & girl, Barlow., They say You hed

an sye for the girls,,.

(DESPERATELY) Look, what have you twoe guys got ageinst me?
I haven't done anything...honest, I haven't, I swear to it,
You come hers to my shack, on the word of some crazy dams,

and accuse me of %illing a man in cold bloocd, & man I den't
know and never heard of...
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- SHERIFF: Where were you lesxt night, Barlow?
PETE: I was here.,.here in my shac qd' ;/’3! .
R /‘-"’J /_‘,/ d;.ﬁ"’"
SHERIFF: (REMORSELESSLY) Your neighbors afouﬂ6~ho¥a_aaéd—tha§——
L-EUE ST LT .,,,./;-a (,f—" e ';,g'x,_.a P
e FETE: - A1l right, all right,.Shewbfds T take a drink now and

then. And mayos I was out somewhere, I don't know..

I don't remembor.....

CIHATLK: Tarreon-to-_Shadz Trallon ot e
& o
PETE: Sure. Sure, I've been therew” Bubt....

SHERIFF:  You vere thers lest night,

PETE: (MOANINGY I don't know. Haybe I was, Sheriff, I don't

?"JM s-’--?(.*-t-'-'-" Cé“.- /’H
SHERIFF: Helen Fraser says you wer She saw you follow

Andy Donovan end some women into the woods and... (CUTS)

e '(,‘ 4 ,,.- -_A"'.',.:d-
'N'ait g minute, We-alt a minut.a, Barlow, ‘Mﬂ
Y g
P SOV M‘H- et Py Ay

- PETE: g ?
SHERIFF: - 54 o
) PETE:
CHALEK:
a PETE: Tasweleaalook, Shariff. That...that's fish blood. I was
. cleanlng flsh yesterday, and some of the blood got on my

n shoes and...(CUTS} ©Oh. You don't believe me., I can %29
it, you don't believe me, (SHOU'I‘S) But you've got to
believe me, you've got tol! I tell you, I didn't kill this
guy Donoven, I couldo'!'t have killed him, I don '.t know a
thing sbout it/ |

e g At ey o gt
. . e R SRR S
o i P e R B TR e, P
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SHERIFF: (A BEAT, THEN QUIETLY) Better come aleng with us, Barlowl
NARRATOR: The Sheriff takes Bariow's blood-stalnsd shoes to Mobile
S for a leboratory test, And while hels gone, you, Wesley
Chak of the Pensacola Kews Journal, begln to wonder,
You begin to wonder zbout Helen Fraser, and her hunger

for personal publiclty, and especially har eccurats

description of the clothes the girl with Andy Donovan was
Zept

wearing. DBy this time, you'rs but

there's an idea kickiqg‘arpund in your hsad, and you go
e back to the Fraser -em‘?’
HELEN: Mr. Chalk, you'd never believe it. Why, since the
newspapers came out an hour ago, I'm femous. Peopls have
L been stopping me sverywhere, people I know, strangers,
talking about the asdmey = *
CHALK: You 1llksd the story, Mre. Fraser?
HELEN: Oh, ¥yes, yes! And my plecture...lt came out fine, And

N ' right there, in thz riddle of the front page.. 1t's

tharilling...thrilling, IRueso—belimiiiRiiietdmielimt————,

? 3 hg News

P e e ey vt e a"‘—':”“: oy . 1obs mMoTre e e

- - CHALK: (INTERRUPTS) Mrs. Fraser...
- HELEN: Yeos?
i CHALK: About this girl with Andy Donovan...
o HELEN: Oh, I've tecld you =11 I know, Mr. Chalk. You'd better
;;; ask Pete Barlow about her, he'd knovw mora, I'm sure, he
s wes following her. I... (CUTS} Mr. Chalk,
e CHALX: (QUIETLY) Yes?

ATHO1 QOB1255




- HELEN:

CHALK:

HELEN:

CHALK:

HELEN:

CHALK:
HELEN:

CHALK:

HELELN:

-11-

Youlre not even listening to me. (A PAUSE) What are

you looking at? .
Phose elothes stulffsd behind that bureau, (A BEAT)
if I take a look?

Mind

No! No, don't you dare! Don't you dare toueh them. 1I.:.

- (ouTs)

(80TTLY) Well, what do you kuow, what do you know? A
2

blus and white striped blouse,..znd a gray skirt.

II'.'IQI.:

20 the girl you saw wlth Andy Donovan...was yourself!

All right, ell rignt. I was out with Andy last night.

What of 1t? T wes lonesome and we went for a walk.

But

Petz Bariow followsad us, and klllad Andy,'as I told you

and...
(INTERRUPTS) Wrhy d4id you 1lie?

I dont't know. 1 gasss I got & little excited when

I

found ous you wers o reporter, I wanted my name and

picture 'u the papsr, and my tongue sllipped and,..
(BUDDEN SLAM GF DOOR)
{AGHAST) Brad!

Heleun, I just read the papers and.,.{CUP3) Who's this?

I..olt's 8 reportsr, Brad. A Mr. Chalk. He...
(HOSTTLE) A reportar?

Mr, Fraser.,.l...

(COLD AND HARD) What sere you doing with those clothes?

Why, I...
Brad, darling, I...
Go into the other room, Helen.

But Brad, I1f you'd only 1isten;..

e Ll D e e




ARAD:
HELEN:

e R KT L T SRR Tl A e T e

-]P-
(5HARP) Go inte the other room, &o you hear?
{COWED) All right, Brad,
(DOOR GLOSE}

“a pawrad e

(COLD) O4mo~mec those clothes, Reporter,
Wait a minyte, Fraser. I vse
P

(FURY} 7 Guuicmsna. those clothes, do you hear? Give me

those clothes,.or I'11 kill youl

We will be back In just & moment with tonight's BIG 3TORY.

FANFARE., . .)

(MIDDLE COMMERGIAL)

.
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THE BIG STORY 12/29/48 ~13-

FELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICHE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFFPELL:
HARRICE!

(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, QUTSTANDING BONG!)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Dutstanding!”
And = they are mild!l

For PELL MELL's greater length filters the smoke on the .

- way to your throat, Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

That's important!

Yeos, PELL MELL's greater lenpgth of traditicnally fine,

mellow tobaccoes filters the smoke on the way to your throat
- f1lters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes cen see PELL MELL's greater length., Yes, your

eyes can see the difference - your throat can tell you what

it means.

PELL MELL's greater lengih of traditionally fine, mellow

tobsccos means 8 longey, natural filter to screen and cool

the smoke, Thus, PELL MELL gives you & smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL.

Good to look at - good to feel - godd to taste - and good

to smoke.

Remember, PELL MELL's greater length of fine tobaccos

filters the smoke on the way to your throat - filters the
smoke and makes it mild,

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl"

And - they are mildg!

[ e —— - - war ok i o A T e A e Y )
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HARRICE:

NARRATOR:

BRAD:
CHATK:

BRAD:

CHALK:
BRAD:

CHALK:
BRAD:

o g e e R e e T

~1k-

This is Cy Harrice, returning you to your marrator, and
the Big Story of Wesley Chalk ... 28 he lived it, and
wrote 1it.

You, Wesley Chalk of the Pensacola News Journasl, are

standing in & small traileér room, and this fisherman,

e gilant of & man with fists like two hams, threatenz to

%11l you if you don't gilve him the telltale Tlouse and
skirt, He—drewe—hig—preryyr-fsivirz-ortte-fromrireT oyt

ik acrakisapends you're just 2 reporter, not a he ro ezl
You give him the clothes, and hée burns them in the stove.

-

Then he SaYSaeas

Get out, Chalk,

Listen, Prassr, just because youw burned the evidence thatb
your wife was out with Andy Donovan last nighi...

Those clothes are eshes now, Chalk. WNo one can prove that

she was there.,,.

=W v T L F =1 4 LB WODME 181G
antba—pis 15 B s TR i1 7 S.russisamane
- T oy N T O T SEE_ RN LR b Fal SV R TR S L, = » "

P Al - amdieds Igels A et

i 22l oo (BREAKS) Wsll, what are you
standing there for? Why don't you go? What do you want,

g story for your filthy newapaper? Do you want to print

my dlsgrace, my sheme? I'm a proud men, Chalk, but my
pride’s in the mud now, All I asked of my wife wes loyalty,

simple loyalty. A&nd this is what she did to me, (BREAKS)
(MORE)

e pe———, R LD T E ol
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Co BRAD:
{cONT 'D)

CHALK:
BRAD:

SHERIFF:
CHALKX:

SHERIFF:

CHATK:

_15-
Well, Chalk, why don't you laugh? You know what they say
gbout the husband...he's alvays the last one to know. Why
don't you laugh, Chalk?
T dcn't feel very much like ligghin » Fraser,

=T 4
I'1l tell you scmsthing, chaikq

e

R
~all my life. The see is hard on-a Hen, but it's clean,

gty
el

end it makes & gqn.thihﬁrclean. I've never in my 1life
beforgfthoﬁéﬂg.of murder, Murder is = dirty business. But
I:iégl_san.hhis_aaﬂv- In a way, I ows & debt to Pete
Barlow. Bocause 1f he hadn't_bpaten me to it... il he
hadntt got to haéy-Donovan4$;¥:ie...1‘d have killed him
myself. I'd heve been a men defending my home and my
honor. You understend? '

Yes, Fraser, I understend.

All pight. Now get out, My uife's-in the next room,

and T want to talk to her ... alonel

Sheriff, I don't know. Thers may be something phony here.
Helen Fraser lied through her teeth. Snhs was the girl with
Donovan last night...

All right, Chalk, What of 1t?

This, Sheriff. You jailed Pete Barlow on suspiclon of
murder, just on her say so. If she lied once, who=vembdé-
she could do it sgein. Maybe Barlow...

(INTERRUPTS) If you're talking about liers, Chalk,

include Berlow in.

What do you mean?

RTXC1 0061200
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SHERIFP:

CHALX:

PETE:

CHALK:

PETE:

CHALK:

PETE:

CHALK:

e e L e e - R A o=

A Y R

-16-

I just brought & leboratory report from Mobile. The blocd
on Peote Barlow's shoes wesn't fish tleod .. it was human
blood. wg'ré indicting him for nmurder, and you cen print

that in your newspaver!

30 you lied, Barlow. You lied about those bloodsteins.
(DESPERATELY} A1l right, all right, Chalk! Sure, I lied.
It wes human blood, &ll »ight...uy blood!

Your blood?

Yea] Yes! I cut my hand yesterday, fixing my stove. GSore
of the bloed drirped down on my shoes, I swear it, Chalk!
Hers,..here's the cut on my hand, You caen see-it.

Then why did you tell the Sheriff it was fish blood? Why?
(DESPERATELY) Wnet glse could I do? What else could I
do, Chalk? I was scared .. scared to death! You heard
the Sheriff. He was nalling me to the wall, every word

I szid. I couldn't prove nothing, I didn't even have an
alibi, I was in too deep, I tried to get out. 5o I lied.
(PAUSE, THEN WITHOUT CONVICTION) Well, Barlow, I'llL tell
the Sheriff what you told me.

What'!s the use, Chalk? What's the us2? I'm not what

you call a high-eless citizen. I haven't got any frlends,
Nobody ceres whether I livo or dle. I'm not too sure I
care eny more. (A BEAT) Maybe I gught to dle!

What do you mean, Barlow?

I v L
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FETE: Chalk, there's somethiﬁg baen heunting me, Tt's baen

.- haunting me till I'm near crazy. I was drunk last night,

and I didn't know where I'd besn, or what I done, Maybe,.

o maybe I murderad this Andy Donoven...meybe I murdered
him, and never even knew 1t. (BREAKS) T don't know!

* L don't knou!

MARRATOR: You, Wesley Chalk, are a little slck 1nsi&e. And tired..
Sonedi®F, dcothly tired, You go home, ready to fall inte
your bed and sleep the clock eround, when your phone
rings. It's Sheriff Gormen, end he's got news,..big unews.

, Phreyivo—lugi-Lound—shroirivod=rororod—rrobr—T® you get

back down to hesdquarters in a hurry...

S CHALK: S50 that's the murder club, Sherifr.

SHERIFF: Yep., MNo doubt about it, Chelk. Couple of kids found
it half burled In a ditch, off Gulf Beach Highway.

CHATLK: Hmmom, It's got a funny shape. ILocks as thouvgh 1t ﬁight
have been rivped from some kind of & low porch, I...

- {(cUTsS) Walt a minute! Sheriff!

SHERIFF: Yep?
o CHALK: This brass Cixture on the end of the ¢lub,..
N SHERIFF; What about it?
o CHALK: It's green with tarnish,...nseds polishing...as though it
e were corroded with sea water., (MUSING) 3Sea water.,.sea

—_— water...(SUDDENLY) boat! That's it! That must be it!

Sheriff, let's go down to the dosks right awayl
i\ SHERIFEF: The docks? Why?

RTXKOT Q01262
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Becaugse Bred Fraser -- Helen Fraser's husband -- happens

to own & Tishing boat!

NARRATOR:

CHALX:
FRASER:

CHALK:
BRAD:
CHALK:
BRAD:

CHALK:

- BRAD:
CHALX:

BRAD:

Aud there, on Bred Fraser's boat, you find the evidence.

There's a rail post missing on the stern,..and the missing

rall post is the murdery weapon.

not Pete Barlow,.

Bred Frasor is the killen,

You ask Sheriff Gorman if you cen telk

to Brad Fraser slone, try to get & cowfession, The Sheriff

refuses at first, but when you tell him your sugle, he

glves in,

it'!'s past midnight.f:;

(QUIETLY)

(KNOCK ON DOOR,

{DOCOR OPENS)

PAUSE.

Hello, Freser,

And when you finally reach the Fraser traller,

Id

. >
LI Y /@E«or/ zaw‘ G S S :J'T.\'-.’.

KNOCK ON DOOR AGAIN)

(TRRITATED} ©Oh, It's you, Chalk,

you want?

people up at this time of night?

I want to talk to you, Fraser,

JJL&%
Get out! Get out%bef re I...

Batter let me in, Praser,
What do you mean?

it n.t/ Loty FEF 0
This,. f

(4 BEAT)

-

(A PAUSE

Well, Frasspr?

;
et

{PIARES} VWhat do

What the devll's the idems of waklug decent

I've got something for you...
Whet ere you talking about?

"It was ipped from your flshing boat.

Do you want teo telk to me now?

(A BEAT, THEN QUIETLY} Come in, Chalk.

Thanks.

(DOOR CLOSE)

{QUIET AND DEADLY)

and say it quietly.

m e o ek sy e e

A11 right, Chalk.

Say your plece,

My wife's asleep In the next room.

an e

e A e P s e e e LT o =
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CHALK:

BRAD:
CHALK:

BRAD:
CHALK:
BRAD:

CHALK:
- BRAD:

- e it o

-1G-
Thers isn't much to say, Fraser. This is the murder
weapon. JItfs from Yyour boat. You killed Andy Donowvan
with 1t.
Did If

(PATIENTLY) Look, Fraser, I'm going to glve it to you

_straight. The police know all ebout this. But I asked

if T could see you firat.

Why?

Beceuse I'm a reportsr, not & cop. If you give me a
confesalon uow, I'1l go to bat for you, with my
typewriter. Understand me, Fraser, I've got no use for e
killer, and never did, But I can see why you killed Andy
Donovan... and I'll try to present the facts fairly to
the public, —Judondélbnien. It could mean the difference
between the chair.....and 1life, (A BRAT) Well, Fraser?
(A BEAT, THEN QUIETLY)} Sit down, Chalk.

Fraser, I...

81t down an%éiisten. I‘m goin to tell my story in my

Py Co..,én—; AP = i

oun wayv7 Youlve saeﬁf H%len. There

fe...you've 5¢
isn't a prettier gisl in these parts... you know that,
Well...we were married five years ago. Iﬁﬁﬁf%wenty years
older than Helen, but I thought I could hold her. I was
wrong about that, Chalk.. deed wrong.

You mean,..Donovean?

Yes. And there were cthers befors Donovan, I tried to
eloge my eyes., I =aid to myself, Helen's young, she

1ilkes young company, that's all right, there's nothing

wrong in that, as long as it's harmless.

(MORE)
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m_nl BRAD: But then, I begen to hear things...ebout Helen ond
(coNT D) Donovan. I heard so much, that I couldn't stand 1t sny
longer. And finally, I had it (FADE) out with Helen..,
BRAD: Helen, for the last time, I warn you, sbay away from
Donovan...the neighbors are talking --

. HELEN: ~The nelghbors! The neighbors! Gossliping old Grundys'

' Tellin' lies, beceuse theylve got nothing better to do.
And you believe them! You believe them, before you
believe your own wife)

. BRAD: I% warning you, Helen, that's all. I'm just warning you.

HELEN: (CONTEMPTY Yol Yeou,

you married me! We'd have & zge in Pensacols,

you sald. Ve'd ood times, go dancipg, buy & littls
car, 1 T And what 4ldé you give me, you old geat!
T

BRAD: (:?_?;5‘31934' , .

ALl c'-’:-'v.ft‘ vy l‘_'f:;,-, _—}_,! J,é:—':.!-‘;"a&’-w
EELEN: ',? What 4ld.“you gfve me® This rotten, smelly old trailer.

& dress a year, a nev palr of shoes every two yeers. We
can't go dancing. We can't go out nights like other peopls,
have a good time. Oh, no! We haven't got the money., And
anyway, you're too tlred, too o0ld}! All you want tb do is
sleep, sleep, SLEEP! _
BRAD: I've tried to glve you what I could, Helen. But business
is bad., The fish aren!'t running...
HELEM: And that'!s another thing! Fish! FPFish! I hate the smell
e of it. The greasy, rotten smell of it. You, coming home
o with 1%, stinking of fish., Eating 1t, day after day,
cleaning 1t, frying it, broiling it, untll I c¢ould scream!
HELEN: Helen, stop 1t! Steop it, d4¢ you hear?

RTHO1T OOB126S
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HeLEN:

BRAD:
HELEN:

BRAD:

HELEN:

BRAD:

-2 -
Fish, fish, fish. A year since we've had & steak, &
year, I swear, Wnat a way to live! Throw me 8 fish head
and say think you, darling. Smile pretty and throw the
bones in the pavbage peil. Grow fish scales, honey,

instead of a warm coat, they'll keep you warm. A fine

~ 1ife you've given me, Brad Fraser!

-

All right, a1l right, Bred, I see him,.I-¥6§ hiim, But

.«-"""
it!'s harmless, I tell yog,;%héra s nothing to it, nethinz.

Itts just that be‘s young, and he smiles once in a while,
and he' .8 gantlemnn, and he doesn't smell of fish! Whet
do you want re to do, slam the door in his face? Do you

uant to get rid of the lceman, darling? Then buy me a

Kreﬁniganatohl I dexe.you, oy tirad, old skinflintl

Helen, listen to m...s

Gt wiwit”

I don't want Yo -Giesuss 1t any more. I'm tired of talking

_(— .
aboutm I'm golng to bed!

{DOOR SLA&M)}
vea-{FADING IN) Well, Chalk, I'm only human. I could take
so much of 1%, and no more. Meanwhile, I heard more and

Cvdh4e;juuwj
‘ﬂare talk., And tHen, one mornlng,

erieors Loanlel Y e 2 q7fé}¢z;;/3 a;aéwmé-ﬂc/wmﬂﬁvﬂfﬁg e

ey,

- ; ;ﬁf E oy e a“%;i

o BRAD=

Voo dnd uhen T eob.th 1]

In front of my place. £y cropt.arourd™to the side, near

et T
the

aekwﬂiﬁdow, end listened. My wife (FADE) was in there

y1th Donovan aud...

ICEBOX }
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o ANRL: ] -~ 3 © Twenty pounds O 166.se"
Amq\\h (COVER SLAM DOWN) o
HELEN:  ~(STLKY) Andy... | ) .
ANDY: Yes=. e
HELEN: You don™; have to be so formal witqué: It's Helen.

-
-

" Remember? WB{PB old friends! f/

ANDY: {& BEAT) Heleﬁ?\ilook. Thig is all wrong, Dead wrong...
>

your husband,.. _

HELEN: Brad? (LAUGHS) Don't’ be 31113, Andy. Why he loves that
dirty boat of his more thaﬁ\he loves me. (A BEAT) Stey a
1ittle unile, gndy. Talk to ;Exﬁ:

ANDY: No. No, I'gefgot to be running aqug...

HELERN: {FURRY} Ypﬁ're so cute, Andy...80 cuggx_ Come here, darling.
Kiss mg;  E

ANDY Heleni...

HELEN: Pu;f&our arms arocund me, Andy. Around me. ‘\\\BEﬁT THEN

A;iITTLE LAUGH) Theve! That's it, Now -- I'm & t 3o hard

to make love to, am 12 hY
/ \
ANDY: / (HOARSELY} Helen, no... AN
/ s
HELEN: ! Kiss me, Andy... Y,

! (A LONG PAUSE)

HELEN: | That's it, darling. That's it, that's it}

k ANDY: (HOARSELY) Helen, Helen, Helen... j
;;‘ HELEN: Tonight, Andy. 3Brad'!ll be down at the docks, ixing '
oo BRAD: v lEpwaidnENl—- Wall, Chalk, I worked on the boat that day,
R I guess I was a little crazy, out of my mind. Then, when
- 1t got dark, I ripped this loose post from the boat rail,
- -~} and came back, watched from the bushes...

——— e IR I B e e ]
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o CHALK: And you saw them...
BRAD: Yes. I saw them walking Into the woods. I followed. 43
the Lord 1s my witness, Chalk, I was going to ki1l her.
But when I sav -wafdg-Donovan teke my wife Into his arus,
I;..well, I saﬁ ved, I came out from behind a tree, and
" hit him with the club...again...and again....end again...

hoardtrbmeryEresau . the b Aol wribnidag-donn—inbe—hislaza

e bbe e eres=—and then, when it wes over, I turned

to her...to my wife, Helen. I wanted to k11l her.

CHALK: (QUIETLY) But you couldn't go through with 1t,..
BRAD: (PREAKING) No. No, I couldn't. I wanted to kill her,

Chalk, but I couldn't, She begged for her life, orled,
o and vell,,..I loved her,..gave her another chance. BShe
- swore she'd never look et another man agein, but,..it

doesn't make any difference now, does 1t, Chalk?

CHALK: No. No, it doesn't. (A BEAT) Fraser...
BRAD: Yos?
i CHALK: The Sheriff's walting outside, You'd better go out and

see him now!
MARRATOR: ¥You wetch Brad Freser go out,...a broken and beaten men.
And as you pause to wrap the bloody murder cliub in old
e newspapers, the door to the other roctt OpeSDS...

— ' {DOOR OPEN)

B HELEN: Mr. Chalk...

o CHALK: oh. It's you, Mrs. Fraser.
&f_\ﬁ'

9
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HELEN: Yes., I...I was listening behind the door. I heard Bred
tell you everything...everything. I...I guess that's th2

end, isn't it? There'll be a triszl end eoverything now,

won't thers?

CHALK: (QUIETLY) Yes. There'll be s trial.
HELEN: "And I'll be there as a witnesa?
i CEALK: Yes, You'll be there...as 8 star witness. -
HELEN: My goodness, imagine! Ms, Helen Fraser, a star witness

at & murder trizl. TI'll be s real celebrity in a big
story, won't I? (SNTHRALLED) Isn't it exciting, Mr.
Chalk? I'm golng te heve my picture on the front page...
all over agalinl!

CHAPFELL: In just & moment we will read you a telegram from Weslez
Chalk of the Pensacola News Journal with the final
outeome of tonight!s BIG STORY. .

(MUSIC: FANFARE, . .)

{CLOSING CCMMERCIAL)

e bt A o Lt e x - o — Tt e
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“PHE BIG STORY

PELL MELL
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL :

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

is v : P e A PO TCC T ST S .
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(VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!)
Of all America's leading cigarettes only one 1is
"Outstanding!" - only one i3 "putstanding!”

It's the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package., PELL MELL!

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

Filters the smoke and makes it mlld.

Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness and

satlsfaction no other cigarette offers you,

S0 enjoy the lonser, filner cigarette in the distinguished
red packege - FELL MELL,

Good to look at - zood to feel - good to taste - and

good to smoke. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "

"Qutstandine!"
And - they are mild!

gy - - o 3 EECEC R _’

HTROT GO 50




i I;’

(ORCHESTRA :
o evew-me. CHAPPELL:
"'”"" CHALK :
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TAG)

Noﬁ we read you that telegram from Wesley Chalk of the

" Pensaccla News Journal.

Because of his voluntary confession, Killer in tonight's
Big Story recelved a life sentence at Ralford Prison.
His wife was held as an accessory before the fact, but
at the hearing he exonerated her testifying

that “"Before God as my meker she was innocent of the
whole thing." She was ordered to leave the State of
Florida and never return. Killer died in prison after
serving only four months of his sesntence, My slncere
appreciation for tonlight's PELL MELL Awerd.

Thank you, Mr. Chalk ... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGAREITES areg proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL $£500 Award for noteble service in the field

of journalism,

Listen agein 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 Touisville
Courier Journal -- by-line, Al Aronson -- a BIG STORY -
that beagan when a big black limousine pulled up to a
bank and out stepped & Killer called "The 41l American

Punk,"
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TN GHAPPELL:  The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter,
with music by Vladiﬁir Selinsky, Tonight's program
was written by Max Ehrlich, your narrator was Bob .
- Sloene, and Bernard Grant played the part of Wesley
Chalk. 1In order to protect the nemes of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the nemes of
all characters in the dramatization were changed with

the exception of the reporter, Mr. Cnalk,
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. (MUSIC:_ _ _ THEME UP_FULL AND FADE)
CHAPPELL: This Ls Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of |
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. @rf" 6;::4..&;-;;’7:.4',; cg,_,gf’{;:’f/%
ANNCR : THIS I3 NBC. . .THE NATIO/M;BE%Z:

jow/mtf
12 16/48pm.
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