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THE BJG STORY

J 1
JANUARY_5, 104§

2

WEDNESDAY

CHAPPRIL:

(MUSIC:

PA:

Pa:

PA:

FRANKI1E:
Pa;
FRANKIE ;
Pa:

FRANKIE:

*
FRIL MELL?EIGAHETTES present - THE BIG STORY! ’

.. FANPARE INTO_...)

(SCREEN DOOR OPENS. STEPS. DOOR SHUTS UNDER)

(TIRED MAN OF 50) Frankie. Frankie, whers ars you?
(HZ WALKS A FEW STEPS IW A YARD)
(TO HINSELF) Nevor listens: never around when I‘;ant aim.
(TRIFLE LOUDFR) Frankie!
(A¥TER PAUSE WE HEAR OFF MIKE HAMMERING MNAILS OM
WooD)
in the-ga&a@wagéain. Bomeday he'll do something terridble -

I know 1t.
tSTEPS' EAMMERING LITTLE LOUDER., DOOR OPENS.
WITH IT TER HaMHERING STOPS)
(A TOUGH 16; (OFFJ) Get ocut,
{(GENTLE) Didn't you hear me call you?
Get ocut of here. Leave me alone.
What are you doing now? What crezy thing? What's in thet

hox?

I told you leave we alone. If you ever come in the:éggééz{

again, pa; if you ever come sneaking in on me agein, pe;
if you ever ast me again, what I'm doing, what's this box -
( SLOWLY EVENLY} so hslp me, pa - X'll brain you. I'11 take

& hammer and J'11 brain you to death.
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... ~CHAFPPELL: THE BIG STORY: Here is America, 1ts sound and its fury, its
joy and its sorrew as faithfully reporfed by the men and
vemen of the great American nevspapers. {FLAT) Dateline:
Loulsville, Kentucky - the story of a bhoy, a misfit of 15,

& Irightened boy who killed out of fear and-oarnot—irwe~
g g T W SR NPT P YT P Ar@s excellm

— In this ca%e,) to reporter

Courier Journal oes the PELL MELL Award for the BIG STORY.

41 Aronson/of the Louisville

{COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

o ) PROGRAM #33
OFENING COMMERCIAL
VIBRAPHONE SIKGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL: Of all America's leadilng cigarettes only ong is
N “Qutstandine!" - only one is woutstandingl"
. HARRICE: It's the lonzer, Liner cigarette - PELL MELL}
CHAPPELL: UDiscover for yourself why so many of your friends have

changed to PELL MELL. FPELL MELL'S greater leneth
filters the smoke on the way to your throat. Fllters
the smoke and makes it mild.

. HARRICE? That's important!
' CHAPPELL! Yes, PELL MELL'S greater lﬁng;h of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on‘the way to your
™ throat,
HARRICE: Fllters the smoke and makes it mild.
. CHAPPELL: Thus PELL MELL gilves you a gmoothness, plldness and
satisfaction no other eclgarette offers you.
J— BARRICE: So enjoy the longer, fLiner clpgarette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL,
- CHAPPELL3 PELL MELL'S are good -- good to look at - 20od to
feel - good to taste - and good to gmoke. PELL MELL
) FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstapnding!"
ﬂ; HARRICE: Apd ~ they are milgil

T

@ —— s T
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HENRY :

FRHIE:

HENRY :

ERWIE:

HENRY :

Now the story as it actually happened. Reporter Al

Aronson's story as he lived 1lt. Loulsville, Kentucky.

You didn't know about it, Al Aronson, reporter for the

‘Louisville Courier Journal; no one on the paper knew about

it - but 1t would selectrify you and all of Loulsville

within an hour. It happened (this {rightening pathetic

thing that will live with you the rest of your life) -

1t happened just across the river

Albanyy - six miles from Vhere you

from Loulsville, in New
sat.enjoying your
breakfast. It began in the First Farmers Bank, corner

of East and Maple, in New Albany. Henry Eaiion, the bank
teller, said to Ernest Thornton, the oariemuisindes . .

(WHISTLES IN APPRECIATION) Hey, Brnie, look at that

ﬁfﬁ%ﬁf"c“"%)
- ¢coming

Don't know. HMust he f ew deposltor.
Liver;‘sd ch&uffeur,] some style. Lpeondag-dio doop-peew=—ens

here

limeusine just pulling up.
Must be half & block long,

in here, who is 1it?

comay -
It's & kid - some rich man's son probably -
) Lant

(FRIGHTENED) No 1t > Henry. That aim¥~no --
(FOOTSTEPS COMING INWTO MIKE {IN THE RANK)

(ALSO FRIGHTENED) irowietmssides ho's got a@<#Mr. Adams --

Mr. Adamsa!l

(BEHIND THE FOOQTSTEPS)

Mr». Adems!

{THE STEPS STOP)

e s . R =
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;, FRANKIE: {HARSH)} Shut up. Stand =t111. All of you stand still.
Where's Adams? Where's the President of this bank?!
ADAMS: (ELDERLY MAN COMING ON. FRIGHTENED BUT COVERING IT) -
Now, novw - what is this - surely you --

) i FRANKIE:  Shut up and turn eround. You Adems!?

:;_ ADAMS: Yes, I'm Mr. Adams, but -
- o FRANKIE : Turn around snd welk to the vault. -
e ADANS: You don't think you can -

FRANKIE: You think I'm kldding? VYou think eewsa I don't Jewkeisbie
A meen 1t - a1l right, you refuse to go to the vault?
ADAMB: I do.. And I urge you to -
(SINGLE SHOT. GASPS, REACTIONS. ADAMS FALLS)
FRANKIE:  Okay. Who else refuses to 80 to the vault? Come on.

. ) Telk! No? 0Olay - you - lesad mo thers -

- ERNIE: (S0TTO) Should we rush hime?
- HENRY: Ee'll kill us -
' ERNIE : Even so T -

FRAWKIE : {GETTING FRANTIC) Talking? Whispering? Gonna rush me -
- ERNIE: “Rorwrememmen! | |
e ‘(MMM%&’ -STOP HIM. wW
3 siciimidiitay, FERNIE FALLS)
HENRY : No don't.

{ANQTHER SHOT, HENRY FALLS)

FRANKIE : You!(? ¥ f/
- GEORGE : (NEGRO CHAUFFEUR) Yessuh -~
: FRANKIE: Go won out Iin the cer, start the motor.

K GEQ: Yoazuh --
7 FRANKIB: T can't teke this' place pow. Too much noise. You're gonns
iﬁ?" drive me where I want to go - till I'm reedy to come back.
= :
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GEO: Yl -

FRANKIE:. _Don't stand. thavea . g0l ALK JioRSOfudbitha o SOk e e

SLOANE : "Holding the‘gun before him, the kid, (one dead man thought
he was, & rich man's seon, and another dead man thought he
could be rushed, and a third dead men thoﬁght he could be
urged) - the kid (he was 16) forced the liveried chauffeur

. into the slesk limousine and drove avay. And that was all
anybody saw or heard that morning. Thres dead; & 15 year
¢ld murderer escaped.

SLOANE : You get the story, you youthful, serious, an eye for every
detail, Al Aronson. The first lead - 12 hours a&fter the
attempted robbery and triple murder came from & hospital

- bed in Kew Albany, just across the river. A man (with

pertaps an hour to live)}, & man with a hol de by & .45
- o1y gade oy

T Fough his chest)—the Tiveried cheuffeur, George Murphy ...
E AL: Don't raise your volce George, I can hear you fine.
GEO: Thank you, Mr. Aronson, Like I told you, he picked me up

o sitting in the car bout 9:30 in the morning.

- ALz In Louisville that was?

T GEOQ: Yessun. I drive for Mr. Norton at the Steel Plant. Made
me drive cross the bridge. (SIGNS OF PAINS) -

: AL RBad George?
“:j?“ GEO: Not too bad. (RESUMING) Made me drive up to the bank.
. l#”Knew that bang too. Says nobody'll be in there now - just
#71- the ceshier the . and the president ...
e
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AL: He was rignht, wasn't he?

. GEQ: Thass right. Got there - keep the gun in my side - made

me go in with him. Ki1lled them three men, made me go out

and drive hiﬁ avay. Mister I tried to tura him in.

- AL: How do you mean, George?

GEC: \Tried to mix him up, turning corners, twisting, so on -
tried to pull into the pelice staticn, but - he knew the
tovn - teold me turn down hers, turn down there, &ll & time
keeplng away Ifrom (PAIN) I'm sorry --

Al Take 1t easy.

GEG: Yessuh - all the time he'd keep me from driving to the
po-lice station. Knew alleys I didn't half knovw nysell -
then .wde me go down noar the river front. Little blind

e alley I never seen before - that's where he done it to ws.

Said to me, "You might keep yo mouth snut, but I'm making

sure."
AL Then he shot you?
GEQ: Yessuh. BStuck the gun right next my c¢hest, pulled the

trigger smlling on his face. He was mean, mlster. DBsad mean.

And no mor'n 15, real mean.

- AL camr Ty o rre Tt wori.
GEQ: B o e e

'”” AL: What did he look like?
GRO: Big fellow, W— but only 16, 17 the most. Pimples
. on his face and & foul tongus, I'1l tell you, foul ~ curse
H_; his own mother.
ines ALd Ever ses him bafore?
- GEOQ: No sir. But the.ﬁay he knew them streets, knew where to

turn, knew the bank - must be & local boy, I figure. But
meybe he -- (STOPS) ’

i T T e ke e TR AT
e et WA TRy
i et (2 Mt i A
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AL: George! George. (SOFTLY) Georga.

SLOANE: You take the theory given to you by the herocic Negro
chiauffeur who tried to steer the car to ths polics station,
you take his idea that this was a local boy {thers are no
other ciues} to the cops. Lt. Edmonds listens, lights
up a cigar butt he's chevwing -

LT New, local boy, couldn't be, couldn't be.

e Al,: But he knew the town - from the chauffeur's description

he knew it es well as you -
LT: I know every hoodlum in this town, every one of them.
. The killer isn't here. There's 9 kids, maybe 10, who fit
' thet descripticon, I checked every one. They didn't do it.

- AL But if you'd heard ths chauffeur, if you'd --
LT: Look you're 2 bright reporter - apswer me this: he wants
- £z,
{ to do a holdup in New Albany, Jﬂoea he go over the

bridge to Loulsville <Rea, get the car, force the chaurfsur
all the way back here - andjdo the holdup? Does that make

— sense?
AT: Ne, but -
1T: But nothing. If that was a local Nev Albeny boy, I'd have

him in the coop and halfway up for sentenclng. Try
something else.
. SLOANE : Lt. Edmonds knows New Albany, knows 1t hoodlums, its
racketesrs, knows what he's talking abgut. But you are Al
Aronson and stubborn and & man with an eye for facts, and
¥you don't saslly shake the sight of the dsad chaﬁffeur,
George Murphy, from your mlnd - or his worda. So you start

locking ...

ATHOT 0061283
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KID:

SLOANE:

... {NO PAUSE) in dives, in poolrooms, in the sordid places

(having no others) that young hoodlums gather. But always
S -

»

Never heard of nobody looked like that. (KIDDING)
Pimples, humph!

‘-- always the wiseguy grin, the geg, and the shaking of the

head. And then ...

SLOANE

FIFTH:

AL:
FIFTH:
AL:
FIFTH:

AL:
FIFTH:

... a thought,

A kid who knew the town that well must have lived hers -
meybe he moved.

{SEIZING O THE WORD) Moved! That's it! Lived here and
moved. You go to the movers 1in town, there are six, -

the first four know nothing about 1t, the description means
nothing, but the fifth --

(MUSING) A mean kid, dark haired, pimples - rezl low down
mean kid?

That's the ons. t; gi*_ .:i

Yeah. Yeah., I moved himA Him and his old man.
What was hls name?

I'11 never forzget him. Said he'd help me with a crate -

8 big crate - kind of a pilono crate - but no piane in 1t -
end when I had 1t up, he let go his end - near bhusted my
leg. I could of killed him, but hls pld man waa there
What was thelr name? I

Jenson? Heanson - something llke that - Benson! Yeah,
Frankie Benson =~ &8 real mean 1little rai; with & foul

mouth - &an all american punk. .

YA e - e
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~  (MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER)
SLOANE You find the home of the mean, foul-mouthed kid in
Louisville. A seedy two-room shack {kitchen and bedroon)
little shed in the'back, where a tired beaten old man

listens to wou and before you're half through -

PA: It's him. Don't say no more; 1t's him. Four men kllled
"""" - 'you so.id? '
:; AL That's rigat, Mr. Benson.
. FA: Sooner or later it hed to be. Now it happendd (GCONTEMPT)

A son! A man slaves o whole life for a boy (his mother
"""" died 8 years ago. I never married egoin. Who'd merry me?)
and this. I knew it. I knew 1it. It hed toc happsn.
o Al: Has n2 been around sincs?
PA: When <id he do 1t? Tuesday. Today is Thursday -- yesterday

he disappesred. No Thursday, today he disappseared. Tcdey.

. (SADLY) Bxcuse me'if I'm & little mixed up on the days.
- Al Of course. You've no iden where he went?
- PA: Away. Thet's all he said. Avay - except - tTERRIFIED)

The note. Now 1t comes to me - the note - what {t meant.

AL; What note, Mr. Benson?

he ”ﬂﬁl) note me

batioiprmerr—itan, loil Aol b tutieno
S (UERY F A e L% S W A i L0200 AN 02V #4° 5 AR st W10 1<

FA:

fote paper with lines on it - and in chilldish

#eesd PA: Read it. Read 1t. You wouldn't believe Lt otherwiss.

[—————— PR
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AL: ( PAPER RUSTIE) This is his writing?
e PA: His.
- AL: _ (OOUGHS SELF CONSCIOUSLY) "Stop me. Stop me, please, before

I do it again.”

. PA: That was after he murdered them. Four mem.
AL It's awful.
e PA: Mister, do you think you can find him? Do you think you

can step him --

AL: {A QUESTION) Before he does it again?
) PA: (ANSWER) Before he does it again,
AL: I can try. {PAUSE) We've got to. Mr, Benson, we --- (HS

WAS GOING TO SAY MORE, BUT WHAT'S THE USE) -- we just got

to.

oo

- (MIDDLE COMMERCYIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #93

MIDDLE COMKERCIAL

HARRICE:

PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandinel”

For PELL MELL!S greater length filters the smoke on
the way to your throat. Filters the smoke and makes

Yes, PELL MELL'S gxﬁgﬁg; lenegth of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way te your
throat « filters the smoke and makes 4t mild.

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

your eyes can see the difference - your throat can

PELL MELL'S greater length &f traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccbs means a longer, natural filter to
sereen and cool the smoke, Thus, PELL MELL gives you
a gmoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

Enjoy the loneer, Liner cigarette in the distinguished
PELL MELL!S are ggod -~ good to look at - good to feel

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

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Quistanding!"

VIBRAPHONE$ SINGLE., OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL:
o HARRICE1 And - they are mild!
CHAPPELL:
it mild.
HARRICE: That's important!
CHAPFPELL:
HARRICE:
tell you what it means,
CHAPPELL:¢
cigarette offers you.
HARRICE:
red package - PELL MELL,
i CHAPPELL:
- good to taste - and good to smoke.
o HARRICE:
T the smoke and makes 1t mild.
= CHAPPELL:
tF :
N And - they are wlld:

e e

L ek s e g we o

L e ke al et
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HARRICE:

SLOANE:

Pa:

AL:
PA:

et rm—— e L L T T

-13-

_THEME)

(AFTER MUSIC INTRODUCTION) This is Cy Harrice returning
you to your narrator and reporter Al Aronson's story as

he lived it and wrote it --

It L8 only a few minutes since a father admitted that his
-8on i3 a murderer to you, Al Aronson, reporter for the
Louisville Courler-Journal, just a short time since a
father showed you the fear in his heart and the terror and
a boy of 16 who feared he would

despsration in his son's;

ki1l and ¥1ill again, unless he was stopped.

»e« You sit now in the bare kitchen on a rickety chair and
listen to the history of this boy, this mean :ouf?mouthed
boy ... valting for a clue that might tell you where to
fird hiwm ...,

He was bad since he was 10, A week after his hirthday

he stele a ¥nife and tried to cut cns of his friend's

fingers off. I stopped him, Why did he do 1t? ILot of

reasona:  he was bad, WI sav him only
% ours a wesk -- erty-omrSxturdwyw., I worked, the

only work I could get -~ out of town.

He lived wild

animal - in the streets, in the gutters,
Don't blaws yourself, Mr, Benson.
Blame, Blame?

I don't blame anyone. I tsll you only the

facts, He stole. Twice he was caught. Twigce - a year

in the Reform school each time - and how 4did hs come out?

Worse?

ATHO1 C0s1288
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Fa:

AL:

FA;

Pa:

AL:
PA

=14 -
You know about reform schools. If he was wild befors
he went in, when he came out he was sly, a fox, a Wolf -

walting for his chance. Smaller boys he tortured, tied

them up, things he saw in the movies he did to tham, like

the Indians, and in some of the magazines he read - where
he got them I don't know.

i know. It happens Yo kids sometimes.

Kids, ™ He was bigger than me, four inches biggeer; welghed
170 pounds. If I asked him to come intc the house @o WwOory
- maybe I ralsed my volce - he hit me, Many times he
knocked Tisdmbaiies down, And at night -- {BITTER) (LAUGH)
- at night -

I don't understand.

No one would understand. At night he alept with a gun, =
gun - a ,4%! I saw it cnce ~ a gun under his pillow. We
got, to find him, to stop him - to - (GENTLY FOR HIMSELF )
To take cars of him,

Mr, Benscn, you say he just disappeared the day after the
¥11linzs?

The box, I didn't tell you about the box. (ANSWERING AL
NOW) That's right - the day after the kiliings,

What box?

I don't know, maybe 1t's not 1mp6rtant. It was tc him,

He sald he'd brain me onte 1f I interfered. (he would of
too) He got a piano crate somewheres, brought 1t in the

-~ -~ (this was when we lived in New Albany, before we

moved) - and fixed 1t up. He called it "camping out" -

" you know he'd get in the box and spend 2 whole day there,

Never come out, Even eat in there. Maybe it's just a

childt!s game, I don't know,

R ————— P L

et R i e A o i b T 4
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ALy Maybe. Lots of kids do things like that, Wny did you
mention the box, Mr. Benson?
T PA: Because the day before he disappeared - the only thing he
. said to me - (this was after he killed those men) - he
| sald - "I'm leaving money for the box, Ship it to
o Knoxville."

T AL; 'Kncxville?

PA: Where he got the money from I don't ¥now, He never worked
o & day in his life. T didn't give 1t to him,
' AL: Where in Knoxvi%}e?
-ﬂQ&4441 fr ,
- PA: 3-Tvst—uf§;i:—hou$ﬁwi remember bocause he sald, "Here's the

_Jd-o \Gf-'l-ﬂ—flf
S WOne y 5 don't write down the address, remember it, -Fo~Pox

o Aot
-ﬁﬁ%{noxville N

"_ ALz And you sent it?
PA: Shouldn't I have?
- AL No, I'm only esking,
- PA: I sent - it - (THINKING) yesterday - about noon.
™ AL (FAST) Railway express?
- Pa: Yea,
) AL: Have you got the recelipt?
) PA: Yos.
AL: Glve 1t to we,
e PA: {SURPRISED) Why, what --
o AL: Just - 1t may be nothing - but egive it to we.

RTKOT1 Q061230




Aty ' -16-

SLOANE: Before—rooo—to—tin—otiver—ron-a-Arorron woanefilly

uLth_apﬁnye-xawxhe-Saebay:75u check the nelghborhood

Lomilnaacis i ds , No.one saw Frankie leave town. That set,
-you g0 to the polige, to Lt., Edmonds, who once hefore,-
tcld you your theory was cracked,..,

IT: (INCREDULOUS) Say that agaln, Aronson. I don't think oy
hearing's that bad.

AL . I saild -- thi.a kid sent & packing crate out of town, to s
X in Knoxville - and I want to investigate

that crats.
Ir: What are you trying to prove?
o AL; Nothing, I want your cocoperation te find out where that

crate is and see what's inside it.

IT: Iz that golne to tell us where Litile Frankle 1s?
' AL It might. "
- ""r:-! ?-i.-'wﬁi“/ d'H"‘t
LT What dld he do dsadwiened inside and say Uihsedemifiediale.

u;, B e deb i omrnidapeeerrd you'll find me atlthe Waldorrl

Astoria in New York"?

o AL I doen't know what we'll find. From what his fathexr said
this kid's been bad a long time --

nﬂf 7 This kid's been bad since he was born,
o AL: Look, 16t's not fight about it -- all I want is an order
= to stop the crate, exawine 1t and -- .
g LT: Iook, I play hunches, long shots, I'm screwy - but not this
- screwy -- ) _ L -
w*uq_ AL: . Who found out where Frankie lived?

. — o e e e s i T T T G
e i e e o A T T -

: -
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(ADMITTING IT) Okay.
Who said he couldn't possibly be a local boy?

L bl

{ADMITTING IT) Okay! Maybe I am that screvy. {GALLING

OFF) Hennesey -- got the Railway Express on the phons.

We want to trace a crate - shipped te Knoxville,

......

ficient, aren't they?

deas, If I miss the late mo

(PAIR OF FEET WALKING DOWN EMPTY PLATFORM)

Thatts the warehouse, Lt.

That bie one? \7}& t,;«y#‘ : "i"wﬁ
Yessir, warshouse 3.,7Want me te go in with you?
What for - to check a crate? I'm a blg boy.
Yossir, Lt., Got a flashlight?

Whatls a matter, no lights in there?

No atixt &t's only a warehouse.

I got 2 flash, Lt,

Propared for eh Al%

Yes, sir, L.,

RTXKO1

s on, bloodhound, letl's gel moving. You and your sorewy

ie on account of you - let's
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(SLOWER STEPS INSIDE THE WAREHOUSE)

LT: (WHISPER) There's Section D. It must be down thers,
- AL: (SAME) Yeah., Can you see all right?
' LT: (WHISPER) What the devil are you whispering about?
AL: I don't know. What are you whispering for?
o LT {10UD) shut up. I'm sorry. You kno¥ this crazy idea of

- yours is getting we,
AL: I know. Me teoo,
(THEY'VE EEEN WALKING UNDER THE ABOVE. NOW THEY

STOP}
o AL: There it 1s - I think. Let's see,
o IT: Over here’s the éfgéigf@bzfgﬁauﬁ;éb
AL: (READING) Yeah -.Pé=besw=tasie Knox¥ille. The same
T handwriting.
" ILT: What handwriting?
' AL: The same as on the note, I told you about the note.
. LT: Yeah, (PAUSE) What now?
_ AL: Let's leok .a little. (HE'S WHISPERING AGAIN)
- LT (LOUD WHISPER) Stop whispering,
AL: Look!
r: What?
AL: Holea, About six - no eight holes in the top - samwe on
_; the side - on thts side, %oco.
m LT: 86 what?
— AL I think they're alr holes,
- Lr: What are you talking aboub?
ST AL He's inside. The kid.. I tell you ha’s in the box.

1P You'lre nutsg.
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AL: Watch,

T ' of ,ﬁi??ii( i)ﬁ;iiﬁigif,5u¢qsig;§§wwdd P &ﬁ‘ %&flﬁﬂiﬁff
Lim.goippeto lighe—~thTytapel g~

ALz ' @ FaE R
fvekdd—pupne And while 1t's burning it'll go inside the
box and --
B 1T+ Wait,
- AL: '

o Bhg; fpr?’qr
™ - LT gﬁlhﬂf ‘g?EEOJEGTS) Benson! If you're in that box, you

crazy kid, come out. If you're in there - kick on the
slde of the box., Iiehwideo-,
{PAUSE)
LT: (IOUDER) Did you hear me? Listen, Kiok if you're inside
that box.
. as (LONG PAUSE)
IT: Go ahead, light theffﬁ;2;fﬂﬁéi)
(MATCH.. THE TAPER)
LT: Whateh out you don't --- okay -~
AL: I hate to do this but - I'm gonna Wiggle it around anmd --
- FRANKIE: (INSIDE) Ow!
LT: Ha'ts 1n there,
T FRANKIE: Get back! Get back you dirty cowards, I got & gun and so

help mwe 1f you don't leave me alons I'1ll --

LT Come out, Bendon. Come oukt. You haven't got a chance.
- (A SHOT)
- LT: Watch 1%,
et (ANOTHER SHOT)
e LT: Stay away.
SR (THIRD)
e 17: What are you doing?

e - e ety e e twe e TOTREL L o AT

[E—— P
e s A E——— el
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AL: The only thine we can do. I'm golng to roll the crate
over and --
(8HOT)
17 Wateh out, I'll help you,
AL Okay -- (EFFORT)} together now -- roll it.
(B ;
) UZM - f'
FRANKIE: You'!ll never get ﬂ Nevy, ngver! RO De—ovoRy——Go—-
EYSTBRFCTCT N FEXEES IS s, o

SLOANE:  (SADLY) But "never" is a long time - and after three wore
turns of the crate, there 1s silence inside, WNo more
chots, no wore despairing threats - and then you and the
Lt. open 1t up and cut comes the mean, foul-mouthed boy
of 16, who did all these things, these unspeakable things-
robbery, agsault, brutallty toward hls father, wurder --
he comes out and asks two qQuestlons:

FRANKIE: (A LITTLE BOY) Can you tell we why I did 1t? Can you? Can
you help we, wister, can you?

SLOANE: And then he collapses,

(981C:_ SOFELY UNDER) i Hy, “._ug,?"

SLOANE:; And 1n the endgMafter the confession, you and his beaten

aged father examine the box - his "camping out place" --

and you find--

PA: Look, like a Pullman compartment he flxed 1t - with a bed.
He could sleep here & day, two days.

AL: He had?ﬂ:’m ur;'amhe seat - thils one is water, this is for
food.

Pa: A lantern. Look,;miater, a lantern.
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Al I sse, And wmatches in a waterproof case.

PA: A knife -- e

AL: Three more euns, He hag:zﬁ arsenal.

Fa: And magazines - lock at all the wmagazines, -Bemesed,

SLOANE; (IN VERY CLOSE) And then something that wrings your heart --
that touches everything and oolors 1t --
AL: Mr. Benson, look: & black hat, a black shirt, black pants -

e and a wask to wozr over his eyes and (SADLY) false black

whiskers.
(MUSIC:_ _UP IN_THE_PATHOS AND UNDER) AR,
. Clebinlr’ Sv gfé&s
SLOANE; You write the story, Al Aronson: the
— the killler found -- but when you're done the blggsr story
i3 left unwritten, unsald -- ¥hose fault? Who is %o
bleme? How does it happen 1n this year of our Iord 1943
Crruty ",mw
that a boy of 16 cau144ah1p himself to Knoxville.igg carry
G

with him 2n arsenal, loaded guns - and 2 mask -awd false

whiskers?

CHAPPELL: In just a wmoment, we will read you a2 telsgram from
Al Aronson of the Loulsville Courler-Journal with the
finel outceme of tonieght's BIG 3STORY,

(CIOSING COMMERCIAL)

- s e . T ey TR TTES ETL LT e TR R T A T A ST - —— w—— e = - - -
s T LT L e e - - el RS
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #93

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, QUTSTANDING BONG!

CHAPPELL:
4;; HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
_HAHRICE:

CHAPFELL:

- HARRICE:

0f all Americal's leading cigarettes only pne is
"Outstending!" - only one 1s “Qutstandineg!"

It's the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package. PELL MELL! |

For PELL MELL'S greater length of tradltionally fine,
mellow tobaceas filters the smoke on the way to your
threat,

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Thus PELL MELL gives you a gmopthmess, mjildness and
satisfaction no other eclgaretee offers you.

So enjoy the longer, fipner clgarette 1in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL.

PELL MELL'S z2re good -- good to look at - gogod to feel
- good to taste - and good to smoke. FPELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And - they ere mild!

ARTHKO1 Q061297




CHAPELL:

ARONSON:

-23-

Now we vead you thet telegrem from Al Aronson of the
Louisville Courier Journel.
Further examination of crate used os hideout by killer In

tonight's Big Story, revealed that one side of 1t was so

. hinged that 1t could be locked or opened from the inside,

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

He had alsc provided straps to hold himself and his
provisions steady while in transit. News of his capturs
so aroused citizens of New Albany Indinna that pollce were
compelled to transfer him to Indiana Reformoetory at
Jeffersonville, Tried for murder he was sentenced to

1life imprisomment in the State Ponitenticry eo-bbehdaan

«~igey. Thanks & lot for tonight's Poll Mell Aword,

Thank yoa, Mr. Aronson .. the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES ave proud to have named you the winner of the

PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the field of

Journaiism," -

Listen ogoin next week, same time, some station, "whon

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present cnother BIG

STORY - & BIG STORY from the front pages of the

Jocksonville Journal by-line, Leigh Culley - & BIG STORY -

about an abandoned school, & weird old men £nd & witeh who

walked in the night,

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

music by Vladimir Selinsky., Tonight's program wos

written by Arnold Perl your narrator was Bob Sloane, and

James McCQllion played the part of Al Aronson, & :o..uw
wan (MORE)

e - e s+ m g o ¢ 7= PRIy R e, -

£
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CHAPPELL1
{CONT 'D)

e R

- CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

joan/mtf
12-22-48 pn

e . R .- . o . o g gk

-2l

In order to protect the names of people ectually Involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all
charecters in the dramatization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr, Aronson.

This 1s Ernest Cheppell speaking for the ceakers . of

FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBC ..., THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

RTX01 0081229
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. MARRATOR - BOB SLOANE
HANNAH BETTY GARDE
MARTHE BETTY GARDE
EMME AGNES YOUNG
LEIGH JOHN SYLVESTER
BERT MICHAEL O 'DAY
GaS WILLIAM KEENE
: SHERRIFF WILLIAM KEENE
/ HENNEY BOB DRYDEN
BENDIVER BOB DRYDEN
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WNBC & WET THE BIG STORY #94

1‘0:001- (10:30)PM JANUARY 12, 19ig VEDIESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES Iﬁresent. THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE)
i HANNAH : (HORRIBLE OLD CRONE, SOFTLY BUT WLITH POWER) I'w dying
e | Emma !
EMMA:” {ABOUT €0) (PETRIFIED) You're not, Hannah. You're not.

You're just saying that to frighten me.

HANNAH: IT'm dylng. Don't be stupid. I'm dylnz.
EMMA: (BEATEN) Yes, Eannah.
e HANNAH: Take the pledge, now; swear the cath; to never to put the

bedy of a living thirg into the ground.

EMMA : I swear.
HANNAH : Say 1t: "I swear never -" say that!
i EMMA ¢ I awear never - Hann, h, no! -
v oy
HANNAH: Say 1t Mﬁﬁ /; A 7°
EMMA : {REEORZ) Yes, Hannah.
o HANNAH : Now - put your hand on the coffin and say these words

affer we oeirt

BT o
HANNAH: "I swear never to pub the body of a living thing - Into
the ground....” -
e EMMaA ¢ (DESPAIR) I swear naver to put the bedy of a living thing
T | -~ into the ground. ‘
ﬁf HANNAH: .v..including the body of my beloved sister Hannah, when
;:n she dies. .
0 EMMA: k»ﬁﬂﬂﬂh#b‘/%%&“ﬁ)
“ HANNAH: DRyl b tper=iorr-tBemer =Y T LB WL D T

A T
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EMMA ; 3553
R bd e T TS OV T B1S e T Hannams Wi -rhoolos
(ST BREmCT DT

(MUSIC; THE_HORROR._THEN SHARPLY OUT FOR)

T CHAPPELL:  THE BIG STORY: Here is America; its sound and 1ts fury,

' its joy and its sorrow, as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great Amerlican newspapers. (PAUSE)
Dateline Jacksonville, Fla., frow the pages of the

B} Jacksonville Journal, & story of a dawn that came after &
nichtmware that lasted 20 years, And tonlght, for his
work, tn Lelgh Culley of the Jacksonville, Fla. Journal
goes the PELL MELL Award for the BIG STORY.

(OPENING COMMERCIAT)

ATHKO1T Q0B1I1302
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #9%

CPENING COMMERCIAL

VIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OUTSTANDING BONG!
CHAPPELL: Of all America's lezding cigarsttes only one 1s

g "Outstanding!™ - only one is "Quistandingi"

- 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 znd makes it mild.

HARRICE: That's important}
CHAPPELL:

7, HARRICE:
' CHAPPELLS

- HARRICE$

CHAPPELLs

. HARRICE:

Yes, PELL MELL'S greater lengih of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your

throat.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus PELL MELL gilves yov a smoothness, mildness and
satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
So enjoy the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL,

PELL MELL'S are good -- good to look at - ggod to

feel - good to taste - and good to smoke.
FAMOUS CYGARETTES - “Qutstandipegl"

And - thev are mild:

i e A A AL,

Capen LA LM war IS TP e T

PELL MELL

o
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SLOANE:

LEIGH:

LEIGH:

LEIGH:

e - thn e " oy el e A L AR T e
w E

k-
PLEASANT LIGHT VACATIONJTHEME. UNDER:l

a (e
Now the story as i§1hap ned: Leigh Culley's story as he

lived it. Jacksenville, Florida.

UF AND UNDER

Seen K Cotilid gl
Yoqfao & hard-vorklng reporter on the staff of the

Jacksonville Journal; six days a week, And you like your
assignments becausg you like people. But comes Sunday.
you close the door on Work; you knock off, pack yoursslf
into your jaleopy and roam the fine Florida valley south of
Jacksonville, aAnd with you, on thils particular carsfree
Sunday, 18 Bert Coran, cne of the best photographers
con the paper. You're both meﬁ who know how to work and!
knov how to relaX.....

(AUTO MOTOR TRAVELING UNDER)
(WHISTLING 'Siviiseaieiiaummmwiir)
(KNOWS THE ANSWER) What 1s that you're whistling, Bert?

{KIDDING) Nica tune -- 1if' scmebody %333_%32223£§2§§2524;
it, How can one man be so off key?{ (HE STARTS TO
WHISTLE IT RIGHT)
JOINS IN
That's better. (THEY GO ON WHISTLING)

(SUDDEN S H OF BRAKES AS CAR STOFPS)
{WITH THE SOUND)ADM you see him?

Who? I didn't see anything, Leigh.

ﬂ’ﬂw
He ran out of the bushes there, then jumped back.

Comemmat e E e ity e T R

ARTXC1 Q0e13
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BERT :

LEIGH:

TEIGE:

BERT:

IEIGH:
BERT:

LEIGH:

GAS:

LEIGH:

B TR

Where?
There. Looked like he - I never saw a face liks that.
Frightened, Terrified.

(DOOR OPENSJ
Come on, letls £ind bkim.
(DUBIOUS) Sure--

(THEY GET OUT. SOME STEPS, STOP)

Tunny. He's not hers, Where'd he go?

You sure you savw hiwm, Leigh? What was he like?

I didn't get a good look -- an old guy 60, 65 - tattered
clothes_ had his feet wrapped in rags of scomething. But
that face - like & wask, rigid and -- what happened to
him?

Come on, let's et back in the car--

You don't belleve me?

I daidn't say that. There's nobedy here 1s there?

(THOUGHTFUL) Okay. Let's get back - only that face:

like he'd I don't know, like he'd seen gsomwethine horribls

-- and -- {GIVING UP) Yeah, let's get going,
PUZZLED UNDER)

Back in the car, you go on -- not very far because ths
gas gauge is low. You stop at the first statlon you come

to, the first station in many miles, you note. This
{sn't bighly populated country and waybe that's vhy the
0ld man who sells you the pas talks so much--

Should I check your oil, water, tires; wipe off the
windshield, Mtister? .

Wo that's okay. Thanks, we'll get goling.

ar e

i
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7 ..
' GAS: Don't wind deing it. Like to. Don't get many customers
like to talk to thew when I do get them,
7. IETGH: Yeah, Well, no thanks.
GAS; Spose you know it -- mighty few folks left in the valley

now. Got out on account of the School, DSBceared.

IEIGH: What school?
N GAS: . (WARMING g?) Miss Abelow!s Seminary -~ never heard of 1t?
- LEIGH: No. You Bert?

BERT: Something familiar; wasn't that a very fashicnable finish-

ine school for girls or something?
GAS; Was is right. 20 years ago. Went to seed, to pot.
Terrible place it was, Cruel, Like a prlson and then
it begun to happen =-- the ghosts --
LETGH: vt [ j{&tm_{z;(?
T GAS: Haunted7, That's right, Miss Hannah was the headmistress,
Miss Hannah Abelow. Her and her sister Emma run the placé
Scwe say Miss Hannah's a wlteh, that she killed ﬁar ovn
pa'; some say she's dead herself, But ef you go out
there -- (thru the woods down that way} - vhen the moon
e comes up4d you'll see s, Miss Hannah and her sister.
Hannah with the bullwhip in her hand and Emma staring -

just staring - rever saying & vcrd.}

LEILGH: (To BERT) Let's get out of herep (UP) Well, thanks.
L BERT : Lo priigimdro et TR TU— O
— GAS: Don't believe we, eh? Sweibepipyedorrroret=ifrominpoll..,

o IOt rtttowned T Wall, there's things happens at
the Schocl you never dreamed ofW

] IETGH: Thanks for the gas. Sorry we gotrto mo.
- GAS: Ask Bendiner.  Find him and ask hiwm.
R IETIGH: Who'!s Bendiner?

ATKO1 0061306
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‘. GAS: Thneir caretaker - lives in a shack down the road.
Worked there 30 years, ask him you don't believe me.

IKTIGH: What's he look like.

GAS: oh, you'rs interested now? An old fellow - wears Latters
don it wearn po shoss, rags on his feet. And he seen
plenty, All yoy got to do 1s look in his face and you

—rm . know he's seen plenty. (SARGASIIL) Buf you got to go,

e ' you said.
" IEIGH: We savw & man on the road ~could that have besn Bendlner?
GAS: You saw him onct, you'd never forgit him, Why don't

you tal% te hio? And if you dare, go won out to the

s school. Why don't you - or are you in a hurry?

- SLOANE: A marrulous old man; witches, ghosts, a bull whip.

Real nonsense, you think, except, there was & frishtensd

man on the reoad, a man in tatters and»rags. An! You

drive on. A wiles up the road you see & general store,

You got out uslmiimRikaeiiiotymm loave Bert in the car)-
(DOOR QLD FASHIONED TINKLE RELL)

SLOANE; -~ a large, stout woman, wmoves over to walt on you--
- ILEIGH: Just 2 pack of cigarsttes, pleass~-
- MARTHE : {(ABOUT 40 TERRIBLE R&SP IN HER VOICE) Yes, sir anything
Y else?
soromn LEIGH: Uh - can you tell me where I'd find Miss Abelow's School?
e MARTHE : (VIOLENT) Get out! Take your money and get out.
T LEIGH: Now wait a winute, I-- .
qfi MARTHE : (CALLING) Henney! Come guick. Henney! (FIERCE) He'll
e take care of youl!l B
o { S ER-DOOR HIERIELb-=O-R#N®, HEAVY STEPS ON)

i HENNEY : (ENTERING) What's the matter, Marthe?

. o e i ATl T e T M e
o s o e e, . e 7 i 7L AR Vs S T JPTE ) » »
- G A

'
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T T MARTHER Got him out of horc. Ho asked about Miss .bclow's School.
LEIGH: Lock, wister, I didn's meon ony -=
 HENHEY: (BIG M.N, GENTLY} That's all right., ¥You go on inside,

B Marthce. 8ct down o 1ittle. I'll talk to him.

MARTHE @ Got him out.

- HENNEY: Don't you worry.
: (SHE GOES)
HENVEY : (SLIGHT WHISPER) She's like that cbout the School. My

sister Marthe., 20 ycars 4go Morthe went to thet School.
- IEIGH: I donl't understond. I've been hearing storics --

e HEKNEY: Anything you hoord is truc. ;nything. Once it wos & finc
plaec, the School., Thon Miss Honnoh and hor whip tock
over., They beat children, starved thom, ltept them
priscncrs --

LEIGH: 714 like to got to the bottom of this. (I'M ¢ roporter, )

__“af Maybe I could ¢o 2 stoery on it -- L ﬁ;telijgv;ybéﬁf:

HENNEY : You rcelly a roporter? ({LEIGH:: 3u ¢, <=t - then wo'll
toll to Morthe. Let hor teoll you. Sheo gocs C littlc
wild whon she hoors the name, but 1f sho thought you'd

holp cleen up that devil's hole --,she'd telk to you,

. (MUSIO:_ _ _QUICK TRANSITICH INEO:)
MARTHE : (Low) TI'il tcll you, Mr. Cullcy --
- LEIGH: This is Mr. Coron, ho's with the paper, too.
T M/.RTHE: T111 tell tho both of you, It was sposcd to be o Schoel.

Whilc thoir father 11ved, Sbiavwecrbebewr;, 1t wos -= but
when he dicd, sho took over: Miss Hannah. She had 2

buillwhip, carried 1t round her ncck, 1ike o sneke. .nd

————r sho'd usc it: all the time, anything we did she didn't liko.
e © LEIGH: She over hit you, walam?
e

ATHC1 00B1308



MARTHE :

HENNY:

=

MARTHE :

IEIGH:
BERT:
MARTHE:

o LEIGH:

IR T RIGHT:

She gave me this volce. I tolked back and sho hit me with
the whip -- in the thront, (EBFeRT—ftm-pewry) Thorc
yasn't no classcs, just Work, tonding tho cattle, the
fruit trocs, always weking monoy for hor. And saying

we wore studying.

Tell about the chicken, Marthe and the rabbit,

She wouldn't bury a living thing., Once a rabbit died;

ve buried it. She made us dig it up aanégat it, dead,
on & shelf in her room, (FfGEwRaews Once I killed a
chicken, by accident, She made me pluck it and cook

it and eat it =-- all the time she kept saying "You're

e murderer; you're & murderer’.

Why didn't you leave, why didn't the children leeve?
Couldn't they teil their parents? .
Visiting was once in two weeks. When our parenis caue,
gshe!d clean us up and while we talked, she'd stand there.
listening - her hand going up to her shoulders, meaning
if we told, she'd get us alone and vhip us. Nobody told,
The only one would help was Miss Enma.

Hzr sister?

Yeah. She was anh angel, svweet &nd kind - but she was under
Miss Hanneh's spell end just as {rightened &s wWe were-
warge ----

How did you get out of there, ma'am?

I toock her cut, I came cne day, ROl 2O-juiierumiciie.s, Nd

I sav the whip., I didn't need anpy more, Didn't say a
word, Just took Marthe away.

Did you say she wouldn't bury & thing that 1lived?

J T i e I
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" MARTHE: That's right. Sald the:cold ground wasn't & fit place
S to recelve & body.
LEIGH: But you said her Tather disd & long time ago.
HENNETY: And another sister,too, died ten ysars ago.
3 LEIGH: Didn't she bury theu?
e MARTHE : I don't want to talk about 1%,
- LEIGH: ‘

HENNEY ¢ Tell them, Marthe

MARTHE: Not anythi at lived, she used to say. And they wers

Her father and other sister were ellve. They

d

o LEIGH: (TAKE) You mean to say they!re dead and unbur---{HE STOPS.

I QUIETLY) Bert. Let!s go. ‘

SLOANE: You check with other natives, other former students of
the School and the agree, The terror, the whip and the
words of Miss Hannah's"” “Never bury anything that ever
1ived.” But before you go out to the Schocl, one more
gstop: The sheriff's, Sheriffs are level-headed men who

- kncw what's going on in their counties....

SHERIFF: {(HosF=S LAUGHTER) Is there & law in this county about
purying bodies? {LAUGHS) Course there's & law.

LEIGH: I den't see what's funny?

o SHERIFF: Don't you? (LAUCHS) whatfs funny is you. Two big oity

S fellers getting sucked in by an old women's story like

that, Witches, ghosts, bodles laying arcund! You think

g that's true? Nah? Kot one blessed single solitary word

~ of truth in.itf (LAUGHS) And you both from Jacksonville.

e (MUSIg:_

-— —— o ww Ay

oy i R e L Pl R T
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o SLOANE: Sheriffs know whatls going on in their countles,

sometimes., BSc that night you and %@r_ goran drive into
AL CrigA bt o

the plnesy woods, You paSS/ﬁ shack on the way, Bendiner's
shack (but no sign of him). You stop the car and walk
thru the underbrush, And now it gets quiet, an eerie

. silence is over everything., No crickets, not even the

gound of the wind., And then -=--

-—tﬁe moon comes out and you see the School: grotesque,
Buildings that once were proud, fallen into decay, rot
cver everything, broken windows like Jagged teeth,
barrels, tin cans, rusty bed springs, torn soggy

- mattresses and silence, above all else, silsance --

BFRT: (WHISPER) There’s nobody here .év'ﬂ,-é
} LEIGH: You heard what Marthe sald,..
; BERT: Maybe the sheriff was right, maybe --

BENDINFR ¢ (WAY CFF, SHRILLY HYSTERICAL) Stay away! Get awayl
— BERT: Who's that?

LEIGH: I ¢an't see. Wait there he is. It's the old man from
"""" the roed - Bendiner}
BEND : (SAME) She's deed, but she's not buried, Neoe of them

is buriled. Stay sway!

— LEIGH: {CALLS) Beundiver! Wait! Bendiner! I cantt seo him nov.
e (DgR§ﬁ&ﬁE*ﬁE—ﬁ9ﬁEeﬁ7-ﬁUﬁﬁiﬂﬂ—ﬁﬁﬁﬁdﬂﬂﬁkiﬂnﬂﬂaﬂﬁﬂﬂf
e BEND: (FADING) Stey away or she'll use the whip on you. Even

if she is dead.
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SLOANE : AnG standing there, in the silence amid the rotting

T buildings, the dscayed School for Girls, you know

,__. that everything you'!ve heard is the truth. And you feel
somebhing else - that when you filnd out the full truth --
it will be worse than anyone,ldreamad.

o (MUSIC:_ _ _UE TO_TAG)

- CHAPPELL: We'll be back in just & moment with tonight's BIG STORY.

. (MUSIC: _ _FANFARE) i
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

!

EUE - L LT T ETRET ey e .
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THE 8IG STORY
PROGRAM #94

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

YIBRAPHONE: SINGLE, OCUTSTANDING BONG!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutsiandiung!"

HARRICE: And - they are miid!

CHAFPELL: For PELL MELL'S greater leneth filters the smoke on
the way to your throat., Filters the smoke and makes
it mild.

HARRICE; That'!s important!

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S gzgggg; lepegth of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos fllters the smoke on the way to your
throat ~ filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

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

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditlonally fine,
mellow tobaccos means a lenger, natural filter to
screen and cool the smoke., Thus, PELL MELL glves you
a smogthness, mildnegg and satisfactiion no other
clgarette offers you.

HARRICE: Injoy the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S are good -- good to logk at - 2oeod teo fsel
~ good to tagte - and good to zmoke.

HARRICE: Rememver, PELL MELL'S greater lensth of fine tobaccos
filters the smoke on the way to your threat - filters
the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES - "Qutstandingl"

HARRICE: And - they are mild!

L SRR 0 e e an TR e T e
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SLOANE :

BERT :
LEIGH:
BERT :

LEIGH:

R BERT:
o LEIGH:

O T L R L I R PR et

-1Y4~

(APTER MUSIC INTRO.) This is Oy Herrlice returning you to
your narrator and the BIG STORY of Leigh Culley as he lived
it and wrote it......

You'lre tracking down & story, Leigh Culley of the

. Jacksonville Journal and with you is Bexrt Coren,

You'tre both ZFevel—hended

photographer on your paper.
msn, wmen who don't believe in ghosts, in witches, but
here in this lush, overgrown part of the piney woods,
Aamméis south of Jacksonville, you've come to believe
in almest enything: even the ldee that & woman with &
bullwhip around her neck, has kept unburied %wo bodles -
for perhaps 20 years.
{PAUSE)
It's the next day, after your first encounter vith the
weipd School, the place that wes a Girls' Finisning
Sehool and is now & thing of horror and decay. You coms
back now e£nd look at it, iu the daylight ----
Itt's horrible, Leigh --
Yesh - worss then it was at night even. Look at that,
Yeah - what is thet? Looks 1like hundreds of desks
and little chalirs —Ijust piled up crazy, broken.
But there's nobody around - ncthluog.
(A DISTANT DULL METALLIC BANGING. LIKE BEATING AN
OID BOILER WITH A POKER)
Listen, |
What is that? Where'!s it coming from?

(THERE ARE THREE BANGS. THEN SILENCE)

T

y
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BERT :

LEIGH:

SLOARE

1ETIGH:

BERT :

LEIGH:

BERT:

LEIGH:

LEIGH:

BEND:
LEIGH:

LEIGH:

e et ————————————r b g # % 7. TRASTSSr et nt A AT e - :

15~
Ovor there, I think.
It stopped. Ther2ls & building over there, see 1t?
(P A D )
You think that's 1t?

I don'‘t know, let's look.

(IN CLOSE) The tuilding might have been & shop at one -
time -- now 1t's nothing but rotting boards and & slanted
roof. You pull cpen & tight door and find --
Wha$ 1is this? Crates of books - newspapers - from -- look
at this, 20 ysars ago.
All this old furniture -- (SHUDDER) touch this --
I don't want to. Crockery, silverware - a barrel of it,
and all these boxss and cartons and -- (SUDDENLY) I heard
something --
Where?
Oﬁt there - come on.

(5TEPS OUT)
Thers he is. (CALLS) Wait, It's Bendinsr. Walt!
(0F®) Don't come na closer to me.
(T0 BERT) He!ll run away again., Let's stay here. (Ue)
Where's Miss Hannah, Bendiner, or Miss Emma?
She give you the warning - now go away. ,
¥What warning? : .
You heard it; same a8 me, ’gggggfiinms she gave it.
That clanking was that her?
She'll kill you. Go away.' She'll use the whip on you,
She gaﬁe the warning.
Where 1= shs?

RTXO1 BO61315




BEND:
LEIGH:
BEND;
LEIGH:
BEND:

LEIGH:

LEIGH:
BERT:
LEIGH:

(MUSIC:

BERT
LEIGH:

LEIGH:
BERT 1
LEIGH!?

-16_
Dan't come no closer Lo wme.

Okay, okay., Just tell us vwhere she 18,

.......

She!ll find out I told you and shel!ll whip uwe.

No, she won't, Just tell us -- where is she?

Then can I go? If I tell you can I go away and never

coms back?

Yes, sure, just tell s -- you don't ever

back.

Don't say I told you, See the path, past

have to come

the blg

building. Just go down there - keep going., You'll find

her, Only watch out for her whip}

Thenks - (SURPRISED) - he's gone. Just disappeared.

I think he'ls --

Never mind, Bart -- let's go down the path, Lat!'s

ey 1t isaA%the shack,
Yeah,
L STT
S TeRERGumit e am et B
wdbanin
S ILAR il Trr

(THE CLANGING (MUCH LOUDER} THREE TIMES)

L eamR e . et Y My ar e e
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LEIGH:

EMMA
LEIGH:
EMMA :

- LEIGH:

LEIGH:
BERT:
LEIGH:
BERT:
LEIGH:
BERT:

LETGH:

BERT:
LETGH:

BERT:
LEIGH:
BERT:

e T e m e

e R R

The warning.
(BB )
(FRCM WITHIN) Stay away, or I'll ki1l you!
Thore's someone in there.
Stay awey or L'11l kill you. (FRIGHTENED) I'11 ki1l thenm,
Hennah, I will., I promise!
(WHISPER) Thers's a window. Let's get over to thet.
{FOR MOVEMENT)
Itt's painted over, I can't see a thing. Cean you?
No.
(WHISPER) T got &an idea. Your camera all right?
Sure.
Get it ready. You go round to the door, I'll stay here--
Whet are you gonna do?
I'11 bresk the window -- she'll come over here. You throw
the door open and take a shot of the inside,
You think it'll weork?
I can't think of anything olse. Just wateh out, Bert,
Maybs she has got a whip --
Okay.
3oon a3 you hear the window crash -- you go ahssad,.
Right.
{PAUSE)
(WINDOW CRASHES)
You'!ll never get in, never!
{GUN SHOT)
Bert, she's got a gun -
I won't let theﬁ in Hannah. 7T promised]

{ANOTHER SHOT)

ATHO1 0061317
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LEIGH: Bert, get away from there. Hurry. Hurry,
{ANOTHER SHOT)

EMMA (WILDLY) I promissd, Hennah. X promissdl
(MUSIC: _ _ WILDLY SWIRLS UP_AND_UNDER)
SLOANE: You and Bert Coran retreat, You pull back to the safety

of the trees around the shack, You're all right and so

_— is he -- but you don't dare try getting in again,

. LEIGH: Did you get a pipture°

S BERT: I ,gﬁ- onex def:r:'t know ulﬁv:&'me—wt éé;u_ %a—",
- LEIGH: Never mind, let's get back to town and develop. 1it.

h (MUSIC: MOVEMENT AND UNDER: )

LOANE: You go back to the usarest,town and nd a darkroom

SLO. g &&Mf ;é} » Gf‘hJ
there in the dim-11t roomq you Win the f’“‘
splution and walt -- teo find out whet the lnside of the
shack looks 1like, to find out what the rotten heart of

the whole thing 1z --

(PLAYING WITH SOLUTION)

BERT: It's coming now -- the first print.
- LEIGH: I don't see anything.
DERT: Just glve it a second.

(MORE PIAYING WITH SOLUTION)
BERT: Okay -- walt'll I put it in the other solution --
(HE SHIFTS IT TO ANOTHER PAN)

e, BERT: -~ sy,

e LEIGH: Bert! Look!

mre {MUSIC:_ _ _ TERRIRYING_ UNDER)

*“gﬁ?“ SLOANE: You can't belleve your eyes -- Bart's cgught two things:
— one the face of ona of the sisters, a wizened, tiny,
::jfﬁ. fragile, frightened women - end next to her, unmistakable,
1__’ Zoorrine "5 Harge coffin with two bodies lying in it.

T LT TR R L
e e A .

/ ) )
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EMMA ¢

LEIGH:

LEIGH:
EMMA ¢

LEIGH:

—19_

You go to the Sheriff and show it to him. He dossn't

laugh any mors. Without saying e word, he gets his hat,
checks his gun and the three of you go out—wew to the
shack In the midst

of the ancient School. And as you g2t

to the door (where before shots were fired)}, now you hesr

a4 different scound: the crying of an old, tired, -

frightened woman...

(IN) CRYING,.

Open the door, Bert.
(DCOR OPENS. THE CRYING UP)

Miss Eannah?

(STILL CRYING) Hannah's dsad.

I'm Emmsa. I tried to keep

them out, Eannah. I tried to. I gave the signal., I

fired the gun -- but they came in, Hannah, They came in.
I couldn't help 1t,
Thet's sll right, Miss Emma.

That's all right. Just you

come with us.

You take this tired, beaten womsn 1n your erms, because

she hasn't the strength to walk, and you bring her out oi
1t 8311, You get her back to town and find she's starving
literslly starving to death,

little broth,

30 you feed her -- first a
And then you reaslize her starvatiou is
worge - she needs people, she needs ordinary kindness, she
needs words that will help clear the fog that has
surrounded her for so long. And after a while (after a

week of care aﬁd quiet, she talks to you.

1

[ ——
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EMMA :

~20-

(SMALL CONTROLLED VOICE} I knew it was wrong. I elweys
knew. DBut Hannah would stop me when I wanted to leave,
She would whip me. When faether died I wanted to bury hinm,
but she wouldn’'t let me, And then Agnes, my cother sister,
when she died -- but Hannah wouldn't let me. She ssid

the earth was a bitter cold place and not fit to recelvs
the body of a thing-that had lived., And she was so
strong, I couldn't fight her. She closed the place off
to people (I alweys loved it, when father was alive and
we ran the school). She szaid people wers after our meoney.
She sald they wanted to rob us - of 2ll our treasures,
And we had nothing:, Rei—pid—tirtrperrror M- iseeniie

Ol "sha saved everything - every plece of paper,

even garbage -- saylng psople wanted to taks it from us,
ateal everything we had. (RAUSE) I lived that way -

20 years. And when she dled, Hannah, I promised not to
bury hier - because I was afraid she'd come back and uss
the whip on me. (SOME FEAR) Bubt it ien't true, is it -
she can't come back? Bhe can't whip me now? TIf we bury
her - and Agnes and.my father - and I go fer away -- maybe

I'll forget all about 1t. Don't you think so?

Q0B 1320
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know she'll be all right 1f she never sees agal

cofins™g which her fether and her sister arg.T¥ing.

Yes, this woman wille b, 3he sleops in &
bed, in the fyb ®gd in the
shack) ipBetween the dead bodies of her father,

sis , Agnes, and her insane sister, Haunah,

In just a moment ws will read you a telegram from Leigh

Culley of the Jacksonville Journal with the final outcome
of tonight's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #9%

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
SINGLE, OQUISTANDING BONG!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL1

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Of all America's leading cigarsttes only ene is
"Qutstanding!® - only one 1s “Qutstanding!"

It's the lonzer, 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 mild.

Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildnesg and
satisfaction no other eigsrette offers you.

So enjoy the longer, Liner cigarette in the
distinguished red package = PELL MELL.

PELL MELL'S are good -- good to look at - poed to fee)
- pood to taste - and good to smoke, PELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES -~ "Quistendingl"

And - they are mild!

T T
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CHAPPELL: Now ve resd you that telegram from Leigh Culley of the
Jacksonville Journal,

» CULLEY: The c¢llmax of this welrd and fantastic Big 3tory was the
. realization that this poor cpeature still undsr the spell
of her sistegfhadvzgpt her promise by sleeping on
a cot in between the two coffins, Investigation by .
gutheorities resulted in proper burlal of the father ani
alster and the sendlng of Emma to & rest home, My
sincere appreciation for tonight's Fell Mell Award.

- CHAPPELL: Thenk you, Mr. Culley....the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS3
CIGARETTES are proud to have nemed you the winner of the

FOLL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the field of

Journalism,

h HARRICE: Listen again next week, same time, same station, vhen

! PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present enother BIG STORY
<& BIG STORY from the front pages of the Oneonte New
York Daily Star - by-line, Gerald Gunthrup -- a BIG STORY
- about & reporter vwho sat watching end waiting for death

- ....and congretulations.
(MUSIC: _ _ THEME WIPE & FADE TO BG ON CUE)_

g L s ———ataiee s f T AT TR .

s
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LR CHAFPELL:
{MgsIC: _ _
CHAPFELL:
ANNCR:

;
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o 1/5/49 am
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-24- (REVISED)

The BIG STORY is preduced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vliadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by Arnold Perl, your narrator was Bob Sloane,
and Jchn Sylvester played the part of Leigh Culley. 1In
agrder to protect the names of people actuelly involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all
characters in‘Ehe dramatization were changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr:i., Culley,

This is Ernest Cheppell speaking for the makers of

PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS I3 NBC,....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

ATHCT 00k 1324




S AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #95
- CAST
) NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
KLOPP BOB SLOANE
- LOVISE BETTY GARDE
GERT GRACE KEDDY
; GUNTHRUP BILL QUINN
OLD MAN BILL QUINN
o JOE LARRY HAINES
DOC LARRY HAINES
DA PEIL STERLING
- USED CAR MAN PHIL STERLING
- CITY EDITOR SANDY BICKART
h WEDNESDAY . JANUARY 19, 1949
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NBC & NET

THE_BIG STORY #95
{ ) ( )
10:00 - 10:30 PM JANUARY 19, 1949 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _ _UP AND DOWN_BEHIND)

- (TELEPHONE RINGS ONCE, TWICE)

: gUETHRUP; ( SIMULTANEOUSLY) I'11 take 1t!
D.A.: All right -- you take it.
GUNTHRUP : Hello, hello -
priamoc s py T E-“W

- GUNTHRUP ; Yeah.
PO A-CR TSR W

- GUNTHRUP ; Uh-hua. How did she take 1it?

Ckay.

Is that all?

e T T R AT TR T TR R m AR A feRmes s 4T

GUNTHRUP :

D.A.:
GUNTHRUP 3

m CHAPPELL:

All right.

Thanks.

{ PHONE IS HUNG UP)

Well?

(QUIET, FACTUAL) She's dead.

Good!

THE BIG S5TORY.

fury ... its joy and 1ts sorrow

And -- congratulations!

Here is Amerlca ....

... &8 fatthfully

reported by ths men and women of the great American

newvspepars. {PAUSE.

From the pages of the Oneonte Daily Star, the authentic

COLD & FLAT)

Oneonta, New York.

story of & little man who never hurt anybody in his
life -- and what somebody dld to him,

{ MORE)

its sound and its

e e
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CHAFPELL: And for his work in this case, to Geraid Gunthrﬂprg’z“{"‘ "
goes the PELL MELL Award for the BIG STORY! -};r 2, ~
(MUSIC: _ _ _ _FANRARE_...) e

{ OPERIRG COMMERCIAL)

v
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GROUP:

HJARRICE:
aR0UP:

o HIPRICE:

CHAPPELL1

HELRRICE:

GROUP ¢

HARRICE:

FRQUP:

“ERRICE:
LYAPPELL:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #95

QPENING COMMERCIAL
(ON ASCENDING SCADE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat.
That's important!
{ON DESCENDING SCALE)
PELL ﬁhLL*S greater length filters the stioke on the way
to your throat.
Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
Yes, 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 satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Quistandine!"
And ~ thev are mild,

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S grester length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

Thatis important!

{ON DESCENDING éCﬁLE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

Filters the smcke and m#kes 1t mpild.

If vou raally want to enjoy smoking, ask for the Jlgpger,

finer cigarette in the distinguished red package -
PELL MELL,

ATKOT 0061328




NARR :

NARR:

GUNTHRUP ;

4o
Now, the story as 1t actually happened., Gerzld
Gunthrup's story as he lived it. -- Oneonta, New York.
It's near davn. The hands of the clock are about one
over the other, pointing down. Flve-thirty, it
says. And in all downtown Oneonte, the only light
this October morning is where you, Gerald Gun?hrup,
of the Oneonta Dally Star sit In "zg‘e#;fflce 21 The
District Attorney. Oneonta's still asleep, but you
and the D.A. haven't gone to bad yet. The dregs of

many coffees are cold In many cups ... you're picking
butts out of the trays to smoke ... and yet - you
waelt ... and wait ...

{CLOCK TICKING (OR MUSIC THEME THERECF) UF,
DOWN)
You walt, and you remember, You remember last June,
and an after-deadline call from the State Cops to come
out to the Onecnta-Albany highwvay ...
{QVER_MUSIC} A CAR PASSES. CARS CONTINUE TO
PASS BEHIND THE NEXT SCENE}
A8 evening traffic passes you stend on the highway and
(ANOTHER CAR DOES)} you ask the coroner routine questions
except that thls case 1sn't youtine, (PAUSE) You knew
the victim.

Yep. It's little Joe Light, Do¢. Handyman down at
the Ivy Inn. How long has he been dead, would you

say?
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DoC: Two end & half, three hours, m

GUNTHRUP; Poor 1little cripple. I used to give him iifts
intc town all the time. Well - that's the way 1t
goee. You want to glve me the cause of death?
DoC: ) . Oh ... crushed chest ..., multiple fractures ...
Iinternal haemorrhages ....
GUNTHRUP : Caused by ...
DOC: Deceased was struck end kllled by truck or cor
and tossed inte the ditch. Hit and run.
GUNTHRUP : You think so, Doc? ?
DOC: Think so! What're you trying to make oubta thisy just
because you knevw the poor old geezer -~ mumden? It's

routine hit end run, strictly rcutine!

.{i{.nu
. NARR: You remstioer now, you took In ths scene -~ as theay took

away the little crumpled corpse - and how though you
didn't realize L1t then, vour trained eye was noting -

for future referencs - scmething that wasn't thers.

- And how, when you got back to the paper -- 1t hit you -
and you tried to sell it to the city editor.
CITY ED: Gunny - are we gonna have that hit and run for now or
for Carlstmas?

. GUNTHRUP : I'm trying to make you a pressnt of something better
H then e hit and run,

L CITY .ED: Like how?

T GUNTHRUP : Like this. There wers two things missing at the spot
R marked X.

m“,_, CITY ED: Riddles he gives me.

L At e e = = e
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GUNTHRUP:

CITY DESK;:

NARR:

GUNTHRUP

NARER:

LOU;

GERT :

. R pn oy ol TomaTe | AR ) LS e
et T e 1 emmv R Lt SEmmRR— s p W NS R . - e

-6~
Two things. Broken glass and skild marks. ﬁoes a cer
vham a pedestrien without leaving skids? Does it hit
a solid moving object weighing 135 pounds without
shattering headlight glass?
Sonny bey, ¥we've got no time and no space for amateur
detectives. The police say hit and run? Hit and run
1t 1s - inside page. Gimme some copy, Sherlock!
T pri | smpe e

o 48k¥1 at thHe cleock In office. 8
hands have scarcely moved, And then you smile as you
remember how you sneaked one pest the desk on the
first yarn, You couldn't write it stralight. But you
could - and did write -

{TYPEWRITER UP, UNDER})

Police today - vere investigating -- mysterious angles -

Joseph Light, 55, of ... '

Police vweren't investigating mysterlious angles or
anything else. So - you did. And that "anything else”
goes into a story that had lts beginning at the Ivy

Inn, e cheap c:j.% on Efljr_jfl : y-On%)roM’éﬁ

_OUT_.%) e A -

4
»

1
. (YELLING) 1" sJoe Light! Where“a"aéﬁ_"as lousy

good-for-no-good! If I ever get my hends on that
1ittle no~geod, I'l1l kill 'im.

(A WHINER) I ain't seen 'im, Lou. Mebbe he's gone
to town ... ~wedAve—. ..

B I i i et
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JOE: (COMING ON) You lookn' for me, Miz Lou? You callin'
for ma? '

LOU;: (ALL OUT) Lookin' for you! Ca&llin' for you! I been
hollearin! my head off!

JOE: Yes ma'am.

LOoU; Yes ma'am. Don't you yes ma'am me! Where you been?
What yo; teen doin? Whare do you git off to when I
want you? (MEAN) Maybe you got a girl friend down the
road, hun? (DIRTY LAUGH) Tekin' off to see your girl
friend!

JOE: No ma'am. I ain't got no glrl.

LoU; Oh no? I seen you peekin' in the Helmer's new pig
sty lately. Mebbe you got & favorlte girl in the
plg sty, nuh? {DIRTY LAUGH) I seen you.

JOE: T iike animals, Miz. Lou.

LOU: You like animals, You hear that, Gert? He likes
animals. I got half a mind to make you sleep LIn the
stable, you like animals, In fact -

{A HORN BLéWS OFF. AGAIN.}

LoU: ( SCREAMING) Somebody's blowin' for ges! Wnat're you
standin' there for? What do you think we got the gas
pump out there for -- dscoratian?‘ Git out there and
glve 'em some service!

JOE; Yeos ma'am. I'm goint. I'm goin' right now,

(MUSIC: _ _ _ _HIT_AND_GO UNDER) '

NARR:

In this gold Ogtober morning of walt you remagmbpr
Zfﬁa;«ﬁ;?ggE;:E;E:SV”/jL*4L” tndd e L 4;fu£§;(¢n~&cz.

Lady Lou's temper,

NN EPONPO GO N =0T
- d.rv
M;crippled Little Joe. . e wii

{ MORE)
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e NARR: And how, just bescause she gave the little guy & place
{CONTD:

. to lay his head and a couple of cheap meals a day, sha
maie & slave of him around the place. And how, destlte
all this, one night found her painfully working with
pen &nd papar ....

s LOU: (WITH PAINFUL SCRATCH OF PEN) so please send me ...

the ... flve thousand dollar ... polley. {REPEATS)

Five thousand dollar policy. There. {SHE YELLS - AS

BEFQRE) Joe! You - Joe!

JOE: (COMING ON) I'm comin', Miz Lou,
;: LOU: Joe = gan you read,
JOE: No ma'am. Not hardly satall.
— LoU: Can you write?
JOE: My name, Just.
. Lov: Hera. Wpite it here. Right here, where I got my
finger.
JOE; Here?
;~ i LOoU: Yes - hera! Sign it!
JOE: Yes ra'am.

{ PAINPUL SCRATCH)

Loy: All right,.

_ JOE: ' Miz. Lou?
. 1L.OU: Whaddeyou want?
o JOE: What did T sign, Miz Lou?
R LOU: You got to know everything, huh? You just signed to
i vwrite in for some insurance.
ey i gL

- JOE: What'!s that for?
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LouU:

JOE:

LOU:

JOE:

1.0U:

JOE;

Lou:

JCE:

LOU:

(MUsIC:

MARR:

LOU:

o etai MR T4 osseeiee

Don't even know what insurance is. That's if anything
happens to you, scmebody gets a load of money.

Why?

S0 you won't be a total loss to everybody all your
life. The way you're all the time fallin' off ladders...
all the %ime cuttin' yourself with the ax ... 8ll the
timéf%gﬁgén' meshed on the highway by cars, the way
you walk without lookin'.

I try to bé careful, Miz Lou.

Yeah. And who paid the hospital bills when you fell
off the ladder last year?

I dunneo, Miz Lou.

(A YELL) I did, you dope! BSo I'm epplyin' for
tnsurance on you. And who's gonna glt the money,

you havin' ne femily or folks?

I dunno, Miz. Lou.

{ SHE IMITATES SNEERINGLY) I dunno, Miz. Lou. (VERY QUIET)

-I am - you dope.

You remember how, when you dug up the fact that Lady
Lou of Tvy Inn had insured little Joe against death

only a few months before he dled - aceidontally -

nobody got excited sbout it. After all - there wWere
more important things on the front page. A fighted
named Maxie Bser nad just taken the world's championship
from a bewi&dered glent namsd Carnera. 8o - you went

on digging up the stery, Including - this ~-

(YELLING) Gert! Gertie!
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GERT » {WHINEY) Right here, honey.
LoU: Don't you honey me. 'ﬁ(ou goin' to town? '
GERT : Well -- I wasn't.
LOU: You are novw.
e GERT ; . AW, can’'t Joe go?
. LOU: {IMITATING) Can't Joe go? WNo, Joo can't g0. He's

come down with & cold. And that's just what I want,
You're goin',

o GERT : What for?

LOU: You listen to me. Close now, You goe to Klopp's
- Hardwars, and pick up some ---- no. (A LONG PAUSE)

Gertis, I'm gonna tell you something., (PAUSE) I got

Jog insured for {flve thousand dollars.

__ GERT: Now ain't that nice. I always said you had a good
) heart.
LOU: Yeah, You always salid. ¥You listen to what I say.
GERT : {ALL FARS) Uh-huh.
LOU: SHE WHISPERS UNINTELLIGIBLY ), v gihoteel oot =
GERT ; (AGHAST)} You wouldn't do that! . Y7
Lpok Lefl 2 o

LoU: Wouldn't I? Whol'd know? It'll se.puprs accldent.
GERT : But - hut you weuldn't do it!

e Loy Not alons I wouldn't, You want some of that money?

Do liks I say and you'll get it.

| GERT: (CRAFTY) How mueh,
t LOU: A thousand dollers.
" . GERD: (AFTER A PAUSE) What do I have to do?
e LoUs This, You go into town. Go to Klopp's Hardvare and

get me & small bo} of -~

- g g T
i A P S = ! b e
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GERT ¢ Mister Klopp --
KLGPF: Yes ma'em?
. GERT : Mister Klopp -- 18 thls stuff guaranteed?
KLOPP: Sure is. Kills 'em deader than dead.
i CERT ; ) Big ones?
e KLOPP: Bié as they come. You got many?
GFRT : Ooh sure. Big as cats, 1 ey come. We got plenty

rats. So -- I'11 takef"‘sh?g box. (PAUSE) Un -~
what's in it, what's in it does the killing?

KLOPP: (CASUAL) Oh -- ersenic, I guess. Arsenlic.
{Music: _ _ _ HIT ...)

LOU: (GENTLE AS ALL GET OUT) Joe ... Jos .,-#/ﬂ'éé’lﬁy\?.f
JOE: (WAKING) Huh? Zet you, Miz. Lou?

LoU: It's me, Joa, Joe, you hadn't ought to gone and

got sick., T Dbrought you something.
JOE: Yes me'am,
LOU: It's the best stuff from behind the bar. I put some
e hot water in 1it.
JOT: Sure smells good.
LOU: Good for you, Joe. Now you just drink 1t down and you'll

be up &nd around in no time. Just drink it right

e

down!
,,,, (MUSIC: _ . _ _CURTAIN_...)
s CHAPPELL: We will be back in just‘a moﬁent with tonight's
e . BIG STORY.
s (MUSIC: _ _ _ _FANFARS_INTO:)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRKAM #95

MIDPLE COMMERCIAL
(ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to yovr throat,
That's importent]
(ON DESCEEDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat. .
Filters the smoke and makes 1t pild.
Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length., Yes, your
eyes can see the difference - your thrcat can tell you
what it means.
PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to screen
and cool the smoke.
Thus, PELL MELL gives you a gmoothness, mildness and
satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.
Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -- goqd to lonk a2t - goed to
feel - good to taste - and good to smoke.
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -~ "Qutstending!i!
And - they are mild.
(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat,
That's important!
(ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length fiiters
‘the smoke on the way to your throat.
Filters the smoke and mekes it mild.
If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package -
PELL MELL, '
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NARR:
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JOE:

LOU:

JOE:
LOU:

LOU:

{MUSIC:

LOU:

GERT :
LoU:
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This 1s Cy Harrice, returning you Lo your narrator
and the Big Story of Gerald Gunthrup ... as he lived
it, and wrote it.
You, Gerald Gunthrup, are sitting jusd before dawn
with the D.A. inggﬁitarfice in Onsonts, WNew YorkK......
watching the clock ... waiting ... and remembering.
Remembering & étory that began with a corippled corpss
at the side of the road, The corpse of one 1littls Jos,
and now you ere remembering how, when you dug into
the story, it came to -- this.
You just drink this down and you'll be up and eround
in no time, Joe. Just drink it right dowmn.
Yeos ma'am.
(GULPING OF DRINK}
Feel better, Joe?
Tastes bitter, ma'am.
Course it tastes bitter, If it tasted good, 1t
wouldn't be good for you. Now you just lay back and
rest, And if you want anything -- why -- holler!
{DOOR CLOSES)

Yeash, Hollesr your head off!

(FIERCE) I done it, Gert. I done it! I give it to
him.

You hadn't cught to of! " I'm scared!

Of what! Him? Huh., I dosed him good enough to kill
ten his size!.

o mimmmt . nald

_ B L A L S T e
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GERT : But I'm scared, I don't like 1t,
LOoU: You got to like it. You knew about it -- that mekes

you part of 1t - you got to stay in 1t now! You -
{DOOR OPENS)

- 1.oU; Who's that!

JOE!: Only just me, Mlz, Lou. Just me.

LaU: Whatire you doin' out of bed! YHamypl= =

JOE: Tt was that medlcine you give me. Muzt have had
somethin' awful powerful in it’.{Made me just sick &s
a dog =--

LOU: T bet. p

JOE: Yep.  And,it was like I threw off all the slclmess.

g 2l '
Ne&ee{réu&m% (PAUSE) Anything you went

I should deo, pa'am?

NARR: You remember how you dug that up - and other things.
Hov she tried to peison him with teinted food ...
tried to kick & ladder out from under hinm ... tried %o
frecze him to death by meking him sleep in the barn --

all to no avail. Little Jo& was {ndestructiple.... and

N IS A
Lady Lou was getting desperate. She M—eﬂaﬁv
”""‘j(% aomé:g;perrse -- oddl:,r enoug‘a} JM Lt o

1.0U; Who's Ln charge of this cemetery?
o OLD MAN: ;IECZ{M’- .
LoU: \harels the Light family plot/ e Tl ®
— OLD MAN: Bhob—sRoros WIMMM
o 1.oU How come Joe Light's nams and date of bilrth is on

one of the jstones?

OLD MAN: Pigured to lle here when he followed his folks.

. et o, T e, =
apr e - o - "

.
r
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0LD MAN:

1.0U:

OLD MAN:
L0OU:
QLD MAW:

LOU:

OLD MAN:

.-»15-.

(READING) Joseph Light, born 18—~ (PAUSE)

-

y
¢ Can you carve numbers?

Yep.

Could you carve over these last two nurbers datin'
the stons five years aﬂaaéqgégZZé(,F;

Could, (LONG PAUSE) For money, that is.

Ho*n: muct?
Five dollars. A number.
There's fifteen. Filve dollars a numoer and five Ior
keepin' your old mouth shut, anybody asks guestions,
Lady - I don't know nothing. 1 never even 8een you

in my life,.

USED CAR
GERT :
USED CAR
GERT:

UBED CAR

GERT :

USED CAR
GERT:

USED CAR

GEﬁT:

MAN:

MAN :

MAN

MAN :

MAN:

Mister - them used cars :?
Yas me.mf ;#{i‘,« A—'/“":«—zm 4‘791&(‘0"{;:::»':,./’
Would vou like to sell one?

They ain't ornamsnts, ne'am.

Thing is, I, ain't marketin' for one. But i know
N

someboltyjls.

A prospect, sh? -

Uh-huh. Now - the thing is, I can tolk &% into weT

vhere nobody else could. Shé‘s -- odd, like.

T get 1it,

New, sposin' I did talk her into buyin' one, how
aueh would you glve me for makin' the sale?

Well ... thet we'd have to ses. But you gell her,

and you'll get your piece of the money. Go shead - plck

ons out and drive it on over. What kind of & car she
want,

A big heavy car, Big and heavy.

IR PRI TIEL TR U
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USED CAR MAN:

GERT:

GERT :
LOU:
GERT :

LoU:

JOE:
LQU:
JOE :

LOU:

-156-

Well ~ you take that plerce arrow. It3 pretty old,
but its & buy. But you be ecareful. Don't you hit
nobody.

No eir. I'll be just so careful!

_HIT_AND_UNDER) oyt 1 et |
Now the long hand of the clock)&s‘beginn{hg to slent
upward.... and the remembering is clearer with the
growing light of morning .... and once agein your mind
turns back to the Ivy Inn ...

(EXCITED) I got 1t, Lou - I got it.
Where is it?
Parked outside. He fell for it like nothing.
(DIRTY LAUGH) I promised I wouldn't hit nevody with 1t}
(SHE LAUGHS AND 7) ¢
s fes
(WITH A SLAP} /Get hold of yourself! You go hysterical
on me & time like this -~ shut 'up! Where i3 ha?
(SHE YELLS)} Joa! You, Jos!
(COMING ON} You lookin' for me? You calling for me?

Am I cellin' for you! Your ears crippled too?

Lissen. This place looks a holy mess. We got to fix
1€ up outside,

More paint, Miz Lou?

No -- tress and shrubberies,

Oh, that'll be awful nice., I llke trees., Where we
gonna get 'em?

Up on Crumhern Mountain. Some awful nice lilacs and

laurels and H—t‘b—]:e%-brm growin' wild.
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JOE:

LQU:

JOE:

1,0U:
(MUSIC:

JOE:
LOU:

JOE:

LoU:

LOU:

JOB:

LoU:

N JOE:

- LoU:
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They belong to the State, Mlz. Lou. That's steelin'.
Don't we pey texes? Don't the state belong to us?
Stealin! You get you an ax and come on outside. We
got & car. I'1l pick 'em out end you chop 'em dovn.
You got a car? Golly! (WISTFUL) I like to ride in
cars. I hardly never get to -

(YELLS) Stop jabberin' and get the ax.!

{HEAVY CAR UP AND UNDER)
Goe, Miz. Lou - you drive nice. I didn't kmow you
could drive so nice.
I kin do lots of things you don't know beans aboutb,
Yes me'am. We almest there?
Just ebout almost. Was right sround hers I seen then
1ilacs -- there!

{CAR STOPS)
Gert - you wait here. Joe - you got your ax?
No me'am. I couldn't find no ax, But I brong this
here.
{FRUSTRATED) & mallet., What in tarnation'd you bring
a mallst for, you crazy fool? How you goin' to feteh
up bushes with a mallet?
But this is an extre special mallet. This here malletts
made of the hardest wood there is. Lilgginum Vitey.
That's Latin, I heard. (VERY PROUD} Means wood of 1ifs.
I guess I ain't so dumb.
(NEAR HYSTERICAL HERSELF) Stop jabberin' and get outs
the car! And give me that crazy mallet!

s —
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JOE: But how kin I --
LoU: { SCREAMING) You ¢an dlg 'em out with your hands!
Got cut the carl

(DOOR OPENS, ORUNCH OF UNDERBRUSH}

LOU: (LOW) Gert -- keep the engine a-runnin?'!
GERT : ' (SAME} Are you gomna do it here?
— Lov: {LOW) Shut up! (CALLS) Right there, Joe =

that patch right there! I'm comin' right over.
(CRUKCH CRUNCH AND UNDER)
LOU; (QUIET) You can't dig 'em up standin' up, Joe.
Bend down over and git &t the roots,
JOE: They're awful pretty ain't they. They're gonna
look nice around the place.
R LOU: (QUIET} Yes. They will,
- JOE: You want to give me the mellet? Mebbe I can masn
the roots with it.
LoU: Yeah. I'11 give you the mallet. Here.

(A TERRIBLE THUD AND SMACK AND CRASH OF BODY

. _ IN BRUSH}
(MUSLIC: _ _ _ _HLT DARKLY AND GO_UNDER)
NARR: It's almost full morning, Oneonta 1is all but awake,

. The dey shift's come on in the telephonz buildanf.. .

the metal's meliting in the linotypes osrer—at—iire—Oberr—-
s but st1ll, you and the D.A. waigizgknd, walting, you
R .‘{'ﬁ v ; M 2T
—_— remember how, finally, ¥ sbepped~into thes case ualﬁi-;ﬁrn,.
weeirtie=P.  And the questlons you and he had to

ask.
o GUNTHRUP: All right, Lou - what happened after that?
e 2 Aot _Loaye A el 1o {WMM%V

A e et e et e TR R

_fi; .0 dﬂé?f fdwzlv?ﬁ)ﬂékh - : ;E- : ';
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L.OU: (NEAR BREAK}\Gart and me, Wwe put him in the car.
D.A.: And then you drove down the mountain,
LOU: Yeah.
GUNTHRUP : e -
- LOU: We dumped him out by the side of the road. I

returned the car, and -

. D.A: That'!s not true.
LOU: It 1s, it ts, 1t's true, so help me.
GUNTHRUP : No it isn't. What did you do after you dumped him

out. Wnat 4id you do!
LoU: Nothing. I didn't do nothing!
CGUNTHRUP : You didn't lay him out in the road? You didn't get
back in the car? You didn't run the car back end
- forth over him, to make it look like an ordinary hit
v and run accldent, you didn't make sure he was dead

after you'd hit him with the mallet? Come on, Lou -

tell,
- L.oU: No, no. I dldn't do L1t, It was Gert.
D.A. (VERY QUIET) Lou - read this.
LoU: I don't wanne reed nothing. I don't wanne -
- D.A. ‘Read it|
. LOU: No, no --
- D.A. All right. I'11 tell you what it says. Lou -
:; it's a complete stobtemant of the whole plot -
-“; GUNTHRUP ¢ Including the plan to make it look like a2 hit-end-run ~-
-;;h* D.A: ﬁade -- and slgned - by Gert Post - whom you forced to
et help you. You might as well come through, Lhdy Lou.,
T You're lost,
o LOU I ain't. You can't prove it.

RTHKOT Q061344




" - ~20-

GUNTHRUZ ; . I can! So can all the insurance agents with whom you
tried to insure little Joe Light. And whom you asked
about double Indsmnity -- getting twice as much money
for znh accldental death.

— Lou; It ain't true, 1t ain't true! _

| GUNTHRUP: And the time you found out you'd get even more insurance
- for the same amount of‘money 1f the victim was younger -
so you went and had the date changed on his tombstone?
{LOW) How greedy can you get, Lady Lou -~ how greedy

can you got? (PAUSE) It's a locked-up case, Lady Lou -
the lnsurance, the rphony accident, the car you sent
Gert to phenagle for the killing - everything. (PAUSE)
Ok, D.A., - she's all yours,

HNARR: And efter that - she belonged to the courts. You recall
that even the verdict only mede the inslde pages,

. Because argund that time, the front page was busy with
the story of s man who'd just been picked up in
connection with another crime, His name was - Bruno

- Richard Hauptmenn.

MUSIC: SNFAK_COLD AND HARD BEHIND)

m;“wm%,NARR:‘ And now, your night of waiting has turned into a

morning of any-moment expectation, Then ~ it comes.

(TELEPHONE. RINGS ONCE, TWICE)

"""" GUNTHRUP )

R D.A.:) { SIMULTANEQUS), T *11 take 1t.
teze. DAl All righ g\ you Ezke it.

'”“f GUNTHRUF : Helle -- hello ~--
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GUNTHRU?: Yeah.
YO LOBr— ek RRFORE)
GUNTHRUP Uh-huh. How did she take 1t?
GUNTERUP : Okay. Is that all?
gt s S Y
GUNTHRUP ; All right. Toanks.
(PEONE 1S UP)
D.A.: Well?
GUNTHRUP She's dead. (PAUSE) Louise Brew went to the electric

chair four minutes age. (PAUSE) That's ell.

D.A.: Good! And -- congratulaticns!

GUNTIRUP : Yech., Thanks.

(usIic: _ _ . HIT_AND_GQ UNDER)

MARR : Ths hends of the clock are straight up and down. 81Ix

e.m. Another day.

CHAPPELL: In just a moment, we will read you 2 telegran from
Goraeld Gunthrup of the Oneonts Daily Star with the
final outcome of tonight's 3IG STORY .

[(MUsIC:’ FANFARE)

{CLOSING COERCIAL)

-y

= e - [P SR S ial h thatn i -

ATHKOT Q061346




GROUP ¢
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LARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAL: #99

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
(ON ASCENDTIIG SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throzt.

That's importent!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL M®LL'S zreazter leneth filters the smoke on the way
to ycur throat.
Filters the sooke and mekes 1t mild.

PELL MELL'S ereater length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobacecos fllters the smoke on the way to vour

throat.,
Thus PELL MELL gives you a smgothness, mildnesgs and
satisfaction no other cligarette offers you.

Yes, PELL MZLL'S are ggod ~- 2ood to look at - good to

fael - gocd to taste - and good to swmoke.

So, if you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the

longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “Outgtanding!™
And - they are pild!
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CHAPEI.L: Now we read you that telegram from Gersld Gunthrup
of the Oneonte Dzlly Star. |

GUNTHRUP « Deapite the overwnelming evidonce azzinst her, the
killer in tonight!s Blg Story refused to confess
end she went to the chair clalming her Innocence,

For turning Stote's svidence Gert, her co-c¢onsplrzior,

received £ sentence of 20 years to life. Thenks = lot
for tonight's Fell Mell awarda.
CHATPELL: Thank you, Mr Gunthrup.... the makers of FILL FLL

TAMOUS CIGARTZTTES are proud Lo have nomed you the winner
of the PELL MELL $ 500 Awerd for notabls service in the
field of Journalism."

HARRICE: Listen egaln next week, same tire, same stotlion, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present Snothlr 3IG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the f??nt peges of the Littls
Rock Arkcnses GaZette by—llne,ﬁJi:j?;fﬂdirgas - o BLZ:
STORY = about & ran vho liguidated o portnersnlp oy

liguidsting his partner.

CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vl1edimir Selinsky. Tonight's progren was
written by Alan Slogne your narrator was Dot Sloanz,
and Bill Quimn played the part of Qersld Gunthrup,

In order tc protsct the names of people cctunlly involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of ell
characters In ths dramatiéation were chonged with the

exception of the reporter, Mr., Gunthrup.

. e m = A Am o
S it e
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This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers
of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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WKB NET TYE BIG _STORY #95
(Joe Wipees. Little Rock (Apk) Gazette)

n IIQ SEW"
A._PERL_

£o:o%-£o:3% P.M. JANUARY 256, 1949 WEDNZSTAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CLGARETTES Present THE BIG STORY !

{MUSIC: _ _ __BRIEF _FANFARE) '

SLOANE: Two phone conversations took place about the same time:
one between a man named Tom Qouey and his wife....

’ DELIA: (FILTER) Don't talk like that, Tom, don't!

TOM (VIOLENT) I can't help it, Delia. If he goes on ilke
this I swear I'21 kill him. Ed Rumley's & cruub. Worse!

DELIA: Tom, promise me you won't do anything --

TOM ¢ Seme partner! Iazy, lies to me, never does any work,
blames me! I swear one more stunt like that one in
Galveston, I swear, I'11l kill him!

{PAUSE)

SLOANE: The other was between the fiprst man's partner, Ed
Rumley and his brother...

ED: {JUST AS VIOLENT) In Galveston he pockets 50 bucks. =
know it for a fact, Jack. 50 bucks. Then ne tells me
he tock in 25 and splits that with me.

JACK: (#) Look, Ed, talk to him. He's your partner and --

o ED: Yeah, my partner, Some partnsr. Some swindler. But I
tell you one thing, Jack. One more deal like that --
just one -- and Tom Couey's gelng to be a dead man.

“““““ (MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_HARSH AND UNLER}
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY: Here is Amerlea, its sound and its fury,
i1ts joy and lts sorrow, as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE)

Little Rock, Arkansas - from the pages of the SedEtaedre
Tt i e

Reoed Gazette, the story of a puzzle whose pleces would
A ALp# AL A

not mateh until anald man put them together - and they

spelled murder. And for his brilliiant work in this

jlgsaw of erlme, to Joseph Wirges of the Little Rock

Arkansas, Gazethe, goes the PELL MELL AWARD for the

BIG STORY.

{COMMERCIAL)

ATHOT Q061352




GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HABRICE:
CHAPPELL:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #96

OPENING COMMERCIAL
(ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the
way to your throat.
That's important!
(ON DESCENLING SCALE) .
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the

way to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally
fine, mellrw tobaccos means a longer, natural filter
to screen and cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL glves

you a smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

elgarette -offers you. PELL MELL FAMOUE CIGARETTES -
"Outstandingl"

And - thev are mild,

{ON ASCINDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S grester lensth
Tilters ihe smoke on the wey to your throat.

That's izportant!

fON DERCEX¥DING SCALZ) PELL MALL'S greater leneth

filters thz smoke or the way to your Llhroat.
Fillters the smoke and ma2kes iV pild.
If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the

longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red

package -~ PELL MELL,

~
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SLOANE:

HALDER:

{MusIcs  _

SLOANE:

.
Now the story as it actually happened: Joe Wirges' story
a8 he lived it. Little Rock, Arkansas...

AGTTATO_AND UNDER) ol

DER. ol o D fret i poome o ST
All your life,;Joe Wirges,_gau dld one thing veli -- pol‘ce

reporting. You did it so well there wasn't a crime

comaitted in Little Rock in the last 31 years {In most of

fpkansas for that matter) that you weren't connected with.

Mot just reporting it, but helpling, sleuthing, asking

questions, Finding kttbibe~bhdnpo-that-—brotetrite answers.

Sc, at 55, you were something of a legend In Little Rock:

ro crime was complete without Joe Wirges on the spot,

¥ et -- and that was why you
Legratert

were sore at theﬂ ewfiieutenant of Homicldée, 32-year—oid

it

~Sapudaloer; sore Yecause the first yeou hee*a—of it was
Krnre.

when you naad Halder's report.

Fid ./"/ :@‘:ﬁ"’v ff’ /ﬁ-"

(BRISK, EFFICIENT) Body found in empty lot -
farm of Cy Travers; Rose City, two miles northfiittle Reck.
Uell‘£9?meﬁ—me&e7—dEad—Uf'fnﬁ&f*eer—&a-haad—hywb%unt
dngieemerrt, Dead one week. Pace disfigured. OClues -
none: identification - impossible.

You got to the scene of the crime, Travers' Farm Twe Dours
after the pollce. Two hours! Usually you beat them by at
least half an hour. With your son, Gene, a cub on the

paper, you walk up to the new Lieutenant -~ 1two hours late -

and say it rlight out =--
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JOE: (ALWAYS A TWINKLE..NCW SORE) What's the ldea?
HALDER: Hmmm? Oh, hello, Joe.

JOE: What's the idea, Liecut. (You know my son, Gene:)
HALDER: Hi, Gene -=- what idea?

JCE: Don't I rate anymore? Man's murdered, no clues,

tdentification difficult -- don't you call me anymore?
HALDER ; (PLACATING) Look, Joe - the weather's bad, I got the news
at 7 this morning, &nd it's a goose chase. I dldp't wvant
to get you out of bed unnecessarlly --
JOE: (FAa8T) ' Phe Dencon—gial

FY-I I TE e e -
e e L o

bt T LD
got—there—rr—Ivirermr, I'm used to cold weather, bad

veather, any kind cf weather - and 1 like goose chases.

Mavbe you think I'm getting old. Is that 11 FenB il

W O b R PG
HALDER : On, guit it; you know I resﬁect you and a1l that --
JCE: Okay, okay -- now what do you mean ldentification's
difficult?
HALDER: Whia b domtodmasnGLifioade? In my report I said
"fmpossibla'.
JOE!: Mo such a thing, Lieut. Where is he? Down that dip

where the cop is? Can I loock, take a few pictures, no

such thing as impossible.

HALDER: ¥You're gqulte a guy aren't you?
JOE: Yap. Let's walk on over. o/ o
: ‘%Mﬁéﬂ«ﬂvrﬁ;- ey |‘¢{J PRENFIN AN £ Quu 2oV
HALDER: I wrote,my ¥eport becauset (1) we don't know who's dead,

(2) we don't know who killed him, (3) we don't find any

elothes, no wallet, no ldentification whatscever --

. - e i - ot g w e ea mAmE TR ms s o
R - - i i M e e s e e Rt S
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JOE: How about on the undarvwear? wheRnSerstiidmbi-tiinl oy —wars
AT D R SR Rt ar

HALDER: [#¥ - Lf you let mz finish - no identification on the

undcrwear or anywpe’f around the scene of the crime.
£

JCE: Oh, theresha_Ls #OGK, Gene, see him.
GENE: {(20) Yes, pa.
JOE ! Llvays look at a body from like 10 feet away. Gives you

perspective. 3See.

GENE: I see, pa.
JOE: S 2oL naally D '
HALDER : Sirertst

.'. . ¥
El
: - /AP T
%_A-':_x‘,/ "’_-/)(.o,ff. Ry 1591:‘ __.r’(’ e /q-r‘{%v"—":{.;?v AR ‘;-f/l'.-"“‘-’ *”(" . "“"L
T = - .
= - D v

JOE: ! . Z ot
A ,4,‘J-'v r,u T L s At .d:g; - - oz _'r‘;’«'—'-:"J‘.‘:_'{:;
HALDER: You're bluff‘ing, uoe and—y-a&-w
JOE: Fope—Bnplet :
then one from hi /feet, that closeup=tH& heéd - okay, Lt.?
HALDER: Go zhead shqgt’g:;;n_.: /56 Tike! Including —-
JOE: Thaoks . fhead Gene.
GENE: 3% (GDES OFF }
HALDER: ‘QIWhat doJyou—see-Pron-peresommds tolls you the ldentificaticn.
JOE: Not the identification, Lt. - it just gives me ldesas. <{ne:
two men cawped out in this fleld - one the dead man, the
other the guy who did it. Footprints of two men are quite
clear.
HALDER: Okay two men did camp out. Travers, the farmer, says &
week ago two men asked to sleep out Iin his fleld.
JOE: They had a cart Thmtcerle het—hone—aliiore.
;Zéié?fiV- jzéktﬁi,;

-

by
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HALDER:

JUE:

HALDER:
JOE

HALDER:

JOR:
HALDER:
JOE:
GENE:

JQE:

HALDER:

JOE:

GENE:

HALDER ¢

JOE

HALDER:

_?-

S L2 - b
e }\nﬂ:{r O-D Fmin- £l PP E S -

~Bkay - Looks like pmnd-—soundr—Ttke amateur crime - meesima
not a gangster kiiling {gangster'd never pick.a place liks
this - too open; gangster'd never let himsell be seen by
Travers) --

S what?

Sv, as amateurs, they bungled - somewhere they bungled -
left somethlng for somebedy to Cind.

Joe, I hezard you theorize before - and I heard about how
you solved cases, tut, honest -

-=- you naver heard anything like this before.

Exactly.

(CALLING) Gene - you finished?

(LITTLE OFF) Yeah va.

Okay - now over thsre - see - 'boul hundred yards over
there - parers - see lots of little pleces of paper
scattered all over --

Tnose scraps of junk, you don't mean to tell me --
(DISREGARDING HIM) Geat a big bag, Gene. Pick up
everything you ses, aven 1f you can't make it out.
Ckay, pa.
What do you think ycu're doling?

I said they were amateurs. Amateurs always leave something
- for somebody who can read 1it.

Fellow ma.

Joe, I'm afrald you're -- (STOPS)

ATKC1 Q061357
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JOE 1 511ipping? Getting o0ld? Mebbe so, Lt. Mebbe so. But I'd
advise you not to File that report on "identificaticn

impossible" =-- for 2% hours. Don't have to listen, just

my advice,

{mysic: _ __UP AND BRIDGE INTQ).
{GHASR—-SORARES
) GEKE: Pa, I'm tired. I can't see any more. .
Toe "/f/f}gf}it rf)‘u "/? ;S— zb fd Ly cflj.i vf*,dlzlﬁ"'"ﬂ_%“‘"t Ao - -
GENE.: ¥bu been af it 20 Hours, pe’ AXF these scrans of pupen.
zzyfwe haven't got a thing.
JOE: You think the Ltfs. right teo. I'm getting old.
GENE : I didn't say that, va. I'll sit with you all day tomcrrow

and the next day - enly --
JOE: Only I sounded awful big, didn't I? 2% heours Lt.! I

sounded swell-headzd.

GENE : Well -- not ezxactly ==

JOE: (SUDDEWLY) Ah! UWow I think I got something --
GENE: What, pa?

JOE: - =

ef fersiddan o yon find somethine - aode-eimwrer=ttw=ibe. Look.

~

£ letter. Part of a letter anyhow and an envelope -~ this
little plece In gresn ink - that did it --

GENE What have you got?

JOE The letter's signed Della, see --"Lonely for you, Delia'--
and (Shoboti—t iRt b il il Al MEr s o
in the same handwriting - same ink - Is this envelope. Tc:

Tom C-o-u, then there's g letter wissing -~y --C-0-U-Blank-
Y.

ATHO1 0061358
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GENE: But pa that might not be the murdered man, or the murderer
- it might be --anybody.

JOE: True. Might be secmzone who pleknicked there a year ago,
tore up the letter, and left it thers, rignt?

GENE: Sure.

JOE: O0r maybe a passing wotorist threw it out the wlndow --the

£ield's not too Faw, frowm theoseotde - -

GENE: Taatbe—rrzirr -~
JOE: Then why am I excitsd? Because edbbosghli-slohiobi 5w
Plhakpiokermp g peosrg-mreerswe - 1t might 2lso be the

murdered wman, or the murderer -~ right?

GENE: {BEGRUDGINGLY) Well --

JO%: You begrudge me the answer?

GENE: I suppose so.

JCE ¢ (KIDDING) HNever zgrudge an aging father an answer.
(BROAD) Comé on, Gene -- welre still under the 24 hours

and I really got scwething for Lieutenant Halder.

JOz: (IN THE MIDST OF AN EXPLANATION) Seo his name is
G-0-U-Blank-¥. (Coury, Couly, something liks that) and

he's got a wife nzmed D2lia --

HALDER: Trat's all, Jo=2?

JOE: iyl - tha letter was mailed from Brldgeport.
HALDER: BGilnimdnil

JOE+ ma*/é%wﬁfj

HALDER: Well, it's a long shot -~hundred to on& - but I'il put a

call through.
JOE: You don't have to.

HALDER: What?

ATHO1 Q061359




-10-
JOE: I already did. I put the call through, told the op2rator
to connect you, hers at your office, soon as she got &
Mrs. Della C-0-U-Blank-Y, in Bridgéport --
HALDER: Well, I'll be --
JOE: Don't say it, Lit. -- -<rou.alghbebe— it -
(PHONE RINGS..TAKEN OFF HOOK)

HALDER: Lt. Halder, Homicide --{TO JOE} For you. .
‘—”?’;/g,v '.J{f P o MRS

JOE: 7 7 s HeXlo.

DELIA: (F) this is Mrs. Delia Couey,.

JOE: Hello Mrs. Couey, (ASIDE TO HALDER) Her name Ls Ccuey.

DELTIA: Who is this?

JOE Mrs. Couey my name s Joe Wirges from Little Rock irkansas.
Nothing to be alermed at -- just -- your husband's name 1s

Tom, is that right?

DELIA: That's right-- have you heard from him?

JOE: Ko ma'am - just - just & routine newspaper check -- have
you heard from him?

TELIA: No. I theught it was him celling, you see, 2

iy g e, t's been a long time - over ten days

and he alweys wrltss or phones me and -- has sometnlng
happened?
JOE : No, Mrs. Couey - Lt's nothing definite ~- just - we may

have some information for you, ~Bidehai-dibghtenew -- 10 w2
do we'll get in touch with you. Mrs. Couey -~ how old is
your husband--?

DELIA: He's 32 - something is the matter.
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JOE: As T seld if anything comes up, we'll call you back.
Don't worry.

(PHONE UP)

HALDER: Why didn't you tell her, Joe?

JOE ¢ (BLAND) Tell her what, Lt?

HALDER: Tzll her to come down and identify the body. It's her

. husband we found in the fleld, you know it as well as I.
JOE It might be - but then again it wmight not.

HALDER: What are you talking about now?

JOE: Did you take 2 gcod look at that body?

HALDER: I spent a day golng over that body.

JOE: Did you see his tezeth?

HALDER: I zaw his teeth. s .

JCE: Are those the tasth of 2 man 327 Af;;;éhagﬁer plate?
HALDER: It's happened befsre.

JOE: Did you look at his feet? Bunions on his feet. are thoss

the feet of a man of 32?7 That man was 50, at lezst.

HALDER: :
ﬁJ/Tt
. thls is seaddwwmsss . Just becauss a guy has a ‘ewiége 1n
his mouth and btunisns - mayba ha's 2 32 year old meil
carrlier?
JOE: Itfs possible but I say our man's 55 if he's a day. all
right, I've said my plece -- what are you gounna do?
HALDER @ File the death certificate in the name of Tom Couey.
What are you gonna deo? !
& A s
JOE: First - give you some free advice: don't. And sececnd,}go< ¢

beek and finish that jigsaw puzzle I been working on with

Gene. There's still a2 few pleces of paper have me worried.

(MUsic: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
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SLOANE: You've got Lt. Halder, worried, but you'rs worried too,

Joe Wirges - a few plesces of paper have you vorried. OCne 2
P

R

nalf-%omr receipt with a number 73,569 and the other the
name of a Post Of7ice, Hudson Terminal Post Office, on &
somewhat similar plece of paper. You wonder if the two
go togather - if you have, on the @isarrayed table in front

of you, two pleces of a recelpt for a reglstered letter.

GERE: Supposg you have pa? P
/ayru.gi.af.:';- LRt
JOE : Then maybe the smestzur: tore up this recelpt end we'll fizd
his name.
GENE : That's 2 thousand to one.
JOR : At least 2,000 to one, Gene - it might be the muprdured man
torz up the receipt -- or it might be nzither of them diZ

it. Maybz it's 73,559 to 1, Gene - but I like long

shots.
(Mus1c: _ _ UP_AND_UKDER) ﬂAf—‘ﬂ
SO
SLOANE: You play the long shoti aﬂpall to a friend in ths poss

office at Hudson Terminal and you find - That the letter
was malled three months ago by a man named Ed Rumlsy to
his brother Jeck, in Sacrzmento, California.

SLOANE: Ltls o loncap. shet-Shan-you—thought——bre~anylow jou put

through a c2ll to Jeck Rl Sacramento, Seddioinic.

JOE ¥r. Rumley, you've got a brother named Ed?
- JACK (F) That's right.

JOE: He's about 557

JACK: Ed's 54. -

JOE: False upper gigéngin his mouth?

JACK: That's right -- what is this?

JOE ¢ Bunions on his feet =-- bad bunions?

.~
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JACK: Yes, but - what's this about?
(PAUSE)
JOE: Mr. Rumley, you'é bstter hop a plane end get out to Little

Rock, soon as you can. Mpe—fumies, I'm a2frald your

brother's been murdsred!

CHAPFELL: We will be back in just a woment with tonight's BIG STORY.
(MUBIC: FANFARE )

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater lensth filters the smoke on the way

to your throat.

That's important!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE}

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat.

Fllters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MEIL'S greater len2th, Yes, your

eyes can see the difference - your throat can tell you
what it means.

PELL MELL'S zreater length of traditionally fine,

melloew tobaccos means a longer, natural filter te screen
and cool the smoke,

Thus, FELL MZLL gives you a gmoothness, pildnesg and
satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Yes, PELL MELL'S are good ~~ good to look at - good to

feel - good to taste - and good te smoke.
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES - "Qutsianding!!

And - thev are zmild.

(ON ASCENNIYG SCALE) FPELL MELL'S zraster lenziu filters
the smcxe on the way to your throat.

That'sa important!

(ON DEICSENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S gzrester length filter-
the smcir2 or The wWay Lo your throet.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package =

PELL MELL.

e el b
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_15_
This is Cy Harrics returning you to your narrator and The
Big Story of Joe Wirges - as he lived it and wrote 1t --

Youlreboe—dooilogos—oi-the Little Rock . Ankansas—

faret T, OUL you've gol 32

l% o L et -}" &t
3 . . Firs announces that the

. 1]
identification of z murdered man 1s "i{mpossible", youy}'f"f
’ ALL W f Fp—— Zy e

FF T AL i) (f?.-/ (-;

/ prove thnat wrong;-then he announces that the murdered man

is one Tom Couey and you blandly write a lead story for

your paper that the murdered manlkgmbame i1s Ed Rumley. dudi-

“to be on the abapawieoky safe side you den't run the story
-- pecause the identification by Rumley's brother (on nis
way from Califeorniz) hasn't been made yet. -But lov--eifrod-
LD 0 Bl PV S DS T

Nanlno qn SITET T el

Llperet=s O SSUILE - . 377 S

f',,‘v‘-:-&—l-v fa JRTENE N I

.'{ Fumley's brother-@o-cs—hefe'—bh&b—nbghb and takes ong lopk

“
R

A .{, - SR f"t I R E

at the body awé you know you're right. I% 13 Ed Rumley,

b n-/:" o
SRd—benduTey,  Tou run your story..and;get on with the zase.

S0 wvour brother and Couey were parthers? )?GZ’. /Abvv‘:; ry
(DULLY) That's rightj./"tz /
And he and Couey didn't get along. They hated each e¢ther?
(SAME} Yes, it's true.

ATKOT QU613
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HALDER: They were partners in pusiness - sold auto pollsh together
-~ and they weren't doing well, fought & lot -- Was it &

surprise to you your brother was ¥illed?

JACK: I know they had trouble but I never thought it weuld come
to this.

HALDER: You think Couey did 1t?

JACK . I don't know.

JOE: Wny don't we let the m&n go to his hotel, Lt? He's had 2

great shock - hls prother's death and all that.

HALDER: Yezh. Sorry, Mr. Rumley.
JACK: Thaj's 211 right. (FADING) Thank you. Thank you.
HALDER: Noﬁwl think, we sznd out a dragnet for o dd—ygear-odd TAI

named Couey. Towm, C-0-U-E-Y. Right?

JOE: Right.
WSIC: HIT AND UNDER . im -
i ____________ )-:/'_f.l-' f/{ e "( T, ey e o B gt _g:/f;‘ oL
SLOANE: But here you're,wring, buc““ne these—wands—aren' t—oot T ;
,ybﬂ¥—ﬁtu*h b i Sy b Ha1dn“_hnan'+ had wnna_:hagﬁg::
4ﬁEuuua~9e-%eeiﬁhxﬂa45&&u&a—;&~y&u&—»&saa~e;t vhen the desk
f’ /,JL,L

sergeant cpens the door and laad in a.maﬂ Tttt

Sallmeme wezTing a <bme Falm Beach suit --

TCM : (SUAVE) Lt. Haidsx, I'm Tom Couey -
HALDER: You're Cousy!
TOM: Yes, sir. I reaé a story in the paper that EQ had been

killed. I thought I could be of help and got here soon 2s
I could.

HALDER: Where you been?

RTKOT QQ61366



_1'?..

TOM As you szee, (I aiérn't even bother to changs my clothss),
I was in Florida - 1 took a plane and got hers soon 23
possible. Ed¢ was a good friend.

JOE: Lt. Gene's outside, you mind 1f I_get him?

HALDER: {DISREGARDING HIM) UNo, go aheadé%%ﬁo anything you like.
it down, Mnr. Ccusy.

(JOE GOES OFF ENTZRS UNDER THE ACTION)

TOM ¢ Anyway I cen help, Li?

HALDER: Just tell me - you and Rumley were partnsrs?

TOM : That's rigat. Auto polish line. But about 3 montis ago,

w broke up - we weren't doing too well., We split what we

had - Ed took the stock, I took the car and we
HALDER: Friendly?
TOM : TNy . Ed was the salt of the earth.

no idea how thi=z distresses me.

just paried.

JOE: Just hold it, Mr. Cousy -~
TOM: L Wnat?
I_{:,‘ 5(:6- ’JCQ . o .

JOE: . Gs ahcad, G2na. Onz from the side -- thenh one frem the

front - sobmees.

., (TAXES A PEOTO )
Lo a7

HALDER: W ara jou shooting plotures for now, Jze?
JOE: Just routine.
HALLER: Qkay.
JOE: : ; worh
HALDER: - You were friends with Rumley. Were you ever in this

territory?

TOM : Yeah.
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HALDER : Were vou ever in Little Rock, Mr. Couey?
TOM : Rscently no -- about 5 years ago L was --
HALDER: But not receﬁtly? (ToM: No.) Ever in Knoxville?
TOM : Year ago, for pleasure - but not recently.
HALDER: When did you last see Rumley?
TOM : Let me see, now -- must be four months age - ro—e—iido
. . . . -
HALDER: And where ¢id yeu see him last?
TOM : Rickmond. We split up in Richmend, as I sald - h2 took
the stock - {the polish) and I took the car and -- that was

% 10t time I saw him, poor fellow --

HALDER: Well -~ thanks for couing in, Mr. Couey --

JOE: (WHISPER) Lt. can I say a word?

HALDER: You don't have to whisper, Joe.

JCE: (3TILL WHISPERING) You aren't gonna 1ot him go? Are you?

Maybe Travers cught to see him - the farmer? Qwauana—o&m

".{ it o
SRl At OB ? O Of them asked Zew ,A;qz
e Pl PSPPI L BT
vermission to camp 5hefe- yememper?

o)

HALDER : (WHISPERING IN SPITE OF HIMSELF) I remember. OkayA}(U?}
Mr. Couey, L1'll havs to keey you for - cobh, fav hours --

JOE: Make it 24, Lt.

HALDER: Why?

JOE: Just to be on the safe slde. Trust me.

HALDER: Just a few hours Mr. Couey. Just routine.

{MUSIC: _ _UP AND BRIDGE)

HALDER: Mr. Travers, Lt was on your property they stayed that night

TRAVERS : (OLD ¢00T) That's right, Lt.
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HALDER: Just look at this man and tell me - did you ever sez him

before, was he ohe of the men?

TRAVERS ¢ That man? Nope, never saw him before.

HALDER: (TRIUhPﬁANT) Satisfied, Joe?

JOE: I'digégimake 1t 2% hours, Lt.

HALDER: Why?

J0E: Give into an old man's whim, Lt. Okay?

HALDER: (CRIM) Okay! I'm awful sorry, Mr. Couey. (Just z few
mors hours).

{MysIC:_ _. _BRIRGE INTO)

HALDER: (HOLLERING) Whers's Gene Wirges? Gene, vinere are Jou?

GENE : (0FF) Here 1 am, Lt.

HALDER: Whore's Jce? Where's you're father?

GENE: Gae, I den't know, Lt. But he sald he'd be here -

HALDER: I've been walting helf the day for him - he said he'd be

here at 6, ible—savenaew - 1'm gonna let Couey g2,

GENZE: Hz sald plzase to walt, bE

HALDER: Rdrceire—brmmenrpct o

GENE: 2& hopurs, he said, Lt.

EALDER: 24 Hours! What for? The man's innocent. Why am I

nolding him?  Suspiclon of murder? I've gobt no susplcion
of murder. What's rour old man dolng anyway?
GENE : i don't krow, Lt. But he sald please to walt.
HALDER : It's 7 -= ha's got 111 8 o'eclock - not a mipute more.
Tell him that.
GENE : I don't know where tn find hiwn.
HALDER: Eight o'clock. I don't care!

(MUSIC; _ _ BRIDGE INTO) _.
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JOE:
MAN :
JOE:
HALDER:
GEKE:
HALDER:
GENE:

HALDER :

JCE:
GEINE:

JOE:

ALLDER:
JOE:

TOM
HALDER:

JOE -

TOM :
HALDER:

_20-
K —Andergony;
Thatts right.
You rupfihe Anderson Auto Shops?
Thatis right --

+ 1 M= -

WIBES_IT IWTC)
(LOUDER THAN BEFORE) Gene. Gene Wirges!:®
(COMING) Yes, Lt. Halder. ‘
It's 8:15 - and he's not here yet. Did you hear {room aln?
He sir, I didn't.
Okay - {GRIM) bring Couey in, sergeant. I'm releasing
him.

(ON HIS SPEECH THE DOOR HAS OFENED..SRNES-ANDZ2.)
Don't be sc hasty, Lt.
Pal.., Find anything?
I think it's a fine idea to bring.Couey In, but I con't
think you ought te release him --
What did you find? What have you get? Tell me.
You ought to develop patlence, Lt. Gene - patiencz Is an
asset 1in the old =2s well as in the young --

(DOOR CPENS...3HUTS UNDER)
You wanted to ses me, Lt. Halder?
Yes, Mr. Couey, I did. Go ahead Joe.
Mr. Couey, sit down 1n that chafr. You'll be more
comfortablie than standing.
Lv?

Yeah, go ahead, sit down. Go ahead, Joe.
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JOE: T have & decument here, Mr. Couey =+ just & second --
(SCME PAPERS OUT OF HIS FOCKET)
That says -- neo, thls is & letter I forgot teo mail for my
wife -- bhetbs-mpe—it -- ah, here 1t 1s. A letter from
our wife, Mr. Couey -- from Della --
TOM: (ALARMED) From Dslia --
JOE: Don't be azlarmed. Perfectly harmless letter = "miss you,
1sve you, Writs wore often" - quite 8- pousiRe—ionimat-
Lebbon—pacewmieoes -- but that is not what 1 am after -- %

{s the envelope I call to your attantlon.

TOM: What about 1t?
JOF The postmarks. 2iural - postmarks. This was sent to oo
in Knoxvilils, then forwarded to you in Little Rock - nats

it bears three postmarks -~ Bridgepert, {(wvhere shs mal

[he)
40
I

tt fpem), Knoxvillie and Little Rock -=
HALDER ¢ So what, Joe?
/fr\/
JOZ: Suggesting that Mr. Couey was at one timekKnoxville and
later in Littls Rock -- two facts which, if I remepter

corrsetiy, he dealed --

FALDER: Were you?
TOM : Well, I -- yes, I guess I was =-
JOE: Now, with that much cleared -~ we ask this question. Mr.

Couey, were jou ever 1ln Rose City? Rose city, to r=fresn
your memery, was the place where E4d Runley met his death --
on the farm cof a =man named Travers, in Rose City. Ever
there?

TOM.: Nevar.

C e
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JOE: Good. You also told us you never sold Fesidluns polish

u_Jx4;Jnn:”nﬂrdnn,_auzamnhiaa;;ma::ha in Knoxville, or

Little Rock, or Rose Gity - in the company of Ed Rumley -

TOM : That's true. I was in Knoxville and, Little Rock, but not
with Rumley. ”éééééérin Richmoné;(wf égid youbéh;{jﬂﬂ
Pive- monLiEaeA R0,

JOE: S0 you did. But 1f 1% should be established t?at you did
sell the polish in 211 those citles, iR dadip-—Rosanbhs
with Bumley, wlithin the past month -- you might lock like
a lizr, -

TOM : 1 =ald I never did and that's all IL've got to s=ay.

JOE: And here.in my pocket, I have -- (No that's my teZephone

bill) - here - I have sevel depositions from autc store
owners in Little Rockifﬁose City and—otiver—potnts swearing
that you and Ed Rumley TOGETHER sold them pollsh -~ within
the past month.

TOM : How could they swsar that when I nsver --

JOE: You recall my son took your plcture? Weil, armed with tThat

pleture - and & photo of Mr. Rumley {before you murdsrsd

him).
TOM: I never dld --
JOE: -- with thoses photos, I say, I went to the auto stores zndé

asked LT they saw you and these depositions say they did.
Saven, Lt. Halder, seven. Falrly concluslive.
HALDER: A1l right, Couey. lLet's have the truth. mé:'s about time!
TOM : (WEAKENING) Okay, we sold the polish q(but that's 21l -

T left town two waeks ago and never saw Rumley agaln.

v scdrt-uiiielady-
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JOE:

HALDER :

TOM:

JOE:

ToM:

JCE:

TOM:

..23_

Another 1lz -~ in—feeb=twerSies. One of the, depositicns-
g 4,‘.‘.!.?' e
Apdoreoike - says you'sold h&m-polisqﬂthe day of ths

murder - one_week ago, the—otier—is—this—ipoorsI ar=ier
business. You hated him and he hated you. Rumley's

brother says that and so deoes Yyour wife. As a8 maiter o

by

fact you gentlemen both threatened to kill each otner.

L2 e n bowz - 2805

- 4

Okay, we were In the field together. = camped out In
Pravers! fiszld. We were broke that's why we camped c:=t and
Rumley threztened me - we were about to go to sliged that
night when he threatened me -- {32 _vers sleepimg-i——mts
autside—sir—rmey znd I had to do 1t - he would of kKills

me. He had a olub, maybe it was the car jaeck, I éon't
know and he trisd to ki1l me and I took it awey froo nia
and it was self-dzfense. That's what it wes, zzlf-dzranse.
That's closer, ¥r. Couey - but still not all. How ¢oz=e
when we found his tody he wore only his underwear. wWnat
happerad to hls clothes?

It was & hot night.' We took our clothes off and put them
in the car. I jest drove off after it happsned z2nd that'ls
how come there was no ldentificaticn spound, I didn't even
think of what I wzs £oing.

Hew the men lies. (Gene, note how criminals liz). First,
it was premeditatzd. You removed not only his clothes,

but also the lazel from the underwear. You were careful to
leave his body fzc» Aown in the water = hoping it would
leave him unrescognizid -- and do you Know how I know that?

How?

P
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JoE: It was not a hot night. ngi&hmnuu;vfuh&ﬁh-l have just
checked, tells me the night in questlion was a2 very coid
nlght. You slzpt with your clothes on -- &nd -- when the
deed was donz, you removed his clothes ~ you dragged the
body 200 yards to the gulley and left 1t thsre -- do you
vant me to prove zach of those polnts, or will you sizn the
full confesslon I prepared for you? (PAUSE)

HALDER: Welll

JOE: I think Mr. Cousy needs a fountaln pen, Lt. {You ¥now hsz
lost nis in Travers flsld. I found it, if you want it Mr.
Couey) But I den't think you'll have much use for it --
whers you're golng, do you, Lit?

(PAUSE )

JOE: Wzll - Gene, we better get along. It's - my -- it's ziter
9 o'clock. I'd better get to bed. ¥You know I cen't take
these late hours zany mere. I'm not as young as I useld Lo
be.

(MUSIC: _ _ TAG).

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you z telegram from Joseph
Wirges of the Little Rock Arkansas Gazette with the finsl
ocutcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE. . .}

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:.

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #96

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
{ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S grester length filters the smoke cn the
way to your throat,
Thatls important!
(ON DESCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater lensth filters the smoke on the
way to ycur throat.
Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellaw tobaccos fllters the smoke on the way to
your threat.
Thus PELL HMELL gives you a smoothness, mildness
and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Yes, PELL MELL'S are gopd -- goed to look at -
2oed to feel - gqod to taste - and good to gmoke.
So, 1f you really want te enjoy smoking, ask for
the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARZITLEE =~
Youtstandine!l!

And ~ thev are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

WIRGES:

CHAPPELL:

HARRLCE:

Now we read you that telegram from Joseph Wirges of tha
Litte Reck Arkansas Gazette.

Realizing his story of self-defense wouldn't stand up in
Court, killer in tonight's Big Story pleaded qulilty to
the murder and thereby escaped the electric chalr.
Sentenced to life imprisomment in the Penltentlary he
escaped after serving four years but was recaptured two
years later. My sincere apprecliation for tonight's PELL
MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Wirges..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner cf the
PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the flecld of
journalism.

Listen again nexi veek, same time, same station, when PZLL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY - 2
BIG STORY from the Iront pages of the Jollet, Illinols
Hersid-Hews -- by-line, William M. Hart -- a BIG STORY -
about & reporter who trled Lo stop an explosion of

dynamite...Human Dynamlte!
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CHAPPELL:

{MusIcy _
CHAPPELL:

ANNCR ¢

- LILY
1/10/49 PM

-27-
The BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was written
by Arnold Perl, your narrator was Bob Sleane, and iartin
Wolfson played the part of Mr. Wirges. In order to protact
the names of people zetuelly lavelved in tonight's
suthentic BIG STORY the names of all characters in the
drametization wers changed with the exception of the
reporter, Mr. Wirgzs.
_THEME_UPR FULL AND RADEL
This is Ernest Chzppell speaking for the meakers of PELL
MELL FAMCUS CLGARETTES.

THIS IS NBC...TEE HATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #97
CAST
o NARRATCR _ BOB SLOANE
ROSE LOUISA HORTON
i MARJORIE _ LOUISA HORTON
B HART MYRON MCCORMICK
GUARD FRANK READICK
hm}' FATHER FRANK READICK
| MAURY JAMES MCCALLION
i GUARD 2 JAMES MCCALLION
_ EDITOR MARTIN WOLFSON
COP MARTIN WOLFSON
NELSON MANDEL KRAMIR
WARDEN MANDEL KRAMER
_ ¥

WEDNES DAY RUARY 2
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( )
10:00 = 10:30 P,M, PEBRUARY. 2, 1949 HEDNESDAY,

CHAPFELL: PRLI, MEIL FAMOUS CIGAREPTES present ,.. THE BIG STORY !}

(CELL DOOR OPENING)

GUARD: .(HARD) A1l right, Maury ... get outta this celll C'mon!
MAURY : (ILL) 1 can'ta:fF'I’m sick! -
GUARD: Sure ... Sure! Now, get movin'l

i HAURY (SLIGHTLY REBELLIOUS) I can't I tell ya ...s I can't,
GUARD: (ANGRY) Don't you open up on mei You're new here yet

and you're getting somes bad ldeas.
WAURY : {MISERABLE) Look, I didn't mean nothin', Honest, I
Just ...
(A TERRIBLE SILAP INTERRUPTS ﬁIM)
{MAURY GROANS)

GUARD: You'll leave this cell if I have to drag you out. Ya
hear me?
MAURY : Please... I'm not fakin' .,. I'm sickl
o GUARD: Okey, Maury ... you're askin' for it. (THIS LAST WITH

STRAIN AS...)

(HE $LAPS THE BOY AGAIN)

MAURY ¢ (GROANING) Please...
_ GUARD: Then get up .. o I'1ll put my cane to work,
- MAURY ¢ {STRAINING) I'll tXFeees If1l1 try. (STRUGGLES TO RISE). .

— I o I can't make it,
GUARD: Maybe this'll help.
(STEADY BEATING STROKES)
w  {MUSIC: _ _ WASHES_OVER SOUNR....._ ESTABLISHES...THEN GQES UNDER FOR)

e i P T
J— i e U AR T T
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CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC: . _
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THE BTG STORY! Here 1s Americe ... its sound and its
fury ,,. itz joy and its sOrrow ... as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great American nevspapors.
(PAUSE -, COLD AND FLAT) Joliet, Illinoisi From the
pages of the Joliet HERALD-NEWS , the avthentlc story

_ of a rveporter who found hidden within the walls of &

state prison ... & living dsath house!l Tonight ...
£o Willism M. Hart of the Joliet HERALD-NEWS ... 8098
the PELL MELI: AWARD for THE BIG 8TORY |

FAN FARE]

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)

.

R i -
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THE BIG STORY 2/2/49
PELL MELL

OFENING COMMERCIAT:

GROUP: {ON ASCENDING SCALE)
FELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your threoat,

HARRICE: IThat’s importent!

GRQUF: (ON DESCENDING SCALE) -

PFLL MELL's preater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat,

HARRICE: Filters the smoke end makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greeter length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobeaccos means e longer, natural filter to scrsen
and cool the smoke, Thus, PELL MELL glves you a
smoothness, mildness and gsatisfactlon no other clgarstie
offers you. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "gupstandingl”

HARRICE: And - they are mild.
GROUP: (Ol ASCENDING SCAL®) PELL MELL'S grester legpth filters

the smoke on the way to your throat,

HARRICE: That'!s importent!

GRCUP: {ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL QELL'S Zreater leneth filters
the smoke on the way Lo your throat,

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and mekes it mild,

CHAPPELL! I you really want to enjoy smoking, aak for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package -
FELL MELL.,

RTHXKOT 0061382




. st T

L4

{MusIC: _ _

CHAPPELL:

NALSON:

HART :
HEL3ON:
TART

TELSON

MAURY :
HART :
NELSON:
1ART:
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A SOMBER_TEEME_UP AND UNDER)
MNow .. the story as it sctually happened, B1ll Hart's
story as he lived 1t. Joliet, Illinois!
RISES THEW_DIPS UNDER AGAIN) “
gomoone had Lo cover the prison bsat and the by-line
of Bill Hart over those jail house storles in the Jollet
Herald-News .., meant you were IT! Not that you real}y
minded though, for watching the prison was 1ike Q:ﬁﬁ;’f
Ler & dondd  ofloe Koz
et an Amsriean Vopten-parade., Youlll never Wmew vhat
was coming up next. And this special February morning,
as you walk toward the main cell vlock ... the same,
old feeling of fear comes QVEI’ you. And you can't stop
1t. You know thers's a great dam of resentment buillding
in these men. Resentment over unfair treatment. 10 it
ever spills over ... watch out!{ And &s you pass by the
barred spaces .. the volce of Allie Nelscon reaches out
to you. Ee's got all the time in the world to talk ...
twenty five years for manslaughter,
(SAME) Hey reporter, Commere.,.will ya?

(A FEW STEPS ON THE STEEL CATWALK)
What's on your pind, Nelson?
This orazy kid,, here,
¢h., New, isn't he?
Helgs & transfer from Stateville, Dan Msury. Kid ...
this is B1ill Hart.
Hello,
Hil _
Wise him up, will ya? He's getting on my nerves,
(KINDLY) Did you get a bum rap, Meury?

N . L I ST T e TS T e e L 4 s, - s
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MAURY :

NELSON:

MAURY :

NELSON
MAURY 1
HELSON:

MAURY :

HART:
NELSON:
MAURY :
HART ¢

NELSON:
MAURY:
NELSON:
dART:

MAURY :

i et 1 AR

-5 J go Aifes Fhe

I don't know. They had me c¢old on vhat I did butnt$=#h9
4 . el L T
parole board, givem me break bocwy- .. then ..

(SCORY) Thai's what I mean, Hart, Parcle! He talks about
parole! (DEEP DISGUST) Maury, you get me sicki Nobody
gets outts here 'til they've sePved every single minute.
Joliet docesn't believe in 3anta Clauas.

(4 TOUCH OF DESPERATION) But it's two years already.
I'm eligible, -

S0 em Il So whait?

It's the law, They have to let you oub,

(SPITTING THE WORD) Law!l Treat ya like dirt ... feed va
1ike animals...pack va in holes like s bpunch of" pigs.
There's your law, kid.,.! And you oughte k¥now 1t good.
Youlre livin' 1%l

(STUBBORNLY) I've had a good record. This is my £irst
offense. I've got a chance, haven't I, Mr, Hart?
Well,...

Go on, Haft, tell himl

(ALMOST SAVAGELY) You shut upl

Take it easy, Maury, &ny man vho's eligible for parcls
has e chance of course.

Let's hear the rest of it.

Are you going to shut up, Nelson?

BUPE 5 SUIS.as

T know the Board wiil look over your applicatioen

carefully.

(GRATEFULLY) Thanks ., thanks, Mr. Hart)
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WELSON ! You reported real good, There's just one thing, though...
HART ! What?
WEL3ON: Youfre a liar!
MAURY : He's not .. he's not!
- ) HELSOW: He knows you ain't gonna get no parole.
B MAURY (ON FIRE) Shut up} '
- . NELSON: (HALF LAUGHING) You're stuck in here just like the
- rest of us.
MAURY I told you to0.. (STRAIN} -, shut upi
(A BLOW BUT NELSON STILL LAUGHS)
HART : Maury .1&-»;_ Al adema_ .
- MAURY ¢ (INFURIATED) Laugh, will ya .. leugh ...
(HITS NELSON WHO CONTINUES LAUGHING)
HART: (TENSELY) Maury, the guard's coming .. stop it .. stop
-— 1t!
MAURY : (UNHEARING)} He's not & liar...ys hesr .. he's notl
NELSON: {8TILL LAUGHS)

SIaEE=SErT AS RUNNING STEPS COME UP)
GUARD: (FADING IN FAST) Break It up «.. comon, ., oreak Lt up ..

GUARD: (SLIGHT STRAIN) Okay, Maury .. do you want the cane
again? .eveeee That's better! Nice timing, feller ...
the Parole Board is waiting to see you.

HIND)

- HARR: You've learned that there are two kinds of men in a
. ' penitentiary. And the division 1s a simple ong. Those
behind the locked gates and those who hold the keys, No¥w..
as you slt at your typewriter .. you know there's only one

. kind of story you can write.
: {MORE)
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HARR:
(CONT 'D)

HART:

HART:
EDITOR:

HaART:
DDITOR:
HART:
EDITOR:

HART:

EDITOR:

HART:
EDITOR:

HART :

EDITOR:

[ ——————— SRt e T T

-7-

You'lve seen thousands of men in the cells at Jolilet, but
this kid, Dan Maury, is different. You've got a special
kind of feeling for him. And he's the one ,. for whom
you've written this story. Your editeor, Howard 3age,

stops by the desk .. leans over ,, and yanks the paper

from the machine.,

(WIrH ABOVE, PAPER YANKS OUT OF TY PEWRITER)
It's all yours, Howard, -
(LOOKING IT OVER}) Hmmm, There's just one angle that's
got me worried, Bill,
0h? What's that?
Your stories have been heating up the town, Pecple are
getting kind of excited about a possible riot at the
prison,
There's a good chance of one, Howewd,
I belisve in your judgement, Bill,. OnNl¥...
Cnly what?
Folks have been phoning and writing the police chier;
They want to know if they can be protected,
The voice of the paople,.
And this time they're not whispering ... I Just don't
vant us going out on & limb, Blll,
Here are the facts, E=mmas, You declds,
Well,.. how's this for a head on your story? "PRISON
REFORM IS A MUST., IMMEDIATE ACTION CALLED FOR.,"
tQUIETLK) Thanks, Howard.

(PHONE RINGS)
(FADING) I'll have it set up., 8ee you later.
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(PHONE LIFTED FROM CRADLE)

HART: Hart speaking. {(NO RESPONSE} Helle ... { ANNCYED)
Hello ..
ROSZ: (FIINER) (NERVOUSLY) Mr, Hert ... my name is-Rose
Maury.
HART: Yho?
- ROSE: Rose Msury., My husband's the man who spoke to you lest
wealt,
HART: You're Dan Maury's vwife,
ROSE: Yes sir,
HART: What can I do for you, Mrs. Maury?
ROSE: I was wondering, Mr. Hart .. 1f I ... if I could talk

to you for a few minutesa,

HART: Sure thing. Where are you now?
- ROSE: In my room st the Westeott Hotel.
JART: Qkay! How's fifteen minutes from now?
ROSE: I'11l be here.
HART: Ses you., Goodbye.
(SRR
(MysIc: _ _ UP_AND BRIDGE)
ROSE! T know it sounds funny, Mr. Hart,, calling you up like

I did .. but there wes no one else,

HART: - Phere's nothing to apologlze for. »Suppose you hegin
by teliing ms what you've doing in Jolist. Visiting
day at the prison isn't for tate veokm yeb.

A08E! I'm scared about Dan.

— HART: (QUIETLY) Why?

. [, bae e meamar o oTETTEEN
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ROSE:
e HART:

ROSE:

HART:

ROSE:

HART :
ROSE:

HART:

ROBE:

HART:
ROBE:

HART :
ROBE:
HART:
ROSE:
JART:
e ROSE:

e T amre T am m o am
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His letters, They've changed.

How?

For months sl11 he wrote about was his parole. How he
knew they'd let him go. .

The Board hasn't released its decisions yet. It's

only been a weoel,

It seems more like & year and Dan is worried sick, I
can tell, He doesn't write it ... but I can bell,

I'd call that pretty natural., Wouldn't you?,

(TENSE) Mr. Hert., hels got %o get that parole, He's
just got to,

(LoW) You've got a chance, Hold on to itl

Everything's crazy since the trial, Dan was gullty.

He never denied it, But it was just a million things
all piling up at once.

Then he did rob that drug stovel

No 30D ... 1O MONEY ... Nothing to hold on to. (BURSTING
OUT) Sure it was wrong .. bub you don't stop and think,
Your wife's going to have a baby .. and that's all you
care aboutb, .
Where'ls your child now?

I lost him, |

I'm sorry.

(BITTER) 1It's & real sob story..isn't 1%?

It's an honest story.

{AGAIN A BEATEN CHILD) Dan to0ld me you were nice to him...

and then I read your articles in the paper. I had to see

YOU,
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HART:

ROSE:

HART

_10-
I'm glad you did.
(LONGING FOR HIM) I want him back home, Dan did
a bad thing, Okay.. but he's paid them back, (BEGINNING
TO CRY A LITTLE) New ,, they cen call 1t all even.,

Would you like me to go Lo the prison and see what I

- gan find out sbout the parols?

ROSE:
HART:

.. (MysIC: _. _

HART :

GUARD:

HART :
GUARD:
HART:
GUARD:
HART
GUARD:
HART:
GUARD:
HART:
GUARD:
HART:
GUARD:
HART:

(RAGERLY) Could you do that?

I'11 try, Mrs, Meury....I'll try!
IN_SADLY,..THEN UP_FOR_BRIDGE T0}

(BREAD SLICTING MACHINE THUMPING IN B.G.)
How long have you had Maury in the bakery here? btz
Just & couple a days. Sa¥..why you S0 interested in
that kia?

{CASUALLY) Oh .. nothing speclal.

vy (=

Sure thaet's why you pump the warden,about his percle.

Nothing wrong with your pverhearing, Carter,
I've worked on it,

8t111 bucking for Prineipal Keeper, eh?
(ANNOYED} Don't be wise, Hart.

Hmmn...bekery's improved sinca I was here last.

Yesh?

liice bread slicing machine you got there.

You want we should give these guys knlves inetead?

{LIGHTLY) I see the point. Now..lf youlll excuse me.

(SUSPICIOUSLY) Hi-ﬁh-gjL--ﬁg Y,
e 1
T!'d 1like to talk to Dan Maury,.alone.,Warden

ckayed 1% h;ézzgihe left on his vacation.

‘e ke
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v GUARD: How do I know?
- —  HART: I thought you overheard that teo, Just call h‘z;.‘offics.
GUARD! A11 right .. all right .. but make it fast. (FADE) .
They'll be knocking off soon.
B (SEVERAL STEZPS AS MACHINE FADES -, BUT IS STILL
R FAINTLY HEARD)
HART: IHello, Dan.
MAURY (A LITTLE STARTIED) Huh....oh.,.hello, Mr,. Hart.”
HART : How's it going? '
MAURY : OMoupeeyIguons, (NERVOUS EXCITEMENT) Did you ... did
’ you hear scmething yet?
- HART: No .+ not a word.
MAURY (DISAPPOINTED) Oh,
HART: You know the one about no news is ...
™ MAURY: {JUMP CUE) Yesh,, and it stinks!
HART : Maybe...but it sometimss works out.
MAURY : I'm not golng to get it., I know,
HART : Now, held on, Dalie..
MAURY : I knov it, I tell ya ... I know, They're turning me
_. down,
HART: Rose doesn't feel that way.
MAURY ¢ (SLIGHT BEAT ..., THEN SLOWLY) Rose? Whatta you lmow
gbout her?
. HART: She's in town. I just left her,
e MAURY : How,. how is she?
woer HART: Finel -
-~ MAURY : (DISTRESSED) What's she doin' here though? I teold her
- to stay in Chicago,
o e

e I ———— S et aana ey w8
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HART:
MAURY :
HART:
MAURY :
HART:
MAURY ¢
HART :
GUARD:
EART:
MAURY :

HART:
GUARD:

GUARD:

HART:

GUARD:

-12=
something in your letters, Dan,

WIong.

A feeling that something's

(COVERING UP) She's always been like that, Seein'

things that aren't there.

T 1ike Rose. I think she knows the score,

It ought

to meke the days a little easier .. knowing she's there,

Bven if you don't get the parole, you ..

(JUMPING ON IT FAST)} Then you do know something..

No.., I don't,,

(PRESSING HIM) You must ., or you wouldn't have said

it.

Kid, T don't., Honest.., I don't know a thingl

(4 WHISTLE IS BLOWN JUST OFF.. HIGH AND

FENETRATING)

{PROJECTING CFF) Line up!l Lini. ?k,f

{TRYING TO GET IT IN} Dan, I'm telling you the truth.

I haven't heard anything about your paroie.

(SLIGHT BEAT ... THEN EVENLY) I don't belleve you,

(HE WALKS AVAY)

Dan, ..

(NEEDLING) Worried sbout your boy, Hart?

Don't they want you somewhere, Carter?

oh, I'm going to stay right here,.

You see,. tomorrovw

night ... something's going to happen,

Like what?

These convicts in the bakery don't like 1t here any more.

Phey're planning to leave us,

e T |

N
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HART: (HARD) What're you talking about? {Prusmi=gemes ..
Topdp IRk |
GUARD: They're planning an escape,
HERT : (ANKIOUSLY) Then break it up.. right now,
N GUARD: 0h, NOye
HART: Are you crazy? .Oreespeesdegybeeters , ., stop it before
e it starts, '
GUARD ¢ No, We're letting them go shead, We'll stop them 4n our
) own way.
HART: The Warden won't let you get away wlth this.
GUARD: He's not here, remember?
HART: Carter., is Dan Maury in on this?
GUARD: Wait 'til tomorrow night, Hert. Then .. you'll find out;
{MusIC: _ _ UP_INTO CURTAIN)_

CHAPPELL: We will be btack in just & moment with tonight's BIG
STORY )
{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE}
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATKOT GR613%2
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TYE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #97

-1i-

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE®

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:

GROUP !

HARRICE:
GROUP:

{ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the vay

to your throat,

That!s important!

' (ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat,

Filters the smoke end makes 13 mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater leugth. ¥Yes, your
eyes can see the dilfersnce -- your throat can tell you

what it means,

PELL MEIL'S greater length of traditionally fine, meliow
tobaccos means z longer, natural filter te screen and
cool the smoke.

Thus, PELL MELL gives you & smoothpness, mildness and
gatisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -- good to ook at - ggod to

to baste - and good to smoke.
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandinel”

feel -~ good

And - they are mild.

(0N ASCENDING SCALE)} PELL MELL'S greater length fllters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

That'!s importanti
(0N DESCENDING SCAIE) FPELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

{MORE)

ATHO1 0061323
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MHE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #97

MIDDLE COMMERGE CONT'D .

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,
CEAPPELL: IT you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
‘finer cigarette in the distinguished red package -
. PELL MELL.

o ek bt T TR e s s e
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{MUSIC: _

HARRICE !

ROZE:
HART :

ROSE: .

HART*

ROGE:

HART:

—16-

_ INTRODUCTIQN_AND UNDER)

Fm—— et R ST

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and

the BIG STORY of Bill Hart ,.. &s he lived it and

wrote itl

You..Bill Hert ... are the prison reporter for the

Joliet HERALD-NEWS, And now,,fon the first time.. you,

" yourseif, feel ag helvless s any convict shut off from

the world... You know that several priscnerys are

planning a bresk, You burn up the front page of

YOUT DEDET .. trying to make the Joliet authorities

take some acticn before the plan beglnsg. You try to

find out the names of the men in the plot. But nothing

happens .., nothing but the passing of time ,.. bringing

the hour of the escape .. and the identity of the men, ..

nearer and nearer, And in your office, Rose eeus  bhe

wife of Dan Maury, sits ... and looks at you .. and says:

Why don’'t you tell me if he's in on 1it?

I dontt know.

Tt's the men who work in the bakery ... snd that's

whare Dan 1s,.

Put it deesn't Drove he's one of them,

If they give him the parole,., he'll never go with them.

vou know that,
He'll have no reascn to,.

e gt T T B A e T Lt

g s e
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M ROSE: suppose they turn him down, (FRIGHT)} Suppose they --
‘ HART: (FAST) Stop reeching out for the worst thinps you can find,
ROBE: What's the sense of kldding ourselves?
HART! Look, Rose... there are two thousand men in that prisomn.
If you go for odds,..thls is a pretty good setup, It's
i two thousand to one that Ran iszgiggd up in this.
X ROSE! Can't you get in to talk to him?
_: HART: T've told you, They von't let me, I can't find out vhere
the werden is either, They've got me up agalnst & wall,
ROSE! (AIMOST TO HERSELF) He wouldn't do it. If only for ze,
he wouldn't.
- ' (PHONE RINGS.OFF CRADLE FAST)
) HART: Hart spesking.
GUARD: (PILYER) This is Carter at the prison. I've got some
e news for you,.
i HART: (FAST) TYou've stopped the escape plot.
GUARD: No. Our pleans haven't changed. Let them try their
- break, We'll see how far they get.
i HART : You can't do it, Carter.
_m; GUARD: Maybe .., but welre trying it,.
HART: I3 Dan Meury in on it? You've got to tell me,
GUARD: I told you once before, Wait and £ind out, But I'11
tell you something else about Maury, That is ,.. if you
o wanna ¥Know,
; HART: I'm 1listening,.
. GUARD: I thought you might be interested in the decisions of
e the perols board. They' just came 1in,
Sren™ HART ! (ANXIOUSLY) How did the kid do? _
"‘“;U GUARD: Meury's application for parols.,.has been denied!
= {MUSIC: _ _ KIS FAST AND BRIDGES IOl
- - Juh___w_,_a.y-_,m‘__hﬁ.;.mwﬂ,h_hmv-_,ﬁ_"=” ._i,n,_,.?_ e et
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NELSON : (LOW i CHARGED WITH EXCITEMENT) Thils 1s your chance,
Maury, Are you comin' with us?

MAURY : What's the use of even tryin'j Atbown.,

WELSON Better then stayin' in this rat hole., Look what they
did to ya, parole,

MAURY : I knowae« I know,

MELSON: ' Mow, youlpe just iike us, Comon Maury ... get wise

to yourself, We're breakin' out, In ten minutes ...

welll be over the well, Vhatta ya say?

MAURY: Who,..who else is leavin'?
WELSON:  Ten of us... 3tay here and you're crazy,
MAURY : (SLIGHT BEAT) Crazy about & lot of things. Clay,

Kelson ... lot's go.
KELSON: That's the boy., NoW ,.. Dere's the key Waltey made.
Watich .. |
(kzy FITTING IN LOCK .. SCRAPING ARQUND "o'a's
TUMBLERS CLICKING ANﬁ CELL DOCR SLIDES SLOWLY

QPER)
MAURY : (VHISPER} Wot so loud,
NELSON: (WHISPER) Quick...into the yard,

(NIGHT SOUMNDS B.G....THEY FADE IN)

MAURY ¢ Hold 1it!l

NELSCN: (SCARED) See somethinl?

MAURY 3 (SLOWLY)} Yeah ..., the lights of the town, o
PP AN

NELSON! (IRRITATED) Save it! The vest of the guys are mtght J

S d;H- 0h/.;

{CRUNCKING ON GRAVEL)
NELSON: There's the wall. Break for it!

(RUNNING ON GRAVEL)
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N v GUARD: (PROJECTING OFF) 411 right .., let them have it!l
(TW0 MACHIWE GUNS OPEN UP)
{MuUsSIC: _ _ WASHES_IN OVER _THE SOUND,.,., IHE SIQVS INIO A _SAD MOTIF
BEMIND)
NARR: It's snowing over the prison af Joliet, And the grayness
everywhere,,.begins to hide., A soft whiteness covers ihe

i " walls ... the buildings .. and the earth,

- (MUsIC: . _ QUT) -
NARR: In the small chapel ... Fou.kneel beside Rose Meury,
(WUSIC: _ _ SUBDUED ORGAN IN E.C.)

NARR: And though the room is very still .., and the only scund
is that of & guiet organ ., you can heer the girl besice
Fou ,e.scrylng, A crying that goes toa deep for tears,
The servicos are over and you go outside, The snow falls
gontly againat your face..,and you look up at the sky,.
ROSE: (SLIGHT BEAT) Mr, Hart ,,. Thank you for everything,
HART: Please don't say that,
ROSE: We couldn’t heve stopped them from killing Dau,
EART: It got too big for us.
ROSE: Yebeess I can't help thinking that maybe it didn’t have
to happen. If things had only been different,
HART : What are you going %2 do now, Rose?
ROSE: I don't know, Go home, maybe,..for just a little while,
HART: T think you should,
,.. ROSE: Will you do one thing for me, Mr, Hart?
- - HART: Yes, Rose,

o R et L et L
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" 4- ROSE: £11 this is wrong., I guesa it's hard to say that any one
men did 1t. Put it's going to go on happening,..unless
the people get btogether and change things.

HART:” But Rose ...
ROSE: T know how vou feel about Dan. Maybe you want to qult.
Put I don't want you to.

HaRT: . Like 7 satd ,,. it's Too pig for eny of us,

RODE: Tt Goesn't have to be that way., ZXeep teliing the people
how rotten it all f=z. They don't know how things are.

HART: éb% I've written so meny storles.

ROSE: Then write more. Theﬁ;i? at‘g;ringfield will listen.
But fipst...you have to tell them.

{mysic: _ _ XN WITH NARRATOR)
MARR: You take her hand =t the gates of the prison. And the w2y
she looks at you makes everything s 1little easler. "I%

§ldnt have to happen," gne had seild. You know that from

to% on ... thoge ere words ... youlll always remember!
(MusIC: _ _ BULLDS_FOR BRIDGE)_ _

EDITOR: 81t on my desk, B1ll., Chair's full of back coples.
HART What's up, Howard?

EDITOR: This story for the afternoon editiom, Bi1l., A little

styrong, lsn't it?
HART: ot 2 L 2k, BT,
EDITOR: Whet about this pert of it. Listen ... (READING) "The
close proximity of Joliet to the penitentiari:s ties 1n the
. gsecurity and welfare of this sity slong with other prison
- problems of overcrowding, discipline and harsh parole

procedure. 4 rlot much more serious than any in the past

el , (uHnme)
may happen at any hour. WEFOW s e

e - e e
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HART: Put eway your blue pencil, Howard. IYou can't edlit the
truth,
EDITOR: I ¥now, Bill but I don’'t want to be blamed for not editing

out false predictions.

HART: Not on this story, you wonlt, Look...the responsible
officiels at the prison are trying to do sn honest Jot
with what they've got, But a state investigation will

show that the whole prison system needs changing.

EDITOR: Granted...bub about this riot business., Burely, the
Warden would eee 1t coming.
Adg. Yo
HART: Maybe. BDut he4dependr on his guards, eeaErRGEREEIIONNY .

Men like Carter...who are poorly paid and have no buslness
peing there. Howard....I know that riot is coming.
EDITOR: (SLIGHT BEAT THEN SIGHS) All right, Bill. I'm still

with you. Get out to the prison and play your hunch!
{MUSIC: UP AND BEHIND)

NARR: Tverything seems the same...but you can feel the pressure
tuilding ... like steam in a boiler. The whole prison 1s

charged with tension. o L

{MysIC: _ _ QOUI)_

HART: How do things look?

GUARD 2: Same as usual. Nice and quiet!
(MUSIC: _ _ UP _AND BEHIND FOR MONTAGE)_

ATHG1 006 1400
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CoP: (ON PHONE,.,TYIRED} Lady, there's nothing to worry about,
Belizve me...I don't care what that guy Hart says. WwWe!ll
protect this town....Certainly, we have enough policeren.
wWhen that riot comes, we'll be able to fake care of
everypody...that is, 1f there 1s one!

{MUSIC: _ _ RISES AND BEHIND)

(WYINDOW SL&MMING UP)

FATHER (PROJECTING) Jack...lt's getting dark. Detter come in
the house. Wwmm, you can finish the game tomorrow. Tell
Roy to get on hore, too. Hie mother Jjust phoned. Now,
comon... hurry up!

(MySIC: _ _ UP_AND BEHIND)

[ 2 N
NARR: The feeliing of trouble i% getting out to the people. In
) sorme strange way ... Lt seems %o well out of the prison.
The people of Joliet are staying close to home. Calls to
the police set a new record...and evening activities au
schools and churches slacken off to almost nothing. A
town...walting out & calm...waiting for an explosion. And
suddenly ... it comes!
(A SIREN SCREAMING...THEN AS IT DIES....)
NARR: {PICKS UP THE LULL) RIOT!

e e o Bl =

(SIREN SCREANS AGAIN)
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HART ;

. s, thanks, V-4 Ak o ohbmien

e -

{ BURFING BUILDING IN B.G....ESTABLISH IT FAST
THEN B.G.)
Hert...how'd you get.in,?pre?

S S, tnintin]
Eomronoan@one-fio—s DASS 4 Wondtsy

L2l a5 Kre ' 'Ji"?'z*wv z""“*“'"‘i‘-
G&&uau@wﬁé;hwael you fooll ko2 ouiabe i .

A pencil and paper won't do you much good now.
Maybe ...but T've got some other ideas. I'1l1l hit the
phone for halp. See Fb...
( RUNHING STEP3 ON GRAVEL,..DOOR OPEN AND SLAi...
RECEIVER OFF CRADLE AND HOOK JIGGLED)

J,é%ﬁz\;"]
HART: Stand by an emeérgency! Aneyabey, . line up the following

{mysIic:

EDITOR:

EDITOR:
HART:
EDITOR:
HART:
EDITCR:

A

calls in this ordsr. Filre department...National Guard...
Joliet Police...and State police..Now ... hurry!

{ PHONE IN CRADLY)
(UNAWAZE OF RIOT....AHNCYED) See if you can find Bill
Hert foer me. I want to see him about that rliot warning
story cof his.

( PHONE DOWI)
(10 HIMSELF) They're really getting my ears burned on
that one. Why'd I ever let him print it?

(PHONE RIGHT...PICK UP) .
Hello - Désk
(FILTER} Hello Howard...
Listen...where are_3cn?
At the prison. .

Well, come on back herc. I want to ...

I S R
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EDITOR:
HART:

EDITOR:

HART:
EDITOR:

.
]

HAR
EDITOR:
HART:

EDITOR:

HART

EDITOR:

HART:

EDITOR:

{(MmsIc: _ .

-24.‘

(JUMP CUE) !'Fraid I cen't just now, Howard. I'm covering

s story for you.
hat do you mean?

They're leitting go, Hewerd, The prisoners are tearing

the #Si:gg'apart. #old it e second, will you...
(ALMOST SHOUTING)  Bill

4

for the love of ... Bill...zro

you okay”?

Sure, I'm all right. Iisten,..here’s the story.

sl
obee

Walt 'ti1 I get e rewrite...Now talk to me, you
Jeokass .
I told you.

dhet ere you doin! there?
I'm...
Mever mind...hewe's rewrite. Shoot it inl

goven buildings are on fire. They were started by

torchesz made frem roll btandages in the dispensary. These

guye are really going off their nub. T can’t hezr

myzelf ~olking.

But we can. Go on.

They!r: armed with crowbars end hammers from the

tiaclksmish shop. They've also got chairlegs, kitchen
Lits ke

ynives...cleavers..,.and six inech nails, Hrarndcmr—a-prlpimiries

million dollar domage,

Bilh...T Jjust got
A o ' o
are outaiqutrying to get in.

Not a chance.

& Tlesh from wwe- 4.P, TFifty reporters
The gotes are berricaded.

Listen, you've got an exclusive. You'll hit every front
page in the country. Stay on that phone and give me

everyithing youlve zo..

UP_AND UNDER), _

ARTXO1 Q0B 1403
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l4RR:e Youlve got & Big Story ... and you've made the headlince
...put the thrill of it dies quick. All eround you is
the pleture of what you were trying to stop. And the
sight of it ...leaves you c¢old and empty. Back in the
office ...you wrap up your story but the sound of the ren

~ screaming &3 they try to breesk ouk...stays close. Your

editor gives you a bonus, puts his arm arocund you and
E2YSeann -

EDITOR: B1ll, you d4id o Jot. It's golng to mean something.
They!ll listen to you now...ocnd they!ll chonge things.

NARR: And even when they call you to Springfield to testify
before theﬂstate.iegislature on prison reform...the
excitement never seems to really come. For you xncw
that you'll mever forget a kid nomed Dan Maury ....oné
like tinn wilfe who weited for him.,.you'll always SC¥y...
"T4 didn't have to hoppen!”

(MUSIC: _ _ BULLDS 4 CURTAIN)_

CRLPPELL: In just a moment we will read you & telegram from
William M. Hart of the Joliet Herald-News with the
final outcom: of tonight's BIG STORY.

(MgeI0; TANTARE)

{C08IRG COMMERCTAL)
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L R o A R i . i At SR L PP T e T S e e - - e g T TR

CHE B SO _ PROGRAM #97
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{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

<=~ GROUP: {(ON ASCENDING SCALE}

PELL MELL'S greater leungth filters the smoke cn the way

to your threat.
HARRICE ! That's importgn?!
GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALZ]
oo PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smocke on the way

to your throat.
HARRICE: Fllters the smoke end makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater leupth of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos Filters the smoke on the way to your throst.

fhus PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildnesy and

satisfaction no other clgavette offers jyou.

T HARRICE: Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -- good %o laok at - good to
feel - good to teste - and good to gmoka.

SHAFPELL: So, if gou peally vant to enjoy smuking, ask for the
_ ionger, finex cigarette in the distinguished red package

- PEYL +°LL FAMOUZ CIGARETTES =~ "outstandingt”

e FARRICE : Aal - vley ave mildl

RATKQ1 0061405
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——  (ORCHESTRA:_ TAG)_
CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Willianhﬁart of the
Joliet Herald-News. .
N7
HART: Following my testimony belfore theﬁstate Iegislature I wes
appointed Secretery of a committee to investigate and
S compare condltlons at «ke Sing Sing and other prisons.
| Tater weh;;;zgazg?éﬁi invegtigation to prisgons 1in
Englend, France end Holland. Recommendations to the -
State Legislature Pased on our report resulted in
establishing Jollet Priscon a8 a medel for others
throughout the world. Thanks & lot for tonight's Pell
Mell Award.
CEAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Hart....the makers of FELL NELL: FAMOUDS
CIGAPETTES ave proud tc have named you the winner of the
PELL ME.T $500 Award for notable service in the fleld
of joursalien.
HARRICE: Liaser =7aln next wesk, same time, same station, when

PEf.. WPiL TAMOUS CIGARETTES will sresent ancther BIC

rn

CFIRT - A RIS STCRY from the front pages of the Atlante,
Ceorgla Conetitution - by-line, Celes¥inz Sibley --

a BIC ETORY - abou’d a girl reporter who geve a dying
rmn a veason to live.

THESE iR ¢ FADH T _BG ON_CUE)

e e g A4 AP B el ¢ 4R WA e
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPEIL:

ANKRCR:
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The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
musle by Viedimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by'Alvin Boretz, your narrator was Bob Bloane,
and Myron MeCormiclk P}aygg the Eﬁ;p of w1llia£:hart.

Iin orde; to ggq;ect thg names of people actually iaveolved

in tonightls authentic BIG STPORY the names of all charscters

in the dremetization were changed with the exception

of the reporter, Mr., Hart.

This ig Ernest Chaypell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
THIS IS NPC...TEE MATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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e WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #.98

{CELESTINE SIBLZY: ATIANTA, Gh., CONSTITUTION}
)

10:00 - 10:30 P.M. FESRUARY 9, 1549 WEDNESDAY
:;g;wnditds
) CHAPPELL: PELL MELL, CIGARETTES present - THE BIG STORY!
.. (MUSIC:_ _ _ FANFARE INZO)
. (TWO MEN WALXTNG ALONG STONE CORRIDOR OF PRISON.
STOP)
WARDEN: (SOFT-SPOKEN) Open his cell, Psters --
. GUARD: Yes, sir. {(PROJECT & LITTLE) Woods, Woods! ~ the warden

iz here to see you. {LITPLE SHARP) Stand up!
WARDEN That's all right, Feters., eosbampmermid.
- (JAIL DOQR OPENS)

- WARDEN: Woods, 1t doesn't make any eense, You haven't eaten 1o

5 days. (PAUSE) SRalSSeihitdmdimiaberi b

(PAUSE) A1l right, you'me

in prison, you're in for 1life {GENTLY) - you killed a
. man, Woods, you havz to pay for that, but not to eat --
why? Tell me why?
{LONG PAUSE)
WOODS: Gimme a shoelacs, gimme 2 belt, a tie -~ gimme & knife -
then 1tf1l be guick and over and -~ I don't like to vwaste
—— good food, there's people could use it. (BREAKING) Sz

@.mme a

=S R T et R St = 4 m——

ety e —
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CHEAPPELL:

-

THE BIG STORY: Hers iz Smerica:s

it's sound and its

fury, its joy and its sorrow as felthfully reported by

the men and woman of the great Amerlcen newspeapers.

(FLAT) +Beswednbwm, Atlenta, Georgla:

who asked the ultimats guestlon:

the story of & men

hat'!s the use of

living," -- and of a reporter who answersd 1t for him and

S
for herself. -‘mﬂi‘or her Work in this moving case, to _

reportey Celestine Sibley of the fLtlanta Constltution,

goes the PELL MELL AWARD for the BIG STORY,

UP IN A FANFARE)

(COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 2/9/49

PELL MELL

OPENING -COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

KEARRICE:

GROUF:

HARRICE:
GROUD:

HiARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S grester length filters the smoke on the wey

to your throat.
That'a important!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PYLL MELL'S grester length filters the smcke on the wey
to your throat.
Filters the smoks and makes 1t mild,

Yes, PELL MELL'S grezter length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos nmeEensg a longer, netural IMlter to screen
and cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL glves you 2

smoothness, mlldnsss and satisfaction nc other cligaratte

offers you. PELL MELL F.AMOUS CIG/RETTES - "Dutstanding!"

And - they are mild.

(ON ASCENDING SCALE} FPELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat,
Thet's important!

(ON DESCENDING SCALLE) PELL MELL'S greatsr length filters

the smoke on the way to your throst,

Fllters tho smoke and makes it mild.

If you really went to enjoy smoking, ask for the loopger,
finer cigarstte in the distinguished red peckage - PELL
MELL.

e TR AL e e m e A et wre wwrt e = e =

e e A e 5T

K
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CHAPPELL: Now the story as it actually happened: vreporter Celastine

Sibley's story as she llved it, Atlanta, Georgla ...

(MUSIC:_ _ _ PUNCTUATES_AND_GOES UNDER:)
o AL
STOANE: You're quits 2 gal- ) 8 hard-working reporter pone—al-ihe
Rt

Wawﬁ) and a8 crack writer and-—e—wies
Ssasew. The only thing wrong {it!s a very minor vice)
is that you're self-sffacing, too medest, shy. For -
ijustance, you describe yourself as "Celestine Sibley
('31ib to everyone'), tall, freckled, gavky, about as

- glamorous as aoi\eii;type machine and pushing 40"; when the
truth is you're/{34, attractive, gentie, and apewrser

"G VT FORCw BRI By RS OB BT

Ewenm, beside being & good reporter you elso happen fto b2
the mother of tures terrific kids. And that is why, at
R this moment, City Editor Bill Kay calls cut to you ...

KAY: 3ib -- got a story here -~ just your meat -- Remember

Tom Woods?

ST3:

- KAY: Big real estate swindler about ﬂ-ﬁ\pyears ago.

SIB: (D%mure, didn't he kill somebody?

- HTAY: P AT e R A A il e Bk _ p
= Rinipdleaidome”’ Killed & man, widieimobebbmibinitlondaiamem
T _ got himself sent up for life
81 I couldn't do it, BIll ~--

e KaY: Couldn't do what?

- SIH: {SMILING) He went on a hunger strike & days ago, didn't
S he, Bill? |

RTHKO1T 0061412
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WoODS:
51B:

WOoDS: .

SIB:
WOOoDpS:
SIBs
WOODS:
318

“Ge
Yap.

And every paper in town is tryiug to find cut vhy? Ieaks

Sam Harriscn was In to see him, wasn't he? -~ and he threw
Sam clean out of the cell ~ and 3am weighs 190 pounds.
Need I polnt out to you that Tem Woods 1s a very tough
man and I - I w2igh 108 and I'm & woman --

{SMILING) Exactly my point --

¥What -~

Yo gorbhatryorrmuedghnd

{PAUSE. SMILES) I mede arrangements for you to see him
in nis cell, Good luck, Sib,
IN ARD BRIDGE INTQ)

Oy T

Lo Ky, Woods, vakiesssmme

interested in you, peo

Nobody cercs about me apnd I don't care about nobody, WNow

get out.

saphcigciaiapgd (PAUSE) How old 1s she?

T ) —— T i ot amtend

e mATRAL ey e T A
IS SRR SR YO .. -
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WooDS: Who?
Tt sIB: L 8B ReaFoRpfeusntan?
WoOons: Jehosayesyoentutlcbrgeniama?
SIB: That picturs on the wall, Did your daughter draw it?
WoODg: Leave me alonhe.
318: ~ She must be ~- about 9, I mean when she drew it, she's

T : probadly older now? 107 11?
WOQDS : (VERY SOFTLY} 13. ‘ -

SIBs I've got a boy thirteen -- all he draws is rocket shigys --
n.eevamanything:likem&nﬁ-&ﬂﬁaf&&;ﬁ%%&&m Stz R Yo O0E,

WCODS: Look, I don't went to talk about it - I swear, look lady,
I ~- what's your nams?
- 3IB: BEASTHOMPNTRE, Celestine 3ibley -- everybody calls me
"Sib."
WOODS: ﬂﬁase lgave me alone,
aﬂ{d/
SIB: SewibiEems - there's probably not & thing in the world

that I can de -- but sometimes it helps Just to telk.

feel like talking -- talk. (PAUSE)

and a little one, a bQW--v" Tds are wonderful, aren's

e Lol
the y? e .
< ;g;_f‘_;‘:‘a‘
_____ WoODS: g s
- 31IB: Is it beceuse of her? If you don't want to talk, don't --
- wosmgRew: ATe you tryiug te kill yourself because of her?
- WOODS: (FAUSE) She found out I'm in jail.
- SIB: Qan:r don't you begin at the beginning -- Wiy
e (PAUSE) p

e T T m e e e VLT

ARTHO1 0O0B1414
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_T_
WOODS ¢ 20 years ago (it gozs vay back), I killed & man, I killed

L

Red Haines because he tried te kill me. It was 1u

Atlanta st the Astor Hotel, getting a hair cut ... (FADZ)

(FADE IN CLIPPERS)

BARBER: Encugh off the slides, Mr., Woods?
WoOoDS: Fine, Teddy, fine,
o BARBER: 1)t
. - What do you think in the World Series i Enpane?
WOODS: I don't know, Teddy, Yankzes, probably.
BARBER: I think maybs you right, Mr, Woods, I think ---
VOODS: (NARRATING) He froze, waddenlyceverytiiingifnsee and I

looked in the mirror and sav Hsines. He drew his gun
and before I knew 1t «~=-
(SHOT. SHATTERS A MIRROR)
WOODS: He missed me. I turned in the chair quick as T could end

got out my gun

LT —
(STeR)
WOODS: And e I fired.
. . (SHOT)
WOODS: " And he was deed. 10 witnesses Including the barber scu

1t. Y kiiled in seslf-defense.
SIB: I understand, Mr. Woods. Go on.
WCODS:

. (PAUSE) WNext day they held the coromer's jury ...

e MAN II: This coroner's jury finds that Horace (Red) Haines met
IS his death through gunfire In an sct of self-defense,
N No indictment.

o TN - ke tatpmn e

e oy e e R 1 0T e

;
L4
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WQOoDS:

JOHN :

WOOLD3:

JOHN:

Woabhs:

JOHN

WOODS:
JOHN:

WoOoDs:

JORHNz

WooDhs:

JOHN:

WoODs:

JOHN

WOODS:

JOHN

(PAUSE)
I walked out of the jury room with no trquble and right
oA At
putside John = ot me. Bilg John Beggan. HNo-Good,
Blpadhohasiangmes, crool, swindler, politician ...
(0ILY) Well, well - caen I walk with you, Tom?
- -zfzaﬂru/
I got no use for you;ﬂggd;ans you know that.
Now what a thing to say - & man comes over Lo congratulate

you on your acguittal end you get sore --

T o (5 QN TS ARt n

Lock, w& both got things to do --

I'm a pretty big man in this town, Woods, and I aim to be
bilgger,

What's that got to do with me?

Remember that iittle deal -- ebout 4 yeers ege, 8 plsce

of property just ¥orth of Atlanta --

The River Bend swindle you pulled? Bure, I remember.

T R S o R I TEPLE
a - kind of blot on my record, That deal's stopping me
from getting to be the Blg Man I went to be --

What about 1t?

Now you happen to know all sbout that deal -~ apd &
statement from you that I was innocent of it and thet --

(SLOWLY) you pulled it ~- that'd be Just what I need, .

RTHKOT Q061416




WoOD3:

JOHN:

WOODS:
JOHN:
WOCDS:

JOHHN ¢

WOOD3:
JOHIN:

WOODS:
JOHM:

WOODS:

-9-

Are you crazy?

I wvant an affidavit from you by five tonight that you
pulled that River Bend deal.

I pheuhtr-tEve-teltettoor—tirto—Tenih
Fparnperara et

Get out of my way.

A11 pright, Tom, I gave you & chance, fair and square.
{TRON} You have that affidavit by five tonight, If it's
not delivered to the sheriff's office by 5, you'll be

indicted for the murder of Red Haines.

+ % ¥ pia . doirbr sagleasiiia. g o
aberb-dtadrrerseinr-ro - U T I O L

ou won'tt call it. 5 tonight, your

g 1
-

TN AND UNDER)

(NARRATING) The mext morning there was an indictment out

against me for the murder of Red Haines and I knew Big
John had it all fixed for me to go up for life. {PAUSE)
So - I disappeared Mrs. Sitley. I left Atlante and

disappeared.

I went to California, Monrovia ~- & beautiful toun, real

beautiful., I changed my name, Mrs. 8ibley, -emé—wmiihs.

ﬁﬁ-changed A beceme a different Person ...

ATXOT Q061417
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(DOOR OPENS AKD SHUTS UNDER STEPS)
LOUISE: Gocd morning, Mr. Green, lovely morniug, isn't 1it?
WOODS: (ALMOST A DIFFSRENT VOICE} Sure 1s, Miss Parker. You
can smell the sep running in the trses.
LOUISE: Indeed you can. Now sbout the house end lot -- you really
N think 1t's & good buy. Now, I'm relying on you, so tell
me just whet you think.
(PAUSE)
WooDs: (NARRATING) I became Ed Green, reesl estate dealsr end I
tried to help veople. I don't know why unless all my life
T hadn't made a single friend, never trusted anyone gnd
thet got me nowhere «- so this tims I tried the other way: _
* I mads frisnds, trusted peopls, got them to trust me.@eﬁiraﬂé€%
o LOUISE: But what ebout that roof, Mr. Green? P70k P =t
WCODS: About 200 dollars, Miss Parker, will fix that roof &and --
youtlve got yourszlf a fine house. Snug as aﬁy in town.
- LOUISE: I'11 take 1t., On your word, along, irreeiedi- I'11 take
1t. (PAUSE) Mr. Green, could you come out when the
builders are there? I'd feel more secure.
(PAUSE)
YQOoDS: (NARRATING) Louise Parker asked me to help and I did.
And in helping her, we got to knovw each other better,

And before long we found we liked each other, We liked

- each other very much, Mres, 3ibley. And we both loved klds.
- (MUSIC:  _ _ WEDDING SUGGESTED AND UNDER:)
fﬁ: WOODS We were married two ysars after I came_to Monrovia and it
Mi_w _ was wonderful, except one thing ...
ﬁﬂhr LOUTSE:  (SADLY) Then the doctor told you, Ed?
e 57 WOODS: He told me, Louise -~ but I wes wondering --

- b

JE————ER LR Pkl
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LOUISE: Vhat, dear?

WOODS: It wouldn't be pur cuilld, ;~maaa7-&b;wUﬂ&éa4¢~he‘ﬁhauma;._
o—wawhed—tey, but -- Loutss, what would you think 1if ve -
adopted a child? '

LOUISE: (HAPPY) On, Ed - I was afrald you wouldn't want that.

e Fd, it'd be perfect. Just perfect.

e

WOODE- It was perfect. Louise and Emmy and the house end belng
a decent human being. It was perfect for »ewyears, Mrs.
Sibley and then -- then 1t happensd ...
(DOORBELL RINGS}

WOODS: Tormpeertr T I BN OlIE,

o LOUISE: No - onh, It's the postman ¢e you can see him from ths2

o

vindow., (SURPRISED) , there's a policeman with him.

WOODS : {TENSE} I'11 go.
LOUISE: No, you sit thergfand finish your paper, I'll ---
WOODS: I'il go, Lout -

- LOUISE: What'!s the Mlatter, E4?

WOODS Nothin Let me talk to them alone,

LOUISE: rling, what 1s it? If it's trouble you know that
WOODB: (ANGRY) Louise, go upstairs and keep Emmy there gnd --
and don't come down. MNowedwedts,
- LOUISE: Wﬂs

RTXO1 C0B141%
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WOODS: I ¥n2w what ﬁould happen. I'd go back to Atlanta and be
eonvicted. I knew Big John had it £l1l flgured ocut. A1l
the statemsnts in the world that I'd changed, that I wes
a decent citizen -- they wouldn't matter, JT'd be
convicted. So, vefore I laft, I took Louise and I said
one thing -- {IN SCENE) Don't tell Emmy, Loulse, mever.

LCUISE: I'11 try not to.

WoODS: No. Don't tell her, She mustn't know. ZEver. It'll

ruin her, 1t'll ruin everything. And if that child's

1ife is vuined -- I don't want to llve.
(MUSIC:  _ _ BRIEE AFD UNDER:)
WooDb3: Four yeurs sgo I was sentenced to life -- and sll that

time Louise kept 1t auay from Emmy end then, a week ago,

EE . Mrs. 3ibley, thils cams --

SIB: A letter fror Ermy?
WOOD3: That's right.
SIB: (PAPER CRACKLE. READING) "I wish I were dead. I wish

I'd never been born. And I vwish you were dead and burled
and forgottan." I'm sorry.
WOOLS: Thet's why I den's care., That's why I asked the warden

for a knife or & belt or a ~=--

3IB: That won't help.

WOoOoDS: Wnat am I gonna do? Can you tell me; what am I gonna do?

SIBb: Big John?ﬁiig;ﬂ'is pretty powerful, ilsn't he?
- WOODS: One of the biggest men in the State, and the rottenest.
iy S51B: I'11l tell you something funny. There's something bigger
- than Johi -— Mr. Woods -- I think that the truth

N 1s bigger than John @:ﬂ/

e e p = mens 7T S

| - vk i e

;
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WOoODS:
371B:

CHAFPPELL:
(MUSIC:

o ke o ———— ey < T Am A A g

-13-

I mean -- I nobody, just & reporter and maybe I can't

ng, but I'm golng to try, I'm going to try to

pggﬁé thet you have a right to go back to Monrovie, to
-

"‘imn-ta'n NI w

We'll be back in just o moment with tonight'’s BIG STORY.
FANFARE )

(MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL)

B e e e wem w e AT e
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4 TER BIG STORY 2/9/49
PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALEZ)

PELL MELL'!'S grsster langth filtsrs the smoke on the way

to your throet.

—— HARRICE: That's important]
GROUP: {ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters thz sooke on the way
to your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the smoks aund makss 1t pild.

CHAPPELL: Your eyes can sez FELL MELL'S grocter leygth, Yes, your

eyes con sez tha difference ~ your throet cam tell you

vwhat 1t means,.

HARRICE: PELL MELL'S greatsr length of traditionally fine, mellov

tobaccos meons a longer, natural filter to sereesn and

cool tne snoko.

CHAPPELL: Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smcothpess, mildness and

satisfection no other clgorette offers you.

HARRICE: Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -- good to look at - good to

foel -~ good to taste - and good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!”

HARRICE; And - they ars mild.
o CROUP: {ON ASCENDING SCALE) PFELL MELL'S greator length filters
the smokée on the way to your throat.
HARRICE: . That's important!
- GROUFP: {ON DESCENDING SCATEY PELL MELL'S greater length filters
e the smoke on the way to your throat,
= HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
e CHAFPELL: If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
-
- finer cigarette in the dlestinguished red package - PELL
e MELL.

y—
p—— -
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HARRICE: This is ¢y Harrice returning you to your narretor and
THE BIQ STORY of Celestine Sibley as she llved 1t end
wrote 1t ---=--

SLOANE: Youlve taken on aulte an assignment, Celestine Sibley, of
the Atlaﬁta Constitution. You're golng to prove & man
secntenced to 1ife imprisonment for murder is lnuocent.
Tough for anybody, an assignment like that, twicé es hard
for you ~- a woman reporter, & shy self-effaclng woman

reporter at that. 3ut you go after ite.siaess

STB: (s L s e e R B G —m Ols BDOUT 2™

TR T e, 4+ v b e e
SLOANE:  You start in the. oldUSEY files of newspapers and court

reccrés and coroners juries; for wesks, you go through

miles of papers, and something very funny hlis you -- you
talk about it with City %f;::i;ﬁ}ll Koy --

SIB: ou ever gee o sogse where the records were wulssing,

Ceur?

XAY: Missing - what casa?

SIB: The Wooés case.

KAY: Yoo T

SIB: . =Tt OO e watet o 7= W A I 70T Y 7. A it e o
evéry importent document in this case that might in any
way tend to show Woods'! innocentfeis missing -~

KaY: Mmmmm, Like What?

31B: Like the coroners! jury report where they sald 1t wes

self-defense. Like who was on that jury. Isoft thet funoy?

ATHOT 0061423
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KAY: Moybe yes, maybe no. Maybe there was no such coroners
jury. Maybe the only popers on the cose are the onsls

you found - proving Woods' gullt.
3IB: ?

KAY:

SLOANE: Doubt ¢prawls into your mind., Could Woods have taken you for
o =——— ? MNo, impossible, Thet pleture on the wall, his
deughter, the whols story. 8o you go around looking for
witnesses., There must be witnesses scomevwhers. The barber
. shop of the Astor Hotsl =~=-

SIB: Excuse mg -~

BARBER: Sure lady, cazn I help. Tou 1ook2 ffr your husband?

S3IB: No, I -- how long have you deew hero?
Y BARBER: 29 years. A lotg tiwme,
&
5IB: Do you remember o shooting here, -- about'ég*years ngo?

BAREER: Who you lady?

SIB: Just a friend of -- do you remember Tom Woods?

BARBER : I remomber, He's 1o wy cholr ot the time. Tﬁis fellow
. comes in, Mr, Helnes =-- Woods jumps out of the chslr, one,
_‘; two, three, he shoots him deuﬁ.
- e— SIE: Hoines dildn't fire at him first?

.-=-  BARBER: Shoots him like I told you, one, two three.

RTKO1 0061424
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SIB:
WOODS:

SIB:

WOODS:
5IB:
WOoODS:
5IB:
WooDs:
5IB:
WOooDns:
5IB:

WOCDS:

&

reropup
/ rgét

Hita AL
uai._Bu&:i? you went some fres honest advice j- fo
about it. Just go on back home to your thkiveeiddmas children

cnd that good newspeper you work for and -- forget about it.

Could the whole thing be fabriceted? Could it? Could you
be that wrong about a purson? What sbout thelletter, "I
wish yogiﬁézé end buried and forgotten” --~ Is all that
false? You go back to the prisen. You sec Woods, but
sometﬁing has happened., He -- just sits blankly holding
a lettsr in his hand.

May I renc it, Mr. Woods?

I don’t carvae.

(PAPER RUSTLE} "Dear Doddy: How sorry I . How I
misunderstoed you z2nd now that I've leornsd cverything,

all about you, I'm not ashamed zny woroc. 2 priin g oo

damibasgeatnabbat. Acd I love you so much., Eomy'.ee..
(raUsE) (SOFTLY) What'is the matter,
Nothing.

What is 3t?

I - 1%t doesn't matter,

FPlease tell me.

They won't sver know. Loulse and Emmy. You wontt ever tellt
I prowmise. .
I -- I hed an attack ycsterday -- my heart and --Ithe doctor

said Ilve got - 2, wmoaybe three years toc live.

- e R e e g A s e s
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g 3IB: oh, I'm - Mr. Woods, I've got to say something to you. I
koow itl!s the worst time, but - is what you told me true?
cut what higpe ed?. About Emwy apd Loulse and Monrovigg
WOODS: m&m;g%%—huun-aaaa:£§§;:é°yig Sutte '
SIB: I couldn't fin the{peigfds, thore are no witnesses and -~
L I tolked toAJ;ohn mfyh“—- :
- WOODS: & ; . (BITTERLY} Well, whet's
.the difference., *Ooavemeews, I don't cers whether I
N 1ive or whether I dic, or -—- leave me clone. Lesve ue
nlone. EBverybody in the world -- just loave me slong.
(MUSIG:_ _UP AND UNDER)
SLOANE: The first fceling o belicf comes back, strongor this time
and vou do something that ordinerily yould never do. You
- chegly & story - U%y/going.agoo miles ccross the country,
" to Monrovia, G=lifornia,
w;, 3IB: It!s none of my business and you donft have to answer, Hrs.-
N uh ~ Gresu ---
IOUISE: 'What sort of man is E&" -- or Tom es you call him? Eway,
o what sort of man 1s Daddy? '
MY :
S1B: '
EMMY : Torm School two
He steals. Dsddy used
- to toke him in the shopeefhd show hiw how to sharpen tools,
_ ing scissors and how to teke core of
) ySadyts very good at trees) - and -~ now -- Well
- 4 talk teo Billy about him if you want to know.
;i??e SIB:

S —E PR g r -
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EMMY:

5IB:

EMMY ¢

SIB:

CHAIR:

31B:

CHATR:

S5IB:

CHATH:

~20=
He Wwrote me o Jame letter Dol e T R O D
Ikoid hitiml-kibowwaed nfter I Wrote that terrible 1etter4¢£ﬁ/{;vv~4
You want to see 1t? =Eehanewibeiemmnpecice e
You read 1it. -
£11 right, d-iweow=s-bpepesss, ''You sece, my dorling,
sometimnce things happen and lles are told about people,
but the only real truth is whet you believe in your hecrd
is truc -- end I know that vhat you and Mommy believe is the
truth. " Dhalalisiikabeeyixaio.
T akupewratoicapommisapimepurom T,

You nlso sees - (just to be sbsolutely surc) the locel
doctor and the dentist and the minister end they all egres
about Ed Green. They don't know about Tom Woods, but taey
all ogree on Ed Grecn, And with their statements you go
to Toce one of the toughest Parole Boards in Amerlcé.esss
Mrs, Sibley, you've esked for o hearing for & pardon for
Tom Woods.s. .

Thatts right, sir.

As Choirman of this Pavole Boord, I must deny it. 3T

But, Mr, Chairman, he has only a few years to live, Semmesiigi.

i Bt 2 s s A B P 4 il st SETETFERE

R T
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hunger sirike, he has & perfect record.wﬁgﬁﬁS'ﬁ”tfustee.

e
CHAIR: We were avare of thet, It
SIB: He's been an exchhm?fﬂ?;;::zgce on nev priscners, He's been

85$ Lgneg.mT Vwork among them. The warden's statement wanich

CHATR: Mrs, Siblsy, I'll be blunt with you, We want to save our

-; time and your time, We could, it is true, grant you a
hearing., But it 15 our honest belisf that nothing which

could be presented at that hearing could roasibly alter the

decislon that the jury made at the time of the trial.

SIB: Would yvou "waste" & few more hours on it, sir?
CHAIR: You've quite persistent, aren't you?
~ 3IB: I believe in this nan; slir.

CHAIR: A1l right, Mrs,. Sibley - youlva got your hearing.

SLOAVE: The hearing is set, a week off, You get busy. You round
up the jury that convicted Woods, you finally find one
member of the old coroners jury that freed him, you get
statements and affidavits from psople who know him as Ed
Green - and then, all at once, you reallize something that
maxes you shiver,

SIB: Who's going to present all this evlidence to the Parcle Board?

SLOANE: You shiver because it can't be a lawyer (Woods has no money .
and this isn'qéa cese for a lawyer), it can’'t be anyone but

you, meodest, self-effsacing, shy Celestihe Sibley, reporter,

e You'lre 1t}

o L e mm e S

)
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SIO0ANE: You walk into the grim, hearing rocm 1in & terrihle sweat.
e Facing you are not only the members of the parole board, bub
the jury as well - the jury that convicted Weods and Woods
himself, You're trying a case, you're presenting an gppeal
for & parole and you're abtempting to give a dying man
S regson to live ---
— {PURSE FALLS ON FLOOR)
SLOANE: You drop your purse,as you get up tc talk.
STt I'm -= I'm terribly sorry.

(GLAS3 OF WATER IS KNOCKED OVER}

SLOANE: Then you knock over 2 glass of water on the table,

SIE+ Excuse me, I'm -~ I'm a little nervous,

CEATR: {LITTLE OFF - STERN} Procecd, Mrs, Sibley, please --
- SIB: Ladies and pentlemen and mewbers of the jury --

SLOANE You begin, You tell it in the only words you khow, ordinery
reporter's words, the way it heppened, the way you see i,
the way you feel 1t 444

8IB: I'm not & great judge of human nature, I don't claim %Yo be,
put Tom Voods said this tc me in his cell ---

SLOANE: Your palms sweat and vou don't really hear the words you're
saying -= it's &s if somecne else Were talking for you,
through you --

5IB: wse It's & small thing, but & child’s picture on the wall

. means something, And another small thing, the kind of letters
o a man write to his deughter, They mean something too.,.
T STOAN: You have no idea whet the Parole Board is thinking., Their

faces are blurred becauss of the tears iln your eyes s..

RTHO1 QOR1430
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SIBL: T spoke %o his daughter, Emmy, in California; and to his
wife and to a delinguent boy that he helped and Lo & men
whose house he saved when it was put up for mortgage sals
T and Ny M.
SLOANE: Can emotion match facts? Can the feelings of & Woman ©s
wveighed egelnst the Ifindings of a jury?
31B: veoAll these statements that I have made I beliove, down to
' the=very fibre of my being. Sey that I'm & woman, say i'm
emotional, say anyihing you will -- but I do not think tret
T have been deceived, I do not think Tom Woods has Gegelved
me, or his wife, or his child -- or that he has decelved the
world., (PAUSE) Thet's all I have to say. .
SLOANE: The face of the chairran is inscrutable, the same for the
other members of the Parole Board, Then the chelvman 5TC8KS + 4
- CHAIR; e will take the ratter under advisement, Any cther
. evidence? (PAUSE)} There being none, this hearing is declered
at an end.
(MUSIC: _ ACCENT
STOANE ¢ You must have falled, you must have. Not & spark, not &
sign from the -chairman or any of the otheys, Not a word,
And the way you spoks -- 1t must have been awful, Dropping
your purse, spilling the water, just words, words, words -=-
CHAIR: Mrs. Sibley.
SIB: Yes, Mr, Chairman -

CHAIR: We'lve just meweesdwcome to our decision.

e 3IB Yes —--
S
o,
—
-
v
.
RS S ol Sl e ean et £ b o et T T 2Tt T [ S PR A
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CHATIR:  The fovgman of the jury that convicted Woods ca ’%ﬁ ‘ __“_J

' B Jreewrie and seid -- I'm quoting -- "I we he wn what ,i._,w,J,
Mrs. Sibley told us, &t the time of the trial, we would e

never have convicted Tom Woods --=" ‘ T

BIB: ﬂcThey vere very kind, “jmw
CHATR:  We think the sams thing, (PAUSE) Woods has jJust been »---—-»-
granted froe and uncondi{:ional pardon. ““,‘.‘t

sIB: Oh, thank you. . _
CHATR: He doesn't know/\yet. We thought wyou'd like teo tell him,
{MUSIC: _ UP_HAPPILY AND _CUT 70 TAG) s

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Celestine B

RSP EE )

8ibley of the Atlants Constitutlon with the final outcoms

of tenight's BIG STORY.

» {MUSIC: _ FARFAIE. . _._)
{CLOSIRG COMMERCIAL) .

——
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THE BIG STORY 2/9/49 o5

PELL MELI:

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP ¢ (W ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on tﬁe way to
your throat. '

HARRICE: That's important.

GROUP: {ON DESCENDING SCALE)
PELL MEIL'S groater length filters the smoke on the way to
your throat,

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greatsr leneth of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throst.
Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoobhness, mildness and
sebisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

HARRICE: Yes, PELL MELL'S ere gopd -- geod to look et - zood to fgel -
good to taste - end good to gmoke,

CHAPPELL: So, 1if you really want to enjoy smoking, esk for the longsr,

fingr cigaretts in the distinguished red paclage - PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl" -

HARRICE: And - they pre mildl

| . = T
- e e VT AT ;
© o e A AT T

.f-
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{ORCHESTRA: _TAG)
CHAPPELL: Now we resd you that telegram from Celestine Sibley of the
atlanta Constitution. 2
SIBLEY: The next day following the oerdls decision I went to
- help Woeds pack his belongings and took him te the elrport
e where he caught a plane for Californis, He is living back
in Monrovia sgein with his wife and deughter and I heer from
him regularly, I am happy to sey that his general hoalt‘n-ha.s
{mproved steadily thenks to the medicine of being home, My
- sincere appreclation for tonight's PEZLL MELL AWARD,
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Miss 3itleV.. the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
. CIGARETTES are pnroud to have named you the wvinnor of the
PELL MELL $500 Awerd for noteble sorvice in the fisld of
journallsm,
HARRICE: Listen asgain next wocek, same time, same station, when PZLL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG BTORY -~ a
BIG STORY from the front pages of the Memphis Commercial
Appeel -- by-line, Morgan Byassell -~ a BIG BTORY = about ™~
B LwLw—' %.H?a Killor and—p-negmmpme vith 8 crooked clue,
/u_y,u crezy ; ‘ c .

i

_'.'..I.T_“:!
e

» e
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CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is producod by Bernard J. Prockber, with music

by Vliadimir Seliﬂsxw Tonight's program was written by
rlf
Arnold Perluﬁyour nerrator was Bob Sloane, &k Alice Frost

played the part of Mfes Sibley in order te protect the

nemes of people actually involvéd in tonight's authentic

BIG STORY the names of all charpcters in the dramatization
were chenged with the exceptign of the reporter, Mits Sibley.

{MUSIC: _ THEME UP_FULL AND FADE)

CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappel)”speaking for the makers of PELL.

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETPES.

ANNCR :

—— Renile/el
1/31/49
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- NARRATOR

WOMAN
EMILY
PAUL
SHERIFF
MAN TI

" RED
HIGBEE
MR. BENTLEY
MAN I

BROWN
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AS BROADCAST,

THE BIG STORY
EPISODE # 99

BOB SLOANE
LEORA THATCHER
IEORA THATCHER
BOBBY READICK
HARCLD HURER
BERNARD GRANT
BERNARD GRANT
MAURICE FRANEKLIN
MAURICE FRANKLIN
MIKE GARIN

MIKE GARIN

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 16, 1949
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CHAPPELL PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE)
(CAR UNDER)
2 JIGBEE: ~ (aBOUT 70) Son, I don't feel so good. Head keeps spinnin

tround and 'round.
PAUL: Sure, Pop, I know. You've had too much to drink. What
you need is to walk 1t off...

(CAR SLOWS)

PAUL: T131 stop the car...
(CAR TO STOP, MOTOR OFF)

PAUL: letls go, Pop.
{CAR DOOR OPENS...IN WITH NIGHT SOUNDS B.G,

-~ CRICKETS ETC.)

"IGBEE: All right, son ...

(ST=PS ON CONCRETE HIGHWAY)

PAUL:  Feel a little better?

HIGREE: I dunno. I feel low, bOY ... pretty low in my mind.
PAUL: . Tt's nothing that a little sleep won'!t cure.

HIGBEE: B5leep?

PAUL: Yeah. (A GRUNT)

(A THUDDING BLOW . . LGROAN. ..BODY THUD,..A BEAT)

PAUL: (A WEIRD CHUGKLE) Sleep well, Pop...and sveet areams!

ATHO1 O0B 1437
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The Big Story....Here is americe ... its sound and its

fury ... its joy and its sorrew ... as faithfully

reported by the men and women of the great American

newapapers.

(PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT)

Memphla, Tennessee.

From the pages of the QCommercial Appesl, the suthentlc

story of a reporter who found that desd men do tell

tales sometimes. Tonight, to Morgan Brassell of

the Memphis Commercial Appeal, goes the Pell Mell Award

for the BIG STORY.
FANFARE) _

{COMMERCIAL)

et ot e T - 4 o i o A
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THE BIG STORY 2/16/49

PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCTAT:

GROUF:

~ ARRICE:

GROUP:

" ARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

“ARRICE:
I0UF:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length fllters the smoke on the wey
to your throst.

That's important!

(0N DESCENDING SCALE)

PELI MEILL'S greater length filters the smoke on the wag

to your throat.
Filters the smoke and mekea it mlld.

Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionslly fine,

mellow tobaccos means a longer, natural fllter to screen

and cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you a

smoothness, mlldness and gatisfaction no other cigaretie

offers you. PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Dutstandingi”

And - they are mild.

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length fllters

the smqke on the way to your throat.

That's important!

{ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

If you really want toc enjoy smeking, ask for the longer,

finer cigarette In the distinguished red package -

PELL MELL.

g e A I T T T e e L
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SHERIFF:

SHERIFF:

SHERTIFF:

-4

— e e g L Y e A e e e e A

Now, the story as it actually happened ... Morgen Bressell:

story as he lived it ... Memphis, Tennessee...

— T A e e e e f mm —

It is a sizzling hot July day, & humlid hundred in the -
shade , when your Big Story begins. It is this scorcher,

4 s

with the sun a relentless hgmmer, pounding gown with e
ri vV
Brassell,/ of-the Memphls

coppery wallop. But you,
tommercial Appeal, ere cold. Your flesh is clammy, &nd
you shiver a little, as you stend in the chilled concrete
eubicle, they call the Morgue, and stare down at the gray,
tlood-streaked lump of human flesh bathed in th.e bright-
white giare of a hooded lamp. This was once a man, &n
old man, brutally murdered in the woods of Rugby Park,
five miles northeast of Memphis. This is a namelesg old
ok

man, dead for,monthy and partly decomposed, with a slet
for a bed and a shroud for & blanket, grinning up at you.
SadThe Sheriff, as & matter of routine ;E:flla’.in the
jdentification line... a group cof people who have missing
friends or relatlves,.

(DOOR OPENS)
All right. Step in here, all of you.

(WE HEAR THE STEPS OF FOUR OR FIVE PEOPLE...THEY

COME IN HOLLOWLY, THEN STOP, . AR ORI OTo?

- ; . ,THEN SILENCE.)

You, first, miat‘.er: You on the left. Step forward.

(A COUPLE OF MAK'S FOOTSTEPS, THEN STOF)
Take s good look. (A PAUSE) Know this man?

¢

s L

;
F
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MAN I: (A LONG BEAT, THEN L&) No.

SHERIFF: Next... (A MOMENT OF SILENCE)} All right, ledy. You're
hext. (A LITTLE IMPATIENT} Step forward, he won't hunt
you !

{A COUFLE OF WOMEN'S STEPS, IN SLOW BEAT, STOP.
(A LONG PAUSE)

SHERIFF: Well? (A LONG BEAT) SpeskaiipleeCilon poit Do tiodsp . . « 7

WOMAN I: (AGITATED, JITTERY) No, Sheriff, no. I don't know him,
T never saw him tefore, I ...

SHERIFF: (WEARILY) Okay, lady, okay. Next.

(4 COUPLE OF MAN'S STEPS IN SLOW BEAT, ARD STOP)

SHERIFF: Ever see this man, Mister?
MAN II: (LOW...AFTER BEAT} Wo.
SHERTIFF¢ Next.

(COUPLE OF MAN'S STEPS, IN SLOW BEAT, AND STOP)
(A LONG PAUSE)

SHERIFPF: Next.

T i - p g gty
SHERIEN guammanndiacl,.
{MysIC: _ _ .UR AND UNDER) _

NARRATOR: Next. Next. The Sheriff's volce drones on in the st1ll,
cold room. And you, Red Brassell, watch them come and
wateh them go, thelr ashen faces twitching in the pitiless
glare of the hooded lamp, a8 they lean over and stare
bug-eyed into the grinning upturned face. And still, the
old man on the stone slab remaihs nameless. Finally,

Sheriff Bichols ushers the last batch out of the door,

turns to you and 98¥8..s.

T o R L
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SHERIFF: (i Well, Brassell, that's that. ©Call it & day, I
guess.

R=D: (LOW) Going to try agaln tomorrow, Sheriff?

SHERIFF: Nope. Encugh's encugh. The bedy's unidentified, and 1t'll

go in my report that way.
RED: The poor guy. The poor old guy. (A BEAT) I wounder
who he was?
SHERIFF: . (SHRUG) Who knows? Could have been anybody. A T
hitch-hiker, maybe, slugged by a tramp. A bum just

passing through. Who knows?

RED: m_i_i-'luni-l.. A'l‘ll o
the end.

_HERIFF: Thatts the end.

Z%ire, I was just thinking...

ID: You Know .8

SHERIFP:

RED: Yor an old guy, he lays out pretty gtralght on that
slab, shoulders way back. And there's an old bullet
wound in his leg.

SHERIFD: Well?

RED: Well, I ... (CUTB, THEN LAUGHS) Skip it, Sheriff. Just
a crazy idea I had.

(MusIC: _ _ _UR AND UNDER) ,

NARRATOR: As you walk back to the‘égg;::LZn the shimméring midday
heat of Memphis, you wonder about the old guy with the
straight back and the old wound. But he!s dead and your
Big Story is really just beginning when another ©ld man
walks up to the window marked 1yeterans Pensions' at the
Memphls postoffice...

HIGBEE: (ABOUT 70) Afternoon, Mr. Brown.

LAl e o A g T SRR e =T .
;
i
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BROWN:

TIIGBEE:

BROWN ¢

HIGBEE

BROWN :

BROWN :

HIGREE :

HIGBEE:

- - bt e T B am T
b R i,y e AT A L T e e - Ay ———— 2

..?..
Well! John Higtee! How are you, old Timer?
Fit as a fiddle, yes sir, it as a fiddle. Can't
complain, can't complain at all, outside of a 1little
rheumy in by back when it rains. Yes sir, go% the rheumy
in Cuba, y'know, fightin' '‘Spaniards with Teddy Roosevelt
vack in '98...
(HASTILY) Sure, sure, Old Timer, I know. How's the
Mlssus?
Emily? Sharp as a buggy whip, feelin' right pert! (4
PAUSE) I reckon you got my pension check ready, Mr.

Brown?

down here and plck up tile money. Why, you and these

other old gaffers hg win' off the government,

Ever stop!

feller?

(FOOTSTEPS ON STONE FLOOR)

Well, afternoon, Mr. Brown, afternoon. I'll be seein!

you, first of next month, sure as shootin! ...

f e e ok s —
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BROW!: (OoFF) 'Bye 014 Timer.

(STEPS COMNTINUE FOR A MOMENT,..)

PAUL: Kelle, Pop.
- HIGBEE: Eh? Oh. Afterncon, young feller.
IAUL: Pardon me For butting in, Pop...but that medal you're

wearing...isn't it the medal of honor?

HIGBEE: Yes sir, it 1s. won 1t at San Juan Hill, son. Long
before your time, it was...back in '98.

PAUL: oh. 0ld soldier, huh?

©.IGBEE: I reckon there ain't many older, son. I've carried e

rifle & long way in my tine.

PAUL: T know what you mean, Pop., Did & little soldierin’
myself, in this last shindig. (CASUALLY) Guadalcansl,
Saipan, Tarave.
— WIGBEE: Well now, good for you, son, Bood for youl
~AUL: Pop, T like you, You're my kind of guy. IT'm going Yo
buy. you a drink on that medal.
HIGBEE: Well now, young feller, I don't know. I ought to be
walkin! on home.
- PAUL: Sure, sure, Pop. Tell you what. It's pretty hot for a
— nlce 0ld guy llke you to be pounding shoe leather. We'll
have that drink, and then I'll drive jou NOme o + « TG iy

{A BEAT) How's that?

HIGBEE : i ik apdisud oo

. e Ao B s Al L AT b= ot e s
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EMILY:

“AUL:

HIGBEE :

EMILY:
HIGBEE:

EMILY:

HIGBEE

EMILL:

HIGBEE

L3

EMILY:
' IGBEE

r

PAUL:

CMILY:
PAUL:

EMILY:

e e s T e e a————rP I PIET IS
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letls see, son, WAARe. VWas I,th lest time you came to tre
house for dinner? You mmﬁ%ﬁm s

(PATIENTLY, SHE'S HEARD IT BEFORE)} Tt was El Ceney,
Andrewv.

Thet's right, Pop. EL Caney,.

S0 1t was, Paul, so it was. Well, it was thisaway. W=
come up the Santlago road, asweatin' In the heaﬁ,~¢h&a
G RoHae—mao~aventmre, After thet, we got In some

11aks ab El Caney, and then marched on %o San Juan Hill

Andmwimﬁ_% 11l...

5] o 3! -

i
It's time for you to go to bed. You know what the doctsy
sald.
That ¢ld quack? Why, he don't know ...
Andrev!
oh, all right. (DISAPPOINTED) I reckon I ain't gob
mich cholice, what yith bein'! hitched to such & drivin'
woman. Good night, Paul.
Good night, Pop.

(DOOR CLOSE)
Paul.
Yes, Mrs. Higbee?

You think & lot of Andrew, don't you?

. e
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PAUL: (QUIETLY} Yeah. Yeah, I sure do. It's &s though he was..
BI7-0 - SR

EMILY: Your own father? _

" Uk; Yeah. Thet's it. My own father. =

AILY: Pacl, T ... well, T don't have to tell you how Aundrew

and ¥ ... how we both feel abhout you. You've been comlig

out ot the house for two months now and...well, it's

o brightened our lives., You see, Paul, Andrew and I never
had & son. We never knew what it was llke to have cne.
And you...Jee .. well, you understand.

PAUL: Sure, Mrs. Higbee. I understand.

EMILY: Paul, Andrev end I vere talking last night. 1It's been
pretty lonescme for ue through the years, and we're not

young rolks any more. Sieirdusbimbir e e

T SPATE T TS T T2
EMILY: We thought ... maybe you'd like to come here and live
with us.
- UL Live here?
EMILY: Yes, Paul, ©Oh, T know, we haven':t much. There's just

- Andrew's pension check and not much more. But you live
alone in town, end we've got an extra room upstairs, enc

you could heve it rent free, and well...we'd all be

e together. Would you, Paul? Would you like to son?
— PAUL: If you want me to, I'd like to very much,...Mom.
T (MUsIc: _ _ _BRIDGE) __

v

- Y e —- —ee e
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i -12- REVISED?
(DOOR OPENS )}
EMILY: oh, hello Paul. My goodness, I didn't expect you nome

s0 early tonlght.

PAUL: Yeah,..Yeah, T know.
EMILY: I thought you were going to a movie.
T 4ULs  Changed my mind. (& BEAT) 1Is Pop around?
_ AILY: Why, no. He alweys goes downtown on Saturday nights.
T pavn: That's what I thought.
EMILY: Poul, I ... you look s0 stpange. Is something wrong?
PAUL: Wrong? No Mom, Nothing's wrong. Everything's fine --

just fine.  (BEAT) Mom, will you do scmething for me?

EMILY: Why, yes, son. What is 1%?

PAUL: T figured I'd fix the linoleum here in the kitchen tonight
... hammer it down for you, but Pop's tool kit is in the
cellar sormewhere and I don't kmow gxactly where 1t is.

If you didn't mind going down ...

EMILY: (UNEASY) Why, no, no, I don't mind, aon. I think I
wnow where that tocl box isa.

(WE FOLLOW EMILY'S FOOTSTEPS)

PAUL: Bettér be carveful. (A BEAT) The cellar lights don't work.

T MILY: Donlt you worry, I know gvery step of the way.

(DOOR OPEN3 AFD CLOSES...WE FOLLOW EMILY'S
FOOTSTEPS. . .SUDDENLY DOOR OPENS AGAIN...WE HEAR
PAUL'S SUDDEN IN%ANE 1AUGHTER. . .EMILY'S STEPS STOE
- EMILY: (TERRIFIED) Psaul, Paul, what....
R PAUL: Nice and dark down here, isn't it Mém?
(QUICK HEAVY STEPS COMING DOWN)
EMILY: (SCREAMS) Paul, No =~ Don't =--- '
(A BLOW)

2 e s
O - - - - "
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(A LONG BEAT, THEN KIND OF CRAZY CHUCKLE)

PAUL: (ON MIKE) T told you to be careful...Mom.
MOSIC: _ I /p

Iflbc‘}(ﬁgé: (‘ﬁ’%‘EegD ’B/LIQ%O?”I\LMKST R%E?‘WG Shels gone now, rezl.
Emily's desd and burled and gone. Therels just the two
of uUs now, }@Wm“

PAULS .
ke - yousPeeT st terye | |

(LTIQUOR POURING INTO GLASS)

HIGBEE : ,
mow why she hed that accident .ket¥id of me. I don't
know why the good I w%%n £it to teke her first, 'steed
of me. n't know, I just don't know...There

R T 0T Ta Tt oW, TACHeT B o

PAUL: (SIGNIFTCANTLY) That's right. There's Just the two ol
18 .

HIGREE : Youlre a great comifort, Paul. It's a great comfort for
an old man like me to have e son around. I'd be 2
lonesome old sojer without you, boy. I'd be willing
to die, here and now, if it wasn't for you.

PAUL: (A BEAT) Look, Pop, let's get out of here. It's stuffy
in this here tavern, and you!ds tired...all in. You nsed
gome air. Let's go out into the car.

HIGEEE: The car? That'd be nice, son...mighty nice. Where'll
we g0?

AUL: Oh, nowhere, Pop, Nowhere special. T'1l just teke you...
for a 1little ride!

(MusIC: _ _ _UP INTO_CURTAIN)

CHAPPELL We will back in just a moment with tonight's BIG 3TORY.

{MUSIC: _ _. _FANFARE)

P S o it e R
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THE BIG STORY
ROGRAM #99

. IDDLE COMMERCTAL:

GROUP:

"TARRICE:

GROUP: -

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

HAPPEILL:

HARRICE:

"HAPPELL:

HARRICE:

- GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

{ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S preater length fi1lters the smoke on the way to

your throat,
That's important.
{ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way t2

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 throet can tell you

what it means.

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally filne, mellow

tobaccos meang & longer, natural filter to screen and cool
the smoke.

Thus, FELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -- good %o look at - good to

feel - good to taste - and good to smoke.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"
Apd - they are mlld.

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater lepngth filters

the smoke on the way to your throat,
That's ilmportant!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greaster length filters
the

smoke on the way to your throat.

(MORE}

ppepa———— SR SN

/
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #9%

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL (CONT'D)

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes
CHAPPELL:

b e o eE A At 3 L T A1 T o R L L ot S

it mild.

If you really want to enjoy smoklng, ask for the longer,

finer cigarette in the distinguished red peckage -

PELL MFEIL.

RTHO1 0061450
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(MUSIC: INTRODUCTION AND UNDER)

HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice, returning you to your nerrator,
and the Big Story of Red Brassell, as he lived 1t, and
wrote 1t.

MARRATOR: You, Red Brassell of the Memphis Commerciel Appeal, are
gt tbe moment still concerned with the first old men,
the corpse in the morgue. You keep thinking of how
straight and erect his body was, even in desth, of that
old bullet wound in his leg. The old man might heve Teen
an old soldfer. It could be, it's possible, and if so,
his & 2 would place him in the Spanish American war ers.
i&m you head for the post-office. It's wild
it's & crazy, long shot guess, but you've got nothing
to tose. And you talk to the pensieon clerk ...

RED: You saxdthese Spanish=American war veterans always show
up in perscn to collect their pensich checks?pia-nnﬂ

TROWN: That's right, Bressell. Steady as clockwork, first of

the month. Nover have to mail thoese checks out. (CHUCKLE)

Gives the old gaffers e chance to enjoy old home week,
if you know what I mean. They stend around and gab
gbout the old campalgns.

RED: About these veterans, Brown. Have any of them falled

to show up 1 the_last month?

o 2

BROWN: Wkiepuryie. Oégg o think of it, one of lem d4id miss &
vislit.
RED: Yes? Who?
ROWN: An old-timer named Warner ... Charlie Warner. He sent me

a nots, though. Asked me %o mail his pension checks to

an address in West Memphia.%u,ﬁ;'ﬂ/"mmwm.

‘uﬂz?r(r 33;01,T1¢_,4»,?94¢z,q;yaymfc;?gf,ébzﬁqéic. - ,?ffzfi; adle

e o o e P T TRl TS 4 A
— e ek e e T T T AL
I E——

'

RTHXO1 0061451




L g mmee e e —e e ——— — e e e S e . e T B gy e ST T F me e T e

N RED:
BROWI :
( DRAWER® OPENS)
. QOWN: Got 1t righ here in this drawer. Take & look for
B yourself Brassell.
/mcm OF PAPER. THEN A PAUSE)
RED: Hrumm, Brown, 100K +s.
BROWN: Yep?
RED: Phere may be a story Iin this note, Mind 1if T teke &
- "7
(MUSIC; _ .. _UE AND UNDER)_
| RED: Sheriff, whet do you think of this note?
.- THERIFF: Brassell, I think you'rs orazy.
iDs Ma yoe .
SHERIFF: No doubt sbout 1t. An old vet moves to & rooming house
in West Memphis, and writes in fp» hi pay heoks. JnxAﬁa«q/
T Bk
RED: 1 J put look at this handwrlting.
- SHERIFT:
RED: AT T ST T TR Y, BTre—tt. ?
SHERIFF: You meen the way this old guy. Warner, makes those
crooked "a's?”
id: RED: That, and something else, sheriff, If Warner is a
#“; | Spanish Aﬁerican war vet, he'd be around seventy or
i more by now. A manls handwriting at that age is pretity
= uncertain and shaky, as a rule ...
I SHERIFF.: Well?
_1: - ED: This hendwriting is Dbeld end strong.

- remn e mre moa M A =
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.

SEERIFE: AR pp gt T e T O T o T

mar Warner, with the old guy ye..kowmi Hugby Park?
‘Dt T'1) admit ieie® Tittle wild, but it's still worth e

=, BEAT) Like to ride along with me to West Memphls,

- Sheriff?
SHERI¥FF: liot me. T wouldn't waste my time.
RED: (SHRUG) Okay. I got time on my hands, end nothing else

to do. BSee you later, Sheriff.

RATHO1 0061453
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JED: You say there's no old man named Charles Warner roomlng
here, Mr. Bentley?

MR BEN: Nope. Never heard the name, and ain't had an old man
in wy house for five years. They get pretty fussy, you
know, fake timg and trouble, and the first thing you mow,

they take sick and dle ecn your hands, and then you've got

& mess ...

RED: {INTERRUPTS) Uh ... Mr. Bentley.

MR BEN: Yes?

RED: Have you had any new roomers &t all in the last fewéﬁﬁg;égﬁJ

MR BEN: Vhy, yes. Young fellow came in, stayed a couple of
veeks, and left real sudden, last June 1t was. Hetbewr.

-

1 1 &

EED: What was his name°

MR BEN: Smifgfs‘“ﬂf “’“eéf‘ > ﬁﬁé;“'
vl.--l if'c Rty

ED: I se &um
MR BEN: .
RED: Mr. Bentley, cculd you desgpdfe him?
~ MR BEN: Ain't much I can ts Guiet fellow, hardly ever saw
him. Twentys$tVe or thirty maybe, tall, and brovn halr,
I thiner AL T know 1s he stuck me for & week's rent,
{MUSIC: _ _.HPnﬁHD_UHDEBl
N NARR: You find that interesting. Very interesting. And
- you ask yourself some questicns. Where's Charles Warner,

the old wer veteran? And who is the mysterious roomer,
i the man nemed Smith? You go to work now, check back on
Charles Warner, find he was once a patilent at the Army and

Navy hospltal in Hot Springs, Arkansas.
{MORE)

e — = L .
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HARR: He has signed some documents in the hospital files,
(CONTD)
and you check your photostat against the slgnature.

Then you call Steriff Nichols....

RED: Sheriff, that letter 1s & forgery of Charles Werner's
handwriting.

SHERIFF: {FILTER) You're sure, Brassell?

RED: Positive. And by the way ... is the old man still at

the morgue?

SHERIFF: Yep. We bury him tomorrow.
RED: Before you do, I'3d like to have him meet & man named
Brov.
SHERIFF : Brown? .
RED: Thet's right, He's a clerk at the pension window, in
the postoffice,
MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
NARR: The clerk identifies th - s Charles Werner. WNow, the
old men on the stonse siab has a name. But his killer?
The man with the crooked "a". Who 1s he? Where is he?
You run down one lsad after enother. Days. Weelks.
The result ... zevo., And then, late one afternoon ...
{ PHONE RING)
{(RECEIVER OFF HOOK ),
RED: Bressell speaking....
SHERIFF: (FILTER)} Brassell, Sheriff Nichols, Howv soon can you
get down to the Mcrgua?
RED: The Morguet Why?
SHERIFF: We just found another old man ... in Rugby Park!
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER) |
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NARR: Another naemelesss old man ... beaten and butchered in
the same way ... grinning up from the same slsb in the
same ¢hilly room. Filrst Charles Werner end now this.
It's like seeing the seme grisly movie, xii-ewodeidgill.
The Sherliff's sendsfor Brown again ... but the postal

clerk's away on his vacation, and nobody knows where he
can be located. So ... the Sherlff brings in the
identificetion line again, at the Morgue. And one by
one, they step up ...
(COUPLE QF STEP3 AND STOP)

SHERIFF: Know this man, Mister?

MAN 1: (A BEAT) No. Wo, I don't, Sheriff.

SHERIFF: Next.

(A COUPLE GF STEPS UP AND STOP, WOMAN'S)

SHERIFF: (A PAUSE) Well, ledy?

(A MOMENT CF SILENCE)

SHERIFF: Do you know him, or don't you, lady?

WOMAN 1: (NEAR PANIC) No, no. I ... I don't. I never saw him
before, I don't know him ...

"HERIZF: Okay, lady, okay. Spare us the hysterics. Next ...~

T?r{*ﬁﬂ%ﬁh@?—%@ﬂ?ﬂhﬁﬂ%—ﬁ?&f7

(X~ MOMENT UF SiLENGE )
o SEERIFF: Fiidbedttehiiselaly Loloktmsmieaeorr
) VAN 2:
) SE—ERIF‘F‘:. N
_H:,M {A COUFLE OF STEPS, M_p,N's.)
L _ ' (A GASP)

T SHERIFF: What is 1t, Buddy? You know this o0ld guy?

(A MOMENT OF SILENCE)

RTHO1 Q0K 1456

e



-22-

SHERIFF: Come on, speak up. If you know him, tell wus who it 1=7?
PAUL: (row) It ... ists Pop. It's ... Pop.

SHERIPF: Pop who?

PAUL: T ,.. my sdopted father. (BREAKS) His nams's Higbee ..

<AndraiHighes fm T sl dbraddn.the sane Bouso Wi D il

i—--—1-8uaaa_hﬂ.Handanadneiﬁuinﬁe-the-uooéa-and ... Pop!
(CRIES) What dld they do to you? What did they do to you?

NARR: His neme is Grimes ... Peul Grimes. And he tells you and
Sheriff Nichols thamiddkgumdwmers . .. about the accident
to Mrs. Higbee ... everything. He also tells you that
vefore Andraw Higbee dled, he left a sealed envelope
in the pension depsrtment, down at the post office. The
Sheriff gets legel clearance, and you both go-the the
posteffice, copen the letter ...

{ LETTER TORN, ENVELOPE OPENED)

SHERIFF: Go ahead, Brassell. Read it.

RED: (RFADS) To whom it may concern ... 1ln case anything heppens
to me, pleases sea thet my son, Paul Grires, gels my
pension checks. Signed ... Andrev Hlghes. (& BEAT)

Sheriff! Sheriff, do you see what I see?

. HERIFF: DR PSSIMRTREE . . .
AED: ~‘apeiw The man with the crocked "a". Hg wrote this letter!
{MUSIC: UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: fvery letter "a' in that, note, the last wlll and

testament of Andrew Higbee, 1s & crogked "a", And now,

now, the grim ending to your Big Story ls very near.
The killer has taken the 1lives  of two old vaeterans, just

to get thelr pension checks. There'll be & third end a
fourth, unless you stop him ... somenow.

{ MORE)

. . T I R .
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NARR:
(CONTD)

RED:

PAUL:
REIVE

PAUL:

RED:

FAUL:

RED:

PAUL:

-23-
and then, you gst en ides ... a staggering ides. And yoﬁ
go back to the Morgue ... open the book to the signed
1ist of names in the ldentification line. And then you
see 1t ...
{BREATHES) Holy Smoke! Holy Smoke!
{8LOVW STEPS COMING UP, ECHOING, HOLLOWLY)
(WHIRLS) Who's thet? Who ..,
{DEADLY} Cold in here, ain't it, Brassell?
Grimes! Pmul ... Grimes!
(HE'S CRAZY BUT DEADLY NOW) Yeah. It's cold in here.
But that's the way it is, in the mergue. Cold. Like
the dead. (LAUGHS MIRTHLESSLY) What's the matter, Brassell

You'lre shivering ...

Grimes, you know what I ...?

sure. I followed you from the post-office and I know whet
you vere looking for. The "a" in my first name ... the
crookxed "a". And you found it, dldn't you, Brassell? ™ou
got nosey, and you found it. (LAUGHS LOW AND MAD) Yeah.
You sure camé to the right place, Arassell. The Morgue.
Just the place for you, Nice, and quiet, and dark ... and
cold.

8o you killed those two veterans.

Yeah. I killed them ... Warner, and Pop Highese ... &nd
Higbes's wife, teo. And you want to know why, Brassell?
You want to know why?

For their penslon checks.

. A L
et . 2n e

s
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PAUL: Yesh. And don't give me eny stuff about their bsing

veterans. I'm a veteran tooc, see? Nerer-pob-svorsomd)

PR
L L S S

Pt fuara B ECERERTNE®  And vhat did the army glve ne?

A pension? (LAUGHS) I'1l tell you what they gave me.

/ / A v

A& dishonoreble dischargs./dr %%é/)ﬁﬁ»wu.i
RED: . Grimes, I ...

- PAUL:

¥4 & couple of

other things s dan't get & red cent ... not a red

\Tn‘f e T A YT T T . HoW do you think
T felt ebout that, Brassell, how would you feel? And here
I wag, standlng around, and waiching & bunch of old guys
collacting pensions every month for fifty years ... nllkin’
the government ... livin' off the fat of the lend.

RED: Phat wasn't any reason to rmurder ...

PAUL: Wasn't 1t, Brassell? Wasn't it? You think T was going to
hang around and bs cheatad? I figured the government owed
me & iiving, too. I put in plenty in the army, and don't
you forget 1t. I'm 8ti1ll young, seo, I like a good time,

T can slveys use & buck. But these old guys, they've had
thelpr share. I figured it was my turn now, but you
o stopped that. (A BEAT THEN DANQEROUS] You shouldn't have
e been s0 nosey, Braszsell.

T RED: Walt & minute. What ...

o PAUL: This? Oh, this is a lmife, Brassell. A nice, c¢old knife .

like this morgue, celd. A nice convenienf place to die,
o ain't it, Brassell? Just the place to
i

N check in. @mrmmwhﬁﬂ
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SHERIFRF: {SUDDENLY, OFF A LITTLE} Drop that knifse, Grimes!
) PAUL: What the
. SHERIFF: Drop that knife, or I'll blow your hsad off!
(CLATTER OF KNIFE TO RFLOOR,)
- RED: . Sheriff, T ... I Ckz¢wa,,4§¢z
SHERIFF: (AGGRIEVED) T know. You came-here‘to check that name
C on the identificstion 1istdymu rassgll,
that I had the ssuwe i1dea myself. Meybe next time you'll
stop playing cop, end go back to you newspaper!
o~ {MUSIC: _ _ CURTAIN ...)
CHAPPELL: In just & moment Wwe wlll read you & telegram from
Morgan Brassell of the Memphis Commercisl Appeal with the
final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.
{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE)
(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
i «

R
e e ———————— "
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THE BIG STORY PROGRAM #99
oo CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length fllters the smoke on the way

to your throat.
HARRICE: That's important]
. GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE}

PELL, MELL'S greater longth filters the smoke on the way

to your throat,
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and mekes 1t milg.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

e tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throst.

Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness and

satisfactlion no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Yss, FELD MELL'S are good -- goed to look at - zood to

feel - pood to taste - and good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: BSo, I1f you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the

lonpger, finer cigarette in the distinguished red packapgs

~ PFLI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"
HARRICE: And - they are mild!

RTHOT 006 1461
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{ORCH:

CHAPPELL:

BRASSELL:

CHAPPELL:

- HARRICE:

. (MUsIC:

-27-

Now we read you that telegram from Morgan Brassell of the
Memphis Commercial Appeal.
Disarmed by the Sheriff, Killer in tonig t's Big Story vas
taken to the county jall where m guestionso
dtzﬁjf a full confession. Short%y afier, et
Laﬂh—h&aﬁkgﬁj:he cormml tted suicid€?$§ taking polson
presumably hidden on his person &t the time of his errest.
Thanks & lot for tonight's Pell Mell Avard,

Thank jyou, Mr. Brassell...the makers of PELL MELL PFAMOU3

CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of the

_PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the fleld

of journalism.

Listen ageln next week, same time, same station, when

PEII MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG

STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of The Los Angeles
Daily News - by-line, Joseph saldana - & BIG STORY - about
a girl vhe gainelher freedom...by golng to jail.

RTHCT Q06146
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- CHAPPELL:

{MusIC:

CEAPPELL:

ANNCR:

/1p/
- BANS

-28-
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with

music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program wWas

vritten by Max Ehrlich, your narrator was Bob Sloane,.
and Bernard Grant pleyed the part of Morgan Brassell.

In order to protect the names of people ectually involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all
choracters in the dramatizetion were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr. Brassell,

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PEL], MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS IS NBC....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPAINY

RTXCT Q061463
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CHAPFELL:

SLOARE;

NORA :

SLOANE:

NORA:

CHAPPELL:
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10:00 - 10:30 PM
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THE BIG STORY

FERRUARY 23, 1049
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#1930

WEDNESDAY

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES pregent ... THE BIG STORY!

in a boarding house in Norfolk, a suburb of Los Angeles,

Nora Cahill age 23, marriedvﬁgtimas, polnted a revolver a2t

her husband and spoks ..

(EVENLY) Ya no-good two-timing rat.

try it.

{ONE SHOT)

I told you if you did %'d kiil va.

I told you net to

And I will --

(BEAT) And then affer he was dead, she leaned over the

body and placed the revolver next to his left templa.

(ANOTHER SHGT)
That's for good measure.

THE BIG STORY! Here is America:

its scund and its fury

its joy and 1ts sorrow, &s faithfully reported by the men

and women of the great Americen nevwspapers. (PAUSE) Los

Angelss, GCalifornias, from the pages of the Los Angeles

Daily News, the story of a reporter who gave & murderess

the chance thet soclety had never given her.

And for his

efforts in this unusual case of crime and compassion, to

Joseph Saldana of the Los Angsles, 6allifopate Dally Nevs,

goos the PELL MELL Award for THE BIG STORY!

ot e b
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TYE BIG STORY  2/23/49
PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP; {ON ASCENDING SCALE)

. rrm w4

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the wey

to you throat.

HARRICE That's important!?

GROUF: (ON DESCENDING SCALRE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat.

EARRICE: Fllters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greefer length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobacgos means & longer, natural filter to scresn

end cool the smoke.

Thus, PELL MELL glves you a smootboness,

mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding"!}

HARRICE : And - they are mild.
GROUP: {ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: That's important!

GROUF: (ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: If you really want to enjoy smcking, ask for the longer,

finer, clgarette in the distingulshed red packege -

PELL MELL.
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CHAPPELL:  Ard novw the story as it acfually'happened. Joe Saldana's

story as he lived %% ... Los Angeles, California ... .

(MUSIC: _ _ GENTLE_AND_UNDER
SLOANE: ou're 2?raporter and a family man, Joe Baldsna, of thes
o ookt

Bx bally News, at least you're & famlly nen when they let
you be. But polics reporting (you've been on that & years)

- cuts into & man's 1life - murderers sometimes plck the

most unholy hours. But this day, en route home from the
office, after B solld hours, you're determined nothing's

going to interfere. Jhoulwejoelrotrgfrt ==ty
B b1 g b oo K aupied

«hothiweddes You'll coms In, klss your wife, your son

Eddie,*aadﬁxhea-%aka—:hasa_pisxunasu' If the phone rings,

- let it ring. ta g

g T

You arrive, home, open the door and the—fimet—wordssthal

FEERE e O e B, ~
WIFE: Hello, darling, call your offlce.
JOE : No.

WIFx:: R T § A A =4 71 4 bt — o o i
JOE: Who knows I came home. pMaybe went to the movies. I
WIFE:
_Hi JOE: --
.- WIFE: It was Mr. Big--
: JOE: Simus?
- WIFE: Simms, in person.
Y JoE: Ohthh -- nuts!
T ¢ (MusIC: _ _ IN_WITH SLOANE)

I ien mme o et e R

o - ;

¥
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~ + SLOANE: (SMILING) "The test lald plans of mice and men --". B5o
YOU Diwb=isrre—ammmen-owh, kilss your wife, kiss Eddie, wksem
) tho-abp3™ coll the Clty Editor, George Simma ...
i SIMMS: (FILTER ... LITTLE IRRITATED} Joe, I can't hear you. Can
you hsar me?
JOE: (SICK OF IT) Yeah, I hoear you.
SIMMS: Well, what's the matter with you, Joe? It's the julclast
- marder ln years: girl 23,. married )S’Jtimas, kiils her Eéz
husband - and good looking, terrific figure. A real tigress
JOE: (SAME) Great!
. SIMMS: Whe e il B
JOE: akhdargs
SIMMS: Well, get over to Criminal Investigation. W& vo—iontrsdm
ettt i Sl NGBR. YOu'll enjoy this one. (PAUSE)
- You hear me?
_ JOE; (SAME) Yeah. I hear you. I'll enjoy this one. Okay, fine,
goodbye.
{MUSIC; _ _ NICE AND_SOUR AND UNDER
SLOANE:
A (MUSIC: _ _ BRIEE PUNCTUATION IN_SARCASM_ARD_UNDE!
- SLOANE :

She's in the mlddls of g crowded,rqom. Srertspred—3eoking,
¢3pv4{,¢442¢,
beautiful: white =skin,

alabaster,,lize wirm marble and a head of sleek dark halr.
And eyes, ¥iglet, alive - right now like steely points,

locking at the c¢rowd of reporters and detectives and cops
ss hard as thsey're looking at her. And when & reporter asks
the question ...
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- REFORTER:
NORA:
REFORTER:

i o g el T ey i

. THE BIG STORY 2/23/49

IR WL SRR

_5..
What!d you kill him for, Nora - couldntt you hold him?

REVISED

(SURE OF HERSELF) What do you think, wise guy?
Well, what d4id you k11l him for then? -
{PAUSE)
Look, Mra, Cahill, these men are reporters, they want a
story; they have a right to it. And I want the answers

too., So, I'1l go silow and you answer. You and this

Vietor Canill. (SHARP) when were you married? (PAUSE)

Well? What was your husband's buslness? I asked you

two questions, Mrs, Cahill,

\

N\

N
“\\\ i

. PE————
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R
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LT:

SLOANE :

JOE:
HORA:

SLOANE:

g e T T T S

-
-5-

I'm not saying a word without & lawyer.
{EHCTOSE rTirrt- e —theygrt-Tol—cfxwes Her mouth
goes tight: & full, rich mouth closed tight in anger,

and, perheps, in fear. Jou-losk—heréot—her N

PR LB 85 SO DRt Sk gl bt oR G e . A1l at once
you, Joe Saldana, veteran reporter, begin to wonder if thls
girl is & tigress, sspecially vhen the Lieubenant seys ...
You kill s man in cold blood end put a sscond bullet into
his body after he's dead and now, you Won't talk?

(SAME) She sits novw, iln fear, pleking-hed-fingarnoiiom
AUL MPALLRINE . 0665Ed Yeubiites il KB QWA LR AKAL &S ORGH IR~ mOTE =
than.mesta. theress, A tigress, perhaps on the outside.
What's inside? {(PAUSE} You edge over to wWhero she's

sittlng and not enswering guestions and you say ...

(LOW) Good luck, kid, teke it easy. I‘m with you.

( SURPRISED) Huhn? { 3MALL VOICE) Thanks.

And in thet second you knew thet underneath she's a kid.

Not & tigress, but a scarsd little kid who did something

terribls.

She was front paze news and she stayed there. Beauty kills
husband. Why? PSRRI ORIOamdr TONNpt PFPrer Dbyl des
veorsbapalictes Why did she marry vic Cahlill, vho was &
punk, an ugly punk at that? Why? What was her story -
marrisd times by the age of 237 Everybody wvanted to
£ind out and so did you. You talked sbout it for days,

everywhere you vent, even at home, at supper --

Lo - e e i LT T R T R =T
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WIFE:

JOE:

WIFE;
JOE:
WIFE:
JOE:
WIFE:
JOE

WIFE:

JOEB ;

WIFE:

JOE:

WIFE:

WIFE:
JOE ;
. WIFE:

e JOE:

WIFE:

-7-
You told Eddie hls bedtime story, Jos?
(SOMEWHAT ABSENTLY) Yeah - he went to sleep like that -
(SNAPS FINGERS)
Good., Some pototoes? (§QUND ?gﬁ)
I'm not hungry. | |
Smatter Joe? (PAUSE) The Cahill girl?
" {SMILES) You're smart.
I know my Joe. -ohirtngrenrs—huakd, -
She won't talk, 3he won't say a word?
Do vou blame her? It's like throwing a lamb to the wolves
the way you reportsrs go after a girl somestimes, not to
mention the cops.

Yeah. But why d41d she do it? What'!s hehind that face?

Meybe if somebody talked to her like & human belng, mejbe

if somebody showed her they thought she was human -

VTR
the way wo're talking, a3 human beings --

Yo%Lknow, I think she's just a kid underneath and maybe i
Iﬁalkod- to her -- (STOPS)

Go ahead and do it.

You mean now? It's elmost 706’50‘::/{.

Can't you arrange to sesg her now?

I guess I could, but -

(INTERRUPTS) That might be just the thing to do. If a

friend of yours be-ﬁn trouble, you wouldn't look at the
clock and say: "It's late." (JOE: No.) You'd just do 1i%,

vouldn't you?
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SLOANE:

NORA ¢
JCE:
NCRA ¢
JOE:
MORA:
JOE:
NORA:

- JQE:

NOHRA .

JOE:

NORA ;

JOE:

NORA :

S e s gt AL T WIS B R TS T T et

-a-
GVE E00 .
I_iust_said . fhe thipgs youuera thinkipe, T koow my los-

UP_AND_UNDE

DIV pen

S0 you go 'Eﬁﬁt evening, apd ageln two evenings later
(becayse she doesnlt open up the first or the second time)
but you find out shels interested in fashions {she dié-
desigmsher own clothes,) so very caosually - as you would
e Pfriend - on the third visit you bring her the latest
fashion magazine end—yeuw-Honé—bimiohop fo-thowiboteeren
Room WO TE e YT OIS T L .

{CLOSE TO TEARS) I don't want to see you today.

What's the matter, Nora? 51t down.

I don't went to talk to you.

Okay, if you don't, But take the magazine and -

(CLOSE TO DESPERATION) You're square with me, aren't you?
I think so.

And you wouldn't lie? ‘PHESTTEST~—twO TIFEY yoU Deer
eem+ng—up—-qHnrmman%uwhab—gau—aaid-abaub—w—ahaub-ha&ptﬂg
~YYE iy Frbem G

Swpe o depeiors . /éa

(TIGHT) Swear you sl ﬁ‘ﬁrﬁ.rriafm

(AS GENTLY AS HE CAil} Nora, we don't have to talk today.
Some other time when you feel better end -
Hopmthatlojuet~de ~ I want Lo balk, But I den't want to
DO WLONE., Edohddmiiamiraingeetoriit- -ttt @iy . (BITTER)
7 been wrong too many times,

Nora, if you want to talk, I'd like to listen.

b tanxahl

- — -y -

A
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JOE:

NORA:

JOE:
NORA:

JOE:

NOKRA :

HUSBAND :

B B A &

Theye was 5 kids 1n our family o NiesSeddwrfsmeearmdememaaid

.opaitde] was the oldest, Mr, Saldana -
Joe ls easgsier, Nora =
whkemisdy. We 1lived in Oklahoma City, in three rooms and I

took care of the kids because Mom was sick, Seeliear

wa-s-hasutd fulo=tud she
couldn't work, And pop - heubRooamhomenoemVortmbiiy . Hea#ﬁa«cﬁq_

beat her.

oot i me] marm iyl el A ol
4 v v

T

He beat us tog, but he did the worst to her.

He was no good. She died when I was 14 and I went to work

in & restaurant, waiting on tables.

Bifer-iiode { SUDDENLY) You sure I can trust you?

You don't have to tell me any more, if you don't want to,
(BhobRRgeiireyy (THEN) I was 15, big for my age, and I

hated it: the house, all the kids and him arunk st atatsa: o
rarlpmonebne; 30 I started to go wes stendy with a guy,
a truck driver I met in the restaourant. Hls name was Joo,
like yours, he wos about 20,

{20, EASYGOING. NOW IN A SORT OF SINGSONG MANNER,
SUGGESTIVE OF HER REMEMBRANCE OF HIM) Nora, baby, 1 got a
truck and we'll go wherever we want and you won't work no
mors and 1t'11 be like peaches and cream. No more old man,
no mere kids, just o honeymcon oll the way - ell the way

just 1like peaches and cream ...

ATHOT 00b 1473




.. THE BIG STORY 2/23/49 -10-

NORA:

JOE:

NORA:

DAN:

NORA:

DAN:

b m armrmpe e meI -

REVISED
We got married. He was sweet, but he waas a crazy
driver, B5o two weeks after we vere married (I wasn't in
the truck with him), he had an accident and got

willed., And I was without a husband, or a family, 500

miles from nome,

I got jobs; mostly waltineg on tables, sometimes in &
dance hall - anything that came along, Whaerever the

wind blew I went. Once in a while I wade & buck sewing

a dress for somebody - but T was a kid, 17, 18 - and the
guys liked me and I liked thew.
What about your second husband?
iis name was Dan and he was & heel, I never liked him. -
Not the way I liked Joe, He was a heel, but I was
broke ..

(TOUGH. BUT THE SAME REMINISCENT FEELING A3 WITH HUSBAXND}

Nora, baby, I eot just what you want. I got & car, &
fast car; I got money, If you say Mexico, 1it's Mexico.
Tf you say Europe, it's Europe - (PAUSE) What do you
say”? .

T zaid Yes. I sald Mexico and then I sald Canada and

then one morning I woke up and found a note on the
hotel dresser.

(FILTER) "Here's $200, That'll get you to Renc. You

can sue me for divorce. I deserted you.,"

ATHOT Q0B 1474




JOE:

NORA;

VIC:

NORA

VIC:

NORA ¢

VIC:

KORA:

VIC:

NORA.:

VIC:

NORA:

VIC;

NORA:

-11-
And then Vie Cehtll,
A

Then.Vig, I met Vigc ip Reno, Hs was walting for me - for

something like me anyhew, Hg was = palssman, Hed=

5o OdeT TS AT AT Y ot b LR A L MO e DRI RS
wo-grooteepbommems(osnecially of himselg) -

{WFTH APPHEAL ALWA¥S) Nora, I know all sbout you, you don't
have t2tell me, -

How do you know oaeiesabout me?

There's ways, I inqulred. ULook: I'm 37. I was merrlszd
once before - my wife died. I like being marrisd. I'=: am
showdys casSY-going guy, and I want to settls down seichrens

SR i S M O S hiia e it pmed o iirpariymer.
I'm 23, Vic.

Yeah, but you lived a lot, From what I knew about you,

you want to settle down, too. You don't love me, thet's

okay. ? i - in time, we'll gat
along. deddiowianstakohe
Vic, let's walt a Ixdrbdsbes While.

opivows,  Okay?

Sure, Nora, SUPB.M/M% /ééld,{/ Frey

PN e

(PAUSE} ’
He was & great salesmen (especially of himself). We
walted twe months snd then we got married. It started
wonderful, and then one day I found cut what he was ...
(THE MASK GONE. AN ARROGANT MAN) So what?

You're & thief, just a plain lousy thief -
Somwkarbimniimrarre eI TR Deryabied.

Tolls me he’s a salesman., I merry him - then - why did

you do this to me?

ATKOT QQ6 1475




. 'THE BIG STORY 2/23/49 -1o-

REVISED
VIiC: T didn't d¢ a thing to you.
NORA: Every guy I weet. Why? Why does this happen to

me? Every plece of hard luck in the vhole world, I

get 1t.

ViG: That's too bad. Now I'1l tell you the rest. I eot

" plans for you. With that face and that figure = kid,

o we!ll wake pillions. I egot a few games, I'1ll Beach you,

a few card tricks - we'll go far together baby.

NORA: I won't do 1t.

ézéﬁf/'
VIC: Yes you will, - because 1f you crosa we uD, I {hever

killed a woman before, but IT!'1l kill you.

SLOAVE : She never had a chance, the breaks were all against her,

end though you want to help -~ what can you de, Jos

Saldana, reporter? You wrlte her story all throueh the

trial, sympathetically as'gou can, but in the end ,,. ths

jury brings in their verdiect. Guilty. And the sentence

is,... Life Imprisonwent,

;
F4
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- THE BIG STORY 2/23/49 -13- REVISED

SLOANE:

NORA:

JOE:
NORA;:
JOB:
NORA:

CHAFPPELL:

vou see her just hefore she goes off to the Women's
tjé!tf ot p22 LAl

Prison at Febeewtpd, The child¥a eyes %fe gone.

(HARD} I never told you, Mr, 3aldana2«Vic was wore than

a salesman. He was an sscabe artist.

What are you talkineg about?

~ He said ¥ was a bhetter pupil than he was.

Youtlre crazy - That'd be the worst thing --

Nobody ever give we a break - nobody., 30 I'm gonna maka -
one myself, There's no priszon in the world, that can
hold me. You'll be hearing about we, you'll be hesring
plenty.

We will te back in just a mowent with tonight's BEIG STORY .
{(IDDLE COMMERCIAL) (INSERT B)

RTHKO1 QOB 147°7
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THE BIG STORY
- PROGRAM §#37

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL:
GROUP: ° {ON ASCENDINE SEALE

PELL MELL!S grester length filters the smoke on the way

to your threat.
- HARRICE:  That's importent!
GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S grecter length filters the smoke on the way

to ycur throat,

HARRICE: Filters the smoks and makes it mild.
- CHAPPFELL: Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length, Yes, your
eyes can see the difference -- your throat can tell you

vhat it means,

HARRICE: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally I[ine,

mellow tobaccos mesns & longer, natural filter to scresn

and cool the smoke,

CHAPFELL: Thus, PELL MELL gives you a

smoothness, mildness and

- satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE:" Yes, PELL MELL'S =re good =--

good to look at - good to

feal - good to taste - and good to gsmoke,

CHAFPELL: PRLI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl’

HARRICE: And they sre mild,
e GROU?P: (ON ASCENDING SCALE) FELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat,

e HARRIC=: That's importanti
'—‘ GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S grester length filters
T the smoke on the way to your throat,
B _—
-

o A T R S i

A

o e e e m———

IR L s
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S
-15-
THE BIG 3TORY
PROGRAM #97
MIDDLE, COMMERCIAL (COWE'D)
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and mekes it mj_.:_l,d..
i CHAPPELL: - If you reelly want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package -
- PELL MELL.
e Y

- e e P A S S
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(MUSIC:
HARRICE :

SLOANE:

WIFE:

STOANE

JOE:
NORA

JOE:

NORA:
—- JOE:

= NORA:

JOE :

NORA:

g

rem e G, TR o ST T TR

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
BIG STORY of Joe Saldana, &3 he lived it and wrots it...
Nors Cahill, mupderer, hss been in prison t¥o months.
vou've heard from her, Joe Saldana of the Los Angsles
Deily News, a postcard now and then, and you've written

to her, &mmﬁ‘fh?mmgm,

For—harerr-tT T rahi e REaIwe YOU KNOW behind thet
alavaster forehead and .lovely face therels poilson at
work, there's the idea of escape. You talk to your

wife sbout it, and as usual, she understands...

Go out to Tehachepi and see her, Joe. It'll be good for
her and probably FOT S one T~ ~ you.J'v—G
You smile, she knows you so well. 350 you go to the
Women's Prison and you see Nora, dressed primly, lovely
even in the drab prison uniform. And she's smilling as
she meets you, maybe she's glven up the idesa of escepé...
It's not so bad, hmm? .
They got me working on the farm - with the cows, I llke
it.

(ALL WRONG) Sure, back in Oklahoma you had a farm,
didn't you? Adeemysogew You liked covs,

Hate cows. 1 hate farms - but this one I like,

What do you mean?

(LOWERS VOICE) I told you once -- it's outside the
gates. -

Not that same crazy ldea, i -

Yrenbiazge There's one guard for ten of us. ]
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JORE:
MORA:

JOR

NORA:

JOE:

JOE

MRS, T:
JOE:

- MRS. T:

JOE:

— MR3., T:

JOE:

P A AR T AR 8T TR ST e

...l?..
Don't, Nors, don't, wﬁww.
T T T T e TN P Uy o b el E oyt inenttl Oy b « 1 ST003

Looh,-with good behavior you'll come up for parole in,
maybe ten yeers = you can be out by the time you'lre
35, 36, That's young.

My mother died when she was 35.

Nopwmmedondds Cot rid of the idea.

As soon == I stop breathing, I'll get rid of the ides.
Not before.

You're the superintendant of the Prison?

{WARM ABOUT #0) That's right. Templeton's my name.
Wi guermsainyirgemiaipcyianyliny

I'm Joe Saldana of the- News =~ just wanted to talk to
you, about one of the inmates,

Cah1ll?

Yeah, she's a friend of mine,

I know. I rsad your stories on her, during the triel,

PPNV OGS TR WIS Y- TN o T-U 0 i) e <21
e i e

Well, Ieuassihd-akemme she's & restless kid, you knevw,
glve her free time her mind gets working on it. -Take
wherg she works novw,

The farm?

I alrmost think, W it's too
easy for her, too much time on her hends, Maybe 1if she
had a job - uh - inside the prison - (QUICKLY).-  Something
that would keep her busy all day, make her tired at night
~- wouldn't that be beiter?

.Y
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MRS, T:
JOL:
MR3, T:
JCE:

MRS. T:

NORA:

JOE:

JOE:

-1E
She hasn't said snything bo you --
{QUICKLY} UNo, no, just my 1dea -- .
I mean about breslking out?
No.,

Well, you might be right, I've been worrled about her,
And I'd like to help her, I'd like to give that girl
(PAUSE)

& chance at parole, Tloadlte Rl ol e .

¥hy didn't you tell her ths truth, e R
it e - T1rst, you're not
reelly sure Nora means it, (about escape), we¥bAeiiuicm

o, &nd second, if you
dild tell, they migh%i be ferced to put her in solitery --
SEGmlaE ik imaolNEsE -~ that might be the worst thing
in the world, So you let it go at that -- and hope

you'!ve done the pight thing.

A month goes vy, no word from Nora, Then & call from

o

the Superintendant, Mrs, Templeton,'tf come ,out and

talk to Wora. She'!s worried about

o LA

vss YOU B8O

ATKO
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NORA:

JOE:

NORA:

~19-

(MOCKING)—mihabiytrnmiboriionah’ You stool pigeon!
You told her vhat I was planning, ({(JOE: I aidn’t}.
You made her take me off the farm and stick me in the
launéry.

I thought you'd like working with clothes better, mayoe
getting a chance to design something --

W P TIPS {HARD AS NAILS)
Bas T'11 tell you one thing, Mr. Smart Guy Reporier, cn
the farm or in the laundry -- I'll get out, I'll gst

out --- and T don't care who knows it -- the-puniisd

VOICE:

JOE:
e WIFE:
= JOE:
WIFE:

W JOE:

Should you tell now? No - IhemsamecPessonsyuoieh

sherwdundedikecohermeenssttotiowbtnon  This'l)l vear
off and the reality of her situation will dewn on her.
Keep her in the leundry, keep her safe - maybe then,
Iasnoes S IEETY, she '1l earn the parole, (PAUSE)
Then & warm June night, two months later - the fear and
guilt still in your mind, you're at home, PrYERgads
s end your wife's fiddling with the short wave

radio ..

(FILTER) Police cars 21 and 39, go to the intersection
of Evans and 13th, Holdup reported. Cigar store,
(IRRITATED) (OVER RADIO) Must we have that on?
(EVENLY} Joe, 1it's 8:1% --

=

You alvayslisten to the police radio at 8:15, Tjues
P -

“WE LI TSIt ;@b4£a;;57;227"

“ i i 7 AR T S
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THE BIG STORY 2/23/49 -20- REVISED

VOICE: (F) fttention! Spsclal.
JOE1 Weit 2 minute --
VOICE: (F} Speciel to all police cars - be on the lookout for

Nora Cahill --

JOE: Nora!l

VOICE: -- gscaped an hour ago from Tehachapl Women'!s Prison.
May be heeding for the c¢city. Repeating --

JOE : Shut 1t off.

(RADIO OFF)

JOR I did 1t. I could have stopped her.
WIFS: It's not your feult, Jos=,
JOE: But if I'd told the Superintendant, 1t never would heve

heppened. They'll catch her, they always cetch them,
and she'll fight and they'll ¥iil her.

WIFE: Where would she go, Joe?

JOE: I dén't know, meybe back to Oklahema. BShe's got a
sister there -- but what's the difference --?

WIFE: Why don't you cell the superintendant.

JOE: I ought to, shouldn't I? It wouldn't be belraying her.

It might sven help her --

ATHAT 0061484
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WIFZ: DoﬁyggglxggwugggnggﬁﬁQiaaﬁowﬁﬂﬁahvh&ﬁ*s%rﬁghhi
JOE: vesh, I'll call the superintendant --

{ PHONE RIHGS)
JOT ! They're probably czlling ms =~

(STEPS PICKS UP FHONE}

JOE : Hello,
OPER: (F) Will you accapt & collset call from Tshachapl --
JOE: {T0 WIFE) Tehechepi calling me, collect. It couldn's ts

the suverintendent, She wouldn't call collect., It's --

{sProPS. EXCITEDLY INTC PHONE) Yes, ves, I'll accept

it =~
OFER: (P} Go shosd ~- you're connscbed.
JOE! ¥zllo.
NORA : (F) It's me,
JO=E Where are you?
HNORA: Atout haell a mils from the prison.
JOE: Go back - give yourself up, Nora, they'll catch you,
NORA:Q Mo they won't., T told you I'd get out and I did.

They won't catch me.

JOE: {DESPAIR FROM HEZEE TO END) Nora, listen to me. If ye=
trust me, if you sver trusted me, 1isten to me, What
you're trying is impossible, They got a dragnet ocut
for you already -- ell over the stato. By morning
it'11 be all over the country --

NORA: They'll never get me,

JOE: Suppose they don't -- »egRimawe¥. You'll be a fugitive.
Do you know what thet means? Hidlng, gveryvhere you g8,

hiding., Scared of the shadows, scared if everybody ¥oui

see is a cop.

RTKO1 QUB1485
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NORA: I'm not scared of noething,
JOF: Nora, Hore -- think what you counld be ~-- what you coull

do with yourself, VYou're peautiful, Nora,. you're smar: -
you'pe not atupid, vou're smart. If you set your mind o
it ~ you could be almost anything you wented to be, 2
dress designer, meybe a model -~ anything if you set

your mind to it =--

NORA: I set my mind to getting out, ~ Irwmeremeuds.

JOE: Why give up &1l trose things? Don't you see, if you g%
beck, 1f you give yourself up -- you'll get & second
chance, ynﬂ*T&“g?f*ﬁ“ﬁﬁﬁ“?ggggwgﬂ“TfT81 This way =--
nothing Wora. This wWay -~

HORA: I got to go.

JOE: (FINAL PLEA) ore, if you were my Kld sister, I'd ser

the same thing vo you, I you were my wife.
Belisve me -- burn back, Glve yourself up. Give

yourself a break,

NORA : Goodbye.
(CLICKY
JOE : Nora, Nora -- (LIW) Nora..
(MUSIC: .. __UP AND JWDER) -

SLOANE 3 Wow what? Now tc s.t and wait for the news of her
capture and return to life imprisonment (with nro crance
of parcle), or to leasrn that Norsa Cahill was shot and
killed, resisting errest, And you did it, Joe Saldans!
in your own mind, you did it all --

(PHONE RINGS. AGAIN)
o WIFE: Fetupr BREWETT LN B PHEHE P pirtriond trh s T PR
v JOBE: Gl sanilanqpumy

RTKO1 QOB 1486
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(STEPS. FHONE IS ANSWERED)
Eello,
(F. NON COMITTAL) Mr, Saldana, this is Mrs. Templeus:,
at Tehachapli --
(TENSE} Yes, Mpys. Templeton --

Better get out kere -- fast a&s you can.

MRS, T:

NORA:

JOE!:
NORA:

JORE:

She'!s in ths nexs room. She wants to talk to ryou,
I did e territls ihing, Mrs. Templeton.
No, Mr., Saldana, you did quite a wonderful thing = ncns

then any of us could have done, HMNora tahill was plchzd

(a3

sck 3¢ the rrison ...

up half an hour zgc ch her way

_SWEETLY(QUICK)_ IN20:)

(A NEW GIRL) I con't know, something happened while I

a
|-
[Hy

wes telking to ycu on the phone. All 2long I figursed
wes the world sgeinst me, Just me alonz and everyrody
hating me, out to get me -- and then, something you
said, I don't even remember it (abcut being someihing
else; something dscant,) that did it. T knew you wers
right and I wanted vo try again.

I'm so glad, licYe,

I =2lways thought tnls re?orter, this Joe Saldane, vwhati's
his angle (everytod;?éﬂgrgn angle, I thought) - I'm 2
good story, that's his engle. But it wasn't true,

You were & friend of mine. A friend, Thet hit me

when I called you.

Thanks, HNora,

ATXOT 0051487
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-2~

&tnd I saw I was heading into a blind alley, right up

the same street I'd alwayg gene - with a dead end sign on
the end of it, Wedodedgoldededobstiowy So I gave myselfl

up.

(SMILES) . siiies Joe -- could I ask you a favor, you don'i

have to, if you don't want to - but =- I know you're
married end ell that, but -- could I kiss you, Joe?
¥Why not?

Your wife would understand, wouldn't she?

sure, lora, sure, 3he'd understand,

And she kissed you, clean and honest on the mouth and
your wife would understand - because the next day your
vife came and she kissed her too, and the three of you
sat and planned the future for a girl vho was no longer
& tigress or g scared kid, but & humen being who'd been

given a2 second chance,

In just & moment we will resd you a telegram from
Joseph ZSaldana of the Los Angeles Dally News with the
final cutcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

FANFARE)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

e P ——
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THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #07

(CLOSING COMMERGTALY

- 25—

PEIL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the wey

PELL MELL'S grestser length filters the smoke on the way

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throsat,

Thus PELL MELL gives you a smogthness, mildness and

Yes, PELL MELL'S ars good -- good to logk at -- good e

Se, 1f you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the

longer, finer clgarette in the distingulished red package

GROUP: (0N ASCENDING SCALE)

to your throat,
HARRIGE: That's lmportant!
GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE}

to your throat,
HARRICE: Fllters the smoke end makes 1t mild.
CHAFPELL:

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
HARRICE:

feel - good to teste - and good to smoke.
CHAPPELL:

- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding."
HARRICE: And - they are milcél

R e
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{(ORCHESTRA: _TAG)

CHAFPFELL:

SALDANA ¢

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{Music: _ _.

Now we read you that elegram from Jossph Saldana of the

Los Angeles Dally Ve

w8 .
et
On my last visit © eard that Nora had beconme

a model prisonen and ¥as on the road to rehabilitation.
She had belken up the study of dress design and seemed
happy. If she continues as sﬂe has to date, she should
be paroled we™Pees Cor good behavior,. My sincere
appreciaetion for tonight's Pell Mell Awerd.

Thank you, Mr, Saldana «.... the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES ave proud to have named you the winner
of the PELL, MELL $500 Award for notable'service in the
field of journalism,

Iisben azaln next week, same time, same sbation, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
SPORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the

Denver Colorado Post - by-line Robert M, Cour -- &

BIG STORY about a reporter who found twe killsrs .,

and two cowards,

_THEME_VWIPE AND FADE_TO BG _ON CUE)

ATHKO1 00B143%Q
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CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with

musiec by Vladimir Selinsky, Tonight's program was

written by Arnold Perl, your'narrator was Bob Sloane,

ernSydney Smith played the part

of Joscph SBaldana in

order Lo protect the names of people sctually invo ved

- in tonight's authentic BIG STORY

the names of all

characters in the dramatization were changed wi the

exeeption of the reporter, Mr. Saldana. //

CHAPPELL: This week 1s Brotherhood Woek. &

v!l
t a time gﬂcn it 1s

vitally important that all Americans stand united,

let us recall, during Brotherhood WGek the American

principles of tolerance ahd understandinv toward one

another, and lct us practice thos

e principles throughout

%

tho year! 7

P
d

This is Ernest Chappell speaking

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTEQJ/

for the makers of

ANNCR: "THIS IS NBC.,..THE NATIONﬁi BROADCASTING SYSTIEM.
e

. ,u‘."

At Foasre S / fwc fun Coll B

AT et e S TR o S T
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NARRATOR

HAT CHECK
WAITRESZS

. COUR
HETINEMANN
Coox
SPILIMAN
BUSEBOY
SERGEANT
EDITOR

aee MICHAELS
MAN Wrte.
MANAGER
VOISR /Tidv

CEetemmem me . res mmme simimt s

AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM _#101

CAST
BOB SLOANE
BOB SLOANE
GRACE KEDDY
GRACE KEDDY
BILL QUINN
DANNY OCKO
DANNY OCKO
JIMMY STEVENS
JIMMY STEVENS
R0S3 MARTIN
ROSS MARTIN
MANDEL KRAMER
MANDEL KRAMER
NAT POLEN
NAT POLEN

VEDNESDAY, MARCH 2, 1949
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WNRC & WRT

{ ( )
10:00 - 10:30 P M,

TIE BIG STORY Np, 101
MARCH 2, 18949 ' WEDNESDAY

LNNCR

HEIMEMANN:
MICEAELS:

MICHAELS:
HEINEMANN:
MICHAELS:
HEINEMANN :
MICHAFELS:

HEIMEMANN :

HEINEMANN:
MICHAELS:

HEINEMANN ¢

PELL MELL. FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY !
(CRUNCH OF BUSHYES UP, UNDER, ALONG WITH A WIND
IN B.G.)
(FOOTSTEPS STOP,

This isféood.jthz

WIND STAYS)

{AFTER A PAUSE., SCARED, BUT WITH BRAVADO) What do I
do now?

{STLENCE)

I sald -- what do I do now?

I'm thinkin',
Well -- think fast. I haven't got all day.
I tell you what. Get down on your knees.
What for?
T said -- get down on your knees,

(CRUNCH CRUNCH}
Now =-- pray.

-~ look, is this z geg?

N acol

APray!

{a SHOT, THEN ANQTHER, A CRUSH OF BRUSH. )

{WIND UP, FADE INTO)

i e £ A S A R P o T A b AT T cae e

e —— e — ey
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CHAPPELL:

—-r—

THE BIG STORY. Here ls America . . it; sound and

1ts fury . « .« Lts

faithfully reported

Ameyican nsvspapers

Denver, Colorado.
A

the story of,--

s A o

*

Laé~ For his work in
the Denver Pos%, gO

BIG STORY!

(OPENING COMMERCTIAL)

joy and its sOrTow. . . B8
by the men and women of the great

. (PAUSE. COLD AND FLAT)

rom the pages of $he Denver E st
; ,A&)WW_&;{ 7t .

this case, to Robsrt M. Cour of

es the PELL MELL Avard for the

R R R
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- THE BIG STORY 2/9/49 -3-

PELL MELL
OFENING CO AL,
GROUF : {ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the wey
- to your throat,
T HARRICE: That's important!
': GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE)
PELI, MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,
T CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of tradltionally fine,
: mellow tobaccos msans a longer, natural filter Lo screen
and cool the smoks, Thus, PELL MELL gives You &
_Hﬁ smoothness, mildness and sagisfacg;on ne other cigarstte
offers you. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “Qutstanding!l®
e HARRICE : And - they are mild,
GROUF: {ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S grestex length filters
o the smoke on the way to your throat.
_ HARRICE: That's importantl
GROUP : {ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,
" CHATPELL: If you reslly want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,

finer cigarette in the distinguished red package - PELL

MELL.,

ATHXO1T 0061436
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NARRATOR:

COUR:
STILLMAN:

COUR:

STILLMAN:

COUR:
STILLMAN:
COUR:
STILLMAN:
COUR:
STILIMAN:
COUR:

STILLMAN:

CQUR:

Y-

Now, the story as it actually happened, Robert M. Cour's

story as he lived it. -- Denver, Colerado,

Only -- it isn't in Denver that it begins, your big

story, Not that you, Bob Cour, know it at the time, -

.

No., You're toc busy as Drricaf¢iﬂb:§ar§3m3£4?xﬁzgid2$ijnwzﬁéh
brig, to think of the days before the wvar, vhen yéf“ﬁér’é‘"w
a reporter -- or the days after the wsr, vhen you'll

be one agein -- if you live. (PAUSE) You're beating it
out somevhers in the Pacific, heading for scme nemeless
islend (SNEAX SOUNDS OF BOAT AND SEA AND WIND) with &
load of marines, On deck you stop to talk to one. . .
How vou moking it, Gyrene?

Shove off, sailor.

(AMUSED, BUT PUTTING SOME BRASS IN HIS VOICE) Feel

tough, private?
(BLOWUP) Yech, I feel tough! I feel -- (RECOGNIZING)

I -- I'm sorry, sir. I didn't reccgnize you, I =-

That's all right,kid, Ocean got you down?
No, not the ocean, sir,

Something bothering you?

Yes sir,

Want te talk about it?

Ne sin,
All right. Cerry on,
{CALLING A BIT) Sir -- I mean --

Yes?

S nwmetmere e e e LT e
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~  STILLMAN: T -~ T don't mean to be -- T -- (PAUSE) T don't

think you'd understand.

COUR: Meybe I do. (PAUSE} You're scared.
) . STTLLMAN: Yos sir,
] GOUR: . So what? So am I? 8o is everybody on this ship.

War isn't cops and robbers, You have a right to be
.- scarad, The more scared you ave, the more careful you
are, The more careful you &re =-- the more likely you

are to come back home. Maks sense?

STILLMAN: Y-yes sir. (SADLY) But I'm still scared.
COUR: What of?
STILLMAN: Oh ... I -~ (BLURTS IT OUT) it's the kind of war ve

#ight, Every time, the same thing. You don't see
anybody, you don't hear anybody -- just the jungle.

One minute it's jungle, next minute -- it's Japs. If

a guy could see the othar guy -- face to face, fight it

i out, like a duel, oue guy to one == but you (HYSTERICAL)

never see them, you never see & thing -- it drives you
- . crezyl
COUR: (HARD) A1l right, kid -- come off it} Snap out of

1t! (NICER) Stop thinking that way. Think about
something else, Think about home, (PAUSE) Where you

- from?
o STILLMAN: Denver, Colorado,
- COUR: Well, what do you know! So am I! Say, what high school

did you go to? (FADE) I vent to Central mydelf, Played
vasketball, wrote & Little...s. B
4. vwpsic: . _ IN WITH:)

o~ e
-

" § g ;
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NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:

COUR:

NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:

e e — A 3 T TR 8 [y PYREVIFE L L et

-6-

(CROSSFADING OVER) And you telk to the kid for e vhile,
bringing his thoughts back to the high city you both cell
home, . . away from what lies ahead, You learn his

name. . . Stillman, . ., & nice kid. . .too nice for
what!s ahead, But then again -- vho isn't too nice -~

for wapr?

4 _ _ _ HIT WARLIKE AND GO BEHIND)

You deliver that cargo of marines to the beachhead --—g sl
never see them egaln. Leter, bacause you were onceé &
newspaperman, you're put in cherge of a 1ittle Havy
paper somevhers in the Pacific, ; . and one day a

story comes through from a combat correspondent, It's
about --

S5tillman., Private Clem Stillman, of Denverl/Colorado.
(MPPEE—MRER)  Well vhat do you know! The~kid made
hero!

And you give the story a good pley, besides sending 1t
Stateside marked "Special?to thesPost,” What has he done
the kid who was a—sover&? Nothing much, Just earned

himself & raft of medals for rounding up a mess of Japs.

Commendat ions,, Purpl earts, Bronze 3tays -~ e works,
/Aﬁ;qgﬂ&,..ﬁﬁfijz - n42u§,mA4‘:2Fw-‘ﬁéadtbénd%-ﬂéfzf-

F X

HIT_AND GO INTCn & w)o

ate e = e R

That's all over now, You are Mister Bob Cour, crime
Favrmiis

raeporter for thekPost. The war is over -- and three years

later, now, even the dull routine of the dai;y round

seems like something that's never bsen interrupted. It's

all ovar -- and forgatten, Things like this are weivere
. S——

Gomi.ns UPs » o

e AT T e A i s enie TR e Al

ATKO1 00814389




]

EDITOR:

COUR:

EDITOR:

COUR:
EDITOR:

COUR:

COUR:
VOICE:
COUR:
VOICE:
COUR:
VOICE:

COUR:
VOICE:

CQUR:
VOICE!

COUR:

{MUSIC:

-7-
Bob -~ herels e story came In just now. I'11 leave
it up to you to decide vhether it goes in the paper --
or on the hoo¥.
How come, boss?
Well, it's one of those things, A medium prominent
man in town ~- Andrew Michaels --
Restaurent men? What's he done?
Disappeared. The thing is, you study the story. Look
{nto it. Tf it's just domesbic trouble, maybe he'11
turn up in e day, two days. . . make us look silly.
Other hand -- it might be something. I lesve it to you.
Okay. PFive'll get you ten it's a dud,
(PHONE RIHGS AKD IS PICKED UP)
Hello,
(FILTERED) Bob Cour?
Yes.,
(FILTER) You the guy specielizes In crime?
Yes, 5qu4w#rf
(FILTER) Knov anything about, Micheels belng among
the missing?
Not yet, but --
(PILTER) Well -- be smart. Go on down o his
pestaurent end ask questions. That's all,
Wait! Who is this?
(PILTER) A friend.
(PHONE HUNG UP, OTHER END)}
Well! Thanks -- friend!
{ PHONE HUNG UP THIS END INTO)
QUICK

RTXC1 0061500
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(RESTATURANT BACKGROUND TO ESTABLISH AND
BEHIND)

MAN: No slr, Ncbody from here ¢alled you -~ that I know

of, Nobody from here.

) COUR: Well ~- do you mind if I ask around?
- MAN : ' Well, I'm only the assistant manager. I really don't
know -= ,
. g.-, -
COUR: Fells == if you ever want your pogulad-mabaged back ~-

& good way to stert would be to let the press and the
police have & free hand., I'll be in the kitchen,
Sunpese—yeou Send the waltresses and the busboys, all
the help -- out to me. One at a time, -Bkak?

NARRATOR! Oone at & time they come, . . the waltresses in thelr
trim uniforms, .. the busboys
(SNEAK IN CLATTER OF DISHES, CALLS FOR ORDER:
HAM AND EGGS, HOLD THE FRENCH FRIES)
in their stained aprons . . . the cooks . . . the

hatcheck girl and her chewing Bum: «+ «

. COUR: And you say you didn't like the boss? Why not,
VoS R—FFrDrEwtrT,
HATCHECK: I don't like to say. g
- COUR: You can tell me, I won't squesal,
” HATCHECK * Well - he was tight.
’jl COUR: Drunk, you mean? . VOICE TTikeobhems
is HATCHECK: No! atingy. That guy .
Rimaceu would squesze a nlckel %1ill the oRAUES
o puffalc blt the Indian, You know what he
—

done to me?

L

C i m - i m ————
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COUR: o, .

- HATCHECK He cut my pay -- and to wakeemd keep my job, he made

R me split the tips;&q;ﬁgiﬂgéi;;u.

e COUR: (QUIET} What makes you .

‘ say "ecut" my pay, "Made" v )
SrTITepre

e me split. Why the past
tense.

HATCHECK: . Huh?
COUR: Has something hapoened to him that you know of?
HATCHECK Me? WNo. But I wish it has, So help me, I wish 1t
hasi
05 542 e iy w2 i - = L 8T=
{MUsIC: _ _ _SHORT_STING) _
COUR: How long have you been a busboy here?
BUSBOY: Three years,
) COUR: How much do you make?

- BUSBOY: Same as I made when I I B Baadsaind ok,
started, Twenty-two a § trorP et |
week,

COUR: That isn'‘t much,
- BUSBOY: You tellin! me? The other day we got together, the

_1 busboys, and we went to him,

L CQUR: The boss -

s BUSBOY ! Yeah, We went to him -- I. was the spokesman -- and Ve

. put in for a raise, You know what he sald? B

*“T; COUR: What did he say? VOEGE—EitmrGimmedirroo—aianias.

i L8 s :

L TPyt

- "T‘mﬁh_" .
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BUSBOY:

{Mgszcs _ _
GOOK:

NARRATOR:

MANAGER:
COUR:
MANAGER:
COUR:

MANAGER ¢

—10-

He said, "Before T give you bums a ralse, I fire the
whole lot of you," (PAUSE} VWhat a nice guy.

SHORT STING)

He was & bad one, II you didn't get to the tips
first, he'd pick 'em up off the tablel

LV,@,,ﬁ;ﬂ¥vﬁ

Picix
thsfgecond kid oowe, I asked him for a raise,

Ed

Only five dollars. So he fires me. Then ha hires e

back. (PAUSE) AL five dollars & week ----- 1less,
SHORT STING)
The worst thing come only last wesk., All of &

sudden, he gets this idea. What do you think ef

this, in a restaurant, no less. We got to pay for

our meals. In & restaurant, no less! Even us cooks!

We got to peyl

And when you have gone through the whole staff of the
plece -- you have & completely different picture of
this supposedly popular men about town. Nobody 1ilked
him. No hero to his help he =-- nobody liked him.
Enough to commit foul play? Well -- thet's snother
story. Wasn't there anybody he got along with? Anyvedy
who stopd up to him?

Well -- yes, Just one.
Wha is that?
The fry cook, He stood right up to him.

Did I talk te him?

Ooh, no, he's out ateck,

RTKQ1 QO61503
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CQUR:
MANAGER:
COUR:
MANACGER:
COUR:
MANAGER:

COUR:
MANAGER:

COUR:
MANAGER

WATITRESS 1
MANLGER:
COUR:

MANAGER:

COUR:
{MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

COUR:

MUSIC:. .

-11 & 12« REV,
Then I've talked to everybody but the fry cook.
And the kid. '
Who?
We called him the kid.
What do you mean "ealled".
Well -- he was assistant fry cook, The bess fired him --
just before he disappcared. Fired him right out of theo
kitchen without paying hin off. Poor kid.
(THOUGHTFULLY) Fired hin -- and disappeared.
(ALL SMILES) 1If you're thinking thoe kid -- did anything

why == you}re WrONg.
g, not%%;e kid.

I sec. Whet was his nome?

Frankly, I don't know. Wait. (CALLS) Honey -- yhot was
the kid's real name?

(OFF) Stillnan, I thini.

That's it. 8tilloan.

(QUIETLY) Clen Stillman, maybe?

Why yes -- that was itl Stlliman -- Clen Stillnan, Do you
knhow hin?

(QUIET) I 4id. Once.

Leaving for the paper, to think 1t over -- you renomber

the kid who was scared and the words keyé?;;pcating in

your nind.

(FILTER) Scarcd maybe but not too searcd to ill.

CURTATID)

CHAPPELL: Welll be back in just a moment with tonightls BIG STORY.

{Music: .

FANFARE)
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATKO1 CUs 1504
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THE BIG STORY 2/9/4% -13~-
e PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMEROTAL:

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)

- PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat.

HARRICK: | That's importent!
GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE) -
PELL MELL'S greater 1§ﬁgth filters the smoke on the way
to your throst.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,
CHAPPELL:® Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length. Yes,
your eyes can sag¢ the difference -- your throat can

tgll you vwhat it msans,
HARRICE: FELL MEIL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos means & longer, natural filter to screen
and cool the smoke,

CHAPPELL! Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildness and

satisfection no other cigarstte offers you.

HARRICE: " Yes, PELL MELL'S are gogd -- good to Jook gt - good to
feel - good to htaste - and good teo smoke,
CHAPPELL: PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingi”
HARRICE: And - they are mild,
- GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length

filters the smoke on the way to your throat.
HARRICE ! That's important!

— {MORE)

U
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THE BIG STORY 2/9/49
PELL MELL

MIDDLE _COMMERCIAL: (CONT'D)
GROUP: {ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length fllters the smoke on the

way to your throat,

HARRICE s FPilters the smoke and makes it mild,
. CHAPPELL: If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package --
PELL MELL.,
S
TS =, N
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HARRICE:

- NARRATOR: .

COUR:
SERG:

CQOUR:
SERG:
COUR:
SERG:
COUR:
SERG:

COUR:

-.15_

THEME UP_AND DOWE FOR)

This ig Cy Harrice, returning you to your ngrrator

and the Big Story of Robert Cour . ; . &8 he lived

it, and wrote 1t,

It looks as if you, Robert Cour, have narrcwed down,
in your search for a missing Denver resteurant man, .o
a likely suspect you don't like to suspect. He's

glem Stillman, & kid you met 4ur%i? the war, Then,

BT AL
you knevw him as E’dh e v » andga herc, , » and
now -- you're afraid he's a - - & what? & killer?

A ¥idnapper? You don't like to think, But vwhen you get
back to the office of the Denver Post (PHONE RINGS) - -
you have to think,
(PHONE IS PICKED UP)
This 1is Cour;
(FILTER) Beb, Sergeant wyle; You've besn checking
on the disappearance of Michaels - -
I have, ¥Why?
(FILTER) You can stop. He's been found,
Good |
(FILTER) MNot so good, He's dead,
oh - oh,
(FILTER) Yep, Couple of prospectors found him over
1n Jefferson County . « « up in Turkey Creek Canyon,
(PAHSE—TErytrmr—hoi-thnough the et

T ses. (PAUSE) VWhat now?

i
o inm 2 -

/
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SERG: (FILTER) Well, we're going up to Omaha to pick up
s suspect., Velve traced him there. Want to come?
COUR: (QUIET) No. Not very much. (PAUSZ) But I will,
(MUSIC: _ _ _ HIT AND_GQ INTOQ)
(CAR UP, UNDER)
COUR: . Well -- that's how I came to suspect him, Sarge.
How'd you hit on him?
SERG: They found & red scarf st the scene. . . seems it
was used %o gag Michaels before he was shot. Ve
— traced the searf to 5tillman's wife, He was careless.
COUR: (REMEMBERING) The more careful you are, the longer
you live, . .
3FRG: that's that?
COUR: Nothing, Sarge. Just -~ something T once sald . . .
(PAUSE) You're sure it's the kid?
SERG: Pretty sure, Hé had s grudge, . .he's used to killing
. o « from the war, , . it's open and shut, Al} ve
. have to do is pick him up and (FADE UNDER) get it
out of him MJ’%’F‘{M' '
’ {CAR UP, AND DOWN TO PULL-UP STOF) |
SERG: (LOW) He's in that tourist ocabin, Denver car parked
e behind it, Wait here,’

—— COUR: Let me come,

e S;EHG: He's armed. He's known to have & gun,
- COUR: I'11 still come,

- 3ERG: Stay benhind me then,

_ﬂ__' {XNOCK ON DOOR)

_;: HEINEMANN: (OFF MIKE} VWho is 1t?

—
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SERG:

SERG:

e HETNEMANN:
SERG :

T HETNEMANN ¢
BERG:
HEINEMANN

- SERG
HEINEMANN:

SERG:

HEINEMANN
R SERG :

HEINEMANN 3
SERG

- STTLLMAN

HEINEMANK:
STILLMAN:

- 1"{-

Police. Oven up, (LOW} Wateh 1t.
{DOOR OPENS)
@%ﬂ&ﬁhﬁr?ﬁﬂﬁﬂﬁ Who are you?
My name's Heinemann. Why?
Volnowioohingeionartonteld) Is that your car?
Yes,
Youlre from Denver?
Yes.
Whet'd you do thers?
I worked in a restavrant, I ves & fry-cook,
oh. (PAUSE) A1l »ight. Come out here == and keep
your hands up.
What 1s this?
T don't know vet, Up. Keep ‘em up. (PAUSE} You got
anybody with you?
Like whao, f'rinstance?
Like an assistant fry-cook, naﬁs of 8tillman , . « like
vyou both left town kind of sudden -~ (FAST) -Eeewn-tesr

ub goskked -~ {SLOW) 1ike you both, maybe took
Michaels and - -

(FROM INSTDE, COMING ON) It wasn't mel I didn't do
anything, I 4idn't do enything} (FULL ON -- WITH FEAR}
So help me, I didn't do a thingl It was -~

{FAST) Shut up!

(HYSTERICAL) You sald nothing would happen -= you
gaid they'd never find him, you said there was nothing
to be afrald of, you sald --

P Sen i
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s HETINEMANN : (A ROAR) Shut up, shut upl
SERG: : Well!l Two suspects for the price of one{ Bob -~
COUR: What is it, Serge?
SERG : (LOW) TLook, This is turning out different than we

s expected, Let's play one agalnst the other, You say

- you know the kid?
STILLMAN: (SOBBING) What are you goune do to me? What're

- you whispering for!
SERG! (LOW) He's scersd stiff, He'll talk, You knew him --

takes him in the c¢abin and queation him. I'11 take the
——— tough cookie into the car and see what he knows.

(ATt PR B Sy~ R TIT TY W --

(VBB M EHO TP MG eI TN D L smaC 2T+

HEINEMANN : You ain't gettin' anything out of me,
SERG: : ja-erfrt-uuuh you ought to know what,hapngps prlel
i rhet  _LLT o o

[~ st .
killers in Colorado, Ne¢—bhe-rﬂpﬂf"ﬂﬁfﬁtﬁﬁ'sngfﬁ-

FRALLSE Jer g PSS B e i B b e g e e

‘ (MUSIC: __ _ _ HIT DARKLY AND BEHIND)
COUR: (GENTLE} You remenber me?
STTLILMAN 3 (MOANING)} Mo, nc. . . I never saw you before in my
_1ife, Belisve me, you got to believe me - - I didn't

do & thing, I - -
- COUR: Remember when you were scared, in the Merines?

- - Remember the nevy officer you -- soufassedifto?

o STILLMAN contessess Zrlhed 5 T

e e e e A P - AT L SRR e A e
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STILLMAN:

COUR:

STILIMAN:

COUR:
STILLMAN:
COUR:

STILLMAN:

CQUR:

STITIMAN:

GCOUR:

STILLMAN:

COUR:
STILLMAN:

N — P

- 19_

{A-GwdP T remember) I yemember! (BEG ING) you
A é@'z celrre o /
were & good guy - P you'tll give

me & break - -

I can't promise enything, kid. But -- I‘ll_listen to
you,

(EAGER) Yeah, yeah ~- you'll listen, Lilsten -- I'11
tell you the whole thing, Only -- he'll kill me --
Helnemann?

Yesh, He'll kill me 4f I talk -- ha'll - -

(QUTET) The sState will 1f you don't., (QUIET, GENTLE)
Come on, ¥id, Tell me, The police have an open
and shut case against you, The scarf - -

Scarf! What scarf?

Your wife's scarf, It wﬁs found where you left
Michaels,

It was Tound? But he told me - - (BNGUISH) He told

me he burned it} He burned 1t}

Ki& -- u&l you sge he fra 0 you 1a .
Yovir ArE /’Z m ’/'/f‘ r‘fbfffb[é
be suspecte ? - 50 talk!l

(GASPING) A1l right, all right. Listen. Listen,
The -- the day I goi flred, he ceme Lo NCsewee

Heinemann?

Yeah, He came to me, , .I didn't know what to do. .+ + &+

» ., . Ho came to me.. .

and we got in his car. . «

(CAR UP, FADE BEHIND)

ATHKC1 0061511
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- HEINEMANN : So you got fired. That chiseler, You notice he
don't lire me.
STILLMAN That'!s cauee you're not scared of him; You stand
right up to him.
HEINEMANN: You bet I stand up to him, T got something on hinm.
- ) And he knows it. I got him buffaloed. PBut you -~
- you he fires, I heard him makin'! fun of you, A hero,
he says, A wartime hero, vwhat good are your medals,
hs says, all you'rs good for 1s cleanin' out frypans,
he says, and you're no good for that. And he flres you.

(INSINUATING) Donlt you hate a guy like that?
r /

STTLIMAN: I -- AaTile it Ol
- HELNEMAININ: R s e
SOTLLY A mererprrererorarded ik dmpmn B Lo B e RSS2 o
i HEINEMANN: You want to gebt even with him?
STILILMAN: Me? How?

HEINEMEANN: You willing to do what I say?

- STILIMAN: I -=- I don't MOW « « »
HEEINEMANN ¢ (HARD) You'‘ll &o what I say?
- STILLMAN : ‘T - - I don't lmow - -
HEINEMANN You want to learn you're just as good as he 1s?
i You vant %o learn not to be scared of him -- or
. _ anyone?
- STILLMANS (EAGER} Not to be scared =~ yeah == not to --
o HEINEMANWN ¢ All right. You're in now. So listen, This ls vhat

= you do. This is vhat we do. onight!

(ENGINE UP,mﬂ Rositivnent
. . W
He's comin? od%éjad&

HEINEMANN ! (LoW)} ALl right, £, IOV o Go shead,

And sound reall

C e eee e s A e et i T S T
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STITIMAN: Mister -- Mister Michaels.

MICHAELS: What do you want, hero?

STILIMAN: Could I -- could I talk fto you? ’
’ MICHAELS: What about -~ hero?

STILLMAN: | My job, I mean -~ I want to talk to you about maybe

getting it baeck, I =--
= MICHAELS: I got nothing to talk to you about, hero. You're

-

canned and you stay --

by C TH
St et %WJHEZJ,,W D WD) tlak - -

HEINEMANN: W) You see how easy it went? He nevexr saw ne,
Gome on -- get him in the car!
______ ' CAR UP AND UNDER - (
- ( ,ZQ, _‘<L . ,47;Z$7,£?{;,‘c>uaz
STILIMAN The next thing, w¢ drove out in the country.,

2L OV A TS
Way out ., . . and Michaels, he was awk all the vhile,

Heinemenn told me things, I-wiehed—Eld-rever-cums,

I was scarsed,

{ CAR-HEMITTNTEN
HEINEMANN: {SCORN) Scared. Nothing to bs scared about, You

-- put he kept sayin' --

s gonna go through life thinkin' everybody is belter

than you? You'lre just as good as everybody -- Tt b ot

STILLMAN: I was scared all t while -- I was a coWard -~

- HEINEMANN 3 You killed 8, didn't you?

STILIMAN: Tha, s different, That was war, I had to.

HEINEMANN But when you were killin' them, you weren't scared,

e

e —— T
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S ephingyorTe-Totvenredt With 2 gun -~ V°u'ref*”’/‘”1?i/
as good as the next guyéiygéiter. Reach into his ;
pocket. Hs c?rri S ona.

STTLLMAN ¢ Yeah. LB iacn

HEINEMANN ¢ Gimme it. (PAUSE) That makes two I got.
- STILTMAN: What do you need two for?
.- HEINEMANN:  You'll see, Wetch him. He'll come out of it soon.
Huh. A lot of good that'll dol
{CAR uP, BEHIND)
STILLMAN: We drove, we drove -- right into the wilderness, we

went . . . he stopped the car then . « « Micheels

wvas -- comsclous ., . . Heinemann took it -- my
wife's scarf (H-oPARPE=To-sop) - - her scarf - -

VLR PRIV SEL RIS 10 DY

STILIMAN: He gagged the boss -- and we started welking into

the canyon, Deeap in, And 2ll the wey, Heinemann
kept talking --
_ {CRUNCH CRUNCH)
HETINEMANN : A tough guy, huh? Hard guy around wvaitresses , . .
busboys. . . assistant cooks, huh? Tough guy!
{CRUNCH CRUNCH)
HEINEMANN : Only me, you can't get around, Like you did back
in Tndlana, Run out on me, leavin' me seven thousand
. bucks in debt, huh?
e STILLMAN® Is that what he did? Is that ==

A e R - S

i
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HEINEMANH : Shut up. (PAUSE) Leave me holdin' the bag . . .
so I have to Forge checks to get out . . . and then
spend ten years in 3an Quentin. Sweatin'! wew out,
T swore then I'd get even with you, Michaels, T
swore I'd track you down -~ 1 swore I'd make you

stand up to me face to face -- and here you are.

What do you say to that, tough guy?

(MIOHARE S TATICI~EHAION OO
i STILLMAN: He can't talk -- the scarf --
. HEINEMANN All right, We come far enough, Take it off him,
(A PAUSE) ) '
Swe MICHAELS: Well -- whet notg;éﬂuhﬂeﬂvkﬁﬁﬁﬂ’LJF;
HEINEMANN: I'm gonna give you a chance at me, You and I ave

gonns have an even chance, Ses, kid? I'm gonna
show you how to be tough, Brave, I'm gonns glve

this phony gentleman an even-steven chance at me.

Lo eyl
[RUR R & ey vi ]
.HEINEMANN: Okay. Michaels -- you and I are gonne have a dugl.
I'm takin' your gun -- you take mine,
o MICHAELS: I'd rather have mine,
L HEINEMANN: You take mine!
i MICHAELS: Have .1t yjour vay.
oo HEINEMANN:  You're right, my way. See, kid? You got to be hard.

You got to be sure, Before I give you the gun,
Michsels, I'm givin! you & break, I'm so sure I'm a
o better man than you =- I'm givin' you & chsnce to say

_;; ' your prayers. Go on, On your knees,

D P . P UL B
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MICHAELS : WNadobowr A 2oy A
HEINEMANY = On your knees, Go on,
{CRUNCH CRUNCH}

That's better, Now -- pray.

MICHAELS: What 1s this? A gag?
HEINEMANN: Pray.
(PAUSE)

;, HEINEMANN: T said pray.
(A SHOT, THEN ANOTHER. A THUD)
(SILENCE. THEN)
FACROV- CAN Sy RARENGIA)
STILLMAN: You ==~ you never gave him a chance to ~=- to fight you
even. You never --
HEINEMANN: That's another thing you got %o learn, kid. WNever
e give anybody & chence, Be hard, Be tough, ‘Bealt
Be—guvrrmTd  I'm gonna teach you lots of things.
(PAUSE) Come on, Leave him for the buzzards.

{Music: . . _HIT_AND_GO)
COUR! Anything else, kid®?
- STILIMAN: Yes.
COUR: What was that?
e STITIMAN: He -~ he took the gun back, His gun, Helnemann,
COUR: Yeah,
o STILLMAN He showed me., Even if they had foughtes-the duel --

Michaels didn't have a chance, Heinemann had fixed
- the gun so 1t wouldn't fire.
e COUR: I see. He was a covard.

cwmws  STTLLMAN: What?

—
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ey COUR:
STILLMAN:
COUR:

STILLMAN:
e CJUR:
STILLMAN:

COUR:

STILLMAN:
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25 REV,
You still think he was brave?

{LONG PAUSE) No.

You know what you have ahead of you? Trial. Your story
agalnst his,

I know.

You scarcd?

Yes, (PAUSE) No. No, Not eny nore. T know I &ldn't
do anything., I'n neot a killer.

You killed Jeps didn't you?

That was different, That was war ~ I hed to - but it's

all over now -~ I'm not scared anymore.

{(MUSICy

CHALPPELL:

(MUSIC:

fp TR poerkd jerdd brpEmshidat.
LT u*) Phe Yid wwasnti—a bt

ey e

k4&&e*wwus-rvnT&y~a-tswar&r~"5une-emh—aa$#§-go.

In just a monont, we will road you a telegran fron
Robert M. Cour of the Denver Post with the Fincl outecne
of tonight!'s BIG STURY.

FANFARE)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

o e A e 4 e e =R L L.
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THE RIG STORY 2/9/49
PELL MELL

CLOSING CO RC :

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S grester length filters the smoke on the wey
to your throat.

HARRICE: . That's important,

GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S grester lenmth filters the smoke on the

vay to your throat,

EARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of treditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos filters the smoke oﬁ the way to Your throat.

Thus PELL MELL gilves you a smopthness, mildness &nd

satisfaction no other cilgarstte offers you,

HARRICE: Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -- good to look at - zocd

to feel - good to taste ~ and good to gmoke,

CHAPPELL: So, 1f you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the

longar, finer cigerette in the distinguilshed red

package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstending)"
HARRICE: And - they sre mildl

e a ALEATE T - s wm oo -
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(ORCHESTRA: _ TAG)_
: CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Robert M, Cour of the
Denver Post.
GOUR: Taken into custody the two conspirators in tonight's

" Big Story were charged with murder in the first degree.
Heinmenn was tried first and though he attempted to
pin the murder on S5tillman, the jury refused to believe
him snd he was convicted and sentenced to die in the

) Gas Chamber, Subsequently 3ti1llman was tried on the
same charge and though Heinmann refused to testify in
his bshelf 2tillman wes scquitted and set free. Thenxs
a lot for tonightls PELL MELL AWARD,

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr, Cour,,..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES ave proud to have nemed you the winner of
the PELL MELL $500 Avard for notable service in the field
of journalism,

HARRICE: Listen again next week, éame time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present ancther
BIG STORY - a BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Cleveland, Ohio News -- by-line, Ike McaAnally -- &

BIG STORY - about a man who killed hlmself,,..because

he wanted to live.

-
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CHAFPPELL: The BIG STORY is producad by Bernard J. Prockter,

- with rusic by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program

was written by Alan Sloanef;your narrastor was Bob
@l N

Sloene, _ played ghe part of Rovert M,
% (e S f?fi "p-'-:—) ‘,‘2‘ L ey Ay
Cou % In<prder to otaft the names of people actuslly

involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names
S of all characters in the dramatization were changed wish

the excevtion of the reporter, Mr., Cour,

{MusIc: _ .. _ THEME UP FULL &@ FADE),
CHAPFPELL: This is Ernest Chavpell speaklng for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

ANNCER THIS IS W2C , ' ' "» THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

e G4/2/14/49pm
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #102
CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
CLERK BOB SLOANE
JENNY ANN BURR
LIBRARIAN AGNES YOUNG
MRS. WAGNER AGNES YOUNG
KE SYDNEY SMITH
NISTER SYDKEY SMITH
MURRAY LYLE SUDROW
TROOPER LYLE SUDROW
DAVID TED OSBORNE

CARROLL TED OSBORNE

WEDNESDAY . MARCH 9, 1949
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CHAPFPELL:

MISTER:

TROOPER:

MISTER:

TROOFPER:

MISTER:

TROOPZR:

MISTER:
TROOPER:
MISTER:

TROOPER:

MISTER:

TRCOFER:

THE BIG STORY #102
\ {IKE McANALLY, "THE CLEVELAND NEWS")
MARCH 9, 1949 WEDNESDAY
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present .,. THE BIG STORY!
_ BANFARE DISSQLVING INTO)
{(ROAR OF WATER POURING OVER DAM...
ESTABLISH THEN BG) )
Hp I 0 P ZZ.:, i

(NERVOUS EXCITEMENT) I was on the road,when 1t

happened, All of a sudden there was an explosion... and
L’
then I saw this car}here burnint.
]

Take it slow, Mister, I'm tryin! to write this down in
my report,

I ran right down here but the heat drove me back. Then
I called you state police..;quick as I could.

Bid.yau.seeoungnmndanihen?

{MORE FOR HIS OWN BENEFIT) MNear as I can make out...

someone must!ve gotten out of the car...and staggered over
here to the river, .
Ao T iﬁﬁ?:;;;& < A P
Butbt w "
(SLIGHT BEAT THEN GRIM&Y) Whatta you think?
(THE REALIZATION MAKES HIM A LITTLE SICK].The body... 1t

went over the dam.
If he was lucky... he was dead when it happened.

All that water! Thousands of tons of 1€..+.

Pouring down like a rain of steel, We!ll never find his

body now... neverl

{DAM COMES UP)

ER FOR..)

im0 g S R e
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CHAPPELL:

-Bn

THE BIG STORY! Here is America... its sound and 1ts
fury ... its Jjoy and its sorrow.,., as raithfully
reported by the men and women of the great American
newspapers. (PAUSE,..COLD & FLAT) Cleveland, Chiol
From the pages of the Cleveland NEws;..the authentic
story of m reporter who found that death... can make
piece of fiction... come to lifel Tonight... to Ike
McAnally of the Cleveland NEWS... goes the PELL MELL
AWARD for THE BIG STORY!

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

—p
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,, ~THE BIG SPORY 3/9/42
" PELL MELL

QPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)

.

PELIL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat.
HARRICE: Thatls important!
GROUP:  {ON DESCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S gresser length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t milid,.
CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greater lenghh of traditlonally fine,

mellow tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to scresn
and cool the smoke, Thus, PELL MELL gives you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfactlon ne other cigarette

offers you. PELL MELL FPAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding ”

HARRICE: And - they are mild.

GROUP: {ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length
fiiters the smoke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: That!s important!

GROUE: {ON DESCENDING SCAIE)} ‘PELL MELL'!S greater length

filters the smcke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the smeoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: If wvou really want to enjoy smoklng, ask for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package -
PELL MELL,
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MRS WAG:
IKE:

R MRS WAG:
.o IK_E:

MRS WAG:

—hy o

Now... the story as it actually happened.., Ike

McAnallyl!s story as he lived 1t, Cleveland, Ohiol

Every city seems different...except when you get down
real close to it, Then.,.you know that they're all
alike, A ecity 11ves.because of 1ts people. And in the
stories that you, Ike McAnally, write for the Cleyeland
NEWS, you tell what happens to them. Sob stuff.,.
laughs,..and heart break! The obituaries and the birch
notices...side by sidel And on this cold December day...
as you head for an interview with the wife of Dr. Davrid
Wagner,..the whole pleture of the clty suddenly narrows
down to wibkiw one small frame. For in the window of
the Wagner house... is a wreath of Christmas,.. and
below the name plate on the door... is a wreath of

blackt

M“u-— 4 - rrs ’
{THINGS SEEM USELESS) What, can I tell youg«Gk e “?'

Your husband'!s zceident, Mrs Wagher... they ldentified
his car by the license plates..; but the way it expleded
..» the police canlt figure it out,

Dr. Wagner was a chemist,

I know.

He was on his way toc Philadelphia to demonstrate a new
process for purifying water., There were chemicals in

his car., (TREMBLES SLIGHTLY) In soma way... they...

they must have caught fire,

: I Ve e st
. it o e i i T 4 =

e
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IKE: A bump 1n the road.,. 8 broken bottle in his luggsge.
finy one of a dozen things couldl've done it,
MRS WAG: (AS IF SHE WEREZ JUST THINKING ALOUD) He was good.,. he

was kind, T love him so much.,. it!s as if he!s still

wilth me,
IKE: . _ (SLIGHT BEAT)(MOVED) I'm very sorry.
- MRS WAG: (UNHEARING) He was always promising the children that

weld all go away on'h long vacation. He had so 1itile
time to spend with them,
IKE: T should mind my own buslness but why don't you go awzy

with the children. Therel!s the insurance...

MRS WAG: (WRY) No.., there isn't.

IKE: (SURPRISED} You mean the Doctor didnit carry a policy?
7 MRS WAG: He esrried cne all right. For fifty thousand dollars.

IXE: But you Just sald...

MRS WAG: It!las this wayv, Mr. MeAnally. The Insurance company

¢laimg 1t has no proof of death, Our broker Mr. Murray,

has been arguing with them but itfs no use.

- IKE: I dontt get 1t. They found the car...
MRS WAG: But they didntt find my hushand.
- e’
IKE: Then under ¢ompany rules éiey have to wait seven yesrs
[ TV RSN
before pay&d@éng.
e MRS WAG: My husband's Just missing... they say.
. IKE: That'!'s a rotten deal, A man works To make sure that his

o wife and kids will be taken care of, It!'s not right to
let it all go for nothing,
( PHONE RINGS)
MRS WAG: Excuse me.. '

RTHO1 0OB152k




MRS WAG:
CARROLL:

MRS WAG:
TKE:

CARROLL:

IKE:
CARROLL:

MURRAY :
- IKE:

- MUJRRAY:

o MURRAY:

B

0of course! (STILL BURNING} Company rules. Forget
about pecople,.. but remember the mules,

( PHONE LIFTED FROM CRADLE}
Hello.
{(FILTER) Is Ike McAnally there, please? This 1s his
offlce,
Just a moment, please... It!'s for you.
Thank youl (STILL SORE) A guy spends half his life
Just... (BARKING}) Hello:ﬁég dotd 0k, Canti
Whatt!s a matter with you{ﬂGrab an aspirin, Ike ~ I
Just plcked something off the A.P. wire. Secemd a
guy went intoc a Philadelphia bank and cashed five
grand worth of traveler's checks,
So..s
Tell that dame youlre Interviewlng that she way not
pe a wldow after all. The guy who cashed the cheoks

identified himself as...Dr, David Wagher!

Look Murray...lf anyone knows Wagner'!s buslness...

it!s you. You handled hls insurance and these travelers

checks,

Well....

Didn't Wagner sign these checks,

I1'11 admit it looks 1like his signabure McAnally.
But I...I den't see how it could be,

Why not? The ¢lerk who gave hlm the money identifled
him perfectly.

He could be wrong. Five people can look at one man and

eachtll give a different description of him.

= e = mee e o
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TKE:

MURERAY:

TKE:

MURRAY :

JKE:

MURRAY :

IKE:

MURRAY:

But they all couldn't forget a signature like this.
No? The prisons are full of men who could write your
LIV .
blindfolded.
{ PERSISTENT) You know Wegner signed these checks,
Murray, Why don't you admit 1t?
(UNHAPPY) Look, McAnally. You're not just asking
me to verify a signatq?e you want me to say that
David Wagner'!'s alive,
Doesn't this prove 1if,
(MAKING HIS POINT CALMLY) Mednally,..listen to me ,
T S a it i
for = minute, I want to see David Wagner alive, But to
go on such flimsy evidence as & check that could
have been forged. To ralse a woman's hopes that her
husband is alive., . .
Be reasonzble, Murray. I don't know what Wagner is up
to but 1t1's & cinch he's on a disappearing act of some
kind,
T don't see it.,. I dontt see it at all. What reason

could he have for making belleve he was dead?

I don't know.., but that!s what I have to find out,

Where do you begin? Where do you find the reason for

s respected, successful man suddenly vanishing without

a trace? Somewhere in this manfs life,.. there must

be an answer. Perhaps obscure and hidden,.. bubt you

xnow 1t has to be there. You ask the woman who's closesT
to him. If anyone holds the key... it must be his

wife...

et e,
P i o Ll i
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MRS WAG:

IXE:

MRS WAG:

IKE:

MRS WAG:

TIKE:

MRS WAG:

IKE:

-8-

(TENSE) No... no, thers's nothing. You're all wrong,ﬁa'f¢ﬂﬁumééa
It isn't so. /
"{PATIENTLY) Bub MIs Wagnev...

If he were alive, he'd be with me. He'd come back to his

home and hig children.

. But he is alive,,. and he hasn't come back,

Then he's sick. (CLINGING TO THIS NEW LOGIC) Of course...
it has to be that, David would never stay away, He's
sick, He has to ba,

(VERY QUIETLY) Sometimes Mrs Wagner.,. things get so resl
that'you can't believe them, They swell ub.,. gef big
right in front of your eyes... butlyou don't see them.
Because.., you don't want to.

(PATHETIC...BEGINNING TC CRY SOFTLY) NG... he wouldn't,..
he wouldn't.

(SOFTLY...KINDLY) Try to understand! I say your husband's
alive, Why ho hesn't come homa, I don't know, Bub you've
got to help me find him,

(WE HEAR HER CRYING SOFTLY FOR A MOMENT)

(MUSIC:_ _ _SNEAKS IN_SADLY & SOFTLY UNDER)

NARR:

(MUSIG:  _
MRS WAG:

IKE:

The wind from the lake whips sharply esgainst the window...
end the cold comes into the room. You want to run outside
and get away,.. but you can't, You have to sit there and
vatch,., as part of & woman's life,,, slips away,
—ouT),
{LOW,..DULLY) I've tried to think of a reascn... but there
deesn't seem to be any. Except,..

Yes?t
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MRS WAG: Except for something I might have done.
IKE: (WARM} I don't think so, Tell me, Mrs, Wagner... vas
your husvand in debt? Perhaps trouble of some kind?

PR Bl et e ety

i Hamns , |
o MRS WAG: I don't think he could find tims for trouble,
i IKE: : How do you mean?
) MR3 WAG: He sesmed to be busy every minute, There was his work...
his fAthletic Club,.. his painting. So many things..
IKE: : Yes, This pertrait on the wall,., I've been looking et
1it.
h MRS WAG: That's one of Devid's, Isn’t it good?
IKE: Very,
MRS’WAG: The Willerd Art Museum once held an exhipition of just his
worlk,
TKE The way he caught the face of this girl. It's elmost
hiffelike. {CASUALLY) Seems to me I might know her.
‘H&;ﬁ?;}nam, Mrs Wagner?
) MRS WAG: ﬁ:I don't.wmew. She posed for my husband a few times, though,
IKE: I see,

HRE= ISt D MR R E TS T 1T T L E T T T M I U~ po bt ovorcie

N MRS WAGNER: I'm.., I'm sorry to cause you so much trouble, Mr McAnally,
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T¥E:

JENIY :
IKE ¢
JENNY :
IKE:

JENNY :

K-S
JENIY ¢

IKS:

JENNY @

-10- .
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T guess it's the other way around, This has becoms just

a little more then a story to me, I'm in this all the

Ways.s 'til itts finished.

(THREE SHARP KNOCKS) (BEAT)
(DOOR OFENS)
Who are you?
Tke Mcanally! I'm with thBANEWS.
You teking a poll or something?
Sure,..can I comg in?
OkaYe.»
(DOOR CLOSES)
Well?

Mise Jenny Logen?

You vressed the right button downstairs,

I need scme help, Jenny, I'm doing & little research on

a guy named David Wegner, The art agency gave mo your

nane .,

(SLIGHT BEAT) What kind of research? I just modeled for

him & few times,., if that'il help.
You heard sbout his accldent, I guess.
Yeah. It was real rough, Poor guyl!l
Rough on his wife; oo, And the kids,

What can ya de? That's the vay things go.

Not always! This may come as a shock, Jenny,.., but David

VYagner is still elive,

(DEFENSIVELY & LOUD) You're crazy, The paper... I read he

was drowned,

But they never found the body,

g o m e meE ST T

R T S
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JENNY : They couldn't, ﬁmho water going over the dam,,. $ils-
HeeDiRg—tb—d oWy
THE: You know ell the details, 641~§k?ck« ;
¢
JTNNY & (RELAXED) Well, T worked for the guy. I couldn't help

bein! interested in what happened,

(SOPERE-ROFEING—EVRROT )

Bl ’ w&«.—‘;t:l.:a._] ,{,}.:-Lrwb\--
IE=: Better get that coffeeA Jerny. It'l) be on the floor in e
—— second.
JENNY ! (PADING OFF BUT WE HEAR HER) Funny your comin' to ms like

this. What could I know about Dr, Wagnen?
IKE: You know how It is, I just have to check up on everyons,
2. .f/you seem to be kinda hipped on myaterieiyrqubﬁf,

JENNY : (STILL OFF) Whatta ya mean?
IKE : Quite a book you've got here! (READING) "The Living
Corpse.” e e i sidint e abantes st 7
(RUNNING ON)

JENNY 1 (FADING IN FAST) Don't you open that book! (FURIOUS) Why
don't you mind your own business! T didn't ask you to
come up hers and go snoopin' around. Now get outta here

before I call the super, Ya hear me? Get out,.. get cut!

(MUSIC: _ _UP HARSHLY & BRIDGE)
IKE: (A VERY SLIGHT PROJECTION} Oh, Miss... could you help me,
rlease?

LIBRARIAN: (FADING IN QUICKLY) Pleasc wewwiwe lowsr your voice, sir.

L ' We try to keep the library as quist as possible,

- IKE: : SOrr¥ e
e LIBRARIA™M: WNow,,, what 1s it you wanted?
et TKE S A book,,,

- LIBRARIAN: UWaturelly. But which one?

! o i et i T T R L n R

- L - 4
v ) ’

RTKO1 QQB1532




. - A o Rip e WL WL S e e e ST R g T Ty TS A, SASE AT AT -

-12-

" IKE: Itt's Just a cheap little detectlive thriller,
- .-  LIBRAR: {DOWN HER NOSE)} I see. It!s name, pleasa?
IKE: MThe Living Corpse."
LIBRAR; "The Living Corpse?”
IKE: ( EMBARRASSED) Itis for a friend,
LIBRAR: ) But that!s a great classic, sir,.. written by Leo
. - Tolstoy.
TKE: It 1s?
T LIBRAR: Of course., It!s a wonderful story., Dontt you know 1t?
IKE: I'm afraid not.
o LIERAR: Well, itts all sbout a respectable, well established
man who fakes his own death so that he can escape from
a wife he no longer cares for, Then, by taklng on a
rew name, he goes away with hls sweetheart to begin s
new life, It!s a beautiful story.
) (STEPS RUNNING OFF)
{AS IXE IS RUNNING OFF) But sir... don't you want the
book?
s ( AFTER DOOR SLAMS)
" (THE NOISE IS REPULSIVE TO HER) Couldn't he have
- slammed the door... quiebly?
(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ UP_& UNDER_IN EXCITEMENT)
- (ESTABLISHE RAILROAD STATION,..THEN B.G.)
—— CLERK: Yes, Miss?
— JENNY: & one way tlcket to New York, please,..and hurryl
- IKE: Going someplace Jenny? '
- (MUSIG:_ _ _ _ UP_INTO CURTAIN)
T CHAPPELL: We will be back in Just a moment with tonight's BIG
“‘L_ STORY
T (MUSIC:_ _ _ _ FANFARE) (MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
ATKOT QOR1533
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v THE BIG STORY
PROCRAM #102

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

{ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELIL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat,
Thatt!s important.
{ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL!'3 grester length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat,
Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Your eyes can see FELL MELL'S greater length., Yes, youxn

eyes can see the dirfference -- your throat can tell you
what it means,

PELL MELL!'S greater length of traditicnally fine, mellow

tobaceos means a longer, natural filter fo sereen and
cool the smoke.

Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mlldness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

¥es, PELL MELL!S are good -- good to look at - pocd to

feel - good to ftaste - and good to snoke.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingi"

And - fhey are mlld.

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)} PELL MELL!'S greater length filters

the =smoke on the way to your throat,
That'!'s important!
{ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat,

Filters the smoke and wmakes 1t miid,

If you realiy want to enjoy smoking,ask for the longer,
Liner cigarette in the'distinguished red package~-PELL MELL.,

. m——— e
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HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and
the BIG STORY of Ike McAnally...as he ITived it,,. and
wrote it}
NARR: You... Ike MefAnally,,. of the Cleveland NEWS...now find
= yourself in the middle of the strangest story voulve ever
covered, A story that only began... when it seemed %o
have ended. You know that Dr. David Wagner had maffe it
sppear that het'd been killed, tw-arwsebomgdesstrfdians, For
o a while, your 1ldea doesn't make sense, Wagner was living
a secure, respected life... marrled,.. and with two kids.
Why should he want to disappear? But then,.. you hit

upon an answer... & famous book... with a plot that'gives

vou the reason.

(ESTABLISH RAILROAD STATION THEN B.G.)

IKE: Goling someplace, Jehny?

JENNY: {STARTLED) Huh,., (RECOGNITIONii;éAnallyI
i IKE: You were in an awful hurry, Jenny. The boys at the cabd
stand remewbered you.
JENNY : {TRYING TO SOUND RELAXEFD) You could!ve brought me a box

of candy. After all, I'!m golng on my vacatlon,

—— IKE: Let's go sit in the walting room. Itls not s8¢ noisy.

FENRE e TN T LT S P T T ST e e ety e
aTIT R Y -

I - .- el R BE- POV R IEE TR WS, FIT-Cr e 2 T T L
\‘%;“ JENNY: (TOSSING IT OFF) Okay... I can give you a minute,
-
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JENHNY:

JENNY:

-15-

This way...
{ WALKING. .DOOR OPENS, ..CLOSLS)
(B.G. NOISE ENDS)}
Uell, whatls on your mind?
That book, Jenny... "The Living Corpse” by Tolstoy.
Davlid Wagner gave 1t to you. '
(SCARED} No...
{ PRESSING) He gave it to you... &nd now you're leaving
to meet him.
Youlre ¢razy. I haven't seen him in months.

Youlre 1lying. Wagneris in love with you,..

; \ . P
 geaLuias AT v e L) S R T e Loy Whrerbei et L Tt o

JENNY

{SORE, TO KEEP FROM CRYING) Why don'ft you let me alons?
How can I? This isntt just between you and Wagner,
Hels got a wife and kids... remember?

(A LITTLE GUILTY) What can I do about it?

You can let him alone, You can tell him to come back
where he belongs.

{ QUIETLY) You donlt know what youlre askin?. There are
gome things you canl!t stop, Jump in front of a treln and
see 1f you'll even slow it down. This 1is the same way.
David... m&.., ¥you,.. and his wife... none of us can do
anything about 1t.

Then you are in love with him,

(WE'RE SORRY FOR HER) Sure,..you know it. This isn't 2
thing I want to lie about, Iti!s something too good for
that., -
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IKE:

JENNY :

IKE;

Fl T

(KIHDj Listen, Xid,., you're wrong. Taklhg a man away
from hig home... leaving a wlfe and children without a
dime..., you can't call that good. .

(DEFEMDING HIM) David left her his Insurance...fifty

thousand of 1it.

But the company won't pay off. Fherels—hecbediiado-iiey

LTy

JENNY :
TKE:
JENNY:

TKE:

JKE:

JENNY

IKE:

JENIY

Welve got a pright to our lives... to do what we want,

If you dontt hurt anyone by dolng 1t,

You cant!t stop us, Welre not breaking any law.

I admit that, Bubt I can spread your plctures ovef every
front page in the country. You!ll be known everywhere...

youlll never get a minuteis rest, You!ll.,. -

( ALMOST CRYING IN HER DESPAIR) All right,... all right...

what do you want me to do? .

Promise me that wherever you and Wagner go... youl'll let

us know where you are... the names youlre using.
(BEATEN) We will,,, we will,..

I want your promlse fhat Wagner will always provide for
is family. I cantt stop you from going to him... but I
can make you give me your word on that.

David will take care of hisz family,.. I promisel

¢
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MURRAY:

MRS WAG:
MURRAY:
MRS WAG!:

MURRAY:

MRS WAG:
MURRAY:
MRS WAG:
MURRAY :
MRS WAG:
MURRAY:
MRS WAG:
MURRAY @

MRS WAG:

MURRAY:
MRS WAG:

MURRAY :

~16-

Sorry to bust in on you 1ike this, Mrs. Wagner... rub
1tts important.

veu sounded so exclted on the phone, Hr. Murray.

tell, I shouldive. Here.. look at this...

What 1s 1t?

A money order paying the premium dus on your hushandts
insurance.

{ SURPRISED) I... I don't understand.

Who'!s thils Charles Arnold who signed the money order?

T haven't the falntest idea.

Heomse ., Something funny about this.

Wait a second...

Vhat!s a matter?

The typing on the money order...

Do you recognlize 1t?

(EXCITED) The letbter "y"...”sgp it,,. the place where the
1ine breaks off..., and the '"m" #ewa, .. how the side of
it thins oub.

I see it.

This was typed on my hushand's machine, 3 know 1t. The
portable he took away with him,

(EXCITED) This clue makes the signature on the traveler's
checks mean something now. ILim convineed that McAnally ic
right, Your husband is alive -- and with this -- welre
going to find him.
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1+ . MURRAY: (EXPANSIVE)} My apologies, Ike, Here's some evidence 1o
prove you were right,.
ha A A uanrg, .
IKE: ~Hmnme You'reJ@ure this type checks with your hushand!s
machine, Mrs VHagner?
i MURRAY: 0f course it does! '
i MRS WAG: (QUIETLY) I'w certain, Mr. Mcinally.
MURRAY : (IMPATYENTLY) Well, whatta va make of it?
e IKE: T think David Wagner is still alive,
- MURRAY : Naturally he is.., but where?
IKE: T hate to disappeint you, Murray... but I don't know.
MURRAY : But the money order was sent from New York. Track him
from m
IXE: There wouldn't be any use in that.
MURRAY ¢ { DUMPFOUNDED) What®s the matter with you? Don't you want
to find him?
IKE: I don't think so,
HURRAY : (EXPLODING) McAnally... youtre out of your mind,
MRS WAG: It'eg all right, Mr Murray. I'm sure Mr McAnally kuows
what hels dolng.,
L B R VAR S e B
L i aasip e ity Py Mg PERA .

fiaiara g o S e T e

L Lo

-3,

e s i 4 e g TS LT

(1718 TOUGH TC BEGIN} Mrs Wagner... I think youtlve known

all along that I was right...that your husband was elive.
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MRS WAG:

MRS WAG:

T¥E:

MURRAY ¢+

IKE:

MRS WAG:

IKE:

MR3 WAG:
— MURRAY :

IKE:

MORRAY :
IKE:

MRS WAG:
. IKE:
mre— MURRAY :

b T A e ih 8 AR e Y T 7
e s L S, 7y A

Yes... Itve known,
Itve found out why he went away... and I want you to
know that teo.

Have you been holding out on us?

Youlre just a bystander, rray. Now.., keep quietl
¢ oA
(BURNING) All right,.. .

(QUIETLY) I wouldntt tell you, Mrs Wagner if I didn't
think yould understand.,. and accept if,

I'1) try to, UWhere is Davld, Mr McAnally?

The place,,. I don!t know... and it!s unimportant now,
The real thing,.. is why he went away. And I think he
was crazy for doing 1%,

You havenlt told me why.

{DRAWING A DEEP BREATH) Your husband went sway, Mrs
Wagner.,. because he fell in love w;th another woman,
{ ANGRY) Did you have to tell her that?

She wants teo live with the truth.

It would be easler not to.

(GENTLY) You wanted me to tell you,,. didn't you?
Yes.,.,. I guess I did.

Who'!s the girl... wWwho 1s she?

Jenny Legan,,, the one who modeled for that painting
there o A w—uﬂ_ )

Where 1s she?

With him!

Who told you all thils, Mr McAnally?

The pirl,.,, or rather, she conflrmed what I'd guessed,.

(UNBELIEVING)} And you let her go to him?
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IKE: No one couldtve stopped her,

MRS WaG: If she loved David... she weuld have gotten to him sonre
way. )
MURRAY : But she was the only trace to your husband. HMeAnelly,

you deliberateiy let her go. You threw away our only

chance of finding him,

IKE: Murray, listen..
MIJRRAY : (JUMP CUE) No... you listen ¢eo—me] Youlve been goint
around eryin! how sorry you were for Mrs Wagner... And
.
how rotten s company was not to pay off the lnsurance.
IVE: I am trying to help her,
MURRAY : Sure,.. that!s why vou turn this girl loose to break up

a family, (DISGUST) HeAnally, you're a fake, (RAISING
HIS VOICE) You just want a story,.. youw don't give a
second!s thought to this famlly.
MRS WAG: (ALMOST A TORTURED SCREAM) Stop 1t... stop it} (IOW)
Vhat's the sense with any of this? Zven if David d4id

come back... hetd always be lost Lo me now,

(MUSIC:_ _ _ IN_SADLY,.BUILD A LITTLE_FOR_TRANSITION & THEN_UNDER)
Ardd
NARR: It's‘ztﬂ-miles back to the office... and ydu walk every

step of it. You thinlk of Jenny Logen and the promlse
sheid made, There should have been some word py NOW, + «
she!d had plenty of time. But like David Wagner... she
too had disappeared and as the weeks and months go by
it1s hard to forget.., that it was you... whold let her
B0 .

— o T
SR - aen 5
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( PHONE RINGING, .RECEIVER LIFTED)

o IKE: MeAnallyi
MURRAY : (FILTER) This is Murray. Xfve got some news for you,
IKE: Whatt!s up?
MURRAY: I thought you'!d 1like to know that David Wagner!s insurance

policy expires tonlght at twelve oteclock, The gquarterly

premium hasntt been pald, Nothing!'s come in since the

- lagst money I showed you.

R IKE: (SORE} Now you tell me? VWhy didn't you let me know
sooner, I couldtve ralsed the money,

MURRAY 2 Mrs Wagner told me not to. It1s her problem, she aaié.
Just between us, Mecanally... I just dontt think she cares
anymore,

IXE: Who can blame her? But that policy is her one protection.
You cantt cancel it,

“ee MURRAY ; But the company can. Sorry! Maybe now, you know what z

mess youtrve made of things.

{WINE POURING IN GLASS)

JENNY : Why the champagne, David?
DAVID: We'lre celebrating, Jenny. Our last day in Vienna.
JENNY: (UNHAPPY] And now? Now where do we run to?
':i DAVID: Another city. Budapest, perhaps,
_ JENNY: What names shall we use there?
.;; DAVID: Cheer up, Jenny. If you like, we';lhkeep the ones we
. have now, Here, a toast.,. to Anna and Joseph,
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DAVID:
JENNY:
DAVID:

JENNY :

DAVID:
T JENNY:
DAVID:
JENNY:

i DAVID:

JENNY:

DAVID:
JENNY

- DAVID:

- JENNY:
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(A SLIGHT BEAT) I don't mean to complain, David. Ib!s
been wonderful..., all of 1t, Itve seen 2811 the places
I used teo resd about.,, and the clothes... they're just
as beautiful as you sald they vere,

I saw you packing them this morning, Why?

I'm sending them to my kid slster. She!ll be ecrazy
about them,

Dear 1ittle Jenny,., still thinking about home.

And you? Have you forgotten?

{Low) No... I remember,

It's like that book you gave me, Pavid. The people in
it tried to forget... They btried to build a wall between
themselves and the past,.. but they couldnt't,
Everything ends,.. Jenny.

(SIMPLY) I know, David,,, And this too...

But our lives back home have also ended.

I keep thinking about what that reporter said fto me,
Welve got a rignht to our own lives... to do what we want,.
b orin g O

-ou-upbﬂfa'we don't hurt anybody by doing 1t,

You'trll keep your promise To him, Iim takiné care of
everything.

I was never worried,

And us, Jenny,.,.., what shall I do sbhout us?

You decide, David. I'm not afraid.

Then,... we!ll always be Logether,

Always..,

e cm man mwa it e rEel T L TAR e e
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7 DAVID: Semewpe=the window, Jenny...
) (A FREN-EEERS )
It1's a beautiful wordd... 1isntt it?
2
JENNY : Andhror you,.. L'd never have seen 1t.
DAVID: : (VERY SOFTLY) I've loved you very much.
_ JENNY ¢ (SOFTLY) DPavid...
; DAVID: ' Together,,. always...
(A SHOT,,A SMALL BEAT,,.& ANOTHER SHOT)
(MUSIC:_ _ _ UF_IN AN_ANGUISHED MOTIF,.& THEN_MELLOWS_UNDER)
NARR: The news comes back,.. and youtve got the story of =

girl who believed in paying off on a bargain. But the
words you wrlte..., come slow and hard, For this is &
story that touches the lives of evervone around it,
On a warm Spring day in Vienna... it ended for Jenny
Iogan, ., end David Wagner. But for ¥ou and the others...
it willl always live.., 1n memory!

CHAPPELL+ In Just a moment we w1l} read you a telegram from Ike
MeAnally of the Cleveland NEWS,,, with the final outcome
of tonlghtts BIG STORY!

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 3/9/49
PROGRAM_#102

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

GROUE: (0N ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELLTS greater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat,
HARRICE: Thatts important!
GROUP: " {ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL!S greater length filters-the smoke on the way

to your throat,
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mlld,

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL!S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos fllters the smoke on the way to your throat.

Thus PELL MELL gives you & gmoothness, mildress and

satilsfaction no other ciparette offers you,.

HARRICE: Yes, PELL MELL1S are good -- good to look at - good to

feel - good to taste - and good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: 8o, if you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the

longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red package

- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl®
HARRICE: and - thev are mlld! *
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__.CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Ike McAnally of the
Cleveland News.,
McANALLY: Subsequent investigation In tonightls Big Story revealed

fact that David Wagner left evidence in his room in
Vienna as to his and Jenny's real 1dentityf The double
sulelde took place an hour before midnight on the day
- the insurance policy was to explre so that Mrs Wagner
could conec{—,’:%'ﬁ,’ooo S berer, My sincere
appreclation for tonlghtts Pell Mell Award.
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr McAnally... the mekers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES sre prougd to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL %500 Award for notable mervice in the field of
Journallsm, i
- HARRICE: Liaten agaln next week, game time, same station, when
' PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES willl present another BIG
{t' - 8TORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of The Seattle
N Times -- by-line, Don Magnuson - a BIG STORY - about a
reporter who made a winner..out of a three time loser,

{MUSIC: THEME WIPE & FADE TO BG ON CUEl

" A
N aahs

ATKG1T Q0615406

b em et A—




- 26—
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. »! CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J Prockter, with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight!s program was
written by Alvip Boretz, your narrator was Bob Sloane,

& o tn A
and Frkms played the part of Ike McAnally. . In
order to protect the names of people actually involved in
tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all characters
in the dramatization were changed with the exception of
the reporter, Mr MeAnally.

CHAPPELL: Saturday, Mareh 12th marks the 37th birthday of the Girl
Scouts in the United Statesnuunghs is Girl Scout Wesk.
This year, the Girl Scouts urgently need more leaders tao
carry on the great work of their organization. Wontt
vou - women of America - give thought to joining in this .9

rewarding task - the leadership of our young é::i:?" SRRt

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

ANNCR: This is NBC ,.. THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING CCMPANY.

Lot e
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10:00 - 10730 PM

WNBC & NET

THE BIG STORY 102
) DCN MAGNUSON - SEATTLE, WASHINGTOW, TIME3
MARCH 16, 13“9 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL:

PETEY I:
SLOANE:

SORENSON:

BLCANE:

CHAPPELL:

—— {MUSIC:

=

PELL MELIl, FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!

It was a particularly brutal kiiling.....

{THREE INCREASINGLY LOUD SLAPS TO THE HEAD)
(WITH SOUND) Ya stupid old man, stupid, stupid, stupld!
Particularly brutal because cne blow on the head weould
have been enough, HNils Sorenson, at the time he was
attacked was 78, Just before he died, he said.....
~--~-Why? Why 4id he do 1t?

It was a brutal killing and pointless -- because all the

killer could possibly have gotten, (Sorenson had nothing)

was an old overcoat and & peir of wornout slippers -- both

worth, maybe, three dollars,

THE BIG STORY: Here is Americe, lts sound and its

fury, its joy and its sorrow as feithfully reported by the

men and women of the great American newspapers. (FIAT)
Seattle, Washington -- a story of b»eset murder in the
great Northwest, sodewyea murder and a sesrch that

failed -- in order to triumph, wd for hls patientgand

e A e e T T T e 5

brilliant work in thls case, to reporter Don Magnuson of the

Seattle Times, goes the PELL MELL AWARD for the BIG STORY.

{(COMMERCIAL)

e ate b e e v lr
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THE BIG 3TORY 3/16/49 -2 -
PELL MELL

OFPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELI MELL'!'S greater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throet.
HARRICE: That'!s important!
GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE)
FELL MELL'S greeter length filters the smoke on the wey

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

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionsally fins,

mellow tobaccos means & longer, natural filter to screen
and cool the smoks, Thus, PELL MELL glves you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you. FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they are mild.
GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greaster length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: That's important!
GROUP : {ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smcke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL:; If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distingulshed red pockage - PHELL
MELL.

b e e A i o P b T i
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R CHAFPELL: Now the story &s it actually happened: reporter Don

Magnuson's story es he j1ived it., Seattle, Washington... .

(MUSIC: _ _ PUNCTUATES _AND_GOES UNDER:}
SLOANE: It had been & good year for you, Don Magnuson, reporter
- for the Seattle Times, & good year and & nhard one - &nd you

e end bemesede (and the kids) looked forward to that two
weeks vacation in Canada coming up in ten days. You reeded
it, you's earned it and you'd made all your plans...and

Z?fbvr#&m
sop-whan City Eilto Henessey called you in his

offlce and asked....

HENESSEY!: How good's your wmemory, Don?

DONt (CAGEY)

HEN: (NON COMMITPAL) ©Oh - Just - this came 1n today. & letter.

DON: (READING FAST) "Gentlemen: T think perhaps Iif you look
into the case of EZrnest Shane, now sorving life sentence
for murder in Wella Wella prison - you may find a grave
fnjustice has been committed. (Signed) A, Hauser. "Wno's

A, Hauser?

HEN: 1 don't know, maybe & crank, mayve not. You remember Shanet
— DON: Sure, I covered that case, Murdered whdmbenenson, 70 year
= cld Sorenson-for & coat and &8 pair of rundown slippers.
T

T ‘g%xapsd him on the head 3 times. 3ure, Well?

s HEN: %o elvays claimed he wes innocent.

L DON: et AT T Gl iy ?

NN L o] '
o b HEW: You always thoupght brewwas, tco, Don.
S :

R TR R e aiatitns B I
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DON:
HEN:
DON:

HEN:

SLOAKE:

{MUSIC:

SHANE:

DON

SHANE

e Yoo pi~Lsnd Lo verropnsod
COMIEEING)—. My xanooy 1e mvpollant . lion Y Oyt |
P4

(ADMITTING IT} Look, that was YO years ago.

FOHFLB e TharbvasHimyouregyo~Pon. (PAUSE} Want to go
to Wella Walle and talk to Shane? Went to look into this
4., Hausser? Wsnt to prove you were right?

( PAUSE}

Can I get it doms before my vacation begins?

Thatls up to you, Don; entirely up to you.

’,5/‘“‘“_._“'_ ALFF‘-MMMI'MW i JJ»M ‘p‘n‘.uf i .:(-J-\f-.l.m,.{_ )rr.,..l....,
Anoold wound ',A”ﬁhpn 2% Q.""‘ 2T Yo
RO C SRy g o0 M ofbls trifl awlh

- bjoad-tned Wt rrowyrould .
rFeaRE-—0.g0 hnr\nu.f‘l:fJ o3 - ] Wl ]

g Al e MWM nav,

at Walla Walla prison you s&avw him.....

‘e .-I-Le-l-d—-ehane-sd-. Held been & big man at the time of the
~¥
trial, welloboiidreefdigy NOW e WaS littla
med——mﬁmmﬁ%. He was an old weary man
af 60 a8 you talked to him....

You mean it, Mr. uh - you mean it ---

e'd shrunk,

e ol LA N A S AT M S

{1ACONIC) Magnuson ---
Yeah, Magnuson, you mean it, you gonna help me, you'gon.na

got me out? RWWM

Hopanson I Uit epremetierelgmmntyn—r e rtbmerr=bibd. -
Grypeeriisfetiiead . Them witnessea never saw me. They
lied, they made mlstekes. I never done it. (e

¥You gonne get me out?
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ale}i Just take 1t easy., I don't know 1f I can get you out.
I.dopli-kaew-anybhing, I want the facts first, Stpsi-oire
Seads, Who 1l A, Hauser?
SHANE : Who? What's that name, who?
DON : | (SLOWLY, FATIENTLY) Hauser, A. Hauser. He wrote a

letter about you.

SHANE : I never heard of him. But lemme tell you, it was a frame
the whole thing was & frame, arr-tite—yitresyesthey-never
ey I rasr.ls LTY. - e =
o CON: (cums) All right, Mr. Shane - just tell me this - the

prosecution made & oig thing out of the fact you'd been
in jeil twice befors ===

SHANW False srrest, both times false arrests, I was framed then
too, TOTTTCINTrobberye~TETEY Tt et gy omd-l .
Tremebodyuilss 5.0 R b T DML bl WEE B = O

DON: And the Sorenson killing wes the same thing ---
SHANE: That's right the same thing, false arrests, mistake, I
wasn't even there, never saw this Sorenson. Another guy.
(fwewet®d And you'll get me out - after all these years
you'll get me out? Gee, Mr. I dcn't know what to say -
I don't know how to tell you --
- DON Is there & transcript of the trial?
e SHANE: —SvarmepnbaiiaTabneeripy, yeah, I got & transcript, I saved
everything I had, paid $31 for wirée -it's the only one.

sieemm, Take it, Take it and get me free.

R —— RS PERE R R
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SLOANE: You vresd the transcript in your office and &s you read
the ldes of vacation is pushed out of your mind;‘bee&usc
RPN PUIPURCPRTLIE FEEET Y- W V-1 B TR .S S B S S
SRl b O O RO B BOMO S DD Doy oW~y 0u

o : ‘ .You begin to est, drink,

sleep and breath;AErne;%'Shane...

Dot oot & second?

EEd: Sure, Don, Shanse?

DON: (NODS) Get this: & witmesses swear It vas Shane. Not one
of those witnesses ever saw Shane nearer than 60 feet,

HEN: But they convicted him, hum?

DON ¢ And of those 6 withesses, 4 were kids under 10 years olé,

QL‘\KN Yoo uu-t; _"'-""lvvf_:"-“‘ ‘JIW‘}“F
DoM< MOTTy - |

MOBEF i BAB -G BN~ IFE ™18, T --

B ey TRy

oo i P AT LA T o

Al
d
¥

HULL L a

AL
Pua=yn gy

WD
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Then he must have beed robbed before he was killled -

of the coet and the slippers, right? - and it mig'k},t.-‘-h?ﬁ;
been seversl deys before.  But Shane vasn't Scvattle
until that very day, That I can prove
MOTLLY : " Timtts terrific, Don.

DON: Now iRI can get a couple those witnesses to change

(KNOCK ON DOOR, IT OPENS)

WOMAN ¢ DEFENSIVE) Yes? .

( ) B e orte o e Trlwy, i TR SO G
DON: Mrs, Donzldson, rendicdigrbaetoryiarakeut,. Eroest Shane.
WOMAN: I'm busy, I'm sorry. Good day -----
DOoN: Please, I just want tvwo minutes of your time. This iz a

mants life that I'm ---=
WOMAN: (HIGH DUDGEON} A man's life indeed., Young man perhaps

. you are unaware of it, but in addition to belng -

e T s bt tbowiiaeiad M, Sorenscn's next door

: Dde Aviarmtinnt A bl

neighbor) - MweSeuanson heppened to be my fother-in-law!
YT (Musig:_ _ _ _STING AND_UNDER:) N
_: SLOANE: But half hour of explanation and even the daughter-in-lavw
i *- of the wurdered man beglins talking.....

© e s - .
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WOMAN:

LON:z

WOMAN:

LON:
(MUSIC:
MAN:
DON:
MAW:

DON:

SLOANE:

DON:

MAN:

DON:
MAN:

DON1

MAN:

e et T b A L S R ST PRI TE

B L
(NOW CONFUSED) You say he ey straight black hair ---
That!s right. It's stpeaked with grey now, but it was
stroight block heir then.
T1d swear that murdever - the man vho rap out - the man
I saw - he had -wavy brown hair.....

Would you put that down in writing, wmam?

(KNOCK ON DOOR. IT OPENS}
Yesh?
Itm Don Magnuson of the Seattle Times.
what do I went with the Seattle Times. This is
Portland, son.
Oh, I'm not selling the Times, 8iy ---
Well, what are you selling? Tell me what you're
selling end I'1l tell you if I'w buying --=
I'm not selling anything, sir. ‘May I come in ---

) Wl : i,
{IN CLOSE} And,2n hour and & helf with = man from
POrtland,whe-ahau;d_hauo—baa;auuuhuLJuha.xitnasa_and
Ot R bk 2 S SO o o1 o
Then you sold the cecat and alippers to Shane?

L T IVLR PR T POV G- TR s EXIICF LT
— - rJ -

ephégh—e&asa—gauashnpaﬂnﬁ 1 never forget & face or = scle.
You sold it to him three days before the killing?

Frappbieiipmpe=ivipesubrreninsorc. Never make a wmlstake or

a sale,

Wrey———h?
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DON:
MAN:

DION:

MAN:

DON:

MAN:

{MUSIC:

SLOANE:

DON:

HAMMER:

DOM:

e ety ST T ey T T LR I

F—mparer—prols o

Now - you don't have to answer this - but who scld

you thet coat and those slippers?

et TEnemen A follov, dark brown wavy heir-

M@WW wait & minute-

I got his first name - yop—trowex=E%0 I wrote 1t down
] e - p eteoy, that's

ﬂ&&—érgggfﬂTetey".

Would you put =11 thaet down, please, all that - in

writing?

{PAUSE} All of 1t? (PAUSE) Okey.

Now you go where you've been headed for two months ~--
(1t's two months already, you've been i1iving with
Shenc) - you go to the forwer Prosecuting Attorney,
George Hammer, now & Judge and you present it all to

himeawssra

There it 1s judge: statements by the'witﬁesses_ahil

LTyt oY il i 2-a e contrgdictory
avidence from the trial procedingsit!vt¢7-1h9~
et e e el Shene’s statements end oy
own. What do you think?

( CAREFUL MAN) You've done & remarkable job, Magnuson,
yemarkable. vou think 1t adds up to & miscarrisge of
Justice?

I do, judge. I don't say there was anything wroog with

the way the case Was conducted (no reflection on you, sir,
at all), or on the policoe - put I do Bay that svidence
that favored Shane was.consistently excluded ~ and 100
much was made of his previous eriminel record ==

- -

B e
e i * T
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HAMMER: Whet 2bout that record?
LON: I checked it ae carefully a8 I'vo ever checked
anything. Belleve 1t or not, in those two previous
arrests and convictions, he was o victim of mistaken

10entity .., A& bt Landewd A P

HAMMER : Really?
o DON: I know it sounds impossible for o wan to be & three-time
of fender and to be innocent all 3 times -- bub Shane €

is the worst hard-luck story I've ever heard in uy life.
{ PAUSE)
HAMMER : ind you wapt me to join with you in requesting pardon

from the Governor?

DON: Yes, sir, I do. I think the record warrants 1t,
T
HANNER ¢ Magnuson, I don't think you'é—égt one chance in a

hundreé¢ for the Governor to reverse & conviction on &
Ma-\-&r-
three-time loser, & cas%ﬁls years old -- but I'11 go
slong with you., And good luck.

SLOANE: You file your petiticn for pardon, A1l the evidence,
the affidavits end statements. {Even the original
letter that started you off, from A, Hauser)., -¥eou
roTreverpbnias-bo-bio-Gotenner, And you vait, Within

a week comes the answer, °Petition denied,

", | weCETIONT {MORE)
i . “LL’“*ﬂ";t;"L- *Lw C;Q s a23=EZf“'*¢ﬂ2:nf,

e g s T T P T s 2 TR e -
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SLOANE:
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INCIT PP o
You and Molly ¥ ’

{CONTD)
porotsingrthe—phront—FaRg—-
(PHONE. IT'S ANSWERED AS INDICATED)
DON: Get it Molly, will you. I've just about got this
valise el £ |
MOLLY: Yes, dggr.
{ NOW PHONE IS ANSWERED)
MOILY: Hello..Who? Oh, just a second -- it’s for you, dear,
DON: {LITTLE OFF) Who iz it?
MOLLY: He didn't say. But he says its about the Shaue case.
DON: Shane cass? Oh, no - no -~ tell hlwm, I'm out, tell him
goodbye, call beck in three weoks,
MOLLY: Okay. He's not in right now, so if youfll leave your
pame, he'll call you backt,.,.I'11 tazke 1t down.
DOW:, You'ld think they'd leave wme alone.
MOLLY; Yes, I got it -- and the nuamber. Goodbye.
( PHONE CRADLED)
(ehFeH—FOR~BHA=VNETE)
DON: There that's the last valise, Tomorrow we get an eaply
start and then -- Capadian Rockles here we come...
MOLLY: Don.
B e
MOLLY: That wes Mr. Hauser.
DON; HAUSER! What are you telking about?
MOILY: That was Mpr. Hauser on the . phone.
DON: Why dido't you tell umel
MOLLY: Well, you said you ---
DON: Did you get hils number?

RTHOY 0O0&1
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MOLLY: (VERY COOLY) Yes, I got his number.

DON: Give it to me,_éive it to we ---

MOLLY: Pem, 1 guess I better unpack E?’k**“;'

(MUSIQ:_ _ _ _IN WITK NARR:)

SLOANE: Even before you disl the number, even-beforeo—ihe—

veioo-afir-Henror——proarT—topear, yOU ‘know youlre back
at it. Just beceuse the Governor turned 1t down that
doesn't end 1t. No, Don Magunuson of the Beattle

Times, you've been on the gstory two and & helf wmonths
g;t you're golng to stey on this one, you know it,
until it's over, crrebEEIITCiodehed, until Ernest

e Shane is & free wan.

(MUSIG:_ _ _ .. UP TO_TAG)
ANNCR: We will be back in juet a -wémuie with tonightts BIG
STORY.
) (MUSIG:_ _ _ _FANFARE)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}
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THE BIG STORY 3/16/u49 -13-

PELL KBLL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

- HARRICE:

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S ereater lensth filters the smoke on the way

to your throat,
Thatla important!
{ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PEIL MEIL'8 greator lenxth filters the swoke on the way

to your throat.
Fllters the smoke and wakes 1t mlld.

Your eyes can see PELL MELLI!S greater lenegth. Yes,

your eyes can seé the difference =- your throat can
tell you what 1t means.

P¥1l, MELL'S ereater leneth of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to screen

and cocol the swmoke,

Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, wildness and

gatisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -~ good to look at - goed to

feel - mood Lo taste - and good to smoke.

PEIL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Qutstanding!”

- And - they are wilgd.

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length

filters the swmoke cn the way to your throat.

That's lwportant!

e T o BB TR P o T T B TR

7
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THE BIG STORY 3/16/49 -14-
PELL MELL

MIDDLE GOMMERCIAL: (CONT!D)

GROUP: (0N DESCENDING SCALE)

e . PEIL METL'S zreater length filters the smoks on the way
to your throat. '
HARRICE: Tilters the smoke and wakes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,

- ' finer cigarette in the distinguished red package --

PELL. MELL.

f o aw ———

ATHO1 0061562




(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

SLOANE:

. DON

HAUSER:

DON:
HAUSER:

DON;

HAUSER:

Thig is Cy Harrice returning you to your narra tor and

THE BIG STORY of Don Magnuson as he lived it and wrote 1t--
You're hot on the story, hotter than ever - even after

two and a hall wonths and a turndown by the Governor

of your request for a pardon for Ernest 3hane. You,

Don Magnuscon of the Seattle Times, sit noW in a hotel

lobby with a wan who's been only a name to you, A. Hauser

a haunting nawe that way have the key to Bhane's innocence..
But where havs you been Mr. Hauser, since that letter?
(CURIOUS PRECISION AND CONFIDENCE ABOUT HIM) I'w sorry

Mr. Magnuson, I've beon East, on business. I contacted

vou the moment I arrived in Ssattle «- Tat—orter—pur

I do not know Shane and I am uninterested in 3hanse.
T will merely tell vyou a story,

Okay if I take notes?

Cevrtainly.

15 years ago., (I am today & wining enginser),

Then I-ran a haberdashery store, corner of East first

and Junsau Avenue. Once & week B man used to come in

~= 8 work—man.. Very neatly dressed, always lumaculate -
even 1in work clothes.

A strange man. Bought & tle now

and then, but very little else. Used to stand before
oUr DLrrors (You—lneu WRoRe-—iot= BNttt u e Otfitinall.,
pedwwd and look at himself ~--

Just look at himself ~-~=-

ATKOT 00B1563




<

HAYSER:

PETEY :
HAUSER:
PETEY ;
HAUSER:
PETEY !
HAUSER:
PETEY;
HAUSER:

PETEY :

HAUSER:
PETEY :

HAUSER:

That's right,

him come and g

sooastonair—eroaett-sonetirhre.

gusstion, it w

v rrg T SR a1 i g et g S MR RS

He never interfered with ényone, s0 we let
o. Rather vain I1'd say he was, hro—T-p0té
Now on the morning in

a8 ten days to the day before the murdsr of

Sorenson.

I recall 1t vividly.

He came in and 1in that

£t :
pecullar asaaﬁ%rgs had, asked. ...

(SWEDISH ACCENT) Mister Hauser ---
fan_I help you, sir? . >

IPAAANT
can I look in your alass?

I not: golne to tuy.
Yes, surely, go right anead.
Tank you. (STEP3) Mr, Hauser ----=
Yes?
Want to see something?
(DISINTERESTED) Yes, of course,
Look,

(SWINGS THE SAP IN HIS HAND. QUITE A THUD)
Whatever 1s that?
(LAUGHING) "Whatever is that"

That's & s&ap. Sowmetimes

you go - ckrack -- a man don't wake u
2
LY Lind PPSDY. T v -~ _AA,,;CJ«:-M R

I aee

PETEY : ;L‘ Made him myself., All by myself. You never seen no sap

HAUSER:

DO
HAUSER:

RS M Y

1ike that nowhere in the worid. Listen,
(WHAP AGAIN)

(PAUSE)

Jhad never seen anything like it; it was a murderous
weapon. Ona blow would have felled an oX.

Then what, Mr, Hauser®
Next thing I saw a photo of that sawme mtha papers,
the day Sorenson was killed. The wmurdersr had left vae oL

sep behind, the papera sald.
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DoM:

HAUSER:

DON:
HAUSER:

oM
HAUSER:

DOW:
HAUSER:
Do
HAUSER:
DON:

HAUSER:
DON:

-17 -
And you're sure 1t was the S%Tﬁm?gii:,‘4Aﬁ "“‘zﬁhJ<
There is no possible error. There—ﬂaa-enlﬁ—ene 1tke At
tn-the_wonld, Ané—t—hed—seon-it—6loBe—LaNZE.
What did you do?
Naturally I told the police. I told them everything.
They thanked we end told me they had already caught thp
mirderer.
That!s all you did?
Perhape—édmhnox.a_aadalneéakaaﬁvm_aub I did what I
thought was my duty ab the time, A week aftar 1 sav the

e MA,--L.-;.

pollce, I left Seattle for South AmericaA I stayed 1%
LJ#.LA-.J
years. AI came back sewemmeskrivegezs , st found to my
surprise that a Mr, Shane had been convicted of the crime.
Al )
T zav & pleture of this ShaneA in your paper, and wrote -
bécause Shane was mwost certainly not the man who had come
into my store, not Petey.
retey!
That was his nawe. I never knew his last name.
ﬂ\-l‘-\w-‘\m\, PYPOR S
Petey, Petey =-=- the pambreNer gave m0e that name ---
Pardon «=---
Nothing - just I heard the name nefere -- Would jyou
recognize his plcture?

I certainly would.

Let's o to police headquarters,

It’s on agaln for you Don Maznuson, the whole thing 1s
on agaln. You and A, Hauser go to police headquarters and
sit down to go through the Rogue's Gallery - waybe Petey's

pleture is there -- maybe among the 18,000 photos on file,
youlll find =---
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T
HAITISER That 1s Petey.
SLOANE: spd—-you~de. Unbulievably, after only % hours you find
the wan,
DON Pater Swenson, sites—-Pebey-Ponalsan, alias P. Borrel --

SLOANE:

MAN TWO:
DON:
MAN TWO:

vagrancy, burglary, assault, auto theft. That's our

mann,

You never savw him again, Mr. Hauser?

Wait a2 winute - the day before I left Seattle that must
have been a day or two after the marder - I saw Patey
driving a motorcycle and on the bars of 1t he'!d rigeed

up a basket -- he vwas selling fruit.

_—— R T — e —

sglling fruit 15 years ago on & motorcycle, a clue «--
5t11l1 ---ﬁiﬁiﬁ of Seattle lies the fruit country. Magbe
a peddlar, maybe & grover would know something, maybe --
workiuvapgneminiuie bty . S0 yoOU take off, armed with a
nawe, & plicture and, as usual, determination......

You sell frult?

That's right,

8ell it to itinerants -~ I wean small peddlars?

Sure, sell to anyone. Anyone at all, Werrrieepor-pwr?

s e e S T

;
R
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ShereptmpTry—duet - did_you ever sell to this man?
T t4

Mmm -- let's see that, MMm -~ looks familiar —f\Peteyl

You know hinm.

Sure T know him, Owes me $21 and some cents.

Where can I find him?

Mister, that's just what I‘*d like to know, Two years &ago

he came in here, talked me into giving him fruit on

consignment - then vanisghed. Like to gar my hands on

him. 21 dollars he oves me --

MPER) (b, peldin [ e

TEpe——TtRewETEeY:  only two years a‘-“’n (PAI&) So ',’/

you go on. This tiwe to a motorcycle shop...

Ever see this feller oome 1in, with & motoreyole?

lesses., Sure -- Pebey Sorrsl, lots of times.

In recently?

You kidding? He's in jail.

Jail., Where?

Up Yakima Valley way =-=- ot sent up for driving without

a licensg----

Not a sign of him for six months --

You aure, officer.

Sure, I'm sure, We locked him up, he served his time -

then = “prifdrueseparryned ., ..

Any idea where to find him? ,

Fop—booeesd No -- unless, hey you ought to talk to Bam
o

Orry, has a little frui% store down the rum bout a wile,.

He was friends with Petey., Sam Orry. (THEN} You may have

trouble talkine to him -- but it's worth a try.
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(MUSIC: IN THEN_UNDER)

STOANE: AP VPPN W P TV I LW 1 v
- B Y
wieybpe—eagay. YOU O into #¥= rrﬁit store and ask a

’

questlon, He doesn't ansvwer, just grins at you. So

you ask again louder this tigg =-

DOW: Where's Petey Sorel or Swenson, Petey Swanson?
(PAUSE)
DON: Bon't you understand we? FPetey Svenson, (ORRY: SAME)
ot
-~ What's the matter -- can't you hear? Oh, you éZB=t

hear and you can't =-- should I write? That's 1t, you
want we to write - and you'll write back?
{ PAPER)
DON: Walt, I ot a pencil, Now look -- (AS HE WRITES) Where
{3 this wan, where can I find him?
(PAUSE)
(ORRY WRITES BACK QUICKLY)
DON: What's that? Let me see, (READING) "Is there a revard?"”
No. Sorry, no revard. I jusy want information. WEES,
[
Febdedrprbise -- oh, you want to wri eh okay --
(ORRY QUICKLY WRITING)
DON: (READING) "No reward -- then all I got to say is =-=- nice
picture, who is 1t?" (LAUGHS) Wait a minute. Look ---
(DON WRITES)
DON; Give you $25.
{ORRY QUICKLY WRLTES)
DO : (PLEASED) "What do you want to ¥now", Okay - now We're
gotting somewhere.

(MugIc:_ _ _IN AND UNDER)

e Bt e Sy i T SR e TR ———a i a
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SLOANE: From Orry you begin to learn somothing. Petey Swenson,
allas Sorel is in thess parts, in the Yakima Vallay ~ whem

At hndanbedorden,

~re—toeenid-oxaesiy—knew, but, Patey is out, gathering fruit,
That's the only way he knowsigg make a living, Somewhere
amld the three thousand orcﬁards in the area is the man
you'tre looking for -- somewhere -~~- you go, you keep
going - six wonths, seven months, elght months, finally
nine months since the time you got started and then, ..

WOMAN IT: No question about it, I seen him brﬁving a tractor this
morning over to Irvington's farm --

WoMAN IIL: Petey? Wait a minute, mister, I'11 call him, (PROJECT)

Petey, man to see you,

(STEPS. THEY 3TOP)
STOANE: (IN CILOSE) 4nd novw you're standing in front of him, He

1ooks 1ike the pieture, scmething like the plcture, and

he!s neat the way Hauzer said Petey was, but you'tre
worried. So just to wake suve (you have a copy of his
handwritine in your bag), you say --
DON: Petey?
PETEY Il: I'm Petey -~
DON: c&Go'c a package for you ~-- sign here =--
PETEY IX: Sure --
DON: Right here --
(SOUND: FOR PENCIL ON PAPER) -
STOANE: You look -- and -- suddenly the whole thing collepses --
monthe of searching collapses, It’s the wrong

signature, the wrong Petey - the wrong wan - this 1s not
the murderer!

i v i T sl e T . = . . R w——— e .
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SIOANE: Now you're licked; now you'lre beaten. There's nothing
to do but go back and admlt it. Go tell Molly you're
finished, tell the same thing to m'Hanesseg on the paper
and to Ernast Shane in prison. T s OBl dmatna o Lt ME

PRt i 62 0010 a0 T e P W oL LhEMBeDE-NAR =

Wg&mmmmhmww ey DO yoU
- go back home and Molly (to brighten you up) says,
MOLLY : Tall me all about 1t, Don, while we pack -- welre 2till

going on that vacation ==

DOMN: Sure, Molly, sure,
(MUSIC:_ __ _IN WITH SLOANE)
STOANE: 50 you tell her everything, esvery step of the way, all

the details, right up to the smashing flop ending and

she B&Y¥S s+

MOLLY : bon! Don, you've got lt...
DON: What?
MOLLY : Don't you see you've got 1t1%? All that stuff about

Petey. Suppoes you dfdn't find the right Petey. but
you proved there ls a Petey SvWenson, or Sorel - jou

proved such a person sxiasts =~ you proved he wasg the

killer - you proved he had the sap, he uzed it - ef—thet
there's no doubth right%
DOX: Sot _
o MOLLY: So don't you see, = darling - waybe you didn't find the
—— ﬁ}4ue murderf”%ut in the process &ou proved £hat Shane 1s
innocent, If it was Petey, 1t couldn't have been Shane

TON: You think sc?

e T T T A T S e = T — P

/. ) -t ..—

RTHKC1 QUBIS70




MOLLY :

(MUSTC:

SLOANE:

HAMMER!

(MUSIG:

SLOANE:

SHANE;

SLOANE:
MOLLY:

o R TR T AR TS AT e, AT

..23_
4&ure-§~%hiakusoquxouLr&n&ﬁsﬁubi&n&eéﬂbyweé&-ahamxpeeaq

»

”3RnrwnnrHr4Hﬂrﬂﬂnr*ru6&Q“rvr“tﬂy“t?eesT-Bohmugou&xamdnna,i$4u»

__ru {NOT_QUITE_TRIUMPHANT YET) UNDER ;)

Wait 2 winute, maybe she's right. Maybe you lost your

péctive. 8o you take it all, everything you have
now, back to the former Prosecuting Agtorney, Judge

Hammer. He looks 1t over and says --
Absolutely no doubt about 1t. I think this evidence
will leave the movernor no alternatlive. I think he'll be

happy to act.

%o 211 the nevw evidence goes to the governer. He reads,
he listens, he takes the matten under advisement =-- and
then he calls you into his offlce cne day qndisays M

lg""imw
As of thls day Ernest Shane is granted ﬁu&%’dﬁh
SReHA-LoRak—-paadoRey

ind Shane, suddenly grown younger, suddenly a man vith

laughter and light in hls eyes says ---

Bless ya, Mr. Magznuson, bless ya -- I never doubted 1t,

not for & second, soon as I lald eyes on you., BRless ya.

And Moliy (speaking for the kids, too) says -

Don, we are exadtly one year and one day late =-- don't you

éhink we ought to start out on that vacation now == before

Hennessy calls you into the office again?
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CHAPPELL:

o4 -
In just a moment, we will read you a telegram from
Don Magnuson of the Seattls Times with the final

outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

e R e ey S TR T T

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAK. #103

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat.

That's important!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL!S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellaw tobaccos fllters the smoke on the way to Your

throat. Thus, PELL MELL glves you & smeothnass,

mildnegs and satisfagtion no other cigarette offers you.
Yes, PELL MELL'C are good-- Bood to ook at - good to

feel - good to taste - and good to smoke.

So, if you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the
longer, fiper gcigarette in the distinguished red
package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - noutstanding ¥

ind - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

e MAGNUSON ¢

CHAPPELL:

a

HARRICE:

________ e p T AR A MG T ST s SRR R e B

-2h -

Now we read you that telegram from Don Magnuson of the
Seattle Times,.
0fficlally released on Christwas Eve after serving 13
years for a crime he didn't commit, innocent man in
tonight's Big Story turned to me as we walked down the
steps of the Penitentlary together and said "I can't
thank you and the Seattle Times enough, I can't find
words to say 1t right, but your paper i3 wonderful.
Jﬂfém’ .4-.,/ b At A g bl cdind A
I will never forget 1t.", Thanks a lot for tonightt$
PELL MELL AWARD, bt sac Lt et e Perild Rl
Thank you, Mr. Msgnuson. ...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 journallsm.
Listen asalin next week, same time, same station, when
PELIL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTE§ will present ancther BIG
STOKY - a BIG STORY from the front pages of" the Boston,
Massachusetts, Post -- by-line, Lester Allen -- 2
BIG STORY - aboub a reporter who followed a pair of

pretty legs,..tlll he found the body and the killer.

e e et T T T B Lt T e s T T TEILT e T
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CHAPFELL:

_— CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

reme em/el/mtf
3/1/49pm,

=

27 -

‘The BIG STORY ls produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
muelc by Vliadimir Selinsky. Tenight!s program was
written by Arnold Perl, your narrator was Bob Sloane,
and Bob Dryden played the part of Don Magnugon, In order
to protect the names of people actually involved in
tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all characters
in the dramatization were changed with the exception of

the reporter, Mr, Maghuson.

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FPAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS IS NBC . . . . THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY .

-~ e EEE SRR

Xi

RTHKG1 QOB 15PS




RS

NARRATOR
ALICE
MES. CONWAY
- ALLEN
JOE
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THE BIG, STORY
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THE BIG STORY #1084
50:00}—(10:3% PM MARCH 23, 1G49 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present .. THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ __ FANFARE)_
(SPLASH OF 0OARS IN WATER)
JOE: (SUDDENLY) Charlie! Wait a minute! Stop rowing!
{SPLASHING STCPS)

JOE: (1IN AWE)}  Look! A .

CHARLIE: Greet Soeerd Theneis n palr of legs stioking up-ocut ot
the wateor, sand—theFvw—thoyplee-wrepped—in—tuariaps-

JOE: Bring the boat & little nearer, Charlie. I'11 fish
the body out...

(SPLASH OF OAR)
(GRUNTING AND SPLASHING IN WATER, AS THOUGH FISHING
OBJECT OUT)

CHARLIE: EBasy does it, Fee+ I...{GABFP)

JOE: (A BEAT, IN AWE} Charliel! Look!

CHARLIE: Yeah., It's a palr of legs, all right. But where's

-the body?

{MUsic: _ _ _ HIT AND UNDER)_

CHAPPELL: The Blg Story. Here is America...lts sound and its
fury...its joy and its sorrow...as feithfully reported by
the men and women of the great Americen newspapers.
(PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT) Boston, Massachusstts, From the
pages of the Post, the authentlc story of & reporter wha
followed & pailr of legs... to a rendezvous wlth a killer.
Tonight, to Lester Allsn‘of-the Boston Post goes the
PELL MELL Award for the BIG STOQRY. '

(MUSIC: _ _ _ FANFARE)

{ COMMERCIAL)

faa an g —— ==
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¥-  THE BIG STORY 2/9/49 -2-
PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S gzreater length filters the smoke on the way to

your throat.
HARRICE: _ That's important!
GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way to

your throat.
HARRICE: Fllters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fins,

o mellow tobaccos WEans & longer, natural filter to screen

and cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness,

mildness and setisfacgtion no other ocigaretite offers you.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstending!"
HARRICE:  And - they are wmild.
GROUP: {ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters the

smoke on the way to your throat.
HARRICE: That's important!
GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke 6n the rway to your throat.
.- HARRICE: Filters the smoke and wmakes it mild.
i CHAPPELL: If you really want to enjoy smoklng, ask for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red peckage - PELL
MELL,

E——— T a e s
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ALILEN:

DOCTOR:
cee ALLEN:
DOCTOR:

ALIEN:

e

R— DGCTOR:

~  ALLEN:

_3_
Wow, the story as it actually happened....Lester Allen’s

story es he lived it.., Boston, Massachusetts.

UP_AND UNDER)
You are Lester Allen, a police reporter for the Bosion Post,
"Your beat has been the home of the bean and the cod for many

years, and to tell the truth, it!s-been a little quiet,

lately. But then, along comes September morning and

your Big Story, and befcore it ends the whole town is in an
uproar. A couple of dockhands have fished up a pair of

human legs, minus a torso, out of Boston Harbor. They're
£y

vomen's 1egs,ﬁ§££%%fﬁrapped on the outside with burlap,

and covered with an lnner wrapplng made of green window

shadss. And down at Northern Mortuary, you talk to Doctor

Philip Kennedy, veteran Boston medleal examiper...

I don't suppose you san tell anything from just a pair of
legs, Doc.
{(WITH ASFERITY) No? Who says I can't, Allen?

Sou-meahr: . .

~I-moam—thet I 've got a pretty good picture of what this

woman looked like, right naow.

{CHUCKLES) You'll be telling wme next, Doc, that you can
identify her.

A}1 right, Allen. Go shead and laugh. The trouble with

you reporters is that you don't have & proper respect for
facts,

Facts and experience. Just because the head and

torso's missing, you think a medical examiner's licked. But
let me tell you, son, these legs tell a story.

What story?

ARTKOT 006157
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DOCTOR: The woman who owned 'em has been déad shout three weeks.
She was about thirty. Weight, a little over a hundred
pounds, And by using en anthrepological scale, 1 figure
. she'd measure around five feet three lu helight.
hJJ ALLEN: You know all that?
e DOCTOR: 411 that, &nd more. She was a dainty woman, what you'd
- - call petite. Right foot wmeasures size three, left foot
. three &nd a half. Feet arve unusualliy small, “epd—werl-—Tzred
£opy Had the nalls on her toes pedicured, which probably
m?_)ans. she was a woman of some means.
- ALLEN: -#3334 Doe, I take off my hat to you.
DOCTOR: And another thing. Whoever did this job had an amateur
knowledge of anatomy. Maybe he wasn'tua ekillsd surgeon,

Allen.., tut he wes mighty handy with & kpife;fust—bre—vamed

NARR: While you and Doctor Kennedy stand there in Northern
Mortuary, and stare at the remazins of this mysterious
woman, they're sending down divers in Boston harbor end
vorking with grappling irons, trylng to locate the rest of
the body. And you, Lester Allen, are just about to pick
up the thread of your Big Story, & story that shook Boston
for wesks, a story that really began a menth before iln
a luxurious summer cottage on Whitman pond at Weymoutd,

- south of Beaton., It was early one evening when the owner,

N d&cé:
T a widow, came into the kitchen to talk to her and
- handyman. ..,
s {DOOR OPENS)
RN
— (WE HEAR A KNIFE BEING SHARPENED RHYTMICALLY, ON A
2

. WHETSTONE )

-
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ALICE: Herman, about dinner tonight. I...{CUTS}
HERMAN: th, hello, Mra. Bruce.
ALICE: What on earth are you doing?
. HERMAN: Oh, just sharpening the kitchen knives, Mrs. Bruce. Just

sharpening the kitchen knives,
ALICE: ~But you sharpeusd them yesterday, ~Hewmotr
HERMAN ¢ I koow, But I just thought I'@ go over ‘em again, Mrs.
Bruce...glve 'em en extra lick and a polish., (WITH FRIDE)
Look at 'em! Look at 'em shine in the 1light! Aund every
one of 'em sharp es a razor. It's the stesl, I say. Gilve
me good steel, I say, Glve me good steel, and a gcoé
wiretstone, and I....
ALICE: ( INTERRUPTS) Hermsn, for heaven's sake, put away -shet
ﬂﬂx&tstcne—aﬂ&~thbse knives, You make me nervous!
{ SHARPENING STOPS, CLINK OF STEEL KNIVES)
T ALICE: That's better., Now then, -Hermen; Mr, Krause will be wy
dinner guest tomorrevw night, There'll just be the two of

‘us and,...(CUTS) What's the metter, Herwan?

. HERMAN: {3ULLENLY} Nothing,
ALICE: oh, yes, there is, (A BEAT) You don't like Mr, Krzuse, oo
you, Hermens
HERMAN: Fo. No, I Son't like him at all, Mrs. Bruce,
) ALICE: Why not?
o HFRMAN: He's no gocd., Maybe it's not for me to aay, Ma 'am, you

being my employer, &and all. But he's no geod. He's after

U your money, Mrs., Bruce. He wants to marry you, &nd get
ek 8l1 your money., I know,
——

B RO P L Lot
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HERMAN:

ALICE:

HERMAN:

ALICE:
HERMAN:
ALICE;:,
HERMAN :
ALICE:
HERMAN:

HERMAN:

HERMAN:
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{SHARP) Herman, you're belng 1nsol§nt. And I reseunt
this interest cf yours in my personal life. It's none of
your business!
Tt's just that I don't want to see you hurt, Mrs. Bruce.
(A HINT OF A ZANY, TENDER FEELING HERE) You're such a nlce
woman, so pretty and dainty like a flower. And that Mr.
Krause, he's so blg and rough and grasdy.... like & plg...
Herman/!
(PASSIONATELY) Yes! Ho $5eci Ano you'd be better off dead,
than merried to him, Mrs. Bruece! Him, with his red feace,
and big hands, and little pig eyes...!
(SHARP) Herman! 3top it} Youlve seid enoughl
(A TEAT, THEN HUMBLY) I...I'm sorry, Mrs. Bruce...
Any more of this,-Hesmer; and I'll have to get another cook
and handyman! Do you understand?
Yes, Ma'am, I understand,
Now get back to your work, -Hemwmasr This floor could stand
a good scrubbing, for one thing., See that you do it right
away/! ’
Yes, Mrs. Bruce...

(DOOR SLAM}
(A PAUSE, THEN SOFTLY) Pig, pig, PiGJ....

{(CLANX OF KNIFE)
(WITH HATRED) Thatls what I thiok of you, Mister Emil
Krause)

(KNIFE ON WHETSTONE, SHARPENED IN RHYTHM)
(IN BEAT WITH RAYTHM) Pig, Plg, PIG!

ATKO1 Q01582
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WARR: This was the beginning of your Big Story some three or

four weeks before.

But you, Lester Allen, there in

Northern Mortuary, don't know 1t, then. All you know is

that somewhere, there!s & tremendous story 1ln these

dismombered legs, and you're going to have a try at

breaking it. BSo ... you ask Doc Kennedy, the medical

el
examiner for & sample of the burlap,, green vindow shede

-and—twiwe—the legs were wrapped in, hoping for a breek,

a miracle, a ¢lue.

First you decide you'll check the

burlep, then the window shade ... And your first stop

1s at e big Boston burlap house ...

ALLEN: Mr, Hendryx, 1s thesre anything special about thlas burlap?

HERDRYX: No, Far as I can make out, Mr. Allen, it's just ordinery

burlap.

ATLEN: Youlre sure?

HENDRYX: Positive. You know how many bushels of potatoes they

raise in Maine every year, Mr. Allen?

ALLEN: No. I can't say that I do.

HEWDRYX: Miliions. And those potatoes all come in bags made of

burlap, just 1like this.

time, Mr. Allen.

I'm afrald you're wasting your

ALLEN: I see., You woulén't know where I could find a dealer in this

green window-shade, would you, Mr. Hendryx?

HEWNDRYX: Yep. There's a house that deals in this stuff, over on

the next streect!

b el st s a s ST e T
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- WALKER: Fmmm-  Tell you one thing about this window-shade materiel,
ALIEN: ( EAGERLY) Yes, Mr. Walker?

WAIKER: Thers are ahout & million windows in Boston with widdew

shades 1like this.

ALLEN: I see. (WEARY) In cther words ... I can forget the whole
[ . thing.
WALKER: It's & nice quality green cambric, good standard ready-mace

stuff, I cen sell you yards of it, right here in my store.

Sorry, I can't be of any more help but ... (CUDS) Wait a

minute!
ALLEN: Yes? What 1s it, Mr. Walker?
WALKER: This stitching at the bottom, where the wooden draw batten

went through.

ALLEN: What about 1t? _

WAIKER: Whoever made it wvas usiog & look-stltch machine, and the
machine wasn't adjusted right, It was throwing the lock
stitch too Far zod not taking up the slack as the next

- stitch started,

ALLEN: In non-techulcal language, Mr, Walker, what does that wean?

WALKER: It means that it's reject mercheundise, and no rellable
manufacturer would try and sell this shade to & dealer ...
ALLEN; Wait & minute, Mr. Walker. That narrows it down & little.
R I can forget the dealers, end just check on the

i manufactursers.

T WALKER: Yep. You could do that, Mr. Allen .... If you don't
o blister your feet off. Do you know how meny flrms meke
Sl window shades in greater Beston?
RETEL X4 .

e e E T M -
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EMIL:

HERMAN:

FMII.:

HERMAN:
EMIL:
HERMAN:

EMIL:

. idea what had happened.

e e

-9..
How many.

At lemst fifty ... maybe morel
UP AND UNDER)
You, Lester Allen of the Boston Post, pounded the

pavements t111 your feet hurt, without the ghost of an
~ lekat Had adaQMLVﬁfcaﬁ

a plece called

- cidotipaa) ® Heermie
Weymouth, &nd,a Blg Story they still talk about in Boston...
(A BLADE BEING SHARPENED ON HEAVY, REVOLVING
GRINDSTONE )

(PCUNDING ON WOODEN DOOR)

(MUFFLED, BEEFY) Hey, you! Herman! Open this toolshed
door!
(GRINDING STOPS)
{CLINK OF TCOLS)
(DOOR UNLATCHED AND OPENS)
(A BEAT) Oh. I%'s you, Mr. Kvause.
Yes, Sharpeaniung the garden tools mgelin, I sse. BSeewms

1ike every tipa I drop in,.you‘re sherpening something,’
Herman. Mighty peculisr hablit, 1f you ask me.
(QUIET) I didn't ask you.

ch.

Insolent, eh? Where's Mrs. Bruce?

She's over et Mra. Conway's, across the lake, You're
early..

Yes, I know.

But you're glad Lo see me, aren't you Herman?
(A NASTY CHUCKLE, AFTER PAUSE) Never mind. I kuow the
answer,

It's all over your face, (A BEAT} You don't

like me, do you Herman?

RTKO1 QQ0r 1585
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i HERMAN: No. No, Mr. Krause, I don't like you.
EMIL: {CHUCKLES) Tell you éomething, Herman, I don't like you.
Never did, and never will. 4&nd I'm prétty sure you've
been talking egainst me to Mrs. Bruce. She's growing &
1ittle colé lately, Herman.
. HERMAN Is she?
EMIL: She is. But I'm going to marryry her anyway, Herman, in

spite of anything you can do. Zhe-wey—I—ser—you; rerrloe

Just A vopm;—my TITSNT, . <& EYUBUYTittle-worm;—gmd—you

eught-tn~he—crawi:n4—e&vng*the—grﬁunﬂ*tnste&é—e#—ua&k&mg

. ~upréghte= (A BEAT) You see this nice, shiny blade you've
been sharpening, Herman?

HERMAN : Yes,

FMIL: If T tock it, and cut you in half, nice and c¢lean, I got
Llrrp it dre
an ides you'd =T wriggles 5
. yd‘b

—woulé-wiabaaler—justlibe—tmnonn, - That'!s what you are,
Herman, just a worm, &nd thet's all you'll ever be. And
I give you fair warnlug..

HERMAN; ¥es? What warning, Mr., Erause,

EMIL: The minute Mrs. %{nd I get married...you're fired!

(SLAM OF DOCR)

(VE HEAR GRINDSTONE UP AGAIN, AND THE BLADE)

. HERMAN : (IN RHYTHM TO GRINDING) No! I won't let her do 1tl I
s won't let her marry that pig. I'm going to stop her, even
-t If I have tO....
- {GRINDING UP AND INTO)
'""'"" (MUSIC: _ _UP TO_CURTAIN)
T GHAPPELL: We will be back in just amment with tonight's BIG STORY.
T (MUSIC: _ _FANFARE)
U ' (MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

e et ity s e TR S S Ty
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THE BIG STORY 2/9/49
FELL MELL

-11-

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUT:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPEILL:

HARRICE:

GROUF:

HARRICE:
GROUF:

(Ol ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way to

your throat,

~ That's important!

{ON DESCENDING SCALR)

PELL ﬁhLL’S greater length filters the smoke on the way to

your throat.

FPilters the smoke and makes it_mild,

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater leogth. Yes, your
eyes can sce the difference -- your throat can tell you what
it wmeans,

PELL MELL'S greater lensth of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos means & lopger, natural filter to screen and cool
the swmokse.

Thus, PELL MELL gives you & gmoothness, mildness and

satisfastion no other cigarette offers you.

Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -- good to lock at - good to feel

- pood to taste - and good to smoke.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!”

And - they are mild,

{ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S‘graater length filters the
smoke on the way %o your throat.

That'!'s luportant!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way to

your throat.

{MORE}

g L TR A AL T S T L [
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THE BIG STORY 2/9/42
FELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL: (CONT'D)

HARRICE: Filters the smoke a&nod mekes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: If you really want to enjoy swoking, ask for the longer,

JET

_ finer cipgarette in the distinguished red package --

PELL MELL.

ATHOT Q061588
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HARRICE:

NARR:

EMIL:

ALICE:

EMIL:

ALICE:

EMIL:

ALICE:
EMIL:

ALICE:
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This is Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator,
and the Big 3tory of Lester Allen.;.. as he lived 1it,
end wrote i,
You, Lester Allen, of the Boston Post, as you visited
one au*égg;:maker after snother in greater Boston, had
never hedrd of Alice Bruce, or Emil Krause, or the
gagagﬁiy-and handyman, named Herman, It wasn't till much
later, that you learned the next stage in the fantastic
story behind the palr of legs found floating in Boston
Harbor.... '
(A LITTLE EDGE) Now that was a right nice dinner, Alice...
a right nice dinner. I don't like our friend, Herman,
end I never did, but he's a gcod cook, I'll say thet for
him. (A PAUSE) By the way, Alice, where is he?
~++.ve 1 gave him the night off, after he finished the
dishes,
Did you now, Allce. Did you nov. Well, that's fine,
fine, It's going to be cozy here, isn't it, just the two
of us. Come here, my dear, 51t beside me.
(NERVOUSLY) Emil, I .... I think you'd better go home,
Home? (CHUCKLES) Now, why should I go home, Alice?
You... you've had too much to drink tonight,.
Nov what kind of reeson is that, Alice? Sure, sure, I'm
feeling mighty good., Why shouldn't I? I'm & simple man,
and I likg my simple pleasures, Good food, good wine, &
good woman, '

Emil, I told you, you'd better go home,

ot o 1 e . 1 "
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EMIL:

ALICE

EMIL:

ALICE:
EMIL:

ALICE

e

EMIL:

ALICE

EMTL:

ALICE:

4=

Look here Alice, I'm getting mighty tired of this, yes
sir, mighty tired, I‘ve been courting you for some
months now, end itfs time you came around, You're an
attractive young widow, my dear, very ettractive, and a
msn cen stand so much, (A BEAT, THEN ROUGHLY) Come here!l
Emil, let me alone!Iet go of my arm, Emil you're hurting me
Theh don't be so stand-offish, my dear, Don't play so
hard te get, I don't mind a woman bein' coy, up te a
»oint, but enough's enough,

Emilss.,

You won't be sc coy after welre married, Alice,..I
promise you that, You're flighty and skittish, and
"what you need is a man eround the house, Lo take care

of you,.,. and your affairs. It isn't right for a pretiy
young widow to be living alone in this cottage with this
fellow Herman around the place, {A EEAT) Now, let's

e sociables Allcse,..

Take your hands off me, Emil,.... Don't touch me....
(ROUGHLY) Come here, I saldl

Let me alone! (RIBING) Let me alone, you,..you plg!l

(A BEAT, THZN QUIETLY} What did you call me?
{HYSTERICALLY) Pig, pig, PIG! You eat iike oms, you
drink like one, you act like ona, I don't know vwhy X
didn't sse it tefore, You're coarse, Emil.... you're
coarse and vulgaer and crude, And if you think I'd

ever marry you now, you'rs Wrong....wrongl T should have

listened to Hernan, ..

Herman, £h?

A L e e e W L iTmamEi L m e
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ALICE: Yes, Herman, Hermen} He saw through you, long before I
did. Now get out! .
EMIL: (A DEAT, THEN QUIETLY) Alice, I've been & patient man,
I've humored you slong for quite a spell nev, I've

o treated you 1like a lady, and you've treabed me like

’ Airtee..
ALICE: Get out! 8et out, Emil. I never want to see you again|
EMIL: (A BEAT) Good night, Alice,
{MUSIC: _ _ BRIDGF_AND UNDER, SINISTER)

(OFF) (A WINDOW SLOWLY RAISED)
(THUD OF A MAN'S FEET ON FLOOR, OFF)
{4 COUPLE OF STEPS, OFF)
(A CRASH OF POTS AND PANS, PERHAPS)
ALICE: (SUDDENLY) Who's there? Who's there in the kitchen?
(A LONG PAUSE)
ALICE: {TERROR, TO HRRSELF) Someone...someone's in the kitchen.
T 4us ... the police, I've got to ca&llise.
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
T ALICE: Operator! OQverstor! -
(JIGGLING OF RECEIVER)
ALICE: Opevator! There's a provwler in my kltchen and ...
(JIGGLING OF RECEIVER)
- ALICE: ~{IERROR—S6BT) F5la-demds The phone's dead.....
{RECEIVER ON HOOK)
ALICE: The phone's dead, He must have cut the wire from the
outside and...
(THE MEASURED BEAT CF FODTSTEPS OFF BEGINS)
- ALICE: {GASPE) Hels coming here,,.,in the bedroom...

e (FOOTSTEPS UP, INEXORABLE)

RTKO1 OQE 1591
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ALICE:

ALICE:

ALL EN:

NARR:
ALLEN:

NARR:

ALLEN:
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(WEZPING) (QUIET HYSTERIA) No, no! FPlease don't come in
eas GOt 04,
(FOOTSTEPS STOP)
(THE DOOR OPENS}
{& GABP) youl
(FOOTSTEPS MOVE UP)
No!l .Hgl NO!
(4 PIERCING SCREAM, -AG&¥fr~ AND INTO)

It is some three weeks later, apd you, Lester Allen, ere
walking the streets of Boston with a roll of green
window-shade under your arm, locking for a killer. You're
kneeking yourself out, you haven't pot a prayer, & ghost
of a chance, and you know it, You tell yourself you'd be
smart to throw the bloodstained roll of window-shade in
the harbor, and forget the vhole thing. Bub you keep
going,.,visiting one windov-shade manufacturer after:=
another,.,.and your trip sounds like a Boston-Baedeier.
¥irst, you check off the North Shore toWwns...

(WVEARILY) Lynn, Revers, Chelsea, Medford, Malden, Melrose,
(A SIGH) Check!

Not & lead, You swing around, come back...

(WEARILY) Cambridge, Waltham, Newton, West Newton,
Wewtonville, (& SIGY) Check!

And Tinally, the South Shore towns....and Quincy. A
small, second flcor plant in an old dwelling on Washington
Street, and it's your forty-second try...

Ever see thls type af window-shade, Mr,-Mmmeer?

Yes, sir.... I have. .

RTKO1 Q061532
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ALLEN: {SUDDENLY ALERT) Where did you see it? Who made it?

NI e g

FNZERY I atal

Ouszo: _ _ aogmadd- handph.)

HARR: You grab him by the lavels of his coat, glmost shake him,
For a mlnute, he thinks you're crazy, And maybe you are,,

T T e little.,...

ALLEN: Aeulpne supe  Mpr-Honrerb—Yewrlremstpro-pou-made—irisd.
“dah T
~HUNERR— {IRRITATED) =500k it ieyYolRg iRyt oldror—orrer—itLie-
mewmmmn.
: P < et
ALLEN; ‘Leelk, ave you got any more of this stuff around?
~tlla kit
HHHZAERY Yep, Got g vhols batch of it lyimg in that closet thers,

by the steirs, Here, follow me..,.., I'll show you...
(STEPS ON FLOOR)

—HNZR R {UNDER STEPS) Machine went on the blink, and I had to

re ject a whole run of 1t, It's right in here....

, (DOOR OPENS)

“Utiice

MR R R And you can see for.... (CUTS}(AND PAUSE) Wait a

minute, that's funny, It isn't here any mors. It's gonel

ALLENW: Gone?
Lltaiieee
~MHEE R This closet's cleen empty. Alvays left the door

unlocked and someone must have stolen it,
] ALTEN: Mo one—of—yonr—emmloFootv, o . o :
“ﬁ/%gigmu 9
- o Herddy—tIrIIR 80, Mr, AIrom—ive—got-tireergirie—
- “Forkinp—Ltop iy and Lthe¥ ,,.. (CUTS)} Wait a minute!

Maybe 1t vas him., ©f—eeounesy St gust havemiesnhisd
ALLEN: Who?

i -‘% That fellow upstairs....the roomer. He passed this closet

N avery night,,going up the stairs and he misht...
- ¥\ ALLEN: Does he live upstalrs now?

et e e
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No. He left about a month ago, Don't know his name,
don't even know what he looked 1ike, Came in late nighbs
when my fectory was closed and I was gone.

Mr,;@ﬁﬁéﬁﬁ; is there anything you can tell me about him?
Anything at alll _ |
Don't think I can. I've heard him roaring drunk upstairs,
once in a while, Raved sbout some widow out at a place
called Whitmen Pond. That's all I %nov.
ettt merr-Pomis e hi—F hanite~Mov-Munzers , |
Hhenked

Whitmen's Pond is in Weymouth, south of Bosteon. You go
there. Tt's one of those middle-class summer colonles.,,
a few cottages, 2 dence hall, in a grove of pins trees.
Mest..of the residents. havergene= neli : but then
vou meet & Mrs, Conway., And she tells you about a
neighbor of hers,..& widovw named Alice Bruce....

Mighty peculiar the way she left, Mr, Allen. Just closed
up the cottage, and went away, her and her handymen,
Herman. Downright unsocisble, I call it, seeing as we'd
teen such good friends and all.

Mrs, Conway, was this widow... this Mrs. Bruce,..aboui
thirty? -

Why, ves. Thirty-cone to be exact....

About five-feet three, Very small feet?

Land's ssake, young man, how on earth d4id you know,...?

Let's go over and take a look at her cottage, Mrs. Conway.

e
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NARR: You and Mrs, Conwey £0 to the Bruce-Hooser You get in

through the kitcnen window, take one look, and then....

CORMAY: Mr. Allen) Look! ({SHE SCREAMS)
ALLEN: (1 AVE) Good Lordl
ir2al. Ma'u) AT e’
MRS, CONVAY:The kitchen...it's aee&ed—with blood,, Blood, on the floor
s o s BEeed-on the walls&%@iﬁloodfgg;%ﬁg kitchen knives.

A LIPPHR~WERPEYr The knives! Yes! It must have been
nim, He did 1t! -5 1

ALLEN: ¥ :

s

CONWAY: SHermamr—FRe—RaRARIAL L RSP b e 1 S B O St e~

=

¥ =+

ot 1 ymtier H
NARR: From here 1in, it's out of your department, it's a polics
job. You eall them in, and thoy start a nationwide huns
for the missing nandymsn, Herman., Day after day,‘yponl=
rhone in from places like Buffalo, Richmond, and ne,
- Mztne, swearing thev've seen the missing man. But the
lesds add up to zero, And finally, Lieutenant Cherles
Kane and yoursell, in desperation, talk to Mrs, Conway
agalin...
KANE: Mrs, Conwey, did this widow, Mrs, Bruoe, know any other
. ran? Did any man visit her at the hoﬁse.
- CONWAY: Why, yes, Lieutenant, There was a man named Emil Krause.
- I never said anything sbout it, it being such a personel

matter and all, But ...

ALL EN: Whaet about this Emil Krause?

PR ERLE LR bttt e o st
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CONWAY : Vell, he was very fond of Allce, Mr, Allen, They were

fixing to gel married....

KANE @ Yhere did this Kratcse live? Do you Know?

COMWAY: I believe he had & room in Quinay.

ALLEN: { ALERT) Quinoy? WYes it on Washington Street?

CONWAY : Vhy, yes. I remember Alice Bruce telling me, he did

live on Weshington Street!
ALIEN: (4 BREAT} Mrs, COonwey....vhat did Krause do for & living?
COWWAY: Mrs. Bruce told me what he did, I don't think she liked

the ides much DUt ..es

KANE: What dld this Emil Krause do, Mrs, Conway?

CONHAY; (A BEAT) Wiy he was a butcher, Lieutenant!

{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND UMDER)

NARR: A few hours later, you and the Lieutenant walk into Emil

Krause's tutcher shop...and there you find him, a huge,
piglike man, his hemlike hands wielding & meat cleaver,
wet with fresh blood. The lieutenant brings him down to
headquarters, and—pubo-im-on-phegeiid=

KNAE: 80 you don't know anything sbout Mrs, Bruce's murder,
Xrause,

KRAUSE: ot a thing, Why should I know? Why don't you ask
Herman,

KANZ: We can't find Hermen,

KRAUSBE: That's the man you vwent, Lieutenant, A dangerous manlec.
' Yes sir, always pleying with knives, sharpening them,

'Mrs, Bruce ves afraid of him,,..threatened to fire him...

KANE : We'rs not interested in Hermen right now, Krause. We're

interested in you,

mn .
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KRAUSE: (HE I3N'T FAZED) Look here, Lieutenant, I'm a citizen,
atd T know my rights, I'1ll submlit to questioning eny
tims, yes sir, always glad to help the suthorities, but
I don't have to stard susplcion of murder,..

KANE: No? What size shoe do you wear, Krausa?

KRAUSE: . ¥Yihat was that?

KANE: I asked you vhat size shoe.you ware,

KRAUSE: (CALMLY) Why? )

KANE: (INEXORABLE) Answer my question.

KRAUSE: I wear a size 12,

KANE: Funny thing about Mrs, Bruce's Kitchen, Krause, The man
who ¢arved ner up was & little careless,

KRAUSE ! {4 EEAT) What do you mean?

KANE: He left his footorint on the bloodstained floor, .

KRAUSE: Footprint? Then it vas the-gargg;g;gs-footprinx...

Herman's. It must have been!

KANE : No, Krause, It wasn't,

KRAUSE : (BLUSTERS) Look here, Lieutenant, are you trying to tell
Sy yas

KANE: (INTERRUPTS, PATIENTLY) TI'm t;ying to tell you, that we

found a pair of Herman's old shoes in the toolhouse,
And they measure size eight... )

KRAUZE: (BREAKS) Size...sight, You,., you mean that foctorint
in the kitchen,..2fesvnslBenee

HANE : Yes, Krause, Ve measured it, and we found that ths

killer wore a hbig shoe,,,..-e—tigirtty vrg-stoe, In fact,

he wore...,.a size twelvel
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i i CHAPPELL: In just & moment, we will read you a telegram from Lester
Allen of the Boston Post with the finel outcome of
tonight's BIG STORY,

{MSIC: _ _ EALFARE......)
(CLOSING COMMERCTAL)

AU S
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1104

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
= to your throat. '

HARRICE: That's important!

GROUP: {ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your threat.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellew tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your
threat. Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness,
mildness and gsatisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

HARRICE: Yes, PELL MELL'S are good -- good to look at - good to
feel - good to taste - and good to smoke.

) CHAFPELL: 8o, if you really want to enjloy smoking, ask for the
longer, finer cigarette In the distinguished red
package -~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGhﬁETTES - "gutstanding!®

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL !

ALLEN:

o arrm

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
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- 24 REVISED -
Now we read you that telegram from Lester Allen of the
Boston Post.
Despite killer's plea of innocence during trial, not one
juror at any time in the jury room veted for acqulttal.
Therefore, killer in tontght!s Blg Story was indicted
and convicted of murder in the first degree. My sincers
appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.
Thank you, Mr. Allen...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 ef
journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETYES will present another BIG
STORY - a BIG STORY from the front pages of the New York
Daily Mirror -- by-line Phil Cilifford -- & BIG STORY -
that reached its climax at a wedding where the reporter

Wwas the best man and the groom was a dead man,
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i GHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter, with
- music by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was written
by Max Ehrlich your narrator was Bob Sloane, and Lawson
Zerbe played the part of Lester Allen. In order to protedt
the namez of people actually involved in tonight's
authentic BIG STORY the names of all characters in thse
- drematization were changed with the exception of the
reporter, Mr. Allent
(MUSIC; _ _THEME UP FULL AND_FADE)_
CHAPPELL: 'This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

ANNCR: THIS IS NBC......THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

it '%‘ ‘Mac/dd  3/14/49 am
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM _#10%

CAST

RARRATOR
BARTEHDER
ELLEN
PHIL

MAM

ROY

GUY I1
HARRY

GoP
LIEUTENANT
DRIVER
GUY
HARRIS
EDDIE
ADLER

s e TR T SRR TS T ST T s TR R e Ay ATV g CTTRMR A ettt Y m R .

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
BOB SLOANE
P.ISY CAMPBELL
LEON JANNEY
LEON JANNEY
JOF DE SANTIS
JOE DE SaANTIS
TED OSBORNE
TED OSBORNE
PHIL STERLING
PHIL STERLING
TONY RANDALL
TONY RaANDALL
GRANT RICHARDS
GRANT ﬁICHARDS

WEDNESDAY . MARCH 30, 1949
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #105

) ( .
10:00 - 10:30 PM MARCH_30, 1949 WEDNESDAY
g (PHIL CLIFFORD - THE NEW YORK DAILY MIRROR) (Boretz}
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
s (MusICs _ _ UP AND BEHIND_... A_STRANGE MEMORY)
NARR: (HARD TO UNDERSTAND) The way it begins., On the same

night....two things so different frow saoh other,,..like
black...end white, And the places where they happen, ..
even there...miles apart. So hard to fit them
together, ., these two things that belong to separete
worlds., (SLIGHT BEAT) Like this,..the first one...

{MUSIC: _ . _A_SQFTI PINGL
. ELLEN: (30FT} Happy birthdsy, darling....happy birthday!
ROY: (LOW SURPRISE) HKey, what's this?
- - ELLEN: I knitted them myself...pure wool, Rey.
ROY: Yellow gloves,,. how'd you knovw I wantgd them, Ellen?
; ELLEN: Simple! I love you...and I know everything about you.
/- (MUSIC; _ _. _BEHIND SOPTLY)
NARR: And like this.,.the second one!
(MUSIC: _ _ _SQFT PING) __
MAN: { 8ORE} nafffﬁizfi“giva him the money! Stay back of
- the bar!

BARTENDER ¢ You crazy? He's got & gun,

" MAN: (LOW AND INTENSE) Cheap...lousy crook...{UP IN STRAIN)...
I I'i1 show.yd....
. BARTENDER: (ALMOST SCREAMING IN FRIGHT) Look oub....

(TWO QUICK SHOTS.,.AND STEPS RUNNING OFF)
(EXCITEMENT WELLS UP IN CROWD AD LIB3)

- LT SR L v e DT
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BARTENDER:  (PROJECTING) Get him,...that guy with the yellow gloves
..+ et him!

(MUSIC: _ _ _UP AND UNDER)

CHAFPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here iz America...its sound and its
fury...its joy end its sorrow,,,.as faithfully reported
by the men end women of the great American newspapers.

( PAUSE....COLD AND FLAT) New York City! From the pages

of the New York Daily Mirror...the suthentic story of
Al

& reporter who found,..that thsqvictim of & murder...

cen still remain slive. Tonight...to Phil Clifford of

the New York DAILY MIRROR..,goes the PELL MELL AWARD

for THE BIG STORY!

(MUSTIC: FANFARE ._._.)

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP

HARRICE
GROUF ¢

HAFRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

EARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:!
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #105

OPENING COMMERCIAL

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way to

your throat. -
That's importantl

(ON DESCENDING SCALE)
PELL MILL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way to
your throat.

Fllters the smoke and makes it nild.

Yes, PELL MELR'S greater 1ength of traditionally fine
mellow tobaccos means @& longer, natural fillter to screen
and enol the smoke. Thus,

FELL MELL gives you & smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "mutgtandingl"
And - they are mild.
{ON ASCENDING SCALE) FELL MELL'S gregater length filters the
smoke on the way to your throat.

That!s importanti

{ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes 1t m_;_.

Tf you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the lgng_g,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red package - FELL

MELL.,
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NARR:

oY

Now...the story as it actually happensd. FPhil Clifford's
story as he lived 1t. New York City!

Cope and robbers storles! That's your speclality for

the New York DAILY MIRROR. And since your name 1is

Phil ¢liffeord....1t looks like you're Just cashing in on

the family tradition, For your father!s a cop,..,..and

your brother, & very rsascneble fzesimils. They chase

erocks,..vhile you just write about them, And they never

give you & chaence to forget it. You figure 1t might be

nice to pull a switch some day...turn things the other

vay eround. And this werm June night....as you lean over

the telegrarh desk 1n the Jamqica Police Headquarters....
{SNEAK IN THE TELETYPE....KEEP IT B.G.)}

« « . your chance comes,

Hey, Phil..,take & look at this!

Whetl's & matter?

Holdup...

Aah,...small stuff,

Customer at har killed...

(EXC;TED) Thet's bilg enough.

Triangle Bar and Grill...Astoria Boulevard.

So long, Sergeant, And tell my’father not to walt up

for me!

What'!s the score, Lieutenant?

Enppns PR SR SE LR R G b
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LIEUT: One dead man...rive eye witnesses,,.and five different
deascriptions,
PHIL: The usual, eh?
LTEUT: The usual,
o FHIL: | Talketive, aren't you?
LIEUT: Tt's after midnight and I'm tired. Besides, this 18 -

strictly routine., Some crumb holds up & bar full of
drunks and & sober vartender, Some guy gets brave. ..

dives for the crook end gets & slug. That's all,

. PHIL: T cen't build & story on that, Lieutenant.
LIEUT: " Just say the police are working on & solution.
- PHIL: . Thatt's encouraging.
LIEUT: g1iff, I'm busy. Wander aryound and pick up atmosphere.

You know....on & werm spring night a killer lurked the

quiet streets of Astoria. Pecple lilke to resd that

stuff --- gotte go now = see you later (FADE} -
_‘; HARRY: (SLIGHT BEAT) Mister...excuse me...
PHIL: Surea,
HARRY: Thaet card in your hat. You'lre a reporter, huh?
PHIL: Yeah.
o HARRY: What paper? I read 'em all,
o PHTL: WpMirpor." Sorry, Bud but I'm & little busy now, Excuse

me, will y&?
—em HARRY:- My name's Harry 3empson. I savw it. T was in there when

- it happened,

S PHIL: ( INTERESTED) When vhat happened?

T HARRY: The killin!, The guy with the yellow gloves...I sa¥ him.
Bt L2

) PHIL: Whet did he look like?

ATHKQO1 Q0GB 1607
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HARRY: . Skinny...about as tall as you. Brown hair...and those
yallow gloves. I remember them, Shinin' like there
was & light on 'em,

o PHIL: Why di14 he shoot?
HARRY': . He told the bartender to give him the money in the draver.
..---/ .
- But this big guy &t the bar got sore. He jumped the. A .

e, .
) PHIL: Okay, I got it! Harry...you think you can identify
this guy?
HARRY: Sure! T ran outta the bar after it happened, I wasn't

stiff like those other guys in thers.

PHIL: Then you haven't talked to the cops yet.

HARRY:I No...say, maybe you can get my plcture in the paper,
huh?

PHIL: Harry, I'11 guerantee 1t, if you help me print another

picture, I want the face of the guy vho commitied this

murder.
T (MUSIC; _ . _UP AND BEHIND_ . ._._ SLOW PASSING OF TIME MOTIF)
NARR: Now...for the Pirst time, you're chasing & orcok, And

the worst kind there is,..a killer, You take Harry
Sampsen, the little man who wents his name in the paper....

. down to rogues' gallery in police headquarters. And for

- hour after hour...he peers at the parade of phqtogenic
- pick-pockets...burglars...embezzlers...murdarers....and
- other odd charecters. Suddenly....he atops over s
w:f%ﬁ picture and stares ﬁt it hard.... .

- (MUSIC: _ _ _OUT)
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PHIL: Well?
7 HARRY: Could be.
PHIL: But i3 1t¢
HARRY: (DRAWN OUT) Noo,...don't think so.
{MUSIC: _ _ _THE_TIME PARADE UNDER_AGAIN)
PHIL: . The cop who let you into the files..gets & little

nervous, If an Inspector finds you in here.,.things

von't be so good. You're just supposed to be leoking
for a misaing friend.

- (FILE DRAWER SLIDES SHUT AND OPENS WITH BELOW)

One more drawer gone through...and you open another.

) (Mpsic: _ _ _OUT)

PHIL: {IMPATIENTLY} Don't admire the photography!  Step on
it, can't ya?

HARRY: I gotta be careful.

PHIL: Okay...okay...

HARRY: Goin' as fast as I can!

(MUSIC: _ _ _THE_TIME PARADE_UNDER AGAIN)

NARR: Is this guy on the level? Miybe he's just trylng teo S:gi:’{“
out’wf the crowd......& bug who!s craey to get hls name
in the paper? What're you doin! here anyway? You're &
reporter...not & crook chaser, Let the cops handle this

e ' in their own way. Get wise...pull out!:

- HARRY: ( EXCITED. .TREMBLING) Hey...thils 1s nim...lock!
o {MUSIC; _ _ _STABS_AND_TREMBLES UNDER}

h NARR: It's & young face...&nd one that you'lve seen before,
;;_“1 gyégzgﬁho hangs around soms ber over cn Third Avenue.
q,?- Exachtly where...ydu den't: remember...but now,'jou goc
TR looking for him. This i3 the'z;;?§bu waent, This is the
pEeT T killexr!
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ELLEN:
- ROY:

ELLEN:
ROY:
FLLEN:
ROY:
ELLEN:

.. ROY:

ELLEN:
ROY:

ELLEN:

- ROY:
ELLEN:
ROY:

FELIEN:

wa— ROY:

It's early, Roy. Don't go home yet]
But I teold ya, Ellen,...I gotta meet this guy., He's
takin' me somevhere about & job.
(HAPPY) VWhat kind of job, Roy?
(VAGUE)}) Er...somethin! to do with & new buildin!
they!re puttin' up, Ao i,
I hope you get it. Everyghing would be elmost perfect
then,
Don't worry, Ellen..,.I sald we'd get marrlied next
month, didn't I?
Darling...what!s the matter?
(WARILY) Whatte ya mean...what's the matter?
Thris—wirotegieek. . . Lt's been different somehow, Like
you'lre worrled about scmething.
(CARELESSLY) ¥ewlwve been readinl too many-books., Why
should I be worried about anything?
I....I don't know,
e =

{  (SLIGHT BEAT)} Well, don't stand there
like I hit you or somethin', .
I'm sorry, darling, I didn’'t mean anything by what I
sald,
Okry, bhen—fewpet=tt, I'm golnt,
RO¥uses .
Yeah?
Roy....let's not wait anymore. Let's get marrlied now.
Tomorrovw, ..walfll get the License, We'll go away.

Bowess
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THE BIG STORY 3/30/4%9 -9- ' REVISED

ELIEN:

ROYs
ELLEM;:
ROY:

PHIL:
EDDIE:

PHIL:
EDDIE:

Ifve pot some woney =aved up, We can use that, Next
month 1s so far off. Flease, Roy...

T said no!

30 much can happen 'til then,

{(LOW INTENSITY) Nothin's goin' to happen...ya hear me,,
nothin'! (RELAXING) Now, take it easy! I have to go
meet thls guy about the Jjob., Everythingt!s poln! to be =21l
right!

Millions of faces in the eity ,,. and you, Phil Clifford
locking for just one of them, But where do you start?
Third Avenue has_as many bars as the Bowery has flop
houses, It takes days,....but you cover theuw all...showing
the killer's picturs around...frowm bar to bar...from street
to- streety —Iwpatiently- you-walt lor word-inm your office.
And then late at nieght

{PHONE RINGS)
it comes

STABS_AND_OUT)

(PHONE LIFTED FROM CRADLE)
Clifford speaklineg.,.
(FILTER) C1liff, this 1s Eddle theo bartendser... at the
Hi-3pot,
Yeah, Eddie!
That guy wiose plcture you showed we, He was just in
here.
(CONTROLLED EXCITEMENT) When did he leave? -
A few winutes 2g6. He and snothen guy drove. off in a

convertible.

L e e e (A R - T b
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-~ ' PHIL:
EDDIE:

e LIEUT:

PHIL:
LIEUT:

—— PHIL:

LIEUT:

LIEUT:
PHIL:
LIEUT:
PHIL:
LIEUT:
PHIL:
LIEUT:

- LIEUT:

: ROY:
LIEUT:
ROY:

GUY:

-10-
D1d you get the license number?
T couldn't, Cliff, It was all bent, I couldn't read
it et all.

(ESTABLISH CAR DRIVING THEN B.G.)
S0 you hadda play detective, CLIff. You couldn't call
me in right avey,
You kmow me, Lisutenant...the mdventurous type,
{BEGRUDGING) Well...you didn't do too baed, But you're
lucky you didn't wind up vwith & slug in ya.
Make sure you don't,.,..when _we catch up with him,
Think I'll furn in on Thirq1again.

{CAR PURNING)
A1l pight, Hawk eye...see anything?
No...no., convertibles..,.wait & minute!

Afomhrs ., .
e Efa crcnd-,

Under the El therevq.

Yeah,..yesh,..I see Llt...

The license plate..,it's bent...

Cotmon, ., ’
(SPEEDING UP FOR A FEW SECONDS THEN A RAPID
BRAKE, . .DOOR OPENING...RAPID STEPS)

Watch yourself, Cliff. (SHARP) Czsgg:ﬁ-m&nnﬁab ddyf

What's & matter?

Police,..lemne see your license.

Well..er...this isn't my car. My friend here owns it,
(JUST OFF) Here's my reglstration, officer....rvight in
nY. ... (STRAIN}...pocket,

e e ek
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LIEUT:

GUY:

ELLEN:
PHIL:

{TWO RAPID SHOTS)
—
“ReoyrrT £ E e b7
(DOOR OPEN, , .STEPS RUNNING OFF)

s At T

Lieutenans, ,.you ckay?
Yeoh, . Fe=tuwetepr—too! Comon...they won't get far!
(EL TRAIN ROARS OVERHEAD)

T N S A T T L

The Lieutenant knows his job., The two men don't get far,

The first one,..the guy with the gun...¥winds up slumped

against an iron pillar of the El...& bullet in his

chest,

The cther..  tisdgibened-lttdunbreod Roy Edvards,,...the one

you've been looking for,..corners himself in a darkened

hallway...whimpering like s baby. Now...the State

over...and the trisl begins...the evidence againsti

takes

Roy

Edwards builds like a landaslide., Everyone takes his

guilt for granted...everyone but & glrl named Ellen

Marshak., A nice girl...young...bewildered,,.,vwlth a face

thet seems to be dreaming a alghtmare. And in the
room inside the court house, she comes to you.
ouT)

My Roy didn't do it, Mr. Clifford,..he didn't,

press

put Ellen...the evidence...ﬂis face.,.the yellow gloves...

all identified by svery witness, You, yourself.,.on

the stand, admitted giving him those gloves.
He couldn't have done 1t, Mr. Clifford.
Why?

FBecause he was out of town the night of the shooting.

RT KO
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ELLEN:

FHIL:
ELLEN:
.- PRIL:
ELLEN:

PHIL:
FLIEN:

PHIL:-

ELLEN:
FHIL:
ELLEN:

FHIL:
ELLEW:
FHIL:
- ELLEN:

_..-_-'.‘:\ A PH IL :
ELIEN:
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I didn't hear thet in the triel.
No one blieves me, They won't check on what I tell
them, Look, Mr. Clifford...this ticket stub, S8See what
it says! )
Hmm,..1t's for & fight. Allen Adler versus Jimmy.....
Nichols! It was on the part they tore off,
Ten rounds,..,June 15th,....{SURPRISE} Hey...
Sure.,..the night they say Roy wes In that tavern, But
hov could he be, He was at this fight in Passaic,
2dler's his friend....and he went to see him, He always
aid.
Ellen, vhere'd you get this stub?
Roy geve 1t to me. But nobody'll listen. Nobody'!ll
give us & chance to prove lt.
{(UNSURE} The evidence against him,..there's so0 much of
it,
Whet about this evidence for him?
(DISTURBED) They can't be railroading him,
No,...but since the day you had him arrested...everythingh
moved like & machine., How can you stop something so
big? '
If only those witnesses hadn't been so sure,,.
Cen anything like that ever be sure?
They could be wrong, But it's such 2 small chancs.
Then you've got to help_me take 1t, Mr, Clifford., You
sterted all this. You went locklng rop him,
Because I thought he wap gullty!

But suppose hels not? What happens to Roy théﬁ?
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PHIL: What‘né\you wvant me to do?
ELLEN: Check his story....that's all, Prove once and fer all
1f hé&'s innocent..,or gullty.

{POUNDING ON DOOR)

LIEUT: (OFF, ., SLIGHTLY MUFFLED) Hey, CLliff, you in there?
o i

PHIL: . {PROJECTING SLIGHTLY) Yeah...what's up? .

(DOOR OPENS)

LIEUT: {JUST OFF) The jury's back glready.
PHIL: Comon, Ellen}
’ LIEUT: You're too late, Cliff, They've announced the verdict,

Fdvards gets the chaip!

{MUSIC: _ _ _UP INTO_CURTAIN)
- CHAPPEIL: Wz will be back in just & moment with tonightlzs BIG
STCRY!
T (MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE)

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PRCGRAM #105

_MIDDLE COMMERCTAL

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater lenpth filters the
sroke on the way to your throat.

Thatts important!

{ON DESCENDIMG SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters the
stoke on the way to your throat.

Filters the snoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater “ggggg. Yes, your eye'
asan see the difference - your throat can tell you vhat 1t
Lieans . -

PELL MELL'S greater ;g;ggg of traditionally fine, ncllow

tobaccos means a lonhger, natural filter to screen and cool

the smoke,

Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildness, and
satisTaction no other cigarstte offers you. '

Yes, PELL MELL'S are good - good to lock at - good to feel -

good to taste - end good to gnoke.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding\"

fnd - they are piid.

(oN ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters the
smoke on the way to your throat,

That's importantt '

{ON DESCENDIRG SCAﬁE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters th.
smoke on the way to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild. _

If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the loneger, -

finer cigaretie in the distinguished red package =~ FELL
MELL.
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- HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you t0 your narrator and
the BIG STORY of Phil Clifford...as he 1%ved it...end
wrote 1t! ‘

NARR: For the first time in your life,,you,.Phil Clifford, of
the New York DAILY MIRROR...have done more then just
write about crime, Youlve caught & murderer., At least...

. you think you have,..until Elden Marshak comes to you,..
and ralses the shadow of & doubt in your mind. The

e evidence against Roy Edvards seems overvwhalming.,..,enough
for & jury to convict within twenty minutes, The case
is all wrepped up with & neat litdle knot, Why try to zo
through & stone wall? But it's hard to forget thet you
were the one who found him, You.,.who helped put him ia
the death house, BSuppose,...by some crazy miracle,, .t
he is innocent, Maybe ons chance ocut of a million,.,.but
1t's there. You declde to see Roy Edwards at.Sing 3ing!
You're going to wipe out the shadow...you're going to

find out...for surs!

i {MUSIC: _ _ _UP AND BRIDGE) -
ROY: Who sent for you, Clifford?
PHIL: I vant to try and help you, Roy.
ROY: Your calendar’'s cockeyed, It's & couple & hundred days

to Christmas,

PHIL: I'm layin' it on the line, Roy., Where were you the night
of that murder?

- ROY;: My trial's over,..remember?

- PHIL: I remember...and so does Ellen.

e o . e am i v P s atinialad
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You shut up about her,
I can't., When you killed thet man...you rede her a
victim too.
I didn't kill him. I was in Jersey thet night,
Doin' vhat?
My friend was fightin' in Passaic, I was there watchin!
him,
Can you prove 1t?
I gave Ellen the stub of my ticket., That shows I wes
therse,
Vhy? TYou couldlve bought & ticket and then just torn it
in half, |
(TIRED) Sure...sure....
(KINDER) Do you know anycnea vho might've seen you
thera?
(BITTER} The man 2in't livin'! who'd admit it,
What about your friend.,.,the ons who was In the ring?
He didn't see me. I was up in the talcony,..and right
after the fight, I headed back to New York,
Where did you go?
Soma bars over on Elghth Avenue,
Do you remember which ones?
F=blvbpie-ga, (A LITTLE DESPERATE) (lifford, look...I
got nothin! against ya for what ya did. It was a job.
But I didn't do it., I was in Jersey vhen it happened.
I was watchin'! my friend fight. Yo gotta believe me,
{CATMING HIM) Okay, ROY...

RTKOT 0061618
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It's my record they were goin'! on. They marked me lousy
from the first minute! But I didn't do it...(ANGUISH)....
I didn't do 1.

Ciiff, I've been in the district attorney's office for
8ix years and this is an open and shut case if ever I
sSav one.

But this ticket stuq;}fmé‘:"‘now do you explain that?
I don't...because 1t's not necessary.

It shows he could‘'ve been in Jersey that night,

It shows nothing. The ticket doesn't heve to be his...
and besides, even 1f it was,,.he could've just torn it in
half himself,

(LOW) Yeah..I thought of that too,

What was that?

I..er...I thought you might want to look inteo it,

The cese 1s closed. Edwvards dies 1ln two weeks,
h/-.’.ﬁJ‘Z‘”“‘- E7otue ol Fay o Al A oA, ?.;2' .

Just & matter of fom, Eﬁiziié hasn't got & prayer.

Cant't you even check this new evidence?

It's not new..and it's not evidence. Edward'!s girl friend
came in here crying about it right after ha was locked up.

Look; Gliff,..take my advice. There'!s nothing else you'll

be able to write on this story, It's over with..finished
Now..forget it!

Tt's like that everywhere. Youlve got to do it alone..
you and Ellen Marshak. BShe qults her jobh.,.and together
you spend avery hour of every day checking...running

down leads that turn into dead-end signs. But never
stopping. ..never giving in.

R A T M s & it it -
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UP AND UNDER FOR MONTAGE)

{CLINKING OF GLABSES)
{EYEING HER) What'll you have, sister? *
Please take & look at this picture., Have you ever seen
this man?_~g;;),14#__r41afx 2
Run out on y&é
Have you seen him?

No....T ain't had the pleasural

{BAG BEING PUNCHED)
Your name Allen Adler?
That's me! Whet can I do for ya?
(BAG STOPS)
Roy Edwards says he sav you fight in Passaic the night of
the murder. Did you see him there?
I wish I had, Mister,...but I didn't see him,

{BUS MOTCR IDLING UNDER)
The dispatcher said you had a picture to show me, Miss,
Did this man ever ride on your bus frmﬁ Pagsaic to New
York,
Say....1isn't thet the guy who murdered....the,..
(CUTTING HIM OFF) Was he on your bus?
I'm....I'm sorry, Miss...but I don't remember him,

UP AND BRIDGE TO) o

oyt iniuiialiaiiaie g

7 . 2
BARTENDER%j%féhia i1s thne Triangle Bar & Grillﬂ lookin® for someone,

ELLEN:

) ¢

Yes, I'm supposed to meet Mr, Clifford hers.

et
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Oh...,.well, have & chelr, He hasn't come in yeb.
Excuse me, Miss, (PADING)

I know you, (QUICK) Don't get scared!

I'm sorry,...but I didn't sea you.

Don't you know me?

I,..I don't think so,

We had our pleturss in the paper together. I'm Harry
Sampson. I saw the whole thing happen. Don't you
remember? '

(SICK) Yes....I remember you,

{AWE) You're his moll, sren't you?

Flease.,,let me alone,

{OHNLY AWARE OF HIMSELF) Right where that chair 1s...
that's where he was standing. His hat pulled down lowv...
and the gun in those yellow gloves. I can sse 1t,..like
1t was happénin‘ this minute,

{A TOUCH OF SHRILLNESS} GO awey....

He only wanted the money...

I saild,..go avay..g0o avay...

The bertender...that fellow over there...he was goln' to
give it to him. Ancther second and he would*ve been out
of here.,.and no trouble.,.no shoctin'...

{VERY SICK) (LOW) B8top it...please.,.no more...

(ONLY CONSCIOUS OF HIMSELF, STILL) Then this maa at the

Deqewie jumped at him,,.and your fellow.,.he let go with
the gun, Like an explosion....
No,...

(KER BODY SLUMPS TO THE FLOOR)

e S R
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. 'HARRY: (SCARED) Ledy...what's the matter..lsdy...{(SHOUTING..
VERY FRIGHTENED) Hey..Joe...commere quick...somethin's
the matter with berd ed. Aﬁgzi) /!

{MUsIC; _ _ _UR AND BEHIND) 7

NARR: You fight the world...and everything in 1t...end after
e wnile...you're bound to get & little sick, Ellen
Mershek 1s no stronger than you or enycne else., YoOu get
to the Trilangle Bar and Grill..E_l.nd find her Tadmg there
mrembvempper, . . s1ck at heart,,,.sick with weariness. 5he
sits there a little....gets back some &trength...her
composure...and her desire to find someone vho can prove
ROy Edwvards innocent. -Hrrtike—yourmrstro i =rot—gEydn gl
St111 reaching for the moon....something 2 million miles
gwey....with only thres days left,...to get there.

{CFLL DOOR CLOSING)

ROY: © (EAGERLY) Any thing break, Mr. Clifford?
N PHIL: . Want me to lay 1t on the line again, Roy?

ROY: On the 1iﬁeS

PHIL: It's no scap,

ROY: (SLOW) No one...no cne admits they saw me.

PHIL: .Not & soul!

-- 1e. &£
. ROY: ﬁ*Yellow....arraid to get mixed up in anything that
stinks.

S FHIL: I don't think so, People don't remain bystanders if &
~ men's innocent.
- ROY: {SORE) Maybe, but vhen you don't vant them to mix in...

there they are...piling in’on top of ¥&.
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..21..
Can ya stop 17
sure,...like that guy Iin the cap got stopped &t the
priangle. (SLIGHT BEAT...THEN SCARED.,HEDGING) So
vhatte y& lookin' at? BSo vhat'd I say?
{QUIETLY) Guy in the cap? Who told you he wore & cap?
Why, er...you did...in the paper.
Nuts I aid!
Sure...sure...I resd it. Guy in 8 cep. I remember.
Roy....I never wrote it, (SLOW,.EVEN) I never wrote it.
{PITCHED HIGH) Wnat're ya pullin® on me? Is this a gag?
That's what I'm wonderin'., Guy in a cap...vwho told you
tha t?
Stop with the cap! Who cares what he wore?
I do. And so does Ellen,
Just like I figured. Youlre not with me at all, You've
been pleyin' me for a sucker... just for & story.
(SLIGHT STRAIN) Listen you....it's all I cen do to
stop from breekin' every bone in your body.,
{STRAIN) Leggo & me!
(FURLING HIM AWAY) (DISGUST) You're everything that's
rotten, Liar...cheat,.,killer..,
(TRACE OF A SOB) Let me alone.,

Ellen qult her job because of you.,,made herself &

" laughing stock., Wasn't one life enough to ruin? Did

you have to hurt her too? ,
(SOBS ARE MORE DISTINCT) Oksy..okey...so I did it. Did
you bleme me for wantin' to get out?

But to use her like that....

gt TR e e T T R T e e 2 TR
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-22 -
{IN FULL CRYING) Because I don't want to die....(NOW
A SCARED KID)...what am I gdin' to do...what am I goin!
to do? (HIS SUBS ARE ALL WE HEAR) .

(QUIETLY) My mother said you called, Mr, Clifford.

Sorry to make you wait up so late, Ellen.,.,but I had to
talk to you, -
(A WEARTED DULLNE3S IN HER TONE THROUGHOUT) 1It's all
right,

I!'ve just come beck fyrom the prison.

{A LI?TLE EAGERNESS HERE} How 1s he?

Roy's fine!

When can I see him?

Wnenever you like. (HARD PO 8AY) Ellen,..I spoke to
the Warden befors I left, .

Ch?

Roy's appeal...it's been denled,

(SLIGHT BEAT) I didn't think it would be any different.
Ellen...hasn't all this searching for.evidence changed
your mind? About where Roy really was that night?
What's the use of talking ebout 147

Itta better to know the truth.

Why? Can it change the way I feel?

No,.I guess not! But I think it's important to admit
it to yourself.

Roy killed that wan. Is thet what you went me to say?
(SLIGHT BEAT) I know it now. He's gullty. He never
went to Jersey that night. He was here...and he did
avarything they say.

v e - - ..
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PHIL: {MISERABLE} If there were only something you could do...
R but there isn't! |
ELLEN: I, guess 1t had to'happen. Something was wrong from the
very begloning. I never knev vhat it was,..but always,...

I used to feel 1t.

PHIL: Maybe it's stupid to say it...but I'm sorry.
o ELLEN: - Mr, Clifford..,will you do me a favor?
PHIL: Sure.,. |
.- ELLEN: Can you go to the prison tomorrow end talk to the Warden

again? I went you to arrange something for me,

PHIL: (CURIOQUSLY) What?
- ELLEN: I want you to get permission for me...to marry Roy!
| (MusIC: _ _ . CURTAIN)
- CHAYPELL: In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Fhll

" glifford of the New York DAILY MIRROR....with the
. ’ finel outcome of tonight's BIG STORY!
(MUsIC: _ _ _FANFARE)

(CIN8ING COMMERCIAL)
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-+~ THE BIG STORY
PELL MELL

3/30/439 ~2h - #105

" CLOSING COMMERCTAL:

GROUE:

B HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S grester length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat.

That's important!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat,

Fliters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

PELL MELL'S greater lenpth of traditionally filne, mellow
tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat.

Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildnes3 and

satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Yes, PELL MELL'S are geod -- good to look at - good to

feel - pood to taste - and good to smoke.

8¢, if you really want to enjloy smoking, ask for ths
longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red package
- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstending!™

And - they sre mild!
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CHAPFPEIL: Now we read you that telegram from Phil Clifford of the
New York Daily Mirror,

CLIFFORD: Though suthorities vere reluctant to allow wedding
between girl and condemned man in tonightt!s Big Story
they finally agreed, I attended wedding as best man,
Killer went to chair at Sing 8ing shortly thersafter,
Thanks & lot for tonight's Pell Mell Awvard,

CHAPPELL: Thenk you, Mr, Clifford .,. 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 agsin next wesk, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY ~ A BIG STORY from the front pages of The Housaton
Taxes Press -- by-line, Harry McCormick ~ a BIG STORY -
about 2 reporter who solved the mest fantastic Jail

break in history.

ATHKOT QOB1B27




CHAFPELL:

CHAPFELL:

ANNCR:

{music: _ _

06 -
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J Prockter, with
music by Viedimir 3ellnsky. Tonlght's program was

written:by Alvin Boretz, your narratoﬁ was Bob Sloane,

e

and J (/played the part of Phil Clifford.
In order to protect the names of people actually
fnvolved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the nemes of
all charscters in the dramptization were changed vith

the exception of the reporter, Mr. Clifford.

_THEME_UP, FULL_& FADE)

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

This 1is KBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANWY.
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