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- ~ WNBC & NET THE_BIG STORY - $a06

)
10:00 - 10:30 FM APRIL 6, 1949 WEDNESDAY

(Harry McCormick: Houston, Texas, Press)

CHAPPELL: FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present.,..THE BIG STORY!
SLOANE: (IN CLOSE) Shortly before midnight, this lncredible

conversation took plesce between two inmates of the Texas

- State Prison at Huntsville ...

TORREN: (URGENT WHISPER) Fletcher! Fletch!
- FLETCH: (SBOFT-SPOKEN, NOW ANNOYED) Go back to sleep, Torren.
TORREN: I can't sleap,

- FLETCH: (IRON)} You go to sleep. If you louwse this up, Torréen --
TORREN: I got & feeling it ain't gonna work, Fletch; I got a feeling
ia gomevwhere aloﬁg_the line --

T~  FLETCH: (VERY SOOTHING) Now you listen to me, Just listen -~
TORREN: (FAGER TO BE REASSURED) Okay, Fletch, okay =-

FLETCH: By this time tomorrow night, you and me end Pritzie and Ed

Hammer!ll be breathing free sir. We'll be out, By this
time tomorrow, without a gun being used, without a guard

being slugged, we'll be on the outside, in the greatest jall
break in history!

TORREN: You really think so, Fletch; no kiddin'?
o FLETCH: That!s what I said: by this time tomorrow night, the
greatest jaii break in history.

—— i — et — — Pt Bty Y

- CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here 1s America: it's sound and it's fury,
L; - 1t's joy and it's sorrow, as falthfully reported by the men
_ and women of the great American nevwspapers., (PAUSE)

T oeu {MORE)
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CHAPPELL:
{ CONT'D)

-2-
Housten, Texas: from thérﬁgggzhof the Houston Pressg, the
story of & reporter who oeaSitat s top, but did solve the

mystery of the shrewdest, most daring jail-break in U3

prison history. Io Harry McCormick
’ f\x;;,d«’u’
veteran crime reporter of the Houston Texa Prassﬁ goaa

the Pell Mell Award Per-FHB-BIC-DPOR¥]

(COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 4/6/49
PELL MELL

QPENING COMMERCIAT::

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater lsngth filters the smoke on the way
-to your throot.

HARRICE: Thatts important!

GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE}
PELL MEII.'S greater lepngth filters the smolke on the way
to vour throat,

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

CHAPPEIL: Yes, PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos means & longer, natural filter to screen
and cool the smoke. Thus, FELL MELL gives you a

smoothnass, mildness and gatisfaction no other cigarette

offers you, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!"
HARRICE: And - they are mild,

GROUP: (OGN 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 grester length filters
the smoke on the way to your throst.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild,
CHAPFELL: If you really want te enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
B finer cigarette in the distinguished ved package -
o PELP MELL.,

g e e AT T
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WIFE:

HARRY:
WIFE:
HARRY:

WIFE:

HARRY:
WIFE:
HARRY':

Now the story as it actually happened. Harry McComrmick's
story as he lived it. DabeEdps: Houston, Texas,...

Of all the men in Texas, possibly in the whole scuthwest,
nc one has the cenfidence and trust of the men behind bars,
the hardened immetes of the prisons of Texas, more than you,
reporter Harry McCormick of-the Houston Press. You worked
hard for those men and they know it; you clesned up swesat
boxes, you ended brutallty, you helped reform the whole
prison system with your w»iténmg. And they know it, There
are very few who would ¢ross you and there sre thousands
who call you "friend." There are hundreds, every month,
vhe write to you, tips, what's new on the grapevine,
problems that bother them - and sometimes big things,
sometimes very big things in the making, Like the letter
you got from 2 priscner at Huntsvillelthat your wife
happened to open by mistake --

Harry, I'm sorry I opened it. I only read a fevw lines and
then I realized 1t was for you and —:'

(READING} That's okay, Katée -- no harm done --

It's a funny letter, isn't it BHarry?

Funny, how? _

I don't know - I thought a letter from a prisoner'd be
avout, oh, conditlions there, or grarft or you know -

Some thing big?

tfell in a way - this fellow, whaet's hisz name?

Lawson,

De e AL ) S
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WIFE:

HARRY:

o v

HARRY:
WIFE:
HARRY:
WIFE:
HARRY:
WIFE:
HARRY:

WiFE:
HARRY:

HARRY:

..5..
Well, he writes aboat how he had a cold last week and how

his wife visited him ang how his feet still hurt -- thatl!s

L 2]

the kind of 1atter;1-:’uother writes, or:?éther -
Not quite, Katle, not quite.

Hebo, 1s that iron ew-biressbewe still hot?
(SURPRISED} Why yes -~ you want 1t?
Yap.
Youl!re not golng to iron something, Harry?
I'm golng to iron this letter, |
That?

. ,(‘m.
In the lenguage of the trade, baby, this is called & "kite",
A letter about your feet and a cold in the nose means -
turn over, apply & hot iron, and a letter written in
invisible lemon jutce will come out,
Really?
That’s’right. And a kite usuelly means that you better
sit down before you read 1t - because the message may

knock you off your feet.

You slt down, Harry McCormick, because In the past three

years you've had one other kite from Tom Lawson and that
A A i

onqqknocku& you off your feet. Thias one says:

"Harpy: Have absolute knowledge, but no proof, # wmen,

maybe 5, will break out within next three days. Lawson.”

. - P v e et T
- . R T Y ittt
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SLOANE:

HARRY:
KENNY:
HARRY:
KENNY:
SLOANE

%,  KENNY:
HARRY:

. e T e
. T P L B
ramen P Tt Ly -

-6-

You go cut to Huntsville prison totalk to Lawaon, but he has
no more dope than he put in the kite. The only new thing
iz that his urgent, intenss face tells you 'he knows this
brealk is 8 fact, en absolute fsct., But wheo's involved?
when? how? -~ he can't answer. You step in &t the warden's
offiée.....
(DOOR COPENS, SHUTS UNDER)

(NICE YOUNG VOICE) Yes, sir -- i
‘Like to see the Warden please.

Who shall I say is calling?

You'lre nev here, nevw trustee?

Yes, eir, Just about a month,

Good. Hope you make out fine, Sure you will,
Thank you, sir. And your name?
McCormick.

(IEFERENTIAL) Oh, Mr. M¢Cormick of the paper. Heard a lot

avout you, sir. Very glad to meet you,
Thanks. I didn't get your name.

Kenny Spire, sir.

»

Well, Kenny - tell the warden I'd like 5 minutes with him.

{( PROMPT) Yes, sir.

You sit down, while waiting, to figure this out: there's
something wrong, something fishy.,ﬁEvery prison break you
ever heard of, there's excitement tm=smpndson, the men know
about 1%, it does thinga to thelr nerves -~ but this time
there'’s no sigh of that. Could Lawson be wrong --7

The warden'll see you now, Mr. McCormicl, -

Thanks, Kenny.

.
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WARDEN:

HARRY:

WARLEN:
HARRY:
WARDEN
HARRY:
WARDEN:

HARRY:
WARDELN:

HARRY:

WARIEN:

HARRY:
WARIEN:

-7.—

(FOR THE MOVEMENT...DOOR)
Hﬁﬁ#ﬁﬂi#éﬁﬁ*ﬂ&ﬁ% Well, Harry, come in, Come in and sit
down. What brings you out, (KIDDING) Big story?
Warden, I'1ll give it to you straight. A friend of mine
tells me there's going to be a break - 4, 5 men - within
‘the next three days.
(LAUGHING AT THE IDEA) Really, Harry, whereabouts? Maine?
This is on the level, warden. . |

e
4Youf friend's a little - youwkmew - touched,

You'lre surs?
Harry, you know prisons - s¢ do I, Ever hear of a break
pending that wasn't on the grapevine?
No,
Or where the place wasn't jumping with it? Three days
from now?- why there'd be all kinds of indications: talking
at meals, the yard'd be like a madhouse - no, we've had
pesce Qnd guiet so 4w I know nothing's going on,
Therae!s a iot in what you say.
Sure, your friend just had nothing to do, so he gave you
& bum tip. One of my boys? What's his name, Harry?
Sorry. You know how 1 play it.
Okay - but - nothing to worry about, Harry, nothing --

{DOOR OPENS) '
Excuse me, but, phone call for you warden -- Line 2,
Thanks, Kenny --

(SHUTS )}

DT amm il e g AR L A
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WARLEN:

HARRY:
(MUSIC:

P I EE T

{SAYING S0 LONG) Well, Harry - got to take this call --
vou know, private -- (HARRY: Sure, sure. So long) -- See
you Harry. Listen, if thers’s s jail-brealt here within the
next three days (KIIDING) I'1l resign my job --

(DRY) Yeah - you might have to, warden...you might have to.

You wait a day, two days, three days, & week - and no sige
of the break, Well, the warden Jﬁs right and Lawson was
wrong. You forget about 1t. You forget about it until yeu
get a phons c¢all from a friend two weeks after the dey of
the supposed break, at 2 in the morning.

{ PHONE SINGS. . +ANSWERED BEHIND NARRATION:)

?%iEﬁﬁFE==%¥EL$ER}—4EHm§-——

HARRY:
FRIEND:

HARRY:
FRIEND:

Yeah ~- e g S vl At
ﬁcw
(SAME) Listen, Haany, never mind who this is, but you

remember Joe Torren?

Torren? Yeah -~ he's et Huntsville, 20 years.
Well, he ain't ot Huntsville now, Mm

-Gmaeemé—ﬂe 's over at the Elite Bar on Temple Am end

he's telling everybody how he busted out of jall.

TORREN:

CROWD:
- GIRL:

TORREN:

FUKE-BOX=0P® WHICH FALES OUT,..SOUND OF CROWD)
(oFF) And that's how we done 1t!
(ROARS APPROVAL ~ ABOUT FOUR IN THE CROWD)
Honey, Wﬁf Z"eHoeee—wm-s-Hm
{ON NOW..QUITE HIGH) What for? They’re so dumb. Say
listen, if I wrote the warden & letter, he still wouldn't
know what I'm talking ubout - . ‘

~
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... BARRY:! (ERETGERANPEY) I don't believe you, Torren, I think you're
| full of booze -- '
TORREN: Yeah, who says so, vholve you? I can prove 1t.
GIRL: Honey, lay off -- don't shoot your mouth off to everybody--
.- TORREN: The man says he don't believe me, that's an insult - I'm
_; gonnha prove he's o liar —-

HARRY: I like to sse you,

TORREN: He 1iko to sce me. Is that a laugh?

TORREN: Muright, wise guy, every hear of Fletch, gus Fletcher --%

. Well, he's the smortest con in the world -- smartest guy

B in the vorld, the whole world. Well him and me end
Fritzle Spahn and Ed Haommer, we done it - and all of us
ia out -- 2ll of us,.

HARRY: I don't belicve you.

TORREN: Don't believe me! (GIRL: Honey) Shh. I'm Joe Torren, 20
years to 1ife - when did I get sentenced: 3 years ago.

-- Am I in or am I out? Answer me -.1n or out --

HARRY: You'lre out.

TORREN: Well, how did I get out, Hal! Can't answef. I'11l tell
you, Ve bust out. We bust out - without & gun, without
touching one of the ascrevs (that!s a guard for your

- bencfit)

.- HARRY: Go ahead -~
TORREN: And how did we do 1t? We done it with a picce of paper -
" 1t was all Fletch's idea - o plece of paper signed by the

 Governor that was a parole for the 4 of us.
~» HARRY: A parolel o

e mrwe et T L T AT e T e b T SRTT T em e
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TORREN: Look ot him now =- he nin't so sure =-- that's right wise
guy; a parole - one little forged piece of paper: o parole.
(LAUGHS) Boy are they dumb, the governor, the waxden, and
how we done the forgery ourselves right in prison and --

GIRL: Honey, stop i%.

TORREN: Okay, baby, I ain't saying nothing - and beslides, 1T they
heard the whole story, them dopes still wouldn't knov it
happened, -

(MUSIC: _ _IN WITH NARR:) N

SLOANE : You slide into = phone booth,,call a local cop %o plck
Torren up; then cg fast as you can)you get tc Huntaville,
to the warden's office.,..’

WARDEN¢ (VERY WORRIED) (DEFENSIVE) You're crazy, Horry - the
vhole thing's prepestrous --

HARRY: Were Gus Flotcher, or Fritzie Spehn or Torren or Hemmer
up for parcle? Den't you know when men are Up for parole,
vaprden --

WARDENélﬂt Not always, sometimes it just happens and ve receive
instructions. But this 1s impossible; the parols was
signed by the Governor and by the Governor's secretary --
and 1t had the secret code nttached --

HARRY: Secret code?

WARDEN: There's always a code word, it changes every menth -- This
month 1% was "discretely” - the word is alwzys worked into
the text of the parcle -;

HARRY: That wos done?

WARIEN: Yes, that's what I'm saying--1t was perfect in every way--

=30~

How could they forge it, where would they get the Govermor's
private stationery, hls signature, Hho—povornonly

-

secretary*é,\the codo -word =-2

ATHXO1 006138B%
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KENNY:

-11~
(DOOR OPENS)

—Exriae me, gdp ==
.

WARBEN:=——[ANHOES D) -—What—ts—it;-Kenny ?
— BN ———Hould—you—vent-me—fer—anything-else-—tonight, air?
WARBEN: ——Nor=you—can—eave,

KRN ——Fhonk-you—bie.

WARDEN:

HARRY :

WARDEN:

WARDEN:

WARTEN:

WARDEN:

HARRY:

WARTEN:

HARRY:

WARDEN:
HARRY:

- TReoR=CEOSES)
(STILL APOPLECTIC) - don't you see, Harry, the whole
ideals just -- .
{INTERRUPTS) See if you can find the parole., You keep
them on file, don't you?
Yhat ore you suggesting? Of course it's here. I hove it
in my =--

{FILE DRAWER OFENS)
:~ private fille,

{RIFFLING THROUGH PAPERS)
P; jo! ; Paroles - here -

{FOLDER LIFTED OUT)
1t should be on top,

(THROUGH MORE PAPERS)
It's not heve - (PROJECTING) Kenny, Kenny --
Sove your breath. It's gone, Warden, Donlt you see thet's
part of the plan: 1f it's gone, there can be no proof of
wvhnt they did.
Are you suggesting that you believe this msnpd—farrbtrgdilnin,
proposteroqs --
{SHARPLY) Warden -- wardenl!
that?

Call the Governor end ses if he paroled those men,

ATKQ1 QCB 1

e - e

330



“12w

HWARDEN: I will not make mysell the laughing stoeck of --

HARRY: If ft's true you'll be more than a laughing stock --

WARLEN: But 1815 -= 1t's after three == cv ZZ sretomm./ -
- HARRY: I don't think he'd mind the time,

(STEPS, PHONE UP)

WARDEN: Got the Governor. Use the direct line. Urgent. (PAUSE)
Harry, dp you think that -- (THROWING HANDS UP) Oh, it's
3¢§$3;di£35§$$$3351 Forge the Governof's ;— Hello, hello,
Governor - Wanrden Richﬁrds. Governor, I'm sorry to bother
you at this hour, but -- something's come up -- Wo, sir,

nothing like thnt, « «s.00vernor,

did you, uh - didn't you issue - about ten doys ago --
an order to parole Fletcher, Spahn, uh - (STOPS. NOW A
EEATEN MAN) Yes, sir, WNo, sir. I understand, sir,..(LOW)
I'11l cpll you in the morning.
(HE HANGS UF)
WARDEN: (INCREDULOUS) He never issued 1it.
HARRY: That!s whaot I thought. Warden, you and I have just
confirmecd the most fantﬁstic jail breck in hilstory.
(MUSIC:_ _ UP_TO TAG) '

— e mem S EeT wem e

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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"7PHE BIG STORY
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PROGRAM #102

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUF:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

GROUE 1

HARRICE:
GROUF:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

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

to your throat.

Thatts important.

{ON DESCENDING SCALEj

PELL MEE@‘S greater length fllters the smoke on the way to
your throat,

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length. Yes, your
eyes can see the difference ~- your throat can tell you
what it means,

PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos meang a longer, natural filter to screen and cool

the smoke,

Thus, PELL MELL gives you a emoothness, mildness and

gatisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

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

feel - good to baste - and good to smoke.
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"
And - they are mild.

o

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters the

smoke on the way to your throat.

That's important!

{ON DESCENDING SCALE)} PELIL MELL'S greater length filters the

amoke on the way to your throat.
Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the'ionger,

finer cigarette in the diatinguished red package--PELL MELL.

ATHO1 0061332
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HARRICE: This is Cy Horrilce returning you to your neyrator and THE
BIG STORY of Harry McCormick, as he lived 1t and wrote it...

SLOANE: The story of the unbelievable Jnil break by L men using &
forged parole rockas Texas. People rub thelr eyes, they telk
‘about 14ttle else; inside prisons there is laughter and the
stirring of trouble; and outside a political cauldron is
boiling. Rumors ask "Was the warden bribed? Is the
Governoprls office involved? How 1s such o éhing possible
without the higher-ups being party to it?" Ané, ns yet,
there are no answers because the parole document ltself and
the missing men {with the exception of Joe Torren, pleked
up in & bar) - ere still missing., And you, Horry McCormick,
of the Houston, Texns, Press, who started it with & story,
now move in to help try to finish it, You sit with o

-adek, frightened, worried Warden...

WARDEN: Whet om I gonna do, Herry, what?
) HARRY: Youlve found nothing out from the inmates?
/_‘ WARTEN: Nothing. I talked till I'm blue in the fﬁco, asked questions
\ used stoolies, everything--and I'm right whero I storted.

Harry, I'm finished, I'm licked --

HARRY: Not so fast, warden. There are guite o few things we do
- know, guite a few--
WARTEN: {DOESN!T BELIEVE HIM) What do we xnow?
- HARRY: We know Fletcher was the brain. We know he selected his men

carefully, Torren, becouse he haod some money - and they
needed money to tide them ovexr the flrst deys outside --
WARLIEN: How doecs that help?
HARRY (GOING ON) Pletcher useé Fritzie Spahn because he was an
- export forger. He used Hommer because Hammer had access to

the print shop and could print up poper 1ike the Governor's
stationery?

.- - - e T
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WARDEN &

HARRY:

WARDEN:
HARRY:

WARDEN ¢

HARRY:

WARDEN: -

HARRY:

WARDEN :

HARRY:

" fifth man.

. - e . P L T R
P, s s T VT B Ak AT e Ty T
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And there must have been a Fifth man. TEwwsRFrho=wrote
e SRR R

-me—bheslter said 4 or 5 would try the treak - snd I'm

convinced there was e fifth,

Wwhy?

?here had to be an 1ns;d? man - & man who'd be able to steal
s sample of the governgg;g:signature to be copied and be
able to report when the parole came in. (First he'd bave to
help get 1t out, after it was made. That takes inside stuff)
This man would be able to stop the whole ¢operation if you,

or any of your staff got wise - while the process was goling
onn. Doesn't that mske sense?

Suppose it does. What's the difference? 8o there wes a
30 vhat?

I'm just stating the facts that we lkmow -~ Ydon't know all
the anawers yet. Now, ms I see 1t, we've got to pick up
those escaped men - Spahn, Hemmer and Fletcher] and we've
got to find the forged parole - if 1t's still in existence.
That's a great help, Harry. What do you think I've been
doing all week?

All right, give ﬁe permission to walk arocund your prison,
talk to anyone I want {alone) -

Sure, go shead, do anything you like --

Maybe - I'm not promlsing anything -~ maybe we'll come up
with something.

—— e — —— —

If ever you needed the confldence end respect of the Inmates
of Huntsville, now 1ls the time, Harry MocCormick; as you go

from cell to cell, seeking answers, B::;isg information. And
that past of yours, working for reform/&# priscners, beglins

to ﬁay off «..

RTHKO1 Q0619384




LAWSON:

SLOANE s

HARRY:
SPAHN:

HARRY:
SPAHN:

EARRY:

SPAHN:

wl6-
I don't know for sure, Mr. McCormick, but Fritzie Bpahn's
supposed to be running a little pecan farm in the Texas
panhandle --
And Fritzie Spahn, the expert who forged the parole, is
pleked up on the pecan farm, (MUSIC: PUNCTUATION) Arnd a
day later, Ed Hammer who printed the paper, is found'égg;*f7/r ’
another lead from a prisoner ... )
A1l right, Spehn, we know all about it. Where's Fletecher?
{ GREATLY GRIEVED) How do you like that? The State of
Texas gives me a parcle and then takes 1t away from me.
Why, Mr. McCormick, why?- .
-Gu_g— , Spahn, we're not joklng.
That's all I know., I was just as surprised as you when
they sprung me., (But I was a good prisoner) But then to
take back/}E?iELF?pg_- after the Governor wrote --
(PoRTeus) Step—it, stop playing dumb and talk!
(NOW WISE) What's to talk, Mr. Reporter? Is there a
forged paercle arcund somevhere or something can prove it
wasn't just like I said - that the state lssued us a

release and then changed their minds?

— e At w—

And 1%'s trus - until Fletcher is found, until the document
ftaelf is found - it's & dead end. Three men have Yteen
recoversd, but the head of the ring 1s still out ~ and the
political pot has gotten hotter. This ls the best campaign
issue In years and scme men are maklng political hay of 1t.

They mean to move in “beesuees

and
"peform" the prison system - which always means (Fou—imow,

Howay=KoCevmol) turning the clock of prison history back 20
years, So youlve got & double fight on your hands. You go

_ back to your friend lLawson, the man who wrote the kite....

L T e T hia ot e
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HARRY: Lewson, you've done good work - the lead on Spahn was swell -
but welve got to have more; we've got to.
TAWSON: I'11 do anything I can, Mr. McCormick, but ~ I don't lmow -
vhere to turn -
HARRY: Lawéon T went to say cne thing to you: If we don't find that
- pargle letter, this whole prison system, all the things yeu
MDught rorwpast ten years, all that's going to Tte
wiped out. They'll rolnstitute guards, brutel .gua.rda; they'll
ebolish the farm system, no more truatees - do you want
that?
LAWSON: No.

HARRY: Then see what you can do. (GENTLY} Lawson, this means a
- l1ot; tc both of us -- to you and to me.
{MmusIc UP AND UNDER)

SLOANE : And ounce again, in 1ts miraculous way, the grapevine gets
to work - a grapevine working now for itself, for its
future. And the first thing that turns up ...

WIFE: Harry, letter for you...

HARRY: Let me have it.

(OPENING OF LETTER)

WIFE: What 1s 1it? It looks 1like a picture.

HARRY: That's what it is, ee®¥, a picture of a bathing girl.
- WIFE: Whet do you want with a picture of s bathing girl?
- RIPPING THE PICTURE CAREFULLY
iR EARRY: Not & thing, baby, not a thing -- M t,the vacking of Hhet =

Joatikngegisl Se-scmething I really want.
.. WIFE: Whet? |
. P/ - oy ." L
o HARRY: Jusk & parole for 4 men, Katie, one forged parole.
=¥
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e e (MUSIC: UP AND UNDER)

SLOANE + So now it can be established that FPritzie Spahn did, in faet,
forge the name of the Governor and the Governor's secretary
now 1t can be esteblished that Ed Hammer printed forged

o paper in the prison print shop teo simulate the Governor's

L; statlonery; now it can be establlished that the Warden vas

not a party to bribery, -tutr=thot—{mt—wessit=he-was=guiby=or

neglisence. The grapevine'!s done a lot. But there's a lot

more to do: where's Pletcher? he must be found -- and who

was the fifth men, the inside man, whe got the forged parole
IO~ e A o ok ok ilan

out wast;ehed-ﬁ—waen—*-t—e&m?back in,wetched the ections of

the warden for any sign of suspicion? ...

HARRY: What sbout it, Lawson? What about the inside man? Whet
ahbout Fletch?

LAWSON: {TROUBLED) Nothing yet, Mr. McCormick ~- and don't think
we ain't trying.

- SLOANE ; Another week goes by, then two weeks -- and where before the
public had been quiet aend the opposing politicians stopped,
now agaln, the pot is set - bolling. "No mction, why? What
kind of incompetence in the Governor's maneion? How do we

know this kind of thing will not be repeated? Where's the

ﬁ" criminal leader of the outfit, Fletcher?"
— LAWSON: (Low} Mr., MeCormick,

- HARRY: Yes, Lawson.

R LAWSON: We got one lead --

-

HARRY: Fletcher?
.. LAWSON: No. On the inside man.
HARRY: Who?t

RTHC1 0061397
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The new trustee in the warden's office...
Kenny Spire!

T™hat'!s the one,

HARRY:
KENNY:
HARRY:

KENNY:

HARRY:

XENNY:

HARRY:

Sit down, Kenny.

Yes, sir., <. Alirnlsy |

80 you were the ilnside man.

(BLAND AS BEFORE)

Sir?
How did you get the parole ocut, Kenny?

You must be misteken, sir.

And you kept your eye on the warden when the parole came tack
aa 1f mailed from the Governor, to see if he suspected
anything.

I really don’t understand, air.

Ckay, Xenny, oka3.

I gave you a chance., Now I'll talk

another language - maybe this is a language you'll understand
(PAUSE) We know there was a fifth man in the Fletcher outfit

-~ there hed to be. We lknow you were that man, Ts that toue

or net --%

gir, if there's anything I can say that'll convince --
P T

Bhop—itpepbopudia stop 461 Now=you fistenf‘r I've worked over

10 years tec see thet conditicns inside prisons were improved
I've fought to-change things so that men who spend a Jyear
inside these walls aren't doomed to being criminals for the
{Mom=iiio—yor) Do you think Iim going

go down the drain becasuse a little punk like

rest of thelr lives.
to let all that
you won'tt talk?

Iim sorry, s9ir; very soprry.
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—— A A e

HARRY:

EKENRY:

KENNY:
HARRY:

KENNY:

HARRY:

HARRY:

— e —

......

20—
Now I'll tell you something else. My grapevine tells me -
and you know the grapevine doesn't lie - that Fletcher
promised you if you'd work with him, he'd spring you. HKHe
didn*t say how, bubt he ég;d he'd spring you. Dldn't he
promise you that_ for help?

N6, sir., I never talked to Fletecher. Never,

My information tells me he promised to spring you within
two weeks affer he got out.

(SMALL VOICE)

How long is he out Keuny?
I don't know.
Nearly six weeks, seven weeks. You still think he's gonna
spring you? The grapevine tells me -- and the grapevine
doesnlt lle, yomlmaew—thaet -- that Fletcher's gone and
crossed you. Made promises and left you holding the tag.

No.

No whet, Kenny? You know 1t's true and I know it's true

because we heard 1t over the same grapevine. Now 1f 1t is
true, Kenny - {and 1t 1s) that Fletcher's double crossed you,

ere you still willing: to sit here and see men put back 50

years in priscon conditliona oo the chance that s dirty rat
will come thru for you?

I don't know. Ieave me alone.

{ PURSUING} What did he do for Spahn, for Hommer, for Torren
- for any of them? That's just what he'll &o for you.
(GENTLY) WNow tell me where he is, Kenny - Jjust tell me

where he 13,

It doesn't happet 4 thsot moment, or that day - but the
grapevine goes to work on Kenny Spire, couflrms his fears,

makes him face the realities of his situsticn, and 36 hours

later he comes to you and says ....

RTXKO1 0801399
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KENNY: Two miles gouth of 8San Antonlo, there's a little gas station

Neme is Browne, with an e. Fletcher's there,
(MUSEE:;==—=UP-AND-UNDER)_

~SEOANE— AT —yousand=tho-was 3 go

‘ oonie,
Ken{;’Spire said. And Just Fercre he's locked up 0,
o \ hi”tg

\

\ an ~x e 1id i3 put back once'more on the seet ng cauldron

knowu as @© tics, you look at thim s& dy-haired, sof't
spoken master crimipnal and say o
HARRY: If T wes impressed by.-how smart c¢rooks can be Fletcher,

I'd say you vere og smart a8 a I ever met--

LETOHER— \Th“nksz; cCormick -- \\\_/j \\\,/

e e e e

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from Harpry

McCormick of the Houston Press...with the final outcome

of tomight's BIG STORY!

Tl we e o wem mem wwr

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BXIG STORY 3/9/40
PROGRAM #102

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALZE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filers the smocke on the wey to

your throat.
HARRICE: That'!s Important!
GROUP:  (ON DESCENDING SCAIZ)

PELI, MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way to

your throct.
HARRICE: FPilters the smoke ond makes 1t mild.

CHAPFELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionelly flne, mellow

tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat.

Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothnhegs, mlldness and

satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

HARRIG: Yes, PELL MELL'S are good - good to logk at ~- good to

feel ~- good to taste - and good Lo smoke.

CHAPFELLt So, 1f you really went to enjoy smoking, ask for the

longer, finer cigarette "In the distinguished red psckage

- PELL MELL PAMOUS CYGARETTES - "Qutstending!®
HARRICE: And ~ they are mildi

ATHO1T 0062001
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(ORCH:

CHAPPELL:

MCCORMICK:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{MUSIC: _ _

- 220 -~

Now we read you that telegram from Harry MeCormick
-f the Houston Press.

While the capture of Fletcher brought an end to the
fantastic escape plot in tonight's Big Story, the end
for Fletcher was another story. shortly after his
capture he was shot and killed by & guard while
attempting to escape. My sincere appreciation for
tonight's Pell Mell Award.

Thank you, Mr. McCormick...the makers of PELL MELL °
FAMOUS CIGARETIES are proud to have named you the
winner of the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable
service in the rleld ef journalism.

Listen again next week, same time, seme statlon,
when PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES will present
another BIG STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages
of the Omaha World Herald -- by-line, é;g¥qu§ylvester
4 BIG STORY - sbout a reporter who walked the
deserted streets of a terrorlzed town looking for

a silent killer.

_ _THEME WIPE & FADE_TQ BG_ON CUE)
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CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter with music
by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was written by
Arnold Perl your narrator wds Bob Sloene, and:é;;wbiﬂ Lo 2T

[

rlayed the part of Herry McCormick. In order to protect

the names of pecple actually inveolved in tonight's
authentic BIG STORY the names of all choracters 1in the
dramatization were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mr. Me Cormick.

CHAPPELL: Every minute of the day and night ... yes gvery minute

a fire is burning scmewhere ... & fire started through

' carelessness. Help fight fires...help stop the

. staggering loss of llfe and property. Don't be careless...
be CAUTIOUS. Obey sll fire regulations. Prevent fires
in your community!
This i1s Ernest Cheppeil speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

ANNCR: This 1s NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

R RITA /MARGE
- 3/28/49 pm

- . e m—— S - - e ' R el oo
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #10

CAST
'NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
MAN 3 BOB SLOANE
GIRL 1 CCNSUELA LEMBCKE
WOMAN 1 CONSUELA LENBCKE
GIRL 2 ALICE RINFHEART
WOMAN 2 _ ALICE RINEHEART
MAN 1 SYDNEY SMITH
TOM SYDNEY SMITH
CHUCK BILL QUINN
SYL BILL QUINN
VOICE FRANCIS DE SALES
MAN 5 FRANCIS DE SALES
MAN 2  BERNARD GRANT
SNIPER BERNARD GRANT
JOHNSON ED JEROME
MAN 4 ED JEROKE

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 13, 1949
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WNEC & NET TEE BIG STORY #107

“THE SILENT KILLER"

10:00 - 10:30 PM APRIL 13, 1949 WEDNESDAY

(B.F. SYLVESTER - OMAHA, NEBRASKA WORLD-HERALD)
CHAPPELL: FPELL MELL, FAMOUS CIGARETTES present .... THE BIG BTORY!
{MUsIct FANFARE UNDER)

— e e e e e T e

SLOANE: It wag 7 P.M. in Omsha, Nebraska....

(AUTO MOVING SLOWLY AMID TRAFFIC) °
MAN I: (PLEASANILY WHISTLING)

(FLAT TIRE)
MAN I: Oh, nuts. A flat..Well, it ain't gonns fix itself.

(DOOR dpnns. STEPS, SRARCCORTARMMBNNcGIINY)
MAN IX: (CRY OF HORROR, NOT LOUD. REACTION TO A FLESH WOUND)
SLOANE: He was shot through the shouider with a rifle that made no

- sound.

(PAUSE} The next night, also at 7 P.M.
(WALKING STEPS, THEY STOP)

GIRL I: Gee, I had a swell time Chuck, thanks.
CHUCK: Me too. Only I'm a little tired...
GIRL:. Tired? Daneing? Gee, I can dance all night and not even

feel it. You know -- (A CHOXING TERRIFYING CRY) ~-
i 1§‘”‘AL'
SLOANE: She vas shot through the with a rifle that made no
sound. That was the beginning of a terror that paralyzed
the great city of Omaha as nothing ever has, before or

B since,

i
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CHAPPELL:
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THE BIG 3TORY! Here 1s America, its sound and its fury,
ite Jjoy &nd its sorrow as faithfully reported by the wmen
and vomen of the great American newspapers. (FLAT) Omehs,
Hebraska, the story of & reign of terrcr and m silent

killer - and a reporter who, almost single-handedly brought

sanity back to a great metropolis. Yend fop I wowld, to
city.editor Ben. F. Sylvester of the Omaha Worlda-Herald,

775

goesf the P MELL, Avard Ses--ehesBRIOoSTORW,

(COMMERCTAL)

Gem el araite R cp et ae— amemm mn DT e e
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THE BIG STORY 4/13/49
PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GRCUP: (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)

PEIL MELL'S greater length filters the smolte on the way to
your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL

Yes, PELL MFLL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
- mellov tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to screen

and cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you & sweothness,

‘mildness and gatisfactlon no other cigarette offers you.

—

PELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"
HARRICE: Andg -~ they are mild,

. GROUP: {ON ASCENDING SCALE} FELL MELL'S greater length fllters

the smoke on the way to your throat.

i HARRICE: That's importent!

GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your th}oat.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
R CHAPPELL: If you really went to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,

- finer cigarette in the distinguished red package - PELL
e MELL,

s v T AT R T

e T e S T
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CHAPPELL: MNow the story as it mctually happened: Peber—Ben

Sylvester's story as he 1lived 1t. (PAUSE) Omaha, Nebraske.,.

- SLOANE: Generally, you city editor B.F. Sylvester (8yl to your
fiiends) have enough to do on the city desk of the Cmaha
World Herald. There are very few storles that you'd get

~ 0ff your chair for &nd go out &nd invesiigate. You're
conservative, guiet, smart. But once in & vhile (as now)
you go out, and get the story yourself, Gus e daliry
vorker, went to & newspaper. 100 yards from his houses
he was shot down, a bullet through hls throat., No shot

. was heard. Strange. You call you riend, Lt, Tom Erwirp,

_ at headguarters., He's out on the%’case - at the scene
of the killing. So you join him -- you joln soft-spoken,
conseprvative, easy-going Tom Erwin - & man very much like
yourself, but a crack detective....

{STREET SOUNDS IN B.G.)
TOM:. (PROJECTING SLIGHTLY) (LITTLE OFF) Keep looking over there,

- Hennessey, the bullet’s got to be around there, (THEN)

Well, look who's here.

SYL: How are you, Tom? How's 1t going?
- TOM: fhat brings you off‘éft&ty desk, Syl? Something I don't
E know about the killing?
— SYL: I don't think so.
. TOM+ Yhat's that supposed %o mean?
7  8YL: Just that onee in m while I get & hunch - don't you?
e TOM: This is strictly routine business, 3yl. I got no. hunch.
——

(THEN) What's your hunch?

— - s = mm—_—— -
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3YL:

TOM;

S¥L:

TOM:

SYL:

TOM:

TOM:

8YL:

TOM:

SYL:

TOM:

3¥YL:

TOM:

Jugt - one of . neponie it wisdet ol il Gt e g s pakrs

Seems this SQQth;es a nice guy, very regular, no enemles.
3a?

Seéms also he had - hov much ves it - $49 and some change
in his pocket when the body was found.

Let's assume all thatls true, Syl,

did you find the bulletl yet?

Yeah, we found the bullet - in his throat,

22 calibre, wasn't 1t?

How!d you know?

Just & guess. Remember - bout a week ago, no Tive days, &
fellov was gshot in the shoulder, fixing his tire?

I remcnber.

T ey '
Yasn't that a2 227 {(PAUSE) And a girl, ~jesisdes® night, shot

through the hand, wesn't it? Was that reported to you?
Also 8 22, I ran it 2 inches on page 6,

Come to the point.

You suppose there's & connection between these shootings,
the men, the girl, now ' e

No - how could there be? They didn't know each other.
There's no connection whetsoever, Syl. Just becauose the
thinges happened roughly in the same neighborhood, end-etoest
,:hn-agmv—b&me --and because there was no rifls report --
(SMILING} I see we've been thinking the same thing,

{SORE BECAUSE SYL. IS RIGHT} I've been thinking nothing.
This is absolutely routina.
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SYL: I-donlbulnew, Tom,~eet 8n idea is forming in my mind --
TOM: I say it was a stray shot Kkilled f’ Maybe from & kid's
zun, or somebeody fired & gun aceidently off o roof --
VOICE; (OFF) Hey, Lieutenant --
TOM: Ckay, Hennessey - over here.
(FEW STEPS)
VOICE: (LITTLE OUT OF BREATH) I found it. Just lilke you said.

Another one ~- 22 callbre.

e Tem’
8Y¥YL: So there were iwo shots fired at -Bpake, Tom. 8till stick
te that stray theory? -~ or accldentally off & roof?
("'.c‘.-VF".T\.‘T.‘Y\ Tun.shobs. Jke-me-—v gan B
TOM:

Why don't you leave me alone, 8yl. Why don't you go - go

back and edit vour newspaper?!l

SLOANE:

But you don't go back, and edit your newspaper because &
theory is forming in your mind, Ben Sylvester. Instead you
try to find out some answers. You seek out the girl who wes
gshot in the hand, the man who wvas wounded 1in the shoulder

vhile fixing his tire -- and you find, nelther of them 1s

well-known they hgf& ne enemies, they do not know each

nther -- or Gus . What then 1s the connecticn between

those acts? Who's behind these strange, silent shootings?
The next night, & plece of the answer comes

L]

{ PHOME, ANSWERED)

(ROUTINE ANSWER) Hello, Sylvester. City Desk, (NOW EXCITED)
Another shooting? .. Blades Drugstore...Anyhody killed?...
Okay, I'11 be right there.

L o
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GIRL 2:

TOM !

VOICE:

TOM:

VOICE:

TOM:

5YL:

TOM:

SYL:

TOM:

5YL:

TOM:

_T_

(Se®BING) I went into the phone booth, Licutenant. I had
to ¢all my mother, And I closed the door and I just
finished dieling the number -- and then it happened --
That's all right, Miss., You Jjust sit down. The druggist
is fixing you something - and you're going to be all right.
Hennessoy. .

Yes, sir, Lt.

Dig thet bullet out of the woodwork - and don't ruin it
getting 1t out,

Me® DNo, sir, Lt,

(LiTTLE SURPRISE) Oh, so you're here@oa-d;ﬂ;?

_That’s right, Tom. Xow he plcks on argirl in a drugstore.
Nicg LR aseiiiiretbiiodeo bl =i
ARSI T TR Yo, ST T ST

30 the shot ceme through.the p'até glass window, shattered

it angdgggﬁder Gcted into the phone booth. Who was he

e i

Bhaetmrrech

You think - ah stop it -

Yoz, I think there's & connection, Tom. I take 1t you've
alrcady spoken.to the girl - I'm sure she doesn't know
qﬁ%ﬂéfor the other girl who was shot - or the fellow who
vas shot fixing his tire.

All right, Syl, now stop it.

Who slse was in the store at the time? Maybe one of thenm
knev opne of the cthers who was shot at,

Look, I said stop 1t. The only cther psrson in the store
was the druggist - and he doesn't knov any of the other

poople.

ATHOT 0062011
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~ 8YL: {SMILING) Any of the others who was shot at?
- TOM: That's right. .
SYL: That makes my point all the stronger, Tom.
TOM: \ffhat point?
- SYL: The foet that none of the viectims knew each other tells us

. the kind of person we've dealing with - (CAREFULLY AND
SLOYLY) The kind of persen who fired all those shots.

TOM: Who says one person fired all the shots?!

) SYL: (DISARMINGLY) Tom - was a shot heard - this time?
TOM: o, (THEN BELIGERANT) What about 1t?
8YL: That'il you do, Tom, if the bullet in the phone booth

proves to he a 227

(DOOR SLAMS LOUD. LOUD {ANGRY) FOOTSYTEPS. THEY STOP)

TOM: Stop grinning, Syl.

SYL: So 1t was a 227

TOM: Suppose 1t wes?

SYL: Then I'1ll tell you what I think--if you want to listen, Tom.
TOM: T don't want to listen. (PAUSE) Whet?

8YL: I think there's a maniac on the loose-—- a lone silent

killer who goes around shooting at people with a 22 calltre
. rifle with a silencer on 1t. (why I don't lknow) He shoots
ot anybody and everybody he wants to shoot at. And uhtil
wve find him ahd stop him -- it's golng to go on and on and

on ~~-

- TOM: All pight, I listened to you. Now I'll tell you something.

N . B e T el L et

A Pl e e et = T o
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TOM

8YI:

- JOM:

8YL:
TOM:

-it nlone.

( PAUSE}

You run a great newspaper, Syl. An important newspaper.
%here's no man in this town valuess the importance of nsws
and honest reporting more than I do. I've known you -~
how long?

Fiftecn yeoars.

~-- Fifteen years, or I wouldn’t say this. But if you
write sueh a story and print 1t -- what would you call the
killer in your story?

I'd coll him -- what he 1s: The Sniper.

(IN FAST) That's exactly what I mean, 8yl., Don't you see
that orinting such a thing would frighten poopls, it'd
scarc them teo death -- it would be like - like a terror
cver this town, Don't you see that?

But suppose 1t's true, Tom -- suppose it's true?

Look &t the other way for a second -- Suppose it's not true.
that would you be doing to the people of this clty --
running sueh a story, frightening them? (GENTLY) Syl, leave
Let us handle 1t -- this is a police matter --
when we're satisfled that this is the worﬁ of a manise, or
o sniper, as you put 1t--we'll say so. I'm not afraid to

face the truth when I know 1it's the truth. You know me

better than that,.

And you honestly believe, Tom - this is not the work of a

sniper?

I honestly do.
L .
Then who or )#ar what group of people are doing 1t?

T L e
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TOM:

5YL:
TOM:
SYL:
{MUsIC:

SLOANE:

(MUSIC:

SLOANE:

3YL:
TOM:
SYLs
TOM:
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T don't know. Thzt I can't answer - but for heaven's sake,
nold up writing vhat you're thinking, Will you prowmise me
that, 8yl? On the basis of the fact that you know the kind
of guy I am and that, unless T felt it the way I do, strong,
I wouldn't ask you. Will you? '

‘I don't know.

Pleasc. (PAUSE) I don't ofton use that word, Syl.

Olny, Tom. ILll thi-nleabowhedsde I won't run it.

You give Lt. Tom Erwin your word and you keep it -- for a
day -- two days - the next episode happens. A
doctors office, § at night, 2 window is opened end a silent

stot is fired and the doctor falls to the floox, deed.

The doctor had no enemies, his wife says. He didn't know
Gus-<Loahn, or the girl in the drugstore, or the girl shot
through the hond, or the man shot through the shoulder.
Mo one heard the shot -- and the callbre of the bullet
wpe 22.
(PAUSE)
{(TYPING, FAST AND FURTOUS., TELEPHONE RINGS. THE
TYPING STOPS, PHONE ANSWERED)
(TENSE) City desk, Sylvester.
(FILTER) It's Tom, Syl.
Yoes, Tom,
(“F) I'm asking you agalin. Don't write any gtory about
o Sniper.

(SLOVLY) I'm writing it now «- it's in my typevriter.

e o o o I TR

4
L4
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TOM:

SY¥T:

TOM:

S3YLs

SYL:

[ S L S ] T

-11-
Don't ruan it, Syi. Don't,
I respect you, Tom, and I think you respect me. I'm running
this story becouse I think 1t's my duty to run it. I
talked to the managing e¢dltor and the publisher -- they 're
behind me. We believe that the ohly chance in catehing
this maniac, this sniper, is to tell the poople the truth.
Tell them what we believe is the cause of all these deaths.
Tell thom and meke them aware, so they'll be on the look-out
for him. That's why we're doing it.
There's nothing more I can say to you?
I don't think so, Tom.
(PAUSE)
Just remember, Sylvester - those words you're writing are
going to peralyze this city, they're going to terrorlize
cvery men, woman and child in Omahai Do you undersitond
that?
I unéerstand, TYom - and if we cateh the Sniper - I say --

it'll be worth i1t.

{ COMMERCIAL)

P et
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THE BIG 3TCRY

4/13/49
PELL MELL

-12<

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELIL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUF:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

{ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat.

That's important!

(GN DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your thraat.

ilters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your oyes can see PELL MELL'S greater lepeth. Yes, your

oyes can see the diffcrence - your throat can tell you

vhat it means.

PELL MELL'3 greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

toboccos means a longer, naturel filter to screen &nd ccol

e smoke.

Thus, PELL MELL gives you o smoothness, mildness, and

sotlsfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Yos, PELL MEIL'S are good - gpood to logk at - good to feel -

rood Lo taste - and good to smoke.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And - they are mild.,

N ASCENDING SCALR PELL MELL'S greater long ers
(0 ¢ longth filt

the smolke on the way to your throat.

That!s important!

(ON LESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELLYS greater length filtors
the smoka on the way to your throat.

Flltors the smoke and makes it mild.

If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,

finer cigaretts in the distinguished red package - PELL
MELL.

RS—E L
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HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator znd the
BIG STORY of Ben Sylvester, as he lived it and wrote it...

SLOANE : Ycu, Ben Sylvestor, city editor of the Omaha VWorld Eerald

have just donme a terrifying thing. The story you wrote,

in B-column black banner hendline, 1e on the streets. The
blaek hoadline roads: THE SNIPER STRIKES AGATN LH—Clbidise.

Youlve printed what is only a theory - what had not yet

been absolutely proven, bocause you belleve {nnd so does

the publisher), that this is the only woy to catch the

silent killer, who has beon shooting dewn the people of jyour
city, this is the only way to stop o maniac. {PAUSE)

Within fifteen minutes after the paper hits the streets,

the enlls start coming in, the rumors....

(PHONE RINGS. IS ANSWERED)

WOMAN: I: (EXICTED} Hello, World Herald. I've just scen him, he's
ncross the street from my house, hiding in an alleyway --
the sniper.

MAN 2: (FILTER) Police bepartment. The Sniper's on the roof of
the apertment house next to mine, He's got his gun and
he's toking aim --. right now!

WOMAN 2: ( i@ Don't you dare go out of the house,

Hary Ann, don't you dare! Do you want 50 be killed!

MAN 3: (SAME AS ABOVE) Close the .store, loek it up. I don't care.
I'm getting out of town.

{MusIC: RISES IN CRESCENDO AND THEN SUDIENLY ouT)_

L i il =t = a iy -t L Loy A
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TOM: I hope you're satisfied, Sylvester --
SYL: You uscd to call ms Syl, like most of my friends do, Tom.
TOM - Look, let's skip this polite business -- 1 teld you not to

run it, you ran it. 1 wish there was a lew to prosecunte
. vou under. Kids too frightened to go out of thelr houses,

nothers frantic, rumors -~ thousands of them 2ll over the

city!l
SYL: I sny it's the only way to cateh the Sniper.
N p - TRy
TOM: Whaen wos the last time you wolked down Medn Street?
SYL: Wivy?
TOM ¢ Get out of this office of yours, go down ond walk in the

stroceta for half an hour. Then you'll see vhat you've
donc. Then you'll vnderstand why I wish there was o law

thet I ecould pull you in on.

SLOANE: Wnat have your stories dope to Omaha? Only in a general
way do you, Ben Sylvester, rezlly know -- becauae you've
etayed in the office most of the time working., But now,

you leave your desk and you walk slowly through the main

strect of ODmahn ...

{STEPS IN A HOLLOW EMPTY STREET. LET THEM REGISTER.
THEN FATE BEHIND)
- SLOANE: The first sight is ghestly. The street lemps are the only

lights 1it. All the movie margquees, the showcases ond

_ storc windows -- they'rs out. Shades are drown in all the
___\_ housos, It's as Af the city were deserted -- or as if
. a plaguc had struck.

P
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SLOANE:

SLOANE:

SLOANE:
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{STEPS SAME)
You walk on. There are no cars on the streots, no busses,
no trolleys. You look up the street and you loock down -~

not a person stirring - at 7 o'clock on & Tuesday cvening.

sevon o'cloek - on three occasions the Sniper struck 2t 7.
Yneonsciously you guicken your paco. Unconscicusly your
cycs begin to scan the rooves of houses; they probe intc
alleyways == why? Without reallzing 1t - the fright is
drowing you, too, Ben Sylvester into 1ts net ...

(STEPS THAT ARE AMOST RUNNING. (IN THE OPEN)
-~ you begin to run, You begin to sweoat. You begin to
fcel the beating of your heart because -- he might be
behind you. This very split secoﬁd he may bo draving a
nead on you with his silent rifle and -- CAPOTe

(WE HEAR ANOTHER PAIR OF STEPS. ALSO MOVING AT SAME

PACE. OFF MIKE)
-~ Somoone else is running toco. Is 1t the Sniper? Is it?_
You stort again -- this time running, stopping, listening--

(IF POSSIBLE FOLLOW THE SOUND PATTERN INDICATED)

Foemyromewywen. NO questiong aboyt 11 -- the Sniper is
AP
following you! (WoNG=pNESE) You sprinbkm$ewsn doorvay and

gtand there -- your boek ageinst the wall -- you hold
your broath, waiting, waiting -- walting.

(OTHER STEPS COME CLOSER TO MIKE)
There they are -- his steps. Coming closer and closer --

until --

{(THE STEPS RUN BY THE MIKE AND FATE OFF..)

RTHO1 CGOB201%
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And theon you see -- (SOFTLY) (WITH RELIEF) in the light of
a streetlamp, it's just a kid, a kid of 14, running, o
114 running home. He wasn't after you., He was just
raecing home -- running aoway (1ike you) from the Sniper.
And then, fop the first time, you realize what the headlire
rneant to people. And you stand, openly frightened --

openly terrified -- alone.

SLOANE:

3YL:

But knoving it now, it con't stop there. You've informed
the pcople of the danger--but that is not cnough. Fear c¢an
paralyzo poople {ns it peralyzed you} -- but understanding
can bo valuable, it con help., (SLOWLY) If that fear can be
directcd into action -- into intelligent organized orderly
action -- it c¢an stop the Sniper. (PAUSE] You get back
to the paper as fast as you can.

(AS MUSIC GOES OUT - TYPING)
(AS HE TYPES) I have seen and felt the fear that has
gripped ocur city becansc the Sniper is on the looge. Now
i1t ie necessary that c¢itizen groups, ormed if neccysary,
bo orgonized, so that the Snip?r may be ceught end this

tepyor cnded, I shell perscnally be glad to joln such a

Group.

SLOANE :

You run that story. Citizen groups spring into action.
They begin the great, grim process of flushing out a

marderer --

(RUNNING STEPS. THAT STOP)

RTHKO1 O0R2020
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~ MAN &4: (TENSE} Down here, BL11l -- turn the light down herc.
{PAUSE) No -- just a dog knocked over a garbage can,
MAN 5: { PROJECTING) A1l right you, up there -- como down. Come
down ~ we got you covered. (PAUSE) Oh, 1it's just the night
vetehmen, Sorry Mec. On the lockout for tho 3niper.

{PHONE RINGS IS ANSWERED)

SYL: City Desk Sylvester,

TOM: {FILTER) It's Tom, 3yl.

SYL: Yeg, Tom?

TOM: First I want to say, those pieces you've been dolng - on

the citizen groups, thanks, Syl.

SYL: Okay, Tom. What's happoncd?

TOM: Anothor one. {(SYL: No,) This time over the stanto line
into Council Bluffe, Iowa.

SYl.: Kil2ca?

TOM: No - tﬁough how the guy's alive, I'll never know, Bix
bullcts 1in him. (S¥L: Wow) Got over to the Genedsd
HOSpiéal - while he can still telk.

SYL: Can you talk, Mr. Johnson?

JOHNSON: (ANGRY. AND DYING} Get him, thatis all I got to say; get
S hin. He stood--not 20 yards from me--smlling--and when I
et foll {I fell the second time he .hit me)}, he kept pumping
load into me, kept pumping 1t into me--three, fdﬁr five, f;x
4 I don't know how many times he shot me. Get him, stop is,

ATHXO1 Q062021
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3¥L:

JOIINSON:

TOM:

3YL:
TOM

TOM:

SYL:

-158-
(GENTLY) We'll do it, Mr. Johnson. What did he look 1ike?
Tail, thin , black hair, mustache. {Took a good lock).
Wore o black lecather jacket, hunter's cap, blagk and white

Ligeq o
shirt - 3likc 2 lumber jack. And that laugh.-ubtktLt'

hyenee, Get him, =top him -- kill him!}

And Johnson dies - &lx bullets in his body, but you've got
your desceription. You print that description fer and wide,

and now you and the bands of other citlzens, rosumce your

hunt.

- At FPT T
Butﬂﬁ#ﬂﬂ!’ﬁ?G-‘Eir_- and hégstays hidden. It lasts eight

doys, tho terror and tho hunt -~ and on the ninth ...

{ PHONE, ANSWERED)
Lt. Ervin, telking. (TENSE) Yeah..,say that again...yeah...
stoy there. Wateh him. We'll be there. Right.

'{PHONE UP)
Him, Tom?
{S{TISFIED) Qver near Junction 213, outside Council Bluffs.
Tho Sniper. (Ghe=—merr-s=fErsmmrrm,—tie—rotiorvio—oriied, )
Hewwewyn he's asleep in a freight car.

{NIGHT S80UNDS. QUIET MOVEMENT OF FEET)
(WHISPER) Can you see I;:I.m, 5YL?  You-—meh-kooneieel,
Just about. {AS HE SEES) Tall, dark hair, little mustache..,
(EXCITED) leather jacket, the hat and a black and white
shirt!t (LOW) Let's take him!

B A AL bt e bt
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TOM: (LOUDJJ(Get up, get up, get up and keep your hands high,
ciegta LA,

SLOANWE: And, incredibly, the Sniper is cmught without & shot belng
fired. The maniac opens his eyes, smiles and then comecs
- hie igﬁ::;(iaugh. And you've got him. (PAUSE) You ride
_back vith him in Tom Ervin's car and for tho first time
you {and the rest of the world)} find out the kind of man
he 1s ...

(AUTO UNDER:)

_ SYL: How mony did you kill, how many people?
SNIPER: {LAUGHS) I never counted them, I just killed thém.
SYL: Why did you kill them?

SNIPER: (LAUGHS) Did you ever kill a man? Did you ever feel big,
importont, like a god®? That's how it makes you fesl.
. SYL: You never knew any of these people you killed, you never
had anything against them?
SNIPER: (LAUGHS) Onct when I was & kid, I sat on a beach -- there
was a lot,of little crabs there -- hermit crabs., I'd take
a stick and some I'd lst 1ive and some I'd kill. Well,
some of the people - I let them live -- the others --
(LAUGHS)
o 3YL: You tnow you'll bte killed for what you've done, electrocuted
- don't you?
SNIPER: Yoah, Yeah -~ I know - and I'm glad.

SYL: You'rc what?

e e o —— T
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I'm glnd -- beeguse - if I got life thaot'd Do bad - becmuse
I con't sleep good in a prison., (I wos in one onct, I
couldn!t sleep} This way -- (LAUGHS) - a little juicé -

and you ¢an sleep. And I need my =leop. I got to hove

my sloen.

You walk down the mein streets of Omaha, for a hall an
hour just leoking. The movie marquees, the shop windows
are 1lit and open. People walk by, talking, laughling, --
the people who have slipped from the grip of terror. And
you know that they will go home, at night oand lie down in
thelr beds ond sleep -- o good, peaceful sleep --
uninsorrupted by silent shots, or nightmares or the terror

of ¢ mon armed with 2 rifle with o sllencer on 1it.

In just a moment we will read you a telégr&m from Ben
Sylvester of the Omaha World-Herald ... with the final
cutecome of tonight'e BIG STORY!

(CLOSIKG COMMERCIAL)

B N ek L ] P
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THE BIG STORY  4/13/%9 -21-
*  PELL MELL

CLOSING COMMERCI AL

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smcke on the wey to

your throat.
HARRICE: That's important!

GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE}

PELL MELL'S grenter longth filters thme smokc on the way to

your throat,
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makea it mild.

CHAPPELL: FPRLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat.

Thys, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildnoss and

entisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

- HARRICE: Yos, PELL MELL'S cre good -- good to look ot - good to feel

- rood to taste - and geod to gmoke.

CHAPPELL: 3o, 1if you really went to enjoy smoking, aslk for the
longer, finey cigarette in the distinguishod red package -
PELI, MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!”

- HARRICE: And - they are mild! . )

L}
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CHAFPPELL:

Mow we read you that telegram from Ben Sylvoster of the

Omaho World-Eernld.

SYLVESTER: Mows of the capture and confession of sniper in tonight's

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

{MUSIC:

Big Story so electrified the people of Omaha that‘ﬂya helsd
2 city wide celebration., Killer was found aawgi%fgégiﬁéne
and was gulekly convicted and sentenced to die in the
eloctrie chalr.

Thonks o lot Ffor tonlght's Pell Mell Award.

Thank you, Mr. Sylvester ... 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
ficld of journalism.

Iisten agein next week, same time, same statloen, when

PELL MEIL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG

STCRY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the New Orleans,
Louisiana, Item -- by-line, Herbert B. Mayer - & BIG

STORY - sbout & kKiller who made a hobo out of a reporter,

until the reporter made a bum out of him.
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

!

\\Efff;iff;;FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
This s NEC.w..THE NALLU ADCASTING COMPANY,

vt e ete L L T e mmmee et

. -e3-
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Procliter, with
rnusic by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight'as program was written
by Arnold Perl, your norrator was Bob 8loane, and-ﬁyie-é?:ﬁii
;ﬂ%:ngﬁfhyed the part of Ban Sylvester, In order to
nrotoct the nsmes of people actually involved in tonight's
authentic BILO STORY the names of all charncters in the
dromatigation were chenged with the axcepxion of the

reporter, Mr, Sylvesisr.

Your 1life ... your property can be lost through fire.
Don't let it happen. In your home...in public places...
and in the country...be careful...be ceutious. Be on

sunrd ogelnst fire. Prevent fires in your community!

This iz Ernest Chappell speaking feor the makers o

[ sl
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THE BIG STORY #108
APRIL 20, 1949 WEDNESDAY

(Herbert B. Mayer-New Orleans ITEM)....

CHAPPELL:

|

ALEC:

(Boretz) .
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!

(ESTABLISH TWO MEN FISHING)

{ IMPATIENT) Comon, let's go home. No good fishint off the
top & this bridge, i

Always sald you weren't no risharman,4&::;:1V;-mtn-uomhr

HENBY-+
- ALEC:

ALEC:

He 3oty O g OB ITOTRH = PoTtire—two~-ofrutluAduoT—Tinrguint.
(SLIGHT ALARM) Wassbogfrdrowe: ...
What's a matter? '

S F
I got eom —

Reel it in..

{REEL TURNING)
Told you we'd get & strike. A man needs patience.
Hurry 1t up! Let's =zes what ya got.
Tt's comin'...careful nov,,.carsful...
It's breakin' water...there,..thers 1t 1s.,(SURFRISE)
Well, I'11 be..(LAUGKING)...just an old, Adirty canvas
bag...that's all you caught, Alec.
(SICK IN HORROR){TREMBLING) m‘.\jlook..stickin' ocutta
the side...look at it,.
(LAUGHTER STOPS SHORT)(THEN IN HORRIFIED AWE) .. .That's

a foot...that's a man's foot.,

can rekieare T T
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e CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here is America,.lts sound end its fury
’ ..1tsljoy and 1ts scrrow,.as feithfully reported by the

men and women of the greet AmericEn newspapers, {PAUSE...
f; COLD AND FLAT) Nev Orleans, Loulsiana! From the pages
of the New Orleans ITEM...Gthe authentic story of a reporter
...vho wandered down & blind alley...and caught &
murderer! Tonight..,to Herbert B. Mayer of the New
Orlesns ITEM..for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

{ OFENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 4/20/49
PELL MELL
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QPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUE:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

GROUF:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

e

(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MEIL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat.

That'!s important!

{ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greeter length fllters tqe swoke on the way

to your throat.
Filters the smoke end makes it mild.

Yes, PELL MELL'S greeter length of tradltionally flne,

mellow toteccos meens & longer, natural filter to screen

and cool the smoke, Thus, PELL MELL gives you & sinoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES =~ "outstending!"

And - they are mild,

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

Thet's important.

{ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greajer lengyh filters

the smoke on the way to your throat.
Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
If you really want te enjoy smoking, esk for the longer,
finer cigerette in the distinguished red package - PELL

MELL.

P N P S -
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low..the story as 1t actually happened. Herbert B. Mayer's

story as he lived 1t. New Orleans...lLoulsiana!

For you..Herbert B, Mayer of the New Orleans ITEM...this
is the wmost wonderful ¢ity in the world. A Mardi Gras city
with & hundred faces..changing moods like the luck of &
gambler's wheel., From the waterfront of the Mississippi
to the old world makeup of the French Quarter.. 1t goes
full eround the circle of laughter end tears, To you..
this e6§i£;;%$y chaenging pattern of the city's life seems
big and impeortant, But cn this Autumn day of Indian
Summer. . .58 you sit around the press Toom of Police
Headquarters,,the voice of the loyel opposition makes
itself heard. -Haaangtoner...a reporter on & competing

newspaper....klcks back his chair,..and walks over to 7ou..

J T s acrov IO

HERB:

HERB:

(WALKING ON SNEAKS IN UNDER ABOVE}
(PADING IN) (LIKE FATHER TO SON) IWhat'a & matter, Herby?
You look & little restless,
Nothin's doin'..,that's vhat,
(& LITTLE EXAGGERATED IN TONE) You gotte learn to texs
1t easy, Herby. Twenty one's & good age,.don’'t work 1t
to death.
Look, Hewsy,.I'11 do all right. Novw..s&ve it!?
But 1t hurts me to s&e you knockin' yourselfl out like this.
Relex..let the story come to you!

I've got different ldeas.

ATHXO1
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R RaAal:

COP:
HERB:
cop:

e
\ 3
v

HERB:

B o ST b b et e s e AR 8 R S R e a4 =i Ferarary

..5.-
Trouble with you, Herby...1ls you took Horatio Alger at
his word, Life doesn't really vork that way, Tske my word
...1t really doesn't.

(DOOR OPENING JUST OFF)
{JUST OFF) Hey, I got somethin' for you guys.
{EAGERLY) Vhat 1s it, Inspector?hﬁ%&e*Q
Two fishermen from the 0ld Basin down at-North Villere
Street just phoned in theilr haul,
Good sense of humor, haven't they?
This was no wrong number. These fellers hocked themselves

8 corpse!

(MURMUR OF SMALL CROWD OFF..KEEP B.G.)
{$ICK AMD AFRAID)} I told the cops Just how we found the
seck...here in the 0id Basin, Now, lemme geb outts here,
I vanna go hOme. _
Look, M‘m Hert Mayer of the ITEM. I jJust..
(JUMP CUE) I don't care who ye are, Lemme aleone!
How'd you first notice the sack?
My friend's line got% eaught in 1t..and he pulled it up.
(8ICK) Can't they take 1t awayj%t:-dgﬂ Whe.tte they waitin!
for?
Pictures. They need them for the record. Listen, Hemnb...
you've had & tough time of it put I know you went to help
find who killed that man,
I don't wanne find aggthing, I just wanna get outts here,
(PADING IN} Okay, “ou can go now. But stick

apound your house. We may need you &gain,

ATHOT Q062033
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m“ggg{g}—y Sure, Inspector..sure. Wﬂmm

HERB: Poor guy!

COP; Save your sympathy for that fellow 1n the sack..vhosver
he Is,

HERB: No identification, InspectoéZM*%%er%-

COFP: Nothing in his pcckets,.and nothing on his face either,
It's smashed beyond recogniticn.

HERB: You;ve got & Jjob, “reepoebtd.

COP; (DISGUSTED) Boy, the rotten weter in this stream sure
stinks, I'm pullin' out,

HERB: To the morgue?

CoP: No,.my office. It's warmer.

HERB: Inspector, you didn't tell me how he was killed,

COoP: Something tells me he mrsked too maﬁy questions.,,.so
scmebody strangled him!

(MUSIC: .. .. UP_AND_BEHIND)

NARR: . The morgue..even the sound of the word makes you feel cold
and damp. A dull, gray walled building vhere déath is
only & job., But you...Herbert B. Msyer.,ars on the trall
of a BIG STORY...and here is vhere it tekes you, To & smell
room..with){;ater soaked canvas sack...and the body of a
murdersd man.

oSS E b o

CORONER : Wish I had & Job like yours, Mayer, This appointment of
Coroner deesn't take me out 1n the fresh elr as much as
1'da like. .

HERB: Mind if I stick around.

G B A A 4 Mo LR S = I
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COROKER:

HERB:
CORONER :
HERR:

CORCNER:

CORONER:
HERB:
CORONER:

HERB:

CORONER:
HERR:

CORONER :

e wey e e e e T RS

Think you can teke 1t? The other reporters are walting
cutside.

I..I can try.

When you get a littls slck..thsat's the time to walk out.
I'l1l be okey, Dooemia.

(DISTASTEFUILY)} This sack mustive been in the water for
days.

*
-

Thera's some printing onm. J..U..M,.B,.0..58,..
JUMBQS, .and here..sge...the number 952.

This is & post mortem, young man..nct a puzzle contest,

Sorry.

I'm adbout to begin. Sure you want to stay?

{8LOW) 1'11 stay, Doches I'll staey.

Night comes on Myour

b
eves burn into the scene as if a spotlight &e nailing it

down., It's not & pretty aight..s
doesn't beg for an encore,.but

{BEAT) 2lf turns,...trying to see if you've

. But then..suddenly...lt all pays off..for you
sea something...smell and unimportant looking..but
something which might turn & key into the past of an
uvnidentified dead man, For on the bottom of the torn,
muddy undershirt,.is & nest, embroidered initlal, The
coroner stoops to plck up an instrument..and in that split
second, ,you teer the initial from the shirt!

tSumvmies,  What 're you doing?

J..1 don't feel so good.

(A LITTIE SMUG) I didn’t think you'd last.

R R

B Y
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HERB: Yeah, I feel sick.
GORONER ¢ Well, bettser get yourself some fresh air, I've got &1l the

bodies I can hardles right nov,

ALLISON ;. "I'm finishing &n editorial,

“Wow,  vhere've you been all day, Herby?

HERB: (THIS SIDE OF EXCITEMENT) Mr. Allison,..I've been following
g lead on the 013 Basin murder.

ALLISON: {FATEERLY) I'm running & newspaper,.not a detectlve bureal,

HERB; (SLOWLY) Mr. Allison...I've written crime stories before..

end I know o lot of the guys think I g2t too excited about

them.
ALLISON: New, Herby..no one's complainint.
HERRB: But why shouldn't I get excited when I go ocut on & story..

It's peal..it's happening. You've gotts have a feeling
sbout 1it,

ALLISON: And this s%ory..the murder in the 0ld Basin?

HERRE: Rotten ond mean! The way it was done! Hed it all
figured out, the killer did. Destroyed every bit of

identification...or so he thought.

ALLTSON: { INTERESTED) I shouldn'‘t listen to you,,but I will. Geo
onl
HERB: Here,..see this?

ALLISON: (STUDYING IT) Yeah..the initial "F",.embroidered, lsn't 1t?

HERB: I took this from the vietim's undershirt. Chances are
1t£111 identify him for me.

RTKO1 Q0B2036
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ALLIZON ; Using a ouvlj bosrd?

HERE: No..the missing persons list ot Headquarters. That's
wherse I've besn oll afterncon, On this list I've got tha
nemes and eddresses of £1l men vhose first or last namss

begin with "pP."

oy
ALLISON: Theﬁfljﬁaa; lesst two hundred names Eera.

JV'/ﬂ&yﬁﬁéfT“;o'
HERB: Well, Mr. Allison..do I

Liehd Lt Tl eq e ,;Zf“i%i’i” Aed o ion

ALLISON: : A VY .

7{;/““' -"/?-g e v PEF {l‘édﬂ'—ﬁc .-,‘,/ ,_p Cpn F s

. i s 4 Iy
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER) _
NARR: Twe hundred nomes..and hour after hour,..you narrow then

down, Men who've vanished without 2 trace..many never Lo

be found egoin. .Bachwith—o—s0onet ALl RigoWArroub—oRf

Eysm—thre—eers bt hoduddonmoseof-coe iy tmife: One
of these men lies in the New Orleans morgue...his name oa
the list you hold in your hand. And when you come to &
smell, white cottege on & quiet street in the-French

guarter..your search scems over/

I'm Mrs, Forrest.

HERB: bother you like this, M'sm..but I'm looking for

ith your embroidering there.

ITve ts O
N tro Pt

HERB: My raper asked me to check on this missing persons list.
The neme Howard Forrest..1s on, it. /

MRS F: (1.0W AND WORRIED) My husbandﬂ.gona for o whole wesk.

HERB: oh?

[ o =L
i o e o e e I

R
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MRS F: Last Wednesday night,.dinner was walting.. He hedn't bezn
late 1n years. I knev right then..that something was wrong.
HERB: (SOFTLY) You welted: here for him?
MRS F: I eouldn't., I went to his store.,.s small jewelry shop

on Basin Strest, It was closed.

HERB: ~ {aLMosT TO HIMSELF) Basin Street...

MRS F: I thought he might have gotten 111, .stopped somevhere
to rest:

HERB:

MRS F': When I couldn't weit eny longer. Aroungsfen o'clock.
HERB: aven't seen him egein,
- MRS F1: ayer..wny..why are you

HERB: A 8] T think there's a chance that I,.that I've
found,ﬁﬁﬁ.samething.

MRS F: ~IE

HERB: Mrs Forrest..listen a moment..

MRS F: egmhormrmiipmebasiiigmTe? You've found him...I know. In &
hospltal somevwhere. (SEEING THE TRUTH ON HIS FACE) He's..
he's all right..ién't he?

HERB: I don't know. I don't know if the men I have in mind is

. your husbend.
MR3 F: Take me to him. IF he's had an acéident, He wouldn't
- romember his name. But when he sees me..
o HERB: (TO 3T0P HER) No..no..it's not like that at all.
) MRS F: What 18 it..please,.. '
owen  HERB: I may be wrong..
.~ MRS F: Tell me!

ATHO1 00620238
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MRS F:
HERB:

NARE:

JEAN:

FORREST:
JEAN:
FORREST:

-11-

10 L LSt T T T T Do il el i it

Krawe

(DISTRESSED) This man..the one who mey be your husband.
He's cdead!

Ko..

This embroidared initial was found on him, Do you
recognize it?

(SLIGHT BEAT THEN & SOB) Yes..yes..yes...{SOBBING) ...

This time..it's morning but the dull gray of the morgue
seocms even heavisr, For standing by your side is ths
widow of Howard Forrest,..making it clear for the record..
for the law,..that thebettered face of the dend men she
holds

in her erms..1s the husband with whom she'd lived..

for thirty years. The room is very still...and you turn
away to the small patch of light streaming in through

the window. How did al! this bvegin..why was thls harmless

old men killed so brutally.

e b e il S LS O D ki

In your mind..the s, rapegting. .
e oot Horr s bl et i et 3

(31.OW STEPS,..ESTABLISH WATERFRONT WITH BOAT

WHISTLE, LOW)

(JUST OFF) Ch, Mr. Forrest..
(STEPS CEASE)

Wha'ts that?

(0N} An old customer, Jesn Loubet!

Oh, yes, I remember.

ARTHQT C0B203%
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JEAN:
FORREST:
JEAN:
FORREST:

JEAN:

FORREST ;
JEAN:

FORREST:

JEAN:
FORREST :

JEAN:

FORREST :

JEAN:

FORREST:

CHAFPPELL:

e i
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I have ﬁ%&mﬂ like you to look at.

But I'm just on my wey home, Loubet.
It will just take & minute, Mr. Forrest,
(3IGHS) Very well! Lebt's see 1t,
It's much too dark m.—’%’ﬁ@mﬁight-m
SRR e T X T T T Dot Al
My wife has dinner wvalting..l really have toc go.
4s & specisl favor, please,
A1l right, but I don't see why {FADE) you can't walt
until morning. rr—blrGwiekimmgm . .
{BEAT)

At ?

frerE—tm? I have the waezyéright here, Mr, Forrest.
Lat's see 1t then.

If you like 1%, I*1l sell it to you. ¥You mast have & lot

of money on yeou.

Fifteen dollars,..if you call that a lot.

It w?.ll do. Here.,.turn around to ths light, You can see

the’@’much better,

( CONCENTRATING) Yes..the engle is all right now, Hmum, ..

Loubet. .you've gotten me in here for nothing. This ve-hk;';:‘

is worthless. Why it..(CAUGHT OFF BY CHOKING..AND HIS

STRUGGLE AGAINST THE STRANGULATION GI.iOWS WEAKER AND WREAKER)
(AND FINALLY,,HIS BODY FALLS TO THE FLOOR)

We will be back in just & menent with tonight's BIG
STORY!}
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

RTXO1 0Rs2040
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GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL!

HARRICS:

CHAPYPELL
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

GROUF !

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRALL 7108 !

HIDDLE COMMTCRCIAL

(ON ASCEUDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smole on the way to your throat,

That's important!

(0N DESCENDING SCALE) PELL HELL'S greater leneth filters
the smoke on the way to yeur threat.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MZLL'S greater length. Yes, your
eyes cah see the difference - your thrpat can tell you
what it means,

PILL MELL'S preater length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos means & longer, natural filier to screen and cool
the smoke.

Thus, PILL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildnese and
satisfaction no other clzarette effers you.

Yes, PELL rBLL'S are good ~ 2004 to look at - good te
feel - mood to taste - and good to zmoke.

PELL MELL FANOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingll!

And - they are pild.

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL RELL'S greater lenzih filters.
the smoke on the way tc your throat,.

That's important!

(ON DESCEZNDING SCALE) PELL HELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
finer ecigarette in the distinguished red packaée -

PELL MELL.

RATHO1T 0062041
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HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator end the
BIG STORY of Herbert B. Mayer,.as he lived.it..and wrote
it}

NARR: A newspaper reporter 1s suppesed to be objective about &8
atory..but you, Herbert B. Mayer of the New Orleans ITEM,.

jzgw’find thet every minute of your life is wrapped c¢lose to
the fmots in the 0ld Basin murder mystery. An
unidentified corpse in & canvas seck hes been fourd
floating in & dirty little siream called the Old Basin.
You inveafigate and find that the dead men is Howard
Forrest..an elderly jeweler. And in the cilty morgus..
you watch and weit,.as & pathetic old vwoman. ..makes the

final identification.

MRS B by f;;j:}h
HERE: Yes s, Forrest..

Why did this happen?

L]

_ e A C LI i )
MRS F: Thirty years we were together. It -weends fair for it to
end this way.
HEERB: ttard to understand...the way things happen.

HERB: It might hav etter 1f you never knew.

MRS F: orpniiaienidotepemcpeinvieyrewile, (CALM) Mr. Mayer.,
will you do something for me?
KERE: (KIND) Of course!
MRS F: Fipd the men who did this to my husband. Find him!
» HERB: But the police..

RTHKO1 Q062042
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MRS F: They'll try, I knovw. But I've told you about my hustand,.
the kind of man he was. I want you to help, Promise me
you will...please,, .
HERB: (SLIGHT BEAT) I promise, Mrs. Forrest..I promise!
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_BEHIND) é,,.,/,-aé'—/
MARR: " Somewhere 1n the city..1s the killer! And ufzgigiqwis the s aneig

evidence of.hils gulls A solid. 4 pocket wetch that o
W,&A/&"f-ﬂ-’.ﬁ{%a

%}é—w 4 Howard Forrest wluppa-aiaps, His widow tells you 1it's
4 missing..that her husbend always carried it with him,

Put there's no miracle that will let you plck the killer
out of the crowd, He's safe..sxgept for two small clues
that he's left behind, OMe 1s the canvas sack in vhich
the body wes hidden. The other, consists of & fevw
particles of red dust,,clinging to the heels of the
viectim's shoes, These are your clues,.and as you follow

them, , the manhunt begins!

MAN: Sure thet's one of our sacks, Mr. Mayer. Jumbos 18 our

trade name.

HERB: Whet does the number 952 printed on here mean?
MAN: That's the serial number of & shipment sent Lo & wholesale
dealer.
HERE: Can you tell me the dealer's name?
MAN: Sure! Itfs right in our files!
- (MysIC: _ . UP AND THEN_STABS_OUT) _
B DEALER: Yesh, Mr. Mayer..that sack was sent out of here.
HERB: Whers to?
-~;Wﬂ DEALER;: One of the retail grocerles we supply.
HERB: Can you tell me which one?
-7 DEALER: Not exactly! We sell over three hundred and fifty stores.

RTKG1 Q0B2043
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MERCHANT :

HERB:

MERCH :

HERB:
MERCH:
HERB:
MERCH :

WITEY:

HERB:

WHITEY:

HERB:

WHITEY:
s HERB:

et e A e
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The store mansger sald you wanted to see me, Mr. Mayer.
Do you remember selling an empty canvas seck..one with
the word "Jumbo" on 1t? Think hard..

I am,.I am. Well..come to think of it. I did sell one.
Just last week, too,

{(EXCITED) To whom? Pleass,.this is very important.

I sold it to a.man.

Whet 41d he look 1ike?

I...I don't remember.

You spend days running down & clue,.but lt's like riding
B carousel, Youlve Just gone sround in circles, Maybe
it's time to get off..to stop groping in the dark,.but
you canft, You've got a feeling about this story..
somehow it!'s different from 2ll the others, And a qulet
woman, .1living out the rest of her life alone is the only
reason, (QUIED DETERMINATION) You're going to get the guy
who killed Howaprd Forrest,

(WATERFRONT B.G....BOAT WHISTLE SOUNDS OFF)
(YOUNG AND COMPLAINING) Hey, Herby, I got work to do at
the office. Let's beat it!
Relax, Whitey! Mr. Allisbn said I could take you &long.
Besides..this is better than running copy.
I don't know. This 014 Basin gives me the creeps. Why
cantt we,.
{EXCITED) Hold...1it.,
What's up?

I've found it.

ATHKOT Q062044




e A LA T T TR T e R

WHITEY:

HERB:

WHITEY:

HERB:

WHITEY:

HERD!:

WHITEY:

HERB:

WHITEY:
HERB:

WHITEY:

HERB:

WHITEY:

HERB:

WHITEY:

MAYER:

WHITEY:

e ke e gl YA T AR R
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(SLIGHT DISDAIN) That ¢ld red brilck dust?

This 1s the only place along the basin that has 1t.
What're you ta];dj{k' about, Hejt%,

Look, I got 1t4f1guved out, “BEt" plece where Forrest was
murdered,

Well, glve!

If Forrest hed been killed on one of these boats in the
bas in. .the murderer would've waited to dump the body in
Lake Ponchatraln.

Yeah. .

Now, the ct that Forrest had red dust en his heels shows
ﬁm&kéaﬁ/ L2

he was drogged towerd the water.

Co on!

His body was found at the foot of North Villere Street

so 1t figures that his body was thrown into the Basin right
here at North Ramrert Streest,.and that it drifted

downs tream.

Okay, Herby,.so Forrest was killed somseplace aroundlhere.
Now 81l you have to do ia find..wherg!

There’s pound to be blood on the spot where it happened,

He was btadly besten.

That checks.

(THINKING) Chances are he was killed inslde., I may have

to search every single room &round here,

Are you nuts? The guys in this neighborhood would as soon
¢ut your throat as bllnk an sye.

Not if they think I'm one of them..so first, I'll try a
shorteut.

I don't get 1it,

ATKO1 QOB2045
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MAYER: I'm golng to e Merdl Gres costume place and get fitted out
in =ome hobo clothes. Maybe 1f I get real frlerdly with
a few of the boys..they'll tip me off &8s to where I cen
pick up & solid gold pocket watch...& special watch with
e the initials H.F. on 1t.

and nov..you'pe ip real style.
] L (T ,ﬁéé. WW m}

Aol L LR R cr i) TS Bttt L i el O

the—corne?’ﬁf'"ﬁ‘““'Eﬁéﬂ;?ﬁgz; éZ
Four mo. perfett masquerade to

anmask & murcerer, And through the miles of crooked
streets and blind alleys.aaa&aﬂ*the“wstﬁ¥?wuntz.you start
the search!

(BOAT WHISTLE JUST OFF)

SAILOR: Look, Mete, 1f you wanna buy & vateh, ,why ask me? GO to
a jeweler!
HERB: Well, I just figured & sailor 1ike you might have brought

back & nice wetch from South Americe.

SATLOR: You figured wrong!  Now, on your way..and don't go snoopin!
‘ aroun'....
(MUSIC: . _ RISES AND DENOTES SOME_WALKING_THEN BEEINDL . L (MYSTERIQUB)
GIRL: Hallo, faller..lookin'! for someone?

o HERB: {TIRED) Yeah, I'm lookin'..
GIRL: Who for?

- HERE: A murderer. Got any idens?
- GIRL: {PIGURING THIS GUY IS NUTS) Better beat it, Mister. Guys

down here don't like yaps whe talk like cops..even if they

are crazy!

- (B.G. OF SALOON...PIANO PLAYIKG A BLUES)

et e A A e A T At mm FTMRT T s S
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HERE:
JEAN:
HERBE:
JEAN:
HERB;
JEAT:
HERB:
JEAN:
HERB:
JEAN:
HERD:
JEAIG
HERB:
JEAN:
HERB:
JEAN:

HERB:

JEAN:
HERB:
JEAHN:
HERB:
JEAN:
HERB:

JEAN:

HERB:
JEAN:

HERB:

L L
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Mind moving over a little, Mister?

Sure, .plenty of room.

(PROJECTING SLIGHTLY) Bartender..one beer'#vfé;#ﬁJv
Kever seen you in here befors, f
I'm & straneger,

Where you come from in those clothes...a coal yard?
Frelght car! Had to leave my lest town.iln a hurrys:
( INTERESTED) Police?

Maybe yes,.maybe no.

{LAUGHING) You don't like questions, eh?

Certein kinds!

I guess this is & pretty good town %o hop off at. Eimde

Jibedgeuibs Plenty of things for a guy to do.

Drink your vhiskey!

Reed about & case Jjust yesterday.’

(CARELESSLY) Which one?

Some old Jeweler who got strangled.

(CASUALLY) Never read the papers.

No?

Less & man knows, the better, Can't get in trouble! You
understand,

Sure. .sure. ..

mm%wphﬂwwmmqngggjgggb

- e ——— = ——————y =
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JEAN: “Wepmseee! 7 have somé work to do. (PLRASANTLY) Goodnight,
my friend! 1f you decide %o stey in New Orleans..we'll

meet egain.

WARR: Every gin mill end booze trap in town..you ¢cover them &ll.
- And you wind up with just e headache..and & sense of
. futility and desperation. Maybe you have seen the klller..
but how do you know? Maybe you have ask;d teo maANY
~demeasng questions..vehaved 1ike & amateur detective.
He could be after you novw..the old story of the hunter
becoming the hunted. But you'lve come 50 far. .and sven
though you're as scared &s & kid in& nightmare....you
decids 7you have to go on, For Mrs. Forrest,.and for
yourself!

fP0G HORN ON WATERFRONT, , INPERMITTENT WITH BELOW)

WHITEY: (SHUDDERING) That fog horn goes right through me, Herby.
HERB: Youlve got compeny, Whitey.
WHITEY: We must!ve searched & mile of thase ahscks alresdy., Let's

call it s night.

t, Herby...

(SORE) You can qult 1if you want.

{QUIETLY} If you stey...so do I,

{CONTRITE)} Sorry, kid..I didn!t mean..

It's okey, Herby., (SLIGHT BEAT) How about this rlace.

It's just an alley. Welt a minute..

- T e

HERDB: There's £ 8

¢k at the end s try it}

- (SEVERAL STEFS)

RATHKOT Q002048
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WHITEY: " What & mess of firetraps these things are!

(STEPS CEASE) (KNOCKING ON DOOR)

HERB: Hear anything?
) WHITEY: I don't think sc..;fﬁkf"ﬁﬁit-ﬁi;’”’:
(DOOR SLOWLY og;ﬁs)
HERB: Unlocked!
WHITEY: Where's the light? -
HERB: Never mind.,.T'1l1 use a flash. (SLIGHT BEAT) See anything
on the floor?
WHITEY: (JUST O®F} Just a rug under the table.
HERB: Lift it up!
WHITEY: Rignt.. (SURPRISE) Hey..
HERB: (4 LITTLE EXCITED) Whatta ye think that stein 1s?
WHITEY: % looks like blood...allright.,

{BUREAU DRAWERS OPENING}

HERB: (SLIGHT TREMBLING) Hold this flash., I'm going through
this chest of dravers.
WHITEY: (SCARED)} Hurry 1t up,.will ya?
(RUMMAGING)
HERE: Shine the light on my hand!
WHITEY: Hey, Herby..better put that watch back!
HERBE: {LOW,.INTENSE) Shut up end look.,there are soms Initisls

— engreved on the back of it..

- WHITEY: (SEICHI-SRATNHoto—tho—ght-meaTorE—sonli(SnoRe
B SHORE - IHORP-WHESPHE~OF—SRNPIINEY. . . VOV, .

e HERB: H...F..letters that stand for..Howard Forrest!

_ = (MgSICi _ _ IN_WLTH NARRATOR)

e aim e mem e e o a R e v
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HERB:

COP:
HERB:

COF:

JEAN:
JEAN:
COP:
JEAN:
CoP:

COP:

HERE:

...22_
ot
The watch aimest falls out of your hand..and the besm
of the Claadkl ight caetches a flesh of gold, The excitement

_/.rt.-t. /{..

feet..but when Whitey pulls you by the arm..you think™ cplé

of it has you standing there like you're out on your

and fast!

Go get;\Inspectorm. I'1l wait here.,.until you and
the killer get back! '

Herby, 1if this is a gag!

(LOW) Keep it low, Inspector—Miidass He's liadble to come
in here any seccond,

We've been sitting tehind this chest of dravers for &
half hour and I..

Shhh, ,listen..

{STEPS APPROACHING OFF.,JUST. THR.TRALE OF.ldedlidi)
(LOW) When I give the word...we'll jump him.

(STEPS APPROACH WEARER,,STOF TO OPEN DOOR AND

COME INTO ROOM)

(JUST OFF) Where's that light?

(CLICK OF LIGHT)

Ah, much better! (HUMS A LITTLE PRENCH SONG)
(PROJECTING) All right,.get him!
(SURPRISE AND RAGE} Secre bleu!

(THEY STRUGGLE FOR A FEW SECONDS)
{STRAIN} Okay..you wanbed i1t,..

(THUD OF BLOW.,, AND BOPY FALLS AS JEAN MOANS)
(HEAVING BREATH) Tough boy..wasn't he? Well,,vwhat're
you looking 2t him like that for?

(QUIETLY) He said wve'd meet again,

ATHOT GU62050
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COFP: (PUZZLED) Whet?
HERB: It's not importent!
COoP: My spologies, Herby. You did & real good job, And Dywbee

it's your gxclusjive.
A s
7,///.#'?»!.9-.—-"-’ ,y.-C/ A

\:_,F] :
b

Lt
COF: S d - .u%what.'s the hurry? Got &

date?

) £.
N -
o HERB: %faou might put it that way, Inspector,
E_D_P' 4 -,
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND BEHIND)
NARR:
It's over and done. your BIG BT e goahoadlli, -
J_/ “24;’/:, o j ,gﬂ-rm.d_,&t.. ;4-:' _%,.
Fbwaepee, But tha I‘eel it all slips awe.yA'm to /ﬂ-(é‘fb
/" _/f afd'i %,4.-.-..&-{..&-.41 -
thegwom&.ﬁ' who waited for her wman to returnaall pyou GHa g
._,.,‘(;f_ 'J‘ EALY N
b;n.tn.g-is a promise that was kept.
{MuSIC: _ _ BUILD TO_CURTAIN)
CHAPPELL: Tn just & moment we will read you & telegrem from Herbert
B. Mayer of the New Orleans ITEM. .with the finel outccome
of tonight's BIG STORY!
(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
=< &
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“  THE BIG STORY 4/20/49

FELL MELL
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CLOBING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRIGCE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{ON ASCENDING SCALZ}

PELL MELL'S grezater length rilters the smoke on the wey

to your throet.

" Thetfs important!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE) -

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the waj to
your throat,

Filters the smoke and mekes it mild.

PELL MRLL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to youn throat,

Thus PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness 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 to smoke.

Sa, if you really want to enjoy smcking, ask for the

longer, finer cigerette in the distinguished red package

- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “Qutstanding!"

And - they are mild!

et i R e g e T gy am an T e e
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Herbert B. Mayser of the
Hew Qrleans Item,
MAYER: Arrested for the murder of the old man in tonight's Big
Story, killer quickly confessed and was tried end
. convii}ed of mbrder in the first degrse. Hé was later
SR Jngﬂi&cr his brutal crime., Shortly after the hanging I
rzceived 8 rether appropriate token from the editor of the
New Orleans Item, It was & gold watch,
My sincore appreciotion for tonight's Pell Mell Award.
CHAPPELL: Thenk you, Mr. Maver..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL $500 Awerd for notable service in the field of
Journallsm,
HARRICE: Listen agaln next week, same time, same statlon, when
PELL. MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of_.the Jackson
Mississiprl Daily News -- hy-line, James E*viqg% A BIG
STORY - ebout an old man who had to give in and a young

raporter who wouldn't gilve up.

T I

rd
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CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with music
by Viedimir Selinsky. Tonight's program vas wrltten by
41lvin Boretz your narrator was Bob Sloane, and James
McCaliion played the part of Herbert B. Mayer. In ordser to
protect the names of people actually involved in tonight's

. suthentic BIG STORY the names of all cheracters in the
dreratization were changed with the exception of the
reporter, Mr, Mayer, This 1s Ernest Cheppell speaklng
for the mekers of PELL MELL, FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

n (MUSIC: _ _ o oose I :
FIRE PREVENTIOQN ANNJUNCEMENT 1% SECONDS
AWNCR: Do you realize thet each year 260,000 homes are attecksd

by fire? The veal tragedy in these shocking figures 1s

— the fact thet most of thess fipes could have been

prevented! 5o join tha fight against fires! Take care..
bewarea ,prevent fires!

ANNCR: THIS IS NBC....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

4 el e = me s e e
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THE BIG STORY
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CAST

NARRATOR
MR8, FOSTER
BESSIE

EWING

BIXLER
(OVERNOR
STOREKEEPER
FOSTER
PROSECUTOR
18T REPORTER
BEAL

2ND REPORTER
DRIVER

WARD

HENRY
CANTRELL
TESMAN

e 207

WED

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
GLADYS THORNTON
GLADYS THORNTON
LYLE SUDROW
LYLE SUDROW
ERIC DRESSLER
ERIC DRESSLER
BILL 3MITH
BILL SMITH
WILLIAM KRENE
WILLIAM KRENE
ART CARNEY

ART CARNEY
GRANT RICHARDS
GRANT RICHARDS
KLOSK RYDER
KLCSK RYDER

Boll Firre
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10500 - 10:30 FI APRIL 27, 1949 ' WEL o’y

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES present .. THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC:. .. . _FANFARE)

TESMAN: Bixler, you've Chief of Police - we want actlon.

-2 TR e
BIXLER: 411 right, Judpe. Teke 1t easy.
TESMAN: Take 1t easy! First the Phentom Barber, then & veve of

F-

JTﬁéiﬁBﬂCOIumn terrorism, and now my own daughter-in-lev

is practically murdered with & plece of lead plpe.
BIXLER: I'm trying to tell you, Judge. The case is all sewn uD.

We made an arrest this morning. Guy named Foster.
TESMAN: Foster, eh? Well, he'd better not be lnnocent.

Becsuse I'm not fooling, Bixler. (LaY THIS IN) We

vant & conviction.
BIXLER: Don't worry, Judge. When we get finilshed with Foater,

he’ll be good and convicted!

(MUSTC:_ _ _ _SIAB AND UNDER)
CHAPPELL: The Big Story. Here is hmerica...lts sound and its

fury...lts joy and its sorrow...as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great American newspapers.
(PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT) |
o Jackson, Misslssippi. From the pages of the Daily
News...the story of s legel lynching, of an cld man

. who had to give in, and & young reporter who wouldn 't

. give up. Tonight, for his fine reporting and his
- "~ passion for justice, to Jemes Ewing of the Jackson
R paily News for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD.

(CPENING COMMERCIAL)

e mey e e s me— -
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o THE BIG STORY, 4/27/49 -E
PELL MELL

OFPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:. (ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the wzy
to youn throet,

HARRICE: - Thatls impertanth

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 mijd.
CHAPPELL: Yes, FPELL MELL'S greater lenpth of treditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos means & longer, natural filter to
scpeen and cool the smoke. Thus, FELL MELL gives you =
smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

e e T gt

cigevette offers you. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"outstanding!”

HARRICE: And - they are mild.
GROUP: (ON 7SCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

- the smoke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: That's importent.
GROUF: (ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.
i HARRICE: Fllters the smoke and makes it midd.
W; CHAPPELL: If you really want to enjoy smoking, esk for the longer,

- finer cigarette in the distinguished red package -
- PELL MELL.

e W e TS T — P
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CHAPPELL: Now, the story es 1t actually happéned....James Ewing's
story as he lived it....Jackson, Mississippi.
NARR: April had been a rat race, and you, Jameg Ewing, of the
Jackson Daily News, had been “igbt in Fhe piddle of 1it.
- JPRNI F Y - SN
Your beat was the State Oapitol ,\And’the April sessions
of the Legislature had been noisy and long. But now it
was May. The politiciens had gons, end you were ready
fer & rest. It c¢ould only be a brief one, but you had
a ticket to New Orlesns in your wallet, and you were
going to spend three lazy days shaking hands with spring.
And this was Friday. Tomorrow ydu'd be on the train. .
g v A e lteg,
only one, last assignment, now, between you and.&re—surrs
Just a routine story. Some kind of s pardon hearing
e A
&t the Governor's office. You didelt even knovw what

1t was all about until ancther reporter tells you.

1ST REPORTER: Whaddya mean, what's it all about? You remember the
Foster case, dOntCh&"’ef\M#. )

EWING: Foster? (SLOWLY)} No. 4

18T REPORTER: You musta been fighting the war.

EWING: Guess I was.,

1ST REFORTER: This guy Foster, down in Pescagoula, socked some dame

on the head with & plece of pipe. They got him for

assault and battery with intent teo kill.

EWING: Much of a sentence?

RTHKG1 Q062058
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1ST REPORTER: Ten years aﬁﬂParchman- He's only served five, and now
 his .‘. is giving the Governor & song-and-dance
sbout how he's innocent. Finegled a parden hearing -
she and somg lawyen, Innocent! If that guy's lnnocent
e . I'm 2 pipg-tailed babooni
MRS .FOSTER: (FFPAe—T) It's not just because I'm his wife that
T'm saying it, Governor Hicks. But Tom hesn't done &
wrong thing since we were married. That's the honest
- truth. If he had, I would bave known. We—wereTike
Shebr=bogothen,
TESMAN: Governor, this women's remerks are completely bveslide

the point, Foster had a prior criminal receord, and
that's that. s rnern.
BOVERNOR: Just & moment, Judge./quu'll get your turn. Go on,
Mrs. Foster.
x MRS .FORSTER: (AFTER A PAUSE) My husband is sixty-three years old.

' He's btesn up there five years. I went to see him agein
the other day - he -- he's lost a lot of welght., It
takes him & long time now to cross & room. I - I'm not
saying this because I'm his wife, dbut my husband is
fnnocent. That's the God!s honest truth. He's innocent!

GOVERNOR: (FLATLY) Thank you, Mrs. Foster. Judge Fesman; do you
have anything further to sey?
TESMAN: I certainly do, Governor. I'm here not only as the
father-in-law of the woman who was attacked, but also
JU— ’ on behalf of the citizens of Pascagouls. I want to
e pecint out tha; Foster was found guilty by due process
of law, and the conviction was upheld by the Siate

Supreme Courb. (MORE)

e L I C i
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TESMAN:
(CONTD: )
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This men should be kept where he 1s, in the Paichmen

penitentiery!

MRS .FOSTER:

EWING:

RS, EOSTER:

The Governor's face says, "Hels guilty.” And the
florid face of County Judge John Tesman says the same.
But the Face of Mrs, Foster says, "Hels innocent!", and
somehov, James Fwing of the Jackson Daily News,
somchow that sweet, old, tired woman's [ace means more
than sl11 the rest. It atirs in you the vague, uneasy
guestion of whether Jjustice deesn't sometimes slip a
cog. After the hesring you talk vwith Mrs. Fosten

You esk her to tell you agein, in her own way, why

she thinks her husbend 1s innocent.

Mr. Eving, my husband's trial was the clogest thing
to & lynching this slde of & tree and & rope.

What do you mean by that?

I mean the pe

EWING:

MRS .,FOSTER:

EWING:
MRS .FOSTER!

“

animels. They had Tom guilt pPSTe the Jury vas
chosen.

Must 've bedn a pretty rough case, to get ‘em up 1in

It wasn't just the attack on Mrs. Tesman. 1t was all

that other stuff about the "Phantom Barber", too.

The Phantom Berber?

It was ¢razy. Nobody could ever flgure it out, except

to say it was fifth-colwmn activities. Pascagoula was

full of shipyard workers durlng the war, (EWING: Yes,

I know) Lot of them worked day and night shifts both.
{MORE)

ATHKOT QRB2060
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MRS .FOSTER:
{CONTD)

EWING:

MRS ,FOSTER:

(MUSIC:  _ _ _

o o R 1 LA+ TRt e i
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Then somecne started sneaking into the homes at night
and cutting off the women's hair vhile they were
sleeping. Most of the sgip?ayd men quit the night
shifts then, In order to stay home end protect their

wives, It sounds crazy, I knoy, But it heppened.

And so they pinned these hair clippings on your husoand?
Yes. They called him the Phantom Barbsr, and although
he was on trial for something else, in thelr minds

they convicted him of thet, too. Mr. Ewing, how cen

you get justice when & vwhole town is savage animals?

bt
Bu;f2:3 hearing is over. The Governor unimpressed.

aAng/ you, James EvWing,

adbae-oedorele that winds up the week. Tomorrow you'll be

off to New Orleans.

But on the train next morning you're uneasy, aend you
don't know why - or maybe you do. Grimly, you tell
yourself you have earned this rest - that for three
whole days you will forget the paper, and the problems
of pecple. You'conjure up visions of oyateré et
antoine's, of quaint, cobbled streats in the Vieux
Carré; But scmehow, oh all these images, there is
superimposed the face of an old, tired lady.

PUNCTUATES_AND UNDER)

ATKO1 COR20E1
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FOSTER:
EWING:
FOSTER:
EWING:
O3 TER:
EWING:

FOSTER:
EWING:

-7-

At Nevw Orleans, suitcase 1n hand, you walk through the
gray, filtered dimness of the station, and out to the
bright street. Spring is &ll ercund you - and you like
the gprihg. You reise your arm for a taxi. The neme
of the hotel is on your 1ips, But then, iike a man in
e dreem, you turn slgwly gropnd and go bsck = into the
dimness.

(WITH RESIGNATION) Give me & bticket to Parchman.

Like I said, Mr. Foster, your wife got me to thinking.
Maybe with a1l that fuss down in Pascagouls, maybe

you didn't get a fair trial after all.

Five years now I've been telling people that. The
chaplein here. The Superintendent. Everybody.

There's just one_th% I can'y flgure. You say Bixler,
the Pollice Chief:?ﬁicked ou up, originally, but thet a
private detective did the grilling. Thgt right?

That's right, Mr. Ewing. Man nemsd Plerson. He's the
one got those witnessses, to0. Lisrs, the whole bunch
of them.

¥Who hired that private investigetor, d¢ you know?

No, I don't. 411 I know is he showed up after I was
arrested.

Afterwards, huh? Are you sure of that?

Pretty sure. Why, is that lmportent?

Could be. From whet your wife says, there was a lot of
hysteria at the tine of the trial. Probably a lot of
pressure, too. Could be that Plerson wasn't hired to
help find the guilty perty at 211l. Could be he was

only hired to make sure of a conviction.

N
e

.,
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- FOSTER: Mr. Ewing, I've been here five years. It all seems
e pretty long ago. Do you think there's still & chance?
EWING: Tel} you the truth, Mr. Foster, I dontt know., I -- I'm
not even syre in my own migdi ygt, But there's just
enough of 8 f1say smell fo make me yonder.
FOSTER: My wife says, "Tom, denlt let go of ypur hope," But I
. don't know. .t's hard after all these years, People
lose Interes:, '
EWING: Well, me, Z'm kind of like 2 steamroller. Takes & lot
to get me going, but once I'm on the roed, I don't
much like to =tor. Right now i've got & hankering
to vislt Pascngoule.
- EWING: Pack of specrmint, please.
(RING OF CASH REGISTER, HReTWSHMWWIN OPENY okt
STOREKEEPER : Anything else?
EWING: Guess not. But say, tell me. You becn 1n Pasczgoula
very long?
STOREKEEPER: only twenty years. That's all.
EWING: You remember thet Foster case. Men sent up for
assault and battery?
STOREKEEPER: Sure. Th: Phenteom Barter.
EWING: What do you think¥ Did he get o fair trisl?
STOREKEEPER: Certainly he got 2 fair tricl? What's & metter with you?

You think s man went around disrupting morsle during z

— war should get olff for nothlog? Thay shoulda given him
ot l1ife. What's = metter with you?

—r—— - 4 1 " 1

e
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DRIVER: Fogter? Sune he uanﬁ*?%ég bet this vgwt~aga£:£t two
bucké he wag.
EWING: But how do you know?
DRIVER: How do I kuew? Lissen, they convicted him, didn't they?

If he hedn't a been gullty, he woulda got off.

(G T R R R R
(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ PUNGIUATE, RESCLVE, AND OUT)
EWING: Mr. Beal, they tell me you've been Sherilff of Jeckson

Gounty four timss.

BEAL: Thsat's right. Sherlff at the time of the trial, toec.
EWING: ¥hat do you think?
BEAL: I'11 tell you frenkly, I don't believe you can find

. a particle of evidence that Foster was innocent.
~ (SLIGHT PAUSE)
But I think it's & possibility, just the same., I
aelways have thought so.
EWING: Thet's something, anyway.
BEAL: Not much, I'm afreid. Beceuse I don't know how in this
— wvorld you're going to prove it. But you can count on

- my help, for whatever it's worth.

o o ——_— ———— e  tn
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EWING:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

PROSECUTOR:

PROSECUTCR:
DEFENSE:

HENRY:
DEFENBE:

;;ZZ&:JL

A

That's enough for me, Shepiff,

edvantage of that offer right now.

-10..
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I'm going to take
If you don't mind,

I'd 1ike to look et the court records for. the whole

CaSe.

And so, James Eving, reperter, for twe days and two

nights you study those records,
You read avery word that was spoken at the trial,

you begin to see the pattern.

Avidly.

Searchingly.

You begin to detect the

maze of transparent perjuries that nobody ever

bothered to disprove.

SWIRLS_UP WITH FLASHBACK EFFECT._ THEN_DOWN AND HOLD

Lt P
i

All right,

& Honry.

what you sew on the night of the crimse.

(NEGRO ACCENT) It was kind of late.

Tell the court in your own words

I was comin home

from the Bayside Club, an - an happened to pass by

Miz Tesmen's I seen & man hengin round by the side of

the house.

It was Mistuh Foster.

{CROWD REACTION BG. GAVEL RAPS)

Your witness.

Mr. Henry, you have testified that you left the

gambling club and passed by the Tesmen house on your

way home.

Yessuh,

Here 1s a mep of the area.

As you and the jury can

plainly see, you could not possibly have passed the

Tgsmen house while going from the Bayside Club to gyour

howme .

(CROWD REACTION)

And

e re e

cp e m——

"
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HENRY Dat - dat's right, suh. Dat's de trufe. But - but
I didn't go strelght home egzzackly, suh. I = I

went around foh a litth while, see & gl I knovs.
Yeah, det's it. Bessie : Bossle Teylor. she lives

on 4' other side dere, towards Tesmans. Yeah,

I vent to see her. W%Aﬁ y«rﬁ./.«/ﬂ Jw‘f

NARR: The court was satlsfied with Jonas Hsnry's testimony.
But you, James Iwing, are not 80 sure. And you go to
see Bessle Teylor, hoping you will find soms proof -
some tangible, 1iv;ng proof - that Thomas Foster was
the victim of injustice. On the rickety porch of her
drad, unpalnted house, you meet distrust. Bessie Taylor
doesn't llke reporters. You are feced with a swift
suspicion, long trained in the tensments of fear.
Dasperatsly, you work, with & smile, to win her
confidence. It's hard, Very hard. But finally, vhen

you're about to give up, she starts to soften - Just =

little.,
BESSIE: Well, I don wanns obstruct no justice, mistuh, znd
datls de trufe. I =- I bTlieve in bein honest. I

got nothin to hide.

EWING: Then - tell me, Miss Taylor. Did Jonas Henry really

come to see you that night?

BESSIE: Heck,no! He couldn't have, I was up in Columbia,
forty-five miles from herel

CHAPPELL: We will bs back in just a moment with tonight's BIG STORY.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #109

MIDDLE _COMMERCIAL

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

HARRICRE!: That's important!

GROUP (0N DESCENDIKG SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and mekes it g;;g.

CHAPPELL: Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length. ¥Yes, your
eyes can see the difference - your throat can tell you
what 1t means.

HARRICE: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos means 2 longer; natural filter to screen and cool
the smoke.

CHAPPELLt Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildness and
satisfaction no other ecigarette offers you.

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

feel - good to taste - and gopd to smoke.

CHAPPELL! PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - voytstandingl"

HARRICE: And ~ they are mild.

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater _ggg&ﬂ filiters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: That!s importanti

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 pild.

CHAPPELL: 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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INTRODUCTION_AND_UNDER)

This 1s Oy Harrice, returnlng you to your narrator,

and the Big Story of James EvWing,...as he lived 1t,

and wrote 1t. s

For two days nowjxJames Ewing of the Jackson Daily News,
wow have gtudied the recqrds gf the Foster gaga, And
you have found in them a flerce, fantastic tapsatry

of 1lies. You sse how Teewss Foster was linked with

the Phantom Barber. You see how he was charged with
attompting to clip the hair of Mildred Teswman, and

of having bsaten her when she resisted, You have
first-hand proof of the perjury of Jonas Henry, And
you find the other two witnesses vwho establlished Foster
at ths scene of the crime were ex-conviets, originally
suspected in the case themselves, Their testimony,
1ike Henry'!s, is cravling with contradictions. But

you seo how these things wers ignored by the pollce

and the jury. You see how & man was sent to prison

on a wave of hysteria, And you are a little sick,

You go baeck to Sheriff Bsgl, with the proofs in jyour
hand,

Look for yourself, Sheriff, Every one cf those witnesses

perjured nimself, XLook at Barrett's story!l

Barrett? Oh yeah, I remeuwber now, He'a the one said
he saw Fosterts truck %-- — = <

- o . PSR
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EWING:

BEAL:

CANTRELL:

BWING:

CANTRELL:

EWING:

CANTRELL:

EWING:
CANTRELL:

EWING:
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sgven other witnesses testified that truck wrg oub of

And then there's this guy Mgyers ---

I knov, T knpw, Starigs alweys aid sound pheny, bus
the jury believed l'em, Tqll ygu vhat, There's a Justice
of the Peage Was involved there for a time, Maybs we

oughta see hiw,

Yos, I remewber gJuite well, A week after the trlal both
Barrebt and Myers appeared before wme and swore oub
affidavits declaring thelr entlre testimony was false and
made undsr duress.

T don't pet it., I don't get why somebody dldn't do

something about 1it.
Somebody did do something.
who?
Me. I sent copies of the affidavits to the District
Attorney.

Well, what did he do?
I can tell you that, He had Barrett and Mye?s questioned

again, in court, And this time they went back on thelr

affidavits. ©Swore thsey wasz false and the origlnal

testimony was ftrue,

That!s what T wean, Liles on lies, the whole rotten mess,

e
An old guy'!s up-ed-—lerewan five years, It makes you

sick! {(PAUSE) Well, I'wm through fooling around. I'w

taking the whole story to the Governofl
PUNCHES IN_TO BRIDGE, THEN_FADE UNDER)

(RN S A =ty — e B e —
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EWING:

GOVERNOR

EWING:

GOVERNOR:

EWING:

GOVERNOR:

EWING:

GOVERNOR:

EWING:

=
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But, Governor, the trial vas & fravd. The cops vere
locking for a scapegoat. They wersn't out to rind

the guilty man, they were Jjust out to convict Foster.
There's nothing wiong in that, Jimmy, If Foster ves
the gullty wan,

Who proved he was gullty? Three pepjurers ¥he aid a
double switch so fast they wet themselves coming back,
That may be, But a lot of prowinent, respectable citizens
theught the man was egullty. They sti1l think so. Itvs
had a great deal of pressure put on me to keep Fozter
behind the Ttars,

Sure. By the same guys thab hired & private eye to
conviet hiwm,

Look at his record., He!s got a list of convictions
dating back to 1912,

Petty crimes, W
Jaspasengsoe But he never committed violence, Notb
once. And he went straight after hils marriage, His
wife says that - and I bhelieve her,

What about hig gconduct at the- prison? There isnlt a
guard at the place who has & good word for him.

So he ratsed a fuss., I would too, If I Were innocent,
A guy dcesn't just lie down and take 1t. {PAUSE)
Gaovernor, the laws of this state, and the whols country,
say that a wan is innocent until proved guilty beyond
a peasonable doubt., (GOV: I reallze that,) Youl've
seen the hodge-podge of testimony in this cass - the
pressure, the perjuries, the war-time hysteria, Can

you honestly say there isn't one, single; politaery shadovw
of a doubt?

RTXC1 00s207°0




_16_
GOVERNOR: {HOLD FOR W0 BEATS) I'll tell.you what I'11 do,
Jimm&. I have to go up to Parchman tomorraw, angway.
I'11 see Foster while I'm there, and have a talk
with hiw,
EWING: Will yey dg me one wore favor? Will you let me dring
a lie-deteetor aleng and teet him?

GOVERNOR: Has Fosfor consented to that?
EWING: Yes, alr, he has,
GOVERNOR: All right. You can give him a test 1if you vant to.

But I'w not going to promise I'll stand on the results,

EWING: That's fair enough, Governor, We!ll take our chances.
(MusTC: _ _ _ _ IN_AND_UNDER)
NARR TReyY DiTe BT eXDETT wIthue

Story.

long. From tMg windows of the (Hvernor'ts car you

you almost had. L '339nder whe ther you've been

a sage - Or a sucH

18T REFORTER: g
2ND REPORTERy” Yeah, Nother year or so and the whole judicial 8y3

W11l be obsoletea,.
(LAUGHTER }

i R A I e ma

i -
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BIG STORY U4/27/49 -17 - REVISED

(MUSIC:

NARR:

EWING:

18T REPORIER:

EWING:

GOVERNOR:

EWING:

GOVERNOR:

EWING:

WARD:

EWING:

WARD:

™ ™ e — AR —

At the prison =ext day you watch nervously while the
1ie detector expert sets up for the test, The boys from
the other papers are thers too -- waiting for your one
wan crusade to fall flat on 1ts face. Finally everything
is ready. The Governor and the newsmén gather in a
roou, and you explaln the arrangements.
The machine is set up in the next room:; Thaet's where
Foster will take the test. .
What about us reporters?' Don't we got to see it?
¥You can't go in there, that would throw off the reastions,
But there's a loudspeaker in this roowm, Youlll hear all‘
the questions and ansvers, ’
How about the visual indications?
Over there bn the table, Governor, They rigged a
duplicate device, As you can ses it, itts got three
needles that write on the graph paper.
one of them's the pulae beat, I suppoée. What are ths
other two?
The middle oﬁa shows the gap between each questlon, and
the bottom one - that's the bloed presaure,

(SNAP OF SWITCE, SLIGHT FEEDBACK EFFECT)
(ON FILTER) All ready in thefa? Welre about to begin,
That!s Jerry Ward, the expert, He'll ask Foster the
quesﬁiona. Will you all take seats, please? They're
ready to start.

(SHUFFLE OF CHAIR3, AND MURMURS, BG)
I'11 ask the first queatioh in five aecbnda.

(BG QUIETS DOWN)

RTXO1 Q0K2072
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WARD:
FOSTER;

WARD:

FOSTER:
WARD:

FOSTER:
WARD:
FOSTER:
WARD:
FOSTER:
WARD:
FOSTER:
WARD;

FOSTER:
WARD:

EWING:

13T REPORTER:

o 2ND REPORTER:

13T REPORTER:
2ND REPORTER:

— e mimT = — T

_18-
(AFTER PAUSE) Is your nawe Foster?
(ON FILTER) Yes.
(HOLD A PAUSE AFTER EACH ANSWER) Aré(gq;ty-three
years old?
Yos,
(PAUSE) Did you ever ¢lip the halr of any Woman in
Pascagoula?
No.
(PAUSE) Are you married?
Yes,
(PAUSE ) Did you assault Mrs. Teswman?
No.
(PAUSE)} Can you drive a car?
Yes. ‘
{PAUSE) Are you gullty of the criwe for which you are
convicted?
No, 0‘?
(PAUSE) All rightquoster. That's all.
(LOUDSPEAKER CLICKS OFF, NoADEBwODIORE)
(TENSELY ) Guess that'!s 1¢,
_ {RISING REAGTION FROM REPORTERS)
(SLIGHTLY OFF) Here's the graph, boys. Read 1t and
veep,
Holy swoke} Look at that blood pressure linel
(VOICE: Where?} Question nuwber five, What vas
question number five?
“pid you assault Mrs, Tesmant"
That does 1t{ Oh, brother, I gotta get to & phone.

That euy is gullty as sinl

T At ———— A S am R g A o W e e
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EWING;

WARD:

ZWIKG:

GOVERNOR:

EWING:
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Theve 1t is, starine you in the face. A rise in the
blood pressure line after guestion nugber five. In
duwb bewllderment you stand there, while the oinher
reporters rush from the room to phone in the gtory.
They've already got a name for it, "Ewing's Foliy!"

STING. AND GNDFR)

You can't believe it, You ¥won't belleve it. You

tell yourself youtfll keep on fighting - tpe
steamroller”ﬁﬁgﬁﬁkftkopped yet, There!s a Treason

for that blood pressure 1line., Nervousness, waybe,
Something., But the old man 13 not guilty, you know
that,

Theve's gotta be a reason, Mr, Ward. Thera's gotta be
sowe thingi

Sure, I agroe with you, Plenty,of times the subject
ig nervous on the first tesbf”’%g always run off two
or three subsequent tests and then judge from the
whole batch.

Did you heay that, Governor? Did you hear what he
said?

I heard him, Jimmy. And I'll stay for the testis, i?
gou want, But I'wm afraid it's a --=-

(NERVOUSLY } We!ll run ewm right off, Tt = 1t won't
take & winute. We've gotta give the old guy & chance.
Right, Mr. Ward? One test doesn't prove a thing. Yo

gotta give him a chancel

STING AND UNDER)

ARTKO1 GOR207°4
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NARR: And you sveat it out, With clenched fista and a tight

line for a mouth, You sweat out every gquestlon, every

ansver, every scratch of the needles, Pinally it's over,

sinking despalr., You kngwrtflat first test is still the
one they!re thipk g'or. You know that sowehow the

fess has lost ita point, And you look at the

bt
EWING: {DULIY ) 2w, Ward says they!ll study the results and send

them on to you in about ten days.

GOVERNOR: Thanks, Jimm%gufin 2 sense, T'm glad you ran these

teats. helpad we to make up my mind.
(MUSTC:_ _ _STING_AND_UNDER)
WARR: Qutside, Mrs. Foater is walting, You brush past her,

You can't face the guestion in those eyes. You go back

to Jackson alons, on the train. Back to the papar,

Back to the dead grind of your déily beat, And you walt,

numbly, for what has to happen. ¥You wait ten days. Ten

days alwmost to the hour, Then Lt comes - the curt

sumnons to the Governor's office,
ﬁ' GOVERNOR The teats are back, Jimsy. Ward sent them to three other
e exparts for study, and it seems that blood-pressure climb
was a delayed reaction dus to nervea. Had nothing to do
with the questions themsslves. (PAUSE) I've decided to
grant Foster a suspension of sentence, And a full pardon

P later, if he makes the gradse.

_ R . e
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CHAPPELL: Tn just a mowent we will read you a telegram frow
James Ewing of the Jackson Dailly News,..,with the final
outcome of tqn}gﬂ%!é BIG STORY!

{CLOSING qomx@gﬁIAL}

I ———— T IR e s L b o
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GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROVP:

HARRICE!
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #109

CLOSING COMMBRCIAL
(ON ASCENDING SCALE)
PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throat.
Thatts 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 traditionalily fine, mellow

tobaccos filters the smoke on the wey to your throat.
Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Yes, PELL MELL'S are good - good to look st - good to
feel - good to taste - and good %o smoke.

$o, if you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the
longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - tgutstandingi
And - they are mild!

R T I e S il T laaT e
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CHAPPELL: Now wa read you that telsgram from James Ewlng of the
Jackson Dally MNews,

EWING: After his releass, innocent man in tonight's Big 3tory

moved to a swall fapm with hig wife, Sowetime ago I

Sabews Thanks a lot for tonlght’s Pell Msll Award,
CHAPFELL: Thank you, Mr. Evinz...the makers of PELLIMELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MELL, $500 Aﬁard for notable ssrvice in the fileld
of journalism.
HARRICE: Iisten agaln nezt week, same time, same station, wvhen
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIC STORY from the front pagzes of the
Philadelpnia Inquirer -~ by-~line, Joseph W, Clarke
A BIG STORY -~ about a reporter who made sense ocut of

an unbellsvable criws committed by an incredidbls killer.

e

- A S o

- g » ’
- . f
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CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
- wusic by Viadimir Selinaky, Tonight fs prograwm was
written by Bruce Standeyman, your narrator was Bob
Slocane, and Lyle Sudrow played the part of James Ewing.
In order to protect the names ef people actually
involved in tonightﬁs authentic BIG STORY the names of
) a1l characters 1in the drawatization vere changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr. Eving.
(MUSIC: _ _ _THEME UP FULL_AND_FADE}
CHAPPELL This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES.
{MUSTCu__ o i oo vl
CHAPPELL: One of ;ﬁur greatest enemies 1s fire! ZEach year.rira
destroys willions of dollars worth of property ..., takes
thousands of lives, And most of these fires could
have veen prevented! Don't be careleids ... be CAUTIOUS !
,. protect your life .,. your property ese YOUr home ...
PREVENT FIRES | '
ANNCR; This is NBC - THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
T ill%’j'ifépm .
Y

B B
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM _ #110

CaBT

NARRATOR
GIRL
GIRL 2
JOE
RINGE
DEAN

HARRY

ANDY
MATTI

TEDDY

a1 wom g e meR e TE O EMTI T T .

AS BROADCAST

BO3 SLOANE
JELNNE THTUM
JEAKNE TATUM
BILL QUINN

TED OSBORNE

TED OSBORNE
LOUIS VAN ROOTEH
LOUTS V&N ROOTEH
ROGER DE KOVEN
ROGER DE KOVEN
RONNY LISS

WEDNESDAY , MAY Y, 1949
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% \INBC_& NET THE BIG #10
o %0:00)-(10:30 PM MAY Y, 31949 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPFLL:  PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!
~ {MUsIC: _ _ FANFARE AND QUT)
(PHONE PICKED UP HURRIEDLY, DIALED (o} FURIOUSLY)
- RTINGE: (SLIGHT POLISH ACCENT, BUT A CULTURED VOICE) Operator,
quick, please, give me the police, for the love of ---
_ (MR R RS SN CT IO T
RINGE: Police -- my daughter, my Natelle, she's missing since
8 p.m., & hours she didn't come back yet. 'She went to
- the store - and - LI TERRUPTED) what?® My neme, oh, my
name ! ?rof‘esgor’&/ﬂinge (PRONOUNCED RING-UH} -
T 1335 Van Hook Street - I - you got to find her. - You got
to. (DESPAIR) 81x hours, I haven't heard from her!
{MUSIC: _ _ A STING AND OUT)_
(PHONE-PFOEEDL P SLOWE ymenB TS )
RINGE: {CALMER, BUT DISTM%UP{DERNEATH) Tﬁsw
. TTe—HOLda. (PAUSE)j Thisﬁrotessor Ring. .I called before
- 3 hours ago. You don't have to look anymore: My
daughter. I told you she was missing. 1 found her.
(STARTS TO CRY) In the field 'mear the High School - in
. the gress -- dead!
..  {MUSIC; _ _ HITS HARD AMND GOES_ UNDER)
—_ CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here 1s America, its sound and its fury,
s 1ts joy and its sorrow - as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers. {FLAT)
::_.... Camd?&,) W&w story of an incfsdible family
— . and of & murder sar P
¥
I pivrye i TSRS SR S
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CHAPPELL:
(CONT 'D)

Aaéé?%r bringing to light the facts in this 1ndescribéb1y

sordid case, to reporter Joseph Clarke, of the

Fhiladelphia Inguirer for his BIG STORY, goes the PFLL
MELL AWARD.
{COMMERCIAL)

RTKO1 00620823
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GROUP¢

HARRICE:
GROUPs

. HARRICE:

CHAPPELL?

HARRICE!
GROUP

HARRICE:
GROUF:

HARRICE:
- CHAPPELL!

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #110

OPENING COMMERCIAL
(ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the snoke on the way to

your throat.

Thatts 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.

Yes, PELL MELL'S groater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tohaccos means a longer, natural filter tc screon
and cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gives you &

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette

offers you. PHELL MELL FAKOUS CIGARETTES - Jputstandingl”
And - they gre mild.

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the.smoke on the way to youT 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 to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
finer cigarettle in the distinguished red package =

PELL MELL.

 ——mm St at WA - e
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{MusIC: _ _ THEME)_

CHAPPELL:

JOE:
HARRY:
JOE:
HARPY:
JOE:
HARRY:
JOE:

HARRY:

(SAME) Yeah.

Now the story as 1t actually happsned: reporter Joe

Clerke's story as he lived 1t. Camden, New Jersey.

EUHCEU&TE&‘&ED;A%EF&£Z

ﬁii FLe et

/Jw»—
You, Joe clarke/\ccver crime the &buth Jersey ares,

.where (like sverywhere else) crimes never happen

zccording to the books. Orimes, you've learned in the

10 years you've been at it, are the twistings out of human

shape of human pession - and you never get used to them,

never. The truth is always more grotesque than any

imagination c¢an conjure. (PAUSE} This one, the Ringe

k1lling, begen at Chief Detectlive Harry Rleh's office, in

Camden. The call ceme and you and he went to the City

morgue to check & body (Natalie Ringe's) and to speak

to her father (Professor Ringe)} who had found the body and

called the police...

(QUIETLY) Lovely looking girl, Harr

Besutifully dressed.
Yeah,

Strangled?

(DRY) Yeah.

I guess the reas wasn't robbory.
With a pin 1 that on her dress,
{ PAUSE AS
50 do arsa.

(HI® CHARACTER) Why, Herry, why?

ne. Must be worth

LEANS OVER TO LOOK) - yeah it's gold -- 40,

(PAUSE) Who does things

] :’Iiﬁﬂ e b
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~= -  HARRY: gtrongles & beautiful girl, Joe? You know the angwer,
Joe -- pedpie.do things like that! plglne=vFdinary decent
looking people. Seel :;-_l i

JOE: Yeah,

e f0DY SLID BACK)
.- SLOANE '

N MOOD pat 0D Ll
.?;euﬁi-:f?aa dlstinguished-looking, carefully dressed
(if a little threadbare) gentle man, rocking a little to
control himself as he talks...

RINGE: She was everything to me, Natalle, everything. Since mama

. dled in Chester 2 years ago (we lived in Chester,
' Pennsylvania), she took care the house, the boys (have

two younger boys, Teddy, Michael) - end me. I teach
(SMILING IN SELFCONSCIOUSNESS) economics - I am not very
good in the house, or with meney or with the boys -
(BREAKS DOWN) Ah, mister detective, I can't talk -

HARRY: That!s all right, Professor, we can talk some other time.

- RINGE: (RECOVERING) No, pow -- who did it must be caught. I g0%

to telk (SCFTLY) to help my Natalle, her memory.

HARRY: All right, if you want -- you saw her last, about & ofclock

- last night?

RINGE:

o HARRY:

- RINGE: dzfaghe went to the store - it was raining - I sald don't go,
but she needed & pair stockings, she sald. e le—zriitvtre

- CH
o EETONY- -

-— < BARRY: she went and she didn't come back.

e s, - - . B R s Aa i el e Rt i

.
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HARRY: styangles a beautiful girl, Joe? You know the angwer,
Joo -- peoptie_do things like that! pl:_a--o'iinary decent
looking people. Secieggus ."‘
JOE: Yeahn.
e ‘ A0DY SLID BACK)
SLOANE MOON ha e dans. Rl ek a, orire aviviee

;_ : jzﬁéf;? d(Z'-{{ﬁo

(if a little threadbare) gentle man, rocking & little to

a distinguished-locking, carefully dressed

control himself as he talks...
RINGE: She was everything to me, Natalle, everything. Since mama
died in Chester 2 years ago (we lived in Chester,
- Pennsylvania}, she toock care the house, the boys (have
two younger 5035, Teddy, Michael) - and me. T teach
(SMILING IN SELFCONSCIOUSNESS) economics - I am not very
good in the house, or with money or with the boys -

{BREAKS DOWN) Ah, mister detective, I cen't talk -

- HARRY: That's all right, Professor, we can talk some other time.
RINGE: (RECOVERING) No, now_ =-- who did it must be caught. I got

to talk {SOFTLY) to help my Natalie, hor memory.
HARRY! All right, if you went -- you saw her last, sbout B o'clock

- last night?

e RINGE:

HARRY:
RINGE: é%foghe wvent to the store - it was praining - I sald don't go,
but she needed & pelr stockings, she sald. Whetle-wdtorre

p TR AR e {-‘.—,- e s K2 ‘) CH
R .

ey~ -
e e HARRY: she went and she didn't come back.

e R TR TG A = -
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‘/' . K e -

ATKO1 Q062087




o sk

e i A e M Rtk SO LA T

JOE:

GIRL:
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(MUSIC: .

-7-

I'm sorry, miss ~ I hate to bother you - but if you could
tell me, Lt would help & lot. . (PAUSE) Did she-go out with
any fellow steady?

No - she went out with & lot of fellers - she was very
_popular, but nobody steady. (FEARS) Who'd do & thing like
that %o & girl Yike Natalie --?

I don't know, Miss, that's what we're trying to find out.

Did Misas Ringe come in here to buy & rair of stockings
last night? ‘
Oh, that poor girl. No, she often did come in though,
but not last night.

Did you know ‘her well?

She was a regulsr customer - she was ong of the nicest

pecple I ever met. One of the most considerste .

c#bted dsughter and & charming gracious womar

/SAME. i)

RTHCT Q062088




P

R RINGE: ¥Yes, mister. 1 call the police - I waited till 1:30, majybe
quarter to 2, I told them she's missing. But then I

couldn't ait st1ll - I went out to leook for her --

JOE: In the rein, di4 you take your car ~---?
HARRY: {ASIDE) Mr. Clarke, Professor, is from the paper.
e RINGE: I don't have a car. I welked. Reoorm issebliodn Rl

All the stores are closed and I don't find her. And then,
_‘éﬁ’go home, I take the shortcut, by Euclid Avenus -- and
there {PREARS-AGAIN e A
e R Oy ida i ™
" HARRY: ThoblomiliofeRiaoatame Just one question, if you can --
did she have anybody at all, who might {I know a girl like

that doesn't have enemies) - but was there someone who
might have killed her?

RINGE: ' No one, not one person in the worlid. Everybody like
Natalie. Everybody and now == (SOFTLY) Mister, could I
please go nhome now?

SLOANE: A murder and ne clues; & brutal murder (the coroner)
sald there was a concussion as well as the strangulation)
and no reason for it. Who does things like that?

You know the ansver, Joe Clarke, as you lsave the morgue

- and get to work on the story -- who does things like that?

e . -- people, ordinary people. (PAUSE} You begin'checking

nelighbors, storekeepers, ko £ind &1) you can about Natalie,

""" her family, her acquaintances - so that scmewhere along

the line you'll come on the person vho did it...

oma”  GIRL: (BROKEN UP) I just can't talk about her mister. She wes
— . one of the sweetest girls I ever -- (BREAKS)
-

ATHO1 00e208%
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JOE: Teddy, I know how you feel, losing a big sister -- that's
8 terrible thing.
TEDDY: (15) (IN THOUGHT) 5She was strict sometimes - trying to do
vhat Mom did for me and Mike (Mike's 10) -- but she was
- fun. 8he was always laughing and playing the plano
s _ (she could sing, too) - and -- ah, vhat's the use of

talking about it? She's gone and nothing's gonna get

her back. -
JOE: How's your father taking it?
TEDDY : He's a1l broken up. I heer him at night -- he gets up,

makes coffee and sits there all night -- reading a book.
I got up last night and watched him; he don't even turn
the page -- just sits thers looking at iv, Ah, vwhat's

the use, what's the use?

i (MUSTC: . _UPE AND UNDER)
SLOANE: 4 fine, sweet femily shattered; a distinguished professor
broken -- snd clues, motives, leads? -- none, You vant

to spend & little more time with the father, mayhe he'll
B remember something, maybe something back ln Chester
{where they lived 2 years ago) - but you can‘ﬁ intrude
into thet kind of sorrow. A men has & right -- at such
a time -- to decent privacy -- sa you go slsewhere; more

neighbors, more friends -- but nothlng comes cut of it,

except a2 random remark by & girl who only knew Natalie

slightly -
.mﬁ GIRL II: I saw her that night, I'm sure I saw her. B5She was walking
;ﬁrh down Hadden Avenue -- towerd the High School with a feller.
i ma1l, blond feller, kind of good looking -- I never sev
e . him before.

ATHOT 00620380
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= 4 SLOANE: But no one else sav the tall blond man and that's that.
Days of looking and nothing %o go on. And then (tmealdillsa
C0L001AENoes -t HAEIBK Db gub iR g e ITPPUI T ou g re puEeR
SNBSS . You go into your favorite

pool parlor, & favorlte because you always Tind ansvers

(pooL, STEPS. AD LIB HIVAS TO JOE. JOE'S ANSWERS)

JOE: (10W) H1 Andy - gafle of pool?
N ANDY: Sure, how much?

JOE: I think I'11 play for -—%g

ANDY: (NO) Uh, uh --

JOE: ?ﬁ Andy? (ATTEMPT AT JOKE) & FTTVES S
T ANDY: (NO HUMOR) Woucopmbmwiw. You're on. .Cvéeeger I'll

break.
| (HE BREAKS)
JOE: Nice breal.
ANDY: I 1like it. Shoot.

(JOE SHOOTS. MIS3ES)
ANDY: Too bad. Nice try.

PrTmeranaRh R L AL E CAT Arndy, Maine license plates --
(SURPRISED) Touring Car? Aln't you still on t;he killing

SLQYLY )

What do you know ebout the killlng, b
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4 JOE: Who knew Nats ---

ANDY: {INTERRUPTS) Shh, no names.

Soms tell when they livec

in Chestef ~ her and the prof -- she went steady with

- Pete Lawson.

- JOE: Pete Lawson?

ANDY: .wﬂa;d-ikudunn-- yeah., Did heist jobs -- strictly small
time -~ 1ifting Jjewelry, things }like that, 1n stores, Some
say Pete lawscn was in town the night of the kill and went
out with her. .

JOE: What's he look like?

- ANDY: Blonde, tall, some say good looking. I don't think so.
JOE: (DISBELIEF) A heist men and Nata --
_ ANDY: (cUTS) Taught her the racket, too -- some say she vas
good at it -- in Chester.
JOE: I don't believe you.
ANDY:

JOE! .
X _ANDY: {%OShe kept her nose clean since she come to Camden, got a
good reputation. Know why?
JOE: Why?
ANDY: Some say it was becausa they took her out, & year ago,
- aend near killed her. (JOE: What!) Sure - bust her arm
and dumped her 25 miles outside Camden.
C JOE* Who would do & thing like that to & girl like - why?
-_;- ANDY:
T T ITTET e Some say Nick Metti did 1t to
R get even with her old man.

ATHO1 Q0e2032
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JOE:
ANDY:

JOE:

ANDY:

JOE:

ANDY:

JOE:

SLOANE:

JOE:

HARRY:

JCE:
HARRY:.

JOE:
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(SHHHHING HIM) Sure, very big - counterfelting. —Hs didn'tt
1ike her old man, *Nieckeddtdadds, moving in --

(AMAZED) Mattil? He's & big ==

The professor a counterfelter -l
You don't know much about that family do you? (PAUSE} Oh,

“yeah -~ Matti was in town two days before the killing.

! I just
4 girl like that, & man like Professor

can't

belleve it.
Ringe --
Yhere you going?
Huh? Out --
Well, lay down the cue stick and before you go = you lost

that gome sissbipiagd, remember? g was the bet.

It }sn‘t possible: Natalie Ringe and & small-time crook,

4 peaten and dumped by Niek Matti's mob, Profsssor Ringe &
counterfeiter. You're back at Chief Detective Herry Rich's

where you pour cut the story. He's strangely undisturbed

oy 1t...

Doesn't any of, eny of 1t, surprilse you, Harry?

surprise, no - some of it's news. Joe. Aepailsna -~ 1like

the dump job, that I hadn't heard about. But the rest
we plcked up from ngazzr files.

You mean there aréifiles on the Ringes?

You 1ike them, don’t you?

114 have bet --

They're wonderful people, Harry.

pn ST b i T T T e e e
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Ringe:

HARRY: (CUTS) Well, don't bet -- listen firat. =
attempt to pass gggg§9r£§£q bills =« 1 year - suspended .
sentence; §9§§§SEEQ gg arson © no evidence;" (wait) -

"Natalie Ringe - shoplifting - six months - suspended

o " sentence; driving a stelen car without a license -- elso
suspended sentence” - (wait) "Teddy Ringe --" -
JOE: Teddy - the kid?
HARRY: {I'm only reading the files) "Teddy Ringe -- &age 1% -

attempt to rob stationery stere ~ six month, paroled in

custody of fether."

JOE: But - whet about Nick Matti and this Pete Lewson?
HARRY & Sure -- bad as they come, Matti & mobster, Lawson a lone
operator (SLOWLY} -- Lawson boarded in Ringe's house, in

Chester, for 3 years.

JOE:
HARRY: --
JCE: I know those people. That boy, the
- professor -- they've changed Harry. If what you say ia
m true (HARRY: It is) - well -- they've changed. It wes
Matti or Lawson - that's our answer.
HARRY: I'11 say one thing, Joe, just one - any one of them could
B have done it -- any one of them.
- JOE: I'1} never believe it --
) HARRY: Suit yourself - but 1f you stick arcund I may ask you to
o help me prove it. (SAME) Any one of them,
:;;, {MUsIC: _ _ UP_TO IAG)_ _
. CHAPPELL: We will be back in just a moment with tonight's BIG STORY,
P (COMMERCIAL)

et e R TR e e e =

RTXKO1 QOB2094




L i

S

PR St A

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

GROUP

HARRICE:
GROUFP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #110

KIDDLE COMMERCIAL
{ON ASCENDING SCALRE)

PELL MELL!S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to youwr throat,

That's important!

(O DESCENDINQ SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
thie smoke on the way to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length. Yes, your
eyes can see the difference - your throat can tsll you

what it means.

PELL MELL'S zreater 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 cigarette offers you.

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

feel - good to taste - and good to smolke.,

PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl"

And - they are mild.
(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater 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 it miid. _ -

If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,

finer clgarette in the distinguished red package -

PELL MELL.

AL TR
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HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and

- reporter Joe Clapkels §§pf’/qg he lived it and wrote it --
SLOANE: Chief of Detectives Harry Righ 1s generally rignt, but

this time, in the case of the Ringe murder, you know he's

wrong{z Joe Clerke, reporter fot45§? Philadelphia

Inguirer. A men llke Professor V&géﬁﬁgsvﬁinge {gentle,
o scheolarly, distingulshed) - a boy like Teddy Ringe -- it
isn't possible, You'll prove he's wrong. It waa Matti,
the mobster, or Lawson, the petty crock - or some one
¢lse. You'll prove it. (PAUSE) The funerel is the next
day and you go to I1t. You go to the crowded church on Mt.
Ephralm Avenue and wateh the hundreds that come to pay
respects to Natalle Ringe and her aging father =-- gnd

afterwards you talk to the bersaved man ==

JOE: ¢#eRPEY ) Professor --
RINGE: (RECOGNIZING HIM) Uh ~ oh, yes, Mr. Clarke -- nice of you
to come ~--
: JOE: I just wanted to edd - mine == to 81l the others who cams.

RINGE: It's very kind of you.
JOE: It must be a source of consolation - s0 many friends --

e RINGE: Yes, at a time like thls ~-- friends is all cne has.

o JOE: Well, elr, I -- my heartfelt sympathy -

people deeply moved

I to the professor, h

=-and then --

AT W A e <=
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Al
:fné/vgﬂ @é"’("}{"e JM&AN
RINGE: Any 4t 11 -z of ¥he Sdédi-d ny ! Natalie?
JOE: Well, no sip, npt much. Ppe gF fwe suspects =
RINGE: - Just that, I woq}q }%Eg pg Engg - }9 my own mind, how

it happeneé - why = you understand?

JOE: Of course - one is Nick Matti - ever hear of him, from
Chester?
;A RINGE: Matti®? No.
JOE: And the other, a man named Pete Lawson ==
- RINGE: (UPSET} That must be a mistake - Peter? He lived with us

in Chester, he boarded at my house. Thet must be a misteke,
Feter o suspect.

JOE: Why do you say that?

RINGE: Because, Mr. Clarke - I know he has & record (he made a
terrible mistake when he was younger) - but he is a geod
boy. He was a good friend to my Natalle - I treated him
es a scn, It could not have been him.

JOE: You can't ever tell.. 2

RINGE: I would swear to it, I must see the*iéigoﬁiﬂe about Peter.

FPeter never did it. {PAUSE)} Thank you. Thank you o—&‘
. much for the information. And now I think I must’ié%ue

e e ap e ae e ar e AT O e

"' {MOSIC: _ _ QP_AED_U_QDERL - =={ove,

) SLOANE!: Either the_greatest actor in the world orAHarry Rich is
*“:M* wrong -- and Ringe doesn't sound like an actor. And then,
wé; &s the people come out of the church, you spot aomeone -
— (you have his photo in your pocket) - Nick Matti. You

—~pE T corner him slone just outside --

[ v
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JOE:
MATTI:
JOE:
MATTY ¢
JOE:
MATTI:
JOE:

MATTI:
JOE:
MATTI

JOE:

MATTIE:

JOE:
MATTI: .

JOE:.
MATTI:
JOE:
MATTI:

-16-

Matti!

(SMOOTH) I don't think I know you.

What are you doing in Camden?

Isn't that kind of a& personal question?

Harry Rich 1s e very good friend of mine, Know Harry Rich?
I don’t know anybody in famden. Who's Harry Rich?

Eels in the squad car, right down the block, watching us
both right now. Want to join him?

What do you want? You sound like & reporter to me.
You're s bright fellow. What are you doing 1n Camden?
You just saw me coming out of the church. I'm paying my
respects.

Why did you dump Natalie - a year ago?

Whoa - you pgo fast. I never sven saw Nataelie 1n my life,
(unless maybe I walked by her on the street and didn't
¥nov it) - I was paying respects to the Professor. We're
old friends. We did business together,

I asked you about a dump job.

Look - we went all through that a year ago -- the police
in Chester -had me in - they found nothing. They didn't
even enter it on the blotter. Didn't your friend Rich
tell you that? But il you want some real information -
I'11 give it to you. There were three men on that dump
job on Natalie - I only know who one of them was.

Who?

You‘re.pretty eagér sren't you?_

Cut it out.

Okay - I like to be on the right side of the papers -- '

tell you. Opne of the three was a little kid named Teddy.

RTKO1 C0BZ0%R
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JOE:
TEDDY :
JOE:
TEDDY:
JOE:
TEDDY:

JOE:

TEDDY:

HARRY:

B e sk

 on o Bt A g S W AT T
e A A Ty N E R NI i S e

-17-

Teddy !

That'!s right - her own sveot little brother Teddy.
HARSH AND INIO) _

{DGPR BELL. DOOR QRENS

T

oh, hello.
perle—not henal TS

I want to talk to 303,:2@~<i12,
{DOOR SHUTS)

Why did you do it - in the car that night - o Natalie!?
(A SCARED KID) I never did it. . I never did.

I know you did, Teddy. The police know.

I can't tell you. He'll kill me If I tell you.

Thon you were 1in the car that nilght?

Yes, I was - but I can't tell you - I can't talk about it.

He'll kill me. He will.
Who'll kill you, Teddy? “NewohSyldiiicsbomes: Who?

(FROZEN} I can't - T won't. You got to leave me alone.
You gottal

Teddy, I only want to help -- Is 1t Pete Lawson?
(FRIGHT) «lew Got out. Now. Now. Please -- nowl
SAME)

Welve got to find Pete lawson, Harry -

Why Pete Lawson?

Because - unless the world's gone crazy and all the valuss
I've ever appreciated in people are false ~- hﬁ;guﬁa I
say he dumped Natalle and he killed her. And he's got
Teddy terrifled.

Well, let's say we've got Fete Lawson --

. . e TR e YT Chmem = - R —
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JOE:

HARRY:

JOE:
HARRY:

JOE:

HARRY:

JOE:

HARRY:

JORE:

HARRY:

JOE:

HARRY:

JCE:

HARRY:

JOE:

_18-
{QUICKLY) You have - =man?..
T didn’'t say we have - I said let's say we have - vhat now?
Does he confess? How do we pyove he did it? How do ve
prove he wag in the dump car and that he killed the girl?
He was seen vith her the night of the killing.
Who saw him? One witness. Supposs he denles 1%; suppose
he admits 1t and says he walked two blecks, sald good
night and thst wes all? Then where are ve? .
Yeah, I see -- but --
All aloeng, Joe you've been looking for who did 1t --
suppose you try to rind out why they did it.
What de you mesan?
Who stood to make something by Natalle's death?
Pete Lawson: maybe she turned him down; Nick Mattl: the

old grudge with the fether --

Maybe, but how does thls strike you? HNatalie was Iinsured

for 7200 dollars (gith double INQCmiidimmiiosdiiaresad b

Who's the beneficisry?
Well - there's 3 policies: policy A, $2000 - the

baneficiary's Mrs. Rings {deceased) poiicy B -$1000 - szme

beneficiary -- ——
/bowv'tdiékli
Who gets it iawwewe—of the mother'a& --

The father (FAST) - and.po)}icy C - taken out one month and
three days before wew death - for $4200 -- beneflclery
Prof'essor Ringe. See vhat I mean? N

But - uh = didn't he have policies for his other children?
Yeah, he dld. On both Teddy and Mike - 30C0 sach.

ERET . o g et T T T
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“ JOF: Then they were roubtine policiles -

- the kids. I don't belleve he did it.

HARRY: He called the police and then he found the bedy.
JOE3 He didn't do 1t.
FARRY: He doesn't lock a counterfelter either.
JOE: He didn't do}iﬁ.,
A
HARRY: - Joe, 1isteﬂ He likes you. He trusts you. He told me

s0. 00 talk to him - start out on the essumptlon that
- he did do it -- and see what happens.

SLOANE: You walk out slowly, slowly head for Professor Ringe's
nome. You can't guite make that essumption = it goss
against your grein - but if you did make it (mind you, if)
- now would you go about it? You work out & very simple

- plan and (because Harry Rich is a very smart guy} jou try

it ... you try something you don't believe in ...

JOE: Professcr, I'm terribly upset --
RINGE: {CALM A% EVER) Why so, Mr. Clerke, why so?
JOE: Detective Rich

i

- RINGE: 3

JOE: ile we stood there - a man cems up * put

; down and started off. We picked him up.
~

- RINGE: ' M sty ;me‘
e JOE: “___”__mxﬁggﬁgaaﬂﬁuhﬁiih We questioned him. He said he
cor wasn't in Camden. He gave us an allbi - and we checked I1t--
— 1t was false. He lied to us. "He was in Camden the night of
S the killing. He saw Natalie - between 8 o'clock end the
T time she was killed.

T T ems ) PR e e A e T e s T TR S D TR T T T
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RINGE:

JOE:

RINGE:

JCE:

RINGE:

JOE:
RINGE:

JOB:

RINGE:

No. Not Peter.
He says he killed her. He says he did it beceuse {znd

this 1s what I want to check) because she wouldn't marry
him.

(THIN§¥NG iT OVER) Is it pogsiple? I knev he liked her -

but to such a degree ¢ § never fhought it possible.

Thero's no doubt about it - he's been half out of his mind
ever since you moved. He sald so..

It shows you. It shows you you think you know abouﬁ
people - and then you don't know. Peter. Maybe I should
tell you. (JOE: What?) He was very wild - all the time

he lived with us - you know he served in prison.

{J0E: I knew} - He wes hard to control. If T telked to
him, calmed him cown, he was all right - but sometimes

(I was as close to him as a father) -- even I couldn't
calm him. Then he 4id wild things.

That's what happened all right.

I didn't want to say & word against him - in some ways he
wvas a fine boy ~- but - since you know it now - I tell jou,.
Hé tried to kill my Natalie once before - in a car, he end

another man, (two men, I don't know) - they took her out

“and nearly killed her.

Dumped her in the woods above Cemden, wasn't it?

Yes, about a year ago. But I thought - I'll talk to

Peter - he's not im his right mind. I should have told
the police. I should have. Please, I will call Detectlve
Rich now end sxplain to him =-- ‘

ATHXAT 00B2102
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JOE: That's okay - he ;Egers?agds, (CA?P%})‘Pgti seys you
never paid him.dﬁ4; d/é&ééi:;ﬁ f’“dAéﬁé}f'

RINGE: WHAT! ~ _

JOFE: He says you promised him.$100 when he kllled Netalie -

but you never pald him. He says you made him do 1t.

As if by magle; you have syddenly touched

er of this man's nervous system. His eyes PoD,

hands open and close 1n a futile gesturse, his tongue

RINGE: {SEeRAIR} He telked .to)ld. He betrayed e — and all
' "‘g‘é ﬁ’ & ‘m":-’c'/’z d»-.-.ﬁidrwu-‘
the things I did for him, He”telked! '
{MUSIC: _ _ HITS AND GOES UNDER )}
SLOANE!: Tt doesn't seem believeble -- but there it is - the open-

mouthed confession of a fether to the murder of his
daughter - touched off by a chznce provocation., You
shudder and teke the terrifying man with you to'police
headquarters. (PAUSE) later, within the week, Pete
Lawson 1s found - then you resllze what happened: You
guessed 1t. Ringe did hire Lewson to kill his daughter.
He promised him {unbelievedbly} $100. He welched on the
payment. TYou gusssed the sxect facts. A kindly-looking,
respectoble professor of economics - whe did one of the

most dreadful tgéz;z in the world for séven thousand two
/b-vwmc.l_.

hundred dollars " and then-=- a thought makes you shudder
gEven more -
JOE: Harry -- !
HARRY: Ysa, Joeg --

—r— ot g o e AR T o T .
g
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JOE: You told me thers were other policies - on both the
other kids - Teddy end Michael --

- HARRY: That's right, Joe.

JOE: And 17 we hadn't caught him on this one, Harry -- meybe
be would have -- (SLOWLY} tried tg cpllect on the other
two ==

CHAPPELL: In just o moment we will read you a telegram from Jossph
o Clarke of the Philadelphia Inquirer ... with the finel
cutcome of tenight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

ATKO1 CGOB2104




THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #110

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
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 smoke on the way
to your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL:  PELL MELL!'S greater length of traditionally fing, mellow
tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to your throat.
Thus, PELL MELL gives you a gmoothness, mildness end
satisfaction no other ¢cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Yes, PELL MILL'S are good - good to logk at - gopd to

feel - good to Laste - and good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: So, if you really want to enjoy smwoking, ask for the
longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red .
package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES = "Qutstanding!™

HARRICE: And -~ they are mild!l

RTKQT Q02105
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Joseph Clarke of the
Philadelphisa. Inquirer.
ﬂ&&- R s e
CLARKE: iﬁnang.killeg4}n Loqigb;!s Big Story cpenly admitted his
part in the @urdg;e apd reenacted crime for the police.
Both he and the professor were giyel sepanate trials in
order for him to be a state's witness at the professor's
trial., Subsequently, the professor, who had vwithdrawn
- eriginal confession, was convicted and sentenced to
cjggath in the electric cheir. Later, &t his own trilal,
zaH)#¢;;; sentenced to life imprisonment.
My sincere apprecistion for tenight's Pell Mell Awerd.
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Clarke ... the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the winner
of the PELL MELL $500 Award for noteble service 1ln the
field of journalism.
HARRICE: Listen agaln next week, same time, same station, when
PEL], MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
- A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Portland
Oregon Journal - by-line, Dudley McClure - A BIG 3TORY -
about & reporter whe went out of his way te help a ¢rook ...

catch a killer.

ATXOT QOB2108




CHAPPELIL.:

(MUSIC:

- CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

- an

mildred/
R vy

e

he e

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

music by Vliedimir Selinsky. Tonight's progrem waes written

A
A P ™

played the part of Jeseph Clarke.

bi Arnold Perl, your narrator was Bob Sloane, and

In order to
protect the nemes of people actually inQolved in tonight's
authentic BIG STORY the names of all bharacters in the
drematization were changed with the exceptlon of the

reporter, Mr. Clarke.

Thigs is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PEL}, MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
This 1s NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #111

CAST

BOB SLOANE
BOB SLOANE
ROLLY BESTOR
ROLLY BESTOCR
LARRY BLYDEN
LARRY BLYDEN
SANTOS ORTEGA
SANTOS ORTEGA
LARRY HAINES
LARRY HAINES
MANDEL KRAMER
MANDEL KRAMER
WILLIAM KEENE
WILLIAM KEENE
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #111

(
10:00-10:30 P.M. MAY 11, 19% WEDNESDAY

{Dudley McClure-PORTLAND (OREGON) JOURNAL)......sses....(Boretz)

CHAPFELIL: “PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present.,.THE BIG STORY!
{Music: UP_AND OUT_SHARPLY)

_ TONY: {EMPTY) Nelson..,you're no good, Through and through...
you're no good.
NELSON: Now, take it easy, Tony..,h
TONY: I took ya in here...gave ya a place to live.
NELSON: Lissen ta me for a second....
TONY : Outta prison with no place t¢ go...but I took va in,
NELSON: Whatta ya gripint' about?
TONY: Only one thing in this werld I want....and you'reltakinl.it
away from me.
NELSON: (& LITTLE SLOWLY) So that!s it.
TONY:_ I've been your friend. You got no right.
ﬁELSON: (A LITTLE DISGUST} Get wise, Tohy! You're all washed upl
TONY : and you're leavin®! my place,,...right now..this minute]
NEL3ON: (EASILY) Sure! I had it figured that way. So long, Teny.
(PRWSPRPIiii ik rdeeN THERE ARE Tﬁ?—SHOT N
i = S
{MUSIC: _ _ UR AND_UNDER) .
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COLD AND FLAT) Portland, Oregon!

et e T BT s e T AMTETEE T

_2_
THE BIG STORY! Here 1s America...lts sound and 1%s fury
...1ts Joy and its sorrow,..as falthfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE..

From the pages of the
Portland JOURNAIL....the authentlic story of a reporter.,.whw
helped society..pay its debt to an ex-convict! Tonight...
to Dudley MeClure of the Portland, Oregon JOURNAL,..for
his BIG STORY goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

{ OPENING COMMERCIAL)

e i

;
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2, THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #111

OPENING CCMMERCIAL
GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)

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

your throat,

HARRICE: That's importanti

GROUP & (0N DESCENDING SCALE)
PELL HELL'S greater lengih filters the smoke on the way to
your taroat,

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and mekes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to screen
and cool the smoke, Thus, PELL KELL gives you a

- smogthness, nildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you., PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Quistandingi”
HARRICE: And - they are mild.
GROUP: (oN ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater lensth filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.
HARRICE: That's importentl
GROUP: (0N DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater lenpgth filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.
HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.
CHAPPELL: If you rTeally wani to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
— finer cigarette in the distinguished red package -
— PELL MELL.

" g e = TR T
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DUD:
CAPT:
DUD:
CAPT:

BUD:

Y-

Now...the story as it actually happened. Dudley McClure's

story as he lived it, Portland, Oregon!

" Joln a newspaper...and see the underworld. Smart advlce.
for a young reporter trying to make good,.,and you, Dudley
McClure...of the Portland, Oregon JOURNAL....have teken 1t.
For now...you're on the orime beat...Sealdgelhliiimilindic
BRAKL LShdAnibudhtmahinaet . You write about men WikGmdss@uint:
Alelcidpndapieboniendan , . . surrounded by violence and
brutality. Sometimes...a man breaka away...fights to get
back. A man like Tony Miller..an ex-cenvict who'!s making
up for his thirteen years on a burglary echarge...hy running
& free hotel for men just out of prison, W IT O DT or
roalousbieneprwsews , ,  giving these former convicts a chance
to get on their feet agaln. You feel good about Tony
Miiler. But on this speclal morning simeirbandiiiiny - 28
you sit at your desk tapping out a lead on a routlne story

.. .YOUr phone Tings, . sassteriire—Soiihamaliaigk . . .
(TYPING SNEAKS IN UMDER LAST BUT STOPS AS PHONE
RINGS, .RECEIVER LIFTED)
McClure speaking...
{(FILTER) Dud...this is Captain Anderson.
aﬂ&qymé;zdb‘Clﬁﬁ;ﬁzt;m
I've got some news about that protege of yours,. .

{PUZZLED) Protege? I..,I don't get i%, Captain,

r ——— e e Al T AR T i

/
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CAPT:

DuD: -
CAPT:

= {Musze:;

NARR:

DUD:
CAPT:
DUD:
CAFT:

DUD:
CAPT:

DUD:

CAPT:

e st I e A

_5_

You will. There's been a'shooting over at Tony Mlller's
oiaet, ,}?érf
(ALARMED) What happened?

I don't know., Meet me there in five minutes,..and welll

hoth find out.

Yegh. ., you'lve gdt a feeling about Tony Miller...but now
tt1s all worry, You know that Captain Anderson isn't

exactly convinced of what Miller's been trying to do. The
idea of a buneh of ex-convicts under one roof,,,gets him a
1ittle nervous,..and as you enter the small office right
of f the cheaply furnished lobby...the baptain ¢clamps a
burly hand on your shoulder and S&yS...

There's your public benefactor, Dud. OCne of his guests
Just paild him off wlth bfv%- 51 U & preiemrambylre iy,

(A LITTLE SICK) Is he...

No...hels alive,

Poo; guy!

Well, va can't say Mlller wasn't askin! feor 1t. Havint all
these crooks around,
Former crooks, Captain,
Have it your way, Dud, All I know is that whoever gunned
Miller gave me a perfect exouse to c¢rack down on this place.
That's all 15518...an excuse,

And why notfﬁxﬁg; Salvation Army couldn't owew reform these

guys. Miller gave them too good a setup.

RTHC1 Q0B2113




mT DUD:
CAPT:

DUD:

DUD:
CAPT:
.- DUD «
CAPT:

DUD:

NORA:

DUD:

o NORA:

DUD:

KORA:
y— DUB:

-6-

This shooting has nothing to do with Miller's idea of
helping ex-conviets, Captain.

Listen, I'm all for helping a guy to go stralght but the
whole 1dea of this place smells bad. It's gotta be closed,

Then. ..where do these guys go? Who gives them & break?

How do they get back on our slde?

(HEDGING JUST A BIT) Dud, don't make me out to be what I'm

not!

Like what?

Like a tough, stupld cop!

Never said that!

I'm willing fo be shown that I'm wrong about thls place.
Then solve this shooting. It's something apart from what
Miller's been doing, It couwld!ve happened anywhere. Gel

the rat whe did it...and youlll see.

(THREE SHARP RAPS ON DOOR)
(JUST OFF...SLIGHTLY MUFFLED} Who is 1t?
Dud McClure, Nora,,.,open upl
(SLIGHT BEAT AND DOOR OPENS)
What's with you, McClure?
Invite me in and It1ll tell you.
(DOOR CLOSES)
Well?
I, er, I thought you and Tony were getting married iast
week.

We're waltin!, I wanna he a June bride,

You'll be & pretty one.

,” . - a .-
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¢ HNORA: ( SURPRISED) Never thought you noticed things like that.
DuD: Don't underestimate me, Nora.
NORA: I*m not, And right now, I'm wonderin! what youlre dein!
here, .
DUD = When did you see Tony last?
NORA: Yesterday...why?
) DUD: " Something!s happened!

NORA: . (ALARM) To Tony? What 38 it?

- DUD: Take it easy! He's gonna be all right.
NORA: MeClure.,.tell me...
o DUD: Someone just shot him, .. debiveismraimt
NORA: {LOW, .INTENSE]} DNo...
----- - DUD: Nothing were rotten..but 1t happened.
NORA: Where is het I'1l go there.
DUD: In the hospital., They took him there Just as I was leaving
the hotel.!
NORA: Those rats hels been helpin'., One of them dld 1%,
DUD: How do you know?
NORA: Who else, MoClure,.who else?
DUD: I wish I knew. That'!'s why I came to you,.
NORA: A bunch of lousy ocons,., How can you trust tem?
bUD: Tony was in prison, Neora.
NORA: He's dlfferent.
:_ DUD: Did anyone threaten Tony? Was scmebody out to get him?
N NORA: They all were, All those puﬁks who were making a sucker
e out of him. They were out to bleed him for everything he
o had.
T DUD: Okay, Nora...I get the dpift,
— Pt

e R .
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N NORA:

pUD:
HORA:

- NORA:

DUD:

NORA:

DUDe

NORA:
DUD:

NORA:

TONY:
v CAPT:

-8-
Question them, McClure and you?ll get thé guy.

( PHONE RINGS) _
(CURIOUSLY)} You sure hate those men....dontt you?
Hold 1t & second...

{RECEIVER LIFTED)

Hello..yeah.;he's here...1t's for you...

" Phanks.,.this 1s McClure...uh-huh..,,.good.,..I'11 be right

over,
(RECEIVER DOWN)
How'd your office know you were here?
I thought you'd like to get the news with me. The doctor
says we can see Tony nowv.
Now youtre talkin!!
Comen, letls go!
{SLIGHT HESITATION) I,.,.er...I wanna bring him some
things. Suppose you go shead...and I'11l meet you there.

(GIVING UP) See what you can get out of him, McClure.

I glve up! _
(WEAKLY) I got nothin' to say.
You'd better, Miller. Belleve mel
Your blood pressure, Captein...
Dan't worry about mine, Wateh yours...when I close down
this guyts flea Joint.
For what?
Explain it to him, McClure. 3I111 be outside.
{DOOR CLOSES)

RTHCG1 CO&2 1186
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4 TONY: What does he mean...close down my place?
B DUD: He's worried about 1it, Tony. Thiﬁks it's a public menace.
TONY: Hels crazy. .
DUD: The shooting glves hlm a reason.
TONY: It had nothin' %o do with the hotel. None of the boys did
. 1t

DUD: - Then who did? (SLIGHT BEAT) Comon, Tony...wlse up!

) TONY: Where's..,wherets Nora?
DUD: (KIND) She's coming,
- TONY: Are you sure?
° DUD: I Just left her. Shgsm bringing you some thilngs.
) TONY: {30 HAPPY HE TOQUCHES INCOHERENCE ) ¥;::f..1 ¥new 1it,..I

could tell...sure.

DUD: Tell what, Tony?
TONY: This guy was mzkint'! a pley for her., 8Said she was gonna go
away with him, ;M -Q-«‘gnz«f_z:—é& W&#ﬂa‘f{
DUD: W%Tﬁ% one who shot you?
TONY: Yeah..him,.,no good.,.through and through...
DUD: Give me his name! (SLIGHT BEAT) Tony...give me his name!
{SLIGHT BEAT) idwatiieiinerr e p e R IO o DI o

TONY: Dud...I...I never squealed yet.
DUD: You can't squesl on a rat,..you can only dlg him out! Make
m up your mind, Tonyi Which onets it going to be? A phoney
. code of honor...or a real, working ideal
o+
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TONY ! (SLIGHT BEAT THEN STUMBLING} Nelson,..Pete Nelson, He
did 1%

(MUSIC; _ _ UP_AND BEHIND)

NARR: A small, tin horn crook. That's the caption for Pete

Nelson. Three years 1n the Oregon State Prison for beatlng
dollar bills out of small storekeepers in a vielous
protection racket. You hustle over to his room dra-cacens

= yoominfehome—orebre—rrnteepiduepi-dporrs . but he'!s gone!l
Then ... orn a hunch,.,you the hospital,
Nora, Tony Miller's girl friend, still hasn't shown up.
You remember how hard she trled to pin the shooting on one
of the men in ths hotel., Why? Whaleimto=litlmbiimiiiiied
. Your hunch grows even bigger...and you double back fast to
Norats apartment.
( INSTANT BANGING ON DCOR)
DUD: Nora..open the deoor...Noraé...

(REPEAT BANGING)

- MAN (FADING IN) Won't do you nc good, Mister,
DUD: Why not?
Ml 5 Ledy in there moved out an hour ago..bag and baggage!l
{MUSIC: _ _ UP_SHARPLY_AND_ BRIDGE)
CAFT: { SARCASM) Nilce goin', Dudl First you let Nelson and this

-

o . Nora dame get out of town,.and e you come to cry€in my
=tﬂi§eeh444{;wugdﬁbb-
e DUD: They moved too fast, Oaptain Anderson., It was all planned.
T CAPT: They sure made a sucker out of you, boy. When Miller
squawked about Nelson...why didn't you call me in?
DUD: You weren't around, I 1§oked for ya.

et CAPT: Well, you..you coulda sent for me.

byt T ST e b=
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- DUD: Don't woprry...youfll pick him up! The important thing
is that the shooting hed nothing to do with Millerts werk.

1t was Just a case of one guy wanting what another had.

CAPT: Nice girl, that Nora!l
DUD: Yeah..if you llke polson., Now, as for Millerts hotel...,
. CAPT: - I won't close it down..yet.

CAPT: {BUMP O T Oy MR e Oy

When
we get Nelson..then I'1l decide.
(DOOR OPENS)
. CAPT: What 1s it, Sergeant?
_ SGT: The Sheriff of Columbla County Just phoned in. There's
been a double murder there.
SGT: Tt1s a man and woman, They!re messed up pretty bad and the

Sherlff wants to know 1f he cah borrow our identification

expert.
CAPT: Sure! Tell Blaney tc get right out there,
56T Rightl
pUD: Sergeant..did the Sheriff describe the bodies at all?
5GT Just the bullet holes!
(DOOR CLOSES.,,PHONE LIFTED,..RECEIVER JIGGLED)
o CAPT: Hey, Dud...that!s a taxpayer's phonel
e DUD: operator....get me the Sheriff in Columbla Countyl
~ CAPT: Mind letting me in on what you'lre doing?
= DUD: Playing a long shot, Captain. Now that Nora and FPete
uiZ;” Nelson are missing, it's kind of coincidental that the
;;; bodies of a man and a woman suddenly turn uﬁ.

e —— g L TR =
s -
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CAPT:
DuD:

(MUSIC:

SHERIFF:

CAPT:

SHERIFF :

DUD:

CAPT:

CADT:

DUD:
CAPT:
SHERIFF:
DUB

CAPT:
DU
CAPT:

—10-
(THINKING) Isn't it though...
If the Sheriff can give us any kind of deseription at all,.

they may turn out to be the same two people,

First killings welve had in my county since I was elected
Sheriff, Guess this 1s old stuff %o you and Mr., McClure,
Captain.

These bodies been mwoved, Sheriff?

Nope! This is just where we found them,.,half a mile
inside Dutch Canyon.

(NERVOUSLY) Letl!s get 1t over with, . huhl

Lift the oitmme blanket, (SLIGHT BEAT)(GRIM) Take & look,

-='¥Be man's Nelson all right.
Cheek with you Dud? (SLIGHT BEAT) (XIMNDwnbnMemaki Rt

L] A‘
¢ (SICK) This was, Nora, I ijy easy...by her dress.

tel
:
(BRISK) Coroner deterdirt exac%icause of death?

A bullet each...in the stomach.
Someone mustlve .llked seeing them dle.
{CAR APPROACHING OFF)
Got an answer figured out for this one, Dud?
I...I don't knew.
Then If1l tell ya., Some guy at Miller's plaCe-got sore
at these two for what they did to Tony. So,.he took them
for a real, old fashioned ride.

(CAR BRAKES FAST JUST OFF)

e - v T e ey R e ca
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SHERIFF:

CAPT:
5GT:
CAPT:
SGT:
DUD:

SGT:

(MusIC: _

CHAPPELL:

-13~
Looks 1ike one of your men, Captain Anderson.
(CAR DOOR OPENS...GRAVEL STEPS ON FAST)
What'!'s up, Sergeant?
Tried to phone you, Captain but there wasn't any way.
Okay, okay...let!s have 1iti
- It1s about Tony Millerl
(TENSE) What about him?
Hets missing from his hospltel rooml
We will be back in just a moment with tonight's BIG STORYI
{MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)

i it et TR Tt e et TR T Ao e =T S
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GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP :

HARRICE:

— CHAPPELL:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #111

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S grester length filters.
the smoke oh the way to your throat.
That'!s inportant!
(OH DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your threat.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MELL'S greater length, Yes, your
eyes can see the difference - your threat can tell you
vhat 1t means.

PELL MELL!'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos means a longer, natural filter to scraen and cool
the smoke.

Thus, PELL M&LL glves you & smoothness, mildness and

catisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Yes, PELL MELL'S are ggod - cood to logk at - good'to

fesl - good to taste ~ and goed to smoka .

PELL MELL FANOUS CH:ARETTES = "gptstandingi"
&QQ-MEEQL;Q- :

(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.

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

PELL MELL.

RT
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HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harfice returning you to your narrator and the
BIG STORY of Dud ez~chlure..as he lived it...and wrote 1%l
NARR: A ggiﬁié:;;£§¥i¥;;::%:§;rhas suddenly turned into &

. bizarre murder mystery.,.and you, Dudley McClure..police
reporter for the Portland, Oregon JOURNAL...are right in
the middle of 1t. You know that Tony Miller.,.a reformed
ex-convict, who runs a free hotel for men Just out of
prison...has been shot by a cheap crook nemed Pete Nelson.,

L Both had wanted the same thing.,.and her name was Noral

. You discover that she and Nelson have beat it out of town..
hut now,.as you stand in a lonely, desoclate place called
Duteh Canyon,..you see they haven't gotten far. Someone
suddenly changed their plans,.wlth two well directed
bullets. And when you hear that Tonhy Miller has
disappeared from his hospitel room,..Police Captaln

Andeprson puts into words...what you're afrald to think.

CAPT: Miller did it. He murdered them, Dud.
DUD Now, take 1t slow, Capfain;.
CAPT: Nothing you say can alibi the facts. Tt all adds up.
- DUD: It's all too neat,.too slmple..
CAPT: Did ya ever see a clearer picturet Nelson shot Miller and
took away his girl. Miller got owdsbiaiees sore and put a

slug in each of !em. It's all wrapped up.
e DUD: Not yet, 1t isnit}

e ket

s K . )
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CAPT: Then who put these bodles here.jrwho?
DUD s i dontt know...yew. )
CAPT: ( SHORT TRIUMPHANT LAUGH) Save yourself the trouble!l
DUD: The Sheriff said held found a couple of clues, Let's
- check 'ew,
CAPT: " That's on my list of things to do today. Also on my list

1s the closing down of Miller's phoney hotel.
DUD: " @give those guys a break. None of this 1s their fault,
CAPT: Like I said before, Dud....I'm not ageinst a man because
he's been in prisecn..but that place 1s too good a setup for
B erime. And with a killep running it...well, what choice

have I got?

oUD: Wai%, cantt ya? At least '£il we solve thése murders.
CAPT: You mean...!til we ¢atch up with Tony Miller.

(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND BEHIND)

NARR: Itls all too neat...too simple. You kesp saying shab-cver

and over. If Miller did shoot Nora and Pete Nelson,.,.why
did he in his weakened condition go to the trouble of
- driving them to Dutch Canyon...twenty miles from the ¢loy.

P ara
Something!'s wrong scmewhere .. .and you?ﬂ.have to fimd what

] it isl
{Musze: _ __OUT). _ _ _
e SHERIFF: we‘ﬁiifidifﬁﬁﬁiz‘%i 2 tracks, MeClure. They lead out of

the canyon,.here all the way up to the road.

DUD ; a/‘iﬁﬁﬁégi Captatn Anderson have a picture of these tracks,

— e o Mk B VPt ol

-~ SHERIFF: He seems to think the killer came from
e
—— : Portland. '
<+

s DD How about witnesses?

.
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SHERIFF:

DUD:

SHERIFF: .

SHERIFF
FARMER $
DUD:

SHERIFF
FARMER:
SHERIFF

FARMER:
DuD:
FARMER:

DUD:

FARMER:
SHERIFF
FAHMER:

.

-
1
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=17~
{SURPRISED} You mean to the murder?
{rOUCH OF IRRITATION) For the car that dumped the vodies!
Oh!....well, one of my deputies found a farmer thout a
mile down the highway. I was just goin! there. Come -

along 1f you llkel

What can I do for ya, Sheriff?

This here's MeClure of the JOURNAL, Mr, Sykes.

Have a seat, Mr. McClure.

(IMPATIENTLY) No, thanks...Ask him, will ya, Sheriff?
Mr. Sykes.,many cars pass by today?

A few,..why?

There's been & couple of murders in the canyon and we're
tryint to get a descriptlon of the killer's automoblile.

Murders. ...

" Did you see anything unusual,.or hear shooting?

{ALERT) No...I didntt hear any guns...but if youlre
talkin' about caré.

(EAGER) Yes..

There was cne that didnft belong around here.

What kind was 1t?

A big red cone,.,.l didn't get too good 2 1ook at it the
first time but about ten minutes after it passed...lt ceme
speedin! back toward Portland, Saw it good thenl

The make of the car...dld you see that?

Yeah,..a Studebaker! Four door Sedan, And like I said,..

a big red onel
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CAPT:
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You check with other witnesses,.and the murder car gets
the same, exact description, Now, youlve got-enﬁnhgh.p
.\ Bkt iiiibeterrawy something real to go ont
For c¢linging deep to the mud in Dutch Canyen...the tire
tracks...linking the killer to the bodies sprawled on
the Canycn floor, He'd get rid of those tires fast,
wou ldntsherprdeatnop-theinoriploatinglonbiense . Youtve
got to beat him to it, And back in your offlice you open
a classified phone book and get ready to tall every single
garage in the city of Portland.
( PHONE LIFTED)
,.get me East 5374....
(FILTER} I'm sorry, Mr, MeClure but there's an Incoming
call for you,
Lett's hav please..,helloc...
(FILTERTjizaptain Anderson ...
Every time you czll.,.somethingls wrong.
Why should I disappelint you?
Whatts 1t now?
Hold on to your chair! Your pal, Tony Miller, Just

showed up again. One of my men spotted him back at nls
hotéel,

(WEAKLY) Look, Captain...I'm sick, Why don't ya lemme

alone?

{SARCASM) Yeah,.real sick. Sick enough to sneak out of
2 hospital,

— - e
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LUD;

TONY:
CAPT:
oUD:
TONY :
D
CAPT:

TONY :
CAPT:
TONY:
CAPT:
TONY:
TUD:
TONRY :

DuD:
TONY:

CAPT:
TONY :
CAPT:
TONY :
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(§IS FRIEND) You're in trouble, Tony. Better tell us
what happened,

Nothin' happened, MeClure,..nothin!

You hear him, Dud? You hear what he's sayint?

Now, Tony, look ...

It's none of your business, Whatta ya vant from me?
(SHARP) I'm tryin' to help you...aznd you've gotta talk,
Why dié you leave the hospltal?

Telil us, Tony!

I..I hadda get out of there.

Why? '

I wés lookin'® for someone.

(SATISFACTION) Nora and Pete Nelson.

(SORE AND HURT) So what,.so what's it to you,

(KINDLY) Easy, Tony.

(stow) I was layin' therve,,.just waitin'! for her to show
Up.s.2nd she didn't come..she gldn't come,

T know.

I didn't want to think about 1t but I couldn't stop, Her
and Nelson...maybe they were together,

Go on! -

I got dressed and slipped out of the hospital.

And you founc them.

No..I didn't. I thought Mews might be here...gebtin! ready
to run away with ..out I was too late, They were gone.
And that's when the cop spotted you,..here at the hotel.
Yeah, , )

Millers..your storyssedmls, A.é(ﬁn-e/

ATHO1 Q062127
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CAPT:

TONY :

e CAPT:

TONY:

TONY:

TONY:
CAPT:

TONY:
D
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Writ a minute, Captain.,..
They're gone all right,.and you know whera, In Dutech
Canyon...With a couple of slugs in them.
(SHOCK. ,INTENSELY} What!
Iike you didn't know,
NOrBass
(LOW.,KIND) Rough, Tony...but it’s happened,
(EMPTY.,SICK) I don't believe it..don't say it agaln...
don't kid me like that.
Who did 1it? Who?
{cLOSE T0 S0BS) I don't know...I don't know...
owbre—itrid-bo—gonsimee, Dud, Stop wastin'! your tims!
Nol! He's tellin' the truth.
(SARCASM) Sure,..
{TOUCH OF DESPERATION) Tony...it has to be somoone who
knew both you and Nelson.
(BEGINNING TO CRY) Go away...lemms aloneg ...
Itts your neck Miller, If you know anything, you'd better
spill i%.
(CRYING SOPTLY) Nora...whaildthajmdoetledia « JNOTE. ..
(LOw) Caoptain...let's get out of hera,
(WE HEAR TONY CRYING SOFTLY TILL DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES)
(STGHS) Well...whatta you think now?
I dont't like seein' & guy cry...if that's what you mean,
Youtve got no real nroof against him,

(DRAWING IT JUST A TRIFIE) No...but wefll find 1%,

S e - 5T
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{DEGISIVELY) Look...I got 4t figured hov to trace the
murder cer. Tony didn't do 1t., I'm moxe certain than

ever. Stick with me,..ond we'll prove it.

Hello,..Crossroads Garage? ,,listen..did any of your men
. change four tires on & big red Studeboker this week?
(DISPIRITED) Okay...thanks,..
(PHONE HUNG UP)

Okey, s0 you're closing up.s.this?ll only teke a second,
Did you change four tires on a big red Studebaker this
week? (LET DOWN) Yesh...okay..thanks ...

(PHONE HUNG UP)

For one sollid day you keep your ear to the phone. You
sound like & record,..asking the same Bbém-questiony over
and over. 1t seems like every man in Portland runs a
garage. And the very next morning..you start in all over
B821N, 1 At PO e ST S O D B SN
You get down to the W's.,.the Walton Garage,.and the tired

gquestion comes out of you antomatically. s

(TIRED. AN AUTOMATON) Hello,.did anyone in your place
change fcur tires on & blg, red Studebaker this week?
(FILTEr) Yeak, I Cid,.just this morning.

(LISTLESS) Okay, thanks...(DOES A DOUBLE TAKE)..what,.
what did you say?
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MECHANIC: I s0id1 ...

D (JUMP CUE) Never mind! Who'd you do the jod for?
MECHANIC: Say, who is this?

TUD: Dud McClure of the Journall

MECHANIC: Oh. Well, I chonged those tires for & regular customer

of mine...Nick Howard!

B
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CAFPT:

MECHANIC:

CAPT:

Ul

CAPT:

DUD:
CAPT:
DUD:

CAPT

MECHANIC:
DD
MECHANIC :
ZUD:
MECHANIC:
CAPT:
MECHANIC:
CAPT:
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These the tires, Welton?
Yes sir, Captain Anderson, I've been holdin' them since
Mr. MeClure called. .
A11 right, Dud, let's have bthat envelope!
The pletures came out swell. The tracks we found in the
Canyecn are rll distinet.

(RATTLE OF FAPER)
Okay.,shere goes! (SLIGHT STRAIN A3 HE EENDS DOWH )
Now, if these plctures of the canyon tracks matoh with
these tirses,.we'lve gol something.
(ANXIOUS) We1l?
Relax, will ya?
Okayss e0kaFars
Yesh.,.like twins..they match up like & million bucks!
(EXCITED) Now, ypu're movin'l Walton...describe Wiek
Howard's car for uefqiiii‘§;?
You know..it's a Studebaker,.a big red sedan,
{IMPATIENT) Four door?
Yeah, ...
{PHIS SIIE OF ENTHUSIASM) Tt all checks, Captain.
You want Mr. Howard's acdress?
Don't anticizate me,.but what 1s 1t%
Fifty ninz Oalmon Street, .Scuth East,

All right, Dud! Let's gol

{POUNDING ON DOOR) (IT OPENS)
Hey,,.what's the ideal
Your name Nick Howard?

Be?

RTXO1 Q062131




CAPT:

NICK:
CAFPT:
NICK:
LJD:

NICK:

NLCK:
DUD:

NICK:
CAPT:

NICK:

CAPT

NYCK:
LUD:

NICK:
CAFPT:
NICK:
CAPT:
NICK:
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So we're coming in., Folice!

(DOOR CLOSES)
Say...this guy's no cop!
So?
Sc hels a reporter.
Another of my loyal readers, Captain.l
What's the plteh? I'm clean,
Since you left the State Priscen? o
I thought you gave ex-coﬁiﬁeﬁa—a break.éaggzigf’ebout me?
That depends, Nick.
On what?
On whether you can explain away those four tires on your
CaY.
I don't get it, Captaln.
C'mon,..c 'mon,..we just came from the garage. Why'd you
order four new tires?
The others were wearin' out.
The tread on them was good enough to leave a sharp imprint
in Duteh Canyen,
Whetls he talkin' abdout, Captain?
You know Tony Miller?
Who don't?
Ever meet & giy named Pete Nelgon?
Sure.orer at Tony's hotel, He vas makin' a play for
Nors..Tony's girl. Well, from what I read in the paper,
Tony took care of 'em both.
Correction, Nick...we think you took care of lem both,
(NOT SORE..JUST SURPRISED) Me? Mx, McClure,.you're outta
va mind.’
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NARR: That starts 1t., Not angry...not scared,.he answers your
accusations like a parent scelding a 1ittle c¢hild who ought
to know better. He slips out of evexrything,.except the

svidence of the tire tracks, .But even in that, he tries

to alibl,
{MusIC: _ _ QUT)_
NICK: A lot a times I just leave the key 1n the ignition.
- Somebody coulda stolen the ear,
- NARR: R e b,  YOU CaN't pin him down, And

then,.s1lyly...he begins hinting at how Tony Miller conld
have gotten a few of his boys from the hotel to help him
out in the murders. This is a third degree all right...

) only you and Captein Anderson are doing all the swsating...
especially when Nick Howard throws his very speclal
argument &t you.

NICK: S you keep sayin' I did it, Well, suppose I did....
whieh I dldn't. Why would I kill 'em? What was my motive?

~B P And there,.he has you, The motive! Fooroeemel=0-5alits . .
}?&bbz

Teckingalor=ak, You find that Nick Howard hasnlt been in
Portland long encugh to have gotten a fatal eyeful of
Nora; This was no crime of passion} <Chances are the

reason lies fuprther back, .mepass before Howard and Nelson

it came to Portland. Suddenly...you've got an angle..and back
o in the files at the JOURNAL ...you look for a payoff!
~i (MUSIC: ouT ) '

- —— g .
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Here's that clipping on Nick Howard, Mr. McClure.

b0 MBy T
_'/'7:,{“ o ,.éy / /gl}gg. T J
Tag-dataLingiswihe

stete prison,.(READING) A smell sized
rlot vas averted hers today when & prisoner, Nick Howerd
attempted to attack a conviet named Pete Nelson...for

having informed authorities of his plans to escape. Howard

8.’/. é/@%‘@f&—/&
bl ptre .Jf-:--.

You go back to Howards apartment and agaln you see the same,
easy sympethetic smile, Bqt he stops short.,.when you put
the news clipping in hig hand, And as he reads..you can
see the phone§ﬂi2;;£g:f§éaining out of him like the air

in & punctured bag.

(Low, EMPTY) It all fits...doesn't 147 I killed them end
tyied to frame Miller for it. Sure..it all fits nice end
tight..except for one thing. (pEFIANT) T didn't do it...

and nothing in this vorld ... 1s ever gonna make me say

MADN ¢

1T Nondod koo

MAN:

B FOUBRR L R
(MysIc: _ _ UP_AND BEHIND)
NARR ¢«

(MusIc:_ _ _OUT)

WICK:

I did.

(MUSIC: _ __ BUILDS_TO CURTAIN)
CHAPFELL:

In just & moment we will read you a telegram from Dudley
MoCluve of the Portland, Oregon Journal,..with the fipal
outcome of tonight's BIG STORY!

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

et i T ey ot T b ST s S T
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GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPCLL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM 111

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL HELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.
That's important!
(ON DESCENDING SCALE) PRELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.
Filters the smoké and makes it mild.
PELL HELL'S greater lengih of traditionally fine, melloV
tobaccos filiers the-smoke on the way bo your throat.

Thus, PELL KELL gives you & smpothness, mildness and

santisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Yes, PBLL HELL'S are good - good to look at - good to

feel - good to taste ~ and good to smoke.

£o, if you really want to enjoy smoking, asl for the
longer, finer cigarette in the dlstinguished red
package - PELL HELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Quistandingl”
And - they are mild!

eyl e e YA T i T e e —
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CHAPPELL? Now we Tead you that telegram from Dudley McClure of the
Portland Oregon Journal.

HCCLURE: I was present during trial of killer in tonight's Blg
Story. I watched hiu as he sat sullenly denying all
accusations of gullt, never cracking once and viciously
trying to implicate Tony Miller. However, evidence during
trisl kept piling up to the point where he was proven

- definitely guilty. Xiller was finally convicted and

sentenced to Oregon 3tate penitentiary., Tony Milller
recovered from his woundﬁ'and resumed his rehabilitation
work at his hotel., Thanks & 1ot for tonight!s PELL MELL

Award,

s

CHAPPELL:  Thank you, Mr. McClure. . the makers of FilbL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are prowd to have pamed you the winner of the
PELL MELL 3500 Award for notable service in the fleld
of journalism, .
HARGICE: Listen agaln next week, same time, same station, when
' PELL MELL FANOUS CIGARBITLS will present another BIG STORY
- a BIG STORY from the front pages of the 3t. Louls Globe
pemocrat -- by=-line, Charles C, Claybton. A BIG STORY:-
e about é $100,000 deollar reward offered by a man who tried

to remember a girl he never forgot.

-l A
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The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Proeckter with music

by Yladimir Selinsky. Tonlght!s program was written by

Alvin Boretz, your narrator was Bob Sioana, and Iarry

Blyden played the part of Dudley MeClure. In order to

protect the names of people actually involved in toniglit's

asuthentic BIG STORY the names of £ll characters in the

dramatization were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mr, McClure.

e e e S e

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PEIL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

This 1s KBC - THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

e et P A T e o ——————
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NARRATOR
MAN

MAN IIX
ELAINE
WOMAN
CHARLIE
CRANE
TODD
MAN 4
SHERIFF
MAN II
DAVIES
SKINNER

THE BIG_STORY
PROGRAM #112

casT
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AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE

BOB SLOANE -
BOB SLOANE
AMZIE STRIKLAND
GRACE {EDDY
JOE DE SANTIS
JOE DE SANTIS
BILL SMITH
BTIL SMITH

BOB DRYDEN

BOB DRYDEN

 LYLE SUDROW

LYLE SUDROW

DAY 8, 194

—

ATXK01 Coe2138




' WNBC_& NET

AT e e R P T S ST T

THE BIG_STORY 112

{o:oo 1{10:30}PM MAY 18, 19h§ WEDNESDAY.

(CHARLES €. CLAYTON - ST, LOUIS GLOBE-DEMOCRAT }

CHAPPELL: PELL MELIL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!

{MUSIC: . _PANFARE_UNDER

SLOANE; It began 25 y;ars ago in & lonely, isglated barn on &

.farm in De Soto Missouri -=
(WIND, HEAVY DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS)

TODD: I told you stay avay from her, Crane. She'ls only a kid,

CRANE: Who de you think you are? Her father? You work here, Todd.
Same as I do - you!re a %wo-bit hired hand without a dime
in his pocket. Now git out of here.

PODD: (FURY) Crane, you go near that girl again, you 80 much
gs telk to her -- (CHOKES ON IT)

CRANE: { SMILING) You'll whaté

TQDD: (PLEADING) She's 16 -- she's & kidl

CRANE: {SAME} T iike 'em 16, I like kids.

TODDE {RESIGNED TO WHAT HAS TO BE) Just once mors = you wouldn's
1ive to see the next day,

SLOANEQ But the next day the man vho_had been warned, Crana, went
out with the 16 year-old girl. (PAUSE) And the day
following - he was found impsled on & scythe, quite dead.

(MpSIC; _ _HITS, RACES_UP, THEN_UNDER:). ,

CHAPPEL: THE BIGC STORY! Here is Amerlca = 1ts sound and 1lts fury,

its Joy and ite sorrow &8s faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. (FLAT) St.
Louls, Missouri: the story of a hate that ended in death
and & love between two people vwho almost never spoke to

each obther. To crime reporter Charles C. Clayton of the

st, Louis Globe-Democrat, for his Blg 3tory goes the
PELL MELL Avard, '
( COMMERCIAL)

e
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THE BIG STORY 5/18/49 -2 -

FELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAT:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:
GROUPF:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

{O% ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greacter length fllters the smoke on the way

to your throat.

That's important!

{ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S grester lengih filters the smoke on the way

to your throat,

Filters the smoke &nd makes it mild,

Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellow tcbaccos means a longer, natural filter to screen
and cool the smoke. Thus, PELL.MELL gives you & smoothness,

mildness and setisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandipg!™

And - they sre mild.

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

That's 1mportant.

(ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greetver length filters
the smoke on tha way to your throsat,

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.,

et e et
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Now the stopry &s it actually happened: Cherles Clayton's
story &s he lived it, (PAUSE) St. Louls, Mo.

It was a dog day for you, Charlie?CIayton, of the Globe-

P R I

Democret and for all the rest of,Missouri -- cne of those
bezutiful early Spring deys vhen work is the last thing
on your mind: and when crime.(that's your specislty) ought
to take a holiday and let & human being open his collar,
stlek his feet on the desk - or better still, let & guy
knock off for a couple of deys in ths ccuntfy air. It
was a day when you felt kind of close to other pecple,
when the cynicism {(built up over years of 1ooking into
sordid happenings) ectuelly dropped away and it felt good
to be alive..And then, of coursa,

(TELEPHONE RINGS)
reality rang the telephone...

(PHONE., 18 ANSWERED)
(SAMZ) Hello, Clayton speaking.,Who? Oh, you're a lawvyer
aren't you? ..,Yesh, I'm pretty pusy..No, I can't come
over. {LITTLE AﬁNOYED. LOUDER} I said I can't come over
to your office, Davies, I'm busy..{PAUSE) What kind of
story?,.Wsll, if you can't tell me on the phone, what'd
vou call me up for? Yeah, It11l be here - bout a half hour
.+.1 got to go ocut on an assignment. If yéu want to come
over, come over. Yeah, (BORED STIFF) Good bye.
SAME_SPRING MUSTC)_ |
(TRACE OF PHONY IN HIM, BUT EE HAPPENS TO BE SINCERE) My

client is & very wealthy man, Mr. Clayton.

R L
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CHARLIE:  (BORED} Mmmm hmmm,

DAVIES: And he is dying - he has perhaps a month to live.

CHARLIE: (SAME) Go shead. ‘ - |

DAVIES: It is his desire {perhaps his last wish on earth) that
the money he possesses shall go to a woman whose 1ldentity

. ls not quite certain.

CHARLIE:  What?

DAVIES: It sounds & bilt peculiﬁr, I know,but those are the facts.
My client wishes to leave his money te a woman he knew 25
years ago - but whose whereabouts and whose name {she is
probably merried} he does not know.

CHARLIE: Now walt & second, just walt a second. Who is thils client
of yours? )

DAVIES: I am not at liberty to disclosse his.nama. That is part of
my unusual problem,

CHARLIE: Well, hov much money has he got?

DAVIES: I can only a&nsvwer that generally -- it is upwards of one
hundred thousand dolliars.

CHARLIE: {STARTS) A hundred thousand.. (PHEN TELLS HIM OFF} Look,
Davies, you got a sour reputatién in town, you know that.
I know guys wouldn't lend you a five dollar bill, What's
the angie? What's the story? An cld guy wants to leavs
160,000 bucks to some dame he doeen't even know-her name --

_— what am I supposed Lo do? Get sxcited, write & big story

o about 1%, turn it in end get myself kicked off the paper
for stupldity? (PAUSE) What 1s this, Davies?

DAVIES: I sssure you, Mr. Cleytcn, wvhet I have told you 1s the
truth. .

- I T TR

- - = ,
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CHARLIE:

DAVIES:

CHARLIE:
CAVIES:
CHARLIE:

TODD s

CHARLIE:

TODD:

CHARLIE:

if ever I heard of & raw publicity story, Davles, this

is 1t, If you want your neme.in the peper that bad, think
up & better story. (DAVIES: But, I sssure you) - Do me

a favor, will you -- good bye?

_Mr. Clayten, please -~ plesse believe me. If you met my

client...

{CUT8) I thought you couldntt disclose his name.

Perhaps I can convinge him to ses you --

This gets better all the time: “perhaps you can convince

him to see me." Well, (SARCASTIC) Mr, Davles -- you try to
convince your $100,000 client to gec me, And if you can,

you eall me -- and perhaps I'1il answer the phone when it

rings, perhaps.

And late that same dey, Davies phones. His cllent will see
you. (PAUSE) You enter an ordinery room and there, in bed,
lies & most extraordinary man, He's 70, but strong and
hearty, with a messive ugly head and & glant frame.

(NOW 70. BUT VIGOROUS AND STRONG) I'm dying, Mr, Clayton
and I thenk you for coming.

(EMBARRASSED) Well, I, Mr. Davies -~

.My, Devies told me what you said, I den't blame you., It is

& strenge story. Please sit down., First, I kmow I look
1ike & strong maen, and until & year ago 1 was, My trouble,
Mr, Clayton 1s --

You don't have to tell me,

SR < e e R e = S -
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CHARLIE:
o TQDD:

CHARLIE:

TODD ¢

CHARLIE:

TODD «

- _ CHARLIE:
TODD:

:

6=
Thenk you. I have & month, perhaps two months to live., My
neams is Jonathan Todd, I am sure you never heard 1t.
(CHARLIE: I don't think so} I must esk you,
{perhaps it will sound foolish = but I must ask it - )

that you keep my neme out of anything you may care

. to write.

Go on, Mr. Teodd.

The facts are as Mr, Daviea has told ynu{ I made my money
in lumber, in Washington State and Oregon. I've no family.
There lsn't & person in the world I care that much about
- except one woman, I'd llke to leave my money to that
women. It will probably be the, only ect - in en otherwise
selfish 1ife - thet'll mean enything to me., It's an old
wen's dying wish, if you like, but I vent to do it.

You better stert at the beginning, Who Is this woman?

I know only her maiden neme - I think she'a marrled now.
Where she lives now &nd what her name 1s I do not know -

but it is to her that I want my meney to 0.

v

What wes hep maiden neme? How did you know her? (s g
--(SMILING) And what wes she to me? I don't mind ansvering
that. It goes back - this autumn, 28 years - to & town
called De Soto, ever heard of It?

&mall ferm town, Isn't 1t?

Yeah. I was down and out then, broke, penniless -- and In
DeSoto. I was fat then, too - weighed 260 pounds, I was
an ugly men, I'm still ugly - &nd I was hated. People
couldn't stend me being around; they wouldn't give me &

job--and all I knew was farm work, never had & trade. I

went from farm to farm, trying to get a meal, trylng to
get a job--and everyvhere 1t was the same....
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TOLD:

ELAINE:

TODD

ELAINE:

TOLD:

ELAINE:

TODD:

CHARLIE:
TODD:

IRl

It went on till I was fust plaln hungry, 8o hungry I broke
into & silo, one merning, and ate raw corn =~ and it

was there I met her, She waa 15 --

Why are you eating the corn?

(AT 40) (BELLIGERENT BECAUSE HE'S FRIGHTENED) None of your
business, git out of here!

My name's Elalne Roblinson, this 1s my father's farm --
are you hungry?

What do you thiﬁk Itm eating this for?

Well, come into the house. It11l fix you some breakfest. I
meen if you like bacon and egge.

(NARRATING) It was the first decent womd Ifve had in
months., Her father wouldn't hire me at first - he was
like the rest of them, but she talked him into 1t - A
sweet 1ittie girl, just 15, and the first friend I had in
years, I dontt imow, Mr. Clayton, if you have ever been
lonely ~ but I'd been an itilnerant field-hand all my life
blowing eround like tumbleweed for years, no femily, no
friends - and ;Eéﬁ;h 1ittle snip of & girl turns up -=
and even Lthough the rest of the world won't have &ny pert
of you -~ you can live, 1ife ian't sc bad, That over
happen to you? :;ELJ fj@é}//i‘ﬁf?} '

No. '

You can thank the good Lord. I steyed thers, over & year--
end I think 1f I hadn't spent that year there, maybe Itd
of done something to mygelf and not bothered anybody any
more., But that chilld made me want to live agein. Just

before I left - it was going on November -~ she came into
the shack where I slept -
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BELATNE:
TODD:
ELATINE;
TODD ¢

ELATNE:

TODRD:
ELAINE:

TODD:

CHARLIE:
N TODD:

CHARLIE:

DAVIE:

CHARLIE:
TODD:

-— CHARLIE:
e TODD:

PEET Y . R
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Mr, Todd =--

(40) ¥Yes, Elaine ~--

Do you know what today is?

Today? Todey's Monday isn'tt it?

I don't mean that -~ I ﬁean - don't you really know what
todaey 1ls?

I den't think so.

Oh, you -- today's your birthday. Don't you remember you
told me November 6th? And so I brought you this. T think
meybe it's a lLittle blg, but 1t111 keep you wWARTM.

( PAUSE) '

(NARRATING) It was a scerl? she knitted. It was the first
time in my life that anybody ever geve me & birthdey

present. I still have it. (PAUSE) And that's all thers is

to it -- except I'd like to leave that glirl whetever money

I have.

{ PAUSE)

can't I use your name in connaction with this story?

Because I don't want her over to know - I mean if we
£ind her - I don't want anybody to know.

Why? )

(WE!VE HIT SOMETHING) I just don't want her to know.

o m——— et
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CHARLIE:

TODBD:
DAVIES:

TODD:

CHARLIE:

TODD:
CHARLIE:
TODD:

CHARLIE:
TODD:

A tearma

- I T L
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Look, Mr. Todd - I'11 be frank with you. I walked 1n here
prepared not to belleve a word you'd say. Now I belleve
you. But youlve got to tell me vhy you went to reme Iin
anonymous, youtve got to tell me the whole story. Wouldn't

she toke the money from you? Is 1t something like that?

{ PAUSE)

Young man, I!'m going to ask you to promise me that what

I reveal to you, you will not make public.

Itm & reporter, Mr. Todd, I've got responsibilities to my
editor, to my paper gnd to myself. I don't make promises
like that.

I guess I just have to toke my chances.

1 guess you do.

All right, Mr. Cleyton, I said I ‘left the Robinson farm
after I'd been there & year, I didn't just lecve~=(balieve
me T wented to stey there, if I could}., I didn't leave.

I ran awey.

Why?

Because - becauss, Mr. Clayton -- for 25 years, I've been
wvented for murder

We will be back in just & moment with tonight s BIG STORY!
( COMMERGIAT)

e

o oy
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THE BIG STORY 5/18/49 -10-

PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

{ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PFLL MELL'S greater length filters the smoke on the way
to your throet.

Thatls imporiant.

(0N DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S grester length filters the smcke on the wey
to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Your eyes can see PELL MEILL!S grester length... Yas, your
eyes can sece the differsnce...your throat can tell you what
it means.

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos means & longer, natural filter to screen end

cool the smoke.

Thus, PELL MEIL gives you & smoothness, mildness and

satisfoction no other cigarstte offers you.

ves, PELL MELL'S are good -~ good to look &t -- good to

fes] - good to taste - and good to smoke.

pELI, MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES - "gutetanding!"
And - they are mild.

{ON ABCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greaten lopngth filters
the smoke on the way Lo your throat.

That's important!

(ON DESCEWDING SCALE}PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the smoke on the way to your throat.
Pilters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
If you really want to anjoy smoking, ask for the longer,

finer clgaretis in the distingulshed red package -~ PELL
MELL.

T S A I o
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(MUSIC:  _ _INTRODUCTION AND UNDER)
HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your nerrator and the

BIG STORY of Charles Clayton, as hs lived 1t and wrote Iit..

SLOANE: You, Charlie Clayton, crime reporter for the 5t. Louls
T ;,/u;.- B fJ du..f e

‘help &8 dying man

Globe Democrat,
fulfill his last wish: to leave hias fortune to & girl vhose
whereabouts and name he doesn't know., And in the next
sentence you've learned this big ugly, dying man is wanted
for murder. A murder committed 25 years ago in Dedoto,

Missouri. You turn and aslk him a guestion,..

par ey
CHARLTIE; wigynaitcw)fou've kept thils quiet for ee long, Mr. Tedd,
‘L you tell it now?

TODD: Because I'm dylng, because I have two months to live at

the most. ) ://

et T ./'."_»'fé‘c:,z_z.ti/,‘}

CHARLIE: Tell me - - “wiyewdiempeserricii? — — e

N £d L el L B Tt T L e -’(."/a/,d ..hg ;,Ua.)gfaa.- P - L‘L.,. Cay = s hr T
TODD: That's just 1t -- I - I can't prove it. I can't possibly

prove it - and she probably thinke I A1d it too -- but T
At L
d1dn'tt <433+ anyone.

CHARLIE: We better get the whole story.

form too - an eg;bdiF“Tle wman, But he was handsome end

)
she w?n*ﬁd - she uaq: 16 when T left the farm. Crane

wag gfter her and I to d him to stay away from he

fﬁmﬁziyone knew I hate Crane. I threatene

. I sald I'd
_— //’ ki1l him if he ever “talked to hei}@gd’in. (PAUSE) And &
i J;fr day after I made that threﬁﬁ,afﬁe was found desd - with &
A "
—— scythe thru hié bodyk}'f:‘as my scythe.
ot e
' CHARLIE: But you dldn't do It?
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TODD:

~12- . .
N ROV A YT T VO SRCLE SRR

As heaven is my witness. But I knew no one'd belleve me, I
was hated, as I told you - no one could stand me -- only
®laine. And she thinks {if she ever thinks of me) that
I'm & murderer. But that's why I left - because I knev
T1d be convicted of the crime. (PAUSE) Will you hselp me,
Mr. Clayton? Will you? Will you try to help an old man

dying - to fulfill the only real wish he ever had in his

¢ 1life?

CHARLIE:

SLOANE:

{musiC: _ _
WOMAN ¢
CHARLIE:
WOMAN:
CHARLIE:

WOMAN:

(TYPEWRITER, S00N AS ESTABLISHED FADE UNDER AND OUT)
l2g, years ago, ln DeSoto, Mlssouri, & littla_lqgghing-eyed
girl of 15 touchad the heart of & man, then ‘;g"yeara of
age. Today that man, his fortune msde in the lumber camps
of the north, seeks to find hep - that he may leave to
his friend of & quarter of & century ago, everything he
possesses, Her name, the only.name he knows her by, was

Ela in_e Robinson..

The item in the paper is an exploslon, Hungreds of phone
calls come in, hundreds of letters, dozens of women (&1l
nemed Elaine Robinson) come in person to claim the fortune
from the man they " befriended”...

POUGH).

You the feller wrote that atory?

That's right.

Well here I am -- E}aine Robinson. You wanted me, right?
Did you live in DeSoto 25 years ago?

Are you kidding? Do I look like & women'd iive in soms
whistle stop like DeSoto? 8%. Louls is my home townm,

IR LIPS A B B e L

P 2
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CHARLIE:
W OMAN:

SLOANE:

SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:
SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:

R T L

a3-

Then I'm sorry, you must be the wrong Elaine Robinson.
Listen, why don't you give that feller with all the money
& tip? Tell him to stop hunting for his long-lost
sweetheart. Y111 warry him tomorrow and no guestions asked,

And I'1) meke him happy too.

Hella, Globe Democrat? This ls John T. Robinson, dalling.
That girl you wrote ebout in the peper is my daughter. The
only thing is she's living in South America novw and it's
gonna be & little hard to prove,.

Hundreds of ¢alls, letters, visits -- and all of them
wrong. All of them not the right person because {the
thought has been in your mind a1l elong), because maybe,
maybe the whole thing's made up. It doesn't seem s0 - bub
it might be, So._you start on the other trail - the other
unfinished story, the story ¢f the murder of & man hamed
Crene on & ferm in DeSoto 25 years ago. This part of it
1sntt difficult -- you call the sheriff of the county and
go out to see him,.an old man, but & man with a young
MEmorY. o.

Sure, Sure I pemember Todd, I remember Crans too. I
remember Crane because, you see, 1 was the coroner, then
Loo.

Well, I can tell you where Todd is,

{NOT INTERESTED) That's good. You ocome out 81l the way
from 8%, Loule ﬁo tell me that?

Now weit 2 minute, sheriff, mcybs murders happen every day

around here. You mean you don't weant to know where he ia?

P
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~  SHERIFF: Oh, I'll take his address down =~ sure, Want to give 1t to
. me?
CHARLIE: Let me get something straight: Jonathan Todd has hgen

wanted for murder for 25 years right?
SHERIFF: Is 1t that long?
- CHARLIE: And you've not interested in finding him? Is thet what
.' . - you'lre telling me?

SHERIFF: I guess you could put it thet way? =
CHARLIE: Why? Tell me why?
SHERIFF: Well now -- you might call it I'm derelict in my dutles.

On the cther hand, you might say - why not let sleepling
dogs lie? 25 years - that's a long time,

CHARLIE: {(IRATE CITIZEN) Look, I've seen & lot in my time sheriff,
but I never saw ==

SHERIFF;: Whoa, now - whoe -~ you might say something you'll be
sorpry for, You'yre still a pretty young feller - there's &
lot of things you ain't seen, apparently.

CHARLIE: (STILL HCT) Like what?

. SHERTIFF: Well - 1like mayhe I don't think Todd kilied this Crans.

CHARLIE: Liiaechbersoyrheassrnkpd o oworede i St bb-Sra o

SHERIFF:
;_ CHARLIE: You think hets innocent?
s SHERLFF; Well, put it this way ==~ I don't think hels that gullty
e . to make me do enything about it.
CHARLIE: You think he's innocent, then. Well, why don't you do

something about it? Clear the man!s name at least, If

you think that.
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- SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:
CHARLIE;
SHUERIFF:

CHARLIE:
SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:
SHERIFF;
CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:

CHARLIE:

; :15...
NE T

, Youlre putting words in my mouth, son. I_didn't say he
ettt o, eetnl s R AT S

was Mnd 1 didn't say he wes R0 I-sa-id-—;—waa-

PJrn?wa

inclined to think he wasn't guilty. But I can't prove it,
Did you try?
Starting 25 years ago I tried., Starting 25 years &ago - and

for about 12 years I tried ~- dut I got tired, Man gets

- tired after 12 years,

Just what are you trying to say?

You see, there.was a witness to that killing. But I never
could f£ind that witness.

A witness? Who? ;-
Girl - girl about 16 years old,;Gi;i n#ﬁ;a Elaine
Robinson.

What? !

¥now her? saw the whole thiné -- but her and

She saw it,
her pa left day after that killing and I ain't been able
to find her since,.

You mean she could prove Todd innocent?

She might., But where she is, I can't tell you, Searched
high end low -- all over the state - for 12 yesrs -- &nd
then, like I told you. I got tired cf it - other thlngs
to do.

( PAUSE)

Sheriff, I'm sorry, 1f I sounded like -~ well like I
sounded., Can you glve me any clue to that girl's

whereabouts - any c¢lue at all?
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<.  SHERIFF:

CHARILIE:
SHERIFF:

[P — v

‘ -16~
I111 give you what I have: she left 25 years age. About
9 years later (that'd be about 16 yeers ege) she merrled
some feller - worked for a rallroad, came from & town
nearby called Bismerck., Never did find his name, Frabde-
WhAP G sib G Pod-,
Thank you, sheriff, thanks & lot,
If you find her - tell her to look me up., Tell her to drop

me & post card. She was & mighty sweet little girl.

CHARLIE:

MAN III:

CHARLIE:
MAN 4.

CHARLIE:

MAN 4:

MusIcs _
CEARLIE:
SKINWNER:

CHARLIE:

o SKINNER:

I know this is an unusual request, sir, tut could you glve
me & list of the men who work for this reilroad - and the
towns they come from?

What do you think this is, the census buresu? This 1s

the railroad.

Excuse me, you're & conductor on this line, arentt you?
Thass right.

Could you tell me if any of-iL men working here =--
happen %o ccme from Blsmarek?

Bismarck? Say now that you mention 1t - sure - George
Skinner comes from Blsmerck., George 1ls Engineer on the 201,

En .
Comes through -- oly—bbbi-serwwpond 7 p.m, Y2p. Georgs
Skinner.

Mr, Skinner?
That's right,
Mr. Skinner, youlwe from Bismarck aren't you?

Born and bred thers; What can I do for you.

Cn e
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- CHARLIE: I wonder, Mr., Skinner, if by any chance you're wifels
name (I mean her maiden name) - happens to be Elaine

Roblnson?

SKINNER: (LAUGHS) Yo, son, 1t don't happen to be Elaine Robinson.

It don't happen to be enything, I don't happen to be

- - married.
{MysIC: _ _ UNDER)_
SLOANE: You begin to understand vhy the sheriff from DeSoto gave

up -- Eut you stick it out., You get en idea, 8 wlld one;
you go tack to DeSoto to the high school and there in the
graduating class of 1924, you find her plcture: Elaine
Robinson's - a lovely, clear-syed girl and next to her
name you read the legend (the kind they put in all the
Ligh school year books)...

CHARLIE: (READING) Elaine Robinson: Biakmey-ibeime - Once you've
known Elaine youlll never be the same. (Hmm). Class play,
Vice President Student Organization, Pianc Club.
Prediction: Elalne will be a great pianc player, I1f she

doesn't first get married.”

SLOANE: And you decide, on the basis of thet absurd slim ]
suggestlion, thet maybe Elaine stayed with the pianc. ﬁhat
else have you got to go on.? ¥You get coples of every small
town paper in Missouri (and all the big one's as well) --
and in the amusement sections, where music hews is reported

o you look for her name, Absurd? Of course -- but what

e else is there?
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SLOANE: Pages and pages you go through, weswmemdshswepons; clty
after city, town aftepr town -- and then ~- one tiny

announcement jumps out at you {from & paper two years old),

CHARLIE: Elaine Robinson Timms, pilanc lessons - $1 an hour.
2316 Exster Street, Hannibal, Missouri.

{MUSIC: _ _ UP _RACING:)

ELAINE: Yes, I was Elaine Robinson?

CHARLIE: Matam ~~ may I sit down?

EIATINE: Ch, of course. You've come & long wey,

CHARLIE: Let me ask you -- excuse my manners - but I've been on a

_ story nearly a month snd I haven't much time --

ELAINE: AY.DU"I’B & reporter, v well ask snything you like.

CHARLIE:  You're very kind, Do you know & man nsmed Todd, Mrs, Timms?

ELAINE; Todd? I don't think so,

CHARLIE: Think beck. In DeSoto ~- 4idn't you live in DeSoto?

ELATINE: Why yes, father had a ferm there.

CHARLIE: And you don't remember Jonathan Todd? He wocrked for your
father.

ELAINE: I'm sorry I don't,

CHARLIE: Mrs., Timms do you remember & murder -- another man who
vorked there &t the same time ~ & man named Crane?

ELAINE: -~ (IT COMES BACK) Oh, of course - of course. Jonathan Tedd.
I'a elmost forgotten him.

CﬁARLIE: Then you do remember him?

ELAINE: Oh, yes ~- he had a fight with Crane, I remember, Crane
tried to kill him - he had a gun or something - and poor
Mr. Todd {he was such an unhappy man} poor Mr. Todd pushed
him and «- ch, 1t was terrible.:

CHARLIE: Then it was self defense?

.

@t i A eE RS Aedemam. e el o s perm——— - b
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ELAINE:
CHARLIE:
ELAINE:
CHARLIE:

ELAINE:

CHARLIE:
ELAINE:

CHARLIE:

EILATINE:

CHARLIE:

ot e e e wAbERR e g s et = T -

~19-
Oh - yes - otherwise Crane would have killed him!
Then Todd actualily didn't murdsr Crane?
Why no - did you think he 414¢?
Everybody thought he 4id.
Oﬂ, I didn't know thet. I weculd have told people he dldn't,
But you see, we lelf't DeSoto right after it happened, thse
day after I guess 1t was. We had & death in ghe famlly
and father had to leave, What's the matter..is Mr, Todd
in trouble or something?
No, he's not in any trouble - now.
I hope not, He wes such an unhappy man. Peaple thought he
was ugly and didn't like him, And I remember I knitted a
aearf for him (1t was his birthday - November 6th - funny
how you remember things all et once} - and he was so
pleased with it, he cried. Imagine a2 grown men crying over

a scarf, . -
._.f’{_’: e LT e

Mrs, Timms, what youtve jusﬁ told me is going to make ~hdkme
one of the heppilest men on earth, And I think 1t's going
to make you very happy too. .
Vhy is that?

I'4 rather not tell you. I'd rather let him tell it to jyou
himself;

In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Charles
C. Clayton, of the St, Louls Globs Democrat with the final
cutgome of tonightts BIG STORY!

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 5/18/49
PELL MELL
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CLOSING COMMERCTAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

e TP
ans

{ON ASCENDING SCALE)

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

to your throat.

That's important!

{ 0N DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MBLI'S greeter length Fllters the smoke on the way

to your throat,
Filters the smoke end makes it mild.
PREIL MELL'S greater length of traditicnelly fine, mellow

tobaccos filteprs the smoke on the way to your throat,
Thus PELI, MELL gives you a smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other clgerette offers you.

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

feel =~- good to taste -- and good bo smoke.

So, if you really want to snjoy smoking, asik for the
lopper, finer cigerette in the distinguished red package
- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And - they are miid!
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Charles C, Clayton of
the St. Louis Globe Demeccrat. . . -

CLAYTON: Tn tonight's Big Story,Mthat Todd, in
self defense, pushed Crane - causing him to fall on &
scythe which killed him. I never revealed this secret
to the public until tonight'ls broadcast. It was alseo
established that Mrs. Timms was the girl who had
hefriended Todd 25 years ago and she will inherit his
fortune. My sincere appreciation for tonight's PELL
MELL Award.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Clayton..the makers.or PELL MELL FAMOUS
CICARETTES are proud to have named you the winner of the
PELL MBLL $500 Award for notable service in the field of
journalism.

HARRICE: Listen again next Week,'same time, sane station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BI1G
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the New York
Daily News -- by-line, Ted Prager. A BIG STORY - about
a bootblack who polished off a killer and paid a debt
to a dead man.

MUSIC:  _ _THEME WIPE & FADE_TO BG QN CUE

— - —

L L Ll R AN ST o e
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CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with

musle by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was written

_,n_

by Arnold I’erl,, your narmtor was Bob Sloane, e Joe

de Santis played the part of Charles Clayton. ; In orde?
to protect the names of people actuslly ihvolvéaqza_-hﬁh‘ﬁ
N ' tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all characters
in the dramatization were changed with the exception of

the reporter, Mpr. Clayton,

CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell speakmg rfor the makers of PELL .
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. '
ANNCR : THIS IS NBC - THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY. /_.:""

ey
" -
erea
—

e

g el —_ . - . ..
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NARRATCR
MARGE
GLORTA
FRANK
TED
DAVE
SARGE
BUTSY
AL
ERNIE
LOUIE
BENNY:
ANDREVS
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BOB SLOANE
FRAN LAFFERTY
FRAN LAFFERTY
BILL QUINN
BILL QUINN
GIL MACK

GIL MACK
FRANK READICK
' FRANK READICK
SYD SMITH

SYD SMITH
HUMPHREY DAVIS
HUMPHREY DAVIS

WEDNESDAY, MAY 25, 1949
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WNBC & NET

( )
10:00 - 10

THE BIG STORY #113

] .
130 P M, MAY 25, 1949 WERNESDAY

CHAPPELL:

FRANK:
BUTSY:

FRANK:

BUTBY:

FRANK:
BUTSY:

CHAPPELL:

PELL-MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present.,.THE BIG STORY!

(EUS Hetri PR =-SHETE—0FPT, , )
(STEPS RUNNING IN ON PAVEMENT, RABE=LN-ROIOR—IhLIEGH
{PANTING) Step on it, Franki Quicki
MYy s s
(GAR-DOPEPENG AND SLAMS SHUT)
(GEARS SHIFT, CAR UP)
What happened,to Pete?
Dead, Got a slug in his belly and...(CUTS) Frank, look
out! There's a ¢op on the sidevalk there! He's pulling
his gun..,.
Hang on, Pal. Here we goi
( SORDROH SRR ARESY rijiazﬁgf
gGet low over thet steering whee} }'u fooll
4ash, that cop's shooting wilq,f He.,. (COUGHS) He oo
(YELLS) Frank! Don't let go of that wheell Frank:
{SQUEAL OF TIRES) (CRASH OF CAR)

The Big Story. Here is America...lts sound and its fury...
its joy and 1tz sorrov,..as faithfuily reported by the men
and Wwomen of the great Amsrican newspapers, {PAUSE, COLD
AND FLAT) New York City. From the pages of the Dally N?FS'
the authentic story of a reporter who't

kS, . .and pald off & killer, Tonight, to Ted Prager of
the New York Dally Nevsg for his Big Story goes the PELL
MELL Award'

(COMMERCIAL}

- ey e el ETUIT AT T TS
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THE BIG STORY 5/25/49

- PELL MELL
PE 9 LA TH
GROUP: (oM ASCENDING SCALE)

FELL: MELL'S greater length filters the smeke on the way to
your throat,

. HARRICE: That's important!

GROUP: (ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greabter length filters the smoke on the way to
your throat,

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine,
mellovw tobaccos means g longer, naturel filter to screen
and cool the smoke, Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness,
mildness and gatisfagtion ne other clgarette offers you.
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Qutsiandingl"

HBARRICE: And - they are mild,

GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)} PELL MELL®'S greater lengih filters
the smoke on the way to your tarocat,

HARRICE: That's important!

GROUP: {ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S grester length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat,

HARRICE: - Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

CHAPFELL: If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,

finey cigarette in the distinguished red packsge - PELL
MELL.

———— e ——
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TED:
ERNIE:

TED:
—— ERNIE:-

‘j-—

Now, the story as it actually happened, .,Ted Prager's

story as he lived it.,.New York Clty,.

You are Ted Prager of the Nevw York Dally News, and your
beat is the East Side, Here, among the drsb and sweating
thousands, swarming in the cluttered shadows of coldwater

flats, here amid the rosr of the"g

nd ths bebal
of a hundred tongues, here in the perpetual dusk of
firetrap tenements, you are at home. And your copy 1s
ususally violant coDpY...one-vay rides, ice-plck murders,
cement shrouds, And this is & forewerd to your Big Story.
It begins sbout eleven o'clock, one May night in the
apartment of Detective Lieutenant Ernie McKay. You knovw
gvery cop south of Fourteenth Street by his first name,
but Ernie and his wife, Marge, are special friends of
yours, And right now, he's making plana...,

only a fow days to the first of June, Ted. After that,
awvay we go, Marge and I. TP PNRTECCIPABNVE O FR-CRETL F- i
How do you like that?

Sounds giest, Ernis,

I'11 say 1t 1s, While you're pounding your feet along

the sidewalks of Second Avenue, you know where Marge and I
will be?

Where?
Getting & load of the great outdoors., Driving up through

New England, away from this rat-trap they call New York..

{MORE)
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ERNIE:
(CONT'D)

MARGE :
ERNIE:

MARGE :

ERWIE:

MARGE:

TED:

MARGE :

LAY
=D

MARGE :

ERNIE:

. . 1o - y Ay AT
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First, the Berkshires, see, Ted? Then up inte Verwmont,
across to New Hampshire, through the White Mountains, then
Maine...{CUTS) Here, I'11l shov you our roadmeps. Got the
vhole trip flgured out and...

{OFF A LITTLE) Darling...

0h, Yes, Marge?

(COMING IN) I think you!ve bored Ted long snough. If he
wasn't such B good frieﬁd of yours, he'd have walked out
long ago.s.

0oh now, walt a winute, Marge..

s

Angwasirjéga time for you to report to the DrirtrTTTh o
station.}\ﬂo duty, no vacation. Hers's your briefcase,

Epnle..
(THUD OF GUN ON TABLE)

(CHUCKIR®S) Some brisfcase. A 3B8-caliber automatic.

Tozo b BB s S b viat

4¢¢~a-aIZ?ﬁkLﬂ 6243;#5*; e

ARCTEsTE=WWeP:  And speaking of polish, look at your shoes,

e pollsh 1t up e dﬂﬂ;f;zf/

Ernie McKay, you're a dismgrace to the Force.
Ckay, okay. Iill step in for a shine gt Dave's place,
down on Forayth Street. OCows on, Ted. You'lre golng my

way. I'll give gou & lift downtown,

N y R e
T e ettt -
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NARR:

DAVE :
ERNIE;
DAVE :

ERNIE;
TED:

ERNIE:

TED:
ERNIE:
?ED:
ERNIE:

ERNTE:
TED:

ERNIE:

e

You and Ernie McKay head down to the East Side, and this

is the beginning of your Blg Story. You stop in at Dave's

shoeshine parlor with him, while he gets a shine and flpally

e ( {2&&4441}{¢)

East 3ide.

" Qkay Lieutenant. All done. You got the beat shine on the

-

Thanks, Dave.; ThesSsi—bIGEOREwIGErkintbiialiliwibod—TrowT

Oh, Ted.

Yoeah?

I'1l buy you a quick cup of coffeee at Benny's Restaurant,

How about 147
No, thanks, Ernie. I'd better not.

Why not?

It's almwost widnight, and I've got three precincts to cover.

Aw come on. Benny's place 1a just down the bleck, and the

Daily Néﬁa_can wvalt & fev minutes. Ravivkeheoyminbpswemmmivmr

Sorry, Ernie,” If this wers ten mintutes earlisr, I'd take

you up on that coffee. But now, well,..some other time,

Sure?

Jure .

£

Okay. If you insist on maklng a solitary drinker out of

me, there!s nothing I can do, See you later, Ted. (CALLS)

Srbaver 4;uc; ,;;;LJM4~— P
. ixﬁ
COOMENG—ON) Yeah . Tisubenant? &% vy

L;fr g N .
8 Zeli? Tir s C;brbdﬁenu
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ERNIE:

DAVE:

TED:

DAVE

DAVE :

DAVE ;

. TED:

DAVE :

T e VTR e et - R AT e T i

Now, there's a right guy for you, Mr. Frager,

Yeah.

A right guy, and a square cop, through and through. A
face 1like a tough mug, but a heart as sof't as butter.
Believe we, I know,

Yeah? How do you know, Dave?

If it wasn't for McKay, I wouldn't have this little
business, Mr. Prager., I wouldn't have & nice little
family of wy own, X wouldn't have enything. Y'see I ot o
e Ot FEATE 880 .

You did?

Yeoah, It wasn't anything serious, y'understand just a
couple of months in stir, But vhen I got out, nobedy
would give ma a job, nobody would give me a dreak...
nobody but Lisutenant McKay.

I see,

He went to bat for we, Mp., Prager. Got me & job, put me
straight, gave ws a2 chance to save enough money for this
1ittle business, to get warried, and have a kid., I dunno,
I 3till don't know why ha d4id it., He's a cop, Mr. Frager,
he could have made 1%t touegh for we, but Instead he gave me
a break. How do you figure guys like that®

You can't figure ‘ew. They!re just born, not wade...

one in a willion. Well, I'll be seelng you, Dave.

ATKO1 Q062167
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BUTSY:

DAVE:
BUTSY:
DAVE:
BUTSY:

DAVE

BUTBY:
DAVE :
BUTSY:
DAVE :

DAVE :

ERNIE:
BENNY:
ERNIE:

BENNY :

...'?'..

Do L
(PEAPPTNY o P—3H0R SHLNE Sbesiy

Come on, kid. Hurry up with that shine, I can't sit .
around all night,
Yes, sir,
What's the nearest place to get a sandwich around here?
Benny's. It's Jjust down the blogk,
Benny's huh? T suppose it!d be jammed rieht now.
That's whara youlrs wrong, Mister. Benny would just about
be closing his place now, He cleoses every nldnight, on
the deot...
And Iit's jus¢ widnight now., Bes you ltater, kid...
Hey! Walt 2z minute, Mister! I baven't flnished your shinel
(MOVING OFF) Skip i1t, pal. X'®m in a hurry}
But Misteér...

{DOOR SLAM OFF)

(MUTTERS} Of all ths crazy..why, that guy’s nuts!

Itts qulet tonlght, Benny, Your place ls smpty.

Yeati, You're my last customesr, Lieutenant. I'll be
closineg in a couple of minutes, But say...I hear you'lrs
c¢oing on a vacation.

Yeah, First of June,.

Swell, Where you golne?®

New England.

New England, huh? Me, I wouldn'!t kpnow anything about that.
I'm an old Catsklills man, wyaelf. If I can sell enough hot
pastraml and corned beef in the next couple of mbhths, I

figure I'1] send my family up to the mountains and...{(CUTS)

Lieutenant.

O E R PR SR N .-
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ERNTE: Yeah? What ts it, Benny? e
PP WV I A
BENNY: (SUDDENLY, LOW, SCARED) 6 A couple of guys ewe—comhwe—try

They...they!re wearing wmasks,
ERNIE: (SUDDENLY ALERT) Masks? ’ -
- BENNY: Yoah, And...and they're carrying guns...Lieutenant,
. :".g.-ua.-gug. Ot = v )
they Ire celmmeeism,
ERNIE: (INTERRUPTS ) - Benny! Keep your nerve. Listen, the minute
they open the door, drop down behind the eounter, I'm zolne
to draw on thew.

BENNY : (TERROR} Lieutenant. Nol - Don't take a chance! Don't,..
{DOOR SLaAM CFF)

BUTSY Okay, you guysi Reach! This is a atickup!
SRNIE: {YELIS) Get down, Benny!
DUT3Y: (YELIS) Look ouft, Petel “Fielro muphs—soiaiemiuili-jemcdii oty

I.L

(FUSILLADE OF SHOT3!)

(MUSIC: _ _ BRIDQE)
TED: 96 therefa nothineg to repert, eh, Saree?
SARGE: Nope., Been pretty dead'all night, Prager, This

switchboard’s buzzed only once,
TED; Yeah? About what?
SARGE: Sowe kid got lost. 2nd where do you think we found him?
Sound ssleep in a wovie on Houston street, I tell you,
Prager, the Zast 3ide isn't what it uaed to be and..
(BUZZER ON szTcHBOARDJ
__; SARGE : Oh, Hold 1t. Maybe this is somethine...
g © {JACKS IN SWITCHBOARD) |

;
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SARGE:;

TED:
SARGE:

BENNY :

e e i Reckmla e AT T e 3 T A AR

-.9..

Fifth Street Station...Sargeant Donnellyﬁ ‘Yéah. Yeah, I
got 1t, Benny's restaurant on Second...(CUTS} What!
Liecutenant McKay? (DAZED) Nol

(ALERT) What 1s 1t, Sarge? What about McKay?

Hs just shot it out with a couple of holdup men, at a
‘place called Benny's, Hs got one, but the other got avay.
(QUICK) And MeKay? What about hiw?

He..he caught a slug in the chest, Prager. And.f.he's

dyingl.

You take off then, fast., It's a mile from the Fifth
Street station to Benny's, You hawmmer through red lightus,
thinking 1t could have been you; Ted Prager, it wlight

have been you, if you'd decided in favor of that ocup of
goffes., You'rs almost at Benny's when you sea a crowd
around z smashed car in a sewer ditch on Sescond Avenue,
But you can't bother with any aceldent nov...And when you
finally get to the restaurant;..

(JITTERY) The cops just left, just this minute, Mr.
Prager. They took Liesutenant MoKay to 5%. Marks thospital,
and the dead holdup man to the morgue,

And the guy that shot McKay got away?

Yeah. I saw hiw through the window. He Jjumped intoc a

car at the curb; Then a cop on the sidewalk started to
shoot, and he got the driver. The oar plled up in a

ditch up the street, they.tell me, but this other hood got
avay .

So that was the getaway car I sav on the way here.

Benny, listen;;;

ATKG1 Q062170




BENNY:
TED:

BENNY :

- TaD:

BENNY :
1ED:

MARGE :

Yeah?
About the wan who shot the Lieutenant. Dld you notice

anything about him, anvything?

No, Gee Mr, Prager, I guess I was too soared. B e e
ahcod iy Bl o ekl

P aisereralpeivoisieerioowtitem hehlind the counter here, -smd=
treredrbeprteeawnbnnempitees  That!s all I can tell you.
Okay, I'll be seelnf you, Benny.

You golng to check that getaway car now?

Later. Right now, I'w going toc 3t. Marks hospitall

&hnr1gr-bo—%ho—hgep*beiw-inubnghthe dimly-1it corridorﬁyfﬁiﬁéftﬁcy
heavy with the sweetlsh reek of sther, you rind Marge
McKay, vwaiting. And you...you wait with her. And finally,
the door opens, and the doctor comes out. His news 1a like
a hammevr-blow, he tells you both that Ernle Mc¢Kay 1s in a
-(;‘;;% that they don't-expect hlm to llive another twenty-
four hours. And then, Marge McKay turna to you...

{SOBS) Ted. 7Ted, ho ... .Ernie...he's dylng..... |
Marge... ' . |

(SOBBING) Oh, Ted, Ted...why, d4id it have to happen like
this? Why? Ernie had so Im-uoh to live for, so much. His
work, hls home, the children...e_sverything. And the
vacation we were golng to 'caké.,.oh, Ted, 1f you knew, if

you only knew how much he looked forwerd to 1t, and planned

on it, and now.,.no¥, helll never., (BREAKS) Oh, Ted..
Tod.. ‘

o T i A e ATy T T TS

;
r
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CHAPPELIL:

-t

e e i e A AR

=11~
Margs, I.,.welve got to take it. We've got to stand
up and take 1t, therel!s nothing we can do for Ernie...
now., But I promise you thls...l promlse you this,
Somehow, someday, I'11l find the killer who dld this.
Wherever he i1s, wherever he goss, I'll track down the
yellow skunk, -med—ffwd—laim, and see him go to the Chalr,

s¢c help wel

We will be back in just a momsnt with tonlghtt's BIGC STORY,
(COMMBRCIAL ) '

e o e b o —————

e amaa T I T T e E
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TH: 3IG STORY
PROGRAL: #113

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

GROUP ¢ (ON ASCENDING SCALE) PCLL HELL'S greaier length filters
the smolke on the way to your throat,

HARRICT: That's important!

GROUP! " (OF DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filtérs
the smoie on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: Pilters the srmoke and makes it mild,

CHAPPELL: Your eyes can see PELL KELL'S gresater lenzth, Yes, your
eyes can see the difference - your throat can tell you
vwhat it neans,

HARRICE: PELL MOLL'S greater length of trahitionally fine, mellow
tobaceos meens a longer, natural filtsr to screen and
cool the smoke,

CHAPPELL: Thus, PELL MELL gives yow a smopthness, rmildness and
satlsfactign no other clgaretie offers you.

HARRICE: Yes, PELL KZLL'S are gosd - goed to look at - Eoed to

feel - zood to tashe - and good to smoke.

CHAPPELL: PELL MZLL FAHOUS CIGARGTTES - ngutstanding i

HARRICE! And - they are mild.

GROUP: (ON ASCEHDING SCALE} PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way to your throat.

HARRICE: That's important!

GROUF : (O DESCINDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters
the smoke on the way te your throat.

HARRICE: Filters the swoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: If you really want to enjloy smoking, ask for the longer,

| f£iner clgarette in the distinguished Ted package -

PELL MELL.

o PR
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{MUSIC;

HARRICE:

NARR:

SARGE:

P A Ay e — — ——

Thie 43 Oy Harrice, returning you to your narrator, and
the Big Story of Ted Prager, as he lived it, and vrote 1t.
You, Ted Prager, Easﬁ-side reporter for the New York Dally
News, are after a cop-ki}}ar. But this fsn't just another
homiclde another killer, andther ¥ictim, Ernie McKay vas
your friend, Sttreder—plammer ot roidup-aan, 5nd novw he
lies dying in St. Marks hospltal. You leave the hospltal,
and drive to the sewer excavablon on Second Avenue, into
which the getaway car crashed. Apd there you meet Sergeant
Donne}ly of the Fifth Street Station, The two of you
stand in the wud of the freshly-dug ditch and he says..s
{0CCASTONAL STREET SOUTD OFF)
Well, Prager, there were three hoods in all, McKay shot
one in Bennyle place, the cop on the beat got the drlver
of the cay here,,
Yeah., But the third one got away, Sarge. Thet's the wan
who shot Ernie McKay. And that!s the wan I'd like to get
my hands on.
(SOPTLY) So would every cop on the beat, Prager. 3o
would I, And if ¥ ever weet him, I hope I'm off-dutyi.:
without this badge and uniform....just with thess fwo -
fiats...
Sure. BS3ure, Sarge. I know how you feel. I know how any
cop would feel. But about thls car hers ...
Yoan?t
T suppose you've checked the license nupber.

Naturally. We traeced it to ome of those Drive ~Yourself

joints over on Avenus A.

e e e e eD T o RS TG g L 4R e A S e S [
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TED;
" BARGE;:
TED;

. SARGE:
TED:
SARGE
{Musip:

-

by

- a v e meE % e
e A e g g T T R

w1k

And?

And we found that theo car was ronted out to an old friend

of yours and nine..,.Butsy Devinq.

Devine? That cheap crook?

You wean that smart crookr.Wb’re looking for Devine now,

but the fact 1s, we haven't eot a thing on him..

But he rented this getaway car,...} -
3ure , sﬁre. But about an hour ago, Devine phoned us at—%he
LSSt rect—stnttor. . .and reported the car stolen.in New

Jersey !

et e al e P s fe g e e 7 T
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NARR:

(MUsiC: _ _

LOUIE:

TED:

LOUIE:

TED:

P L TTL T B LI T

~i5-

Maybe it's an alibi ... and maybe it's the truth.
Anyway, Butsy Devine isn't at hls apartment. All next
day, the police comb the district,.and draw blank. But
you, Ted Prager, nheve spent your life on the East Side,
You knew the haunts of crooks like Kid Dropper, when he
was a tough young punk, and Legs Diamond, when he was
a shniveling, tubsrculasr little package thief, and you
know the haunts of the current crop. 3o..you make the
rounds, and the day vears into night...

(CLIGK OF BILLIARD BAILS)
Butsy Devine? He ain't been éown to the poolroom in
a month, now, Prager.
And you wouldn't know where I could find him, Loule?®
T wouldn't know. And if I did, I wouldn't say. Why
should I get myself behind the eight-ball, pal? only
suckers die young!

(CLICK OF BILLIARD BALLS)
------- N

(sMALL NITE CLUB, R RO R iR GAY

NINETIES THEME)
$So Butsy Devine hasn't been here a2t the Gaslight Cafe,
Al.
Nope. And if he had, I wouldn't say so.
But Ernie McKay's dying, Al. And...
Sure, sure, I know. It's tough. But everybody dies,
Prager. And this tuxedo I'm wearing is plenty warm

enough. Why should I ordexr & cement overcoat?

o i AR E s R A Taw S AW T

£
[l
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NARR : Thé hours of the night wear on, and you make the rounds,
Poolrooms, cheap cellar night clubs, fight gyms, -wwelre
. jeeerew , Bars, flophouses, hovels, clip joints. And
finally, around midnlght...

{MySIC: _ _ IN -- A PIANQ, PLAYING_ A LOW-DOWN NUMBER) _

TED: Gioria, they tell me you're Butsy Devine's latest.

GLORIA: He's just & man I know, honey. Just a man I know.

TED: Maybe you could tell me where he 1s right now?

GLORIA: Mavybe., (A BEAT) Want to make a deal, honey?

TED: ¥hat deal?

GLORTIA: I'm sick of playing for pennies in these cheap East-S5ide
joints. I want to take my plano and move it uptown.
After &ll, & girl has to look alter her career.

TED: Well?

GLORIA: Youlre with the Dally News, darling. Maybe you couid
drop a word to your night Club editor. Maybe he ceuld
throw me & few plugs in his column, speak to the right
parties uptown. (& BEAT) See what I mean, honey?

TED: Yeah., =ed 1t's a deal, Gloris. Wﬁere's Butsy Devine
hiding out -wewt -

GLORIA: At the apartment of a friend.

TED: And what apartment would that be?

GLORIA: Mine, honey. Mine!

P RO U T RO RO NI ME TR AN TN T

{MUsIC: _ _ BRIDGE:)

BUTaY: How]d you know I was here, Prager?

TED: Oh. Just asked a fev people, Butsy.

BUTS3Y:

A

T see. You just asked a fev people. (A BEAT} What's

up, pal? What do you want to see me ebout?

RTHXO1T COB2177




TED:
BUTSY:
TED:
BUTSY:

TED:

BUTSY:

TED:

BUTSY:

TED!:

BUT3Y:

TED:

BUTSY:

TED:

BUTSY:

MED:

BUTSY:

TED:

BUTSY:

-17-

Been here long?

Ever since last night. (A BLAT} Why?

The wollce are looking for you. .

The cops? Now, what would they want with me?

In the first place, Detective Lieutenant Ernie McKey

is dying in the hospital...

Yeah, I heard about it, JPrager. Tough break, Remind me
to cry in my beer. But what's that got to do with me?

In the second plece, they'd like to ask you some guestlions
. .about that getaway car.

Oh, that. T called the cops myself, and reported 1t
stolen in Jersey. .

I know you did. But...({CUTS)

What's the matter, Preger? What are you locking at?-

Your shoes. They locok funny. Thay're only half-shined.
And they're spotted with mud.

Mud?

Yeah. Red mud. And the mudspots are still a little demp,
too. {A BEAT) Now, where would you. get your shoes

muddy, when it hasn't reined for & week?

(A BEAT) I'11 bite. Where?

(SHRUG)} I wouldn't know. It just seems funny, that's ell.
I see. (A BEAT) Find anything else funny around here,
Nosey?

No. Not at the moment.

Okay. Before you go, Prager, let me gilve you a tip...a
friendly little tip. We got & river neer here..the East

River, they call it., It's plenty muddy and plenty deepn.

{MORE)

b o T B e =g T
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%UTSYE ) And there are guys in this town who don't watch their svep.
CONT'D
. Every once in avhlle, they sccidentally fall intoe the

river, and never come up. (A BEAT)} Get me, pal?

TED: Yeah, Butsy. I get jyou.
- BUTSY: Okay. Don't say I didn't warn you. Now ... beat 1t!
-; {MUsIc: _ _ UP_AND UNDER)
~NARR: You leave with Butsy Devine's warning ringing in your

ears. But now, you know for sure. Devine was 1ln that
getaway car, wrecked in the diltch., The mud you sav 1in
the ditch was the same mud he had on his shoes. And the
fact that his shoes are only half-shined, gives you
- another idea. But first, you go to the hospital, hoping
- against hope that a miracle will pull Ernle MeKey through.
And mesnwhile, at Davels shosshine parlor...

(DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES)

TAVE: Shine, Mister?
BUTSY: Yesah.
DAVE: Okay. If you'll just step on that seat up there, I'11...

(CUTS) Hey, wait a minute! You're the guy!
o BUTSY: Hhat guy?
DAVE: Why, you were in here last night...about midnight. You
eaked me about Benny'ls place, and ran off before I had

a chance to...

. BUTSY: { INTERRUPTS} You must be mistaken, kid.

- DAVE: But look, Mister, I 58W JOUs«.

P BUTSY: {HARSH) You never saw me before in your life. (A BEAT)
. Understand?

" DAVE: S SN S

T ae ?dul)ndﬁAb'd_)

i BUTSY: Gerrmmreioprmbebtpepanlpiegidies

- wr—xma. e SRR e -
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TED:

DAVE:

TED:

TED:

ANDREWS:
BUTSY:

L

-Toyo

No. No, I never sav him before. He was never in here...
You're sure?

(FLARING) I told you, didn't I, Mr. Prager? I never
saw this guy before. I never saw him, I never sav him!

{MILDLY) OQkay, Dave. You never sav him. What are you

' getting so hot and botherad sbout?

I..1 dunno. And I donit see why you think he came here...
I'11 tell you, why, Dave. Your place is the only one

for blocks where a man can get his shoes shined., I we
can prove he was in the area at the time, if we can get

e witness, then we've got & case, I thought maybe he

wes in here, started to get a shine, and then rushed
ot

I never saw the guy. And even 1r'1 did, I wouldn't be a
withess. Look, Mr. Prager, I don't want any troubls, see?
I've got a family, & wife and a little girl, and I
wouldn't want them hurt, I wouldﬂ’t want anything to
happen te them!

All vight. All right, Dave, I doﬂ’t blame you. But
before I go, I've got aome news for you.

¥Ysah? What news?

(A BEAT) Ernie McKay just died...at St. Marks Hospitall!l

And that's that. YOUR~RURGR-oBowmlio-natfmoiritotnTey
ey .  Meanwhile, the police plek Devine up, and
Captain Andrews questions him in your presence, but you
know and he knows it's no use..

Come clean, Devine. You shot and killed McKay.

Dida I, Captein?

ATHOT Q082180
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ANDRFWS : You did.
BUTSY: Yeah? How ars you golng to prove 1it?
TED: The mud oh your shoss, Butsy. It came from that ditch
on 3econd Avenhus.
- BUTSY: What mud? I don't see &ny mud, on my shoes, Do you,
- Captain?
ANDREWS: You hired that getaway car, Devine. You were in 1t when -

you left Benny's restaurant.
BUT3Y: Better take énother look at vour records, Captain. I
reported it stolen. (HE LAUGHS) Look, you guys. You're
. westing your time..and mine. Let's not kid ourselves.
Without & witness, you can't prove a thing!
ANDREWS: (SIGHS) Well, Prager, that'é that, It's no use. We
might as well spring him and...(CUTS AS)
(PHONE RING}
(PHONE OFF HOOK)

ANDREWS: Captain Andrews. What! Yes. Yes. Send him right

in!
(RECEIVER ON HOOK)
BUTSY: Okay 1f I go now, Captalin?
CAPTAIN: (SLOWLY) Not yet, Devina. Not quite yet. You see, there's

& witness coming in who says you Wwere on Second Avenue

_ the night of the holdup.

S BUT3Y: Yeah. What witness?®
= CAPTAIN: A bootblack..named Dave!
{Music: . HP_A@_UEI_J_E.R.J. -
.fi:f NARR: And thatis it: That's your Big Story. Except.for one
:: thing. You see Dave later, after he identifles Devins,
B

wm and he tells you.+.

B R A
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CHAPPELL:

20 -

Sure. Sure, I was scared, Mr. Prager. I was scared
_of vhat Devine might do. But then, I thought of Ernie
McKay. I thought of what &a regular guy he was, how he
stood by me, and gave me a break, & chance to live. I
figured that I owed him something, even after he was
dead, So I ceme in,..snd paid off!

QU.ET.QE)

In just £ moment we will read you a telegram from

Ted Prager of the New York Dailly News... with the
final ocutcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

ATKO1 Q0B2182
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.. THE BIG STORY 5/25/49 el
" PELL MELL

CLOSING COMMERCTAL:
GROUFP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S grester lenglh 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: Filters the smoke end makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine, mellow

tobaccos filters the smoke on the way to jour thyoat.

Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smepothness, mildness and

satlsfaction no other cigarette offers you.

HARRICE: Yes, PELL MRLL'S ere good -- good to look at -- gfood to

feel - good to tagte - and good to spmoke.
CHAPPELL: S0, if you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the

loneger, finer cigarette in the distingulshed red package -

PELL MELL'S FAMOUS CIGARETTES "Outstending!"
HARRICE: And - they are mila!

RTHO

00p2183




-

o b e -

-oh-

CHAPPELL:

PRAGER:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

Now we read you that telegram from Ted Prager of the New .
fork Daily Nevs.

Confronted with a witness as to his wvhersabouts the night
of the murder, killer in tonight's BIG STORY continued

to deny his gullt. At the trial, hovwever the Jjury
guickly found him guilty and he was sentenced to die 1in
the electric chair at Sing-3ing. Thanks a lot for
tenight's PELL MELL AWARD,

Thank you, Mr. Erager...the makers of PELL MELL

FAMOUS GIGARETTES are proud to have named you the

vinner of the PELL MELL 4500 Award for notable service in
the Tield of journalism.

Listen apain next wekk, same time, same statlion, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES willl present another

BIG STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Washington Times Herald - by-line, Elizabeth 0ldfield -

A BIG B3TORY - about & girl reporter who went for & killer..
and ceught him.

THEME WIPE & FADE TO_BG ON CUE)

The BIG STORY 1s produced by Berneprd J. Prockter, with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by Max Ehrlich, your narrator was Bob Sloane, and
Bill Quinn played the part of Ted Pragsr. In order to
rrotect the names of people aciually invelved in tonight's
authentic BIG STORY the names of all characters in the
dramstization were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mr. Prager.

- (MUSIC: _ _ THEME UP_FUL]L, & FALE)

LR T P L PR R S e
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CHAFPELL: This is Ernest Cheppell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

{MUSIC: __ _ THEME)

CHAPPELL: This is World Trads Week -- a good time Lo remember that
nations, lilke people, cannct live to themselves alone.
We buy goods abroad from cur customers. This in turn,
enables them <to buy goods from us. World Trade is a

two-way street that brings goods and gobd business the

world around.

ANNCR: THIS IS NBC.,..». THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

mac  5/11/49 pm
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ZIHE RIG STORY
PROGRAM # 114
£AST
o NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
_ BARNEY LESLIE WOODS
2ND WOMAN LESLIE WOODS

MRS. BUCKLEY

AGNES YOQUNG

3RD WOMAN AGNES YCUNG
Lycy JOAN SHEA

18T WOMAN JOAN SHEA
FARRELL BEHN&RD GRANT
OLD MAN BERNARD GRANT
ETEFER LOUIS VAN ROSTEN
BUCKLEY LOUIS VAN ROSTEN
oTIs CHUCK WERSTER
DRIVER CHUCK WEBSTER

WEDNESDAY. JUNE 18T, 1949
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WNBC_ & NET THE B ST #1lh
10100)- §.0:30)PM JUNE 1, 1949 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PEL], MELL FAMOUS QEGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY !
(MUSTC: . _FANFARE)
(PHONE BINGS, REGEIVER IS PICKED UP)
BUCKLEY: Hello.
LucY: (ON FILTER} Mr. Buckley? This % Lucy Froman, down at
Cleire's office. -
BUCKLEY: Yeos?
LUCY: I'm celling to see if you know what's happened to
Claire. She hesn’t shown up for work today, and she
didn't call in, either. She elways calls ir she's
going to be cut.
BUCKLEY: Why, I don't know. My deughter doesn't live Wilth usgpuy Yerdie
you know, She and Bob live over to Bethesda.
LUCY: I called there twice. But thers wasn't eny ansver. Mr.
Buckley, I'm worried. This 1sn't like Claire at all.
Something’s happened to her, I'm sure of 1t!
(MUSIC:  _ STAB AND UNDER)

CHAPFELL:

The Big Story. Here is America...its sound and its
fury ... its joy and its sorrovw...as faithlfully
reported by the men anhd wemen of the great American
NewsSpapers .

{PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT)
Washington, D. C. From the pages cof the Times-Herald...
the story cof a merciiess ego, and a glrl who vanished
from the earth. Tonight to Elizabeth 01ldfield of

the Washington Times-Herald, for Wesiiusideiag, her

tireless reportingfﬁﬁbr Bilg Story goes the PELL MELL
AWARD!

{OPENING COMMERGIAL)

I
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THE BIG 3TORY ©&/1/49 #114
PELL MELL

OPENING GCOMMERCIAL:
GROUP: {ON ASCENDING SGALE)

- PELL MELL'S Eroater length filters the smoke on the way

to your throat.
e HARRICE: That's important!
GROUP: {ON DESCENDING SCALE}

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

to your throat.

HARRICE: Fllters the smoke and mekes 1t mild.
e CEAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine,

mellow tobaccos means & longer, netural filter to screen
and cool the smoke. Thus, PELL MELL gilves jyou &

smopthness mildness and satisfaction no cther cigarette

offers you. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

it

Cutstending!”

HARRICE: And - they are mild.
- GROUP: (ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length
' filters the smoke on the way tc your throat.

h HARRICE: That's important! -

. GRCOUP: (ON DESCENDING 3CALE) PELL MELL'S greatsy length
e filters the smoke on the way to your throat.

s HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mlld.
e CHAPPELL: If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the

longer, finer clgarette in the distinguished red
package - PFELL MELIL,

B i
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KIEFER:
BARNEY :
"{IEFER:

BARNEY:
KIEFER:

Now, thes story as i1t actually happened ...Ellzabeth

Oldfield's story as she lived it. ...Washington, D.C.

You are Elizabeth 0ldfield of the Vagh;pgtop Times-
Herald, Some friend pf feebis wit once tagged you
"Barney", and the name has stuck. Not without a
certain justice, toe. For though you've never driven
a ra¢ing car like your famous namcsake, at least - es
a reporter - youlve always had a man-sized job to do.
Police Courts end murder trlals have been your meat
and drink for the past twelve years. And this, perhaps
explains your present disgust. At last you have drawn
the typicsl women's assignment - county reporter. Yours
is the noble mission, now, to record the weddings, the
habies, end the afterncoon teas of Montgomery County,
Meryland. The only bright spot in the week's routine
ia your visit to the Detective Office of the .

Bethesda Follez Station. There, oh this dull, winter
Wednesday, you find Sergeant Joe Kiefer, with his fezt
on the desk in approved detective fashion.

Hiyuh, Barney. How's tricks?

Oh, all right - 1 guess, Got anything for me, Joe?
Yeah. Sixteen gang wars and a letter from ths Black
Hand. This ain't Chicego, you knov.

You're telling ne.

Trouble with you, Barney, you're in the wrong business.
Pretty dame like you should be married and rﬁhnin a

family. Whyn't you give some guy & break?

ATHOT Q062130
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BARNEY:

KIEFER:

BARNEY:

KIFFFR:

BARNEY:

KIEFER:
BARNEY:

KIEFER:
BARNEY:

KIEFER !

BARNEY:

OTIS:
BARNEY:

OTIs:

-4 -

Maybe I will, Joe. One of these days. Anyway, thenks
for the tip.
Think nothin of it. Say, I toldys & lle just now., I
have got something for you. Matter of fact, Barney,
you can do us s favor, if you will. (BARNEY: What?)

{WOODEN DRAWER QPENS, UNDER}
_Run this picture in tomorrow's paper.

Nice locklng gel. Who is she?

ime ls Clalre Farrell, clerﬁﬁhewy
8he's been missing since Mondey night. Her hushand
come in yesterday - asked us to try and locate her.
Goash, Joe, I'd like to help you, but I don't think

the paper will dc it.
Whaddya mean? I thought you wanted newe.

I do. But Cherley Otis 1s on the City Desk, and he
hates to run pictures of missing wives.

I wish you'd do me a favor end ask him, anyways,
All right, I will., 1I'll eall him right now, 1f I can
use your phong.
Sure thing.

{RECEIVER UP, DIALTONE ON FILTER, DIAL NUMBER )
(OVER DIALING) But I know what he's going to sajp.
(PHONE RINGS ON PILTRR, IS ANSWERED)

(ON FILTER) Times-Herald City Desk. Otis speaking.
Charley, thls is Barney.  Listen, I'm down at the
Bethesds Police Statlion. Sergeant Kiefer has s
picture he wants us to run.

(CAUPINDUSLY) Whet sort of a picture?

J T R I L




BARNEY:

OTES:
BARNEY:

O0TIS:

BARNEY :
KIEFER:
BARNEY:
KIEFER:
3ARNEY:

KIEFER:

BARNEY :

FARRELL:

e
Women named Cloire Ferrell. Missing person. Her
husband reported --

That's -enough! Can't use it}

But, Charley -=--

Just some dame run off with another guy, that's alll
If she wants the publicity, let her pay for the spacs,
end I'l1 run her under Help Wanted!

(CLICK AS HE HANGS UP. REPLACE RECEIVER ON-MIKE)

SR T PO I

No go, huh?
Mr. Otils regrets.
Too bad. It mightae helped.
I'1l tell you whet, Joe., Meybe -~ if I dig up more of &
story on this gzl -~ human interest or something -
maybe he'll print 1t then. Have you got her address?
Yeah, letls sge ----

(RUSTLING OF PAFERS)
Here 1t is == 212 Norfolk Drive.
(WRITING IT DOWN) 212 Norfelk Drive. Got it. It
go down there right now, end talk te her husband.
A
(FADING IN) So,,if there's enymore you can tell me
wimpapipmisivonsbiangnitampanind , maybe we can help.
{VERY GOOD LOGEING- SMOOTH = A LADY'S MAN) That's very
kind of you, Miss Q0ldfield. The only thing 1s --
there's not much more to tell. I don't know what to do-
I---I'm so worried I'm sick, X can't go back to work--1
just sit here in the house, waiting for the phone to
ring.

P _—
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- BARNEY: Perhaps, if I could ask you somc questlions ~--

FARRELL: All rignt. I'11 do my best.

BARNEY : _ FEEWELE]

I'd Just like to get them down here, in my notebook.
. Now - when did you lag -3;:?91'&‘? PO
- FARRELL: Fridey mornin was, Yo s Claire went j
| whth a friend over tha wockend - thew+Both work in
t.h-ef*‘samo office &t thé Pentagon . and they left thers
7 Eogether after work on F'ridaes" -
BARNEY : Whet was the gig}l,f;:.ien‘a's name?
- FARRELL:

BARNEY: £Wayed at Lucy Fromen's for the weekend,
end then went to work waebsa from there on Monday, 1ls
that right?

o FARRELL: That's right. But the didn't come home Monday night,
and I heven't seen her since.

BARNEY: Can you t2ll me whet Mrs. Farrell wes wearing at the

St time she diszppeared?
FARRELL: I think it wes some kind of a blue print dress - I
" don't ¥now much ebout those things.
EARNEY: How about her haet and coat?
FAHRELL: Dark blus - nevy, I puess.' The coat had a sort of
R herringbone design.
— BARNEY: Thenk yeou, Mr. Ferrell. Now, I just have one more
'“" question - but -~ it's rather a difficult one to ask --
o FARRELL: That's ell right, go ahead.
M‘M BARNEY: Well - do you know of any reason why your wife might
_____ have left you?
A7

- Y——
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FARRELL:

BARNEY:

FARRELIL:

BARNEY:

FARRELL:

BARNEY:
FARRELL:

BARNEY:

FARRELL:

BARNEY:

FARRELL:

BARNEY:

-7~

No, I don't. That's just it! Oh, she used to get mad
once In e while, when other women }liked me ~- but I
couldn't help that., I loved Clasire, I tried to be a
good husbarnd to her - I gave her everything I could.
(SYMPATHETICALLY) This is certainly & nice home you've
got here.

I'm not & rich men, or anything like that, but I've
alweys made pretty good money in my own line.

What do you do, Mr., Farrell? _

I'm & car painter. Specialist in euto bodies, It's
funny - Claire =zlvays wanted me to go Intc business -
s61l lnsurasnce, or something like that. I oouldn't see
it. I told her, why should I? I make twilce as much
dough winere I em.

What did she want you to change for?

Well, you know how it is. I wear overalls at work.
Sometimes, I come home, I'm & 1little blt greasy. She
didn't like 1it, I guess. Ussd to say I was nothing
hut a glorified ditch digper.

That doesn't seenm quite fair,

I'm no college man, I'll admit thet., But I did go to
high school, znd I try to keep up with the next guy.

I don't think it's a sin to work with your hands.
Neither do I. I think it'a a bhrave and honest way to
make & living. And it's eclean - I don't mean in the
senss of soap and water, but---

I know what you mean, you don't have to explain it.
You mean clean in a - in & spiritual aense.

{SLOWLY) Yes.

PR S - I - i -
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FARRELL: (HOLD FOR A BEAT)} Did you sver meet & person for the
first time - and heve the feeling that you kuew what
they vanted to say, alqggp before they sald 1t?

Thatt!s the way I felt Just now = about you.

BARNEY: (WITH AN EMBARASSED §NFPE} Isylt phat strangs !}

FARRELI: I don't think it's strange et 8ll. It's - just &
special kind of understanding that doesn't happen very
oft;n. We cught to be grateful vhen 1t does. If you
think of all the people and countrles thet don't

understand one shother ---

BARNEY: I never thought of it that way before.
i . FARRELL: Tell me something. Do you believe in faces?
BARNEY : How do you meen? '
FARRELL: Thet they con tell whet 2 person 1s like.
- BARNEY : Y don't know. Somstimes - maybe--
FARRELL: I read in a book once thet the face 1s a window to ths

soul. You know - I believe that. When you ceme 1in
just now, I took one look &t you and said to myselfl,
"shs's not just a reporter, with e typewriter for e

. brein, &nd & deadline for & heart, shels ----"

BARNEY: . Heavens! Do jou really think reporters ere like that?
) FARRELL: You eren't - I know,

BARNEY: Thank you, Mr., Perrell.
o FARRELL: Do me a favor, will you? {BARNEY: What?) Nobody ever
e calls me, Mr, Farrell. Down at the shop, and

. everywhere, 1t's always Bob.

T BARNEY: All right - Bob.
= FARRFLL: And what's your nickneme? Let's see - if I'm right,
- %, it ought to be Betty.

ATHO1 0062185




BARNZY:

FARRELL:

BARNEY:

FARRELL.:
BARKEY:

FARRELL:
BARNEY:

FARRELL:

BARNEY:

FARRELL:

JARNEY:

FARRELL:
BARNEY:

-g-
(LAUGHING) It cught to be, but 1t isn't. My fricnds
call me Barney.
Oh, I gzt it - like Barney 0ldfield.
Yes, Well, I - I guess I'd better b¢ golng now. Oh,
darn!
Whet's the matter?
I can't find my pencll - 1t must have dropped off my
lap, I
Let me help you ===~
Ok, hnere it is - slipped between the sofa ¢ushions.
Welt 2 minute! There's somsthing else down there, too.
Wnat is 1t?
Feels like a2 compact or something. I've got it. Yes,
look, 1t is & compoct. Your wife must have drorped 1t
there. Oh, no, it couldn't be your wife's - see, it's
got initlals on it, "G.B."
Let me ses., Oh, yes., Well, it must belong to one of
Cleire's girlfriends. I'Ll put it aside for her.
Thank you.
That's all right. Well, goodbys, Mr. -==Bob. I hcpe
I haven't been too much of a pest with my questions.
You know you haven't, Barney.
I'd 1ike to tell you something, before I leave. It's
just that, well - I came here todoy simply to get &
story. I didn'’t have much interest in the casec one
wey or another. But now, it's different. Maybe my
paper still wonl!t run Clalre's plcture, I don't know.
But I know this much, I'm going to help you find your
wife if it's the last thing I dol

.. _PUNCHES_IN, THEN_UNDER)

e T i = w2 e e 0T
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NARR ¢ And you mesn thet, Elizabeth 0ldfield. You mesan svery
word of it. Swiftly you set to workf You check the
hospitsals, the asylums, the jails, the morgues. You
inquire at railroad stations, airports, hotels, But
the fruit of your search is a cipher. Zero, Nothing.

= Feilure,

- stvMondawd® Then you think of one, last possibility.
“ ALAA fuﬂ#ﬂ?
The Pentagon buildingqis several miles from Washingteon.
A speclel busline carries the workers to and fro. HNot

much of & chance, bub you teke 1t.

; DRIVER: Lady, I'm tellin ya, there's thirty thousand peorle
in that joint, and they jam thuse buses twico a 4day.
o What am I, Houdini?
BARNEY: I just thought maybe she elways took the samg bus, and
one of the drivers might know her face. l
DRIVER: Fat chance! All we get time to look at 1is hands end
dimes. Around the weekends it's terrible., Frideys,
e thoy all wanna get on at once. Cen't walt to get inte

.-t town, cash those govament .paychecks. Drives ja nuts!

(MUSIC:_ _ _ _BRILGE AND UNDER)

— BARNEY ! Bob, that bus drivar got me to thinking - there's one
:?-1  possibility ve -~- (HESITATES )
::fg FARRELL: What 1s it, Berney?

oy 5
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R BARNEY:

FARRELL:
BARNEY: I celled Lucy Froman, She says Claire still had her
. government paycheck on Monday, New, the War Department
Finence Office cleims those checks take about ten deys
- to get vack, once they're ceshed.
FARRELL: Whet are you driving at?
- BARNEY: If Claire has left you, then she probably hes cashed
i her check, and it will come back 1h a ¢couple of days.
But, Bob, if thet check doesn't come back -~ it -
e it's possible that Claire is dead.
FARRELL: But you said you checked the morgues end the hospitels---
- BARNEY : T don't meen dead of sn aceident, Bob. I mean 1it's
possible she mey have been murdered!
(MUSIC:_ _ _ _STAB AMND JP_TQ CURTAIN)
N SHAPPELL: We will be back in just & moment with tonight's
BIG STORY!
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
---;i-:tm
—
v
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THE BIG STORY 6/1/49 -1e- #1314

PELL MELL

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

AQUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

RRAICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

(ON ASCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater length filters

the amok= on the way to your throat.

‘Thet's important!

(ON DESCENDING SCALE) PELL MELL'S greater lepgth

filters the smoke on the way te your throsat,

Filters the smoke and makes it mild. =

Your eyes can see¢ PELL MELL'S greater leagth. Yes,
your eyes can see the difference - your throst can tell
you what 1t means,

PELL MELL'S grcater length of traditionally filone,

mcllow tobaccos means & longer, natural filter to
screen and cool the smoke.

Thus, PELL MELL glves you a smoothness, mildnesg and

gatigfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Yes, PELL MELL'S are good - good to logk at - good to

feel - good to taste - and good to smoke.

PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES - "Outsispding!"

Apnd - they are mild.

(ON ASCENDIWG 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 smcke on the way to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mlld,

If you really want to enjoy smoking, ask for the longer,
finer cigarette in the distinguished red peckage --
PELL MELL,

RTHKO1 0062199
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RREICH: This is Cy Herrice, returnlng you to your narretor,
and the Big Story of Elizabeth Oldfield ... &3 she
lived it, and ¥rote 1t.

NARR: The days go slowly by. Five, six, seven. And the
B Eouernment psycheck of Cleire Farrell falls to appear.

And you, Elizabeth 0ldfield of the Washlngton

o Times-Herald, are forced to admit.to yourself thet it
will probably never appesr. And neither will Bob
Farrell's wife. The awful awareness of death, that
sits in every heart, is standing now, in yours, with a
great beating of black wings. You are certain Claire
Farrell wes murdered, If she had besn killed
aceidentally, her body would almost certainly have
come to light. The very fact that it hasn't suggests
that somecone haes concealed 1t. Desperately, you try

M Charley Otis,

to argue this polut with
BARNEY: Bu%, Charley, if we run the story, wlth pictures, maybe
we can smoke the klller out.
OTIS: What killer? You heven'% even got a body. Lemme tell
you something, Barney. (SPELLING IT OUT) Thers's no

murder without & corpus deliciti., The law Is funny

that way.
- BARNEY: (WEARILY) Okay. Okay.
;: OTIS: And ancther thing., What about the rest of your beat?
- It's gone to pot. No copy In six days. Anybody'd

think the soclal soason of Montgomery County was out
for & beer,

;- BARNEY: Anybody would be right.

.
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eTiS: Yeah? Well, I'm not kildding, Barney. Get off th:
Farrsll casg, and get back oo the bridal showsrs.
That's en order! ' '

NARR: Orders are orders, and so - you comply. But you keep
in constant touch with Bob Ferrell, nevertheless. And,
on your gwn time, you run down the blind alley of every
possible lesd, Finally, although Bob has asked you not

- to disturb them, you talk wlth Claire's parents, at

their dairy farm, ten mliles away,

BUCKLEY: {FADING IN} Hed trouble ever since they vwas married.
We been advising her tc leave him for two years.

ARNEY: But why, Mr. Buckley?

TUCKLEY: Too free with the ladies, that feller. Runnln eround

with other women, then beoastin about 1t to make Clalre
mad .,
SARNEY: Well, Mr. Buckley, maype it's none of my business, but
I think you've got only one side of the story there.
KES, BUCKLEY: e, 1t's true, Miss 0ldfield. Bob and Claire was
always fightin. He made life miseraole for her. Why,

he had e girl in Washington he was taking out regular,

o LUCKLEY: Man't make no bones about it, nelther, S
o ' emishiitmiai .
' BARNEY: Are - are you sure of that?
e MRS. BUCKLEY: Course we are. One of Clalre's néighboré, knows the
—— giri, seen em comin out of & tavern together, awsmmbm
— e
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BARNEY:
BUCKLEY:
BARNEY:
- JCKLEY:

BARNEY:

BUCKLEY:

MRS, BUCKLEY:

BUCKLEY:

MR3. BUCKLEY:

SUCKLEY:

{MUSIC;

NARR:
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But, after all, the neighbor gould have besn mistaken.
Why, Bob loves Claire, He's been frantic, ever since --
If he was so fraptic, then why didn't he repert it to
the police?

But, he did.

Sure - efter I made him.

What do you meen?

Well, Lucy Froman called here Tuesday afterncon to say
Claire hedn't been to work, and didn't answer the

phone. So Mother and I got in the car and went right
over thers. _

Reng the bell pretty near five minutes for Bob let us
in,

There he was, burning sowme rubbish in the flreplecs,
just as celm as you please. When we told him about
Claire, he didn't seem werried at all,

Saild she'd just lost her temper or something, and he
didn't think i% was necessary to tell the police.
Good thing I'm bigger than he is. I had to tell him
right then - I had to say, "Bob, either you're going

to the police to report this, or I'm going to make youl"
You come away from the Buckley's farm a little stunned.
You had heard before of husbands having friction with
thelr in-laws, but this was more than you'd expected,
The charges they had thrown around were & little too
fantastic.

And even before you recover from this shock

- you get enother one. Fifteen miles from Eethesda,
near the bank of the Potomac river, two hunters stumble
across the body of Claire Farrell.

s T e A AT M TR bl AT L T
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NARR:
{CoNT 'D)

3T WOMAN:

{MUSIC:

2D WOMAN:

3RD WOMAN:

R PR R

—ro-

A word of gossip here, & sentence from & housewife
thers, and slowly, from the mists of your mind, thers
rises a strange, unsummoned picture. The portrait of

8 murderer!

Claire was one of my best friends, and believe me, the
things I know about Bob Farpell. ‘Took up with other
women right and left. Espscially that Georgette i}
Brooks. Thought he could get away with anything.

Why, he didn't love Claire anymore than the wman in the

moon !

Oh, he's & smooth one, belleve me. Got a line & mille
long. Looks you in the eyes and says what a beautiful
face you have, a&nd how the fece is the windew to the

soul. B3ome of them go for it like & ton of bricks.

You can see for yourself, My back porch looks right
into their back porch, I don't care what Mr. Farrell
seys. I seen her standin there in the kitchen about
8:30 that Monday night. I says, "Hello, Mrs. Farrell,
didya have a nice weekend?" And she says, "Yes, I

did." Then, later on, I heard them fightin to beat the
band.

I remember I worked late that Monday. Night duty over
to the Naval Hospital, Got home about 12:30. I was
just puttin my key in the lock, when I noticed Bob

Ferrell goin down his driveway vwith a blg laundry btag.
_ (MORE } _

: reamai v rn Tra ke
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(MUSIC: _ _ TA?ﬂARP STAB_AND UNDER)

Sian e
-+ NARR:

sKiEfsr lets you go alone to the shop whers Bob works,

. to bresk the news as gently as you can. He hears 1t
with a strange, strangled silence. And & part of his
grief is in you - twisting likes a knife.

o FARRELL: (COLD AND ELAT) When did they find her?
e BAEBNEY: A few hours ego. Bob - I'm terribly sorry.
- FARRELL: That's all right. What was she wearing?
- BARNEY: Blue dress and hat - they dido't find the coat.
FARRELL: How was she killed?
" BARNEY: She -- Bob, you don't have to know all this now, Why
- torture yourself?
‘ FARRELL: (HARSRLY) I want to know! I want to know everything!
- I've got a right, haven't I? Who has a better one?
BARNEY: I -1I'm sorry.
) FARRELL: How wes she killed?
\RNEY: Stabbed, then buried in & laundry bag. She's been dead

more then a week. Bob - listen to me! We'll find who
N did it, I promise we will! The peper will back me up
’ now for sure - we'll run the full story. We'll spreed

it so far, and so wlde, that ---

FARRELL: What good will 1t do? Will that bring her back?
B BARNEY: Well; no - of couraé it won't -~ but ~--
i:: FARRELL: They ‘1l never find vho did 1t - there's no motive!
o ﬁs"-.‘-mugger, maybe, ees got scared and lost his
e~ head. Or a manlac. Anyone! .
i BARNEY: But the paper can help bring these things to light. .
i
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s FARRELL: The paper! &L fine mess that'll be! Every reporter
within twe hundred miles reisiebengRelpenadl. Them snd

the rubbernscks - swarming over the house 1ike locusts

BARNEY: I didn't think you'd feel this way about it, Bob.
e FARRELL: Well, I do. S Fmeguiameggmualite:, Tt can'it bring
Claire back and I don't want 1t. B3¢, Barpney, I'nm

asking you - if you don't mind - please forget about
it. Forget the whole thing!

OPIS: (FADE IN, ©N-BERPRNY T don't get 1t, Barney. For two
weeks you're hot on this Parrell case, and I have to
- beg you to drop it. MNow, when 1t really busta wide
open, you vent to step out. I don't get 1it!
BARNEY: I told you, Cherley. It's just that Mr. Parrell doesn't
want his privecy Ilnvaded with a lot of ---
MR FPrivacy! Who's got privacy these days? Okay, s0 you
;; don 't take pictures of the house. At leest you ce&n

interview a feuw of the neighbors - get some human

e interest on the dame,
BARNEY: But, listen, I ---
t OIS Don't waste anymore time, Barney, Get on those
. intervicws. That's an order!
 {musics _ _ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
s NARR: And so, once again, you fellow orders. You take your
— pad and pencii, and you interview thé neighbors on
— Norfolk Drive. It starts as & half-hearted hunt for a
i l1ittle human interest. But as you go from house to
fj::_b . house, 1t turns, %Eogg%te of you, Llnto scmething else.
et
o et o o o b T
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.. 7 OLD MAN: Looked kinda heavy. He druv off then, and I heard him
(CONT 'D)
— come back about an hour later. Seemed klnda funny,
takin laundry out that time of night,.

(MUSIC; _ _ _ _ CLIMAX_AND_OUT _SHARP) '

NARR: It's incredible! You stand there in the dying afternoa,
and your heart fs a dull, black stone. You can't
believe 1t. You can't belleve what every instinct
now tells you is true - that the plessant, friendly,
Robert Farrell is e wife-killen!

(MUSIC: _ _ _ _ STING AND UNDER)

NARR: But now, in a new perspective, you remember - the
little things. The compact in the sofa, with the

e inttiels "G.B." - for Georgette Brooks. The lle about
wher he last saw his wife. His reluctance to go to the
police. The way he esked you, when Claire’'sz body was
found, to drop the whole case, These - all of them,
eny of them - threads in a garment of guilt. But

n st111, you tell yourself, the case 1s circumstantisl,

There is ne certalnty here - no clinching proof. And
then you remember two facts., Claire’s body was foqu
without the derk-blue herringbone coat. And Ibv;ﬁz#f

m had seen Farrell burnlng scmething in his

fireplace, Swiftly you check your watch. There 1ls

o time. Bob is still at the ahop. You go to the Ferrell

e home, ¢limb in an open window, and head straight for the

-y living room fireplace. And there, in the ashes, you

find i1t. A pilece of charred blue cloth - with a

herringbone design! '
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FARRELL:

BARNEY:

KIEFER:

FARRELL:

KIEFER:

FARRELL:
KIEFER:

FARRELL:
KIEFER:

FARRELL:

BARNEY:

FARRELL:

BARNEY:
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(FADING IN, IMPATIENTLY) What is 1t, Barney? I've
got a job waitiné;f%afhe shop, and I can't ---
(WITH FORCED CASUALNESS) It won't take long, Bob.
Sgt. Kiefer, here, wants to ask you s few questions.
If you don't wind, Mr. Farrell,
Go ahead. But I haven't got all day. : -
Check me if I wrong. XYou told us that your wife,
when last 8een, was weariong & blue herringbone topcoat.
That's right,
I want you to take a look at this piece of ¢loth, -
Mr. Farrell. Does {1t look familiar?
No. o
If you look close, I think you'll see 1t's g plece of -
Jour wife's coat, Looks like the killer forgot to
bury it with the body, and then had to destroy it,
(HOLD FOR A BEAT} Miss 01df1e2d found it in gour
fireplace, A
(UNBELIEVING) Miss Oldfield? Barney, what's he
talking about? (LONG PAUSE) What is this? Whet gre
You trying to do?
(WITH MEASURED CONTROL) Tt's liks he said, Bob.
30 that's what you've been up to! Sneaking eround, s
Pretending you wanted to help me, and all'the time T
Fou were planting evldence,'trying $C cook up & dirty,
tabloid story, ¥hy, you cheap, little bum ---
{TOPPING HIM) No: 1Ir there's anyone cheap around here,
it's you. (PAUSE) 0Oh, you put on & good sct for & et
while. And I walked into it beautifully., I wasg a e

first-class, prize, A-number-one sucker, It must have M
been very funny, watching me Jurp through the hoop., @ e

[
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FARRELL:

BARNEY:

FARRELL:
BARNEY:

FARRELL:
BARNEY:

KIEFER:

FARRELL:
KIEFER:

CHAPPELL:

2]
I dop't know what you're talking about.
I'11 bet you don't! Robert Farrell, God's gift to the
vomen! Too good to be hearted by one, and when his wife
didn't see it that way, he killed her.
That's & lie!
And when a female reporter got too inquisitive, he had
an ansWwer for that, too. He got her on his side, and
worked on her ;riendship and her feelings till she was
duck soup. He almost got her to drop the whole case.
Almost but nct guite,
You're crazy!
(FURIOUSLY) I've read about your kind before, but this
{g the first time I've seen & sample. You woke up one
day wltn a hendsome face and a personality, and from
thers on it was a sleigh ride. No woman and no human
feeling was tooc good to be offered up on the alter of
your big, breve ego! (PAUSE, THEN WITH QUIET
INTENSITY) There ought to be a speclal place for people
like you. Socme place vhere the sun never gets, and
you Ca&n crawl around in %he gslime.
Come on, Farrell. You're under arrest for the murder
of your vwife, -
I'm admitting nothing, do you understandf Nothing!
Let's go, boy. When “-w-ﬁgeto finished with you,
it's gonna be a long, hard winter.

UP TO CURTAIN)

In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Elipabeth 0ldfield of the Washingten Times-Herald ..
with the final outcome of tonight's BIG STCRY!

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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rEE BIG STORY 6/1/49 -22-

Pell Mell

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(o¥ ASCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S zreaster iength filters the smoke on the way

to your throat.
That's important!
{ON DESCENDING SCALE)

PELL MELL'S greater length filters the smoks on the waey

to your throat.

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

PELL MELL'S grecater 1ength of traditionally fine,
mellow tobeccos filters thé amoke on the way to your
throst. Thus, PELL MELL gives you a smoothness,
mildpness end satisfection no ctheyr clgarette offers
you,

Yes, FPELL MELL's ere good - good to look at - good to
fesl - good to tesie - and good to smoke.

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

longen, finer cigarette in the distingulshed red

package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "putstanding!"

e e et e

And -~ they are mild!

L T oy A

o e A
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CHAPFPELL:

BARNEY:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Now we read you that telegram from Elizebeth 0ldfield

of the Washington Tlmes-Hergld.

Although killer in tonight’s BIG STORY never confsssed,
police found blood-stained murder knife in his cellar.
That, and evidence of burned overcoat, were enough to
convict him of murder in the second degree. He was
sentenced to eighteen years 1o the Maryland State
Penltentiary. My sincere appreclation for tonight's
PELL MELL AWARD. '
Thank you, Miss 0ldfleld ... the makers of PELL MELL
PAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to have named you the
wioner of the PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service
in the field of journalism.

Listen again next week, same time, ssme station, whan
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Richmond, Virginis News Leeder -- by-line Julilan G,

Houseman. A BIG STORY - about a reporter who

e
remembered it's wrong to forget the rights of men.
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

el/1lm
5/18/49 pm

_T-
The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Frockter with
music by Vledimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by Bruce Stauderman, your narretor was Sob
Sioans, and Lzslie Woods played the part of Elizabeth
0ldfisld, In order to protect the names of people
actually involved im tonight's authentic BIG STORY
the names of all cheracters in the dramatizaticon
were chenged with the exception of the reporter,
Miss 0ldfield.
This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #1195

CAST

NARRATOR

BERTHA

MRS, GOODWIN
ELDER WOiAN
JULIAN

MAN

JAMIE

OLD MAN
SECOND

DAVS ON

May II
BALLIS
FIRST

SAGER

AS BROADCAST

BOE SLOANE
PAULINE MEYERS
GREORGIA BURKE -
GEORGIA BURKE
JCOHN SYLVESTER
CANADA LEE

CANADA LEE

JOHN MARRIOIT
JOHN MARRIOQTT
JIM BOLES

JIM BOLES

ZRIC DRESSLER
ERIC DRESSLER
BILL SMITH

BILL SMITH

SCOTT TENNYSON

SCOTT TENNY3ON

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 8th, 1048
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #1158
' ) "PHE BITTEREST MAN QN EARTH"
{ _
10:00 -"10:20 PM JUNE 8, 1949 WEDNESDAY

{Julian C. Housemen - Richard News Leadsr, Ve.)

. CHAPPELL: PEIL MEL}, FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY?
{MUSIC: _ _FANFARE, UNDER: THEH SEGUE IO _R¥AL LOWDOWN FIV

PROMINENT)

{SMALL GROUP OF COUPLES ARE DANCING, THIS IS HARLEM)

VAN Ain't that sweet, baby? Aln't that hot?
BERTHA ; (NOT LISTENING TO HIM OR MUSIC) Yesh --
o MAN: Baby you ain't got your mind on it. Come on, we dancing -~
or vhat?
{(MUsICc: _ _THE_TRUMPET IN A HIGH PASSAGE)
- MAN 1 " Don't thet send you, don't that --
BERTHA : {SUDDENLY) Stop! Datls him! Right dere, sitting dere -

see him -~ (EXCITED) He getting up now. Stop dat man! Stop

That men wented for murder.

him! He killled =my best friend.

Dat him! Get him! S8TCP H

e e e Ty e e e —C—

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here is America - its sound and its fury,

its joy and its sorrow as feithfully reported by the men

o and women of the great American newspapers. {FLAT) Richmond
i Virginia -- the story of & murder, and of a men, convicted
'""fh for that murder who became the bitterest man on earth,
ERS. .|

" (MORE)
-
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CHAPPZELL:

( CONTD)
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_2_
And for his nontribution, not only in wrlting & great
story, but in re-affirming & great truth: that every person
on earth is & huran being and has a right to human dignity
-- %o Reponter Julian C, Houseman of the Richmond, Virginla,

News=Leader for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL Award!
{COMMERCTAL)

T B
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

T HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!
e CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:

- Y R P T A T ST T

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAN #115

OPENING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratchl

Injoy smooth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and mekes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when ycu smoke
PELL MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is
filtered further than that of any other leading
cigarette. Horeover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a longer filter ol
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch.
For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke
further on its way to your throat - filters it
naturally through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos - guards against throat-scratch.
Yes, FELL MELL'S fine tobaccas give you a moothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers

you. Guard against throat-scratehl

' Enjoy smooth smokingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red packagd. PELL MELL FAHOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingi"

And - they are pild!

e m m me e e —————— e
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MRS _
GOOBWIN:
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_THEME; LONELY, LOW DOWN, (SUGGEST BLUES_THROUGHOUT)

ow, the story 2s it actuglly haeppened. Revorter Julilan

Houseman's story es he lived 1t, Richmond, Virglnis -

It began with & letter from a woman in Marlem, at 2581 3t,

Nicholas Avenue, New York; to the postmester &t Brodnax, Iin

"Mechlinburg County , Virginia...

Dear Mr. Dawson, sir: I got to make mysell known to you and
maybe you remember me Danlel Grainls deughter Mamie, now
naps of Goodwin since T married, I hope you will not think
me being forward to write, sir Mr. Dawson, but my son Jamie
Mo yor e Teme e v e e et e b v emiy-Drednas got himself
in trouble, Ke is in Richmondlin the Henrico County Jeail
accuse of murder and sentence to 40 year hard labor., Now

the man did thaf crime is nams of Arthur Tenny and some
swears my Jamie is that Arthur Tenny. Which he 1s not, He Is
my son and never ourdered no one. Now, Mr., Dawson, you know
my family and when I work for your wife 20 yesxr age and then
move from Brodnax to New York and Jamle come wlth me, He
never kill no one -- ut I can't come and prove 1, sc

would you please, sir, get in touch with the Sheriff, Mr,
Raye and tell them that Jamie ain't this Arthur Tenny and
help him get off, (FADING) I will be so grateful, Mr. Dawson
gir, and thank you in advance, your humbla servant, Mamis

Graln (Goodwin.

It began for you, Jullan Houseman, reporter for the
Richmond News-Leader when Postmaster Dawson of Brodnax

happened tc have scme business in Richmond, happened to have
a2 spare half-hour and happened, by sccldent, to walk into
the newapaper office....

;
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Fraprar

DAWSON.
JULIAN:
DAWSON:

JULIAN:

DAWSON:

JULIAN:

DAW3ON:

DAWSON:

JULTAN:

DAWSON:

(MUSIC;

SLOANE:

JULTAN:

f o L

- x - P P e il

e

(8LOW DRAWL. DISINTERESTED) Mr, Houseman?

(YOUTHFUL, ALERT) That's right.

Name's Dawson, postmaster in Brodnex, Got something hers
might be of interest. Glrl outside says you hendle this
kind of thing.

thet is 1t, & crime story?

" Dunno &s it's any kind of story - just a letter I got. Old

woman I used to ¥now 20 odd years ago, up Mechlinburg
County (where Brodnax 1s}. Used to do weshing for my wife,
Well, I'm on & story right now, Mr. Dewson and --

Oh, thass all right. Won't teke your time, etk L QAT
Dewype, Just, why don't I leave the letter and if you think
it's enything, why go shead do what you 1like? If not,

gtess the wvastebaskeb's good a place &s any plece,

Three hours later (after youtve finished vork} you read the
lotter. It moves you stronglf: the women's ﬁlight, hex
dependence on Dawson, the helplessness in every llne. Could
it be &8s she had written? You call Sheriff Jeff Rey, & good
friend, out at Henrico County Prison --

Then there's nothing in 1t, Jeff, sbout his being Goodwin
and not Tenny?

sure. Hed that boy in jail one day, six years ago,. right

after he killed his wife. He escaped that first day. But
T remember him.

e e ey e pmene T e e e s T T s
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B JULIAN: Couldn't you compars his prints?
JEFF: (LAUGHS) Tell you little secrat, Julian. Never did get &
- chance to take his prints. Was going to do that sscond
morning, but, (LAUGHS) darned if he didn't escepe that
night. -- But vwe got him now. Hed s fair trial, got
convicted and {LAUGHS) That's that. (SUDDEN THOUGHT) Julian,
'he gin't pulling the weel over your eyss now is he, wlth thet
on story of being somcone else? (PAUSE) Hollo, Jullen, you
hecar me?
o JULIAN:  Yeah, I hear you, Jeff. HNo, he isn't., Well, sc long.
JANIE: {(BITTER..1LOW VOIJED) Thass right, Mr. Housemah, my name's
Jamie Geoodwin. But whut's the difference? Ain't nobody
gone believe me. Aln't nobody cere.
it JULIAN: Well,what proof do you have? .
JAMIE: Proof? Whet's dete proof? I say who I em. I got papers

from the Merchant Mirine.....Jury say "Dats Arthur Tenny.

40 years hard lavor" - dat's yo proof.
JULTAN:  And you're not Arthurn Tenny, you're Jemle Goodwin?
e JAMIE: Mister, g0 won &way. Who cares ef & backwoods boy like me

- live or dis? Go won &way - leave me De.
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‘MUSIC: _ _ UP AND THEN UNDER:}

SLOANE: For a moment you think "Oh, what 1s the difference?
And then you stop, He's & man, isn't he? A humen belng,
with the same hopes and desires and fears as you, or &nyins
else - and you think: Suppose I spend & 1little time on
this, find ouvt. {PAUSE) You start with Berthe Jervis, the
girt vho identified him..

BERTHA : I was up New York visiting friends, Ve went dancing and

that's where I saw him -- Tenny.

JULIAN: Youlre sure it was Tenny?

BERTHA ; (BITTER)} Sure, I'm sure,

JULIAN: How'd you lnow?

BERTHA : His wife was my girl friend, I grew up with her, My best

friend. He promise to "love, honor n cherish” her. Stead he
killed her. She was a good girl, Marie. He'ls bad. How I
know? Marie's dead, thess how I know!
(MUSIC: _ _ HITS_LIGHTLY AND OU

JULIAN: Youlrs Marie'!s mother?

ELDERWOMAN: Who you?

JULIAN: Itm a reporter. Tenny was your son-in-law?

EILDER: I geot nothing to say Thout him, tcept they shouldof
1lectrocuted him; not gie him 40 yearvs, . -

JULIAN: You identified him at the trial?

¢t i = e " I —— o, Ll W
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. ELDER:

JULTAN:

ELDER:

JULIAN:

ELDER:

OLD MAN:
JULIAN:

OLD MAN:
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(BITTER) Shove, saying his name is Goedwin. (MOCKING) "I
eintt Tenny, I'm Goodwin", (VIOLENT) Liar! Xnow what a
lizr that boy was? Come here -- look --
Vhet's that?
Bible. Look & here. Wrote on the inside; (BITTER) "To ny
darling sweethearbm.ﬂg‘:zlve 1t to her, maiimesbes, (BREAKING)
the seme day he done it, K1llt her. That how bad he was.
“eyrecrepinerndumr s T !
Yau sure there coulin't be any mistake?
T swore in the courtroom and IT1l put my hend on this
Book now. God's my witness that bdoy in jail kill my
daughter, God's my witness.
You wender about him now, Jamie Goodwin (or Arthur Tenny}
you wonder - but you go on, Other witnesses say ths
same. And then, after searching & week, you find the
Tenny family -- & woman sick in bed ( who can't talilk) and
an old“Beteman who listens to your misslon and shekes his
head...
Hels my son, don't want tellk about him.

s
But you weren't &t the trialﬁﬁﬂ%féenny? You diéntt see him,
Whut I want to see? Boy disgrece his family? Mlsater,

sirce he done thet - six year ego - his mams nore me

¢g;[Lbeen out this house. Live in disgrace thass all, Don't want

to talk about him,

Bui this men mev not be your sonl.

Kitled his wife, thet's all I know,

But maybe he dldn't do it, I don't sey your son didn't

k111 his wife. I say meybe this men isn't your son.
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- OLD MAN:

e TULIAN:

OID MAMN:

JAMTIE:
JULTAN:
JAMIE:

ey JULTAN .

what you want me to do?

Come down to the jall - see him - you may be eble to sel
an innocent man free., You wouldn’t want en innocent man
to pay for your son's crime. Would you?

(SLOWLY)} Enough trouble In the world without some poor

boy pay for sometning my son done. I'tl go.

You know this man, Jamie?

No, sir, never seen him before in mah life,

Wall, Mr, Tenny?

(SYRPRISED) Mr. Tenny?

This is' Arthur Tenny's father. (PAUSE) Well --?

(SLOWLY) Look 1like him, Talk like him, Even stend like
Arthur. Look ernough to be him -- or else'n his twin,
(PAUSE)} But he ain‘t my son. He somebody else,

T Coretf
{WEWSIE) Reed sbout it, Man sentenced in Henrico;eaif’ror
Murder as Arthur Tenny says that's not his name., Read
sbout 1it? (FADE)

(OVER FADE} You set down the facts as you got them - the
assertions and the denials - and next morning you get &

call: the Cormonwealth's Attorney, George Ballis, the men

_who trisd the cese tells you to come in..t8lls you you

OID MAN:
(MUSIC: . _
. WTCE:
- SLOANE:
e BALLIS:
~ JULIAN:
T BALLIS:
s _{"
s

better come In..
(EVEN TEMPERED, BUT SURE OF HIMSELF) (IRONIC) That's & great
story you wrote, great public service,

whatls the matter, Mr. Ballls?

Llin 2 Dt =TT T VT T el Y, YO think I Ary
ﬁ;g{ﬁ %E;’* s
cases and send men to prison for 40 year " <q¢w’i

PETIIRY) I on 't (Embrirrieleowethtrn T T ST

e
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BIG STORY, 6/8/4% -10- REVISED
o JULTAN: But I wrotec that --
BALLIS: Suppose you lilstcn, Houseman and I talk. Eight wltnesses
and & sheriff of this county identified this man as Tenny.
- One witness, the men's father (and of course the man
himself) sey he's not Tenny. Aask yourself this: does
the Tenny family stand to gain by lying? Does Tenny stend
to gain by sticking to his story that hé‘s Goodwin? Of
course.
JULIA&N: But I sav them together - Tenny's fether and --
BALLIS: I ssw Berthe Jervis and the murdered girl's mother and
81l the rest. Suprpose you wera accused of belng someone
you'rs not. Could you prove who you were? Would it be so
difficult?
JULIAN: What about the pepers from the merchant morinc?
BALLIS: Look, I walk into a shipping office in New York end say
my name is Goodwin. Do they ask for oroof? No. They

issue me papers in the nam< of CQoodwin. Does that make me

Goodwin? No.

el
6/8/49 pm
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TULTANM: 1 see £ll that, but -- |

-ALLIS: (INTERRUPTS) There are ng buts, no 1fe or ands or buts, A~
DaldeipteometineeHunromer, Thet boy ralsed the noise

thot he ves Goodwin in coupt, Ve proved who he was. If hs

hadn't reised thet doubt that he wes someono else -- he'd
hove been sentenced to death, not 40 years, Instoad of en
. innocent men being unjustly jolled - I toll you a gullty

men has gottsn off easy.

JULIAN: You think thoat?
BALLIS: T know i%t. Now why don't you go on back to your piper
- and write the second part of that story -- thot Tenny is

Tenny, (SMILING) no ifs, onds or buts.

JULTIAN: No, I contt do that, Mr, Ballls --1 can't becouse --
Tt g g SRR, ~ - 0.0 after 2ll
youlve said and all the other witnesses have sgld =-- 1

think I'm right. I think I can prove that Jomie Goodwin

iz not the murdersr.

{COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGR:.M #1185

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
CHAPPELL: guard agoinst throat-scratchi

5

Reie HARRICE: Enjoy smoeth smokingd

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greatcr length of traditionally fine tobsaccos
- travels the smoke further....
HARRICE:  Filters the smoke and makes 1t pild.
CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always chead vhen you snoke PELL MELL.
e it the first puff PELL MELL snoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette, Horeovcr; after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15; or l?; PELL MELL still gives you a
} longer filter of fine toboccos - to guard against throat-

scratch.

HARRICE: For PELL MELL'S greator length travels the smoko further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL!S traditionally fine, mollow tobaccos - guards
against thront- scratch.
CHAPPELL: Yos, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & snoothnoss,

- mildness and satisfaction no other cigarctte offers you.

guard against throat-seratchl

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth scokingl

CH,\.PPELL: Ask for the loneer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - routstandinsl’

— HARRICE" And - they are mildl
s

—n—ﬂ..*’
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HLRRICE: This is Cy Herrice roturning you to your narrator and THE
BIG STORY of Julicen Houseman, os ho lived It and wroto 1t --
SLOANE: The facts seen ell agelnst you, Julian Houvsemcn, roporter
for the Richmond Hews-Loander; wlitnosses sweay that the
man who says he's Jemle Goodwin is resally Arthur Tonny,

. rnurderer. The sheriff says so, Cormonveathls Attorney
Ballis insists so, znd 21l you have to go on ls the word of
the wan himself, the murderer's father cnd your own
stubborn belief. {PAUSE) You go back to Henricoc County
Jail, to the innocent men (or the murderer} ond talk..,

TLIAN: Jamie, I need to \mow more, I've got to know more ebout
you, You've got to tzlk to me,

JAMIE: (3TILL BITTER AND LOW) What for, Mr, Housoman?

JULIAN: Dontt sit there like that. 5o we can free you. Don't you
wvant to get out of prison?

JAMIE: Donlt T want to get owt? (ANSWER} Don't I went to broathe?
Look%, mister, you been good, real good taking time - but
nobody cares what hapoens to me, That old men says 1
wasn't his son. Anybody listen-to him? Sheriff llstent
Mr. Bellis, he listen? Nah - what's the good?

e JULTAN I tell you if wo can get proof, you can be free,

- JAMIE: New - they put me awey. (they'treat me good in hére, I

o ain't complaining, food's good and all like that) - but

e they put me ‘*way, ain't gonna bother taling me out,

TLIAN: I tell you you're wrong, Bellis is an honest men,

RTXO1 00B2225
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v JAMIE: T ain't scy ke's not honest, I say -- (STOPS) --
Y (PLEADING NOW) Mister, lcok - I want to git out, git
in the sun, go on & ship maybe, sge & girl, git marrled,
have kids -- shore I want that, But I ain't gonna let you
conie FN hcre, stir up my hopes, maybo glt me to think
i that's what I gonnc have, I ain't gonna let you do that,
I'm gonna rot in here and aln't nothing you nor notody
in the whols world can io tthelp mo, (BREAKING ALMOST)
Dat's why I sey leave we £lone, Pleaso, ItU1 begging you-
_ leave e alone, Don't raise nme up, then dash mo down more
— harder then before.

(PAUSE)

- JULIAN: Yourt!ro wrong, Jemle, how can I make you belleve jou're
wrong? (PAUSE) Jamie, I'm going to write a story shout
what you just told me. Meybc somebody'll read it eni coue
forawerd and say vhe you really sre. What else should I
say 1in that story?

“o JAMIE!: I'told you all I'n gonh& say.
JULTAN: You paked whe cares? I cere Jamle and I think others will

care whenh they hear your story.

JAMIE: Do you? For true? Honost?
= - TLIAN: For true, Janls.
e MIE: All right, say dis: Jamie Goodwin's got & ! narie,

i Jamie Goedwin rob & car, stole money,; x, But
he didn't kill no woman, Didn't kill no wifc, Never wes

werried, say dat, say of he got merried treat his woman -

- right, That ain't gonne halp maybe, but dat de truth,
Ty
m_,‘éf_JULIAN: Anything else?

et i e ader E AT T 2 T E Sy iR o i 2 T e 1
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Yeah, Mr, Houseman, Say Jamie Goodwin worked lots of
places: Brodnax, Detroii, Baltimore, Boston. Must be scue
folks know him, HMust be one man somewhars stop what he

dolng, take a day out, come down here prove I ain't ne

murderer. FProve I just plain Jamle Goodwin.

Read your story, mister, thought Maybe I knew that man you
wrote about, Two years ego lent him $75 dollars. He reild
me btack too, Here'!s the note he signed., See -- Janie
Goodwin., Meybs you can use that,
I just come from the jail, Mr, Houseman, vherée I saw thet
man., The man they say!s Arthur Tenny. Funny, I remember
vhen I talked to Tenny (imew him years ago) used to have
to look up to that man., Tall., Dis one I 3idn't have to
look up te., MNow he must of growed shortar, cause I didn't
grown no taller. {PAUSE} Less, of course, like I thinlk: he
ain't Arthur Tenny, but someone else.

(DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS)
(STRONG, BELIGERENT MAN} You Houseman?
That's pight.
My name is C.B, Sager, planter up Brodnax way. Hadl an
article in the paper resad it: spoke to the nostmaster in
our town bout this Goolwin-Tenny feller - says come see you,
sc hers I am,

Wht do you think about it?

P
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SAGER: Thinking's something I don't go in for much: theories.
But tell you what I believe in. Believe in facts. I
lived in Brodnax 211 my life, know ehergone. Man
worked for me, name of Goodwiln, years back. Majbe

- that's the boy you got in Jail here. Ef it is, I'11

N prove it: I'll a&x that boy six questions bout Brodnax.

He answers them he's Googwin. He don't - let him stay

in jail (GRUFF) Now I ain’t got all day, let's go.

— (8IX MEN MOVE INTO AN AREA, FOQOTSTEPS. STOP.

ON ORDER)
- JULTAN: Stand still, you men.
SAGER: What's d1s? What you got 21l those men here for?
o JULIAN: Can you pick out =-- eone you ever savw before, Mr. Sager?
. SAGER: (LAUGHS) Testing me - well, I'll be. S3hore. There

he is. You, you're Goodwin, right?

= JAMIE: Yasshuh.
i SAGER! {CHUCKLING) Testing me.
o JULIAN: A1l rignt, the rest of you men can go.
(MEN GET OFF QUICKLY)
JULIAN: Jamie, this man has come —=
- SAGER: (INTERRUPTS} Lemme do the talking, son. (JULIAN: Okey.)
— (GRUFF) Look at me, Jamle, whe am I?
e JAMIE: I remember you, sir, but, I -- {THEN) You Mr. Sager.
R JAGER: That's right. Where am I from?
- -AMIE: (OBVIOUSLY) Why Brodnex, sir.
::f; SAGER: (STILL SHARP) When you last seo me? |
ie JAMIE: {PUZZIED) Uh -- lemme Bee I ~- seven ysar ago; sip --
e R last July.
orireTy
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SAGER: Why do you say July?

JAMIE: _Cause you - {LAUGHS) you fired me July the lst and then
you hired me back July the 4th., Says 3oﬁ ves being
petriotic hiring me back.

SAGQER: Never mind, never mind. What's my brother-in-lav's
o _ nams?
_; JAMIE: Your brother-in -- why theat's the doctor. Dr. Payne.
SAGER ¢ What he tell you last time he saw you?
JAMIE: He says - T think it was the last time - he says --

"Don't you go walking on no more rocfs, cause next
time you fall off, you might not be lucky &nd Just
break one leg.'
SAGER: (PLEASANT FOR THE FIRST PIME) That's him. That's Jamile
Tanm- Goodwin., No theories. Pacta. I'll swsar -- heck,
I don't need to svwear, Jamie, when they let you out,
you come on back to Brodnax, I got & good job walting.
SLOANE: But 1t not so simple. There are eight witnesses and a
- . sheriff to shake; there is a decision of a judge and jury.
to reverse - and there 1s Attorney Ballls, the
Commonwerlth Attorney. You bring the new information to
him. He looks it over, listens, then says --
BALLIS: I take back some of what I said, Houseman. Your story
was not Iirresponsible.
: JULIAN: Thank you.
— BALLIS: I s&id I take back some of what I said. There is still
EF the testimony of eight witn--=---=--
JULIAN: (CUTS) I know. .

Y ey p—
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T BALLIS: But you think, nevertheless, thils information warrants

a nevw trisl?

JULIAN: Yes, Mr. Ballis, ¥ do. What de you think?
BALLIS: Houseman, I want you to khow I'll fight you - I mean
e - you and Tenny for Goodwin) and his attorpey, fight

you with all I've got, ¥You know, I'm s funny duck, onhe
of those throw-backs to another pericd when people had
a sense of duty &nd & sense of honesty. If you win
this case, you'll knovw youlve been in & fight. You'll

get & new trisl.

- (MusIC:_ _ _. _QUICK BRIEGE TO:)
{GAVEL RAPS)
o DERTHA : As the lord's my witness, Judge, that man sitting .

right over there was married to my girlfrliend Marle.
That man is Arthur Tenny.
21 DERWOMAN: I swear he killied my dsughter. That Tenny, I swear

ne don't deserve to llve.

i {(MUSICL _. .. _ SAME)
OLD MAN: Yes, sir, mister Lawyer, I respects what that pore old
) woman said - 'bout Marie - and I ain't forgetting

. Marie was meh daughter-in-law -- but that man sitting

o e there ain't mah son. He look like him all right, but
— he ain't my boy.
o (MUSTIG: _ _ _ _SAME)_

= SAGER: My name's Sager, and I say any men answer my six
'ng: | questions, the way that boy done - I knovw he's who I

say he 1s. He's Jsmie Goodwin.

b s e s L ——— —,
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. JUDGE: Case dismissed.
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MES.GOODWIN: I'm the bey's mother, sir, yes sir and no matter what

I say, I know, few people ain't gonna think I ein't

sticking up for my son. I is., But I say this:

how

come that pore woman on the stand {whose deughter got

killed) don't know me? How come the man yho say he's

Arthur Tenny's father never seen me before? If

the mother of this msn, then they my kinfolks.

I is

How

come my kinfolks don't know me? (PAUSE) Reascn 1s -

he's Jemie Goodwin. Thass why.

e T T —

testified in many trials in professional capaclity

including the Lindbergh case. I have examined e

sheet of paper torn from & Bible on which Arthur Tenny

wrote o few words. I have also exemined a note,

admittedly signed by Jemie Goodwin. In my honest and

positive opinion, the possibility of Tenny writing

1ike Goodavin {or Goodwin writing like Tenny} is so

highly unlikely that it becomes almost & practical

_cﬁrtainty that they are very different people. (PATSE)

Jg”’dﬁiEhat's Goodvin, Your Honor, not Tenny.
(wstes_ _ vz anp oup) (gared )
JUDGE: Jamle Goodwin.
JAMIE: Yes, sir. Your Honor.

JAMIE: (NOT UNDERSTANDING ‘QUITE) S1ir?

JULIAN: (LITTLE OFF) You're free, Jamie, you're free!

RTXO1
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JAMIE:
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{SMILING BROADLY) Plesse, Mr. Houseman, & littlc respect
for the dignity of this court. (THEN) Jamle Goodwin,

you ARE free.

I don't know what te say, Mr. Houseman.

You don't have to say anything, Jamie.

T gotta somehow - I got to thank you. You seeg, I
leerned that pesple does care; peopls like you and the
postmaster from Brodnax and Mr. Sager -- yes, and Mr.
Ballis too, them folks on the other side, they care too.
What's true counts with folks, don't it?

That's right. _

And, see, Mr. Houseman, something else too - I mean -

T learned - ef you believe in something, don't put

yo heed down and say "Nah, dat can't be". Put yo face
up and fight for what yo believe. BEf you do that
people cares, cause they see you cares. That's what
dis show, now, ain't 1t, Mr. Houseman?

That's what it shows, Jamle. That's just what 1t shows.

In just & moment we will read you & telegram from
Julien ¢C. Houseman of the Richmond Virglnla News-Leadsr
with the final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY!

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

P e
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL :

HABRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGR.AM #115

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
Guard a2zoinst thront-scratechl
Enjoy spooth snokingl

PELL MELL'S grexter longth of traditionelly flne

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smokc and mokes it niladl

Puff by puff you'rc always ahcad when you sncke PELL
MBLL. At the first puff PELL MELL snoka is filtered
furthcr thon th~rt of any other lcsding cligarotte.
Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, or 15y or 17; PELL MELL
still gives ycu a lonzer filter of traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos - to guard apainst throat-scratch.

Ye¢s, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a srioothness,

e e

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

Guard against throat-secratchl

Enjoy smooth smoking}

fsk for the lonser, finer cigarette in the aistinguished
red package, PELD MELL FaMOUS CIGARETTES =

voutstending "

And - they gare nitdt
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HAUSEMAN

CHAPFELL:

ARRICE:
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Now we read you that telegram frow Julisn C, Hauseman
of the Richmond, Vi;g;g%&: News -Leader.

Day after trial Goodwinp yisited phe paper and said, "I
just wanted to cowe to the people whe got me out of
this jam...I needed assistance and it's the News-Leader
that I owe my freedowm"., Authorities are stlll
searching for the actual murderer in tonleght!s story.
Thanks a lot for tonlght's Pell Mell Award,

Thank you, Mr, Hausewan,,.the makers of FELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud tm you the

Uinnor--ef—iote® CELL. MELL $500 Award for notable service
in the fleld of journaliswm.

Listen again next wesk, same time, same station, vhen
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIC
SPORY - & BIG STORY from the front pages of the Colucbus
Ohio Dispatch -~ by-line, Bi1l Foley. A BIG 3TORY -
about a phantom Killer and a reporter who didn't belleve

in ehosts,

=
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The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter
with music by Vladimir Belinsky. Tonight's program
was wrltten by Arncld Perl, and your narrator was
Bob Sloane. John Sylvester p}ayed the part of Julian
¢, Hauseman. And Qanada lee played Jamle. 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, Hauseman,

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
FELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS MBC ~ THFE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY .
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MRS, BURNS
MR3, PHIL
MRS, MORRIS
BILL FOLEY
FRED
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #116

AS BROADCAST
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WNBG & NET THE BIG STORY #116
10:00 =~ 10:30 PM JUNE 15, 194 WEDJNESDAY
CHAPPELL:  PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES present..THE RIG STORY!
{MUSIC:  _ _FANFARE)

(DOCR CLOSE, WE HEAR STEPS COMING UP)
BURNS: Yes, sir? What can I do for you?
FRED: (MARD AND QUIET) Oven the cash register,,
BURNS Mister, look, I..the cesh reglster doesn’t work} (A PAUSE)
I..you've got to belleve me, Here..ITll show you..
(RING OF CASH REGISTER, BUT DRAWER DOESN'T OPEN)
BURNS: (DESPERATELY) See? The drewer doaesn't open,,.Mister, den't
look at me like thet! I'm trying to show you, it deoesnit
work,,.,!
(RING REGISTER AGAIN, AND AGAIN}
© BURNS: (FIGHTING FOR LIFE) T canlt open 1it, Honest, I just
showed you, I can't open it. I..(CUTS) No, Mister] Please,
den't! No!l
(SHOT)
(MUSIC: _ __ HIT AND UNDER]
CHAPPELL: The Big Story! Here is America..its sound and its fury..

its joy and its sorrow,..as falthfully reported by the men
and women of the great Amsrlcan newspapers. (PAUSE, COLD
AND FLAT) Coclumbus, Chic, From the pages of the.Dispatch,
the authentic.sﬁcry of a reporter who took & long shot.,
and hit & Phantom, Tonight, to Bill Foley of the Columbus
Dispatch for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL Aword!

{ COMMERCIAL)

I S L R e L
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
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THE BIC STORY
PROGRAM #116

OPENING COMMERCIAL
Guard against threat-seratehl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PZLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaceos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Puff by puff you're alvays ahead when you smoke
PELL MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is
filtered further than that of any other leading
clgarette., Moreover, after § Pufis, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL MELL stil] gives you a longer filter of
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch,
For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke
further on its way to your throat - filters it
naturally through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos - guards against throate-seratch,
Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a gmoothness,
mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers
you, Guard against throat-secratch!

Enjoy smogth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer clgarette in the

PELL MELL FAMOUS

distinguished red backage,

CIGARETTES - “Qutstandingl®
And - they are miig!
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ST CHAPPELL: Now, the story es it actuslly happensed, ,Bill Foley's

story es he lived #t,.Columbus, Ohlo,

{MUBIC: UP_AND UNDER)

NARRATOR: You are six feet tall, and pushing two nundred pounds,

o bip, red-headed Irlshman, es Irish as they come, Your
s neme is Bill Foley, and youlre a police reporter far the
o Columbus Dispetch, It's & living, and it's mostly routine.
But so Is the pay check you bring home to your wife and
. small son each week..,wonderful, wonderful routine, And
sc you go along, year after year, never dreaming that the
e s magic wand will some day touch you, thnt some day o Big
— - Story will come olong, and under it the 6y11ne: B1ll Foley.
e Then, suddenly, it is March, this rawv, gusty, windy Ohloe
March. It is this March evening, and in a Columbus hotel,

s mon end women ars just finishing dinner..

. (MUSIC; SNEAK B.G. HOTEL_ORCHESTRA_OFF, OR_PERHAPS SMALL_SIRING _

= e e =R R A g e

T FRED: Muriel, you look lovely tonight, lovely, charming.
MURIEL: Thank you, Fred. You ARE sweet,
S FRED: Not sweet enough, Not thoughtful enough, Not where you'rse

concerned, my dear. But then, I'm & tired business mén,

[

you might say. And it's been & strain, gquite & straln...

s MURIEL: Fred, why don't you get out of 1it?
T FRED! Quit the business?
o MURIEL: Yes! Yes! Ch, Fred, 1t’s no good} It's mede B nervous

wreclk out of youl Look at your hands, .theylre trembling.

s o Youlre on edge..on edge all the time! Don't you see,

At A SRR

—— darling? What youlre dolng is See—mdmsy . too 8spsculative.
“ L :EZ- : :-:'é-"
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FRED:

MURIEL:

FRED:

MURIEL:

FRED:

MURIEL:

FRED:

MURIEL:
FRED:

'
il -

Youlve got to take chances to make money.

But Fred, youlve teken too mony chances, Some day youtll
go too fer. You'!ll make a mistake and lose everything.
Now, den't worry, my dear, I know when to stop. I'm too
smart to over-extend myself, A1l I need is one big killing
...and then we con get morried, One big killing..cnd then
I'11 quit.  And moybe T'11 make it..tonight,

Tonight?

Yes, Itve just found o new prospect. A man with & big
store over om Oak Streot, He solls o lot of merchandise,
does & blg business.

Fred, you're sure...?

Positive. I know he!ll bs in tonight, ond I knovw he'll be
willing to tall to me. I've investigeted the business
carefully, and it's A-1l, Now, you go out and stert the

cer, my dear. I!'ll pay the check!

{CAR MOTOR UNDER)
See that big store over there, Murlel?
You mean..the Burns Supermorket?
Yes. Thet's the prospect I was telling you aboubt, my door,
Man named John Burns runs 1t, Itt's the first time I've
ever called on him,.
I wish you luck, darling.
Thenk you, Now, if you!ll pull up to the curb here and

wait,.I won't be & minutel

{CAR BEGINS TO SLOW AND INTC)
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BURNS (HEARTY) There you are, Mrs., Pniillps. Theretls your
bundles, And be careful of those oggs.
MR& PHIL: Thank you, Mr. Burns,
BURNS; And here's a cookle for your little girl, Like a chocolote
cookie, Sheilat
SHEITA: Ch, yes!
BURNS: (LAUGHS) I thought you would! -
T MRS PHIP: Say thank you, derling. (A PAUSE) Sheila, darling, et
got your tongue? Mr. Burhs gave you & coolde..
SHEILA: Thank you, Mr. Burns,
BURNS: That!s all right, honey, You come in agoln with your
mother, end I'll give ¥ou another onse..
e SHEILA: A1l right, Mr. Burns._‘
| MRS FHIL: Poor7§:§ér}$he's ;:éfzzéred. It's pretty late, I wes lucky
to find you open..
BURN3: Well, it's a Fev minutes past closing time, All my clarks
heve gone home, And IL'd better get home myself, My son,
- Tommy, ls probably wondering what heppened to me and.,
{DOOR SLAM OFF)
MRS PHIL: Locks as though you've got enother gustomer. I..(CUTS,
THEN SUDDEMLY, SCARED) Mr. Burns! Mr. Burns, hets

got & gun. He.,

. FRED: ~ (COMING IN, QUICK) All right. This is & holdup., Do what
.f; I say, end do 1t fast..

- MRS PHIL: (oermamsy— U4 ~-= !

. FRED: (JITTERY) You! Keep quiet! Keep quiet, do you heer?

F
Be*e&m—&g&i&—%&ke—%hsﬁThand 1111 blow your head off, _

. SHETLA: Don't you dare talk that way to my Mommy! Don't you dare..

e - et - ——
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FRED:

BUENS:

FRED:

BURNS:

FRED:

BURNS:

BURNS:

BURNS:

b

And get that bret out of the way! Qulck! Get her out of
ths way. Now, you..Burns! Open that cash register...!
Mister, lcok...

Open 1t! Open it! Now! Quick, you fool, before I blest
your face off.

But I,.I was trylng to tell you.,the cash reglster won't
work, It jusg broke down and...

Don't lle to me. Open that cash reglster.

(DESPERATE} But I told you, Mister, 1% won'!t work,.lo0K..

(RING OF CASH REGISTER, BUT NO DRAWER OPENS)
The drawer won'!t open! See?..I'm trying to show you!
(REGTISTER RING AGAIN, AND AGAIN)
Mister! NOI!
{SHOT. GROAN)
~(BODY-HER)
(RUNWING FOOTSTEPS CFF)

{DOOR=GPERS=ANESTAMS—SHYE)

MRE—RETE—— M —Burast—in,—Surnsi—{A SCREAM)

e e e —

NARRATOR:

f Lo&??ﬁE'Mr Burns face! Itls covered -wibth-bivodh

.’l

THle-etl oovered—with-Blood) Mommy! (THE CHILD STARTS TO

Mommy

CRY, WEEPS HYSTERICALLY INTO)
You, Bill Foley of the Columbus Dispeteh, are &t your post
at Police Heasdquerters when 1t happens. And you get down
to Burns Supermarket in nothing flat, arriving just as
they're taking the owner to a hospital in & dying ..
condition. You, and everyone else, knovw it's the holdup
man they call The Phantom.

* {(MORE)

ATKO1 00k2242
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KARRATOR:
(CONTD)

WALSH:
FOLEY:

WALSH:
FOLEY:
WALDSH

L]
FOLEY:
WALSH:

FOLEY:

WALSH:
FOLEY:

WALSH:

FOLEY:

WALSH:

7~

For weeks hels terrorized Columbus, striking twelve
straight times, and venishing without a trace, Twelve
stralght times, and now Detective Lieutenant Walsh tells
you..

This job makes Number Thirteen, Foley.

They say it!s an unlucky number, Lisutenant.

{GRIMLY) It'il be unlucky for the Phantom vhen we finally
neil him. This time it's different. It isn't just robbery..
itt's homicide, Burns hesn't get a chance.

And the girl wes weiting for the Phantom at the curb, in
& black sedan, eh? As usual,.

Yeah, As ususl,

Anybody in the market here when it happened?

A Mps. Phillips snd her little girl, Walve got ‘em in

the back room now. But we can't get any description cut
of the woman, She's 211 broken-up, hysterical..doesn's
remember a thing about the Phantom.

What about her daughter?

Hey doughterls just a kid. We tried to get something

out of her, but we couldn't get %o first base.

Mind if I %ry, Lieutenant?

You?

Why not? ITve got & little voy of my own at home. And they
tell me I've got & way with kida. I don't know if it's
true, but why not let me try? What éan you lose?

(A BEAT)okay, Foley, I get the mother out of there. Then you
can talk to the kid alone! .
UP_AND_OUT)

e e rmam s A e e 3R e R o ™
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FOLEY:
SHEILA:
FOLEY:
SHEILA:
FOLEY:

SHEILA:

FOLEY:

SHETILA:

FOLEY:

SHEILA:®

FOLEY:

SHEILA:

FOLEY:

SHEILA:

Hello, Sheile.

(DULL) Hello. :

My name's Mr. Foley.

(DULL) Mr. Foley.

That'!s right. But youlre a pretiy big girl, Sheile, you're
pretty grown up, and I guess you cén call me, .BLLL,

A1l right, Bill, i

How old are you, honey? (A PAUSE) How ¢ld are you, gheile,
(A PAUSE) Oh. Cet got your tongue.

(DUILY) That's just vhat my Mommy sald, before that awful
man came in, That's what she saild when Mr. Burne gave me
the chocolate cookie, and I dlan't say thank you, Then
that awful men cerme in...

Gh. Yes, I think I lmow him, Sheile. {4 BEAT) He had red
hair, just like umine.

No. Bade—vos—ancihorauful-wRa, His hair was black, and

it was curly, and he had a black mustache, too..

A great blg mustache, I'll ?et..

No. It wasn't. It was & little one.

Then he must have been & little man- to heve such a

1ittle mustache, honhey. )

But he wasn't, He was & blg man, & vig, big men, like you,
but he had & little mustache, And he-waan't nice like jyou.
He was an awful man, He dldn!t like Mi. Burns or ny Mommy
or me, and he ghouted at us. And he had a gun and 1t made
a big noise like a firecrvacker, and My, Burns fall on the
floor, and there was blood all over hils face.-The blooq wes
all over his face, &nd Mommy stapted to ocry, and I guess I

aropped my chocolate cookle, and. .(DULLY) I guess that'!s
all!l

-~ . . wan L m e W aen TeEe Bkt nnl JE——— L
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(MusIC:

NARRATOR:

MRS BURN3:

FOLEY:
MRS BURNS:
FOLEY:
MRS BURNS3:

FOLEY:

MRS BURNS:
FOLEY :

MRS BURN3:

TOMMY:

Ttis scmething. Itfs the first legitimate deacription

of the Phantom. You pass it on to Lieutenant Walsh, and

then go to the Burns home cn Hilltonia Avenue, It's the

reporfterts Jjob youtve alweys hated,,.story and plcturss

from the femily of & dying man. And you meet Mrs. Burns,

just a few minutes after sho arrives home, . .

(AGITATED) Mr. Foley, I didn't kmow, I didn't know. I'd

just come in and put my son Tommy to bed when you,.(BREAXS)

How. .how i1s my husband?

(GENTLY) It's hard to say yet, Mrs. Burns. They wven't know

for a little while. He's at Grant Hospital...

Itve got to get & cab, I've got to go down to the hospital

right awy...

Sure, sure, 1 know, Do you drive & c&r, Mrs, Burns?

Yes! Yes, I do.

Here sre the keys to my car, Itfs cut in frent. Go aheed,.

take 1t.

But Tommy...M7y SOh...he’ll be here all alone..

Don't worry., Ifil stey with him till you come back, You

just go ahead,.

Thank you, Mr. Foley. (FADING A LITTLE) Ch, thank you.
(DODR CLOSE OFF) .

(A PAUSE)

(OFF, MUFFLED) Dad}! Dad, is that you?

(A PAUSE)

Dad!

(DOOR OPBNS)

ATXKG1 Q0B2245




TOMMY :
FOLEY:
TOMMY :
FOLEY:
s TOMMY »
o FOLEY:
T OMMY ¢
FOLEY:

TOMMY :
S FOLEY:

TOMMY :

FOLEY«

TOMMY &

NARRATOR:

e

..10-.
Dagd, I.,{CUTS) Oh.
Hello, Tomny.
Who are you?
My name's Bill.
What are you doing In our house?
WYell, you see, your mother had to go out for & lLittle -
while, end she asked me to stay..
You dontt have to, I can talke care of myself.
Sure, Sure, you can, Tommy, You're big enough, I can see¢
that, Oh..1s that your baseball glove on the chair?
Yeah, Tt's minc.
S0 you pley baseball, eh?
Surc. What do you think? I'm going to play center field

AL CL S

for the Hiliheris - liaswxs vhen the soason opens.
Center fleld? That'!s where Joo DiMaggio plays.
Yeah. And I'm gonne be & big leaguer just like him vwhen
I grow up. My Daed's gonna buy me & new tat, & Loulisville
slugger, {(FADING) and I'm gonna practice hitting over
in the vacent lot...
You listen, and the kid rattles on about beseball, never
knowing thet his father is dying in Grant Hospitel. He
can't be more than cight or nine, Jjust tho age vhen e kid
needs a father, just the age when thoy begin to
undorstand each other, when they bocome pals. You know,
youlve got a boy of youf own, &nd as Tommy talks, you

liston, and 1t tears the heart out of you...

ATKC1 QRB22456
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TOMMY ....(PADING IN) Some Sunday this swmmer, my Dad's going
- . to take me up to Cleveland to seo the Indians, Dildy
ever sez the Indians pley, Bill®?
FOLEY: Surc, Tommy., Lots of timos,.
TOMMY : I saw them vlay the Yankeos last year. It was o swoll
game, too, Bobby Feller was pitching and..
- " (DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES)
FOEf4——  Oh, Mps ., Burps—HeWe. .. 7
TOMMY ; Hello, Mom, Where!s Dadt Didn't he come home with you?
MRS BURKES: (SOBBING) Tommy, -2es,.Ded's..(BREAKS) Oh, Tomny, 238y,
cerling, deridmal Dad's,.nevor coming home againr;

{MUSIC: _ _ UP_TO CURTAIN)
~CHAPFEEFT——We-will—bo—back da—just-g-momert—with-vorightts—BFe-SFeRY-—

oo (¥IDDLE COMMERCIAL)

AR s - rema -
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CHAPPELL:

. HARRICE:

P

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

R P B S E

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAMN #116

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
Guard agalnst throat-scratchl

Injoy smooth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke furtherese,

Filters the smoke and makes it mild. .
Puff by puff youl're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still

- glves you a longer fllter of fine tobaccos - to guard

against throat-seratch,
For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further
on its way to your throat ~ filters it naturally through
PELL MELL!'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,

mildness and satisfa¢tion no otheér cigarette offers you.
Guard against throat-scratchi

Enjoy gmogth smokingl

isk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package, PELL MELL FAHOUS CIGARETTES - "Qubst dingi"
And - they are mildl

| e T T T T T e b e s et e T
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HARRICE:

NARRATORY

DAN:

FOLEY:
DAN:
‘- FOLEY:

o DANt
FOLEY:
DAN:
FOLEY:

~14-

This is Cy Karrice, returning you to your narrator, and
the Big Story of Bill Foley..es he 1iv.d it, and wrotec 1%,
Evory cop in Columbus 1is loocking for a holdup man and
kitler they ¢all the Phantom. And like eveory other timo,
he vanishos, But you, Blll Foloy of the Columbus Dispatch
heve bocn close to tho tasc, youlve seon the Fheniom's
handivork, Youlwve scen onc child numb from shock, and
another lose & Tather, Youlre & father yourself, and 1t
hits hard, it hits homo. You're a police reporter, &nd
supposeiE? be tough, but this ohe gots you, way down deoD.
qh;é-you see the managlng editor,..

S0 you want a couple of weoks to go aftor the Phantom, ch,
B111?

That's right, Dan,

You'lre crezy! Where would ycu look for him?

Itve got an idez he isn’t & Columbus wman., I'vo got an lidea
he lives somewhcre out of town.

Yes? How do you figuro that? )

The law of &vcragos...

The what?

Look, Dan. Look at 1t this way. The Phantom's pullcd
thirteen holdups here in Columbug, Some of lem have been
in crovded stores, during the rush hour. Now, Columbus
isn't & big city, &s big ciltioes go. The chances ars that
someone would havo recognized him, if he wore a local man.

Yeot,..nobody did.

et b el PAPLTTTE N et =T a e

/ : : .
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. DAN: 7 ~ Bill, it sounds logical enough. But the
Phantom cculd live in & hundred places not far from
Columbus, .London, Marysvills,Dclawarc, Circleville..

FPOLEY: I know. But et me try, Dan - gilve me a couple of wesls to

cruise around in & cer, and ask some quostions,

_ DAN: (A BEAT) Okey. Go ahead, But I still think you'’ro crozj!
' - (MUSIC: _ _ BRIDGE) |
FRED: (LAUGHING, A LITTLE DRUNK) You should have boon there in

tho store, Muriel. You should have scon this men Burns,
FPunniest thing I ever saw, my dcar. He had the gqucercst
look on his face when I shot him..
MURIEL: Fred! Frod, plegse, listen to me...

—_ FRED: His mouth opencd like e fish, and then the bleod came..
lots of it,.and it spread all over his face, my doar..and
then he fell..sad thob.silly women.soreamed,

MURIEL: Fred, Fred, wny did you do 1it? Why? You didntt have to
k111l him, His cesh register was jammed., He was telling

— the truth..

FRED: . You know, it!s the first time I ever killed & man, And T
must say, I found it very exclting. .very!
MURIEL: If you hadn't veen so quick on the trigger..so nervous.
FRED: Nervous? I'm not nervous now, my dear. Not any more.
o Strange vhat killing a man can do, isn't it? I never felt
.l g0 relaxed in all my life...

(CLINK OF GLASS, POURING OF LIQUOR)

- FRED: Here, .have another drink..

“ﬁ;_ MURIEL: Pred., Listen te ﬁe. Put that bottle down and listen to
j:i me. Don't you realize, don't you understand? Youlve gone
- - too far this time, This isn't jus% another holdup, itls

e murder. Theylre locking everywhere for us,

RTXOT QOB2250
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FRED:
MURIELs
FRED:
MURIEL:

FRED:
MURTIEL:
FRED:

MURTEL:
FRED:
MURIEL:
FRED:
MURYEL:

FRED:

MURIEL:

FRED:

MURIEL:
FRED:

-16-

Let them, They haven't caught us yet, have they?

Pred, welve gob to xet out.,

- Go away? Where?

gO AVAT..

I don't know. Anywhere. Away from Columbus, Out of the

state...

Oh, no. We can't do that, Muriel,

But why not?

Itve st1ll got & few busines

Yes! That big killing,

g calls to malke 1in Golumbus.

And T've still got that big killing to make. (HE LAUGHS)

Then I won't go with you., You'll have to do it alcne!

{A BEAT) What did you say, my dear?

I'm through, Fred. I'm going to leave..get outl

{HARDENING) Are you, Muriel?
Fred! Let go of my wrist!
You know, my dear, I vonder
over your face? I wonder)

{IN HORROR} Fred,.Fred, I..

You'lre hurting me..
how yould look with blood all

I xnow, my dear, I know, You said something about leavin

me, didn't you? Bul of cours
Did you, Muriel?

I..no, Fred. No!

Now, you're being sensible.
belng,..very sensible!

You, B1ll Foley, begin your

e you didn't mean it, (A BEAT)

Yes, my dear, Mow you're

persenal manhunt, You drive

out of town, and begln to ask questions, But youfve got

nething to ge on,.nothing. Days pass..you cover one town

after ancther...

RTHKO1 QOB2251
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FOLEY: Ever see & bleck sedan stoﬁ in your gas station here? &
woman driving, end & man with  black curly hair, and a
small black mustache?

ATTENDANT: GCouldn't sey, sir. We get hundreds of cars coming north
to Sandusky and Toledo, Lots of tem are black sedans, with
men and women in lem,

(MJSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER_INTQ ,.ROADHOUSE ORCHESTRA B.G.)

o FOLEY: 8¢ you don't remember any such couple stopping Iin here?

Couple from Columbus?

OWNER : Look, Mister, you must be nuts, I run & woadheuse, lOL &
missing nerscns bureau, The world!s full of guys and
dames/;n black sedans, And anyway, way talk to me?

A

e My‘@ainafis seventy-five miles from Columbus]

e o moaem et et wm mten . W e e e ey . -ty & -
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{MusIc:

NARR:

DAN:

FOLEY:
DAN:

FOLEY:

DAN: -

FOLEY:
DAN:
FOLEY:
BAN:

FOLEY:

AN
FOLEY:
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The days pass...and then the weeks..,.and finally, the
managlng editor wants to see you...
Look, Biil, the whole ideals crazy. You're just wasting
time, and youtrll have to quit.
Quit? Vhy?
PBecause even the pollce have given up. And it1g costing

the Dispatch money. Youtre burning gas for nothing, Wetlve

AM-—-’
‘had to take on a new*bwy=to cover your beat vhile youtre

away.

Dan, let me go on., I'm not licked yet, I'1} run into

something.

Sure you will. Tne accounting department., Bill, they
wontt take thoggyﬁiﬁzﬂzrs any more. Enoughts enough. TLay
off, and get bac;?to wof .

So that!'s it, eh?

Thatts it.
Okay, then, Forget the vouchers.
What?

I sald forget the vouchers. Forget the pay checks for
awhile, 1f 1t711 make you happier. 1111 lock for this
killer on wmy own time,

Have you gonhe nuts?

Maybe, Mayhbe I have, 1n a way. Put Dan, did you ever talk
to a little girl who's just seen someone die for the {first
time in her life, who's just seen & man shot down in cold

blood?

AP b
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DAN: Bill, listen...

FOLEY: Did you ever talk to a boy who was walting for his father to
come home, and hear the kid tell you what a éreat guy his
father was, and khow all the time that his father was dying,
that he'd never come home?

DAN: (A LITTLE IRRITATED) All right, Bill, ell right! I'm not
made of waod, I'm human too, I know how you feel. But what
can you do?

FOLEY: II can keep going, I can keep trying.

DAN: Bill, cen't you get it through that red head of yours that..

( PHONE RING)

DAN: Oh. Hold 1it.

(PHONE OFF HOOK)

DAN: Yes? What? WHAT? Oh, Okay. I'11 send Feley down right
away. -Hole=hewel

(RECEIVER ON HOOK)

FOLEY: What is 1t, Dan?

DAN: (DAZED) HNumber Fourteen.

FOLEY: “ou-mean? , .

DAN; ¥egh, The Phantom, He just held up & Jewelry store con East
Main Street]

R A e W e e  pm s
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NARR: The police are swarming all over the place when you get there,
But you, Bill Foley, notice s dark alley next to the store...
a logical place to park & gebaway car. And you notice there
are apartments over the jewelry store, with windows locking
down on the alley. TYou go upstalrs,,.and then you get a
break. A Mrs. Morris, a shutin, saw the sedan in the alley,

e and she tells you...

MRS.MORRI&...I saw the girl wait in the car, Then a man came running
out, jumped in the car, and yelled something about Lencaster.

FOLEY: Lancaster?

MORRIS: Yes., Then the girl turned on the lights, and they left the
alley. Mighty peculiar, the whole thing was. I took the
license nuunber when she turned on the car lights...

FOLEY: You've got the license number?

MORRIS: I certainly have, young man, Wrote 1t down, right here on
my window sill! '

FOLEY: Dan, did you check with the Bureau? What about that license

number?
DAN:’ {FILTER) What do you think?
ROLEY: Stolen car, eh?

DAN: Naturally. Belonged to an old lady in Grendview Heights.
FOLEY: Okay, Dan, See you later., I'm In a hurry. -

e DAN: Where are you going?
s FOLEY: Me? I'm going to take a ride to Lancastert

RTXO1 Q062255
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. NARR: Tt's a long chance.,but your only chance. Lancaster 1s some
thirty five miles from Columbus, You gamble that somewhere
along the road, the Phantom snd his glrl friend may stop.
You drive down the highway like mad...

(CAR UMNDER, .MOVING FAST)
. NARR: And then, suddenly...
( SCREAlf OF BRAKES)

e NARR: You see it! The Phantom!s car] It!'s parked in front of a

direr, next to a gas station. You go into the gas statlon,

get on the phone...

] WALSH: (FILTER) Where'd you say this diner was, Foley?
FOLEY: Not very far ocut. Just beyond Valley Cross. Lieutcnant.
WALSH: Okay, -ekay~ Clve us a few minutes. Try to hold him there,
FOLEY: Are you crazy Lieutenant, He'!s got—a—gwn, How can I hold
o him here?

WALSH: I don't know, Just hold him there, somehow!

M e Y T e T e mm T —

- NARR: You go into the dinmer, And there at the counter is ....a8 blg
man, black curly hair, black mustache. The Phantom! And &

glrl. The counfterman comes up to you.,and asks for your

order...
FOLEY: I....,co0ffee. Just...a cup of coffee]

em NARR: You stare at the Phantom, You can't help it. And then his
— eyes are on you,..hard, black agates...and he says...

- (MUSIC: _ OUT)_ _

= FRED: What are you looking at, Mister?

i

—
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v FOLEY: I ...why, nothing, HNothing. I Just thought I knew you.
s FRED: You never saw me before in your life, (A BEAT) Murtel...
MURIEL: Yes, Fred? -
FPRED: Hurry up with that sandwlch, and let's go!
MURIEL: Why? What's the matter?
FRED: Ch, nothing., Nothing, my dear. Welve just got a long trip
ghead of us, thatts all.
{MUSIC: CACCENI AND OUT)_ |
(STRPS—ON-GRAVELCOMING IN7 ‘//;;7
. FREB{ (OFF, ,COMING IN} I don't like 1it, my dear. I don't like 1t
\ at all, That man knew who we werel
— MURIEL:\\ (JIPTERY) I%'s just your imaglnation, Fred. mugs bel
FRED: \No,. He knew us, I know he did, Come onﬂ better get out
- of Nere...
-~(300T3TEPS STOP)
{CAR DOOR OPENS AND, CLOSES)
(MO’I‘OR'S?ABTS)
(car STARE\ 70 MOVE., .BUMP BUMP WITH FLAT TIRE)
e MURIEL: Fredl What's the mattenl

FRED: A flat tirel We've got & flafc\,\ Muriel, That fellow in the

diner must have let the alr out "611.\..

.
(STREN OFF, COMING IN FAST)
MURIEL: F dl Listen} Itoouit‘So - .
e FRED; (BITTERLY) Yeal 1It's the police., The police!

- MURT Fred! They're coming up the highway. They know we'rz~herel

~Fred, Isntt there something we can do? T

RTHQO1 QOB22S5?
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(STEPS ON GRAVEL COMING IN)

4 FHED: (OFF, COMING IN) I don't like 1t, my dear, I don't like it
at all, That wan knsw who We Were.
MURIEL: (JITTERY)} It's just your imagination, Fred, It must bel
FRED: ¥o. He knew us, I know he did,
B MURIEL: Then welve got to get out of here., We've got to get ocut,
Fred, quick! If he knows that we...
FRED: A11 right, all right, -Ged=inte~the.ool,..
n MURIEL: Fred, if they found out who We wera, what we dlid, Whyess
¥RED: S8top that talk. Do you hear, Murlel? Stop that talk,
- If theve's anything I hate, itfs a hysterical woman.
l; Now get 1n the car...
(CAR DOOR QPENS AND CLOSES)
(STARTER GOES. IT STOPS., THEN IT GOE3. AND STOPS
MURIEL: Fred! Fred, vhat's the matter!
FRED: I can't svart the car!
(TRIES STARTER AGAIN AND AGAIN)
MURIEL: Fred! ©Nol .
FRED: (BEGINS TO LAUGH, CRACKED) Isn't that funny, Muriel?
The car won't start, Someone's tampered with the wotor...
MURIEL: Then it must have been that man in the diner..the wan
who recognized us...
N FRED: Yes, Isn't that funny. He did something to the wmotor and
now, I can't start the car...
(STARTER AGAIN)
j FRED: (DESPERATELY) I can't start it....
,m (STARTER AGAIN)
;
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o FRED: Do? ¥a, my dear, there's nothing we can do...except sit
here..,and walt for them to get us!

CHAPPELL: In Jjust & moment we will read you a telegram from Bill
Foley, of the Columbus Dispatch with the Final outcome of
tonightts BIG STORY!

~—{ELOSTING—COMMERCT AR -

- A mTw EHT e

Ry L
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #116

CL0S ING COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking!
PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the swmoke further....
Filters the smoke and makes it mild!.
pPuff by puff you're alwaeys ahead when you sunoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL HELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cigaretle,
Loreover, after § puffs, or 10, or 13, or 17, PELL MELL
still gives you a longer filter of traditionally fine,
mellov tobaccos - to guard ageinst throat-scratch,

Yes, PELL MBELL'S fine tobaccos give you a gmocthness,

mildness and satisfaction ne other cigaretie offers you.
Guard againét throat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smoKing!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package. PELL MELL FALOUS CIGARETTES =-

"gutstanding)"
And - they are mildl
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Kow we read you that telegram from Bill Foley of the
Columbus Dispatch, )

Cuickly apprehended, Fhantom Killer and his female
sccomplice in tonight's Blg Story, were tried for murdsr
and robbery. The girl recelved a long prison term

and the man was sentenced to die iq.the alegtric chair,
The day following the sxacution I was summoned to ths
office of the chief of Police who handed me his gold
police badge and said; “Hers Blil you'd better taks the
badge I think gfoulve earned it." My slncere sppreciation
for tonight's Foll Mell Awvard, '

Thank you, Mr, Foley..the makers of PELL MELL PAMCUS
CIGARETTES are nroud t0p55ﬁ¥:3§§§égfg;u the sinner of—the
PELL MELL $500 Awerd for notsable service In the field of
journalism,

Listen agein next week, same time, same station, vwhen
PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
3TORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of t@e Des HMolnes
Register and Tribune -- by-line, Ray Maxwell. A BIG
STORY ~ about a reporter who was taken for 8 ride oy &

gangster ..vho wanted to seve his life,

T -
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CHAFPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with

music bty Viedimir Seiinsky. Tonight's program was written

£

Gl
by Max Fhrlich your narrator was Bob Sloane, and -Bill- e

Kemp played the part of Bill Foley. In order to vrotect
the napes of peopls actually involved in tonightts
authentic BIC STORY the names of all characters in tae
drematizetion were changed with the exceptlon of the

o reporter, Mr. Foley.
(MUSIC: _ _ THEME UP_FULL AND FADE)]

CHAPPELIL: This is Ernest Cheppell eBpeaking for the mzkers of PELL

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

ANWNCR: THIS IS NBRC...,THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
. SALLY/LILY
5/25/49 pm
it “:__
Y
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JOE ERIC DRESSLER
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ATKO1 00B22623




e i o e i M

WNBC_&_ NET THE BIG_STORY. £ PERL
10:00)E 10:@% PM " JYNE 22, 1949 WEDNESDAY
A 3 WA, R 8 TRIBY
CHAPPELL:  PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY'.
{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE UNDER)
=  {DOOR SOFTLY CLOSES)

HORACE : (8MOOTH, COLD, ABOUT 50) That you, darling?

WIFE: I 4idn't mean to é¢isturb you, Horace,

HORACE : (GCOD HUMORED) That's all right, I'm finished. Didn't
I hear the kaby cry?

WIFE: Oh just, he was turning over in his sleep,

HORACE : (FLEASED WITH HIMSELF) Want to see something?

WIFE: Why yes, Oh, it's & map of Des Molnes - isn't 1t?

HORACE: Hrmm hum =-- you see the area c¢ireled in red -~ here --

WIFE: Yoa --

HORACE: That!s the - uh - the territory I contrsol now -- And this
~- the part circled in blue -~

WIFE!: It takes in the whole town, Horace --

HORACE: Precisely., That's the part .I'll control - beginning ~~
{PAUSE TC CONSULT WATCK) IX'd say in 24 hours,

WIFE: A1l of Des Moines, Horacel

HORACE : That's right, (PAUSE) My dear, it wouldn't upset you,
would it - if in the course of obtailning this control - I -
I mean somsons was hurt? Perhaps a fevw won?

 WIFE: Killed, Hewase?

HORACE :

-+%—ahould-now, That's right,,my dear, killed,

{MUsIC: _ _ HYTS AND GOES_UNDER).

RTHKO1 Q062264
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CHAFPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here is Amerleca - 1ts sound end its fury,
its joy and 1ts sorrow, as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers, Des Moines,
Ioval The story of a reporter who went out to stop a
mirdsr apd neerly stopped a bullet himself, And to this
reporter, Ray Mexwell of the Des Meolnes Reglster and

Tribune for his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL Award}

R
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #117

OPENING CO CIA
Guard against throat~scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingi
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further....
Filters the smoke and mekes it mild.
Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke
PELL MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is
filtered further than that of any other leading
oigarette. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a longer filter of
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scrateh.
For PELL MELL'S greater lengih travels the smoke
further on lts way to your throat « filters it
naturally through FELL MELL'S traditionally fine;
mellow tobaccoes - guards against throat-scratch,
Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothpess,
nildness andlgatigfggtion no other clgarette offers
you. Guard against throat-scratehl
Enjoy smooth smokingl
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - voutstandingl”

And - they are mild!
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{MUsIC: _ _ THEME: UNDER}
CHAPPELL: Now the story as it actually happened! Ray Maxwell's

fmusic: _
SLOANE:

JORE:
RAY:

JOE:

JOE :

story as he lived it, (PAUSE) Des Moines, Iowa,

_ UP_AND UNDER)..

Your job, Rey Maxwell of the Déa Moines Register and
Tpibune, 1s the police run - a job that means ne regulavy
hours, that means Tamiliarity with gangsters, tipoffmen,
cops and just guys who know things and tell them -
sometimes for s price, scmetimes out of friendship,
sometimes out of melice, It isn't pretty work, and it
isn't Qigiﬁﬁﬁl.but it'e a 1life you wouldn't trade for a
desk job and a $20 raise, (well, make it a $10 raise.)
It's been in your blcod a long time and you like it
That's wvhy you're smliling as you s5it cne evening in a
roadhouse off Route 22, opposite & small dark man vho's
drinking a bottle of pop and esting a hemburger. Joe
Petty, one of the guys that goes with the pollce rin....
Go wan, have e bottle of pop, On me,
(KIDDING) Wo thanks, Joe, WNever drink when I'm working.
Listen - don't you kid me on soda pop. You drank what I
drank the last 15 years, you'd be glad you could hold down
s0ge pop.,
I'm sorry, Joe, Sc vhere were va?
Okay. Well = it's this way -- see, I'm sentimental, T
1ike this town, I'm born, bred here, went to school here,
(you ¥now that) -- (RAY: Yeeh). I'm proud of Des Moines,
Al by T
I sm., Well -- (50RE) I don’'t like no SmmcignETs coming

ip, spoling things =~-
AL
RS R PE

[ e————— R T CTEEIIEER St

/ : .
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JOE1
RAY:
JOE ¢
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From out of town, Chicago an like that, T don't like that.
What are you talking about, Joe?

You're a reporter, right? Aﬁd you like a story, right?
Okey, well, I'm giving you a story, Ever hear of Jack
Delaney?

(EXCITED NOW) I heard of Jack, Jack's a big boy in the
hijeck business,

Well, that's the story.

Vhat's the story?

Jack,

Cut it out. What about Jack? )

Thatls 811 I knov - jJust - Jjust, yesterdmy éomebody geen

him, Today, he ain't around Ffs%t, vanished, Just like

that,

JOE

{MUSIC:
SLOANE :

What's that got to do with out-of~town boys and spoiling

things in Des Moines?

Now you're over my head, Rey. ALl I know is -- fsst

vanished -~ good ole Jack Delaney, Like they say In

the movies -- into the thin air.

MYSTERY, UNDER)

Jce Petty mey be soft in the heasd, but vwhen he opens his

mouth like that you know there's something there, And

Jack Delaney is one of the biggest men in the business:

hijacking: wmaybe the bigpest., Never caught at it, but

they say, friends on the police run, the Delaney boys

(Jack and Teddy) have the town cut up between them,

You decide your first stop is Ted Delansy's house: a fine

respectable home on 22nd street. (Why shouldn't 1% be fine

and respectable, hi jacking pays well)-, '
(BUZZER)

. o i e . AT i e Fg o e S AT A
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SLOANE:

SLOANE :

SLOANE

TED:

RAY:
STOANE :

TED:

Ray:

=]
L&
=

RAY:
TED:
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You try the bell -~ pno answer,

(STEPS)
You walk aroung to the servant's entrance -

(ANOTHER BRLL)
No angverp there, eithen, ¥You try the door,

(DOCR YIELDS, STEPS;;CLOSES3. FEV MORE STEPS)
Iy's dark, not g light on; and then...,
(EvEN VOICED, BAr) Just stop vhere you are.,,.
{SCARED) Ted, 1t's me; Rey Maxwell, pPut the light on,
He switches the 1ight on, <You gulp; a .38 is Pointed g%
You, Vhen he seges who 1t is, Ted Delaney lowers the gun,,,
He knows You,
I nearly Pluggsq ryou, .
(BREATHES) 1 just heard about Jack, Where is hes Vhat
happened?

Look, Maxwell, gzo on 8¥ay. This gin't no affair or

Yours, ) .
e R
T heard he vanishedq - Frie—trat, fsna?ﬁwpiﬂeﬂﬁs+ Was he

Arregsted op Something else?

(BREAKS 4 LITTLE) Thet's whet 1 den't know, Hotv—onty—
JQuLaLheeeanit:take=cereroﬁﬂwhn&s&£. Maxvell you know
thelcops in this town -- fing something out rop me, I'11
tell you what happenqd. Find out 1r Jack was picked up

by the caps,

Latts do 1% the othen way - you tel}l e, then I'll fina out,
Okay, He wag sleeping. I left hing slesping, - last hight,
(I nad work to do, Susiness} I come in ~ about €, fhe
&1rl cleans for us told pme: three men came: they flashea

badges, they handcuffeqd Jack and took him away, Find out
1f he was arrested,

i e et e Bk
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RAY: You sound like you'd be pleased if he was arrested.
TED: Sure, They got nothing on Jack {on me} - the cCops, But
if -~
RAY': Yeah --
TED: Nothing, Check for me, will ya? #rerets=tire=phrone.
RAY: Okay, Ted, Sure, T'll sheck for you, Den't worry seo
) mich, -

(PHONE RINGS, STEPS, IT'S ANSWERED,)
TED: Yeah, This - (STOP3) *Jackie, are you -~ What? No.
Don't, Don't] Yeah, Say 1t again: 21st and Ingerscl,

Okay. Kid, hang on and - I'll be there.

{ PHONE U?)
s TED: If they done anythinz te him .... if they --
RAY; Looks like he wasn't arrested, Sounds like --
TED: I gotta go. Maxwell, you don't know nothing and you better

not write nothing,

RAY: Let me come with you.
TED: ¥ou are nuts,
RAY: Look, T was gonne call the cops for you., You said if I

called the cops, you'd --

TED: You are nuis.
RAY! I just vwant to go along,
- TED: It might be trouble,
— RAY: That's what I figured,
- vk,
s TED: Here -- take this,
RAY ¢ No thanks, Never use a gun vhen I'm con the job.
0 rED: Okay. But you won't Llike 1t, Maxwell! You won't like it
’:j for a second,

cen 7T {MusIC: . HIT AND UNDER)

———— e L Gl -

RTKB1 QBB2270




SLOMIE

RAY:
SLOANE :

SLOANE :

SLOANE:

TED:
RAY:
TED:
RAY:

TED:

RAY :

SLOANE:

- . o

YTou got in the heavy touring car wondering if the windows

ave bullet proof, This might be anything. It's 1l by

now and dark, the streets quite empty, You get to

21st and Ingersol, the car goling slowiy up the street...
( CAR RUNNING SLOWLY)

I don't see anything, Ted.,..s

And then it breaks,

(SHOT IS FIRED, ANOTHER. ﬂﬁﬁ-srnﬂws~rnswi

Fapg ~ D hda e st wMH4H¢ i

Faster than anything you've ever sean in your 1life, Ted

Delaney puts the car in reverse and you back out of the

street at 80 miles an hour, #a—Pou—meke—thoLurt; you

see-them: —tuos-blagk--sedang-alned—ab-Frou.

{sie®, THE CAR FASTER AND UNDER)

ﬁeiaﬁey—bé%ee—h&s-ttPT—cursea"and*df&v&a—b&%ueeﬁr%he-%ua
P

pedars. Then out, out (65,70,75) - -ewk the road west ocut

of Des Moines, ~4£‘4?h£fr'f—

(CAR SUDDENLY STOPS. DOOR OPENS)
Okay, you had your funh, M
wWho were they?
I don't ¥now, T was & dope to fall for 1t, Come oni out}
What out here; how'll I get back?
I'm doing you e favor, Maxwell, Get out vhile you're in
one plece. (HARD) Git oub!
Okay, Ted, Okay. Thanks for the ride.
UP_AND_UNDER)
Oout of town boys efter the Delaney's, Probably moving in
on the hijack business, This is a ﬁolica metter, but
it's one A.M., so (WITH HUMOR) why wake the police? You
get & hitch back to your apartment, ¥ou open -the door and
the phong ringSeess

RTKO1 008
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(RING, IS ANSWERED)

RAY: Hello.
HORACE ; (F) Maxwell, you wore in that cer with Delaney,
. RAY: Viho is thils?
HORACE:  (F) Be smart, Mexwell snd keep your mouth shut, Bocause

1f you don't == I'T1l break both of your legs, Maxwell,

(FILTZR BANGS UP)

RAY ¢ Hello, Helle -- HELLO!
(MysIC: _ _ HITS_AND_UNDER)
B SLOANE & voulve heard thet voice somewhera - but you can't place

it, Wow you're reslly in deep and so {most naturally),
you start out the door again, This time back to the’
Dslaney house to wait. At 1:30 you see the car and Ted
Dalaney gets oub...
(DOOR SLaM, HEAVY STEPS UNDER)
ves carrying & limp and bleeding Jack..,h
RAY: (VHISPER) 7Ted -~
TED: Huk, ©h, it's you, Look what they done. Lcok what the
dirty llce done to my kid brother.
JACK: MOANS.
.. TED: Take 1t easy, kid, Easy. Broke his leg and look at hils
neck - and all this blesding -- I'l) take care of themi
RAY: TLet me help you,.

(STEPS,” KEY RATTLE)

TED: Easy kid, easy. Opan the door, Maxwell, Here's the key,
_;; (DOOR OPENS. MOVEMENT) |
e JACK: MOANS,
s TED: ~ 'Into the bedroom - there - Maxwell, do something, will you?

Put him to bed, Get a dog, I got to move, I got to move
fast,

ATXO1 0062272
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RAY:

TED:

{MUsIC: _ _.
SLOANE:

TIM:
RAY:
TIM:

RAY:

TIM:

RAY «

-10-

Okay, but - what happened?

All I know is -- the kid said it vefore he passed out:
"Phey were out-of-town boys', he said, "but there vas &
local squeal,”

You golng after them now?

When's & better time, pal, when's a better time? Peb
logk after the ¥id.

UP_AND_UNDER) _.

You make a call for a doctor, He does the only thing he
cen ~ first sid, a sedstive and a nurse to sit with the
beaten man. Diagnosis: broken left leg, near-strangulation
and a .45 shell hole throﬁgh the fleshy. pari of the face,
Hie won't be sble to talk till morning. So now, you flgure,
Ray Maxwell of the peolice run, maybe you bettey stop in et
your friend Assistant Chief Detective Tim Elliot's -=

even if it 1s 4:15 in the morning....

(SIEEPY, GRUFF) Sey that again,

I said -- there's golng to be a murder, Tim.

Who you planning on killing?

I 1ike a joke too, Tim, but this is 1evel. It's gouna

be Ted Delaney gots killed or Ted Delaney kills somebody.

' Oh, Deleney? MNaw, he's no killer, Little hijacking now

end then (though I can't prove that sither) - bub killing-
nahl

T just left his brother Jack = his kid brother, Somebody
nearly killed Jack, Ted's crazy like a dull -- 1f you'd

geen him you'd know he meant business,
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TIM: Murden?

R&aY: That's what I seid, And I think meybe we ought to sae
what we cen do to stop it, Because, you see, Tim, if we
don't stop this ona - I may bs next,

(MUSIC: _ _ HIZS FULL FOR 24Q).

4%9&4¥&iﬁh——wﬁ~1i&i—be-b&ek—%a—éaa%—&4nomani_xixhﬁ$enégh$iaﬂﬁigh
BRGRY-

{COMMERCIAL)
NPT
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PHE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #117

MYIDDLE COMMERCTIAL
Guard agalnst throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke furthelee..
Filters the smoke and makes it mild. -
puff by puff you're mlways ahead when you smoke
PELL MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is
filtered further than that of any pther leading
cigarette. Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a longer filter
of fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch,
For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke
further on 1ts way to your throat - filters 1t
naturally through FELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mflluw tobaccos - guards against throat-scratch,
Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a gmoothness,
mildness and gatisfaction no other cigarette offers
you, Guard agalnst throat-scratehl
Enjoy smooth smokingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigafette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIARETTES - “Qubstandingl®
And - they are mild!

RTXG1 Q062275
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(MUSIC: _ _ INTRODUCTION_AND UNDER)
- HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you teo your narrator

and the BIG 3TOR¥ of Ray Mexwell, as he lived it and
wrote 1f .y..
SLOANE: The police run, your beat Rey Maxwell of the Des Moines
a Regieter and Tribune, has you standing over the bed of
e & badly beaten men, Jack Delaney local gangster and
I
hijacker. 4It‘s the morning wew sfter the fearful
beating and you and Detective Tim Elliott try to
question him. (The alsrm's elready gone out to pick
e A
Jeclt's brother, ®ey, and to pick up any suspicious oub

of town cers,) Therels murder in the making and

everybody knows it s.ese..Tim Elllott probves......

TIM: Look, Jack, you don't want Ted killed, do you?

JACK: (WEAK) I got nothing to say to a cop.

TIM: Who 4id it to you? You told Ted they vere cuk of tovn
boyz -- who?

JACK! I said all I'm gonna say.

i TIM: But you sald there was a local sgueal, Who?
JACK: You heard me.
RAY: Tim, let me telk to Jack. (PAUSE. WITH UNDERSTAND ING)

LB e 3 AT
Jack, I rode out in the car with Ted beﬂtghﬁﬂ Ye were

' both out after you., We both got shot at, I'm in this
o as deep et you ere., And when I got home iﬁﬁizhégﬁéi"‘"*-—
Lt ‘o A 2 —_— .
s— they said they'd break my legs, both my legs, if I
didn't lay off, Well, I'm 8till on it --
JACK: 5o vhat?

ATKO1 QOR2276
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RAY: We'lre on the seme side feller, Come off it.
JACK: (YIELDING & LITTLE) Those dirty ---
RAY Who, Jack, who? Who wes the local rat, that's what ve

want to Know,

JACK: {HONEST ANSWER) I don't know.

RAY: (THINKS HE'S STILL STALLING) Kid, vhen Ted vent after
them he asked me to take cars of you. I called the doc,
kid.. I got the nurse. Come on help yourself, help Ted
while there's time.

o JACK: I toid you I don't know, I don't -- 2ll I know 1s -~

(I think you're levelling with me, Mexwell) -=- all I know
is T was laying down, sleeping and something hit me on

. the side of the arm - end (PADING) he opened his big
oily trap end sald seaes,

HORAGE : Let's go, Delaney, you're under srrest.

JACK: (NARRATING) I ¥new the cops didn't have nothing on me
{Ted and I %eep clean) but what could I 4o --72 I figure
mayhne they are CODBesws

HORACE Put the tape on his eyes. Let's go Delaney.

JACK: He stuck a big hunk of tape over both my oyes and he
kept a rlash in my face so T couldn't see him, I knew
then he wasn't & cop, but by that time they had me in
the car -- driving out (I think West). He opened the

door and threw me oubt —-

o (UNDER JACK. GAR STOPS. DOOR QPENS, MAN THROWN
i ouUT)

-

oy s

et
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‘HORACE : Know where we are Jackie? I'1]l tell you, You're lying
six feet from the opening of an old mine. Now I'm a
patient man and I'1]l ask you to tell me where your
brother is just once more. If you don't, I'm going to
R drop you down the shaft,
JACK: I don't know wvhere ha is,
HORACE: Youy brother and you have become blgshots, _Ypu handls
half of Dees Moines, don't you? And %h&a:bégigngttitis*—
i¥as gone to your heeds, 50 now you don't know vwhere he

is. You're sure?

JACK: E=rodd—yoa,

{ PAUSE)
JACK: Then it happened. He said something I couldn't heer and

the other two with him grab me --

HORACE: Do it., Do it slowly.

JACK: (G A PE—EN=PAENT—RHEN A DOREAMr—{PAVSE—NARRAPENG ) They
broke my leg.

{MUSIC: _ _. DOLCH)

JACK: (BACK IN SCENE, GASPING)

HORACE: I think now we understand each other, Jeckile, I'm waiting.
I sald I was a patisnt man, btut even patience comes to

an end., Where's Ted?

JACK : (PANTS, TAXES A DERP BREATH) Drop dead,
- {PAUSE)
— HORACE : That isn't very polite, is 1it? All right, we!ll try 1t
o your way, Delansy. Not polite,
e ’ .
.

e G s ham TR —— s s
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JACK: (NARRATING) I didn't ¥mow what he was gonna do next.
The two goons yenked me up =~ éggyieg was like fire --
then he put a rope around my neck end he mst of
thrown 1t oveﬁ something, & high tlnber or something -~

HORACE : All right, suppcse you 1if&him. of £ the- ground now,
JACK:

T couldnit stand it., I thought, lomme dle qulck, lemme é;})

out of this. T can't take 1t. was tanging there-3,4

inﬁhea abova‘ﬁﬁg.gfhundex". Raand-ehok letng=elov -
HORACE : EﬁfH+r1nmr4%&ﬁg—behter_xhan_thi3T-ﬁLl&nayl——Isnl$—¥alkinQ
‘pebber?
JACK: : CAI®)
HORACE : el
JACK:
{MUSIC: _ . SAME} _
JACK: Then I passed out. There's something wrong with the
- body, It takes too much to meke you pass out. But I
aidn't telk. I never opensd my mouth, (PAUSE) When I
come to, I was on the floor in the back of the car,
We drove, I don't know for sure, but it must have been
5 minutes to,a house.
HORACE out, Deleney., Walk.
JACK: I can't walk, I -=cauZ .7
HORACE : I said to walk! .
AT
JAGK: (NARRATING) I don't know how, I dragged myself from the
caf to the curb, And from thedcurb to the house, .
It hurt so much, suddenly it came elear, I had to do
scmethirg, Get even, I figured if I ever live I want to
: know vhere this iz, 8o I counted. I counted the steps
N to the house -- thepre was 12.
= HORACE ! Now dewn these steps, Jackle boy, Down.

R e —
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JACK: (NARR:) And I counted going down, (ALOUD) Six, seven,
eight.
HORACE: The boy's counting the steps. How original, You expech

to come back? That's rich, Inside.
JACK: (NARR) They dragged me into the basement, I think I
heard & baby ory. It was smooth, the [loor 1ike tiles.
And then I seen‘th¥eagh—%heébe%¢emh under the taps. It
was tiles, Fancy, you know, & design or something.
HORACE : Have you ever heard me count Delaney? Io? Well, when I

count I usually fire on the number three. (PAUSE) Now

vhere's Ted? One ---- Ltwo ----~
JACK: I111 get you ---
HORACE: Three,
{PAUSE}
_ {sHOT)
{MUSIC: _ _ SAME) _
JACK: {NARR) 1 passed out agein, Maxwell, He wasn't even man

enough to shoot me. He pub the gun next tc my=ohsek-1¢(uh___
i, Alle s cAtiand, aw—j;vb-n-ﬁi__

and pulled the trigger. But I wouldn't telk, Not
through the whole thing. I never talked,, Neverl
{PAUSE)

RAY: Okay, Jack. Okay, Take 1% oasay. It was after thaet he .
made you call Ted, (I moan the guy with the smooth voice
did it %then?)

JACK: Yosh., He know I wouldn't say & thimg. S0 he says "Call
up Ted, Tell him to moet you at Ingersoll and 2lst,
Wel!ll have a truce., I can't break you boys., Go ahaad
call him. Nothing'll happen,”

RAY: And you callsd him?
JACK : Yoah.

e m e T ——— et R = LT T o 3 S mrwen
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4 RAY: {To TIM) I told you about that, .
TIM: Yaah._ Only you Lold me & little late,.
RAY: Then what, Jack? _ )
JACK: - That's all -- so they }gpmq 80 They dumped me in the

garbage pile.
RAY: And Ted found you, Bkey, kid, 1iq down = take it easy.
You did all right,

- JACK: oﬁ, no --.I‘ll get them., If I hear that velce again -

' that olly smooth talk, I'll know it,

TTIM: You're not going enywhere, Jack, I'm putting police
around this heouse,

JACK: You got nothing on me, Elliobt,

TIM: I d1dn't say I had anything on you; I sgid I'm putting
nolice around thils house, Any cbjections? Two
potential murderers on the locse 1s encugh, Thres would
be too many.

(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND UNDER)

SLOAWE Whoe is the local rat? Who called in the cut of town
boys to move in on the Delaney’s? Vho is trylng to take
over Des Moines? You and Tim Elliott start at the
mine, Now whose house is 5, €& minutes from the mine?
Whose? 0ily voiced, smooth (that same voice threatensd

you on the phone)

" RAY: (SUDDENLY) Tim -~ Horace Bernardo --
— TIM: Bernardo?
e RAY: Sure, Oily, smooth - hates the Delaneys., Remembér that

gun battle bout U years ago?

e eee e mmmmee e e e mmmmm AT i 1 - v
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RAY:
(MUsIC: __ .
TIM:
RAY:

we o TIM:

RAY :
TIM:

RAY:
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Hey, you might be right,
His place - that new big plece he duilt - 1t can't be
more than 5 minutes from heré,
QUICK_TNTO)
Count them again, Ray.
T don't haeve to, Tim, From the curb to the basement 12
steps, It's right.
Now down these steps.,
(EIGHT STEPS DOWN)
Three, four, five, six, seven, eight] This 1s 1it,
Okay, let's see whet Mr, Horace Bernardo's got to say.
(BELL, (PAUSE) AGAIN MORE INSISTENT)
(WITHIN) Just a second, please.‘

Mrs, Horace Bernardofsf““\

(DOOR OPENS)-—"”/
Yos?
T'm Dotective Ellictt, I wani to come 1n.
Well, why did you ring the basement bell?
Beceuse I want to see the basement,

Well, of course, come In. I was upstairs with the bseby,

The babdby!
Why ves, I --
shov us the tiling down here, Mrs,. Bernardo ---

Why certainly -- right thru here - and what's the

matter?
(STEFS. ,-» s DOOR)

Thet's 1t, Tim, Tiles. Fancy - very fancy.

ok e A 1 L ST P S
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WIFE:
TIM:

WIFE:
RAY:

TIM:
RAY:
TIM:
RAY:
WIFE:

{usIcs _
SLOANE:

SLOANE :

e LA

You had & man here,
last night,

A4 man here, shot ==
Look, Mrs, Bernardo

your husband may be

last night - a man was

why --

shot herc

- don't kid around, Right now

lying deed somev¥hera,.

stop that from happening, Where is he?

I don't know, I swear I don't know =

I want to

(HE AND TIM FIRE QUESTIONS AT HER, ONE AFTER ANOTHER TO
RATTLE AND SHAKE HER} When did he leave?

Who was with him?

They go in & cer? A black sedan?

Was he armed?

(LOUD COMMANDING) Telk, Mrs, Bernardo,
(BROKEN) I told him to be careful,

smart. He seid it was nothing.

Talki
He was always so

But 4if he's golng

%o be killed - the time is set (to meet Delaney} at

10 o'clock, At the drﬁg store on the cornar of Dulcey an.

22nd, 5top them, stop them, stop them!

HITS. . RACES_UNDER)

You race for 22nd and Dulcey and as you get there it

havvens. At that split second vioclence flowers into

the night,

{TW0 PERSPECTIVES. A GUN FIRES TWICE, A—BHOP—GYH-

AHIHERS)

( Frman L)

Two figures in a car are firing &t another car,, A man

o

drops -- (SEREAMY- - 1t'!s Ted Delaney -- s ‘volley ansvers
4hie{cHOPY A bandaged man firing a shotgun --

/@
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RAY: Tim -- it's Jack! Jeck Deleaney, he got ocut of bed!

SLOANE 3 A large man leaps from the other car, Fires—s—shoet-and
Punges - -

. (SHATTERING GLaSS)

SLOANE: M-—plunges headlong thru the plate glsss window of the
drugstore,

TIM: Get that mant Delaney -- put down that gun!

SLOANE: Jack Delaney, bandaged and still bleeding stops on the
cormand, dreops his gun -- and kneels to the pavement
beside his dying brother.

JACK: I got him, Ted., I got him. I ¥now I go$t him, The rat
vonlt live,

TIM: Wateh him, sergesnt, watch him carefully.

SRt —— NV T SEUANE: )

SLOANE : Then you start after the rat., The rat who dove through
the plete glass windew, Inslde the drugstore --

RAY: ¥Yhere did he go?

MAN: (FRIGHTENED) Down those steps == into the basement,
He's bleeding something terrible,

SLOANE: You and Tim start down the steps slowly --

{ DESCENDING STEPS)

TIM: All right, Bernardo. We're coming after you,

HORACE: (OFF, FRIGHTEMED) Don't come down, Don't ocome down
or T'11 kill you, '

TIM: We'lre coming down,

(STEPS)

HORACE ¢

I got 1t aimed right st you., Don't come downg

RTKO1 QBB2284




HORACE:
RAY:

[Music:
SLOANE:

~pp-

{s0PT0} Tim -- I got an idea, (LOUD) Bernardo -- you got
nothing to worry about; This Is the lav coming, Ted
Delaney's dead on the sidevalk and Jack Delaney's been
arpested. They aren't coming down with us. This is

Just the law,

You swear,

I swear ~- the Delaney's can't get you, (8CFT) I think
that does it, Tim. Let's take him,

1IN WITH SLOAME)

And that does it. The fear-crazed man, smooth, suave
Horece Bernardo, surrenders, He's glad to give up, to
give up to something humen like Detective Tim Flllott and
not be faced by the fury and viclence of two brothers

who have sworn to kill him. s poim Ry vo S Ii-en
Rrer—htie ol paoto b ~miy=tids=nottHEtr=rtmpte, And only
afterward, vhen you start back with Tim Elliott for the
vaper, do you realize you almost were shot, almost hed
your legs broken =-- because the boys you tangle with
every dsy, the boys you write about -~ for them thet's all
in a day's work, ({(PAUSE) You wipe the swealt off your
face and get on with your assignment., Tomorrow the
phone!ll ring, or soms friend will have a tip, and you'fll

be back to normal; on the police mun,

In just a moment we will read you a telegram from Ray
Maxwell of the Des Molnes Register and Tribune ... with
the finel outcome of tonight's BIG STORY:,
{BHOSTNCOMMERGTAT)

[ S——
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HEARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

- CHAPPELL:
HARRICE!
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #117

CLOS ING COMMERCIAL
guard against throat~-scratchi
Enjoy smooth smoking!
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke furthelaes.
Filters the smoke and makes it mild. _ .
pPuff by puff you're always ahead when you snoke
PELL MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18
filtered further than that of any other leading
cigarette, Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a longer filter
of traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - 1o guard

against throat-scratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,

mlldness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers
you.

Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy smeoth smokingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
aistinguished red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - “gutstandiggl“

And - they are nild!
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{ORCH: . __ TAG)_
CHAPPELL: Now we rcad you that telegram from Ray Maxwell of the
Des Moines Register and Tribung,
MAXWELL: In tonight's Big Btory, killep of Ted Dolansy was
o indicted on charges of manslaughter and kidnapping. He was
. convicted ard sentenced to the Fort Madison Penitentiary.
-J%&Ajyéb Charges againat Delaney s brother wora dropped for lack
i of efvidence m.énks a lob/for lomhri %L%Lfﬁ\:;.;g?{“‘i

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Mexwell,,,the makers of PELL MELL FAMCUS
CIGARETTES are proud to ootz vou the wimner—ofetin-
PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the field
of journalisn,

HARRICE: Tisten agein next weeok, same time, same station, when
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Corsicans,
Texas, Daily Sun - by-line, Paul Moore, A BIG STORY
- about & killer, a clew, end a corpse, that vouldn't
stay buried,

- (MUSIC: _ . THEME WIPE'& FADZ TO_BG QN_CUE)

CHATPFELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Procter, with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by Arnold Ferl, you narrator vwas Bob Sloane and

af j-&(c«u&.
Tuls Van Rooten played the part of (Ray Maxt¥ell, Iu rder
oo to protect the names of people ectually involved 1in
— . tonight's suthentic BIG STORY the names of all character:
1n the drematization were changed with the exception of
- the reporter, Mr, Maxwell,

{MUSIC: _ _ THEME UP FULL AND FADE)

o
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CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MZLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
(MUSIC: _ _ _THEME)
ANNCR THIS IS WBC ,.. THE NATIONAL BROADGASTING COMPANY.
~ Db
. £/8/49
- ‘\{T
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #1218
{ Y ( ) (PAGE 1 REVISED)
10100 « 10:30 PM JUNE_29, 194 WEDRESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES pfesent .«» THE BIG STORY!
MUSIC:_ _ _ _(FANFARE UNDER)_
s NARR. It was night time and the place was 2 graveyard ocutside
v a small Texes town named Corsicana. It was a somber
procedure and entirely legal, The Sheriffls deputy
dug deep into the fresh earth, and then ...
SOUND (CLANK OF SHOVEL ON WOOD CASKET)
{MURNUR FROM HEN)
NARR: The shovel hit the wooden caskaet.
VINSON: Sheriff - it -= it's the casket.
i SHERIFF: Yup, Vinson, it's the casket, all right.
- VINSON: (FAINT) Sheriff, I ... I can't look.
SHERIFF: Sorry, Vinson, I know it won't be pretty, but you'll
nave to look. (CALLS) All right, boys, open it up.
Lift the cover,
- (MURMUR FROH 1EN)
SOUND: (WYE HBEAR THE CASKET COVER CREEK OPEN)
{A LONG BEAT)
SHERIFF: (QUIETLY) Well, Vinson ...
VINSON: (A BEAT) Yes, Sheriff, it's her.
MUSIC:_ _ _ _(HITS_AND_GOTS UNDER)_
o CBAPPELL: The BIG STORY, Here is America ... its sound and Its

fury ... 1ts joy and 1its SO¥ToW ... as faithfully
reported by the men and women of the great American

newspapers. (PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT)

Corsilcana, TexasS.
From the pages of the Daily Bun, the authentic story
of a reporter who never forgot a face ... even vhen

there was a bullet in it. {MORE)

e aa
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CHAPPELL:
{(CONT.)

-0
Tonight, to Paul Moore of the Corsicana Dally Sun
for his Big Story goes the FELL MELL Award.

(COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 6é29/h9

PELL MELL #11

OPENING COMMERGIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throet-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S grester lenpgth of traditionally fine
tobacces travels the smoke further ....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're slways ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the Tiprst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
still gives you & longsr filter of fine toba&ccos - to
guard against threat-scrateh.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throst - filters It naturally through
PELI MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos -

guards against throat-serateh,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers

you. Guard ageinst throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smooth smoking!
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

red package.

"outstanding!"
And - they are mild!

[
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ETHEL:
RAY:

ETHEL:

Now, the story asa it actually happened ... Paul Mporels

story as he lived it ... Corsicana, Texas.

You are Panl Moore, & Corsicana boy, Texes born and

bred. Your town is In

And this is your Big Story.
Navarro County, south cf Dallas, and for seventeen years
you'lve been a reporter for the Corsicana Dally Sun. i
And in all those years, nothing very big, nothlng very
sensatlonel ever came four wvay, in line of & story.

And then, like & bolt from the blue, i1t came ... & phone
call on one aweltering August afterncon ... and your

Big Story. But now, as you report 1%t in retrospsct, it
seems that it began some months before that phone call,
In a parked cer on a lonely Texas ro8d.....

Come here, Ethel. B8it closer to me,

No, Ray.

¥hat's the matter, Baby? Why so coy, &ll of a sudden?
Oh, I've been thinking....

Yesh? About what?

About us. (A BEAT) And about her. Your wife.

Aw look, Ethel...

Ray, this is wrong ... all wrong.

Why? Because I'm & marrisd men?

Darling; don't get me wrong. I'm not prejudiced, just

because you've got a wife. Some of the nicest guys I

know are married. A few drinks, a few laughs, okay, I'll
I'm not an angsel, fi=ETTOeCMNTt;
a girl lives only cnce. But now .. well, this is

different.

ge &long that rfar.
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ETHEL:
BAY:

ETHEL:

IOULSE:

PR A

.-5..
How?
It's gone too fer, and 1t's getting serious. It's bean
swell, Ray, it's been fun, It've loved every minute of
it, but it's time to quit.
Baby, you den't mesan if it

Oh, yes, I do. It's no good. 7You know it, and 1 know

1t., Thho—no—goodT Mottt il iR o-ue oo

Ghghdidaows . Thera's no percentege in 1t for me. After
211, RAY, IMimiSlegidlitfguaniiyomrges, o girl has to
think of her fubure. And with you, there 1s no future.
Ethel. Listen. You know the way I feel about you.

I'm nuts about you, Baby, I can't get along without
you. And if 1%t has to come to 8 showdown between my
wife end you, I'11l .... (HE HESITATES)

You'll do what, Ray?

I'11 divorce her.

You mean that? You really mean that?

I'11 tell her tomorrow. (A PAUSE) Now, Baby, hov
about coming & little closer.

(PURRS) Of course, darling. Of course. Why not?

{DOOR CLOSE)

Loulse! Where've you been? You left the house this

morning and....

(FAINT) Rey, I ... I've got something to tell you.

ATKO1 Q062294




LOUISE:
RAY:
LOUISE:
RAY:
LOUISE:

RAY:
OUIsE:

RAY:
LOUIBE:

i i m R b e — AT ST b R e

B
Oh, have you? Well, I've got something to tell you
firast. I ...
(SHE STARTS TG SOB)
What is 1t, Louise? What's wrong?
I ... I've just come from the doctor's.
The doctor‘s? What fon?
I ..... it was about that accident, Ray. The accidenty
we had in the car, & few months ago. )
Well, wvhat about 1t? You're 811 right now...
No, Ray. HNo, I'mnot. I ... I never told you, but
a few veeks ago, my legs started toc pain me ... they'd
get numb, T could hardly walk on them, I v I got
worried, end this merhing I went to the doctor and....

What is it, Louise? What did he ,say?

4Somes Oh, Ray, Ray! I,.., I had-a spinal injury

they didn't find f&;&;m And 1tfs

golng to mean slow paralysls ... & breakdown of my
nervous system ... G loR@~end=TIMErTIIE TICIIOTE M
“thretfeasiamare, | .,

Louise! You mean the doctors ... they can't,..
{s0BS} MNo, Ray. There's nothing they can do ...

nothing. I'm going to die, Ray. -Omedewhingpeionihrnm-
I'm goling to dis!

ETHEL:

Ethel, I swear I'll q1vorca her. I know I haven't told
Louise yet, but glve me a little tlmq....

Time? You've had nothing but time, Ray. You've had
two months. I'm tired of your stalling, darling. I

know when I'm getting the runaround!

RTKO1 00e22
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RAY:

ETHEL:

ETHEL:
RAY:

ETHEL:
RAY:
ETHEL:

RAY:

ETHEL:

-7-

But I'm trying to tell you....

And EJE trying to tell you, we're through ... washed
up!

Ethel, look at it my way. Loulse is dying...1t may take
& vear ... maybe two. Sha's getting worse and worse,
Tl lromipedrinie | cvory day. She's en lnvalid nov, and
I'm her only msans of support.

Well, what of it?

You know I can't walk out on my wif'e &t a time iike
this ... rot when sha's sick .., on-dmwedbé, And
especially, not for enother woman. Not in a small
town like this. You know peoplg here, you know what
they'd +hink, what they'd say, what they might even
ds.

T know what I'm going to do

[owLN L2 gl
fm-c 1,— Juu\muxlijm ‘o

Or else what?

I figured I mizght move to Dallas ... get me another boy,
I'm still good looking, I'm lots of fun, and the men
81l 1ike me. I think I'11 de all right, darling...

ATXO1 Q062236
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I'm nuts abeut you, I'll

Ethel, don't you understand?
But right now, the way my

RAY:
marry you, 1 swear I will.
wife is ... well, what can I do? 22¢5L;4r

ETHEL: {SHRUGS) Do? Don't ask me. That's your problem, -Reed 6’/
{MUsIC: _ _ _ _BRIDGE)_
= (CAR UNDER)
o LOUISE: Darling, it's so dark hers on the highway. Where are
we now?
RAY! We'll be 1in Corsicana pretty sooh, Loulise.
- LOUISE: Ray, you were S0 sweet to take me for & ride tonight.
When you suggested it, I could have cried, I was 80
- happy. It's so good to get out of the house, 50 good.
RAY: :
LOUISE: Tonight, there wasn't
any peain ... not eve en you lifted me from the
%ied me to the cer. It's 8o hard
£ ... that I'm dying, Ray. I ... 1 feel
RAY: I'm glad to hear that, Loulse ...
(CAR SLOWING TO STOP)
LOUISE: ch. %Yhy are you stopplng the car?
RAY: It's getting 2 1little chilly. T want to wrap that
blenket around you.
’ (CAR STOPS, Morenenshiiin
o LOUIBE: You are so sweel, Ray ... 80 thoughtful. Waltling on
me hand and foot, steying by ma. Oh, Ray, Ray, If I
;:ﬁ_ only had the chance, 1f the CGood Lord only gave me
o enother chance, I .. (SOBS} Dut what's the.use? What's
L the use.

RTHO1 0062297
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LOUISE: A eBe

;ﬁ;ﬁﬁﬁig*g;nadaRew7*daﬁIIﬁ§7’ 7Gon't know why, but
. - e L3 e - | =
; - A

RAY: Maybe you can
sleep for & 1ittle vhile....

IQUISE: (DROWSY) Sleep. Yes, sleep. When I sleep, I cen
forget. Only then. (A BEAT) Ray...

RAY: Yes?

LOUISE: Promise me one thing.

RAY: What is it?

LOUISE: Promise me that after ... after I'm gone, you'll marry
again. Some nice girl, some girl that'll te & good
wife to you.

RAY: (A BEAT) What made you think of that? Whet made you
bring it up now?

1OUISE: I don't know, Lt's Just that ... well, & man needs a
woman. It isn't good for you to live alone.

RAY: Isn't 1t?

LOULSE: Ray, what's the matter? You sound so ... strange.

RAY: Do I, Loulse?

LOUISE: Derling I ...

RAY: Don't try to talk any more, Baby. Just Eeep your eyes
closed., That's 1t. Go to sleep now, Loulse...go to
818€Dss s

LOUISE: All right, Ray. A1l right ...

(A BEAT)

—_— _— - T B i i e
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NARR!:

SHERIFF:
PAUL:
SHERIFF:

FAUL:

SHERIFF:

PAUL:
SHERIFF:
PAUL:
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(A SHOT)

It 1s this sweltering August afternoon when you, Peul
Moore of the Corsicans Sun, get the call at your office.
A woman has been found, nsar the South Fifteenth Strest
tie-in road, shot to death. You got down there fast,

and teke & look at the partlally decomposed body, and
your blood runs cold. As long &3 you llve, you know
you'll never forget the sight of the dead woman, wapeppendet
Somdbbemblostotabrodeperrryoney’.  And Sheriff Barnes says..
(QUIETLY) Not very pretty, is it, Moore?

(SHOCKED, SICK) I ... no. No, Sheriff...it isn't.
Coroner wes just here., Body's been lylng in the

Johnson Grass here for & couple of weeks. As you can
see, she was dressed 1n a nightgown and robe, and
wrapped in & gunnysack.

Sheriff, I ... I can't understend it. What kind of

monster could have done & thing like this? Wemebrimd

af sl ink oot LE it Bt SR bt db

I dunno, Meore. Whoever it was, he crawls with his
belly pretty low to the ground. And 1if we ever find
him, we're sure te be in for troubls. You know how the
people around here are going to take thils.

Yes, I know. Any idea who the woman is, Sheriff?
Nope. S8he's & stranger to me.

And to me, too. I've lived in Navarro County all my

life, Sheriff, and I don't recognize her.

IR S S
e are o A Tt A e on R T T e 2 bkt H -
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. < SHERIFF: Well, whoever she is, she's going to be mighty herd

to identlfy. As you cen see, Moore, her face 1s half

shot off!
(MUSIC: _ _ _ _UP AND UNDER)
NARR: You go back to the office, write the story. It's white

hot, it burns out of your typewriter. And the next
day, all of Navarro County is Iln en uproar. But no one
S cen identify the dead woman. 'Finally, the Sherifrl
tells you...
SHERIFF: So far, Moore, welve dreswn blank. But we're golng to
put the body on exhibit in & funeral home, and let the
public come in. Maybe we'tll get an identificatlon that

way!l
{MUSIC: _ __ _ _ACCENT)
" MNARR: Day after dey pass¥&s And the long line of people

moves by the casket, people not only from Navarroe, but
from the surrounding counties, Ellis, Henderson,
Freestone, end even Dellas County. And still, neo

identiflication. And finally, you sse your editor...

PAUL: Dan, take & look at these picFures.
DAN: Hom. What are they, Faul?
- PAUL: Blowups of the dead voman's face.
DAN: Not very prettiy.
K PAUL: No. They're not. But they might be useful.
i DAN: What do you mean? '
- PAUL: I figure we can run these pictures in the Dally Sun...

send 'em to newspapers &ll over Texas. Maybe someone

will recognize the woman.

RTXO1 0062300
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PAUL:

DAN:

PAUL:

DAN:
PAUL:
DAN:
PAUL:

DAN:
PAUL:
DAN:

=12~

Psul, you're crazy.

Am I? Why?

No self-respecting newspapsr would run plctures like
these. They're in bad taste...boo gruescme.

Sure, Dan. They're gruesome all right. But so's
mﬁrder. Especially this murdar. ban, be a sport, run
these plctures...

Sorry, Paul. I want to keep our readers, not lose 'em.
But pan...

Sorry.

(8IGH) Well, tnet's that. T guess our only chance

is an identification at the funsral parlor.

Guess you'd better not figure on thet elther, g
What do you mesn?

Sheriff Barnes got disgusted, and he's closed the
case. In fact, he's going to bury the corpse thls

afternson!

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

At AT R i i e e A e

;i
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

-

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELIL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine taobaccos
travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puffl you'lre always szhead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading clgerette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you =
longer filter of fine tobaccos - to gusrd ageinst throat-
scrateh,

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on ite way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
agalnst throat-scrateh,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve You 2 smoothness,

mildness and satlsfaction ne other clgarette offers you.

guard against throast-scratchl
EnJoy smooth smokingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - *outstandingl”

And - they are mild}

RATHCO1 0062307
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SHERIFF:

PAUL:

SHERIFY:

FAUL:

SHERLIFF:

PAUL:

SHERIFF:

PAUL:
SHERIFF!
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This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator, and tuoe
Big Story of Paul iloore..as ne lived 1t, and wrote 1t...
You, "Paul Moore of the corsicana Pally Sun, have Just
learned that the Sheriff is closing the case, The dead
woman is still unidentified, and the Sheriff has decided

to bury the corpse. But this 1s a perticularly brutzl and
wanton murder, and if the killer went free, that would be
the bilgcest erime of all. And so you, Paul Moore, hurry
down to the funeral perlor and talk to Sheriff Barnes..
Sherlff, you can't do it! You can't bury the body. .

not yet!

No? Why not, Moore?

Because you'd be ouryving the only evidence left,, She cen't
be identified unless people can see her face.

Listen, Moore, I!ve had this body on exhibit here in the
funeral parlor for days.

I know, bub,..

And do you know how many people have filed in here and tried
to }dentiry her?

Petmprpapensaddaamenzaery”?

pow thousand$s And not one of them recognized her, not one.
It1d be a miracls if anyone did. Look at the woman's face.
Why, even her own mother wouldn't recognlze her.

But Sheriff....

Sorry, Moore. I could keep her on exhibit here ti1ll the
whole state of Texas comes in Lo see her. But I'm not going
to. How long do you think you can keep a dead body lylng

around?

— . ——
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PAUL:

DAN:

PAUL:

{MUSIC:
WILLIS:

PAUL:
WILLIS:

PAUL:

WILLIS:

PAUL:
e WILLIS:®

-15-
Now, the only apparent source of evidence is slx feet
underground, And yow, Paul Moore, 1ike the Sheriff, are
Jjust about ready to quit, to glve up. ¥You examine the
dead woman's clothes, and then, guddauiy, you find something.

It 1snt't much, but its something. And you show it to your

ekl e e

Yes? What abcut 1%, Paul?

Theretls a btrademark stamped on the inside., It's pretty
faint, and coversd with blood, but you can &&e i, Itls
the letter:!Q! in a hexeagon border,

Hmmm. Know where it came from?

Yes, I checked, £1g from the Quality Mills, in the town

of Mexia, down in Limestone County. And Dan, I'm going down

there and have a 1oék around!

_ BRIDGE)

Mr;, Moore, ss superintendent of this mill, I can Tell you,
you're wasting your tlme.

But why, Mr, W1llis?

We sell theousands of yafds of this sacking to whelesalers,
gobbers, and storckeepers. A particular plece of c¢loth
like this 1s impossible to trace.

Walt a minute, Mr. Willis,

Yes?

In how wlde an area do you aistribute this cloth?

Oh, within & radius of fifty miles, I'd say.

RTHKG1 0062304
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PAUL:
DAN:
PAUL:

DAN:

PAUL:
DAN: |
PAUL:

DAN:

PAUL:

DAN:

“16-
Fifty miles, eh? fhanks, Mr. Willis. Thanks very wmuchl

UP_AND_UNDER)

FtLgmetmre bt T Ten The fifty mile area
around Mexia is loaded with small towns. ‘But somewhere in
that area, somewhare in one of those towns, 1ls the killer.
Youtre sure of it, positlve, But the only way ¥ou can reagh
everybody ‘in that ares 1s with the pictufes. And your
editor has already turned you down, And then, suddenly, ¥cu
get an 1dea...drive to Dallas,..and finally...see your
editor sgain...

Dan, take a look at thilsa!l

Hmm. Seems to be a drawing...of a woman's face.

That's right. A partlcular woman! The dead woman they
found off the highway.

What? Wheretd you get it, Paul?

(DAZED) rmmmw:sz?

Yads, T gave h&«rthe photo I took of the dead woman's

mutilated face., He reconstructed her full features, the way
she must have looked before she was shot,
Huomm. And what do you think you're going to do with this

qrawing?

. i
”Hu# it 4in the Daily Sun...front page. There!s nothlng

gruesom about this picture. Then we'!ll print up thousands
of extre coples of the Sun...distribuce them in every town
within fifty mlles of Mexla,

Wait a minute, Paul.

ATKO1 Q062308
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*" PAUL: It may work, Dan.' 1418 got to work. Someong!s going to see
this drawing, reccgnlze the woman. And once welve got her

identified, then the killer...

DAN: Hold on, Paul. You forgob something.
PAUL: What?
. DAN: The cost. It!ll cost e fortune to print up these extra

o coples, disbribute fem free, We'd have to hire extra trucks,
put on extra men...

PAUL: All right. All.right, Dan. I know. Welll have to spend
money. But this is a newepaper, 1sn't 1t? We operate 1n the
publlc service, don't we? And what's more in the publie
service than nailing a killler..?

DAN: Paul. ..

PAUL: And that 4sntt all, Think of the story. You'll have 1f
exclusive. & big story...the bigegest story ever to hit this
part of Texas, Dan, Dan, you can't turn me down on thisi
You can't...

DAN: Take it easy, Paul, take 1%t easy., I daldntt say I wouid tum
you down, did I? I just sald it'd be expensive.

PAUL: T sy
DAN: Ywiwoem zo ahead...and good luck]

NARR: You take charge., A print order of one hundred thousand
corsleana Daily Suns, all with the drawing on the front
page. And you check off the distridbution points as the paper
bundles leave the press room,.

( PRESSES WHIRRING OFF IN B.G.)

BT S

L e

e
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PAUL:

PAUL:

PAUL:

ETHEL:
RAY:

ETHEL:
RAY :

ETHEL:
RAY:
ETHEL:
RAY :

ETHEL:

18-
SAmBTBHETEIITNY . . . Mexla, Mexla Junction, Groesbeck,

Benhur, Thornton...

{ PRESSES UP HIGH AND UNDER AGAIN}
Fﬂﬂaatoaa-ﬂ-untg‘...Fairfield, Teague, Kirver, Wortham,
Strectman, ..

(PRESSES UP AND UNDER AGAIN...)

Yessrmmpogmemem, | Corslcana, Navarro, Richland, Purdon,
Dewsoll, ..
Your btrucks go to every town. .newaboys distribute the Daily
Sun on every street 1n every little town, Fifty miles from
Mexla. The days pass, and yet no one comes in to ldenbifly
the dead woman, No cne, Ang meanwhlle...

(KNOCK ONK DOOR}

(TERROR) Who is 1t? Who's there?
{MUFFLED) Open the door, Ethel!l It!s me...Ray!
(KEY TURNS IN LOCK)
{DOOR OPENS)
{ PANICKY) Ray} Ray, why did you come here? Why...
Te ask you why you haven't answered my phong calls.
T,.(CUTS} Oh, Goling somewhere, Baby?
~Fperppeeder,
I see you have your bags packed. Where are you golng, Ethel?
To Dallas.
Oh, Running out on me, eh, Baby?
Ray, Ray, don't you understand? Theylve got her picture
in that Corsicana paper, Your wife'ls. Loulise's.

T know all about it.

ATKO1 0062307
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ETHEL:

RAY:
FTHEL:
RAY:

ETHEL:

RAY:
ETHEL:
RAY:

ETHEL:
RAY:
ETHEL:
RAY:

e 4 T e

¥now who She 1S S0Qneu-Amakedet .
They'll find out it!s your wife...and then they!il find you,

Pontt you see, Ray?

and then,..then...me.

Ooh, Ray, Ray, you crazy fooll Why

did you have to kill her? W

( QUIETLY)

You put me up to it, Baby.

u gave me no cholce, remember? It had to be you,

, and right away. I had to do something, and do 1t

{SOBRING) Bew» I didn't tell you to kill her. I never knew,

I never suspected you would, You must have been mad, out
of your mind, drunk, I don't know, But they'll find you,
Ray..

Stop worrylng, Relax, They won't find me,
But that picture of Louise...

It only locks scmething like Loulse, It's been around

town for two weeks now. And nobody!s identified her yet,

I figure I'm safe nemwp How about unpacking

those tags, Baby?

Mo, No, Ray, I'm not going to take a chance. I'm leaving.

Thatts the way 1t is, eht®
Yes, yes! Thatls the way it is.

(QUIETLY} All right, Baby. A1l right, I'm not going to

stop you, Maybe 15!11 be better 1f you do leave town, -

YT e ey T U T T Ty DU T T T e D b e
auedaleey EBEut before you walk out on me, Baby, one thing,.
I...what is 1it, Ray?

e
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RAY:

VINSON:

PAUL:

VINSON:

PAUL:

VINSON:

FPAUL:

VINSON:
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If you ever breathe & word of this, I'1l strangle you,
I'li grab that pretty white throat and twist the alr out of
it t11l your face turns blue, Irve killed once, Baby, and
it comes easy, end I can do it agalnl As far as you know,
you never knew me, you never heard of me? Understana? You
never knew me and you never heard of mel
You, Paul Moore, are sitting in the office of the
Corsicana Dally Sun. And you're depressed...plenty depressed
A hundred thousand copies of the Sun dlstributed...two weeks
gone,.,.and not an identification, And then, &uddondas, &
stranger walks intoc your offlce and says..
Mr, Moore, my hame is Vinson,..Charles Vinsoen. I'm from
Mexia.
Yes?
And Itm pretty sure that,,..that pleture in your paper...
is my slster, Louise.
What? You're sure?
Looks wmighty 1llke her. Looks a lot like her.
But why didn't you identify her two weeks ago? Why did you
walt until now?
I was out of town on a businesg trip...up to Los Arngeles.
Just got back to Mexie, and saw the piéture. And Mr. Moore

..my sisterts gone,,.dlsappeared|

B e i =
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FAUL:
RAY:

SHERIFF:

RAY:

SHERIFF:

T

_21_
The Sheriff exhumes the body. Vinson makes a positive
identification of his sister, and then tells you she's
married to a man named Ray Mason, an employee of the
Quality Mill, in Mexia. You and the Sheriff go there,
gee Mason..
I tell you, Sheriff, I haven't seen this paper with my
wife'!'s plecture in it.
But your wife'!s gone. She isn't anywhere around, 1s she,
Mason?
How do you account for that? Where is she, Mason?
I told you we hed a gquarrel. She left me, sald she was
going to heplpother's in Alabama. Thatls all I kKnow.
And you eﬁgéve know how she came to be murdered on the
highway near Corsicena?
No, It's news to me, How would I know? I told you I
thought she was in Alabama,
A1l right, Mason. Maybe weld better take you down %o
the police station, and talk ebout it a little more.
Sure, Sheriff. Why not? I've got nothing to hide, Wait!ll
I go into the other room and get my hat!
He goes into the other room. And you, Paul Moore, stert
to look around with a reporter!s eye, You see a pleture of
Loulse Mason on the piano, resting on a shawl, And then,
under the shawl, you see g plece of paper sticklng out, You
plck it up, and that!s 1t..;hat's-1t! And when Rey Mason

comes out...

- e ware =Rk TRl WA T 4
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RAY:
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RAY:
PAUL,

PAUL:

SHERIFF:
RAY :

SHERIFF:
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Mason, you told us you thought your wife was in Alakama
all the timse. Is that right?

That's right, Moore.

And you said you hadn't seen the lssue of the Corsicana
Sun with your wife!'s picture in 1t,

That's what I sald.

Well, you liedﬂ

What? What do you mean I lied...

I feund this clipping under that piano shawl., It!s from
the front page of the Sun, and 1t's your wife's picture.
This proves you knew she wasn't in Alabama, you knew she
was dead. Because you killed her, Mason, you murdered ﬁerl
(A PAUSE}
Well, ¥Mason? Got anything to say to that?
(PANICKY) Sheriff, I didn't kill Loulse.

didn't kill her,

1 sweer it, 1
T don't know how that newspaper clipping
got there.

Somesone must have put it there, I thought

Louise was at her motheris in Alabama, I...

{cUTs) Ymbb=r-attBtE,

I awear it,
You don't believe wme, do you? I can
see it 1n your eyes, both of you, You don't belleve me,
But youtre got to, I tell you, youlve got to., I didn't
ki1l her, I dida't kill her!
(A BEAT} All right, Mason, Letis gol

CURTAIN)_

In just a moment we will read you a telegram from Faul Moore
of the Corsicana Dally Sun with the finel outcoma of

tonightts BIG STORY!

RTXCT Q062311
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICES
CHAPPELL:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAN #3118

CLOS ING COMMERC
Guard .against throat-scratehl
Enjoy smooth smokingl

PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke furthers...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke
PELL, MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s
filgered further than that of any other leading
cigaratte. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a longer filter

of traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - to guard
against throat=scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothngss,
mildness and satisfagtion no other cigarette offers

you.

Guard against throat=scratchl

Enjoy smooth smoking! ‘

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl"

Apd - shey are mild!
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Now we read ycu that telegram from Paul Mcore of the
Corsicana Dally Sun.
After a full night of contlnuous guestioning in which I
participated, Killer in tonight's Big Story confessed. He
was indicted, rt=®, convicted and sentenced to death dwe
capliesueseemior and in accordance with the laws of the
State of Texas he was execubed in the electric chair, My
sincere appreciation for tonight's Pell Mall Award,
Thank you, Mr, Moore,..bthe mokers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service 1n the field of Journallsm,
Listen agaln next week, same time, same statlon, when PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present encther BIG STORY - A
BIG STORY from the front pages of the Laurel, Mississippl
Leader-Call -- by-line, Denny Dean, A BIG STCRY ~ aboubt &
A2 T
reporfer who poese® that every body is somebody and dug up
a corpse to prove 1it.

THEME WIPE & FADE TO_BG ON _CUE)

o i mt ———————
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e CHAPPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with music
by Viedimir Selinsky, Tonight'!s program watb written by
Max Ehrlich, your nerrator was Bob Sloene, and Chusk Webster
played the part of Paul Moore. In order to protect the
names of pecple ectuzlly involved in tonightts authentic
BIG STORY the names of all charecters in the dramatization
were changed with the exception of the reperter, Mr, Moore,

CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Charpell speaking for the makers of
rELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

ANNCR: THIS IS NBC - THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

... JoDi/Flo
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