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DANNY It is not. Has Emmitgeen fooling around with those
fish?
HILDY: It's'all right for yowr daughter to ool arcund with ny
wool, or my buttons, or my pots - but let her touch

your precious fish food and «us

DANNY: (SHARPLY) Hildyl

HILDY: (AN OLD STORY} What now?

DANNY The cypranus garibaldi's.gonel

HILDY: The what?

DANNY : The Chirese long-talled - you know the gold one with

the silver fins, She's not here!

HILDY: (TMPATIENT) Cyranus == maybe she went for a walk,
DANNY Now where 1844402 (HORRIFIED) Hildy - look at this
el

on the floorl Tﬁe garibaidi's ot the floor. Bmmy-
nust have fished hsr out. (PICKS TKE FISE yr)  On,
you poor thing, she's hardly breathing....
(TELEPHONE RINGS)

DANKY: There now - Just ease back Into the bowl and ... oM,
she's ewinming lame-1Tke.

HILDY: (7MDER DiNNY) Hello. Ok, yes3, Sheriff, He's here.
Just a sscond. (AMAZED) WHATIL (GP) Danny .es

(3ERIOUS) Sheriff Hewltt, for you,

DANNY: oh, the poor thing -- just look at her gasplng for
breath.

HILDY: (YTRACE OF ANNOYANCE) It's the Sherlff, Danny.

DANNY What? Oﬁ, ths sheriff - what coes he think he's got?
A story?

HILDY: Ittty sefiovs, Danty.
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DANNY :

HILDY:

DANNY:

HILDY:

DANNY:

HILDY:

DANNY:

HILDY':

DANNY ¢

DANNY:

HILDY:

DANNY;

HILDY:
DANNY:

HILDY:

/%53;7
It is not. Has Bmwy Deen foollng arcund with these
fish?
It's‘all right for your daughter to fool around with my
wool, or my buttons, or my pots - but let her touch
your preclous fish food and ...
(SHARPLY) Hildyl
(AX OLD STORY) What now?
The cypranus garibaldi's.gonel
The what?
The Chinése long~talled - you know the gold one with
the silver fins, She's not herel
(IMPATIERT) Cyranus -- maybe she went for & walk,
How where 13..44? (HORRIFIED) Hiléy = look at this

. ) PPl
cn the floor! The garibaldi's on the floor. Brmy
must have fished her out. (PICKS THE FIEH U?)  Oh,
you poor thing, she's hardly breathing ««.

(TELZPHONE RINGS)

There now - just ease back into the bowl end ... ol
ghe's swimming lame-1likz.
(MDER DANNY) Hsllo. Oh, yes, Sheriff, He'z here.
Just a sccond, (AMAZED) WHATII (UP) Danny ...
(SERTOUS) Sheriff Hewltt, for you,
Oh, the poor thing -- just lock at her gasping for
breath,
(TRACE OF ANNOYANGE) It's the Sheriff, Danny.
What? Ol, the sheriff - what coes he think he's got?
A story?

It's serlous, Danny.

ATHAT 0163732




DANNY:

HILDY:

DANNY:

HILDY:

DANNY :

HILDY:

DANIY:

HILDY:

DANNY

DANNY:

EILDY:

DANNY:

HILDY:
DANNY;

HILDY:

'-4_

P2
It is not, Has Buxwy been foollng arcund with these
fisn?
It's.all right for your daughter to fool around with my
wool, or my buttons, or my pots - but lot her touch
your precious fish food and ...
(SHARPLY) Hildy!l
{&W OLD STORY} What now?
The cypranus geribaldi's.gonel
The what?
The Chinese long-talled - you know the gold one with

the silver fins, She's not here!

T

(IMPHTIENT] Cyranus -- maybe she went for a walk,

liow whers 1s....? [HORRIFIED) Hildy - look at this

on ths floor! Tﬂe garibaidi's on thes floor. g;my-

riust have fished her out., (PICKS TEZ FISH UP) Ch,

you poor thing, she's hardly breathitg....
(TELEPHONE RINGS)

There now - just ease back into the bowl and ..., oh,

she's swimming lawme-like,

{UNDER DALNNY) Hello. On, yss, Sherif?, He's here.

Just a second., (AMAZED) WHAT!!! (TP) Damny ...

(SERIOUS) Sheriff Hewitt, for you.

Oh, the poor thing -- just look at her gasplng for

breatn.

{TRACE OF ANNOYANCE) It's the Sheriff, Danny.

What? Ol, tho sheriff - what does he think he's got?

b story?

It's serious, Danuy.

ATHGT Q169733




3=

g T e e i L, i i e =

CHAPPELL: Now, the story as it actually happened ..., Dauny Desn's
story as he lived 1t ... Laurel, Mississippl.

(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

WARRATOR: Your name 1z H. A, Dean, but everybody calls you
"Danny." You're a likeable kind of a guy, easy-going,
a story-teller, a fellow who likes to speculats and
guess and k1d around. And that fits perfectly inte
the little town where you earn your living as the only
reporter for the only local newspaper -- the Laurel
Leader-Call, Very little ever startles anybody in
Laurel, Mississippi, because very little ever happens
there., And this evening, July 10th, going onto nine v e
a=ndptt - 1s very much 1lke every otherﬂégzggjlkxcept
T's good and hot., Too hot, So you take off your
shirt and sit down at your faverilts nobby - studyling
your goldfish in the bigz bowl in the living room.

DANKY: (LITTLE IRISH ALWAYS PRESENT) Well, now, how are you?
Swimming arcund and keeping coocl - far more ssnse thaﬁ

humar being., Now, d4id I feed you today? Don't think

s

I did. {UP) HILAY evss

HILDY: (LITTLE OFF) Yeah, Danny?

DANNY s Did T feed the fish today?

HILDY: How would I know? Thsy'lre your fish.

DANNY: Guess I didn't, .(PAUSE) tey, whare the fish food?

I asked you to leave 1t whers I couldeas .
HILDY: (cN) I never touched your fish food. It's right therse

where it always ls.
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DANNY:

HILDY:
DANNY ¢
HILDY;

DANNY:

SHERIPE:

DANNY:

SHERIFF:
DANNY :
SHERIFF:

DANNY
SHERIFF:

DANNY:
SHERIFF:
DANNY:
SHERIFF:
DANNY:

..5 -
Itll bet ~ he probably fined somecne twenty-Tlve
dollars for spoeding and he thinks it's a front page
story.
Yeou better talk to him, Danny. He says 1t's murder.
Murder-
He ways—hels—just—Tound-a-body,-Danny, in the-marshr—A-
mants—bedy;—Bannyy (THENT—Maybo—you-better-talk. to
Hrime

— o o . E e e o m

(MEX WALKING IN THE MARSH ... FROGS)
Eow much forther 1s 1t, Sheriff? I'm not dressed for

T e | P
this marsh wadiné\ nﬁj )

FACONES —Hetre—practically theore, ° T4cw Lo o
fnd—tirts-—Body~~=—youtlre JUTe ycou'Te neverseen—the-man

before?
Hot—stis—onev—Betteratop-hers.
i~denli—seo—a-thing,
Fal put ypy flaeh=11ght _on_him,
(CLIERUP FLASE-LIGH) —
ohtt, |
Been lying that way in the marsh maybe three, maybe
four days. Recognlize himé
I dontt think so, -
ook eloser,
No = he's a stranger tc ne,
Well, then -- “ooks liks ws gobt ourselves a mystery.

Sure dees, btut -- why'd you ask wme to come out here?
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SHERITF:

DANNY:
SHERIFF:
DANNY:
SHERIFF:

DANNY :
SHERTFF:
DANNY:
SHERIFF:

DANNY :
SHERIFI:

DANNY s

SHERIFF:

DANNY ¢
SHERIFF:

(MusIc: _

DANNY:

66—

Figpored—this way, You being a fancler of crime storles
—and—always—talking-about=themrmudsr-movies ~ I thought
you'd llke to see the real thing ~ at—the-—-scone—of-the
ordmes—Lhre—tho -Dooks—S8Y:,

Got any pertinent information?

Some, Look at hls feet. |

No shoes,

That's right - no shoes, His shoes are lylng over

uﬁﬂﬂl.fuLv.uxLML;r—j

there - sbout—50-—feet—from—the-bodyy—SCee-them?
Ee&h~-*¥§gf§§?;¥oﬁ-make~oﬂ—it% |
Waltt—a-winutes ,Llgar butty. Soe? -Phreo-of-thow
Whnat does that wmean?
Meybe-whoover—done—tt~Ities—ctgars. I don't know.
Another thing, I looked through his pockets --

bret

Nothing in them, ~Gleancd-out——Ytike-e-whistles Not
one stitch of identiflcatlon,

Very lnteresting. N

Thers you have 1t: dead, shoes off,hcigar butt* and I
don't know who he is, Oh, yes, auto.tracks about a
hundred yards to the left,

Very, very interesiing.

T thought you'd like it. I told you 1 had a story for
your papsw». What do you think now?
_Up AND ERIDGE INTO) |

(coFF-+ PEING STIRRZD I A CUP, BACKGROUND @
LUNG HROOM )
This coffes is awful. What time you got, Sheriff?
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SHERIFP: Piamoxfter sixf géeﬂ*t—b—&&ﬁ-e—%i‘:{—-&&eé‘—m-},—-—letls_ﬂ
- Boe- -~ Wwe been at 1t near 8 hours and we don't knovw < qu;r
any=wors=than=whent=found- the_hody. /
DANNY Oh, I wouldn't say that, Pass me the sugar.
SﬁERIFF: What would you say?
DAKNY: (REBAXING) Well == the way I_ses if --
SHERIFF: O, tere—it—comgs —~~—Pipe—Dream—Hunber—17—by-iine.
B Panny-Deat—Spoeiai—For-the eader=culiz
DANNY: Well;then T wout—tell—yous-

SHERIFF: 'Go—env——¥eu—kaew—i-itkﬁ“a‘gﬁﬁafmystsry-yarn7=-Ge_ﬁ‘h
N eRead;—Dasny——(UP)—Hoy,—Mao-—bettor— Iy ME A ToUpto-
of _£2g8 m——Danmyts—gettine WO OpT —

DANNY: Well - let's see what we'vs got and draw some slmple
conclusions,

SHERIFF: (SKEPTICAL UNTIL THE END) That'll be Interesting.

DANNY 1 Filrst of all he's not from Laurel, Nobody 1n town fits

his description and besides nobody's missing. Check?

SHERIFF: I follow you,

DANWY: TWo——every UTt=0f StTWIBT FERIStored—tn the—hotei—ie
sale-in—bedr—So-nothing-is-missing-thene,

SHERIFF: 32T:ff?ﬂﬁﬁ-éL'~44L,

DANNY; “Thevefops = ha's 3 "foreigner! -~ gomss—Svem—subt—of
“tewn—Mereover;—tots—rivh—

SHERIFF: How d¢ rou figure?

DANNY:‘ The teeth, I estlmate he spent elose to six hundred

dollars on tlipse dentures. Man who spends slix hundred

dollars con tis tectn's got money.
SHERIFP: All right, a rich out-of-towner.
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DANNY: Then - he wasnl't killed for his money, Sheriff.
SHERIFF; No?
DANNY: Mum-hom.. Man like that - what!s he doing near Laurel?

011, I figure - that'!s about the only thing'd bring
an cut-of-towner here,

SHERTFFr Might be - but how do you know he wasn't killed for
money? How do you know when the murderer cleaned out
his pdcksts, he didn't take a nlce fat roll?

DANNY Man 1like that doesn't carry a nlece fat roll, Sherlff,
Man like that = an oll spesculator say - uses checks.
Fvon-hean—of-them?

SHERIFF: A1l right, all right.

e fe—e—hets—a—Tioh-mem;—wesntt-idlted-for tiv HOTE Y, Ahd

«++ (SUDDENLY) Oh, my goodness]

SHERIFF: What 'sa matter?

just remembered = I was golng o change thes water In

the 8h bowl last nighﬁ/;;at before you phoned.
SHERIFF: (IRRITATER) Oh, Danny =<
DLANNY: You got to change tﬁg/zater for those fish - they're
very delicate.//igh\my cypranus garibaldl --
SHERIFF: You're talking about a murder, Danny.
DINHY : Remind%e to phone up Hildy seven and have her do

it,” Will you remind me?
Okay, I'11 remind you. Now,what about\this wasn't -

SHERIFF:

killed~for-hiz-money theory?
DANNY': You mean you're 1ntarested?.

SHER H Come on.
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DAYNY:

SHERIFF:
DANNY :

SHERIFF:
DANNY:

SHERIFF:
DANNY
SHERIFF:

DANNY:

SHERIFF:

D NI .

SHERIFF:
DAY+

—9-

Well, why was he killed then, 1f not for the money?
Phat-l—en—interestinggquestior, Oh, and another thing,
I think the murderer knev the nmurdersd mau wouldn't
be missed,

P a2 N
Whatﬂare you talking about?
Well, these rich oll” specﬁlators == they roam around
-~- dlsappear sometime for a week, ten days -~ thelr
famllies expect that, don't get alarmed when they
don't turn up..
Bxpraim Tt Io EwpItsh—
Woll,—I-got—ali—tho wire—service-reperts at-uy-office

—=gt—the-papoTy——Ho biE FUGL T8 béen reportéd misvimge—
That's all gusss vork.. |

But entirely logleal.,. Right?

A1} right ~ go shead, -

Well -= rich guy, oll man -~ name of -- X, Along comes
Y. ¥'s golng to kill X, ¥'s a -~- I don't know --
clgar-smoking sort of man,

Hov do you know he smcked the cigarg and not X2

Teeth, Sheriff, X's teeth are clean, not discdlored.
No, Yt's ths clgar-suoker, Ths murderer smoked clgars.
Well --

Look at 1t this way. ¥ wants to kill him -- oh, Just
gay Y wants to steal his ear, X has got a good, new
¢ar - worth two, three thousand dollars. ¥ wants it,
Says to X, "I know somerFéwe oil land - near Laurel.
Come on out, I'1l show it to you." BSo three nights
ago, three, four nlghts ago - they drive out...

(AUTO IN,. .COMES TO A STOP...,FROGS)

RTHQT G1693,°39
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BENTON:

FRANKL.IN:

BENTON:

FRANKLIN:
BENTON:

FRANKLIN:
BENTON:

DANNY .

SHERIFF:
DANNY :

SHERIFF:

DANNY:
SHERIFF:
DANNY:
SHERIFF:

DANNY 1

wl0=
S
Here we arc, MrvX+ This here'!s the place.
Is this the oil land you talked about,jgg
Two hundred yards, elther slide of you. Have a cigar,
gl
Never smoke, Dossnl't leok like o1l land to me.

Can't tell a book by its covef. Why not get out

and have a look-see?
e

No, let's,
Well, Mn=%, if you won't get out -~ I guess I'll have
to kill you 1n the cary
(FROGS OUT)

So, ¥ killed X, dragged him out of the car, laid him
face down in the marsh, took away all his ldentification
and stole his car. What do you think, Susriff?
What about the shoss? . |
I can't figure that one out.

&h, you're nuts. It could

The whole thing‘s nuts.
have happencd a wmillion other ways.
(PLEASANTLY) How, Sheriff? How?

Well - uh -- he might of —= ub -- I don't know.
(WINNING) Might have been my way.

Moam. But whe 18 he? Who killed him? What's his name?

Sheriff, let's go on out there now the sun's up., Let's
e Yk, . A

go on out and take anotler look at that poor manﬁand'

.gez 1f maybe wo can't glive him 2 name somshow.

BRIDGE IKTO . . .}
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DANNY:
SHERIFF:
DANHY:

SHERIFF:
DANNY:

SHERIFF:
DANNY:
SHERIFF:

DANIY ¢

SHERIFF1
DANNY:

SHERIFF;
DANNY:

SHERIFF:

1l
(FROGS AGAIN)

(LAUGHING GENTLY) Now what do you know about this?
What? '
This.shirt, Sheriff ~ the shlrt our man's wearing.
Look~a here, On the collar - "Made especlally for
Grand and CGompany by Fuller Brothers,
What about 1t? '

—ferd=gou—the mam was—rich,—Thatls a fen dollar shint,
Bet Grand and Company, whoever they are, maybe could

tell us who they sold this shirt to. It's that

unusual, (SUDDENLY) Oh-oh. No need for it. 414L_~aa7 —
What? ‘ L

e

Llue-numbsitalo: look, L

——
—

—

e PN T, B
LYavndny—manis, —L-dldnlé~sea—it—tastright,

'Tt-vaa—darkj;Shertfﬁgpeﬁ:;;;;d_you$*~Bon4t“blame~

venvsseht-, (PAUSE) Name is -- (SLOWLY) F-R-A-N --
Franklin, Mr. X's name Ls Franklin, )
feah,.simpie, 1sn't 1t? There couldn't be more then
four million Franklinslin America.

Sheriff, you‘fe a little iraseclibls this morning and
you've not thinking very straight,

Why?

That shirt. If we find out who Fuller Bros. is who
made the shirt, and find out whefe Grand And Company
is who s0ld the shirt - and ask them do they know a
Mr, Franklin - we!ll find out who this man is,

You'lre beginning to make sense,

ATHOT 0169741




DANNY:

SHERIFF:
. DANNYﬁ.

SHERIFF:

DANIY:

SHERIFF:

. DANNY:

-12-

Sure 1 am. With'a little luck, weo may even be able

to figure out just who murdered Mr, Franklin, Sheriff.
With vhat? What have you got for that?

O, there;s a couple of clues wmore I'm-thinking about .
Lh - you been seeing toc many mystery movies,

Maybe so0, Sherlff -~ but then agaln =-- maybe not.
(SUDDENLY} Hey, what time 1is 1it?

Seven twenty. .
ﬂﬁé—yeu—said—yea1&—?emind~me~__You;promised-he—remiad—~=

we, I got to get back and change that water for

my f4ah ,
CU;%AIN. o)

—_— e m A

j.**- Jecrbu 'u. roof

Lot oAhe ,‘_/,"{“_u/:{'% ( )
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THE BIG STORY 13-
PROGRAM #119 ,

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard ageinst throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking}
PELL MAELL!S greather length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Puff by puff you're slways ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the fifst puff FELL MELL smoke iz filtered further
than thet of eany other leading clgarette., Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL stlll glves you a
longer filter of fine tohaccos - to guard agalnst throat-
scratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PEIL MELL'3 traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos -~ guards
against throat-scratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a gmoothhess,

mildnegs and satlsfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratchl!

Enjoy smooth smoklng!
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

red packege., PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"

And - they are mildl
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NARRATOR 3

DANNY:

. EDITCR:

DANNY:

EDITOR ¢
DANNY:

-1l
This 1z Cy Herrice returning you to your narrsator, and
the Big Story of Danny Desn, as he lived it and wrote it,
You get moving, Danny Dean, of the Leader-Call in that
quiet, smlllng way you have - to meke certain the name of
& man you just found demd In the marsh outslde of Laurel.
You start putting together the pieces of a jig-saw puzzle
to spell cut vhat happened to cne American citizen named
Franklin, You do it because it'ls your job and you do 1t
because you enjoy 1t, enjoy watching Sheriff Hewlttls eyes
widen, enjoy watchlng your Edltor frown as you pick up
the telephdne... _

(PHONE UP..CLICKING)

Helle, Edna, Get me Fuller Brothers, in New York, I‘'ll
hang on.
{TORN BETWEEN THE EXPENSE AND THE EXCITEMENT) Fuller
Brothers, New York!
Thatts right, Boss, Fuller made that shirt Franklin was
wearing. Remember "Made especially by Fuller Bro,..."
I remember, I roamember, Do you have to cell New York?

You want the story, Boss,,or don't you? I'd just as soon

hang up,

FIreRT———Has-be_got-—to—-ealI-NOV-YOTEK, Sheriff? —
SHERIFFF-—Can*t—rseeany—olher way._

EDITOR:
DANNY:

Oh, 211 right.

Thanks, Edna. (LOUDER) Hello? This Fuller Brothers? Got
a question for you, This is Danny Dean in laurel
Mississippi. Thaﬁ‘a right, long-distance, I want the

address of Grand and Company to whom you sell those specilsl
shirts,

ATXQT 0169744
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GRAND:

DANNY ¢

GRAND:
DAWNY:

GRAND:
DANNY:

EDITOR:

DANNY:

GRAND:
DANNY:

GRAND:
DANNY:
CRAND:
DANNY:
EDITOR
DANNY:
EDITOR
DANNY:
GRAND:

=

{PHONE RINGS. IT'S ANSWERED)
Dean, speaka?g -- yes - is this Grand and Company in
(FILTER} Yes that's right, Mr. Grand speaking.
Mr, Grand, this is Danny Dean of the Laurel Mlississippl
Leader-Call, ...
“Fhrrwhe?
‘A-rewspaper., Therels been a murdsr here, Mr. Grand,.
and you can heln us,
A murder?
Yeah ~ seems & fellog_yas pass%zélthrough our town...

e o TIE . AP e

Remember Danny, Sekdand costq{$2?eﬁ forﬁbhexe minutes,
Gat to the point,
fush! (IN PHONE} Fella got himself killed, Mr. Grand,
and he was weering one of your shirts - made by Fuller
Brothers,
Is that.so?
Now the laundry marks says his name 1s Frenklin, Heve
you eny customers named Franklin?
Franklin? Franklin. Yeeh, quite a few, I think,
Can you glve me their names and addresses?
Sure, just & second.
Hels got a number of Franklins, Boss,
And what are you going to do.
Why c2ll them, gee who's missing,
How many are there?
Just & sec, (TO PHONE) How many are there, Mr, Grand?

Just & minute, just & minute, Uh,,..seven,

ATHKOT 016245
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DANNY: Only seven?

EDITOR: Only seven!
DANNY: Vhere do they live, Mr, Grand?
: o T
GRAND; Well, two iIn-Gededendy one in Nevads, one in Montana, two

in New Mexico and ons in Plorida,

EDITOR I heard him, I heard him,
DANNY: Just & second, Mr, Grand, Whatlsa matter, Boss?
EDITOR; Youlre just going to call oekhkmd and Nevads and Montans

and New Mexlco and..

DANNY': (KIDDING HIM) Well, gee, boss, you think we ought to
forget about the whole thing?

EDITOR ¢ Ch, stop it. Youlve already spent a fortune - you mlght
es well finish, {PAUSE) But - this better be & story,
Danny De&n..dr...oh, go ahead)

DANNY: Helle, this the home of Mr, Jerome Franklin?,..,Is Mv,
Frankliin there? Oh he 1s? No never mind,.if he’s there,
I dontt went to talk to him,.I know it sounds strange,
me Tam, bud the cne I'm looking for isntt there,

BUTLER: Hello? Yes, this is the Franklin residence., Mr. Franklin?
Oh, ne, I'm terribly sorry - hets,,No, you donl't.

understand, Mr, Pranklin died two years ago.

{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AMD _UNDER}

DANNY: Sorry I bothered you, Mr. Frenklin,
EDITOR« Danny, couldn!'t you talk a llttle faster?
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

ATHOD Q163746




SHERTFF:

DANNY

DANNY:

DANNY:

17~

Sorry I bothered you, Mr, Franklin,

Danny, couldntt you senhd a telegram?

Sorry I bothered you, Mr. Franklin,

Danny, couldn't you reverss the charges?

Sorry I bothered you, Mr, Frankliin,
Darny, I can't stand eny more. Goodbye.
(DOOR SLAM)

That leaves this last one, Sheriff, Richard Franklin,
Neveda,
Buppose he's not missing. Suppose he's alive, too?
I guess the laurel, Mississippil, Lesder =~ Call is stuck
for a lot of phone calla.
{PHOKE RINGS)
There 1t 1is,
(RECEIVER UF)
Hello. Mr. Franklin there, please?

MRS FRANKLIW:( FILTER) Why, no, hels not, Can I help you? This is

DANNY?:

Mrs, Franklin,

I'm Denny Dean, Mrs, Franklin,.g reporter for a papey

in Laurel, Mississippl.

MES TFRANKIN: (HAPFEY) Don't tell me Richard's struck oil again!

DANNY:

No, it's,..it's not that, Can you %ell me where your

hushand is?
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2

MRS FRANKLIN:
DANNY:

MRS FRANKLIN:
DANNY:
MRS FRANKLIN:

DANNY:
MRS FRANKLIN:
DAKNY:

MRS FRANKLIN;
DAKNY:

MRS FRANKLIN:
DARNY:
MRS FRANKLIN:

DANNY:
MRS FRANKLIN:
DANWY:

MRS FRANKLIN:
DANNY:

18~
What 1s it about, please?
Well, it's nothing, Mrs. Franklin.. just a story. We
want to locate him,
I see, Well, hets an oi1l men, you know, and he gees
off on trips and (LAUGHING) I don't kmow exactly where.,
I sce, Well, can you glve me any idea?
Of course, Last woek, yes - five days ago he was in
Tennessee, in Chattanocoge, vislting ocur son. The boy
goes to college there,.and then my husbend called me
and said he was driving back home, Held bought & new
car.,
Have you heard from him since then?
Why, yes - I got a telegram yesterday.

Yesterday?

e, yos, he sent me & wire ssying he'!d be delayced a

few days, Xz something wrong?

No, I don't think so, Mrs, Franklin, You say you got
the wire yesterday?

The.tts vight,

Vhere was the wire from - 1T you don't mind my asking?
Well, no ~ T have 1t right here, Uh..Why, from
Mississippi, from Laurel, Mlsslssippi...right where
you are.

And the wire was sent yesterday?

That's right, Any message vhen he arrives? ,
sk -

Ne -~ no message. I -~ I guecss I made a mistake, Sorry
’ A

I bothersd you.

(VERY PLEASANT) That'!s quite all right. Good bye.

(toW) Bye.
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S0URD:
DANNY:

SHERIFF 3

DANNY

SHERIFF:
DANNY:
SHERIFF:
DANNY

SHERIFF
DANNY ¢
BOUND
DANNY:

SOQUND:
SHERIFF:
DANNY:

-19-

PHOﬁE up

u%hugé :
Nothing\ Everyonets accounted for - five at home,
one enroute, one dead.
Yeah; 1t looks like you smoked yourself a lot of
smeke, Danny,
Could it have been somebody elsetls shirt? It's erazy,
There's a man dead ~ ~ his name's supposed to be
Franklin, but all the Franklins are alives..
(SUDDENLY} UnlessS,..t
Unless what?
Maybe the murdersr sent that telegram to Mrs. Franklin?
What?!
Why not? To cover 1t up for a couple of days more...
Frankiints dead and the murderer sends a telegram in
his name. VWhy not?
Because the moon is made of green ¢heese, Why yes?
wWait a mimite,
PICKS UP PHONE.
Get me Annie at the telegraph offies. PLUSE, (TO
SHERIFF) You!ll sece! P&USE, (TO FHONE)} Hello,
Annie. Did you send off a telegram to a Mrs, Richaréd
Franklin in Nevada - yesterday? You did? Have you
got the original telegram -~ in the sender's hand-
writing? =~ Fine, Annie, fine -- you hold on to 1t,
Welre gonna need that,
PHONE ON HOOK,
S0 whati
Sheriff, there must be enother clue somewhere -- to go
with the man who sent that telegram -- there!'s got to
be. Will you go out to the marsh with me again?
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SHERIFF s And get my feet all wet again. For what?
DANNY: Will you, or do I have 1o go myself?

~3 OB+ —————STEPS-SPART-FADINGORF

SHERIFF: All right, all right..,I'm in this deep. Might

as well go the whoele hog.

MUSIC:_ . _ _UP QULCKLY INTO
SOUND: STEPS IN THE MARSH...FROGS
SHERIFF: What do you expect to find?
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DAY I dontt know, Sheriff.
SHERIFF: Then why don't you forget the whole thing and go back
_ to your goldfish?
{STEPS OUT)

DANNY: Look.

SHERIFF3 What?

SHERIFF$ Let me see 1%,

DANNY Hotel Central, Chattanooga, Tennessee, Therc 1t 1s!
SHERIFF: There what 1s8?

DANNY ¢ Franklin was visiting his son at College 1in

Chattanooge four days ago. Hs stayed at this hotel.
He started off on his way back to Nevadae = that's

what his wife just teold us.

SHERIFF: You mean thetls where the key comes fyom?
DANINY : =SaNe.,
SHERIFF: Whe t—about-the—belegremt-
DANNY: Viatte—tho-masher—with-my-thoory—~ the-marderer—sont1t7
SHERIFF: ~For
DANNY Let's got vack., I'm going to call Franklints son in
Chattanocogsa.
" {MUSIC; _ _ _ _BRIDGE INIO)

(PHONE O FILTER. IT'S ANSWERED)

EDDIE: (FILTFR) Hello.

DANNY: Is this Eddie Franklln?

EDDIE; That!s right.

DANNY: Is your father's name Richard?tsna?
EDDIE: Who 1s this?

DANNY: T'm calling from Laurel, Mississippi ...

ATHAT G975




EDDIE;
DANNY :
FDDIE:
DANNY :

FDDIE:

DANNY:

— e waa

EDDIE:

DANNY:
EDDIE:
DANNY:
EDDIE:

~£01-

Laurct!

What de you know sbout Lourel?

Thotts wherc Dad wvent,

38R P- 16— B HERIFF T T ten=Sher it —tigbenabo=bhisa
(TO EDDIE) He did, When was that?

Lost Thursday, four days ago. Why - 18 he with you?
e, Eddle itis - it!'s net that.

Whatts the matter? Something happen to him?

Now, son, don't be alarmed - 1t may be nothing ot
cll, How old are you?

I'm ninetecn., Whet's that got to do with 1%?

Son, could you~-Could you come down here? There's
somothing we got to checle with you end ... you better
toke my name and address and .., and cateh the noxt

Plane,

(VERY GENTLY) Son, therc's no one here - just you and
me. Why dontt you cry if you ...

(TIGHT AND BITTER) I don't went to cry. I want to
get that murderer.

Youlll feel better 1T you ecry.

I want to get the man who kllled Dad.

g'my, then ~ tell me about 1t.

Dedg ceme to visit me in Chattancogo at school. He
wented to buy o car. &ég;?nnrg hils name was Benton,
sald he had onc for sale. But Dad didntt want 1t
Ard he bought one from one of my fratornity brothers
Instead.

{ MORE)
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EDDIE: Then this man, Benton, told Dad about some oil lend
(CONT'D) _
hore in Laurel, and Dad sald, sincc hic was drlving
beck to Nevada anyhow, held sce the land, That was

the last time I saw him - £i11 ...

DANNY { INTERRUPTING TC SQFTEN IT) What did Benton lock like,
son?

FDDIE: Fat and always smiling and - I didn't trust him,

DANNY: Smoke cligars?

EDDIE: Thotls right - always had one in his mouth.

DANNY: Tell you whet you do, Sit down, teke a sheet of paper

end write out the best description you can give of
Benton, I111 leave you alons, Take your time,
ELDIE: Yes, slr,
DANNY: And if vou feel like it, Eddic.,just let youprsclf
go. Maokes a world of diffexrcnce sometimes, son.
T —GENPLE—OHEN QUL FOR) . -
i0llo Annle, did you send off a telegram™to a Mrs.
Riche nklin in Nevada/;,foﬁ?fgg;s aga? =-- You
aia? ;iﬁix}ﬁﬁxgop,tﬁéfg;iginal telegram - in the

L

P
sender!s handwriting? Fine, Annie, fine -- you hold

—onetd 1%, T1131 be_right down.>
DANNY: A4 Federal Bureau of Investigation? This is Danny Dean,
Tourel, Mississippl, Got & lcad on a murderer, Got
. sl dy ?/\,M-/ )
quite a fow leads.,Clger buttt;nhcnd%rlting, rhysical
deseription., Con you get o man over qulck?

(COFFEE BEING STIRRED, THE COFFEE POT AGATI)

e e B
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SHERIFPF:
DANNY:
SHERTFF':
DANNY:

SHERIFF:

DANNY:
SHERTFF':
DANNY:
SHERIFF:

DATNNY:
SHERTEF:
DATNNY s

SHERIFF:
DANNY:
SHERIFF:
CANNY:

SHERISF:

DANNY:

SHERIFF:

DANNY:
SHERIFF:

23—

Got to hand 1t to you, Danny.

Thanks, Sherlff.

Took the FBI no more than ten days to get Benton,

Those boys are good, too. b

And took the jury no more thon eight minutes to convict,
densible jury.
Benten—gors—to—the—ehsdr—3Iyt—of JoRRGTY+—

o wrd Lo Cr. Thu et « Bty o mrdanr A mcan o S TV
What's bothHering you? You aren't 1f listening tOJ&%¢=éﬁu

%éku-.
el ed W .-n."& .
e e A L Fim e

“-{"‘—7: 1"4;,4__

what Iim saying.
Those shoes,
What shoes?
Pranklin!s shoes. Rormember Benton took them off his
body.

Sure, I romomber,

Well, why 414 he do thot?

Can't imogine,

Well, leok,..supvose it was this way. Suppose thatb
on the wey, you romember these shocs didntt it
Franklin teo well....?

Now stop it!

Just suppose those shoes helonged to a third party.
guppose thero was & man named 2 - and this Z was &a
pich manufacturer and two years before,..

oh, nc - herets wherec I got off. I hecard enough of
your theoriss,

Well, I ves just..({SUDDENLY) Hoy you know something...

What?
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DANNY;

~alj -
I haven?t checked up on my cypranus garibaldl in almost
ten days, You know thils case actually made me forget
that poor little fish wﬁsn't feeling well & week ago.

I got to get home.

In just & moment we will reed you & telegram from
Danny Dsan of the Laurel, Misslssipp!, Ieader-Call,
with the final cutcome of tonightts BIG STCRY,

{CLOBING COMMFRCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1190

_25-

CLOSTNG COMMERCTIAL:

CHAPPELL:;
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPFELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratch!
Fnjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of fradltionelly fine

tobaceos travels the smoke further... °

Fillters the smoke and makes it mild}

Puff by puff youlre always shead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the flyst puff PELL MELL smoke i1a filtered
Further than that of any other leading clgarette.
Morecver, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MELL still gives you & longer filter of traditionally
Iine, mellow tobaccos - to guard against thrcat-
scrateh,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaceos glve you & smoothness,

milldness and_satlsfaction no other cigarette offers

you.
Guard agalnst throat-~scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

As for the longer, finer cigarette in the

cistinguished red paclage, PRLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES

"gutstandingl"
And - they are mild,
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CHAPFEILL: Now we read you that telegram from Damnny Dean of the
Laurel, Mississippi, lLeader - Call.
DEAN: Killer in tonightis Big Story was gulckly indicted,

brought to trial and found gullty of murdenr in the
rirst degree%n;eﬂi?i Zﬁ?ﬁb;ﬂ‘é E@cfg;féﬁchaiéw <
‘L;ﬁkhe cheated the state by commf%Eigéd§ﬁ§&£€L;¥GHt§;ya
before he was to be executed, Thanks a lot for
tonightts Pell Mell Award,
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr, Dean,..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Awerd for notable service in the field of journalism.
HARRICE: Listen agaln next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present eancther BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Detroilt
Times -- by-line, Ray Girardln, A BIG STORY - that
began with & phone call thet meant death and ended with

a rhone call that meant life,
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CHAFPELL: The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vliedimir Sslinsky., Tonight's program was
written by Arnold Perl, your narrator was Bob 3loane,
and Bill Quinn played the part of Danny Dean. In
order to protect the names of peopls asctually lnvolved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of all
characters in the dramatizetion were chanhged with the
exceptlion of the reportser, Mr, Dean.

CHAPPELL: This 1s Erneat Chappell speaklng for the mekers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

ANNCR ¢ THIS IS NBC -- THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPLNY,

JOW/SALLY
6/21/49 pm -
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NARRATCR
2ND CLERK
FRANCES
2ND WOMAN
13T WOMAN
AUNT
GIRARDIN
TREXEL
13T CLERK
MITCHELL
BARTENDER
KLINE

3RD CLERK
LARSON

JACK

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM _ #3120

CAST

AS BROADCAS-

BOB SLOANE

BOB SLOANE

JEAN TATUM

JEAN TATUM

AGNES YOUNG

AGNES YOUNG

LYLE SUDROW

ROGER deKOVEN

ROGER dzKOVEN

JACKSON BECK

JACKSON BRECK

RALPII BELL

RALPII BELL

SCOoTT

TENNYSON

3COTT TENNYSON

WEDNESDAY, JULY 13, 10943
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WNBC & NET

( Y ()
10:00 - 10:30 PM

THE B1G STCRY M

MITCHELL:

FRANCES:

KLINE:

FRANCES:
MITCHELL:

FRANCES:
KLINE:
FRANCES:
MITCHELL:

FRANCES:

MITCHELL:

JUTY 13, 194 — I_\'E%NESDAY J

{t;ggLQf%u@Lﬁ;?m&wﬁeufq

FANFARE ) :

{4 BIG, ARROGANT TOUGH GUY. HALF DRUNK} I say let's go

cut there tonight,
Why dentt you walt, Joe? It's lzte, Ilr., Larsen'll be
in bed, Maybe, tomorrow, I can ---

(ALSO DRUKK) Lissen to her! Wattsa motter, Francie, ya

wanna welch? (FRANCES: Mo, but I ---) We come all

the way from Chicago because you sald this old guy Larsen
was a friend of yours, and you could get some dough out

of him,

I szid meybe he'd lerd me some, Jerry., I didn't say ---
Three days we besen walting, and he hasn't come acrosz yei.
Whatts the difference he lendg 1t to you, ¢r wg take 1t
off him? Either way he dontt get 1t back, I'm goln oub
therel

Joe, dontt] There'll be trouble, He's gct a gun.
Dontt give us thatt

Honest!

He keeps 1t right In his bedrocm.

So what? I handled plenty a Japs on Guadal, They had

guns, too. Now, get on that phone and tell him you want
to see him alone. Tell him youlre comin sut there tonight,

I don't want to do 1t, Joe, Ii's not right, I ===

(SHARP SLAP)

Shut upl Now get on that phone, do you hear me? Get on
that phone or I'1l slam you black and bluet
SHARP STAB AND UNDER)
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

Cepa
The Big Story. Here is Anerlca,..its sound and its fury
«oelts joy and 1ts scrrow...as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers.' (PAUSE,
COLD AND FLAT) Detroit,Michigan, From the pages of the
Evening Times.....%the story of two fateful phone calls -
one that brought death, and one that brought "ife,"
Tonight, to Ray Gilrardin of the Detroit Evening Tilmes,
for hls tireless persistence, for hls colorful reporting,

for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 7/13,/49

PELL MELL

OFENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

GQuard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditlonally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further ....

Fllters the smoke and makes 1t nild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL., At the fivst puff PELL MELL smoke 1= filterea
further than that of any other leading clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
5t111 gives you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to
auard against throat-scratceh.

¥epr PELL MELLYS preater lencth travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-serateh,

Yas, PELL MELL!S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothness,
mildness and satisfaction no other cigarvette offers you.
Guard against throat-scratchl

EnJoy smooth smokingl

Azl for the longer, finer clgarette in the distingulshed

red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~
"outstanding!t”

nd - they are nildl
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BIG STORY

KLINE:
FRANCES:
MITCHELL:
FRANCES:
MITCHELL:

KLINE:

MITCHELL:

- 7/13/49 } REVISED
...|.-

Now, the story as It actuelly happuned.. Rey Girardin's
story as he llved it .. Detrolt, Michigan.
Many a poet has pondered on the diverse tses of the night.
Ané on the myriad of meanlngs it cao hold for different
men. You, Ray Glrardin, of the Detrolt Evenling Times, have
long known the truth of this. In the course of your
regporter's career you have locked well at the black world
of night. And you know how 1ts dark dimensions can cradle,
at once, the sigh and the siren, the song a2nd the scream.
Now, in the late hours of a June night, this truth is being
proved egaln. For, B3 you lie sleeping and stlll 1o your
bedroon at 2AM, even now, on another curkurban strecet, the
scene is belng set for viclence.
(CAR APPROACHES AND STOPS - EXTERIGR PERSPECTIVE,
COOR OPENS FOOTSTEFS oM SIDEWALK. CAR LOCOR SLAMS.
CAR STARTS UP AND FADES OFF UNLDER. MORE FOOTSTEP3
CN SIDEWALK UNDER)
There's the heousze. Two doors up. Number 218
Listen, Joc, let me go In alons and --
Shut up. I told you we're all three of us gein in.
Mo, Ycou're golng to hurt him.,. Youlps -~-
(VICIGUSLY) Will you come on! {SLIGHT SCUFFLE UNDER)
Grao her other wrist, Jerry. Now, come on or we'll drag you.
She oetter not get wise., We can teke this mark for plenty
15 she donit get wise. e
She won't get wise. She knows what'll happen if she does,
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BIG 8TORY - 7/13/49 ~4A-
(FOOTSTEPS CLIMBING WOODEN STAIRE, THEN ON WOODEN
PORCH)

EITCHELL: Ring the bell, Jerry,

LINE: Okay.,

{PAINT, MUFFLED SOUND OF BELL)

MITCHELL: Now remembsr, Francie. Play 1t straight, and play it smart.

FRANCES: All right, Joe. But please don't hurt the old man. Please!
(DOOR IS OPENEDR)

LARSEN: Who's there?

FRANCES: It's me, Mr. Lersen. Frances (lark.

LAREEN: Oh, hello there, Frances, Come on in, I couldn't make you

out for a miv -- Oh, I sce you've got friends with you.
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FRANCES:

MITCHELL:

LARSEN:

LARSEN:

FRANCES:

LARSEN:

FRANCES:

LARSEN:

KLINE:

MITCHELL:

PRANCES:

KLINE:

LARSEN:
KLINE:
LARSEN:
KLINE:

LARSEN:
FRANCES:

..5...
Yes, I ---
Mrs. Clark asked us fo stop in with her, Sald you
wouldntt mind.
(¥ONPLUSSED BUF POLITE) Of eourse nob. Oome on in.
(FOOTSTEPS, THEN DOOR SHUTS)
Well, 1 - T must say, this is a surprise. You dldn'tt
tell me on the phone, Francces, that ---
Arentt you golng to glve me & 1ittle hug, Mr. Larsen?
itts been a long time since welve seen each other.
Viny, of course, Frances. (SLIGHTLY CLOSER TO MIKE)
Theral It 1s pood to see you agaln,
(CLOSE MIKE, IN A LOUD WHISPER) Mr. Larsen, get something
to protect yoursel?f with. Quicki
Eh? What's that?
(SLIGHTLY OFF, WARNINGLY) Why dontt you come over and
sit down, Francle?
Maybe Mr. Larsen would like you to put something on the
phonograph.
(NERVOUSLY) A1l righv. ==~ all right, I will.
(APPROACHING) Is that your pedpoom across the hall there,
Mr., Larsen?
Yoz, 1t is.
Maybe you got a radic in there?
Why yes, but ---
(FADING SLIGHTLY) Think I'1l ture it in, 1f you dontt
mind.
Now look here, 1 didn't say ---
(SLIGHTLY OFF) Here's one T always liked. The Lullaby

of Broadway. It!s an cldie, but I like it.
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LARSEN: Frances, I don't understand. Why did you bring these men
here? And what was it you wanted to gspeak to me about?
FRANCES: Could you help me with this phonograph, Me. Larsen?
MITCHELL: He dont't need to help you. You can do it yourself., Put
the record on.
LARSEN: Now look here, that!s no way to speak to Mrs. Clark.
HEK*EE?STﬂﬂTST-E&+—-
MITCHELL: A1l pight, fella. Let's not get nasty about it.
LARSEN: I'm not getting nasty. But 1 don't see what youlre doing
herc in the firat place, and ---
MITCHELL: Oh, you don't? Well, maybe this'll tell yal
(PUNCH)  (THENh—-BOUrFrE—
(AD LIBS FROM LARSEN, UNDER)
FPRANCES: Leave him alone! You said you wouldn't hurt himl
MITCHELL: (PROJECTING} You find the gun, Jerry.
KLINE: (FADING IN) Yeah.
MITCHELL: Well, get his arms behind hinl  (EEEHET—OHT—2 = TaNr hig. )
LARSEN: (THROUGH STRUGGLE) What is this? What are yocu trying
to do?
MITCHELL: (BREHTHING HEAVILY) Talk fast, fella., Where do vou keep
vour dough?
LARSEN: So that's 1tl You're trylng to rob me! {RENEWED EFFORT)
Just let me get my hands on you, you yellow bums!
MITCHELL: (CRIES OUT IN PAIN) Why you -- get him, Jerry! Get him
With the pigtol butt}
(BLOW ON HEAD WITH PISTOL)
“LRHSENT (CRIES UL
FRANCES T —{SOREAMS) _SLon_iiim—tebuilu—aioned
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. MITCHELL:

FRANCES:
KLINE:
MITCHELLI::

KLINE:
MITCHELL:
KLINE:

TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:
TREXEL:

-7
(VICIOUSLY) Kick me, will you, felial That'a éll X
wanted was a good excuse!
(A TERRIFIC HEAD PUNCH)
Now, where's the dough? (PAUSE}
(ANOTHER PUNCH)
L o SO ¥t~ W
{ ANCTHER™PUNTII
Stop it, Joe! Stop it! You're killing him}
Shut upt He's got it coming?
Wise guy, huh? Wanna kieck, huh?
(ANOTHER PUNCH)
Mow let's see if youlre so smart, Let's see 1f ---

Hold 1t, Joe, He ain't movin.

' Well, throw some water in his face. Bring him to.

It don't look 1llke he passed out, Jee., ({PAUSE)
It looks like he's deadl

It is merning now., The mellow morning of ten o'clock.

And the 1ittle surburban street lles simple and prim in
the sun. Bub the living room of the fourth house on the
right 1s & shambles, And ycu, Ray Girardin of the Evening
Times, as you stand in the midst of the toppled tables and
rifled drawers - are face tb face with murder, Patiently,
you wait for a word with Lt., Ed Trexel of Homiclde.
(PROJECTING SLIGHTLY) That's enough on the photographs,
boys., A1l right, Doc¢, you can have the bddy now, '
Hello, Ed, What's the good word?

Hiyuh, Ray. Not much, I'm afraid. Guyts name was Henry
Larsen. Retired contractor, Beaten to death last night,

Somewhere between 1 and 3 AM,
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GIRARDIN:
TREXEL:
GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:
GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:

15T WOMAN:

8-

- What was 1it, robbery?

From the looks of things, yes. But it sure didnti-pay off.
How deo you mean?

ﬂe;;, his wallet's gone - but I doubt 1f he kept much
n€§é¢;= And according to his relatives the only other
things missing are a dlamond ring he was wearing, and a
Luger plstol.

The way this place is torn up, it looks like whoever did
it thought he had a lot more than that.

He had, as a matter of fact. But it's all in the bank.
Ed, let me ask youw one more quesbion. This place is &
mess, but how about the deors and windows?

One step ahead of you there, boy. Checked them an hour
ago. Perfect order, all of them. Mo breaks, gouges, or
scratches. Larsen probably let the murderer in at the

front door, thinking he was a frilend.

Here before you 1s the thing you hate the most, A brutal,
wanton, senseless crime. An old man beaten to death for
his wallet and a few trinkets. Somewhere lnside you a
fievse 1ittle fire of fury has started to burn. And you
know you're not goinp to drop this story for a long while,
Youlre golng to dipg for the facts - even 1if you have to
ring every dcorbell in DBetroib.

Mpr. Larsen? Why, he was Just the kindest, nicest man that
ever liyed. Always smiling, and helping people out. Why,

he didntt have an enemy in this worldl

ATKO!Y Q1637680
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7 2ND WOMAN:

_9-
No, I wouldn't say there wasg anything unuswal about his
friends. Execept maybe that waitress. Young girl about
42, Never thought much of her. Quittin her Job all the
tine, and runnin off to Chicago on some escapade or other.
Then coming back and gettin Mr. Larsen to pay her hotel
bills. Name was Clark. Mrs. Frances Clari. Divorced,

But her aunt lives right around the corner here. She can

tell you more about her than I can.

My nlece went to Chilcago last Movember, Mr. Girardin.

Went up there with her boyfrlend, Joe Mitehell, ‘They were

" going to get Jobs in a hotal restaufant.

GIRARDIN:

AUNT:

GIRARDIN:

AUNT ;

GIRARDIN:

AUNT:

GIRARDIN;
AUNT :

Before that, you say, Mrs. Clark was friendly with Mrp,
Iarsen?

Yes, She used to see him quite often.

What about this boyfriend of hers, this Mitchell? Can
you tell me onything about him?

I certainly can. He's a swagzgering, arrogant bully.
Don'ts knowxuheéqgrances took up wilth him Por—in the first
place,

Vell, you know what they say. Lova is blind.

Vhy, she 1sn't in love with him. If you ask me, she'ls
Just plain afraid to leave him, that's all.

Why do you say that?

Mr, Girardln, that man 1s a savage! Fought with the
Marines during the war, you know. And believe you me,
the storles we heard about himl Used to kill prisoners
Just for the fun of it. Deserter, too. Had his medals

taken away, and got & dishonorable discharge.

RTHOT Q0169769
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GLEARDIN-

(T ST TR e STOMESHM BN,

=r 3 by

GIRARDIN:

AUNT

GIRARDIN:

AUNT :

GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

Gy itemh et At o w

How did Mrs. Clark happen to meet him?

They were both worklng in the same restaurant here in
Detroit. And he talked her into going up to Chicago to
make more monsy.

Then - they haven't been back here since last November,

Is that right?

Oh, I dldn't say that. Matter of fact, she called me on
the phone a few days ago. Tried to borrow some money from
mce, She and Joe Mitchell have beeﬁﬁféﬂﬁetroit, at the

Turrel Helel, for the past four days.

¥You dontt knaw if there ls any connection between Prances
Clark and tha murder of Henry Larsen, but your reporter's
intuition tells you there might be., So you grab a phone
and call Lt. Trexel, Hls men are at the Turrel Hotel in
fiftesn minutes. A lilttle while later you get there
yourself.

Any luck, EQ?

They were here all right. But they checked cut a few
hours after the murder,

Too had.

Well, we've got 2 line fto work on, anyway. 'The bellboy

oys there were three of them. Two men znd a girl,

L2

Havirg themsclves a party upstairs about twelve olelock
last night. Drinking cheap rye out of the bottle. The
blg guy was slapplng the girl around like a rag doll.
Sounds like Mitchell. ’

RTHGT 0168770
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TREXETL.: Velre pretty sure it was. The other guy was Jerry Kline,
carnival shill and gambler. He's on the books but good,
that boy. Working the games around here for ten years.

Alcchollc, marijuana addicet, and anything else you can

name,
GIRARDIN: Nice 1i1ttle group.
TREXEL: You said it.
GIRARDIN; Tell you what, Ed. I don't know how you feel about it,

but I've got & hunch this lead is worith following up.
TREXEL: You and me both.
GIRARDIN: And from what Mrs. Clark's aunt told me, I'd say the
Rlzee to follow 1t up is Chicage. It's a lorg chance,

neybe, But 1t might Just happen tc pay off.

(MIDDLE COMHMERCIAL)

RTHGT 01637721
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELLs
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE+:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE3

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE®

Guard against throat-scratchl
EnjJoy smocth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater lenhgth of tradltionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further ...

Filters the smoke and mekes 1t mild.

Puff by puff youlre always ashead when you smoke PELL
MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke l1s filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
st1ll gilves wou & longer fllter of fine tobaccos - to
guard against throat-scratch.

For PELL MELL!'S greater length travels the smcke further

on 1ts way ﬁo your throat -~ fllters 1t naturally
through PELL MELL'S traditiconally fine, mellow tobaccop
- guards against throat-seratceh,

Yes, PELL MELL!'S fine %tobaccos gilve you a smoothness,

rmildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Guard agalnst throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask fer the longer "finer cigarette in the distinpguished
red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"gutstanding!”
And - they are mildt

ATHO! 0169772
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TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:

_13—.

_INTREODUCTION AND UNIER )_! ¢

Ny Gl el

and the Big 3tory of Ray Girardin...as he lived 1t,
snd wrote 1it,
The place 1s Chicago; the time 1s m late week in June,
The weather is humid; and the murder of Henry Larssn is
51x days old. But to you, Ray Girardin of the Detroit
Evening Times, it seems like six years. You remember
your arrival,in Chlcago, and the ccnﬁigigfe with which
you and Lsgfgbexel set to work., You'were looking for
three people - Joseph Mitchell, Frances Clark, and Jerry
Kline. You had their rhotegraphs stuck In your pockets,
and thelr Tfaces etched on your brains. And you had the
full support of the Chicago police. You wers sure 1t
wouldn't take long. But somchow, none of the leads paid
offs The walters and restaurant unions, the uﬁderground
tipsters, the police line-ups - none of them, Five solid
days of blind alleys and nogatlve replles, -Yreewd ko,
you are beginning to wonder if your hunch wesn't Wrong
from the sinrt.
Take 1t easy, Ray. You goita give these things a 1little
time.

s 2
But!we don't evcn know 1f theyire in Chicago at all. They
may be e thousand miles from here.
It takes o lot of cabbage'to make a big getaway. And
that's one thing those bables didn't have was cabbage.
If only we had some proof that they're here, Ed., Some
proof that we aren't wasting ocur time,
I know how you feel. But we're doing everything we can.

It's just a matter of luck from here on in.

ATHGT Q168773
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GIRARDIN:

e i T e

15T CLERK:

GIRARDIN!

erd CLERK:

GIRARDIN:
2ND CLERK:

3RD CLERK:

GIRARDIN:
3RD CLERK:
GIRARDIN;

3rd CLERK:

Well, I'm going to meke one last stab.

LOM LY

~14=
Bven 1f those

three didnlt have much dough, they had to stay somevwhere.
I'm going over to the Loop with these photographs, &nd

I'm going to cenvas every hotel clerk in every dingy flea-
vag I can findl

S R

You can't ask a suestion 1liks that! I see & million

faces a day. How can you ask & question like that? 3o

I say I never secn them, Sc what heppens? 3o jou find

they was stayin here, and then you subpecna me. Nuts to

that! The only thing I'm sayin is I don’t remember.

The pictures aren't too clear. But I was just wondering

if you might recognize them.
(SLOWLY) Well, now I'm not so sure but vhet I do. OSeewms
to me the blg one was with the girl, and the 1ittle guy

sort of tagged along.
That's right! That's the way 1t would bel

Sure, I remember them now. OCame in Monday night and

checked out the next aftsrnoon.

—e e e e e -

Positive? You're darn right I'm positive. The big guy
especlally. I wouldn't forget that joker in a hundred
years.

But you say they left last night?

That!s right.

I don't suppose they left a forwarding address, or
anything.
Fet chancs! You don't leave z forwarding address when yo

skip out on the bill!




3 TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:
TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:
TREXEL:
GIRARDIN:

...15.-

Yesterday you were complaining becsuse you didn't know 1f
they were in Chicago. Now you'rs complaining because you
do.

Well, it gripes me, Ed. They always seem to be one lap
ahead of us.

They're pleying 1t smaprt, that's all. Checking 1n and
checking out. Sklpping all cover town.

If only we could pln thcem down to one arez,.

Well, there's nothing more we can do tcnight. So take
your troubles out of here. It's 4 AM, and I want some
shut-eye. You ought to get =some, too.

(PHONE RINGS)

Now vhat?

(RECEIVER I5 I, TED),
Hello? =- ot 'Ait . —-~—; ~===- Who? ===---== Ok, put
him on. ==-—=-r=-==w-sea=-= Hello, Herb, what aere you doin'!
ap &t thls hour? ----=--- Who? --- Oh, yes, I remember,
Did she —===-w=-r==r You did? Good! -v------= (BIG)
What? When? ----w=-======--= What was thet name agaln?
----------- The Forty Five Club? OK, got it., I'1l call

you back later.,
(HANGS UP}
(TO GIRARDIN) Gwes—yoor=ireher=bes, Wo're on our way!
What's the matter? What's up?
Meybe a break, finwllye I don't know.

What 1= it?

ATHKOT 0163775
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TREXEL:

GIRARDIN;
TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

BARTENDER
GIRARDIN;
TREXEL:
DBARTENDER:
TAEXEL:

BARTENDER:
TREXEL:
TREXEL:
TREXEL:
BARTENDER:

TREXEL:

BARTENDER:
GIRARDIN:

-6

That was the department, back in Detroit. They've been
holding & girl friend of XKline's as & material witness,
Just on the off chance, I had tlLem check her phone for

incoming calls.

What happened? Did Kline try to reach hep? -

EP 3 ; ¥
Somebody did = just an hour ago- - fromAChigzigiszhe
¢sll was traced to a jolnt up on Norih Clar¥®- the Forty
Five Club.

That's enough for me! What are we walting for?

UNDER)
(FADE IN NIGHTCLUB BG)
The showl!s gonna start any minute

You gents wanna table?

I never saw one of these clip joints where it wasn't.

Welll =it at the bar.

Whaet'll you have?

Twe beers and a little informatiion.
(GLASSES FLACED ON BAL)
Here's the beers, Whaddya wanna know?

Take a look at this photograrh. Ever see the guy before?
Ho .

Are you sure?

Whaddya want for two beers, an gifidavit?

Here's the badge. And the radio car

A1l right, bey.
is outside. Now simmer down and give me s straight
answer,

Whet's straighter than no?

Is that the only phone booth you've get in the place -

Thet one against the wall?

ATHOT Q169776
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BARTENDER !
GIRARDIN:
BARTENDER ¢
TREXEL:

BARTENDER:
TREXEL:

BARTENDER:

TREXEL:

BARTENDER:

i

TREXEL:

BARTENDER:
TLEXEL:
BARTENDER:
TREXEL:
BARTENDEHR:
TREXEL:

BARTENDER:

TREXEL:
BARTENDER !

-17-
You guessed it.

Anyone maeke a call from there tonight?
No.
How long you been on duty?

31x hours.

I'm pulling you in.

All right, Get your coat on,

{RIGHTEOUSLY INDIGNANT) Wheddya mean you're pulling me in
What for?

You're lying, boy. Scmebody tried—tv caligﬁgfgoit from
that booth one hour ago. And you 3aw him de 1it. Come on.
Get your coail.

(A T19TLE FRANTIC) Now walt a minute, Cap, walt a minutel
Maybe

I'm not lying., T don't have to lie to nobody.

that'!s all.

I was mistaken, People come in here all the

time, How do I know?

(TOPPING HIM) Listen, punk, youlve got LIE written all
over you in big red letters) (PAUSE) Now, do you want to
talk here, or down at the ReestmeTT

(HOLD FOR TWO BEAT3) Lemme look at that pltcher again.
Yezh., Do that. {PAUSE) Well?

Thet's the guy.

Where 1z he now?

I don't know.

A£11 right. Get your coat.

his mother?

I'm tellin va, I don't know, What am I,

The guy's & lush. Haybe hels down in the Loop pushin
for drinks, how do I know?
Where does he live?

Winston Hotel, on North Sedgewick.

ATHKAT Q1BSFP7




TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:

JACK:
TREXEL:
JACK:
TREXEL:
JACK:

TREXEL:

JACK:
TREXEL:
JACK:

TREXEL:

15~
Get that, Ray?

Got 1t. Let's go!l

How, at last, yoq,vg gQE o preak. Trexel calls
headquarters, and ;ggéty minutes later, in the dirty,
gray dawn, the Winston Hotel 1s surrounded. The clerk
in the lobby does a fast take on the photograph and
gives you Klinels room number, #nd now, In a greasy
third-fleor hallway, you Ray Girerdin, eare approaching
the climax of your Blg Story.
Here 1t 1s, 309
411 right. ©Novw get ready, if he opens the door.
(SEVERAL LOUD KNOCKS ON A WOODEN DOOR) (FAUSE}
(MUFFLED, OFF) Who's there?
Telegram.
(SUSPICTIOUSLY) I'm not expectin any telegram.
Western Unlon - for 309
Take a walk,
(SEVERAL MORE KNOCKS)
(INSISTENTLY) Telegrem! (I1OW) Get ready, Ray. I think
he'ts coming.
(PAUSE, THEN DOCR I3 YANKED OFEN SUDDENLY)
Wrat's the big ides of --
Get your hands up, Kline, and deatt get funny.
What the -- what 1s this? What do you want?
Get back 1 the room...
(& FEW POOTSTERS)
All right, Ray., Come in and shut the dcor.

(MORE FOOTSTEPS, THEN DOOR SHUTS)

ATHAT 8163778
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JACK:
GIRARDIN:
TREXEL:

GIRARDIN:

TREXEL:
GIRARDIN:

GIRARDIN:

JACK:

TREXEL:

—19—
Listen - what do you think you're --

Ed, walt a minutel
What's the matter?
Look at him. Look at his face, in the light., The
coloring's the same, but his features are different,
{REALIZING) Yeah!

T don't know who this guy is, but he isn't Jerry Klinel

e M T e

Once again you have drawn a blank! The little guy in

the shabby hotel room 1s not Jerry Kline. You stand

there in a sort of hopeless dejcction., You donl't know

what to do next, But you keep up a frent. You throw

& fev questions, and Trexel gets toughs And then = 1t

happens, Like a miracle. The 1lttle guy sings. Le's

afraid, and he cracks wide open. He isn't Jevry Kline,

but he is Kline's brother!

-—— — " e

I dién't lilke it, but what could I do? Jerry says

thneyfll use my room as a meeting-place. 30 what could I

do?

vou mean Mitchell and Mrs, Clark have been coming here,

toc?

Thet's right, They heard you were lookin for them, so

they had to scatter., DBut they use this place to --
(DOOR BUZZER) _

Probably one of them, now. Tuey'lre supposed to mest here

this morning.

Open the door,

(Low)} All right. Ve're resdy for them.

ARTXAT Q1RIPPS




FRANCES:
TREXEL:

FIANCES:

TREXEL!

FRANCES:

GIRARDIN:

FRANCES:

TREXEL:
FRANCES:

GIRARDIN:

FRANCES:

TREXEL:

JACK:

TREXEL:

— 2 s

(FEW FOOTSTEPS, THEN DOOR I3 OPENED}
(SLIGHTY OFF) Hello, Jack, Have the rest of them come?
Ko, Mrs, Clark, they haven't. You're the Tirst to
arrlve.
Who are you? Jack, who are these -- (SLOWLY) -- are they
-- are they from the police?

That's right, ¥rs. Clark,

(BREAKING DOWN) I'm glad it's over. I'm glad!
Gilad what'!s over, Mrs. Clark?
The running. The hiding. All of it. I'm glaed 1t's over.

Are you ready to make & confession?

Yes., They murdered Mr. Larsen. They mede me stand there

but T didn't touch him. I tricd to make them stop

hitting him - only they wouldn't listen to mé.

You mean Mitchell and Kline?

(SOBBING) Yes., They killed him. They killed thac nice,

kind old man. And then I had to come wWith them or they

would have killed me, too. Mister, I didn't do 1it.

Please believe me! T didn't do it!

vou'll have every chance to prove that 1a court.
@u"faxiﬁg9ﬁE RINGS)

: the phone, Jack. <o Ton't try anything.,

(RECEIVER IS LIFTED)

iello? -==-=- Yeah, ---- what? =---- 0K, hold the phone.

{P¢ TREXEL) It's Mitchell. Hels leery about comin over.

He wants to talk to Francls.

Good., Now, Mrs, Clark, I want you %o do exactly as I saj

Go to the phone and tell Mitchell that you want him and

Klilne to get & cab and meet you, in thirty minutes, at

the corner of South Halstead and --

ATHOT 0163780




FRANCES:

TREXEL:
FTANCES:
_TREXEL:
FRANCES:
GIRARDIN:
FRANCES:

TREXEL:
FRANCES:

GIRARDIN:

FRANCES:

TREXEL:

JACK:

TREXEL:

{FEW FOOTSTEPS, THEN DOOR IS OPENED)
(SLIGHTY OFF) Hello, Jack., Have the rest of them come?
No, Mrs. Clark, they haven't. You're the first to
arrive,

Who are you? Jack, who are these == (SLoWLY) -- are they
-~ are they from the police?

That'ts vight, Mrs. Clark.

(BREAKING DOWN)} I'm glad it's over, I'm gladl
Glad whatls over, Mrs., Clark?
The running, The hiding. All of It. Ilm glad it's over.

Are you ready to make a confession?
Yes. They murdered Mr. Larsen. They made me stand there
but T didn't touch him. I tried to make them stop
nitting him - only they wouldn't listen tc me.
You mean Mitchell and Kline?
(30BBING) Yes. They killed him, They killed that nice,
kind old man. And then T had to ceome with them or they
would have killed me, too, Mister, I didn't de 1t.
Plcase believe me! T didn’t do it!
You'll have every chance to prove that in court.
-ﬂ*LikijHSNE RINGS)

he phone, Jack, SorTon 't try anything.

(RECEIVER T3 LIFTED)

Hello? =---- Yeah, ---- what? -~-=--- 0K, hold the phone,

(T0 TREXEL) It's Mitchell, He's leary about comin over.
He wants to talk to Francile.

Good. Now, Mrs, Clark, I want you to do exactly as I sa}
Go to the phone and tell Mitchell that you want him end
Kline to get a cab snd meet you, in thirty minutes, at
the corner of South Halstead and == |
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Ray Girardin of the

Detrolt Zvening Times.
"’tiﬁﬁaéla

G1RARDIN: wee®: conspirotors in tonlghts Bilg Story were brought to
trial and the two men wore found guilty of murder 1in the
first degree, Both received - life imprisconmsnt in the
state penitentiary. The girl was acquitted on the
grounds that she had been forced agsnst her will to
participate in the erime. My slncere apprecistion for
tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Girardin..the mekers of PELL MELL
TAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$50C Award for notable service in the field of journalilsm

HARRICE: Listen ngoih nest wec¢k, same time, same station, when
FFLI MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present anctner BIG
STCRY - & BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Cincinnati Fnquirer -- by-line, Tom Mercer, A BIG
4TORY ~ about a2 roporter who once murdercd o man by

mistake...but 1ived to prove that therc's no mistake

about murdsre

ATHOT Q169782




CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

renie/mac

_25-
The BIG STCRY 1s produced by Bernard dJ. Prockter with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonlgnt's program was
written by Bruce Standermen, your narretor was Bob
3loane, and Lyle Sudrow played the part of Ray
Girerdin. In order to protect the names of pcople
sctually involved in bonight's suthentic BIG STORY
the nzmes of £ll characters in the dramatization
were changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr.

Girordin,

This is Erncst Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTECS.
THTS IS MBC -- THE NATIOHAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

6/27/49 pu
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WiBC & NET THE BIG STORY #121

{ ) )
10:00 - 10:30 PM JULY 20, 1949 WEDNESDAY

CHAFPPELL; PELI, MELI, FAMOUS CIGAREITES present... THE BIG STORY!
(DOOR OPENS)

LONG: {MIDDLE AGED, PLEASANT) Herman, you still here?

WITT: (LITTLE OLDER. SOUR) (GLEEFUL NOW) I finished 1% - I just
finished it. 51t down, Henry, listen --

LONG: It's Armlstice Day., What are ycu Zoing in the store?
You aren't working?

WITT: (SAME) A masterplece - listen. Listen! (READS)

"Nr. Adsm Tetmopolis, conductor, Clnclnnati Symihony

it

Orchestra --
LONG: Wo, Herran, not another letter --
WITT: (GOING RIGHT ON) " -- In your so-called orchestra is a

so-called violin player, named Tobor, He—-pleye—Tirst
violin. If there is a worse vlolin player in ths world I
do not know hir:., And 1t is not enough that he 1s a foul
musizian, a5 & human being he s garbags. He ls adisgrace
o the-nwman rgce; he1g --"

LONG: (CcuTs) Oh, step 1t. 'fﬁu‘re a grown nan, Herman. You run

8 successful'ﬁusiness -~ g fine laundry -- why should you

stoop to polson pen letters --7

WITT: Becauss-I hate him, -because he ‘ls what-I -sald --
LONG: Herman, some day you'll write one Too many of theose letters.
Some dey you'll be sitting hers -- like now ~- alone, after

work, and the door will open and --
~EPAPSE )
{THE DOOR SLOWLY OPENS)

ATHKO1 Q163785




{MUSIG:

LONG:
WITT:

LONG:

CHAPPELL:

Herman. The door. It's cpening!
(SCARED) It's & customer.
No, Herman, it's not & custemer. It's -- {SCREAM) Herman!

TERRIBLE STAB IMFLYING MURDER, _UP, THEN UNDER:}

THE BIG STORY! Here is Americs - its sound and its fury,
i1ts joy and lts sorrovw, 28 faith®ully repoerted by the men
end women of the great Amerlican newspapers. {FLAT)
Ginclnnati, Ohio: the ﬁéié&'of s ran vho was hated and
of a reporter who proved that dexih and hate are of'ten
partners., And to reporter Tom Morcer of the Cincinnati

Engquirer for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL Asd!

{COMMERCIAL)
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QPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

EARRICE:

CHLPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditlionally fine tohaccos

travels the smoke further ...

Filters the smoke and mekes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always aheac when you smoke FPELL
MEIL. At the first puff PELL ME'. smoke 1s filtered
fupther than thet of eny other lsading clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PIiI. MELL
g511]1 zives you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to
fuard ageinst throat-scratch,

mor PELL MELL'S greater length travels the sroke further

on 1ts way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PEIL MELL'S traditionslly fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratceh,

Yes, PELL MELL's fine tobaccos glve you a smoothness,

mildness and satisfactlon no othser clgarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package. °ELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!”

And - they are mlld!
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Now the story as it actually happened: Tom Morcer's

story as he lived it. (PAUSE) Cincinnati, Ohic.

You're a big man, Tom Mercer; 200 pounds big, 6 feat 1
inch blg -- and because you'rs bilg end easy-going, you're
8 target, an easy mark., A couple of years &go, &3 8
young reporter, you made a mistake: you took an ordinery
death end called 1t "murder’. You wont and .quote solved
that murder - in print - and th » it came out it wasn't
murdser et all. And the laugh was heard all ova2

Cincinnati. It's still heard. Wherever you g. They say
of you, "Oh, there goes Mercer, the great sleuth - out to
meks another name for himself," And so, when this story
broke - & killing in the Standard Laundry, at 6216
Central Parkway -- &1l the boys In the press room at
Police Headquarters said...

Well, we don't have to cover it, Not with Mercer on the

job, If it's murder, Mercer will solve 1t.

e E e T A s

You took the laugh and went down to the scene of the
crime,the Stendard Laundry., 3Bub the laugh followed you.
For when you opened the door of the laundry, Detecitlve
Lt, Teddy Vinson greeted you...

(KIDDING) Well! All right, men, all you cops, sergeant--
you can &ll go home, Tom lMercer's here -- we got nothing
to worry about -- -

(LOW) Hiya, Lt. Vinson.
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(CONTINUING) Men, do you want to see a real Sherlock BO
to work? Mercer, taks in the scene -= & laundry, the
day: Armlstice Day, not a worklng day - the man there
(on the floor), Herman Witt, the owner, ls dead - &
buillet in his head, DNeer him - as you so¢ - g friend,
Henry Long, also shot - nut not dead. Unconsclous, but
not dead., 4 gun (do you see the gun, Mercer?) & gun on
the floor between them. Also on the floor - 60 dollars
in one dollar bills. And on the tahle - & half-consumed
bottle of wine, Glve us your v rdict, Sherlock.

(MEN LAUGH) "Yeah, come on, Mercer." "Who done 1t?"

cut it out, will you, Lt. Vinson.

I'syen't you solved 1t yeb, Mer-er? You're sllipping.
What happered?

T just told you. Witt the owner is dead. Long, his
ga-called friend - badly woundad, The money, the bottle
of wine ~ that's all there is to 1it. Can't you flgure 1t
out?

No, T can't. What's your idea?

(SPILL PLAYING TO HIS AUDIENCE) Well, the great Mercer is
stumped. What do you know? (CONSPIRATORIAL) Mercer,
7111 let you in on a secret. Thet man =-=- Wittt -- was
killed.

(LAUGHTEH)

How?

(LAUGHS) How, he says, how? By a gun. That's how.
(MORE LAUGHTER)

Flease Vinson, will you?
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(HUMAN NOW) Okey. Murder is no joke - ls 1t? Well,
there it 1s, open and shut. The two of them were
"rriends", and 1lke all friends they got into a fight.
Hed 8 little too much to drink, got around to money -
and that's all. Witt shot Long, Long shot Witt. Q.E.D.,
as we say on the force - solved.

can I look around?

(BACK AT IT AGAIN) Lock around? Well, of course, Mr.
Mercer. Look around by all means. Ho doubt we
overlooked some special clue which proves the murderer
was a left-handed Irishman who --

(sLOWLY) I think you're wrong, Lt.

Yeah, how?

herats the other gun?

Whet other gun?

You said Long shot Witt and Witt shot Long. What did
they do, use one gun betwesn them? Where's the other
gun?

Maybe - maybe - he tossed 1t somewhere.

No. And you say they were drunk, got to fighting. Loock
at thet bottle. (VINSOW: So%) That's sweel wlne -- mOTe
than 2/3 of the bottle stl1ll left. They didn't have
enough teo even warm them up -~ they weren't drunk --
You don't know what you're talking about,

Have you taxen the bullet out c¢f Long yet?

You see he's stlill wneconscious -- of course not.
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When you do, I'm pretty sure you'll find 1t didn't come
from Witt'a gun. Witt didn't shool Long, and I don't
think Long shot Witt,

(SORE) Want to bet?

( SLOWLY ) I don‘t bet Lieutenant -- not on murder.

Okay -- okay M Get ballistics. Get ballistics here fast,
And hurry up that ambulance for Long. (IRONIC) Mercer,

the great sleuth -- okay, kercer, just watcehl

The Lisutenent 1s a good guy, you know that -=- just a
guy who {with everybody elss) likes to kid you, Tem
Nercer. But you can texde it. And you don't gloat.

veou don't gloat when, later, ballistics_gets through
exemining the bullets removed fromJ£ha-body of -the.desd
W4b% end Crom the chest of Henry Long (stil) unconsclous
at the Genersl Hospltal). You cdon't gloat when the
Lieutenant says =--

Soth bullets, the one in Witt and the ons in Long, were
fired from & .45,

And the gun on the floor of the laundry was @ .38,
Thaet's right.

Then maybe it was a 1eft-hended Irishmen, Lieutenant.

411 right, Xercer, OSone other time, wé got work to do.
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S8c have you, Tom Mercer, you have work to do toc, A
murder's been committed and (ir Long dies} maybe & double
murder. You want to end thes laughter (just being right
on the bullets doesn't dg ;hat) - you want to solve this
mirder., So you ga}ﬁ: ¥Qu walt at General Hospital where
the only man who can possibly tell what happened in the
laundry that Armlistice Day, Henry Long, is still
unconsclous, You walt In the corrldor, ocutside his room,
for 10 hours =-- for the moment when he'll regzin
consciousness -- if he ever does.:. then the nurse 8AyS,,.

He 5 conscious, nROW Mr Mercer -- ha s talking,

- IN WETH THE FIRST.WQRDSuOF»TOMJ:EHEN-OUT }

._._._._____.._-—-.--...——-..—...-_

Mr., Long, can you tell me what happened?

(IN A DAZE} I told him don't write i1t, A poison pen
letter! A1l the time he wrote them. He hated him: Tabor.
Tabor? Who's Tabor?

But he wreote it. He wrote it, T sald uomsday the door
wlll open and scmeone will walk in. And 1t opened,

the door opened!

When was this?

I. couldntt-see.. 1 heard Him talk. Maybe the men was =
customor. He said, "Where's my laundry"? Hermen said,
"I'm closed todey." He sald, "Whore's my laundry!",
angry.

Did you see him?
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Then it happened. Herman came back., He opened the desk.
The money fell out. He took out his gun. He triled to
fire & shot, but the men fired first. Herman's gun went
off and he fell, I scre%%gd: The man shot me, I
couldn't move. I @;agggq nyself to the phone, I called
thé police. Euerybody’hated him - everybody!

(PAUSB} - J .
Mr. Long, caﬂfyou hear me? f:t” ' r

Wken the man said "Where's my laundry?" Hermen sald:
"What's the name and address?" I couldn't hear the answver.
only Hermsan said, "I'11 write it down."

Did he write 1t down?

He was tall, thin, with black haelr - a carnation in his
lapel, I saw it ~- and he hated Herman. He hated nim,

In hls eyes you could see it, I told him "Don't write
poison pen letters. Enough people hate you already.
Don't." But he did and now he's dead,

Mr, Longz. MNr, Long, can:yol~hésr me?

- |

He's unconsclous agatrm, Mr. Mercer. It's no use. He's

passed-out,

(HARD) That's right, I was Mr. Witt's secretary. Talns's
my name, Gloria Taine,

He wasn't very well-liked, was he, Mr, Witt?

You kidding? How many friends does a =itunk have?

What do vou meen?
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I'm not saying anybody would kill hlm - but - take Hr.
Long, who was a "friend" of his., He cheated Long out of
$2000 a year ago. Anyquy in the ghop'1l tell you -- he
worked us like slaves. He never had a good word for
anybody.

Ever hear of a man named Tobor?

o,

Sure?

I don't 1lie. He 1ied. He 1liled all the time. He lied
to everybody and about everybedy. I'm nol sorry he's
dead.

And there's a lot more who feel the same way?

Iverybody who knew hilm,

Hate 1s the clue ~- who hated him enough to kill him?
You begln dlgging. Two weeks ago, you find, he fired a
man who'd been with him 12 years, A man named Emmonds,
a bookkesper...

Sure I heted him, 12 years I gave to hlm - worked latve,
sweated for him - and what did he glve me? My walking
papers.

But, Mr, Emmons, you dldn't hate him enough to...

Nah, I wouldn't waste & bullet on him, Me kilk:him?

A1l I had for him was-contempt. Do you know something,
mister? Tifteen years ago he played the fiddle - played
with some orchestra, the Cincinnati Symphony, I think -

and he got fired. He never forgoet it,

- (MORE)
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Ee kopt writing letters, poiscn pen letters every wesk,
saying this flddler was no good, that one was no good -
that's the kind of man he was. Take what he did %o
Tabor —-=

Tabor!

That's right - first violin in the 3ymphony. He always
sald Tabor stole his job. He used to call them up ln the
middle of the night, 2 o'e¢lock, and scare Tabor's wife.
She had to go eway to a sanitorium, He was nuts, mister,
that's what he was, I wish he'd dled years ago., I wilsh
I never met him.

What happened to Tabor's wife?

His wife? I don't know -- I think she died., In the
sanitorium --

Tabor still with the Symphony?

Sure, why?

Nothing. Nothing at all, Just an Idea.

(SLIGHT ACCENT) Yes, I am Tabor, Mr. Mercer, and I'll be
frank with you. No news of the past 10 years pleassed nme

a8 much &3 the death of Herman Witi - anless-perhap®

«Hitleprts-deattr, But as to what you are thinking - alnce

I am tall, and thin, and have dark hair -- and
occasionally wser 2 carnation -~ at the time of the
murder {(4:45 PM on Armisttoe-Bay-=<-you 864, T Yead -all
the.details: ' T enjoyed the story) -- I was playing a
concert In Indianapolis, I was playing the solo part at

that precise moment of the Beethoven Violin Concerto,
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Dgad End., Hate comes to a dead end. What now? Back

- at the laundry, still probing, still asking questicons of

-the Secretary - suddenly she says...

This is funny --

What?

This slip, this laundr»y slip. I make out all the
laundry slips., But this ain't my handwriting --
Let me see it. (PAUSE) 2231 Vine Street. Do you have &
customér there?

No, I chacked 1t. That's what's funy --
(EXCITED) Is this his writing?

Whose?

Mr., Wittts?

Hey, that's right -- it is --

Where'd you find 1t?

In his desk drawer -- crumpled up like --

Give 1t to me. Give it to me quick!

{LONG BELL. DOOR OPENS)
(VEDDY LADYLIKE) Yes, can I help you?
Ma'am, I'm looking for a man: tall, thin, dark-haired,
somstimes wears a carnation in his buttonhole -~
A nan, (TITTER) Oh, deah no. Thils i{s & boarding houss
for business women. (TITTER) No gentlemen allowed here,
Mone whatsoever.

You're surs?
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I'm quite sure, young man, qulte. Only the most
respectable women; and I requlre Eyo.references. And you
can believe me that I know my tenantg. I never pry, hut

I know my ladles,

Murder end 2231 Vine Street, don't mix, You walk down the
steps, dejection written on your face - and on the
sidewalk you meet (you would, with your luck) - Detective
Lleutenant Vinéon..

Well, Hawkshaw, I hear you got it ell wrapped up,

Yeah,

The secretary told me, 2231 Vine,. No doubt when Witt
asked him, the murderer gave his right cidress,

Okay, Lleutenant, I was wrong.

Wrong? You? Impossible. (PHONEY CONFIDENTIAL} Listen,
I'11 give vou a tip -- that carnation in the butionhole -

remember? Well, I checked, And guess what? There's only

-1172-floriéts in town sell carnations. ¥Why don't you

check them, Mercer, Why not? Go shead,

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THF BIG STORY
PROGRAM #121

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:
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Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S gresater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

Filters the smcke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff youfre always aehead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 13 filtered further
than that of any other leading cigareite. Morecever,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 1Y, FELL MELL =still gives
you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard agalnst
threat-scratch,

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoxe further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through

PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
agalnst throat-ascratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tovaccos gilve you a gmopttness,

mildness and satisfaction no other clgarseitte offers you.

Guard agalnst throat-scratchl!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer clgarette In the dlstingulshed

rod packese., FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
BIG STORY of Tom dercer, as he 1lived 1t and wrote 1t.

For years, nov, you've been the butt of bad jokes, Tom
Mercer, They call you "Hawkshew end Sherlock, Mercer the
Sleuth" -- and in the present case, it looks like you'rs
going to make & fool of yourself asain, For you, Tom
Mercer, reporter for the Cincinnati Enqulrer, have

tracked down every lead ip the slaying of Herman Witt,
laundry owner, and every lead has led to the same place --
nowhere. First you went after peocple who hatéd Witt:

an employse, the first violinist in the Symphony orchestra
- each time, you drew nothing., Then the address on the
laundry slip -- nothing, less than nothlng - &n absurd
splnster running a boarding house Ior business ladies.
Might as well (asz Lt, Vinson of Homicide put it) track
down &1l the stores who sell carnations, (ABRUPT CEANGE)
Why not? Crazy as it sounds - it might be somsthing -

3ay that agaln?

I said can you recall selling carnations, regularly mind
you, to & man -~ tall, thin, with derk halr - well dressed,
I imagine., A fellow bought carnitions all the time'd dbe
well dreased.

That's what I thought you said. What ars you - &
detective?

Well, not exactly, I --

on that Witt killing, eh?

That's right.
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Well, I've heard of some pretty stupld things in my time-~~
put 1f that's the way you fellows work, it's no wonder
thers'!s so meny unsolved crimss in this clty,

Why do you say that?

Why? I sell, maybe 100 carnations s day - to a hundred
different people., Me and & couple of hundred other

florists. Do you honestly expect me to glve you & clué;

-Go~wou?. Why, the man asks!

He's right, of course, he's right, You were grasping at
a straw and hoping you'd come up with the answer. The
cernation idea is crazy. You glve it up. And then --
on your desk at the paper, & day later, is & message...
"call Miss Enlalie inker, City 7113. The address is

2231 Vine."

2231 Vine, Eulalie [finker - the lady who runs the
boarding house for business women. You don't ecall -- you
race over.

Now mind you, I don't pry into the effalrs of my tenants--
(IMPATIENT) I understend, Miss Rinker --

And I'm very strict in my regulrements -- two references
are essential --

Vegs, so you told me =-

Well, after you were here - mind you I don't pry =- but I
did do & 1ittle - uh - inquiring - and ~-- after all it
was & murder now, wasn't 1t?

That's right - & murder -- end --%
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Well, the lady on the third floor, rear, Miss Sands -

6 very sweet old lady, secretayystosome-of-our -most
Propingnt.-indueatriatists <=

Yos --

She's really secrotly married and estranged from her
huaband. €an you imagine? '

Is that all you found?

Quite the contrary - that was only the beginning. And
Miss Curtls, on second floor front - {WHISPER3) she
drinks. I fourd, cen you believe 1, six empty whisky
bottles in her bureau drawer? The bottom drawer.

Well, look, Miss filnker -- I'1l --

I haven't told you all., Then thers's Mliss Bascombe -
first Cloor reaf. Ver§ quie£ ~m§ sﬁéég_ﬁeigég_;eally...
I've got to get back to the paper.

dhe's a confidentlal secretary - but I'd never hire her.
Do you know what, Mr, Mercer?

She keeps llve mice.

Wot at all... but she has & .45 sutomatic in her desk
draver,.

Wkat?!

I had my handymsn in and he told re 1t was a 15 calibre
(is that the word, calibre) - & .45 callbre automatic
revolver in her desk draver.

Miss Bascombe?

{GENTEEL BUT TOUGH UNDERFEATH) That's correct.

Would you mind comlng down with me to police headguarters?

RTHOT Q163801




MISS B:
MERCER:

MISS B:
MERCER:

MISS B:

MERCER :
MISS B:
MFRCER:

MISS B:

MERCER:

MISS Bs

MERCER :

MISS B:

MERGER

MIS3 B:

MERCER:

MISS B:
MERCER:

MISS B:

~18-

Tndeed I would mind - & great deal,

A1l I want to do 1s have them examine your gun, Miss
Bagconbe.

I have no gum.

Not now you haven}t. T nave 1t. That is Miss Tinker and
I have 1i%.

I have & permit for that gun.

pid you know the gun was fired - 1'd guess within the
past week? Did you know that? ~That 1t was fired twice?
(BREAKING) Fo. It wasn't. How sould it have baen?

You tell me, Mlss Bascombe.

1 don't want to go the police, Please, I don't. If I
tell you -- wilk thet be enough?

Tt depends on what you tell me.

I lent it to a men -- & casual acquaintance, E® sald he
wanted £o buy & gun. I wented to sell it. 3o I lent it
to him. To try it out, He took Lt and inter he brought
it back end said "This won't do."

When was this?

About a week 2g3.

Armistice Day?

T think it was. Yes, Armistice Day. I wasn't working
that day,

Wwhat time dia you lend it to hiw?

Apout 2 o'clock.

And when did he bring it back?

About 9:30 I think, He just said he wanted to try 1t out.

What happened?
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He trled 1t out, Miss Bascombe, About 4:45 he tried it
out on two men. He killed one of them --

No!

That's right, Now what was his name, this casual friend
of yours?

John Turner.

I'm sorry about your not wsnting to go to the police,
Miss Bascombe because I'm afraid my friend Lt. Vinson
wouldn't forgive me 1f I didn't taeke you down with me.

Shall we go?

That's his picture, Miss Bascombe?

P

No guestion Bhout 157 Follcae-pictures. do.thinzs to

peoplest-faces-somotimes .

(IN FAST) If you don't mind, Mercer? Let me do the askinz.
Sorry.

(ZXERTING EIS AUTHORITY) Uh - (BUT NOT KNOWING WHAT ELSE
TO SAY) There 1s no question tnis is the man?

WNe, sir, no quesiion.

He was just a friend of yours, this Turner?

Not a friend - I just met him - once or twice,

Okay, okay. You cen go - but be on tap if I need you.
Yes, slr,

ind I hope you have a permit for that gun,

on, yes, sir, I do., If you want toc see --

(CUTTING) All right, 811 right. Never mind. Use that
door.

(DOOR OPENS & SHUTS UNDER DIALOGUE)
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Quite & record, our friend Turner has: (READING)
"arceny, breaking and entering, nercotics charge, wented
in Kansas - auto theft --"

T can't figure it. I can't flgure it.

Why?

The whole thing's crazy. A guy writes polson pen
letters, his employees hate him, everybody hates him.
And this tuvns up -- 1t's nuts.

Can I say something?

Hin?

I said "Can I say somethlng?”

Whet?

The long arm of colncidence 1is a funny thing --

Don't give me police theories, Jawk -- (HE STOPS IN THE
MIDDLE OF "HAWKSHAW").

Hawkshaw, I've heard it pefore. Don't worry, I'm not
sensitive. Now will you let me talk for just a minute?
Go ahead,

Whot stopped us: all of us -~ you, ne, gverybody, Was
that Witt was a heted man. When 2 hated man gets killad,
hete, we figure must be the motive. 8o we suspected
Tebor or Emmons. (I even thought Ior & while 1t was Long).
S0?

But it wesn't any of these peopls, Tt was an accldent.

A pure and simple accident, The motlve was roboery --
pure and simple robbery. Turner is & pro., (Hls record
shows it -- & professional gunmen.) He flgures he'll
knock over this laundry.

(MORE)
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He plcks armistlce Dey because no one'll be arcund and
the banks are closed: sc there will be cash there.

He goes in. Ee puts on a front by esking for his laundry.
When Witt gets suspiclous and pulls out a gun he kills
him. He shoots Long and escapes.

Since when does 2 pro give his right address?

It wasn't his right address. It was the first address
that came to his mind, He hadn't planned it all the way.
When he asked Witt for hils lsundry wWitt asked for his
address. That surprised him. 5o he =s:id -- just like
that -- 2831 Vine, Even pros meke mistakes. Fsmiithats
rour expsriencs?

(PAUSE)

You know somsthing? (TOM: What?) I think you're right,

(SURPRISED) lig?

. Yap. Hawkshaw, I think this time you're right.

Thenks, Lt.

Never nind the thanks., Now wn've got to find Turner.

And tha*t won't bs easy.

(CHARMINGLY) Well, Lt. I thought I'd leave somsthing for

the police to o,

The laughter connected with your name, Tom Mercer, goes
out of people's volces. When you write your story on who
the kx1ller 1s, how 1t was fouhd cut, the cracks begin to
fade away, the wiseguy looks. ({PAUSE)}

(MCRE)
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(CONT 'D)
dark-haired, carnation in the buttonhole, wanted in Kensas

T
SLOANE: And then the dragnet goes out: John Turner - £all, thin,

i
wanted for breaking and entering, wanted for murder. You
keep the story allve (during the months of search for him) .
You keep the people awere that he's around, whai he looks
1ike -- sa that one evening the laughter ground your neme
goes away for all time, because this nappens... in &
fruit store on the outskirts of town -~

TURNER : Closlng up, Mister?

FRUTTMAN (PEDI). That's right. But if you want o dozen Oranges,
some apples, T get 'em for you.

TURNER: No. Inctead of the oranges, mlster, oT the apples -~
mizter, glmme what's in the cash reglister,

FRULTMAT 1 (VIOLENTLY) What! You no get my monsy - you °F

( FRUITMAN SLUGS TURNER. TURNER FALLS )

Stay there, 1 call the police! (THEN) Hey, you somebody
1 ¥now. You the man =- yes sirree -- yoOU the man I rTead
about in the paper. You the man killed the man who own
tre laundry. Yes sirrec.

( PdONE CLICKING)

Operator -- Yyou gimme the police. Yes sirree.
(MugIg:_ _ . UP TO_TAG)
CHAPPELL: In just a2 moment we will read you a ‘telegram from Tom

Mercer of the cincinnatl Engulrer with the final cutcome

of tonigat's BIG STORY !

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #121

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE;
CHAPPELL;

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL;
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalinst throat-secratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S prester lengtih of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further.,.

Fllters the smoke and makes it mild!

Puff by puff you'lre always ahead when you smocke FELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke ié filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you &
longer filtef'offtféditionally fira, mellow tobaccos - to
guard epsinst throot-scrateh.

Yes, PELL MEILL'S fine tobaccos glve you & smoothness,

mildness and zatisfaction no other clgerstts offers you,.
Guard apalnast throat-scratch!
Ernjoy smooth smoking!

A=k fo- the icnger, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

rod package. PEL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingt"

And - throy are mild!
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Tom Mercer of the
Cincinnatl Engquirer,

MERCER: Killer in tornight's BIG STORY, was arrested and
brought t¢ trial for the murder of the Laundry
owner, During the trial I visited him in jail
and asked why he had been foolish cnough to give
a traceable address at the time of the hold-up.

He replied "I was a little rattled then but the
chief trouble all my life has been that I can't
help telling the truth. Inherently I am an honest
man.," He was convicted and subsequently died in
the electric chair. Thenks a lot for tonightts
Pell Mell Awarde

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Mercer... the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the
PELL MELL 83500 Award for notable service in the
field of journalism.

HARRICE: Listen agnin next week, same time, same station,

when PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present

another BIG STORY - A BIG STORY from the front
pages of the Chlcago Sun~Times == by-linefy Peg

Kennedy and Frank Winge. A BIG STORY -~ about two

reporters who found the answer to murder in a dead

girl's drean,

—.——n-—‘_.—_————‘———-———_—_.
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CHAFPELL: The BIG 3TORY 1s producsd by Bernard J. Frockter with
muslc by Viadimlr Selinsky. Tonlght's progrem was
written by Arnold Ferl, your narvator was Beob Sloane,
and Jackson Beck played the psrt of Tom Msrcer, In
order to protect the names of people actually lnvolved
in tonlght's authentic BIG STORY the names of &ll
characters in the dramatizatlion were changed with the
exceptlon of the reporter, Mr, Mercer,

CHAPPELL : This 1s Ernest Chappell speakinz for the makers of
PELL MELL FANOUS CIGARETTES,

ANNCR ¢ This is NRBC .., THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

iw
7/8/%9 pm
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WNEBC & NET THE_B Y #122
( ) ) (PEG KENNEDY AND FRANK WINGE - CHICAGO SUN TIMES)
10:00 - 10:30_PM JULY 27, 1949 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PEIL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY +

{MUSIC: _ _ gP_Agg_sgng_ngghz‘gmgql
(RAIN,..ESTABLISH THEN B.G}
NARR: Night...and rain...empty streets! And everywhere the
people complained and thought of the sun and varmth
that tomorrow might bring. That is...everywhere but in
th;r;mall frame rcooming house Ohe-Siud-West IHEToN—Streety
For tc Rose Lujak..listening intently 1n the semi-darkness
of her room..this was the most wonderful night of her life.
{RAIN FADES)
GEORGE: (ALMOST WHISPERING ..INTENSE,.LONGING} I love ya, Rose..
I love Y&
ROEE: GEorEe . .
GEORGE: (TENDER . .SURPRISED) Whatta ya cryln' for?
ROSE: I can't help it...
GEORGE: (EXPLAINING AWKWARDLY) I love ya..l wanne marry ya..
ROSE: You'vre ... you're not kidding me..ars you?
GEORGE: Dan't be crazy.. ) )
ROSE: Kiss me, George. s (FADING) ..plezse...pleasc.. iﬂﬁﬁf”{;
NARR: (SLIGHT BEAT) Now,.it was early morning..znd Rose Lujak
anod ?
was al s SLol 8 2 - BY e
(CLOCK TICKING FADES IN B.G.)
Only the sound off the cheap ecloclk on the dresser filled
the room until.;.the door..quietly opened and closed.
But Rose Lujak dié not hear the slov, gentles steps
Q. of the intruder until...(ROSE GASPS) .. & palr of hands

reached oute.and slowly ...viclously..choked out her life.
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{ ROSB-SERANGLRES I PH-ABOVE-UNTTT }

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here is America ..its sound and its
fury...1ts joy and its sorrov..as falsthfully reported
by the men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.,
(PAUSE ... COLD AND FLAT) Chicago, Illinois! From the
pages of the Chlcago SUN-TIMES,..the authentic story
of two reporters ,..who found & brutal killer..hidden
in a dead girl's dream..Tonight...To Peg Kennedy andl
Frank Winge of the Chicago SUN-TIMES..for their BIG
STORY ...goes the PELL MELI, AWARD!

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 7/27/49

PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL.:

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:3

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agailnst throat-scratch!

Enjoy smogth smoking!

FFLI MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Purf by puff you're always shead when you smoke PELL
MEIL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1is filtered
further than that of any other leadlng cipgaretie.
Mereover, after & puifs, or 1G, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
still gives you & longer filter of fins tobaceoa = to
guard against throat-scratch.

For PELL MEIL'S ereater leneth travels the smoke further

on 1ts way to your threoat - filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobacces - guards
against throat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & smootiness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette 1n tne distingulshed
red veckage, PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES -"outstanding!"

ARG - thev &re mildd
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(MUSIC: _ _ UP_IN A CITY THEME,..AND BEHIND)_

CHAPPELL: Now...the story as it sctually happened. The story of

Peg Kennedy and Frank Winge...as they lived it. Chicago,

Tllinois!
(MUSIC: _ _ RISES THEN_DIPS UNDER AGAIN)_
NARR: How nice to be young they say. How nice to be twenty.

one...wlth so many years still ahead of you. And for the
solid month you've had this job..that's all you... Peg
Kennedy...have been hearing from the older, more
experienced reporters on the Chicage SUN-TIMES., You're
beginning to feel like some sort of mascot around the

¢ity roem. £nd all the time you're scared. First...of
petting & really big asslgnment...end then..of not getting
one. You'd like to make up your mind..and one afterrnoon..

your editeor dees it for you.

{Music: _ _ oUL)_

EDITOR: Peg, I'm sending Winge to Fort Wayne on a murder siory.
suppose you go aleng for the ride?

(MUSIC: _ _ IN WITH NARRATOR)

NARR: You'lre in gocd company...for Frank Winge 1s one of the

top ecrime rerorters in the couniry. Together..you drive

the hundred and fifty miles across the Indiana 3tate line
into Fort Wayne..and through every mile of 1t... you Peg
Kennedy, listgn carefglly to & few thi?;and wel} chzzpq s
words %ge,,’,w-ow'?:;"*-;u.mgz‘m _ ﬂ:’ Spn B Lomd un AL

/ } etb,
- {DR& o7 - Y IN UNDER ILAS3T B.G.)

PRATNET  (A—FIRED EINE 10 HIS VOICE) what makes a4 gy vurmreresk,

threts ? T Tt el owi o Rie IO UD.

(MORE)
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?RAW Wometnlng e striarrmon YV B Uaiybz

CONT'D .

peace of ﬁTnd%‘ S0..he starts his own pr te little war.
*aa,

-~
,;fﬁzhgmmutmof*tﬁﬁffﬁe
e

Fretty soon he's 51ay;ng it rougk+s He pleks up & pun 1in a
-‘""-..

=,

hock shop..or maybe & knife whgn the butcher's back Is
turned. Then tEE/yar's on for kecpswJt's him...or us!
Sy
Listen tq{ﬁba€,w1nga tells ya, Peg. It's Eﬁsggl. When
e
you,§sf/€ut for a crook...watch for & guy who's ngbaﬁ%

-Gr'l-i-"" ) M S U i I 4l

s your boy. I

“h

Meet Peg Kennedw, Chief, We're herc to watch how Fort

(MUSIC:_ _ _UER AND BRIDGE)
CEIEF: Whatls & matter, winge? Slack season on in Chicago?
FRANK:
Wayne wWraps un & muraer Casc.
CHIEDS Glad. Lo—leew—ro T MITY hennedy.

PEGL, il W rigtrt S YT me so much about you, Chief.

CHIER: ™ *~(suaPIeiousy T™1T be*r he has.
_ FRANK; ot~ CHIES L

CHIEF: (GOMPEAFNTINTT T Q0N ' ¢ KNOW wWHal you twWwo are nergfor
asmrey,  It's nothing you couldn’t have cene on the phone.

FRANK: So we're here. Now..what gives on this strangling case?

CQIEF: Remember now, slnge...no snooping arcund. Alkebéddd.
uelheslid Eo STDY .

FRApRET A Lpmrrpe—rrneyt

CHIEF: And that geoesz for you teo, Mlss Kennedy.

PEG: Yes, sirl

CHIEF: {S4TISFIED) Allright! Now...the glrl'e name was Rose
Lujak. 8hs was found yésterday morning at scven o'clock
in hor room.

FRANK: By whem?

ATHOT 0163815
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CHIEF: T das fcndbaamtawtiaiwes ( ANNOYED) Roomer acress the hall
spotted her through the half open door. Guy by the

name of Harold Peters..an ari student,

PEG: Is he the ohe you arrested?

CHIEF: Of course not!

FRANK: Then who's the guy you're holding?

CHIEF: . L vas coning.io-wihad {PEEVEb) Neme's Georpe Vitanowenz.

Funny sort of hendle, isn't 1t?

PEG: . What do you heve on him?

CHYER: ~h technicel cherge ol vagrency 'til he owns up to the
killing. Petcrs identifled him &3 the guy Rose ILujak

went ocut with the night she was murdered.

FRAMK:. A hanéy boy to have around, this Peters.
CHIEF' QL..J-..:;:\L““ E i ‘u"..:t.;“ o GOp. ﬁ‘.E—.-) Glu-t‘-ﬁr 'ﬂh%vwf_rlt-_t_g_g_(_

intcll 1gent , o 5 EOUGeliaan o B Pt ims b me b 00w J L LIS
Lo help WS Oubwddett-HEWE E " E000 T eTy TEW TBF=youw .

‘mg&-‘ s i

FRA N ;mmﬂ¥e&h¥f“$MyWhifé*ﬁﬁ“ﬂﬁ?@?fwgﬁﬁggﬁi}ﬁ”;ﬁétIoéu‘rofﬂ;ﬁé Bunaey "
-3upcicmarnt

CHIEF: Here's something even better. Rose Lujak's diary.

(MUSIC: _ _ IN_SOFILY..PCIGNANTLY,,..BEHIND)

MARR: A diary! Remember the one you used to have? O0Only jycu

stopped keeping 1t when you weré fourtesn. A friend had
said 1t was emotlonzlly lmmature to own 2 diary...end you
weren't poing to be accused of that. But someone had
forgotien to ell Rqse Lujak and there on tne Police
Cnief's desk ... was a small diery with worn covers and

filleG pages. You know you have to read it..and with
Frank Winge's help...you talk the Chief infe loaning 1t out
for just a little while. (MORE)
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ROZE:

{MUSIC:

NA&4ERT:

_?'_
And beck at W€ hotel ... the girl lying dead in the
Fort Wayne morgus...sudéenly becomes alive again..in the

words you have no right to read..but must..

L e £ M D Y T e b A AN e L ST RS T =T

A M TS T TR . e i

(LOST) Why d1d I ever come here? I hate it so. Why did

I think the clty would be so differcnt? It's the town

all over egain..with more people to stare at you...and more
strects to wander in. There must be some place for ms.
Some place where they'll want me..and where I'11 want

to stay. {HOPEFULLY) Maybe I'1ll go to California..
Hollywood even., I'11 get & job out there...the movies..
who can tell. I've seen the way men look at me..and nonhe
ol those movie stars are really zo pretty. Thoy £iX them
up, I read. It could happen tﬁ me . .why not? {IN LCVE
WITH THE IDEA) 1I'd be having a soda in a drug store and
one of those tzlent scouts would walk in. They'd sign

mc up..change my hame..glve me beautiful aresses, I'a

te a star. Maybe..meybe it could happen.

You Tee)l ashamed and you can't read anymore, But you
haven't been prying..bscause you..Peg Kennedy..have no
taste for misery and lonellness., ‘Frank Winge and you

have this girl for an assighment. It's nothing personal...
it's a job. That's what you tell yourself, But though

ansifan
the writing in the diary is not yOurlethe];éstless dream

i o—ronre—end—eraraaninacin iolns belongs to you and every

other woman.
(MORE)
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Now this other girl..who shered part of your dresm ...1s

NARR:
(CONT'D)

dead., And in the c¢ity prison..you look into the fece

of George Vitanowenz..ner acoused murdsrer...and s&¥...
PEG: What'd she ever do to you? Whet'd you have against her?
GEQRGE: Mizs Kennsdy, you got 1t wrong. 1 didn't &o 1%,
PEGS pat 81 vl vk N RS SIPR
GEORGES B Tl S AL e lonak good.
PEG; That the only reison. theglue-helding.yowd-—

Y e

GEDRGE A mweme ety o TE TRTY S00K i UM O MAIOSITIEDE (BITTER)

PEG: ﬁuJ’

GECRGE:

PEG:
GECRGE:
PEG:

GEORGE:

TEG:
GEORGE:

PEG:
GEOGE:

PEG:

T 'm bpolks i LA Z T ANT o

Peters...the roomer across the hall.. He saw you bring her

home .
I never saw nim '£11 he picked me out =t headguarters.

Mias XKcnnedy, you gotta velleve me. I didn't do 1it..I

©didn't.

How...how well dld you know Rose Lujak?

(DISFIRITED) Does 1t make any differsnce?

Please. Idi}%g't say I agreed with the police,

(A4 HOPEW Can ye help me..can ya give me 2 wreak in the
popeEY .

I'i1 try.

(EAGER) Onc=..wnen I was a kid...I held up & 1iguor store.
Tt's on my record. But I've besn stralght since then., I
camc here lockin! oy a job. I wanted to scttls down.
Gtherwise...I never would've asked Rose to marry ne.
(SURPRISED) Marry¥® 2‘9“*?
I swear it. T only knew her two days...bub it was enocugh.
I leoved her.

Rose kept o disry. Your name izn't in 1t.
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GEQRGE:

PEG:

GEORGE:

{(MUSIC:

FRANK:

PETERS:

FRANK:

FEG:

PETERS:

PETERS:

‘FRANK:

-g-

{DESPERATE) I don't know noﬁhing sbout no aiary. The
night...the night 1t happengd..she promlissd to merry me.
(PFRSISTENT) She would have written about it...the most
important thing in her life. she would have written down
everything.

Maybe she didn't have time to do it..lI don't know. But I

loved her...I tell ya. Why would I i1l hér...why?

You don't enswer hils questilon...because yjou can't, Yomlse

2 D et i Nﬁﬂiliﬂﬁ' i L oo 5 and veur Linsi.dalg
story is 711110 L e 2 S G D sy ¥ O need 2dvice .. ..30

you hend back to the man with the answers ..rFrank Winge.

And in Police Hesdquarters you find nim..this experienced,
unturrled crime reporter..calmly passing the time of day

with o polite, affable looklng strengser.

Miss Kennedy. Say hello to Harold FPeters. Hels theqéz:p
who 16entifled our nmurderer.

I just haprencd Lo see him,.that's all..

Don't be modest, Harold, & lotta guys would De afrald to
ozen tholr mouths. Afraid of getting involved.

Did you know Rose Lujak well, Mr. Peters.

Herdly 2t 211, Miss Kennedy. Just enough to say helloe
to. I'm not saying I wouldn't have liked to knov her
hetter but zhe was & rather quiet person. almost stuck
up I'd say.

I =ee.

Well..l guess you end Mr. Winge have & story to file.

Yeah...we arc kinda busy.
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PETERS:

FRANK:

PETERS:

FRANK:
PEG:
-FR.\NK:
PEG!
FRiaNK:
PEG:

TRANK:

PEG:

FRANK:

PEG:

FRANK:

=
t
(%]

“13
ko |
5

(MUSIC:

P~ S L i e

—10ﬁ
Tty nsually around here 1f you wvant me..so if there's
anything I cen do.
(DRILY) We'll keep in touch.
Goodbye..and I hope to see you again, Miss Kennedy.

{DOOR CLOSES)

Where you been, Peg? Wil BdSmniild LOOK e

1 gaw Vitanowenz at the prizon.

Whet's & matter? You look iike he shouldn't be there.
He says he's innocent,

That's now?

But Frank..I believe him.

Then if you wanna got him out..why do ya pass up a hot
lead like this dlary?

T.eol vead 1.

411 of 11? The stuif anout her dating svery big shot in
Lown? ., i

(ANATCUSLY 1 I didn't sce that.

Hore...look ..pages full of it! And what names! & couple
of hankers..the depariment stere owner..the local redie
ztar.,

Then e, maybe one of them..

Killcd her? Thatls the gensral idea. Jhy {nere's
ciouph material in hers to atars o stampade to Renoll

out yith ire smencil ond RATCT. Baby..we'lve got o dal

. i - R LIS
of opatrl S A T T O .

Mah—Ta—

Far— syt TS T RENNEULY Y

vour. name Jds.da her alary, Mr. AT s e anobés SHE

i P bl 2 J Yma -
i F B BTOOTT LU L L Hrte il yLUur FaALIIU
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MAN I Yaghil ITdont e i oW R O 08 e PLERSE don 't
st;;E_rumors, MISS Korheromm ..~1.ﬁf3"£;3c the bank

(MUSIC: _ _ RISES AND BEHIND) _

MAN II: Listen, Mz, W}ngetzl?m a happily married man. I never saw
Rose Lujak in my life.

FRANK: But her disry..Mr. Kene. Here's your name...

MAN ITI: I'm a ggemer and 2ll sorts of women wrlte me letters.
Maybe tais Imjak girl did, I don't know. Better turn
that diary over to & psychlatrist, Mr. Winge. Perhaps
he can flgurc 1t out.

{MUSIC: _ _ RIZES AND BEHIND)

FEG: She werksd in your store didntt sho, Mr. Murray?

MURRAY: Sure..but I've got hundreds of cmployes. Hew can I be
eipected to remember her?

PLEG: You ¢idn't =3k hor oui?

MULRAY, (LN DN T Tor e tnly d1d hotb.

|51¢ 3 Sttt ¢ tli s o) iy To poie mik=iraly

MURRAY: You'll forgive me for saying this, Miss Kennedy. The
poor giri's dend..but she was a liar!

(MUsIc: _ _ UP_AND BRIZGE)_

FRANK: (HALF COMPLAINING) IdsmepmtI TrotmuPesrryor ey tirrt:
s 1o vt vl LSRN T T3 VR V2 0§ v (2 R N © M PR 0 (o U O L 2 I R Eo R H Y e 3 W=
ceuld smooth *ﬁlk~mamauﬁﬂsﬂﬂmywﬂa&aambeath%ﬁmgg??%his diary
Litts L. it's fantastic.

PEG: S5he wes zick, Irand.

TRANK: This thing is worthless. Ttls e lie from veginning to end.

DG ¥ 011 KO Ll S ot ppomspad e it i o ol e el .
Mrt==tT W oo retprbnbeaiyald, 1T 7
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PEG: WQ_ggg}d print 1t all right...put as a study of &
- %-‘“%Mw.- - —— T
frustrated, Gﬁﬁﬁp?gﬁ&irl who imaglned a ich she'
*i'-'-ﬂr,\,_,“_d_ i

didnft live,

FRANK: And that do exist! S,
FEG: n't have a "keep oyt” sign on it..but we he
right to intrude,

FRANK: PR ARECT EE E T S Here..listen to thils part of 1t.
What imagination! (READS)"Tonight, he said he wculd take

me to South America..to the harbvo: at Rlo where Sugar
loaf Mountain points out into the sea. His words were
beautiful. We'd walk on the beach and watch the

waves break Inte snow on the sand. He spoke so nice..

but still...i'm scared of him.. I don't want him near me."

PEG: (CURICUSLY) Whe was she talking sbout?
FRANK: inother cne cof her dream princes I gusss.
FFG: But cne of them didn't kill her. It was someone who's

real and allve.

FRANK: and if 1t's not that kid in jail,..then who?
(MUSIC: _ _ IN_SOFILY AND BEHIND)
NARR: Another gquestion and ygou. loade Ll e
a‘ f‘%ﬂé
w0u e 1K OlibeGleheadibi Rt O €« ANd 83 yoq}éo S

slowly through the streets of Fort Wayne...the strange
facts 1n yours und rrank Winge's story...surround jou
1ike & mist., YQlawl LBl Kabnsds ARa Sy

From ToSSersshY 88 JOl-Dulpeikbe—sovenalaoimihon You're

in the dreem world of Rose Lujak and like her..you're

wandering the streets of the city...looking for scmething
that doesn't seem {o exlst.,

(MORE)
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KARR: . Tt gets late and you're on the outskirts of town. Llke
{CONT'D) _
a patient coming out of an anaesthetic..you gradually
become aware of reality. It's durk and it's lonely and
as you suddenly stop In a half fright you hear..

(STEPS HALF ECHOING OFF.,THEY STOP)
Scomeone behind you.

(SHE WALKS AND STEPS,CONTINUE TO FOLLOW )

L

NARR: Semecne following youd Faster and faster ..but in back of

you not a step is lost. 3"”4‘7 ¥ M“' ' ‘1’-"4"":/’* é’iyd

i
DEG 2o { PRI GEE G iapmpmes i aamspmssnn
NARR: You're %uck_;\;..you'll pe awey from here in 2 (STOPS AS)
¥4 T b Foaci!
(CAR SFEEDS BY AND FADES) (RUNNING STEPS)

/

—ga t

NARR: Gﬂ‘f”p{un...run..yo- re scarcd to death..why didn't Winge come
with you..why? You're about to scrsam whél...

PETERS: (PROJECTING JUST CFF) Miss Kennedy...Mizs Keiine 3y .

iR o o~ fiEar jour name,..and the PleASENT 1OOKLiNE man~~you.qet

10 h e s AL 1A PG Sk S Bl wela i B s e

(HER 3TEPS END AND A3 OTHERS COME ON)

PETERS (PREATHING JU3T & TRIFLE HARD) Quite & run you gave me,
Miss Kennedy.

PEG: (RELIEVED) Den't ever senak up oa & girl 1ike that agailn,
Mr. Peters.

PETERS: I'rﬁ sorpy 1f I startled you. I was walking on the other
side of the street when T noticed you.

PEG: I'm still shaking.

PETERS: (LAUGHING) It was mean of me not to call out before.

REG Y:]]'Y‘P P~ T N W Vo TR E i) -0 o DR

RETRERG=—"" Hotrpend g —YOrrs = Tus oot ty - rdid Lo frighten. .
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PETERS:

PEG!

PETERS:

PEG:

PETERS:

FEG:

PETERS:

—lq-—
Thgpkss Well, I guess I'll be getting back.

What's the rush? It's such a lavely night,

I've got a long day LOmOrrow.

T haven't secn suech a sky in years. Not since South
America. Rio..to be exact,

(ALMOST STARTLED] Rio?

Yes,.the harbor there is so beautliul, Jugar Loaf
Mountain pointing out into the sea and..I'm sorry..1l'm
boring you.

(ATMDST ANXICUS) No.who... plecse go ond

(PLEASED) You'd like 1t there, Lovers ﬁalk on the beach
and watch the waves bresk intc snow on the sand. It's
. 1t's 1ike paradise on earth. &nd sowething tells me
that you're & girl who'd like to hear all abecut it.

Am I right, Peg...am I?

(MITDLE COMMERCIAL)
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-seratchl
Fnjoy smooth smokingl

PFLIL MELL'S groator 1eongth .of traditionally fine toboccos

travels the smolke further..

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you'rc always aheed when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke iz filtercd further than
that of any other loadlng cigorettc. Morcover, after

5 puffe, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL gtill glves you &

longer filter of fine tobaceos - to guard against throot-

acrateh,

For PILL MELL'S grogter length trovels tho smoke further

on its way to your throst - filters it naturally
through PELL MELL 'S fraditionally finc, mcllow tokoceos
- guards ageinst threat-scrateh,

Yes, PELL MELL'S finc tobaccos glve you o SPO0LLLRTE Y,

mildness and sotlisfoction no othor cigprotte oifers you,

Guord ceeinst tnroat-scratehl
Enjoy smookh saoking!

Ask “or the leneer finer cigarette in the distinguished

"outstonding!”

pod poc@ge. PELL MELL FAMOUS CICARBITES -

And - they are mild!
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HARRICE:

NARR

Faoies!
PETERS
PEG:
PETIRS

TEG:
FPETERS ¢
FEG:

PETERS

~1G=

— e A T T I R e e e e

This is Oy Harrice returning you to your narrator and

the BIGC STORY of Peg Kennedy and frenk Winge..as they lived
it..and wrotc it!

Frank Winge, veteran crime reporter of the CHICAGC SUN-
TIMES, hes been sent to Fort Wayne, Indlana to cover the
strangling of Rose Lujak, And you, Peg Kennedy,..have
gﬁne along,.as your cditor put 1t.."Jjust for the ride."

But neov it!s turncd out to be more than that for youlre

in this story desper than anything thatls ever hanppened

to you, The molice are holding a man named George
Vitenowenz for the murder but you and Frenk think he's
innocent. Sc vou turn o Rose Lujalk's diary,.searching for
a cluc. And it seems thot all you find is & pack of
imeginative lies...2 girl trying to e the zlamorous besuty
shoe wasn't. Yet..es you talk to Harold Eaters,..tho roomer
who lived zeross the hall from Rosc¢,....the onc who
{dentified George Vitanowenz,,you know thet one thing in
the diary was trus.

Ists late, Mr, Feters, I have to get back to the heotel,
You don't mind my calling you, Peg?

Fo,,X..I don't mingd,

Youlre a writor,.a voman vwith imaginaticn, You can
snderstend the things I say., You can appreciate thé

places I've besn..the wonderiul expsriences I've had.
Ploass, I must go,

It's so nice being with you like this..alonc.

I've vnjoyed it.

{FAGERLY) Do you mean that...do you really?
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PEG: Of course,

FETERS: Tou don't know how happy that males me, I want you to
1ike me...,very much.

(MUSIc: _ VP AND BRIDGE) _

FRANK: NW Peg..youlve got the kind of
iuck they don't sell in the five and ten,

PEG: Feters was & perfect gentleman, Frank. In the taxi here
to the hotel..hs was chivalry ¥ . What I don't
understand though is why he followed me. I know his
finding me wasn't an accldent.

FRANK: Fithoer he wvanted to see what you knew,,or he just likes
girls.

PEG fho way ne talked about South America..and the boach at
Rio., That crazy line about tho waves coming 1n on the
sand,

FRANG e pgemrrmbarer oy =TT LAY IRisicyesesiep il ST A N
D R A o g PN U3 B Al

ANEE P T e T o Y R - WO TS « o

FRANK: Poor awrbists,.they're all allxe. They've gotta paint
picturss, I nou with a brush,.then with words.

PEG: Poters doeen't kmow whaot'!s in the diary. Tim sure of it.

FRAMK: Just the same you be careful. Understandi

o 9 A s sarsamess 2 A

FRAVK: ( THIHK LNG ) i gl S yamefnp eyt s AT oS ey e
R soeieiacie i ot ot S fingep, Lo put on
V;Laﬁeuenzwis*hendtng*beu&mmewamd-him oTe TN e

PEG: Let's tell the chief what we know,
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FRANK: Mewns—pmiopdws . Fez, Never tell & cop anything unlsss you can

prove 1t., Vhiaeewiemmowfuppoerdryerrr oy YA ELeA AN R V= e oo e 5 Y

W et ?I"vu:. . Juu:re i puullb ‘by’il Tt A mreheilefe R
PEG: But the diary is proof, ¥Frank,
FRANK: Docs it say in there thet Petors did 1t? Ho..what we nsed

is something or someone to show ho knew her better than he

adrnits. Theiselnmememmmrheimp—iir sl oa k..l 1
R .iwcLa&wdé’
PEG: Itve got the eddress of the place wherc Bosc Lujak need
to=ityem It's some sort of girlts club,
FRAN® Well, you better check it, Peg., I I stuck this face of
mino in therc..theytd call for the cops,

{(MISICs TN AND BEHIED)

TRR Back in Chiczgo some people think of Frank Winge us a tOU%B{;F
-
t
olttor man..tut you,.Peg Kennedy..you Know difforcnt[f/ﬁor
‘(F

-~
wonk is aware of the fecling you have for thifﬁeaa girl,.

. 2 -
how mich vou went to help convict her murgeror, o knows
-

too that “wgur cditor Is watchinfiiggyﬁg this story..and
Frank's glving\you svery chancg#li tho world to meke good,

fir job at stakc herc. A boy

weiting in, the Fort YWemg prison,.a toy whose hozes of a
future had turnsgov: into a nightmare of uncortaliniy.

And as you pElh £ pamc building where Rose

Mgﬂsgyﬁﬁb

4 sama
|-"}J

room here. "

ATHGT 01p3828




_19..-
PEGs - I kmow itl's late, Marge and I wontt ask you too many

gucgtions,

MARGE: You going to put this in your papecr?
PEG: can helD me..surc, e
MARGE: Go on..dsk somethingg
FEG: D1d you roor wlth I
MARGE: Only about & month, Thét all sho wq--'efoI
PEG: Tcll me about her. 4
MARGE: Like what? _
PEG: Woll, .did anyone come,-c sece hor? Did sho talt
hor boy Friendsi.
MARGE: Mon arcn't pflowed anove this £loor, That what you mcant
PEG: (SLIGHPES EXLSPERATED) Didn't you say things to onc
apsfher at nisht..when you MoOXg ioohed?
— Fermesh -
MARGE: Roso didn't telk muchdfYou lmow,/stuck up, Fspeeially
about bovs end datos,.liku the rest of ug were Gl aticlks
who nover hed a good tims, Xou lenow !
PEG: Uh huh,.
FARGE: She usod to sit ot her desk and storc out the windovw and

droem end thern scribble in that 5111y diary sho kept
locked up eni hidden somewherc. Rosc once caught e
looking for 1t and the way she hollarcd youfd thini I

was killing hsr.

PEG+““‘Mx You were wrong, Marge. _,hnﬂﬂm*"ﬁﬁ;gau
[y

R EI
S

MARGE: WhaT"wne.so t rrible“ She dldnft,breaﬁ‘me 11kc g Iricnd.

.rv‘*’

Oh, she vas andmtﬁ“gethout of here all right., O&he

”Pﬂyaﬂted a Dl“cc wvhaore sheo COUTEmHaVﬂngng fun, Yeu €now.
e ‘
PEGY: (ANGRY) You've no right to o1k agoinst hcr*?&ggmzﬁat.

h ““"-\.
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MARGE: (SURFRISED) What'!d I say?
FEG: (EMOTTONAL) Shels doad now, Leave hor alons! VWhat. did

-

sho -over do to you that you can sey such things:ﬁﬂwﬂfw

MARGE: (GETTIKG SORE) Now wait a minute) You cams hehe

asking quessions., I dldn!'t go to you.

PEG: {(RECOVERING) I!'= I'm goprry, Elefise forglive me.

MARGE : (DIGNITY) Woll...that™s ftic aifferent.
PEG: Could you tell mec a 1 T e o, Dleasg?
MARGE s I not surc I wapf

difficult for all

PEG: Loock, T sald = sorry, This has bec

wes & terrible killlng,.and thawg's o man whoso

rem,

MAR%%- I(STAHTLED BY PREG!S INTENSITY] Take it easy..I'm not '?\Rh
- ; o oubt on 308 T ! - s e
ﬁw_% rc;nj?“ owgfuﬁg:w v el —
: Did ¥ ever see her again af'ter she moved out?
MARGE: Well, T..yeeh,,.T dic¢, A drug store, I tumped Into her
at tThe lountaln,
FEG: (CONTROLLIEG HER ANXIZTY) UMow, listen carelfully, Marge
aré thinl herd, D1id Rose say anything about & man who
frightened her? (SLIGHT BEAT) Well?
HARGE (CONCENTRATING, , IMPATIENT) I'm trying to remenber, {SLOW)
We tal<ed avous the glirls still living kere and then about
our summer vacetions,.,and,,(SLIGHTLY EXCITED} Hey..I
rsmamber.,
FEG: What?
MARGE Rose said she liked her naw roomlng house Tins except for

some cheracter across the hall from her..scme guy vho kept

vothering her.
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PEG: Go onl
MARGE: 3he sald something about hlm wanting her to go to South
Arerica with him, (ENVY) Why couldn't soﬁothing like

that haopen to me?

(MUSIC: _ _UP AND BRIDGE}
CHIEF: What'!s so Important you two had to see me this late?
FRANK: Peg's got news For you, Chief,,.something thet'll change

thils whole case, Go on, Pep.,like you told 1%t tc me.

PRG: (DEEP BREATH) Chier, you'!ve got the wrong men in jall,
CHIEF: I have, sh?

PEG: Harold Peters xilled Rose Iujak.

CETIzr: You wouldn't roel me, would ya?

FEG: He sald he hardly knew her,.but ke lled. He was &fter her

toe g0 away with him, It's in her diary.

CHIEF: That thing? ZIt's o phoney. You can't believe & hilng in
it. £nd Gesides, Feter's name wasnl!t In it.

FFrG: I know,.but thet business ebout Jouth Amerlca e&nd the man

vho frightensd her, That was Peters.

CHIEP: Anythlnz else?

PEG: (UNSURE) That's,.,that's &1l.

CHIEH: I ses,

FEG: Aren't you going to arrest him?

FRANWK: It's on the level, Chief, Peters ls your boy, Fut & light

on him.,as¥ Iim scme guestlons., You'!ll have yourself an
irdictment.

CHIEF: I'm getting an indlctment,,first thing in the morning...
and the killer'!'s name 1s George Vitanowensz.

PEG: But he dldn't do 1%,.he didn't.
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CHIEF; Listen to me, Miss Kennedy. I knew Winge would go
snoopling arcund but you looked 1lke & smart girl. I was
wrong...and sgo were you, In trylng to get a cheap,
sensatlonal story,.you're smearing an innocent man, A
Tine, intelligent witness vholz helped us crecked this

cage, Vhat de you talke me for.,onyway?

FRAWK: Give me time,,I'11 think of something,
CHTIEF: 3till a wise guy, eh, Winge?
TFRANK: (EARNESTLY) Chief, Pegls given it to you stralight,

Vitanowenz 1s innocent. Give him & bresli!
CHIEFR: IM1l be back in my offlice 1n flve minutes, You two bettep
not be here,

(DOOR QPENS AND SLAMS)

FRANK (SLIGHT BEAT) {SIGES) Think I'1l retire and write 2 novel,
PEG: (WORRTED) Frenk, whot can we do?

TRATWH: Well, we night ask Peters to confess,

e (ALMOST IN TEZARS) Siop 1it.,

FRANK: He's such a celm loocking guy., Hard to think of him

getting sore.,,.strangling a girl,
PEG: I don't want eny theories, Frank, I want something done,

“he only trues Ining In the dlary iz being thrown out

cnuss ﬁ)“esz‘of it Is so full of lies,

“RANK: (MJSING) e cupsosed to be cooperative, The least

he could do would be to confess, It'd be such a favor.
PEG: Trank,...

(DOOR CFENS)

FETERS: (JUST OFF) 1 teg your parden, I thought the Chief was in.
FRAWNIK: Well, if it isn't Helpful Harold.

PETERS; I heard they were going to indict the murderer tomorrow,

Just thought there was scmething I could do to heln.
(WARMLY) Hello, Peg....
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PE&:
FRANA
PEG:
FRANK:
PETERS
FRANK:
PETERS ¢
.FRANK:

PEUERS

PETERS:
PEG:
PETERS Y

PEG:

e
3]
=
=
ol
o

-*

LTERS ¢

PEG:
PETERS
PEG:
PRTERS ¢
FEG:

PETERS:

-p3-
{AN IDEA FORMING) Hello, Harold...
(SURPRISED) My..you two muat be geod friends.
¥renk, do you suppose Harcld would do me & favor.
You never can tell..
I'd be glad to help 1f I can.
Worth a try, reg!
Whatts the favor?
I guess itts rersonsl. I you'll excuse me,,
Certainly..
{DOOR CI.CSE3)
Wow,.what is 1i,,FPeg?
I'm leaving Fort Wayne tomorrow, Harold.
Must you?
Yes, I'm pleaning to go awsy on & trip, Maybe South
America, I muw you seld you wented to vioit thers

someday and I theught you might...

{(ALMOST SHARFLY) I said I'd peen thers,

Did_you? I Zon't remember your saylng thet, As I
recall, you told me...

(JUMP CUE)} I %21d wou all about it, How could I
descrine it =o well 1f I actually hadn't been there
myself,

You could heve read about 1t,..maybe lmagined a little.
Ben't be stucid,

(AyNOYED} I trhought you were a gentleman.

T anm,,.but you called me 2 llar,

I 414 not, éll T said was thet I thcught you hadnlt been
to South ﬁmerica.

You know very well what I told you,
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FEG:

PETERS:

PEG:
PETERS:
PEG:
FETERS «
PEG:
PETZRS:
FEG:
FETERS :
PEG:

PETERS:

PEG!

PETERS:

PEG:

PZTERS:
PRy
PETZRS:

PEG:

PETERS :

PEG:

FETERS:

ol
(CHALLENGING) Wnat city did you visite?
Rio,.in Breril, I told you about the harbor..every
detall about it. Sugar Loaf Mountain,.end the harbor,.
With the weves coming in 1like snow on the hsn;:::H
(TRIUMPHANTLY)} You do rvemember.
Then you were thers...
Of courae!
Rose Iujak almost went to Rio,
{WARTLY) Reslly?
She sald & men wanted to take her there.
Frotably & lig!
How do you tiow?
She was alweys lying. She said she'd been to cities all
over the world, But she knev nothing about thom,
T thought yeou: didn't know her, You seld she wes stuck up..
wouldn't rey eny attention to you.
(CONFUSED) She didn't...she was a snob.
(PRESSING) Than who told you she wanted to travel..to
get out ard ssze things?
It was In her Qlary.
How do you ow zhe kept one?
I..1 guesssz ift, Most girls have orne, Didn't yous

Then it wes in the diary that you found out she mede up

things?

Yes,..yes, tnat wes it,

But you just seid you only guessed she had a2 diary,
I think I sew it onco,

How?

She showed it to me.
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PEG:
PETERG:
PEG:

PETERS &
PEG:
PETFRS ¢
PEG:

PETERS:
PEG:

PETERS:
PEG:
PETERS:
PEG:
PETERS:
PEG:

PETRRS:

?EG: -7

PETERS:

—25_
T don't helieve you.

Dontt you call me e liar again!

Rose kept that dlary hidden. It was & sceret, She showed
i1t to no one.

Peonle telked about her, I heard things.

You 1ile, |

(INTENSE, ,RISING A LITTLE) Shut up..dontt say that!

You told the pollee you hardly knew her, Yet you really
kmow so many things about hcr,

Only what yoeufre making up.

Do you know thaet Rose LujJak wrote about you 1in her dlary?
Do you know shé vaz afrald youtd hurt her?

She's & liarp,

You did know her.,you were in her room,

Maybe cnee,.but 1t was nothing. T was alvays nice to her,
Why was she rrightensd?

She wasn't. Tne édlary is full of lles.

Whose word will they believe? Yours or hera?
Mine...mine! She was a liar! T can prove it, Il've becen
teo all those vplaces she wrote about, Il've traveled all

cver the world., But she mede everything up, You con't

belicve, fhef diary, I tell you she lies.,
taa [ Ly,

sk e it L AL S 350U i % |

e e T A L R e

vords,, , thevords i S5y "dre true. Or now..are you wiillr

to. aomib.youlre~g“Tariton!

(FURIOUS) I %to0léd hor the truth, I wis-gedmeuefaiom—trer
Baperr— T " went to hor room agelll LB e e, I gave her one
morc chance,.,but she called me & liar...(3CREAMING) She
wasn't going to call me that snymore, I killed her}! I
killed horl

RTHO1 Q169835




CHAFPELL:

-25-

In just & moment we will read you & telegram from Peg

Kennedy of the Chicage Sun~Tlmes wlth the final outcome

of tonight's BIG STORY!

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

AT KO
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRIGE:

Guard egeinst throat-scratehl
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MEIL'S8 greator length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke furthor....

Filters the smoke and makes it mlld.

Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoks PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filterod further
then thet of any othor leading ciparctto. Moresver, alfto
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you

o longer filter of traditionally fine, mollow tobacces - i
guard agelnst throat-scratch,

Yos, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you & smocthness,
mildness end satlsfaction no other cigarottc offcrs you.
Guard ageinst throat-scratch}

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask Por the longer, finer cigarctte in the distinguished

ved pockage, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - Voutstonding!'

e e e e

And - thev arc mild}
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CHAPFELL:

KENNEDY:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

-28-

Now we rced you thet telegram from Peog Kennedy of the
Chicago Sun - Timos,

Completely unncrved, killer in tonight's Bilg Story repeato
his confession to the polico. Less than o ycar later ho
dicd In the clectric chair at the State Prison et Michigar
City, Indizna,., The dead girlfs boy frichd was immcdiatel;
naloased from the city prlson. My sincorc oprroclation
for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD,

Thenk you, Miss Kennedy..thc makers of PELL MELL FAMQUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you and roporter Frang
Wings the PELL MELL $500 Award for notoble service in the
£ield of journallsm.

iisten agein next wock, same time, samc statlon, when
PELL MELL FAKOUS CICGARETTES will prescnt anotacr BIG
ST0RY - & RIG STORY frem the front pagas of the atlanta,
Georgle Journal -- by-line, Georse Goodwin., & BIG 3TCRY -
alout peaple who forgot_about justilico and & reporter who

2ot a new btricl for a doad man.
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CHAPPELL:

._29...

The BIG STORY is produced by Bernerd J, Prockier with

mus ic by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's progranm wes

written by A1vin Boretz and your narrator wis Beb Sloano.
Joyce Gordon played tho part of Pog Kennedy and Luis

Van Rooten played Frank Winge. In order to protect the
names of people actuslly involved in tonight!s authentic
BIG STORY the namos of all characters in the drematization
wore changed with the exception of the roporters, Miss
Kennedy &nd Mr, Winge.

THEME _UP FULL _AND_FADE

CHAPPELL:

ANKCRs

mac/sally
7/15/49 pm

This is krnest Chappcll spealking for the wakers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARZETTES.

This is Hatlonal Form Safety Weclk - a good time to romembo.
that most accléents on Americe's farms don't just "heppon”
- thocy're brought shout by follure to use proper cquipmont.
carclessness In handling of onimals, ,using delecetlve
oquipm;nt cnd %ools, Unsafe acts like these cre taking 52
lives o day on the natlonts farms. So If you cork on &
farm, don't take chances. Do things the pisht way, ,beesus:
the righi way 1z the safe woay.

THIS I8 HNRC,.,.,THE MATIONAL 3ROADCASTING COMPANY.
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WKBC & NET THE BIG STCRY #123

()
10:00 - 30:30 PM AUGUST 3. 1949 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL:  FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ,.... THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE AND OUT FOE:)

(5 MILD POCKETA-POOKETASOUND WHICH CONTINUES
ALL THROUGH SCENE REGISTERING TENSION WITH THE

: THCREASED _POCKETA.), (1T I5.A LIE DETECTOR AT WORK)
?Zw . fomnd y ,WMT;/@' W/%%{wzu AL
CHIEF: Nol e'll teke it nide and easy, MNice-snd—sasys=Rays

{PAUSE) (HE'S SUPERIOR T MAN HE'S QUESTIONNING)
{ BELTE'E(S»H‘I'EE{J’{I?TY) Jhe—machine —ig—gonma—test-your-
segebionss If you're tense when ¥ ask a certain
question - 1t'1l vibrate. Like when you lie, Underslan
RAY: (UIWILLING VICTIM) Yes, sir.
CHIER: Good. Now okay ~- see this card, an ordinary rlaying car..
What's the cerd?
RAY: Aee of i,.ades. M.Msw/( |
CHIEY: Good. licw, the mea/j'j—,jitj;nejj;ﬁ;{gﬁi’hq‘jaﬁlufgzt.tjj_rfé/pi, .
machine moves when you lie /\ NoWt here's the que tion: 1Ir

this cerd the four of diamends?

RAY: (HESITATES. .. STUMBIES) N ---- yes. (THEN WILDLY) I
won't -- I.wen't answer., You're tricking me, you're =--
/7-§¢Ww«(,
CHIEY: (VERY BL&I-{'D)A I¢ fhat's what happeng to,you vhen I ask
y
a simple question tike s~tho—i—orgiamomis— -

what's the ensw=r to this, Rey {FIERCE) DID YOU
MIRDER YOUR WIFR~A4-2450-PH-YEITE RDAY-—AFIERNOON
(MUSIC: UP BIG ... THEN UMDl FOR:)

A LN e i el e
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CHAPPELL: PHE BIG STORY! Here is fmerica: 1hs sound and 1its
fury, its joy and its sorrow, a3 falthfully resported
by the men and women of the great American newspapers.
(FLAT) Atlanta, Georgla: the story of a reporter who
put blind prejudice ou trial, who appealed tC &
nameless judge and a faceless jury -- and won,

7o sta’f writer George Goodwin of the Atlente, Georgla,
Jourral for his brilliant and humane reporting
for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

{ COMMERCIAL)

RATKOT 0169843



CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #123

OPENING COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking!l
PELL MELL'E greator lemgth of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

pPulf by puff youlre 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 9 puffs; or 10; or 15; or 1?; PELL MELL still
glves you a longer filter of fine tobaccos = to guard
against throat-scratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the sroke -further
on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine; mellow tobaccos -

guards agairst throat=scratchs.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other ciparette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking!
Ask for the longer, finer cigaretie in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES = "Qutstanding!"

And - they are mildl
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CHAPFPELI.: How the story as 1% actually happensa. Reporter

|
|
-
(MUSIC: _ _ THEME)(TEIS I8 IMPORTANT)
George Goodwin's steory as he lived 1t. Atlanta,

Georgig.
{MUSIC: _ _ PUNCTUATES AND_UNFR)
SLOANZ: Her neme was Florine Anson Rimbaud, of the Social Registe

ARBonle. Anc he was Raymond Rimbaud, French, an artist

and as the moment a most respected end populiar

school teacher. He hadéd just built the housze for

her: & converted srist mill in the bkeautiful

Peachtree Creek gectlion of fAtlanta. They had one son,

Tony, . He had come heme from schocl, Tony . hag,

gone into the house,called for Mommy and got no answer,

tie went out in the yard, 5til) no answer. He

walked -- 1GO yarde to the atream and there .,..
{MysIc: _ _ STINGS &ND 0UT)

in beautiful Peachtree Creclk he saw the hrulsed and

broken tody of his mother, face upward in the waier, the

mouth curled and frozen in terrible 'right and tragla

ceath,
(Music: _ _ EITS_.,. THEN UNDER, GENPLY)
SLOANE ¢ (30BER) You zot the assignrent, Ceorpe Geodwin of the

Atlanta Journzl. VYou got hold of Assistant County
Polize Chief Don Lavis, three hours after the
killing was discoverod ....
GEORGE : (HIGELY INTELLIGENT TILROUGHOUT) Statement, Chief?
CHIEF: On, Goodwin - sure, I'd say Mrs. Rimbaud was strangled

after being set on in her home.
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GZORGE:
CHI%E:

GEORGE ;

CHIEZF:

GEORGE :
CHIEF:
GEQRGE :
CHIEF:

GEQRGE :

SLOATE

i

COROWER:

=i
=

SLOATE:

COP:

-5_

Then carried down to the e¢reek and thrown in?

Evidence indicates that.

(SMILING) Xind of cautious, chief'? Any idea of
motive?

Two, quite valuable heirlcoom rings appear to be missing.
Also a brooch., Might be robbery. Robbery then

murder. Might ke.

Time of death?

That's up to the experts = we'll krnow 1n an hour.

Any suzpecte?

"Phe murderer is still at large.”

(PAUSE) Don't know a thing, do you. --(PAUSE) Off the
reqcrd?

Wope., More than the fact she's dead -- not & thing.

Big 7neld tyoe, tragic type: but nothing yot that you

can't put in your eye. Then, as is routine, come the
experts ... ithe coroner:

As neer as sccurate analysis can bz mede, ceath was

bty strangulation at 3:320 PM resterdat afternocon.
Examinztlion of the lunsgs reveals no water presgent.

Thus the strangulation teook place on land, a2fter which the
body was dumped or thrown Into the water., Heck marks

would tend to indicaite this body wos hanzed.

The dragnet cxocrte oo Lo work....

Lt., we picked up eleven ltinerant workers, one

’

vagrent. Belng questioned now. A nelghbor sgys Mrs.
Rimbeud was seen at 2 o'clock easel in the woodz ~-

‘:?Mikbﬁﬂ&ké%h-two girls, They were models. Beauts!
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GEO.

CHIEF:

SLOALE s

RUMCORLADY:
JATI0

RUMOR:

TWO :

SLOANE :

GEOQ

-

x
fl
[
&3
T3

GEQ:

What about the models, chiel?
They pczed in the woods Tor a pleture Mrs., Rimboud

T didn't know she paintad.

was painting,

They left by 23;30, We checked them both; they chocked.

What 2bout the 1tlnerants and the vagrant?

We locked the vagrant up for vagrancy.

Ferlod?
Feriod,

(KIDDING) "The rurderer is still at largs.”

Tt was on every tongue, cf coursc; who could refrain

from having & theory in a case as territls and tragic
. e :

(SLOWLY) and/Quicy as thiz? Every garageman and

soda clerk, every =zoclety matron and bus conductor,

ha¢ his thcory.

(SEMI-WHISPER) You know whot I hezrd?

(SANE) What?

That EE rainted that same model, the one 3HD was using i

the park that day. The blondo!.

No!

With nething to go ¢n, the rumor mills began to grind.

And thern, the T2rest recl bresk in tae case came ...

(TERSE)  Just what was i3, Chied?
(EVENLY) A Clotheslinz, Goodwin. It wes hanging from

a tree - obzcured by shubthery. That's why we didn’'t

find 1t-at first. It had blood on it.

(LITTLE INCREDULOUS)} Sho was hung from a tree?

ATHQT1 Q168847
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CHIZF: Hung and cut down -- jagged ends on the vops. The rope’s
clothesline -- game kind of line in the Rimbaud's back

yard
‘\“x

GEQ: 2 ™ TISTTL

CHIERN: THIS clothesii atepirrt—of—tho-line—fromthe RIWGAUd TS
“-\-‘-‘H—. )
b&ek—ﬁ&;dT~_ma*questéen-&beﬂ%—ﬁihE\A man whose ldentity
cannot be discolsed has been undery guestioning in

my office for the past few hours. Thot's all for now.

(MUSIC: _ _ MOVEMENT_OUT)

RUMDR: Do you know who the police guostioned?

WO Him?

RUMOR: Of course, Wiac else?

THQ: 1 knew it. T knew it. I was talking to my husband only

this morning and he saild YOU CAN'T TRUSA THESZ FRENCH,
RUMOR: And a Frenckh ARTIST!
TWO 2 T heard they grilled him for 26 hours -- and then

he broke down end confesscd.

ARIGE ———Shey—aay—te-mrricd—her-onty TOF lieF noncys

TWirs —————Dhiénie—vou-hoar?_ Hels been carrying on with that-
model— (thy rod~hoaded—ene) —Lfor-joarew

RUMOR: I reard they found out through the knots, the way
the rope wos tled. Tt was 2 especial knot ~- a gailor’s
knot. Did ycu know he wags & Frepch sailor for
years?

(MUsIC: IN_WITH SLOANE)
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STOATE ; The rumoer mills grind exee=zdingly fine. Long before
anyone really ¥knew who the unidentified mon who
had been questioned by the police was, Raymond
Rimbauqﬂwas tried and convicted by public opinion. Calle
came into your paper, George Goodwin, hundreds of calls,
into the police; "Has he confessed yet?" 'Why don't the

police indict?” What's ell the delay -- the man's

11

gullty zs sin.
K thict!
CHIED: Yes, Goodwin.
GEQ: It waz Rimboud you questioned?
CHIETR: That's pight.
GEO: You think he'eg gullty?
CHIEF: | Iz ;Ee\: rouztine questicning.
GED: Then —:\vyere did all these¢ rumor come f;dﬁ;/ I've

\
heard 1% frem & dozen people - Rimbauéf; guilty.

CHIEF: Talk.

GT0: It's not'just talih~-- 1t's =~ L€'a o trial., This man'e

or trizl already -- ahd more than holfway convieted.

CHILD: Look, I zot o murder castNbo solve.

G20 3ut sometning ocusht Ao be doneg.

CHIZF: Well, thetl not my/éapartment. Itezn't de anything.

GEO: Well, Can I guote you as s;§}ug Rimboud ie not
gullty \\\

~\

CHIEF: czn sy now is -~ we rmerely cucstloned him,

was routine.

3L0A You write the story, guote the Chief, heope in doing so

that you'll put a stop to the rumors, but instead ....
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RUMOR:

TG

FUMOH :

MRS, ANSON:

GEO+
MRS, A
GEO:

MRS, A

-9-
._--/"'

He woeg Zired from h ggjob gou kncw, today.

Not a moment too soon. How would you like to

have jyour daughter taught by a man like that?

And my nusvand said -- He ought to be ridden out of

e

town on z ral

You decided tha other side of the plsture had to be

presentad. Ir Raymond Rimbaud was gullty he deserved
a fair triel -- and If he az inncocent -- then what was
kappening was barbaric., It had to bte stoppsd.

(DOOR BRLI, RUNG ....DOOR OPENELD)

{DIGNIZIZD, CEHTLE) Yea?
I'm Ceorze Goodwin, of the Journal, Mrs. Angson,

Rirbaud. Can you tell me where he 159

T

ra r
Come in, won't you? d;ﬁfb%4gzia)

-GEGs Ha-tileto-sas—hilmea oul J! iike Lo ses ¥y
SRS =t Plecsn ot your-—Tsorvices
UR0: Mrs, .neca. I know how you muet facl -- you doughtor deo
nct three doys,cub--
MRS, L That's cuite o1l right.
GEO: Row do jou feel, [frs. Snson -- cbout Rimbaud?
( PAUSE)
MRS, A Raymend waz my douzhier's hustand. member of my family.
The father of my «saly srandeon. (PAUSE) I love Raymond.
GBO: Thern, ycu Zonlt thiul hats --
ATHOT Ql1eIBSC




G0

RAY:

GiZ0 s

RAY:

GEQ:

. 10-
Would T have him in my house 1f I did? FHe's upstairs.
Maybe if you talk to him -- maybe 1f somebody listens fo
Raymond -~ a&ll thils horrible talk that'!s going around --

maybe some of it would stop.

(WITH IOVE) We met at the Sorbonne, Mr. Goodwln, in Par’.
vhere she was studying art, and we fell in love. We were
marrled and came back to live in America. Tony was born
and then, it was 1939 and my mama wrecte she would like

to see FTony. So we lelt for Paris,

{SIGNIFICANTLY) '39 that was?

Yes, the war greeted us., wWithin a week after our arpival
I enlisted In the -French Army. I wes captured at Lunkirk
and they put me in a prison camp in Polanc. Four years ia
darkness, four years of terror -- end—{RAUOHS=BIPDER]Yi——
I'm sorry ---

You don't understand - the terridble irony. The terrible
irony of it. I escaped. By & miracle,scomehow, I got out,
returned te France and found them: Florine and Tony. Ti.--
were 2live, I was alive -- and we came home. We came

back to Atlanta.

Things went well for a while; didn't they?

I painted, people were kind, they liked my work. I
received & position at the University, Tony grew,

Florine studied her painting seriocusly. We declided on

the house -- and -~ $ days after it was bullt -- 9 days --
we had just moved in --(STOPS)

That's awful --
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RAY: No, Mr. Goodwin: somewhere in my 1ife, where I do not
know, I pust have committed a great and terrible sin,
ovherwies., otherwise why should this happen to me, to

I

be saved from the Nazls, from Frison, te find my family

after jyeearsz of separatlion -- only to lose everything thiz
way.
GEO: Mr. Rimtaud, whatever I can do, anything = 1f the power .-

honest writing and reporting means anything --{(LOW BUT

ERNEST) - I belleve you're innocent. I'm going to try to
rrove it.
(MUSZIC: _ _ UP FOR_AAG FOR ACT 1)

(COMMERCIAL)
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FAN

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HaRRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #123

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratchi
Enjoy smeoth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

FPilters the smoke and makes 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 clgarette, Moreover,
after § puffs; or 10; or 15; or 1?; PELL MELL still giwves
you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard against
throat-scrateh,

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
apainst throate-scratch.

Yes; PELL MELL1S fine itobaccos give you a gmoocthhess,

miléness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Guard agzinst throat-scratchl
Enjoy snmocth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "gutsbandingi”

And - thevy are miid!
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HARRICE :

SLOANE :

GI0:

RAY:
GEO:

RAY:

-13-

This is Cy Herrice returning you to your nerrator and

THE BIZ STORY of George Goodwin, as he lived it and wret

Raymond Rimbaud kas been convicted of the murder of his
wife ~= not by 4 court of law, but in the eourt of
rumor-nongering. A nameless judge {pre jucice} and &
faceless jury { intolerance) have listencd to no fucts,
heard no evidence and have brought in @ verdlct of gullty
of muréar, and you, George Goodwin, staff writer for the
Atlartas Journcl set cbout in the only way you know how,
to rigtu thisz wrong -- you plan to do & series of stories
for your paper. You do a story on what the pollce ¥now
and whet they don't know, cne on what are facts cnd what
ie mene conjecture; a2ll good -- but not enough. The

rumor mills grind them to dust. (PAUSE) Whore was Rimboud

I left She house ot 12 - noon-=-

(CARRYING HIM ALOWG) -went to your wife's mother's house
That's right. 7T stayed there t1ll atout 2. Florine was
alive thon becuusc she phoned me at ricther's - csked me
to bring over o thinble =-

But you cldn't go dircetly home, Mr. Rimbaud?

Raymond lg zo much ecsier.
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MES. A

PROT:

GFQ:

FROF:

{Music: ___

~1h4-
Sure. You didn'i?
Ka. I haod a class at the University at 2:30.
That lasted t111 - 3:30?
Nearly gurrter to four. I spoke with.scvcral students
after ths class.
Then ¥ou went to the art rmuseum.
They werne nanging a pleture of mine -- thet wae t£i1ll 5:1:.
fhen I went home -- znd found -- and you know the rest ---
IT'm gorry -~ we've got to say it. You found Tony, Iin
hysterics -~ ot 5:30 -- it—wes~right-afber—held-Lfound-
the—todsT
(LOW) Yesg--
Okay. Ther all we need is corraboraticn.

MOVENET)

_____ L

At what time, then, Mrs. Angson, would ¥oU =2y Raymond
left yeour home?

(THOUGHTFULLY) It was a little alter two; just alter -
Florine called, asking him to bring over o thimble.
(She'd lost her thimble). I remember bscouse I have

ta toke tills ot 2 ard &, And I had just taken m
1 o

But, prcfessor, I'm merely asking 17 Mr. Rimbaud tought
elags that doy?
(IRAT2) I have ro information to offer, Mr. Goodwin.

You're the hend of the Art Department - surely you have a

schedule of hle -classes. ¢Can't I sce the schedule?

Good day, Mr. Goodwin,

SAME_TNTO)
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GEOs
GIRL:
GEO:

~15-

Arentt you in Mr. Rimbaudts class?

He's a fiend, that's what he is -- a fiend -~

Look, Miss -- §}1 ;'m askling is -- did you or dldn't you
attend a class of Mr. Rimbaud's between 2;33 amd 3;45?

Leave me alone., Leave me alone,

DIRECTOR:

GEQ:

DIRECTOR:

Youlre the director of the Art Museum?

That 18 correct - but if you are here on behalf of Mr.
Rimbaud, you are wasting my time - and your own.

I'm not here on behalf of anybody. I want a story. Was
Raymond Rimbaud here from 4 oteloek until 5:157

I have no interest in answering your questions, sir.

SLOANE :

Dame Rumor had done hepr work well. It wzs as if -- {(you
hated the analogy but you eculd not keep it from your =ind)
- as if a shark had tasted . .blood and could not be stopped.
But everyone wasn't 1ike that. -- they couldn't be -~ people
were people: good and bad: evil and malicious, but generous

and ernest, too, There must be some --

GEOt—— . Youy-Nlss, couldnlt you—bett—me Il --
/

GEQ:

GEG

o

(DOOR SLAM) =

Excuse me; 5ir, but --
ey

T

-~ {(DCOR SLAM)

Itm-aorry_to _hother you, huf—--

BTXOT Q169856




GIRL IT:

GEO:

GIRL II:

GEO:

GIRL II:

SLOANE :

~16-

Dhetts—ail—Tighe, I'11 tell you Mr. Goodwin. I've been
reading your articles and what people are saying about Mr.
Rimbaud - itts -~ 1t's crimlnal,

Thank heaven.
I-44ked~h§m——--thatLszwhy—i—gtayed1$drtﬁ“?tr'trii—ncw-—-
_becausepropte-—would-talk—aboutme; tooBIL T dontt care

now, I'm in his class -- and these are the facts: (I'11
swear to them) -- he taught the class until 3:30 -- then
there was a discussion with some of the students (I was one
of them) - t3i11 quarter to four or sc. Then he sald he

had to go to the Art Museum -- and I -- I walked him there
and went in with him,

1 understand,

We were thers t111 about 5:15 -~ I had to go home for dinner
then, My father told me not to say snything -~ but T'm glad
I talked to you.

You may have to sign an affldavit.

I'11 do whatever you say. Raymond Rimbaud is a fine man,

HITS AND UMDER)

There gre decent people. Others begin %o come forth, to
corroborate the student's story -- the man at the desk in
the museum, another student, one of Rimbaud's assoclates at
the college {who asks please don't use my name}. But youfve
got your story - an absclutely authenticated story. Yeu..

T ¢ v & P

RTHAT Q1AIRST




GEO - ——

{MUSIC:

SLOANE:

RUMOR:

THWO

{MusIC:

t

SLOANE:

SLOANE:

~17-
This—is-how-Reywormd ~Rimbaud-spent—hie-time-on-the-fateful
afternoon of the murder of his attractive soctidlite wife,

(FADE BEGINS) At 12 ofclock he-waf at the home of --

e T T e e T e e e

Ihla:§:3;adzshnrx+_£lsan—and_heaes&, and your editor rums it
bilg. You wait: surely such welght of evidence will begin
to turn the tide, the rumors must dle down. You walt,.,

{ ALMOST HUMAH NOW) You know he might not have done 1t after
all,

I always thought he had a look of honesty 1ln his face,.
especlally arcund the eyes. And my husband says a man is
innocent £111 he's proven gullty,
_IN WITH_SLOANE)

itt's beglnnirg fo turn, the tide of rumor; people ARE human
after gll ~ weak, but human..and then llke a snake - rumor
wriggles into their lives again! This time on even less
evidence than before. Raymond Rimbaud has been ecalled 1n
for questioning agaln, You rush to Chief Davis...

What this time, Chlef?

We'lre asking Rimbaud to submit tq%iie—detector test.

Why?

We wan% to rule out one area in question and then --

Then he'll be out of the case for good?

T'11 commit uyzelf after the examination,

But rumor doesn't wait for the examination, Rumor holds 1ts

own examination and posses Judgment...
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RUMOR : They gave him a lle detector test!

WO why that's an admission of guilt, What did they want to gi-.
nim the test for, if he wasntt gullty?

RUMOR: My husband says he lied to every single guestion except whet
he was asked if he hated hls wife -- and fo that he
answered: YEE,

(MUSIC: _ _IN AND OUT FOR)

GEQ: What are the findings, Chiefl?

CHIEF: They're inconclusive.

GEO: can I say - at least -- the test does not establish Rimbaud's
guilt?

CHIEF: You can certainly say that.

(MUSIC: _ _WITH SLOAME)_

SLOANE: You say it -~ you wrlte 1t cleanly and clearly for all %o
see - but the shark has smelled fresh bloed and will not be
deterred. The shark moves in for the kill, the rumors
growing wilder and more fantastic...

RUMOR: He confessed to everthing!

TWO: Tt was HTH and the model, I said so all the time.

RUMOR: They ought to string him up right now.

(MUSIC; _ _SAD_AND UIDER)_

SLOANE: what can be done, what? Truth - ne, truth is no answer,
Facts - no they are less than truth. Uhat? The terrible
answer that nothing can be done begins to grlp you, George
Goodwin - and then you hear that Reymond Rimbaud has been
taken to the hospital. He has pneumonia. You vigit him...

RAY: {WEAKLY) I'm glad you came, Mr. Goodwln..

QB ——— Goonge. -~

-18-
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RAY:

GEO:
RAY:
GEQ:

SLOANE:

RUMOR ¢

MUSTC

SLOANE:

10

{SMILES WEAKLY) Apart from my famlly you have been the
only one who -~ {8TOPS) ~-- I just wanted to say that. I
can't have visitors for very long,

You're gonna be all right,

Thank you again,

Don't you worry - we aren't licked yet. And you're gonna

be fine.

You say it, but you don't believe it -- for you've seen
death coming in the eyes of people before -- and you see 1t
in Raymond Rimbaud's eyes., The Nazis gave him a good basis
for pneumonia (4 years in a prison camp) - and now rumor har
taken away his will to live. “Rumor and the Nazl -- c“ﬁ(Cf
the same cloth --, for even when you urite a story that
Raymond Rimbaud is dying -- rumor ilstens, laughs and says —
What a sympathy gag, lmagine pretending he's sick to get

people on his side. ~He dcesn't ool mel

You see him once more, now with a metal tube in his throat
50 he can breath {Tor sympathy, no doubt), now with his
breath coming in terrible gasps - he shakes your hand, kisses
his family, his son -- and dieg. (PAUSE FOR THE MUSIC) -
and you go back to write his obkltuary, your last story for
Raymond Rimbaad.

{ PAUSE}
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GEO: (ESTABLISH TYPING AND TAKE IT QUT)...Raymond Rimbaud died
this morning, one of the most tragic storles of our time,
He-puevived the Wazl prisen—gamp dard tHe war—se—rejoin his—
wife-and—son—only—to—meet—death-dn-his-adoptsd-Jandr. Who
killed this man 1§ difficult to say; surely the dread
disease he had, surely the 1ife his captors forced him to
live in prison - but surely also the rumors the hateful
words, the ostracism and the terrlble spite that, for these
past weeks, has been heard 1n every bus, tea shop, bar and
living room. For this man was not guilty. ZLetters from hic
wife whlle he was in prison;;recently d1scovered; the nature
of his will {st11l1 unchanged)}, leaving everything to his
wife and son, hundreds of dther pieces of human evidence --
there all the time for anyone to read and ses, establish
this. But Raymond Rimbaud dled without these things ever
being known - and in his death, each of us, to some extent
is guilty; those who spread the lies, those who were
indifferent, those who were busy with other things.

(MUSIC: COME IN

SLOANE: Thiﬁﬂb&me*you-write—yﬁ&r—feeiéng51—all—oﬁ—theug*i%zféigzégk
last story of the murder of Florineaﬁimﬁéﬁﬁjithe last story
of the murder {ls-mirder too strong a term?) of Raymond

-Himbaud -~ and, suddenly people who have heen blind begin

to see -- now, in death, the truth can be discerned...
RUMOR: (QUITE HUMAN) He was innocent,
TOW: D1d you read the letters she wrote him and the one he wrote

her? You know, I feel a little ashamed.
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CHAFPPELL:

-21-

T don't know what to say. I feel - I feel I helped to -- 1c

{(GENTLY) k11l that man,

The human side of human beings asserts 1tself once more.
People are good and bad; kind and vieious, human snd lnhunca
-- but in the end, because of your work, George Goodwlin, c.’
the Atlanta Journal -- people are better, people have
learned - perhaps the next time people will remember and, ncl
have to be reminded that each man 1s entitled to a falr
trial before a Jjudge and a jury of nhis peers, that this is=
the United States and a2 human being (a2ll of us) are precious.

Each of us.

In just a moment we will read you a telegram [rom George
Goodwin of the Atlanta Journal with the final outcone of

tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

RTHOT Q163862




CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #123

CLOSING C OMMERCIAL
guard against throat-scratchl
BEnjoy smooth smoking!
PELL MELL!S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke further....
Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover,
after 5 puffs; or 10; or 19, or 1?; PELL MELL still gives
you a longer filter of traditionally fine; mellcw
tobaccos - to guard against throat=scratch.
Yes; PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothness,
mildness ard satisfaction no other cigarette offers yuu.
Guard agzainst throat-seratehl
Enjoy smooth smoking!l
Ask fer the lopger, finer cigaretie in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CICARETTES - "Qutstandingl"

And = they are mild!
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CHATPELL: Now we read you that telegram from CGecrge CGoodwln of the
Atlanta Journal.
GOODWIN: Innccent mants last words before he died were "Please help
to catch the murderer of my beloved wife", Since hls death,
I together with the police authorities have carried on an
investigation in the hopes thet the real murderer mlght be
caught. 8o far we have falled. Inecldentally last year
I wags fortunate encugh to win the Pulltzer Prize for
tonightts Big Story. Thanks a lot for tonightts PELL MELL
AWARD,
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr, Goodwin,.the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
VCIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500 Award
Ifor notable service 1n the fleld of Journalism,
HARRICE: Listen agaln next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
- A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Rocky Mountain
Mews - Denver, Colecrado -- by-1ine Jack PFoster. A BIG STORY
- gbout a reporter who followed a cold trall to a hot storyr
and caught a killler by mistake.
{MUSIC: THEME WIPE & FADE TO EG ON CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

TL/MD/T11y
T/25/49 Py

-2l -
The BIG 3TCRY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with music
by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight!s program was written by
Arnold Perl, your narrator was Bob Sloane, and Sydnay Swit!
played the part of George Goodwln., In order to protect tic
names of people actually involved In tonight's authentic
BIG STORY the names of 2ll gharacters in the dramatization
were changed with the exception of the-exeeption—ofi—the—
reporter, Mr. Goodwin,

THEME UP_FULL AND FADE)}

—_— e et DY e e e

= 2 —_—
o Pt AL
This is Efnegéiéhaﬁgg%r speaking for the makers of PFELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS 18 NBC,,.THE NATIONAL BROADCASTI NG COMPANY
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CHAPPELL:

ALLEN:
WARDEN @
ALLEN:

WARDEN:

ALIET:
WARDEN :

ALLEN:

WARDEN:

CHAPPELL:

..1_
PELL, METI FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...,THE BIG STORY!
TEETZﬁﬁRB7~MGPFLED—MHIN£FQFuWINB_QFfﬂq
{ PHONE BIE:‘IG) {(PHONE OFF HOOK)
Allen, Guard=towenr Three, Worth Wall,
(SHARP) Allen, this ig the Wanden,
Yes, Warden?
Allen, listen, I vant you to follow my orders. Twelve
convicts just broke out of Cellblock 31ix,
What!
They!re reking a break for the North Wall, trying to
escape under cover of the blizrard, You may bs able to
cateh them “n your spotlight., If you do,,.3dontt shoot.
Dontt shoot? Why not, sir?
Tgcause & wou dao, you may kill a guerd. Thaylve tadon
sour guaris along and they're using then as & ééégééfﬁ*"
Try to find tem with your szotlight, but con't use your
machine gun! These are orders!
(THE WAIL OF A PRISON ALARM UP, RISING AND TALLIIV
THTO)
THE BIG STORY. IHers is fAmerice..its sound and its
Fury,..>-5s joy and lis scrrov...as faithfully reported
by the men and women of' the great Amsrlcen newspapers.
Denver, Colorado, Irom the pages of the Rocky Mountslin
Fews, the suthentic story of & renorter whio found that a

cold trail vas the quickest way to & killer. Tonlght, to
Jaclk Foster of the Rccimy Mountein News for his Big Story
goes the PELL MELL Avardl

STING)
{COMMERCIAL)
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CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM a2t

OPENING COMMERCIAL
Guard ogainst throat-scratehl
Enjoy smopth smokingl
PELL MELL!S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos fravels the smole furtherssas

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff soulre zlways shead when jyou smoke
PELL MELL, At the first pulf PELL MELL smoke is
filtered further than that of any other leading
cigarette. Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL MELL still gives you & lonzer Iilter of
finé“fobaccos =~ to guard against throat-scraitch,.
For PELL MELL'S greater length travels *the Guioke
further on its way to your threat - farters it
naturally through PELL MELL'S frazditlonzlly ifine,
mellow tobaccos -~ guards agﬁinst throat-scratch,
Yes, PELL MELINS fine tobaccos give.you a smoothness,
vou, Guard against throatesecrutehl

Fnjoy smogth smokingl

Ask for the lonzer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package -~ PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGLRETTES = "gutstandinegl!

And -~ thevy are mildl
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CEAPPELLt  Now, the story as it ectually happened,.Jack Foster's
story as he jived it..Denver, Colorads,

(MUSIC UF_AND ULDER, A SUCGESTION _OF THE SEASON, _CHRISTMAS_HAS _

PASSED, IEW YEAR'S_EVE ABOUT _TO comﬁl

NARR It is the night.of.béécmbéf.thirtietﬂ, anl celé, The
thermometer iz Flirting with ten bYelow zéro, and a wlld
Degrnver tilzzard is rattling your vindow panss with s
barrage of rnsedle snow, Bubt you, Jack Foster, of the
Rocky Mountein News, are home, and happy. The weather
sults you fine, It means zocd powdery snow on & solid
tege, £nd in a few minutes, youlrs leaving for Winter
Parlkc to scend the lew Yeor's weckend, skilng,..2nd then
Just es ;ou firdsh packing,..

(T WITH MUF¥IED SQUND OF BLIZZARI: RADMMESENG

PRt

{ FHOM: RING)
FOSTER : {(3TOF3 WEISTLING) Asan! TNuts!

{ZHOIE OFF LOCK)}

TOSUER: Fello?

BRAD: {FILTER! Jaci, Zrad tallirng, dewn at the =rlice.,.

rOSTER: Ch, Listen, Zras, I'm in a hurry., I've got to catch
a twein rorth..

BRAT): (GRIMLY) ¥ou'll satch & btreln all right, Dol 16111 be

going ssuth,

FOSTER: Sauth?
BRAD: To Cancon Clty,
FOSTER: Hey, wait a minutc, what's thisz all about? What about my

ski-weekend 2t Winter mark?
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BIG STORY, 8/10/49 .

BRAD:

FOSTER:

BRAD:

FOSTER:
BRAD:

FO3TER:
(MUSIC:

NARR

(MUSIC:

WARDEN:

That's out. You're golng to spend the weekend in the
state penitentiary.
What? Brad, whet the devil...,,
{INTERRUPTS) Listen, Jack. Stop talking, end listen,
and then get goingl. Twelve conviets just broke out of
the ren at Canon Clty. Tney!re désperadoes, killers, and
they're somewhere out in this blizzard now., The biggsest
menhunt in the histery of Colerado's just started, and I
went jou to get down there, park in the warden's office,
and phione in what you get!
Anything else?
No. That's all, Happy New Year! Jack!

{CLICK ON FILFER)

(R£CEIVEH SLAMMED OGN HOOK}
(DISGUSTED) Oh, sure}  Happy New Yeer!
ind so instesd of spending New Year's Eve before a
roaring fire at the Lodge, with good compiny, good cheer
and fuld Leng Syne, you spend it in a cold gray office
with berred windows, and the warden, his fece set and
grim, announce capture after capture, &s the hours wear

by------.-noon

Just got the first two., Goorge Trujillo and Billy
New ceptursd seven miles south of herc. One of our

prison gusrds shot in the heads.ee.
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BIG STORY, 8/10/49 -4p-

WARDEN:

WARDEN:

(MGSIC:

WARDEN:

FOSTER:

WARDEN:

FOSTER:

gehwertzmilier, Laverne, 3malley and Hathawey plcked
up by posse after gunbettle. That mokes six accounted

TOrPaussaan

Just got in a hevw report boys. John Klinger was thot
and killed. A.B.Tolley's been tralled and trapped in

narrcw cenyon, nearly frozen to deatn. That's elght.

Hore's the latest. R.L. Freeman's just been shot and
captured. Turley and Hellmen fought Dattle from

treiler house, Turley killed, Heilman woundcd. That
makes eleven out of twelve., The twelfth one...Frank

Diane...1ls still at largel

CHHTNE QF WIND OFF)
Anything new on Frank Duane, Werden?
(WELRILY) No. WNot a thing, Foster. A1l we Know...you
know, A man answering his descrlpticn nroke Into a
Farrrcuze, held .up the family, and stole some food.
We think hs's heading north.

Well, me can't go very far in tonis blizzerd, And it's

bitter colie beloW Z&X0.

ATHOT Gie3gr/1




WARDEN ¢
FOSTER:
WARDEN

FOSTER:

WARDEN :

OSTER ¢

WARDZEN :

ARTHUR 3
MARGARET :
ARTHUR 1

MARGARET:

_5_

You don't lkmow Duane, Feater,

What do vou mean?

He'ta the toughest of them all: A cold-blooded killer.
Killed & sheriff st Pennessee Pass, yhen he was only o
seventeen year cld kiﬂg and swore he'd make Dillinger
look 1ike a piker, We'!ll be lucky if we get him alive.
Hmnm, Any point in my staying around here any longer,
Warden?

I doubt 1t, You might as wsll go back to Denver.
That's vhere we'lre looking for Duane nowv,

Ckay, ZIZ'll ke ageing you, Warden..and Hapry New Year.
(W=ARY) Ch. Sure. Happy liew Year, Foster!
Beck in Zenver, the tllzzard stops, and Franlk Duane,
the escered 4iller, 1s atill at lapgs. Dut this 1s lew
Yeartls azy, and there's nothing more you can do, and you
think of how fast those ski-trails are golng to be at
Winter Pzri, high up In the Continental Divide, Bo..you

docide =2 take & troln for the Leodge, ii' only for a da:.

begirni-z elssuiere,,.nesr the town of Lapispur on tho
Denver-CZiiloradn Jurings Edghwey,.

(CLR UEDER]
Morsareb.,
Yes, deart
There'!s & wan hnitellre a ride on the highway up shead,
Well, let him hitch, Arthur. Welre not plcking up any

strangers on a lonely road like tiils,
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ARTHUR :

MARGARET :

ARTIIUR ¢
PETE:

ARTHUR 3
PETE:
MARGARET ¢

ARTHUR ¢
FLTE:
ARTHUR ¢
PETE:
ARTIUR:
PETE:

ARTHUR :
PFTE:

MARGARET:
ARTHUR 1
MARGARFT:

-G
But Margaret, T wouldn't pass up & dog in this weather.
Leook &t him standing there in the snow, ggtzzégagée—hiﬁ
BhiVe¥%ﬂ33 and he'll freoeze Lo desth out hero,
Ch, all right Arthur, &11 right. (GRUMPY) Land sakes,
If%}y ceplt folks stay indogrs on & day like this,,,.!
(CAR SLOWS TO STOP, MOTOR IDLES)
{CAR DOOR OPENS. WHINE OF WIND UFP)
All right., Hope in,
(YEETH CHATTERING) Thonks Mistern,
(CAR DOOR SHUTS, WIND OUT, MOTOR UP AGAIN)
Protty cold out there, ch?
Freezing. My hands and feet are nunb.
Therec!s & roadside resteurant & nile or two up the
road, I expect we!ll stop there for some hat coffeo....
That'!s right. That ought to warm you up.
Thanks, T could go for some coffec,
Where you bound for?
I dunno, (A BEAT) Where are you bound for?
Denver.,
Dehver? Otay., That sults me finel
BRIDGE).
(CLINZ OF DISIES, 'RESTAURANT BACKGROUMD OF1)
More colfes, youns Follow?
Yeah. Thenks, HMister., I'll have anothcr cup., Sure
takes the chlll ol.
{COMING OW) Ch, frthur,,
Yes, Margaret?

I!d like to talk to you for & minute, alone...

RTXOT 0169873




A)-\

r

ARTHUR
?ETE:

MARGA&ET;
ARTHUR
MARGARET:
ARTHUR:
MARGARET:

ARTHUR »
MARGARET:

ARTHUR «
MARGARED s

ARTHUR
MARGARET ¢
ARTHUR:

ARTHUR
PETH:
ARTHUR
PETE:

-7~
All right, Geap, Exguse me a minute, will you,
Ysah, Sure..
(A FEV STEPS AND $T0P)
(gl?TEﬁil Arthur, you shouldntt have done it,
Dona vhat?
Picked up that Ffellow,
Whet do you mean?
Hels no good, Arthur, I.,I'm afraid of him. He looks
30 rough and.,
Nowlook, deer.,
T tell you I ‘mow it, Arthur, I know it, Ke means us
somz kind of herm, When you took égg% monegy fron;déaggwhf’
pocket to pay the check, I saw him looking at 1t, His
sl Ar cpsien Yos o K Aot e,
eyos opened'widc,'thon**-*7-?hen’they‘grcw!_&fd; You
shouldn't have taken out that voll of bilis, Arihupr, he'll
iry to steal 1%, I know ho will...
1Mmmu Meybe youre right. Maybe youlres right, Margaret,
But vhat arc we golng to do?
I don't %mow., Tell him somothing, Arthur...anvthing!
Tell him we're going to turn off down the road...
But he Ynows welre going to Denvar.
Tell him something, Arthur, Youlve got tol
Oh, all right.....
(& COUPLE OF STEPS)
Uh,.,lock, younz man.
Yeah?
I'm sorry, but Itve 2ot some bad news for you.

(4 BEAT) Whet do you mean?
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FRTHUR:
PETE:
ARTHUR @

PETE:
ARTHUR:
PETE:

ARTHUR £

PETE:

ARTHUR 1

-8-

We won't be oble to drive you to Denver.

What?

I,,.uh...y0u 860, MY WifQ .pell, ghe isnit feeling vol®
So we declded to st&g r;gb@ herg. Thoro's & tourlst hone
hore and...,well:::,:

Oh no you don't, Mister,

Eh? VWhat do you mean?

I mean you're not golng to lcave me out herc in the middl:

of novherc, Youlre golng right on to Denver,

(STARTS ©0 BLUSTFR} Look heres, young man, you can't tell

mo whatieen

( INTERRUPTS) Oh, can?t I? (A BEFAT) Feol that in my
pocket? Thatls & gun, Mistgr. I fugurcd on getting to
Denver end thatls where we!re going,..all cof us, (A BEAT)
Got me?

(JITTERY} X....¥os, Yeos....of course,

Okay, Lebt!s get going!

— e T T T

(CAR UKDER)
Youl Wise gurl
You meen,..meft
Yeah, I mean you. Your car radio work?
Teasr¥yo8,
Okay. Tell your wife to turn 1t on,
Bub vhyeesss
Beeouse I like good musie, sce? Toscaninl end me are
great buddies. Turn it on, lady.

Better do as he says, Marmporet,
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MARGARET:

PETE:

ARTHUR:
PETE:

MARGARET:

PETE:

ARTHUR:

(NERVOUS) A1l right, Arthur. All right ....
(A PAUSE)

(IN WITH RADIO, POP MUSIC)
Assh, ithat's better. Nothing like being chauffeured around
tn a big car like this, and listening to good muslic. Home,
James! To the Club, James, Take my twenty suits to the
cleaners, get the Yacht ready for Florlda, tell the
Duchess I'll meet her for lunch. A thcusand on the races,
on the nose, throw it away, who cares. Champagne and cigars
that's for me. (BEAT} You wouldn't have a clgar, would
you, Buddy?

No. Fo, I haven't any.

’

Toe baé. llothlng like a good.Ha?ana?#eﬁfﬁﬁ§=eﬁ¥Uﬁa, & buck
a throw, whe=ewpes? If I had o cigar, I cculd feel like a
big shot., Yeshr And that's what I was msoht to be, see?
A vig shot. I've had enough, see? I'm fad up bumming the
roads, begging for handouts from fat characters like you
twe, szying Yes Sir, Mister, and Yes Ma'am, Lady. No more
of thst stuff for me. All I necd Is money....
Monsy?
Thet's rignt, Ledy. Money. Take you and your husband.
You're rotten with 1t, Why, he flashed a roll big enough
to choks a horse., And me, I haven't get a éime. So.,..I
figure what you won't have, you won't miss. Stop the car..
(CAR TO STOP, MOTOR “IDEES)

Look here, you'll never get awey with this..
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ANNCR:

Okey, Now hand over that dough.
Wait & minute, you can't
(SHARP) Come on, don't give me an argument, just hand 1t
over or 1111 ;. {GUFS AS)

(MUSIC OVER RADIO STOPS ABRUPTLY AND ANNCR3. VOICE

COMES IN)
(OVER RADIO) Ladles and gentlemen we have e special
pulletin tc bring you at this time. Policz have obtailned
a descripticn of Frank Duane, convict and killer, who 1s
st111 at lsrge after the sensational jallbresk at Canon
Clty l=st uight.

(MORE)
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ANNCR:
{CONT'D)

PETE:

PETE:
MARGARET ¢

ARTHUR ¢
PETE:
MARGARET

PETE
HARGARET :

PETE:

ARTHUR

MARGARET :
PETE:

-10- oo e
Duane, vhose complexlon is derk andAfeatureqqangular,
broke into o farnhouse and stolo & blue pln-striped,
double-breasted ag;t{ gray hot and gray coal, Ho is
believed to bo weariﬁg thom now, {BBING DOWN) Any
(HARD) Turn off the inforrrtion as fo the vhereabouts
radlo, Iedy, (A of this dangeroug killer should be
BEAT, THEN ANGRY) phoned to the noarosteseses.
Go on, turn it off!
(R2DIO OFF)
Woll? What erc you staring at?

Arthur! Grov hat, gray coat, bluo sult, Then this men
must De. ..

{QUIEPLY) So youlro an escaped convict, ch?

That's & lie.

(HYS«ZRICAL) It's him, Arthur., It's the ceonviect, Duane,
Tt must  be! |

Shut up, Lady. ..

Arthur, what are we going to do, what are we golng to d-?
Shut up, d'you hear? You got the wrong guy. I'vo nevew
been to Canon City, dl'you understond?

(QUIErLY) It's no good, Duane, They'll got you sooner
or latGr...s

(A BEAT) Ower. Have it your own way,
And now thabt jou know so much, maybe I'd botter go to

Oy, wise guy,

Denver elone,
What,,..vhat do you moean?
Throots a crowd!

{CHUCTIES) Donlt you get 1it, Lady?
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ARTHUR ¢ Woit & minute, Durna,.
!
e N Y

You cantt leave us out hero to

PETE: Dont't worry. I'm gonna save you the trouble.

MARGARET:  (HYSTERICAL) Arthur} Arthur, he's going to....(SCREANS)

Nol ©No!
(TWO SHOTS)
(MUSIC; _ _ UP TO_CURTAIN)

{MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!:
CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAM #124

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy sncoth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditonally fine tobaccos

travels the snoke furthereses

Tilters

P

ne sroke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you snoke PELL MELL.,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you 2

langar filter of fine tobaccos = 4o guard against throat-

seratcn,

For PFLL MELL'G greater lencth ftravels thu swnoxe furihor

on its way to your throat « filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL'S troditonnlly fine, nellow tobaccos = guards
against throat-scratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'S finc tobacces give you & spocthness,
pildncss and Eﬂﬁiﬁiiﬂﬁigﬂ no other cizaretie offers you.
Guard azainst throat-seratcehl

Enjoy szecoth snoXkingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigaretie in the distinguished

red package « PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES « "Quistandingl"

And = they are nildl
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{(MysIC:

HARRICE :

NARR!

(MUSIC:

FOSTER:
BRAD:
FOSTER:

FOSTER:

—13_

This is Cy Harrlce returning you to your narrater, anc the
Blg Story of Jack Foster...as he 1ived it.,.ond wrote 1t...
You, Jeck Foster of the Rocky Mountain News, are sgiing

at Winter Papk. It's lote afternoon on New Year's Dag,
therels powder snow, over a thick base, and the tralls are
os.slick as greaaed lightning, But it's cold. Ttle o
cold that the air crackles, and “.e thermometer 1s ten
below. You take a run down the slope, try a few Christice,
and then.,..you hear yoursclf belng paged on the Tublic
Address System. You arc wanted in the warming heuse hn T
{mmcedietely - ittes urpent -

(FILT®G) Jack, Brad, down in Denver,..

Ycs, Brod?

Liston, can you get to Granby right avay?

Granby? I don't knov. Thore's plenty of enow up here,
Brad, it's hard to get avound. Vhy? Thot's In Granby?
They're {figuring on picking up rank Duanc there.

What?

Yeah., Ec hitched a ride with some poople named Crancall,
shot the 8river, anu criticslly vounded the man's vide,
Then he drove tacir car bo LDenver, smasiced Inbu o pao=i
vap, and made 1 gctaway on foot. A con driver down 267€
swears he drove Duane to the Union stat’>n, and sow him

poard o train for Frisco,

Yes, but what'e Gronby got to do with.@f:?
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FOD3TER:

BRAD:
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MANAGER:

FOSIER:

VANAGER:

FOSTER:Q
MANAGER:

MOSTER?
#AAGER:
w_3TER:
YANAGER:

-1k-

(FPAST) This train is a local. Itte duec to stop at Granby
at 7:03. Denver police hendguarters have radioed the Granby
shoriff to pick Duanc up., You bo thore!

Dkny, Brad. But thore sre drifts up horce ton feet hizgh., 1
don't even know whother therc's boon e road clearcd to
Granby. How &am {9going to get therc?

T don't know. But got there, if you have to fly! This
¥i1ler's aymed to the tceth, and there's surc to o
fiveworks!

————— Dt Aethon s 4 Ty Aedl g8 3 FMJ\JW\,M&W—
Granby? MNot & chance, Mr. Fogter.a You'Yl never get there
tonight.

But I've got to get therel

Maybe, but it's ten miles from herc to Granby. The rozd's
blocked with drifts ten and fifteen feet hizh, and the

snov plows won't be through till .sorning.

Ten't tnere some kind of cleared trail? Mr. Dillanrg?

Wo, Groanby's on the other side of the ﬁountain. Take ny
advice, ¥Mr, Foster, Forget about it., Ualess you vant to
take the cleared road to Hot Sulphur Springs, and then o
morning troein for Granby...

No. That's no good, I've got to...(CUTS) Walt a minute!
Yes?

Why can't I go cross country...ski to Granby?

Mr. Foster, excusc me, but I think you're crazy. Don't you
roalize that 1t's getting dark, tho wind's rising, and the
thormometer's sliding to twenty below? Vhy, you may freeze

to death In somo snowdrift,
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FORTER:
MANAGER:

FOSTER:

(MpsIC:

NARR:

HARK:

TBUEHL

ZHERIFF:

Maybe, bDut thatls the way I'm going.
(SIGHS) A1l right., It's up to you, I'11l zet you a tiromos
o' coflec, .
Uh, M». Dillard .,. wait a minute,
Yoo?
Better get me o thermos of sometbing ... 2 little ztronger,
J—thint -lseeing—tonoed—IHi—
UP_AND_UZIER)
You dprces as warmly as you can and atart for Granby. It's
cold, ... Bitter cold ...,
(WHINE OF WIND)
You fMgnt cour way through snow-drifis, ppniil and downhill

with the windé whistling down from the meundsain, stahblins
vour foce with o milllon reedles of gnow. YTeu're out

in the midile of a snowy nowhere, your hands znd leet Depin
to lose all feeling, you know you're freezing to Zeatly, Ton

want to liz down in a nilce, soft drift ard go to slocew, Bas

you doatt. and then, finally, through the wintry rountaln

(1ICARSELY, CHATTERING) Iights! T've made 1%l {abest-
e tle~tronby !

I~ L |
You thaw roursslf cut at the pot-bellied ztove in the
railroad s=tation ard talk to the cheriff. He's in the
station with two deputies, and tney're armed to the teeth,.
Tpain's a 1ittle late, Foster, But she'll be along oy

minute now,
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-

SHERIFE

.

1

FOSTER ¢
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FOSTER 2

_16_
Youlro sure Frank Duoncts on that traln, Sherifrl?
Yep. The state highway petrol!s boen checking the route
of thot train from Moffat Tunnel almest to the overposs.
And they know he hasptt jumped off,
How arc you golng to teke Duanofiﬂﬁﬁé££2
I dunno, Fogster. It?s golng to be mighty tricky, and
I'm worrled about it,
You mean theret!ll be other poople on that traln,
That¥s right., This Frank Duane is o killer, and a fow
of 'om might get hurt, He's not going tr let us Jjump him
without sheooting back.
Shorisf, Itve got an iden,
Yes?
How about lotting me go through the train first, ond
spobting him.
You?
Dont't jou sec, Sheriff? You can follow me, and noil
hinn tefors ho can do ony domdgc.
Foster, you're crezy. You're sticking your neck cuct,
Why Duane'll blow your head off,,This whele thing dousn't
melie sense,
But 1t doos,.
How?
Listen, Sheriff? Duano doesn't know me, I geot on thw
train in ski-clothes. That's motural cnough, this is
skiing country., If he sess me, he wonl!t be suspleious,

Lot -

But if he seces you andoads doputles, he's going to throw
lecad right away. (A BEAT) Well? How about 1t, Shoriff?

ATHAT 0163884
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TOSTER:
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NARR ¢

-17-
(5IGH) A1l right. Itts your nock, Fostor. Go choad.
(TRAIH WILTSTLE OFF, WE HEAR TRAIN BZGINNING TO
COME IN)
Weil, . hare sho comos.
(QUIETLY) Yezh. Here she comos}
(Up WITH TRAIN CHUGGING INTO STATION, PUFTILG
70 STO?)
UP_aND_UIDER),
vsu pick out the 1ast car, geb aboord. The Shoriff and
ris deputies got on aftor you, Tho last cor i3 nway from
the stetilon iights, ond 1ts dor outslde, ené the kiiler
conti sco onything through the window..
(O3 J TITTEY ALL Atoardl A-All Aboardl Het Sulzhur

Sorines, noxt suop!

w3

{TRAIN STARTS T0 MOVZ UHDER, ACCELERATES UIDTR)
Conductor, did you noblco o mon with a thin, dnrlk foco,
wearinz & pin-striped double-trenstod kluc sult, .orey
hot, oray cvercoat?
onnti say thot I have, Mister, Welve gob & 1o% of
passengers on thils train,

Youlre surc you haven'!t scocn him, ch?

Can!t rocall him., DBub he could be amywhorc..1n & Fullman
toptil. .on £ compartmont, 5L 1ot of tho Dossngers hove
turned in carly.

(TRAIN UNDER)

vou welk torough the first car...

( STEPS WALKING DOWH TsLE}

ATHGT 013885




MARR ¢

NARR:

TARR :

IAKR ¢

TIAR 2
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He isntt there...

(CAR DOOR SLIDES OPEN, TRAIN UP. CAR DOOR

SLIDES CLOSED, THEN TRAIN DOCR SLIDES OPEU,

THEN CLOSED, SOUND OF TRAIN BACK DOWY AND UNDER. )

{STEPS IN AISLE)
You stert up the socond ear, an thor coach, Itts dimly
1it, hard to scc, overyonc Secms 4310CD..

(STEPS UP IN AISLE)
And then..

L EPBPR-SPOPABRURILY )
Then vou remembor, You thought Franlk Ducno wouldn't know
you, wouldn't rccognize you, But ncw you romantbor. o

-

doos kwow wou. You talked to him oncec, on & story in the
oL o ¥

Rocicy Mountoin News, when he wos bocked os o holdup susncet.

And if he scea you, hatll know pou. HMoybe you!ll sce aim

first, But moybe hotll sco you first!

{8TEPS ALONG AISLE)
You keco going, walking down the alsle, looking to left
and right, But no Frank Duanc, r.t yot, ¥You're in a cold
swoat, youlrs sheking like a leaf, bub you Joou
Zoch golng..
{CLR DOOR OPERS. TRAIN UP, CAR COR SLIDIES 3IUT,
CAR DOGR OPENS AND SHUTS, TRAIN UNDER ACGAIE)
Anothey car. Still another. And then, you hoar sonconc
following vou. You ston,..
(FEETSPEPE—YE; - COMING "CLOSER
You walt..you don't ders turn around,

ahnll I make up your borth, sir?

BTHOT Q1638868
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NARR ¢ You turn,,drenched with sweot, It's the portor. Twenty

below outside, but youlre wet with swoet inside. You go

Oll, .
(STEPS UP IN AISLE)

NARRE ¢ Car after car. TPullmans..compartment cars, Ahd then, ..

(MUSTC:_ _ _AGCENT)_

ATRQAT 0163887°




WARR:
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“He—stops—=y-your—chgir- He sits down beside you.

You don't dare turn around. You don't dare breathe.
He's got you wedged up against the vwindow, You feel a
hard object bulging in his coat pocket...a gun. You

walt. .. znd thenwsmmt}/

JPETEr———Got-anmateh,-Budads?

FOSTER:
PETE:

FO3TER:

PETE.:
FOSTER:
PETE:
FOSTER:

rETE:

hr Rl bo =
¥O3TER:

PETE:

SHERIFF:

A . .a mateh?
Yeeh
TeuvvesTewavayes, I.,, I guess so. I think I've got
scme rignt here. I....
Halt & minute, Buddy.
V-yea?
Wnat are you so jumpy abous?
12 Juampy? Why....er,....nothing.
(HARDENS) Come on, pal. What is 1t? VWhat's eabing rou.
You seen me somevhere before?
1
Ceme on, friend, vhat's on your mind? You & cop OF
somethinrg,
I.. ..no,, .20...
Wait & minute! MNow that I think of 1%, I saw you coming
throush ihose c¢ars, You vere looking for someone.
Yeah Theit's right. You must have been looking for me.
You must oe 2 cop. (RISING) Why, you uirty....:
(COOR OFF OPENS QUICK, TRAIN UE,)
Allright, Dusne! Get your hands up!

{DOOR SLIDES SHUT)

Dou't make a move or I'l) blow your head off!

ACCENT). ~
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SHERI¥=:

FOSTER:

NARR:

CHAPPELL:

—no.
The men next to you has his guon half-way ocut of his
pocket. But he drops it as the Sheriff moves In. You
turn your head, and then you see him, And you cen't
believe it, you can't belleve 1%!

(ALMOST HYSTERICAL) Sheriff! Sheriff!

What 1s 1t, Foster?

This isn't.. .Frank Dusne! . . A\ S

_UP AND UNDER)

You had & killer all right, but not the one you fhousht
you had, 7The man next tc you ansvered to the descriptilion
of Frank Duane, but he was actuslly Pete Lawrence, a
hitehhiker fror Barstow, California. He had been
responsitle for the murder of Arthur Crandell on the
Colorads 3Springs highway, And that's the sirange nayoff
Lo your Zilg Steory, Jack Foster, of the Roco«y Mouncain

Hews. ard it's one New Year's Day.... wou'll never

In just 2 moment we will read you a telegram from Jack
Poster of the Roelly Mountaln Wews with the Tinal outcone
aft tonight's RIG 3TORY!

STIKG)

{(CLOSING GOMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #12k

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy scooth smekingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine

tobaceos iravels the smoke further,...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puf? by puff you're always ahead when you smoke

PELL MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL szoke is
filtered further than that of any other leading
cigaretiec. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,

or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a lenger filter of
traditionally fine, mellow ftobaccos - tc guard against
thrsat-scrateh,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you 2 smoothness,
mildress and satisfaction no other cigarette offers
¥OouUs

Guard against throat-scratehl

Er.joy smooth smoking!

Ask Tcr the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMQUS
CICARETTES - "putstandingl”

And - they are mildl

RTHKO!1 Q163830
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CHAPPELL:

FOITER:

CHAPPFLL:

HARRICE:

Now we read you that telegram from Jeck Foster of the
Rocky Mountaln Wews,

The killer captured on the train was quickly tried alx
found gulliy of first degree murder, He weg gsentencad
to life imprisonment, Frank Duane the last of the
escaped convicts meekly surrendered to e posse shortly
thercafter. My sincere appreclation for tonight's Pell
Mell Awarc.

Thank you, Mr. Foster.... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARTITFS are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Averd for notable service in the .ield of Jjournalism,
Listen agaln next week, same time, same station when
FEIL MELL FAMOUTS CIGARETTES wlll present another BIG
STORY - & BIG 3TORY from the front pages of the Idaho

-

Deily Stziesmen =-- by-line, Clayton Durran., A BIG ST7HY~-

1]

about =z reporter who captured a peir of incredible

tandits #ith an almost unbelleveable clus.
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-25=

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

rusic by Viedimir Selinsky. Tonlght's program was

written oy Max Ehrlich, your narrator was Bob 3loans,

and Grant Richards played the part of Jack Foster, In

crder to protect the names of peopls actually involved 1n

tonight's authentiec BIG STORY the names of all

chareccters in the drametlzation were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr, Foster.

This is Ernest Chappell speaklng for the maksrs of

PELL MFELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

THIS IS ¥MBC...

sh/ce/md/aa/ 7/29/4%%am

THE NATIONAL BROADCASTTING COMPANY.

RTHXOT Q169892
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RTHQT Q163833




WRKBC & NET THE BIG STORY #125
(CLAYTON DARRAH: IDAHO DAILY STATESMAN, BOISE) A, PERL

{ ) | )
10:00 - 10:30 BM AUGUST 17, 1949 WEDNESDAY

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

(MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE INIO)
&Bmﬂ+{HEmﬁ1——BTREE@HNaiﬂﬁﬂr—hﬂ}fﬁﬁkﬂﬁwﬂeeﬁs'
FH-BOTSE) 5%144516%/04L~

MORATN : { DELIGHTED WITH HIMSELF) Hey, Mac, got a sgcondl?

PENN : ( PLEASANT-VOICED, SELF AS3SURED) Me, surs. What's on
your ming?

MORAN : Nothing, just -~ have a clgar - go ahead. You and your
frisnd, taks one --

PENN: Thanks,

MORAN : Heye, your friend too -- I - I just had a beby.

PENN: Afn't that nice. I'll smoke it later, we both will.
Hey, but don't run off --

MORAN : Emm? I've got to see my folks. I just came out of the
hospltal and --

FENN: Yeah, vut don't go yet -- You got a car?

MORAN ¢ Why ves, but --

PENY, You see, we was just gonna come up and talk to you when
you core up and talked to us.

MORAN: Really! Whyt

PENW : Just -- you see. (GENTLY) We'rse stlcking you up, buddy.

MORAI: What!!

FEN.I: Mmmhum. So whatever you got in yovrr pockets and - the
keys to your car, Ws're taking uhet, too -~

MORAN : But, I --

ATHAT 0163834
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PENN: Come on, My friend here, hs's short, but he's swful
strong -- Let's have 1t. And the keys., {PAUSE) That's
the 1dea, Now, mister -- what's your name?
(MORAN: Moran) Noren -- because you just had a baby,
and because it ain'tt right for a feller in your condltlon
to walx -~ here's 20¢4. That's for carfare, Well, so
long end -- congratulations.

(MUSIC: _ _ PLEASANTLY UP AND DOWN_FOR_...)

CHAPFELL: TEE BIG S70RY! Here 1s America, its scund and its fury,
its joy end 1its sorrow, as falthlfully roported by the
men and vomen of the great American newspepers. (FLAT)
Bolse, Idaho, from the pages of the Idaho Dally Statesman,
A story of two bandits who terrarized a great city until
& reporter found them ~- 1n the least llkely place on
earth, =+ Tonight to Clayton Darrah ¢: the Idaho
Statesmen, for his BIG STORY, goes the PELL MELL Award,

{MUSIC: _ _ STING INTIO_...)

(COMMERCIAL)

RTKOT O16%B85




P

CHAFFELLs
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #125

OPENING COMMERGTAL

Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy Smooth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke further<...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

puff by puff youlre 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, af ter
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you

a longer filter of fine tobaccos -~ %o guard against
throat-seratceh,

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MFLL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scrateh.

Yes, PELL KELL!S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,

miidness ard satisfaction no other elgaretie offers you.
Guard against threat-scratchl
Enjcy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package ~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstandingt*

And - they are mild!
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MORAN:

CLAYTCON
DELANEY:
CLAYTON
DELANEY :
MORAN:

.
INTRO_(PLEASANT) UNDER ...}

Now the story as it actually happened. Clayton Darrch's
story &s he lived it., Bolse, Idsho ...

—— o T RTas A

You were 20 at the time the story started, Clayton Darrah,
reporter for the Idaho Daily Statesman: 20, an age when
brashness and an excess of energy, wero subsiitutes for
judgment and careful observation -- but, in a way, if

you hedn't been 20 (end brash), the case would never

have been solved, It began with the Moran robbery;

Moren héd Just had a baby (thet 1s, his wife had) and

he ren cutslde the hospitel, gave cipars to the two Tirst
strangers he met. And ;he two str-ngers had calmly taken
everything from his pockets, the keys to hls car - and

the car. You got news of the robbery and high-tailed

it over to police headquarters whers Lt. Joe Delaney qﬁ&f?;:;“
serobehthg—his-hood—and-serowinp—up-his-big-focein
THzeloment as Moran-g%s:gggalthe_amaang-eventa-...

Then the tellsr one, he gave me back 20¢, Li., and he

e

says: "Here, buddy, & feller just had a baby ought to have
cerfere." Then he congratulated mo and they both left.
You sey they were polite, Mr. Moran, very polite?

Avright, Darrah, awrlight., Let me dco the questioning.

Ges, Lt., T was only trying to get & story and --

I seid "awright". What did they look iike, Mr. Moran?

Jugt -- just ordinary fellers, You know I wes in no

condltion to --
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DELANEY s
MORAN:

CLAYTON

DELANEY ;
CLAYTON:
DELANEY ¢

MORAN ¢

DELANEY :
MORAN:
CLAYTON ¢
MORAN :

DELANFEY :

CLAYTON

DELANEY ¢

-.5-
I know, but -- tall? Short? Dork? Light complexicned?
(THOUGHTFULLY) Well - uh - they wers average helght,
average color hair - no, one was short:r then the other.
Yeeh, one was tall and one was short., But llke this
reporter said, they were very pollite --
(I FAST) In the way they spoke, in what they sald, or
both or -~-
Darrah, I sald, let me do the questioning,
Okey - okay --
They weve polite and one was taller than the other,
Okey, Mr. Moran, {GIVING UP) ?ut—de%n—your license piave—
numvey, deave-ti-wibh the sergeant at the desk and ~ you
cen go.
Will you be able to get my car? I doﬁ't care about the
money -~ 1t wasn't more than 25 dollars, but the car was
new and --
Well, we'll see what we can do., Okay.
(LEAVING) Thank you, Lt. Thanks,.
(PROJECTS A LITTLE) Congratulations -- &44221‘Cﬁi%37
(oFF) Oh -- thanks, {HE GOES)
Needle in & haystack, that's what 1t is: nothing to go
on --
What about that business of being polite?
(ANHOYED) So what: one tall guy, cne short guy and polite,
what am I supposed to do, round up every polite citizen
-;'-Ewldaho --

(PHONE RINGS, 18 ANSWERED)
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CLAYTON:
DELANEY :
CLAYTON:
DELANEY :
CLAYTON :

DELANEY :

CLAYTON :

DELANEY :

CLAYTOM ¢

DELANEY s

-6-

Delaney ... yoah, go ahead ..., Where? Sands Service

Station ~ yeah, I know -- on Stete Strest - How much?

$40 ,,, yeah, I got 1t ... One tall, one short.

{SURPRISED) Polite - did you say polite? (wHNOFEDY

Yeah, go shead - (PAUSE) (INCREDULOUS NOW) You mean
CE ohrods Fad- T2

thet? Okay - aelld—bepight—over.,

(PHONE UF)

It's nuts, that's what 1t 1s - nuts,

What, Lt?

Nothing, Goodbye. I'm busy,

Lt,, I didn't moan to eavesdrop, but I --

Oh, T might as well - Sands Bervice Station was Just

held uvp --

One tall, one short - and very polite, weren't they?

That's rlgut.

fnd -- %

What do you mean "and"?

What else, Lt, -- the way you said "You meen that?" What
else?
We neven't verified 1t yet, hut ~- & car was left just

outside the hospital where Moron was stuck up.

Moren's car?

I think so. Onte the steering wheel, stuck wilth o hunk
of scotch tape, words clipped from a magizlne --

What dld 1t say?

"Thanks Very Much”.
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FENI :
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PENN:
JOE:

PENT ¢

JOE:

-7
Twics within 2% hours the polits bandits have atruck,
struck and, in & merry sort of way, thumbéd thelr noaes
st the pelice. Youlve got a story - and imryeur—yenthful

way-you play it for all it!'s worth: +he—potite—bandits-
who rob a men and lsave him carfare, ro and

finst man with

return the car they!'ve stolen from-t
a gracious 'thank-you'.~#nd no prints - on tho cer, on
the note,

(PAUSE)

the note, or-on the scotch tapc, used tc attac
‘Dm:ns;__ona—.tal-lq_ one—short—-—both-polite.
Tor e day it's qulet, for two days, and then ...

(A BEANERY)
(84ME PLEASANT VOICE) Check, please,
Right with you, gentlemen. Just step over the cash
reglster and pay, we don't use no rhecks,
Cver hers?
Thet's rignt, over hers --
My friend had the goulash and coffes --
That'd be &0, 65 --
itnd I had the tuna fish croguettes and coffes --
Tunz flsh -- that!s 55, 60 -- dollar twenty flve --
Very good them croguettes -~ hest I ate In a long time,
Thanks, x‘uﬁi}ﬂ44c‘i' i
(CASUAL) “Whet you got in the t1ll1?
Hunh?
Thet's whet I sald, And you see my frisnd here ls looking
et you very scricus, Ws'd like what's in the till,

You mesn --

ATHGT Q169300




PENN:

(MUSIC:

-8

Thatts right. But you got nothing to worry about. Guy
vuns 2s nice an eating place az thils, good food - what's
& 1ittle holdup? You'll get over 1t ~.od never notlice 1it.

We're sorry to trouble you.

+6N-THE—¥H9NE}—L99kT~GemmiﬂaéonerT—Ihappreciate—wh&t—ycu'Te

ﬂaying—~4uﬂrwhatﬂﬁmi—ﬂupposed_to_do,u_llmﬂonly_a—
%dettenant~of—P01ieev——Ierno—mrracie—man—177—yesT—I—know
{he—praasure—on—you—comﬁiesionen_and;LLue—got~ﬂmn—on-the
oo 2l—houng—a—day——put-whotr—oan—you-do—with--a
deseniphton—that—seyerToONT il —one Sorbs—and—both—
venyg—polive?"

MARR:

MAN

And nov the bandits (you've alrezdy glven them names:
vhe Polite Phantoms) bsgin in earnest ...

(PHONE RINGS, IS ANSWERED)
(F) Police? This 1s Ernest Heller, owner of Hellor's
Night Grocery Store - on Woshingbten Stpzet., Two men
just held me up and took $120 in cash. They came In
about eight-thirty, placed a large order, complimented
me on how neat I keep the stors - and then proecegded to

»nobh me,

DELANEY :

( FHONE ANSWERED)
Delaney speaking ... Who? Ysan -- I've got 1t, Ths
Tenny Bar and Grill - 50% Main Strest - what time? 9:30.
Two of them -~ ono tall, one short - How much did they
get? $92, ysah - (SURPRISED) They what? They left

o dollar tip for the waltress!!
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CLAYTON:

LELANEY ¢

...9..

{TYFEWRITING ,.. UNDER)

{45 HE WRITES) The polite Phantoms struck again, for the
sixth tlme 1n less than two weeks, This time the
bandits, one tall and one short, strelled into thec Bence
Bowling Alleys near Bannock Sireet, bowlod six games and
then, after thanking the nanagement for the excellsnt
condltion of the alleys and the excellent service of the
pin boys, left with the night's rocseds: £78.80,

Their parting words to Ton Bence, manager of the allsys,
were: "Sorry we can't stay no longer, but we both got

dates,"

By now the gererally qulet and law-ablding city of Bolse
cazitol of Idaho, was iﬁjﬁﬁ;har. Anybody cazuglt tipping
his het to an eldeorly lady was evsd wilth suspilclon:
holding a woran's arm as she alighted from 2 bus wes
cause for elarm, The polics were bsing mede & laughing-
stock, and when the Phantoms stoppad In ot 2 clgar store,
just two doors away from ths pelice staticn, and as ususl
politely emptied the t1ll, you Clayton Darrah couldn't
refraln Trom getting off 2 gem of on editorlal ...

Lt. Joe Delansy read it aloud as you sabt webching him

in his office

(SORE) Boize's two polite Phantom Bandits continus their
nerichalent existence, heolding up a stors now and thon and
neatly dodging the groping search of the Bolse Folice

Dopartment.
' { MORE)
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DELANTEY &

(CONTD)

CLAYTON ;
DELANEY :

CLAYTON ¢

DELANEY :

CLAYTON 3
DELANEY §
CLAYTCN :
DELANEY &
CLAYTON :

DELANEY s

CLAYTON ¢
DELANEY :
(HUSIC:
HARR

ARKER :

=10-
Any rorning novw, we may hear that they hove held
up the police station, and robbed the battered old safe
that stands in the corner of the office." That's
supposed to be smart!
It could happen, Lieutenant.
I ought to throw you outbt of here -
As the bandits might say, if you fesl thot way, pleasa
do, Lisutsnant,
well, T won't and I'1l tell you why I won't -- I'm golng
to make you eat your words.
How?
Ton minutss ago I picked up your Phontom Bandits --
{CORRECTING AND ANNOYING HIM} Polite Phantoms, Lt. --
Okay, Polite Phantoms -- ten minutes egzo, ve got them.
Where are bheJ:
Right —in-the—nex-ar%% I want you %o llsten as
ve breek them down and then I want a full vetraction .
Nothing would give me greater plessura, Lead on --
Qkey, Mr. Clayton Darrah -- right thls woy --

IDER

- . — -
ep it ?éiﬁé{AL cuma¢4ﬁ5'éﬁza locreectedas
n Lt. Delaney takes you dovnstalrs to the Destentleon Zoom.

@hers, 2 highly vocal local merchent, 3am Barker, who

runs 2 grecery and frult store cu Grove Streev suys ...
Scon as they come Into the store I knew who thoy were.

I told my son to slip out the back ond get the pollce,
Tten they started - the way they always start - talking.
Phey said the frult was good. (The tall one cte an apple)
They liked my d1splayiiiﬁnghanu%he—usua%—a—Latis-hana

whatlsin—the—t131", Buet by that time, the boy was back
with the police - and they made the arrast.
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DELANEY :
CLAYTON;
DELANEY :
CTLAYTON :
DELANEY :

CLAYTON :
DELANEY :

DELANEY :

DELANZY ;

CLAYTON:
DELANEY ;
CLAYTON 3
DELANEY ¢

CLAYTON 3

DELANEY 1

CLAYTON:

DELANEY :

CLAYTON ¢

=11~
Good work, Mr. Barker =--
Whers are the two .er, bandits?vﬁz
Where do you think they'd bo? In a cell.
Have they been ldentified by any of the other vicilms?
Wot yet, but -- I've got Moran on the way and the owner
of the bowling alley --
Couid(;“sveeié them? %..d-
re, You botber be thinking how that retraction story
1s gonna go --
{ PHONE RINGS)
Just a second.
{ANSWERS THE PHONE)
(H.PPY) Deleney speaking -- (LONG PAUSE) ... What! Thot's
impossible! I got them both here, locied up In o czll.
Ckay, okay == I'l1 be right over.
( PHONE UP)
(HE GUES3ES WHAT IT I3) No trouble, Li?
Get out &6f here -- -esllb—of—you-eut —*-wé4i;;busy.
What hoppened?
I've got nothing to say.
Shall T guote you that the Polite Phantoms heve been
caught --7
Wo, don't -- I mean --
Como on, Lt,, what happened?
I don't know. I swear I'm -- Two men  Just stuck up
Rosenthel's Meaet Market, on 10th & Pennock --

Just now?
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DELANEY ¢
CLAYTON :

DELANEY :

-12-

Flfteen minutes ago.

And pne was tell and one was stort -- and both bandits

were vory polite?

That's right.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STCORY
PROGRAM #125

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat~scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaceos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and males it mild.

Pufi by puff you're always shead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the Tirst puff PELL MELL smcke is 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 fine tobaccos - to guard against
throat-scrateh,

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fire, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-acratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve ycu a sriopthness,

=ildness and sabtisfaction no other ciparette offers you,

Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smoopth smoking!

Ask for the longer, fincr cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTIES - "Qutgtandingi"

And -~ they are mild!
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HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrlee, returning you to your nerrator and
the BIG STORY of Clayton Darrsh, as he lived 1t and
wrote 1t ..,

NARR: Whet began for you, Cleyton Darrsh, of the Idaho Daily
Stetesman, and for the rest of Boilse, s something of o
lark -- the minor depredetions of two bandits has now
grown into something deeply sinister. A pair of bandits
is on the loose, they have robbed no less than & dozen
stores and shops within three woeks, ZEach time the
robhery 1s polite -- but more thon polite, 1t 1s slick,
timaﬂfpevfecu?-professlonal. They have this capitol
¢lty of Ideho, literally in THE palms of thelr hands.
The police seeom powerless and the businessmen are frantic.
Now you sit, in o large room, listsning as the spolesman
of the Merchant's Assoclation wags & furious hand in ths
face of the Lisutenant in charge, Lt, Joo Delansy -~

MERCHANT: We want to know Ghree things, Lt., end we will not leave
these premises until we have the answen®, First: ¥When
ars these maraudelng sassoults going to stopt
Second: What extraordinary measures do the police
contemplate to ses that they do stop; ond Third: What
guerantess {end we mean guarantees) are being taken
that we can opsh our shops and stores tomorrow without
fear of a polite -- but brutal -~ probbery?

(AD LIB. HE'S RIGHT., THAT'S WHAT I WANT TO KNOW. ETC.}
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DELANEY:

DELANEY ¢

MERCHANT ¢
DELANEY ¢

MERCHANT ¢

NARR:

MAN II1:

..15...
(OVER THE DIN) Gentlemen, gontlemen -- all I can say is
the following: {May I have your attention) =-- (IT IS QUIET)
-- We havse doubled the police assigned to the business
arge ==
(THAT'S NOT ENOUGH., ETC.)
-- And we'll triple it if necesrury, quadruple 1t,
Every prowl car, every man thet I can spars will be at
work =- on & 2% hour basls, I intend to put this sntire
city through a dragnet,-sggﬂfgéf;g;:;ézggfgiisted“——
(INTERRCPTS) Lb. Delaney --
Yes, sir --
We are not Interested In your methods -- wo are intsrested
i astion and results. Unless you are preparsed to face
an gntire change of administration treom the Coinmiesioner
on down - be advised that the businessmen and the

people of thias city will settle for neothing less than an

¢rnd to this - thilis Intolerable situatlon.

But even s the merchants! Associstion cnd the pollce

IEEE to plan action, the Polite Phzntoms struck --

Zzllo Polioce Department. Whem—de—this—gonns—stap? They
held me up Tf1fteen minutes ngo. They took my whele wescks!
texe -- 101 dollars!

TER_FORMER MOUTAGE THEME ...)

Tnis is the Bijou theatre calling, corner of Blaine ocnd

llth, the Thantoms have just held us up.
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WARR: Always polite, but always porfectly tlmed, slways smooth,
elvays professionazLNow, the—despeorate Lt. Joo Delahey,
puts QZ;-dragnet into operation --

DELANEY: Awrlight, awrlght, all of you -- into the wagon. Let's
go -

{MUSIC: _ TOUCH_...)

DELANEY & Don't enybody in this place move., You're all under arrest.
Susplotens of robbery. '

DELANEY:  All you men who've been fingerprinted, Into the next room
to be photographed rand-nugped, The rest of you over there
and get fingerprinted --

'@%iﬁ:mw@m .
- NARR: ’ EQEEEE~iiiiEi:eits fish: shadey choracters out of _
-!-"-"-—-——-_—_-
divas and dens; 8 ST who live on the edge

n wh
of life; va o WIth no visible s of._support;
m;j::mmmugewmmhs -

CLAYTON: Well, Lt. whet's the verdict -sa—fare

DELANEY 3 Darroh, leave me &lone, I'm bugy --

CLAYTON: This is news, Lt., big nevs.

DELANFY 1 Okny -- okay, Ycu can guote me as saylng -- ws hove
rounded up more than 7O suspects. We are proceeding
against the Phantom Bandits {CORRECTION SELF) -- the
Polite Phantoms.

CLAYTON : Nothilng more definite?

DELANEY 3 Goodbye, Dorrah,

RTXKO!1 0168309
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NARR: There 1is more -- within a matter of 24 hours there are
two new developments, First --

DELANEY s Three?gggr&n ) égﬁe been arrested, ons woman locked up
for illegal posssssion of firearmsf -- -the—rest—heve

’?géggﬁggaeased - no evlidence,

NARR: And the second new developsment --

MRS T: iy husband end I had just come out of church, These two
men walked up to us,esald hoWw do you do, tipped thelr
hats -- and then robbed us.

(MUSLC: _ _HARD AND UNDER ...)_

NARR: Whet the developments add up to 1s simple; the Pollte
Phantems zre stlll on the loose, and the~£1n9§§:fggfgéd—
dragnet in the history of Idaho is as effective ag o sieve
for corrying water, You sit new, Claytcn Darrah, reporter
with tired harrassed Lt. Delaney, at % A¥ one morning --
one month since the bandits started, one meonth and
16 robberies latsr ...

CLAYTON : Are we zbsolutely stumped?

DELANEY : I try never %o uss that word, Darrsh -- but right now I'm
rezdy to turn 1o nmy badgs.

CLAYSCON Thzv'd be & greet help.

D=LANEY: You got 2 btetter ldeo.

CLAYTON : I don't know =-- how does this sound? =-- I'm just fishing
for sometuing. I don't even know what --

DELANEY:  (DULLY} What?

CLAYTON Every one of these robberies went off without & hitch.
They were perfectly timed. They were mefhodical, cool,

fast, professional --
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DELANEY :

CLAYTON :

DELANEY :

CLAYTON 3

DELANEY ¢
CLAYTON

DELANEY :

" CLAYTON:

DELANEY :

CLAYTON:

-18-
Wea've been all over that a hundred times --
That meens some pros are in Bolse: some real first-rate
falent --
We picked up everybthing and anything thet smelled of pro -
and what d4id we get?
I know, I know - but there must be something somewhers.
Thet's o profound cbssrvation.
Look, suppose you an me -- I know we've been over this
before -- but suppose we talk tostirose last two victims.
The one's who saw the Phantoms most recently. Maybe
they '1ll remenber something. Some identiflcation, some
clue -- anything. What do you think?
I think it's s waste of time --
Let's do 1t anyhow. Whet have ws got te lose? What olse

i3 there to dof?

You try it -- what you've triled a dozen tlmes before,
You czlil in the 1ast two vietims: the elderly couple who
were held up as they left church --

Plecse sit down, Mrs, Taine, Mr., Taine -- thank you.
This young men wents to ask you a few questions. Ie's
with the Idoho Statesman --

Thank you. Now, Mr. Taine, Hra. Taine -~ Is there
envthing you can remember anything et all -- beyond

the fact thet one wes tall, and one was short?
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TAINE: It happensd so qulckly, you see -- an. I was so surprised,

ve just having come out of church -- I'm sorry I can't.

b

Can you, mother?

MRS T: I couldn't take my eyes off that gun,
CLAYTON: Whet adbout the gm?%\z’;"‘-"——
MR3 T3 Just thet it was big -~ and the more I looked at it the

bizger 1t got. It was frightening.
DELANEY : It's no use.
CLAYTON ; Cen you reormember snything about their clothing? Maybe

they were wearing hats or caps, or the color of their

suita?
MRS T: They wore hats, didn't they Harvoy?
TAINE: I'n net sure, mother.
MRS T: Well, 1 am -~ they wore hats, because they came up and

tocy tippsd their hats and said good m-rning - and --
( SUDDELLY Afpat¥s that?

CLAYTON ¢ Wnat do you mean?

MRS T: Well, I don't mean to be personal, young ren - but -- that
peteh of hoair you have, that white pateh -- I just
notleced it --

CLAYTON ¢ Ch, I had a typhoid fever zttack when I was a boy. It
left thet wvhite pateh ~-

MRS T: Well, he had a white patcoh -- just liks that,

CLAYTON What?

MRS T: I remember it very cleerly now - the tall one. He hod a
white patch of halr -- (I think his hair was brown, the
rest of his heed, I mean) - But he had a white patch --

just like yours,

ATKOT Q163912
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CLAYTON:

DELANEY:
CLAYTON:

DELANEY:

CLAYTON:

CELANEY:

TAINE:
CLAYTON:

TAINE:
CLAYTON:
TAINE:
CLAYTON:

| -20-
(PAUSE )
(TENSE) Thank you, Mr%. Talne, thank ou, -Mr—Tores—-

Lt--for the first time 1n a month, I've got an 1dees.

You're nuts, Darrah, absolutely off your rocker-

I tell you I'm not, I tell you 1t's worth a trial.

Well, even If there's something In what you say--tow

car we prove 1t7

Mr. Taine said he'd cooperate, didn't nhe? Then all we've
got to do--1s bring him face to face with the man I
suspect is one of the Polite Phantoms--and we'll have

an zosolute ldentirfication., Will you try 1t?

Tt's nuts--but ckay.

Taine, your cooperation in this matser iz abso.utely
vssentlal.

I understand. .

No matter whers I taxke you, don't be surprisged; don'g
exrress anything unusuzl in your wvolece or in your
movements. Do you undarstand--

No, but I'm willing to ccoperate.

Goed. Then get into these clothes,

(TAXE) Those are prisen clothes, aren't they?

That's right, sir, You're going to be locked up for

one day--in the Idaho State Penifentlary.
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. NARR:

TATNE:

PENN;

TAINE:

PENN:

DELANEY:

CLAYTON:

DEL/NEY:

7] -
You're pleying a long-shot, Clayton Darrah--a thousand
to one shot- but there's nothing elsgse to do. You'rs
taking Harvey Talne, c¢ltizen, puttling cim into prison
uniform and leading him into the barber shop of the VQZ&J{”
State Penitentlary. You're doing this because--of all

L 2l

the men in Boise, only one other beside yourself, has
a patch ¢of white halr above the right temple: and that
man (you knoew because you've been the manager of the
Prison Baszseball team) -- i3 a wen serving a 1ife term--
Inslde the Pen--a man who, to your knowledge, has not
teen outside the priseon gates for 11 years., But wild
and 1mpossible as it sounds, you're trying it. You lead
Taine 1lnte the prison barber shop, tell nim what to do--
ard walt outside-
Yeu're next.buddy——sit down, maxe yoursol” comforbabi.,
How do you l1Ke it-- net too much of f the top?
Thatts right, please
You just got in, didn't you--{SOUND OF SNIFFERS) --ncver
seen your face 1n the Jjoint bafore--
Thzt's right. I Just gct 1n.
Well, 31t tack-and have the best halrsus in the state.

(LA7CHS) And for free.

{3TEPS COMING CN MIKE)

{WEISPER) Here he comes--

Yeah. (PROJECTED WHISPER) Mr, Taine- over hore--
(MORE STEPS., THEY STOF ON MIKE}

Woll?---~
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" TAINE:

CLAYTON:
WAFDEN:

CLAYTON:

WARDEN:
CLAYTON:

WARDEN .
CLAYTON:
WARDEN:

CLAYTCHN:

WARDEN:

CLAYTON:

WARDEN:
DELANEY:
WARDEN:

-22.
{CLEARS-HIS—THROAT) There's no questlon in my mind. He

1t one of the men who held me up.

Yes, gentleomen--

You've been very cooperative- letting Mr, Talne go into
the barber shop.

Maybe you'll tell me now what this 1s about,

Warden, two of your prisoners, Penn- (nnd who-1s the man
he always travel around withe) --

pPern--? Penn. and Blakely--what about them?

They're both on the baseball team, aren't they?

that's pright- pretty lnseparable, I'd say--what about
them?

Warden, Penn and Blakely are the Follte Thantoms.
What! You don't know what you're saying- Fenn and
Blekely have been in prison Penn 11 years znd Blalkely
six--how could they--how could THEY be the Bandits?
That's the part we don't know- the only part, How do
they get out, hold up citizens and get back In--using
tre State Penitentiary as thelr hideout?

T-z whole thing 1s preposterous,

We don't think so, Warden. We think they're our men,
LANNGYED-BEGAYSE—HE-S~UNDER—ATT AGK—EF—WHAT-THEY—SAY IS
“BREF Then why don'!t you charge them with the

robberles?
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CLAYTON:

‘VOICE:

DELANEY:
VOICE:
DELANEY:

-23-
Because, warden, even 1f Mr, Talne identifled them;

even if other victims identified them~ they've got an
ironclad a1ibil, They were in prison. No, warden,
what we've got to do is catch them at it--catch them

leaving prison. Then we'll have them.

erooks as they leave thelr hideout- the State nitentiary.

You wait at the South Gate (where the grapevine tells
you it'!s easiest to make & break) --afid you walt--a day,
two days, then a week--and not rﬁE/;:ppens. You Pigure
ome way Pen and Blakely ﬁﬁgfz;tten wind of it- so

bait the trap 4ﬁf1;;te appealing balt, You run an

o

in t;i/gpa esman, . .
ay, convinced that the Phantom Bandits have left

d left Idaho, closed the case. No further

You bait the trap and wait--and one fine evening, Just after
9 (two hours after lights cut), <as~you and Lt, Delansy are

waiting at the South Gate%%ﬁ%aﬂm-mgtuwﬂw&
oHE e L5
HHEHH?*Hﬁ??.TRUCK PULLS- =, STOPS, MOTOR ~EBbI4er)
(0 17Just ghe mall thuck, Smitdw-
{GATES OPEN, BRUBH—SEARTS, .
(SHARP) Hold 1t--
Just the meil officer--

That's all I want to look at--just the mall.
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NARR:

CLAYTON:

PENN:

CHAPPELL:

—plh-

And thers 1n two separate mall bags are found--Penn
(the tall one with the white patch on hils hair,) and

Blakely, (the short one)--the Pclite Fhantom Bandlts-

f@nd before they're taken away {taken back insidc), you,
Clayton Darrah, reporter, ask them one guestion that has
been worrying you all through this 1ncredible case:
Juss one thing, Fenn--why so po”1te all the Time?
Well, here's the way I look at 1t, mister, Cons got a
bad rame--whait's the sense of giving them a worsc name--
yau knew the way somc crooks are, toug strong arm,
foul mouth. I say "Be Folite”--gives the con a better

name .

In just a mcment we will read you a tcolagzrom from

E
=
[ary
o
g
t
23

Clzyton Darrazh of the Idaho Dally Statesman

fing® outecome of tonlght's BIG STORY!

{CLOSIMG COMMERCIAL)

C;ggé'9b7614£{cfazlcxz 22i6$)££¢%$/¢2¢ £l£(¢2f61444‘L"¢A?CZEéi44¢L4£*J/

ex.¢iﬁ§5, -5;¢€?.)44a244'— Clk)ﬁ?ﬂ.ﬁz{iﬁgﬁbéi_a
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #125

CLOSING COMMERCTAL

Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl!
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally {ine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the Tirst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer filter of traditionally fine, melloVw tobaccos =

to guard against throat-scrateh,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a gmoothness,
mildness and sétisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy smeooth smekingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl"

And - they are mild!
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“lbm REV,

(MUSIC: _ _TAG)

CHAPPELL:

DARRAH:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

SOUND:
HARRICE:

Now we read you that telegram from Clayton Darrah of the
Idaho Daily Statesman.

The Grand Jury investigation following tonight's BIG
STORY reveals that the polite bandits had trustee
privileges which gave then complete frecdon within the
prison walls and riade it easy for them to slip in and out
in mailbags - ws-yeu-sodd: ''very neat - very simple."
Naturally these privileges were irmediately revoked.
However, no charges were preferred agsinst the two men

as they were already serving 1ife terns. Many thanks

for tonight's PELL MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Darrah... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTTS are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field of journalisn.
Listen egain next week; sane tipe, sane station; vhen
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY
- A 3ICG STORY from the front pzges of the Menphls Tenn,
Commercial Appeal -- by=-line, Marie Wathen., A BIG STORY
absut 2 red sedan, a woran in black and & killer who took,.
(PISTOL SHOT)

L shot in the dark.

A e A e em ST S RL e e e e ower R A
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CHAPPELL:
|
I

SHAPPELL:

AKNCR:

-27=

The BIG STORY i3 produced by Bernard J, Prockter with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight!s program was written
by Arnold Perl and your narrator waz Bobh 3lcane., Jimmy
MeCallion played the part of Clayton IDarrah, In order to
protect the names of pecople actually involved in tonight's
guthentie BIG STORY the narmes of all characters in the
drametlizaticn were changed with the exceptlon ol the

reporter Mr, Darrah,

This 1=z Ernest Chappell speakling for the makers of PELIL
MELL FAMQOUS CIGARETTES.
This iz NBC,., THE NATIOQNAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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JACKSON

GUY

HELEN JACKSON
- WOMAN
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CLERK

MARTE

BOY
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BOSS

MATT

AS BROADCAST

BOB BLOANE

NAT POLEN

KAT POLEN
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JOAN ALEXANDER
GEORGE PETRIE
GEORGE PETRIE
BILL SMITH
BILL SMITH
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ALICE REINHEART
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ED JERCME

MARIE WATHEN = MEMPHIS, COMMERCIAL-APPEAL

r

EDNES AUGUST 24, 194
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20:00 - 103130 PM

CHAFPELL:

JACKSON ¢
MR3. JACKSON:
JACKSON:
MR3, JACKBON:
JACKSON

MR3. JACKSCN:
JACKSON

MRS, JACKSON:
JACKSON:
MRS, JACKSON:
JACKSON ¢

MES, JACK3CH:

80T 2/ el )
MRS, JACKSON:

1
— —— e T AT eSS

THE BIG STCRY

{MARTE WATHEN=-MEMPHIS COMMERCIAL-APEFAL)
AUGUST 2%, 1949

WEDNESDAY

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!

Ur_AND OUT),

{IYN BED,,..LOW)

(SLEEPY) Past
I can't,

Hrmmm?

I've been thinking.

vhile,

Wrhet for?

It's been 50 lohg..

(SLIGHT BEAT)

What time is it, Helen?
midnight...go to sleep.

Helen....

Maybe we oughts go avay for a

.that's 211. 7You and me together..

slone agedss- JIt'd be so nice,

I you want to....all right,

{BAPPY)

("IRED)

(XAPPY UNDERSTANDING)

sbout, 1t tomorrow.

(FALLING OFF)

Swelll

Honey,

We could go to.....

I'm sc tired,

I'm sorry, Helen. We'll talk
Good night, darling....

Good night.....

ALIUY, D

(PHONE JANGLENG...PICKED UP)

Desk Sergeant!

(PTETER) (HYSTERICAL)}

My husband's been shet., he's

ATHOT Q1H9922
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CHAPPELL! THE BIG STORY! Here is America.,,.lts sound and its
fury....its Jjoy and its sorrow,..az faithfully
reparted by the men and women of the great Amerlcan
nevspapers, (PAUSE,..COLD AND FLAT) Memphis,
Tennessee! From the pages of the Memphis
CCMMERCIAL-APPEAL... ,the authentic story of a
reporter, .who found that a dead 2llusion can destroy
a murderer] Tonlght....to Marie Wathen of the
Mempnis COMMERCTIAL-APPEAL,....for her BIG 3TORY.....
goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

e e ma — e R

(OPERING COMMERCIAL)

ATHQT O1Rp9323




CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAN #126

CPENING COMMERCTAL

Guard against throat-scrateh!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater lenegth of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Fllters the snoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when ycu smoxe PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smcke is [iltered further

than that of any other leading cigarette, DMorecover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you

a lorgor filter of fire tobacecos -~ to guard sgainst
thrcat-serateh,

For PEZLL MELL'S greatsr lenath travels the smole Turther

o itz way to your threat - filters it naturaily through
PZLL MELL'S traditicnally fine, mellovw tobaceos - guards
agairst throat-scratch,

Yes, FELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a gsmpothness,

mildress and satisfaction no other cigereiie offers you,

Guard zgainst throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smoosth smoking!

Ask for the longesr, finer cigarette in the distirguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And - they are mildl

ATHOT Q169924
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CEAPPELL: How...the story as 1t actually happened. The stoly of

NARR:

topie Wethen.,.os she iived it! Memphis, Tennessee!
fhere's a rumor going arcund that ¢hivalry is cead.. Bub
you...Marie Wathen ...vant %o spike it fast, For here,
in the heart of the South, chivalry is very mueh alive.
And the assignments you get as a reporter on the Memphis
COMMERCIAL-APPFAL. .. .prove i1 1P 81l your scelety and
fospion colurns were put side by gide...,there'd never
be an end. And what can you do about 117 Nothing...
except needle your edltor every chance you get. And
firelly.,..early cne morning...wnen your editor's wife
smashnes ur his brand new car...he forgets about chivalry.

Fe colls vou intc his cofflce and says...

EDITOR: Sc you've been complalning. You're bored, 0kay....Il've

ot scmething for ya. Guy named Cscar Jackson had his
brairs blown out by a burglar. Jet over to nis house
fov fhe story! But remerberi Just one fainting spell
whan you see the blood,..and you're back with the

Ledies' Literary 3oclety.

{HUSICs UP_ARD BEZIND)

Tre addvess is in a small neighborhood of neal RoW—
rouses on Lhe outskirts of town, DThe kind of streeb

whore cyeryone Knows everyonc else's Tusiness...and hov

3

L

canm vou evoid 1t? Still..it's a sunny, pleasant looking
plasa,...znd it's not hard to see yoursell settling

down mebs someday. Dut as you wali through the small,
Py ar = ; ; b oS oohe
white dearway cf the Jackson housc...the startled look

sergesnt Ridgely throvs in your direction..brings you bas
Lz the vusiness at hand: )
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- pszes
S5GT¢
MARIE:
80T
MARIE!
SGT ¢
MARIE:
BGT:

MARIE:
36T ¢

MARIE:
86T

MARIE:
5GT

MARIE:

8GT
MARIE:
5GT:

MARIE:
36T

— e —

You lost, Marle?

I'm on assignment, Sergeant.

© Phis is no fashion shov.

How ebout an interview with Mrs, Jackson?

she's at a neighbors. (PUZZLED) You on the ievel, Marle?
(SLIGH? FADE OFF) This where 1t happened,...in here?
(SLIGHT ALARM) Hey, don't touch anything in there.
(REACHING HER) Whatta you think you're doin'?

1 told you. I'm on assignment., Now....

Okay, okay! Jackson vag lyin' here in bed, It was late.
His wife hears & shot, She wakes uUp....

What side of the bed was she on?

Here on the right, Why? -

Please go ohn.

(SLIGHTLY IRRITATED) Mrs, Jackson vakes \p. A guy
jumps outta this window, Her husbend is bleedin' from
a slug in the side of his head, Then sl€..s.

(cups IN) If the burgler came in throvgh this window...
then he must have leaned over Mrs. Jeckson in order Lo
shoot her hushand.

We know that, We mlso know that he took Jackson's gun

_from the bureau and shot him. Now,...whatta y&a doin'?

(JUST OFF) Why aren't there any footprinks under this
window?

Lissen, will you cut it out?

When the burglar leened over her, vhy didn't she wake up?
I told y& o cut it out. (RELAXING) You gotta learn to
take it easy, Marie, We got eyes...,ve wnow i a story's

& phoney.

RTHOT 0168926




MARIE:
36T

MARIE:
36T«

{Music: _ _

NAER:

NARR:

MARTF:
BOY:
MARTE ¢
BOY:
MARIE:
BOY:
MARIE:
BOY:
MARIE:

.
I'm sorry, Sergeant, I dldn't mean to,,..
T knov women, Marie, The Lord help me...but I know
veomen, You found & couple of queer things here so right
avay...there's a machine in your mind that starts
worklng,
But Sergeant....
Lerme finish! You're thinkin' about Mrs. Jackson
already. And you're out after her, Well, watch it,
Marie... Like I said thils is no fashion show. And vhen
you write about someonc bein' & murderer....that kind of
idea doesn't go out of style so0 quick,
Maybe he's right, you figure.., You leave the house and
_yalg down the tree shaded street.,.feeling the tensions..

the eegerness.,..umwind with every step.

{CHILDREN-AT -PLAY-B .6 7)
Xiés ere playlng in the street and you spot a small boy

over to one side,,.crying...

(PADE THE BOY IN...CRYING SOFTLY)
Hi, there!
Go away!
Whet's the matter?
Leave me slone!
Don't you want to play 1n the game over there?
No,.. I vant my dog! (CRYING GOES AWAY SLIGHTLY)
Well, vwhere is he?
He'a desd!

I'nt sorry,

RTKO1 0162827




BOY:
MARTE::
BOY:
MARTE: °
BOY!

He got killed.

That's terrible.

He got shot...Jjust like Mr. Jackson did,

(ALERT) Who tecld you that?

My mother, She said it. He was a good dog..only he made
noise at night. He barked all the time. Then they shot
him.,.just like Mr. Jackson,..

MRS. MARTIW:
BOY:

MARIE:

MR35, MARTIN:
MARIE:

S o mee pem s -

This lady brought me home, Momma, B8he wants to see you,
Go inside end wash your face. Lunch 1s almost ready.
OkeY,, e 12 D¥Cunas

Goodbye, Michael,

Well, what'd you wanns see me about, Miss?

-My. neme'!s Marie Wathen, Mrs, Martin.

MRS, MARTIN:
MARIE:
MRS, MARTIN:
MARIE:
MRS, MARTIN:

MR3, MARTIN:

MARIE!
MRS, MARTIN:
MARIE1

(BABY-CRIES=OFFY)
(ANNOYED) Listen to that!
How old 1s 1877
Six mqntﬁg!
Got“four hands full here, haven't you?
{(*ROJECTING) Michael,...give her the bottle on the
teble,

BVt e e FROIFOTING -OFFI—AY:rightre, -

Hends full is right, Sometimes I just wanna walk out
of here and never come back,
{BAPY—I5-STILL}-
Mrs. Martin....about Michael}s AOZwss
(STIFFENING) What about it?

Why did you say it'd been shot just like Mr, Jackson?

MRS, MARTIN: Who told you that?

MARIE:

Michsael.

ATHOT Q16992R




‘MR3, MARTIN:

MARIE:
MRS, MARTIN:

MARIE:
MARTIN:

MRS,

MARIE:
MARTIN:

MRS,
MARIE:

MES. MARTING

(MSIC:

WOMAN ¢
MARIE:
WOMAN 2
MARIE:
WOMAN :

(MUSIC:

MARIE:

MCCREADY ¢
MARTE:

2

MCCREADY:

-8~

(ANGRY) I was telling my husband. That kid was

snooping agaln.
When was the deg shoty

Night before last. Wait a minute,..vhat's &1l this to

you? Why the guestions.

I'm a reporter, Mrs. Martin. I'm on the Jackson murder

story.

I don't know anything. Mrs. Jackson iz a fine woman.
Wny don't you let her alone?

I didn't say anything about Mrs, Jackson.

(FLUSTERED) You get out of here. I don't want to talk
Lo you,

(PFRSISTENT) Tell me about Mrs. Jackson! I'd like to
Know.

{ALMOST GRIM} You're wasting yowr tim~, Here or

enywhere else! Nobody can tcll you anything!

i'm from the COMMERCIAL-APPFAL, Could I .....

You the lady who just saw Mrs. Martin?
Trat's right, you see I....

Sorry.... 1 got nothing to say.

Vhat time was it when you heard *he shooting lasit night,
Mr. McCready?

T didn't hear any shcotlng, Miss.
But you only live three houses away. You must have
heard it.

You calling me a liar?

ATHQT B1e9329




MARTE:

MCCREADY s

{MI3TO:

ITARR:

RS. WHITE:

"shilérern,

1o bul—vu P
ook, vwhy don't you go away and leave us elonc? We

don't want anyone snaooping around.

(S10W--SPEPS ~ON=S IDEWA LK _WITH _BEL )
It's the same street you walked Jjust & few minutes
before... Eut now, suddeﬁly 1t's different, Mothers
rush to the front of thelr houses and call in their
find like an echo that refuses to die avay...
coors togin slamming all along the street, You turn
guickly and faces disappear from the window, This neat,
respectable little community has loeked itsell avay....
£lr5id and whisparing. Nov,..when you knock on a
Coor ...

(KECOKTNGON DOURT{STIGHT BEATS
sllence is your only ansver, An ides cgomes back to you
«eespersistent ...frightening...but you can't stop it.
Despite the Sergeant's warning to let Mrs. Jackson
slone..You declde you have to see her 74 in &
reighbor's house, a tald—angey woman looks at you and
=R 4
Ezsn't Mras, Jackson suffered enough? Why don't you
reporters let her alone?
Why won't sie see me, Mps. ¥White? I understand how ste

hut still there must be something she'd like
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MRS. WHITE:

{MUSIC:

- lo_
Theve 1s...and I'1ll say it for her. Decn't throw dirt...
va hear? Her husband's dead...and that's the end of
it, She doesn't want to heggfanymore sbout 1t., Ys
.. ALl

understand, Miss Wathen. Keep-your- L1kl away from

here.

CLERK:
MARIE:
CLERK:
MARIE:
CLERK:

MARIE:

CLERK:

MARTIE

CLFRK:

MARTE:
CLERK:

MARIE:

BOSS:

{CASH REGISTER RINGING AND CLOSING)
Felp ya, Miss?
i'1l be surprised if you can!
Huh?
You know, Mrs., Jackson?
Sure..,buys her meat in lhere all the time. B5ay...
taypible thing about her husband, wasn't 1t?
X thirk sc.
Ee sure was a nice guy. Bub her... well, you can tell
z let szbout a person just the way they treat a clerk in
the store. I don'‘t know how anyone could like her.)
And_the_uayﬁthe_nther—women*%aikvabout~her;;yow+”"
{(DMWECUSLY)—VWhat—do-they vuy? ‘
Lemme-put*it—tnis*way1f;i always figured that some

rorning every single copy of the COMMERCTAL-AFPPEAL

would sell for at least a buck.

-
;

Wy sy T S e T g et
Because of what's goin' an eroun' hers Why..yas know
that M», Martin stopped hisg wifc from cver seein' Mrs,
Jackson again?

The Mar:iins? They have a boy named Michael?

That's them! Lissen, there's a lot I could tell ya.

(FADING ON) What's the trouble here, Alex?

ATHAT Q169331




BOZSS:
MARIE:
BOSS:

(UsIC:

MARR:

"3 JACK3ON:

HARK:

.-11.-
nwothin', Boss, .. the lady was just askin! me a
couzle & guestions.
voulre from the paper....right?
Yes.
Well, I'm sure I can help you. This iz a fine,
wpstanding neighborhcod and I know I'm lucky to have
stch nice ladies e3 my customers,...Er,..Is there anythin
2lsc?
Vou don't leave the neighborhcod for a minute..and
everywhere you turn...you find an incrsdible conspiracy
of silence, But ag you walk back into her home.. you
wnew one way to find out something abouit her, If

Mrs. Jacwzeon was a happy, contented wife...the kitchen

1

15 whors'll you find the proof.. It will be cheerful,

Trers'll be recipes in a serapbook... and pots and pans
ziiny and clean, But in the kitchen of the Jackson hous
... vou find none of these things. It's drab..in need

of peint..gloomy and depressing. Now,.... yOou Xnovw a

ict &beut irs. Jackaon...bceozuse they couldn't hide

tris roor esvay from you, Then suddenly..in back ol

TOU.. .8 VOLlce says..

¥

(MEAM, AMGRY) What are you doing in my house?
(DISHES FALLING TO PLOOR 4ND BREAKING)
Seme dishss Fall mervowsis—Irom your hand..as you look

et the woman you believe to be a murdersas!

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

NAKR:

MRS, JACK:

MARTH ¢

MRS. JACK:

MARIE:

MRS, JACK:

MARIE:

MRS, JACK:

MARTE :

MR3., JACK:

MARIE :

-13~
This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narratoer and the
BIG STORY of Marie Wathen .. as she lived 1t .. and wrote
it
It seems 30 long ago but for you, Marie Wathen, 1t started
only this morning. Your editor on the Memphls COMMERCIAL~-
APPEAL had decided te give you & crack at a crime story.
A man namec QOscar Jackson had been killed while asleep ...
and, as his wife claimed .. by a burgler. Butb there's
something abtout the way the murder was commltted that
worries you. And when no one 1In the small, surburban

street will tell you anything .. yeu—begin-to-suspesds
3 e 2 2

MpsJaskseas You go back to-her house and there you find
the proof of a not tco happy home. £&nd az you find it ...
the woman you thirk is a murderess suddenly appears tehind
you end =ays
(MEAN, ANGRY) What are you doing in my house?

(DISHES FALLING TO FLOOR AND BREAKING)
(STARTLED) Your dishes ... I'm gorry .. I didn't mean
%o drop then.
How'd you pet In here?
I'm Marie Wathen .. the COMMERCIAL-APFEAL. Seryeznt
Ridgely sald 1t'd be alil right to look around.

A revporter.

Yez, Mrs. Jackson.

You know me?

It's your hoase.,

Forgive me ... I'm not thlnking straight anymore.
Not since lazt night.

I understand.
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| MRS. JACK:

MARIE:

MRS. JACK:
MARIE:
MRS. JACK:

MARIE
MR8, JACK:
MARIE:
MRS . JACK:
MARTE ¢
MKS, JACK:
MARIE:

MR3. JACK:

MARIE
sSGT.

i h-

T .. I don't know what I can tell you. The police ..
they xiow just how it happened.

Did anyone pegide you and your hugband Know that he lept
hie gun in the bureau dravwer?

Ho .. rut wha' difference docs it male?

T rmight be important.
Uidn't the plice tell you. The vurgler found 1t iu the
pbureau by accldent.

Then why did he shoot jour husband?

Why does anything happen? How can I enswer that?

411 right, Mra. Jackson ... I won't trouble you anymore.
Miss Wathen .. beforc you £O 4
Yes?

Will you 4o something for me?
What?

Eelp find the man who dld it:

Help ©ind him .. 20 they

can ki1l him!

veu leave ner there .. erying softly ... Buy becauves
o one tnint ... FOU re ject all sympathy .. all
uréerstanding. The consplracy of gilence! Why are people

in the comrunity afrald bo talk .. tell what they tnow?
This iz something too plg to carry alone .. £0 Fou #o
vezk to gargeant Ridgely and tell him what you'lve Tound.
QuUT )

What's so sbrange about 1t? Peorle just den't 1ike to
get involved, that's all.
ilo, Sergeant .- 1t's more than that.

What?
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CTMARIE:

SGT L]

MARIZE:

SGT L
MARIE:

3GT:

MARIZ:

2
o
=l

MARIE:
5GT:

MARIE:

SGT:

(MUsTC:

MARTE :
MRS, WHITE:
MARIE :
MRS, WHITE:

MCCREADY:

-15-

The totive mayte. Théy know why she could’ve done it.
(3ARCASM) The Jacksons argued & couple a times. That
make vou happi?
How ruech insurance did he carry?
Kot enough io set him murdered. Now .. don't look s0
disappointed!
Don't laugh at me! You know it wean't & burglar who shot
Jackson.
I Zov
Yes. T know you haven't rounded up 2 single sugspect..that
thope nasn't been a& lineup of men with criminal records.
You're learning fast, Maric. Okay .. so I don't think a
burzilar did it. Now .. where does that lzave me? Do I
welk up to ¥rs. Jackson and tell her she “illzd her
hushand?
Yeou can try fu.
ind 17 she says no? Sorry ... bubt In this state you can't
arrTest peonivc on an idea.
If we can Tind her motive .. 1t'll break her down.
Great ... I'm all for it! [Fow ... suppose you rin =long
and find it.
U?_AND OUT_.. A LITTLE_MORE THAN_A_CHOED)
Mrs., White .. remesmber me .. I ..
T rerember you, Miss Wathen.
T'd 17ke to see you for 8 few minutes 17 T may.
Here's my ansver...

(A DOOR SLAM)

(JUST A FEW STREET SOUNDS)

What is 1t, Mi-a Wathen? I'm in & bhurry.
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MARIE:

MCCREADY:
MARIE:
MOCREADY:

MCCREADY:

MARIE:
GUY:
MARTE ;
BOY:
MARIE:
BOY:
MARTE :
BOY:
MARIE:
BOY:
MARIE:
BOY:
MARIE:
EBOY:
MARIE

Mr. ﬁ£0ready you've got to help me. I don't know why

36u pecple won't speak to me ., but you'me wrong ..
terribly wroug.
Please .. I don't know what you want... and I'm not
interested.
About Mrs. Jackson ... why does everyone think she
killed 'her husband?
(ATARM) Look out!
(# ROCK CRASHES THROUGH A WINDOW)
(A LITTLE GRIM) They've stopped calling you names, Miss
Wathen. New ... they're throwing stones. You ought to
be careful!
{A TEW GLASSES TOUGHING PO SUGGEST A S0DA POUNTAIN)
Vhat'll 1%t be, Miss?
Chocolate ralted.
With an egg?
{TIRED) With an egg!
Hello,
(SURFRISED) Eh? Oh ... hello, Michael.
I got & whole quart of ice crean,.
How nice.
You went some?
No, thanks. (AN IDEA) Michael .. tell me something!
What?
Do you 1like Mrs. Jackson?
I don’t Know.
Mr. Jackson ... did you like him?
He was okay. Only he dildn't have a red car.

Was that so irportent?
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GUY:
BOY:

MARIE ¢
BOY:

MARTE:
BOY:
MRS, MAR:
B0Y:
MRS, MAR:
MARTH ¢

MRS, MAR:
MARTIE:

MRS, MAR:

MARIE:

{(MUSTC:

MATT :

MARIE:

MARIE:

MARIE:
MATT

ny

=17~

{61Ascy~0N—COUNTIER )
(RABTHGINY —CGhecotatemetted—withan—eggs
Well, the other man had one. He salo he'd take me Tor a
ride some day.
{AVYTOUSLY) What other man, Michael?
(EOW CAN SHE BE SO DUMB) The man who comes to see Iirs,
Jackson.
Dié ke .. did he come today?
T dontt think so.
(PROJZCTING OFF) Michael!l

My mothsr .. T gotta go ..

L
(FADTIG IN) Look at that lce cream ..2&& 477

IT'm afraid 1t's my fault, Mrs, Haertina.

Why &£idn't you let him go home?

We jusrt gob to talking... that's all!
(ALMOST CEYING IF HER RACE) What 4id we ever do to you?
leave us alone?

S TS
rokeony

don't you
- ('.._,//',,»
I— didnit—¥T11~Mri= I didn't tring the fear into

thie neighbtorngod. Whatever has heppensd here ‘s the

fauit of wou and the others. And from what you son told
me ... I think I know what it le!

UP sN© SEGUE_TO gﬁéP:;Lpgpgq_E;pgIBG_sQDEE_I_ 3.8.]
(WORRIED) Marie Y S

Pake it cssy, Mett! My famlily'!s all right. Alive and
kicking as usual!

(RELIEVED) Well, that's better! But what else can a
funéral director think when a lovely young friend walks
into his cestatlishment.

Matt, I'm hero about the Jackson funcral.

{CURIOUSLY) Fis body's in the chapel now. Did you know him?
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MARIE:

M

TTs

MARIE:

ner b0

MARIE:

MATT &

LA R Rt

REN

UE AND ouT) & you to hido me someplace so I can

What's the mron Mrs. Jackson.

{prsiFPOINTiriing to view the body now. Comon .. this way.
He coul (STEPS WITH BELOW ...SOPFT)
(C;Lmjyou‘ro going to ask me, I'l1l tell you what Itm

doing. I think Mrs. Jackson murdercd her hustand.

T want to watch her roaction as the friends pay thelir
rospect.
Hefwes—murderqdj‘eh?*‘Tﬁiﬁk“I*Ilffikb"bﬁﬁtﬁﬁf"Ibukmatnhfmn
f- f_f;;'g,. i 4 /‘,rf( .'(/”"
S L AN yo%ﬂgorgn here, Marie ... right behind these curtains.
¥aulll 7e akle to see her zood.

BEEILE

Centh 12 never pleasart and here in the chapel.. it's

ghage i ugly and frightening but you wouldn't get out

of here if you coulé. You study Mrs. Jackson carefully

as sro =its ... bowed In grief. People wzlk over to henr
guicuivy btub she only nods in answer to their sympathy. Tils
part o7 the service ls almost over when zuddely .. [ou gee

a tali, zood looking man come soltly Into the room. Fe
glances around him-gquickly and then walks toward Ilrs.
Jacksen. And Tor the first tlme ., you watch hor Zeool

up ... cad like o sharp light stabbing out of darkn.ss

this weman 30 black .... beging Lo amile.

Thgrman leans down and whispers and the as you straln for
A
a¥look ot his feee .. he turns around and walks guickly

out of the chapel. You run out the side entrance as fast
as you can but when you get to the street ...

{+CERPUSEENG WA
a red car roars away from the curb.
ATKOT 0192338




MARIF
MATT

MARTE:

TRULE

MARIE:
MATT s

MARIE :

MATT

MARTE

MATT :

MARIE:
MALTT
MARIE:
MATT :

MMRIE:
MATT:

(MUszIcs

MR3. MLE:
MARIE:

MRS, MAR:

He but I'd 1il
keep an o¥e ter, Marie?
Tacy've stp) I missed him Matt. That man in the red car.
vz Token this story wide opeu.
3ince ) vnow who he is.
(FX0ITED)  You what?
T snid I know who he is. His neme's Paul Griffin.
Go on! What clee?
There's a funny story about him. He had 2 nice paying job

here in town '511 his face lost 1t f'or him.

I don't get it. e
o R o 3
Ya ezz, Griffin was _cXecutiye-secretary of the froternal

club =he ren organized around here.

507

S0 1+ sc:rs the wives of zll the members xind of weat for
him. 4nd ... not to bo impolite .. he kind of went Tor them
Sverione zot zlong fine ... zxcept the hustonds,

(SLOWLY) Arnd tuey got sore and fired Griffin.

Yennh L, .. how'd you Know?

A1l except Tor the fact that I guess 1t dién't work cut
go woll for the men,
How's that?

He's st11l around .. ‘sn't he?

Miss Wethen, I'm asking you to get out of oy house.
vou'd btetter listen to what I have to say, Mra. Martin.
I toléd Michael not to let you in. I'il show him I mean

what I say.
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HAMRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

TEE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #126

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat=-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further...s

Filters the stoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when ycu smoke PELL MELL.

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1is filtered further

than that of any other leading cigarette., DMorsover, after
5 pusfs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer Filter of fing tobaccos - to guard agrinst
hroat-scratch.

For PFLL MELL'S greater length travals the snioke further

on its way to your threoat - filters it naturally through
PFLL MELL!S traditionally fine, mellow tobkaccos - guards
apairs® throat-scratch,

Yes, PELL WELL!'S fine tobaccos give you 2 smeothness,

miidncsz and satisfaction no cther cigarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratchi
Fr.joy smocth smokingl

nsk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red peckege - PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGAREITES - noutstanding i

And = they are mildi
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MRE, MAR:

MARTIE ¢

MRS, MAR:

MARIE:

MR3. MAR:

M RIE:

MRS, MAR:

M RIE

MR MR-

MLRIE:

MRS MAR:

-2

Mrs. Martin .... I'know that Oscar Jackson was xilled Dy
his wife. I al=o know why.

(STIFFENING) T'm not Interested.

The mrn in the red car, Paul Griffin. That's why she did
it

{SLIGHT BEAT) What's it all got to do with me?

This 1s a nice commnity, Mra. Martin. The first fime

I saw 1t I hoped I'd be able to live here soreday.

Mise Wethen ... (SHE IS SUBIDUSED NOW ... QUIET)

You see ... L like to day dream a little. Can I tell
you whet clsc I thought might happen to me & few years
from now?

Please .., I doa't want to listen.,

T saw myeelf parried.. and then Just like you and the

cther wives In the nefghborhoed ... I'4 have zome

¢}

0N

chiléren, Maybe a boy like Michael arnd e —ld-tt) e ~-pdrd
e —vou Thaby Tinsides .

ol
ind thc work that goes with them?
T'd have all that too. And I know I'd get tirmed ... very
tirad .., and just as you told me ... gemeday I'd want

tc walkout and nevery come hack. It -happems—to so moari.

_Deoblss

Apeyaiveys stayes/

I would .. b-zause I know I'd never really meen anjythin:s
1ike that. I went to love my hustand end my children.
T want to mise them every ninute they're not near me.

I-thought 1t-would-be--that-wayx ... but 1t's not =o easyvAravL;.

S
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MARTE ¢

MRS MAR:
MARIE :

MR3 MAR:
MARIE:

MES MAR:
MARIE

MRS MAR:
MARIE:

-21-

ReaTitynever-td— I-learned-that-a-long time_agp. And

P Y <= _
a8 you get a little older the real things that happen each
day take up every ineh of your life ... and there's no more
time for dreaming.
And there's nothlng you can do about it.
But there are some women ... &nd nen ... who feel too sure
of themselves. Sort of take things for granted. And that's
where they get In trouble. T can even see it happening
to me some @ny.
How?
I'd be tired ... fed up and I'd want some excitement ...
gomething different. Maybe it'd be the idea of falling in
love with another man. (SLIGHT BEAT) Couldn't that happen
to me, Mrs. Morting
(SLOWLY) It could happen.
A-meal7hgoed~1oeking~manr~ﬁhndﬂof~coursej“ljypulﬂn1t*be“-
the only one with the 1d¢9,;JYet5“ITd téké my chances with
the othergiﬂ,ﬂeld’HQGéwfo fall in love with one of us.
PTEEEQ::TT+donLtusayuanymorah
It heprens so many times, Mre. Martin. And it causes a
scandel ... tut people often don't like to talk about it.
The women ... because they secretly see themselves in the
place of the woman who's won the men. So they protect her.
And the.men ... they keep qulet sbout it too ... because
what men will admit that his wife was thinking about lesving
Aim, Venity;—Mre--Martin_ .. ._stupid end blind-...-because -+t
s ometdmes —provects—a—-marderer:- Like you said, Mrs. Martin....
1t could heppen to me ... but I don't think so. I don't
think I could ever stand up for & woman who's killed an

innocent man.
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ME3S MAR:

(SLIGET BEAT ... THEN VERY TIRED) All pright, Miss Wathen,

I'1l tell you atout Peul Griffin and Mrs. Jacuson.

NARR:

MRS, JACK:

You get the story .. every sordlid detail. Tae siclenlng
facte of 2 woman who thought she loved another man. But
you don't print it .. not t ... ‘causc there's atlll

no re=l proof. 3ut you do print the story that the pollce
are leookirg for a man with a red car .. a4 man gsuspected
o7 ghooting Oscar Jeckson. And it works! The paper hits
the street and an hour later .. Paul Criffin turns up at
police " zadquarters ... crylng his innocence anc accusing
Mra. Jackson cof the cold~blooded murder of ner hushand.
You go to her and repeat Peaul CGriflfin's story. And as
you look o% he: .. the dead 1llusion wires away the day
ol rr=tense .. and she says..

T zhot kim ... but I must have been crazy. I Enov now..

that I really loved him.

CHAFPELL:

In ust o moment we will read you & telegram frem flaxin
Wotten of the M¥emphis COMMERCIAL-APPEAL .. with the final

cutecme of tonight’s BIG STORY!

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE!
CHAPPELL

EARRICH:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #126

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally Iine tobaccos

travels the smoke furthers...

Filters tne smoke and makes 1t mild,

Fuf? by puff youlre always anhead when you smoke FELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke Is filterzd further
than tha® of any other leading clgarette. Moreovef, after
£ wuffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longar filter of traditionally fire, mellow tobaccos - to
guzrd against throat-scratch.

Yos, PRLL MELL'3 fine tobaccos give you a 57
wmiidneas and satisfaglicn no other cigareise cffers you.
¢ azainst throat-scratchl

Erjcy smooth smokingl

for the longer, finer cigarctie in the distingulshed

k
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl"
d

they wre mildl

i
—_— —  m e ——
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CHALPPELL:

WATHEN:

CH:LP PELL H

HARRICE:

(MUSICs

24 2nd REV.

How we read you that telegran fron Marie wathen of the
Merphis Comnoercial-Appeal.
Killor in tonight's Big Story was finally brought to
justice - but cnly after two trials. The first trial,
despite all the evidence and a hard fight on the part

of tho prosccution ended in a hung jury. The sceond
trial, Just as hard-fought as the first, cnded suddenty
and dramatipally.whon k4illcr surpriscd crowded couriroom
by chaagi%égﬁéggﬁigé—of—nob guilty %o guiliy—ef voluntary
nenslaughter, She was guickly sontenced to the Shelby
sunty Workhouse. My sincere appreciation for tonight's
PELL MELL AWLRD,

wank you, Mlss 'Jathen.. the nakors of PELL MELL FLMOUS
CICAREPTES are proud to prescnt you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field of journalisn.
Listen egain noxt weok, sane time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGLRETTES will present anothor DIG

9~RY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Baltinore
wews-Post -- by-line Edward Froenpan. & TIG STORY about

1)
an ace reporter thet beat throe of @ kind single-handed.

2 BN LT T ae AT el s e e
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CHAPPELL:

{(MysIC:

CHAPPELL:

AINICRHY

tecdy/dd
G5 /49

am

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with

rrefe by Vladimir} Selinsky. Tonight's program was

written by Alvin“égrep%’, your narrator was Bob Sloane,

ané Mitzle Gould played the part of Marle Wathen. In order
t . coc oot the names of people actually Involved in
toniznt's authentic BIG STORY the nomes of all charocters

in the dramatizotion were changed with the exception of

the reporter, Miss Wothen.

This ie Ernest Chappell speaking for the mekery of
PELL MzZLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBC .... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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AS BROADCAST,

-

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #128

CAST
MARRATOR 208 SLOANE
JUDGE : BOB DRYDEN
OLD il BOB DRYDEN
BILL LAWSQY ZERBE
MONTY LARRY HAINES
TED JI# STEVENS
HARK JIM STEVENS
JOE GIL MACK
BOARD GIL MACK
GUS HUMPHREY DAVIS
WARDE KJMPEREY DAVIS
ANNE BARBARA WEEKS
EDNA PARBARA WEEKS

WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 7, 1949
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NBC & NIT

b

{ b )
10:00 - 10:30 PM

THE _BIG STORY # 127

AUGUST 31, 1949 WIDNLSLAY

PELL MFLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY.

(CAR UP SLIGHTLY, POLICE CARRIER FREQUENCY EUM)

Itt's always nlghts llke this sonebody ---

aar seven. Go to

(POLICE RADIO FILTER) Car seven,

Johnnveake Road near Catonville. Corpse 1n the road.

Cge what I mean?ﬁé/w.
(CAR UF AND AWAY UNLER)
Correction.

Cer seven, Car Eoven. TWO

cocpraes 1n the road. Two. That is a-=a211.
Guiet night, he says.

(CAR UP AND AWAY UNDER)
Car seven, c&r seven. (Correction ol
flake that three corpses. Thrsee in

Jchroyeake road, three., That 1s all.

ANHCR:
(MusIc: _ _ _UP AN DOWN_
COor: Guiet night.
Cop I1: Too guiet.
COF Yeah.
VCICE:
That s all.
CCPs
VOICE: (iS BEFORE)
COP:
{
VOICE: (18 SEFCRE)
correciicn.
SOEE— e e anuugﬁ
THPI: THAELZ 15 & nASS&Crel

CHATPELL:

CAR UP AND AWAY INTQ

... its joy and its scrrow.. as faithfully reported by the

men and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE,
(MURE)

COID & PLAT) Baltimore Marylanc.

ATHOT 16239348
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es of the Baltimore News-Fost, the authentic

CHAPPELL: Fren the pag

{CON'T)
story of --- The Ace that beat Three of & Kind. ~---
singlehanded. And for his work in the case --- 10O

Eéwerd M. Freeman for his EBlg Story sgoes the PELL MELL

AWARD!
(MUSIC: _ _ _FARFARE..}

(OFPENING CGMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL!

HARRICE:

CHAFPELLs

HARRICE:
CHEAPPZLL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #127

OPEHING COMMERCTAL

Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smcking?

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally finc tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further

then that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL s5till gives you

a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard against
throat-scratch.

For PELL MELL!'S greater leneth travels the smoke further

on its way te your throut - filters 1t naturaliy through
PELL MrFLL!'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratceh,

ves, PILL MELL'S fine tobacccs glve you a sroothness,
miliness and sntisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy smooth smokingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "putstandingi®

Ard - they are mild!
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{Music: _ _ _Imzﬁgpgcz_gm_nmp_Ulpgn_Fgal

CHAPFELL: Now, the story as it actually happencd. Edward Frecman's
gtory as he 1lived 1t --- Baltimore, Maryland.

(MUSCI: _ _ _EIT AND_GO UNDER)

MNARR: For wycu, spending it as sll good pecple should, ---

nsleen -~ It was & gqulet night, until Johnnycake Rosd

began to sprout corpses -- and the night desk woke you up.
<~
Surz. One corpse -- send &8 —£o-aeVver, Two COrpses

--w~ send & 1:gman. But three, three of a kind? <Eend an
mce. You. EJ Freeman of the Baltimore News-rost. IScC.
Known: three dead ones lying slong the highway, s found

worker coming home at dawn from the shipyards. To

10

oy
ip: the facts. And those, as you zet them from the

o

ceozrt

rrowl-czr cou while the corener zdes atout his work this

bittor January ¢awn, argi-----
Cor: This cns hora, she was shot ---
FRERMAN: In the head.
COP: 4nd the onack. (WALKING 4 LITTLE) Ané tals cns ---
FREFMAN (SCET €5 4 WEISTLE OF AMAZED DISGUST)
COF: This one, her throat was cut, Zddis.
FRZZMAN: I hove eryes.
CoP: (EN5CYING I7} --~but you aln't sesn aqothing yut.  Zhs got

maybe o dozen slashes 1n the chest, mors majydo.

FREFMAL: Goo: thing I misssd breakfast. How atout the third?

co?: It's = man. Doc's still working. Tow the wer I figure 1t
gut----

FREEMAN : What'd you find onu them?

cor: Nothing. Mo pocketbooks, no watches, no wallets, no hats,

no money in their stockings you koow, like this kind of

wvoman would stash 1t away -- Jou Bew, the way I make it cutbs
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FREEMAN:

COP:

CORONER:
FREEMAN:

cCp:
FREEMAT:
COF:

FREEMAI :

COP:
FREIM AN :

COP:

FREEMAN:

COP:

FREEMAN:

COP:

FREEMAN :

He guns? No knife?

The fellas are beating the bushes up and down the raad

for 'em. How ---
"3+, (PAUSE) what's the verdict, Doc? First, how
long have they beecn dead?
Ch ... three hours ... three and o half....
Thet mekes it.--- It's six-thirty now.--- mekes Lt about
threc-thirty they wers murdersd.
Ee's got it all figured out alrezdy lt's murder.
Whet!'s your idea?
This noto,see, I Tound 1t in the man's pockst.
Ho. (REARS) Dear----I love you. Please cone hack to me.
(?.08E)  Shovt and sweet.
You wanna nesr my angle? Will you writs it up?
Let me hear 1t.

411 »ight, That onc therc, the older wonan, tho 20C B&YS
ere's around thirty, thetss this one herg, the mnn, that's
is wife, see? and that one, there, thu young dnc, she's
11z twenty, twenty-one, that's his girl frienﬁ, gos?

Thz%!'s nct on angle. That's o triangls.
Den't confuse me. Now. I maks 1t the guy is ruaning

srcund with the yvoung one. The wifc knows it, 2. writes

Come back, =21l is foraziven.

Ee figures, whet a mess. I gotta buy out of this. I'11
brinz the two of Tem toghether. GIrl --- mect @y wife.
WYifsy --- mect my girl. Go shead, kids. Let's straighten
this thing cut. You fcllow me?

Keep talking.
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CCF:

FREEMAN:
COP:
FREFMAN:

CaP:
FREEMAN :
COF:
FREEMAN ;
Cor:
FREZEMAN
Cors

FREEMAL:

cor:

FREEMAN:

COP:

FREEMAN ¢

-6~
411 right. He figures & little beer will help. they get
811 tapnked up, they drive out here--- but what happons?

Tt turps into & free-for-all. By now he's drunk, crazy

drunk. He shocts the girl -- that one. He stabs the
wife --- that ong, --- ==~ ghe's vearin' & wedding ring,
by the way. {TRIUMPHANT) It sobers him up --- whattve

I donc, they're dead, I killed 'em -- bingo. He kills
hinself.

Thet one.

That cne.

Ke shoots himself right through the chest. {PAUSE) Without

leaving powder burns on the shirt.

He drops dgad. Then
¥ow lock, Edddls ---

---ne throws the gun and the knife so fa2r sway --

--— ycu ecan't find 1t, Then

211 right, a1l right!

P

=. @pives the car away. aqnd while we'rc standing linre,

mrbe he makes his gotaway. (PAUSE) Yeou play poir.?

Lo I play onoker.

Ckzy. Here we have three of a kind. Two-- gueonn. Dead,

Onc -- well, jeck. Dead also. I'm Piguring there wos
originally --- twe palr. T went to koow., -~-- where 1s
that second jack? And -- his jacknife.

But we don't even know who these are!

(QUIET) I know. But they won't run 2way. He might!
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(MUSIC:
WIFE:
KILLER:

WIFE:

KILLER:

WiFE:
KILLER:
WIFE:
KILLER:
WIFE:

KILLER:

FARRATOR:

.
(G&R*HP—&NB*&NA¥—}NT8}

{KNOCKING ON DOOR)
(BEHIND IT) Is that you?
Opcn up, Open up!
You got a nerve coming howe (DOCR OPENS} this time of
mornlng! (DOOR SLAME FAST) Where was you all the
11ivelong night?
T zlcp! at my maw's. We got no time to fuse now, woman.

T'm in trouole. Whensls the trupks, wh:’;rc':i_t.b,;:-J_D.liS-Q-

L L

cesey --- we gotta get packed to run.

Troutle? What kind?

22d prouble. Get dressed. Get packed.

7ou besn drunk ané Tightin. shirt's &1l cver bleod.
(SUDDYN FIERCE} Look heve.

(HURTING) Leggo ---

(S:0ME) Pack, 1 say, pack! =mverythiog we got!  anyoocy
comes {SHE SCBE Lot ---go!™") anybody asks, I beed hoic
all night -- all night through! I'm goln' over tc the

inyard ncw, geln' 10 pick up wy p2vy. 17111 bo beck

m
o3

sfcrs roon --- andé you're goln! to beg ready to gu —- T

2lp me I go zlone. But go I'm goiat

Baltinere's houscwlves ore serubbing the white stoups of
their rodiront houses... Beltlmore's shipyarc Cranes

are snubbing slabs of asteel down to the ribs of zrowing
ships...-- and BEaltimore's ace crime reporter? Flaylog
a lonesomc hend with nothing to go on but three of & kind

and o possible jack running 4ilg --- armed!  [(MORE)
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NARR:
(CONTT)

FRERNAIV:
BAR-GIRL:
FREEMAN:
BAR-GIRL:

FREFMAMN

BAR-GIRL:

FREEMEN:

A4R-GIRL:

{Musl

GIRL:
KILLER:

GIRL:

JuvéanA; @ﬂu’mﬂb“)p /?&abez
—iine tlmL_JDJ—Q—Gkvé—%ﬁ—*Uﬁ&

-
You too, Ed Freeman, are armed -- by the cops: with

picturce of the two women who've been identifled. You're

meking the rounds -- the dlves, the joints, the hangouts..

... tho bars, the clubs, the cafes.... and finally 1in cone

bar ---=
You sey these women were In here last night?

(FRIGHTENED) Yes. I -- I'm sure it was then

Whet are you so scared about? I tolé you I was just 2

rcporter. You've got nothing to fear from me.

I know, I know.

What do you know? Anc for tbat matter --- what're you

¢oing 1a herse sO garly? You Bar-girls work niphts, dcno't

you?

Uk-nul. -- -- but I thought -= (PaUSE,  THMN, I, BARNEST

HCuRST PLELDING) Listen, mister. You 1ook like 2 decent

e, Give me break. I'm waitin' fer somebody, and ---

351

wzll, 1f he con't ceme in by --

2nw, twelve o'clock?

E. nocn, all right -- if he den't come in by then -- (BARD)

[

then he aln't no good to me and T111 toil you how 1 oome

to xnow those two girls in the picturss you got. EPut you
gct to give me -y noon --- you got bto!l

HIT_AND_GO INTO)

(WoCN WHISTLE OF SHIPYARD UP, FAD1N5 BEHIND)

I w=s jus: golog to lunec:

[y ity 1

TToUmTT T Eot ok It won't tzks but & pmlnute. I
coms: to get my tlme.

Your whot?
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KILLER:
GIRL:

KILLER:

GIRL:

¥ILLER:
GIRL:

(MUSZC:

FREEMAN :

BAiR-GIRL:
FREEMAL:
BAR-GIRL:
FREFMAN:
B&iR-GIRL:
FREFMAN :

EAR-GIRL:

FRZEMAN

BAR-GIRL:

FREEMAN:

~g-
My pay, my pay! I want to get pald eff!

Take 1t eesy, mister!

I wont out. Here's my work card, here's my socinl
sccurity, ay—ueden-card ---

Hold your horses. In the first place, this windcw's
clesed as of the lunch whistle. and in the second place
~-- 1t's got to go to persconel before you can just up
and quit. You ought to know that.

I don't care none about all that. I just want out!

Well you can just wait for nersannel. Come book elter

411 right -- it's necon and five minutes oxtra, Whoover 1t
wes --- he stood you un.

For ths last time. For the last time.

I'= weiting.,

I nate him,

Eons whe?

(eCBBING) I nate him, I hnte Lim! (SCEBING BEHIND)
You mean you loved him.

1 ¢i¢, I did! But I hate him now. (&~ GULP) Licten.
Lister to tais. Last night we had 2 éate -- liki olways
I w~e on duty, I couldn't get off till twc -- nut you
wrcw the law -- no nausice after oane ---

Wait o mioute. Whot's the music law got to do witk it?
mhe cpums. Fe plays the druws 1o the tent here. We ---
we wore steacdy -- then this one --

The coe I1n thils plcture, the young onc ---

ATHKO? Q16335R




BAR-GIRL:

FREEMAN

BAR-GIRL:

FRELMAN:

BAR-GIRL:

FREEMAN:

BAR-GIRL:

FREEMAN:

HBLR-GIRL:

)

AEEMAN :
BAR-GIRL:

FREEMAN :

SHIPWORKER:

KILIER:

SHIPWORKER:

_10_

Uh-huh. This one come along -- and -- =2nd last nlght, al’

the time he hnad a date with me, he wae picklng up with hes
And when I looked up, around one, this was, the minute I

locked up for him -- he was gone. With her.

With toth women, you mean?

Yos. And I thought, this morning when he comes in, I'11

teke one mors try -- then, we're through. But he didn't

give me thet cne brenk. So -- I'm through!

Answer me this. Does he carry & gun?

A knife, mostly. Sometlmes a gun. Comin' heone 1=t

niznts, he says he needs orotectlon. Ec's just o 1little

guy -- the biz jerk!

3 vnife and a gun. (PAUSE) I -- I think I've gong 2s far

es T can, so -- (QUIET) Weuld you comg =long with mo?

whi, war? whore?

Te nclize hesdquorters. You see--- these two glrls were

mirderes. My a man with o konife wcod 2 ogun.

o

It's trie. This morning -- ofter two ofclock. 20

better coms nlong. And -- maybe you'd bettor nuve v gulck
ahe. Your Tirst stcp ls the morgus.

HIT ANT GO UNDER)

{SHIPYARBs G TN —DOWH—BEHINS -
@av. I s<e vou comin' from the pay window. Whattayou
askin' -- for o roisc?
NO,

Okoy, neone-a-my-blz. You et yet?

RTHGT 018935/




KILIER:
SHIPWORKER:

KILLER:

SHIPWORKER:

¥KILLER:

SHIPWORKER:

KILLER:

SHIPWORKER:

KILLER:

SHEPWORKER:

FRIEMADN ¢
BAR-GIRL:
FREKMAN
BAR-GIRL:
FREFMAN

BAR-GIRL:

..ll..

Aintt hungry.

Dopey. Long time slpnce breokfast. Gotte eat to work.

Gimme you knife. Cutcha picee my balcosy.

I got no appetlte -- and no knife nelither.

Who you kid? 8een you splicin' rope widdésa knife, nn hour

2go
1 lest 1it.
Stickin' right outz

Inna you back pocket, you lost 1t.

-

rou back pocket ---

¢t outa here, you greasy monkey, et cut'n my sight!

G

You zone crazy, kiddo? You crazy? I'm tryin' to give you

some ¢ my lunch, you turn on me like you gonnr kill mo

--- you crozy?

I tell wou I got ro knife, ncver knd no knife, you never

czer 2 kalfe ¢n me. -- you tulk koife =2g~in, so bolp ne,

All right! A1l right! Go hungry, crizy man, o Lunzgry !

{PLUSE. AMAZER] Cra-=zy Man!

{HOOT CF BACK-TO-WCRK WHISBTLE IN S~MY RHYTHE .3

CRi-7Y MAN, AND MERGE INTO)
_UF AND DOWN, SUST.INING BEHIND_FOLLOWING SOENE)
(DOOR CPENS CON ECHOED FOOTSTEFS 0 3TOFP)
Walt Are you --- all pight?
Yes. Qo -- =shead.

,€ﬁf% GUvVﬂﬁvvﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂ/.ﬁ#uw_édnf "2’

Ckay. Is -- this one of Shew?

(WITH ¢ BRREATE) Yes. That's -- -- One.

(TWO FOGTSTEPS ) 4nd -- this?
(casP) That's -- the one my -- boy freiend was -- (GULFP)
-- har.

Yes., That's

ARTHOT (169358
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FREEMAN ; Okey. (THREE FOOTSTEPS BIT CFF) Just by chance --~-

-7 ';wwv
heve you ever secn -- hisr beforc?
BAR~GIRL: i GASP
FREEMAN : You know hilmi
FIRL: (4 WiILY It's -- it's him! (2038} It's bkim, it'e him,
AL LIB BEHIND
FREFMAN: It's who -- who!
GIRL: (S0BBING) My boy friend, my boy friend. (AD LIB}
FREEMAN (DISGUSTED) My suspect!
{MUSIC: _ _ _UP FRCM_BERINE _AND_TAG FIRST ACT

{ COMMERCIAL)

BTHQT 016335%
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #126

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-secratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke furthér....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Puff by puff you're always zhead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further

than that of any other leading cigarette, Morcover, alter
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer filter of fine tobaccos - fo guard cgainst
throat-scrateh,

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to wyour throat - fllters it nalurally through
PFLl MELL'S traditicnally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
agninst throat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos gives you a smopthness,

mildness and sptisfaection no other cigarette offers you.

Guard against threat-scratch!
Enisy snooth smeking!

48% for the longer, finor cigarctte in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!i

And - they are mildl
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HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice, rsturaing you to your narrator end the

Bieg Story of Edwerd Frecman....as ho 1ived 1t, ond wrote

1t.

NARR: You, kEéward Freeman, ace c¢rime reporter of the Baltimors
News-Post, have just had an opsn-and-shut case slaued 1n
your face -- by & corpse. Hers 1t 1s carly afternoch.

Eelore dawn, someone strowed the roadside with corpses --
two female, ons male. Working 21l merning, you finally
found & bar-girl who feared her boy-fricnd -- the bor's
érummsr -- had done i%. 2And just now, at the morgue ---
whot ¢id she un and do but identify the mnn's corpsc as
FREEMAMN : (DISGUSTER) My suspect! (GIRL—IS-SOBBINGBEAINE)

Cene on, miss. Let's gc somewherc 2nd tolls,

(MUSIC: WLLKS UP AND AWAY UNDER)
NARRATCR: m=1k! Right back where you storted. Three of o kind --
211 dead -- zpd the fourth still runeing wild., .Ané for
211 you know, trylong Lo get away --- or gonel
(MUSIC:  _ _ -CCEWT AND AWAY INTO)
{SHERCETED RIS )
KILLER: You got thoe rilin' on me yet, about my gultting?
GIRL: Yes. You .ave to stay on the job.... unless -~~
KTLLER: Loss'n whnt?
GIRL: Unlszss you move to ~octher defense job.
KILLER: Then I ezn't git away. It's like I was 1o prison.
GIRL: That's 2 fine way to talk. If it's the money you need

---- your card says yocu heve a war boonc allotment.---

ATHOT 016939581
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KILLFR:
GIRL:

KILLER:
GIRI:
KILLER:

.-15_
I heen payin' every wetk regular.
I know, I have them here. Not that felks should, but you
can cagzh them in --~-
Good! Lemme hove the money.
The mouey! You have to go to a bank for thht.

Bank? QOimme them bonds!

KILILER:
TELLER:

KILLER:
TELLER:
KILLER:
TELLER:
KILLER:

K1LLER:

NARRATOR:

FREEMAN:

War bond wincdow?
Right here. How much did you want to buy? Elghteen -
seventy-filve, thirty-seven-fifty --
Ain't buyin*. I'm s5ellin'. Here.
I see. (PAUSE) They're not signed.
I'11 sign ‘em.
Zure you won't change your mind?
Glmme tﬁﬂt pen!
(SCRATCH OF PEN INTERMITTENTLY BETWEEN)

There! (SCRATCH) There! (SCRATCH) There! (AND ON INTOC)
None of this dec you know. For all you know, you w1y have
2ssed that very bank as you drove the glrl back to the

bar. saAnd there ---
(OFF DRUMMER TRYING VARIOUS PERCUSEIVE
PAR/ THERNALIA. . .SNARE. . .WOODPBLOCK. « . GONG. . . CYMBALS
.. .BRUZHES. . ,ROLLS, FLAME, TARADIDLLES, THEN
SWIKGING, SOMEWHERE ALCNG THE 2CENE, INTO &
STEADY LONG BEAT SOLO, BUT ALWAYS OFF, WITH PLENTY
B.LS8 DRUM MATCHEDR TO SCENE'S CHARACTER.

What goes on, Bar-kesp?

ATHOT Q1689262
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BARKEEF: New érummer breaklng 1n. Good, huh?
FREEMAN: Holsy.
BARKEEP: (CAREFULLY) A guy can talk petter with = little noise to

cover him. That is -- if it's worth talking.

FREFMAN: Whet about?
BARKEEF: Funny cbout that drumming. Mskes so wmuch nolsc I crn't

FREEM:AN: Moybe you henr bettel through your wallst. Here.

BARKEEP: d%ﬁI heor vou good, mlzter.

FREEMAN: So -- talk.

B/RKEEP: See—these v aucsts? Besk Tbnﬁe—gﬁ—iﬁﬂh——BEEnT—bELIH#J%ﬁ?&
Tr one runs dry -- I switch to the other one. “/“;

FREEM:AN: WhAt 're you trying to say? ’

ARKEEP: A b;;peap wnovs just when to switch. Just_whuﬁ ong's

¢iven put 211 it can. When 3t runs drr, ==

4E DRAWS 4 GLASS OF BEER)

the other _

", TAKES ANOTEEHR GUi@)

FREFH/AN; gc? |

BARKEEE: S0 bur-girds are the same wey. Espeoelally thot cno.

(HE T4KES SNOTHIR GULY)

When they“é aly one guy dry --

-
TREEM..N¢ (HT GET3 IT)| They switch. -
A [
BARKERD: ¥ou—get—tt~>/ (SNEER) Look at gour F1tHle frisnd nov.

Mokin! up t: the new drummer already. (MaD}  Why donft
you o3k her if the old drummer WIS the only boy frien.e sne
gver had?

FREEMAN: Would ong of them be vou?
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BARKEEP :

-17-
Maybce it would --once . Maybe it would. Go ahead,
reporier. 4Ask her. Ask her who waes the other guy left
the place with the drummer 2nd the demes last night. Go
on -- wzlk over there and ask her!
{MIKF AND FEET WALK TC THE DRUMS TILL WE ARE RIGHT
CLOSE. WHEN WE QKT THERE, THE RANDOM PLAYILG
AROUND HAS SETTLED TO A SOFT BUT LRIVING ERUSH-
PATTERN WHICH RIDES ALL THE WaY THROUGH FOLLOWING)

ATHOT QTe99%64




FREEMAN
BAR-GIRLs
FREEMAN ¢
BAR-GIRL:
FREFMAN:
BAR-GIRL:

FREEEMAN:

BAR-GIRL:

FREEMAN:

RAR-GIRL:
DREEMAN:

BAR-GIRL1

BAR-GIRL!

PREEEMAN

BAR-GZRL:

FREFMALN:
BAR-GIRL:
FREEMATL: :

-18-

Say =- didn't you forget to tell me something?
No. You trying to start samething?

Ho. End scmething.

Hit the road, jJerk.
Okay. I'll just tell the cops a story T just thoughkt of.
Go on -~ blow!

Tt's sbout this bar-girl, you see, who knew all the while
who a certain killer was -- and wasn't telling. Laybe
beceuse she wanted to blackmall him -- meybe because she
had paid him to de i1t, to gel rid of the other --

You wouldn't!
(PAUBE)

I would, I'm giving you a chance, sister. Do

o]

zie the police on you -- or do you tell me?

WHISPER) G1l.

Py

(ATTER & PAUSE,
Whet?

Hig nanre. Gil. That's sll I know,
(DRGM HITE ITS STEADY ROLL NOW)

He'ls marrisad, see, and I

L2

o relp me, that's all T knov,

1

I

I never as< cguesticons --

{

idn't esk juestions.

When was the last time vyou saw him?

Last night -- this morning -- two o'elock, I was siill
cr: -- I had a date with the drwmmer -- then 811 =20 =
sudden -- the four of them went cut together --

The <wo women -- the dyummer -- and thiz Gil?

Veg, And that's all I ¥aow -- plesse --

not all you knovw! Where does he live! What does

he do! Where is he now!
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BARGIRL:

BARGIRL:
FREEMAN:
BARGIRL:

FPREEMAN

BARGZIRL:

FREEMAI ¢

QLD HAG:
OLD HAG:

FREEMAN:

OLD HAG:

FREEMAN:
CLD HAG:

- 19_

I don't know, I don't know, (SHE SCREAMS} Stop that
drumming, will you!

(DRUM OUT COLD)
(GOES INTO SOBS)
Come on, come -l
He's g delfcuse worker -- a -- g hillbilly, always
askingdhillbilly gongs from the band -- he -- he lives
with his mother -
Where? Where?
{LITERALLY SHRIEKING) Right around the corner, that's
where! (BREAKS) Right under your nose, around the
corner, Now leave me alane, leave me alene!

Ch—per—(GENPLER)—I—==—Itm—sorry;—but 700 Have Lo

ComG—-wiSh—me A rount-~She—corners
(DRUM UP SULDENLY AND FURIOUSLY AWT MJSIC P AND
AWAY)
(KNOCK ON DOOR WHICH OPENS)
G:1? (PAUSE) Oh. Thought you was my hoy.
(DOOR CLOSES)
Whet de you vant?  Whal—jpou—bringin'—her2ronnd rorv

G vty honTe;,ye v uts

Enevgh—of—thetT—Wherels your scn? baw{wgza;afi <
{CACKLE) He ain't here. He don't live hesre, Gnly says
he does, when he's got drinkin' and wenchin' to do.
(CUERULOUS)  In front of his own maw, too.. usin' my
heme for a --

That's enough! Where is he?

(KOPEFULY He in trouble?

ATHOT Q163966




FREEMAN:
OLD EAG:
TREEMAN:

OLD HAG:

FRZEMAN :

QLD HaG:

KILLER:

QLD HAG:
KITLER?®

OLD HAG:

KILLER:

~20 -

VWhere is he?

(CACKLE) Knowed he come to trovble. You the lew?

For the love of Mike, grandma =-- where is he now!

(RTAL WITCHLIXE) Now listen. Last night, he seld,

Maw, he saic, I'll want In tonight, lesve me the

door off the latch., Well, T latched 1t agin' him
a-purpose, tut he busted ln somehow, Or mebhbe I forgot.
(GrERULOUSY T'm jest a pore old woman --

Go on, EO Olawes

(CRAFTY) Ennahow, ke come in must of been 'round three
olclock., A'sneakin, and tippytoein', fallin' and
trippin', crunk 2s a hooter owl., Turrible drunk.

I uncw. I peeked, And -- and T hearzd. A-talkin' and
s-wiizperin' in his sleep! (SUDDENLY CUSRULOUS AND SENILELY
MATERLAL)  And -- and he was a-callin' for me, A-csllin'
Ser 73 mev.  (IMITATES) Maw, ke was hollerin', Maw. . .
Mavw., . .

(SLEEPTALKING DRUNKFNLY) Maw. . . mav, , {MUMBLL]

Ma-z-aw. . .7 done wrong. I got to hide, Maw,

(AR s tened—et—rim, .

(43 ZEFORE) Didn't mean nobody harm, msv, , . 1iis you
allus sa‘d. . . I et so crazy, so crazy crunk!
(RIIAPR—Mav—knevs—hasbeatd

{AS BEFORE) Just went for some beer. . sze my girl, ..
tco rich to drink . . then two women, they -- they made
o to me. . . cause I had a car. , . the young'un tooken

the drummer-man along. . .

(MORE)
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KILLFR: . . . we druv out a ways... 'long Johnnycake road.,..
(CoNT'D)
we drank some more, . . one of ‘em, . . we wag all drunk,..
i% was the drummer-man, told me to git out the car.... wy
own coyv, MEW,.., gun... he had e gun... he throved the
gun on me... I grob it out his hand.. 1t vent off...
(BIG GROAN} he dropped stone dead... I was drunk, out of
my head... tre women seen me, they knev e —- (zoB) I =~

I shot the old one and cut the young 'un and druv the car

avway ... &¥ay ... I had to get avay ... I got to g=tb

nwoy -- I got to get away!

KILLER: (=D 0F HIS ANGUISHED ROPE} I got to get away, I told
you! Come on! I got all the bags in the card Wnas're
—ou waitin! for! What kind of e wifc cre youl

WIFH: T'n a good wife, Gil. (2AUBE} I Lcard on the radio

chout the killin' last night.

KILLER: Srut ap, shut up!l
WIFE: I heard. Was 1t you, Gil? Was it you done 1t?
KILLER: I ves deunk -- they was tryin' to roll me -- T dida't

¥now wnat I was doin' -- I was so herrivle drunk (PALING)
I cian't ¥nov what I was doin',..
FREEMA ¢ (CROSSFADE'! ... anrd put in the lecad of the story ko
didn't know what Le wes doing, seespding—-So-nig-mothiTim
Seens he spent the hours right after the slaughtor at his
%—-"&r M-

motacr's, (PAUSE) What do you mean, mere? I haven't

evon called tho soliece yob!

KILLER: So you gobt to help me. I got to get avey!
WIFE: They're gonna come a-lookin' for you, Gil.
KILLER: They? HNobedy knows, HNobody knows but jyou.
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WIFE:
KILLER:
WIFE:
FRIEEMAL;
£SO
WITE
KITLFE:
WIF::
KITLIR:
WIFE:

_22..
They'li fiog you., They'll cone after you, Gil, Gil,
I don‘tAnobody tc come huntin' after my man. A4ll Inows
¥ou been bad Lo me, but that's bypones and forgivzns.
Go give up, Gll. Go give up.
Confess? Conlfess up? You crazy, woman?
You gald it was self-defendin' made you do it, and the
licker, Go tell 'em, Gil. Flcasc. Mebee somcbody seen
vou., IMabbe -- mebbe your maw knovws, thco way you chatter
in your sleep. You Xnow you do ramble on in your (FADRE)

leen time end time again....

i1

(CROSSING I} ...stayed that night at his mother's and
tzlked the ¥h-ile thing out in his sleep, sergeant, 4nd
the last he sald was "I got to get svar." So pick me

up in o osguad ear hoere and -- (PAUSEY (AUGRY) Whet oo you
ncan? I got the guy andé the address feor jou -- plel me2

up here end toke me along for the pinch cor vou den't

g=t the addreoss! (PAUSEY Thet'!s bettoer, Hoe 1llves at --
SUZDEN WIPE AND BEHIND)

Ang the law can £ind you out, GI11, They'll find you

sure,
Crly if vou told ‘em.
ey

Yos, yvou, Yantin' me to call the law and 'Pess up.
i /)L(: + o 3

So's you can pget shes of nig, huh?

Ho, Gil, no -- just so's we won't live in [eap of

sorEbody comin, Tercver, Just so's we wen't live

%)
j=3
119

afeard of a step on the stair, feared of & knocxk on *
docr, a ring cn the tell --

(A KNOCK}

RTXOT Q1e83H9
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GIL:

WIFE:
GIL:

GIL:

WIFE:
GIL:

GIL:

LANDLADY &
GIL:
LANDLADY 1

GIL:

LANDLADY ¢

LANDLADY ¢

=23~

Lord}
See, Gil? See? I knowed!
Shut up, shut up!

{KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK)
(WHISPER) The law -- you called the law on me, you
Tugag=stomap |
No, Gi1 == no, no --
You done betrayed me --

(DOOR KNOCKS AGAIN FURIOUSLY)
(HIS8) Stand by me here! I'm openin' up! One move -~
one word -- if it's the law -- and before they take
me -- my knife'll take you! Now!

{DOOR OPENED)
Goin' somevheres, folks?
Uhh == yeah, yeah. 8Sure,
Not without payin' me them two months' »ent, you ain't.
Car all packed, engine all runnin' -- (SHRILL) Who you
think you are, tryin' to beat me out of my rent? G imme
my eighty dollars!
{SUDDEN) Got out of my way! Come on, wife!

(RATTLE OF FEET ON STAIRS AND REPREATING PENIID IS

HEARD)
(YELLING) Stop him! Stop them! Police!
cerpets, burned—holes—mmy Torntshine;—bost—me—ouk_of.
Iy—rentd -~ WHO'S GONNA PAY ME! WHOLB-GORNA—RAY_FOR-THE—
DAMAGE THET Y's—DoNrt+

{PCOTSTEPS T0O DOOR WHICH OPENS.

(SHRIEKX) Who's gonna pey!

Ruilned wny

WE HEAR --)

ATKO1 01638870




{MUSIC: _ _
NARHATOR ¢

CEAPPELL:

-2 i_l__

(DOOR SLAMS, FEET STOP SUDDENLY. SILENCE)
You're gonna pay, Gil,
Vho'lre you? Oute my way.
Uh~uh, Look who's sitting in your car, Gil. The man's got
a mach ne gun.
The law!
And the sguad car in the driveway's got another,
(PAUSE) That's all, G1l. (PAUSE) Give me the knite,
HIT AVD GQ BEHIND)
On the knife ~- a3 on & shirt stuffed in the trashcan,
es oh the cushions of hisg getawayizgs on the ggggéiggé%;-
of the killer -- spots. Under the law's microscone --
blood. You, Freeman, pleyed it right, It wasn't just
three ol a kind., It was twe palr -- one jack wild. {PAUSE)
Ace boats,
in just a moment we will read you a telegram from Edward
M. Freeman of the Baltimore News FPost with the finnl

cutcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

EARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #127

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoxingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionzlly fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Pilters the smoke and makes it pild.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you stioke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
tharn that of any other leading cigarette. Morcover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you @
lenger filter of traditionally fine, mellow tobocecos - to
guard against throat-scratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,
mildness and sotlsfactisn no other ciparctite offers you.
Guard aganinst threat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

4sk for the lonper, {iner cigarette in the distinguished

red package « PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - tputstanding!®

Ard - they are mild!l
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Edward Freeman of the
Raltinore News-Post.

FREEMAN: Killer in tonight's Big Story was taken te Police
deadqguarters and questionced. After several hours of
interrogation at which T was present, he confessed to
the killings but pleaded self defense. He was irnedlately
locked in a separate ¢ell under special guzrd to prevent
any suicide attenpt. Mlthough case was removed to another
county to cnsure unprejudiced trial, he was finally
tried ond econvieted of the three rurders. He—roosived
sa—tokal-of 38 sonsecubive—yeara-in-prisenyed_stronger
serkenve—then-tife—tryrisormentiteel$. Thasks a lot
for innight!'s PELL MELL AWARD,

CHAPPILL: Thank you Mr. Freeman,..the makers of PELLD MELL FAMOUS

IGARETTES arc proud to present you the PELL MELL $500

(!

iward for notable service in the field of journalisn.
HARRICE: tisten again next week, same tine, same station, when
EELL MPLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another 3IG
STORY - 4 DIGC STORY fronm the front pages of the
cleveland Ohlo Press - by-line, Williaz Miller. A& BIG
STORY about n killer and his eccascience ~nd a reporter

wno froced then beth,
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CHAPPELL:

{Mysi1cs

CHAPFELL:

ANNCR:

...2?._

The BIG STORY 1ls produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program wes
written by Alan Sloan, Your narrator was Bob Bloane,

and Bill Quinn played the part of Edward Freeman. In
order to protect the names of people actually involved in
tonight's suthentic BIG STORY the names of all characters
in the dramatization were changed with the exceptlon

of the reporter, Mr, Freeman.

=oiad oob e VA A S

This is Erpest Chappell speaking for the makers of FELL

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

peggy/dd/8/18/49pm
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY . No. 128
(WILLIAM MILLER, CLEVELAND FREGSS, QHIO)
gO:OO -~ 10:30 PM SEPTZVBER 7. 1949 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG 3TORY !
(MUSIC: _ _FANFARE_INTO ....)
(CLOCK LOUDLY TICKING. KEEF UNDER THROUGEOUT)
MONTY : (NERVOUS, TENSE, CAN'T SLEEP. [LOW IN BED) (HALF TO
HIMSELF) Twenty after two. I got to sleep. I got
to get to sleep.
(HE _PURNE—IH-PEE—MAYPRHIPS-HES-RILLOW. CLOCK
UP}
D BT —gob—to—Eo—~bo—5160P
LNE: (STTRRING) (NOT REALLY AWAKE} Thet you, Monty?
FMOHTY « San, shh, g0 back to sleep. Sdke.
ANNE: (SAME} Whatsamatter?
MONTY : &rh, nothlng, Anne, nothing - go Lo leepr—iir:
~ANNE putisuma (OO -CODE— B PP PO GEERPY
B iy
FOTF ek
QLD MAW: (#ILTER, THIS I3 MONTY 'S CONSCIENCE LAUCGHS SOFTLY)
fothing, Monty? Nothing dlid you say? Lotning --
MONTY ¢ (TERRIFIED) He's tack; he's talking again! He's back!
OLD MAN: (F} I never went away, Monty, I'll always be here -~
wrersver you are -- because you sce, Monty, you're & liar,
s fake, a fraud. A murderer!
{MUSIC: _ _COMES_IN STOWLY, BUILDS. THEN_HITS, THEN DOWN_FOR:)
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

o

THE BIG STORY'! Here 1s Americs, its scund and its

fury, its joy and 1ts scrrow, as faithfully reported

by the men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.
{(*LAT) Cleveland, Ohlo, from the pages of the Clevelend
fress, the story of a man who was convicted of marden
and died every day of his life until & rsporter brought
him freedom. #aé tonlght, to that reporter, Bill Miller,
of the Cleveland Press, for his BIG STORY, goes the

FELL MELL AWARD.

(COMMERCIAL}
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRIC]

LS

CHAPPELL

-

EARRICE:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAN #128

QPENING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL!'S greater leneth of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and maokes it mild.

Puff by puff wvou're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puf? PELL MOLL smoke iz filtered f{urther
thar that of any other leading cigarcite. MWorgover,
after § ruffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL still
gives you a longer filter of fine tobaccas - to guard

ara’nst tnroat-scratch.

Far PFLL KMELL'S grsater length travels (ke smoks further

on iTs way tc your throat - filters it nziurally through

ELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mcliow

e

guarsis azalnst throat-serateh.
Yes, rilL ZLL'S fine tobaccos give you 2 smopthness,

=iidress and sotisfaction ne agther clgzreils ffers you.

Sunrd against threat-scratelkl
Enjoy snooth smoking!

Ask for the lenger, fiher cigarette i the distinguished

red packaze - PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETITHS -

Ard - they ares nildl
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{MusIC:

CHAPPELL:

NARR:

GUS:

(MUSYC:

NARR:

MONTY :

-q-

_INTRO_{SERIOUS) UNDER: ...)

Now the story as it sctuaslly happened; Bill Miller's
story as he llved it, Cleveland, Ohlo.

Human interest stories ars your specislty, Bill Miller,
reporter for the Cleveland Press: the things that make
people tick, why a man end wife, seemingly heppily
rerried, end up in death; why two brothers store
NnEewspapsers dnd empty bottles for 30 yesrs and never leave
thelr home; why e wildow leaves her fortune to two pet
dogs and s cat -- all the strange and warm and welrd
end wonderful things that meke human belngs the most
exctt;ng-story on sarth. And you foce one now, a human
baing, but only a shadow of & man -- a tall, gaunt man
in his 40's who aimlessly stirs the cup of cold coffee
in front of him, You met him, five minutes ago, when
Gus, the proprietor of your favorlte all-night beanery
¢elled and sald ...

My, Miller, there's a guy here ~ in my plece - says he
wents to talk to you. Come gver il you cen, will you?
He's been aliting here -f9;£::2:dayl~aon--- thatl's right

24/
& hours, ain't et & thing, ain't moved - Just sits

@ Lo

stirring & cup of coffee, Phseedayed -

You never saw the man before; you're sure he doesn't know
you, After & while, & good five minutes more - he stops
stirring and looks at you with troubled blue eyes ...

[

You believe in voices? e e

RTHO1 Q169873




BILL:

MONTY ¢

BILL:

MONTY :

BILL:

MONTY :

BILL:

MONTY ¢

BILL:
MONTY :

BILL:

-5-

(YoUNG, BUT A SOLID PERSON, SOMEONE YOU'D CONFIDE IN)
What do you mean - volces?

£t nigat, or sven In the day - & volce that talks to you
en old man's volce -- that tells you things =- things
that are the trutu.

I don't ¥now what you mean. (PAUSE) Way don't you begin
2t the beglnning.

(CRAFTY) Your name is Miller, rlght? How did you know

I wes thinking about you? HE tell you?

¥ow, take 1t emsy. I'm Bill Miller. Gus (that's Gus over
thepre behind the counter) - Gus sald you wanted to telk
to me. He phoned and I ceme over. o volees; no old
mar'!s volce.

You swear?

rhet's the truth. (GENTLY NOW) What's a matter, feller?
{ PAUSE)

(Il &4 BURST) Look, you write those things in the paper -
about people - why they do things, what goes on Inside
them, things like that? You'rs toe ons, right?

crhat's right,

Then will you listen and - no matter what I say - will
TOu SWesr you won't tell nobody and (BEGGING KOW) Please
will you just listen and tell me what to do?

Sure, feller - 1f I can. Why don't you get a cup of
coffee? Eob coffee.

Yeah - yeeh -- that'd be nlce.

coffee, Gus -- hot znd black.

RTHOT 0169980
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WARR: He sips the coffee, greedily, holding the cup in both
hands. Hs drains the scalding liquid. You offer hima
clearette and he sucks in deeply and then, for the first
time, wermth comes Iinto his eyes and he relaxes and
talks

MONTY : Fifteen yeers ago, up Michlgan Stete, I was a lumberjack,
Lrrbe—E—took it T o t-de—my—phers , ) Mo
end a buddy, Joe Hasler, had-a—praes - o shack. HWe—

Sone.pretiv—sentr—iedoneo-pretii—rood - bti~bhe~troubte
ki ppont f-srerHdnm ?
~BrEb-———tdmed )
Ry
MONTY ; Hur-oombrrp-bo-Ldnas $had winter, friend of Joo's come

to live with us - Ted Haney (He was 2 lumberman, too.)
Ted was married, just got married and him and Edna and

J0e &nd me lived in the shack.

BILL: The four of you?

MONTY : (RITTER) The four of us, No four people can live
together 1n o shack in the woods - nobt three wen and o
woman , aed-hen-bho-yomndle-dtire-fdne ., . The first week

was 211 right, but the second wesk

B B s mermrr oot ST DB e el th s GBS 5 SO TUO DA bt oy P e,

PO R P B R F HRO—OH AT

TED: ey, what 1= this? Ednz? We supposed to gat thils?

e A ATV} B hadtr by g 2 2 8 o~ Tot-HaReFw—ing~tPropre-ainlt—goad
BRBURN--LOT- I oure B TTTrre b P-anobhe e .

B pessiemetmt sty Py o e bl o o 845 LB g-=BaL I S

EDNA - Aln't thet too bad? Don't sat. Go cut and chop wood
and lgave your wife allhalone all wesk - go ahead, see

1 I care.

ATHOT Q163981




TED:

EDNA:

MONTY :

TED:

MONTY :
EDNA;

TED:
{MUSIC;

MONTY :

TED:
MONTY
TED:
MONTY s
TED:

_?-
Whetsamattsyr with you?
Why don't you act like Monty, here? Why don't you stick
syound the cabin once in a while? Like Monty does?

{NOT REALLY ANNOYED) Hey, now, Edna, what are you
giving out with?

(SUSPICIOUS) Yeah, What are you giving out with? I
thought you sald you weore going up to the Peninsuls, Monty?

I got through early,
See what I mean? Monty been around threo days - where

yod bteen? Rather go out in the woods than spend time

with your wife, '

You shut up! Letts eat!

Sure I'd been at the cabin 3 days, bhut there wasn't

nothing between us., She vas Ted's wifé and, for ﬁé;:"

that wos that - But-Edne—woeidwit-~lob~itwgo-mi—tiet:

Next wesk she needled him about Joe being alone with her

and how good looking Jos was; and the week_gfter that
ANl L

she tried 1t on me apgein., It got 50, Ted Wb RSl b

e —etemagbue—and—-trorrone-nighd-he c2me after me with

a ¢club ,..

T111 k11l you.

Put it down, Ted, put it down. You'lre crazZy.

Edna told me.

Fdne's o liar, Put it down. ™

I'11 get you, Monty. I'll get Jd;:' I'11 geot the both

of you.

(PAUSE)

ATX01 0163982




MONTY «

MONTY ¢

MONTY :

MONTY :

BILL:

MOMNTY :

-..8..
(NARRATING) He wes hali-nubs because of her, ~bhe—lees—
sho-teld, And then what had to happen, heppensd. I

was coming bock Trom the woods one meorning, bhone-wos-

* Fravmfarrpe (T T T I T
segspot?) end all of o sudden --

(BULLET WHIZZES PAST)

oA

T oo Tod a hundred yards off, near the shack - alming
stralght at me ...

(BULLET AGAIN)
I had a rifle with me. I raised 1t and --

(ON MIKE SHOT)
-~ then I just turned and wolked eway. I don't think
T kit him, but I dlén't walt to see. Lilke I was, I -
welked off end decided naver to come back,

(PAUSE) "wo days later, I read it in the paper ...

WoODSHAY KILLED IN FIGHT OVER WIFE. Tsd Haney shot.

IR PRI
=

Jog Haslor murder,

I oetldn't believe my eyes - Ted dead cond Joe;é;;e§£§d;
could I heve dons 1t? I asked myseli if maybe that shot
I'd rired killed him? That was irpossible. I flgured
1'a forget nbout the whole thing - and I would have,
wr. Miller, I would of, except -- thet's when I Tirst

gard him talking --

Heard wne, lonty

Tho Gld Man., F—wartegetdin Gl ot -Gt i itan o aliidiy

LR Ot et G Sl ., .
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OLD MAN: (F) Running oubt, Monty? Running out on Joe? Good
0le Joe Hasler, your best friend, and you're running
out to leave him face 2 murder rap.
( PAUSE)
MONTY : That was the first tims I heard him. So I went back -
up to the police and said what happened. They listencd

end they freed Jog Hasler. They arrested me for murder.

MONTY ; There was nothing against me - no resal evidence -
just circumstantial - but the jury didn't take long to
conz in. They found me guilty of murder and I was
sentenced to 1life imprisonment. (FAUSE) That's right,

I wes found gullty of murder. That surprises you, don't
1t, Mr, Miller?

BILL: I'm wondering what you'rz doing sitting In Gus' beanery,
if thatts what you mesan.

MONTY + Youa'rz o nice guy, level - T'm gled IT'm talking to you.
{PAUSE) Well -~ the jall 2t Marguette 1s okzy as jells
go. I got to be = trustese -- drove for the Warden
(Wordon-tebe) - and one day, 1t was o nics spring day,

I remembsr, I took off. Escaped., And that same day

torby-Eeaeh-dlsappenrsd. The men I used to be disappearod
of I' the f=z=ce of the zerth.

MONTY : I took & nev name: Gsorge Montcgue {They call me Monty.)
I moved to Clevsland and started a new life. Flrst,
every cop I saw I thought he was after me. Then 1t
got easler and sasler - and then I met Anne. {I was

working 1n a garage at the time - mechanie.)

ATHKGOT G163384




AYWNE :

MONTY :
ANNE:

MONTY =
AKNE:
MONTY :
ANNE :
MONTY :

ANNE:

MONTY :

BILL:
MONTY :

..10_
Would you mind -- (FLEASED, SHE INTERRUPTS HERSELF)
-~ 0Oh, hello, you're new?
That's right, ma'm, What can I do for you?
¥ell, you see - there's somsthing the matter with my
car. The coarburetor or the exhasust or maybe therc'a
no gas or -- I guess I don't know much about cars,
Flx it for me, will you?
I'1l sse what I can do, ma'm.
Do I look that old?
Pzrdon?
I mean the "Ma'am".
(LAUGHS) I'm sorry. It's just the way I talk.
well make 1t, "Miss" - or bettesr still - I think make

1t "inne".

It went fast, Mr, Miller - by ths time I'd fixsd her
cer three times, the "Anne" becams "Baby" - and - well,

we ware married within six months: most wonderful glirl

in the world. After our kid was born (that's when Lt was,

wnzl thlngs were really great - Mr. and Mrs. George
Montogue cnd son) - he came back., Thzt's when he reelly
ea&f%eﬁnﬁeégeme—back -

The 014 Man?

The 014 Man., Like the 01d Xan of the Sea, weulnow-bhe
S PN L A B F R =D - OUT DR ot T oty ouFr b e ger b G

shing He came back, At night mostly, just before I went

to slecp - that's when he'd come --

ATKGT 0168385




QLD MAN:

MONTY :
OLD MAN:

MONTY ;

OLD MAN:

MONTY :

BILL:
MONTY:
BILL:

-11~-
{F) (LAUGHS) Menbtys Hello Monty. Did you think I'd
gone? I dldn't go -- not for & minute. I've been here
ell along. All slong, Monty. (PAUSE} So youlre
rospecteble, now, You got & wife and a aon.
Respectaebla. Respectable murderer -- that's what you
are, Liar, cheat, murdsrsr, VWhy don't you tell her
vwho you mre; your real name; what you done? How you'rs
e conviet, an e&scaped convict -
Stop 1t, stop 1%! (PLEADING) Please stop it!
(¥} It's not me, talking Monty - so how can I stop it?
It's you talklng, Monty - you telking to yourself.

You, yourself and your conscience - nobedy else.

—tr o, ARTTEL

We moved, We left Cleveland and went %o Jersey. o
was there, too. We moved South, He foldowed us.

We went West - he was always there - always with me -
And when we came back to Clevesland & year ogo - he was
here too. He's olweys here - Blways - always!

(F) And I'm wlth you the rest of your life.

(VIOLENT) Did you hear him? Just nov - dld you hear
him? He just talked, Mr. Miller.

Okay, Monty -- I understand.

But didn't you hear him, just novw --

Here, take this - try this coffee. Go ahead,

"{PAUSE)

RTXO1 0163986
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MOTTY : Last week, see -- last week the kild was 12, It was
his birthday. We had a party and he had all his friends
over, A great time and -- after it's over -- he comes
up to me {He looks just like me, too) end he throws his
arme around me and he says - I swear he said it himselfl -
he saysi "Dad, when I grow up Dad -- I vent to he llke
you, just like you -- " (ALMOST CRYING) That's what
te sald to me. "Just like me."

BILL: I'm sorry, Monty.

MONTY : (ROPE'S END) What am I gonna do, Mr. Miller? I can't
face i1t -- T can’t tell him the truth. I can't tell
anne. And if I don't tell - then he's there -
every night, worse end vorse, the Q0ld Men, What am

-

I gonna deo?

{ PAUSE) L
BILL: You've besn herez;h;;;md;&e: Monty, rignt?
MONTY : I guess S0,
BILL: Okay, T'1ll tell you what I think - you don't have to do

1t. Go on home. Anne's worried, so will the kid be.
Go on home znd stay there. I'll call you. I want to
cnink over what you told me -- and then I'1l call you

gnd let you know,

MONTY & Qkay, anything you say, Mr. ¥iller.
BILL: Just go home and stay there - £i11 T call., OQkay?
MONTY : Okay, Mr., Mlller, (RELIEVED) Gee, it's great to talk

to & human belng who understends, Thanks,

(MUSIC: COMES_IN WITH_NARE:)
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NARE:

BILL:

_13_
He goes, the thin guant man -~ welking stralght becauss
he 's unburdened his soul - and you, Bill Miller, sit now
with a new problem. What sre you goling to do? Thils
man, who has suffered for 15 years, who's consclence
has tortured him &3 no priscn ever could - this man who
has led o decent and uprlght life for 15 years -- should
he go back and fTace jall for the rest of his life? Is
this what soclety expects? Should you, as you sasily
could, forget the whole matter and let things stand as
they are? Why not - whe says this men Is a murderaf?
Lre you the judge and jury are you God? Have you the
right to sentence him te life imprisonment? (PAUSE)
Fut in asking these questions you know what you must do,
B11l1l ¥Miller, for each of us carries an 0ld Jan on our
baczs., And so sadly you go to the nearest telephone
o A
(SAD) Hello, State Penitentiary - gilve me the warden's
office. I want Ho report that I've locatsd an escaped

convict - a man wanted Tor murder.

(::IDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATHKOT Q162388




CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE!
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE!:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELLy

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #128

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
Guard sgainst throat-scratch!

Enjoy snooth smokingl

PELL MZLL'S greater length of traditionally fine tocbaccos
travels the spoke further....

Fllters the smoke and nakes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further

than that of any other leading cigarette. Mercover, after
% puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you &
longer fiiter of fine.tobaccos = to punrd against
throat-seratceh, .

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S $raditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
azainst throat-scratch,

Yos, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos gives you a spoothness,

mildnoss and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
fuard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy suocth smoking!

Ask for the lonzer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -~ '"Qutstandinglt
And - they are nild!l
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{MUBIC;:
HARRICE:

NARR:

WARDEN
BILL:
WARDEN :

BILL:

WARDEN s

BILL:
WARDEN :

- l 5 -
_INTRO_AND UNDER:)_
This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and
the BIG STORY of B1lll Miller, as he lived it and wrote
1t ...
Ten minutes ago, & man finished telling you the story
of his life, Bill Miller, reporter for the Cleveland
Press; you heard of a man senhtenced for murder, who
escaped from prison, took on & new name and a nevw life
end lived a 1ie for 15 years, You heard his confession,
Bill Miller, and then you did {(not whet you wented to do)
but what you felt you hed to do - you called the warden
of* the State Penitentiery at Marquette. 7You told him
“that you had found the escaped convict end s;nt him
home to wait, until you called him agein., And the warden -
blezed 2t you --
(FILTER) What are you, Miller -- a feool?
What do you meant
() Whet do I mean! This man is a&n escaped murderar,
You just took 1t on yourself to send thls man home and
told him te walt untll you phoned him.
That's right, I don't see -~
(INTERRUPTS) You don't see! Did it ever occur to you
thet he might not be at home quletly walting for your
¢ell, This man has commltted murder. For 15 years he's
bteen wanied - and novw he's supposed to bs sitting calmly
at.home - just like that,
I think that's vhat he's dolng.

# Fe /, Tl It tes éﬁ
You think! YOU THINK! O Ziﬁ)agﬁuzd¢¢g Yrtre
rk bt Vo dued 0 en g—roehi—potite—anitive
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o i Lk g sl ot gat 14 0 SRl I AR A b i i oy v s aag

e T e o o e L ea vy mat v 4 (B ol

L 8- oo blli Gt sitimbh ot arderr-tit - rhon-roe-tedl
LiE -y our-ssory-——onty--te-tanmarge-hovasossebemttay
polite.as.bhe wardends..bind u begln to wonder: maybe

S84 Mnybe he did skip.
Meybe having cohfsssed 1t 211 to you, he took off =and, as
he.did before, silently vanished. ¥You grab a cab and
gééﬁéfraight for nls house, the addrgss he gave you in
ths besnery -- just before he left.

(DOOR BELL (CHIMES) DOOR OPENS)

Frs, Montague? I'm Bill Miller.

LEA3ED, BUT 38AD WITHALL) Please come in, Mr. Miller.
(UNDER DIALOGUE, DOOR CLQOSES)

Is -- Is ¥onty here? T nean --

iz =0ld me everything, dr., Miller.

Hz's upstairs, ee—Médides - asleep, The first sound sleep

he's had in 15 years. She—tinsi pecps. Fe laoks liks
feitdd,  Did you bhink ho'd heve gone? (BILL: Ko, I -- )

Not Monty. Wever Monty. He's net that kind of man.

BILL: tory PR
-Lhinkejttenecessary.,;

S Lo A BB, . . )

NAER:

AN - Yes?

BILL:

ANNE: (5

BILL:

ANNE:

BILL: But ne's herc --7

ANNE:

BILL: I mow,

BTHOT 0169991
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ANNE: {(MUSING) I've known - all along I've known. HNot exactly
what 1t was that he did, whet was troubling him -- but

I ¥new it was something. 4nd now thet it's out - I'm so

grateful Lo you, Mr. Milier, ws all ars ~- I can breathe

beceuss he can breathe.

HILL: He's gulte o guy. Gets under your skin,

ANNE ; I know. My, Miller, wesve—pot—es—rhmnti—fr=tfov—miadEe s
efangedpe-atrt T-wrrives - could I ask you something?
It s—pmeaw et T e e hrman  WE T R T e e ire e -

but- I m-going - to sk dbvbidon bty -nover-ronitr

BILL: Sure, Mrs. Montague.

ANNE: Vhat Monty said happened up in those north woods, I'm
surs happened - excctly as he told it. If he killed, 1t
wos In selr-defense, But vwhatsver happsned, T don't
think ne deserves to go back to prison. and from wiaat he
told me shout you -- 1 don't think you think so elther,

BILL: You're qulte o person yourssll.

LHNE: Mr. Miller, vou know chout these things - belng a reporter
and everythinz. Couldn't something be done? I don't
know what - bub couldn't something be done to provs that

(CRYING) that Monty's served his time, served moro than

nis tlme,
BILL: That's o tall order, ra'm,
ANNE : T know. (Thot's whet hes used to czll ms - "Ma'am").
BILL: It's o toll order - bul - supoose we Lry.
(MUSIC: _ _U2 (SWEETLY) AND UKDER:)
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NARR:

JOE:

JUDGE :

NARR:

~18-
1The chimes ring agaln, at the door, and George Montaguse,
(tlonty to his friends,) is taken back to prison. And
now your work, your real work, begins, {FAUSE) The case
1s clrcumstentlal, so thers are no real witnessss that
would count. What about Joe Hasler, his friend? You
track down Joe Hasler - it takes a week, but you track
Eim down ~-- but all Joe Hasler cen say is ...
I wasn't near the shock that dey, mister, I was up in

the woods., But moybe Edna could help, Fése—bdret :

Meyoe Edna could help., But where is she? You trace

Edna for another wegk, then twe weeks and find -

_STTHG ...)
nothing,
SANME A UNDILR)

) PPy
You speak tomww tell him your story,

angd the only thing he can say is -
/1(
I':m sorry, Mr. Miller, but if 2, recpened every case that
7
ceme before we on the besls of what youtve said - no

~emiaad case'd sver be setilsed., DIl you ever meet o

criminal who wasn't innocent?

Ths Parols doard says the same thing, and the Warden
{though admlitting Monty was a model rrisoner) had nething
to £dd, 8ix weeks eftsr you start trying to zet Monty
his resdom - you wind up In a2 dead end. You see his
wife, Anne, and you tell her - because frankneass and

honesty are the only things you can use wlth a woman 1lke

Anne. B3he smliles, shakes your hand and says ...

ATHOT G1R3333




ANNE:

BILL:
ANNE :

BILL:
ANNE;

BILL:
ANNE:

BILL:

MARR:

MARK :
BII.L:
MARK :

~19-
Plezse, Mr. M1ller - don't take it like that. You've
dons so mueh for us alrsady. Forget 1t, please, forget
it. |
But there must be something. There's got to be.
You've done more than I thought was possible. I pgusss
we'll just -- unless - oh, that's crazy.
Whaet? What's crazy? Unless whot?
Nothing. It wns just a straw I woas grasping at. The
prosecutor In the case was such a falr-minded men.
Monty told me atout him - but what could be done?

Whet was hls name?

CHA RS W ettt et G RN EY s i S AL Y a5 =

B 1ia 0 - WELFSY e w4 % - - e Sty =TT ¢

Mcaty seld he was the Test prosecutor in the country -

Fork Sanders: (asg Anne had aaid) was the tougnest ran to
beat in the Midwest, one of the smartest and most honest
‘n the country. If you could get to him - tell him
Wonsy's stery - maybe, maybe (it was 2 slim chance) --
wnybhe you'd have something.

.(K?-IOCK ON DOCR)
Come In -- (DOOR)
I'm locking for Mpr. Mark Sanders,

Senior?

RTKOT Q1569934




BILL:
MARK:

MNARR:

MARK :

BILL:

MARL :

BILL:

MARK:

BILL:

~-20-

That's right?

N
PRI

I'm sorry - I'm Mark Sanders, Jr. -- Dad died mm;‘““‘
Zosikbe B0,
_HIT3 AND UNDER ...)

That bursts 1t, the small balloon of hope, you carried

with you -- 1t's over, BEverything's over. And becauss

you're in hls office, and because this son of his,

erk Sanders Jr., has o firm gentle face - you tell him
ell that's happensd %o you in the past months. He
listens, rubs his face thoughtfully, then seys -

Mr. Miller - it's a very moving story, a deeply human
one.

Ygah, but -=- Monty!s in jall for life.

I'2 en attorney, Mr. Miller. I worked with nd for

Tive yeors hefore his death - thsre's one thing I'm
going to do.

Tne whole thing's over, flnished - it's useless.

ioyee so. I'm not offering any hope == but you see

my father was not only an honest prosecuter. He was a
meticulous ons. He kept notes on every casg he
trosaecUuted - detalled notez. I'm sure in his fliles
wabedde= - therats o full statement of just what he
celieved about Monty. If you've gobt the time - I'd like
to open that file and see whot's inside.

What did you say -~ "If I've got the time". If I've got

the time!
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BILL:

BILL:
MARK

BILL:

MARK «

BILL:

{mMusIC

Al

..21..
{ PAPERS BEING LAID ON TABLE)
Nothing - absoclutely nothing.
Walt 2 minute,
What have you got?
Listen to this. (This 1s Dod's summation to the jury,
",adies snd Gentlemen of the jury - these are the facts
in the cesse: if you believe the defendant is guilty,
then bring in s verdict to that effect; if you think
him innocent - then bring in & verdict to that effect,"
I don't got it. Isn't that the way any prosecutor
SUIas upt
Hot Dad, When Dad was sure of scomething, he said 1t.
I 3Q,hqub83n sure of Monty's gullt: He would have
dondunced him for o murdsrer and demanded o verdict
of gullty.
(GETTING EXCITED) You meon that?
I'm absolutely certein. But even more thon that -
you've read through all these notes, so have I - not
once did Dad sey he wos gurg of Monty's gullt.
- DO G -B AR T BB IO B BV AP SR« RO HD I —EHPD", )
Ch&b~mosns~her-hmgemperyrsonabls-doubst~~bookrhera: Jlocase
prvetyctroumstin T, -And--thise-tDefendantlen~story
rayp-be-bhorbrubdeet (PAUSE) Mp. Miller, I lmow my Dad -
I worked with him - from these notes I'd be willing to
swear that Dad left it entirely to the jury, that he
himself did not think Monty gutilty,
: UP AND UNDER:)

- o7

Bty Gt Gahll s QL2 (s G te Bomact stiled yees ol e
;;QJV Jias ebdierskuritl

(ﬂ%U/C)
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WARR: ARG-mOw T R Pokdpeatronge et e -t B R U FEIT IS,
Ygu-getutha.statement”éf“hiéfﬁiféwéﬁhté'thd kind of man
N e
heyas: you-got ‘thé statements of his friends and
&

ors (who all agrss) you writé up the full story as

Monty-ﬁ 1d 1t to ‘you = and you sk the son of the man who
prosecutdll- Monty td take it all before the Pardon Board.
Yoq“ask"ph devoted san to.speak-in the words-that his
ﬂather'voqu%ngé“used't0'revérsc“h“case'that~hemh1mself
ﬁm@eeea&eéav&ggd he dops i®, Mark Sasnders, Jr., one of
the fincst young wemimina¥ lawyers in the country
presents the facts. And the Boerd listens. And a 1ittle
later the Beard acts
(ZAUSE)

BOARD: ir. tkhe face of inforaatien presentod - Monty Erman

(alizs Geovrge Mortapue) -- is granted his relicease.

CHAFPELL: In just o moment we will read you a telegrom from
Williom Miller of the Clevcland Press with the final
outtome of toniphbt's BIG STORY.

(MUSIC; _ _STTiiz}

(CLOSING COMVERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HAFRRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #128

CLOZING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S ereater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke furthor.... .
Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puf® by wuff youlre always shead whern you smcke PELL MELL.
4% the first puff PELL MELL smoko is filtered further
than that of any cther leading clgarstte. Horeover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL still zives you a

longer £ilter of traditionally fine, mellow tobacecos - to

gunrd arainst throat-scratch.

Yes, FILL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a gnrigthness,

milcircez zrd sotisfaction no other cigarei:e offers you.

Guard agzinst throat-seratehl!
Enjoy soecoth smokingl

Ask for o the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red prexazs - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARBITES - "Qutstandingl"

And - toev are niidl

ATHOT 0163998




— e e m e

CHAPPELL:

MILLER:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

.

.

Now we read you that telegram from William Miller of the
Cleveland Prass. R
On the might of his release Y visited 'kdujﬁt his home,
Surrounded by his happy family, he turned éo me and said
"You know something? - this 15 the first time I've felt
G sty
alive, really alive, in 15 years, ’ ihanks,“_:%;?ﬁt&r
learned-he got back his 0ld job aféa“ﬁ?.é”é;”a hi;h';;
regpected cltizen of his communlty. My sincere
appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD,
Thank you, Mr, Miller. The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to presant you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the_field of Journalism.
Listen agaln next week, same time, aﬁﬁe station, wheri PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY -
a BIG STORY from the front pages of the Duluth, Minnascte
New Tribune == by=line, Pravost Coulter. A BIG STORY
about a dog that lived - a family that died -« and a

reporter who proved i1t was murder.
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" CHAPPELL:

»
" —

CHAPFELL:

ANNCR:

—25_

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with

mueic by Vladimir Sellnsky. Tonight's program was written
by Arnold Perl and jour naerrstor was Bob Sloane, Lawson
Zerbe played the part of William Miller. In order to
protect the names of paople actwally involved in tonight's
authentic BIG STORY the names of all characters in the
dramatization were changed with the exception of the
reporter Mr. Miller.

e e e

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

This is NBC ... THE NATIONAL BRO&DOASTING COMPANY .

AT [ | I

JOAN
8/26/43 p.m.
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WNBC & NET PHE BIG STORY #129

(3> )

1C:00 - 10:20 FM SEPTEMEER 1%, 1949 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: FELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present .... THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE_AND OUT FOR)

HARR: 1% began at four o'clock one merning, in the little

town of Mahtowa, nean Buluth, A fierny glow reddened the
gky, end—then....
(THE SCREAM OF A COUNTRY FIRE ALARM, PERHAPS SOME-
CEING LIKE AN AIR-RAID SIREN. IT RISES AKD FALLS,
URGENTLY )
IARR @ Msntowa iz only a little town, and the veolunteer fire
brigzde d4ld 2ts best. The men tumbled from thelr keds

ard raced to the Plrehouse, and then te ths scene of the

fleg, .
(CLANGING OF FIRE BRLL, ON FIRE TRUCK)
CHIEF: (¥21LS) There it 1s, boys! It's the Lovett house !
(ROAR OF BLAZE UP HIGH)
NARR: Eut trey were too late. The house was 2 blazing

ceildéron. They did what they could. Then the Flre

ortaf went in...and wren he came out...his facs was

white with the pale of death....

CHIEY: (zREAKS) Taree of 'em. The mother and two klds.....
tupned Lo a evrisz! Three of them...and they never had a
ananee !

(MUSIC: P EIG AND UNDER FCR}
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CHAPPELL:

-
THE BIG STORY! Iere is America, its sound and its fury,
its joy and Ilts sorrow, as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great Arerican newspapers. (FLAT)
Tuluth, Minnescta. Ffom the pages of the New Tribune,

the authentic story of a repcrter who found a red-hot

s ST B
the # page. Tonrlght, to Prevost Coulter of the

Duluth News Tribune, for hisg blazing byline on a blg

Story, goes the PELL MELL Award!

(COMMERCIAL }
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CHAFPELL1t
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

FARRICE:
CHAPPELL1

BARRICES

CHAFPPELL?

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #129

OPENING COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally finc tobaccos
travels the smoke furtheTr....
Filters the smoke and makes it pild.
Puff by puff you're always ahcad whon you suoke PELL MELL.
A+ the first puff PELL MELL suoke is filtered furthor
than that of any othor leading cigarbtte. lioroover,
efter § puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still
zives you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard
zgeinst throat-scratch. _ '
For PELL MELL'S greatcxr ;_gmg travels tho stoke furthor
on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow fodaccos - guards
against throat=-scratch.
Yes, PFELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a snocthness,
~ildness and satisfaction no othor eigarette offers you.
Guard against throat«scratehl
Enjoy snooth snokingl
isk for the longer, finer cilgarotte in the distinguishod
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
nputstandingi"
And - they are pildi
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CEAPPELL:

(MUsIC:

NARR :

COULTER:

WOMAN:

WAR™:

COULTER:
WOMAK:
COULTER:

WOMAN:

i

Now, the story as it actually happened. Prevost Coulter's

story as he lived it. Duluth, Minnescta.

Once the housg steed, o this hillside in Mahtowa. OCnce

it haé been filled with light, and warmth, and the

laugkter of children. Once it was a place where people
AN o W

lived. Youﬂstand there among the kKnot pf sllent

neighbors staring at the blackened’%:ig:/énd you ask one

of the women.....

Can you tell me who lived here?

(sRELKS) The Lovetts lived here. Walter Lovett, his

wife, Mary, and....and thz twe little cngs, the toy.

Timmy, and the baby glrl, Susan.

Orce tho house was alive, and now it is dead. Io:;

Prevost Ooulter of the Duluth Newg-Pribune, stand there

with the rest and stare at the bleak and black and paked

hull, a charred and mute skeleton cutlined agalnst the

Ava’ morning sky. But you are a reporter, and this 1s

news. 2nd you ask this woman, this Mrs. Swenson....

You say there were tores...ourned to dzzith?

Threc, rest their souls. The mother and the two ghildren,

and ths fathor?

Y. went to work as the airport. They'rs trying to locate

nim nov.

STING AND UNDER

)
!
—_— T T e
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CHIEF:

COULTER:

CHIZEF:

COULTER:
CHIEr:
COULTER:

CHIET:

COULTER:

CHIEZS:

CCULT=R:

CHIEF:

COULTER:

CHIFF;

-5-

You sce the loeal fire chicef. He's a volunteer nated

Tyler, and he's knee-deep in the still-warc ashes,
uﬂﬁgi'aa?bk.

inspecting thehga%%ad—hu;kv——A?é—?e—@e&;a—y@uﬁ...

They didn't have a QFQQQQ: Eg&}ter{ pot a chance. The
mother was burned Iin pgg b?g:

Ard the klds?

The same. 'The boy was caught in nis bed..(BREAKS) and the
little girl..éied in her erib.

Goad Lord! (& PAUSE) Chilef, hew did it happen?

We think 1t was the bottled gas.

Bottled gas?

Fual_gasy Lovett «ept it in the csllar as refill for

e, e LA _,‘:‘“-ﬁ il B i e e g A

tho tenk. [ ‘The house went up almost like a flrecracker.

1
Probably that gas zxplodéing.

]

SR

T

r

I don't know, Coulter. I'm & roligious man, I go to

Chureh evory Sunday. IT—dnew the Lov=atTs, thoey—worpsuy_
wslehbons—my—Entoends~ Maybe the Lorgé chcoses those who

ve ootng o 1lve, and thesc who are golng to dle. Maybe

it was just plain lucky that Waltor Lovett wasn't Lome
when Lt happened.

¥Maybe when he scevr thils....ne'd rather be dead.

Moyoe. I guoss he would. Dut thsre ig one thing I do
know.

Veg?

This filre shoulda't hove boppencd. It didn't have to
kappen. The troublce was that Lovett didn't think, he

waes carsless.
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GOULTER:
CHIEF:

COULTER:

CHIEF:

- (MUSIC:

NARR:

YOUNG

COQULTER:
YOQUNG:

COULTER:

YOUNG ;

.

How?
Thattottivd-gas—te—highly—infiemmable, He should have
v g N -

kept *b-outs;@gi }ﬁ?t?§9 3{ &9 Fpe cellar, near the
heating Hﬂ}?:

When you think of %Ff lg Yag guch g'};gt;e thing. And
yet, this happencd. |

(BITTERLY) Yes. This happencd. That's the vay fires
start, Coulter. From little things. Things you forget,
things you don't remember. Like turning off the stove
when you leave the housec...keeping matches out of the
reach of kids...keeping cellars clean of rags and refuse.

Why don't people think, Coulter! Wny don't they think!

a man named Youhg, tells you....

Lovedts :
I was ln Wadberds cellar just yesterday. He was at his
workbench, fixing & chair. I saw that bottled gas, and
I warned him about it. -
And vhat did he say, Mr. Young? .
He laughed. He told me if a man'wanted to vorry, he could
worry himself oraszy. But I kept.after nim, and finally....
Yes? |
He called me an old fussbudget. 'He.said if 1t'd wmake me
feel any better, ho'd take those fucl contalners out
tomorrow, when h: had a 11ttle wmore time. (A BEAT, AND
HE BREAKS A LITTLI} Well, this is tomorrow. #nd—in.

s S R ri 3
Tiere vy utll':.'.‘.f T Aot s
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M,LW'M/ /F/'-“L“‘é’—-“‘"!.
NARR: Yes, ta-there—theytre—dead. £ womzn and two children.

The dead are dead, But the living alse die. You meet
Mr. and Mrs. Maynard..fparents of the dead womal....
grandparenty pf the ghildzep::::

MR3. M: She was our only cgi}dz Mr. poql@er, Mary was our only

paby. Now,..she's dead...and the children too. We....

we saw them only yesterday. They drove to our house for

supper. Why, I held the 1ittle one, I held Susan in oy
arms only yesterday. I kissed her, and she laughed and
she put her tiny hand on my cheex. Dld you ever held a
baby in your arms, ¥r. Coulter, and kiss her good night,
and then wake up in the morning, and near....she's dead?
me@i__nﬁggu

NARR: The dead are dead. But the 1lving also die. The

grandfather, Mr, Maynard, tells you.....

MHE. M: Mary and the children were our 1ife, Mr. Coulter....they

were all we had in our old age. We had a little put by in

tte btanx for Timmy and Susan's education. We thought

maybe we'd live long enough to szee ‘'em get married, with

vomes of their own. DBut now, what's tiie use, vhat's the

uzse? Theyles—dord—

COULTER: I'm sorry, Mr. Maynard. Tarribly sOTIY.

MR. M: Tilye tried to tell myself, over and ovar, it's the way cf

£+ Lord, he knows best. He—g&#e%h7—&ﬁé~he-takeﬂirfﬁﬂﬂrr
But how much falth can a man have, how much? Welre.

“ R W, Y (]
st -—aitve-rarc ey e dead!
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CCULTER:
CEIEF:
COULTER:

CHIETF:

COULTER:

CHIZF:

{MUsIC:

r——T7au watch the 1litTleé Kiot ol spectunorq...néigﬁbors

WOMAN ¢

Oh, Chief.

Yes, Coulter?

What about Walter Lovett. Located him yet?

Yes. Just talked to him at the airport., He was an
hour late on the job. Had tire troubls.

T see. (A& BEAT) Did you teil him?

I...no. Mo, Coulter. I didn't nave the heart. A1l I

told him was to come home. But I couldn’t tell him vhy !

rriends, You know what they're walting for. They're
waiting for Walter Lovett to come homa...and fiﬁs/his

family. Meanwhiles..you poke around the ashes And you

“

\**Ad things...pathetle, sletiiul tnlnzs...; zabre
meﬁghtoes...a éell. And Mrs. Swonson,/tu, naighbor says...
(HINT OPNEARS) I gave little SuSan that doll. It
vas & realSEEn doll, Mr. Coulge?. I bouzht it in Duluth
for the taby's Bipthday, six months azo. You should
have seeln Susan‘:‘;}ue gyes opern, when she saw that doll.

{83083} The poor l&fgig\thing. The poor sweet 1ittle

ot ulV mementoes. DBurned ocut mem {es., A charred
baségg;l tat, And the man named Youn;\EFeaks UD e s

Trat bat was Timmy Lovett's Mr. Coulter.

The Toy's eh?
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T T gtore here in Mahtowa, andS;////
sold it to him myself. It was a real Loulsville 5lugger.

So Timmy liked baseball.

COULTER: I see.

YOUNG: erazy about the gane ., @@gi dq ¥ey know, he saved
his pennies zgr weeks, untll he could”buy that bat, Two
days ago, h;ﬂggme into my place ahd bought it. He was
planning to use it f rst time on Thursday, in a
sandlot gams. -

COULTER: And this 1is Wed}'.nﬁ-s’d/ay.

YOUNG: Yes., iiii/igfﬁednesday. I guess the boy never did get to
use thadt bat. And of all the thlings 1:\%he vorld, that's

,//ﬂﬁ;t he wanted most. (SIGES} 1 durno, Mr. Goultgr. Some
,/”//' things don't make sense, do they?

-MgsTey—— - SEIHGG——— o e T T T T

NARR: You poke and probe in the ashes, wailing for Walter Levett
to come homz. And cvery object you find 1s a wrench, a
tear in the eye of a neighbor, a tear in your own. A
burned-out dog leash...the remalns of a vacuum cleaner.
And 2 vomaAnL S8Y¥Ssseas

WOMAN ; 2: 411 her life, Mary Lovett wanted a vacuum cleansr. It

was llke a frearm. She used te talk about it, day and

night....
COULTER: find she finally got it, Mres. Harris.
WOMAN 23 Yes. Wien Walter got als steady job at the alrport, she

finslly got it. I remember tho Tirst time she used 1t,
she called all the neighbors in, and kad a party. And..do
you know what she told me, Mr. Coulter?

COULTER: What?

RTHOT Q170010




WOMAN &3

=10-
The poor woman sald to me, Emily, this may sound funny

to you. 3Zut if T had pg gie tomorrow, I think I'd

die happy!

{MUBIC: ,_BEIQGE;:}

COULTER: Chlef.

CHIEF: Yes, Coulter?

COULTER: You'lre about through here, I take 1it.

CHIEF: Just about. I've got to write my report, of coursa.
And the medical exawiner'll be here for the usual
autopsy.

COULTER: Routlne, ch?

CHIEF: (s1GH3) That's right. Just routine. Nothing else Lo do
now but wait for....

-GOUEPER:—— . 1 know,_ Waltor.lovetd..

BRI — . YCa.

~COULTER: guiel . I lm geing—to—toIl you EOmSCIIIZ

—~CHIRR Yeay—ooutteri—

oy
COULTER: /f/I tnought this would be just another fire, just another

CHIEF:

GOULTER:

story. But it lsnft. It's going to be & differcnt kind

of story...dilferent than any I've ever written before.

How?

This time, I'm golng to say something. and I wish I had

headlines & mile high to, say it. I'm going to polnt out
A R WU 1S 2 U

hew carelossness brecds tragedy, hoﬁipropcrty car bs lost,

ives—destroyeds T ['m going to tell tre ptiblic what this

fire Aid, how 1t affccts everyonz'ts lives, not only those

personally irvolved, but the whole community's.
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CHIEZ: Coulter, I hope you do. I hope Llt!s the groatest, biggest
story of all time. But you still don't have ths ending.

COULTER: What do you mean?

CIIZF: Heve cemes Welter Lovett nowl

{MUSIC: _ _ _STING)

E&Eﬁ: Be steps_out_of his cape.a—tall-thin1an. nis fase—chatk
vhite. He walks up to the house...and the crowd rts
in frontxogﬁﬂi?...staring at him with g¢ye¥ of sympathy and
horror...and Lher Tiee . —

T

LOVETT: Mary! {BREAKS) Eifgyl/’Sus (=0BS) oOn, Lord In
Heaven, why _did“Fou do this to me? WhY you do this
to et -

LasIos . _SEINe)——— T T T T Bl

¥ARR: You wateh him, and 1t's like a knife cut deep inuo your
heart. He tries to rush inte the ashes, and they hold
himt back., -And-he-babbles....

LOVETT: (EABBLING) I was going to take care of 1. 1 swear tc
Heaven, I was going to take thosc fucl bottles out of
tre cellar today. Youlve got to pelizve mo, all of you, 1
meant to do it, I meant to do 1t. put row...now, 1tts too
late. Tt's too late, isn't it, Chief? It's too late...
and they!re dead...gonel

CHIZF: Iim sorry, Walter.

LOVETT (BREAKS) What can I say? What can L do? VWhat have I

1o

now? What's the vse of geoinz on, I don't want to go oOn.
Why didan't I die, too? Why didnlt I dic with the rest
of wy family? Lord in Heaven, why don't you strike me
dead?

MASre:
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COULTER:
GHIEF;
CCULTER:

CEIEF:

COULTER:
CHIEF:
COJLTER:
CHIEF:
COJLTER:

CHIEF:

-2~
_ STING AND UNDER)
a
You'rc'Pfe%e&t-@ou&%eyT—Duluth_News—@r&bﬂngfraporter,

tough, hardboiled. You'lve seen everything, but you never
#aW this. You go back to the office, write your story Iin
& fever, finish it, And Just as you pick up your copy....
(PHONE RING)
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK}
(TIREZD} Coulter, city room.
(FILTER) Coulter, this is Chief Tyler, over in Mahtowa,
Oh. Yas, Chief?
Ii'm af the funcral perior here, and Lovettls here with me.
Remember I sald you still had the cndling to wrilte on your
story?
Yeg. dut I've got 1t now.
Woll, vou'd bettor scrap 1t and write 2 rev one.
What do ycou mean?
I just telkee to the medieal examiner.
And?
and the viztims of that fire didn't 4iz accidentally.

They were ourcered!

{COMMERCIAL}
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CHAPPELL:
HARKICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPEPRLL:

ARG ICE:

CIAPPELL:

THE BIG STGRY
PROGRAM #129

MIDDLE GOMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-scratchl
Brjoy smooth smoking!l
PELL MELL'S sreater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
trevels the stioke furticlaoas
Tiliers the smoke and nakes 1t mild,
Puff by puff you'lre aluays ahead when wou smoxe PELL RELL,
At the first puff PELL MILL smcke is filt srad further
than that of zny othor leadliug ciparetie. Horcover, oiter
§ puf’s, or 10, or 19, or 17, PELL MRLL still gives you
a lonzcr filter of fine tobaccos - to guoard araingt
throcst-cerateh.
Fas PALL MELL'S greoater lenptk travels the oroko further

ot i%e way to your throat - Ailtere it naturally through

PELL MALL'S traditionally fine, mellow sobageosd = gunids

azoinst trroat-scerntel,

ves, PULL ELL'S finc tohaceos gives you o anoothness,
pildrsss ond gatisfac ¢tion no othor cijarstte of fers you.

Giard asainst throat-scratcehl
Injoy smopth smokingl

.5k for the longar, finer cigarettc in the distinguished

rzd package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingi!

And - they are nildl
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HARRICE:

NARR:

LOVETT

COULTER:

LOVEIT:

COULIER:

LOVETT:

“1%-

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator, and
the Big Story of Prevost 983%%2?: as he lived 1t...and
wrote 1t.....

You, Prevost gou;$§n of the Duluth News Tribune, hang up
the receiver. You're shocked, dazed, sick. This wasn't
an accidental fire, but wurder. This is not the ending
to your Big Story now, as the Fire Chief =said. It 1s
just the beginning, the lead. You've s%i11l got to write
the ending. You'lve still got to find the monstrous

mind capable of this grisly crime. You grab your hat
and burn up the thirty miles of highway to Mahtowa. The
father of the murdered family, Walter Lovett, ls there,
at the funeral parlor. Ee knows. And hils face Is
ccnborted with grief and rage.....

Ee a1d it. He killed my wife and two children, and

bBurned down my house. He did it.

Vho, Lovett? VWho?

A-b;a@k«heggggé—swiﬂe named Ericgson. Qle Erickson.

P

fels sa—ittmerant—worker, a vegrant. Come into town
zng bullt a shazk on my land. I know he did it, 1t
couldn't be anybeody else.

How do you know?

We had an argurent...about that shack he built, I told
him to tear it down, get it off my nreperty. Later on,
we had a fist fight. He swore held get even. Ile swore

hetd get even, sy if he had to burn us down.
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COULTER: He said that? Youlre sure?

LOVETT: (RAVING) Yes! He sald that. And he 4id 1t! I krow he
dld, he's crazy, 1nséne. (LREAKS) He—id—led=my wife....
my—two—tittiechildren! And Itwm-—geinz—te-—peb—oven—Ilm—

sinp—te—pot—everr Tt Tow. (STARTS TO FADE A LITTLE)

om

I'm. going up there and blow his rotten head off....

COULTER: Weit 2 minute, Lovett. Calm down.
LIOVETT: Let go of me, Coulter.
GOULTER: Take 1t =zasy, Loveitt. If he killed your family, he'll pay

for 1t. The laweeaa.

LOVETT: (FOT3Y) I haven't got time for the law, I'm golng to
take thc law in my own hands, Don't you uncderstand?
Ehai—dewitr that tramp killed my family....crushed their
neads in, burned my house down over them, I'm taklne

the law in my own hands!

TOBLEERe . Lovett, walt a minute. Yanlpe makipg2 MITTHKS ... -
TOVEE: Let—go-—ofimed  Lef-go-of mes—6o—you—hegs?

fﬁeaﬁa—eF—sTﬁﬁGGﬁﬁﬁ~—?ake-ygur_hands_aﬁi;meT_er—EJa&-
~bkregk—your—batk ...

COULTER: (PANTING, STRUGGLING) Lovett! Lovett, you fool! (YELLS)
Sheriff! Sherilf Peters! Come in hers, quick!

{MUSIO: _ _ _STING_JP AND UNDLR)_

HARR: The Shexriff had been putslde with tihe medical examliner,
Be rushes in, and between the two of you, you manage to
calm Lovett down. A4fter that you, Prevost Coulter, get
golng. Fiwst, you stop in at the general store, and talk

to the owner, Henry Young. You tell him what's

happening, and then &sk....
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COULTER: Mr. Young, do you know thisz man, Qle Erlckson?
YOUNG: Yes., He's been in my place here, once or twlce, to buy
supplies. Stranger in town, an itinerant farm worker,
travels with the harvest. He get 'em through here now

and then, they come and they go.

COULTER: I see.

YOUNG: Why do you ask, Mr. Coulter?

COULTER; I vas planning to see him..,,ask a few questions.
YOUNG: Well, if you do, take my advice...be careful.

COULTER: Yes? Why?

YOﬁNG: He's just plain mean-tempered. Came lnto my store here

ore day, and we had an argument about ths prlice of some
cannad beans. I don't scare easy, Mr. Coulter, but I

wes scared then. This Erickson blew up mad enough

oo xill.,
COULTER: Funny. D éldn*t see him at the fire.
YOUNG: Come to think of 1t, neither did I. (& BEAT) Must have

heen busy elsevhore.
COULTER: Yes, He must have been. A—BHAT) Mp. Zoung, where
peR—T=PITE TEFTkserds—ahr okt —
{KNOCK CN DOQR)
{wk HBAR SUDDEN, SAVAGE BARKING COF A BIG DOG,
MIFFLED BEKIND DOOR)
{DOOR OPELS)
{DOG BARKS UP SAVAGELY)

ERICKSON: (HOSTILE) Yes? What is 1t?
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COULPER: (UNEASY) Mr. Erickson, I...
(THE DOG SNARLS VICIOUSLY )
ERICKSON: Down!  Get down, Nero? Down!
(THE DOG GROWLS, AND SUBSIDES, WHINING)
COULIER: (SHAKY) Not a very friendly dog you have there.
ERICKSON: I didn't train him te be friendly, This is my farm, and
T don't like strangers trespassing on it. Who are you,
and what do you want?
COULTER: My name is Coulter. Duluth News Tribune.
ERICESON: Well?
COULTER: Walter Lovatt's family wasn't burned accldentally last
night Mr., Erickson, They were murdered.
ERICK30M: Murdsved, e2h? (A BEAT) Why come to me? :
COULTER: L just wanted to ask you a few questionge...
ZRICKSON: I'zt nect answerlng any. G2t outd
(DOG SMARLS)
ERICKSON: Get out before I sick this dog on youl
+DSOR~STAMY
MUSIC: _ .. _BEIGE)
CSUYETERT CHiTlI TTiTF, Jou say this strangey Ericksoen takwz—this
Slr—or it T, W o ver~he—eoast
GHREER WinatHs T LOITE
SOULTER: Thea—thar—eounld—bo U TIOt couwid—be—it.
TEIEFT kCjg:cuvines [ONNCE VIV zlon dnd
PR NN
COULTER: Chiel, you remomber we found this Dermed—ewt dog-leash in
the ashes of Lovettl!s house?
CHIEF;: Yes. VWhat of 1t?
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COULTER: Well, we didn't find tha remains of any dog, dild we?

CHIEF: Wo, we didn't., But...{CUTS) Look here, Coulter, what are
you driving at?

COULTER: Just this, Maybe Erickson set that fire. K¢ hated Lovett.
They'd had an argument. Maybe he took that dog with him,
and let him run arocund, and forgot the leash in his hurry
to get out.

CHIEF: Hmom. It could be. Coulter, mavbe you'ld better talk to
Sheriff Paters. He just went up to Erickson's, but he'll
be back in town shortly!

{MUSIC: __ _ UP_AND UNDER) _

NARR: You think yeoufve got somsthlag, And the more you think
of it, the surer you arc. Aand thoen, you meet one of the
other neighbors you covw at the fire, Mrs. Suwenson. Ahd
shiz tclls yol..r.a

“WorAN+ Erei—yaerant—dog—ise—witd el 7 MF.Coulter.  He
troaght it Into-sownrwhoen he came frand T—hope—he—takes.
‘-3l sh-him-wher-he—leaves—They—eught—to—take the—
~baube—out—and-sheot It+

-CRULTER 111l eay—thiz——He—certedindy—ts—a—oBe-Ran-degyMro—
-SweﬁtﬁﬂTF}¢1,aéq%If

WOMAN : Matter ol fact,/fhat dog Mzro got Erickson ard Walter
Levett into a terrible fight a week ago.

COULTER: Yes? How?

WOMAN ; Why that dog of Erickscon's almost chewed Rusty to death.

COULTER: Rusty?

WOMAN : Why, yes. Walter Lcéctt bought his boy Tlmmy a little

spaniel just a week ago!l

LAY AN
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NARR:

COULTER:

CHIEF:
COULTER:

CHIEY:
COULTER:
CHIEZ:

COULTER:

CHIEF:

COULTER:

CHIEF:
COULTER:
CEIETF:

COCLTER:.

~189=-

That!s a twist you didn't expect. It seems that the

Lovetts had a dog, too. You get hold of the burned-out
dog leash you fouhd in tha l}ou_seg ané then slnce the
Sheriff nasn't returned yet, yeu tell Shlef Tylct.....
Weld, Chief, 1t looks as Ehough I was all wrong about
Erickson's dog.

Ycs, Coulter?  Why?

Tre leash I found was for & small dog...Lovett's spaniel.

It'd ncver have flt Ncro.
Hmrm, Makes sense.
Yzs. Dut something else doesn't.
What docsn'i? .

5
Why wesnls the remains

- . |
Wwiie o T3

Walter Lovett's dog Rusty?
of nis body fcound in the ashes?

Coulter, that 1s mighty pceculiar. First of all, if I

know znything about dogs,he'd have barked an alarm If am7&#*¢~
ey broke into the house. '

Riznt, Chisf. But he difatt. Lovett's wife and two

kids died Iin t
And 17 the dog

trapped by the

Vhere can T LR

heir oeds.
wzs in the housc,
Slamea.

missing.

The dog i3 missing.

nd walter Lovett?

Thoy never knew what hit thom.

it would have been

Chiala..

I'd like to talk to him.
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CHIER: Hets staying at his in-laws... the Maynards. %outii—find.
~whedlr house about a mfiﬂ_fuﬁ—%h$6«¥ﬂaﬂ4ﬂ

{MUSIC: _ _ _BRIDGE)

COULTER: You say your ?82:%&:}3” 133!% ;p; Mrs. Maynard?

MRS, M: Why no, Mr. Coulter,

MR, M: Waitcr hasn't been iIn all davy.

COULTER: Where cculd I find him, Mr. Maynard?

MR. M: Vhy, Tirst he went down to the funeral parlor to S8€.....
(HE STOP3)

COULTER: (CENTLY) Yes, I know. I saw him there. But whera dtd

he go after that?

MRS. M: Why, he went to work...at the alrport.

COULTER: iz woent to work?

MR. M: Why, yes. (A PAUSE) What...whut'!s the matbter, Hr.
Ceoulter? You...,you look so strange. ) ,
_ ) AN

COULTER: Towwemaybe I do. Docsn't 1t seemYstwamss to you that a

man would go to worl, the night after nis famlly had been
Atnsief T Ao T, P
~Hrradercd ?
MR. Mz Wiy, vhy, I «aaa
MRS, M: You'lre rignt, Mr. Coulter. I'm nct trying to
zpolegize for W-olter, mind you. Eut hel!s bzen near
crazy with grief 2ll day, and maybe he thought work

was the best woy te forget & little!

(MUSIC T G e
Lo EAHEPHDER)
MARR: Maybe. Maybe not. In your bock, & man would be pretty

haréd-bolled to do a thing like that. And there's still
that missing spaniel, the dog, Rusty.
{MORE )
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(CONT'D)

ROLAND:

COULTER:
ROLAND:

COULTER:

ROLAND;
COULTER:

ROLAND:

COULETERY

ROLAND:

-21-
You'ld 1ilke to know where he is. You start to tell the
Maynards what really happensd to their daughter and
grandchildren. But you don't. ¥You ecan't. .« .. Instead
you go to the airport, looking fon Walten Lovett. And
the m;ngge;i a Mr. Roland, tells you....
Lovett? He took The rest of the nighv off, Mr. Coulter.
Left here a couple of hours ago.
I see. Know where I can find him?
I...{A BEAT) Sorry. I wouldn't know.
Well, thanks anyway, Mr. Roland. (FADING & LITTLE)
Thenks vory mach.
(CALLS) Oh, Mr. Coulter. Wait a minute,
(COMING BACK IN) Yos?
I....locx. In view of whot's happencd te Lovettls famlliy.
I...well, I hate to szy this. DBut I supposc the truth will

-

have to come out, zooner or later. Yew—soco;—I—do—imow

Whtrs—levebt—ter-rrizhi-Reow.

e el —prer e o

¥ﬁﬁiﬂﬁrdﬁﬂﬁkéﬁi:daththc Highwry Cafe, just nerth of the
Turnpike. There's an entertainer there....a girl nomed
Blanche Miller. I hote to say this, Mr, Coulter, but

Lovebt's beon choating on his wife... . for months!
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NARR:

BLANCHE:

COULTER:

BLANCHE:

COULTER:
BLAKCHE :

COULTER:
BLANCHE:

COULTER:
BLANCHE :

2o

Yorge-to-the Highwey Cafe, Tovett's just lefts—but

“%he~g$nl—i9—%hefe1*“—B?aﬂthe—Hi%%e?T~—¥9u—$el4—hef
*hﬁppeqed‘—gnﬂ*shc-gves—whttE“—*Then~ahe~tett§‘?6§.

Mr. Coulter, I don‘t want any twouble. I donlt want

to get mixed up in anything. Sure, I koow Walter but...,

The best way for you to stay out of trouble is to tell

the truth, Miss Miller.

A1l right. All right, I'1) tell you, Mr. Coulter. I'il

tell you everything. Walter and me....well, we were

that way. He wanted a divorce from his wife....but she

wouldn't give it to him, Then....he told me......he'd

ger rid of her....somehow,.

{QUIETLY) Go on.

Then last night...hs came in, before he went to work.

He looked wild...crazy. Ee& drank a lot...an awful lot...

and he got drunk. Then he teold me....

Yes? What did he tell you?

t2 sald.....in a few days everything wculd be all right.

We could go awsy then....and get married

I sz¢. Do you knovw wkere LQVLtt\;:ggggb'

I.,.he's gone to Duluth. To buy some travel tickets, he

sald. That's 211 I know!

UP_AND_JNDER)

The whole horriblc, fantastic story is stzrting to take

shape 1n your mind. The shock of 1t numbs you, you know

nhow you're dealling with somsthing monstrous, something

elmost unbelievable. You decilde to go back to the

Maypards, and walt for Walter Lovebt.
(MORE )
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NARR: And when you get there, the 0ld couple is holding a
{conTp) '
copy of the Duluth Hews-Tribune and resding the story

of the Lovett murders....the story you wrote..,and—theyine
$remblirog. . .
ME. M: (TREMBLING) Mr. Coulter, my wife and I....it's time

Ve spoke ocut. -FEe=ttme-we—spake,out ard _told you one-

i rbold—yonr—vwhed-ddnd-ofl.a man our son-in-law

~reatiy—ts
COULTER: Yes?
MRS . M e treated cur daughter and the children like dirt

beneath his fest, He came home drunk, end beat Mary and
the children too, many a time. He was just no good,
Mr. Coultsr. We didn't want to say znything bsfore, we
didnit vant any scendal,
COULTER: Then why are you telling me &ll thls now, “rs. Maynard?
MRS. M: Because my husband and I are sure that Walter killed
Mary and the childrern. (SHE STARTS TO WEEF AND GET

HYSTERICAL) Yes, he ¥illed her, and Timmy and little

L2

uzan. we know that now. We know theyre was ancother

™

womsn. Mary told us she knew, befors she diled. (SOBS
UNDZER )

COULTER: (GENTLY} 1'm sorry, Mrs. Maynerd.

ML, M: (QUIET) Mr. Coulter, my son~in-law robbed us of

cverything in our lilves, everything we czrsd for. And:

everything he gots, ho'll deserve. IF vou'll follow

me to the cellar, I'11 shew you something.....
COULTER: To the cellar? WLy, Mr, Maynard.
MR. M Just Tollow me.
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MR. M:
COULTER:
MR. M:

COULTER:

MR, M:

CHAPZELL:

Door/ -24-
(Poc)
{SFRRE=POWN=STAIRS )
~HOSR=0RENS )
Listen to that, Mr. Coulter.
Wny, 1t.....it's.....
(BITTERLY) Yos. It's the Lovett's little speniel....
(Dol Cross
Rusty.q Walter told us he took the dog to & veterinarian
for treatment, and wanted to keep it hers, but now we know
he lied....
Good Lord! Then he took the dog away because....
(BREAKS) Yes, Mr. Coulter. Because he thought more of
that dog then he did his whols family. That's the kind
cf man my son ip law is. I'm a peaceful men, Mr. Coulter,
a god-feeripng mun, too, but I'1ll say this. May Walter

Loveti's soul rot forever, mnd-burn—in—cterneid—fingl

In just & moment we will read you: 2 telsgram from Prevest
Coulter of the Duluth News-Tribunc...with the final

oatcoms of tonlght's BIG STORY!

(CLOSTING COMMERCIAL)
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CEAPPLLL:
HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

ELARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #129

CLOSING COMYERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy smcoth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater lenzth of traditionally finc tchaeens
travels the sroke further....

Filtors the smoke and makcs it pild.

Puff by puff you're alvays ahead when you anoke PELL WELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL sheolc is fileverced further
than that of any othor leading cigarctie. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FZLL NZLL still gives
you & longer filter of traditionally fine, ncllow
tobacens - %o guard ageinst throat-scraten.

Yes, FoLL MELL'S fine tokuzceos J1ve you 2 srogtinens,
niléngss end gatisfoction mo other cigorstie cffers you.
Cuard sgrinst throat-seratchl

Enjov spooth smwoking!

as% for the longer, fingr cigareite in the ¢istinguished

red packaze - PELL MBLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstondingl"

and - they arg mild!
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Prevost Coulter of
the Duluth, News-Tripune:

COULTER: Apprehended at the home of his parents-in-lav K}}%er in
tonight's BIG STORY was taken to the County Jail for
guestloning. Ee insisted he was Innocent and pretestead.
thet-fre—loved—his—wife. Occassionally he broke down
and sobbed. After one of these outbursts, I noticeﬁ that
his eyes and nose were dry despite the fact thag
secretions from the glands of the eyec always sccompany
deep emation. I oceused him of feking and although he
denied 1t thereafter he began to broak down. And efter
Turther guestioning he Tlhzlly confessed to—she—brabei-.
erime, He was septenced te Life Impriscmmcit at the
State Peniterntlary at Stillwater. Thenks a lot for
taonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Coultzr, the mekers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIG-RETTES zre proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award feor notable service 1n the field of journalism.

HARRICE: Listen again next week, same time, samz station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present cnother BIC
STCRY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Seattle
Post-Intelligeneok-- by-line Jack Helse. A BIG STORY
abecut & bungnlow.....2 party and 2 hounssfull of pecple. ..

all docd.
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSICs

CHAPPELL:

ANHCR

2% REVISED

TEE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Viadmir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
written by Max Erlich, your narrator was Bob Sloane, and
Sydney Smith played the part of~§;?;;§t~00ulter. In
order to protect the nemes of pecplc anetually invelved
in tonight's authentic DIG STORY the neres of all
charnoters in the dramatization wers chnnzed with the
evcepticn of the reporter, Mr. Coulter.

This is BErnest Chappell speaking for the mkers of PELL
MELL FAMOIS CIGARETTES. (PAUSE)

Tvcry Aperienn parent knows the fear of nélio.

Thousands of children heve teen strickorn this wvenr,
Moncy is roeded for their care = ot once. And the Morch
of Dimes money is almost gonel Serd ycur dimes and
dsllars to Polio ... care of your local nogtwofficel

THIS T2 NBC .e» THE NATTONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #130
&O:OO 2 £0:3O %M SEPTEMBER 21, 194g WEDNESDAY
CHAFPELL: PALL MALL FAMOUS CIGARETTES bresent -~ - THE BIG STCQRY!
(MusIC: _ _FANFARE_AND OUT_...)
(WALXING STEPS OF TWO PEOPLE IN THE GPEN AIR.
DOGS BARKING, ) SO
AL
WOMAN : (MIDDLE-AGED, AFFAELE)} Henry, isn't that /b~ look et
thoze peor dops locked up in that cer! :
HEWRY : What a shame,
{HALKING=STEPS; ----- BARKTNG. - GROUS LOWHERaw
WOMAN ; They must have left them there and~Torgotten about them .
three lovely poodlei.’/}i a8 shome!
(MAN TRIBSDOORS OF CAR. THEY ARE LOCKED) i
HEKRY ; I cenlt oﬁéﬁdit.
VOMAN 1 Tt T ~btio~ bl | Poople Gughtn't do a thinz 1:ke that
to their dogs(/,/’//:/(",?}:’nu 4 _-'./.-r_d;ff
(WALKING STHEPS UPF GRAVEL PATH. COUNT THREE STEPS.
DOOR BELL., DOOR BELL AGAIN,)
HENRY : Ther='s no one 1in.
WOMAT: Bherets oot bo~be-someboty—tivere Walt, I can see through
this windew. (SCREAMS) Henry!
( RUNHING STEP}E‘&;}JH}/ ) C/; .:../',i__
HENRY : ( LGHAST) Dear Lod-io-esvanh—So=awry, Martha, Seeeewet
Jon't leox any more;!j?né-&
WOMAN : {TERRIFIED) I sav S—swetey~ Honry, I—bhimktwombodées:
HENRY :

{PAUSE} lNot two, Mawtha. More. Many more. IHNCTTItm

TR T b st mpuwenesmed=how ggr.
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CHAPPELL: TEE BIG STORY: Here 1is America, 1ts scund and its fury,
1%s joy and its sorrow as falthfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. (FLAT)
Seattle, Washington:; the story of a reportsr who
tracked down a mass murder, who saved a woren's sanity -
end her life, .dumto Jack Helse, of the Seattle Post
Intellligencer for his briliiant reporting, for his
BIG STORY, goes the PALL MALL Award.
(MUSIC: _ _UP IN_FANFARE_...)
( COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #130

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAFPELL;
JARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CRAPFPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalnst throat-scratch!?
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further ....

Fllters the smoke and mekes 1t mild.

Fuff by puff you've always ahcad when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further

than that of any other leading clgaretts. toreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PRLYL MELL still glves you

& longer filter of fine tobacecos - %o guard sgalnst
throzt-sereteh,

For PELL MELL'S grester lensth travels the sroke further

on 1ts way to your throat - filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratch.

Yegs, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smogthness,

mildress and setisfaction no other clgarebts offers you,

Guard agzinst throal-scratch!?

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer clgarette in the distingulshed
roC packaze - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “Qutstanding!"

And ~ they are mild!
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{MUSIC: _ _WHEME ... A_DEADLY, _SERIQUS_SITUATTION)

CHAPPELL: Now the story as it actually happened, Jack Heilse's story
as he llved 1t. Sesttls, Washington.

(MUSIC: _ _PUNCTUATES AND UNDER)

NARR Erlinds Polnt, six miles from Bremerton, lles just across
from Seattle on lovely Puget Sound ... a vacation spot
unparellieled on the Pacific Coast. And it was here on Aprdl
1st thsat & monstrous April¥N Fools joke happened. In

fifty yezrs nothing like 1t had f lghtengd and terrified

G 3 A
P A LA T D

the countryside, It vag as ‘WE=rPos nightmare had come
to 11fe and ths hidgous thing lay on the sunlit sands of
the Sound. You got the assignment, Jack Helse, featurs
writer of toe Post Intelligencer. You got all ths details
cn the phone and your lmagination cornoundsa the rest of
1t. But whsn you got there and opzsned the scresn doaor to
the lavely four room bungalow, you realized that human
imagination 1is & limited thing. The Sherriff, George Oaks,
wore the terrible tragedy on his face =3 he gald ...

DAKS: (ICW) Yeah, you ¢an zo in. Look all ¥ou liks. (PAUSE)
How strong is your stomach!is

NARR : They wvere all éressed for the beach: the man in trunks and
T-shirts, the women in shorts or slecks, The first body
lzy on the floor beside a backgammon game, The wrists were
bound with adhesive tapo, the mouth gagged, e e o

«Slared-a e fg. A bullet had been rired inte the

1sf't tomp L from-a—diotan oo tmbal 10T oV o4 100 5
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CAKS:

..5_
That was Charlie Thomas, a guost of the Hendricks!,
Hendricks owned the place.

RESUMES_....)

Charlie Thomes' wife lay six fect away. Her legs and

arms werc bound with the tape ageln, d there was g
/;(.sz-/-&ﬂ-i//(.// : /’//( i

tape gag across her eyves and mouthH~ ;
_f/—":_:_ R [/. [ N

In the kitchen, half nis bedy under the sink, a tall,

greying men lay face down in & pogl -- aufzifupene@-cuwur

A
,_flakasmxhaxnh&duepakiedwfrom~a*box;“and~his~own bloocd.

OAKS:

NARR::

OANLKS H

JACK :

Jes Windlough, = guest of the Hendricks'.

RESUMES_.... UNDER)

There wero two more before you saw Hendricks. Windlough's
wife in the bedroom, = sheet drawn tightly -- sivenglingly

tight -- around ner neck, e IO TIRZoT-nAT T aT Rty

ISt peet s, And neen her, slurmped in a chair,

his left orm broken and histg%gprtled with thick shoe laces,
9 man quﬁhﬂg,been shot

Thisﬁﬁ%gwﬁié ﬁing, o vaudeville performer. Another gusst
of Hendricks,

Whate is Hendricks®

RESUFES_WITH NARRATOR ...)

Tbe host, Paul Hendricks, lay with half his body in the hall
closet .;. Bepd. Lyl 0 St gt ve: A3 you lsaned in, and

the Sherriff flashod his light, you saw the full enormity
of it. Thc body was untouched, but the nead wes-4SEITIIrm
frerdesth, & hemmer

. /{’,a{'_

' :T;.-‘E-l"'..r,f{
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QAKS:

JACK:

QAKS:

JACK:

OAKS:

JACK

0AKS:

-6_.
We counted twenty-twe blows, any one of which could have
killed him.
(QUEASILY) Sherriff, let's mzybe got out in the air, huh?

I don't want to 70 back insids uniess I have 1o, Sherrifr,
s0 - - -

(INTERRUPTS) Sure. What do you want to know?

Hendricks I know, Hendricks runs a cafe in Seattle, &
sort of o hangout for the sports fans. A4 lot of flgures
in sporis come there too. Anything spascial ovout the
guests?

Ve haven't hod much time. Just that Hendricks sort of ran
oren house, invited folks ocut all the time, This was a
typiznl weekend party. Thomas was 2 amall sports preomotes,
the others -- just everyday people. oh yes, -- 81d Ring
¥ou probzbly know, 4 voudeville performer -- has a dog
act. Those were his dogs in the car.

Yook, Those poor peopls who stumbled on it. What's the
motive?

Appears to be robbery, Not & ring on ths fingsrs of any
of the men or the women. ALl the wallets and purses gona,
every Qrawer ransacked,

How much could ke get? $5007 A thousand? You don't kill
six peopls for a thousand deilars. Do ycu think thers vore
more than one?

T don't seeg how oac puy could k111 all six people.

ATHO1T Q170035




-.'I'(..

JACK: (IN A BURST) But why did he kill them so -~ so brutelly?
e ek

A hommer, shoe laces, shroTTiTATEewwes - - why, wvhy did
Hendricks, -- why did he get 1t worse than the others?
Ang that tape, those shoe laces he tled them with -- they
den't lookx like stuff that would be in the touse. He must

have had that with him, What kind of & meniac ~-

OA¥S: (INTERRUPTS) Or maniscs --

JACK : (AGREEING) Or manizcs could, do o thing 1ike this? Why?
Why? Why?

OAKS: {PLACATING) Let's zo slow. I fecl the same woy vou do =--

like 1%'s impossible, like no human being could have done
1t. But lst's go slow and maybe we can fizure 1t out.

NARR: You g0 slow ... as slow as you can whilc your heart 1ls
pounding because you}ue got te seoive thls ... heip solva
this. The manlac {or maniacs) who parpetrotcd such mota
ctn not be ellowed to bz loonse on the world. and slovly
you formulate your theory.

JACK : Tetts say (I'm just guessing)_there wsre two of them.
Tacy walk in., They stert to stick up the crowd. They are
recegnized - by -- say, Ring .. say, Hendricks. They have
ot to kill Hendricks or Ring to save themsalves. They
kill one. Then they've got to kill the others becauss -
beczuse the othezrs will talk. Does that moke any sense?

OLES: Well, 1t makes sensc, but whers do we zo {rom here?

RTHRT 0170036




JACK:

OAKS:
JACK:

o

JACK ;

-8~

I know., Hendricks' cafe. It's filled with not only the
sporting crowd, but héngers-on, gamblers, petty racketegra.
Maybe Hendricks or somebody else made a kill - got o lot
of dough. The murderer (or murderers) heard about it.
They camo out, and it happened 1ike I said,

But why so brutal? <dmep

I knov. I kxnow. It has a million loose ends. A million
pleces that don't fit, But lot's try Hendrioks, Let's
try starting from thers. |
1N WITH NARRATOR ..} .

While the i ice, under Sherriff Osks, start combing
Hendrick xﬂet&rt picking up Bhady.grirtars end guys who

_can't explain the contents or thelr pocketa, you po back

niuto the house and look again Pan” Bmmﬂmjng that mﬁybe tiea

thoss million crazy pieces together and explaing a human
being's inhuman act, In the bathroom you find the first
¢lue. The murderer trisd to wash the blood off his honds.
There are traces of it, The murdérer {or murderers) dried
bloody hands or a bloody face on a towel. The murderer
{or murderers) were out and bleeding. And then, tucked
undsr & chalr, you find the second key -- you find o
cemere,
_STING_AND_RESUME UNDER) -

{QUICKLY) You check with Osks, get the roll developed

ang out ,COme8 ong shscial picture. |

Myﬁi T 100k at the sizs of him!

He's slx foot six 4f he's an inch high.

Wait & minute! I know that guy!

(SNAPS KIS FINGERS)

ATXO1 0170037




JACK:

MIKE:

._9_.
Of course, the taps. It's the kina of tape they use in

prize fights ... have around In gyms. This ig Mike, The

Strangler, the wrostlern, (TENSE) He could do it, Sherrifys,

He could do the whole thing himself., Now if he's got cuts
on him ..,
QUICK BRIDGE ,..)

(A BIG MAW) I can't tell you how I got the cuts, Sherrirr.
Why con't you, Mikes Why ¢an't you toll us?

I don't bave to tell you nothing, Heise,

I think you do. What were you doing out ot Bremerton?

I hever was out ot Bremsrton,

What wens you deing st Hendricks! plece, Mike?

I wesn't never out there.

Don't you resd tha Papers, Milke? Don't you know what
happsned out there this waekand?

I never read the papars,

(RUIETLY) S1x peopls were murdered there. Wo think maybe
you murdered them. (FIERCE) Now, how did you get those
cuts?

God's my witness: I never murdered no one {IN A RUSH)
Sure, I was out there. Hendrioks wanted me to perform,
show how strong I was, They took pieturss of it. He

E2Ve me twenty-five dollsrs, That's agalnst my amateur
stending, That's vhy I lied., And the cuts ... swearp you
won't tell anvene, I foll out af bed and cut wysslf on a
beer bottle., That wouldn't look good in pring, would 1t?

I got a reputetion to maintain,

ATHKGT Q1700318




NARR;

{MUsIC:

KARR:

MAERR;

MAN

-fgé “10- il

830 0aks goes hack to Hendricki)’for some more shady people
who 1live on thg edgoe of life who might have done this
terrivl: th:ing. And YouIZL gzo back to the lovely four room
bungalov whare 3ix pesople mot thelp death, to fingd another
¢lue. (PAUSE) Thepe 1g nothing in the house, nothing mope.
And so, pursly by 2tcldent, you go out to the bluff on
which the house stands ang walk, thinking as you walk,

Two hundred yarags from ths houss you find ...
SSLING ...)

A seard, A dainty, Perfumod, otremttesm searf L, ..

coversd with blood, 4Ang ten yards further you filnd a

threc ang a talf inch heeol from « womants shoe, broken of [,

ITm Ty R 4! 1
._} ..I_EL.S_ iiﬂﬁD._‘. : .'/I._.U:\l],:—).]*:'_Rh_-_-d.' s

L

Tou paog™ - Nonc of the hesls of tha
vietin's shoes wapg broken. Porfums retehes no one,
Suddenly, a pew Image is 1n Your mind. A woman dig this,
A woman who weaps high hsels ang - delicate perfume s the
only thing ¥ou ean tie to thig casae. It isnft Lossibly,
{PAUSE) vou check the forry from Bremerton to Sesttle.
(TENSE) Look, Mee, think hard. Dig Jyou see anything of a
woman -- juﬂﬁuﬂaxnm&n‘-- covering her foce mzybe 30 os ﬁo
hids whot shs looked like, who got on the ferry betwsen
3¢ven ond ten in the rorning the day of the K11lings?
(FUZZLED) Geo, I don't remsmbor - (INTERRUPTS EIMSELF)

Hey ... wolt n minute! wWoit a mlnute! Dark-haiped girl,
tall, about five ten, five eleven +ee Vory toll? Yeaht! 71

remember,
{MORE)

ATHOT O17003%




MAN :
(CONTD)

JAGK:
MAN:

{MusLIC;
JACK :

2ND MAN:

JACK:

2ND MAN:

JACK:
“ND MAN:

Y Ay

-11~
1 says "Hello, Mise whats' a matter, you hidin' somethint?
You ashamed, of:SOmethin'? She gives mo & crack in the
face, I remember. About 7130 a.@: FLrst customor
on the rerﬁy. _
Was she limping? Hesl broken off her shoo? _
I dan!t knpw fop §Q¥ﬁ:- Tg ¥ell you the truth, Y didn't
much look at her sfter she smacked ms.

_QUICK_BRIDGE TO_.,.)

You drive cebs from the ferry to Seattle?

That's right, _

Can you remember Saturﬁay morning about 7:45 -- 10 minutes
to 8 -- o tall, daork-haired vomen five ten, five eleven,
girl with a broken hael got orf the rerry - maybe )

.halled-a cab?:.

(DAWNING ON HIM) ‘Yesh ... yeuh .., o big girl. Dark-ha{red
Sure. Hey, something funny, mister. Girl had & ‘broken
heal and something else --

What?

Bhe tells me to drive her to mid-town Sesttle, 1 geot there,
she give me a five dollar b11l and says "Keep the change",

I says, "What's the wtter,, !, She juat
5,»¢2§P et ALl LR PO AL Ay e 1 gf'b
}T

run aw

o nuaé%_m bleeding

something awful,

_SLOWLY IN WITH ..,)

ATXO1 0170040




_12._

ARR : And now you kno}«r 1t wes a wemen. One of the pleces is
beginning to mﬂ.Egt} a}l ‘Lc.he: ‘2'-.““."??:“1.- And you ask yoursslf
an impossible quostioqﬂ “Gan one woman have dops what you
Sa¥ in the lovely bungalow overlooking the beautiful
Puget 3Sound?"

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATHOT Q170041
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #130

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL;:

EARRICE ;
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

H5RRICE;

EARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

MARRICE:

Guard agaoinst throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greator lensth of traditionally fine tobaceos

travels the smoke further ...

Fllters the smoke and mokes it mild,

Puff by puff you'lre clunys chead when You smoke PELL. MELL,
AL the first cuf® PELL MELL smoke is filtzred further
than that of any ether leoding cigarette, Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you a
longer filter o finc tobaccos - to guzrd agninst
throat-seraten., |

For PFLL MEﬁL'S gronster length travels the smoxke ~upbher
on its way to your throat -- filters it noturally through
FELL MELL'S traditionelly fine, mellow zobaccos - guards
egalnsd throat-scratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'3 fine tobaccos glves you o smoothness,

mildness ard sotilsfoction noe other cigzrevte offers you.

Guaard czainst throot-serateh!
Eajoy smooth snoking!

Ask for the lorser, finsr clserette in the distinguished

red packnge - PELT, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTHS - "Qutstanding"!

and - they arg rilal

—

ATHOT Q170042




HARRICE:

NARR:

JACK :

OAXS:

-14-
THEME ...}

This 15 Cy Horvlce returnlng yeu to your nerrator and the
BIG STORY of Jack Helse, as he lived it and wrote it,

You know now, Jack Helse, feature writer for the Seattls
Post Intelligegcegi that & pa;;{ ga?k—baired Wwoman, with
a cut free, i3 involved in the mass murdars ot Bramerton,
&nd efter the shock that 1t i1s & women, you are Just whare
you were when you thought it was o man, or two men. There
are stlll the same loose ends: the unexplained viclence,
the Tantestic hidecueness of the crimecs, the taps, the
heavy shoe loces used to bind the victims. The only
difference now is that your dregnet hns opesned widgp.
Whefe bofors 1t wos Hondricks! cefe and the county Jjails
and lock ups, 1t now includes tho woren's dentention home,
Jow it lucludes the "girlipicnds" o gen
ferels of the species. And & weck gees by, o month, end
two wonths. And nothing comes. You-—getan e

an—Ldea?—aﬁd—y9ew%fy—it“un“ﬂherrtf@“@unﬂ

All rfChu, we tave tied & woman to it. Let's sey shs dig

it ~- or sho had o sart in --
(IATERRUFTS) Or she ned » pert in it with = man.

»». OP she hed o purt in 1t with a mart.  3he's bad, hideous,
% monsver, but thore is ro woner alivs (no ron probably
either, but certainly no voman) who could do a thing liks
this, or take part it, and not have it rrsy on her mind,
not have 1t give her nihtmergs,

Okoy. 5o somowhsre sonc deme 1s dreaming sbout this,

ATHKAT Q170043




HARRICE:

NARR:

JACK

QAKS:

~14-
THEME ...)

This 1s Cy Harrice returning vou to your narrator ond the
BIG STORY of Jeck Helse, ns he lived 1t 2nd wrote 1t,

You know now, Jack Helse, feature writep for the Senttle
Post Intelllgencer, that = tall, dark-haired womon, with

b cut face, 1s involved in the rass murders ot Bremerton.
And after ths shock that it 1s a woman, you ars Just where
Jou were when you thought 1t was n man, or twe men., There
ere still the sswe loose ends: the uwnexnleined violence,
the fontestic hideousness of the crimes, the taps, the
heavy sheue laces used to bind ths victlms, The only
difference nov is that your dragnet has opensd wider,
Where boforo 1t was Hendricks' cafo ang the county jatls
end locr ups, it now includes the women's dentention hore.
Now 1t irclodes the "eirlfricnds” of SLOESTers -- bho
fersle of the Species, And a week £088 by, 2 month, and
two months, and aothing comes, YOourgotean - iden gy
BRadion G O SR 3ol VO W VovoR i 2 s e

T A
211 right; we huve tisd o woran to 1%, Let's sey she qig

It -- or shs had o vart in --
{INTERRUPTS) Or she bad o part in it with 2 man,

++- Or she hed o part in it with a men.  Bhe's bad, hidsous,
& monster, but theys is no wouen alive (no men pProbably
either, but certainly no woman) who could ds o thing like
shis, or take sart in it, and not hove 1t prsy on her riind,
not have it give norp ni atmares,

Ox2y., 5o somevhere some dams 1s dreaming about this,
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OAKE:
JACK :

GIRL:
JACK :

GIRL:
J)'\CK:

GIRL:

_15_

Paotls 1ioht SO i dhaadls G homaer sorn i hr 3 g =L Moo m-ba

[+

©: Letls try 1t. /{

et
S0 you weit d of coursc there are nightmepes -- 1in the
lock ups, in the city jails there are many nightmeres,
And you hear of & typilcal of them all/....
(PETTRIFIED) I donM\t know what you'rg talking about,
(KINDLY) Lazst night, your slesp you szid something --

7
you screcmed out. You sgid - and these are tho very

vords you snild - T cun'g\bsarfto look ot it. T can't

stend 182 T will go crazy!™ RPURSUING) Wheot ean't you

stand? Wwhy will you go cgg%y? et did you see in your

g

nightmers 1ast night? ;/ \\\

Nol! I can't tell! N?A{ No! \\

"his 1s nurder, 1&Qy{:not a picnic. MufH%rI

{(GIvVIuG UP) Canﬂﬁfyou lsave o haman baingx&ifna? I s4eel.
Okay -~ you logkéd e vp. I steal. And svery nizht I see

1t. That's Wﬁy I sbenl., Because evenry night I 38ge 1t.

Hin coming,ﬁcross the street, and the truck coming
on nim, céming down cn hin ond unable to swor, And whgp

i triod.to seream, I didn't have o vetcs, T Fried to wghe
him./;And the truck %illcd hin. He was ry father., (QUIETL
Noy ars you satisfisds

ZSUMES_WITH NARRATQR_.,.)
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NARR: Lo SRR WOV F P C W O g o a Favoihle
humanne%orteﬁ“““‘bﬁt“ﬁﬁt“ﬁﬁ‘ﬂﬁﬁﬁ@?‘%ﬁ‘fﬁﬁ*ﬁhB?“murders"

athramantqw. And so 1t goes Wi - month after endless

month, until the C?ﬁs ia an tnsolvod, opsn wound for
R

;)‘/3,,{L //
over aﬁ?gg§>/ ndﬁa“haiﬂ And theﬁ fhe Bpérrife

calls you,

QAKS: (FILTER) If you eve 8t111 interested in the Bromerton
case --

JACK; (INTERRUPPS) If I'm still interested!

OAKS: Then come on down!

(Music: _ _QUICK BRIDGE INTO_SCENE_.,..)

0AKS: He'ts in the noxt roan. He stuck up a gas stetion. The

&8 attorndant got him., Go inslde and tolk to hin, Ses
whot you think, His e is Vale.
- / 4 (QTEPS DOOR OPENS, CLOSE DOOR IH ACTICH)
L] /‘(’ -'

-‘“\

' AL

ety

Ta FRIGHTHNED -AIRV) Bellove me, mister, 1t was the flvst

LE l\

tine I ever did anything liko that 1In ry whole life, believe
re. I don't belleve in vlolence, T don't - (INTERRUPTS
EIMSELT) You won't lisiten to me ¢ither. (ALMOST ORYING)
Wor't socusbody 1 sten to me?

JACK : Oxay, Vale. We'll 1lsten Lo you some other tinme.

(STEPS. DOOR OFENS. OLOSES);

JACK: I con't gat it, Shoprire, ﬂH&maaund&mlpxeaanballeﬁddancera
EQQ@E*
OAKS: That's what bothers v, He dozsn't look like he could

k11l o fiy -- let alone zix meople.

JACK; (PUZZLED) T don't get it,

ATHXOT Q170048
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JACK:

‘OAKS:

JACK :
QLKS:

(Music; _
JACK :
MRS VALE:

MRS VALE:
JACK:
MR5 VALE;
JACK:
MRS VALE:
JACK:

MRS VALE:
JACK:

MRS VALE:

interested in {s his wife.

-THDOWN) I got . own cigarettos.

. That's true

..17..
Just wanted to see what you thought. What I'm roally
We picked her uvp and held her
crlme We have no avidence S
P é syl
roally, but last nigh Ashe called pup in per sleep,, AP
(TENSE) Yeah -~ what did.she say?

z(.f;é', e e P /;W»ZZ@Q .
hem)ﬁ Sho 5a1d/ Don't, Levry, forsine

88 & possible accessory,to

The matron was
love of God, don't, Larry, don't!"- And then later, "Six

:'7\5119 kept saying dhats -
mekes seven," /ﬂ;,{ g - /,:1 Tt Fé:ﬁa./

and one makes seven., "81x and one

_HLTS HARD_... RACES_INTQ SCENE)

(GENTLY) Would you 1ike & clgarette, Mrs, vale?
(SCARED BUT TOUGH -~ CAGEY THROUGHOUT UNTIL SHE BREAKS

When did you marry Vale?

Look, mister, I don't have to answer any questions,
- When 414 you morry Vale?

I want to see the Sherriff‘.
(SLowry)

I want to get out of here,
What's your husband's name Mrs. Vale?
I s21d I wanted to get out of here.

(TENSELY) His name's not Larry, 13 1‘0‘? It's not Larry,
is 1t9

{ PAUSE) .

(TERRIBLY FRIGHTENED) I don't know vhet you'rs tolking
about. _

Whenever anybody knows exactly what:somebody else 1s talking
about, and they don't want to talk about it, they say that.
What? '
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JACK

MRS VAR

{MUSIC:

NARR:

MR3 VALE:

JACK:

¥RS VALE:

HMRZ VALE:

MRE VALE:

-1f-
What you just:said - "I don't know what you'lre talking
about." Who is Lerry? (AND FIERCELY KOW) And what does
it mean -- "Six and one makes sevep:ﬁ Six and one what,
firs. Vale? Six and pne mundepes, Mrs, Vale?

stpp iq, stop 1t. Leove me alone.

_IN WITH_NARRATOR ...)

You've gol ker now, and you know it. You push, you insist
you persist, insinunte, cejole, you usg violence in your
tone and 1t begins to come ocut: the full, terrible, tragic,
Inhuman, beasided story,

¢'s o hockey plnyorl’ﬁgéﬁﬁlays hockey.

(ALMOST ASIDZ) oOF coursﬁ. They wersen't just shoe laces.
Those wers thoe lkind hockey players use in their skates,
He wzs o hockey player and 7 kmew r£in Szfope I married mr
husbend and he played good hockey. I uscd to watch him,
ind I lixed bim, ¥ind of, oven though he wns wildﬂgnd once .
he cracked & follow's skull +n—thme-mims vith hfgﬁ;kﬁ%éi A
They borr:d hin fronm playing - but he wos like that..

(FAUSE)
Arg you sure --

(PLACATING) You've mot nothing te worry zbout. The

Sherriff has told yoa -- you'll be glven wvery protection.
o ansed.
On¢ day, ke snid te me -- T didn't uhink anything was
vrong =- hs soid to Lo --

(FADING TN)
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~1g-
LARRY : (BASY GOING, GOOD NATURED, SEEMINGLY A HERO) You
know Hendricks, Letty. The guy who runs the cafe where
the sport crowd hangs out., He runs opon house at this
cottage he's got in Bromerton. Says to me "Drop out
any tims you want," Would you 1ike to go out?
MR3 VALE: ¥ doﬁlt kiow, You woant to, Larry?
LARRY ; Might be nlcc. Ceb some clean air. Flzy a little poker.

Come on -« we'll have some fun.

S ¢ PAUSE)
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MRS. VALE:

MRS. VALE:
LARREY :
MRS. VALE:

LARRY:

MRS. VALE:

LARRY:

M3, VALE;

MRS. ViAlE:

LARRY:

MRS. VALE:

LARRY:

-20-

(RESUMES HER S10RY) So we went out. It was a nlce day,

g little cocl. It's awful pretty out there and I was

glad to get out of the q;%y. Larry stopped the car

It was going cn nine

about 100 yards from the house.

sk

oleclock at night.

(FADING)

oo opened tho cer door and said. ...

We?ll get out here and walk the rest of the way.
Wrat's the idea, Larry?

(HNoP=—pdtaW@RENEF ) Take that scarf you got and stick it
around your face so thoy can't ses vho you are.

You nuts, Larry!
I'm not nuts. 8ec, I got a mask tao. It's April's Fools
Day. I figurs I'1ll play a 1ittle April Fool's Jciue.

Oh -- I get 1t. Suare!
{PAUSE...FIXES SCALRF)

(VOICE SLIGHTLY MUFFLED) Like the way I got the scarf on?

(SUDDENLY, STARTLED) ILarry, you got a gun.
Thot's right, Letty. Thig iz golng to be a goed April
Fool's joke. Hendricks made a kill of three thousand ../ v

today. I thing 1t would be a great jexe 1f I took lG

away froc Rim.

(KOT SURF OF HIM) .nd then gave it back?
(REal MEZaV - MSNACE IN HIS VOICE IFCR THE FLRST TINE, MNo --
ant kept it, baby. Thot would make it 2 much better

Joke.
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MRS. VALE:

H=NDRICKS:

MRS. VALE:

¥ES. VALZ:

JA0K:

MRS, VALE:

2]~

/?3uﬁe)

I wasn't sure. I thought maybe he was half joking when

we went in -- but, he wesn't joking. He made them stand

up and he made me tape their wrists -- some of them -~- op

tie them with thosc thongs he had from hls skates. And

then hz started to rob them. And then Mr. Hendricks saild

(1t was a torrlble mistako).....

(FADE TN)

Look, Larry, I know 1t's you behind that mask. Igts you,

and I know 1%. Cut 1t out. If you don't cut It out

right now, I'11l have you barred from pilayving hookey

anywhere 1n the U3, you crazy maniac.

That €14 it. That sent nim wild. He didn't say anything.

He just walked up to Hendricks, put the gan in hig face.
{GUN SEOT)

Then one of the men went for him to stop him., He

smashed him with 2 chair and shot him as ne lay on the

-7
ST f/” Lpes

floor. And then I -Ee3d.d to atop. He threw z boor

bottle 2t me ard hit me in the face. I began to bleed.
ran out of the houss. I ran cut te the dunss. Anything

to get awsy. I threw awvay the scarfl -- 1t was coverad

with bElood. I broke my-heel and I didn't know untili

the next day when I saw the papers tnet he had -- killled

all of them.

(SADLY) Quite a time -- guite a time.

So lenp as I 1ive, I'11 never forget that night. I

couldn't take the car, I didn't dare go back to the

house -- and 1 knew there was no ferry untll 7:30.

(MORE }
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-. MRS. VALE:
{CoNT'D)

JACK:
MRS, VALE:

LARRY:

— " — A

NARRATOR :

=22~

And I knew he was out there alone with me and that space

of land -- miybe coming after me -- and I looked for a

place to hide. I }ogggg gveﬁywhgre, but I couldn't find
a place. And {‘inallye you yéu}gq!p belleve It, but I
laid on the beach and covened wyseif with sand -- and put
grass on my face and just lay thére- Filnally, it got to
be seven and I ran to the ferry and I -- (INTERRUPTS
HERSELF) That's the truth, so help me God. The whole
truth.

Why dion't you tell somebody about 1t?

How could I Lell? Two days aftef 1t happened -- two days

later'-- he came and found me where I vas living. He

_ walked in in the middle of the njght and. said S LI

Just remember, Ietty, six and ona makes seven. I
killed¢ six people already. Sevep won't make any
difference. Just keep your blg mouth shut. Don't

forget -- six and one makes seven.

— e e

The pest was routine. You got his name and long
before you finlshed the story, Sherriff Oaks had
alerted the entire cow try ide. Within an hour Larry

54.»“(.’ Yt "Lx.:f‘ﬂ.)ﬂ'l Coopteds AL
was plecked up in Portland/\: ﬁueb-a%eutubhs=$tma you

wama—#e&dijbo turd?to her, the frightened Mrs. Vale,

and ﬁ%aak,-eo~ybmnn1nu¢wh4&mua&mﬂ&ua£.§%ﬁ&§lﬁ:;naVﬁns

faning ol
g;g;gvT£0ﬂ$heﬁvhﬂiewoﬁwkm&ﬂrea*ﬁ?@yDﬂ*ﬂﬁré“abﬁeﬁto%sayWe;“
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THE BIG 3TORY

PROGRAM #130

CLC3ING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPFPELL:

HARRICE:

.

CHAFPELL

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPZLL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalnst throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the amoke further......

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you'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, cr 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer fllter of trac¢itiorally fine, mellow tobaccos - to
guard azalinst throat-scrateh.

Yez, PELL MELL'S flne ﬁobaccos give you & gmoctiness,

rmildness and satlsfaction no other cigarette offers you,

Guaré agzalnst thrsat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarctte in the distingulshed

yed package - PELL MELL FAMOUR CIGARETTES - "outstanding"!
and - they ars miid!
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

REV.
w2

The BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockicr with
music by Vladimir Sellnsky. Tonight!s program wWas
adapted by Arnold Perl from an actusl story from the
front pages of the Seattle Post Intelligencer, Your
narwator was Bob Slovanc, and Bill Quinn played the part
of Joek Heise. In order to protect ihe hames of people
actually involved in tonight's authentlc BIG STORY the
names of all characters in the dramztization were

changed with the oxception of the reporter, Mr. Heise,

Tais is Ernest Chappell speaking for the mekers of PELL
MELL FI‘LI"IDLT'S CIG!‘)RETTES .

This is MBC .. THE N.TIONAL BROADCLCTING COMPANY.
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PRQGRAM #131

CAST
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JOE
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PCLE
DVOREKI
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BOB SLOANE
VIRGINIA SMITH
VIRGINIA SMITH
SYD SMITH

BYD SMITH UL e
'RALPH BILL

RALFH 3ILL
LGN POIAN
LON POLAN

LUIS VAN ROOTEN

LUIS VAN ROOTEN
GIL MACK
OIL MACK

VEDHESDAY, SEPTEMBER 28, 1949
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" WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #131

( Yy )
10:00 = 10:30 PM ST TMBER 28, 1949 WEDNESDAY

(HARRY GASKELL: WATERBURY, CONNECTICUT REPUBLICAN)

CHAPFELL: PELL MELL TAMOUS GIGARRTTES present...THE BIG 3TORY!

{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE INIO)
(A HRAVY MAN GETS UP FROM A CREAKY, SOFA)
LYDPIA: (48%??&%&:‘SEXYT_ﬁﬂﬂBTTE3—FTﬁﬁ?ﬂﬁﬁ%ﬁ&ﬁ%ﬁﬁ*i%&ﬁ¥rfﬁﬂS
5eEB-oUPITOREY)
JOE: (4 HEAVY SET MAN IN HIS FORTIZS,, SLIGHT POLISH ACCENT.)

I gov to go, Lydia.
LYDIA: ;Ajrbome on -~ itls early.

JOE: I got to go. (HECRPS—UPT—SEREFOHES)
ILYDTA: linen ere you cconing back for good?
JCE: Toon, beby., soch,

2 e

IYDIA: A The divoree?

JOE: Could be, Ivdia, could be. [(JOE ANASTAZIA IS A BIG MAN:
A 107 OF BIG In=~n) Ccne way to end a marriage is dlvorce,
1ydia. Buc I've been thinliing maybe anotner good way to

. . A 5
crd the marrioge 5o a knife, Lycdia.

{MUsIc: YF_SIPINLY, THEM DOWN FOR CHAPPELL..)

1t

CHAFFELL: Y7 BIG 3TCRY! Here is Americs, its sound and its fury,
its jey aand its szorrow, ss foithfully reporied by the men
ard wemen of The great American newspopers. (FLAT}
Waterbury, Connucbicut: from the pages of the Waterbury

Republican, the story of & man who died -- officially --

four times.(;and Tor hils worlk on this_EiEEIDto Harry

Gaskell of the Waterbury Republicanalfor his BIG STORY,
goes the PELL MZLL Award,.

i g T it
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OPENING COMMERCTAT.:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPRIL:

HARRRICE:
CHAPPEIL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICZ:

CEAPPEIL:

HARRICE:

Cuard cgainst throat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smokingl

PEIL MELL'S gpreater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
Ltravels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Fuff by puff you'lre always shead when you smoke PELL MELL.
£t the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
tran that ol any other leading cigaretie. HMoreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PFLL MELL, still zives you

a2 longer filter of fine tobaccos - wo guard against throat-
scratch.

For PELL MEIL'S preater length travels the smoks further

e 1ts way to your threat - fllters it naiupally through

has]

1T FRELL'C traditionally fine, mellow tohaccos ~ guards

inst throes-scrateh,

m

ag

Yca, PELL MSIL's fine tobaccos give you a smootiness,

i

mildness and soertofoction ne other clgarebte offers you.
guard sgninst throat-scrateohl

1

‘njoy smoeth smoking!

I

rzz For the longer, finer clgarctie in the distinguished

1¢d raskege -~ PELL MELL TFANCU3 CIGARETTES - "nutstanding!"
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- 3...
INTRODUCTION, _A_NIGHT. THEME, UNDER)
Now the story =5 it actually happened, Harry Gaskellls

story as he llved it, Waterbury, Connectlcut..

3

Ly

STANDARD:

Yeurs is the night police run, Harry Geskell of the
Vaterbury Republlcan. And youlre on 1t for two reasons,
Cnee, you have an eye for the news, and you can wrlite.

Twe {and this the City Desk likes best zbout you), you're
» guy with integrity, a conscience, I you say ~ "The
men, age 58, was found dezd at 1:30" - your Editor knows
vou checked the man's age, you looked et Tour wetch., He
knows that you report life as 1t 13, and crimss as they
happen, And that vas where -- this integrity, this
sceuracy, this questicon of consciencs -- that was where yu

oot irvolved with the fnartasia killing, &Gnt nvolved

You were jvs: orrnz oo lehg to Pollec Lieutenant Standard,
_ , e A st

T owas getting ci 5 0‘cloc§q-— time evenl for you to go
t.one -- when the »eport come In,

;i PTLTER) Double killing reported et 3 Burton Strest.
SoTver ot over, Lleutenant,

You &sl Pote 2tandard 1f you cen come alochngs, 4And he says,
sorewing up nis big face..

sure you con come, but Irom whet I hiear, 1t ainlt very

pretliy.
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.
NARR: It wesn't pretty. The wife -~ she was 28 -~ iny on the
bed with her throat slashed, Her huaband was on the floor
in the next room, beside the cheap table they ate off --
his throoat slashed the same way -- from ear to ear, You
ﬁz%:z% there, Harry Gaskell, closs Lo the doorway -~ just
looking, You take in t@e miserable apartment at a glance,
. rmadeis ol LRt
Pete Standard and the desber take it in teo..
(STANDARD T3 CPENING AND CLOSING CRAWERS, MOVING AS
HE SPEAKS. TiIIS FOLLCWS HIS ACTIONS)
STANDARD: £ 1ot of Leat-up o0ld clothing in the buresu drawers..
rmoteh books,.usuel knick-knacks,,o0ld pictures -- (WALKS)

nsthing even In the kitchon, Weuldn't meke 1t worth five

rinutes of & crock's time. Not rcbbery, that's for sure,

[l }

oc: Tou know me belter thon that, 2ede, (n thinge Zike that
I gov no opinion, I got iy warlk to do.

STANDARD: Her Tirat?

<k

iveleR (20ME DISGUAT) Tich -- hep Tirsd,

STANDARD (KOVING AGAIN) I .o the window by the Tire escape's ovpen.
(FROJECTS & LITTLE)} Window open in that roont, too, Doc?

LoC: (C=2) Tl'3 choscda Wiy don't you locls Zor vourself? I

-
|

tc Co &3l your wori for you?
STANDARD: (GLIGZLY T1CHIZ) Thanks, Doc. {PC HAKRY NOW) Hey, you're

awful quiei, Eapwy, What o you think. (LOUDER)

Hey, Haryy., I azled you woat you -=
HARRY: (SUDDEILY) Liculenont, loek! (L1NCST & SCREAM) Docl
{MgaI6s——2-ton (DIC 24T FER )
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HBARRY:

STANDARD:

STANDARD:

o0C:

AMusIC

NARR:

HARRY:

HARRY:

~5-
(THRU THE MUSIC) Look at it =- the way he's laying there --
lock at his arrm -- his fingers. (SOBZR NOW) I swear I saw
his fingers moving -- his fingers are moving! LOOK!
(LCREDULOUS) His fingers? %Ioéle—eees Doc -- Docll
(TEE DOCTOR COMES ON)

Look at him Doc. Anasthastiats finger's are --
{INTERRUPTS. DISGUSTED AS USUAL} Very dright boy your
revorter herc. His fingers are movingl! Reflex action.
Probably died less than an hour ago. Reiflox—sotdon,
(PHONY FORMAL) For your information, Mr. Geskell, this
men is deac, How -~ do you mind if I go back to workl
IN_WITH KARRATION) e
Fe went back to his grim work in the other rcoom and Pete
standard went bock to looking inside drawers, into the ons
2los¢t, cpening mail. Bos you stood there, aad contlnued
toc stand ar you were -- watching the bedy ~7T Jos Anastasia
-~ Tyize pronounced desad.

Los, come cver uere znd loeok &€ this,

(cz7) {RORED) vWhat now?
Lockz 2t his lips. There's a bubble formingc;iéiiifking
and-Lfopmirp—presking-and—fermings—i—donii—knew -- like
hebﬁgs breathing.

. G T o o)
uga—vhw—cic—weéj—me—f—er -~ (HE INTERRUPTS HIMSELF
A3 HE SZEZ TEE BUBBLE) Hey, thers is a bubble.

(MA—PEA T R PP TP SUBSTIRES )
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Loc:

HARR:

STANDARD:
HARRY:
STANDARD:
HARRY:
STANTARD:
HARRY:

STANDARD:

HARRY:

STANDARD:

e
Aart
Well,.maybe there was a hubble, but that bubble bust.

Air
Tunny thing the way they hang on, adntt 1t? That guy

wes 1iving up until,now -~ with all that blooé gone,
living. 3ut he’gg;iiqalivefggfaore.
Ainé so for the thlrd time, Joe Anastasia Wes pronounced
dead. His body lay inert on the Tleor, The Medical
Exeniner, shaking hls head, went back to vork.
(10 PAUSE)
And Bebe Standard finished reading the letter he hed
started before., BPut you, Harry Gaskell, Reporter -- &
men with his eye open for facts and only facts -- did
sermzthing setrange.
(STEPS. A PIECE OF FAPER B=ING TORN CFF A PAD
MORY BTEPS)

vnetlre you doing now? Hey, stay away from that vody!

T iust got to try something, Lleutenant, I just get to,
You hesrd the Doc.

Let ne try itf.

Vret're you golng to do?

Just put this plece of paper on his chest end wateh 1t,
thet's =211, Just wateh it,

For the love of Pete!,ﬁﬁee/uj;ajﬂj}v‘xé;‘”z-

(TWo STFPS. RUSTLING OF PAPER A3 IT IS PLACED
ON JOF T3 CEEST)

{(GOND PAUSE)

It moved! T tell you, it mcved! Look at it. Lieutenent,

ha'ls alived

(EROJECTING) Hey, Doc, come in nere! Come in here cuick!
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DoCs
STANDARD:
oc:

noc:

HARRY:

STANDARD:

-3TANDARD:

DOCL:
HARRY:
DCC:
RARRY s

LoC:

HARRY:

DoCc:

{STEPS)
Yezh, I see 1t.
Do you think he -~-
{ INTERRUPTS) Sh -- let me get my stebhoscope on.
(MOVING FOR THIS)
(LONG PAUSE)
Soth sidos of this guy's heart are pumping. He's alilve.
Ggt &n ambulance.
(AMBULAFOR-BEHL UNDER., AUTO MOTCR RACING)
Yeu think we!ll make 187
Fronounced dead three times and still alive -- we'll make

e o e
it, (10UD) Driver, step on it -- ve apenit going to -oay

(PULMOTOR AT WCRK. UNDER)

Can vou tell anything yet, doc?

ezve us alcne, Lt., just lcove us alone.

Just give us an idsa, doc.
#e'll 1ive - incredible as that sounds -- nel'll livel
(T¥= REFPORYTR) Cen I talk to him?
ture, go rizht over, talx to the man -- that?s only a
rultctor he's got over his face --

I ¢1an't mean --
Gst out of here, both of you. In 24 hours, maybe 36 ~ come
back -- and (MOCKING) we'll see if you can talk %o him.

(PEREMPTORY) S5tep up that machine,
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(MUSIC:

NARR¢

HARRY:
STAKDARD:
HARRY:
STANDARD:
HARRY:
STANDARD:
HARRY:

STANDARD:

EARRY:

STANDARD:
HARRY:
STANDARD:

=

(THE POCKETA TNCREASES A5 THE MUSIC)
You write it up big because the will Yo live l1s strong
in human beings and because the story of & man coming
back to lifc 1s something everyone wants to read.
&nd then (because of the walt ahead) and because youlre
you = you go back to the still bloody room at 8 Burton 3t.
You walk up the foul-smelling staircase looking for answels
answers to the guestions; Who killed his wife: Who triead
to i1l him? Why? - You waik up the stalrs --

(STAIRS)

Y

endé opon o ereeked door and there you find --
(& LITTLE SURPRISED) Lieutenant Standard!l
Thotls risht. 3Surprised?
Lo, I guess not, You're & curious guy tno.
Dheb~was—a-pwell—story—you-sroie.
The—poes—Tie—it.
Disnte—you?
Just =T dom t——=—teo—many_locse-snds.

ey
So, you were looking at more than the body when you were
standing thers?

It's

Yean, (IN A BURST NOW) Wherels the murder weapon?

got to be somevhere. There ought to be vlood around.
Trepels not. I3's a cmzll reom and no hilding places and
-= did you leeck in that plle of papers?

No. Thabls just papers.

Well, let's look anyhow, huh?

Jurc.
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HARRY

STANDARD:

HARRY:

STANDARD:

HARRY:

HARRY:

STANDARD:

STANDARD:

.-9..
(A FEW STEPS., RIFFLING THROUGH NEWSPAPERS]
Guess youfre right., It's just papers. Hey...whatls this?
(LOULER) Hey..whatls this?

W
(1cW) What we've been locking for. A bread knife xeepped
Al

.S
Ar e hleedy—tendirerchief.
How did it get here? Who put it here?
Maybe the murderer finished, threw 1t zcross the floor, and
it slipped under the papers,
That's impossible, Isle—dpipping——cvernrnovr—itls-dripping,
It would leave nmarks on the floor, There are no marks
on the Cloor. It's crazy!d Therc's got to be more,
Lieutenant, Therels got to be more., Thersls—ananswer

hepe—somewhere,

ﬁagiA_
Berimmps there's got to be, but there isntt. Tisrs isn't

-~ under %he old bathtub, amii the few greasy Jars that
stend oh the medicine shelf, there lZsn't in the stove, in
the rusty oven, nor in the pan that catches the greasy
dripping? You go thru the drawesrs again, thru the
closet, thkru the shoes, inte the laundry beag. There's got
te beg:fbtht there isn't. And teocn.

{(MOVEMAENT OF A 3UREAU SLIGHTLY FRCHM THE WALL)
(SEARPLY) Lieutenant. A sheet of paper, A sheet of
raper with some writving con it,

(RUSIIE ¢F PAPER)

Lot me have whet.

(MORE RUSTLE)

What 1z this? What language 1s this --?%
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HAREY:
LTAITDARD:

EARRY:

STANDARD:

TWOREXI:

STANDARD:
DVOREETI:
STANDARD:
DVOREKI:

I RRY:

I'VOREKT:

EARRY:

DVOREKI:

HARRY:

DVOREKT:

DVOREKI:

.-10.-
It looks like Polish. -=
(PUZZLED AS TO WHAT TO DO) Polish?

Therels & butcher downstairs -- ? =- maybe

raetrate
he can translate it. You think maybc ke wrote 1t?
Let's don't guess ~- let's find that butcher.
(FOLITELY) You Mr, Byereikl?
That's right. DBut I got other custoners firgt. I--
{IN REACTION TC STANDARD) Oh - the police?
¢
Letts just step over herezA Dvorekl is the name?
That's right,
¥What'ls thisz say, please?
Wait. I gol to get my glasses. I don't read geod. (PAUSE)
There that's botier.

{11 ATIENTLY) Go ewhead. Sce what you can make of 1%,

ALY right. (BEGINS HALTING, SLCW TRAKSLATION.) "All my
o e Tl FEhey yo Aead
11fz I love ner, trust hory), Phepe—is—sno—ons—etses Who

wrote this, mistep?

Never mind. Go chead.

(CREBLING) Akl ty-1ife-T1TVE Lery—trusb—hers—bub-elic
petrays me,— With-ether-mon-she-belrays—me—dy—wifes;—who
sweefs—%ﬁ—}e4a—m9~and—te-hencr'mETm—ﬁhe—be%r&ys~mer__So=-"

(BT RRUP TS ISR TROVBLED )

I WINPT P o
I B i I ey o A L )

(MGIBLES AGATH TC GET UP TC THE PLACE HE WAS, THEN...)} "So
better than to hoave this shame, I kill her, "
(CONTINUES, VERY LoW) "after T kill her, I take my owWn

1ife too."

—— T R
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NARR: And now the fullness of 1t hits you, Harry Gaskell, as
you stand 1n a butcher shop In the sium section of
Weterbury, Connccbicut. You brought & man vack to life,
but not just a men, You brought a murdsrer back -- a
murderer end o would-ve suleide. You brought o man back
pest to Tace & trial, o judge, o jury. A mon who even now,
st the hospltal, rallies that he may live. Wos 1t right
for yeu to bring him back? Would 1t not have been
better 17 you had not noticed the moving fingers, and the
bubble on his mouth and the paper slowly rising and falling
on nis chest? And &3 you stand there, you knew that you
must do everything in your pover mew Lo meks sure that
the rman you helped bring back to 1ife is glven every
chancc. This voulve got %o do becausc you're that kind
of rerson and youlve zot that kind of consclence.

(MUsIC: UP _{ 1AG)

{MIDDLE CCMUERCIAL)
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MIDDIE COMM=ROTAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELI .

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAF FELL:

HARRICE:
CEAPPEIL:

HARRICE:

Guard egeinst throat-scratehl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of trzditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke further....

"ilters the smoke and makes 1t miid,

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
£t the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s I'iltered further

than thet of any cother leading cigarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 19, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you

& lonper filter of fine tobaccos - to guard agalinst
throat-scrateh.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its vay to your threet - filters it naturally through
FELL !ELL's traditionally Tine, mellow tohsccos - guafds
gpzinst ithroat-scratceh.

Yez, FELL MZIL'2 fine tobaccos glves you a smoothness,

mildness and satisfecticn no other cligarette offers you.

Guard epainst throat-scraschl
Enjov smooth smoking!

hsz Tor the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red vackage - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstandinel"

And - thew zre mildl
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(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

NARR:

-33-
This is Oy Harrice, returning you to your Narrator and the
BTG STORY of Harry Gaskell, as he lived 1t and a—ma)

wrote 1t.

They tell you at the hospital, Harry Geskell, Polilce
Reporter for the Waterbury, Connecticut Republican, that

1t wiil be 8 to 10 hours yebt before Joe Ansstasla

regains consciousness, and that'!s & lot of time to think.

4 lot of time for you to snsvwer the question: (Because,

of course, you're golng to ses him) - Whai do you say

to 2 man whom you helped bring back to life and who you
just-ézzgdgut purdercd his wife and triled to take

his own 1ife? For just & fragment of a moment you think ==
"Ferget about i, Therc are other storlies, other things

to do," But you canlt forget about 1t and you «<now

thet. And o you walt, You walt tntil they tell you =~

I5'5 all right to go in, how,Me, -Gaskedl.

Ee 13 a messive man With & leonine hcoad, a handsome, bright,
even arrogent looking man. And after the fantestlc loss
of obleecd, and even with the huge bandage around his

throat, he is alive -- very much alive. And the first
thing he seys to you 1s --

Thank you, mister, You saved my llfe.

(DRY-MCUTHEL} Ghet's okay, How do you Teel®

Feil good, niscer, Fecl iife. They canmot ki1ll me. K121
my wife, yes. My Mawncella -- but they canlt kill me.
(SURPRISED) Who canlt %111 you? What do you mean?

T tsll the Lizutenant. You don't heap?
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HARRY:
JOE:

HARRY:
JOE:
HARRY:
JOE:
HARRY:
JOE:

HARRY:

JOE:

HARRY:

HAREY:

-1l
No.
Ve are heme, Time to go to bed. Through flre-escape
windov comes first one man, then the other, Hit me --
think with o black-jack. I go down. Whcn I come up,
Marcells screams in next room., I run in. I see they
killing her. Big knife -- killing her. Then come after
mnc. coo-holdamer—bhe-other culs—my—thweat, I thank you,
Mister, saving my life, I find those men. I kill them.

I find the men who kill my wife.
{(CABTISHEI—Loulrenob—aitowed—tosmoke—yot;—are-—-yeu?
Hov—Doasnp——oay-—H104

i fd—GoF

Bebber-net—Maybesmoke mrite—me—eeugh-—add -~

Sumer—3ure;—fumtorstané.  (CASUAILY) What about the note?

Lontt understand.

We found a note, Mr., Anastasia, saying thnat you killed
vour wile end were going to take your own 1lifc beccuse
she --

(INPERRUPTS) Nover wroto such a notel Never. Take my
£a == ¥i1ll Marcella! Ycu crazyl?

Eccause she was playing around with other men. Because
¢f thc disgracc Lo you. Becausu there wvas no cther way
aut,

(EXCITED) You nust be crazy. Crazy man to come in and say
a thing like this to me, Joe Ansstasim. Love my wife.

[
[

=)

¢ lcoves me. Nobody loves botter than Marcella and Joe.
Askl Askl

Who wrote the note? %Who would stick it behind the bureau?
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JOE:

NAERR:

ATy

18-
How T know? Pecple jealous. Make trouble., Tried to kill
me -- wpite notes, (VERY GRAVELY AND VERY EARNESTLY) But

I tcll vou, Mister -- onc thing T tell you. Marcella was

best wife man ever had. Best wife in the world. Mercella
and Joo love sach other, Mister. Love sach other until

death,

Coulg it be? Is 1t possible that what thls strong, violent
men has szid is true? There arc too meny loosc ends, and
your conscience is still ragged because of what you have
Gene. And so you sct out to find something thav will tie
somc of those cnds together and soothe that conscience.
Pirst: the notc. You take it to his wife's mesher, and

check on the hand-writing, evd—on-etner-thinas.

(VITRIZLIC TIROUGEOUT) He wrote it, the devili He wrote 1t.
T told her -- I told her “don't merry him," I-$edd—imor

K} . -] E ot T A ] 3 = . Iy - = -
Lnedse-—rim—i e s — e oo T oIS ORSaR L seké—her
‘ DIPTERT ’x.‘_}

There's no doubt he wrote thls, ma'am}

He wrote it. I told her a jyeaer ago. & ysar &go one night
he beat her so, She showed mo the druises on her arms,
her chest, her back, her legs ~-- £verywinerc. =hs T4
Tilee—hoti—Mister.

Tt's not true what he wrote thon about Marcclla ond --
(INTERRUPTING) Other men! He's a liar. Ia-his—dirsy
ning—er-yishhis—ebther—womenT VoRen—Womsh—==-—30—-he
says—Mareells hes-mend She was sweet and good and only

stupid because she loved him.
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LYDIA:

HARRY:

Harry;

-16-

You check the neighbors and you find again that the note

15 in his hand-writing, end that his wife was sweet and

petient and & beaten woman, And thon, in & bar, among

the men at the rolling mill he worked, you get another

plece of thé story.

Sure, I remember many times he says -- and he does it too

«- Y drink eny man under the table, Joe Anastesia (WITH

CONTEMPT) he thinks he 1s a big men, big fighter, big

drinker, big man with the women. He's got a blg head,

211 right. Big like a blown-up ox! Thinks he's great.

Now he gets what's coming to him,. '

He went around withﬂwomen, ‘huh?

Want something for your'paper, Mister? Only I bet your
.. baper nevor prints iﬁ,y*Not fit %o print. .Go .sep Lydinm

Turkel. Aslt hoy this,ﬁuestionﬁ"'"Factory closes down

6130, Takes Joc Anastasia half on hour to get home. How

coms he comes home 9:00 o'clock every night?" Ask

Lydia Turkel, %You find out soﬁething you don't print.

{QUITE DRUNK) So what? So he was with me. So whet? -Ehe

Rever-vas-enything-te—himrNothing, He told me he was

going to met & divorce, He told me he was --(SLYLY)} I

could tell you something --

What, Lydla, What could you tell me?

(#453E) |

¥ou—eanls—sotl-mo—anything-boesuse—you—donlt—tnov

saybiing.
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LYDTA:

HARRY:
JOE:
IARRY:
JOEA
HAKRY:

NARR:

-l?-
T could tell you plenty. Joe Angstaslats a big men,

%31

= =fs, Plenty of ideas.

L 1ot of ways better than divorce to get rid eof your wife.
SHARPLY) He say that to you?

(LAUGHS) He's a better man than sny man in these rparts.,

A better man than you. Get out of here.

(DOOR OPENS. CLOSES. A FEW STEPS)
{SOFTLY) I thought you loved your wife, Joe,
I love her, Always love her,
What aboutr Lydila, Joeé What about all the others, Jce?
Whet you taliking?
Joe, you wrote that note. You nated Marcella. You told
Lydie there were nore ways than cne to get rid of your
wite., S
You think you gonna stop me? I gonna he free man --
free I tell you. MNot you, not anybody stor me nov.
T come back from the dead to live, #ister. Joe
Angstasia big man. You no stop me now. HNobody stops

Jo¢ Anastasia,

You szee it now, Harry Geskell..the full horror of it.
An ego maniac, A manabove the law -- a men a law unto
nimzelf, What will he ¢o? Escape? Plead insanity?
Something 1z =t work in that wild brein. Something in
that massive, llenlile head, And now you know you've
g0t Yo stop 1t once ang for 2ll. Ané so you go back to

the neighborhood. To the poor, broken dovwn house where

the tragedy occurred,
{MORE)
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NARR!
(CONT 'D)

PCLE:

HARRY!
POTE:

HARRY!:

JOE !
IHARRY:

-18-
Tn the room below ¥here the murder took place, you
meet a frightened man who tells you the rest of the story.
(SLIGHT ACCENT) Why I don't come1z % before? Talk to
somebody? I tell you, Mister Reporter. I am afrald. T
am aipeid Joe knows what I know and I am arraid maybe
Joe comes for my wife -- maybe my kids,
You don't have to worry, He's not golng to hurt anyone.
TIs thet night. Is maybe 12, 11:15 ~- I am not sure. EKlds
aslecrv. 1 sit there and my wife. We hesr her screaming!
Marcelle: "Joe don't. Don’t Joe. FPlease Joel' Hear
his name clear. Open door te hall. Go out, Look. DSee
him come walking down stalrs. Gees me. I say - 'Wnat
hapoen, Joe?” He says "Shut upl” But he don't go down
steirs no mere -~ instead, Mlister Reporter,, goes hack

tairs, Back to his place. Then I hear he throws the

L}

u.p
mwolt on the door anéd I know something terrible happens

»ehind the lock. Thatls when he coes it Mister. Then,

(DOOR CLOSES DELIBERATELY. FEW DELIBERATE STEPS.
THEY 3TOP)
llow I wnow, Joe, Now I knovw everything.
Knew what? What you think you khnow?
You %illed her to get rid of her, Joe -- beeause of
Lviie and the others. You killed her, Joe. (PAUSE FOR
REACTION. TIERE I3 NONE) You killed her and you started
cut -- hoping you'd get away with it -- but the man
downsseirs, nim and his wife, heard you -~ they lmew what
had kappened, You knew they'd tell the police and you'd

be caught -- so you went back up - back to your epartment.
{MORE)
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~1.9-
HARRY: (STYLL NO REAGTION) =- Then you thought -- that "»ig brain"
(cowm?n) of yours, that ego =- you thought: "1111 ¥ill myself,
Better 1 kill myself than the police kiil me. I'11 kill
myself and leave a note for the whole world to sse ==
then thoy'll see how greet I am, how blg I am." Thatt!s
whet you thought, Joe, when you wrote the note -- the
bleod still on your hands. Meke 1t look 1ike she was

the one two—timing—-ﬂmiﬂmbymi-- you were so blg, you
killed her ané yourself. Thet's the wey 1t happened Joe.
Thet!s just the wey 1t happened -~ isn't 147

(LOMG PAUSE) |

JCE: ¥You bring me back from death to tell me this! Joe

Anssthasia big men --

HARRY: (ITERRUPTS) Tgo maniac you mesn ==
JOk: {DLYING KO ATTENTION TO HARRY, GOING RIGHT ON} - big
man I tell you. -- Joe Anasthasia ncver talk again.

Never say a wvord, Never.

OHAFPEIL: In just & moment we will rcad you a telegrar from Harry
Gaskell of the Waterbury Republican with the final
outcome of tonightfs BIG STCRY.

{MJsICr _ _ BEING).

(CLOSING CCLBMFRCIAL)
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CLOSING COMMERCIAT:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHATPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratchi

Enjoy smooth smokingl

PEIL MELL!3 greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Pull by puff you're always anead when you smoke PELL
MFIL., At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarettc.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
sti1l gives you & longer filter of traditionally fine,
mellow tobacceos - to guard against tarcat-scratceh,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobsccos give you a smoothness,

mildness and ratisfaction _no other clgaretie offers you,

Guerd cgeinst throat-scratchl

L]

njoy smooth smokingl

Ask for the longer, finer cigerette in the distingulshed

red package -- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!

Airg - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL:

GABKELL:

CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

..21..

New we read you that telegram from Harry Gaskell of the

Waterbury Republican,

A11 through trial killer in tonight's Big Story satb
astaring - never changing his expressiocn, never shifting
his eyes, never saying o word., Jury found him gullty
of murder in the first degree and he was hanged until
dead 2t Weathersaflcld Prison.

Many thanks for tonizghtls PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr. Gaskell...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CTIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for neobable service in the field of journalish,
Listen azain next week, samc time, same stotion, when
TELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STCRY from the fronl peages o7 ths South
Bend Tribune -- by=1line, Ralph J. Hennings,

zbheut & reporter who wrote a story in bloed --

ATKOT Q01700786
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

ANHCR:

2ND REVISE
-22a

The BRIG STORY is produced by Bermard J. Prockter with
rusic by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's prosraom was
adapted by Arnold Perl from an actual story from the
front poges of the Waterbury Republican. ¥our narrator
was Bob Sloanc, and Sydney Smith played thoe part of
Harry Gaskell. In order to protect the namns of

pcople actually involved in tonight's authentic BIG
STORY the rames of all characters in the dramatization
were changcd with the exceptlon of the reporter,

Mr., Goskell.

TKEMZ UP_FULL AND FADE)

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL TL30US CIGARETTES.

Carclessness is the greatest single cause ol flres ee
fires that claim thousands of lives and destroy
property worth hundrads of millions of dollars. Help
prevent these shocking losses. 3e carcful always -
with lighted matches and cigarettes ard in cvery other
vay, Obey all fire regulations!

THIS IS NBC wes THE NATIOWAL BROADC:LSTING COMPANY
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