FRYHECT Ot 2005




SUHSOZEG LON T




NARRATOR
VOICE IT
MRS, WARD
CLERK
BESS
VOICE 1
JOEL
WARD

RAY
BELCHER
FENTS
SHERIFF
THHBEE -
LAWYER
SALESMAN

DOGE

AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #158

CAST

BOB SLOANE o on '
gf—/’ i /},/; P LN

BOR A SLO b -
AGNES YQUNG
AGNES YOUNG

ADBBY LEWIS

ABEBY LEWIS

DAVID ANDERSON
SYDNEY SMITH
SYDNEY SMITH
BILL SMITH

BILL _GMITH -
SCOTT TENNYSON
B i v, 521 O
FRANCIS DE SALES
FRANCIS DE SALES

BRAD BARKER

WEDNESDAY, AFRIL 5, 1950

ATXO1 Q170788




NBC & NET THE BLG _STORY #158
{ 3 ) _
10:00 -~ 10:30 FM APRIL 5, 1950 WEDNESDAY

{RAY PITTMAN: LUMBERTON, NORTH CAROLINA, THE ROBESONIAN)

CHAPPELL:

e " aly -

WARD:

TOM

WARD:

TOM:

CHAFPELL:

PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY.
_FANFARE)
(s OF DISHWARE, KNIFE, FORK, ESTABLISH FOR A
MOMENT THEN DOOR OPENS SUDDENLY)
(MOUTHFUL OF FOOD) What's the big ldea bustin in here?
Don't ye believe in knockin'!
(FADE IN FAST) {LOW QUIET) I got something to tell you,
Pete.
It'11 hafta wait until I finish my breskfast. I ain't rit
te talk to 'til I've had my coffee. |
(MENACING GROWL OF DOG)
Ye brought that dirty mongral with ye agin. I tole ye
I never want him in my house!
(LONG PAUSE, NO ANSWER)
" (STILL EATING, BUT HE IS NERVOUS NOW) I see ye got yo
shotgun, goin huntin so early in the mornin?
. (1OW, BUT RISING FAST) Yes, I'm hunting - shooting for
plgeons - (LOUD, HARSH) Stool pigecns!
{ﬂiﬁgﬁ- SHOTGUN BLASTS)
_UP IN_DRUM BEAT MEASURE, THEN_OUT_SHARPLY)
THE BIG STORY! Here is America - it's sound and its fury,
it's joy and its sorrow ss falthfully reperted by the men
and women of the great Amerlcan newsps ;ﬁUSE)
Lumberton, North Carclina. Ths story &fzucggo%éﬁn murder

B G TRy
: (MORE )
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c2ip ol e rar ,7 v
CHAPPELL: SIRr=stert of Roy-Rdibwen who solved the crime - and was
(CONTD)
slmost sorry he did! {PAUSE) Tonlght to Ray Pittman of
the Lumberton Robescnian for his bilg story goes the
PELL MELL AWARDI

{OPENING COMMERCIAL}

ATHOT Q178730




TH® BIG STORY 4/5/50
PROCRAM #1558

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPRELTL: Gnard agalnst throat-scratch! Yes, guard agalnst
throat-scratch! ’
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fire

tobaccos travels the smoke further..

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always aheed when you smoke PELL MELL .
At the rfirst puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered Turther
then that of any other leadling clgarette. Morscver,
after & puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PFLL MELL still glves
you a longer, natural fllter of traditionally fine

tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch. TYes,

PELL MELL'S fipe tobaccos give you a smoothness, mildpess

and satisfacticn no other cigarette offers you.
HARRICE: Don't let throat-scratch spoll your smoklng enjoyment.
CHAPPELL: Guard agzinst throat-scratchl!
AARRICE; Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette ip the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES

"outstanding!"
HARRICE: And - hey are mild!

RTXKGT 0170797
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CHAPPELL: Lumberten, North Carclina. The story as it actually
happened -- Ray Pittman's story as he lived 1t.
NARR: The awamp, Hot, humid, alive with crawling biting things.
The buzz of fllgs, the cry of hirds, Err-FE aNEERa=rew
s Febomi-oremm treacherous sinkholes, and deadly cotton
mouth mocessins. The hot swamp wing, -peermenisodiaawel,
P Ty irrieremir—ymeraapel Tt spllls over into the
Rz
town ofLumberton. iaeswigrd-ssrrw=trwe you, Ray Pittman,
reporter for the Lumbertop Robesonian, se—yes wvalk to your
newspaper office thfgfhﬁa “rning Jate in spring. It has
made you tired before the day has begun - you think of
the cool evening, you think of fishing in a2 cool stream,
you think - snd suddenly you come up short! You are tlred
ne lenger. There ls Sheriff Simms running out of his
house to his car. You've known the Sherif? all your life.
You never saw him run before,.
{RUNNIKG FOOQTSTEPS)
RAY: (SHOUTING) Hi sheriff - what's up?
NARR: He just shakes his head and keeps on running.
{CAR DOOR OFENING)
Ha hurries ioto his car - and you're right behind him,

Ry ow=shat . You invite

yourself along without asking.
(CAR STARTS UP)
RAY: Mind if I ride along, sheriff?
SHERIFF: {HIS VOICE CONTAINS THE HASTE OF HIS ACTIONS) No time to

kick you out.
(CAR RACES ALONG TO END OF SCENE)

ATHO1 0170732




RAY:

SHERIFF:

Where are we going?

To a murder.

When you and Sheriff Simms arrive you find Fete Ward

NARR:
sprawled on his knees, his head rasting on the seat of an
easy chair, as if he Wwere resting his head on some -
- J%"G"X
imaginary lap. He's very dead - from bemese shotgun Wiy
oo A
Therals. bl god all oXeB-bis—ehest-ami-or—the—rrver. 4, That's
not all you see in this ghastly room. There's his wife
Iilllan - deathly sick from pneumonia. She had dragged
herself out of bed, down the steps and now she's out of
her mlnd.
SHERIFF: Who dld it, Mrs. Ward?
MRS WARD: (DULLY, SENSELESSLY) I %o0ld him - I told him - not to
turn him over to the law - I told him --
SHERIFT: You told whom?
MRS WARD:
RAY:
must hq}pﬂus’Tfnd the murderer. Now Jjust tell us the
vﬁ5E;:;S—the—auuvw&urﬁﬂmrﬁmaﬁeﬂ
MRS WARD: (SAME AS ABOVE) I told him - I told him - not to turn him
over to the law - I told him --
ST AR PO et G O D T T Y T
T i '1,...
ten minu%ésaifagﬁhyou coma. 5 repeatin the sams
el
thing over spd-o¥ér ageinT™=Shg!s off her rocker.
. M .
SHERIFF: _ Mbkd™are you? Wh“ﬁﬁﬂwh
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g
JONES: g Jones - & neighbor. I llve downpsﬁiynaa& a piece.
I was the on nhoned you u-w.*T’ﬂeard the shots so
] came over ter sec Wik the shootin was. I phoned
ye the moment aw what had happen®
SHERIFF: %illed him. How do I know?
JONES:

_,/2"::%,1/- / el anuﬁ Mtorig? w“-/’“// /4 ;/{'

AY e Sheriff -Llogz ab//he floor. gf

SHERIFF: Hm--m-m-m. Footprints.

N / a N ; P
Iy gy S PR AT - 4 2 sl ,/}LC-(_(*
RAY: The klller wore muddy shoesd AQXJAA¢7‘/{4A‘ szfip
R LSy T

SR LS eSS S L B SRS B gL 7 /;
ﬁHHﬂys«,,un“Ma»nﬂauaaﬁlaak“amﬂ$QQMh;;glggﬁ&;“dust._w?pere EX Ry e
.//f’{z"-»/' T

/ﬂwt ¢ geoi
RAY: _There are other tracks - look there sheriff.

SHERIFF: Made by an animal. Dog tracks. -~ The killer had & dog
with him. They must have gone through aiiiiﬁiﬂila; water
before they came here.

RAY: 0y they came through the swamp.

SHERIFF: Thet's a goed thought.

RAY: &nd another thing. There's a lot of gallon jugs sitting
there 1n the corner - yellow wicker over the bottles.

(SCRAPE OF WICKER, GURGLE OF LIQUID)
SHERIFF: They're &ll f1lled with moonshine. Six- seven- elght -

eleven gallon jugs. That's a lot of whiskey.

RAY : _ MM e s
\i.a-gu-lysﬂ'aﬂgﬁﬂuuﬂknﬂwﬂ?f”“W§?¢;g§£giﬂﬂﬂ%

JONES: I S%ﬁimg$¢"‘bwgﬁ years.

RAY: WW
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JONES:

RAY:

SHERIFF:
RAY:

SHERIFF:

RAY:

SHERIFF:

RAY:

SHERIFF:

RAY:
(MUsIC:

CIERK:

) ¢ .f/* -
{THOUGHTFULUY)J&Ey#e this ties up with what Mrs. Ward

keeps saying. "I told him not to turn him over to the lav"

Et z “H{«J[wu d::,;, -/t(’tiw_. . f*

TRl S alainkeituae trylng to find out,« Who? redn »0 7 TL bR
Well, let's -start %ffwith "why". Dld anyone squeal to
you lately, sherlfi?
{(WITH SUDDEN EXCITEMENT) As & matter of fact someone dlal
I got a phone call several days ago telllng me about &
moonshine factory in the swamp. I ralded the place.
Wobody there but I found a large still with nearly two
tons of sugar. (DAWNING ON HIM) Maybe the whiskey in
them jugs came from that still in the swamp.
Maybe. {A BEAT) Where was thls still?
Just inside the swamp between Newton creek and Bass River.,
Who does the land belong te?
I don't know.
Might be s good idea to find cut. I'11 look Into it for

you, sherif?, maybe I can come up with something.

{PAGES BEING TURNED)
Let's see, that would be area D in Robeson County -- Ahh,
here we are. MNow you say 1t's between Newton Creek and
Bass River -- Ah here we are - a parcel of land thirty
three acres - marginal land - marsh and peat bog,

substraeta alluvial limestone --

ATHO1 Q1°0795
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RAY: { IMPATIENTLY} Who owns the land?
v/ &
CLERK: I'm getting to it, e ¥ Hagr,
RAY: I'm in & hurry - I don't care about the geology, just

tell me who owns this land.
CLERK: (GRUMBLING AND VERY IRKED) Well, Imycmemmperenguiyym:
Skaafebienetutmyeise Belcher, Thomas Godvin Belcher.

(MUSIC: _ _RIDES_OVER, SHORT BRIDGE AND QUT)

BESS: {GENTLE 1OW QUIET VOICE, UPSET)} Where are you going Tom?

TOM: I'm going away for a few days.

BESS

TOM; I'11 let you know when I'm coming back.

JOEL: (BOY OF TEN) Can I go with you, pa?

TOM: No, Joel. I have to go alone.

JOEL: Are you goin to take Patch with you?

TOM3 Yes,

JOEL: You're not runnin away Pa, are you?

TOM: Running away from what?

JOEL: Y don't know.

BESS: (GENTLY).Did you do something Tom?

TOM: There's no use askin me so many questions.

JOEL: You goin Into the swamp pa?

TOM: How do you know?

JOEL: You ain't dressed proper for town - And you're takin a
slde of bacon with you,

TOM: (UNCOMFORTABLY) I have to go away for a few deys maybe

weeks. I'11 get back as soon as I can.
(PATCH SUDDENLY BEGINS TO GROWL AND BARK)
(ALARMED) What's the matter Pdﬁbh?

ATHO1 0170736




TOM «
JOEL:
TOM:
JOEL:

BE33:

TOM;s

BESS:

SALESMAN:

BE35:

JOELS
TOM:

BESS:

- 9 -

Somebody must be comin down the road.
(HARSHLY) Look out the window. (PAUSE) You see anyone?
It's & man.
Anyone wa KkKnow?
A stranger - pever seen him before.

(PATCH GROWLS THREATENINGLY )
He's comin’ right te our house.
(TENSELY) If he asks for me, I'm not at home - do Yyou
hear, I'm nof et home f; ol T

(SReREREAENGS, DOG CONTINUES TO GROWL)

o

(DOGRBETT CUNTINCES-FO~ETI N0 REFLY)
Who 1s it e

s
fsocﬁztru"n:ﬂﬂﬂnaeaiw} {S8HE OPENS THE DOOR A CRACK)

Yea? Fay - N -
_ N o B 4
{SMOOTH EASY MANNER) I'm Mr. Lawford from the Dissidmdbe

Company of Chicage. We manufacture a dishwashing machine

that will save you hours of drudgery. If=iew-rboimmees
aaawhr&nﬁ-unu1pvu;

/é'!_;.‘ .’,-'.‘f - 62 I

(SHARL OF DOG)
(TERRIFIED, UP) My foot -- get that dog away -
(SHARPLY ) Patch - Patch! Stop it!

(SNARLS SUBSIDE)

I'm terribly sorry, mister --

He ran of” end=hofir—trirawipbafmeoinroy

You shouldn't have set Paitch on him.

ATKGT 0170997
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TOM:

JOEL:
TOM:

MARR:

- 10 =
T 4idn't. Pateh just knows when L'm in trouble. He's
never let me down yet. Not once. (TENDERLY TQ HIS DOG )
You love old Tom, don't you Patchy -- Peslebenrmiiwe
. . »
(FPATCH BARKS WITH JOY AT THE PETTING)
We're going into the swamp Patchy. You're going to take
care of old Tom aren't you. Sur'e::/j;‘}f{‘::j,ﬁ;;ur ija}f:;-i‘nﬂ(?nj.m >
come near me to glve me harm, will you Patchy}] Sure - //;gﬂ
sure. Good old boy =-
(DOG WHIMPERS IN JOY)
{EMOTIONALLY) Are you goln now Pa?
Yss, son. I'm golng now. I'll go out the back way.
(A BEAT) Bye Joel. Be a good boy. (4 BEAT) Bye Bessle..
(BoBDENG
No need to cry Bessle.
You did something wrong - powerful wrong. I know it -
(TWO SHORT STACCATC SUCKING SOUNDS TO KIS DOG) Come on,

Patech --

DOWN, UNDER)

While Tom Belcher wes making his way deep 1lnto the swamp
with his dog Patch, you Ray Pitimen were already on
Pslmetto Rosd looking for him. You stop and ask the
neighbors; pnat only for direction but also to learn

anything you czan ebout Tom.

RTXKQO1 Q170738




VOICE I1:
RAY:

VOICE I:

RAY:
VQICE I:

VOICE II:

RAY:

VOICE II:

RAY:

VOICE IX:

- 11 -
(3LIGHT R4CKWOODS-RATHEER YOUNG) Sure I xpow Tom Belcher.
Could you tell me what he does for & llving?

Runs & truck farm. He's tried everything but nothing turns
cut right for him.

(SLOW-CAREFUL) D1d he ever try bootlegglng?

Mister, I don't know and if I knew I wouldn't be telllng
you. Jest go and ask him ye'self. He lives down the

road 'tout & mile -- Apnd watch ocut for the dog.

{0LD, PLEASANT) I've known Tom since he was a little

shaver runnin' arcund 1o diapers.

How does he get along with his neighbors?

Well I'll tell ye. He minds his own business. Nobody on

Palmetto Road's got & bad word about him. He's had tough

going the pest few years and it's made him a bi§ cross.
jf-,ﬁ_’,.-;ﬁ»”—‘«f.--:f"é‘ gt o, QL et R

But we 21l like him here/| He tigss to -take care of his

famlily. ¥e tries mighty hard.

(BLUNTLY TO CATCH HIM BY SURPRISEZ) Tom sslls his whiskey

pratty chezap, dogsn't he?

(MOT PLEASANT ANY MORE)} Mister, you'll find ths Belcher

house just around the bend. Watch out for his dog -

he don't like snoopers---

Dol )

QE@sawmw,-e;mm).--,W-no-wrﬂwig’y
RAY:'*nﬂmuﬂﬁiy I cgmeﬂfﬁ, please.

BESS:
RAY :

I'm from th;hﬁﬁhegezian.

i

T’ngni?e you?

'-!-"l.._“\‘

RTHKQ1 0170799




keynlsl

- 12 -

fal
Y .

O ESiaromeadl

Rt Phe REMESOn i

(DOOR OPENS)
muast be Mrs. Belcher.

'd 1ike to talk to you for 2 minute.

ol tig Mo o e

(HESITANTLY) Well --

BESS:

RAY:
BESS3:
RAY:

JOEL:
RAY:

JOEL:

RAY:
JOEL:

BESS:

RAY:

TP NG = TRSTDE T yon PAUSE ),\Is’ Mr, Belther at

home? C
d(:é—-y) /'
No he bameeir,

AL Vi A

Do you know when hell be back?

No.

If you dop't mind, I'll just sit and walt for him.

He went awey on a trip -~ er - he won't be back for days.
T know where he went. He went to the swamp.

oh he did - Did he take his gun?

Yep ané he ook Patch with him - that's our dog. -h-twi
barfopotice puall Lennhode

Do you know why he went there?

He didn't tell us although me and I kept sskin him, but
e wouldn't say why.

Did hs take food with him?

A whole side of bacon -

{ INTERRUPTING) If you don't mind mister, I've a lot of
housework to get daone.

I won't keep ¥ou much longer.

RATHOT 0170800




NARE :

BESS;
RAY:
BESS:

RAY:

JOEL:
RAY:

JOEL:
BESS:
JOEL:
BESS;

JOEL:

- 13 -
For & momsnt no one sz2ys anything. You look arcund You.
You look 2t Mrs. Bslehsr. There's a little bead of
rerspiretion on her brow. In her eyes there 1s open fear.
¥ou look at the boy, Tom Belcher's child, he ls
bewildered and worrled. You lock around the room, and
there in the corper, half hidden by an old cloth 1s a jug
with the yellow wilcker, the same kind you saw in Pete
Ward's house. You know you've come to the right place.
Tom Belcher is your man. You're sure of it now.
I've got to go and do my washing.
Do you know Fete Ward?
(NOT WILLING TO GIVE ANY MORE INFORMATION THAN SHE HAS T0)
Y-yes.
Hew well 2o you knovw him?
He's pa's friend.
¥ou mean they work together?
Sometimes a3l night.
Joel - you were golng to bring In some wood!
Yas ma.
I need 1t right now.
Allright.’

(EXZTS )
{SOFTLY) Mrs. Belcher, do you know that Pete Ward is dead?
(SHOCKED) Dead?
Yes - he wés murdared thié morning.
(SHOCKXED) Muardered?
The kiiler had hls dog with him.

ATHKOT 0170801
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BE3S3: No!l mTem wouldn't do that - not Tom!

RAY: The plcturs is guite clear nov. Your husband and Pete
Ward operated a still together. They had a guarrel.

Ward squealed to the sheriff. ¥Your husband --

BESS: (BEGINS T0O 3CB)

RAY; You know Ifm really sorry for you, Mrs. Belcher - I'm
even sorrier for you boy - he's a good kid. But we're
going to Tind your husbend - we're going to find him even
11 we have to comb every inch of the swamp.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATHOT 01 POBO2




THE BIG STORY -15-
PROGRAM #15€

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAFFELL:!

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THRIAT -3CRATCH -~ THROAT -SCRATCH -- THROAT ~SCRATCH!
Guard against throat-scrateh!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PRLL MELL'S zreater length of traditlionally fine tobaccos

travelsz the smoke [urther...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the firet puff FELL MELL smoke ls filtered further than
that of any other leading clgarette. Moreover, after 5
puffe, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you a
lenger filter of fine tobaccos - to puard against throat-
=crateh,

For FELL, MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally tkrough
PEIL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scerateh.

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

mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

guard agzainst throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the lenpger, finer cigarette in the distinzuished

red package - PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!”

And - thev are mild!l

ATHA1 0170803
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(MUSIC: _ INTRODUCTION AND_UNDER)

HARRICE: This 1s Cy IHarrice returning you to your narrator,..and the
Big Story of Ray Pitiman,..as he 1ived 1t.,.end wrote 1t.

NARR: You, Rey Pittman, &t this momentare scouring the marshes,
you and the sheriff and eight other law officers, locking
for the killer of Pete Ward., The swamp is a vampire, it
¢lings to you and sucks you dry of energy. The swamp is
a wild beast that obreathes hotly in your face, TPhe—ilalD-
2.5 caeimaiiriiiindgryiomit. , 11 scratches at you, tears at you,
prulses you, mekes you fall, It 18 three days now, you
have been here playing this dangerous game, You're hunting
for Ton &Ngcher. And all the time he may be huniting jou
e still nas hiz murderous shotzun. He knows this swvamp
far better than you or the shertff, And he hes his

fierce doz, Patch., & dangerous game, Three days hov,

you walk with eyes in back of your head, Feoriump al ny]
(SHARP CRACKLE OF TWIG)
RAY: (STARTLED) What was that sheriff?
SHERIFF : (WITH A SIGH) Don't know, Some animal I guess, stepplng
a twig,
RAY: Where sre the rest of your men?
SHERIFF: They're cver cn the other side.of the hummock,
RAY: Whew-w--this heats knocking me out
SHERIFE: Must be doing the same thing to Beleher, If he can stand
it, so can ve.
RAY: seemz Lo me we've been here & month,
(DRUMMING SOUND, DULL)
What was that?

ARTHGT Q170804
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3HERIFT:

RAY:

SHERITT:
RAY:

SHERIFF:

RAY:
SHERIFF:
RAY:
SHERIFF:
RAY:
SHERIFF:
RAY:

SHERIFF:

RAY:
SHERIFF:
RAY:
SHERIFF:
RAY:

SHERIFF:

RAY:
SHERIFFEF:

RAY:

..17_

That's & grouse drumming his Vings.

(CAWING OF CROWS)
I Ynow that one - ¢rows. A man could hide out here fon
weeks.,
{GRIMLY} He could,
(WEARILY) We might as vell get on.
We'11 take the path along the stand of cyprese.

(SD OF SLOSHING FOOTSTEPS)
How do you know when we get to one of those sinkholes?
When you sink in up to your neck.
T'11 remember that. I'1ll --
What's the matter, Ray?
(SHARPLY) Wait!
What did you see?
Something dashsd across my path, a few feet shead of me.
(IMPATIENTLY) This place 1ls full of animals. Let's kcep
mov ---
There he 1sz!
(PENSELY} I see him,
(ASTONISHED) He's wagging his tail.
(WERPREEE P el -~
It'cen't be Belcher's dog, Patch --
It sure is - look at him - patches of black all over,
It's Patch alliright.
He's coming towards us ~--
He secems hoppy Lo sce us.
(WERVOUSLY) I don't get it - he's supposed %o be the most

ferocious dog in the county.

ATHO1 Q170805




SHERIFF:

RAY:
SHERIFF:
RAY:
SHERIFF:

RAY:

SHERIFI:
BELCHER:

SERRIFF:

BEL.CHER ¢
SEERIFF:
RAY:

SHERIFDP:
BELCHER :
SHERIFF:
RAY:

BELCHER :

w]H
(SUDIENLY WHISPERING) There's smoke -- from benind that
clump of trees,
(WHISFERING} Belcher.
You pet the dog while I take = look,
(UNEASILY) Pet him?
Do anything, talk to him. (FAIE)} Tell him what a good
reporter you are, keep him gulet for a few seconds --
{ VERY SOFTLY) Hello Pateh - hello boy -- that's 1t --
that'z it - you're a good dog - & friendly dog - AEadEwes
naL.auoh-e—ééeree«degaa£¢emwail?m&na*yoanmﬂd;:;¥§§;Egag.
ﬂﬂE-QNﬂhdikﬁamhxﬂﬁﬁmhiﬁn$ﬁilﬂf?:J#ﬂﬁﬂr"
(OFF) Stand still Belcher - stand stilll

(DFF) Oh-h--- What do you vant?
(OFF) Move away from that gun - I said move away!
(A BEAT) How keep your hands up there! (YELLS) Get over
here Rav!
(SD OF RAFID SLOSHING FOOTSTE?PS)
(IN CLOSE MOW) Ray, get that shotgun.
(SULLEN¥) Can I put my hands down now?
See if he has any emall arms in his pockets?
{AFTER SEVERAL SECONDS) No --
Okay, vou can put your hands down.

(HURT AND BREWILDERED) Patchy - you didn't bark at all,

I wouldn't call him a good watchdog.

(ANGRILY) He's the best watchdog in the county, He's
never failed me before. I don't understand 1t - I just
don't understand it. Why éidn't you bark Patchy -~ why?

(D0G MAKES WHIMPERING SOUNDS)

ATHOT Q1P0BOG
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SHERIFF: Allright Belcher, let's go.
. BELCHER ! I'm not going.
SHERIFF: (WARNINGLY) Don't give me any trouble, Belcher!
BELCHER ¢ | If you want me, you will have to carry me.
SHERIFF: {POUGH) Start walking! (PAUSE, NO ANSWER) (UP, TENSE AND

coLD) I said start walking!
BELCHER 3 o ahead and shoot,
77 RAY: Better call the deputies.
(SEVCRAL BLASTS ON A VHISTLE)

SHERIFF: You won't give up will you, Belcher? We got a gas
chamber waiting for you.-£& ga;ﬁ(,QE/KAQJaf;rJQigl;fg‘
BELCHER : { SEMI-HYSTERICAL)} Wot meiﬁfou will never get me in
there. I'm telling you, you Will never get me in there--
never.
(MUSTC:_ _ _ IN_VITH OMINOUS DRUMLIKE_BEATS, UP AND DOWN_AND UNTER) _ _
NARR: You watch four of the law officers svweat and curse as they

half carry, half drag Tom Belcher cut of the swamp. Patch
does not like the rough treatment his master is getting.
The dog has begun to [it his reputation -- he is suviy,
snarling, One of the deputies has a zun trained on him,
but as a reporter, Ray Plttman you're more interested Iin
Balcher. What did he mean by saylng they would never put

him in a gas chamber, You lcok at his facs, S ooatirbi.

You wonder =--

{Mysic: _ _ _UP FOR A MOMENT, HOLD THEN_UNDER_FOR PUNCTUATION)
NARR' At the trial you begin to understand why he said that!
: (MysIc: _ _ _OUT_SHARPLY)
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LA‘[!"ER :

MRS WARD:
WYER:
MRS WARD:

LAWYER:
MRS WARD:

" LAWYER:

MRS WARD:

TAVYER:

MRS WARD:

LAWYER 1

JUDGE :

LAWYER:

JUDGE ¢

LAWYER S

BELCHZR t

«20=-

Mrs, Ward, you were in your bedroon gick during the tlime
your husband was shot to death?
(IOW) Tes sir.
vou never saw the killer?
Wo, I didn't.
But you heard his voice?
Yes sir,
And you recognized it as Mr. Belcher'a?
Yes alxr.
You hearé the killer say "ves T'm hunting - hunting for
pigeons - stool pigeons,” Am I correct?
Yes sir.
(TURNS TC THE JUDGE, UP) With the court's permission 1
would like to conduct a test.
What kind of a test?
Your henor, I ask Mfs. Ward to avert her face while I
have several men speak. I would like her to demonstrate
her ability to pick out Mr, Belcher's voice,
You mav proceed, FPlease turn around Mrs. Varc,

(MUBUS FRCM COURT, JUDGE RAPS HIS GAVEL)
{10W) Go ahead,
(LONG TAUSE, DULLY) Yes I'm hunting -~ hunting for pigeons
- stool pigeons, (LONG PAUSE) (SLIGHT CHANGE OF TONE) Yes
{'m huntint - hunting for plgeons - stool pigeons, (SLIGHT
CEANGE OF PACE) Yes I'm hunting - hunting for pigeons -
sto0l plgeons,
Alright Mrs. Ward, you may turn around, {PAUSE) Now which

of thoge volces LIf any belonged to Thomas Belcher,

ATHKO1 0170808




¥R. D.A., 4/5/50 -21~ REVISED
MRS. WARD: (HESTTANT) The - the last one

LAWYER: How sbout the first and second?

MRS .WARD: No - it dldn't sound like him.

LAWYER: Are you sure?

MRS, WARD: (HESITATES THE DECLARES FOSITIVELY) Yes, I'm sure.

(HUBUB FROM COURT)
LAWYER: For your information Mps, wWard, all three of the volces

were Mr. Bélcher!s., That'z all --

(MUSIC:_ _ _ STING, POWN AND OUT)

LAWYER: (ECHO} Now Mrs. Belcher you say that at elight
olclock on the morning of May twentieth you were at
home with your husband Tom and the children.

BESE: Yes sir.

LAWYER: Was anyone else there,

BE3S: Yes sir, & neighbor of mine, Sadle Hivbard. She had
just stopped in for & moment to borrow some =ggs.

JWYER: Did Mrs. Hibbard see your hushand Mrs. Belcher.
BESS: Yes,sir.
LAWYER: Your Henor, I would like to call Sadle Hibbard to the

witness stand.
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RAY:

JOEL:

RAY:

=22~ REV.
Mrs. Hibbard testifies and confirms what Mrs. Belcher
had said. The case goes to the jury. You wait, Ray
Pittman, and as you wait as the hours go by, with no
decision from the jury, you're pretty sure that Mrs,
Hibbard and Mrs. Belcher's testimony are false. And as
an experienced reporter, you know that the only sure way
to convict Tom Belcher 1s for him to convict himself...

for him to confess. You have watched and studied him.

T T L = s v -2 M o S de is liked by
nis neighbors and loved by phi}fzgéiiil éigifo at this
moment you find yourself with ‘bhem outside the prison gates
waiting to visit him.

Won't be more than a few minutes now. T sce you brought
Patch with you, Joel.

pa would be mad if I didn't. Hauidirg et O e T Tty
when arc we gonna et to see Pa, Mr. pittman?

In a few moments now - How has Patch heen behaving without
your Pa?

He ain't been so good. Ha&snbeﬁﬁ“pﬁﬁ?T?f”wUn*bme&&amygy,

just lies around doin' nothin',

(4FTFR A PAUSE) Well Joel, how do you 1ike tho clty?
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JOEL:
RAY:
JOEL:
RAY:
JOEL:
RAY:

JCEL:

RAY:

JOEL!
(MUSsIC:

NARR:

BELCHER ¢

-23-
It's allright.
BTN E AP LW E 2 T S e v

Tt

(PAUSE) I have a bag of gumdrops - herc its all for you.
(BLURTING OUT, REVEALING THE PAIN AND FEAR IN HIM)} You're
not goin' to let them gas my pa, are you?

(UNCOMFORTABLY) I have nothing to do wit-h that Joel.
Here, put the candy in your pocket.

Wo thanks - I don't want any candy --

That scene, that reunion
one you're ever going to forget. You and the guards and
the wapden stand around and watch and there isn't a dry
eye among you, It «@en’t the reunion betueen Joel or
Mrs, Belecher and Tom that moved you, no, 1% das Patch
and wis master. When he was still a distence avay, Pateh
suddenly became allve,
(D OF WHIMPERING OF DOG, THEN SD OF RUNNING IOG
CLATTERING SD OF HIS PAWS ON HARD CEMENT FLOOR PLUS
SD OF LEATHER LEASH DRAGGING ON FLOOR)
Patch tore himself free from Joel and raced down the tler
to Tom Belcher's cell,
(DOG CRIES, HALF BARKS, WHIMPERS IN JOY)
(FADING IN AS WE GET CLOSER, HIS VOICE FULL OF LOVE AND
NEAR TO TEARS) Come on home boy - come on Patchy - glad to

see me aren't you. I'm glad to see you, Patchy - Deremiage

.
Y Gt I P U TR e ey
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NARR:

RAY:
BELCHER:
RAY:
BELCHER:

BELCHER:
RAY:
BELCHER ¢

RAY:
BELCHER :
RAY:
BELCHER :

RAY:

;24_
You see Tom Belcher getting down on hls hands and knees
go that his dog can lick his faee, You see Mrs, Belcher
and Joel gstanding by with tears in thelr eyes. Then
Tom stands up and puts his hands out to his wife and son
and they all stand there without saying much. And you

Ray Pittman, hardef?d reporter, ou aren’t going 9 forget

,; M’i“-’/é g - Al ud mﬂ q_,a...,gé

that for a long while., @"ﬁhﬁ»ﬂ whan 1t3 ime you tep,-aw—.w,,,é

fs wr TR e

up and talk to Belcher --

Helle Tom,

(WITHOUT EMOTION} Hello Mr, Pittman,

You're not holding & grudge against me, are you Tom?
(HONESTLY) No I'm not, You were just a reporter deing
your Job,

I'm glad¢ you feel that way, I want to tell you that you
have a fine family, Not many people are so blessed,
They're as good as they come,

That boy of yours is a geood lad,

(PROUDLY} And smavt ﬁoo. Alvays comes home with the
beat grades

(S0FTLY) It won't be Fair to him 1f you beat the law.
(ON GUARD) What do you mean?

You ovwe it to your boy to confess.

(LOW) You want me to say that I killed Pets Ward?

You know_you did, (THIS IS THE BIG MOMENT AND HE ﬂORKS
FOR IT) Take that dog of yours, Patch, He loves you, He
would die for you, He has never falled you in his life,
He has always warned you, always barked whensver any
stranger came up Lo you. He never falled you hut once,

And that once the most importsnt time of all,

ATHOT 0170812
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BELCHER {IEFENDING KIS DOG) He's a fine dog - I don't want you
to say anything megainst him!

RAY: T'm not saylng anything against Pateh, I'm admiving him,
And T know why he didn't bark to warn you about us.

BELCEER: You know?

RAY: Yes, (VEﬁY SOFTLY) It was & sigﬁn Belcher - a sign from
God - ko give yourself up for ﬁ crime you committed,
(PRESSING HARD) In all the years you've had Patch he has
naver - not once falled to let you know that strangers
were about - only this.once - this most critical time of
all., I tell you Tom, it was a sign - & man like you can't
go against God and the lay., I%t's up bto you, to your
conscicnee, to your honor, to your faith,

BELCHER: (LONG PAUSE, THEN PAINFULLY, SIOWLY) It's true - it's
true - I knew it was a sign - L1t's true, I -~ I killed
him, He squealed to Sheriff Sims tecause he wanted &
bigger share and I wouldn't give it to him, I -1 killed
him,

{Muszc: _ _ _SMEAK IN %}!EELZ)_
NARR : You have. your confeesslon, youlve won a victory Ray

Pittm@n;ﬁhhmmpappy victory. You don't feel elate

it.;ffou got to like Deas Beleher and tl n Joel,

'.; 4:-.1‘.‘%% .C&E“L“
g!oj: to like the dog, Patch, Q_g.walk away from his
.r,ﬁ""”r- i
gell down the 1ongy359rr”§ou can stii?“hear‘Tom talking
. . mw@;' oy
gto hiz dog gl Ho

e o S P-RORSTEDS ON CEMENT FLOOR, STEADY TO END OF

SCENE) (FADE SLOWLY, WHIMPERINT ,
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BELCHER {FADE SLOWLY) Well old Patchy, you're going to stay here

and have

stay., Yes - you'rémmg gt Toy, your a good boy.

(ALL T aP OF THE SOUND

_sufY THE FQQTSTEISH
(MysIC: _ _ _UP I0_CURTAIN)
CHAPPELL: In just = moment ve will read you a& telegram from Ray

Pittman of the Lumberton, Robesonian with the final

outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

. et W — mm —

{(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -27-
PROGRAM #158

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

HARRICE: Don't let throat-écretch gspoll your smoking enjoyment,
CHAPPELL1 Gusrd agalnst throat-scratchi

HARRICE: Enjoy gmooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine tohaccos

travels the smoke further.,..

HARRICE: Pilters the smoke and makes it mild,

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the fivet puff PELL MELL smoke is filteved
further than that of any other leading clgarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, cr 15 or 17, PELL MELL
gt11l gives you a longer, natural filter of traditionally
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch., TYes,
PELI, MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you & gmeothness,

mildness and gsatisfection no other cigaretie offers you.

HARRICE: So, don't let throat-scratch spoll your smoking enjoyment,
CHAPPELL: Guard agalnst throst-scpatch!
HARRICE : Enjoy smooth smoking)

CHAFPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distingulished

red package - PELL MELL, FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Ougstanding!”
HARRICE: And -~ thevy are mild!

ATHQT 0170815




CEAPPELL:

PITTHMAN:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

-28-
_TAG)

Now we read vou the belegram from Ray Pittman of the
Tumberton Nerth Carcllna Robesonian,

The kiiler in tonight's Big Story was convicted by his
own confession and zent to the gns chamber, At no bime
did he vregret hls confession. He was resolute e
Saphkeatsto the last. At the tlme of his execution I was
aboard o combat ship of the Navy, I was glad I did not
have to write the end of thils story, My slncere
sppreciation for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr. Pittman,,.the mekers of FELL MELI. FAMQUS
CIGARETTES nre proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field of journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, some station} when
FELL MFLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG 8TORY from the front pages of the Denver
Colorndo Post -by~line, Gene Lowall., A BIG STORY about
a reporter whofhad. a hobby¥ like most psopled- only hils

led him to murder.

AT T e e e e ey s - — — et e | e

THE BiG $TORY is produced by Bernard J, Prociter with
music oy Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's progrom vas

adapted by Sigmund Miller from an actual story from the
front peges of the Lumberton Robesonian., Your narrator
wang Beb Sloane, and Sydney Smith played the part of Ray
Pittmin, In order to protect the names of people actually
involved in tonight'sauthentic BIG STORY the names of

a1l characters in the dramatization werc changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr, Pltiman,
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ARNCR:

-20-

——— — —— o — — ——

This is Ernsst Chappell speaking for the rmkers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

{PAUSE)

Carelessness is the greatest single cause of forest flres
...fires that destroy approximately 30 milllon acreg of
tirberland venrly, And meoat of thess fires started
becnuge someone Wwas coreless with a lighted match, a
campfire, o burning cigarette! Be on guard constently
againsf fire, Be careful,..be coutious! Prevent fires,

THIS IS MNBC ... THE NATIONAL BRO&DCASTiNG COMPANY.

darlette/connie
375

7/50 pni
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WIEC & NET THE BIG STORY #159

( )( )
10:C0 - 10330 PM APRIL 12, 1950 WEDNESDAY

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

(STORE DOOR OPENS, SHUTS, UNDER, STEPS...)

WILLIE: Morning, Woody. The usual?

WoODY: (DEPRESSED) Just coffes,

WILLIE: (SURPRISED) No julce? MNo three eggs sunnyside up with --
WOODY: (INTERRUPTS) Coffee, Black,

WILLIE: One of those mornings.

WOODY: And no philosophy}i(loffee. Lome—shy-callotr

(AN AMBULANCE SIREN GOES BY JUST OUTSIDE. IT HAS
STARTED UNDER THE PRECEDING SPEECH. )

WILLIE; Must be a flre,

WOODYs (PIAT. .CERTAIN) It's &n ambulance.

WILLIE: How do you know it ain't a fire engine? Hew-do—youwr RITW
&

$h—g-dmte 2 police car?
WOODY: Itt!'s an ambulance. ﬁ/vwz/*é o=
WL L e B O PO e it D pelieiBeine
(THE AMBULANCE DIES DOWN)
WILLIE: What mekes you s0 sure? Bwt=FST 11Ty Conte timrbhsesion.

Etnlarirboryeme
. ,’; )
{ PHONE R%Gg) [ [Frone w2
o, . I
WILLIE: Willie's Diner? .y Just & second. For you, (:?/(J“
WOOD e BT -L O W L o S ‘
(RHONE_LPL.
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ALY P AL i i
WoOoDY: Yodr—prememiibigactnld. LtTs an ambulanceA And the guy
Jhkpj‘ .
ey,came for, hels dead, .
th A f he'ls dead, Iils—cRe—of-thone-morniiad

(MusIcs _ _ WP, TH

CHAPPELLS The Big Story.....Here is America, 1lis sound and 1its
fury, its Jjoy eand 1ts sorrow a3 falthfully reported by ths
men and women of the grest American newspapers. (PAUSE)
Waco, Texas. The story of a reporter who uncovered a
senseless murder, inu&ﬁé{an when he found the reason for 1t,
1t was still senseless. Tonight to Wbodj Barron of the
VWaco, Texas News Tribune, for his Big Story, goes the
PELL MELL Avard.

(MusIc: _ _ FANFARE)

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1.59

QPENING COMMERCTIAL

CHAPPELL: guard against throat-scratehl Yes, guard cgeinst
throct-scrateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy smopth smoking!

CH4PPELL: PELL ELL'S greater length of traditionzlly fine
trhzccos travels the smoke further....

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CYALPPELL! Purff by puff you're always ahead when ycu smoke PELL
{FLL. At the first puff PELL MELL smokes is filtered
furtner ﬁhan that of any cother lezading cigorette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PLLL H&LL

54413 gives you a longer, notural filter of
treditionally fine tobaccos = to guzrd agzlnst

throot-serateh. Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaeccos

give you a spoothness, mildness and satisfaction
ng other cigarette offers you. ‘

EARRICE: pDori't Jet thront-scratch spoil your smoking
enjoyment,

CHAPPELL: Gusrd against throat-scrateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: fgk Tor the lon er, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MGLL FalioUB
CICiRETTES - "Qutstanding!l"

HARRICE: And - thev are miid!

——ll i
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(MUSIC: _ _

CHAFPEIL:

SR e e

BLAND:
WOODY:
BI.AND:
WOODYs

BIAND:
WOODY:
BLAND:
WOODY:

.

Waco, Texas. The story es 1t actually happened - Woody

Barronts story s he llved 1it,

FUNCTUATES_AND_GOES UNDER)
¢ -?:'a%tffu
You know sirens, Woody Barron thé Waco News Tribune.

The difference between the wail of an ambulance, the
shriek of & fire siren, the s¢ream of & police car;;ﬁ;;;
them intimately. Because before you became a reporter,
you were the Asslstant Deputy Sheriff of McLennan County
(wvhere Waco 1s)., You gave up being & Deputy because .
finding the criminalfs one thing, but prosecuting is
another. All the legal business, the sitting around and

watching a human tragedy stretched out for ysars ~=- this

you couldn’t take, Ifwdb=—wesqUITE HIMIUTITET s /

now, youb&i&nltsmin%l You dreve S?ter anranswer: who 414
vhat to whom. Who killed the little zuy in an alley on
Bridge Street, holf & block from the Brazos River?  The
present Assistant Deputy, Tom Bland, & friend,he wanted to
know, too,

I could do without this fog. 4}’:&'5 ,‘L’ﬂ//

I could do without the killing, too, Tom. Who 1s He?

You can put your pad away, I know from nothing.

Wéll, he's what, about 607 And vhoever did it d41d a nilce
Job on his face.

Awezing vhat you can do tc a man's head with & shoe,
Kicked?

Or else hit with scmething, Whatts the difference?

The pockets?

ATHKQT1 Q170822




ELAND:

WOODY:
BLAND:

WOODY:

BLAND:

WOODY:

A Rt

- WILLIEj

WoODY:

WILLIE:

G-

1ike & whistle. If he had a wallet, it isn't here. Ir
there wes any ldentificatlion, that's gone. And the poor
guy doesn't even have & face. (FALSE EXCITEMENT)} Oh yeah,
big deal. Blg clue. In the left hand pocket of the dead
men's trousers -~ grape seeds.

How come?

(SARCASTIC) Maybe he liked grapes., I'm going back, get the
coroneris report and take & long, hot shower.

This 1s the kind I like best, senseless, A down at the
hoels guy, worn suit (probably his only sult). What could
he have on him, fifteen dollers? Senseless.

Ttt's one of those mornings, Woody - one of theose killings.
See you, Tom.

COMES I, SORDID, UNDER,..)

=
-_— I e i _—

You lst it lay, you let 1t cool (or get hot) for a day.
You know {years of lookling into senseless gi}l%ygs], word

_ Gt i wmngirinnleso
gets around., Stoclies have & new juicy wileee to talk
ebout, Maybe, maybe something mayhe gets around town.
Maybe you hear it, Maybe Willile knows, Willie Lomaer - who
puns the bsanery where they serve drinks in the back,
Willie who;hae’an ex-con ond whe.was & guy you oncs stood
up for in front of & parcle board. And vho is grateful,
Maybe he KNoWS..as

(COFFEE BEING STIRRED)

{PUZZLED) 60 years old, brown sult, Did you say grepefrult
gseeds In the vocket Woody? Vhat'd a guy put grapefrult
seeds in his pocket?

rape seeds,

g2
Ama{. Not a thing. You think he was kicked?
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WooDY':
WILLIE:

WOODY:

WILLIE:

WoOoDY:

WILLIE:

WoODY:

WILLIE:
WOODY:

WILLIE:

WILLIE:

— e

WOCDYs

G-
Kicked, hit ~-- anyway, no face, Very little,
(SHAKES HIS HEAD) Let's see, There was two guys in from
New Orleans. That was & car heist., He wouldn't have a
car?
I don't think he owned an overcoat.
Then Big Tessy was in. You knowy Big Tessy?
Who doesn't know Bilg Tessy?
She sald there was some local Romeo moving in on the
numbers on the North slds. Nah, this was Bridge Street,
near the Brazos, wasﬁ't it?
Don't be polite, will you? Don't make up stuff for me,
T want to lmow about & killing. I don't want stale godsip.
Let me warm up your coffee. Youlre.in a mood.
Skip it, The coffee's lousy. Just Keep your eyes Opel.
And your ears.
Dontt I always?

(COIN ON COUNTER)
(ANWOYED) Who's asklng you to pay? You know you don't
ray.
Goodbye, Willle,

—— A

By now Tom Bland, Deputy Sheriff and old Doc Steele,
coroner, ought to be finished with the exeminctilon., The
body of ths dead, unimportant man with grape seeds in his
vocket wiil bty now have suffered all the indignitles of
exploratlon for autopsy.

{FLAT) Did you solve it, Doc? Did you wrap it up? Did

you figure out the killer?
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DOC:

WOODY:

DOC:

WOODY:

DOC

WOODY:

DOC:

WOODYe

DOC:

WOCDY:

DOC:

WOODY's
DOC:
WOOBY:

Deg:

" -

-7 -
I

He, ha, very funny. I liked you bebtter when you were a
Cop.

I liked you bebter when you gave stralght answers,
Well, I'1l tell you, If two guys came over and I each
took swings at him with & baseball bat, thet would have

done 1it.

But didn't.
w2
No, This is where I'm stuck, I could say blunt-

but it wesntt., I mean 1t wasn't just blunt,
OH?
I knew I'd get 2 rise out of you, Come on Inside., I'll
e gt
A Ikiviustwas soon stay here. Tell nme. &L£’|
+ inguiring reporter typea (PAUSE) Therels a
lot of these contuslons, - Llke with something flat,

oot Al

Sort of like & hammer, but sori{ of Skffwrert= because --uh=--

Llke a hemmer,

a lot of lacerntlions, cuts, Like something sharp, Flat
and shervy. Whatls somethlng flat and sharp?
A mife?
Heavler then a knilfe. Heavy and flat and sharp.
Grape seeds,
What?
They come in boxes, grapes, You got to open them,
(EVENLY) Claw hammer. fr s
g preis
Yeah. Hey! You'reﬁémart; §ou reelly are., Claw hammer,

exactly, Let me get that down on paper.
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HARR:

WOODY:

WOMAN:

WOODY s

WOMAN:

WOODY's

WOMAN :
WOODYs

WOMAN 2

WOODY:

WOMAN:

=
He gets 1t down on paper, he's finished more or leszas.
Youtre just beginning. 4 senseless murder apparently donse
with a c¢law hormer, Where do you find claw hammers? Who
uses them? The wholesale fruit boys, the markets. (THAT'S
IT) The markets.
(ANNOYED) Well think about it, think about it. A guy
about 60, brown sult. Fairly good head of grey halr,
Little guy. Filve six, five five.
I em thinking. I am thinking.
vou'lve been working in the market, you said, 20 years.
You know everybody. So¢ who 1s he? Vho's missing? 185
pounds, tough of &rthritis or something in his left hand,
Knuckles gnarled,
{MISING) Vhols midsing,
(PURSUING) Thet's what I'm asking you, Onc of the
counter men, guy opened crates, an unloader?
(GETTING IT) Ernie Weyne. That could be Ernie Wayne.
(QUICKLY) When wos he in last?
That don't mean enything. They come in and out, Werk
threc days, loy off four., Don't pay much you know. But
he didn't need the money, Ernle,
Huh?
Sure. Everybody knows adout Ernie. (CONFIDENTIAL) They
say he'!s got 15 thousand dollars in bills right Inside his
mattress, '

When dild you lost see him?
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LANDLADY ¢

WOODY:

LANDLADY:

WOODY:
LANDLADY:

WOODY s

LANDLADY
WOODYr
LANDLADYs
WOODY:
LANDLATY:
WOODY:

LANDIADY:

WOODY:
LARDLADY :
WOoOoDY:

LANDLADY:

-g-
(VERY COOPERATIVE, BUT STUPID} Let's see now, Ernie,

He comes in and out all the time end -- uh -~ Gee, I don!t
know, fk: RL
Lock, He lives here, doesn't he? This 1s youiﬁhouse end
he lives here?i
Well, in & way. I mean -- uh <= hetfs bock in hils rent
and -- uh =- and hs hnsnt't been In since Saturday.
Szturday? Thatls four days, DBack in hizs rent?

Sure. ,gé%ented hls room tc another fella already. -~ 4
cant't afford to have an empty room when a fella doesnltt
pay his rent. (KINDLY) But he!ll come by, he always does,
And he peys it.

He ain't coming by. And you can do the ecps & big favor
by going down to headguarters and taking a look at
soricbody they got down there,
Somebody slck?

Somebody dead.

Ernig?

Thot'!s whot we wont to £ind out.
Gee, I'm glad.gﬁgsld the mattress. A deoad ments mattress,
3ay that agoin--

Well, people don't like to rent & room when & fellals

died and --

You sold the mattress. To who?

El

{BASILY) &4 junk dealer.
Which?

Y

I don't know. Some junk dealer. Comec in, give we three

dollars for it, I didn't imow who he was,

ATHOY
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WOODY:

WoQoDY:

WoODY:

WOODY:

4

~EICHTIYT

WOODY:

R-—
PRI

=10-

All right, Go down to police headquerters and see I1f 1t is
Ernie,
There &re, thank heavens, no more than twelve in Waco.
Junk dealers., The first seven lknow from nothing. The
gighth knows. At least you think he knows, but the eilghth
is a very funny guy.
(IN SPANISH) I don't know what you mean, Mister.
Come on, come oni. English, You talk English, don't kid
me.
(IN SPANISH) If you tell me what you went =-
(MIMICS HIS SPANISH, THEN) You go around buying things
up, bargaining, But you don't talk Engllsh? How do you
do 1t?
(IN 8PANISH) (SHRUGS) Is there something you want to buy
or sell?
411 right, Redrliguez. (ANNOYED} Goodbye.

{TWO, THREE STEPS, SUDDENLY --)
Rodriguez, look out! Thet lamp! Itfs falling! Your
head ==

(MOVEMENT BY RODRIGUEZ)
So you understand. You got out of the way quick enough
then. Maybe you really do understond English, huh?
{HARSH NUW) What dld you do to him? Wayne. Ernile Wayne,
(SMALL VOICED, EﬂGLISH WITH AN ACCENT) I didn't even lmow
the man, Honest,
That's 2 little.beféar. Now-maﬁﬁe_if"you can talk English,
vou ¢an talk the truth, toc, Why dld you buy the mRttress?
{NONCOMMITALLY) I buy things. It's my business,
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WCOoDY: Why this mattress? Why this particular one? It couldn't
be because maybe —-- uh -- there was 15 thousand dollang in
@ _ it?
ErET (LAUGHING) Ti11 sell 1% to you, The contents, the 15

thousand dollars =- everything., Give me 5 dollars. What
I pald for 1t.

'.\'O(:&f: Empty, huh?

m_; veah. I heard about it, too. For months =~ inside the
mattress 15 thoussnd dollars. Humph. It didn't even have
any coils. 4nd now it's all cut up. The cotton 1 worth
-~ Tz

(MUSIC: _ _ IN WITH.,.)

NARR 3 Senscless. A man killed becsuse somebody thought, because

AT T

sald, wawwereds he had 15 thousand dollars in a

mattress, A senseless killing fov—insdbt-datRdaie. [cr no
e
reasonA And tne fog 1s still coming in from Brazoa River

end it's sticky. Senseless, A senseless murder.
{(MysIC: UP_TQ TAG THE ACT)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELLs

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE RIG STORY
PROGRAM #159

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

THROAT-SCRATCH! -~ THROAT-SCRATCH! -- THROAT-SCRATCH!
guard against throat-seratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater lensgth of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

pPuff by puff yon'‘re always ahead when yoﬁ smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Morcover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL
MELL still ziwves you a longer, natural filter of fine
tobacess - to guard aszinst throat-scratch.

for PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filtors it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos = guards
against throat-scratch.

Yes, PSLL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & smoothness,

mildrniess and satisfaction no ather clgarette offers

you, Guard against throat-serateh!
Enjoy smooth sroking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red pockazz - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
noutstanding i
And - they are mild:
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(MusIos _ _ INTRODUCTION_AKD_UNDER)

HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your nerrator and The
Big Story of Woody Barron, as he lived it and wrote it,

NARR: &e Bomebody thought thet Ernie Wayne, unloader at the frﬁit
market had 15 thousand dollars sewed up in his mattress,
end killed him for it. Killed him with a clav hammer in
an alley off the Brezos River, And nov that you kmow
something of the "why" of thils senseless killing, you,
Woody Barron, ex-sherlff, now reporter for the Yaco
News Trioune, movelinto the special world of stoolles, and
men in the know who talk for money or out of gratitude,
Willie Lomar, the ex-con you got out on percle who runs

the é%?3f?¥ﬁ1nks hard -- out of gratitude, and calls you,
(PHONE RINGING UNDER PRECEDING NARRATION IS

ANSWERED)
WOODY Yeah, itl's me, Willle,
WILLIRS (ON PILTER THROUGHOUT) Look. I ain't sure, Woody. You

know, sure sure, But does this make any sense? (VOICE IS
LOWERED) Therets & guy in the back, you know, where the
drinks are served, and he's doing a lot of talking. I
heard him say "grapefrult seeds,”

WOODY: grape seeds,

WILLIE: Yeah, grepe sesds. And I hesrd him say “"claw hammer, "
and from what you sald --

WCODY? (INTERRUPTS, QUICKLY) Is he there now? Who is he?

WILLIE: That's what I'm telling you. He's in the back talking.
But wateh out, He's a gwinger, Name's Hearn.

WOODY: A vwhet?
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" WILLIE

WOOCDY:
WILLIE

WOODY:

HEARN:

WILLTE

WoCoDY:

HEARN:

~WOODY:

HEARN:

WOoOoDY:
HEARN:

WOODY:

_lq_
A swinger, Punches, then talks, I had to stop him from
punching up some kid who bumped into him,
It11l be over.

Watch out., Héls a bad swinger,

(THE SWINGER, HE IS LOADED} What do you mean, I said 1t?
Whe do you think you are, coming over to my table, sittiﬁg
down here?
(EVENLY) I mean you seld it, Hearn. I mean you seid o
1ittle guy was laying 1n the alley on Bridge Street, with
a brown suit on and blood ell over him,
You're cockeyed. Cockeysd liar and I never saild notin'.
{I¥% CLOSE) Wateh it! Woody, he'!s golng %o --

(HEARN TAXKES A TERRIFIC SWING)
Getting slow, Hearn. You want to swing on me, don't
signal 1lt.

(ME PUSHES HEARN INTO THE CHAIR)
Take your hands ==
(CUTTING) [QUICKLY) You sald he was laying in the alley
with the brown sult and the grape sesds In hils pocket.
And it wos done with & clow hammer,
¥hy you --

{QUICK FEFFORT BY WOODY FOR A FEINT)
{WITH THE SOUND) I can swing toe, swinger, You did it,
(WORRIED, SOBERER) What do you mean, I did 1t? I dldntt
do 1%,

Who? Who then?
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HEARN:

WOOoDY':
HEARI:

WOODY:

HEARN:

WooDY:

WoOonY:
WILLIE:

woOoDY:

WILLIE:

{(MUSTC:

-15-
T seen it., That's 2ll, I satd I seen 1t, I was coming
down the alley there off Bridgé;ana there he had him 1In
the alley there with the hammer, And he was glving it to
him screaming, "Where's the money, where's the 15 thousand
doliars.”
Who?
The guy couldnlt even talk the way he had him with his
mouth tleeding laying in the alley. And he didnf't even
never stop, He kept screaming it, crazy llke.
Who?
skinny little runt of a guy. Gramm, Graham. S3omething
like that. (HE B3T0PS ABRUPTLY)
Hey.

(HE SHAKES HIM}
Hey! Hearn!
He's out. That!s the way they go, them swlngers., Terrific
and then -- {WHISTLES) cut like a light,
Who's this Grohem, Willie?
T don't xmow, GCraham, Graham, &eekex, Hey! Bilg
Tessy knows him. Big Tessy, He's one of her friends.

With the pellcy.

e a T
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WOODY:

TESS3Y:

WOODY:

TE3SY!

WOODY:

TESSY:

WOODY:

TESSY:

WOODY:

TESSY:

WOODY:

TE35Y:

WOOLY:

-16+-
(DECK OF CARD SHUFFLED, TAID oUT IN SOLITAIRE.

CONTINUES THROUGHOUT THE SCENE)
Wnat'!s his name, Tessy? Gramm, Graham? Something like
that.
(AN OBVIOUS TROLLOP) Are you talking to me, Buster?

Igause if you are talking to me, I never talk to reople
—"’})E’V‘f’
when I'm o : solitaire.

Look, Tessy. You got another name?

Everybody's got another name, Monroe's my name., Like

the president. And that's my daughter over there In the
corner, the guiet one. Renee. I got a family too.

(VERY POLITE) I'm sorry, Mrs. Monroe. Funny thing, you
¥now, You pet & name, Big Tessy. And you think, gambling
queen, rings on her fingers, What do you find? Some
woman with s headache, a kid a family. How old is she?
A/ '

(GOING RIGET ON) Bills to meet, rent to pay, supper every
night. And a name like the 4th presldent.

The fifth, The Monroe Doctrine, That was named after him,
The black jack oh bthe red queen.

You're a nice sort of guy. Polite, I like that.

T alwaeys treat a lady llke what she 1s. He's in a lot of
trouble, Mrs. Monroce.

You can call me Tessy. Who?

Gramm, Graham, whatever his name 1s. A lot of trouble.
There's e Big guy who's shooting his mecuth around town,
says your friend killed a fellow cver onh Bridge Street.
Yesh, hdé's in trouble. I heard. TFunny little guy, Gremm.
Getting himself in trouble all the time.

Gramm's the name?
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WQODY:
TES3Y:
WOODY:
TES3Y:

WOODY:

TES3Y:
WOODY:
TES3Y:

WoODY:

TE35Y:

WoODY:
TESSY:

-17_

Yeah. Elliot Gramm. A 1ittle guy but hels & swinger.
Some little guys are.

Don't you think that 9 on the 10 =--%

I was just getting to 1%,

Where could I find him?

You want to help him, don't you?

He's golng to need all he can get.

What are you, a cop?

A reporter.

You smell cop to me.

My credintials, You get yourself a free space, you move
that gueen sequence up.

You know the Elite Market, 13th and South Hyde?

Qut Bridgeadéa{

(SAYING VES) He's working in the stock room. A 1little
mustache, wears a white cost. You can't miss him.

Can I use your phone?

(SMILING) DNever use ®m. Besides I found out {(when I had
e phone), people always knew what uas going on on my phone,
Bl ghdhasnao®

13th end South Hyde, you said? Thanks, Mrs. Monroe.

i

snid you could make it Tessy.
",.a‘_,é,_dﬁ 4 %'& Lot

13th and South Hyde 1t 1s, but you don't zo there. Nop
You wait. "Because something might happen, and i1t does.
Three minutes goed by:and you're standing across the street,
your eye on Tessy's house. The door opens and Renee¢ goes
cut, her dasughter,

(MORE )
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NARR:

(CONT'D)

RENEE:

-18-
vou watch Renee go across the street to the drugatore.
You wait until she's inside, and then get there, And
inside, you wait until she's in the phone booth, and then
get in the one next to her. where you can heal.
(WE HEAR DIALING FROM THE OTHER BOOTH. ~WE—Fhd.
RENGENG——P RO T ENSWERED U~ PEHPRRT)
Could I please talk to Mr. Gramm? ..ssse0h, Uncle £lldiot,
thls is Renee. Momma says to tell you you better not
stay there because she was just talking to a2 felliow and..«
Yes, Mowvma says a cop, and to tell you she thinks it's
petter over at her plece on East 18th, Go downstairs.
The key to the cellar 1s hanging behind the washtub In

the bac?»"'éood—bye, Unole Elliot.

(MUSIC: IN WITH ‘HARRATION)

NARR:

WOODY:

That's where you go. Because sometlmes wnen jyou treat a
1ady like a lady, she doesn't act quite like a lady.
Well, after all he's the kid's uncle, or something. But
before you g0 te the cellar on East 18th, you call Tom
Bland, the Deputy Sheriff. You tell him where, and you
add s line he doesn't quite understand,
Tom, bring Hearn, the swinger. That's right. Thé one you
pleked up an hour ago. Bring him, I'd give him a couple
of Eﬁwﬁér%g}ore you get over to the place, Tom, MNot too
stiff, not too light. We gob problems.
\STEPS RUNNING ONTC MIKE. THE STEP3 3T0P., GRAMM
PANTS ON MIKE., HE IS A THIN, NERVQUS GUY.)

Hello, Gramm.

Huh!
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WOODY: Hello, Uncle Elliot,
GRAMM: Who are you?
WOODY: Just & guy, but -- uh -+ there's a couple of others here

too. Go on, - Down the ateps. Go on.
(THEY WALK DQWN THE STEPS)
WOODY: Don't worry,” it ;?ﬁgfgiﬁékea. We got the key from behind
the washtub, That's not a safe place to leave a key.
GRAMM: (PRIGHTENED VOICE) What is this?
WOODY: Here we are.
(CELTAR DOOR OFENS)

WOOTIY Tom.,?

BLAND: Yeah,

WQODY You got your boy with you?

BLAND: Yeah, Hearn's right here.

GRAMM; (FRIGHTENED) Hearn!

HEARN: {(LOATED) Yesh, Me,

WOODY: Come on, Tom. Welll leave thase two love bilrds alone.
GRAMM: Hey! No!

WOODY: You know what he told me, Hearn, on our way down? He says

he didn't do it. He says you did it,
e dj Ents . '
HEARN: Why you -ﬂ,% AT W At b, ‘QJ‘.Za.aﬁ p

WoODY : I'11 just shut the door on you twe boys. Have a nice, nice

time. Come on, Tom,.

(DOOR SHUTS)
WOOIY: :
BLAND:
WOODY: .
AMusIc: _ JwBUSTAINED_CHORD, IHEN OJT) i TS
BLAND: (4 LITTIE WORRIED)’ It's%z&% quiet./jmw

pdevetery
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WOODY:

R faTawhld

...20_.

I khow., You put two swingers together. {tou know, that
1ittle one's & swinger too, Gramm,) You never can bell *

7 24 .
whath going to happen. é’we o .430 e

(FEBNDING UN THE DOOR FRON WITHIN)

WooDY:
HEARN:

GRAMM:
HEARN:
GRAMM:

HEARN:
GRAMM:

WOODY:
HEARN:

WOoDY:

et

WOODY :

o o%: s s gt 2 o
{DOOR UNLOCKED, OPENED)

A1l right. Who did it?

What are you weiting for? (VIOLENTLY) Jhadetiepail
ekt ./4:~m“,u

Keep him awey from me . /QZ .
Wh&b—ere—mmrﬁndﬁdasmﬁgiﬁ;2@&/;Jé;fw

(Iow} I did it. I thought I would get the money. I
thought he had 1t. I knew it wasn't in the mattress, I
thought he had 1t on him. (NOW IN DESPAIR} I didn't do
it, he did it. Hearn. I swesar --

What d4id you say?

(SUBDUED) I &id it, I d4id it, I did it, Take me away,
will you? Keep him away;f e o

Qkay. Come on. Both of you.

What'!s the idea? You heard him,

I got e funny vhilosphy, Hearn., (Tom, did I ever tell
you?} Put ‘two s=swingers together in a room. You get
straight who's ﬂﬂfeﬁho's the big swinger, who's the
1ittle one. Put ‘em in a room together knowing the two
of them wcre both there, both saw the man killed, both
maybe did it -- and if you want to find out which one is
on top, put 'em together.

¥bo's on top?

Sometimes 1t's a small guy, sometimes it's a big guy. I
wouldn't knov. (MORE)
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WoopY: That's up to & jury. My guess is both. The top swinger
. was Hearn, because the bottom one always arawls. Like

Gramm did. I think that's 1t.

AMUSIC: _ _COMES_UP, THEN UNDER._._._)_

NARR: The senseless killing is done and solved and the rest =--
the part you don't want any more of, the walting around,
the prosecution, the legal . "Jga that's up to
somebhody glse . @Mm

%avvv Boae s _ _ _
{A POLICE SIREN)
WOODAL: D T T O Gl i
AMUSIC: _ _UP TO_TiG)

CHAPPELL: In just = moment we will read you 2 telegram from Woody
Barren of the Waco Texaé'ﬂews Trlbune with the {inal
outcome of tonight's RIG STORY.

AMUsIc: STING)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THT BIG STORY
PROGRAM #159

LOSING COMMERCIAL

e

pDen't let throat-scratch spoll your smoking enjoyment.
Guord agalnst throat~scratehl
Enjoy smooth smoxing!

PULL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobacces trevels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahecad when vou smoke
PZLL MELL., At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is
Piltered further than that of any other leading
cigeTette. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
o 17, PELL MELL still gives you a longer, natural
Pilter of traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard
sgeinst throat-scrateh. Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tebaceons give you a gmoothness, mildness and

Guard zgainst throat-scratch!

Enioy smooth smoking!

ask For the longer, finer clgarette in the
distinguished red package - PELL HBELL TAMOUS
CIG&RETTES - "Qutstandingi"

And, - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

BARRON:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

(MUsIC:

CHAPPELL:

..23-
TAaG)

Noew we read you tha}telegram from Woody Barron of the

Waco News Tribune.
oy ﬂéngu 4
liers jn tonight's-B topy ygpreptried and convieted.
w uﬂfi,ﬁhf35£i“22f£fw Atctertl X7 Lot
Grarmgsentenced 35 years any thanks

“,¢¢4n;7 A e
for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr, Barroh .e.... the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for notable service in the field of journalism.
IListen again 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 Hartford
Times - by-line, Skip Henderson. A BIG 3TORY about a young
reporter who found out that an innocent picture sometimes
leads to murder,

TEE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Viadimir BSelisky. Tonight's program was

adapted by Arncld Perl from an actual story from the front
pages of the Waco News Tribune, Your narrator Was Bob
Sloane, and Bill Quinn played the part of Woody Barron.

In order to protect the nemes of peorle actually involved
in tonight's authentic BIG 3TORY the names of ell
characters in the dramatization wvere changed vith the

exception of the reporter, Mr. Barron-.

_—m e Y e L D e T ™ e T e

This 1is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELI FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
(PAUSE)
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ANHCE:

-oh-

Nine out of ten fires stari through carelessness!

Each year forest fires alone deskrey enough timber to
butld B6,000 houses ... cripple vital water-sheds ...
and worst of all, cause much loss of life! Do your
part to prevent fires, Never discard lighted matches or
cigarettes! Put them out]! Take every precautlion you
can to prevent fires}

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

mn/margle r/mib

ARTHO1 0170842
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NARRATOR
DAUGHTER
WOMAN
WIFE

QLD BIDDY
3KIP

DAN

VOICE

GUY
DETECTIVE
CORONER
ZDITOR

FOSTMASTER

!&E; Eno ‘“7"“r\

AT
i ag

BOB SLOANE
EILEEN HECKERT
EILEEN HECKERT
ABBY LEWIS
ABBY LEWIS
CVEN JORDON
PHIL 3TERLING
JIW BOLES

JIM BOLES
LAMPORT HILL
LAMPCRT HILL
BCE DRYDEN

BCB DRYDEN

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 139, 1950

RTHGT 01,0843

T




THE BIG STORY #160

) o )
10:0C - 10:30 PM APRIL 19, 1950 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR:

CITY ED:

SKIP:

VOICE:
SKIP:
VOICE:

SKIP:

VOICE:

SKIP:

CHAPPELL:

PELL MELL FAMOU3 CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

(PHONE RINGING FAR AWAY ON FILTER, CONTINUES UNDER)
(OFF) CGot 'sm yet?
(ON) No answer, no. Got to be someone there, specially
if there's a murder vworking. I'1ll --
_ (PHONE PICKED UP)
(FILTER) Ee-yap?
County Detectlve's Office, Windham County?
(FILTER) Ee-yap.
Hartford Times., We're checking on a tip there's been a
murder down your way., Lemme talk to the county detective.
(FILTER) Can't. |
Whattayou mean, you cah't? This 1z a murder case ~- lemme
talk to the county detective!
(FILTER) ©Oh, it's a murder all right. But ye can't talk
to the county detective nohow.
Why not?

(FILTFR) ‘'Cause 1t's him as was murdered,

THE BIG STORY. Here i= America .. its sound and itz fury..
ite Joy and its sorrow .. ag falthfully reported by the

men and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE)

(MORE)
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CHAPPELL:

(CONT'D}

w2~
(COLD & PLAT) Hartford, Connecticut. From the pages
of the Hartford Times, the steory of a reporter who

¥illed two birds with one stone -- on one story. And

for his work in the case -- to Skip Hendsrsen for his

Big 3tory goes the Pell Mell Award.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL}
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THE BIG STORY -- 4/19/50 ~3-

" PROGRAM #1160

CPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHATPELL: Guard against throat-scrateh! Yes, guard against
throat-gcrateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy gmooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL's greater length of trzditionally fine tobaccos

| travels the smcke further....

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAFPPFLL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smcke 1s filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after 5
puffe, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL =till glves you a
longer, natural filter of traditionally fine tobaccos - %o
guard agalnst throat-scratch., Yes, FELL MELL's fine

tobaccos give you a smoothness, mildnesg and gatisfaction

no other cigarette offers you,
HARRICE: Don't let throat-scratch spoll your smokling enjoyment.
CEAPPELL: Guard agalinst throat-scrateh!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPFPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGLRETTES - "Qutstanding!”

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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VOICE:

NARR:

VOICE:
SXIP:
VOICE:

SKIP:

VOICE:
SKIF:
VOICE:

SKIP:

T
Hartford, Connecticut -- the ztory as 1% actually

haprened. Skip Henderson's ztory as he lived 1t.

You, Skip Henderscn, cover crime.. Your paper -- the

Pimes -~ covers not only Hartford, but the surrounding

countieg. So, when & tip comes -- ag most of them do,

anonymously -- that there's a sudden corpse down

Willipantie way, it's part of your province to check, and,

if proved true, to cover. Check you do, with your best

source -- the county detective. Jﬁﬁif—t+<

(FILTER) Ye can't talk to him. Z=was him as vas

murdered.

8¢ -- you roll. In one pockst, & hindred dollars expensge

money. In another -- clips from the morgue on the

victim -- Jack Williamson, Windham County Detectilve.

First stop -- the office of same, in Willimantic.
(KNOCKING ON DOOR AGAIN AND AGAIN. DOOR OPENS )

Ee-yap?

Oh=ph. You again.

Enh?

Waan't it you who told me over the phone Jack Willlamson

wag dead?

Ee-yap. Turble thing, turbls thing.

Yeah. Ah -- where is everybody? I-mean, who are you?

Janitor. Twasn't here he was shot. Twas down to his

houvse.

I see. Would anybody be home?

ARTHOT Q17°08B47




VOICE:

VT -

NARR:

DAUGHTER:
SKIP:
DAUGHTER:
SKIP:

DAUGHTER:
SKIP:
DAUGHTER:
SKIP:

WIFE:

_.5_
Datter, wife, one or t'other. Or both. (PAUSE) Turble

thing, turble thing.

Yeah, terrible thing, now you come to think of 1t.
Rezpectable county offlcial with a wife and daughter,
shot down in his home. Good story, though -- 1f you ever
get to 1t! Well ~-- the home 13 2 good second start.
Sort of a farmhouss in front, sort of a mess of bharns
cut back .. and deep snoﬁ all around .. Well -- here goes.
(KNOCKER THUMPS TWICE OR THRICE)
{8OTTQO VOCE) Ten'll get you twenty the law answers.
{DOCR OPENS FAST)
(EAGER) Dan? Is that -- (STOP) Oh, (PAUSE) Yes?

Mige =--%
A yhe
Williamson.: ' . " bod o e

Oh. T wr..that 1g....gese—uh-- (BEAT) I'm from the ==+ "

Times.
ott. About my Dad.

Yea., Could I =-- uh...

’

] r‘/-' . ’ I_"‘ RNy
Walt., I'll ask my mobthsr 1f you wheuid come in.

Oh sure, sure. I'll be right here.

You sure will] When the daughier of a brand-nev corpsg
anawers the door all eager-like, with a man's name on her
lips -- and not 2 tear mark on her facs -- it's worth
waiting for. Espzcially when one thing has reglatered:
the girl 1s pretty. Correctlon: very pretty. And --

Yesg?
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SXIF:
WIFE:
SKIP:
WIFE:
SKIF:
WIFE:
SKIP:
WIFE!:
3KIP:
WIFE:
SKIE:
WIFE:

WIFE:
SKIP:

WIFE:

-6-
Oh, Mrs Willlamson?
Yes. You're from the paper?
Yes ma'am. I'd liks to talk to you.
What about?
Why, the -- the death of your husband.
Murder, you mean.
Yea,
Vhat do you want to know?
Well --- anything you can tell me.
(AFTER A PAUSE) Go around the back.
I beg pardon?
I said -- go around the back deor. That way, you'll know
everything I know.
(DOOR SLAMS SHUT)

Trudging around to the back door, you wender -- what 1=
this? Go around the back -- you'll know everything I know.
What does she mean? (PAUSE} One thing you know already.
The daughter was very pretty. The widow is -- very
handscme. [(PAUSZ) So now you're at the back deoor. So
what? So now --

{DOOR OPENS OFF LATCH)
£11 right. 3tand there.

- . ! B

Yeg ma'am, <o 7 hoee & noes gA

L ALY figﬁf."?uﬁlyouféélf in my place. I came home two

hours agc with my daughter, Anita. We were shopping. We
tyied the front door...locked...That meant he was asleep,

because he said. .*i" N ,{ir-'f,;lf- Ty e Ty

(RISES FROM BEHIND, UP, DOWN BEHIND)
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WIFE:

DAUGHTER:

WIFE:

DAUGHTER:

WIFE:

DAUGHTER:

WIFE:

WIFE:

DAUGHTER:

WIFE:

WIFE:

DAUGHTER:

WIFrs:

-?’-

Ec must be asleep, Anita, He saild he'd lock the front
door if he felt himself dropping off.
I hops he is, Ma., He's sore as an old bear with that
cold.
Well, the way you sass him back. Don't rile him, for
goodness sake., Come on. We'll try the back.

(CRUNCH CRUNCH UNDER)

{ HEAPE—HOVENG OGP MANY~COWSTEUR )
What a racket in the barn! _ :
Meanz they ain't been milked, (PAUSE) WNow that's funny.
Ee'd sure of milked them. Go on over and sse If he's in
there. _ -
Aw, mas;;That SNOW.
A1l -righty—all . right. :Lah_iemmﬁﬁit.

(3TOMP STOMP OF FEET ON PORCE)
Key under the mat?
Nope.
Well. Door's probably open.

(DOOR CPENS CREAKILY)
Pis. (PAUSE) Now who's been draggin' snow into my
kitehen? I told that man -- (A GASP WITH HAND TO FACE)
What's the matter, ma? Lemme ses --
No. WNo -- don't look. BRun -- run, get the dcctor, get
the police. Your dad's been shot dead! (PAUSE} (YELL)
Don't stand there! He's lyin' under the gink, shot!
GO GET 30MEBODY!

SHORT BRIDGE AND OQUT) - 77~ ~ 7 oot commmme T

And that's all, eh?
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WIFH:

SKiP:

DAN:

WIFE:

DAN:

WIFE:

DAN:

SKIP:

DAN:

—a-
Every last word of it. We come home -~ and he was lyin'
under the aink. Dead., Right here where you're sittin’
there. {(PAUSE) Right -~ there, hs was lyin'.
1 zge.

{DOOR OPENS SUDDENLY)
(A ROAR) What's goin'! on here! Who'res you talkin' tol
Who're yau? ‘s
Oh, Dan! You—seansd=the—tife~oub-ocfme! (MAKES A LITTLE
MOAM) Dan, Dan, Jack's dead, he's dead --

I know. The whole town's talkin' about 1t! Who's he,

4 . -

vho're you talkin' to? nod 0, 0 Ll e

PR IO

*.He's [rom the paper. He --

(SORE) Newspaperman! Are you crazyl!? You -- get cut
of here! Make tracks!

Me? Mister, I don't know who you are, cor what right
you have to --

(A ROAR) 1I'm the assistant county detective, and I got

the right! Clear out!

NARR:
DAN:

SKI>s

DAN:

Well! So that's Dan. Some questions are on your mind --
and whether or not your expenge acccount covers busted
nogzez and black eyes «-

(BANG BANG ON DOCR, AS IT OPENS)
You're goingﬁgs.a;k them!
(SAMZ) I said make tracks!
Oh no. I want to ¥Know about this back docr key. Did
anybody elsc besides the family know it was --

Look, I'm warning you --
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£

ZKIP:

DAN:

SKIP:

DAN;

SKIF:

DAN:

SKIE:
DAN:

SKifF:

DAN:

SKIP:

DAN:

SKIP:

-9-
And another thing -- Anlta, did she see her father's body
lying there? Now -=-
(EOARSE WHISPER) Leave the girl cut of this!
So you ase there are lots of questions to answer, friend.
(SAME) Wait.

(DOOR CLO3ES)
(LOW) Look. I'11 make & deal with you. Just -- clear
away for a while, Just -- keep Anita's name out of it,
geeg, and I1'11 coms around to -- where you staying?
Willjamantic House.
A1l right, Go there., Walt for me., Lemme get things
straightened out here -- I was the old man's best friend,
you see -=- lemme help them out ~- and I'll give youw all
the s2tory you want, Okay?
Sure. 3ut how do I know you'll turn up?
I'l1 show you I'm on the level with you. ¥You'rs a
reporter? You want an angle? Something to work on till
I get there? Okay. (WHISPER} Enemles.
Come again?
Enemies -- Willlameon had 'em! -ﬁ%%ﬂﬁ?&f‘tﬁﬁﬁ?““ﬁi?fQ£
folks he zent to jall. I -- # was gonna start“ﬁéfking on
that myself -- but I'm givinggit tgyyou"-_
To get me away from here,ﬂ}sféﬁéérit?
I don't want noppdy’ﬁégaerin'gthe women, that'sz all. I'm
on the 1eve1.§ith you, though% You play square with me =~
3ﬁﬁ'§4&i'?&ﬁy“f&irﬂuithfyGUTﬁjéotta go in now..
But -- |

(DOCR SLAMS )
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GUY:
SKIP:
GUY:
SKIP:
GUY:
SK1P;
GUY;
SKIP:
GUY:

SKIP:

GUY:

=10~

Enemiez, huh? A fair encugh lead. After all, the guy

had been county destective for twenty ysars., 3o -~ back
to your hotel room, whers you get leads on some of thoss
possible enemies from the clips. Lead one: brother of a

member of the famous Icebox Gang Hilliamson had busted

Y e,
1 ':(,'c At mam o

up. Resldence? Two blocks from house.
{DOORBELL .. AND DOOR ANSWERED)
Yeah?
Uh ~- Eddle Lambert?
Yezh.
Fingers Lambert's brother?
¥sah.
Can I talk to him? I mean, he's out of Jall, isn't he?
Yeah, he's out. Speak to him? No.
Why not?
He's 1n the Navy.
Well -- what's to prevent a reporter from talking to a
sallor?
How fast can you get to the Phllippines, bub?

{DOOR SLAMS -- BEQBBNI}-

e
Hey. !

Yeah? e

What's up?

Somebody'shot/tﬁé county detective.

A

Dead? /g/

Very.

-

Goodf
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N e
T ————

SKIF:
WOMAN:
SKIP:
WOMAN:
SKIP:
WOMAN:
SKIP:
WOMAN:

SKIT:

WOMAN :

(MUSIC:

NARR:

SKIP:

CORONER:

SKIP:

CORCNER:

3KIF;s

-11..
(DOORBELL AND DOOR ANSWERED)
Mre Splgaro?
I'm Mrs Splgarc. You wanna talk to me about the murder.
Yea. How'd you know?
Everybody knows. I even know what Fou wanna know,
All right -- you tell me.
Was 1 anyvwheres around there with & gun, that 1t?
Well, teo put 1t bluntly, yes.
Well, I wasn't, I was over to the bingo. Won five
dpollars. And you know what?
I'11 bite. Wnat?
I woulda glven Len dollars to of been around with that gun.

(PaneE—to-ahead-~agomo semothin - for=wishin !

Nioe—peopie! A few more checks produce the same
stalemﬁte:nggbody=ﬁfﬁwtb~——;praﬁtft&I}y—éVETIbo&yaéswg&adm“,
'
.
—somebody-~PinatTy-dide and-In the abssnce of any officer

of the law -~ except the irate Dan, whose rendezvous with
you ls drawing very near -- you, Skip Henderson, pull one
final check at the local undertaker's, currently doubling
as coroner. There --

For my story, 8lr -- your official opinion,

Well. (SNIFF) Ye can say 'twas murdsr. (SNIFF SNIFF)
Murder by pergon or persong unknown. (SNIFF) Done by one
shot from a .32 caliber pistol -~

One ghot?

(SNIFF) One shot. (SNIFF SNIFF) One shot from a distance
of 15 feet., (SNIFF) No powder burns, ys S€e.

(MUSING} One shot, eh?
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CORONER:

CITY ED:

3KJIP:

CITY ED:

SHIP:
CITY

£a)
1%

SKIP:

CITY ED:

-1
(SNIFF) One. (SNIFF SNIFF) That's ail, (SNIFF) That's

all, young man.

And that iz all you have to phone back to Hartford to the
degk -- with a deadline riding close.. Enough for a good
lead and half & column ~- more, yoq agsu?e them == 1o
come. But the desk has something.zgf:ﬁgg.

(FILTER) Now -~ listen to this. I have before me a
nevepaper which we shall call with some accuracy "the
opposition”. You listening?

£11 ears, bosa.

(FILTER}) I will proecsed to rsad the top headline Tor the
benefit of those ears. Ready?

Shoot.

(FILTER) I may at that, The headline reads --
WILLIAMANTIC KILLER CONFESSES.

WHAT? Shettayoumean! Who confeaszes?

(PILTER) (YELLING)} The assistant county detective, that's
who. Last name Treanor -- first name Dan. DEE-—A--ENN,

DAN!

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
GBAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #160
MIPDLE COMMERCIAL
TYOOAT~SCRATCH! -~ THROAT-SCRATCH! -- THHOAT-SCRATCHI
Guard against throat-scratcehl
Enjoy smeocth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater lenzth of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

puff by puff you're always a2head when you snoke
PRELL MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18
filtered further than that of any other leading
cigorotte. Moreover, after ¥ puffs, or 10, or 19,
or 17, PELL MELL still gives you 2 longer, natural
Filter of fineé tobaccos - to gunrd against throats
seroteh.

For PELL MELL'S grester laenzth travels the smoke

further on its way to your throat - filters it
noturally through PELL HMELL'S traditienally fine,
rellow tobaecos = guards against throat-seratceh.

Yes, PELL ¥ELL'S fine tobaceos give you a smoothness,

mildness =nd satlisfaction no other cigaretie offers

vou, Guard against throat-serateni
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask-for the lpnger, finer cigarette in the

diztinzuishod red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CTGZ.RITTES - "Qutstanding!!
ard - they are mild!
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(MsTs:

HARRICE:

NARR:

CITY ED:
SEF
CITY ED:

(MusIc:

-1h-

_THEME_UP AND DOWN_FOR:)
This is Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of Skip Henderaon...as he 1ived 1t and wrote it.
One tnllethole -- through the head -- has ended the career
of County Detective Willlamson. You, Skip Henderson of
the Havrtford Times, have been promised quote the whole
story end guote by the murdered man's asgistant. Now,
waiting for him to turn up at your hotel room, you learn
from your own city editor that the cppesition paper says--
(FILTER) WILLIMANTIC NURDERER CONFESSES.

~Haabldbagonfoassen |
(FILTER)JThe'aésitant county detsctive, that's who.

hast-namesIrEiios < TTFEt ftme Dan-cmm D=l ~-N 1

NARR:

DETECTIVE:

3K1F:

DETECTIVE:

SKIP:

DETECTIVE:
SKIP:
DETECTIVE:

Your fried Dan -- who was going to give you the whole
gtory. Nice guy -- confessing to the other paper. Well
-- might as well get over to the jail and get the now-
sccondhand story. But when you get there -= an old
familiar face grects you. The Hartford County chief
of detectives -=- with the same, old, familiar =--

No. You can't see him. And that's final.

I take it you're in charge here -- filling in because
all the law in this county is either dead or In jail.
You take it right.

Then how come you cooperate with the other paper and
freeze me out?

What do you mean, cooperate?

They 're running a story that Treanor confessed.

Well -- they're wrong.
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SKIP:
DETECTIVE:

SKIP:

DETECTIVE:

SKIP:
DETECTIIVE:

SKIP:
WIFE:

CORONOR:

-15- REV,
Huh?

T said -- they're wrong. There's been no confession
nere. He's charged with murder but he hasn't confessed.

Hasn't confessed? Charged with murder? On what groundst
Williamsen had many enemies - there's bad tlood hetween
Treanor and Williamson - and besides Treaner has been
seen hangling arocund their house plenty lately.

That may be bub ---
Charged with murder he is. Confessed he hasntt == and

see him you won't, And that's final.

irgue with him -~ you don't. But take iz word -- you
do. Tough--ae may.be ——-bwb-henest he sure’'is. But itts
act too late to phone vour paper. Next mornireg, bright
and early -- off you go agaln, to the murdered man's
house.

(DOOR KNOCKER AND DOOR OPENS)

Ah, you remember, me 1 ---

Oh yes. And my instructions are -- no reporters
allowedl

(DOJR SLAMS)

IN WITH)

Where now? Well -- let's try the coroner again.

(DOLEFGL BELL RINGS. DOOR OPENS)

(SNIFF SUIFF) Yes?
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SKIF:
CCRONER:
SKIP:
CORONER!
SKIP:
CORONER:

{MUSIC:

— i —

-15 A=

vou remember me, Could I -

(SYIFF) No,

Wny not?

Can't see anyhody.

(SNIFF) I'm busy.

wWell, can I at least have a lock at the enrpsed

(SNIFF, SNIFF)
the funeral.

(DOOR SLAMS)

Nope, (SNIFF) I'm layin' him out for

-
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MARE!:

SKIP:

FPOSTMASTER:

SKIP:

- 16 -
Trig i3 rapidly establishing itselfl asz the
doorzlammingest town In the hlstory of journaliam.
But there 1s one dcor s§111 open to you ~-- after a
whole fruitﬁédeay and night trying to gst somewhere

with the story. {SNEAK ORGAN MUSIC. FUNERAL) And

(REVERENTLY IRREVERENT) There, heavily velled, softly
sobbing, are the widow..the bereaved daughter....there
are the pallbearers.,.firemen..local lights...and..
(TAKE) What? How did he get into the act! Irreverently,
you pluck at his coat as he passes you, swaying under his
ghare of the leaden lecad....
(WHISPER) Dan! Treanor!

(A SHUFFLE OF MANY FEET IN MEASURED TREAD HAS

BEEN ACCOMPANYING THE FOREGOING AND THE FOLLOWING )
(B BHENGE M- By B —
(LoW) You try again.
(WHISPER) What are you doing here?
(BETWSEN TEETH) Out -- on -- bail. List -- ten.
(WHISPER) Yes -~ yes.
(AS ABOVE) Postmaster. See -- post--master.
And the only thing I could catch, Sir, was --
3ec poatm;ater.
How do I know I can truat you?
He trusted me, didn't he? Honest -- I -- I don't know
what to make of this whole thing. First he's in, then

he's out --
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POSTMASTER: Fuh, He's back in agein. Only reascn they let him out
for the funeral was -- he wae like a son to the
Williamaons,

SKIP: In love with the daughtew?

POSTMASTER: Yep.

SKIP: I ace. WM&MT%?

POSTMASTER: To you? R

SKIP; Well, 1'L1 be-howEst With you -- if you'll be honest
wi-mﬁ'ar&‘rth&mﬁaga'mt‘m: He came and went
in their home as he pleased. Drpey

PO3TMASTER: True.

SK1IP: ©  The mother told me the daughter and the father didn't
get along. Therefore -- he might have had a grudge
against the old man, Leved

POSTMASTER: True. .

T O R Bt S

SKIP: The _oL Has-kitlet,with a .32, Qounty officers
carry thirty-twos.

POSTMASTER: Go cn.

SKIP: It was done wilth one shot ~- from clzar across the room.
Srawaheisanibrairing -- by somebody who could handle 2 gun.
Taesre- Dl See ot e

TP Well:

POSTMARTER: BRut ye.s$ill, haven!t.-said-whether.ye-believe-he done 1t..-

(QUIET) The question is, young man == are ye for him or

Tl

agin him? et

SKIP: 0ddly enggghﬂ1;ﬂ¥or him.

POSTMASTER: Why?
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CEIP:

PO3TMASTER:

POSTMASTER:

POSTMASTER:

SKIP:

POSTMASTER:

DAN:

POSTMASTER:

DAN:

POSTMASTER:

{MUsIC:

718-

'::’,‘: R ;‘ LT s U S S SR
. Beeanee—evenytirinmgaddsTp tog well, (PAUSE) I think

he's covering up for somebody. (PAUSE) All fight ~= now,
Why did he send me to you?
Becausze on the night of the killin', I was settin'® cosy
Ring and ring...
£MUSFe AND PHONE UP, MUBTO--0¥E FOR PHONE ALONG AND
FINALLY PICKET UP) _
{ANGRY) Hello! {PAUSE) No, I don't know if he is or he
is or he ain't home. {PAUSE) Yep. Light's on in his house

e, {PAUSE) In all this snow? (PAUSE) All right, if it's

that important, I'1l git 'im. Hold the phone.
(FOOTSTEPS, DOCOR OPENS, BIG wIND.BHﬂFﬁ€HH%4ﬁﬁEH+§gﬂ

(OVER WIND AND MUSIC) I crossed the sthest -- he atn got

a phong, and I'm all the time takin'/his e 5, offlelal

——

business and the like -- el
/
,,,/,,,i/

Uh-huh =-- -Ja\”
T -
And I fair pounded on the door.
#
(PApR-$M=F4#IR POUNDING ON THE DOOR, INTO)

{(DOOR OFENS)
Oh, telerhone?
Yep, says it's important, Dan.
A11 rignt. (PAUSE) Lucky I heard you. I was out back,
(PAUSE) Ah -- 1s it her again?

What do you think?
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DA I H=1lo Anita? (PAUSE) ¥eah, I was out back. (PAUSE) Right
now? Why? (PAUSE) The cows've got to be milked! (PAUSE)
oh, all right -- but if it wasn't you, I'd hang up!
(PHONE SLAMMED DOWN }
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SKIF:
POST:
SKIP:

POGT:

SKI1P:

—_— =

-20-
Cows've got to be milked, (PAUSE) Women!

-~

And with that, he c¢lumps across the beck lot over to the
house, (PAUSE) And ye know what time that was?

Yes.

-Ye do?%

Sure. (PAUSE) Around six twenty-five., Because thatls
when he turned up and threw me out of the housel
{PAUSE: QUIET) And do yeou know what youlve done, sir?
Igtablished his alibi, I recckon.

Yes -~ and no, Youlve just establlshed the fact that
somebody was trying to estoblish an alibi, (PAUSE)

e RO LY O AT RV}

Dopolrroniip-imew he was really ouft back? ﬁo. Now

1t looks ns though everybody is trying to protect
J e
everybedy else, (BEAT)” Me =-- I got to 6ig. Deep.

Yeah -~ but where? Williamson's buried -~ Dan's
incommunicado in jall -- widow and daughter are ditto in
house =~ ==~ --- dig, huh? (PAUSE) Stymied.

And stymied you stay for dny;. The stories you file add up
to nothing but hash and rehash------ except for the

routine ---

(FILTER) Treanor Canse goes to Grand Jury.

SIING. « o o).

/'/},( sy

{FILTER) ~#he-Grend—jury indicted hdém. Murder.
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o waRR: < Routine ®eikews, that's all. Still, there is in you the
suspicion that all 1s too pat....to tidy a cese. But
cen you get next to anybody, past this official barrier
of silence? Mm-mm., Who can you talk to? Well -~
neighbors. Friends. And distant relotives., And on the
Saturday before the Monday of the trisl] =~--

OLD BIDDY: Yessir, cousins en mimother's side.

SKIP: I see, You wouldn't by eny chance have any old fanily
plctures,

OLD BIDDY: Sure would. Whole photy album full, Wenns see?

SKIF: Yes ma'am.

OLD BIDDY: Geze your fill, son. (CHUCKLE) Half of tem's jist
snepshots, anyhow. Plenies and such. Famlly getherin's...

SKIP: Uh=hee «esouh=hm wm. (PAUSE) This her?

OLD BIDDY: That's her. That was before they was wmarriled.

See? There they are, together,

NARR: You turn the pages of the family album. Any one of the
pictures would help your roundup storf tomorrow. At
least plctures arc one thing the opposition wonlt have.
Then ~-- one plcture rings bells, blows whistles, sets

of cennon crackers, (QUIET) Careful, nov.

SKIP: (LOW, SHAKY) Is -- is this her agdin?

BIDDY: Oh ves indeedy. That's her.

SKIF: {(sTTLL cAREFUL, TENSE) And that's =--- him,

BIDDY: Uh-hmmm.  Oh yes, uh=hmurm.

SKIP: This -- (PAUSE) I mean -- sre they kidding, or -= could

she =--- I mean, could she really - handle that --
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BIDDY:

BIDDY:
SKIP:
BIDDY:

(MUSIC: . .
NARR:

DAUGHTER:
SKIP:
Da UGHT E R H

SKIP:

5XIF:
DAUGHTER:
SKIP:
DAUGHT=R:
SKEIP:
DAUGHTER:
SKIF:

—22.—
oh yes, yes indeedy. (CHUCKLE) Why, he taught her. That
there one -- why sure, thet's the one he give her when

she .=~

whpt!

rd

(STARTS IO MOAN) No, no...I m just a wanderint old woman ~-
Te%}/me -- when: e what‘

o N .
(NBivRe86Br—wrerr—ste could put four out of five shots into

the bulls' eye., (OBETMG) He always said when she could
shoot a3 good es him, he'd glve her‘a gﬁn for—hep-pun, and
-~ (BROKEN) sSarah, Sarah, what've I done, vhot've I done!
KTT AND GO_DARKLY EOR
(VERY VERY QUIET) Just ---- given you, Skip Henderson of
the Hartford Times, the one foct missing In the case. 4
snapshot of Sarah Williamson =~ with her own 32 caliber
ristol. (PAUSE) Sundey's story. (PAUSE) and Monday's
story? . "

(XNOCKING ON DOOR. IT OPENS)
oh, It?s you.
Yes, May I come In?
Yes. (PAUSE) Ma's upstairs.
oh.

(DOOR CLOSES)
Ah == what's she doing?
Reading the papers, Abpout the trial and all.
You ~~ haven't seen them?
Not yet.
I think you'd better --- call your mother.
Why?
I want to -- (PAUSE) Or ~- no. Would you fell me

something?
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DAUGHTER:

SKIP:

SKIP:

SKIP:
DAUGHTER:

SKIP:
DAUGHTER!

SKIP:
DAUGHTER:

DAUGHTER:
(MUSIC:

HARR:

T —

-23w REV,
Depends,
1t's about -- Dan. (PAUSE—He-leves yous
(STLENCE}
You love him.
(SILENCE) _ -
el
Szenr--Parer—ws: (PXUSEY -'rcm“*te Yrime.
W st ket Tlasd - M Zenr o
(LoW) ~ Ftte-trme—I~tove -Dan. p» I love him more than anything

else in the world. He couldn't have done it. He cou_ldn'L

WES
have killed my father - he couldn't - not Dan, All ei;gou

sse wrong! Dad told him to stay away from the house.

fnd -- from you?

Yes. DBut Ma liked Dan. An awful 1ct. She said she'd see
we got married -- somehow.

1 see. (PAJSE) Now -- please. Call your mother.

All rignt, (LOW) Ma - (PAUSE - LOUDER) Motherl
(FOOTSTEPS. FAR OFF, & SHOT)

(SCREAMS) Mama! (A SOBBING SCREAM) Mama what hanpened!

HIT &ND GO FOR)

(VERY SUIET) She left two notes, did Mrs. Sarah

Williamson. One said YThe newspaper Knows the truth." The
(PAUSE)

(RIS B mnibiuO e~ pEOPLE o

other said "I hated him." There was no trial.

there was ~- 2 Big Story.
In just a moment we will read you a telegram from Skip
Henderson of the Hartford Connecticut Times with the final
outcome of %onightts BIG STORY .

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #160

CLOSING COMMERCTAL:

EARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

Don't let throat-scratcn spoll your smeking enjoyment.
Guard agalnst throat-scratch)
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of tradltionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Fllters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

FPuff by puff youlre always ehead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the rirst puff FELL MELL smoke 1s flltered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or-17, PELL MEIL still gives you a
longer, natural filter of traditionally rfine tobaccos -

to guard sgainst throat-scratch, Yes, PELL MEIL'S fine
tobaccos glves you a smoothness, mildness and satlsfaction
ne other cigarette offers you.

Sg, don't let throat~scratch spoll your smoking enjoyment.,
Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl”

And - they sre mild!l

ATHKOT 0170868




-~

-phK=

(vuaIf:_ _ TAG)

CHAPPEIL: Now we read you that telegram from Skip Henderson of the
Hartford Cernectdevt Times.

IZNDERSON: Murderess in tonight's Big Story a deed shot wlth plstol,
actually did not find her husband dead, Only pretended to,

Ads Gt doazdytod a_j’p.a-,u, sederenns Freme — Aot gt
{amd—sent—daughber after help'-- then called to husband and
shot him frem-econoss.roon, Case agelnst Tresnor was not
pressed after my story, Thanks a lot for tonight's Pell
_ Mell Award.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr, Henderson..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS3
CIGARETTES sre proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Avard for notable service in the fileld of Journalism.

HARRICE: Listen agein next week, same tlime, same station, when
PFLL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY -
A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Columbus Georgia
Ledger - by-line, Ken Hogg. A BIG STORY ehout a reporter
who found ouf that & pisne that 1s out of tune cen
sometimes lead t0 ... murder,

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Frockter with musie
by Vliadimir BSelinsky. Tonight!s program was adapted by
Alen Sloan fram an actuasl story from the front pages of the
Hartford Connecticut Times., Your narrator was Bob Sloene,
and Owen Jordon played the part of Skip Henderson, 1In
order to protect the names of people actually involved In
tonight's éuthentic BIG STORY the names of all characters
in the dramatization were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mr. Henderson.

{(MUSIC:_ _ THEME UP_FULL AND FADE_FQR)
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CH:FPPIIL.: This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. (PAUSE) One of our great naticnal
hazards is fire. Each ye;r more than 10,000 people lose
their lives in fires. And in nine cases cut of ten, these
fires were caused by carelessness, Be sure it doesn't
happen to youl Put that match or cigarette out before you
dizcard 1t! Take every precautioﬁ you can to prevent

fires!

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

jo/pat/mj/renie
L/77520 o=
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #161

CAST

NARRATOR
MRS. BRONSON
MRS QUINN
KEN

TALBOT

SPENCER

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
BARBARA WEEKS
BARBARA WEEK3
CORT BENSCHN
BILL SMITH
BILL LIMoN
BILL LIPTON
SANTOS ORTEGA
SANTO3 CRTEGA
ROGER DE EOVEN
ROGER DE KOVEN

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 20, 1950
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CHAPPELL:
MUSIC:

SPENCER:

QUINN:

e — -

SQUND:

THE BIG STORY #161
APRIL 26, 1950

WEDNES DAY

PELL MELL FAMOCUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

FLIR LD S R LAElile ik f otk AT T AT e et
2Hn TR0y | SN AT S el e T e = e L — e

ALady) etV L i e e T T e T TSR =

(AFTER SECOND SERIES OF TUNINGS, ENNOYED) Cut it out,
Quinn, Do you have to do that now?

(OLDER “AN, VERY WARM, UNAWARE OF THE MENACE IN THE
SITUATION) I'm sorry it bothers you, but look, I'm & pia:

tuner. This is my plano, and it ain't in tune,

_rite Rt e T e - — — i o e B i —

Look, if it bothers you, I mean the faces youtlre maklng
go on outside, it's & nice day.

STRIKES A CHORD. IT IS QUITE SQOUR

That's awful sour ain't 1t?

You know, you could be a good kid if you'd only cut out,
T mean, you're married, why don't you settle down and ...
Gee, that sure is S0Ur.

PIANG ABRUPTLY STOPS.) _

(FRIGHTENED) Don't, No, for the love Of svnes
WEaCK ON HEAD, BODY FALLS ON KEYS)
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{MUSIC:

— e = —— mm = — e { a

CHAPFELL: The Big Story, here is America, its sound and its fury,
1ts joy and 1ts sorrow as feithfully reported by the
men and women of the great American nevspapers. (PAUSE)
Columbus, Georgle, From the pages of the Columbus,

ipeumimm Lcdger the story of a reporter who proved that
a crime of violence, & crime of passion, when stripped
of all the fancy explanations, looks like plain, every
day, ordinary ~-- murder. And for his work, to Ken Hogg

for his Big Story goes the Pell Mell Award,
{MUSIC: FANFARE )

R e e e e e —

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROCRAM #161

OPENING COMMERCIAL

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICF:
CHAFFELL:
HARRICE!:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratech! Yes, guard against
throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking.

PELL MELL'S grester length of tradtitionally fine

tobhaccos Lravels the smoke further ...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

Puff by puffl you're always ahead when you smoke FELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smcke is filtered
further than thet of any other leading clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL
still gives you & longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard egainst throat-
scyateh., Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you &

Emoothness, miléness and asatlsfaetlion no other cigarette

offers you.

Don't let throst-scratch spoil your smoking en joyment.
Guard against throatfscratchl

Enjoy smonth smoking:

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette 1n the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES --

Il

"outstanding!

ind - they are mild!)
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

NARR ¢

TALBOT

KEN:

TALBQOT:

SARGE:

TALBOT 3

-4

Columbus Georglm, the story es 1t actuslly happened,

Ken Hogg's story as he lived 1t.

— i — e T a iy

Reporters who are smart ave seldom popular with the
cops; reporters who are ex-lnvestigators, even less 80.
ind that's why you, Ken Hogg, smart reporter for the
Golumbus Georglas Ledger and a former investigator for
the Criminal Intelligence Division (U, S, Army), go
slow 1like you're walking on egpe, ask questions
innocently and wide-eyed because the case you're on 1s
a lulu. And Chief of Detectives Sam Talbot especially
doesn't ltke your kind, The scene you're at ls an
empty perking lot on the corner of Tabotton Avenue a8t
Mitechell,

A1l right, Sargeant, let me have 1%, And not teoo loud,

We got “friends" wateching, Right, Mr, Hogg?

You know me, Chief, I won't get in your way.

You sure bet you won't, Hogg, All right, Sarge.

Well, the dame called end says this car's been parked
here in the 1ot 10, 12 hours. A '49 Studebaker, 3o
naturally, I come over and I see the way it's parked,
couldn't get at 1t. S0 I got a crovwbar and we bust cpen
the trunk,

(PATIENTLY) Who called, Sargeant? How 1s it parked?

Phat's what you wanted to knov too, isn't it, Hogg?
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SARGE ¢

TALBOT 3

SARCE:

TALBOT: -

SARGE @

- TALBOT:

SAR GE:

TALALBOT ¢
3ARGE :

TALBQT ¢
SARGE:

-5-

Her neme's Bronson, she owns the eafe here, This 15
the parking lot for the cafe. She's the one who called.
and you see, the car was parkced right next to that ocak
tree, see? Couldn't get behind 1t, couldn't open the
trunk. So we had to shove it away and then, like I
gald, the crowbar,

Why dién't you use the Keys? They're in the glove
compartment.

(STUPIDLY) Gee, I never looked. (NOW WARMING TO HIS
STORY) Well, sir, there in the back We find the guy,
fuinn. Terribls shape -- you sav him., Head all
bashed in, neck twisted like --

I sav.

(REBUFFED) Well, he's a planc tuner, Quinn. Was, Wowm

i' out. . 7

b2 h¢¢x-f?5@°d
there¥ a wallet in the front seat { But
no robbery, Chief, I mean I don't think so, I mean --

Yhy?

Well, the guy had;

e,

e 1r it ke A L2 S
e aDout 15, 16 dollars in his pants pockets,
g0 == _

We can skip the "so". What else?

Thatls-about it, No prints. Oh, and 2 packs of
cigarettes. Here they are. Dead men'ts brand I guess.

Can I see those, please?
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TALBOT: What's the matter, Hogg? You ain't content Lo listen, you

got to touch too? What do you want to see?

KEN: The clpgarettes.

TATLBOT {ANNOYED) They're clgarettes, see? Clgarettes.

KEN: Thanks. Cﬁﬁéﬁ

SARGE: Oh, I forgct.ﬁ\O#er here, see? Front fender. Looks like

the thing was in an accldent, the car. And it's got those
seratches over here, see? And this I found out myself.
There's blood in the scrateh,

TALBOT : Oh? Acelident takes place before the blood got there or

afterwvard?
SARGE: I don't know sir.
KEN: Mind 1f I met & close look in there?

TAIBOT ¢ Stiek your nose in it for all I caré, Hogg. Iit's a
seretch, there's blood in 1%, satisfied? (PAUSE) Whet's
the look on your face for? You got an opinion?

KEW: No more than you, Have you?

TALBOT & Robbery in a hurry, missed a couple of bucks, and the rest
1ike the sargeant s=ald. Did it somewhere else, prought 1t
here, You can quote me too.

KEN: I don't think I will,

TALBOT : Why?

K=EN: Begsuse 1f it comes out wrong, you'll be sore at me.

TALBOT ¢ Boy, do I hate --

KEN: T Yhow -~ 'wise guy reporters.
(FADING) See you, Chlef.

TAL30T: Where you golng?

KEN (OFF) Around.

(MUSIC:  _ IN WITH...)

— o s e
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v, NARR:

MRS,

BRONSON:

KEN:

MR3. B.:

KEN:

MR3. B.:

_?...
vou walk away for three reasons, One, a reporter from the
opposition paper has just arrived and 1f he asks you
questions-- well, (WITH HUMOR} You don't want to have to
11e to him, And the second reason is that you don't want
to get in any further with Detective Chief Talbot. You
don't want to have to say "these cilgarettes sren't just
clgarettes.” It happens that they don't have the tax
stamp on them, It happens they're the kind they sell at
Army P,X's or Nevy stores. You also don't want to say
that the sccldent happened after the blood was on the
fender {it's the dried blood that was seratched.) And the
third reason is you want to step in at Mrs, Brongon's Cafe,
the woman who owns the parking lot.

(A GLASS OF BEER PLACED ON BAR)

(AFFABLE)} That'll be ten cents.
Phanks, You're the one who czlled the cops, Mrs, Bronzon?
Sure, I'm no dope. I saw that car parked there., I
figured at first must belong to one of the guys working
in the mill., You know, across the lot. But six hours go
by, elght hours, the shift changes. The car's stlill there.
A brand new car like that! I says, "Eleancr," (that's me)
"sigiiﬁing's fishy."

'
T'11 tell you something confidential. Good as the
publicity'll be for business, I don't like it. See, I 1live
right behind the parking lot, See out the window, there ~-
you can just about see the house,

The brownh one?
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Fie R

P Y

MR3. B.!
KEN:

MRS, B.:

KEW:

MR3,. B.:

KEN:

MRS, B

KEN:

MRS. B.:

{MUsIC:

TALBOT &

-~

That's my house, there. Too close to the whole thing.
I know what you me&n.

It's a good thing I rented out that downstairs room. I
wag a wreck, when I first sav them take out the bedy.

Couldn't hold a cup of coffee, but,sﬁé vas niééﬁjthe guy's

A vt b AN e
™

wife,%ﬁhé young couple that moved i;f‘“EHE“Ebt me &
sedative or somethling, calmed me dovwn,

They live with you long?

No, they just moved 1in as a matter of fact, yesterday,
He's over at Fort Benning there. Corporal I think, Nice
kide. (LAUGHS) Only did you ever notlce you always have
trouble with the rent with nice peorle?

(SURPRISED) He couldn't pay the rent yesterday and
yesterday was YWednesday?

What's surprising about that, a soldier without money?
Every soldier I ever metb almost, didn't have any money.
34111 and all -- Wednesday.

Hey, what sre you? You some kind of dick? (ANNOYED NOW)
Trat's what you afe} An investlgator or éomethingl Well
te1l me, what's 8o surprising about a soldler not having
money on Wednesday and what dn you care about 1T he was a

soldier or not anyhow?

— e i T e T e e e e T — o A e ——

fell, I heard everything you said, every word of it. Now
tell me, what's so surprising about a saldier without money?
It Just 20 happens that Wednesday is pay dey at Fort
Benning. And here's a guy who can't pay his rent, what --

3 dollars, flve dollars? -- on a Wednesday.
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TAIBOT:

KEN:

TALBOT :

KEN:
TALBOT &

KEN:
TALBOT :

KEN:
TALBOT !

XEN:

COP:

-9~

Maybe he got into a crap game, maybe he lost Lt, 5o what?
You got to tie the soldier in with it?

How do you explain the cigarettes without itnox stamps on
them? :}-
(SARCASTIC) Maybe the plano tuner, Quinn, couldrhe know a
guy vho did him a favor? Bought him 2 couple of packs
from the post? Maybe hé's got a pal vho's a G, I,

Okay.

And let me ask you & guestion, (HE KNOWS HE'S GOT HIM NOW)
Don't it make the best sense in the world for a guy to
kill another guy and park the cer with the dead body in it
25 feet from the houze he's living in?

Yeah, I know, but -~

And ain't it rveal smart for this guy you think is the
killer to hang around, and go back to his job at the post.
That's real smart.

{DEFEATED) I didn't know that.

Well, I checked., I got his name, {Spencer, Corporal R. D.
Spencer), and his wife's name (Terry), and I checked.

He's working at the post right now,

A11 right, You vere wrong, 1t doesn't maoke sense for a
soldier to be on the Post il he d1d 1t and to park the car
thnt npear whore he'ls 1iving, Okay, try another tock:

the acceldent.

Then you'd get any report, officer, of an nccident in the
last three days in this office?

{BORED) %;g?f They come 1n here, Every one,
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CCoP:

KEN:
COP:

(MUSIC:

— - —

MARE

e T e —

e —

KEN:

MRS,
QUINN:

KIZN:

_10_
You got nothing on o '49 Studebaker?
Wothing, except I told you cbout the beer truck this guy
tried to push and (LAUGHS) 1t vwent through his windshield.
(ANNOYED] I dildn't mean that.
That's right, nothing, (KIDDING) I got a nlce '49
Convertible Cndillac. -

So tracing the acecldent is oul too, Prcbebly a hundred
eceidents, scratches, banged fenders, you'll never be able
to track down, So what's the point? Now what?

(SUDDENLY) Quinn! The plano tuner, Surc. His plece}

—r e e A AR

Piano tuners don't mike too good o living oand the house
shows 1t: a small tve family house (the upper story rented,
the lower story dreary, dim}. And in the room the woman

(Quinn's wife) striking the keys of the battered planoc,

—dt fEM_ R AR e = e e e o e T e e e e m— R p—

—_— e Ea e Sl ot B AR e e e —— -

I hate to osk yoﬁ, Mrs. Guinn, I knovw how you feel. But
have you any idec why or whom?

(OLDER WOMAN, LATE 60's) Who hates a piano tuner? Who
gets in trouble with o fellow who comes in your hﬁusc, he
sits down, he makes a little nolse, he mrkes your
instrument play.

Didn't have mony friends, did he?
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MRS, Q,:

KEN:

MRS. Q.!

KEN:

MR3, Q.:
{MysIC:

MR3, Q.

ol

KEN:

MR3. Q.:

KEN:

MRS, Qu.:

KEN:
MR8, Q.:

(MUsIC:

11~
Years ago & few maybe, but since we came 1o Columbug, 1t's
all he could do to keep up with the work. His ear was

going bad on him and -- you don't know what 1t meana When a

plano tuners' ear goes bad on him %4 <tf ﬂéﬁ‘;’dﬂ X//Q/
ey 2 7/—-5‘

Did he ever heve anything to do with t Post -- Fort

Benning? Maybe tune & piano out there?

No. A1l those jobs are by contract. The Army's very

fussy., My husband was €9. They wouldn't hire him,

Did he know any of the men?

T don't know., Maybe, let me show you something.

_—.-—_.._—.--._.-—...u——.._‘_.—-.—-—_-—-—_n——._.——.-.—

uee,,it g sour. H re_f;tarting here, =-#rwéwsll the way up&é?écku

) A S G = A crve AR g

.. The rest Ls out of tune. That's what I

can't understand,
What?
When.he atarted a job, he'd alweys finish it. But he only
got up to here -- B above middle C and the rest la still
sour,
Whet do you think happened?
I don't know, but he'a nevér get up and leave 1t, not till
he was Tinished. (That's the way he was,)
(PUSHING) So?

T don't understand., I ean't understand 1t,

___....._...___.__....___...____....___.._......___-__
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NARR ¢ The "why's" are mounting, "Why" does a plano tuner who
always finighes hls jobs etop in the middle, Why? Vhy
was the car parked where it was? Why did the soldier
(Spencer), go back to Fort Benni-ng i1f he 1 the killer?
why? Wny? A hundred why's and not a single answer, ndt
one .. 'I‘hat.'s vhere you &re right now, Ken Hogg, reporter,
ex-investigator for the Criminal Intelllgence Division,
Why ?

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STQRY =13~
PROGRAM #1£1

MIDDIE COMMERCTAL

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT -SCRATCH! -~ THROAT -SCRATCH! -- THROAT-SCRATCH!
Guard against throst-scrateh)
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PFLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smcke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're elways shead when you smcke FELL MELL,
At the Tiret puff PELL MELL smoke ig flltered further than
that of any other leading cigarette., Moreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL s%till gives you a
longer, natural filter of fine tobacces - to guard agalinst
throat-seratch,

For PELL MELL'3 greater length travels the smoke further on

1ts way to your throat - fllters 1t naturelly through FELL
MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccog - guards against
threoat-scratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you 2 smogthness,
mildnees and satizlaction no other cigaretts offers you,
Guard against throst-scrateh!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Agk for the longer, finer cigarette i1n the distinguished

red package - PRLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"
And - they are mildal
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(MUSIC: _ _INPRODUCTION AND UNDER)

HARRICEt This is Oy Harrice returning you Lo your Nerrator and The
34 Story of Ken Hogg as he lived it and wrote it,

NARR: The why's are 811 unanswered, The why of the parked car,
the half tuned pieno, the soldier working at Fort Benning,
And the only place you Ken Hogg, reporter for the Columbus
Georgla Ledger can think of to go to find the ansvers ls
Police Eeadquarters, and you're a 1llttle sheepiéh about
that, A 1little sheepish, and & lot unwelecome, As
Detective Chief Talbot puts 1t --

TALBOT 1 What's the matter, n¢ private outside clues? Gilve the
man a chair, Sargeant, When something breaﬁs, we'll let
him in on 1t,

MARR: (MO PAUSE) But you sit there, almost haunt the place
because there's nothing else to do., And a day of nothing
goes by until you overhear the sargeant a»?ﬂééljfai:vx?.

SARGE: (IN CLOSE, BUT AUDIBLE) «#® the Quinn thing? Well?...Yeah,
Say that agsin...Gower Road, one mile past & tin house, two
story...south on Alabama 123, What's your name?

(MUSIC: _ _HITS, RACES WITH...)

NARR You know they won't tell you and you know you might get
kicked off the scene, but you head your car down Gower, one

mile past the tin house, south on 123,

{}
TALBOT : (ANNOYED) How did you know about this?}{‘;’g?«-r.
KEW1: (PLAINTIVE) Oh, what's the difference, Ch&ef. I --
TALBOT = Well, as long as you're here, this man's name 1s Victor.

That's the end of my cooperstion. Go ahead, Mr, Victor.
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VICTOR!

VICTOR:

SPENCER:
VICTOR:
VICTOR:
SPEWCER:
VICTOR:
QUINN:

VICTOR:

-.15_

Well, until I read the story in the paper, I absolutely
made no comnectlon. You sge, 1t was Wednesday, the day
before yesterday, and getting ¥ind of dark, My place ls
just down there and I was driving up. This fellow flagged
me. He'd run off the road into a ditch. Hls fender
scratched up against the tree there and well -~ I sald
sure, I'd help him out, I got out of my car, and got e
pull chein apde -=

(F7a4Dns IN CHAIN BEING DRAGGED ACROSS THE GROUND,

LITTLE OFF MIKE THERE IS A MOTOR RUNNING. SOUND

I8 1OUD)
(NARRATING) And he kept racing hls motor all the tlme he
wee in the ditch. T called out, (PAUSE, NOW IN THE SCENE)
Hey, Bud, vhat do you want to keep your motor racing llke
thet for?
(SOFT VOICED) Look, my exhilerator's stuck. I can't budge
1t,
kay, okay, I'll see what I can do.

(PHE CHAIN IS PASSED AROUND THE FENDER AND LINKED)
T got it now, That ought to do it.
Well, hurry up, will you? I mean {CATCHING HIMSELF) I
nean -=- I'm In on awial Hurry and --

(TFE MOTOR STCPS)
Oh, you fixed it! Good,
(WITHIN THE TRUNK) (MUFFLED, AIMOST INAUDIBLE) Oh, Lord,
ne! Oh, Lord, no, noj
Wrat's that? Hey, Bud, hey!

{(THE AUTO MOTOR RACES AGATIN)
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VICTOR:

SPENCER

VICTOR:
SPENCER:

VICTOR:

VICTOR:

KEN:
VICTOR:
KEN:
VICTCR:
KEN:
TALBOT @
VICTOR:

hARIN
BL.ONSON:

KEN:
TALBOT:

-16-
{CALLING QVER IT) Shut it off, shut it off, can't you!

'’

f / I J'_Z; 1
eelon -//é'mf:{. v oy L4

;
ot
I

I just heard --
(EVENLY) You
I just heard somebody -=-
I got a drunk buddy in the beck here, Now come on. Yom
golng to help me or not?
(DRYLY) Okay. Okey,
(PAUSE)

{SCUND GOES OUT)
I pulled him out and I got my chaln off that car zs fast as
I could because his volce was low and kind of soft, but if
ever I heard a volce with murder in it --
Did you look in the car?
I didn't want to look.
What did he look 1like? What was he wearing?
He had a uniform on, | |
The soldier!
(TENSE NOW) Wha*t did he look like?
The way he vwas sltting in the oar,.I couldn't see too well,
2ut he was kind of tall I guess. Blond, sandy halr, &

1ittle mustache, Soft veilce.

(KUOCKING 0N 4 DOOR, IT IS OPENED)

Yes?
Mrs, Bronson, I --
I'm Chief of Detectlves Talbot, Mrs, Bronson, What does he

look like, this man who's rooming here?
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"MRS. B.: You mean what did he look like. He high=-tailed out of here
without paylng his rent, him and hils wife!l

TATBOT: YWhat d1d he look like?

MRS. B.: Well, kind of good 1odking. Ta1l fellow, %taller than you.
With a 1little mustache and --

KEN: Sandy hair?

MRS, B.t That's rigﬁt! and I thought he was a decent sort,

TAIBOT Where's his room?

MRS, B,: Oh, there's nothing in his room. I went all through it,
He didn't even leave me worth a dime, B5iX dollars down
the draln.

TALBOT : Let me see his room.

MRS. B.t I just told ycu that -~

TAIBOT ¢ If you don't mind.

(STEPS UNDER )

KEN: They got to be there.

TALBOT: What's got to be there,

KEN: fhe murder clothes, spattered. They got to be. That's
why he parxed the car so near the house, He had to have a
change of clothes and he parked the car up agalnat a tree
so's nobody could get in the back, It must Dbe.

TALBOT: Don't tell me "must" any more.

(DOOR OPENS )}

MRS, Bes {ANNOYED) Well, there's the room. You're perfectly welcome
to look, but it's empty.

(7TWO MEN RUMMAGING AROUND)

TATBOT & Nothing in the closets,

KEN: Draveara neither,

MRS5. B.: I told you
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{(MATTRESS BEING LIFTED)
KEN: Chief! Here, under the mattress!
MRS. B.: Pants and a jacket! Where did they ccome from?
TATBOT & You got a phone? |
MRS, B.: Right out here..
TALBOT £ Look through the pockets, Hogg, and don't try anything
fancy,
(PHOME RECEIVER UP)
TALIBOT ¢ Get me Fort Benning In a hurry...(PROJECTING) Find anything?
KEN: Pants are empty. '
TALBOT : (OW PHONE) Give me Sgt., Wyle; in a huvry.
KEN: (CALLS OUT) Some old army orders here. ‘
TALBOT & That's we good, (INTO PHONE)} Wyle? Chief of Detectives,
that's right, Talbot...He did? Cnat!
(PHONE RECEIVER UP) '
TALBOT : Well, our boy is AWOL now, Took off over the hill as of
7 AM roll call this morning. Well, Hogg, you had five
minutes, Give me that cocat,
KEN: Wait a second, lLeve it ls, <Radeof matches, "Jenny's Place,

Nevnan, Alabama,”

TALBOT ¢ Newnan, Mmssess -~ that's about 8 miles,
KEN: What are we vwalting for?
MyUsICs BRIDGE AND UNIGR)
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NARR:

FATHER

TALBOT:

FATHER:

KEN:

FATHER:

TALBOT:

FATHER:

TALRQT:
KEN:

-19—-
At Newnan, sight miles away, you find Jenny's Place and

there you find (itl!s a small town) that & girl, Terry,

married a soldler, Spencer., And rumor has it (itts &

small town) that Corporal Spencer was already married at

the time he married Terry. And so, there'ts Terry's

father --

(4 MURDERCUS MAN IF HE COULD GET HTS HANDS ON SPENCER) I

told her., I told her he's no good. I could ses it pight

in his eyes. That phoney, fancy mustache he wears; a

couple of little strapggly halre, & mustachel

Now, look, mister, the blg thing Is where would he go?

{(FRIENDLY, AGRREEING WITH KBEN FOR THE FIRST TIME) Yeah,

that's right, mister, Where would he go?

How do I know where ha'ﬁ go, what goes on in that mind

of his? Marrisd to another girl and before he gets &

divorce, merries Terry! You figure a man like that? All

T want to do is horse whip him.

Think for & second, cool off, Wherefs he from? Any

family? Brothera, slsaters? D%? he pave a‘business?_ Z{
v vt L e of VIEL ey

Business] He was & bum from the word goy, Went AWOLfsixﬁwﬁ?ﬁﬁ

times that I heard about. Spent halfl the time in the brig:

What about & family? '

I dont't know., He sald something about Arlington. He

comes from Arlington I think, years ago, And hets got a

slster somewhere I think, What's her name? I don;t know.
Macon I think, Georgla., And a kid brother, Lincoln,
Nehraska. I don't know.

You got that?

I got it.
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FATHER:

{MUSLIC: _

TAIBOT:

— i ——— A —

- 20 =
Thanks, mister, Welll find him.
You better before I do, You're going to have &8 murdsr
case on your hends if I find him.

BRIDGE AND UNDER)

This sounds difficult but 1t's not becauss this 1s thse
work of an amateur in flight. Where does an amateur In
flight go? To his famlly, Someone he knows. (PAUSE)
Ye isn't at his family's In Arlington, Hets not at his
sister's in Macon, But at his btrother's in Lincoln,
Nebraska =---
Okay, Spencer. %3 want you for & little something in
Columbus, Georgla,

{PAPERS)

These 1ittle papers say "extradition".

He's not talking, the man who married the girl before he
divorced his former wife, Hels not talking, the soldler
who went AWOL, He's not talking, the men who killed the
pieno tuner. You ask Chief Talbot to bring the man %o &
house in Columbus, & dreary house with & s dened woman

“?f" ,"!ri?":-r'u: " "l-‘ va _, e g_ Py -

R 8

vas always

HE REPEATS THE P
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PIANO:
KEN:

PIANG:
KEN:

-21 - REV.
His wife tells me, Spencer, that he was a careful man,
a nice man, the kind you couldn't understand. He didn't
do much work, but when he did it, it was always thorough,
and he finished it.

v o T mm e e a TEae = et TS, R T i e T ma

We did a lot of checklng. With your wife (your first wife
that is) with Terry, the woman you "married! before you
got divorced. We checked with some of the men at the

Post, and the landlady, Mrs. Bronson, & lot of checking,

— e T R —— —

You were right hers with him, standing just shout where
you are now, weren't you? And he started to talk to you
1ike a decent guy,

TUNING IN AGAIN

What d4id he tell you, Spencer? He said whet was the ijdea,
a young kid like you so mixed up, marrying one girl then
another. Getting loused up with the Army. Borrowing
money evcrywhere you went, He was trying to be dccent,
but you couldn't understand that, all you heard while
he was talking was a threat to you that maybe he'd tell
Terry what a louse you were (he never meant tha?}e&%hep).
411 you thought was maybe he'd tell your co at the Post-

(he never meant that either). But in your nind, it kept

building and building until you figured I got to stop thir

old man., I got to shut his mouth.
KN HAS NOW ARRIVED WHERE THE PIANO GORS OUT OF TUNE

S> when he got to here, right in his tuning, you couldn't
stand it anymore. {PAUSE) What did you hit him with? A
tuners' hammer couldn't have done it. What did you hit

him with?  (PAUSE)
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PTANO STARTS AGAI N, IT KEEPS GOING. PLAYING RELENTLESSLY
THE TUNING PROCESS

KEN: I eon do this all day.

SPERCER; (QUITE MAD) Stop it. Stop it. Stop it. Stop it}
KEN: What did you hit him with?

SPENCER: A hammer I sot. Now stop it for the sake Of «sum

PIANO STOPS

KEN: You really did a job. You hit him with a hammer, lugged

wim unconsc ious to the car, stuffed him in the trunk
in back and that's where he died. Yes you really did a
a job. Robbery, bigamy, desertion and murdey --—wirerk—
NG L PN ST 2, o) g n s Ay

MUSIC: Up TO IAG

CHAPFELL: In just a moment, we will read you a telegmm from Ken
Hogg of the Columbus, Georgia, Ledger, with the Tinal
ontcome of tonight'!s BIG STORY.

MUSIC: STING
CLOSING COMMERCIAL
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‘THE BIG STORY
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PROGRAM #161

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

HAHRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICL:
CHAPPELL$

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

" CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Tonlt let throat-scratch spolil your smoking enjoyment.
Guerd against threat-scratcehl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MEIL'S greater length of traditicnslly fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke end mekes it mild,

Puff by puff youlre always shead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s flltexed further
than that of any ¢ther leading cigerette. Morsover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves
you & lenger, natural filter of traditionally fine
tobaceos - to guerd against throst-scratch. Yes, PELL

MFIL 'S fine tobaccos give you & smoothness, mildness and

satisfactlon no other cilgarette offers you.

So, don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking

en joyment,

Gusard agalinst throat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smoking]

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"gutstanding!™
And - they are mild!l
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(MUSIC: _ . TAG)_ _
CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Ken Hogg of the
Columbus Georgia Ledger.
HOGG: Killer in tonight's Big Story went on trial for his

l1ife. He tried pleading self-defense, but Jury convicted

him ang he was sentcenced to life imprisonment;, Lasgt I
ArndA 1l es apir e
week on Tuesday, ipril 18th, murderer escape91from S

Coffee County Priscn at Douglas Georgla. On aipril h,
ad 11PN :
(# dayh later%«he wap recaptured.by h{g?géy pati:iéia;;w /
bl Al i foee Sl il AleT=2 ]

Waycross, Georgiad Many thanks for tonight'g/%ELL H¥ELL

AWARD,
CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr, Hogg...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES zre proud to present you the PELL MELL $500

award for notable service in the field of journalisn.
BARRICE: 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

Philadelphia Inguirer -~ by-line, Joseph Schoen.

A BIG STORY about a reporter who proved that nobody

in the world likes to go to & dentist especially if he‘'s

involved in a murderl

okt T e o o AR e abe e T g T T mad m mm — —
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #162
CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
MES HASKIN ETHEL EVERETT
WOMAN ETHEL EVERETT
JOE JOHN SYLVESTER
KILLER JOHN SYLVESTER
CHESTER RALPH BELL
PATIENT RALPH BELL
NAGLE SCOTT TENNYSON
ESTOFF SCOTT TENNYSON
MAC Wi KEENE

CIGAR MAN WM KEENE
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY £162
(Joseph Schoen: Philadelphia Enguirer, Philadelphia, Pa)

{ ) )
10:00 - 10:30 PM MAY 3, 1950 WEDNESDAY

CEAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC:_ _ _FANFARE. . .)
(DENTIST DRILL, IT STOPS AS INDICATED)
NAGLE: (PLEASANT, AFFABLE) Now just a little more polishing..
(BUZZ) There - (DRILL S?OPS) -- I guess that does it.
If you care to rinae:géd Ll
. (THE PATIENT IS OUT OF THE CHAIR)
PATIENT: éiﬁé, fine, doc. Swell.— You're a good dentist -- (OFF)
if there is such a thing.
(STEPS)
(DOOR OPENS)
PATIENT: (WAY OFF) Goodbye.
(DOOR SHUTS. THEN, SOUND FOR PICKING UP VARIOUS
INSTRUMENTS )
NAGLE: (SEGINS WHISTLING A PLEASANT TUNE)
(THE DOOR OPENS, FOOTSTEPS IN}
NAGLE: (SURPRISED) Oh, you're early, Mr -- (THEN HE REALIZES IT
ISN'T HIS PATIENT} I was expecting a patient and I thought
you were he and --

KILLER: Get 1in that room.
NAGLE: {NOT SU%PECTING WHAT'S GOING ON AFFABLY) Now, look

tJ—

fff‘Tt*HFE_tbGth-TTEﬁﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁﬁhﬂkhﬂﬁf?gnﬁxaﬂnT“itﬁ%_ngi—SO-w

_bad,aad Za
XILLER: Shut up and .get in there. This is a sticic-up.
NAGLE: Now loock, I --
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KILLER:

CHAPPELL:

.
This ain't about teeth, doc, unless you get funny and
make me knock all yours down your throat., (QUIETLY)

Now in there.

The Big Story. Here 1s America, its sound and 1ts fury,
its joy and its sorrow, as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE)
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. From the front pages of the
Philadelphia Inquirer comee the story of a reporter who
found that once the-sbtahrof murder has, been—tast it can
almost never be washed away. Tonight to reporter Joe
Schoen (PRONOUNCED "SHOWN"), for his Big Story, goes the
FELL MELL Award.

FANFARE. . )

(OFENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -- 5/3/50 ~3-
PROGRAM #162

QPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPFELL: Guard against throat-scratch: Yes, guard against throat-
scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL's greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further ...

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAFPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
4t the first puff PELL MELL smoke 13 filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL atill glves
you a longer, natural filter of traditionally fine
tobaccos ~ to guard against throat-scratch. Yes, PELL

MELL's fine tobaccos give you a gmoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
HARRICE: Don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
CHAPPELL: Guard egainst throat-scrateh!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!
CHAPPELL: fsk for the longer, finer clgarette in the distingulshed

red package - PELL MZLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!"
HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

NARR:

JOE

MAC 2

JOE:

JCE

MAC:

JOE 1
MAG -

pPhiladelphia, Pennsylvania. The story as it actually
happened, Joe Schoen's story as he lived it,

On your way to work at the 15th Poliee Dlstrict you,
Joe Schoen, reporter for the Phlladelphia Inquirer have
te pass the Frankford Hospital, And the Accldent Ward
of the Frankford Hospital now and then has a story that
often saves you the trouble of checking in at the 15th
District. 8o, you saunter in the back way to the
Accldent Ward, and slip the attendant e& cigar {he

likes a cigar at lunch) as you say --

Hiya, Mac. Anything worth a clgar?

Gee, I don't know, Mr. Schoen.

Nobody golng to have triplets up on the seventh floor?
Hot a5 T know of. There's this appendectomy, kind of
gomplicated, took 4% hours.

(DISINTERESTED) That's too blg a story for me.
gouldn't handle that. Come on, Mac, think.

Hoy! What's the matter with me? PFolice~Wagon clew was
in a few minutes ago. Geez! Why did I forget that?
(IMPATIENT) Forget? Forget what? Come on, come on.
sbhout three minutes ago. They brought %o thls guy, shot
in the head, I think he was. &Gepts brought him in o
sea—3if he—was D.0.A.

Dead on arrival.

Yeah, Interne took one look., (LACONIC) He was.
D,ADLCLA,

Meaning what?

Ttls 5 joke we got. Dead as a doornall on arrival,
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MAC :

JOE+

.-.5_

Ha ha. Who 1s he?
T dou't know.
Come on. Look it up. You got records. That's & 15
cent cigar, Mac., You know that comes out of my pocket.
411 right, Joe. But only for you.

(PAGE3 BEING TURNED)
Yere he is. "D.0.A,, Ted Hoskin, 4313 oxford -="
Picked up =-- 1221 Sanders Street, an offlce. Room
204. (PAUSE) Well? What are you standing there for?

Ain't you supposed to get to work, make your deadline,

& -
- '

be a veportere’ - Jr 1 it T Twa s e e
(PUZZIED) I'm just trylng te flgure that address.
1221 ganders, Room 204. I know that address from
somewhe re (MOVING) Okay, I'll be a reporter, Mac.
See you{‘: o
What's familiar shout 1221 3anders Street? It's an
sddress you know and you dou't know. Room 204, Youlve
teen there. Why can't you rémember i1t? {SMILING)} And
then 1t cormes te you. Room 204 at 1221 Sanders is the
office of Doctor David Nagle, your dentist, Who
remembers a dentist's address when he can forget 1t?

(TENSE_NGW) But wait a minute! What'!'s somebody doing

fouaniﬁ Dgve Nagle's office?

et e o e e e — et s — - — —

You get over there, - There's just a band of five or
six ecurious people outside Nagle's offlce. And Inaslde,
where you expect to find Dave Nagle sitting, brooding,

worrylng, you find ...
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JOE &
NAGLE :
JOE ¢

NAGIE :

JOE ;

JOE»
NAGLE :
JOE:

NAGLE:

-6-
(DOOR—OPENS., A I[ENTIST DRILL I3 HEARD)
{LITTLE OFF) ©Now just relax, Mrs. Helnz. It'll all
be over in -- (T0 JOE) Joe Schoen! What brings you

over here?

Mool e T el L

(SERIOUS) Look, Doc, can-:~taik—eo~gou—a~miau£eé
Well you see I got & patient and -~
I think you better, doc. Haven't had any visitors
yet?
No. ({TO THE PATIENT) Youlll excuse me please, Mrs.
Helnz.

{4 FEW STEPS, DOOR SHUTS)
Wasn't a dead hody taken out of here by the cops,
what was 1it? A half hour ago?
That's right.
Well what heppened?
Craziest thing In the world. I just finlshed s pstient
and thls guy busttdin, a guy I never saw before, I
thought there was something the matter with his teeth
aﬂé—he—waaﬂyutttng“on‘an—?ct-ur—some#hi#éfi ﬁéuigéﬁﬁe;“
me up 1ln the room, pullé)but a blackjack, and’ggsgi
"this 1z a stick-up.”
This on the level; doc?
What do you think, I'm making it up?
It Just sounds crazy. A guy walks Into a dentist's
office with a blackjack.
Cnee in a while a destlst's got money, you know. Anyhow,

he had more than a blackjack. He pulléiout 8 gun, crazy

as a loon.
(MORE)
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HAGILE :
(CONT 'D)

JOE §
NAGIE :
JOE:
NAGIE:

JOE ¢
NAGLE :

JOE:

NAGIE:
JOE :

NAGIE :
JOE :
N
JOE :

NAGLE :

"7"
Says, "Come on, forklover." So I gave him a push
and I beat it out the front door. I gét down the street
and I start’ yelling, "Thief! ®wteT!" The stick-up man,
he never came out of the building. While I’ﬁl"‘;}tanding

NJ.

there hollering, I hear a gun shot, Iyéo back up.

The guy“gjiaying eaqi or near dead anyhow right next
e o (aliA the aiwT)

to the chair. -Fusteavout—thetrthe—ecop=—pomes, and’tcok

the body away. That's 1t.

And you're working on & patient now?

Well, what wae I going to do? I-hed appolutments,

Was there blood on the floor or snything? ‘

Sure. What do you think? He shot himself In the head,

I had the janitor in %o clean it up.

(AGHAST) You what?!

I told you: I had a patient coming in. I wasn't golng

to leave blood all over the floor .

Boy! That was a stupid thing to do, Doec, They're not

going to like that.

wWho?

é%;% do you think I'm talking about? The-deteetinns

They'll be here any minute. A gﬁy éoesnl%—juﬂt kncck

himself off in a doetor’s office and—thev*re Just

going—be-forget about 1%,

I'1l %ell them what I told you, whet happened,

J

Nothing phases you, does ite®
Ybu’ll see Could I use your phone?

You mean lt!'s a story?
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JOE: I hope so. I hope it's only & story about a guy
nocking himself off in a dentist's offlce.

( PHONE UP, DIALLING WHICH HAS BEEN GOING DORING

THE PRECEEDING SPEECH)

JOE giN’PHONE) Schoen, Give me the desk ... Irv? Joe.
Yi311ng over on Sanders Street. Ted Hoskin of 4313

Cxford was removed today to Frankford Hospltal where
he was pronounced dead on arrival. The death took
place 1in the office of Dr, ---

(FOREGROUND) (DOOR OPENS, FOQTSTEPS)

JOE: (CONTINUES BEHIND SOUND) Dave Nagle, Room 20%, the
Senders Street address.

CHESTER: You Dr. Nagle?

NAGIE Yes.

CHESTER: Yho's that? (THEN) Oh, you Schoen. Hang up that
phone, Outside, Schoen. How!'d you get here? Never
mind. Just outside. Nobody else in here, doctor?

NAGLE : & patient.

CHESTER;: Tell him cutside too.

KAGIE: Tt!s a her, it's a lady.

CHEETER: Har then. Qutszide, Lieutenant Wally Chester,
Homliclde.

{MUsiCs: .. _ YR AND UNDFR...)

WARR: Lieutenant Wally Chester 1z good and bad: good in that

ne's a good cop; bad in that getting stuff out of him
is next to impossible. ¥You walt outside, Joe Schoen,
with the interested spectators (now grown to 30, now
clogging the hallway), aud a half-hcur goes by. You can

guess what's golng on inside. (MORE
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: NARR:
_ (CONT'D)
CIGARMAN:

JOE:
CIGARMAN:
JOE:

CIGARMAN:

JOE

CIGARMAN:

JOE :
CIGARMAN:

-0~

You can imagine it and you figure 1t!s going to go on
for quite a while; so you start on story two. (Wally
Chester go you off the phone after you'd finished filing
story one, the essence of 1t anyhow,) Story twe is the
neighbors, what 4id they see, what did they hear.

gtory two 1s & man who runs the clgar store downstairs.
T never seen the dead fellow go in. (Who looks out the
window to see who'!s golng upstairs to a dentist's
office?) But I heard the doctor come running down.

I know his voice. He buys cigarvettes here. I heard
him screaming, "Thief, thief, help, thief." 5o
naturally, I went in the back of the store, I mean,
after all, suppose somebody was to take a shot or
something! Where I'm standing now you can see, only

a thin plate glass window. A man can get killed. So

T was in the back.

But did you hear the shoit fired?

T don't know. A backfire, a shot. I heard something.
Now loock. When did 1t happen? Was it before the
doctor was on the street, or alfter?

Did T have a stopwatch? Who can remember? Before,
after.

Tt's important. Think about 1t., Because if the shot
was fired after he came downstairs, then the doctor
didn'st do it.

T understand, I understand. But if my life depended
on 1t, I would give you the same enswer.

(IMPATIENT) What?

T don't know.
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JOE:

— e — —

MRS, HOSKIIN:

JOE:
MRS, HOSKIN:

=10)=-
(ON THE PHONE) Hello, Irv. Joe Schoen --~ ready?
Lisutenant Wally Chester today sald in connection with
the slaying of Ted Hoskin, that the pollice would shortly
announce the arrest of a suspect for murder .. got that?
-~ Now, this you can’t print = The suspect is Nagle‘???ﬂ}
Tt seems he had the gun all rignt and it had his printsl

‘.

on it., He claims, that he pilcked it up from the floor
where it was 1lying because he had & patlent coming ;
in; but Wally Chester says that the blackjack Nagle /
claims the dead man pulled on him is nowhere arcund. -

<f§;€£, he's & friend of mine, my dentis T Teel the

same way ... Thatls what I'm doing now. I'm going over

te Hoskin's house. There a Mrs. Hoskin, his mother.

{AN AGED BUT QUITE LITERATE AND RESPECTABLE WOMAN,
UPSET) {QUIETLY) Young man, my son was not capable

of doing the things you suggest he did. I'm qulte
qertain that never 1n hils life did ke ever possess o
pistol. He would have been too frightened ever to shoot
1t off.

But the dentist sdald ~-

{INTERRUPTS) DPeople say meny things out of fear so

that they can avoid facing thelr own blame. My szon
Theodore, he was a gentle person, He was not too well;ﬁ:; o
He was frail all his 11fe; and the actions described
in the newspapers =-- he was utterly incapable of them.

What sbout this accident you speke of, Mrs, Hoskin?
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MRS, HOSKIN: Yes, the accident, Flve years ago (I btelieve if was

JOE
MRS, HOSKIN:

JOE

MRS, EO3KIN:

{MUSIC:

five years ago), Theodore was driving in his car and

a trolley hit him. He was serlously injured, spent
almost a year in the hespltal. The damages awarded to
him were 30 fthousand dollars.

(SURPRISED) Thirty thousand dollars!

So you see how absurd it would be for Theodore to use
a blackjack and a gun to try to rob a dentist. My

son 1s a wealthy man -- (SADLY) was a ﬁﬁlthy man.

T knew how you feel, Mrs, Hoskin, but you see, I
happen to know Dr., Nagle and --

{DISREGARDING HIM) What's today? _Fp-i:d:er'y:?r ! Monday

of this week he bought a new car. He pald he told me,
27 hundyed dollars for 1t. Maybe youlre trylng Lo be—
ktﬁ&:to—an—ﬁid—waman, Mr. Schoen, dut nothing will
ever convince e that my son tried to rob a poor

dentist and then b%mr—hﬂ:r—bmi—n&—eu-t- (STRONG)
Hothing.

NARR:

CHESTER:

{MysIC:

If you found thils out, so by now has Lieutenant Wally
Chester. And when you see him at the 15th District

a little 1ater; and ask him, he sums up all your
fears for you (because you like Dr. David Nagle.)

I think maybe you better get yoursslf a new dentlst,

Schoen.

= e e e

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:
CHALPFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

ARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARHICE:

CHAPPELL:

HaRRICE!

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #162

MIDDLE COMMERCINL

TIR0AT-SCRLTCH! -- THROAT-BCHATCE! ~- THROWT-ECRATCTEY
Gnerd againgt throat-serateh!
Er.joy smooth smokingl

PULL WILL'8 greater length of troditionally fine

tobnecas travels the smoke furthir....

Pilters the sroke and makes it mild.

puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke
23LL [ELL. 4t the first puff PELL MELL smoke 15
filtercd further than that of any othor leading
cigarctts. lioreover, after 5 pufis, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL HELL still glves you a longer, natural
#ilter of fine tobeecos - to guird zgainct throate
sorateh.

For PZLL LBLL'S grecter length travels the swoke

further on its way to ycur throat - filters it
naturally through PELL MELL'S trrditionzlly fina,
mrllow tobrocos - guards against tharoat-scerateh.

Yes, 23LL HZELL'S fine tobaccos give you 2 smoothness,
mildnesgs and satisfection no othir cizaretie offers

you. Cuerd against throat-scratch!
Enjoy spmooth smoking.

wsk for ths longzer, fiper cigarette in the

distinrFuished red package - PELL HELL FiMCUS
CIGLRITIES -~ 'Qutstandin [

and - they are mildl
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{MUBIC:  _ _ INTRQDUCTICN_AND UNDER)

HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice rcturning you to your Narrator and
the Big Story of Joe Schoen as hc lived 1t and wrote 1t,

HARR: what are you goling to do, Joe Schoen of the Philadelphia
Inquirer. They don‘t pay(?or good intentions, nelthcr o
news storics nor cases involving suspicion of murder.
Facts are the only things that get set up in type and
facts are the only things Lisutenent Wally Chester of
Homicide is interested in. 8o you go to the morgue of
your paper, and you comb back through the file (the
thin file), on Ted Hoskin, the men who was dead on
arrival and may have been murdercd by your friend, Dr.
bave Nagle,

(RIFFLING THROUGH PAPERS)

JOE (MUSING AS HE READS) Hoskin, Hoskin.  Awarded damages
in sult, 30 thousand dollars. (AD LIB READING "BZ BZ")
(up) Wﬁ‘mﬁ?ﬂs—h&nﬁ mentally
incompetent as a result of injurlos sustained." Hey,
wait a minute! '"Mentally incompetent.,' Could & guy
with money hold up & guy even though he doesn't nced
1t and --

(MORE CLIPPINGS)

JOE: oh ho! (SAME MUSING) "Mareh 13th, 1947." Threc years
ago. (READING, UP IN SOME MINOR TRIUMPHANT) "Pheodove
Hoskin of so 2nd so so and 80 -~ charged with committing
assault and with car thefts!" But car thefts, BSupposc
maybe that shiny new car, that 27 hundred dollar one ~-=
snd mentally incompetent, and ~-- What am I siftting hepe

for?
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{MU3IC: _ _ _UR IN_MOVEMENL)_

NARR: Why, indced! For the first time you've got & fact. Ted
Hoskin was possible mentally deranged, Tcd Hoskin, &
man posscssed of 30 thousand dollars, 1s charged with
car theft, commits assault -- It's worth a chance, You
get over to the garage behind the Heskin house on Oxford
Street and an hour of looking brings forth --

(LICONSE—PIAPES RUBBEE-TOOETHER)

SN

HARR !i9§e-license platcﬁ buried in the rubbish of the garagc.

MRS .HOSKIN: (SUDDENLY) (IRATE):Vﬁaétwéﬁgt do you think you'rc doing?

JOE: What arc these plaﬁes? What are they doing here? Why‘
vcr? they buried? .

MRS ,HOBSKIN: ~§6&ﬁg;ﬁﬁﬁ;;1 talkgéo you decently and politely and then
you come and invada my home, I intend ealling the
police,

JOE: For heavens sake, Mrs, Hoskin, I know how you fecl and
a1l that and I'm sorry, but -- Was there something the
matter with your son?

MRS . HOSKIN: {(OF COURSE SHE CAKNOT FACE THE TRUTH) A dentist kills
my son and the first thing the dentist says is my son
shot himself. And the next thing; zn evil-minded
reporter concludes my son was insane. {(VERY FIRMLY)} Let
me tell you onc thing, young man, and for the last
time. WNelther you, nor anyone clse, will cver bring
a stain to the name of my dcad son, my-beloved ehiddy

Now put down thosc plates and get out of here.

ARTKO1 01,0312




JOE:

usrc: | _
CHESTER:

JOE T

CHESTER:
JOE!?
CHESTER:

JOE:

CHESTER:

_15-—
I'm sorry, me'am, I'm real sorry, But I'm not going

to put thcem down, Because I think that car he was
driving, the one he told you he bought for 27 hundred
dollars, I think that car was stolen and I think these
are the plates., {PAUSE) And if you waunt to call the
police, I'11 be gald to wait Tor them.

UP_INTO)

(THORQUGHLY DISINTERESTED} Okay, Schoen. The car wvas
stolen. He was driving a stolen car. What about it?
Don't you secc, Lieutenant? He was demented, the ‘
acoeldeont, Here's a man with all this money, --_25-

30 thousand gdecllars, He steals a car, tries toc rob a

. -';_-\.f " - S if

dentist, BoesmHTradd-up?
(3AME} Tt's lucky you'rc not a lawyer.

Why?

Because you get to Court with a cese llke that, Schoom,
prove that & dead man's demented, not responsible for
what he docs -- know what the D,A, would do to you?

He'd pub the mother up on the stand end she'll say; "yes,
my son had an aceldent," (just what she told me), "bub
he was 2 good, fine boy, A hundred wiltnesses oan
teostify to that,"

T know, but --

Then he!ll put me wp on the stand, and I'11 testify your
dentist cleaned up the bloed before the pollce arrived,
Your dentist says Hoskin pulled a blackjack on him, but
-- no blackjack was cver found. Your dentist says (r'l}
testify) +that he ran downstairs and screamed for the :

police before the shot was fired, but nobody saw him -=

on a busy street.  (MORE)
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CHESTER
(comT)

(mysIcs _

NARR:

JOE:
CIGARMAN:
JOE:
CIGARMAN:

JOE:
CIGARMAN:

JOE

CIGARMAN:

CIGARMAN:

. this one.

-16-

I told you oncc before, I don't like repeating myself,
Get your teeth fixed somevwhere else.

UP_AND UNPER).

You write that story because it's a story...because now
the story reads, "Suapect arrvested for marder,”" That'ls
you the reporter working, Joe Schoen, But what apoutb
you the friend of Dave Nagle? What about you, Joe
Schoen, human being? (PAUSE) Because Lleutenant Wally
Chester is dead right, 0Only an eye-witness can solve
Psychiatrists, doctors, denials on the stand

~--that won't do 1%, Youlre back

Only an eye-witness,
at the clgar store groping for an answer, hoping
against hope.”

P&ek*cf‘ctgaréttes, please,

Oh, you're that fellow from the paper,

And a couple of-&e—cent clgars. Yeah,

1-;;_. . N

He's in trouble bad. A nice fellov, Dewtt—your—went
your change?

He is 2z nice guy.

say, I just thought -- a man you ought to see. Mr.
Estoff, the teilor. He says to me -~ don't ask me vhy
-- but he said it. He says he's absolutely sure the
doctor didn't do 1t,

(TENSL) Say that again --

That's why The said to me, not a half hour ago, He Was
buying -~ I don't remember, a ball point pen I think ~-
What did he say?

What I told you, He's sure the dentist didn't do 1t.

ATHKG1 0iF0R14




JOE:
CTIGARMAIY:

CTIGARMANM:

Whnere 1s nhe? Vhere Egrﬁis store?

Around the corner, you can't miss 1t. Two in from the=-
(JOE HAS LEFT)

(SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS) He didn't pick up his change.

Well, I'11l give him credlt next time.

{MusIC: . _ _IN MOVEMENT)

JOE:
ESTQRI:

JOB

ESTOFF+

JOE :
ESTOFE:
JOE

E3TOFF:

JOE:
ESTOFF:

JOLNs
E3TOFT :

Why are you sure, Mr,. Estoff?

(NO ACCENT)} Because I'm sure, I was in the store, 1%
must have been a few minutes after it happened (the
shooting), and thiz woman came in, She says to me,
"You knov the dentist Dr, Nagle? I Jfust saw him outside
in front of his building all upset,‘m and while
I was standing theve, " she says to me, "I heard a shot,”
Is she one of your customers?

she brings things in now and then. That's why I'm so
sure. She saild 1%, just llke I told you,.

that's her name?

I don't remember her name.

Ooh, Wo!

But I did something just as good. When she walked out
of the store, I said to myself, "she heard it, she saw
it, she's important.” 8o I ren after her to gel her
name,

Angd =--?

She was .in her car, driving off, But I copied down
the license mumber.

Give it to me,

(INCREDIBLY SLOW) Now walt a minute, I wrote 1t down.

But I put it ~-let me see. Did I put 1% under the
telephone? I forget things all the time, I put 1t in the
cash reglstelp,
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(CASH REGISTER)
ESTOFF 2 I forget, My wife says if my head wasn't on my
shoulders, I'd forget that too,
JOE: Please Mr, Estoff ~--
(HE SMACKS HIS WALLET)
EITORF: Of course! My wallet,

{AS HE FXTRACTS IT..)

ESTOFF gY273, See? I dldn't lose 1t.
(MUSIC:_ _ _ UP_IN EXCITEMFNT_AND_UNDER)
NARR: You and Lieutcnant Wally Chester check Lt at the Motor

Vehicle Bureau., But before that, just in case this is
the answer, you phone it In to Irv, to revrite, to be
ready with i%. And then you and Wally Chester viglt
the lady, Mrs., SY273.

CHESTER! Now just repeat that, ma'am, if you don't mind ~- slowly.
(10, J0E) And don't you write M down, Adr

JOE: ﬂ;:ﬁiiéihé;thcan't help it, Lieutenant, if I remember
things,

CHESTER® Look, I'll send you out of here so help me ==

JOE: I'm sorry, Lleutenant,

CHESTER ¢ Go ahead, ma'am,

WOMAN 3 (CAREFULLY} I parked my car and I was going arocund

to the tailor shop. The doctor came running down calling
“phier " or "Police" or something like that, And then
as T stood there (you know how you watch a thing like
that sometimes), T heard & shot,

CHESTER: You're sure it was a shot?

WOMAN: Tt was muffled, but it was & shot. You see, my husband's
busluess is sporting goods, [irearms, No question about

it.
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JOE+ The doctor was on the sidewalk at the time?

CHESTER ¢ (OVER-RIDING JOE) Exactly where was the ddctor vhen
you heard the shot?

WCMAN Standing on the sidewalk calling for help just as I
told you.

(PAUSE)

JOES I'd like a quote, Lieutenant. I gobt it all set up for
the paper. You wouldn't mind a iittle quote°

CHESTER ¢ g "Police announoed today that Theodore Hoskin met his
death at his own hands =--"

JOE: And the doc?

CHESTER: {(WHO WAS GOING TO SAY IT ANYHOW) "”he mi?sing blackjack
was found by the janitor on—the—eeeené—#&cnn—laﬁé*ng-ﬂ=

JOE: (INTERRUPTS) A little fact you didn’t tell me,

CHESTER: (GoING-ON) --behind a fire pail", {Yeah, a little fact
I didn't tell you. ) ,And pofice today releaszsed Dr,
David Kagle, held on suspici?n‘of murder. ; . : .

(fobIos _ _ _STARTS ‘To_puTLD PRTUNEHANIIX, Biff_STOPS_AS TNBICAIER LN, -
HARRATLON)

TARR: You'lve got it, Dave Wagle's frecdom. A sweet story bto
write -- a good one, full of facts and police _
prenourements . You write 1t end time pgoes by. And
a 1ittle later, about a monmbh,, you {ind yourself in
Dave Nagle's office: & strange offlce -- an office
filled with crates and cartons and boxes,

JOE$ (SURPRISED) What are you doing?

NAGLE: (BITTER) You can see, -

JOE ¢ Vhat are you dolng, moving?
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NAGLE: Yesh, T'm relecased, I'm no suspect. Ted Hoskin took
his own life -- you wrote 1t Iin the paper,

JOE Hey! What's the matter?

NAGLE: The only thing 1s people don't always belleve what they
read in the paper, or they say "Well, maybe the doctor
didn't do it; but I think maybe I betier change my
dentist," (BIPTERLY) I haven't had a single patient

since it happened, not one. I'm moving to Wilkes-Barre,

maybe they never heard of me there -- aboui how I was
cleared,

{MusIC: .. _ _IN WITH)

WARR: ind vou stand there, Joe Schoen, helpless and impotent

as he iz, What are you going to do? Wrlte an
cditorial? pite a2 news story about how a doctor freed
couldn't make a go of 1t because people are like that?
Mo, There's nothing you can do beceuse this Isn't a |
news story., This isn't a story that gets into print,

This endsz with,..

JOE: The best of luck, doc. I wish there was more, I could
do, but -- good luck., Geeywpeeple-

{MUsIC: _ _ _UPR TO_TAG_THE ACT)

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram f{rom

Joseph Schocn of the Philadelphia Inquirer with the

final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOBING COMMERCTIAL)
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' THE BIG STORY
-21- PROGRAM #162

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

HARRICE: Don't let throat-serateh spoll your smoking enjoyment,

CEAPPELL: guard against throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smoobh smoXing!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further.,

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filiered
further than that of any other leading clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
atill gives you a longer, natural filter of traditionally
fine tobascos - to guard against throat-scratch, Yes,
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give vou & gmoothness, mlldness
and satisfaction no other cigarestte offers you.

HARRICE: 8o, don't let throat-serateh spoll your smoking
enjoyment,

CHAPPELIL: Guard ageinst throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smopth smoking!?

CHAPPELL® Ask for the longer, finer cigarctte 1n the distinguished
red packagc - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES-
"outstanding!"

HARRICE: And - they are mild!l
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{msTc: _ _ _TAG)

CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegrem from Joseph Schoen of the
Philadelphia Inquirer.

3CHOREN: Six months later in Wilkes-Barre, saw my friend Dave
Nagle, happy, re-established, a fine practice. He fixed
a filling and I never felt it, Best end in the world
T can think ‘to my blg story.
Thanks & lot for tonlght's PELL MELL Award.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr., 8choen...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field of journalism,

EARRICE: Listen again noxt week, same time, same staﬁion, vhen
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES Will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Seattle
Fost Intelligence =~- by-line, Charles Russell .,
A BIG STORY that began with a wedding ceremony and
reached its climax in -- murder!

(MUsiC: _ _ _THEME WIPE_AND FADE TO_BG QN _CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

-23-

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was

adapted by ‘rnold Perl from an actual story from the front
pages of the Philadelphia Inquirer. Your narrator was
Bob Sloane; and John Sylvester played the part of Joseph
Sehoen. In order to protect the nemes of people actually
involved in tonightt!s authentic BIG STORY the names of
all characters in thc dramatization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr. Schoen,

This program is heard by members of the Armed Forces
overseas, through the facilities of the Armed Forces
Radio Service.

This is Erncst Chappell speaking for the makars of

PELL MELL FANMOUS CIGARTTTES...{PAUSE)

Friends - your own community may soon face a real crisis
in 1ts school system...without enough aleﬁentary schoeol
teachers or cnough classroom space, Remember - betier
schools make bettecr com@unities. Goed citlzens cverywhor:
are working with local school boards to improve
educatlonal conditions. Help in every way that you canl

TEIS IS NBC..... .THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG STCRY

PROGRAM #163
CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
ELATNE AMZIE STRICKLAND
MRS, FISHER AMZIE STRICKLAND
CLAIRE BARBARA TOWNSEND
WOMAN IT "BARBARA TOWNSEND
CHARLIE LAWSON ZERBE
SHERIFF WALTER GREAYA
HEMRY - JAMES VAN DYK
CRAWFORD JAMES VAN DYK
DOCTOR HUMPHREY DAVIS
MAN EUMPHREY DAVIS
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NBC & NET

()
10:00 - 10:30

THE BIG STORY #1683

CHAFPPELL:
DOCTOR:
HENRY:
DOCTOR s

HENRY:
DOCTOR:

HENRY:
DOCTOR:

{Music: _ _ _

SHERIFY:
DOCTOR:

4y MAY 10, 1050 WEDNESDAY

PELL MELL FAMOU3 CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY.
A1l right, roll up your sleeve.

Yes, Doctor.

Wow, the hype. This won't hurt. (A PAUSE) There!
Feel anything?

No, Holmayeit-;

412 right. eon back ...y relax. Thihk of nothing,
nothing. Thatls it. {4 PAUSE) Now, start counting
ericurte du

Sl .

K 1 .
| SR I N

SR
That's right. Wed¥l start from c hundred, and count
vackward. GMUSIGtsTﬂRES_EOwIHROBwIN-RHYTHM) (& BEAT)
» hundred ... (HENRY STARTS TO COUNT TOGETHER WITH
DOCTOR) NWinety-nine ... ninety—eightafif:ﬁinety-seven
... nincty-six .., (HENRY GOES ON AIONE, GETTING
FUZZIER AND FUZZIER, FALTERING) ninety-five ...
nincty-four ... ninety-three ...

hp T K

SWEEPG-UP AND SB@-Suaens)

e e Ve A e e ey T

Is he rcady now, Doctor?

Yos, Sheriff. You can take over nowl
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here is Americal! Its sound and 1ts
fury, its joy and lts sorrow, as fatthfully reported
by the men and women of the great Amerlcad new3spapers.
(FLAT) Seattle, Washington, From the pages of the
Post-Intelligencer, the story of a reporter ﬁho found
that when it comes to murder...sometimes the truth can
be a shot in the arm. Tonight, to Reporter Charles
Russell of the Seattle Post-Intelllgencer. for his
Big Story, goes the PELL MELL Avard!

{COMMERCIAL)
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HiRRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPZLL:

HiBRICE:
CHLFFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CBAFPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #163

OPERING COMMIRCTILL
HUSIC --- 3LHIN
TEROAT-SCRATCH (EPFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (BFFECT) ==
THROAT-SCRALTCH -~ (EFFECT)
Guard ngeinst threat-scratch (EFFECTY.
Enjoy smooth smokingl

P=LL 1SILL'S greater length of traditionally fine

toboecos travels the smoke further....

Filtzre the smoke snd makes 1t milc.

Puff hy »uff you're nlweys ahead when you srioks PELL BLALT .
At the first ouff PELL MELL smoke is filterad further
than thot of sny other leading clgrrotte. Moreover,
after § wuffs, or 10, or1f, or 17, rILL MELL still gives
you & lorger, natuvrsl filtew ¢f troditionally fine
toboccens - te guard against throat-scratch, Yes,

PELL 15ILL1S fine tobaccos give you a smegthness, mildness

and gatisfaction no other cigaretts affers you.
Don't lct throst-seratch snoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard ngninsw throct-scratch!

Fnjoy Sancth smnokingl

rsk for She longgw, finor cigarctte in the

distinguishzd red package - PELL MBELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTRS - "Qutstopdingl™

And - they ore mild!l
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{MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

NARE:

CHARLIE:

(MUSIC:

HENRY:
ETATINE:
HENRY :
ETAINE:
HENRY:

TR

Seattle, Washington...the story as it actually happened..

Charles Russellfs story as he lived 1t...

It's a1l over. Your Big Story. The hunches you had,

the weary days of work you putb in, they're &ll aver.

And now, you, Charles Russell reporter ﬁgy%he Seattle
Post-Intelligencer, are sitting there at your typewriter,
staring at the blank paper in the roller, wonderling how
to begin. How do you begin a story llke this, a strange
and fantastic story, the story that later rocks the
entire Northwest? TYou've got the scribbled notes, &

hundred items on paper, & hundred more in your braln.

—BUt the paper .3 bladk, and you've TEtrgot—te-wriie.it.
Seo—-you—begh

(QUIET TYPEWRITER UNDER AND SLOWLY FADE )
One night, some five years 8go, a man walked 1into &
Lonely Hearts Club. He was lonely, he wanted compablonship
a wife. He was middle-aged, gentle in manner, & 1ittle

timid. There he met & girl, and they began to dance..

What's your name?

Elaine Morris.

It's a very pretty-é;ggf

(PLEASED) You think so?

oh, yes.. I've always liked 1t. (LAUGHS SHYLY) Elaine
the Falr, Elaine the Lovable, Elaine the Lily Mald of

Astolat.....
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HENRY :
ELAINE:
HENWRY :
ELAINE:
HENRY:
ELAINE:
HENRY:

ELAINE:
HENRY :

ELATNE:

HENRY:
FLAINE:
HENRY:
ELAINE:
HENRY :

CHARLIE:

{MISIC:

-5 -

(SEE LAUGHS SHYLY, TOO) High in Her Champbsr Up 1in &
Tower in the East, guarded the Sacred Shelld of
lLancelotb..

(PLEASED AS PUNCH) Well! I see you know your Tennyson.
Oh, yes. I love the classlcs.

Sy do I. We do have & lot in commob, don't we?

Uh=-huh.

Funny, my meeting you here....

Yes? Why?

I met my first wife at thls very same place...the Lonely
Hearts Club.

(DISAPPOINTED) Oh. Then you're married.

I was. She took 111 and dled.

I...I'm sorry. Was she sick long...or did she dle
suddenly?

(A BEAT) She died...suddenly.

0h. What was her name?

Loretta.

Loretta. It's a pretiy name.

Yes. Yss, 1t was. But I like "Bleine" much betteri

(TYPEWRITER 1OW TO ESTABLISH AND FADE BACK)
(READING) Two years later, the same men walked into the
same Lonely Hearts Club. The same shy, timid, middle-aged

man. And this time..
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CLAIRE:
HENRY:
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HENRY:

CLAIRE:
HENRY &

What's your name?

Claire,

It's 2 very pretty name. And you say you're a widow?
Yea, |
(SHYLY) It must be very lonely for ybu nov.

Yes, Yes, 1t is,

But then, I suppoge your husband was thoughtful enoupgh
to provide for you,

Oh, he did., He took care of me very well.

(PLEASED) Well! fThat's fine, fine!

Now, I'm golng %o ask you. (COYLY) Are you married ?
I was, For the second time, |
Oh, What happened to your wife?

Nobody knows. One day she disaﬁpeared, and that was
the last I ever heard of her,

What was her name?

Elaine, But I like your name better, Claire,

{MUsIC: _ _ _SURGES UP, AND FADE_BACK FOR)

NARR ¢

Loretta, Elaine, and now Claive. Three lovely women,
three Lonely Hearts, Three wives, And now you Gharles
Russell of the Seattle Post~Intelligencer, stop typing,
and remember the polnt where you came Into the story,
your Bilg 3tory. It 1is this night in January, you recall
and you're in Sheriff Maloney!s office at King County

Courthouse when this woman walks in and eays....

MRS, FISHER: Sheriff, my name is Fisher,...Mrs. Victor Pisher.

SHERIFF:

i see, Mps, Fisher, this is Mr, Russell, of the Post-
Intelligencer.

(THEY AD LIB: HOW DO YOU Do"s)
Now,...vhat can I do for you?
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FISHER: I want to report somecne missing.

SHERIFF: Yes? Who?

FISHER: My sister-in-law.

SHERIFY: What's her name?

FISHER! Houseman., Clalire Housemanh,.

SHERIFF$ What makes you think she's missing?

FISHER: She's been gone from the housa four days. And Henry

elaims he doesn't know where she is,

CHARLIE: Henry? Wheo's Henry?

FISHER: Oh. Her husband, Mr. Russell.

CHARLIE: Got any idea why she might be missing, Mrs. Fisher?

F13HER: I do,

SHERIFF: Well, Mprs, Fisher? Why?

FISHER: (PIGHT-LIPPED) Ask Henry.

SHERIFF ¢ I'a like to get your oplnion first.

FISHER: T don't want to gossip, and I don't want to tell tales,

CHARLIE: Bui Mrsz, Fisher, if you think your sister-in-law's
mlgsing...

FISHER?® (STUBBORNLY) I know she is. But I'm not goln' to ge

around accusin} anyone without proof, That's for the
police to do. ‘fou just ask Henry.

SHERIFF$ (WEARILY AND BORED) All right, Mrs. Fisher, We'll
have to £il1l out this card, and file 1%, MNow, to

begin with, where does your sister-in-law live?

{MysIC: .. _ _WIPES)

~

CHARLIES Well, Sheriff; shery—gone;
SHERIFF: Yes.

CHARLIE: What about 142

SHERIFF: What aboutb Hngg?
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CHARLIE:
SHERIFT ¢
CHARLIE:

SHERIFF -

...8..
Are you golng to ask Henry?
I doubt 1lt,
Why not? o .
Look, Charlie, You've covered this é;éééhﬂu&é—beat
long encugh,. You know that these mlssing person
reports are strictly 2 dime a dozen, The chances are
this guy Henry and his ever-loving wife, Claire, had
a little spat she walked out on him, and......
And, sooner or later, she'll come back to Henry.
They usually do, don't they?
Yep, Sheriff, They usually do.
Okay, I'll file and forget this report for a day or
two, Charlle, If this woman Claire Houseman doesn't

show up then, maybe we'll talk to Henry.

{MUSICs .. .. U2 ANDR UNDER)_

NARR:

CHARLIE:

HENRY :

crer gz

Tt's a dull night at the-Goursheuse, and you're &
1ittle bored. So you decide, maybe you'll go up to
Fast 140th Street, where Henry lives, and talk to him
yourself, He's a mild, gentle, middle~aged man, the
kind who wouldn't hurt a fly. And strangely, although
you're a stranger and a reporter, he seems anxlous to
tell you everything...

Then you're not worried, Mr. Houseman? You don't
think anything's happened to your wlfe?

Only thidg wrong 1s that my wife's left me, Mr. Russell,
She packed up and left me, Lord knows vhere, (SIGHS)

I don't know. Seems funny, now.
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HENRY :
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CLAIRE!
HENRY

..9-.

What seems funny?

I was lonesome when I first met Clalre. We met at a
Lonely Hearts Club, And now, here I am, back where
I started, all alone ageailn.
Mr, Houseman, do you mlhd if T ask you a peracnal
guestlon?
Why neo, Mr. Russell., Go right ahead,
Why did your wife leave you?
I den't mind talking about 1t, You know how it is,
Mr. Rusgell, when a man’s lonely, he's got to talk
to somehody, I6's not a pretity thing, this story, But
I suppose 1t's happened to a thousand other husbands;
Just like me, Anyway, one night I walked (FPADE) into
my wvife's room...

(DOOR CLOSE)
(WITH DISTASTE} ©Oh. It's you, Henry.
(QUIET) Yes, my dear,
(A BEAT) Well? What are you stering at? What's the
matter with you? |
I found this letter in the desik, Clatire. It's addresscd
to you. _
(A BEAT) Vhy, you old, snooping, busybody...
(GENTLY) Who's this other man? Who's 'Frank?’ (A
PAUSE} (THEN INSISTENT) Answer me, Claivre,
That's éone of your business!
(QUIETLY) On the contrary, my dear. I'm your husband,,
and I belleve I have a right to know,
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(STARTS TO FLARE) All right, all right. It's a man
T knew down ab the Lonely Hearts Club., A man I knew,
before I met you. What of 1t?

So you've been seeing him behind my back?

Well? What if I have?

(WITH SOME SPIRIT) Claive, I won't have it!

Sorry, Henry, but you will!

What do you mean by that?

T mean you asked for it, and you're going to get 1t,
Why do you think I wanted a separate room? Why do
you think I’ve been seelng this other man?

Claire... ‘

(RUNNING CN) Because I'm tired of you, I'm young
Henry, I vent fun, excltement, I went to llve. And I'm
fed up with being chalned to a weary, middle-aged

Mr, Milquetoast like you!l

Claire, you don't know vhat you're saying.

(HOTLY) Oh, yes, I do! T was A lonely dd vhe:l first
met you, Henry, and I was a fool to marry you, Bub I
don't intend to be a fool all my life, You might as
well know this now, and gebt 1t straight. I'm leaving
you. I'm leaving you, the first thing in the morning.
4}}&%re?u@&e&3e1—-1hU7‘?ﬁﬂ‘TEﬁr*t7“ﬁ?—tuve—?ou».

You? (LAUGHS3) What do you know ab iove?

I'm willing to forgive ?Eg,anigg;ﬁg. Even this man
Frank... Jﬁ/’“f

Thanks for ngrh{ﬁé, Henvy. ..

(& BEA?)fff;see. Then you are going through with 1%,

You-are going to leave me &lone,
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CLAIRFE: gh, don't looclk seo tragiq;,ﬁenry;” (A CRUEL LAUGH)
After all, you can'éiééys go down to the Lonely Hearts
Slub-and-£ind yourself apothepsi—seempenton!
(4_BATEE) |
HENRY ¢ (PAPENG—~ON) ,, Well, Mr. Russell, that'!s the story.
T told you it wasnlt pretty.

CHARLIE: Was that the last time you saw your wife, Mr. Housewan?

HFNRY: No. I met her at a downtowm resteurant the following -
night, We'ld agreed on & property settlement,

CEARLIE: Yes?

HENRY ¢ I ralsed every cent I had and could borrow, Twenty
thousand dollars. Gave every cent to her, begged her
to come back,

CHARLIE. But she wouldn't,

HENRY No. She wouldn't., Thet was the last time I ever saw
her, Mr. Russell. I'm penniless now, and I'm a—kbnedy
a lonely, lonely man.

{MusIc: . _ _PRIDGE}.

CHARLIE: sheriff, I tell you this Henry, tris Henry Houseman 1s

welrd, It gave me the shivers, Just to ta2lk to him,

SHERIFF: Why?
CHARLIE: 1 don't know, Something about him...
SHERITFF ¢ And you ask us Lo go up there and plek up this Henry

just because you don't like him, Charlie?

CHARLTE; Wo. 1 guess thatls a little unreasonable,
SHERIFF: I guess i is.

CHARLIE: Still, therc'!s one thing that bothers me.
SHERTFF: Yea?

ATHO1 0170333




-12-

CHARLIE: After Henry knew this other man, this Frank was In the
plcture, why should he pay his wife ten eenta let alone
twenty thouszand dollars?

SHERIYTF ! You gajd he was weélrd, Charlie, Maybe he thought he

gould buy her back..

CHARTIE$ I wonder, I wonder, Sheriff,..
SHERIFF: Yea?
CHARLIE: I think I'1l drop in on his sister-in-law, Mrs., Fisher

and try to get her to talk., There's a lot more aboub
Henry I want to know!

{MUsIC: . _ BRIDGE) _
FISHER+ Mr. Russell, I told you at the Sheriff’s offlce. Itis

up to the police,.,

CHARLIE: Walt a minubte, Mrs. Fisher,
PISHER: Yes?
CHARLIE: Don’t you see! It's up to the police, only if theytve

got something to go on, some evidence, Otherwise, they

wen't move. If you want to £ind out what's happened

to your sister-in-law, you've got to speak up npov.
FISHER$ A1l right, Mr, Russell. All right, maybe I will.
CHARLIE: Now, Henry told me he ralsed every cent he had, twenty

thousand dollars, to settle with his wife..,

FISHER S Trat'’s a liz.
CHARLIE: Is 147
FISHER: A barefaced 1ie! That money was Clalre's ,,every cent

of it, Her first husband left it all to her in bonds,
CHARLIE: I sce, In bonds, eh?
FISHER: Yes, And there's something else you ought to know.

Claire was Henry Houseman's third wife.
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FISHER:

CHARLTIE:
FISHER?

(MUsIC:

-13-

His third?

Yes. T don't know what happened to the first, she
just died, But the second wife disappeared without a
trace, just like Claire did.

And tney never found her, eh?

No. -Breymever fomnd &P, And 1L you ask me, theylre
never going to find Claire, either,

{SLOWLY) Then you think....

The seme thing you do, Mr. Russell., I think Henry
Houseman is some kind_of Bluebeard. I think he
murdered hls sccond wife,...and I think he murdered
Claire!
_UP TO_CURLAIN}

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

Hs,RRICE:

CHaPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HLRRICE:

CHLPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #163

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

MUSIC =-- BEEIND

TEROALT-SCRSTCH! (EFFECT) -- THROALT-SCR.TCH! (EFFECT) --
THROLT-SCR.TCH! (EFFECT)

guard agoinst throat-scratchl (EFFLCT)

Ernjoy snooth smoking!l

PELL IELL!'S preater length of troditiontlly fine

tobnccos travels the smeke further....

Filters the smoke ond makes it mild.

puff by puff you'lre always shead when you smoke PELL 12LL,
4t the first puff PELL MELL smoko is filtered further
than thot of any cther leading clgarette. Moréover,

~fter § pufls, or 10, or 15, or 1%, PELL MELL still gives
you a longer, notural filter of fine tobaccos = 10 guard
against throat-scratch.

For PELL MBLL'S greatex leneth travels the smoke further

on its woy to your throat - #i1ters it naturally through
PCLL ITLL'S traditionally fine, mellcow tobaceos - guards
againsy taront-scrateh.

Yes, PILL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothness,
mildngss =and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
guord against throat-gcratehl

Enjoy grpoth smoking!

ssk for thc leneer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

red prokage - PELL MELL F.MOUS CIG.RETTE3 - Hygtstanding "

And - they sre mild!
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NARR:

MAN:
CHARLIE :
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CHARLIE:

MAN 5
CHARLIE:

MAN:

CHARLIE:
MAN:

- 15..

_INPROQUCTION AND UNDER)

This is Cy Harrice returning you tc your narrator...
and the Blg Story of Charles Russell..,.as he lived...
it....2nd wrote 1%...
You, Charles Russell of the Seattlc Post-Intelligencer,
continue Lo write your Big Story. Now the words comc
faster, and faster, the lines flow, develop into
paragraphs, You're at the point now where you've
talked to Henry's sister-in-law, Mrs. Fisher, Nov,
you vwere sure that something was funny about his wife's
disappearance. Now, you went back to Henry's house,
but he was out, And so, you had tried the house ncxt
door....

(KNOCK ON DOCR)
(PAUSE)

(DOOR OPENS)
Yes?
Excusc me, Mister, but I'm a friend of Henry Houscman's,
next door.
Well?
He secems to be out. Would you have any idea wherc I
might fina him?
Hemmr, ., .Let's see. This is Thursday night, Isn't 1t?
That's right.
Well, as I recall, this uscd to be his Club night...
lcastwises, before he was married.
Hhat club, Hister?

Why, the Lonely Hearts Club!

{MysIc: _ _ _PRIDGE INLO)
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CHARLIE:
WOMAN 2@
CHARLIE:

WOMAY 2:
CHARLIE:
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CHARLIE:
WOMAN 23

CHARLIE:

-16-

{DAKCE MUSIC, OFF, A3 IF FROM SOME OTHER ROOM)
Good cvening, Miss. Is this the Lonely Hearts Club?
Why, yes. Would you care to fill out an application?
An applicationt
Naturally., We can’t let everybody in here, wolre vory
fussy about our clientele, Youl!ll have to provide us
references as to your character, of coursc...
But I...
pur organizetlcn is run on & purely social basis.
our aim ig to bring decent and lonely people together,
people who arc =zecking companicnship. IT you'd carc
to £111 out.,.
(INTERRUPTS) Miss, wait a minute.
Yos?
I'm not intcrested in making out an application, I'm
just looking for a friend of mine.
Ok. And vho might that be?
A man namced Henryy Housomarn.
Oh, of course, Mwp. Houscman., He's onc of our old-
“imers, a very fine gentlcman, too.
Iz hc here?
Oh, no. I'm sorry. He left about ten minutes ago.
I scc. .
g3ince you'lre a fricnd of hig, I supposc you droppcd in
to congratulate him on his good luck,
Wnat good luck?
Vhy, haven't you heard? Mr. Houscman's uncle just
dicd, and loft him 2 fortune.

Hig uncle? Youlre sure?
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WOIMAN 2: My goodncss, yes. Everybody in thc club was
congratulating him tonight. He ardered champagne for
everyone in the club.,.had 2 roll of hundrcd dollar
bitlls, right with him,

(MUSIC: _ _ _UP AND UNDER)

NARR! That’s it. The first real brcak, Now, you'lve got
something, & hook to hang your hat on., Now, you
catch, for the flrst tlme, the scent of a Big Story in
the rild-menncred, middle-aged gentleman named Hendy
Houscman. You cheeck on the rich uncle, fast....

FISHER: (PIITER) Hello?

CHARLIE: Mrs. Fisher, this is Mr, Russell again,

FISHER: Yes?

CHARLIE: Did yvour brother-in-law Henry ever have a rich uncle?

FISHER: Qgp.that_l knov of. |

CHARLIE: Hooneverhed any uncles?

FISHER: Why yes, He had two, but they weren't very rich. One
of them was a day lasborer, and the other was a
carpenter. And they both dled about ten years ago!

(MySIC: _ _ _STING_UR AND UNDER)

CHARLIE: Sheriff, listen, -Last-aigh® I talied to Eenry Houseman,
He told me he'd given every cent to his wife in 2
property settlement.....clalmed he was penniless.

SHEERTIFF @ Well, Charlie? What of 1t?

CHARLIE: Tonight, I've positive evidence that he's sporting &
big bankrell of hundred dollar bills, Where'd he get
all that money, 21l of a sudden?

SHERIFF: Al) vight. Where?
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SHERIFF:
CHARLIE:

SHERIFF:
CHARLIE:
SHERIFY:
CHARETR..
SHEEFFF

CRAWFQRD:

SHERIFF:

..18_.
He didn't inherit it from a rich uncle, That's for
sure, because I checked. There's only one place he

could have got it His wife 8 bonds.

Aot

NN,
That's right. He never paild her off ... sk hepy rw»n

money, And what about those other two wives of his,
Sheriff. The flrst one dled. But why did the second
one disappear, exactly like thls third one, Clalre?
(SLoWLY) charlie, I think you've got something. -

I know I have, Sheriff,

All right, Let's get moving.

Whet-areyor-gotng— oo irsdy

o

Tipst, we'lll send out a fieral search order for
Claire Houseman, ’f//’//ﬁe

ke

And second? ’fgf
Second, w 11 run a check on Mrs. Houseman, Number Two.
And after that?

hifer—that;IEYBE WeT1l drop Ii Brr—tale-bo-Henry,

_UE AND UNDER)
—After—thet, the vheels start to burn, Claire Houseman's

description 1s hroadcast all over the Northwest, Result
Zero, 3he's vanished...completely. But then a break
comes, A phone call from Bremerton, across Puget Sound
Trom Seattle. And you, Charles Ruszell, listen in on
Sheriff Maloney's phone extension..,

(FILTER) ialoney, this is Sheriff Cravwford, Kitsap
County.

Yea?
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CRAVEFORD: We've got a report on Elaine Houseman. ..the second
Mrs, Houseman.

SHERIFF: Let's have it, Crawford,

CRAVFORE: Tt isn't much, but here goes, Henry Houseman and nis
second wife used to live near here, in Bremerton.
Elaine Houseman Glsappeared and never was Pound. But
Henry claimed that they had run into demestle trouble,
he'd pald her twenty thousand as a property settlement,
and he'd never seen her agalin.

SHERTIFF!: He paid her twenty thousand?

CRAWFCRD:  That's right,

SHERIFY: Anything else?

CRAWFORD: No. That's all,

SHERINF ¢ Thanks, Crawford, Thanks, You've glven us a line ve
needed,

(TWO RECEIVERS ON HOCK.)

CHARLIE! Interesting, eh? Sheriff?
SHERIFF! T'11 say it 1s.
CHARLIE: same story, same pattern, same ameunt of money., For

Wife Fumber Two znd Wife Number Three. (A PAUSE) Well,

Sheriff? Vhere do we go from here?

SHERTFF: (A BEAT) TLet's go geb Henry!
(MUsSIC: _ _ _UE AND UNDER)
NARR: The Sheriff puts Heonry Houseman on the grill. Youlre

there, too, you throw in an oceasional gquestion, But
Henpy is tough, he's hard to crack, Hour after hour,
you both keep after him...

SHERIFF: Where's Claire, Houseman? Where's your third wife?

HENRY : I don't know, Sheriff, I tell you I don't know,
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Where's your second wife? What heppened to Elalne?

I éon't know,

They both disappeared without & trace, Why?

I don't know,

I'11 tell you why, Houseman, Because Jou mardered them,
That's a lie. It's a lie!

You murdered¢ them for their money.

T tell vou I didn't, I dldn's.

You lied to me about glving your wife all that money.
You kept it yourselfl,

I dida't, Mr., Russell, I—étdnls,

Then where'd you get that bankroll? Where'd you get

those hundred dollar bills?

Tt
e A AT

I had them -eeehed avway.

Waere?

Tn & hiding place...in the foctnills of the Blue
Mountains, HWear Milton,

A1l right. We'll check on bthat,

Fow? How can you?

(GRIMLY) Bercause you're going to take us there,

Houseman. You're going to lead us to that hiding place?

+ _ .. _Up AND UNDER)

You, Charlie Russell -ef—bheSeebtiePost—Fntetitgencery

travel with the Sheriff and Henry to a spot near Milten,
PR IR pemee

Oregon. Tho eashe turns out to be & pheny...& four

hundred mlle; wild goose chase. And now, you know

Henry Houseman is a chronic liar. And back'ﬁé geattle,
you both keep after him agaln, But Henry fefuses to

break, And finally.....
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SHEERIFF: (WEARY) Charlie, it looks like we'lre licked.

CHARLIE: He's aure tough to crack, Sheriff.

SHERIFF: He'll pevepr crack, Neot thig way.

CHARLIE: But Shepiff, he's been lylng his head off!

SHERIFF ¢ Sure, sure. I know that, But we haven't proved
anything, not & thing.

CHARLIE: Walt a minute. Why not try this new confession
technique,,. fHruth serum?

SHERIFF: You mean the sodium pentathol treatment?

CHARLIE!: That's right. It's-e—werco-synthests, a kind of
hypnotic., The conscious mind doesn’t answer, but the
subconsclous does ... ﬁith the truth,

SHERIFT : Yes. So I've heard. But we've got to get Houseman?ts
permission to use the stuff,

CHARLIE: Why not ask him and see what he says?

(msIc: _ _ _BRIRGE) |

SHERIFF: Kouseman, if you're tclling the truth, you've got
nothing to be afrald of. And if you pass this sodium
rentathol test, as fer as I'm concerned, you're a frec
AL .

HENRY ! All right, Sheriff, all right, 1’11l be glad %o take the
test. Why not? I told you before, 1've got nothing
to hide!

{(MusIc: _ _ _UR AND UNDYR}

NARR: You watoh the doctor inject Houseman with a hypo. And
then, when he gets him set; he turns to the Sheriff and
=ays, -~

DOCTOR ¢ (QUIET) A1) right, Sheriff. You can take over nov,

SHERIFF: Houscman, Houscman, can you hear me? ‘
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HENRY :
SHERIFF !
HEMKHY :
SHERIFF:
HENRY :
SHERIFF:
HENRY :
SHERIFF:
HENRY !
SHERIFF:
HEWEY !

SHERITF:
HENRY :
SHERIFT:
HEIRY &
SHERTTFT:
HEWRY
SHERIFF:

HENRY :

SHERIFF:
HENRY i
SHERIFF :
HEWNRY :
SHERLIFF:

HENRY ¢

SHERIFF:

N
(DULL MONOTONE) I can hear you.

What was the name of your [ilrst wifle?

Loretta.

And what happened to Loretta?

She died.

How?

She took sick and dled.

Then, you didn't kill her?

No.

Now, your seccond wife, Elaine. Where'd you meet her?
At the Lonely Hoarts Glub. I mot them all ..at the
Lenely Hearts Club.

What happencd to your second wife?

I Ezli;é her,

For her money?
PO oo, . - Y eSS,

Where s she now?

I bupried acr.

Where? 3

iEdﬂmatJuanT_ané;buried her near Panther Lzke, on the
K15dp-Masoii border. |

And your third wife, Olaire? You killed her, too?

f:_,T s e e

T -de-tred hor woor

For her, moncy?

Pov—hep-moneyk, YOS,

Where 1s she now?

E-stnang&ad—ha&uanazburied her near the Arlington Mount
Vernon Road, fiwe miles cast of Conway.

(A BEAT, THEN QUIEPLY) Well, Chariie?
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CHARLIE: Yes, Sheriff?

SHERIFF: (TIRED) There's wy case..,.a2nd your Blg Story.
{MUsICs . _ _CURTAIN)

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will rcad you 2 telegram from

Charles Russell of the 3cattle Post-Intellligencer

with the final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.
{MUSIC: _ _ -SRINOY

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HLRIICE:

CHLPPELL:

H4RRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFBELL:

HaARICE:
CH4LPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #163

CLCSING COMEERCIAL
{{USIC --~ BEHIND
THROLT-SCHATCH! (EFPRCT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH! (EPFECTY --
THRO.LT-SCRATCH! (EFFECT)
Gueird cegninst throat-scrateh! (EFFECT)
Enjoy ggggﬁg smoking!

?ELL i.PLL'S greater longth of traditicnally fine

tobnecns travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and mekes it pild.

Puff by nuff you'lre always zhead when you smoke
PrLL MEILL. At the first puff PELL HELL smoke is
fi1tered further than that of ony other leading
cigarctte. Morcover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL MilL still gives you 2 longer, natural
filtor of traditionally fine toboccos - to guard
against threot-serateh. Yes, PELL MELL'S Tine

tobrecos give you a smoothness, mildness and

satisfaction no other cigarette offcrs you.

So, don't let throat-gseratch spoil your smoking
enjoyacnt.

guord sgainst throst-scratcht

Enjoy smooth smoking!

sk for the lenecr, finer cigarette 1n the

distingrished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CTOIEETES - "Ouistanding!!

Lnd - they are mild!
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(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

RUSBELL:

CHAPFPELL:

EARRICE:

lNow we read you that telegram from Charles Ruascll of
the Seattle Posbt-Intelligencex.
—@hnmqﬁrﬂw—049694mnnmiation-ﬂ&#hqyﬂdsau&nduﬁgznssc-

I was allowed to a en they unuarthed

_,wﬁ.’\, /V-f

e, £ Killer in tonight's Big

TN SV s e 2w 0w Lege - [ogm ain

' ' sontenced tq‘ Y
FA{C*‘J‘{ ||M‘{»

1lifc imprisconment in Washington State Penitentlary., + wad

' J,:.i.f'g_.;:.;_

Aapaan,

Story

Many thanks for tonight's Pell Mell Award.

Thank you, Mr. Russell .,.the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES arc proud to present to you the PELL MELL
§500 Award for notable scrvice in the field of
journalism.

Tisten again next weck, same btime, same gtation, when
PELL MZLL FAMOUS OIGA?ETTES will present anothcr BIG
STORY ~ A BIG STORY from the front nages of the Bristol,
Vva. Herald Couprler -- by-line, Robert Lorlng. A BIG
STORY that began in the peaceful hills of Virginia

and recachcd its climax when a trinle murder was commitbved
with dynamite!

(LOUD EXPLOSION)
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CHAPPELL:

_26-
THE BIG STORY 1z produccd by Bernard J. Prockter
with music by Vladimir Selinsky,. Tonight's program
was adaptcd by Max Ehrlich from an actual story from
the front pages of the Seattle Poat-Intelligencer.
Your narrator was Bob 810anc; and Lawson Zerbe played
the part of Charles Russcll. In order to pretect the
names of pcople actually involved In tonight's authentie
BIG STORY the names of 2ll characters in the
dramatization were changed with thc exceptien of the

reporter, Mr, Ruseell,

(MUSIC: _ _ _THEME UP FULL AND _FADE EOR)

CHAPPELL:

?/marge r.am

This is Erncst Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FANOUS CIGARETTES,

THIS IS NBC..v+.ss...THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY ,
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY # 164
£0:00)~(10:3% M MAY 1 1950 WELNESDAY
ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _FANPARE)

LOVING: {WHISTLING WEDDING MARCH, WHICH IS INTERRUPTED BY}

(TELEPHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UP)

LOVING: (811, IOVE) Hello, darling. wWhat --

BOSS: {FILTER) Sorry, Bob, It's the desk.

LIVING: oh.  Well -- whatever Lt 1s, the snswer is no. This
1s my wedding day -- remember?

BUSS3: (FILTER) Uh-hm. Then you wouldn't be interested in
& dynomite murder.:

LOVING: Not on my wedding day, no.

BOSS: (FILTER}) Not even a triple dynamite murder?

LOVING : Wot on my weddling day -- no.

BOSS: (FILTER) Not even a triple dynamite murder of --
ehildren?

(LONG PAUSE)

LOVING: (VERY QUIET) Heng up., I gotta call my bdride., If I
don't come 1n, you'll know she said no. (PAUSE)} But
if she knows me -- she'll say yos.

(MUSIC: __ HIT_AND_CQ EOR)

CHAPPEL: THE BIG STORY. Here ls America...lts scund and its fury..

1ts joy and iis sorrow...as falthfully reported by Tthe men
and women.of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE: COLD
& FLAT) Bristol, Virginia. From the pages of the Hersald-

Courier, the story of & reporter who delayed hils weddling
for a triple murder. And for his work -- to Robert Loving
for hils Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

(MUSTC: _ _Tmsemeieby—

{OPENING COMMERCTIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELLs
HARRICE:
CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #16%

OPENING COMMERCIAL

MUSIC --= BEHIND

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) =-- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

guard against throat-scratch {EFFECT}.

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

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 first puff PELL MELL smoke is filltered
fursther than that of any other leading cigarette,
Moreover, after § puffs,.or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
still glves you a longeTr, natural riltef of traditionally
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-seratch, Yes,
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you 2 smoothness,

mildness and satisfactlon no other cigarette offers yol.
Don't let throat-scratch spoll your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scratenl

Enjoy smooth smoking:

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES « '"Qutstandingi"

And - they are mild!
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LOVING;

GIRL:
LOVING:

GILRL:

LOVING:

GIRL:

IOVING:

GIRL:

-.3..

Bristol, Virginia. The story as it actually happencd.

Beb Loving's story a8 he llved 1it,

All kidding aside -~ 1t was reglly your wedding day.
Wag, that is, until the office called with word of a
triple killing. Dynamlte, they sald. Three ghi’dra .
pead. (PAUSE) You, Bob Lovm/g’g afjt;ﬁ

Bristol Hersld-Courier had warned your brlde-to-be that

they sald,

anything could happen in the 1ife of a repovter's wife,
-- and now, on the telephons =---
It locks as though 1t's stanted to happen slresdy,

honey. (PBAUSE) I -- I told the office I'd call you.

{(FILTER) Do you wght to go, Bob?
T 'm not saylng, @1 T'11 do anything you say. If

you want to go shead as we planned -- 1t's okay by me.
(FILTER) You still haven't answered my questilon, dear.
Tt's &ll up to you,-ﬁgggr@f{

{FILTER) You want %o go oh this story, though.

If I can help find out who blasted three little kids
into eternlty -- yes.

(FILTER) You wouldn't be the. guy I'm marrylng if you
didn't, And I wouldn!t be the glrl for you if I stopped
you., (PAUSE) And Bob --

Hrmm? ’

(FILTER) It wouldn't be much of a honeymoon with three

1ittle =-- ghosts between us, would ite

—— e - —
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T
NARR: The thought of the kids you and Patsy intend to have 18
werm in your heart as you pull inte the mountain village
of Hampton -- fifteen miles from Bristol. A village of
hills snd hollere. . .where the dally dress is dungarses,
snd an outsider is called --
(NOTE: PLEASE ADD BIRD NOISES IN B.G, THROUGHOUT
SCENE. )
SEBMAIN Stranger -- you wen't find much here. The young 'uns are
g?”ﬂwfi{ desd, two of 'em, that 1ls --

LOVING: i wes told three -=

QLD i  Well. . .5ally gﬁg'was nine, and Laurle, she was turnin'
@45_ seven, they two was killed outright. Ronnle-Mas, she's

five, they taken her to hoapital. I doubt she'll live
the night.

LOVING: And thelr mother?

Jx%%i?ﬂh Gone to hospital too. She was crushed fearful.

IOVING: Where's the father,

fﬁ%?1mﬂ?: That aln't for me to say.
Bl

LOVING: What do you mean by that?

—oLP-Metrt  (DEADLY) That ain't for you to question, stranger.

-- fegt and ayss.

{FOOTSTE DER. ,AND ADD BIRDS THRINGCENE )
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NARR:

BROTHER :
LOVING:

BROTHER :
LOVING:

LOVING:

BROTHER :

LOVING:
BROTHER 3
LOVING:
BROTHER :

LOVING:

..5-.

bear, when.. .
Set that down, stranger.
Hmme (PAUSE) It's =il » n't heve to keep

a rifls on me.

You don’t understand. I'm a
reporter. I'm trying to plece togother the story,
Hadn't ought to go soft-footing about 1like that. AS
for story, now I can tell ys all ye.need. I'm brother
to the klddles' dad. And all I know 13 -- 1t come in
the dead o! night with a terrible blest, and next we

know'd, there was screamin', and sobbin'! -- and all

ruins. (PAUSE) That's all.

t¢ shoved under the foundation stones and set

s of the fuse.

(PAUSE} Better go, stranger. We're quiet arcund
here, but we're awful med.
Please -- just a few more questions, Do you have any

idea vho ---
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BROTHER : Stranger -~ I ain't no granny womsn. Mebbe she knows.
g
I sure don't {PAUSE) TG1t.
{MUSIC: _ _HIT _AND_GQ)
NARRATQR: Granny-woman. . JIneredible as 1t seems today, there's
prdEheui
ans I every county in the hills of Virginia - dichebis.
Oy “mi%ss o strange hovd
g/ Zf. . go herds by night. . .seller of
strange spells to the superstitlous. . .anachronous

LOVING:
GRANNY :
LOVING:

GRANNY :

LOVING:

GRANNY ¢

LOVING:

GRANNY :

LOVING:

GRANNY ;

LOVING:

GRANNY :

6

link to the darker powers. Granny-woman}
* (DOOR OPENS CREAKILY)
gan I talk with you, Granny?
Tl Yyt e b s Lo Ko S bl =
o e e -
{CLINK OF MONEY)

11 aeho A while.and.belidilispess (PAUSE) Come in,

There, 3¢t ye down,.
Thank you, Ah -- folks around here say you -- know
things,.

That I do. {(PAUSE) THioPoaliymidintodiy
not. She'll falthful stay.

{VERY VERY oWw -- how did you know that?

o B o

Even -- who k1lied the Gage children? Oz dldn't you
know two of them ave dead, and the third --

£11 together now =-- all threai

No. One of them 1s hurt, but --

A1l together now ~-- I see, -
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LOVING:

GRANNY :
LOVING:

GRANNY :

{MUSIC;

MOTHER ¢

GRANNY ;
MOTHER ;
GRANNY :
MOTHER :

GRANNY ¢

MOTHER:

GRANNY :

MOTHER ¢

GRANNY @
MOTHER:

..7.‘-.
Granny -- I can't learn anything from the folks in the
heollow. Cen you tell me enything about the Gages?
Believe me, Granny ~- it's net for harm. .It‘s for
help.
You bselieve 1n Granny?
(LOW) T -- I do.
Twas Granny brought the three of 'em Into this world.
Twes Granny thelr mew turned to in %ime of nesed., Twas
only yesternight she come to me. Come to Granny -- just

1like you!

Granny, please. He's strayin' away from me. Help

me get him back,

With three little ones, your man's sirayin' away?

He is, he 1s.

How, strayln'e

Three things, Granny -- esnd when things come in threes,
that's bad, ain't 1t, Granny? Ain't 1t bad?

whet's the three?

Oone, he taken to carryin' the pocket gun again -- that's
been three weeks now, Two, Granny -- he come houe
without the car. That's two wesks ago-~-

Gun rmeans trouble -- and the car--

Saild he sold it, Granny! But I ain't seen hide nor
hair of ary money. (PAUSE) Nor him,

Him?

That'!s a weok ago. He ain't been home nights for a wesk
o! nlghts, Grenny. Gun and car and stayin'! away, Granny,

1t's more than mortal can stand!
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GRATNY : What do ye want Granny to do?

MOTHER : gan ye give mo a charm, Granny-woman?
GRANNY & Tor bringin' bhack -- or keepin!' hone?
MOTHER: Both, Gronny -- 1f ye can!

GRANNY 3 Daughter, just fetoh me o lock of hils hair, or the
parin' of one of his nalls. Or even some earth whers
his foot has trod-- let me gether some herbdbs from the

nellers and hillls -~

MOTHER: (EAGER) You'll mix me a charm?

GRANNY : —— znd I'11 fetch the men home! Granny'll fetch your
men homa.

(MUSIC: .. _UP AND DOWN_FOR)

LOVING: (QUIET) Carried & gwn. . .sold his car. . .and left home.

GRALNY : 3ut Granny fetched him back. Twas to find his home
and young blowed to the sky -~ but home he come! Yes,

and he's back by her side right now, even 1if it 1s in

hospltal!
LOVING: granny -- can you tell me anything mors? What to
~-- look for?
GRANNY : (Low) These are the hills, ahd Granny hadn !t better be

<o knowin'. But I can tell ye =---

OVING: Yes, Granny., --

Lovi ! E‘ ﬁ\&m’ Kl A’V;J//

CRANWY : (WHILSPER) BIack is enomy of vhite ---
BBl i ool - -

Hill is enemy of holler --

gapge is snemy of =~
LOVING: Yes?
GRANNY : That!s for you to seek and find.
{(MUSIC:

[E— X L Ll A LR
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NARR:

LOVING:

LOVING:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

COP:
GAGE:

CoP:

_9_

(AUTO UP AND BEHIND)
Driving away from Granny*s cabin, over and over again
you turn her little rhyme ... She's trying to tell you
something you almgst know, in the deep back closet of

it o 1w p A

your mind . biack - white ... Gojewmetbgliis -- h1ll -~
holler -- Gage =--
(CROSSING FROM UKDER . . » hill -- holler. Gage --
dollar? Collar?

{CAR UP, DOWN BEHIND) _
(FROM UNDER CAR) Poller...soller....toller. (PAUSE)
Toller. That's it! Hill is enemy of holler -- Gage is
enemy of ~-~ Toller! The Gages and the Tollers -- I got

ith

Yeah -- the Gages and the Tollers. As bitterly enfeudad
as the Martins and the Coys, though not so musically
celebrated. Granny knew what nobody would admit -- the

blood feud had bu=ted out again!

Beck from the dark of Granny's firelit cabin, a half-hour
ride and you check into the hospital. You want to talk to
Mrs. Gage. The nurse shows you the way but as you reach
her room -- the doow bursts open. Three cops =-- and
husband Gage!

(ARGUMENT FROM BEHIND, UF WITH)
You got to tell her sometime, Gage. Be a man.
(SOEBING) I can't, I can't. You got no right to bring me
here without tellin' me she didn't know!

Go on -- be a man! She's got to know sometime!
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LOVING:

GAGE:

LOVING:

GAGE:

MOTHER:

LOVING:

LOVING: What's the trouble, nurse?

NCGRSE: It's that woman who was blown up. The police brought
her husband to her -~ and she deesn't know all the children
are dead.

LOVING All == three?

NURSE Yes., The littlest died about a half-hour ago.

(MUSIC: _ _STING)

LOVING Mt gE

What 1s it? What do you want?

Maybe I can help you. I'm from the paper =--

& kin you help me? {SOB} My pore wife's in thfre,

little ones isg safe -- and I ai got the
cu help?
nute -- you see, I

know about youn
(LoW) Mister ~- I 4 ho you are or what you're

thinkin - but stay out o y affairs. Hear? 3tay out of

Tre law takes h;ﬂ back 1nto custody f more questioning ~--
e

leaving you gdbne in the corridor. The nudge is gone =--
no doctoggﬁiear vee 8D -=
[(fbon OPENS QUIETLY)
(SOETﬁY I¥ B.G.) Lord, whoever it was, forgive them their
tqégpaSSin'g Lord. ¥orgive them for hurtin' me and my N,

lgttle ones. I reekcn, Lord, they didn't know what they

+ was a=-doin', P1 SesR—aWees—FoTT;  WOIL'E JOU I oy, -}
em?

(30FTLY) Mra. Gage
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‘MOTHER: Whols thar?’

LOVING: & -~ a friend. {PAUSE) Mrs. Gage -- I'm from the
newgpaper., I --

MOTHER: (sOFT) Are you goin' to write up about my children?

LOVING: Weil ...

MOTHER: 17 you've worryin' lest I don't know they're - gone, vhy,
don't fret. (PAUSE) I know. ({PAUSE) A mother knows.
ﬁ%xfﬁm£~«”

LOVING: Bf&ﬂ*t-ﬁﬁyboqﬁf-- tell you?

MOTHER @ when their dad come in jest now and wouldn't answer me how
trhey was -- I knowed. (PAUSE) Dear Lord, I thank you
strong for lettin' them come te you asieepin' .... (PAUSE)
Jest tell me that's the truth, mister, that they never

knowed. $BeBh—Jesi lat ge knov that and Dbg £ha Bl fldeme
LOVING: It's true, Mrs. Gage.

MOTHER: Ppaisebiye—ford—fow—avertersirrr-TOITEYYS .

LOVING: Jompepriienmer

MOTHER ¢ Yessir?

LCVING: Mrs. Gage, I've got no right to be here, Ilve got no right
te question you at this terrible time -- but -- bub I've
been to see the granny woman -

MOTHER: onh.

LOVING: ghe told me about the gun ... about the car ... and about
your husband not comin' home. Can you tell me --

M4OTHER : vessir. I can. I can tell you how it happened. {PAURE)
It was blood comin' back to e¢laim blood.

LOVING: What?
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MOTHER:  Blood for blood. Hit was the man my husband killed,

- come back to clalm blood of my husband's bloed. (PAUSE)
Gage blocd for Toller blood -sired— 'Twas the man my
husband killed.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROCRAM #164

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

MUSIC -~~ BEHIND

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) =~ THROAT-SCRAICH {EFFECT) ~--
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

Cuard against throat-serateh! (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smokingi

PELL MELL'S greater length of treditionally fine
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 first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 19, or 17, PELL
MELL still gives you a longer, natural filter of
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch.

por PELL VELL'S greater length travels the smoke

further on its way to your throat - filters it
nsturally through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos = guards against throat-scratch,

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

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers

you, Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, Liner cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIEE -

Woutstanding!®
And - they are mild!
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FARRICE:

NARR:

MOTHER:

Cop:

LOVING:

COr:

LOVING:

L]
o
as}

aﬁﬂwﬁ”

-14=~

This is Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator

and the Big 8tory of Bob Loving ... as he lived 1t, and
wrote 1¢.

The hill town of Hampton has had its guiet night
shattered by an explosiocn =- in vhich three small girls
wave died -- and you, Bob Loving, of the Bristol
Herald-Courier, have delayed your wedding day to cover
the story. Bo far, your quizzing has led to the
hespital bed of the mother -- also hurt in the blast.
But who does she think set the deadly fuse?

(SOEBING) Hit was the wan my husband killed. Gage plood
for Toller blood .

The Gages and the Tollers -- blood feud encmies.
But dead men don't blast homes. Nor do the cops think

m.ch of the story elther. They have the father in

custody -- and they have the facts to date ...
We' tpreciate what you've got, Mr. Loving -- but we'd
rather go on what we'!ve got. stuff like -- thils here.

Yhat 1s 1t?
That was found by the edge of the highway ... right

opposite the house wvhere the kiddics died. (PAUSE} TIt's

a #1%(553 of fuse.

wThedte—odd I'é-have-thoughﬁ-theyhkﬂmﬂrqﬂhzzzzﬁz:’
T,
et s

gy e
batteriteu,, e
R u;c’“&:- ‘M o
No. On & still DifMbeepuss works just as well. And
e,

added to that.~# they'd vant to way fast .

batte “are heavy hauling.
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.LovING:

COoP:

LOVING:
COP:
LOVING:
COP:

LOVING:

LCVING:
GAGE:
LOVING:

GAGE:
LOVING:
CAGE:

LOVING:

GAGE:

TAVING:

_15_
Jhmmwe I suppose you're tracing this stuff?
411 over the state. As soon as I get a report -- I'll
tell you. But right now -- there's nothing new.
But you've holding the husband.
Yeeslinr.
Could I talk to him?
No law agalnst that. (FAUSE) Anything else I can do
for you?
Yeah. Save me an empty cell. I've got to have some
place to sleep tonight -- cause I'm staying with this

£311 its over!

Mr. Gage -~

Hho're yo
ey /_,(,//J: = *-'L

ﬁ&wméﬂ&&a“gggmqgiﬂ Gage -~ I saw your

Did -- did you tell her?

Nao. You did.

What?

Yzg. When you refused to tell her -- she.knew the
enlldren were -- gone. {(PAUSE)} It's all right, Gage.
She's =-- happy.

(AHGUISH) What're you sayin', Mister!

(807T) Gage, she's -- she's happy they never knew. I

told her they all went in their sleep. I --1I gpared

.¢=JZE EITE

her knowing about tﬁgﬂg;hb&aﬂﬁnlingering vo o (OHOK
When I left, she was PIAY 1N ettt tmuitktamnlil s
i,
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‘GAGE!

LOVING:
GAGE:

LOVING:

GAGE:

LOVING:

GAGE:
LOVING:
GAGE:
LOVING:

GAGE:

TIVING:

tra
2
e

COP:

LOVING:

16~

(AFTER A BIT: CHOKED) Luccekii-papelgmgratefatto-rom
imeem, (SOFT) Prayin'. That's like her. {PAUSE)

I'm grateful, mister. That!s all was woryyin' me.
Femgaipornembrnak

B

The pe - frremthrpemp e To g T S RO . Kot fam
sdQgne

T s TRENTE S FE R T HHAR PSR o . /?Z’4§¢~f
?hat*@%ﬁuatn¢@awu&w&anﬁtuundaaa;gngwggu. (PAUSEi&}§ou

sound 1ike a tman who loves his wife. ‘Ioobamplie -- 7OU
aidn't have the heart to tell her about the little
ones ... but you had her awfully upset about three
things.
Who told you!l
The granny-woman.
(LoW) She went to the granmy-woman? what for?
A chartm. To bring you back.
(MOAN) Poor little girl, ‘DectiwdmliddemEied, she was all
wronz, all wrong!
Teti me. Tell me the answer to three gquestions she asked
the granny-woman. Wiy did you earry a gun -- what
heppencd to the car, why did you stay awvay from home -~
(EAGER) Wny sure! Hit's as simple as one two three!
Atout the gun, why --

(OFF MIKE, CELL DOOR OPENS)
{CALLS) Mr. Lovingt
(CALLS BACK) Yes!

(CALLING) Could you come out here & minute?

- E- (-
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COP:

LOVING:

COFP:

LOVING:

Cor:

LOVING:

LOVING:

CoP:

LOVING:

COP:

LOVING:
CCP:
LOVING:

-17-

(TELETYPE IN B.G4)

I promised to tell you 1f I got anything on that fuse --
Yeah, yeah!

(TICKER STARTS TICKING IN B.G.)

Well =-- there's a negsage coming in on the teletype right
4 ‘r‘qu'_'1"L Zannt
now‘ﬂ Read it Por yourself.

(TICKER UP AS WE WALK TO LT, DOWN BEHIND)
(READING) ... traced to store here...purchaser requested
same Tor blasting stumps...also twenty sticks dynamite...

(TICKER UP. STOP.)

Tt¢'s from Chattanoga. They worked fast.

(TICKER STARTS AGAIN)

(READS) Dealer says =-- buyer's car -- had -- Bledsoe
County -- license.

(TICKER OUT)

Bledsoe County. Am I wrong -- or does the Toller clan
come from Bledsoe -- and the Gages from Carteri

You're right, Mr. Loving. ({PAUSE} TIt's the clan war
busted ocut again.

Well ~- what now?

Just sit and wait. State Palice've gone out. to Bledsce -~-
and I wouldn't be surprised to see half the Toller boys
troopin! in here tonight --

oh-ch -~

Handcuffed.

oh. (PANSE) Then why're you holding Gage?

Protection. (PAUSE) His.

ATKOT Q1709886




" NARR:

18-

You go back to Gage's cell and look at this lean mountain
man differently now. Before ~- you saw & ran vho might
tave killed his children. (PAUSE) [Kow -- you see only a
man who has lost his 1little ones. (PAUSE) And his
answers to your three questions are simple -- Why did

he carry a gun?

(VERY LOW: I WOULD BACK VLADDIE, WITH A VARIATION OF
"THE MARTINS & THE COYS.")

Eit was three months ago I killed a man. Self defense,
it was, that's the truth. What's more, I was a depuby
Shepiff, carryin' a gun legal. (PAUSE) After that, I
M.ﬁ-f\-/
Ztmewen~ to carryin' a pocket gun day and night. Cause

TI'm Gage -- and the man I killed was Toller.

—— e ——

What happened to hils car?

(#5 IF CONDINUING) Well ... it was three weeks ago, I
stepped into my car. Roder & while ... smelt gomethin!
funny. Stopped her ... stepped out -- and she blowed
up in my face. Dynanmite. (PAUSE) Teller plood after

Cage .

Way did he stay away from home?

(48 IF CONTINUING) So after that, I know!d they wouldn'it
rest t£111 they got me. I fzared they'd come by night and

stied
scbbe do harm to my wife and babes, so T wdd avay durin’
dark. (PAUSE) Nor told my wife ary yord, lest she fear.
LL—W %
Jest the same -- Cage blood wagfngh. By who -- I

reckon I know. But further -- I ain't sayin'.
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(MUSIC: _ _ BISE_AND GO EZOR)

NARR: Thepe it I1s -- the feudal code. Elood for blood. Maybe
he does know, maybe he doesn't -- but as sure as the crovw
calls -- for three Gages dead -- there'll be at least

one dead Toller!

(MUSIC: _ _ STING AND QUT)_

NARR: (COID) You wait the night out in the jail. Then next
merning --

COF: Mr. Loving -- I got news for you. We turned Gage loose

durin' the night --

coP: --because we had seventeen Tollers brought In.

LOVING: Wny didn't you wake me up?

coP; (SMILE) Cause they ain't going anyplace. (QUIET) Gage
LOVING: Where?

cap: Fips4, to the hospital, to see his wife. Then, home,

to gsee his children --

ST e

COoP: Buriled.
{MUSIC: _ _ UP, DOWN_BEHIND)
HARR: Before you w~eee set out for the funeral, you ask to see

the seventeen Toller boys 1n their cells. Seventeen,
by actual count.

COF: And we'd have picked up more, exceph for one curious
thing about these.

LOVING What's that?

ATKOT 0170868




LOVING:

TOLLER:

LOVIKG:

TOLLER:

LOVING:

TOLLER:

LOVING:

TOLLER:

LOVING:

-20-

; o
et A LA

confidentially -- 1f we can't bust %7®m before nightfall--

They all got alibis, one for thiéfther.“(QUIET) And

we!l] have to turn 'em loose. Can't charge 'em all.
(PAUSE) We sure would like some bright ideas!
QUICKLY AWAY UNDER)
By the time you have seen the fifth Tcller boy =-- you have
an idea. The law demurs -- but then -- agrees. And
so, half an hour later, you're riding 1in your car --
(SNEAK SOUKD) a wierd idea in your head ... & gun in your
pocket ... and -- 2 Toller by your sicde!

(CAR UP, UNDER)
...s50 the minute I zaw you, I told the law -- "ThatTs
ne killer," I said, "that's a niceE?vqla. Vhy, he
loves childrent”
(QUIET) What made you say that?
Why, I saw the stuff the law took cut of sl your
pockets. (PAUSE) You had pletures in your wallet.
Boy and a girl. (PAUSE) Yours?
Yessir.
Must have been a terrible thing, vher that dynamite
went off. (PAUSE} For the children, I mean.
Where you drivin' me?
The neighbors say there was this awful roar -- and then
a little -~ whimpering, like a hurt -- pup.
Mister -- where you takin' me?
ILike I said, home. {FAUSE) Sure is a lot of trafflc on
the poad. Must be for the funeral. (PAUSE) I heard
there were 15,000 people in town. (PAUSE) Lots of Gages

in the crowd.
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TOLLER:
LOVING

LOVING:

TOLLER:

LOVING:

TOLLER:

LOVING:

NARR:

LOVING:

LOVING:

LOVING:

——

3]l -

{CAR TO STOP)
what're you stopping for?
Can't buck this crowd.

(CHURCH BELL BEGINS TO TOLL AND REEPS3 GOING )
Tuneral must've started. (PAUSE} If I were you, you
know what I'd do?

No. Mp/-'

{VERY LOW) I'd walkediwbe= that church. I'd walk up that
aisle. 1'd go right in there -- a Toller among Gages.
What for?

(SAME) 1If I had clean hands, if there was no blood on
my hands -- I'd walk in with my head held up. And Gages
would say (HE WHISPERS) There's & Toller. Come to shov
he had nothing to do with it. {(PAUSE) Have you got
guts®?

(CHURCH BELL KEEPS RINGING) ¢ 7 Al cne - v
He looxs at you quictly and long - oo, Povard ,errid
the church. And once again ~-- you work on him.
(FOOTSTEPS UP) Yeah ... it must have been awful. They
say the dynamite was planted right under where the kKids
slept ..

(POCTSTEPS. CHURCH BELLS NEARER, MEMN-SRENEs—S=.
They say the littlest was clutching a teddy bear...

(FOOTSTEPS. CHURCH BELLS NEARER = fHRe-oR0niRe
(SOFT) And the worst thing was, the oldest, she'd just
licked polio. Just learning te walk and play 2ll over

again,

(FOOTSTEPS. BELLS NEARER. $HiiitmBiinimGaobbng:
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LOVING! (SOFTER) And you Xnow -~ I don't think they meant to

harm the children. Just their fa --

5 FOOTSTEPS STCP)
bdf'_"{_ /if. 55_ ST r—vl-j- {':s:y
LOVING: T , Toller?
NARR: You follow his frozen lock. {PAUSE) The doors of the

church are opening.

(§YMN UP FULL, BRING BELLS DOWN SOFTER)

LOVING: (LOW) Here they come. (PAUSE} One coffin ...

LOVING: Ancther == little coffin,

LOVING: And a ==

TCOLLER: TePhiviiohawy Get me oubt of here! I can't stand it

anymore! I didn't do it -- I swear I didn't, You and
I-know us Tollers did it - but we'lre not all bad - only
th;ie-of ue have been keeping this feud allve and It'11
tell you who, if you'll only get me out of here. Then

maybe we czn stop this feud once and for all -

{MUSIC3 HIT AND_GO UWDER EOR)

NARR:

4 ettt T T e AT Em am—

They come in threes, these things. One funeral -- <on

thoen. GRckEERD -- FUTvihmeey <A - one wedaing, '{n_y.-».,?

'

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

Loving of the Bristol, Va, Herald-Courier with the final -

outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

— -

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:.

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #164
CLOSING COMMERCIAL
MUSIC -~- BEHIND
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~-- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)
Guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT}
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL!S greater length of traditionally fine

tcbaceos 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 first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, oT 15, or 17, PELL
MELL still gives you a longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobhaccos - to guard against
throat-scrétch. Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve
you & smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other
cigarette offers you..

So, don't let throat-scrateh spoil your smeoking
enjoyment.

Guard against throat-scratchi

Enjoy smeoth smeking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

moutstandingl!
And - they are miid!
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CHAPPELL: [Now we read you that telegram from Robert Loving of the
Brigtol, Virginia Herald-Courier.

LOVING: Confession of Toller boy 1n tonight's Big Story
implicated Sh:ée ecnemies of Gage. Two recelved death
penalty for planting dynamitef;tn!;;:;;:ﬁéentenced to 21
years in State Penitentiary. Qna.oﬂﬁéﬁb condemne@fﬁgﬁged
self in cell -- other was electrocuted. This cnded
family feud.
Thanks a lot for tonight's PELL MELL Award.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Loving ... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CTGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award Tor noteble service in the field of journalism.

HARRICE: Iisten agein next veek, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Tirmingham Alabama Age-Herald -- by-line, Vipgil E.
Piemson. THE BIG STORY of a reporter who found himselfl
involved with an irnnocent letter, a death certificate
and ---- murder!

{MUBIC:
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OHAPPELL:  THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Viedimir Selinsky. Tonlght's program was
adapted by Alan Sloane from an actual story from the
front pages of the Erlstol, Va. Herald-Courler. Your
narrator was Bob Sloane, and Beb Dryden played the part of
Recbert Loving. In order to protect the names of people
actually involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY
the names of all characters in the dramatization wvere
changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr. Loving.

(MUSIc: _ _THEME_UP, FULL AND FADE FOR)

CHAPPELL: Phis is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBEC.....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

PA
5/4/50  AM
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MES, VIANO
MRS, LOCKWOOD
PIERSON

STONE
LOCKWOOD
ASBTETANT
KIRBY
SERJEANT
RAWLINGS

AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

EROGRAM #165

CAST

BOB SLOANE
BARBARA WEEKS_
BARBARA WEEKS
BILL QUINN
HUMPHREY DAVIS
HUMPHREY DAVIS
BILL LIPTON
BILL LIPTON
DON APPEL

DON APPEL

WEDNESDAY, MAY 24, 1950,
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NBC & NET

¢ L)

10: 00 - 10:30

THE BIG_STORY #165

EM MAY 24, 1950. WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL:

MRS, VIANC:

LOCKWQOD:

MRS.VIANO:
LOCKWOOD:
MRS . VIANO:

LOCKWOOD:

{Virgil Pierson; Age Herald; Birmlngham, Alebama)
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES present .,.. THE BIG
STOI;QY.
(sD OF MOAN, KEEP IT FROM BEING IDENTIFIED AS
EITHER MALE OR FEMAIE)
(WITH HORROR) No - no stop it -- stop it{
(SD OF A BLOW, CRASH OF BODY DOWN A FEW 3STEPS,
MOANS, NOW HALF UNCONSCIOUS)
This does 1t -
(DYING MOANS CONTINUE R0 END OF SCENE)
Kit!s dying - we must call an ambulance!l
Keep zway from the phone,
e must get help before it's too latel
{COMMANDING) Go back to your room. GO on back! -
T saié go back to your room)!
(SLOW FGOTITEPS, THEN DOOR CLOSES) {(CHANGE OF
VOICE)
Allright Kit, get up. Stop pretending, Get on your
feet!
(ATARMED)
Don't you hear me?
(MOANING STOPS)
(VERY ALARMED) Get up -- get up - get upll
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CHAPPELL: Here is smerica - 1t's sound and fury, it's joy and
its sorrows as falthfully repcrted by the men and
vomen of the great American newspapers.
(PAUSE}
Birmingham, Alsbama. The story of a reporter who
learned about a murder that no one knew sbout or
wonted to know aboub!
(PAUSE)
Tonight to Virgil Pierson of the Birmingham Age Herald
for his bilg story goes the Pell Mell Award.

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1065

OPENTNG COMMERCIAL:

T T - e e M e ¥

K RRICE:

CHAPPELL:
H:RRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCH =~ (EFFECT)

Guard against throat-scretch, (EFFECT)

Enjoy smoecth smoking!

PELL MEIL'S greater length of traditlonally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further,...

Pilters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke

PELL MELL. A%t the first puff PELL MELL smoke is
flltered further than that of any other leading
cipnrette. Morecover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or
17, PELL MELL still gives you a longer, natural filter
of traditionally fine tobaccos -~ to guard against
throat-scrateh, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos

give you o smoothness, mildness ond satisfaction no

other cigarette offers you.

Don't let throat-scraieh spoll your smoking enjoyment,
cuerd ageinst throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoklngd

ask for the longer, finer

cigarette in the distinguished red package = PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIG.RETTES - "Outstandined”

And - thev ore milal
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PIERSON:

STONE:

PIERSON:
STONE:

T
Birmingham, Alabama. The story as 1t zctually happened-
Virgil Pierson'’s story as he lived it.
_UR LND UNDER)
Birmingham is a blg city, a metropolis of the south
with nesarly & half million people., There 1s a lot
of high drama and tragedy in this sen of people,
Most of these stories never get %o the swrface. But
once In a whlle one of them somehow manages to float
to the top - often unrecognized, unbelieved. You
Virgil Plerson reporter on the Birminghom Age-Herald
are sitting st your desk thils early spring morning.
You think about writing that follew up story on the
big fire, or perhaps a feature on the-B4g charity ball,
or the new strike, You've got lots to write about -

Tehe 210 g bl et
and you start on the strike story when ---

Fhrgs //’ff
* { PHONE UP) / .
Plerson - Yes boss, right away,

{ PHONE DOWN)

(FOOTSTEPS. .. ON DOOR, ,REPEAT)
(OFF) Come o '
{ ;
Virg - are you very busy?
Pretty well tied up for, the wmoment. Why Boss?
Take a look at this letter,
{UNCRINKLING OF PAPER)

Go ahead ond read 1t - aloud,

ARTKOQT Q170879
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PIERSON:

STONE
PIERBON:
3TONE:

FIERSON:
STONE ;
FIERSON:

STONE:

FIERBON:

STONE:

-5=
(READS) "Dear Sirs" I can't keep quilet any longer,
Kit Kirby was murdered, brutally beaten to death,.

The report that it was an accident 1s a 1lle! Now my
consclence is olear - it 1s up to you." == Itls
slgned, Mrs. - &nd the rest is crossed out. -
Postmarked, Bixbee, Arizona,

I know. What do you think of 1t?

Whe 1s Kirby?

I hnd Iester check through the files = no one by that
nawme has diled, violently or peacefully for the past
few years,

Is Kit » man or a woman?

Tour guess 1s ns good as mine, It could be either.
The womans name beglns wilth elther a V or 2 W - See--

(CRINKLE OF PAPER)

3he dldn't do a thorough job of crossing the first
letter of her name. -See-the ohligue—tier—There—ore

That's not much of o ¢lue, Virgli.

No, but the letter is well-writien, on good bond
paper.

But there's nothing to go on. We don't even know

when the suppesed murder took place, 0T Weror~weth..—
murdered, whether it was o man or woman. All we know
is thatlsome gne says that some one else was murdered,
I don't want teo influence you. If you want to throw

the letter back into the basket --
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PIERSON:

STONE:

PIERGON:

ASSISTANT:

PIER30ON:

ASBISTANT:
PIERSON:
ASSISTANT:
PIERZ0ON:
ABSTISTANT:

PIER30ON:

ASSISTANT:

FIERSON:

ASSISTANTS

PIERSON:

-6-
{THOUGKTFULLY} 1I'd¢ like to take a crack &% this, Dboss.

Okay -- take a look around and keep me informed.

here., - The first ploace you try ia
T'd 1ike to speak to the superintendant.ff;’é’iw rpenddliC | RIGSS
(COLD, YOUNG, UNPLEASANTLY EFFICIENT) I am Dr. Keller's
assistant, Can. I help you?
Dy hdue 3 Pt _
Yes, ! I'a 1iks to check the death report of -
Kit Kirby. ‘
Kit? Is thet Christopher or Katherine?
I don't know,
Moy I see your pollce credentiala.fﬂ&“zli“
I am not from the police department.
I'm sorry, it's ageinst regulations to make these
reports publie,
Can you tell me 1f there is a report - anywhere?
Even if there 1s one, I couldn't give it to you.
It's agninst regulationse
{ANGRILY) Look herefﬁister, is it ngalnst regulations
to show a 1little courtesy?

I'm sorry- those are the rules.

There is reasen to believe that this Xirby person was
murdered, ttiT—wry—rtwountd-lile—bo—oer—the-report.,
AP T TR IR P I-h EaW Y d
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ABSISTANT: {(UNPERTURBED) This 1s a hospitcol not a detective
agency. vhy don't you try the police. Good afternoon,

Mr, Pierson.

(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ANGRY, FRETEUL)
SERGEANT: (SOFT, EASY - GOING, NOTHING FAZES HIM) Hiyabh Virgil./#h«l -

SERGELNT 3 Fou doln' aroun' here, Awfully slow in the

-

i, pALE
PIERSON: ;U;'rI vonder 1f you can tell me something sbout that Kit
/

Kirby person I phoned you about. You know the one who
is supposed to have dled in an nccident,

SERGEANT : Yeah - well I checked. No one by that name reported-
in the last couple of years. I never even heard the
name befare.

PIERSON: Take a look at.this.

(CRINKIE OF PAPER)

SERGEANT: Hand me my glasses.

(CRINKLE UF PAPER, PAUSE 43 HE READS )
What about it Virgil?

PIER3ON: what do you mean, what about i1t? This women says that
Kirby was mardered,

SERGE.LNT: It's a hot day. What are ye gettin yerself exclted
about a crank letter.

PIERSON: I don't think itls & crank letter,

SERGEANT: We get 2 dozen of these every week, There are lots of
the crack pots around. Take it easy Virgil - you'll
llve longer.

PIERSON: { IRRITATED) Okay, I'11l take it easy.
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SERGEANT @

PIER3ON:

PIERS0ON:

TOM KIRBY:

PIERSON:
TOM K
PIERSON:

—,

-8~

Did you heer acbout Hefnrich today - he hit another
homer.
A great hitter, He takes his job seriocusly.
~VE DOWN_AND UNDER)

Well, you aspent a whole afternoon at it and sl you

found out was that Heinrich hit & homer., You quit.
Back to your office and back to useful work., But the
name Kit Kirby won't let you alone. Man or woman?
You lock in the phone book, There are about thirty
Kirby's. You s%art vith Adam J. Kirby -
Hello ~ this is & reporter from the Age Herald,
Do you know anyone by the name of Kit -~ Kit Kirby?
«s1e.You don't. Thanks,

MONTAGE) _

Tre ciby 1s full of Kirby's - idem, Barbara, Charles,
Daniel -- not until you get to the T's do you strike
pay dirt.

Is this Tom Kirby...I'm from the Age Hereld. Do you

kmow a Kit Kirby?.,..You dol Can I come down and talk
to you?.....Right away., ....Thanks - thanks a lot.
~EXCITING, PORTENTQUS)
(MIDDLE-AGED, CORDIAL) Well young man, what can I do
Tor you?
Your name 1s Kirby, lsn't 1t9?
That's right. Tom Kirby,

Who was Kit Xirby?
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TOM K:
FIERSCON:
To0M K:
PIERSBCIN:
TOM K:

PIERBON:
TOM X:

PIERSON:

oM X
PIERSON:
TOM K:

PIER30N:

TOM K:

PIZREI0OH:
TOM K:
PIERSON:

TOM K:

PIERSON:
TOM K:
PIER30ON:

-g-
My wife, but we were divorced a few years ago.

Wnat happened to her?

She dled about seven months ago.

How?

accident, 3he fell down the steps, sufrfered a brain
injurj.

Was she taken to the hospital?

Yes my son tcook her over to Westweood hospitsal.

I just checked with the police department. Ko one
by that name reported.

She was married again. She went under her new name.
Can you tell me the name?

Sure. It was Lockwood, 8&he married an encyclopedia
salesman named Bob Lockwoéd.

How d1d your son happen to take her to the hospital?
He used to visit her every few days. OQne day he
found her unconsclous. Bob Lockweood was slck abed
with & heart allment. 30 my boy took his mother to
the hospltal,

Cen T talk to your son?

3ure you can. But he's up nerth for a few weeks.

To you know where I can find thils Bob Lockwood?

No - I'm sorry. I know very little about him. -

Say what's all this interest in poor XKit.

Ve have reason to belileve that she was murdered% -
Murdered? Why should anyone want to murder ?ﬁgg:kih?

I don't kmovw, but I mean to find out.
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PIERSON:
SERGEANT':
PIERSON:

SERGEANT @
PIERZON:
SERGEANT:
PIERION:

SERGEANT:

PIER3ON: |

SERGEANT :

PIERSON:
SERGEANT:

PIERSGN:
SERGEANT :

FIERBON:

SERGEANT:

Hiya sergeant,.

Back, agaln so soon?

Be a good fellow sergeant and look up & Mrs. Bob

Lockwood,

Any relation to Kit Kirby?

3ame one,

You wd to find her murdered eh?

{LIGHTLY) I got nothing else to. do. Keeps me happy.
{PULLS OUT A DRAWER)

How de ye spell that Lockwood?

L-0-C-K-~-¥W-0-0-0D,

(A3 KE TOOKS THROUGH THE FILES} What do you think of

that%§§;:;?¥ellow.

Who?

That pitcher, sStriking them out like they got holes

In their bats.

Oh wyeah.

Here we are. Mrs, Robert Lockwood, Catherine

Klrty. That's 1t -- same woman, It Appears she fell

down the steps, suffered concussion of the brain

resulting 1n death,

She eould have been beaten to death, couldn't she?

Not a chance, Three doctors at the hospiltal report

death caused by concussion due to 2 bad fall. Routins

investigetlion by the police department report death

due to mecident. Her own famlly testified that she fell

down the stalrs, Just an accident, one of the

thousands that hoppen every day, No use your followin'

this one up. You're vestin you're bime,
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PIERSON:
SERGEANT :
PIERSON:
SERGEANT:

PIERSON:

ASBISTANT:

PIERSON:

ASITBTANT:

PIERSON:

ABSISTANT:

PIERSON:
ASSISTANT:

PIER30N:

_11_

. Maybe.

v e oy
He;nrich nearly did it agaln. Three bagger this time.
A great ball player.
Yep - he's got his mind on the ball,

Well, you got your feet wet now, Virgil Plerson,
you might ea well plunge in all the way. The crank
letter sald brutally Dbeaten to death. You went =
real description of her injufies. 50 back you go
to the hospltal.

I found out her real name. It's Mrs, Robert
Lockwood,

{ICY A3 BEFORE] There's been no change in our
regulations, since yesterday.,

I have reason to believe this woman was murdered,
I suggest you try the pollce department,

Will you just look at the report and tell me what
1t contains?

I'm sorry, 1t's apgainst reguletions.

{OUT OF PATIENCE) T'd 1like to talk to Dr, Kellar.
He's busy - he'll be away from his desk all day.

( INTERCOM BUZZES)

Yes, Dr. Kellaluesurves

(OLTCH~OF—PHONE )
I have to leave now Mr, Plerson, There's no point
in your vaiting.

I'll walt, anywey,

ATKOT Q170886
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3.": o Yav frrdl
ASSISTANT: Helii be 2 long time. BSult yourself,

(PEOR—CEEEBS )
(MU3IC:_ _ _ _SNEAK IN EEEHHN&HBAEIQHl
A A
NARR: ‘" +You stand there alone in the office., The file 1s

standing right there. All you have to do 13 open
the drawer marked L. TYou hesltate., But not for long.
You're looking for a murderer. So your consclence
1s c¢lear, |
(SD OF DRAWER BEING OPENED, RUFFLE OF CARDS)
You look fast. There's only one Lockwood.
(SD OF PAFER AND CARDS)
You read the report. And what a report. Bruises
and cuts above the right eye and left eye. Nose
amashed, Teeth broken. Bruises over entire torso,
back and front, That must have been quite s fall down
the steps. 3he managed to injure every part of her
body. She would have had to fall down ten flights
of steps to be as badly beaten a&s - .-
(MUSIC:.. . _ _OUT_SUDDENLY)
(DOOR OFENS SUDDENLY)
ASSISTANT: (HARSH) What are you doing at that file!l
PIERSON: (EMBARRASSED) I - I thought - I'd emuse myself --
while waiting for Dr. Kellar.
ASSISTANT: (COLD} Give me that file!l
- (PAUSE THEN SLAM OF DRAWER)
Mr, Plerson, Some things are none of your business,
You're looking for trouble. Take my advice and stay

away from here!

ATHQ1 Q170887
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PIERSON: (HARD AND TOUGH) Now you look here,~Mister regulebtom
o~ TS, this wvoman was murdered! Do you understend
that! Neither incompetence or insclence 1s going to

stop me and I'm going to find that murderer, regulations
or no# regulatilons.

{COMMERCIAL)}

ATHKOT 0170988




THE BIG STQRY
PROGRAM #165

g

MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARKICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH! (EFFECT) == THROAT-SCRATCH! (EFFECT) --
THROAT~SCRATCH! (EFFECT)

Guard against throat-seratchl! (EFPECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking?

PELL MELL!S greater length of traditionslly fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further.ssees

Filters the smoke and makes 1t Q;;g&

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke

PELI MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke Is
flitered further than that of any cther leading
clgarette. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or
17, PELL MELL still gives you a longer, natural filter
of flne tobaccos = to guard agalnst throat-scratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke

further on its way to your throat - filters 1%
raturally through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mellow tobacees - gusrds agalnst threat-acretch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobmccos give you a smgotfhness,
mildness ané gsatisfaction no otkher cigarette offers
you. Guard sgainst throat-scratch.

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, Flner cigarette in the distinguished

red package - FELL MELL FAMOU3 CIGARETTES -

"Ooutstandingl"
And - they are mild)
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HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrlce returnlng you to your narrator...and
the Big Story of Virgil Plerson ... as hs lilved it...
and wrote 1t. _
N/ RR: -+ ffow you know, Virgll Plerson as you walk away from the
hogpital that something evil has happened. You cannot
believe that Mrs. Lockwood sustained all those bruises
from a fall. You think bard about it. You think about
the police, the hospital doctors, her family - all of
them ;£%£;;an the accldent without suspicion. Why?
What have you stumbled into? - Ané what about her tusband -
Bob Lockwood? You might as well learn a thing or two
about him.

SERGEANT: (3ARDONIC) Ah ha! The ameteur detective iz back again,

PIERSON: Hz1llo ssrgeant?
SERGEANT How-WIE T 1§ I T tirtet b Gy diide 7
PIERSON;: I just want a little more information.

SERGEANT:  You're gettin® to be quite a pest. Now why don't you’53&¢
back to your office and wrlts 2 =ztory abzut them -
instead of takin up my time with X1t Kirby, Mrs, Bob
Lockvoeod,

PIZRBON: You got a flle on Bob Lockvweood?

SERGEANT: I don't know,
PESRION -~ iﬁa+4Hxﬂnr13ttng—a—ruvk-3qgk

SERGEAN™  I'm golng to call.wp™that boss of yours 2nd tell him to

get:ygu~t6“§top plaguin me,

1 =

— . Gl R SN AL VU SO S R ¥ | P! 3 +5 A 2 -
o B g %%—F’E‘UU e T e ettt O L LT W=t i G

SFROFANT: How do ye spell the name?
PIZRSON: L-0=-C=-K=-W=-0=-0-0D,
(PULLS OUT A DRAWER)
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SERGEANT:

PIERSON:

SERGEANT:

PIEESON:
SERGEANT:

PERI3ON:

SERGEANT:

PIERSON:

SERGEANT:

PIERSON:
SERGE:LNT:

PIERSON:

SERGEANT:
PIERSON:

-16=-

Awfully hot day to be fooliln around with -- Lackwood,

hers we are. Robert Lockwood.

I'll look at 1t myself. I don't want to take up any

more ¢f your time.

Now don't ye be tellin me what to do! {PERUSES THE RECCRDS )
Hm-m-m. He's got a police record 2llright. In March

1945 arrested for passing a bad chack. Heptember—3oWo—

STERILET TOT paseing—a—bad-eheeck. Scptember 1046

arreated on a morals charge. FebruarylhT arregted for
dizorderly conduct,
Thank you scrgeant,
Don't go runnin off yet Virgil., These zre all petty
chargss, It don't maks him a muyrderer,
I haven't made any deeclsions. I'm Just inquiring. .,
b alio Lagy Lot

I know 2ll you amateur detectives, Now this fe1iow
Lockwood 13 a sick man, sufferin' from = bad ticker., A
man with a bad heart 1s not goin' tc do any murderin',
Could I have his addrogs?
With pleasure Sherlock. His old or nig nsw one? We keep
tabz on him all the time,
I'd like both addresses.
Her: ==T9 -~

(RUSTLE OF PAPER)
Torr—tb-dtvn

(8D OF PENCIL WRITING)
(WITH TONGUE IN CHEEX) Thank you s52rgeant, youwliswhesn—
we=ryRim.
(WARNINGLY) Watch your toes with this Lockwood feller ~--

T will,




-1? -

SERGEANT: He's very dangercus ~ he's liable to sell you an
encyclopedia.
(MUSIC:  _ _ BEGINNING TO_RACE, AND UNDER)
NARR;: You try the new address first. ;szffj:§2i§§:§g=gau;4mg
him face %o face, ont what you're golngz to
out, or W J0 ne-—bo-asie-irh,. A5 you

drive over you begin to get a little excited. If he
murdered Kit Kirby, he isn't going to like you - not a
bit, But you can't quit now. You have to see him.

(AR COMEE-RO-A-STOR.)
There's the house - 42 Pine Street. You walk up the few
steps of the porch and you see his name en‘ghe bell,.
It's clear and bold - Robert Lockwood.

{3D OF BELL RINGING)

There you stand alone, your heart pounding.

(3D OF BELL RINGING AGAIN)

NABR4=——- Youlre no%/g6£;g to tell her whe jou are so you mumble
some mu6o jumbe -

RIERSON: (Do . TALKS)

MREr=POCK: Wl} ?

BIERSSN: xGﬁBfEaTs—aeﬂﬁﬁadkaK}w

(DCOR OPENS)
MRS ,T0CK.: Yes?

PIERSON: (HESITANTLY) I'm Virgil Pierson from the Age Herald,
MRS,LOCK: Yes?"®
PTIERSON: May I come In?
MR3.10CK.: (SHE'S IN HER LATE TWENTIES) Sure - come on in,
{DOOR CLOSES)

ARTHKGT 01,0332




PIERSCON:
MRE.I0CK.:
PIERSON:
MEZ.I0CK.:

FPIER3ON:
MES.LOCK.:
PIERSON:
MR5.1OCK.:
PIERSON:

MRS ,10CK.:

PIERSON:

MRS . LOCK, ¢

FIERSON:

MRS .LOCK.:

PIERESON:

MRS, LOCK. s

.-18..

Is your husband 1in?

Ko ~ he's not here,

Do you expect him soon?

(WEARILY) I don't know what to tell you pal, I don't
know when he's coming back or if he's ever comlng back.

He owes you money too, eh?

No he doesn’t.

Well why do you went to see him?

I'm trying to get some informetlon on Kit Kirby.

What do you want to know about her - she's dead.

(HASTILY) My peper wants me to do a story about accldents.
~ ph-er- have you and Bcb been married long?

What's it to you? What's that got to do with accldents?
We'lve been married six months 1f that means anything to
Jou.

Did you know Bob long before you married him?

Sure thing. Why he used to come to see me every week for
a year, He was good to me then., - Why are you =20 nosey?
(HasTILY) Nothing - just being frisndly.

I'11 tell you something

Okay, I like friendly pecople.

else. Bob never loved Kit - never. He always loved me,

I - I guess he did. He's a sick man Isn't he - bad hesrt
or something like that?
Bad heart? That's s laugh. He mokes fthat up whenever he
vants to get out of something. Just last week the doctor
told him he was in perfect health - perfect health, --
But 1f you want to really know something pal ~ he's no

good, he's shiftless, a liar,

Rea iyl g pra—t o tresr—t ot ™
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NARR:

PIERCSON:

MRS ,VIANG:

PIERSON:
MRS . VIANO:

PIERBON:

(SHE OPENS CLOSET DOOR SUDDENLY)
Jee this closet mister. It's empty. He went off with

g1]1 his clothes. He also took mine to pawn., Thel-he
008 lovEmg T OI MINE .

You hurry out, Virgil Plerson. You've heard enough
from this -omtrerppy women. Bob Lockwood had been secing
her while he was still married toc Xit. There's the
motive you've been looking for, ~Sringe-essloglonlug.te
mmiio—semrearepinetig.somadd-up, You race Lo your next
@lace . Lockuoodle—ede asddress where the "accldent” took

/f,d,.,,.{{w sad
place, where e had lived with his first wife, Kit Kirby.

You want to take & good look at that stairway,
And here you find much more than jou ever bargaineﬂ forl
The name on the doorfigxé“mrs. Emily viano -
(KNOCK ON TGOR, REsmi®) {DOOR OPENS)
A middle-aged, sad-looking, frightened-looking woman
apens the door and looks at you questioningly.
May I come in for a moment, please.
(FAUSE, THEN DOOR CLOSES)
Thenks.
vou're Mr. Barnes from the Insurance combany, aren't
you. Ilve been walting for you.
No, I'm Virgil Pierson from the Age Herald.
(WITH HORROR) The iAge Herald!

Yes, There's nothing to be frightened about, Mrs. Viano.
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MRS.VIANO:

PIERSON:
MHS.VIANO:
PIERSON:
MRS .VIANO:

PIERSON:
MRS.VIANO:
PIERSON:

MRS. VIANO:
PIERBON:
MRS (VIANO:
PIERSON:
MRB ,VIANO:
PIERSON:
MR3.VIANO:
PIERBON:

MRES.VIANO:

PIERS0ON:

MR3.VIANC:

PIERSON:

T
{(FRANTIC) Please go - I have nothing to say to you -
please gol
A1l T went to do is take & look at the stalrway.

You can't look at anything - get out!

It will only take a second.

(HYSTERICAL) Stop - there isn't eny stailrway. Just those
few steps - from the kiftchen to the living room - just
four ateps down.

Is this the conly stairway 1ln the house?

(VERY LOW) Yes-~
But that's fmpossible., How could a woman fall down those
steps and kill herself.

(PLEADING, SAME LOW VOICE) You must go now =

You look 111 - can I get you a drink of water?

No - just go.

Did you know the Lpckwoods before you moved in here?
(SAME LOW VOICE) Yes-
Did you know him very well?

{SAME LOW VOICE) Yes - very welle... He is my...brother-
(REALLY SURPRISED) Oh-h-h} How long have you been
llving here - in this house?

Three years,

Then you were here when the "accident" heppened?

Pleese go away - I'm not feeling well - I can't talk to
¥ou anymore.,

(PAUSE, PLAYING A LONG SHOT)} Mrs. Vianc ~ did you enjoy

your trip Yo Arizona - Blxbee Arlzona?

ATHKOT1 0170895




MRS, VIANC:

PIERS0ON:

MRS .VIANQ:

PIERSONM:

BRAWLINGS:

PISRSON:

RAWLINGS:

PIERSON: -
RAWLINGS:

-.21— , ;
é&,vﬁ}?
(STARTLED, SHOCKED) -hr-—fminontmmedoz.F~ (BREAKS DOWN,

WEEPS )

That letter you sent us. ¥You crossed out your neme, but
you left a part of the V. You sent that letter from
Arizona, didn’t goun?

(POURING OUT OF HER NOW) I couldn't keep guiet any
longer. It was tearing me to pieces, I've been living
with my brother since my husband died. I saw 1t happen.

I saw him beat her with my own eyes, —FPpepged-him-to
~etup-tnt—he—went-slght-on, He didn't mean to kill her

but tre-pErt-irtr--mwbiducho-wabwer-o3o0e3—pulps When the

temper comes on him, he becomes 1like & willd beast, He

had no business merrying Kit - he never loved her. He
kept hitting her for an hour. My own brother - my own
brother,

JF_SHARP, RACING, AND QUT)

That's the story Mr Rawlings. I thought you as the DA
ought to mow first. His sister, Mrs, Viano wiil tegtify.
Kit Kirby was beaten to death.

{HOSTILE) 7You come busting in here unsnnounced while I'm
working on a brief., T'11 have to think about 1t.
{SHOCKED) Think about 1t? The evidence is all there,

I% certainly indicated your 1ssuing a warrant for Bob
Lockwood's arrest!

(COLDLY) I'll call you tomorrow and let you know what I
plan to do,

I don't want to wait until tomorrow.

I'm afraid you will have to do just that, Good dey Mr,

Plerson..
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PTERSON:
RAWLINGS:

s To
But Mr. Rawlings -~
(FIRMLY) I said good day, Mr, Pierson.

STONE:
PIEREON:
STONE:

FIER3ON:
STONE:
PIERSON:
STONE :
PIER3ON:

STONE:

PIERSON:
STONE:

d o

N
(SD OF LRBASES)

FhatlewiEt e T 1T e BusTr—Helli—shimratout--t T The
whole case has been-one~gtt~Gf negligence after another.
icombhe-gttorET s oI T lce.

Maybe we can walt until tomorrow before we break it.
Why? We'lve never walted with a story before.

Well, it's nesrly five o'clock. The presses are about
to rell,,

I have most of the story written.

You have --

Take me about fifteen minutes to polish it up.

Tou're sure about your facts now?

I woulén't accuse an innocent man any more than you
would, Boss,

{SUDDEN DECI3ZION} Allright, let's spill the story! Let
the chips fall vhere they may., I'11l hold the presses
until T get jour copy.

(HAPPILY) Right.

While you're writing 1t, I'1]l give Mr. Rawlings a buzz and
tell him we'r¢ golng to press with the Lockwood case,

he might change bis wmind about waiting until tomerrow,

ML
(3D OF ~BRESSES GOING FULL BIAST) (3D OF FHONE

DIALLING)

RTXKO1 01708379




S5TONE:

STONE :

(MUSTG:

NARR:

—23_
Hell0o. ... T TIREtospezi-bo-drwRauilogl s seoretary e
M'fhis 1s Horace Stone editor of the
Age Herald. Will you tell Mr. Rawlings that we are going
to press with the Lockwood murder case. The story will
be on the streets tonlght....No, I don't want te talk te
him now..you just tell him what I said.,.I'11 be in my
office for the next twenty minutes....

SAME AS_ABOVE)

(SD OF SHBAYES GOING FULL BLAST--PHONE RINGS)
Hello?.... Oh Mr, Rawlings - what a surprise, (LONG PAUSE)
T see, you have issued & warrant - for Robert Lockwood's
arrest., I'm glad to hear thatos.e W8t 20 aee Well, T
don't know. I'11 try to meke 1t....Yes I think it's
important that this warrent be made known....I'll do my
best to get it in this edition. I'm glad to see that

you're a man of sction Mr, Rawlings=---
WHPED puD up ek
SN POR

But Bob Lockwood had disappeared, A% this point Virgll
Pierson, your job was done, It was up to the pollice now.
But you wouldn't stop until he was behind bars. Ir—yeud—
investtgativnﬂiyhu};earned a lot about Bob Lockwood. You
knew all about his family, =beowkhis-panehie.—They wers
poor %gekwaid-people living In the back roads of the
stete, da-theLounship—oi-Hitbor. You went down there
and spote to the local police. And while you walted in
the town court, the police went to visit his parents

nere)
home, and caught him! They brought nim back and you
Al
ers face to face with him at last. Yorsband-end—iook. .

=3Sman. He stands there and

ATHKC1 01703886
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PIERSON: Hello Lockwood.

LOCEWOOD: (HOSTILE VOICE) You're the reporter, aren't you?

PIERSON: Yes.,

LOCKWOOD: (HIS VOICE BLAZING WITH HAYE) What did I ever do to you?

PIERSON: You didn't do anything to me - you did something to your
wirel

LOCKWOOD: You're framing wme - I'm innccent.

PIERSON: You can try and prove that in court.

LOCKWOOD: You gobt me into this Plerson, it's up to you to get me
cut,.

PIERSON: You %illed her Lockwood., Therels not the slightest
doubt about it. And you know I know 1t, a2nd can prove lt,.

(DOOR QPENS)

SERGEANT: (PADE IN) Hiya Virgll - I see you caught him.

PIFRS30ON: Yeu came down pretty fast sergeant- but as usuel, a 1little
late,

SERGEANT: { IGNORING PIERSON) Okay, I'1l take charge of the
trisoner, Hele—wantedup in Blowincham,

FIERSON: Oh Sergeant - just one thing,

SERGEANT: Yeah?

Yndered

PIERSON: How d1d the Dedgexs make out today? I've been kind of
busy down here.

(MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_TQ TAG THE ACT)

CHAFPELL: In just a moment we will vead you & telegram frpmJELngl
Pierson, of theHersT®, Birminghem, Alabaéﬁf%&ﬁﬁﬂiﬁé £inal
cutcome of tonightts BIG 3TORY. .

(MUSIC:  _ _ STING....eu.)

(CLOSTNG COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

BEARRICE:

CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #165

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

MUSIC --- BEHIND

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) «-
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~- '

Guafd against threat-scratchl (EFFECT)

EFnjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mlid.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1ls filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 19, or 17, FELL
MELL still gives you a longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard against
throat-scratch, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give
you a gmoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other
cigarette offers you,

S0, don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking
enjoyment.,

Guard zgalnst throat-scratch!

Enjoylgmgggg smoking!

ask for the longer, fipmer cigarette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutgtandingl”

Ang - thev are mild!l
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CHAPPELL:

PIERSOHN:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Now we read you that telegram from Virgil Plerson of the
Birmingham -Atebame-Age Herald,

Killer in tonightts Blg Story was trled and convicted
of manslaughter and sentenced to KilbyiPrison. 3ince
this case was broken, a state committee recommended

that a depE“tment ke set up in which all suspiclous

/{.‘{{ T “LJ’ f" o7 fl,/-‘lldi”?'
aoe*deﬁtﬁ be thoroughly inveatigated. My ’Pﬂ&f-f Seee s et
P P R YT v, "'j’—f‘"v‘
sinceve appraclation for tonight's Pell Mell Award. Tltai

Thank you, Mr, Plerson ,, the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL
MELL $500 Award for notable service in the fleld of
Journalism,

Listen agaln next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES willl present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Michigan City Indiana News Dlspatch -- by-line, Albert

Splers. A BIG STORY about & reporter whe found R

L‘i S L £

that sometimes, only nine dollars and two ! qandntahla_hannﬁ

can result in --- murder!
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY I8 produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vliadimir Selinaky. Tonightls program wape
adapted by Sigmund Mliller from an actual atory rrqm the
front pages of the Bilrmingham, Ala. Age Herald, Your
narrator was Bob Sloane, and Bill Quinn played the part
ef Virgil Plerson. In order to protect the names of
people actually involved in tonlghtls guthentic BIG
STCRY the names of all characters in the dramatlzation

were changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr,

Piersox.
(MUSIC: _ _ _THEME U2 FULL_AND_FADE FOR)
CHAPPELL: Thig is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELY: MsLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
THIS I3 NB® ..... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING CCMPANY.

»  KH/EL/EM
5/1%/50 pm
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #1566
( ) ( ) -
10:00 - 10:30 PN MAY 31, 1950 WEDNESDAY

(Albert Spiers: Michigan Clty (Indiana) News Dispatch)

CHAPPELL:

MAGC:
COREY :

MAC:

COREY:
MAC :

COREY:

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... The Big Story!

L Ay M N T e e o e e e s e —_— A —

(CLOSE ON MIKE, THUNDER CLAP OVER SOUNDS FOR

TRAIN YARDauu)
Yhat a night!
Good thing ﬁe‘re golng to work inside the cars, eh, Mac?
How'!d you like to be patching up the roof on one of them
freight cars tonight with this stuff about to fall on
you?

(PHE IMPENDING STORM AGAIN, THEY ARE WALKING)}
(NICE, WARM GUY) Listen, it didn't just happen. I
arranged 1t. Fixed it with the foreman to do the seats
on those passenger cars tonight. He'd of -put us outside
sure as -- (SUDDENIY STOPS) Hey! What's that?

(MAC'S STEPS STOP, COREY'S CONINUTE)
(A LITTLE OFF} Come on. You didn't see nothing.
There'!s somebody in that passenger car there. Maybe he
got lost.

{EE RUNS ON CAREFULLY TCWARD THE CAR)
Come on. Stop chasing shadows. We got work to do.
(OFF) Hey! What are you doing with those --

(TWO GUN SHOTS)
(YELLS} Mac!

RTHOT Q171004
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COREY : (SCREAMING) Hey, you, stop! Stop!
{COREY RACES TO MAC)
COREY: (DOESN'T REALIZE MAC'S BEEN SHOT YET) He got away. He --

(THEW HE SEES MAC) Mac! Holy Mother of -- Mac!

CHAPPELL: The Big Story. Here is America, its sound and its fury,
its joy and its sorrow as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers. {PAUSE}
Michigan City, Indiana. From the pages of the
Michigan Cilty News Dispateh comes the sto;ylof a(?illing

’}_(rg,-t_.?,.:_&..‘p o-_\i./é',-ul_. (o Lo
that was committed for 7

nboolmbmonnsnsosacloey And for his work, to Albert
Spiers, for his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL Award.

{MUSIC: EARRAARN |, o ., )

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHiPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CH&PPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #166
OPENING COMMERGIAL
¥USIC w--- BEHIND
THROAT-3CRATCH (EFFECT) -- THRCAT-E8CRATCH (EFFECT) =~
THAQ.LT-SCRATCH (EPFECT) ~--
Guard against throat-scratchl {¥FFECT)
Enjoy smooth smoking:

PELL, MILL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke furtheree..

Filters the smoke and makes 1if nild.

puff by puff you're always ahcad when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MZLL smoke 1s filttered
further than that of any other leading cigaretie.
Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, of 15, or 17, PELL MELL
still gives you a longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - tc guard against
throat-scrateh, Yes, FPELL VRLL'S fine tobaccos

give you a gmoothness, mildngss and satisfaction no
other eigarette offers you,

Don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigerette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGLRETTES - "Dutstanding!!

ind - they are mild!
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{MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

MOLLY:
BERT:
MOLLY:
BERT:

MOLLY:

BERT:

Ye

st UV TS - - — = —

Michigan City, Indiana. The story as it actually

happened, Bert 3plers story as he lived it.

Nobody in the world, nobody, gets more tired at the 2nd

of a day's work than the editor of a small-towm

nevspaper. Nobody packs more in twelve hours -~ nobeody,

to keep the twolve thousand readers of Michigan City

{povulation 25 thousand) well-informed, than ye old
Igﬁg;£;2+.2ﬂ432?

editor. And youiwbert Splers, ecitor of the Michigan

City Wews Dispatch, are that guy, (except that youlre

not old). {You're going on 30) -- Every night jou

streteh out on the couch in the living room after the

paper's been put to bed. And at the drop of a hat,

you're into that domain called "editor's sleep,” but

it never lasts ‘and it's never really deep.

(PHONE RINGS, IS ANSWERED)
Hello ... Who? ... Gee, I don't know. He's asleep....

Whatt!s that?

(SLEEPILY) I'm out. MOLLY: (BEHIND HIM, TENSELY)
Vhoever 1t is, I'm out. Oh, I see. Wait a minute...
(IN THE CLEAR NOW)} He'1ll be there. (PAUSE. SHE
Bert. HANGS UP}

(SAME) Cet lost, get lost. I'm out.

I think you're in, Bert. 1It's George. Night Captain
George Raines. The biggest man-hunt in town is on,
Bert. Raines has got 40 men combing the eastside.

(STILL SLEEPY) Wha' hoppen?

ATHOT at171007




MOLLY :
EERT:

MOLLY :

BERT:
MOLLY 3
BERT:

MOLLY :

COREY:

RAINES:
COREY @

RAINES:

COREY :

_5_
A railroad repairman at the South Shore yards. Shot .
Give me the phone.
T hung up already. I told him you'd be over the
yards in five minutes. After all a good newspaper mAD ...
(XIDDING, SHARPLY) Rertl
Huh?
Don't go down to the yards just yet --
Huh?

Put your shoes on first.

The yards glisten: the ralls, the steel cars moist from
the October storm. But & lilttle guy's eyes are dull as
he tellg what he knows to you and Night Captain Raines.
A 1little guy named Corey, & rallroad repairman.

(HE STILL CAN'T BELIEVE IT) He was such a big guy --
Mac. Could 1ift E:fee hundred pounda. And there he

l‘f." . -dr‘
was, bent over, daa¥&edf-h*eQng“hiﬂ‘ﬂﬁﬂfh'&ﬂ"ﬂh!“@!&nw*

I

2t T Ty T PP EPy by o e TR

~= gmiling and dying and --
He 1isn't dead yet.

I ¥now, I know. How much time has he got? An hour, two

hours?

[

N
' “You and he were going to work. He

A

thought, he saw somebody in this passenger car. He went
AT
in to sae~. The guy shot him.

He could work 24 hours around the clock -~ crumpled like

a paper bag.
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RATINES:

COREY:

RAILES:

COREY:
RATNES:

BERT:
RAINES:

BERT:

RATNES:

EERT:
RAINES:

BERY:

RAINES:

G-
vYou never saw the guy who ran away?
(47 A LOSS) Just a guy. He didn't run away very fast,

wind of limped like something the matter with his leg.

YRS

L it
Trewdsildmiitbuksd: 0Okay, Corey. Go take a smoke or get

a drink, Whatever you like.

(COREY WATKS A FEW STEPS....)
(GOING OFF) He was going to buy & house right next to
mine. We were going to have a chicken farm together.
Wice guy. Only that doesn't get us anywhere. (THEN
PENSELY) Eook at these, Bert.
What are they?
cardtable tops. (BERT: Hunh?) You know, the kind
sommiters use. You know, for card games on short runs.
Put the tabletop on their knees and play cards. You
wnow -- 'til they get to their station. (BERT: Oh yeah.)
That'!s what Mac found him taking. Stealing these three
table tops. (WITH DISGUST) And so he shoots him.
What do you figure?
A bum. What else? L4 prowler looking for a place to
sleep? Takes the.card table top to sleep om. Under him,
or as a cover.
Must be more than that.
Sure. A bum with a gun, trigger happy. Probably did a
job somewhere, skipped maybe. Trying to hol@ up, gets
caught, shoots. What else?
That why you got the draﬁfe? ut.

iAW) R Ty o N

(HE'S MAD AT THIS CRIME), Pick up everything in town,

/

Wi
everything that smells, everyoneﬂcan't say where he's

been. Everything! Everyonel
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BERT:

RAINES:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

CoP: I

COP II:

coP: III

NARR:

OWNER:

RATINES:
OWIER:

OWNER:

-7-

You feel about this like Corey, huh?

I knew this Mazc. DMac McComnell. A nice, guiet guy-
(THEN VIOLENTIY) These rotten bums with their trigger

happy hands! Come on.

In crime stories, first theories have a way of sticking,
of being established, of belng accepted. And the first
theory here of the provlerFEnHer!!p!E!-Btealing-F:r&buanﬁ-
cardtable~tops sticks. (What other theory is there?) You
and Wight Captain Gecorge Raines, work on thils theory.
Roundé up the derelicts, bums -- the ones who can't

account for themselves. You getb the reports,
FAerTT RIS £y UD ifh a waterfront dive,

unsold bookz of numbers in his pocket.

I got a big stupid looking guyﬂg;bhﬁf limp. Claims he's
beon drinking all day, Gn#EF.
. ’v,\\—"«’ )

(-.:rm--9f-; ; Qb v amaansaimiidiad UE
~¥e neEﬂ}‘But nothing connected with the shooting of
¥ac MeConnell. Then --

(EXCITED) I own & gas station on Worth Pine. Close up
st ten olclock. I forgoet something and I came back at
10:30. Windows bust, door's opened from the inside.
The niace is robbed.

¥hat daid he get?

Nothing. ‘No moncy anyhhow. I didn't have any mongy
there. But he got my gun.

.45 automatic.
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RAINES: That's it, Bert. UOur prowler boy. This is the job
he was hot from. Breaks in-hﬁég?csteals tﬁé gun, and
runs to the freight yard to hide ocut. Mac sees him

and it's over. The shooting was 10:20, It tiles.

BERT: I buy it and give it a 2-column lead - now - where do we
find him?

RATIES: Don'‘t get funny. We'lll find him.

{MUSIC: _ _ SHORT STING AND UNDER . - o)

NARR: But even in the Captain's voice ('we'll find him"), the .

story's dying. Two flair-ups within the next hour

shove the story a notch closer to no solution, to 'nase
closed.”
DOC (UPSET) Well, the bullet's out, Captain. .38 calibre
zlugs.
RAINES: (DULLY) Thanks, Doc. That throws the gas station
Gy gre s O FRlut e
theory out the window. --!E&AS\Q and #e wasn't
shot with a .45. P
Mac T
DOG: $em vasn't just shot, Captain. (DRYLY) —Meels dead.
(MUsIC: _ _ STING) .
NARR: The other flair-up, a brief and terrible one s 57)" fac,
—RAINES L e OlmP R RoBe " EET OVEr LO WY oTTIce qurees W

you got to see - here. s

1&d:',:_|€"-15ﬁ!fM-?"‘"- -
. (ON F) . -.‘hﬂ}a\ta&-&-ﬁ:};’ﬁ-‘?

.

RATNES : Go ahead. BSay it again. What's your name?
MAN: (DIM-WITTED, SLIGHTLY LOONY) B1ll Bonserra.
RAINES: Get this, Bert.

MAN : I ¥1iled Mac McConnell. Yeah, I killed him.,

ATXKOT Q171011
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BERT:

MAIN:

BERT:
MAN :

RAINES:

;9"

Why?
I got me them boards for a bed out of one of the cars.
Mac tried to stop me. I was hot. I'm vanted in
Chicago. So I shot him,
How many times did you shoot him?
Twice.
(TO RAINES) What is this, George?
Go ahead. Ask him some more.
You ran away fast, dldn't you?
Tast as I could. I didn't want to stick around.
You didn't limp?
Vhy should I 1imp?
What did you shoot him with?
My .38 Colt.
Man was killed with a .45.
That!s right -- it was a .45. The other time it was
a .38.
(BURSTING) He's muts. The killer limped away and it
was a .38.
(PLEADING) I did it, I did it. I'm telling you you got
ro send me up. Tk !

. JEovE
(EXPLAINING IT ALL) He confessedf\six times that he did it
Cows . Every time it was a different StOTY, Wi eiripagaisbits
WW
Soswte {ANGRY NOW) Now look, you stir-happy lunatic!
What are ﬁou trying to do? BEeat a rap gomevhere else,
get sent up here for something you didn't do? wilbyyiwbmanidy
OPRETER MR A ST I Ao T=0 et TR MDA Or are you so crazy that
you can't stand being on the outaide ww

out of here.
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BERT:

RATNES:

NARR:

BERT:

~10-
{THE MAN LEAVES)

f I didntt see 1%, I wouldn't have believed 1%.

Boy, do #hgh 1t was like a _detg sagaedne ! 4 clue,

a check up, 3 Tuggueeze, and a confession. All ve

_ L e e e wr——

Hep Bt :
If - beg Gpﬁ die that night, two days Setweswbimn
&QW somathing bigger

came along and killed it but good.
A bigger murderer than the killer, a bigger lunatie,
more savage than the man who tried to confess, had
loosed war on the worid. One Adolph Hitler. And that
had to be taken care of first. (PAUSE) When it was
done and when Facism was laid in its tomb in Berlin and
the leading nurderers hanged, then and only then could
people begin to think about ordinary things. Like
¥1ds, like fishlng, like a dead story five-slx yecars dead
now. (PAUSE) You thought about it onc evening turning
over the clips on your desk. The case of Mac McConnell
{closed).

(PAPERS BEING RIFFLED:.e.s)
(MUSING) A prowler, a bum, steals three card table
tops. (IDEA DAWNING) Maybe not a dum, maybe not a
provier.

(PHONE UP, DIALING)
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3ERT:

RATINES:

BERT:

RATINES:

BERT!

RAINES:

-11-

Give me the Superintendent of the yards, please, ( PAUSE}
Hello, This is Bert Splers....¥Yeah, fine, How'lre you?
....Look, those table fops,, those card-table tops.

TP
Where do they keep ' Where are they stored in

the car, I mean - when not in use? {LONG PAUSE) That's
what I thought....No, not a story. Just some guess

work., Thanks & lot,

Could T pick up an old rock with you ,~madher, and look
under 1t agein? For vermin.

Whatls on your mind?ﬁzb{e

Mac McConnell.

Dead, burled, down the drain. Who even remembers

it?

You and me,

All T remember is "closed file'.

look. You hed & theory. We all had it, me too. A
bum did & job somewhere, went iInto the cars, stole the
table tops and got found, shot MaConnell. Do yoﬁ know
vhere thoze cardboard tops are kept?

¥o. Where?

There's & compartment in the train. It's hard to gev
st, it's herd to find, (I checked this with the
Superintendent,) He said no provler, unless he knev
exactly where they were, would ever find these
cardboard table tops.

507
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BERT': Ioclk, I'm trylng to tell you. A whole new theory, an
entirely new approgech. Supposs 1t was & guy who knew

where the tabletops were, exactly?

RAINES: & traln men?
[chﬁlé
BERT Exagtlye Suddenly, Instead of 60 million people, it

narrows down, Conductors, repalrmen, cleansrs,
engineers, hot-box men.

RATNES: -

BERT: What do you say?

RAINES: (VERY TIRED SUDDENLY) I'¢ buy it, but what sm I buying?
8ix years ago we dldn't find anything., What!s 1t going
tc be like now with slx years of nothing laying on top
of a case? There's nothing to start with,

BERT: That's right, But I want to start.. A Dbig nlce guy,
who could worlk 24 hours around the c¢lock -- crumples
llke & paper bag.

RAINES: {INTERESTED, BUT STILL TIRED) Youlre »ight. There!s
three guys at least remember it, You and me - and the
guy who did 1t.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #166

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

MUSIC ~-- BEHIND

THROLT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) =~= THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

guard agsinst throat-seratch! (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smokingl

LI MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tohacecos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
WFLL. A% the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered
furtner than that of any other leading gigarette,
Horeover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MFLL still gives you a longer, ratural filter of fine
tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch.

For PZLlL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke
further on its way to your throat - filters it
naturally through PELL MELL'S treditionally fine,
mellow tcbaccos - guards against tnroat-scratch,

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

mildness and satisfaction ne other cigarette offers

you, Guard against throat-scratehl

Tnjoy smooth smoking!

4sk Tor the lonmer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package -~ PELL MELL, FAMOUS CIG.RETTES -

outstanding!!
And - they Aare mild!l
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HARRICE:

NARR:

BERT:

RATMES:

BERT:

RAINES:

-1L|__

— e ALY T et e T =

This is Cy Harrlce returning you to your Narrator and
the Blg Story of Bert Splers as he lived it and wrote 1t.
The theory of & bum interrupted while stealing a feow
candbowmm cerdtable tops is out now, And & new theory
has taken its place 1ln ycur editor!s mind, Bert Splers,
end in the mind of Night Captein George Relines. But
it's a theory thatl!s golng to take & lot of proving
hecause this case has been dead for over half a decade,
and you both know 1t.

(MEN WALKING ON GRAVEL AT RAILROAD YARD,

RAILROAD SOUNDS OFF...)
(NO PAUSE) So you and the Captain, George Ralnes, trek
down to the South Shore yards to a pessenger car
standing there like the ono where the killing happenod
30 mAany years &go.

(UNDER THIZ, THE TWC MEN WALK INTO THE TRAIN, UF

STEPS, THEN A FEW STEEFS DOWN THE TRAIN CORRIDOR)

Now you see what I mean, George.

(A METAL LID IS OPENED, &4
ITt's a slot with a cover on it. Hes to be opened before
the board?s can be pulled ocut, You and I could be on
the train 50 times, we'd never see it.
Tty solé, I'm sold. Okay.
A conductor, & repairman, somebody who vorked'on 2
train., (SUDDENLY, FLAT) George, look out tnat window,
Thaet guy watching., 3ee him? Looks familiar.
I know him too. Cantt call hié name.

(BERT RUNS A FEW STEPS)
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BERT:
COREY:
BIERT:

CCREY:

RATNES

COREY:

BERT:

COREY:

RERT:

COREY:

RATNES

e

COREY:
RAINES:

COREY:

~15-
(CALLS) Hey, youl
(4 LITTLE OFF) Vho me?
Wait a minute,

(THE TWO MEN DESCEND THE STEPS, JOIN COREY

QUTSIDE THE CAR)
What are you doing standing there watching us?
Look, mister, I work here., I was golng down the walk,
saw two guys in & passenger car, I stopped, whatts
the matter with that?
What's your name?
Corsy.
Oh, he's the guy -- that friend of Macfs, You were on
the spot when he was shot.
(IN A FUNNY WAY) I didn't think anybedy remembered that,
Say werentt you the reporter on the case?
Yeoah. But you remembered 1% -
Sure. Him end me were going to nave a chicken farm
together, He was going to buy the house next to mlne.
(CAGEY) We got an ides, Corey. Maybe nothlng to 1t,
Ve don't think it was & bum did it. We think maybe 1t
was a guy working In the yards,. What do you think?
You on the levelf C;ﬁpé
Just what do you mean by that?
I've had thet idea five and a half years, I didn't
think I would ever get a chance to talk teo anybody about
1t. Let's get ocut of the yards, Go to a bar across
South Street, quiet there. Because meybe this is about

somebody works in the ynrds.
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RERT

COREY:

BERT:

COREY:

BERT:

COREY:

BERT:

-16=
IN QUICK MOVEMENT) 9

0

I Tigured you guys
o A
burled the story, the case, There wasn't o Gidlke

(HE Is IN THE MIDST OF A STORY

print and no cop ever came around the yards, 3o I
figured Mac's dead and nobody cares. Well, 1 care. I
still cere, I ain't let this thing alone all these
years.

You want another beer?

Nah. Who wants to drink? Okay, So the guy who was
taking the cardboard tops and shot Mac -- he knew where
they were. Because most guys don't lnow where to find
those things.

{TO RAINES) What d1d I tell you?

(GOING ON) Se who could it be? Vho could 1t be? Therels
only 75, 80 guys work in the yards know about those -
things. I kept watching them all, everyone of them.
(HE LAUGHS AT HIMSELF A LITTLE) I felt kind of stupld,
trying to be & -- dick, But one thing I found, one
thing. The killer aida't run awey, he limped. Do you
remembar?

We remember.

8o I checked the medicel reports, Three days before the
killing one of the cleaners -- a guy named Hanford --
spreined his ankles.

(EXGITED} And --%
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COREY: That's about all. Henford's a kind of old guy, over
60. Pension oge. & big lush. And I kept after him.
This is years ago. IL'd take him out for & drink, stay
out late with him and -- Well, all I ever found out is
he's got & gun, What callbre I don't know., Make I
don't know. But hels got & gun. He told me one night
when he was stinking.

RATNES: Lots of guys got guns.

COREY: I figured thet, Captaln, But there sgint't a lot of guys
who got guns, work in the yards and had & sprained ankle

throe nights before the killing.

RAINES: (CASTING THIS ASIDE) If we're going to go on stuff like
that --
BERT: Besldes, it don't make any senss. Why would he kill a

guy for cetching him taking three cardboards? What are
they worth?
COREY: vou can tuy them for three dollars brand new, But

thesc were worn, I know, I knowv. It don't make any

sense.
RAINES: All right, Corey. We'll keep in touch with you.
COREY: (DISAPPOINTED} You're brushing it off, aren't yout T

svore to Maoc just before he died. I said I would get
this guy and you're brushing it orf.

RAINES: (NONCOMMITALLY) We'll be in touch with you, Corey.
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NARR: You smile grimly at the Captain's innuendo. Youfll ke
in touch with Corey for one of two reasons, Elther hels
guilty himself (in that case youl!ll surely be in touch
with him); or hels telling the truth and you'll need him,

NARR: (NO PAUSE) So you check wlth the Superinfondent on
Corey. You check with hls wife, neighbors., And you
find he's a gem. One of those rare, one-in~a-million
guys wholg absolutely on the level. A little guy, &
#ﬂgggg;é?hﬂguy, broken up about his pal, You check the
medical revort on Henford, the car cleaner. He had a
sprained ankle llke Corey sald.

BERT: (SUDDENLY, BURSTING IN ON THE NARRATCOR) Corey, look,
You lmow this guy Henford, You knevw him well, TYoutve

been studying him. Hes he still got the gun 4o you

think?
COREY: Thet's just my opinlon.
BERT: Tsn't there a way you can maybe got it from him?
. COREY: How?
BERT: Look, Teke him out. Get him loaded & littls, Maybe

tell him therets a chicken thilef been steallng your
chickens, can somebody lend you & gun. 7You know,

something not too obvious,

COREY1 (VERY PLEASED) You're in on this with me, aren't you?

BERT: Tetts just do it. Then wetll smlle 2 1ittle bit maybe,
Afterwvards.

(MUsIc:_ _ _ _QUICKLY UP AND INTO)

(PAR, OFF MIKE nBwirias, )
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COREY:

HANFORD:
COREY:
HANFORD:

COREY:

HEANFORD:

RAINES:

PALLISTICS:
RATMES:

=l

RATN

N

~19+~
(PRETENDING TO BE HIGH) Look, bartender. Youtve got to
help me. Youtve really got to., This chlcken thief keeps
coming eround at least once & week. Steals my best
Rhode Island Reds., Got to get me 8 gun somewherea.
Afn't you got & gun? [(RAUSER.And 108 NQEALLLIEESmn

T got to go away for & week next ::g;ﬂ‘~J=“s;’é % going

. FThﬁt chicken thiel comes

(OFF) Hey, Corey! Com'ere.

Oh - Hanfordl I didn't see you.

(soTTp) 1It1l give you mine. But I got to have it back.
Your gun? Gee, that's awiful nice of you, Hanford,
bocause I'm golng to go away for & week next week and-==
You don't have to tell the whole world. Stop by, I!ll

let you have it,

Stand back now, both of you. Ckay?
(FLAT VOICE) Okay.
Pire 1%, .
(ONE SHCT INTO MASS OF COTTON BATTING)
Okay, Ballistlcs., Now pick that slug out of the cotton

batting and get 1t under the microscope. And let me

I‘/L(,{(' e (R
hears{ it

L TR L

BALL.ISTICS:

RATINES:

{DEFFATED) Doctors do it sometimes,
What are you talklng about, Ballistlcs?
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BALLISTICS:

BERT:;
BALLISTICS:

BERT!:
BALLISTICS:

BERT:
COREY:
BERT:
COREY:
RATMES:

BERT ¢

RAINES:

-20_
They probe and pull and yank on bullets that are
wedged In flesh sometimes and thelr instruments scar up

the sluge so you cen't make any sure tests.
.-,,’\

I never hesrd of such a thing. /};
S N TR

There's & lot of things you guys never heard of,
You think, "Ballistics, Ballistic's always gets its
man." Well, 1t doesntt. I locked at the slugs we took
out of Mac under the microscope an hour, But the way
they look now, we'd be thrown out of Court. No
possible way to prove they came from the same gun,

It's impossible. Weren't they from the same gun?

My guess is yes, Mr. Spler. But proof --? Here keep

them, Souvenirs, That's all they!re worth,

By everything thatfs holy and decent the case should be
over. The headlines should read "Hanford indlcted.”
But no, therels nothing. Worse than nothing, Therels
proof now that you can't prove it. You, Bert Splers,
curse, sweat, scheme, And finally, & germ of an idea
is born in that newspaper mind of yours,

(SUDDENLY) Corey, you willing to help on this?

Anything you got in mind. Anything.

You think Hanford did 1tf

That's my opinion. (MEANING nyYEs™)
e

Vs
Whet are yoqﬁsétting at?
Zant
Look.;{?uppcse Corey glves him back his gun, says
thank you the chicken thiefls taken care of and 30 on.

Whet will that get us?
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BERT:

RAINES:

BERT:

RAINLS:

BERT:

RAINES:

(MU3IC: .

] -
Walt & minute, wait & minute, He doesn't just give it
vack to him. Suppese Corey says he'll leave it for him
some place to plek 1t up. DLeave 1t on top of that little
compartment In the psssengoer car where the cardboards
are kept.
what are you building?
We plck a night., The time, the same time, the shootling
happened: 10:20. The same car, it the same plece and
the gun is on the cardboard table compartment.,
(DISGUSTED) Re-enact the crime,
I saw a hundred movies, three hundred movies, where 1t
happened just like that every time.
Please cut 1t out.
look, If it!s Haenford, he's 60, a lush, He hasn't
forgotten about this. Haybe 1f he llives 1t over
somehow, somewhere---
(INTERRUPTS) All right, all right, “Step—te-eiresuys
Welll do it. It's stupid, hopeless, but welll do it.

SUSPENSEFUL. AND_UNDER, ., )

Tt was & night in January, but a ¥ind of miracls
happened because even the weather cooperated, .

(REPFAT THE SOUND PATTERN THAT OFENED THE SHOW}
(WO PAUSE} October weather in January. Suddenly, out
of novhere, there was a thunder storm in January (rave

snd vonderful.) And thg rails glistened, and the CATSmam
P o€ e, 7 a1 ét-?'ii'——--::; P S

You hide, walting.
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BERT'
HANFORD:
BERT:
HANFORD:

BERT:

COREY:

BERT:

RATINES:

HANFORD:

RAINES:

HANFORD:

S;& i ©
515 zbd v ;q”¢{ At p

—op-
(A LONE MAN STEPS CAREFULLY ACRO3S GRAVEL,
WALKS UP A PASSENGER CAR, DUWN THE CORRIDCR
INSIDE THE CAR. THERE IS 4 SOUND AS HE PICKS
THE GUN UP)

{SHARPLY} Helle, Henford,

(SHOCKED) What?

Just like when Mac saw you.

Whet?!

Co on. Squeeze the trigger twice, just like you did

then, §SHeREr TET I IO

(INSINUATING) Mac was laying in my arms and he sald &

namo -- x‘x
(THE GUYW BLICKS EMPTY, TWICE)

The only differenésaiikfhere's no bullets in the gun

v ':: . Do
#LLLmniGESQMHanﬂﬁﬂd%hﬁﬂﬁﬁﬁﬂﬂi (1;5%u;ﬁ fﬁﬁiﬁfifaa
(HE'S A BROKEN M&N) Let me slt down. For the love

of heaven, let me slt dowm.

¢
EHE;IS-ROBGﬁEE'PUSHEU"INTU'I“SENT“ )

Plve and a half years I'm walking around with this

thing. m&m I thought I would go
g

crezy. You .Gonls believe me, none of you volieve me,

But thanks, thanks, thanks, Thanks for cateching me.

t":“-li(%

why? Why? I'm wodng—ea 60. I worked the yards 29

years., I'm getting & penslon, I zot & place In my

sttic, Therel!s & leak. Cardboard?s good for & leak in

an attic. I thought of those cardtable tops.

{ MORE )
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HANEFORIY:
{CoNTID)

CHAPPELL:

-D3w

I figured I'1l get a gouple of them. Put them in the
attic. Who would ow? (LAUGHING, BITTERLY) I didn't
went to spand,ﬁsréy?-dollars -- whatever they cost --
to fix the attic., I figured I'll take & coupls, vhotll
see? Who!ll know the difference? And then he sees mo.
{HE ALMOST CAN'T 3AY THIS) ZEverything I'm working for
for 29 years 1s gone becauze of that stupid thing I did.
If this guy who saw me - Mac = tells, I'm done. My
pension's gons, 29 years. I'm an old, sick man, &
drunk. what am I golng to do? Die? I didn't even
think 1t through, I saw him, I lnew I got to get out,

stop him. I shoot him. (QUIET, PATHETIC) Didgyou ver
: a8

zar of guy killed encother gu
(PAUSE) Thanks. Thanks for catching me.

You took the welght off.

In just & woment we wlll read you & telegram Crom
Albert Solers of the Michigan Clty News Dispatch with

tho final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(MUSIC:.. . _ -ooERed

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

ATKBT 01,1026
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HARRICE:

CH4PPELL:

HARAICE:

CHLFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #166

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

¥USIC --- BEHIND

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THRO.T-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~-
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~-

tuard against throat-scrateh! (EFFECT)

Enjoy smogth smeoking!

PEZLL WELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaceos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL, 4t the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than tkat of any other lsading cigarctte.
Moreover, aftcr 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL
MELL sti11l gives you a longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard cgainst throat-
scraten., Yes, PELL MELL'E fine tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offcrs you.

So, don't let throat-scratceh spoil your smoking
enioyment.

Guard ngainst throat-scratchi

Enjoy smeoth smcking!

Ask for the longer, fimer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES -

"oytstandingi®
And - they are pild!
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_25_

CHAPPELL:

SPIERS

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Ci —

Now we read you that telegram from Albert Splers of ths
Michigan City News Dlspateh,

Court accepted manslaughter plea by Hsnford in tonight!s
Big Story. %zgffé,fffggﬁﬁ?%gaufﬁhfl ¥§p?s t‘{iéiana
State Prisog;‘ One emgzing lrony in case, Doctors said
Hanford, an advanced alccholic, would undoubtedly have
dled if not sent to prison whare, deprived of llguor,

he recovered his heslth. But from his cell window at
indiana 3tate, he could see the yards where he shot

end killed Mac McConnell. Many thanks for tonightts
PELL MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Spiers...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable servigce 1n the f;eld of journalism,
Listen again next week, seme time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - 4 BIG STORY from the front pages of the Columbus
ohio Dispateh =-- by-line, Carl de Bloom. A BIG STORY
ahout two kids who went to their raveorite swimming hole
one day and found 1t occupied,..by & corpse!

THEME WIPE AND FADE TQ BG_ON CUE)
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' OHAPPEIL: THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter
with music by Viadimir Sellinsky. Tonlght's program
was adapted by Arnold Perl from en actuel story from
the front pages of the Michigan City News Dispatch.
Your narretor was Bob Slosne, and Jamnes McCgllion
played the part of Albert Splers. In order to
protect the names of people actually involved 1n
tonightts authentic BIG STORY, the nsmes of 81l
characters in the dramatization were changed with
the exception of the reporter, Mr. Splers.,

CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBEC,.....THE NATTIONAL BRCADCASTING COMPANY,

v 9/marcie m

5/17/50 pm
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. AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY
. PROGRAM #167

CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
WIFE AGNES YOUNG
LADY KGNES YOUNG
DeBLOOM CORT BENSON
SHORTY sommpEsoNe (£ )/
KID II EDWIN BRUCE
KID EDVIN BRUCE
KID I MICHAEL 0'DAY
WARDEN MICHAEL OfDAY
LITTLE MAN JANES VAN DYK
MAN TAMES VAN DYK
KILLER MANDEL KRAMER
D.A. MANDEL KRAMER
KILLER 11 ROSS MARTIN
CITY EDITOR ROSS MARTIN
CHIEF JOE DeSANTIS
VOICE JOE DeSANTIS

WEDNESDAY , JUNE 1950
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' & NET THE BIG STQRY #167

NBC
SR L )
10:00 - 10:30 PY JUNE 7, 1950 WEDNESDAY
ANNCH: PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE)
(CRUNCH OF BRUSH, UP, TO STOP)
XID QNE: (4 YELL) Okay, let's go! Last one in's a monkey's uncle!
KID TWO;: That ain't fair. You got your trunks on under your pants,
You got a head start.
KiD ONE: Listen, the first day of swimmin', I don't let anything
stop me, We're the first ones here this year.
KID TWO: Oh yeah? Then who's that?
KID ONE: Who'!s who?
KID TWO: Him. Thatlfgéfgleepinf on the sand bank,
(SPEAGH EPLAsH THEN STOP)
KID ONE: He ain't sleepin'. And he ain't swimmin' either, (PAUSE)
He's dead,
(MUSTC:_ _ _ HIT AND GO_FOR)
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY., Here is America... its sound and its

fury... its joy and its sorrow,.. as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great nmerican newspapers.
{PAUSE: COLD & FLAT) Columbus, Ohioc., From the pages of
the Dispatch, the story of -- the corpse in the shallow
grave, -mi for his work -~ to Carl DeBloom for his

Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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HARAICE:

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPZLL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STQRY
PROGRAM #167

OPENING COMMERCIAT

MUSIC ~-- BEHIND

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THRCAT-SCRATCH (TFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
Guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)
Enjoy smooth sroking!l

PFLL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PLLL
MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1is filtered
rurther than that of any other leading cigarette,
Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, oT 15, or 17, PELL MELL
still gives yon a longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard against
throat-scratehn, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobacces

give you a smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no

other cigarette offers you.

Don't let throast-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
guard against throat-scratcihl

Enjoy smooth smokingl

Ask Tor the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished rad package - PELL MELL TAMOUS
CIGAREITES - '"Qutstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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( MUSIC:

—3-

A o T T e e e eSS

CHAPPELL

(MUSIC:

Columbus, Ohio. The story as it actually happened,
Carl DeBloom*s story as he lived it,

A i ey T  mm we mm mk m —

NARR:

It
¢ Columbus police today reported no further word in the

Y

DEBLOOM:

You, Carl DeBloom repbrter of the Columbus Dispatch, are
writing a news story. You have wrlitten the same story,
in exactly the same words, every day but Sunday for the
last four months, EBEvery day the same thing. This:
(TYPENRITER UP, ALONG WITH)

search for the "mystery man" in the case of the fshallow

grave" murder of...

1
N A Yy o U AR e e e A mm e e

Always the same story: no further word on the mystery
man, The thing is, you have sworn to write that story
until said mystery man turns up. ind write it you will,

until he does -- dead or alive, And this -- is why.

i e Ty o

LITTLE MAN:

WIFE:

LITTLE MAN:

WIFE:

For sale -- 1948 four door sedan. Four thousand miles.
Owner driven, Put that in, Owner driven, Ifve seen
that in those ads. Oveen-ddidern

411 right. Owner Driven. Ah -- shall we say -- owner
must sell?

Oh my goodness ne. Once you say that, they can
practically name their own price, (PAUSE; WISTFUL)

Wish we didn't have to sell it.
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LITTLE

WIFE:

MAN =

TR

Can't help it, Emma, If the business had kept up, all
right. But the way things are going, it's just a drain.
1 suppose so. Only, we had to wait. so leong to get it.

St et Gt Ry e e — Qi L .

1ITTLE MAN: Werrr=woe, You want to sign our name?

WIFE:

{MUSIC:

Y — -

NARR:

KILLER
LITTLE
KILLER
LITTLE
KILLER
LITILE
KILLER
LITTLE
KILLER

KILLER

ONE:
MAN:
ONE:
MAN :
CNE:
MAN:
QNE:
MAN:
ONE:

ONE:

No. Just ask for a box number. (PAUSE) That way --
the neighbors won't know. Tsk tsk tsk tsk tsk... I
certainly hate to see 1t go.
Just an ordinary couple, trying to sell a car.too big
for the family budget. Just an ordinary ad -- but with
an extraordinary response!l

(CAR UP, DOWK BEHLIND)
You're right, friend, It's in perfect shape,
(RAGER) You like it?
Just the ticket. What's your price.
Well, I'm asking twenty-eight hundred --
(HE WHISTLES)
{QUICKLY) But we'd take twenty-six.

ih -- pull over to the side of the road a second.
Sure,
This is good, -

) /éiif;ﬂ-im

(CAR TO STOP, ENGINE oL Ea—
ook, I'll make a deal with you. I'1l give you a
thousaﬁd down - and a hundred a month until it's all

paid up, Okay?
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LITTLE MAN: Well, the main thing is, we need the money in a lump.
It's for the mortgage, you see, and ~-

KILLER ONE: A thousand dollars down -- another five hundred the
first month --

LITTLE MiN: You seem awfully esger, mister., Eut the funny thing is
-- you can get better terms than that on a new car.

KILLER ONE: Not me,

LITTLE MAN: I beg your pardon?

KILLER ONE: Look, my friend. I'11l be honest with you. 1'm an
ex~conviet --

LITTLE MAN: Ch g-gccdiese --

KILLER ONE: (HARD) Yeah, Oh my=gwwermes?T., If that's the way you
react -- think how the car salesmen feell What's more,
I'm not allowed to make contract deals. The only way I
can buy a car is through a private party --

LITTLE MiN: Well, ah -- I don' think I'd be interested any more.

I ah --

KILLER ONE: But mister -- you don't get it, I want to go straight!
Itve got a chance for a salesman's job —- but I need a
car, No car, no job -- capli—srar—see-the-opotligmiid
3oeant b gt ot aabnt RPNk e DAL E Ly el TG i =

LITTLE MAN: Mister, I'm awfully sorry. I -- I just don't like the
whole idea. I'm sorry te disappolnt you, but -~

(CAR STARTS)

KILLER ONE: Wait, (PAUSE) What're you going to do now?

LITTLE MaN: Why -- go home to my wife., Why?

KILLER OKE: What're you going to tell her?
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LITTLE MiN:
KILLER ONE:

LITTLE MAN:

KILLER ONE:

LITTLE MaiN:
KILLER ONE:
LITTLE MAN:
KILLER ONE:
LITTLE MiN:
KILLER ONE:

LITTLE Mal:

KILLER ONE:

LITTLE MAN:

KILLER ONE:

LITTLE MAN:

-6~

The whole story. I never hids anything from my wife.

Oh s
e A

ife's

(/r

re; . JOMOTTOW, your

ha ing out th clothes.
Q’J{‘*’ﬂx "/ .»/.’J }g e - t?h

L F“J“L

happened %o my h hugpandfkast”hlght. You know we're trying

e T
P

) B

Oh, my wife wouldn't do anything like that, Nebadis

Lmr“ 1o L

i T O

Be that as it may -- nobody 15 I'm an ex-con but you.

I don't know why I was d enough to tell you --

Oh, you can be pecrfe y sure I won't --

That's what I wa ‘be. Perfectly sure.

Well my goodgggs you have my word!

That ard = nickel gets me a <cup of coffee.
by Pl s e ol

This is yeur—testwalibee.

five hundred at the end of the

Yeah sujig“
Wellbffwﬁust say!
SM (PAUSE) Listen,
4 thousand dollars down,
first month --
No. I'm sorry, dut -- no,

Okay, Have it thigs way, then. (PAUSE) I'm taklng your

esr, little man. Just taking it outright.

vou can't do that, I'11 go to the police.
(DEADLY GUIET) You wanna wake up dead scme morning --
go ahead. You wanna live -- just keep your mouth shut.
Why -~ why this is cutrageous, This is --

(4 BLOW)

Why -- you struck mel
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KILLER ONE:

_7-

And there's more where that came from if you don't clam
up and stay clammed! (PAUSE) Simma-tlomsiroys. Okay.fuT/L
Out!
(DODR OPEN & SLAMMED
& CAR TAKES OFF UNDER)
UP_iND_OUT_FOR)

.
Y e "o e am s e = E— L]

KILLER ONE:
KILLER TWO:
KILLER ORE:
KILLEE TWC:
KILLER ONE:
KILLER TWO:
KILLER CNE:

KILLER TWQO:
KILLER ONE:

,/‘!;

: .
ot -,-'ﬁ‘“

“KILLER ONE:
LITTLE MAN:
KILLER ONE:

LITILE MAN:
KILLER ONE:

ot the car -- for free,<,££>»m

Q-r‘

{rather have your brass than a llcanse to steal.
Oh-ah.

What!'s the matier?

License. Registration, The papers,

what about them?

They weren't in the car, We got to have papers for the

car.

’// /:,IT DIALS & IS ANSWERED)

(VERY NICE INGRATIATING FAKE VOICE} Hello'

(FILTER} Yes?

(AS ABOVE) This is the police depariment, Did you report
your car stolen, sir?

{FILTER) Why -- why not

{FAST, ,NOHMAL) He didn't report it, see? (PHONY VOICE)
Well -- if you check your BaTrage, sir, you!ll find it
missing. We've just recovered it, and we'd like ®o have
you identify a certain party in whose possession we've

found 1it.
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LITTLE MAN:

KILLER:

LITTLE

KILLER

MAN 2

CNE:

-8

(FILTER: ALL RELIEF)} Why -- why certainly!

411 right, sir, We'll send a man over to pick you up

and bring you «eeer-to headquarters. Addemiibgiet?
5

forget to bring the papers for the car -- to identify
it!

( PHONE HUNG UP}
411 right -- you heard that, Get over there fast --
and bring him here before he starts thinking -- and
does call the cops! Hit the road!
HIT AND GQ UNDER)

T P e e v

KILLER
LITILE
KILoER
KILLER
KILLER
LITTILE

KILLER

ONE:

™o
MAN:
ONE:
WO :

ORE :

ONE:

{KNOCKING ON DOCR)
{CALLS) Come in!
(DOCR OPENS)
Here he is,
Why -- why it's you!
Surprise! {(PAUSE) Got the papers, Slim?
Right here.
Good.
Now see here! This is an ocutrage! I won't stand for
thig -~
-- {& CRACZE
Then sit down! (PAUSE) Look, little man, I don't want
any more yapping out of you. Therets & plece of paper
in front of you, Here's a pen, Just sign your name

on the bottom of that sheet and you can go home.
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LITTLE

KILLER

LITTLE
KILLER
LITTLE
KILLER

KILLER

KILLER

LITTLE
KILLER
KILLER

KILLER
KILLER

KILLER
KILLER

XILLER
KILLER

KILLER

MAN

ONE:

MAN:
ONE:
MAN :
ONE:

WOt

CNE:

MAN:
TWO &
ONE :

TWO :

ONE:

THO :

QUE:

TWO
ONE:

TWO

-G
hfj%"‘?;f (f

I most certainly will not. o e bt
you'll write above my signature,
Smart, ain't you? Nothing but a bill of sale, that's
all,
Well I won't deo it, No sir.
You better.
I won't,
You won!t sign? Show him what we do to 1little men who
won't do like we tell them, S5iim.
Naw?
Now.
{A BLOW iND A GROAN)
S8ign, little man.
(GROANING) No, no.
Again?
Again.
ALANOTHER BLOW & & CRASH)
G:;;é:{-Too hard.
Go get some water, He'll sign after a couple more --
(BEAT) Oh-oh. (PAUSE) Skip the water. He's dead,
Go on. I only tapped him,
S0 did the edge of the table. (PAUSE) Hey -- where do
you think you're going?
(OFF) I'm getting out of here.

Not without this stiff, you're mot. We're all geoing

out together -- you and me and him, You on one side,
me on the other, and the stiff in the middle.
Whyfwhyﬁ-

RTHKOT 0171040




KILLER ONE:

HEPORTER:
WIFE:
REFORTER:
WIFE:

REPORTER:
WIFE:

REPORTER:

(MUSIC:

e ———

NARR

CHIEF:

=10~

We've gotta dump nim, you jerkl Come on -- make it
look like we're just having a little party, Grab that
bottle in the other hand, Let's go. (HE STARTS T
SING DRUNKENLY) Sa-weeeeet Ad-O-li.i-i-ine....

(THE OTHER JOINS IN) My Ad-o-li-i-ine... (DRUNKENLY)

_—a e T e e e e e I e W e —

Shortly after that is where you Carl DeBloom, reporter
for the Columbus Dispatch came in. Twe kids found a
corpse with a battered head in a swimming hole outside
town., The corpse was wearing socks. They were darned.
And with those socks, you checked with the wivés of
four missing persons, You asked one wife --

Tell me, how do you darn socks?

Why -- the ordinary way. Back and forthk, back and forth.
Ainy special kind of thread?

Well - I use two colors, So I can see the ins and outs
better.

Like -- this? _

(S80FT) Yes., Where did you -- (PAUSE) is he Aﬁixfﬁ:
(QUIET) I'm sorry ma'am but he ig, (BRUSEr-toworre

. )

e e e

After that, it was easy as pie, &he gave the police a
description of the car -- and that very afternoon, they
picked it up. &4nd the driver? according to the chief--
He cleims he bought the car. He has no bill of sale,
though, What he has got iza Jail Tecord. So welre

booking him.

ATHKO1 0171041
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REPORTER: I suppose he says he didn't do it.

CHIEF: Claims another man did the killing. Just the same,
we're charging him, He'll be tried as soon as we can
draw a jury panel --

REPORTER: Aind freed as soon as he can get a lawyer. This other
guy he's talking about -- den't you see, that's going to
be his ace in the hole?

CHIETF: Wetll put him in a hele., You can say in your story
we're booking him.

REPORTER : Mind if I mention this mystery man?

CHIEF: Go shead. TYoutll only make a fool of yourself. That's
just a routine story. Happens every time. It's always
_the other guy/; Go anead -- make a fool of yourself.

— R

dAﬁIt's not my DGWSPaDEPr“J

N i " e o e dm e = e am

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #167

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL ;

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT).

Guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke furtler...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 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 &
longer, natural filter of fine tobaccoes - to guard against
throat-scratch,

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke furtler

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

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothness,
mildness and satisfaction ne other cigarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratchi

Enjoy smocth smokingi ~~TTTTT T T
Ask Tor the longer, fiper cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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(MUSIC:_ _ IHEME UP_& DOWN EOR)
WHEICE: This is Cy Harrice, returning you to yeur narrator and
the Big Story of Carl DeBloom -- &as he lived it, and wrote
it.

NARR: You, Carl DeBloom, of the Columbus Dispatch, have helped
the police identify a corpse -—- and find his suspected
killer. Now, that suspect is about to go on trial -- but
he claims that an accomplice did the actual murder,
Naturally, you Wakenties make this the angle for your
story. eI ET 0L POL IO WISy o —~

CHLES gnmamee =gttty | n d - A o T ey Ml v 10w h o e o

‘fﬁﬁtEEEZQggﬁ

NARR .But.you-do-pub-itain.geilizglimy. Only instead of "missing
accomplice,” it turns up in your copy before the city
editor as --

C1TY ED: "Mystery Man." what!s this "mystery man" stuff?

BREPQRTER: The missing accomplice.

CITY ED

: Then let's call him that, I don't go for purple prose --

REPORTER: Let me explaln. If we call him just plain "missing

P2ar
accomplice," readers’'ll say oW~ Missing accomplice, ®m&
wWhat's with the baseball score." But 1f we nint at a ...
(HE WHISPERS CONSPIRATORIALLY) "mystery man..." (PAUSE)

See what 1 mean?

CITY ED: Makes sense, yeah, But I hate to go out on a 1imb like

this, Do you actually know if there is a missing

accomplice -- a mystery man?

REPCHTER: No.

CITY ED

: Well for Pete's sake, Carl -- find out!

HEIT AND GO}

RTKO1 Q171044




REPORTER:

WIFE:

REPORTER:
WIFE:
REPORTER:
WIFE:
REPORTER:
WIFE:
REPCRTER:
WIFE:
REPQRTER:

REPORTER:

=1l

So your husband never told you anything about the results

of that answer to the ad? .
Just that he couldn't come to an agreement with the man,
that's all.

And you never did see the man,

No. Just the other man.

What other man?

Why, the man that came and took my husband away that night!
What did he look like?

Tall, Very tall.

How tall?

Oh - over six feet.

(GENTLY) Tell me -- why didn't you tell the police about
this? .

They never asked mel -

HIT AND GO)

A e —

A1l right. Now you know there actually was a mystery man.
Now, you can run your story --

(TYPEWRITER)
Police today -- reported no further word -- in the search
for the mystery man in the case of the shallow grave
murder of....
Carl -- I_thought you were my friend,
I am, I just don't want to see a good D,A, like you lose
this case. That's why I'm needling you.
Needling is right, We can't conviet our man until the

octher turns up.

RTKOT 0171045




REPORTER:

D.a.s

REFORTER;
D.a.:

REPORTER:

= ——

REPORTER:

LaDY s
REPORTER:
L&DY 2
REPCRTER:
LADY :
REPORTIER:
LADY ¢
REPORTER:

_15-

Exsctly, You'd better ask for a postponement.

I did. And I suppose you're going to run your story until
we find your mystery man?

I am.

P While you're at 1it, why don't you find him yourself?

oh.... I might., I might at that.

Reporters are supposed to write the stories, not make them,
But a man can get awfully tired of writing -- day in, day
out -~

(TYPEWRITER UP AND UNDER)
Police today reported ne further word in the search for
the '"mystery man" --

A -

vou get so you write it in your sleep. &nd now, you're

beginning to look like the fool the chief of pollce warned
you you'd make of yourself. Now, this mystery man is your
baby too. Little by little, from various sources, you
start putting together the piéture of what happened,..
From the lady next dcor --

Oh, sure. 1 saw them both, coming and going...

What did the other one look like?

Very tall.

Say six feet?

Oh, you can say six feet.

Dark or fair?

Oh... sort of -- you know. Betwixt and between,

Thanks, lady. You!ve been a great help.

T e A —
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MAN:

REPORTER
MiN:

REPCRTER :
MAN:
REPORTFER:

MAN:
REPORTER:
MAN:

REPORTER ¢

WARDEN :
REPORTER:

WARDEN:

16

Well,.. I was sittin! on the porch that night. I saw the
car drive up and then away. Saw him get out and then get
in,

With =--

-- That poor feller that was killed. 4ind I told my wife,
you can ask her yourself,.. I told her "I don't like that
fellerts looks,"®

(AFTER A LONG PiUSE) Go on,

Why, that's all., Just didn't like his looks, that's all.
(AFTER A PAUSE) Thanks, You've been a great help.
(£i4uuef (FOOTSTEPS, AWAY, THEN STOP)

Say...

Hnmm?
A

L g ) i i
What made you say thatloer /4 7 "o - ’?Vi

JBout hisdzmise® Oh,.. I dunno, But he had kind of a

jailbird look to him. Like you might say - if he hadn't
already been in jail, he ought to be.

Warden, I'm here on a mere hunch. Purely a hunch -- but
you never can tell, fccording to his record, Omer Gavin
was discharged from hefe two weeks before thls all happened.
Thatts right, I got out his card when you called me, Here.
Good. HNow, what I want to know 1is -- did he buddy up with
anybody while he was here.

You'd betfer ask one of the guards. Or a trusty, Come on

out in the yard.
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WARDEN ¢

WARDEN :

7 .
I
i

SHORTY :

WARDEN «
SEORTY :
" WARDEN:

-17-

(LOT OF YELLING IN B.G.
CRIES OF "STRIKE HIM OUT!'" "YILL THE UMPIRE!')

You picked a good time, They're all here, watching the

ball game, If you spot & ybody ant, we can get him,
i {"ﬁ\,\, - .
Wait, There's Shorty/\l'll get hi u/ .’f Ctevnl /c-( 2

3 s
5 _; b e L -

(BALL GAME GOES ON IN B.G.
CRACK OF BAT, ETC. YBELLS & WH.T NOT)
( G:LME U P DO‘-‘IN i \G; I-I N FO

)
"/ H‘&' y.ré/ c"l"su_,"'u/ﬂ"./ ﬂ'/U'—
&H-g-}ght, Shorty{

i , 4 Ll
“/ﬁo -—-/ésm e - 75‘/& t"ﬂld»_ T ";' > "_"_ff"-j/' LA™ d«d’ﬂ/"—*' Tt
m,",-—*( *i'.f(_ 0 e ol e ‘;_: -.-C. _,/' B e P gt S - A 4 .
Yessir, Well, far as I know... there's two angles you
Vi

could work on, WQfden7 One is the shoe shop --

That!'s right. The men working on elther side of him -~
And the other 1s his cell... Upper Four Tier.

Good. We'll check the records of the time he was here .-
and every man who had a cell néxt to him, Like you said,

Mr. DeBloom... just & hunch -- but it might work.

—————————————— ) .

REPORTER:

CITY ED:

REPORTER:
CITY ED¢s -

— i — —

Just a hunch -- but it workj From the ea:ﬁs-of Gavin's
stay at the pen, you draw a bateh of names, Names of men
he could have met and talked with, You talk to your
editor...

Seven were six feet or over, Boss.

Good, Get the police to find them. OQh -- and before you
go -- -

Yeah --

Don't bother writing that story again. We're keeping it

set up in type!l
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NARR:

CHLEF :

REPORTER :

CHIEF:

REPORTER:

CHIEF:

REPCRTER:

CHIEF:

e M- —

REPORTER.

H
— A — -

~18-

You've been writing it-%h:Zi-months now ~- and by now,

the chief of police is all but not speaking to you! But

he accepts your lead. 4And in another two weeks -~

Herels the result. Of those seven men -- four are back in

jail, in various places ground the country -- have been

for the time cover{(g the murder -=

That leaves threeff ﬁhat about them?

They're still on the loose. One of them 1s wanted for

murder. The other two -- we've sent for their fingerprint

record, to check against the steering wheel of the car.

Swell. Will you let me know when you get anything on them?

If it'1ll stop you from running that story, sure. Do you

realize the trouble you've caused us? Two trial

postponements already!

That's all right, Chief, Your guy isn't going to run

away. The only thing is -- my mystery man has!

Well -- I've got some news for you. Trial is called for

Mondey. Four months 1s enough to stay this thing. Welve

run fresh out of postponements!

How, your little story is just a paragraph, tacked on teo

the story of the trial coming up Monday. And this 1is

Fpiday. For four months now, you've been writing that

story. And now -- you make one change. You add the word--
" (TYPEWRITER UP & DOWN BEHIND)

Meanwhile -- police today reported no word ....

— e e R — —
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NARR: Now Saturday is on you, There is no paper tomorTow --
this is the last time you'll Ee writing that story, Glad?
Yes -~ but sorry you were so full of good ideas -- and
empty of results, Then --

( TELEPRONE RINGS & IS PICKED Up)

REPORTER; DeBloom speakiﬁg -

CHIEF: (FILTER) DeBloom? Chief Watkins... those other three guys
we were checking on --

REPORTER: Yeah --

CHIEF: (FILTER) You can forget two of them, One was killed
hijacking a truck in Oakland California last week...
besides, the prints didn't match., And neither did the
prints mateh on the one wanted for murder,

REPORTER: Well, how about the thi?d? .

CHIEF : (PILTER) Looks like heq{c;if;;{' ™ But he's dropped out of
sight. (PAUSE) That's 1t, Carl.

REPORTER: Yeah. Well -- I tried. (PAUSE} No hard feelings, Chief?

CHIEF: (FILTER) No, no, not at all. You were trying to help, I
realize that. (PAUSE) Well -- see you in court.

(MUSIC:_ _ EIT AND GO_FOR)

NARR: No more needling story tc write, But you do need one for

Monday, to go with whatever happens at the trial -- at

which you are dead sure Gavin 1s going to worm loose because
the accent on the word 'mystery" is on the syllable "miss,"
(PAUSE} 8o you stroll back to the neighborhood of the
murder. Meybg_you can write one of those “ENMTE YUtEt—iroust;

P .
scene of éioeﬁii'crime," type stories...
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KID:

- NARR:

REPORTER:
KID:
REPORTER:
KID:

REFGRTER:
KID:
REPORTER:
KID:

REPORTER:
KID:

REPORTER:
XIb:

REPQRTER;
KID:
REPORTER:
XID:

=20 -

{BOUNCING OF A BALL}
(WITH BOUNCES) Five, ten, fifteen, twenty, twenty-five,,..
{....AND UNDER) _
There's a kid, playing some kind of counting game, with a
vall against the steps. It's a good angle. The ball
catches the edge of the steps, arches high. You catch it.
Here y'are, kid.
Thanks, mister,
Fine house you picked to play ball con.
Yeah, The thing is, sometimes I break a window in my
own houge, And nobody lives in this one, You know why?
Sure. It's the murder house.
Oh. You lknow,
Yep. It's my business, (PAUSE) What do you know?
Well -- I lmow now what was goin' on that night I seen the
men come out singing,
Huh?
Sure, I seen three men come out of the house, S8ingin'...
(HE IMITATES) Sweet Adoline! (PAUSE) They must of been
makin' belisve they were soused. And the guy in the middle
must of been dead.
{QUIET) You saw that?
Yessir. Yessir, I bet I was the last one to see that poor

ashed him ip _the sandbank,

guy before they st ( )
AT R S T S

PR

Well - -
HBuh? You a reporter?
Yep.,

That's what I wanna be. A reporter.
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REPORTER:

KID:

REPORTER :

KiD:

REPORTER:

KID:

REPORTER:

VOICE:

REPORTER:

2] -

it $ y
b i 2 o= &

Honest?
Sure. A1l routine, Cut and dri TO HIMSELF)
Sometimes you try to get off track, and it blow:

up in your face. And ¥y
Oh,

Just the same}, ery so often you run into something,
For in5t§“ #Q- your story about the way they got the

of the house. I'm poing toc write that up.

C/ ‘L/‘?‘;‘- ?;.-":'-‘Ii;‘! -
(?ﬂUSEL»Saﬁ -l hy dontt you come on down to the
u 2 W ~ /'Z( ed f_’f‘ PN o ¥ S
paperﬁ I‘ll eve use your pictdre. (PAUSE) Go ask your
mother,
HIT AND GO)

Half an hour later, the kid's had his picture taken, and
his parents have given him permission to hang around the
ecity room, to see how things work, Round about eleven,
though, you have to check police headquarters for the
last time. The routine Saturday night lineup. Agaln,
Lecause there's no school tomerrow, he phiones for -- and
gets -- permission to stay with you. And there --
(P.A.) Okay. Turn around, Face the lights. ( PAUSE)}
Turn your head left. (PAUSE) Right, { PAUSE) Take off
your jacket, (PAUSE} Okay. Next.

(FOREGROUND, WHISPERING) (OTHER BUSINESS GOES ON
BFHIND, REPEATING
You see, these are the men AIWAYS THE SAME)

they've picked up during the
day.
(MORE)
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REPORTER ¢
(CONT'D}

KiD:
REPQRIER:

REPQRTER:
KID:

REPORTER:
KID:
REPORTER:
KID:

REPORTER:
KiD:

-2 =

These other men sitting
nere are detectives...
policemen,,, looking for

someone they want. Watch,

{(WHISPER) Who are they?

Oh... Lramps.. hoboes...
suspicious characters...
pickups from the rallroad

yards and the hobo jungles.

Therets a lanky guy.
(QUIET) Say, wister.

Hmmmm?

(QUTET) Walt,

What's the matter?
(WEAK) Mister -~ I --1
think...

What is it, what is it!
(SCARED) I -- I ain't sure,
but I think that's one of
the men I seen -~ I heard
singin! Sweet Adoline --

I —=

VOICE:

VOICE:

VOICE:

VOICE:

YOICE:

VOICE:

VOICE:

VOICE:

VOICE:

Stand up straight -

Face right - Face left

Turn around - Next --
Next!

Qkay -- you, Stand up
stralght!

Turn around,

Okay. Face the lights.

Put your hat on.
Turn right.

Turn left.,

Okay. That's all -=-
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REPQRTER: (A YELL) HOLD IT! (PAUSE) Chief. Come here -- gquick!
Kid -- tell the chief what you told mel
KiD: It's nothin, it's just that -- that men, that man there
-« that one -~ I think he's the one you're lookint!' for!
KARRATOR: FumeptEpmbes later, the victim's wife, the neighbor
lady and the man across the street, each independently,
put the finger on the same man, (PAUSE) You.never
can tell, Stick with the story to the end -- and maybe
~-- maybe you'll get -9Abhe Big Story.
CHAFPELL & In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Carl DeBloom of the Columbus QOhic Dispatch with the
final outcome of tonightt's BIG STORY,

" (CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICK:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #167

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

B3I --- BEHIND

THROAT-SCRATCH (ZFFECT) -~ TEAROAT-SCRATCH (EFFRCT) --
TEROAT-SCRATCH (TFFECT) --

Guard against throat-scratch! (ZFFECT)

Dnjoy smooth smoking!

PFLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it miic.

puff by puff you're always ahezd when you smoke PELL
MRELL. &%t the firzt puff PBLL MILL smoke is filtared
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Horcover, after § puffs, or 10, or 15, cr 17, PiELL
MELL still gives you a longoy, notural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard against throat~
seratch, Yes, PELL MBLL'S Zire tobaccos zive you a

smoothness, mildncss and patisfaetion no other

cigarette offers you,

So, don't let throat-scraich spoll your smoking
enjoynent.

Guard against throat-scratenl

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutctanding!™
ind - they are mildl
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(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL :

DEBLOOM:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

S gy —

~25-

Now we read you that telegram from Carl DeBloom of

i

the Columbus Ohio Dispatch. 2’”,' It 2 i

b ,f‘,..;‘.w_ L

tifledfby Jelé- ha
IJ-C

Killer in tonight's Big Story ide
& ,'tjibL!—R”

been hanging around Columbus to a

To my great satisfaction, story telling of their trial
and sentenecing for manslaughter carried the line --

non information furnished by this reporter." Thanks &
1ot for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr, DeBicom,..the makers of PELL MELL FaMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $5C0
award for notable service in the field of journalism,
Listen again 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

P fm-’ N/ . by-line,\—?ﬁ'f e /f/f

A BIG nTORﬁ about a reporter who found out that

insurance is a wonderful thing --- until it leads to

murder.

ARTKQ1 01710586
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CHAPPELL:
|

—_ T ——

CHAPPELL

iw/mtf
5 /2% /50pu.

~26-
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter
with music by Viadimir Selinsky, Tonlght's program
was adapted by Alan Sloane from an actual story from
the front pages of the Columbus Ohio Dispateh. Your
narrator was Bob Sloane, and Cort Benson played the part
of Carl De Bloom. In order to protect the names of
people actually 1involved in tonightts authentic BIG
STORY, the nsmes of all characters in the dramatization
were changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr.
De Bloom.
This program i1s heard by members of the Armed Forces
overseas, through the facilities of the Armed Forces
Radio Service,
This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
TH1g IS NBC......THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #168

SO:OO)- EO:BO)PM JUNE 14, 1650 WEDNESDAY

ANTCR ¢ PELL MELI. FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY !

(MUSIC: _ _ _FANEARE)

PELLITO: The answer is -- no.

MORRIS3: But T need the dough. Just fifty more, that's alll
need.

FELLITO: How bad?

MORRIS: Very bad. Otherwise I wouldn't come back to you.

PELLITO: Bad enough to work for 1t?

MORRIS: What do you meen =-- work?

PELLITC: Listen. There's a man on 3t. Anne strestl, he's gonna

have an aceldent. Maybe he gets kit by a truck, maybe
he gets conked Dy & lead -plpe, maybe he falls offn a
pridgs -~ I dunno, {PAUSE) But when he has hls accldent

-~ you get -- an sven hundred. (PAUSE ) Understand?

(vuste: _ _ _HIT_AND GO FOR)_

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1s America,..its soundﬁ and its
fury...lts joy and 1ts sorrow,..as fatthfully reported by
the wmen and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.
(PAUSE: COLD & FLAT) Philadelphia, Pennsylvanla., From
the pages of the Dally News -- the story of a reporter

4
el

who uncoversd -- murder for profit. Aj? for. his work =-=-
Fid
4o Frenk Toughtll (FRONOUNCED TOEHILL)' ‘Bl Story goes

the PELL MELL AWARD!
(MUSIC: TENFARE < i o)
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THE BIG STORY 6/14/50

FROGRAM #168

OPENING COMMERCTAL:

(MUSIC, . BEHIND)_

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHRAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT -3CRATCHE (EFFECT) --
THROAT -3CRATCH (EFFECT) --

guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT )

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Pilters the smoke and wakes it milld.

Puff by puff you're always ahead vhen you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoka 1is flltersd
Purther than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, eor 15, or 17, PELL MELL
st11l gilves you a longer, natural filter of traditionally
ine tobaccos - to guard against throat -scratch., Yes,

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a amoothness, mildness

and satisfaction no other clgarettse offers you.

Don't let throat -serateh spoil your smoking enjoymsnt.
Guard against throat -scratceh!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, fiper cigarette in the dilstinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS (IGARETTES - o L
Youtstanding!"

fnd - thevy are pild!
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(MUSIGC:

VOICE:

TOUGHILL:

LorCl

~RICARDL :

TOOGHILL:

RICARDL:

MAHRR :

NARR:

-3..

— e N T e e e — —

Philadelphia, Pemnsylvanla. The stcry as 1t actually

happened. Frank Toughill's story as he lived it.

vou Frank Toughhlll, reporter for the Philadelphla Dally
News are in the death hcuse cf Stete prison, watching a
door. Shortiy, a man will come through it, toward
another door. His head will be shaved. His trouser leg
will be slit. He will have eaten 2 hearty meal --- his
1zat, For behind that second doer === he will dle in
that chalr which 13 called -~ the chair. You are
wondering 1f he will keep a promise he made tc you --
and only you -=- even at this door of his death, What is
that promise? (PAUSE) You walt and as you walt --you

remember,

{POLICE TICKER UP AND BEHIND TELEPHONE RINGING
AND PICKED UP)
Headquerters. (PAUSE) Yessir. 27 Chestnut? Right,
(PHONE HUNG UP. DOOR OPENS)
(COMING ON) Hya, 3arge. Anythingcgg}ng?
Well.,..3am Ricclardi's got some eﬁ;;én in the detective's
room. That's all.
Okay. If my paper calls, I'm in there.
{AS FOOTSTEPS GO OFF) Right.
(OVER STEPS) Sam Ricclardi -- your best friend on the
force, You can always walk in on hiwm.
(DOOR OTBB3, CLOSES BEHIND} -
(LOW) He's questionlng. You sitb down,’m*néiaglfeuFQ
Gi-buelpoes———aRd—lts,
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RICCIARDL:

MOREIS:

RICCIARDI:

MORRIS:

RICCIARDI:

MORRIS:

RICCIARDI:

MORRIS:

RICCIARDTI:

U

RICCIARDI: Now let me get this straight. He offered you a hundred
dollars to murder somebody?

MORRTST Tt TE CRFIRHt T S

RIGGEARBEF Did he say why?

MOBRILS-4~ No, /’IJ

RTCCIARDL: Did he s{a_.y'-/*:fho?

“MORRYE: No,ﬂxJﬁ;t a guy on 3t. Anne street.

RICCIARDYI: Tisbor.  And you turned him down. Why?

MORRIS: I d1dn't want to get tangled up in no murder., Just to
borrow some dough.

RICCIARDL: -You-sttil—owe—this =~ what's his name?

MORRIS: Pellito, Angelo Pelllto, He's a spaghettl salesman but

he lends woney on the side.

You atill owe him any money?

Ltbout & hundrsd and fifty bucks.

You wouldn't come in here and pin a phony chargs on him
to get out of paylng back, would you?

ol no.

You wouldn't cowe in hers as a stool plgeon and expect
us to pay you off if we get anything on him, would you?®
Oh no.

You wouldn't by any chance honestly know the name of
the man Pellito wanted murdered, would you? (MIMICS)

Oh po. (PAUSE) Come on, Morris. What was the name?
Aw, I didn't want to get tangled up 1n this. But the
guy 1s named Deombrowski. Jos Dombrowskl.
At's & good boy., Now I tell you what I'm going to do,

Morris. I'm going to lock ¥ou up --
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MORRIS:

RICCIARDL:

NAER:

JOE ¢

TOUGHILL:
WIFE:

TOUGHILL:

WiFE:

-5 -
Me ?
You, I'm going to go look into this yarn of yours --
and if there's anything to 1t =-- good. If not -- well,
wo'!ll ses. But I don't want you to run away, Morrls -=

and locked up -=- you can't,

They put Morris 1into the tewporary lockup, and friend
Sam goes out to look into his story. And you? TYou go
to look up the intended murder victim -- at his home on
St, Anne Street, Later, you'll compare notes with Sam,
but when you get there a neighbor tells you -- that

Jos Dowbrowski is in the hospltal -- sick.

You rush over there and with your press pass get
permission to visit him. As you énter the room, he lios
facing you. His wife, her back to you, 1is apooning
something into his mouth.

Aw, come on, Joa. Finish 1t, huh?

T don't like it. Tastes rotten.

Itts good for you, Joe. Yogqyanna get well, dontcha?
Sure, sure, but -- (PAUSE);‘:;&O'I‘B you?

What? On.\‘who're you, mister?

sgunle TeeShoec

Pfe&&:ffbaily News,

Whaddayou want in here?®

Just checking up on something. Mr, Dombrowskil, the
police are holding a man who says somebody tried to hire
him to murdsr you --

Murder!
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TOUGHILL:

JOE:
TOUGHILL:

JOE:

(MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

WIFE:
TOUGHILL:
WITE:
TOUGHILL:

WIFR:

TOUGHLLL:

-5 -

That 's right. Frankly, the police think 1it’'s & gag...
£he—mermey—be—a—1iittle off-his-rockeriBut—i—juet
“Homght—THterk. DO you know anybody who'd want to
k11l you ~- or want you killed?

Me? No. Why should anybody want to kill we?

1 dunno., Got any lnsurance?

Insurance! I ain't even got & job. No, mister -- you're

barkin' up the wrong tree. Ii's some crazy gag, that's

all,

Tt's funny how a thing will hit you -- late. It ian't
until you're a block away from the hospital that the

one thing wrong with that happy domestle picture hits
you. The pleture? Slck man, vwife feeding Qoup. What'ls
wrong? Since when dogs a man under hospltal care get
home -feeding privileges!
_BTING)

{DOOR KNOCKING AND QPENING)

. : S .
Oh. It's you agaln. ?ﬂu. O & G gen 253 = %¢yzu4;dﬂfuf-w

' . oy e e
R eI ST T S

ask #4ust 8 couple of questions?
What about?
Your husband., T wasn't kidding when I sald somebody
wapted hia murdered. Ft—way-seund—wicrd—trat—those
trdepe—tappore NoOW, you can answer my Juestlions or not.
It mlght bs easier to answer me .than, say, tha pollce.
Huh?
(LOW) what do you want to know?

Wnat was in that soup?

RTHO1 0171064
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WIFE:

TOUGHILL!:

WIFR:
TOUGHILL:
WIFE:

TOUGHILL:
WIFE:
TOUGHILL:

WITE:

TOUGHILL:
WIFE:

TOUGHILLL:

TOUGHILL:
SAM:

TOUGHILL:

-."l'r'_
{A GASP) Who told you?
Nobody. I gusssed. Come on, Mrs. Dombrowskl =-- what
were you feeding him?
{I0W) Fattura.
What ?
Fattura. It =-- it's somsthing I get from & friend. You
put 1t in your husband'!s soup -~ or coffee, even....

anything =-- just so long as he takes it --

What does 1t do?

Tt brings him back to you?
It WHAT?
Whean your husband don't love you no more =-- it brings

him back,

m-’ ?",.(“i';‘r? “. 2
see, Where did you say you get 3t

1t to Joe -- but still he don't love What
e

can I do? ¢j,mr/”'

It's not my_pusineﬁgl Mrs. Dombrowski -- but you can

stop,faiiing for phony love -medielines and apend your
ﬁeney~beb¥a@1—_uheisﬁtha_mnmanngnuﬂgﬂhuitmingm?
Mrs. Cariomo -- Maria Cariono., GShe 1ives right around

the corner.

{DOOR BELL AND DOOGR I3 LNSWERED)
! . L
b',:e:".r_x e AL -
114 1like to --- (TAKE) Well! Look who's here! FHya, Saml
Frank! Wnat!re you doing hers!

Same goss for you. What gives?
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SAM:

TOUGHILL:
SAM:
TOUGHILL:

SAM:

TQUGHILL:
SAM:

TOUGHILL:

SAM:
TOUGHILL:
SAM:
TOUGHILL:
SAM:

TQUGHILL:

TOUGHILL:
SAM:

TOUGHILL:

SAM;

-8
Well, we wont after thils Pelliito guy and discovered he
was on a gate -- with ---
Marlia Carlono --
Right. How do you know?
My reporter's ilnstinct, I'11 tell you iater. Anythling
in the story you got from the guy you locked uQ?

bon't know;yet. Pellito haan't showed up.higgt his girl
friend's;pi'.lere. e /«ic e /0-/’:"'“ ""“;,-‘v‘_:j.-:-

Y p

LGeodw. I wanw}to aak her about fattura soup,
Fattura, Whers'd you latch on to that word ?
From the wife of the guy who's supposed to be murdered.
Incidentally, he's in the hospital.
What with? |
(CHUGCKIE ) His wife feeding him fattura.
Do you know what fattura is?
Nope. That's what I cawe here to find out,
Fatfura. That's Italian for charm. . .What you might
za2ll a love potion --- Or & death potlion.

(VERY QUIET) What'd you say?

Death potion.
~{QUIZT-GreatJumplre—grasshoppers..,

Frapeasihat—givee?

You know -- like Lucrezla Borgla.

Listen, Saw. Do you trust me 7

What kina of talk lz that from a reporter?

Do you trust me snough to -- to stick your neck out,
tway out -- and maybe get to the bottom of something
terrific?

What 've you been drinking?
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TQUGHILL: It,ain‘t fagtural Sam =-=- just A0 me one favor. j?erT o
o g Ui ’J' ‘1 ;frz«z '3‘;3’
up—younqmu%&es and .ao back to headquarters.n let mwe
handle Mrs. Carlono =--
SAM: Wny? Why? What'!s the story? _
. e O
TOUGHILYL: I don't know yet. But Ilcan findout better than you.
Please, Sam ~- please!
SAM: A11 right. But if you louse things up - FA3Fdedablash

Fou~ I1'11 fattura the llving daylights out of you!
TOUGHILL: Okay --~ and 1f I'm not back at headquarters by nine

olelook tonight --- come looking for wme!

NARRATOR: An hour later, dusk is softening the barsh outlines of
S%. Ann street. You, Frank Toughill, slip silently

. 2 .
through that twilight hou --14%134;3 now, as & workman
M 1k el iz < r}-i'd.l}lr A CClctrr

. Inside the
white -veranda-ed houss of Mrs .~Merda- Ceriono -- there
is & light. (PAUSE)} She's home.

e

(FEET UP STEPS, #NeP¥-8N DOOR. IT OPENS )

MRS . CARYONOC: Yos?

TOUGHILL: Miz . Cariono?

MRS. C: Cariono, s8i.

TOQUGHILL: Miz Cariono, could I talk wit' you?
MR3. C: You in trouble, wmister?

TOUGHILL: Yes ma'a

Nrw ' ;E%;! i b e ?
MRS. C: -

2, - S
TOUGHILL: Sure—~thing? Vn. Velicte ,A’ﬂ‘-f( 2"" Coreed ;._C’iq:.’?&z-f. o 4%
MRS, C: . Come in, comd 1in,

(DOOR CLOSES)
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MRS. C:

MHS. C:

TOUGHILL:
MRS, C:
TOUGHILL:
MRS, C:
TOUGEILL:
MhE—CT
PTG

MBS G

Li-

MRS, C:

TOUGHILL:

MR3. C:

TOGGIILL:

MES. C:

.-10_
This way.
(FOOTSTEES }

’p'f_! [ 1"‘-_-_

51t down. Now -- what kind of trouble you got, tistde - -
Toy?

Un -- well , ..16"'s my wife,

Ah, S8he play arocund.

Yegh.

You work all day, she play, eh?

That's how 1t 1s.

You-teve—her

Yessum-.

You want her

You -- gﬁf-- {PAUSE) Wait. How you find about me?
Mr, Péﬁlito. I done some work for him., He aaild you
coﬁ{d fix me up.
&%&fﬁmmrmmrwmﬂmermfmﬂmﬂ

(LOW) You wangfgour vife beek~ -- or youwr—wamt—ehie other

man -- gore?
0h -- I got nothinz against him. I think it 's the woman,

s - R
. T
rI,J [ s e 57!

in these things, yon know ---

Then you uwent the fattura, eeke—trew—shangn. .

What's that?

La fattwa. (WHIBPER, La fztwura. Secret of the old

country. A little this,z little that, mix 'ewm up, say

the right wsrds the right way, -- eccol! La Fattura.
eyo—povrtemr—Fuxt—r-TrTieTiT o TraTy ——HgETTUw it

P50 S e B GO I =t O T e P T T =
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TOUGHILL: And she'll love mwe, ho
MRS.!E; Love you like cra
TOPG'ﬁILL: That 's what, I need!
MﬁS. C:

Cos?/;gd/a lot.

l’ i{ ] .‘,—{‘LI',‘- z

. P o
MROUGHERL—  Seleen—gottt3IToTm Tt N RO et

MRS, C: ? KTWen£§—five dollars right now, I glve you the flrst
|

TOUGHILL:

MRS, C:

MR3. C:

(MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

TOUGHILL:

SAM:

SAM:

‘SAM:

bottle.
Hsre -- here!
Feeo -- la Fattura! (SOUND: SLIGHT CLINK) Remember --

just a drop, first day. Second day, two drops.

wait a day --
Yeah - - 382
_,--""‘ )
wTher—aale BT BT ore—e—ono-—greps—twradrops, Go,one like

~ . + .
J,--,nr:’g.{_g.u“’ _,j..ft TIVT R

that., Then -~ when is all gons --
maypo-notr—if-mot -- come back fer more! La Cariono be

=t Sl

right here,-3diide-bay !
Fiftssn minutes latex, Sam Ricciardi has the whole
story. And you're walting for a report., TFinally -- 1t
comes ., He hands 1t to you.
(RUSTLE OF PAPER) Brother! Arsenlc enough to kill a man.
Nice golng, Frank, And here's one for your paper --

{ PHONE RINGS)
Scuse me.

( PHONE PICKED UP)
Ricclardi. (PAUSE) When? {(PAUSE) Cause? (PAUSE)
Thanka. Don't release the body to anyone, not even the
undertaker. (PAUSE) Especially not to that undertaker!

Walt for the police!l

ATHOT 171089




JAM:

TOUGHILL:

SAM:

S5AM:

-12- .

(PHONE DOWN)

st

(QUIET) Frank, We'®s, sitting hore patting each other on
the back for—ersoitng—dowrthatlo—Rhi-lade-tphlaBorgla -~ and

-

a1l the while Dowbrowski is dying in agony over at the

LT LA
B

hospltal. And guess what they glve as cause cof dsath?
Polsoning, naturally.
No. Judglng by vhat we know - 1t should be, but the
death certificate says pneumonia. So --

(PICKS UP PHONE)
Lt. Ricclardl speaking. ©€all 1in every man. Plek up ---

Angelo Pellito, spaghettl merchant --- Peter Pelllito, his
brother -- undertaker --

Wewd-

Maria Cariono -- housewife! Mrs. Joe Dombrowski --
housewlfe --

Dotirrer—-woil]

and -- the doctor who just signed the death certif‘icate
of Joe Dombrowskil (FPAUSE) Fe—tWAT ATI7 ISN'T that
anough? (PAUSE) On what charge? (PAUSE) Murder and

conspiracy to commit!

— T i e e ——

{MIDDLE COMMEREZIAL )
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Pl A

CHAPPELL:
HABRRICE:
CHEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

AARRICE:

THE 310 3TORY
PROGRAM #168

MIDDLE COMMERCE L

(BEHIND)

TERO,T-SCRATCH {(SFFECT) -- TIROAT-SCRATCH {EPFPRCT)} --
THROLT-SCRATCH (BFFECT) --

Guard against throat-scratch! {(EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

DELL MPLL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoXe and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL, At the first puff PELL }ZLL smoke is filterasd
further than that of any othor leading cigarette.
#orecver, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
¥ELL still gives you a longer, natural filter of
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch.

For PELL MELL'S grecater length travels the snoke

further on its wey to your throat - filters it
naturally througn PELL MELL'S traditionzlly finc,
mellow tobaccos - guards agalnst throat-gerateh,

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

mildness and satisfoction no other cigaretie of{ers

you, Guard against throat-scrateh!
Injoy sncoth smoking!

Ask Tor the longer, finer cigarette in the

distingniohed red package - PELL MELL FANOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutstending!”
And - they are mild!
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(MUSIC:

Y e = —

HARRIC:E

NARRATOR:

34aM:
TOUGHILL:

SAM:

TOUGHILL:
SAM:
TOUGHLLL:

{MUSIC:

14

This is Cy Harrice, returning you 'to your narrator and
the Blg Story of Frank Toughili, as he llved 1t and wrofe
1t.
You, Frank Toughill of the Philadelphia Dally News have
been working with the pollee on a case that started out
with an informer -- and sesms now to be winding up in a
murder plot. A wan has just dled of & Move charm" you
dlscovered contained -- arsenic, but because & death
cartificate sald pneumonia, the pollce have Just sent out
orders for the arrest of 5 persons connected with the
case. At the woment you and Lt. Riccardl are checking - &
files -~

(FILE DRAWER PULLED OUT, CARDS RIFFIED...}
Let's just see if we've got a record on any of 'ew...
Ccallzshan.,.Caravella,..Cariono -~
That's it -- first nswe Maria?
No. This is Charles -- her husband. Well look here !
vistim of a hit-run a2ccldent, (PAUSE) Are you thinking
what I'wm thinking?
What are you thinking o2
(QUIETLY ) Cemeterles.,
And shovels, (PAUSE) W
do a little wore, diggtng“on this case before I could

wtte%;;pwm uDiESimaLmht !
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NARR: Sam goes off to get a disintermwent order -- and you do &
1ittle Aigging on your own, in the paper's files. And gou

come up with -~

&&Jfﬁﬁék,ﬁaa“
ﬁTwo'mﬂre corpses, Sam., Mrs, Caricno's atepson died two

5

TOUGHILL:
months ago. Death certificates signed by same doctor -~
buried by same undertaker. Alsc, a certain Herman
Fensterblum died last month =--

SAM: Where did he ccome in?

TOUGHILL: - (QUIET) Mrs. Cariono's front door. He was her boarder.

,é'_f '?','t-tf‘/
(PAUSE) Sam -- bring lots of -spedes-,

(MUSIC: _ _ _HIT_AND_(O UNDER

NARRATOR ! Some hours later,the report comes in. There are many °
words in it .. but only one word is important. {PAUSE)
Arsenic.

(MUSIC: _ _ _HIT_AND G0 AWAY FOI

NARRATOR : Now, theldigging begins in earnest. For arsenice is only
the means. What wes the end? Another word. Insurance.

- SAM: Frank, this fills in the story for you. Every single one
of those polsonsd pecple was insured through Poilito,
{PAUSE ) Murder for profit, on the assembly 1ine plan.

(MUSIC: _ _ _STING)

WARRATOR: Page after page of testimony 1s taken from the five
suspects -- sach one singing against the others, to save
his own skin -- and cut of the millions of words, you

dredge story after story -- each viler than the last.

Apenlog—aboui~the Black Widaws !
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WOMAN I:

(MUSIC:

HARRRTOR™Y

MAN:

™ - ———

WOMAN 'IL:

(MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

-16-

(LOW) Sc they said if I took out this insurance policy,
they'd give me this stuff that would kill my husband
gradually. The thing was -- I'd have to pay thew part of

the 4insurance.

You wanna get rid of this guy whe's hangin' around your
Yeu-wanna-make—a—little~sonesrtmeortie-
ahanbi~ T gald, asure,

wife, he says?
He says, you take out a polley

with us on him, and 8s socon as it comes through, wa'll
push him off this bridge. Bub how are you gonna insure
him without him knowin' 1t, I says. And he says -- leavs

that to ua!

Well -~ he was so old, and 30 sick, he couldn't last much
jonger. So I took out this insurance on him -- and they
sent over their own nurse. Well, cone day she was pushing
nim in his wheelchair -- and the truck hit him. (PAUSE)

They‘even chargzed we rent on the wheelchair!

e R T e e

Sem Ricclardi you have the full plotupe of -- murder on an
Bl gre. Thiiedt {slipre sl == —
assembly line system. Py B B Hy O i :

Take thls case -- cid Emll Gansemeyer,

Gansemeyer wants very S be a widow. 80 ~- she gces

to Marisa Ca New you keep the figures, Frank --

For the Fatbura -- $250.
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SAM:

TOUGHILL:

SAM:

TOUGHEILL:
SAM:
TOUGHILL:
SAM

TOUGHILL:

TOUGHILL:
SAM:

TOUGHILL: .

SAM:
TOUGHILL:

SAM:

TOUGHTLL:

SAM:

TOUGHILL:

SAM:

TOUGHILL:

-17 = {
Check. Then, Cariono sends her tc Peilito. He writey/ﬂ;

a policy con Gansemeyer. ///
For $4,C00, j/f
The gang's doctor okays him, the polley cleapg{ then --

he develops stomach trouble,., The same doctp; treacvs him--.
Five dollars a visit =-- total, around $5q;!

Recommends medlcines -- ;

Made up by the gang's private pharmaciét.

Total, say $25. ;;

Finally -- 0ld Mr, Gansemeyer diegﬂ Now -- the same
doctor writes up & phony death aértificate --

This they throw in free -- J
But =-- Pellitec's brother iS/Qhe undertaker.
Total take -- say, $250. /
Finally -- the insuranqa.comes. 3plit ~--
Fifty-fifty. Two thgdéand to Widow CGansemeyer, two
thouéand to the ayqdicate.
Dkay -- whatls tbé'final profit?
Let's see (HE FIGURES ) Two thousand, five hundred and
fifty dollars, PBut that's not all, Somewhere along the
line, the géﬁg gets a bright idea. Young Mrs., Gansemeyer
iz signinglpapers 1ike mad, now ==
3¢ somepgdy shoves zn insurance applicaticn under her noss
-- shq;signs it --

;

And ;hrea months later -- ghe passes away. Beneflclary?

£
The same gong. (PAUSE) Frank, there's only one thing
: ]

ﬁrong with the whole story. Qﬁwv:

Neah. Wno's tho brains behind ity For sure, not Pellito

himseilf.
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NARRATOR!

TOUGHILL:

(MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

TOUGHILL:
PELLITO @

TOUGHILL:

PELIITO :
TOUGHILL:

18-
For sure, no, I don't think he has the bralns, The
trouble is, though they're all squealing on each other,
left and right =-- nobody's implicated the blg beoss. A&nd

Groet

that s the one &h¥rg we neod!

— T Dy e — e —

Wheever the Bilg Boss 13, his 1s no small enterprise. For
by the time the cases are ready for eourt, your daily
running lead reads like this.... .

(TYFEWRITER UF AND DOWN BEHIND)
. . . total of $250,000 in 1life insurance..(TYPING UP,
DOWN ). .twenty -two defendants...{TYPING DITTC),..more than
fiftv unsuspectling husbands, wives, boarders, and .
neighbors poisoned, drowned, run over or slugged. ..

(TYPING) victims in six states....{TYPING UP AND INTO)

— e T — o — —

It takes more than a year for the law painstakingly to
untangle the dark threads of this murder net -- and in
that time, you come to know the b loody -handed little
Pellitec pretty well, Well enough to reallze, one day
in his cell, that the time 1s ripe to spring your
particulayr trap. What is your bait? Flattery!l
You know, Argelo, I have a lot of respect for ycu.

Mo ? Murderer? Thet's funny.

Well -- maybe respect is the wrong word, I'm gonna bo
very honest with you, Angelc == (PAUSE ) You're gonna dle.
I know.

And yet, you sit there. You dont!t blubber 1liks your

brother -~
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PELIITO ¢
TOUGHILL:
PELLITO:
TOUGHILL:

PELIITO:
TOUGHILL:
PELLITO:
TOUGHILL:
PELLITO:

TOUGHILL:

FPELLITOC:
TOUGHILL:
PELLITO:

PQUGHLLL:

PELLITO:

TOUGHILL:

PFELLITO:
TOUGHILL ¢
PELLITO:

Coward!

You don't go crazy, like the dector =~-

Chiseler!

You don't stay up all night thinking cof new ca3es the
police don't know about, 1ike Marla Cariono =-- hoping 1t
will influence them--

gquealer!

You just sit there under gquestioning. Quiet and calm.,
(EAGER) I make 2 good Impression, Frank?

Very good. But stili, you're gonna die, Angelo.

Yeah. I kncw.

Angelo, I loock at the others, and I want to crawl away
somevhere ond nide. But I lock at you -- and I think =--
i1f only this man's genlus could have gone into henest
work.

What you say -- geniuvs?

Yes,

What's that mean, Frankie?

Ch. . .take Einsteln. He's & genlus. Henry Ferd, He's
a genius, Thomas EE{50N.... .pe0ple who had crganizing
ability. People head and shoulders above the crdinary.
(MUSTING ) Einastein...Bdison..,Pellito, How ycu likxe that.
T don't 1like 1t, Angelo. 411 that capscity for planning,
erganization -- and vwhat did you dc with it? Murder.
And what did you get out of it? Money.

(LOW) Not so much., NOt 80 wuach.,

Hundreds of thousands.

(LOW) No, WNot me.
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TOUGHILL:
PELLLITOQ:

TOUGHILL:
FRELLITC:

TOUGHILL:

PELLITO:

TOUGHILL:

PELLITO:

POUGHT LL:
{(MUSIC:

NARRATOR:

JUDGE :

NARRATOR:

20~
Who, Angelo?

(LONG PAUSE) Listen, Frank, You make me 2 promise --
I make you a promise,

I'11 try.

You promise me -- you write about we in your paper., Wrlte
about -- Angelo Pellito =-- genlus in murder --

Yeah --

(1LoW) Then, I tell ycu -- and only you =- who i3 the wman
vho use my genius, Pick my brains. Pudl-we-—withsiringg
Ike-wooden—doris  You promise?

Only one thing is wrong with 1t, Angelo, I don't kneow

your story., (PAUSE) And pretty soon ===-you know.
Yeah. T die. (PAUSE) Just the samwe -- I write my atory
fer you == get it to you scme way -- you print it in

your paper -- I tell you about the Blg Boss. (PAUSE) Ouay?®

Okay.

Some days latex, you are in court. The jury has come in.
Various of the defendants have been given 11fe ..,.pris<n
terms...sent to inscne asylums...and now -- the Judge 1s
talking about -=-

Angolo Pellito, the jury having found yeou gullty of murder
1n the first degree and participgézsiﬁ a consplracy to
commlt murder and murders indivldual and various, 1t is

wy duty o promounce sentence upon you.

(LOW) fingelc puts down the magazine he has been reading.

He listens.
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JUDGE :

NARRATOR ¢
JUDGE :

NARRATOR:

PELLITO :
{MUSIC:

WARRATOR 3

21~
It becomes my duty to sentence ycu to death. IAnd that
you be put to death, the woans being electricity, and
that electrie current be sent through your bedy until

you are legally proncunced dead, (PAUSE}-Angela Pelliftg.--
r-""/

{LOW) He stands unmoved, but now, curiow

It 18 customary upon such sg glng, for the presidling

justice to prong certain words. They are -- "And

may gpdfﬁﬁke mercy on your soul," (PAUSE) T do not
L
Sropowrce—thorewordesr—PASE-Remats the _prigonar.

Angelo is --- removed, But as he passea the press box --
he drops something in your lap,
Here, Fraokie.

Nice magazine. Good story.

Thus -- you receive -- and your paper prints -- Chapter
One in the 1life of Angelo Pellito -- confessed murderer!
A weak later, he 1is taken from clity jail to state priscn.
That too

There -- he smuggles to you -- chapter Two.

you print, Wnat's in the two instalments? Not much thet

hasn't been told before. Thinga 1llke ---

e « + I teel sorry, Prankie, for these wildows go to jzil,
Ia 811 really not they fault. Is all because cof greesdy

for meney.

ATHKO1 0171079




AWGELO :

{MUSIC;

WARR ¢

NARR ¢
PRIEST:

NARR:

NARRATOR:

ANGELO :
FRANWK:
ANGELD:
FRANX:
ANGELD:

=22-
Frankie, T will die, so all here 1ls truth. You call me
in paper boss of Philadelphia Arsenic Murder Ring. DBetter
eall Internaticnal Poison Murder Syndicate., And not call
mo boss. Just general manager for United State. {PAUSE )

Next wesk I tell you name of International President.

Now, you are near what you want. But {SHEAI-CHCR-IN
-B+6-) 1little sngelo Pellito 1s wuch closer to whot no men

wants! You have kept your promise -- and as you walt for

him to come through the door on your right -~

you monder -- will he keep his!

(DOOR OFRNS,. ., FOOTSTEPS UP AND UNLER)
(10W) It 1s not Angelo. It is a priest.
(FROM FOREGROUND TO 3.G.) Do profundis clamavi ad te,

Domine: Domine, exaudi vocem

And behind him -- meam., Flant aures tuae
Angelo. His hoad intendentes, in vocem r
shaved., His trouser deprecationis weae. 351
leg is slit. His face inicuitates observaveris,.
1s calm, He—hai—made Domine: Domlne, guls -
Frha—poree - - o= sustinebit? Quia Apud te

Now he passes you., He propitatio sst. Et propter
sces you, He stops. legem tuam sustinui te Dowine.
(LOW) Frankie.

Y¥Yoah.

Pell me -- what ¢id I do wrong?

That's not for me to say, Angelo.

I wean -~ what mistake I make? Why aldn't I get away
vith it all?
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NARR:

FRAFK:

ANGELO:

NOICET"

FRANK:

NARRATOR:

NLRRATOR:

23-
You 1leok at him. Right ap-bo-pew-he had you. £00lod—BuL
here, on the dcorstep of his death, he still wants t°
wnow what went wrong with his infernal scheme! You're
tempted tc apit in his face but instead you play along
with his sgc.
Well maybe you should have cremated 'em instead cof
burying them!
3ure! Thet's 1it! (PAUSE) Ch, Frankie -= if I only

know you scconer -- We never get caught!

Come-—er—hnge e e taRvaLE- BT IERIT: 4 sy
(FOOTSTEPS START AWAY, UNDER)
But Angelc -- what about your promise?
(FCOTSTRES CONTINUE. FRIEST IN AGAIN WITH)
sustipuit snima wez 1in verto

eius: speravit anima mea in

He makes no answer, Domino. o custodla matutine
He wzlks the last usque noctem. Speret Israsl
geven steps O ' in Dominc. Quio apud Dominum
that finnl doqv. misericordia est. Et 1pss

It openg -- redimet Israel, ex omnibus

iniguitatibus e jus.
(DOOR OPENS)
Requiem aeternam dcneg el,
. o STt r-i
el st

makes cne final gesture. (PAUSE) He slowlyitaps his own

H» turns, He Domine.
chest. His lips shape & silsnt word., One gsyllabls.

{PLUSE) He goes thru the docor.

(DCOR CLOSES)
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W.RRs Lfter a moment the lights g2 AOWI . s s UDwws «GOWN 0 s WD e
armvn, up. hnd dngelo Pellito did keep his prowise--

for in that gesture, he tcld ycu that he was the big
brailn after all. Pem-Brtr—Seery—te—oves

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Frank Toughlll of the Philadelphia Dally News with the
final outcome of tenlight's BIG 3TORY.

(MUSIC: _ _ _ SPENUT
(CIOSING COMMERCILL)
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT~SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH {(EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCE (EFFECT) --
Guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditiconglly fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further ...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t_mild.

Puff by puff you're always azhead when you smoke PELL
MELL., At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered
further than that of any other leadilng cigarette.
Morecover, after 5 puffa, or 10, or 15, cor 17, PELL
MELL still glves you a longer, natural filter of
traditionally flne tobaccos - te guard against
throat-scratch, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you

a gmoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you,

3o, don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking
enjJoyment,

Guard against throatescratch!

Enjoy smecoth smoking!

Aslc for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!”
And - they are mild!
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{MUSIC

26

o - TAGL

CHAPPELL: Now we read you thet telegram from Frank Toughill of

the Fniladelphia Daily News,

TOUGHILL: Actual fact of murder syndicate 1in tonight's Blg Story

is that to this day police cannot venture to guess how

many vietims Pellite and gang had. Best gatimate is
5 o

hotween twerand £heee hundred ali over ;merica,. Case

required three years to wind up, but now evidence

sti11l being found. Many thanks for tonightls Pell

Mell Award)

CHAPPELL® Thank you, Mr. Toughill...thc makers of PELL MELL

HARRICE:

{MUSICy

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to prescnt you the PELL MEL!
$500 Award for notable service in the ficld of
journalism.,

Listen agaln next weck, samc btime, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Lapeer
Michigan Press =- by-line, William T, Nobel, I BIG
STORY about a reporter who managed to reach a fire
(SOUND+—ENGTNES ) just in time to discover jealousy,
natred and --= murder!

THEME WIPE_GND_FADE T0_BG ON_CUE)
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-2 REV.,
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Viadimlr Selinsky. Tohight's program was
adapted by Alan Sloanc from an actual story from the
front pages of the Philadelphia Daily News, Your
narrator was Bob Sloane, and George Petrie played the
part of Frank Toughill, Ih order to pfotect the names
of people actually involved in tonight's authentie
BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the
dramatization were changed with the exception of the
reporter, Mr, Toughill.
CHAPPELL1 This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FiMOUS CIGAHRETTES.
(PAUSE)
CHAPPELL: Pricnds, one of the safest investments in the world
today is a United States Savings Bond. Buy United
Statcs Savings Bonds now...to safeguard your future.

THIS IS NBC......THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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NARRATOR
LINDA
ELLIE
IDA
WOMAN
NOBLE
SHERIFF
MAN
JAVITS
BARTENDER
3NIDER
SERGEANT
DOCTOR
BATCHER

THE BIG STOR
RAM #16

WEDNES

AS BRCADCAST

BOB SLOANE
PAT HOSLEY
PAT HOSLEY
BARBARA WEEKS
BARBARA WEEKS
TARRY HAINES
BILL SMITH
BILL SMITH
BOB DRYDEN
BOB DRYDEN
GRANT RICHARDS
BRANT RICEARDS
JnsS0N JOHNSON

JASON JOHNSON

NE 21
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NBC & IHE BJIG STORY #169
() )
10:00 - 10:30 M JUNE 21, 1950 WEDNESDAY

(WILLIAM T. NOBLE LAPEER, MICHIGAN: LAPEER PRESS)

Adapted by Silgmund Miller,

AMOYS

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL CIGARETTES present .... THE BIG STQRY

LINDA:
IDA:

LINDA:

IDA:

LINDA:
IDA:

LINDA:

IDA:

i (SD OF CAR GOING EIGHTY MILES AN HOUR)
(ABOUT 9, MOANING, HALF SHOCK, HALF PAIN) Momma ... Momma,
(NERVOUS, FRIGHTENED, ABOUT 26} I'm driving as fast as I
can = Linda =-
I'm bleeding mammé/--
We'll be in the hosp%&q@ in a few minutes --
Mamm%/— I don't feel - good -~
Keep your hand tight over the bullet hole --
{CAR NEGOTIATES A NARROW TURN ON TWO
SCREECHING WHEELS: )
Whywes I.shot mamma - Hegedierd—a—igb———
Pioase—eib—atit——domrli—meve ~-
I'm goln to die - I'm going to die --

(CAR INCREASES IN SPEED)

No - you'll be allright as socn as I gef you toc 8 ~---
{CAR SCEEECHES ARQUND A CURVE, SCREAM OF BRAKES
THEN SHATTERING RENDING CRASH)

GHAPPELL)
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CHAPFELL: THE IBIG STORY. Here 1s America ~ it's sound and fury,
1t's joy and 1t's sorrow as faithfully reported by the
men and wemen of the great American newspapers. {PAUSE)
Lapeer, Michigén. The story of a reporter who followed
through to the end of one of the most brutal atrocities
in American criminal hlstery.

CHAPFELL: Tonlght to Wiiliam T. Noble of the lapeer Michlgan Press
for his BIG STORY goes the PELL MELL Award.

(MUSIC:_ . _. DANPARE)

( OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
iAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

THE BIG STCORY
PROGRAM #169

QPENING COMMERCIAT

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

Guard against throat-scratchl (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smokingl

PTLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels tnc smoke further....

Pilters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoke FELL
MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leadlng cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL ®ELL
still gives you a longer, natural filter of
traditionzlly fine tobaccos - €0 guard against
throat-scratch. Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tcbaccos

give you a gmoothness, mildness and gsatisfaction no

pther cigarette offers you.

pon't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGLRETTES - "Outstandingi”

And - thev are mildl
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CHAFPFELL: Lapeer, Michigan. The story as 1t actuslly happened --
Bi11l Noble's story as he lived 1t.
NARR: Michigan, - Indlan Summer, = midnight - And you Blll Noble
é%zgg%héﬁiapeer Press, are driving home after a pleasant
A »
viszit at o friends. The night hangs softly, peacefully
over the dark rolling hills. Ahead of you a strange light
flickers. You wonder what it 1s. But as you come nearer
you stop wondering--=-=
GSD—9P~¥EctENT'UEKNGING'ﬁF*ﬁINNER—BEEE“FﬁIENG*iN)
S T T TR Sroub e,  You can see S
Ae house buraing now. The entlre upper floor 13 aflame -
G8Erfﬂ*1EﬂTﬂ?OMiNG"ﬂIT?f‘RK?ID“ST@P)
As you drive Into tpe rounds your headlights light up

Cnh. & et § AT fzyZK, P LT A s dﬁﬂﬁf
a man wi-swieby lying on’the ground, gerdi—tr—ts e

etatoirirg ooy erf—sdn; wiso-deed.
(CAR STOPS - CAR DOOR OPENS)
SHERIFF: (3URPRISE) Bill Noble - how 41d you know about thils =o

soon?
NOBLE: I was just passing by, Sheriff. This is awful --
SHERIFF: I just got here myselfl -
JAVITS: (FADE IN, BREATHLESZ, aBOUT 50) Are you the sheriff?
SHERIFF: That's right.
JAVITS: I'm a neiéhbor, Javits is my name, I've just looked

through the house, There's no one else in there.
(SHOUTS) Ellie - Ellie --
SHERIFF: Who are you calling?

JaVITS: My daughter - she said the wife and another child were
st111l in the house but --
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ELLIE:

JAVITS:
ELLIE:

JAVITS:

SHERIFF:
JAVITS:

SHERIFF:
ELLIE:
NCBLE:
ELLIE:
SHERIFF:

EILLIE:

NOBLE:
JAVITS:

SHERIFF:

-5~
(FADE IN, EARLY TWENTIE3, OCCASTONALLY CONTROLS A BOB,

SHE IS FRIGHTENED AND NEAR HYSTERIA) Did you find them
capa?

Ain't no one in the house Ellle.

But’ﬁg‘;ﬁ?ﬁ sgid they was..

I looked upstairs and downstairs, until the smoke drove
‘me out. I tell you there ain't no one 1n there.

Who 1s supposed to be in there?

His wife and daughter. That living room downstalrs is

a bloody mess. Blood all cover - on the chairs, sofa, on
the rug and even on the walls --

Who 15 the dead man?

9teve Wochek - and his 1little bey Faul.

Do you have any idea who shot them?

He done 1t himself - killed hisself and Psaul.

How dg you know?

T 1live scross the road. I was just going to bed when I
saw the fire. I ran over and I saw Steve stumbling out of
the house holding Paul in his arms. I asked him what
happened to you, and he said "I did 1t," "I shot Paul and
myself.” Then I asked him where's Ida and Linda.
Brt—tre—rortdntt—trHeenymore, He just pointed te  the
burning house. -Rhen—he—fallagainstme, then he died.

211 the fime he wes—helding——ontetittie-Paut—and—he—vas
dead-atir-tlre—ttme, It was awful - just awful -
( BEGINS TO CRY)

He might have shot his wife and daughter too.

They must have gotten away = because no ohe's in there.

Why did he do 1t -- was he ecrazy?
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ELLIE:

SERGEANT:

SHERIFF!

SERGEANT

SHERIFF:

NOBLE+

ZHERIFF:

SERGEANT:

NARR:

-5-
He was always jealous of Ida - always suspicioned her -
uhen—%he—ftt—c3me—onﬂhitrinrﬂmngﬂrrzzyhﬁealnuﬁ,
{sD OF SIREN PFADING IN, HUBUB, VOICES, 3D OF
HOUSE BURNING)
(SHOUTING) Sheriff -- sheriff ---
Here I am, Sergeant. Ea
By A U e
(FADE IN FAST) I phoned them » the state police are on
thelr way down. There‘sﬁbgzz a bad crack-up on route 42 =
two miles out of Hillsdale.
What a night --
(FIRE SIRENS IN FULL)

The house 1s a goner = IT's burning now from roof to

cellar. 'f{fkgﬁ
I hope no ones' in there, --- That acclident MeGulter .

was 1t a local or a tourist car?
Toeal. Woman by the name of Ida Woecheck and her
daughter. ?hey—say*she-we3—6e&ﬂgwe»ef-e&ghty—mileﬁ_an
bowr—when—she—vent—eff-the—read, They took them over
to the Clarkson Eospital.

(3D OF CRASH A3 THE HOUSE BEGINS TO COLLAPSE )

»~ Thare goes the house-==-

KFEPING_ UP_WITH THE EXCITEMENT OF THE SCENE,_DOWN AND _
UNDER.)

The horror of 1t has caught you, Bill Noble. TYou race
along with the sheriff to the hospital, wanting to know
more of this tragedye. You wonder whot can possess a men
to shoot nis own chlld. You wonder how bils wife Ida can
1ive through this tragedy, and at. the hospital you 1listen
cd e bty Lo APy~ W gy

#
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SHERIFF:

IDh:

SHERIFF:

ERVES

SHERIFF!

IDA

SFERIFF:

1Dk

SHERRIFF:

IDA:

-7-

{ABOUT 25 BPEAKS BESITANTLY, BUT NOT WITH HYSTERIA, HER
VOICE IS STEADY AMD TRAGIC) He bed been plagulng we all
day -- about him -

Who is "him", Mrs. Wocheck?

The hired hand, Chuck Snider. My husband had silly

idems that Chuck and I were too friendly, that's why

he fired him.

Tell us what happened.

We stopped off at Ross's bar for & beer. Beer always

calus him down. But today, he got worse, shoutin' at

tﬁﬁ“ﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁf“ﬁfﬁ“votcer*c&&&iﬁ-mﬁ-A11 Linds-oi-nonese=—>».
ISt T e t-thet

vou went directly home from there!

That's right. ﬁ&4umﬁﬂqauuniam&Amihymnﬂwwh
I went to bed.

What about your kids?

They were allright. They were asleep when wWe got home.
I wasn't sleepin' more'n & half hour when I woke up
suddenly. Thers he vas standin® all dressed with a

gun in his hand. I screamed and ran. He fired at me
and missed. I ran outside into the fields and then

I heard some more shots. I ran back 1 didn’t see him
so I ran to the kids rcom - and T saw Linda was shot.

T grebbed her and ran for the car, I drove as fast as

I could to the hospital because she was blegeding bad -~
Didn't you stop for, your boy Panl -~ weren't you worried
about him too?

He loved Paul more'n anything - 1 - didn't believe he
would ever hurt him --(BEGINS TO CRY) ﬁlled my boy -

He killcd my boy --
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DOCTOR:
NOBLE:
DR.
NOBLE:
CR.
HOBLE:
CR.

SHERTIFF:

NOBLE:
SHERIFF:

NOBLE:

-8-

UP_DONN AND INDFE) ..

You listen to her tastimeﬁy; B1ll Noble. 7You listen to
her cry inconsclably., There isn't much more to know
except how her little daughter 1s making out in her
fight for life. And so you go, and sece the doctor down
at the other end of the corridor, hoplng hard thaet the
doctor will tell you the one plece of good news in this
terrible tragedy.

I'm sorry but I cannot let you in.

Well, could you tell me how she's dolng?

Who are you?

I'm from the Lapeer Press - a reporter,

The girl's dying.

(STUNNED A LITTLY) Dying --

She's delirlous and neot saying anything that would

make sense, There's no point and no geoed reason why
she should be visited. ‘
There's no hore.

MNone.

Well Sheriff, whot do you think?

Ttls open and saut. Murder and suiclde. If Stephan
Wochek were alive, we'd hang him.

What makes a man k1ll hils own kids!

Some men are born lunatics,

Well, - T'v golng back to my office and write up this
story -- Oh by the way, what was the name of.the

tavern Mrs. Wochek sald she and her husband were at --
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SHERIFF:
NOBIE ¢

BARTENDER
NOBIZ:

BARTENDER 1
NOBLE:
BARTENDER:

NOBIE:

NOBLE:
BALTENDER:
NCOBLE:

B.ARTENDER :

NOBLE:
BARTENDER:
NC3LE;

BARTENDER:

NOBER-

BARTENDER 3

NCBLE:

HATCHER:

NOBLE:

-9-
Ross's Tavern, Why?
Think I'11 just stop by there and get me & beer.
BRITGE)
What will it be, friend?
Beer.

(SD OF TAF, THEN SD OF GLASS SLIDING ON BAR)

Here you are.
Say did you hear sbout the Wocheka?
Yep -~ I just can't believe it.
Mrs. Wocheks sald she was in here just befeore her husband
went berserk.
( PAUSE, NO ANSWER)
Weren't they in here?
(TIGHT-LIPPED NOW) Yep.
What 3id they fight about?
(HE I35 NOW HOSTILE) I never listen to other people's
treoubles, mister.
When people qarrel - you just can't help listening.
Meybe you can't -- I can,
I'm Bill Noble from the Iapeer Press - I'm a reporter,
I'd be much obliged if you would help me.

I told you nister I never listen!

(HARSHLY) You didn't pay fgffyeﬁf’g;;r mister.

-

Okoy -- Okay o

-

{sD OF @oNE? ON BAR)

He 11 stayﬂdf the other end of the bar now - he won't
-~
7
come rlear you. An old sour-puss,

_Né% very cooperative.
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HATCHER :

NOBLE:
HATCHER:

NOBLE:
HATCHER:
NOBLE:
HATZHER:
NORLE:
HATCHER

NOBLE !

EATCHER:

NOBLE:

=10~
My name's Tom Hatcher. Don't bother Introducing yourself -
I s¥weys listen in on other people's conversation.
(WITH A LAUGH) it least you're honest.
I tell you something Mr. Noble that might interest you.
T knew Steve Wochek pretty well.
(EXCITED) You did?
I've known him every since he came to this country years.ago.
Whot was he like?
He was a good Joe.
(AMAZED) & good joe - & man that murders his two kids.
Tim just telling you what I knew about him. I guess I
knew him as well as anyong. quwanted to 'get ahead,
worked hard, s A ‘5f&fﬁe spoke English
very badly, so he went to night school in order for his
kids not to grow up with an accent. Bubt even night
sehool didn't help him much. Whenever he got excited

Le jabbared away in Polish,

Ho—de ! ] i 3 ,_,_
et et M RO O

children., _,frﬂ””’

_f‘

I'm telling you whqpalvﬁﬁéw sbout him. He was mad

for his_kids“”ﬁbrked 1ike & dog so that he could give them
tha;éeeb—uf—everuthéag.
You were a good friead of his, wveren't you?

il :
T was - bet I'm telling you the truth about Steve. Ida
geve him plenty of reason to hate her, She always
poked fun at him, at his poor English, at his being lef't
handed, at his being such a meek mouse with his boss -
at everything.

He must have been insane -

ATHO1 Q1710
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HATCEER:

NOBLE:

HATCHER ¢

NOBLE:

HATCHEER:

WIMALNG

NiLR:

_11—
Maybe. If he wes, she made him crazy. Ida loved =
good time; she and her girl friend always cutting up.
Her girl friena?
A neilghber - Elile Javits,
Ellie Javits!
&nd then she carried on with this Chuck Snider, the hired
hand. 4 man with & police record.
Bus none of fhis adds up to killing his cown kids -
T lsiovw 1t don't, Mr. Noble that!s why I'm telling you.
FigKING UP_DUVN AND UNDER)_
Tt’s hard fcr you to believe Tom Hatcher's story - Bill
Noble. But now you have your teeth in a case that 1s
not so open and shut, There 1s some doubt - and you have
to wipe out that doubt! You go to see some of the

ncignbors, N

Now look here, yuung reller,xﬁon't you-believe everything
they write in tham newspapers. Steve wouldn't even go
rabbit hunting - he was sgalinst killing anything. Now

how can you Tigure him killing his own two kids whom

he worshipped? Tell me Lhat?

(3LOW CALM VOICE] Yes I knew him, I 1iked him -

so did cveryone in Hillsdale. You won't find a soul with
a bhad word for aim - not one!l

You do a pretty thorough.job of interviewing the nelghbors
B111l Noble - -sven—ineluding~ehildren, and now you're full
of doubts. _You go and see Ellie Jovits the girl who saw

Steve Wocheck die., And as you talk to her you watch her
nervously torture a handkerchief., BShe scarcely looks at
YOUa

RTXOT1T 017,109
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FLLIE:

NOBLE:
FLLIE:
KOBLE:
FILLIE:
NCELE S

FILIE:

TORLE:

E_LIE:

NCBLE:

FLLIE:

ELLIE:

-12- .
( REBELLIOUSLY BUT FPRIGHTENED) I told you what I heard
Mr. Wochek say. I d¢1d it - I killed FPaul end myself”.

He didn't menticn Linda's name?

Wnat do j£::Hman‘yOﬂ—ﬁbhi%—knﬂu~—-¥9&—€i§h&f~h&&¥é~—
— :

I to e T T Ao

I - I don't remember hearing him say anything sbout
Linda ==

Do you spesk Pollsh, Miss Javits - or understand 1e7?
Mo --

Did you ever hear Mr. Wochek speak Pollsh?

When?
(BEWILDERED BRY THI3 QUESTION) Whenever he - he wantod

to -- T don't know when! - You're asking me real foel

fte]

uzstion

A

Nidn't he lapss into Polish whenever ne became excited,
upset?

Yes - yos he dild --

Do you %think he would be exelted or upset affer having
shot himself and hils two klds?

(VERY RATTLED) You're asking me to many gquestions - I
don't know what you mean —-

1 mean that Steve Wosheck would have confessed in
Polish.. ind even if his last dying words were in
English, they certainly wouldn't have been so clear
and gramatic.

{ VERY REBELLIOUS, YET WITH FEAR} I told you what I

heard - you want me to 1lie?

ATHOT 0171098




NOBLE:

ET.LIE:

NOBLE:

..13 -
No I don't, Miss Javits! You'll go to prison if you liel

This easc 1s ggoling to be reopened and youlre golng to
A

. ' .
A I ,:—-(

hove to swear that you heard Mr. Wocheck sayr%h&tf -~ We
akee know that you and Ida are pretty close friends.

If you're protecting her or that nired men, Chuck Snider,
you will be in serious trouble.

(gopR NG (SHE DOESN'T SOUND SURE OF EERSELF ) That's
wihat I heard himsgy -= I'm - I'm almest sure - he saild

that --

- gy
Pl Ot

(GRIMLY) You had better be pretdy-sure Miss Jovits -
atsotutety—sare - because I don't think 3teve

Wocheck murdered his family.

{MUSIC: HE_WITH A SMASH TO_TAG_THE_ACT)

(MIDDLE COMMERCTAL)

RTHKGT 0171038
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PROGRAM 7169

MIDDLE COMMERCIAT:

EARRICE:

CH.FPELL:

E.RRICE:

CHLPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

CHLPPELL:

HARRIC:E
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCE (EFFECT) -~ THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (BFFECT)

Guerd agninst throat-seratchl {EFFECT)
Enjoy smooth smeking)

of traditionally Tine

TPELL MELL'S greater lenpth
tobaceos travels the smoke further....
¥ilters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
puff by puff jyou're always ahead when you smocke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke.is filtered
further than thet of any other leading sigarette.
Morcaver, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MELL still give you & longer, natural filter of

fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scrotch,

For PFLL MELL'S greatsr length travels the smoke further
on its way to your throzt - filters 1t naturelly through
PELL MEIL'S troditionally fine, mellow tobaceos < guards

against throot-serateh.

ves, PELL MELL'S fine tobnecos give you o smocthness,

mildness and sotisfaction no other cigarette offers

you. Guard against throat-seratehl!

Fnjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigaretie 1In the distinguished
red package - PBLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES <= "outstandine!"

ind - they are mildl

RTHOT
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{mysIc: _ _ INTRODUCTION AND_UNDER) _ _

HARRICE:

NARR:

SHERIFF1
NOBLE ¢

SHERIFF:

NOBLE
SHERIFF:
NOBLE:

SHERIFE:
NOBLE:
SHERIFF:

NOBIE:

BHERIFF:

This is Cy Harrice rcturing you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Willism T. Noble as he lived it -
and vrote it,

As you hurry to the sheriff's office, Bill Noble,
reporter on the lLapeer Press with the new evidence,
about Steve Wocheok's character, your mind goes bock
to the sight of him dead, clutching his dead son close to
him. That's & sight you can't forget or forgive.-
You're determined to find the murderer and at the
moment you're in the Sheriff's offlce discussing the case.
You interviewed o1l the neighbors? Bill?

Most every one, Sheriff. Not one bad word for him,
not one good vord ror Ida. |
{THOUGHTFULLY) Well, -=-- you want me to reopen
the case?

Don't you think it warrants 1t?

I tertrhry—doaSe s s « 3 o .:z’:—-u#a,-'i_ L
(EXCITEDLY) Sheriff - I'just +houghtof sofiething =-
thot bullet wound that killed Wocheck, where was it?
Do you remeuber?

Not exaetly - 1t was on the side under the srmpit.

Which one right or left?

I don't remember. Why --

LeFie ‘e f{
He was left honded - he.sould only have shot himselfl

on the left slde .

T'11 call the undertaker -~ The body is still there.
(DIALS)

(MORE)

ATHO1 0171101




SHERTFF:
(CONTD)

HUERLES

SHERIFF:

NOBLE:

SHEHIFF:

HOBLE:

SHERIFF:

NOBLE:

RHERIFF:

HIBLE:

SHERIPFT:

-NOREE

SHERIFF:

NOBLE:

- 16_
hcllo -- E4? This 1s the sheriff .... Toke 2 look at the
,fyx"‘ &

beéﬁ—éﬂ—steph“n Wocheclk nnd tell me where the bullet wound
1s --right or left side -- okay I'11l hold on. ... (TO BILL)
He's gone to take a lJook. It secms to me it was on the --
{ON PHONE} Hello? The vright side! You'lrc surc now?
Okny - thonks.

(HANGS UP)
(TRIUMPHANTLY) That's 3t - he couldn't have xilled
himself.
You sure he was left handed.
Several people told me s0.
Maybe a left handed man gould shoot himself in the
right side.
Take your gun and ty it.

(8D OF DRAWER OFENING) _

e e 2netel

{(WITH STRAJﬁ AND EFWORT) It could be done == but youwrd

s R Y
Jupn+—4ﬁr—wm¢bu 3uur3811 very BTy T ouie -

P
A wman thatls about to ccmmiE,suipide isn't golng to -go—
g X DA L DS & ¥ e 4
into-eevtorttons—to ooty {

} g
Qkay - the case 15 o?ficiallyﬁopened.
We have two suspects. Mrs. Ida Wocheck and the hired

marn, Chuck 3nider.

Itt's hapd—te-bedtieve~tiEt e —UIT 1T 7 & HOLVUET worldnls

PN
e s

kill her own children. e a

e .

o

Do you think a-fathier would°

Tpte—tmre-te BETTEVE BN R IHE Bhout—this—case, The

probability 1s that Chuck Snlder 1s our man.

He has a police record.

ATHOT Q1717102
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SHERIFT: T know - I checked on him. PRut it's all small stuff -
disorderly conduct, petty thieving., -5ti1l I'm golng to

arrest him. Want to come along?

e
NARR:  Eud Thuck Sulder wes nowhere .to be found. The sheriff rolls

up his sleeves and goes to work. In an hour the whole

State is alerted for Chuck Snider, Every policeman and

detective in Michipan Is on the lockout for a tall

hesvyset black haired man. Within a few hours, they

find him -~ in =& 1ittle town right outside of Detrolt -
q his brother's home. You sit with the Sheriff while he

questions bim---

SHERIFF: Why did you de 1t Znider?

SNIDER: (ROUGH COARSE VOICE) Do what?

MHERPIP Pertt-TT N tnat innocent act off -

SNIDER: I don‘t’Eﬁggﬂynaeﬁﬁﬁ??QTQEEEEZ;";i:it;

SEERIFF: jJJZELLA~1%mnr~ycu*gtﬁttyf—-why—eiﬁ-yuu/n rder Steve

Wocheclk and his kids.
SNIDER: (SHOCKED) Murder them?  Are you crazy?
SHERIFF: If gou didn't do it - why did you run away?
SNIDER: I didn't run awvay -- I was fired,

SHERIFF: You were a close friend of Mrs. Wocheck, weren't you?

SNIDER: I worked for ner - on the farm.
SHERIFT: (GRIM, HARD) Answer the guestion!
SNIDER: Y-yes - I - I was & friend of hers --- But you're not

goin to pin this thing on me -~ no sir!

ATHAOT 0171103




SHERIFF:
SNIDER:
SHERIFF:
SNIDER:
SHERIFR:
SNIDER:
SHERIFF:
SNIDER:
SHERII'F:
SNIDER:
SHERIFF:

SNIDER:

SEERIFF:

SNIDER:

SHERIFF:

NOBLZ:

SHERIFF:

—18_
You've got a long peolice record,
T'm no chilé killer - I ain't ever killed anyone.
(FAST) Did you kill Steve?
No I didn't.
Did ste tell you to do 1t?
I ain't killed anyone I tell you --
Where were you on the night of the murder?
The night of the murder?
That's what I said.
I was in Detrolt, that's where I was.
Where in Detroit?
In the Marguette restaurant. I worked there as a waiter
until eleven thirty every night., I kin prove it! You
ain't gonna pin this thing m me - I xin prove it! Call

'em up - go ahead and call fem!

He proved it too, Bill Noble. The owner of the Marguette
resteurant c¢leared him. It was impossible for Chuck

L

Snider €2 have teen In Detroit andffhe scene of the crime
at the same time,
I'm letting you go 3nider, But don't you, go running
avway. T wan% yéu Lo stay In town - I may be needing you.
(SULLENLY) T ain't runnin - I don't like cops chasin me
with treir guns out of their pockets--

{DOOR CLOSES)
Well there goes our best suspect.--
That leaves us only one.

Jda Wocheck? But it can't be her. No woman could murder

her own children.

RTHQT G171104
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NOBLE: You were ready tc belleve ot of the fatheriﬁéé/
SHERTFF: I don't know what to believe any wmore.

NOBLE : Is she still in Ghe hospital?

SHERIFF: No - she's been discharged. She's 1living with her

ajater §uat—autsimaﬁaﬁhinnwhn Think I'11 pick'her up and

start asking a few questlons.

ATHKGT Q17,1105




MNARR:

LE:
HOBLE:
LOGTOR:
WORLE:
DOCTOR:
NOBIE:

DOCTOK:

HOBLE:
DOCTOR &

NOBLE:

DOCTAR:

NCBLE:
L:OCTOR:
NOBLE:
TOCTOR:
NCOBLE:
(MUSIC: _ _

SHERTPFF:

WOBLE:

- 20—
While they're tringing 1ln 1dz Wocheck, vou Bill Nobel g0
back to the rosmital to have & tall with the docter.
Perhaps Linda h=2d regained consclousness before she died--
perhaps she had said something that might be of sowe help.
Yes, Mr Noble, what can I do Tor you?
1tm the repcrter Irom the Lapeer Pregs.
Ch yes - you were in here about a week &ago -
Did Linda ever regaln consclousness?
Not really -- She was never completély lucid,.
That's too bad.
ahe was a olucly little girl, fought very herd to live
but the odds were too much against her.
Diéd she may anyialog ab 211 belore she cied?
¢he kept repesting, "Mommle shot me - Hommie shot me’.
({107 ABLE TO RESTRAIN THE EXCITEMENT I HIS VO1CE) Are
wou surs?
OF course I'm sure, kub she wis delirous - you can't ¢
Ly that too much. People are llable to sey anything in
their dellrium.
Aunything?
Tes,
T:id she ever szy that her daddy shot hor?
No - no she didn't.
Theni yoﬁ, Dceter. That's all I want Lo kunow.
BRIDGE. . )
I've neen talking to Ida Wooheek fop five hours but 1
didn't wet to first base.

gwe sticks to her story, huh, Sheriff?

ATHKOT 0171106




SHERIFE:

HNORLE:

SHFRIFE:

NORLE ¢

SHERIFF:

NCBLE:
SHERIFE:
WORLE:

NOBLE:

ILA:

NCBLE:

IDA:

NOBLE:

ILA:

NOBLE:

-2~
She tells one story cver and cver again. At the drop of
s hat she'll ropeat the whole thing - word for word whe—.
G o it e fore r—Shete—too-gmovtir™ Can't break
her or shake her.
Ycu have to keep trying.
If I know humen nature - she's lying. Hcr story Is t00
swooth, she remewbers too many lmportant detalls end she's
too composed for a woman whose two kids have been
murdered.
She's not really composed. She's just holding tight.
That's what I tnink. But it's no good unless wve get &
confession. We'll never-uiiiigggégﬁguggﬁerwise.
Can I talk to her?
Sure. Comes on I'll take you over to her cell.
I'11 go there myself, IX'd rather do it elone.

(30UND OF CELL DOOR OPENING)

Eello, Mrs Wocheck--
(8USPICIOUS} Hello?
(WITH A LITTLE LAUGH) I'm not a detective - just &
reporter frem the Lapeer Press.
Why did they open this case again - alfter my husband
coufessed?
That's the police for you. Always looking to stir up
things. ,
They have no rizht to keep me hers.
They'1l have to let you go pretty soon. The way I see

it - they haven't a leg to stand on.
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IDA:

MUBLE:
IDA:

HNOBLE:

IDA:

NOBLE:

ITA:
NOBLE:
Ipa:
NOBLE:
ICA:
NOBLE:
IDA:

IiOBLE:

IT4as

NOBILE:

IDA:

NOBLE:

=

They must te crzzy to thirk 2 mether could kill her own
ids, DPesides, didn't Steve confess that he aid 1t?
I thinx they opened this cese for same nolitical reason.
Yesh, 1712 bet that's it}
Just don't let yourself get panicky and say the wrong
things.
1 won't., My story is nerfect.
1111 drcp by tomorrow and let you know what's happening.
My paper is out to see that you get a fair deal. Besides
you're the prettiest priscner they evelr hadé in this
prison.
That's nice of you to say that -- thanks...
Ecllo, Mrs Wocheck.
(VERY FRIENDLY) MHello, Mr Moble.
dow are they treating you?
Eotten. The foodls terrdible --
Kegep calm.
I'm not worrisd.
They've neoen werking on #1l1ie Javits - she's not 50 sUre
that Steve coniessed.
That 1ittle hussy -- whatls siae afraic of? They zan't
do anything to her.
Of course not - tut she's getblng Very jittery -- Lo you
mind if I sake vour pleture, Mrs wocheck, for the paper?
Qure = sure OKay. |
vour profile -~ that makes you look best --

(CLICK)

There we are - I hope 1t coumes out as pretty as you really
are.
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NOBLE:
IDA:
NOBLE:

TDA:

WOBLE:
IDA:
NCBLE:
ICA:
NOBLE:
IZA:

NOBLE:

Tay after day for two weeks jyou, Bill Fecble, went to sec
her, became friendly with her, Droke down some of ner
resistence. Snc locked forward to sexling you every day.
You conficded in her and ln turn she began to confide in
you - little thiogs, nothing important, but ycu had
opened the door.

(CELL DOOR OPENS)
Hello, Ida -
Hello, B1l1 -
How arc you tolay?

Lousy. 1'm getting fed up with thils wplace.

T can't fallj;;leep either - ever since that terrible

-

lad

nighE;/I/ﬁ;ven‘t hed more'n three hous sleep a night.
lhig;meaméxﬁ;ﬂﬂewe&t -

Yeu wust learn new to relax --

Anything new h=zupen in wy case?

Yes --

Is it bad?

Pretty bad.

Pell me -~

Well, they got Ellie to cdmit that she wesn!t sure what
it was Steve sald before he died. Instead of teling surs
tmat he sald "I did it" she now agrees Lt soundec more
1ike "Ida did it!”

{PORN FROM HER THROAT) WNo - no!

The police have Tigured out sometning ¢lse. ZSteve

couldn't have shot himself. Hc was ieft-handed and he was
shot in the right side. ~If_couldn't be GONg.-

BYTHG1T 0O17°1109




NODLE:

IDA:

NOBLE:

1LA:

WOBLE +

ICA:

HOBLE :

ITA:

WCBLE:

NOBLE:

- IDA:

-24-

(FRANTIC) He - he wasn't left-handed - ke wes right-
hanced --
Ihere are slx neighbors who ere ready to sweat that he
ééﬁieft-handcd.
(PANIC RISING RAFPIDLY IH EER) I didn't do 1t -1
wouldnlt k11l uy own kids - you belisve e, don't you?
I'm just telling you what the police are dolng. |
(WILDIY} Chuck did 1t - he's the one yhc ¢id it!
(CRIVING HARD NCW) No - e didr't. He wes io Detroic &%
the time. He o=n prove 1t.
(HYSTERIA CLOSING IN CN HER) I swear I didn't do it --
you believe me, Bill don't you - please--
The doctor thaet treated poor-tittre-Linda also told the
volice that Linda kept saying: "Mommie shot me - Moomle
shot me-"
It's a lie - 2 liel
On the wey here, I stopped by your housa. It's burnt to
the ground - but I founc this toy - a walking chirping
bird.

{WINDS IT: BIRD WALKS AND CHIRES)
gee 1t's still gocd - the Lire never touched 1t.
{CN HER WAY TC TG1AL EREAKDCWN) It was Paully's -=- my
1ittlo Paully-~-
The doctor also sald that Linda was nob angry at you
hefore sﬁe Gied. She kept calling for mommie until the

end -

(WEEPING FULLY NOW) My - babies - my batles --
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(WINDE U? TOY GOAIN=—tF-WALKS,CHIRPE)
NOBLE: (SUPREME EFFORT) You'll never be able to sleep again

until you met it off your mind. It will tear you apart.
You will never have a moment's peace. It will shake you
to bits, it will drive you stark staring med unless you
talk. Teoll it %o wme - you can't keep it Inside of you
ony longer. (SHARPLY) Tell 1t to me Ida -- tell mel!
IDA: {SHE HAS BEEN CRYING ALL TEROUGH HIS SFEECH) HER ..
CONFESSION IS MIXED WITH TEARS) He wanted to take tne
vids to his wotber - he s&id I wasn't Tit to take care of
them - 1 told nim if he ever tried to take the klds away-
I'd kill them-- We had a terrible fight and when we gob
heme, I took o gun and shot him and the kide - I was
crazy - killimg Wy own bables. When I saw little Liada
lying on the flcor, I realized what a dreacful thing I
¢id- I grabbed her up and drove her to the nospital -~
(IN EXTREMES OF REMORSE_ Who will forgive me - the Lord
will never forgive me for this horrible thing -- neverl

(W4EPS BITTERLY)
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CEATPELL: I just a noment we will read you a teleczram from

William T Moble of the Lapeer Michigan Fress with the

f1nal outcome cf tonight's Big Story.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL}
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o7~ THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #169

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

(MUSIC: -~ --BEHIND).

HARRIOE: THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT} -- THRCAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~
THROAT -SCRATCH {EFFECT) --

CHAPPELL: Guard sgalnst throat-scratch: |EFFECT)

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth swmoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MEIL'S greater length of traditionzlly fine

Lobaccos travels the smoke further.....

HARRICE: ?ilters the smoke and mekes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MZLl.
At the first puff PELL MELL smo¥e is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, efter &
puffs, or 10, 2r 15, or 17, PELL MELL stili gives Fou &
lonper, natural filter of traditicnally fine tobaccos ~
to guard agalinst throat-scratch. Yes, PRELL MELL'E fine

topaccos give you & gmoothness, mildness and satisfaction

no other cigarette offers you.

EARRICE: 8o, don't let throat-scratch spoil your gmoking enjoyment.
CHAPPELL: Guard agalnet throat-scratch

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smcking!

CHAPPELL: Asli Tor the longer, liner cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstending!”

HARRICE: And - they arec mild!d
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(MUSIC

CHAPFELL:

MOBLE:

CHAPFELL:

28~

Now we read you that telegran from Willizm T. Noble of
the Lapeer Michigan Press.

Murderess 1in tonight's Big 3Story pleaded gullty and was
sepntencod to life imprisonment at ths Detroit House of
Corroction. A%t the trisl the judge said: "There is no
pover in this court to punish the accused more than she
has punished heroelf. For the rest of her 1ife she will
be faced with the horror of what she 6id." -- My sincere
appreciatlon fcr tonight 's PELL MELL AWARD.

fhank yeu, Mr. Noble ... the makers of FELL MELL FAMOUZ
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the FELL MELL $500
swapé for notable service in the Tield of journalisw.
Listen again next week, same time, same station, when

IG

3]

»R1L, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another
STORY - A BIG 8TCRY from the front dages of the Alzmneda
coelifornia Times Star-- by ~line, é;ésli Hoeod. A BIG

STORY which proved that sometimes 1t takes only a 3Lrong

nonest conviction to defcat corruption and evil.
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG SPORY is produccd by Bernard J. PFrockter with
music by Viadimly Sellnsky. Tonieht!s program was
adapted by Sigmund Miller from an actual stcry from the -
front peges of the Lapssr Michigan Press. Your narrator
was Bob Sloane, and Larry Haines played the part of
William Noble. In order to protect the names of people
actually involved 1im tonight's authentlc BIG STORY, the
names of all characters in the dramatizatlon were changed
with the exception of the reporter, Mr. Noble.

CHAPPELL: This 1s Eruest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARLTTES.
THIS I8 NEC..... e+ THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

mj/kh/ jow
[
%{ggé)gm
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MBC & NET THE BIG STORY #170

(ERNEST HOOD: ALAMEDA, CALIFORNIA TIMES-STAR)

(30 _ )
10:00 - 10:30 PX JUNE 28, 1950 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES present, . . THE BIG STORY!
(DOOR OPENS3)
BURNS: A11 right, corne on 1n, men,
( SEVERAL MEN ENTER. . )
{AD LIBS)
BURNS: (OVER~-RIDING AD-LIBS, SOFT-VOICED, POLISHED TOUGHNESS )
Keep your volces down, Youl!re not in & pool-room =<
MAI: (ASIDE) What's with the boss?
BURNS : (OVER-RIDING) -- and slt down and listen. I donlt want
to hear that word "boss” agaln., My name is Purns,

A. Philip Burns end as of now, 21l strong-arm stuff is

out,
MAN: Hey, what'ts the --
BURNS: Also 81l intcrruptions, (NOW HE SPEAKS WITH A BROAD

SWMILE ON HIS FACE) Now one week from today, we move in

on what I call the soft-sguecze, We'lve been doing

pretty good up to now -~ preaking & neck hero, busting

a leg there, & rock through a window. But that’s only by
amatour atandards, With thec soft-squoeeze which goes

into effect cne wook from today, wefll take the/fine clty
of Alameda, Californis For two hundred thousand dollars

a8 year,
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CEAPPELL: THE BIG STCRY. Hore is America, 1ts sound and its fury,
1ts joy and its sorrow asz falthfully reported by the
men end women of the preat American newspapers, (4 PAUSE)
Alameda, Californis, From the front pages of the
Alameds Times-Star comes the story of a fight that proved

Q-f:.C.

the greatness of the people of ahg;ggibﬂmerican town

and the greatness of a 22 year old reporter who was

- o

the consclence of that town. Tonight to reporter Erront—
Hood, for his Big 3tory, goes the PELL MEIL Award,

{ OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG S5TORY -

Lad

PROGRAM F170

CPENING COMMERCTAL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL.s
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
EARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCE ({EFFECT) --

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
Guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)
Enjoy smocth smoking!

PELL MELL'S gresior length of traditionally fine tobaccos

trovels the scoiee further.....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

Pulff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is Flltered further
than that of eny othor leading clgarette, Moreover,
after % puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still
gives you a longer, natural filter of traditionaily
fine totaccos - to guard agalnst throat-scretch. Yes,

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos gilve you a smoothness, mildneas

and satisfaction ro other clgarette offers you,

Don't let throct-scrateh spoil your smoking enjoyment,
Guerd agalnst threost-scratch!

Fnjoy smooth smoking!

fsk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red vackage - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES =~

"Qutstanding}"”
And = they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

WARR:

NARR:

NARR:

HOOD:

MRS CHURCH:

HOOD:

MRS CHURCH:

HOOD:

e

Alameda, Califcrnia. The story as it actually happened,
Ernie Food!s atory &s he lived it,
Your town, the lovely residential clty of Alameda, sits
on San Francisco Bay, ascross the river from Qskland,
Most of 1its good pecple commute bto San Francilsco and
Ogkland, work hard there and like tc come home in the
evenineg to the culet peace of Alameda, And they read
your local paper, Ernie Hood, as a supplement to the
big city dailies =-- Jjust the plain Alameda Timez-Star.
And right now, you're breaking your hack and your
typewriterts bhack. . .

(TYPEWRITER UNDER, . .)
. . . pounding out the fécts about the fortheoming
local election.

(TYEING CONTINUES, STOPS AS INDICATED, . o)
You rip out the editorlal-srticle you'tve just written
and hand 1t te your publisher -- gocd-looking, siim, 38
year old Mrs. Sara Church,
Read it, Mprs. Church.
You recd 1t, Ernie,
It 1sn't a gpeech, it's just an sditorial. ‘L
feed 1t. An editorisl should sound good = @loud.
"The gquestion to be declded by the voters of the city of
Alameda, one of the lovelleat communities on the West
Coast of America, 1f not America itself, 1s --" (HE
PAUSES) Here it comes. (RESUMES) "snall a local
Mussclini by the name of Burns ma Lo b ho—h-oaErb— o RG T  —
oh-timaaisd corrupt this clty? For Mussolini Burns will

do everything for the people of Alameda - except —— get
off thelr backs.”
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Mg OHURCH: Thatls ! . Very-?ﬁzgg;r Run it blg on p=ge one.

HOGD: Welve in for a fight, Mrs. Church, You know that,

MRS CHURCH: I thought my sleeves were rolled up, Just one segcond --
I'11 roll them higher -

A e e —

rackets, slot machines -~ the works, And now they've

gone respectable, Now theylve run their private
stooges for Councilmen, for Mayor. 5o you and your
mper and your publisher have decided to fight but,
es it happens so often, people have thelr own headaches
(business problems, an operation needed, & house needed)},
and the results of the election,

(MUSIC: _ . _ DULL_THUD) |

NEWSY: (NOT PLEASED WITH THE HEADLINES) Get your paper.
Newly elected GCity Goun§11 end Mayor choose A. Phillp
Burns, City Moneger, Get your paper--(end PEyve—do
a.ome.thing::a’boub:ﬁt).&ﬂf(- ﬁég A fch,—t/{;t’f/“__,é:f /:_/’/"”"' r!ﬁ‘_i £

4

— o " s e o e E w— e —

NARR: The Times-Ster and you and your publisher Mrs., Church
are committed to & fight and 1f you think you saw
corruption before you and other well-informed cltizens

are in for g surprise, A man, ege 62, tells you --

CLERK: Sureﬂvfi;;g téﬁii;}.’:dﬂi:%g years in the Hall of Records.
Five Commendetions from previous Msyors, Today =- pink
slip,

HOOD: How? How did it happen? What did they say?

CLERK: - Yhen I sajd to them what am I suppessd to live on, they

said, "City Menager Burns says why don't you drop dead,"

— o - T E wm
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STOREKEEIER:

HOOD:
STOREKEEFFER:

{(MUSIC:

NARR:

JANITOR:

HCOD:

JANITOR:

-~

-

L astorekeeper says -—-

(FRANTIC) They cemc in the store. They said, "It's &
fine haheréashery youlre running here, bud. Only

trouble with it is you ain't got the proper license."
Propor license? Youlve been in buslness, vhat?, 15 yesrs!
T saild this licensc 1s good. e+oDTeT TOTovEa, &

DO Y B BRSNS They sald, 'You got 22
viclations on the premlses, (FAST, FRANTIC) Those

stalra are too Narrow, that door 1s tco wlde, Blrapigenyepdn

EMWWOW, your electric

outleta are unsafe.” They gave me & Summons for eech

violation, I—bdmopmupsns - - three hundred and iwenty
dollars fine! -- (HUSHED VOICE)} -- unless I pey, unlees
I kick in,

STING)

A jenltor, Thirty years on the job.
{AKFABLE) Oh, I don't care 80 puch for myself, but I'm

a family man, Five children, sdsbhmbRallitirar— kAT, .

thep-fired~me~sr.LAC iR S TIEs But that ein't the worse.

The worae 1s notody's golng to hire me, Mr. Hood,
Whet do you mean?

Idopliblamecthems They scered to hire me. I'm what
you call "tainted", I dldn't kick in. Alntt.noysws

vos 3..g.o.ing,umqmma~ﬂ-éongmnhi‘nﬁmmaq- =]

get talked to ' City_Manager Burns, he ain't

ATHOT O17112
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{STONE THROWN THROUGH A WINDOW)
MAN: (FROM AFAR) Next time don't get wise, Pay on time
and don't be snotty,
(MusIC:_ _ _ STING)
BURNS: (FORMAL, ROUTINE) Bmployees of the following city

departments: Sanitetion, Street Repalr, Trolley
Service, Carbage Disposal, Clty Pafkic'are now
gligible for membership In thq\Municipal Employees
PMeoboabius Assoclation, The initiatlon fee per capita
is tE;.dollars, the dues two dellars fifty cents per
month, I, A, Philip Burns, &s your Clty Manzger,
suggests pach of you will went to join,

MRS CHURCH: (BURSTING) It's got to be stopped! I thought I hed

seen corruption in my time --!

HOOD: How, Mrs, Church? How?

MRS CHURCH: What are you, 229 You got legs, you got eyes, prains, , ?
ner 74 anﬁww*ﬁtﬁw.
energy, 'vﬁg‘L F' P

HOOD: What do you think I!ve been doin I talked to them
81l, I got every one of those stories, I've written
them and youlve printed them ~- But hels got everyone
so paralyzed, so fear-stricken -

MRS CHURCH: I know, I know. I'm sorry for what I said to you,

I didn't meen that,

HOOD:+ No, you were right, TI've got eyes, legs &nd brelns
and wa'v; still got to do it, somehow, I went to gat a
hamburger. You know, Andy's -~ 2

MRS CHURCH: Yes,

RATKOT Q171123
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HOOD: The best hanmburger in town, clean}%st place there is,
Locked up, tight &s & drum. "Health violations",

u:iamﬂmwﬂheslthtﬂiﬂl&tiaﬂail

MRS CHURCH: I suppose Andy just took it like the rest of them?
HOOD: What could he do? Andy's got a kid, 16, He wants %0
' o to college. They told him == DESAMSSLREuKEroRs - -

"your kid ein't going to go to cellege, Andy, He might
even not be around at all unless that little health
violation is cleaned up."

MRS CHURCH: (ANGRY) I don't went to hear enymore stories llke that,
Tt makes mc slcic to my stomach,

HOOD: Oh, I didnt't tell you, I had a very Interesting offer

Lho-doy-Detore TEseewiR,  The City Manager himsell,
A. Philip Burns inepeystirs Ie offered to triple my

Jp——

salary (bhes M), if I'd go to work as
Xié&"press representative” Pow-the-gdty—tormreery (PATUSE)
If I coulé only get my teeth into 2 story, one ==

MRS CHURGCH: I think I've got an ides, You lmow the Werner Toy
Company? .

HOOD: You rean the big doll manufecturer?

MRS CHURCH: I'ye got & litile money invested in it and I know this
story to bg true. 3am Wernor intimated it to me
anyhow. One of Burns! boys told himt he wouldn't be able
to menafacturs and sell in Alameda unless he paid
protection.,

HOOD: For & man to make dolls For kids he's got to kick inj

Hey, thet might do it, That might get people sc sore —-

ATHOT 0171124




MRS CHURCH:

WERNER:

MRS WERNER:

HOOD:

MRS WERNER:

WERNER:

-G~

But youfve got to get the story first. Vhen 1 rressed
Sam Werner, he clammed up ©n me. At least hils wife
rade him., But you might be able to get 1it,
If 1t can be had, IT1l get 1it.

IN MOVEMENT. . .}

(SLIGHT GFRMAN ACCENT) Yes, If1l tell you -- I'1l tell
you, Mr., Hood. There's nothing else I cen do,
Sam, I forbid you!l
Please, Mps, Werner, Therets & lot et stalke here.
This whole town's at stake,

(BITTERLY) Sam Werner, I aslk you one gueation. Where
were you born? What country did you live in untll
the age of 39?7 What happened in that country? You

were on lmportent men - & million-dollar business, dut
Adolph fitler's 1lttle finger -- he snuffed cut your
(DR ETRNS P TOHOSE i OV 1861 - S 18 Koy

yes,»Mr;~Hoad?nnﬂow«manyﬂtmeEAﬁuﬁb“a-humanﬁbeingﬁltﬁa

glant businecs.

thainm&ifewave?vagaiﬁ?W*This”happenedﬁtb*méﬁbnbﬂn

Bkt et - hpene ter TR T (TC WERWZR) Pay ;im»>¢x
Jubm, Ser1, - Buaes - Co whot Ds says, I want to livel

T wvant the children To grow up wlthout their lives cut
o°f in the middle, How many times nust a person die?

L
» yrong, Hitler was stopred, this one is no Hitler,

Sore died in stopping that Hitlsr, some will be hurt in

stopping this one, But he rust be stopped.

Thank Heaven for people like you, Mr, Werner.
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HARE:

HOOD:

NARR:

HOOD:
MRS CHURCH:
HOOD:

¥RS CHURCH:
HOOD:
MRS CHURCH:
HOOD:
MRS CHURCH:

HOGDH:

_lo...

vou write the story of how 2

toy monufacturer ray not

make anc sell his dolls without tne approval of and the

pay-orff for L, Puilip Burns.

A gocd black-and-white

front pags proof of what you've been saying.

"Burns Boyeotts Toy Flrm,

City Manager Orders

Municipally Controlled Stores To Discontinuc Stock

Not content with dictatorship operations which have

elienated every breanch of cilvie government, City

Manager A, Philip Burns today extended hils operatlons

into the ilameda toy industry.

The shopry stirs people, the
"rine'. And youlre 1in your
next day, with another good
puhlisher,

Guess what,

(4 LITTLE LZW) I don't feel
the oetter with

Hey, what's

phones ring. People say

office, Ernie Hood, the

piece of news for your

like gusssing today, Ernle.

yout Tasrels a move afoot

now -- I can't rrave it, but I ‘mow 1t's a fact -- to

oust those stooge Councilmen and the wioie machine.

Thet!11l he nice when 1t hawppens,

ey, what'!s eating
Cen you prove that
The Werner story?
You better he able to,

Waet are you telking ahout?

{RUSTLE CF PAPER)

you, if you den't mind my asking?
story you vwrote on the front pagze?

of course,

ATHKOY Q1711
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#ARS CHURCH: Let me read you scmething, A paper they just hended
re today. "In the Supreme Court of the 3tate of
California, in and for the County of Alamede,
Plaintiff A. Philip Burns versus Defendants Time-Star
Publishing Company, & corporation; Mrs. Sara Chureh,
publisher, and Ernest Heod, reporter, Couplaint for
Libei in the amount of one hundred fifty thousand
dollars.”

HOOD: Lot me sec that,

MRS CHURCH: Take & good look, Ernie, Because otherwlse jyou and me
and the paper and the town are going to g0 up in smoke --

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATHGT 171127




-12- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #170

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

NS 7
_ﬁ_‘;‘TUu FR

GARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT~SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

Guard against throat-gscratch! {EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tebaccos travels the smoke further..

Filtersz the smoke and make 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
ML, At the first puff PBLL MELL smoke ig filtered
further than that of any other ieading cigerette.
Moreover, aftor 5 puffe, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL
sti1ll gives you & longer, natural filter of fine
tobaceod - to guard against throat-gcrateh.

For PFIL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further
on 1ts way to your threat - filters it naturally through
L MELL'S traditionally fine, meilow tcbaccos -
guards againet throat-seratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a gmoothness,
mildness and gatigfacztion no other clpgarette offers
you. Guard against throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smocth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette In the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!"

And - they are mild:
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(Mys1c; TNTRODUCTION AND UNDER...)

HARRICE: Trls 1s Cy Harriccﬂyeturning you to your Narrator and

A

the Blg Stery of E%ﬁeﬁ%;ﬁood, 2s he lived 1t and wrots
1%,

NARR: It is just a minute later, a minute sinee you learned
that the fine story you've written with the beat proof so
far that has been gathered againat Boas A, Phililp Burﬂs,
has been challenged as libeloﬁs. And you know it's more
than you and ycur job and the good publisher Mrs. Church
and her ncwepaper at stake. It's the whole town, everyone
of the decent, residentlal citizens of Alameda that's
being squeczed and bled and beaten in this 1ibel suit,
And once again, the slim, determind woman who lg your
pUblisher, 28Ks the in;xprable words --

/1 PR /rrr.f.-'_. s Frleit . gecid

MRS, CHURCH: }Oray/\ You wWrots it, Ern;e - WC printed it and it's cut
\H‘Hm“

on the =trccthw Can yea prove it now in a Court of Law?

HOOD: ayre I can prove it., I only tal&sd to Werncr ye tcrday.

MRS. CHURCH: Okay. T Jjust wented to be surs, I'm gegling my
lawyer thils afternoon. Just do me a favor, Ernie. Get
it in black-and-white, written and sworn to.

(MUSIC; _ _ . QUICK MOVEMENT...)

HOOD: (PUZZLED) Mr. Wsrmer fen't in?

SALESMAN: That's right. I've tcld you twice now. MNr. Werner l1s
not In.

HOGD: Naw look .here, Buddy, glve 1t to mec stralght. XYou live
in Alamcda too. You know what's going on here. I know

he's inside there. I got to see him.

RTHOT 0171129




-14-
(TIGHT-L1PPED) kr. Wemner is not in, Mr. Hood - Now
1f you'll excusz me X have my sales ordcrs to fill out.

;e (PHONE RINGS, SECRETARY ANSWERS )

T

A

SALESMAM:

HOOD:

HOQD:
MR3 . WERNER:

{MusIC:

-

< on, yes, yus, sir, Tkat shipment will Bbe in your hands

first thing tomorrcw morning. 1 sent through ths orders
myself. Thank you very much. o,
Jr;‘tﬁ

Ec's selling the toys; ho's glven 1n. de-tgrmprtutiteT T

Bugeres  He's paid hin offid 1'm going in there --

—y

(FOOTSTEPS AND DOOR OPENS )
¥Mr. Werner, I --
What the égigwtold you, Mrn. Hood, is true. Mr. Werner
13 not in. Mr, Wcrney 13 home today in bed. A bad
conscicnee perhaps., But 1 am in. I, his wifc, the mother
of his children, I am 1n. T am in todzy running toc
firm. Tﬁink what yeu like. BSay that I am crawling. 3ay
I am on my knecss, But T wish to livc, however I can,
and I wish ny children to lives %&H&E&Nﬁ?‘?ﬂEMBETN&}

HoweveBrknern i@ 0ratains ayemmkeﬁﬁ*awaywdhunnwnrr“ﬁr"

-

have wmade ppemieminge--fhere i8-No-peBesy SPCRE S 2L

o
madgTUp“mY“mind.

NARR:

You walk out, You don't blame her, you can't. Had you
gone through what ghe's gonc through perhaps you'd nave
donc the same thing; pcrhaps anyonc would, DBut
necverthelesz, the terrivle fact romains - there ig

no praoof of your printed story and you and your paper
and your publisher and the town cannot defend the

11tel sult.
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MR3.

HOQD:

CHURCH:

-15-
(BURSTING IN) I blame her. I'm a woman, I blame her.
T say it. I've children too, (SOFTLY) I don't say
I 've been through what she's been through. Maybe if 1
had, I'd do the same thing too. But maybe 1f encugh
of us do (euWSetwemesi vhat you and I arc going to do,
Ernic, what you and I havc got to do because there's
no altermative -- maybe little Burnscs wouldn't get to

be --
s

e Sk

/MUSSE}}P}B’ Hitlers. th / e j;K el o

'o./_r 'g//

MRS . CHURCH.ABut that's &&:mxﬁhtalkfﬂ What's bshind that crazy smile

HOOD:

on your face?

Just T wantcd to hear you =ay what you just sald because
I've got two ideas. Ons is that there arc poople 1n
thiz town who won't live on their knecs, and who will
talk. Who they are and where they are I can't say just
now, but I'll find them. And the second ia therg's

a District Attorney in this County and he's not 2 Burns
man and he hates Burns tho same a3 you and I de. And

maybe 1f I put this stuff in front of him -- maybe ==

wuﬁqweﬁﬁﬁGHMWEsvwme&n -7

HOOD:

T“?@‘n«thﬂ“guyT"'ﬁnﬁ#thewful&mideamiswiﬂwwe FRAN BT

ixqc‘lﬂl-::l'urmn'r,:r and convictions against Buras” énéihis croud -

Well, a convicet suing forﬂxiﬁ"i h 4 got much a good
-r'"

name that cou%gfocfsmirchcd. ~That'll end the libel

aﬂ*%*ﬁﬁﬂ“!ﬁd*theuune&em@ehﬁ!ﬂ“musku

MRS. CHURCH: (SMILING) You mean if the District Attornsy will

HOOD:

coopcrate.

That's what I mean.
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MRS .CHURCH?

HOOD:

D.ites

HOOD:

Dot *

..16...
Wz1l, don't worry abod the "if" Ernie., Hc called me on
the phone not two hours ago.

(DELIGHTED) Hey, what am I hanging arcound here for?

Mr. Hood, I'vc watched Alameda politlcs these past

gight months the same way you nave. Watched you, read

your stuff.' There'a only one questlon in my mind and it's
the game question In your mind., If we call a Grand Jury
investigation znd fall, welre doneg,.
and if we win, Mr, District Attorney, welve won.
That's a great big "if". You know it and I know 1t,
only I know it better than you beeause I'm & lawyedr
and a District Ag;orney. And I've scen peopls

/s
intimidated An=-e wltness gtand in a Grand Jury oy a
glancc frem a person that they saw a week 280 (PAUSE,
SLOWLY} I never in my life took 2 Grand Jury on a flshing
trip, and I don't intend to start now.
You mean you think ue apan't ready yet cr w¢ shouldn't
do 1t%
mhereta a famous old saying andd-liigtye—itboFouRoHT
Are we ready now and are we the poeplc to de 1t? I say,

if not us, who? If not nov, when?

vou know the, DA 1s at wogk. You know hg's bringing to
Py

horne 8 t-an- to

o Ll

bear preve corruptlaon in a

California city. And you den 't stand still elfther.
Bceause as he put it =0 well, the intimidatlions
have been golng on for a long time and you've only got

a short time to undc 1t.
(MORE)
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HARR: So you start secing people who will talk. You get four
(CCNTD: )
ov five fairly good stories, but notaing ccnclusive.,
And then you got & story there's no peint in primting,

it's 3o common,

{ PTCRAHP—yHEEH-oWHB~ PHONE RINGS )

HOOD: (ANSWERING} Hello.
MAN (ON PILTER THROUGH OUT) Ernle Hood?
HOOD: That's right?
MAN: From the Alamcda Times-8tar?
HOOD: Whe ig thia?
MAN: You ain't going to bc Erle Hood
the way you bsan. Brother;iij?fﬁ?;{“ﬁ;‘ - ??ru :?EL

i

—= :
don 't understend English#ZAnd you tell the D.A.L this
gocs for him double.

NARR: No story because 1t's so common, but 1t doubles your

L

determination - buﬁfﬁﬁéh you and the District Attorney

do call the Grand Jury, theru's other treublee ..

T.A. What is your cornsction, HMr. Burnz, with tﬁﬁfgagiéfﬁgi
Eriploycce Preteswrvs Lasociation?

BURNS: None whatever, sir.

DAL To your knowledge, doos the Azsoclablon extract dues from

its membecrs meonthly with a threat of loss of job to be
enforced by your cffice?
BURNS: (QUITE AT EASE) That sounds 1like one of those typleal

1ibel storics from the Times-Star.

D.A: Then you never recclived any rioney?
BURNS: No, sir.

D,A.s Yeou bad nothing to do with the money?
BURNS3: No sir.

D, A: You know nothing about the money?

ATXAT Q171133




EHITHRE

DA

(MUSIC:

D.A.:

HOOD:

DAL

HZ0D:

D.A.:

(MUSIC:

JARR:

HOOD:

ROLPH:

~18=~
Ho, eir, That's Just the 1lihel stuff that comes out of
PL Pt
the typevriter o Beaest Hood,
Tet's not talk soout 1libel, Mr., Burns. Because ra%pe --
I WL
maybe we'll be talking about perjury on your Eg%aiﬁ-very

shortly.

I don't know, Ernie. I don't know, I hate to say thls,
but unless something breaks --

You can't get anythning?

I've got plenty. To & person who knows this man, he's

guilty, but he sits there on the =tand with that smile on

his face and those polished manners -- ané what he's
doing to those good people on the grahd jury -- ycu can
guess.

But he's lying. The Aspociatlon {1z his jdea, He gzete &8
pay-off on 1¢f.

(KINDLY) I ¥now. You know 1%, We've both said 1it, but
can we prove it man? (an ¥We prove it?

IN_WITH NARRATICN)_

WNow 1t's the distriet attorney's reputation too, Yours,
your paper's, the publisher's, the town's and the DA's....

a good mwan., And sO you stalk them like & tiren/‘hYgﬁtégé;/
the District Attorney find one henchman by the name of
Rolpk. Rolgh has a tlg palatial home i1 Oakland, scads of
money in the bank. You press and you sgueeze, and you
push,

Figure it out, Rolph. Pigure it cut. Your days are

numbered.

(A WEAK MAN PLAYING STRONG) That's your opinion.
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HOCGD:

ROLPH:

HOOD:

ROLPH

HOOD:

HOOD:

HCOD:

ROLFH

HOOD:

D.d.e:

ROLPH

DA,

HOO D

-1G-
Have you triezgﬁcfliif.;gfnﬁghi;ffuﬁt of your =afe deposit
box recently{h'A'ﬁs}shaiiré Zot 1t all. 120,000 dollars
in eash. How much of 1t can you explain?
I ecan explaln 1t,
Can you explain_the paving contract for a totelly
unneceded road? 20 thousand dellars clear cagh?
(VEAKENING) You're just talking,

(SMACKS SOME PAFERS HE'S HOLDING)
Am I? Are these papers just talk too? The statement of
the contrector you cheated out of the job?
A (SMACK OF FAFER)

m}our wife's full swern story.

(ANOTHER SMACK )
The works. It's right here. Get smart, man. Talk,
teatify.
I don't know,

(TWO STEFS, DOCR OFENS SLOWLY)
Maybe you think I'm just talking, Rolph. Just a reporter
talking. Herc's a man who'1l tell you something else.
You kndw the District Attorney?
(COMING ON) T don't think we've had the pleasure, Rolph,
but I'm sure Wwe will on the witness stand.
You going to call me?
Put yourself 1in my poslitlon. Wouldn'tt you? With
information 1ike this? Documents like this?
Make Burns take this fap and you may wind up with six
months 1in phidcounty jall, Othervise, Rolph, you'll go to

the pen untiﬁjyou're an old man,
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ROLPHS
DAL

LPUSIC:

NARR:

ROLPH:

D.A.:

NARR:

~20-
(TO THE DA) Is that on the level?

This man's 8 pretty accurate reporter. 1'd say 1t was.

And Rolph, the henchman you've cased well, you and the
digtrict attorney, Rolph a man with & lot to worry about
slowly, thoughtfully decides that'siglga?ths in the
county jail is better than the pend?br aglong time,
(WITH HESTTANCY) You're right, Mr. District Attorney.

These ere the receipts that I've been saving for the past

8 mopths. The pay-off from thé;ﬁtgigigal Employees
~Poskotamse Asscciation, countersigned T. M., secretary to
A. Philip Burns. Anpd thls parper 1e the Power-of-Attorney
to T. M., to sign over thls money, gigned by Burns.

Before I go on, can I ask one more quastion?

Sure, Mr, Rolph.

If I give you the whole thing, I got a better chance,
haven't 1% I mean, the kind of indictment you'll bring
up against me?

Deals are something that 1t's nct within my power to make,
even 1f I wcre desirous of dolng so -~ which I am not.

But I thinﬁ yp&zﬁant to go on anyhovw.

Ljﬂbé&ﬁﬁEiigg E;;%‘on the witness stand ané pours out %o
the grand jury the f1lthy story of the combinaticn, of

the soft-saueeze {(contracts awvarded, protectlve
assoclations, licenses with-held) -- of the full, filthy

ress, And then amidst the procecdings, the . A,

speaks.
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D.AL:

HOOD:
MRS, CH:

DA

HooD:

MRS. CH:

._21_
T would 1like to interrupt these proceedings 1o announce
that I am, as cf this day, returning & crimlnal charge of
perjury agalnst the person of 4. Philip Burns.
(CROWD REACTION)

Il o

Iy C SE } .
}fcﬂ" "“'“) @A’Mt K/ﬁ\.__ £ KL “‘f“"(fﬂ*uﬂ"‘

“@h&%ia-the end of

Mra, Church, /thiq iq it.
A ™ G Ve

(OVER MRS. CHURCH'S SPEECH) I charge perjury commltted in

this grand jury hear%pg by, A. Philip Burns in connection

X SRR
with his role in theAMunicipal Employees PFyotecetdve

Assoclation. Mr, Burns, I charge vou with perjury, and

I feel certain that you will serve a sentence commensurate
with the heinousness of your crimes, aﬁd your lies.

{CROWD REACTION UP)

Look 2t the L.A.

Yeg, look at him, You kno¥ something Ernie? I think I’wve
got an idea how I'm golng to vote next elecﬁion.

UP TQ TAG) ' L

TG, e

In just a moment we will read you a telegram frﬁm~E¥§€§¥?

Hood of the Alameda Times Star with the final outeoms of
tonight's Blg 3Story.

(CLOSTNG COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #170

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

BARRICE: THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

CHAPPELL: Guard ageinst throat-scratenl (CFWECT)
HARRICE: Fnjoy smocth smoking!l
CHAFPELL: PELL HELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always sahead when you snoke PELL
MELL. A% the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filterec
rurther Shan that of any other 1eading clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MELL still gives you a longer, natural filter of
traditicnally fine tobaccos - 1o guard against
throat-seratch., Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaceos give

you 2 smeothness, mildness and zatisfaction no other

clgarette offers you.

HARRICE: 8o, don't let throat-scrateh spoil your smoiKing
enjoyment.

CHAPPELL: guard against threoat-seratchl

HARRICE: Enjoy gmooth smokingi

CHAPPELL: Ask fér the longer, finer cigarette in the
digtin~riched red package - PELL MELL FAMCUS
OIGAE 7S - VOutstanding!”

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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(MUSICs _ _ TAG). :
ﬁﬁAﬂﬁb
CHAPFELL: Now we read you that telegram from Eseesds Hood of the
Alamedsa Times 3tar.
HOOD: Thanks for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD, Grand Jury indlcted

entire Burns wmachine end all went to jall. Burns
nimself was sentenced to 3an Quentin Penitentisry.
Incidentally, the District Attorney who prosecuted this
case so vigorously was none other than His Excellency
Earl Werren, now the Govarnor of the State of California
It was my first Big Story and one of Governor Warren's
most important cases,

CHAFFELL: Thank you, Mr. Hood ... the makers of PELL MELL" FAMOU3
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field of jJournalism.

HARRICE: IListen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present anovher BIG
STORY - A BIG 3TORY from the front pages of the Teorla
Illinois Journsl -- By - line, O. F. Brinkman. A BIG
STORY of & reporter who found a cue for murder in a pool

Traoom.

e T e e o e e e T e T e e T e T e T
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CHAFPYELL:

—oh-

JEE BTG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter wilth
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted by Arnold Ferl from an actusl story from the
front pages of the Alameda Times Ster. Your narrator
E%i;?;b S1lcan, and Bill Lipton played the part of
Besoas Hood, In order to protect the names of peopls
actually invelved 1n tonight's authentic BIG STCRY, the

names of all characters in the dramatization were changed

with the excertion of the reporter, Mr. Hood.

(MUSIC: _ _ THEME LU¥_FULL AND FADE_FOR) _ _ _
CHAPPELL: This iz Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBC sevoeaesessTHE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
ntf/em/ce/mj
6/15/50
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