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BILL:
PAT:‘

BILL:

PAT:
BILL:

FAT:

-5-
I'm sorry I ever gogyga;ed up 1n this thing.
You didn't get me mixed up in this, This I got myseif
mixed up in.
You're beginning to talk like an all-around-the -clock
reporter.
Well, I was beginning to hope 1 was getting to be one.
Look, Pat, speaking as Bill Carmichael, reporter, you're
right., They're closing in on the Strowd gang tonight
and you're allowed to be excited about it and so on. But
as your stern old man, you are hereby ordered to torget
all about it and go to sleep. After all, don't forget
this Strowd gang has already committed 5 othér robberies
and probably won't hesitate to shoot in cold blood. You
happen not to be a police reporter on this paper.
Yeah, I know. I'm sob-sister. You let me do a radlo
column or maybe & TV column now and then. So If1l1l just
forget what Helen, the girl in the drug store, told me
all about Strowd and --
Now that's enough. ¥You Just go to aleep,
I will if you will.
Okay, 1t's a deal,

Finally, the words of Helen, the girl in the drug store,
fade, Strowd's face {(you've seen it in the paper's
morgue: & thin, cruel, weasel-like face), this fades too,
The excltement of the chasde fades untll way, wey
somewhere in the distance --

{DISTANT TELEPHONE BELL, TINKLING)
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THE BIG STORY -3-
PROGRAM #197

OPERING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard against throzt-scrateh! Guard against
throat-seratch! Qduard against throat-scratch! Enjoy
the smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.,

CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose mildness you can
measure.

HARRICE: Puff by puff you're alwaye nhead when you smoke PELL MELL.

CHAPFELL: Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the
firat puff by setual meapure FELL MELL smoke 1s filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moveover, after 5§ puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still

travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes
it mild.
HARRICE: Thua, FELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satlsfaction no other cigaretts

A —ALl

offers you.
CHAPPELL: Smoke FELL MELL - the c¢lgarette whose mildness you can

messure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutatanding!"
HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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CHAFPELL: Cincinnati, Ohlo. The story as it actually happened --
Patricia Carmlchael's story as she lived 1t.

NARR: Your name is Patricia Irene Carmichael, 21, pert, blonde
and supposed to be fraglle -- and you ought to be
aslecp. It's filve minutes to one and you've been in
bed two hours, but you're not asleep. Because of the
story of the hold-up -- Two men entered a drug store
ard took the contents of the reglster from the clerk --
a girl you know, a girl you went to school with. And

you can't gleep remembering her face as she told you

ok AL Lo,
vhat ke gaid.
STROWD : {ON FILTER) Scmetimes when I've & mind to, I'm going to
take a little girl 1like you and choue her to death.
{MUSIC: _ _ EUNCTUATES_AND_UNDER ._._ .}
NARR: That and the fact that you, Patricla-Eseme Carmlchael,

are ths daughter of Bill Carmichael, dean of police
reporters on the Cincinnatl Times-Star. And he's not
asleep either. You can hear him walking around in his
room Just across the hall.
(DOOR OPEKS GENTLY, DOCR STARTS TO SHUT)
PAT: I'm not asleep, Pop.
BILL: (MAN OF ABOUT 55} Hey, what's the matter with you? It!s

almost one otclock.

PAT: It's the same time for you, Pop. 31t down.
BILL: Ne. No, you got Lo sleep:

e L .
PAT: They're closing in on theﬁgang tonight, aren't they?
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WNBC & NET ' THE BIG STORY #197

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

{Patricia Carmichael: Cinclnnatl {Ohio) Times-Star)

CHAPPELL:  PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE}

MAN I: I guess that's 1%t.

HELEN: {PETRIFIED GIRL OF ABOUT 20) Take anything you want,

only get out, please!

MAN I: Hey, Strowd, come on,
HELEN1 (DESPERRTELYJ Please --
MAN I: Come on. We picked the jJoint clean. There ain't a loose

dime arpund, Hey, Strowd!

HELEN: {ALMOST A FRAYER) Oh dear Lord --

STROWD: (QUITE INSANE) Don't be scared. We only come to rob
this store. Sometimee when I've a mind to 1t, I'm going
to take a 1little girl like you (HE SMILES} and choke
her to death.

HELEN: Oh, Lord nol
STROWD: {AFFABLY} Only I ain't got a mind to -- not tonight.
(MysIc: _ _ HITS HARSH, THEN_SHARPLY_OUT_FCR ...l

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here im Amerlca, lts sound and its
fury, 1ts jJoy and its sorrow as falthfully reported by
the men and women of the great American newspapers.
Cincinsti, Chlms. Prom the pages of the Tiq;s-Star comes
the story of a reporter who proved that;ﬁﬁig;aéiréan
make you grow up overnight. !lufzghigﬁ%, to shmtTEDOYGom.
Patricia Carmichael, for her Big Story, goes the PELL
MELL Award.
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NARR:

BILL:
VOICE

»n

BILL:
VQICE

BILL:
VOICE:

BILL:
VOICE

BILL:

PAT:

BILI:
PAT:
BILL:
PAT:

BILL:
PAT:
BILL:

B
It happens to be a telephone, but it might hove been
gleigh-bells or scmething equally pleasant,

(TELEPHONE I8 ANSWERED SOFTLY )

(VERY SOTTO, SLEREPY) Hello.

(ON PILTER) Bill? Pete.

{(TENSE)} Yes, Pete.

I'm calling from police headquarters. Strowd's gang

Just struck agaln.

(OVERLAP) Where? What?

Thay stuck up Tony's Cafe and Night Club at Spring Grove
and Quesns City Avenues.

Shooting?

Llke & hurricane went through the place. Walked off with
over a grand. But the cops think they got them surrounded.
Sorry to get you ocut of bed.

When 1t comes to taking Strowd, don't be sorry. (ALL THIS
SOTTO)

( PHONE UP, MOVEMENT AS BILL THROWS ON HIS CLOTHES)
{SUDDENLY) Well, you sure take your time getting into
clothes.

What 're you doing all dressed?

What're you doing getting dressed?

Come on, come on, Back to bed.

Maybe you don't know 1%, Mr. Carwlchael, but they got
extensions in this house, &nd one of them 1s in my room.
Come on, back to bed.

Look, 1f you want to go with me, you baetter hurry.

Pat, I'm not kidding.
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BAT:
BILL:

PAT:

CHIEF:

_7.-
Take a good lock at me, Pop. You think I am? Your shoes
are under the bed.

(FLAT, WITH FINALITY)} You're not going.

{(CAR, UNDER . . .)
When we get there, you stay close by me.
{MOCK) Yes, sir.
There's poliece lines. You stay behlnd them.
Yes, sir.
There's going‘to be gun play, maybe. You stay as far
away from that as you can.
Yes, sir,
This Strowd 1s not just & killer. Four months age, he
escaped from the Lima Institution for the Criminally
Insane,
Five months. Ye sir.
Iet's Just get it étraight -~ thls is serious business,
dead serious. And 1t's no place for a girl with a
pencil and pad.
I make you one promise, pop. I won't try anything that
you weculdn't have tried at my age.
(CAR STORS, TWO CARDOORSIOPEN AND SHUT, GENERAL
MILLING OF PEQPLE)
{GIVING DIRECTIONS, OEF MIKE) Now keep the big lights
turned on the raill yard and down through this produce
section, I want Squads ¥ and 5 combing east and Squads
1 through 3 combing west., You are to mest by about
4 o'clock. {KEEPING UP THIS AD LIBBING)

ATHOT Q171871




CHIEF:

BAT:
CHIEF:

EAT:
CHIEF1t

BILL:
CHIEF:

BILL:

PAT
BILL:
PAT:
BILL:

8-
The powerful searchlights play slowly back ard forth
across the empty and desolate looking scene. Within
four hours, life will come into this produce and ralilroad
section of town, but now 1t has been declared no-man's
1and and somewhere within 1t, the two forces are pitted
against each other. The police of a great Chio city
against the four men of the Strowd gang. Four killers
headed by a man escéped from an institutlion for the
insane.
(RIGHT OUT OF THE ABOVE) All right, get that squad
moving cut. {AFFABLY! Hello? Pat.
Hello, Chief.
{KIDDING) Well, Carmichael, I see you got your daughter
doing the dirty work these days. Did you come to Bee
the excitement?
{WITH DIGNITY) I came to report 1t, Chief,
Fine. Glad to have you. Well, maybe the Tiﬁes-Star
will get themselves a good story this time. You got
a smart daughter, Carmichael.
That's right -- encourage her.
When one of the old war horses begins to kick out, semd
in the young blood.
Look, she shouldn't be here and you know it! So atop --
where 1ls that girl?
(A LITTLE OFF) Just talking to the lleutenant.
You stay right here.
Yes, sir, Of course, sir, Sure.

( PROFESSIONALLY) What's the set up?
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$TORY

NARR:
CLEMENS:

CLEMENS:
CLEMENS:

(MysIc:

NARR:

CLEMENS ¢

CLEMENS:

CLEMENS3:

- 1/3/51 -8B~ | INSERT

The head of Squads 1 thru 3 ..
(TENSE) Bergman, Lorant - that three-story-building,
T saw shadows moving on the house,
(CLATTER UP STEPS)
Keep 1t down, keep 1t down,
(QUICK STEPS UP STAIRS, MORE QUIETLY)
(ANNOYED) Okay, okay, I see it. Fut 1t back. Wash on

the line.

Every object looked at, the fluttering of a2 clothesline,
the movement of a shadow; every bullding, every floor,
every loft -- every objective. (BRIEF BEAT) The head of

Squads 4 and Five coming east....
I don't care if the things padlocked, Bust 1t. Soring
it, What do you think thils is =--
{LOCK BROKEN)
-- that's more like it. All right (HE DOESN'T LIKE IT
EITSER) Let's go on down in., Fut some light in therve,
man, Put some lights down there. (PAUSE) Okay, what
are you waiting for? (THEN) Okay, I'il go in first,
(SLOW STEADY STEFS....)
(DEE? SIGH OF RELIEF) No one here. (AFTER THOUGHT )

Henkuva place to meet somecne though.

Heckuva place indeed, especlally to meet Mr. Strowd, to
meet the man who, some months ago escaped from an
institution for the insane, the criminally insane..{and
who shuffles a deck of cards novw In a darkened housze

nearby ). ...
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e
STROWD:
MAN 21:
STROWD:

MAN 1:
STROWD:

MAN 1:
STROWD:

MAN 1:
STROWD:

STROWD:

— " A -

1/3/51 -8~ INSERT
What's about a2 hand of gin?
You must be out of your he&d Strowd.
(MENACING WITH CHARM) 1Is that a fact? I must be out of
my head. Why? Tell me why? Hey, Eddle, Hermy, hear
what the smart fellow says - the deope got us holed up iIn
here? I must be out of ny head,
Shut up, Strowd.
I must be out of my head. Why, cause you're a1l mo scared
you can't hold a deck of cards in your hand without
dropping them on the floor? Why cause I'm the one's calm,
collected and without no nerves,
(TO CALM HIM) Okay, Strowd, play solitaire -
Don't calm me; don't scap me; don't you talk to me 1like no
gcrew in a nut house., You got us inte thls, You said
hide out here, you sald they'll pass us by.
They will.
Sure and 1f they don't? I was for knocking off that
patrol car, just one = five bulls no more, and we'd of
been in the clear, Anybody got a smart anawer to that?
Anybody. Any one of you?

{CARDS FLAYED)
Only in one way, I kind of 1ike 1t. They come up them
atalrs, they park themselves (them bulls) cutslde the
windows, I'11 give them a real hello. Black Queen goes

on the red king, don't it?
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‘ _4ST0RY - 1/3/51 -8D- INSERT

NARR: Squads One Thru Three moving west have carved eight blocks
into the enemy sector, ruled out eight square city blocks;
Squads Four and Five, moving East, know now the Strowd
gang 18 not In the area ~- East Harvey to East Locust;
nine square blocks eliminated from the search. So they
lie now =-- the vobbers, the potential killers -- in a

narrowing sector. And the tension mounte,.

BILL: (LoW, BUT VERY DISTRAUGHT) Chief!

CHIEF: See something?

BiLL: No, 1t's Pat,

CHIEF; What about Pat?

BILL: T don't ¥now what happened to her. She's gone. I can't
find her anyvwhere. - J{

CHIEF: Okoy. Take it easy . Glemens, go and get me a small
patrol. -- four, five men, Find Patricia Carmichael.

She'ls zomewhers around.
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NARR:

STROWD :

NARE:

v — ———

You're smiling -- you, Patriclia Irene Carmichael, age 21,

new reporter on the Cincinnati Times-Star. You're smiling
because you heard what your father sald and you heard
the Chief's answer because you're not very far awéy.
Just on your way down the street -- and you've decided --
{arter all, you're free and of age), to go after this
by yourself. And then, as you walk away from the men
into the no-man's area --

(& SLOY, PRRSISTENT RAIN BEGINS)
-- the rain begins to fall, the freezing March rain.
But you've taken on this assignment by yourself, and
you walk into 1t --

{SLOW, HIGH HEELED STEPS ON THE WET PAVEMENT)
-- and suddenly, you know the meaning of the phrase, "to
be on your own". The meaning of the phrase, "enemy
territory". Suddenly, you feel the closeness of this
man hiding somewhere in this blackened area. This man,
who, five months ago, escaped from an institution for
the criminally insane.
{ON FILTER) Sometimes, when I got a mind to it, I Just
choke a girl tc death.

S 4,(.:4,“
And all of a sudden, you're n°t‘1&ﬂsh*ﬂgfat all. Not

one tiny bit,
UP_TO TAG THZ ACT)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL )
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #197

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

T e eyt —

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HBARRIZE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

- HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scrateh! Guard agalnst throat-
scratch! Guard against throat-secrateh! Enjey the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccoB.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
measure .

puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 18
filtered further than that of any other leading cipgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, &r 17, PELL MELL'S
gregter length of traditionally fine tobaccos still
travels the smoke further - f11ters the smoke and maies

it mild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos gilve you &

smoothness, mildness and gatlsfactlon no other cigarette

offers you.

Guerd against throat-seratch,

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildneas you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outgtandingl”

And - they are mild!
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NARR:

NARR:

NARR:

PAT:

INTRODUCTION_AND_UNDER ...)
This is Cy Harrice, returnirg you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Patriczia Carmichael, as she lived it
and wrote it,
For just the tenth part of a second, the—FoslImg Lo,
TeroMes- Patricia Carmichael, the desire to seream, to
turn and to race back to the warm security of the police
lines and your father's admonition of "You stay right here".
But Just for the tenth part of a second. You continue
doling what you're doing -- covering & story the way a
real reporter would cover 1t, turning up the collar on
your already wet coat. And slowly and carefully peering
up and down the deserted streets, the abandoned
bulldings, the empty floors. And then --
STING)

{A FEW DISTANT STEPS, FOLLOWING PAT)
Walt a minute. Don't get hysterical. (PAUSE)

{FEW MORE STEPS)
No question about it -- you're belng followed. {(PAUSE)

Wait a minute.

RRL oot Aiiri B
(8ee what he does,
(Quick STEPS, ON MIKE, TURN THE CORNER, THEY ARE
FOLLOW-D BY THE OFF MIKE STEPS TUENING THE CORNER )
Don't wait for him to strike, don't wait! Turn on him

now and confront him. That's the best way. (AS IF
GETTING UP HER COURAQE] Well, go ahead and turn on him.
(WHISPER; Go ahead, Pat -- tuyn!'

(BRAVELK, BUT THE LITTELE GIRL COMES THROUGH) Well?
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Why don't you Just acratcp-your head, turn around and

RR
Cont 'd &7;‘--;5'{.1,; .
( L get out of here? -en—svee?ﬁﬁzbﬁ pecause this is & story.

—— e e " — i d e | g

PAT:
JOE:
PAT:

ey
o
=t

PAT:

JOE:

PAT:
JOE:

PAT:
JOE:

Then, like the kindest thing on earth, you see a 1ight,
The only 2ight for blocks around -- a ground-i'loor light
and two of the simplest, most comforting words in neon,
"Joe's Eats”.

(DOCR OPENS)
Hey, can I get a cup of foffee?
Look, I'm closing up, girlie.
{SHE CHATTERS BOTH BECAUSE SH@'S COID AND TO KEEP UP
HER SPIRIT} Lot of actiorn golng on in the neighborhood,
T see. Lots of cops moving 1ﬁ.311 round. See anything?
(THORSUGHEY- DISSUSTEDB} -Look, girlie, I told you I was
cloging up. _
Yeah, I know, I know. All I want 18 & cup of coffee.
Somebthing to get me warm,
Lock, the way the cope are walklng through this ares, ir I
make myself ten cents the whole night, I'm doing great,
There ain't been two pecple in here the last three hours.
Two? What twoe? What did they look 1ike? Two men?
(DISGUSTED BY HER ROMANTIC IDEAS) I sald there ain't
been two. There's your coffee, Drink it fast. I'm
closingo up.
Look, all I want to know i3 --
Well, I want to know Bomething too. Did it ever occupr

to you debutantes that maybe & guy like me wants to close
up his joint ané go home to his family, What're you dolng
== plumming?
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NARR @ Dobutante! That!s a great ono. Slumming - yeah, that
wpuld be very nice, Excopt i1t happens not to be S0.
And even though you're no more than six ovlocks and a
couple of corners awly from your fatheor and the pollice,
you ecan't be fupther from debutnntes and alumming. A%
1east the coffee is warm, bub 1t's over almost bafore
you start,
(C4SH REGISTER)
NARR : Jog rings up your nickel.
(LIGHTS OUT)
NARR ¢ Then he puts the 1ights out.
{DOOR OFENED)
NARR: -~ and the door 1s held orpen for you before he locks UP.
(STEPS PADING OFF DOWN THE STRFET )
NARR ¢ And you're alone and the March yain is colder than evelr,
(MUSIC:, _. _FUNCTUATES)
NARR : Ta the right is Yotes Waprehouse. S1x stories of dark
window. And to the left, the Excelslor Foney Pruit
Mowket -- four storics of dnrkened windove, »nd botween,
o ramsheckle, nondescript house -- two siories of
darkened window, 4&Hnd -
(Muoszc: _ _ A SUDDEN_LLGHNLNG LIEF_STING)
NARR: Uhat was that?
PAT: (HUSHED TOME) It was a light; Just for 2 fraction of

a second, o light. Like somebody stoending behind 2

11ind looked out & minute to see if anyoody wos outside.

That was a 1light!l

(MUsIC: _ _‘gﬁf‘f{{l
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AARR:

STROWD:

MAN 1:
STROWD:
MAN 1:
STROWD:

PAT:

STROWD:

(MUSIC:

WARR ¢

PAT:
NARR:

FAT:

-16-
Never in your 1ife have you been sc¢ closc to & wetb
mop, never in your life have you wanted to be two inches
high and 2 quartcr of an inch thick. Never before in
your life have you prayed so quletly and so sincerely
and so ecarcfully.
(SUDDENLY) I'm tolling you therc's nobody here, Now
Usten. I'm for going downstairs with gune in hand.
How m2ny coan there be? £ dozen? We knock down 2, 3, 4
of them, they'll lecave us a paith to walk out,
Got brck in the room ond stop your screaming. We're
wolting,
Lock, let's get things stianicht, I'm etill running the
deal. Welll wnit, Maybo 15 minutes., Then -- Hey, what
vas that? I think I heard eomething,
Where? '
Over here,
(ON FILTER) Lot it be 2 mouse or a lenky faucet, & loose
board or anything., De-P=lebwiste -
(LAUGHING) ng_nj_;__ A cat. What do you know? (QUITE INSANE)
Cone here,é%é;;;. Come here. We could use a 1little

company.

_ w2 e

Count ten, Pat Carmichael, cozlnt Een slovw as you can,
Lot L Z A ’
Don't think of’ﬁaﬁﬁgg—bq§6§; counting ten.
S
{COUNTS TEN)
Hov count Anotner ten, tecausc maybe theylre standing
behind the door and mybe even with your shoes off -

6, 7, 8, 9, 10.
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NARR ¢ A1l right now, Let's pray the gsteps won!t creak.
(STEPS CREAK SLIGHTLY)
ARR ¢ Hold 1t! Hold it! @it, Okey now, Downl Down, M;‘"Z
put your shoes on =~
(RACING STEPS)
PSP L
NARR : -— andﬂfast as you can -~
’ (SHE BUMPS INTO SOMEONE)

PAT: Ch my Lord!

CLEMENS ﬁfll, Pat Carmichael!l

PAT: ﬂfblémensl Am I glad to see you!l

CLEMENS Poy, wou had us worried., Half the force 1s looking for
you. Your father's heving a fit and the Chief's ready
to te tled,

PAT: I fcund them.

CLEMENS: What?

PAT: I found them|

(MUSIC: _ _ HLTS EARD, THEN_UNDER)

WARR ¢ The teking of a house between the Excelsior Frult
Market and the Yates Warehouse 1s an oréinary, military
operation.

CHIEF: (QUIETLY) I went eight in {ve vack., I went tommy-guns
and I want them d¢rawn and I want them ready. T want
four men in the street tralned on the front windoes,
faur on the bettom landing, Pour on the first landing.
Then, when the wiistle sounds -=- '

MARR: A beautiful miiitary operation, planned on the basis of

your information, Patricla Carmichael,
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CHIEF:

NARR:

CLEMENS:
CHIEF:
BILL:

§MUSIC:
NARR:

NARR:

STROWD 3

PAT:

-18-
If we're lucky, we'll take them without & shot. If wa're
not, we're ready.
A military operation with celculated risk. Maybe
easlly, maybe not so easily.
{A DISTINCTIVE SOUNDING WHISTLE‘TO BEGIN
QPERATIONS, FOLLOWED BY MANY MEN MOVING, FOLLOWED
BY TREMENDOUS BURSTS OF WILD GUNFIRE)
(FROM OFF) Got two of our boys.
Move in! Everybody stand clear. Stand clear!
Pat -- wherels Pat? Oh Lord no! All these wild shots.
I can't find Pat!

— i e TR T — — — —

Andt you were gone but it wasn't 2 wild shot -- no.
This time, knowilng what was happening, you put yourselfl
in a very interesting ventage point, interesting from
the point eof view of reporting a story.
(A BLACK MARIA OR ANBULANCE RACING THROUGH THE
STREETS, ITS CLAXON (R BELL RINGING)
(OVER SOUND) Several police were shot, so were two of
the gang when 1t was over and all four weounded wWere
rushed into the police ambulance and;fqﬁnggwﬁﬂﬁ{E}EK
hoapital, And that's where you were. You, Pat
Carmichael, leaning over him as he spoke.
There's only one way == blast them. Only one way --
blast them. Come out with guns in both your hands and --
{IN PAIN NOW)} O©Oh, that hurts, oh, that hurts --
Take it easy, Strowd. You éren't going anywhere,

SIRGWDR, . AepierT UMY ERRRIETIis- -
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PAT:

STROWD:
(MUSIC:

— e —

PAT:
BILis:
PAT:

~19-
Yeah, I lmow, Mr. Strowd, Sometimes, when you feel
1like it, you choke little girls, don't you?
I -- uh -~ (AND HE COLLAPSES)

et ™ i

And you sit there 'til the end. GQCetting a confeasion
from the wounded man who as head of the gang. Finally,
five houra from the time &/phone first rang, eceh®
your father, Bill Carmichael, reporter on the paper, too.
¥You 211 right, pop?

{ON FILTER) Am I all right?

Well, listen, when you get finished, hurry home. I

got some scrembled eggs and a pot of coffee walting

for you. By the way, I filedlmw gstory. It's not bad.
The boss says he'!s running it right next to yours, I -
think he said page one.

When I get my hands on you, I'll «=-

Don't say it, pop. Hurry home.

In Just a8 moment we will resd you a telegram from
Patricia Carmichael of the Cincinnati, Chic Times-Star
with the final outcomes of tonight's BIG STORY.
TURN_TABLE)

Y

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-seratchl Gunrd against throat-
serateh} Gu-rd against throat-seratchl Enjoy the smooth
smooth smcking of fine tobacCcOS,

Smolre PELL MELL - the cigarette whose nildness you Call
measurc,

Remember this - the further a puff of smcke 1s filtered

through fine tobaccos, the milder it beccmes.

it the first puff by actual mensure PELL MELL smoke 18
filtaered further than that of any other lending cigaratte,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL'S

grecater length af traditionrlly fine tobacco: still

tr-veis the sooke further ~ £iltors the smoke ~nd makes
i+ nild.
Thus, PELL JELL'S fine mellow tobeceos give you a

smoothness, mildness and sotisfaction no other cigarette

offers you,
sz Sor the longer, fine? cigrrette in the distinguished
red packags. FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGIRETTES -~ toutstanding "
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Patricla Carmichael
of the Clneinnati Times-Star.

CARMICHAEL: The evening edition of the Times-Ster that day produced
two fine stories -- one, my father's, covering the main
events that led up to the capture and the other was
mine, reporting the arrest and police operatlons. Three
men sentenced to long terms and Strowd was returned to
Tima Institution for the Criminally Insane for the rest

- of his 1ife. I guess I grew up pretty fast that night.
Many thanks for tonight's PRLL MELL Award.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Miss ¢armichgel...the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL
MELL $500 Award for notable Befvice in the field of
Journalism. |

HARRICE: IListen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIO
STORY - A BTG STORY from the front pages of the Shreveport,
Louisians Journal - by-line Dolph Franty. A BIG STORY
about a reporter who discovered that murder makes an

ugly sound.

e e o e e e e m— A T e o m—
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CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

w22 REV.

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed and conductod by Vliadimir
Selinsky., Tonight's profram wes adap tad by Arnold Perl
fpom an acrual story from the front pages of the ,
Cincinpati, Sm¥s Times-Star. Your narrator was éiﬁ:;?ﬁf.
#iﬁ;:;:ﬂénd imzic Strickland played the part of Patricin
Cnrmichael. In order to protect the names of people
setually involved in tonight's authentic BIG STCRY,

the nemes of 21l characters in the dramatizellon were
cheng=d with the exception of the reporter, Miss
Czrmicheel.

This program is heard by members f the Armed Forees
overseas, through the facilities nof the Armed Forces
Bedio Service.

his is Ernest Choppell speoking for the makers of

]

PEIT MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

TuTS 1S WD ... THE MATIONAL BRCADCLSTING COMPANY
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THE BIG. STORY #198

YABC_& NET _
‘ )( )

10:00-10;30 P.M, JANUARY 10, 19851 WEDNESDA

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

(MUSIC:_ _ _ FANFARE)

(PHONE RING)
(RECEIVER OFF HOCK)

MILLIE: Desk, Boulevard Hospital.

RAY: (FILTER) Oh. Hospital. We'll need an ambulance right
away. It's an emergency.

MILLIE; What's the name, sir?

RAY: Lewls.

MILLIE: Addrezs?

RAY: Ashton Street, Lakeside Park District.

MILLIE: Ashton Street., And the troudle?

RAY: A women's veen hurt..,. badly.

MILLIE: In what way, 8ir? We'd like to have the doctor know...

BAY: She 's bteen shot by her husband.

MILLIE: I =ee. And wheo are you, gir?

RAY Me? I'm her husztand!

(MusIc:  _ _ UP_& UNDER)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here is Amerlez! Its sound and 1%s fury,
its joy and 1ta sorrow, as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers... Shrevepert,
Louisiana. From the pages of the Shreveport Journal the
story of a reporter who found that sometimes a man needs
character references to become a killer, Tonlght, to
Dolph Prantz of the Shreveport, Loulsiana Journal, for
his BIG SPORY, goes the PELL MELL Awardl |

(MUSIC:  _ _ TURNIABLE)

(COMMERCIAL)
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-'_PROGRAM #1108

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

(ROUP ¢

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalnst throat-scratchi Guard sgainst throat-
scrateh! Guapd agalnst throat-scratehl Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
measure.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke FELL MELL.
Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 13 filtered
through fine tobacccs, the milder it becomeBS... At the

first puff by sctual measure PELL MELL emcke is fllteved

further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL'3

preater length of traditionally fine tobaccos #till

travels the smoke further - fi11ters the smoke and makes
it miid,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you &

smoothness, mildnegs and satlsfaction no other cigarette
of fers you.

smoke PELL rwLL - the clgarette whose mildness you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!”

ind - they are niid!
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DOLFH:
MILLIE:
DOLPH:
MILLIE:

DOLPH:
MILLIE:

DOLPH:

MILLIE:

e o — —

Shreveport, Louisiana... the story as 1t actually
happened... Dolph Frantz's story as he lived 1t.

You are Dolph Frantz of the Shreveport Journal., All your
life you've been a Southemm newspaperman, and you've got
a few highlights to hallow your memories, The time the
celebrated bandits, Clyde Barrow and Bonnle Parker were
kilied, and your flash to the Assoclated Press beat the
Dallas wire by seconds. The time you broke the first
publicity that the government would progecute the big
ahots in the famous Loulslana Scandals. But this story,

1s the cne you'll never forget, ‘Teeswsr—tirte—ir tiwr-big-
awe~— It begins one March night, as you check with the

girl at the Information desk in a Shreveport hospital...
Evening, Millie, What's new?
What!ll you have, Mr. Frantz? Gosslp or business?
Buginess.
Ambulance went cut a little while ago, due back any
second, emergency. Man shot hlas wife.
Any names?
The man's name is Lewis... Ray Lewls. A&nd his ever-loving
Wife, Ecéna. |
(NOTING IT DOWN) Lewis, BRay and Edna. Check. Where'd
1t hauvpen?
Ashton Street, Lakeslde Park District...

(PHONE RING)
Ch. Excuse me,

{ PHONE OFF HOOK)

ATHGT 171891
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DOLPH:
MILLIE:

DOLFH:
MILLIE:
(Music:

NAKHR:

DOLFH:

ED:

DOLPH:
ED:

DCOLFH:
ED:

4~

Migs Wheeler, desk. Oh. Yes, Dr. Peterson. Yes alr,
I'11 report it to the offlce right away.
(PHONE ON HOOK)
(SIGHS) Mr. Frantz, I've got news for you.
Yes?
That ambulance you're waiting for won 't be back for
awhlle.
No? Where did 1t go?

Direct to the morgue... Edna Lewls is dead.

You've done it tefore and you do It again, the same time-
heonored, traditional routlne of the police reporter.
First a visit to the Morgue, a guick look at the body.
Then to Police Headquarters, and a talk with your good
friend, Commigsioner Edwerd Moran...

Any trace of the hushand, this Ray Lewle, Ed?

No. We're coming all of ghreve port, Dolph, we've got the
highwaye watched, the Tus staticns, the trains. But he's
atill at large. Funny thing, too...

Yez? What?

Lewls took his time about making a getaway, After he
shot hisz wife, he went to his room, put the gun in &
bureau drawer, called for an ambulance, and then walked
out.

Hmmm. And you've got the murder weapon?

Right here in the desk, among some gther souvenlire...

(DRAVER OFENS)
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A Savage automtic, thirty-two caliber,

Yep.... with one shot fired.

Where did you get this hox of fresh ammunition?

Belonge to the gun. Found 1t In the same bureau draver.

(A PAUSE) Ch. Take a look at this purse, Dolph. It's

Edna Lewis's. We found it lying beside her in the rooming

house.

Voo L e n
- . More like an evening bag.

Anything in 1%2

Nothing but the usual junk a woman carrles.

Any witnesses to the killing, Ed?

Yes and no.

What does that mean?

Well, 1t seems that Lewis was separated from his wife,

and lived at this Ashton Street rooming-house Witha

couple of friemds. His wife came to sec him with the

idea of patching u; their quavrel, and they talked it

over in the hall, while the two friends played cards in

the next room,

I get 1t, They heard the shot, but didn't zee the murder.

Right. They rughed ii:fand found her on the floor.

And Lewls?

He was standing over her, the gun still smedtbrgmin hia

hand.

ATHOT 0171833
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RAY:

ED:
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You phone in what you have, hang around Headquarters,

waiting for more news. But nothing comes in, they still

haven 't picked up the killer. Finally, at dawn, you're
having -a &bwad cup of coffee with Commissioner Ed Moran.
Lrgyimelrveryen, .

(KNOCK ON DOOR)
Caome in.

(DOOR OPENS )
Ave you Commissicner Moran?
That's right.
I understand you've looking for me.
We might be. We've locking for a lot of people. Who
are you?

My name is Ray Lewis!

Just like that. Just like that, a killer wzlks in and
givee himself up. A man with shock in his face, & man
with haunted eyes, 4 man named Ray Lewis. And then, as
the d=wn tuyn: into morning, he staris to talk. He
starts to talk, and the words tumble from him, a
waterfzlil of words, faster and faster...

Commissioner, listen. I admit it. 1 killed my wife,
but I didn't want to, I didn't mean to, I loved her, I
was crazy about her, You've got to git and listen, let

me tell you my story.

Go ahead, Lewis. But I warn you, this is for the record.

ATHKCT 0171834
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MRS AGARD:
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MR3 AGARD:
EDNA:
MRS AGARD:

EDNA:
MRS AGARD:

EDHA:
MRS AGARD:

EDNA:
MRS AGARD:
EDNA:

-7...

I want 1t for the record.. I want everybody to know what
bappened. I've got nothlng te hide., We were happy, 8ee?
Edna and I, we were happy. But then, her mother ¢ame to
1ive with us. That was the beglnning. That was wvhere
things started to go wrong. One night, when she thought
T was asleep, I heard my mother-1ln-law tzlking to Edna
(FADE) in the next room... '
(TOUCH OF SHREW HERE) Edna...

Yes, Mother?

How long is Ray going to work in that bowling alley?
7411 he finds 2 better job.

Your husband? A better job? (SNEERS) That'll be the day.
I hate to say this, Edna; but I've got to say it. That
husbhand of yours is just plain lazy, he's a good-ror-_
nothing.

Mother!

A worthless, good-for-nothing. I gsaid it before you
married Ray, and I say 1t now.

You've no right to say it.

I'm your mother, child. And 1t's my Guty to advlse my
own daughter.

Mother, let's drop the subject.

Not until I've had my =ay.

(AGITATED) Please, Mother, please...

ATHKC1 017218395
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EDNA:

MRS AGARD:

EDNA:

MRS AGARD:

FDNA:

MRS AGARD:

-8-

what ¥nd of job is that for a grown man, setting up pins

in a bowling alley, for a few miserable dellars a week?

Mother, you're not belng fair. Ray's tried to get a

better job. :
9l
Pried? (NASTY LAUGH) Oh, I'll bet he’s

tried. From the inslde of saloonsz, drinking up half his
wvages with those ne ler-do-well cronies of his,

Mother, please, I don't wanit to talk about it any more,
I don't want to hear about 1t any more.

I'm sorry, Bdna, but you're going to hear me out. Youlre
sti1ll young, you're stlll pretty, you can catch another
man, a decent man. I =ay you ought to leave Ray, you
ought to leave him now, pefore 1t'a too late.

But T don't want to leave him. Don't you underatand,
Mcther, I love hilm.

Love? Nonsense. That's a ellly word for atupld girls,
my dear. And If you mugt use it, remember this... It's

s lot easzier to love a rich man, than a poor one ]

That was the beginning, Commissioner., That was the first

time I knew what my mother-in-law was trying to do.
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RAY:
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RAY:

EDNA:
RAY:

EDNA:
RAY:
EDNA:
RAY:

-9_.

In other words, your Mother-in-law was trying to polaon
your wife's mind against you.

That's right. And I could see Edna change, little by
little.

How, Lewia? In vhat way?

She got colder all the time, Mr. Frantz - gtarted to
nag me. It got rougher and rougher, and finally 1
couldn't take it any longer. One night I asked Edna to
stay up while the old lady went to sleep. And then...
(EOSTILE) What is 1t, Ray? What do you want to talk
about?

Us.

Well?

I just vanted you to know I've had 1t, Edna... Qp to
here. A man can take #o much, and ne more. We used to
get along fire, you and me, not much but a lot of fun,
a lot of laughs. DBut ginee your mother came,
everything's changed, you've changed.

Have I?

You know you have. You lock at me as though I was

come thing the cat dragged in, I lcok at my wife and I
say, this ls a sbtranger. Edna, I'm crazy about you, I
alwvays will be, but I can't stand 1t any more. ‘
Oh, can't you, Ray? What do you propose to do about 1t?
You want me to put 1t on the 1ine?

Please do.

A1l right., I will. Thie house 1lsn't big enough for

your mother and me. One of us will have to leave.
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EDNA: (A BEAT) What do you vant me to say?

RAY: (QUIETLY) That's up to you.

EDNA: A1l right. A1l vright, Ray, then I'll say it. Goodbye!l
RAYs {8 BEAT) You mean that, Edna?

EDNA:. (RISING) I gaid 1t, didn't I? You made me say it,

you wanted me to say 1it, and I'm saying 1t. Goodbye,
goodbye, goodbye! And I hope I never gee you again!

RAY: I thought I'd go erazy, Commissicner. I wvanted to call
her a hundred times, ask her 1f she'd take me béck,
mother-in-law or no mother-in-lav.

ED: But you didn't call her, Lewls.

RAY: No. I couldn't, I had my pride and I was the one who
nad walked out. Then last night, ghe called @eztf%rj}é

DOLFH: What about, Lewls? :htma;;‘,éawaﬁ_

RAY: It was the last thing I ever expected, Frantz. But she
wanted to come over and talk to me., BShe wouldn't say
vhat she warited to talk about over the phone, she said
1t waz too personal. dAnyway, I told her to come on, Id
be walting. But the minute she came through the door,
I could see something was wrong.

DOLFPH: In what way?

RAY: I don't know. She looked a little wild, a little crazy,
(FADE) I think she was & llttle drunk... Anyway the
first thing she sald wag...

EDNA: You know why I came here(HITS WORD) darlting?
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RAY:
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RAY:
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RAY:

EDNA:
RAY:
EDNA:
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EDNA

RAY:
EDNA:
RAY:
EDNA:
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¥Why no, Edna, I don't. But I hoped maybe we could talk

things over, pateh this UDse s

Well, you hoped wrong. 1 wouldn't have you back 1f

every other man in thls wortd was dead, I came here for

one thing. ..

(A BEAT) Yes? What's that?

Money. |

(QUIETLY) Look Edna, you know I haven't got a aime.
5

I've been sencing you Luenty=fixe a week.

25
—Tuenby—fiwe 2 week., Bilg deal. Why, you low-down,

no-good cheapskate, do you think I can llve on ;ggg}
Ednz, I know it's tough. But what can I do, you know
what I make at the bowling alley. T can't send you any

more, I'm BOTTY.

Yeu'll be sorry, if you don't.

What do you mean?

This.

(3 BEAT) Edna, put down that gun.

(LAUGES) Remember 1t, Ray? It's your gun... the one

you brought back from overseds... as a souvenir. I
thought I'd bring it along in my pupse, just 1in case you

tried to hold out on me.

You wouldn't dare use it, Edna.

ch, wouldn't I?
Give me that gun.
Stay away from me, Ray. T swear, I'm not afrald to ki1l

you.
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(SUDDENLY) Give me that gun... you little... fool!
(SOUND OF STRUGGLE. AD LIBS FROM EDNA:
"yoU 'RE NOT GOING TO TPAKE IT AWAY FROM ME,"
vl KILL YOU, I'LL KILL YOU," HYSTERICALLY.
RAY: "GIVE ME THAT GUN.")
(A SHOT, THEN A BOLY THUD)

(A BEAT)

{STUNNED) Edna! EDNA!

-y

I don't ¥now what happened, I swear it, I don't know.

We were fighting for the gun, and then, guddenly it

went off. I saw her slump to the floor, I saw the blood,

and th?ﬁ?'l wag, yith thzﬁg?n in my hand, My frlends
At Fe— Lo

came ime and I called an ambulance.

Then you went to your room?

Yes, yes, Mr. Frantz, Tiapmipep=sie-, I went to my room,

put the gun in a bureau drawver, I don't know why. Then

I went out on the street, and started to walk...

Walk where?

I don't know, Mpr, Frantz. I Jjust kept walking, I don't

remegb?r. And then, after awhile, I thought the polipe,

Goopa-be after me, 1'd better give up, I had nothing

to hide. The whole thing was an accldent, you've got

to believe me, you've both got to btelieve me, I didn't

want to kill her, I didn't wean to, 1t vwas an accldent,

I awear 1t!

(COMMERCIAL)
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-13-

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #198

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
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Guard agalnst throat-seratchl Guard agalnat throat-
scratch! Guard agalnst throat-scratch! ZEnjoy the smooth
smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarétte whoge mildness you can
measure. ‘

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff by actual measgure PELL MELL smcke 1s
filtered further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Morecver, after 5§ puffs, or 10, or 15, ‘or 17, PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still
travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes

it mild.

Thyg, PELL MELL'S flne mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and gatiafaction no other cigarette
offers you.

Guard against throat-scratch.

Enjoy the gmocth smcking of fine tobaccos=.

Imoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose mildness you can
meagure - FRLL ¥ELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "cutstauding!"

And - they are mild!
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This iz Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator... and
the Big Story of Dolph Frantz... as he lived 1t.,. and
wrote 1t...

You, Dolph Frantz of the Shreveport Journal, are at the
Coroner's hearing when Ray Lewls tells his story with the
same, divect simpiicity. You can see the men are
impressed. Then they call the two witnesses, Joe Simmons
and Leo wemsy, vho were playing cards in the next room
when Edna Lewls was ghot. Thelr storles match. For
example, Joe Simmons, ..

I never saw a guy so crazy about his wife as Ray Lewls,
He'd talk about her, rave about her all the time. When
Edna cage to ¢tz him, and Leo and me heard this shot in
the ﬂ'&!.";:;tﬂﬂg we ran f:.. There she was on the floor,

I leaned over and I heard her say: "It wasn't hia fault,

it was an sceldent." Then she passed out,

The testimeny ends. Now, they walt for the Deputy
Coroner's ieport., If 1t iz favorable, Ray Lewig 1=
certain to be released, a free man. The Deputy Coroner
walks into the hearing, reads his report...

{ CROWE A i) PamigmBiaiit o
Gentlemen, after a careful examination of the body, I
present these findings. Causze of death was traumatism by
fire-arme, pistcl, thirty-two caliber, close to heart.
Powder burns at puncture point evident, gun fired at very
close rTange.

{MORE)
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AT T — -

MRS AGARD:

DOLPH:
MRS AGARD:
DOLPH:
MRS AGARD:
DOLPH:

MRS AGARD:

DOLFPH:

_15...

Angle of hullet indlcated gun flung upward by struggle,

in my opinion, cause of death is accidentall

W

UP AND UNDER)

Somehow ywmm Dolph Frantz,;?;:n't quite sold on Ray

Lewis's story. Not a hundred percent., You don’'t know

why, but something:jars you gomewhere, M

e You can't pupt your figger on 1%, but you know
Hsitog Tl cvrlntss -d/,.y; PSP S5 4 Jn;-}

it's thet'eﬂ Anyway, you write the story of Lewis'a -

acguittal., And Pecause you can't help 1t, an element of

doubt creeps into the story. And the next day, you get

a viesitor, a gentle old lady, WhO S8Y84es

(SHE'S HER RESL CHARACTER NOW, GENTLE, REFINED) Mr. Frantz,

my name iz Mrs. Lgard.

Mrs. Agard?

Yeg, I... I'm Edna Lewisg's mother,

(A BEAT) Ch. I see. Yon'tb you git down?

Thenk you.

(SLCWLY) You know, Mrs. Agavd, I had a diffevent plcture

of jcu.

I kncw. You heard Ray's story., He 1lied about me, He

told everybody I was some kind of monster, treaking up my

daughter's home. He 11ied about everything, Mr. Frantz.

Ray Lewls s a bad man, an evil man, a murderer. He beat

my daughter, made llife miserable for her, and finally

murdered her.

You're sure about this?
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114 svwear it, Mr, Frantz. Edna didn't call Ray the night
he shot her, he called Edna, I'd avear to that too, in
any Court, on any Blble, before the Lord Himself.
Why did you come to see meé, instead of the police, Mrs.

%a;ilirdf*/? ;’"""ﬂ
Because I read your skory in the Journal, ¥You were the
only one who seemed to doubt Ray's story. The police
wouldn't believe me, they pelieve Ray. Timrt v ome=rowror
I~rame—tTITE oo,
And the other?
Ray Lewls killed my daughter. Now, he's going to try to
kill me.
What?
When he left the house, he swore he would get rid of Edna
fipst... then me, He's kept the first part of hie promlse,
Mr. Frantz, and I know he'll Try to keep the second, I
k¥now Ray Lewis.

( THOUGHTFULLY ) I see.
Understand me, Mr. Frantz, I'm not afraid, I'm an cld
voman, and I've lost my only daughter, and there isn't
mich left to live for any more. But I hate to see & flend
1ike my son-in-law go free, with my girl's dlood on his
hands. And I thought perhaps gou'd be interested 1n
trying te db aome thing, in the nane of simple justice.
1 am, Mrs. Agard, = am. (A BEAT} First of all, I'd llke
to cheek on Rey Lewis's real character, Who could tell me

tha t?
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DOLPH:

PERRY:

DONALDSON:

FRANTZ:
DONALDSON

FRANTZ:

DONALDSON:

-17-
Go to our neighbors, Mr. Frantzf&sk Mr. Donaldson, Ray's

father-in-law by his flrst marriage,/ Ask Mr. Per;;jh;;;T;“jD

employer at the bowling alley ( They'il tell you!
ra . ” B
) Sl o recylione

{BG BOWLING ALLEY, A 3INGLE ALLEY IN OPERATION}
Mr. Perry, how long did Ray Lewis set up plna for you?

About a year.
What kind of a man was he?

(A BEAT) You want the truth, Frantz?

The t;uth.

A11 right, I'li tell you.. He was a heel,

In what way?

Evepry way. He waa mean, vicious, drunk half the time,

He almoszt beat cne c¢f my other pinboys to death. And this

iz my opinlon, my private opinion, you understand, But I
think Ray Lewis killed his wife In cold blood!

That's right, Frantz. My davghter -Howdese vas martied to
Ray Lewls for two years.

What ¥ind of rnan was he, Mr. Donaldson? ,nnvaj'5(;¢1q'Z]ia
A rotten, no good, low-down devil. He beat Leuise tiil
she was black and blue, threatened to strangle her.
Finatly, I couldn't take it any more., I threw him out of
the house, and told hlm I'd hersewhip him If he ever came
back,

Then ycou think he might have nurdered his second wlfe?
Think? I know he did, Frantz, BRay Lewis 1s a killer

inside, and always was!
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- MRS, MEEKINS: Mr, Frantz, I've known Edna Lewls ever siec she wag
a child, and her mother, too. There'waumqgtwo niger,
sweeter, gentler women alive,
DOLPH: And what do you think of Ray Lewls, Mrs. Meekins?
MRS, MEEKINS: (A BEAT Him° Fran , 1 T wasn't a lady, 1'd ues
m#tﬁf ,48 e
?M e—mﬂ? The p’élice called it an accident when

e
Fdna died. But & that was g accident...

NARR: Neighbor after neighbor, Testimonial after testimonial,
Aind all the same. You go to Headquarters, talk to

Ed Moran...

ED: TColph, you must be erazy!
DOLPH: Wiy ?
ED: tsking me to get thls case reopened, to throw out the

verdict of the Coroner's hearing and o to the Grand

Jury.
DOLFH: But I've told you what everyone sald about Lewis,
ED: Sure you have, DBut character witnesses aren't good

enough. They won'ft get you to first base, This Lewls
could wear horns and & long tail, but unless you'lve
got wuddenrcs, real evidence, somorsbensiidmmey, youlre
wasting your time.

DOLFH: 211 right, %d, all right. Tim stymied on this for

awhile, but I'11 find 1t, I don't know how, but I'1l1

find 1it.
ED: I hope you do, Dolph,
DOLPH: Meanwhile, how about delegating a cop OF two to watch

Mrs, Agardls house?

ED: Can't be done,
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DOLPH:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

DOLPH:

DOLPH:
ED:

———————— dﬁ?d/vyéi’vw

.-19...
But she was threatened by, Lewis..
Dolph, look., You'jpb sn=ebdedmed 1n this buainesa%
411 we have here 1s the word of an old lady that her

som-in-law threatened her with mayhem. - Yo PSR T

T A2 1ﬂ%?€ﬂﬂﬁﬂ?1ﬁ??ﬂ11!ﬁn&:ﬁbqkhaxzupa-bﬁh
Put S, Lewis means it... .

Sure he does, TRy Lol , What kind of police
force do you think I1d have tn ghreveport, Dolph, if
T sent every crackpot & bodyguard against alleged
violence? wmmm
MW. No, Dolph.
You get some evidence'I an SU!?'fE!!fﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂrimhﬂH-

here®, do something Mb:: and I'm your man, But not

now ! R

1

You go back to iﬁ; rooming house, icok around, You
fird nothing. You talk to the roocmers. They repeat
the same story they told at the Coroner's hearing.
You go ko bed, dead tired, but you ean't sleep.

You toss and turn for hours. And then,‘suddenly you
sec everyining clearly, for the first.ﬂ.ﬁhd you rush
dewn to headquarters...

sd! Ed, I've got it, I've got 1t!

You'lve got what?

The answer, the evldence, the proef you wanted.

Go ahead. Iet!s have ik,
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* , POLPH:

DOLFH:

DOLFH:

D1
DOLPH:

3

DOLPH:

DOLPH:

DOLPH:

~-20-
Look, the box of bullets was found in the same reaiu
drawer where Ray Lewis put the gun, hjdpf,,j?;dl,
That's pight.
Why? Why should a box of pullets be in that drawen?
T111 tell you why. DBecause Ray Lewis had the guh
there all the time. Hls wife never brought it to the
rooming house., Why ghould Ray Lewis keep that box
of ammunition in the drawer, when ne éidn't have &
gun to go with it!
Dolph, maybe you've got something there.
I xnow I have. Another thing, Ray Lewls claims his
wife hed a gun when she came td the house, How'd she
carry 1t there? .
In her nursc, M'Ll
Did she? You stilll got the gun and Edna Lewls's
purse, Td?
Right here 1n ¥ desk.,.

(DESX DRAVIR OPENS)
A1l right, =4, Try putting the gun into that purse.
(APTER A PRUSE} It won't fit. Phe purse 1s too small.
Right!
But she cculd have carrled the gun ih her coat,
No, she couldn't, I was at the morgue, I saw the
body, Ed, It was a warm night, énd she wasn't ;;;ii?g
any coat. That mcans she hed no place to hide ~sleee
gun. And she certainly didn't go a1l the way to
Ashton Street, carrying the gun in her hand.
Tn other words, Ray Lewls called her, And he had the

gun.
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RAY:
MRS, AGARD:
RAY:

MRS, AGARD:
RAY:

MRS, AGARD:

RAY:

MRS, AGARD:

RAY:

FA  amn ttad,.
21~ p:ntfzé}r o‘#(l d MAM el
I

(DOOR OPENS)

(CHUCKLE) Hello, Moether.
Ray!
Yhat's the matter? Arcn't you glad to see your
soh-in-law?

(DOOR CLOSE}
{HORRCR) What...what do you want?
Well, 1t's this way, Mother dear. Now that Edna's
dead, I figured I'd go away on a little trip to kind
of forget my loss, you know what I mean? Then I
remembered, I moade you a little promise. And T
thought, what liind of & son-in-law would I be if I
dida't dror ir ,.. and keep that promisel
You,..you meah vou're golng to...
Keep ny promisc? Thot's what I sald. Look what I've
got for you, Mother, A nilce, sharp, stralght razor...
Xo! |
(CRUELIY) Oh ves. Kind of cute, isn’t 1t? They get
herce, and they find your throat and your wrists slashed,
And do.:,rou know what they'll say, Mother? Poor Mrs.
Agord. She missed Edns so much, she just couldn't
stand 1t any more, So...she committed suiclde, Peor

Mrs. Agard!
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BIG STORY 1/10/51 -214- ' REVISED

MRS AGARD:

RAY:
MRS AGARD:

RAY:

MES AGARD:
RAY:

MES MEEKINS:

MRS AGARD:
RAY:

(SCREAM3S) No! don't coms near me! Ray. If you kill
me now, the pollce will know 1t was murder, They
already know you dellberately murdered Edna,

whatdya mean, they know. How do they know?

Becsuse I told them, I told them everything. That
reporter, Mr. Frentz, ssked the neighbors about you,
asked Mr. Donaldson, everyone., They know what kind of
man you are, and they know you threstened my life..,
You opened your big mouth, eh? You told them

everything, did you?

‘Yea, yes, yes I did}

Yhy, you misereble old hag! I'll ---

(DOOR OPENS)
(COMING IN) Mrs. Agard, there's a pollce car outside,
T wonder whet,..{(CUTS) You! Ray Lewis, Whet are jyou
dolng here?

Ha ‘UZ gcing to murder ,AMP . Meeklnsa, He wes....
Py

Feraey 2 i [ aF ) ek
- I'm getting
out of here ..
{ RUNNING FOOTSTEPS)
,
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| MRS. AGARD:

RAY: {CHUCKLING) I just want b % you a hug, Mother.
A nice big QE, - Just to show you how much 1
;)OR E‘L S OPEN)
ED: { SHARF) -k}-!-ri'g"l'!ﬂ“ Lewls /ﬁ{?@ &,Hi.—t 3 7—r.-u pl -
RAY! Moran! Frantzl
DOLFH: That's right, Lewls. You weren't home and we
- f1gured maybe you'd try to keep a date here, But
right now, youlve got another date.. only this time,
''''' it!s with the Grand Jury...for murder!
(MUSIC: _ _ _ _ CURTAIN)
CHAPPELL: In jJust & moment we willl read you a tolegram from
- Dolph Frantz of the Shreveport, Loulsiana, Journal
with the final outcomes of tonight's BIG STORY.
(MUsIc: _ _ _ _ ZURN_TABLE)

(CLOSING COIZERCIAL)
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P “THE BIG STORY
- PROGRAM #198

-23-

¢LOSING CQMMERCIAL

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalnst throat-seratch! Guard agalnst throat-
gerateh! Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarctte whose mlldness you can
measure.

Remember this ; the further a puff of smoke is
filtered through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes.

4t the first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 13

£41tered further than that of any other leadlng
clgarctte, HMoreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or i5, or
17, PELL MELL'S greater lengbh of traditionally fine
tobaccos still travels the smoke further - filters
the smoke and makeos 1t mild,

Thus, PELL MELL'S flne mellow tobaccos glve you &

amoothness, mildnoss and satisfaction no other

cigaretite offers you.

Ask for the lonzcr, flner clgarette 1n the
distinguished rod paclage. PELL MELI. PAMOUS3
i l“

CIGARETTES - "Outstanding

and - they are mild!
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. v (MusIC: _ _ _ _ TAG)

CHAPPELL: Now we reed you that telegram from Dolph Frantz of the
Shreveport, Loulslana, Journal.

FRANTZ: Killer in tonlght's BIG STORY was indicted by the
Grand Jury and tried for murder;, He was Forardagadibipnp
afrmprremmer—eree gentenced Yo the state penitentiaryf
My sincere appreclation for nightfs PELL MELL award.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Frantz. ..,fhe makers of FELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARLCTTES arc cud to present you the PELL
MELL $500 fuerd fo;;,-’ﬁ;)table service in the field of
Jjournalismn,

HARRICE: Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FANOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY ;-A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Fortiand Maine Press Herald - by-line Lawrence Dame.
A BIG STORY about a reperter who found that the
easiest way to solve a murdcr is sometimes the most
¢bvious,

(MUSIC: _ _ _ _ THEME WIPE /ND FADE TO_BG ON_CUE)

- PN L e vf £ -
A T A c{_ﬁ AR x
i4L{: deer) CET? ( Fle Tl g o S e e
S G D aendi b
. // j ;
.
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CHAPFELL:

CHAPPELL:

- 29 - -

TEE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Vliadimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted by Max
Ehrliech from cn actual story from the front pages of
the Streveport, Louisiana, Journal, <Jour narrator
Beivu ol
wa s—Hel and John Sylvester played “he part of
Dolph Frantz. In order to protect the names of people
sctually involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY,
the names of all characters in the dramatization were

changed wi.a the exception of the reporter, Mr. Frantz.

R)

Y L T — e m w— —

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. (PAUSE)

Insure your future today! Your futurs and the future
of your country. Invest in safe, profitable United
States 8avings Bonds. Buy Savings Bends regularly.
Sign up for the payroll savings plan ~here you work,
sr the bond-a-month plan where you bank. Automatie
savines are sure savings, Invest in Unit.d States
Savings Bonds,

THIS IS NBC... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING CCHMPANY.
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THE BIG STORY #199

Z(l0=00 -J- Z(LO:BO I)Td JANUARY 17, 1951 WEDNESPAY
(Lawrence C. Dame: Fortland (Me.) Press-Herald)

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMGUS CIGARETTES present.. JTHE BIG STORY!

(MUSIC: _ _FANEARE, THEN OUT FOR. . o) |

(TYPING THAT ENDS ABRUPTLY)

LARRY: I don't know, I don't know,.

EDITOR: What don't you know?

TARRY: This thing I'm knocking out. "pifth 1in & serles of
unexplained rovberies.” You been following then?

EDITOR: Remember me? I'm your editor. I've been following them.
What don't you knou?

LARRY: Can't put my finger on it exactly, OGuy roboing cabins up
in Kennebec GCounty in the Maine Woods =-=

(TELETYFE MACHINE A LITTLE OFF CLANGS FOR A BULLETIN
THEN MACHINE TYFES UNTER )

EDITOR: (MOVES OFF A LITTIE T™0 READ THE MACHINE ] You mean there's
zolng to be more? '

LARRY: T mesn more than that. One of these days one of thease
cabins isgn ; go*ng to be empty like they've besn all along.
@g;;;b;:;, boam - 5 ot of hlopd a lotoof—-

EDITOR: Holy Mackerel!l .-’;_/"\-Z"J_“_, A ',’:";4_1

(HE RIPS THE TELETYTE jPAPER FROM THE MACHINE)

EDITOR:

LARRY:

EDITOR: (READING) "Rennebec County. M3 A.M. tiErmerTETR, e

Lake Meranccook summer davelopment +n KonpebedCUTRy WAl

horTi-fimd-when-anamobwee cottageb burstsig,t.g flame

rmnediabedy after e phantom marauder seeeck=~Tor ww slixth
time, thbe=bbse With & guh blazing Soripre= Moty
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THE BIG STORY, Here 1s America, its sound and 1lts fury,
1t8 joy &nd its sorrow, aa faithfully repcrted by the

men and women of the great American newspapers, Portland,
Maine, The story of & reporter whoe, with nothing more
than instinet to go on, proved that the most dangerous
killer is the most obvious, M’Z&r his work, to
Lewrence 42 Dame of the Fortland, Maine Press-Herald, for

his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL Award,

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CH PrELLs

FIRRICH:

=7 SHAPPELL:

“IPARICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROCRA! #199

OPZ:ING COMMERCIAL

Gurrd cgoinst throct-seratechi Guerd ogoinst thiroat-

sorateh! Gurrd rreinst Shroam-gserotril  Enlov the zuooth

smeoth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke 2 PELIL iELL.

Ves, zmaxe FILL MELL - the cigerette wicse mildness you
SAN IS ELIGC.

Muff by puff | cutre »lways ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Peps—her this - the further a puff of suole is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the

first puff by setual measure PELL MELL emoxe is filteored

fur<ror then thet of #ny other leading cigaretie.
Morzover, niter 5 puffs; or 10; or 1%, or 17, PILL iILL'S
greafer longth of tr-dition~lly fine tobneces still
trevels the smok. further - filtars the sacke ~nd makes
it =ild.

Thus, PELL !TIL'$ fine mellow tobrceas give you a

smoctiness, mildness ~nd satisfoetion ns other

clzarott - olfers ;ou.
Qioice PELL MELL ~ the eigaretis vhoss pildngss you c=n
PRIL VELL FAMOUS CIGARBTTES - "Cutistandingi®

And ~ they =r=: mildl
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(MUSIC:Q  _THEME, UNDER._._.)

CHAFFELL: Portland, Maine. The story as it actually happened --
Larry Dame's story as he 1lived 1%, '

NARR : Ytls a day's trip for you, Larry ,Dame, reporter for the
Portland Press-Herald, through some of the loveliest

country in the world; the rolling peaks and hills of

Central Malne, the clouds and sky reflected in the clear,
turbulent streams, A day's ridefxo lovely Lake Maranooook
Kennebee County. Bué&ﬁ;;%g:es of the men listening,
the face of Detective Captain Bill Briner and the face of
the man telking, and your face as Fou cateh the firszt
words of it in the now night alr, are distorted with

! revalsion,

TROLLEYMAN: Well, they got cn the trolley just ae I vwes pulling out
for the last trip == 11 o'eclock,

BILL: Photls from Winthrop Township.

TROLLEYMAN: Yes, Captain,Winthrep. THe—trpelley—rams o WHEmtirop
fodhe—aodkeny. There was the girl about 21 and her mother,
Mre. Sender. Well, we just passed the tlme of day,
-kaeﬁ—whn#-i-nnen*~wEhe94é-euaﬁ—heeﬂmte-%he~wuvrer v fz%:;t
them off, said good night, 04 wehimta—irrei—ho--gwipety

BILL: lhﬁt’d make it av Ft 11:20, 1l:25,

ST e
TROL&EVMAN"uallﬁ_ain,_that-auiiﬂihJHHHLJ&JJL&I&-LDQmGDDd*V"

e
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BILL:
TROLLEYMA:

BILL:
AD LIB:

TROLLEYMAN:

BILL:
TROLIEYMAN:

BILL:
TROLLEYMAN:

BILL:

- 5 -
{A CAREFUL MAN) Two shots? e _
Yes, two, Captain., And then I seen them T uibone.

I_heard 1t 81mosi RefopeTusqiad e il *hwgm—-ﬂo-h—

Lirompwan®. Well, I run a3 fast as I could, and
there's the cottage ”‘”'/“M!’J by now about 4, 5
other men from the area had come around --
You men?
Yesz, sir.
I was theve.
Well, Wendidndmbhisl-aryorwas-iaoidowie Ve
organized a 1little fire brigade. WEgowboekabbrasds
;ngauueene*fm;hiumiuntut*aha,mggap;ggigg;§§;§ﬁﬁfﬁ'ﬁ
Well -we A aT Y HEVE Ve naTo sy Tt ¥as.rlike. o B o
ooy,
Tou didn't think anyone was inslde?

o ,/_,.5,.)--
I.-aearwent-out.of-ny-tdnd-because thers e VeI,
s hard as.we-ceuld o pub it .ovt ondr-—my
lord¥ Sﬁe waa in there 21l the time.

yorking

Mrs. Sender?

ke fipstef-handan yousknov-what ~Tmeond First a
hand come out of the window. We all gusped, you knev,
And then 3low like -~ Swr—ible—bewwiedey She rolzed
nerself up and half-flopped out the window, She was
purned bad.

And ashot?
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TROLLEYMAN:

BILL:
TROLLEYMAN:
BILL:
TROLLEYMAN:

BILL:

TROLLEYMAN:

LARRY:

BILL:
LARRY!

BILL:
TROLLEYMAN:

-BILL::

AD LIB:

Ly

-6 - |
Yes, sir, We dildn't sec that right away. We took her

away from the house, away from the flames b2y il

Unconscious?

Well, out of her head. She - she talked 2 11ttle and --
What d14 she sny?
Something about, "I just turned around cnd before I

knew it, he shot me,"

Then - then ghe collapszed.
Where 18 she now?

Doc Bellord took her to the Winthrop Cormunity
Hosplital, She ain't expected to live,

(ALMOST IMPATIENTLY, VERY INWOLVED) What about the
gl nleerwsEP® daughter?

Wiho arc you?

T'm sorry, Coptain., Lorry Deme, the Portland Fress-
Herald.

Okay. What about the girl? What wos her nome?
{SADLY)} Hi1da, No sign of hér. Nothing., AfRter-veise
£4 p3 AT B AT A HI W ES Y INE G tHE cottore Ve

s+ ftedtirogir-theoshesang-=—«T~don Hknow* WHat e,
sayee

(QUTETLY) Oxay, okay. (WITH STRENGTE) I've got road
blocks a1l around the area, There's no car geing to
got eway, I'd like a 1little help.

Anything you want, Captaln.

We'tre with you,

Just =may 1it.

,
c"/é'zﬁ' /g -
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BILL: :Li-ut'!!'z‘l"c"'ﬁ'"po.=.|sei tm;fww
shm.lldr.-:t'_‘__Zl.:l.__e Bty and go through the whole
TS

LR S mm——

BIIL: (PAUSE) Let's go.

{MysIc: _ _ .. EXERESSES IHE MOVEMENT OF_THE_PQSSEE: SLOW, DELIBERATE,
FILLED WITE PASSION) 4 . »/ .

NARR: From that moment of grim E:iéé?%ZOm Captain B11ll
Briner, for four hours there-after, the humn gleve

foimimt B

Twbfts the ovea. The humon reke looks into every nook,
cyanny, cottage, boothouse, abandoned pler and vharf,
tree stump and cave, Looking for a man who shot 2 62
yeor 0ld woman {not expected to 1ive) rod—tnrpmed-hed
(BUEhEsBmbo—Sr b= Cr T ree TP METT™ -~ took the 21
year 0ld Hilde Sender vwith him,

{MysIc: _ _ _PUNCTUATES SHARFPLY, THEN QUzT)

MARR: So that by 2 A.M, in the morning frustrction is long
and temper is short as fatigue slts heavy oh everyonc.

AD LIB: Guoss that's about it, Captain,
Don't see no sense no more tonight,
I can't move,

BIilL: Ckay, you men, Thanks 2 lot, I'll ke in touch with
you tomorrov morning if I want you.

(THE MEN MOVE OFF)

LARRY: Captnin, vhat's that cottage over thore? Sec 1t°?

BILL: (ANNOYED) We were in thore.

LARRY:

..'r-

I don't think so. I think that's onc we missed,
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BIIL: Folks live about 6, 7 cottages up,

HOBTY: I don't know them folks, What are you - from the
poo~1ice? (LAUGHS) I got to apologize, I'm one of
them slow wakers-up, know what I mean, Come in, Sit
down, Gee, I'm sorry the place is 1llke it is, but my
wife had to go to Augusts to see her mother and I've

bteen batehing 1t,

LARRY? (BITTERLY, DISLIKES THIS MAN) It's not exactly a sociel
egll,
BILL: (LOOKING AT LARRY, WONIERING WHAT'S ON KIS MIND) That's

right, There's been a terrible tragedy here., Cottage

burned, woman shot, daughter gone, You know Hilda

Sender?
HOBTY: Heard her name. BSounds terrible, VYho did it?
BILL: Yie don't know,
HOSTY: {FRIGHTENED) Same fellow hes been robbinz the cablns,

I'11 bet! Was telling my wife just the other day = one
of these days he's going to go intc a cabin with folks
in it and he'll shoot and k111, TI'11 tell you one
thing, Mrs, Greone couldn't pay me enouzh money to
stay in this awea nov. I said I'd clean up the place
and get 1t ready for her, but I ain't going to do 1%,
that's all!l

BILL: There's no need to run away, We go% thi; area pretty
well covered, Nothing's going to hapren,

HO3TY: Oh no., Five robberies in & month and a half and then
this, You don't catch Tim Hosty hanging around! No sir!

BILL: Well, sult yourself, Sorry to bother you,
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BILL:
LARRY:

BILL:

(MusLC:

WURSE $

BILL:

BILL:

- 10 -

(NASTILY) Yes, we're very sorry.

You can't explein 1t, It's as irrational as any
feeling you've ever ﬁad, layrry Dame, You can't even
formulate it into words, but this man you hate., You
hate the ingratisting tone of his voice. You hate

£ /;(-—/’:-{;{. P A Cl n
; - "Come 1in, sit down., OSorry

the phoney
the place 1s the way it 1s," You hate the shape of

his head, the colors of his halr, his eyes - right down
to his fingsrtips. And no reason for it, really none.
Actually, cbjectively, he's an ordinary looking man

REESy. Licane
ig gquite normnl. Andﬁ 111

and the
Briner stores at you wonderingly os the two of you
tramp out into the night,

hat have you gob agninst the guy?

lothing. Absolutely nothing. But did you ever meet
somebody, you Just know he's no good ?ight down -
(INTERRUPTS) I got other things to do. I think magbe
the Winthrop Community Hosplital is the place I vant
to be right now =- just ip cnse that old lady ever

comes out of it to talk a little,

Captain, please, do me one favor, I'm in chorge and
the doctor's orders were very very sirict. Not more
then 2 minutes, please,
Skay, nurse.

(FEW STEPS)

How do you feel, Mrs, Sender?

ATHGT 0171324
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MR3 SENDER: (DELIRIOUS) He caﬁe in the deor, Hildn vent inside
$to hang up her coat, He wos standling behind the door =~-
huge, brute of o man, And before I could open my'
mouth even to seream, like he stobbed me = T know it
was a gun, but it was like he stabbed me -- twice --
and I fell,

LARRY: Just take it ensy, Mre, Sender,

MRS S.: (NOT PAYING ATTENTION TO ANYBODY) I heqrd him talking
to Hilda ond then the two of them left. I knew he
was going to come back -- I knew 1t and he did. So I
1aid on the floor like I was deadiand_hald«mf;t::zfg’
He came over and felt my pulse. said, tonTord,

écaPse he was going to

hold my henrt from beatin
kill me -- I knev .- And then;ﬁe opened my eyes with
nis thumb I said, “Dear qui let me lock 1like I'm

B e b5 gﬁe'moved around, I heard
him 1ike he was pouring water or something and then he
went out. I =til1l laid there because mnybe he'd come

back and then I could feel 1t, It was gotting hotl

He set the house on Tire! He was going to kill me that

vay! He --
LARRY: Sh, sh, sh -- toke 1t easy, Mrs, Sender.
MRS, 3.: (WITH SOME CLARITY, AS IF SHE WERE QUITE HORMAL)

Why didn't Hilda come with you? Wherc's Hildn?

BILL: Mrs, Sendern, we -=
MRS, 3i3 Why doesn't she come to the hospital? I've been walting
all along for Hilda., Hilda, Hilda, Hilda - I --
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LARRY: Oh, Lord, this 1s terrible!
BILL: thaidid, she's folnted Owieete
(COUPLE OF STEP3, DOOR OPENS)

BILL: Ao DEBE N
(WALKING STEPS, SILENCE, THEN STEPS SUDDENLY STOP)

LARRY? Lord, I hate that man!

BILL: Who?

LARRY: Yhoever did it.

BIIL: That'ts a éreat help.

LARRY: Is there ony scnse golng book te the crec, looking again?

BILL: No. The pogse'll be on it in the morninz. My rozd
blocks ave working and I got them throuzh all the
1lokes. Every boat will be searched,

LARRY: (VIOLENTLY) 4 girl can't vanish tnto thin air!

BILL: She dldn't vanisgh,.

TARRY: That's o help! (SUDIENLY) Captein, listen. Aml off
the beat? The way this guy, 1he-wag—hg-kneéisﬁzzrkftﬁ
these two women in that cabin NSO U L L E R TS
them=- the woo he knew that firing shois wouldn't
attract atteniion or least 1f it nttranted attentlion,
he 'd have time to do whot he wanted to do. And having
the gesoline sround - 1t must have been gnsoline he
poured. The frot thot no ears hove loft the oren.
Doesn't that meon that he's someonc (40PTLY) fronm
around the oren?

BILL: I hod somethlng of the same idea,

LARRY: But where? Where's the girl? Whepre'!s the gun? Where's

the guy yho shot Mrs, Sende{? _
;AGN~JML.f&ipEf;4Eﬁ: AR Crrre

w
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BIlls M e g
(MySIC: _ __ _ IN WITH._.)
NARR: A thousand guestlions posed outside a hospltal 1n cne

of the most beoutiful wooded sections of America.
A thousand questions, the ansver 53*Each of which ia
a tragedy for someone, And you can't answer any of
them. Wot one.

(MUSIC: UP_TO TAG THE ACT)

A e S A mm we T Ee e T

{MUsSIC: TURNTAELE )

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CEIPPELL:

. 3RICE:

JHMPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:
q1°R3ICT:

oW PPELL:

TALICE:

PHE BIG STORY
PROGRAN #199

1oDOLE COLIERCIAL

guard cgainst trroat-scratehl Guard agrinst throat-

seratcht Gurrc zgainst throat-gserrtehl Enjoy the smooth

smooth smoking T fine tobnecos. Omoke 7 PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PElL =L - the cigaretic whoss mildness you cal
mensure .,
puft by puff yeuw're s1woys shead when you srioke PELL MELL.

At the first pulf By actusl measurs PELL [TL smoke 18

fil<cred further than thet of ony other lezding cigarette.
wopcover, ~fter 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL'S

precter length of troditionally fine tobzecos still

trovels the smoze further = filtsrs e snmoxe ~nd makes
it mild,
Thus, PELL MELI'S fine mellow tobaccos give vou a

smoothness, mildness and sstisfaction noe other cigrrette

offzrs ¥ou.

Guerd against thoont-seratehl
Enjoy the sme, - emoking of Tine tobacceos.

Smoke PELI MELL - the cigorette whose =ildness you crn

messure - PELL [ELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - vousstandingl”

and ~ they rre nild!
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BILL:
IARRY:
BILL:
DIVER!
LARRY:
DIVER ¢
BILL:
DIVER!

DIVER!

DIVER:

——

-~ 15 -

— R R e

Thig 1s Cy Barrice return@pg 223 to your Narrator

Apon tEr T
and the Big 3tory of hawwy-Dame 08 he lived 1t and
wrote 1t.
-EgZthousand questions, umanswered, Larry Dame,
reporter., A thousand places in the vast and lovely
Maine woods where & girl's body may be, where 2 gun
may be hidden, vhere an assallant may be. Apnd all the
avenucs btoward on answer are belng tricd,
Even & diver, called in by Captain Bill Briner from
Augusta, to plumb the depths of Lake Maranocook.

{(VATER DRIPPING)
Grab his arm, grab his arm]]!
(SHOUTING) Well, what did you get? What 41d you find?
Tet him get his helmet off ot least, Larry.
(HEIMET UNSCREWED, TAKEN OFF )

A nlce body of water. Real clear, recl ¢clean =
like crystal-llke. '
A1l right, 211 right. What did you find?
Whatlshe—e—r—oTTeITe

ewean doudibhaut. b iskiskes Miso., guye-hah®-So

R

39u;weze@able~tewaeﬁﬁeberytﬁiﬁgi
Well, just like comblng 3 beach, Got ==
(FOR ARTICLES AS HE PRESENTS THER )
-= o gtrongbox, ==
(OPENED UP)
(N0 PAUSE) - empty, I'é@ szy lt's been down.over a
year. A set of keys, nlgoed up, Four spoons, look

1ike sllver --
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LARRY: No gun?

DIVER: Ain't no gun down there.

LARRY: You could have missed 1t,

DIVER: A W32 It wos a .32 your womnn was ghot with?
{BILL: Ssmith ond Wesson),

DIVER: I ain't missing no new, shiny .32 Smith and Wesaon,

Guns are my speclalty.

LARRY: (ANNOYED) And no body?

DIVER? There ain't no body in that lake.

LARRY: It couldn't have gotten under --

DIVER: Guns is just one of the things I do good, but my real

gpeclalty -- thot's bodles, bud,

{MusIC: DEPRESSED AND UNDER...)

HARR: So nll that's left 1g the hato., The thousand unanswered
_questions and the irrational hate;%fiﬁ ran named
Tim Hosty who fixes up cottages for summer residonts,
And-you are at the cottage door where you last saw
Hosty, now pe#locked. And Bill Briner, passing,

cnlls out, annoyed,

BILL: Wrat're you trying to do -~ bust in theroe?
LARRY: Kae's left. I1d you knovw he'd left?
BILL: Come on, got away from there, will you? We vere in

there yesterday,

LARRY: (PERSISTENT) Di6 you know he pulled out?

BILL: He said he was golng to leave, didn't he? He said you
couldn't give him enough money to stay here.

LARRY: Lock, I'm asking you a question, You &1dn't knovw he
left., You didntt know, did you? You didn't glve him
permission to leave, Did he ask one of your men if he

could leave?
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BILL:

_17—

What have you got against this guy? He's not the only

resident in this area left without my permisslon

probably,
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LARRY:

BILL:

i iy Y e — —

NAER ¢

-18%
Look, open it up, will you? Open 1t up, Jjust open
it up!
I've seen meniacs, but brother, jyou --! all right.
Go shead, spring it.
(LOCK IS8 THROWN)
You coming?
You'!re the guy wented to go 1n,
Tt's the same as 1t was before, only darker. The
shutters ore closed, The same dissheveled room, clothes
on the filoor, big pile of leundry in the corner,
chairs stacled on the table.
ACEORmOPBNGS '
A small cottocge with a 1little living-room, kitchen,
pedroom,

s e i

(SCREAMS) Zriner! Briner! Hurry up!

The crms were folded across the breast. The face vwas
composed, but relaxed. The only evidence of what hod
happened was the diacolor%t;on of the right slde of the
round-necl, It wos as 1f she hod been set out in a

funeral warlor -- she was that stark and that dead,.

Captain Bill Briner's ché took on a professional color,
as he went into asction. The telegravh wires burned,
Descriptions went out, photographs. The net to catch

e murderer was flung over three states; from northern
Mcine to the southern part of Mossachusetts, to the

western part of New Hampshire. (MORE)
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NARR ¢
(Conttd)

LARRY:
MRS, HOSTY:
LARRY:
MRS, H:

LARRY:
MRS, Hs

LARRY:

MR3, H:

MRS H:
LARRY:

LARRY:

MRS, H:
LARRY:

~19-
But you preferred the more personal methods and you
tralled the wife of Hosty to a room she rented in
Augustao,

Mrs., Hosty? _

(EVENLY, NON-DEFENSIVELY) Thot!s right. I'm Mrs, Hoety.
Mrg. Tim Hosty?

Look, when you called up, you sald you had something to
say to me, UDNow what ig =~?

Vhen did you last see your husband; Mrs. Hosty?

Just who are you? What's this about?

Don't you ever listen to the radlo? Don't you recd the
pepers? ]

Look, it's none of your business vhat my private habits
ere,

No, 1t's none of my business, but 1t is your tusiness.
(SLOWLY) It must be about 28 hours ago -- Yeh, 28 heurs
cgo -- he shot an old women {she may be decd right

now), and he killed her daughter.

What are vou talking obout?

Your hustand.

Tim? WeEws® I don't believe youl I --

That woman's, nome ls Sender, flve cottages down from

gV oo oot

you, Yaul-probobly—nedded—at—hen. If she pulls through
this, 1t'll ve o miracle the docter's say. And the
girl -- (SUDDEMLY) Where 1is he, Mrs, Hosty? Wherse is
he? He must have been in touch with you,

I den't belleve you.

The girl's body was on the springs of the bed, Mrs,

Hosty, lyinp—under—the-mebbrese—undor-e—tobiy Tmttwd

Gl {MORE)

ATXG1 0171333




LARRY
{Conttd)

MRS. H:
LARRY:
MRS 3H3

(MUSIC:

MARR:

HOSTY:

LARRY:

HOSTY:

BILL:

HOSTY:

LARRY:

HO8TY:

LARRY:

‘Thatlanrigh

-20=
Do you went me to describse the body to you, just
vhat it looked like and--
(SOBBING) Oh, fmeds, nol! Temmmn) No! WNot againi
Where is he?
(RER HANDS ARE OVER HER FACE) A% the Y,M,C.A. in
Needhom, Mossachusetts.
UP AND UNDFR) b
e
After the pollice haove been notified, ke 1s brought back
wilth you, The guestioning tokes place in an ante-room
1n the hosplitel, 1n Winthrop, Jjust outside Mrs. Sendser's
room., Bill Briner is glad to let you de the guestloning.
Your hote got you this far, maybe 1t111 get you a lot
further, beccuse the problem is net easy.
Sure, sure, I left, I told you I wos going to go.
Tanlt thos what I told you, Sepbodind= I sold I wouldn!t
stay there.
Yoeh, not for & thousand dollors. That isn't why you

left, \egedddyoutecve?
A

B0y Y1 ;ighb—te—tﬂ&uﬁ-ﬂﬂ-mmm*‘t
I in MdEsac mugsetts, in the State of nsiggguaﬁffs?

Wasn't I'a T

Yeah, you wwere in the Stats—of Ihssuchusettq.

Dld I hhve\to waiva'%xtradition, di¢ I? Did I say --
"ro, sir,';Im going to stond on my rights? You conlt
yank me out of Magsachusetts" and so forth?

TS T oTtder lpentand- -
Ol oDkt s , ow why did you leave?

Because I wouldntt stay there ony more, thot's why.

Where wes the girl? Where was Hilda ot the time we
tolked to you the first time we saw you there?
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LARRY:

HOSTY:

LARRY:
HOST:?

PILL:
HOSTY:

BILL;

BILL:

MRS, SILNDER:

—g2-

We were stending -- she couldn't have been more thon

six feet mway from us when we talked to you! (WILD

NOW) Hosty, how did she get into thet cabin? I want

an answer|

All right., I'll tell you the truth. I =- let!s see, I

eaw her walking in the woods there, late. I don't

know what time, very late., She vas dazed llke shetd

been hit or ettacked or --

Go ahead.

Well, so I says, "You ought to lie down or something"

end she couldn't even talk. 8o, I took her home am

she died an? she - she just dled.

Was her neci dlscolored?

I didn't look. Look, the thing is that -- I'1]l teil

you the truth., I got & record.

Queens, New Yorl.

You can check it. I wes mixed up in & rodbery conce --

never should have done 1t. I figured if the polilce

found the girl there and checked the record -- thatts

the truth, so help me, (PLEADING) Sometimes & fellou

falls into ¢ clrcumstantial thing and so forth --

That's what nappened,

Qkay, come o,

Yhat -- whﬁffgre you golng to 609/} ;;. i__”f

W "‘ v '~. ST r'.r/

- '»' f?— -’_.‘- SRR

"$ua: Mrs. Serder 1§ going to have 5 look at you, vhet's

all. IF it!'s true, fine. If it's not, brother -

Come on,
(STEPS, DOOR OPEN3)
How o you feel, Mrs. Sender?

Any word of Hllda?
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BILL:

MRS, S:

BILI::
| MR3, S
BIIL:
MR3, 5%
LARRY:

MRS, SL:

BILL

-23-

Not yet, Mrs, Sender. Would you de something plcase
for me if you can? Juss can I crank your bed up just
g little pit. It doesn't hurt?
No, go ahead.

(BED CRANKED)

Look at this men, Mrs, Sender. Can you éee'him?
Yes.
Is he the man?

(LONG PAUSE) I don't think so,
Lock ecarefully. o ‘
0h no, he we & big, huge, brute of & nan a@djhe --

this fellow -- I don't think sc.

Once agaein frustration; but fhe haete remzins because
identification has failed.. Yﬁu have no tie botueen thls
ren end thece erimes. No guﬁ, no identification --
nothing. A%t his office Captain Briner says ==

We've got to tie him with a facti I don't believe him--
not from here to next July -- not for one gecond.

We got to tie him with the gun. There's no prints
SE-SHOSEAR Ty, I Gemdt- knov Juries -- %ui-uho.
gioSee They might believe that ne vas scared and ren
evey just like he sald,

The gun, get the gun! Tie him to the gun!

If we can do that maybe you and me could get some slecn.

It demands ection, Even pelntless, useless, violent

sction -=- but action.

RTXKQ1 Q171936




LARRY:

-
Hello, Lieutenant. I want to talk to the person in
charge of Queens County robberies for the year 1941,
I want somebody who lmows the case of Timothy Hosty.

I'11 hang cn for & week 1f you want me to,

(IN CLOSE, INTENSE) Mrs, Hosty, I 'mow what it!s

lilke when & woman finds ocut about her husband, the kind
of person he ig. But If we're golng to clean this

thing up, youfve got to tell me absolutely everythlng,
Maybe things you never breathed to a living soul befors.

HO3TY:

VI S 'J!L. _ﬂ!...! U_- e )._

Look, diver, I know youlve BeoH BOWN~I-maK.Jyouixr
great guy. I know bodies are your sp and guns
-'.L..f‘-'"*“""wl
are your speclalty,.-I"Wwant you fo go down again and
- o _‘ A e
stay dGWHT ARG T paying.Lor. 1.5 00t QMWM__‘
- "“‘:'—“-"—"‘*“*ﬁ:’m-}s% o
\’Z’f-’-w - ’
&nd theaJ vou go bhack to that room whsre she lay -~whbh-
2 - _/r:'. Wt el gt b st

O W e

IN WITH .,.)

end go over the house from
the plumbing Fixtures in the bathroom to the boerds
in the ceillirg, from one side of the lovely summer

ecottage to the other. And then -- (QUIETLY NOW)
then yomr=dldwderyou're really ready,

Al AR —

You negver se&vw the old lady? Hosty? You never sav

Mrs, Sender?

Well sure I saw her -- walking around,

I don't meen that and you know 1it. You weren!t stending
in the room when she shut the door?

You heerd her. BShe zald 1t was a big fellow. A hrute

of & guy, she sald, I don't welgh 145,
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LARRY:

BILE:
LARRY?

BILL:

LARRY:

HOSTY:

LARRY:

HOSTY!
LARRY:

HOSTY:
LARRY:

~25-
To a small, frightened, little old iady a mon with o
gun at 11:30 2t nlght in her living rcom 1s a blg,
ugly brute of a;%%?{ Espscially {SLOWLY NOW)
with this gun.
Where dld you get 1t?
The most obvious place in the world, Captain, Not
buried, not & thousand miles away ==
¢ive me that gun and keep telking. (CALLS) Jerry,
race this thing over to ballistics and get me 8 report)
Keep talklng!
Not at the bottom of the lake, (VERY SLUW, DELIRERATE)
Right -- under -- the --= front -- porch -- steps!
It!s not my gun! I never saw that gumn!
You told us how you had a record, Hosty. Nice record--
Queens, New York. A little robbery case some yeaers
back, But you didnft tell us about the rest of the
record. About the girl in the institution, did you?
FWobody proved a thing!
What did your wife mean, Hosty, when I told her abtout
the death of Zilda? She said to me "not again®,
what did she mean? "Not again”?
She's out of her head!
You'!re a very sweet boy, Mr. Hosty. But once upon &
time you worksd in & mental institution, worked there
as a ward attendant, There vwaz & girl, Hosty, & very
sick and very besutiful girl, And she dlsappeared.
Only her sieleton turned up sbout 4 years later.
And they couldn’t tie you to 1%, the police couldnl!t,
But your wife does, And thet's whal she mesnt by "Not

Ag&in" .
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HO3TY:
TARRY:

HOBTY:

LARRY:

HOSTY:

BTLL:

HOBTY:

BILL:

HO3TY:
LARRY:
HOSTY:

(MUSIC:_ _ _

CHAPPLLL:

26~

shets crazyl Itts not true.

She's right outside, Hosty. 8he dossn't like you.

She's ready to say why she doesntt like you., «Béve—vImes

T had nothing to do with 1t! Nothing, nothing!
Like I told you--
whet!re you going to do if i1t checks, Hosty? Whetlre
you golng to do if pallistlcs seays the same gun fired
the shots into the old lady?
vou'll never convict mel You won'lt, you won't,
(PHONE RINGS, IS ANSWERED )
Yeeh ... Uh huh ,,. Wsipboesioed. =X
(PHONE DOWN)
vou'll never convict me, neverl
Well, at least we'll indict you. Because the gun
checks. And the most obvious thing in the world,
Hosty., The prints on the gun check.
Hever!
For arson, for assault, and for murder.
Never, I tell you -~ never! never] nsver!

UP. TO_TAG)

In just & moment we will resd you & telegram from
tavrence §. Dame, of the Portland Malne Press Herald

with the final outcome# of tonight!s BIG STORY,

(CLGSING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHMFPELL:

A/8RICE:

THAPPELL:

[.7RICE:

TEE BIG SioRY
PROGRAY #199

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
Guard =zgainst throat-scratehl Guord against throat-
serateht Guard ageainst throst-serntchl Enjoy the smoofh
smootn smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.
Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
con BEASUYE.,
Rememter this - the further a puff of smucke is filtered
throuz: fine tob?ccos; the milder it becomeés.

At the first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke is-

filtered further thon that of rny other leading
cigerette, Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 19, or

17, PELL MZLL'S grenter length of trrditionslly finc

tobaceos still travels the spoke further - filters the
emcke snd makes it mild.
Thus, PEZLL MELL'S fine mellow tobazcos glve you a

smoothress, mildness =nd satisfection ne other cigarette

offers you.
ack for tne longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red peckrge. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGRETTCS - "Quistnndingl!

1md - they arc mild!l
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CHAPPELL:

DAME:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

-28-

TAG)

——

Now we rend you that telegram Ifrom Lavrence K Dorg of
the Portland Maine Press Herald,

Killer in tonight's Big Story wos right. He was nover
convicted, One hour before the start of his trial,

he committed suicide., T-hepe—Tf—mever—hebeenyenr-rike
SRt MY T IT G BgRt.  Mony thanks for
toenight's PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr, Dome ... 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,

Listen agaln next week, some time, same station, when
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another

BIG STORY - A BIG STORY from tho’front pages of tho
New Heven, Conn, Journal Courier, by-line Emile
Gaubreau, 'BIG STORY.about 2 reporter who founé thot

g /e vl B ARV
sometimes q&dnaahadizﬂhﬁﬁé can hide terrible secreota,
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CHAPFPELL: S

A e e e —

CHAPPELL ¢

dl/le
1/2/51 an

-29-

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
originel music composed and conducted by Viedimir
Selinsky. Tonlight'ta program wis adopted by arncld

Perl from cn actual story from the front pages of

the Portland Malne Press Herald, Youwr narretor was
Bob Sloan, ewsé B111 Quinn played the part of

lavrence Deme, In order to protect the namss of people
actually involved in tonightts authentle BIG STORY,

the pames of &ll charscters in the dramatization wvere

changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr, Done,

A e e BT e Al AT m— A Am

" This 13 Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELIL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

THIS IS WNBC .., THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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MRS, B
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GAUVREAU
RIDLEY
FOLEY
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AMES
EDITCR
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAN 200

CAST

BOB SLOAN
JOAN SHEA
JOAN SHEA
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CARL EMORY
CARL ENMORY
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NBC & NET

THE BIG STORY #200

?&0:0{))-50:3()) PM JANUARY 2%, 1951 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

{MUSIC: _ _ _ FANFARE)

EDITOR: { FROTECTING) Gauvreau!

GAUVREAU' (COMING ON) Yes, Boss,

EDITOR Where are you going, I mean -- where do you think
vou'lre going?

GATUVREAU: Why -~ home. I'm off. ZZ-«( J‘L#

EDITOR: That's what you think. Did—pou—cheoh—bthe—aiilgrmonte

GAUVREAU: No, b --

EDITOR: No Buts. Check it,

l b 282

GAUVREAU: (RUSTEE RUSTLE) Oh, no, Boss, I -- I couldn't, -
I mean -- Boss, I went to school with the peoor guy. 1 -F

EDITCR: Gauvreau, itls your story. I'm going to make a
newspaperman cut of you 1f I have to break your heart
to do 1%, He may have been your old scheol chum and all
that -- but youtlre STILL going to cover his hanging!
After all -- you put the noose around his neck!

{MusIc: _ _ _ HIT AND GO_FOR)
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D
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1s America...its sound and 1ts
fury.,.its joy and its sorrow...as faithfully reparted
by the men and women of the great American newspapers.
(PAUSE: COID & FIAT) New Haven, Connectlcut, From the
pages of the Journal-Courler -- the story of a reporter
who rediscovered an old friend -- and hanged him. And
for his work - to Emile Gauvreau {GO-VROE) for his
BIG STORY goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GROTIP:

HAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HAIRICE:

THAPPELL:

HLRRICE:

THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAM #200

OPENING CCMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-seratceh! Guard against throat-
seratch! Cusrd against throat-seratch! Enjov the smnoth
smnoth smcking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.
Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette wingse mildness you
can MEasure.
Puff by vuff yeu're almys ahead “rhen you smok> PELL MELT.
Qememoer this - the further = vuff of sncke 1s filtered
through fine toh-ccos, the milder it beccmes. At the
first pufs by actual measure PELL MELL smcke is filtered
fyrther than that of any other leading cigarette.
Yoreaver, after ¢ puffs, or 19, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL'S

eroater length of traditionally fine tcbecoos s5Eill

travels ths smoke further - £ilters the smoke =znd mekes
it n1ld,

Thus, PELL ¥.IL'S fine mello ™ tohageos give you a
smorthness, mildpess and gak sfachicn ne other
cigarette offers ¥nu,

Smoke PELL MELL - the ciparette ~hage mildness you canl

measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CICARTTTES - “Cgtstagginel"

And - thev are mildl
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EDITOR:
GAUVREAU:

RIDLEY:

. GAUVREAU:

RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU:

RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:

T

New Haven, Connecticut. The story as 1t actually

¥
happened. FEmile Cauvreau's story as he liveq 1t.
Lk

L dn ‘ﬂﬁj;l¢4xwuku
_ HIT AND Q.O#U}.]p.@i.‘). WA; ,l-}wr*-'v v ?

You, Emlle Geuvrcau -- wWere just starting out in the

copy-pencil business, You'd got..n a job with the

Hcrz Haven JournalFCourier, because the youngster who'd

held 1t bvefore you, had other ambitions, HA RS,

Shnodalpedoaiidd . ﬁiﬁﬁ?ﬁ, therce you were...2 pollce

roporter, %ééf-r largs Gollars 2 wecl. .. SNEAK CITY

ROOM BG) And there at your editor's desk, that day, wes

-- apparently ;- a story. Because --

(OFF) Gauvreau - gee what this fellow wants, eh?

Yossir! (PiUSE) TIf you'll sit down here, sir, I'1) --

(DOUBLETAKE) George! George Ridley! l

Why -- why it's Gauvreau, (SMILE) Hello, &wt! I didn't

know you worked here!l

Just started, Gecorge, Golly -- I haven't seen you gince

nigh school! Where'lve you been, what 're you %;iﬁg -

Well, that!s what I came to the roper about, -i-uu.b:"

(CONFIDENTIAL) I -- I necd some publicify.

W, pub11c1ty...Iuaea&@-knen-eboueituatT-GEﬁrEET-*ﬁntr
. nhge_

s, you could work somcthing up, guyv, You see, I've been

in New York. Groerrheiliilonse.

Uit

Writing plays.

ATHKOT 0171347




GAUVREAU:

RIDLEY:

GAUVRENU:
RIDIEY:

GAUVREAU:
RIDIEY:

GAUVREAU!
RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU

RIDLEY:

CAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:
GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:
GAUVREAU

-5.—
That's right. You always wWere crazy about the stage.
I (CHUCKLES) remember, in the dramatlc glub -
That was kid stuff. This ie reai. éq”u"ff‘lfve written a
pl-7. A real honest-to-goodness play.
Good --
And T've had it around to the producers, and all that...
but you know how it 1s, They won't take stuff from
unimowns, .now, if you could writc up some stories about
me ==
Well --
(HE'S A LITTLE NUTS, OBVIOUSLY) I mean, LOCAL BOY
BECOMES PLAYWRIGHT -- I even had some plctures taken,
parts I played ;;
Oh -- you were on the stage down there?
Well, not exactly. You sec, I took scenes from my own
play, and acted them out, and this photographer friend
of mingc --
Oh, I see. W0111 George, 1t's this way. You sec, Im
Just -~ n»gﬂj, |
(PLEADS) Please, €ww, Let me leave the pletures wilth
you, let me leave the play, scc 1f you can do something

for me --

Av, George, I --
f"v‘.n Y7

]

Please, Gﬂét-- for old times'! sake, huh?

(AFTER A PAUSE) 411 right, George. For old times' sake.

]

» b 9}'»"-*(:!"\«1; ..,;d.'wu & e

Thanks. You're a pal,f.l;/ “‘»W&‘ . _
SLAE , M_z ,2’:,:“ - e M\z..‘,h-—/ i j!/fr *L-hd:ff-’dé - e
S-&;;z—ﬁ-i'fﬂ'ﬂ'wgﬂm T OO T T T T YT ot RO,

T mm A0 LD e G PR kL G RO L L Rt
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L

GAUVREAU:

GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:
GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:

GAUVHEAU:

RIDLEY:

GAUVRENU:
RIDLEY:

— e — —

ISwd%

-6

30 the poor, stage-struck guy left the stuff with you,

nd left. You looked after him. Something made yo

George!

EPS UP, CITY ROOM BG FADE

- (PAUSE) Listen. Afre you working?

George -- I

no, I'm sglling corraspondence achool

(SAD SMILE) Don't get much

Well...yes,..an0

courscs -- on compdasio

commission. We get ong, though --

We? You marricd?

Yo -- not yet, e got a girl, and as soon as

T can get somd money together

Sure, Georgé, surc, But you said we' --
oh, my rgomie, You remember Louls Chdgles --

Goliy, the way I've lost track -=-

We Louils sells too., And he's on &he road ettty

H

;
SEten . so-he—tetsemBiErE I TOTM: v,

ay hello to him for me, will you? (PAUSE) ind -- and
take this for yourself, to tilde yoursclf over, huh?
iw, George, I can't...

Take 1t, pleasc ;;

{GULP) George -- you're a pal:

You went back to your desk. You rcad the play. Well -~
1t was & play only becausc 1t was typewritten in diklogue.
If you could call that dialogue. It was bad ereush—

| IS
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GAUVRELU:

NARR:
GAUVREAU:S
NARR:
GAUVREAU:

NARR:

EDITOR:
GAUVREAU:
EDITOR:
GAUVREAU:
EDITOR:
GAUVREAU:
EDITCR:
GAUVRELU:
EDITOR:
GAUVRELU:
EDITOR:

. GAUVREAU:

-7-
T forbld him this house.

No, dzughter,

daughter of minc consort with such oY

Paor Bidlev 's ;
--along with the photographs, dind -- PO N Y e

thaJuuﬂﬂ_and—:hn.aausaapan;ﬁdiiﬁzbs -~ out of your mind,

A couple of weeks after that, though --

That 414 1+

Gauvreau!

Ycessir?

Yessir. Born angubt

Thoughtems®’
“,-
wﬂaﬁwianat,-aanﬁa

/
bl T e
i ; T e
S S L) N s ST
PRy Pl iey Adrim ! FLF H

o, -
Sumz, Hels a little fruit peddlcr up Hheka --~4é%{ff ﬁ?’

Ever hear of Harry Brownsteln?

-
]

STvT

Was a frult peddler. Somebody shot him dead. EKobbery.
I guess. But get on up there and goe Lo work, I don't

expect you to solve the crime -- AND DON'T TRY! Jogr—

Qet—tire—sdewie Thc only reason I'm sending you instead

of an experienced man is that you're & local boy. oy
mwm#@wm--}uJ;ﬁ/}'ﬁ. - }.-.,-._.,

& : f~
Waaibpubinteeionl,,,
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EDITOR:

_8-

Expgnse account. I'11 - ten bueks

MRS, B:

GAUVREAU:
MRS. B:

GAUVREAUS

MRS, B:

GATWREAU:

MRS, B

GAUVRENU:

MRS, B:

GAUVREAU

MRS. B:

GAUVREAU:

eRETTRG, 1t

Don't think of me &as 2 reporter, Mrs, Brownsteln -- Just
as an old neighbor, After all -- {GENTLE) I knew Herry
tco. He used to glve me apples...

Apples. That's how 1t started...apples.

Ma'am?

Yes. Harry was sitting right there. Right where you are,

T2 phone rings.

TR PYRYEE ity

was Prank Foley --

The apple man ~--

That's right, He wanted Harry to come and mect him to
talle over & decal, Apples, Foley had two carloads he
was supposed to sell --

Just a minute, Mrs, Brownstein. How do you know 211
this®

Hozry told me. I wouldn't let him go out of the house
until he told mc - (80B) And if he'd listencd to me --
But he wanted those apples -

Yos. Foley_cbuld 1ot him have them for $750. They were
worth twice that, dbut he had to get them off his hands,
So he -- he asked Harry to meet him at Beaver Hill «-
Oh-ch, Thatt's wild country --

ATHO1 Q171951




MRS, B:

—— e —

FOLEY:

GAUVREAU:
FOLEY:
GAUVREAT
FOLEY:

GLUVREAT:
FOLEY :

-0~

Who knows? Anvhow -- Harry went. Money 1n pocket,
goodbye, back soon,don't worry -- and that's the last I

saw of him, (SOBS) What!ll I do, what'll T do!

v — ey b ——

You know what you had to do, Go and sce Frank Foley,

anpleman. And golng out %o his place was llkc rotraclng
the steps of your own boyhaod, Why, 1f Harry Brownsteln
used to glve you applies, it was Frank Foley from whom
you uscd to sniteh them. fAnd he remembers you, t60...
Son, it's terrible. Usin' my neme like that, to trap a
man to his death.

Then you didn't call Harry that night?

Three reasons why I wouldn't, dildn't, and couldn't, aon,
Yes sir?

One -- I got no overplus of apples, Scld very last

el
reiesjonabimmeon the place.

Two -- wouldn't sell no two carloads for‘§2 S§VEE¥£/{L»(L#

hundred and fifty doilars. And three -- ¢
oo

o= telephone.

W e adnt

D omrbtssyarren o esinr f PRSIy pempni i appie 7

But 1t had to be a Hamden man who lured Heorry to Beaver

Hiil. ©Only 2 "local" would know of Beaver Hill's

remoteness, as an ideal murder locale, Only a "local”

would Wnow whon Harry Brownstein would have enough money
to go for a $750 deal. Only a2 "l-cal” would know the onc
name that would lurc a little peddler out inte the night

-- Frank Foley. So you determined teo guiz, query, and
question every single Hamdenite, And for this you needed..

ATKOT 0171852




GAUVREAU:

AMES:

GAUVREAU:

AUVES:

GAUVREAU:

AMES:

GAUVREAL :

AMES:

GAUVREAU :

AMES:

GAUVREAU:

AMES:

GAUVREAU:

AMES:

GAUVREAU:

AMES:

GAUVREAU:

..10-
A car, Mr, Ames, Any kind of a car.
(CHUCKLE) Never thought I'd see the day when two of
you young rapscalllions would come in askin' for cars to
hire,
¥ho was the other one?
¥hy, that young fellow you used to psl around with vhen
you were kids , ,
And he asked for & car?

Kired one, too, Dollar an hour. Took & blue Chevvie,

‘ Mpmse Got any ides vhere I could find him?

Wrote his address down on the re-celpt.
(SHUFFLE OF PAPERS)
Here,
Mmm., {TAKE) Oh --!
What's that?
This signature. 1I% says -- Louls Charles!
Why sure. Didn't you used to pal around with him?
There was always three of you together -- you, and the
Charles boy, and the Ridley youngster, (PAUSE) Say,
whai ever become of him? @@Mﬁ?u}wﬁ{
{GOING OFF) I'11 tell youps ome day,

{ CALLING) WWM

Lviiint-=b D Sl - T vl Y- I SRR R K aTe BT

$hatmbluesOherrrladomres)
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NARR: The blue Chevvie wasn't parked outside Loulis Charles'

| ‘ address, but when you did find 1it, 1t was outside &
place called -- The Heldelberg, Quite the night apot,
And Inslde --

(MODERN_JAZZ BAND_UP IO_B.G,)
~- lo and behold -- you'!d come to the plght spcﬂ:.t

GAUVREAU:  (QUIET) Hello, George. < o !

RIDLEY: Huh? (A LITTLE DRUNK) Why, 1tfs Guw! Sit down, Gev --
siddown and hsve some champagne!

GAUVREAU: Can't stay, George., I'm looking for Louls. I8 e s
cng fox Lotec,, goifo
RIDLEY: Louis? Whadyswant with Louied Come on, stay a whiles & -7%

end meet m'gal, Lora, this is Gauvreau I was tellin'

you about --
LORA: Plegsed to meet you, Mmredgeyppmms. -

GAUVREAU: Haw-do~ypouw desmbaraaneil - -
RIDLEY: “Mls st er .Gauviail - Thatdmmineteoldagurl-Envileng o

GAUVREAY: About that publlicity, George --

RIDLEY: Wha't e boutrede
GAUVREAU: I -- I cen't do 1t, I mean, my boss . ., . that Is .
RIDLEY: No story, eh?

GAUVREAU: Sorry, George, HNow if the play were fto be produced, why --

RIDLEY: Well I got news for you --
GAUVREAU: Look, George, don't let me break up your party - Itve got

.
: tra énd loat
. A

{co’_rg@waéﬁ' See™gat? Ten buoks

te rind Louile --

RIDLEY: Forget about Louls and listen to me

- to & dinky orches Loaw®® -
(ORCHESTRA STRIKES UP_SQME"CURRENT NUMBER)

- A R I TR e ——
QM_ 'é"’.‘“""ﬁi?gém?gr, outside BRTOETE L,
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. GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:
GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU:
RIDLEY:

CAUVREAD:

RIDLEY:

GAUVREAU :

RIDLEY:

s ge b e G
L&n&ggmﬁgﬁg§, are you think el1 this monsy's coming
from, huh? 4I'11 tellé';ou. Hore - gUF=geery, I -- sold
my play et g Ao

Fine, Gsorge.

secret, Options. You know. Don't worry -- I'il 1let you
in on it when the deal 1s complets.

Was that the play you asked me to read?
oo ey oo

Fine.
Thazs the one!

Sure,

MW I revised that.

new situatlons,

Loule helped me fix it up. New plot,

new dialopue, everything new.
And thatt!s where you got all this money?
Yes sir, Why?

cause you were pretty hard hgb}ast time I sew you.

A
i

Well, So let's have some

champagne, eh? I—sttTT“gUt-!*coupke-hundweéndakﬁsma-ioit

T came intc my own, B

AR -- 1f 1t isn't esking too much, George, how much did

L

you get for the play? ) F
/ FiA 3

geven hundred and f1fty dollaps ---Gwa, DSeven hundred

and fifty dollars, -- hard cash!

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATHKO1 0171955




_,Q:.\

GROUP:

AUAPTELL:

HARRICE:

THAPPELL:

HARR

-
o]

E:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAVPPELL:

EARRICE:

THE 231G STORY
PROGRAM #200

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-seratch! Guard against throat-
serateh! Cuard against throat-scratehl ZEnjoy the gmooth
smooth smokiny of fine tobaceos., Smoke 8 PELL HELL.
Yes, smoke F7LL MELL - the cigarette ghose mildnass you
con measure.
puff by puff you're alays ahe=d ~Men you gsmoke PELL MELI
oG the Tirst puff by actugl mMEagure PELL 'BLT smoke is
£i{ltered further than that of any other lezading cigarette.

Moreover, after 5 puffs, of 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL'S

groater 1ength of traiitionally fine tobzcsos still

tpavels the smoke further - pilters the smeie and makes
it miid,

Thus, PALL LIS fine mellos tobzCl03 giva you a
smoothness, mildness and gatisfar-icn no other cigarette
of fers vcl.

gusrd against throet-geratehl _

Enjov the smooth smoking of fine tobac3os,

Smelrs PELL MELL - the ciparette those wiliness you can

measure - Ll MELL FAMGUS CICARZTTES - neytstandinegl”

And - thay are mild:

ATHRO! 01719586




(MUSIC:

* HARRICE:

HARR:

GAUVREAU:
LOUIS:
GAUVREAU3
LOUIS:
GAUVREAU:
LOUIS:
GAUVREAU4
LOUISE:
GAUVREAU:
LoUT3:

——

—— _.-—-._-—-.--

Tis s C¥ Harrlce, returning you to your parrator and
the Big 3tory¥ of Emile gauvreau, &8 he 1lived it and wrote
it.

You, Emile Gauvreau. of the New Haven Journal-Courier
were sent by your edltor to your old home town, Hamden,
connecticut, to covel —~ not to solve - the murder of a
fpuit peddler who was robbed of seven hundred and fifty
dollars. Just nefore that gsgignment, an old high gschool
fpiend had asked you ©o read a play ne 'd written. ,And
new, where he'd been penniiess - he's throwing noney
apound 1ike mad « » @ pecauge -- he S&IE T he ta sold
tha* awful playa claims he revised 1t with another old
fpiend of yours -~ Louls Charles. He's next on your 1int
to see. '
Long time no see, eh Loule?

sure 15,4£ﬁff%ﬁﬁat'fe you doing in town?

oh ... I'mON yacatlon from the paper.

Newspaperman, eh?

Uh-hm. Whatlire you doing?

gales. Cn the road, moaTlye

Doing well?

oh, you Know now 1t 1d.

SUrc, ( PAUSE) gee -much of GeorEe Ridley?

(HESITQNT) Well o= JES. Matter of fact, he rooms with
ma, I mean, when I'm in tO¥n, that 1a. Mostly, I'm on

the road.

ATHO1 0171957




" GAUVREAU:
LOUIS:
GAUVREAU:
LOUIS:
GAUVREAU:
LOUIS:

GAUVREAU:
LORA:
GAUVREAU:

LORA:

GAUVREAU:

LORA:
GAUVREAU:

LORA:
GAUVREAU:

-15_

Still vwriting plays, eh?
Yep. B8t111 crazy ahout the stage.
Well, looks 1ike he's on his way.
Huh?

I mean, that producer taking an option on hls play.

Cption? w Play? What play?

The boss sald to cover it, not solve 1t. But you have all

but got it solved. 8Sure. Your old friend Ridley killed
your old friend Harry Brownstein. (PAUSE) Or 4id he?
Quite 2 serious charge -~ murdzr -- especilally on such

g2lim evidence, No. Not enough to call the paper about --

A8 Lok Lhenpoli 08 urtedilig . ARREILING FRU-RO LG
Rl Snauikbes, NoO. And that

way leads stralght to --

yet.

You have to go your own way.

Lora -- you remepber me?#e Mﬁ/‘?"“ “"”"“'{;-"‘d e Aewi s
et v ' o

Yes, You're ‘e,

That's right. Would you answer a few questions?

Why certalinly. What about?
George.

What about George?

Well, uh .. (CONFIDENTIAL} You see, now I want to write
that stcry abeout him --

Coogh --
(STILL CCNFID) -- and you sau how cagey he was the other
night at the Heldelberg., I want to get all I can about the
story and then apring 1t on him. And of course, your

story, I mean, about you and him.

RTHGT Q171958




LORA: -
GAUVREAT:
TORA Y

GAUVREAU:

TORA:

FIDLEY:
ICRA:
RIDLEY :
LCORA:

RIDLEY :

LORA:

_ -16-
Ch, I see. (CHUCKLE) That'll be a Joke, won'tt 1t?
George reading all about hwimself in the paper.
Uh-huh. It!ll be a great Joke. Now == thils producer,
do you know the name of this producer --
No. But he's real, I mean, the money 'a real, That's
good enough for me.
Well, I'11l dig that out somewhare.. As for you and George--
Woll, I guess that len't a secret any more., Golly, 1t's

go wonderful. Why, only the cthev day -- lyxg couple
‘,J:H' ﬁﬂ.rr j“‘ﬂ'
of weeks ago, we had such an awful quarrel. :HM.

IJnLJu;ﬁuﬁunma&"ﬁr“%ﬁ“ﬁ%ﬂT“ﬁ3“T%WTEﬁ5§ETﬁfﬁﬁ“ﬁﬁ!‘ﬁvﬁil-
mQ&gx_éﬁ_mnnag,mmaﬂﬂsgud&&ﬁ_alxaaﬂmmﬂnﬂxm s
: J,;Eﬁ;y. Golly,

CRh?SING IN) Money, money,.1t's always
Lora 1: money 1lsn't everything -- ;i;f
But 1t helps. If you'd only buqkfe down to a Job,

instead of ?a\}ing around wfth those silly plays --

Don't talk like ?mez

11y plays! Why -- why they're

my lifel

That's some 11f
i

l Look at George M.

But honey -qfiill hit, some

Cohan, 190k at that new fellow, at's his name, Eugene

O'NG;I'-- they all started little -
-

-
g

O, how many times do I have to hear th

Jg’listen. 7111 give you one more chance. Ghe up this

s

RIDgEéff
:'/’

playwriting, this crazy --

It's not crazy!

ATHOT Q7171859
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LOR4: I say it's crazyl
: Well everybody doesn't think ol

Who thinks it ian'ttl
My friends!

Whe, for one!
(THEY ARE SCREAMING AT EACH OT.IER Charles, for

ngl

one! He thinks I've gobt somg®

es! Ever since you moved in

LORA: ouls Charles, Louls Chg
with him, you've bpeh impossible! All he does is
encou AWHO DO YOU WANT TO MARRY ANYHOW, ME?
OR LOCUIS

RIDLEY: Of course I want tc marry you. But

money -- but when I sell my play --

Oh, there we gg again! Right back where we started =--

money, Mmoney, momgy -~ play, play, play! YOU MAKE ME

SICK! ,
;- A 4

. A A :
L _________ WAL BERTE //‘J d..(' v e /..‘h{ e i PR gl
' Fo Ferke B fk*?J*"( é ',
LORA: {PROUD) d;, I gladthe stuc to his old plays.

Because now we 've got the money to be rmarried on.
(ANXIOUS) Say, Mr. Gauvreauw --

GAUVREAU:  Yes, Lora?

LORA: Do you think maybe when you write the stovy, ingtead of
putting in how Louls encouraged him, could you say I dia?

I_JE&nL,4unﬂJL4uuLJd4HL-ef—a&y-i*he&pe&-himra&ong7—iqnnna,

4 l:i_‘l_ TR - TN - L1 P W P T | n‘l‘f\““ “anf ‘l+0 L\M.Ild kind of like

1t to be in the papers how I helped him to success. I
mean, you might say I drove him to 1it. Bieep—thaRuiiinby-

ot when you look pack on it, I really did,

didn‘t I1?

A L e e e e mm —— = =
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NARR:

LOUIS:
GAUVREAU:

LOUIS:
GATUVREAU:

1{UIs:
GAUVREAU:

LOUIS:

GAUVREAU ¢

LOUIS:
GAUVREAU:
LOUIS:
GAUVHEAU:

-18-

She drove him to it. (PAUSE) Now you have the motive,.

Good enough for you, good enough for your editor. Or --
ig 1t? Neo, if you know him, he'll want the goods on
Ridley. 4nd the one man, you ¥mow now, Who can really
hang them on him is Louls Charles. This odd friendshlp
between the tWwo old schoolmites of yours -- what about 1t?
Well -- what about it?

Just this. The othcr day, you =aid you didn't knew about
George 's play belng sold,

I didn't. And furthermore, I still don't., He hasn't
told me a word,
Tt wirrt—fnre T Ty e e us o dhelbougadr™

f""’w

nat me?

mad at the two of you --

The two of us]! What's ehexggp,a
The faect that you egeoﬁ?gE; him -- used to encourage him
in his pla

Wouldn't 2 friend tell hls frilend

Let me ask you thise,

first of 211 when the thing he'd been encouraging him in
finally paild off, came through?

{ODDLY) Well .. you don't know Georgeesvs
I've known him as long as you have.

Not as well,

I know he's no playwright. That manuscript I read -- whddkl
Lock, Louie -- I -- I can't W lileve George has sold a play.
Honestly , <kmoaitbymmdmgibitmldiirree ety vnb i Gtiie

Hopogtriapirmwm,
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LOUIS: Look, eav, Leave the guy alon:, will you? He == he's
not right. I mean, there's something a 1lttle wrong
with him, upstairs -- 1f he thinks he's gold a play,
why --lot him think sc. Don 't hurt him --

GAUVREAU: But the money, Louis. Where'd he get all that money?

an

LOVIS: - . - rrs
o~
GAUVREAU: Can't what? What were ngﬁgﬁing to say, Loule?
. o
LOUIS: Nothing. Nothingew*™
e
GAUVREAU:  (QUIET) &991@ -~ somebody 's lying avound here, Elther

=t
Lora =< or George --

LOUIS: NG, Guv --
GAWEEAU: (AU H-F130 ('DHTIQQ} APt Loaiid E 11
&t con” on R E Trn
LOUIS: 7 I, tell you T r{st6ps George'll be home

tonight -- he said he'd come home. Let me talk to Wm --
give me a half-hour -= then -- then you ¢ome on over.

CAUVHREAU : All right. But GO TR .. s

LOUIS:

GAUVREAU: Don't tell him I'm coming.

L :

OUIS W t? yé £€

GAUVREAU:  (QUIET) Because I want hinkhere whepoI s . (PAUSE)

£
Aeczose I'm not coming alone.

NARR: That evening, you went back to the rocm your two old
friends shared ... George, the playwright .. Loule the
salesmAn. . And not alone. Since thls wag a home -town Job,
you declded to let the home-town law handle it. Not the
high-powered New Haven Folice -- but lovable old Fred

Stutz -- Hamden's constables...

ATHCT1 Q171362



GAUVREAU:

STUTZ :
GAUVREAU:
STUTZ:
GAUVREAU:

STUTZ:
GAUVREAU:

RIDLEY :

RIDLEY:

STUTZ ¢

RIDLEY:

STUTZ :

GAUVHEAU:

RIDLEY :

50~
(FOOTSTEPS UP STAIRS)

(LOW) There's the apartment, Fred. NO -- don't knock

Mignht as well get 1t over with.
thought of something.

e eredlt for t

I -- I don't want™ s, These are my

old friends. Sec. -- sonyou b le i1t. Everything I've

told you --
Yes, yes -
Everything -- whole story -- u're to say you

worked Sut., Every bit. (PAUSE) don't want it to

-~
%gpkfgs though I put the noose around a jend's neck.

{-QU‘ET} T Uy . W
{KNOCK, KNOCK)

(OFF) That you, Loule?

{DOOR OPENS) )

oz

(ON) Loule? (PAUSE) Oh -- ot And -- and Constable
gtutz -- come in, come in --
{QUIET) We're in, boy. (PAUSE) Where's Loule?
why -- darned L1f I know. I was expecting him,
You mean he didn't --

(LoW) Hold 1t, Fred. Something's gone wrong. (UP)

i
Mo, Swe. He -- (PAUSE) 8ay, whatts up? What'd you

Geor%%l-r wasn't Loule in when you came?

bring the constable for -- what -- (PAUSE} Come on,
what's this all about? What deo you want with Loule?

ATHQ1 01713863
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GAUVREAU:  {QUIET) Never mind that, George. Just enswer this foar
me. Where'd you really get that seven hundred and {ifty
dollars.

RIDLEY: 1 told you, I sold --

GAUVREAU: No you didn't. Not that one. You never sold a play
in your 1life! Comea on, George -- the truth.

RIDLEY : Honest, thot

GAUVREAU: (HOARSE) George, George -- don't lle to me!l

RIDLEY: (Low) All right, dhﬂst'I -~ I won't, (PAUSE} I gob 1t

Dol ki
from -- (PAUSE) (ANGUISH) AW, GMclllicm-

GAUVREAU: (LoW) Come on, GeOoTrge. Get it off your chest. Where'd
you get that money?

RIDLEY: I -- I stole ist,

3TUTZ : (LOUDLY) George Ridley, I hereby arre --

CAUVREAU:  (SHARP} Hold 1it, constable! {GENTLE) From whom did
you steal 1t, George?

RIDLEY: I -- I (BEGINS TO S0B) “,‘

GAUVREAU:  (SOFT) Come on, George. Tell me. Tell‘é&ilifv

RIDLEY: (s0BBING) I stole it from Touie. I -- I couldn't help
ig, I knew he had it -- I stole 1t from him stole from
ry best friend, my only friend -- yes, I stole it from
Leule!

(MUSIC: STING AND AWAY BEHIND) /{iiﬂ,

NAn&7—at;7—*xﬁa*EEEFE"E3€s vour case. Good thing you G;Z:::TEE:EE::V
ound

—

e eGitor. Here you'd all but put the no
¥ ax Here ¥ put the no

. r
George -- and 1t waF-Heule. ~" George -- your

osur friend -+ WE3

a murdere, ind where was he now to be fou

ATHOT Q171364
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RIDLEY: I -- I don't know. He -- (PAUSE) Say, I never thought.

He was all packed up this morning -- off on ancther sales

trip, I figured -- but -- but no. No.
daﬁﬁﬁggu: what is 1t, George? What's wrong?

RIDLEf:x\\\ He couldn't., He couldn't go away. L«<- I took all the
“wngy he had.
STUTZ: {SNA What are we hanging dPound here for? Let's get
after him?

GAUVREAU: Walt. There’'s g bothering me. (PAUSE) George --
RIDLEY: Yes, Guv, what is
GAUVREAU: When did you speal this
RIDLEY: Two weeks
GAUVREAU: Well, w hy didn't he report it

to the peolice?
37UTZ - (BEAZING) Because, you young fool, he ouldn't! Don't

e here had

f/j neck! Come onl! »

. —ame~before golng back %o the paper
with the bad news, there 1s cne morc place you want to
ga. But not to “detect."‘ Just -- teo refurbish your
memories of a certain place, . .Beaver Hill. The spot
marked "X". .

(BRUSH CRUNCHING UNDER)

ATHC1 G171865
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NARR:

NARR:

GAUVREAU:

LOUIE:

CAUVREAU:

LOUIE:

SAUVREAU:

LOUIE:

GAUVREAU:

LOUIE:

GAUVREAU:

LOUVIE:

GAUVREAU:

LOUIE:

GAUVREAU:

LOUIE:

GAUVREAU:

-23.
(LOW) Here -- the body was found. (PAUSE) There --
the murder must have stood. { PAUSE) Look...th@,&arks
of _Lhe  uagoR-ihatdtey . .$he ambulance they carrled
Harry Brownsteln away in. What a mess you've made of
this story. . .thls case. . .
(CRUNCH OF BRUSH)

Wnat -- what was that?

(CALLS) Hello! Who's there?

(OFF) George? Is that you?

(AFTER A SECOND} Yes!

(BRUSH CRUMPLES)

Gosh, George, I thought you'd never come. I -- ( PAUSE)
*éﬂ:fift's you!

T¢ts me, (PAUSE) What goes vn, Loule? You were
expectlng George --

Yes -- he said he'd be hers. But --

What were you looking for?

The -- {PAUSE) Nothing.

sesie T, it

{ ANGUISHED) ~cGuivepmbie -~ £0 2WaY, will you? Leave all
this to George and me, will you?

{QUIET) Wo. You killed Brownstein, Loule. He was &
friend of mine too, and --

I killed Brewnstein? I killed him?

sure you did, Where eise did you get the $750?
What -- what's golng on here!

Louie, you've been acting strange all through this thing.

I was sure it was George, but when he told us he Btole

the $750 from you --

RTHKO1 01713606




LOUIE:
GAUVREAU :
LOUEE:

GAUVREAU:
LOUIE:

NARR:

LOUIE:

GAUVREAU:
LOUIE:

GAUVREAU:

LOULE:

GAURVREAU:
LOUIE:

24
He told you that?
‘s.-
¥Yea. In front ofk?itnessaaz
(DULL) He told you -- he made 1t look as though 1 was
the murderer?
Tt he"fdm.
: )}quL,
(DULL) A1l right, ST Tt'11l tell you why I've been
acting so crazy. Walt.
(LoWw) He reaches his hend into his pocket. Keeps 1t
thera. You freeze where you are.
{QUIET, DEADLY) ; you're too smart. You were always
the smartest of the three of us -- and now -- (BREAK)
Well -- one of the three of us is going to die --
Loule -- don'ft --
shut up, duv. Shut up and listen., Swear. Swear that
george sald he stole the money from me!l
I swear.
All right. I take your word. (PAUSE) (QUIET) So he'd
see me hang. Our friend, George, He'd tell you that --
my friend -- and see me hang --
Louie, Louile --
sHUrT up! (PAUSE) All right. Here's the truth. You
now what I'm doing here? Walting for George. DBechuse
he sald -- he said hz had killed Brownie -- and thrown
the gun into the woods. I've been looking for the gun --
to prctect him, ﬁ'ﬁ.b To protact Geofge. To find 1t and
really get rid of 1t. But he said he'!d meet me here.
And now T know why., (PAUSE) To kill me. {PAUSE) Well

—— when he does, he'll get a surprise.
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- - L
GAUVREAU: Sorry, Georgs.
’ ki

RIDLEY: That's 211 right, Gee. {PAUSE) Come On -- friends.
(MUSIC:_ __ _UP AND AWAY_FOR_CURTAIN)

(MUSIC:_ _ _VEB TO_TAG)

CHAPPELL:: | In, just & moment we will read you a telegram from Emllo

{\ML; :
Gouvreou, of the New Haven, Conn, Journal Courier with

the Finol outcomes of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

TiAPPELL:

TANRTICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

SEAPPELL

LLIRRICE:

TEE BIG SICRY
PROGRAM #200

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

e S e

guard against throat-scratehl Gu-rd against throat-

sepatch! Guard against throat-seraten! 2nfoy the smocth

smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke & PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PILL MELL - the cigarstte "mmss rniliness yvou

can

noisurc.

Remember this - the further a nuff of cmare 1s filtered

through fine tebaceos, the milder it bectmes.

1t the Tirst puf¥ bY actual measure PELL WELL smoke 1s

ril%

ared Zurther han tyat of any other leoading

eigerotis, Moreover, aftar § puffs, or 12, 7 15, or

PELL YELL'S grzatolr length of tpetitinn-"1y fine

tobzescs 3tiil tr~vals the amoke furthzsr - p1-targ Lhe

1

ares 1t mild.

Thus, F=il w118 fine mellor tobnecns giva you a

emeninness, [ 1Aness and gabigfac-riza nC -trar cigarette

of -

TR oL
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—~ (MUSIGC:

CHAFPELL:

CAUVRBAU:

CEAPPELL:

EARRICE:

- 28 - REV.

Now we read you that telegram from Emile Gauvreau of the
liew Baven Semews Journal Courier.
Murderer in tonight's Big Story pleaded insenity but his
own confossion as well as careful planning of cj
shattcred that defense. Helyas, senfenged. %ﬂo & )m:“w’[
AﬁiuMJE? T AR ¢
<dmprisonment at the -, Incidentally, my
papoer ren his pley and photographs., Ee got his publiecit; .
RO 00, My sinecere cpnreciatien
for tonizat's PRI MELL AUVARD.
Thon'e vou, Mr. f-uvreau ... the mekers of PHIT, MELL
RANCTS CIGARETTES are proud to presznt vou the PELL MELL
$50C 4ard for notable servies in the £i3ld of Jjournalism.
Listezn again mext week; sanc tirs, sone stntion, when
PELL [ELL FAMCUS CIGAREITZS will proseni snothor BIG
STCRY - . BIG STCRY from the front pages of the Phoenix
Arizona Republic, by-iine Gene Helain. ~ BIG STCRY
about 2 rencrier and a student whose favorite subject

WES s, ..., murder!

THENE ''IED_AND FADE_TC BG_CI CUE)_

ATHCT Q1721970




CHAPPELL:
e
(MUSIC: . _THI
CHAZPPELL:
mtf-nb~hr
1/11/51 an
=

-29-

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music compoeed and conducted by Viedimir
Selinsky, Tonlghtls program wes adonrted by Alen Slobn
from an actur) story from the front pages of the

New Hoven, Conn. Journal Courler. Your narrator vwos .
Bob Sloan, ond Owen Jordon played the cart of Emlle
Gauvrecu. In order to protect the nmamas of people
actually involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY,

the names of all characters 1in the adramatization were

changed with the exception of the renorter, Mr, Gauvread.

This is Brnest Chappell speaking for the malkers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THTS IS NBC... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

RTXKCT Q1713721
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"E‘{ By [3 LA

()¢ )
10:00-10:30 PM

WNBC & NET

THE BIG STORY 4201

JANUARY 31, 1951 WEDNESDAY

CHemedl:
A RYICE

+

Wsden -

RUTH:
’h&&noa

DRkt

RUTH:

Ao

(MUSIC:

— -

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY! :

-——_-——-.._-.-—_..-.

{ SOFT SPOKEN, APPEALING VOICE WITH ENORMCUS SINCERITY,
THERE IS VIOLENCE WITHIN IT, MAKING A SPEECH TO A BOIY OF

STUDENTS. }

'- VSRR LN NI B g R ekt

At idEIBYe “ there are five distl

ecmponents requisite to obt:in conviction for murder.

net elements, five

Fipst, the corpus or bod¥; second, the opportunlty for
murder; third, the absence of 2libl; fourth, the motive;
and (SLIGHTLY BARDONIC) finally, the detection or arrest
of the eriminal. It 18, as you 82e¢ feliow students, @
complex 2nd difficult but foscinatling subject.
(GENERAL APPIAUSE, ADLIB COMMENTS. SOME
MILLING OF AUDIENCE, OUT OF WHICH -- )
( BREATHLESS, EXCITED) It w28 wondorful, Beby Just
wonderful.
( PLEASED WITH HIMSELF) Thank you, Ruth, thanks.
Oonly you frightened me, 1 mean, you were so0 intense and
- you know -- like maybe you thought about it yourself.

Mayke I 4id, Ruthie, maybe I did.

--——--—-—.—.————-_—.—-

ATHO1 0171373

...And so you Eee, fellow students Hhope—ainie




'*fwc&;: ¢

(MUSIC:

D

THE BIG STORY. Here 15 Amerlca...its gound and its fury-.

its Joy and 1lts sOrTOW.. ,as falthfully reported by the

meu;pand women of the great haerican newspaperd. ( PAUSE.
! ¢ Ll e

FU\T)‘ From thé front pages of the Phoenix Republlic comes

the story of 2 reporter who proved that murder may have

five components, but they can all be done by one man.

womd “fonight, to Gene McLain of the Pheoenix Republiec,

for hls Big Story, BeeS the PELL MELL AWARD!

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BI&# STORY
PROGRAM #201

OPENING COMMERCIAL

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalnst throat-scrateh! Guard agoinet throat-
serateh! Guard sgainst throat-serateht Enjoy the smooth
smooth smoking of filne tobaccos. Smoke @ PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL -- the cigarette whose mlldness you
can measure.

puff by puff you're always nhead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Remember thils - the further a puff of smoke is filtered

through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the

first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos stlll

travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes
it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you 2

smocthness, mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette

offers you.
amcke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you ¢an
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIFARETTES - "outstanding!”

And - they are mlld!

ATHKC1T Q171875



{MUSIC

CHAFPELL:

{MUSIC:
NARRATOR:

GENE:

REIK:

GENE:

REIK:

-4

Phoenix, Arlzona. The story as it metually happened.

Gene McLain's story 23 he llved 1t.

Your flrst love, and a2t the moment, your only love, is
the business of battlng out stories that swirl in over
the pollce beat - and you're good at 1t, Gene MeLain,
reporter for the Prhoenix Republic, very good, = 1ittle
younz, sure - little toc eager to suit the old-timers,
sure - but 1t zets results. And right now the old
itehing to move 1s with you, as you try to pull out mere
information on the latest mlssing persons case from
Chief Deputy Harry Reik, who Just never glves out with
information.

(EAGER) Come on, Chief, I gotta right to Wmow, huh?
(SLOY SPOKEN, BUT A PROFOUNDLY GoOD COF) Somchow or
other wherever I get to work there's 2lways at least one

of your breed, MclLain,

an crdinary guy knocking over his wife S
knocking over the S“V)’vah:ﬁf*”*?-y laJlng in the 1living
. B No, bulld it up into & blg

Den't you sleep - don't you eat - A1l right, I give up.

Here's 2 guy, an ordinary nice fella, no name. He walks
into the Acme Auto S1les Corp. (HE PRONOUNCES IT "¢-0-R~-P"
He says to the salesman, this fella whose name we don't

tnow -"I want to buy a new car, Can I have 2 :
demonstration.” Maybe he says please-I didn't get the
details.

ATHOT 017213786




GENE:
REIK:

GENE:

GENE:
REIK:

GENE:
HEIK:

5=

come on. Cut it out.

Al1l right, so Jack Franklin, the demonstrator, he says,
"Step into my car here, my good fellow”, and the two of
them drive off in 2 demonstration car. Perilod. End of
story.

Only that was Saturday, and today is Monday, ond nelther
the prospect nor Jack Franklin have shown up. S0 it's

o Missing Persons story a% least.

{ KZIOCKING, SARCAST.C) At least? What do you think it is--
a mass murder too? Now whe says itts n missing persons

story. You don't know Jack Franklin, do yow? auu;a-yuuﬂ

Look, I know Jack Franklin.

{DISREGARDING HIM) Once upon 2 time Jock Fronklin,
(height six feet two, welght 218, mascullnc type} - he

uesed to be a highway patrolmon, worked under me. He's a

fz11a can toke care of himaelf. ]
snything happened to Jack Frankl;;_,;-*'“ééﬁﬁta Jagk
Fronklin has a sligh -.¢~f*$5Y”§ou might say, towards

the bottaedd®#ick Franklin did 1t all to himself, whatever

Well, who is the other guy?

as for the other guy {TCSSING IT AYAY ) the manager of
fcme Autos tells me a kid, around 21, 22, a kind of 2
good looking kid with a babyish face, college type; wavy
trown hoir. My susplelons are that of the two Jack was

probably, should we say, the dominant character.

ATHKC1 Q17213727




GENE:

REIK:

GENE!

REIK:

{(MUSIC:

NARRATCR:

GEWE:

REIK:

6=
So you mean Jack showed him the c¢ar, then maybe showed

him a bar and then the twe tied ocne on.

Exzetly. ,Precisely. The point itself.
the pleasure {maybe the misfortune) to g0 out Ongys
w1lth Jack Franklin you would understand t_Jﬁ“gaﬁe
intimately. d
(IN QUICKLY) Have you? ]
we're not discusslng mgyu?iﬂAO yourself a favor, Geney
boy. Pleck up theﬂv"i
,fﬁﬁi understand they've got a lat of real

@ ‘35fose services, and don't try to make a great

UP AND UNDER)

Chief Deputy Horry Relk never went to college, has ne
dzgrees behind his name, probobly never eracked o book on
eriminology, but he's the best there 1s in the Southwest,
and you know it. And so, as you mogsey oround his office
and the one next deor, and thc one upstoirs, 1ookiﬁg for
aljea bl
youlgon't really know what, you incline to
Q}ﬁ%ﬂw- u.ntil. 2 euriously dull report that you find
sends you back to tTapryls office.
(EXCITED, EVEN MORE THAN BEFORE) whatmabohkublihg: - What
atout this - what about this report - selmpe gkl

What's the matter? Somebody blew up the city H2ll?

ATKC1 01721378




-7-
GENE: Come on, Harry. Now this is no time for that. Listen to
thiz. Car abandenad on the West bank of the Grand Canal
at Thomas Road north of Phoenix. 1629 Ford - llecnse
plates missing - ignltion key gone.
REIK: Well I'm glad the City Hall 1s stili there.

GENE: I% says here in the report - ldentified through motor

rnumber, having been sold from Frederics Car Lot.

REIK:
erk_l wrote 1t.

GENE: Well, don't you see -- suppese 2 guy buys 2 '2§ Ford,
buys 1t really for the license plotes cause his ides is
to steal 2 new car. Then he gets 2 demenstration in a
new car, knocks over Joeck Franklin, the salesman, puts
the plates from the 29 Ford on - 2nd whango, he's off.

REIK: It's very good, vevy good. Only Jack Franklln still
stonds six foot two EERR
PO AR N,
cennection.,

GENE: Hew do you Know?

oo dawe pand: Srasme Ry
LRSI Why docs a guy abendon a ear and take off
the license plates?

REIK: Mzyte he dldn!t abandon the ecar. Maybe hz ran out of gas.
Scmzbody else tock the license plates off. We got other
crooks 1n town you know.,

GENE: (IN FAST) The ignition keys...

RTHO1 0171972




REIK:

GENE:
REIK:
GENE:

NARRATOR:

NARRATOR:
FREDRICS:
GENE:

FREDRICS:

GENE:

GENE:

-8-
The same crock who stole the license plates. Where do
you se¢ the connection -- two cors?
Will you come Gown to Frederics with me?
Wo.
Will you call him up at least and tell him to answer my
questions?
Mo.
You gzot any objections if I go down?
Yes.
Yell you can't step me if I go anyhow.

Nepe, it's a free country. Only Frederilcs is closed.

It begins very inpuspiclously, llke riding a very bumpy
downhill rosd, one bump down after another. But you are
Gene McLaln, and comes the dawn - comed Szven o'clock -
there comes lnto the 1lifs of George Predrics, ear lot
cwner, secend hond car dealer, 2..

{ TELEPHONE RINGING VERY LOUD)
Horrible first morning call,
(ON FILTER) (HE IS ASLEEF, ANNCYED) Hello.
(TEYING TO BR INGRATIATING) Mr. Fredrics, good morning...
(STILL SLEEPING, BUT IT MAY BE A CUSTOMER) Good morning

T .o

to you. I-got 2 lot of very good core for sale. What

¢on I do for you.

It's not a2 sale, Mr. Fredrics, LAabSwsadgiie- -my nome is

Jdwew reporter with the Republic. TP PSRRI R
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PREDRICS:

GENE:

TRERRISS ¢
GENE:

FREDRICS:

GENE:

FRELRICS:
GELE:
FREDRICS:
GENE:

FREDRICS:

GENE:
oI

LdRE
FREDRICS:

GENE:

{ FURIOUS) What!

Q-

vou know what time 1t 1s young man? Call

me ot nine o'elock when I open up for business.

WA, .

you may remember it cause there was o police report on

Con you remember selling 2 car, 2 1929 Ford -

how it was abandoned.

( STILL SLEEPY ) ¥l
everything I knew about 1t to Harry Reilk.

I told

The guy paid

$37 for it - some name 1i%e Mason or scmething from 3Jan

lego or something - and he took it away and that's the

1~st I s8aw.

). -

What did the fellow lock like?

I don't know...1 guy.

(PROMPTING) Young or old.

I don't know...21 - 22- mayb~ 23.

Gocd looking?

well, If you like that sort of o face.

He hod 2 kind of

2 wavy head of hair 2nd -- he wasn't good looking -- he

h~& a baby face, as a matter of fact.

(EXCITED) When did you sell him the cor?

Soturdzy.

That tles up.

missing Saturday.
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FREDRICS! ot bl STt » WNET nave T got to do with

-?E;nk

you for your cooperation...and...and...go back to sleep.

1 demonstrator car?

SOBERTARy IR .

(MyUSIC: _ _ _PBRIDGE & UNDER)

NARRATCR: Tuesday morning, the beginning of the fourth day since
the taby-faced, good looking young proapect and the 218
pound slx foot two Jack Franklin disappeared. You got
zomething now you feel, but before you commit yourself
1et's make sure that Jack Franklin hasntt shown up. So,
Jnck Franklin's housc, 9 p.m. of the fourth 42y.

(DOORBELL. DOOR OPENS)
MRS. F: (BORED WITH IV ALL, ESPECIALLY THE SUBJECT OF THE

CONVERSATION) Yeah.

GENE: Is Mpr. Pranklin 1ipn? Are you Mrs. Franklin?

MRS, F: Yeah, I'm Mrs. Franklln, and no, Jack ain't in.

GENE: Have you heard from him, Mrs. Franklln?

MRS. F: Na.

GENE: wazll, I'm Genc MeL2ln from the W
Republic,

MR3. F: wzll, that's mighty interesting.

GENE: Then you hoven't secn him or heard frem nim..,.I me2n...

or maybe anybody else...n frisnd...se< him, maybe.
MRS. F: Nope, not a soul.,
GENE: T don't 1like to sSa¥ this, Mrs. Franklin, but..uh..you're

not worried, arc you?
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MRS. F:

GENE:

MRS, F:

NARRATOR:

EDITOR:

-11-

If you could show me a body that ain't worried in thla.
world that!s 8 dead person son. But if you mean Jack's
not being heret? Well, I tell you, I don't exactly keep

a record, but I got a very good memory. 1332 when 1
married Jack he stayed awey from home, seems to me - yeah-
six weekends; 1933 - 4-5-6-7- he stepped 1t up to four
day benders, Ever since then the mverage time's been -
you ain't going to publish L.ls, are you?

Oh no mafam, I mean...

Well Jack can go a week wlthout much trouble. So as to
belng worried about Jack, I just hope I ain't arcund when

he turns in cause he comes back awful mean? Enough?

Wadd , good day.

history of s?q{Jg;?*%“ng and you know this very well,
Ge;gggﬁﬁﬁga? cause guys like you insisted that the plain

R T T ey e R v T oty ot

Oyt s . And so you
sweat and piece and twlst, insinuate, suggest, and flnally
pull topgether a story out of the two lsclsted phenomena -
the disappearance ol the salesman and a prospect, and the
ebandening of a 1929 flivver. Your editor looks at it
with something of the same eyes as Harry Relk.

(RIFFLE OF PAPER) It's very nice and very golorful, and

. .uh..1t could be a banner on page one...only I aln't

buyling.
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GENE!:

EDITOR:

EDITOR:

GENE:

EDITOR:

GENE:

EDITOR:

GENE:

EDITOR:

GEN=:

EDITCR:

GENE:

EDITOR:
(MusIc:

~12-
oh, lock, boss, look for heaven's sake, look. It's all

there.

A1l right. I 1ike the idea, the seareh throughout the
Lur s
Southwest being institutedc

nténce
here, this kills me. Read it yourself, see how it mpounds.
What's the matter with 1t?

Read 1it.

(READING) By 12 o'clock noon no trace of the pain had

been found but a 1929 modél Ford was found which officers
believed the new car prespect had purchased Just a few
liours before turning up at the Acme Auto Sales Corporstion.
What's the matter with it?

Officers belleve. What officers? Even tell me one
officer. You mean reporter :elieves.

Harry Reik's got ldeas along this line. He's Just not
talking.

Well, mavbe...maybe.

Then you're going to kill it.

It's 2 nilce Julcy story.%'rhé best thing I zot for the
front pege 1g there was a light hurrilcane felt 1n 3an
Diego. I could use 1t.

But you won't.

I don't see how, kld. I Just don't see how.
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NARRATOR ! Well 1t was a fair try at least, and as you went your
woy home..kind of tired -- zowle -- the headline the
paper boy is selling hits you.

"PHOENIX MEN DISAPPEAR, CAR SALESMAN VANISHES ALONG WITH
PROSPECT. POLICE SEE TIE IN WITH ABANDONED 1929 CAR."

GENE: (SCREAMS) Give me one of those.
w
(MUSIC: _ _ oolib@pieavs WITH..)
NARRATCR ¢ An eight column banner, a reporter's dream, and here it

i8, a2ll cver the streets of Phoenix. You lock at 1%,
gloat, go home, show it to your family and read 1t - oh -
gix times. But the sweat beglins to brealkk cut on you

Gene MeLeln because (WholkERitbmivEEwE

touch it, (b} Chlef Harry R 1 owbian®®F you know preclsely

1 e 4, your editor and your paper, and

wavy halred, baby faced prospect - boy, you're dead,

This i3 not one of the nights you are golng to sleep very

well.
(MyusIC: _ _ _UP gO_EgG_TﬁE_Agﬁl
{music: _ _ _TURNTABLE)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORYE -
PROGRAM #201

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
QROUP : Guard against thproat-scratch! Guard agalnst throat-

gsepateh! Guard sgalnst throat-seratch! Enjoy the gmooth

smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.

CHAPFPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL =~ the cigarette thse mildneqp you
can measure.

HARRICE: Puff by puff yoﬁ're always ahead when you gmoke PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: At the first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke ie

filtered further than that of any other 1eading cigerette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17 PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaceos still

travels the smoke further - filters the smoke ond makes
1t mild.
HARRICE!: Thus, PELL MELL'S flne mellow tobaceos glve you o

smoothness, mildness and satisfactlon no other clgarette

offers yous

CHAPPELLE: Guard agalnst throat-scratch!l

HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobzccas.
CEAPPELL: smcke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can

mepsure - PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandiggl"

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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| (Mysic: _ _ _THEME UP AND DOWN_FOR)

HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Guae MclLaln -- as he lived 1t and wrote
1t.

NARRATOR: It'a a few hours since your paper broke your story Gene
MeLain, and youlre still sweating. You can do one of
four things now, You can find a follow up for the story,
or you can gult the paper, or you con guletly go out of
your mind, or number four, (1east desirable of all}, you
can face the unfriendly music that is golng to come out
of deputy chlef Harry Reik's mouth when you quletly
close the door behind you inside his office.

RETK: (VERY ALERT RIGHT NOW) The answer 1s no, McLain, and do
me o favor and g'bye.’

GENE: ch, come Oﬁ Chief. 1It's not so terrible.

REIX: No,:u:fpihe commissioner arked me since when do I think
that a four day Jas by Jack Franklin 1s n bilg missing
persons caose.

GENE: well, T didn't soy you sald lt.

REIK: Ne, you Just sald police officers stnted. There'!s only
a couple of pollce officers got tc do with missing persons
ard the name of the prize patsy is Harry Reik.

GENE: Mzybe he“&imissing...maybe he's really missing..maybe

something really happened to him...

REIK: 411 right. Suppose I go along with ysur theory. What
happenedé

GENE: Look, couldn’t you check this Mason fellow.

REIK: Who'!s Mason?
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GENE:

REIK:

GENE:

GENE:

REIK:

GENE :
REIK:

GENE:

REIK:

GENE:

w1
You know, Charlie Mason. That!s the name of the guy
bought the '29 Pord from Fredrics Car lot. Fredrios
told me. He told you too.
Look, I told you I:m not tying these two pleces together
Just becaouse a guy bought a2 29 Ford.
His address is San Diego, California - the Hoclenda Hotel
San Diego. I found cut.
{ PHONE UP)

Go 'head. Call him.

I teld you I'm not tying these --

Doesn't cost you anything. The state pays the phone blll.
Give me that telephons. Put me through to the Haclenda
Hotel, San Dlego. I want to talk to the room clerk.
Snoppy. I keep sitting here asking myself why don't I
k¥lck this young punk out of my office - snd here I am
making this Jackass telephone call...Hello...This is the
deputy chlef of police in Phoenix. I want to know if
vou have a Charles Mason, registered 2t your hotel.
That's plght. You sure? He says ne.

Don't hong up...don't hang up...Has there been & Charles
Mascn at the hotel within the last - oh, I don't know -
say the last two months.

Ach, Itve gone this far...check and see 1f he¢ registered
in the hotel within the past 60 days, will yo. (ANNOYED)
toourse it's officlal business, what do you think?

You wonl!t pe sorry chlef, you'll see, uh...
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" REIK:

GENE:

REIK:

GENE:
REIK:

GENE:
REIK:
GENE:

REIK:

-17-
{ INTERRUPTING HIM) Yoh..yoh...oh...When was that (PAUSE)
I see... {PAUSE)} ...ond the address... 1 get it...(HE
LAUGHS) Well thanks 2 1ot...yeah...goodbye....(LONG PAUSE)
Well, was he? R AL ekl
Fellow by the name of Charles Maoson registered ot the
Haclenda Hotel September 22. He stayed overnight and
checked out. That's big news, nuh? He hails from the
Aprizona State College at Tempe.
I don't get 1t.
Don't you see there's no connection. What happened 18
obvious. Some college kid comes up Trom apsles State
college; buys 2 Jaloppy - he takes a dame out in it for
a rlde; maybe he has too much to drink; maybe he gats
fresh. She pulls the 1gnltion 3 walks
cut on him; and takee & bus home. So maybe he tiles one
cn., 5o there's ftwo guys in the state tying it on -_Jack
Franklin and this kid Mason. It wouldn®t de the fipst
timz two people in the state of Arizent tied ohe on.
(WISE) You don't even belleve that yourself.
and why not?
§o many holug I could drive a truck through it. One, did
the girl who took the key out of the ignition also steal
the license plates? Two, where is this college xid, or
does he%;é;g five day drunks too -- why hasnit he showed
up? Three, how come the decoripticn from the manager of
the Acme and the manager fpom the sute lot aoincide?
It does have o couple of holes - but you're Wrong. You'lre

absolutely crazy.
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GENE:

REIK:

MARRAT

GENE:
MASON:
GENE:

MASON:
GENE:
MASON:
GENE:
MASON:
REIK:
MASON:
GENE:

-18-
why don't we go down to Arizona State College, look up
~this kld Mason, prrve you're pright and I'm wrong.

Now that's a good suggestion., Let's go down and prova

Just how wrong you are.

OR:

and doesn't

. You

well, hé 5 n good locklng kid;r 211.,.

(FI@KSHING THE THOUGHT) Wavy hi?:._:' Baby face?
;gé h How'd you know? His room's t dewn the hall.
” is he 1n?

,f I don't Know.

Well we're golng to find out.

-....-—-—-—-_—.-.—
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GENE ¢
RUTH:
(ENE:
RUTH :

REIK:

RUTH:

GENE:
RUTH:

GENE:

RUTH:

REIK:

RUTH:

REIK:

GENE:

-19-

(DOOR OPENS) '
Well, hellc. Who are you?
I'm a student here.
This isn't your room 1s 1t? .7 o, .
( EMBARRASSED) Well, no, it‘SCMAHe'B a2 good
fpiend of mind end..uh..(DESPERATE SUDDENLY) Are you the
police?
That's right glrlie. Whazi? ths matter.
I don't know really...but st just...He's been acting so
queer for the past few weeks...
He's disappeared?
Oh no..nc...nothing like that. He's not here because he
went up to see hls father in Seattle. He got a telegram
from his father about how his father'!s sick, you see,
and 50 he went up...
Well what 2re you so upset about?
Well I lent him 2 book and I enme to get it back, and...
(DISTRESSED) this.
What is 1t?
well, he...uh..he gave a lecture a ccuple of days before
he went up to Seattle to see his father, angd...uh...well,
maybe you better read 1t yourself.
{READING, NON-COMMITAL, NO REACTION) Notes on lecture
on. .
(READING OVER HIS SHOULDER) Murder! Well, well. Q.

classifications of murder. Very interesting.
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RUTH:

3ENE:
RUTH:

{(MUSIC:

e —

NARRATOR:

REIK:

GENE:

(MUSIC:

T I -

NARRATOR:

. pive components necessary for conviction.

~20-
Hey this gets

more interesting. Iisten to this kid. Flrct-the body,

second-opportunity for murder (BUILDING IN EXCITEMENT )
third-obsence of alibi, fourth-motlve, and fifth-arrest
You sure he went

of criminal. This poy knows his stuff.

up to Seattle to see his father?
oh yes sir. absoclutely, I...(THEN HER REAL FEELING) Isn't

1t terrible. And I heard him give that lecture. And I

woank to tell you mister ---
What?
oh, I don't want to &2y any more. I don't even want to

think about it again.

Thepe 13 a word on your lips.; Dl idaleayae ¥y O both
your 1ips ARG R RCTCAIRSAN, yours and Harry Reik's.
But neither of you 53y 1%, The werd is -- murdsr. And
the sudden shock of it hits you, the le=p from what was
at first the reluctont sdmission that somethlng might be
wreng, Lo the sudden pcnrlizatlon that something
incredibly wrong might be the tyuth.

Don't say anything. Don't say 2 word. Let's check it -

and I mean check.
precisely. The

Okoy . Those are My sentiments exsctly.

point itself.

——————————— }‘a’a

" .
vYou take the photograph of the ;iunﬁlfaced boy that was
smiling from his dresser in Tempe, Arizoni, firat to

Fredrlcs Aubo Lot
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FREDRICS:

(MUSIC:

- wt ——

NARRATCR:
MANAGER:

{MUsic:

— -

NARRATOR:

{mysIC:

NARR:

REIK:

(MysIC:

NARRATOR:

(MUSIC:

—......-...-—....—.—.—.—.—-

-01 -
Yegh, that's the kid bought the 29 Ferd. Thatts him.

gay, you the felliow woke me “1p at seven o'clock in the

mernlng?

— — —

Then to the manager of the Acme Auto Sgles Corporatién.
Tet me look at that again. Yeah, yezh. That's the kid
got in the car with Jack Franklin...hey when was it...
1nst Satuprday...five days ago. Chief, you think

semething happened?

Point two on the young man's lecture notes - opportunity

for murder. Check that one off.

e e m—

;f:kdéaé 2;44’“
Then a1 call to Seattle to the father o {orilaiy. - ond
the discovery that his father isn't sick at 2l1l, that
ne never sent a telegram, tk-t the boy hasn't shown up,
that --

Ais a motter of fact, the kidts out on probation for
holding up a drugstore and geing cn ° wild Joyride &
1itgocle over a year 2go- As a matter of fact, the kid
himself sent the telegram to provide himself with an

alibl.,

L e = - T —

That would be polnt three on the checklist of the young

cellége student - absence of alibl. You check that off.

-————-_—_--—_..-_.—_.—.—.——--.
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NARRATOR:

REIK:

NARRATOR!

{MUSIC:

NARRATOR ¢

REIK:

{MUSIC:

— - —

NARRATCR:

GENE:

GENE:
MAN:

el
put there are still three peints in the checklist of the
five components unchecked: Motivé, body, and the
detection of the crimlnal. Lﬁ-f that kid renlly put 1t
down on paper.) Now Harry Relk, no philosopher, but o
mon of actlon, moves...
T want the canal drained. I wont 2 body of men combing
the area north of Pheenlx, south of Phoenix, that whele
~pe» between Phoenix and the college and the black hills

gouth of Phoenix.

—r e e e

Motive, body, and the eriminal himself still to be

checked off.

— " —

Up cut cf the eannl comes the ignition key, but no more.
o metive, no bedy, no eriminal.
I wont this on the teletype to an elght state orea and

T wans 1t to the FBI.

e - e — g —

and you go to work 23 well, your paper fully behind you.

One scresming headline "Where are these men", 2and under

1t two pletures, one of them grrow ing)} Jack Franklin,

(it Tia ey

the other, {smiling broadly ) sbwweiewssy ' and both faces

sent out by the services acroas the natlon and the 48

stzte dragnet moving, moving.

(?IRED) And still no corpus, nc mobtive, no criminal.
(PHONE RINGS. PHONE ANSWERED)

(TIRED) Hello. Phoenix Republic, Gene McLain,

My name is Ephram. Run 2 farm just other slde of

Guadalupe, about slx miles south of the Baseline Road.
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GENE !
MAN:

GENE!:
MAN:

GENE:
MAN:
GENE:
MAN:

NARRATOR:

REIK:
{MUSIC:

— e o ——

NARRATOR:

GENE:
NARBRATOR:

-23-
(ANNOYED) Thatfs very nice Mr. Ephram. What do you want?
Look, you been running in the papers about how you'rg
looking for some fellas, ain'‘t you? Franklin andﬂ%'
(JUMPING) We sure are.
Well, one of my pigs died. Took it out over to the south
mountalns, my place 1is in'Phe foothilils of the south
mountains, to bury the h&hﬁhu Otherwlise, well, you know
what happens to carrion arcund fhese parts. |
(IMPATIENT) Yes, yes, well.
Well I found him.
Whe?
This fella Franklin. Bullet Just clean fore out the
right side of that man's face. Thought you'td llke to

mow.

g
Check off point s - corpus, body. And 1n 2 half heur
check off point four - motive.

Peckets emptied, wallet gone, c¢ar gone. Motlve rohbery .

Ard now all that remains 1is point five, the really
difficult point = detectlon and arrest of the ceriminal.,
Yeur headline "where ~re these men" becomes..

(SLOWLY) "where is this man - boby foced killer wanted "
and a2 48 state dregnet, the nationwide scarch narrows
down -- thls few murderers ever consider -- to 2an alerp
landlord who runs a rooming house in Johnson City,

Tennessee.
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MaAN II:

(Mus

NARRATOR:

{MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:

-oh-
Well, I was coming ocut of church and I seen this very
nice attranctive gouple. The girl's from Johnson Clty,
1ocal girl, but the fella I never saw before. And they
wepe walking together right outside the church, coBy 18
two peas, real friendly, %EF then I took 2 good look in

oA Ce Sorm
the fellats face -- .

m;___....&

v — -

Point five, the detectlon and arrest of the criminal.
A Tine essay, written and lived by 2 murderer. Fine

indeed and a blg story, written and lived by 2 reperter.

Renlly flne.

In just a moment w. will rend you 2 telegram from (ene
#MeLain, of the Phoenlx Arizona Republle with the final

cutcomey of tonightt's BIG STORY.

Al —i R e

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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~ THE BIG STORY
o PROGRAM #201

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(JROUPL Guard zgoinst thro.t-seratehi Guard against throot-
seratch!  Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the smooth
o smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. BSmoke a PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cilgarette whose mildness you
gan weasure.
HARRICE: Remember this - the further a puff of smoke i1s filtercd
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes.

T CHAPPELL: it the first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 18

filtercd further than that of any other leading
cigarctbe. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or

17, PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaceos still travels the smoke further - filters the
s arcke and mokes L1t miid,
'HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you 1

amoothnesg, mildnens and satlsfactlcn no other clgaoretts

offers you.
CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette 1in the distinguished
red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES -"outstonding”

HARRICE: and - they are mild!

e’
I.’
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(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

MeLATN:

CHEAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

GARRLTT

-26- REV.

Yow we read you that telegram rpom Gene Melein of the
Phorrnix Arizona Republic,

Although voung killer in tonight's Big Story pleaded not
guilt- and proved himself as wily in esurt as in crime.
He -3 specdily convieted and ended his 1ife in the gas
chambers, Many thanks for tonight's PELL IELL AMARD,
Thrme vou, Mr. Melain,..the pinteaps of PELL MELL FAMCUS
NIGARTTITES are proud to present vou the PELL, MZLL 8500
sward for notable service in the finld of Journnlism.
Ladiss ond gontlcmen; mey I present Ir. Aien O, Gorratt,
rdvertising Mane; v of the srorienn Cigoret - oand Cizar
Oompany. Mr. Garratt,

Than's vou Ernest Chopnell, Four viars ngo, e at Pell
Mell deeided to present o nev %¥ind of radlo program; a
program thet rould aceurately on’ henessly roflect the .
richnsas, thn oxcitement and the viri:d vonders of
imopican 1ife. Ve cnlled it THE BIG STZRY and centersd
it sround the men and women, the repsruors of our free
nerrsTapers, who by their dav-to-dny et ond lives, mee
thiz ‘marien a roclity for us. It 1is fitting that tonlght
the scccnsion of the 200th broadeast of THE BIG STGRY;

we should honor one such reporter, Miss Dorothy Pope of

{

. Vit
211 rencrters, 7l w?{L#’

the Ogdon Utzh Pross, snd in hkonoring her pay tribute to
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POPE:

-27-
Thank you, Mr. Qarratt. It is difficult for snyone to
presume to speak for all the newspapers or all the
members of the working press (that 1s one of the reasons
we enjoy a free press) - and I do not ﬂuﬁpresume, But
one thing 1s sure, <BeewFPell Mell ond THE BIG STORY hnve
earned the respect of every American reporter, and I

think, of every Amerlcan listener, ns well.

bRl 11y MG STORY - (About 2 rodeo :mcl a nﬂn pho killed slx

HARRICE!:

others) will be secen this week on.ch;%Agion 'ééﬂny
thanks, Mr. Garratt, and the American Cigarette & Cigar
Cempany -- and above all, %o our radlo 2udience, many,
many, thanks.
Listen again next week, same tlme, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
ST0RY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Memphis
rennessee Commercial Appeal, by-llne David Bloom. A BIG
STORY abcut 2 reporter who proved that sometimes in
Levert!s Lane people can have 2 rendezvous with ---denth.

THEME WIPE AND. FADE TO BG ON CUE)

—_— e e T = VA i e s — i -—
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CHAPPELL:!

CHAPPELL:

DSV
1/19/52 pm

~28-
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Vladimir
Selinskyf Tonlght's program was adapted by Arnold Perl
from an actunl story from the front pages of the Phoenix
Arizona Republle. Your narrator was Bob Sloan, and
James McCalllon played the part of Gene McLain. In
order to protect the names ¢f people actually involwved
in tonight's guthertic BIG STORY, the nomes of 21l
chapacters in the dramatlzation were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr. Melaln.

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THTS IS NBC....THE NATIONAL EROADCASTING COMPANY .
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THE BLG STORY #202

go:oo -)- io,-ao &) - PEBRUARY 7, 1951 WEDNESDAY

HEENRIETTA:

HENRIETTA ¢

HERRIET:

HENRIET:

PELL MELI FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY !

(CALLING WEARILY) Honey, do you know vhere I put my
cigarette lighter?.,,.(SLIGHT TAKE) Oh, I forgot you're
already upstairs, Jack..Never mnd, ,I'11 uvee a match..
(STRIKE 6F A MATCH) )
T vt
(SPEAKING TO HER HUSBAND UPSTAIRS) .f:ae-t-a-een—a—t this

Sl e e

room, honey...lésd you ever—wee such a mess? Hemeoblw,
Wwbﬂ—m—m_h&ﬂt
s-cmeboéy—&ee-'-s—-p-lg_m...(mnx SIGH, . THEN AS SHE

ity

RECALLS) Buﬁ sure was fun though...(STARTING TO
IAUGH AS SHE RECALLS) Remember-ihen-Charley.sneaked

4 rbo—my ¢ tose t-aRd~gat aAnemol kjdrerves, , (LAUGHING

EARLER) Remember, honey? ] Zrpb—wr—ad when Laura got
ahold of‘vi%'l;'gnd - painted him up with lipstick.....
(LAUGHENG REAL HARD) I - I thought I'd rell under the
couch, ..

(DOOR CHIMES START AND HOLD UNIER:)
(LAUGHTER BEGINNING TO DIE AWAY) I'll get it, Jack..
Scmebody's alwaya forgetting something at parties..

(FEW STEPS TG DOOR OPENING AND:)
(HALF SCREAM OF HORRCR) Oh my Lord! (CALLING WITH TERROR)

Jack! Come quick! Something - something terrible has
happened to - Laura! (WEAKER) Jack, come quick..I think

I'm going to - faint,..

ATHKO1 Q172003




-2 -

CHAPFEIL:  THE BIG STORY. Here is America....Its sound and its
fury,.lts joy and its sorrov..as Taithfully reported oy
the men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.
(PAUSE...COLD AND FLAT) Memphis, Tennessee. JFrom the
pages of The Commerclal Appeal, the story of a chain of
murders which terrorized the youth of an entire city.
Ponight, to David Bloom of the Commereial Appeel, for
his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL AWARD.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #202

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scrateh! Guard against threat-
sepateh! Guard agalinst throat-scratch! Enjoy the

cmooth smooth smoking of Iflne tobaccos, OSmoke &

PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL = the cfgarette whose mildness you
can measure.

Puff by puff you're alvays ahead when you smoke FELL MELL.
Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it beccues. At the
fipst puff by actusl meASUTS PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading clzarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL '3

ereater length of tyaditionally fine tobaceos st1ll

travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes
1% mild,

Tnus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos pive you &

amoothness, mildness and satisfection no other
cigarette offery you.

Smoke PELL MELL -~ the clgerette whose mildness you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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Memphis, Tennessee,..The story as it actually happened..

David Bloom's story as he lived it.,

Today, David Bloom, you're a celebrated sports writer
for the Memphis Commerclal Appeal. And also president
of the Southern Association of Baseball Vriters,,0f
course you can't ever remember & time when you we;gn'ﬁ
excited about bageball, But you do remember a time
vhen you weren't in the sports department of your paper,
You were & police reporter..a police reporter with one

of the most frightening murder storles on your hande, ..

SAM:

(MEWSROOM B,G, TICKER, HUBBUB, ETC) (PHONE RINGS
IN FOREGROUND. . THEN:)
(HURRIED AS HE PICKS UP PHONE) City Desk, Sam Kahn
speaking..¥ep, I'm the City Editor, lady. (TAKE) Are
you sure?! (LISTENING AS HE MNODS ALONG) Homh,...,.Yeah..
T see...Right! Thanks & lot for ecalling usi
(HANGS UP AS:) |
(CALLS OVER SOUND) Bloom! Dave Bloom!
(YOUNG, ALMOST BRASH. . FADES IN FAST) Coming, Sam.,.

Just collecting & bet from the sports department, that's
all,..

Tourirarie-) ?

T hetsgtade 825811 purlB By Ou-L B gine= 2 —LopoTte- writer !
—pob-lnewbnp—yho-rideheds-ine~FAPetmcurve?
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DAVE s

SAM:

DAVE:

SAM ¢
DAVE:

SAM:
DAVE:
SAM:
DAVE:
SAM:

DAVE:

-l -
fﬁS~EMM’Ofm5Wﬂ&N-W~MyMB,

08 CKauditmd 807 .

(TEAD SERTOUS MOW ) ww:mﬁn&d
cena-upaw&th—the-ﬂ&@bwof—mhe Berclair k&&ier-guat.aa
easity -

Oh now, be fair, Sam, Ilve-been-working-on—those—fourr
murders«stx*months*nowf*-Sc“hﬂa"ﬁhewenfﬁreﬂ&emphiﬂ
poliee~foree! Ilve been eating, sleepinz and
nightmare-ing nothlng but those grisly-murders for &
half year «-

(cuTs IN) I know, I know, Dave.

(GOES RIGHT ON) But there's nothing to go on.
Everybody's who'!s ever seen that lousy 1ittle murderer
f¢ dead. ...Those poor kids, AIll they vanted to do
vas a ilttle necking in Lover's Iane...nd new four

or them are dead =

AGd ome more, Dave, . Maybe two -

(TAKE) What do you mean? !

Just what I said. He's loose agsin, I just got a call,
{(FAST NOW) Who was 1t he got?. Where? ! When?.

(FAST) A11 I knov is, 8 fellov named cn_rley'k s and
a girl named Laura Tucker were involved, Been to a
perty at some friends,. They stopped on Highland Avenue
in their car ~ -

Highland Avenue?: Last time 1t was Surmer! Only a

few blocks apart!.
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SAM:

DAVE:

SAM ¢

{MyusIC:

DAVE:

VOICES:

DAVE:

(MUsIC:

NARR:

-5 -

Next thing we know, Laura shows up at the house they'd
just left, She 'd staggered maybe &n eighth of & mile
with & bullet 1n her through the neck and lodged under
her left ear!l -

(TAKE) Then she's glive! Sam, do you know what this
means?! Nobody's lived before to tell us anything!
This girl's alive!

Don't be so sure, BShe's going fast! You'll find her
at the Baptist Memorial Hospital - if you hurry!

— — o I ™ e

(LOW HUBBUB OF PROTESTING REPORTERS AS:)
(PUSHING HIS WAf THRU ) Come on, fellers..Come ON..
Give me & chance to get In -

(10W BECAUSE IT'S & HOSPITAL) What's the i1dee?,. Me've
been here 8 half hour..You're no better than the rest,
DBVG.. s

Honest, fellers...Inspector Morrell 1= in there with
her and he's expecting me, Come on, glve me & break., s

Let me through..

hospital door, you know the other guys are sore at
your advantage. But you don't have time to explaln

to them how Inspector Morrell used to piteh for the
Memphis Chicks years 8goc, how much he appreclates your
remembering the one game {n which he struck oub nine
men in & rovw - and forgetting those other games 1in
which the Inspector broke the team record for handing

out teses on balls.ssss
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INSFECTOR $
DAVE:
INSFP:

INSE:

DAVE:
INSP:

DAVE:

INSP:

DAVE:
LAURA:
TAVE:

LAURA:
DAVE:

LAURA:

-6 -

( DOSRGFENED#ND CLOSED SHUTTING OUT VOICES)
(MIDDIE AGED, VERY MOODY RIGHT NOW,,LOW) Oh,.Hi, Dave =
(1ow) Hi..,,Is - thet her in the bed over there?
Yeah...You can talk to her but don't izke too long..
Shels going ~
I'm sorry..Listen, Inspector - hovw sbout some coffee
and a8 little chat afterwards?
can't, Dave. I'm leaving right now for the office...
I'm in trouble -

In trouble? What for?
For being a&live, I guess, One of the politicos 1=
waiting in my office right now.
So that's 1t! What does he want with you?
The usual, fzgé;:;?::It doesn't look good to have &
crime wave - so somebody!s got to take the rap....Mé..,
See you later -
(DOCR OPENED ON 10V HUBBUB OF VOICES AND SHUT...
A FEW STEPS AND OUT TO:)
(GENTLY)} Miss Tucker?
(VERY WEAK) Yes?
Ttn Dave Bloom, from the Appeal,,.would I bother you
too mueh Lf we talked for & minute or so?
No, 1t's all right...{WEAK SMILE) It'es - fumny -
fhat 187
You being here.,.For months, I been reading your
stories in the Appeal on the other killings gut in

Berciair, .Now - here you are and = here T am..
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DAVE:
LAURA:
DAVE:
LAURA:

DAVE:
LAURA:
DAVE:
LAURA:

DAVE:

TLAURA

LAURA:

DAVE:

LAURA:

- 7 - '
You'll be all right, Miss Tucker, Youlil get better..
(DOESN'T BELIEVE IT) Sure..
Did - dié you get a leck Bt him?
., It - was dark and he - began shooting seo fast I -
I couldn't rightly spe,..He - sgemed to be a - short
man, kind of slim,,(SLIGHT SHUDDER ) Thaet's 811 X
remember of him before - (BREAKS OFF )
Did you hear him éome up on you?
Mo but - I could hear him drive offsue
(SLIGHT TAKE) He - uses & car?
Tt - must have been & Rood car because he must have
driven up awful close to us without us hearing hils
motor or anything before he - (BREAKS OFF)
That's very important, Miss Pucker, wnat you Jjust told
me. Now - 41d he steal anything? Because from %the
looks of the other mur - (CATCEES HIMSELF) - from
hefore, it seems his motive is vobbery. Dic he -
(cUTS IN) Ee -~ went through Charley's pockets..he =
thought I wasa - dead. That's how come L savw,..He took
my watch and - a dtamond cluster ring off me.,I -~ 1
gave the police thelr description -

(DOOR OFENED AND SHUT AS:)

Guess I'1l have to go nov - here comes the nurse.
Well, thanks a great deal, Miss Tucker, . You'll - Dbe
21l right.
(VEAKER) Mr. Bloom?
Yes?
(CRYING NOW) Why - would anyone go a thing like that?
Uhat kind of man wouléd do a thing like thot?!
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(MySIC: _ _ _UP, . » DOWN UNIER:)

NARR ¢ i/hen you reached the Municipal Buildin it was long
efter midnlght. But there were 1ights burning. And you
Lnew whose lights they were. Thoge on the second [loor -
detectives, and Inspector Morrell..Those on the third
f100r - the Mayor, the Chief of Police and some of the
political boys. The lstter held no slected post but

hng an office for convenlence...

(ECHOING*ETEPS”rNﬁﬂﬂﬂH@ﬂﬁEUﬂnﬂﬁB:)

JOB: (JUST-AN ‘kNGRY'*AD--LI-B—-RWBEEwGBOWING-M)
i iaad o —
NARR: You could hear 'Honest' J°$4 one of the boys all the

way down the hall, coming through the Inapector's door..
As you tried te go in, you were stopped by Honest'
Jee'ls man..

{Muszc:_ _ _ €UI)

ELLIE: {ZODYGUARD. . VERY SOFT-SPOKEN, SELF-ERFACING) Sorry..

Can't go in..

DAVE : 'Honest' Joe's in there, lsn't he?

ELLIE: I rcckon SO -

DAVE! Trat would happen if'g;h&ageé-&n°

o, {Rmmmw DOOR BURSTS OFEN)
\Eﬁils:w ‘1MBLE) Step aside, plecsc..cnn't you see Mr. Norwood's

econing out?
(ANGRY STEPS START PADING UNTER® }
ELLIS: (FADING) Everything a1l right, Mr. Norwood? Anything I

can do, Mr, Norwood?

(DOOR SHUT CUTTING OFF STEPS QUTSIIE)
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IHSP:

DAVE:
INSP:

DAVE:

INSP:

DAVE:

INSP:

DAVE:

TNSP:

DAVE:

INSE:

INSP:

. -.9-
(VEARY) Hi, Dave..(LET'S HIS BREATH E3CAFE SIOWLY)
Phew,..
W hat does he want from you - blood?
Scems unless I solve the case - and solve 1t fast -
I'm out..
Ke's cracking the whip roal protty, aintt he?
{RALF TO HIMSELF) How I wish I could throw that man
a few curves, Just enough to strike him out, Lord,

how I wish that!

Forget him,..What's with the informetion Laura Tucker
gave you? _
(1T 700 HDPEFULJ It moy be helpful but I don't ¥now,.
soon as the pawnshops open in the morning, we'll pass
out the deseription of her diamond cluster ring and
the sepial number on her wateh...Then we pray the
murderer i8 stupld enough to try and peun the stuff -
T1d she tell you about his driving away ina car
Mov that puzzles me. From her degcpiptlon - qulet
motor, no squeaksﬁg; rattles ~ it sounds 1like he's
driving & real good car, But vhat would & man with a
renl good car - a man who could afford one - what would
ne be doing killing people just to rob them of cheap
rings and watches? ﬁnless he were croazy -
O unless he worked for &4 garage - or as a chauffeur,.
And the car didn!t belong to him -
Maybe s50,.

(PHONE RINGS..UNDER:)
(REAL DOWN IN THE MOUTH) There it 1= -
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DAVE: There's what?
INSP: Thot phone...Second inning coming up -
(RECEIVER UP AS:)

INSP: Morrell speaking...¥Yes, sir,.Yes, Chief..T'll be right
up -

(HANGS UP)

INSP: Fonest Joe ain't satisfied yet... Nov he's in the
Chief's office and they're both gonne WOTK out on mMe...
(LIXE BEFCRE BUT MORE S0 }.-ﬁ:ow T wish L could piteh to
that man, for a change - and not he to mol . Hell,
zce you tomorrov, Dave., .

(MUSIC: _ _ _UP...DOWN UMDER:)

(MEWSPAPER OFFICE B.G. IN FIRST SCENE WITH
TYPFWRITER IN FOREGROUND)

NARR: (10W) Now you'ro back at the office, knocking out the
story of the nlght just onding. ... You ke out things
14xe the serial number of the watch ond the business of
the pawnbrokers because you don't want to tip the
mrderer off - just in esse ne's too stupld not to
rnow it himself, Then - you suddenly =toD.

{CUT TYPEWRITER)

Lﬂﬁﬂ@?&?:ﬂ:ﬁdﬁﬁﬁk-

NARR: Yeu walk over to 3Sam Kahn's desk and plop yourself
down, .

DAVE:+ Sam, tell me somethlng, did you ever think about what
kind of & lover I'6 make?

SAM: Huh?! Easy, son, take it easy -
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SAM:

DAVE!

- 11 -
I got an ides, Sam, ..Until tonight we had slmest no
ciues, mothing. Tonight, we got some - but I don't
shink they're going to lead anywhere.
{(BEGINNING TO SUSPECT) Dave, I think I xnovw what you've
driving at and I'm not sure I like it -
I'm going %o do i%t, Bam - 1ike 1t or not...In & couple
veeks, I'll become the hottest necker in Memphls, 111
pe out in Berclair every night...Who knowg? I might

even get to like It - for a while, 8nyUaF. vss

(COMMERCIAL}
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THE BIG BTORY

PROGRAM #202

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELIL:$
HARRICE:
CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard sgeinst throat-scrateh! Guard against throat-

secratch! Guard against throat-scratch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke &

PELL MELL. |

Yes, smoke PELL MELI, - the clgarette whose mildness

¥ou ¢Ah measure,

Puff by puff you're always ahead vhén you smoke PELL
MELL.

At the first puff by sctusl measure PELL MELL amcke 18
f+1tered further than that of any other leading cigarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL'S
preater length of traditionally fine tcbaccos st11l
travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes
1t mild,

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellov tobaccos give you a
smgothress, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette
offers you.

Guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

Smoke FELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you c&n
messure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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{Musics: _ _

BARRICE:

NAhR:

DAVE:

SAM:

DAVE:

- 13 -
_INTRODUCTION AND UNDER:)
This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Dave Bloom, &s he 1ived 1t and wrote
it... . hns
Aboub—si# weekd hewe gone by since you, Dave Blocm,
police reporter for the Memphts Commercial Appesl,
had decided to become a decoy lover, Every night for
a week, with a girl at your side, you'!d heen sltting
in your car..walting., The place? Berclaly, scene
of six gruesome nurders to date..But youfve begun to
lose hope as the eighth night approaches,,.and you're
discussing it with your city editor,
(NE4SROOM B.G..)
{CONCERNED) Dave, I think you'd better make this the
last night,..
Maybe so, Sam. Maybe I'm rushing the ruyderer., Last
time he killed six months apart,.It's only six weeks since
he did in Charley E&i;:J;nd that poor girl, Lesura -
Cheel the pawnbrokers lately? ‘
Check 'em like & bloodhound..regularly,.Vell, better
net a move on, Can't keep my gal watting - See you
later - -
Dave -
Umh?
Got your gun?
What do you think?
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DAVE:
GIRL I:
DAVE:
GIRL I:

GIRL I:

DAVE?

GIRL I:

DAVE:

GIRL I:

DAVE:

GIRL I:

DAVE:

- 14 -

(NIGHT S0UNDS. . ESTABLISH. . THEN? }

(10W) What time is it, honey? left mine at home -

(10W) After one, Dave..

Getting bored?

(WRY SMTLE) You oxpect me to get bored, being out with

a demon lover elght nights in a row? !

Why, honey! If that 1ap't an invitation then I've

never heard ocne -

(CUTS IN WITH HALF SCREAM) Dave! Behind you! DAVE]
{SUDDEN OFENING OF CAR DOOR AS STEPS ARE HEARD
RUSHING OFF UNTER: )

(SHOUTING) Stop or 1'11 shoot!

(SEVERAL SHOTS.,.AS SHOTS DIE CUT CAR IS HEARD
SLIGHTLY OFF STARTING UP AND FAST GETAWAY UNDER:)

(RALT HYSTERICAL) Dave,..Dave, are jou = 211 right?f.

Dax5T-;~thiak-&lm~u—ge&ag-%o—-—£&§n%...

He got away! Dagigtbm! He had his car behind those

bushes! (SLIGHT TAKE) Bonli-fainti——Pierve—dondi—I

1muuxmknnx.uhaz_xo—do-ﬂerﬂﬂnd

Deve, .Hs - he 1ooked - through your open -rindow, He

- had a - gun and -

Go on, honey..Go on,.i shouldn't have turned my back!

Go on - '

T - T couldn't make out his - face but he started to -

run before I -~ eVEn screamed. . .

{PAKE) He started to run before you gsepeamed?! Why?!

Why should he?!
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{Muszc:
NARR:

INSP!

TNSP:

DAVE:

DAVE:

IN3P:

- 15 - _

One second he was looking at your facc..the next, he
started to run...llke = he'd recognized you, llke he
- knew you!
Yhen you got back to the office your hands shook for
gquite some time. It was too cragy to believe -- that
the murderer was someone who knew Jjou, Dave Bloom.
Because 1f he knev you, the odds were Jou knew him..the
odds were it wae someone you s4W freguently, regularly.
And that was ambsolutely crazy!
(10W) You didn't know it then, but that vas the first
of o serles of othcr crazy events..The ncxt one btegan &
few days later, when you walked into Inspector Morrell*s
coffice...
(/i MAN WITH A HEADLCHE) Before you sit down, Dave, mind
gatting me 8 glass of cold water cut of the tap there?
Heddache?

{START TAP RUNNING UNIER: }
(MISERABIE) "Honest" Joe Norwood,..same thing..
Water's warm.,.I'11 let it run for a2 little while,.

{JUST HOLD WATER AND THEN SUDDEN SLOSHING OVER

AS SINK OVERFLOWS AND:)

o

(TAKE) Hey! Your sink's stufdied up! Voter's runnlng

£ox

over!

(TAP TURNED OFF AS:)
(EXPLODES) I told him, darn it! T told him yesterday
that something was stopping up thot ginz] Why does
everything happen to me?)
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DAVE:

INSP:

{MYSICs

RAY:

RAY:

DAVE !

INSP:
RAY:
DAVE
RAY:

DAVE:

RAY:

- 16 =
Told whom? _

(RECEIVER UP ANGRILY...DIAL TWICE AND:)
(ANGRILY INTO PHONE) Ray?! Is that you?! Well, drat
1, wan - get up here and fix that sink of mine! It's
over-flowed! You're supposed to be the city plumber,
gin't you?!

(CLANK OF SMALL PIFES TAKEN APART. . HOLD. . THEN

LIGHP SWING OF WATER ANDz)

{THE PLUMBER) Thefe she is, Inspector,..There's your
villisin..Stuck in the draini

(PAUSE . ,THEN)

(TAKE) What's the matter! Why . are guye staring ot me
1like that?

{TENSE ) Let me see that..

Here..Looks like a cheap ring of some zind, wibh-that-
MbLieciustep-of-dtamonds, locks 1ike the kind kids
weLr o=

Here ., .You look ot 1t, Inspector..

(32AT, THEW:) It's it, oll right,.Loura Tucker's
diamond cluster ring..

{TAKE ) Right here in the Municipal Builaing?! Well, what
do you know|]

Ray, tell me --

Whnt?

Vhere - I mean, that drain,,it's responsible for -
what sinks in this building?

(THINKING ) Well,,thls one here .~ ™ 2Ty oo
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DAVE:
RAY:

INSP:

{MUsIC:

SAM:

DAVE:

SAM:

DAVE:

SAM =

DAVE:

- 17 -
And? 4
Anqﬁthe ones on the third floor right above..
(EXPLODES) (ALMOST COMICALLY) There you have 1t, Dave!
When I said everything happens to me, I meant but
everything!  You know who's got offices on the floor
apove?! The Mayor, the Chairman of the Board of
Education, the Fire Chlef, the Police Chief and "honest"
Joe Nopwood] If you wers e, which one of them would

you arrest for the Lovers?! Lane murders? |

(NEWSPAFER OFFICE B.G.)
(VRY) Anything nev on the "Mystery of the Municlpal
Drain"?
(IOT IN A JOKING MOOD) Yeah, Sam,..The Fire Chief set
the Mayor on fire, the Chairman of the Board of Educatlon
tried to re-educate the Fire Chief, the Follce Chief
has taken up the harp end Honest Joe is Honest Joe...
Nothing new at &ll -
...5eriously, Dave -
{JuMPY) Seriously, 3am, I'm going off my rocker. The
marderer seems to be a man whoe knows me and I him, He
drops diamond clusters in the municipal dralns. Period!
Morrell doing anything about tracking the ring down?
Whet can he do?! He's even seared to tell the Chlef
sbout 1t. It was his sink, wasn't 162!
(EALF JOKE) You don't think Morrell could have done it,

do you?
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DAVE:

DAVE:
SAM:
DAVE:
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Of course not.
{(SLIGHT PAUSE)
You want to follow up BNY more of these tipster
l1etters? Here's another sample..(READING) Dear 3ir,
Please don't glve my name away but I'm positive my
husbend did those murders. He is the nastiest men =
(cuTs IN) Lord, nol It alvays gives me the chills %o
think of how many people There are in this world who
don't know it but who have other people stalking them
with the most murderous grudges against them..
Yeah..-
Vell...I'm off again -

Uhere to this time?

......

Broke’&eaﬁn?
Mo - still digglng -

-_-_...._.._._..__..___...._..._._
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NARR: S0 you start the weary merrf-go-round again of all the
pawnshops 1n Memphis. Onﬁe you cﬁrried those watch
numbers on & piece of paper,,But now youlve got them
carved lnside your head,.

(DOOR WITH JANGLING BELL OFENS)

NARR You look at the pawnbroker's face and you know the
pnaver = i o

DAVE Don't tell me..I can see by yourﬂégéﬁT:ﬁgthing,.

(MUSIC _ .. _UP. . DOWN 10:)

NARR 3 And by the elghth pavnshop, you even know the variations
on the ansvwers....

DAVE: 0%, Ok..The watch hasn't come in and you don't think
the murderer would be that stupid. ., (SARCASTIC) Thanks..
Adviee is one thing I don't need right novw,..

(DOOR OPEMED TO STREET SOUNDS AND DOOR SHUT AB:)

(MUSIC: _ _ _UB._._DOWN UNDER:)

MARR: S0 you keep walking from one pawngshop to the next..
until you're so tired and depressed thet you gstart
into the last ona on your 1list without notieing that
someone 1s coming out,.

(MUsFee oo OB o )

(STREET SOUND B.G.)

EDNA: (AEOUT THIRTY, SOFT SPOKEN, LIKEABLE BUT A LITTLE SHABBY)
(AS DAVE BUMPS INTO HER) Oops!

DAVE: (TAKE ) Oh..Gee,II‘m sorry. I - dldn't mean to bump into
you like that,.

EDNA: (EMILE} It's OKyus

DAVE: ol o o' P
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EDNA: (GOING OFF ) Good bye..

(SLIGHT PAUSE..THEN A FEW STEPS AND DOOR WITH
RENGENG=EPLL, ON IT OPENS AND SHUIS CUTTING OFF
THE STREET SOUNDS AS:)

MAN IIX: (EXCITED} Bloom! Bloom, vhat are you?! You must be
psychic! That's 14! Like in the magazines! They say
some people ere psychic! They know just vhen -

DAVE: (cUTS IN) Wait & minute!l Hold on! What are you
talying about? : Flmdgtmg e younde—end L. got i Jou
$p—bunn e tle—sepsyehie-atond -

MAN III: muat woman! You must hove seen her! She Jjust wo lked
out! That womnn! Look! Thenumbers on tie watch!
They're the same;

(MUSIC: _ _ _STING_FIGH._. DOWN UNDER:)

NARR: (FAST) Her name was Ednn Knuckles, which didn't mean
anything to you. And nelther did her address. But
you got to her house as fast as you could - 4 medeat
1ittle cottage, with gingham curtalins, in 3 modest
neighborhood. .find you hod no trouble getting inside.
She greeted you ot the door with o smile, recognized
you 28 the man who bumped into her and valted politely
for you to tell her why you'd come. .

DAVE: Miss Knuckles, Iim 2 reporter,.for the Appenl.a.

Deve Bloom. .
EDNA: (FOLITELY) Oh yes..0f course..Pleased to mest you =
DAVE: It's - about the watch you just povned, I - wanted

to talk with you a bit...
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BERT:

LORETTA:
HARRIET :
LORETTA:

HARRIET:

it '

—

Jackson, Mississippi...the story as it actually
happgned...Paul Tiblier's story, as he lived it...

— g

Most psople celebrates the Fourth of July in the seme
way, more or less. To most people it is a day off,

a day of oratory and parades and fireworks, eor—

T 7 #.38 TWE YW

L A T B X

“l < l ';_ ‘ I _‘.- .;=a~ -.r.\_n 1 u P

thewewewe. Dut for you, Paul Tibller of the Jackson
Dally News, the Fourth of July has a special
significance, For this 1s the date of your Big
Story, and this is the way it bepdn{. It begtinf in
the nearby town of Crystal Springs, in Copiah County.
It begdnk’vith an incident, in itself harmless, in
jtself of no conseguence, A man and woman drive
their car up to an attractive young girl standing
on a street corner and....

(CAR SLOWING TO STOF, BRAKING, MOTOR IDLING )
(CEEERFULLY) Afternocon, Loretia,
On, Afternoon, Mr. Kiley...Mrs. Kilev.
Like to go for a ride with us?
(DUBIOUS) Well, I don't know. I've got to be
home early...
Ch, come on, honey. It's hot here in town, a
nice ride'll ¢ool you off. Bert and me are
aiming to drive out into the country somewhere,
have early supper, and get home before dark.

Now, what do you say?
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BEAT:

LORETTA:.

BERT :
(MUSIC:

WARR:

SHERIFF:

BAUL:

SHERIFT:

PAUL:
SHERIFF:

PAUL:
SHFRIFF:

-5-

Sure Loretta. What do you say? If you want to come
along, we'll be glad to have you.

1...al1 right, Mr, ¥iley. Thank you, ~ebmddyr,  I'd
love to.

7ine! Hop in...and let's go!

— e

in incident, in itself harmless, in itself of no
consequence, But it is seen by & number of citizens
of Crystal Springs, and remembered, on thls sizzling
het Independence U2y, TPt iR i
Xogrimassas. A week later, you're making & routine
phone cheek around the counties near Jackson, and

in the process you talk to your good friend, Sheriff
Ben Mattson, of Copliah County...

(FIITER) Got an item that might interest you, Paul
if you want to run down from Jackson.

Yes? What is it, Ben?

Man named Jess Forbes just walked in here.

Reported his sister missing, ever since the

day of tre Fourth,

Fmmm. That'd be a week now,

That's right. As the story gzoes, 2 coiyfie named
Kiley, Bert end Harriet Kiley, picked her up

to take her for a drive. They came back to

Crystal Springs, but this girl, Loretta Forbes,
didnt't.

Why not?

Thatts what I'm going to find out. We're plcking

up the Kileys for questioning now. If you'lre
interested, come on down,
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{MUSIC: ... .UP _AND UNDER) e —

NARR:

PAUL:
SHERIFF:

PAUL:
SHERIFF:

FAIIL:
SHERIFF:

PAUL:

+
‘
SHERIFF:/// Step into my office, Paul, I'm going to glve

You!re\ interested, And so begins a story that later

mushrocped into a great and fearful hue and cry, sweeping

across QQe cotton country, the bayous, and the Yaz

deltas of\M}ssissippi. So begins your Big Stor

Paul Tiblie;\n{ the Jackson Daily News, as ygu

see, Sheriff Béﬁ“&sttson....

Youtve gquestioned tﬁe\Kileys, Ben?
N

Yep. Two or three timed, Paul. Tuey're in my
office now.
What kind of story did they 1 vou?
T¢!'s ecrazy. I don't beljtve it, Ibu wouldntt. Nobody
would., fnd vet...
Yet what? 5 Y

I've tnlked to

hushand. en Harriet, the wife, And eachigtory

checks, #Fact for fact, almost word for word.
They"must have rehearsed 1t together for days.

.¥hat's the story, Ben?

them another golng over, this time together.

And you might as well listen in for yourself!

USZ6+~ SHORT DRIDGE)

SHERIFF:

HARRIET :

Sheriff, Harriet and me, we told vou what happened!
(GRIMLY) Tell me again, XKiley. You say this Forbes
girl was a friend of yours, she worked in the five-and
-ten, and you took her for a ride.

That's all there was to it, Sheriff, just as Bert
said.
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THE BIG_STORY

§0:03-§0:3% M FEBRUARY 14, 1951 WEDNESDAY

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

(MUSIG:_ _ FANFARE)

NARR Tt was July in Mississippl, and the mob walted in front of
the prison, and the accused couple came out of the car,
handcuffed to the Sheriff and his deputies...

{CROWD BUZZ)

MAN 1: Here they come, the dirty murderers.

MAN 2: Yeah, Here they come.
(CROWD ROAR UP.,.UGLY)

MAN 1: Look at the cops protectin’ them!

MAN 2: If you don't hang ‘em, Sheriff, we willi
(CROWD UP THEN LOWER SOMEWHAT)

SHERIFF: (YELLING) Come on, get back, get back.

MAN 1: TLemme at 'em Sheriff!

MAN 23 Yeah, lemme take a punch at ‘em, the Airty...

SHERIFF: (BAWLS) Cet back, you crazy fools. Clear the sidewalk.

(CROWD HIGH)

MAN 1: Killers., Dirty murderers. ) p

MAN 2: Let's 1ynch 'em boys. n‘yf'” . EOIPE Z,n_, /l_,:_;-/;;g,,fg,,,. -,

MAN 1: Yeah. Lyneh ‘eml KIll 'e l;iﬁ&E;xhem.ﬂmﬂﬂﬁziﬁzzszﬁ:IZEHr
ant_ 18ave Lo o=siter bt i S

(CROWD ROAR UP UGLY)

{MUsIC: _ _HIT UP AND UNDER)

ARTHC1 Q172027




Wb

-2~

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1s America. Its sound and its fury,
1ts joy and its sorrow, as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. Jackson,
Mississippi. From the pages of the Jackson Daily News, the
story of a reporter who conguered a mod with a single weapon
..+.the truth, Tonight, to Paul Tiblier of the Jackson,
Mississippl Daily News, for his BIG STORY goes the PELL
MELL AWARD.

——— At w— o —

(COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #203

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

guard against throat-secratch. guard against throat-scratceh.

Guard against throat-seratch, EnJjoy the smocoth, amooth

smoking of fine tocbaccos, Smoke a PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL...the cilgarette whose miidness you
can measure. _

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MBLL.
Remember this..the further a puff of asmoke is Flltered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the first
puff by actual meapure PELL MELI. smoke is filtered further

than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL'S greater length

of traditionally fine tobaccos sti11l travels the smoke
further...filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine meéllow tobacood give you &

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette

of fers you.
Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
measure, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAHETTES..."Outstanding"!

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPFELL?

a1
1/22/51 pm

- 27 - _

THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original musie composed and conducted by Viedlmir
Sgl%nsky. Tonight's program was adepted by Abram 3.
é;éﬁ;?;}rom an sctual story from the front pages of-

the Memphis, Tennessee Commercial Appeal, Your narrater
was Bob Slosn, and Bernard Grant played the part of
David Bloom, In order to protect the nanes of peopls
actually involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY,

the names of a1l characters in the dramatigatlon were

changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr, Bloom.

e AR ey T =

Thig program is heard by members of the Armed Forces
overseas, through the facllitles of the Armed Forces
Radio Service,

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the mokers of
PELT, MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS I3 NBC..THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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THE_BIG STORY
- PROGRAM  #203

CAST
BOB SLOAN
PAT HALSEY
HARRIZT PRIESTLEY
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FRANCIS DE SALES
$COTT TENNYSON
MICHATL C'DAY
MICEASL 5'DAY
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JCT DE SANTIS
JOE DE SANTIS
NELVILLE RUICK

WEDNESPAY, FFBRUARY Mlth, 129%
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #202

CIO3ING COMMEECIAL:
GROUP: Guard agelnst throat-seratch! Guard against throat-

seratch! Quard agalinst throat-scratchi Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a FELL
MELL.

CHAPPELL: Yos, smoke PELL MELL, - the clgarette whoze mildness jou
can measure,

HARRICE: Remenmber thie - the further a puff of =uoke 1y filtered
tiwough fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes,

CHAPPELL: At the first puff by aciual meagure FELL MELL smcke 13
£4{1ter=¢ further than that of any other leading
cigarctte, lcreaver, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or

7, PELL MELL'S ~reater length of traditionally fine
tobeccos stlll travels the smoke further - filters the
amoke and makes it mlld.

HARRICE: rhue, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobacoaes Sive you &
sricothness, miléness and satisfaction no other eigarette
offers you.

CHAPPELL: Asw for the longselr, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

'L

red package. FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstapding.
HARRICE! Ang - they arg mild!
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o dag R R

CHAPPELL:

BLOOM:

CHAPFELL:!

HARRICE:

Now we pead you thet telegram from Davideloom of
the Memphis, Tennessee Commercial Appeal...
Killer in tonight's Big Story at first confessed to
police the robberies and killings and then later 1n
court denled his guilt, Hovever mess of evidence was
so great he was speedlly convictod and peid with his

R R o R
lifepat Tennessee State Prison. Bee—eieetriTThgll,
ended—ntg—career-trr-the-tte-deagugs—Ui-mrder, My
sincere thanks for tonight's Pell Mell Avard...
Thank you, Mr, Bloom,,.the makers of PELL MELL FAMOU3
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
4500 Award for notable service in the field of
journallism.
Listen agaln next week, same time, same statlon, vhen
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BICG STORY from the front pages of the Jackson
Missippt Daily News, by-line ngl Tiplier, A BIG STORY
ateut a reperter who foundlﬁggﬁ one of the most

powerful weapons with which to fight murder is,..truth,

AT A R e Nl ST = AT =
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EDNA:

DAVE:

EDNA:

DAVE:

EDHA:

DAVE:

EDNA:

DAVE:

EDNA

DAVE:

EDNA

(MUSIC:

- 21 —.
(NOT SCARED, JUST CAUTIOUS) About the vateh? (LITTLE
LAUGH) Why should that interest you? From 2 nevapaper
(LYING) Well,.you sse, 1t's this Way...Me do - what
ve call human interest storles..
oh.,I see..That's nice -
I thought maybe I'd write one nbout - Well, what makes
a woman like you pawn gsomething that's probably very
volusble to you...in 2 gentimental way, that 1s..Like
the watech,.
On, but I couldn't tell you that! (T&UGHS) I wouldn't
want my nare in the papers. Besides, then he'd know,
T+ I %013 you, and you printed it he'd know ond 1t
would spoil 211 the fun...
Miss Knuckles,.who - would know?
(BLITHELY) My boy friend..You sese, (3IC SECRET) his
birthday is soon,.4nd I wanted to surprise him,, So I
powned the watch he gave me for my birthdey to get 2
present for his blrthday..Do you understondg?
Yes,.Yes, I think I do,.It's ~ o very touching and
-~ human 1ded. .. .
Tsn't it though?! (PROUD OF HERSELF) And I know just
vwhat I'm going to get Ellis for his oirthdays I picked
it out the other ~
{cuTS IN} E1llis?
£111s Brown, he's my boy_friend..He‘s very important..

He works for Mr, Norwood,.You know - "yonest Joe Norwood..
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HARR:

INSP:

DAVE:

ITNSP:

CLERK :

- 22 -
(FAST) You don't hear the rest of what she tells you
because you're trying to remember who ©1lis Brown 1s
1n Norwood's collection! Ellis Brown...Ellis Brovwn, ..
You'd never heard the name in just thet - {TAXE} Then
it pits you! Of course! The little mn, his bodyguard
oand ehouffeur, the one who tried to stop you from golng
into the Inspector's rocom! Nobody ever galled him
E1llis or Brown or anything! He was Just there! But you
remember now - Inspector Morrell mentioned his nome
once! You thark Edna Knuckles and get out as fast a8
you ean!

(QUICK DIALLING,,THEN BUZZ ON FILTER AND: )

(FILTER) Morrell speaking..
(FAST) Inspector, listen! This is Tove! Remember, you
once told me you'd love nothing better thin to pitch
some curves at Honest Joe?!
(T5KE Go on! }
Get your boys and mset me at Ellls Brown's hotel!
Ellis prwnlz Hisz - bodyguard? !

R
R T

Cheek! t:hE-_""w,')gm: your pitehing arm wevned up but fost!
(HUBBUB OF HOTEL LOBBY)

(OFFICIAL) I'm Inspector Morrell, Chief of Detectives!

This is official! Give me the key to Ellis Brown's

roon)

{sciRED) I'm - I'm sorry, Inapector..He just left..

In - in an awful hurry. ..

(TAKE) Left?! FPor vhere?!
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INSP:
CLERK :

DAVE:
CLERX:

{MUSLC:

ELLIS:

EDNA ¢

ELLIS:

EDNA:

ELIIS

EDNA

EDNA:

- 23 -

Speak up, man! Speak upl

(MORE SCARED) I - oughtn't to te1l..It's confidentinl...
You see, I1'm on the gwitohboard as wéll as the desk,.

He - got o c¢all from his - girl friend and =

Fdna Knuckles! That poor idiot!

Thoet's her! You know her so I guesa 1+!'s OK! Seems

ghe was worﬁied ebout something she'd done and he

hurried right over there!

(BRUTAL) Edna, the wetch! The watch! What did you do
with 1t?! Tell me or - -
(TERRIFTED AND CRYING) Ellis, hone¥..Like I told you
on the phone,.I - after he left, I got scared,..The woy
ne asked gquestions,..Aind knowlng you vere sort of in
nolitics I didn't rightly know, And -

The wetch! Edno, the ¥ateh! Wint 814 you do with the
untch? . '
{PAIN) Ellis, my orm! BEloaserrplensop—honef.youwlre
humtingwme+“mi—~*unIy“ﬂtu“rr“tc“pieasevyeu1 I - wantgd

to get you a = ving for your birthdoy..treentbed, ..

o
from_me_xn#uou+-—{eReﬁﬂ&fgz:;zmg*~zt::sjmheney -

I‘11ﬁhna5K:Lt&ﬂﬂ}fﬂﬂﬂﬁﬁﬁﬂf"ﬂﬁ?é‘“rwItﬂﬁr@ﬂk“%%—untiaQ
woumxel;amﬁ’f/’/
W

Se I - paowned 1t! I powned 1t to get money for your -

(BEATS HER HARD. . SLAPS, ETC,...a8¢)
We! Ellls, honey - no}l Oh, my fuceé My face..Honej,
T gid it for you...for you, honey...Just to get you 2
pretty - ring..{SCREAMS) E1lis, honey - no!

(DOOR CRASHES OPEN AS:)
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INRP:
ELLIS:
EDNA:

B

ELIT3:
IN3P:

INSP:
DAVE:
INSP:
DAVE:
INSP:

{MUSICs ..

S e

CHAPPELL?

Y b —

- 24 -
(HARD) Stand still, Brown. .
Edne, I1'11 -

(TARKE ) The law! 1711 k11l you!
(ScR@MmMs) Please,..Honey, no.. L
- tAfy tprie {»’—A1 Y. ft..{' /"‘:"..—-

1 -

Brown, let her go
(SCUFFLE UNDER AS:)

Let go of ﬁel Let go! )

(DISGUST) All right, boys,.Take him out to the wagon.

{HARD)

(FADING GRUNTS AS HE'S LED - OFF)

(SLIGHT PAUSE EXCEPT FOR)

(I/EEPING LOVW)

Mlss Knuckles, I'm sorry...

A11 I did was try to get him 8 nice birthday present.,

T only did 1t for his sake..

Know what, Dave?

YWhat?

Remember that game 1 pitehed nine atrike-outs in a yow?
Sure do, Inspector..

That's the way I feel today, boy..that'ls the way I

feel 1like when I pitched nine strike-outs in a row,

(BOTH LAUGH-AND-INTO 2 ).

In just a moment ve will read you a telegram from Devid
Bloom, of the Memphis Commercial Appeal with the fimpal

outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

ATHKOT 8172037




-13.

NARR: You go bock to the office, and write the story.
The next day you get repercussions...people éhub
vou on the strect...anonymous, threatening phone
colls,..the treatment. The public clamor rises...
and this time, part of it is against vouw, Paul
Tiblier, of the Jackson Daily News, fnd then, on
the following day, the 1id blows off.

(PHONE RING.)
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

PAUL: Tivlier, Dally News.

SHERIFF: paul, Ben, Got a little item for you,

PAUL: Yes? What is 1t, Ben?

SHERIFF: They just found Loretta Forbes.

PAUL: Loretta Forbes? Vhere?

SHERIFF: In a field near Byram. esx With her head bashed in!

(MUSIC: _ _ UP_INTQ CURTLIN)
{Muszc: _ _ TUBNTABLE).
(COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #203

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-serateh! Guard against throat-
seraten! Guard agalnst throat-scrateh! Enjoy the gmooth
smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whese mildness you
can measure.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.

At the first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 18

filtered further than that of any octher leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccaes sti1ll travels

the smoke further - filters the sroke and makes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow Lobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offars you.

Guard against throat-scrateh!

Enjoy the zmooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke FELL MELL - the clgarette whose mildness you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - *gutstanding!”

And - they are mild.
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PAUL:
SHERIFF:

PAUL:

SHERIFF:

PAUL:
SHERIFF:

~15-

This 1s Cy Harrice réturning you to your narretor...and the
Big Story of Paul Tiblier...as he lived 1t..an§dﬁotb EZE’ .'..
You look up into the sloudless, azure-blue sk§4 and you
wateh £he vultures cirecle asround and around, WPEpEmyep
Lrwele=swauder Around and around they go, dipping and
gliding and wheeling on motlonless wings, angry and
frustrated, robbed of their carrion prey. And then you,
Prnieiid et T T SO DT oy stare down at the
pltiful remains of what was once a young and lovely girl.
She 1ies there, face turned upward to the relentless hot
smash of the Missiesippl sun, there in the scrub grass
just off Spring Ridge Road. You NS ET AT turn
to Sheriff Ben Mattaoni...

You're sure this is Loretta Forbes?

No doubt sbout 1t, Paul. Her brother was Just here, and
identifled her,

Looks as though she went through quite a struggle before
she got that blow on the head.

Yep., From the looks of her clothes, she put up quite a
battle. And according to her brother, some Jewelry she
wore is missing.

Wno found her here, Ben?

A@ mamTTemoweer.  He's got a cabin about half a

You can see by the impression in

the gress that the girlis body weas dragged in off the road,

just far enough to hide 1t from view.

ARTHOT Q17,2040




PLUL:
(CONTD)

— s — —

SHERIFF:

PAUL:

SHERIFF :

PAUL:

SHERIFF:

PAUL:

SEERIFF:
PAUL:

SHEERIFF:

PAUL:

=10-
The voices are ominous, they grow strgnger, and they
say, kill and lynch, they say the Klleys are guilty.
Yet, they have no gvidence, they have no proof,
They forget that the accused 15 still immocent in this
country, znd in the state of Mississippi, until proven
gullty!

This is tgp biﬁinning. i few hours later, and again,
you're faﬂBeﬁ ‘Mattson's office -~

Ben, I got a relay of your ¢zll to my office, and

I came right over. What's up?

The Crand Jury's just instructed me to release the
Kileys.

I see. No body, hewcarpusiszdies; no proof of
Loretta Forbes' decease.

And no murder indictment. Insufficlent evidence.

( u.h.T) Ben» a#
Fapi

—

You've heard the talk on the street corners:m
e

Tive neard it., And I don't 1llke 1t,

Neither do I. It's pretty ugly. It's got the
sound of lvnch talk,

Yesh. fnd when they hear we've released the Kileys,

it's going to get worse.
spread, Paul., Once loose
pretty hard

Bon, I'm convinced Bert and Harriet Kiley are innocent.
ind do you ¥now why?
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SHERIFF ¢
PAUL:

SHERIFP:

PAUL:

SHERIFF:

PAUL:

SHERIFF:
PAUL:

SHERIFT :

-11-

Vhy?

Because I think they're telling a straight story.

T talked to thelr neighhors and they tell me the
Kileys are basically decent people, this drunken brawl

was an exception. I keep asking myself where's the

motive, -wh
rerTUTITSIETS Tt ey 0RO C ot

£11 right, You think they're innocent. Yhat can you
do 2bout it?

I'm going out on a 1limb and say so...in tomorrow's
Dzilvy News.

You do that, and you're going %o make yourself
mightly unpopular with the folks hereabouts.

T krow. 3ut it's a funny thing about a mcb, Ben.
The think they just hang & vietim. 3But what

they really hate...and what they really heng...

{s tre truth., {4 PALUSE) Een...

Yeos?

Before I write this story, I'd like to talk to the
Kileys alone, How abcut it?

Co ahezd. But take my advice Panl, Before vyou
stick vour nock out, before you print that story...

think it over!
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BERT: Mr. Tiblier, what can my wife and I say? What
can we tell you except what welve alreadv told
you...the trnth. /nd that's what we're stlcking by.

HARRIET: Bertls right, Mr, Tiblier, Why should we lie?

PAUL: (A BEAT) You know what people are saying, you know
what they thlnk?

BERT: Yes. We kunow. : /rriz{ N

PAUL: The Sherifft!s releasing yo “tomorrow, Mr. EKiley.
Maybe you and your wife had = better leave Mississippi

for awhile, t111 this blows over.

BERT : No sir, we won't leave!
PAUL: (i SE/T) You won't?
BERT: We're staving right here... Ve haven't done anything

and we're not afraid. We're sorry for what happened,
wetre ashamed of ourselves for the way we acted.
But whatever we are, we're not afraids ind 1if we
run away now, they'll be sure we're cullty! (A BEAT )
That the woy you feel, Harriet?

H/ARRIET Thet's just the way I feel, Bert. Welve got the
truth on our side, and nobody can take that away
from us., (4 PAUSE) Inything else you want to now,
Mr. Tiblier?

PAUL: (QUIETLY) No. No, Mrs. Kiley. That's 211 I waznt to
Inow.
(MUSIC: _ _ LP_fND_UNDER)
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SHERIFF: After that, you stopped at the Club 51'on Terry

' Roadfpfhe Shadey Rest in Rankin County, and had
a few drinks. _

BERT 1 Well, I guess we had quite a few,

SHERIFF: A11 right, later you had supper. I was dark and you
were driving along Spring Ridge Road. What happened
after that, Mrs. Kiley?

BERT: Why, we...
SHERIFF: I asked your wife, Kiley.
HARRIET : Oh. Well, we were driving along, and I was afraild

of an accident, I was afraid Bert had to much to
drink. 4nd what with Loretta in the back seat,
I kept after Bert to stop the car t111 he sobered up.

SHERIFF ¢ What Aid you say to that, Kiley?

BERT ¢ I guess I was drunk all right, Sheriff, and 1 got
kind of mad, with Harriet heré nagging me and all.
The next thing I knew, the car was stuck in a diteh
and Harriet and me started to scrap. I'm ashamed
to say 1t now, but we got out of the car and I hit
my wife. It's the first time in my 1ife T ever did
that.

HARRIET: Trhat's the truth, Sheriff. Bert never raised his
hand to me before. But I guess I wasn't so nice
either, I was slapping him, and pulling his halr,..

SHERITFF: ind while all this was going on, vhat zbout Loretta
Forbes, Kiley?

BERT : I guess she got scared...or else she was fed up

WL

with us. Thia\pickup truck came along, bhiscamall.

TEllowkraerand Loretta ran out in the road, waving
for a hiteh back to town. {MORE)
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BERT ;
(CONTD)

HARRIET:

SHERIFF:
BERT :

HARRIET ¢ -

FEENET:

HUTCHING:

-8
The truck stopped, and she got in, and that's the
last we ever saw of-her.
And thatts the truth, Sheriff. Right after that,
a farmer named Hutchins came along, and pulled our
car out of the diteh.
What time did youn get home, Kiley?
We were in bed by four ayem, Sheriff.
ind that's the truth, we swear it., We didn't kill
Loretta like her brother says, we don't know what
happened te her. Lord, why should we hurt the poor
girl, Sheriff. OShe was our friend!

This 1s the story, as told by Bert and Harriet Kiley.
But octher testimony comes in, damaging testimony..
First, 2 surprise witness, a carpenter named Sam
Feenev...

I was drivin' by on Siring Ridge Recad, Sheriff, when

I see this man an' woman flghtin' with = third woman,
Looked te me like they -were tryin' to push her into
the car, an! she didn't want to go.

Vhat time was this Feeney?

What time? Oh I should say, along about five in

the morning!

Next the farmer named Hutehins, who had towed the
Kiley car out of the diteh...

4fbout the time I got that car out, Sheiff, this here
Kiley man an' woman were beginnin® to sober up.

They'd been fightin', an' they sure were a mess.
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SEERIFF: And yijéZidn't see any other woman?

4

HUTCHINS: Nope.

SHERIFF':

HUTCHINS:

T heard Mrs. Kiley say somethin'

SHERIFF:

BUTCHING: I heard her say something' about some other woman being
with them but now she was gone for good. I guess she
was referrin' to Loretta Forbes.

(MUSIC; _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: You, Paul Tiblier of the Jackson Daily News, write
the story. You write it factually, without bias,
as do the other reporters. But Loretta Forbes
was voung, she was attractive and popular. And
out of Crystal Springs come ugly voices propelled by
a poisoncus wind. You are awoare of these volces. TYou
knew whzot they are, you_know what they really are,
the voices of suspicion, of hate, the call for bleod,
the voice of the mob. And you, Paul Tiblier write
this story, too...

{peRzeam==—=greeaT) ‘

(T YPEWRITER.
PAUL: (READING 4iS HE WRITES) The law is still the law,

If the Kileys are guilty of murder, then the
Law must judge, and sentence them, But the voices
of the mob are being heard, here in Jackson, :n, -

oub-bhfoegh-the-ethaihaeun%&ee«o#—ﬂias&ssﬁgpa,

, and out to the very
norders of the State itself. (MORE)
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NARR: You go to the diner. Kiley's story checka. Now, you check
back on Feeney. You phone him, meet him at a bar for a
drink... |

(CLANG OF CASH REGISTER OFF.,CLINK OF QLASSES..UP

WITH BUZZ OF DRUNKEN VOICES)

UZZ~RDS. .
MAN II: WE CUSHTA PUT A ROPE AROUND THEIR §, HIM AND HER BOTH.
NARR: Every barfly 3 AABLking about the Kileys.
you sense the latent Dedfllity, hear the volce of the mob
apgein...
MAN TI: THEY A;E;E/GBNNA GET AWAY WITH IT, SEEY {ILLIN THAT GIRL
QRL,EH&OWIN' HER BCDY TG THE BUZZARDS.

MAN TI: .-~ VEAH. LET'S LEAVE THE KILEYS FOR THE BUZZARDS.

FARRT T T T re-Peeneiy—aRd~he taceLa.part of the volce, 7

FEENEY: {LOUDLY) I should have stopped my cer, Tiblier, when I
saw them fighting with her. I should have stopped an!
brained the two of 'em, the dirty murderint ...

PAUL: ( INTERRUPTS, QUIETLY) Even 1f you sSaw them, Feeney, which

I doubb, yeu couldn't have done anything about it.

FEENEY: No? Why not?

PAUL: I talked to your wife while you were cut.

FEENEY: Hey, wailt & minute! Whatees.?

PAUL: You were hlind drunk on the morning of July [ifth. You

smashed your car, could hardly get 1t home. You spent the
whole next day sleeping off a hangover. And you dldn't

gee the Kileys that morning, or any other morning...

ATHCT Q172047




FEENEY¥:

PAUL:

FEENEY:

PAUL:

HUTCHINS:

FAUL:

HUTCHINS:

peayetrme-dasapemeiinoidt

20~

(RISING) I tell ya I saw a cal,..

Maybe you dld; But not the Kileyé‘ rar, and I can prove
15, You vkl labeled a couple of innocent people as
murderers, Feeney, You stepped into this as a witness, to
bulld up your ego, to get your name in the papers and play
the big shot didn't you?

It's a lle. 1It!'s a lie, see? I told the Sheriff my story
an!' I'm goln' to stlek to 1t.

A1l right, Feeney. 7You stick to it. But scme day you'll
come before the Jury, and you'll be stuck with 1t. And\}
warn you, there'!s a heavy penalty in thls state foryoéﬁypﬂ4¢f

Cc .

He's scared, he goes pale, and now you've got something.
Not enough to satisfy the mob, perhaps not even the court.

Only one man can clear the Kileys...and thaj's the real
Frie s 4 d&,’-t‘br-
killer. You talk to thﬁdfarmer, Huktching, agaln...

(UNEASILY) I don't like it, Mr. Tiblier. Don't 1lilke it at

The way folks are talkin' on street cerners, in the

2ll

* nihifie /;i’t's ugly talk...

That's right, Mr. Hutchins, it 1s.

I hate to think I'd be part respconsible for a lynshin',

Mr, Tiplier. I don't believe in viclensce,..I believe in the
law...IT anythin' happened to the Kileys, 1f the mob got
lem, I'd never sleep -rvmvee=agaln,
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PAUL:

HUTCHINS ;
| PAUT:

HUTCHINS:
EAUL:

HUTCHINS:
PAUL:
HUTCHINS:

PAUL:
HUTCHINS:
PAUL:

HUTPCHINS:

PAUL:
HUTCHINS:

-01-

Mr. Hutchins, I wish there were more people like you, I
wonder if you'd answer a question or two, to help the'law.
Why, I'd be glad to.

There wasn't much traffis on Spring Ridge road that morning
was there? '
None at all, hardly. Must've been three In the morning.
Why?

D14 you happen to see a brown plekup truck pass you Just
befere you stopped to pull the Kiley car ocut of the diten?
WnY, I.eesesa(CUTS) Wailt a minute, Wa-ait a minute.

Yes?

Come to think of it, I did see a small truck goin' toward
Jackson about a minute before I stopped.

Did you see who was In 169

Yep, A man and a girl.

A man and a girl?

Couldn't met a pood look at their fases, But that there
truck had one of those new fangled, yellow blinker
foglights on the hbumper. The driver didn't need it, there
wasn'y any fog, but the cussed thing kept blinkin' on ant
of £ stralizht intoc my eyes.

A blinker foglight eh?

Yep., I gave the driver my brights but he paid nc
attention. When he went by, I leaned over to cussg him out
an' that's when I saw this girl.

Thanks, Mr, Hutchins, Thanks very much.
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PAUL:

SHERIFF:

PAUL:

SHERIFF:

PAUL:

SHERIFF:

SHERIFF:

NARR:

wlb-
Ben, how far back from here was the place where the Kiley!'s

ran into that ditch?

About a mile. And as far as I'm concerned, this thing 18
peginning to read like a book. |

What do you mean?

The farmer who towed them out, Hutchins, sald he didn't
look in the bark of the car. But the way I see it, the
Kileys had Loretta Forbes hldden on the floor in the rear.
They drove up to this spot here, and then declded to dump
her.

But they sald a truck picked her up.

(GRIMLY) Yech. That's what they said. And they can say
1t again before the Grand Jury, Paul., Because this time
it's a murder charge, and this time we'lve got the corpse

to prove 1it.

— i — —

Ben Mattson plcks up Bert and Harriet Klley, and takes
them to the county Jjail for custody. And you, Paul
Tiplicy, are in the car with him. And then, as you drlve
up to the Jall, you see that a rrowd has gathered, And
the Sheriff says tersely...

(GRTAAY} All r%zht KE%EE_ You and your wife stick alose

--1,n\J s

to me b, Welve got to walk through that crowd, and they
laok pretty UEly.
Now—-ehe—Sbm open# the aam door,.,

(CAR DOOR GPENS...)

(BUZZ OF CROWD, OMINOUS3, UNDER)
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NARR:

MAN I
MAN II:
NARR:

MaAN I1:

MAN I

SHERIFF:

PAUL:

SHERIFF:

HARRIET:

SHERIFF:

-17-

JyylganbduﬁrTﬁﬁT?ﬁﬁy facess put Ohie face. A sullen,
(ANTYBST "HANG 'EM. HANG THE DIRTY MURDERERS".
amprEST THEY OUGHTA TO EE LYNCHED"

These are many voleces but in reality, one voice..;the volce

of the mob, It is blind and unreasonlng, raucous with

hate, drunk with one idea, kill, ki1ll, kill.
Tiblier, think of the buzzard Tig their prey, wilth
cne single 1 heir own, and you shudder again,.es
(YELLS UP, NeD-empms) DON'T LET EM GET AWAY WITH IT,
SHERIFF. _
(dBresesy GIVE 'EM WHAT THEY GAVE LORETTA FORBES.
IF THE LAW DOESN'T DO IT, WE WILL®.
(YELLING) A11 right. All right, get back., One gidet
Tet us through.

(YELLS UP IN CRESCENDC)

(SUDDEN SLAM OF DOOR,..CROWD OUT)
Whew, That crowd looked murdercus, Ben.
vean, They're pretty het up sbout this killing, Paul.
(FRIGHTENED) But we didn't do 1t. Cen't you make those
pecplie out there understand, Sheriff, we didn't do it,

ve didn't k11l Loretta Forbes.

You can tell that fo the Grand Jury, Mrs. Kiley.
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BERT:

SHERTFF :

(MusIC:

— — ——

NARR:

PAUL:

BERT:

PAGL:

BERT:

-18-

(DESPERATELY) If we get a chance, Sheriff, If we get &
chance. But I'm not sure we will. Suppose those pecple
.20ut there...

It'm Sheriff of this County, Kiley. I think you're gullty,
but that doesn't change my duty, an' the oath I took,
You're in my protective cuatedy, and I'm going to triple

the guards to see that you stay that way.

— A —

You kngsthere’s cnly one answer to all this. Find the man
in the truek, the man who gave Loretta Porbee a 1ift, the
man you believe is the real killer. 3But on the
information you have, it's almost impossible. The State
of Mississippl is full of men driving brown, pickup

Erucks, ..

And then, suddenly, yogdgpcall something that jars you.
gt

Scmething the witness, GexdrFeeney said. You talk to Bert

Kiley. 2lone...

Mr. Kiley...you saild you were pback in Crystal Springs by

four that merning.

Thet'ts right, n
VN

But.this carpenter, this S=md Feeney, 3ays he saw you on

Spring Ridge Road at five,

Then he lied. And I can prove it. At half-past three,
Harriet and I had coffeec at the Highwey Diner, Just outslde
of Crystal Springs. They know us at the diner, and you

can askk them there!
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PAUL: Ben, Itm sure of 1t, I'd swear to 1t, If we can find
the man who owns this small brown trqck with the bumper
foglight, wetve got the man who really murdered Loretta
Forbes.

-SHERIFF: Hmmm. Maybe, Paul, maybe,

PAUL: I know 1t, I'm sure of ¥, Find that truck, and wetve
got the answer,

SHERIFFP: Sure. But where? Wﬁere do you look? Trucke come
through here from all over the country ,.. New Orleans,

Birmingham, Little Rock, Memphis .,,.

PAULs Not this kind of wehlele,
SHERIFF: NO?
PAUL: No. This was the pickup type, Ben, nof the big,

Intsratate type. Chances are it!s used for short hauls,
maype local work, And that gives me an ldea about that
big, foglight,

SHERIFF: What idea?

PAUL: If you bought & epecial 1light like that; chances are
yould shop right in Jackson for 1t, It's the bilggest
clty in the county, let alone the State, and it might
be 1mpessgible to get anywhere else,

SHERIFF: In other werds ...

PAUL: In obther werds, why not check the automotive supply
ghops and hardware stores in Jackson? . You never can

tell, Ben ... we might come up with the answerl]

— S wmm el mm wme wm wEA e
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NARR:

CLERK:

PAUL:
CLERK:

PAUL:
CLERK:

CLERK:

_ LANDLADY:

-28%
Ben Mettson sends out & couple of men to follow this

lead, Meanwhile ycu, Paul Tiblier, start a canvass
en your own. Store after store, garage after garage,
gelling automotive supplies, hardware, fAnd finelly,

toward nightfall aus

. Yes, Mr, Tiblier. I sold one of those blinker type

foglights to & man owning a small plckup truck,
A brown truck, clerk?
vessir, ‘Helped him ingtall the light on the bumper
myself, We don!'t get much call for this item, 1tls
a little expensive, eegpecially for s man who oWns &
small beat-up truck like thils one was.
Do you remember the man's name?
Got 1t right here 1n my sales book ,,.

{DRAWER OPENS)
Right here in the drawer. Let me see now ... that
would be about two weeks 8g0 ... I remember because
I put in a replscement order. That would be about the
first of July and ... oh, here 1t is.
Whatts the name?
John Ryba,
John Ryba., , And the address?

Plowele A

82 PorEREETEZX-_Rradd ¢

{KNOCK ON DOCR)
(DCOR OPENS)

Yes?
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PAUL:
LANDLADY:
PAUL:
LANDLADY s
PAUL:
LANDLADY:

FAUL:

LANDLADY ¢

PAUL:

LANDLADY:

PAUL:
LANDLADY:

RYBA:

-2l .
Are you Mrs. Kane?
I am., Who are you?
My néme's Tivlier, I'm from the Jackson Dally News.
What do you want?
I'm lookding for John Ryba,
Ia that so? Well, so am I, The skunk went and ran
out on me, OGwned me & month!s rent, toeo,
He left? When?
The day after the Fourth,

The day after the fourth, And you

(A BEAT) I see,
dontt kmow where he went?

Just took hls truck and got cut. He might be in New
Mexiceo by this time, T don't know,

Why do you say New Mexico?

The only mgi} e ever got was from some pecple named

’5%‘}1 T Aty

wls, 1n Clovis, New Mexlco, Guess hels got femily

there, or something, I don't know what you want him
fer, or why, But if you ever lay hands on him, tell
him I've got 2 monthts rent coming!

They pick up John Ryba, a thin, sallow-faced man, in
New Mexleco, find 2 bleeody blackjack in his room, They
bring him back.

(PowEIEmm=wetREl I plcked up this girl, ent I saw

she was wearin! a bracelet ant! a ping, I tecld her to
hand the stuff over, an'! she got scared, started to

BCcream ...
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éAUp: What happened after that, Rybe?

RYBA: I dunno, I guess I Just went erazy., When she tried to
grab the wheel, I stopped the e;r, grabbed my blaskjack
Urakimeblre=s¥¥T, and hit her, I dont't know what was the
matter with mé, I guess I was scared too, I didntt know
what I was doin!, I hit her a couple of more times till
she stopped movinl!, then I left her in that field, A
couple of hours later, I got out of town, tried to hock
the Jewelry. And that was the payoff. It was five-and
ten cent stuff.

SHERIFF: And thatt!s all, Ryba?

RYBA: That!s ell, Sheriff., Except for ocne thing ...

SEERIFF: Yes?

RYBA: You gotta keep the mob away from me. Youlre the Iaw,
youtve gotta protect me, I've heard what theylve been
sayin!, they're talkin?! crazy. (TERRIFIED) Sheriff,
you gctta keep those buezards away from me, theytll
try to hang me, sure]

SHERIFF: The wob isntt golng to get you, Ryba.

RYBA: But how do you know, how do you know?

SHERIFF: Wetve Just finished a mob-proef cell, It!s got the
thickest door and walls in the State of Misslselppi.
And 1t's geing to be your home .,. for a little whilel

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we wlll pead you & telegram from Paul
Tiblier, of the Jackson, Miss, Daily News with the finsl
outcome of tonight!s BIG STORY.

— . ma

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #20k4
{ ) ( )
10:00 - 10:30 PM FEBRUARY 21, 1951 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
{MUsIC: FANFARE )

SALESMAN: Step on the starter. The only way you can really tell

about a motorcycle 1s --
{(MOTORCYCLE STARTS, PURRS NICELY)

SALESMAN: (CONTINUING) See? Give her some gas.

( TREMENDOUS INCREASE IN MOTOR SPEED)

NED: How fast will she go? I want to know exactly how fast
she'll go.

SALESMAN: Turn her down and If1ll tell you.

(COMES DOWN)

SALESMAN: She'll make ninety.

NED: I want something can out-distance anything on the road.
I want something that can make hairpin turns. I want
somcthing that’ll really leave 'em behind, miles behind.

SALESMAN: (AFFABLY) What're you -- one of them speed demons?
(LAUGHING) Or are you trylng tc make a fast get-away
becauge you killed zcmebtodyt

(MOTORCYCLE OFF)

NED: (EVENLY) why did you say that?

SALESMAN: {(SURPRISED) Just a way of talking. All I meant was --

NED: You shut up! You shut ~wp-your big mouth and keep 1t shut,
or ao help me --

SALESMAN: Look, fella --

NED: (SCREAMS) Shut up!
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THE BIG STOR
PROGRAM #203
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP &

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalnst throat-scratch] Guard agalnst throat-
scratch! Guard against throat-seratchl Enjoy the smonﬁh
smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a PELL MELL.

ves, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure,

Remember this -- the further & puff of smolke 1s flltered
through fine tobaceos, the milder it becomes,

AL the first puff by actual measure PELL MELL smoke 1s

filtered Turther than that of any other leading cigarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10 or 15, or 17, FELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tcbaccos still

tpravels the smoke further -- filters the smoke and makes

1t mild.

‘Thus, PELL MELL!S fine mellow tocbaccos glve you a

gmoothness, mlldncss and sabtlsfaction noc other cigarette

of'fers you,
Ask For the longer, finer eclgarette 1n the distingulshed
red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Outstanding!"

aAnd - they are mlld}
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CHAPPELL:.

TIBLIER:.

CHAPPELL;

HARRICE:

-27-

Now we read you that telegram from Paul Tiblier cof the
Jacksen, 'Qli!'u‘r.\.Daily News ...

Killer in tonightfs Blg Story later tried to retpract
confession,. But Jury found him gullty of murder and he
was sentenced to 1ife iImprisonment in the Mississippi
State Penitentiary at Parehman. Many thanks for
tonightts Pell Mell Award,

Thank you, Mr, Tiblier ,.. the makera 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 will present another

BIG STORY -- A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Butte Montana Standard, by-line George MeVey. A BIG
STORY abgyih? reporter who fecllowed sensible rules in

trackingAa senseless killer,

e W wmm dem s e el RE mm b A e m ——
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CHAPPELL:. THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J, Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Viadimir
Selinsky, Tonlghtls program was adapted by Max Ehrlich
from an actual story from the front pages of the
Jackson, Miss, Dally News, Your narrator was Bob Sloan,
and Francis de Sales played the part of Paul Tibkller,
In order to protect the names of people actually involved
in tonightts authentic BIG STCRY, the names of all
charactera in the dramatlzation were changed with the
exceptlon of the reporter, Mr, Tibliler,

CHAPPELL: Thls 18 Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL PFAMOUS CIGARETTES,
THIS IS NBC . ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

§ & mib-hr
‘ 3 272/51 anm
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GEORGE:

Jure

b

— [t =Sl B e

Butte, Montsna. The story as it actually happened --

George MeVey's Story as he llved 1t.

The Standard is & morning paper -- goes to bed at 2 A.M.
But now, about an hour before midnight, it would be
more accurate to say 1t's "Golng to sleep.” Because
there's not a stick of news (the war headlines excepted)
‘that'll malee anyone tomorrew morning more than ralse =
left eyebrow. "New Superintendent of Schools Appointed
For Butte." That, so far, is your sight eolumn banner,
Geo»_o McVey, on the Night Desk. In thils the richest
mining town in America, the biggest news is (KIDDING)
that the new Superintendent of Schoeols is 52 years old!
{PHONE-BEING—FHOOLED )

e T ..+ Hello, Herby? _
George. 'Whatwha%g:;EQ:ggknau Superintendent of Schools
Toland? -Rake T OVEF carerulryr—widd—3ouy I need
something -- anything. Maybe he pltched for his high-:

school team when he was a boy -- You lkmow something

I
;"exciting . Tm-glmosttIMItTt—to—cati-hinap-afben.bals

-asteepr—iaybe—hett T-ourse=_ateitemn-db-leps bt T trrvre
arr-utprintable.guote. ... No kldding, get something,

wlll you?

— e — o — [ i — R e N — - ——

—_— o wr mm m E e e ww e
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' NARR:

LYDIA:

{MUSIC:

GEORGE:

N

-5

Three blocks down from the Standard is the Paradise Hotel.

The two women were planning on going to e drive-in movie
~Gheadre., They had a late show that night. e elder

woman, Mrs. Helen Ernestine, had gone to gé%jﬁéé?ﬁﬁg; a*”

and the young woman, Lydia Nolan, was getting impatient.

So she called out aeroes the hall . the hotel where they

both lived.

( SWEET, MERELY IMPATIENT, NOT WORRIED) Mrs. Ernestine!

Oh, Mrs. Ernestine! You better hurry up. ThelZiom
/starts at ten after eleven and I don't wag; to miss the
(:‘M nMgWEri:stine' w

“ebep-punning

— o — i w w R T w— — A T T w wm m— wm m—

(ON PHONE) Oh, k’lf:*ha "s impossible «- CHEt+srritoudewrt
The superintendent of schools must have done something
wrong. -eshy-nobody-——pub—robody -- In public life
haspli—get—pomno~little—sTip I tEpUST. Look, what
about that contrzct when they built the school on the
suuthside. The bullding bricks or scmething -- Wasn't
he invelved in that? ﬂpghLEE How can & guy be so good

" “*‘<AALJ-—~
211 the time? ..Mgﬁ:—;awu-amw ]

-suaerin‘eeadent-—oilﬂeehoolﬁ%}-lﬂr ‘i‘;ﬁx—- I ess
Govd L RienE Bowd - Rineg - JF
I'11 have to run it as 1s.’ Boy, Is the great city of Butte

going to be bored tomorrow! | !
\4).30 dﬁjruf Aknaue «Zaw W-((
. + (PLEASED AND EXCITED) Ch,

Swerki (EAGER) Hello,-Deteebive Captain Stranahan.

What can I do for you this morning?
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CHAPPELL:

—2-
The Big Story. Here is Americea, its sound end its fury,
1ts Joy and its sorrow as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great Amerlican newspapers. { PAUSE)
Butte, Montana. From the front pages of the Butte
Standard comes the story of the must brutal murder in
Montana's hilstory -- the most brutal and the most
pointless. &d tonight, to reporter George McVey, for
his Big Story, geces the PELL MELL Award.

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #204
OPENING COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-scratch! Guard against throat-
scratch! Guard against throat-scratch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaceos. Smoke a

PELL MELL,

Yes; smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure.

Puff by puff you're always ahead vhen you smoke PELL MELL,
Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered
threugh fine tobacccs; the milder it becomes, At the
first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than.that
of any other leading cigarette. Moreover; after 9
puffs, or 10; or 17 - by actual megsure PELL MTLL'S
greater length of tradliticnally fine iobaccos still
travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes
it mild.

Thus; FELL MELL!'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a
smeothness, mildness and gatisfaction no other cigarette
offers you.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigaretite whose nildness you can
measure, PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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STRANAHAN:
GEORGE®

STRANAHAN 4
GEQORGE:

STRANAHAN:
GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:

GEORGE:
STRANAHAN:

GEORGE

GEORGE:
STRANAHAN:

-6-
(c.i FILTER) For what it!s worth -- (you guy's been prett}
nice to me, I thought I'd be a 1llttie nice to you) --
Wwhat? What 1z 1t? My tongue's hgnging out. IINll ¢§c~u—
print a story about a stray cat.
Ever hear of Helen Ernestine?

T don't think so. Oh, wait -- she owns the Paradisze
Hotel down the block -- that little place.

That's the one. Well, she's missing.

Since when?

Since about an hour asgo. Last seen a 1ittle before

eleven olclock. They canit find her.

Maybe she went out to take her dog for a walk.

Lock, 1f you don't want i, don't print 1t. I thought

you might --
Oh sure, sure, Stranahan. I appreciate 1t very much.
"Helen Ernestine, hotel owner missing -- or maybe out

for a walk." (CASUALLY) Well, I'll come over.

iy w— A o s wm W et

The eynicism dled on your face a few minutes later,
G_orge MeVey, ns you entered Room 14 -~ Mrs. Ernestine's
room on the ground floor of the Paradise Hotel. It

was a shambles: drawers out, clothing scattered to the
corners of the room, bed turned over, & smoll night
table taken apart -- the pleces dismcntled and throuwn
all around the floor.

Hey, what happened, Stranahan?

You got the same eyes I got, George. Somebody bust in
and took whatever there was to be taken.

{HE SMACKS A HEAVY SHEATH TF PAPERS IN HIS HAND)
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STRANAHAN:

GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:

GEQRGE:

STRANAHAN:
LYDIA:

STRANAHAN:
LYDIA:

STRANAHAN:

LYDIA:

STRANAHAN:

-7-
{co4TINUING) Although not quite everything. -
Wwhat do you mean?
$80 000 worth of bonds somehow passed them up. Othcr-
wise, he plcked the place as ¢lean as a Jackel with
the carcass of a cow.
(STILL NOT REALLY SERIOUS) Nice analogy, Stronahan.
I'11 use that.
¥ow you want to tell us what you can, Miss --?
(TENSE) Lydia Nolan. Yes slr. We were golng to go to
the movies. You see, L'm Mrs. Ernestine's secretary
when she needs a little work in the hotel and we &O
ocut together now and then. Well, I saw her go into her
room, she was golng to fix her halr. Vell, I called
her and she dldn't come. and I thought I heard --
{A LITTLE LATER THAT 18} -- a window open, hut I wasn't
sure. So I waited and finally, when I came 1ln 1t was
like this and ghe wasn't here.
And you haven't found her?
T looked in every room on Eﬁ?’floor and in the basement.
I thought she went downstalrs.
llew take 1% easy. Filrst, what exactly is missing. You
wnew her personal belonglngs?
rfell yes, sir. I was sort of in charge of them. Well,
Xu' ﬁﬂﬂwﬁu.efﬂiﬁd Ceaidn
JShe had some morey, o little over $300, that she kept
in thot night toble. Felways_told her to pub—tt—im=

ﬂﬁﬁr%rﬁk——but_ﬂmLJLﬁd she-didnli—believe—in-

(uy o

(EVENLY) -€ome—om. 1% Jheﬁ else?
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LYDIA:

STRANAHAN ¢
IY¥DIA:

STRANAHAN:

GEORGE:

-8-
There waos o little Jewelry. I me:n, she had a2 couple
of rings. A sapphire and o ruby, I think., And then
a very pretty 1adies! lopel wakeh -- you know, the
fob kind. Fe—weo—dmrimros—desdnd .
tnything else?
I don't think so, but ~- (DESPERATE) where 1s she? What
could have happened to her? 8he was here only an hour
agol
Toke 1t easy. Welll find her. George, 1f you got
nothing better to do, I'm a little short-handed. There'e
four steories to the hotel.

Sure.

—— —— o — - — o — — Y

The ground floor yielqgh nething, nothing except 2
window forced, in proom six. Forced windew and 2 broken
window pane, but no evidence of footprints in the earth
sutside the window. Nothing on the second floor -- Just
the politely curious wonderment of other roomers and
boarders. Nothing on the third floor landing, except
some Lorn paper which inadvertently (it's a hablt you
r:ve) you put In your pocket, George McVey, and forget
~hout. Nothing on the third flcor except a woman
complaining that you woke her ond woke her dog and
con't people let a body sleep! Nothinz cn the fourth
floor, the top floor, until =--
FSORPAMB—APTHE.-TOR 0P HER—EUNGS~-OFF—HEHE )

[t e = i = )

It was room 43 and on the bed the body lay. The wrists
of each hand and the ankles of each leg tied with strong

rope to the four corners of the Led.
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STRANAHAN:

H

GEORGE:
STRANAHAN:

GECRGE:
STRANAHAN:

STRANAHAN:

LYDIA:

GECRGE:

F%EYDIA:
!

-9..
(1IIS VOICE IS ROUTINE IN ORDER TO COVER THE TREMENDOUS
TENSION AND ANXIETY HE IS UNDER) Take a note. McVey!
(SOOTHING, ALSO AFFECTED) Okay.
Footprinbs on the mottress-—whens-he—sbood—wierive—tiod.
se-tmotss A wash-cloth forced into the women's mouth
ond tled over with o huge bath towel, covering most
of her face. Blows to the head and body, especlally
ta the heod, souse—ofagembir,
Dead woman's false teeth under the hed.
Put that down too. Also excessalve bleeding, and rings
pulled off right hand aféer—dewdin I want an autopsy
performed immedlately.

Fan

RISES FULLY, NOW, THEN_OUT) Q’ .G

— e w— b o —

{VERY CLOSE, VERY INTIMATE) Look, Eydtm, youlve got
tz think. Youlve got to forget what you feel and think.
I feecl the some thing, but now think! Who was 1in room
432 :

Caponn
No one, no one. 'L looked up the registry. No one.
You see¢, she did that gulite often,
Did what?
Well, that's the way she was. Somebody would come into
the hotel ond they wouldn't have the price cof 2 roonm,
but she'!d glve them a room and she wouldn't write 1t
down in the registry. If he'd ar’:ed her, if he'd
Just asked her -- she'd have gilven it to him.

Y-

oy ™ ) .
< a
Once a fellow came.’hﬁesgaié,i"l'm hungry. Give me }

the price of a meal.® 3She kept him here two weeks and

e i

!

fed him every day.
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L¥DIA:

STRANAHAN:

LYDIA:

NARR:

NARR:

GECRGE:

Qe

Try to tell us what he looked like, Lyé4m, if you
gver saw him.

I den't tmoew. A fellow -- I guess he was about 30. I
or.ly saw him once or twlce, maybe. Smooth-shaven and

tall -- I don't lmow. Why didn’t he ask her for the

money?

Was his hair dark? About how much did he welgh? Youlre

sure he was about 307

I don't know, I don't know. She would have given him
the ring, I know -- or even the fob watch. 3She was
always giving people things. I told her not to, but --
(PURE DESPAIR) I'll never get that sight out of my

mind. Never, ncver.

—_— i — S e m e mim mae e wme w mee

They will not be bored tomerrow morning in Butte,
Montana. The headline "Friendly hotel owner found
loshed to bed, murdered” will make them set down their
coffee cups, will make them realize what every murder
story makes everyone realize: what 1s scmetimes under
the calm exterior of 2 seemingly ordinery humon being --
the gulck, hideous, shattering end that some pecple
encounter on earth amid the peaceful pursult of golng

to the movies.

+IYPEWRITER QUT)

You finish the story, drop it in the slot and fumble for
a clgarectte.
(ALMOST INADVERTENTLY) Hey, those pleces of paper I

pleked up on the landing!
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(MUSIC:

NARR:

GEORGE:
NED:¢
GECRGE:

NAKR:
NED:

b

-20-
Does anything else make any sense? In the record the
police sent from Salt Lake Cilty it says, "pevoted to
his mother." I saoy he'll come back for the pleture and
if he doesnl't, what else 1s there to do but walit?
Chaose him all over America? Sit down, Frank, sit

down.

— o v e e o W ww —a

Tt isn't more or less insane than the crime, than the
¥illing of a womzn he mlght have asked for the money
he stole. No less insane thon all of his actions through
the past two weeks, since the day he k%lled her in
room 43, So you sit wégﬁahgaixg %;oiggi}%v-ﬂgnd
then --

{DOOR OPENS}
Bello, Ned., Come on in.
{SAME) Who are you?
It doesn't matter does it - the gentleman sitting over
there is na police cfficer - would you like to tell us
atout 1t Ned?
The rest is quielk, insane, snd inexplicatle.
T thought, "I'1l show M2." She sald I never would amount
to anything. I thought, "I'1l show her." If I had a
little money to get a start -- I thought -- I'll be
ckay. So I asked her to wire the money for transportat lor
figuring to use that to get a start with, but she never
sent it. So -- when the old lady come in the room to
see if everything was all right and asked me if maybe
I wanted to go to the movies with her, I thought "You

got money and I need mcney” -- and I did i1t. T had to
laugh when the false teeth fell out of her mouth.
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. e(wusIc: _ _ _UP TO_TAG)_

CHAPPELL: In Just a moment we will read you n telegram from
George McVey, of the Butte Montara Standard wilth the
final outcome of tonightts BIG STORY.

(MysIc: TURN TABLE)

e e e e s me wm w—

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL}
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. NARR:
? GEORGE:
| SALESMAN:
GECRGE!
SALESMAN:
GEORGE!

SALESMAN:

GEORGE!
~SATESMAN:
GEoRaE:
SALESMAN:
{MUsIC:

STRANAHAN:

GEQRQE:

-20-
Tt gees out on all the wires; full deseription, pleture,
in possesslon of wmotorcycle, driving fast, dangerous,--
every where. Montana, The Dakotas, Kanoas, Nebraska,
Texas, California, Qregon -- blankets the west. And
out of 1t -- (PAUSE) nothing. S8lience and the
frustration of knowing the name, personality, age,
facial characteristlics of a murderer -- bub no murderer.

(PHONE RINGS, ANSWERED)

(TENSE} Hello.
(ON PILTER) Mr. McVey? Remember me.
wae—tgthis, who 1s thils?
The fellow from Billings -- the motoreycle fellow.
Yeah. Well, usd¥® What?
Listen, if you're interested, Mr. MeVey, I had a funny
phene call about an hour ago. Been trying to reach
you all this time. The motorcycie bust down and he
called me up to say he was leaving 1t for me and would
T zive him a refund.
where dild he call from?
Hew wadt—a-mimaber—He~bedé-me~bub—-~
etz God L Think-
= = The B-Ranch Hotel. ElPaso, Texas.

(DOOR SLAMS VERY LOUDLY)
(FURIOUS) A half-hour -- A lousy half-hour!

I mow how you feel.
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GECRGE:
STRANAHAN 3
GEORGE?
STRANAHAN:
GEORAF :
STRANAHAN:
GEORGE:

STRANAHAN ¢

GECRGE:

STRANAHAN:

GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:
GEORGE:

STRANAHAN
GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:

ol _instoueblont—FSrom-J3foLr,

=-21- _
If we'da gotten here a half-hour earlier, we'da got him!
Checked out of the hotell! Ah! hTttreyeu=solog-to.
~de?~ What!re you sitting down for? |
Because I'm going to wait.
Whet do you mean &ou're golng to walt?
Just what I sald -- I'm going to wait.
Boy, can you be exasperzting. |
I'm going to wait.
Well I'm getting out of here!
Tze a look in the upper right hand drawer of that
bureou up there.
What fon?
He lef't a picture of hls mother 1n his bureaun drawer.
Cleaned everythlng else out but left that pleture.
S0 what? You think hels golng to come back for that
pleture? A murderer's golng to come back for a plcture
of his nld lody?
(EVENLY) D14 you thin% 2 murderer wculd tear up a
ta2legram that put him on the scene of the c¢rime and
lemove it there? Throw it away on the stalrcease?
That has nothlng to do with 1¢.
Did you think a murderer would buy a2 moteoreycle and pay
foer it with part of the Jewdiry hefd stolen from the
woman he killed®
8o what does that suggest to you?
Does 1t moke sense for a murderer to call up the guy
he bought the motorcycle from when he knows he's beling
chased and ask for & refund?

It deoesn!t make any sense, George,
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TSALESMAN:

GEORGE:

SALESMAN:

GEORGE:
SALESMAN:

GEORGE:
SALESMAN:

GEORGE:

SALESMAN:

GEORdE:
SALESMAN:

18-
Well, funniest darn thing happened here the other &ay.
I thought I'd call you up.
What's that?
Well, I sell motorcyecles. Qot the best little motoreycle
shop in the whole northern part of the State -- Billings.
Thatts flne.

~iAea-hape.,  Well, this fellow comes in to see me and

he says he'a{like to buy a motorcycle. Got to be the
fastest thing on the road, he-seys——06~miled—nn houn,

Jprrm—ng—beamitory, So I saye to him, "What's the
matter, young felilow, You killed somebody? Trylng

o run away?" You know, a little Joke; like,

¥=ah, Shat's 2 fine jJoka.

That ‘s what I thought, but he took 1t kind of pecullar.
Says, "You shut -we your big mouth."” But I figured --
klds nowadays, whe-eerr*ﬂrrk-egi;idsﬁ——ﬁhmi I puéhed

it out of my mind. But then 1 szee that plcture you
run in the paper saying as how mayke he kllled the
weman and 1t was the kild's picture I sold the motoreycle
to.

You sure?

Wb dyrbmbddrdyolu-Lhe_fruth o Lesaan-itrtrrereid 13—y o
wplnsed=—roimBtULT 1n the puper"ﬁbputfthe‘thiﬁgﬁ‘thﬂt

) Qamadan, |

w l\i‘}a [ . r’ '
wops—itoden. Remember you sadd something aobout 2

ladies! fob watch, one of them lapel watches?

Yeah?

Well, he didn't have all the cash. The motoreycle was
$129, so I took a hundred dollars and the watch. Hecl!
I didn't know 1t was stolen.
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GEORGE:
SALESMAN:

GEORGE:

SALESMAN

GECRGE:

GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:

GECRCE:

STRANAHAN:

GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:

-1g-
What name dld he give you?
Well, I got the slip in front of me -- I can't quite -
make it out -- the receipt he zigned. Something llke
Ned Nicholag -- '
Nickels --
tatla right! Nickels!
Listen to me. Take that receilpt you've got over to
the cops. Tell them to telephoto 1t immediately down

to Captain Frank Stranahan, Butte, Monbana Police.

r
e

Telephotf;:ff

Never-mhmdt—~—JusttelTtHemto~do—it,
t2ll them that™~Peseettve Coptain Stranohan sald to do

And be sure te¢

it!

{ANGRY) Since when sre you giving orders wlth my name

to the poliece all over the Unilted States?
Loock, Stranshen, for heaven's sake, this 1s & murder

case! What are you golng to do? Comply with every

Emily Post regulstion? Have you got 1t?

T got it. And I apologize. It's

I'm kidding, George.
his handwriting. And the watch -- they took a pleture
of that and telephotoed that toc. I just had that girl
in. 8he identified it.

But where is he? Where's Nickels, Nicholas, Nelson,
N,T.N.?

I don't know. But wherever he is, we'll find him.

ATHOT C17207°6




g

GOTTLIEBY

GOTTLIEE:

GOTTLIEB:

GeESICY
GOTTLIEB: ~

REPORTER:
GOTTLIER:

(MUSIC:

— A -

WiFE!:

HEWETT:

WIFE:

—-20-
{ ANOTHER KNOCK)
Fewett (LOUDER) Come out with your hands up, Hewett!
(4 PAUSE) Come on, Hewett! ( L PAUST) (LOW) Yo
-nswer. Watch it. I'11l try the door --
(RATTLE OF DOOR KNOB AND)
t's open!
(DOOR SWINGS OPLN)}

Huts! He's gonoc!

_ NGO EOR)
‘y‘ ‘:'I’ f\‘
%My foult, my fault! Come on -- T kmow where he isl

e should have gone therc!

Yhere's there?

(UNDER FOOTSTEPS RUSHING DOUNSTAIRS) His wife's

T should have realized it! This compulsion of his --
cormit a robbery -- steal a vchicle -- it isn't
fiiled ocut until he's spilled the story to her!

T asked her to call me if he turned up -- but I never
stopped to think that che wouldn't be atle to --

she's seored of him -- secared gtiff! Tet's pilek up

Ccullin,

(SEGGTNG) Pleasz Joe, pleass -- I don't wonna heer
any more-- plense ---

(STRANGCLY EXCITED) Shut up, shut up I T gotta tell
you, I got to ! (LOV, PASSIONATE) It was morning,
1ike alwoys -- you remember, morning --

(4 MOAN) I know, Joe, I know --
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HEWETT:

WIFE:

HEWETT:

_21-.
(SHRILL) Shut up, stop interruptin', you'll spoil it
21l --
(CRYING) Joe, don't tcll mc, tell the doctor, go sec
the doctor --
(WITH A SIAP AND A CRY FROM WIFE) SHUT UP! AS SHE

S03S BENEATH HIS NARRATION) All right! Morning..

WIFE:

HEWETT:

(REALL GONE, LIVING IT AGAIN) Nobody knew I was 1n town...

I hod the gun I got in Florida..I spot the bleycle. .

T grab it..I start up the street -- I s¢e the window

oncn -=- you listening to nwe, Fou listoning?

(s0B3) Yes, Joc, ycs =-- but I don't went to hear no

rore ~- pleasce --=

(¥E IS TWISTING HER ARM AND GRITTING HIS TEETH) A1l right!

I toke the 1addor -- I put it up to thoe window -=Tt's

czecn -- I look arcound - what con I greb, ¥hat can 1

etanl -- all of o sudden - this white figurc risecs up

offa the coueh -~ (EXCITED) This is somcthing new --

this I never run into before ~ (1OW) I zive him a chencd

ts shut up and 1ih back d?ji :[h? s?Trcf tg&?o;}f? ? and .

I lct him have it‘ ;(STRA”GELv IIKE A WITNMPER) But -- but

somcuhing s,missing. T don't got the kiek I uszed to --

then I ronlize - I got to toll 1t, I got to tell 1t to

sonckbody -- (WHISFER) But who? I'm wentcd on that

poil-skipping ~=- but juet the same, I con't go around

tcliing just anybody -- ond I got to tcll, you know I

got to tcll. Then I roalize, -- you. (SOBBING UP AGAIN)
(MORE)
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WIFE:

GOTTLIEB:

WIFE:
GOITLIEB:

WIFE:
GOITLIEB:

VIFE:
GOTTLIEB:
(MUSIC:

NARR:

GOTTLIER:
REPORTER:
GOTTLIEB:
REPORTER:

GOITLIEB:

-17— 'I g"? ‘;-f-l: +

Sure, but what's a bicycle -- (OFF SHORT) €migodi™
That old man that got killed --

Yeah. Somebody broke into 2 place that had nothing to
steal from -- killed the old man -~ and used a stoien
bike. Sounds like him, doesn't 1t?

(SOBBING) Yes, yes, :,res,d.j_‘/,...f ;lzibufﬁ(

Sounds like he's back in’@ggéﬁé. {QUIET) But it ian't
over vet, is 1t, Mrs. Hewett? I meon -- the pattern
of vour husband!'s compulsion.

What do you mean, it isn't over?

You said yourself -- tellineg you was part of it, It
wasn't complete, it wasn't fulfilled until he told

it to you. (QUIET) Mrs., Hewett -~ .

(SOBBINC) What do you want, saet—do—you-Want?
Just this. (PAUSE) VWnen he comes =-- ¢21ll me,

(NEWSROOM PATTERN UP AND BEEIND)
P s de

It's the next morning, You're hack odbwmed ITOTITIT
You police reporter's out working the story with
the cops. So far -- no trace. Then --

(PHONE RUNG AND GRABBED)
City desk!
(FILTER) Ed. Take a quiekie.
Stoot.
(FILTER) Stickup on the south side. ‘alter Albert,
balrer. ..up in Baisley Park. ~You want me to roll,
or shall T stiek with the Window Murder?

Ko, stay where you're at. 1'11 scnd Jerry. How're

you doing?
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BEPORTER:

GOITLIEB:

{KUSIC:

NARR:

GOTTLIED:

(MUBIC:

NAaRR:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

REPORIER:

GOTTLIEB:
REPORTER:

GOTTLIEB:

=18~
(FILTER) Rotten.

(PHONE HUNG UP)

Same as the police.

(PROJECTING) Jerry! Check a holdup in Baisley Park --
Walter Albert bakeshop! And don't come back to write

it -- coll it in!

i amm A

He does. And 1t doesn't make the paper. I+ lands.in thoe

overset. Checking that, after the edition's out == the
bells start to ring agaln. Beciuse in the galley proof
15 ore line that pushes the button --

The baker deseribed the bandit as wearing a funny kind

of cap, like a taxi driver’s -- oh-oh!

Forty cents worth of expense-account taxl later,
you're ot the bakeshop, shoving a picture of Hewett under
kis {loury nesec, Aand from hin, you get the sweetest

words of all ''Yep. That's him."

Tt doesn't take long for your police reporter, once
you've told him that, to come up with == this:

(FILTER) Ten minutes after the

Good huovch, BEd.
bakery holdup, o taxi  was stolen from outside

a diner. TFunny, nobody make much of 1%, Jhldeilt
was recovered the sane --

(INTERRUPTING) Recovered? Yhere?

(FILTSRY Vhy, over on the other side of town.
Hundred and sixty-eth stroet.

Drop everything and get hold o Cullinese! That's..

Get on over there and --

Hewettts 0ld neighborhood!
Stay vwhere

no, I started this and I'm finishing 1t.
you are -- If1ll pick you up!
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{MUSIC: _ _

REPORTER:

GOTTLIER:

GOTTLIEB:
NARR:

GOTTLIER:
REPORIER:
GOTTLIEB:
REPORTER:

GOTTLIEB:

GOTTLIER:

~19-
_Up AND INIO)
(C4R IN LIGHT TRAFFIC AND UNDER)
(LIVE) This is the street, Ed. Yeah -- they found the
cob outside that rooming house,
*H6mnhn;ﬁﬁnnﬂﬁ—Tﬁﬁﬁﬁhg—hense -~ pull over!
(CAR PULLS OVER, PARKS){(## S-ovf s»r}ws)
(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS ACROSS SIDEWAILX IN EXTERIOR
PATTERN OF LICHT STREET TR.FFIC, KIDE—PIAEENEy
-#TC,, UP STLPS, INTO)

(LOW) A4t First, the landlady wants no part of you.
But twe things get you through and upstairs to what
she says is Hewectt'!s roorm., One -- the Press picture

-- the other, an old newspapermen's triek you remember

nmd nse -~ thus --
Tttg all right. We're from Eeadquarters.
Just that vou're

(LOV) You're not saying you're cops.

from Headquarters. Which 1is the truth, at least where
vour police reborter's concerncd, So =-
(FSET UP LONG FLIGHT CF ST.IRS...THCN STOP)

I dunro. Maybe we should've eczlled the copsi

(LoW)

(LOW) Too late now. You feeling brave?

(LoW) Mo. Just -- gueasy.

(LOV) Look, I was wrong. It's pot too late. Let's

put & wateh on the house and call Cullin --
(LOW) No, We might lose him in the street. Hang on
to your hat--here gocs.

(4 KNOCK O THE DOCR)

Heowoti.
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GEORGE:

{MUSIC:

— . w—

GEORGE:
STRANAHAN:

GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:

GECRGE:

STRANAHAN :
GEORGE:

14~

Yesh, that's right,-ﬁhe-b—'-a—?zat& %am rgs)uJ‘j‘c

Melson. .. Say thot again., ” .. Ned T.? Scmetlmes

colls himself "Nickels." Hels—hew—son. Yeoh, I got

it. ... Also ¥nown as N. T. Nelson. .. Sxy—that—agaln

-- very attached to hls mother? I see. Hos-hegot
—a-rooeri-or—semetituet—{RAUSE)}~-I-gce .. No, 1t's

nothing yet, Captaln. Just a story so far, but can

you send me a pleture? {ANNOYED} Well, if you can't

send it to me, will you send 1t to -Pwtecttve Captaln

Prank Stranahan? .. Swell, Make it the Butte City

Police Headguartsrs, Butte 17, Montana. sut—hrthe
-1ﬁnurqmmnber7-wtt&—ycu?—“fb*%i—get'tnere—quﬁekervw

(EXCITED) You got the picture then?
(DISINTERESTED) What do you g0 bothering the police
all the way over in Salt Lake for?
Look, did you see the plcture? Did he send it? Let
me see 1t.

(DRAWER OPENS)

Take a big, long look.
what's the matter with you, Stranahan? This kld aould

have done it. Look at this record. Age 16: one year
in the Boys' Reformatorngalt Lake City. Age 19:
fined $200, 30 days in workhouse, drunken driving;
arrested suspicion of theft."

I'm not Interested.

Why?
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"/ STRANAHAN:

GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:

(GEORQE:

STRANAHAN:
GEORGE:
STRANAHAN:
GEORGE:
STRANAHAN:

GEORGE:

STRANAHAN:
(MUSIC:

NARH:

GEORGE:

NARR:

Hs kol ia 164
Because Aold,
rengy—%*d1——ﬂtﬁ-yoa—aﬁad_thaadesop$ptien?

You know better than I that that girl in the hotel was
hysterical. dJust because she sald he wés 30 and the
rest of it --

I'm not interested.

He could have done 1t. Why was that telegram on the
landing at the hotel otherwlse?

It not interested.

Why?

I'm not.

Well for heaven's sake, tell me whyi

{ANGRY) mm et |

{ TRYING TO REACH HIM) Look, Stranahan, we're both
pretty worked up ebout this -- everybedy in town 18 -~

but don't go clam on me now just because --

(QUIETLY) Outside.

[

Yo have just handed the carefully worded story with
the picture attached to your edltor. There's libel
here and so you've been real cautlous.

Myaterious youth missing. Belleved to be connected
wlth the hotel slaylng of Mrs. Helen Ernestine."”
WEslieved" -- that!s good, covers you. sThis ought to
smoke out Stranahan. Ané then you learn why smart,
ordinarily ocooperative Detective Captain Frank
Stranahan isn't being cocperative.

(MORE )

RTXQ1 0172083
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NAER:
(CONT)

GECRGE:
NARR:

STRANAHAN:
MAN :

STRANAHAN:
MAN:
STRANAHAN:
MAN:
STRANAHAN:
MAN:

STRANAHAN:
MAN:

STRANAHAN:

NARR:

< TRA NPRRN

MAN:
STRANAHAN:

16—
It's whispered all over -- Didn't you hear? He's got
the whole thing wrapped up. He's got a suspect now
in the line-up and he's laying filve to one that he's
got the killer.
oh, that low, tight-mouthed --
Don't say 1t! g@et over to neadquarters, get over %o

the line-up, slt down quietly next to Frank Stranahan

‘as the thin, shivering kggygianda with the police

lights shining in his eyes.

(OFF MIKE)} State your name.

{ FRIC.ITENED, DIFFERENT PERSPECTIVE, ALSO OFF MIKE)
Willard Byron.

How old are you?

27

Worklng?

I'm unempleyed, sir.

what were you docing in rcom 43 of the Hotel Paradise?
I told you -- I -- leeb—wigirt I stayed there over
night -- I had money and I left 2 pair of shoes. They
were slx fifty shoes near brand newW.

when did you last speak to Mrs. Ernestine?

So help me, Offlcer, I didn't know her. 1 never met

her, didn't even know her name.

Then tell me what you were dolng ati%g- Twerlyts lab.

Doc Twerly 1= the COunty Co nera kni?beftmtr-
LA £ Sy

(ON MIKE)
Al wael Lahat T WA »ug

ne starts to answer, he co 8 and stalls and wipes the
sweat off hils foce and you watch this fantasy unfeold.

I didn't think anybody cered. I swear I didn't}

whaot were you delng in T Twerly!s lab?
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STRANAHAN:
MAN:

STRANAHAN:

NARR:

MAN ¢

STRANAHAN:

{MUSIC: _
NARR:

GEORGE:
SALESMAN:

GEORGE:

17~
Well, I heard 1t was a place thﬁt was easy tec get into
and most folks when they finish their work, they run out-
The autopsy room.
That's right. So help me Ged; I didn't lmow the stuff
was hers.
So you just plain opened the door and trled to stenl
the evidence that we needed to prove the cause of .
death. You actually tried to steal the %ﬂ;%‘&d "
(COVERING STRANAHAN) A ghoul! This man standing
in front of the lights is actually 1 body snatcher ==
o ghoul. He went into the autopsy room and --
My—ged, I was out of work and I didn't hmve any money
and I heard the guys down at the mediesl school --
they pay you for -- That's what I heard. I sweor, I
never had anything to do with her.
Take him outslde and book him and lock him up. And
I think we better open a window in here - open it wilde.
IN WITH)
People, people -- the thilngs thero, the desperate,
inhuman, unklgd things they de. but this is not the
mirderer. Criminal, yes. Warped, yes. But not the
murderar. There zre no more harsh words between you
and Prank Stranahan. You both go bock to your Jobs:
he to hils desk, you to yours. And therz --

( PHONE RINGS, IS ANSWERED)
Hello, McVey.
{ON FILTER) Mr. McVey, you the fellow been writing
those stories about the woman in Butte got kllled?

That's right.
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NARR:

GEORGE:

NARR:

“11-y S
Nine 1ittle pleces and a little scoteh tape oand a
little jig-sawing puts together a message. _
(READING) "Mrs. J. E. Nelson, 310 East Second Street,
South, Salt Lake City. Wire fare for transportation

ot once. Nothing to worry about. Love you very

~yery-much. Things willl be okay. You'lll see .

(signed) N. T. N."

An ordinary, routine copy of a telegram requesting
money. Probably a thousand sent “hat day -- an
oriinary, private, polntless telegram. And what is
there to go on? The telegram ﬁeﬁTeeueae-aeﬁw+

Theg hysterlcal descriptlion bsktgﬁiﬁkwa sq oth-shaven
mzn of 307 Notolng TO go on, nothinébgg do except

te face a sense~css dezd end: a murder stery, a herror,

another humaon enigma.

v o — o em mm— e dmm m ms R

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP 3

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAM #204

MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL
Guard against throat.seratch! Cuard against throat-
sorateh! Guard against thront-serateh! Enjoy the
smooth smooth smokting of fine tobeccos, Smoke a
PELL ¥BLL.
Yes; gmoke POLL MZLL - the cigarette hesc nildness
vou can measure.
puff »y puff ycu're always aheoad “hen you smoke
PELL ¥ELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filterad further
than that of any other leading ecigarette, Moreover;
after 5 puffs, or 10; or 17.- by apctugl neasure -
PELL MSLL'S greater lcpath of traditicnally fine
tobeecos still travels the smoke further - filters the
smo2 and mekes it mild,
Trus, PELL MZLL'S [ine mellor tobaccos glve you &

seootnnass, mildness end satisfaction no other
AR e et i

eigzrette offers you.
Guard against throat-serasch!

Erjoy the smooth smoking of [ins tobaccos,

Smokz FELL MELL - the cigaretto ~hose mildness you cen
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Cutstanding!”

ind - they are mild!

ATHOT 0172087




L

HARRICE:

NARR:

GEORGE:

GECRGE:

— o e EME ey M e

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your Narrator
and the Blz Story of George McVey as he lived 1%

and wrote 1t.

Now, 6 A.M., what has been zlive for you, George
MeVey, reporter -- the story of tie spread-eagle
strongiling of a 63 year old hotel owner -- is aiive
now in the early morning first edition on the stands
which has just hit the streets. And where ordinarily
you would have gone home and gone to sleep, you've
forgotten about that -- you, no less than the police
officer who-szw—it7~ng:g;33—ehen the hysterlcal girl
who witnessed it, can get the frightful image out

of your mind. You toy with the copy of the telegrm
you found torn on the third floor landing of the

Paradlse Hotel.

(READING) "Mrs—J—E NeISoH; 3TO East—Sevond-Street;
Soubr—Batb-bate—giey'--  "Wire fare faor

transportation at once. Nothing to worry about ."
"Love you very very wuch. Things will be okay.
Youl!ll see." _(INTERRUPTS, THINKING ALOUD)
why "lcve you wery-very much"? Why 1s it signed
with initials -- "N, T. N."?
{ PHONE UP)
(GROPING, BUT AGTING) Put me 335&%82;ESYF%§;52£¥E§¢,5%‘Léaf
hesdguarters in Salt Lake Clty. I'd like to get B tte Eﬁa;
some information about a party named Mrs. J. E. Nelson, '
at 310 East Second Street, Scuth.
(MORE)
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GOEPETERIT = ~Bhe s (QUIEBR )T 80Ty,

~PRESSMAN:

WIF=:
GOITLIEB:

WIFE:

GOTTLIER:
WIFE:

WIFE:

GOTTLIEB:
WIiFE:

GOTTLIER:
WIFE:

-7 Thatls~e3l pightr—But thatls-al1!

(SARCASTIC) oOho.
into that.

You!d forgotten reporters walked
Score one agalnst the old fire horse
What

not fittine the new harness. HNothing there,

next? Check the elips, He ras a wife. So ==
does she lnow vhere Ecwett is?

(SCARED TO DEATH) No, Honest, I don't., Vhy?
Just that old bail-jumping charge, Mrs. Hewett.
(BEAT) What's the matter -- zre vou afrald of me?
No, Him,

0n? {(GENTLE) Wart to talk about 1t?

No, but -- (A BURST) it's sc much better when hets
I work, I make enough for-me—-srd—thoe-—
Exbr, I don't need hinm.

Derrit—wamd= i TITIET, U0t
Fotwab—aliv=—Hot=rtrall.s-Weerevensho=ioiTiTYe t
Litabawr——=Farerthetrebter.  (LOW) If you knew

what 1t was like -- I never lmew when 1t would

not around.

come over him --
Wrat? What would come over him?

Thls -- this -- I don't xnow what you call it,

but -~ like a trance, or -- like you read, a com --
Coll ==

Conpulsion?

Thatts 1t, that's 1t., (RECALLING) It would be
We'ld be asleep,

(MORE )

night. Then == it would get

morning.
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WIFE: He'd be lyin' ewake. -T WOmHtHETT=iripo——elSHE-GRINDE -

o o TR CCAt 3 i = HGAINT
SPPETRE Pe=mmt
VIFE: Then he'd get up. Dress. Leather jocket, clumpy shoes,
that cap with the visor -- he was a truckdriver.y'see,
that was his uniform ~-
GOTTLIEB: Go on -~
WIFE: And held take off, Walk right out into the morning

Ealf an hour, an hour later -- he'd be back, With é££3£~
- ¥rows what, .A radio., . .a 'lectric cleck, . .2 vase. . .
snything, so long as he stole it =---

GOTTLIEB: Kow wait a minute. How would you know?

WIFE: Cause that was part of it! He had to tell mel It was
always the same, First -- it had to be morning. Second
it had to be something he stole. Third -- he had to
get away in something he stole -- a bus, a caf, an

ompoulance e=-—

GOTTLIER: Even o hearse --
VIFE: Zven a hearse, it was, once. But he had to ride in a
.—-;_’;‘. e - bt
- cauehtele aftor ho stole. (4 SOB) He was c¢razy,

voux see. Like some people--like to set fires to get
vicks -- with him it was steallng and driving away.
Crazy. Once I talked him into going to a doctor, a
psychictrist -- but he wanted o lot of money to cure
him, so -- he kept right on. (PAUSE) Cars, buses,
-~ imogine stealing o bus in broad morning?

GOTTLIEB: {(MUSING) Or a bievcle,

WIFE: Huh?

GOTTLIEB: Mrs. Hewett, don't vou road the papers?

ATHKCT Q172030




(MUSIC:

e e wm e —

HARRICE:

MARR:

GOTTLIEB:

DETECTIVE:

GOTTLIEE:

DETECTIVE:

GCTTLIEB:

DETECTIVE:

GOTTLIEB:

~13=
This i3 Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrater and
the Big Story of Ed Gottlieb, as he lived it and wrote
it.
Great. You, Ed Gottlieb, city editor of the Long Island
Press, should of stood behind the desk instead of making
1ike a reporter, Here there's heen a mystery killing--
only two clues, A stolen bicycle, a visored cap -- and
you've associated them with an old series of add crimes,
in which one Joseph Hewett stole anything on wheels he
could get his hands on. Would he go so low as a bleycle?
Might. So you're ready to roll -- but where is he?
Skipped bail -~ ﬁs yon tell the police ~--
Aind chances are, Cullin he's nowhere around. But my
hunch is =-
(FILTER) Look, Ed. A guy faces trial on a series of
larceny charges like that -- bus, ambularce,
hearse, what not -- he's not gonna hang around
Jamaiea.
Well ==
(FILTER} Cr New ?hrk; Or even the Yorth. IEight'll
cat you five he's in Florida or St. Louis or South
Flashbtulb, North Dakota, on the lam.
Could be. Just answer m: one thing. You golng to
work on 1t?
(FILTER) Sure. Right now 1t's all the lead welve
got.
(SARCASTIC) You're welcme., Mind if we do a little

poking around on our own?
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THE BIG STORY
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NARRATOR: BOB SLOAN
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REPORTER GRANT RICHARDS
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" WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY 120

¢ ) )

10:00 - 10:30 PM FEBRUARY 28, 1951 WEDKESD
ANNGR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _FAVEARE)

“POYCHTETRISTTARL réght; 7oung man. Lie dowa—en—ehe—couci ™

—DSYCHIATRIST:(SMILE) <Psychiatpiats—imterview-thetr- pTtimmbe—dwing.
“Gowns—Go-aead.
FOh.
HEWETT : Now wait, wait. I ain't agreed to take these treatments
R

PSYCHIATHIST: ﬁgﬁ want te be cured of thls compulsion of yours.

HEWETT : This what?

PSYCHIATRIST :This thing that_malkes vou do the things you do., So --

HEWETT : Wait, wait! You're 'way shead of me! Let's goet one
thing straight. What's this treatment gonna cost?

VEYCHIATRIST :Well. . .1t'11l také time. ., .my feec is $15.00 an hour -

HEWETT : $1¢ an hour!, And 1t'11 take time! That can add up to a
lotta dough - (NEAR HYSTERIA) I steal cause I'm sick,
I come to you to get cured so I von't steal no more --
and you hand me a figure so big I'd have to steal MORE
TO get it up. WHO ¥OU KIDDN* DOC!

(MUSIC: HIT_ AND_GO FOR)

e e i e e mm o m— mw m—
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GROUE:

CHAPPELIL.:

(]

-

HARRIC

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM 20k
CLOSING COMMERCIAL
Guazrd against throat-seratch! Guard against throat-
seratch! Guard against throat-seratch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine toboceos, Smoke a

PELL MELL,

Yes, swoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness
you can measure.

Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is
filtered through fine tobaccos; the milder it becomes.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered

further than that of any other lecading cigarchte.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual
peasure - PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally

fine tobaccos still travels the smoke further -
Filters the smoke and mekes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you u

smoothness, mildness and gatisfoetion no other

cigarette offers you.

Ask Tor the longer; finer cigaretic in the
distinguished red package. PELL MELL FaMGCUS
CIGARETTAS - "Quistandinall

e et

Aind - thev are mil

.......—.h-_..-—
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CHAFPELL:

McVEY:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

~25-

Now we read you that télegram from George MeVey of the
Putte Montana Standard.

From the moment of the discovery of murder to the

time of sentencing of klller in-tonlght's Big Story,
took exactly 16 days. He was sentenced to life
imprisonment, in the Montana State Penitentlnry at Deer
Lodge. My sincere thanks for tonightts Pell Mell Award..
Thonk you, Mr. McVey.. the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL 4500
Award for notable service in the fleld of Journallsm.
Listen agoin next week, same time, same statlion, when
PLLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Long
Island Daily Press, by-line Edward Gottlieb, A BIG
3TORY about 2 reporter who found a man who liked all
kinds of vehicles especlally when they took him to

the scene of his own erlmes.

— e — — e wam e R weA A e s e
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Rev,
-26-

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Prockter with

originallmusic composed and conducted by Vladimir
Selinsky, Tonight's program was adapted by Arnocld
Perl from an actual story from the front pagaes of
the Butte Montana Standard. Your narrator was Bob

- Sloan, and Nat Folen played the part of George MeVay.
In order to protect the names of people actually involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY; the names of all
characters in the drametization were changed with the
exception of the reporter; Mr. HcVey.,
™is is Ernest Chappell speaking £or £he makers of
2Tl MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, (Pa7 %)
Tomorrov we Americans honor the memory of George
Washington as the founder of our freeilom. Speeches
-1111 be made and praises sung; but the greatest
tribute any of us can pay to the father of our American
heritage is to resolve that the gift of personal
liberty which he gave us shall never be taken away.

THIS IS NBC ,.... THE NATIONLL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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DETECTIVE:

i w——

PRESGMAN ¢
GOTTLIED:
PRESSMAN:
GOTTLIEB:
PRESSMAN ¢
GOTTLIEB:

PRESSMAN:
GOTTLIEB:

PRESSMAN «

1l -

(FILTER) Just don't get in our way, that's

Go ahead.
all, I msan, like running a story on him and tipplng

him off, in case he 1s around. I sald -- in case.

snd you go. Not your paper -- not your police reporter --

but you, Ed Gottlieb,eity editor. Back on the street

again., Copy paper in your pocket -- good feeling --
questions in your head -- and a plcture of Hewitt
ready to shove under the nose of the man who saw the

hike stolen, Is this the man vou saw?

Well, . I dunno.

. it was still pretty dark. . .
Five forty-five A.M. Getting pretty light, too.
Well, . .

.ves. Getting pretty light.

Light enough to see he was wearing a cap with a visor.
Yes --

The . I ask you again -~ net was this the man, but
does it look like the man?

Well, , . I'm afraid I couldn't say.
Mr. Price, think. 4n innofensive old man, a friendly,
decent, gentle old man is killed in cold blood, and --
(QUIET) Mr, Gottlieb =-- you think. A man 1s killed.
And ancther man is -suspected..,If that other man is
identified -~ what? He hangs? Fe goes to the chair?
He's sent up for 1life? And you want me to say yes
or no, it was or it wasn't, and end up rasponsible
Not me. The hat -- yes.

for that man's 1ife? No sir.

It had a visor. To that I swear. But the face?
Mister -- I'm not saying ves and I'm not saying nro.

T'm not even saying maybe. I'm just plain not saying!
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GOTTLIEB:

HARR:

GOTTLIEB:

HARR:

w.IILIEB:

HLER:

GOITLIER:

{MUSIC:

N.RR:

=10-
UP QUIETLY AND TO_BACK, WEAVING_IN AND_OUT_OF)_ _ _

— - ey — I

(SFGH-FITTER) Screwy case, ., ,5teals a bicyele. . .
kills an old man. . fchk. . ,wanders around in the

dawn . . .i%'s o puzzler. . .wonder if the cops'll break
this one. .

But your hands are active. Almost automatically, they
start editing copy. . .Underlining herg, for céps. « .
making brackets there, for paragraphs. . .
EIGET-PFIFER,COMENG~IN) Hat with a visor.. .llke a
truck driver, . ., mmm: . « Or 2 bus driver. . . oOFr

1 gas station attendant. . .cap with a visor. . .
Correcting a spelling here. . . circling an abbreviatio:
so 1t!11 be spelled out, there -- and then -- something
pushes the button a little horder,

(LIVE) Dogzonit, when 1is that guy gomna learn to spell
that counci%fﬁp‘slnume right, M-E-L-0-l.V - MEL-ony,
not M.:l@gy.‘ m?uq 'r(wx ate

iné you spell it right -- M E lony -~ ond underline
the word, meaning -- THIS IS CORRECT, .ind 1t's then
that the bell ringsl

¥elony -~ Maleny. (3N.P3 HIS FINGERS) Vhat wes that

“rame h2 kept spelling wrong last -- (LOUD SNAP )

i
Spothrni "W

TS

— i et i, " . ke

(DCCR OPENING, FOOTSTEPS UMDER)
!nd yeu1 hot-foot 1% tack to the morgue for a drower
marked H --
(DRLWER PULITD OPEN, CARDS /D ENVELOPES
RIFFIED)

ATHOT 0172098




%+  GOITLIEB:

NAFRR:

GOTTLIEB:

{MUSIC:

HARR:

NARR:

-11-

Hecker, Helpmann, Hewlett-~ Hewett -- (RFEHE-SPING)
Hewett ~- Hew E ti! That's the onc!

(LoV, F.G.) Yeah, The one they insisted on spelling
Hew-I-tt and filing wrong. But now it's in the right
place! (SHUFFLIE OF PAPERS) 1Is it the right guy?

(WVISH SHUFFLES) Unemployed truckdriver arrested in-
bus theft. . .ah! (SHUFFLE) Hewctt Held in Ambulance
theft., ., {SHUFFIE SHUFFLE)-- Bus Stealer Charged with
Theft of Hearsc -- he's the one, he's the one! VWhere's

that pilecture, wherets -- 2h! Comc to papa:!

-

What's Hewitt wearing in the pleture? Right. 4 cap
with 2 visor, fnd the bell is ringing louder and louder,
summening you back to the beat, back to legging 1it,
like the police feportcr you were, and stilil are, by --=-

LIGHT STIEG)

T " —

Ch-oh. (SFUFFLE) Car-Crazy Thief Skips Baill

— R e m  m w e

Gu-reat. So the bell rang -- so the associatian of
early morning thefts and visored caps, led you to

2 hot lead -- gg:gggEgiggggg;gggggz§ﬂ5f~a=nnmpu
to walk the déhgs combined
vehicl;g,made“?ou\fhipk this bicyele their-killéns

weorpulsion to steal

-
-ziéﬁiwbe-ﬁexattu-:éi so the guy's disappearcd!

Fit the road, CGottlieb -- hit tke rocd!

— e e T e e e A el e T

(MIDDLE COMMTACILL)
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GROUP:

CH"PPELL:
HARRICE:

CH.PPELL:

HARRICE:

CH.\PPELL:
HA’RRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #205

MIDDLE COMMERCT.AL

Guerd against throst-serstchl Guard against throat-
serateht Cuard ageinst throat-seratehl Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL LILL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whese mildness
you car HMCARsure.

Puff by puff youtre always ahead when you smoke

PELL MELL.

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 18 filtered further
then thet of sny other leading cigeratte. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 ~ by actusl measure -

PELL MELL'S greeter lensth of traditionally fine

tobreons still trovels the smoke further - filters the
nelre and mekes it mild.
Thus, FELL ELL'S fine mellow tobneces give you &

smecihnsss, mildness mnd sagisfretion no other

cigrretis offers you.

Gunrd against thrort-scrateh!

Enjoy the smeoth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke FELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
messure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIG RETTES - "Qutstandingl”
And - they ere mildl

ATXGT 0172100




11ARY:
OLD MAN:

MARY:

IZmCTIVE:

GOTTLIEB:

DETECTIVE.-

GOTTLIEB:
DETECTIVE:

_6-
Neonscnooymedwer -- what happened?
FeDRRRGROANTSSEN —- Hoe-- he -- (GASP) The window --
the -- (GROAN AND DIES)

(SCEBING) 4nd that's all he said. The window, he sald,

ard pointed, and never sald another blessed word.

— Tt — i — e

Speaking coldly, as a city editor -- the story's
developing nicely, Filling out very well. I£¢1] make
front page and a good sized jump to the inside, You
put a man on interviewing neighbors -- with dogs and
¢children -- and your police reporter builds 1t along
with this -- from Detective Mike Cullin assigned to
tke case. . .
Robbery's your motive, of course. ZEut that makes the
killer out to be a rank amateur. Fe couldn't have
cased the job,

(TYFCWRITER ALONG UNDER)
(AS IF URITING A SUBHEAD) Killer Amasteur, Police Say.
There wasn't anything in the apartment worth taking.
The oid lady collects rents for the owner, see,
Most of 'em are in checks, What cash she does«?gfﬁ&“1dii
she banks right off. And fhat's on the first.fﬁTﬁis
is the 2hth, Onlv a jerk would expect to find any

rent money lylng around loose, DNo, TIt's a screwy

case.
(WITH TVPE, AS BEFORE)

Screwy Case, Says Cullinamk,

Then there's the bicycle. Parked under the window,
behind the ladder he used. Makes no sense at all.

Yhat kind of a burglar leaves bikes lying around? Still -
we're cheelting.
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~

|
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GOTTLIEB:
REFPORTER:

GOTTLIER:
IERNRTER:

GOTTLIEB:

(MUSIC:

v — -

NARR:

PRESSMAN:

-7

— o e w

Yep, It's f£illing out ve-ry nicely. Screwy Case -=

Mystery Killer -- even a catchy headline title for

the killing. Makes a nice paée one phrase -- WINDOW

KILIER. And the follows are coming through smoothly.

Vithin half an hour -- |
(PHONE RINGS AGAINST CITY ROCM TYPEWRITER PATTERN
& IS PICKED UP)

City desk.

(FIITER) Ed, on that bicyele. They traced it.

Ineidentally, you'll Tind a picture of it in the stuff

Joe shot --

Come on, come on, what's with the bike!

Woll == it belongs to a local kid, Lives 42 ons of

the houses down the street, Fumny thing is, he

reported it stolen this morning -- while the cops were

looking for the owner!

Tchk, A

(MUSING) Steals a bike to commit a crime.

real wierdie, Okay -- give it to rewrite and interview

the kid.

— A A

He does better than that. The story is bullding itself,

eally nothing far vou to do but walt for the

S et =al ——

£i1l-ins to come in. The kid turns out to be nothing.

One paragraph. But the kid's upstairs neighbor!
That!s something clse arain!

You see, I'm a presscan, ,.owl shift. . and I don't
get homz till dawn. Vell, first thing I do is

walk the mutt. I've got him out this morning eround
five-forty - five, when I see this man.

RTHOt1 Q1rPz102




GOTTLIEB:
PRESEMAN:

GOTTLIEB:
PRESSMAN:

{MUSIC:

IS H

NARR:

GOTTLIEB:

REPORTER:
GOTTLIEB:

REPORTER:

-8-

(T YPEWRITER ALONG WITH)
(AS IF WRITING SUBHEAD) Pressman Sees Bicycle Thief!
He comes down the steps of the house, down off the stoap
and he's carrying the kids bike, He pumps on the blke
and takes off in the opposite diTection from me, That's
about 8ll. . .you see, it was just about getting light. .
no sun, yet. All I could gee was -- he had on & funny
cap ~ -
{AS BEFCRE, WITH TYPING) Cap Furnishes Killer Clue!
kind of a visored cap, it was, . .like truck drivers
wear. . .or taxi- 3rivers. . .oOr gas station guys. . .

Lgu- IO, .

3

—_— o A B Em e s T m—

ind that is where the story stands, when you, Ed
Gottlieb, city editer, mark 1t Page ore Top Streamer

A Fed, 24 point lead two col leaded-out drop to 14
noint second par b.f. with pix. Translation -- the
works!

As eity editor -- your job is done. 3ut the definition
of a clty editor is a newspaperman who's seon everything--
twice, And somevwhers --

Vau Xnow -- something about that window case ~= I

don't 'mow -~ 1t kind of pushes the button -- but the
bell doesntt ring...

Zat s07%

Yoah, (EE CHUCKLES) Maybe I've been on the desk too
long. I feel like an --an old fire horse pulling a
junk wagon--hearing the tells go by...

Boss, you got bells on the brain.

ATHKC1 0172103




GOITLIEB:
REPORTER:

GOTTLIEB:"

REPORTER!

GOTTLIEB:

= PORTER:

-9-
Maybs. Thls case, . .What's with the cops?
Oh, routine, They'll pull in all the characters suspected
of apartment house jobs, . .work 'em over. . but they
won’t~ézgg; much out of them,
No. Those babies work with passkeys and jimmies. And
they case, to see nobody's home. And they don't go to
work in the morning, when the town's waking up. And
they don't use blcycles. *ﬂnﬁ*they—éeﬁlsnlea#e-ftngﬁffﬁ
peints.an. laddars.and windawsills,
(LAUGES) Boy -- they lost a good police reporter when
vou went to the deskl
You're right, though. The word for this case 1s
screwy. Look, you want to send out for some coffee and
chew 1t around?
Me? My day stops when the edition's in, Boss -- I°

leave you with two words. So lang,

—— T e —

Your dayl's almost done. As city oditor, you've got to
sce that all stories are followed up properly. . . so

vou meke up the assignment list for tomorrow.

a2 couple of any-time features. . .throw mess of

publicity handouts. -. .then er the Hverset -~
that 1s -- stories wers sct uprG:/Zover made
the paper =ft6f;;e if they can t;{ﬁs:d or if the type
¥ But that fesling
that scmething is pushing the button, without the

bell ringing, i3 still gnawing at you. 82 you don't

go home, You hong around the clity room...a city
editor...an ex~reporter -- with no beat. . .and you
think ., . &
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CHAPPELL:

_2-

THE BIC STORY., Here i1s America...its sound and its
fury...its joy and 1ts sorrow.,..as falthfully reported

by the men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.
(PAUSE; COLD & FLAT) Jamaica, New York. From the front
page of the Long Island Dally Press -- the story of a

city editor who had a reporter's hunch. ﬁn’dﬁgr &his worls
-- tp Ed Oottlieb for his Big Story goes the Pell Mell

iwardl

— "

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GRQUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICH:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2095
OPENING COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-seratcht Guerd sgrinst throst-
scretchl Guard sgrinst throat-seratchi Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobrccos, Snoke A

PRLL MELL.

Yes, smoxe PELL MELL - the cigsrette whose nildness you
oan neesurae,.

Puff by puff you're ~lways ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL.

Remember this - the further a puff of saoke is filtored
tnrough finec tobaccos, the milder it becomes, At the
first puff PELL MELL smcke 45 filtered further then that
of a2ny other landing cigaretie. Meracvyer, after § pnfis,

or 10, or 17 - by actual noasure PELL MELL'S greater

lereth of treditionally fine tohncoos still trevels the
smoxe furtier - filters the amoke rnd nokes it mild,
Thus, PELL 'ELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you 2

smocthness, mildness and satisfretlon no other

cigerette offers you.
Smoke FELL HELL - the cigarctte whose mildness you c¢2n
meesure. PELL MELL FAIOUS CIG'RETTIZS - utstondingl”

md - they are mild!l

p—
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CHAPPELL:

MuUsIC:

s —

NARR:

REPORTER:
GCCTLIEB:
REPORTER:

GOTTLIEB:
REPORTER:

GOTTLIEB:

REPORTER:

) P

——— i W i R e

Jamaica, Wew York. The Story as it actually happened.

Ed Gottlieb's story as he lived it.

T — e ta —

You Ed Gottlieb, are city editor af the Long Island Dally
Press. VWhich means, for one thing, *that you're at your
desk in the Press building at 6:45 A.M, Only your police
reporter is on duty before you - snd he's on the phone,
while you're checking the day's assignmehts to see who
can be expected to turn up with }at «- and declding
what space it might be worth. Firally, he wraps up

his eall - saunters over -- And comes up with that phrase
that!s music to a city editor's ears.

Boss -- we hit one. A murder,

N AN

~Semdd-5e: Didn't vou used to live in the Garden

Apartments? Ever know a guy named -- Walter Basil? -

Basil, Basil, . .mm-mm, Who'd he kill?

Ee's the killee. Haven't got much on it, but the

photosrapher's on his way., I'll mosey over,
Oxay. Just give me an early lead on what you've got
and phone in.

Right. ILooks good, though. The cops say it's a scTewy

CIlQ .

— T e o

reporter writes before ne fills in, (SNEREMIBICS
Valter Basll -- an old, retired bank guard, . .harmless
old {th who wouldn't hurt a fly. . the kind of guy

dogs and bables go for, . shares an apartment with his
sister, a widow. . .sleeps on a daybed in the parlor. . .

ARTHKGt1 0172107




QLD MAN: (FRIGHT) 4m* What's that! (PAUSE} Vho -- who's there!

HEWETT : (HOARSE, WHISPER) Lie down., Don't move ---
0LD MAK: (AW/KR NOW) Vho're you? Vhat do you want herel
HEWETT : (3:M8) Shut up ~=- shut up --
OLD MAN: (UP) Mary -- Mary -- police -- help =- hel -~
(L SEOT, & GROAN, RAPID-FOSPSTRPS-UP-AND-IMA¥-INTO)
MUSIC: _ _ TRIGIC IND OFF BELIND)
MARR: 4 paffler. f harmless old men shot in the dawn --

an un‘tmown vrowler who lefi nothing hehind but the

12dder by whiech he recached the window -- that's all.
511, that is, untll your Police reporter's follow-up,
which comes in a 1little later, Scems he interviewed

Mary, the sister, It ¥illed out the story -- like

this:
(vEeTCT _ _ _UREiE-DE-SiDhRERED.
MIRY: (GeRp®MG) Ve were up $111 eleven, . . doing crossword

puzzlss. . .then, I went to my room, cnd Walter made
up the daybed. . .next thing -~ I heard him scream
—- T threw something over me -- and ran in (FADE)

(GROSKS.UP AND UNDER)

MARY: Welter -- what's the matter -- Valter -- yow'retuwing—
a~nbghiire —-
OLD MAN: Mary, Mary -~ I've been shot --
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPEIL:

- 25 -
THE BIG STOEY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Viadiedr
Selinsky. 7Tonight's program vas adapted ty Alan Sloane
from an actual story from the front pages of the
Long Island Daily Wews. Your narrator Vas Bob Sloan,
and Ies Damon played the part of Ed Gottlleb. 1In order
to protect the names of people actually involved in
tonight's suthentic BIG STORY, the names of all characters
in the dramatizatlon were changed with the exceptlon of
the reporter, Mr. Gottlieb.,
This is Ernest Chappell sceaking for the mmkers of
SELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
TyIS I8 N3¢, .THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COHIPANY.
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GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

E'RRICE:

CH.PFELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STIORY
PROGRAM #2095
CLOSING COMMERCIAL
gusrd agsinst throat-seratch! Guerd agsinst throat-
scratehl Gueard agrinst throat-seratehl Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke &
PELL MELL.
vss, smeke PELL MELL - the clgaretts whose mildness
you. con rieasure.
fzmember this - the further a puff of smcke 1s filtered
tnrough [ine tobaccos, the milder it beccmes,
it <he first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtared further
=pan that of any other lcading cigrrette. Morcover,

after 5 puffe, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure -

PELL MELL!'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobeccos still travels the smoke furthsr - filters the
sroke ~nd mokes it mild.

Tris, PELL MELL'S fine mullow tobacecs £ivy you &

spoothness, nildness ~né satisfretion no other

gigrrette offers you.

sz for the longer, finer cigarette in the
2istinguished red package. PFLL MTLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES
- "putstondingt"

Ard - they are mildl

ATHOT 0172110




(MUSIC:
CHAPPELL:

GOTTLIEB:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

- 24 - Rev,
TAG & o o )
Now we reéd you that telegram from Ed Gottlieb of the
Long Island Daily Press.
At his trial; killer in tonight's Big Story told me
"Tt vould be better for the wife if I got the chair;“
wut because of psychotic nature of his strange criminal
compulsion, he got life instead. Court stipulated,
hcwever; trat he must never be set free, Many thanks for
tonight's Pell Mell Award.
Tharl you; Mr. Gottlieb.,the makers of FELL MELL FAMOUS
CTGARETTES are proud to present ycu the PELE MEL
5500 Award for notable service in the field of
Jourrnalism.
Liszen again next veek, same time, same stztion, when
PTIT. YELL FAMCUS CIGARRTTES +ill present another
®TN 37CRY —- a Big Story from thz front pages of the
Columbus, Ga. Ledger Ernguirer by-line Charles Ewing.

+  3IG STORY about a reporter who founc +that 2 missing

srtantion! This is important! Herz's big news)
eginning this 'reek, you can see the BIG STORY on
+alavision every week. So be sure te poneult vour

newspapers! "Television Highlights" for tine anl

Al e T el e e e T e e
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NBC - .. e THE BIG STORY #206

)
0:30 PH MARCH 7, 1951 WEDNESDAY

(Charles Ewing: Columbus {Georgla) Ledger-Encuirer)

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

(PEONE RINGS, I8 ANSWERED)
igsing persons, Sheriff Pine. (LISTENING, HE HAS HEARD

PINE: M
THI3 A THOUSAND TIMES 3EFORE) I see. Your uncle Fred.
b4

eah. ... TWo hours late. You don't gay? Uh hub. ...

Ye's not the type to 3tay away from home...7ep, I got 1t.

Be in touch with you.

PINE: Mi‘ssing perscns, Sheriff Pire...¥our tueftband. Uh-huh.

veah, I got 1t down...What! %t? Haven't seen him slnce
six o'etock and 147 nearly G:307 He 's not the type, you
2a to sway from home...Yeah, I'11 be In touch with
-¥ﬁ;£::,xﬂﬁy y »
{PHONE JF)
CHARLES: (CASUALLY) You don't seem much concerned, Sheriff,

o INE: risten, Ewing, you can tell what day of the week it 13 by

1

tre pumber of mizaing persons calle jou zet, Monday 1it's
quiss, Tuesday and Wednesday there's btwo, three a day.
Thursday and Frlday, up te about five. The weekend, the
phone nardly ever atops on account of rriday 1ls payday.

On aseosunt of most mlzsing persons sncw UP bright and early
and 2 little ashamed Monday marning.

CHARLES: What 1f they don't?

PINE: Then they'll show up Tuesday. Unless, of course, like onca
B in a blue moon you get a real one.

CE«M - th__._ ;«,«?\,J} .

?wi, - .l’z-l'/-‘— MW“C’W :
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CHAFPPELL:

- 2 -

THE BIG STORY. Here i3 Amerlca, 1its sound and 1lts fury,
1ts joy and its sorrow, as falthfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE)
Colurmbus, Georgla. From the front pages of the Columbus
Ledgev-Enguirer comes the stery of a man and & woman who
were a little late coming home, and a reporter who proved
they never would come home alive. ,:mdqzmight to thad
reporter, Charles Ewing, for his Big Story, goes the

PELL MELL Award.

{OPEMING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #206

OPENING COMMERCTAL:

GROUP!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scrateh! Guard against throat-
scrateh! Cuard agalnst throat-scrateh! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, OSmoke &

PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure.

Fuff by puff you're always shead vwhen you smoke PELL MELL
Remember this - the forther a puff of smoke 1is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the
first puff PELL MELL amoke is filtered further than that
of any other leading clgarette, Moreover, after 5 puffs,

or 10, or 17 - by actual measure PELL MELL'S greater

length of traditionally fine tobacoos =till travels the
amoke fupther -- Tilters the amcke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satlsfaction no other clgarette

offers you.
Smoke FELL MELL -~ the clgarette whose mildness you can
reasure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outs tanding!"

And - they ave mildd
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(MUSIC:

CHAPPELIn Columbus, Georgla. The story as it actually happened -
Charles Ewing's story ag he lived 1t.

{MUsIC: UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: A1l policemen and most newspaperman 1ike yourself Charles
Ewing reporter for the Columbus, Georgla Ledger-
Enguirer, hate missing persong storles because 99 times
ocut of 100, in a bustling, nice sized clty like Columbus,
Georgla (population 80,000 and another 35,000 across
the river in Pnoenlx City, Alabama) 2 "missing person’
is a lost sheep who wandered a little from the fcild
after getting his pay on Friday night. J#ud when he does
show up, usually the following Monday or Tuesday or at
worst Wednesday, the famlily never Dbothers to notify
the cops that the foul play they suspected wasn't foul
play a%t all. And that's why as you it in Sheriff Leo
Pine's office, neither of you 1s very excited ...

FINE: Nou you want to gay that again, slowly, ma fam.

WOMAN ¢ (oN FILTER) It‘s my daughter Heonle, my mrried
daughter. She lives with us now. 8he should have been
home last nlght and here 1t 1s after tzn in the morning
and no sign of her.

FINE: Now where does Hennie work?

WOMAN: Qut at the Lonesome Plne Cafe.

PINE: Pheenix City across the river?

WOMAN 3 She always comes home, She's a very -- Well, for
heaven's sake, she's got two small children, and she
Iwouldn't leave them alone unless something happened to

her.

RTXKGO1 Q172117




e e o -

FPINE: Where 's her husband?

WOMAN They're separated. I called the Cafe. They hadn't seen her,
no slgn of her.

PINE: Well, I'11 be in touch with you, Mrs. Hovne .

NARR: So you don't get out of the chair you'vre sitting in where
you've idly scribbled the information youlve garnered

$p ik, et e

1istening and Sheriff Leoc Pine doean't’
&tate-dvageedaa the troubled lady requested. And so --
your attitide remains the sarce an hour later when the misslng
peraons ! thone

(PHONE RINGS, IS ANSWEEED)

NARR: catehes another sad story.

(CONT 'D)

PINE: Miseing persons, Sheriff Pilne. 4A1ll right nov, give 1t to me
alow please. /ﬂ .

o Pohar Fullen - Bk cdrrd g |
|sorace:  (FILTER) ey Goe tehacs b

PINE: Geetchee?

HORACE: His real name ls Frankie, but we call him Geetchee., Geetchee
Faller. Well, he's a guy ordinarily can take care of
himself and I wouldn't be worried, but I 2in't seen hide nor
nalr of him since Friday night and he ain't 2 kid who drinks.
It11 tell you vight now, he 2in't a kid who drinks,

PINE: A1l right, Mr. Paller. You give me the deszriptlion and we'll
follow it up ---

(MESZTT _ DEWETE .. )
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NARR:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

WOMAN:
CHARLES:
WOMAN
CHARLES:

WOMAN ¢

CHARLES:
WOMAN:

CHARLE3:

.-5..

calls beferd the end of the day, neither you nor he saece

>
o

,,hhéﬁé two calls as anything speclal, nor any connection

walgmpwTErre T L I

R L o e T L

This 1n the summer of 1944, And through that summer, and
that cool Fall, there are more misging persons! calls, none
of these bothers or disturbs you, Charles Ewing., Just an
occaslon2l check, in case somebody didn't show ups Like the
mother of the girl Hernie Horne...(This, three mornths after
the first report of her being "Miszsing"} ...

(FILTER) Who did you 2ay this was, please?

Charlie Ewing, Mrs. Horne, I'm wilth the Lédger-Enquirer.
(PILTER){INTERESTED) Oh, 1t's something about Hennle?
Well, no -- I mean if is about Hernie, I'm calling. |
Wondered if you gﬁaa’&danything Q‘Hér.

(DISAPPOINTED) Well, not really. Aunt of hers thinks she
savw her in Macon, but -~ (VOICE DEOF3 OFF )

Not sure?

No, she really wasn't. ©She thought she saw Hennie on a bus,
but it tulled out before she got a chance to make sure. But
welre not worried. We're not worried at all. (SEE'S VERY
WORRIED) Mot in the least, because you see -- Hennle

always tazkes good care of herself,

She hesn't called or written --?2
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WOMAN
CHAHLES:

WOMAN:

A -

HORACE:
CHARLES:
HORACE:

CHARLES:
HEORACE:

CHARLES:
HORACE:

CHARLES

HORACE:

-f-

No, she -~ do you think anything's really the matter?
(TRYING TO BE REASSURING) No, no, I wouldn't give it a
second thought. You sald yourself, she can take care of
herself, Right?

(NOT SUFE) Yes, that's true. Yes, I'm sure that's
absolutely true.

A little pencilled questlon mark goes on'your check~list
opposite the name Hennile Horne, You check a few others

on the "missing" 1list; they showed up, they!re fine:

But another cne, checked, didn't come home -- "just yet" --
{(F} Who'd you say this was?

Charlie Ewing, Mr. Faller, from the parnerw,

Well, we ain’'t had no word -- exactly from Geetchee if
thatls what you mean, “but I Tttt vtotherhremr et roowh
L .

W trEE? fnee '3 Y wrhed I

Heck, that boy was plumb erazy to get hissell into the
flghting and that's what I'm sure he done.,

Enlisted, you mean?

Sure. If there's é fight around within six miles, Geechee!
runs and gets right in the middle. Been like that since

he wag & kid, Wouldn'!t mlss a chance at a flight like the
glze going on In Eurcpe right now.

Have you actually tieard fronm him?

(ANGRY BECAUSE THIS I3 HIS OWN FEAR} Leok, fellow, I don't
need you coming around asking me "Have you heard from the

boy" -- he enlisted, that'!s that. Good bye.
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CHARLES: No. No, I don't, but -- bub tell me about this crowd
Geechee was running eround with.

HORACE: That's a1l I got to say.

e L e

NARR: The first connection, the first asscciatlon of these two

Apodtet] feadend

P‘gnﬁ&gges: Rennie and Geechee. Nothing really o go on;
tut what before had been only the edge of fear In Horace
Fallar'ts voice, was full-blown fright, a teuch of real
terror. Why? You took the question to Leo ?ineis office,
but you never got a chance to asgk lt--not then-----

(PHONE, IS ANSWEEED. )

PIVE; Misslng persons, Sheriff Pine.

BALSER: (oN F) Pine? Balsver. Sheriff Okefenochee County. Tot
the wildest thing 1n my life. Thought you ought to know
about 1t. , . )

PINE: What's that, Balser? P.Sl_l)a, \Mﬁ).wwg . 'fje' o Tiae orlen r.'c‘.rm_ -

BALSER: Ever heard of a2 character name of McOwens? Teddy McOwens?

PINE: Smell-town boy from across the river in Pﬁoenix city. A
no-good, 1sn't he?

BAISER: . Well, he just handed me a confession. He confessed to half
the erimes that haprened in Florida in the rast alx mon tha
and two-thirds of the stuff that's happensd in Georgla,
ineluding two murders.

PINE: You got accommodations for me down there? I'm on my vay.

CHARLES: Make it for tvo. I'm coming wlth you. |

NARR: _Ihax—m;;%gignds five feet one inch, weighs 120 pounds, and
has, absurdly, the face of Popeye tattoed on his right

forearm. He talks almost boastfully.
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TEDDY ¢

PINE:
TEDDY :

PINE:

TEDDY

TEDDY ¢
(CONT 'D}

NARR:

PINE:

TEDDY 3

- 10 =
Fipst I killed the guy -- OF Was 1t the girl? No, 1t was
the guy. First I killed the guy, thenm the girl,
Who were they?
T den't know their names too good, - I just had the joh to
do, I done 1t. Thatts my way. You got your wvork cut out
for you, don't ask no foolish questions and do ib. Let's
gpe -- what else? Holds ups -- yeah, Two gas gtatlong out
6n Ue.S, number one day tefore yesterday. BStole a car, I
think it was Pheenlx City, July 7, 1947 -- Plymouth roadster.
Iet's get back to the k111ings,‘ffhyoﬂ*éenit—mindlwn_
Ch, sure, sure. Sorry. Well, that was a pretty easy buck.
(GOES BEHIND)
(BEEIND) There was these two kids., A guy and a girl, I
think it was his girlfriend -- nlce xid. {(CONTINUES BENIND)
They wat golng toge ther anyway or something 1like that, Well,
we went together one night. (PADE )
You know, Charles Ewing, that for varlous reasons priscners
often claim to have done crimes that they had no connection

with, In the hope of confusing prosecutlon, gotting foee.

3auﬁ%e*a"UUﬁG"tﬁE”EEﬁﬁf??§tne"Tnw1eﬁé—edhbaaagﬂhe%&—&n—hhe-
qelspn routine. You know confessions have to be nailed down.,

(RIGET OUT CF THE NARRATION, ANGRY, IN THE CLEAR) VWhat were
their names?

Well, the guy was somebhing like Peachy. And the glrl was
Lennie, Hennle,

Where did you bury the bodiea?

T told gou. I killed them and vuried them in a2 swamp near

Bonte Verdia.

e Y e T ——
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NARR:

EORACE:

WOMAN:

(MusIC:

g&cé}#&&ﬁ T

You leave <im where he is (MeOwerrsy, behind bars, and conduct
a brief, terrible search. You find the ahallow grave one
mile off U.,S. Highway number one, at the Bonte Verdla turn
off, in a palmedo swamp. Tvo bodles in lime, the wrong kind
of 1ime - the presevving kind. And within the day there is
the terrible ordeal of identification.

(DEAD, FLAT) That's Geetchee. They killed Geetchee.

Look at her hair, Look at her poor hairl Leok—at-dien haip,

Look how 1t'!s all matted and --

et e Y e M L et i = mn e ae =T am e e S

NARR:

~ But you, Charlle Ewing, wlth the years of experience behind

you, innured (if such a thing 1s possible) to this kind of

ggatq, -- you Worry, you worry terribly about this confeasion.

¥

LT
CHARLEE:'ELgéaiﬁ den't know. There were no eye-Witnesses o these

{MUSIG:

(MUSIC:

crimes, It was a long, long time ago. Juries don't put too
much trust in things happened a long time ago and what 1f
McOwens decides to change his mind and remember he didn't do
it after 211? {PAUSE) It falls apart, doesn't 1t? The wvhole
Jrorribie thing falls apart.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #206

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUT:

CHAPFELL1

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

EARRICE:

CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratch! Guard agalnst throat-gcratehl

Guard against throat-seratehl Enjoy the gmooth smooth

emoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
mea 3urc .

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 clgarette. MNoreover, after 5 puffs,
or 10, or 17 - by actual measure < FELL MELL!S greater length

of traditionally fine tobaccos stilll travels the smcke
fupther - Cilters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, FELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a gmoothness,

mildnesg and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scpatehl

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.,

8moke FELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
meagsure -- FELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETIES - "outstanding "

And - they are mild!
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HARRICE:

NARR:

TEDLY 3

PINE;
TEDDY :

FPINE:

TEDDY :

PINE:

Thiz 1= Cy Harrice returning you to yeur Narrater and the
Big Story of Charles Ewing, as he lived 1% and wrote it.

Tf the now-confeszed killer repudlates his confession, 1f he
gets a good, smart, well-paild lawger, where are ycu, Charlie
Eving? And wheve are the police with the solution of a case
that began three and a haif years ago with zomeone who was

two hours late for supper?, The whole, hidecus stoyy will
Py 7V %(‘ florten & fren il ok }.-"u'i"-‘
1 |

£all apart and it begins to—in—the GTEAd JUTY TOOMG T8
{SAME EASY MANNER) I don't know vwhat got into me, I mean,

e A I s
we was down there In Florida and the Sheriff

~comes—daown and-—k goghﬁg;riblﬂ confused, What I mean ls =--
uh -- I was trying to do the old razz matazz -- you know,
they think you done this and they think ycu done that and
beforc you know it, maybe they forget they picked you up on
a robbers charge -- and you get let out,
You gave that confession of your own free will, McOwens.,
Well sure, Sheriff, of course I did, Llke I told you. Had
an old buddy once in stir, He says to me, "Ccnfession ls
good for the soul,and that ain't all.” 3sze what I mean?
You told us exactly where to find those two beodies.
Well, a Pfeller told me about them two bodles. I mean, =o I
figured raybe he was meking up a story, so l thought I'd
use the same story. I never thought there was any real
bodies buried 1lp the swamp.

You know what I'd like to d¢ to you, McQwens --
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TEDDY :
i

i .

|

HORACE s
CHARLES:

HORACE:

CHEARLES
HORACE"

CHARLES:

- 14 -

Well, you can't, Sherlff. s Here 13 a-Grand-Fury - Toom.
Besides, lock. Just lock at the sense of it., Look at me.
I'm a 1ittle guy, den't welgh more than i;%?pounds -- losing
weight tco. Flve feet one with shces on. How cpuld I take

a bilg guy like that Peachy, Geetchee feller and a girl and
a1l that -- could I make a blg feller do what I wanted,
Sheriff? Nah, made the whole thing up.

211 you figured, Charlie Ewing, has come to pass. Leo Pinets
hands ave clenched white in angeT. And there 1sn't a man

on the force or in any of the newaspaper offlces wouldn't

give a sawbuck to have five minutes alone with Teddy MeOwens.
But that wouldn't get you anywhere, Not with a River Gang
boy like Teddy MeOwens. (REVEMBERING) Hey, River Gang.
Maybe that was why Horace Faller wasn't talking...that is,
why he was talking and saying sc little. Sure. 30 you move
acroas the Dillinghem Street bridge, Charlie Eving, across
the Chattahoochee from Columbus, Georgia iInto FPhoenix city,
Alabara, 1in an attempt to prove that a liar and a murderer
is a lizr and a murderer., You plek up Horace Faller, the
dead man's brother, as he walks out of the cotton mill

where he works.

{SCARED) I got to get home, mister. I got nothing to say.
T111 walk home with you.

I don't want to walk with you. I don't want to be seen

with you.

Whatt!s a matter with me?

I don't went to be seen with no cogg.aggano reporter, mister.

The River Gang?
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HORACE:

CHARLES ¢

HORACE:

(MUSIC:

...15-
Shut up.
It was the River Cang all along. That's what happensd to
Geechee, wasn!t 1t?
I said all I'm gelng to say to you, mister. Lemme alone,

I got a wife and a}kid;an a ~= lemme &lcne!l
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NARR:

HORACE:

CHARLES:

HORACE;

- 16 =~

He's off and he won't listen. The River Gang runs

Phoenix Clty.

¥

machines, its roving dig 1ts 1llegel ligqueor

syatem, Ty town, or any town, 1ike Phoenix -~
A pp e YT RTVer—femgs. And the Rlver Gang has
been known to shut the mouth of a man for a lot lesns
then Horace Faller was implying. But you persist,

You wait 'til he gets off at the cotton mill each
afternoon. W WAl 1n 8 0ap —oh-ia-a-stde—Btreat-no—
mem. You
call on him at off~houra when no one 1s around, And
finally, one evening, he pits down in his bare living-
mom, and runs his hands through nis graying hair, made
gfayer by the 1lint from the wmill and a hard dayls work.
Somebody ought to know. What you can do with it I don't '
know, but somebedy ought to know,

About Geetchee?

Geatchee was & funny kid. Him and school didntt get
aleng. He quit 1in the seventh grade. He 1liked to knock
around motorcycles. He used to hop & ride on the |
Sternwheeler that goes down the river te PFort Benning.
He was a good shot too and &rilm. One of those big
fellows, but a natural athlete. GSwam like crazy, and

ne could box, fight, Well, I talked sense into him for
s while about coming to work in the mill, but he qult
and I remembered he came 1n to see me about elx monthﬁ

before he disappeared.
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(BUSY OFFICE OF NEWSPAPER)

ED: ( BREATHELESS ) Here 1 am, Mr. Barnes! @ot here as fast
as I could!

BARNES: (RUSHED) Finel good! Take this address here and gev
there as fast as you can] It's right at the Hammond Docks!
One of the Alderman just calléd. ¢laima ‘he caught the
biggest tuna fish on record|

Wl

ED: A - a tuna fish?

PARNES S That!s what he saldi Come on, get going. Fish don't
keep forever.. whatis the matter with youl? '

ED: (STILL DAZED) Not - n?t the murders?

BARNES: (PEEVED) The murdersgsgniﬁ{Sonoma? what!s the matter
with you, Ed? Aeewyeur-ager—wikkﬂwﬂw I've got every
one of my regular men out on that murder! ¥You don't
think I'd put a cub on 1%, do you? That!s why 1 called
youl The regulars are all tied up now! I need you for
the local stuff! '

ED: (CRUSHED) Yes, slr... The - Hammond docks .. A - tuna filsh.

( PHONE RINGS .. RECEIVER GRABBED )

BARNES: (FAST) Barnes speakinglt What .. Come on, gpeak Up.
You're talking so low I can't make you out...(IRKED) You
- what? .. You got a story on the murders? (sonﬁ NOW)
In ten minutes at the villaze Bar? .. Yeah., Sure.

{RECEIVER SLAMMED DOWN )

BARMES: There goes the first of them! {SORE)

ED: The - first of whom, Mr. Barnes?
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BARNES:-

BARNES ;

e ———

~13-
The eranks, the crackpots, the - the boys with the
overheated bralns! {MOCKING) "Is this the clty editor?
Well, if you send & reporter to the Village Bar in ten
minutes, I'11 tell him all about the murders.”
.. The minute they hear about -a murder, they start
trooping inl
The Viliage Bar 1s - on the way to the docks. Want
me to check on 1t, Mr., Barnes?
What? .. Oh,,g0 shead 1if you went to. Ask for Joe,
he sald. But don‘t let the Jerk tie you up .. And Ed...
Yes, sir. ’

If he tells you he's Napoleon, don't belleve him, I'm

Napoleon!

- gem -

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratchl Guard against throat-
seratch! Cuard agalnst throet-gcratenh! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of flna tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure.

Puff by Puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further then
that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover, after 5

puffs, or 10, or 17 - by gctual measure - PELL MELL'S

grester length of traditionally fine tobaccos s8ti1ll
tpavels the smoke further - fllters the amoke and makes
it mild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S flne mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoothness, mildness end satisfaction no other elgarette

offers you.

Guard agalnst throat-scratih!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smeke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
meagure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Out-standingl"
And - they are mild.
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HANK:

——

MAE:
HANK:

MAE:
HARK:
MAE:
HANK:

MAE:

HANK:

MAE:

HANK:
MAE:

HANK:

HANK:

HANK:
MAE:

. ) -8~
Of course, of coursel I'll be resdy ln fifteen minutes!
11} drlve over for you, Mae. I1!'1ll be walting in front
of the hotel..
ACCENT DOWN_UNDER)

—— e o m—

(CAR IN MOTION B,G.)
How did it happen? Hank, I - don't understand. Mkee#.-
I - think they were trying to scale the slde of the hill
back of the house,. Maybe - some of the rocks gave way.
Maybe? Don't you know? What did Pete say?
That!s what he ssid...
what about 2 doetor? D1d you ¢all a doctor, Hank?
Yes .. He'll probably be there by the time we - get there.
{ SLIGHT PAUSE .. THEN}
Hank?
Umh?
I!'m - I'm sorry I've had to stand you off the whole weekend
But I guessby now you know how I feel about - Fred.
Sure .. I understand.
I - guess I was & bilt crude Friday night ..‘the way I =
told you you scared me a little..
Sure .. I understand.
{SLIGHT PAUSE .. THEN)
(CAR TO STOP, MOTOR OFF AS:)

Here wa are..

| (CAR DOOR OPENED ,, BUZZING, LAZY SUMMER SCUNDS)
(SLIGHT TAKE) Hank, wherels the doctor? I don't seas
another car -

++ How should I know?
(A BIT UNEASY NOW} Aren't you coming to the house?
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HANK:

MAE:

HANK:

MAE:

HANK:

MAE:

HANK:

MAE:

HANK:

MAE!

HANK:

HANK:

..9...
I'11 be right along, Mae .. Something I - left out here
in the bushes .. Go on. You'll find them both in the house
(STEPS UP ON GRAVEL ,. SLIGHT FADE OFF WHEN SﬁCOND
FAIR OF STEPS START FOLLOWING . THEN CATCH UP ..
STEPS UNDER)
oh .. I guess you = found what you were looking for -
This -
(STEPS CUT SUDDENLY)
(BUILDING) Why .. it's & stone pestle v VARt
poghia L 00 L Rinddng e oI . « o
{ORAES HER ARM) Mael!
Hank! Whet - what'!s wrong? Youfre hurtlng my arm...
(LOW AND EDGE OF BRUTALITY )} Mae, I - like you .. '
(HOLDING ON TO HERSELF) Hank ., there's - blood on
~ the pestle... |
{HARDER) Mae, I - like you.
( SQUIRMING. TO GET.LOOSE AND AFRAID TO SCREAM) Hank, F-Fred
F-Fredia_indmdgﬁggxnuwwmr¥ou-—-said_hg_;Jnu:zE!ﬂvteh

--gemt, He - needs me, Hank, please .. let me go.
Be nice to me, Mae or -=i¢ilmhaxﬂﬁ£9gQ&&;ygyanithmthé
. bealde .
(SCREAMS) Fred! Petel Help mel
( SEFGHE~PAYSE)

{(TERRIFIED ). They s+=vhey ~dontteanswer -
No -they=dorit ...
{ SOREAMIYPredd

(RUNNING FEET ON GRAVEL AS:)

Mae, come back!
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MAE:

HANK:
MAE:

(MusIC:

o w—

ANNCR:

PEG:

ANNCR:

PEG:
ANNCR:

=10-

{RUNNING STEPS FOLLOWING FIRST PAIR .. END WITH

OPENING OF SCREEN DOOR AND SLAMMING SHUT...
(SLIGHT ECHO AS SHE CALLS LOW)} Fred, anamu
agiBER? .. Pete - are—~—ape-yourbULN“sDerpiRg?
{ SEIGHEEN=ORF ) . :
. {TERRIFIED AND LOW) ~Themsepestie. .. You killed them
botheetth-the etonempestde .. (TAKE) Hank, don't

¢come near me ., Hank, pleasse - don't come near me ..

(SCREAM) Hank!

[iFpha Pl R T R ==

(JAZZ MUSIC ON TINNY RADIOC AS B,G, .. ESTABLISH ..
THEN CUT SUDDENLY TO:}
{(FILTER) We interrupt our regularly scheduled program
ladles and gentlemen to bring you a speciai news bulletin-
(LOW) {MOCKING) Ed Neumeler starts work tomorrow on the
Humboldt Times! (LAUGHS LOW)
S3h-h; Peg .. I want to hear the news ..
The police of Soncma County have Just 1lssued an all-polnts
bulletin for the arrest of a merchant marine officer in
the brutal slaylng of two men and an assault upon a young
woman earller today.
(LOW) How terrible!
{(CONTINUES} The woman, Més® Mae Patterson; was-phokedmup
By ePmon-the maln Nl ghuaymihiore «showa s WAREETARS. L1}
-a-bpul sed-and-daceduconddtdeny Bne lead pollee to the
cabin of Peter Dudley, 42, whers the bodies of Dudley and

a weekend guest, Fred Noyer were found.

(MORE )
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ANNCR:
{CONT)

PEG:

PEG:

PEG:

ED:

ED:

(MUSIC:

\“.{ ]

w1l
Another weekend guest, Henry 'Hank!' Hildebrandt was
missing. It is belleved that he murdered the two men
with an ancient Indilsn stone pestle and then assaulted
Miss Pstierson. Sonoma police are of the opinion
Hildebrendt hés hesded out of the Valley of the Moon area..
We now return you to the Sunset Hour.

(JAZZ : CONTINUES ON RADIO)
(BEAT .. THEN) There are your 'lucky pecple?, Ed.ﬂugt
in the Vzlley of the Moon...

( PHONE RINGS)
I'11 get 1t, Ed...

(PHONE RINGS ON UNTIL .. RECEIVER LIFTED)
Hello .. No, this is Mrs. Neumeler.. No, we didn't 20
away for the weekend. Who is thie? .. (TAKE) oOh! Yes,
Mpr, Darnes. He's right here.. {WHISPER) Ed! I1t!s the
paper, your boss - Mr. Barnhes!
The paper? For me?

{RECEIVER FUMBLED )
(EXCITED) Mr. Barnes? .. Yes, yes. I'm here. The
murders? Sure. I -~ just heard about them on the radio
What? Would I mind starting this afternoon instead of
tomorrow? Not at alll You bet your lifel I'11 be right
down! Thanks!

( RECEITER-HD )
(BESIDE-HIMRELE). - Bahys-Aid-yowIeEr EHsty (TOOKING ARSUND )

Wk Lo e, a2y

Where4SMmy"hat?m*wh@re*s*mympenc11?h~01¢¢youmhearubhabzm

Thembiggesthmurdermthisnterritﬁﬁf‘hﬁﬁ“ﬁﬁﬂ“iﬁ“ﬁ@ﬁﬁé“éﬁﬁ“ﬁhe
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CHAPPRI L

(MosIo:_ _

NARR:

BARNES:

BARNES:

BARNES:
ED:
BARNES ¢

ED:
EBARNES:

-

Eurcka, California. The'storylas it actually happened;
Ed Neumeler's story as he llved it ... '
THEME)
Maybe some guys enjoy being Intervlewed for a Job. Mafbé
Boms gUYE can even heip thempelves by acting as if they
d1dn't care whether they got the Job or not., But not you,
Ed Neumeler. You‘care - very much .. And as you Bit
nervously in the office of the Humboldt Tlimes, in Eureks,
on a hot July 2nd - all you can think of 1s that you'lre
not a kild anymore, you're married - and in need of & Job..

(OFFIGE B,G.)
(EDITOR, NICE gUY) And after you got out of the Alr Force
Neuneier - what then?
(WEAK SMILE) Confusion .. I - couldnft make up my mind
what I wanted to do with myself... Then I got married -
and the confusion cleared up ..
Whold you .marry? & Job counsellor?
(GRINS) No .. just & nlce 5&:;?; So-F—went—taTh~end
tpied bo-finteh-my-graduats, York -- |
Wy T30 quit?

Ne-monsy.. . .

Youlvg_neven had—eny—exparienceomre--paner before, havse
youd

wdaaBlanewe 0ho O bePRPODE .

(MULLING IT OVER) Um-um... Tell you what I can do for
you, son. Todey's Saturday ..Monday is July 4th .. Well -
howtd- you-like-to-start working for us beginnlng Tuesday

morning?
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BARNES:
ED:

BARNES

BARNES!

ED:
BARNES:
ED:

BARNES:

Umf'

BARNES
ED:
BARNES:
ED:

BARNES :

-5
(CAN'T BELIEVE IT) You - you mean that, Mr. Barnes?
(GRINS} Sure I mean it. Would you like to start Tues?ay?
(EXCITED) Would I? Gee ...hawodd - would I? (LAUGHS
EXCITEDLY) Say .. Mr. Barnes ,. could I - call my wife?
Before you ¢all her, Ed - let's just get a couple of |
detalls straight. Youlre belng put on as 8 c¢ub preporter
you know -
Sure, sure - I've never had any real experlence so I
kind of expected =
{(CUTS IN)} And you!ll be on trial for six months .. at
c¢ub pay -
(BEAT .. THEN , LET DOWN} Six months?
That'!'s the way we work it, Ed.
I -I see ., Six months on ¢rial at - cub pay, that's & -
long time for a - married man ..
I know how 1t 1s, Ed. Thm#quuiaokuuwsoodmparbuofhvopr

B8t ¢ub Fépo e

that!s our rule -
No - way of breaking it befere—r—slx-months?
I'm afraid nct..
What 1if - I'm good?
(BMILE) We expect you to be good -
What 1f I'm - very good?
Let me tell you something, Ed, If you went out, caught
a murderer single-handed, then got him to sign a confession
and then got the story exclusive for our paper .. well, we
might break the rule and put you on permanent staff before
the six months were up .. (CHUCKLE)
Oh sae
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BARNES:

PEG:

ED:
PEG:
ED:

PEG

FEG:

ED:

PEG:

—6=
And the chances of that happening to & cub reporter in

Rureka are about - oh, L'd say roughly & million to one..

(LAUGHS) 2gainst you ...

G — o ——— Ry e M e ymm M e e e

(ED'S WIFE} Ed?

(1.OST IN THOUGHT) Uh?

This morning you landed a Job. But to look at you,
somebody would think the flinance company had just
reclaimed our car .. (GOOD NATURED) What in the world
are you broodlng about?

About how to catch a murderer single-handed, how to get
him to confess to me and how to get the story exclusive
for the paper -

Mother, here I come! I think I merried a nutl Ed Neuﬁeier
you're off --»ur rocker! What's eating you?

Hane,_hab¥a*m_Sizmonnmy—&aﬁhenéqillinte&%—yeu .

Peg, I'm serious. I'm twenty-five. I'11l be a cub
reporter for six months. How 1n heck are we going to
swing it?

I'm happy, hecney.

Yeah? For what? For being marrled to me? .. Look at
us. It's Saturday, the July Yth weekend. And welre broke.
So what?

S0 broke I den't even have enough dough to drive you up
to the Valley for the weelkend,

Ed, listen to me. I'm serious too. A guy can only get
ahead juat so fast sndebawbestkes. Look at 1t thls way-

the newspaper business isn't too easy to creck. And ypu've
Just landed & Job starting Tuesday. Bd, you're luniky,
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(MUSIC:

NARR:

-7-
T don't see it that way, Peg. To me, the lucky ones are
-L ,/

ﬂﬁkp in the Valley of the Moon for the weekend .. The rest

/buﬂdl
of us are - sweating it out dewaT here ..

----------- ;4.";-,--. [y
The lucky ones are @b 1n the Valley of the Moon, you sald,

But how wreng you were, Ed Neumeler, you weren't to find
out for some time. Not until the luck of & woman namad
Mae Patterson hegan running out, It was Monday now, the
morning of July 4th. Mae Patterson was Just getting out
of her bed st the Valley of the Moon Hotel when- ‘

(PHONE RINGS .. AGAIN ,. RECEIVER UP Ag)

MAE:
HANK:

MAE:
HANK:

MAE:
HANK:

(SLEEPY) Hello?

{FILTER) Is thls Mae Patterson?

Yes,., Who is thls?

ch. I'm gled I got you, Mae. This 1s Hank -

Oh .. Yes, Hank! wWhat's on your mind?

Mae, this isn't - what you think. I'm not calling you
for - a date or anything like that. ¥Yew-boid-mewPriday
nighh%houmyou,feltcahputumgmﬂQﬂxhat$smbha§mw¢w8ut -« 1t's
Fred.

Fred? What about him? Iee-wWaiweut=witH-HIELIsstndght -
EarlyAGhis—morntng?Whewend~Behewmmthemguyuwhomouns»thau
cabin -

Yes, yesl Henk,-what!a -wrong?
They:wentﬂoubuoarlywwyabeﬁoﬂewlmgotaup_umTherewmusbvhave,

bagnmanaeeetdent?"“942%'broke his arm .. kind of bad.

oh nol | :

&j!fu‘ PR T Y Ny 2 ng-ﬁ(.,,,/)

A Pezeﬁi;looking after him. Fred's kind of in - pain. He
wanbed me to get you and bring you here, 1if you could come. .
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY .. Here 1s America .. 1ts sound and its
' fury .. its Joy and 1ts BOTTOW .. 88 faithfully reported

by the men and womeh of the great American newspapers ..
(PAUSE ,. COLD AND FLAT) Eur.eka, California.. From the
pages of the Humboldt Times, the story of a cub reporter
- and the murderer who took & 11k1ng to him. Tonight,
+o Ed Neumeier ol the Rumboldt Times, for his Bilg Story
goes the PELL MELL AWARD.

e e

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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-3- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #207

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP ¢

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL3

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against fhroat-scratch! guard sgainst throat-
seratch! Guard agailnst throat-seratch!. Enjoy the

smooth emooth smaking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Remember this - the further a puff of smchke 1s filtereﬁ
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes. At the
first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further then that
of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after 5 puffs,
or 10, or 17- by actual measure PELL MELL'S greater

length of traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the
smoke further - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL!S fine mellow tobaccos gilve you a

smocthness, mildneps snd satlsfactlon no'other cigarette

offers you.

Smoke PELL MELL - the c¢igarette whose mildness you can
measure. PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding"!
And - they are m;ldl
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+ NET THE BIG STORY. EROQRAM #207

{ ) ) ,

10:00-10:30 P.M. MARCH 14, 1951 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

(MUSIC:  _FANFARE_AND_UNDER)

HANK : (MIDDLE TEIRTIES .. QUIET AND RESTRAINED AIMOST TO POINT
OF TENSION} Beautiful night, isno't 1it?

?“fﬂu/’k"

MAE: (ABOUT THIRTY .. EDGY) Yes it is4.. This your first time ur
here In the Valley of the Moon?

HANK: +» Yes .. I - haven't been 1o California long. I'm from
the East...

e

MAE; You and Fred are at the Maritime Acadomy &ews in Alameda,

aren't you?
o SV

HANK: (ASSENT) Um-uh .. He sald he had & friend wp here with &
cabln, So I - came aleng for the July 4th weekend...
{ S EARPIAYUS E-BROKBIFEY )

MaBewmrec .. QUIET RGN =Pweser~Remon - T*T Pa the repon -« -kepi~F ourrais—
[rioamatelray- i is SN »

e e ey

HANK : Na*uffﬂﬂEE?T"TBEKT*THEN}% Todey 's only Friday. The 4th fsni
isn't til Monday. Think betWween now and then I - e¢culd
come over to your hotel, take you dancing or something?

MAR: Don't get me vwrong, Hank., But -~ I'd rather you didn't.
There's scmething about you that - scares me a little,

HANK: Something about me? (LITTLE LAUGH} Why, I'm just a
normal guy, Mas.. {(ODDIY) Sc normal it - sometimes drives
me & 1ittle orazy «s..

{MUSIC: _ HIT AND UNDER)
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- 23 - REV.

CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

CFAPFZLL:

Wow we read you that telegran from Charles Ewing of the
Colunbus Georgia Ledger Enquirer.

Murderer in tonight's Big Story was convicted and recelived
a 1ife sentence. Ho is still serving his 1ife term in the
tate prison, 1 anpreciate the cormendations I received
erom the Solieitor Genersl and the Sheriff for what trey
graciously enlled a "fine assist" in a tough case. My

sincere apprecistion for tonight's Pell Mell Award,
Thank you, H#r. Ewing ... the mekers of FELL HELL FAMOUS
CIGATETTES are proud to present you the PELL :ELL $50C
Award for notable sorvice in the fleld of journalism,
Tisten again next week, Sane tinc; sane statlon, when
PELL MELI FAMOUS CTGARETTES will present snctier BIG
§TORY -- & Big Story ferom the front pages of the
mureka, Cziifornia runboldt Times by-linc Sdwerd J.
Weumeier, A BIG STORY about a reporter wrose first -

ascignnent wrs to wall rcross towm with a rurderer.,

And re—enbert Every week you can 500 anosher different

Big Story on television - brought to vou by the nokers

oumE WIPS_/ND_FADE TC_BG ON_CUE) _ _
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CHAPPELL:

A A —

CTIAPPELL:

CHL\PPELL:

- 24 - Raev.
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original msic composed and conducted by Viadinmir
Selinsky. Tonight's progresn was adnpted by Arnold
Porl fron an actual story from the front pages of the.
Celumbus, Georgia Ledgor Enguirer., Your narrator was
Bob Sloan, #nd Goorge Pctrié nlayed the part of Charles
Ewing. In order to protect the nanes of people actually
involved in tonight's suthentic BIG STORY, the nanes of
~11 charscters in the dramatization were changed with
the exception of tho reporter, Hf. Euing.
This pregran is hesrd by =cmbers of the Arred Forces .
oversess, through the facilities of tho irmed Forces
Redio Service.
This is Frnest Chappell sperking for the riokers of
ELL MELL FiMOUS CICIETTES.
PAUSE
This yenr - to you = OT soniconé you love - certalnly
to these you core about - the Red Cress will give food,
stelter, first oid, nursing, finaneisl aid, confort,
hospitslization, yes often tho blood of life,
This yerr the Red Cross noods a great derl of help from
you because it must give S0 mich to S0 DAnY.
Give 211 you can - and-sronl

THIS IS MEC . » « THE NATION.L ZRODC.LSTING COMPANY,.
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- 20 -
HORACE: (SCARED) The picture of the girl I saw is the glrl who

was with Geetchee that last night I seen him alive, And
that fellow there, that!s the fellow sald he wanted a

3ﬁi;fiihﬁﬁil’jﬂluigg inlu%nudlaraxa dbpmhﬁtﬂ-rdwjpﬁhud-&;G%MM

NARR: 4
trfo wnd2 ¢ me'ﬁﬁ;aﬁr\, g ——
CHARLES: Gewtiemen~, ,, Having done considerable investigation and

knowlng how many holes there can be in a story, I made 1¢
my business to conduct & careful search, It has been
clearly proven that Geetchee Faller participated in the
racket practices of the River Gang headed by Teddy MecOwens,
It has been established that he was golng to testify
before a Federal Grand Jury in the liguor case being:
brought up against McOwens and asgoclates by the Federal
Bureau. It has been established that he was seen allve
with & man named apk" -~ and that Ark i1s Teddy MeOwens,
who ccmes from Arkensas, And 1t can further be
established through this certificate which I hold in my
hand, that Teddy McOwens married the girl Hennle Horhe to
shut her mouth through marriage, but that he decided the
ewamp wes a better way to make sure,

(MUSIC: IN WITH o o o)

NARR: And-suudEﬁIy the confesaion, denled and repudlated, has
stood on its feet., No man who can be placed as you have
placed Teddy McOwens can repudiate & confession which has
heen established in fact, 99 out of every 100 misaing

persons turn up -- Fub-gsometimes one doesn't,

T e e e =
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CHAPPELL:

-21 -
In just & moment we will read you a telegram from Charles

Ewing, of the Columbus, georgla Ledger Enquirer with the

final cutcome of tonlghtls BIG STCORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY - on .
PROGRAM # 206

( CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

GROUP: guard agalnst throat-gcrateh] Guard againat throab-
gcrateh] Guard against throat-scratchy Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobacgos, Smoke &

PELL MELL,

CHAPFELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness
you can measuré.

HARRICE: Remember this -- the further @ puff of smoke 18
filtered through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes,

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -- by actual measure PELL

MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine tobaceos
still travels the smoke further -: f1lters the smoke
and makes 1t mild.

HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellowW tobacceos give you &

smoothness, mildness and gatigfaction no cther

cigapette offers you.
CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer clgarette 1n the distinguiéhed
red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -~

"outstanding!"
HARRICE: And - they are mildl

R
N
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GEETCHEE :

HORACE:

GEETCHEE, :

HORACE:

GEETCHEE:

HORACE:

GEETCHEE!:

HORACE:

GEETCHEE!:

HORACE:

HARLES:

_HORACE:

- 17 -
(NICE, LOVABLE, WILD GUY) Get & load of éﬁg coat,
gent away to Atlanta for it., Get a load of the
gshoulders. And go ahead -- open the box, For you.
Where did you get the dough?
Oh, around. Go shead, open the box and put 1t on. Make
you look like something besldes & mill hand.
Lock, I don't need coats, Where did you get the dough?

Working. *9

You tied up with é&nse_hnnsﬁﬁif

Aw, you ain't geoing to make me & speech now, Horace,
Youlre going to get in trouble, Geetchee. Youlre golhg
tc get in trouble, '
Come ¢n, open the box. And besides, I got & case of:
stuff in the back of the car youlll enjoy.

(A PAUSE)

(NARRATING) Well, I knew he was in and he wasn't the
wind of & kid you could talk out of things., And then
the Federsl man come to the house, Wanted to know where
Geetcnee was, I says, "no, Geetchee aintt home," Aﬁd
he says, "Tell him I was here. Mr. Hern is my name.j
Pederal Bureau." Geetchee was golng to tegtify, he
gays, in @ big whiskey case they built up against the
River Gang. |
Then that would explaln why they wanted to keep hils
mouth shut, wouldn't 17

He never testified, I remember the night -- it weas
September 12, three an & half years age, 1 remember the

day because Molly (that!s my wife) and me -- wewworked a
full day in the plant and that was the first .day of bchooJ*

getting the kids back. {MORE)
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HORACE :
{CONT D)

HORACE:

GEETCHEE:
TEDDY:
GEETCHEE:
HORACE:

GEETCHEE:
HORACE:

Jenot.

HORACE:

TEDDY:
HORACE:
TEDDY:

HORACE:

GEETCHEE:

- 18 - |
You know what itts like getting three kids back the first

day of school, Sc¢ we were both dead beat and in bed come

ten otelock,
{(OFF MIKE NOISE, Dﬂﬂa—S&ﬁHHEDT-EEOPLE HITTING
AGAINST KITCHEN EQUIPMENT)
And I heard this big clattering going on In the kitchen.
I went down, Him and a girl and fellow were there,
This here is my big brother, Ark,
Thatl!s nice.
And this here is his girl,
Whatire you doing making so much noise arcund here 1like
thia?
T want & pot, Can!t find a pot. Give me 2 pot, will
you, Horace?
What do you want a pot for?

LAUCHS) We want to hoil an egg.

(NARRATING) I give him the pot and this fellew -- he
never introduced me, he just kept calling him Ark -~ and
this fellow Ark, he had & bag like & doctorts hag, and
they weren'!t bolling no eggs, He took out of the bag a
hyvcdermic and a needle,

Okay, Geetchee., Roll up your sleeve,

Whattre you doing?

Why dontt you tell your big brother te go back to sleep
like a nice feller? |
Whattre you doing, Geetchee?
(NOW WE REALIZE HE IS DOPED UP) Look, I'm golug on &
little job and this 1s going to keep me up, I mean
(LAUGHING) this ip going to keep me awake, Horace.

Ah, don't worry, I'll be back in a day or two,
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HORACE:

CHARLES:

HORACE:
CHARLES:

NARR:

HORACE:

CHARLES:

HORACE:

- 16 -

(AFTER A PAUSE) He didnlt come back in a day or two.
He didn't come back in two weeks, Thatt!s when 1 called
the cops the second time. He didntt come back in thrée
and a half years and -- You know when I saw him next,
In the grave in the swamp. (SUDDENLY) Hey, you didnﬁt
’é—%kt girl, did you? Mnﬁ”ﬂ%c%ens elther,
B~y orut—

Whot!s McOwens?
W"WMM‘M‘MM“‘ .
Horace,bput your coat on. outll get p?éEEEEI;;::D

called McOwens. He doesn't want to take a look at the
photograph of Hennle Horne that her mother has over the
mantel,

They!ll shut my mouth too, that's what theytll dol
They!ll shut my mouth tooc!

You want things to go on 1like they always been? You want
the River Gang to run the town, take a decent kid like
«your brother, cut him down and bury him? Shut his
“mprotie=te mouth? You want that to happen?

(DESPAIRING) I don't care, I don't care, I want to
1ive, I got three kldsl

Onece you had a brother too,

He takes a look &b the photograph on the mantel and he
comes into the Grawd-gepy—roemr where Teddy McOwens 18
weabod, And he spealks,
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NARR:

BARTEN:
ED:
BAR:

ED:

BAR ¢+

ED:

BAR:

-15-

This 1s ¢y Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Blg Story of Ed Neumeler, as he lived it and wrote it,.
When you left the office of the Bumboldt Times that
afternooﬁi;you locked like a kid who'd been sent out
of the room Just when the grown-ups began talking about
something interesting., The regulars on the paper were
all assigned to the double murder which had eccurred that
morning. But you - Edwilesmeter;-cubsreportdr - were on
your way Go cover a fish story .. AS an after-thought
the editor had also asked you to follow up 2 crank call
on the murders...

(DOOR OPENED ON BAR FULL OF VOICES AND JUKE BOX

MUSIC .. SHUT DOCR)
Whattll it be, mister?
I'm -.Ed Neumeler - with the Humboldt Times.
Reporter, eh? Well, that stlll don't tell me what you're
going to drink. (GRIN) Reporhera«dn&nk*thewaamewa&'
anxhgﬁxne&691uhﬂheymjustuearryditﬂbetter%“thab¢s*a&1,..
What 1l 1t be?
(Low) Er - a fellow named - Joe saild he'd be here. Sald
he had a story feor the paper ... Do you happen to know
which of these guys 18 named Joe?
Look, son- 1n a bar everybody's name ia Joe .. (LOUD)
Hey! Any of you guys call up the Times?
(LOW) Hey, I didn't mean for you to call 1t out like
that -
(GOES RIGHT ON CALLING OUT) This guy here says somebody
named Joe sald he had a story for the paper -
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DRUNK:
BAR:
ED:
DRUNK1

ED:
DRUNK:

NARR:

HANK:
ED:
HANK:

ED:
HANK:

ED:

HANK:

ED:

-16-

(QUITE DRUNK) Yeah .. Sure... My name ish Joe .. I gdt
a shtery for the paper...
There you are, Neumeler .. There'!s your man -
Are you the one called the paper?
I might and then again - I might not.. ( LAUGHS)
(GETTING SORE) OK. Come on, wise guy. What's your story?
What's my shtory? You're the reporter. Thatls for you
to f£ind out! {LAUGHS ‘UPROARIOUSLY AS)
{GENERAT LAUGHTER UMNDER )
(LOW) (FAST) Itis not very pleasant to have a saloon-full
of men laughing at you. So you turn toward the street
door. And youlre none too patlent with the men blocking
your exit, You don't care for his loud sports cloth€s,
nor for his dark sun glasseB...

( LAUGHTER HAS DIED QUT. .JUST BAR B,G. AND JUKEBOX )
(LOW) Excuse me but - are you really from the Timea%?
(SORE NOW} What!s 1t to you?
(SAME LOW VOICE} It's Just that - you lock awful young
for what - I have 1n mind. '
Come on, feller. ILet me by. I've got a job to do -
(POLITE AND ALMOST HURT AT TD!S IGNORING HIM) But - you
came here because 1 called the paper, didn’t you?
What do you mean, you called? I thought 1t was that
drunk - playing a practleal jJoke?
No .. Do you mind if - we slt down in that booth .over
there?
(DOUBTFUL) Well, I ... Ch, what the heck. Sure. Coma
on ..

(PAUSE .. THEN)
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HANK:
ED:

HANK:

ED:

- . A e m = et

-17-
(BOTH SIT DOWN)
( WONAT~BETTEVE “ASFHING -ANYMORE ) OK.4TWh§§}a:your7§fﬁf§?
Are - you prepared for a_pgoak?“'””meﬂ_ '

-

I've had a few a;reaﬁ} in my young life., Go ahead -
~

shock me..>,//

Ve
I!m - al? out of cigarettes .. Could I -~

Yeah, sure. Here -

P
HANKs» - ~{REACHING)=Thanks --

EDs

HANK:
ED:

HANK:

HANK:

ED:

HANK:

ED:
HANE:

HANK:

what!s the matter with your hands, the wey they're

shaking?

N-nothing? _

Iook, mister .. You want to know what I think? I think

you're 2 guy with the D. T.'g who!s just lonesome for

humen- company. L denit think youlve got a thing to

tell about those murders - .
R

(BEAT .. THEN) I'm - the guy they're looking for wr in

the Valley of the Moon...

{ISN'T SO SURE ANY MORE) The - murders this morning?

(AGAIN WITH THAT SAME HURT FEELING) You don!t belleve

me, do you?

I-T.,No .. T mean - £11 right., Whatls your - real

name?

Hank Hildebrandt...

You - could have gotten that from - the radlo reports. .

Honest, I - dldn't. That'!s my - name all right. Hank

Hildebrandt...

(REALLY OUT OF HIS DEPTH NOW) Well ..I meef - eny guy can

say that Jjust - for some publieity .. I - I Just started

on the paper today .. I mean.- I can'tt take any chances.

That!'s my name .. Hank Hlldebrandt.

ATHGT1 0172154




ED:
HANK:

HANK:
ED:
HANK:
ED:

HANK:
ED:

HANK:

ED:

HANK:

HANK:

-18=

"QK.., Show me - your credentisls.,

{BEAT)

I - dontt know. You don't act llke = real

reporter to me... Show me yours first.

Mine?

(BEAT)
OK.. N
(BEAT)

. Well ., I -- Here.
Ed Neumeler...
ov show me yours..

Here...

Here's my Press Card.

( LIGHT SLAP OF WALLET AND PAPERS TO TABLE..)

(SLIGHT PAUSE)}

This one is my Soclal Securlty Card...

I-1I

sec..

That one there ls from the Academy ..

(STAGGERED)} Yeah .. Sure .. Sure .. Hank,

(PAUSE

.. THEN)

Well, Ed... whet do we do now?
I - listen, Hank - se¥i-mevv-Why~—rdidnlé—you-give

Now?

yourself . up.to. the.police2—Why-did-your-call.-the.papent

( SLOWLY.).The-padio-described. me -as-g~=-dangerous—obmtal
I.-_thaught 1i I -géve-myself—up—to-the-poliee

killer

~T%"mlght-get. hurt.ecswlos-thought~the-paper-might-—wlaok,
afber-me-urtit-rhey-tookod~me-ip-gafely-.
Ol Ee DO OrpemeBBensliGi , WOUIG - 1t De 81l right with

you 1f
Wall,

I called my edltor?
I don't know .. No.

You'd better not. He might

eall the police. I ~ don't want the_pqliqe gatching ne

R
in a public place. .. I might get hurt/v. 4 g0 ¢

Oh » 1
I'1l ¢
papert?

et

. | £ - f
[ JA“?_{‘;~". 1-'..‘{-\;(_,1._1.-.:._..

N
L

ell you what... Why don't you drive me over to your

I1'1ll be safe there?
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ED:.

«19-

The only thing 1s - my wife has the car...
HARK: oh .. Well, then I guess weld better walk bthexre..
ED: W-walk? Across town, to the paper?
BANK: why not? Itis 2 nlce 8ay ..
(MUSIC: _ _ACCENT UP_.. DowestpER)  (STREET B.G.)
HANK: (ALMOST WITH LONGING) Sure 2 nice town you live in
ED: Yeah .. It 1s, isntt 1t?
HANK: T - Yike walking through town 1ike this. As 1f -
as 1f nothing had - happened..
ED: Yeahe..
HANK: It feels so - normel.. Have we got much further to got
ED: No .. Just a few blocHs mMOTe€...
HANK: (BEAT) I - feel very funny, Ed -
ED: How - do you mesn, Hank?
HANK: Like - I was seeing all thils for the last time.
ED: Oh ..
HANK: Ed -
ED: uh?
HANK: I'm - not 3o sure any more .. All of a gudden, I'm not so
sure I - want to glve all this up so - easlly.
ED: (EDGY) 1It's - jJust a few blocks more, Hank.
HANK: (STRONGER} Ed, I'm - not so sure I want to give all this
up - forever..
(CAR SUDDENLY HONKING AT THEM SLIGHTLY OFF AND
FADING IN}
HANK: (TAKE) That car! Scmeone's honking at ue!
(CAR IN TO STCP AB)
PEG: (CHEERFUL) H1 ya, E¢! What's new on the blg murders?
CIYSEC - elERd
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ED:

PEGE

ED:
HANK:
ED:
PEG:
HANK:
PEG:
ED:
PEG:

PEG!

HANK:

PEG:

HANK:

ED:

PEG:
ED:

“0m

{TAKE)} Pegl Peg, I -

{LAUGES) I drove in to do some shopping and spotted you.
How about intreducing me to your Ifriend?

This is my wife. Peg, I'd 1ike you to meet =~

Joe Smith..

Yes .. Joe.

Hello, Joe. You work for the Times also?

No .. No.

Ed, what about dinner?

Dinner? What - about 1t?

You had lunch hours ago. Is the office golng to let you
of f for dinner? Or what happens?

Peg, I- I'm on buginess ., This man here .. 1 mean .. Joe
This 1s business.

Well, I've got enough stuff in the back for three of us,
How sbout 1t, Joa? would you like tc join us for dinner?
Just - the three of us?

Peg, you don't understand -

Well, 1T you've 2ot business with Joe here you c¢an caprry
it on over a good dinner just as well, can't youtr How
about it, Joe?

{BEAT .. THEM) No .. Thanks anyway.

QUICKLY) Peg, I'll call you from the office. Joe and

I have to get along.

Call early.

Sure, sure .. See you later, Peg.
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_ PEG!

HANK:

— e — —

ED:

HANK:
ED:
HANK:
ED:
HANK:q

ED:

HANK:

BARNES:

s~

—21-
8o long, Joe.
8¢ long.
(CAR UP AND FADES UNDER )
Nice girl, your wife...
Yeahua.
Mae was nice too until - (BREAKS OFF)
Henk, what made you do it.
(BEAT) Come on .. All of a sudden I - don't feel 50 good

Let's get to your office.

— . —

(SiSPERENEE )
a1t here for a minute, Hank, will you? Nobody "1l
disturb you in thls offlce -
(SUSPICIOUS) Where are you golng?
Me? I -~ I thought I'd better get Mr. Barnes.

who'!s he?
My - boss.
Oh LI

You'll sit right there, won't you? Hetg in the next
office. I'11 be right back.. |
sure. .. _

(QUICK STEPS TO DOOR OPENED ON)
{ SLIGHTLY OFF) (VERY BUSY AND TALKING OW PHONE)} Listen
to me, Grady! Grady, are you 1istening? The Highwey
Police just announced they got wind he was seen in the
vieinity of Healdsburg twe hours &ago ofi¥ near Willits am
'iuau&4uyav—-eet=E=ﬂEEE~o¥*ﬁu1:ﬂﬂnﬂu&4ﬂuu#hnr—e£~§ouﬂ
RosPootetwe @ T s - -
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ED:
_BARNES:

ED:
BARNES:

BARNES:

ED:

BARNES:

ED:

BARNES :

=D~
Mr. Barnes, excuse me.,
(GOES RIGHT ON) Willits! Yeahl See if the Sheriff knows
anything and..
Mr. Barnes, please. There's something Iimportsnt I -
(SORE) Neumeler, get off my neck, will you? crnlt you
sece I'm on the phone? (BACK TO PHONE) If the Sheriff
1ost Hildebrandt!s trall, get in touch with the State
Highway Police in -~
Mr. Barnes, you den't understand! Hildbrandt 1a in
the next office!

(FURIOUS) Neumeler, once and for all, I don't llke to be

interrupted 1n the middle of a murder story! T1've got
Grady on the phone herc and - (COLOSSAL TAKE) What did
you eayl )

(Low) I sald I've got Hank Hildebrandt in the office

next door, the murderer -

(COLOSSALY EXAGGERATED PATIENCE) (INTO PHONE) @rady,

hold on 2 minute, will you? Our new cub Just got sunstroke

ves 0K, Neumeler. Slowly now- who's In the office next
door?

Hildebtrandt. The guy who called from the Village Bar?
Remember? It turned ocut to be him. I Just walked across
tewn wlth him and -

(curs IN)} (SHAKY) How - how do you know itts - hime

He - showed me hils soclal securlty card, hls papers

and some more stuff ,. Here .. herels his Soclal Security

Card -
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BARNES:

BARNES:

BARNES:
ED:
BARNES:

BARNES:

BARNES :

~23-
(BEAT .. THEN WEAKLY INTO PHONE) Grady, listen .. s-stay
where you are., I think we've Just been struck by
lightning...
(RECEIVER UP)
Neumeier .. Ed ., Son - arec - you sure?
I - I think sc.
Which office 18 he walting in so patlently?
Right in the next one?
(TAKE) The make up desk?
Y-yes .. 1 guess that!s -
With -~ all those razor blades and knives and sharp
shears we use for dummying up the paper.
I - T didn't notlce . I - I was 80 excited that -

Come onh
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HANK:
ED:
HANK:
RARNES:

HANK:

HANK:

R}

(QUICK STEPS.,.HOLD .. ,THEN DOCR OPENED AS:)
Henk - '
Yes?
This - 1s my boss, Mr. Barnes....
How do you do, sir -
(STILL STAGGERED) How - how are you, Hildebrendt? |
Hank, I - explained to Mr. Barnes why - you gave yourself
up to us instead of the police....
T - don't want to get hurt....
...Yes...I - understand...
How should we begin?
How?
You mean - how? ) ——
Yo TR el
Maybe I'@ - better sit down here -et—the—6Ypouriser. ..
Yes, ¥eS...

.{mmmnmmmm )
Hank, do you mind if we both esk you guestions?
No. ..
(BEAT...THEN) Well...er -

_Hank, maybe - if you answered the most important question -

Yes...
what - made you do 1t?
(SLOWLY) Fred Noyer invited me up over the weekend....

at Pete Dudley's place...

(CONTINUES WITHOUT PREAK) Mae pPatterson was steying et &
hotel nearby. ...Friday night she came over, She knew
pped from before...... I - made & pPass at her and she -

brushed me off.
' (MCRE)
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BANK: -~
(Contd)

BARNES :

HANK:

“25a

. ..Everything went along fine otherwise until - Monday

morning.......I awoke between 8 and 10 A,M. feeling

a violent pulsation and repid heart beating.. ..

(LOW) Have you ever had that feeling - before?

No.......I - went outside, took a stone which I think

vas an Indian pestle- and came Into the eebin, I - hit

Fred and I hit Pete....I - felt nothing at the time....

(BEAT) Now I- fesl the greatest.,.repulsion....
(Ws)

Then?

Then I - left the cabin after calling Mae about the broken

aEELstory...When we got to the cabin I - pégzgé the

ﬁ:;:i; out of the rushes and - threatened her .....

She ran into the house and - found Fred and Pete.....

And then - (STOPS)

(BEAT) And - then?

It'e - like she 88¥B.i.vcses

...Were you - jealous of the two men? Is that why you -

(cuTs IN) I - don't know...Maybe... I - just had thet

violent pulsation and rapid heart beating and - 1t seemed

the only way to get rid of - the feeling......... (BEAT}

i'm hungry.e.s....1'd like to eat something...

I111 go down end get you something, Hank....

Steak... Make it & steak sandwleh, Ed.....L1 feel real

hungry. ..

UP, .....DOWK_UNDER:)

confession from him!
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\Well, Mr. Bernes...How about 1t?

BARNES : \How sbout what?

erer single-handed, Qot hipto confess and got the
story excluslve for the paper ou'd put me on permanent
gtaff..... |
BARNES : {DAZED) I - s elieve 1t, son....
ED: . (GRINS) It!s in
(RATTLED P
$ See?
BARNES: T see the heafilines all rlght but - I still don't believe
it...
ED: Meybe ?pds'll make 1t real fok you -

r
BARNES:: Uh? Vvhat's thils?

ED: A ggtty eash voucher for the monenI leid out for

giidebrandt's steak sandwich.....

PARNES: (READS) "July 4tn....One doller &nd si cy-£ive cents
" for - entertainment of murderer,.3lgned 3. Ed Neumeier".....

> ;

(SIGHS) Well, I guess that's resl enough, Edw, ...

OKH“-‘I'Q..Q,WF!W o ST i e -

........

CHAPPELL: In just & moment we will reed you 2 telegram from Ed.
Neumeier, of the Euraks california Hunboldt Times with
the final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOS ING COVMERCIAL)
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THE.BIG STORY

-27-

PROGRAM #207

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

GLOSING COMMERCIAL:

Guerd against throat-scratch! Guard against throat- -

seratch! Guerd ageinst throat-scratch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL,
Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose‘mildness |
you can measure,

Remember this = the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes.

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered fuprther
than thet of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by acfual measurs -

PFLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos still travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and makes 1t mild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobeccos glve you &

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette

offers you.
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
distingulshed red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES

- Y"outstanding!"
And - they eye mild!
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(MISIC: . TAG) | ¢
CHAPPELL: Now we read,you that telegraa from B4 Neuneler of the

Fureka California Humboldt Tines.
NEUMETER ¢ Murderer in tonight's Big Story secmed resigned to his
fatc as he walked thsy&msba&E—U%eps,enevnonningureeentiy

intoe San Quentin's gas chamber. He had nothing tg add to

4 —

T soalespl Thw 2
the confession rlready given to our papeaﬂas—the-éee¥+¢@
a,{ 70/\.{- ;'Jf.g‘,‘/",;_f,—:c chw L2 S wde - Ll el '
'Sen- Grentint-5—app. ot denth—room-ciosed—benind-bid, .
Many thanks for tonightts Pell Mell *ward.,
CEATZTLL:  Thank you, Mr. Neuaeler ... the makers of FPELT :ELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL HELL
4500 Award for notable service in the field of journalisi.
FASRICE: lListen again next week, seme tine, sane station when
pILT MELI FANOUS CIGARETTES will prasent another BIG
story -- 2 Blg Story from the front pages of the Tulsa
Oklchomn Tribune by-line Join H, Booker. A BIG STORY

s AT ]
about. a reporier wio foung?strange-gb&ae%s—hurtad on a

S e
(SICE s
CrAPF.LL: nd remenber}) Every weok you can Sce another different
Big Story on television - brcught.to you by the makers
of PELL MELL FI MOUS CIGARETTES,
{(MISIC: THEME WIPE AND FADE TO BG ON_CUE)

._..___—...._--n-m_--—-_—_-.....-—-—._-—-—
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WNBC THE BIG STCORY PROGRAM #208
£0:®%—£O:3& PM MARCH 21, 1951 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY.
{MUSIC: _ _FANFARE)

{TRUCK UNDER)
EARL: There's the bank, Gus. .
GUS: Yeah, Ftts-motitr—hEeg wooden building.

{TRUCK SLGWS TO STOP,..IDLES A MOMENT)

EARL:s See anyone around? .

GUS: No. The street's empty, Earl.

EARL: Okay. Back the trurk right through the wall of that 5ank.
After we crash through we go right for the safe. Gotfit?

GUS: Got 1it,

EARL: Okay. DBack 'er up, and step on the gas.

(GEARS SHIFT TO REVERSE...TRUCK UP...IN REVERSE..
GATHERS MOMENTUM) |

EARL (YELLS) Hang on, Gus! Here we go!

(CRASH OF TRUCK INTO WALL OF BUILDING..RENDING
OF WOCD) :

{MusIC: _ _UE AND INTO)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STCRY. Here is America, its sound and its fufy,
its joy and 1ts sorrow, as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great Aﬁérican newspapers, From the pages
of the Tulsa Tribune, the story of a reporter who read a
weather report and dug up a story..six feet under. Tonight,
to John Booker of the Tulsa, Oklahomﬁ Tribune, for his Big
Story, goes the PELL MELL Award!

{MUSIC: _ _TURNTABLE) (COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL?

CHAPPELL:

mer/lc
2/27/51 pm

..29_.

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original muslc composed &nd cénducted by Viedimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted by Abram 3.
Ginnes from an actuel atory from the front pages of the
Eureka Celifornis Humboldt Times. Your narrator was
Bob Sloan, and Owen Jordan played the part of Ed Neumeler.
In order to proteect the names of the people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the neames of
all cheracters in the dramatization were changed with
the exception cof the reporter, Mr. Neumeler.

This is Eenest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS IS NBC . . . THE NATION.I. BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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THE BIG STORY -2-
PROGRAM #208

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

guard against throat-scratceh! Guard agalnst throat-sorateh!

guard against throat-scratehl Enjoy the smooth smocth

smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL...the clgarette whose mildness you ea&n
measure,

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Remember this,.the further a puff of smoke i=s filtered
through fine tobazczos, the milder it becomes. At the first
puff PELL MELL smoke 1s fiitered further than that of_any
other leading clgarette, Moreover, after 5 puffse, or 10,

or 17 - by actual measuvre PELL MELL'S greater length of

traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the smoke further
- filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobancos give you a smoethness

mildness and setisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Smoke PELL MELL.,.the cigarette whose mildness you can
mezsure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES..,"Outstanding’}

And - they are mild!
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JOHN:
BILL:
JOHN:
BILL:
JOHN:
BILL:

JOHN:
BILL:

-3~

Pulssa, Cklahoma...the story as 1t setually happened.,.John

Booker's story, as he lived it.

— e w—— —

Tt 18 the dry seasen in your neck of the woods, in your
corner of the State, in Oklahoma. And on svery gtreeat
corner, in every barber shop on every Main Street, they
discuss only two subjects, .. .the weather and the
notorious bankrobber and bandit they call Earl MoCue.
Anyway, it is this morning, and you, John Booker of the
Tulsa Trilbune, are sitting in the office, wondering where
McCue and his gang are niding out afiter their sixth
straight bank robbery. .Nhen farm editor, Billl
Pradbury comes In.es.

(DOOR CLOSE)
‘Lo, Bill.
(sAD) Hello, John.
Why the long face?
Have you looked up in the sKy lately?

NO-
Not a cloud., Not a drop of rain. The farmers in the
counties around here are taking an awful beating, John.

Their crops are drying, up, withering. This 13 a real

drought.

vesh, But Lwifh I didn’t have O write 1t. If we aould
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JOHN:

BILL:
JOHN:

BILL:
JOHNM:

JOHN:

JOHN:
HARRY:
JOHN:
HARRY:

JOHN:
HARRY:

Y
What was 1t Mark Twain sald? Everybody talks about the
weather, but no one does anything about it. And the game
geoes for Earl McCue,
No 1line on him, eh?
Not a trace, He's hit six banks, and hasn't made an érror
yet. No wonder they call him the Dillinger of the
Southwest. You know how he operabes, Bille?
How?
He picks out a wooden bank in a small town. Then all he
does 1s back a heavy truek through the wall, bust a hqle
right through it, and steal the safe, Each Job takes him
less than a8 minute. No wonder they haven't been able to

nail him.
I~worder—when welll get some rain.

GjLfEEEg&,Bi&%T“"YE;-;;;E;; about the weather. I Just

wonderp.uhen and-—where Tt ue—wiltl-bey-ozpeine, .

(PHONE RING)
Oh, Excuse me, Bill,
{RECEIVER OFF HOQOK)
Booker, Tribune.
(FILTER) John, Sheriff Haerry Jeffry over in Sepulpa.
Oh. Hello, Harry. What's up?
Earl MecCue Just cracked another bank over in Stillwell
early this morning.
How mucn did he get?

Ten thousand,
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JOHN: And he stole the safe as usual?

HARRY: As usual. John, can you get over here to Sapulpa tonight?

JOHN: I guess so. Why?

HARRY: I've got an 1dea, and I want to talk to you.

-JOHN: What about?

HARRY: Earl MeCue.

{MUsIc: _ UP AND UNDER)

HARRY: John, I've got a theory about MaCue,

JOHN: Yes? vﬂ,’“.t.g ?

HARRY: He's been busting bonks in an arvea c¢f about sixty miles
szround Tulsa. Right?

JOHN: Right.

HARRY: Let!s chek his method. He uses a large truck, to bregk
down the bank walls. There's probadly a winch setup to
1ift the safe off the giround.

JCHN: Makes sense, Hapeyr

HARRY: 311 right. He's carried away seven plg bank safes, counting
this iatest Job. He has $o hide them somewhere, or bury
them. Right?

JOHN ¢ Iight., But what are you getting at, Harry.

HARRY: What I'm getting at is thig. Earl ileCue'!s hideaway 18
somewhere in this sixty mile area, it must be because
trat's his area of operation. If he were hiding away 1in a
town or village somewhave, where would he keep all that
heavy equipment, the big truck, and the safes? '

JOHN ¢ He wouldn't, They'd be pretty tough to hlde in a town.
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HARRY: But they wouldn't be hard to hide on some farm, out 1in the
brush, maybe.

JOHN: You're right, Harry. They wouldntt., But where do we go
from here?

HARRY: I figure you and I could start 2 little manhunt of our own,
You check the farms around Tulsa County...and I'11 chehk
lem in Creek County.

ForNe | Fust—the—two Ol UST ™"

“HARRY: i RO OO Pt B

JOHN: Why not a £ull posge?

BARRY: Becrnuse T want to keep this quiet, John. If we sbart:a
bigz search with a lot of men, MeCue will get wind of it and
pull out. -Yewid—se—surpriEd oW Tastmers—gebianauid.

JOHN: Hmmt. *EELiﬂgp.ideET‘HEFry, but.;t's a 1little crazy.

HARRY:

JOHN:

(MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER)_

NARR: It's a crazy idea, bubt you're in. You wonder where you
begin, among the thousands of farms 1in the county, big and
small, and you tell yourself, this 1s a fool's errand; Buk
you're in., And as you, Jehn Booker of the Tulsa Tribune,
drive back toward town you never Know that at this moment,
in a farmhouse close to a plEpen...

( GRUNTING..OINK OINK OF PIGS CFF)

cuUs: You gonna deal another hand of poker, Earl?

EARL: No, Thatts enough.

GUS: Okey. What do we do now?
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EARL:
FUS:
EARL:
GUS:

EARL:
GUS:

EARL:

GUs:

EARL:

GUs:

EARL:
GUS:
EARL:
GUS:

EARL:

_7_
T know what you're gonna do, Gus.
Yeah? What?
You're goin' out in the pigpen and water those pigs,

Oh no, I ain'‘t. Almost brcke my back yesterday, luggin!

a1l those waterpails from the well, Barl, you take sare of

lem for a changel

(COLD)} You heard me, Gus. Get out there an' get busy,
But Earl...

I'm givin® the orders around here, You glve me any more
1ip, an?' I'1l brealk your back! Takin' care of those plgs
is your job.

Pigs, Pigs! Thnze stinkin' pigs! You get near 'em on &
hot night like this, a guy can paes out. @et a whiff of
tem now, comin! through the window, Look at 'em, rollin'
around in thet mud. Whew!

(JEERS) TFor a tough punk with a big reputation, (us, you
got a weak stomach.

I Jjust don't like pilgs. Cowe, horses, okay, but I can't
stand the sight of pigs. I can emell tem in my cleothes,
211l over me, wherever I go. Earl, 1igten, I've got an ldea.
Yeah?

Let's pull out of here. We pot plenty of dough nowW...

Are you nuts? With this setup, this hildeawey?

But enough's esnough. We've been operatin' out of here for
two menths. I'm sick of playin' nurse-mald te those ples,
T wenna play nursemaid to 2 wlonde for a change, live 1n a
hotel first-rlass, get me Some Dew clothes that don't smell
of pig.

No deal. We're staylng.
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GUS:
EARL:

EARL:

EARL:

GUS:
ELLA:
GUS:
ELLA:
¢US:

B
But why?

Thqfe are a few more banks around we cen crack, easy deals,

pushovers. I've flgured one for tonight.

N,
¥

MNQWW Now go on out

there an' water down that pigpen. An' when you get through
we'll start out in the truck. We got a long haul ahead of

us tonight!

{TRUCK UNDER)

Hey, E&rl.

Yeah?

There's a2 dame walkin' along the road.

What of 1t?

She's a real, corn-fed honey. Let's give her a 11f%.
(TRUCK SLOWS)

Gus, you crazy feceol, don't step...
(TRUCK TO STOP,,,MOTOR IDLES)

Hello, Baby.

I...hello,

Like a 1ift Inte town?

No thanks.

Aw come on, honey, Jump In.

ATHO1T 01P21°5S




ELLA:
Qus:
EARL:
GUS:
EARL:
aUS:
EARL:
GUS:

EARL:

GuUSs:
EARL:

GUS:

EARL:

—_— e — —

-~

(PRIMLY) Thank you, no. I'll walk.,.
What's the matter? We ain't gonna hurt you.,..
(SNAPS) Gus!
Yeah?
(HARD) You heard her.
Sure, but...
You heard her. She don't want & ride. Get moving.s.!
Okey, okay.ass

(GEARS SHIFT, TRUCK UP)
You dumb punk. You crazy, no-good moron! Why, I oughta
put a2 slug through that wooden head of yours!
What's the matter, Earl? What did I do?
picnll! You want to stick

our necks in a rope? That girlls gonna remember us nowl
And we don'tt want anybody to remember us, see? .Not the
truck, not our faces, not anything about us, see? Noti
where we're golng!

I didn't mean anything, Earl honest I didn't. It's been so
long since I talked to a dame, I....

(coLD} You try that again, Gus, you pull something like

this again, en' I'll cut you up in little pleces. -Frii—cut—
Fovip—ta-dieete—piesed. ond feed you to the pigs, get me?

ATHOT 01722176




NARR:

BILL:

JOHN:

BILL:
JOHN:

BILL:

JOHN:

BILL:

JOHN:

™

-10-
You, John Booker of the Tulsa Pribune, are in your

of fice the next morning, when the nevs comes in. Barl
McCue has just hit another bank, this one in 8 little
town just over the Xensas line., And as usual, he has
vanished in the night, But where? Where? On some
farm within & sixty mile radius of Tulse, Sheriff
Harry Jeffry thinks. So do you. The trick 4is, to
find that farm. You talk to-peur ferm cdltor again,
Ei1l Braedley...toke him into your confldence...

Tell, John, a1l I cam say ls, it sounds like & good

idea., But there are thousands of farms in the County.
“mere are you going to start looking for Earl McCue?
It's logical that he wouldn't be staying at a farm
already occupled bv faruers, would he, 31117

No.

2yt he might be staying at some farm that's empty,
or been abandoned,

Hmmmmm, Yes, He might.

8111, listen. Could you get me = list of deserted
fermhouges in the county?

T could. Bubt it'd be 2 big job, John, I'd have to
zet in touch with the Tribune corrcepondents all
tarough the County.

You do thls favor for me, Bill, and I'1l do ome fer
you,

Yes? What?

I'11 pray for rain!

e v i o e e T it
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NARR: A week later, he has the 1list for you, some fifty

avandoned farms, all over the county.

Yacrid dust and lined with wilting,

You drive to one secticn &fter another,

UUUEEOem  _ _ MONBHERNNECENT )
JOHN: And no one's living at that farm, Mres. Billings?
WOMAN: ifope. House 1z empty, and the land's gone fallow

since the Elkins moved out, My kids play there all

the time, and I can tell you, no one's livin' thera,

MusICs _ _ _ HMONTAGE)

NARR ¢ i1le after mile...and you check off the names...
JOHN: Collinsville, Ieonard, Bizby, Glenpool, check!
MUsrT: | _ _MONPAGEL

(MusIC: _ _ . MONTAGE)

NARR: You keep on asklng queations,..

JOHN: And you're sure no one's moved in at the 0ld Jesmsup

farm, Mr, Wilscn?
WILSON: ilope., The place i= all broken down, The house,

barn everythin', =—fdavbi e B et st mmeimmimfinddo
amgwecy An' 1f this here dry spell keeps up, I'1l
te movin' out myself!

{MUSIC:_ _ _ _MONTAGE)
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NARR:

JOHN:

NARR:

{MusIg: . _

NARR ¢

MRS CRANE:

JOHN:

- MRS CRANE:

JOHN:
ELLA:

MRS CRANE!

JOHNW:

ELTA:

BLLA:
JOHN:

18-
You lock 8t every farm yourself, just to make sure.

Day after day, you keep going...
(WEARY) Broken Arrow, Alcums, Wekiwa Sand, ...Check!

And then finall)‘- X

You get something, Just over the County line a few
vlles, in Greek County, near gfp.iord. An old
widow, a Mrs, Crane, and herﬁdaughter, Ella, livink
next to one of the deserted ferms on your list...
(CACKLES, ECCENTRIC) You come askin' about the old
peters farm, sh? Wal, I'll tell you nov, there's
strange doin's there.

Yes, Mrs., Crane., What kind?

WTitches,

iltehes?

(AFOINDGETIC) You mustn't mind + Mr, Booker,
She thinks che thinks she sees gobling and witches
everyvhere...

Don't you contradict your oldzigiﬁgéz Ella, I seen
lem caprryln' on in the Peters barn, late at night.
“Thy, that tarn 1it up all white an' blue while they
-ras stirrin' their brew, it come on an' off like
1sgntnin' flashes, 1t'd like to blind ye, just lookin'.
I see, Er...Miss Crane.

Yés?

Have rou seen any signs of activity on the Peters farm?
Why, yes., Some men moved in there, lately,

You're sure?

ATKGT 01721799




ELLA!

JOHN3

ELLA:

ELLA:

MRS CRANE:

LHUSESS |

HARR ¢

~13-

Yes. Two of them tried to pick me up in their truck
one evening last week., I know they vere from the
Peters farm, they came out of the woodroad., T....I
didn't like them at all, they were rough looking men.
Are they ferming the land, do you know?

I...I don't think so. But they're ralsing pigs.
Pigs?

Yes. You can heer the plgs grunt when the wind's
right. (RUEFULLY) And smell them, too.

Pigs! Pigs and vitches an' devil's brew!

Erus....Mlss Cranc,

Yes, Mr, Booker?

If you see anything unusual going on 2t the Peters
farm, will you phone me at the Tribunc?

Of course;

You fig%pe the old lady is touched in the head. But

the’daughter’n {nformation is intrizuing., You know

7ou should eall Sheriff Harry Jeffrey now, but you

den't, You decide to walt around, and -whsiteiha
wepe e T ETIT <t TRt girbge

PN T NP~ MEHEEREGES).

Then it gets darly, you mark :?gp car on the highway,
TN
cut through the fieldes to thlﬂfarm. It's piteh dark,

bheno-lagmmednn o0 0l yn B NG~ 0Ot

(IN WITK NIGHT SOUNDS, CRICKETS, OCCASIONAL OINK
OINK OF PIGS OFF)
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CHAPPELL:

NARR:
ATTENDANT ¢
NARR:

(MUsIC:

NART:

- 3_..
Boston, Massachusetts. The story as it actually happene

-- Bugene Moriarty's story as he lived 1t.

The ward attendant from Mclene Hospital watc coning bgck
I‘r_-c;1r11?1{,:-“5:«.?r He took the shortcut behind the old
abandoned mansion on Fleasant Street 1in Waverly, &
suburb of Boston, Idly, he watched the newspaper
spurred by the wind turning before.him, untll 1t szettle.
ir, the stepe leading down to the cellar of the old
house. It was then he first saw the leg.
(RUNNING STEPS UNDER)
And racing over; he removed, the paper.
oy Wlaetoral
(SCRIAMS, HIGH PITCHED) Shwmy~todd ’
Ard he saw the body, fully clothed:

B

overcoat, gloves,
but no hat. Opn the head, and over the face was a 3&3

mesk,

— T e e o e T ———

You, Iugene Moriarty, police reporter for the Boston
Traveler, no less then the curicus, no lese than the
‘nvolved, ne less than Captain of Detective Bruce Davis

rub your cyes at the utterly unbelievable spectacle of

death at your feet,

GIME:
DAVIS:
G

Tet's at least get an accurate description.

G
Huh? Yeahﬁzigzi-he-gets-herez Good 1dea.

I'11l get it down.

ATHKOT 0172181




DAVIB:

GENE:
DAVIS:

GENE:
DAVIS:

GENE:
DAVIS:

GENE:
DAVIS:

GENE:
DAVI3:

GENE:

DAVIB:
ATTEND
DAVIS:

=R PI ol oo ‘ R Sobrbskay ¢

(THEN) Body found ebout & nundred yards off Pleasant Bre
on celler steps, Hands, wearing gloves, orossed end tled
under right leg wlth,...¥hat would you say that was?
{(MBIPENG) Medium heavy twine,

Knots expertly uade, as by & sailor. Gag in the mouth mace
of ordinary handkerchief, tled behind back of head.. I8
thet the same twine?

Tied with sawme medium heavy twine.

Navy type gas mask over face, bearing letterlng "7,8 M s
rype T", coutaining enormous quantity chlorcrorm;'

vou can still smell it.

No evidence of struggle, no injury visible oun pody or hear
chis I don't understand. g?’,m.x-. )

Let!s get 1t down,

Clothing undisturbed. No scuff marks on shoes. Trousers
well creased. Well, they probably knocked him out somehot
and did 1t here.

Probably. {PRAMPTING) Robbed?

Wellet in tact, contalning 27 dellars, soue change, falr
priceé wrist-watch untouched. Robbery no motlive.

Who 1s he?

Hey, yO0U. vou'rse the one found hilm right? Whe is he?
I'n supposed to go to the hospital...

Come on, I don't like 1t eny petter than you do, Coms ou,

You know him, You sald you knew hiwm.

ATHG1 OQir72182
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ATTEND:

DAVIS:
ATTEND:
DAVIS:

(514
LEQNA™:

DAVIS:
LECNA:

-5-

Well, he used to work in MeLane Hospital. He was 8 male
nurse, but he got canned. Name's Gil Clewens. AB & matte
of fact, I got his Job.

What's your neme?

Dentz.

- Qkay, Dentz. You go back to your work. I wmay vant to tolk

to you. Godeiqgpiatiy, what a way to kill a guy! You eve.
senn anybody die of chloroform asphixiation? Give me @&
quiet hanging, 2 quliset knifing, & good clean bullet throu

the head suny day of the week.

The coroner added his profsasional touch. Upbrompeiwiyton
asphixiatio/4dueflo Overdose of chlorcform between the hot
of 7 and 8 pu. this day. Enoyzh poiscn used to ¥11l 35 m
No evidznce pody injury vhatsosver.” And hls sister, &
nurse at McLane Hospital made the identification positive.
end then sat 1imply answering questions in her roodm.
uék3§§2'25$50333 %ﬁﬂkéafé dfﬁﬁé§¥; f’was valting for him
and he was golng to take me out. He saild, "We'll go on t
town this weekend, Leona”. That's the way he was...he W2
fired and he sald we'éd go on the town. '

When were those arrangements wade, Miss Clemens?®

pey before yesterday. Hefsa&duxommn,_.Lennavwhaudunﬂduxp
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NEC THE BIG STORY # 209

\ Arncld FPerl
( M
10:00 = 10330 PM MARCH 28, 1g81 WEDNESDAY

(Eugene Moriarty: The Boston (Mass,) Traveler)

CEAPPELL: PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE}
(EPOONTS WRTTTrTLY )
LECHA: Here, drink this,
GIL: (SOFTLY, LYING IN BED) Take it away.
LEONA: It's only some warm milk, Gil. It'il help you, do you
good,
GIL: (VIOLENTLY) I don't want anything! I den't want vo

drink anything!
LECNA: 411 right, Gil. You don't have to drink anything,
GIL: They came in and poured the coffee into the cup --
then they poured the stuff In the coffee and they made

me drink it. It's only a miracle I didn't diel

LLONA: Who were they? What did they want?
GIL: L DRNS BEAeET BT il T C T T WHETE TR ANY .

1 OV .
G braven s e et T TF T AN U ey RIP KIOWs W ROwE R elinis:
Just ittt they want to kill me --

LECNA: Why don't you call the police?
GIL: (UTTIRLY DEFEATED) It won't do ary gzocd, FHeepwcowdédmis
helo-nopodyoerrs a. Soeoner

or later, they're going to kill me --

™ T et e i AN e e W e m—— W v A Em v RALT s
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CHAPPELL:  THE BIG STORY! Here is America, 1ts sound and its fur
its Jjoy and 1ts sorrow, as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers. { PAUSE
Boston, Massachusetts, From the front pages of the’
Boston Traveler comes the story of o murder with
too many suspects and=hene—otriemrieht . fwde tontaht
to reporter Eugene Moriarty, for his Blg Story, gees '
the PELL MELL Award.

{MUSIC: TURNTABLE)

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

ATHKO1 Q172185




PROGIAM # 209

CPENING COMMERCIAL:

F
- THE BIG STORY -2A-
POUP:
|
|
|

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratch! Guard against throat-
serateh! Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smole a

PELL MGLL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the ciparette whose mildness you
can measure,

mnﬁfbv nuff you're always ahead when you smolke

PELL MELL,

Remenber this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered
throush fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the
fipst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than tha
of any other leading cigarvette. Moreover, arter

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actval measure PCLL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobacces still

tpravels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes 1t mild, _

Thus, PELL MILL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a
snoothnegs, mildenss and satisfaction no other
cigareite offers you.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigaretie whose mildness you can
!

measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETVES - "Ouistanding:

And - they are mild!

ATHOT Q172188




THE BIG STORY -27-~

PROGRAM #208

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

guard against throat-scratchl guard against throat-soratch,

guard against throat-scratchl Enjoy the smooth smooth

smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL,.the cigarette whose mildness you can
neasure .

Remember this..the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaceos, the mlider 1t becomes. |

At the First puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarefte., Moreover, after 5

puffs or 10, or 17 - by actual measure.. PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still travels

the smoke further..filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cilgarette

of fers you.
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding' !

And - they are mildl

ATHOT ¢1rP2187
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- A amm e

CHAPPELL

BOOKER:

CHAPPELL

BARRICE:

(MUSIC: _ ..

CEAPPELL:

-2B-

—a ¥ s ¥ s ¥ et ¥ g T

Now "re read you that telegram from John Booker of the
Tulsa Oklahoma Tribune, ‘

Leader of gang in tonight's PBig Story, because of long
eriminal record; was sentenced to Life in the State
Penitentiary at McAlester, Oklahoma, Later he tried to
scale prison wall in attempted break; put was wounded.
and captured by guards. My sincere appreciation for
tonight!s PELL MELL award.

Thank you; Mr, Booker, . .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{
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 Boston;
Mass., Traveler by-line Eugene Moriarty. A BIG STOR?
about a man whom too many peopls might have killed.
STING _ _.
And remember; every week you can se¢e another different
Big Story on television - brought to you by the makers of

PELI MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES,

Llalalald e e T e T e
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter witﬁ
original music composed and conducted by Vladimir Sel;nsky.
Tonlght's program was adapted by Mex Ehrlich from an actual
story from the front pages of the Tujsa OkJahoma Tribune.
Your narrator was Bob 3loan, andﬁ*%@lﬁwplwed
the part of John Bocker. In order to protect the names of
people actually invelved iIn tonight's authentic BIG STORY,
the names of 211 characters in the dramatlzation were
changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr. Booker.

CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell speaking foxr the makers o¢f PELL

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
THIS IS NBC..THE NATICNAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

Lily/Darlette/?
3/2/51 a.m.
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM # 209
CAST
NARRATOR
LEOWA
HELEN
MAN
GIL

DRUGGIST
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ROSS MARTIN
RCSS MARTIW
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“TEDVESDAY, MARCH 28, 1951
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JOHN : There's the Peters farm,

HARRY: Hmmm, Go$ a full moon tonight, Wonder If anybody's
around? |

JOHN: Don't think sc, The truck isn!t in the driveway.

HARRY : Want to take a chance, moon or no moon?

JOHN: I'm game.

HARRY: All right, Let's go. And you follow me, John, If

I have to unsling this rifle fast, I don!t want you

in my way!
(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ BRIDGE, . ,SHORT)
NARR : You and Harry Jeffry slosh through the plgyard,

then to the barn door,..

(OINK OF A PIG OR TWO OFF.,.,NIGHT SUGUNDS)
HARRY : Try the latch, John.

(LATCH UNBOLTED)
JOHN: Itts unbolted.
HARRY: Ckay, Open the door,

(BARN DOOR CREAKS OPEN)

(SLIGHT ECHO EFEECT IN BARN)

(FOOTSTEPS ON WOODEN FLOCR)

HARRY: Get your flashlight handy, John?
JOHN: Yes,
HARRY: Turn 1t on.
(A PAUSE)
JOHN: Harry, look, over there In the corner,
{MUSIC: ACCENT)

— — - — i — e ——
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JOHN :
(CONT'D)

HARRY :

JOHN:

HARRY:
JOHN:

HARRY :

JOHN :
HEARRY:

JOHN :

-25.

M
Suppose they burled %he safes there,-andthised the plgs
all over it so_ghat~the hoof prints covered everything?
_yz:rl"‘ .

.f‘
(A BEAT) Hmmm, Maybe, ‘just maybe you're right,
John, Anyway, there's only one way to find out,

Yes? How? %_ #g
ERAA
éafﬁk:ghg%art digging!

Ehena.aao-aomc-snuvezgzzazth&dmnwnwuiaumeaéfﬁggggg;

Jefiiz‘iizguggghﬂan01—sﬁuru Glgging, digging fast,

AL omdavnm S TRy Chetre, | .

(DIGGING IN SOFT EARTH...THEN A CLANK,)

Harry, listen,
(CLANK OF METAL AGAINST METAL)
You've hit something, John ,..
Wait a minute! Wait'll'I get this dirt away...
( SHOVELING)
(GRUNTING) John, looks like a safe,,,..
It is., 3ee 1it?
Yeah. 4And I recognize it., It!s an 0ld Mosler balle
type safe, Earl McCue stole 1t at Stillwater. And
here's where he cut'through 1t with that torch,.,
(A TRUCK OFF, COMING UP)
Harry! The truck! It's coming up the road, 1t must

be Earl McCue! é%zaig,c_,-——'
Quick, John. Run for that old chilcken $
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NARR ¢

e
- NARR:
EARL:
|

aus:

A e mmm me w— .

—_— e —w — w m

-P6-

Ycu and Harry Jeffry hid behind the chiokenfé%gggy*‘

wait, He unslings hls rifle, sights iﬁ...}

{(TRUCK COMES UP AND STOPS)
The truck comes up and stops beslde the barn,,.and
two men get out. In the rear of the truck, there.
are a number of fresh emezcetylene tanks,..
(0FF) All right, Gué. Let's carry 'em into the
barn,
(OFF) Okay, Earl, (GRUNTING) Easy does it now.

They're heavy ...

— o — dan e dam we— e w—— .

Harry Jeffry waits till they cross in front of the
At

chicken sbed., They're only ten feet away, he can't

miss. And then ...

(HARD) All right, boys! Put that tank down. And

then ... reach!

_— o — —

In just a moment we will read you a telegram from
John Booker, of the Tulsa Oklahoma Tribune wlth the
final outcome of tonightts BIG STORY.

— o e o o ——

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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HARRY:

-20-

Sheriff Joffry. Yes. WHAT? B8and Springs, eh?

Yhen, I see. Early this morning. Bec right over!
(RECEIVER ON HOOK )

What's up, Harry?

Get your hat if you want a story!

“hat story?

Earl McCue just cracked ancther bank. Got away

with twenty-five thousand dollars this timel

ATHO! 0172194




MRS, CRANE:
ELLA:

MRS. CRANE:

ELLA:
MRS, CRANE:

ELLA:

MRS, CRANE:

ELLA .

MRS. CRANE:

ELLA:

MRS, CRANE:

ELLA:

MRS, CRANE:

-21-

(CACKLING) Ellal Eil 2::;;4, wake up!
(SLEEPY) What is it,m

Therets doint's at the old Peters farm again, I cari
see 'em across the field.

(DAZED) See who?

The witches, Theylre cookin' thelr devils' brew

in the barn. Ye can see the fire in the barn window,

flashin! on.a.n off, blue an! white,
wHothar, go back to bed.

(CACKLES) Ye don't believe me, eh? Ye're like

the rest, nobody belleves old Granny Crane.

(WEARILY) 27 theve arven't any witches.
(CACKLES, LAUGHS)  ©Oh, there aren't, eh? Then come
over to the door, Sk Come over to ﬁhe door
an! see for yourself ...

(WEARILY) All right,~Mebhene If 1tt11l make you
feel any better....

(A PAUSE) |

(SCREEN DOOR OPENS)
There ohiddd Look for yourself.
(A BEAT) Good Lord!l M&cu're right! There

are flashes of light comin! from the Peters' barn

winAoe

(CACKLING) What did I tell ye, en? What did I tell

ve?
( FOOTSTEPS)
(RECEIVER OFF HOCK)
Cperator! operstor!

(JIGGLING OF RECEIVER)

ATHOT Q172185
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JOEN:
BILL:
JOHN :
BILL:
JOHN

HARRY:

0P
Operator, please get me the Tulsa Tribune,..right away!l

You 1isten, John Booker, as she tells you all about
the flashing lights. You hang up, and then it hits
you. It hits you hard! You turn to Editor Bill
Bradley ...
B4i11! It've got it, I've got 1t!
Youlve got what?
Do you believe in wiltches?
Are you crazy? Of course not!
Well, I do. All of a sudden ... I do!

(RECETVER OFF HCGUK) s
Hello, Switchboard, SEwi-behbeandy,,. Get meASheriff
Hapry-Fetfry in Sapulpa, right away!
You talk to Harry Jeffry, tell him about the lights
in the Peters barn, tell him what you think they are.
And he says ...
(EXCITED...FILTER) John, I think you've got something.
We!ll move in on the Peters farm. Get over here right
away! Wefll have to move fast 1f we want to make 1t
before dawnl

{CRICKETS, NIGHT SOUNDS)

(STEPS UNDER)
Sheriff! Hold it!
Yes?

(STEPS STOP)

ATHO1 Q172196
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(MUSEC: _ _ _. INTRODUCTION_AND_UNDER)

HARRICE:

NARR:

EARL:

JOHN:
GUS:

JOHN:
EARL:

JOHN:
GUs:
JOHN:
GUS:

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator.,.
and the Big Story of Jchn Booker,..as he lived 1t...
end wroté 1t,

You, John Booker of the Tulsa Tribune are standing
there, on the degerted Peters farm, in the dead of
night, your hands flung high, You stare at the two
dark figurcs againat the night, and one of them ie
poelnting a sawved off shotgun gtraignht at your head,
They'd been hiding behind the harn, they had seen you
coming, and walted for you, UNow you hold your breath,
You can't see thelr faces, it's too dari, and so

you wait, jJjust walt for the blast of the gun,,..
{SHAPS) What arc you doin' herc?

Come on, 3tranger, speak up! What arc you prowlin!
around thlis here farm for?

Tevae'.I w23 on my way Lo my can,

¥eah? Where's your car?

hy...2t's on the highway.

This 1s & mile off the highway. Why arc yoﬁ trespassin’
on our property?

I vas just cuttin?! through from the river,

You're lying!

I'm trying tell JOUui.uue

You vwere lookin' for somethin', Nosey. What was 197

I tell you I was Jjust taking & short cut from the river

to my car)
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EARL:
JOHN:

EARL:
GUS

EARL:

JUHN:
EARL:
JOHN:
EARL:

EARL:

JOHN:
BARL:
GUSs

EARL:

GU3
efRL:

~17-
What were you doln' down by the rlver?
Fishing.
Get him, He was fishin', Maybe I'd better let you
have it nov, right between the eyes,‘you 1yin! skunk
Hold 1t!
But he was after somethin’, lookin' for somethin',..
I said hold 1t! If I think he's lyin!', I'11l let you
sprcad his brains all over the yard, understand?
A1l right. Now, stranger, let's get beck to the river.
Yhat were you doin' therc, this time of night?

I told you, I was fishing.

Yeah? Plshing for whatf

Catfish,

Catfish, huh?

(CESPERATELY) I've got & couple of throv-lines out
in the Sbmessea river nov, I was tryin! to get a
riess of eatfish, My luck was bad, so I figured I'd
take a short cut home, zcross the fields instead of
around by the road,

Catfish, huh? Vere thore any other people fishing
there? |

Why, yes, Yes there werc,

Gas!

Yeah?

Vou stay here an' wateh him, If he rokes & move, blovw
nie head off, |

OCkay, But vhere are you goin'?

CPovon iLtffL. }m;Ahom —_
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GUS:
EARL:

gus:

EARL:

{MUSIC:

NARR ¢

Gu3:z
RARL:
GUS:

EARL:
JOHN:
EARL:

{MusIC:

HARRY:

~-15~
That for?
Do see if it's like this guy says. To see if anybody's
fisnin' for catfish.
And if there ain't anyone?
Then we '1l know this guy is 1lyin', en! ve'll feed
him to the pigs!
UP AND_UNDER}

You, John Booker, wait. You wait and watch the shadow
with the sawed-off shotgun, You weily, and sweat, and
dle inside, You don't know whether anybody's flshing

+tonlght, or not.

cometimes thers were others

sometimes*ﬁggknm&

_,»-a-"“
_pacgeaxs, And then you sce the othor shadow come In...

walt, for what seems to

(STEPS COME IN)
Well? What'd you find by the river, al?
(a4 BEAT) Let him go.
You mean there vere others fishing doun there?
veah. He's on the level, ({T0 JOEN) Beat it, Stranger.
I'm scrry I came across your farm. I hgd no 1del..s
Beat 1t, I said. Get off this property, If I ever
cateh you sneakin' seross our farm again, I'11 kil

youl

m?hewnemtwd&ymﬂoumgomtomSh9mi&ﬂaH&nyngeiinxdﬁggﬁfine___
(IRRITATED) John, you crazy foel, why did you go there

alone? Why didn't you call me?
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HARRY:

JOHN:

HARRY:
JOHN:

HARRY:

JOHN

HARRY ¢

JOHN
HARRY:

HARRY:

-19- .
I vish I had now, Harry, I feel lucky, Just to be

alive, ﬂ. / “f : :
You‘should have called me, AL get peld for getting

shot, you don't. Now you say you couldn't make out
gither of their faces?
No, It was too dark. A1l I know 1s, the man holding
the gun was c¢alled Gus,
Gus, That could be anyone.
Harry, I'm sure there's something phony golng on there.
I saw a truck wlth a big wineh setup attached to it,
Tt could te used for 1ifting 2 banktsafe right off the
zround.
Maybe, 5till, a lot of farms hereabouts have trucks
with winches on ‘em,
But these two men were tough, They would have shot
me down where I stood.
Sure, But any farmer might, if he caught someone
trespassing acrogs his property at night, Especlally,
now, when they're worried and jumpy cbout the drouth.
I'd swear these men weren't legitimnte farmers,
Could be. The farm might be a front, thot was my
original idea. I'm not trying to knock your ideas,
John, understand? I think you've got something, s,
=B 3o SOt ik DU WE Ve got to have proof,
nositive proof that..

{PHOIE RING)
Ok, Just 8 second,.

{RECEIVER OFF HO0OX)
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NARR You walk through a large pigyard, through the sguashy
mad and shallow puddles rhurenbho—yﬁgs—u&a&uw?ve
(LIGHT SPLASHING THRU SHALLOY PUDILE)
NARR: You see & truck in the yard, with 2 big winch apparatus
for 1ifting heavy loads. You cross the yerd, headl

for the barn. 4nd then, when you're almost there...

EARL: (UP AND SAVAGELY) Get your hands up, Stranger, before
I blow your head off!

{MysIc: _ _ _ UP_IN QURTAIN T0)

[MUSIC: _ _ NTAB
(COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #208

MIDDIE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard against throat-scrateh! Guard against throat-
seratch! Guard against throat-scratchl Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke &

PELL MELL,

CHAPFELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette vhose mildness
jou can measure., |

HARRICE: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke
PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any cother leading cigarstte. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actunl measure -
FELL MELL'S gresater length of traditfonally fine
tobaccos still travels the smoke further - fillters
the smoke and mkes 1t mild.

HARRICE: Thug, PELL MELL!S fine mellow tobasccos zive you 8
smoothness, mlldness and gatisfaetion ne other
cigarette offers jyou,

CHAPFELL: Guard against thyvoat-scrateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy the smootl smoking of fine tobaccos,

CHAPPELL: Smoke FELL MELL -~ the cipgarette whose mildness you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandipe!”

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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{MUsIcC: JTAG, » 2o )

CUAPPELL:  Now we read you that telegram from Pugene Moriarty of the
Bostdn Mass, Traveler.

MORIARTY ¢ Series of photographs4tagen of me re-enacting_CIemens'
crime convinced ggggéréﬁg;athat the case vas suicide.
Pictures rere front page story, my peper, Freed suspect
said he was the luckiest mah on earth, MNany thanks for
tonight's PELL MELL Award. _

CHAPPELL: ' Thark you; Mr. Moriarty, . . the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CICARETTIS are proud to present you the' PELL MELL
4500 Award for notable serviee in the field of jovrnalism.

HARRICE: Listen again next week; same time, same station, when

PRLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES will nrasent another BIG

STORY...a Big Story from the front peges of the Chicago

Sun Times ty-line William Doherty. A BIG STORY avout

a poker hand that was not the dealer's cholce because

what dealer would ever choose —-- death?

STIRG o 2 o 2=

CPAPPELL:  And remember, every week you can see another different
Big Story oh talevision - brought to you by the makers of

PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES.

._._...—..—-,-_-—-._._.-..—.—..-..-—-_-...-.-

ATHKOT 0172203




CHA

{0

PPELL:

-23-

THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernapd J. Prockter with

originel music composed &nd conducted by Vladimir Sellnsky.

Tonight's program was adapted by Arnold Ferl from 2n sctual

story from the front pages of the Boston Mass. Troveler.
Your narrator was Bob Slo&n, and Nat Polen played

the psrt of Eugene Morierty. In order to protect the
namee of people actually involved in tonight's authentlc
BIG STORY, the nemes of all characters in the dramatization
were changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr.

Moriarty.

-—-.—._.......—._.——-..-..———-—--—-——

CHA

J7

PPELL:

11113/1¢
/51 am

This is Ernest Cheppell speaking for ths mekers of PELL
ME!I, FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBC.,..THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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DAVIS: Itm just wateching you to see how nuts you can be,

GENE: All right. First, T knot the handkerchief in the middle.
Next, I tle the twlne, cut to length, to each of the two
ends of the handkerchief. Then, I put the handkerchief in
my mouth. Just for now I'11 tie it sround my chin so I

can talk. I tie it around the back of my head, tight.

DAVIS: Go ahead, Houdini.
GENE: Now T teke the heavy twine in two strands and I slip it
over my wrlsts. You see, it's loose, but 1t's a slip-lmet,

" and 1n order to make 1t tight, really tight, all I got %o

do is pull my hands epart, Okay?

DAVIS: (INTERESTED) Yeah, okey.

GENE: Now, I take the mask, I put it over my head, You see,
theret!s enough space 1ln here to pour the chloreform in,

DAVIS: Yeeh, I see. But your hands under your legs, trussed up--

GENE: Now wetch. With my hands still loose, I pour 1t in,

{POUR3 IN WATER

3ENE: I hold my brezth. I casn do that for 5, 20 ssconds, that's
all. ind that's &1l I need before the chloroform takes
geffect. Then I put my right leg thru my arms, pull the
wrist tight, fall over on my side -- &nd I'm desd.

Murdered. (LONG PAUSE)

DAVIS: It could have been. It could hsve teen!
GENE:. Now, get ms out of this!
(KNIFE CUTTING TWINE, MASK OFF)
DAVIS: Weit & minute, wait a minute --;f%he corone» said his tongue

was 81} cut and s=plit. He fought agelnst 1t.
GENE: No, he didn't, Not consclously anyhow. Thatls 8

physiologicel reaction to strangulation.
{MORE)
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GENE:
{contd)

DAVIS:
GENE:

DAVIS:
GENE:

CHLPPELL:

(MOSIC: |

- Te
The tongue tried to work it out, but not the man.
And that's why there were no marks on the wrist, no
blows oﬁ the body. Thetts why the trouser crefize was
rezor sharp, He even went so far as wearing gloves B0
there wouldn't be any prints on anything.
T never saw anything like 1t in my life.

Qore; CreRa

That's only because neither you nor I ever met anytiring in
our lives like Gil Clemsns. Dontt you think you ought to
go downstalrs and tell Kern?
Yeah. But if I hadn't seen it --
But you did, You saw it with your own eyés.

In just & moment we will read you & telegram from Bugene
e e -

Moriarty, of the Boston, Mess. Tedegrom with the
final outcome of tonight's =T@ BTORY.

_TURN TABLE)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL )
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #209

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:  Guard against throst-scratch! —Guard ageinmst throat-
seratchl Guard sgeinst throet-scratch! Enjoy the

smooth smogth smoking of fine tobaccos. smoks & PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
CEN MEeasure.

HARRICE: Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it be&omes.

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MFLL smoke 1s filtered fuprther

then that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual meagure -- DPELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still

travels the smoke further ~- f1lters the smoks and makes
it mild.

HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you &

smoothness, mildness end setisfaction no other cigarette
pffers you.

CHAPPHLL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the dlstingulshed
red peckage. PELL MELL FAMOUS CICARETTES

-"outstanding!"’
HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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NARR: You don't even know what you're asklng yourself, asking
these gquestions or where 1t 1is leading to. And altho! Kern
1s almost already a dead mon...1t's that BuUre.«.you're not
satlsfied. There's an lmage of & man dead without a bruise
on his body...dead of & terrible, violent method, but no
ppulses on his body. (THIS AIMOST A SCREAM) And his
trouser crease almost yazor sharp! Why? { PAUSE)

GENE: It could be! wew! It isl £ o, & e |

(MusIC:  _ HITS, BRLDGES, COMES vy

A
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GENE!
DAVIS

DAVIS3:

GENE:

DAVIS
GENE:
DAVIS
GENE:
DAVIS
CGENE:

DAVIS

GENE:

.

-

-]_?_
e

C;%Jé',' git dovn. ,
Come cn, COme o;iJJ?Jhaven't seen you like this in & long
time.
#11 right. Listen. Dontt interrupt me until I'm
finished and then 1f you want to sey I'm out of my mind,
pkay. But listen. Let's suppose it ugsn't murder.
Wwhattre you t&tking ahout?
Let's suppose that the guy that had half of the countryside
wiiling, anxlous and able to kill him wasn't killed by eny '
of them,
Whaieidled-nim-tire—atstor?
Wwiaw.mowmﬂmm
But the guy's desad!
The word ls suicide.
Oh, get out of here,
A1l right, Just listen. " There are %4 btasic reasons that
95% of sulcides kill themselves Se®, (THIS FAST)
Pirst, 1ls bvad health, Second, 1s no job., Third, 1s
general despondency. Fourth, 1s what the books call
trouble of the heart -= love alfairs.
Look, Gene, I don't want toc sit here listening to & madmaM,
Ookey, & madman. But did you know GI1l Clemens had carciéma
of the lungs?  Did you know Gil Clemens had three months
to live? That's reasocn oOne. Two: he's out of a Job.
He hasn't worked in aix months, hasn't beén £ble to hold
a job for more than a week. Three; despondent, crack-up
of a lot of things he had planned on. Bag affairs -~ |

nhalf a dozen of them, Every reasocn in the books to knock

himself off--

ATHO1 0172209




DAVIS:
. GENE:

DAVIS:

GENE:

DAVIS:

GENE:

GENE:

-18-

Please -~ stop it! .

(DRIVING) All right, here’s the rest. Motive: (simple)
money. Five thousand bucks worth of policy, peyable to
sister vhem=ime=howed --.the only person in the whole world
he cared about &eeusiiy;»aadﬂshe~w&3ﬂ*t“h&w&ngnany_;ﬁmmmof
I madshon- dondte-forpet, So he decides he'll give hls
sister & present -- 10,000 bucks. Make his death leck like
murder. Makes en elaborete set-up:t the mask, the gloves,
the rest -- chloroform.

T must te nuts to sit here listening to you!l

The policy 1Is very carefully written.' In case of sulcide,
no payment. Ten thousand in case of accldental death.

So I say he makes it look like murder.

lLook, Gene, for heaven's sake, let's be sensible. How,

In the name of'ééérﬁég;;;i;‘man tle his hands, put a gag

in his mouth, ind it behind his head, put & gas mesk on
his face, pour in a pint of chloroform -- Oh, it's

fentastic =- and bo trussed up Hke.a stuck pigl
(IN FOR THE KILL, If it can be done - if 1t can actuelly

be done, o4 you buy Lt¥
I got to go down to the D.A.'s office. Kern 1s going to be

indicted tomorrov.
Okay. I brought slong & little black bag.

(RAG OPENED, THERE IS SOUND TO FOLLOW THE

ENSUING ACTICN.,..
This 1s & bottle, same slze as the one hs had. Contains
water, eoculd be chloroform. Here's the mask, same Navy
type he used. You can get them in any Army-Navy store
for & buck seventy-flve. There, medium heavy twine and

EEE. Okay?
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. ILEONA:

KERN:
pAVIS:

GENE:
KERN:

GENE:

KERN:

GENE:

DAVIS:
GENE:

~14-

He's the one. He's the one I saw in the hospital looking
thru the éﬁ%;é{ in the door.
Not me, not me, Miss! Not wel
Ckay . Thanksf Miss Clemens, Gene, bring in the other guy..
the Noxéfgésﬁigﬁv

( DOOR OPENS)
Step right in., 1Is that the man?
That's the feliow. He sald he was looking for work and...
that's the fellow.
Geep, nO. Youfre wrong. He. ﬁﬂadlc %ﬁ“hg,.
Thanks. Outside. You can reloage that men. So, seen in
the hospital, on the scene of the crime, knew about the
1ittle black bag;...That's getting very ¢ozy, don't you
think?
Tell us about why you left Nova Scotia, Kern.
I told you...locklng for o job, I told you.
I got a couple of friends up in Nova Scotiae on the paper up
there. I c&lled them. You know what they told me sbout
you? You'd never guess.
It ain't true!
How“UEnﬁreu~he}é-scma$hiﬂg—isa*b—bruemvhan—yeu—h&van*trvvan
heapd-whal—ib-197?
You-sib—siill and.llsLen .
Once upon a time there was & guy pamed ¥ern...he wanted td
marry & girl. Allce Spate...only Allce spate, she thought
she was in love with a guy named G1l Clemens. But when Gil
Clemens got thru playing avound with her and welked out on
her, she wouldn't marry you. She wouldn't marry anybody.

8he got sick...broken-hearted they call it.
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. :-KERN:
GENE :

DaVIS:

KERN:

GENE:

KERN:

DAVIS:

KERN:
DAVIS:

(MUSIC:

HARR:

-15-
He was no good, He! was & girty. .
( INFERRUPTS) True enough. And ten deys ago, Alice Spate
died in the hospltal for the 1lnsane, Arivon—evk—of~trer—niad
bf—ﬁhe—wap-eherﬂae-ﬁreaﬁeﬁ. And yms ... that's when you
discovered you could find a job down in Boston.
(HARD) What were you doing on Pembroke Street at Clemens'
house?
{ d¢idn't know hs lived there. Honest.so-@ed. 1t was &
coincldence., 1 was just looking for a place to live.
You haven't heard the whole story, Kern. Once upoun & tine
nlso, a guy named Kero was & corporal in the Canadian
Kilties under Sgt. Gil Clewmsns, and there wes an attask
and there was gas and Gil Clemens stole somebody’s gas mask
and the guy whose mask he stole got a terrlble bura on the
inside of his lungs. Whet was that guy 's name?
(WEAKLY) Stop! p ot il o —
I+'s pretty gruesome: & guy stealing another guy's mask,
and it's worse maybe doing the same thing to the guy . .and
putting chloroform tpside it and killing him.
What am I going to do? I didn’t kill hiwm.
Gene, on your way down, tell the desk sargeant to let the

other sugpects go home. I think we got pay dirt right hereo.

A beautiful (from the pollce polnt of view) uagnificent
OBk2% case. Rerely, if ever, hed you ever scen & better
oircumstantiael job built. Never had you seen o more
convineing motive then the kind of hidegous peﬁtic justlce
in the men robbed of his wmesk who ¥illed the thelf with '

another mask.
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NARR: The suspecta had bolled down to one. The story could be
written, would be read, would be devoured &ll over
Massechusetts. But you 8it in front of your typewriter and
nothing comes out. You aren't writing. There is & doubt,
gquestions that von't leave you...WVon't gO...can't be gotten
rig of. .

GENE: (oW ®, THINKING) Why would o murdersr g0 to all that troublé
Poetic justlce? There's just as much satisfaction in & gun

g g Terwey 8 ~owitidde Ll

or a knife o#
man. Why this way? Did the story of the theft of the mask
explain 1t7?

(MUSLC: _ _THREAD IS_GROWING)

JENE: Why, 1f he had so many egnemies, G1l Glemens...and hé had
thew, .why didn't he 2O to the police? Why, particularly :
after the near polsoning Christmas and Kerns coming after '
nim at the hospltal? Why didn't he tell s ouebody ? '

(MUSIC: _ _SAME, BULLDING)

GENE: And why, the=@a&3~marﬁ~t0*ﬂﬁ!§?tbe‘tt...the unconcern, why
the—teok 0f SThGesn on the part of his sister? 1Is there any
other wey of looking at this that Iive been missing, me and

{ggég% pavis? Any other way?

{MUSIC: IN WITH mmbwf%-@-ms)

- -JL
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HELEN: (SUPERIOR TO THE WHOLE THING) UYe-None—esngeged, Yes, W
were engaged end I was the only girl in the world for G12
Clemens...until I found out that he had a string of women
as long as your arm. I heted guys before, mister, but
this one, thls one was special, If I told you some of the

things he trled, you'd eady throw up.

GENE: whet about the stock?
[y ru,v-'L
HELEN: Lock a.:c"cn.mc‘:'!/1 You see the way I'm 1iving? Real nice, That

rug set me back $2,000. This furniture layout coat $1800.
I'm payiﬁg $165 & month rent and I got $4,900 still in wy
penk account. That!s on secourth of Gil Clemens dled and we
owned the stock in commonm, If you want to mske something

out of 1t, meke. It don't bother me that much. (SNAPS

FINGERS)

NARR: Enough and too much. Seven, elight, ten...perhaps & dozen
people who stood to gain from his death, who wanted him dead
and who smiled pleasantly at the news of his death. Ané
you sit there, Gene Moriarty, with the 1list 1o fpont of you
£111ing one side of & legal size pad and epllling over to
half of enother. Enough suapect,__ss_ for half & dozen murder
cases. Enough horror and yga;;mm for a dozen .

{MUSIC: Up T0_TAG _THE_ACT)

DM o T T e =

(MysIC: TURN TABLE}

IS B, o T e ST —

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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~THE BIG STORY -11-
PROGRAM 209

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

e T e e

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalnst throat-scrateh! Guard against throat-scratcﬁJ
guard egainst throat-scratchl Enjoy the gmooth smooth
smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL... the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke i1s filtered further than
thet of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual WOAsure = PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditlonally fine tobaccos 8till travale

the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes 1t mlld.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you &
smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarstte
off'ers you.

Guard sgalnst throat-seratch.

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fire tobaccos,

Smoke PELL MELL..the cigarette whose mildness you can
measure. .. .PELL MELL FAMOU3 CIGARETTES..."Qutstanding!”

And - they are milg!
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(HUSIC:

HARRICE:

NiRR:

WARR:

MAN,

NARR:

DRUGGIST:

NARR:
HELER
NARR:

+
-

ATTEND:

-l2=-

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your Narrator and the
Big Story of Eugense Moriarty as he lived 1% and wrote it.
You begin to cross out names on the pege and a half of
yellow legal size paper, where you've got the suspects
carefully listed. You, Emgene Moriarty, reporter and your
friend Bruce Davis, police captain, tear into the slibis
and storles of each of the suspects. The attendant who
first found the body..

What do you want we to say? I told you, I told you
everything., You guys Know things about myself I already
fcrgot.;.but I didn't kill him.

Hate, yes...but murder, no. Then the wan who sarved in the
Kiltles with him, the Nova Scotisn picked up on the scene of
the crime...

When ere you guys going to let me out? I'm in hers two
weeks now. When are you going 1o let me cut?

Anger, yes...but murder, no. Plerce, the druggist...
JT&"‘L‘( i -'.'3-.{3.,_“_‘___

Okey, my bottle, wy lable, Sy oh1ePoLonH. « .« ¢

The blouds who owned 350 shares in comwmon with him...

I don't ceny Lt. There's $4%00 still left in the bank.
Aea L

Motives, yes....but murder, no. And one by one, the sﬁ%gt

LI N v.(ﬂ_t_;‘

of p&é;r becomes & serles of black lines drawn thru names,

until 811 that is left are the two men who threatoned him

(made him drink the polsonsd coffce}, and the slight,

gark-halred man with gilasses and & mustoache, Peter Kern,

who 1ooked at him thru the hospitel door window.
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DAVIS:

KERN:

TAVIS:

DAVIS:

DAVIZ:

A

%owv w3

(IN QUICKLY) Anqddon't forget that sister. Just don't
forget hls sister.

T'm not forgetting Leona Clemens. You saw the policy?
5,000 sweet bucks in case of death, &nd 10,000 sweet bucks

in cese of death by sccident. 1ot 's not forget thatb.

And then came the arrest and 1gentification of Fete Kern.
(VERY HAPPY, HE'S GOT HIS GUY) Sit over there, Kern. The
chaipitbth-thembnrk-brokenofiity—Bbt—there.
(REAL FRIGHTENED) Look, I told you, I wes looking for work
-- thatis all I was doing. I was 1ooking for work. I come
down frow Nova Scotia, I heard there was some jobs in |
Boston. I was looking for work, that's 211!
That's what you carry in that 11ttle bleck bag of yours..
work tools, huh?
Thet's right. Work tools. I wouldn't put no chloroform in
there or no gas mask.
Who told you the killer had chloroform and a gas mesk in &
black bag?
It was in tho papors.
Ask my friend Moricrty here. Was 1t in the papers, Genel
Nothing like that.
Okey, I heard it around. Somcbody s2id it...1 doa't know.
I only had tools 1n the bag.
Just sit still, Gene, bring her iu.

(DOOR OPENS, FEW STEPS)

Take & look, Miss Clemens.
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who could have done thls?
{sE&Rm3~E&EGﬁiﬂe—i&e%ﬁﬁvﬁfsrﬂﬁieﬁiﬁﬁ)

Hegy—toko—it—enny.

What a questicn. Who could have done 1t. Ccaptain, we used -

to 1ive in Nova Scotie, 1D New Breton., Gil1 left there
pecause...l don't know, there were maybé’s, 6 psople sald
they 'é ki1l him. ?Friggygggfgpzélhe wagrgne Canadlan
Kiltie's ... You kﬁé;,wié;b"ladiea‘ from hell”. He didn'e
make any friends there elther.

Oh? Why?

{ NOT ANSWERING) And at the nospital here...he used to run
gvery lousy racket there vas in the hospltal, B8ell alcchol
to the patients, steal wedicines...He got wore people fired,
Capteln, then...To tell you the honest tom@ed truth, wy
brother wasn't a very nice guy. 1 don't like to sey it of
my own flesh and blood, but he was ne good. A real louse.
Well, let's get spaecific.

That would help.

Well, there was Dentz.

The fellow who flrst found himn?

About six months ago, he got Dentz fired for some racket |
he was working, Dentz finally proved he had nothing to do
vith 1t and he got his Job back. But they hated each other.
Then there was that guy 1n the hospital.

What guy?
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That's Pete Kern. He was from New Breton too. He was just:
dovn looking for & job and we bumped into eesch other, you
know.
What's he look like?
Well, he's kind of a little guy. He's gdt dark hair and a
mus tache and glasses.

The guy thru the hospital windowl

Condod let - &7

axi-wisht...book him, (A PAUSE} This is getting insane!
As if this were not ehcugh, a bottle was found 75 yvards
from the dead man's body...a piece of a bottle. It was the

bottle that had held the chloroform, and on 1t, 8 label.

pjeree's Drug Store, Pittsfileld, Maag."

i don't deny that's
Tilampgpmaisritl .

And Gil Clemens 1s dead

(SWEATING) Sure! It's my bottle.

my bottle., It's got my label oo ilt,
It had chloroform in it, Flerce.
from chlorofcrm.

Well, I hope he rots Ilncedis
Well, thet's & nlce sentlment. How come?

Whoever did it, he's & guy deserves a medal or & rewsrd or
something. Somebody bought the stuff and put my label onh
it. I don't know why, but that's what they did. But
whoever did it end killed Gil Clsmens, I bDless the boy.

is that so?
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“mRU3GIST: He worked here. He worked here, that louse. Every single
woek he stole ‘capsules, peddled them on the side. XHumsdn
&3 barbltuates and morphins. '
GLiDs A real nice guw...Gii;
DRUGGIST: I wish I hed Eal b bt 1 otdn't. I vasn't in Boston
at the time he was croaked.
DAVIS: Oh, you know whet time he was killed?
~ ' DRUGGIST: Brother, I followed that case, I read every line. I lapped
it up, every word of 1%, '

DAVIS: I'm booking you.

_ {MusIc: _ _IN WUEEL )
ke LH‘:
NARR: How mauftisﬂst now? The attendant Dgmtz; the Canadian from

his outfit, the stranger who looked thru the hospital door
window, the two men who tried to polson him; the druggist.
Six, seveh...

GENE: Captain Devis, something fascinatlng.

DAVIS '

LT

Whet? _”I‘f‘_ foln
GENZz Remember that pleture you found in his wallet? That

pleture of a blonde?

DAVIS: Yeeh.
GENE: A nloe looking creature bame of Helen Parker. Guess what?
She and Clemens owned 350 shares of stock in common, -
Lo
payable to either, or the survivor.
DANES " aarl-cntminr"
{mMysIC: _ _BRIDGE)
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