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. NBC THE BIG STORY, ' 4210
go:oo)(-' 10:%0 PM APRIL 3, 1g5'i - VEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL:  PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES present .., THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _ PANFARE) ' R _f |

(RACING STEPS ON GRAVEL..,TO A STOE, A CAR DOOR
IS OPENED...) o o
LESTER: (FIERCELY) Come on, oome.dnt Géﬁitha lsgd out)
HERB3 (YOUNGER, ALMOST DAZED, mﬂﬁma) 'Did you see him?
Did you see Dougﬁ The way_ha'wgs,layiﬁéuthere? 
LESTER: Come on, close that door, o ' |
(ON THYS CAR STARTS) _
HERB¢ D&é—mm-«aydmmmuumm -
LESTER! (LAUGHING) How did you like that beddmguy, the dealer?
He thought he was going to take An a big pot, '
(HERETPorgyeboup-=~) Then the w&j.he séys_ td_ that othexr
guy, "I got a pair,’ And -ona mo#ai@o g0 ﬁith_it -
three of & kind," And t_hq:{ - hoo}nl ) S
HERB: Why dsd Mﬁé‘? m&.é&;&w Doug’ gobudt. -
LESTER: All right, quit the erying: So Doug's @éﬁd. So what? |
So the guy with: three of afkind=i§ dead too, (NOW
REALLY IRATE) M -~ how do you 1ike that!
Caught my Jackei; on & nai'.l.l_a.nd I paid seventy~five
dollars for that Jaoket) : o
HERB: (PATHETICALLY) Doug,a%.”ug?--
(MUSIC: _ _ KI?S, THEN_SHARPLY CUT FOR)

—
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CHAPPELL:

D

The Big Story. Here is America, 1ts sound and its fury,
148 Joy and 1its sorrow as faithfully repopted by the men
and women of the great American newspapers, ( PAUSE)
Chicago, Illinols. From the front pages ef the Chicagoe
Sun Times comes the story of a poker game bhat ended in
death. &m Eonight, to reporter Willism E. Doherty, for
his Big Story, goes the PELL MELL Avward.,

_— o B wm e e mA

{(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

ZUAPPELL:

ILARRICE:

- THE, BIG STORY
PROGRAM #210

._.__I!_ML
Guard against throat~scratchl Guﬂrd against throet-

seratchl Gusrd against throat-scratchl Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of rine tobaccos.. Smoke 8

PELL MELL. N

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness
you ¢2n meﬁsure., ' o : .3 -Q

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke

PELL MELL, Z o

Remember this - the further & puff of smoke is flltered
through fine tobaccos, the milder At becomes. At the
first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
thnt of any othor 1epding cigarette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 ~ Qx hetual messure - PELL’ MELL'

greater length of traditionally. fine tobpccos still

travels the smoke further = filters tho smoke end

makes it mild,

Thus, PHLL MELL'S fine me“low tobnccos give you a

smoothnass, m}ldness andE gtisfgct;og no:other :
cigrrette offeré you., l' | | .

Smoke PELL MELL '~ the cigaretta whose mildnoss you con
me2sura, PELL MELL FMOUS GIGﬁRFTTES # "Qutstpgdingﬂ
And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

. —

BILL:

ANDREWS :

BILL:

ANDREVS:

BRILL:

ANDREWS:

BILL:

..3 -
Chicago, Illinols. The story as it actually happened --
William E. Doherty's story as he lived it,
THE?-‘EE_'_) :

Youq;ggme 15 Bill, last name Doherty -- one of the proudes:
names in Chicago newspaperdom. For the past 30 years,
there hasn!t been & single paper in Chlcago that didn't
have a Doherty on the police run, You and your four
brothers, Iin a Sense, had cornersd the crime market in
the Windy City. But even the Dohertys sleep, and that is
what you are doing this mild May morning at one a.m. when
the bane of all Doherty'ts lives (the city editor) sets to
work the mechanism that 1s the bane of all Doherty nights,
(TELEPHONE STARTED RINGING UNDER THE LAST FEW WORIE
(SLEEPTLY} Hello. |
(XIDDING) Were you asleep?
Who's this ~- Andrews? No,.No, I was Just sitting here
walting for you to eall,
Well, Bcnny, you better rub the sleed out of your eyes
Lesanst —idmbi—hhii oo It
Loks -Ga3K - fron-whe pe~dk—al. /
Im_damw-ib‘-s--mishmoonmfor% Cn
sccount of while you were snoring, three hoods fnewm—ohe
WW etl-me
wirbon vepy-shentiy)-had the lovely suburb of Evanston
all wrapped up. Could have carried 1% away for all you
know. )
since when does & five-and-dime stick-up give reason to

yank me out of bed?
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ANDREWS &
BILL:
ANDREWS :
BILL:
ANDREWS ¢

BILL:
ANDREWS :

BILL:

KURLIK :

BILL:

.

Oh, didn't I tell you? There were a couple of murders,

(TENSELY) Who?

One of the hoods, and you remember Judge Crane's bailiff,
Bal '

Benny? , that sweet guy!

Yeah. He and a couple of friends were playing poker. Tre

Ao clapd
hoods walked in. One of the hoods got it an@4Benny.

Hey, thatls a story! *i*?'é¢‘b?“1‘(}%¢)
Phatls—what~F-thought—-Weily
Fou-half-way-there?

T In_poun-boy,~AnGrews

Cemmmpoudondtpind IV

z_’i‘.:; ] 5/‘,} 2_)
You drive past o8 house (in-the-39-hundred.block.on

Adaus-Street) en route to the Fllmore Street Pollce
Station. There will be bereavement in the house and
hysterics and a few facts, so you can come back later.
Right now, you want to learn what happened -~ Hre—exact
desaiisy-es-noal-as-people.can state them at-this-iriph
noorr-hourof—tr30--n—the-mormings One of the poker
players, Gebrge Kurlik, like-a---lot-of-poker-players, has
a fabulous eye for detail.

Tt was golng around 11, Up to then:we‘d been playing
soeiable poker.--five and ten. I was losing so I saild,

"How about a quarter and a half?" Benny wes way ahead,

and_he-was—tie—that—=="YouU KV E DRY-ArCRRRC S0

it e LA T o o

winzbeek. He says, Make it walimited 348 EKIT=wighb

wirbirme . So then we settled dowvmn.
And when you play that kind of poker the house could fall

dowm around you and you wouldn't notice it,
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KURLIK :

BILL?
KURLIX:

BILL:

KURLIK:

BILL:
KURLIK:

_5_
That!s about the size of 1t. The pols vere getting blg
and bigger -- un*tﬂ*%ﬁﬁéeihuﬂdreé-in«ampot They must
have opened the door without anybody hearing then, and
211 of & sudden, they were standing there,right at the
table! And then, first one -- £his tall, blonde one -~
Jike_he‘ﬂaa.ingﬁomﬂ4kindaoﬁﬁawme#ieéoraathonqu;ake
Fpmy-Cagney-oD-8omethang —= ne says, "Gentlemen, this 1s
a stick-up." We was 50 surpriged and 1t happened 80
fast you couldntt exactly be sure. 1 didn't even get a
good look at the other two.
There were two othexrs?
Yeah -- Benny says, "iho you kidding?" But this tall
blonde cne got a gun out and Benny reaches for hils coatb ;-
1t's hanging over wy chair. And see, he's a balliff,
nels got the right to carry a gun, and before yu know 1t,
this blonde kid shoots him, Then 1 went out of my mind,
I got Bennyls gun out and I Just squeezed the rrigger and
the tall blonde one fell down. Then one of them must have
sapped me and I went out.
What about the others? There were five of you in the
game
Oh, Harry and Jerry and Willy Saltz who owms the liguor
store, they just sat there. They were S0 scared they
aidn't open their mouths. If”iwhad“a~%hought“about‘it?"I
WQuldnLt“havembﬂﬁnugblsﬁppﬂppenmminemaixhan.
And you aidn!t get a look at elther of the other two?
No, Just one was & wind of & kid, Aboub 18 or something
Before 1 ga:uhsd out I seen this kid, You lknow what he
was doing? (MORE)
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ANDREWS :
BILIL:
ANDREWS 3

BILL:

ANDREWS :
BILL:

— e e

WOMAN ¢
NARR:

gxeet. Look, will you talk like a human being to me for

a second? .

Tou told me youraelf. No editor is human. _

A ¥kid who gets dpwn on the floor and holds a dead guy's
head in hie armn and oradles 1t - that don't sound 11ke
a hood ™ "W And still and 911.. walking :m |
thers in the middle of & poker gama, big as 11fe - that's
sbout a8 pro & Job as I've heard in a 1ong time..

(HIGH & MIGHTY)  Well, you’ll straighten 1t out.

You'lre & great help. Hey, maybe bhe funaral. Maybe,-
maybe the funeréi. Doug Grimko 3ets buried this afternoon.
WOURNFUL) o, ,:,:cwﬂ_ . |

Thd, funeral *gﬂg funeral.; With a proquion of flowers
that the poor always resefve for last rites, wieh—tha
ou%pour1ngwe@n&gwiahnass-ﬁon*1¢#9s-thatwhauaaheenwpoor
ang_pinehe&vmw@mhonenmaamaetmba-maney«anutha_housem@op-
Pood; DUt EHEREIE" emrm*mwmymrmmif
too, doesn'ti sound 1ikoe: a professional hood. In :
walicing thru the group,}ﬁhe sad paople 1n their sad .
glothing, you notice -  : B :

He was never very good to hex, or to Herbie.

(No-PawsH) -~ thare are ho Waiis, no screechas, no

rending of clothing. N f' . And

when you hear 1t again, 1t atrikes you.

e
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WOMAN:
NARR:

BILL:
HELEN {

BILL:

HELEN®

BILL:

HELEN:

— et

3-
She was wise not to come. Herbie too, not to see 1it.
This is a funeral with the chiel mourners absent. "She’
1e his mother and Herbie, his brother. Theylre not therc.
Why? hné—ee—heg&ns—bhe—easyweeareh—ﬁer—a-young-man
(WMMMWMWW.
And you find youw "why" in the batbered house on East
Clayburn where his sister lives. She wasn!t at the funeral
elther. o
Why didn’t you go?
( SWEET, BUT TIRED, AND NOW EMBI'PPERED WOMAN) What
business 1s that of yours?
Why déidalt your mother go and your brother Herbie?
You get out of here.
L.ook, miss, I'm a newspapeIman. Youlre liable to get the
same guestlcns asxed of you not so pollte.
Well Mama wenh away. \That is she going to do, go to hls
funeral? Stand there and have a1l those "friends" point
thair fingers at her? So hor and Herbie went away. Is
that & crime?
Nope. Mot unless ilerbie had something o do with Doug.

You get out of heve. I!'d rather answer the cobs.

The Bureau of Identification tells you that Herbert Grimke
15 seventeen, that he weighs 142 pounds and that he is &
graduate of the Chicago Parental Sghool, which 1s & reform
school, and that he was sent there when he was 13 on a
purglary charge and that he assaulied three policemen

resisting arrest. And that, too, is & story.
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BILL:

BILL:
HELEN:
BILY::
HELEN:

BILL:

HELEN:

BILL:

HELEN :

. ~9-
(READING) "Dead hoods brother fugitive. Search out for

brother of would-be gunman. FPolice today were on the

- look-out for 17 year old Herbert Grimko."

(PHONE RINGS, IS ANSWERED, )
Heldo, 'ﬁ‘-;fﬁfaxjfi%,- Ny :?/
(ON F) You think you're pretty smart, donlt you?
Who is this?
All I got to tell you 1s you better get yourself a lawyer.
I got that story you write right in front of me and my
brother Herbie 1s no fuglbive from justice awrdé-he-nhever
a;eau&%eé-no—ﬁhreeucops~&éke~yeuﬂwro%e-&n—thomstory.
énd-h&s—ge%t&ng-pu#—&neu-the*requmnaohoea -- You better
get yourself a lawyer, nilster!
Look, I don't think I'm the guy needs & lawyer, Get a
1ittle smert., A fellow's brother gets shot, he doesn't
show up at the funeral, he got a record -~ Hels the
guy nceds the lawyer.
mhey 11 never give him & bresk Just becausc he'ts Dougls
phoother. Hels a good, cleapy-oweet kid and Just because
hets Doug's brother -
Look, lct me tell you something about the wWoy police worl,
Meybe they're wrong, but they do think your kid bqgfper '
is ‘a fugltive from justice. £nd hels with your1;;%:é$%5
1sntt he? And maybe some cOP will se¢ him and he'll make

a wrong move and somebody'll get awfyl hurt. If vhat you

’;:7 i, Ly fuele [ . .

gay 1s true, tell him to come bac%# Tell himr:ﬁlfiyg;hAJt
ool

He hates the cops nd they hate him because of D°u8y; Hotld
you %talk to him?

Hire o eteae’

Yode o feis
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HERB!:

BILL:

NARR:

S T
He;d talk to Somepody~whof§€1k8 ﬁig;laﬁéuagﬁ{ Bé}a oﬂiy
a kid. S ,

(EVENLY) You ca11 me when he‘s ready to talk.

P i e 2 e :':! |:'-

You figure that's the end: or that, but 1t 1en't. And
within 12 hours dhe walks into your offioe and she aaya,
"Ip youlre ready, ha‘s waibing 1n a car 1n the alley Just
behind the Sun Times., ' : '

{DISTRAUGHT ) Thay von'tt sive ma a break. 'Thay naver
glve & kid like me a break I I got a re¢ord, I'm Doug's
brother snd what good doea it do 1: 1 tell you ' I didn't
have anything to' do with it? Nothing! I waan't nowhere
near the places E . ;j; E_j ﬁ | R
Where were you? = H'ﬁ? B o B
I was kidding around the: whole evaning with one of my
friends with a p001 stick.. From ten soing on 'til
midnight. The shooting waa about 11, wasn!t it? B
You are suddenly in the midst of a dedision, Bill Doherty,
A kid is pouring out his’ guts - maybe the truth, maybe -
not -- but-his.guks—én—aay—evea% X Yeu*va told hia sigter
you?ll help him. You‘ve aiso tola yoursqlf amd—youx
eﬁiﬁor“anﬁwthenpub&&& that'you'll write and aot

henestly. What do you do now? Turn him in? |

. ATHOY 0172233




HERB:

NARR:

BILL:

s — - —

— — - —

o ethii !
T sin't lived a long time, we never had .anybhing! But
every time I walk out on the street after ten o'clock,
they lock at me like I'm up to something. They try to
pin things on me just because of Doug and because of that
time I got high and I fought the cops.
It has the ring of truth. In this dismal light 1n a back
alley in an old car, someons 1s speaking what he conslders
the truth., You take a big breath and pay 1t.
Maybe you've had bad breaks -- maybe theylve been stacked -
ageinst you, the cards, Bubt if you went half a fair
shake, a q%grter even, walk into the Filmore Stgpion.
Talk to Be%;cttv% Joey Michaels, Tell him B;;%%Eent you.
(DESPERATE) I kuow what they!1l do, I imow --
What else you going to do, kid® What else? I'1ll back you

up.

—— e G A em mm—

— e E e wm—

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratehi Guard against throat-
serateh! Guard against throat-soratch; Enjoy the
smooth smooth smokiing 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.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filfered fuxrther

than that of any other leadinpg cigarette, Horeover,

after 5 puffa, 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 give you & pmoothne:

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,

Guard against throet-scratehi

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL -Ithe cigarette whose mildness you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!®
Anid - they are mild!
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NARR:

ANDREWS ¢

BILL:

ANDREWS 2

BILL:

ANDHEWS :

BILL:

ANDREWS 3

BILL:

ANDREWS ¢

BILL:
ANDREWS :

BILL:

-12-

— e A

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your Narrator and the
Big Story of William J. Doherty as he lived it and wrote
it.

Tts a few hours, Bill Doherty, since you told Herbile
Grimko, the brother of the dead hood, to glve himself up
to the police, that this was the best way, that you
would stand behind him., And now, in your city room, your
editor Bob Andrews sidles over, no "needle” in his hand
this time,‘but maybe something worse,

I just had a call froqw fchaels over at Filmore Station,
(DEFENSIVELY) That so?

Your kid showe ,uﬁf;- Heamprix

I thought he would.

Three of the guys at the poker game ldentified him
straight out, as the second of the three hoods.

How do they know? They admitted they were so mixed up
they dldn't know what was golng on,

As a matter of :?ct, Juriik, who killed the first hood,
when he saw hié; é;:ﬁ;;fiy%;%rangled him, You know,
Benny was a cousin of his.

It!s very easy for guys to go wild and make
jdentifications. Very easy, What did the kid say?

The kid doesn't deny he was thers, he doesn’t admit he was
there, He's Jjust not talking.

He'!s scared. Thatls all -~ he's scared. -
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ANDREWS:

BILL:

ANDREWS:

BILL:
LERB:

BILL:
HERB:

BILL:

=13~
So Michaels sald he want you to come over there because the
kid trusts you.
A11 he wants me to do 1s go over and get the kid to spilll
his guts, huh? (ANGRY NOW} Look, this 1s & kid T told to
do something. I-This 18 a kid I told I'd stand back of.
what am I going to do, sell him out now?
(LEAVING IT IN THE AIR) That's entirely up to you, Bill.
Entirely. And Michaels said for me to tell you it's

entirely up to you.

How do you ride the horns of & dilemma? Answer: you don't.
Not—if.you want to fry.and-be-eomfortablev..Answerd you
face what you knew all along you were going to have to face,
Your two loyalties: to the truth and to the kid who never
had a break and who probably isn't getting one right now.
So youlre alone with him in the Filmore Station.

I tell you, I told you the whole thing, I'11 tell you
anything you want to know --

Dontt tell me, tell them,

I don't want to tell them,, I don't want to tell them
nothing., Youshonid~have~heard~the-vay—they-wona~throwing
$hinge—at—mer—iWhat-eboubsthis,.mhat. about.that,.where
wore.you-vhenyewhat-happened~there?" I ain't going to talk
to thgg? guysl

Look, ;:;gig?is as hice 2 guy as they come. He's no elugger.
There's ways of hitting‘a guy without hitting him., Why don'
you listen tc mwe?

Because I'd have to tell them,

RTHOT Q172237



BILL:

HERB;

BILL:

BILL:

HERB:
BiLL:
HERB

-11]—:-'i5

i i e

= ’ ' .
Would you? Would, you‘hewe tb tell hhem if I waan't there

KM3—sight, Horble. What 1s,the bﬁuth?  }?1'= o
Like I told you. I was 1n this pool place. The Trading

Post 1t's called, with my, friend Lester Gatea.-j .

Yegh, you told me' a11 about;that'--'fObling around with e
pool cue from eleven unti; fwelva with Lester Gates. _

So all right. As soon 88 T heard about the killing and | how.
Doug got shot and how . everybody knows about me and Doug
being so close, mwmmmmwmbwm%

Tha dorde - D
upseb»Hawwasg-tquent up ! to Muskegén and gpent the night

California, You see, 's $1ck and ir she ‘had to &0 to-jf
the funeral and face her friends and aee him dead there,.
I don't Know what it would have dohe to hev.

Herbie, three men 1deht1rie¢ you, at the card party. Three
men said you were tnere. ; That qhen Doug got ahot you got
down on the floor and put’ h;a head*in your lap.- ‘They say
you kept saying, "Doug, oh, Doug“'h- = o

It'e not true! I was in the Tradihg Posts :
Deoesn't it sound like you, Herbie? The kid who would piok
up his oun brother's Oeud head ahd say Hhab you said?
(DESPARATE) It Has éomebﬁdr els¢. :_jg@f_._ﬂ'u;

Is that the best you “can do? i -r!: o

See! See, now you'll teli them and they'll take bhat and
they'1l string me up with 1t. YOu'ra no be;tar than a pop. 

R
L P
by R

T RT301 01?2239
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BILL: (ANGRY) 1 didn't eay 1'a tell aqzyod— ??ng}ng._.gﬁd.t.ﬁén("
Just tell me one thing. Is the truth? _
; s .:I:- '
HERB! I swear on uy aick mother's 11re.=:f_ _ éj'  o
BILL: kag.-.fs:.—-—cnm.:t »,u,; et -O,ee,:._.:: - :
(MUSICy_ _ gR;pGE_&_ﬁﬁDEBI _ Pl o G _
NARR: It's an oath not taken lighfly. Ha meana it. 3 nd altho'

there are holes 1n the atory, you gb out | w&th the rullest
kind of objectiviﬁy eithar to patch up thobe holes or bo
drive & truck thru =- anaﬁuav-nmhbhb~other.: The man at the.
Trading Post, thefe*garetbe*smuktngwguy-nh&«vuns~the~p&aee,

hgﬂremembers.' _ , i . 5 _ :
MANs Yeah, that's right. He runipplsigﬁracksf¢ ﬂim'gnd --_uhat'
BILL: Lester Gates? Ji o : ” :;;. : {!  :;J?i ;i

MAN: Yegh., Him and Gabea." Six Eacka, Latlg éee'. Iﬁ'waaéfj'
going on 12 they walkad 1na ” : R 5
(MUSICH A STING) : | 5@; | f-;

NARR: One hole widena.;:"Going on twelve“ - tha murder was
11:15 p.m. exactg? You drive your car siowly rrom the: ;
house on Adams street theﬁﬁ?*hﬂndred«bkdﬁk to the -
Trading Post. Time elapseﬂ: 14 minutes.: Ir than he was
in on the killingbﬁe ‘had adequata time: to get to the :ﬁ"
Trading Post at ;2. ‘The h¢1e 18, bigger j? __j

GIRL: Well, I was goins by == I mBan this friend of mine, he' says
to meet him outsida the Trading Poat and I aeen “him and -
Lester walk :m._i They were aweattng. f’fi”“

BILL: what time was that, misa? L

fl L LRTHG) oi72zs]




GIRL:

minutes to twelve.; That!s hdw 1ate he was.._'
i A :

NARR: The hole 1s widened and ranenforce:

And oW & man, age

30, stocky, smiling, walke up £0 you. ;--]if'- s _
LESTER: it've been looking all over tqhn fqr Wou.-,Ilve even been
down to the paper.? They sayé you' as up here.

BILL: Who are you? _ - j
LESTER: Lester Gates 1is my name. ..f%;"_..{; _ é SRR
BILL; What were you 1ook1ns a11 ov¢r town for me aboub, Gates?

b

{(HE DOESN'T LIKE Thxs MAN) ﬁ.;é i o
LESTER: On account of I want to tell'you abdut Herm.e.‘_;onfacoountE ;

of I heard you were cheekiqg Mp nn Hﬂrbieﬁ:

Aboutfme and
him in the Trading Post. Well, w¢ywaa thepe. We were.ij:'

playing pool. SiX oF. elght Hacks ve playeé.; o

i r|

BILL: Well fine. Itm g1aa you. tolf e

IESTER: I didn't tell you the time.»ﬂz*

BILL: What time was 1t? = . . ¢=* . |
LESTER1 About one o'elock ua started. e ;gﬁ'

NARR: The hole is wider and Jaggedhnow TeageETouT R I
Somebody 1s doing a lot of lging. ENot the:fwner of the |
pooel parlor or the girl. ’tw sh?UJd they?) But either; '
Lester Gates or Herbie Grimkl And|you're back at the '
Pilmore Station, ho :'.' 'I f F c

BILL: Two poople said you wore ab ihe_Tradins 2ost at 12 --9=;
starting at 12. Lol : m

HERBIE: Theylre lisrs.

01 0172240




-17.155; K f_q ..ié”
Everybody in the world‘s a 1ﬁar, Herbie? _
youtre fencing melln; wlth all the malktns - You’re

dlgeging & hole for me; S L I T T I ) H O
{SLOWLY NOW) Herbie, 115ten to me nQN. nontt aay & wora,

Just listen. I made 8 pledd& to ypu - I:paid Ild atand

behind you. But you oan't atand be'zind liar beoauae he : -

gets it and you get it too..

went stralght out’ West;ﬂjb :

That's right. T I called up my aistepﬁgﬁ.ﬂéefﬁQW ﬁhiﬂss?
were and she said to come b#ok. Bt ffv? S
~Hﬂﬂb¥07~Baahiaf—Horb&e Lop _--'there's ﬁo buses that
leave Muskegan and go' sbrai$ht oﬁt;wesb.

jThey come o L
Chicago first, Ybu got to dhahgé for another bus at | _
Chicago. No kid on the vun|would po tha_4 You couldn't.-
You didn't, SR hl' : ' s

(WILD) It was & apeoial buﬁlthey wave rdnning. .

There are no busaa fﬁbm Muskegan out West+ Nona: Ydﬁ-:
told me your mother is sick. HoUld you take your aick

I| :_!.

S
HA]

mother on & five day bus ride§ '{ = :
{BREAKING DOWN) ﬂhat do you want me £0 aay? what do you

want we to do? 2 . P | .
FoelC L kmf‘-’" '

Who was it pub-ubhe-dnﬂma?d of Doue,‘-lAin his 1ap and Bald
"Doug, oh, Doug"? &gﬁgfwha It? s -

You know who it qas.f N

P P S
P TN




BILL:
HERBE:

- BILL:

HERB:
BILL:

HERB1
BILL:

HERB:

BILL:
{MUsIC:

NARR:

Who was wlth you??

I was alone,

Who was the third guy?
I was alone, R 1 _ i _
You cragy kids} You got o uode fof yourself.: Look, 1t's;

perfectly obvious whaﬁ happaned.! You and ﬂates asreed ir
RaRet s Y g dad)
duld gwear you Were with‘ihe e

[You knbu what_Gates said? He

They didnlt 1deﬁi}€§ hiyﬁ?;Whink about how he 1eft Doug
| ¥ &3 _!_,

:t: [ 18
there, f“' .

(THERE IS A PAUSE) R S A
(LAUGHING HYSTERICALLY A LITTLE) boug waa ‘aead ‘and hé“kept
yelling how he tbra his neq 75 qo1nar aport Jacketl
Goodlid. rleni. ,{m ‘. .f.‘l-u-m i.ema.lt" ST '
HITS, UNDER .5.) 'nlﬁ SN G

And as you expecb of courae, he'a disapﬁgarea - Gatea.;

He put hig knife in and dithpeaved.::ﬁut this kand alwavsf
leaves a trail, 'Living thia kind or life, they ruin obhers
on the way to the ldtest ruinatioﬂ. And you find one Buch
person, A 26 girl - a diLe givl who opehs her mouth with

extraordinavy pleasure, i

T ﬁrgqi_o1?22¢2

IR AR

L,



R Coeagen L | |
| GIRL II; In my time I've b#enfﬁakeﬁ}@ktén%vﬁ;;by:bﬁ¢ﬁ;ngbuse.:;5

dicewhouseﬂmhﬂeah;whe

BILL: Where is he now? :_ P :

GIRL:II:  {INTENT ON HER owN STORY) Hq was-whlking qround unt11
yesterday saying how he putrthe bq#eége: on the G#imko
brothers. How Ddug gob killed ahd!Hérbia wes taking the :
rap and he was waltzin' sco# rree.? Yoy khow what that
louse does? Sel}s heist l'ats! ygiiv :

BILL: Helst lists?

GIRL II: Sure. He cases business men. You know,ihhat ttme they
close their plaoes, how mudh cashlbhey got, When they
play ﬁdﬁiﬁ seasiqna, the:;takes.'}whings hike that and

then they sell them 15.51;'I 'Well, Lestér Ebld a list to

the Grimko brothéra for 8 [ut. 'Thbn he euts himaelf 1nto :

the geal and geta paio rfom both enas.

BILL: That's & nice kind of a louFe..'whpve 15 he?
GIRL II: Mister, with the’ gveateat or planure, w;th the greatest

.....

of pleasure. 1316 Southerﬁ Avenue. Eﬁkﬂ him good.

Pude ~ Rt SERNINRIN A A A =

NARR The taking, with ‘the help or : '.m;chaels,|xa an

eapy matter, And the breakdown 1; easy tbo. Beqause his :

car was seen, the wibneasea who | placed Hérbie,|p1aced
-h&m.at the Trading Post at|1a and the 115t - the heist

(it

118t -- undoubtedly kept fpr 1ater resalq was round 1n the:
thick wallet,

Herbie Grimko,

;,iﬁTHQﬁégiééé#éf




NARR:

20~

(BROKEN) I do hereby acknowledge that this confession 18
made of my own free will and without coercion and without
promises of any kind of immunity. My brother Doug &nd me
and Lester Gates planned the hold-up of & house on Adams
Street and things went wrong, Just &s OQf of the ?ellows
in the card game was saying that he had éaifkéflﬂﬁir
another of-thensame-leind-tougoawlth-it -

(OVERIAPS) Three of a kind. The brother who was the hood
and shot and got shot, the bland, filthy heist salesman,
who betreyed his own accomplices, and the kid who never
had & chance and never would agaln, Tiey were different,

but alsc the same, Three of & Kind.

In just & wmoment we will read you & telegram from William
¥, Doherty, of the Chicago Sun Times with the final
outcome of tonight!s BIG STORY,

— i— daga  mm m—

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

RTXKO1 0172244



21~ . THE BIG STORY
B | | PROGRAM #210
CLOSING bo_rmgncmn S |
GROUP: Guard agalnst throat-acratchl Guand againgt throat-: 2

seratch} Queard against thro&t-aorateh! Enéoy thp

smooth smooth smoking of riné tobaqcos.ZISmoke a
PELL MELL. . '

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the qigaretta whose mildneas
you can measure, S f f-’iEH 'x?fiﬂ
MARRICE: Remember this = the furthe: e puff of amok¢ 18, filtered.

through fine tobaocoa, tha milder

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL r-rEr,.L'ramoke 19 rutered I‘u.rther
than that of any other laading cisarette.; Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, op . 17'- px _ggggl.ggasure —__

PELL MELL'S 5r'eat9_r' __e__qg,gb_ or traqitiona,ny fine;
gobaocos stAll travels the qmoke further .+.futers the

Bmoke and makes 1% mild.4¢:_' ;-@g-rl;_ 3 ; o
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine. melﬁ.ow £0bBO0S - gs.ves you oy

smoothness, mildneaa and satiaf‘ fio' no 6ther

clgarette offers you.

CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer r;igarqtte 1n the
aistinguished red packa.ge.g PELL MELL E‘Ar-lous cIGARET'rES -

"outstandingl’
HARRICE: And -~ they are mildl

-
i .
I | i
i :
i !
1
- oy
H G
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CHAPPELL:

DOHERTY

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

— o — —

-25..

Now wWe read you that telegram from Willlam # Doherty of
the Chicago,Ill,,Sun Times,

Brother of dead gangster in tonlghtts Big Story was
found guity Sf—murder and pentenced to 20 years. The
heist salesman Gatggfgg£ i; years and another term of 25
to 40 years for armed robbery, Both are still in the
Joliet Penitentiary., My sincere apprecigtion for tonightts
PELL MELL Award,

Thank you, Mr, boherty . « » the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for noteble gervice in the field of
journaliem,

Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STCRY,..A Big Story from the front pages of the Hoboken,
N,J., Jerasey Observer by-1line John G, connally., A BIG
STORY about a_raportepwho-proved-thet a father and son
teking & pleasant drive in the countr?iégg.deathwas a

gilent companion. i( ”ﬂ‘

And remember, every week you can see anotper aifferent

-ty Veodet Lo

Big Story on television-brought to you by PELL MELL
FAMCUS CIGARETTES,

_——-—-——.—-..—-..-———-—-—..—-—.

ATHO1 0172246
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— CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is proﬂucad by Barnard $. Prockter with
original music compOSed and oonﬁuoted by Vladimir Sel.asky.
Tonight's program was adapted by Arnbld Perl from an;
actual story from the front pages of the Shicago Ill., Sun.
Times, Your narrator was Bob Sloan, and Les Damon played |
the part of Willlam Doherty.'fIn ordq# to pthect the .

__uthentic

names of people actually involbed :I.ni

._onight o
BIG STCRY, the names of all charactgﬁé in thehdramatization -

were changed with the exceptiop of the repbrter, ' '
Mr. Doherty. j r ﬁ:ﬁ

o b wme B ww mma mee e m—

CHAPPELL: This program is heard by members of fhe Armed Forces
overseas, through the faoilities of the Armed Forcas

CHAPPELL:

claim 12, c "y Lives and destfoﬁ milijqns of dollars' worﬁh

- of properiy each year._ _gg can heip prevant thesa fires.é
Nover toss away 11ghtéd matchns or cigarettes. Don't 3
smoke in bed, Make certain-ail elactrical ﬁiring is
properly _nstallcd. Always be ‘on thé alort to prevant
fire, Remember, dOn't gamble with fhre -4 the odds aro

against youl - '?-H I"J ; éi'

OLI ?z.eu | _j
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RS - THE BIG STORY 21

{ ) ( )

10:00 - 10:30 PM APRIL 11, 1951 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PEIL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: FANFARE AND UNDER)

Mg,

UNDER) BT

S

VINCENT: {BOY OF TEN) I'm coming, ‘,Pa % ,
TONY: (MIDDLE FOR‘I‘IES) Shake a leg, Vinee. ﬁh’e E,ot 00 miles
ahead oﬂ;ﬁ% - ‘
,»s’
@ (PAR TOORGTENDIrRY 2
VINCE: (GETTING INTO CAR) Tet's go, Pa, Eemjusterarrbodehdmgoimm

7::»-? Wwéﬂ £ o -
/ {CAR INTC MOTION AS)

VINCE: Boy, Ifll be‘_s Aunt Jesephina'll sure ba nlad to ses us, uh?
TONY: «sYeah.,

(CAR BUMPS ONTO HIGHWAY AND SMOOTHLY UNDER)
“VINCE: {LOW AND SADDENED SUDDENLY) Gee...I - sure wish Mom

wvas with us -

TONY: o ROy,

VINCE: 4 BRAT LG THEN ) Rom =

TONY : TR

VINCE: Ps ., .wvhere did - Mom go?

TONY : I - don't know, s

VINCE: Vias she - sore at us or scomething? Is that why?

ATHOT 0172249
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TONY: - {FLAT..AIMOST WEARY No,.Don't - don't think thet, Vincie,
She - liked us. ..Especially you, Vince, Always remember
that - she loved you, DR

VINCE: s+ (FLAT) Then why 6id she go away, Pa?
TONY: ...,Some day maybe - you'll find out, Vince.,Some day -
(MUSIC: ACCENT AND UNDER:)

Y e mt EEm mam mem s S e e e .

CHAPPELL: 'THE BIG STORY.,.Here is America,.its sound and its fury., .
its joy and its sorrow.. &8 faithfully reported by the men
andwomen of the great American newspaper..{PAUSE, .COLD AND
FTAT) North Bergen, New Jersey..From the pages of the
Jersey Observer, uﬁi;:jggkgﬁ' roporfer—mmnd 8 1its}e 5oy
- 4 /L con v .
AT CRpITEE Eo Ty wAbey; Tonight, to
John /f'Ccnnnony of the Jersey Observer, for his Big Story,

goes the PELL MELL AWARD
(MUSIC: TURNTABLE )

I et e e

OPENING COMMERCIAL

ATHO1 Q172250



oA

OPENING COMMERCIAL::

GROUP!
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

_ CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scrateh! Guard against throat-
coratch! Ouard againet throat-seratch] Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos; 8moke a PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL =~-The cigarette vhose mildness you

can measure.

Puff by puff you've always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is fllitered '
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the first
puff PELL MELL smoke 18 filtered further than that of any
other leading cigarette, Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10,

or 17,- by sctual measure - PELL MELL'S greater length of

traditionally fine tobaccos 8till travels the smoke further
. filters the smoke and makes it mild,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other clgaretts

offers ycu. B

Smolke PELL MFLL - the cigarette vhose mildness jou can
measure, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"
And - they are mildl

ATHKOT 017225




JOHN:
CHIEF;

JOHN:
CHIEF:
JOHN:

CHIEF:
JOHN:

CHIEF:

JOHN:
CHIEF:

JOHN:

. =3-
North Bergen, New Jersey. The story as it actually happened
« «J0hn %Connolly's story ag he lived 1t...
UP AND UNDER)

— Ay e w— -

ﬁé&emher in North Bergen 1an't_exactly paradine,.And nevs 1s
as scarce as sunshine these days. That - and the need for &
story - is about all that's on your mind, John Monnolly,
reporter for the Jersey Observer-as you mgke your way

through the strests.,And into police headquarters.,.

 (LARGE CARDS FLIPPED AS) / w./
Anything new in these missing persons cards?, « .« (SLIGHT

TAKE) You got a notation on here narked todey -

ihich card? ; 4
' i'aﬂ'\fﬁ-twé‘fw'l__,
Rubio. .Pony Rubio...Reported wife missing carly in debekesr,

Today's date on here - vhat'ls it ;ean?

The missilng vonan's mother called today -

Rose Rubio's mother?

Said her daughter's been gome six veeks, Her daughterwasn't
that kind of woman., S5aid she ran into Tony Rubio. this
morning and he looked like he slways looked -

What'd she expect him to look 1like?

ATHOT 0172252
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'EHIEF: Searoh me -- but parente are parents ...

JOHN 2 Yoah ... What do you think?

CHIEF: What about?

JOHN 2 This Rublo?

CHIER: What!s o think? He comes 1in, reports his wife missing,
says he doesn't know where she went, saye she took some
cloéhes in a bag, her wedding ring and a diamond watch he
gave her ... Itfe all on the card «-

JOHNNY 2 Yeah ,,. Itls - 811 on the card -

CHIEF: (SLIGHT TAKE) Hey - where you goin?

JOHNNY ¢ To sniff around -

CHIEF: On Rubilo? _

JOHNNY: After six weeks the editor might let me do & fOlloWup ...
vou know - "Mother Weeps For Missing Daughter' -

CHIEF: Hey ... Howis about mentioning my hame in the story? You
know - Chief Burlftk says -

JomNNY: (CUTS IN) Sure, Why not? Ittll be as stale 8 the rest
of the gtory ...

(MUSIC: _ UP_AND_UNDER)

— G i e b w
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Nﬁﬁn: So you make your way Sown to Henderson Strcet, with the wind
eaping into you from the shipysrds at the foot of the avenue.
Tony Rubio's neighborhood consists of & yow of two-story
brick bulldings, ono as ugly as the next. You canvass the
nelghbors first, And you end up with what you usually got
from neighbors,

WOMAN I: (ELDERLY) Rose Rublo? Mister, she loved hor home and her kid
dﬁ;ent wvoman or I should drop dead!

NARR: And from the young woman with the pencilled eye-brows you get -

WOMaN IX: (YOUNGER) Rose Rubio? Sho vwas o nag and a run.sround 1f cver
I sav one!

WOMAN:I: (VICIOUS) Him?! Just look at his dead-pan face and the way he
docan't care and you knov he must of killed hor!

MARR: And from the other one -

WOMEN 2: Him? All you have to do is look at his doad-mpen face and the

way hc holds 1t back and you knov he still loves her!

NARR: In your mental notebook, Johnfﬁffconnolly, you add up wvhat
yqu'vo got so far: Neighbor plus neighbor cquels nothing. ..
Ané you eman't go back to the office with nothing. So -
{DOORBELYL, WITH PERSPECTIVE OUTSIDE, ,REPEAT
DOORBELL AND DOOR OPENS T0)
MINCE: Hi! VYho ere you? (VINCE IS HOPPED UP 4AllD EXCITED LIKE A
KID CAUGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF /. WONDERFUL GAME)
JOHN: Hello..I'm John Connolly. I'ma reportgr. Yhat's your nome?
VINCE: 4 roporteri! Gee whiz! (CALLS) Hey, Pal A reporter!
TONY: (FROM OFF) Shut the door and bring him in, Vinclel You're
1efting the cold in Q

ATHKQT 0172254
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VINCE:  (TAKE) Oh gee..Yeah -
{DOOR SHUT) ;éf 4¢wv&§“”£
IV
G Ikl .
VINCE: Coma on! We're playlng bocc%Afn tho living room,
JOHN: Boecel? '

VINCE

8ure! Bocecl! Wnatsamtter? Didn't you cver play 1t?

TONY + (RESERVED) What can I do for you?

JOHN 5 Are you - Tony Rubio?

TONY ¢ Yeah.. What can I do for you? .

JOHN: Iw; hote to break in like this. I - jusi happened to be in

the neighborhood and I - thought T'4 - look in., I'm from the

Observer -

VINCE: A reporter?y a real che? !

JOHN: A Gl RO A P e A B DMl gyt m@ﬁm&w

VINCE: (LAUGHINQ) Hey, Pa! Hey, Pal I really fooleéﬁh&m*”ﬁihn‘; 17!

JOHEN: (LAUGHS ) You Sﬁﬁﬁhh}d’ Wow, B ﬁﬁ*?g girong for a kid -

VINCE:  (SERIOUS) I'm tigwﬁﬁyﬁﬁﬁggwklh

JOHW: uorry.kI LOAdR ! t mean to call . kid -

VINCE: L;ﬁﬁﬁs;;nne “ !

TONY & Vince, maybe you better go to bed now. It's almost nine -

VINCE: Oh, gee no, pa: You promised! We ain't even finished! You
promised to play me & full game.

TONY ¢ (INDECISIVE) Well, the man here.-

JOHN: (cUTS IN) Why don't you go ehead and finlsh the game, Mr.

Rublo? T1'd hate to have Vince think me a villain -

ATHOT1 0172255
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-

ﬁENGEs (pIsGUST) Aeh! He doesn't want to play just because
T'm beating the psnts off him, thét's whyl

TONY: (LAUGHS) I'd better finish the game. Canit have & ¥id
thinking his old man's yellow, ah?

VINCE: (SUDDEN SERIOUS) I didn't say you wora yellow, Pa. I naver

thought you were yellow, Even when Mom used to sy =--

TONY : (CUTS IN FLAT) Come on, boy...Let's play -
(MUSICs, _ ACCENT,.,UP AND DOWN.I UNDER3:.)
NARR @ . The boy's remark is like e tiny creck of light in & dark

room - but that's ail, It seems to imply thet things
hadn't gons too well between Tony &nd Rose Rubio before
she dlsappeared, Wsll - sO vhat? Do you hang & man
becsuge he aldn't get along with his wife? Especially

& men vho's got the respect of his own kid

ARG BEN
*s?- f o .
S ; 5
VINCE: (EXCITED ANﬁLbﬂqh) D14 you ses tha? 21 The

TONY s (LAUGHS) My turn, _{qwf”“
(MISIG:  _ SLIGHT ACCENT#8WN UNDER:) "
g S
NARR: Boccl Ls(: 5ld Iteliasn game played witﬁ”kggden balls -
i X

e like bowling.

They were using & min?&%&mﬁ%set

V‘You wateh the game, John%ﬂonnolly, and the spirit of the

boy warms you and youtlrse almost sorry whan the pame ends

and it's time for Vince to go to bed ...

TONY: say good-night to Mr, Connolly, Vince -
VINCE: Good night, Mr. -
JOHN: (cuUTs IN) Caell me Johnny, I'11 call you Vince -

ATHOT1 0172256
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ﬁiNCE: sveil. Hey, Johnny?

JOHN What?

VINCE: Thet big pencil in your pocket. Is thet what reporters
use?

JOHN: (LAUGHS) When they!ve got something to use it for, Hers -
take it -

TONY: (WEAKLY) Vince, you oughtn!'t to esk for -

VINCE: (SHOUTING) Hey! Look at me! I'ma reporter! Want to
gee me vwrite a word?!

TONY:: (PIRM) Some cther time, boy...Now get to bed -

VINCE: 0K, Ps...S¢ long, Johnny... |

JOHN: Night, Vince - |

(DOOR OPENED AND SRUT OFF,,.BEAT THEN:)
TONY : Some wine?
JOHN: Thanks, .
(WINE POURED,..THEN = )

TONY; (FLAT) You - heard something sbout Rose?

JOHN¢ No....Just -her mother called the police today cease

TONY: oh...

JOHN ¢ she doesn't 1ike you, does she?

TONY s B 3 PP

JOHN: If I-get too nosey for you, just tell me to shul up, eh?

TONY ¢ . oure,.

JOHN+: ,.With a -nice kid like Vince - T mean it...I like him, ..
With & kid like that, why'd she run off?

TONY ! (BEAT. . THEW) It -wasn't the kid,. It vas -me..

JOHN: . Oh.. -

TONY: I'm & welder by tyade,,. Some women -expect & lot.... -

They -don't understend..

RTXKO1 0172257
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TONY 3

JOHN 2
TONY:

JUHN:
TONY !

JOHN :
TONY 1

JOHN:

TONY:
JOHN:
TOWY s
JOHN

TONY :

..9_
. Understand? .
Like -that welding 1s good work.,Respsctable work,...
It's seasonal - sometimes you.work, sometimes you dontt
but ~it's good work...
Your -wife didn't like for you to be a welder?
{BEAT, ,THEN) It wesn't she didn't - like it...The seasonzl
part got her down...Sometimes I got work, sometimes I
-ain't,....
Oh,...
Some women -they get to understand & man does the best he
knows, Then they figure - when he's out of & Job, 1t isnt't
always his fault, When he's out of a jJob, maybe he even
needs & llttle more = ,. & little more - kindness .......
But Rose - she didnt't understend..
{BEAT, , . THEN) You working now?
(LITTLE IRONIC CHUCKLE) Thatts the funny thing...Two
weeks after - after Ross went avay, I land & job, Can
you figuve that? Right here ~down In the shipyards........
Can you figure that?
That's the way it goe8..¢vv0ess..D1d -did she have somsbody
else? -
(BEAT..TH};N} I -don't know but I - figured maybe.....
Anybody =speciel?
lio -
Most pecple -when somebedy's missing ..they call the cops
once in 8 while to find out if thers!s any NeWwS....vuvesas
You just -celled them thet once, six weeks BEO......vs
(SLOWLY AS IF THINKING IT THROUGH) I'm -not sc sure I -

want her back.....
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) HARR: Maybe it wes the Christmas season, meybe 1t was hecause

you llked kids - especially kids llke vince who had the

fibre of the streets in him,..,.In any case, you ugad to
find yourself passing his school quite often, just when

school let out..,...O0nce he said to you -

(STREET B.G.}

VINCE: Hey, Johnny?

JOHN: What?

VINCE: You llke chicken farms?

JOHN Crezy ebout chicken farms -

VINCE: Boy, my Aunt Jogephina has & lulu of & place, Warren

County. Maybe 20 miles from'here -

JOHN: Ooh sure. Varren County's & nice place..

VINCE: Hey! Meybe I'll ask Pop to take you along next time we
go. Last time we went was - (PREAKS OFF)

JOHN: Vhat's wrong, Vince?

VINCE: (LOW) Last time we drove out there was the gay after Mom -
disappesred,,

(MUSIC:_ _ ACCENT, ..., DOWN YUNUSR

NARR ¢ Another time, right before Xmas you asked him -

{STREET By Ounoso o DRGSR OB RmANT - )

JOHN: Hey, Vince.,,What about Xmas? Vhat sould you like me to
bring you?

VINGE: (EXCITED) Anything I vant?!}

JOHN: (LAUGHS) Well,,.almost anything -

VINCE: A pat) A beseball bat!

JOHN: (EXCITED TOO) No kidding?! You 1llke vassball?! Dld I

sver tell you I used to be & sports reporter vhen I was In

school?!}
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VINCE:

JOHN:

- VINCE:

e
>

JOHN:

VINCE:

JOHN:
VINCE:

JOHN:

VINCE:

=-11-
(CYNICAL) Yeeh?! Well, playing is better then writing
sbout it! And I'm on & tesm - The Henderson Eagles!
That's swelll What kind of a bat would you like?!
One with DiMagglo's name on 1t! Just like the one I
used to havel -
(LAUGHS) It's a deal! Vhat happened to the old one?!
Dis yéu hit & home-run and smash 1t up?
Nagh,..,Pa burned it vp, I found the handle sticking
out of the stove the day we came back riqm Aunt

Josephinats, ' Remember I told you sbout thet?

{SHAKY) ¥-yeah,,I -remember, Vince..

favorite bet -
what -what did your fether say? I mean -why did he burn

it up?
(CASUAL) Who knows? He said he'd get me enother one but

he forgot. Will you, Johnny? - Honest?! A DiMegglic bat?!

S

your arm,
¢#
his father, You j.:g thinkiﬁgygﬁﬁ?ou don't show up with

the bat, the kid'1l be It} then he'd forget you -but
uﬂ&‘
hetd still havefhtﬁ Fathor, , .

1 .,_uor"-v.“

resEteT-atre
(DOOR BELL..,ONCE MORE.......THEN DOOR OPENS TO:)

ou even turn to walk in
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VINCE:

JOHN:
VINCE:
JOHN:
VINCE:
JOHN:
VINCE:
JOHN:
VINCE:

VINCE:
JOHN
VINCE:

JOHN:

VINCE:

CHIEF:
JUHN :
CHIEF:

-12-

(DOWN TN THE MOUTH) Oh?,,.....Hi, Johnny....Come in...
(DOOR BHUT,.,THEN:)

Merry Xmas, Vince -

{LOW) Merry Xmas..

Where's your pop?

He -had to go out for & while -

Scmething vrong'?\iﬁlw ?

I -I found somathing. ... %N

What -d1d you £ind?
This.eeee.

(SLIGHT PAUSE, . THEN: )
Mom's wetch -
Oh. ..
I -wes looking In Pals closet to see -if maybe he had any
more presents hidden awsy.....Thatts -vhere I found the
vatch..
oh. .. (TRYING TO BE CHEERFUL BUT CAN'T) Here's your bat..
Like T promised.. ‘
Itt's & besuty, isntt 1t9.., {THEN SUDDENLY AND CLOSE TO
TEARS) Johnny, why canlt you £ind ﬁer?: You're &
reporter, Why can't you £ind her?!

— ATt et ST i e e

(FILTER) Chief BurliXk spesking -
Chlef, this is ~John Connolly -

Wwell ~Merry Xmes, Johnny!
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- ¢ JOKN: Look, Chief,.Tomorrovw - not today, todeyis Xmas....

tomorrow -pick up Tony Rublo for qdestioﬁing. I111 tell
you what I lmow later...And -Iand I hope to . heaven he
cen prove me & tiar -a lousy, rotten liar!
(MUIC:  _ STING AND UP_TQ:)
(MUgIC:. _ TURNTABLE)
'(HIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -14-

. PROGRAM #211

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL¢

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agains£ throat-scretch! Guard ageinst throat-scratch)
Guard against throat-scratch! Enjoy the gmooth smooth
smoking of fins tobeccos. Smoke e PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL « the cigarette whose mildness

you- &N mMedasure.

Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoke PELﬁ MELL,
At the f£ipst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
then that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -~ Ly gctual measure -

PELL MELL'S greater length of tyaditionally fine tobaccos
still travels the smoke fuwrther - filters the amoke

and makes it mild,

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

smoothness, mildness and sstigfection no other clparette

offers you,
Guard ageinst throat-scretch!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

smoke PELL MELL - the cigarstte whose mildness you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - Youtstanding!"
And - they are mild!
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(MUSIC:

— — -

HARRICE:

NARR:

CRIEF:

JOHNNY:
CHIEF:

JOHNNY:
CHIEF:
JOHNNY &

-16-
This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of John 4. Connolly, as he lived it and wrote 1t,..
The following morning, you -- John Connolly, feporter for
the Jersey Observer -~ weren‘t fit to llve with, Yould
befriended & kid, & kid named Vinoe Rubio, And he'd told
you thinga as kids wi}l .«» things which made it almost
definite that hip father had done away with his mother ...
Were you really the kidl!s friend -- or were you Just
pumping him? ,.. It was & miserable thought -- &nd you
buried 1t. But on your way to the Chlefts office at pollce
headguarterg you avoided his neighborhood ...

(DOOR OPENED AND SLAMMED SHUT As:i

Whny didn't you come into the back room? We got him in

there --
T -= jJust 4idntt feel like 1t, that's all ...
OK, CK +.s N whew! Four hours &nd

he won't crack!

(ALMOST TO HIMSELF) I'm glad -~

(IRKED) What the Saintts Dey are you glad sbout?] Youlre

the one gave us the tip, dldntt you?! The missing watceh,

the kid's baseball bat he burned up -- You gave us the dﬁpe,

aidn't you?! .

{OUTBURST) That's why I'm glad he's not eracking _

I don!t undersbtand you! I donlt uhderetand you at all!

(FAST AND HﬁRT) In plain English, I hope to~oredpes Tony

Rubio makes us all out & bunch of 1lying, snooping busybodies

and that he walks out of here a free man sc he canﬁpback
his kid! Now do you understandl
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CHIEF:

JOHNNY:

CHIEF:

CHIEF:
JOHN 3

CHIEF:

JOHN:
CHIEF:

JOHN :
CHIEF:
JOHN:
CHIEF:

=16+~

(PAUSE)
{SOFTLY) Gimme & cigareﬁte, Johnny ...
res (LOW) Here ...

(MATCH STRUCK .,. THEN:)
(BLOWS OUT SMOKE} I'm -- going back in there with Rublo ag
soon a8 I finish this clgarette e (GENTLY) Teke a walk,
Johnny ... Try the fresh air ... Take & good deep breath ...
vou walk -- and you wonder, aboub the terrible tricks 1life
gometimes plays ... Like making & kid responsible for
trapping his own father in a murder ... 1like making &
reporter who loves kids the one to hurt a kid most ...
After a while, the freezing weather drives you vack to
headquarters ...
Feeling better?J}Léi*“;?z.
No ..., Whattd §bu do? ¥Qive up on him?
Ne ... Hels sticking to his story -- he'd made & mistake
about the watch ... thought his wife had taken it with her
but he guesses she didnlt --
... What -- about the bat he burned?
He'd been mixinhg paint ﬁith i1t, he says .., Thet?s why he
burned it -~
What are you gonna do?
Go downstairs (gl Orv.
To the garage? ... What - for?
We brought in his car ... Xf he killed hls wife, he must
have taken her somewhere for buriel ,.. Maybe welll find

something in his car, ' We usually dc -=-
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{MUSIC; _ ACCENT ... DOWN UNDER:}

)""
JOHN: ;Hhich -= one is 1t?

CHIEFzgﬁ! A 1941 sedan .,. That green one:;)ere -

f (STEPS ... CUT TO SO Ia'op CAR DOOR OPENED:)
CHIEF} '
JOHN

' CHIEF:  Sorry ... MuFéagf leaned sgainst the horn --

CHIEF: B "B, try the back --
| (SHUFFLED STEP WITH CAR DbGR OPENED)
Hold the light a little oloser, wili“?bgi
o

-,
"‘\&

L

How'!s this?

(SEAT LIFTED ,,. THEi;gefiV"‘L S5
CHIEF:  Funny the things can collect/in an old car ... Look at this

~-- 8 pubber ball, an old lollypop, & top &nd }wo pennies .,.

7 Lk
JOHN: ve. The -- kid probably stuffed them—bqptn&ﬂmnaannﬁwq..
Kids =--~ like to do that ...
CHIEFQ Yegh ... (SIGHS) Well, she’s clean &8 & whistle .,. No

spots, no cleaning fluld rings --
(BOTH CAR DOORS SLAMMED SHUT )
JOHN +ss How - about the trunk?
CHIEF: Yesh ,.,
(SHUFFLED STEPS AND THEN LOUD SQUEAK AS TRUNK DOOR
IS LIFTED INTO PLACE)
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CHIEF:

JOHN:
CHIEF:
JOHN:
CHIEF:
JOHN:

CHIE¥:

18-
(BEAT) That'!s - queer, isn't it? _
Yesh ... & ocar as old ag this usually has B pretty messy
trunk ... Like mine -- '
Ittas - repainted, isntt it?
Looks 1ike it ... Red lead ,..
And a new floor mat ..,
What - do you think?
I -~ don'tt know ...
If there was any blood in here, the red lead would sure
cover 1t over --
++s Except in one place -
What do you mean?

L
Lock Bt the ped lead @M the bottom of that spare tire --

It means he - painted around the tire ,,, Here ... You hold
ght ...

;zjé'; gfnﬁﬂp/

CHIEF:
JOHN ¢

CHIEF:
JOHN

JOHN ¢

wﬁat are you going to do?

Remove the tire -
(WRENCH UNSCREWING BOLT THAT HOLDS TIRE ,.. CLUNK
OF BOLTS ... .THEN)

Want a hand withﬁihﬁgiina#

(STRAINING) No .., I - can 1lift 1t out -
{SCRAPE AS TIRE IS LIFTED AND BUMP AS ITS PLACED ON
THE FLOOR)

Shine the light into the space where the tire stood ...
(SHUFFLED STEP OR TWO ... )

(SLIGHT PAUSE ..., THEN%)
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CHIEFR:

JOHNNY:
TONY:
JOHNNY:
CHYEF:
TONY:
CHIEF:
TONYs
JOHN:

TONY!

CHIEF:
TONY:
JOHNNY:
TONY

CHIEF;

— o w—

19-
(o4} I'1l - get the chemist to - come down and look at
those - blotches ...
ACCENT . DOWN_UNDER:)
you kmew what the chemist would 88Y ..« Blood, human blood
.+« An hour later, you foliowed Chief Burlitl into the room
where Tony Rubio was being held vee

Tony =--

Uh? eee Oh oss It1s you, Johuny
Yeah .4 |
Tony, welve gone through yiur car --

My - my cap?

We had 1t brought in ..., It!s downstairs in our garaée -
Oh sane

It gs—ps=owe, Tony ... They - found blood in the trunk ...
You ~ forgot to paint the place where your spare tire

stood ...

- ————t— ey — =

In & little while, the offilclal police stenographer HRowred
IENIETGEF e RESHIME in and Tony Rublo began his confession-
(LOW AND ALMOST BEYOND FEELING) We'd been - quarreling ...

Me and Rose ...

What about?

Work and - money¥ ... Like I - teld you that night, Johnny --
ere Sure, Tony ... Sure -

I left the house maybe seven olclock that morning ... to
meke the rounds -

TLocking for work?
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TONY:

CHIEF

TONY:

JOHN:

TONY:

JOHN:

TONY:

JOHN :
CEIEF

TONY:

CHIEF
TONY!:

JOHN:

TONY:

CHIEF:
TONY3

~20-
Work ,,, But I - didn't find any ... I - came home around
nine otelock. -
In the morning?
Morning ... Rose was - in bed .,., She asked me - 41d I find
anything? I eald no ,,. She - called me & ~ bum .., (STOPS)
What - did you do?
I called her & bum back .., "Youlre more of & bum than me,"
I said, At least Ilatay with the kid while - you run
around," I said .., _
(BEAT} Where - wag Vince?
In - school ,,., They had & -~ play that day and he was in
it ...
Oh 444
What happened thent
She got sore and - jumped out of bed, 8he - ran into the
kltchen and grabhed & bread knife, I - saw what she was
golng to do so I - ran down in the cellar vee
She - fellowed you?
With the knife ,., I -~ saw Vinéie's bat standing 1n & corner
near the coal bin.... I - grabbed 1t and - tried to knock
the knife from her Hahds.... She got away and ran upstairs
to « our bedroom ..,
Did you try to talk her into - laying down the knife?
5he was - llke erazy, She - wouldn'!t listen .., When Bhe
came at me again with the knife I - hit her with the bat --
ses Did it = kill her?
Yeah?
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TONY:

CHIEF:
TONY:
CHIEF:
TONY 3
CHIEPR:
TONY:
CHIEF:

TONY:

CHIEF:

-21-
Then - what?
I -~ got two burlap bags from the cellar and - & plece of

blue material ... I - wrapped her up and put her In the back

_Qf the ~ CAr o

What - then?

That!s ; all ..»

Where!d you take her?

ees IMm - tired o.s

But her body? Whereid you bqry_it?

ve. I'm - awful tired, i

But you must have buried 1t soméwherel Come on, Be a good
guy. Tell us where you burled the body - |
(BLOWS UP ON VERGE OF TEARS) Cani@ you - see Im tired?l
Leave me alone| Youlve got enough, haven!t you?] Leave

me alonel

(BEAT ... THEN} OK ... Give him & cigarette and take him

KZ,(‘/V to.« cell ...

{Mysic:

o ol
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NARR:

JOHN:
CHIEF:

JOHN:

CHIEF:

JOBN¢
CHIEF:

CHIEF:

JOHN:
CHIEF:

JOHN:

WARR:

-22-

You went back to your office, wrote your story, went home,
gtretched out on your bed, ahut your eyes tight - and prayed
thet it was all over. But you were wrong, Johnny COnnolly.
Life had one more bitter trick up 1ts sleeve -

( PHONE, . ,RINGS AGAIN,..THEN RECEIVER UP:)
(IRRITABLE)} John Connolly speaking =«
(WORRIED) Johnny, Chief Burligk. I'm sorry to bother you
like this -
0K, OK...What's the matter?
Listen, Johnuy - he won't tell us what he di1d with his wife -
Well what 4o you want me to do?

Johnny, you don't undexstand, ér he w ead us to the
body, if we can't produce to impoasaible to

get a conviction!

(BEAT...THEN) Why = won't he tell?

That's 1t. I don't know. Listen, Johnny. We've got to fivd
that body, I - was hoping maybe you would come down and -
Why me?

Well, seeing the way yau - got his confidence I thought maybe
he might - ' ';ﬁf 4

(GRUMBLE ) A1l right.,. I'11 ~ be there,.,

You c¢rawled into your car and started down to headquarters,
..Why was Tony holding back? Why wouldn't he tell where hefd
buf&ed hie wife?. Almost against your will, your mind bdbegan
retracing what you knew about Tony. = and the talks you'd had
with Vincle, And suddenly-you knew. Suddenly, you remembered
walking home from schaol with the boy and his saying.e.ee
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VINCIE:

CHIEF:
JOHN:
CHIEF:

JOHN:

CHIEF:

JOHN:
CHIEF:
JOHN:

s —

-P3=
Hey, Johuny! You like chicken farms?! Boy, my sunt

Josephing has & lulu of & plaoce out in Warren County...

Iast time we ~ drove out there was the day aftey Mom -

disappeared...

For one wild moment, you feel like slamming the car around
end golng home! For one-crazy minute, you filgure if you
don't téll and the body isn't found Vince'll have his
father backl! .....After a while, you know you must., &So
you keep on 4}polioe headquarfers.... ‘ -
{EXCITED) You sure, Johnny?! You positive?]

(LoWw) Pretty much...
~Lpipoal You know what that means?! It means the guy had
the nerve to ~- '

{CUT3 IN} I know, I know..., It means he took his -~ kid
for a Joy rlde into the country with the kid's mother -
dead in the trunk of the car....

e eYOu = want to go bhack to his cell with me when I -ask
him about burying the body on that chicken farm?
(BEAT..,THEN} No,..

You = think he'll confess?

He'll confessS.ass

He did. Tony Rubio told the police how he Suried his wife.
He had made some excuse to hie son and sister-in-lew and
had driven by himeslf{ tc¢ the other end of the farm. WwWhen

the polige drove him out there, Tony refused to look at
his wife's body,...

L el — == LA~
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NARRS You walted a week after the full story broke, Johnig
conneolly. And then you sat down and wrote the toughest
letter you'lve ever had to write in your young life...

JOHN¢ . Dear Vincq&'I « don't know what anybody's told you about
what happened - or about me, I -guess you've had about the
toughest break any kid oould'ever have. But mwaybe I -can
help you a lilttle., I - want to ~be . your friend, Vince, I
want to - see you and - have fun with you, If you fael you
can - trust me, call me, Vince, Call me anytime and I'll
knock off and be with yous.....{SIGNED) - Johnny,..

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you e telegram from John f;
Connolly, of the Jersey Observer with the finel outcome of
tonightt's BIQ STORY, |

{CTLOSING - COMMERCIAL) -~ -
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

s

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM 211

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

Guerd against thront-seratehl Guard against throet-

scratehl  Guard against throat-seratehi Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaeccos, Smoke a

FELL 1L2LL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigerotte whose mildness

You CrIl measurc.

Remember this - the furthor a puff of smoke is filtered

_throurh fine tobacecos, the mildor 1t bocomos,

At the first puff PRLL MBLL smoke is filterod furthor

than that ¢f sny other leadipg cigarette. Moreover,

after 5 mffs, or 10, or 17 - by nscturl nmessure -

PELT, MELL'S gre~ter leneth of trrdition~lly fine

tobreocos still travelg the smoke further - filters the

smoke ~nd makes it mild.

Thuz, PAILL MELL'S fine mellow tobrceos give you a

smootkness, mildness rnd sntisfaction no other

cigrrette offers you,

Ask for the longor, finer cigrrette in the

distinguished rcd packnge.
"Qutstandingi”

And ~ they arc miidl

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
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CHAPPELL:

CONNOLLY«

Al v 2oty

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

— "~ na m—y

— e

..425..

Now we read you that telegram from John G, Connolly of

the Jersey Observer,

Murderer in tonightls Big Story claimed self-defense at
his trial, But fact that he carried his wife!s body to
the far end of the state and buried her welghed heavily

!

P S TAD P AR 394
and is doing liﬂef\ Many thanks for ¢ 1ght's Pell Meld

Award ...

against hi:é: He was convicted Jé."jcl.egvee‘,mur'dnear-

Thank you, Mr, Connolly ,.. the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for noteble Service In the field of ;ournalism.
Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY ... A Big Story from the front pages of the Miami
Florida Herald bygline Henry Reno, A BIG STORY about a
reporter who loved puzzles of 8ll kinds until he faced
one he almost didn't solve.

And remember, every week You can see a&nother different
Big .Story on television-—brought to you by the makers or
PELL MELIL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

---———.——_-_—.—_-..-_———.-.-.u
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CHAPPELL:

- R o m—

CHAPPELL ¢

CH/PPELL:

w2l - REV,
THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J, Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Vladimir Selinsky,
Tonightt!s program was adapted by Abram S5, Gennes from an
actual story from the front pages of the Hoboken; Neds
Jersey Observer. Your narrator was Bob Sloan; and John
Sylvester played the part of John /. Comnolly. In order
to protect the names of people actually invelved in
tonighits zuthentie BIG STORY, the names of all characters
in the dramatization were changed with the exception of
the repcrter, Mr, Connolly,
This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL F'MOUS CIG RETTES., (PAUSE)
One tiny burning enmber from a cenp fire ... a lighted and
discarded metech or cigarctte left to smolder or thrown
from & car window can cause a frightfully destructive
forest fire. So; no matter where you go; do your part
to prevent forest fires thet destroy millions of acres of
timberisnd ... cripple watersheds .,. and blast our
natural resources that arc so urgently needed now,
Rememter, only you c¢an prevent forest fires,

THIS IS MBC , . . THE NATIONAL BROADCACTING COMPANY,
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BC & NBT THE BIG STORY #212

§.0:00)- :’i:.O:'iO)PM APRIL 18, 1951 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

(MUSIC; _ _ _FANEARE)

RENO: A1l right. That's the lead, Nowv for the detalls -- you
st11} there, rewrite?

REWRITE: (FILTER) Yeah, yeah, Go ahead..

RENO: Okay. Examination of the room -- JUSY T UONIIVIVIGS
RO TN O I Yomey, -~ proved to the satisfaction
of the police that -~ taken together with the condtion of
both corpses =-- the murders had been committed at least
three, and maybe as far back as five, weeks ago. Also --

REWRITE: (FILTER) Wait a minute, Henry.

RENO: -

REWRITE: The boss has
& question.

RENO: Shoot,

REVRITE: (FILTER) He wants to know how -- 1f you found the
man henging in the closet, ybdu know it was a double
murder, and not a murder-and-sulcide combo,

RENQ: You ask the boss if he ever heard of enybody commltting
suicide ---dyrvemelmamicsewemir -- by hanging himself
upside down!

{MUSIC: _ _ _HIT_AND_GQ FOR)
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THE BIG STORY, Here is America,,.its sound and its
fury...its joy and its sorrow...as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great American newspapers,
(PAUSE: COLD AND FPLAT) Miemi, Florida,..From the pages
of the Miami Herald -- the story of a reporter and an
upside down corpse. amé—for his work -- to Henry Reno
for his BIG STORY goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

— e A

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)

RTXKO1 0172280




L

. THE BIG STORY

.

PROGRA #212

-3~
OPENING COMMERCIAL:
GROUP: Guerd against tnroat-serateh! Guard pgainst throal-

scratch! Cuard against throat-scratchl Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Emcke &
PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL Mell - the cigerette whose mildness
you ¢an measure.

HARRICE: puff by puff you're alvays ahead vhen you smoke
PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Remember this = the further a puff of smoke is fTiltered
through fine tohaccos, the milder it becomes. At the
first puff PELL MELYL smoke is fi1tered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after
§ puffs, or 10, or 17 - by sctual measwi® - PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still
travels the smoke further -- £ilters the smoke and
makes it mild.

HARRICE: Thus, PELL_MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a
smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other
cigarette offers you.

CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you c¢an
measure, PELL MELL FAMOUS CICARETTES - "Quistanding! "

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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MRS, MAJOR:
DRIVER:

MRS, MAJOR:
DRIVER:

MRS. MAJOR:

TRIVER:

R F

Miami, Florida, The story as it actually happened.

Henry Reno's story as he lived 1it.

— i e e et o T —

The night beat, Not so lonegome down herg in Miami,
Not during what they call -~ in quotes -- "The seasen, "
Plenty to keep you, Henry Reno, crime reporter for the
Miami Perald up to your ears in the stuff that makes
headlines the next day. To say nothing of feeding
sn occasional bulletin to the radio side., Anyhow,
this particular night, there was nothing on your mind
WWWWWW
mwmmwmm But
outside town -- they were cooking up work for you..
grist for your mill,...like this...
(FROM UNDER, CAR PULLS UP TO ENGINE~RUNNING STOP.
FOOTSTEPS UP BOARD WAIK TO DOOR KNOCKING, . AFTER A
VHILE DOOR OPENS...)
(VFRY SOUTHERN) rHrmmemene® :""’
(NORTHERK) Sorry to bother you 5o late, Matam -- but
e Saw your sign -- cabins for rent -- and ﬁérwondered -

On 1l=nd. We're full up, mister. Absolutely full.

Are you sure? I~
el -- .
2 cabin empty.

Dead sure, Mister, Ti'm awvful sarry,

e way it 1is, It's the season, you know.
Pekbaiim Bl been driving all day and most of the

nignht,

3 [ LSO Ranm and we gOt
to find a place to stay, W
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;,é’/ﬁ/w““’/”’"’é‘“"“’

MRS. MAJOR: Sure wish I could holp you, but --- wait. Listen.. Would
you mind staying in a place belongs to some other folks?
I mean, the linen ain't been changed, the place ain't
been cleaned --

DRIVER: Lady —f-nu;i sleep 4n a stable -- with horses!

MRS. MAJOR: Mister, my place is no stable! Horseplayers we got ...
but horses, ne. The thing is, the folks who rent this
place are off on a trip, \
R S S o A AN NGRS _ _

Q;‘fjﬂ”@w"
DRIVER: L;2 Just this night is all me~ askl Lnapnipy il Sl Tt - —
MRS, MAJOR:

MRS, MAJOR:

DRIVER:
MRS, MAJOR:

MATOR:

a3,

MAJOR:

A1l right, all right] Jdwle right thils way.
(FOOTSTEPS UP AND BOARDS, UNDER)
(OVER ¥TOOTSTEFS)

The folks who rent it, theyt!re a couple,
theytre off travelin'. Haven't paid any rent for it

mist be a month now, but I'm holding it for 'em. Nice

folks. Don't suppose they'd mind here we are...
(KEYS JINGLING, FITTED INTO LOCK, DQOR OPENS)
Foewars oot i e T et + e
g 1,—,-,-:7:»_ /:‘ ?
Nebbarmmmikunlraatidn, Wnere's that light strined. ‘
{LIGHT CLICKS)
There. That's better. Now you can see the -- (A GASP)
Oh Lord -

Is that -- is that =-- Golly, I'm gettin' out of here!
(FOOTSTEPS RUN AWAY, WHOAS. iR liCmiiion
(SCREAMS) Walt! Wait! Don't leave me alone with

no corpse!l .
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(MUSIC:

NARR*

RENO:
LIEUTENANT ¢
RENO:

LIEUTENANT @
fiHO:
LIXUTENANT:

LIDUTENANT :
REWC

ITEUTENANT
ETNO:

TLIVUTENANT ¢

-6-

S VL B L R

And that -- around two a.m. -~ 15 where Yyou

come in Henry Reno with the police., All they

imow 1s what ydu yourself can see -~ the body of

a middled-sged woman sitting upright in a hig easy
chelr ~=- with the marks of violent'death on her
bloated face, Hammer marks. You know enough_ to
keep out of the way of the police wvhile they work
-- but there's no law that says you can't poke
around vourself, aui -
Cadudé S R B
s6mﬁLhia&ﬁ%&Eh&ﬂﬁﬁHnnmﬁmﬂﬂm@ﬁtﬁﬂﬁﬁhﬁﬁﬁkﬁﬁﬁﬁ
(UP) ZLieutenant!

(OFF)  Lolatasibbeny

(UP)

something.
(FOOTSTEPS COMING ON)
What'd you £ind?
That rope, sticking out the closet door.
On~ch.

(DOOR OPENS)&,,VZZ.(EE L{L&,( .
(1OW) Holy cat. *—ﬁahhi&dbnadaaéi
What a mess. Look., Tho Tope runs fisehlrberisk
over that hook to the --
(SNARL) Don't touch it!
I vas just pointing ~-
All right, =211 right! You've got everything you want

go phene your story in.

ATHOT 0172284
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RENO: Sm@’but_Jéwf1lgﬂjL"

LIEUTENANT: No buts, Come on. Qut. . The whole~ B
thing ean wait mﬂg’ & {aeéxf'ﬁgre il d e
four weeks already -~ they ca stay here one night
MOTE, 4

RENO: Anything you Bsay, 1ieutenant, Just one thing. Do you
fipure it for --

LIEUTENANT: Murder snd suiclde, 1 call 1t,

RENO; Vanna bet? (BEAT) You ever hear of a man commiting
sulcide by hanging himself upside down!

NARR: You phone the story in --- oand stay out there.

Now the police have gone, you can talk to the londlady.
The basic facts, she has glven te the cops: the couple,
a Mp, and Mrs. Severn, wvere just plain nice folks,

down for "the season.” Retired folks, friendly people.
Any friends?

MRS, MAJOR: Vell, one particularly. A young fellow., Young enough 1o
be thelr son.

RENG: Name of ~-+%

MRS, MAJOR: Clay. Colton Clay.

RENO: Whnt was the association between thoem?

MRS. MAJOR: Oh...just friends, Lived with tenm off and on. TOU

srprwrr Tt e G v oo Fi o 1210 8
A% (LG
RENO O Eourso-d MEEEF”

MRS,MAJOR: Oh. . .they went to the dees. e gi-l1, . . to

the clubg. That sort of thing.

ATHO! 0172285




RENO:
MRS. MAJOR:
RENO:

MRS, MAJOR:

RENO:

MRS, MAJOR:

RENO:

MES. MAJOR:
RENO;
MHES, MAJOR:
RENO:

MRS. MAJOR:
RENO:
MRS, MAJOR:

RENOQ:

MRS, MALJOR:

-8

No. ThisJolton Clay.

No, I wouldn‘{.

If he was, I wouldn't let him near
the place.
Umn, (RUSTLE OF
got on the sink hefe;
(WITH A CRUMPLE) Gimme

anything more!

I'm sorry, Mrs. Major.

N o
P Ll e L

ey 1S Llibe® «
Colton Clay for me? -

Could you describe this

¥ell, . .let's ee. tBout your heighth =--
Five scven, say?

Un-hmm. Light brown hair. . ,small 1little bitty
tootnbrush moustache,. . kind of slender. That's
about 1t.

And how about Mr, Severn? What d1d he look 1like?
Now that's a funny thing. Now you call it to mind,
ha looked like Colton Clay, only older. Szme size,
game moustache -- only speckledy Eray....sSeme bullt...s
same éolor hair, too, except where 1%'d gone gray --

but you seen the body --

ATHOT 0172286




RENO &

MRS MAJORS
RENC:
MRS MAJOR:

RENC

MRS MAJOR:

RENC :

- g9 -~
No. The police ghut the place up without taking
the body down. (PAUSE) All right, Mrs. Major. 1
won't bother you any more =-- excopt, do you Knovw
vhere Clay 1ls now?
Nope.
How long is it since you'‘ve seen him?
'Bout four weoks, _
You said you hadn't seen the Severns for about five
weeks, You mean Clay was around after they left?
Uh-huh, As a matter of fact, i1t was him who told
me they were travelin' around. (PAUSE) Say ~--
do you think he odone it?

HIT AND GO _FOR)

The clty desk, vwhen you phone in this sbtuff, thinks,
that you'd better stick around until vhe police
re-open the cottage the next morning. Looks as
though you're golng to lose 8 gay's sleep over this.
But you don't waste the time, The other inhabitants
of the cottmge area are too excited to sleep -~ 80
you phone in vhat you got from them - about Colton
Clay.
(FILTER) He vas the kind of guy, according to

Mpras, George Kibulik, of New Bedford, Hassachusetts,
who -- and I quote -~ "would bet you on whether
the next car would come up the highvay, or down."

SARCASTIC STING)

ATHKOT Q172287
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o T o e T e Yy

RENO (SAME) Edward Cohan, of Richmond, Virginia,,4¢i;;%df'

"the kind of fellow who'éd bet you double or nothing
on the 1last number on any bill in your pocket being
0dd or even,"

RENO : Everett Ross of White Plains, New Yorls says Qe
in baseball he!d bet you on balls and strikes.

hin, PoaeRriates
-SRI
(Mysic: __ _ _ HIT _AND GO UNZER) _
WARR ¢ But this is just stelling for time, The real lead

iy golng vo come when the police open .ag the murder

cottage. And vhen they 00 -=-

{DOOR OPEN)
RENO: Hya, Liesutenant, Remember me?
LTEUTENANT : How'd you get here so fast? )
RENO: Stayed all night. Look, I've got & line on & Yyoung

fellow who was pretty friendly with the Severns --
LIEUTENANT: I know! Colton Cla

Mrs, Msjor. You gonna

detecting to us?

RENO ¢ Okay by me, I goHTt get pald ¥or it, anyhovw.
LIETENAND 'I‘ha‘:,‘jd ter.
RENO 1 B T YT T DY DU ETHROS , ha ve you g0t

& wanted out for Clay?

LIFUTENANT 3

ATHOT 0172208




RENO:

LIEUTENANT:

RENO:

LIEUTENANT

LIEUTENANT:

RENO:

LIEUTENANT:

RENO:
REWRITE:
RENO:
REWRITE $

RENO:

REWRITE!

0

&uagmafﬁaﬁmﬁam&}t
a11 rightmat are ve vaiting for?

Medical examiner, When ve open that closet apgaln,

I want him there. BSo --
(PRONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UP)
Hello! (PAUSE) Yeah - right here. Tt*s for you,
Reno. How'd they knov the numbe r?
I gave it to the desk 188t night, YONemieds
(FOQTSTEPS OFF AND CONVERSATION IN B.G. AD
RPN
Hello, desk.
(FILTER) Listen, Henry. The boss is sore at you.
Now what?
(FILTER) He just sav your lead. \Jhat's the idesa
of not identifying the man's corpse? You say --
"phne bodies of Mrs, Arnold Severn and & men
velisved to be Mr. Severn -- "
I know what I said, I know vwhat I said' What's
wrong with that]
(PILTER) Well, the boss 8aYys 1 thatls reporting
he'll eat his hat.

what is 211 this bushwah about 'Belleved to bet'!

Is he 1s, asks the boss, or is he ain't Mr. Severn,

ATHO1 0172289
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RENO : Look, I will give you t snaver in Jjust ten seconds,
The medical examine iﬁ~€%gg?§; E;:.closet right
now -- (S0UND: DOOR OFENS OFF) Hold the phone.
{FOOTSTEPS OVER)
RENO ¢ (IOW) What's the word, lLieutenant? Is 1t Severn?
LIEUTENAHT: (1oW) Give the doc time to turn him over. Why?
Who else could 1t be?
RENO ¢ Clay. _
LIEUTENANT: Now what kind of & crack is that? WYhat makes you --
(PAUSE) 0Oh, no (COMPLETELY BEAT) weutsedn
(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS, PHONE CLICKS)
RENO ! (1LOW) Revrite, Listen. Vimseeawrdsiipmerwr®s that
lead stays! Police for the first time sew the face

of the second corpse --

REWRITE ! (FILTER) Gotecha -
RENO 3 {LoW) And for the information of the boss -- he
can start swallowing hi . Due to the

rather devastating effect of & shotgun hlast, my
friend -- the corpse has no face, TP Y INTWEPeEIamme

Bt i
(MUSIC: _ __ _HI? AND 60 FOR)
(MUSIC TURNTABLE )

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

RTHOT Q1722230




-13- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #212

MIDDLE COM&EEQIAL
GROUP: Guard ageinst throat-scratch! Guard against throat-

scratch! GCuard against throat-scratch! Enjoy the

(fa)

mooth smooth smoking of fine tobeccos, Smoke & PELL

E l

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigerette whose mildness

you can measure.

HARRICE: puff by Puff youtre always ahead when you smoke
PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: At the Ffirst puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further

than that of eny other leading clgarette. Morveover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -« by actual meagure -

PRELL MELL!S greatsr length of traditlonally fine
tobaccos still travels the smoke further -- filters
the smoke and makes 1t mild.
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S £ine mellow toheccos give you &

smoothness, mildness and setisfection no other

clgarette offers you.

CHAPPELL: Guerd egainst throat-scratehl
HARRICE: Fnjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,
CHAPPFLL: Smoke PELL MELL - the cigerette whose mildness you can

mezsure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "putstanding!”
HARRICE: And - they are mild!

RTHKO1 0172291




(MUsTQ:_ _ _

RARRICE:

NARR:

REWRITE:

LIEUTENANT: -

RENO:

LIEJTENANT:

RENO

-

LIBUTENANT:

“1l-

_THEME UP AND DOWN_FOR)

This is Oy Harrice, returning you to your rarrator

end the Big Story of Henry Reno, &s he lived it end
wrote 1t.

You, Henry Reno, are covering & double murder.

One corpse, & woman ... the other, & man .., both

found in & rented cottage end supposedly missing is

a friend of the people who rent the cottage, named
Colton Clay. Your paper's been yelling for an
identification on the men's body -- but when the pollice
hauled 1t out of the closet in which you'd found 1t
haenging -- head down -- the face wes shot off. Result?
The desk hollers -~

{FILTER) The boss says get Bn identification or

don't come back!

Eesier sald than done, huh Lizutenant?

Yesh. But the doc says he'll have an autopsy by
tomsrrow ==

Just for the record, how can you tell 1f 1tt!'s Severn
or Claey from that?

Well, take the rones, for jnstance. 0ld folks' bones
are different from young folks. Don't worry...the
doc'1l have the answer LOmorrow.

Thetts the trouble. In the newspaper business, they
vant everything yesterday.

Thatts your worry. Want & ride into town?

ATHKG1T 0172292
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HERO:

LIBUTENANT:

gsIcs _ _

NARRATOR :

RENO:

MRS, MAJOR:

RENO:

MRS, MAJOR:

RENO:
MRS, MAJOR:

T e e — e —

NARR ¢

NARR:

RENO:

MRS, MAJOR:

-15-
Wo thanks. I'l1) stick arcund here a little longer,
If T get anything new, I'11 let you know,

Listen to him!

HIT AND GO_FQR)

The cops gone, there are twe things you have to do.
The first is easily done, All it costs 1s ---
---four and one is five, That enough for & day's rent,
Mrs., Mejor?
Sure, sure, But why anybedy'd want to stay in 8
place where people been muprdered left and right --
Newspapermen, Mrs. Ma jor. They're crazy.
Well . . .anything else you need?

No thenks, Just a little solitude.
Hmm. ALY right then,...

(DOOR SHUTS)

Now you're resdy to do the other thing., From a slip of
I'clded copy paper, you take out somsthlng the
Lieutenant didn't see you snip off the corpsels ead --
what was left of 1t -= that 1s. And this, nowsMrs.
Ma jor's gone, you take into the cebints kitchen.,...
You turn on the faucet =--

(WATER RUNS)

And hold it under the water & moement. Than--
(WATER OFF)
You carefully dry it on a towel. And then--

(DOOR THRUST OPEN)
(YELL3) Mrs, Major -- Mrs. Majon!

(A LITTLE OFF) Huh?

ATHOT Q1r2293




RENO:
MRS, MAJOR:
MR3, MAJCR:
RENO:
MRS, MAJOR:
RENO:

MRS, MAJOR:

RENO :
MRS, MAJOR:

RERO:
MRS, MAJOR:

(MUSIC: | _
NARRt

16~

(UpP) Could you come here & minute -~ just ons minute?
Why sure.
{ FOOTSTEPS }

whatts the trouble?

Look. I got this from the manls corpse vhen the
police weren't looking.

Ooooh, I think Itm gonna be sick -~-

Pleasg -- you

It's &1l right. It won't huri you.

knew Mr, Severn and Coltoh Clay, This lock of haipy -~

who would you say it was from?

Wall ....from the -- the sandiness, 1ike -~ I'Q say

Clay -- but -- lemme sée closer--

Sure -~ sure =~-

Nope. Lock there., Therel!s & gray one. It's Mr.
(PAUSE: CHOKED) Yrewm. . .

Severn all right.

L e i

.fun””
(VERY 80 &Jusfsaeing thet 1ittle bitty snippet

of hair . .

) it makes me realize he's really gone,

hﬁ?ﬂdwﬂ.
MOURN AND GO)

But thet little snippet of hair is your stor T

e /.éi Fealod
your identificetion of the upsid corpsesBs everqji—
o4 hours shead of the police sutopsy -'Eng the

opposition., You pﬁonemthat ihm__ .. .. you dontt

give up the murder cebin., You linger & little longer --
going over 1t Inch by tnch. And again ~- you find

something--and again, Mrs, Major comes in handy....

RTHKC1 0172294
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RENO: Mrs. Major, do folks ever use this firepl&ce?

MRS, MAJOR: Funny you should &sk that. One of the last things
Mr. Severn asked me was dld 1t work.

RENO: And?

MRS, MAJOR: I told him no, thero wasn'tt & flue, or whatever you
call it.

RENO: And?

MRS, MAJOR: Well, they asked me it I could have it fixed so
1t would. Work, thet is -~

RENC: Uh-hul,

MRS, MAJOR: And I told 'em If they vwanted to pey for it,
vell 811 right.

RENO: 507

MRS. MAJOR: 5o they ssaid they would, and I promised to get &
meson in.

REKO: Just one thing., Was Claey around when this happened?

. I mean, ¢id he know about 1t, the fireplace job?

MRS, MAJOR: why yes. I bellieve he wae. Yes, he wis, I'm sure.
Yhy?

RENO: T don't kmow -- yet. The point 1s, vho was that
stonemgaon?

WreESEtsiaue-

MRS, MAJOR: Sure. They don't tuild _a“ﬁgggﬂ;owadays as they used

to., Costs yeoul "and you get less---

RENO irs. Major -- the stonemason's name?
MRS, MAJOR: Joe Pigncla., Lives right down the road ==
thataway.
s+ {(MOBIC: UFP AND_DOWN THE_RQAD _'Iji&T&‘:@_Y_AﬂD_UEDﬂ%_FgR)

ot e e W s e m

RTHO1 0172295



RENO:

PIGNOLA:

RENO:
PIGNOCLA:

RENO:

PIGNOLA:

RENO:
PIGNOLA:

RENO
PIGNOLA:
RENO:

PIGNCLA:

RENO:
PIGNOLA:
RENO:
PIGNOLA:
RENQ:

-18-
Whet do you mean, & special job, Joe?
well . . . the old man says he might as well kill two
birds with one stonemason. FPix the flue -- make a safe.
what do you mean, & safe.
safe, safe., Like for money, safe. You look iInside,
T fixed up kind of two loose bricks, you know =--
And you bullt & safe in there! I get it)
Not & real sefe -- just & safe place., The old man
explained to me, a1l the money they got, they got
with them --.
Whatls wrong with banks?
Oh, you know old Tolks, Some folks like sugar bowls,
soms folks like mattresses -- this Mr. Severn, he likes
fireplace safes, S0 I built him & =efe.
(QUIET) Joe -- I think you built better than you knew,
Huh? -
Yech, I think you built a scaffold. Come on, Joe.

show me that sefe,

— e e T e el =

Right here. You reach in here -- (GRUNT) Like this --
you puli out this brick -- like this -~ (GRUNT)
end you --
Wait! Take my handkerchief --
Whet for? It ain't hot --
Fingerprints, fingerprints!
Mebbe you better do it. Just resch in, '
Dkay.
{SCRAFE SCRAPE)
Got 1%,

ATHOT 017229¢6
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{SCRAPE OF TIN BOX ON STONE )
PIGNOLA: Thatls her, Just an old tin box. But safe.

RENO: Yeah. {PAUSE) Thanks, Joe. I got my motlve.

AT T e

: nﬁnﬁnymﬂm ;

S o AR sy y
maﬁwmwm‘?mhmfﬁi%f&@mmﬁgg R T bl

ET5,-% i’ 7# j',,_a_,
th 4 t,m:'t‘ ¥ plecde n:fl
RENO: f’ ay knew the old was having the fireplace done.

LIEUTENANT: Two -+~ he knew the old man kept his money there.

Probably sew him stash away his winnings -- 1f he won,
Or draw to pay off losses -- bets ~-
RENQ: Yeah. And Clay took advantege of thelr belng away
to tap the till --

LIFUTENANT: Got caught by surprise -- and killed 'em.

RENO: Maybe. More likely, he reslized they'd know he was
the only one who knew sbout the box -- except the
stonemzson -- &nd would know, when the cash turned up

missing, he'd taken it. 5o he killed 'em firat.

In cold blosé. (BIG SIGH) Okey, lleutenant,

Therels your case -- complete with fingerprints --
LIFUTENANT: Not necessarily. This'll be & tough one to crack 4ﬁ/&béh"

i 1 we swewwlay our hands on Clay --

RENO: Why? I mean, honestly, It looks pretty solid to me.

Find Clay, see 1f his fingerprints match the ones on

the box -- and youtve got your killer. I mean, with &8ll

the other evidence =--

RYXOT Q172297
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LIEUTENANT ¢

NARRATOR ¢

LIEUT:

MRS, MAJOR:

T — - —

CLAY:

=D -

All circumatantial,(ﬁu .

No sir., Can't hang & man on elrcumstential evidence.

Not in this stete, (CHUCKLE) No. We'll need &
confession -- if we find Clay. Come on.” Cokes are

on mo.

— S — ——

A week passes . . . tW2 . . three . . . & month.

Dust begins to gather on the wantod cards. Then -<

a phone c&ll from the Lieutenant.

(PILTER) Heonry -- we got &n jnformetion from Memphls.
They raided a gembling joint there, end picked up &
fellow nemed Chester Clark. Ansvers description of our
voy Clay. Wannd fly up there with me for the locok~gee?

Chester Clark, €. C. Colton Clay. Could be.
(PIIFER) I seid, do you vant to fly up with me?
I'm taking Mrs. Major along.

Okay, Lieutensnt, Youtve got & chaperone.

— .

Tvwo days later -- you're back in Miami, Good old

Mrs. Major.ﬂm5hs%;gghugg§w199xﬂ9§~§pe unlucky gembler--

F
and said}ﬁﬂEE;;;;;;;;all_‘i drematically =

b e T -

That's him,

— T i — —

And what story did Clay alias Clark aliss about

-- and stick to?

1 didn't do it.

ATKO1 01722886
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LIXITENANT :

LIEUTENANT
CLAY:

LIEUTENANT:

1, THITENANT :
RENO:
LIFUTENANT:

CLAY ¢
LIRITENANT :
CLAY:
LIEUTENANT:
CLAY:
LIFUTENANT:

QLAY s
LIBUTENANT :
CLAY:
LIEJTENANT:
CLAY:

LIFUTENANT:

2.
Nuts you didn't do it. How &bout your fingerprints
on the box?

what box?

GCome on, Clay. Come clean, Why'd you do it?

I atént't do 1%l
Thet's what you sey! How about that blood thoy
analyzed on your shirt?

Cut m'finger on & beer-opener. see? Two stitches.

oo

&mlnﬁnmﬁeaﬁEbh) Rsno.

Yeah,

Go out &nd bring me ek & double steakK. French
fpies . . .mushrooms . . &8h == (PAUSE) Clay --
(HCARSE) Yeah?

You like salad?
(HOARSE)} Yeah.

Any speclal dressing?
¥o. Just mayonnalse. Lots of mayonnalise.

Reno. let's have 8 nlce salad, lots of mayo. The
steak, the saled -~ Clay --

Lottt b i - -

You like pile?

Ho. Ice Cream, I gC for lca cream.

Chocolate, vanills, stromberry -«

Butter pecen, if they got butter pecan--

okay, Reno. If they got butter pecdn, two on that.
mwo steaks, two mushrooms with, two salads heavy on

the mayo and the lce cream.

ATHOT 0172299
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RENO:
LIBUTENANT
CLAY:
LIEUTENANT:
CLAY:
LIBUTENANT:

CLAY:
LIBUTENANT:

LIEUT:

RENO:
LIFIT

-po-
Two,
Yesh. and -- Clay --

Yes, Lisutenant, yes -~

You smoke?ghg&rs?

I'm dyin' for & smoke--

Reno, the steaks, the mughrooms with, heavy mayo

on the saleds, don't forget tho lce cream =~

Buttcr pecan -=

And a couple of-‘é:g;;g?

ret thﬂmw;él},}&&@ﬁ&am;i,ﬁ&i% Hem on rye and

coffee!l

(HARD) And bring this

It doesn't work. Nothing works. For days he sticks
to hils story -- I didn't do it, I didn't do it,
Nothing works. You and the lieutenant take turns

describing the herror in the murder cottage whon you

/4%§§E'i£. Lovingly you go over e&ch detall of deathls

devastation -~ hoping to break him down, ¥het does it
get you?

Gt Ey Ain't that & sheme.

late that night, you're in the Lieutenant’s cffice.
Fven & cop has to get some rest from guestioning.

And & policeman's patience can only last Just so long-~
(SUPPRESSED FURY)} I tell you, Reno -~ I'm gonn8

blow my top. I1'm gonnad lose my temper with that rat --
gend blow the case 5Ky high!
Take 1t easy, Lieuntenant. He's got to break.

wnat's the guy made of -~ cast iron?
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RENO: Cast iron hreaks.
LIBUTENANT: &h, save the words for the paper.
(PHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UP)

LTRUTENANT: Hello! {(PAUSE) Yeah. Reno -~ 1tts for you.
RENO ¢ Now what do they went. Thanks., (CLICK OF PHONE

PASSED OVER) Desk? ©Oh -- radio. (PAUSE) Whet do

you mean, & closing bulletin. I haven't even got

an opening lead. Hold 1t. {PAUSE)} Lieutenant --

#dftﬂii

At
theoy're crylng for a ncv tead for the closing {iﬁaobénen
LIEUTENANT: Lot 'em cry.

RENO: aanﬁahaummmhamahém%nak&agmannﬁanaauaﬁ;a%“"**“f*:'4
gh.,b,»uéi}g"m )

LIBUTENANT:  IAbluhogwssdv:y ey,

RENO : Look, radie, I'll ----- (BEAT) (T0 HIMSELF) Redio,
Radlo.

LIEUTENANT: You gone bats?
RENO3 Radio. {70 PHOWNE)} Listen, redio, I'11 call you back
in ten minutes.
(PHONE SLANS DOWN)
Lieutenant --
LIFJTENANT: Now what?
RENO: » brainstorm. Where's the trarfic truck?
LIEUTENANT : fha vhat?
RENO: You know -- the blg P.A. truck, Tha one with the
mike you usad to use to bawl cut jeywalkers--
LIEUTENATN ; oh thet. Out beck, Why?

RENO: Coma on ~- Ifll tell you on the way.

T e e e T e T A =
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NARR:

CLAY:
SILENCE:
CLAY:
SILENCE:
CLAY:
~ SILENCE:
CLAY:

RENO:
LIEJTENANT:
CLAY:
LIEITENANT :
CLAY:
LIFITENANT:
CLAY:

LIFITENANT:

3+ CLAY:

-24-

Twenty minutes later -- you walk into the goldfish

bowl -- the questioning room. yvou and the lieutensnt,

You walk in ~- and you welt. In your arms, you eradle

& shotgun. In the Licutenant'd, pe céressgs a8 30-30,
ﬂfzﬁéfﬁ\. 1

And you Jjust stand therahand ait, Arfter hile -~

What gives?
Okey, so you won't talk., Neither will I.
You tryin! to scare me?

(A LITTLE QUERULOUS) What're you two me.de up for --
playin® soldier? Hup, tup, three four -= come on,
come on, whet is 1%,

(Qu1ET) I think we ought to tell him, Lieutenant,
Yesh, 1t's only fair.

whet, what?

Well . . . boy, youtme in trouble. (LONG PAUSE)
Renc herets been drummlng up sone excitement in the
papers asbout you.

So what, I'1l clip 'em out end peste fem in my
scrapbook,

Ko, seriously, fella, T mesn excitement. Wordls got
ayound town . . . YOuU Know . . .

No.

Feelings are running pratty high. Folks are saying
they donlt like the ides of & hoodlum smearing the
name of the city, murdering innocent tourists,

So what? So what?
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‘ RENO: 80 listen.

NARR: ( WHISPER) In the silence, you welk to the windovw
and light & cigarette. And It begins. (IT DOES)
Low in the distance -- a light grumbling. The
grumbl ing becomes & growling -- the growling, & heavy
mutter....and there it 1s, baying now fullthroated
right bensath the single high window of the goldfish
howl -- the mob!

(ROAR, OFF, OF A MOB, AND BEHIND)
CLAY: It's & trick --

{ CPFOE R T RMB ROy Rril

B=EAGTEN
LIBUTENANT : HwoWy~ Better cock that shotgun, Renoc. This is terrible.
(BUILD UP MOB, ADD CARS ROLLING UP)
RENC: Thet!s what I was afrald of. Cars.
LIEUTENANT: Terrible. Terrible. Z? }(Zf[-/p
CLAY: (CHOKED} No. No, Mﬂam me!
LIEUTENANT: (SOOTHING) Qulet, boy. It's all right. Too late now.
Must be hundreds of 'em out there.
CLAY: (NEAR HYSTERIA) It's not too latel Anything you
wanna know, anything! I did it, that whet you ven ted
to know? 1 4id 1it!
(BUILD SOUND AGAIN - ADD THUMPING ON DOORS, OFF)
Put 1t waes self-defense! I was just taklng the money
out of the box when they came Iin -= I had to kill em,
T nad to! (HE BEGS) Save me, save me, s&ve me from
thet crowd, theyt!'ll tear me apart!
LIBUTENANT: (OVER SOBBING) Okay, Reno, Cut it.
(WINDOW THROWN OPEN)
s+  RENO;: (4 YELL) Okay -= 1ift the needle!l

ATKOT 0122303




LIRUTENANT:
RENO:

(WUSIC: .
CHAPPELL:

4

-26-

{ALL SOUND STOPS,
(QUIET) It worked. Thanks, Reno.
Don't thank me. Thank the sound man. { PAUSE)

Bes you &t the triel, Clay.

_Up. AND AWAY_FOR CLOSING)

In just & moment we will road you & telegrem from Henry

Reno, of the Miemi Florida Herald with the final outcome

of tonight's BIG STORY,

— s —

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

ATHKO1 0172304



QROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

-27-
THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #212

CLOBING COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-scratch! Guard egeinst throat-

screteh! Guard against ihroat-scratch! Enjoy the
gmooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke &

PELL. MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarstte whose mildness
you can measura.

Remember this - the further & puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobeccos, ths milder 1t becomes.

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is flltered further
than thst of eny other leading cigarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by agtusl meagpure -

PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionslly fine
tobaccos still trevels the smoke fupther - filters the
smoke and makes 1t mild.

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

smoothness, mildness and gsatisfectlion no other cigerette

offers you.
Ask for the longer, finer clgerette in the
distinguished red package. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

“Outgtandingf“
And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

RENO:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(MUgIC:
CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC: . _

=00 =-

Nov we read you thet telegrem from Henry Reno of

the Mismi Floride Hereld.

Killer in tonight's Blg Story confessed out of fear of the
imaginary mob. He pleaded guilty to menslaughter and
vas sentenced to serve forty-éser yealrs in the State
Penitentiary. He 1s gtill there, My sincere
appreclation for tonightts PELL MELL Averd.

Thenk you, Mr. Reno... the makers of PELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud %o present you the PELL MELL
$500 Avard for notable service in the field of
journalism,

Listen agsain next veek, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY aes A Big Story from the front pages of the
Hiswvetha Kensas Dally World by-1ine Virgil L. Hill.

A BIG STORY about & reporier vho found out that although

~ most people love life --ﬁ!;gsﬁ”geemed to love -- death.

_ _STING . .1

And remember, svery weelk you can 888 another dirferent
Big Story on television -- brought to you by the makers
of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THEME WIPE AND FADE_TO_BG ON_CUE)

— W —
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

dl/1e

4/5/51 pm

-29-

THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed end conducted by Viedimir
selinsky. Tonight's program vwas adapted by Alan Slosn
from an actual story from the front pages of the Miami
Florida Herald. Your narrator was Bob S&loan, and

Grant Richards played the part of Henry Reno., In order to
protect the names of people actuelly involved in tonlght's
authentic BIG STORY, tho names of all charscters in the
drametizetion were chaenged with the exception of

the reporter, Mr. Reno,

THEME UP_FULL AND FADE_FOR}

This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

(PLUSE)

Fire - so celled "sccidental” fire - that consumes s©
much property and destroys so many lives every yegr» -

1s preventable. You cen help to prevent it, Just -

ve careful., Nins out of ten fires &ro caused by
caralessness. Don't let it be your carelessness.

Maks sure every match, every clgarette is put out bafore
vou discerd 1t. Always check the ash-trays before you
leave the house or retire for the night. Do your part

to prevent fires.

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

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #213

CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOAN
ETTA AGNES YOUNG

’ MRS. STONE ETHEL OWEN __
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FIREMAN JAMES STEVENS
BARMER BILL SMITH
VIRGIL BILL LIPTON
MAN T CIARLES EGGLESTON
MAN 2 BILL GRIFFIS
GROCER BILL CRIFFIS
POSTHAN JASOT JOHNSON
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- WB¢ THE BIG STORY #213 -
( YO )
10:00 - 10:30 PM APRIL 25, 1951 WEDNESDAY

(virgil Hi1l: Hiswatha (Kensas) Daily-World)

CHAPPELL: PELY, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present.. THE BIG STORY!

v TONFIA pon \
L SRR MG e e L
AT - NIRRT e

{OFF MIKE DOORBELL RINGS)
ETTA Novmbbat L sdads e
(STEPS, DOOR CIOSES, MORE STEPS, FRONT DOOR OPENS)
ETTA: Well, Mrs. Stone! Mighty nice of you to come.
MRS, S8TONE; I wouldn't miss 1t for the world, Etta, Your Ma's
birvthday and her being the oldest person In Seneca --wingy
_JIntmtoewerokeimm®, How 1s she?
ETTA: (SADLY} Now I'11 have to ask you not to come in, Not
that she's gick of course -- just a little - Indisposed.

MRS, 8.: Oh, I'm sorry!
ETTA:
MRS. 8.: Ohor=eowrees™ (QUICKLY) Mrs. Laten sends regards andew
Nipionttrovp®and my daughter baked these muffine -- snd.,
ETTA: She "11 be delighted and so sorry she cannot see you.
MRS, S.: (LEAVING) And give her all our love. 90 years old --
the poor, dear soul)
{THE REVERSE PATTERN OF BEFORE: DOOR, STEPS,
DOOR,
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i

ETTA:

{MusIC:

— e = ym wa -

CHAPPELL:

-2

(SITS) Well, that was nice of her, Especlally to
bring the muffins you llke go.mueh, Ma. You'lld
have them later with your dinner. It's tco bad you
can't enjoy them, mother. They look mighty tasty.
Tt!s a shame you've been dead these 2 and a half

years.

—_— = - —T e - p— s wen o wr

The Big Story. Here 1s Amerlca, its sound and 1ts
fury, it's Joy and it's sorrow as faithfully repcrted
by the men and women of the great Amerlican
Newspapers. (PAUSE) Hiawstha, Kensas . From the
front pages of the Hiawatha Kansas Daily World
comes the story of & small-town reportex who

- - ;_W &-l’f‘ﬂj(
proved there are things more tragiG't Bn murder.

Tonight to reporter Virgill Hill for his

Bip Story, goes the Pell Mell Award,

(OPENTNG COMMERCIAL)
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., THE BIG STORY -3~
© PROGRAM #2213

QPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: guerd ageinst throet-scratch! Guard against throat~
seratch! Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the
smooth amooth smoking of fine tobaccos, ©8Smoke a
PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL ~ the oigarette vhose mildness
you can measure,

HARRICE: Puff by puff you'!,> always ahead wvhen you smoke PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Remember this -~ the further a puff of smoke is Filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes. At ths
first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s flltered further than
thet of any other leading cigarettse, Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by setual meesure - PELL MELL '3

greater length of treditionally fine tobaccos still

tyavels the sm.ke further - filters the smoke and

makes 1t mild.
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobeccos give you &

smoothness, mildness, and satisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.
CHAPPELL: smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can

meesure, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstending!"
HARRICE: And - they ere mi'd)

RTKO1T 01723119
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MAN 13
MAN 2t
NARK ¢

MAN:1:
MAN 2:
MAN:)Y

PR i

Hiawatha, Kansas. The story as it actually happened.
----- Virgll Hill's story as he lived it.
THEME, PUNCTUAT S

Your paperi%e Hiawatha Daily-World, services a
community of maybe T,000. 2,000 in Hlawetha 1ltself,
L, 000 seattered in surrounding Brown County, and

the rest scattered in Nemsha County, sdjacent. This
1s the Kansas corn belt and you, LElhopeikddd, write.
everything that goes into the paper--frem the lead

{ Shermomeiep-etbacit=rt=—ToU~T2gTeEr) through the golden

wedding announcements (W&Mﬁg
<celebpaled«bhet

, through the
classified ads (vanted B TRERMEE T vre~sow=Fer
Lhreeseying-hened, And all the bilg news there 1s
or has been, for the past two months is the weather,
102,
Mine says 104,
And bad jokes ebout the weather and the corn &rop--
the humor of men in desperetion,

Well, we ought to make a hundred bushels this year.
Youlre crazy! Corne~-a hundred bushels this year!
(LACONIC) ©Oh, I didnft mean a hundred to the

acre --I meant a hundred to the county.
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NARR:

MAN I:

MAN II:
MAN I:

(MISIC:
NARR:

o e e

-5..
And those two notes, the temperature 102 pmtempEonchirme

wepolt and the bad corn joke are pege one, until --

—

-~ like & sour, k't wind the rumor of the story from
Seneca, Nemaha County btegins coming in.

(WHISPER, FRIGHTENED) I hear tell that the old lady was
going on 290,

And she had her laying there like tha.t.all the time?

She kept her (AN EVEN LOWER WHISPER) partly in a trunk ~-
and the rest of her -~ I can't even talk about 1t,

And since what happens to anyone in &smll-twnj
ié&odﬂsnuth&*uﬂﬂiaanﬂea is known by everyone almost

before it happens, Wincredible

-&ntr sends you, Virg H11l, in your jalopy, 30 miles from

Hiawatha to the r.at-up Senecas Court House and the
MLJM/
tight-mouthed Sheriff of Seneca,s|George Bermer.

BARMERT™

T

REFORTER:

BARMER :

REPORTER:

CTeaT OuL BT sy T

t~aoT hothing to say.

“Hey, .. nov we came all the way down from Ksnsas ,Ciw

And that's juat, too bad. Somebody cpme clean over from
f'“’

St. Louls and another"‘i*mg@ gppéﬁ. and this fellow's

from Omehs, 'Ihefir:ig@xf"ls st 1T 13:: seme,
il -
Look, we got{‘aﬁa‘ ght to interview her, gr

d""'

Poople van’f to know,
‘d‘

“—.!

ATHKO1 Q172313
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BARIER:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

VIRG:
BARMER:
VIRG:

GECRGE:

VIRG:

BARMER:

VIRG:

BARMER:

-6-

got my facts, when I've sworn out my papers,

-~ and no “

tre, But also, you kndmSheriff George

i, SM - Q/W 6-

Ownip® Sorr
george, I ain't from Omahg s t, Louis, (KIDDING) or

ies.

none of them foreiggsT %
I don't need ¥d be reminded. I know Just exactly who you

111. You're from Hiawatha, but you ain't no

14 / A .,ob “*—é’zéva'.-f—a /»" PRIt

(RELENTING) That's true. e

et T
I mean, I don't want §9¢pf€sq the point, Sheriff but, 1f

1 hadn't 8 pro?‘éd it was the kid who worked in the

'R

(INTERRUPTING) A1l right, Virg/ \Truth, 1sﬂ£‘don't know
my facts yet. That's the honest truth, Somre 1 got, some
T ain't. Murder is a pretty serlous accusation to make
and I 2in't making it. fud a m_ulrder- charge agalnst a

woman going on 55 --
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VIRG:
BARMER 3

VIRG:
BARMER :

VIRG:

BARMER

(MISIC:

-—

NARR:

MRS STONE:

VIRG:
MRS S:

_7-

{(GENTLY ASKING) Name?

Etta Herkimer--Well, that's something I ain't roady
to put in words 11 I know.

Just could I talk to her, Sheriff?
Whén I know, you can see her., I'l1l make you a promise,
Hill. You'll be the first one-~but not 'til I know,
Well how can I find out what happensed?

Hill, you knov & smalltown the same as I do. Go on out
and ask end look, There ain?t much way to hide what's

going on in & smlltewn, now 1s there?

[ api Rt Aol — - L1,

He's right, of course, to protect the women if it's just
rumor, this hidecus rumor you've heard, end doubly right
thet you'll get your story by just walking around end
asking. Get more probebly than you've bargained for,
{POURING OUT NOW HER HIDDEN FEARS) My youngster used
te come to me an¢ =8y, "Ma, you better go over to Miss

Herkimert's, where she lives with her mother, &nd see it,"

ﬁ}\é'fw’ :

S0 you went yderwedm Mrs, Stone?

I went over there once. The youngster ~- my Emmic --
sald 1t only heppened at night, and I seen her walking
out in & white nightgown with the moon shining down on
her. Welking around in the back of, the house outslde
the shed Jjust behindg the house.

(MORE)
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MRS, STONE:
{CONT'D)

VIRG:

MRS. 8:

(MUSIC:

HARR!

-8-

—And-—1ET neir was long agq hangl RErtow
and her ?:x;‘«‘f'ivgég:Jjust plack. And she
-9 sdey 5 times in a circle,
walking around--and then just stood stock still and
talked.. She wesn't talking to no God in the sky--she
was talking to the devil under-foot.

(IN HER MOOD) Well what do you think she dig, Mrs.
Stone? _

I've known them both--Miss Herkimer end her mother--

going onto 40 years. She killed her Ma, that's vhat

she done. Killed her mother, as God 1s my witness.

( o 4T C R~ 54 = e o o 50 AR 7 1l I I e ) I Lt st b b

room thig f::nte¢’”ﬁﬁﬁwﬁggT€“;:l me catch you
g - 1

R e e

P TR -
okzht . 3

n IIEQ-IRIth

variations in the horror, the townfolk tell the same

minor

story. And now you go out to the house iteelf,
which stands (as some of the townfolk had descrived
Mise Herkimer) 1ike some evil thinz against the
sky. A house of horror, inpenetrable, --two !
guards ﬁpo?g:?e §her1ff'e office planted there 1like

- L eftr i J!‘;‘Lf_
e B hf Just an unpainted bleck,

trees
frame house, shades- drawn-- a bullding of mourning,
1ike some evil thing, epart from everything elee in

this ordinary Kansas landscﬁz’?&f éﬂj: f_?;:m.c,'fs? P
g{L (22
W ]
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(MusIC:

VIRG: | {INTENSE) Iook, Sheriff, it's been 5,6 hours now,
and youlve got to tell w& ébmething.

BARMER: " Well I'm 88 good &s my promise. .

VIRG: You mean I can see her?

BARMER ! No, I don't mean that., I said I'd et you in on
it and I'm going out to the house and since I got
to take one reporter man with me, you can be that
one .

VIRG! You said you were goin toy let me seﬁ her., .

BARMER: (FLARING) I sataXir gai LDt LN e A =
Ahe~£4rBEIM

VIRG: What're you so touchy about?

BARMER: - Well Jjust come on and you'll see.

{muszc: ~_ _ _ _ THE BEGINNING OF A_FULL BUILD TQ THE HORROR OF THE
HOUSE, BACK....)

NARR: The houae stends alcne on the outsklrts of town--
black as before, but now that you'fre close you see
it is the black of dirt, the black of unpalnted
wood, the decay of decades.

‘NAHR: And the Pirst thing that strikes you is the cdor.

(MusIC: _ _ _ _ STATES IT, UNDER.)

NARR: There are two rooms apart from the small kitchen--

the First has a deathlike vell over it, a mustiness,
a moist, musty, untouchasble feeling, and only then

do you discover what 1t is.
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{CATS MEWING AND SCURRYING OUT, FOLLOWED EY
A QUICK FLAPPING OF WINGS )

BARMER: catsi

VIRG: (WITH HORROR AT THE GROTESQUENESS) And a csnary !
BARMER : Look at the fleoor.

NARR!® Almost unconsciously, you reach down and touch 1t

e

VIRG! (DISTASTEFULLY) Cat; fur and canary feathers., Must
have been laying here for years!
NARR! A carpet, perhaps an inch thick, of fur and feathers--
vlackened now With grime, planketed the flocr, lay
on the bed, the double unmade bed, the broken dregser
the. anclent pitcher and stand, the anclent chalr,
the anclent clobhes laid out as for a birthday. A
pirthday party with an inch layer of feathers and
fur over all, &nd in the midst of the room, on &
chair-- ﬂﬁ;fﬁﬁx;(é9
VIRG: (HORRIFIED) A pirthday cake. "Happy birthday g on’

your 90th pirthday; Hetrer-deatsm

(MUSIC: _ _ _ _ RISING AND THEN_UNDER)

NARR: The second room 1% almost no room, No window can
Le séen, no walls discerned, no furniture. Merely
ar-anoeeeesd: occumnulation of years of packages,
arrived and mostly ﬁnopened.

{ UNDER THE FOLLOWING TEARING OPEN OF PACKAGES
AND EXAMINING THEM)
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VIRG:
BARMER ,

VIRG:
BARMER:
VIRG:
BARMER
VIRG:
BARMFR »
VIRG,
BARMER ;
VIRG:
BARMER
VIRG:

BARMER;
VIRG:

BARMER ;
(Musre,

._-_.._--.—_

NARR:

BARMER:
VIRG:

-11-
Whatts 593 this sSturpe
(IMPATIENT BECAUSE OF HIg OwN INVOLVEMENT)
I imowe See frop Yourgely,
A dozen houge Oresges,
Thepgtyg about » dozen - bonnets here,
6,8, 10 bairg of 8lippeps. Novep used,
ﬁzgut o éans of camomiie tea,

-~
1 org
Jem, Homemade Preseprve brang,

Veils __
Canary Beed ..

Cst food ..

did you notices
I Saw.
They T ye all'addressed tc her mothen, "Mrs, Lett-

Herkimept __ ali addressed ¢o the mother,

-~ INwrmy .,

that Separateg the houge from the shed . But 1ip th
alr in the house yag moist ang dank, gng Somehoy
morbig, what cap you say about the shed?
(sLow STEPS, a TRUNK OPENED ) . ,

- "I - f
Ittg Jusg where 8he saig it woulg behmﬁf&ivjéiw*yk’
(HIs EYES PO. . ING) But my Lord, gsne must haye been
1ay1ng In thepe ..
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BARMER ¢

VIRG:

BARMER:

VIRG:

{MUSIC:

T —

{MUBIC:

..]_2.-
Two and a half years.
Is that the whole -- 1 mean, is gverything there?
I mean --
(DISTASTEFULLY) No. ©&he sald, "Look around the shed
near the trunk." She said, "You'll find --"
{ INTERRUPTS BIMSELF) ZLet's go back. She said,
1aTter youl've seen it, it'1l De easier to talk.”
She says she wante to éonfess.
I should think so. I should think in any kind of a

decent world she would,

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

QROUP:

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELIL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratch! Guard against throat-
serateh! Guard agalnst throat-serstch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaveos. Smoke &

PELL MELL,

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

Fuff by puff you're always shead when you smoke
PELL MELL.

At the Ffirst puff PELL MELL smoke 1s Clltered
further than that of any other leading cligarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17, - by sctuasl

measure - PELL MELL'S greater length of traditlonally

fine tobaccos still travels the smocke further -
filters the smoke a&nd makes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'3 fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and eatisfection no other

clgerette offerse you.

Guard sgainst throast-scrateh!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of flne tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigerette whose mildness you
can measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
"outetanding "

And - they &sre milé!
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HARRICE:

NARR:

ETTA:

NARR:

ETTA:

NARR:

ETTA:

14

This 18 Cy Harrice returning you to your Nerrator gnd the
Big Story of Virgil Hill es he lived 1t 8nd wrote 1t.

The temperature outside is 101, but inside the cell, 1t
must be about 110. And she slts, only & part of her face
and 1ittlie wisps of hair visible, she éips under & huge
blanket, shivering. It !s-Monypeshallyssmé Edgar Allan Poe
and all the horror storles you've ever read rolled into
one soft-spoken, thin, incredible voice.

I %113ed my Ma snd I got to die.

(IN CLOSE} Pive geudy rings are on her fingers. She
twists them with trembling hands as ghe talks. Tlaewdivrde
fingerofher-riht~handapinesas-rhe emphadizes e potnty

and-gherke Bvtelontdyrdiibetlle L2508 18 COMPONET

T'm S8, Mother was just 3@ yesrs older. In her last years

ohe wasnlt well, There were times I thought she was
losing her mind.

Thera's nothing o say, end you and Sheriff Barmer -- the
only two in the humid room -- donlt reallize that you

stand there shivering as well, expectsnt and tense,

feeling no matter what is said, it cannot possibly bde

out of place.

(STMPLY ) I bought those things because those were the
things she 1llked =-- the camomile tea snd the raspberry Jam,
the Homemade Preserve brand, end the slippers without the
necels, and the cenery seed -- "Always be sure there's

enough to feed the birds, Ette," she seld.
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NARR:

ETTA:

POSTMAN:

YIRG:

-15-

The gold watch ticks on her throat and 1lts tiny sound is
enormous against her pauses.

ind then, after a while, she wes on the ved for & long
time, I put her in the trunk but she didn't entirely fit,

( BREAKING NOW) Why should I talk about 1t? I told you
what I did, T killed my mother, I killed her. T got to
die, I got to dilel Why do you keep me waiting? Only

just promise me one thing -- { SOFTLY, CHIIDLIKE) When I g0,

tnet T have a grave, DPlease, next to hers.

—_— Fa -t - N

Everything she says 18 thoroughly and completely

believavle and yet not really sc. Sne was devoted -- that
you know--Then how could she have killed her? This was

s smalltown -~ smaller even then Hiawatha. How could ghe
have kept hidden for so long the fact of death, of murder,
of a body kept two and a half years in 8 shed ;- TrOmT orre”
LtownPESH® Wlerd, yes. Hldeous, yes. put something else.
Jomething mors. And that sends you out of the stifling
room and into the quietKansas town. TFirat, %o the postman.
The man who brought her daily meil, who first discovered

it .

(AGATN, CANNOT GET OVER IT EITHER) Queer. Always knew
she wes oueer -- her and her mother. Butif began to get
my suspicions AbedELZ HCHIRIIRER.

Why was that?
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POSTMAN:  VSFF=memTioninero-Llr Well now her mother -- Mrs.

Herkimer, that is -« ghe was a widow from the Civil

War, HenoRuisbanGagenisid snnyibmesrCHe S 1 i

remember --

VIRG: Doea that matter?

POSTMAN: Wel#fz’yhow, she
-“,KOne of the few iIn
the County &s gets the Civil War pension, So I always

yg*a VZah_

made & fuss delivering it, you know vhat I mesan.
11, you got to sign for that pension -- the

check, that is. The party getting it, that 1s -- her,
that 1s, Well, I would bring };{?nd engpally, shetd

sign 1t, but starting & Q==
(IMITATING) "Mamats too sick now, Mr. Hilliard., Mamsls
laying down now, Mr. Hilllerd.," "You leave it and
vhen you come back next time I'1l have 1t signed for
you." And it would be,

VIRG: ~ You mean she gave out her mother was alive In order to
cash the pension check?

POSTMAN: Could be, There's & lot of money in the check,

VIRG: Like how much?

POSTMAN : Tyenty-two dollars and seventy-fivs cents!
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VIRG: She'd slways come and buy her grocerles and general
merchandise hera?
GROCER: That's right, Never went nowheres elss, Matter of

fact, the nearsst other generai store ls over a mile

gvay,
VIRG: Well what did she buy?
GROCER: Well, she used to buy that camomile tea, She used to

sey, "You keep a good stock of that camomile tes,
because that's the kind my mother likes." And e size

38 house dress, I couldn't kesp enough size 38 house

Aressos TOr Her, SNtmaamimepommuiuesp b iy N o

drassesﬂwﬂwm&bgﬁﬁﬁf;f;T;;ﬂzﬁxwa7.ﬂ__‘_v
VIRG: And jam?
GROCER: Nothing but raspberry and strawbernry preserves.
Homemege™Proyerverorand ¥ Ut S hane 7o 7 it

avay-to-Topelmaforsdii&®a Kept saylng ss how her
Ma wouldn't eat no cther jam, Imagine! And that
poor old lady laying dead there for two and a half

years)
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NARR; Why? Why had she malntained this fantastic, th:
elaborate pretense? For the 22.75 a month? So
wouldn't gossip? It doesn't add up, Why? Ther
something about & fire in the house, Check the
-- the fire chier.

FIREMAN: Well, it was going on last January I guess. And
& neighbor call me up -- ghe didn't have no phone
therels a fire 1n the house, Well, I go in there
You ever been iIn there?

VIRG: Yeah, I've been 1n there,

FIREMAN: Well, 1t's & wonder to me the whole Place didntt
like that, All thoge feathers and dust -- Yo
around] Well, there was this trunk ang it got Bir
she says to me, "Would you please take 1t out intc
shed?" I says "Yes, matam,” She says, "On aceoun

something very precious of motherts 1g insige,"

VIRG: That what she saids

FIREMAN That's right, What wag inslde?

VIRG: Don't you know?

FIREMAN: No --

VIRG: Well, jJust leave it alone. Just tell me cne thing,

Where was the trunk when you moved ite

FIREMAN: Oh, let me see, {CASUALLY) Oh, laying at the froot
the beg, Hey, what was in 1t9

{MUSIC: _ _ BRIDGE AND_UNDER) _

NARR: The next is an 1tem in the paper inserted two days b
the confession, AdQgavanpae this item ran in the &
paper,
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VIRG:

NARR:

VIRG:

VIRG:
MRS. S.:

VIRG:
MRS, S.:

-19_
(READING) "Next Sunday will be the 90th birthday of Mra.
Letty Herkimer, Her friends are invited to gend her a
posteard shower. Mrse, Herkimer 18 unable to walk, but
sits up each day in her chair and eats all her meals
with her daughter,
And the next day, the following announcement inserted
in theﬁgg;z%;'paper.
(READING) "Mrs, Letty Herkimer, who was 90 yesterday,
recelved many postcards and other glftis including &
bouquet, two home made cakes, and her favorite brand of
strawberry preserves, and muffins, Mrg, Herkimer was

greatly pleased and thanks all her friends,”

Well, when she told me that the poor soul wasn't it to
receive people -- wasn't feeling up to 1%, she sald --
I walked away, but I kind of walked back and looked in
and T saw her -- Etta, that 1s -- standing in the shed
and talking, with a cup of tea in her hand -- to the
trunk, I said to myseif the poor soulls lost her mind
entirely.

What did you do?

Well, I ran back qulck &s I could, you can be sure, &nd
got the Sheriff and we both came back, And not too soon
either, Because there she was with the bottle half tb

o R S Y

from her &nd it wag a half pint of <4mééne. She was

trying to do away with herself. (EOUDF—EmniE,; 1 rUTd
- )

her lips already and the Sheriff rigl}n and. took 1t away
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VIRG:

ETTA:

VIRG:

ETTA:

VIRG:

ETTA:
VIRG:

-20-

Why? Why? A woman kills her mother, keepe the body 1in
her house for 24 years, buys clothing for her, shoes,
canary seed, inserts notlces in the paper, thanks guesta
for caliing. Not only the lie, but the extent of the
l1ie. Why? And so, you go back to the house to find, if
possible, the answer, And there, on the bed, under the
pillow, you find scraps of paper, written on with pencll,
bound together with a rusty safety pin. A diary,
Something not even axMetw-SreyIyseP an Edgar Allan Poe
would ever have dreamed up, And then -- back to'éééiégll.
didnibeyo qaﬁ*‘tﬂﬁ”é‘é’%’er«umﬁ “HeokiRass

Why do. oo orture me? Why do 3adékeep me walting? I

said I killed her and I've got to dle. WLyY%., Why?
f"**—q/‘w"f{ T S o [’Ar..r

(QUOTING “THE DIAFY) ~“Mother 1s+80 itk —Poor fiother.

Her pein 18 terrible. Mother is so slick., If only
something happens, Please let 1% happen.”

(RECOGNIZES HER OWN WORDS, BUT DOESN'T REALIZE WHERE THEY
COME FROM, EALLING INTO THE MOOD} Yes, she was. She
suffered go. I prayed that it would come quieck, but --
it didn't,

"Last night I put mother to bed et about 11 o'eloek, but
she couldntt sleep &nd she sald she was frightened and
gshe sald, "Darling, stay with me tonight, I'm frightened."
Yes, she was very frightened.

"1 gaid, 'Mother, Itve not slept in so long, let me go

into the other room to sleep.'™
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ETTA:
VIRG:

ETTA:

VIRG:

ETTA:
VIRG:

ETTA:
VIRG:

ETTA:
VIRG:

-21-

Yes, that's right., That's what I said.

(CONTINUING) "“And then about 12, I looked in to see how
she wes and she was s8leeping on her left side and the
doctor seld she shouldn't sleep on her left side and I
sald to myself -- 1f I don't turn her over, maybe she'll
-- maybe the pain will go away. Maybe she won't ever
have pain again --"

But I dldn't go in and turn her over, I let her lay

like that and 4t killed her.

But it dldn't. It didn't, Miss Herkimer., I spoke to the
doctor. 1 spoke to more than one doctor, They a1l aald
1t didn't make any difference which side she lay on. She
had come 'ﬁcfjgh;:L;ngM wamm
.right . Bide,. she. HouMdwhevesbeon-dead anyHow.

T killed her. I left her like that and T killed her:

And the reason you signed the checks with her name was to
get the money for her, things she'd have wanted -- Just
things your mother would want.

Yes, Yes. .

You never spent any of the money for yourself, but only
on things that your mother wanted.

That's right., .3=—&id: Never a cent.

And then when you started it -- pretending that she was

st11l alive, you couldn't stop. YWI!W

stop. You kept on because d underatand that

it had bvee ccidént, Everyone would think you killed

ATHOT 01r2329
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- VIRG:

ETTA:
VIRG:

ETTA:
VIRG:

ETTA:

VIRG:

ETTA:

VIRG:

ETTA:

M AR

And at night -- you used to walk out at night because you

didn't want to leave your mother alone In the shed.

Yes, yes --

And you telked tc her, You told her what you were going
to get for her,

poghed
8he- m@ww%mmmfﬁﬁ‘gwﬁ@ﬂm
and you did it because 1t was the only way you knew to
make up Lo her because you thought you killled her.

As God 18 my witness, that's the truth,

Miss Herkimer, W you didn't kill anyone!
Your mother died a ﬁatural death and 811 you did was ect
that way because your consclience bothered you 8o because
you felt you had neglected her, You hadn't. You dldn't
kill anyone.

I didn'e?

No. You didn't k11l anyone. (VERY SOFTLY, ALMOST SO SHE
CAN'T HEAR)

YL BUut=noToN &Ry

(BIG SIGH, TREMENDOUS RELIEF, BEGINS TO BECOME HUMAN)
What you say is the truth. If only I had been &ble to
gay it -- I wouldn't have had %o do what I did, would I%
No, you wouldn't,

Young man, I'm sorry for all the trouble Itve caused you
and the others. I only hope the people in Seneca won't

g0 on saying what they!re saying about me now, That I'm

g horror womén, .
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VIRG:
ETTA:

NARR:

— W —

-23-
Inope they won't,

And 1if I had known you were going to be Bo nice, I would
have made you & cup of tea and put on my shoes.

And only then do you notice, looking down, that she's
been sitting there with the blanket arcund her thin,
emaclated body and her feet bare és the dey she was born.
In Just a moment we willl read you & telegram from virgil
Hill of the Hiswatha Kansas Dally World with the final
outcome of tonightts BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard againet throgt-speratch! Guard against throat-
scratch! Guard against throat-scratch! Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke &

PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELb -= the cigarette whose mildness

you can measure. _

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

At the firet puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
than that of any other leading cilgarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -- by gctual measure ~--

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditlonally fine

tobacecos 8tl1ll travels the smoke further -- filters the
smoke and makes 1t mild,
Thus, PELL MELL'S flne mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness &and patisfaction no other

cigarette offers you,
Ask for the longer, finer éigarette in the

distinguished red package. FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES
-~ "Outstanding!"
Ang -~ they are mild!




CHAFPELL:

HILL:

CHAPAELL:

HARRICE:

—_—rT

..25..

Now we read you that telegram from Virgil Hill of the
Hiawatha Kansas Dally World,

Etta Herkimer, a broken woman when released, rejected by
her townpeople was never able to live down her reputatlon
88 a horror woman. She died broken hearted a little less
than four years later, Many thanks for tonightls PELL
MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. Hill ... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field of Journallsm.
Listen agailh next week, pame time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY ... A Big Story from the front pages of the San
Antonio Texas Light by-line Peter Panfeld. A BIG STORY
about & reporter who tracked down a murderer with a

flashlight and a very amall black hat,

And remember, every week you can see another different
Blg Story on television -- brought to you by the makers
of PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES.
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

DG~
THE BIG 8TORY 1s produced by Bernard J, Prockter with
orlgingal music composed and condueted by Vliadimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted by Arnold
Perl from an actual story from the front pages of the
Hiawatha, Kansasg Daily World. Your narrator was Bob
Sloan, and James Stevens played the part of Virgil Hiil,
In order to protect the names of people actually involved
in tonlght’s authentic BIG STORY, the names of all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the
exceptiion of the reporter, Mr. Hill.
This is Ernest Chappel speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. (PRUSE)
It seems Ineredible, but it's true -- each year forest
fires destroy 20,000,000 acres of timberlsnd -- timberland
that 1s vitally needed to keep our country strong and to

ralse our producticn higher than ever before, Most of

. these fires started because someone was careless,

hr
4/10/51 pm

Whenever you are in or around forests, be carefull Don't
leave camp fires burning --- never drop lighted matches
or cigarettes. Put them out! Remember, only you can

prevent forest firest,

THIS IS NBC , , . THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

ATHKOT O1P2334




RTHGT Q172335




P o  ASBROADCAST

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #21%

CAST

NARRATOR -  BOB BLOAN

- FLSA ' JEAN ELLYN
PETER |  GEORGE' PETRIE
BURKEY . " VINTON HAYWORTH
JOE GIL MACK
OWNER ” BILL GRIFFIS
FRANK -  BILL GRIFFIS
WHEELER | " HUMPHREY DAVIS
GRODY )  KUMPHREY DAVIS
MORALES . GRANT RICEARDS
LOPEZ ' ' ROSS MARTIN

et

WEDNESDAY, MAY 2, 1951

ATXO1T 01723236




{O;OO)-(10:3()) PM MAY 2, 195] . ﬂ EDNESDAY
CHAPPELL:  PELL-MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present .. THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE)_ |
(GENTLE SNORING UNDER) _
ELSA ¢ (LOW, FRIGHTENED) Frenk! Frenk, wake upl
FRANK: (ROUSING) Huh? Ob. What's the mattev, Elsa? |
ELSA: I just heard someone moving ar&und in the kitchen.-
FRANK; (ANNOYED) A1l you heard was the cat. Go dack.to sleep,
Elsa, _ o _
ELSA: But I tell you, somedne_'s in there. I'm __B_l_l_r_-g of 1t}
FRANK: (IBRITATED) A}l right, a1l right, (SLEEPY YAWN) If
1t'11 make you feel any better,_:I'll' put on my slippers
and have 8 100K 44 '
(A BSLIGHT PAUSE) ,
(THEN WE HEAR PADDING OF ;éL_IPPEns ACROSS FLOOR.)
ELSA: (AR NG ™A DT T IR OFF PR I F o ohrer e, , o
FRANK: (ON-MIKE; WE '"RE WITHHIN)w-OLuwha t2wdhewcat ?:
(DOOR OPENS) |
FRANK: (A BEAT) What the devil...?
(WE HEAR A SCUFFLE, GRUNTING, STRUGOLE. SUDDEN
CRASH OF FURNITURE. A GROAN, AND BODY THUD. WE
HEAR RUNNING STEPS ACROSS FLOOR, SCREEN DOOR OPENS
AND SLAMS SHUT.) _ | !
ELSA: (OFF & LITTLE) —=Premed (COMING IN) “F_:rank, wﬁat..._ NO!
(A HIGH-PITCHED SCREAM AND INTOIJ_ |
(MUSIC; . _ CURTAIN)
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CHAPPELL:  THE BIG STORY, Heve is Americé# It's sound:and its
_F-' . fury, 1ts Joy and its sorrow, as faitﬁ:fully' riepovted by
the men end women of the great American newapapers., (FLAT)
B3an Antonio, Texas. _Fro'm the pages of the 3an Antonic
Light, the story of a veporter who passed around a hat
++ @nd collected a killer, T_o:’iight,' to Peten Panfeld of
the San Antonle Light, for his Big Story, goes the PELL
MELL Awardl |

Pl A .

(COMMERCIAL)
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. THE BIG STORY -3~
T PROGEAWM fail

OPENING COMMERCTAL:

GROUP:

CHAPFPELL:

BARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HAHRRICE:

CHAPPELLt

HARRICE:

Guand against throat-scratcﬁ! guard againet throat-scratehl
Guard against throat-scratehi 'Enjoy;thé smooth smogth
smoking of fine tobaccoRs Smoke'a FELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELDL MELL - the clgarette whose mildness you

caNn MeaBure. | '

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 13 flltered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. 4t the

first puff PELL MELL smoke is.filteved-rurther than that of
any otherlleading cigarette, Moreover; after 5 puffs, or

10, or 17 - by actual meagure - PELL MELL'S greater length

of traditionally fine tobaccos etill tfavels the smoke
further - filters the smoke and makems 1t mild,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoothness, mildness end satisfaction no other clparette
offers you.

Smoke PELL MEILL - the cigaretté whoee mildness you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutetanding!®
And - they are mildl |
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LMUSIC:

CHRPPELL!

(MUSIC:

— - —— —

HARR:

PETER:
BURKEY &

FETER:

BUR{EY:

PLTER:
BUFKEY:

FETER:
BURKEY :
{MusIc:

™ ™ A —

e

— s R T — —

San Antonio, Texas .. the etory aa it actually happened cran
Peter Panf‘eld's story, as he 1ived 1t ces

—— A e —

You ave Peter Panff%ld, once with the Brooklyn Eagle, and
now a2 police reporter for the San Antonio Light. It is a
long way from Brooklyn, #Illk to Texas. But you and your
blond and beautlful wife, Rose, took a. vacation trip to
San Antonio, liked it, and b 'e;k for good. Thie 1s
your background, But your Big story begins ttwomorerock
one morning, at the office. I-Meg’lnﬂ*w&-bh soe

f?HONE”RINGO

(£~PAUSE)

(PHONE RING)

(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
(SEFR)  Hello? farfeld =
(FILTER) Pete, Art Burkey. Police'Headquavfers. Put on
your hat and get goingd '
Why?
This is something big, Pete, and I'm bipping gou off first,
The Phantom juet pulled a job_over on Arvsnsas Street.
(ALERT) The Phantom Burplar? -
That's right. Only from here In,you can change his name
for the headlines!
To what?

To tue Phantom Kiilerl
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NARR: The Phantom! Thie 18 “the thief who has set San Antonle
‘ " into an uproar, and aviven the police crazy. This 15 the

thief who has pulled vobbery after Yobbery, and slipped O e o
11ke a shadow in the night. And now; he has edded
gsomething else to tervorize tﬁe_pommﬁnity. Murder. You
get to the wooden frame house on Avansas Street.. And your
close friend, Detective Art Burkey, ig atanding over a body
covered by & white sheet in the kitchen...

PETER: Whatts the dead man's name, ATty

BURKEY: Mzllon. Frank Mallon. Stabbed to death, artery sevepred.
You can see how he bled.

PETER: How do you know lt's the Phantom&

BURKEY: Who else could 1t be? He's nit shis neighborhood ten
times before, And he used the same gimmick gptting in..,

PETER: Cutting 2 hole in the screen, éhd unhooking.ﬁhe catoh from
the inside, eh? | | |

BURKEY: Yeah.

PETER: -« Any witnesses?

BUFKEY : Hie wife. She's in the next room, too hysterical to talk,
we'll get to her later. Meanwhile, take a look at this.

PETER: Hmmﬁ. One of those pen-type flashlights, '

BURLEY ¢ Thatle right. Used i% to throw a Eégegé;% beam. He must
have drcpped it when Mallon jumped him in the kitchen

here,
LETER: And no fingerpriuts,
BURKEY: No. The Phantom wcars gloves, Pete, we haven't been &able

to find & single print on &ny Job he's pulled.
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PETER:

BURKEY:

(mysIcy

ELSA

BURKEY:

ELSA:

BURKEY

EL3As

BURAEY S

BURKEY :

.

-G~

Well, Art, this time the neatls on, Wait'll San Antonlo

hears about this!

You don't have to tell me. it &é don't wrap up the
Phantom soon, tf“Wc*dcﬂ*t*ﬂ&timhimm&ewn—£on_geod—$h$a-$4me
you may see a lot of us in uniform againl (SIGHS) Well,

let's go in and see what we can get out of Mrs. Mallon!

— e — —

(STILL WITH A TRACE OF TEARS AND HYSTERIA) Te..I heard
this noise in the kitchen, you see. MY e s oY hugband
thought it was just the cat an@ v BNGsae

(GENTLY) Go on, Mrs. Mallon. o

He went in, and the next thing_i knew, they were fighting.
Then the man stabbed Frank, and ran out through the screen ‘
door, across the gardenaae

Did you get a 1ook at the killer?

I....I, no. 1t was dark, 5uat+aa-&$-&a~now, I only saw
him as & shadow,~hawwaa~¥unn¢ngwtowardwwhe?highnhedge“on
the—other-side. .
Ifmyouﬁaammhiaﬂnhadom,fﬁﬁaqwméilon,uyouwmustmhaxe;notiéaa

sombthing,haomethiagmaboubéhim.

) W

I,..I dontt knowy L aontt-know,. He wae wearing & het,
some-kind~of~hat, and he wasnft very tall. That'e 811 1

know, Lieutenant, that's all I remem‘ber'..’nc‘t/3 N

B U‘f; e (,{(_ /Li{(
(SIGHS) I Eee, 1 v 2
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BURKEY:
PETE:

BURKEY :
(Musics

PETER:
BUKKEY:
PETEﬁ:
BURKEY:

PETER:
RURKEY :

TETE:
HURAEY ¢
PETER:
BUBKEY;
PETER:
BURKEY:

h?‘
(RISING) You've got to caten him, you've got to. Fefaadial)
donitfmno_onamin.San.Anxonio.n$ll-rest—eaeyv-uﬁeﬂc&meu&n

ﬂ-e1e:“Enﬁ‘ha~k&&%ed*?waﬂk‘1n*cﬂtﬂ*b&oud7-anﬂ“ﬁe4T&*&o«&#

Wlf.dOAW (BREAKS DOWN, SOBBING) Why did
1 make Frank go into the kitchen, if 1 hadn't made him go
in there... (SOBBING, CAN'T GO ON)

(A BEAT, THEN QUIETLY) Pete.

Yes, Art?

Let's have a look in the garden!

Artess

Yeah?

Something's caught heve in the hedge.-.

Wait a minute, £33 Tegebdio—£1a e {CUTS AND THEN )
Why, 1t's a hat!

Yeah. The xiller's hat, The branches on this hedge must
have knocked i£ off his head when he ran through.

Lel's take a good look at 1%. (A PAUSE) Hmum. BlacK...
porkple shape, narrow brim.

And made out of cheap felt. Any trade mark on the inside?
No.

No store label?

No.

Any slze tag?

8ix and one half.
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PETER: -

BURKEY:

PETER:

BURKEY:
PETER:
(Musicy

NARR:

BURKEY:

BURKEY:

“Be
Six and one half. (A BEAT) Art, that's as small as they
come. You can't buy a hat enj gemaller then that, 1n any
ordinary store. | '
How do you know? 'P . _

. , Mooy
You can take it from me, 1 had a eeusin who ran & hat
store back in Brooklyn. A&nd look,there’'s even Bome
newspaper stuck in the sweat band, to make it fit tightly.
(SLAMLY) In other words, there's one thing we 4o know now..

Yeah. The Phantom's & man with a small head!

Somewhere in a city of half a million people, somewhere in
San Antonio, -the Phantom's h}ging out.. if he's Btill in

- B

town. Art Burkey tadd rting-of patrolmen, and he puts
it on the line...

(MURMUR UP AND DOWN)
(PROJECTS A LITTLEva}é ve ;;.‘_11?3(5& alerte_d:the Texas
State Highway Patrel and the-Ranggrs, ag ﬁell g2 the
Border Patrol, just in case he slipped through and hilt
for the Mexican border. But for a1l we knbw, he may still
be right here in town.. and if he 13 we're going to find
him, we've got to find him. ..

(MURMUR UP AND DOWN ) _
Now, here's the Phantom's hat. Size six and one half,
Take & good look at it, it's a small size. I want the
ovner of this hat. E—mﬂfHEQQwﬂﬁnﬁa:wﬁﬁk, “And I want him,

dead or alive!

(CROWD BUZZ UP HIGH AND INTO)
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NARR:

FETER:

{MUSICs

— - —

NARR:

CWNER:

FETER:
CINER:

PETER:
CWNER:

FETER:
CWNER:
FETER:

..g.-..

The manhunt begins. The press and the polioce have alwaye
cooperated closely in San Antonilo, and the veporters join
in, The order 1s plain. Find the phantoinl And you, Peter
Panfeld of the Light, write your £irat legdesese

(TYPEWRITER, ESTABLISE AND FAIE UNDER)
Today & man named Frank Mallon lies dead, stabbed to death
in cold blood., And today, the Phantom Burgler has a new
name.. the Fhantom Killer. Pﬁlicejaﬁe syetematically
checking hotels and vooming hbuses, é%opping«eaexy.c&x_an
outgodrg-highways+—oheeking-outgoing.sricks ab.the central
moeke-tmfor-hTtottrtkers . v, » '

[ Lo =i A B

But the big clue is the small bleck het, And with others,
you, Feter Panfeld, start to check one h{t store after
another, A day passes, Two, Three, DNothing. Bubt on the
fourth day, in & cheap clothing shop on the.west slde ..
A black hat? Six end one half? Almost never sell a hat
thet small, Mister. Don!t even carrvy the size in stock.
Then you nevey sold a hat that small to anyone?

Why, I can't say that I wss {(CUTS} Wait a minute,

Wait & minute. I'm wrong about thatl

Yes?

Come to think of 1t, I 4id have an order for 8 six and one
halirfl

When?

About a year ago, maybe more.

De you remember who bought 149
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FETER:

WHEELER:
PETERS 3
WHEELER:
PETER:

WHEELER:

PETER:

WHEELER:

=10~
Nope. I wouldn't khow his name,
What'd he look llke? Do you remember _ngn;ng about him?
Well, I rececllect he was short and swarthy..
Anything else?
Nope. That's all I remember, Mister; Like I told you, it

WHS 8 YJeaPy BE0.

— e — —

it over, A small-slize black hat, a pen type flaahlight,
short and swarthy. Put them together, and you have the
Phantom. But who ia het? Who is he?

(KNOCK ON DOOﬁ) .
Come in.... ,

(DOOR OPENS )
(QEMTEY) Mr. Panfeld?
Yes?
My name is Wheeler .. Charles Wheeler.
What can I do for you, Mr. Wheeler,
I,+.1I'm a neighbor of Mv. Malion's ;; the man who the
Phantom k1lled, I...XI resad your sfbfy, apd well, I think
I may have some information..; _ |
(ABEAR)~e-Bmgee. Sit down, M, Wheeler, (PAUSE) lawe
Whatds.1b-p3 3 about? | .
I,..well, siv, I wag drivin! home late from a Lodge
Mee ting. A%out*twd*ﬁ“ﬁTﬁEE“Bﬁ“ﬁunﬂaﬁmmorn&nf, I'd Jjust
turned the car into Avansas Street. And thén...'(NERVOUS)
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PETER:
WHEETER:

PETER:
WHEELER}
PETER:
WHEELER:

FETER:
WHEELER:

PETER:
WHEELER:

PETER:

PETER:

-11-—

GO ONwess

My headlights hit the high hedge around the Mallon garden,

I sew & man hurryin' along the hedge, looked 1like he'd

busted through, or somethin', I'm almest sure he did.
Anyway, he put hig hend over his face, but before he diq4,
I got &2 look at his face,

And?

And I recognized him, His name's Morales..Jimmy Morales.
Morales, eh? Ig he short and swarthy?

That's right. mwmwMﬂmﬂfgﬁmmMPwW1ﬂﬂ@¢mmﬁdmm
shewsbrsete Lives over the other side of town, on Rlag
street. ' _ . _

Why didn't you bring in this informetion before?

Mr. Panfeld, I'1l be frank with you, I'm not a brave man,
I've got & family, 2 wife and two children. This man
Morales 1adnaanthedsaﬁheﬁﬁQﬁﬁﬁ%f*man‘“H““H*Eﬂ%ﬁ?”ﬁ¥5%ﬂ¥ﬁwt
he 's been mixed up Iin one or two scvapes already, in the
neighborhood., I dldn't want to go to the police, for fear
he'd hear I tipped them off,

And that's why you came to me, eh?

Yes, Please, Mr. Panfeld, don't let it get avround that 1

w38 an informer....

- Itfg the duty of every public Bpirited eitizen to he an

informer where a killer is concerned, Mr, Wheeler. The
fact that you delayed at all may ruin oﬁr chances of
nailing the Phantom nowWaes

(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
Mary, Get me Detective Art Burkey at police headquarters..
right away! '
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BURKEY 1
PETER:
BURKEY :

FETER:
BURKEY :

BURKEY:
PETER:
BURKEY :
PETER:

MORALES:
BHURKEY:
MORALES

23

BURKEY:

-12-

— e e e R e

You &ngd Art Burkey.go'to Morales house, on Riaz Street,
You're carrying a package .. and he's carrying a gun., On
the sldewalk, he uﬂggg;; the gun, and turne to you,..
Better stay out heve on the gidewalk, Pete, .
No. I'm going in with you, - o
Look, I've gotta figure I'm goin' to run into trouble.
If this Morales is the Phantoh; he may start shooting, I
don't want a dead reporter on my hands, egpecially a friend
of mine. . : ‘
(QUIETLY) We 're wasting time out here, Art, Let!'s 8O sase
OK&Yooss
(WE HEAR STEPS ON SIDEWALK. CHANGE QUALITY AS
STEFS GC UP WOODEN STAIRS;;ONTO_WOODEN PORCH,
THEN STOF, )
Get to one side, Pete,
Butssas
(SMAPS) Get to one side, I said!
A1) right,
(WE HEAR RING OF DOQBBELL WITHIN)
(4 PAUSE) '
(DOOR OPENS )
Yeah. What do you ... _
(SHARP) Up with those hands, Morales!

Wait a minute! What ig this?

Go on +. get Insildel
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MORALES:
BURKEY:
MORALES:

BURKEY ¢

MORAIES:;
BURKEY +

MORATLESs

BURKEY:
MORALES:

BURKEY s
PETER:
BURKEY :
PETER:

W

"~13=
(DOOR CLOSE )
Who de¢ you guys think you arve? -

Police. #nrd-we—=titNR=girtre—~the ‘Phantom!

Me? Hey, what kind of frameup is this? Who told you that
malarkey. You can't pin enything on me. You're both nuts,
I dont*t know & thing about ﬁhé Fhantomi

You were seen coming through the Mallon hedge the night he
was murdered, Movales, |

That's a 1lle, That's a dirty.lie,

Don't give us that, We'lve got & witness to -prove it. A
man in a car saw you in his hemdlights, _

Okay, Okay., I did come through the hedge, But I didn't
ki1ll Malion o¥ anyone else, 1_had a date with a maid over
on the next street, It was latve, I didn't ﬁant to walk

all the way around, the corﬁet, so I cut through the hedge

toward the bus stop andace..

You'lre a 1iar]

I tell ya, this is a straight story., If yoq think I'm the
Phantom, you're crazy with the_heat,-see? You can't come
bustin! In here and ...

Fete!

Yes, Art?

Take that hat out of the package.

Right, |

(RUSTLING OF PAPER)
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BUAKEY:
MORALES
PETER:

. -1l4-
Now.. try the hat on hils heqd.. just for sipe.
Hey, what kind of crazy business is thia?

obu pALO _
(A LONG BEAT;’; Art, 4’!’ look. JIt's three siges too

grall for him!

e e o e e e A e W w—

gl I L

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}
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THE BIG 8TORY

PROGRAM #214 =15~
i MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:
GROUP: Guerd ageinst throat-pcratchd Guard against throat-scratch!

Guard apalnst throat-scratchJ. Enjo& the gmopth smooth
smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL:  Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigavette whose mildnoss
}TOU can mefsure, i B

HARRICE: Puff by puff you're always ahead vhen you smoke PEILL
MELL, | |

- CHAPPELL: 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 actual neagureg -
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally_fine
tobaccos still travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and makes it mild,

HARRICE: Thus, PELL MgELL'S fine mellow.tobaoccs give you a
smoothhess, mildness and ggtigfactig& no other cigarette

offers you,

CHAPPELL: Guerd egeinst throat-scratoh!

HARRICE: Enjoy the gmooth smoking of fihe tobaccos,

CHAPPELL: 3moke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
mee.sure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstendingl!®

HARRICE:  4nd - they are mild} . | -
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NARR:

PETER:
BURKEY:

PETER:
BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:

PETER:

BURKEY:

~1L 6=

— T '

g%i FHaAtlat,. . o ' :
This 1Is returning you to your narrator,

end the Big Story of Peter ?anfeld..as he lived 1%,
and wrote it, _ | )

You, Peter Penfeld of the San Antonio Light, &nd
Detective Art Burkey, arse stunned when thé hat doesntt

fit Jimmy Morales. Just to be sure, you check on his

story about visiting a nﬂid'that night, #nd 1t turns cut

to be true, And so the Phantom is still,.,the Phantom,
Then, & couple of days later, you are in Burkey's
office &t headquarters. '

Anything new, Ari?

Not & thing, Pete., Nothing but phone calls, phony leads,

just as Wheelar's was about Morales, People are seeing
sverything from pixies tc the ghosts of their :
great-grandmothers,

You cen't blame 'ém. They'ra juast plain 5dared.

I know, I know. _ :

I wonder if there's some kind of lead we cah get out of
this pen-type Licwhandet

Wot & choance, They sell hundroda ¢f them in town.

That brings us back to the hat;

Yeah., We always.get beck to the hat, BSo where do we

go from there?

Sar ol é?cbuidka_.!
Eou-tgom, Art, T '-e—é3;$m%h§33453. This hat was blooked

and cleaned lately, You can still'get 8 whirf of the
cleaning fluid. ' '
Well? What of ite?
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BURKEY:

PETER:

BURKEY

{MISIC:

NARR:

_1?_
T was thinking, maybe we ought to check the hat-cleaning
places in town, Maybe we could dig up an indentification,
maybe somebody would remember. .
Oh, surse. They'd remembsr afshoft,.swarthy men, But
San Antonlo is full of shorﬁ, dark men, Pete. Thousands
of them.. |
Jt's worth a try.
Maybe: But I'm not going to assign an§ men to it, not
now, Il've got l'em combing:every dive and cheap rooming
éﬁggf'in town, and that's what they're going to keep on
dolng. My theory is that if ve fiﬁd the Phantom at

LY

.
a1l, he'll be holed up in one of . dives!}

_Up AND UNDER)

The idea you have still needles you, Peter Panfeld.

You think about it avhile, and then you decide, there's
a chance, just & chance, S0, you start chacking the

hat cleaning establishmenté in towﬁ, one by one,..street

by street...

LA A A L b L
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NARR:

JOBE:

PETER :
JOE:

PETER:

JOE:

PETER:
JOE¢

PETER ¢

JOE:

JOE:

PETER:

JOE;

PETER:

I ————— e R R L R

~18+

Parber shops, shoe repeir shops, enyplace where they
might ¢lean hats. And you get nothing but tifad feet,
Peter Panfeld and an ides thet you must have:baen Craey
4o start this in tho first place, And then, at & little
one-man hat cleening and shoeshine place called Joels,
while youlre getting & shine ....
(FLIP OF SHOE-SHINING CLOTH, A8 IT SHINES., THEN
FINAL CRACK OF CLOTH,..) '
There you are, Mister. Good as ﬁeu, best shoeshine
1n town. |
Thanks, You own this place?
Is mine, I am Joe.
You clean hets, too, eh? _
Best job In San Antonio, Quick service, Number Onse.
You want me to clean your hat? | |
No, T cliv \{ft?{tavf-

Hat's pretty dirty. I c¢lean fast, spnd-—F-eieer—ehesp,

PA0s bW owpita-the-hat=orr ﬁ#ﬁﬁtﬂﬁkf“ﬁ@ﬁ?” (ECT S A
£ £yl ThOR K BINE HeN BOMGnELOEM .,

ee o)

Anl-houshwhen. a3 annanu&Anmiwo&een.

py-thewey, Joe, Ever clean & really gmall
hat,

How sms11?

small enough so you hed & hard tims putting 1t'on_t:hat
block. Say, size six end one half, .
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JOE:
PETER ¢
JOE:
PETER
JOE:
PETER:
JOE:
PETER:
JOE:

PETER:
JOE:
PETER:
JOE:

PETER :

ui 9...

Sure, One feller come In here with hat lilke that.

A_aix and._one-hatf?

Supe-thingy--Mieberr—I-tvoRNyselt.,

*Jee,.xaéx—aﬁméaﬂbe Vas it & black hat?

Is black, Epuubebeha

Was he short and dark? _

Short and dark, sure, With théanuint eyes.

The eyes had a squintt? You're sure? ‘

Sure I am sure, Mister, This man come:into-my rlace

once in a while, for the ghine,  An' he come in & week ago,
to clean the hat.

What'!s his name? | . 'Qﬁﬁ-aNA 7ou,?
Mister, why you esk me a1l these questions, Whei~fony.oh?
Jos, this is importent, Do you know his name?

His name 1s not my business, Mister, He come in, he ask me
to clean the hat, I clean the hat, He ask me to shine the

shoe, I shine the shoe, I don't &sk his name/.

_Up AND UNDER)

Short and dark, with & squint to the eyes.' You, have
covered n&ny & case in Ban Antonio, you've seen many &
eriminel go behind bars. And now, & derve thyobs, &
picture takes & frame in the back of your heaf, & memory

stirs,....
Steve Lopez) Convietion, buprglary, Short, dark, end a

squint to the eyes. Maybe! MAYBE!
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WARR That was over five years ago, .Ybu chéck your memory with
the cop who arrested Lopesz, Hé‘a Ed Grady, now driving
& prowl car, in the same neighborhood as the shoe shine
) placs, .. I_
GRADY: Lopez? Sure, I remember him, Pete, Plcked him up myself,

Hed & record as long as your afm, the judge gent him up

for five.

PETER: £nd he had & squint to his eyes?

GRADY: Yep, He sure did. Did I ever tell you of the fleshlipht
gimmicek he used to use? |

PETER No. _

GRADY: He liked & small beam when he broke in to do & Job, 8o he

took &n ordinary flashlight, stuffed the front end with
paper, end curied 7* around till he got a thin beam of light.

PEﬂ‘ el At T.Natfs uhtr ha wun

3 1
-k A . Maeid 4 WL

-

- A oy
s L

ol e
D&‘lb WAL W

ok
9

flashlights now! Tell me something elss,.,
GRADY: Yeah?

PETER: ¥hen did Lopez get out of Jaile

GRADY: Seven weeks ago.

PETER: Seven weeks ago., That!s about when this vave of burglaries
started,

GRADY: Fete, 2re you trying to tell mé that Lopez is,..

PETER: Thet's right, Ed. The Phantom!

e B e e B W TS

NARR: Just to make sure, you go back to your.files at the paper,
plek vp Steve LOpez'sipicture at.the morgue, Then you get
back to Joo at the shoeshine and hat clesning Parlor,...

PETER:  Is this the man wit. the smell hat, Joo?

JOE: This 13 the man,
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BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:
PETER:

BURKEY:

e me g R

“Ola

Nice work, Peter. Very nice work, 8o Steve Lopez ig the
phantom in the flesh, eh? '

Thatts right, Art,

I'11 send out & genersl alarm right avay, end & plekup order,
Art, walt a minute. I don't want to butt In with '
police procedure, But I've got & suggastlon; if youtll
listen,

Go ahead,

If you send out an alarm, Lopez will hear about, it, That
means, he!ll hole up, deeper than ever, That add::;Jao
you? . |

Yes,

A1l ripht, Supnoee we ksep our Information close to our
chest, Buppose ee sort of let everything dle,

Qudk Ll urfa?

If he figures the heat's off, and 1f he's still in San
Antonio, the chences are he'll resume his reguler hebits
again, go abvout his ordinary routine. -AnRd-mon-oyro
TRt ha L WaY ., .« . -
R L o a o

——

xauﬂgetmuseduta&ambanhan,w&au.ga;touaha;aame»harber.'

andvydﬁ“"”bronize*“@ﬁ“#ﬁ3?”Tﬁ“Eﬂﬁ“ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬂﬁﬁ¥““ﬁvn“twgwu0
Frdor=YoyT

4]
weBoxdoxd, Okay, I figure that sooner or later, the Phantom,

allas Steve Lopez, is going to drop Inte Joefs for a:shine.

Then we'll keen our eyee on Joe's plaoce.
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FETER: -If you &0, Loperz 1is sura.to spbt'your men., I looked up
) . his record, he'. been around & long time, he ﬁfob&bly

knows every cop on the Force, but he doesn't know me, et
least, fac@to face, Suppose I heng around Jes's, for
s few days, If he comes in, then I can tip you off.

BURKEY: T don't know, I don't iike it, Itte dﬁngero@é.

PETER: Don't worry, I'm no hero, After I sgqt him, I'm turning
him over to you., (A BEAT) How &bout it, Art?.

BURKEY:  All right, Pete, If you went to be sucker-bait, go to 1t!

NARR+¢ You ring Joe in on the vplen, and he's nervous-about'it,
but agrees to cooperate, And ad; yoﬁ sit aro@nd and weit,
read the paper, get your shoes shined, agein and agein,
A day passes, two, three,....and eaoﬁ night, 303 BBYE. 40

JOE: He is not coming in today, Mister Panféld. Time.to

lock up Phersdoaiol)

(MUSIC:_ _ UP_AND UNPER) , :

NARR: The fourth day passes.,.then the fifth{ You bsgin to
regret the whole thing. et ,_s@ddenly a face passes
the plate glass window,,.& dark, swabthy face with 8 squint
veo8nd then..;

(DOOR OPENS )
LOPEZ: Hello, Joe.,,.what!'#ra know?t

{DOOR CLOSES)

JOE: ( SUDDENL.Y NERVOUS) Oh. Hsllo, hello, Mister.

LOPEZ: I need a shine, This guy shead of me?

JOE Him? Oh, no, no, Hé's waitiﬁg for me to clean the
hat,.... | |
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PETER:
LOPEZ:
JOE:

LOPEZ:
JOE:
LOPEZ:
JOE:
LOPEZ:

JOE:
LOPEZ:
JOE:
LOPEZ:

JOE:
LOPEZ:
(MISIC:
NARR:

PETE:

~23-

Is he? (A BEAT) Then why 1s he wearing his bat on his
head?- '
Itve got another hat hetls cleaning.
gh, I get it, Okay, Jose, Shine lem up!
(NERVOUS) Sure, Mister, sure.

tWE HEAR FLAPPING OF SHOESHINE RAG )
what's the matter with yoﬁ, pal?’
Who, me?
Yeah. Whet are you 80 nervous about?
Me? (A FALSETTO LAUGH) Me, I sm not nervous, Mister,
You aect like this is the first peir of shoes you ever
shined. (A PEAT) And vhy ere you lookin! st my face all
the time, instead of my shoes?
Me? T losk at the shoes...
Never mind, 1el, Just forget the whole thing.
But you ask for the -shine...
vYesh., But &1l of & sudden, I'm changin' my mind, All of
a sudden I don't want eny shine, Any objections?
(SWEATING) No, Mister, No, sir)
A1l right, Get out of my way., I'm leavin']

yYou watch him, Peter Panfeld. Youlre svweating, so Is Jos,
You go out, follow him, Hs looks back once or twice, you
duck, Then you see him go into & house on Clark Street.
out of the corner of your eye, you seé ths police prowl
car, driven by Ed Grady, who's bteen covering you on orders
of Art Burker, You run over td the car...

(MOTOR IDLING UNDER.)
(PANTING) Ed, call Number 61 on ‘your radio,
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BURKEY:
NARR:

BURKEY:

LOPEZ:
BURKEY:

FPETTR:
(MysIc:_
CHAPPELL:

T e e b

e
“61-—Fhetly—bhe-homieidodivioton,
Tesapen, 1've got Lopez spotted.
(SWITCH TURNED OFF, SESSHGSTATTC™TN)
{(DRONES) Twenty-four calling sixty-one...siity-one...}

In & few minutes, the homicide Squad ¢comap in; headed
by Art Burkey, They surround the holse, Then Art walks
up to the door with a%un; You _watch' him,
and you can't get over his nerve, Inside, fhére 1s &
killer, | |

(POUNDING ON DOOR...)
(YELLS ) A1) right, LopezJ‘Come on out}
There's no ansver, Art Burkey iowara the gun to the
lock and.,..

(TATT0O OF TOMMY GUN)

(DOCR OPENS WITH A CRASH)
All right, Lopez! Get avey froﬁ that vwindow! And don't
move]
What is this? ‘fhat's the idea? |
We just wented you to try on a hat for!size. All right,
Pete, put 1t oh him,.. | ”

(A PAUSE)
Avt, 4ewe-e 100k, This time,,.it's & perfect fit}
In just a moment we will read you & te}egram from Peter
Penfeld, of the St Antonio Texes Light with the finel
outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

—

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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'THE BIG STORY

<~ TROGRAM #214 -25-
CLOSING COMMERCIAL: _ _
- GROUP:  Guerd agalnst throat-scratch! Guard against throat-scratch!

Guard agsinst throat-seratch! -Enjoy the gmpeth smooth
smoking of fine tobaécos. Smok@ & PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL ~ the cig&tette vhose mildnees
you c&n measure, N '

. HARRICE: Remember this - the further & puff of smoke 1s filtered

o through fine tobaccoé, the milder it becomes;

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other 1eading:bigarette. Morsover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual maagdge -

PELL MELL'S prester lengih of fraditibnally fine
tobaccos still txaveis the smoke further - Iilteﬁs the

smoke and mazas 1t mlld.

. HARRICE: Thus, PE.L MELL1S fine mellow tpbaccos give you &

smogthness, mildness and ggtig{agtién_no other cigarette
cffers you. |
CHAFPELL: Ask for the longer, finen cigapette in the distingulshed
red veackage, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “Outstanding:"
HARRICE: Apd - thoy eave mild!
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(MUSIQ: _ _
CHAPPELL:

PARFELD :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

el Y -

Y.
TAG)
Now we read you that telegram from Peter Psnfeld of
the San Antonio @ewes Light. '
Ki1ller in tonight's Big Story had bloodstained clothes
and murder weapon hidden in his room. Ho vas found
gullty of first degree murder in the.Criminal District
Court in San Antonio and later dled {n the electric chair,
Many thanks for tc. ght's Pell Mell Awsrd , '
Thenk you, Mr., Panfeld...the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES ere proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500 Avard for notable service in the field of journalism,
Listen again next week, same time, semse station, vhen
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY ... A Big Story from the front pages pf the
Sepulre Oklshom Herald, by-line Margafet§%§$¥éf' A BIG
STORY that begins with the cry of & child in pein and

A Ay P A
ends ¥ith the cry of & man - _

Bilg Story on television -- brought to'you by the makers
of PELL MELL FAMOU! GIGARETTES,
THEME WIPE_AND_FADE TO_BG ON_CUE)

Pl L R o 1.
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Viadimilr
Selinsky. Tonight'!s program was adapted by Max Ehrlich
from an actual story from the front pages of the San
Antonlo Texas Light. Your narrator was Bob Sloan, end
George Petrie played the part of Peter Panfeld, In order
to protect the names of people actually involved in
tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the names of all charactevs
in the dramatization were changed wilth the exception'of
the reporter, Mr. Panfeld.- E

CHAPPELL: This program is heard by membefs of the Arned Forces
overeeas, through the facilities of fhé Avmed Forces
Radio Service. '
This is Ernest Chappell spegking for the makere of
PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES. ;

THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BRCADCABTING COMPANY.

pb/mtf 4/12/51pm
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10: 00 ~ 10130 PM

_IHE BIG STORY #215

MAY 9, 3951 WEDNESIH Y

CHAPFELL:

(MusIcs _ _

MOTHER:

MOTHER:
QPERA TOR:
MOTHER:

OPERATOR:
MOTHER;

— " — —

CHAPPELL:

PELL WELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES present .. THE BIG STORY.

FANFARE,_THEN QUE) | |
(CLICKING OF TELEPHONE) - |

(SICK, IN PAIN, A WOMAN ABOUT 40) Operator, operator —-

{MORE CLICKING) '

For heaven's sake, operatord

(FILTER} Number, please.

(IN A BURST SO THAT SHE IS ALMOST INCOHERENT) Get me @

doctor! Who's the nesrest docfbr? wdlt 18 sick &and Lavry

and Linda and Tina end the bébs and Pa and -~ |

You'!ll have to speak more diatinct?EI; -

We're dying ~= all of us. GCet me a ==

THS BL: STORY! Here 1s America, its sound and its fury, its
joy and its sorrow as falthfully reported by the men and
wonen of the great American neﬁspapefs. {PAUSE)

Sapulpa, Oklahoma, The story of a seventeén year old
reporter who saw more horror in one day than most people
see in a lifetime. M= for her work, to Margﬁret Eakin of
the Sapulps, Oklahoma Herald, for her Big Story, goes the
PELL MELL Awavd. ' |

e EA T —

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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'mHE BIG STORY

“ PROGRAM #2156
OPENING COMMERGIAL: | | :
- GROUP: Guard against throat~seratehl Guard against throat-scratohl

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHA PFELL1

HARRICE1

CHAFPELL:

RARRICE:

guard aprinst throat-scratehd Enjoy the gmooth smooth
smoicing of fine tobaccos, Smoke & PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke FELL MELL --the cigarette whose mildnems you can
MeasuUre o -

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke FELL MELL,
Remember this - the fuvrther a pure of emoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it_-laecomes. At the flvst
puff, PELL MELL smoke 1s filteved further than that of &ny
other leading clgarette. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10,

or 17 - by actusl messuye - PELL MELLIS greatep length of
traditicnally fine tobaccos 8till travels the amoke further-
filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Thus, PELi. MELL 1S fine melliow bo‘baccb_a givé youa g .a-o hness,
mildness and satlsfagyion no o_t_,her clgarette offera you.
Smoke PELL MELL -~ the e:lgaretté whose._mildness you can
measure . PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - they are mild}
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MAGGIE:

e S a —

-3 -
THRVE, UNDER)
Sapulpa, Oklahoma. The story me it actually vappened -~
Margaret Eekin's story as she 1ived 1t. '

— e

gobtlen a Job on the Sapulpa Herald(eimsrlation about 10,000)
And for you, seventeen year old'collegé student Margaret
Eakin, that first week had Yeen She moBt exeiting week of
your life. _
(FHOWE RINGING (IT SHOULD BE LIKE A MINOR EXPLOSION)
IT IS ANSWERED) '
Yes, this is Margaret Eakin -- Yes, T'm ready, g0 8head...
Three bandits held up a gas station and killed the
attendant and have been cornered in an old farmhouse by two .
Sapulpa policemen...They're shooting it out now? Wow! Let
me pet over therel '

mmepryNg; IN WITH

You had no idea it would be like this.mf
'M'{ou the eye witnesa reporting i1t for Sapulpa, for Tulss,

for the whole of Oklahoma =~ 36 hours without sleep, W S
dead, “hremeesertterd -- and you (sti11 seventeen) rubbing

ghoulders with the big-shots ffom O_klﬁhoma City, the wire

services ef-Silouis e T ST EE TS iTkeeii. .

amremERt -~ what a way to begin your career!
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OFERATOR:
MAGGIE:
OPERATOR:

MAGGIE:
OFERATQOR:

MAGGIE:
OFERATOR:

MAGGIE:

-)}-
You had wrapped upgﬁig:Big Story, seen it in blg, bold
type reserved for peace treaﬁies, daclarations of way --

and murder, And the sheets of your bed never felt so good.

LR e
years., Imagine - you,“__d.#n-ififwéfﬁékin; just a few yeavs
nar-the-ch:in stage with & bigtime
; You can sleep now, Maggie--
there won't be ancther one along for a long, long time -~
so you think. |
(PEONE, IT RINGS THREE TIMES, IS ANSWERED ON THE
THIRD RING) ' |
(FILTER) Maggle?
(SLEEPY) Huh? Who iz thils?
Maggle, this 1s Florence, the telephone opsrator. I hate
to call you, but I Juast heard #he mos t amezing thing in

What 1s 1t?

Well, a couple of minutes ago some ﬂoman got on the phone.
She was trying to get a doctor, been trying for a half-hour
now and T just finally gbt ahdld of old Dr, Haines. He's
the only one a2round -

oh look, Florence, I'm awful Bleepy.

Well, the way this woman was talkiﬁg,hiaggie, her whole
family was slck or dying or sohethins. I couldn't_even
heer her the way she was talking ~- like maybe she was
aying too.

The whole family?
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OPERATOR: That's right. It's the Carols, out on South Division Street.
You know that old frame house? I doﬁ’p know those people |
very well, Maggle, but they got eight childven, end if
they 're 81l sick or dying or something.--

MAGGIE: Thanks, Florvence, - Thank you.
(MUsIC: _ . UP, QUIET AT FIR3T, AWD_ THEN GRADUALLY SEGUES INTO DEEP_
TRAGEDY )

gt

NARH: One o'elock in the mornin Soutn Division Streetfin the
: bt
old frame houseBeems e LI , except all

the lights are buming. B Ol it e L3 gm0 B N

DR.EAINES: (ELTERLY MAN, SHAKY) I need water == I need a lot of water.

T need these hypo needles boiled up immedlately. I need &

pump -=- a stcwach pumps

WALT: Ma, it hurts, Ma, WMa, come quick -- it hurts awful, Ma ==
(KEE? THIS UP AND FADE BACK INTO BG)

T

AR s scrcaionrto e,wmmmmm,tomw.
hﬁEu&ﬁﬁﬂwﬁ*ﬁuhﬁ&ﬁﬂﬁnﬁﬁﬂﬁhﬂ%#ﬁﬂﬁﬁémﬁﬂﬁNﬂMﬁﬁﬁF@@wéégggmwmggmﬁmhﬁ

MOTHER: Don't move, don't movel Sit still, Just lie there,
(CALLING) 1'l1 be right theve, Walt. I'll be right there.
Sally, rub the baby's belly. ILinde, don'tl I'11l be right
there! ‘ﬂW gpﬁi“"“’

DR. H: They got to drink some water, Quick, water!

MAGGIE: There aren't any glasses.

DR. H: Theve 's 8 cup somewhere around -- 1 saw 1% ‘qefor_e.

MOTHER;: I'I‘heis::f‘j’some bowle under the sink a_nd in the cupboard there.

(/’"“11 right,qéﬁﬁﬁ?ﬁ"all righti:;::::i'
4/ Ma, it hurts, (B urts, Ma, terriblel
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LR. H.:

(MUSIC!

—_—E A e e e A

NARR :

2nd DOCTOR:

MAGGIE:

2nd DOCTOR:

MAGGIE:
2nd DOCTOR:

6o . '
fugéifiu&aﬂh
Stop what you're doing. ; . Go out and

phone. Get help somevwheora! Get a stomach pump.

The whole famlily's been pelsoned.

Only now, as you race to the nearest telephone,.
Maggie Eakins, do the pieces of horror that you've
seon begln to register. Tha rather of the ferlly
doubled up, pnaa;yassisﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁm!nr Two other children,

W 1y1ng peside him crying

bitterly. The mother so sick ahe slmost can't spesk,
trying to bring comfort to the other stricken. And the
oor old Doec hysteri din thing:  ,
p 0ld b ._ ysterically needing every ;,gw:s@'r
' Finally, you locate Sgoctor~-

(SLOW) My doar girl, of course 1'd 1ike to help you.
I've got two deliveries tonlght though; and an
appendectomy. '

But, doctor, there ara'tbn people here!

Try Tulsa. Thore must be somebody in Tulsa General
Hospltsl.

I've tried., It'll tske too long.

I don't know ﬁh&t to téll you., I'm sbrry,young lady,
I'm terribly busy., If I can, 1’11l get you somecne

elee,

— -
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MAGGIE:
JACKSON:
MAGGIE:

JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

JACKSON:

MAGGLE:

JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

MAGGIE:

_'? -
927, please. _ .
(F)(& LITTLE RINGING)
(R) Hello. S
This ﬁ‘arry Jeokson?
That's right. -
This is Maggle Eakigﬁf}egrryf Ifq awfulisorry to call
you. I know this is out of yoﬁﬁtllno; put I'm golng
out of my ming. There's ten péoﬁla out at the Carol
House on &. Division Stragt--they're éying, poisoned.
Vhat can 1 do¥ -
Vecll gec, Maggle, call & §octor or something.
What 60 ﬁou think I've been doing all night? The only

rcason I called your office 1s 1 thought the County

Attorney might have soﬁe idess. . '
| | @ ée g |
Wsil gosh, I don't konow what pe do./ 111l get dressed

dypveanpiwe anid cOwWs OVEYT. T wiopet L RITRE

Well, hurry up and get OVET. :There's ne time to talk.

(ANT HANGS UP)

— e =

You get the stomach pump 2nd the promise from the

one nurse &t ﬁhe Sepulﬁa Hospitel(it's a small county
hospital and no éoctors are on: duty now) that Bhe'li
bs over AS SOO0On B8 shé.can-—if'she can. You go back
with somothing in your hand at 1east?-aﬁubtuiuuﬂﬁiﬂﬂh

{ PLEASED AND CHATTERINGROUT OF NEHVOUSNESS)__Well,

Dr. Haines, 1 got & stomaoch pqmp and-I can begln to},p
help you on this ang--What's the matter? )?&0-6&44££ (_
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MOTHER:

MAGGIE:
DOCTOR:

MAGGIE:

&{/" ﬂj JMA o//wzz‘/

o tenmmns

CfgﬂAmszj -8~
as going to be nlne Bunday. I'm couing, icrdan

Ton't be frightened--I'll be right there. Tina,you
coms in end pit with the baby. (IN PAIN) Pa, cen you
move? Pe--And I got him & bassball bet for his
birthday--

I never savw anything like it! When did he dle? ?-
A few minutes after you left. Loak, take the pump,ﬁfﬁ
mejwﬁrr’

go inside~-No, you give me the pu p- ;ai}hat. room

- L&ndeﬁ*‘fou take her and

put her in your car and teke her to the hospltal. She's
got, to get out of here. Will you do that?
Do anything--anything at 8ll--

(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ TR .. ) | | Jar

NARR @

MAGGIE:

It doosn't hurt awful anymors for one of the boy%!the
one who'ls dead). And now you race the slx 5locks with
the little girl who was Lerry's twin.. You 1ift her out
of the car and half-drag, half-carry her up the steirs
into the nearby hospltal.

You're going to be fine, you're golng to be ﬁll right,

Therels nothing to worry about. You're at the hospltal.

We're going to take away the pein and-yaunaimxﬂsaﬂr

You vwalk back from your'car that you've parked. outsidu
their house. You walk ig:tr%ing to think up ways and
words to tell them tha® s is dead. The twine are
both ﬁead--ﬂnditﬁrry Jacksen, ﬁhe County Attorney,who

got dressed and over thero as fast &8 ho could, is there
now and meets you at the door.
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MAGGIE:

MOTHER :

MAGGIE:

MOTHER :

NARR:

{MUSIO:

(MUSIC:

-9"
Thank heaven you'lre here,iémry. Thank'héaven scmebody '8
here. That 1ittle kid--I just tock one 6f the kids-~
(KYSTERICAL) Tina, go luto the baby. G0 inside to the
baby. (SHE STARTS TO CRY) Oh, I'n 80 s tupid . (QUOTING
HERSELF) '

e -Tind '8
dead. (SUDDENLY SOBER) How 's Linda®
She--she's over at the hospital--I--

You don't have to say it. Why? Why is wy home cursed?

Wme(msmc) Tell me, what did

I do all my 1ife so wrong that I'm punished 807 - EREGw

% e 4.)"-1)4\“"2'%. 'IE
el Whyt Somebody t6ll me wh;. '

And there wag no 8nBWer. Not the Gounty Attorney, not
the doctor, not you, Maggie Eakin, who bogan this

night at seventeen years of age, but have agod in these
laat hours--therg is no answer that "ou_or anyone clge

on eapth can make. This s stark, meaningless tragedy.

PR a:ﬂl LN "*‘&A“?mm

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BICG STORY "10-

PROGRAM # 215

MIDDLE-COMMEBQIAL: _

GROUP: Guard sgainst throat-scratech! Quard egalnst
throat-scrateh! Guard against throat-acratch! Enjoy

the smooth gmooth smoking of five tobaccos. Sumoke &

PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: ' Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the oigarette whose mildness you
can measure. . )
HARRICE: Puff by puff you're alvays ehesd when you smoke
PELL MELL. | )
CHAPPELL: At the f£irst puff PEﬂl.MELL smoke 1s filtered further

than that of any other leading clgsarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - Qx'ac;ualimeaaure-
PELL MELL'S greater ;ength of treditionally fine
tobaccos still travols the swmoke further - ilters the
smoke and mekes 1t mild.
BARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow.tébaccos give you &

smoothness, mildness and patisfaction no other cigarettie

offers you.

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-soratehl
HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smokiog of fine tobaccos.
CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the ¢igarette whose mildness you can

measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outs tending!"”
HARRICE: And - they are mi}d!l

ol
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e

SR

HARRICE:

NARR:

(MUSIC:  _ _

WARR :

. MOTHER:

PA:
PR. H.:
PA:
MAGGIE:
DR. H.:

PA:
DR. H.:

~11~

— e e AL

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your Narrator and
the Big Story of Margaret Eskin os she lived 1t and
vrote it. ' | _ -

It is 1atekkqﬁz; mu;h later you don't knoﬁ, Margaret
Eekin, becsuse time, as veil as:mést of the othef
realities of 1ife, have lost thelr meaning. DBecause
you and-ﬁarry Jackson, tbe_Oounty Attornoy, and
Doctor Haines, tho only évailable'physician, apd the
mother and father and the five femaining children are

5t111 in the houseo~--this house of unspeakable tragedy.
And -y

_ _spEURS TO MORE_PLACID THEME...)

—— e w— e B g

—=3811 that remains iz a kind of numbnegs~-a lack of

belief that what happened happened, e

-t T ey .

are wsleep.

Why domlt you 1lle down Ma?

you 1s all of you shﬁyﬁﬁﬁgie down.

&
Would any of ytul have a oig;ggﬁie?

And 21l of you cleapsfulngnd--It's a stupld thing to
say, but 1et's¢§ég{ﬁ:nkru1 thag, 1t stopped where 1t

s topped. _ fg

My advice

Here, help yoursel

Dog, ¥o erc vonderful.

(FADMIG) Now come on, all of you, come With o¥g

side to your rooms apd--

HTHO# G1723°5




~

JACKSON:
MAQGGIE:
JACKSON:
MAGGIE:
JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

JACKSON:
DR. H.:

MAGGIE:
DR. H.:
MAGGIE:

JACKSON:
MAGGIE:

DR, H.:

S e dsa ke MR TE DR ST . N

-12- _
What!re you staylng here for, Margaret?
(PRECOCUPIED) Hu? I don't know. u
Why don't you go on home? _
I'm so wide awak oulén't sléep sand=-
I know--you got the story to write, that's what's
bothering you., You got to put this whole horriblﬁffp#fq

7
}/¢7£%$t papor, I bat a couplo ‘of weaks ago you

dldn't think you'd come home on youpr vacation and be

foced with a job of writing something 1ike this.

That's not 1t. @habiswe Tt .

Ertoaw—
I don't what it is.

You're upset, Margaret. You really ought to go home.

(ENTERING) Well, I hope gver live through another
ﬁﬁz«gaﬁéﬂ? cw{ﬁidngj A

night like this. @ o » oigarotte

Hﬁqﬂ$ﬁﬂiﬁU.UQ . o

n o mTE

Sure. Dog--~

Hm? _

Is this crazy? They were ﬁll sick. The mother, the
kids, the fethers-but did you notice--I mean~-Hers,
let me put itﬁé&ﬁgg; woy. wOuld_a man that hgd 8
terrible pain 1ike My, Capol had--would he foel like
smoking? . '

Hey, what're you about?

Well you rememberp ‘asked me for a cigoroatte wirsmwie
Chradmoawemdn oand ho must.have_smoked five or six while
I was here, Did you notice that?hdmn

Sadidnddedanbe ARy . now. that you mention
A . . .
it, 1t & funuy.
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_13_
- JACKSON: Why ?

DR, H,: WEdA .85 D8R0 B8 AR LIRUR QU EawtL
likely strychnine —-'wej}limH@Qmssaf:Jf‘
the laboratopysvd . . .the‘.syﬁptom‘s were strychnine

A, dh 1 HEVED, Wet anyone who wanted to
smoke under those cibcumsténdes, But in all probability
he just had a milder dose than the others. wﬂﬁhtluf

MAGGIE: You're probably right.

JACKSON: Where are you golng? ' } :. e

MAGOIE: I'M not going home, I can teil you that. mt-¥'m not
going back to the paper.,- I'm gping.to talk to a.couple of
these poor people, '

(MUSIC:  _ _SLOWIY BUILDING, UNDER) |

NARR: In one of the bedrooms whera three of the children Bleep
together, the oldest boy, Walt, is not asleep,

MAGGIE: You want to tell me ﬁhat happéned, ﬁalt?

VALD: Well, we 811 sat down to Siddem and -- Well, we didn't
even gat a ohance to finish eating -~ I think Larry was
the first one -- ALK . MIBHhamONevWHOTSIRATTAVELA-DEmSHEGINW

MAGGIE: PO S——y | ,

WALT: WeTL, Lavry saild it tasted funny -- the milk ~~ and Ma
sald, "go ahead and drink 1it, 1t's good for you“ and --

MAGGIE: What did you have for supper? _ _

WALT: Just milk and cornbread with a little butter on it,

MAGGIE: That's all you had for dinner?

WALT: Well, ma'am, we aren't very rich,

MAGéIE: Go ashead.

ATHO1 0172377




'\‘-‘: -

IWALmz

MOTHER:

MAGGQIE:

MOTHER !
WALT:

MAGGIE:

ot

MOTHER:

MOTHER:

WALT:

-1y~

a:a&,'ao ma said} “You all finish your 1L?, " and we 4id
but after_,%‘ib;\\rerybody felt sick to ke stomach, I
know I had to go to the bathroom and -- you know, -And 80
me said, "We'll all take a dose of castor oll, 1t's the
best thing in the world for 16." | :
(ENTERING) Oh, it's you, Miss Eakin, I thought I heard
somebody talking and I wondered if the childfeh were_Q-

I was Just speaking to Walt about what happened, Is that
all right with you?

Sure, _ _

So, well none of us liked castor oll and we were very glad
when Pa said to glve us the aoothinézsyrup 1ﬁatead,'that'3
better for an upset stomach, And so we -- (HE STOPS)
What's the matter?

{WHO HAS JUST ENTERED) 1It's me, 1t's me, .He blames me--
they all blame me. I'm the one that pave them the polson.
I could kill myself =--

Don't say that, Pa, It ecan't be helped -- it could happen
to anybody =~ ' ” h

I got that vottle with the old label on it and I was sure -
it was the soothing syrup and I didn't bother to look et
the label -- now I know it was that liquid that I got for
the rats that time «- ' |

Why should you blame youppelr, Pa. You -- Look, it was the
will of God = _,*gw_;6‘;‘H;;:“}T‘_p“chwf; 1:_J‘_h‘,*ﬁﬁﬂﬂnr
s .. yhat's the sense of trying to blame anybody?

Well, I blame him,
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MOTHERS: vou hush! Don't sey anything 11ke that ever again. There's
nobody to blame, Walt; That 's what happened and ~= Oh,
when will this night Be oyer? ' |

(MUSIC:_ _ _IN AND UNDER....) |

NARR: It's senseless to stand around and watch them tear each
other apart ard blama themselves and cry to heaven for a
wrong that no one could poasibly ezpiain. And go you find
yoursell back at the newspaper;office -

(TYPEWRITER UNDER) A

NARR: -~ tapping avay at the keyaﬁ_;f

youlve written on the paper.

MAGGIE: "of the ten stricken people, only one -- Herman Carol, the

father of the famlly -- Beems not to have been poisoned.

- X ) _ s T
NARR: This iz as far as you go. Bu;abh&tiﬂ*"’“"'“' 3k

Jupkayen
father not being as sick as the others ~- and also the fact

You woénder about thls réct of the

that the family felt sick before they took the "soothing

syrup" that killed three EﬂBﬁ%EGﬁ?H”ﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁﬁﬁﬂbﬁ&bm§ﬁ$ﬂﬁis¥

. You wonder too about his breast-
bveatlng, about taking all the:blame on himself., You wonder
about the accusation by the boy Walt,'whose brother and

two sisters ere dead, And you find yourself on one end of
the telephone (with County Attorney Jackson on the other),
and the evil thought now in words on your 1ips,

MAGGIE: ﬁrarry, would you do me & favor, please?

ATHOT 0172379




JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

NARR:

WALT:
NARR:

WALT ¢

MAGQGIE:
WALT:

Ny
'\l._‘.\

“16~
{FILTER) Look, sweetle, you'd be much better off writing
your story then rorgetting'apout it ahﬂ go on home to bed-~
I agree with you. (MEANING SHE DOESN'T) But will you do me
a favor anyhow? UWhy I don't kﬁow == I absolutely don't
know why I've this ldea -- bht one bf.the lessons I leapnad
in school-~ was find out who stands to gein by anybody's
death, S
Look, you were s nurse all night and you were & reporter.
What are you starting -- detective work too?

Just do me one little favor hnd see if there was a lot of

insurance on that family, will you?

e TN R SR D e
O 2 XAV Ll T Y,
e it L p el

It frightens you that you've éaid these words, that you've
let this thought form into words ~- because apart from the

breast-beatlng, the ¢ garette, the aocusation from Walt,

you have nothinghto go on ~= DS

{ INTERRUPTS MNARRATION) Cou1d I talk o you, pleasa?

-== a 12 year o0ld boy named w§1t Carol stands next to your
desk and his childish face 1s aged with worfy.

There's something you ought t6 kmow, I think, and I'm going
to tell it. (HE STOPS) -

What's the matter, Wall?

TR

IT OUT} He was running around with a girl that's what!

He's been rqnning around with her for a . long time and I
know all about it} There! I said it!
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MAGGIE:

BIANCHE!
MAGGIE:
BLANCHE:

MAGGIE:
BLANCHE:
MAGRIE:
BLANCHE:

MAGGIE:
BLANCHE:
MAGGIES
BIANCHE:

MAGGIE:
BILANCHE:

w17«
(GENTLY) What're you trying to tell me, Walt?

Her nawme is Blanche Barry. You ask her.

This 16 the first you've heard of 1t, is that 1t?

Yes, T can’t bpelleve 1t =-- even now. Two of the girls and
Larry deadl

T don't wish anybody in the world to see what I saw -~ 1lke
files they dropped off., Before I cquld get a chance even
to tell her that Linda was dead, she told me that the other
11ttle girl, Tina -- . '

And Tine -~ such a sweet chlld. -= and --

What did you eand he have in mind for the fubture?

Wlell, everybody knew that he and his wife werentt getting
aleng and we plarned to get married ard maybe move
somawhsre else and -- (SUDDEHLY, AGHAST) That couldn't be

what he meantl It couldn't be!

Oh no, that's 1mp3&§ '1e' Not herman Carol!
What're you t ing about, Blanohe'
He said

he wrote me a letter the other day. He told me-

-- On_"t's impossible

whgﬁ re you talking about?

What're you talking about? ;

wHeapads -~ he wrote mea letler the other day, He £aid --
Oh, it's imposslble!l |

Say 1it, Blanche -- please!

Well, here, here - I'11 show it to you., But 1%t's b0

ingane --
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BLANCHE :

MAGGIE:

BLANCHE :

MAGGIE:

BLANCHE :

MAGGIE:t

JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

JACKSON:

MAGGIE:

JACKSON:

— . d— —

~18- | |
(SOME STEPS, A DRAWER OPENS, LETTER'D?ENED)
Here -- where is it now? Oh, yes, hers. "Soon, my darling,
I think I will get some money and --" (this is the sentance)
-- "I shall be free on the 20th," What's today?
The twentieth, '

Tt's impossible! I've known him a long time. HNESITIUNTE

BOSRARATINCITY -
Give 1t to me! Give me the letter -- give 1t to me!l
Where!s your phone?

AL N = e

Yon.Ehink ha.couiashios.

(DURING THE ABOVE, PHONE LIPTED, JIGGLING)

It's right over there,

927,
(FILTER){ PHONE RINGS, I8 ANSWERED)
(FILTER) Hello, -
This is Maggle. What d1d you find out sbout the pollcles?
You can forget about it, | o -

Just tell me the facts,

AN BUEFIN
Mzgele, you aren't getting into anything over your head,
are you? {PAUSE) Okay. He took out the usual group
insurance on the whole family; One of those greet, big

policies,,.paying one hundred dollars for each child and
his wife in case of death.
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NARR : You sit with in a smaell veatibule-drf theﬁbedrddms, and
the only sound 1s an old hall;clbck. . |
(CLOCK TICKING) |
.Anddthe lrg
as 190&&1@%&?&&&%“@%@% ""“ﬁi‘%ﬁﬂ
wn . bushedutonss. And you say exactly vhat's on your mind--
exactly. . '

NARR:

MAGGIE: T snld to.myself, Mr, Carol, "is 1%t posaible'for a man to
kill his whole family? Iz it possible to be 50 inssnely
involved with ancthser woman that he would actually tnke the
lives of his entire family: ch;ldren,-wife-~~ everyone, "
And with a hundred dollar prife oﬁLeach head!: And T =aid
to myself, Mr., Carol, "no, 1’5& possible.! But now
that I sit here in this quiet, still house and look at you,
and say it and read this letier thet. you wrote and the
other letters that you wrote'to her,-do.yon'know vhat I
think? I think you did it. I think you did 1t!

{LONG PAUSE) | _
(DURING PAUSE, WE HEAR ONLY CLOCK TICKING)
PA: (VERY JTILL, SMALL VOICE) It wasnlti B very sfnart thing to
. do, Miss Enkin -~ to come here and saj words like this to
me, Not a very smart thing dtlpll. - Because 1f I killed
my own kids like you said, if I was so determined to get
rid of everything, iIn order to have her, do you think I
would stop with thot if something stobd in my way?

MAGGIE: My Lord, you actuslly did it} _

PA: You think youtlre going té stop'me_now? With Linds dead ond
Larry and Tino and only luck that the others d1dn!t? And
you think a little snip of & g;rl reporter 18 going to--
(HE STOPS) '

:jﬁTHG1 Q172383




—

e

MOTHER:

MOTHER:

MOTHER 3

-20-

{SUST THE CLOCK TICKING, THEN TWO STEP3}
Say 1t again, Pa.

(THE CLOCK TICKING)
I don't know vhat I'm going to do, but you pan't stop me,
vhatever 1t 1s, I think if ﬁou;was to fire bullets into my
face, Into my chest =-- you couldnft stop me now. Herman
Carol, you're & murderer! Youlre the murderser of your own

famlily!
(im&GHEEHED%ﬂ”T“Gﬁﬂﬂ'@Hgim%wutmhomahﬁﬁbah@aamiagnL;ﬁgggl;t

Therels Just one more thin%[after the county attorneyf%arry
Jackson has come over and arrested hﬂpu After the dooctor
has given her a sedative and put the poor mother and five
remaining children to bed. Juat one more thing. And shse
says 1t -- the mothen,

(VERY CAIM} Ve were married 16 yoars last February.
Sixteen years and eight children. That's & long time and a
10t of life. And if he hod ever told me ?-,becauSe, you
see, the first I heard about this girl ves ﬁhan you were
talking to him earlier tonight -~ if he had just sald to .
me "This is the way things are" -- we might.have besn able
to settle 1t. I mean, twvo ﬁeopla have trouble, all right.
We might have been able to solve it. But mo. He had to do
vhat he did. But one thing before I go to my grave that

T mugt do! Hels got to tell ﬁe to my face why. I want to
see in his eyes what happened end heér the words on hisg

1ips when he tells me face to face why this was the only
way to do 1t, (SHE ENDS IN A PATHETIC WHISPER)
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-21w
Itts a question that will go down the sges. Why this kind

of irrationallity -- why must passion distort, corrupt, end
ruin and take this inhuman form?: And in writing this

story; Margaret Eakin, you grow up -~ to¢ fast perhaps,

X But you have tasted and touched ‘the
full complexlty of human meaning..... one May day during
the seventeenth year of your life in a semall town in
Oklahoma, o

In just a moment we will read you & telegram from
Margeret Eakin, of the Sapulps Okla. Herald with the final
outcome of tonlghtt!s BIG STORY. -

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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PROGRAM #215
CLOSING COMMERGIAL
GROUP ¢ Guard sgainst throet-scratch! Guard'against throat-

scratch! Guard ageinst throat-seratch!' Enjoy tha
smooth smooth smoking of fine £obaccos. Smdke -y
PEIL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the oigaéette vhose mildness
you can measure. ' o _
HARRICE: Remember this - the further s pﬁff of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobaccos, the mildsnr itlbecomes.g
CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
then that of any other leading Eigarette. queover,
efter 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actusl meagure-
PELL MELL'S grester length of traditionally fine
tobaccos stlll travels the amékp further - filters the
smoke and makes 1t mild. | |
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tbbaccoa?give'you a

smoothness, mildness and ga;igiggtign,no other
cligarette offers you,

CHAPPELL: 4Ask for the longer, flner cigarétte in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"Outstandingi" -
HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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(MUSTG:  _

CHAPPELL:

TELEGRMM:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

=23~
TAG)
Now we recd you that telegram from Margaret Eakin
of the Sapulps Okla. Herald.
Murderer in tonightis Big Story confessed and the jury
found him guilty of murder in the firet degree, He died in
the electric chair in the Oklahoma State Penitentisry.
I dldn't go tack to college. I steyed cn as a reporter,
My sincere appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL Awerd,
Thank you, Miss Eakin...the maeker of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for notetle service in the field of journalism.
Listen again next week, same tlme, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY... & Big Story from the front pages of the
Birmingham, Aldiﬁgzgjﬁby-line Hugh 8Sparrow. A BIG STORY
about a reporter who prowved to a murderer thet 13 wes his

unlucky number,

T e e araenc ma S

And remember, every week you can see another different
Big Story on television -~ brought to you by the makers
of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

A T o e —
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG BTORY is produced by Bernard J.‘Prothar with
original music composed and cbnducted by Viedimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program wes adapted by Arnold Perl
from an actuel story from the front pages of the Sapulpa
Okla., Herald, Your narrator was Bob Sloah, and
Charita Beuer played the part of Margaret Eakin. In order
to protect the names of peoplé.actualiﬁ 1nvblved in
tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the names of;all characters
in the dramatization were changed with the exception of
fhe reportar, Miss Eakin, '

(MUSIC:  _ THEME UP_FULL AND_FADE_FOR) |

CHAPPELL: This is ErnestIChappéll sposking for the mekers of
FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS I3 NBC... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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= AS BROADCAST
THE BIG STORY o '

PROGRAM # 216

CAST
NARRATOR - 'BOB SLOAN

MAE 'JEAN ELIYN

VICKI | CONNIE LEMBCKE

BEN ' JOE SILVER

S PARROW ' NAT POLEN

SHERIFF ' LES-BAMON ﬁa-ecm‘ }?‘é«-ﬂc-c’a\_’
DAN - HARRY DAVIS

DIXON - BILL ORIFFES

WEDNESDAY, MAY 16, 1951

HAVE YOU GIVEN BLOOD TODAY? -JOIN THE PINT PARADE ! !
CALL JUDBON 6-3000, EXT 143-145 HOTEL ASTOR <= MAY 3

Iy
~28
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NBC" HE BIG STO #216
( 1P ) ' ' _ N
10;00 - 10:30 PM MAY 16, 1951 .. - _ WEDNFS DA ¥

ANNCR: FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG BTORY!

(MUSIC:_ _FANFARE_AND _UNDER :
(CEUNIER-AND.-LIGHENING~AND-SOMIY fﬂr&ﬂﬁbqﬁr4MLLN....
MAR: (LATE _FORTIES, DHY, NAGGING. ..LO :' heve 1t 15;.(FEAR TAKE )
Ben! Hid~c nhis Mdoor's ops Et_lg"s his door ozj.gg?! .
BEN: (HER HUSBAND..in,v SOUTHERN) The wind must of done 1t...
MAE: (FAST) Hg;weren'f rape *the day before, hé weren'f home last

oet? ] .
niggblﬁﬁd noy his cabln's™dgrk and the door's open! Ben,

-
’/,{,fff'm scared!

BEN Ttk ’"ﬂilfnmhe@bne'%ﬂa“vatnnoomesa(awa -
ECREAK OF WOOQDEN DOOR...3TEFS INSIDE CPLBIN)
o — -

MAE: (cuTs INlA\His bed! Uncle Claude's bed! It'g--'it's got
blood! Ben -

BEHN: We'd better call in the law - o

MAE: (SUDDEN.,.LOW) No! Listen, listen to me, Ben! If he's dead,
we're the firest to know! Ben, his gold - hils goldl

BEN: {SHOCKED) Mae ! o '

MAE: It's hidden here gomewhere! We degerve it, Ben! Ben, listen

_ to mel Before we ¢all in the law, let's look for it} We -
BEN: (CUTS IN, MISERABLE)} I been married to you for bweni}nﬁeur
years, Mae =~ twentjiéouf years. You gotten to be real scum,
Mae. (HARD) Come on out of here. we'll'qall the law!
(MUSIC:  ACCENT AND UNDER) |

e e b — o oae e wen e W LWL

TR
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~  CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY...Here 1s America...its sound and its fury..
1ts joy and 1ts sovrow..as faithfully 're'b_ortedi by the men and
women of the great Amerlcan newspapevs..{PAUSE..COLD AND FLAT)
Birminghem, Alabamz..From the paéea of the Blrmingham News,
the story of a reporter.who had e & many murdérers - but none
Bo evil as this one. Tonight:, to Hugh Spafrc:w of the
Birmingham News, for his Bi.g Story, goes the PELL MELL AWARD,

{MUSIC: _ TURNTABLE) | |

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 216

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPFELL

HARRICE
CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-seratcehl Guard againat throa t~scra teh|
Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the.gmpgthfsmggth smoking
of fine tobdaccos. Smoke a FPELL M@LL. ;

Yes, smoke PELL MELL -~ the cigarétte whose mildnees you ca&n
meaBpuYe . . :

Puff Dy puff you're always ahsad when ﬁou smoke.PELL MELL.
Remember thie = the further a puff of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobaccoa,_the milder 1t becomes. 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 lepgth of
traditlonally fine tobaccos still travels the smoke further -
filters the smoke and makes it miid.'l | _:

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a smoofbnesa,
mildness and gatisfaction no other cigavette offers you.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can measuve,
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “"Qutstanding"!
And - they are mild!}

:HTH01 0172382




.

—— W

CHAPPELL:

Y S T

At T e — -

Hugh Sparrow's story as he 1ived 1%,

(MUSICy
NARR:

HARR:

SPAR:
SHERIFF:

BPAR:

SHER:

SPAR:

T il E w—— — —

UP_AND_UNDER) o .
When this night begsn, Hugh Sp&rrow, . reporter for the
Birmingham Neﬁs - your mood wes a.oomrortable one. iou Bat
at your desk working away on a nice, ﬁental-type story...
gome thing about clty polltilcs. Every once in & ﬁhile,_you'
stopped end listened to the misefable rain hurling 1£self
againsat the clty-room windows...: | ..
(UP WITH HARD-DRIVEN RAIN LASHING WINDOWS,..SLIGHT
RUMBLE OF THUNDER...UNDER)
For a qulet, almost shy man 1ﬁ his middle thirties the
thought nf what it must 59 likefoutsidefmakea you'shiﬁer a
11ttle, And then - _ '
(PHONE RINGS QUIETLY...RECEIVER DOWN)
(SOFT SFOKEN, QUIET) Sparrvow speaking....
(FILTER, NOT EXCITED) Thie 1s the Sheriff, Sparrow. Thought

‘you might like to know...'Uncle! Claude Vickewrs has gone and

disappeared - _ _
(NOT EXCITED) I see...How do ybu knéw?
One of his neighbors out Bluff Cfeek way phoned -

(ROLL OF THUNDER AND CLAP OF LIGHTNING..THEN)
Thanss for calling, Sheriff. what time In the morning you
going out thevre? o

I'm going out there now, Sparrow.

e et MR Y B e e e
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SHER:
SPAR:
SHER:
SPAR:
SHER?

SPAR:

SHER:

SHERIFF
SPARROW
SHER:
SPAR:
SHER:+
SPAR:
SHER!
SPAR:

SHER

SPAR:

P TR
The black night rain slides like 911 QOwn your window 1in the
Sheriff's car, You've almost there now, at fUncle'’ Claude
Vickers cabin in that desolate wooded area along the sloping
banks of the Warrior River..The éherifr breaks the silence -
»v:1t was bound toc happen - |
+0] guess go - _
Queer the wey some men choose to live; isn't 1t?
+:1 - never knew him too well -
Close to 70, I guess..Been living out here by himself as far
back as anycne can remembér..A tﬁc-room ghack, no ges, no
electric lights and 2 pump for water -
(BEAT THEN) The story goes 'Uncle' Claude owns some of the
most valuable timber lands avound bere, that hé's shrewd,
cducated and a big power in county politics -?

e+ That's what's 8o queer ... The stofy Is all true -

(STORM IN B.G,) z£$'f€u47¢ﬁ¢a

That blood's pretty dryd Maybe three, four daya old -
coddel b Lowt UE L et
»sHe - ddnlt-bieed much, 34 he?

No ..\u} win e, W {u:-‘.,t (m Loy -~

Might almoet have cut his finger whittling -

He might - |

But you don't think so?f

No -~

Why?

Because that blood tratls right to the door, And Uncle
Claude 's medicine chest 1s in the other divecfion...right

there near the window -

He - might have gone out to put his hand under the pump -
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SHER:

3HER:
SPAR:
SHER:

SPAR:
MAE:
SPAR:
MAE:

BEN:

SPAR:

-5 - .
..He might. Bui then - he wouldn't gi;:g;;;L for three days..
(PAUSE..THEN) Besides, I been around évil loné enough. And
I can smell evil in thile here rodm;;.: |

(SOUND - STEPS)
Where you goln', Sparrow? - '
Over to 'Unele' Claude's neighbofp...thg ones who called you~
Bring 'em back with you, Spaspovt. .1 '11 be loocking around
here for some time -
SLIGHT_ACCENT...DONN_AND_OUT UNDER),

{STORM OUTSIDE)

Did he -« act worried about anything in the past couple of

weeks?‘ﬁall¢4Mﬂmg? _

(BEAT,.THEN) Somebody was tryiné to ruﬁh him 1ﬁto B oMe
dealings baving to do with his timber holdinge...Uncle Claude
didn't like being rushed - _ '

He - told you this, Hpemobmaon?

(RITTER) Mze here's the one he %old things to -

(QICKLY) Ben gets this way whem it rains, Mr. Sparrow.
It's like the miseriece, ' _ _

Did Uncle Claude tell you who it was, Mrs. Johhson?

(BITTER) He didn't have to! It was the man in that car!
What car? | _

(BUTIDING) Coming when Uncle Claude least wanted him!
Driving up at all hours of the'nlghtl  Making:a clatter we
could hear all the way over heréJ _
Neither one of us ever seen himj.Mr. Sparrow.. We c¢ould hear
his car though. ' |

A1l the way over here?
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SPAR:
MAE:
SPAR:

MAE :

SPAR:

-6 -
You don't mee ggk;-like thab'aﬁs more,. It papsed me on the
road one night - one of them alr-cooled Frénklihs with a
rumble seat,.But neither one of us got'a7look &t the man
himself -
(PAUSE., THEN)
Mreg. Johnson -
(NERVOUS) Yes? _
In 2ll the times you went over to lock in on Uncle Claude,
bringing him things to eat &nd gﬂ¢3?°— you never got & look
at this man who was pestering Breio-Glaude?
(BEAT..THEN WITH SUDDEN FEAR) Lean and old and - evil-
looking! Once I caught a glimpse of him driving up at night-
(BREAKS OFF)
«.What about him, Mrs. Johnson? )
Thet was no man I saw in that car! T swear it! It was Death

coming for Uncle Claude, lean and evil-looking death! That's

who I saw!

= e e T e e i ot it

Like 2 dog shakes off water, Hugh:Sparrow, your mind now
twists and turns to shake .off the.shock the word 'evil'
preduces.,  'Evil!' s an impregsion, you keep saying to
yourself - not a fact! An impression good ensugh for the

Sheriff, maybe, and Mae Johneon but not for you., Ycu're after

- facts, Hugh Sparrow.

NARR:

NIGHT SQUNDS...)

. s .
You begin to resent™all of it -g;zgﬂxaihatorm, the blood-
stained cabln, the hysterYoglsi€ighbor, the Warrior River
%11 of

and unreal. oo

rising in front of you = ike some cheap movie...

cheap, and obvious
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SHER:

SPAR:

SHER:

SPAR:
SHER:

NARR:

-7 -

(STEPS APPROACHING AND OUT TOo} '
What you doing her%’at the rivevi:Sparrow? '
+.Rain stoppe9¥ { didn't faney listening to Mae Johngon's
story about the mysterious stranger aga;n;.You finishad with
them? | | :

Sent them on home..(CASUALLY) ¥euﬂ&&&n*tﬁcndnxrrﬂnrfwe

L _ o
(BEAT. .THEN) You - figure on sterting to dvedge tonight?

Nos TOomorrow = ... Ydu think maybe Meze Johnecn aid 1t?
Maybe. .. : |

The next morning, tire—s aauéeweh&nﬁngnanﬁ-geuu#ee&w@eQEManéaﬁ
You read your own story in the paper &%¥~¢he-ua3_dnmn
including the five-line longshot asking any readey who'd
seen & Franklin sir-cooled coupe, vintage 1930 to get In
touch with you...Then you take your own car and head back to
Uncle Claude's cabin. Ywu‘takefsomeﬂp&etaﬁe&«aﬂ_than4na¢de
ofebimeveabin . You look throughfa faw drawers and cupboarda-
not mucgﬁiTTacked inside his'pniy closet you find 2 shapshot
of Uncle Claude znd a ydung woman. You've juet examining her
face when you hear something. ... |
(DIGGING SLIGHTLY OFF...HOLD UNDER)
You look out the back window for a moment....Mae Johnson,
shovel in hand, doesn't hear you come up behind het, ..
(DIGGING UP, HOLD THEN)}

RTHOT Q172397
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SPAR. Waat do you expect to find, Mrs, Johnson?

(DIGGING STOPS SUDDENLY)

‘My. Sperrow -

MAE: (BEAT. THEN) Didn't hear you oomé up;

SPAR: Just looking around =

MAE: (SUBPICIOUS) What for?

SPAR: Anything I might find -

MAE: oh -

SPAR: Do you happen to know thls woman, Mrs. Johnsdn'.,. this one

on the pilcture with Unecle Claude?

MAE: . {BEAT, THEN) Her!

SPAR: Was she - related to him? _

MAE: Vicki Bloodworth?! (HALF sﬁORT, HALF KNOWING SMILE) NOwes
Just a friend of his™ .. But she zin't Ibéen arcund in some
time . o ‘

SPAR: Thanks...

(A FEW STEPS UNDER AND OUT AS;)
MAE: (SLIGHTLY OFF . SUDDEN) #r. Sparrow -
SPAR: Yes? |

(FEW QUICK STEPS IN)

MAE: {LOd, HARD) T know why you really come back this morning!
SPAR: Why? .
MAE: T'11 spiit it with youl T111 make you B deal, Whichever of

ws finds 1t, the other gets a halfl
SPAR: (BEAT) Finds what, Mrs. Johnsen?

MAE: (SORE) You think I don't know, don't you?! Think you can

focl me with some 0ld pleture of Uncle Claude, don't you?!

Well, you ain’'t so vrich that Uncle Clauvde's gold wouldn't'

interest you!

ATHO1 0172398
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NARR: Back at the office, there's & message on your:desk. You
read 1t - |
(FAST PHONE DIALING UNDER)
NARR$ And you feel like any man does who plays a wild longshot and
finds he 's plcked a winner!
(DIALING OUT...BUZZER ON FILTER.. THEN CLICK AS:)
SHER: (FILTER) Sheriff's offlce - ' o
SPAR: Sheriff? Hugh Sparrow. I think I got Bomething -
SHER: That's better than we have. Been dredging 211l morning but’
no luck-
SPAR: Did you notice the box I put in the paper this morning
concerning the ear the stranger's supposed to'have usea?l
SHER: Yes?!
SPAR: Got a meesage. Man calleds Said this morniﬂg he saw the
remaina of & car that fits the descwiption - 3
SHER; The remains?! Where?!l |
SPAR: Out Iin the woods in Ivrondale. Said_it waen'!t there yesterday
beecause he uses that path to go to work! Pretty.aure 1t's
an old Franklin coupel ' )
(MUSIC: _ ACCENT,..OUT TO)
(OUTDOORS: OCCASIONAL CROW .. NOW AND THEN STEPS
CRUNCHING AROUND UNDER)
SPAR: 5t111 warm! |
SHER: What's left of it ~
SPAR1 Tt must have been set on fire last night - or early this
morning - |
SPAR: (TAXE) Look heve, Sheriff
SHER T Waeret

j ATHOT 0172399




SPAR:

SHER1

SPAR:

SHER:

SPAR:

SHER:

—_— e

SHER:

3PAR:
SHER:

- 10 -
Right under the rumble;aeat...thbae stains!
(BEAT) Looks like blood - but hard to te11; _
It would be blood all vight if there 'g been s bédy in the
rumble seat... f
Let's get back to my office. 1 have a towiné CAT eent out
here -~
What about trying to identify this thing?' Without the
license plates -
(CUTS IN) She's siripped 21l right, but:the five didn ‘'t take
too well arouwnd the engine block, Whoever fived this Jjalopy
forgot to file the engine number ofr'

— T e — ST

Here's the address, 3parvow. 2417 Englisn Village!

Fancy address!

R, J. Dixon -

(TAKE) R. J. Dixon?! R, J. Dixon?! Why's that neme so
familiar? o | | |
(BEAT, THEN) You don't recall?.

Wailt & seccnd..R.J Dixon - it was way back.,. I ~ think T
Just started on the paper, Theve wWag something - (TAKE)

R, J. Dixon! BReal Estate{ ‘The D, Morton Casel
(QUIETLY) That's right, R.J, Dixon, Tried for the murder
of Dr, Morton, sentenced to 25 yeaEs. He served P months in
the penitentiary, then got himself transférred to the State
lunatic Asyium -

The - State Lunatie Asylum? .

Nobody quite knows hoy he d1d it. But w why he aid 1t became
pretty obvious.,.,He walked out of the Lunatie Asylum in
'ﬁ'ic months - a free man.,,

_-ATHOt 0172400




SPAR:
SHER:

{Musics
NARR:

(MusICy _

SHER:

DIXON:
SHER:

DIXON:

SHER:

DIX:

SHER:
DIX:
SHER:
DIXON:

- 11 =

{(BEAT. THEN) What's he 1like?

T was a deputy then,..Btill remember him, though...?ery tall..,
very lean - must be in his slxtles now._ Ee kipd of gave you
the feeling he'd stop at - nothing...

__ ACCENT, ..UNDER)

R.J. Dixon was pleked up for questioning around eight in the
evening, Now, you gtand near the door.- and you ocan't teke
your eyes off that face, u&smaau«aa”nijgn@ﬁowwﬁughwspamvow,
Jautoy to-piok +ha-wer&a«yaudii-ueeulaxﬁnmng"agsnxibagxhas

fa%ewu«ﬁu&~iﬂmmhev¢wynu~e&n¢t.. A phrase keeps coming to the
gurface of your mind - and you keep pughing it away from you,
you keep avoiding 1t...

oum) :

Mp. Dixon, you knew that Uncle clauﬁe had large timber
holdings, didn't you?

(0LD AND VERY GENTLE ) Everybody knew that Sheriff...

Were you involved in some kind of dealings with him?

(SMILE) Just friendly visita,-Sher;fr...one old man to
anothey, sir. That's 211, ..By the way, Sheriff ~

Yes?

I was told Uncle Claude's vanished...By any chance, you
haven't found him yet, have yoﬁ?

«osNOwus

Um=utie ..o

Mr., Dixon -

Yes, Sir?
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SHER:

DIXON:
SHER:

DIXON;
SHER:
DIX:

SHER:
PIX:

(MUsIC:

NARR:

- 1P =

Uncle Claude !s nelghbors report that he hasn{t been seen
since the night of the mixteenth - | |

Is that so, Sheriff?

The neighbors say they heard a cér - 3dur cayr ~ coming up to
his cabin the night he dipappearedess

Well, now, Sheriff, that might be s0 -

(SLIGHT TAKE) You - don't deny 4t% .

(SMILE) You don't understend, gir, 1f you check with the
propeyr city authorities, you'll find_that they '11 bear me
out - ' |

Bear ~ what out?

My car, Sheviff...lt was stolen from me the déy before Uncle
Claude vanished, I reported that fact to the City, sir..

_ ACCENT...DO4N_UNDER)

iou stand there, Hugh Sparrow, and you know that the records
wiil support him. You draw back & step a& he walks by you-
end you watch Death, with 1ts lean and evil=looking face walk
freely cut inteo the night...

— e —

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE .BIG STORY
PROGRAM #216

MIDDLE COMMERCTAL:

GROUP:

CHAPFELL

HARRICE
CHAFPPELL

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratoh! Guard against throat-sovateh!
guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the gmooth smobth

smoking of fine tobaccos, Smbke g PELIL, MELL,

Yes, emoke PELL MELL =~ thé cigarette_whOBe mildness you can
measure. _ _. _ |

Puff by‘puff you're always ahead:when you sﬁoke PELL MELL,

At the fiyst puff fEIL MELL smoke ieifiltered further than

that of any other lesding cigarette, Moreovef, aftar 5 puffé,

or 10, or 17 = by actual measuré - PELL MELL'S greater length
of traditionally fine tobacccos stillftravels the smoke
further - filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tﬁbaccbs g1ve yéu a smopthness,
mildness and patisfaction no other cigarette offere you,
Guard againet throat-scratehl! '

Enjoy the zmooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

8mcke PELL MELL = the cigarette:whosg ﬁildnesa you ¢can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - they are mild! ' |
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HARRICE: This is C¥ Harrice retubning fjou to your narrator and the
Big Story of Hugh Sparvow, es he lived it and wrote it.

NARR! vou'tve always prided yourself bnlyo;r sélf d;soipline, Hugh
Sparrow, reporter for the Birmiﬁghamiﬂewa.‘ You Know how
easy 1t is to Jump t6 conelusiens and'how daﬁgerous. But
once you'd met R,J, Dixon - eiderly ﬁeal estate dealer,
convicted murderer, former inmate ofla.State Lunatic
Asylum &t his own request - you, no 1§nger had eny doubts
about what had happened to Uﬁ¢1e Claude Vickers,..,and so,
the cail you got from the Shefifr tpree days later came &S

no surprise,....

SHER: (FILTER) We've got Uncle Claude, Sparpow --
SPAR: Where? .
SHER: At the morgue ... donlt eat anybhing before you come =~

e e e e e v e e e

STAR: Where -did you find him? _
SHER: Near Port Bilrmingham, in & deep oreek, . » JHe must of washed

in from the warrior River....

SPAR: what - are those rocks and that axe-handle doing here?
st bief < : o .
SHER : They OBkt Uncle Claude ...

Tirronrof-theeorpse ...

‘SHER: No—pretre=murdorer - to make him stay down,

..-._.....-—..-..-....—_.—-..--—-—----—
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NARR:

SPAR:

) NARR:

NARR:
DAN:

SPAR:
DAN:
SPAR:
DAN:

SPAR:
DAN:

SPAR:

..15.-
The following day, Hugh Sparrow -ﬁamabheuﬁﬁvébwbememénwyour
ReWspaDe P~RPe P Yo-hoalorawhalb b&ﬂﬁuou"aaﬁ%tﬂfﬁvrwﬁdwyﬁur

Therg's ewsdd one

desire driving you wese - to learn everything you can about

rethelaforgetbho.slghtefathat crrpse 7

R.J. Dixen ... his quirks, hia_feactiohs et the time of the
br. Morton murder, hig past life, You're deep in the
clipping file on R.J, Dixon wheﬁ the phone rings...

(PHONE .., RECEIVER DOWN) '
Hello, Sparrow speaking --
It's the City Jaller, A petty thief down there is asking
to talk with you. You figure it's a crankilead. "But
you agree to come down and see him,
His name 1is Pinley Dahiéls. _
(LOW)(AND TERRIFIED) They .., they really found the - olid
man?? Mr, Sparrow?
You knew him? .
(VOICE LOWER STILL) Not him .,. the other one --
I can hardly hear you - ;
(SUDDEN, PLEADING...JITTERY) I'm - I'm £ifty ...but - but
my hand don't shake, See?! Seat! My hand don't shake!
That's from - from training! i'm - i'm ell shot inslde and

I - don't lock so good but my'hand gon't shake!

I « I don't get you, Daniels «-

(DROPS KIS VOICE) I - 1I didnﬁt=h§xg to be caught plicking
pockets -- I - I let myself be caught.

why? |
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DAN:

SPAR:
DAN:

SPAR:
DAN:

SPAR:
DAN:

SPAR:

DAN:
SPAR:
DAN:
SPAR:

‘want 1t ). Tt kS

- 16 =

Because of him! I - I wanted to get out of his way. Then
when I read in the papers about; -the car --
Dixon's car?! . .

About how he seid 1t'd been stolen from him the day before-

before the - the - you know ...I guessed what was on his

mind!

He - did 1t! Not me! I - I was only supposad to be her
brother! That's all!. "We'll scare hiﬁ a 1ittle.” That's
what he said. "We'll scare him a little and get him to
sign a paper. Thatt!s all,” cee Th&ﬂs;what he sald and I

believed him! -And then - (ABMOSE~INGOHERBNDjmmebho-saXe .

Affer-the ~axey>I~drage rmwwWBUt*heQwaamhe&uvwwmitsuaﬁ

dark ..ol -MNa88..-8UDpP0 o, 0113110 b PO TP P62 : st
1Wwiwdidwﬁ?gwmm:ﬂolnl-afs-?m\guo"_.qmwt

A4 80R000; NONe Y Thak s suh kel bate]
You*ﬁaﬁ*hélﬁwmzénﬁgoug ' .

(cuTs IN) Dagggis, 1isten to me, I1'l1 help you all I can
but you've got to talk so I can understandl,

Anything! Anything you say!

You were with Dixon the night of the murder?

Ao8hgwyonh -

And-afEerHATAsvhe st r1e Grbookidda YOl SRR AR oM Badayonranls
P UTREITOUET O L LY, JOm o SOt LM Sy Ry -
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DAN:

SFPAR:

DAN:

SPAR:
DAN:

SPAR:
DAN:

SPAR:
DAN:

SPAR:

cag .
That's pight. That's right, TEbr~vatr-some-TOTeT-—F1
QDB ST FHIGB IS EPETryt ngaan&ympr&mésewf*»&&«»se%~halp.
;mpromzse,.;Who;é?brother wara you suprsed to be?

Vicki Bloodworth's, —The.anld AD.waB-Eend=-ofmorjrd
didnétmknowdherﬂa'“ﬁTT1““?ﬁ§?“T“%ﬂnewafoundﬁto;aeeunixnn
LoD hANADULeo T KnoHs hANED B D P HE PP oW honaHAs,
in.anethatrovherfap -- | |

Zhe  RrasMopbonwmupder?

ThatdantsbsHe ustd-temiaugheshen shosgobuaway Hibohwit~and
q;;wxnégiwﬂlmmamefaroundAﬂon&aﬁh&ndouﬁ¢§nﬁﬁhaaﬁad~th1s
propoalsdonmseet affwa.sn‘t. my ideal! Understand

that! Not mine, his!. ' '

ge on -- o _

So we wentlto the ¢1d man's oabin. Dixon said, "Uncle
Claude, this here is Vicki's brother come in from the
country., And hels goﬁna kill you ﬁnelé_Claude_because
Vieki is with child." |

What - what did the oid man sa8y?

Hz - he Jjust laughed,...That made Dixon soré:_ He waved a
paper, "You sign thaﬁ timberland ovérjto Vickl and brother
here, he'll go awayt"  Then the old man 1aughed some mera!
That made Dixon madder! He took an axe and hit him! I - I
hollered! THE GTT MEN BOEEET TOF Nt -3t fottdma it makes
ne-sick-ati-ovorpight_noy, He made me take him out to the
ear and put him in the rumble seat}

Was the cld man dead by then? .
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DAN: Outside the cabin, he moaned, S0 Dixon ;et him down and

took the axe and - and .,. I hollered! I hollered seme more,

Then Dixon waved the axe Bt mel ‘We got the old man in the
car! I Just stood therel ALl of a sudden I saw.the car
backing up at me, fast, faster! ' '

SPAR: pixon was trying to kill you?

DAN: T knew it right then! So I jumped in the river! It was
cold} But - but I held on to some bushes until - the car
went away! What are you going to do with me! What are
you doing to do, mister? He'e gonna say I sbole that car
and ald it! What are you going to do, mister?

(MUSIC; _ STING HIGH ... DOWN UNDER) _ |

NARR: You don't stop to wonder about the breaks 8 reporter
sometimes gets, Without thinking, You rush to the
Sheriffls office, tell your story and wait for him to pick
up the phone and order the arrest of ths man with the face

of Death

DA =TT B Y OUNOI L ANG L0y ShoRi P BY

ewtime«yourmmanmbringﬂbixon&in«youL&LuhaxﬁgDanielai

depoaition~signcd»andusaaied' : _

SHER: (QUIETLY) No point in doing that, Sparrow, We'll nged
more vher=tNZt to hold a man like Dixon....

SPAR: I - I don't get you, Dan;els 15 an acﬁonmlice! He was
there! He saw 1t all and you‘vé got his confessicn!

SHER: That's right. But thoere's one thing youlve forgotten
sparrow ... Under Alabama iaw you cantt convict &4 man on
the uncorroborated testimony of an gccomplieé --

(PAUSE ... THEN)
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BIG STORY - 5/16/51 .19 & 20- REVISED

SPAR: {LOW) VWhat - what will it take, Sheriff?
SHER: Some more evidence, Sparrow,. evidence that will prove
Dixon was nowhére else but at Uhcle Clavde's gabin the

night he was done in....

SPAR: {BEAT THEN...) You've got him uhder surveillance, haven't
you? ' _
SHER: Night and day .. so fér,'he's:beén going from hie house to

his office and back again, smiling at:éhildrén and tipping
his hat to old ladies,... ‘

L i =

— e e AN

NARR: You need evidence Hugﬁ Sparrow, o you followiyour last
‘lead. Danlels wasn't clear whether Uncle Claude had
gigned over his property to Dixén or not. If he did, it
would be registered in the Probate Court. If §ou could
show that Dixon got the property rigﬁt after Uncle Claude 's-
death, if - (DISGUSTED) If,. If! Too many 'ife'....

_____ AGCENT ... DOWN_UNPER) o |

MARR: The real estate transfer records are large and heavy
volumes,  Your fingers grow black with the dugt of a
thousand columns as you keep ruﬁning'd0wn the lists. At
one point & book slips out of your hands onto.another table. -
You 1ift the heavy volume ofr:the tadble it fell on over to
your own.. Your fingers start their joﬁrney again and
suddenly - Bloodworth, VictoriajBloodworth.. You read

and something seems wrong .-
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BIG STORY - 5/16/51 -21 & 22~ REVISED

SPAR:

NARR:

(MUsICs
NARR;:

(MUSICs ..
NARK:

(PUZZIED) Victoria Bloodworth, licensed to marvry R. J.-
Dixon, married Januvary 17th .aa.
Quickly now, you turn to the cover of the books Marrlage

Licenses!

— o —

vou'd made & mistake. You'd picked up the wrong book from
the other table Hugh Sparrow - but it had turned out to be
the right book! Victoria Bloodworth, the woman in the
snapshot wifh'Uncle ﬁlaude: Married the llih .y Ohe g2y
aftep the old men's Qeath! Hhy?! Why the yush? Why did

Dixon, a cold, calculating man marry in such & rush?

_ACCENT._., . DOWN UNDER)

There 18 no trouble in finding Vicki Bloodworth, You
Jearn that she is living at her mothers house. You take
her to the Sheriffs offilce. . '

ATHOT 0172410
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VICKI:

SHER:

VICKI:

SPAR:
VICKI:

SHER:

VICKI:

STAR:
VICEI:

SHER:

- 23 - ’

: Dixtn

(WITH A HOPELESS FEELING) I - kiew irim about as long &s I
knew Uncle Claude. But Uncle Claude wak nice to me,...The
night of the 16th, Ry J. come by the bouse and asked me over
to his place for some drinking, &——ttke—tt-ouwt—bhere-
1tls-womicntable, We start dvinking around eight In Lhe
evening, just me and him, Then, I passed out -

Did he spike your drinke? | ' | _
No ... I'm - in pretty bad shapa, I guesa... ‘Ten bottles of
beer'll do that to me,..Around midnightj I wake up. The
house feels empty., BSo I start lcoking_arouhd'for him, He
wasn't there - '

You looked in all the rooms?

(IRKED) Sure I 4id! I told you I was Beaved, didn't I?!
Ibedanobhon-bottieofuboer-bubrEroonl dnis.s166prriilnight
WME; ves Then = around :morning, I
heard ﬂ%%?ﬂ%r. I van down and there he was ...

Row did he aot? :

Sore about something,'but I couldn't flgure what, He kept
t2iling me I'd been gleeping all night and he'd just stepred
out for & minute and I kept beliing hiﬁ 114 been up ail_night
and he hadn't been home - '

When = d1d he propese marriage to you?

We had some coffee 4. and he changed kind of auddenly.

24 /ﬂt:.{.;vf_

I - was too sleepy and too drunk to mamaiwwo s It -
Just sounded nice to hear a man - asking to marry you 8o -
I =sald yes. :

Mips Bloodworth, when did you figure out w _hx he had you to
his house that night ~ and why he married you?

HT301 0172411
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/. VICKI: - (BEAT, THEN)
shout—-Unr T CrteTriveppospingt
Rolatiisna Loz, Doganubowsuspeats - When Uncle Claude's body

was -~ was found, I ~ put two and. two together sen I = want.ed

to run right to the pollce but I - WAB BCATed, =E—m—detTb-

SPAR: You had it all filgured out by yourself, even before tonight?

VICKI:  Yobeeel-imew—Ryirnarrbos~pha-t—binberiand-and-werbed--tt-bad.
When - when I read about poor Uncle Claude, I knewss.:s.Ride
bad me to his house expecting me: to pass out with him there
and when I woke up, why = there' he 'd be, Then he'd have an

e prden
alibl for whevre he wap et nigh if 11; came to courtea.
SHER: And when that didn't work he - .W"“'! “f‘“ e ovela™l L _
(PHONE RINGS...RECEIVER OFF)
SHER:  Excuse me.. INTO PHONE) Y¥es? v4.. OK. Bring bim in -
(HANGS UP...SLIGHT PAUSE AND DOOR OPENS «ves STEPS IN
SLOWLY .. OUT TO1) |

DIX: (GENTLY) Good morning, Victoria -

NO ANSWER Lmr ) @aruta ) |

DIX: {SMILE) I'm surprised at you, gentlemen...,sﬁmly you all
¥now that a wife can't be forged to testify agalnst her
husband?

SPAR: That's vight, Dixon,..Nobody san force her.s.3ut if she
wants to testify, nobody can frreoe het' to stop, either...
(PAUSE , . THEN)

DIXON: | {GENTLY) fToo bad you're - st;il.l alive, Victoria...s

(MUSIC: _ ACCENT AND UP _TO:)

CHAPPELL In just & moment we will read you a ‘telegram from Hugh
Sparrow of the Birmingham, Alabama News with ‘the final

outcome of tonightls BIG STORY.

MUsSICcs _ TU '
{MUSICs _ TURNIABLE) o ostnG COMMEROIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #216

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP

CHAPPELL
HARRICE

CHAPFELL

HARRICE
CHAFPELL

HARRICE:

BT

Guard against throat-scratch! Guard against throat-scratch!
Guard egainst throat-soratch! Enjoy the smooth smooth |
smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke & PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the elgarette whose miidness you ecan

o meagure.

Remember this - the furthey & pufr of smoke 1s filtered
through fine tobzocce, the milder 1t becomes . :

At the first puff, PELL MELL smoke 18 filteved fupther than
that of anj other leading cigarétte.: Moreoveﬁ, after 5 puffe,
or 10, or 17 ~ by actyal peasure - PELL MELL'S greater lepgth

of traditionally fine tobaccos £till fravele the smoke
further - filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccda give you & amogthngsa,
mlldness z2nd satisﬁggtignﬂno other cigarette offers you.

Ask for the longer, finer cigﬁngﬁte 1n the diﬁtinguiéhed red
package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstendipng!"

And - they g2re mild! ' : |
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{MUSIC:

CHAPFELL

S8PAR:

CHAPFELL

HARRICE

{MUSIC}

CHAPFPELL

{MUSIC:

- 26 -

Now we read you that telegram from Hugh Sparrow of the
Birmingham, Alabsma News, | ' |

Murderer in tonight's Big Story fought a fantastic fight
against death. In all, he got twelve stays of:execution.
fach time he did, I fought him through the preés = pointing

up every bit of evidence and testimony against him, He died

‘in the chalr still'claimrng his Innocence. But three weeks

later, the Kilby Frison chaplain'made;public the murderer's
econfeggion of guilt., Many thankﬁ for ﬁonight'e FELL MELL
awardess s

Thank you, Mpv. Sparrow ... the maker of FELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETIES ave proud to present you the PELL MELL $500 Award
for notable service in the fileld of journaliém.

Listen again next week, same ﬁime{ same station, when

PELL WELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY...
A Big Story from the front pages of the Cincinattl, Ohio
Times Ster. By-Line .. Samuel S. Wilson. A BIG STORY ---
about & reporter who felt it wagn't enbugh to get a story--

he preferred to meke 1t,

Big Story on televislon =- brought te you by the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

_ THEME WIPE AND FADE_TQ BG_ON CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPATL:

e

- 27 -  REV.
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernsrd J. Prockter with
original rmsic composéd =~nd copducted by Viedimlr
Selinsky. Tonight!s program was rdapted by Abram 8.
Ginnes from an actuel story from &hé front.pages cf the
Birminghsm, Alabama News. Your narrator wes Bob Sloen,
snd Net Polen plryed the pnrt of Hugh Sperrow. In order
to protect the nrnes of people actuplly involved in '
tonizht's ~uthentie EIG STORY, the neues df all
chrracters in the dramatizatlon were chnhged with the

exception of the fenorter Mr, Sprrrov.

-u“—-—-.-u..-.-..-..-n‘w——_

This is Erncst Choppell Speﬂking for the nekors of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARTETTES. (PAUSL) Today America is
building the best«trained, bcst-equippad;_the bost
technicslly educ-ted Armed Torces in its historyl If
you went to enter.one of ﬁhé nany speciﬁlized fields,
larrn » professionel skill, work with ~dv-nced
techricues ond eguipment - go to your ﬁk°rﬁst recruitin.
office. TFind out =bout tha many onportuni les the
Arped Foreces offer volunbcers - todayi '

THIS IS HBC .,..... THE NTIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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T . ~~ AS BROADCAST

s THE BIG, STORY -
PHOGRAM #217
CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOAN

ELLEN JOAN SHEA

MES. D ~ JOAN SHEA-

MRS. P. ‘ NELLIE BURT _
g | S GEORGE PETRIE
| KID . ' DONNIE HARRIS

HORACE LARRY HAINES

TAXT | BILL KEEKE

C:NDY MAN BILL KEENE

WILL BERNIE GRANT

DRTECTIVE PRIL STERLING

UNDERT KER JOHN GIBSON

WEDNESDAY, WAY 23, 1951

HAVE YOU GIVEN BLOOD TODAY? JOIN THE PINT PLRADE!
CALL JUDSON 6-3000, EXT i43-145  HOTEL ASTOR -- MAY 3-28
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NBC, .

. THE BIG STCRY - 4217
go:oo)-(lo;so %M MAY 23, 1931 WEDNESDAY
"ANNCR: PELL, MELEL FAMOUS 'CIGARETTES present ...THE BIG BTORY !
(wusIcs _ _ _ FANFARE, PHEN INJO) I
Twol'v MWM.UMW .

ELLEN (HIGH) Wotta k1ll, wotte kill, Jus! put A% on that
eighter from Decatur and Ye! it ride.
HORACE? (HE'S DRUNK TOO) Shhh. & |
ELLEN: Wha' d94' I makef 7 passgu, B passes? Wotta night.
Gimme another drink. ' -
HORACE: cut 1% out, the_taxi‘s watﬁing.- Le's go_homé.
ELLEN: Imagine, the guy wooden hﬁhme roll ‘em agein. Wha'o
1 make? © passest? 10% ' . |
HCRACE! Come on kiddo, ie'a get In the taxi orlphe guy‘il
drive away. o ) o
ELLEN: Okay, I'm coming.
{STEPS, DOCR CLO3E, JUKE BOX FADES)
WILL: {VIOLENT) Ogay, okay. Yau asked for 1l
ESHOTS THEY KEEP €OMING, THREE, ‘THEN WJ;'MORE)
SPEPS RUN OFF)
HORACE: Wha kinda crazy guy was that firing 8 cap pistol?
Hey cabble--see that?
TAXIE: That was no cep pistel btrither, that deme layint
there at your feet is dead. |
(MuSIC: _ _ _ HIES_WARD THEN_BACKS) . |
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here 1s im:rica, its sound and its

fury, its joy &nd its sovyiw as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great Americen newspapers.

{MORE) :
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CHAFPPELL:
(CONT ID)

(MysIC:

e
(PAUSE} Cincinnati, ohio. The story of 6 love that
was to have lasted forever, but "forever" ended two
weeks later in death. And for his work, to Sam Wilson
of the Cineinnati Ohio T4mes Btar',. for his Big Story,
goes the PELL MELL AWARD. '

— e e e —

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #217

T2A-

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

L}

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL!

HARRICE!

Guard agalnst throat-scratch! Guard against throat-
sctratech! Guard  sgainst throat-scratch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL. '

Yes, smoke PELL MELL-~the cigarette whose mildness
you can messurs. |

Puff by puff youlre alwaya.ahead when y&ﬁ smoke

PELL MELL. o

Remember thils--the further & puff of smoka.is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomens. At the
first puff, PELL MELL smoké is filtered further than
that of any other 1eading'cigarette. Mb:ebver, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 17- by getual messupe --PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditlonally fine tobsccos still

travels the smoke further- filtéra the smoke and makes
it mild.

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

smoothness, mildness and sgﬁisraction ne other
cigarette offers you. .

Smoke PELL MELL=-« the cigarette whose milﬁness you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "OUTSTANDING"!
And - they are mild! |
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NARRATOR:

TAXI:

SAM:
TAXI:

SAM1

TARL:

SAM:

-3-

— o mam w owm e— W

Cincinnati, Ohlo. The story as 3¢ actually happened-~-
Sam Wilson's ‘stopry es he lived 1t.

- ot w—

Your name is Sam Wilson and thers's a tratition in
your family; & neﬁapnper gradition. Your father was
one of Cincinnati's outstanding reporters for éo years
and later the mayor of the town. And this 1a the
tradition (the reporter part of it anyhow)} that you
try to uphold. You get your chance at 5 A.M, in the
predawn patrol when you learn that & woman has been
killed outside the Charles Miller Cafe on Central
Avenue in Newport, Kentucky. Newport, ig Just &
few minutes Crom downtown Cincinnati. It's the texl
driver you got to firset. |

(AD LIBS) |
(AS IN THE MIDDLE OF A SPEECH) So this guy says, he
was Kind of drunk, what afe ya shootin' a2 pop gun off,
or maybe a cap pistol, T don't know what he salid, but
T seen her flop o the ground there....T shots.
What happened then? |

. &
ain't that enough? & shots

what happened? Did they just stend around?
Are you kiddin? The guy with the gun, he run down

Central Avenue, the guy wes with her, her escort or-
somethin', h £f 11k treak M
omethin e Was e a streak an .

T s+ Catdest” :

f—vﬂ&":?:

T aee o it e headquarters;
What did they look like? |
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TAXI: If I was to bump 1nt6 them right now and'they was to
ask me for a light, 1 wouldh't know them from Adem.
But that dame! One a them tiptilted noses, them
small ears and a mouth 1il;e a f}o‘ﬁer--honest V- -
like a flower, '
SAM: Couldn't take your eyes off; her, huh? Right down

to the earlobes! you gotb hef, but two guys you

didn't see. _
TAXI: They were Just guys. _
DETECTIVE: (ENTERING) Alright, break it up! Bresk 1t up. Let's

go. Who'lre you?
SAM: Wwilson, Lieutenant, Times-étar,_Cincinnaéi.
DETECTIVE Alright, you hecrd me, break 1t up! Break 1t up.
Come on, cabby, inside. | |
SAM: What've you got? By the'wﬁy, wﬁaﬁ's your name, I mean,

for the story?

DET: Look, donl't butter me up, ﬁrother, Name 's ﬂard;
SAM: Like hard as nalls, huh?'.What’ve you got, e
DET: {QUICKLY, ROUTINE) I got & dead girl on my hands, age

25, welght 120 pounds,

SAM: (INTERRUPTS) Quite a looker, 1 know. Wnat's her name?

DET: (KE DOESN"T KNOW, BUT TRIES TO COVER) " Red-brown hair,
blue g€yes...

SAM: No identification, huh? | o

DET: e T R ., ARSI

oOn the hem of her slip, dlacK
lace slip, embnoidefed 1n'whité,-the words "I love

you Forever',
e
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SAM: Let's not get sentimental, shell we?
{musgc: _ _ _ UP_AND UNDER) | .
NARR: The routine pictures are taken, &nd the routine

questions asked, of the cafe bartender, the cashier,

a pleasant drunk still on tﬁe scéng, and the only
thing you learn is what you;already know-+"Boy,

you shoudda seen that deme.”  And so since there's

no identificetion by 10 in ﬁhe monﬁing,.ybu amble over
to a place your father ofﬁeh told you you could find

identirfications...
(MUSIG:_ _ _ _FUNERAL_PARLOR)_
NARR: ....the undertakers establishment, and the worried
undertaker. | b
U.T.: Oh, I don't 1like this at all, not at all. A corpse

that been shot layin! right here in my-funeral parlor.
(HE TALKS IN HUSHED TONES THROUGHOUT)

SAM: Yeah, too bad, too bad. Who'!s been in to see the body?
U.T, (WARMING UP TO HIS PROFESSION) oh, lots of folks.

SAM: Who? '

U.T.: Oh, I don't kncw, Just curious,'I_guess,;don'?tyou

know people always come in ﬁo aée whols dead. My

wife used to say "Earl if you would charge ten c¢ents

to folks who come in to view who's dead, maybe we

could bulld that new wing_ﬁo the house.";
NARR: (IN VERY CLOSE)} 8o you sit and wait fqr;the other
free sdmissions hoping that one of them will be & clue
to the beaubiful dead girlfs identification. And then..
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NARR:
(GONT*D)

SAM:
NARR:

SAM:

J.T.:
SAM:

"
Two men. walk 1n,:100k at her not casually at all,
mumble something to each other thag yeu can't hear,
and you know in & moment théy know: hep, You walk
over. :
Excuse me, I wonder if T could. ..
(INTERRUPTS) The words die onh your mouth because the
look in their eyes says "B?ay awéy brofhér, Just
stay far away. We got nothlbg to say to you or
anybody else." end you keéb your distance and they
leave and there-is Just yoﬁ.and:the body and the
undertaker. ' _ :
My, I'm real worried. I mean, this is stt going to
ruln my reputation I mean;;I run ‘8 respectable
funeral parlor, I meah.., . '
I saw you talking to those, two meﬁ. Whozére they?
My wlfe always Bays you caﬁ’t be too caréful in this
1ine of business. One bad funeral and peoble say,
"oh, him, he handles only murdeprs,.." then, folks
who dies the natural way...you know what!i mean?
(REALIZING UE HAS TO GET OVER THIS FROBLEM BEFORE
THE MAN WILL TﬁiK) I think you gqt the wrong idesa, -
Earl. I think people appreclate what yoﬁ're doing,
KAAR hendling a funeral 1ike thia, m‘it's
1ike the ambulance that picks up & dead body, or like
the street cleaning department that picke up the mess,
or something. I think folke appreciate that,
Do you renlly?

Oh, sure. Who were those two fellows?:
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U.T. one of them $s her brother-in-law, He gave me a cheok,

Name!s 0lly Davis.

SAM: Where's he from?
UT. Lives over myton)/{mls,- _
SAM: Phanks, Youlre a real publie bvenefactor., This funeral

ought to do you & lot of good., Deyton, Kentucky, you éaid?

NARK: Daytnn is not too far fnr 8 legman to streteh and that is
what you are right now, a legman, ©0I1ly Davis ilen't home
right now, bubt Mrs. 011y Davis is and you shﬂw_her a
phatograph of the dead girl. . _

MRS. D.t (THROUGH TEARS) I always knew it. ©She was jﬁst too
beautiful for her own good. Her'25; married three times
already; end going around with who knows how many men.

DAM: Her name was? | .

MRS, D.: My sister, Ellen, kid eister, Ellen. Dead at 25,

$AM:  Who could she have Teen cub with that night?

MRS D.: I den't know, prnbably Ritchie, or Tony, or.mayhe that
Horace.

SAM: Whab.sla-hhaiseoihermmemesy

MRS D3 m*aanM'aﬁ‘WWﬁWﬁﬁm&*«mW

DR,

L e Bhe sMUE b HHVE AP EFTH Fo L In 6-on - 066 § 3 BE L

SAM: Who's the maln one right now?
MRS D, Probably Horace. Hel!s from Iit, Adoms.

sAM:  What does he look like?

MRS D: I only seen him once. Gnod lookin! fella; nice dark wavy
hair; 11ght blue eyes, big fella - maybe 6 feet... dead at
25 years of age. She was Just too beautiful,
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SAM:

NARR:

SAM:
KiDe

CANDYMAN?:
SAM:

—-8-—

Cincinnati, Why did Horace, if that was the fellow,
flee? Why 4idn't he go to the ooha? Was he a finger
man for the killer? Part of the desl? 4nd the blgger
guestion,.. How do you rind & Pellow when all you know
is, hels aboui 6.teet tall,'dark wavy halr; blue eyea;
named Horacet? Well =- Mts'ﬁdams is pot very big.;.
but it's hilly and each houée...i{?bu begln with the
door bell tochnique)... - |

.. -cach house has four or five occcupants and four or
five stories and no elevators, Your index fingel
begins to get tired ringing_bells, and yoﬁr lags begin
to get tired walking ﬁtalraL |

This!1ll take ti1ll vext July. No sense to it,

30 you pick key spots to ask questions. Drug stores,
supermarkets, gas stations #nd now you understand the
meaning of leg in legman and you flop into a chalr in
a candy store in Mt, Adams.

Gimme a nice cold glass of milk.

(IRATE, AGE ABOUT 9) How d'ya like that? I was here
first., When are ya gonne take my order?

Yessir, ¥You were first. {TO SaM) You'll excuse me?

Bure.
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KID1 Awplght, I want two cents worth of Jelly beans...-eowe

" peTy e~
gnonthaﬁﬂnhooolatewdropsr“ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂ%wwmovoenttwwerthv
Then gimme 3 cents worth of jaw breakers == the hard
ones, the real hard ones == not that jar =- the other
one. | .

CANDYMAN: Alright, there you are. That'll be five cents.

SAM: | Say, you wouldn't know a fells 1ivos around here ma ybe
by the name of Horace... tall fella, about 6 feet,
heavy set... dark wavy hair?

KID: (HAS A MOUTH FULL) These ain't the hard Jawbreakers!
There !re the soft ones..., I saild the hard ones,

CANDYMAN: (ANNOYED) Alright, give them to me, I'll glve you the
other ones. I'm sorry, I wasn't following you, sir.

SAM: I'm looking for a fella, 6 feet; good looking, sort of ..

by the nama of HRorace.

KID: Hey, that sounds like my Uncle Herble. He'ls & real blg,
good lonking fellae.. taller than you,

SAM: Alright, kid, goodbye.,, this fella's name 1s Horace.

KID: Phatls what T'm tellin! ya ~- that's my Uncle Herble,

SAM: What d'ya mean, your Uncle Herble?

KID: Well, everybody calls him Herble on accounta he don't

11ke the name of Horsce, He thinks it's a sissy name,

But his name!s Horsce,.

SAM: What'!s his other name and where does he live?
KID: Incle Herbile.

SAM: I mean his last name.

KID: . What's in it for me%
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(MUSIC:

HORACE

SAM:

HORACE !
SAM:

HORACE:

SAMi
HORACE:
SAM:
HORACE ¢

=10«

Give him e dimels worth of Jawbreakers ~m the real hard
kind, | |
gome on, I'11l show you where he lives,

SPEEDY INTO:)

(LoW) I don!t vant to talk about it I just wanna forget

about the whole thing. Ch wha night,

That's very cute. Woman sho@,i?iuliets get pumped into
her, youlre stendln! there rihht next to her and you want
to forget &ll about 1% ._ '
The mogt horribvle expﬁrienoe 1n all my 1ife.

Brother, youtve got a surprise com;qg. Things are just
beginning to get horrlble rhr.you.' Bees & woman shot and
doesn'tt even call the p011eé.5"Ehev‘gﬂf“naeﬁqmaaﬁaaw@op”

-e*ﬁhtﬁgwitkﬁ*ﬁhﬂﬁfﬂ

Bglclmnhme s a v

ucallaiéj:fjﬁ”1¥?“‘

C M

e

B 3S have asome*'moré %‘E’I‘I‘G’f‘ﬁ“&ﬁﬂ%ﬁé‘s*%ﬁ“é’é’fﬁ? ‘B‘S"
e AE ke o You know the gay you}re acting, a guy
would think; 1ike I think; that you wers in on 1t; you
were the floger man. Can ?bﬁ pro*e"you weren'ty
(BURSTING) In on 1t? You must be  out nf;ﬁour mind.
What d'ya think I run off for? I;wés scared hetd turn
on me end shoot me next. . |
That's a 1ittle bétter. who”was he?
T dontt know, A BuUuYy. :
pDon't you think maybe ve ought to talk ebout 142
Okay, 1f you say 50,
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SAM: Alright let’a)'go to a nice quiet place where jyou can

sit down and tell me ell about it. Unburden yourself.
aecl .

Ang then maybe, majbe I said, you cav forget?about 1t.

Come on Horace == %Her‘bie, come oN.

(MIDDT.E COMMERCIAL)
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'mig BTG STORY

PROGRAM #217

MIDDLE COMME

RCIAL:

GROUP

CHAFPELLs

BARRICE !
CHAPPELL:

RARRICE:

Guard ageinst dhroat~scratohl :Guand against.throafn
serateh! Cuard against throat-scratchl Enjoy the smooth
smooth smoking of fire tobaccos, Smokg a PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke FELL MELL ~ the ciéarette vwhose mildness you
can measure. _ B j

Purf by puff you're alweys ahead when you smoke PELL MEIL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered furthor
than that of any other 1eading cig&fétte. .Moreovef;
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17;-;33 sotual meagure - PELL
MELL'S greater length of tradttionai}y fine tobaccos
st11l travels the smoke further - filters the smoke mnd
makes 1t mild,

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and sqttgtgptiﬁn no ¢ther cigarette

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

Nl

offers you. _

Guard against threat~seratohl

Enjoy the smooth smoking of ﬁlne tobaceos,

8moke PELL MELL - the'cigarétte whose mildness you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl’

And ~ they are mildl
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VOICES !

HORACE :

SAM:

HORACE ¢

SAM:

HORACE :

SAM:
HORACE:

=13~

ey el

this is Cy Hawxrlee peturning you to your narrater and

the Big Story of Sam Wilson as he 1¢ved it and wrote it.
The escort of the peaubiful déad girl gits 1n g chalr
glaring at you Sam yilson. Becgus’e__the ni:c'e aquiet place
youtve taken him to to get his full story (the gops don't
know about this yet} is the nlce quiet city room of the
Times=3tar. |

(BG ADLIBS) Get thet ‘down to linotype.

T wapt & full face picture of nim.

Get it in his own handwriting for a nice front page

facsimile.

- (OVER THIS) You aaid g8 nlce. quiet place. You said you'd

keep it to yourself,

Come on, brother, sou Te news, you're big neus. Besldes

you cantt afford to Ye 80 choosy, pan A -

-gaunuq-huhﬂ Yruld finiahed msking the rounds of the

Newport hotspots,.. then what? _
Well, we had had enough to drink. Ve walked out of the

cafe. We were about to get in a cab and then ZINGO the

fiveworks went off,

vou don't know the guy?

No, just he wes one of her ex=-boyfriends, I could give
you a deseription. |

Alright, do that, Nob too fast,-I want to take this down.
{VERY Pnomssxomux) Killer was age 25, perhaps 26,

height 5'8%“, weight 1—?—0 dark hair parted on the right
side .
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HORACE 3

SAM:

HORACE : |

SAM:

SAM1

-4

{SURPRISED AT THE IESCRIPTIQN);Iou'mdst have took a good
look at that. guy. , j '
(CASUALLY) Ch, ¥ do that with: evarybndy. I'm studying
up for the detective!s examination. I flunked it twice
so T'm practicin!, . _ '
Thatls vary nice. 0K, ve gof,a description.
(PICKS UP PHONE) ! ' |
Honey, put me through quick to the Newport police,
Iieutepant Hard. (TO HORAOE wHILE HE WAITS) Any scers,.
distinguishing featuros? ’ _ .
(EASILY) No scars on face. élight disqolofation,
pirthmark on the rigrzﬂiﬂn& %W,’ ST
1Lt. Hard, Sam Wilson.q Got & fella here in my office I
think yould be interested in, That girl's escort, the
dead one. Alright donlt jump down my throat. I sald
the guy's here, I'1l keep hin ror you, -He says the
killer was one of her ex-boyfriends. May I meke a
suggestion, Lisutensnt... no Itm not trying to te _
sarcastiqu. helpful, Stop ofr at Mre, Ollie Tavist in
Dayton5#%rf§é be ask around Newpovt for - pictures of her
ex-boyfriends.ccscen Alrisht, 1t., I sald I'd keep him here.
so your nate Ls Wilson, huh?
That's right' Iteutenant.
ﬁﬁnnmmwmmxmmﬁﬁmﬁﬁmm$WWTHERMﬂm*ﬂmwmm@wﬁ”
'~mnaheﬂmﬂilaaaqneohﬁﬁlﬁ“thewﬂﬂiu9£n¢hema9ps,.;

1awaikhthevtime#

isﬁiaqakhpg&haeamenttaeagwhgﬁ You got the pletures?
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DETECTIVE: I got the plctures, You just step aside, Alright; you,

KORACE s
IBET:

HORACE s

e )

take a look, Which one of these was the guy shot her?
I'd like to explain, Lt., why I didn't call you, I mean.
You got plenty of time to explain later. Which one of
the guys? .

(OVER SOUND OF PICTURES BEING SHUFFIED) Nd,ithat'a not
him.... N0sses she went out with this fells a long bime
BEC eaes There!s the guy. There he is, My'deacript;on
was pretty good, right? o

Will Pringle. Well, well. So at last he!s got & name .
Last known addresa ElmirahRoaa, Pfincetou, Kentucky.
Mind 1f I jot that down? .

You can copy 1t down end set.it up in type for all I care;
but the next time, I'1ll call you, Wilson,

UBvsosrs) ' |

s —

Okay, 1f that's the way &wan& to play. After all,
you were cooperative, you aid call vai ut you can see
th/n;; polnt of view, end so youﬁﬁ gef Mr,
Will Pringle on the telephone on Elmira Rosd, and you
learn there’s no phone... But there is a phone at the
nearby hardware store and the man is kind enough to call
Mrs. Pringle to the phone. Not his wife «= his mother,
Mras. Pringle; I'm afrald I've got a little Dad news...
(FILTER, BURSTING) It's Will, isn't it? Tell me what did

he do? What d4id he dev?
T think I'd better come out and tell you,
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MRS PRINGLE:

~16=

Beat-up 1is not the word for the place, nor even run down
at the heels, but seedy, vawmmy, Zone -== that!s more
accurate. Nn_phone. A c¢old-water flat, no plumbing
and a tired old lady who slts on & broken-down bed
while you sit on the only chelr in the room.

Once upon & time we had & farm, Wo had a littls money,

B

{GENTLY) Where is your son, Mrs, Pringle?
& girl -~ a girl can do that, A girl got into his '
bloodstream. He used to work, he was the best worker

you could find WMy

SAM:
MRS P:

He's not around now?

And then to end up my life... I once had a house with
flowers growing arcound 1t and 60 scres of land... not a
thing, not a bed; I don't even own. I got to walk two
flights of stalrs to take a bath,

Where would he be, Mrs. Pringle? Have jou any 1dea?
Ah, poor boy, le's so mixed up. When he gets in
trnuble; bad trouble... sometimes he used to ga back to
the barn. Therel's a small, little cubby-hole of & room
there in the loft end he used to go there vhen he was
ip trouble, I don't know, mayte he went there.

Where is that?
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MRS PRINGIE: (REMEMBERING IT FONDLY) You go out past iﬁdianapolis
on Reute 132, you turm 1eft ét the big old mill and the
second house on the right, that's it, Therels a big
field of alfalfa, corn -- you canlt miss it. Itis got
white-vashed rocks like for a fence and the number is
1164 -~ Ain't that a pretty:number? 1164¢ (FLAT)
The barn's at the back; .

(MUSIC:  _ _ _IN MOVEMENT INTO SCENE & UNLER)
*Tﬁggfg > 1Itﬂs~dus%w33vshe»aaiﬁ““"a*&nvsiy“thﬁevmhe&utiﬁuEWWﬂwwmmfm
u"HME_ rolling field and & barn and you climd up the 1&dder;a’”¢ﬂd

“..into the hayloft and there's the small cubbyhale“of a
f:bmkwith a kidl!'s double~detker bunk against the slde
of thé‘hqrn and a man sitting in it 2f9ﬁfng out the
tern window.\ A man, aged 25, heiggp t8 = weight
1-7-0, dark hafb,ﬁParted on one ide.

WILL; {SFEAKS IN QUIET SGRQHTONES THROUGHOUT - THE CONFESSION
COMES EASILY, HE'S BEENWA?

NG 70 TALK), I loved that
girl 1ike nobody in the yoxld btefore I ever met, If
she said fly, I'a £ly,/Af Bﬂé“aaid vork'lx worked, 50 I
took the farm that old man 10?@ to me and my maw and
I sold 1t. Elev thnusand dollars'i got for the farm
and I spent evééiﬂcent oh her. 4 coat Ingjve her, a
little spegdy car, a fancy vecation in the 1ake TeRrion,
She likgd to gamble ~ I give her 500 dollars, a thousand

and say go have a gond time and then she throvs

oyer.

SAM: That's why, huh?
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SAM:

NARR:

SAM :

WILL:

SAM:

WILL:

It's just as she sald, A lovely house, bsautiful rdlling
fields and a barn., You c¢limb up the'iadder.into the
hayloft and there's the smallgcubbyholé of & roop‘with &
kid's double-decker bunk against the side of bha bafn and
& man sitting in it, stapring out the:barn window.
(SOFTLY. AS HE WALKS) Yournnswe Pringlef Will Pringle?
(SAME) The msn, ege 25, height 5 feot 8 inches, veight
one seven oh, dark hair parted on the 31de,.m§rely 1sans
his heavy head upon his open palm - sgys nothing.
I think the police'll ba here goon, Will -~ any minute
a8 & watter of fact. (PAUSE) Nice here, real nice, Feller
could have his own thoughts here, uninterrupted.

{WILL STIRS FROM THE BUNK) |
(TAL¥S EASILY. HE'S BEEN WANTING TO TALK T0 SOMEONE ALL
ALONG) Look outa that window there, wister. Ever seen
green that green before? A fleld tha£ sort ang glving?
(WITH HIM) Beautiful, _
Then you Been the house and the_bérn and the filelds -~
maybe you can understand. Maybe'somébody ozn understahd.
I don't quite follow you, Will ~- I mean all the way.
{PAUSE) | |
I loved that girl like nobody.ih the worls before that
I ever met, If she sald ly I?d fly. If she sald work,

I worked, And one day know what she done?
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SAM:
WILL:

ELIEN:

WILL:

ELLEN:
WILL:

ELIEN:

WILL:

ELIEN:

WILL:
ELIEN:

e

5/23/51 -7 (W)

What? _ o o _ _
(REMEMBERING IT FOREVER) Come ulp to me. I ves out in the
north pasture, see there -- come up with the wind blowing
behind her and ruffing iip her hair, and a kind of & smile
on her face ané that voloe of hers--- (FADING) what

e voicse, ' ) '

(SHE!'S A HARD BITCH, BUT THIS GUY LOVES HER AND HEARS HER
DIFFERENTLY THAN YOU AND I) Got mud 59.11 over wy

pumps . .

I'm awful soyry, Ellen. If I'd of known you was ooming
over here I'd of cariled you... |

You like this Sump? | _

Ellen, 1t's a farw -~ one of the bedt anywheras. Ask
folka, everybody'll tell you:Pringle ﬁl&ce 18-~ _
Pringle place 1is for piga. Aak me, 111l tell you. Get up
five in the morning, milk the cows, feed thpisow; throw
1t for tho chickens, take our of the herd to pasture.

Bed at 7. Plumbing 1n the baok yard.

Don't you like 1%, Ellen - cauge if this ain't what

you want.

Sell 1t.

Hunh? _ . -

Get rid of it, sell 1t.. Get the cash mdney. .Then'I'll
show you what living is, Real alive 1lilving..

(A PAUSE) |
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[ BIG STORY 5/23/51 ~17C- (E)

WILL:

ELLEN:
WILL:
ELLEN;
WILL:

ELLEN:
WILL:

SAM:
WILL:

SAM:
WILL:

(BACK IN THE IOFT OF THE BARN) My ra@her got the famm

from his father, and he give 1t to me. But if she said

1y, T'a £iy, (FLAT) I sold 1t for eleven thousand and

every cent I got I spent on her, . :

Now that's more like 1%,

(EXPLAINING) A little speedy red car I got her.

(BIGGER) Now you'fre talking, Willie boy.

(SAME) She wanted to take a vacation in that there TLake

Placid or something.

Oh, Willie baby, could I kiss you!

I give her a thousand dollar hill for'her birthday_seis

she could go to one of them gambling houses and enjoy

herself. I glve her everything I had -~ and shalthrew me
over, _ |

That!s why you killed her, Will, _ o
(ANSWERING AND NOT ANSWERING) Finally I;didn}t-have
nothing lef¢t. Just my car - a beét-uﬁ oid Jalop., I used
to go park in front of her house and wait, maybe when phe
came out sheld say hello to me; ﬁgybe when Bhé_come home
2t night she'd smile at me. But.ﬁo, nothing.

I see, So that'ts why,

I moved my own mother into a dumﬁ for.ﬁer. You wouldntt
even put a hound dog in & place iike I put my mother and
Ellen didn't even look at me, .Do you know, mister, I
parked my ear three days in front of her house, Just
walting to see her and have her say hello to me, and .

finally she did stop &t the car and talk.. (FADIHG)
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_.i BIG STORY 5/23/5) ~17D- NEW

‘ELLEN
WILL:
ELLEN:

WILL:
ELLEN:

WILL:
ELLEN:
WILL:
ELLEN:
WILL:
ELLEN:
WILL:

ELLEN:

WILL:

Well, well, well, ¥illie the Weeper, howls the boy?

Don!t joke Ellen.

A1l right, T won't. How do you like my new eyebrows. See
they don't curve up no more; they go down., Latest style,
(DESPERATE) Ellen yod know what you're doing to me.

Don't blame me, youlre doing it all to yourself, Did I
make you sell the farm, move your old lady inﬁo-—-
(PLACATORY) I don’t want to go thru it 21l again. Henest
Ellen. I want things to be what they wére. I don't

vant accusing_and feelinp bad znd ---

(HER TRUMP? Hey, Willie - you wan®t to right things?

Sure, I co, sure.

Well, how!s about lending me your car. I got a date
tonight and the feller's calling for me, his car's over
the garage getting fixed so---

You want to borrow my car (the only thing I got left) to
go out with another feller---

Yeah, Horace. Hels kind of cute.

(FULL VIOLENCE) MNo!. No. NO NONO!

(FRIGHTENED BY HIS FURY) Okay. Just a Joke. Just a
funny idea. Can't you take & Joke no more, Will---
(DEADLY) I never said No to you before, but now itts No,
(PAUSE) (IN THE HAYLOFT) So I sold the car that day and I
bought a gun. I Wanted one with a 1ot of bullets in it so
I could give it to her like she gave it to me and my old
1ady and my whole fomily - 1f you know what I mean.
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WILL: \\\ Finally; I didn't have nothiug lert; just my car ~ &8
N at-up jalopy. I used to go park the car in front of
EE}Nhouse waiting maybe when she came out she'd Bay,héiiﬁ
to me, maybe when she went back at night, she '@ gmile Q—
but no, no Jﬁ/,f”
SAM: So that!s why
WILL: I moved my own mother into a 4 'ﬂiz;;r her = you

#and she didn't even look at

me. Do you know parked my car three days 1n

Eleven theusghd dollars, & farm, my job, my old lady,
everythi gf/ She wouldn't so much as gimme the time of
dey. .80 I traded in the car and I bought a guns I
wapfgd one that had a lotta bullets in it 80 I c::ﬁr\\

WI TEEY —

SAM: I know what you mean -~ 7 bullets. Well, we better get

goin, huh? B
WILL: Sure. Say, fella, I glve her a slip once - she was

crazy for black slips, You know what I dome?

SAM: Whet?

WILL: That was the most expensive slip you could buy, I btook
1% to an embroiderer and I had them far on Lealeos: "1
love you forever," Say; you wouldn't know whether she

_____ 7Aa

wes maybe wearing that slip, I mean at the time, wouiia

you?
SAM: . (A BEAT) No, felle, I wculdn't know, Come on.
(MUSTG:_ _ _ UR_TO TAG)
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CHAPPELL: Tn just & mement we will read you a telegram from Sam
Wilson, of the Cincinnati, Ohio Times-Ster with the
final outcome of tonightls BIG STORY,

(MusICs . . TURN TABIE)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #217

CLOSTNG COMMERCTAL:

GROUP:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE

cuard against throat-scratcht-_&u&rﬁ égainsﬁ throat-~

scpatchl Guard against throat-seratehl Eujoy the smooth

smooth smoking of fine tobaceﬁs. smoke & PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PrLL MELL = the cigaretﬁe; whose mildness you
can measure. _ | , '

Remember bthis ; the further a_puff of smoke is f1ltered
through fine tobaccos, the wilder it becomés.

At the fivst purf PELL MELL smoke 18 filtered further

than that of any other 1eading cigarvette. Nomover-, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 17 = by astual Measure ~ PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionﬁils fire tovaccos still
travels the smnke further = filteré the smﬁke and makes

1t mild. - |

Thus, PELL MELL!S fine mellow tob§0005 give yowu &
smoothness; mildpess and sﬁtisfacj;en nﬁ other cigarette
off'ers Jou. | '

psk for the longer, finey ciparettie in the aistinguished
red package - FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “outgtendingl®

And - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :
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—

Now we read you that telegram*from Sam Wilson or_the
Cincinnati Times~Star... ' |

Killer 1n tonight's Big Story was indicted and convicted
of voluntary manslaughter. .Hé soid ﬁia mind went blank
and he was blind wifh'jealnusy. He-ieceiveq a 2lwyear
sentence. Meny thanks for tonight's PELL VELL award,
Thenk you; Mr. Wilson... the wakers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Avard {for notable service in the field nf.jéurnaliam.
Listen apain next week; same timo; same station, when
PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES will preéent another BIG
STORY... A Big Story from the front ';ages of the
Mimneapelis Star«w and Tribuhe-, by-1line Paul
Presbrey, & BIG 3TORY about human'hearts; humen
passions; human lives - In conflict -~ and what one

reporter did about 1%,

—— —

And remember, every week you ¢an see another aifferent
Big Story on television =~ bbought tp you by the makers
of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES.

—— v R wie o e e

THEME WIPE & FAIE_TO BG ON CUE)
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is pfoduced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed end conducted by Vliadimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program-ﬁas edapted by Arnold Perl
from an actual story from the front vages of the Cincinn-
ati, Ohio, Times-Ster. Your narretor was Bob Sloan, and
George Petrie played the part of Sam Wilson. In order
to protect the names of people actually involved in
tonight's authentiec BIG STORY, the names of . all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the
exception of the reportar, Mr. Wilson.

CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell spesking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES., (PAUSE) Saturdey 1s
Poopy Day. The bright red popoy yéuill vin on ybﬁrl
lapel was made by a dicabled veteran. It's his badge
of courage .,. a tribute to.the var desad from the _
Argonne to Korea. Weor it proudly. Give generously.

This is NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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HAVE YOU GIVEN BLOOD TODAY? JOIN THE PINT PARADE!

1l
CALL JUDSON 6-3000 EXT 143-145 HOTEL ASTOR MAY 3-28
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¥BC TEE_BIG STORY $#218
____19_3_a.£0=03>-( : r)a i MAY 30, 1951 WIDNESDAY
CHAPPELL PRLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY.
MUSIG:  _ _ _FANEARE)
(CONPh SRR DS R, )
LEO A1l right, Steve - set it off -
STEVEs Right s.cen
(SCRATCH AND FIL RE OF MATCH)
( BN DB EARTE~OPMEUS R,
(LOW RUMBLE OF EXPLOSION, DULL, MUFFLED)
STEVE: Binrzol Blew the door right off, Lezo.
LEQ: Get in there, an' get the douzh out. Wo just want
the grean stuff.
(WE HELR A DOOR SLIDE DrEN OFF)
STVE: (LCW) Hey, Leol Someone's comin's
LEO: Dowse the flashlisht you fool.
(WE HFAR STEPS COMING Ur. ECHOING, THIN 5TOP)
BILL: (OFF) Who's there? (BZLT) Come on, answer L@...
who'ls in there® (BEAT) Okay, I'11 have to see for
myrselfl,
STRVR: Leo, he's turned his flash on us -~ it's & copi
- (S80UND, €HOT. GRCAN. 2 MOLT SHOTS) |
QUsIC: _ . _CUAZRINY
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CHﬁ:PPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here is America. I%s sound and its
fury, 1ts joy and its sorrow,.'aa fgiii:hf‘ully'reported
by the men and women of the.sreat Amerlcan newspapers.
(FLAT) Minneapolis, Minnesota. From the pages of
the Star and Tribune, the story of m reporter who .
parlayed @ half-fdrgobten memﬁz-y..into & long remembered
‘manhunt. Tonight, to Paul Presbrey of the Minnespolis
Star end Tribune, for.hia Big_Story' goes the
PELL MELL Awerd! |

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
THOGRAM # 218 -2-

CPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard egainst throat-mecratch!  Ouard against throat-
scratch! Guard against throat-seratch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth Emoking of fineftobaécos. Smoke &

PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL- the cig;retté whose.mildnesa
you can measure. _ -
HARRICE: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL
CHAPPELL: Remember this--the further a ﬁuff ofismoke'is filtéred
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. At the
first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s_f11tér§d further than
that of any other leasding ciggrette._ Morever, sfter.
5 puffs, or 10, or 17--by actual measure - PELL MELL'S

- grester length of traditionaliy fine tobaocods still .
travels the smoke further- filters the smoke and
makes 1t mild, '

HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine melléw tobaécbs give you &

pmoothness, mildness and satigfaction no other

clgarette offers you., .
CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL- the clgarette whose mildness you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES- "Qutstandéing"!
HARRICE: And - they are mildl '
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(MysIc: _ _ _THEME_ANP_UNDER)

CHAFPPELL: Minneapolisg, Minnesota...the Btory ah_it actually
happened. . Paul Presbrey's story, as ﬁe lived it...

(MUSIC: _ _ _UE AND UNDER)_ | |

NARR: They ca1¥%it the biggest manhunt in the history of
the Upper Midwest. DBefore it was through, it apread
from Minnesota &z *L orth Dakota o jtrkw

aefree % v Wt Kawdw.

Scuth Dakotaﬁ Bafore it was through, you, Paul Presbrey
of the Minnespolls Ster and Tribune, had a thrill a
minute, and a newaﬁaperman s dream come true. Hledswig
youp-pip-Sbery. It baéine—on a spring gay, in a
restaurant in Minneapolis. You, Reul-Rpesewey, sare (W le
Jjust tearing into a hamburger when you are approached
by an o1d acquaintance, whose whiskey breathiggzs to
you a few feet before he éiea...

SHARKEY ¢ (BEERY) (WHINING) Presbrey, look. I wonder 1f you'd
give a guy.., | '

EAUL: No.

SHARKEY ¢ All I want 1s & buck t0...

PAUL: No.

SHARKEY: You mean you wouldn't part with a buck to help &
hungry man?

PAUL: Sure I would. But you're not hungry, Sharkey.
You're thiraty! |

SHARKEY : I tell ya I'm,..

PAUL: { INPERRUPTS)} I know. Youiré hungry. Oksy. 81t
down and I'll buy you dinner.

_ﬂTHOj 0172448
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SHARKEY :
PAUL:

SHARKEY:

PAUL:

SHARKEY :
PAUL:

SHARKEY:

PAUL:
SHARKEY:
PAUL:

{MUSIC:

— -

NARR:

-l #218
(A BEAT) Dinner?

That 's right. &nd you'ld better eat every erumb of 1it,

. or else. Now, letis gee. Welll oprder you up some

soup first..then & nice ®ig hamburg steak, onions,
french fries..after that,. spple ple and....
Uh...Presbery, walt a minute.

Yes?

I'm not that hungry.

I know. I flgured you weren't. Look, Sharkey,
whatts your pelcentage, hanging around like thls,
bumming-ﬂ&eteié:;%s:atmes'from everyone you see?

Why don't you lay off the booze and get yourself a Job.
why? Because I'm sn €X-con, see? Nobodyill give @
gtip-bum like me a break. (HE LAUGHS BEERILY) Work?
Are you kiddin't? Whose gonng give me work? .
I will, if you're serlious.

You will?

That'!s right; Sharkey. If you want to make & few
dollars, come sround to my house. I've got a back
yard that needs digging up and turning end seceding.

You say you want work...come apround and prove it!

P = e

Youlre sure he won't. Not Pete Sharkey. Hels &t

home with a glass 1n his hand, but not a shovel.

But life is full of little gurprises. Because he does

ghow up..not just by himself, but with & couple of
other men..a couple of hard iooking strangers you've

never seel...
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SHARKEY: Presbrey, theee two guys are friende of mine. They
need a fast buck, too, so I figured I'd bring 'em along
an' spllt the job three ways.. You don't mind, do ya?

PAUL: (A BEAT, THEN DOUBTFUL) No. I don't mind. .

LEO: How much you went to pay for this job, Mister?

PAUL: I figured about $25 dollers. .

LEO1 Are you kldding?

STEVE: Get him $25 bucks. This is & pretty big yerd, Mister.
LEO: Yeah. It's worth $50, | | '
PAUL: It isn't that big.

LEO: Oh, Hot _ _

PAUL: No. I h-d a man come in and quote the job yesterday.

He 5216 $25.--

STEVE: And we're saying $50. get me®

PAUL: I get you. And 1t was nice kﬁowing you. -

LEO: So it's no deal, huh? B

PAUL: No deal.

LEO: Why you cheap, no-good, tightwadl

STEVE: Yeah. We oughta beat his face in, Iwe, the 1OWG oW« v a s
PAUL: (SHARF) Sharkey!

SHARKEY : Yeah? _

PAUL: Take your friends and get out of hére!

SHARKEY': Loo¥, Presbrey, they only gaid..

PAUL: I heard what they sald. Now get them out bf here..quick!
(MUSIC: UP AND UNDER)

[ = . L=t i
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MARGE:
BILL:
MARGE ¢
BILL:

MARGE:

MARGE:

BILL:

BIlL:

MARGE:

-6- #218
Just an ineldent, It happons, yoque irritated, and you
forget it. Yowmmever dvemmsthat-thit=becomesra-throad
1N POUR-BAG-SHOTmkeb e 50, hE. LUE LR LN Gt U

CHPEEYE T TN TIY " Woave-bhonidnishod~Labnio . You

never suspect how closely 1£ becomes.tied up with
a phone c&ll a few.nights lat;r, 16 the quiet Riehfield
gection of Minneapolils. The phone!rings in the home
of & young police officfer named Carlson, .
{ PHONE RING) '
Darling....
Yes, Marge?
Den't answer 1lt.
I've got to answer it. It may be from Heédquarteps.
( PHONE RINGS AGAIN} -
Oh, darn., It's always headquarters. You'ré off-duty.
Bill. Why can't they let yoﬁ'spend-ggg night home
with your wife and c¢hlldren... | | |
{ PHONE RING)
(DISGUSTED)  Oh, go sheadl Answer it!
(REVEIVER OFF HOQK)
Hello? Oh, he11o,Q§§§$§? what? Tonlght? Well, I
don't know, I...(CUTS AND PAUSE)' 1 see. Well, in that
case.. okay. I wouldn't want to let you down. All
right, be on the beat in half an hqur.,__
(REGEIVER ON HOOK) ~ |

Adici s,

Marge, that was Jewey Malone. He..

(WEARILY) I know.'He's got night duty, and there's

a girl over in Saint Peul he's in love with, &nd she's

: ' -
getting tired of sitting eround alongﬁnightd. {MCRE)

 ATHOT 0172451




MARGE:
(CONT'D)
BILL:
MARGE:
BILL:

MARGE:
BILL:
MARGE:
BILL:
MARGE:

— e e = —

SARGEANT :
BILL:
SERGEANT:
BILL:

EERGEANT :

BILL:

«7- #218
And he wants you to take over his béat.tonight, and
he'll return the favor one of these days.
(STARES) How!d you know all that?
Hasn't it heppened hefore? _
Marge, look. He already got permission from the
Sargesnt, end he's reazlly gone on this girl. He asked
me, and well,.,what could I do?
I know what he could do. '
Whet?
Marry the girl.
Aagh, Marge, I oouldn't turn. down the kid...
(SBMILE) I know you couldnit, Darling. I'm sorry I
was annoyed, You go ahead,land I'il Bee fou in

the morning.

BRIDGE OR_TRANSITION)

e mam ma e me e g M e

{WE HEAR RAPID FOOTSTEPS ON SIDEWALK, THEY STOP
(WE HEAR A POLICE CALL BOX OPEN, A=SMABE-BRANK
(¥OFN, RECEIVER OFF HOOK, CLICKING IN FILTER)
(FILTER) Sergeant ‘Adams, Desk.
(Low) Serge, B111 Carlson, Call Box 33.
Yeah, Cerlson? : | o fotentin
Tuere's something funny going on in the ﬂﬁﬂ?&ﬁEH%ai
Loffee~Company, across the stpeet..seventy-aixth
and Lyndale Avenue South. . '
What d'ycu mean, funny¢
Just saw & light moving around through thé ﬁindow.
I'm going .in and investigato.

ATKO1 0172452




-8~ ' #218
SERGERNT : Okay, Carlson, But be careful. Ifll radio & prowl car

over there to cover you as secbn as possible.

{MUSIC: _ _ _BRIDGE)_

( CONRACT--SOUNBEY=METALr. )

LEO: (IoW) Steve. .. |

STEVE: Yeah, Leo? : - .

LEO: What's the matter, what's holdin' you up? Can't you
get the fuse set in that oratér |

STEVE: I've got it, I've got it. This safe is tough.

LEO: Petel -

SHARKEY : Yeah? _

LEO: Throw that wed blanket over this crate. This soup
makes a racket when it goes_’dil‘i‘, an' we wa.nt_: to keép
1t down... |

SHARKEY : Okay. Qot 1t covered,

LEO: R1X rignt, Steve. Set 1t off..

Fhowe ‘agizf- (SCRATCH AND FLARE OF MATCH)

(SIEM~OF-BUSE) |
(A DULL MUFFLED EXPLOSION)

STEVE: Bingo! Blew the door right off, Leo.

LEO: Get In there an' get the dough out; ‘We Just want
the green sturr. (HE CQUTS AS) .

(WE HEAR A DOOR SLIDE OFF) . _

STEVE: (Low, ALA ED) Hey, Leot Soﬁeoneis coming..

LEG: Douse tha fdoagm:-Pebe, you foolt

RETE: (NERVQUS ). Johe~yeh, .

STEVET™ (LW eaes .

LEGs—""" (JoudmerQuiet ., .
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BILL:

STEVE:
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MARGE:

INSPECTCR:
MARGE:

-9~ #218
(WE HEAR SLOW STEPS OFF, ECHOING A LITTLE ON
CONCRETE. THEY STOP)
(OFF) Who's there? .
{NO ANSWER)
(STEPS COME US CLOSE, THEN STOP)
Come on, answer me, who's in  heré? (PAUSE)
Okay. I'11 have té see for myself.
{YELLS SUDDENLY) Lec! He's turned his flash on us.
16's & cop...!} '

(A SHOT. A GROAN ANOTHER SHOT.ANOTHER,

— o g e R W s R

Shertly afterward, you, Paul Presbrey of the Minneapolils
Star-Jewwsmal and Tribune éré'on the scene. You stare
at the‘%i3§223'sare, end the.ﬁhité Qheet coverling the
body that was once Patrolman'Bill.cﬁrlson ex-marine,
father of twe children. You watch'lhspector Brad
White's grim face, as he llstens to the widow..
{CRYING) He wasn't suppoged to be on duty; Inspector.
He was home with me, ané this pﬁone call came, and
Bill said, all right, he'd go. He ﬁad aubﬁ a big
heart, he Just couldn't refuse... '

Mrs., Carlson, T.....u004 |

If he'd only said 'no.! 1If only I hedn't let him

go. He'd be home tonlght, hé‘d be alive, held

be wlth the children and me.  Now..now, hels dead,
Inspector, dead. He went thvough four yeers with the
Marines, I prayed tor him every night, and he came
back, heweamewbeek, But now..now; helll never coms
vack...(SHE BREAKS INTO SOBBING)
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INSPECTOR:

Mre. Carlson, I know how you must feel. I know

-10- #218

there!s nothing we can say now that's going to help.

we'll hound them down.

I promiee you this..,they'll wish to the end of

. But whoever, they are, we'll find them, Whefever they are,

And ﬂhen we finally get them,

their 1iving days that they never killed a police

officert

L= = i Sl

INSPECTOR:

PAUL:
INSPECTOR:

SERGEANT :
INSPECTOR:
SERGEANT ¢

INSPECTOR:
PAUL:
INSPECTOR!

PAUL:

saw the getaway car leave.

end questions her, comes out and Gells ydu

wad

\\ .
Three men ran out to the car, Paul.

lagging behind, and the othe

NN

-wAMwn—*hénas-besin_&a.nagpenum.Eira&nmaamihn

Inspector whi:

hurry ,~they drove off without Aim.

Did thls womiﬂbsee where ¢
She says he to 58 the fields, as fast &s

he could run!

(COMING ON)

Yes?

Bradgs the third men must have dropped 1it.

Labks like 1t.

cwn 1n a hurry.

How?

rds from where the getawsy car left,

And this glves us & chance to

ATHO1

goes in

But one of thém

two were ln such &

third man went, Brad?

.Here .~
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NARR:

DEVERS:

INSPECTOR:
DEVERS:

INSPECTOR:
DEVERS:
INSFECTOR:
DEVERS:

PAUL:
DEVERS:

Nov things begin to happen. ‘A man comes lnto Police
Headquarters - & man nemed Devers., He lives acfoss
the street from the warehdusé, and he's pale, jJumpy.
And he has information, valﬁablelinformation..;.

I was kind of dozin', Inspector...just couldn't get
off to sleep, s omehow, Then, all of & sudden I
heard shots, comin' from the warehouae...three of
theu, .. . .

What did you do then? _

I.,.I ran to the window, looked out. I seen this car,

standin' et the ourb, & big black ¢ar, Then some wen

runnlin! out of the warehousé...

How many men?

Throe,

You're sure? _

Yesslr. Yessir, I'd BWear:to it, Two of ‘'em was
runnin' shead of the third, They got into the cax,
started up the motor, T guess they didn'ﬁ want to
veste the time waltin' for.the ihird. Anywey, they
startéd up fast. The thivd man made a grab for the
car, an'! misszed,.

You mean he was left behlnd?

That's right. Kind of run around on the road 1like

a chicken without & head, not knowin'! what to do,
Then, suddenly, he took off across the field, over

vhere the culvert 18..aes
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INSPECTOR:
DEVERS:
INSPECTOR:

PAUL:

BRALD::

SERGEANT

IRSFECTOR:
SERGEANT :

INSPECTOR:
PAULs:
INSPECTOR:

PAUL:

-10B-
Anything else?
No I guess that's about all.
Well thank you very much, sir - If We noed you wo 'll
¢all you -

(STEPS - DOOR CLOSE)
Well, Brad, that!s somethlng. With a wen on foot
we may have & chance. ..
Yeah. If he doesn't hop & freight or stesl & car
before we...
{COMING IN) Imspsctox! Inspector White!
Yeah? What is 1t, Sergeant?
We just picked this up at the edge of a field...
about & hundred yard from where the getawey car left,
Here,,.taks & look, 8iY...
A glove,a..
Brad, the third man must have dropped 1it.
Looks 1ike it. And this gives us & chance to track
him down in & hurry.

How?
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(MUSIC:
NARR:

NARR:

PAUL:

INSPECTOR:
fMusIc:

e

NARR:

INSPECTOR:
SERGEANT:
INSPECTOR:
(MysIC:

— e w W

HARR!

-11- #218

With bloodhoundsl We'!ll plve 1em a whiff of this

glove, and then try to close in on him!

ACCENT AND UNDER) |

You start out with the others, behind the baying

blocdhounds...acrosse fleldd . up anq qun ravines....;

through the WOOAB. ... - : .
(BLOODHOUNDS UP, DISTANTIY)

An hour passes,..two..and you can hardly take

another step..your lungs feel llke bursting;... and thsn.
(BLOODHOUNDS UP IN SWELLING CHORUS)

(PANTING) Brad, the dogs havé fouhd something.

They!re milling around that sandy beach neap the river.

Yeau! Letts gol

— e w—

It's a shoe-print...clearly defined in the gand.
The fugitive..no doubt about it. And Inspector White
5AYS... |
(DOGS YAFPPING UNDER)
Sergeant Adame!
Yes, sir?

I111 want & plester oast made of that print.

The bloedhounds still have the scent.,.the hours pass..
into the eaply dawn. Youl!re almost dead from
exhgustion, soaked to the skin with the dew cn the

tall grass and bushes.... and then the houhds ¢close in ¢n
a clump of bushes.}And you ﬁhow thi# is ﬁhe end of the
trall..

(DOGS YAPPING OFF)
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NAﬁR: The keeper gquiets the 'dogs.'_‘tihe police sufround the
.clump. ..Inspector Wlhite raises his gun...
INSPECTOR: A1l pight, you! Come out of there! Come out of there
with your hands up, before we blow your head off}
(WE HEAR RUSTLE OF BUSHES) |
SHARKEY : (OFF) Don't shootl I'm comin'! out, I'm comin'! out.
(HYSTERICALLY) What!d you set tho_ae'bloodh@unds on
me for? I ain't done nothin', honest I ain:ﬁ;.
PAUL: (STARES) Bragd, do you know who that man 1s%
INSPECTOR: No. who?

PAUL: He's an ex-con by the neme of Sharkey..Pete Sharkey!
(MUSIC: _ _ _HIT UP INTO_CURTAIN_AND)
{MusIc: _ _ _TURNTABLE)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM. #218

~13- ' #218

MIDDLE_COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalinst throat-serateh! Guard against throat-scratch

Guard against throat-scratchl Enjoy the smooth smooth

smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL~ the cligarette whose mlldness you
can measure.

puff by puff you're always sheasd when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further

than that of any other leading cigarette.. Morever,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17- by actual measure -
PELL MELL'S greeter length of traditionally fine

tobaccos st1ll travels the smoke further-filters the
smoke and makes 1t milg,
Thus, PELL MELL'3 fine mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no -other

cigarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy the smooth amoking of fine tobaccob.

Smoke PELL MELL- the clgarette whose mildness you can
measure--PELL MELL FAMOUS CIOARETTES- "Qutstanding"!
And - they sre mild!
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HARRICE:

NARR:

PAUL:

(MySIC:

—--—-.—-.—-——

NARR?:

INSPECTOR:

“1h4= #2018

INTRO AND UNDER)_
This 1s Cy Herrice returning you teo your narrator,
and the Big Story of Paul Presbrey..as he lived it,
and wrote it. _ | :.. _ '
This 15 just the beginning. ‘he biggest Menhunt in the
Upper Midwest has only started. One mah has been
cavght, but there are two at;large.l Two désperadoes,
tawamiebiters, armed to the teeth. The state and local
police of Minnescta, Iowa, the Dakobas, have all been

slerted by the general slarm. And.whcn you, Paul

Presbrey of~tbee Lo Tm&humnwget hack
to the office, the raports already ‘start to roll in...
(NEWS TICKER UP AND THEN UNDER) 4.

(READING) North Dakote police veport that the two
desperadoes who murdered ﬁ ﬁinheqpélis policeman have
already abandoned one car;-which'rén out of gas, and
ran enother into P ditch. . it has just been reported
that they stopped a third car near the North Dakota,
vorder and threw its occupants out:into the road.
(FADING) A11 authorities thzoughout the middle west
are warned... '

...—...-—-—--.-

Meanwhile, Pete Sharkey won}t talk. He denies
everything even when the plasten cast of nis print
is a perfect match for the:éhoe'he‘s weéring. You talk
to Inspector White about tﬁb other two men, who had
come up to your house to 4ig up the yerd....

And you dorls know thelr names, Paul?
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PAUL:

INSFECTOR:

PAUL:

INSPECTOR:

PAUL:

INSPECTOR:

STEVE:

LEO:

STEVE:

LEGC:

STEVE:

~15- #218

No. But I'd know them anywhere, Brad, if I

saw them
I'd bet my last deollar they were in on this job, and
that they were ex-oons, like Sharkey.

What makes you think so? ' _ _

I've seen enough of them to spob thém. Something in’
their cyes and the bedies of their skin. And 1t's
natural that Sherkey would bé with them. rbérde—of
sr-fegthom-flosimpegetirer,

Could be.

Brad, let me go through your pelice picture flles,
I'11 be able to pick out thoee two. Then_we‘ll know
their names, who.thoy are, we'll have detailed
descriptions to broadcast all through the Midwest,
We're sure they'!re moving north by west now, but they
may change direction any hour. If we dorit knc v who
they are, we may lose 'em for good!

Okay, Paul. The fileg are yours!

Go ahead.
BRDIGE) _

{CAR UNDER, HIGH SPEED)
Leo,..
Yeah?

Wwe haven!t got much gas left.....only & guarter of

a tank.

Okay. 8o wel!ll run this dry, an' get us another
Jaloph! '
Look. There!s an all-night gas statlon, Just around

this curve comin'! up. Maybs we can,.
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LEO:

STEVE:

STEVE:
LECQ:

STEVE:

LEO:
STEVE:
LEG:
STEVE:

LEO:

{MUSIC:

PAUL:

INSFECTOR:

SERGEANT:
INSPECTOR:
SERGEANT :

-16- #218

(SNEERS) ©Oh, sure. Maybe we can to§ an' theh stick
our heads right in a nice, tight rope. Figure it out,
Stupid. The police have warned every gas station on
the road about us, probably covered évery bne...
Leo! Look out for this curvel |

(3CREECH AND SQUEAL OF TIRES):
Take it ezsy, willya? You want to get us killed?
If I take 1t casy, we will, .ﬁe gotta get out of this
pert of Lhe country, and fast. By;this time every cop...
Leo. What's that up ahead? Those lights, across
the highwuay. '

It's a roadblock...state poliée.

Stop the car. We can't get Ey..

Oh, we can't, huh? Hang on, Steve.
Leo. ..
Hang on, 1 said!
(CAR ACCELERATES.,.THEN A CRASH, WOOD BARRIERS
(SPLINTER..) | |
Brad, these are the men...the ex—éons in these two file
pletures..Leo Magulire and Stéva Whaley, 'They were the
ones I met with Sharkey. '
Okay. Your hunch was right, Paul. And this'll help..
(DOOR OPENS) |
Inspector...
What is 1t, Sergeant?
Radio report just came in. Two men emashed through a
police barricade east of Minot, North Dakota, and -kept

on going, made thelr getaway.
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INSPECTOR :
PAUL:

INSPECTOR ¢
SERGEANT ;
INSPECTOR:

SERGEANT :

INSPECTOR ¢

FAUL:
INSPECTOR:
PAUL:
INSFECTOR:

NARE:

~17- #218

Minot, eh? That's up in the north central part of
the state. R .

Well, one thing's gure, Brad. They haven't changed
direction ye%, they're st111=mo§insﬁwesti

Yeah. Sevzeant,.
Yes, sir?

Take these two plctures. They're the killers we're
after, I wante them wirephoted evefywhere, fugitives
from Justlce, wanted for armed robbefy and murder. Got it.
got it, sir. |

(DQOR CLOSE)

Leo Maguiﬁe and 3teve Whaley. Sl el i S anidete].
Gopleens—el? Well, I'm not golng to hang around here in
Minneapolis whlle they're chaéing fhege killer &all over
North Dakota. Bill Carlson was one of my boys, and

I'm going to be on the kill, if it's the last thing I do.
(A PAUSE) Paul... B
Yes?

How would you like totake a fide?
Where to, Brad.

Minot, lorth Dakota. By plane., And right away!

You fly wlth Brad White through & driving ﬁainstorm to
Minot. For the time being, fhe traii has been lost,
You walt there, listening to the State Pollce radio
setup. Report after report comes :ln from the various
highway patrols. Nothing. Nothing but routine. A&nd
then, out of a clearsky..a call rrom & State police

COr'v .4
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(SLIGHT BUZZ AND CRACKLE, RADIO STATIC)

NEAL: tq’ﬂji:rooper Harry Neal calling headguarters. Neal

STEVE:

STEVE:
LEO:
STEVE:
LEO:

STEVE:
LEO:
STEVE:
LEO:
STEVE:
LED:
STEVE:
LEO:

STEVE:

calling headquarters, Patrol three-two, Locatlon,
town of Mandan, west of Bismarck. Two men in tan

sedan speeding south, am giving chese...

(CAR UNDER, HIGH SPEED)
leo! There's a State Police car on our tall.
How many trooper in 1t?
Just one.
Thatls great,
What do you mean, great?
Its! a break for us, Stupid.
Are you crazy?
Like a fox.

(CAR SLOWS A LITTLE)
Hey! Leec! What are you slowln! down fort
80 this cop can catch us. I wanna make it easy for hilm,
(ALARM) Leo, have you gone nuts?
Teke a look at our gas gauge.
The tank's almost empty.
Yeazh. We're gonna need another car.
You mean, you're gonna steal that trooper's car?
Yeah, (HE CHUCKLES) Why not? It's got a hopped
up engine, just what we want. An! probably plenty
of gas. Another thing, who's gonna stop & state
police car?

Hey! That'!s an idea. That's usin! your head, Leo.
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LEQO:
STEVE:
LEO:
STEVE:

NEAL:

LEO:
NEAL:

LED:
STEVE:

LEC:

LEG:

ook

STEVE:
LEO:

-19- - 4218

Yesh. You don't use your head in this business, you're

(¢ [=T-1+

{ ROEEC =8 LRINGET )
Stevel
Yeah?

Hels pullin! up close now. Get out your gun..
Okey. .. ' '
(CAR SLOWS AND TIRES SCREECH TO STOP. MOTOR
IDLES, A MOMENT, THENHE-HBARANOPHER™GROT?
SCREECH TO STOP. WE HEAR A CAR DOOR SLAM OFF.
STEPS RUNNING UP ON HIGHWAY ')
(COMING ON) Wait a minute, you two, Where do you
think you're goling?
Just heading south into Sioux County, officfer.
At seventy miles an hour, eh? Where's your
resigtrationg '
(GRIN) Show him our registration, Steve.
Yeah. (& BEAT) Take a 5ggg'1ook,.Troopérl And keep.
your hand away from that suﬁ; or I'11 blow;your brains
out 8ll over the highway, gét net
(ADRENQZMOTOROUY)
Okay, Steve. Let's get out of the car. I think
Lover Boy here 13 gomnna be good.
{CAR DOOR OPENS)
Just keep him coversd (RADING) A LITTLE WE HEAR--)
(STEPS ON THE HIGHWAY)
while I check his gas tanﬁ?,
s'1t, Leo

Yt TRk g Tt oy BT awvey wicbThe

(OFF) Full to the brim.
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STEVE:

STEVE!
NEAL:

LEO:

{MUSIC:

—_— —— e — -

NARR!

LEC: Cq
PAUL:
INSPECTOR:
LEO:
STEVE:
LEO:
STEVE:
LEO:

STEVE:

=20~ #218

Great. Come on, Trooper, get movint!

(STEPS ON HIGHWAY. WE HEAR IDLING OF CAR MOTOR ur)
(CAR DOOR OPENS) ' . '
Come on, get into the car.

Wait a minute, What Jo you think you're going to do?
Why, ain't you heard? We' re.all going rorle rids..

v
all three of us ...en your carl

A report has come in ‘Trom State Trooper Harry Neal, from

Mandan, across the Missouri River from Bismarck, For
awhile, thore is silence, You and the others grouped
around the radlo receiver sthrt to stave at esch

other.. then suddenly, you heer strange volces on the

wave leugth....
\ (IN wITH SLIGHT CRACKLE AND BUZZ OF RADIO)
ROUGH)(OVER RADIO) All right TYroopeT, sit there
Make a move, and we!ll plug you..

(QUICK)
Yeab., ftad . Guek

Brad, they'fe stealing the trooper'!s car.
(ON RADIO) Stevel
(ON RADIO} Yeah, Leo?
T'11 drive. You watch this copper.
Where '11\e head for? ' |
South. Hit down through SOch Dakota, into.Nebraska.
we'lve got to get some dough, I know a guy in..{CUTS)
Hey, Stevel |

Yeah?
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INSPECTOR:
PAUL:

INSPECTCR:
PAUL:

INSPECTOR:

PAUL:
INSPECTOR:

At "

-21=- #218
Turn off that radio transm;ttar, veou fool! You want
every cop for mlles arcund to know where Wwe ....

(RADIO OFF SHARP) ' '

They'!'ve cut off the radio, Paul,
Yes, Bubt they left a little something, Brad...that
Nebraska lead.
What do you mean?
Sharkey knew a man named Cassidy, in a place called
Laurel, Nebraska. Told me about him when he was drunk,
one night, My hunch is they.may be headed there nbw.
They pald they needed money. .
But there's & way we wmay be able to keep*tébs on them,
Paul,
R | . :
Chartepr a-private- plane when morning comes, Fly low, and
follow the highway south., Look for a state trooper's car
with North Dakota license plates) '

—" e e

n.-the -moxnningy~-anethgr-reporty—Iroopsr-Harry-Neal~hys
been dumped on the highway, heading south, bguisﬁglbut

PAUL:
INSPECTOR:

Ba{s: You anhd the Inspector hire a pi%ptfﬁhd amall plane,
1y 10 hedgehop south, follow tgpkﬁiight rivbon of

e :
highway. LeStdg, Manila, Ottuda, south into Nebraska,

. - Nothing. And then, Just
outslde of Atkinson.q

ol
(DRONE OFPLANE, INTER
Inok!

PERSPECTIVE)
Brad !
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NARR ¢

PAUL:
INSPECTOR:
PAUL:
INSPECTOR!

PAUL:

INSPECTOR:

PAUL:

INSPECTOR:
PAUL:

INSPECTOR:

In the morning, another report. Trooper Harry Neal
has been dumped on the highway, heading south,
bruised but safe, You and the Inspector pick up &
rilot and a small plane, fly ldw, hedgehop south,
folliow the bright ribbon of highway. ILeslie,
Manila, south into Nebraska, Valentlne, Bégiett,
Atkinson, Laursl, Nothing....and thén....

{DRONE OF PLANE...INTERIOR PERSPECTIVE )
Brad. '
Yeah?
Where are we now?
Over the Kansas line. That town we just passed was
Washlngton.
Cars, cars,..we must have seen & million of len,
But no police car with North Dskota plates. Z=.(CUTS)
Brad, Wait & minute.
Yeah?
Do you sse what 1 see? A police car...just ahead on
the highway.
Yesh. DBut it's probably e Kansas...
Kangas nothing., It's from North Dakoto., Take a look

-
M TTHcoR alatoeined

Paul, you've right, you're right. That's it! We'll
go down low, keep 'em covercd, hang right on their

tail)

e
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STEVE:

LEC:

STEVE:

LEG:

STEVE:

STEVE:

STEVE:
LEQ:

STEVE:

- -2e- | #218
(AUTO UNDER) _ _
Leo, that plane's comin' in to buzz us again,
Yeah,
Here 1t comes..,
(ZO0M OF PLANE IN AND AWAY).
(JITTERY) Almost scraped the rodf'of the oar that time.
leo, we gotte shake it, somehow, We gotﬁ&. Itts drivint
me crazyl
We'll shake it. There's a side road into the woods,
We'll get in deep, then getlbut an' hoof 1t cross country!
Hang on Steve., Welre turniﬁ‘ in!
(SCREECH OF TIRES INTQ)
{CAR UP, HIGH) :
Steve, still see that plane? |
Yegh., Through the trees. If's circlin'.around, tryint
to find us, |
Gas tank's almost empty. Wé'll get in a little deeper,
leave the car an' then,.,
Leo! The plane's meen us, It's comint in égain...
Yeah,
Step on it, Leo, Get into those woods up shead!
(CAR ACCELERATES ) |
Here 1t comes again.... :
(PLANE ZOOM IN AND QUT)
It111 be back, tryin' to rush us off the road,
Yeah, But it ain't gonna, Steve. About.a mile ahead,
wetll,.., _ ' '
(YBLIS) Ieol Look out! Naﬁrow bridge up ghead!
(SCREECH OF BRAKES) |
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(YELIS) Watch it, Leol Watch,...(YBLLS UP AND INTO)

(CRASH, AND SPLINTERING OF METAL AND WOOD AND INTO)
UP_AND_UNDER) S
A half hour later, you, Paul_Presbrey of the Minneapolia
Star and Tribune are on the phone. |
(FILTER) Hello?
Mrs, Carlson?
Yes?
This 1s Paul Presbrey, Star aﬁd Tribune. X thought you'd
like to know that wée nalled the two men whd kilied your
husband. ‘ ' '
You mean ,., they're dead? _
Not quite, They're 1n & hosp#tal. But when they_get out,
they 1l wish they wers dead!.  |
In Just a moment wé will read you .a telegram from Paul
Presbrey, of the Minneapolis Btarfand Tribune with the
final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.,

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

CROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratch!. Guard against throat-scratch!
Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the émootg smooth
smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a.PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL ~ the clgarette whose mildness you
can measure, '

Remember this « the further a puff of amoke:is flltered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t'becoﬁe5.

At the Tirst puff PELL MELL emoke is filteréd further than |
that of any other leading cigarette, Horeover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actusl measure - PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionally fine tobaceds still
travels the smoke further - filters hhe smoﬁe and makes
1t mild. | | |

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satisrgptioh no other cligarette

offers you, _
Ask for the longer, finer cigaerette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Qutstanding!"

And = they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

PRESEREY 3
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICEL

e e s e

=25~ #218

Now we read you that telegram from Paul Presbrey of the

Minneapolls Btar and Tribune.

Killer captured near Minneapolis early in @anhunt eentenceﬂkx

to total of {gg years in Stillwater Prison. . Others
sentenced Crom twentyffive to_thirty years_on Federal
charge of kidnapping and are today sti1l éer#ing this
sentence, ill-latep.astand .
trial~for-murder.,
PELL MELL Award, _
Thank you, Mr. Presbrey...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notuble service ia the field of Journaliem,
Listen sgain next wqek,-aame fime,_sama station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present -ancther BIOG
STORY...A Blg Story. from the front pages of the
Philadelphia, Pennslyvania In@ﬁiref;'by-liné Theodore
MacParland. A BIG STORY thdt-began with an ad in the
personal columr. and ended with:bheimdﬁt personal thing in
the world ----death! : :

STING )

And remember, every.week you can see anofhér different
Blg Story on television -- bfought:to you by the makers

of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

e e e e T
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' CHAPPELL:  THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Viedimir Selinsky.
Tonight's program was adepbed by Max Ehrlich from &n
actual story from the front pages of the Minneapolis Star
and Tribune. Your harrator was Bob Sloan, and Blll Quinn
played the part of Paul Presbrey. In order to protect the
names of pecple actually involved in tonight's authentic
BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the dramatizatior

were changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr,

Presbrey.

-—._.-..-u-...._...-....-......._....._.._._——u

CHAPPELL: This 18 Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

This 1s NBC.,..THE NATICNAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.)
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NEC : THE BIG STORY #219

{10300 = 10:30 PM} JUNE 6, 1951 WEDNESDAY

CHAFPPELL} PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!

HARR: The notice in the Personal Column of the Philadelphis
Toquirer read:

MARK: (ELDERLY, ABOUT 50) "Wilbur, imperative we get together.
Xnow we haven't seen each other in 30 years and there
ts much btad feeling, but please esidmismaminabiddibas:
write Box 216, Your brother Mark."

MARR: And the brather in the rundown rooming house =~ he had
«ho=piems -~ s8t down to answer.
WILBUR1 {AGE 62) "Mark. I don't know what you want %o see me

abvout, Mark, but 1t seems after 30 years -=-"
(DOOR OPENS)

WILBUR; (REACTING TO THE DOOR} Who's there?

MICKEY: (DULL WITTED ALWAYS, BUT SMILING} It's me, Mr. Grehem --
Mickey. You says to come and you'll tead to me

WILBUR: ( A LITTLE ANNOYED) Not wow, Mickey, I can't -~ uh --
come back later.

HICKEY: (UPSET) But you said you would read from the detective
story 4

WILBUR! (AS TO A curLp) I know, Mickey, and I'1ll 4o it =~ later.

Teave me alome just now, Now you go onh and shut the door.

MICKEY, Yo drtePoaitomenur e

WILBUR: P, 2 L3 0 7 -1 20t ot Lo a4 o 4205 i 411 Y
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MICKEY: I'11 shut the door. I'll close it tight -~ but I'll be
watching you, I'm always watching pou ~- even with the
door ¢losed.

{Muszc:  _ _UP, THEN SHARRLY OUT FOR)_

CHAPPELL; The Big Story. Here 1s America, its sound and its fury;
its Joy and its sorrow as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great American Newspapers. (PAUSE)
Philadelphia; Pennsylvania, From the pages of the
Philadelphls Inquirer comes the story that began with an
ad in the Personal Column and ended with the most
impersonal thing in the world -- death. And tonigh?, ta
reporter Theodore. T. MacFarland, for his Big Story,
goes the PELL MELL Award.

T e e e Cann e T

{OPENING COMMERCTAL)}
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #219

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP Buard against throat-scratech] Guard against throst-
seratch! Guard against throat-scratehi Enjoy the
smooth mmooth smoking ¢of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL

MELL,

CHAFPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL =~ the cigaretie whose mildnessz you!
Fou can measure.,

HARRICE ; PUff by puff you're alweys ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Remember thls = the further a puffl of smoke is filiered

' through fine tobaceos, the milder it becomes., At the

first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigerette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure ~ FELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fline tobaccos still

travels the smoke further =~ fllters the smoke and
makes 1t mild.
BARRICE & Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you &

smoothness, mildness and gatisfaction mno cther

cligarette offers you,
CHAPPELL: Smoke FELL MELL = the cigarette whose mildness you can
measure, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingzl!”
HARRICE : And - they are mild!

RTHG1 G1rP2479




— e A e

et wm amd A

WILBUR}

MICKNYs
WILBUK?

..3...
IN, FATES UNIER)

e T — RS

Fhiladelphia, Pennsylvania, The story as 1%t ectually
happened -- Ted MaeRarland!l story as he 1lived it.

e e e e e et o gy

It was the weekend of the fourth in the City of Brotherly
Love. Temperature at 96. And everybody with a chance
to, had left for a cool weekend in the eountry. But

not you, Ted MacFarland, reporter for the Philadelphis
Ingquirer. 7You worked the dawn patrol and it was Just as
vell hecruse . 8100 a.,m. on thet particular hect
night you couldn't sleep. And you weren't alome in this.
There were two others at least -- two in particular --

in the old Friendship House on South 3rd. Street 4n
historiec Ehiladelphia -- who alse couldu't slezp. One
was readiug to the other,

(HE IS READING FROM A BOOK) "To this, Monsieur Lecocq

replied, '

You told Mademe you would be_fhf,-
you neglected to io "“é”boncierge to leave the door
0pea—ﬂer*qﬁﬁ?::§n3=uua=muuateur, You are the murdererl!”

Ah, I think that’s about enough, hui, Mickey.

Loy

"

{PATIENTLY) Well, he’s the fellow s#f6 locks up the house.

You see, the murdercr said was al home at the time,
But the faet was that Janttor locked the door
before midnight he must have been the murderer. You

see?

ATKOT 01°2480




MICKEY:

WILBUR¢

MICKEY:

WILBUR:

MICKEY:
WILBUR:
MICKEY:

WILLBUR

MICKEY:

Monsieur lLecoeq -- that French cop -- hels 2 real smart
fellow., He finds the crooks out; don't he?

Yeah. I better go to sleap now, Mickey, IX'm tired and
I th@nk 1t's cool enotfiﬂnot%-- and you better go on
home, Mickey, It's ddhem 3:00, '

You know, them stories, them writers -=- it frightens me
sometimes; don't it? The things it makes you think of ~«
You go on to bed, MMWNWWM
SDG M TAUE A OLn L 2 RSt Q2O 5 8Ost bl i S
adages~ I sald I'd read to you and I digl

I know what you got under the mattmss; Mr, Graham,

Sure sure, of course. Now good-night.

We¥re friends, oren't we, Mr. Graham? We're very good

friends and I kmow what'!s under the mattress, .and even
when nobedy else 4in the whole world can see what's
golng on right here on account of the door locked and
the shades are down -- I can see, Mr, Graham,

Geod night, Mickey,

e P e e g e e -
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NARRs You couldnlt sleep; it was that hot, Ted MascoFarland, ond
you were tucking her te bed =~ the paper -~ for the
morning edition. You, one of the old school
Newspaperman. -ﬁ!g%jﬂﬁ" years of it bekind you ~+«

~duigmb-byre years of "Ask the policg and listen; but

choek the answers yourself' --n#nunégntun years of
morgues and clty hall and police blotters and flash
bulbs and twisted faces -~ end a certain acceptance of

whatever comes nlong -~

SOUND: PPONE RINGS UNDER HNARRATION, .. IT I3 ANSWERED .. .
TED: (ON PHONE, AD LIBS) Hella-——w,-‘bmraacmﬂandf‘fék‘“‘
NARR: (GOIHG ON) === including what's golng on right this

second, The sharp acrid words from the pollce clerk.

"Dead man over at the old Friendship House on South
“oved aF 00 AN,

Brd."ﬁ.nnd You ==

NARR: == plde slowly thru the deserted strecets, stop near
the old Friendship House and walk past historical
Philadelphin: Carpenter's Hall, Independence Hall,
and cld Friendship House which goes back to the 17ih
Centur;i;as o 20th Century corpse on its third {loor

front.
{MusIC: _ _ _BRIEF PUNCTUATION)
NARR: Even this carly in the merning people who work there ~n

in the bar, in the restaurant -~~are instantly alert.
wEliress
& omerid—-

BARMAID: (HORRIFIED) Up there, mister. The third floor. Oh,
the peoor old gUy ==

RTXHOT Q172482
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NARR: The chef ~~ absurd Iin his white hat -- on the second
Tloor, pointing upwaéd.

CHEF; ( A SURLY MAN) He never should have lived up there alone,
the old fool, Up them staire, mister. What've ynu;
vith the cops?

NARR: 4nd on the third floor, in the room with the dormer
window?fiilent, note~taking detective from the Homlcide
Squad named Kern -- & volunteer with information, nawed
Sol, the Bartender -~ and a corpse.

The clood rrrenls
SOL; $B: name s Groham, L., Wilbur Graham. dhd—hets—mr—

‘ r.‘. lf DU?
KERN: Okay, fine, Just step outSl — 1

KERHN:
TED;: Hi, Kern.
KERN: Hello Ped -- qulte a thing ~- old guy 63 winding up like

this.

NARR: "Thipd-tTUhE stretch of Kernls hobg == f4mren iﬂgfgﬁﬂ-#he—
room -~ There is a bed, small chest#fgha + The scene Qf
a violent struggle, Wuttemd -~ a volune,
hezvy, lying on the~fIoor near thelw1ndow. The nome

"The Aqxgpb tes of Mobsieur leCocq" by Emile Gobaricaux

t uly book in the room, And "this" includes the
BRI . “_i' MLL-‘-* L‘.aoﬁ LG’P(‘)!
KERN What a fight ~- whewn—tFeme! He was o little guy but
he wust have fought like o tiger}

ATHOT 0172483




KIERN:
TEDs

KERN+

TED:
S0Ls

KERN«:

50L:
KFE RN

TED:
KERN:

KERN:

TED:

eUCvnuhﬂTC* : :
Blood{?am%gL-uai%s7—bﬁg:f&aor7-thg—eaﬁ&%ag1-the-winﬂnws,

thowbad. =~ look vhabt-dtt to the bedpost, They
actually split 2 bedpost.‘
¥eah -- the best part of the fight took place right here.
The mattress ls turned.
Bullet kill him?
I don't think se, He has one 1n his chest, the other one
grazed his neck =~ 1t's in the wall somevwbere. I-ﬁzé;ig i
.;Ezggiit yet. But 1t didnt't kill him, Take a look,
I see what you meon, wLoplkegbetinml aowdfiitnommesyasfrorn)
(CALLS) He was one of them eccentric fellows, “How
probabily-done~tb—to-trtersodf—DraiR“IIkiw~fiehy Used
to go toe bed drunk almost every night. Llved up here
2ll by hisself, I'll show you scmehhing he ==~
(STOPS HIM) Look, Sol, you just stay outside, huh?
Outside,
T woas only golng to show you the rifle 4in the closet,
T saw the rifle in the closet, (TO TED)} A .22 single
shot rifle, Ted --disassembled
"Robbery?
Looks like 1t, Wallet!s gone and there was a ring. Looks
like o blg ripg -~ you can still see the mark on his
finger.
Kern, I know I'm &n amateur at this, but daidn't you say
this guy didn't die of the bullet wounds?
My guess is the beating he took on the side of his head
there dild 1t,

Xern, he must have been a lefty ~= the killler.

ATHOY 0172484




KERN:

KERN:

KERI;

S0L:

KERN:

—E— —

NARR1

TED:

-8 -
-4Eﬂﬂn¥4mzﬂrﬂﬁmﬂaame-thoughtﬂmyse1f. A right handed puy
couldnft hit a guy on the head, the right side of the

head, that hard., Not if he was facing the guy.
“fndolrpoople—tohon-Shiopflehbr=tmd I don't know why;
but I don't think all this blood iz his, Hewdweskie
b&eadﬁng:mmﬁnrn-«{wmeaﬂizjfam&ahthe-&v&ng

Frogm be clefio #k?vf
Yeah - ne hetopened f‘cut in thqﬂguy 5

emm L
face. Maybe his eye and his nose. Somebody's walbaing

around with maybe o split face,

4 left =~ handed killer with a split eye or a broken
nose . tht was this guy by the way?

When yeu've sifted down what Scl, the loud mouthed
bartenderts got to say, seems to have bteen a printer on
his uppers., Can't see why a guy would move in a place
like this otherwise,

{CALLS FROM OPF MIKE)} I can tell you anything you want
to know about him, Lisutenant,

Ted, do me o favor, Shut the door =~ yith him on the
cutside.

-— e LM 2RI

You shut the door with him on the outside -~ but with you
on the cutslde ton, Because youlre o careful reporter

of the 0ld school and you listen to the police, but

you also cheek and ask questions.

Well, tell me everything there is to know about him, Sol,
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80Ls Well now that Mr. Graham. & real Queeqﬂﬂ I mean, there
ain't nobody lived in the old Priendship House for =-
well, like 15 years.

my department ~ a good restaur must hove ate

“there, best 2bea town =~ and they got this third
Diaas e ST A eE e atvos—ty-ere . Who'd want
to live up here? Well, so he talks to the boss and he
eays; nT111 glve you ten dollars if you let me live up
in the back“; and the boss says; "Why not?" 8o he tokes
his hootch and the detective storles he's always
reading ond that's how 1% wos. Iey -~ I just forgotl
fibo ot — His brother -=

TED: What about hils brother?

SO0Lt Oh, that mants going to be upset! Pretty fancy gent ~-
T seen him once. 4nd he told me they hodn't seen each

other in 30 years. Funny thing he alin't over henc.

TED: You paw them together? .
. A
S0Ls Yesterdny. Boy, like cots and dogs. Boy, did the y-shiete
each cther, 1§~70uhknaw~wha%w§mmenﬂvua&istan,_lmgot-os

hno:hezmandmiuﬂiniﬂmgotnmueh»usauﬁorwhtmﬂawaut~$hemmxwﬂ
baageews] I says to him one dny;"Mr. Graham, if you
don't like your brother that much; hew come efter 30
years you get trgether at alls"
TEDs Do you know where he lives == his brether? _
S80L: Just ask Scolly any gquestion 'you_yant. One of them regulor

walking encyclopedias. That's me,

e e - i S
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HARR3

MARK:

NARR:
TED:
MARK:

NARR:

TED:
MARK:

MARK:

w1 0=
The first thing that strikes you Is the bandoge on the
brotherts forehead,
Nasty cut, nasty., Slipped on one of those narrow
flights of stairs. But whot does that matter at a tine!
1ike this?
The second thing is the test that you give and he passes
with flying colors,
Cigorettet .
Why thank yeu. I am a little uwonerved,
He recches out and takes the cipgarette with his lert hend,
"Left handed killer - ocut up face"; said Lieutenant Xern,
I understand you hadn't seen your brother in 30 years.
Thatls the horror of it. Here wo ore == two brothers

nating each other --

vwe dldn!'t like each oth i e old man ~-

arm in E1RLon, Maryland., That!s nmy
ond seea nmy father who
dlidnlt have ony use for him or me; he goes ahead ond
dles and lecaves the two of us this beautiful 600 ccres,
4And half of it was to have beew his., That's what I

was golng to sce him about, If I hadn't afallen on
those stalrs and hadn't gone to the doctor this morning,
I %ﬂ‘g‘ve prevented the whdle thing and getten there in
time, .

Don't blame yourself, Your brother was killed a 1little
after 3100 olelock, |n the m-uc-‘\-m:‘naf

How do they ¥now?
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TED:

MARK?

TED:

MARK:

TED4

MARK:

-1l=-

st waben : :
Well, he hwn‘;mmmm

il IR, - hroken ot 3106,

Didn't I understand the fellow killed him ' robbed him?
A Lthallamidapeatetotr?™tRTNE 1T 10, Lot e weorrtirmiet-
eI

It was_robhory o only'apparently the robber got scared
and dldn't have a chance to collect sverything.

I should have believed him -- I should have belicved him,-
But you know; when you haven'!t seen u meu in about 30
yeors -- and my brother was always kiind of ceccentric -~
I should have listened to him,

What about? '

Well he said he wos ofrgid of éometh!.ng ~= didn't say
vwhat -- but he said he was afraid. Thoet's why he kept
the rifle. Wopder why he dldn’t use 1ite

It was disassembled ot the tiwe.

ho :
[
Highty nice cotncidence for the fellonhrnbbed him. Well,

ot
T can't say fﬁ%*él% sorry == 1tls my cwn flesh and bloode--
146.L0h1
but I just thank #md that I really cidn't know my
¢ i
brother tonagﬁo& these past 30 years, Otherwise I'4d.

.
(A

be upset.

L e e T — - - el LR

KERN:

Het t@g %gfthanded brother with the flesh wound, His
stor;?;fﬂép too true. Time now for you, Careful Ted
MacFarland, to check the left hended theory with the
corcner's physiciam and Licutenant ¥Kerne

Well, 1t looks like we were right, He was killed by the
blews to the head. Physislan thinks the gun butt woes used

and definltely by o lefthanded man.
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KERN:

KERW:

-12-

Well thatls something, Tell me; Kern; aid you cheek
with Fircamms to see if the rifle wos his? Did he have
a permlt or anything?

Yeah, I checked with Firearms. Apporpentiy-tig T IIVE A
poxm1t.za_haaa-khu1"T&ﬁ4&-——~p§-&eust"ﬁmﬂﬂu@ﬂ*'
ok : I*seamshe
ngave them some big
rangle~dangle of a story about how he was being robbed
regulcrl% How he would come homa Friday nighékwigi his
pcy 1n his pecket (all of $40) and how he'd wake up
Monday morping ofter a good sleep (hodd—get—arTmk
neauleveiritry-nighiy ond there would only be $20 left,
Siadtinpengmgsiog .

Anything in 1%

Well the Firearm's guy sald he probably spent more on
bocza ﬂuu;he ﬂungh he had and thatls where he lost it,
Yeu khow, nobodynr'o ;kﬁ»g_\_r_g_u Friday night, But
a good drunk won't let a Friday night ge by. He even
sntd something oheut he used to take 4t out of his pocket
and tuck 1t in his mattress cnd it st1ll used to get.
slolen regularﬁevery Friday night.

& therets nothing in 1t?

(BROADLY) loh,

i . _ _UB AND UNIRR)

Ask the pollce guestions, 1ike youlve been tought, and
then cheek the anewers. This vegins to cdd up to en
ipside job, What and how and who gtill uvpknown ~--- but

the facts are there. (MORE )
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NARR:
CONTYD

HRED:
Naﬂi RR H

—_etL e

~13~

The hour: 3:06 a.m,; the rifle: disnssembled in the
closet; the moneys (if we believe the dead man's stery
for o moment) in his pocket or under his mttmss;
because it was o Friday unlght.

An 1pside Jjob =~ Ilm suve of it,

How how does o quiet, careful reporter, "§& years of
experience behind him, go around and prove what is only

a conjecture?

— o _— e A mem bea R g

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #219

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard agoinst throat-serateh! Guard agoainst throat-
serateh) Guard against throate-scerateh! Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobacecos, Smoke o

PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Yes; smnkg PELL VELL - the cigarette whose mlldness you
can peasurc.

HARRICE: Puff by pufr you're always shead when you smoke
FELL }MELL,

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading clgarctte, Moreover,

after § puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actunl mensure -

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaceos stiil travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and makes 1t mild.
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you 2

smonthness, mildness and gatisfactinrn no cother

clgarette offers you.
CHAPPELLs Guard agalnst throat-scrateh!
HARRICE Enjoy the gmooth smoking of finc tobaccos,
CHAPPEILL: Smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose nildness you cab
meesure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Outstanding!"
HARRICE ¢ And - they are mildl
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NARR:

SOUNDs
MARR:

S0L:

TED:
&80L:

sS0L:

“15-

This is Cy Harrice returning you toe your Harrator and the
Big Story of Ted MacForland as he lived 1t and wrote 1it,
The answer to your conviction, Ted MacFarlend, or ot
lenst your suspicion, that it was an inside Job iles in
the Friendshlp House itselr; in the room itself. ind
what is needed now 1s a quiet look for what might have
been overlooked she flrst time.

STEPS BEING MOUNTED, UNLER, ...

A quiet look now that the body is remavad == and you can
take nll the time you need; alone.

Oh, you going in agelin? I:1ll go with you.

Thanks, Sol =~ but never mind.

No trouble at all. Glad to oblige. You checked his
brother, huh?

Yech, sure. (HE SAYS THIS TO ALMOST EVERYTHING 30L
SAYS FOR THE REST OF THE SCENE, JUST BEING NONCOMMITTAL)
You knov vhat folks sald about him -- Graham? That he
was the black sheep of the family, _That's what they
said, W
raspvpesirmmyeninkibidd 5 , thcy_were ashamed of him and they walre
paying him morey to keep out of the way -~3ou know

what I meanh.

Yech, sure.

N,

© TED:

#¥roid to be alone here

arcund? Wouldn!t you or L e
with them ﬁooks?__-a'”ﬂ‘

Yeah, __3'-.-- i
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TED:

50L:

0L

50UND:

TED:

~16- _
Nn one else up here =-- Jjust him, Them other rooms on
the sldes are just storercoms and there ajint't been
nobody up here in 25 years. Whatlre you looking for?
What're you doing over there?
(NO? LISTENING) Yenh, sure.
THERE 18 MUVEMENT OF A PICTURE ON THE WALL BEING
PUSEED SLIGHTLY...
(TENSELY) Thatls 1tl
Hey, what did you find?® No kidading -- whaot d1d you
f4nd? Bullet hole?
Look, do you remember what the licubenant told you,
5nlg?  Outside =--

Come on, What aild you find?

Hwissbadeny, Whot did you move thot picture for like that?
Havenit you got soma customers downcteirs or something?
They'1l keep, they'll keep. Customers 15 like trolley
cors, Thero's always some others coming along.

e A1) right, cll right, Now you said therets

no one else lived in the next room? _

I tolad you-it's a storercom ., The boss hos tables and
choirs and things like that there. Wﬂm
wepes® T don't think anybody's been in there for years..
We don't use them tables no more.

DURING THS ABOVE SPEECH, THE TWO MEN WALKED OUT OF THIS
ROOM, INIO TID ILLL, OFEN . DOCR, AND EWTER THE NEXT ROOM
T don't know about that, XYook where this dust wes

brushed, See What I ucan?

RTHKO1 01,2493
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- S0Ls (FOUR MIIES AHEAD OF HIM) Hey, I get it., The TETIV
used to wait in here, huh? Boy, wolt 'til I tell thenml
T was in on 1%, right? I was right here in on it, huh?

And then the guy bounced on him when he seen him, right?
Wait 't11 T tell them downstairs. o g gl

TED: Lo-ok, just do me a favor ond just drn't say anything to
anybedy, huh?

SO0L: Mum?!s the word. W
W What was you looking at
pehind that picture?

TED: Just an old spider web.

NARR: And happily nov he leaves and you have a chance to look,
Becaus? directly behind the pleture in the dead monis
room whib 0 hole - Duleestnmlibldoieidiae. /) hole c:il—
thru the wall about a half-inch in slze ﬁ_dh\.UJ hnnd
when you sbtick a pencil B s et e e o a o) thru the e
hole Ll Irem o it Al Attty TOU CCD
push the plcture aside ond see the closet, the rirle;
and the bed., The bed == which you can't see from the
doorway of the room because it is hidden by a dresseT.
And now you know (WM

: an

inside job for sure -- but the who still to be found.

ATHKO1 01724384
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18
NARR: . You give 1t to the porlice == B PEYet

n+3] 11
domme. (You're n careful man and you found., afterﬂgﬁ
years, it pays to glve because you get vhen you give.)
And what you get this time is the agreement in Kernfs
eyes that it 1s an inside job. and when yeu tell him
what you‘plan to 40 =~

TED: I think{ﬁfajéning to soprt of make the Friendship House
my second home -~- sort nof live there. At least in the

bar ond the rostaurant aund ~-

KHRNs Okany. And you'tll let me know what haprens.
TED: Apd youl!ll let me lmov.
(MusICs _ .. _211_‘3;:“'iﬁET_T.I*ZE_PF__W}.ZIP.H._QEI.QKLY_S_QU.ES_IE KEEPING M3IIH

NARR: nave to ask your questions carefully Tec

Mnd suddenly, in the most’ﬁydry day talk in the

world there™gakes on an onino 'hualits. A double

entendre in eve
50Ls (CONSPIR&TORILY) péﬁ; draw you o short teer. Watzh

A
thot fellow swe%pfhg back of table 7. Had my
o
eye on him vy
&

NARR3 The chg}}{“’

CHEF: (SUgaﬁ?hS USUAL) You want youx dinnexr jou come down in
f;ﬁg hours We serve. specicl charnctersd

NARR: j/f The barmaid.

BARM&ID{ Thatt1l be $1.25, sir, (SIGNIFICANTLY} nything else?

{mustc: _ _ TN WITH, 0l

ATHOT 0172495
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NARR: A dny gets you novhere. A week of listening and ecting
and drioking and sitting late at night lends you to 2
good quantity of goed beer, good steaks, good chops ~-
but 1ittle ¢lse. Except they've grown used to you nnw;
they're more relaXed around you -~ the waitresses; the
cocks, the assistants, the mnintenance men -~ the 22
people among whom you are sure youlll rind the one you'lye
lorking for. But none is lefthanded or maybe one is
lefthanded but not using his left hand..,

TED: 8o what do you think ahout pitchera?éﬁébh know what T
nlvays say? Give me a gnod southpaw any doy and that!s
o great pitcher, Take Carl Hubbell; Iefty Gomez;

Ioefty Grove —---

50L: Now there!s one thing I donlt konow o thing about ls
baseball. Now basketboll ~= therels my geme, Euamausddivms
tHemesisen, I'11 tell you thotls the best game there is.
Ah, baseball ~~ what's baseball?

NARR? You try the Lefty Gomes, Lefty Grove discussions on the
weitresses, on the maintenance men -- hoping one of them
wi1ll stick up for the lefties. But no, nothing ~-
until Hank, the surly chef, lets you come inte the
kitchen now and wateh him eut meat,

TED: Know what I always say, Hank? Give me o gord lefthanded
pitcher llke Hubbell or Gomesz ==

CHEPR: ih, get out of here. Ilefty pltechers, Southpaws ==~
what have they got? Name me the three greatest. Walter
Johnson, rlght? Grover Cleveland Alexander, right? And
Christy Matthievson, All right handers.
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S0UND; HE IS CARVING MEAT UNDER THIS,

TED: Ah, you'lre only saying it becouse you're righty =~

CHEP: Who gays I'm righty?

TED: Well, I mean the way you cut the meat there.

CHEF': O Shdizaid e MNE Rad ol f Rt it
¥, T can cut it with my right hand; my left hand ~-~it
dontt make no difference.

TED: You really ore fast. X never sow o man with 10 fingers
eut like that. .

CHEF: Well, I ain't much. We had a guy here with @ fingers and
he wasn't even no butcher -- ¢nd I dentt mind saying it
-- he cruld cut‘meat two for one.

TED: Roeally®

CHTE: Fellow name of Mickey. Porter here, useﬁ‘gn be. Therels
& guy ~~ you put o knife in'that_bﬁylsgg;ﬁd ~= {WHISTLES)

TED: Grod, huh?

CHFF' The best. Fuubeya AR RE P By yous B bl lomARE
GERRUA ORI SDRC ORISR B RLR NG AT T -

+EO00s mAHE YIS i

TEI; Mickey whatt¢ What was hils last nane?

CHEFR; Why are you interested in that fellow?

TED: Koy no == nothing like that. Just esking.

VBTN R ™) )

HARR: i 8 S L g T W ﬂg*"h‘?f&cggs.

bl

o aees g T C
SEMERde d porter who is not U7

mazﬂggtdm?' “egnd the friend may get to him

RTHOT 01724837
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i ‘;cﬂ TED: Say, Sol, didn't there used to be o fellow worked
around herve -- Mickey or something?

S0L: Sure. Mickey —Enghe porter ~=-Nice guy too. Yeah,
he just sort of all of a sudden Ieft. Wonder what

N happened tc him
B} TED: (CASUALLY) You wouldn'!t remember when he left?
_ SOL: (SMART) It wos three days before,
4. TED: (BIANDLY) Before what?
$0L= You wouldn't know what I'm talking cbout, would you?
- be - fepre —-- B0 he's the guy youlre locking fori
L TED: Selly, keep 1t to yourself, pvlensel

S0L: Like the champrgne I gnt on ice -~ Mum's the word.

= (MysICs _ _ _PUNCTUAIES)

CHEF: Sny you know, MacForland, I kind of miss thht guy. Best
meat cutter I ever hod, but he used to ask the erazlest
questions ~- and bring me bocks to read == and osked me
te read to him, He couldn't read.

TED: Wns he friendly with -- remember the guy who used o
1live upstoirs == Mr. Groham?

B CHEF: Sure. Mickey was one of the nilcest guys. Friends with
eveybody., Ask anybody. Whatlre you asking avoutb
..... Mickey for? '

TED: Nothing. Just maybe I got a job for him. I fA,“Auf

NARR: And then the girl ~- the T You ok rimpie— 4
queation-and—ohe-bunste into fears,

Y
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ffe)

He was going

BARMAID: 15 JUST CRYING OUT OF SELFPITY, NOT REAL

He wae bQing to marry me, %thatfs wh
0 marry me? m saving up my money,
honey, and os 8 .
hitched.," You ¥n
tctually wesh
TED1

BARMATID: ! e or scmething,

TR Wt S

BARMAID:

Zapt e
mm weni over te hils place

on nceount of he was supposed to have o date with me and
he didn't come over. And there he was. Maybe I shculdn't
AT es :

have SBRSZT him-on aecount of his nose wos hurting. B,
Doetrmamereprpemrpyppepar, Nose like it was broken or
something cnd he szys he was going to go to a dcctor,
He scys, "Get out of here, I bumped into o door, get
cut of herel” And that's how he trected me -~ after two
months we were golng steady.

TED: Yeou sa2y his nnse was broken?

BARMAID: You imew something, mister; I den't believe that he hit
his ne=e on o dorr, Do yout

NARR: The nGdresc comes in the next sentence. Fitzhugh Street
in South Fhilly, You check there and of course he mrved
out the doy after the murder., And then you give what you
have to the police because your facilities are ot on end.

And in checking, Xern finds.=-=--
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KiERN:

i

MICEKEY:

KERN:

MICKEY:

MICKEY:

TED:,

MICKEY:

-23-
' Wclf P A
FPicked up tweo years nge. "Mickey 9 fingers,

left-handed, helght, 5 foot seven =~=-" cte, ete,, “You=
donttcemreWOMM¥nglol, Minor viclations. Got his
prints. I think welre golng to be able to Tind this boy.

——

Much easier sald than done. And time goes by =~ a let of
time. Two more scorching fourths of July come and go
goem bhe City of Brotherly Leve., But Kern doesn't forget
and the murderer deesn't forget and you den't forget ;-
and rlngerprints don't change, 4And they plek up a man
with 2 broken nose and 9 fingers on his two hands.
{BLANDLY, BUT HIS USUAL STUPIDITY) Gee, I dontt even
remember when I quit g# that job, I think it was in
April, or something. Maybe PFebruary.

I don't think so, Mickey. The erployrment record shovs
July 3rd, =-= one day before.

Yeu knew, I don't know what youlre falking obout. I
menn, Henestly., I mean the cops are olways sﬁying

thinge and trying to set traps and so forth and so on.

o4 _Ne gip, I quit in February., It was cold,

¥R VGO R b O LD b P arals i Sra S S AL e OO L S B LD &
of smart mystery books -- been gett

rt on thoee
mystery broks
el iire—trotrica , -
You were real good and friendly with Mr. Groham,
weren!t you?

Why sure, cverybody kanrwe that,
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- TED; Bartender says ond the chef saye thot you told them about
. how he used to keep his money under the mattress.,
MICKEY: . 1 but lots
of o?Eggﬂ;glksvknew“rfﬁfﬁamggzangfﬂgzg;;;ody knew that,
TED: demmwmmmlwwﬁﬁﬁ?m .
MICKEY: Well, oeaievt? One day I was walking down éhe hall znd the

door was open and I seen it. I seen the c©ld man put the

wad under the matbress. Isobhabrsuchsestornddblomiinsi.

TEDs Say that again. 0
MICKEY: What dn you wont me to dewe (I said I walked past the
room and I scer the guy put it under the mattress.
~Fhort st teye——, -
| . wtles ol 2l
TED: lileetmo—pimple. You see, Mickey, the things you senes

in Mk detective stories and books -~ Well, this cne

ain't in the books. ¥You never verc in his ronm then,

huh?
MICKEY: No sir, he never let auny one in.
TED: And you looked in the door and saw him slip the money

under the mattress. Well, you can't see the hbed fron
the door, You-canlk gyen.-seessbhesdbed-whon~the ami=ty-
--threasguantars open. But jyou can see the bed from
the hrle 1n the wall behind the pioture. You et @@ ug..
thewbedp ond the closet with the rifle in it. 4nd sc
you wolted until ynu saw him put his money under the
mattress -~ uptil you say him clean the rifle ond
disassemble 1t ond then you went in ond asked him to
read you o story. Jind vhen heeeeotrbbebo..joeaad 11
1.0 was 0ll finished you started to take his money and he
tried to stop you and it happened.
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MICKEY:

KERN:

AMUSICE
CHAPPELL:

5=

T z2in't going to say a word. I never looked thru the
hnle; never, I only stuck my finger thru it once.
You don’t have to say another thing; Mickey., Nobody
else in the entire place knew about that hole. Just
me ond Mr. MocFarland here and the killer, you.

In just a moment we will read you a telegrom from
Therdore MacForland, of the Philadelphia Po. InQuirer
with the final outoome of tonightls BIG STORY,

- we ma— —

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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.{_/ THE BIG STORY ~26-
PROGRAM #219

{3ROTP 2

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE :
CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:

CLOBIRG COMMERCIAL:

guard against throst-seratch! Querd egainst throat-
soratch! Guard agalnst throat-scratch! Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL MELL.
Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose miléngsz you
can messure.

Remsmber this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becowes.

A? the first puff PEIL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other lesding cigarette. Morsover,
after 5 puffe, or 10, or 17 - by actusl we&suUre -

PELL MELL!'S greater length of traditionslly fine tobaccos

still travels the smoke further - filters the amoke &nd

makes it mild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a Emoothhess,
uildness and satisfectlion no other cigerette offers you,

Agk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

ro¢ package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandige!"
And - they are mild!

ARTHKCG1 0172503



CHAPPELL:

MACFARLAND:

CHAPPEIL:

HARRICE :

A T

CHAPPEIL:

(MUSIG:

-27 -

Now we read you that telegram from Theodore MacFarland
of the Philadelphia Imguirer...

Killer in tonighf’s Big Story mede full confession, was
sentenced to die in the electric chalr. DBut while in
the city prison at Holuwesburg, pending tranafer to the
Bellefonte desth houes, managed to kill himself. Many
thanks for tonightls PELL MELL Award.

Thank you, Mr. MacFarland,., the uaskers of FELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud 4o present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for notable service in the field of journslism,
Listeh again next week, same time, sewe station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIQGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY.... A Big Story from the front pages of the Boston
Record Americen, by-line Bob Court, A BIG STORY of &

reporter and & town where children lived in terrop.
STING)

And rewember, every week you can see another different

Big Story on telsvislon -- brought to you by the mekers
of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
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CHAPPELL:

e w— mm

CHLPPRLL

28 KEV.

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Vledimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program wes edapted by Arnold
rerl from an actuai story from tho front.pages of the
shiledelphic Inguirer. Your narrztor wes Bob Sleen,
end Sydney Eriith played the part of Thecdore
MecFarland, In order to protect the nemes of people
gctuelly involved in tonight's subhentie BIG STORY,
the nancs of all cheracters in tho dramatization

wore changed with the excention of the reperter,

Mr. MacFarlend.,

This progren is heerd by monbers of the Armed Forcss
overseas, through the faciiities of the irmed Forces
Redio Servico.

this is Ernest Chepuell sposking for the makers of
ELL MELL FiMOUS CIG.RETTES.

THIS 15 NBC ..,THE K.TIONAL 2RO.DCASTING COMILMY.
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~l= ABRAM B, GINNES
THE BIG STORY

ANNCR: PEIL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

{MUSIC:

e mea e me Eee g s e A

.xc(sw—*‘iMEWRI&‘E-R;GOING‘ .':"smvrs‘*mm@mﬂ/
BOB: (REPORTER, YOUNG FAIRLY AGG sSIVE) Switehboardr This
' R 06»—Ig 1t too late to get
"‘h.‘__‘—‘ "
8 ham—sandwich’and a bottle of beer sent” upeﬁu....Oh

is Bob Court up in

good..f...Oh yeeh, Tell the boy to walk right in, Ti11

~be$;;rkingmﬁ:wh&nks~..
(sou 220 L RECEIVER=DOWN .« » o « o TYPEWRITER STARTS AND TOWN UNIER)
BOB13 (OVER TYPEWRITER) It is now 11 ofclock at night, I em

writing this story from my hotel room in the town of
Fairfield, Maine, population 3500. It is the story of
the transformation of & peaceful, slumbering little
community inbto & suepleious, armed camp 211 in the space
of Tour hourS.....FCupr hours ago & tramping party round
the body of 17 year old Jacqueline-ﬁube&s ‘In the woods
near town, It was =er--

{SOUND: PHOFZ RINGS CUTTING TYPEWRITER +seen RECEIVER UP,IMPATIENT)

BOB 3 (IMPATIENT) Bob Court -

SHERIFF: (FILTER) Bob, this is the Sheriff. Thought you'!d like
to know =-~the Governor is sending the Attorne y~General
in here to take ovef -

BOB: {TA¥E) Ernie Castle?

SHRERIFF: He'll be here in a half-hour

BOB: Thanks., I!'11 be right downl

.-.._..-..--—-—.—--_.-—_..-...-—-n
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY,..Here is America....its sound and Its fury...
i1ts joy and its sOorrow..,.as felthfully reported by the
men and women of the great American NEWSPaPeTS. . PAUSE,,.
COLD AND FLAT) PFeirfleld, Maloe....From the pages of the
Boston Record-American, the story of & reporter and a
town where children lived in terror. Tonight, to Bob
Court of the Boston Record-.&merican; for his BIG STORY,
goes the PELL MELL AWARD,

T Tl e e e —— -

QPENING COMMERCIAL
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CHAFFEL:

HARRICE ¢
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #220

OPENING COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratech! Guard against throat-
scrateh! Guard agsinst throat-scratehl Enjoy the
smooth smoobh smoking of fing 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,
Remembey this -~ the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes. Al the
first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered furbher thamn
that of any other lesding cigarette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual mecsure - PELL MBLLIS

greeter,length of traditionally fine tobeccos 3t111

travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and

makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smor%hness, mildness and sgbisfaction nocther

cigarette offers you,.

smoke PELL MELL ~ the cigarette whose mildness you can
measure. FPELL MRLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl"
And - they are mild!l
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{Musics THEME AND UNIER)

T T A e e e et MR

CHAPFELL: Fairfield, Maine .... The story as it actually happened...
Bob Court's story as he lived it,..
PMUSIC: - _UP AND UNIER)

—TE TS e e e e e

NARR: Youlre one of New England's top crime/yeporters, Bob
fiide e
Court. You work for the Boston Record! You've seen a
, great’geal. But &s you pift down in the Sheriff'!s office
LR ATTE

" this midnight you feel strange and uneasy. This 1 1o
ocrdinary murder story....ks-neven-is-vwhen-a--chilasds=——

“dnvelved-—w
SHER: Hello, Bob -
BOB: Hello, Sheriff .,....Go0od to see you, Ernie -
CASTIE; (SIGHS) Wish it were different cirecumstances, Bob -
SHER: How were the streets on your way overs
BOB: Not much of o moon out but theylre still there, sitting

on their porches « or in thelr cars ... Most of them

have gune -

SHER: Know how those folks feele.o.I've got three kids of,my
owt bome—riehb-novw, .,
CASTIE : In 8 case like this, we'lre ealways working against time

and the mood of the community. We'd better get on with
the list. What!s the next one, Sheriff?

SHER: George Dearhorn ~ Checked him but he's still in the
Federal pen -

CABTLE: Frank Krumschmid:?

8HER+ Died a week ago ... pneumonis =

CASTIE : Sam Fortland?

SHER: Got out of State Prison two weeks ago but left the State -
CASTIE: Luks Ames$
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SHER: (BESITANT) Well... I don't know -

CASTLE : (TENSE) Leok, Sheriff. I kmow how you feel. To pick
a menh up &t 8 time like this 1a gonna mean trouble for
him even if he turns out to te innceent. But welve got
to make a movel

SHER: fuke has & brown suit, just like the man who wes seen

igidl Eem., oo '
with the Pubss girl, We also got a call., SNOCOYMOUS s s enn
that he was seen in the area last night. But there arc
£ifty men in town with brown suits! And wetve gotten
thirty snonymous calls about met who were seepn =

r

CASTIE ¢ (cUTs IN)} Except that Luke Awes has 2 likely record

doesn't he?
SHER: Yes but for the rast-three years he -
CASTIE (CUTS IN TRRITABIE) We've got to stard somevhere! Have

your men pick up Iuke Ames - now

SHER: (WEARY) {IOW) Iumke, listen ... listen to me - for the last
time. Tell us the truth. Did you know the girl st 2ll?

LUKE : (MIDLLE FORTIES, FRIGHTENED) (BU];E}?SIE\E‘or the past
three hours,. all night 1ong,;ﬁqghgsked me the same

. question = |

CASTIE : (WEARY BUT HARD) Then anewer iti

LUKE : I dldn't know her. I didu't do 1t! (RAISING HIS WOICE)
Tast night I wos working on my placel I - I got my own
family nowl TFor three Fears -

CASTIH (HARD) C?iwinals like you don't changel! You were seen
with the Gaidds ‘z1rl last nightl This morning you sent

your sult to the cleaper's - brown sult!

ATHOT 0172511
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(SOUND:
BOB:

{SOUND:
CASTIE 1

~bim
(SHOUTING IN IESPERATION) I dldn't do i1ti I swear 1t}
T dtan't do 1tl | |
PHORE RINGS SLIGHTLY OFF....RECEIVER UP)
(SLIGHTLY OFF) Bob Court speaking....Oh-Yes, GOVernoTs...
Yes, sir. He's right heres.ess«{CALLS) Ernie. The
Governor. For you'.
STEPS IN..,.RECEIVER PICKED UP)
(WEARY) Governor?......No, no break yet. The town? It's
~em=itls not in @ ~=epleasant mood » . » Ames? Welve
been with him four hours now., No, MNcthing yet., But -
I'm golong to have him locked up...
(SHOUTS WILILY) You.can'tl They - theytll kill mel
Iet me gol It wasn't me! I swear it - I didn't do it}

e T e — ——

_CASTIE: . . More coffee, - Bob2,

~BOB . ermre—ThEDKS {“ETNLE T ITNO

CASTIE :

. BOB:

BOD:
CASTIE:

BOB:

(BRA®:vYTHEY) Go ahead. Say 1t. It's written all over
your face -

For e poker player like me, that can get to be & bad
PebIE - |

e s

| GASTIR - {SENSETB5b; I had to make-a-move . - I-HATLOY

Nobody's saying Ames isn't guilty, Emf:i.e -

Except yoU...(BEAT) I - I don't know, Bob. Ma ybe

youlre right -

Itm not saying he dldn't do it, Ernle, Get me straight -
T just think he sounds innocent and compared to some-of
those other names on that 1list of hardened criminals,

vell -
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CASTIE:

fMUsIC;
I0KE:

-7“
(BEAT) (LOW) Tell you what, Bob, Ask the Sheriff to let
you into ames ceil.... Talk with him, Then give me your

impression ~

_SLIGHT ACCENT,., DOWN UNDER P

(1ow, FEARFUL) It's like I told the others...l - I aidn't
do itll.l.

‘5@:‘—“« Mmﬁmﬂhatﬂmmwmyw«a ed. ;uou =044 /

BOB:

-~

you know the Dubois girl et all? //f’
T (LONG BEAT....THEN) I - I.....Glume 2 cina.ret.te will
LﬂVOu? f,"’
Suré;};,:Pere..... _ﬁ,/’/,
(NERVCUSNEES. BUTLDING) T—thjplé'; themks a million,
- Light? T e
e

LUKE ¢
(SOUND:

TUKE +

BOB:

Yeah,..Pleases.s - _
MATCH LIT) .

(PUFPS OREEDILY) (THEN} W-what are you looking out %hat
wipdow for? '

Just looking down into the square ---—Wanna take a look?

(SeuNDr BEAT...TEEN -SOME~GHUFFLING-BYEPS - AND OUT 0} wcmacrw

LUKE ¢
BOB:

BOB3

T-they know I'm ip here, dontt they?

Luke, 1T you're innocent you'll be released. But if
you're released ~ and one of these people down there -
Knows you Were 1ying. .. (STOPS)

(BEAT) H-how could they toow w-wether I was 1lying or not?
Since you were pleked up; there have been & couple more
calls.as

From - whom?

’ -
}V:‘C"-' Lty

People who say they saw you with Jecqueline Bwisets. f
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(8QUND: STEPS OUT %0)

TUKE § {SLIGHTLY OFF) Over here, sway from the window =
(5OUND3 STEPS OUP T0)

BOB: What e
LUKE £ NED TO IEATH) You - you'vergot’fg.believe
me } . =
P
BOB: Go on -~ _ e
LUK : {ALMOST CRACKING}) rIt’—‘it atnlt true what the aAttorney
General said.-'Up in prilson the -NMﬂthhere... he talked
to me!.-Héfw he knew I wanted to go sﬁ?ﬁig@& ~ guit my
old!ways. \\\qu‘
BOB: What are your trying to tell me; Luke ? H““%Hkﬁ
~LUKE § ::::'."_'._'_':;';ms-t;:t};;::i?;;@amthmeﬂyééfé:}l;fﬁ‘e;ﬁ TF1Ve ‘gone-straight = - B
IListen - I knew her. I knew Jacqueline! She was a
hice kid - just like one of my own.
BOB; You were lying then?
LUKEY (QUICKLY) Only abont that because I was scared} I

swear it! XY - I knew her. the night she - she was

dene in, toward evenlng 1t was - I saw her walking

toward the river., The =~ the river was flowing Tast and
full with the melting snow. I « I walked with her a

while because - I like to watch the river when 1t was full
like that, Then I left her! (SUDDEN OUTBURST) That's
it! Thatls the whole storyl I didn't do it. Can't you
see T didntt do 1t? Can't you sce?

TTCLANG..OF -PRISON BOOR-BEING-ERUT, [ ETEPS UNDER WYTH-BLIGHT:
FEGHO & THEN), '

RYKOT 017°2514




BCB:

CASTIE:
(sOUND:

CASTIE :

BOB:

CASTIE:

ROB1
CASTIE

BOB
CASTIE:

BOB:

CASTIE:

BOB:

CASTIE::

-.9_
wa.fjf‘w
Well, Ernie? Now hweshe told you what he told me, What
do you think®?

(PERPLEXED) I - I don't know,.

TR PS OB DE-BOOROPBNE NG ND-BH U, SCRATE OF CHAIR AS

CASTLE SITS)

Lord but I'm tired.....The Governor!s called twice today
already -

T don't blame him,..A town up in arms 1s something to
worry about,. i )
Everywhere I go in this place +estO et a cup of coffee,
at the railroad station to buy a paper = therals always
somebody, alwaye somnebody..,. "What about 1te", they say.
Mihat are you dring drinking c¢offee - or buying s paper
when our children live in terror”

T know how they feel.

T do too, Bob, That's what makes it so hard. I'm ~ I'm
the Statels Attorney General, If anything goes wrong;
I'm reponsitle.

whes are you golng to do aboub Ames?

Fven 1f I believed his story the town wouldn't, Once
they found out he knew Jacqueline and saw her the night
she was murdered.sues

You gonna keep him locked up?

T have £0...Mayoe he!ll break down. .fter all, he lled
once. Maybe he's st1ll lying.

Think T!11 go out and look eround.

Where?

ARTHOT 01P2s51S




(SOUND:

MRS, P.

HARR:

MRS. P:

ECB:

. MR3. P:
BOE:
MR3. P,
BOB:
MRS, P
BOB:

~10=
Ilve been phecking that lipt of criminalé. Itve pot a

few more to go,,

You leave the town hall, Bob Court - and try to avold the
angry eyeg‘of the men and women waiting outside. Slowly,
oue by one, you go down your list = checking alibis,
trying to figure out if you can who is lylng and whe is
not. It's twllight when you find yourself in a small born
o few miles from Fairfield, .

BARN SCUNDS OF A FEW ANIMALS,..SOUND OF BAY BEING
HANDLED AB)

(IN HER SIXTIES BUT VIGOROUS AND PLEASANT) (SLIGHTLY
OFF) T'11 be with you in & minute. Just have to feed
them animals or they!'ll wake the dead with their bellowing.
Youlve seen farm women like Mre, Portland before,...
widows in thelr slixtles, still able to plok up a
pitchfork of hay with ecase, still able to run a small
Term and dodge the bank,

Wow, sir - 4f youlre selling, I can't say I'm bDuying....
no matter vwhat 1t is -

(GRIN) I'm a reporter; Mrs, Portiland. Bob Court,

Just wanted to chat with you about your son, Sam, .
Ofuva.e. (CAUTIOUS NOW) What 1s it you'd 1like to know?
8em got out ~f prison twe weeks age, didnlt het

He = left the State,

Do you have any idea where he might he?

No,., But Sam'll write to me when he's ready.

Of course.
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MRs, P:

BOB:

¥E3, P:

(sounD:
EDR:
SHERIFF:
BOB:
SHERS
{MUsIC

—— e

-1~

(RESERVED NOW BHECAUSE SHE'S A PROUD WOMAN AND THIS HURTS)
Young man, I‘li tell you what I told the Sheriff, Folks!
around here have always had 1t in for us. Welre Portlands,
sam & wel That's good stock; young mon, Stock that

goes back a long ways. It's always made the riffraff

hate us. Sam gets into trouble but Sam wouldn't

murder no ohe. . _
I;m sure youlre right, Mrs. Portland..., By the way, how
do you know San's out of the State?

He cam home the day they let him out. He left that night.
sam wasn't happy arcund hereno more. He told me himself
he was leaving the State. (DEFIANT) Sam's a Portland.

He dont'd liel

Bob Court, The moment you start driving slowly down the
wmain street, you feel something new in the air, something
wrong; soriething terridly wrong., Suddenly, your
hea llights plek out the Sheriff hurrying ccross ?ho

sousre to his offlce, asguare strangely full of people

- for-this tlwe-ol-nighi....

CAR TO A STOP)

{CALLS) Sheriff! It's mel Bobl
(TENSE, HURRIED) 1111 see you inslde -
Sheriff; whatts wrong?

(BRUSQUE) I sald I'11 see you insidel

wn e e s Ve v mm pmm m—
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NARR:

BOB:
SHER:
BOB:
SHER:

—_—m A =

]2
Inside, you look from the Sherifffs dead-white face to
that of Ernest Castle; The Attorngy General, The poin and
horror you see there keeps the guestions sticking in your
O e ot
What -~ whatds:,
(LOW) A half ~ hour &go...Near the same spot -
Oh no -
Killed the same woy. The same storics about & man in a -
brown sﬁit. Joey Benton, fifteen =~
SUDLEN CRASH OF GLASS WINDOW AS ROCK CCMES THROUGH IT)

(LOW) (AS IF EXPECTED) Theregoes your window, Sherlff,

{SUDLENLY TERRIBLY WEARY) Now 1t begins in earnest...

MIDDIE COMMERCTAL
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GROUP:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE :
CHAFPFELL:

HARRICE

CHAPPEILL:
HARRICE ;
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

‘tfr

~13=

THE EIG -STORY
PROGRAM # 220

MIDDIE COMMERCIAL

Guard agelnst throct=zcerateh! CGuard against throat-
seratch! Guard against throat-scratehl Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke o

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 flrst puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,

efter 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 ~ by gschual measure -

PELL MELL!S greater length of traditionally Cine
tobaceos still travels the smoke further - filters the

smoke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, FELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.

Guard ageinst throot-=scratehl

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigaprette whose mildness you ean
measure  PELL MELL FAMOWS CICARRTTES ~"Outstaonding”}
And - they are mildl
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HARRICE ¢

NARR:

{SOUND;

SHER:

(3 0UND;
SHER:
BOB:

SHER?:

BOB:
SHER:

BOB:

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of Bob daurt, o5 -he lived 1t and wrote 1t.

It's two doys now slnce the second victim of the ohi?d—-
slayer was discovered in the woods outside Fairfield,
Maine., And they've been sleepless; painstoking Gays

for you; Bob Court; reporter for the Boston Record_g
Ameriean. As you hurry now into the Sheriffls offlce,
you stop for o moment - confused by the sight of elght men
sitting slilently iv the walting room gach with & wrapped
bundle under his orm,

DOOR OPENED, SHUT-ONOILRS,” TYPEWRIPERSTGOING AND).

(ON PHONE .. HARRIED....SLIGHTLY OFF} You what? Youlve
got o brown suit and youtre worriled? (WEARY) Ok; Ok;

come on 1In and I'1ll guestion you,

RECEIVER DOWN)

{WEARY) Where have you been? )

Listen ... who - vho are those men walting out theres
~Brothepe-of~bhe-one—vho-jusbcctted, Theylve all got
brown suits; they're all scared and they all want to

be questioned and cleared -ﬁaﬁ“r-ijf'n;zttt'j?{jbukhhya
Itls gotten that bad; has 1t? Where's Ernble Castle?

The next office. He's got a special dircet wire in thero
to the Governor (IRKED) What about you?  Youlve been
gone two days.,

(DROPS HIS VOICE)} I've been doing my own cheeking.
{EXCITED) I've found ome alibl that doesn't stand upi
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SHER:

BOB:

SHER:
BOB:

SHER:
BOB:

BHER:
BOB:

SHER:
BOB:
{SOUND:

SBHHER:

BOR:
SHER:

{S0UND:
S8HFER:
BOB:

=1F-
{SUSPICIOUS) Which one? -
Sam Portlandl His mother said he's been out of the stato;
right?
What are you driving ate
Well, he might be ocut of the State now. put he was in &
Jodging house right here in Feirfield untll two days oagol
Show me proof -
Ttve been checking ell the cheap lodging hauses; asking
about men with brown sults ;
And?
Right here in town, the lodglng house near the depot ;
~$he-manzeonldnl TR TERES Faat-first and then 411-0f 0w
sudden- it-oeme—bo~him: He showed me hils reglster =~
sam Portlandl
(EXCITED) Where is he mow?
I don't knowl
PHOMNE PICKED UP FAST)
Mary? This is the Bheriff. Make 1t fostl I want bo
tonlk to Cal Henry; pustmasﬁer over to Bridgeville!
The postmaster? What AT e
(CUTS IN ON PHONE) Oal; sorry to trouble you but got
some thing importent. What? YES; yes.eer 1isten, Colmm--
the past four, five days - think hord.. Did you deliver
opy mail to Mrs. Aaron Portland?.;;....Ybu did? Vwhen?t
You recoghized the writin'g Thanks, thahks no end, ¢ali
RECEIVER HURRIEDLY DOWN AS)
Let's go, Bobl

Where to?
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SHER: sam Portloundts mother. -She got o letter from him this

morning!
(MUSIC: _ _ACCENT....QUIGK BRIIGE...OUZ UNIER)_

MRS, Pi (TENSE BUT CONTROLIED) I'm - I'm not hiding cuything,
Sheriff. My son Sam is - is able to take care of
himself, I'm sure he!ll be glad to explain everytbing

to you..
SHER: Is that the letter, in your hand?
MRS, P Yes, yes., I'1l read 1t to you: Dear Mz, T am ln

Lewiston -~
BOB: Iewlston!
MRS, P: (GETTING MORE TENSE AS SHE READS ON) Itm planning te

get o steady job here in town. Youlll see, Ma. Youlll
be proud of me yet. Send my clothes to thls address
here the Main Street Lodging House. With all my love, Sor

SHER: (BEAT .. THEN} Thanks, mam.... Come on , Bob,
BOB; Good night, Mrs. Portland.
(sounn: RECEDING STEPS AND DOOR OPENED OFR WHEN)

MRS, P (CN MYKE} (SUDDENLY LOSES CONTROL AND SHOUTS AFTER THEM)
Setls o Portlandl Do you know what that meanst He

couldn't have dene murder, Som wos born a Portlond!

i T e mam me w— — e — et — —

(SOUND: KNOGK ON DOOR .. REFEAT,.. THEN DOOR OPEWED .., NIGHT
SOUNDS B.G.) '

OWNER: (ELIERLY MAN) Yup?

SHER: serry to bother you this hour, Here'!s my badge-
OWNER:  Yup? 4.

sunﬁg You run this boarding house?
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BCB:

CASTLE s

Lox]

CASTLE:

~17=-

Yup -
We're looking for o fellow nomed - Sam Portland -
Whatt!s he done?

Does he 1iv€zge _
Feller about #:E%éhfive, glasses, sallow-looking?

Thatls him - _
Don't live here. Moved out this afternoon-
Where to?

Kendel's form outside of town. Got o job there.

BUSY OFFICE B.G. FPHONES RINGING AND VOICES B.G. PHONE
RINGS IN FOREGROUND,.. RECEIVER GRABEED)
(EXCITED) (FAST) Castle talking =~ _
(FILTER) Ernie; this 1s Bo‘o; I'm out in Lewiston with
the Sherirf. Thought you- )

(cUTs IN) ( TAKE) Lewiston? Better get back here fast,
the both of youl}

Ernile, you don't understand! We got a lead on Sam
Portland. Xe hasntt been out of the State after all,

He was -

(CUTS IN) Iisten, Bob! If you wont to miss out on 4
story; thatls your funerali But we need the Sheriff
beck here and need him fast. “A¥i-tarnationhrsshroken.
ogesh..

Wwhat are yeu talkung abouts

The Boston police picked up a man ncmed Irwin Carminel

Hols confessed both murdersl
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BOD:
CASTIE:

BOB:
CABTIE:

CASTLE 3

~CARMINE -~ -
CASTIES.

CARMINE:

e P

CARMINE:

e

“~yhat? ) ~18-

s s
He's on his way in from Boston now. Ang-thegovernoris

an his-\way here tV

He =~ cnawed? -

(GOES n:qxw’bﬂ) We need the Sheriff here to make sure
/

~
nottiing happens 'E:;Cn\ine vhen he hits town! Novw get
vack here, both-of yowj,.ps fast as you cant

Thene's ha.rdly room in the sheriff"s orfice for you, Bob
Court, the Governor, the Attorney General, the Deputles
guarding the windows and doors « and the strange young
man from Boston named Ixrwin Carmine. You understand

the pressurcs under which the Governnr and Ernle Castle
are working, You have your oun opinicn of Carmine -~ but
you say nothing ag%mfﬁ gmtﬁmxe nto the night.
(EXCITED) Once more, Carmine.j&&:@%f;?ﬁw&‘?ﬁ;r for
the record -

(‘YOUNG,. COCKSURE).. Sure....Agk.me oD yt.hiné. -

You say you come through here on_p_.hi"c-'é'h‘.h-iking trip and
&éé'ided-.to camp out in phe-ﬂobd.s for a couple of days.

Right? el

sure . _I-dofiff need crowds around me. I like to be by
mysélf - (GRIN) T get a real kick out.of myse 1£( SLIGHT
L\UGH)

“You - you met Jaddueline ~Dubols-that-evening and~ - -
(cuTs IN BORED) Sure. It's llke I told you, I met her,
killed her. A couple of days later, I thought "1t over;
I vas smarter than anybodyl Neobody even had an idec who

done the Jjob. 8o I killed that other one Joey ~ Joey =~

ATHO1 0172524



CASTIE:
CARMINE :
CASTLE :
CARMINE ¢

CASTIE:

CARMINE @

CARMINE @

(SOUND:
CARMINE :

(3OUND:
CARMINE:

~19:
Joey Benton-
Thatts right... Killing is easy; for me, thai ls -
(EEAT ,,. THEN )} Carmine, we're going to take you out
into the woods nov.
(EDGE OF FEAR) The - the woods?
That's right. The woods vhere it happened. We want you!
to show us exactly where and how you - did those -
poor kids 1n.
(LONG PAUSE... THEN BRAVADO) Surel It's nice out in the
woods just -before the sun comes oub. Sure! What are we
wattin! for? Let's gol
EARLY MORNIIG WOODS B.G., .. TRAMPING OF MANY FEET TRROUGHE
THE GRASS....THEN)
(A LITTLE COWFUSED AND EDGY Now) Itls ~ er - 1tfs
just a - 1little way ahend; folksess I'1ll = T111 show
you the exact spot.
HOLD FEET FOR A WHILE AND SUDDENLY)
(EAGERLY) Here! That's 1t Right apbout - right about
here} I - I recognize it now |
FEET OUT,.,.JUST THE SOUND OF THE WOOBB.?.THEN)
(GROWING MORE EIGY NOW) I'm - I'm right, cin't I? Just--
just about here is where T dld the Jobesss |

mNG P‘qUSE LI BN .TIEN

CARMINE:

(EDGE OF HYSTERIA) What's - whatsamattery What are
you = what cre you all looking a% me like ~ that for?
(PAUSE, .. THEN ALMOST CRACKING)

(MORE )
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CARMINE ¢
CONTID

CASTLE:

=

{MUsICs

— e e

NARR

(SOUNDs
BOB:

. “20— .
What - what are you all looking at me like that for? Why-
why don't you say something? XYou You vanted 2 confessloul
atdn't you? Say something (PAUSE THEN ALMOST WEEPING)
T - T ean't stand 1% when nobody talks to me! What atd
1 do wrang?. Vipote @nity, seelles pedilie WY INTER

( BABD-AND-BFEER)/ You're o mile from where the murders
wvere commlbted, you_ sick —patten. publicity=seekeri

e marw wk macn  p— p

ITrwin Carmine had read about the ki11lings in the B
newspapers. In his empty, perverted little life on 1lded
had been born - o wonderful idea for winning ore brief

moment of fome and glory as o confessed murderer,

——"— _—t A e = -—

On the way baek to town, the early nerning 1ight secps
into the car, washing the faces of the Governor and
Ernic Castle in a dirty gray light. The Governor turns
his weary; s}eepless eyee first to Csstle and then tq
you, Bnb Court. You can read the gquestion in his ejes:
"I ~ 1f you were I; what would .you do?"

CAR TN MOTION B.G. HOLD, ... .THEN)

(1LOW AND TENTATIVE) If ~ if I were you; Governor; I'd
call out the Tmtional Guard. Have them search every

farm house around here.

STIGHT PAUSE, ... .THEN

CABTLE:

— e e

That!s not a bcd idea, Governor, Maybe Bobts right, If
only for the psycholegical effect 1f would have.

— e — T e e A
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) CABTIE ¢ Just got o report from the National Guard commander oub
¢ Lewiston way -

BOB1 Any luck?

CASTIE: The y seurched Kendolllls famm,...Portland 1sn’t there.

BOB: (BEAT) I = think I'll go over to my hotel, Ernie «oq ol
haven't slept in twe 44V NOWesseal feel ieﬁg%?‘

(MUSIG: _ ACCENT...seoDOWN UNIER)

(50UND: PHONE RINGS,.es+REFEAT. .+ . REFEAT AGATN  THEN)

BOB¢ ( WAKING) Ugh? ssssar.Ohes

- (8OUND: RECEIVER UP)

BOB: {SLEEPY) Court speaking.

MRS. F: (FILTER) Mr. Court?

BOB: (COMING AWAKE) Who -~ whols this?

MR35, Pt Mr., Court, I -~ I don't want you £to .. hurt him..

BOB: Mrs. Portland?

MRS, P! I -~ don't want you te bring anybody but -~ the Sherlff..
Just you and -~ the Sheriff,. I -~ I don’'t want anybody
to - hurt my boy..

(MUSIC: _ STING HIGH. ... QUL 2O 1)

MRS. P: (LoW BUT FINd) He - came home last night, Sem aldeees
nbout three in the morning. I gave him some cold
milk oand a bun,

BOB: Where 19 he ; now, Mrs, Portland?

MR2, Pi ,. It - 1t ainlt fair for = folks to hate us Just
because Wwelre better!n they are. Tt ain't fairl They
dia it to Sam, They datal

SHERIFF: «+Wherels 3om now; Mrs. Portland?

MRS, P (BEAT, ., THEN) Out ~ in the barn...{SUDDEN) I'1l take

N . you there myself!
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(MUSIC: ACCENT. ...OUT UNIER:)

(BARN HOISES .. » sESTABLISH, o4 THEN)

MRS. P: {CALLS) Sam?
NO ANSWER B
MRS, P: (FIRM) Sam, your mother's calling you. Itls -~ time to

come OULaans

(RUSTLE OF STRAW UNIDER)

ShM: (WHIMPERING SLIGHTLY OFF) ©Oh, Ma.esMoooo

BOB: (ILOW) Thexre he 13; Sheriff...In that stall..,

SHERTFF:  (LOW) He's got a pitchforki

SAM: (SLIGHTLY OFF...MIDDLE FORTTES , » s FRIGHTENED) Ma; tell
them = not to hurt MEesaelia =

MRS. P: (PIRM) Put the pitchfork avay and come on out, son ~

SAM: {(SLIGHTLY OFF) No...They'll - hurt ... know them,

Ma, They'pg:}ik@fﬁll“tbé:xeppvaround herei~ They . |
&luaysmhateﬂ»us~-—wand~thatLa“whny»gntmbackuqthxm@m!
SHERIFF: Sam, you'ld better come on out or I might have to hurt you -
MRS, P Noi Sam; you're bettertn they arel Shav them youlre
a man! Don't fail me, Saml
(SLIGHT PAUSE,, . THEN RUSTLQ OF STRAW AND SUDDEN
RUSH ASt)
SAM: {(ON MIKE) (WEEPING) Oh, Mo, Mal I - T had to ao 1t,
T had tol I was gebtting boack at ther for both of wus.
They never llked us, dld they Ma?
MRS, Pt (COWSOLING) There, there Son =
SHERRIF: Why daild you kill those children, Sam?h

~J
P
o
V]
w0
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SAM: You wonldn't understand! You don't know what 1t1s 1tke
to grnw up around here ~ all your life - all your life
they whisper and say things bghind your backl Didn?t they
Ma® Didn't they?

MRS. P: Yes, Sem. ‘
BOB: Did you know those kids Somp Did yow hate them espeelally?
SAM: (BITTER) I dldn't coare who I killed., T -~ I didn’t_

know them ond I 4ldn't care who they were but I know who
they belonged tal They belonged to Them. To Ehgm; the
oncs who always hated us! Didn'tt they Ma? Didn't they?

BOB: You mean - you might have killed Jjust any children
coming along.

SAM: As long as they belonged to Them. (WHINES) ZLeave me
alone; canlt you, Make them leave me alone Mal Sure I
did 1t! Itm glag I daid it!

MRS, P Don't mind them at all; Sam; (RITTER). You're better
thath any of Them, Youlre a Portland; son - Just
remémber that, o Portlandl

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Bob
Court, of the Bosten Record American with the finel
outcome of tonightts BIG STORY.

(MusIC:

gL B A

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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SAM

MRS, F:
EOB:
SAM:

BOB:

SAMy

MRS, P:

— it e

CHAPPELL:

(MUSICs
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You wouldn't understand! You donlt know what itts like

to grow up around here =~ all your life = all your life
they whisper and say things behind your beckl Didn’t they
Ma? Didnlt theyt

Yes, Sam, _

Did you know those kids S8am? Did you hate them especlally?
(BITTER) I didn’t care who I killed. I - I didn't

know them and I didn't care who they vere but I kn?w who
they belonged tol They belonged to Thenm. To Them, the
ones who always hated us! Didn't they Ma? Didn't they?
You mean - you might have killed Jjust ony children

coming along.

As long ns they belonged to Them. (WHINES) Iezve me
nlone, can't you, Make them lecave me alone Mal Sure I
a1d 1t! TI'm glad I aid 1tf

Don't mind them at all, Sam; (BITTER). You're better
than any of Them. You're n Portlond, Son -~ just

remember that, & Portlandl

In just a mement we will read you & telegram fron Bob
Court, of the Bosten Record American with the rinal

outcome of tenightis BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CLOSTING COMMERCIAL:

Guard sgoinst throat-scrateh] Guord against throatescratehi

Guard ogainst throat-scratechl EnjJoy the smooth smooth

smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke n PELL MELL,

Yés; smoke PELL MELL ~ the cigaretbe whose mildness

YOU €an Mol sure

Remenber this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered
threugh fine tobocoos, the milder it becomes.

At the Lirst puff PELL MELL smoke 1e f1ltered further
than that of any nthgr lending cigarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by sctunl measure -

FELL MELL!'S greoter length of traditionally fine

tebaccos 8511l $rovels the smoke further - filters
the smoke ond makes it mild.
Thus, PELL MILL'S flne mellew tobaccos give you o

smeothness, mildness and satisfactivn no other

cigarette offers you. N
Lsk for the longer, finer clgarette in the distinguished
red pockage - FELL MELL FPAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"outstandingl"”
And - they are mildl
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CHAPPEILL: HNow we rend you thot telegram from Bob Court of the
Boston Record Amerlean. _

COURT: Murderer in tenight's Bilg Story proved o pathetic
defendant, Cries of lynch reached his ears as he awalted
trial, BSiluce there is no capital punishment in the
8tate of Mailne, bhe recelived o 1life sentence. My reward -
aside from o good story - 1s today my proudest possessions
o badege naking me & deputy pheriff for 1ife iIn the Btate ¢
Maine. My sincere appreciation feop tonight's Pell Mell
Award.,. i

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mf. Court... The makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES arc proud to present you the FELL MELL
$500 Award fer notable service in the field of
Journalism.

HARRICE: Listen agalin next weck, same time, some station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREETES will present another BIG
STORY.;.. A Bilg Story from the front pages of the
Fert bodge Icwo Messenger, by-ling Granger P. Mitchell,

A BIG STORY about a reporter who used a guotatinsn from
Shakespetaird¢ .. . t0 trap o killer.

{MusIc: _ _STING)

CHAPPELL: And remember, every week you can sec ancther different
Big Story on telavision -~ brought to you ty the makers
of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

{MUSIC; THEME_WIPE & FADE_TO BG ON CUE)

He e e T T R — - = B e SRy ™ S )
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CHAPPELIL.: THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernarg J. Frockter with
original) musliec composged and conducted by Viadimir
Selinsky, Tonlghtls program was ndapted by Abram S.
Ginnes from an actual story from the front peges of the
Boston Record Ameriecan., Your narrator was Bob Sloan,
and James Stevens played the part of Bob Court,
In order to proteet the nomes of people actually
invalved In tonightls authentic BIG BTORY, the names of
- all characters in the dramantization were changed with

the exceptlon of the reporter, Mr. Court,

[ e T i gy - S Al = g —

CHAPFELL: This is Ernest Chappell spencking for the makers of
FELL MELL RAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS IMBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

valk/pn
5/29/51 pm

g
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THE BIG STORY #221

10:0%-&0:3% FM JUNE 20, 1951 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present......IHE BIG BTORY.

(MUSIC:  _ _ PANPARE)

(A MAN'S STEPS ECHOING ALCNG STREET)

AL: (SHARP) Okey, Buddy! Up with tbose hands.

(STEPS STOP ABRUPTLY)

AL: (SHAPS) Come on, Keep 'ew up!

HERRY —E@mirlpsp o~ The Tree Bandit, &h?

AL: Yeah, SJurprised? Come on, hand over your wvallet.

HENWRY : 3ut I haven't got any money on Meas...

AL: Don't lie to mg, ,.I knqw you just closed that grocery
stcre of ydurs}aﬁé%u'r& loaded with dough ;«STEEFSTT

HENRY : A1l right, all right. I guess I can't do enythlng else...

ALz That's right. There ain't & thing you can 6o..... . .(CUTS
AND SUDDENLY) No! Don't try it, Steiger!

HENRY': {GRUNTING) You yellow skunk., I'm going to rip that
mask from your face an' e

AL: {STRUGGLING) i T7e+t01d FOUL . e Ot s tOL e by Wl k.

(A SHOT.& GROAN..BODY THUD)

ALz (HYSTERICALLY) I told you, didn't I? I told you!

(MUSIC:_ _ _ HIT UP_TQ CURTAIN AND)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Hers is Americe, itsssound and its fury,
ites joy and its sorrow, as feithfully reporters by the
men &nd women of the great American newspapers. (FLAT)
Fort Dodge, lowa. From the pages of the Fort Dodge
Messenger, the story of & reporter who used & quotation
from Shakespeare...to trap a killer, Tonight, tc Granger
Mitchell, for his Big Story, goes the Pell Mell Award!

(Mug1gc: TURNTARLE )

— e —

(OFENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #0021

OFPENING COMMERCIAL:

OROUP ¢ Guard against throet-seratch! Guard against throat-
scratch! Quard egainst throat-sopatch? Enjoy the smooth

smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, BSmoke a PELI, MELL.

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose mildness you
¢an measure. |

HARRICE : Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke FELL MELL,

CHAFPPELL: Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered

through fine tobaccos, the milder it bescomes. At the
first puff PEIL MELL smoke is filtered further than that
of any other leading clgarette, Morocver, after 5 puffs,
or 10, or 17 - by sctual measure - PELL MELL'S greaten
length of traditionally fine tobaccos £till travels the

smoke further - filters the smoke and makes it mild,
HARRICE Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobascos give you a

gmoothnesy, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you,
CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can

measure. FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstending!"
HARRICE : And - they are wmilg!
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CHAPPELL: Fort Dodge, Iowa....tho story as it actually happetdae.
granger Mitchell's story, as he 1ived ite.es
NARR ¢ You are Granger Mitchell, reporter for the Fort Dodge
Messenger. You wWere born and bred ln Fort Dodge, Iowa,
out where the tell corn grows, You like your town, and
you happen to be one of those rere birds in the
newspaper business who never left home. You latohed onto
s job as reporter on the Fort Dodge Messenger years &go,
and there you are, today. But enough of yourself, and to
get on with the story, your Big Story, the kind that
almost never happens in places like Fort Dodgs, or to
reporters llke you. It beglps late oue Marcn oight, on
e quiet suburben street., A man namsd Fred Harper is Just
turning thé CoTNEr, Whél.ss.s
{FOOTSTEPS ECHOING DOWN STREET, SOLITARY, ALONE }
AL: (SNAst Hold it, Buddy! Up wlth those hands!
{STEF3 STOP ABRUPTLY )

FRED: Welt a minute., What.oooss?
Al (SAVAGEI¥) Shut up, and do as I say. This is &
holdup.
FRED: (3CARED) H--holdup?
AL: Yeah, ‘And keep those hande up. Up, I said. Otherwisa,

,:Iillnaplattanﬁyounafaca*&l&:ﬁxpr*thtewetﬁewaikrmw&et»meqmuw

FRED: YosS b, VoS —sin!
AL Now, glmme your wallet.
FRED: Look, ITsuss.

4 AL; Your wallet, 8tupid!

AYHGT 017
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FRED:

ALz

FRED:
Al:

FRED:

ALs

FRED:
ALz

NARR:

ERNIE:
FRED:

GRANGER s

-.3..

(JITTERY) Wellot, wallet. Yoa; yes. Wallet. Hers
FOU BPB.uss
Thanks. Thanks very wuch. (A PAUSE) Aash! A lousy
twenty bucks,
TecesossI'm Borry, It'e 8L1 I gobs Tiaeess
Chicken fesd. Swemwbtsr Why I oughte let you have it,
you cheap punk! |
Mister, please, Don't éhoot me. Youlre not golng to...s
Go on. Beat 1t! Walk down the street.....an' ksep
walkiu'., And don't look back, ses? You look back once,
ant I'11 prt & slug right into your beck. Cet me?
Yesslr, YES, SIH.
A1l right, Get geing!

( FOOTSTEPS UP 4ND START TO FALL INTO)

You, Granger Miichell, are on the night desk when the
reporl comes in. A holdup. And ln a town like Fort
Dodge, with a population of only twenty-five thousand,
evep a holdup is rare. A few minutes later, youlrs atg
Headquarters with your very good friend, Chief of Pollce
Ernie Wagner, and you both talk to the victlm......

How does 1t happen you were out so 1latsz, Herper?

Why, I was pleying poker with the boys, Chief.......our
usual Wednssdey night game. We always break up at one,
alvays., ObLherwisc..ieevas

Otherwise, you'd get in trouble with your wives.
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FRED:

ERNIE:
FRED:
ERNIE:
FREB!

ORANGER:
FREL:

ERWVIE:

FRED:

ERKIE:

FRED:

GRANGER!
ERRIE:

GRANGER:

i T
( NERVOUS CHUCKIE) Yesh, TYesh, that's right. You
got sowething there, Mr. Mitechell.
When 014 you first seo shis holdup man?
Why, he was hiding behind & tres. 531#{'
A trse, eh?
That's right. He stepped out with this here gun, &n'
he was wearin' a mask kind of, & handkerchief over his
face. Near scared the daylights out of we. ( DISGUSTED)
I'm telling you, I had & greet alght &1l around. Firat
I lose fifty dollars at poker, and then‘this guy holds me
up for all I have left, twenty bucks.
Could you gesoribe this wman, at all?
Well, couldn't see much, Mr. Mitchell, it bein! dark and
with that qgsk,u§nipi}1. I'd say he was thirty, thirty-
five maybe:}..medium height......d2rk hat and dark coat.
And thet's 511?
Why, yesh. That's all, Chief..
That's great, Fort Dodge is full of men around thirly,
of medium height. (WEARY SIGH) All right, Harper. You
can go now. We'll call you 1f ve nesd you. |
Yes, Biresess-

{DOOR CLOSE)

well, Ernie, vhat do you think?
I don't know, Mitch., Thls kind of thing bae happened
before. A man loses heavlily at cerds, and in order to
pacify his wife, he tells the police some vague 8tory
about being held up by & wasked bandlt.
You think that's what happened here?
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ERNIE : I don't koow. We'll inveatigate, of courss. But if 1t
turns out to be & phony, 1t won't be the first time!.

(MUsig:_ _ _ BRIDGE)

NARR: You're half inclined to agree with Chlef Ernle Wagner.
This could be & phony, somehow a masked bandit and &
place like Fort Dodge don't go together. But then, &s
you are going back to the office at about twWo A.M., eéveu
thehsysiveass

(A WOMAN'S STEPS DOWN THE STREET)
. AL: (SHARP) Don't move, Zady!
MRS, PRENTI3S: (A SLIGRT SCREAM)
(STEPS SWOP ABRUPTLY)

AL (SHAR?) Gimme that purse, Ledy! OComo OD:....gimme that
pursec

(MUSTIG:_ _ _ HIT IN_BRIDGE)

ERNIE: You sald this man stepped out from behind a tree, Mrs.
Prentlss? _

MRS. PRENT: (HYSTERICAL) Yes. Yes. I wes valking along and he
stepped out from behind the tree, wearing this horrible
wask, and with the gun, and then....then he tors my
purse away from me! Oh, Chief, it was horrible, horriﬁle!

GRANGER! This man works fast, Ernie. He held up Harper et cone
o'clock. ... .and now Mrs. Prentlss, here, at two.

ERNIE: Yeah, Looks as though we've got something on our

A

hands, here, Mitch. Harper was telling the truth.
(TO MRS, PRENTISS) Mrs. Prentiss, could you describe
this holdup man?
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ERNIE:
MRS. PRENT:

GRANGER :
ERNIE:

ERNIE:

ERNIE:

ERNIE:

QRANGER:
ERNIE:

- m——
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Why, vhy, he was of avorage height, dark coat, dark hat....

And sbout thirty? Thirty-five?l _
¥asJ—-¥ba;-&haﬁjaegzsiﬁiuggous-aightv I was so frightened,

I really couldn't tell for A1) T
Well, Epnie, here we go agaln.
Yeahoieors

(PHONE RING)
o bk ot

{ (RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

Chief Wagner. What? Where? 1 seé. A1l right, we'll get
moving right away!

{REGEIVER ON HOOK)
Mitch, did you say 'here we go agelin?!
Why, Ye&B.
You must be psychic. This here bandit just found himselfl
another trea....s.ond pulled off another holdup!

Three holdups in one night. 4And & new name pours off your
A TLER My

typewriter, and hits sheieiing heodlines on the Messenger.

The Tree Bandit!

And after that, & wave of holdups. The

Tree Bandit runs wild, Almost every night, spreadiog

terror through Fort Dodge, emptying the streets after

ETYPEHBITER WORKING AWAY. IT FINISHES)
PAPER RIPPED FROM TYPEWRITER)
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GRANGER: Iast night the Troo Bandit struck agein.....twice.
And this morning, Fort Dodge is in & panle. This morning,
the City Council has posted a reward f?r ﬁ}s arrifgp dead
or alive. Meanvhile, fearful citizens,ﬂgéplyins for
peruits to carry guns, Chief of Police Wagner has warned
all citizens to keep off the strecets at night, has
doubled details on all night duty. And a siogle
cry 1s sweeping through the city today., Catch the Tree
Bandit!

(MUSIC OFF, ORCHESTRA, NITE-CLUB)

LOLA: You know what, Dollt

AL: What, 3Baby$

LOLA: You musta robbed a bank.

AL! {4 BEAT) Yeah? What makes you say that, Lola?®
LOLA: This dump has got class.

ALt Sure it has. Where ¢lse would I brlng you, Baby?
LOLA: You wvaed to take me to chcap joints. —Weorwte=the

-blusriote s PEEIET drank . bosr,..and.had -oursel'ves-a -baii,
Youppea+rinrwctter—rhadfeammsbuc k=gt Art~vwas-avbiyg
ged,  And noW..eee

AL: Yaah? What about now®

LOLA: Now, I just don't grink champagne, I use it for a hair
rinse. Now, 1lt's yes sir, from ths headwalter, an'! &
ringside scat, cn' five bucks te cvery busboy who lights
our cigarettus....

ALs 807

LOLA: S0 where doss & guy like you got all this dough?
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LOLA:
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LOLA :

Al:
LOLA:
ALz

10LA
Al:

LOLA:

GRANGER!
ERNIE:

ORANGER :

ERNIE:
GRANGER:

-8
Do you really wanta know?
I vouldn't have asked you if I didn't, Deoll. ¥You Know
how it 1s, & girl gets curious.
Sometimes a girl gete too curious.
AV now, honey, I didn't mean to butt into your private
usineBS.saesas
Iet's just sey I got investmants.
You mean, you woh it, gembling?
Gambling? Ave you kidding, Lola? Gamblin is & sucker's
game. The kind of investments I got pay of'f every
tiwe..,,.8n' every time, & hundred per cent return,
Gee, honey, it sounds terrific. What kind of...uve..
(INTERRUPTS) Look, Baby. Drink your champagne. I'm
ridin' high, and I'm golpg to keep it that way. You wang

a mink cost, I'1l get you that some day. Rinpe-formyour-

PR ers TN be 3l 6 LQR - OUT- £ 068 pu il I L 8L, YOUIN 088y 00,

Ipasmorthpr-twor-dddratoseup-uy-ndetl-ant-velid-travel.
&nywhegg:zgg;y&nt&mgn;ﬁiﬁfwﬁmﬁiﬁha. {A SLIGET BEAT) Only
don't ask so many questions, #e0? .

(IN SMALL VOICE) I'm sorry, Doll, Honest, I em!

Nothing on the Tree Bandlt today, Ernie?

(WEARILY) WNo, Mitch. Not a thing. Hets—resllyernbing--.

reBrpieT tHE TOWG T8 FEA Loy T s ~uproearrsdenc LI e..got

e OIS .y v e

24

_Trenewessisdenen,  We 've 4twhed—ovewsbhbms, even armed decoys.

And he won't blte,eh?
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GRANGER:
ERNIE:

GRANGER:
ERNIE

GRANGER :

ERNIE:

GRANGER:

ERNIE:

.-.9..
No. He's smart, Mitch, he's smart that way. We've sent
one wmanh after another up the suburban streets, late &t
night, disguised in differant vays, oven as woumen. But
hels left 'em alone, strictly alone.
And the witnesses, the people he's held up?
They've told us nothing. 411 vague. A1l too scared to

remember, Anﬂ—them@;az;Banﬂﬁtma&#ega-uoamdﬁﬂﬂm&akfﬂnev&vﬁ

~bakeg.ulbroft, I!ve tripled the force on nlght duty,

patroled every street with a tres on 1t, But we can'tt
cover ‘em all at once, and that's when he moves 1n.

He's got to make a mistake some tiwme,~Bepte.

Yeah., But meanwhile, I'wm not golng to wait, «ldstoie--

Teke & look Bt these plotures......

All wmen with records.

Pret's right. All wen convicted of cerrylng & gun, at
one time or anocther, Al men who lived, or &are living in
Fort Dodge vright now. Whoever the Tree Bandit is, he
knows this town like the back of his hangd, '

in other words, try toc plck the guilty man by deduction,
and then work backwards from thers.

That's right, Mitch, Maybe they don't use this method
anymoro in the modern school of erime detoction., But I'm

a ¢op of the old school, It's worked for me before, and

maybe it will again,
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NARR: You, Granger Mitchell can testify‘jggthat. Youtve worked
together with Ernie Wagner on many occaslons, you'lve got
& high respect for him and his department. 3o, you go back
to the office, never knowing that on this same éﬁy- the
most important thread to your Big Story was bheing woven.,
{LONELY STEPS ECHOING DOWN STREET)

AL: (SUDDENIY) Okay, Buddy! Up with those hands!
(STEPS STOP ARRUPTLY)
AL: (SNAPS) Come on, keep 'em up!
HENRY ¢ (QUIETLY ) -go-d$le—you. The tree bandit,
AL: Yeah, BSurprised? Come on, hand over your wallet.
HENRY 3 I haven't got eapy wmoney on me, Mister.
ALz Dontt 1de to me. I know you Just closed that grocery

store of yours, Stelger. And I know you're loaded with

dough.

HENRY ; All right. All right. I guess I can't do anything elss...

AL: That's right, Steiger. Thore nin't & thing you can do,...
(CUTS AND SUDDENLY) Neo! Don't try it, Stelger!

STEIGER: (GRUNTING} You dirty yellow, rat, I'm goin' to rip that
mesk from your face an'seiivas .

AL: (STRUGGLING) I told..:j;agt;;i;not to......try....it....

(§ SHOT. A GROAN.T ﬁﬁﬁgiﬂﬁﬁﬂh

AL (HYSTERICALIY) I told you, didn;;'l? I told youl!

MUSIC: HIT _UYp TO_CURTAIN_AND)

{&Uﬁlm_ — _ TURNTABLEY T

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL:

GROUP :

CHAFPEIL:

HARRICE :
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE s -
CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

guard ageinst throat-scratoh! Guard agelnst throat-
seratech! Guerd against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the gmooth
smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarctte whose mildness you
can measurs.

Puff by puff you're alweys shead whey you smoke PELL MELL.
At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
then that of any other leading cigerette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, er 17 - by actual meesure - PELL

MELL'S grenter length of traditionslly fine tobaccos stlll

trovels the smoke further - filters the swmoke and makes

it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoothnoss, mlldness and satisfacticn no other cigaretie

offers you.

Guard egainst throat-scratchl

Enjov the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigaretie whose mildness you can

measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandineg!"
And - they are mild!
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GRANGER:
ERRIE:

GRANGER ¢
ERNIE:
GRANGER!:
ERNIE:®

{MUs1C:

WARR:

-1~

INTRODUCTION_AND_UNDER)
C{ ; ;'"&"./'L\,‘ £ K
This is fppeat CHOPDEILl returning you to your narpator,

— S — —

andé the Big Story of Grangelr Mitohell.sas..88 he lived
it, and vwrote 1%,

It is just after wldnight, and you, Granger Mitchell of
the Fort Dodge Messenger, &are Just finishing another Trec
Bandlt story, mostly odds end ends., The City Counocll

has doubled the reward. The Tree Bandit has just
completed his twentieth holdup withie the oity limits of
Fort Dodge. One man had & heart attack when another wan
stopped him on & dark street, and asked him for & match.
And thene...

(TYPE?RITER POUNDING AWAY){PHONE RING){PHONE OFF
HOOK

Mitohell, Messenger.

Mitch, Ernie Wagner. Bettcr roach into your composing
room and pull out the biggest type you've got.

What do you mean?

The Tree Bandit just turned killer!

Whet?

vesh. Ohot down & grocer named Heary Stelger. Stelger

sled on the way to the hospital.

Henry Steiger. A loug-tlme citizen of Fort Dodge, &

man well-liked, the devoted father of five children, And
Fort Dodge iﬁran uproar, you oan almosteut the enger with
e knife, 1t's everywhere, in every home 8pd svery store
and every public place, and it orystalllzes l1nto four
cold, hard words! Oet the Tree Banhdit. And at pollce

headgquarters, you talk %o Ernic WOg0B e rsess
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GRANGER :

ERNIE:
GRANGER:
ERNIE:

GRANGER:
ERNIE:

GRANGER!
ERNIE:

GRANGER:
ERNIE:

GRANGER ¢
ERNIE:
GRANGER:
ERNIE:

-13~

Ernie, the town's gone orazy. Twonty-five thousand

pcople, Q?SAevfryone hoppinhg.wsd every one yelling, Get
&

the Tree Xillew,

I know, Mitch. And I dod't like it,

What do you mean?

Everybody with a gun permit will be out prowling the

streets, trigger happy, £ll gunning for the Tree Bandit,

And first thipg you know, thoy'll be shooting at each

other in the dark, I

If we could only got an angle on who this Trese Bandlt

reclly 28,

Mitch, you remember that survey I was doing of the

gun-toters ln our rogue's gallery?

Yes?

Woll, we'lve investlpated all of them, Four of them

den't live in Fort Dodge any uora., Two of them died.

Wo'lre o hundred per cent sure thet three of them have

turned into law-abiding citizens. That leaves ons wmen

Tett,

Yes? Who?

A men named MeBride,...Al McBrildao, Werke In a local

factory. We pleked him up twice for corrying & gun , and

he wos always hard to hendle.

I se¢. Process of elimination, <h?

That's 1t. '

Then why not bring him in, guestion him?

No good, Miteh. We haven't o thing cn him, not & thing.
(MORE )
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%RNIE: ) He'd laugh at us. And-secomt 3oy tHET HETs the Tree

e CONI''D

- . ~Banddd~not--byee-tong SRS We b1y thI Rk e =g ould..be.
GRANGER : Ernie, let's work togother on this, Let me cheek on

McBride, 1n.my own way,

ERNIE: Why you?
GRANGER ¢ If he's your man, he's golng to get susplcious if the

police start investigating, and pull in his horms. But
I wight be able to get eway with 1t. Okay, Ernie?

ERNIE: Okay. Take & crack at i1t, Mitch, i1f you want to. But
- one thingiseess -
GRANGER ¢ Yos?
ERNIK : Be careful. Be yery careful.
(MUSIG:_ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
) NARR? You stert ib to find out everything you can about Al

McBride, keep Ernie Wagner posted every inch of the

wey. First, you reason, the Troe Bandit's got o pocketful
of mwoney, novw, maybe it's burning a hole in his poeket.
Meybe he's spont some of 1t, S0......y0u check around at
e few places of entertainment. 4 few days, end nothing,
But finally, you hit pay dirt. At an expensive night
club and gambling joint outside of town, the Forty Club,

telking to a waiter, o friend of yours.....

GRANGER: You say you kncw this wan, this Al McBride, Angelo?
ANGELO: Do I know him, Mr, Mitchell? I'll say I de. Everytime

he comes in here with that bionde of his, I koow I'm good

for an extra five buck tip.
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GRANGER:

ANGRLO:

CGRANGER:
ANGELO:

GRANGER:

ANGELO:

GRANGER :
ANCELOD

GRANGER ¢

ERNIE:

GRANGER ;
ERNIE;
GRANGER !
ERNIE:
GRAKGER:

ERNIE:
GRANGER:

_15..
What's this blonde's name,-fpgede? And what's she look
like?
Lola. That's all I know, Lola., She's a real doll type,
yeu know, baby blue eyes, dumb, a real type clubgirl.
Ané MeBrido's a heavy spender, eh?
Terrific. Champagne, sguab, the works, An' never odds
up tho tab,
Maybe he makes his money gambiing herc,
No. That'!s for sure. Heo told me once, gambling's for
suckers. Never touched the wheel or a cardbosnd ever
since he came in hsre.
I see. Woll, thonks, Angelo, thanks.
Don't mention 1t, Mr, Mitchell, Don't mentlon it at all)l
UP_AND UNDER)

Well, Erule, that's it. Thet!s a little something to
hang your hat on. Al McBride's only a drill-press worker,
in the machine shop of the Apex Tool Company.

Yeah, Where does he get 811 this woney he's flinging
arcund in night clubs?

Exactly. Find this interesting?

AL e O

1 .,
~Aldeight,  Now Ilyg gob.a.new-1d
Yes?

I went to got a good leb dt this man McBride from =

¢loze up,
For o particular reason?

- ~pariioulan rsanon. That's why Ilm calling

the forpman at the Apex machine shop, right away!
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WALTERS:
GRANGER:
WALPERS ¢
GRANGER :
WALTERS :
GRANGER ¢

WALTERS ¢

—_—r Al e o

ALz
GRANGER :
Al:
GRANGER:
ALz
GRANGER !

ALz
GHRANGER :

Al

-16-

BRIDGE )
(FILTER) Foreman. Mechine shop.
Mr. Walters?
Thet's right;
My name is Mitchell.....Granger Mitchell of the Mossenger.
Yen?
I'm thinking of dolng a series of articles on some of
our industrics here in Fort Dodge, and the wmen who
produce our products. I wonder If I could sort of brovse
through the shop, talk to some of FOUr HEND. oy o
Why, sure, Mr. Mitchell. Can't see any harm in that,
Come on down!
UF_AND_UNFDER)
You go down to the shop, look around at cns machine, then
another, Then you casually drift cver to Al MeBride s
machine, wateh him work, d6rilling holes in naprrow strips
of steel.. ...

(MACHINE SHOP B,G. LIGHT HUM OF POWER MACHINE,.

A DRILL, VERY SMALL, CUPS INTO STEEL. AGAIN. ...,

THEN IT STOPS)
What do you want, Misten?
Oh, nothiepg. Just watching.....
Who are you?
My name's Mitchell.....I'm from the Messengor.
(A BEAT} & reporter?
Why yes. That's right. I'm getting up a series of
articles on.l....
Beat it,

Now, 100Ksesea

I said heat it, You make me NErVOUBaavwuse
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GRANGER:
ALz

WALTERS:
GRANGER :
WALTERS :
GRANGER:

WALTERS :
GRANGER:
WALTERS: -

GRANGER:
WALTERS :
GRANGER :

GRANGER :

-17-
Why should I meke you nervous?
I don't 1ike reporters, see? An' I don't like anyone

starin! over my shoulder, 1t makes we nervous, NOW.iii.

beat it}
BRIDGE )

{DOOR OPENS. WE HEAR HUM OF FACTORY UP. DOOR
CLOSES, HUM OUT.)

Ch. Hello, Mitchell, Find the factory interesting?

I did. Very. But tell me one thing, Walters......

Yes?

This man, McBride, on that drill press, seems to be the
Jittery type. BSavw him break two drills, just while I

vas watching him,

(A BEAT) Fumny your bringing that up, Mitchell,

Yes? Why?

Up to three days ego, McBride never broke a drill, he was
one of our best end steadlest workers, Then he got
upset about somscthing, and he's been breaking drills 1ike
crazy ever since

And this started three days oago?

That's right., Must be nerves, I wonder what upset him?
i wonder. Well, thanks, waltérs. Thenks very much.

I lsarred a lot today!

Throe days ago. That happons to be the date that Henry
Steiger was murdered. 4nd right after that, Al McBride
develops a caso of the jitters, gbes haywire in his work.
You report back to Ernie Wagner, and then ask hiti.....,

Ernle, do you believe in amateur psychology?
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ERNIE:
GRANGER:
ERNIE:

GRANGER :

ERNIE:
GRANGER

ERNIE:
GRANGER :

ERNIE:
GRANGER:

GRANGER:

-18-

Up to a point. Why?

You mind 1f I go classical on you for & second?

Go shend,

A guy named Shakespearc once sald: "A gullty conscience
is its own accuser.”

507?

S0 I've got an idea. McBride's the nervous typs. I'll
plant & story in the Messengeor, saying the police heve a
lead on the Tree Bandlit. 1111 point 1t towerd MoBrids,
wilthout wentlioning names,.

Ang then?

And then I'11 follow up with another story end another...
eech polnting a little more toward McBride.

I see. A little war of nerves, eh?

That's right. I figure maybe I can gradually break him
down, so he'll come in and confese. Remember the Chinese
vater drop treatment, Ernle? Thoy let o drop.oflﬁater
fell on o prisoner's head, one at o time:mﬁﬂ?;;f.§¥glle,
he went crazy and confessed. I'm going to try printer's

' 1;,1.’-' .
Lype Instead of water., What can wve loze?

You go back to the office, stert your first story.....
{ TYPEWRITER)
Pelice today believe that the man known as the Tree Bandit,
is a factory worker somewhors(FADING) in Port.Dodgo.....
(AS TYPEWRITER CCMES UP INTO)
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LOLA:

LOLA:

Al

LOLA:

Al:
LOLA:

LOLA:

AL:
LOM:
Als

=~

GRANGER:

4
el S

~19-
Al.u.s
Yeah, Lolaf
You sesh today's Messenger? -
No. What about 4t%
They got & story, sall about the Tree Bandit, They think
they 've got an ides who he ie.
Whatt
Yeoh? Listen to this.sseee.
(CRACKLE OF PAPER)
(READS) Pollce today bslive that the man koown &s the
Tree Bandit, is o factory worker somewhere in Fort Dodge.
The tip came from an 4UnknoWwn sOUPCE WhO..sse.
Glmme that peper}
Why, Doll, what's the matter? I heven't finished roading..
Gilmme that paper, I saldl
You fellow up....another story...another drop of water....

(TYPEWRITER UP, THEN STOPS. COPY PAPER TORN-ERGN
TYPEWRITER, ¢4 44 )

Police today are positive the Trec Randlt has rad hir,
after questioning one of the holdup victims, This
infcrmetion, coupled with the fact thet the Tres Bendit
is a local Tactory worker.......{FADE AS)

UP_IN BRIDGF_AND_OUT)

Doll, the Tree Bandit has red halnr,

(A BEAT) Vhat did you say, Lola?

Why, the Trce Bandit has red hair.

How do you know that?
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LOLA 2

AL:

LOLA:
AL:

Al

AL
LOLA:
AL
LoLA:
ALz
LOLAs
AL:

e L e

-20-
Why, 1t's right here in the Measehger. This reporter,,
Granger Mitehell, has & story about 1t. They're
tightening the net, he says, and.ses..
(JITTKRY) He's crazy! Orazy, see? Heo doesn't knpovw a
thing. How could he know?
I dunno. PBut vhy are you getting so exeited, AL?
Lemme see that paper.
A1l right, Dolliicve.
(SAVAGELY} Comc on, give with the paper......

" (RAYTIE OF PAPER. . A PAUSE) |
(MUTTEES) What's ho up to? What's his angle?
(SHE STARTS TO LAUGH)
{SAVAGELY) What's so funny, Leilad-
¢h, Doll, I Just thought of the funnilest thing!
Yeaht What?
Why, you work in a factory! And you've got red hseir!
(HYSTERICALLY) Shut up, Lola! You hoar me, shut up,
shut up!
You keep pounding them out, one after another. Now,
the Tree Bandit'!'s been seen with & blonde. He'fs boen
sgen at the Forty Club, A drop of water, o drop &t a
tine. You know that Al MceBride won't leave town now,
he doesn't dare. That would be on admiasion of his
guilt. You go even further, station yourself where
McBride can séa you. Quitside tho factory gates, st
closing time.....,

(STEPS, A MAN WALKING IN, ON SIDEWALK)
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GRANGER:

Al
ORANGER:

A s ma

GRANGER:

AL:
LOLA:
ALt

GRANGER:
ALz

GRANGER:

Pl -

Helle, McBrilde.

(STEPS STOP ABRUPTLY)
Mitehell! What are you‘deing heret
Oh, nothing. Just hanging around. Got & match, McBride?
You kesp it up..... a8 story every 88Y...a...pointing the
finger closer and closer to MoBride. And every day,
vherever he goes, you go. The Forty Club......

(MUSIC: ORCHESTRA B.G.)
Hello, McBride.
Oh, it's you eagaln,
Who's your boy friend, Doll?
Shut up, Leola.
But honey, I only 88KeGecsssns
Shut up. (TO GRANGER) Look, Mitchell, what's your
racket? (RISING) Why you following me eround? What are
you deing here? |
Just dropped in for a drink, McBride.
(HYSTERICALLY) You'rs a liar, ses? You're talling me,
sged I'm getting tired of meein' you everywhere I go,
you're gettin' on wy nerves. What d'ya weant?
(SMIIE) Nothing but a drink, McBride. Will you join me?
UP_ANP_UNDER)
You keep 1t up, & drop at a time, the steady pressure.
You wetch him get jumpier, every day. and then, one night
in Exnle Wagner's office. There's & knock on the door.

A man walks in, It's Al MeBride., And he s88FB..se«s.
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"BIG STORY - 6/20/51 _. -2~ (REVISED)

AN

ALz

(MUSIC:.

(HYSTERICAL) A1l right. Tim here, see? I atuck around
walting for you guya to come and get me, But you didn’t,
So T came myself. ({4 PAUSE) Well, what are you both
setting there for? Why donft you say something. You
needle a guy, you drive him crazy, you keep stickin' pins
4n him, an' then you Just sit ther:, What do you want

me to do, jump in your laps? Go al.ead, arrest me, Iive
had enough, I can't take any ‘more. I killed Sterger, I
pulled all those holdups, I'm the Tree Bandit., Why didnft

you come and get me?

-, —

CHAPPELL:In Just & moment.we will read you a telegram from

{MUSTC:

Granger Mitchell, of the Fort Dodge, Jowa, MepBenger,
with the final outcome of tonight!'s 1IIG STORY.
TURNTABLE )

S A o ——

-~

{CLOSING COMMERCIALY)
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PROGRAM #221

.-23-

‘THE BIG STORY

CLOSING COMMERGIA

GROUF

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :

‘CHAPPELL:

HARRICE ;

CHAPPELL;

HARRICE:

Guard esgainst throat-serateh! Guard egainst throat-
scratch! Guard against throat-sopratchd Enjoy the
smooth smooth swmoking of flus tobaccos, Bmoke o

PELL MELL.,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL ~ the cigarette whose mildéness you
can messure,

Remembor this - the furthor a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes,

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
thak that of any other leadlng cigarotte. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actu~l measupe -

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionslly fine

tebaccos 3611l travels the smoke furthcr - fllters the
smoke and makes it wilg.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine wcllow tobaccos give you

smoothness, mildness, and satisfaction no other

¢lgaretie offers you.
4Ask for the longer, finer cigarstte in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!®

And - thev aro mila!
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I (MUSIC:

-2 -
TAG) : REV,

i R

CHAPPELL :

MITCHELL

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

Now we read you that telegran fron Granger Mitchell of
the Fort Dodge Messenger. CCHﬂlCT%’D oF

KILLER IN TONIGHT'S BIG STORY WAS SPMERICED-TO MURDER IN
FIRST DEGREE, HIS LAWYERS APPEALED TO BOTH TiZ JOWA
STATE AND URITED STATES SUPREME COURT TQ SPARE HIS

LIFE, BUT BOTI APFE/LS WERE DENIED, /1D XKILLER DIED

ON THE GALLOWS, MANY THARKS FOR TONIGHT!'S PELL HMELL
AVARD.,

Thank you; Mr. Mitchell.....the nakers of PILL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETIES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$.5OD Award for notable service in the field of
journallsn,

Listen again next week; sane tine, sane station, vhen
PELL MOLL FAMQUS CIGARDTITES will present another BIG
S5TCRY.suseset Dig Story from the front pages of the
Ogden, Utah Standard Zxaniner, by-line Glen PerTins ..

A BIG STORY of hard luck that ended in violent.,.death,

LT T e e ma am el AL amd e

CIEAPPELLY

GIEIC:

And repember, every week you can see another different
Big Btory on television -- brought %o you by the

nakers of PELL MELI, FAMOUS CIGARLTTES,

_THEN: WIPE ¢ FADE_TQ BG_ON CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC: . _
CHAPPELL:

Barbara
5/31/51 pu

-25-
THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter witi
originel music compesed and ¢onducted by Vladimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted by Max Ehrlich
from an actual story from the front pages of the Fort
Dodge Meesenger. Your narrator was Bob Bloen, &and
Cort Benson ‘played the part of Granger Mitchell. In
order to protéct the names of people actuslly involved
in tonight!s authentlc BIG STORY, the names of all
charscters in the dramatization were changed with the
axceptlion of the reporter, Mr». Mitchell,
This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the meakers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIQARETTES.

THIS IS NBC.....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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THE BIG STORY
(ERNEST KINOY)
GLEN PERRINS: OGDEN STANDARD EXAMINER: OGDEN UTAR

ANNCR: PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present....THE BIG STORY .
(MUSIC:  _ PANFARE: BRIDGES _INTO)
(CHTGKENS, GLUC ING WILDIY) _,éi
(i ct/l.- e AF "é acf- M&'}' e
GEIGER: ( FEEDING) : .

Now shoo....tsﬁgb...

(BIG FLURRY OF CHICKENS }

(LEAVE IN EXCITED CHIOKENS SLIGHTIX OFF )
7ek tsk...now wouldn'tt you know{/fgﬁsi;‘Merkle forgot
her Plymouth.Rocks St -

(GATE LATCH LIFTED: OPENS WITH SLIGHT SQUEAK)
Elsle.

(CHICKENS FLURRY UP)
Go on now...Shoo.....this {an't for you. You'll geb
yours from your owWn, .. .now s8hoo..,.s8h00.,

( CHICKENS FLURRY AGAIN)

Elsie...your hens are raising o it out here
Elsie!l

(UT WCODEN STEPS)
Now isn't that Just 1lke her....expect me to throw good
feed to her chickens...

( SCREEN DOOR OPEN)

(FEW STEPS IN: DOOR BANGS )
Elsie...where ore you....down the cellor?

(FEW STEPS DOWN HOLLOW WOODEN STAIRS)
Elsie, you forgot to feed your..Elsie...(SCREAM}!

{MUSIC3 UP SHARPLY AND _OUT FOR)

e Y e e am a w w

ATHOT 0172562




-y

ANNCR! The Big Story. Here i Ameplcee, ite sound ond fury,
its Joy and 1ts sorrows os faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great American Newspapers.
$PAUSE FLAT) Ogden, Utah. From the pages of the Opden
Standard Examiner comes the story of hard luck that ended
in violent death. <§nﬂ—tonight, tﬁ Glenn Perrins of the
Ogden Standard Examiner for his Big Story, goes the
PELL MELL award! |

(MUSIC: TURNTABLE )

= ]

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

,\('

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #222

OPENING COMMERCIAL

guord against throat—scratch! guord against throot-

gerateh! Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobnccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL.

ves, smoke PELL MELL -~ the cigerette whose mildness

you gan measure.

puff by puff youlre always ahead when you 8moke

PELL MELL.

Remember this - the further o puff of smoke 1= filtered
through flne tobaccos, the milder it tecomes. At the
first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading clparette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by sctual mepsure - PELL MELL'S

e

greoter length of traditionally fine tobaccos gtill

travels the smoke further - filters the smoke ond mokes
it milg,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mallow tovacces give you a

smoothness, mildness and sotlsfaction no other

clgarette coffers you.
Smoke PELL MELL - the ¢lgerette whose mildness you can
meausvre, PELL MELL FAMOUS CTGARETTES - "Outstanding!”

And - they are milgd!
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{MUSIC:

— — e A

ANNCR:

(MUSIC:

— e -

RARR:

GLEN:
LATHEM :
GLEN:
LATHEM :
GLEN:
(MUSIC:

NARR!:

“he

Ogden, Utsh. The story as it mectually happened, Glen

Perrins story as he lived 1t.

ll.qa-....--aii
L Lt Lt e T

—

vour name is Glen Perrins, but sround the Ogden standard
Examiner they eall you Sol. S0l ...for old Sol, the
plegsant pesming sun that hangs over Ogden on an August
ﬁ§§§§2€%2.301 for the hume?ous wea}her column ¥YSol'e
Sunshine and Shadow”". Bub o d v sunshine and
Shadow is wrapped up...the tloker is dead, =0 you shove th
old fashlconed green eye shade back on your head and reach
for the phone on your desk. vou call your old friend
Detective J.R. Latham at the Ogden Pollce gtation. He's
just legving on @ call.

Whet is 1t, Lieutensnt?

(FILTER) Acolcent. Woman fell down the cellar steps.
Anything in 1t?

Shels dead!

That s something. Who is 1t...ond whers?

—— e

Folks in Ogden are always leaving baskets of Mason Jars
and *yowels on the cellar steps and tripping over then.
You go on over, you need # story and besldes. it'e o
hice drive in the alfterncoon BUnN.

(SNEAK IN QUIET CHICKEN CLUCKING )}
Detective Lathams black coupe 15 11 front of the gate, the
boys from the Competltion are stonding on the laun

matching pennies. You go  up to TIathom on the porch.
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GLEN:
LATHRM:

GLEN:
LATHAM:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

GEIGER:
GLEN:
GEIQER:
GLEN:

GEIGER:

GLEN:
GEIGER:

GLEN:
GEIGER:

GLENN:

-5
How 2bout Lt, Lieutenunt? Do we get in?
Later...later. . Nobody gets in tdll the City Physician
shows up.
How lohg will that be?

He's over examining kids for Boy Scout camp...eoon!

— o — e mer = v waa cam wme

You stort to Jein the boys on the lawn...when you

notice & woman in the'yard next door.....she stands there

throwing feed in 2 wldc sweeping eircic, but the chickens

apenlt enting. Maybe the story is here, neighbour throw!?

corn to her chlckend long after they've eaten their f£111.
{BRING CHICKENS CLOSER)

Here, chlck chick chlck....

You found the body, Mrs. Geiger...

Hmmm?

. 4o T _ o el T =
D 0 AT A e S A e et

I guess I 4id. Now look ot that big red one, will you?
Walking right over goud feed...here chlck chick...
Te1l me about it, Mrs. Gelpger.

W et iddeoy-oner S RHIEEOR.ELE L0 e rile, SHE L

T SR My ;
gkavmvﬂﬁ“ggrly

em rain or shine...Here, chick chlck

real good care of them Plymouth

every morning to £
whet hop this morning?

Trwassoub to"E£ed minewwhedn I noticed Elsle's hens

were 1n the front yard squawkiﬁg up » fit. You know how
hens'll cackle for feed. Wake you better than any o0ld

alarm clock I BayA «»
* LB e
(GENTLE 19mat happened this morning?
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GEIQER:

GLEN:
GEIGER:

GLEN:
GEIGER:

| (MUSIC:

— e e w b W m— w—

NARR:

LATHAM:
BARTLETT ;
GQLEN: '
LATHAM:
QLEN3

ded
ARTLETT :0Q.

B
I saw they hadn!t been looked over so I went tﬁrough
the gete and cclled Elsie, I thought maybe she was slck
and I could take care of 'em for her...Here chick...
Now what G0 you puppose I'm doing? I fed these chickens
this morning tefore I ever went over there! And here
I'm feecding them ogaln, I'm that upset ...
Did you go 1inside?
I opened up the screen door ond colled Elsie. I thought
maybe she was upstalrs picking up the house. Then I looked
down the basement stairs....I jJust started to woalk down
like you would....and I colled Elsie....ond...ond....
Here chick chick chick chikk....
How cbout her husband?
It Jjust isn't falr to Bayney. You know there ore some
folks just born to tnke all the Borrows in the world....

And it always falls on the narrowest shoulders...Poor

-Barney;...Here chick chick chick chikk..;.

(CHICKENS UP A LITTLE)
CLUCKS UP_AND_OVER :_UNDER}
Now city physicison Abel Bartlett arrlves and you follow
Detective Latham down the celler sbeps.
(DOWN WOODEN STEPS SLIGHT OVERALL ECHO)
There she 13, Abel.
Give me some room...(EFFORT STOOPING)

Isn't very pretby, is 1it?

.-Violent death never 13.,£LA£M&LJ

That blood caked on.her hpir?
é?kb ‘ngﬁzibqréigkf
a

LITTLE OFF) ve to turn her over, Lieutenant.
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LATHAM:
GLEN:
LATHAM
BARTLETT:
LATHAM
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GLEN:
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do chead....

(REACTION) Oooohl

Rough concrete'll do that., Finlshed, Abel®?

(STRAIGHTENING UP) My back...ltTs worse than pulling weeds
What do you make ite
Straight sceldent, Contusions..cuts, froctured skull did
Thatls your report?
Sure. "Desd on arrlval. Accidental death coused by fallin,

down cellnrstoeirs.” There ...you can sce where her hepd h!

the concretel

Upstairs the Competition leaves to file stories, editorinl:
will be written on home safety, nail down loose trends,
plck up the broken glass in your bock yord. HNever turn
on an electricsl appliance while stonding In the bath
tub, Routine....on accidental trogedy. Bub the story
you want is s8till here, ec you stay.

How about her husbond, Lieutenent?

He was right here in the house ond didn't know she was

dead. Came home for lunch and left 2 note in the kiltcehen.
Con I reand it?
Sure .

"Deoy Flsie, I walted £421 12:30 for you. Couldn't walt

any longer. hod some good cake and milk for lunch....
Barney." Does he know?
No. We'd better c¢coll him...
{PICKS UP PHONE)
RTXOT 0172860
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YOUNG :

LATHAM

MUSIC:
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Two three nine J!
This 1s the part I Don't 1like, )
(SLIQHT FILTER) Lumbaf Yard...Joe Young.
This 1s ILieutenant J.R: Lathom, Pollce.
Police?
Barney Merkle there?
He'!s out in the yard somewhere. Want me to eall him?
Yeoh,..1t's important.
Some thing wrong?
Tell him his wife had on necident. Fell down the cellaor

steps. Shels dend.

No..,.Poor guy.-
You tell him and have him come right over here.

T can't tell Borney & thing 1ike thot. I....llsten,

hels got trouble enough with his hand, I had tc glve him
two weeks notice yesterdaoy, I cantt tell him on top

of that.

Listen Young...

T hod a hard enough time when I had to lay him off...

I'm not golng to be the one to tell him o thing llke

thot...you got ne right to a5k me.

A11 right all right. Just have him come bomc...say thepe!:

something importont. I'11 tell him.
(HANGS UP)

Cops got the dlrty Jobs,

SOMBRE: UNDER

RTHOT 0172569




NARR:

LATHAM:
MERKLE:
LATHAM.

MERKLE:
LATHAM:
MERKLE:
LATHAM:

MERKLE:

LATHAM

MERKLE ¢

LATHAM:

MERKLE:

- 9-

vou walt on the front porch, Glenh Perrins, Your
weather forecast was right for today, Sunshine,

moderate breeze, cocler than yesterday! The chlckens
cluck gquietly in the yard as you walt for Barney Merkle
to come home %o his wife, He opens the pilcket gate
carefully, shuts 1t again behind him. He is a small
man, His overalls are turned up at the cuff, &

blue denim shirt is open at the neck, and & small
mustache looks out of plece on & gulet mild face.
Merkle? I'm Detective Latham.

Joe ¥Young salld there was something importent at home.
(CLEARS THROAT) Oet yourself together, Merkle, there's
been an accident., Your wife.

Elsie? What happened?

She fell down the cellar sﬁeps...ahe‘s dead!

She was asleep 4n bed when I left this morping .

She's dead, Merkie.

Didn't give me lunch, I walted for her, but she didn't
come. Left her a note In the kitchen.

She wWas dead-then, she never saw your note.

{NERVOUS LITTLE LAUGH) TIt's funny...she won!% get to
rige in the new car anymore. Flsie said the wind messed
her hair, but it won't get messed no more. Funny!

Take 1t easy, Merkle.

She sald I drive too fast, said I'd have & cprash. I guess
she hed the crash, huh? (LITTLE LAUGH) I guess she
really hed the eprash...would have been easler to
straighten out a fender, funny. {LAUGH) You can straightc
out a fender...(LAUGHS TRAIL OFF)
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(OVER TRAIL OFF) Merkie!
If you folks'll excuse me...l think maybe I'gd 1like to
go upstalrs and lle down.

( SCREEN DOOR OPEN)
Don't go 'wsy on my account!

(DOOR CLOSE)
How do you like that Glenn? dJokes...
Yeah...
What kind of a guy 1s thst, Glen? You tell him his
wife fell downstalrs and cracked her skull...and he
makes Jokes.
It isn't exactly Jokes, Lieutenant. Sometimes a thing
like this 1s too much to take in one bite. You hear,
put you can't let yourself believe it, 50 you make
believe it Gidn't happen.
She had the crash he says...what kind cof & thing 1s
that to say? It don't show respecl.
People react differently. Some scregm...Some pPass out.
Look st that Mys. Geiger next store. Shels been feeding
those chickens ever since it happered. When something
hite you hard you hold on wherever you ¢gn.to what 1t
used to be like. Mrs. Gelger feeds the chickens,
Barney Merkle makee phaswyr 1ittle Jokes. Daath 1s too
mueh for s 1little guy to take, Lieutenant, not all &t

once, Foor little guy...

RTHXA1 Q1725071
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Upstairs with the cracked shades drawn to keep out
the soft sunshine, Barne§ Merkle lies on a ted, bare
of sheets and plllow, staring up at the ceiling. You
think of him theye..,and of the woman at the base of the
cellar stairs... You vemember the nervous 1ittle leugh
and the jokes... Jokes made with his wife fourteen
stepe Gown with her head hard sgalnst the concrete.
You hear yourself giving an easy explanation...
People resct differently. Death 13 too much for @
11ttle guy to take, not &1l at once, 5O Barney Merkle

makes Jokes. Foor 1ittle gUY .

S o e e e e o RS

In the easy sunshine of the front porch 1t sounded good...

Qulck psychology, an understanding of humen nature,
sympathy for the pereaved. But now...you begineto

wonder, you stop and think and begin to wonder --

—— —

e s w wet | E e TR

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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guard ageinst throat-scratchl' guard sgeinst throat-
seratcht Guard sgalnst throat-scratch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL.

Yeg, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildneses you
can measure.

puff by puff you'lre alweys ahead when you smoke

PELL MELL.

A% the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than thot of ony other leading clgarette. Moreover,

after & puffs, or 10. or 17 - by actu=l measure -

PELL MELL'S greatepr length of traditionally fine

{Lobaceos BLLll travels the smoke further -~ filters the
smoke and makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S filne mellow tobacces zglve you a

smoobhness, mildness and satigfactlon no other

cigarette offers you.

guord agoinst throat-scratbht

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobegccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildéness you can

measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS ¢ IQARETTES - "outstanding!t "

ind - they pre mildt

ATHOT Q172573
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(MUSIC:  _ _INTRO_AND_UNDER) ‘

-~ HARRICE This s Cy Marrice returning you to your narrator, andjﬁgaéaf
‘

¢ Glen Perrins <RBigallaxy, a8 he lived it and wrote

) -

NARR: - You begln to wonder, Glen Perrina, sbout this 'accidental!
death, And so when Detective Lelutenant Latham laaves, you
stay behind, The house is quiet in the sunshine, and you go
down into the shadows of the cellar to look around. The
body 18 gone, but you walk around the dark stasns on the
cleen concrete floor, The cellar is neat as a pin,..¥You
squat down at your heels to look et the blcod stains...

they're brown, dried, as i1f a jar of precerves had smashed

agalnst the concrete floor!

MERKLE 1 (HALF OFF) You looking for something?
GILEN: (START) Huh? Hello Barney...
(STEPS DOWN WOOD STATRS COMING ON)

MERKLE: {COMING ON) I know you... I seen you before with the
policeman.

GLEN: I'm Glen Perrins of the Standard Examiner. I thought you
were asleep upstalvrs.

MERKLE: I was. 1 come down to get my tools,

GLEN: Your tools?

MERKLE: The hook on the clothes pole pulled loose yesterday. I

promised Hlsle I'd fix 1t so's she could hang out the wash
this afternnon. I forgot,

GLEN: You don't have to do that now, do you?

MERKLE: I forgot to do 1t, like I promised, She can't hang up the
clothes 1f I don't,,.that don't make much sense, does it?
It doesn't matter now,..It's too late, isn't 41t¢

v GLEN3 " You'd better go upstairs and rest, Parney, Come on...

ARTHOT Q172574
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I should have kept my promise to Elsie...but 1t's too
late nowl
You watch him c¢limb the oellab stairs quletly, You think
the poor puy. You were right, Barney Merkle i too amall
to stand up to death, he can't believe 1t yet. You drive
over to the Ogden police station to wrap i1t up. At the
station Dstective Latham has it pinned down,
The herd luck (o imself, He owes the contractor for a
garage, he just bought a new car on time, won't have it
long, hé's three months behind on the payments.
Everything happens at onte.
Yeah,..when they handed out luck, Nerkle must have been
out back of the barn. Ouess the topper!
What?
He doesn't have enough money to bury her. The city'll
have to plant her in Potters field, How do you like that
for luck?

You want to know more about Barney Merkle, you want to
Xnow the story behind m 1ittle man alone in & house with
death, and somewhere back in your mind ia a doubt, You
start with Latham

The bank filed a foreclosure notice last week, they're

taking up the mortage., Barney'll lose his house along
with his wife...

ATHBT Q172575
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I didn't want to lay him off at the lumber yard, Mr. Perrl:

PO You ocan't help liking the
1ittle feller, but he gashed his hand, see? Got infected

and he can't work. Wasn't even ocovered by compeneation,

— . v — —

He'd been wanting that car ever since I knowed him, Mr,
T hor6ob%M, Elsie aidn't tak

to it, T could hear her Jawing him 1% coet too mueh,

Perrins, T

Barney took a lot, never complalned. NETET Vs
qﬂqmgzzﬁgzg;gggan:msuﬁz even when his two kids died one after

the other. Between you and me and the gate post...I never

d1d see how Barney put up with her nagging, rest her soul,

_It'e & wonder he didn't leave her...or worsel:

You go back to the house. Again you wonder about Barney
Merkle Joking when Latham told him his wife was dead. You
begin to look...at first you don't know what youtre lookir
for...you go back to the basement. It's clean...that's the
first thing you'd noticed in the afternoon, The concrete
floor is swept dust free. There are white chintz curtalnr
on the high small basement windows...but in the corner,
behind the furnace hibvernating through the summer...there
18 & seattering of black dust on the floor, Dust in 2
clean basement. You 100K UP.ss
The joists...nobody ever dusts the Jolsts.
You drag a box Over...

{SOUND BEHIND NARRATION)

{ MORE }

RTKO1 Q1P257°%
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GLEN:
NARR:

NARR:
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...you elimb up and reach up to the joists supporting the
floor sbove. Wedged above the orise cross brideging your
hand feels cloth. You pull,,.
{ COUGHS)
4 shower of black dust comes down with the crumpled cloth
you hold in your hand.,.you shake it outl

{CLOTH SHAKEN OUT)
Holding 1t by the corner carefully you see 1t 18 a
plllowcese, stresked with the dust of the Jolsts, crumpled
and torn. But at the bottom éou see a dark blot, 1t feels
atiff and caked to your fingers, You hold it up to the
cellay window,..the epot i dark brown...and you know it 1:
blood!

—— T e e et S mmm e e G mpn e SF A S

You remember the bed upstairs, the bed stripped of sheets

and pillows, Bnd now you know what you're looking for.

_you stapt searching the ecellar,

{SOUNDS OF BOXES: DRAWERS ETC. AS DESCRIBED IN
NARRATICN)
You look behind the plles of boxes, behind the canned good.
on the shelves, in the drawers of the workbench..and you

find nothing!

closets, the elothes hamper...nothing. Then you go into

the bedroom., The afternoon is ending, the sun 1s slanting
down behind trees, and the long shadows fall across the

floor, { MORE )
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The room is almost dark, and you EO straipght to the closet
by the door... '

{DOOR OPEN)
There are & few dresses, & Buit,..work shoes an the floor,
and onthe shelf,..,.a hat box.

{BOX TAKEN DOWN)
You open it,..and your search 18 cver, Two sheets,..8
pilloweabe, mottled with brown, wrapped around a long
sharp Railroad coupling pin, caked at the end with blood!
(QUIET) Looking for something, Mister?
You been lying on that bed Bll the time, Barney?
T was resting...& man's got to redt.
I think you better get up, Barney, I think you petter get
up and come with me!

HIT: UNDER)

I e e —

At‘the police station they sit Barney Merkle on a kitchen
chair in the back room: On the table are the blocd

ptain d aheets LLE? coupling ?1n that killed her.
You whilaﬂ etective Lathamgache'ehv-queations.

I left her sleeping when 1 went to work this morning,
that's all I know. I didn't know nothing t1ll I come home
Barney...you're through now, What's the use?

I left her sleeping, that's all I know,

I think you better take off your clothes, @Go on,..start!
You can't do this...

Go on, Barney. S11p off those overalls. Just let the
strape dropl

T told you I left her pleeping...

Okay...now the shirt,

Itts cold in: here.
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Ge on...unbutton your shirt, Q4o on!

I told you befere i left her sleeping...

Let me see that vndershirt...

Leb go of mev..

(FLAT) fThere it 1s, blood on the undershirt, Come on

Barney, talk. You might as well,..telk! Why did you kill
her, why?
( BEAT)

Maybe I know Lleutenant.

ATHKOT Q172579
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Listen to me,Barney...you had hard luel;, didn't you?
They foreclosed the house, You cwed the contractor for

a garage, They were golng to take away the ocar, weren's

they. .—--‘-f-u-'»_na;

Then they laid you off, yyﬁ

bowdes It all piled up until you couldn't stand it

L e s

anymore.

tgggggms&a:”'You remembered your two kids.,.dead, oW
couldnAhw&akﬁaibﬁﬂﬁigﬁﬁiﬁﬁmggﬁiﬁgﬁﬁut You had enough,
dldn't you Barney?.....You had too much!

Yegh..,yeah.,1t wasn't feir. Everything happenipg to me.
T couldn't take 1%,

She wouldn't let you anlone, would she, Barney?

Mo... no., Always at me. The car costs too much, why
don't you pay off the mortgage..,.What did you need &
garage for? Where are you going to work now..all the ti
T couldn't stand 1t no more..,(HIGH) I had enough.,
enough. (PAUSE: LOW) I woke up at six A.M, She was
lying théere and she says 'Go on to Worik,..' I teold her
my hand hurts and she laughs, she says 'It took a fool
1ike you to hurt his hand so he couldn't work. It's all
your fault,' she says everything. The klds dylng wvas
your fault.,.you never do anythlng rignt.!' 8o I had
enough...up to here. I couldn't take no more. So I
thought I might as well do‘it now. I went down and gotrﬁ7ﬁﬁ:
a coupling pin from the yards and come vack and nhit her..
She rises up and says...'0h Barney'.., BO I #hit her

again,...and agailn .., and 0galn. ..« (CRYING)
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All right Merkle...

Sne s&id I never did nothing right..;I never did, I
never even did this right, 4id I?

All right Barney..nome oni

You've got your story now.. page one in the right hand
eolumn, Thé little guy you-thought conldn't stand up to
death. You go back to the office flle your story...ond
then turn to tomorrow's weather column, "Sol's Sunshine
and Shadow." Outside night has fallen, you remember the
long striped shadows that fell across Barney Merkle as
he shuffled down the corridor to his cell and the door
rlenged behind him. Tomorrow it will be sunshine agein!
In Just a moment we will read you a telagram from

Glen Perrins, of the Ogden, Utah Standard Examiner,

with the final outsome of tonight's BIG STORY.

e e ]

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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guard agalnst throat-perateh! Guard against .
throat-scrateh!  Guard against throat-seratchl  Enjoy

the smooth smooth smoking of fine tobacoos. Smoke &8

PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL ~ the cigarette whose mildness you
can neasurse.

Remember this - the further o puff of smoke is riltered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t bocomes.

At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading nicarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by petunl reasure - PELL

MELL'S ereater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

st111 travels the smoke turther - Filtera the smoke &nd

malkes it mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos pive you h

smoothness, mildness and satisfantion no other cigarettc

offers you,.

Ask for the longer, finer sigarette in the distinzuished
red packoge - FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!
and - they are mildl
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Now we read you that telegram from Glen FPerrins of Dgden

Utah Standard Examiner,

. Murderer in tonight's Big Story plended gullty to a

charge of Murder in the sesond degree and was sentenced
to life imprisonment at Utah State Penitentlaty. He laber
beecame serlously i1l and was released to die. My Sincero
eppreciation for tonights PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr. Perrins.....the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CTGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the {leld of journalism.
Iisten agein next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAM.ZZ CIGARETTES Will present another BIG
STORY..}.... £ Big Story from the front pages of the
Fayettevillc Arkansas times, by-line Floyd arl, Jr.

A BIS STORY of the one moment when even the most stupid

of eriminnls boromes dangerously smart.

-

__STING)

And remember, every week you can gee another different
Big Story on televislon -- brought to you Tty the makers
of PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES,

—— i — it — — e e B e
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THE BEIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockier with
original music composed and conducted by Vliedimir
Selinsky. Tonighi's program was adapted by Ernest Kinoy
from an actugl story from the front peges of the Ogden;
Utah Stendard Exeminer. Your narrator was Bob Sloan;
and Owon Jordan played the psrt of Glen Perrins, In
order to protect the names of people actually involved
in tonight's authentie BIG STORY, the names of all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr, Perrins,

— T e e T e T B e A Y e

This is Frnest Chaprell spealting for the maliers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, (PAUSE)

This Fourth of July; the 175th ammlversary of tho
signing of the Declaration of Independence, officialiy
rarks the beginning of a year of rededication to those
rights and liberties which heve kept Lmerica freo and
strong, Safeguard our prccions Irealrm,

Meke your vote count in every Fedoral; State and local
election « to insure honost rorerpront

Help maintain mo;ale in our Armed Forcces,

Joln e¢ivil defense preparatlons.

Pight inflation and buy Defense Bonds.,

THIS I8 NBC ,., THE MATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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