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HET

MILLY :

MILIY :

HENNY @

MILIY ¢

HENNY :

MILLY:
HENNY @

THE BIG STORY, # 223

g_o:oo )- go:ao PM) JULY 4, 1991 ' WEDNESDAY
ANNOR: PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY)
{MUSIC: _ _FANFARE_AND_MIDHIGHT MOOD_ UNDER:} ,

MLLIY { MO BORTY.ISH) Cowe on, Kitty., v It's

“ecfper—ntaniprtTETe-Mi ki cascemg T TS Gop.

QEUECLSLIOHTIY OFF)

SMITIN  (SORAAE T OOyt
k] 'y

(DOOR ¥NOCK.sa)
{GRWMBLING) Now who in the heck -
{REPEAT, ,THEN DOOR OPENED T0:)
Hoony !
(RIGHT NOW SHEYS SCARMD BUT' HER NORMAL MANNER IS COY
AND KITTENISH) Milly}! Honey, pleass, please take me in foy
the nighti
(HESITANT) Well..Lord but you look & mess! Qome in. Who

" klcked you arcund?

{DOOR SHUT UNDER ABOVE)
(LoWw, FEARFUL} Oh, Milly, I'm in-trouble! I shouldun't
even be in town! But I had t0! I forgot all wy lotions
and creams &nd things for uwy face; Maybe Fifty dollans
vorth! Milly, I couldn't live without thsm! I had to
take the chance and come back!
Trouble?..What kind of trouble?
(CLOSE TO TEARS) Awful! Oh Milly -1t's terrible!
(SUDDEN TAKE AND CHANGE TO GIRLISH GIEE) Why, Milly...on
your dreeser. Youlve got B new frgee cream: '"Youth Glow!!

Oh Milly, can I try 1t? OCan I?]
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Uwﬂ__ﬁ@@l@E@¥EL
CEAPPEIL: THE BIG STORY..Here 1B Amerlche..its sound ané its fury..
its joy ond 1ts sorrow..as falthfully reported by the men
end vomen of the great American newspapers...( PAUSE..COLD
AND FLAT ) Fayetteville, Avkansas..From the pages cf the
[is et Af‘ v 'I'imes, the story of the one moment when even
the most stupid of coriminals bucomas dangerously suwart..
Ponight, to Floyd Carl, Jr. O TP T T T T TITI Y

for his BIG STORY, goes the PELL MELL AWARD.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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PHE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #223

OPENING COMMERCIAL

GROUP :

CHAPPEL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throé%-acratch! Guard agalnst throat-
scrateh! Guard against throat-scratch! Enjoy the
gmooth gmocth smoking of fine tobaccos. SHoKe &

FELL MEILIL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette Whose mildness you
can measure.

Fuff by puff ycu're always shead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Rewember this -« the further a puff of smoke 1s filtered
through fino tobaccos, the mllder it becomes. At the
fivst puff PELL MFIL smoke is filtered further than
thét of any other luading cigarette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actua) megsure ~ 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 a
smoothness, _mllduess and_satisfection no other
cilgarettes offers you.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildnsse you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding"?
And - they are wild!
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CAAPPELL: Fayettaville, Arkansas...The story as it actually happencd.
Floyd Carl's story as he lived it..
(MUSIG: _ _ UP_ANE. UNDER:) _
NARR ¢ It's not gqulte nine the morning after the woman named Henny
asked hepr friend if she could spend the night with her.
The sleep 1is gti}l'in your eyes, Floyd Carl, reporter for
Ve the';Eiﬁgiéﬁiiiéfiiééé“iﬁ’you sit and listen to the cab
driver tell his story to your friend, Sheriff Will Crator.
But as the oabbie's words tumble ocut, the sleep dissappears
from your €ycB.., -
CABBIE : (FAST, EXCITED) It ~-it was about two o'clock Monday morning
what's today? Wednesday, that's right. I vas parked daﬁn
there nt the foot of the hill near the sorvice station.

B ng o i et Y ou knoy -

Al
of ¢ sulden, I seen thle couple cowe hurrylng down the

hill frow the cewmetery -

-~ SHERIFF: Walt a second. Was that two nighte ago or three?
CABBIE: Two. 1 sald two -

SHERIFF: That would make it Tuesday morning, the night before last -

CABBIL ! That's right, Sheriff, That's right. W

A el ;A [ e - i FL g ___I Ll ﬂ' IR

I drove them to Lowell, that's fiftcen miles. This morning,
I go in the garags. Wodnesday is oy day for cleaning the
heck. A1l of a suddon, I find this earring. Here 1t 1s..
Cheap -but I got & reputatien, So I flgure maybe .they came

i,

“ down from old wan Crouch's place up near the cemetery -
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SHER:
CABBIE:

SHERIFF:

CABEIE:

FLOYD:

_gﬁi TE Y OUN

-~k c
The c¢aretaker?
That's him. Ho's 79 but he's got guests lots of times.
I figure maybe he knows that couple. So helf an hour ago,

I drive up. -Feevdroprtwwpemy I knock -but nobody enswors.

I -open the door and-there he

is! It was like & cyoelone hlt the place. The arshes from
the stove, everything turned lnside out-

{CUTS 'IN) Was he dead?

{ PEEVED) What do you want me to doj! Examine dead bodies

before breakfas tapiem

ACCENT ., , .QUICK BRIDGE,.OUT T0Q:)

— o o oma W wE s e e we el mm mm

(LOW) For & 79 -year old men, he -sure must have put up &
fight -

PPty

__c:rﬂﬁer'll rell more exactly, Floyd butg;pﬁféiboking

o ™
NG be 30 houre or SC... 35’

That'd make it -Anday night or Tueggﬁﬁgmorning, wouldn't
1t '

Why?
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FLOYD:

SHERIFF:

SHER:

FLOYD:

FLOYD:

SHER:

FILYD:

—

This roow 12 roally & shambles.
(SBHUFPIE OF PAFERS AND DEBRIS AS THEY LOCK THROUGH
STUFF. . .DRAWERS TURNED OVER. ... ») '

What's that you got there, Floyd?

{SLIGATLY OFF) Some lettsrs, came out of this draver-
{STEPS IN.,.OUT TO:)

Some of them dated last week. Addressed to 2 Mrs. Hanny

Fields, care of the cemetery...kncw her?

Henny Fields? She's been 1n and out of jail for drunkeness

and petty thelvery for years. What's she doing getting

mail here?

That would be an interestlng quesﬁon to ask her - _
(CLANGING OF fMBUALNCE GONG STARTS FADING IN...)}

That's the corzner -

Think I'1l mosey along, Will -

Where to?

See what the neighbors have to say... I figure it'll take

you a couple of hours to locate Mrs. Henny Flelds =

Go on, Henny., You'd -better tell me the rest of 1t-
(VERGE OF TEARS) Thet -last night, I -wont back there. e
He - wes still 1ying there just the way ~{BREAKS OFF..THEN)
Milly, I had to go back ! I_had to! H¥.Ged, Millie ~uy

face would of fallen in without uy creams and things!

They were all there!

ARTHOT 0172593
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MEERYT T __( DISGUSTS AR TEPr A DAL I G DR IR S

HENNY ¢

MILI¥ :

HENNY :

MILLY ¢ What was his name? This feller you picked up at the beer
parlour Monday night? |

HENNY 3 (WFEPING STOPS AND DIES OUT INTO SNIFFLING)

MILIY: Don't you even ¥now his name?t!

HENNY : «sa-

MILIY: You get drunk together, he kills the o0ld wan for a measly:
thirty bucks, -and you still donit know his name?!

KENNY : ...1 -I didn't remember to ask him -

MILLY : You're crazy! One hundred percent, solid crazy!

HENNY (8UDDEN WEEPING) Milly, don't ! Please don'tid

MILLY : Ok, 2¥,....What -d1d he look 1like? You remember fhat at
lesst, don't you?

I ENY (EEAT. .THEN) He -he was young, Milly...so young. He -he
thought I was only 32. (SUDDEN PLEADING) He had blond hair,
'MTTig-Zwith curls. And he was voung! And he thought 1 was

only 32!

MILLY . (SUDDEN) He -had ourls, blond curls?! Little kinky ones?

VEHNY 1 That's rieht, that's right!

MILIY : A hard face, tig ncstrile - hels not even thirty yot?!

HENNY ¢ (SCARED} You -you knov him?!

RTHKO1 01P2594




MILIY:

SHER:
FLOYD:

SHER:
FPLOYD:

SHER:
FLOYD:

SHER:
FLOYD!

SHER:

.fH

-7-
Henny, likvsemwpewme, Try to remewmberf..He's ~short but
bullt like a truck, he wears a lumbsrjack?!
Maybe..l -I don't remember. I =~
Was his name - Ieonnie?!. lennle Caks?! ]
Thet's it§ ch, Milly -now I remembar]l Lenny Osks!

_— ks e e e w e ma Em mw dm owe e

( PHONE DIALLED,,,OUT TO:)

This i1s Floyd Carl...Let me have the Sheriff, uh?
{SLIGHT PAUSE...THEN:)

(FILTFER) Floyd?!

(HOT) Wi11?! Listen! This 1s turning ocut to be & sleigh
ride!

wbdlgihanismeesdn the firet placé,'Henny Fields wds the

old man's houseKeeper.

Go on -
Last night, one of the paighbors saw her hurrying out of

the shack with a box of things!) Thﬁ_ﬂﬁ%fhhﬂﬁhﬂﬂdaﬁfﬁgs
WL e Y obid e W el fog e ¢ ;

means

our friend Henny knew the ovld wman was dead! Right?
What else? :

Then I asked if anybody sav eanything suspicious Monday
night, the night the 0ld man was done ln-
And?

ATHO1 0172595
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FLOYD: And sure snsugh, cne of the nelghbors did) Around seven
Mondey nlght, they s&w a Bhoréigﬁgkin a lumberjackjf—drive
up to Crouch's place in & Model A Ford piok=-up truck!

He slouched around the place, disappeared for & while -then

drove off}
Sebprnil s

SHER: Shortsguys driving Mogei—frzisetewe trucks? Why, there are
as many of those 1In town &8 'th&u-:
~Sonvaptihles -
FLOYD: Wait & second! I told you this wes & sleigh ride, dldntt

17! Well I got his vame! Lenny Oaks!
SHER: lenny Oaks?! Good! Now you'd better get down here in the
pext ten minutes. We just picked up Henny Flelds!

e Y e T R e e e e e e e mm e e we

SHER: Sho's right in there. We haven't talked with her yet...
come on -
’ 8TEPS...THEN DOOR OPENED., .STEPS CUT TO:)
PLOYD: (1Y ~<.TGET TAKE) Will you look at that face?! She must
have ten pounds of makeup on 1t.
(DOOR SHUT...jgy STEPS IN AND CUT T0:)
SHER: You know who I am, Honny, don't you?
HERNY : You're -the agw Sheriff...

RTHO1 0172596




SHERIFF:
HENRY:
LOHD:
HENNY ¢
SHERIFF:
HENNY:
SHERIFI:

HENNY:

SHERIFF:

SHERIFF:

HERNY:
SHERIFF:
HENNY:

SHERIFF:

HENNY ¢

-9 -

Thig is Floyd Carl, of the Times «

Do - you take plebures, Mr., Carl?

lio, ,I Jjust writec the words -

{DISAPPOINTED) Oh,..

Just for the recbrd, Hemny - vwhen wars Yyou born?
Itm,.thirty-tvo.. N |

Oh, nome on, Henny, We'rs the big boys,.The jail record
gays you're close to fifty if you'lve o day -

{CUTS IN HALRD) I'm thirty-two]

OK. O0K. Who am I to dispute & lady?.. (NOW SERIOUS)

fons ded
NPV TIPSR TP .;Smﬁbu @bl deny

that you were at %ﬁg 01d man's place Monday night,
Ty rmopning, Gid you?

Ho,..T - I wos there all right,.

You - sav the whole thing?

..Yes..0nly I had nothing to do with 1t! I swear it!
This guy g0t me_real drunk ot that boew store, Then he
~ von out of money. He made me go vith him to the old
mon, He wade me!l

When the 0ld man refused to hand over 2ny money, he -

¥1lled him?

T - I tried to stop him but he waved the plece of thnt

chair me and I thought he was gonna ¥ill me too!

e T (MOKE)

ATHO1 0172597




HENNY 1
(comL 'D)

SHERIFF:

HENNY:
SHERIFF:
HREWINY :
SHERIFF:
HENNY:

SHERIFE
HENNY
SHERIFI:

SHERIFF:
FLOYD:
SLIRIFR:
FIDYD:
CEERIFF:
FIDYD:

- 10 =
Then he mnde me get inte that eab with ldn! And ve
drove avay, That's the truthl! I svear it!
hy dldn't you tell the cabble you were belng taken
by force? Yhy didn't you screnam something to the cobble?
I - I tried but - but I vas too searcdl
The cabble says you didn't secm upsct,
That's 5 1le! Thot's o dirty, lousy llo!
CK, ok..,.This man who picked you up ot the beer storo =
{CUTS IN FAST) I %old you. He was blonde, with curly
hoir, about 28 and - and he woro o Jlumberjocket,.That's
all I know,.
You don't knov his name?
s+ NO=TD, ,
That d1d you call him? ¥ou were with him for a long
time, What did you eall hinm? '

Wy
VIR - ) - -

What do jyou moke of her?
You mean - aside from the fact that she'ls obviocusly
holding back her partmer's nome?

That's whoet I neocn -

Stupid poople in tight spots seare mo o 1little -

How s07

Like watching Henny Filclds in thore just now., She's hs
sbtupld as they mole thei and yot - I hod the feoling that
somewhere inside her o little spark of sgmethiﬁg was
making her smnriter than sho'd ever bJon in her life...

RTHOT 0172598




_SHER!
FLOYD:

SHER:

LENNY:

SHER:

LENNY:

SHER:
LENNY :

SHER:

-11=
(GRIN) Your trouble, Floyd =~ you Just can't believe
anybody can ke as duwb as that dawe -
Maybe -
{PHONE ... RECEIVEH.DOWNj
Yep? ..., He 187 .., I'1l be right down -
{RECEIVER HUNG UP AS)
They Jjust brought in Lenny Oaks -
ACCENT ... CUT_TQ) '

What kind of a game are you playing with me®? M

No game at all, Lenny., Just answer my questions. You were
at old man Crouchts place Monday night, weren't you?

Sure I was} He'd sald sowething to me about an olid boller
he had! I thought I could sell it for junk} So I drave
up there and -

(CUTS IN) Later that night, where were you?

(SLIGHTLY FLUSTERED) Later - that nilght.. why, I - why,
nowhere. I - was home In - bed..

Who can prove that?

T - why... What do you mean who can prove that?! A guy's
got a right to go to bed without calling in a crowd of
witnesses, aln't he?l

Stop shouting, Lenny You've got a record of assaults and
babtbery and jall sentences as long s uy arm] Don't give
me the innocent act! ... You know Henny Flelds?

That dame? Wnat's she got to 4o with -

Come onl I want you two to renew your acquaintance!

— e A e AR Y e A

In there, Lenny -
(SLIGHTLY OFF.. SHOUTS) That's him! That's the man killed

Crouah!

ATHOT 0172599




LENNY

HENNY :

LENNY:

HENNY:

LENNY:

(MusIC:

SHER!:
FLOYD:
SHER:

FLOYD:

SHER:

FLOYD:

-i2a _
(DESPERATE} What's she saying? Shels erazyl Sheriff,
don't believe her! She's crazy!
That's him! Blonde hair, curls! He pleked me up at the
beer store, got me drunk! He killed the old manl
shut up, vou rotten, liar! I never had nothing to do with
you! I wouldn't go near suoch an old dame.
(ALMOST HYSTERICAL) I'm not old! I'm thirty-twol And
you'lre golng to pay for what you Just saidl You 4id it!
You!
(STRUGGLING) Let we at her and I'1l kill her] Everybody

knows shels crazy}! Let me at her and I'11 kill her!

— TR Rt Y AN T e T e W e e e e

I can't do it, Floyd, You're asking too much -

1 dug him up, Will} I feel responsible! All I'm asking is -
(IRRITATED) Wnat's the matter with you, Floydl: She
1dentified him, didn't she?! What'y she got to gain by
1ying?! She's in thls one way or another!

She ldentified him before he was even 1in the room! Bhe
would have identified anybody we'd brought in ~ except
maybe the right mani

But when you get ideas 1ike that you've got to have good
reasons for them! Shel!s hooked no matter whom she
1dentifies! Why should she pick the wrong wan?!
(DESPERATE) Look, Will ~ I - don't know. I admit to you

I don't know. All I know 1s - whatever else Lenny Oaks

hag done in his 1life, he didn't do this murder! I'm asking
you for a little time, WEML -~ just a 1little time!

(PAUSE .. THEN)

ATHKO1 0172600
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SHER: Look, Floyd - maybe in the future I - won't let reporters

get so deap into a case, Maybe T - made a mistake., But -

you're in it.... I'11 give you twenty four hours, no more,
FLOYD: Thanks. W1ll, thanks =
SHER: Don't wmisunderstand me, Floyd. At the end of twenty-four

hours, if you'lve got nothing to dilsprove Lemny's guilt -
hands off. Understend?

{COMMERCIAL)

ATHOT 0172801




THE BIG STORY ~14 -
PROGRAM #230

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GROUPF: Guard against throat-seratch! Guard againat throat-serateh!
Guard agalnst throat~seratch! Bnjoy the smooth smooth
smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & FELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose mildﬁess you can
measure .

HARRICE: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL. MELL,

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is riitered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moroover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actusl meagpure - PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionally fine tobacecos still travels

the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fins mellow tobuccos giva you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette

offcrs you,
CRAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratchl
HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smokiung of fine tobaccos.
CI6PPELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whbse mildness you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “Qutstending"!
HARRICEt And - they arg mild!

ATKO1 Q172602
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HARRICE:

NARR:

FLOYD:

CABBLE:

e

FLOYD:
CABRIE:

FLOYD:

CABBI1E:

FIOYD:

-15-
This 1s Cy Harrice returnilng you to.your narrator and thes
Big Story ofwcarl, 88 he lived 1t and wrote it...
You'lve been sitting in the back of the parked cab close to
an hour now. The excitable cabble 1s getting more &nd
more irritated with your questions but you can't afford to
stop. A man's life 3a at stake .. an innocent man, you're
convinced - a man at whom you, Floyd cérl, repbrter for
the Se °¢é§&es héiped polnt the Ffinger of gullt....
{SUDDEN SOUND OF STARTER AND MOTOR RACING INTO ACTION)
(TAXE) Hey! Wailt a second! What are you starting the

OO T8 e Lok Tt sy pall o Lo bof weny
(EXCITED) Brsteniapondom ima i) iiys > oA

cah sthpt murdering each othey right in my cab an

a;n't
going to Sheriff or anybody! Let them ki¥I each other .
off} Itve shtt a whole day almost |J sﬁ’%acause I found

g stiff and reporﬁbqhi:: like &
Look,. Look - there'é a“gu iife involved here.

I got five lives Ilnvolved ﬁm}qghsee? 1 got a wife and three
#

kids!} ‘;f‘)ﬁ’ i

cent oltizen!

™
%,
h,’“

rE ",
Look. . Here there's a five spot - N,
(INSULEED& Listen, youl! I earn my money no o8t see’!

Whatever I kxnow about that couple who took my cab‘MgPday

night I told you! You don't have to slip me® no five spbtﬁj

' M‘*@WWMB&MWW you u nderg,';@,m,ﬁl

Why 1s it you identified the woman - why is it you teold the
Sheriff that she was the woman in the cab but you refused
to swear about him? About Lenny Caks?! Why?l

ATHO1 0172603




CABBIE:

FIOYD:

CADBIE:

FLOYD:

CABRIE:
FIOYD:

CAEBBIE:

FLOYD:
CABBIE:

FILOYD:
CABBIE:

?LOYD:

-

~i6-
I told you & dozen times! He looks like him but I ain't
sure so I ain!t gonna swear! (HARD) Look, Mister - out!
For the last time, out! I gotta start cruising!
What about the trip to Lowell?! You teook them from the
cemetery to Lowell! Didn't anything happen on the way?!
Didn't they say something or do something which -
(FAST AND HARD-LIPPED) Por the last time, I picked them
up! They sald Lowell! I headed for Lowelll They said
stop for a minute, I stopped! They got to Lowell, pald wme
off and that's the whole -
{CUTS IN) Wait @ second! Repeat what you just said!

{DOOR OF CAE OPENED SUDDENLY)
out! _
Listen to me! You just said they asked you to stop! fou
never told me that before! Stop where?! 'hich one of them
asked you to stopf?!
(PAUSE, ,THEN)
(ALMOST SHEEPISH) You - serious? ... You wean I - never
mentioned his asking me to stop at that farmhouse?
What farmhouse?! QEEERY What did he want there?!
Ain't that weird: Me forgetting that? It was about three
miles this side of Lowell. He - yesh, him - he said:
"Stop a minute, driver. Wanna see 1f.a rriénd of mine is
m" ..,
What then?! Go on, Did he get out of the cab?!
Yeah... He - got oub, was gone for a couple of minutes, then
came back. Said his friend wasn't in -
What about her?! Henny Fields?! When she was aloﬂe in the

¢ab, dld she say anything to you or try to - run away?!
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CABBIE:
FIOYD:

CABEIE

FLOYD:

1;--
&
a
L)
«

FLOYD:
JUDD:
- FLOYD:
JUDD 3
FLOYD:

JUDD:
FLOYD:

JUDD:

FLOYD!
JUDD:

JUDD:
CABRBIE:

-17-

You ki1ddin%!

Listen! How - how would you like a fare, & paying fare?!
Right now -

Where? Who?

Take me to that farmhouse - for a flat five bucks!

(FARMER, AGED...SLOW) Yup... He was here all right. Woke
me up, he did. Got a lot of nerve, that feller -

What did he want, Mr., Juada?!

Woke me up Just to ask could he and a friend spend the night

R A ST L

here... (ANGER} That feller sure has hls ner%e.n AIWAYE _opooid

J I e

felt he'd get into trouble some day - i

3 '(}ff'«'wb‘
an:==5555=§§5” Lo
TIPRR o i U

Mr. Judd - what did he look like?
Tike a hundred other farm-hande. Young, blonde, strong -
And you - you hadn't seen him 1n five years before that
night? Net e worrettoneponmfirerBumeryres
Nopea..
And - you don't remember his name? o,lcﬁ
I don't but I got 3t written down in wy acoount boo;? if it's
real important -
It 18, Mr. Judd, It 1s!
Got it in that desk there -
(STEPS ... OUT T0 KEY AND SOUND OF ROLL-TOP DESK
ROLLED BACK.,. THEN SILENCE EXCEPT FOR FLAP OF
PAGES. .+ +CUT TO)
Right here 1t 1s.... McAlester......0tls McAlester -
That's it, Mr. Carl} Otis! She called him Otis!

ARTHKG1 O1P2BOS
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(MUSIC: _ STING MIGH.....DQWN UNDER)

SHER: Stand right there, ILenny.....Now take a good look at him,
Mr. Judd. Is that the man you know as Otis McAlester?

LENNY: I never sew him before! I never used that name! You're
Just trying to -

SHER: Shut up, Lenny!i.....esqs..9hat about him, Mr. Jugad?

JUDD: Funny thing. They look enough alike to be peas in a pod -
but .. that ailn’t Otis McAlester.

(MUSIC: _ ACGENT,...CUT T0)

FLOYD: I know whabt

ou're going to ask, Will =

Henny Fields pdpeentage? Why sho:;g«ﬂ*gha confess her owWn

part in the grislygess - and tl}p finger an innocent man?
&

SHER: Well,..Why? fﬁ- _ |

FLOYD: If she werc &L, maybeag_'ould have figured it out by novw.
But she's n . She’sﬂsﬁg}t/zpid and shels in a spot.'

SHER: What's your -.,ess?:;_-:f"". _

FLOYD: (BEAT) If ~ I{,___-_c‘?:;?:ld you, you'd think I was the cornlest guy
outside cfﬁa - '

SHEP: Go o '-‘,..__a?"‘” :

FLOYD: T - $#his Otis guy, he means something to her,

SHER: yp ns what to her?

FLOYD: B ESmiG know ...

(MUSIC: _ ACCENT,...s., DOWN_UNDER).
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HARR: Nhtie-EEe slarm goos oubt for Otis MchAlester, wvou - Floyd
Carl - go home for a meal and B nap...the first of each
in guite & few hours. You dream of cab drivers who'd like
to run you down, sheriffe who threaten to jJail you unless
you answer “Wwhy?",...., When you wake up, itls dark - but
the dreams have left a tiny idea in your head.;..

(DIALING. .+ ¢+ «OUT TO)

FLOYD: W11ll%?,,., Floyd.. Any news on Mcilester?

SHER: (FILTER) Plenty! The Sheriff over in the next county gobt
the flash! He Just called,

FLOYD: They found him?!

SHER: Not quite, Seems your friend Dtis iz an Army buddy of the

Sheriff's. He spent the night in the Jall over there as
the Sheriff's guest!

FLOYD: How nervy can you get?}

SHER: Or how dumb?! We should have news on him pretty soon,
FLOYD: I'11l come by later - _

SHER: Where you going to be in case there's a break?

FLOYD: Itm golng te have a chat with somebody_about.uenny's

psychological makeup - (GRINS)

SHER! Her - what?!
FLOYD: What makes her tick..
(MUSIG: _ ACCENT..,..SLIQHT BRIDGE,.....QUL UNDER)

MILLY: Is Henny orazy?... I don't know, Mister... Anyhow - who's
orazy and who AR ' ’

FLOYD: Maybe you're right... You've known her for long, Miss -

MILLY: (cuTs IN) Just call me Milly,... (& TIRED PIAY)
hauré
FLOYD: How long known her M1illy?
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MILLY: Well, we've spent a couple of times together 1n Jail..

Jail brings pecple closer together tﬁan anything -

FLOYD: This - this man who got her into this troubls..when ehe
told you sbout him, she must have hated his guts, 4ldn't
she? For making her do all those things, I mean -

MILLY: Lenny Oaks? She didn't menticn his name - I did...

FLOYD:  {TAKE) You 41d?! _ ' '

MILLY: Sure, BShe Just deseribad him but couldn’t remember his
name. He sounded like Lenny Oaks to me so I sald lenny
Oeke - _ I

FLOYD: When - she told you about him, how did she.talk about him?

MILLY: {HESTITANT)} Well....Look, mister, T - don't want to get
her into any more trouble than she already is - .

FLOYD: You can't, Milly. I swear i¥ to you. She's in as far &as
she can go- _

MILLY: Well,., that's the part I couldn't figure out -

FLOYD: What part?

MILLY: The way she talked about thls guy was more like she was
in love with him - | ‘

YLOYD: Exactly what did she say?! Miliy, this is important -~

MILLY: How - how beautirul ﬁe wag, how much he liked her, most of
21l - how young he was and how young he thought ghe was -

FLOYD: He thought she was only thirty-two! Is that what ghe told

you?!l
MILLY: That's most &f all why she seemed so ¢razy about him. But
i1t doesn't make sense, does it?e I mean - Af she felt that
vay about him why did she fihég;jﬁim?
U
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FLOYD: Milly.. listen - I'm going to ask you a stupid question.
But try to answer it anyway, will you? Was Henny scared
of growing old?
MILLY: Well -
FLOYD: T know most women want to stay young, Milly. That!s not
what I mean. Wﬁs Henny gueer about wanting to stay
young?! Real queer?|
MILLY: (SMILE) You kidding? Look, Mister -~ figure it for
yourself, Did she have to come back to town and get
herself caught?! D1d she haye to go back to that shacgk
with the old man lying there?! But she did! Know why?
(LAUGHS) Ber face lotione and beauty creams were there!
FLOYD: And - and if a man lied to her, told her she was only
thirty-two..... if & man kept lying to her - _
MILLY: Honey, if a guy d1d that know what ghe'd do? She'd ﬁgingﬁirﬁ

Lan

floocras for him - ' worse! When 1t comes to age,

Henny ain't queer,,, shels crazy!

e T e - — i — —
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CABBIE
FLOYD:
CADBBIE

FLOYDs

CABBIE:

{MUSIC:

SHER:

FLOYD:

SHER!:

FLOYD:

SHER:

FLOYD:

SHER:

FLOY D

L4

P2

(HURRIED STEPS IN MARBIE CORRIDOR. . .OUT TO DOOR
OPENED AND SHUT: )

Helle, Mr, Carl -

"Eh? What are you doing here 1n the courthouse again?

the sheriff called me in, to take a look at him -

Him! ﬂ McAlester?

On this Otis I'1l take an oath right in the courtroom but
can you imagine? He mays he had nothing to do with i%!]
ACCENT, . -UNDER; )

1 even brought them face to face - cabbie and all - but still
she says she doesn't recognize MecAlester -

(URGENT) Will, you let me in this far - give me a crack at
them! )

What'd you do? (GRIN) Figure out her psychological makeup?
RS TR

(SERIOUS) I think I have!

You ~ serious?

1£!'11 make it easler for you when you g0 into court, Will!
If she identifies him, 1t'l11l make it much easier for you!
Juet @ little time with the two of them, willl

(BEAT. .. THEN) Well,..what can I lose? You can explein it
all to me afterwards =

If 1t works, 1t won't need any explaining!

ACCENT..CUT ‘_T_O:o_)

Mchlester -

(HARD, YOUNG) Yeah?
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FLOYD:
OTIS
FLOYD:
OT1S5:
FLOYD:

HENNY:

FLOYD:

HEKNY:
FLOYD.
HENNY s

FLOYD:

FLOYD:

23

Take a good look at Henny there -
(BRAT...THEN) What about her?
How old would you #ay she 1s%
You crazy or scmething?
How 0ld would you say she -
(FIERCE) Thirty-two! I told you thirty -twel What's 1t to
you? -

{4 FEM STEPS..THEN OUT TO:)
T111 tell you why I asked him thet, Henny...You say Lenny
oaks 1s the man who got you drunk and then made you do 811
those things, don't you?
That's - that's right ...
Well, it just doesn't stsck up, Henny -~
Why not? What deo you know about what ptacks up and what
doegn't?
It just doesn't stack up, Henny -~ bhecause you Jjust can't
make anybody belleve that a young man of twenty-elght ...
1ike Lenny Osks or even Otls there - that a young guy like
that would epend his last cent buying beer fof a woman your
age - _ '
(BITTER RAGE) You cheap dog! I'm only thiwty-two,
thirty-two!l
And If a guy like Lenny - or Otis there = got before & jury
- he could meke a good case for himself by pointing out that
with hies last buck he'd more likely go oub with & girl his

own age a woman whose prison record shows phe's close

to fifty!
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HENNY: No! Take him sway from me! He's lying! The recorde are
1ying! |

FLOYD: And I can prove to you right now that it must have been an
older men, at least in his late thirtieﬁ - an older man than
Otis there! I can prove 1t to youl

HENNY: You're lying! You're a lousy liarl I'm thiﬁty—two'if I'm
a day!

FLOYD: Tet me ask you, Otis, Would you spend your last buck on a
dame her age? A puy of 28, 1ike you! Would you?

OTIS: That's what I've been telling the SheriffJ' Sheriff, did you
hezr what he said? I couldn't of done it! What would 1 be
doing spending my last buck on an old bag like that?

HENNY: otis! {SCHEAM3) ' _

0T1S Don't listen to what she-tellé«youiu Look af her! She's old
enough to be my mother} What would I want with - _

HENNY: You dogl! You 1lied! Otis, you 1ied.to mel] Even that morning
in Lowell, you told me even when you weren't drunk -

QTIS: Don't listen to her! She 1ies about her age, she'd lie
about re!

HENNY: He did it! He's the one! That dirty rat! I thought he
meant it! So I lied for himl .

0T15:  Shut up! Shut up! ,rc;,w\ww o

HENNY: He did 1t! He killed the old manlr:;ake me away! Take me
out of here! I want tec ery and I don't want nobod§ to see

me! Take me out of here, “F=wamt=tS TTIR

TR L e AT e M T T e e =
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CHAPFELL: In just 2 moment we will read you a telegram from Floyd
Nhi‘{\w“u*‘ Aatoy TaF o
Card, Jr. of the with the final outcome
of tonlght's BIG STORY.
{MUSIc: _ TURN_TABLE)

S e e S e T —

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

CLOSING COMMERCIAL: PROGRAM #223

GROUF:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFFELL:

HaRRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard againet throat-scrateh! Guard against throat-scra teld
guard against thpoat-scrateh! Enjoy the smooth gmooth
gmoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke 8 PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigavette whose mildnees you

can measure.

Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered
thyough fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes.

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further

than that of any other leading cigaretbe; Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 17 = by actual measure - PELL MELL'S
preater length of troditionally fine tobaccos gtill travels
the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Phus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow bvobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction ne other cigavetie

offers you.
Ask Tor the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

ved package - FELL MELL FANMOUS CIGARETTES - “outs tanding!”
And - they gre mild, '
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CHAPPELL:

FL.OYD:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(MysIc:

CHAFPELL:

(MUSIC;

Y.

ow we read you that telegram from Floyd Carl, Jr. of the
I ‘!k-ﬁ..“w.%{"::' : i')"*l ‘u"\t}v\,‘-'\ f\f‘).&h

TimeSess

Murderer in tonight's Big Story, throughout the three day
trial, maintained his innocence but the weight of the
evidence was against him, He was sentenced to life
imprisonment and upon appeal the Arkanses Suﬁreme Court
upheld his 1ife sentence. Because she turned state's
evidence his female companion got off with a five-year
sentence. Many thanks for tonight's Pell Mell Award.
Thank you, Mr. Carl... The makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the field of journalism.
Listen again next weck, same time, same station, when

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BI1G
STORY... & Bilg Story from the front pages of the Lancaster,
Penna., New Era, by-line Eerbk Krone., A BIG 3TORY about a
reporter who vefused to glve the devil his due =~ and
found his story in ashes,.

And attention plemse! The makers of Pell Mell Famous
Cigareties bring you snother exciting new program on
television entitled "The Door Nith'No Name"., Conguvlt your

1ocal papers for time and station; for "The Door With No

Nameo" -

EXS 1L SR L T S R
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CHAFPPELL:

(MUSICs
CHAPPELL:

-28-

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original music composed and conducted by Vladimir Selinsky.
Tonight's program was adapted by Abram s, Ginner from an

' : uuPLaxniJ"
actual story from the front pages of the

Arvkansas Times. Youw narraﬁor was Bob Bloan, and Janeé
Btevens played the part of Floyd casl, Jr. In order to
protect the names of people actually involved in tonight's
authentic BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the
dramatization were changed with the exception of the
reporter, Mr. Carl.

This program 18 heard by members of the Armed Fovces
oversess, through the racilitiea.of the Armed.Forces Redio
Service.

This is Ernest chappell speaking for'the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES «

THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY .
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10:00 = 10330

THE BIG STORY f#ezl
)
P JULY 11, 195) WEDNESPAY

CHAPPTLL;

GRINDER:

MRS, BEAMISH:

GRINDER:
MRS, BEAMIBH:

— A

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present,, .THE BIG STORY,

WE ERAR THE SOUND OF A KNIFE GRINDERIS DBELL
AND WAGOI)

(HAWKING) Xnives Sharpen your knivesl ~StrTeTT

el

eI TS T BT T
{BELIL, UP)
(COMING IN) Oh. Inife-Grinderl WVait'e minute!
Ttve got some knives for you. |
(WAGON- AND -BELL STOP.j
Yes, Matam, Yes, Malam,

Here yOoUW OTr@esess

(CLANK OF KWIVES)

WRS, BEAMISH: Whem will you be through with them?
GRINDER: Oh, !Bout a half-hour, I....(cUTsj Say, lad¥.ee.
(SLIGHT CLANK OF KNIVES)

GRINDER: These here are funny Wnives...all funny kind of
shapes. And whatla this, eh, lady? Theylre 2ll
covered with bloodl

Wcm»imd youl own Bus TN SR ~troyouia-uaikl, .

(MUSICs _ _ _ . HIT UP_TQ CURTATN AMD ) _
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CHAPPELL:

-2

THE BIG STORY. Here is America, its sound and its
fury, its joy and 1te sorrow, &s fatthfully revorted
by the men and women of the great American newspapers,
(FLAT) Lancaster, Pennsylvania, From the pages
&tﬁm?cﬁs?:ﬁ? P]‘E::' ,ﬁtl;e sfory omre Ic:‘x-’ter
VMWW srene found
!m--&taﬁ-v in ashes. Tonight, to Herb Krone, for

his Bigz Story, goes the PELL MELL Award!

R e

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM i 22U

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: guard against throat-scratchl Guard a'gainst
throat-scratchl Guard against thpoat-scratehl Enjoy

the smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke 2
PELL MELL. '

CHAPPELL! Yoo, smoke FELL MELL - the cigarette vhose mildness

you can measure.

HARRICE: puff by puff you'ro always ahead when' you smoke
PELL MELL, o '
CHAPPELL: Ramembor this -~ the further a puff 6f omoke 18

£iltered through fine tobaccos, the nﬂildexf 1t becomes.
At the firgt puff PELL MELI, smoke is filtéréd further
than that of any other lpading cigafétte. ' Moreover,
after 5 vuffs, or 10, or 17 - by achual meaguro -
PELL MELL'S greater lepgsth of traditionally fine
tobasccos still travels the smoke fu:fther - filters
the smoke and makes 1t mild.,

HARRICE: Thug, PELL MELL'S fine mollow tobaccos give you &
smoothness, mildpess, and gatisfaction no other
cigarette offers you. ' '

CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarétte whose mlldness you
san roasure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
"oytstandingl"

HARRICE: And - thoy are mild
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{usIcy _ - o
NARR:

MARY:
ANNA:
MARY:

ANNA:
MARY:

- 3 -
Lancaster, Pennaylpania...the story ag 1t acturlly
happened, . .Herb Krons's story, as he lived it...
UP_AND_UNDER),
Tt is April in Lancaster. It 18 Spring, and the

land is bright with swmner promisec.

and the rolling hills are lush yT¥ot green,
specklod with ib ow flamo of forsythia, tinted
This is the country of the
Quakers, the Amish, tha Mennonites, the Ponnsylvania
Dutch, This is & good couniry, # poaceful courltry,
your comk*ry, Herb Krone of the Lancastor New Era,
And. yet,\‘chera is a shroud of horror and death over
thiis land, Ao eI I T T U et T e e
MMW
Mvosredaany, This is the beginning of your story,
Hops=srens, This is whoro 1t starts....dn 2
farmhouse in southern Lancaster county, This iu Mary
Thomas, & farmer!s wifc, telling hor slster......
Anna, ny back achet!s gomething fearful,..

Maybe if yould lle down ant! rest avhile....

No, it!s no uge, I'm goint into the village and

gso the doctor. This palnts near d.rivins me out

of my mind.

Youlre golng to walk, Mary?

Itve got to, Tom took the car into Lancaster

to buy foed,
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ANNAL

ANNA:

MARY:

ANNAL

MARY:
ANNA:

MARY:

-4 =
Well, if youtve pot to go into the village, Hary,
walk by the road, pontt tako the short cut ovor
the hills by night, do you hoar?

g o
v mu- e Bl

-~

the hills 1s 4angeor'ouE, ospeciy]
Thore!s strange t_..;“"aipenin' out there, tho

ing around out thore, an' a body

Now, Anna, I don!t hold with thoso grandmothort!s
talos you hoar in the village, theso ghosts

and govlins.

oh, don't you, Mary? Don't you? Well, you listen
to your sister, and abide by what I say. What
happecned to Joamna vandoll when sho took tho road
through the hills two wocks apgo? and Elsz Blookor,
what hanpened to her, whon gho took the woodroad,
not throe days age. |

Why, T.esal donlt lmow,

No, you don't, Nobody knows. only the dovil knowvs.,
J?wU—cf-*Um7'EE??T“'E5fE‘mUtE5?§T'thn”71th—vh*%dren1
Thoy wont up that road, and they nover came back,
Ahovetd=bhopgad What hepponcd to thom? Why
havon't tho polico boeon able to Find thom?

Anna, I can't toll Yyou....
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ANNA: Then I111 tell you, Mary Thomas. Thorots sono
murderin! thing out thoro in those hills, somethlng
lyin! in walt for poor foollsh soul 1like you, and
Joanna and Elsa. bBathedteiicboliolmoiebons tmom

S he D pmladmiabliian . GO to the doctorts if you
must, Mary, but for the leve of heaven heed what

I say! Don't take that ghortcut over the hills!
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HNARR!

FRANK:
HERB¢

BRANK:
HERDB:

TRANK:

~SEFRE,

HERR:

- f - |

It 1s this April morning, and ybu, Herb Kroﬁe,
RERONL OISl O diaid, aro in Distrlct Attorhey
Frank Anderson!s offlce, staring out of the window,
Spring is in the air, put you are not thinking about
Spring now., You are thinking of where you nhad
Lraveled the day before, vhen the-D*%é*ésks you,;..
Dig up anything down-county yosterday, Herb?

No., Drove all over the place, Prank, .. .Purniss,
Peach Bottom, Quarryvilles, Holtwooé;..I muét havse
asked a huncred people a thousand questions.

And. found nothing.

Nothing but feoar, nothing but terror and hysteria.
Coming back at night, every town was & ghost town,
doore locked, and iigﬁfs out.' And you can't plame
tgm, Two women walk out of thelr homes, and

disaprear?

Whaji's the

ansver?

I don't kmow, Herb. I wish I did, Itve had mon go
all over that territory, lool unier svery tfeo, every

blade of grass., Nothing, Not a clue, not evon tho

hint of one.

A I've heard so many

SLOries, CHepeemGOuRm e ikt d il Bl

Eariy:d
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HERB:
CONT!D

FRANK:

HERB:

FRANK:

FRANK:

JZnOZEiiiﬁan vas posltive 1t was égffﬂzgli. Said
had taken one bride, thon another, and
he!d bo arcund for more,
People aro nuts, talking superstitious malarkey like
that.
Suro, it's malarkey. <blimbocdoomiacdo it i N0 m..
~blackumagle, But what are you golng %o do vhen
you donft have a loglcal answeor? What Are JoU..see?
{PHONE RING)
Oh, Excuse me, Horb.
(PHONE OFF HOOK) .
Anderson, Yes, Al. What? What was the name? Thomer—
@k Mary Thomas, From New Toxas. And the slstor!s
name? -$—seer Anna Brauge. All right, Al, Suro.
I'11 want %o see this Anna Brausc right ewayi
(PHONE ON HOOK)

o ZTT " Viall, what 40 you KNOW;—Wrmbmdomiou.lnoul.
Yhat 1s it, Frank?

The Davil just took anothor Bridel
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ANNA

FRANK:

ATEAS

HERB:
ANNA:

PRANE:

AT AL

FRANK:

AWNA!

HERB:

FRANK:

-8 - |

(AGITATED) T told her, Mr. Andorson. I bsegzed hor,
T pleadod with her last night.': Mary I said, 0O bY
thoe poad, donlt take the short'cut ovoyx the hille.
Ang sho nover Ccamo hack, _ '

No. I waited up till two, theﬁ her husband Tom camo
home, He got some hcn and they went over the
woodroad, but they never found my sieter. Théy N
couldntt have found her, if you gk me, the Dovil
himsolfl took her,

vYou don'!t roally bolieve tha?{ do you, Mrs, Brause?
1 don't know wyhat to bollovo, Mr, Krono. I Just |
dontt lmow what to bolisvo any oTré.. 1 gotfin touch
w1th all tho nolghbors, Mary hadn!t stayod with thom
ovornight. = Sho orobably ook tho back road comin!

homa from the Docteris, and thot was the ond.

\ o
adl G T T IO whowResidnln?

ooy What was this doctorts nama, Mrs, Brauso?.

Vhy, 1tls Browor....Doctor Elijan Brewer, Hurrrthe—

Hels been our famlly doctor'for goin! on %o thirty
yoars, mobbe more. _

Tn other words, Frank this Docfor Brewer vas
probably tho 1ast person to 300 tho missing vomah.

Yoah, Get your hat, Horb. Welro driving down to
Hew Toxas...right away.
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NARR!

MRS, BEAMISH:
FRANK:

MRS, BEAMISI:
HERB1

MRS, BEAMISH:
FRANK:

MR3, BEAMISH:

FRANK:

MRS, BEAMLISH:

-9-

Now Toxas. A sloopy little sottlemont Sf-Fhiby-
weowle, soventoon milos south of Lancaster. g'
vhistle stop youl!d miss completely, whizzing alohg
tho highway. You £ind Doctor Broworts houso, &
big, rambling, unpainted mausoloun, with tho roof
half caved in, 1hhmﬂkﬂhu‘Qﬂﬁ-@ﬂﬁ#hyuﬁﬂiimﬁﬂaﬁﬂ;u
ik B AN bR RO-0 | Yoﬁ and Frank Andorson go up
o tho porch, ring the old-fashioncd bell....

(0OLD FASHIONED JANGLE BELL)

(A PAUSE ~ IJOOR: OPENS)
{CRONE) YoB? '
Wotld like to so¢ tho doctox,
Can't soc him now. Taint offilco hours.
Wotre not here to oo him as ﬁationts.
Thon what gro ye hero for?
Wotd 1like to talk to him; Aro you Mrs. Brovor?
Mrs., Brower? (SHE CACKLES) MNow thatls one. Mrs.
Brewer's beon Goad thaeso.twonty yoars, Lord rost
hier soul, I'm Mrs, Beamish, tho doctor!s
housokeseper,
I soo, Well, 1f youw'd tell tho doctor we'fro hero,
wold... |
gome in. como into the offico., I'll wako him

from his nap, ant! toll him you!ro horo,
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MUSTC: . - ~

BREWER:

FRAKK:

PREVER:

HERB:

BREWER!

FRANK:

BREWER1Y

- 10~
Up_AND_UNPER)

T4ls dark insido, corio, Tho place roeks, it's

filthy., A tumbled down old dosk, erusty madtical

bopks thrown around,.bottloé of mouldy liquid,

A shudder runs through you,'Horb_Krbno. IS B

And thon, you turn to sco an 01d, whito-haircd man

gome into tho room,

Woll, pontlomen, ¥ell) Good morning, good morning.
Doator Brewer?

Doctor Elijah Bfowcr, ygs.sir. Dodicated to hoalin?
tho sick, and pringin! moréifullsufcoasd to paln,
They say I'm old, thoy say I'm shaky, put I ecan still
swing & scalpel with the bost of lom, yos, sirl
Now,,.whilch ono of you is allint? | '
Why neithor of us. ' o '

Then I presune you have a problem, and you want
my counsol,

Why, vyes. Thatts right.

dovnstairs, in his stomach or his 1isery 1 glve

him modicine. Whon ho's z "uﬁstairs, in tho hosad,

CHUCKLES) Chargo fom tho same
74ay. Now then, vhat ls 17

I give him advlcg
fee, clthg
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FRANK:

BREWER:

FRANK:

BREWER$

FRANK:
BREWER?

HERB:

BREWER1

FRANK:

-
BREWER:

- 11 =
My name's Anderson. I'm tho district attornoy of
Lancastor County. This Ls Mr, Krono, of tho Now Ero,
That s0? The Now Era, ch? IlMighty flnc paper, mighty
fing, Uscd to rood it a let beforoe my oyes started
0 fall M0, Aesmeung gl T MY ebadie
gy 1Y .

Doctor Brevwer, you have a pationt named Mary Thomas,
do you not? . '_

I do, Mr. Andorson.. T do 1indood, Broﬁgi_at hoy into
this vorld as & baby, hor and her mothcf befere hor,

neepoGeya iy What do you want to lknow about Mary?

Whon &L4 you soc hor last?

Why, she was hero to consult mo only last night,

Hor back was ailin!, an'fshc was monning thoe miscrios.
I couldntt curo hovr, not:with'tho rhoumatism_shols
got., 8o I 4id tho next bost thing, aﬁi_put her out
of hor vailn, ' .

You put hor out of hor pain? What does that moan?
(CHUCKLES) Why, Ltm & doctor, Mr, Xrone, a good
country doctor. I gave hor a hypo, and a pill, and
sew hor to the door,

I sp¢, And vou dentt know whoro sho went artor that?
My dear Mr, Andcerson, I have no.idea. How would I
know, I preswne she went homo, whero else? Why do

you ask?

ATHOT. 0172629
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FRANK! For a very good roaéon, Doctor Browor. Maybe
\_ you donlt; know it, but Mary. Thomis disappoared last
) night.
DREWER: Al _D14 shol Thatis anfertunato, sir, voery
unfortunato, ldieedeild.-i0 'tf\n hi1l
another bride, sh? First Joanns ell, Then
IElsa iﬁgﬁg@.«wﬂrﬁk"%ék, my, my. Itts getting
e a4 2rmhy ROPE ,
HERB: vou weouldn't have an 1idea of ﬁhat night havq_happened
te Mary Thomas, would you, Doctor? |
BREWER: I7 Why no, young man, Should I?
(MISIO: . _ _ . BRIPGE: ). -

RTKO1 0122630
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(CAR UNDER)
HERB: Frank, vhat do you think of Doctor Elijah Brewer?
FRANK '4 say he was peculiar, Pt ~
HERB: Eﬁ_wg el e D14 you notioe hiswey%f"}_"wwa%-
. f“hﬂaﬁ¢a1hh ku;uaa:
FRANK: ~Het~partivulariy-Roernah¥? '
HERB:
FRANK1 (LAUGHS) Forget 1t, Herb, I!1l aphiit he's a wierd
character, but he must be At 1pdst seventy,..and
you could gee he was harmlees, )
HERB: (SIGHS) Yes. Yes, I ptless ycﬁire right, Frank,
This whole story 80 weird, I'm starting to get
jumpyn myself, his Docfor Brever now, maybe he calls
that an 3; ce, but I call it a pigsty.: Did you
notiqg’ﬂis surgical instrumonts, particularly his
FRANI: Ho, What about them? _
HERB: They wore covered with QPied blood. He never aven
bothered %o clean them off]
{MUSIC: _ _ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER) |
NARRS You, \ e

B, go back

— ot
AgghggﬁgﬁEw you keop thinking

of tho eccentric doctor, and somehow he haunts -yon,

to your officao,

And purely out of a hunch, purol? out of nowhoré,
you pick up tho phone anq call John Vandell, husband

of one of the missing women, at his homo near Now

Toxas, san
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VANDELL ¢
HERDB:
VANDELL4

HERB:Q

VANDELL:
HERB:
VANDELL:¢
(MUBI0:

NARR:

HERB:

BLEEKER:
HERB3
BLEEKER:

NARR:

HERB}

— ——

- 14 -

(FILTER) Hello?

Ts this John Vvandoll?

Thatts right,

This 48 Herb ¥Krono of the Now Era. There's &
guestion Itd like to ask you.

Go ahcad. _

Who's your family doctor? f}m \}w,&lﬂf

Doctor Brewor of Now Toxas. Klijeh Browor, - Why?
yp TN ACCENT AND UNDER) '

— e T —

Goose wimnles, Eugx brggg gg; 2L).ovar youTﬂouor

~4ﬁﬂnﬂ'1ﬂtﬁ““?“yﬁﬁ?“gf&n' Yclr hand 18 moist with

sweat ag you pler up tho phono again. This timo,
you call Henry Bleokor, husband of tho socona woman
who disappearad.,...: - |

Mr., Blockor, Herb Krono of tho Now Fra. vao got

a question I'd 1liko; you to ansvor,

(FILTER) Yos?

Who's yoﬁr family dector?

Doctor Brewer, Elijah Browor!

.-.-_.—m-.-.__--—-

Ten minutes lator youlrs in Frank Andorsonts office,
and youlfe busbing out all OVLr. e

Throe womon disappoared, Franl. Julia Vandoll,..Elsa
Bleckor, Mary Thomas. And oll of them, by tho
strangest coineldence, patients of DoctoY Brewer.

Don't you get 117

ATHCT1 Q172632
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(GRIMLY) T get it, Horb. Maybc all threo of thom

FRANK:
vizited Doctor Browor,.., _
HERB: And meybo all throo of thom novor walkod out of his
houso,...alivel : ) '
FRANK ¢ (A BEAT} All right, Horb. Lot!s gol
wwml__,_WJQ@MHMJ@MBEQ_

{COMMERCIALS)
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GROUPs

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE!:

THE BIG STORY
" TROGRAH #e2l

MIDDLE COMMERGIAL ,
Guard against throat-seratchi Guard against throate
serateh]l Guard against throatescratch! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL MELIL.
Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarcite whose mildness you

can neasurc.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELt MELL,

CHPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than

HARRICE:

CYAPPELLs
ILLRRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

that of any other leading clgarette., Horeover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 ~ by actusl measurs - PELL !ELL'S

zreater lepgth of traditionelly fine tobaccos still {travels

the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus, PZLL 1ELL'S fine mellov tobaccos give you a -

smoothness, miléness snd satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you.

Guard ageinst throat-scratchi

Enjoy tae smooth smoking of fine LChaceos,

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarstie whose nildnass wved oan
nessure - FILL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETILS - "iuksianzingl"

And -~ they are nildl
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PR €13 (T R—— INTROPUCTION. AND_VUNDERL

HARRICE:

HARR:

T’f;e—. .

PRANK:

HERB:
FRANI:
-HERB:
FRANK:
HERE:

HERB:

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your. narrator,
and the Big Story of Herb Krone,..as he lived it,
and wrote 1t,
It is close to midnight when you, Herb Krone of
the New Eva, and the district attorney arrive at
Doctor Brever's-wewss, A4nd as you look at tho
cerie rambling house, GWW
the suspicion in your mind grows TR oM Ty
.awmmmm. What 1les behind the
walls of that dismal, broken down, eembiding
maugoleum? What WW
dark sccret lives there? The blood starts to chlll
in your veins as Prank Anderson slows the car....

(CAR SLOWS TO A STOP, MOTOR IDLES,)
Vell, hero wo are, Herb.
Yoah, Here ¥o &rC..es

{(IDLING MOTOR OUT,....CAR DOOR = OPENS.

AND SLAMS SHUT.s,..IN WITH EERIE WHINE OF WIND)
Frank, I'm going to bo honest with you,
Yes?
Itm scared,

That makes two of us,

Ico.ll

r

(WE HEAR THE FLAP OF A SHUTTER OFF)
(JTITTERY) Whatle that?
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FRANK: Take it easy, Herb. It's just a sghutter i‘lapping in
the wind.
HERB: oh., For a second, I thought it was & gunshot .. (CUTS)
Frank.
PRANK: Yes?
HERB! A 1ight just went on., See it? In that window, undery
the tower, there ... | |
FRANK: T see it. Now somebody's pulling down the ghade. The
light's gohe. A .t'
PRANL tProbablyr-babla., Clisnse
n{me*rsmww-emmm o
HERB1 imwer-ﬂig.umdwlqd,h&&bauéﬂwmtyﬁewﬂmnm
%a«p}aw%«memwrg*mﬁ'tawmiﬁweemf-m DB
weadltingfowrusy ™ "I‘t"g‘wés ST Pee Dy AN T (Bvli‘&"ﬁﬁ-) _
(A PIERCING SCREAM OF WOMAN OFF)
HERB: Frank! | |
FRANK: Yer, Some woman just screamed!
HERB! Seemed to come from the top floor!
(WOMAN 'S SCREAM OFF AGAIN.)
HERD: There it is againi
FRANK: Let's go inside!

(FEET BREAK INTO & RUN, UP STEPS OF PORCH, AND
. ONTO PORCH)
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FRANK:

FRANK:

~1C-
Door's locked. wlaguthowbeddymHoXDl e
( ORBEENIe b BNGIAHG O BELL )
Nowanswer ! '
(SCREAM OFF, AGAIN!)
come on! Let’'s wﬁaww . Ready =~ let's gol
(DOOR-CHAS Heres S TR HOODomn
_ACCENT ANDmEN-WEPIH_
You crash the door and rush through the empty etudy. Itis
piteh black, it smells of blood and demth, of some
macabre secret. You look for the staivs. .Frank Anderson
has a flashliight, turng it on; You see thé rickety staivs.
at the end of a long corridor; And thena...

(SCREAM UPSTAIRS, HIGH)

MRS. BEAMISH: No! NO! NO!

FRANK

SRR ¢

HERB:

FRANK:

Come on, Herb! Up those stairél
(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS ALoNé CORRIDOR. UP RICKETY
STAIRS...)
wH o P et OBt ... »
(DOOR CREAKS OPEN)
(MOANS OFF)
Frank! The woman's in that room =-- jus?® éheadl You can
see the light under the door =~~--
(GRIMLY) Let's BOwses
{STERS +HEONGDOFRBEORucwg: )
(S EBPSBEROT }.
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HERB: There may be a killer iIn there.
FRANK: (GRIMLY) There may De. But it's a chance we 've got
to take...

(DOOR CREAKS OPEN...)

HERE: (GASP) Frank! Lookl
(MySIC: _ _ STING AND IN_WITH)
NARR: You stave. Both or you, your eyea popping in horror.

A woman lies1oﬁ%gﬂﬁospital cot, her face ashen in terror,
moahing, and writhing. And in the room, the heavy, _
gilckly odor of etheyr, And on the table, & TOW of stalned
surgilcal instruments. The woman is Mvs. Beamish, fthe
housekeeper. You can see she is halfﬂdrugged s
MOBNEY _
MRS, BEAMISH: Don't let him k11l ﬁel Pleaée, pleaae, don't.let him
kill me. |
HERB: Mrs . Beamigh, wiaee. . _
MRS . BEAMISH: The knives! The vioody knives) He'll cut me with
them, and I'll never wake ub. Iaaaanw§=t====~“£ax,xhg__.
.;havemnfvﬁeawnnmrndaxubbw%et~hdnuad&an¢#naﬁdudhkmu
BREWER: (SUDDENLY,, STERNLY) What's the meaning of this!
(STERNLY) What do you mean intruding into my house,
breaoking down my door?
FRANK ¢ We want to know what's going on here, Doctor Brewer.
We heard this woman scfeaﬁing_outaide. Whet ere you up

Lot




BREWER:

HEERBE:
BREWER:

MR3. BEAMISH:

BEREWER:

FRANK ¢

..21_
Confound your impertinence, sir. Isn't quite
ocbvious what I'm going to do? I'm going to perform
an operation, ‘ .
(STARES) An operation? Herve?
Naturally. I operate on all my patients heve. My
housekeeper here, 18 in gréat pain, as you see. She
came down with an attack of appendicitis, not an hour
ago. That's why you heard her scream, gentlemen.
ind that's why I must opei'ate at once, Now, 1f you
will leave, I have work to do....
(MOANING) Don't let himl. Don't let him{ He'll
K111 me. He'll kill me. |
Now, now, Mre, Beamish, don't you worry. They say
Im toc old to operate ,W&W
DR it T GRS R T B PP "o
lww&.b:{'li prove that I'm as good
ze T ever was, FTt-mur—iomaeish™yra. I'm going
to put you out of your paln now, Mrs. Deamish, And
when you weke up, you'll be good a8 néw,- and you'll
thank old Doctor Brewer. {TO FRANK AND HERB STERNLY )
Now then, gentlemen, will you get ouf and let us
alone! |
Mo, Doctor Brewer. We're not petting out, and we ‘ye

not letting you cperate.
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BREWER:

FRANK ¢

BREWER!:

FRANK ¢

HERB:

FRANK ¢

(MUsic:

NARE:

BREWER:

o

._22-
En? What do you meant.
We 'vre not letting you go to work on this woman...not
with those dlirty vnives .. not with these facilitles.
We're calling an ambulance, and rushing Mrs. Beamish
to the nearest hpspital, where she can get proper
care. .
(INDIGNANT) Why, blast your roul insinuations, sir.
How dave you talk %o me 1ike that. By what legal
right do you Dresume...
The law is my business, Doctor Brewer, Aand we can
go into the legal rights later, Hetba..
Yes? . ]
Get on the phone, Call &n ambulance., Then call my
office in Lancaster, tell 'em to send along & couple

of men right awayl

Mrs, Beamigh ls taken to the hospitaL, Andciigq;f
Lt |

men arrive. After that, you and thé rh question
Doc tor Brewer. ﬁhﬁrﬁmﬂﬁEﬁ%ﬁE’Eﬂﬁwtﬂg“anythtngﬂahoub -----
%mEvﬁhaaeumisaangswomenv~mkeep?ﬂﬂ?ﬂ%tﬁ?dﬁ"%o “EhEt
_iggwggamﬂhepk...

Reecords? I keep no records, gir, People pay me

with potatoes, and tubs of putter, and produce. I
need no account books, I know the patients who come

to see me, and what ails them. It1s all up herve,

in my head.
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FRANK:

BREWER:

FRANK

HERB:

FRANK1

HERB:

“P3m
Doctor Brewer, look. The people around here say 1t's
the devil himeelf who took those three women. But we
¥now you're behind this, somehowl |
A ANLF W
sXou-haveno -proof; absolutedywno.preofs I've Berved
this community for many years, minlstered to the sick,
: . - BN S LY OIWAD LB

RN o oF T S T AT o

often without pay

b B HE OT b 1t Zen o fwB o thmbanobsbew, I resent
your accusation, I consider it a slur.
(SIGHS) Well, that's that., Herb...
Yes?
1*'11 aselgn & man to wateh Doctor Brewer here. Then

welll go thvough the houée!

At B i e

through every room r—the—touses You find nothing
but @irt and disorder in the crazy, broken-down
house, an architesct's bad drveam., Then, finally in
the celiar... ' ' '

{SLIGHT ECHO EFFECT T0 VOIOES HERE)
Nothing down here but rubbish.. .. |

(BOXES BEING DUMPED,"CONTACT SOUNDS )
Find anything under that junkpile?
No. HNot a thing. Funnyzplace, tﬁis celiar. It's
dayk as a tomb .. &nd cold, 4 warm night outside,
but here 1t's damp and c6ld, like boing in & grave...

Frank !
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FPRANK: Yes? What is 1it?
HERB: 1 just got a whiff of something. & burned smell.
Do you get it, toot
FRARK: why, yes. Yes, I do. And what's more, 1 think I

know what 1t s

HERB: Yeah. 5o do L.
FRANK: -—ﬂTgﬁfT“1ﬁmFiﬂwrgett&nsﬁwﬁok-4mwmy*stbmachr**”ﬁ
HERB: “e-em~1; Frank, you kno, there's 8iill one place

we haven't looked.

FRANK: Where?

HERB: The fﬁrnace.

FRANK: {A BEAT) A1l right. let's try it.
{A COUPLE OF STEPS ON CONCRETE AND 8TOP.)
(IRON FURNACE DCOR OPENS )

HERB: See anything?

FRANK: I con't. 1t's too dark Apd 0an gl 8 kit WILD B

~Llashilghta—

b bhal 60 wiiat U o b -
Reach &owey 8nd stir around.

FRANK: (A BEAT) How's your nerve;.Herb? ;

FRANK: ,find.1 {
{A SLIGHT RATTLE OF BONES )

HERB: (GAéP) Frank! It...it's bones !

{msic: _ _ — — BiI UP_AND_UNIER)
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(vusics

NARR:

FRANK:
GIBBS:
FRANK
GIBB3

FRANK:
GIBB3:
FRANK:

GIBBS:

BREWER:

FRANK ¢
BRGWER:

FRANK:

_ .. bP AND

_25-

_UNLER) _
One of Anderson's men rushes the boner to Lancaster for.
an emergency analysis. You wait,  And then, in the omall
hours before dawn .;f

{PHONE RING)

(RECEIVER OFF HOCK)
Hello. _
(FILTER) That you, Mr, Anderson?:
Yes.
This 1s Gibbs, the technician at the 1ab. We ran an
analysis of those bonek. |
And?
And-they're the remains of rabbits'and weagels,
(A BEAT) You're sure? They aren't human bones?
No, sir. We've positive. No queétien ébout it; they 're
animal bones.

UP_AND_UNDER)

— e —

ﬁwamwaymmmm-mﬂhwm

Mgﬂa&mmmmﬂwm?wmw
qm-wm-ﬁmmﬂmﬁnmmewercm. .
Well, gentlemen, are you through breaking into my
household, invading my privacy? '
(WEARILY) Yes. We're through, Doctor Brewer,
I could have told you those were rabblts and weasels. I
dac B 1ittle hunting, for a hobby, for pleasure. I'm
along in years, yes, bub I still can shoot a gun wlth the
rest of them. Now, if you'll leave my house, I'd like to
vetire. It's been & hard night, a very difrficult night,
and I am exhausbted.

411 vight, Herb. Let's go. Theve 's nothing more we can
do here now!

(MusIcs _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
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NARR:

HERB1
FRANK !
HERB:

FRANK:

HERB:

NARR:

N/ARR:

FRANK:

26

You and Frank Anderson leave, get into the car, The
first faint streak of light is just starting to turn
the night sky into dawn., whwi-bhane as Frank starts
the motor and starts £0 rollssess.

(CAR UNDER, JUST STARTING)
Frank! ,
Yes?  What is it, Herb?
Look over thers, toward the barn] 8See that shadow
MOvVing.seea? . _ |

(BCREECH OF BRAKES, CAR 8TOPS) _
Herb! 1It1s Brewer...Dochtor Brewer! I'm svre of 1@.
ind he's golng into the bﬁrni | |

That's right, Frank. #nd we never even looked into the

barnl

o e o e

You and the District Attorney move towerd the barh.

Cautiously, very cautiously, you stand there listening...
(CRICKETS UNDER, NIGHT SOUNDS, SLIGHT WHINE
OF WIND, ) _

Blowly, very slowly, you open the barn GoOT.....
{SLOW CREAK OF BARN DOOR CPENING)

You look in. Mnd s pungent, shafp smell reaches your

nostrils._ Acid, You see a number of big vats....

filled with acid. And a man in a corner, digging

furlously at a pile of ashes...&né-bhonQ.....{'

(SBARP) All right, Brewer!
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BREWER:

HERB:

FRANK: ©

HERB:

— e wm .

P
indersonl Xronel (HYSTERICALLY) I thought you had
hoth gone! I thought you'd gone! Now, ydu know, now
you_know, end T ean‘t let you know., I'we got to kill
you, kill you both, bash in your heads with this shovel
because you KNOWerss o«
Frank, grab him., (GRUNT)
(SOUND - SCUFFLE) , -
Nice work, Herb., You knocked him out, Now, lgt's take
this shovel and got at those ashes...dig a little
deepeT.vees '
Ckay.
(DIGGING INTO ASHES., 4 COUPLE OF SBHOVELFULS.
THEN, WE HEAR RATTLE OF SKELELON,)

aﬁ a AEcbetag
(A BEAT) Frank] «Be—-woreewiiv T 3087,

—EA T TN T Her el it ial ot onld
(SHOVEL. RATTLES BONES AGAIN. AND AGAIN,)

Ind here's another ...and another!

e Vandell,,.Elsa Bleecker,..zand Mary Thomasl

S e e R
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NARR: They say ;t's your Big Story., You, Herb Krone of the
lancaster New Era, say it's your nightmafé. On many &
night, thez haunting, morbid herror awakes you from
sleep, “sereeming—end-swexting, Why did Doctor Elijah
Brewer commit this fiendigh erime? Why did he butcher'
those helpless women-ﬂn&-%ry"tU“mekb'thatf“ﬂnnes—w&bhwﬂE
«aoté2—Listen. This is his SboTY v ves - .
BREWER: {LOW-PITCH, WEARILY) They sald 1 was %00 old to operate
any more. They sald my hands shook too much, I
couldn't do it any more. I wanted to prove they were
wrong, all wrong. I wanted to show 'em ©ld Doctor
Brewer was as pood as he ever was. But I...I guess they
were right, EBvery time the knife slipped..every time
they dled. I had to get rid of them, didnit I? I
didn'+ went anyone to lmoy I had lost my touch. -¥ew—
BTN HAD oY vty 511.1 am is a simple
country doctor. 411 I tried to_do waé ﬁo help these
poor, unfortunate women out of thelr texrible pain.

You can't blame a man for that, now can you?

{MuSgc: _ _ .. UP_TO CURTAIN)
CHAPPELL1 In just & moment we will read you a telegram from_

Herb Krope, of the Lancaster, Penna., New Era, with the
final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,
{MUSICs TURNLLBIE)

— [ T =

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)

B —— _ RTHKOG1 (0172646




/ THE BIG STORY =29-
PROGRIM #2212

(" CLOSING COMMERGIAL:

GROUP: Guard against® throat-seratch] Guard against throat-
serateh! Guard against throat=scrateh! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Suoke a
PELL HMELL,

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you

¢an mMERSUre,

.~. HARRICE: - Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobeocos, the milder it becomes. _

CHAPPELL: it the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigaretta, Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by achual messure -
PELL MELL'S greatsr engfh of traditionally fine
tobaccos still travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and makes it mild.

HAWRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos pive you a
smoottness, mildness, =nd gatisfacklon no other
cigarette offers you. |

CHAPPELL: Ask fTor the longer, finer cigaratta'in the distinguished
red package = PBELL MELL FAMOUS CIGMARETTES -~ "Outstanding

HARRICE: ind - they are mild!
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(MISIC:
CHAPPELL:

KRONE:

CHAPPELL:

ARRICE:

(me1C:

— e -

CHAPPELL:

]
b

_ -30=- _ - REV,

Now we read you that tolegram from Hord Xrone of tho
Lancester New Erd, _

KILLER IN TCNIGHT'S BIC STORf \J'S TRIED BY THE STATE
AND CONVICTED OF MAMSLAUGHTER, SEHTﬁNCED TO A LONG
TERM I¥ PRISON, AND DIED THERE, HAHY-THANKS FOR
TONIGET'S PELL MELL AWARD. '

Thantc you; Mr, Xrone...the makors of PELﬁ_%EIL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the

PELL ELL 5500 Award for notablo service in tho field
of journalilsm.

Listen again next woek; 5010 timé, same station; when
PELI I[SLYL FAMOUS CIGARETTES_will_prasont snother

BIG STORY...)\ Big Story from tho front pages of the
Fargo Worth Dakota Forum; by-linc Sidney 1, Hooper.

A BIC STORY of a reportor end o fire whicsh singed more
1lives than it was intcnded to.

STING)

e R s

And rewvember, every weel you can sco "Tho Door With Yo
¥ame" on telovislon -- broﬁght to you by the makers of

PELL [ZLL F)M0US CIGARETTES.

A e e M A e T e mm e e
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CHAPPELL:s THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Prockter with

originel music composed and condﬁcted_by Vlgdinir

Seiinsky. Tonight!s program was adapted by Max Ehrlich

from an actual story from_thg'front pagés of the Lancaste:

Penna., New Era., Your narrator wes Bob Bloan, and

Nat Polen_played the part of Herb Krone. In order

to protect the names of people actunlly involved in

tonightts authentic BIG STORY, the nemes of all_~ _
characters in the dramatization were changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr. Krone.

CHAFPELL: Trhis is Ernest Chappell speaking for the nakers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES.

THIS IS NBC..'HE NATIONAL BROADCASIING COMPANY .

" HE-pbecl
6/19/51 pm
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NEG THE BIQ STORY # 225

( oy ) _
10360 - &0:30 PM JULY 5, 1951 THURSDAY
t

ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY

ey e S mie

(COLD WHISTLING wrm; SHUT OUT BY DOOR CLOSTNG....
WEARY STEPS OUT TO

WILDRED:  (SLIGHTLY OFF) Dad, is that you?s

ROY: (LATE FORTIES, WEARY AND BIFTER) Itis me, Mildred -
MILDRED} (1) It's.-it's almost one in the morning, Where-were you?
ROY: .Ut ;

MIID: (SLIGHT TAKE) Your ears, Dad. They-look frozen,

ROY1 It1s -eighteen below, I ;walked back from the -Mikkplaun!a
place,.

MILD: Fifteen miles?. In-this weather?. |

ROY: Qult asking questions! T tried to borrow some MONGY. They

wouldnlt lend it to me! And where were you when I left ‘the
house?’ You weren't home - '

MILD: T -I was out with -Clenm ..

ROY: 1 thought I told you to stay eway from him?l He!ll never
be worth enything, not him: )

MILD: You're & fine one %o talkf Without & Jjob yourself, freezing
your eara off, going around begging in the middle of the
night.

(SLAP)
MIIDRED: = Dads
ROY: Don't ever tell B man without a job that he's begging.

Least of all, your own father!

T e wwe e  mmm e R T
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CHAPPELL:S 'THE BIG STORY...Here is America..lts gound and 1ts fury..
i1te joy and 1ts sOrrow..as faithfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers . o ( PAUSE. ,0OLD
AND FIAT) Targo, North Dakota...From the pages of the
Fargo Forum, the story of a reporter-and B fire which singed
more lives than was intended....Tonight, to Sidney W, Hooper
of the Fargo, No, Dakota Forum, for hie BIG STORY, goes
the PELL MELL AWARD,

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

II AH :-'LI CD H

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THS BIG STORY
PROGRAH 14225

OPEIING COMMERCIAL

Guard agalnst throat-scratch! Guard egainst throat-
scratchi  Guard against'throat-§cratghl Injoy the

spooth smooth smolting of fine tobaccos.  Smoko o
PELL MELL.

Yes, smo%o PELL MELL «~ tho eilgerottie whoso mlldness

you can moasure,

Puff by puff you're alvays ahond when you spoke

PELL MELL, '

Remember this - the furthor a muff of smoke 1s
Tiltered through fino tobaccos; the niider it beconmes.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtored further
tiran that of any other lo~ding cigaretto, Moreover;

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by sctual weasure -

PLL". MBELL'S greator length of traditionally fine

tebaccos still travels the smoke further - filters
the smoke and makes it mild.,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mollow tobaccos give vou &

smoothness, mildness end satisfection no other

cigaretie offers you,
Smolie ﬁELL MELL - the cighratte whose mildness you can

nezsure. PELT MELL FAMOUS CICIRETTES ~ *Qutstandingl®
And - they are mildl o

RATHO1 0172653




NARR!

ANDY:

SIDs

ANDY 3
SID:
ENDY:
5ID:

-3
THEME AND UNDER

e aea - R

Fargo, North Dakota..The story ae it actuslly happened,
S1dney W, Hooper's story as he lived 1t...
Tt's one ofclock in the morning and the black winter wind
hume bitterly outside the windows of your car. Home and a
warm hed for you, Sidney‘;t Hooper, City'jEditor of Bhe
Fargo Forum, still liea forty miles ahéad on this deserted
highway number 46.... For some btime now, youlve heen
fighting a double battle-against sleop and againet the_
feeling of lonellnessand desolationlercéping in off the
North Dakota plains all around &_ou.. . ' '
(CAR TN MOTION ..,LONELY WIND B.G.).
You take a turn in the road and suddenly, the sweat breaks
out all over you.,not from what you actually see bub
because 1%'s so sudden and unreal: a man is standing alone
in the middle of the highway, behind him a fire leeping
high and wild and beyond the fire - empbty darkness,.
(BRFAKS SLAMMED ON HARD,,.CAR DOOR OPENED, MOTOR
RUNNING ASt ROARING FIRE) _
(FORTIES) Mister, you got bvo hclp: Mister, please!l You
got to helpl . . :
(FORTY, NORMALIY CALM AND ALMOST STUDIOUS BUT NOT NOW)
What can I do?f Whatls happened?:
Four miles ahead! Lconard: tet:the Volunteeréi
What was 1£7) A service station?.
Mister, please; Drive to Leonard: Get the voluntears:
Put -but-people..Were there any pcople in there?! What

about-
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ANDY1

— T — -

SID:
LNDY :

8ID:
ANDY 3
SID:
ANDY :

LID:

ANDY :

(MUsIC:
NARR !

SID:

.—..—..—-——n—.—- P,

wlim .

Tlve tried to gel near them but I canlti ‘The Mikkelson's
are 1o therel And thelr dog,.thelr dog tool Mister, for
Grals sake - get the Volunteers! ‘ : o

e

(FIRE, LOW WIND, HUBBUB OF MALE voxcEs IN B.G.)
(SHOUTING) Somebody get 1n thére! We can't just stend herel

Gk my ond, semebody med dn Vhered |
The Voluhteers are Going their bestl Better step back ==
Mister, I tried! They -- they weﬁe_rrienda of minet Him
and her -- bhe Gog besl Mister, I tricdi |
Sure you bried! Everybody understands -
Bub -~ theyire inside therel Botn of them!
How do you knaw?
That part there's where they storve oil and gas! The
other parts where they had the store ana slept} Where
elpe would they be on a night llke thise

{BULLDING D%2§;4sﬁgh ﬁs LAMES ROAR JF
(ALARM) %%aﬂggyi‘hat buiPing's going{:o craysh'.
They were friends of mine! Mister, I was their closest
neighbor! I was wlth them only a Few hours ago! .Me and
Roy Dixon was in there, talking to them.like Itm talking
to you! Mister --

(ROARING CRASH OF BUILDING )
ACGENT .....DOWN UNDER)
Tt was a little after filve when the Sherlff arrived from
Fargo. What was once s countyy statlon, was now
a heap of sthes...cooling glowly under the wintery sky.

(LOW WIND,..HOLD FCR BEAT $HEN)

(10W) Think it's cool enough to go in, Sheriff?
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SHER: (LATE FORTIES, NOT STUPID BUT RESERVED AED SURE Q? HIMSELF)
You got rubbers over your ghoes?

5ID: Yesh -

ANDY 1 (WEARY) I'm - I'm coming in with you, Sheriff.. They

were...friends of mine....

SHERIFF: Ttls all right,....Come glong _
(STEPS..THEN.CRUNCH OF BSHES..RATTLE OF PIECE OF TIN
REMOVED , , THEN ) ' |

ANDY ! (1ow) Here'e the dog....Ring we called him «~-

SILIGHT PAUSE.... THEN: .

5ID: What do you want to do with them, Sheriff?

SHER: There's a - terpaulin in the back of my cer, . Wetll -

take 'em out and tover them. o -

(MUSIC: 1.0W ACCENT....DOWN UNDER)

(LOW WIND B.G.)

SHER: 1'd better take your name, Mistér -
ANDY @ Kisch...andy Kisch.,.
SHER: you were the first one on the scene of the fire?
ANDY : I -~ FUess S0. ...
SHER You heard an exploslon? :
ANDY : No...The Mikkelsons took good care of_everything. T

couldntt of been carelessness --

3ID: (SLIGHTIY OFF) Sheriff -
SHER! Yesl A@ﬂer? .
SID: Mind stepping over here & minute?

(FEM STEPS...OUT o)
S51D: Look down here, right under whers the windows were -=

(ASHES STIRKRED. . »THEN)
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SHER: Whet 1s 1t9

S1b: Sludge -~

SHER: Sludge?

SID: . @less Sludge. It means the windows didn't bresk. They

Just melted down to sludge In the fire -
SHER® So? .
SID: If there'd been &n eﬁplosion, the windows would have!
shatteped. There'd be gless blown clean out to the road.
NO—~ARBWRR S 1 TTPHEN ;g%ae;ﬂaﬁﬂfaaﬁmw//?%?
SID: Mikkelson usually had some money on him, for cashing
chacks nnd B8O On -~
SHER¢ | Wwhat sbout 1t%
81D Some of the folks around here think he was robbed,

killed end the place set on fire --

SHER: : Is that what you think?
SIDs I don't know yeb +...
SHER: T go by the facte. Death by sceldental burning -~ untll,

proved otherwise...
SID: avel - BEE..,
SHER: Let me warn you of aomething; You people on the papers got
a wey of building something oﬁt of nothing.: You got &
way of riling folks up - '
SID: Meaning?
SHER ¢ I go by the facts. And thie time, it ain't gonne he
enough for you reporters to write that what 1 say is wrong.

Not unlests you got facts of your oun!

e e e vt m W oy o e we
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NARR: your shtory appears in the_hfternoon'paper, Sidney W.
Hooper. You've thought it out carefully...very carefully.
And youlre prepared for whnat happens next --

DOOR OPENED ON NOISE OF CITY ROOM.;.DOOR SHUT)
o #e#0 - | |
B —CGrewmy,

S1D: Sheriff - st Aowr

SHER: Your story and that éisgram of how the bodies were found
-- 1left & 1ot of wuestlons in people's minds, Hooper --

SID: It was Intended to --

SHER: For what purpose?

831D: By Tuling out false theqriea, maybelthe right ones'lil
show up -

SHER: vou don't believe with all that gas_and 01l around,there
might have been an explosion?

8ID: No. Not with windows melted down to sludge --

SHER: vou don't believe, with two coal stoves in thelr ?1ace,
they could have been asphyxlated. &nd ﬁhen e fire?

S1D: If they'd been esleep, maybe so. But they were in the
store-part of their place, not in bed, Two people don't
pass out at the same time only a few feet from & Goor
and fresh air... _ |

SHER: (BEAT THEN) You're asking for something. What is 157

3ID¢ in autopsy --

SHER: Gn - what's left of those poor people?

SID: on - whﬂt‘é left of them...

SHFR ¢ (BEAT) A1) right, Hoop-r. But you're going to print the
results of that outopayl

« (WUSIC: _ _ ACGENT DOWN UNDER:)
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NARR t

NARR¢

SHER:

NARR?

SHER:

31D:
SHER ¢

51Ds

— P —

MITDRED:
CLEM!:
MILDRID?

CLEM:

_8-
(TICKING OF HEAVY WALL CLOCK, o o «THEN)
You've been ocutside the autopsy room for close to an hour
now, Autopsics have alweyse struck you gs_ghoulish affalre
....particularly in this instance, you watoh the elock~
and walt... . ' '
{czosx, , . D9 DOOR OPENS . e+ oA FEW STEPS .4
The Sheriff!e face looks worn and gray as he walka up to
you, as gray as the ashes which were once the Mikkelson
place -
Open your hand, Hooper..
You sutomatically do as the Sheriff asks - and six tiny
metal balle roll into the palm of your hand...
I - said you could print the reéglts of the autopsy....Iou
can even say 1t - was ﬁour iden..

s «Shotpun pellets...

 MNumber 6 - for hunting ducks and rabbits..

And for killing people,..

e e AN A i e e e

(EARLY TWENTIHS, GENTLE) Mildred,. honey. - he might come
home sny minute, Maybe 1'd - better go - .

No: Clem, donft - g0 ¥Yebts..

Honey, youlre - shaking..

Ciem, when - when arc you goin' to got some money? Clem,
why can't you geb even 8 1ittle bit - enough to buy us a

ring end pay for & yoom? OClem, marry me and fake me away

"from him,

Honey, I've - Ilve tried. You know I have. But ~ it!ls
dead around here in the winber, -Folks-say - come around in

the Spring,. In the Spring, Mildred ~
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MILDs
CLEM:

MILDs:

CLEM:

MILD:

MILD3
CLEM:
MIID:
ROY:
CLEM:
ROY4
MILD1:
ROY:
CLEMs
MILD:

CLEM:

ROY:

MILD;:

ROY:

MYIT.D:

~0-
' . )
T won't wait! I - I can't., Wot after last nleght,
Honhey, he only elapped you because - you were out_with me.

Hetll -

You dontt understand! Itta - it's in all the papers this

-

: t
afLernoon,

sas¥hat - 18%

He was at the Mikkelson's last night! They didn't want to
lerd him any money and he got mad. Don't you understand ?}
They!ire dead! Clem, don't you understand?i
{FRONT DOOR OPENED,,,SHUT.,)
Whatt'1l I do? Itts him} |
I111 go out the back way:.
Noi
I thought I tecld you Lo leave Mildred alone!

Mr, Dixon, you ain't got no right to talk to me that way -
Get out!

Noi
I said geb out,
Mildred, Itll - see you -
Clem, dontt go:
Millie, I betbereseaes
(DOOR OPENED OFF AND SHUT)
And I don't want to catch you with him pgaln., Hear me?
You- you'got ne right to tell anyone what to do. You got
no right at alll |
Why noti

Because.. because alter what you_didflaat night, you got no
rights at alll
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(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 225

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

Guard agalnst throat-scratch: Guard apeinst throatascratoh:
Guard against throat-acratch: Enjoy the gmooth smooth
amoking of fine tobacéos, Smoke & PELL uEtL

Yes, amoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose .mildness you oan
measurae, ' '

Puff by puff youlre slways Bhead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 4s filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover, after B
putfs, or 10, or 17 - by actuwal meapure - PELL MELL!S
greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still travols
the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes 1% mild,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine meilow tobavcos give you B

smoothreds, mildnees and satisfaction no other cigarette

offers you,

fuard against throat- scratch.

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MOLL - the elgarette whoae mildness you can
moasure - PELL MELL, FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstending.”
Ard - they gre mild.
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ANDY ¢

ANDYt
SID:
ANDY ¢

e i m—

ANDY 5
SIDs
ARDY:

SIib:

=11~

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of SydneyjHooper, as he 1ived 1t and wrote 1t..
In order to get to Andy Kisch's place you heve to travel
back over Highway U46....past the 1ittle pile to rubble and
ashes which marked all that remained of a man and his wife
and their place on earth, You, Sydney Hooper, Oity Edltor
of the Fargo Forum &on't stop. You go by - then head your
car down the icy side-road which leads to the farm of the
man who discovered the fire...

(XNOCK ON GIASS DOOR...REFEAT,,.DOOR OPENED)
Oh...._;.It's vyou, Mr, Hooper,,..Come in -

(DOOR SHUT AS)
I just drove down from Fargo, I'd llke to chat with you
about what happened the other night -
..I - guess T ~ got upset,.....They were friends of mine -
I undcrstand..,
Better go in the front room,,X'1l be right in,,..Con Just
caught her leg in some barbed wire. I got to wash the blood
off my hands.,.

—— — e — — | — —

According %o the Shefiff's 1is£ of people who were in the
store that night, you and Roy Dixon were the last, weren't
you?

Unless somecne came in after us.,

Yes.... Did you leave before Dixon did?

,.He was there when I come in..I - don't recall who left
Tirst-

What was he there for?
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ANDY':
5ID:
ANDY s
SID:
ANDY:
5Ibs

ANDY s

SIDt

ANDY's
SID:

ANDY ¢

8ID:

ANDY 2

ANDY:
81D
ANDY ¢

SID:
ANDY 2

;12~
Sy |
—
T don't know, Must of done his business before I oéme in :
Did he :.carry a shotgun with him?
161dn't sce any -
Hes there beecn any bad blood betwéen DPixon and the
Mikkelsons that you know of? ..
You'll heve o ask him ; They neve} soald anything to me..
What kind of a man 4o you think could have done such a thing.
¥r. Kisch? .
Just about any kind,......What kind do you think?
That's what welve been trying to figure out. Welve got a
few clues to go on = ' ' '

Iike what?

Well, It's been pretty genorally.agrecd that at 1B below,
with no place to hide for miles around . 1t could hardly

pe a stranger -

Vet . AVIY,

Those were number #6 pellets we found 1n the MikKelsons,..
Shotgun pellets folks uge for rabbits - So the man must have
been a hunfer -

Go on - _

And he must have needed money badly -

(BEAT..THEN) In other words, youlre looking for someone
lives right around here, usecs 46 shot for hunting and needs
money real bad,.. |

That's right -

Just & minute Mr. Hooper.;

(STEPS OFF,, CREAK OF CLOSET DOOR...STEPS BACK)
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ANDY s See thls here shobtgun?

31IDs Yeyes.. _ :

ANDY: It uses‘26 shot, I hunt rabbits with 1t. Also I live _
around herc, And what's more I nced monsy bad, real bad...
Mr. Hooper; that's truc of almost eﬁeryone around here
except the man who rﬁna the bank :

{MUSIC: _ _ ACCENT.,.DOWN UNDER) | |

NARK: Tt was true. What Andy Kisch had just sald was true. It
could have been any one of several hundred men gothe arca
. . .Except for the man who ran the bank. So you wenb to
see him,,. |

faesgeT OVE) . _

REED$ (BANKER) That!s & hard guestlion to answer, Mr. HOOPET 4 ¢ «
The cash crop most of the folks put in last summer was hit
by the drought - _ '

SID: But there must be & - a dlfference batween one family and
the next. I mean - some might have. gavings, some nob,

What I'm look_ing for -

REED$ (GUTS) Are the folks who were in the Mikkelson placc that
night who might be peally hard up, is that 1t%

87Ds That's it exactly -

REED1 1111 tell you & fanny thing, ‘The fellow who's most hard
up arcund here - at least he thinks he is - is 8 fellow who
can't walt til Spring, (CHUGKLES) You know how young ones
get once they want to got marricd, Well, Clem he oomo in
here week before last. He wanted a loan-

31ID: Clem who?
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RELED:

51D:
_ REED:

3IDh;
REED}

SISt

— et e —

| k-
Clem Engiish, He comes from the East, Malne I think,
Well he wants to get married to some girl, wouldntt say who.
But he had no assets to put up for a loan. So I said, "Clem,
you got to have something to put up against & loan,”™ And he
Just looked”gt ne ; he was sitting right where you BIre now,
right In that chair :Hr. Reod, he says : I brought my agsets
with me, So I looked around and couldn't see a thing -
(TRYING TO GET OUT) Mr. Reed, thanks very much but .
T know he ainl't on your 1list, Mr. Hooper but just llsten to
the end of this story., You'll like 1,
Mr, Reed, I have to :‘
{00ES RIGH? ON) Clenm, I sald :.what assets are you talklng
about? I donlt see nothing tangible here except you.,.But
Mr, Reed, he says R that's my assets, the only assets I got.
Me: Folks promlsed mé work in the Spring. But I want to
get married noﬁ:_ Why won!t you lend me éome money against
myscif? (CHUGKLES) Ain't that one of the fumniest things
you ever heard Mr, Hoopor?
«1e.Thanks Me, Reed.,.Thank you very mich,.,.Now Iive pot

to go0.,.

As you walk gpt of the bank bullding you keep thinking about
fhis boy Clem English,..about hls innocence and about the
thoughts in his mind when he left %$hat very same bullding
some wecks apro, wondering why it was wrong to ask for e

lcan on his strength and his youth and his desire for - -
marrilage and & homc.,.Youlre still thinking about him, Sydney

Hooper, when you ring Roy Dixion's bell....

ATHO1 0172666



SIDt

ROY:
31ID:
ROY:

S1D:

ROY:

MILD ¢
SID:
. MILDt

s

—— " —

(BELL, RINGS,....DOOR OFENS)
Tim just golng out. What 4o you want?

MY name's Hooper, Mr, Dixon. I'm from the Fergoe Forum, I

wanked to agsk you a couple of questions, 1t you don't mind,

gbout -

DOCR SHUT)

»égmig# @I -

a hurry, I told the Sheriff everything he wanted to
know,
What were you doing abt the Mikkelsonls, Mr, Dixon?
Went to buy a sack of tobacco -
Fifteen miles away®.  You went 15 miles each way Jjust Tor

e sack of tobacco?: _ '
T don't have Lo answer your questlona or anybody else'si

Understand?:

(4EAVY CLUMP OF STEPS DOWN FRONT -STEPS AND CRUNGH
AWAY IN THE SNOW)
™ WITH)

—— — — —_—

Youlve forgotten about the banker!s story in the sudden
rsh of anger which seemed to 14e behind Roy Dixonls words
...1b tekes you a moment or two to reallze how oold 1t is
out there on the front porch dnd youlre just about to turn
away when you hear the door ¢lick open behind you...
(CLICK OF DOOR OPENING)
{Tow) Mister -
Th?
Mister, quicki Step inside! I gobt gomething to say bto youl
(STEP OR TWO, ,DOOR SHUT)

Ak
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SID¢ You're —

MILD$ I'm his daughteri Mister, he was lying to youl He lied %o
the Sheriff and he was lying to ycu:t : _

3ID: Now wailt a 5econd..That's.your father you'tre talking abouﬁ,
vyou kncw.: ' |

MIIDs I know, Mister, you donlt underatand:

SIDy He was lylng about whot?

MILD: When he said he went to the Mikkelsonls for & sack of

tobacco, That wasn't it abt alll He went to borrow moncy
and they wouldn‘t lend 1t to him:
SID: (BEAT..;HEN) How- do you know? ’
MIID: When - when he came home that night he was upset. He -
-slappcd me in the foce! Now hets lyingl I I don't kncw
1f -he did it or not but hels 1ying!

S1ID: Why are you - telling me thie, Miss Dixon? N N

MIID: (BPAT..THEN) Because - he’'s got nho right to slap - MSyas
He's - got no right bo Anterfere in my 1life in - obher wWays..

SIDt ,..Do vou know where ﬁéf#ént?n-n#

MILD: Yo,.He -~ said hetd be back by - dinner time -

S51Ds Tn sbout two hours, eh?

MIID: Yos I- ]

SID: Miss Dixon; would you mind not saying anything to him about

what - you just told me?

MILD¢ ..No.. . .
STID: Tt11l - be back around dinner time with - the Stheriff.eu v
(SIc: _ _ ACCENT....DOUN)

- SIDs Cuat's bhe Dixon plece right there, Sheriff.... -

SsHEe.  Yeoft- 1 ferew
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(CAR TO STOP,,.MOTOR OFF...DOOR OPENED AND SHUT.-..
STREPS ACROSS SHOW,..UP THE FORCH STEPS.,.QUT TO
DOORBELL. » » LAING AGAIN. JHEN DOOR OPENED} . -

MILD1 (FEARFUL) (LoW) GCome in, He's - hels upstalire,.
(FEW STEPS AND DOOR SHUT)

SID: {Low) Mildred, this is the Sheriff -

MILD: How ~ how are you, Sheriff?

SHER ¢ You haven!t told him we'd be here, aid4 you?

MILD No,. |

SIDe Whols that sitting there?

MIID: Clem, Clem English. He - I was gseared of what ~ might
happon. T sgked him Lo - come over..

8ID; He'ls - your boynfriend?

MILDs I -~ yes..Pa -he doesn't 11ke him, ]

CLEM: (FADING ) Who is 1it, M:lered?...(SLIGHT TAKE) Oh,s -

MIIDs This - this is 01em..01em, tnts is - Mr, Hooper from the
paper. And - the Sherlff - _

" SHER1 Mildred, I think maybe you’d better call your father down.

Weld like bo tallk with him -

ROY$ (SLIGHTLY OFF) Wnat is it you want to sce me aboub?

MTIDKED:  (SLIGHTLY TAKT) Pal

ROYs Whattls the meaning of this? What are you 2ll doing here?

SHER$ A couple of questione we'd like %o ask you, Mr, Dixon -

ROY: Iive answerod a1l the questions I have %0...

SHER I'm sorry - but wetve gol sone ynformation that some of your

gnswers Gon't stack up, Roy.. Wetd like to give you &

chance to clear a couple things up -
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_ _17-
what information?’) I don't know what you're ariving o, I
told you 211 I knew when you came.around here lagt. I wenb
to the Mikkelson's to get a sack of tobneco, I -
Not eccording to what your daughter told us, My, Dixon,

She said you went there to get a loan, They turned you

down -




ROY:
MIID:

ROY:

SHER:

ROY:

MILD:

ROY:

MILD:
SHERt

ROY:
MILD:

18-
Mildred..you -~ talked to them about,..ram;ly matters?
You can look at me like that all yoﬁ want but you oan't
scare me! Not any morel Hhen you hit me you showéd you
dldn't care about me at alll And the way you've carried
on about Clem! You went to the Mikkelson's for a loan! .
They wouldn't glve 1t to you! You hated them! That's the
truth., MNeb...
what if it is the truth!? If a man's without a job and he
has toe take hie pride in his hand and go- seraping for a
loan Jjust o live on for & while...1s that a criwe? Does it
mean the whole town has Lo know about 1t? Mildred, what
are you trying to say? What's the meaning of this?! |
Nobody's accusing you of anything, Roy...not yet...It 8 ..
Just that Millie's story shows thet if. - you wanted to kill
the Mikkelsons you'd have had good reason, that's all,..
Milide! Is...is that what you think of me?l
Pa.,.Pa, I ..+ I don't know. I ,..only_told them what I
knew! |
Is that how 1ittle you know about me? Do you really think
T could have done a... 8 thing like that? Milliel
Pa, T....T don't know..,Pa, why...did you hib me?.
You'd better come along wlth us,IRoy....For the time being.
(SLIGHT PAUSE,,.THEN)
All right, Sheriff...
(LOW WEEPING)

(PEW STEPS...FRONT DOOR OPENED, . ,THEN}
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CLEM:
SHER:
CLEM:

S¥YD:
CLEM:

MILD:
CLEM:

SHER:

CLEM:

MILD:

CLEM:

8IDg

CLEM:
MILD:

CLEM:

=10
(1oW, ALMOST LIFELESS) A Better. .shut the door....
{SLIGHTLY OFF) Did you say something, -Clem?

Better shut the door, Sheriff...Mp. Dixon, he ha¢ nothing to
do with 1%...

{SLIGHT PAUSE...THEN)

(DOOR SHUT,,,.STEPS IN SLOWLY AND OUT TO)

© HOW...d0 you Know, Clem?

I...1 got no reason to like - him_much.,..He's s se DNEVET
11ked me. DBut I can't .. keep 1t in no longer,

Clem. vs. - '

Don't try to ster mwe, Millie...It‘s...better thia WAY v 0 s
Let me...s8y it while I can...

Say...what Clem? .

I...killed the Mikkelson's and...burned up the place. _
No. Don't let him say that! He's only Baying that to keep
the shame off me, Clem,.

{RISING ANGER AND IRRITATION) Millie, stop interferring.
It's...hard enough without your interferring. Sheriff, I

confess...l conleEs...

Why did you do 1%, Clem? Why?

To get some money...to get married oh...

Don't believe him, If it were true, he'd have some mongy
but he hasn't got any. He told'me himeelf., He hasn't got
any money.

(RISING BITTERNESS) It's true. Tt's .true. I got t:;:}/
around a guarter to twelve. {FAST) Nobody was I
just went in and shot them, I Yook the kettle off the "
stove, filled it with gasoline, poured 1t over the place

and set 1t on fire! I thought there'd be enough money to
get married on but...bub.
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CLEM:

MILD:

ROY!

SID:

CLEM:

Y e

e — —

“g0-
How much money did you get, Clem?

Here...Hepe's all I got from them..(ALMOST WEEPING) Five..
single dollar bills,..Five..eingle dollar bille, ..

(WEEPING) Oh, Pa..pa,..Hold me tight, Pa...Tightl

There, there, Millle... |

But.,.why didn't v¥cu just - hold them up, Clem? Why..did
you have to kill them? )

Because I knew they wouldn't have lent me any money, Just
1ike they 81dn't lend him any. Beoause everywhere 1'd gone
in this town, everybody told me td waiﬁ.;.till Spring. I
wanted a job and they told me to wait t1ll Spring. I wanted
to get married, I wanted & home of my own and they told me
to watt till Spring! Don't you underatgnd._ It...got o I _
stopped belleving Spring would evér pome,..for me...lt got
so I...Jjust hag to go out and get it,..And 1 got it, . five

- single - dollar - blllB.«s.

o m m—

In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Sydney
Heooper, of the Fargo North Dakota Forum, with the finel
outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAH 225

CLOSYNG COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard agalnst throat-seratch! Guard ageinst throot-
geratch! Cuord agalnst throaf-scratchl Enjoy the
amooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Yeos, smoke FELL MELL - the clgarette vhoce mildnass you
can measure.

BARRICE: Remember this - the further a puff of smoke is filtorod
through fine tobaccos, the wmllder 1t becomes.

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MEﬁL smoke is filtered further
thop that of any other leading cigaroctte. Moreoﬁer,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by aetual nmeasure -

PELT, MELL'S prcoter lengbh of traditionnlly fine tobaccos

st111 travels the smoke further - Filicwre the smoke and
mkes 1% mild,
HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL'S fine mcllow tobaccos glve you n

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigoretto

offers you. _
CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigareotte In the distingulshed
red pickage - PELYL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

n rth

Qutstanding.
HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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5ID:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:
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-22-

How we read you that telegram from Sydno.; Hoopor of tho
Forgo North Dekota Forum,

lurderer in tonight's Big Story made no effert to deny
his confession at a trial which lasted cox2etly fifteen
minubes. Ho ploadod gullty and uas sentoncod to 1ife
{mprisonment. In another fifteen minutos he was on his way
to the North Dakota penitentiary. Hhe ey wept owiy=vhen
—-yas 33 ever, iy sinoccre appr'eciatioh for tonight's
PRELL MELL Award,

Thank you, Mr. Hooper...the mikeys of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to prosent you tho PELL MELL $500
Avaré for notablo service in the field-ioi‘ joﬁr'n:'!lis.m.. '
Listen again next week, same tine, sane =tf\tion, when
PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES will prosent 2 nothor BI1IG BTORY,
A big Story from tho front pages of the Cleveland, Ohio
Press, by-line Bus Bergen. A BIG STORY of a. reporter who
hod forty minutes to moot a deadlincg-.—_.- and w;rap uwp o
marder., ' '

ANG romexmber, Covery Weok you cin Bec "Phe Door With No.
Nome" on telovision «- brougﬁt to you by the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETITES. - '

—w._-——_——.__......-—_—-._—.
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

~23- .
THE BIG STORY is producod by Bornavd J. Pfockter.with
original music composed ond conductcé.bu Viedimir
8¢1insky. Tonight's program vas pdapted by Lbram 5. Glnnos
rrom an actual story from the front papges of the Farge
North Dakota Forum, Your narratox wos Dob Sloan; ool
Bruce Gordoh playcd tho part of Sidnoy Hoopor. 'In
order to protect the mames of pooplo agtuglly_involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STOﬁY,_the_nugss of all
charneters in the dramatization werc qhangod wi#h the

excoption of the reporter, Mr., Hbopar.

P o o g T sy S i

Tis 13 Frnest Chappoll speaking for tho makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS GIGARETTES.

TiHIS TS NBC,..THE FATIONAL BROADC&STING COMRANY.
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-
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NBC. THE BIG STOR e

%.0:00 2‘(10:30 PM JULY 25, 1951 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR ¢ PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES prosont,...THE BIG BTORY!
{(MUSIC: _ _FANFARE AND UNDER)

MYRTLE: (COMING OM} Eaward, what are you doing hero? The Judgo

sald, ...

PETRERYT T tmow what the Judgo sailil but I'm gtill your husband,
Y- Iy

' LTI T i
MYRTLE ¢ What &.mwmm%

bt~ Rbp b g i blver o dd-b
07 D ot AV m;fg»ﬂ] -
PRTRFT o
MYRTLE!: Per-mosTnol The Judge gald you couldn't come here.

PETETEY Myrtle, Itm varning you.,.dontt make a scene.
O T -\

: 'i:,“é«_.‘__..%":m-‘.-..*" A
MYH"‘IJE' Wmm b ptc bm‘l‘('mufn ..

PE‘I‘REE’ Ied—germiviotpooftT®, TS \L"Q - y (\ e '-«L-“f-‘i\-
MYRTLE: Ilmew—you—-Bevard-PotTio. .. . THTGFTIN N X A e ToT ey,

X

A2 cho meedeiibor .
PRLRFET (TUGGING —Myrbie. .. . ( “ ™
MYRTLE$ T I O Yyt ed—aedhdall, « o

D e A, ‘Sh \..&::u\..«-\.Q - .\(_‘e"‘-..{/ R

- Taatd
F M: I M
(THUD AND RATTLE OF PAPER BAG)
MYRTLE: (SCREAM3) My eyes,..my ayes....{COUGHS, CHOKING) Vhat

a1d you do to me....Edvard...(CHOKING SCREAM)

ATHOT 0122678




-2 -

CHAPPRELL: THE BIC STORY. Hepre is America, its sound and lts fury,
its joy and its sorrow, as falthfully reported by the men
and women of the great American nowsrnapers, (PAUSE: COLD
AND FLAT) Cleveland, Chio, From the pages of the
Cleveland Press the story of a rencrter who had forty
minutes to meet a deadline,,.and wrap up & murdenr!
Tenight, Lo Bus Bergen of the Cleveland Press, for his
Big Story, geoes the PELL MELL AWARDJ

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 225

OPENTNG COMM=RCTIAL

GROUP:

CIAPP L.

HARRICES

CHAPFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRLCE1

Guard against threat-szcratch] Guard against

threat serateh)] Guard agalnst throat-scratch! Enjoy
the gmooth., smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke &
PFLI, MELL.,

Yes, smole PILL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
nan measuro,

Puff by puff youlre slways ahead when you smoke

PELL MELL,

Remomber this ~ tho further a puff of smoke 1z filtered
through fine tovaccos, the mllder it becomes. At the
i;zgg puff PIELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further than that
of any other leadling cigarette, Moreover, after 5 puffa,

or 10, or 17 - by asetual measure - PELL MELLIS greater

length of troditionally fine tobhaccos still travele tho
sioke further - filters the smoke and makes it mild,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a
smooihness, mildness and gatisfaction no other clgaretie
offers you. _

Smoke PFLL MELL - the c¢igarette vwhose mildness you cah
measuro, PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -"Qutstandingsi"
&nd - they are milal
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(MUsICs,
NARR:

WYL1B:
BIRGED:
WYLIH?Y
BERGEN:

WYLIE:
DERGEN:
WYLITE

BERGEN:

WYLIH:

_3—

Cleveland, Ohio, The story as it actually happened -=-

Bus Bergents story as he lived 1t

~ _THFHE)

O_A.«’L :
You erers on the Criminal Court beat in July, Bus Beorgen,

reporter for the Cleveoland Pross, Itls hot work pound ing

the grimy marble floors; sifting the voutine violence

and misery baclk through the phone to the bored rewrite

man at the Press. When the time comes to check back a8t

the office, you holst your tired feoot on your desk and

k111 & half-hour checking the early editions to see if

theoy spelled the namos right in your storles! But teday

you only get ae far as the hox scores on the front papge...
{SHEAK IN CITY ROOM BG UNDER ABOVE)

(OFF) Bergen...Bergenl

Yol

(COMING ON) Hey, Bus,...get your heels on the floar,

uw‘t’ [ ’
ind have the blood rush beek—ee my hoad? Mot on your lile,
Got & call in from Lakewood, Fight betwecn & hustand ané
wife.
May tne best man winl
Itt's a good address, may be a story in it.

Aw, hey, Wyliel I pubt in a hot day chaging bail tond

runnemrs,

Come on...Come on. Up. Welve got Torty minutes 1£il

the Stox oditlon. You grab a company ¢ar and get out

there!l
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DBERGEN:
WYLIE:

(MusICs | _
MARR:

BERGEN:

SERGEANT:
PHILITF:
EERGEN1
SHERGEANT

PHILIP:

SERGEANT
BERGEN !

PHILIP:

- h -
(EFFORT) Oocovouooh, when are they zoing to get wall-to-vall
cerveting at the Courthouso]
Come on, move, This isntt a hand-sot weokly, youlve zot
forty minutes to deadlinel Cot out there and wrap it upl
UP_TCu . )
Forty minutes to the stox edliion, Forty minutes and they
lock up the forms and the presses roll with the Dow-Jones
¢losing stook avefages and the pall scores complute to the
top of the third] You gradb a ¢ompany coupo and push 1%
out to the manilcured-lawn neighborhood in Lakewcod. OAilo
There'!s a squad car parked in the gravel turpnaround, and
Sorgeant Al Gorelik of the Lakewood FPolice is holding the
forehead of 2 thin kid in a grey svoctehirt and corduroy
pants, The kid is sick,..pood and siclt]
How about it, Sergoant, Llve got a half-hour to the sltox
edition!
That's all I Imow, Pergon. Iasy kial
I'm a1l right now....I think!
What happened to the kid®?
He zot a lungful...
T won't be able to gmo to clasa tonight., Therels a toest
and I won't be able to go, Oooohl
All right, S0N...«sXTve got you.
You found the wi{eY Vewes . Qf—:&’:;
She was lying there...ond that awrul emell... (STARTS

COUGHING) How am T going to study for my test? T go to
night schooll]
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BERGEN¢ sure...sure, Look, FIrUBRTT Eov TIMe, There was a Ti=ht,

right?
Ly

PHILIF: Mres. Pehada was shouting at Mr, Patede, ., .2nd then she
sereamed and he came running out, Then I went in and, ...
(COUGHS) 1t emelled awful,

BERGEN? What smelled®

PHILIP: The 28%.444

BERGEN: Gas? What gas?

SERGEANT: Rat poison. It was all over the room. He had it in a
paver bag, The crystalSbroke and gave off polson gasl

BERGEN$ Wheretls Mrse, Pctnizrghw?

SERGEANT: Lakewood Hosnital. Hey....where are you golng?

) . 1
1, To a tel phone! — --w#- ] {L%whﬂ Yttras,
1 : goth Py AN _

l___j,w . -‘.‘_l -
BERGEN (FADING Sﬂ&&gqu No time., Ifve got twenty-eight minutes

BERCEHN:

to deadline.

{(MUSIC; _ _PUNCTUATE, UNDER}

NARR: Twenty-eight minutes to deadline, You havehlt got time
for color, for backrround, for exnlanations. Just the raw
story in unshaded black and white poured back over the
rhone to The Frassl

BERGEN; P as 1n12§2§;£Qu...T..r;i}gi;~—£i~ §§£;£EE§-Manufacturer.

Youtve seen his picture in the business section, Legally

separated. -Skhe—eabchror—irim bttt T IVIDE T reiredngbe
Fight...biﬂ-}géht He tears out thé door..«,A 0011633
kid Philip---one L, Li.Biv. Voo L. N, Tinds her out cold,
Rat polson all over the room,

WYLIE: (FILTER) Okay...nice touch, rat poison!

BERGEN: IT‘m going over to the Hospitel to check Mrs, Petrio.
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WYLIIS

BERGEN:
SERGEANT ¢

MRS, LASS 1

BERGENz
MRS, LABS Y
BERGEW:

MRS, LARD:

BERGEN:
MRS, LASS
BFRGEN:

BERGEN:
DOCTOR:
BERGEN:

DOCTOR:

BERGEN:

-6 -

(FILTER) I'll hold the story for usconing, Youlve pob

twenty-three minutes to dead-linel

Outside the hospltal room therc!s the Sergeant on Guard.

You pace as nervously as an expectant father., You can
almost hear the seconds ticking away te deadlinel
Can't I even got a statemont from you, Scrgeant?t

that do

you want me to tell you...lfa no Dectorl
At

{COMING ON) ‘Thoy won'tﬂlct rme sco her sither, My own

flesh and blood,

by
Youlrc reolated to Mrs, Poteded
Shels my slster. I'm Emlly Lassitor from Painsville,
Two S's in Lassltor?
I warned Myrilo, right in her own living reoom I told hor

’ Loaa
a man that would do tho things Bdwoard Podrde—dild had
gvil written rilght on his forhead in letters of fire! T
wvarned hor right 1n her own living room! Myrtle, I sald..,

A

What things 41d Potade-do? r

' i
oA oty A
: : ety .

Other vwumenl }Jig ‘atv=e § tw---c'v-f---‘*ﬂ"-t\,fd bt y

.
AN By,
(DOOR OPEN OFF)
EXCUSC MC.44...00ct0r.,,
(OFF) Yes?
I'm Buas Borgon of The Pross, Whatlfs the story on that gas?

1t was a natent rat peolison, she had erystals on her necy
and face vhen thoy brought her in,

That did 1t, huh?
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DOCTOR Itve sacn gas cases bofore as Polleo Surgcon, In my
opinien therc must have been cnough loose to fumigato the
whole houso, '

BERGEN: Can I talk te her now?

DOCTOR: Talk to her? That was Cyanidoe gas. ©Shols deadl

{MUBIC: PUNCTUATE).

(PHONE BUZZ ON LINE,,,PICKED UP)

WYLIK: {FILTER) Wylie, rowrite,
EERGEN: Bergon, died foupr minutes ago, Cyanlde gas, Got

that, Wylle?

WYLIE: {FILTER) Right...wrap it up and you're on tho front pago.

BERGEN: Vha* do you mean, wrap 1t up? What more do you want?
p&h:p

WYLIE: A lcad on the killer, And 1f you ot me Petwdets arrest

I'll hold deadline.

BERGEN: Iisten, he could be halfway out in Lake Erie svimuing
for Canada bty nowl

WYLIE; A poor worlman blamos his tools...

BERGENs Why you...

WYLIE: Core o, Bus, %tle it all up in o pretty rink packago.
Youlve got fiftesn minutesl

NARR: Fiftcen minutes 4o £ind o killer in the city of-Qlovcland..
rl - ; ' iraclo 1n’€;;L or the Stox

e

;‘ho spital

(SHEAK-ONSTOW-FUOTS TEPS—0M-2LRRLT)
BERGEN: (L.oW) wylic..,..hold the lino,
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WYLIE1
BERGE:
WYLIEs:
DERGEN:
WYLIES
BERGEN;

-
e

TERGEN:
PETRIE:
BERGEN:
PETRILIIS

BERGENS

FETRIE:

BHERGEN:

PETRIE!?

DERGEN:
PHFTR1LE:
BIRGEMN:
PETRIES

BERGEI:

-8 -

(FIUTER) You kidding? Bug, ...g5ot mov

ing. ..

liold the line, Wylic, and got a photographer out horel

Where?

01ty Hospital,

You crazy? Wo can't run pilcetures of the stiffl

I know, but you can yun pigturcs of her h sbandl.zlLdés .
v, you ca b . Jor «‘ﬂf L,ea-—--\

(VERY LOW) Hold the lino...

(PHONE BOOTH OPENS)
énuxb,*auna;ﬂx-cnﬁfielp you.?
(commelouﬁéﬂtm Rdvard Potukor
Yosh, Ilve segen your pleture.

On? I'm looking for room 304,

3047 Right ayound thoe cornor. You lo
special?

My wife, L.oeaoT ¢called tho honse and
nzd a siight accident,

They bold you?

Yes, T thought I1d drop over and,..wol
mach.

Tell mo about that slight accldont?

I bog your pardon?

Itm Bug Berpgon of Tho Clovoland Fross.

e 0 amatend

oking for someono

they told mo sho'd

1, thank you vory

A roporter? I'm suro The Pross wouldnlt be intorested in

a2 mineor housohold aceldent,

you don't want to make a statoment?
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PETRIE; I employ a publlec relations counscl who handles all my
contact vith the pross. If youlll oxewsc mo...

BERGEN: oh, neo, Mr, Pctx&ﬁi??this 1s ono story that we can’t run
from a mimoographod handout,

PEITRIE: What are you talking about?

BERGEN: Rat poison...cyanide gasl
PETRIE: ATe you crazy....get out of my way, Young man, I want to
sco ny wifle.
/e- A
BERGEN Shetll wailt, Mr. Pelwdd,

SERGEANT: (OFF} Thore ho 13....Petrté?va
(RUKNING STEPS COMING ON)
PETRYE: Whet iz this....vhat's geing on?
PETRII: Scrgeant, I insist on knowing vhat.see
SERGHANT: You're Edward Petpé':g;q
PRIEIES Of coursc I'm Edward Potedul
SERGEANT: You want to make a statoment about what happenod at your
house this alternoont
DHEIRIFE: Ch,..oh, of course, Thore Was Q...an argument botwoon my
wife and mysolf., I....I hit hor with o bag of rat polson
and %took my paintings]
BERGEN: Lot me at that phono, Sergoant,..
SERGRANT: (FADE) A1l right, Potr&oé%f?'m arrosting you for the
murdor of Myrtlo Pctn&é%htq
(PHONE BOOTH SHUTS, CUTTING OFF SARGEANT )
BERGEN: Wylie...you still there?

WYLIE: (FILTER) Whatts golng on?
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BERGEN:

WYL.IE:
ARRGEN:

=10 =
shut up and take this, (FAST) Lakcwood Police Sorgoant
Al Gorolik arrosted Fdward Potric for tho murder of his
wife Myrtle, at Clty Hespital outside tho room in which
the victim!s body lay.
You stringing mo?
He came waltzing in hero like a cat cating canary pilo,
It's a lead pipo clneh, Wylio.' Hete beoon out playing the
field, had a {ight with his wife and slugged her with the
rat poison, then figured he could besai the rap by
hollering accident, This one is cold turkey, open and
shut all the vway! Wrapped up for the S ox in forty

minutes}

Let the morning paper have the trirmings, youlve got the
break story and that!'s what counts, ¥You worked fast, but
sometimes 1t can be too fast. Sometimes you chase a
headlline down the rcad so fast you dverlook the small
tell-tale signs that shout a warning to the reporter.,.
s5low up...,.bake a seceond look...think! With a deadllne
hanging over you, you wrap up a story in a neat quick
paekapge, and when you tear off the pretty ribbon and

the party wrapplng, the story isn't there at all,

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 220

MILDLE COMMERCIAL

GROUP:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE
CHAPPELL:

HAERICE:

CHAPPEEL:
HARRICE:
CHAPTELL:

HARRICE!

Guard against throat-peratch] Guzard agalnst
throat-scratch! Guard against'throdt—scratch! Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobamccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL,

Yos, amcke PELL MELL'— the clgaretto whose mildness you
can measure,

Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoke PILL MELL,
At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke is flltersed further than
that of any other leading cigarette, Moroover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actusnl moasure « PELL MELL'S

grezater length of tradltionally fine tobaccos s8till
travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes
it mild,

Thus, PELL MILL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a
smoothness, mildness, and patisfaction no other

clparette offers you,

Guard agalinst throat-gcratchi

Enjoy ivhe gmgooth smoking of fine ftolaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigérette vhose mildnoss you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTRES - "Qutatandinot"
And - they are mildl

ATHOT 0172689
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(MUSIC: _ _ _TNTRODUGTION) ¢\ § o gee Jeosh

HARRICE: Thip~ie~Gy—Hanploe—reburning-you-$o your Narrator and the
Big Story of Bus Bergen as he lived it and wrote 1t.

NARR: You nalled the headline down, Bus Bergen. “Chafge
Industrialist with Polson Blaying of Lakewood Wife." The
"who, what, where, when and how" of the lead paragraph
1s complete, and now you can take your time, Thils was
open and shut, cerdboard characters on a biack and white
setting...and now you want to fill in the greys.

(CELL DODR OPENS)

(SLIGHT OVER ALL ECHO)}

SERGEANT : I can glve you five minutes, Mr. Bergeu,.

BERGEN: Thanks, Sergeant,.

{CELL DOOR CLOSES)

BERGEN 3 Good evening, Mr, Peb#ieuaiLkﬁD

PETRIE: Huh...oh, you're the reporter, aren't you?

BERGEN: I thought maybe you might have & statement to make,
PETRIE: I saw your article, Bergen. You've got 1t all wrong.

You'lre making a terrible mistake.
BERGEN: I quoted the district attorney, the Coroner, and your

own confession,

PETRIE: ;<Tﬁh£wwﬁéhﬁf'Eﬂééhféssion::(izfu don't undeifigga)

L

BERGEN: "I hit her with a bag of rat pSEESB*EEE“ESok my paintings.
What do you call it?
PETRIE: But I meant...néver mind,
iy At
BERGEN! Look, ¥r. Pebafg. This is your chance to tell your bslde

of the stopy.

ARTHO1 01P2690




PETRIE:

BERGEN:

FETRIE:

BERGEN:

FETRIE:
BERGEN:

FETRIE:

- 12 -

I'm afrald I'd better tell my side of the atory in court,
Mr. Bergen.

You want to copperate, don't you? You want a bresk in
the paper? '

Mr. Bergen, this whole affeir is a gross misundeprstanding.
I have a very expensive and competent lawyer on retainer,
and I think he 1s beet qualified to loock after my
interests!

Look, e Petaiéij:; me give you a friendly tip. This
18 & big story. The wire services have it glresdy.
You'll probebly be in jail for several months before the
triel 18 over, and we'll have to keep your casealive all
that time,

Isn't that your problem?

Sure, Every paper in town willl have to have engles on
you, You know what engles mean? How did you get along
with your wife? Detalls on your business. There are
reporters around who won't stop there.....They'll dig up
scandel,,.other women.,.gossip. Nobody wants that. This
1z your chance to glve me the straight story!

My lawyers are Delehanty and Cole,..they'll issue any
statements., That's all, Mr, Bergen. Goodbye!

You've cévered a8 hupdred murders. You've Been killers
you liked, and some you pltled, and some you were

indifferent to, but this one you hate,

ATHEO1 0172681



BERGEN:

WYLIE:
BERGEN:

{music:

P R

NAHRR:

BERGEN:
PHILIP:

—

BERGEN!

_13..

I tell you, Wylie, he got my goat., In a cell, & first
degree vap on him on three counts., Premeditated...
Murder in commlsslon of & burglary....and murder by
cyenide gas! And he's cool a8 peeled cucuwber, "I've got
expenéive lawyers"”...,2'11 bet he has.

You got a follow-up color plece, Bus?

No yet, I1've seen 'em bafore, Wylie, A murderer who

thinks he can buy an acquittal with a blank checkl

o e s

vYou had forty minutes to wrap up this atory, and now you-
go back to pick up the pleces, Painfully over the next
two weeke you reconstruct the 11fe of fdward and Myrtle
Petrie. From the flat stereotype of the headlinea you se

a man emerge in three dimensions!

vou heard them fighting, Phllip?

Sure, Mr, Bergen. I was walting for the bus., 1 go to
night school a$ Western Reserve. I uzed to work for Mr,
Petp&%ﬁﬁg the house...trimming the hedge and stuff. You
know, it was a funny thing after they were separated I
used bto see him standing across the gtreet. Didn't go
1n,..sometimes he'd wait 'til 1t was dark. He didn't

look mad at all. Just kind of sad 1ike he wished 1t
hadnt't . happened.

e

vou warned your sister against her husband, Mrs.
lasBiter?

ATHOT V172682
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MRS .LASSITER: I never trusted Edward, Mr. Bergen. I told Myrtle she

{MUSIC:
BERGEN:
SERGEANT:

{MUSIC:

- —

NARR:

WYLIE:

should listen to her sister. But she was dazzled,
Blinded by the wealth of evil. Beware of Greeks bearlng
gifts, I always told her. I never trusted him after

he paid for my husband's kidneys...why should he pay for
his operatlion? That s what 1 told my hugband...Jjuet
trying to make us beholden to him., I just don't trust

a man like thatl!

Sergeant, I promlse you 1t g off the record.
Look, Bergen, you can't break this ft41 1t oomes out in
the trisl, but the wife had a private operator talling
Petﬁ%o:ofor ten years, They were l1ooking for dlvorce
evidence. But you know, it's a funny thing, He had
five hundred thousand in Insurance, and even after the
geparation he kept it in her name.
PUNCTUATE ) &,MW..,,‘ T
Slowly the picture fills in. It wae open and BHut, but
now you see che eomplications fogging your nice clear
story. You wr te the bagkground, you 111ustrate 1t
withwpiﬂe-ﬁrcountry place. % m«ﬁ Cmu‘?}@
Ao AA
What a lay out. Arabian horseg, swimming pool, a
shooting gallery, and & concrete bomb shelter,
"Millionsire's bomb shelter won't save him now!" That'e

an angle. ; P :t A
: ,[-/ -0 ol ¢ WX Lea L,LM:_(L-’{ . ‘-—C‘M) «CC-—{'—QM:#"

E: LY 4 \ &

f;,bqvgq,ﬂ4f?
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WYLIE:
BERGEN:

WYLIE:

BERGEN:

WYLIE:

BERGEN?

PHILIP:

SERGEANT :

-~ 15 a

What's the matter, Bus? Feeling sorry for the guy?

No, you can't feel sorry for him, he's toov cglm, tco
cool, He sits in thet Jaill and rune his business from a
cell, He wontt talk to me or any other reporter, and
his lawyer just brushes lint off a two hundred dollar
sult and c¢lears his throat!

Then what's eating you? You're writing nice and-;:;:;:E?:ipﬂ.

but your heart aln't in 1t.

Tt's getting mixed up Wylle, I thought I had it clear,

but the whole plcturee getting fogay.

Cheer up, the trlal goes on tomorrow and you can nall

Petrle to the wall. That's what you want, 1sn't it? .

Sure..sure,.that's what I want‘ *lA:th“a Qamn ig*ﬁﬁj
Uit

e
thoBianan 11-, r

Tl -tJE.»-{,..:, C,A.‘:':“EMM -
Wﬁ*mﬁyow-ﬂmmﬂess

n.—w--n-—m—w--un-l

table with the boys from the Aocale and “the w wire service.
men. You watch Eq/ﬁnd”ﬁétrie across the courtroem, You
want to Beeﬁit clearly. you want to know the answer,

but now you're not sure, Day by day the State bullds

L ke

the perfect-cases ™ T

™

They were fighting, I co ear"them'outﬂan the front

lawn... -

it
o

He told me I hit her with & bag of rat poison and took
my paintin;:Tﬂ‘“ﬁﬁ'stgneqmgbat statement.
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(MUSIG:

SERGEANT ¢
BERGEN ¢

BERGEN:

PETERS

BERGEN:

PETERS:

BERGEN

PETERS:
BERGEN ¢

PETERS :
BERGEN ¢

_UP AND UNDER)

{CKLL DOOR OPENS)
Okay Bergen,..usual five.
Thenks Surgeant.

{CELL DOOR CLOSE)
Good morning, Mr. Peters, (PAUSE) Okay...okay.
Maybe I've got this comlng.
My attorney has shown me your articles, Mr. Bergen, He
advises me that unfortunately I have ho legal recourse
ggalnst theu.
Yeah,..we'!ve got & good lawyer too. I want 1o talk to
you, Mr. Peters, I was on this case from the beginning.
They pitned a medal on me down 1in the clty rocum fop
wrapping i1t all wp in forty mibutes. But I think maybe
I1'd have done botter to run out of dimes before 1
phoned in the story.
I don't know what you mean Mr, Bergen...and I'm not
intercsted.
Maybe you Bhﬁfld be. I've been t%afing to people about
you., That PREITIDS kig,j.your sister-in-lav,
I'm not interested in what-Myuilehas to say.
Sure...she hates your insides...but she told me you pald
for her husband's operation, He works at your plant,
dossn't he? And the State Employment Service told me
you've hired parolees to give 'em a break.

My business practice is uwy oWh concori.
Yeah.,..but it intorests me. Mr. Peters...om the outside

you're a sguffed shirt. I would have sesn you executed

cheerfully, But maybe thet stuffing isn't all hay. Your
wife 18 desd.sa

ATHO1 0172695
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FETERS:

BERGEN:

PETERS:

BERGEN:

PETERS:
BERGEN:

(MUSIC:

PR

NARR!

PHILYF:

SERGEANT:

Pleage, Mr, Bergen....

You st3ll loved her, dldn't you .. even after the
geparation, You've still got your insurance unde r

her name. You voluntarlly doubled the amount awarded
her by the court.

I protest, Wr. Bergen, ny private 1ife 1s my own affalr.
You're stubborn, aren't you? You'vre stuffy.,..and

you're stubborn, but you've got gome thing underneath,
Tim not interested in your opinions of e »

1 don't blame you. But I have to 11veﬁﬁ§é§%f. I'11 see

you in the courtroom, Mr. Peters.,

The trial begins, and you take your place at the Press
rable wilth the boys from the locale and the wire service
men. You wateh Edward Peters across the courtroom. On
the surface he 1s arrogant, assured, and yet you know
he is morve than that, You look beneath the surface now
to see a man, But day by day the State builds the
rerfect case.

They weve fighting, I could heay them way out on the
front lawn..there were scome Boreams and then he came
running out.

At the time of the arvest he told me " hit her with a
bag of rat poison and took my paintings." He signed
that statement down at the station house when we

hooked him,

ATHKG!1 Q1726965
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— A mam

BERGEN:
WYLYE:
BERGEN

WYLIE:
BERGEN:

WYLIE:
BERGEN:
WYLIE:
BERGEN:
WYLIE:

BERGEN:

- =15 =

In my opinilon there must have been enough cyanide gas

liberated to fumipgate & three story house,

e e — T —

Tn an unused jury room the long table 1s crowded with
temporary phones, The trial is in ite closing déys when
you esneak cut to file & story.

Hello, Wylie.,..

(FILTER) Go ahead, Bua, shoot!

Defense witnesses are claiming the whole rat polson
business was an sccident, Petmbe—said he was taking it
out to his country place. - Claims he only bought it to
i1l some rats 1n his cellar, They clalm Mrs, Pet o
died of a heart attack, If they could prove that she

wasntt getually kilied by the gas, Potieie might besat
this! |

Can they prove it?

They haven't & chance, The jury can practically smell
that rét poison in the courtroom, The Police Sergeant's
testimony néiled the 1id on the coffin,

Good...good, Is there a recess now?

No., fThat lLassiter woman's on the stard.

Yeah,..I see 1t coming in on the service ticker,
Wylie,,.I'm golng out to Pet&qgﬁgohouse.

Now, &re you crazy?

I'm worried. I ran through this story 1like & knife
through butter, It was too fast, Wylle,

ATHOT Q172697




WYLIE:

BERGEN:

WYLIE:

BERGEN:

WYLIE:

PHILIP:

BERGEN!
PHILIP:

...1?-
What are you worried about? dGet back in that courtroom,
We need your eye-witness stuff,
Send another boy, Wyllie. I'm going to start all over
ahd cover thils story right.
You've crazy...you're covering the triall
Use the ticker....That's a man sltting scross the
courtroom...I thought he was a headline. Byoy-splde, .

Bergen. . «Buse, ,you're nuts, get back in that courtroom,
Ll N -

—_— e — i —

You push the company coupe out to Lakewood, This may
cost your job, but this time you're going tc cover it
right. You're going to get the atory of people...not
headlines in black and white. Out at the Petéﬁgrﬁ%uae
you find Philip Levin on the lawn playing with a brown
snd white cocker spanlel.

{DOG BARKING ON)
Go on...get the ball,,.get the ball,..uhhh!

{DOG RUNS OFF YIPPING QUICKLY)
Hello, Phillp.

Hi, Mr. Bergen. 1 saw you at court,

RTHO1 0172698
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BERGEN: Yeah. I want to talk to you, Phillp.

PHILIP! But T glready...

BERGEN: I know. But this time I want to take 1t easy. You said
you used to see MNr., Pebigtrgianding across the street
at night?

PHILIP: Sure., Lote of times.

BERGEN: After the separation?

PHILIP: Yeah, Funny, isn't 1t?

(P0G COMES BACK ON YIPPING EXCITEDLY)
That's a girl, nlce Trudi. Give me the ball,,{THROWS)
(DOG FADES QUICKLY)

BFROEN: Did he look mad?
_,.'_A.-O S
PHILIP: ¥r. Petete?™ Oh no. You know, Mr, Bergen...I don't think
’ LA ‘

Mr. Pebwde wanted that separation,
BEP3EN: No?
PHILIP: I think he 8ti1l loved her.

(DOG COMES ON YIPPING)}
BERGEN: Nice cocker spanilel, Your dog? L
. — L )

PHILIP: Trudi? Oh no, she was Mre. Petriets. T'm taking care of

her., Down girl,..
PERGEN: You'd think the dog would know..I mean she's happy...hey

get off my pants.

FHILIF: Ch, she knows....you should have seen her the day of the
murder. . Growling and snhapping!

BERGEN: Took it hard, huh?

PHILIP: Sure, The policeman couldn't get her eway from Mrg.
Petaﬁi:TiTrudi wouldn't let them close enough to even
touch her.

BERGQEN: The dog was in the house?

RTHKOT Q172699
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PETLIP:

BERGEN:

PHILIP:
BERGEN=
{MUsIC:

A At

INLIE:

BERGEN:

YWLIE:

BERCEN:
LLLEN:
BERGEN:
ALLEN:

-10- (Rov.)

Surc. She vas in the house 211 the time, Weren't
you; Trudi?

(DOG B{ARKS)
That dog was in the room all the: time? '.nd she's still
alive isn't she? You're alive, aren't you, Trudi?

(DOG BRKS KiPPILY)
I ran right over it. I thought I had the story
nailed dowm in forty minutes and I missed it by a

Cornne

oAt

nile. Bhild £, gt '4,94,;..,..,'“‘{( -

M—m Pﬁ* . P:erken? ’ ;’

You-and Trudd and T are going for a ridel

(LIGHT CRO'D IUTTER) ' L
Bus; you crazy? You can't smugsle a.dog into the-
SOUL T B
I've got him this far, heven't I, tylle?

(DOG “HINPERS)
8hhh, ,.quiet Trudi! You want to be held in contempt?

(DOG SMLLL YIP)
There's the Defense I.ttorney, go auead, Bus, make
your pitchl
(PROJECT) Mr, fLllen...Mr. fllen,.. _

'IM\ 'y

(OFF) s . %‘f W\QM S
Hr. 4 1len,..i% s, |_mr>or\tant. .
(COPING ON) I'm very busy,..court reconvenes in five
minutes...wait a minute...you'rs that man from the

Press, aren't you?

(:i0RE)
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-10% - (Cev,)
TRigtll only bole mel.lchih, Irudi,

(72UDI L. WIPPTD)
Is thot = dox vnlor your coot?
It's your ster 1iness. Trudi s in the roon ihen

LA
1pg, Pobede sot her lunsfwd of £28.
You surc -hout thot?
T ezn =cl vou the vitnosses. Stote eliius Tiore s
. : v

onough cycidc loose to =it iTs. Pobetes Lrull
only weists sbout ten sounds, IE the Stote i B
she shsuld Ho eold o o nnelorelae.

(TUDI DKS)

R .

Then ifs. Potadeé-conldn't nve Jict fron the cronided
Tais 1s the ovifonce ou neod to mrove she fled of =
henrt otteacl,
Jorroh. . oot oen Uhot fox risht hinc. Tt rodng in
Lo ravc Tor wn ~Ojourmont. Thie is Sl cre nodde
(r:Dos)
nd don't losc et dogzld

(25D TIPS)
Is thig sure, Ms?
T cheeked rith e sinte Tordenlorizt, Uhe cante
conviet nov,
Ty Aidntt et cop nontion the dog on the sterd?
I ~ohel hirm, Lo sald, 'Miodody cst nel! They veuld

nwrve convietesd s fnmacent .

T t=oaucht »rov J2In'S

ATHKO1 B172701
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LIRS I d.i:l'n't; smet s ~hat threwr e of £, I rushed that
story through in forty-ninutes, I let nysodf be
fooled by ny ovi neat blacl and +hite handlines,

I d1dn't hove tine to find out vhed »eclly hepponed.
But I can sure -pite this gory now, “ylic. The
vhole storv... nd wrudi, we'll s1lustrate it with
vour nieture on Hoie One.

(D00 T.LIKS WWCITLDLY)

GURIc: . _ VR £O.7.C)

S PPELL: In just o nowent el racd you r telsrrrm fror Zus
TSergen of the Cleveland Proas ~ii%h the final outcorie

of Toni_r;ht's BTe GTO0RY.

L N

(CLOST. G CO 1 oCTLL)
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. "THE BIG STORY - 20 A-
PROGRAM #226

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard againet throat~-scratch, guard againat throat-
soratch, Guerd against throat-scratoh.’ Enjoy the smooth
smooth emoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke & PELL MELL,

CBAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL,..the cigarette whose mildness you

can measure,

HARRICE: Remember this..the further a puff of smoke is filtered

through fine %obaccos, the milder it beconas.

CHAPPELL: A% the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading clgarette, Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure.,.sPELL
MELL'S preater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

st111 travels the smoke further.,.filters the smoke and
makes it mild,

HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoothness, mildness and gatisfaction no other clgarette

offers you.

CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cligarette in the distinguished

red packape..sPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES...
"outstanding".
HARRICE: And - they are mild,

RTXGT 8172703
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21 . Nov.

CRAPPELL:

BERGEN:

CHAPPELT::

(MUSIG:. .
CHAPPELL:

Now we read vou thnt tolegror from Dus Borgén of the
Cleveland FPress. _

Yhen Defensa Attorney introduced ovidence of stall dog
that survived the gas, exports testified it would bo
irmossiblc for gas to hava been the cause of doath,
Thore was no ovidenco to wrov:s nroneditotien,  Jury
brought in verdict of Hot-Guilir, Edwﬁrd Petrie wes
rolenascd and roturned to his oresefoctirring business.,
Hany themks for tonight's FELL WELL L3RD.

Thankk you, Mr. Bergen...tho retiors of PELL MELL FLHCUS
CIGATETTES are proud to proscnt you the PELL MELL $500
Avard for notoblo scrviee in the field of journalisn,
Listen agnir next weo'r, sarc tire, sane stoation, vhen
PRLL MELL FiMOUS CYIGARETTES will presont ancother BIG
SPCRY...A Big Story from the front peges of the Long
Island N. ¥, Doily Pross bv-line Joek E. Sutphin, A
BIG STCRY of a troubled wonan's soarch for Oxedbenshs
rrd-emTOpOT U bt fox +hn‘|1“ qu haolpad. hor.£dad

Cnmed At MM;,»V{\ e
tho wltinate in excitomontr\.« ﬂc tn!

. STING)

ind romember, overy wook you con sec "The Door Uith
No Name" on tolevision....brought to you by the maker:
of PELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THEME VIPE & F.DE IC_2G O CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL ¢

-22= Rev.

THE BIC STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
original rusic composed and conducted by Vliadimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted by Ernest Kingy
from an actual story from the pages of the Cleveland
Ohio Press, Your narrator was Bob Sloan; and Nat Polen
played the part of Bus Bergen. In order to protect tie
names of people actually involved in tonight!s authentle
BIG STORY, the nemes of all characters in the
dramatization were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mr. Bergen,

— W A o e e M e e m

This\is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIG"RETTES.

(PAUSE)
In Kansas, Illineis and Missouri, flood waters still
rage - piunging thousands of Americans into personal
disaster, They need your help, Five million dollars
are needed - five times the amount of money at hand,
Give now to help them -~ through your local Chapter of the
Amerlcan Red Cross,

"MJ'—“'
THIG-TENEC e BHB-RATIONAL--PRESDO A ST — COHPANY—

ARTHO1 0C1P2705
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #2027
CAST

NARRATOR 30B SLOANE
CATHERTNE : JOAN ALEXANDER
FRAN RUTH YORKE
CARLSON ' PHIL STERLING
JACK GEORGE PETRIE
TOM JOE DE SANTIS
BAR III «hgg,annau-‘iwq.L e 5
ALFRED JIMMY LIPTON
BAR I BILL GRIFFIS
JIM BILL GRIFFIS
BAR II HARRY DAVIS

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 1, 1951
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NBO THE BI¢ STORY #2071

(. ) -
0:00 - 10:30 PN  AUSUST 1, 1951 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

P =t e A R

FRANCES: (35, PEROXIDED BUT REALLY GENTLE) Honay, % - don't know..

CATH: (35, WOUND UP TO THE BREAKING POINT) Fran, please., Fran,
. don'¢ let me go out by myself.
FRAN:  BUD\IVe Ss4T1-—eot bhe-Tinner thehen To o,
CATH: 1L.ovk_pt Wioy K gd .r
FRAN: WMWMWW%
B e B -~
CATH: Just a few beers,..(DESPERATE) Fran, it's my birthday - .
FRAN: - Qhu...I Lo Chalh s CCJLJL.,\ ‘ -
CATH: Do you know what it's like living in & furnished room? Fkerels.,

notﬁint*&e@t"vfuyeuwﬂhenmyoumiaﬂoﬂéams~£uvn&she&”FBUM“-
Phet*TTA11! Furnished rooms swallow people..they swallow

peobla alive! Fran, I don't want to be swallowed up!

R - -kf
FRAN:  But - you've gob & husband, Cathy - and &-ebiites”
CATH: Fran, listen to me, I've got to get out..where there's some

. nolse and - excitement., Fran, I'm all wound up ineide and

veady to go off -~ like - like a time bombl
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CHAPPELL: WHE BIG STORY.,..Here 18 ameriecz...ilts sound and its Dury..
1ts Joy and 1ts gorrow..as falthfully reported by the men and
women of the greab American newspapers. . .(PAUSE. . COLD AID
FLAT) Long Island, New York...From the pages of the Long

Island Dally FPress, the story of & troucled woman's searoh

- [
Rl ST . BT I [ LA i '

for eac;pmwx&p-andwa“xaﬂgﬁhaxwﬁﬂhuntéwoamthemmanﬁmno ST
halpe&—hermftnﬁ*the=nttim&te~4xh4rxc$bemenewi death! Tonlght
to Jack Sutphin of the Long Tsland Daily Press, for his Big
Story, eoes the PELL MELI. AWARD,

{MUSIC: _TURNTABLE)

{ OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY ~2A~

PROGRAM #227

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL¢

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

guard against throat-scrateh! Guard agalnat throat
scerateh! Guard against sagainst throat-soratch! Enjoy

the smoobth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL.

Yes, smoke FELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 1B filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes. At the
£1£§£'puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than that
of any obher leading clgarette. Moreover, after 5 puffls,

or 10, or 17 - by actual measure - PELL MELL's greater

length of traditionally fine tobatcos 8till travels the
smoke further - filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,
Thus, PELL MELL's fine mellow tobanros give you &

smoothnoss, mildness and satisfaction no other cigerette

offers you.
Smoke PELL MELL - the eigarette whose mildness you can

measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARREITES - "putstandingt”
And - they are mild!
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-3-
(MUSIC: THEME AND UNDER

Long Island, New York,..The story as it actually happencd,
Jack Sutphin's story as he lived it..,

gt -

It's a.wedneaday morning in Adguat, tﬁe besinning of the
dog days. You, Jack Sutphin - reporter for the Long
Island Daily Press - are sitting in the photographer's
shaock down ﬁhe street Lrom Quéens Police Headguarters...
About a quarter to ten, the police radic comes alive.
It's a "Sigral 32", a routine oall.,.direoting all patrol
cars in the vicinity of the Aqueduvet Race Track %o
Investizate the finding of & "white female"., PFor you;
Jack Sutphin, that's about as exelting as kissing a baby.
8¢ you go on with your card same..;Fifteen minutes later
you hear the voice of your friend, Debeotive Herman |
Carleon, responding... .

CARLSON: (FIFTIES) (FILTER) Carlson, 106th reporting. On that
Signal 32 - Bend an ambulance. Get the Homlolde squad
out here..(REPEATS) On that Slgnal 32, get an ambulance,
Also the Homlaelde -

LA (ﬁADIO TURNED OFF)
JACK: p’tp}%came‘s over, Let's roll on it -

e e e et e mm mm B wm R PR Wt Mes aemwie w

behind the race tvack, vou realize you're in for
something hotter than the weather, The pollce are as
thick &8 crickets, Under a clump of bushes 18 a body,

covered with 2 plece of canvas.., - { MORE)
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?égﬁ%) Detective Herman Carlson pulls the n?ver_back for you...
ELOWlY ...

JACK: (@RUNT) Uwmh..

CARLSON: Ain't pretty, is she?

JACK: No...But she used to be. Haven't seen red hair like that

v in & long btime...Too bad whosver Killed her found it
neceseary to spoll her head... _ ' '

CARL: She was killled over thére, on that dirt roﬁd...then
dragged over here, under the bushes, You ean stlll see
the scurf markds of her shoag where she ﬁag puiled mcroBs
the road - ' '

JACK: ...who.- is she? _ _

CARL: Don't Know.s.Here's her purse...Not much in it..

QUSIC: _ _ TN KITH) N

NARR: You empty the contents of her purse in your hand, Jack
Sutphin: a couple of bills, some :gllver, S—anapehat.of

he WO A g 5 . : _ 31
psychiatrist's colurn wrltten for ﬁ Lonal paper.  siiews
WMW&&-
palved.woman. It reads: "The Frustrations of the Modern
Housewife" ...

CARL: (DISGUSTED) Look &% that article she was carrying around
with her, Jack, Oan you rigure_iﬁ?l |

JACK: wnhat do you meon?

»

HTHQ? Q172712




CARL:

JACK:
CARL:
JACK:

CARL:

—_— e —

TOM:

-5- 5 ; :

Ten to one . : AL fd twentg-
Lowone she's got some nice, hard-working Joe for &
nusband, Only she don't appraeciate s good home. She
startes readlng about that mentﬁl stuff, decldes sha's
frustrated, gogs-lookins for tfouble - and finds 4it!
(BLIGHT TAKE) What are you plcking ab her oomﬁact for?
Nothing 4in there but powder -Vi iooked... '

{FINGER NAIL TICKS AT:COHPAOT...SUDDENLY A LITTILE

'POP' AS COMPARTMENT BEHIND POWDER cAkE OPENS.,)
Look at thie. A payroll check - :
Bayside Truclting Company! _
Made out to Tom Stannon...Signed over to Catherine
Shannon -
Well, for crying oub loud! How'd you know there was o

compartment bank there? Y
[ oAt

I dian't..Not until I;Propped my wife's compﬁct-by--
_misbetee~tnd found the receipt for my Christmas present...
ACCENT. . ,DOYN_UNDER)_ '

— o m e M b m s mew et e

(ON PHONE) Shennon's on the night shifi? That means he

should be home now, uh?,....,.3247 Boulevard?....Thanks,
thanks a8 lob...

P L et gt g

You wercn't doing anything wrong, Jack Sutphin, Just
getting o head start on your friend Detective Carlson and
the boys« You could have stuck around until the medinal
examiner arrived - but that's not the way you get a story.

{BI16, SHAGGY GUY.,,SOFT-SPOKEN AND RIGHT NOW, HALF

ASLEEP) Ju give mi to pull wyself to?&e:z
eh?..(SP GRIN) W§ wife always sayb I siesy Likb.the ‘dead.
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JACK: . 1t e yo N

TOM: You're a reporter?

JACK: That's right..Jack Sutphin -

TOM: What Happened? A hold-up et the company oX something?

JACK: Ro...I'm afpald 1t's more serious than that, Mr. Shannon..

TOM: (BEAT) Serious? |

JACK: YeB. s

TOMs ....What - who,...what's happened?

JACK: [:Eé?ﬁbbtﬁ&%—f'WﬂrﬂWTﬁﬂT“ﬁ?v'Eucd 8. .
T - where did you think your..,wife was now

TOM: (BEAT...THEH) Ve,,.we have & 11ttlcfg£%i...Pessy...She 5

ten, Me being on the nigE//ahift, my wife gets & little

lonesome sometimas;;}Xeéterday, she said she was golng

to take Pegﬁwﬂpvé% to her mother's. Catherine, she -

wanted to see her friend last night. When I came home

this morning, I just figured they wera both &t her

pother's...
i

R L

JACK: LT Arrd A
TOM: (BEAT..,THEN) Who - was 1£7., Oathenine or - ReBERI-
JACK: Your...wife...

{PAUSE..THEN)
TOM: Dead?
JACK: SNE. . WaS. . eurderad.c. .

(SLIGHT PAUSE... HEN)

TOM: (LOW, FAR-AWAY) Are - you married, Mr, Sutphin?

JACK: Yes, I am -

ATHCT 0172714



TOM: |

JACK:

TOM:

CATH:

TOM:

- CATH:

TOM:

CATH:

TOM:

CATH:

TOM:

CATH:

TON:

i g

Onge we - had a house..,one of those new developments
oub on the Island, ...t whs - nlee. Everything wes -
nice, Por me, lor —ICatherine, for the - baby...About

a year ago, Catherine got slck, Everything began to 60
for medical bills. I - had to sell the house to get her
an - operation...After thei, we moved in here -- one roow.
That's when the fights began - '

What about?

What obout?.,.k - don't know...Last night was the worst..
(FADING) I was Just getting ready to 1eave for wWork.
Catherine had alrveady tveken the baby to her mothér‘a...
{FADE)

{SULLEN, ALMOST PICKING A FIGHT) L=

glean shirt, Tom -

{GENTLE) Forget 1t, honey ...Thils bne‘li last mganother
night. |
Tom -

What?

T - bought a new dress...twentysgtven doilafs -
(BEAT. . .THEN) I'11 bet you d6ok pecutiful in it...Greent
To go with your red h3 7
How would you knew what looks good on me and wﬁat don'tl -
Vi

Cathy honey - what's eating you?

| ATHO1 0172715




CATH:

TOM:

CATH:

TOM:

CATH:

TOM:

TOM:

CATH:

-8B

Don't honey me! Look at youl! In two minutes you'll be
gone out of this crummy room! In two minutes, I'll be
sitting here like in & tomb, with nothing but.theae dirty
walls! Not a sound, nothing - ag if I'was never born! As
if this weren't my birthday!
Cathy, I know 1t's your birthday...I was golng to bring
& surprise home, Bubt - I've got o Job -
What about me?l I've got to s:it home 1like thia, Itvo
got to sit here and dile & libtle every nlght! Who tells
you you've got to work at night?! Uhy den't you make
them put you on the day shifg!
Cathy, Look...Mo talked 1t over...I get ten buoks more
working at night, I - I don't like 1ﬁ either, honey. Bub
we need the dough - .
Go ahead! Throw 1% up to me! If I hadn't gotten slolk
we'd 84111 have the houpe! If I hadn't goften sickjwe
wouldn't be 1n this tomb! Ir-I hadn't gotten gick, you
wouldn't need the extra ten buﬁks a;nfl' -
(SORE NOW) Oh, cut 1t out, will you?} I'm doing the best
I can! 8top feeling sbrry for yourself!

(DOOR OPENED) o
(SLIGHTLY OFF) I'1l see ycu.in the .morning!
(DESPERATE) Tom, wait! (CLOSE TO TEARS) Why - why do
you keep taking this from me?i. Can't you pee I'm

trying to.hurt wou?! CLan't vou see I feel I've been

driven into a hole and I've got to hurt somebody?!.

me back, Tom! Whon I hurt you 1like thi trﬂe\x%kf
hurt me - but-dorTE“BS nice to mel Tom, when you'ré nine
chfgzgjzzéﬁfﬁﬁTrE_%ake ivl e '
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TOM: gafh;,*}h,racnéb”knowww*ﬂathy, why -~ should you want t

hurt met? L've done my hest. I -

CATH: - (TEARS) Tom, help me! Help me, Toml I'm

Who took our house from us, Tom?i Whed!
TOM: Honey, 1 - 1 don't know. We had
CATHY ¢ (GOES RIGHT ON) Who shoves~ts in here, in one room, in

T aia wo do wrong?! What -

TOM: ..Therae's no use beating your head
. _ i

CATHY ) everyt - I love
you, Tom. Did you know that?! But it's turning sogE}' :
ENaRamdoverfoniogsy !  In one room, ﬁt:fg:gii;;23ﬁu_ S
Lhomtpanginn

TOM: ’ cathy, don't say that -

CATHY : It's the truth! Ehols-in the wey! KNG se hed-oun-housa.
she-wEEu 5 Wy _ :- Tom, We'rg. .= a
PGGpTET”"Wﬁﬂt*wwdo&aﬁnthag_;g,uaﬁi I've got t@ figure
a way out! Tom, if we go on 1iké tnils I'1l explode)

{PAUSE) _ _

JACK: ,...That was - last night, Mr. Shannon?

TOM: Yos...last night. This morning I - brought her &
birtnday prcsent..Tharé it 1s, over on the bureau...

A new brush for her red hair....

JACK: .. .you.said she was planning on seeing & friend last
night? |

TOM: The - only one she had_around here...Frances Wells...

three blocks from here...Mr, Sutphin, you - said you

were a married man, didn't you?
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JACK: Yes....I did -
TOM: (CLOSE TO BREAKING NOW) Mr. Sutphin, who - did all this

to us? Who?li

e i mmn e Emd wm wen e e s wwn Baa

— — — et p— e e

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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'THE BTG STORY -11-
PROGRAM {1227

MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL

GROUFP: cuard agalngt throat - scratehl Guard against throat -

scrateh!  Guard azainst tlaroeat - snratnhl Enjoy the

emookth emooth smoking of fine tobaceos. sSmoke & PELL
MELL.

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the eligarstte whose mildﬁess you
can Measurc. .

HARRICE: Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoke PELL MELL.

CHARPELL: At the first pufi PELL MELL smoke ig filtered further_
than that of any other leading cigarette. "Moreover,

arter 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by _nckual mossure - PELL

MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobeccos
st11l travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and

makes 1t mild.

HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaaceos give you a

smoothness, nildness ond gatisfaction no other oigarctte

offers you.

CHAPPELL: cuard againgt throat-seratehl
HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smoking of flne toboesos.
CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the oisarette whose mildness you oan

measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstendingl"
HARRICE: And - they are mild!l
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CHAPPELL:

NARR:

FRAN:

JACK:

PRAN:

JACK:

FRAN:

JACK 1

18-

Thia—ts"Efﬁe9%-ehapputr‘rerurnfnsnua;_;g,your narrator
and the Big Story of Jack Subphin, os he 1ived it and
wrote it., |

When you wallk out of the Shannon's furnished room, Jank
Sutphin, reporter for the Long Island Dally Press,
Catherine Shannon is no 1onsef Just a red-haired corpse
jggd_ﬁon_aﬂheadléaémoav$wo. For you, Cathérine Shohnon
is alive..Tortured, h4am&ae—hanaa;f,;gn,&hin&a“hevend
der-—eondredy unable to understand the world around her -
Oathrerint- Sharmon-romndoyor-of-rhoneande-ofovherm-omors..
yev—rrrew. And BOo - B85 you hufry to the homg of her besat
friend, Frances Wells, you feel an vrgency - and an
importance to this ease - you hadn't felt_Juat a few

A C“EI32;— '1;Akhﬂ

Mister, iui-%hﬁnkmiiﬂ—he%ter take ¢ darink or -I'11 go

hours ago...

into hysterilrs..8he- was iy best frienu..

(BOTTLE /GAINST GLASS.,,BUT THEY BEGIN JPO"CLINK

TOGETHER HARD,,.CUT TO:} -

-‘-‘"

' ’A’”
Maybe - you'd better pour 1t £d$’me, ifr you don't

mind. ..My handsj§$¢66551;::w -
d-""--'.

_.{POUR A SHOT. .BOTTLE DOWN)
L -

e

{GULPS. .. MIEN) Xt - it don’t do any good...I'm shaking
because it's - admething ar deepér.,.-l'm - shaking
because 1t - could have been 11 I

You were with her last night?
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FRAN:
JACK:
FRAN:
JACK:
FRAN

JACK:

FRAN:

JACK:

FRAN:

JACK:

PRAN:

~13-
She wWas Junpy. Woe'd stay in one ploace a while. Then

she'd want to move On. We novered maybe fourljoints

that way -

D14 she drink much?

She had a lot of beer and it cougbht up with her a 1ittle.
She hadn't been arinking much since she took sick..

Where dld you end up? ;

The Shamrock -

You left her there? .

Avound twe..,I wanted to take her howe but she wouldn't
go. Around two I took & powder, Thaﬁ gounds pratty -
awful, but it wosn't. Honest. She ﬁgs able to take

cape of herscll. Just jumpy, that'o a11, Besides, the
partender knows her there. She and ~Tom went there & 10%
on Saturday nights...

Do you think - she.éould huve ﬁotteh ﬁérselr pleked up
by somebody? . :
Lmﬂwwﬁoﬁ}w&wwﬂumammlmm .
:;J.r...t.i:namz.mwew:§uus|twe-n'l‘;‘-'tjit.i'l‘;“”‘rt‘;»'_‘i*"“éi-""1'."(’2'wi‘n“"%"l'a“i:'i‘é:'r'i"9.‘--,"*_*_‘1::25-‘“-‘gen-;"_“tn-.-e--«--w
jumpé“out“of*hnrfﬁ“““””*' _ :

I "di-'dn-’t*-"incan‘-'*u0"'1ﬁ§1ﬁﬁﬁﬁ"é""§.‘ﬁ§'thiﬁt;':""""ﬂii'a‘t';“ﬁﬂm’l‘b;

. .Well...you knov how & peréon gets.when they get.thc

-jumps..I don't know..Maybe - she mddc o date mfter 1
left..

ATHOT 0172721




NARR:

JACK:

BAR I:

JACK:

JACK:

BAR T:

JACK:

BAR I:

8 JACK:

BAR I1:

JACK:
BAR I:

JACK:

BAR I:

¥

You know the Shamrock Bar, Jack Sutphin., You've had
the jumps yourself at times..,You spread the afternoon
paper on the bar in front of you and ordar & beer,, .0s
the bartender draws your beer, you top the headlines...

{ CULKR~BOX WIFH-SOF T~ UNE T
Thebla T eougi onemw—hono—itn—Ehe—papeit.
{ RESERVED h28ham - Joa T, B0 P
(LOW) It doesn't say so here but I happen to know the

woman was 1n hers just before she was killed. \EP-RETPNTRI
(CRASH OF GLASS)

Yeor=—"dropped a glaps,.

(PIECHS, PIOKED P Ot i,
{SUDDEN, LOW AND HARD) What do you want? What are you..

a cop?

Faporter. Mmmm—«mm*%&lms
to talk with the nighwr'ﬁ?gty 800N, . .
...That's me - s ,

defﬂw : .
You? ﬁ#gﬂ’

Bu§;ne§§“;s so lousy I let my'day man go. I pubt in sbout
imaunaa»inwthe*“j’din‘c“ﬁﬁﬁf“ '

You were on last night?

Yeah. . maummﬁhﬁ*aabeewmwhwhmtal
with»a-brekan»&eg~a ﬁhemﬂointwma&nshutahtght..
what‘a:mhgzﬁ; sd.w rried % _

You wanng lmow% I'11 tell ::;ou. Because the dame
was in here all rieht, But:that'é alll What I know
about the mirder would fit into a £ly's eye and rattle!
But wlll the oops belleve iﬁ? No! And tomorrow, the'
liguor board'll be breathing down my neck!:
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JACK: " Maybe yes - and maybe no...why get exolted before it

happens?

BAR I3 Bacause ho we 1t's gonna heppen -

JACK: What happened after her friend left her here alone last night

RAR T3 Nothing. The dame sat there alomy for almost an hour: She
put away a Jot of beer but they came slower toward the end,

JACK Was she drunk?

BAR I: (TOUCHY) I.sadd-ne! Just - down in the dumps. About three
and"a half I decided to close UD. . ssShe walked out under her
own steam, The next thing, I1m reading about her in the
papers.,

JACKS .e«She -~ was alone when she left?

{BARTENDER HITS BAR WITH FIST)

BAR I3 (BITTER) She was alone, I said! 1£-ho-hadsi-oon,—T1d
ha#e-smWﬂﬁﬂ""ﬁ"’ﬁ&yﬁﬂmnﬂr*haxé You probably don't believo
me. The cops won't elther. They'll think she plcked up
some stiff and got hepself k3lled and my license won't be
worth the frame it costl

(MUSIC: _ ACCENT,..DOWN UNDER:) _

NARR:  When you walk out of the Shamrock Bar, Jack Sutphln, you
decide that the 'jumps! must be 2 national disease these

days. Everybuay"seemeﬁ—ba-hasa_:hen...

NARR: vou stand out in front n9*1ﬁ'"Shauaooh1~an_hjhaaxsuaiaoet...
just as Catherine Shennon must have done at three-thirty (3 ",
last night...less than two hours later sphe vas attacked and

xilled about & mile away...How did ghe get there?
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NARR:

JIM:

JACK:

JIM:

JACK ¢

JIM:

JACK:

JIM:

JACK:
JIM:

JACK:

-16- _
You start walking toward the corner, You figure Catherine
Shannhon must have intended to go.home; .But there wvere no
pusses running at that hour. And she had money e
Dunaes And,,.tWwo blooks away there was &...,(BUDDEN) You
head for the taxi line fast. |

Tt turns owt that none of the arivers had been working that

1ate...except for Jim King, DAcSaiher-ditvers—say.he

o el P =
= I

DALY S TR e e ooy —daak-Sutphin-—aTthen you
find Jim King.

(TRAFFIC B &)
{NOT TAIKING)

to do With me? _ _
A11 T want to know, King, is - did you pick s red-haived
woman in front of the Shamrook nround.tfiree-thirty last

night, that's 2llicese

Why? L
It might help find.MET murderer -
T
{ BEAT.,.THEN

1 got a reputation for xeeping my mouth shut.
Y.ook, g - shels got a nhusband and g_kid of ten, The next

SroTnd That murderer-mightplok-on-someone-you-Know.
(PP STTRENS Ilc‘picked ner up. She gave me an address in
Jamalea - '

And?

T rolled maybe two blocks when she begen putting up 2 holler
in the back seat. She asks for a beer --

What!d you do?
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JIM: T knew a joint stays open untll four-J'somefimea after. I
took her there. .. .

JACK: She went in? _

JIM: She asked me to wait. Seid she'd be right out. I figured.
I'd give her five minutes, 1 gave her - ten., It was four
on the nose, I was gonna go in to getb m& fa;e whan 5he came
out with some Joe =~

JACK: (EXCITED NOW) Did you know him?’

JIM: No. A guy with a erew cut, a guy like & million others. He.
threw me & buck and they walked away, |

JACK: Thatls all?]

JIM: That's all. _

JACK1: The place? What's the name of the piéce?!
JIM: Benny's After-Hours - ' '

S e T =TT = -

NARR: There it was. The plckup. H—hadsterha- i WEys-You-883

LoyrourEE I TR e PR TN There's & formi.\lh for those
things and it hardly ever varies,..For the vieit to Benny's
After-Hours Joint you decide you need & polioe badge to baok

you up. So you call Detectlve carlson and he goes with you}

CARL: Look, Take a good look at my badge gnd try to remember -
BAR IT:  (SCARED) W«MMW

5 a8 ho e G- ' :
CARL, Bede="T 56 Li~ytatWi T einet e Rad-Ralri,

BAR II1: ...Red hair, huh? ..What - what time did you say she was
supposed to of come in here?

(MUsIC: _ IN WITH:) _
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NARR:

NARR:

NARR:

BAR II:

CARL:
BAR II*

CARL:
BAR II:

~18-

You, Jack Sutphin, take 2 look at the green face on the
partender at Benny's AftersHours—JFednt and you decide this
is going to take a little time. You can recognlze the
gsymptoms. But—vou*uEmaﬂuuﬂrﬁnﬂF1ETBuaaive~yeurnﬁrﬂnuL

Do bertTVE NI -Car TR Ui P TNt tmosy, ;SO to kill & few
minutes you walk over to the blg, geudy "ocean Roll" game

in the rear of the Joint....

(NICKEL IN SLOT,,.SLOT PUSHED IN AND AS WOODEN BALLS
ROLL DOWN UNDER:)

There is an "OceaniRoll” game in every joint in the
neighborhood these days.
(PULL LEVER AND SHOOT A BALL...AS IT ROLLS UNDER: )
L perfect score, all gr.:balls in their cups, would be 500
points, It would take a lot of 8kill end praotice to hit it.
(ROLL ANOTHER BALL,,,.THEN AS THE NEXT ONE IS ROLLING)
(SLIGHTLY OFF) (BREAKING DOWN) Listen,..quit - quit picking,

on me, will you? Okay, Okey! She came in here around -

four last night!

Keep talking -

She - she had a glass of beer. Maybe two. There - Was a
young guy here, Maybe twenty, twenty-one., He went over to

her., They talked. Then they - walked out together.

”(,‘l"if h Helatny
~~gimme & bresk] How should I know? He was in before

she was. Thepe were three other guys with hiw. They ail
nad demes. He didn't. They left, he stayed, Until - she

eamé in.
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JACK

BAR IIv

CARL:

BAR IX:

JACK:
BAR II:

CARL:

JACK:

CARL:

-19-

‘hat did he look like?

You know...black hair, crew outb, thin face. 1f you ask Mo,
he looked more 1like his mother was walting up for nim at
home. I don't%t know -

Didn!t you hear anything he said to her? What 414 he do
before she came in?

Played the Ocean Roll over there -

The Ocean Roll? U?}&gijgln |
(ADMIRATION) Ootpsel I've seen guys drop B couple of buoks
trying to run s score on that thing; But you should of seen
that kid! Three nickels, that's all. But what scores)

450, 480,~ 500! Some Joints give'prizes. We don't. Brother,
1f we did, that kid could break us i ' '
ORay...Don't think we're finished with you yet._ Better aall
up a relief man for yourself..you're going down to

headquarters %gt-r1

n-.——--.._—.—......._—--

(SIREETTRLERIC-B. Q)
(DISGUSTED) A hot lead that's sce cold pefore we even get
1t...h kid with a crew cut who plays the Ocean Roll. Nothing!
You'lre wrong, Carlson. You're wrong. That's exactly the

wey he should bel

What are you talking about?
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JACK:

CARL:
JACK:

CARL:

JACK:

CARL:

JACK:

CARL:

R

_20-
I'm ta2lking about the guy who's writing the American
tragedy of today. ILm‘tat?InE“Ebuut“ﬁﬁﬁ"ﬁerfeebm$hisffﬁgry
ig...about a dame with a husband and kid who.soes 1ookins
for cheap excitement. (BITTERLY) It's perfect, Carlson,
perfect -
What are you...gone off your mind or something?!
Don't you get the irony of it, Carlison?,..She goes looking

for excitement and gets pleked up by a kid, a kid who spends

" his time playing the '0cean Roll' for kirks...You heard the

bartender. A kid whose mother ie probably walting up for
him! That's her sxeltement!

Look! I'm golng to headguarters. You can write your novel
on your owWn time!

Carison, walt. I wes just talking to myselif. IListen - he
just gave ue & real lead. Don't you see?

What kind of lead?! A kl1d with a creweut who plays the.
Qrean Roll?!

But how?! How does he play the Ooean Roll?: Three nickels-
450, 480, 500! That kid must have prasticed! If he's that
good, he must have played in lots of other bars around here.
And 1f he's played he must have won some prizes -~ or been in
some of these har tournaments where they leep & record of
the players' names!

{BEAT. ,THEN) Brother, for a guy who talks to himself - you
get some good ideas...Let's take my car., We can do the

bare faster ‘that way!l

..-..-—-—..-—.-.—-—-._..__
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CARL:

—— i —

-21-
No, nc, The Qoean Rell ain't illegal, mister. Just lookin!'

ror a kid with a nrewcut who rolls 'em high -

— e mm ma—— — et S

He rolled in the 480's but you don't know his name, eh? OK..
Thanké..

(SORE) (MIMICKING) Look, mister -—-all I'm Going is my Job,
trying to protect creeps like you from gebting murdered in

your beds. But with memorlies like you bartenders got you

deserve to be murdered!

e 4am mmm mmm iete Wam wm mm

You, Jack Sutphln, pay no nttention to Detectlve Carlson's
increasing anger with bartenders in senef&l;. You know you've
sot & hot lcad and Booner or later you'll piék up the kid's
tracks...Bu$myeu1rawwaywaheadgbﬂamha$=pQinhw;nmxhg"ﬁn§ﬁw;mxgua
are-a) AN EYTeniab LTy O bhe Mmurden e

1 - ket hy did he.kiil Catherine Shannon?
Would 1t be & letdown - or something just as sordid, Just as

iponic #s her scaprch for exclitement?

e T A L e e mm T w S ams e v

T thig—fremruiepiod,. you follow Detectlive Carlson into

your two hundreth bar..or was it the three hundreth?

— | e g

BAR III:
CARL:
BAR TIII:
CARL:

(PINISHING HIS RECITAL} Black hair? .Crew cub?
(NICE 6UY) Go on...What about him? .

Rolls for prize noney on that Ocean Roll over there?

vYesh, soc what about him?

(IRKED) I'm looking {or him that's what about him. Know him?
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BAR IIT:

CARL:
BAR III:

— A

ALPRED:

NARR:

L IC:

ALFRED:

CARL:

ALFRED:

-t

(PUZZLED) Sure I know him. Won the b&f prize last week. 50
what?

So what?! What's his neme, man?! HLs name?!

(MORE PUZZLED AT CARLSON'S BEHAVIOUR) His name? AlfrTed.
Marvin, lives with his folks around the corner - 1n thaet
brick house. What's the matter? He owe"ydu money or
something? ' '
_STING_HIGH....DOWN UNDER:)

It's & two- rey brick house, & N

lawn... and Detective Carl

Alfp#d Marvin finally o the door, ybu reglize he'd been

leep...s (boo@ (_)‘\“"" E,ﬁ)

{EARLY TWENTIES,TIIIN VOICE "ALMOST BUT NOT Q,UITE A MOMMA'S
BOY ) Faikswaremaway"*"Svrgéﬁﬂjahst have been asleep. What
do you want?

You study him closely BB Detectlve Carlson atke him to come:
plong to headquartors.,.You teke in the weak, almost pgirlish
fece...the blue shirt and Jeans=1ntended to make him look
rough and manly...Is this what Catherinea Shannon threw

her tortured 1ifc away on? What would his gtory bet
\ ACCENTT o S1I0HT FRIDCE T 700E UNDER+)-—

At headguarters, Alfred Marvin - his hands shakina -~ Bticks
£0 his slibl -

I - %0ld you...1 - don't deny I met hgr. i - wanted to
drive her home,- Buf - she wouldn't let me, I stopped &
passing eab and - she went home.

(BITTER) Just like that, eh? She Went home and you went home.
And then you slept like a baby until we knocked on your door!
That's what I s8ld...aes :
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CARL:
ALFRED;

CARL:
JACK:

CARL:

JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:
ALFRED:

JACK:

ALFEXED:
JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:

¢ ALFRED:

23a
(SHOUTS) You're lying in your teeth, You killed her!
I didn't! Don't say that!
(STEPS LCROSS WOODEN FLOOR.,,OUT TO:)
(LoWw) I wish I could ring his neck!
(LOW) That won't do any good...Mind if I ask him a question
or two?
(LOW) No...Go ahead, Jack.
(STEPS OUT 7T0)
(GENTLY} Where are your folks, Alfrod°
out west...M?w£abh6r:gz;:;u;:;::g;urbﬂa_-«konkﬂmvumothen
You come from & pretty good family, don't you?
ves.YOB...I -went to rollege...That is - I didn't finish..
Alfred, look..,I'm a reporter not & cop...l understand how a-
guy can get feeling lonesome Rlone 1n the house. A éuy gets
the jumps, goes oub for a beer...You were with BOme frienda,_
veren't you?
e YER . 4
Three of them, weren'‘t you?
I £-1- U
They all had girle except you, aldn't. they?
vae-YEB. ..

How ocome?

(BEAT.,THEN) T - I don't have anybody repular..

As & mabber of fant, - if,ygu don't mind “agyins this -~
No..géfahe a - //f ///my fﬁ\ |
You look.. your mobhen was/= pretty strlct: about~

om you went with and whom you didn't, wasn't she?

(BEAT. ..THEN) YCB..»
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JACK:
ALFRED:

JAGK:
ALFRED:

JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:

~ ALPRED:

#~

JACK:
ALFRED:
JACK:
ALFRED:

CARL:

ALFRED:
JACK:

ALFRED:

. _
When your friends left with thelr girls, did they go home?

vveNo.. . They ~ went to somebody's_house,'to -drink and dance

some Mmore. ..

Why didn't you go along?

(BEAT,, . THEN LOW) I - sald I'd jJoin them &g soon as - &g
SO0N BB. ..

You picked up & girli?

Yes...

£€erumwpn9y Sc you picked up Catherine Shannon?
Yes...

And you took her 1n your nar?

Yes... , _
(}pﬂﬂﬂﬁwiﬁur and you killed her ard dumped her body in
Jamalca 3&3?

Jemaica Bay? No, that couldn't be becausc - ( SUDDENLY
REALIZES ) What do you mean?

{HARD) How'd you know she wasn't found in Jamaica Bay?!
(HOOKED) Because...because..

Because you knew that wesn't where you dumped her!
(HALF SCREAM) No! That's not true! I - I knew because -
because I read it in the papersl' That's vherel! I read it
in the papers! _

You couldn't havel You told us you were asleep until we woke
you!l '

I.,.no,,.I mean - Please...Let mc think...Please..,.
(GENTLY AGAIﬁ) That's 1t, Alfred...You'a - better tell us
vhet happened...,

(BEAT..THEN VERY LOW, VERY SOPT CRYING,,,HOLD)
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JACK: What - happened, Alfred?

ALFRED: (QUITE LOW) I - I .. ny - mother was - protty Btrict about -
_ girls..When she left on the trip, I - want out with the
fellows...At the bar, when - when they left I - felt =
miscrable because T - was kind of left out...You know?

JACK: Yes, I knovi... .

ALFRED: So I - kind of boasted., I told the guys I'd ﬁick'up &
beautiful dame and méet them liater...They - léughed. The
gaid - if you meet Greta Garbo, bring her - 00, ..(THIS I3
VERY PAINFUL TO HIM) When Catherlne walked in, I - T knew if
1 could bring her they wouldn't laugh...X<:picked her up...
(FADING) Then we got in my ear, I r Aldn't tell her it was

ML e At
my father's...,But when we got agye Agueduct -

...-—.-.—-—.........-—.—..---—.-——o.——...—--—-.-

{ +N1G ND
CATH: (WEARY) Look, Alfred...I - changed mj - mind,..
ALFRED: (ALMOST PETULANT) Aw gee, Catherine. -You nan't -
CATH: Kid, I want %o go home -
ALFRED: (WILD LAUGH UNDER:)
CATH: What's wrong? What are you laughlng about?
ALFRED: You! I - want to go home! That's Jjusb like Greta Garbo!
vou don't know how funny that ls!l |
( DOOR~QPENED--ON-CARAZ: ) e
CATH: Took! T don't like anybody laughiﬁs at me! X'm golng home!
ALEBEBwfng§§L;xb4nnn~epncaa-aamﬂﬁ~nzﬂ7f:) _
ALFRED: (BEGINNING TO BEG) cathieyﬁn;aasﬁ...x*«w"‘frwmvsﬁﬁ“?i..
CATH: 4 BRINg RoMBus
ALFRED: Cathie, please. You - don't understand)
" CATH: Let go of mel
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ALFRED:

CATH:
ALFRED:
CATH:
ALFRED3
CATH:

ALFRED:

{MUSIC; _ _STING HIGH ... CUT)_
ALFHED:

CARLt
JACK:
CARL:

JACK:

26
ABLARE ERDBROWL AT -ALERED )
(BEING HIT AND ALMOST CRYING AT THIS INDIGNITY) —eabirieyr
Jowlre-trrrtine-—me ! Cathie, th.ey re golng to laugh &t me
if I don't show uph The gﬁ'ltihlaﬁgh at mel!l
(SLAPS AS3)
(ALMOST CRYING), Take - me home I gaid! I want to go home -

[ < Lo PV 3
Cathie, rgme..hw-hi-ng-‘]:rf-'ﬁe'b-go.‘

You're nothing but a -kid...(CRYING) Ju t a kid....
For the last tire, u%ep—h&bﬁéng-ma& ;:ttﬂa(-ﬁ et At

A lousy little kid scared of the fellers.,(HITTING HARD
AT HIM) That's all I ended up with... g lousy ]ittle kid
( EINCTUATES-JIHE~EABF-WI DL BLOWS.) Srewel o
 hetee.,
{(TAXE) What are you dolng with that rock?
(ALFRED HITS HER HARD WITH ROCK)

(PAUSE) C Aneritaitn comi Ll
(CRYING) Cathie anw [ OOW‘*’“'

~

TmY) I =J ... didn't mean to

- was guth a hice :;t}-a\g,(ﬂsucha

- a1dn't mean to - (CRIES SOPTLY)™

(FADE LW,

(LOW) Well, thatfs it ,. One of those weird cases -
(LOW) Yeah,...

Pr y won't justwmmrte’ﬂ"‘-
years,.

. .. But you don't know how lucky you are they're not

popping at you all the time.
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CARL:

JACK:

CARL:
JACK:

(Musicy _

CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:

R e e

| ~27-
What ~ do you mean?

T know a thousand women llke Catherine Shannon and 8

thousand kids 1like Alfred - all looking for excitement -

all with the jumps =~ (FADES)
Where you going?

Anywhere,.. I - don't know,, Suddenly I got the jumps....

myself,

_Up TO_CURTAIN)

WA SRR

In just & moment, we'll vead you a telegram from Jack

Sutphin of the Long Island Daily Prees with the final

cutcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCTAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM ;227

CLOSING CCOMMERCIAL

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICIL:

CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

Guard ageinst throat - seratnh! Guard against throat-
seratenh! Guard agalnst throat-seratehi Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoltdng of fine tobaccoos. Smoke a PELL
MELL.,

Yes, smoke PELL MOLL ~ the cigarette whose mildness you

nan measure.

Remember this - the further a pulf of smoke is filtered
through flne tobaccos, the milder i1t bocomos.

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigaretta. 'Moreovér,

after 5 pufis, or 10, or 17 - by anrtval measure - PELL

MELL'S greater lcngth of tradltionally [ine tobaccos

5t111 travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes 1t wmild, '

Thus PELL MELL'S fine mcllow tobancos zlve you a

smoothness, mildness, and satisfection no other ecigarette

offers you,

Ask for the iongcr, finer clgarette in the distingulshed
red package - PELL MELYL FAMOUS CIGARETTES- "Dutstanding!"
And - ghey arc mild]

CATHO1 0122736




L) _29_
CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Jack Sutphin from the

Long Island Daily Press.

SUTPHIN: Tonight's traglc young murderer wWas found gullty of
mansiaushter in the first degree. He was gsentenced to
serve from 7 &nd & half to fifteen years in Sing Sing..
They say all rcporters plan to write the great American
novel. Not me, On this caas I feel I've alrsady lived
my novel..

My sincere appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Sutphin...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
awerd for notable service 1n the field or Journaliﬂm.
Listen again next week, same time, same statlon, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES w11l present another BIG '
STORY...A Big Story from the front pages of the Helena -

Montana Independent by line Al Gaskill. A BIG STORY of

a reporter who drove a kille o the end of his rope --
BT """"'HLH
/ in a convertible,)
’,../

.LMHS IC H W“'” Pl

s e g i — -

CHAPPELL: And remember, cvery week you can 68 the Door With No
Name" on television...brought to you by the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

{music: THEME WIPE & FADE T0_BG_ON CUE)

— g — — e e m— B — ————
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CHAPPELL:

Qusice

CHAPPEL: ¢

30 Rev,

The SIC STONY is produvced by Bernsvd J. Proekier with
»izinal Dusic composed and conduveted by Viedinmlr
Selinsky, Tonight!s nrogranm vas adspted by Abram S.
Ginnes from an actual story fron the pagés of the
Long Isl-nd Daily Press. Yorr narraior was Bob Sloan,
and George Petrie played the part of Jack Sutphin.
In order to protect the naues of wople actually iﬁ-
volved in tonight‘s suthentic BIC STORY, the names of
all characters in the aramatization were changed with
the exception of the reporter, Mr, Sutphin.

This program is heard by members ¢f the Armed Forces
overseas, through the fecilities of the-armea Forces
Radio Service, . '

This is Frnest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CLG'RETTES,

THIS IS WEC...THE NATIONAL BROADC STING COIIPANY,
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. Nug, THE BIG STORY #_228

(v { ) _
10:00-10:30 P.M. AUQUST 8, 1951 WEDNESDAY

HARRICE: PELL-MELL FAMOUS CIQARETTES present...THF BIG BTORY!

— e w wm e wew e e

(CAR UNDER)
JOBNNY: George. ..
GEORGE:  Yeah,
JOHNNY: Step. on 1t, will ya. You're only doin' thirty-five.
GEORGE: That's all I'm goin' to do.
JOHNNY : Are you crazy? We gotta get outs here Yast, out of the
state. Remember? There's a murder rap hangin' over our

heads. For all we Kknow, maybe every cop in Montana's lookin'
for us right now!

GEORGE: So?
JOHNNY : S0 glve 1t the gas, .
GEORGE: No dice., Thirty-five's the 1limit, that's as fast as we're

gonna go, murder rap or no murder rap.
JOHNNY : But why? Why?

GREORGE : This 18 & new car, an' I'm Just breakint it in. You want me

to spoi} B good motor?
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[N ]\p 1

HARRICE:

-2~ #208

THE BIG STORY. Here is America, its pound and it fury, its
Joy and 1ts sorrow, &8 faithfully reported by the men and

women of the great Amerlcan newspapers. (FLAT) Helena,

Montana. From the pages of the Helena Independerit, the story

of a reporter who drove a killer in & ennvertible to the end

of his rope. Tonight, to Al Gaskill, for his Big Story, goes
the PELL MELL AWARD! |

- e —

{ OPENING COMMERCIAL}
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THE BIG STORY
" PROURAM # 228

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPFLL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

Guard against threat-serateh! Guard agailnst throat-seratch!
Guard against throat-secratoch! Enjoj the smooth smooth
smokling of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL MELL.

Yes, emoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose milldness you can
measure, ' |

Puff by puff you're always shead when you smoke PELL MELL.
Remember this -- the fur£her & puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomea. At the first
puff PELL MELL smoke ip filtered further than that of any

other leading cigarette. Horeoﬁer, after 5 puffs, of 10,

or 17 -- by actual mepasure -- PELL MELL'S grester length of

traditionally fine tobhccos Btill travels the smoke further

-- filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

Thug, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos gilve you a Bmoothnegs,

mildness and satipfaction nc other cigerette offers you.

Smoke PELL MELL -- the cigarette whose mildness you can
measure., PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"”

HARRICE: _And -~ they are mild!

.-\1
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HENRY':
GEQRGE:
HENRY:
GEORGE:

HENRY:

GEORGE:
JOHNNY:
GEORGE:
JOHNNY :
GEOQRGE:

b~ - #ee8
INTRO AND UNDER } |

Helena, Montana,..the story as it actually happened..Al
Gasklll's story, 88 he liveg it...

— o el e ™

It'se 8 long way from Philadelphie to Montana. But you, Al
Gaskill of the Helena Independent, made the trip at the ripe
old sge of four, and there you stayed, Grade school, high
school, sports reporter for the old Montana Record Herald, and
finally, into the ¢ity room of the Independent, But enough
of you. This story beginsg early one morning, in'the 1ittle
town of Renova, on the bﬁnks of the Jefferson river Just
north of the Tobacco Root Mountaiﬁs}: it beéine at an
all-night gas station} és tﬁo men.in a flasahy convertible
drive up to the gae pPUMPB. ... '
. ) i~ {CAR UP TO STOP)
Melmiwrs, gents, Fill 'er up?
Yeah., FIill 'er up, Pop.
Regular? Or speclal?
Are you ki1@din'? I got a good car, I want good gas, nothin!
but the best. Put in special,..
Yesslr...
{WE HEAR THE CAP OF THE T&NK TAKEN OFF....GAS LINE
INSERTED, THE PUMP BELL BEGINS TO RING.) .
Wiy, Johnny!
Yeah? ’
Wateh that cigarette of yours!

What d'ya mean?

You're gettin' ashes on the floor,
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JOHNNY :
GEORGE:

JOHNNY ¢
GECRGE:

JOHNNY
GEORGE:
HENRY:
GEORGE:
HENRY:
GECRGE:
JOHNNY :

-GEQRGE:

HENRY:

GECRGE:

HENRY ¢
GEQRGE:
HENRY:
GEOROE:

JOHENNY:
GEORGE;

-5 - #228

S0 what?

30 I don't like ashes on the flcor of my car. An' I

don't lilke 'em on the upholstery, eithef.

George, look. This 1&g Just a car, it ain't a baby...

Okay, okay. 8o I take care of a car.. T 1like it %0 run
right, an' I like it to look right, Elther use the ashtray
of throw that butt away. Get me?

{SULLENLY) A1l right, all right...

Hey, Pop!

(COMES IN} Yes, sir?

¥You wash c¢ers here?

In the daytime, sure.

How about washin’ mine now?

George have you gone nuts? It's two o'clock in the morning.
Besldes, you Just got the cap,...

Shut up, Stupid! (TO HENRY) Well, Pop, how about it?
Don't wash cars at night, Mister. Just pump ges, Pact 1s,
you don't need a wash, looks pretty clean to me.

Not to me. I like a car to shine. Now look, Pop how mueh do

you get for a car wash?
Two dollars,

You waeh this one now.,.I'l1 glve you flive,

(HESITATES A MOMENT) I guess I can't say "no" to that.
Okay, Pop, you got yourself a Jeb. Go to work. (TO JOHNNY)
Johnny....’

(DISGUSTED) Yeah?® _

let's go into the station an' wait..out of the cold!
BRIDGE ) '
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6= #228
(DOOR OPEN AND CLOSE)

HENRY: {cOMING IN} Your car's done, Mister.

GEORGE: vesh. You did a nice job, Pop. Loock through the window,
Johnny. Look at that convertible shine now. '

JOHRNY: { NERVOUS} Yeh, yeh; she looks great, But let's get goin'
new, huh? |

GEOQORGE: Qkay. How much do I owe you, FPep?

HENRY: Well, that's five for the car wash, an' let's see four
thirty-five for the EaAB....

GEQRGE: Can you change a twenty?

HENRY: I think 80... ' _

(CLANG OF CASH REGISTER. DRAWEB SLIDES OPEN...)

HENRY : Let's see now,.nine thipty—fiﬁe_qum twenty..s

GEORGE; {SUDDENLY COLD} Nefer'mind,'“PBP- -

HENRY: Huh? Never mind what? o

GEORGCE: Kever mind the change. We're takin' evefyth;n' in that
reglster,

HENRY: wait a winute. You've got a gun. This 1lsB,,.

GEORGE: Yeah, Pop. You've a bright boy. This iz a& holdup. Get
those haﬁds up an' keep you mouth shut. Johnny!

JOHBNNY: Yeah?

GOERGE: Clean out that reglster an"make'it fast.

JOHNNY: Right.

HEKRY 3 Listen, Mister. I worked hard for that money, I got bllls
Yo pay off..

GEORGE: Shut up, Pop.

HENRY: (R G INDIG ) I wo ard, mi own buginess, then

coup f derned lums like~Tou come ong an',..
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GEORGE:
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JOHNNY 1

GEOHGE:

-7 #228
You got a1l the dough, Johnny?
Yeah, yeah...
Okay, let's get ....(CUTS SUDDENLY) No, Pop! Don't do it!
{SHEOT. . .GROAN} '
Try to pull a gun oh ne, huh?
(SHOT AGAIN)
{CRASH OF BODY)
{A SHORT PAUSE)
{SHAKING)} (George, You,.you've kililed him.
Yeah.,..
(SHAXING) Why'd you do it, why'd ycu do it
Be pulled a gun on me, didn't he? It was either him or me,
{SHAKING] 0George, listen, this 1a different. This 18 &
murder rap, theyt!ll hang us if they catch us, i—étdnﬁi-..
»ﬂ&gu:g_pn-xhda,_all_I-#&euaadmwaamhotdin*“tu?“gﬁy*ﬂpT“r
10 t-Pigure-that=you*a. , . .(CUTS, TERRIFIED) 00096 oiiiive
Juu»am—gUﬂuEﬂhn‘ﬂhat'urrﬂnr1gmwgzg:iz_hufa |
Det—ifheb—te-yor-titinkwesremgonna-go, Stupid? Come on,
let's get gaoint'!
You, Al Gaskill of the Helena INdependent, are at the night
deak. And about dawn, a call comes in from a hospital at
Boulder, thirty miles south, The owner of an all-night gah
station at Renovs, aﬁ 0ld man named Henry Bennett has been
shot down 1in & holdup, is near Jdeath, You get going Ifast,
znd a littie later, you're standing in the hoepital room with
Sheriff E3 Fraser of Jefferson County, and watching the
dying man...

~FATRI URORN~URUEN, HEAVY BREATHING )
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HENRY:
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HENRY s
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{Low) How'd it happen, Ed?
A motorist found him on the floor, two bullets in him, cash
reglster yifled. The holdup man or men left him on the floor,
figured he was dead..

A ATNT URCENT
Has he... iz Tthere & chance...
Ne, Itts just s matter of moments now,

(GROAN UP) TSUDERT™
FEd -- look I think he's conBeious now.
{A PAUSE) Mr, Bennett! Mr, Bennett, 115tenl This 1s the
Sheriff..,Sheriff Fraser. Can you hear ne, Bennett?
Can you hear me?
(LoW, WEAK) I hear,,.you...
Who 413 it, Bennett? |
Two men. Filled tank...washed car...and then ...
what kind of car? | .
Convertible..brand,,.new. Came frdm north,,.on highway. New
ear...8aw mileage gage.,.only aixty-fivé thiles...
Bennett, listen. What color was the car, what make?
It was...1lt was...{SIGHS AND DIES) . |
Bennett! Bennett, liSt%EJE? MEyas |
{QUIETLY) 1It's no use, M@, It's all over. He's gone.
UP AND UNDER) 8

_______ Kl

Back to the Sheriff's office, and Pe-Rrpsewwsends out a

general alapm. But he doesn't have much hope for 1t. As
he puts 1t..

Two men in a convertible, Al, That's @ll we know, and it's

nothing to go on,
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Montana's full of convertibles.
Yeah., All colors, all makes, Bennett was held up around
two ayem, it's elx now. 'That:murder car could well be cut of

the gtate by this %ime, in Idaho, Wyomln maybe, If Bennett
:Yu‘ ne s ’C%g"y g, ¥

could have given uq«aomething definlte, Seomebhbnfupii-tbal it
before he dled.

Yesh. It would have been 8 big help to know.;{CUTS) Ed..
walt a minute!

Yeah?

He ‘414 give us something dafinite,

What do you mean?

Look, he said the car was new, that it had only gone about
sixty-five miles. He saw it on the sﬁeedometer geuge. Righte
Right, .

Okay. The car was soming from the north, He told us that,
too,

Yea, he did., Bubt what,.

Don't you see it,-#¥7 These two holdl.ip men must have bought
a new car. Now, what city 1s about sixty or sixty-five miles
north of Renzova?

Why..why, Hellens.

Right. We check the car dealefa, find out who s80ld & brand
new convertible yesbterday. o ' .
You've got 1t, Al! Greb your hat and let's go!
UP_AND_UNDER
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WILSON:
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WILSON:

Fb:
WILSON:
AL:

ED:
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WILSON:

ED:
WILSON:

~10- ' #228
The pollce run a fast check of car dealers, not cnly in
Helena, but in Butte, Anacpnda, Deer Lodge, and Townsend &s
well, The dealers have Bold a number of convertibles of &ll
makes the day before, and the next Job 1s to trace down the
owners., All of them are home, and accounted for. But
finally, a Buick dealer named Wilson, in Helena...
Yes sir, T scld a new Bulck convertible, & black job, to a
man named Morgan, Sheriff. George Morgan.
And you say there was another man with him, Wilson?
There wag, Mr. Gasklll, _
But you don't know thip other msn's neme.
No., Al1l I know they were 8o anrious to buy, they wouldn't
even walt for delivery today. Sold 1t to them about ten
otelock 188t night. Sald they wanted it for a trip south.
South, eh? - S |
Yes, sir. That's what they said, Sherdff.
Hmmm. Could be, Ed.
Yeah, It could., (TO DRALER} Wilsen... You have & copy of
the reglstration on the bill of sale...licnese number, motor
numbher, so forth.
Sure have,..

(DRAWER OPENS)} :
Git 1t right here in the drawer. And funny thing about this
man, Morgan, Sheriff.... ' o
Yeah, Whag?
He was crazy about that convertible. Couldn't take his eyes

off it, couldn't keep from touching 1t. You'd think it was

s new baby, not Just an automobile!
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' NARH: Now, the wheels begin to move, The license number of the
convertible, make and oclor are radiced to local and state

police throughout the entlre Northwest. And the next.day,

far to the south, on a'highway...

QECRUE. i Aaaah!

or &

(CAR UNDER)

U have & couns

JOHNNY:

GEORGE:

JOHNNYEﬁ“iﬁ%at are we crawlin' along for, at thirty-five an hour? Vhy
don't you step on 1t?

GEORCE: You want me to ruin the care?

JOHNNY:  (STARES) What?

GEORGE: This Job 1is new, remember? I wanna break her in right.

JOHNNY: Are you nutB? Goewpmwe-uUI ewwmresswssy: Yo killed & man,
maybe they've found cut about it, maybe they're after us now.
We got a murder rap hangln' over us, and you're nursing

a new car. We oughta to be hitting sixty now, heading for

Mexico.,..,

GEORGE: Aaaah, pipe down!

JOHNNY : But I'm tellin’® you...

GEORGE: {INTERRUPTS} And I'm tellin' you, we've got nothin' %o WOorry
about. Nobody saw us pull off this Job, Nobodypuitodmbolo
thatmg S TR Lon Tl ot hom et Ty W 6w ST ™ THE " TET T~ T

B
tedd~YE whlre in.bire oleRmmieaTENLL gob. A LhLinE-Lo-Werny
about, .

JOHNNY 3 But you don't know for usre, George, Maybe we slipped up

somewhere, Maybe We.iaees
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' GEORGE: Assah, stop beatin’ your gums, an' relax. I tell ya we're
okay. We're way down in Idaho now, and pretty soon we'll be
in...
JOHNNY ¢ George!
GEORGE:  Yeah? :
JOHNNY: (JITTERY) There's some kind of roadblock on the hlghway
up shead.
GEORGE: So what?
JOHNNY! Itts state trcopers. Maybe they're lockin' for us.
GEORGE: You're crazy. They can't be lookin' for us. Why would they
be lookin' for us way down here?
JORNNY : I dunno, I dunno. But Géorge, what are we gonng do?
GEORGE: Do? We're gonna_stop,'néturally. You don't think.I'm gonna _
try and drive thia'niééfﬁéﬁ'Jbb thrcngh those barriers, do
you? Especially when they're not lookin' for us, anyway....
JOHNNY : George, we're gettin! éioée.
GEORGE: Okay. You just keep your mouth shut, Stupld, an' let me do
the talkin'....
(WHISTLE UP AHFAD)
{CAR SHOWS 'TO STOP, MOTOR IDLES UNDER:)
{STEPS ON HIGHWAY COMING UP)
TROQPER: This your car?
GEORGE: Why, veah, Officer. That's right. What seems to be the
trouble? |
TROOPER: Your license plates...and the make of your car.
GEORGE:. Huh? I doﬁ:t get you. What 1s this, Trooper, some kind of
Joke?
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TROOPER: You may think so, Buddy. I don't,

GFORGE: What do you mean? _

TROOPER: The Sheriff up in Jefferson County, Montana, wants to see you.
GEORGE: (A BEAT) Yeah? What zbout? ' '

TROOPER: Murder, Mister. Murder!

T e — o e e e e e et ™ e e

B a1

(MIDDLE COMMERGIAL)
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THE BI16 STORY -1l : #e28
. PROGRAM # 228

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CROUFP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard sgainst throat-scratch! Guard against throat-scrateh!

Guard agasint throat-seratch! Enjoy the smooth smcoth

smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL MELL.

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

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,

At the first puff FELL MELYL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after 5 puffs
puffs, or 10, or 17 -- by actual measure -- FELL MELﬁ'S
greater length of traditlonally fine tobaccos stlll travels

the smoke further -- filters the smoke and makes it mlld,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a'smbothness,
mildness and patisfactlion no other cigarettg offers you.
Guard agalnst throat-scrateh!

Enjoy the smooth smeking of_rine tobRccos.

Smoke PELL MELL -~ the cigarette whose mlldness you can

measure -- PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -- ‘"Outstanding!"
And -- they are mild!
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el R T At S Ky e b

Thie is Cy Harrice returning you %to your narrator, and
tho Big Story of AL Daskill, as he lived it, and -

wrote 1it, '

The two men, George Morgan and Johnny Kearns, aro
brought back by train from Idaho to Boulder/gggtgggd

on susplcion of murder; But it is ono thing to bripg
up a chargeo, anhd another to make it stick. ~And you,

Al Gaskill of thoe Helona Indepondont, are with Shopifr
Ed Praser ss ho grills tho. twd men, houf afteor hcuruée’
But thoy dony everything. st "V"‘f‘%ﬂ- M‘U‘*‘\ﬁ"""
(LAUGHS) Now look, Why don't you two guys stop
mockint &ourselvas out., ¥You mow you haven't got a
thing on me, or Johnny, either. It could have béon any
two guys in any new onnvertible from anywhere, You
como up bafore & jury on tha evidonog youlre holdin!

me on, an' you know whattll happen?

(QUIETLY) What!ll happen, Morgan?

Why, they'll pin back your sars, .. ant thpow you oot,
And you lmow 1t)

Maybe. £&nd maybe not. What abtout the money you had
on you vhen they picked you up, Morgan?

Woll, wWhat about 1%%

It was stained with oll and groasc.

507

3o we lmow 1t was stolen money, Honry Bennett's
maney. It showed handling by a man, whb ran & fiilling

station, who did work around ocars.
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GEORGE:
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ED:
AL

ED:

- 16 - _
{LAUGHS) You voys are coming in from left fleld, Sure,
I got oil and grease on my moﬁey. Y'see, thoro wos
something wrong with tho ignition, one of those bucs
you find in now cars, I stopped on the road and rixed
1t myself, got my hands dirty, noturally. (A BEAT,
AND GRIN) Doos that oxplain avupything,noﬁ, Shoriff?
(GRIMLY) All 1% doos, Morgan, is convinco mo more
and more that you hold up Bonneott and Bhot h1m d.ovn.
Then why dontt you prove 1t, Sherifrfe Find the gun,
Got yoursolf a witnoes. Go ahoad. Sce how far this
ovideneo gots you in court, And that reminds mo, I
wanna sco my lawyer. Yeutve boon holdin'! me undor
sugpiclon, on somo phony mardor rap yoﬁ cén'f provb.
I'm a cltizen, an' I know my rights,
Youtll got your fighfs, Morgan.‘ Noﬁ; stép outslde,
Wetll call you later,-
(LAUGHS) Okay, Shoriff. [FhDING] G31ad to be of
help, any time, any timo.... '

(DOOR CLOSE)

(8IGHS) Woll, Al, That!s that, Hots got us ovor a
barrol, and he knouws 1%,
I3, wait a mlnuto.
Yeah? _
Morgan's convertible is still down in Idaho, isn!t it?
Thatfy right. We impounded 1t thoro, brought both

Morgan and Kearns back by traln. Why?
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J OHMITY:

JOHNNY:

J CHNNY:

ED:

Al

ED:

ALs

JOHNIY

-

ALz

JOHNNY:

- 1'?' -
(THOUGHTFUILY) It!'s just a chanco, B4, just
chance, But supposc you wire the authorities down
thore, aak them to check:ono thing,
Yos? VWhat? '
The amount of gas laft in the tank of that convortiLle!
UP AND UNDER) _

Ed Frasor sonds the wire. And a 4et®PH wire comos
back, .., with somo very intorosting information, And
this time, Fraser and yourself worlk on Johnny Xoarns,..
{RISING) Why don't you lot me alone, Shoriff? Why
40 you keep houndin! me liko this? I teoll you, Geoorgo
an! mo had nothing! to do with killin'! Bonhott,
(QUIETLY} You say you never even stopped to £ill your
tank at Bennottls gas station, That right, Koarns?
That!s right,
Youlre lylng!
I told ya, sce? I donlt care vhat you say, we noever
etoppod there!
Al,
Yoah, E&?
Show him tho wire wo got from ssuthorn Idaho,
Take a look, Xeamne,

(CRACKLE OF PAPER)
Whatls this? I dontt got 15._
Tho authorities at Ameriéan Falls,Idaho, checked the
amount of gas loft in the convortible, Kearns, Thoy
subtracted tho amount from what n rull tank would held,.

¥hat does that prove?
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Tho differonce in gallons addod up to almost tho

oxact mileage betweon Hondova and Amerlcan Falls,

It provos that you must havo fillcd your tank at

Rendova,  And Honry Bennott:had tho only all-night

gas station there....

(GRIMLY) 4And this is a fact of ovidonoo, Koarns,

Ihis is something ve can take into court. And
advico to you now, is fall, o

(SHAKILY) I told you, I got nothin! to say.
care about that gas bank stdff; we didnt't kill

nnbody, I got nothin' {o say,

Koarns, listen, Hounzzzﬁu!t:==ﬂ!ﬁv-ané you! vo

my

I dontg

got

yoursolf In a pretty bad jam, Wo can prove who

murderod Bonneott, but it may tako aome timc.

Ir Wwo

pProve 1t youtll hang, Youlll pot to tha gallows

and swing, Ybu want that to hapnon?

(HYSTERICALLY) WMo, no{ I dontt want to hang, ¢4 4
A1l right, If you talk, if you turn state’s ovidonco,

you may got a break, You may go a long prison

scntonco, maybo 1ife, : But thatls a little difforont

than swinging cn thc ond of 3 repo. Donlt bo & fool,

Koarns, Goorge Morgan was .the loador in this, not you,

If youlre evor pgoing to taik, now's the timo}
(A PAUSE, THEN DULLY) ALl right, #i-righe,
talk, I!'1l talk 506? (BREAKS) Protefecromrst .
eIy, I donlt wanna han[,I

e e e s e T e S
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AL:
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He talks, And as a result, GooIrge Morgan 1s sentoncod
to the gallows, whilo Johnny Konrns oscapos tho ropo,
and is sent up for life at Dser Lodge state
ponitentlary., And then,.tWO weoks Defore Morgan l1s
scheduled to die, you visit him at the modest stone
jall at Boulder,... '

Wnat do you want, Gaskill% Haven't you done.enough
already. You gotv your story, what‘else do you want?

I just dropped in to see if there wag anything I could
do, Morgen, . .

(A BEAT) You came all the way down from Helena just
to see 1f....(HE STOPS)

Thatts right, _

(A PAUSE} Funny. I didntt figure you that vay, Gaskill,
You tried so hard to get ne in hére, and now, wvell,
what do you know, qhaﬁnﬂafguwriunn!h Y¥oulre serlous
about this, huh? ' |

I wouldn't be here, 1P I wasnlt,

Tell you smomething,

Yes? |

You can do me a favor on the outside.

What 1= 1t? |

I'4d appreciate 1t 1f yould sell that convertible of
mine,” and send the money to me. .

All right, Mcrgan., But I'm curlous about cne thing.
Yeah? '

Vhat good is the money going t¢ do you in hero,,..and
vhero youlre golng? '
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(WITH SINCERITY) Well, it's this uay. Some of the
guys 1n this crib are gettinliout soon, They'll need
a 1ittle dough. (HE LAUGHS) Like you said, it aintt
gonna 4o me any good where I'm seint, But maybe they
can use 1t to get a fresh sfart. {A BRAT} Well?

How about it, Gaskill? o

A1l right, Morgan, If1l take:care of 1t for you,
Thanks...thanks & lot. You kmow, 1i's funny what

& puy thinks of, sittin! here, vaiting to swing. A
guy thinks of the best things he ever red in life, tho
things he onjoyed, Some think of a house they owned,
their kids, a woman mayﬁa. But mo, all.I can think of
is a good car.

{STARES) & car? o _

Thatts 1t, Not just any car. HNHot a sodan, not a
coupt. But a convertible, Gaskill. A nice, nbw,
shiny convertible, OCimme. 2 brand;new job 1llke that,
with a full tank, and a sweot motor, and the open
road, and {DITTERLY} Well, what!s the use? - Whatls

the usc of dreaming?

et v— o em e mar g

You, Al Gaekill, seoll the cav, gcend him the money and
write thoe story. And you think, this is it, this is
the ond, the end of your Big Story. And you nevér
dream that it ien't the end, that:tho story is nevor
finished t1ll the last paragraph is written, that.you
never print an obituary tili a man_is dead. On the

eigth night before the executlon...
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(FHONE RING) (RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
Gaskill, Infopendent.
(FILTER) Al, B4 Fraser, down in Boulder.
Yes, Ed? |
If youlre standing up. .81t downl
What do you mean? _
George Morgan just broke put of jmill
UP AND UNDER)
Now you know why Qoorge Morgah wanted to eell nhie car,
why.he nesded the money, You burn the road to
Boulder., And ag you de, on & highway not far from
the jall, a salesman namod Oraip gpobs into his car.
{(SLAIl OF CAR DOOR). _ .
{ MOTOR B’I‘ARTS AUTO UP, GEARS -SI:IIFT. ..cA_LR ROLLS)
(cOLD, HARD) ALl right, Buddy{\ Look straight ahead,
thaough-ﬁheﬂvtnﬂuh&ai& don't turn backr seé.d I got)

-w- e

‘\ a knife right betweoen your shoulders. “You make ono

S

_________ i e gt e AT

phony mova, ant I'1l let you havo it}

Wait a minute, HOW..,.?

Just hid on the floor here in the back, Stupld.
{LAUGHS) You never even saw me.

Who. ..who arc you?

The nametls Morgan...George Morzan. Maybe you read

ebout me in the papors, Anyvay, I'm in a hurry, an'

Itm gonna need your car. .y
Ny I e

Wait a minute, You can't,.,.a}:i LL¥U“£”k
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GEORGE! (HARD) Canlt I? Tuxn Into that side road. (A PAUSE)
(THEN ANGRILY) Turn into that side road, punk, boforo
I give you thils knife yipht Up_ta the handlol
(MUSICi __ .. _ BRIDGE) _ o
H - Morgan mado fools out of us,/Al, Carved a key %o tho
cell door out of a wooden spoon, Ran upstairs, slugged

a guard, punched a hole In tho_skylight and mado his

gotaway.
ALY And no trate of him yet?
Dt N2 trace, ¥Yetve got men fanning thrqugh the mountalns,

we!re vatcohing the highways.....
(PILONE RING)
ED: Oh, Hold it & second...
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK) S
ED3 Sheriff Frasor, Yes?. Whatl. Vhat! I see, ,Okay,
Tom alert the Btété" policé right avay, loaai police in
gvery town. Aand got the owner in to soe me right avay.
(RECEIVER ON HOCK)
ALy What 1ls 1t, Eat _
ED1 Morgan just stole a car on tho rocd to Elk Pork. H1d

in tho back seat, throw the owner out,

ALy Ed, one quuastlon.

EDg Yoah?

AL Did he steal a convortiblo?
ED: Naturally.

(MUSIC) _ . . _UR AND UMDER)_
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After that, George Mprgan disapnears, wilithout a traco,
The weoks pass Into monthe; the months inte a year.
The chaso dies down, and Morgan starts:té become a
momory. Eut not te you, Al Gaskill, You never

give up hope. Youlve got ono thing to.go on, ono
hunich. And you tell Ed Fraser about 1t.....

Ed, Margan stole a convortiblo. As far ss we know,
hel's =still got 1t,

807

The carls a ar old, golng on two. And wherever he is,
Mﬁrganfs‘égiggé;b try and soll it, or trade it in for

a nevw Car,

You think so?

I know so, MOrgan's like an addict, Ed, The car he
stole hag & Montana regiatfaticn. Some day hels golng
to trade 1t in, and some day, the applicat;on will comé
through the Bureau of Motor Vehicles in—thorifiver—sf
SRS Or ot RSl LG

Al,'ynuire CTazy. Eﬁen assuming wou've got an angle
here, 1t might be yﬁars..{

Tt might. Bubt then, I've got plenty of time. Yaerkwemtr

Tt ST

—

You'v? £ot plenty of time,..and nlenty of friends iIn
the office whers fthe motof veh;cle reglstration _
records are kept, You brief theri to be on the leookout,”
drop in periodically, hoping agéinst hope. The months
pass, anothor year., And %then, one of the clerks In the

offlce calls you down.
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Al, here It is...take & look at this car title,...
(ALERT) This is it, Bill. Who applied for this
nev reglstration?
A man named Doyle,..Pete Doyle. Just released Ifrom
Missouri State Prison at Jefferson City. Itve got
his letter, here. Hels 1iving in St, Louis at the
moment, and herefs his adAadress..
(A BEAT) St. Louis, Bill,ceee
Yeah?
vou wouldn't happen to have a plane schedule here,

would you?

Wait a minuta, Caskill. You flew all the way down
here from Montana just to £ell me I'm buyln' a hot
car? '

Thatts righ%, Doyle. For that, and for other reasons.
Look, Get this stralght, If itts hot, i want no .
part of 1t. I just atd time, I've had enocugh, I
dontt wanna get mixed up in any more monkey-buginess.
The guy that sold this car to me gave me aprics, he
told me it was & legit doal.

Who sold the car to you, Doyle?

A con. My cellmate at Jofferson City, He's still
doint time there, flve years, [T tryin! to crack a
warsﬁouse. Said he had no use for the jalopy he!d
goll 1t off cheap. And noy I find the rat vas
sellin' me a hot job.

What was this coh's name, Doyle?
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NARR:

NARR:

Al
GEORGE:
ALt

(MysIC: _ .

CHAPPELL:

- P8 .

McOann. Leo McCann.

You hire a car, arivo west to Jefferson City, up to
the Missouri State Penitentlary, talk to the warden.
Now the excltement grows upon jyou, this may be -tho ond
of the long trall, the thousands of motor vehicle
registrations, the months and years of search...

(ECKOING OF FOOTSTEPS DUVI' PRISON CORRIDOR, .. )
You walk ¢oun the prison corrldor, escorsed by tho
yarden, until you come to the cell of the man who
calls himself Leo McCann.,.

{ FOOTSTEPS STOP)
And then,...

{A BEAT)
(QUIETLY) Hello, Morgan,
{STARTLED) What tho, ... (CUTS) -Gowekbdrn Al Gaskilll
Thatls right, Morgan, If I haa nown youtd boeen plcked
up on another job, I could have saved myself a lot of
gricf, But now you're going baclk to Montana to kKoop
a date with a ropo. And wo won't Do golng in a

convoertitlo,

In just a moment, welll read you a tolegram from Al
caskill of the Helena Montana Indcpondent with the
final outcome of tonlght!c BIG ZTORY,

{CLOSING COMAERCIAL)
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- 26 -

CLOSING (OMMERCIALS

GROUP ¢

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPEL!

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

guard agoinst throat-scratenl Guard against

:throat-scratchl Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy

the pmooth smooth smoking of fino tobaccos., Bmoko &
PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarotte whose mildness you
can Measure.

Remembor this - the further & puff of smoi.o 3s [ ilterod
through finc tobaceos, tho milder 1t bocomes.

At tho fipst puff PRELL MELL smokc 1s filtered furthor
then that of any other leading cigarotte. Morceovolr,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by pokual measure -

PELL MELLS . greater length of traditionally fine
topaccos still travalg.the smoke further - filters

the smoke and makes it mild.

Thus PELL MELL!'s fine mellow tobaccos glve you a
smopthnossg, mlldnesg and satisfactlon no other
cigéretto of fors you.

Ask for tho longer, finor cigarottc in the

distinguished rod package - PELL MELL PFAMOUS CIGARETTES

"outstandingl
And. - they gre mildj
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s e e Ay '

CH’PPLELL:

G.SKIL:

CHAPPELL:

k&ifvh;bg .

anT

Now we read you that telegram from Al Gaskill of the
Helene Montana Indoependent.

XTLLER IH TOJNIGHT'S BIG STORY 1°$ TAKIH BACK TO
BOULDER, AMD PLACED UFDER DOUBLE GUARD, THE

GOVEFNOR OF ONTAMA REFUSES TO GRAM RUPRIEVE, THE
KILLER WENT TO THE GALLOVS, TWO YEARS NFTER HIS CRIME,
MANY THANKS FOR TONMIGHT!S PELL MELL XUARD,

Thank you; Mr, Gaskill......the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS‘CIGARETTES are proud to praéent you the PELL
MELL $500 award for notable service in the field of

Journalism, ;Lisbten again ncxt uéek, sare time, same

“station, when PELL MELL FAMOUS CIG.RETTES will presont

another BIG STORY......A Blg Story from tho front
pages of the Jackson, Hississippi, Daily News by line
Edvard L. Blake, A BIG STORY of -& roporter who set

out to reconstrust a famil&'s life and found only saee
dsathl

R A R I i =Fy gy T

And remember, every week vyou can seo "The Door With
No Name" on tolevision.,s....breught to.you by the

makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

P o R
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY is, produced by Bornerd J. Prockter with
original music composed ond eonducted by Vicdimlr
Sclinsky. Tonight's progrom vas rdapted by Max Ehriich
from an actual story from the peges of the Helena,
Nontana; Independenffc. Your nerrator was Bob Slonn; and
Bill Quinn played tho part of Al_Gaskili. In order to
proteet the nemes of poople actuﬁlly involved in
tonight's suthentic BIG STORY, the names of ail
characters in the dromatization vere chénged with the
oxception of the reporter, Hr;fGaskili.

(USIC: _ _ _THEMS_UR FULL_AND_FiDE FOR)_ | |

CHAPPELL: This is Zrnest Cheppell speoking foi thc'mqkors of
PELL MELL F.MOUS CTGARETTES . (P.USE)
Lost year; one hundrod and seventy thousand forest f{ires
were causcd by cerclcossness -.by.picnickcrs; huntcrs;
fisherman. These mon~made {ires destroyed nearly thirty-
million serces of timbor - timber vitalldy nceded for do-
fense =nd housing. “honover you're in or near o forost;
follow these threo simplo ruloss Crnsh out fthot clgorotto
corwletely. Breook matches in tuo siter using. Malo suro
that camp fire 1s reoplly out, Romember - only you can

prevent forest fires!

THIS IS:NBC, THE NATIOHALL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

ATHO1 0172767




NARRATOR
DOROTHY
LUCY
HEYWARD
HECFERSON
ED

BIGLY
JEE3UP
CALVIN

) AS tBF?()ﬁaL}{:f;E;?"

THE BIG STORY .
PRO 229

BOB SLOANE

. EVEIXN SIEBOLD

- KLTHITEN NIDAY
BRUCE -GORDON
BILL SMITH
BTLL LIPTON
COURT BENSON
COURT BENSON
SCOTT TENNYSON

ATHKO1 0172768




=
o2}

|

G THE BIG STORY #229

) o
{ :00 = 30130 M AUGUST 15, 1951 - WEDNESDAY

(Edward L. Blake: The Jackson (Miss.) Paily Naws)
CHAPFELL: PEILL MEILL rAMOQUS CIGARETTES present., . THE BIG STORY!

(MUSIG:_ _ BANPARE, FSTABLISH SOMBRE MOOD, CUD TOeses)

OPENING OF DOOR, THEN:)
HEYWARD!: Lre you Mr. Oakley Hickurson?
HICKERSON: (LATE 50's, DEEP, RELIGIOUS VOIGE) Yes, doctor. This
" i my daughter -- Mrs. Dorothy Allen )
DOROTHY: (A FRIGHTENED, PIMID WOMAN IN HER LARIK 30'3} Doctor,
how is Ella Mae? How is she?
HEYWARD! I'm not the docter. Mrs. Allen, teil me -= you lost
another éaughter four months ago of the same thing --
sleeping sickneﬂs”;:dg}si;%goﬂ"r“;,m. e .
TOROTHY:  (HALF CHYINdrqula Mbe s deadly Father, Ella Mae's dead!
HEYWARD: She's not dead -- not yet, Mrs.“ﬁ?ién.h But 110 like you
both to come down to police headquarters.
HICKERSOW: Police? |
HEYWARD: The hospital Jjust found enough srsenic of lead in her to
almost kill her.
HICKERSON: Oh Lord, Lord...who would do a_thingilike that?
(MUSIC: HITS, AND_UNDER_FORseasl .

.._...._._-..-._—.—.-—._-.-..-_




-2 -

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here 18 Amerioa, its sound and ite fury,

its joy and 1tz Borrow as faithfully rebor.t,ed by the

wen and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE,
GOLD, FLAT) Jackson, Mississippi. From the pages of tho
Jackson Daily News, the story of a reporter vho set .out; to |

reconstruct & famlily'e life and found only death. {“ fan 1*'1??:35;{&/

. ' i ¥
Tonlght, to Edward L. Blake of the Jackson Dally News,4 goes
the PELL MELL Avard -Sopshit=higShory.

{ OPENING GOMMERCIAL)

RTHO1 Q172770




“Dp
THE BIG STORY '
PROGRAM #2209

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard sgainst throat-scratchl Guard against
throat-seratch! Guard agaiﬁst throat-scratoh! Enjoy
the smogth smooth smcklng of fine ﬁbbaccoaQ Smoka.a
PELL MELL. _

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the éigarette whose mildness you

can measure.

HARRICE : Puff by puff you're mlvays éhead'when you smoks PELL
MEIL. '
CHAFPELL: Remember this - the further a puff of smoke le filtered

through fine tobaccos, the milder Lt becomes. AL
the first purf PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
_that of any other leading cigarette. 'Moreovar, after 5 -

puffs, or 10, or 17 =~ b ggﬁggl gggggggl- PELL MELL'S
greeter length of trad¢itionally fine tobaocos stlll
travels the smoke further - filters the ewoke apnd wakes
1t mild. |

HARRICE: Thue, PEIL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and sgtlsfection no other clgarette

cffers you.
CHAFFELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the cigaretts whose mildness you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding"}
HARRICE : £nd - they_are mild! '
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CHAPPELL:

SMUSIC .

-3 - .
Jackson, Misslssippl. The story as it actually happened
-- Edward L. Bleke's story as he lived it.

The heat shimmers over the bidewalks of Jackson,’
Misgissippi. 4e &ou, Edward L. Blake, reporter for the
Jackson Dally News wake yoﬁr way slovwly toward
Gallatin Street, You're six feet, four inches tall
and the héat hes slowed all of you down to & casuzl
pace. And so far, there's nothing in the story you're
on to eicite you or make you movo any faster. Just

& routine Ltewm in the moruing'a?péper to the effect
that the pdlice_had been questipning theo grandﬁﬁther
and the mother of a 1littls girl named Elle Mag4 because
the hospltal had found drsenic 5f lead in her.
Probvably an accidnet....you've decided thﬁt an
interview with the mother of the little girl might

make a good huasn interest story.

ED:
DOROTHY 3

ED:
DOROTHY :
ED:
DOROTHY :

QUT, mo..i! .

~ (RAP ON DOOR, HOLD, RAP REPEATED, DOOR OPENED)
You Mrs., Allen? B
(TENSE) Yes. If -~ if you'll just step imside -~ IT1l
be ready -- to go with you,
Go with me? =i=wmgbseds -- Go Where? _
To the jail-house -« I'm ready tp_go to the Jjail-house.
You'vs got me wrong, Mrs. Allen. I'm from the paper,

(BEAT} Not -- not from the -- police?
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ED:

DOROTHY :

ED:

DOROTHY ¢

ED:

DOROTHY :

ED:

DOROTHY

DOROTHY 3
ED:

DOROTHY :

—4.'
No, I just came by to talk with you & little aboutb
Ella Mee.
(STARTS TO WEEP, VERY LOW)}

Gee, I dldn't mean to upset you, Mrs. Allen.,

- (DESPERATELY) Why won't they:arreat we? Why ocanlt they

see that I want to be put in jail?

I -- I don't understand, Mrs. Allen, vhy should they?
Because I want them to arresi me ?- 1 want_to be in the
jeil-house!

(HESITANTIY) You're not sayiﬁg -~ you gon't mean =~ you
had something to do with - |

Mister, she's dying! The other onels deadl You'fe

a rsporter -- ﬁql} them to ﬁut me 40 jail, mistex}
"(ALMOST HYSTERIqAﬁ) Mister, tell pﬁeﬁ to put me

in jail. | '

I'11 8o the best I can, Ms, ﬁllen.' VWhers'ts your

fether now -- Mr. Hickerson?

(BEAT ) He's with Ella Mae.

At the hospltal?

Ho's been there 8ll day and all night.
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HICKERSON:

ED:

EICKERSON:
ED:
HICKERSON:
ED:
HIOKESSOﬁa
ED:
HICKER3ON:

ED:
HICKERSON:

- 5 -
I'm a weery man, sir, I've been reading the Bible to
that poor child night and day.
Mr. Hickerson, thig may sound 1ike a terrible question
to you, but was it Jjust an accident that the peilson
was in Ella Mael's cough syrup or do you think --
(WEARILY) I'u & troubled man, Mr. Blaks. I don't koow
vhat to think.
Would you know of anyone who had reason to do e thing
like that?
A fleund, only a fiend would do that to a ochild! Why
would anyone want to do a thing like that?
{ BEAT) Sometimes for Insurance, Mr. Hickerson. Were
the children iosured?
You're a young man for such & terrible thought, Mr.
Blake.
I'm afraid in oy business we have to ask all sorts of
questions.
Yes, they were both insured.
funeral expenses. Things 1like that.
Who were they wmade out to?
(BEAT) To wmy daughter. (SUDDEN AND DESPERATE) Mister,
I'm an old man. Why don't they put me $n jail instead
of scandalizing an old man's name? Why don't they

Just jell me?

{MUSIC: _ _ _ _AQCENT, DOWN UNDER.)
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NARR:@

-6 -
You're only 25, Edward L. Blake, and close enough to
gour Sunday school days soO that Oakley Hickerson wakes
a feal impression on you, With his beard, his long halr.
And his patriar}chal voice. You leave him apd your
next step is police headouarters to eee Chief of

Detectlives Jim Heyvard.

UGS e

ED:

HEYWARD:

ED:
HEYWARD :

ED:
HEYWARD:

ED:

HEYWARDS :

ED:
HEYWARD:
ED:

HEYWARD!
ED:
HEYWARD !

You don't think it was au accident -- the arsenic of
lead in the girl's sough Byrup?

No.

Why not?

Because there wvas more than the poison in that poor
kidts cough Byruﬁ;'hThere waé a big dose ol sleeplng
pilis in it too.

Sleeﬁing pllle? ﬁhat for?

Elle Mae's sister, when she @¢ied four months ago -~
the doctor dlegnosed 1t as encephalitis.

Why that's sleeplng slckness.

That's right.

Are you going to exhums her body?

I don't koow yet.

oke 2 to
e HYres te
-I knuﬂl l i ~
- ) !‘{'r'céﬂ:“:’a-‘\n_ . - ey ’:CM‘-‘:{W"! N
You golng to aryest ewemd “

No.
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ED: ¥Why not? .
HEYWARD: Because I don't have anything to go on. .Ii_mighbnha¥o
besn-otthor—ene—of them; -1t-ntght-heve-boon--both-of
Shewr I won't plck them up until we find the drﬁggist
who sold them the sleeping pillle énd the peoison.

ED: You're sure it was on of them then, huh?!
HEYWARD: I'm not sure of anything,
ED:

After the ltem mppeared in this wmorning's . paper- s
h@tfpbyndinme—orttr ~~ there were two anonymous calle
at the office.

HEYWARD? (NOT TO INTERESTED) What 0id they say?

Ep: Both of them suggested we look intd the past 1life of

Hickerson and his daughter.

HEYWARD: Diéd they lovave thelr nameg?
ED: No.

HEYWARD: Cranks, M

ED:

Maybe so,A T've talked 1% over with the paper.

Hickerson and his daughter come i‘rom the southern . i
'“‘ I' Aogde ]

=

part of the State around Magse. i'mm

afternoon -feor—Mapes.,
HEYWARD: Mhat-font— - ' _ _ _
ED: WMO‘EW "wsut-merwcwﬁvwm&x“m
Anybhingte : : '
HEYWARD: { NOT-GARTHNG-MUCH)=~F Py o PO T T TXO-d v
{MUSIC:_ _ _ _UR AND DOWN_UNPERs.s) |
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NARR ¢

(MUSIC:

NARR:

BIGLEY:

-8 - |

It takes you about two hours to prepare for ﬁour brip
to the home-town of Oakley Hickerson and his daughter
Dorothy Allen. And in those two hours, you visit the
State Health Department, Division of Vital Statistics.
¥You rummage thru recovds, diggling up the pawmes of
relatives, wives, ex-wives, children, &nd 8o on.
Then, you pick uvp & car atthe U-Driv-It ngehcy and
you'lre on your wey toward anfexperignoe which will
remain with you the rest of your life -- oniy you
don't know that yet.

— U2, _DOWN UNDER._ )

(i
Hopewell Cemetery lies right outside of Magee. Ella
Mee's 1ittle sister was buriéd there only four months
ago. You declde to stop & mément'at'her grave, just

for color.

o M e

{ UNDERTAKER, UNGTUOUS) How 6o you 8o, sir. My name is
Bigley. ‘I'm the undertaker in Mages. (SMIIE) X
noticed you admiring these tombstones. I just wanted
you to khow that we also handlo ebmbstonea-— if youlye

in the wmarket.
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ED:

BIGIEY:

ED:

BIGLEY :

ED:
BIGLEY:

ED:

BIGLEY:

-9 -
You must have known Mr. Hickerson then -- Oakley
Hickerson and hls:daughter Dorothy Allen?

Know them well, sir, Az a matter of fact, we stcod by
Mr. Hickerson in his many moments of bereavement. As
you will notice, that's his mother's grave here. His
father'ts grave ies right next to her. Those tWwo stones
with t£31;:hlaa on top ~- an original design, I might
say -~ those are Mr. Hickersonfs first two wives --
may they rest in peace.

And those two little stones there?

Children -- poor dears., Just children, the one at

the left -- Mr. Eickerasonls youngest daughter; And

that grave -- very tragic -- Dorothy Allen's 1little
girl. Would you mind steppinog over here?

These two stones with Angels on thsu?

Yes, Notice the 1nscripﬁion on-both of them -~ very
touching. Mr. Hlckerson loved them both and insisted
ve put the same inscription on both stones. (READS
WITH TEE FEELING OF AN UNDERTAKER) "She vas a

falthful mother and suﬁ:Bhine‘ in her home. No one can
take her place. Where has my mother gone?" (BEAT)
Amen. (QUICKLY) Isn't that touching? Now, sir, is
there any particular stone here ln the cemetery that --
I'm afraid you've got me wrong, sir. I'm fromea
hewspaper in Jackson.

(QUICKLY, CURT} Oh. Well thank you very mwuch. Sorry

I have to interrupt your thoughts but I'm afraid I have
to get back to town.
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ED: Wait & minute. Look, I just want to ask you a
question!
BIGIEY : I'm sorry, sir. There's a good deal of work walting
for me. -
ED: Look, if your e¢steblishment handled -all thess burials,

c¢ould you just answer one question for me? Was thore

any suspicion in connsction with the deaths of any
of these poople?

BIGLEY : Mister, when the dootors say they 're dead, we bury
them! If you vant to know about Hiockerson, talk to
Miss Tucy. ‘

ED: Miss Lucy?

BIGLEY : (NASTY GRIN) Sure. You'll £ind her on Cenal Stroet.

Just ask anyone. They 1l shoW you to Miss Lucy's
house. {(CHUCKLES AS 'HE PADES) Juét‘t&lk'ﬁo Miss Luey,
Young man!
(MUsIC:  _ _ ~ACCENT AND DOWN _UBDER.,)
NARR: When you walk in on Miss lmcy, ¥You realize ihmediately
that because you weren't in the market foffftdmbstone,
the undertaker hag played a joke on you =~ an
undertaker's joke. Miss lmoy.waszin hey middle 60 1g
and cracked. Obviously ang unashamédly craﬁked.
LucY: (HhLF-CnOKLING) I'1ll tell you why I'm & mlsé, youhg
man. I walted for Oaklsy to:marry me, that's why, |

}
E *
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ED: You've known Oakley Hickersch a long time?

LucY : Wal, I'm not sixteen and neiﬁher 1s;hel Helyohehphehdn
(§§E@BEGQMERSAﬁNﬂﬁﬁﬂ&ﬁ&nﬂﬁﬂ”ﬂﬁTCE)“foli"meruuhaﬁﬁg
hg . Like=thesosgurer :

ED: 1_¥ OU1{ A8y heton T horeportousuiny L85 JA0T, . -
quikesrTIEToN . - | |

Lucy : (.mimrﬁ"é‘"ﬁ“ﬁ:ﬁpﬁ“ﬁ&fﬁa) Hiwm? oakIey T *ti‘ﬁ*:‘w;wonm
Wq;;‘“hsmsantaﬁﬁlymwa&H*ﬂ“fﬁﬁf‘ﬁﬁyﬁwhﬁhmhﬁ*pram&aa&§bm
LTS ER LT g

ED: Why didn't he marry you, Miss Lucy?

LUCY : Bacause he married two other wivesiinstead; Ozkley

always sald he would merry for monsy and I nevey had
any, so I Just waited for him.

ED: Werec hls tWwo wilves woalthy?: _ _

LUCY ¢ Wealthy? (OACKLES WITH LAUGHTER) _NL- sireel . Not when
he married them they wersn't. Walp th v moment with
him and now they got pretty tombstones, I got out to
read them somstimes. (LAUGHS) That!s fun, young man.
You should try it!

ED: What did you mean, Miss Lucy, whén ou saiﬁ thoy
weren't rich when he married them but thet he
marrlied them for wmoney? |

LUGY & Oh, 81d I say that? Wal, tﬁay weren't rich ~- not
when they wers slivs, they veren't; { THEN CACKLES,
STOPS s‘UDDENLX, TAKES UP LGAIN, QUITE SERIOUSLY) Look
here, maybe I shouldn't've boen taiking to you,

What're you asking about Qakley Hickerson fort -
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ED: He's up in Jackson novw 1living with his daughter
Dorothy Allen.

LUCY ¢ Oh, her! They're birds of & feather, they aro. But
why are you_asking guestions about them?

ED: Because Dorothy Allen's 1little girl is in the
hoepital with poisoning -~

LUCY : oh. I'm not as cracked as they say I am, young win.
I111 tell you what you do if you want to know about
Oakley Hickerson, and his daughtor. GO s8¢ Calvin
Boxer.

ED: Who is he?

LUcY @ You'll finé out all right. Go Béw him. He'll te¢ll you
811 about how he_dled.

ED: How who @1ed? '

LUCY : He d6ied a horrible death, he did and Calvin'll tell
you &ll about 1it.

ED: Who 6icd & horrible death, Miss Lucy?

LUCY : Why Calvin's dog., Go 868 him, Helll tell you-all
about how his dog died a horrible death.

{MUSIC: . _ _ ACGENT, THEN_UNDER...).

NARR: The heat, those-agi-rgraviim.e Hopewéll Cemotory,
the echo of Miss Lucy '8 GRBidelilgibeor 211 beat at
you now as you walk down the estreets of Magee on the
tyail of a dead dog. And over everything, 11ke a deep
shadow in broad doylight, hovers ths lwage of “Cakley
Hickerson and his daughter Dorothy Allen. When you
wvalk in on Calvin Boxer you expect anything except
a lucld story of his dead dog.

L itemrapead JIDER)
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CALVIN:

ED:
CALVIN"
ED:
CALVIN:
ED:
CALVIN:
ED:
CALVIN:

Ep:

CALVIN:

CALVIN:

- 13 =
(HARD AND BITTER) My dog ate polsoned bisouits. That's
how he diled, wmister.

How did that happen? .

Bocause Oakley HloKerson's mother made those biscufits.
Mr, Boxer, I don't understand. -

You don't. Go out to Hopewell Cemetery, Mister -~--

I vae thers already today.f

Then you saw his father's grave?

What's that got to do with the biscuits your dog ate?
I'll tell you what 1t had to do with nxy dog (L

both died of the same bisouits. Thatls the kerson

house right there.. Our Jards touch. ~ brought:
the flour homs for those bisou He brought ‘the
flour home beceuse his f - er 1iked pisouits. Thet's

& real son for you isterf

Mr. Boxer, gre

saylng that Cakloy Hickerson!'s

He hed his wother make those b scults for his father
and whgm‘ég%{ﬁ'&, they - threw those biecuits out
in the backyard. That's where my dog found them and
in two weeks, they were both dead.

But -- but that's crazy, Mr. Boger. Didn't anyone
gquestion 1t7 Didn't they have an autopsy? After all %—
(CUTS IN) There's more, mister. There!sllots mMoYe .
Lndg h;3s smart -- and so's his daughter. He had the
vhole town commissarnting.on his side when his father
disd. You know why? I'll tell ﬁou why. He sald

the grocer sold him that pbisoﬂ flour and he even got

& clty lawyer o sue that flour m111. And they settled
with him, mister. . :
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ED: But é1dn't anyone investigate?
CALVIN: Did they investigate my sister’s death? She was the
second Mrs. Hickerson, Andiﬁ3§€: mis ter -~ more!
ED: But if you knew the truth, if you felt that ho poisoned
your sister -- . |
CALVIN: Mister, you got to sve Dr. Jessup. ‘You got to Boe

Dr. Jessup, mister, &and wheﬁ_you finish talking with
him, come back. ﬁnd I'11 toll you more) it At

{MUSIC: _ _ . UP_TQ TAG - MUSIC ZURN_TAPLE)_
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #229

GROUP:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHATPELL:

HARRICE:

-15—

Guard ageingt vthroat-scratoh! ' Guard against
throot-soyatoh! Guard agoinst throat-scratchi

Enjoy the guooth sgwooth smoﬁing 6f fine tobaccos.
Smoke a PELL MELL, _

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness
¥yOUuU can measure. - ' ' _

Puf £ by puff you're always dhead when you smoke FELL
MELL,

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other 1eéding clgaratte. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, ¢r 17 - by actual measurs -
PELL MELL'S groaster length of traditionally fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke further:- filters
the smoke and mekes it mild.

Thils, FPELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos gilve you a
gmoothness, mildnuss and satisfacilon no other
cigarette offers you. ' '

Guard agalnst throat-scratoh! _

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaocos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mil&ness you
can weesure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"

Qutstanding!"
And - they are mild!
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(MUSIC; _ _ INZRODUCTTON_AND_UNDER)
HARRICE: This 1is Cy Harrice, returning you to your Naprator and %the
Big Story of Edward L. Blake &8 he liveé it and wrote it,
NARR: ' You, Edward L. Blake, reporter for the Jackson Dally
News, came down here té Magee, Miaéissippi on a simple
background story -- Just to get soﬁe color on & religious
01d man whose grend-daughter was lying in the hospital
with 2 stomach full of poison. And suddenly, you've
got all the color you want -« too much of iﬁ, and ell of
it the color of death. But heforé ﬁou continue your
search among the dead, you stop at the hotel and there's
a mesgsage for you. .- ' I |
(NESEEmewoiiy - : _
ED: " (ON THE PHONE) This is Ed Blake. Let me telk to Chief
Heyward., : | |
HEYWARD: (F) EJ, where are you?
ED: Down here in Magee. Osakley Hickerson's home-town. There
aiiijégwssage here frqm my City Editor. When did you
phere Hickersontup?
HEYWARD : About an hour ago. _
ED: I thought'you weren't going to pick him up until you had
more evideﬁce on him. | ' .
HEYWARD ¢ We got 1%, We finally cracked the druggist who sold him
-the poison and the Bleeping pills. Him and his daughter
both.
ED: She bought poison too?
HEYWARD: No, Jjust sleeping pills.
ED: Has he confessed?

. -16-
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HEYWARD:  No. And he doesn't lock like he will.

ED: Listen, Jim, I have run into something down here -~ I'm
not even geing to &ry to tell you abo@t 1% on the phone
because you wouldn't belleve me . It'le almésﬁ too evdl
to belleve. I've got to see'one more man in ‘town here --
a Dr. Jessup.

HEYWARD: What ahout him ¢ _

ED: After I see him, I'11 ba back in Jackson - tonight. Jim,
I may be wrong, but I think I'm going to be able to
bring back enod;zztﬁtL:;;:E‘Hiékerspn;uibhﬁ

JESSUP: (ELDERLY, SOFT SPOKEN, COUNTRY DOCTOR) I felt her pulse
and discovered it to be racing; My diagnosis wes
perioarditis. That ia_;- I

ED: Inflemmation of the gac arouné the heért. _I;underétaad
Doctor. ._ .
JESSUP: Yes. Well, I had her taken to the General Hqspitéi.- When

she got home, she was on the road teo recover&. Except .
that every Gay when I would vigit héf, Hickerson would
walk out to the gate with me and shake his head and:say,

"I don't believe you, doctor. She's going to die."

ED: And she did die -- Just like the first wife?

JESSUP: Yesd...she dled, o .

ED: DoetOT, “do-youmimr-my—beinga-iittlo—frans

JESSUP: 4&?r“?%mas-£ﬁank”€§“yeumﬂﬁnxg;voung—manw -

ED: I don't understand 1t, Doctor; Acoorﬁing ﬁo you people

down here this man 18 a mess murderer. How come there

_weren't ény autopsies, examinations,-1nvestigations?
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JESSUP
ED:
JESSUFP s

ED:

JESSUP:

ED:

JESSUP:

ED:

JESSUP

CALVIN?

ED:
CALVIN:

ED:

CALVIN:

_18_ -

(BEAT) Because no one asked for any of those things.

But that's impossible! If you were all suspicious of him-
{CUTS IN, HARSHLY) Young man, that!s all therels been to
date -~ suspiclons!

But his own father --1

ind perhaps his mother. She'died of s8leeping sicknesa toe.
His mother, hils father, two wlves, and one of his
grand-children -- and the other one dying in & hopplital «-
And don't forget his youngest daughter Edna.’

{SLIGHT TAKE) His youngest dsughter? That'!s right!

She'e in the Hopewell Cemetery too, isn't she? What
happened 0. her? #\'&,_‘,W | '

Go back to see Calvin Bpxereaxgzt;_the one to.tell you

about her.

[ s n e - ===t

So you want to talk with Dr. Jessup, 61d you? He tell
you about my sister? Piéd-he-peiryorhrow-Drrwdesiup.
kept--peydng he-was.goiRE to ZOT BILLEry "AHE UZRieyy

W™ kopt saying she was going to dle? DI1d he tell you that?
Yes, he did. .

Ozakley wae right, wasn't he? You know why he was right,
mister? Because he knew she wag éoihg to dile?

Dr, Jessup said that was only & susp;cion.

What else is he going to say? - Nohody eveyr did anything
about.it. Now I'1l tell you somethiﬁg that ain't a
susplelon, I71l tell you something I seen myself.

Dr. Jessup sald you would khow about Edna -- the youngesb_
daughter.
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CALVIN: It was raining that night, light rain it was, C% went out -
to feed the dog ---tha—aenoﬁdﬁg-&h&ﬁ:ﬂied. Ang he.wa;
there behind his house stoking'up a bfush-fife. Edna
was helping him, eapryuing.brush-end-things-to~thre-fire.
Then he came <ee the house here:and_said he-wés going to
town. He said he wes going to take in a pioture in town.

ED: What happened then? | o _

CALVIN: Meybe a holf hour later I heard a screem - Just one - and
that's 81l. And shout an houf lgter, they found Edna

burned so bad she dled thet night in the hospital.

ED: No! How could you accuse him of doiﬁg that teo his own
daughter? ' : o
CALVIN: You know how? Because there weren't no pictures in Magee

that night -~ because he was lying --because that scream
I heard was Edna's....only he must have hif'her with
something otherwilae shﬁ would have kept on sBereaming o au«,ﬂSL
crawled out of that fire. Thgt's whyl

ED: But -- why didn!t you do something about 1t? Why didn't
you say something to somebodylabout it?

CALVIN: {BEAT) For the same reason nobody. ever did-énything
about those other graves outiin Hopeﬁell Cémetery.

Because nobedy can ever prove anything.

— o o ma v we m

L3
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NARR:
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nweﬁﬂns!nszmnﬁamzaui;
Because you're sick at heart at what you've heard from
the people of Magee end because you're determined that
once and for all Oakley Hickerson be mede to pay for his
f1endish life, you, Edwerd L. Blake, collect the signed
statements of Calvin Boxer ané Dr. Jessup and then, ag
fast s you can, you head back to Jackson. Your first

stop 1s not your paper, but the City Jailn e lef ‘-Pj e,

HEYVARD:

ED:

HETWARD:

ED:
HEYWARD :

ED:
BEYWARD:

EG, I can®t believe itl It makes & man sick to belleve
all you just told me about Hickerson.

you still haven't gotten the confession, have you?

No. He won't even open his mouth.

Wwhat about his daughter? Do you think she wap mixed

up in ite

No. I'm positive she wesnlt.

But you said the druggist hsd sold her aleeping pills
8lso,

She had a doctor's prescription for them. It was for
herd) own use. That woman's a wreck. That!s why she
wanted me to put her in Jjall. Ed, she'!s frightened of
something.

Wouldn't you be -- with a father 1ike Hickerson?

That's not 1t. It'a something more specific than that.
He's got her real scared about something.

Listen, bring them together, put them in one room.

What for? Welve already guesticned them six times.
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ED: Youwrtve-gob-nebing—edee | Youlve got these sﬁatemen?s
by Dr. Jessup and by Boxer. _ '

HEYWARD: Thankse -- what good are they? & Statements like that -
wouldn't stand up 1h Court. . . |

ED: I'm not talking sbout Court. 1! m talking about their
effect on Hickerson. Flash them around -- reél off
all the informetion from Magee -- maybe we cah crack h1m
that way. '

HEYEARD ¢ I don't know. : _

EDt Jim, try it. You haven't been sble tﬁ.crackfhim sny
other way. Try it and see what happens, ~Fut_ﬂihkﬂ;ﬁnn

HEYRARD ! All right, Ed. With a madman like Hickerson, I1'1l try.

‘ anything. Just to make sure he gets what'e coming vo hinm,

{MUSIC: _ _ ACCENT, DOWN_UNDER)

NARR: (iéﬂ7=EH=BBQSEﬂ It's night outside eand the room is hot,
Your eyce take in Dorothy Allen, closze to hyeteria,
Chlef Hevward's voice worke away 1ike a sharp potntéﬂ
drill, And then, Edward L. Blake,; you look at Oakley
Hickerson's cold, impassive face and you reallze that the
drill is striking stone. . : o

(MBS L QUL e :

HEYWARD (ACCUSTNG~HARD Y outre~inseme—Hickoreon = Fout e vrazyt

AR ho. would Lo ed-hio-Pather-Dot soned~besoutt e~ 1.
hdeeowmTrtheml  Why did you do it Hickerson? (B,
THRN) You did 1t for the 1nsﬁrancé, didn't your Just
1ike you killed your grand-daughter four months age for

the 1nsu€ance didn't you? (BEAT, LOW AND CLOSE NOW}
HORE . . . i
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HETWARD
{ CONT 'D

T

DOROTHY ;

HEYWARD 3

T

IListen to me, Hickerson. We imow that you borrowed

money to pay up the 1nauranoejpremiums-on both your
grand-chiléren. We'!'ve got the man who loaned you the
money. You told him the children hepe'both-suffering
from bad hearts, didn't you? - And thet you expeched

them to die, (AIMOST™IFOUREK-NOW)  Dopothy-adiors=toll
therbrudil- Wers your children suffering from heart-
trou%féﬁg;\;éﬁthgﬁey Pratty healthy kids?

(CRYING OUT} Don't ask me.anything = Please, don't ask
me anything! _ . |
Look at these, Hickerson -- signed statements by Dr. .
Jessup and youp oﬁhfbrother-in—iaw Crlvin Boxer. They!re
gigred statements, Hickérson.- Dr. Jessup s ready to come ..
into Court! mnwmm&umaw
two wives died. Welve got the 1nformggion’f55m the
Insurance company showing how muoﬁj;;u collected on your
wives. What abouf your/wives, Hickerson? How did you kill
them? (BEAT, THEN MORE VIOLENT} I swesr to you I'm

geing to keep you in here as long es I have tol Thet
dogr.is-locked and we're not - welking out of here until
oty The~trutirth—

(CUTS IN} Mp. Hiékerson, you say.you'rs a.religious mwan,
How could you keep this on your consclence? Mr., Hickerson,
you've committed mass murder! Your own rather, your two
wives, your grandQChildren -- There's even susplclon sbout

how your o noether. died,
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HEYWARD ;

DOROTHY @

RICKER3ON :

DOROTHY :

ED:

DOROTHY:

ED:

HICKERSON:

O

N

DOROTHY &

-~ HICKERSON:

-23-

And Edna - don't fopget Edna. Dorothy AlleﬁFs sieter.
Don't forget Edna. ' _

(SCREAMS OUT) No! Not Ednal It was an acoident. Edna
dled =-- but 1t was an ~- accidenti | _
(HARD) No, it wasn't. Calvin Boxer sew what happened
that night.

(AIMOST SHOUTING) Shut up, you! Calvin Boxer sew
nothing! : | i B _ o
Pa ---aAJ?Jmedu -2 Tf't#unm¥“-.‘LL&J\-}Dvwwtj‘l'ﬁ WX T e

At 4

¥

You killed her, Hickerson. Boxer saw'you bulld that
brush-fire -«

(RISING HYSTERIA) ¥No, that's not true! Edna made that
fire herself -- she was burning brush --

That*s a lie. Gélvih Bbxef.saﬁ your father building'tha;
brush-fire. And then your father told him he was going
to g0 t0 town to take in a hicture. --

You've got no right to treat an old man this way} (70
DORCTHY WITH THE VOICE THAT BAS TERRORIZED'ﬂER FOR YEARS)

“ Don't you listen to them!

Don't let him shout a% mel That's the way ha scared me
ever since I was & child -~ Don't let him shout at mel
Listen, Dorothy, he killed Edris, Boxer's sﬁory 1s true,
Your father said he was going to town to see & picture
that night but there was no picturé ahowing'in Magee.
Boxer heard your sister screem oncel If she!d fallen into
that fire by asccident she would have kept on screamihgi
Your father must have hit hef and left her in that fire!

No! No morel
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DOROTHY:

HICKERSON:
HEYWARD :
HICKERBON1
ED¢

HANK:

{MysIC:

CHAFPPELL:

{MUSIC:

T

It's truel I saw 1t that TE%Pt but I was little. He
e~ told me 1 wag crazy s he wag my father and 1
couldn’t believe my father woulﬂ o éuch a thing!

He 414 it! Just 1like he poisoﬁed my own ohildren -- He
poisoned them -- |
(SHOUTS) I should have killed you too!l

%  Then you admit 1t -- you ¥illed the others!
(BEAT) May the Lord have mercy on my soul.

(DISGUST) How can you even speeks the words of the Lord
and 1live the way you have?

My volce 1e the volce of Jacbb, hut my:haﬁda are the

hands of Cain.

In just a moment we'll read you a telegram from Edward
L. Blake of the Jaokson, Mississippi, Daily News with the
finel outcome of tonightts BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -25-
PROGRAM #229

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CBAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard sgainst throat-scratehl Guard sgsinst throat-
scratch] Guard against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL: MELL -~ the cigarette whose mildness

YOU C&n measure.

Remember this -~ the further a puff of smoke 1is

filtered through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes.

At the first pufl PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading clgerette. Moreover, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by agtual messure - PELL MELL'S
greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still

travels the smoke further ~ filters the smoke and makes
Thus PELL MELL'!S fine mellow %obaccos give you & .

smoothness, mildness and satiefaction no other cligarette

offers you.
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package ~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -- "Outstanding!"

And - they sre mildl
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CHAPPELL:  THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Procter with
original music composed and conducted by Vladimir
Selineky. Tonight's program was adépted Byzhbram 8.
.Ginnes from an actual éﬁory.from theipages of the Jackson
Missigalppl, Daily News. ngr napratop waé:Bob Sloan,
and Bill Lipton pleyed. the part of Edward L. Blake.
In order to protect the names of people actually involved
in tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the names of all
characters in the dramatization were ohanged with the
exception of the reporter, Mr. Blake.
—————————————————— ' M;x»%»&.. '\Q.Q-ub (i,uo—n.---m
CHAPPELL: Thie 1is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of W e
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. | |

THIS IS NEC, THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY

JSNAK/8/2/51 /P
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— tme e e S —

CHAPPELL: Now we vead you that telegram from Edward L. Blake of the
Jackson, Mississippl, Dally Kews.. (e
TELEGRAM: Murderer in tonight's Dig Story conressedﬂtp the killings
' of his two wives, and his grand-daughter. (ﬁywavev,—he.

s NeTerCIST RS =ro- thmurder-oPhis -perenteani-hia
Seugiter~) In March of this year, he paid with his life in
the State portable electrie_chair; Never in the hilstory
of this State has a murder étory so shocked the public.

My sincere sppreciation fdr tonight's PELL MELL Award.
CHAPPELL:  Thank you, Mp. Blake...the makers of PELL MELL FAROUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELt $500
award ror notable service in the field of journaliam.__
lListen again next week same time, same statlon, when
PELL MELL Femous Cigerettes will present snother BIG
STORY.....A Big Story from the front pasges of the Bostoh,
Mass.; Post, by line Willlam E. Brennan, A BIG STORY

about & eriminal whoe was trapped in mid-air,...and

vanished.
CHAPPELIL: Romexbew, Americals newest action-packed magazine, The
\ BIG STORY will go on sele one week from today. It will
\\\\\ sontain six thrilling.Big Storles. Be wise, ask.your
T dealer to put aslde a copy for you. .-
(Mus1cy _ _CHEME WIFE & FADE-T0 BG ON:CUE) 49

/\,M
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HBG THE BIG STORY | . fe3e
{ ) ’
10:00 - 10:30 PM AUGUST 22, 1951 : WEDNESDAY,

——

MARCO:
KOVACS:
MARCO:

KOVACS:

MARCO:
KOVACS:

MARCO:
KOViCS:
FARGO:
VLS
JARCO:
ZOVACS:

i WMARCO:

(WILLIAM E. BRENNAN: BOSTON POST)

BY EREEST KINOY

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present..THE BIG STORY!
(LIGHT TINKERING HAMMERING)
(VERY CLCSE: BREATHING HARD WITH EFFORT)
{OFF: SHARP) Hey...you!
(LITTLE GASP REACTION: i3 SILENT)
(LIGHT TINKERING STOPS) _
(STEPS APPROACHING ON PAVEMENT SLOWLY UNDER KOVACS
LINE) g : . _ .
(COMING ON VERY SLOWY) - Keep your hands where I can see them,
What are you doing to that cap? Tfying to éwitoh plates.,.
huh? Stand still, I don't want to have to shoot! Wise
guy, trying to lift a car two blocks'froﬁ the station.rEQQAALg
{SUDDEN EFFORT) C .NK. L4L§4ba |
(SIMULATANEOUS WITH ABOVE) Look out..I'll
(HARD BLOW: BIG SCUFPLE) _
{GREAT EFFORT) Let go of that pun,.cop..,(SUDDEN EFFORT)
{SH\RP PAIN REACTICN) _ _
How you be still, I've pot tirvr gun. ile “amm,
(IW PAIN) You cantt... “
I said lie down on the gfound! .
Okay...okay. (GETTING DOWN) You're crazy. You 1look out
with that gun. - .
Sure,.I'1l look out with 1t!.
(TWO QUICK SHOTS CLOSE AND ECHOEY)
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" CHAPPELL: The Big Story. Here 1s fmerlca, its souﬁd and.it fury, its
Joy and lts sorrow as faithfully feportea by the men and
women of the great fimerican Newspapers, rBoston, Massachusett
From the pages of the Boston Post comes é_atory'about 8
criminal who was trappesd in mid-air---and vanished, _

BT for his work, to William E. Brennan, for his Blg Story,
goes the PELL MELL AWARD,

(FIRST COMMERCIAI)
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CPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard against throat-serateh! Guard ageinst throat-seratehl

Gurad against throat-scrateh! Enjoy the smooth BmOoth

smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: ¥Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarebtewhése mildness you can
measure., '

HARRICE: Puff by puff vou're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Remember this - the further a puff of emoke 1s filteﬁed _
through fine tobacecos, the milder 1t becomes, At thé.glggﬁ
puff PELL MELIL smoke is filtered further than that of any

other leeding cigaretie., Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10,

or 17 - by actual measursg - PELL MELL'S greater 1eﬁgﬁh ef
traditionally fine tobaccos stlll travéls the smoke further -
filters the smoke and makes it mild, . .

T oy . o
HARRICE: ‘Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you & sm¢othness,

wildnese and satisfaction no otrer cigérctt? offers you.

CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL -~ the eiparctie nhosé'miidnpas you can
measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES = "Outstandingl"
HARRICE: .nd - they aprg mildgl ' . '
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(MUSICS

CHAPPELL:

KOV.C3:
BRENNLN:
KOVACS:
BRENNAN:
KOVACS:
DBRENNAN:
KOVILCS:

DOV N
Y.OVACS:

BRENNAN:
“"KOVACS s

— o —

“3n
Boston, Massachusetts. The story as it sctually happendd.
William Brennan's story as he lived 1ﬁ.
NWAty .
You've been a orime reporterhthirty yegrsf\William Brennan,
reperter for the Boston Post and . you've . oovered 'em all from
pickpockets and vagrante swept into the fank on a Saturday
night...to murder! In your desk drawdr at the press room in
Beck Bay Station is a largeff loosc-leaf note book. You're

_ B sesran|

a careful workman, you've got your thtmwy-years experlerce
catalogued on paper, eross-indexeﬁ by t&pe of erime, mefhod
of operation, correlated wilth statistica; tables...graphed
wlth blue and red ink on cross-hatched ﬁﬁper! You're working
out the ratio of local erime to the National average when
Detective Lieutenant Kovacs sticks his head in the door.
(SLIGHTLY OFF) Hey.. 8111, have a cigar!
Carry three..,and four...Huh?
(COMING ON) I said have & clgar.. I'm celebrating.
I didn't know you were wmarricd,
I'm not.
Then what's the celebration?
Just being azlive. Some car shateher Jumped my gun and
pumped two shots into the groundlan inen from.m§ head!
I saw that in the bull dog editioh. e #dn't have ydur
name on 1t. . |
L favor to me. That kind of publicity I can do without, He
tock my gun away like @ water plstol frem a baby,
He pot away? You couldn'i stop him? |
I had a face full of gbavel at the time.
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BRENNALN:
KOV}"LC S H

BRENNAN:
KOVLCS:

BRENNAN:

KOVACS:
BRENNAN

KOVACS:
BRENNAN
KOVAGS:

BRENNA:

KOVACS:

BRENNAN:

KOVACSy

TRIHNAN:

MOVACSs

BRENNAN:

/P

Heve you ldentified him? _ i
Mo, He's a big bruiser...like a tackle, About 6 foot, 200
pounds and all muscle, '
His face?
Straight features. Dark hair..,good looking guy.
Uh huh...and an auto thief...

{(PLGES RATTLING)
Vhat are you looking for...JEill?
My parole cross-index.
For what?
Statistlenally it ought to be casy to identify your man.
You mean frowm those fipures of yours? _.
Certainly. The chances aré & man whé succesfully disérmed
you has a record, Most criminals stlck to one 1ine of
work. by comparing data. ..
(LAUGHS) You mean you're going to pull my man out of the
multiplication table like &, ratlit out of A hat?
There's nothing magicue‘about it..it's merely:
eriminological statisties. | _
Tive seen a lot of wild voys on the police beat..but never
a bookkeeper,

(PAGES RUSTLING)

That's the way I work, Lisutenant - ah here it is. Clinton

Marco,

Wno's he?

(READS) 22 years old. First arrest age 15, Auto theft. One
vear in Industrinl school. .ressted at 17, 18, 20, all auto

theft. Last suspected of being contact man for state-wide
hot car ring. ({MORE)
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LRENNAN: Paroled last Spring. Déscription 6 ft 1, 205 pounds,
(conTD) Black hair, dark complexion, regular features,
CharackBristics, steals only new'Fords,.Plymouths, or
Chevrolets, files numbers, forges registration and resells.
(BOOK SLAMMED)
How does that sound? :

KOVACS: Tt could be. It £ills the speocifications. He was working
on & now Chevy when I ran into him.‘ Paﬁoled huh?

BRENNAN: I remember the boy...I was on & Sunday supplement series
on Parole board. He mstood up there with his halr slicked
back and hle shoulders squared iike a movie star. He had
real asoft eyes..,.gentle,

KOVACS: He don't look so gentle standing over you with & gun.

BRENNAN: The warden gave the usual speech..yoﬁ'vb been h model
prisoner, an example to the othe} men ... '

KOVACS: I %now the speech.

BRENNAN: Marco nodded every time theo Warden looked at him, He
looked real pretty...but I knew held be turn up again,
I've seen_the figures, You cgould figufe the odds on'a boy
1ike that tupning bad egalin...they'd be around fifteen
to one with no takers, _

KOVACS: Bill,..you've sold me and I hope it isn't a béle of hay.
Give me that name again,

ERENNAN: Clinton Marco.

(PHONE PICKED UP)

KOVAQLS: Record voem. {T0 BRENNRN) You sure about this, Biil?

you sure this was the same guy? : '

BRENNAN: Of course hot, but 1t's a dlstinet statisticael possiblility.
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KOVACS:

— — o —

KOVACS:

BRENNAN:

KOVAGS:

BRENNAN:

KOVACS:

BRENNAN:

XOVACS:

DRENNAN:

LOVACS:

MENNAN:

HOVACS:

- DRENNAN:

KOVACS:

A distinot sbatist...it 18 huh? Hello, Marty? Koveos. Get
me the f£ile on Clinton Marco. M,A,R.C,0, and put him on
the printer, He's wanted. Why? sﬁatistics! --°F{ Cprnmal

You follow the trail, William Brennan, with Lieutenant
Kovacy, Clinton Marco, expert autofthief, parole!viqlatef.
He's been operabing all fight. The'Auto's§uad gave me
eight cars that turned up in second hand lots, Numbers
f1led,...registration forged.
That checks. He always works that wey. _
His prints were onh that car where ﬁe almogt shot me, it'a
Marco all might, Bill,,.remind me bo study that note baok
of yours. o o o .
Any leads on his 1ocation? . .
Plenty of 1eads. The whole South side or BOBtOn 15 1ousy
with leads., He registered in Bixgboarding houses under the
names of Sullivan, Kelly, Oromweli; Schwartz, Henﬁan,_and
Jones. All of these gentlemen have left with no;forwarding
addresses.
Hmmm, o« aw s

(PAGES RUSTLE)

He's used Sullivan.,.Shwartz and Herman before. S It1l make
a notc of the othevs,

He ordercd five expensive custom suits,

I got that. Gabardine, Harrls Twec Worated, Serge..
What is this, tailors 1“vﬂntory?

Just colleting data.

And you write all this jJunk in that book of yours?
Every datum is relevant, '

What's a datum?
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BRENNAN: The singuiar of data. For example. He might have shifted
overations north! The latest New England report of the Used
Car Dealers agsc¢eiatlion shows...

KOVACS: Don't give me those dielmal polints apeln, &hjjd I cantt put
out a five state alarm on a Used Car market report! As far
as I'm concerned Clinton Marco c¢rawled back inte the
woodwork. It's a stone cold traill

KARR: Thz trall stays in the decep freeze for a week. You check in
at Back Bay Statlon, flle your storles, and enter new data
on the graphs and tobles of your loose-leal notebook! And
then on a2 dull Monday morning the trail thaws. There is &
routine request on the Pollce ticker from Maire, They're
holding a man, €& foot 1, 200 pounds on suspicion of auto

_ thaeft. They want Boston to check the name and address}

“KOVAGS:  Gonoge-—ddeteterrr s

BRENN/.N: A phony name, Lieutenant. .It mist b,

Harco,

KOVACS: Welll find out soon enough. Naugfiiuck *11 send to Portland
for a fingerprint check!

BRENNLN: You ought to warn then.

KOVACS:  VWhat for?

BRENNALN: Mareo's a pretty Yough boy,

on detectives wrist., That's a pretty swall town. They!wc

iger by the tail, and they WAy TRINK 100 I pusty.catl

— o e e R A A ek e ww we w—
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(SOLLOUS NARRATIGN. QN 61 {QlIT CmhPPRT-TRRITHTTON )

KOVACS: george Fletcher, 34-12 Merriday Stréet.

BRENNAN: Fletcher,,Fletcher...he never used that name before,

KOVACS:  Bill...there are lots of blg brulsers around, Maybe that
isn't Marco they!ve got up in Maine, '

BRENNAN: But 1t all fits the data. _

KOVACS: Werll flnd out soon enough. They'1l send to Portland for
a fingerprint cheok.

BRENNAN: That's pretty small town up there.:

KOVACS:  Sure. R

BRENNAN: Maybe you ought to warn them, Send up_ﬁﬂ=ﬁnform§tioﬁ. _

KOVACS: Itve got nothing to go on. It'll wait t;ﬁl Port:and checks
prints, :

BRENNAN: Maréo's a pretty rougﬁiﬁoy.

(PAGES RUSTLE) - cccooe | |

He broke out of Industriai_schOOI-at 15,..cut a Teacher
pretty badly. Resisted arrest atﬁthe ege of eighteen,
fpeotured & detectives wrist. That jail up there won't be
an Aleatraz..not in & town that siée. Th?y‘ve g0t a siger
by the tall...and they may think ;t's s Puasy cat.

(MUSIC: _ UP: UNDER NARR)




NFLRR H

WHITLOW:
" MARCO:
WHITLOW:

MARCO:
WHITLOW:
MALRCO:

WHITLOW:
MARCOs
WHITLCW

MARCO:
WHITLOW:

MILRCO:
YHITLOW:
MLRCO:

- : [ DU U L

_"(..

The Jail 1s at the rear of the red brick town héll vhich alsc
containg the postoffice, 1icense-bureau, offied of the
selectmen, and a Chataugua auditorlum now used by the summer
theater, a breeze blows in from fhe deep blue lake thrﬁ the
small Wased window as Arthur Whitlow the town Constable
slides open the door, .

(CELL DOOR OPEN)
Morning young fellowkggiis & pleasant hight?
What have rou got in ket matiroess, Pop,:eorn-cpbs?
Most folks slooping on it are feelins-no'pain-wﬁatsoover.
Wa don't usually get no car.tbiefs 1n;
I'm no theif, T Just wanted to sell my cur, that's all.
You're from down Boston, arenlt you?
Sure..,didn't vou check nmy address? George Fletcher, 34- 12
Merriday Street. : ‘4;f'ﬁ'
Flgured maybe folks are & might simple North of—Reﬁbury- heh?
Look, T didntt do anything...check ny add?essg vou'll eece. |
£11 1n good time,..It's & little early for Boston Police to
be stirring. They'll get back to us. -
When they do I'm liable to sue you for false arrest,
I wouldn't, Judge of the District court is & Whitlow on 5;;;\
mother's side, second cousin of mine, Come on now, on your
feet,
(GETTING UP) Where are we going now? Popi
Down the hall a plece..let mo h“ve vour hends.

For what?
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WHITIOW ¢

MARCO:
WHITLOW
MARCO 3
WHITLOW ¢
MARCO 3
WHITLOW
MARCO &
WHITLOW 1

MARCO s
WHITLOW ¢
MARCO ¢
WHITIOW:

J.IJJ()‘

MARCO ¢

(MUSICs

. - 8-

Handeuffs)

(SNAP )
we“haven‘t had & felony case in here since June, Other
hand,

(sMaP)
I ain't taking no chances. Game—onr-:

{SERRTFOUTSTE S
When do T get breakfast?
Soon as I ceook it for you.
Never mind Pop, I'11l buy my ovn after I'm out.
Youl!ll be miéhty hungry. - |
What do you mean? A4Aren't you cheeking me out this morning?
Mot very likely! w G . . |
ey whers ore We polng? o oo ,jungx_; .
My office. We haven't got &8 very big £ile -ab—Havgabuolsy 50
I'm going to take your fingerprints and send tem down to
Portland}
Fingerprints? But you're checking my Boston Address. . .
Won't hurt to check prinﬁs too...right in to the office...
oh, no, Pop...no prints! (BIG EFFORT)

(BIG BLOW WITH METAL CIANK)
(HALF SHOUT)

(SECOND BLOW AS ABOVE)
{:ICAN)

(BODY FALL) _
Ho prints...Pop. Vhero ave those cuff keys...ah!

(METAL RATTLE) |
S¢ long, FPop!

(RUNNING STEPS ON WOOD)

.-.-——..—...—...—-——-.——--
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{CAR RUNNING)

MARCO: Hurry up, will you? Canjt you drive faster?

CiL.B3 Taxl won't go but forty, Boss put & governor on the motor.
M/ RCOQ1 I've got to get to the alrport in & hurry.

CAB: Tall 1£ to the governor,

MARCO: My mother's sick in Boston., Will you hurry ..

CiB: Mister, my foots to the floor board now. Push any harder
I'11 be dragging my hecl on thefzzgfg%SIc) Don't worry,
you'll get there in time!l '

{MUSIC: _ PUNTUATE: DUCK UNDER)

“34~ (PLANE MOTOR IDLING)

PILOT: Fenby-Dollars to fly to Bostoﬁ, thatfs my price,

MARCO:  Ghepriowmm. =377

PILOT: No use trylng to arguc ma down.i_Gas:costs mdnéy, and therels
repalrs and... . | | ..

MARCO: #11 right...all right. My wmother's dying, I've got to get
there in a hurry. |

PILOT: Well,..I aln't got a'jet Job, but I can make a 1little time.
(CALLS) Charleyt GCneck me out to Logan Alrport Boston]
Ckay Mistér..climb in.. .

(MQTQR.GUMMED).
{TICKER UNDER NARRATOR)
NIARR: You're at Back Bay Station, Boéton, W11liam Brennan, when
the Police ficker chatters intofaetioﬁ.
BRENNAN: "Fugitive notice...George Fletcher, hHeld on susplclion of
auto-thef't, Escaped Townrhilp Jail. Asgaultoa Officer Arthur
B. Whitlow., Hired Private plane at For tland airport.

Destination Logan International Aivport, Boston! That's
Clinton Marce, Lietenant, '

ATHAT Q172809




BIG STORY - 8/22/51 T ) " REVISED

KOVACS: Yeah..sounds 1like the Bame guy all right;

BRENNAN: Too bad he got away up there,

KOVACS: Yeah,...

(PHONE PICKED Up) .

Squad voom. (TO BRENNAN} Don't worry Bill. (TO PHONE)
Kovacs., Get me line to Garrott at Logan'Airport Station,
(TO BRENNAN) He's & pretty smart boy, youf Clinton Marco.
But welve got him boxed now. He's in the alr bétween
Maine and Logan Airport...and when:he lands...{T0 PHONE) .
Hello, Garrett, Kovacs at Back Bay. Tive got a hot wanted
goming in by Private plane from Maine; :Aiért the Airport

tower and have four.,,no Bix plainclothesmen on the field.
1111 be right over, - " '

(HANGS UP) ) |
Bill...when Marco steps out of that plane we!re going %o

have a nlce reception committee waiting! .
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KOVACS:

W e e

KOVACS:

KOVACS:

BRENNAN:

KOVACS:

“BRENNAN:

PILOT:
KOVACS:
PILOT:
KOVACS:

~10-

we'lve got him boxed now. He's in the air betweeth_h

A Te lands we'il have a

T i e et m mm— e R

¥ou head ocut to Logan alrport behind the sereaming police
cars. Marce 1s trapped...the private plane, & swall bugzing
fly, is heading straight for the sticky web! $ou have &
photographer walting at the airsport to cateh the look of
surprise on Marco's faoce when the poliece close in! The
despatcher passes the word, and you sce & speck come.out of
the sun..circle..and then fluhter dowh on the broad concrete
runway. .

{SMALL PLANE IDLING)
(SHOUT) Come on,.spread out f*“ﬁ{ﬂmv

(RUNNING STEPS ON CONCRETE)
(RUNNING) Where are you going, 81117
(RUNNING) Wouldn't mig$s thie.

(BRING ON IDLING MOTOR)

(3TEPS STOP) :
(SHOUT) Come out of that plane. . e mETo=mrouesurremingsce.
Come on ,.,.out! '

{PLANE MOTOR DIES) _
Come on out of there quietly, Mérco. We don't want any
shooting. '
Here comes the pllot..
(OFF) VWhat's a matbter with you guys? Who are you?
Boston police! Get out of there, Marco,
(COMING ON) There's nobody with me.

What? Where's your passenger?
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PILOT:

KOVACS:
PILOT:

{1MUSIC:

— e em —

NAERR:

-11-
Him..he told me he made & misteke: You seée his Mother was
dying and the poor guy was all ratiled. e said Logan
airport when he meant Revere fleld instead! |
Ravere... o . L ~
Sure, so I dropped him off. I came over here to Sabup,
Is anything wrong? .
You pile back into the cars and swarm out to Revere Alr
field. There are & few planes on the runway, pilets and
mechanies working, they remember the & foot 200 poundey
who came in on a private plane, Bﬁt hels gone..skallowed
up in Metropolitan Boston. Butb, somehow you fedl sure that
in the statlsties; in fhe-gathabed data_of your loose leaf
notebook there must be an ghswer.“ But nqﬁ_thE'tfail 1s
stone coldl Marco ;s_gﬂgx..qleanl

UP_T9 TAG ACT) L

=

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPEELIL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratch! Guerd against throat-secratohl
Guard ageinst throat-scratch! EnjJoy the smeoth smooth
smoking of fine tobaccos. OSmoKke & PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigargtte whose miidness you c¢an
measure., _ _

Puff by puff you're alwaye ahead when.you smoke FELL MELL,

At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke is flltered further than
that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover, after 5 puffe
or 10, or 17 - by actual measure - PELL MELLfS greater
lengih of Efaditionally fine tobaccos still traﬁels the

smoke rﬁbther - filters the smoke and makes it wild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine melloﬁ tobaccos give you a smoothness,
mildness and saggsfagﬁion no ;other cigératté orfers_yoﬁ.
Cuard against throat-scratchl . |

Enjoy the smooth smoklng of fine tobaccos.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette:whoselmildness you can
measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES;“"Outstanginsl".

And - they are mild!}
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¥ISEC3 _ _ _epens2INTRODUCTION AND UNDER)
HARRICE:

BEVISED

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your'ﬂarratbr and the
Big Story of William E, Brennan, as he lived it and wrotc

it. ":‘:-trral‘{ Chg.ﬂ.,\ c,jﬁbo—w—\ .
NARR: You 81t at your desk in the,press room, William Brennen,

and you read your notes over and over. Somewhere there

must be an answer to your question....

BRENNAN Where is Marco...where would he go? _

KOVACS: Thatts a real good guestion, Bill? Got an answer in that .
note book of yours?

BRENNAN: Maybe. If I do I haven't found 1t yet,

KOVACS: I don't think he's in town, ' :

BRENNAN We haven't got any evidence to supﬁort that. _

KOVACS: I now vhat I'd do.. There's a bus out of Boston every

five minutes. The Trains run:North and South, and the
roads are free. Hefs probably half wAY ﬁo Newifofk or
Chicago. That's where I'd be, | '

BRENNAN: But we're not locking for you, Lisutenant, You're not
Marco, you wouldn't do the same things, for example you
don't sfeal cars.

KOVACS: Rut common SenSe..s. _

BRENNAN: The answer i¢ in here &omewhere.,.what would Mareco do,
where would he go?

KCVACS: Okay...what's the answer? _

BRENNAN1 I don't know...yet. Lieutenant, we are faced with an
insufficiency of data.

KOVACS: That's the understatement of the year., . Lets face it,
we don't know nothing. Marco got away clsan as &
vhistle, '
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1y 26— TNGRODICIION_AND_UNDER)

BRRENNAN:
KOVACS:

. BRENNAN:

KOVACS:

fMusIC:

NARR:

WHITLOW:

DRENNAN:
WHITLOV:

(MysIC:

-

mGymHarrtcevreturningwyouwtowyourmﬂarrator—anﬁ*thE”
aig Stopy of Wiliiam E. Brennan, as he 1lived it and wrote i
vou sitlat your desk in the press room, Willlam Brennan, and
you rea your notes over and over. Somewhere there mast be
an answer to your question..
Where 15 M he go?

There's & bus out of Boston eyery five minutes, the trains
r™un North and South, and the r{ads are free. He's probably
half way to New York, or Chicago.
Lieutenant, we arc faced with insufficient da

That's the understatement of the year. Let's face it,

donlé—know-nothing. Marco got away clean. a6 & Molstle,. .
UP: UNDER) N | |

You keep asking yourself questions...why gid he come back

to Boston? Where wculd he BO 1n the city.. where would he g«
1 he left? You need more informatlon, so0 you put in a
phone call to Officer Lrthur Whitlow oﬁ-ﬂgtzgﬁuoh Maine.
{SLIGHT FILTER)} He banged me on the head with those
handeulfs,..that!'s the last I saw of him.

Did he say anything..dld he 1ndicate where he might go?
Nope. Gave that phony name and address. B3at back walting
for us to let him out, Had a look on his face like & cat been
anting canary pie. Funny thing, didn'i seen worprled at all
till T menﬁ;oned fingerprints..then the roof fell in and

that's all I remember.
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NARR: You check bpack in your note-booﬁ. George Fletcher, 3#-12
Merriday Street, The phony name and address. You think of .
Marco, Bitting chearfully in~Nauga¢uak Jail..expecting to be
released when the name and address 1s checked. Until:
Whitlow mentioned fingerprints. 34-12 Merriday Street..He
expected to be released . that address must check. that
would be about six blocks from Eack Ba?:stationt You walk
over, pass ‘the row on row of old red brick Boston houses,
34-12 has a sign hanging over the heavy oak-carved doop.
Furnished rooms..vacaﬁcy. You o1imb the long etairs and
ring the bell. Mrs. Hathaway, the landlady, seems to be
left over from the days when ties polished wopdwbrk and etche
glass doors were new., ) _ ) .
MRS HATHAWAY: Why yes, we have a Mr. Fletﬁher hare. George Fletcher.
BRENNAN: A blg man, aboub 22..six foot? |
MRS HATHAWAY: That's Mr, Fletcher. A very ﬁiée young maﬁ,_a hard.
worker. ' I
BRENNAN: He's been away? _
MRS HATHAWAY:  Oh yes. He travels a lot. He's in the mutomobile
business I believe, |
You tell the landlady you want to leave something for him.
You climb the stairs, sbepping_érounﬁ the holes in the
corpet. Marco's room is neat--haip fonic oty ﬁhe table, a
manicure set. And on the bed, in the original boxes...live
custom-made suits, You come downstairs you hear Mrs.
Hathaway on the phone., | : : i
MRS HATHAWAY: (COMING ON) Yes,..this is Copley'S-h542; This is Mrs.

Hathaway..oh..Mr, Fletocheor, len't that a coiﬁoidence, I..
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BRENNAN: (QUICK CLOSE) Don't tell him anything..hold the phone.

MRS HATHAMAY: What..excuse me a minute, Mr, Fletcher.. .

ERENNAN: He's wanted by the police. Dontt say'anytﬁihg to make him
suspicious: N '

MRS HATHAWAY: on,.

BRENNAN: No, don't hang up..t&lk £to him, Fingkfut wyiiihe want L2 el

MRS HATHAWAY: I don't think I can...(UP) Hellgﬁﬂﬁr. ‘Fletther?y M*ut{~¢*\ !
I see..of course. Yes, they're here,  The tailor trteliin o
delivared them yoesterday. All right.,.I'll'havc everything
reedy!  Good by. '

(HANGS UP)

Yhat does

MRS HA : He savs he Has to leave town in 2 hﬁrry. He wants me
ck all his
BRENNAN: He's c¢o

othecs and have the bogs down stairs.
here?

MRS HATHAWAY: Oh veiy/ Why didn't you ask me? ITve becn expecting

NARR: You call Bick Bay Station™gnd Lieutenant Kovacs has & two

men over, ftwo minutes after thg reciever hits the_hooks.'

KOVACS:  O'Neill §s across the street, Wilson will take the.lbbby with
mna . |
BRENNAN: Only threc men?
CyACE: What do vou think thls Marco is, an army?t.
BRENHNAN: He'sfa big boy.
KOVACS: O'Ndil threw the hammer for Boston Collcge You

qko is going to show°

RYHOT o1P2017
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BRENNAN:
MRS, HATHAWAY:
BRENNAN:
MRS, HATHAWAY:

BRENNAN:

MRS, HATHAWAY:
BRENNAN:
MRS, HATHAWAY:

BRENNAN:
MRS, HATHAWAY:
BRENNAN:

MRS, HATHAWAY:
BRENNAN:

Praiyi-r ]

KOVACS:

LM ENNAN:
LIVACS:
BRENNANY
KOVACS:

-154- REVISED

( INSERE—AFPER-SOUNDCUETIANGS UF") .
what does he want?

I...I..pleage, mey I sit doun:ror woment.

Mrs. Hathaway. . . _
He was such a nice looking boﬁ, and all the time the.
police,..(UPSET) T don't feel very well.
You 4id fine, Mra.'Hathawayj you were fine. Held on
to youraelf, What d4id Marco want?

Ifm not used to this sort of_phing....

(SHARP) Mrs. Hethaway. Whet did Mareo want?

He says he has to leave town in & hurry. He wants
me to pack all his clothes end have the bags
downstairs, | - ) ' _ - ' |

He's comlng over here...good.

I won't have him 1ﬁ ﬁﬂé-hoﬁsé: Ifli iock the door,.
This is the only chance the Pollce will have;.he
may call again., You've got to answer the phone.

I can't,..I can't talk to him agein.

vou willl...now I've got to call tha-police{

— e —

a detall of men over, bwo minutes after the receiver
hita the hoolt,

Q%2111 is across the stréet, Wilson will take the
loody with me,

Only three men?

What do you think this Marco is, an army?
He's 2 big bvoy. '

O0'Neil threw the hammer for Boston College. You sure
Marco 1s going to show? '
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PRENNAN:
KOVACS:
{MUSIC:

NARR:

KOVACS:
BRENNAN:

MRS, HATHAWAY:

KOVACS:
WILSON:
KOVACS:
WILSON:
KOVACS:

KOVACS:
MRS. HATHAWAY:

WILSON:
KOVACS:
WILSON:

-16- REVISED

Those ere five beautiful suilts upstairs.

Well, welll walt and sse,

—— mn g — e W

You walt. Kovacs, Wilson, snd you in the hall,
0'Neill across the street s1ttins on.thefbrowustone
steps in his shirt sleeves reading the same page of a
newspaper over and over. EYou walt, The Grandfather
clock in the hall ticks off the minutes. ...
What's keeping him?
We don't know where he called from,
(PAUSE) -
(1.0} Do I have to stay heref 1 don't.reel wall at
all., _ B
Don't worry, we won't let you get hurt, Wilson,..
Yes s8lr?
Remember to snap your safety this time.
Ly Lieutenant... |
Remember.
{ PAUSE)

{CLOCK CHIMES ONCE)
Whata that? | '
Half hour chime, Clock is seﬁen and d_half minutes
fast., I asked Mr, Fletcher £o fix it but he..oh...
How long do we walt? | '
You éot 3omepléee'to go?'
I was only asking,..I...

( PHONE RINGS)

{ PAUBE)

ATHO1 0172819




BIG STORY - 8/22/51 -16A- - REVISED

( PHONE RINGS AGAIN)

KOvVACS: Go ahead Mrs. Hathaway answer it%.

{ PHONE PICKED UP}

MRS, BATHAWAY: Hello? ({ASIDE) It's him..(UP) no..no, I've got
everything ready, {DOWN) Wants to know if anybody's
veen asking for him. {(UP) _Né, My. Fletcher, Ifve
got your suits all packed, 'No, nobvody,...there's
nobody here but me, Good by.

(HANGS UP)

MRS, HATHAWAY: He says he'll be right overl

(4uSIO: _ _ UZ:_ UNDER SUSPENSEFUL)

HARR: Patrolman Wilson checks the safety on his gun., Kovacs
unbuttons his coat and stretches his ayms 1éosening
them vp., You, Will Brennan, vack ﬁp against the
paneled wall, out of Eisht of the etehed glass front

dapr-\ You wait,.,

. N

P - ¥ -

A . PR .t S AT
RS T e (O R S [P s

KOVACS: GiNed N turned s page, there's a car coming.J Wilson,.

{CLICK CLICK OF SAFETY)
WILSON: Ready.... .

B ESE )
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f - KOVACLS:

FOVACS:

BREMNNAN+:
KOVACS:

KOVACS:
BRENNAN:

KOVACS:

BRENNAN:

KOVACS:
BRENNAN:
KOVACS:

- WILSON:

BRENNAN:

KOVACS:

KOVACS:
VILSON

MARCO:
KOVACS:
MARCO:

_1'r -
Mrs. Hzthaway....you go into the back room.
Koep back, Wilson, helll see you thro@gh the dobr.
(SLOWLY SNELK ON CAR RUNNING)
There he 1s..he's golng slow,
Checklng doorways,.ha's careful.'Come:on Marco.. stop
the car,.stop now..stop 1t.. )
(sUDDEN ROAR: CAR RACES BY: Fanss)
Went right by,.come on Wilson... '
Hold it Licutenant..
He'll get clean away.. :
He will 4f wyou pour out on the street now. He's smart
ehecking..ne wants those sults.
B111 L. .you'd botter be sure..,
I felt that material.,he’ll comé;back.
Tt's too late now;:hé‘s probably half way to Cémbridge..
(LOW) O'Neill's. signaling again, Liedtenant" |
He made a U turn.,. _
(CAR COMING ON SLOW)
You're right...lt's the same cap,
(CAR STOPS: DODR OPEN. AND BANGED)
Get ready now... |
Big boy real big..
(STEPS UP STEPS: COMINd:UP)
(DOOR LATCH: DOOR OPEN)
(STEPS IN)
. (DOOR CLOSE)
Mrs, Hathaway...Mrs...
(QUIET) A1l right Marco ..Youlre under arrest.
(BIG SHOUT) No.. |
Grab him,...
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BRENN/\N:
KOVACS:

MALRCO:
KOVACS:

MARCQ:
WILSON:
KOVACS:
WILSON:
MARCO:
WILSON:
KOVACS:
MLRCO:
KOVACS:

KOVACS:

BRENNAN:

KOVACS:

.. KOVAC3:

" BRENNAN:

-18-
(WITH ABOVE)} Look out..
{ TREMENDOUS GLASS CRASH)
Right through the door...
Get your fat head down. ill..
(ECHOING PISTOL SHOT: ANOTHER)
{OFF: SHOUTS IN PAIN)
{SHOUTS) Got him O'Neill...Grab him Wilson..
(BIG SCUFFLE AND FIGHT UNDER)
(BLOWS)
{FIGHTING) You won't get ma...
{GASPS IN PAIN)
In the head..in the head.oooooh!
Look out,.nls foot...
(SHOUT: ALMOST A GROWL)
(PAIN) Yoww..he bit mel
' e -
{BIE-~EFPORT)Eretporte—
{DOUBIBEIH P Ioeocialilem
(DRAGGING QUICK STEPS OFF)
(IN EXTREME P.IN)Get after him..he's gettin away.
I11) get hiwm...
H111.. .get back,..
(STEPS RUNNING)
(FADING PAST) Widdsrrpet—ewt—ef-tha uay (X) H111, you're
crazy..come back here..igill..
(START AT X) {RUNNING) Bowrrbelor—tihmpertttrmhdibbidiommme

YOUL Showr?TF " arms around him, ,Keop IOV o
(SHOUT) Marco (BIG EFFORT)
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v RCOO:

BRENNAN:

KOVACS:

BRENNAN:

KOVACS:

BRENNANt

KOVACS:

1LRCO:
KOVACS:

=19«
{SCREAH) _ _

(BIG BODY IMPACT AND ROLLING F.ALL)
{BREATHING HARD)

( APPROACHING STEPS) _
(COMING'ON} Will.,are you all right.tﬂill....

(STEPS STOP)
L 1ittle groggy. Hows Merco?
Out cold. Where'd you get a fackle like that > L1212
Thirty-five vears apo in Eaxgaaa-héigf I studied
foolbrnll statistically... ;HQ;«:Q#* |
Look at him..snot through the @gwetw? .l came hear
fracturing his siull with a b;ack Jack and yet he almos
got away. You were righ_t, @111'...‘011.18 ‘was ‘one tough
baby.
(GROANS COMING TO)
(CALLS) Wilson..call for the smbulance. 35111, I don'y
care if thla guy is out co0ld and blecding like a stuck
pig..I'm putting cuffs on him..,.(EFFORT)

(SH.\P: SNAP)

Just to make sure!

In just a moment we wWill read:ycu a telegram;from
Willism E, Brennan of the Boston Post with the final
outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCILAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #230

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP:

CHAPFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHA PPELL:

HARRICE:

CHA PPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratchl OCuard mgalinat throat-
scratch! Guand against throat-seraten! Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL. ‘ o

Yes, smoke FELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure. . _

Remember thig -~ the further & puff of amoké is filtered

through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes.

At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by aptual measure - PELL
MELL'S preater lemgth of traditionaily fine tobicoos
st1ll travels the emoke further - rilterﬁuthe_ahpke and.
makes 1t mild, '

Thas PELL MELL'S Tine mellow tobaccos glve jou 8

smoothness, mildness and satisgac;ion no other cigavette

aoffers you. .

Aak for the longer, finér cigaretﬁe in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES "Outstanding!"
And - they are mildl | |
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QusIC:

CHAPPELL:

BREIIN.AN

CHAPPELL:

QUSIC:

- 21 - _ROV.

R C)

Mow we road you that telegram from ¥illian E. Bremnan of
the Boston Post, '

Crininal in tonight's Big Story was sonteﬁced to five to
soven yesrs for awto-thoft, He a‘ppbqrod in court on

erutches, JAnd vhile 'being&ransported to Wrison

; C.a'\.u.--{&.LcA Lo

Adrce fou,
he attemntac‘i t?escape/[f s

Tl
Posttll. las subdued after bitter struggle L £
usgd cratches. for waapens, Many thanks for tonightts
PELL MELL AWARD | o

Thank you, Mr, Brennan.. .the naker of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to prosont you the PELL MELL $500
award for notable service in the field of : journalisn,
Listen again noxt woek same.tii-.ze; sanoe station, when
PELT: !®LL Fanous Clgerettds will prosent another

BIG STORY......\ Blg Story fron the front pages of_ tho
Bridgeport Conn, Horald; by linc Farry Noigher. _

A BIG STORY abowt a reportor; a beautiful young girl,
and ta-bged rmrderer, '

_ . semer Tloe
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CTNPTELL:

CHAPPELB:

{(MUSTC:_ _ _

_ -22~

THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J., Procter with
original music composed and conducted by Vlédimir
Selinsky. Tonight's program was adapted by Ernest

Kinoy from en 2ctusl story from thgigézés of fhe Boston
Post. ¥Your nar¥ator was Bob 3loen, end Les Damon played
the part of Willianm Brennan. in order to'protect the
names of people actually involved in tonight's authentic
BIG STORY, the names of all characters in thé dramatizatior
were changed with the exceptioﬁ of the reporter, Mr.

Brennan.,

_THEME_UP FULL_AND_FADE FOR)

Today, the BIG STORY made 1ts debut as & magazine, Thoe
October issue now at your news stahds contains six _
thrilling, true-repqrtor stories, Stop at your naws
dealerts tonorrov...and bﬁyfa coﬁ"'of Amordcals newvest -

thrill-packed moniMwy nagazino...the BIG STORY magazing,

F\r’{"—--::/ .\;L...-tl.- “

-4‘ g N, T *;.._(...
_THEME JIPE & _FADE TO 3G O CUE)

\.-\A..g,u,.i A.. Ve frten by

YRE ST o, s FEany

P

rheg/pb 8/7/51pm
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NARFATOR
JENNY
LARDLADY
HARRY
MAXIE

IjE RIG STORY
PROGRAM #231
CAST

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOAN

AMGIE STRICKLAND
IFENE HUBBARD
VINTON HAYWORTH
AL RAMSEN
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CHAPFELL:
MUSIC:
SOUND:
BARRY:

HARRY:
MAX YE:
HARRY:

MAXIE:

HARKY 1

MAXIH
JENNY :
HARRY:

THE B1G STORY _#e3
AUGUST. 29, 1951 EDNESIAY

(Harry Neigher: The Bridgeport (Conn,) Herald)

FELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES present...THE BIG STORY!.
FANFABE AND UNIER WITH BUSY NEWSPAPER THEME...

RUMBLING OF PRESS OFF 'IN BUILDING SOMEWHERE

(ABOUT 40, A PRETTY BRUSQUE AND KIND OF CYNICAL QUY) Come
on, Mexle, Quit reading the box scores, Give me the clips
on George Loomis, .

( _ . m Just ne
abovi-hew-Blilagatele-TT osed to be‘éﬁﬁaugnwagﬁah.
Shate_i4 olouid Maxie. G oomlan

Who? ' |

Loomis, you cloth-head ~= Leomis! For this murder series.
I'm running on Sundays. |

Loomls? Yow-mean Lhe guy vl aent up 20 years ago
Meolﬁag—e-ﬁﬁ.&;&&h;dxu&m What're you writing abaut
him for? He's in jall for 1ife, len't he? He must be

50 now.- ‘

Listen, when you'lre a Clty Editorj, jug~head, 711 an;lwei' anr
questions you got. Until then, get meiﬁhose elips oﬁ
Loomis. )
{PADING) Okay, okay!d .

(ABOUT 27, LOVELY, INTELLIGENT) My, Neighor?

(TAKE) Hm? What? Who're you?
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-2- (L- & iu-».-T _h.'""“‘ .K. [ { by
JENNY ¢ Mr. Nelgher, you Gon't know me, IFejuetrwedieed-imto The c"*'"""?

sffiee, (IESPERATE) Mr, Nelgher, pleage -- plagse don't

carry a story on George Loomis

vy :_I.,,‘-,:,..‘,,AM SR SR ’\.«--—Q-\.‘ch.-l.,.._:.q_ 2, ! !:
FOU-ARROUWAE-G—in=-tho—-PoPoily : 5 erbm B LY
. . o - I ’J t
(MUSIC: _ _ACCENE AND UNDERweel o S

CHAPFPELL: THE BIG STORY. Bere i America, 1ts sound and 1ts fury, 1t
its Joy and its aorrow as faithfullyi repo_rted. by the men
and women of the great American miwéfpapers. (PﬂﬁSE, FLAT,
cOLD) From the pages of the Bridgeport Herald, one of the
strangest human triangles ever told == the -atory of a
reporter, & beautiful young girl, and mﬁ mu,x:gg__rrer. '

.....

e

Tonlght, to Harry Neigher, of the Bridgeporty\ﬂerald, for
his Big Story, poes the PELL MELL Award.
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM 231

OPENING COMMERCIAL

GROUP:

CHAPPELIL:

HARRICE$
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL!

HARRI(E

Guard against throat-scratchl Guard egainst throat-
soratch! Ouard against throat-seratchl Enjoy the

smooth gmooth  Bmoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a FELL
MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the ¢lgaretic whose mildness

you can measure.

Puff by puff-you're flways ahead when you smoke FPELL MELL.
Remember this - the further a puff of smoke ia filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1% becomes, At the
first puff FPELL MELL smoke is filtered further than

that of any other leading cigafette. Mofeover, after

5 puffs, or 10, cr 17 ~ by actual measuye = FELL MELL'S
greatey length  of traditionally fine tobacccos gtill
travels the smoke furthew - filters the smoke and makes it
mild.

Thus, FELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaceos give you &
emoothness, mildngEs and satlsfaption no other cigarette
of'fers you.

Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you can
measure. FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!”

And - they sre mild!
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(MysIc: _ THEME AND UNDER)_ |

CHAPPELL: Bridgeport, connecticut, The estory as it agtually happened
~-- Harry Neigher's story as he 1lived 1it.

(Mysgcs _ _UR AND UNDER.ss) |

NARR: You, Harry Neigher, feature writer for the Bridgeport
Herald, have been in the newspaper game for about 20 years
now. Your wife used to be in show business (Thét’s how
you met her)., A1l in all, you're & guwy who doesn't take
many wooden nickelss And so when the lovely blonde
appears out of nowhere and asks you toicancel a story
you've already scheduled, no one c_uuld blame you
for being a 1lttle ske ptical and juite curious.

(MRS OO IO

| (PHESS GOING SOMEWHERE IN BG)
HARRY Want a clgavette?
JENNY: Yeé, thanks. |
(MATCH BEING STRUCK)

HARRY: Okay, hewey, now tell me why ahouid I cancel the story
Itm supposed to write on George L:oomié? What's he to yout!

JENNY & Everything. | .

HARRY s Father?

JEINNY' No.

HARRY: Brother?

JENNY3 No.

HARRY: What?

JENNY: My sweetheart and my future husband.,

ATHOT 0172831



HARRYs
JENNY:
HARRY:

JENNY$
HARRY:

JENNY ¢

f

. . -5 - |

Look, hemey -- What's your name by the way?

Jenny ==~ Jenny Duncin. ‘

Look, Jemny, you're talking to & reporter with a lot of
experlence, Loomls has been in prison over 20 years now.
He must be pushing 50. And you ~- I'd say you're about
22. |

a7,

(CYNICALLY) Yotk ~- okay, 27. You must have been in
rompers when they sent him away., What's he -to you?

T told you -=- I'm in love with hilm. And someday soon -

I'm going to maryy him,

HARRY:q-Mou're adiirew cpazy or I Bml Mardy Loémia?

JENNY

HARRY:
JENNY:

HARRY:

JENRY 3

Becauie*therets a hearing 'berore ‘bhe State Parole Board

in a week, If you write up George's story about the

time he spent as & kid In & juvenile detention howe and
how he murdered that cabby, 1t will just freshen the
details in the minds of the Parole Board. I've been Work'.lr
for this a long time, That's whj I dontt want you to
print the story. ' | .

(BEAT) Look, Jenny, maybe I'm & sucker, but a sucker

with condltlons. |

What 4o you mean?
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BARRY ¢
JENNY ¢
HARRY:

JENNY §
{MUSIC:
HARRY 3
JENNY ¢
HARRY:
JENNY
HARRY:

JENNY:

HARRY:

JENNY

-6 -
I11]1 hold off on the Oecrge Loomls s.tofy on one condition.
What's that? ' i
That you give me anothe’r_nbo:ryinstead. Rewyouy-eping
Lagumaicr i
I'm a wplteyr myself, That's only fair., Can we go

somewhere gulet?

_ACCENT, DOWN UNDER WITH BAR TYFPE MUSIC BCess)

Went another drink?

No, no == this'll do me, _

You said you met him 8 years ago when he began writi_ng
stories in jail? _ o S
That's right. I live in Canada and I'm e free lance
writer -- or at least I was until I féli in. love with.
George. )

Slnce then?

Since then Tlve been spending fost of my time trying
tolget him free. -

What about the details? You know what I mean =-- yowlpe-s
Tt isn't much of & stoyy veally, Mr. Nelghev, He'd won
a contest with a short stony he'd written. X thought
interviewing him might make & saleable artlele for .

some magazine, so I wfote asking him if he 'd see me.
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HARRY:
JENNY:

HARRY:
JENNY ¢
HAREY:

JENNY ¢

HARHY:
JENNY 3

HARRY

JENNY §

HARKY 4
JENNY 3

HARERY !
JENNY ¢
HARRY:

JENNY¢
HARKEY s
JENNY &

-7 -

And? o

He said he 'd see me. I walked Into his cell -~= I looked
at him, he looked at me =- and that'!s about all there
was to it, or had to be -~

That's putting it without the trimmings, huh?

There were no trimmings.

After that? ' o

After that? Well, after that -- what does a woman do
when she loves a man? :

Even a murderen?

He 's changsd & good deal.

I guesa so. 20 years in Jail will change any man.
What next?

After a lot of effort..a lot of :ull...a lot of pleading,
the State Parole Board 15 going to hear his case next
weelk.

Thatls where I come in, hun?

That's where you come in. (BEAT} THEN:) Wnat's the
verdict, Mr, Neigher? W1ll you buy my atory?

(VERY QUICKLY) Yeah..you know why I said it so fast?
No. Why?

Because if I thought about 1%, even for 10 seconds, I
viould have 2aid no.

Menks . _

Another condition,-hen&y.\l-ﬂm _

Wnat's that? H\\

S ——————— . _ H_THO'! _0.'1?2834




HARRY:

-8 - |
Teu know & newspaper -- if a guy refuses to turn in a
story, he's got to have a be tter one to replace it, From

now on, I'm in your 1llfe whe they you like it or not.

LIENNY: e TRt i bl ity

HARRL g W e nthorat oo,

JENNY ¢

{MusICy

— —— -

NARR2

I'm appearing in George e behalfl before the Farole Board

next week. You can come with me. *.’"‘-"‘-"‘-""f“"\

_AGCENE, _DOWN UNEER+ss)

Tt takee & 1little double~talk with: your Cit.y Editor to
explain yourcancellatlon of the George Loomis story, but
you manage 1t, Harvy Nelgher. The way jou re'elg'n'ow = wilth
a tremendous human interest story hatchins under your hat-
you cahn manage anything, . And go, you even wanage to get &
day off to be with Jenny Duncan _when ehe:appears before .the
State Parole Boards |

_______ Ly, LV BTV e e | C}M

gcnilemsne Georpe Loomis 1B 48. I~ I don't know how to
say what I want to say except t.o be &as honest wit.‘n you B8

I can, You see, I'm not pleading for GeL Tge, ’s{_\.:pa;r‘?‘l‘g\,ﬂww
gentlemen., I'm pleading for my-—own-life ;\When = Whan
George gets out, if you agree 1o 'J,et him out, we plan _

te be marrled, For this Ilve waited eight years. Maybe

you think i‘or' a young woman that isn't & very long time =~
but 1t 13. Especially when you've like me == and you know
that if it can't be Geovee Loomis, 1t will never be

anybody else...it will never be anything more than Just
a wasted life, . '
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{music; _

- 9 L
_AQCENT, SLIGHT BRIPGF. QUE IOses) _
(STHEET BG, SLOW STEPS IN FOREGROUND, HOLD..THEN:)

SENNY 3 (LOW) I'm -~ I'm 8l right now, Harmy. You cen talk
now . , ' _

HARRY3 Tt's funny ~- I don't have much to mey. You =- d14 pretty
-7V L-LA,.@,.JQ—Qn | - '

JENNY: I don't remember & word I eaid, I ‘just spoke the way I
felt. |

HARKY S Well, for a minute there I thought even the' Gove ynor would
start crying. |

JENNYt (LITTLE SMILE) Thanke, HAYTY xou-l-pe-trmd.'

HAREY 1 mmﬁ@ETdkmﬂﬁn*dmﬂﬁaﬁmxhqmmlﬂﬂﬁmﬁHL®M$
bttt

JENNY : ﬂom&nmwwmem

HARRY: Going back home to Canada to wait? -

JENNY To wait for the Board'a deciplion,.whether it's life or
death for me. |

{MUSIC:s _ _ACCENT, DOWN UNIERs. .)

N&RR: AS the. days pass, and you wait for your contact at. the
State Parole Board to call _you as _soon as they hand down
the decision on George Loorﬁis == you, Harry Neighef, find
yourself doing some strange and uncommon t‘riings for you,

VBB LB TR ' : - '

MARIET™ " Wi Aoy St R
HARRGs = {REMOS DR Y it -go et ity lissIa?
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MAXIE:

HARFY:
MAXTE:

MAXTIEY
HARKY's

HARRYy

HARFY:

JENNY:

HARHY s

JENNY:

HEARKY't

Maxie, why don't you get married?
Hey, you cragy or something? What's: eating' you this
1ast week? Ave they awitc'ni.ng you ﬁo thé _Lonels'ﬁ.eartﬁ
column or some thing? - |
(PHONE RINGING-efF) C 4/
(TAKE) Hey, thatls your phonel
\’ Lt ,
LPAKE e Ot y-Tro il e dtiid S Sl i
(SCRAMBLING AND RUNNING FEET TO PHONE BEING
GRABBED UP, )
Bello? Yeah, this is Harxy Nelgher. (TAKE) He whatl
This morning{ Thank you, m&ow ; B '
(SLAMS FECEIVER DOWN AND THEN DIALS AS:) _
(HUMS A HAPPY TUNE SUCH AS "HAPFY DAYS ARE HERE AGAIN®
THEN:) Long distance? Montraal, cqr.ad.a:. _Give me Mount '
Royal 76472, Hurry. (HUMS FOR A MOMENT, THEN: )
(ON FILTER, EXCITED) Hello, |
Jenny, this 1s Harry Neigher. Jenny, I'm calling becavee
I just heard from -~ ' '

"

Soo-Rroe? -
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IAXTE; W Kk - ; ?

B T e e R TISER IR L
Y Al i bi B AL s dbe Lo VO BONT

MAXIE:  Jwi | |

HARRY: Maxi.e, why don't you get married?

MAXTIE: Hey, you crazy or something? What!s esting you this
1ast week? Are they switching you to the Lonely Hearis
colum oY something? _

(PHONE RINGING-e#F) &

MAXIE: (TAKE) Hey, that’s your phonel

HARRY: (Tam)wmﬂﬁ%rﬁh—

(SCRAMBLING AND RUNNING FEET TO PHONE BEIﬁG
GRABBED UP.)

HARKY ¢ Bello? Yeah, this is Harry Nelgher. (TAKE) Ee whatl

This morning! Thank JOU, - Rk iamb @ -jfmiitRinderer |
(SLAMS RECEIVER DOJN AND THEN DIALS AS:)

HARRY: (HUMS A HAPPY TUNE SUCH AS "HAPPY DAYS ARE HERE AGAIN'
TEEN:) Long distance? Montraal, c-rada, Give me Mount
Royal 764J2. Hurry. (HUMS FOR A MOMENT, THEN:)}

JENNY: (ON FILTER, EXCITED) Hello.

HARRY': Jenny, this 1s Harry Nelgher, Jenny, I'm calling becatae
I just heard from --

JENNY: (CUTE— TNy ARSOTS B POt 1Ty B rry-oo—tonili iy
yorderrOTY

HARRYY Fol=iaTomT .
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JENRY:

BARHY:
JENNY':
HARRY:
JENNY 3

HARRY':
JENNY$

HARRY:

J P - - _ . .

Yes.p I got a call from him this morning. He must have
k¥nown it earlier, He said he's been promised a Job in

one of the defense plants thru a guy he once knew in jaiy,
He took a poom in & boarding house on Sage Aﬁenue. Ha gave
me the addresd. - |

Oh great, great, What are you golng to do =- fly down?

No =- not yet.
Hot yet? What do you mean?

{PAUSE, AND THEN:) George' said...he sald he wanted me to
wait, ' .

(BEAT) Wait? PFor what?
He said he'd feel move 1ike & man if I would give him a
little time to meke & few pay ﬁhecka. Then he wouldn't
feel dependent on ms. And then he'll gend. for me.. A
{TRYING TO COVER UP WITH CHEER) Yeah -~ gure -= suve, h.me.... \
When he feels 1ike a man, Sure, BoRofw o
_AGCENT,_DOWN UNDER.s.) | - N\

You feel funny when you hang up, Harry Neighér, and you

don't 1ike the feeling. Your agreement with Jenny is fou

you not to go see George Loomis or disturb him until..

‘Jenny introduces him to you, And so you feel even funnier

about a letter you receive from Jenhy’tmo weeks laten,
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JENNY: (ON F, VERY HESITANT AS IF TRYING TO ﬁOLD BACK TEARS) So
for the fivst time in eight yeavs, Harry, I feel aﬁeil._..
just swell., Havry, by the way, remember the hgreement you
made with me not to go to see George (becéuse a raporter
might scave him) until I brought you to him? Well, why
don't you drop in on him one of these days? (QUICKLY) On
second thought, don't, Harvy, Flease, pleé-ae-don‘t.- Leave
him alone. ' |

NARR: It is now four days since you received Jenny's letter.,
You'me sitting et your desk working st your Sunday feature
when the phone rings and =~ S '

(PHONE PICKED UP)

HARRY ¢ Harry Nelgher speaking. : S

JENNY ¢ (ON F, BARELY CONTROLLING TEARS) Haryy? “¥ﬂj‘*4(%

HARRY ¢ (TAKE) Jenny? Jenny, whore are you? ' |

JENNY Right downstairs in the lobby of your building, (SUDIEN)
Harry, pleape -- please oome downsi:airs. Harry, I've

got to see you -- I mustd

(tustc: _  STING, QUICK BRIDGE, CUT_TO xe)

HARRY W&“\ T don't like to see you crying. You're too pretty
to cvy, Maybe he's sick or something and didn't want
you to know and worry.

JENNY: No -- 1t's not 1ike him, When he didn't write for two
weeks I de-é-.lded to come down, |

HARFY: And the landlady at the Sage Avenue nddress dldn!t know

where he'd mored to?

RTHO1 01?294_9
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JENNY: Noa _
HARRY: You don't know where he's working? ,
JENNY 3 No. (SUDDEN TEARS) HaFry7~i*l&db&Ll.m&aal£—4£¢i'éon*ﬁ*iﬁxi

bdgm Harry, you Know e well enough by now to know. that
T don't make idle threats. You've;got to help me find .
him. Harry, or 1f1l kill mygelfa
(MUSICs .. _TURNIABLE)
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL )

ATHOT1 0172841
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TEE BIG STORY

FROGRAM #8231

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL _

GROUP;: Guard against throat-scratch! Guard against throat-

sorateh! Guard against throat-scratehd Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccose Smoke a
FELL MELL.

CHAFPELL: Yes, smoke FPELL MELL - the cigaretie whose mildness
yOou cah measure. | ' '

HARRICE: Puff by puff you'lre élways ahead when you spicke FELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: At the fipst puff FELL MELL smolke 18: filtered further

' than that of any other leading cigaretie. Moreovrer,_
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - DLEM -

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos BYHill tyavels the-smoke fubther - filters
the smoke and mokes 1t mild, o '

HARRICE: This, FELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you &
pmogthness , mildnesg and gatisfaction no other
clgavette offers you. '

CHAPPELL: Guard against tnroat-serateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy the gmooth swoking of fine tobaccoss

CHAPPELLt Smoke § FELL MELL -~ the cigarette whose mildness you can
esure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREDIES -
"outstanding!"

HARRICE: _And - they are mildl

ATHOT 0172842
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(MusIcs _ _INTRODUCTION AND U

HARRICE:t This is Cy Harrice returning you to your Naprrator and the
Big Story of Harry Neigher as he 1ived 1t and wrote 1t.

NARR: When you, Harry Neigher, feétuxe writer for the Bridgeport
Berald, bought a miracle from Jehnj Duncan, it was the
first miracle you'd bought in your 1ife. Jenny, .in lcve
with an elderly murderep up for parole, tacd talked you ;ntc
canceling a feature story on her.sweetheart because 1t
might hurt his chanoes before the Parole Board, Bubt now
as you look into Jenny's tearful face, you can sée the

great miracle beginning to tarnish a 11ttie.

JENNY 3 You've got to help me, Harry, You've got to help me £ind
him, I've got nobody else to turn to.

HARRY: Does the lendlady know where he was working?

JENNY ¢ No. o L

HARRY: Well, defense plants don't give out their lists of

workers very easnlly,

JENNY ¢ I kncai.

HARRY : (A SICH, THEN:) Okay, wemwy. Let's get going.

JENNY: Where? _

HARRY: Pirst, wetll try the bars ond nightelubs near where he
lived,

NARR: Twelve bare laten, you’ré'standing onithp pidewalk with

Jenny Duncan, You, Haryy Nelgher, feal as forlorn as she 1

looks,

(STREET BGaes)
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(MUSIC: _
HARRICEt

NARR:

JENNY ¢

HARRYt
JENNY L
HAREY

JENNY:
HARRY¢
JENNY &

HARRY:

{vysIcs _
NARR:

- 15 ~

_INTRODUCTION AND UNDER.s.») _ ,

This is Cy Harrice returning you to youp Narrator and the
Big Story of Harry Neigher as he lived it &nd wrote it.
When you, Harry Nelgher, reature writer for the Bridgeport
Hevaeld, bought & miracle from Jenny Duncan, it was the
fipst miracle you'd bought in your 1ife., Jenny, in love
with an elderly murderey up for erole, had talked you into
canceling a feature mtory on her sweetheart becausa 1t
might hurt his chances before the . Parole Board. But now
as you look into Jenny'a tearful face, you can ece the
great miracle beginning to tarnish a little.

You've got to help me, Harry. Youfve got to help me find
him, I've got nobody elee to turﬁ tos

Doeas the landlady know whore he was working? .

No.

Well, defense plants don't give out thelir 1ists of

workers very easlly.

I know. l e

(A SIGH, THEN:) Okay, laowey Let's get going. .

Where?

Fiprst, we'll try the bars and nightclubs near where he
lived.

Twelve bars later, you're atanding on the pldewalk with

Jenny Dungcan, You, Harry Neigher, fesl as forlorn as ghe 1

1ooka,

{STREET BGe'vs)

ATHOT 0172844




JENNY;
HARKRY ¢
JENNY
HARRY:

HARRY:
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Harry, don't leave me =-- Dlease, Harfy, don't leave ma,
Okay, okay. I won't,

What now? . _

I don't know ~~ I don't know, {BEAT, THEN SLIGHT TAKEs)
Wait!

Wil

Wait -- it's a long-shot but maybe 1t'll work. Come on
into that drug-store there. I want to use the phone.

(MUSICy _ _AGCOENT, DOWN UNDERese)

HARRY ¢

JENNY:
HARKY:

HAREY:

{tusrg: .. _

(INTO PHONE) Hello. Is this the Metal works? ... This
1s Haprry Nelghew of the Bridgeport Herald, Uh, I'm in
charge of the Let Freedom Sing redio show the paper
puts on, We're planning to yse a man named-Georgé Loomis
on the show. Does he happen to work at your place by any
chance? «.,Yes, I'11 hold one ' o '

{LOW) Harry, you're not making this up? :

(FAST) No, it's the truth, Mﬁ#—«-ﬂh&

C(w‘wa‘g‘. . . . ._ - . :.. )
PYMATE, 4 I flgure George, belng a wrilter, maybe he wrote

a goeript for one of the shows, (IH’i‘O PHONE} Hellc:).'..
yeg, I'm here. You don't? No.George Loomis, . Okay, .
thanks . R

(PHONE HUNG UP) | - a b
(FAST) Empty your purse, -wewesl Give me all the nleWweds
you've got. |

STING, DOWN UNIER.s¢)

A,

JS\.

CATHO1 0172845
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JENNY :
HAREY:
LANDLADY:

JENNY 't

LANILADY:

LANDLADY:

HARRY:

- 17 -

Ne George Loomis on your pay-roll‘? Okay, thanka.

{FECEIVEHR HUNG UP, COIN INSERTED, AND THEN DIALING)
The Let Freedom Sing program, That's right. George Loomis.
He 1s! (EXCITED) Have you got?his baws adaress? 422

e o _ _

South Main Street3, Thank youe..thank you very much] Heh?
ruu*ve—gznra-1nnrcr-ruu4vo—gex-a_xhxuimuuaump-eeﬁga?"-tnnﬂer
3&&&*%0%&«hﬁﬂrﬂxﬁtﬂ1iﬂnB*at"the*@ﬁ1ﬂ1’ﬂﬂ?‘1ﬂmﬁ”“*“3”y'13hnw

(FREETVENHURE0ry
Mmmd—him,-whomh-w

(ELDEHLY, SWEET, TALKATIVE) You're hilsg fiancee?. How
wondevrful! How nilce to meet youl Is’ this jour'brothér?
No. Just a friend. | '
,~o
& thisyhis roorr?m :
Yes, Now ien't 1t Jjust too bad he's on the Bwing shifrte
He left for work about fifteen minutes ngo, Yemrto—bhat—too.

. . . ,. ; _. . I
Mapeter RS TP T ieseponmd :
WQ¥,45#%&4&%5#—&&;112h2_&2;~

{ BRSOy PN

You make yourselves to home. If you need me, I'11 be in the
kitchen, '

Thanks. Thanks very much,
(DOOR SHUTS )

CATHO1 0172p46




JENNY ¢
HARRY':

HARRY

JENNY:
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(PAUSE, THEN:) Poor Georgel Such a drab room, _

Well, furnished roome apve usually. What do you want to do
now? It'll be elght hours before he knocks off work., Want
to wait? . _ S ' _
Yeges I =~ I think I do, Harry, -Noéb for long ~ I just want
to be in his room with his things fo_z:‘i 1ittle while,

r:l"'liﬁ".ﬂl!h‘i'uu_ atan & 7 S
get myself &8 beevr or somethlng and then I'll be back.
Thanks , . thanks, Barry.

(MUSIC: . . UE, DOWN UNIER..ss)

NARR: You ecall the office, then you order & bBeer and nurse 1t for
about twenty minutes, _Thé'béen'reela gdoﬁ and'you.think
of ordering another,..and doacide againqﬁ_it. You head:
across the street, Harty Nelgher, to Géqrge Loomis !
boarding house..sbut you never gét a chahce to go back
inside, because Jenny Duncan is weiting for you on the stepe
outside. '

JUIRE T _ . _

JENNY'3 (LOW, TERRIBLY CALM) Harry, have you got' any“money on you?

HARRY ¢ (SLIGHT TAKE) What? |

JENNY 1 1 want to borrow scme money from you, Hayeye

HA\RRY 1 What for? | | .

JENNY 4 Whatever 1t costs to buy a gun bf a kﬁife -

(VRIS e BTSSR

CATHO1 0172847




HAREY:
JENNY 1
HARKY t
JERNY't

HARRY:

JENNY &

—— —

NARR:

I

JENNY ¢
HAREY:

(MUSICs _

me talking crazyl

No I'm not., I've lived elight years for the moment when
he 'd get out and marry me and now I'_m going to kill him]
But why? You must have & reason..why? '

These letters, rrz :
-i—- ! N “ PR ]:F

The 1o deend wom in New York,
y .;M o

" ETE TS DCCIl BGeIng Uil According
to the letters, he's going to e rry h.erl (SUDDENLY
FEALLY HARD) And I';m going to get a gun now_ﬁr_ a khii‘e
and I'm going to %11l him and nothing’s going to stop mel

Not even you, Harry.

_STING, HIGH, DOWN UNIERsea).

There 's no nonsense sbout the way she sald that. You stare
intce hey calm, hard face, Harrj -Neigh,er, and you know

that unless t‘aefe's a powe? in you 'yéu're not even aware
of, nothing is going to stand in the way of Jenny Duncan's
intention to kilil her lover. So'yolu dc the first thing !
that pope into your head - you grab ner by the awm and

shove her into a texi and lock yourself into & hotel voom
with her,

It's no use, Harry.

But you can't, Jenny. You cantt, _Fér crying out louwd,

you're a human beling.

HT.HO‘i 0172848
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JENNY ¢ I put in eight years --
HARRY S No one's saying you haven't{, But the guy's a rat = hels &
marderer and 8 rat. '
JENNT: I'm going to kiitl him, Harry. One way or enother,
HARRY1 (PLEADING HARD) Jenny, kid, look -~ you're a writer,

you're pretty, you're young. You k11l him and you Know
what happens? '

JENNY: I know -~ he*ll be dead!
HARRY + S0 will you -- so will you!l
JENNY: That's what I wanb...both of us dead.

(MUSICs _ _STING, DOWN _UNIERe.ws.) | |

NARR: At the end of six hours, you think you've:cﬁlmed her down &
1ittle, Harry Neigher. The offioeiig holiering blue murder.
They want to know wherve you ave and what you'rve doing.
You deelde Yo teke a chance. You brive a ﬁellhop énd rush
over to the office for a little while.

(PRESS GOING IN NEWSPAPER OFFICE BG, TELEPHONE RINGS,
RECEIVER GRABBED UP} g '

ATHO1 0172849
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daRRY:  Yes, this is Havry Neigher., (TAKE) You what! You lousy
14ttle -- I thought I told you 1t was a matter of life and
denth for you to keep an @ye on that voom} What do I care

where the hotel manager sent youl ¥You may be respcns;blé

for murder! BB you have anyww

.........{MW
{MusIC: _ _STING3: _DOWN UNDER..)_ -
NARR: Where could she have gone! You think fast, Harry Neigher -

faster than youlve thought your entire life. Where could
she have gone? (SLIGHT TAKE) To the plant where he worke?
Thatts

i) u-l-s &MQ \c..% ﬂ-‘:—-s-::(' PV e B

DN FHUNE S

oo )

P ]

T Y A A

(SPEEDING CAR TO SQUEALING_HALT, CAR DOOR SLAMMED

OPEN AND SUT, STREET BKG, RUNNING PEET ON'MIKE...

THEN, PACTORY WHISTLE SUDDENLY HEARD AND UNDER...)

HARRY : (BREATHING HARD) Oh my Lordl There's the whisgle! The
shiftle coming outl '

(INC};EASING VOLUSE OF CROWD BG.AS.HARRE PUSHES THRU
IT :

ﬁAEBXA-nm-HLBBERWHaESSﬁ“”Eicuse me..QB?ryféihQ3§pL&amean~taﬁotep~cn
yourrboes T PantonEINE :

(HOLD CROWD AND THEN: }

HARRY: (HALF SHOUTING) Jenny!
JENNY ¢ Let me alone! (CLOSE TO BREAKING) Harry, let me alone!l
HARRY $ What have you got in that purse?

ATHOT 0172850




JINNY

HARRY:

JENNY:

HARRY s

JENNY:

— e e

- 22 -
Let me alone! Let go of my purse! He!ll be along in a
minute, Let me kill him, Harry;
(WRESTLING WITH HER) Oive me that purse!l
I need the gun! Neo -~ I want to kill himl

Ay 4 Aoy

(LS HE GETS BAG FROM HEH)'&HE,?*h:;;;;hekﬁyq Wo more gun.
Now let!'s go. o . '
{WEEPING BITTERLY) Let we kill him == let me kill him,

N W

Sure he does, hvneyﬁ Now let's go = and this time, yaive

Harry. He desgrves to dlel ,
N

to my houpse,

e - — o — e

At your house, Herry Noigher, Jenny Duncan weeps bitterly

for a long time. Youlre glad your wife is theYe to sit
with her and hold her in her arms. Finally, cut of Wearine

and exhaustion, Jenny falls asleep on-your couch,
(VERY LOW) Thanks, baby. Letls just le$ her sleep for.a
while, We'll slt over here.

QS A PO N DS Rrgrman _ __

JENNY

HARRY:

JENNY:
HARRY:
JENNY:
HARRY:

Jenny Duncan sleeps only about'three hours, bqt when she
wakes uap, thers's something dffferent_abouﬁ'her.

(QUITE ChLM) I'm - I'm sorry, Harry. (wITHOUT TENSION)
Terribly sorry. 1 guess I made a fool out of myself.
Itts okay, ki) We all do. fbu had good reason to. You
feel better? '

Fine, fine...much better.

Suref? ’

Quite sure.

Would you like to 1live with us for'a:coupla of days?

ATHO1 0172851




JENNY:

HARRY:
JENNY:
HARRY:
(MUSIC:

JENNY:
HARRY':
JENNY:
HARRYt

= e e e

LANDLADY

HARRY:

LI i

A S L A ok LRy L

..2'3_ ) .
No, no thanks, You and your wife have dona encugh for me

already. IL'd like to take the next train howme.

To Canada?

To Canada.

' PP
1111 take you down to the train, heme¥. . '\%_

(Tmm IN STATICN GE‘I‘TING RE:«DY T0 PULL OUT, IONG -
TRAIN WHISTLE)

Well, 1t's time to say goodbye, Harry.
Yeah, .. .Wrlte me once in a while,

T will, Harry. Goodbye.

Talke care, Jenny.

(STEPS UP A TRAIN meom, Dm*smrm 'I‘RI.II
GETS UNDER WAY..) -

You'lre back in your office now, Harry Neigher, For & few
hours, you feel peaceful, 1tke & man who'ﬁ done & Jobh well,
And then, suddenly, your mind does a flip-flop. (SLIGHT
PAKE) What wakes you 8o sure she stayed on that train? |
What 1f ghe got off at the first stop and doubled back to
George Loomis! boarding house!l What if -- (BREAKS OFF) You

sling your hat on your head and 1n a wminute, you're out of

the off'ice.

— o e W e Em P e

Oh, arehtt you the ssweg man who was here this artarnoon
with Mr..Loomis! fiancee?

(URGENT) Yes - yes 1 was. Tell we, has she been around 1
the last couple of hoqrs?
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LANDLADY :
HARRY:
LANDLADY
HARRY:
LANDLADY 3

HARRY:
LANDLADY ¢

HARRY :

LANDLADY ¢

HARRY:
LANDLADY ¢

HARRY:
LANDLADY §

: o i
Th9-iauelx.alenﬂihhu&hawbiendewhain&
Thablscholsu, .
Oh, no, Wo%t since she left when you were wWith hep.
Where 's George Loowis nowi Y& he in his room? :
(sapLY) Mr. Loomis? No-- he's nob nere. He won't come
pack -~ I donl't think. :
He wonlt come back? Why not? Did he move?
No - itt!s worse than that. The police came and got him
about an hour ago, .

(SLIGHT TAKE) The police? What for?

T don't know much about the law, but the officer said it wa
for & violation of parole, ' | - -
Viclation of -- Did he BRY anything else? !
Mo, ., Just that Mr, Loomis wasn't Bupposed %o 1eave this
Stete, according to his parole, bqt gomebpdy told the ‘police
that he hed been goling down to Néw York o&er the:weekends -—
tc sae a woman! S o - h '

Oh, _

They even had pome letters this woman had written him about
the weekends ho had spent in New York with her «.. Now, who
would do a thing like that to & nice man like Mr. Loomis?
Have you any 1ldea who would do a ‘thing 1like that?

Well,se. 8¥DBesss

In just a moment, we will read you a telegram, from Haqry, I
P S W SRV I

Neigher of the Bridgeport, Connecticutt Herald4outcome of
tonight's BIG STORY.

LA L

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

CLOSING COMMERCIAL  PROGRAM #2331
GROUP: Guard against throat-scratch{ OGuard against throat-scratch

CHAPPELL::

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

IARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard apainst throat-scrateh] Enjoy the pmooth, smwooth
emoking of fine tobaccos. Sucke & PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL ~ the clgaretie whose mildness you

can measure. ' |

Remember this - the further a”ﬁuff of smoke 18 filtered
through fine tobaccos, the miiéer 1t becomes.

L&t the firpt puff, PELL MELL smoke 1& filtarad farther than
that of any other leading cilgerette. . Moreover, after flve
puffs, or ten, or seventeen.-wpx agyﬁgl megsure -

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaoccos
sti1l travels the smoke further - filtere the smoke and

" makes 1t mild,

Thus, PELL MELL®3 fine mellow tobaccos give'iou 8 gmoothnes
mlldness and gatisfactlon no other cigarette:offerS'you.

Ask for the longer, finer cigaretts in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, "Outstanding!"”
And -~ they are mild{
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(MUSIC:
CHAPPELL:

NEIGHER:

CHAPPELL:

Hperee .

R e S -

CHAPPELL:

- 26 -

_TAG)

Now we read you that telerran fron Harry Neisher of the
Brideeport, Comnecticut, Herald.
Murderer in tonight's Big Btory was returned to the State

Pennitentiary where he is now spending, the rest of his life,

ye-r e o [Mm =t Q&an‘-—q_szﬂ-’" +9\!}‘ —— ﬁtt:.a.p) DI NP WY D _.‘...., - .
sentence. Imhoar-fror—Jenny Mncan,\mcem-m HY teeclenid
Al 4
H':,LW""‘- | Z-—

A

especially because it cones today, which happens to be T ~~py~1

sincere appreciastion for tonigthts PELL MELL Awird -

wifels birthday and Doy own. ﬂ~Lg'
Thank you, Mr. Neigher...the makers of PELL MELL FAHDUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you tho PELL MELL $500
award for notable service in the field of journalisn.
1isten arain next week, sane time, sane station, when )
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARZTTES will present another BIG STORY..
A Big Story from the front paces of the Houston, Texas
Chronicle ~ byline Jack Weeks, i BIG STORY of & repofter
who sturmbled on one of the most welrd murders in his city's
history only to find an innocent man at the end of his
trail.
STING),
And now - your attention pleasel 1tts back araln - the
show you've waited for all summer. The Bis Story returns
to television - brourht to you by PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES, Excitingl Thrillingl Authentie stories from
the pares of Anericals great newspapers. Opening the Fall
seasdn; yéu will see and henr how a reporier uncovers
corruption in City Hall and snashes & political machine
that has been nilking the city dry, Fron the front pares o
of the Alameda, california Times-Star conmes this thrilling

Big Story. Be sure and see it over nost of the NBEC-TV -
Stations. For tine end channel consult your local papers.
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CHAPPELL:

- 27 -

THEME, WIPE AND_FADE TO BG

S ———— L - S ]

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Procter with
original muslc composed and conducted by Viadimir Selineky.
Tonight's program wgs adapted by Abram S. Ginnes, from an
sctual story from tﬁ;f;;éea of the Bridgeport, Connecticutt
Herald. Your narpator was Bob Sloan,gmé Vinton Hayworth

LS i Yol  n S e el L e, S ne b
played the part of Harry Neilgherp In order to protect the
names of people actually involved in tonight's authentic
BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the dramatization

were changed, with the exception of the reporter, Mo Nedehet,

This is Ernest Chappell, speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
THIS IS NBGC, THE NAT:QNAL PROADCASTING COMPANY

38/18/8/15/51
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CHAPPELL:

JENNINGE:

(wszc: _
LT.

KINTHER

4232

THE BIG STORY fbrem 5. Gilnnes
{Jack weeks: Houston [Texas Chronicle)

PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGAREITES present....THE BIG STORY!
(EXCITED, IN HIS 50's) I ﬁas alone in the store. Be
asked me for a penny box of matehes -« and the way he
spoke «- he spoke kind of alow -- and then he cleaned
Obimipriyemtireret |

the Etore!

me oukb! How am I zoing to pay the reat for

STING, DOWN UNDER)

(COP, ON PHOME, TENSE) He had 2n lce-pick in hiis hand anc

he took all you hed?! He .aske¢d for & penny box of

et Tmman=the T

MR T . Do,
matches? Stay right there -- w;ill—beAright7€E€¥2¥m

(ON PHONE, LATE 30'S, FAST, TE3ST) This is Jack Weeks.
G1lve me Re-write....Hello, Hank. Another robber§ in
the Fast End! This s a regular epldemic. The
community is up in arms. Seme IVY -- rifst he asked
for a penny box of matches. Fus a head on it -- call
him the "#Match Box Bandit.'

BTING, DOWN UNDER)

=
=
o)
o«
2
u
92
-3
to

{IN HER £0'¢s, SCREAMING) Polize! PolLice! The Match

1\v¢h¢(:_

4

Box Bandit ~- he just pran into my house! Help!

CHAPPELL:

THE BIG STORY, Here is America, 1ts sound end its
fury, its joy and its sorrow =s feithfully reported
by the men and women oOf bhe grest American newspapers.

(MORRE )
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CHAPPELL: (PAUSE, FLAT) Heouston, Texas. The story of a reporter
{CONT 'D}
who helped 2 killer telk his way to his ewh doomn.
and for his work, to Jack Weeks of the Houston

Chronicle, for his Big Story, zoes the PELL MELL

Award.

—

(COMMERCIAL )
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #232
QPENING COIIMEACTIAL®

GROUF : Guard against throat-scrath! ¢usrd agalnst throat-
cseratch! Guard against throat-scratenl Enloy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a

PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: ves, smoke PELL MELL - the clzarette whose mlldness

you oan measurae.

HARRICE: puff by puff you're alweys ahzad when you smoke
PELL MELL.
CHAPPELL: Remember thils -- the further 2 cuff of smoke is

filtered throuzh fins teopaceos. the milder it becomes.
At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further
then that of any other leading sigarctte. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - v actual measuyre -

PELL MELL'S greater length of trsditionally fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke fuprther - fllters
the smoke and makes 1t mild.
HARRICE: Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow Sobaccos give you a

smocthness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cigsraette offers you.
CHAPPELL! Smoke PELL MELL - the clgarctse icse mildness you can

measupre . 2SELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!"

HARRICE: And - thoy ar: mildl
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Houston, Texas. The story as i% actually'happenéd -
Jack Weeks story os he lived 4t.
THEME }

_—am A e s iR

NARR:

KINTNER:
JACK:
KINTNEE

JACK:
KINTNER:

JACK:

KINTNER:

JACK:
KINTNER:

'(Low} I don‘t think so.

The crowd around the twe-story wooden building in the
East End of Houston is thick snd in an ugiy mood when
you, Jack Weeks, reporter for %the Houston Chronicle
gnd your frlend LieutenantIWard'Kintner pull up in the
police car. Word has gotten out that the man you tagged
as the Mateh onIBandit 18 inside thst building.

(cRGWD NbISES)
(CALLING OUT) Stand back! Everybody, stend back!

They're in 8 real tempcr, Lieutenant.

. K
Mot O

(CORNFR OF HIS MOUTH} You can't blame them, Weeks

thrty-robberies in three wecks! Ncne of these stores

around here are rich.

What're you going to do?

Give him 2 chance to come out. (CALLS OUT)} You! Inside

that house! Give yourself up end nothing will happen

to you. {PAUSE, THEN LOW) .I thought I saw somebody

move behind one of those curtains.
R o ;

(SHOUTINGE4 This ‘is your last chanee! : Come on oug

or we'll use teap gas on you!

{PAUSE)

(LOW} I'm =2:ratd this is it, Lisutenant.

Yeah -~ bed for him, bad for us . (CALLS OUT) Boyle,

Samson, Peters! Welre goiﬁg in! Get the teap ges veady!

ATHOT 0172862
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JACK
KINTNER:
MRS. CAPOTE:

KINTNER!

CAPOTE:

T aa

DM i

CAPOTE:

KINTNER:

CAPOTE:

V'1"

KINTNER: -

(MUSIC:

KEKNTNHER
JACK:

B

(CROWD VOICES RISE SLIGHTLY AB)

(TAKE)

Hold it, Lieutensant!

It's opening!

(SLIGHTLY OFF) (SCREAMS IN FEAR) Please!l

It's me -- I called you!

(CROWD UP, RUNNING FEET !

Where is He?

Don't shoot!

That front door -~

Den't shoot!

I -- he -- he had an lce-pick =- he came at me == T

fainbed -~ he =~

N
P SN = . ..,‘\-A-.-c-o,

JACK:.. . H__w_“_lﬂwﬁhﬁzaﬁﬁwhﬂgKﬂf &2
(GRYING?““YUB“Myeﬁ--- he came running out of that store

LRPREEL R

o

PEEEY TR _" z

o your housg?

PR
ot ETTRVN “a e

(CAR IN MOTION)

He's either clever -- cleverer then any crock this eity -
has ever seen

wWwhich ever 1t

Headgquartsrs?

B

is, we'lre in for 1t. -

-- or else he's got luck.

XU

e

.

e dh L i

" By

&

down the block. Sogebody -- must have seen him and --
1 won't be ablz to sleep here tonight! whe%-é#—h&~
comes--bask?
Boyre—PETTIE T tirembeokyardvtE0-CAROTE). What did
he look like? | | .
He was young end he spoke real slow -- spoke careful
to me. But~he~gvb~awey+—*whﬁt"tf"hefemwy»4muunxanigha!
) .1He?gut‘§WEV! R " T .
S ' ATV I ST
&BiseﬁaTﬁs) Yeshk, yeah I~ waaw . He got away' (A

g
AT
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KINTNER: (DISGUSTED) Yesh é&éé;y;r3$£§r1es. & get-pway --
everyooedy in the East End wlll 5e cuﬁa;ng us ané BO
will the newspapers. All we heed now ﬁs for the
Match Box Bandit to murder someone.

(MUSIC; _ _ _ MOOD_ACCENE, SLIGHT BRIDGE, QUT I0)

(AS OF A MAN STUMBLING THRU A STORE, KNOCKING
OVER DOXES HERE AND THERE, TO) '

DURKIN: (5018, DYING, BREATHING HEAVILY &S HE MAKES_His WAY

TO THE PHONE BOOTH, THEN) '

(RECEIVER OFF, DIALS ONCE, THEN)

DURKIN: (WITH DUFFICULTY, LOW) Operator -- this is - this --1g
purkins -- Drug Store -- pleaSQI—- please get me an
-- ambulance. '

(DURKINS FALLS OVER WITH A CRASH AS)
(HURRIED ECHOING STEPS_IN MARBLE HALL, AS OF
HOSPITAL)
JACK (CALLING LOW) Licutenent!
KINTNER: {(QUITE, TIGHT-LIPPED NOW AND ALMCST, BUT NOT QUITE, -
SURLY) How did you track me do¢wn here to the'hospital?
JACK: When the report about Durkin czme inte the office, I

called the station and they seid ycu were here. How

1s he?
KENTER: (A BEAT, THEN) Desad....Died ten minutes after he got
here., )
JaCK: begd!
KINTNER: Routine heart attack.
JACK: You sure?
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KINTNER (ALMOST AN OUTBURST) I know whst's on your mind}
You think it wes the Match Box Bandit! Well, quit
building him up to bigzer than he ie.

JACK: (PLACATINGLY) Look, Lieutenant, I' m not butting in on
your business but -- meybe he had nething to do with
this but the facts are sgainst him,

KINTNER: What facts? . )

JACK: (PAUSE} I had a chence %o read the police report
before I got here. In the first ﬁlace, Durkins-Drug
Stere is 1n the East End of towﬁ. Next, hils cash
register was open -- empty. Next, Durkin* wes
in his fifties -- that's the averege age of the
Match Box Bandit's victims. And finaily, Durkin was
alone in the store. And the othors ware alone -- he

only operates when nobody is ercund except the owner.

KINTNER: 50 you think Durkin wos murdered?
JACK: Well, all I' m saying is =--
KINTNER: (CUTS IN, AND PAST NOW) IFf he was murdered, then how

come the doctor maid heart.attack? How come his wife
and son sald he'd had several heart attacks before? If
he was murdcred, how come therels nothing on him to
arove 1t except for a little seratch on his Forehead

which he probably got wheﬁ-he fell over?

JACK: Just -- 3 scratch on his forehesd?
KINTNER : That's right. And how does that stack up sgainst your
murdsr theory?
JACK: I -~ I don't know. - fa
| . et |
KINTNER: 1'11 see you at the atetion house .4 I've got work to do!
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(MUSIC: ACCENT, DOWN_UNDER)

NARR: You'd been so sure, Jack Weeks, When you rushed to the
hospital that the Match Box Bﬁndit'éﬁglturned to murder.
Now, &s you stand outside the hospital, you're not s¢
sure. You get in your car and'head toward the East end
-~ tHoward Durkins Drug Store. .

{GLASS DOOR WITH OLD-FASHIONED BELL OPEN AND
SHUT...a FEW STEPS, CUT To)

e
]

wpeo oo
‘s S ao.hee P A LIS
JACK {SLIGHT TAKFJ‘fw%ﬂ%--—ﬂhex_xmouou—daing_hane'
KINTNER: I was thinkinz cver what you seid ot the hospital

I thought -- mnybe I had better come back here ang

take 8 1ook around.

JACK: That's funny. Same here. I ﬁhought over whét you said
£to me.....M2ybe you ore right.

KINTHNREER: No I wasn't.

JACK: . wWhat do vou mean?

KINTHER Lock over here on the floor near the countar.

(FEW STEPS, OUT TO)

JACK (1LOoW} 4 penny box of matches!

KINTER: Here on the counter as if Duﬁkin had been glving the
customer what he ssked for when he came in -~ when 1t
happened. |

JECK: But -- you ssid Just e slight scretch on his forehead.
what could have 4illed him? ' :

KINTNER: Durkin's wifc zorced to an subopsy. Come by headQuarters_

around eleven tonight. We should have the results then.
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KINTNER: {oN PHONEJ In a few minutes?....All right. Cell me
vack here...No, I'11l walt. L
(HANGS UP WHEN DOOR OPENS)-
KINTNER: Come in, Jack.
{DOOR SHUTS, FEW STEFS IN, AND OUT 70}
JACK: Nething yet from the coroner?.:
KINTNER: It's a little after eleven. 1 guess'it tock him longer
then they expeeted. They'll call back in a few minutes.
(RUSTLE OF.PAPER ENVELOPE AS) N
JACK: Look at thig. I did some checking in our files.
KINTNER: (SLIGHT PAUSE, THEN) Durkin,'eh? What's the date on
this clippinz?
JACK: Two years 830. The name secmec fﬂmiliar 80 I checked
Y Sty el et
bacl, Bhds guy h d tried to hnld %Fﬂ& up and Durkin hed
fought him off.

5_;‘-5.}_ )
KINTNER: S0 that'!s the kind_gﬁqguy he wes, huh?
e o ) . .
JACK: wlc He must have seied—+4 again with the Mateh Box Bandit,

(R .“(-.

'he'got scared and me killed hinm. But the thing I
can't flgure -- '

KINTNER: (CUTS IN) Yeah ...I know. wa

[N YT RR fe
KINTNER: ¥ e .. .71l right, rsed 1t to me. (PAUSE, THEN)
Qkay. Thanks. .
{ RECEIVER: DOQH)
JACK The ecroner's ofi'ice?
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KINTNER: (A4S IF REPEATING TIYT OF CORONER'S REPORT) Murder.
With s sharp wespon -- such as ?n ice~pick. An
ice-plck sharpcned to such g fine point 1t could

enter a man's brain znd leave only & serateh.

— W = e

(COMMERCIAL)
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THE B3I STORY
PROGRAM #232

MIDDLE COIMMEZRCIAL:

GrOUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

o
Guard agalnst throat-seratchl Guard agalnst throat-
seratch! Ouard ageinst throet-seratch! EnjJoy the

smooth smooth smoking of [ine Lobeccos. Smoke &

PELI. MELL.

Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness
yOou can measure.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL.,

At the first puff PELL MELL smcke 18 filtered further
than that of any other leading ecigarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17, - by actual measurs -

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke further - fllters
the smoke and makss 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL’S fine mellow tobzccos give you a

smoothnegs, mildness and sabisfzstion no other

clgarette offers you.

guard ageinst throat-scratcht

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine £0obaceos.

Smoke & PELL MELL ~ the cigarette whoss mildness you
can measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIG~RETTES -

"outstandinzt”

and - they are mild!
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[MUSIC: _

HARRICE:

-1p-

This is Cy Haprice returning yeou to your Nerrator end

the Big Story of Jock Weeks, 2s he lived it and

wrote 1t.

JACK:
KINTNER:

CAPOTE:

KINTNER:

KINTHER:

Houston, Texas -- your home town, Jack Weeks, crime
reporter for the Houston Chronicle, is in tha grip of

a man-hunt. For slmost fen doys now. around the clock,
every evallakblc plain-clothesmaﬁ hes been 1nv61ved in
the painstaking, terpifying chaée for the murdering
VMatch Box Bondlt. &nd as you Eit with'yoﬁr fﬁ;end YoM,
Lieutenant Ward Kintner, through the wearying routine

of the police line-up, you wondgr how long this chase

aasn g0 On.

(LOW MUMBLE OF A ROOM FILLRﬁ WITH MEN)
(WEARY) You geing to try it aéain, Lieutenant?
{EQUALLY WEARY) Yeah, :
(LOW) How - how long docs thils 30 on? It m tired

Lieutenant .
Just onee more, Mrs. Capote. (CnLLS OUT) Line 'em up.
You men up therc, stand up streizht! Heads.aéainst
the wzllil |
(MUMBLING DIES OUT A8 WE HZAR THE SHUFFLING OF
FEET AWD THEW) . |

ek .
gl S R P

(LOW) Trke onother look at sy Mrs. Copeoka. Any
of them look famillar to you?
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CAPOTE:

JACK:

CAPOTE:

KINTNFER:

CAPOTE:

KINTNER:
JACK:

KINTNER:

JACK:
KINTNER:

CAPOTE:

KINTNER:

-13-
(Low) I told you -~ I told you once before, Lieuﬁenant

-~ No. I would remember him all pight., The wey he
made me lie down on the floor -- '
Youlre sure, Mrs. Capote?

Plezse -- please -- I'd like t¢ ¢ home. Besides,
his voice is what I remember most, The slow, careful
way he spoke. That's what I remember most. Please,
can't you sco? W ~= I'm tired -- I
want to g0 heme. .
411 right, o1l right. (CALLS ouT ) Take them Bway

te the lock-up. T
You mean I can zo home nowf
Yeah ...thanks.

(PHONE RINGS, RECEIVER UF)

(ON PHONE)} -Yeah -- Lt. Kintnem .Yeah, he's right

here. (THEN} For you. . | |
ta i by N .

(ON PHONE} <emits™ Kintner Speaking (BEAT, THEN WITH
SUDDEN EXCITEMENT) When? Where is he now? Uﬂ:%y
office? I'11 bhe right up!

(RECEIVER DOWN)

What 1= 1t%
It may be him! (FAST) Jennings -- one of the men
he robbed thought he paw him in & tsr. A cop on the
beat pleked him up. It may be him!
Good-nizht, gentlemen . _
(TAKE} Walt a second! Not now, Mrs. Caﬁote. I'm
sorry. You've got to come along with us.

ACCENT, QUICK BRIDGE, QUT T0) _
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JENNINGS:

KINTNER:

JENNINGS :

JACK:

JHENNINGS:

KINTHER:

~14-
(TENSE, FRIGHTENED) Thet's what happened, Lieutenant.
I wes walking by this bar and then I sew him. He was
having a beer. '
You're positive 1t's the same men wh§ held you up?
I -- I think so.
What do you mean you think so? 'If he held ypu_up,
you ought to be sure of it. |
I mean -- he -- he looks 1like him but I wouldn't want
to get an innocent man into -- trouble.

A1l right, let's go inside.

CAPOTE: ~~'~ *** Lieutenant, no! I'm afraid -

JACK:

CAPOTE:

KINTNER:

KINTNER:
CLAUDE:

KINTNER:

CLAUDE:

KINTNER:

CLAUDE:

KINTNER:

\l -
e

Mrs. Capote, you have to. It’'s the only way. Fufirnganr
don4ﬁ—he;?—&danti£g—h&mT—he*ﬂdgﬁt—ﬂusr*waTR‘Gﬂt“E“?Ttev
man~SRd— Ut go-RRunAgRing -~
But I'm ~- I'm afraid of him.’

.,

e

"Let's go.

QUICK ACCENT, QUT UNDER)_

What's your name?

(BADLY TONGUE-TIED) C- C1 - Claude T-T-Tilman.

The evening the drugsist was murdered at gix olelock
-—- where were you that evening? ' _

I-- I -~ In -- In a.m-movie ~~ th-theazatre. 1 -- Uh --
w-was -~w-watching & -~ a -pfpicture.'

Whepre!s your proof? '

I «« I -- N-none., I -- was -- al-alone. I was alone.
Take a good look at him, Mr. Jénnings -- you, Mrs.
Capobe. Is this the man? (PAUSE, THEN ALMOST ANGRY)

Look at him! Is this the man held you up, Mr. Jennings?
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JENNINGS:
JACK:
JENNINGS:

KINTNER:

CAPOTE:

KINTNER:
CLATUDE:

KINTNER:
CLAUDE:
KINTNER+
CLAUBE:
JENNINGS
KINTNER:

CLAUDE:
CAPOTE:
KINTNER:

JENNINGS:
KINTNER:

-15-

(VERY LOW)} I -- I think s8¢ except --

Except what?

Except the way he talks. He looks like him, Dut the
way he talks - : _

what about you, Mrs. Capote? 1Is this the man who
broke into your house and threatened you with

an lce-pilcky

(TEHROR-STHICKEN)‘j{fu-I told &ou -- I told you the
way he talked -~ slow and carefél and you aould
understand every word. This man -- I don't know -~ -he
looks lilke him but this mqp'sjfcngue-tied!

(TO CLAUDE, ANGRILYJﬁffBﬁrre'Eﬁ%?:%é'on an actl

N-no. I told you == I == I'mnot. I -- I don't -~ I
n-never k-killed the drugelst - I tol-told you --
(CUPTING IN, HARD) Ask him for a penny box -of matches.
Wh-what?

I said ask this man for a pennny box of metches!
G-g1-give me a p-penny b-box of -- ma~mabches.

That's not the way he sounded. ) .

Tell her to lie down on the floor or yow’ll kill her.
(A BEAT) Go on! _

L-1ie d-down on -~ the-the fl-floor_of I-« I'11 k-kill
you

(LOW, TERROR-STRICKEN) W6, no -- that's not the way
he sounded! ' ; '

{BITTER, ALMOST SHOUTING} BPRut' just looking ét him --
that's the man, 1sn't 1t®

Just leooking st him -- yes.

(HARD) Talk straight, demm—yewd Drop the sct! Talk
straight! 'Tféi¢mt4tw . o :
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CLAUDE: I an I -
JACK: (LOW} Lieutenant, he's tongue-tied all pight., You

can see 1%t on him. There’s another way.

XKINTNER: What do you mean?

JACK: The mateh-box we found in Durkins' Drug Store.
KINTNER: Match box? What sbout ite

JACK: It must have his prints -- the prints of the man who

wag In that stgpe%

. Tt .
H-—":‘-"". A "‘ otk Tl B,

KINTNER: (TAKE) Tha_pnLnLaL_JiLs;#*ﬂg&*prfnée,_nf.nnurﬂsl_
(RECEIVER HURRIEDLY OFF PHONE)

KINTNER: (ON PHONE)} Give me the print room fast.

CLAUDE: W-wait! Wait!

JACK What forg

CLAUDE: You-you'll -- I?1ll t-tell you the tr-truth! Y-You'll

f-find m-my pr-prints on that m-match b-hox.
(RECEIVER DOWN FAST)
KINTNER: Then you were lying! You murdered himi
CLAUBE: N-not! I -- was -- th-there - but I -- I d-didn't
d-do it. I w-was there -- I or-ordered th-the matches,
B-but I d- didn't %-kill him --
JACK: Whe didg?
CLAUDE: Har-Harold K-Kim-Kilmball -- Kimball. H-he d-did it.
H-Harcld Kimball. .

e — o o et et o ke
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After the ten days hunt for Ciéude T;lman,.the arrest
of Harold Kimball seemb ridicﬁiously easy. But as
you, Jack Weeks, sit in a room &t poliee headquarters
and study Kimballl!s face you réealize that something
i3 wrong. |

(MBBEE B E20,),

KINTHNER: Ask this man here for a penny box of matches,

HAOLD : (SPEAKS VERY SLOWLY AND CAREFULLY) Give me a penny.
box of matches. _

KINTNER Now tell Mrs. Capote to lle dpwn on the rloor or you'll
kill her. _

HARQLD: (AIMOST MONOTONE) Lie down on the fioor or I'11 kill
you. .

KINTNER 3 Is thils the man?
(PAUSE, THEN) :

JENNINGS : Tb's -- 1t sounds 1ike him but -

KINTNER: But what? _

JENNINGS: But -- the other one -- Tilman. This one sounds like
the man end the other oOne looks like him. _:

JACK: what about you, Mrs. Capote?

CAFPOTE: It -- 1t sounds Just like him”only.it's like Mr.
Jennirgs says -- _ B

HAROLD: {LOW AND IN CONTROL OF HIS TERRCR) I tell'you I
didn't do 1t. : ‘ _

KINTNER: (HARD) Then why don't you tell us wWhere you were when
the murder occurred? '

HAROLD: I ~=- 1 canlt.

( PHONE RINGS)
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JACK:

KINTHER:

HAROLD:

JACK:
KINTNER:

JACK:

KINTNER:

JACK:

KINTHER:

— e e me

-18- _
(OH PHONE) Hello...this 1s Jack Weeks. .. Yes, just
a moment. (TO KINTNER:) 1It's the meyoi. For you.
{LUICK STEPS) |
{ON PHONE) Yes, mayor. Yes, You cantell the papers
we've got them both.
(SCREAMS OUT) Noi I didn't do 1u!

' _:._.;_.'..",\ :
Wp-ged, Lieutenant! You capn't do it,

(ALMOST ANGRY, CURT) I cen and I willl _

But thers's scmething sbout that guy Kimball -.- you
cen ses it yoursgelf. o | _ '
(HARD) Look, Jack, get this. For a month now
everybody in town has been down on us, Fverybody

has been scresming that welre not doing our job. Well,
a murder was committed and wé?ve got'two witnesses who
con identify the volece of one ahd the face of the I
other. That's onough for me. . |

But didn't you hesr them? Théy're.not gure, Lieutenant.
(HARD) There's no use telking, Jack, 1In thfee hours
from now, 28 sSoon as I have everything tyred up and
ready to g0, I'm Zoing downstsirs into the Justice
Court. In three hours from now, Iili have.filed

murder charges against T1lman and Ximball,

IN, DOOR CLOSES)

ATHOT 0172876




JACK!
HAROLD:
JACK:
HAROLD:
JACK:
HAROLD

JACK :

HAROLD:
JACK:

HAROLD:

WALLIS:

JACK:

Kimbtall --

(Low) Yes? L e

Kimball, I went teo helﬁ you.

I didn't do i%t. _

I've got that feeling too. But youive got to help me.
How? :

I've got less than three héurs now. At ﬁhg end of
three hours, the police will haye riled.a murder
charge agalnst you as weii aa Tilman. Once that

charge is filed, you're going to ﬁave a hard time
getting out of 1%. | |

(BEAT, THEN) What do you want?

Why wouldn't you tell the Lieutenant where you were

at the time of the murder -- six o'clock thst evening?
{PAUSE, THEN) For crying:gut loud, man, don't you
understand? Whataver 1t.is you'ré hidiné&- whatever

it 18 you don't want to tell -- it canft be as
important as the fact that youriiire 18 at stake!

I think Tilman d1d 1t. T don't understand the business
about your two volces, but you'vé got to tell me where
you were at silx olelock the nigﬁt of the murderp.

{BEAT, THEN LOW) I wes &t work. I'm a vookkeeper. You
can talk te my employer, Mr. Wallls.

STRICT WITH HIS EMPLOYEES) It's Just as I told you,
Mr. Weeks. He works for me, '

What time did he get tec work on that parbiculer day?
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WALLLS: " What time? Hine ol'elock 1n:the morning es usual. Let

' me tell you this, Mr. Weeks. Iy a very lenlent men
with my employees, but therels one thing I 1insilst uﬁon
-- that 1s punctuality! I insis: thaﬁ they érrive
on time and leave on %ime and in réturn for ﬁhat, i
may not offer the ﬁest wagesa in the cﬁty, but with me
they have security. ' _

JACK: {ALMOST SHOWING IMPATIENCE) Yes, yes, Mr, Wallis. what
we're trying to establish is where he was at the time of
the murder. How late d4id he weork here thaf particular
doy? : o .

WALLIS: (IRATE) How late? He worked no later than usual, Mr.
Weeks, I don't alliow that.

JACK: What time wae bhat, Mr. Wallls? _

WALLIS: He worked until five o'clock and then he left with my
other employces. '

(MysIc: _ _ _ ACCENT, OUT TGO} _

JACK: (ALMOST PLEADING) Listen, Kimb2ll ~- listen to me.

Youfve got only forty-five minutes 1¢rt. In rorty-five
minutes Lt. Kintner is walking inco'fhe Sustice Cpurt
doymstairs and filing & murdér charge again&t youl )
Teld me where you were at Biﬁ otelock! (PAUSE, THEN)
Hﬁfo%d?“itﬁ%enw%o-mew—nwhatwdﬂwit«hehwaen~goﬁ«ﬁndi

“Fidiman? -Do-gou, know. Him?

HARCLD: Yes. .
JACK: Thed why {8 he CryThg ¥8 IR "thHis “on your
HAROLD: T-doh ¥t know: ™"
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THE BIG

HAROLD:

JACK:

HARCLD:
JACK:
HAROLD1
JACK:

HAROLD!
JACK:
HAROLD:

STORY  9/5/51 ~20A-

T cantt,

0¥, then, I went to see your employer and you lied

to me, A4s far as 1 am concerned you did it.,

No! No!
Then why don't you tell me the truthe

Please - please, Canlt you see, I cantt,

Harold, listen to me, What is 1t between you and

T.1man? Do you lnew him?

Yes.

Then why is be trying to pin this on you?

T dontt know,
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JACK: ForGodler sake, Harold. Look at it now -- look at my
wateh! Ypu've got & 1ittle more than & helf-hour.
Where were you 8t s8ix oteloek thaﬁ night of the murder.
HAROLD: (LOW) T wes working.
JACK: But I epoke to your employer end he told me you left

at five o'elock.

HAROLD: He doeent!t ¥now. It was some plece else.

JACK: Speak up! Speak upl! Harold! UWhere wersa you?

HAROLD: He's striet. I need the job with him badly, but I
/\‘_,l_.‘_,QM.Mf\

don't make enougha He'd fire me 1f he knew thet I had
another job in the evenings. He believes that all his
employees have to act a certain wéy. I don't want him
to know. He'd fire me if he knew. _ -
JACK: You're crazy, Harold! what difference 1f you lose
& Job? The important thing is to save your life! Where
were you working after you left yﬁur bookkeeper's Jobe
HAROLD: As an usher at the Rialto, (SULDEN FEAR) Don't tell
him! Don't tell Mr. Wallis. Please! I need that Job'
-- I need them voth!

— e n e owew s A T e o e e

JACK! {ON PHONE) That was ten days ago? Yes -- Harold
Kimball. Are you positive of that?' Thanks. Just
one moroe question. Would you be wil}ing to conme down

Lot L tgmay T T AL _I-‘!

to police headguarters and swear bebhet? . .. Thank ¢

Ay -~ k‘r.;.. i
you -- thanﬁayau:n#ﬁé%ﬁn much ! _ et d

(MUSIC: STING, UP AND DOWN_UNDER) _

e — - Bl =L ALl i g L L | o
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NARR: You make Lt, Jack Weeks...you catch Lt. Kintner Just
s he 18 walking into the Justice Court on the
ground-floor of the Houston J2i1} Bullding. Ycu'don't
even try to explain to him what you.ﬁow undazrgtend
of the terrifying psychology of a litede man like
Hearold Kimkall -- a man who would rather risk.his
1ife then offend his employeri 211 you have time for
15 to tell Lt. Kintner what the manager of the Rialto
Theatre told you. Then, because therefs £t111 the
mystery of Claude Kimball's way of sﬁeaking, you both
go back upstalrs. '

{MUSLE s e BTT™TOY _

KINTNER: When d1d you think up the tdea of blaming Kimball for
the murder you commited T1lman?

CLAUDE: (4 BEAT, THEN WITH A LESS STUIT_'.I.‘ERII\IG. AND CLOSER TO
KIMBALL'S SLOW WAY OF SPEAKING) When »- 1 r-reelized
the old lady and the g-guy I ftuck up -- whenlthey

d-didn't recognize my volce.

JACK: You filgured you saw & way out?
CLAUDE: That'!'s rizht.
KINTNER: And when Weekes here remembered the fingerprints on

the mateh box, you were sure you needed a way oub,

weren't you?

CLAUDE: That'ts pight. _

JACK: What made you pick on Kimball #ﬁsagnf

CLAUDE: I knew him a 1-long time ago. " He Jﬁst came into m-my
mind.
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JACK: But there must have becn more of ‘a2 reason thanithab.
The way Kimball speaks is the way Mrs,. Cepote and Mr.
Jannings deseribed your epeech. .You muat have had a
reason for picking onlximball.

CLAUDE: (BEAT) When -- I was in h-high school ....idme

(Hapodd—erd=TT "Both tongue-tied ---

KENTHER: Gt

CLAUDE: Wa both went to the s-same speech ¢linic. When I'm
not exclted, I talk like Herold -- slow and ¢BBy
Th-thatts the w-way they taught:us.

JACK: Almost the way you're beginning to talk ncw.

CLAUDE: That's right. So -- I -- thought oriﬂiﬁ. {BiTTER)' He
wap a3lwoys such a soapred rabbit I figured he'd louse
himself up maybe long enough for me %o get outiaﬁd
get away. |

JACK: By your own words, Tilman, you've Just confessed that
when you committed thos¢ hold-ups and the murder you

must have been calm end deliberate, werenit you?

( PAUSE) _
KINTMNER: (HARD) You killed Durkins deliterstely, didn't yous
CLAUDE: {AIMOST PLEADING} Do something -- deo somethiﬁg quick -

so I won't have to spend three or four months 1ln jail!
G-get r-rid of m-me guick!

JACK: (BITTER) If I had my way, Tilmen, It wouldn't be
guick for you at all, JI&~FHM-ty-vays-youldrbe tage
tonspenGJahlong“iongﬂtiméﬁﬁtﬂnéQWith“yauﬁéelféthinking
over-whatwyou«d%6«h0*twv“tnn6eehb—aaoplew+
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In Just a moment, we will read you & tslegram from
Jack Weeks of the Houston,Texes Chroniclc outcomé of
tonight's BIG STORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAT! #232 ~25-

CI.OSING COMUERCIAL:

GROVE: Guard against throat-scrateh! Guard'against throat-seratch
scratch! Guard against throét-écratcﬁ! Enjoy the smooth o
smooth smoking of fine tobaccos; Smoké a PELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness
you cah measure. :

GARRICE ! Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 18 filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder is becomes,

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered Yurther
than that of any other 1ead1ng_pigare££e. Moreovery i

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actusl meapure -

PELL MELL'S greater ength of trad;tionally'fine_
tobacecos st11l travels the smoke further - f1lters the
amoke and mokes 1t mild, '

HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaceos rive ydu a

smocthness, mildnens and satisfaction  no other

cigarette offers you, :
CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, [lner cigafette in the dilstingulshed
ved package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -~

"outstanding!”
HARRICLE: and - they are mildl
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©oomsIC: | T = | |

CHAPFELL: ow we read you thet telegrain fron Jack Wecks of the
Houston, Texas Chroniclac.

TELBGRAIL: ¥

o

uas haré for nme to decide vhether I hated murderor

in tnnight's Big Story noro beceuse of what he had dene

to the druggist or what he had done to 2 frightened nan.
In any case, ny wish ceme true in one of the gquickesst
verdicts in Harris County.histcryl;ﬁurderer was

sentenced to ninety-nlne years in Texas State Penitentiary
a0 long tine fquHﬁn to be havntcd hy his vietins,

Jlany tharus for tonight's PELL 1IELL Avard,

CHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. locks...the makers of POLL iELL FAIQUS
CIGAADTTLE are provd to prosent you the PELL ILILL QSOO
avard for noteble service in the field of journalism.,

EARNICE:

Listen agein next veck, sano tive, sarme station, vhen
PELL 1ELL FAIOUS CTGYRETTES will nrzsent snother BIG
STORY .4 en Big Story fron the front Hagoes Sf the Biack-
foot Tdato Daily “wlletin, byline like Forbes.,.d BIG
STCRY ebout death in a lonely coscrd counﬁry and &

repcrter vho ¥new it wes cold-blocded zmrder.

{usic: . STING)
CHAPPILL: And renesber - ovory veck you can sce ancther different

Biz Story on ftelevision -~ brought to you by the nakers

of Pcll :loll TFanous Cigarcttes.
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CuSIC: _ _ L TEEL WIFS M'D EARE.FQ BE OL CUE)

CHAPPELL: mT SI6 STORY is produvced by Berna“d I Proctor with
orizinal rusic comnosed and cor'c.“c"‘ad by Vlacliuir
Selinsk;. Tonishtls progran 1Bs adﬂE:ud by Abran S
Ginnes, fror an actual stovy fro'ht e pages of the
:;ov_ston, Texas Chronicle. Your narrator was Bob Sloal.
and Toss liartin nlayed the part of Jack “lecks, In
srder to nrotect the nenes of peoplo actually involved
in tenizht's suthontic BIG ST0RY, .the nanas of all
characters in the drai *atizatlon verse chanzasd, with the

excopbion of the roporter, L. oSS

QUSIC: _ _ _TFEMT UP FULL_NID FiUZ JFOR)
CLAPFTZLL: This nrogran is heard by nonbers of the lrned Forees

4

gverseas, through the fpc“lities-éf the Arned Forces
Srdio Servico.

This is Irreost Char:cll speal—:ing-'f:r tho nakers of
POLT IOLL FALOUS CIGITRETIZES

TIS IS F3C...TED BATICEAL 10

36
5
i
31
=
=
o)
v
%
L4

ot
L]
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THE BIG STORY

AS BROADCAST

PROGRAM #233

- CAST

!
NARRATOR ’ BOB SLOAN.
ABEL © BOB DRYDEN
CHRISTY o BOB DRYDEN
MIKR ' BELL SMITH
SHERIFF | HUMPHREY DAVIS
JOHN | 'BILL GRIFFIS
DOCTOR o BILL ORIFFIS
BARTON | ALAN STEVENSON
MECHANIC ) IO HELGESON

WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 12, 1951
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NBC THE_BIG STORY #233

—

¢ '
10:00 - 10:30 PM SEPTEMBER 12, 1951 - WEDNESDAY

(MIKE FORBES: BLACKFOOT, IDAHO, DAILY BULLET;Q.)

ANNOR : PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES present ... THE BIG STORY!

(WATER SPLASHING)

ABEL: (OLD PROSPECTOR: SINGING) "Oh do you remember sweet
Betsy from Pike. Who crossed p'sr thé ﬁountaiﬁs with
her lover Ike ..." (WORKING) Never saw no sense in ..,
washing overalls, Just gat 'em_dirty again. ;(SINdS)
STnglng-too-Tat-eye—too-ral-eye~toorsi-ay-ysy! (BREAKS
OFF SHORT) Who's that?

(SPLASHING 0UT) (ROCK ROLLING DOWN HILL) +; -
ABEL: Iffn $hat's you up on the ridge, Buster, you get baoh-q°

R W

thos=BN®ep. Can't have no dog messing around with my
clean wash ..., who!s up there? Speak up now ,..

(RIFLE CRACKS AND ECHOES)

ABEL: (GROANS: REACTION)
. ‘S-\'AA’Q- .
%o RIFLE CRACKS)
~RE {CREANSTTTEDS ) '
{MUSIC: SWEEP UP OVER)
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here ls America; its sound and its fury,
its Joy and 1ts sorry, Aas raiéhfully_raported by the men
and womén of the great Americén:Newspapers. ( PAUSE: COLD
AND FLAT} Blackfoot, Idaho, FProm the pages of the Daily
Bulletin the story of death in jonely lava desert country,
and of & Reportér who knew 1t wes cold blooded murder,
Tonlght, to Mike Forbes of thé ﬁaily Bulletin, for his
Big Story, goes the PELL MELL AWARD,

— amm dd mem e omm Ew R e e A’ e ama

(FIRST COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -3 -
PROGRAM #233

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

GROUP: Guard agalnat throat-scratchg- Guard agalnst
throat-seratech! Guard against throat-scratoh! Enjoy the
gmooth, smooth smoking of fine tobaccos., Smoke a PELL MELIL.,

CHAPPELL:  Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness you
can measuro, | '

HARRICE: Puff by puff you're always shead wheﬁ you .smoke FELL MELL.

CHAPPELL: Remeamber thls - the rurtheﬁ a_puff of smoke is filterad
through fine tobaccos, the milder_iﬁ becomes. At the
first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further thau that
of any other leading cigarette, Mofeovér;_gfter 5 puffs,

or 10, or 17 - by actual meaéura - PELL MELL'S graater

length of traditlonally fine tobaccgs still t{ravels the
smoke further - filters the smoke &nd makes 1t mild,
HARRICE:  Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you &

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette

offars you,

CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette who#e mildness youw can

measure. PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - “"Gutstanding!"
HARRICE:  And - they are mild! ' |
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CHAPPELL:

NARR:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTY:

MIKE:
CHRISTY:
MIKE;

- & - . .
Blackfoot, Idaho, The story as it actually happened,
Mike Forbzsg! story &s he 11ved_it;

s
L

Your paper, the Dally Bulletin, 15 published in Blackfoot,
Mike Forbes, but the news comes 1nto town with the
sheepmen and old time desert raté who ride 1n'on'Saturday
morning to wesh down the taste of dry dust and solitude,
Your beat is the badlands, the great lava beds that reach
across the Idaho desert to the_cfaters of the Moen. On
this Saturday mornlng.you covered it from Christy Morgan's
general store two miles from the;centef.of Loun,
Up-country ranchers clear to the;staté 1ine know that
Christy keeps the beer cold, and the 1id off the cracker
barrel! |

(LIGHT VOICES QFF)
Beer, Mike? _
I didn't come in for yard goods, Christy.

(CLINK AND POURING) : _
Didn't have cold beer in the old days on the:dasert, huh?
Nope. Thera you are, Mlke. '

(GLASS SET DOWN) _ :
Cold as an jceman's shoulder with e high starched collar..
{DRINKS) Hah! Christy, it was worth coming out here,
Don't they serve no beer downstreet, Mike?
Sure...ﬁut I wanted fo check B story Wwith you, Feller
called from over American Falls., sSheriff picked wp

Alvin Barton driving a truck that didn't belong to him, i
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CHRISTY ¢
MIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:
CHRISTY:

MIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:
CHRISTY :

MIKE:
CHRISTY :
MIKE:
CHRIBTY:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRIBTY:
MIKE:
CHRISTY ¢

-5 -

Stolen?

Seems to be a diffvrence of opinion. Alvin ¢laims it
was loaned to him ... by Abel Gunderson.

T know Abel. '

I figured. Thought I'd check up.

He keeps to himself.. Got a sod hut out on the lava beds.

Abel isn't one for company ... except sheep.

Alvin told the Sheriff Abel went for a vacat1on and
loaned him the truck,

Doubt it,

Why? c‘L-M:j = . :

Abel dkdmt go on vacation. Furthest Abel gunderson got
from his spread In twenty yearé WaEs my place 5nce.a ﬁonth
for a bender, (QUIET)} Something wrong, Mike,..real Wrong.
Will you tell me how Yo get ouﬁ to Abelts? o

I'1l go with iou.

I1'11 drop baeck when you close and ...

Itm closing right now., You don't know_Abel like 1 do.

something real wrong!

UP: UNDER TQ)

et e i m —  —

(CLD CAR ON BUMPY ROAD)
It's right over this rise ,..
T understand they're putting springs in cars these days,
Christyl... oooh! ' ﬁA;th
I 1ike to feel the road .,. therelpy That's Abel's place,
Not much to it! N
Abel don't live complicated. Eats mgtton, sourdough,

bread and whiskey.
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MIKE:

CHRISTY :

MIKE:
CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTY:

MIKE:

JOHN :

MIKE:
JOHN:
CHRISTY:
JOHN :

CHRISTY :

JOHN:

R I ——

. .6

(SQUEAKY BRAKES: MOTOR SPUTTERING AT IDLE)
(GETTING OUT) Don't see anybody.
(GETTING OUT) Come on inside,

~ (STEPS UP STAIRS:)

(CREAKY DOOR HINGES)
Abel .., ' .

(STEPS IN ON BOARD FLOOR) -
Nobody here, (PHEW) Dusty.
Abel aih't mach of a housekeeper ...
No sign of any struggle ... ow! .

(HOLLOW CLUNK: SPLASH) |
Who left a wash tub in the ﬁiddlé af the floor. These
Abel's clothes? | |
Yeah, Mike....but he always hung his clothes over the
rocks to dry ... then folded 'em. This stuff was left
in the tub soéking in water,
He didn't finish his laundry ....

_ (DOOR HINGES SQUEAK)T _

(HALF OFF) What are you doing in there? Come out or
I'11 shoot. _
Look out with that gun ..,
Come.out ve. DANAS UP ...
It's all right, Johnuy .{. put up the gun,
Christy ... I didn't see you.
Mike ... this is Johnny Ironpipe, hels & Shoshone Indian,
lives & couple miles over.' Johnny,...Mike Forbes of the
Blackfoot Bulletin,

What are you doing in Abel's place?
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MIKE:
JOHN:
MIKE:
JOHN:
MIKE:
JOHN ¢
MIKE
JOHN :

MIKE:

CHRISTY:

MIKE:

SHERIFF:

MIKE:

SHERIFEF:

-7 -

How about you ... and that gun?

I come by hunting ... saw.a can 1ﬁ the yard.

Who did you think we were?

Didn't know. Wanted to find out.

Have youw seen Abel Gunderson?

Mo, He wenb away I guess,

You don't know?

Ain't sure. Abel don't leave his place much, but hels
been gone a couple of weeks.

A couple of weeks?

(Low) Mike,... abel Gunderson wouldn 't lend nobody nis
truck, | | : | |

And he wouldn't leave Tor a couple of weeks with the
laundry hal? done, Christy...take_me_over_to the pas

station st the State Road, I'm going ©O ¢all the Sheriff,’

you ride back over the rocky tortured road in silence,
Mike Forbes. The badlands stretch'in front of you. 4
tebiba - | | |
thousand fedles and wrinkles in the ground between the eye
and horizon, Cwrevasses in the dried lava so Geep that the
old timers carried & hundred foot_rope:to dip water from
benath the earth as they inched aéfoss'the desert. A
hundred thousand places to seapch ‘for a man...or'a body.
There'!s only one way te search the badlands, Forbes,....
and tha%'s with o mounted pocee.
How long will it take to get horses and men together,
Sheriff? _ 'L»ﬂki

Maybe by morning. Shoot avh..1f old Abel's been out on the

lave three weeks...helll wait ovarnight .
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BARTON : (EATING) That's all right by me. Look Mr. Forbes ...
they can't hold me here.}.-z'bought those sheep fair and
square, and Abel loaned me'the trgeﬁ. Now th don't
you leave me aloné to enjoy my supper,.

{CLANKS—OREr-BooH |
_MIKE+ QkAY,. Lin-thooughwithr i< 18T me-out , .
BARTON ON v vyrtdpr-Poreto., . .
. - MEKE g eraippeme

”ﬁﬁﬂ?@ﬁ+~——-en*your”way"Uut“fEIT”tﬁEﬂ"I*UGﬂ*tﬁwgntﬂnu%ktdney'heuns

SHERIFF:

Jorn«breoakfost

In the morning the Posse gathers at Abe1 Gunderson's
empty house. You:dfive_up in 2 1947 club coupe ..g step
out in the dooryard, and go back & hundred:years. The
men 1t tall and quiet in the high stock saddles, broad

brimmed stetsons pulled low to shield their eyes from the

.

ke TENA Spnnd Bnainlon, T
merning sun pouring over the ridpge.A\ N , mﬁ b_ _Q4M s

L.\,\_,-

. {SNEfK POSSE NOISES UNDER ABOVE: TIOTGER STAM ING. flv;i
SNORTING: JINGLES OF HARNESS: LOV CONVERSATION ETO)
(N0 PAUSE) Short barreled pump action carbines poke out
of rifle boots., The Sherifr.haa a pearl-handled
forty-five riding his hip.
Whoa,.,ho up! A1l right...we sgﬁiﬁ.up the ground on the
map. We'll head back to Route @¥ by sundown. Okay boys,
let's get moving. ' '

The mounted men fan out to the horizon., You follow In a
jeep with Christy Morgan. Johnny Ironpipe, the Shoshone
Indlan, lopes eapily alongside on & fifteen hand bay mare,

The g Boliare Nobn -
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NARR: You've got & story to cover now, Mike Forbes. There'!s a
suspect in a cell over at American Falls, You drive
through the dying afterncon thinking of that dusty sod
nut in the desert, and a tub of half flnished laundry.
When you get to the jaill it's supper time,

{SPOON ON DISH)
BARTON (EATING) Think they'd give you something different for

supper. Kiduey beans...I'm so slck of eating Kldney beans.

MIKE: How did you get Abel Gunderson's truck, Alvin?

BARTON: I told the Sheriff he glve me the loan of 1t,

MIKE: Where is he?

BARTON: He told me he was going to Provo Utah., For & vacatlion.

(MOUTHFUL) Kidney beans! _

MIKE: You're in serious trouble, Alvin, Theyfve got you cold
selling off Abel's sheep.

BARTON: I had a bill of sale for them sheep. Five thousand two
hundred and forty-twe dollars I paid., You ask the Sheriff
whether that was old Abel!s aignatura, he cheoked it with

the bank,
MIKE: Signatures can be forged, Alvin, wherels Abel .now?
BARTON: On vacation., He sent me & posteard from Utdh,
MIKE: Where is 1t%
BARTON ¢ 1 threg it away, You don't expect me Lo save a lousy
posteard,
MIKE: Maybe you should have, Alvin.. They're golng to start

searching for him tomorrow,.
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P ORmmarGRIEED )
(MysIC: _ _ UP_AND _DOWN TO:)_
-fi‘”‘*’: :!.f"‘rr SONP c..-A»-cL PO W
MIKE: \ Don't turn him over ‘%ﬁ for the Sheriff to get here..'
CHRISTY : Ain't seen one driea out 1ike that fopr. yaars.
MIKE: What does 1823 S, ... *
JOHN: Dry heat. Iive seen ;he dead ones from my peopla like
that. '
CHRISTY: John's right...they turn up ShoshOne Indians in the hills

tiat diled before ‘the whiteman came. driad out.. burled .
undar stenes like thle one,
MIKE: Like & wmummy...an Egyptlan mummy.

CHRISTY ; Except this ain't no Mﬁmmy. Thia’is Abol Gundersch.

he desert heat, Xou have

your story nod....m rdar, But you want the finish,...the

J<

final heﬂdlihe The Killer brought to justice, .end

you. mﬁkL up your mind that this is tho story you're going

40__59.5-1——‘-
(MUsSIC: _ TC_TAG) _
(MUsIC TURNTABLE)

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL})
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NARR:

CHRISTY:

JOHNNY :
CHHISTY
' MIKE \

CHRISTY :

JOHN &
MIKE:

CHRISTY:

JOHN:

CHRISTY:

MIKE ¢

MIKE:

CHRISTY :

- 10 - _ :
( JEER-AN-HOW-LOW- OBAR T~ HORSE ~HODT—DEATS)
The Badlands streteh into the c¢limbing sun. Ridge

after ridge.,.gulllies, canyons, table bubées, the
tormented scars of fire and bfimstone a million years in
the pést. The Indian slts siralght and easy in the.
saddle, his eyes wrinkle against thé sun &8s they search
out every olamp.of sage and scrub brush,

(PROJECT) Driving too fast for ﬁiﬂi;g?hnny?

(A LITTLE OF?) Not for this horses..she'll outrun a Juep.
LL&,‘;WX_ QAH;,\ A ;?W N h&r#‘w\ ’

" N N Y
%- e %MM PP YR o ST R Y _.\..._r__-._ {‘,P*: RSLY

=

What's the chance of our finding him? = ot
Not gooé}?fgien if he's out here, What do you think,
Johnny?
Can't follo#? o trall over the rock... .
If they don'‘t turn up o body that Barton feller!ll be
turned loose. |
Johnny...you scout up that draw,
Hup...hupp.. '

" (HORSE LOPING OFF) .
maybe I wis wrong, Mike. Maybe Abel did loosen up and
go on & vucation; )
No,.,.IL "1as poking around tﬁat washtub bufore we rode oub,

Abeits town shirt was in there. Johnny teld me he only

~ had one, Ile wouldn't go without it., He's out here

x

somewhere..,.it add& up.

(THREE ECHOING PISTQL SHOTS OFF)
What's that?

Johnny signaling. He's found something...comé oh.....
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #233

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

GROUP: Guard against throat-scratchl Ouard against throat-
scratchl Guard against throat-scratehl Enjoy the

smooth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Sroke a

PELL HMELL.

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL -~ the cigarette whose mildness you
can measure,

HATRICE: Puff by puff you're always ahead vhen you smoke PELL
HELL.

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PEIL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigere-te. lMoreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10; or 17 - by actual measure -
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditlonally fine
tobaccos still travels the smoke further ~ filters
the smoke and makes it mild.

HARRICE: Thus; PFLL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.
CHAPPEIL: Guard against throat-seratchl
HARRICE: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,
CBAPPELL: Smoke PELL HELL = the clgerette vhose mlldness you
can measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETITES ~
“ggggﬁandingi“
HARRICE:  And - they gre mild}
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. - 13 -
(MUSIC: _ . INTRODUCTION) |

HARRICE: This is Cy Harrlce returning you fo yo&r Narrator and the
big story of Mike Forbes as he lived 1t and wrote it.
NARR1: Your paper 1s on the street, MikefForbes, arced onto the
front porehes of Blackfoot by spe@ding bicyele ridere,
polted into mail boxes along the RFD routes stretching
deep into the back county, You've Speiled 1t out as close
as you can ... Abel Gunderson murdersd ... Alvin Barton
arrested driving his trucky sellihg off his sheep)
Youlve planted a seed with this story ... and the next
Bt
MECHANIC: He come driving up to my gas pumﬁ,(f. It was Barton all

right; I seen him once or twice vefore.
MIKE: Go on.

day 1t bears fruii.

MECHANTIS 3 He says fi1l1l 'er vp. BKegular or Ethyl 1 says ... Ethyl.
he 8aY8 v+, 80 T o404 | o

MIKE: You fillled the ftank ... B0 on.

MECHANIC ¢ I tell him three bucks even ... then he hauls out this gun!

MIKE: This one ,.. _

MECHANIC:  Yup, Says do I want to buy.itQ 1 1ookeﬂ 1t over, see,
Itt's a good gun, cost maybe forty-five fifty bucks ...
he offers it for twenty., I ask him, "How come so cheap'..
he says he don't want it aroﬁnd.- Acted real nervous...
When I read your plece in the paper naturally I come
araund.

MIKE: W11l you loave this with me?
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MEGHANICs How about my twenty bucks ... that's a good gun, You don!i
come seross a high powered 22 every day.

MIKE: No, you don't, not like this one. We'll talk to the
Sheriff about your money ... because I think he's golng to
wanit this gun very badly.

(Musjc: __ _UR: UNDER)

NARR: You bring the rifle to the Sheriff., The parts are clean,
1ightly olled, the stock shines wlth years of the oll rag.
The Sheriff reaches into a pigeon hole of the roll top
desk and empties a small envelope on the table beslide the

gun,
(SMALL OBJEGTS DROPPED ON TABLE}
,\,w* S T Rt
SHERIFF1 There they are, iuur..i t the Doc dug out of
Siabey™

Abel Gunderson, 22 shedde, fired from a high powered

rifle. )
MIKE: It!'s the same gun, isn't 1t?

SHERIFF: Appears to be ... I had me an empiy carton around somewhere
Got some new mop handles in it.
MIKE: Shipping the gun somewhere?
SHERIFF: Boise. There's an FBI géﬁgg*office there, Theyt!ll get us
a report on whether the s—came from this rifle.
MIKE: If they did, there's your murder case.
_SHERIFF: Bartont's a pretty good lad for explaining.
MIKE: How can he explain selling the dead man’s gun «..s the one
that ShQHLFhe murder bullets?
ESHERIFF & Well?ﬁ;;;r'suppose we have him over and £ind out.
Muspcs _ . UR:_UNDER)
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NﬁRR:

SHERIFF:
BARTON:

SHERIFF!

BARTON:
SHERIFF:
BARTON ¢
SHERIFF:
BARTON:
SHERIFF 3
BARTON:
SHERIFFt
BARTON:
SHERIFF1

MIKE:
BARTON:
MIKE:
BARTON:
SHERIFF'$

- Comfortable, Alvin?

You could have give me time to finish shaving. The
lather!ll dry on my face. I got a sensitive ekin.
I111 send out for talcum powder, Alvin...you never went
back to Abel's place after you bought those sheep and he
lcaned you the truck?

Why should I?

Dd you?

Sure not.

Abel didn't loan you anything else of his, did he?
Not so I can remember,

CGotallp MiKG e fBPPORR) See this rifle?

Yeah,

Recognize 1t%

22's look alike.

Feller says you so0ld to him two weeks ago.

8aid it under oath.

Got eny explanations, Alvin?

That's Abel's gun, all right.

(QUIET) Where'd you get it, Alvin?

(SAME TONE) I toock 1t with me after I shot him,

Uh huh ... chanpge your story & little, huh, son?
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BARTON: Sure ... I might as well tell the truth now, ..

SHERIFF: Write 1t down for me, Mike ... will you. Go ahead, A4lvin,
let's have 1t!

BARTON¢ We wors having an argument, see. About the sheep I bought
from him, ©Suddenly he levelé his gun at me. I took the
gun away from him. That's how it happened.

SHERIFF: You hid the body, Alvin?

BARTON: 1 was scared; I didn't want no trouble. I drove out in
the truck. I was afrald to leave the rifle vehind so I

took it.
MIKE: That's a full confession, Sheriff .. congratulations.
SHERIFF: (SOUR) Yeah ...thanks., You'll sign this, Alvin.
BARTON: Sure ... sure. That's just how it was. He come at me

and I shot him. I had to defend myself. It was §

defense, You would have done the same, .Sjﬁ;ﬁh?‘
anybody would.

{Musics _ Upy UNDER HARR) _

NARR: Youlve got the confession now, you wltness it when Barton
signs. But it wus too easy. You listened to Barton reel
off his story, and you think it was too easy w.s to quichk,
You can hear the plea...

BARTON: 8Self Defense, I had to shoot him ... 1t was self defense,.
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NARR:

SHERIFF1

MIKE:
SHERIFF s
MIKE:
SHERIFF:
MIKE:
SHERIFF:
MIKK ¢

SHERIFF:
MIKE:

fMUSIC: .

-y

-a

YA
It's o nice neat story ... only two wiltnesses to what

really happened, and one of them wouldn't be talking much.
Not three weeks dead, his body dried in ﬁhe oven of the
desert. The Sheriff tells you just how bad 11 is.

Most of the folks around here cariy guns some of the

tine for hunting or killing pests, one thing or another.

You can't get a jury to convict in a case like this. \JanLrt
Whﬁn a mgg‘is attacked with 2 gun ... and the feller that Lo
4ampeé-getsppiuégéﬂ +e» Tolks rigure he had 1t coming to '

him. That isn't murder .., rot vefore any jusy in this -
county.

Barton!ll be acquittcd..

Hets & great explainer all right.

Hels 1ying.

I can't prove that.

Tt doesn't add up this way.

It will to & jury. _
Sheriff, that was & cold blooded murder, I know ity
you know it. That confession came too neat. If it was
self defense ,.. why did he wait to confess till the body
wos found? Why did he hide it 1n the first place?

Says he was scared. _ '

He didn't act secaved. .Ha'a been sure of himself every
step of the way. As if he planned 1t 1n'advance. And

thatls murder se. in the Tirst dogree.

_UP AND UNDER NARR) _
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NARR:

~ DOCTOR:

MIKE:
DOCTORs

MIKE:
DOCTOR:
MIKE:
DOCTOR:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

BARTON:

CURICs,

-

- 15 -
You thought you had what you wanted, ﬁike Forbes, a
confession from the killer, But 1t ifisntt right ....it
doesn't fit, You try to break it down.. find the hbles.
You go to the medical Examiner and check the wounds,

Cause of death was gunshot wound through the top of the
head,

The top?

The path of the bullet went through the skull downward
W

and 1odged in the vietlwm's neck. There wese=dwo~othor

holef at the temples, but it was impossible to

determine the bullet path. :

Could it have been self defense, Doctor?

I cantt say. Lo

But the wound# were from the top. ,

Oh, yes - .. I'll glve an opinion that the gun was fired

from a position above the skull pointing dowm.

UPs, UNDER) | |

You think maybe this is 4it,..you've poked a hele through

that neat story of self-defense. But Barton 1s covered.

He came at me, ses, Charge llke a bull ... he had his

head down ... and I afmed righ£ at 1%, That's how he got

shot on the top of his head..,.(EMUG) ¥You understand that,

don't you, Mr. Forbes?

— — HIT: _UNDER_NARR)
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MIKE:
CHRISTY!
MIKRE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRIETY:
MIKE:
CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRIBTY:

- 19 - _
Ttts air tight. You don't velieve his story, but vou -
Jnow a jury will. Somewhere there has to be proof. You
add up the evidence, but there's something missing. You
think about that, and then you know what it 1s. You drive
ot to thabof hut with Christy Morgan. The dooryard is
empty, the wind sweeps dust through the open dcoXr. _
Thers's something mlssing, Christy ... don't you Bee that?
Exactly what did you have in mind?
The monhey ... the five thousand dollars Alvin paid the old
man for the sheep. The bank says Abel's signature on the
b1ll of sale is ganuine, ' '
He wouldn't sign no reéeipt wnless he got paid.
But where's the money now? It'wasn't:on:the body. - I_
searched tho shack ess it wagn't there, either,
Barton? _ S : N
Sure see that's.the motive. He got the sheep..and his
five thousand.
You sure it isn't anywhere in the ecabin®
Absplutely, 1 even spilled out tha wash tub and went
through the wet clothes, No monay, '
You figure Abel was dry-gulched for the money?
Yeah, :
Thatld be tricky to prove. _
If we could break that self-defense story. Alvin says
the shooting was out back, '

It don't sound 1ike Abel to charge nobody with his head

down.
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MIKEs
CHRIBTYy
MIKE ¢

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE;

CHRISTY:

MIKE1
CHRISTY:

MIKE:

(MUSIcs _ .

- 20 -

It doesn't add up, Look ... Suppose I'm Abel. I meet
Barton., I sell him my sheep, Where would that be?
Abel did his business setting on the front steps ...
whittling usually. h |

(STEPS ON WOOD)
(SITTING) Here? _ _
Other side, Hetd want his arm free for the knife.
(SHIFTING) Over here .., yep, here's the whittle stick in
the dirt. He couldn't be shot here ... the porch is too
low, you couldn't even get the rif?e up over his head.
Now ... Alvin leaves. Maybe doubles back to steal Abells
gun, _ .
Out baok in the shed ... that's where he'kept.it.
Now ++» what does Abel do? The laimdry ... he couldn't
have been killed then, there'd be blood in the hbuse.
Nc +.. there wouldn't, -
From those weunds? Bound to be,
Abol didn't do his wash in the house. Took 1t_dbwn to the
well in the gulley -- set his buoket on the flatrock out
there. ku»&,ﬂ‘;,l?‘h_ . _
Down by the séweenr.,,come on, Christy, let's finish
Avel's laundry. ' '
UPz UNDER)_
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NARR:

MIKE:
CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:
CHRISTY:
MIKE:
CHRISTY:

- 21 -

The gulley cuts neross the baked sarth about a hundred

yvards from the cabin door. You walk down "along the worn
path.

(SNEHE STHEAR-BUBBIENG |
The well water 1s coldj a spring from a ecrevasse in the
ancient lava flow. You kneel down on.the well cap e
Couldn't have got his clotheé very clesn in that vater;
too cold, . '
Abel didn't care muck. Herete vhere he put his tub down...
He washed on thls flat rock,

Like this ... Christy, whara does the toyp of my head -
point?

Up to that ridge. .

If a shot were fired from up there, it would go right
through the part in my hair.

Youtre guessing, Mike.

The laundry wasn't finished; it was oérried back to the
house still wet. | |

Avel would have hung 1t.out-on those TocKS .0

I he 1ived. Iine it up, Christy.;.take 8 sight up there.
0ff the top of your head? |

Welve got to prove that sﬁft was fired from up there ...
Well, between that ;z::gihush——.. and about fifty vards

over to that rock,
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- d2 - .
MIKE: Let's get up there and look around,:
{MUSICS Py UNDER) .
USIC: . . KFY BNJbh/_ . _ .
NARR: From the top of the ridge you lock down at the god house,

The walls blend into the dooryard, only thé shadqw shows
dark against the ground, and the flat rock shines white.
CHRISTY: That's a good target from here, Mike. You'eould take your
time and draw a good bead, ) |
MIKE: How would you do 1t, Ghriéty?
CHRISTY: Lying down. You can steady the gun bettex,
MIKE: Where? |

CHRISTY: It's = wide anpgle, Mike. At least fifty yards.

MIKE: Let's start looking .es WOlve goﬁ_éll déy;
{Musycy _ _ UPs UNDER) :
NARR: You crawl over the ridge inch by inch. ‘You stare the

"Jizards in the eve before they souﬁtle off into the dust.
The sun bakes hot that ¢lose to the ground, Down in the
hollow, you can see the white shine of tﬁe flat laundry
200k +e. you inch forward on & radius like the stubby
penoll in & school hoyta compaess, with the poiﬁt get on
the rock. _ ' ' ' '

MIKE: (PROJECT) Find enything, Christy?

CHRISTY: {OFF) Nope,

MIKE1 Well.,.we've got a lot of ground left -~ Walt a minute

CHARISTY: {COMING ON) What have you got, Mikc?

MIKE: A cloth bag...a 1little cloth bag.

CHRISTY: That!s from nakings ... tobacco for rolling your own.
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ﬁIKE:

CHRISTY:
MIKE:

CHRISTYs
MIXE:
CHRISTY:
MIKE!
CHRISTY1
MIKE?
CHRISTYY

MIKE3
CHRISTY:
MIKE:

(MUSECs
CHAPPELL1

- -

- 23 -
If you wers lying out waiting to kill a man_yqu'd w@nt &
smcko, i _ -
Cowld be enybody's, I roll my own, So did Abel.

(EFFORT) Look «ss he must have been laying here .. 1like
thiSess.. he couldn't get any further forward, Abel might
see him, He oouldﬁ't get farther b#ck or he couldqft alm,
This must be it, I can sce real nice vey it's en easy
shot, '

Tt'8 a guesSs see .

Maybe .., Chrigty,- take about four steps forward,

by . ;

Go ahsad ... now two eteps over.
(MOVING OFF) Okay ... now what,
See anything on tﬁe grounq?' |

2
NO «e.Walt .44 yoah, Brass shells,.,skrga of ‘emi From

s 22,

There it is, Christy. They can ohéck_pin ﬁarks to show
thay werc ejacted r;om ihe mq;dqr gun, Barton killed Abel
from up here vee Dry-gulﬁhed hir in cold biobd.

That blows his aelf-derenae higher than a kita.

Come on, Christy 4., I want to hear Alvin try to explain
this, That'll be real 1nteresting explainingl

Up_TQ TAG). |

In just s moment welll redd you é telegram from Mike
Forbes of the Blackfoot Idaho Dail& Bulletin with the
final outcome of ton;ght's.BIG STORY,

{MUSICy .. _ ZVBNZABLE)

(GLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL!

HARRICE

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

.24 -
THE BIG STORY
JPROGRAM #233

CLOSING GOMMERCIAL |
Guard against throat-serateh! - Guard”againsf throat-seratchl
Guard.against throatascratchi Enjoy the gmgggg gmooth
smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a FELL MELL
Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the oigarette whose mildnsss you
CERn measure. : '
Remember this - the further e puff of smoke:is filtered
through fine tobacbos, the milder it beoomes.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 15 filtered further
than that of any other. leading cigarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 17 = Qx.gg&ggl maasuge'thELL MELL!S
greater length of-traditionaiiy-finé tobaccos stiil-travela
the smoke further - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Thus PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a
smoothness, pildrass and gatisfaction no other cigaretts
offers you, ' - N
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES "Qutstandingl"

- they are pild! | - |
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7 XMUSEC: . _ IMEME WIPE_AND_FADE IOBG ON_CUE)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STCORY is preduced by Bernard J. Procter with

' oripginal music composed and conducted_by Viadinir Eelingky.
Tonight!s program was adapted by Ernest Kinoy from an |
actual story from the pages of the Flackfoot Idaho
Daily Bulletin, Your narrator. was Bob Sloan and Bill
Smith played the part of Mike Forbes. In order to protect
the names of peopls actually involved in'tonight's
authentic BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the
dramatization were changed, with the.exception of the

reporter, Mr, Forbes,

CHAPPELL: This is Ernest Chappell speaking for fhe makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. |

THIS I8 NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

HE/ mr 8/29/51 am
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QMUSIC:,
CHAPPELL:

—

FORBES:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

e

CHAPPELL:

{Mysic:

- 25 -
TAQ) _
Now we read you that telegram from Hike Forbes of the
Bleckfoot Idaho Dally Bulletin.
Killer in tonight's Big Story ;pleaded guilty to murder
in second degree rather than face & trial for his 1ife,
Fe was sentenced to twenty years in Idaho Stete
Penitentiary. My sincere appreeiatien for-tenight's
PELL MELL Award, . | |
Thank you, Mr, Forbes,..the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES nve proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
award for notable service in the fieid of jeurnalism.
Listen again noxt week, same time;'same station, when
PELL MELL FAHOUS CIGARDTTHS Ulll eresent another BIG
STOIQ;\. :\ B;L{é isttory from the front pages of the
toonsocket R, I. Call, bylinc Henry S. Pointon...h
BI¢ STORY about a reporter who tracked down a killer --
with marder in his right haed. |

Heee&s—anuinpg:;apt rﬂmindnr' Bdginning next week,
Ll SIS AL R

and cvery weok thareafter,_"The Big Story%4w111 cohe

to you one half hour earlier. Remomber - same statlion
but one half hour earlier, starting next week. If you
live on the Pacific Coast, consult your local peper
for the change in tinmeg,

THEME VLPE AND FADE 70 BG_ON CUE)
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THE BIG smpai

PROGRAM #234

CAST

NARRATCR
MRS, IVERS
GRANDMA
LUCETTA
HENRY
MACK
EDDIE
MAYLON
ANNCR,
JOE
DOYLE
RAMEY

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOAN
KATHLEEN NIDAY
KATHLEEN NIDAY
RUTH YORKE
GEORGE PETRIE
EDWARD BEGLEY
BOB RENDICK
BILL GREY
BILL GREY
JOHN GIBSON
BILLY GREEN
JOHN BORUFF

MEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 19, 1951
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<IN PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present,,,THE BIG STORY!
(MUSZC: _ _ _ DRAM MUSIC_UNDER_ENTIRE GIGAREITE) . fx- coes S chiten o 2o

,_-n"“" S R """"'""'”_"““--M.,-—--.---""/-\"-——_.. L ' : "-'4LT !.

NARR$ 7. That night, in Madison Square Garden, -a=woy Btood - s

in the corner of the ringsa He stared out lnbeeesirind
S E- AT WoRldryr—binicine. at the c¢rowd and the lights.
[RINTS. F-S N I W ire Sl
And then, SheewgI T kiTtr-of-mivby-haze, he saw & man
in & tuxedo ste to the microphone and S8Y.... . )
step up phon ¥ Tolofne shnfimd,
ANNCR: Ladies and gentlemen,..., from Woonsocket, Rhode Island 1
the winneh and new champion of the world Porre-trbote-!

{CROWD BEDLAM)

NARR: And—a-mimabe—tsteor;—tHhe hard-muSCelsy ooy, BTITI=in
’memwwm -
i , Bpoke into the micr cea
EDDIE: (PANTING) Helle, Mom......Grandma......

Packy and Joe and Lefty...all my friends of the Social
Pistrict. I made it like I told you, I finally made it.
An' I'm comin!' home to Woonsocket,,the lightwelght

champion of the world!

(MusIc: _ _ _KIT UP 1O CURTAIN} _
LA PPELL. THE BIG STORY. Here 1is America, its scund and its
: tkbNNhL{ : fury, its joy and 1ts sorrow, as faithfully reported by

the men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers.
(FLAT) Woonsocket, Rhode Island. From the pages of the
Woonsocket Call, the story of a reporter who apked a
big questionh...and found the answer...in a dream,
Tonight, to Henry Pointon for his Blg Story, goes the
PELL MELL AWARD,

phedie . R -+ g e

{(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2348

=-la=-

QPENING COMMERCTAL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELLs

HARRICE:

guard against throatescratehi: ﬁuard agalnat
throat-seratechl Guard against throatw-scratch! Enjoy
the smooth pmooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke &
PELL MELL,

Yes, smoke PELL MELL ~ the cigarette whose mildness
you can meapure, ' :

Puff by puff youl!re always ahead when you smoke

PELL MELL,

Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 1s
filtered through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes,
At the first puff PELL MELL smpke is filtered furthef
than that of any other leading c1garette. Morecover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actunl measure-

PELL MBLL'S greater length of tradlitionally fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke funther - fllters the

smoke and makes 1t mild, i
Thus, PELL MELL'S [ine mellow tobacocos glve you &

gmoothness, mildnesg and gatisfaction.no othér

ciparette offers you,

Smoke PELL MELL - the olgarette whose mildness you
¢an measure. FPELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - oy
"Outstanding! " ' | L

And - ‘they are mild!
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HENRY:
MAC ¢
HENRY:
MAC

HENRY:

-"

- e wemen mm wm mn

woonsocket;zﬁhode Ipland...,the story as it actually
happened ,,,Henry Pointon}s_story,:as he lived 1%,

pheone call from Providence_comes in, You,

Henry Pointon of the wOonaoEkethall, taking your.turn
at the rewrite desk, plok it up, The word 1s murder,
the deteils brutal, and thiﬁ is ‘enough, ¥You bundle
yourself 1n:5eaVy muffler and overcoat, and go.

Fifteen miles south, skidding along ioy roads, e

./fﬁls 1s Pine Street, Providence, This iw & squalid

rooming house, and this is &n old lady, & very old
lady, lying on the floor,.gaping ﬁp at you with the
sightless eyes of death, And you turn tq Lieutenant
Mc(Cready, an old acquaintgnce, loﬁg wlth 'the Providence
Police... o |

Antolnette Dubols, eh?

Yep. Thatl's her name. .

(A BEAT, THEN GRIMLY) How 0ld would you say she was?
When they get this old, Henry, tﬁey could be anything.
Seventy at least. Maybe more,

{SIGHS) I dunne, Mac. I Just don?t.know. What kind

of world is this, what kind of people in it%? Someone
walke@ inte thls erummy rcoomlng house, smashed &
helpless old lady over the head with a milk bottle, and

walked out. What kind of moron would do a thing like
this? Why?
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MACS
HENRY:

MACY

HENRY:

MAC:

HENRY:
MAC:.

HENRY:
MAC:

HENRY:
MAC:
HENRY:
MAC:
HENRY:
MAC:

-3

Take a look at the mattress, and you'll know why.

{A PAUSE) Ripped apart, eh?

Yeah, And that!s the tlpoff to money. Somaonammnat,
have known she kept her money in there.ﬂ_j&nrﬂﬁf‘“ﬂﬂ
how old folks are sometimes, ggw«ﬂﬁﬁggd they get when |

it comes to thelr sec

They get o they don't
trust the ba any more, they gotta.stash it away
y*can“ﬁEE“it“eveﬁy“nighbrw | |
Whoever the killer was, he sure hlt he? a terrific
wallop with thet milkbottle. Any fihgerprints on the
broken glass?

Nape, We checked. IIt's a cold night:outside, the
killer probably wore gloves. Hé%::ﬂght1§erlwhile sha
was having a snack, pleked wp ﬁha bottle and let her
have it, . |

She have any relatives? Friends?

We don't know. We're golng to quespion the other
roomers NOW, | ' ' .

And thatts all, enh?

That's all, Except for this photo welfound in her
pureau., Dontt ¥now whether there's ahy relationship,
i¢1s a boy of about elpghteen.... :

Mac,

Yeah?

It's Tunny.

Whatts funny?

Seems to me I've seen that face somewhere_before.

Yeah? Where?
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HENRY: I don't know. You ask me to put my finger en it, I

don't know. But somewhere, someplace, I've seen that

k1d before.
(music: _ _ _ UP_AND UNDER)
NARR: A vague memory, The faint ring of & mental bell,

Nothing more. You and Lieutenant McCready talk to the
other roomers, And only one of them, & Mrs, Ivers, even
knew the old lady...

MRS. IVERS: 1It's a shame and a disgrace, a body #1in't safe in her
bed any more. Why, Mrs, Dubols was a flne woman, she
never hurt a2 fly. The poor o0ld soul lived all alone,
one of them recluses, you might say, Never d1ld see
anyone come to visit her,

MAG: But thgrg muet have been a family, Mre, Ivers...friends,

el

MRS, IVERS: Friendsﬁ1ﬂo; ghe dldn!'t have none ocutside of me, far as

I know. But there was a family, a daughter-in-law, and

a grandson, L 0

o
et
L

draw her out on it, but.sime Hever talked about it. I
gathered.thefé”was gome femlly trouble, there was
bbernensofraomeitinds

HENRY: <z  You deaiels lnow her daughter-in-lew!s name, or where

4

she lived?

MRS, IVERS: No. ULike Y said, she never talked much about them,

MAC: Mrs, Ivers, did you ever see the toy in this photo?
MRS, IVERS: Mo, Never s=aw him before In my life,
MAC: {SXGHS} I see, A1l right, Mra, Ivers, Thanks, &and

that's all,
MRS, IVERS: {FADING) I'll be right in the next room, if you want

me ag&in-vc-l.
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o (DOCR CLOSE)5
HENRY': Well, Mao? That's tThat!
- MAC: (DISGUSTED) Yeah, Nobody aéw an&thing, nobedy heard

anything, nobody even knows the woman. |

HENRY: Hubetrs. Dubola, It's éf:gg;én ﬁdme.

MAC: Yeah. ' ' |

HENRYS You take Wocnsocket, Welve got & lot of peopls of

| French descent there. Duboie 18'11ke Smith, a dime a

dozen, _. o |

MAC: All of which makes it even tougher. It!ll take time

to find out whe she really i1s, Henry. W _
to get her plcture around,_contact oclal Security
Offlce and 014 Age Penaion, d if she was listed

there,

-
-

HENRY! And by that jiﬁéjfthe killer, whoever he iz, may be
hard.-td f£ind, '

MAC: W

HENRY: (MUSTNG). I 0o dtiondioitons [ Ao ftrc T i

MAC: You_uonden—whass Lot X Jerea

HENRY: Apowt the kid in that picture. Where have 1 seen theX™
face before? o ' '

{MUSIO: _ _ _ UP_AND UNDER) _ _

NARR: You drive back tc Woonsocket, aﬁd.the face of the boy

in the photo haunts you, 'If you had remembered where
yould seen it, it might have added o clue to the identity
of the 0ld woman, and perhaps, évan to her killer. But
Jit wasn't until much latéf'that-you 1eafned the whole

story, a story which began some weeks before the murder

itself,
{MORE)
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NARR$
(CONTD)

EDDIE:
LUCETTE:
EDDIE:
LUCETTE:

FEDDIE:

LUCETTE:

EDDIE:

LUCETTE:

EDDIE:
LUCETTE:

_6-.

A gtory which began in 2 shabby tenement house,...in
what is called the Sooial district of Woonsockeb.,.

(DOOR SLAM) '
(FADE IN) Say, Mom,,.
Yes? What 1s it, Eddie?
I need some money,
Money? You always need money, Whatts it for this
time? :
I'11 be 0ld enocugh to fight in the ring as & pro next.'
week, I gotta have some dough_to buy the equiﬁmont I
need, Boxint! trunks, an! shoes, & new bathrobe, locker
space in the gym,.... . .
I have no money, And even if I did, you wouldn't get a
cent from me. Not for this. Not to make an animal
of my sOn, be-fkghi—obhers, to hit'others t111 they
bleed. ' :
Avw, lipten, Mom, thatts boxin', Iwermer-pe-z~rIgnter;
s lulapar-deiee |,
1 RoW g T TEN T T P b ididb v oubirink~ ot T THEYR
tantt enongh, in-the-heuseto Eat—your-olothes are 1N
POES - Wen AT L PO~ LG KBD L= ANG FOUNEN Sbo—BTEH
11K B ho0d T time -
Orey™TEM-, What else can 1 do?
You can go to work 1like other decent poople. They're

hiring help at the Mill now,.,

ATHO1 0172918




At

EDDIE:

LUCETTE:

EDDIE;

LUCETTE:

EDDIE:

GRANDMA S
EDDIE:

GRANDMA ¢

o e /Q,M\.Lu&bh;a r‘(-\.M\

{LAUGHS) Me? Slave for weses at the M1117 Stand there
at a dirty machine an' let some dumb foreman push me
around? Wﬂmmm
Vou-shintt T-want-thnt-you-think I waenna-hg _A-poor
THttory-E b add-dpe-taFe¥ - Oh, no, Not this kid,

Not me! | |

Eddie, you're my son, Bub the_tfutb i, you're too
lezy to work, Thatls why you go% into trouble with

the police once, and maybe you will aﬁain....

Okay, okay, so I.made a mistake .once, I got in a Jem
with the cops., But that's all over, seé, I got
different ideas., I'm gonna be g.fighter some day,

& great fighter, a champl The éhampion'of the. world,
Mmhmwww.m@
EONEYTTLL LB L Ay phobure-4i-She-Daper,—ami-—my
Eddie, you've got to step droaming, yoﬁ’ve got to

stop thie crazy dreamr?;ft

I'm tellin' you, Mom, I'm gonna be & champ, an! no

one's goln! to stop me,

So you've got your heart set on belng & fighter. Eddle.
Yeah, That!s right, OGrandma, .
EMWWWB‘EMW&
I-don'f’approve*thp@&ae-ftghtfﬁg,'I”fﬁinkﬁtt1a savage

mewmwbm
Y6u PendTTwant-50_DE vy .
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EDDIE:
GRANDMA ¢

EDDIE:
GRANDMA:

EDDIE:

MOYLAN:
EDRIE:

MOYLAN:
EDDIE:

MAYLAN:
EDDIE:

-8~
Thailo—rhtrtEpambbole . _
A1) right, Eddie, if you belleve 1t hard enough, and
work for 1t hard encugh, you wiilffe. Yop're a good

boy, Eddie, a good boy, and Ifve always been fond of

you, (A PAUSE) How much money will you need for this

gquipment? _

I guess about fifty bucks would.do it.

A1l right, All right, sbn. I ﬁaven't much to spare,
but I'll give you the money. '

Thanks, Grandma. Thanks & lot. An! believe me, you!ll
never regret 1t}

BRIDGE

(FADE IN ayM BACKGROUND, B, G, PUNCHING BAGS, RING
GONG)
Packy, 1listen, I Just passed the age 1limit, I ocan
fight professional now. '
So0? _ _
S0 how about handlin' me bein! my managef?
(L BEAT) Sorry, kid, No dice. I can't handle you,
But ﬁhy not, Ifm good, I tell ya. You know I got &
right hand, yeuqmnwaneﬂmﬁ*HhJem-aa&d.in~$h£~3m§$£u£&f
Tttt e rre, o ' _ '
Look; Packyyudim  EontE e oHampion.some Bay —rE-know-
1tf~’TheWerowﬂ~i1keﬁ“E“puﬁﬁﬁaf?”Iftanwbefaupeaiééramﬂ
p1easqf1”“1awr1a?sw~a&&m;h5aanales*‘all.xhé_pnamoters. |
You get me the fights, I'1l split fifty-Tifty.
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MOYLAN: Kid, get wise to yourself. Wise up, see? Even if
you had dynamite in both hands, I wouldn't touch you,
Neither would any cother manager...

EDDIE: But why not?

MOYLAN: Because you got & record with the police, you'lrestill

‘ on probation, I 1like my boys to come in clean, see
what I mean? I don't want the cops breathin! dowm
my neck, and I donlt want no trouble with the Boxing
Commisslon, either.

EDDIE: But Packy....

MOYLAN: Sorry, kid, fou wnat to turn pro, better get outa
"Rhode Island, go to New York or somewnere, change your
name, Me, I don't want any part of you, Now veat 1it!

NARR: 411 this, you Henry Pointon of the Woonagocket (all did
not learn till much later. And then, on the night
you came into the case, a few hours before that phone
cell eame into the rewrite desk from Providence---~-
in a rooming house on Pine Street......

EDDIE: grendma, listen, I gotta have money to get to New York,
get a start in the right game, You give it to me, and
T111 send 1%t right back to you the minute I get a
coupla fights, honest I will,...

CRANDMA: Don't lie to me, Eddie.
FDDIE: Hun?
GRANDMA: 1 may be an old woman, but I'm not a fool. Do you

expact me to take the word of a thief? A common street
thief?

[ B R R
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EDDIE: (A BEAT}) I see, Then you know,..,
GRANDMA: Yes, I know. I read all about it in the Call, about
2.t :

your suspendegesentence, My own grandson, stealing
pursas from helpless women in the streets, Etebiiag—'“
Lhelr, NoNneY aa-iinGdei oMttt oiitm redabdenbiiyideme
EDDIE: Okay, okay. So it happensd, aﬂd I'm sorry, But now
I'm clearin' out, goin' to New York, &1l I ask is
anough dough to,... .
GRANDMA You won't get any more money from me, Eddie, not

gnothor cent.,

EDDIE: 6R%eiﬁe&-rou*u3ﬁTt-gat-tt7—ﬂrandmar-rifgofjf:tggg;geme
meney, I gotta, You'lre the'?fizﬂggg,lafcan bome to,
Lock, I'm Just begfﬁﬂigl,fgimme;a chanee. You've_gdt
plenty stuf;gd—iﬁ"%hat mattrese, I know you have...;.

GRANDMA Ge;gpuﬁfﬁp&ou're a hoodlun and a thief; and I nzaver
dﬁﬂﬁw%ewﬂee—?eurﬂsutﬂf—- '

EDDIE: I told you, I gotta have that money.

GRANDMA: You won't get it. Not from me.

EDDIE: (RISING) Gimne that money.

GRANDMA ; No! '

EDDIE: Then I'11 take 1it,

GRANDMi s Don't you dare,

EDDIE Got outa my way! I sald, get éuta my way!

GRANDMA: Pon's ‘you dare zo near that mattress, If you touch it,

I'11.,...{SHE SCREAMS) Help! Help! Thief?
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.EDDIE: shut up! Shut up, you hesr me?  (SOBS) I told you,
shut up! ' |
GRANDMA: ( SHE STARTS ANOTHER SCREAM.) _
EDDIR Cut it out, you crazy old fool, ¢ut 1t out,.,

{A BLOW, SMASH OF GLASS, GROAN AND BODY THUD.)

(A PAUSE) Tt i wb,&h)
FDDIE} (SOBS HYSTERICALLY) I told you, didn't I? Vmy~de-yow
meke g BRIk VOUL udibiilerman,
(MUSIC: _ _ _ CUETAIN)_ _
{MusIc: _ _ _ TURNIABLE)_ _

(COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROCGRAM #234

~1la-

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

GRCOUP

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-seratch! Ouerd against

throat-screteh! Guard against throat-peratch! Enjby

the smooth smooth smeking of fine.tobaccos.' 8moka 2
PELL MELL, | | ) |
Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose mildnesg you
can measure, .

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL, | o

At the first puff PELL MELL amoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette, Mbreover,

after § puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure -

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos etill travels the smoke further - filters the R

emoke and makes 1t mild,

Thug, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you o

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFFPELLs

HARRICE:

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cigarotte offers yowu, - :

Guard against throat-serateh!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,

Smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whese mildness you can
measure ~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"outstanding!" | '

And - they nre mild!
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{musIC:

—— —

HARRICKE;

NARR 3

HENRY:

—_— e —

—pr e e mie o dm me w pem m—

This is Cy Harrice returning you tofyour narrator,

and the Blg Story of Henry Pointon.,..as he lived 1t,
and wrote 1t, :
You, Henry Pointon of the Woonsocket Call, get back

to the office from Provlidence, and now the face o( the
boy in the ploture won't let you rebt. It stloks
within the frame of your mind, and mlong with 1t,; 
the ring of a name, the name of the old lady, Dubois,
Iuvois. And finally, Just on a hundh, you go into .
the office morgue, and opan tha file under D, D fov
Dubols, There are at least thirty folders . -on that
name, And then, all of a sudden, thare 13 only one,
and the piotura of a boy stares up at you bo#ueen*“ffwuuuu
the rolderf the same fage framed in your mind

And you read the record.....

Eddle Dubois, Age 18, Resldenoe with Mother, Mrs.
Andre Duboie, father deceased, addressi :Oorner_or
Cumberland and Kendrick,'Social District; ﬂ0onB6cket.
Picked up by police for purse Bnatbhins; in Bernon gnd
Fairmont Districts..., |

But the clincher comes in the last Bentence,...
Deferred mentence in 12th District Court for beating

up & sixty year oid womant

— e
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HENRY ¢

LUCETTE:
- HENRY:
LUCETTE:
HENRY :
LUCETTE:

HENRY's
LUCETTE:

HENRY:
LUCETTE:

HENRY:

LUCETTE:

HENRY ¢

~13- : .
You find that interesting, Very. You.visit the boyts
home in the Social Distriet, a'neishborhood_Occupied
by textile workers, Your old beat, mény years
ago, You walk up four flights to a;dréb tenement, and
introduce yourself to Mrs, Andre Dubois.
Mre. Dubolg,.,...d0 you by any'chanoe Xnow an old woman
called Antolnette Dubqis? Addrasa,'?&ne Street,
Providence ? ; |
hvagec oo U R R S SR T
Howr
Sheta my mother-in-law,
(PAUSE) I see. And you know what happened last night?
T know. I saw it in the newspapers, I.,..l was Jusﬁ
golng to Providence to---to éeé her_wben you came in,
I'm sorry, Mrs, Duboils. | _
She was very old, Life was hard fdr-her._.Perhaps
1t was her time to go. -
Mrs. Dubois. A question.
Yes? :
Do you have any idea who might haveLkilled your
mother-in-law? | '
(A BEAT) No, The police think 1t was a thiefl,
gome tramp Perhapd.....(CUTS)  But why ask me? How
should I know who 4id it? . '

(A BEAT) Mrs. Dubols......iB your son Eddle around?
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LUCETTE :
HENRY:
LUCETTE:

HENRY:
LUCETTE:
HENRY:
LUCETTE:

HENRY:
LUCETTE

RAMEY:
HENRY$

RAMEY :

HENRY':

“1ln

(A BEAT) Fddie? Why do you want to see him?

Just wanted to talk {o him, thatls ail. _

(WITH A KIND OF DESPERATION) Well, you can't talk to
him. He left home, ' ' ' '

Left home? When?

About,. ., .about & week ago,

Where did he go? _

I don't know. He didnlt say anything, he didntt téll
me anything, he just left,

And thatfg 211 you can tell me,

{AGITATED) That'!s all I ¢an tell you, Now pleasel
Get out end let me alohe! I don't want ﬁo talk avout
it any morel

UP AND UNDER)___

You,mthe inner'confli_ct of the woman, see her
struggle agalnst sometﬁiqg she doeaﬁ't.dare to belleve,
And now you know that you have to find Eddie Dubols,
You nose around the Socail Distriet, find the school
he went to, talk to the Prinocipal, a Mr, Ramey...
Mmmm.. |

Mr., Pointon, I've been teaching for a sood:many yveans,
I take the view there!s good in most boys, if theylre

glven & chance, Dut I never founa ﬁny good In Eddie
Dubols,

How? In what way?
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HAMEY? Well, you know about his police record, of course,
HENRY: Yes. o
RAMEY: Well, aslde from that, the boy was & street brawler of the

worst type. Quick with his fists, mnd handy with them.
Used to bully the other boys aroundj ¥nosk them down
just to amuse himself. In fact, he fancied himself an
amateur boxer. '

HENRY ¢ An amateur boxer, eh? _

RAMEY : That's right, Wlth one burning ambition, .. .. b0 turn
professional, As a matter of fact, he spsnt all his
time down at the Boulevard gym, where the fighters
train, Maybe some of his cronles down there might

know where he's gone,

e e e — e e e g

poolroom, a dingy place reoking of sweat and 1iniment.
You talk to a manager, an ex-pug named Packy Mdylan.
(SOUND: B.G. WE HEAR RING GONG. ALSO RAT-TAT-TAT
PUNCHING BAG ETC.) | ‘
Moylan: Eddie Dubois. Yeh, yeh, sure, I know the kld. I know
the kid, a lightwelght, (éf?ghereané*h;j:;fi:ggli
him One-Punch Dubois, if ya know what nean, =
HENRY: One punch? ’;,é’;f//’ :
MOYLAN: Yeh, yeh, The kid's ggpfé”;lght,'terrific, a haymaker,
Trouble 1ls, thqp}s“ﬁii he'ts got.  Nq léft, ne Jjab
no defgpaé“”ﬁgihint. He steps iﬁ a ring withialgoQg
%éﬁ%;nE*Hﬁmﬂﬂtr—1hdk4ﬂudha&nltwthaﬂen&y*r8335f>ﬁv(

wouldntt have no part of him,
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HENRY:
MOYLAN:

HENRY's

— — —

HENRY:
MAC

HENRY:

MAC s
HENRY:

Al =16

No? _ _

I wouldntt handle a boy with a pelioce record, I
got enough headaches ap it 13, I told him to get
outa town, he oouldn't get any fights in Rhode
Island. | :

I see. Wr. Moylan, when 414 you see Eddle Dubois
last? | :

He was in here yeaterday.

(A BEAT) Yesterday? Youlrve sure?

—— o —

Henry, are you trying to tell me the kid killed his

own grandmother for a few dollars? |

I'm not trying to tell you anything%-ﬁac, not yet,

I could pee some bum off ﬁhe_aﬁreets pull the job,

some second story mén, perhaps, some hopped-up maniac,
But not the old 1ady‘é own gfandsdn. How lbw can

you gett

Mac, listen. T hopa youlre fight, 5elieve me, I do.

But somethingts wrong here, soﬁething.doesﬂ't_add.

Yeah? What? | '

The kid's mother says he left a week ago. But this
fight manager, Packy Moylan, says he was in fhe
Boulevard gym only yesterday. '

So% _

S0 the moéher lied, BShe got séared when she:read

of the killing last night, She was afrald maybe her.bqy
did it, Just maybe, Thatts why she'iied, to proteot him,
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MAC: Henry, I think youlre wrong.. I Just don't think the
kid could do a thing like that, record or no reccord,

Anyway, there isn't any evidence, not a scrap. And
unless there 1a, there's no point in sending out a
pickup order. -

(MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER)

NARR: And thatts MeCready?s point of view, But not yours.
Bacause Eddie Duboils haunts you now, fascinates you,
besomes an obsession. And youlve made up your mind
to find him, somehow, You try the bus statlions,
rallroad station, talk to sbtation agents, bus drivers,
show them the pioture, nothing., And then after youlre
ready to give up, after a solld week, a taxi driver

you know, Joe DONan,...

JOE: Dubols? Eddie Dubois? Sure, I lmow the kid.

him last Thursday night,
HENRY: Thuraday night? Joe, are you sure?

JOE? Yesh., Sure I™m sure, Why? Why yo o lnterested,

Henry?
HENRY! Because that wea the nigg_ 8 grandmother.....
JOE: His grandmother what
HENRY: Oh, nothing. hing., Joe, listen. Where did you
see the__
JOE$ Well-’lt was kind of funny, enry, I couldn!t quite
Cigerme—as. T sav 'st‘u;-?e;d\ in Pm{ridence, about “one T
o'clock i the morning, 1 g ““"”LQL*"“\’fL’“' .
HENRY : (A BEAT) In Providence, ene T

ATHOT 0172930



JOE:
atronded,
missed the last bus outa Woonsocket, . bring lem
to the bus station, at Exchange PI and who 0 I see
hanging around, but Eddle

HENRY Go on, Jve,

JOE: Well, itte freezipg cold, and the kidis shivering, he
ain't even gotrAn overcoat, I figure hels there on a
date, ang-T offer him a ride home, for free, Bub he

Seemed king of

HENRY: Joe, was he carryling a sultcase, any kind of baggage?

JOE: No. No% a thing.

HENRY: You didntt happen to notlee what bus he was taking?®

JOE: Yeah, Matter of fact, I did. I was in the coffee shop

having myself some Java. And I saw the kid get on a
bug for New York!

NARR: Now youfve got something. Now youlre almost pomitive
youfre right, that the horrible suspecion you've
nurtured has finally come to truth, Now you go back
to Lieutenant MeCready, tell him the truth. And this
time, hels Impressed....

MAC: New York, eh?
HENRY: Thatts right. Thatte where wefll find him,
MAC: Maybe, And maybe not, If he killed his grandmother,

hete a scared kid. He may have poured right through
the ¢lty, toc Detroit, Philmdelphla, anywhere. Namo—
Ab—end-you—pan—have-tbo
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'HENRY:
MAC
HENRY 1

MACs

HENRY:
MAC:

~19- . N
I stil11l sey New York, And I'd gamble 5n i¢.
Yeah? Why? '
Because it!ls the center of the Tight game. jﬁhd the
kid!s erazy about boxing,
Okay, Fair encugh. -But New Yorkls é ﬁig town, Henry,
s big, big town, It may take months to find him, '
Maver—EemyrrrmsrevsTIEe |
o

HENRY:\ws&’ If the kid's all hopped up about boxing, wouldn't he

MACe
HENRY:
MAC:
HENRY1

MAC:

be likely to haunt the gyme and figﬁt ¢cluba?t

Like the moth attracted to the flame, oh?

Tratls right, i '

Hammm, Could he, aﬁu&&*bsu :

TG gamble on that, too, Mind if I take a train to
New York and follow 1t throughf |

Go shend. If you can BYEUS &n:experise vouchex out
of your boss at the 0all, go-aﬁead.- Meanwhile, I';l
get out a general pickup ordéri o

You, Henry Polnton, used to work at the Houﬁe-of Refuge
on Randallt!s Island before you oamalto woonsdcket,

you know New York like the bao# of yqur'handﬂ You

start with Madison Square Garden, then Stillman's gym,
St, Nickl's arena, and finally the sﬁaller g&ms end

clubs, And then, after three days ofiwastqd:shoeleéther,
you walk into a small gym in Hellls kitchen.:_The manager
of the plasce talkes one look aﬁ:the pleture and then..,
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(B,G, PUNCHING BAGS ETC,)

DOYLE: Dubols, eh? So that was hls name?
HENRY: Then he was here, Mr, Doyle. _ _
DOYLE: veah, He came in here looking for a. tryout; shivering,

hungry looking, The kid dldn't even have an overcoat.
Tooked 1ike a real tough, kid, but pretiy young. ﬁe
get rules in New York State, you gotta be a certain
age to be a pro. Anyway, he kept begglng an? begging,
and I sald okay, I'd take a look at him. '

HENRY ¢ What happened thent
DOYLE:s (SHRUG) One look, and that was erough. I gave him

a little advice, ten bucks, and an old overcoat.
HENRY: Did he say where he was golng? ;
DOYLE:  Wny, yeah. He said he was sick and tired of New York,

the cold, the rfight game, everything, Sald he was

heading south to Florida, whore 1t was warm.

e e G Sef B W mm owew

in Woonsocket. He relays a special pickup order on

all highways leading south to Flor;da.' A few houfa

Y + c“r.:*‘ Cvr PA-\.ou..L Q,g.ﬁ-Q__—- :
later, WMW - ’

MAC: {FILTER) Henry, Mao,

HENRY: Yes, Wac?

MAC: We Just located Eddis Dubols 1in Swainsboro, Georgls.,
HENRY: Georgla, ok _

MAC: Yeah, And the funny part of it is, we didnl!t pick

him up. He Just walked in and gave himself upl-

— e mrm e e e Wew v
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NARR:

EDDIE:

MAG
EDDIE:

HENRY:

EDIIE:

-
The next day, <gee; Honry Pointoh Wmmt-
eg::gflﬁé et the Providence station when Eddie

Dubole steps off the trailn, manacled to a Qeteotive.
You watoh him, white-faced, soared, blinking' at the
popping flashlight bulibs, a new*oeleﬁrity. And later,
you it in with Lieutenant MoCready, and listen to the
POV s st

(goaREDY Yeah, Yeah, It was me. What's the use

of tryint! to talk my way out of:it, &ou all xnow I
did it, @S R®, But I didnit mean to, honest

I didn!t mean to.., ﬁ

Then why 4ld you do 1%, Eddie.':Why?

I needed money to go to New York, 1 ocouldntt: fight
in Rhode Ieland, they knew about my regord.(_;

wouldntt gimme the money, and I_wanted

ght,
I wanted to fight moren anyt 2lse in the world,
Honest, I didn't me but when she said no,
everything t black, there was this empty milk

anding on the table, and the next thing

ew sﬁe was on the floor and the broken glass was
piiemeur—rrd ). . .. (CUTS AND SOBS) I guess I Just

went orazy tratis all., And all for twenty bucks, That!s
all there was in that mattre'as'....a. 16uBY twonty buecks.
(QUIET) And you Gid this just because you wanted to get
in the fight game? _ |
Yeah, Mr, Pointon, yeah, Ever since I was'a-kid, all

I could remember was bein! poor, be;nl proke, Anl

s lot of times I remember belnt huﬂgﬁy. But all my life

I wanted to be a fighter, (MORE)
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' EDDIEt (CONTID) And many a .ight, I dreamed of bein! a

champ. I'd dream ebout it nights, me standing in the
middle of the ring, and thé announcer_hdldihg up ﬁyf_
hand, and the crowd yellin?!, and the-pthef_guy flat _
on hie face, _  N
MAC: (QUIETLY) Some dream, Eddle, _
EDDIE: Yesh, I thought I had the answer here, see? Right
here In my right mitt, a solid kayo punch; ﬁerrific}
And I got to think of all the other champs who had 1t
tough to begin with......guys like chk Dempaey and
Jimmy Braddock, and a lot -of others.: and then, I
hit this small gym in Heli's kitchen;...
HENRY: Go on, Eddle,
EDDIE: I begged lem for a tryout, and they gave it'to me.
They put me in with some guy they cailed_Young Suliivan,
And the next thing I ¥mow, thiz maneger named Doyle was |
{PADE)} bending over me .. | . -

DOYLE: Wake up, kid, Wake up. _
ECPIE: (SICGK, DAZED) What,..,what happenad? o

DOYLE: You left yourself wide open, kid. 'ﬁé tagged you with
e left hookl x

£2.000 Vg dodt o

DOYLE: Kid, you want my advice?
PP F R ifepmiparir i P
DCYLE: Go home.

" ATKO1 0172935
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EDDIE:
DOYLE:

HENRY:
EDDIE:

— . —

_g3-
Go home? -
Yeah, G0 home, Drive 8 truok, work 4n a shop, do

anything else for a livi

]

L&uyuuQJk
T-Hrte—totaTT TOU -ttty Beteyoutve got nothing,

no class, nothing., Youlre just a bum in the ring,

Take my advice and go home. o :: u;ﬂji;ﬁs_
ACCENT) : hﬁj}{a

— e s

south, Then I read the papers, and.knew they were
after me, And I figured, what's the use;.what's_the
use, I might as well glve up, I!d never be h champ;
nothin!, I kept thinkin! of what I 4id, my grandmother
1yin' there dead, and I said what!s the use of anythin!
any more, ' |

And that's the whole story, Eddie.

Yeah, Mm-Pombenr Thatls the story. I did 1t, and
I'm ready to pay for what I did, Izdonlt care aﬁout
enythin! any more, I got nothint ieft to live for.
(BREAKS AND SOBS) Itm just a punk, see, & no-good punk,
an? I dreamed I was gonna be a'champion! Me, Eddle

Dubois,..the champion of the worldt

— et
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* BHARBEELT In Just 2 moment welll read you a telegram from Henry.

i;ﬂ”*;bk Pointon of the Woonsocket R I Oall, with the final
outcome of tonightls BIG STORY,

g~ i, S

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #234
CLOSING COMMERCIAL - o
GROUP: Guard agalnst throat-scratchl Ouard against throat-

scratoh! Quard against throat-seratehl Enjoy the

smooth gmooth smoking of fine tobapcos, Smoke a
PELL MELL, : . )
CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL -~ the cigarstte whose mildness
You can measura.
HARRICE: Remember this - the further a puff of smoke 1s
filterad through fine tobacoos, the milder 1t beocomes,
CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s £1ltered further
than that of any other leading oigafette;_“Moreovéﬁ,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17,'— by actﬁal'measura -

PELL: MELL'S greater length of traditionally fing

tobacoos still travels the smoke further - filbers the
smoke and makes it mild, ' _' _'
HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL!S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smocothness, mildness and gatigfaction no other

cigarette of'fers you,

CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigaretts in the
distingulshed red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES
"outatandingl? .

HARRICE: And -~ they are mildl
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Mow we read you that telegram from Henry Pointon of the
Woonsocket, R. I. Call. ' '
KILLER IN TONIGHL'S BIG STORY, AFIER 4 LOT “& TRIAL, wns

€ g ok mmaaritly i Tlte A '
SEFTENCED ;0 THIR ¥L“RS I THE RHOVE ISL'VD S AT E PRISOW.
C} t_ c{nu{:{' L Che Mww
MANY THaN‘KS 0’1 TONIGHT‘S PELL MELL AUARD, ‘i«t J—tg-\l-‘u&
‘11.. -

~QHAPPELL: Thank you, Mr. Polnton,..the melors of PELL MELL - w.noué

hic***‘4~¢=CIGARETTES are proud to present you tho PELL MELL $500

avard for notable service in tho fié1d of journalism,
Listen again next week, same time,. same station, when

?FLL HELL FiMOUS CIGARETT“S wlll presaﬂt anothor BIG STCRY
...A Big Story from the front pagos of ‘che Chicago fun-
Times, byline...Edgar E, Frady. A Big Story of a reporter
who used a technigque as old as the hills to trap tho

murderer of his best friend.

A

:pd Tomember - every wcek you cen 3¢ enother aifferent
Big Story on telovision -« brought to you by the meXers
of PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES..
THEME IPE_AND TADE TO_BG ON_ cUE,l

- e T D e e T e —
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A

- 27 = : , - ORTV.

IFEE UIPE AHD T,DE 10 3G _Q.T'L_ CUE) _
The Big Story is nroduced by Bernard J. Prockter with
orlginal music composed anﬂ conducted by ?1§dimir.
Selinskxy. Tonlght's progren ias & aﬁtod bylﬁax Ehrlich
from an actuel stoiy from th@*%gézi of the Ebonsbekot
R,I, ¢all, Your narrator was Bob Sloan and George Petrio
played the part of Henry Pointon, In order.to protect
the neames of people actually invo;vgd in tonight's
suthontic BIG STORY, the 11a:;1és of :ail cheracters in tho
drepatization were changed, ~7th the oxcoption of the
reporter, Mr, Pointon,

IHENE UP_FULL .D F/DE FQR) _

Big Story fans. 8Stop off at'you?gfavorite nousstand
and buy a cop— of .morica's nowest magazine - the

Big Storwr Hagﬁjine,.

This 1s BFR o . speaking for the meYors of PELL
HELL FALCUS CIGARETTES.

THIS I8 NBC....THS HATIONLL 3R0.DC.LSTING COMP.LNY.
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. AS BROADCAST
THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #235
CAST
NARRATOR BCB SLOAN
MRS, FRANK TRENE HULFARD
ANDY AL RAMSEN
, ERNIE ' MICHAEL O'DAY
; T JOEY MICHAEL O!DAY
ED BILL GRIFFIS
_I STEVE LARRY HAINIS
" MEERS LUIS VAN ROOTEN
' WEDNESDAY SEPTEMBER 26, 1951
:
—
Q
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NBC THE_BIG_STORY #235
SEPTEMBER 26, 1951 EDNESDAY

) )
10:00- 10:30 BM

{(Rdgar E. Frady: Chicago (T1l,) Sun~Times)
CHAPPELL: FPELL MELL PAMOUS CIGAHETTES present .., THE BIG STORY!

(MUSIC: __ FANFARE, OMINOUS_MOOD, CUT T0:)
(THREE RAPID SHOTS FROM A REVOLVER)
JOEY: (AROUND 18) Gee, I missed. '
ANDY: (SAME AGE, TOUGH ) Give me the pistol Wateh,
(THREE RAPID SHOTS) _
JOEY: lgLMOST FRIGHTENED] WOWI Three on the nose!
CJ_,\,;C,{',L,\l, . _4...e_ R ] "U-..(. e J.’ ?; haad
AN Say, thase are pretty good .381s, Where did you get
Q—L‘—L‘--\.l .
them?
ANDY : What's 1t to you? _
JOEY: Nothing -~ nothing., Just asked. What about the cops?
What if the law stopped you with those guns on you?
ANDY: (WE KNOW HE IS NOT BOASTING HORE, THAT HE MEANS IT)

I dontt know. Maybe I'd try to telk my way out of it -~

mayba XItd even shoot my way out of 4it, |
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY, Here is America, its sound and its fury,

i1ts joy angd its sorrow as falthfully reported by the

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

FLAT, cBﬁEﬁﬁEQbﬁ thae pages of the Ohicago SunuTimes, the

ESAAE TR T 2 e Tk

story of a erime reporter who used adtecﬂnic fﬂ}aalé—aa—*ﬁur

fﬁndarel}&na%ory -~ $0 trap the mupdorer of hle best

friend. Tonight, to Edgar E.-Frady, of the Chicago

Sun-Timesg, for his Blg Story, goos'the PELL MEﬁL;award.
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #235

OPENING COMMERCTIAL

GROUP: Guard ggainst throat-scrgteh! duard'against throat-
seratehl  Guard against thvoat—ﬁorat@hll Enjoy_the
smocth smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.. S8moke a
PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Yos, smoke PELL MELL - the cigarette whose mildness
you can meapure, _ o :

HARRICE: Puff by puff youlre always chead wheh éou smoke
PELL MELL, o N

CHAPPELL: Remomber this ~ the further a pufft of smoke 18
filtered through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes.
At the firet puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filterad furthor
than that of any other leading cigarebte, Moreover,
after § puffs,.or 10, or 17 -fpg adtﬁgl measure -
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos still travels the smoké further - filters
the smoke and mckes it mild,
HARRICE: Thus, PELY MELL'S fine mellow tobaecos give you n

smoothness, mlldness and satisfaction'no other

clgerette coffers you, o o
CHAPPELL: Smoke PELL MELL, - the cigareﬁté whoséjmildness you oan

measure. PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Outstanding"}
HARRICES and - they are mild!
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UHAPPELL:

—

- J'i - .
Chicago, Illincis. The story as iﬁ”aotualiy happened =
Edgsr E. Frady's story as he 1ivad it.

.—.....—-——-—-—._-—_.-"“

what does a reporter 4o on hia day off? . The same a8 gL
anybody else: po to see -yﬂu.— best friend and, i yowlws
in the mood, drop in at a bhar somewhere for a couple

of beers, You, Edgar E. Frady, happen to ba a erime

5""‘{"’: Tare ey R PP

reporterd and 5o youﬂ'best rrienahza a member of the
police force -- & sweet guy named Ernle cusak. A8

you slt now in the bar out in Stiokney (A suburb of
Chicago) with Ernle and hils brother SteVe, a steel
worker, you dontt quite know how you got on the subject
youlre on, but it really deoesntt matter, . The company 18

pleasant, the beer 18 oold, and it{all feola good,

FRNIE:

ERNIE:

— R o A g — e —

(LATE 30's,.A NICE GUY, FAIRLY SERIOUS %:AUGHING Now:)
e

‘Wait, wait -~ let me get my two cents in, Just because

you guys are brothers, don't monopolize the conversation!
(LAUGHTER) : :
(CORTINUGING) Thia was before I even mat you, Erhle --
right before the War. .I wag on the old Herald Examiner and
the paper folded. I needed a Job -- I needed a job bad.
Cripes, things were really bad. B8c guess what I 4iae
Peddled opium? _

T become & night clerk in a hotel, (LAUGHTER)

No -~ yout A night olerk_in_a hotel? Holy mackorall
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STEVE:

ERNIE:

STEVE

ERNIE:

ED:
STEVE:

ERNIE:

—

BRNIE:

ED:

-5 -

(ERNIE!'S YOUNGER BROTHER, A OUY WHO ALWAYS SEES THE NICE
STDE OF PEOPLE) Woit a second, What's wrong with being

a night clerk in a hotel? Itfa a decent Job, Binit 1t
It's honest work, aln't it¢

That!s my brother Steve fov you'—Q the fellow of the happy
heart. ILook at him, Hd. The guy's a steel worker =
ook at the musoles oh him, - But you know what he ought

to be? . _

Yeah, yeanh, T know, A soclal ﬁorkev -~ thatta what'you -
always say. Just beoause I think pedple are good., I like
tc help them -~ |

Cut it out, you lug, I didnft mean anything. Hore --
come on, Letl!s toast to us: three guys --

Sure, Whatlll 1t be?

M. 3 At L .1;'\

Go—5iye Ernle, Edls the reporter, but you'refthe guy

with the words. : '

(0EIN8) Okay. Here!s to us =~ welve been a lot of things
and wetre golng to do a lot ﬁf things,
ACCENT,_THE_GAY_MOOD, AND_DOWN UNDER.,..)

P e e =0 = i

(CAR TO A STOP, MOTOR RUNNING.,..)
411 out, Ernie, Here's your precineﬁ.
Thanks for the 11ft, Ed. .
Heek, 1ttse nothing. Iim on my way-downtown anyway, I
¢o to work in o half-hour,
(CAR DOOR OPENED AND THEN:)

Hey, Ed, think Steve was really gore at me?
What about?
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ERNIE: fw , you know the way I kid him about how he_really ought
to have been a soelanl worker, You know what I mean -:

ED: Gee, I dontt think he got sore, _

ERNIE: That!s gocd. Because I'd pure hate to hurt that guy.
Know something, EA%

ED: What?

ERNTIE: I'd glve my right arm to feel good ébout péople, belleve

in them, the way Steve does., I dontt know -~ 1t kind of -~-
well, 1t kind of 11fts & man out of the general run to

feel that way about people,

ED: {JOSHING) Go on, youlre getfing gsoft, Get to work,
Commit a murder so If1l have something to write about.

ERNIE: {LAUGHING) Okay, you hard-hearted dog} - See you next
Sunday. | '

ED: Right,

(CAR DOOR SLAMMED,,)

slow, uneventful night, You, Ed Frady, sit wlth one
ear turned to the police'radid ﬁext to you, one . eye on &
picture magazine and the other eye on thé'elock. The
clock tells you itts oné A.M. -~ only an hour before
knocking off time...when, suddenly, the police radio
somes allve. : _ .

MEERS+ {POLICE LYIEUTEMNANT, ON FILTER) Megrs feporting. _Shooting
at 39th Street and Cak Avenue. Sénd an ambulance.
Shooting at 39th Streetland Oak Avenue, Send an ambulance.
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(PHONE RINGS. RECEIVER UP)

ED: (ON PHONE)} Yes, thls is Ed Frady. The desk calling? Put
nim on,..Yeah, I Just heard it....O0kay, 1t1s on my way
home anyhow. I!1l1 toke a lock at it. If itts routine,
I!11 just call in and knosk off. Okay with you? ...
Check.

(MUSIC: _ _OMINOUS, AQCENT, DOWN UNDER...)

NARR: But when you get to 39th Street and Oak Avenue, Ed
Frady, you toke one look and your heart stops for o
moment. Under o streeot light, in‘tye,dark January-cold
street, o ring of people surround;Z“;:;Tnzgshi}ing in
the gutter beside the car are two men in uniform, One
of them 18 a man you left only a few hours ago «=- your best

friend " Ernle Cusak.

(LO‘W CROWD, ANDWEY Oy IN THE DISTANCE N BUSOR
ED3 (LOW) What happened, Lieutenant? .y -

Ule 1‘\'4(__»11..;..._ .
[ . "

MEERS (ALSO IOW) We don't know yet, We found thetr-radio-car
parked a couple of feet away and both of them lying right
here. They must have gotten out, must have gotten

Ty, AR R
suspicious of something to do with this -esn-baro.

ED: How are they?

MEERS3 The doctor 1s working on them now, Welre hoplng for the
best, ’

ED: pid you call Steve Cusok?

MEERS: He's on the way,
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STEVE:

MEERS ¢

STEVE:

STEVE:

MEERS ¢

STEVE:

-8 -
Can I - can I talk with Ernie?
Sorry Ed -Hel!s unconcious -
(SLIGHTLY)OFF) Where is he?
Steve] Meh oo wenUheele
Ermie, Ernile - who did this to you?
Easy, kid, Hel!s unconclious.
(BITTER AND HARD) (NOT HEARING)} Ernie, tell me what he
looked 1ike, I'11 X1ll him! TI!11l k1Il him with my own
hands, Ernls,
Sorry, 38teve., The ambulance 1g ready.
(CLOSE TO TEARS) Ernie, listen -- listen to me, youlre
going to be all right., Youlre golng to be okay, You
gotta be, Erniel
Okay. BStep mslide for the stretcher, will you?
(SHUFFLE OF FEET, THEN MEN GRUNT AS IF LIFTING
ERNIE, A FEW MORE STEPS, AMBULANCE DOOR SHUT
WITHOUT A BANG, AMBULANCE GONG UP AS AMBULANCE
FADES AWAY)

E4, Ed, hels got to live! A guy like that has got to live,

He won't dle, Steve. Hetl's got too much fight in him -~
I want to do something! Ed, youlve got to help me. I
want to get that guy. |
Steve, the best thing you can do for Ermie is go to

the hospitel, There '11 be nothing hera until the moblle
-}

B a— -

.
leb arrives, Then welll go over bhe—eany "1~

(HARD) No. Ernie!s in good hands, I want to help get
the guy who did it to him,
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MERRS1t

STEVE:
MEERS:

— e —

—

-9 -
ACCENT, DOWN UNDER.,.)

b g - Pt ALL LI de L

Well, thatls that.

What 41d they find? T~

MNothing., The lab-man =~ he went all over the car, Not
even a fingerprint,

{OUTBURST) Thet cantt bel Theylve got bo:find somethingl
Welrae doing our best, Steve, They cen!t find anjthing.
The guy wad elther a professional or:elsefhe wore gloves
becawse of the ceold, i

Listen, S8teve, therels nothins for you here, Go %o

the hospital. Stiok with Ernie. -

What -~ whativre you going to do? £

I don't know. Just look around ~= thatls all,

— " w— e R et — o m— —

Itts olose to daybreak now as you, Edgar Frady and
Lieutenant Meers, circle the dismal ‘area with 1ts empty
gaerbage-strewn lots and its tar-papéred 3hacka. Youltre
almost frozen to death and your eyes are wenry and red
Trom going over every inch of the;atreets Hean whéré your

best frlend fell, And then, suddéniy, you notice something

What's over there where that red lanbern is? 'ﬁft‘
(WEARY) Whero?

Right there. Tooks like a hole of some ¥ind with fresh

earth arcund it.
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MEERS$ Oh that. Used to be a tree there, They tore it out o
couple of daye ago. Golng to build something here,

ED: Glve ma a flashlight.
(STEPS DOWN AN EMPTY STREET AS:)} :
MEERS (IRRITATED)} This 1s o block from where 1t happened.
What do you think youlre going to find® |
ED: I don't lnow, |

(STEPS ON PAVEMENT IN AND A FEW STEPS ON SOFT
EARTH) (SLIGHT PAUSE, THEN:)

MEERS ¢ QLiThere's nothing here but the hole where fha tree wWas.

ED: (TAKE} Woit a seoond. Look ot this, ;The earth looks :
1ike 1t was Just stamped down. You said the tree was
torn up a few days ago, didnlt yoﬁ? |

MEERS : Thatls right, But =~ - _ _

EDj Icok at this, This footprint. _Fréah ﬁnd_clean_a— 1ook

ot the marking on 1t -~ and Indion-head with LWO Brpows.
MEERS : (TAXE) E£d, the flashlight., Flash it down that hole on .
the other slde, '

ED+ What ~= ¢ _

MEERS:  Looks like the handle of a bag, 0ive me the flashlight,
I'm going down to petbt 16,

ED: {HARD) Wait o minute, o

MEERS $ (SORE} What do you mean walt? Therels a bag hidden:

down there. _

ED: If you go down into the hole youfll destroy the ‘footprint.
Moke & cast of that footprint firet, o

MEERS ¢ Youlre crazy! There must be a millicn:printsllike that:

all over Ohicagol! The bag 1e more important, Ifm going
down there to get it! ' .
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(HARD) Eold 1t - Lieut,! Ernie is my best friend. I sald
I want a ccat made of that printl

e w a? b m w—— T

Yould never spoken to a police officer the woy you gid
Just now, but Lt. Meers seoms to realize the special
meaning of this cese to you, Edgar Frady. In twanty'
minutes, hel!s back with the mobile 1ab and when you have
o cast of the Indian shoeprint firmmly in your hand, Meers
slides down into the hole and comes back up with a black
zipper bag. |

(ZIRRER~SLAB-RREL)__

(SLIGHT TAKE) Gunsl

It1s o regular small arsenal.
{CAR COMING ON HURRIEDLY, CLOSE BY T0 A STOP)
{TAKE) Who's that?
(CAR DOOR OPENED HURRIEDLY, STEPS HURRY IN AND OUT
TO:)
Steve, Steve -- what happencd?_yﬁﬁ$¢§3-*;0 wj~+ ?
(LOW AND BITTER) He's dead, '(PAUSE, THEN RAISING HIS
VOICE NOW IN HIS BITTERNESS: ) Ed, he's doad. Erniels
dead! ind I'm going to get thé guy who did 1t 1f 1tts the
last thing I ever dol |

"

{COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE!
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #235

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-sorateh! Guard againat throat-
serateh! Guard against throat-acratohi Enjoy the
smooth smooth smoking of {lne tobaooos; Smoke'a _
PELL MELL, |

Yes, smoke PELL MELL -~ the oigavette whose mildness you
can measura, . _

Puff by puff you're always ahsnd when you smoke PELL
MELL, |

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigaretbe; Mofedver,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by gctual-maasurof-

PELL MELL'S greater iaﬁgth of traﬁitionaiiy fino

tobaccos gtill travels the smoke furtheér - filters
the smoke and makes 1t mila.,
Thue, PELL MELL!S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cizgarette offers you.

Guard agalnst throat-geratehl

EnJoy the smooth smoking of fine tobacoeos,

Smcke PELL MELL - the éigarette_whose nildness you
con measure - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"outstanding™t
And - they are mllal
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{(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

NARR:

ED¢
STEVE!:
ED:

STEVE:

EDt
STEVES

-
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This is Cy Harrilee returning you to your Harrator and

the Big Story of Edgar E, Frady os he lived 1t and wrotq'
it, ' '

=)

_— A we— A ——

Your best frilend 1s dead, Ed Frady., He was o cop ~-
Ernle Cusak was shot dead by a gunman on the atréats
of Chicago last night, And now, after a few hours of
fitful sleep, you go to gee Steﬁé,_the'brpther brrle
loved so much bacause Steve had an ablding faifh_in
people., As you walk in on Bteve, your fingers are
gripped tight around the one clue to the murderer -
o ploster-gast of a shoeprint, |

Did you cateh some-sleep, 8teve?

No. T don't want ony sleep.

- look, Bhewe, you got to get o hold of yourself.

(HARD) That black zipper bag you and Lt, Meers found

in the hole near the footprint --

that about 1t? -
The hole 1g in the middle of an empty lot ’why should the
killer have burled that bag full of guna;th;ré?" Why
should he have run from his car after:--faftér shooting
down Ernile -~ to that lot? ' :

I don!t know, Steve., Maybe becouse 1§.was o good hiding

place -~ he thought - or maybe he 1ives around there,
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STEVE:
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The car -: ¥hat about the cart? Who ovms 1t?
I spoke with Meers s while ago, They traced both the car
and the guns in that =ipper bag, The car was stolen,
And the guns?t
They were stolen too,
{HESITANT, AS IF AFRAID OF THE ANSWER BE MIGHT GET TC
THIS QUESTION)L‘ﬁhen -= when were those guns stolen?
Tast week., Why?
From where?
Prom the sporting goods store on 35th straet,
{AIMOST WITH PAIN) Nol
Whatts the matter, Steve?
(& BEAT, THEN LOW:) Nothing -- nothing......,.you think
the man who robbed the sporting goods store is the
murderer?
why? What!re you trying to say, Svevet—
(HARD NOW)} I amked you a question, Ed, Do you think the
man who robbed the sporting goods store killed my brother?
(CAREPULLY) I donlt know, Steve. All we know is we
found the footprint and the bag and the earth looked
freshly dug,
(QUIET AGAIN} You - think he lives close to thot empty
lott
You know the people in that neipghborhood quite well,
dontt you:x’ (SLIGHT BEAT, THEN:) Any ideas?
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BIG STORY 9/26/51 -15- REVISED
éTEVE: {A BEAT, THEN:) No,

ED: Cara to Join me,

STEVE: Where are you golng?

ED: Itve got this plaster print of the guyls heel and sole,

The Indian-head on it makes 1t a little unusuzl, Ifm

going to check the shoemakers, VWant to go?

S3TEVE: Yes,
(MUSIC:_ _ ACCENT, SLIGHT BRIDGE, DOWN UNDER.,.)
(DOCR OPEM AND SHUT TO STREET BG....)
- ED! Well, thatts the lapt cobbler around here,
STEVE: (AIMOST TO HIMSELF, SOUIIDING SICK) Itls -~ it!s -~ no use,
Ed, I%ts no use,
ED: Whatts the matter with you, Steve? You look sick,
STEVE: Nothing, HRothing!s the matter with me. Just -~ maybe

feel a 1ittle co0ld, thatts all, Maybe-- thig ~- anow

coming down --

ED: Thatls not all, Steve?
STEVE: Yhat do you mean?
ED: Ilve known yeu too long, “WeERe, You and Ernie rnd I,

welve been clogse for a long time -
ATEVE: I don't know what youlre talking about! I told you I'm
80ld, thatls alll
ED: Iast night, all day today - something’s cating youl
wTEVE: Hy brotherls dead!
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BIG STORY ©/26/51 -154- a " REVISED

T R

ED: Something else, Stove - wh_at's:myoﬁ;ﬂ " What are
you holding back from me?] : :: '

STEVE: (HSRD) Loave me alonel . Itm not hiding anythingl

ED: (BEAT) OK, OK Sbewe- ,,, Want me Lo take you home?

STEVE: Where are you golng? Whatire you going to dd?

ED: I'm golng back to the neighborhood vhere 1% happened.
This snow that's coming down now -- i may-éhow.frésh
prints, |

(MUSIC:_ _. ACCENT, DOWN_UNDER,.,)

ATHO1 Qfp29sy




NARR: You and Steve Cusak trudge wearily around and around
through the newly fallen snow, You beglin to feel a
1ittle desparate, Ed Frady, and o little hopeless, You

 f£ind footprints in the snow all right ,; too many of them,
aAnd youtre Just about ready to give up when you stop o~i- A
by the hole off¥&™MPe where the black zipper bag was
found., You look down at the fresh snow around the rim
2nd for a moment, you stand there not believing it
yourpelf -~ AMrtHENT -~

fmsror e

STEVE: Wwhatfre you going to do with that plaster casty

ED: (QUICK) Give me a hand down into the hole.

STEVE! Well why? What -

ED: Right here. €n the side. The same footprint ln the
snow. (STRAINING AS HE IS LOWERED INTO THE HOLE) See,
Steve, see., I don't want to smear it,

(SLIGHT SCRAMELING OUT)
(PAUSE THEN:)

STEVE: Ed, do they matcht

ED: (SLIGHTLY OFF) (EXCITED ) Give me a hand up, Steve -
quick!

(1S THEY BOTH STRAIN AND SLIGHT SCRAMBLING, THEN: }

STEVE? Ed, 4o they match?

ED: Better than that, Stove Took, The same footprinta -~

- 16 -

iiga e ) VT HE LS A

theytre lending away from the hole across the lot In
the direction of that ramshackle wooden bullding,
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STEVE:

STEVE:

{MusICs

(10W) Steve, they lead right inside! (NO ANSWER, THEN:)
#tevs, you know this nelghborhood well, Who 1lives in
here? (BEAT, THEN ALMOST IRRITATED:) Steve, whatis the
matter with you? I asked you who lives in here? !
(LOW, AIMOST TO HIMSELF) Ed - Bd, no., Nol

what!s the matter with you?

The —; the Pranks live here, Mrs, Frank and her son
pndy. He's -~ he was -- hels out on parole. He was in
prison out in Ohlo for taking a stolen car across the
gtate lines, (SLIGHT TAKE) Where are you golng?

To ¢all Lt, Meers, I want him with us when we go in

there,

— Sl g v p——

ED:
MEERS1

MRS . FRANK:

STEVEs

MEERS:

MRS, F:

MRS, Fi

MRS, F:

(LoWw) And they lead right here, 1t.
Andy Frankls house, huh? That kidls got a record. Letts
go in,

(STEPS, KNOCK ON DOOR, REPEAT KNOCK, DOOR OPENED)
(A TIRED, MIDDLE AGED WOMAN, BUT LIKABLE) What is it?
(SLIGHT TAKE) Oh, hello, Steve. T was sorry to hear
obout Ernle,
Thanks.
Mrs. Frank, is Andy home?
(SLIGHT FEAR) Yes -- he's taking & bath, why?
May we come in?
seasado.  O-{ Coren

(STEPS IN, DOOR SHUT)
Whatts -: whatls thls all about?
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MEERS$

MRS, !
MEERS!:
MRS, Pt
MEERS
MRS, F@

MRS. Bz
ED:

MRS, F:

ED:
MRS, Ft
MEER3:
MRS, Ft
IDs

MRS, F1

ANDY:

MRS. F3

ANDY:

ANDYs

- 18 -
Mps. Frank, last night avound one olclock, where wera
you and your famlly?
Home, Why?
Did you hear the shooblng?

(A BEAT, THEN:) You mean when Ernle Cusak got shot?
Thatts right, . '

Yes, We wWere all pome., Later
It

we asked Andy

Why later, Mrs, Frank? Was Andy out when the shooting
took place? . C |
(A BEAT, THEN:) Yes. ;:;:gze-he'ﬁaa.
what did he aoy?® |
indy sald he thought 1t wan Just some bask-firing, dut we
11 went out to take a look. owwﬁﬂ\ ﬁ*“ﬁ*“
Andy too%
No, He had some work to do.
Mrs, Frank, how many paiPS of ahoea hap ﬁndy got?
W-why? Just one palr, '
Can We gee them? -'i*{:ttk_’LANﬂhgbhﬂ
He -- has them upstairs with him in the bath, (nor '
CRACKING BUT WITH AN EDGE o? FEAR), What ~-- what do you
want with Andy's shoes? '
(SLIGHTLY OFF) What do they 2ll wont, Ma?
Ao,

(VERY FIRM) Andy, come‘ﬁn-here.:

{SLOW STEFS INTO ROOM, THEN:} . _
Eello, Steve. Sorry about -- about your brother.
51¢ down, Andy.' Give me one of your shoes ---the ripght

ona.,

(SURLY) What for? Why should I?
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MRS. F:

ANDY+

MEERS:

ANDY't

MRS, F:

ANDY s

EDs

e ma w——

Z- 19 .
{(HARD) Give him one of youxr shoea!
(SORAPE OF CHAIR, ANDY SITS THEN SHOE FALIS TO
FLOOR: }
(MUMBLING ) sbmmwr—ﬂ%m
(EASBER-OAST-TO-SHOEIHENY) :
Where were you lagt night at one olclock Andy?
Thatts my businessl]
Tell the man whera you were, andy. 'Tell the man where
you warel | | |
{A LITTLE FRIGHTENED OF HIS MOTHER BUT STILL SURLY)
Itts my buslness, ; .
andy, your shoe matehes the footprint at a.hole gt fhe
other end of this lot, We fotihd a bag full 61‘ guns
turied there ~-- stolen guns, One of.them 1s_the gﬁn that
was used to k11l Ernie Cusak énd wound the: other oop..
What was your footprint doing:therg at that hole?
(SLIGHT PAUSE, THEN:)}
(HARD AND BYTTER) Answer tho man's questions.
I dont*t know nothlng about it |
You killed Ernie Cusak, di?2123%333~,
(HALF SHOUT) T don't know ampbtme sbout 1t

Come on, Andy, Weltre poing dowutownq
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NARR:

STEVE:
MEERS:
STEVE:
MEERS:

STEVE:
LNDY:
3TEVLE:
ANDY ¢
STEVE:

ANDY:
STEVE:

ANDY s
STEVE$

- 20 -

Por four hours, Ed Frady, you watbh Lt, Meers try
everything on the boy, including o 1ie debector, And fop
four hours, you 3ee Andy Frank ﬁlternately squirﬁ, answer
evasively, or just not answer at all, And for four hours,
you'lve been wondering what!s wrong with Steve -;'why

he hasnl't opened his mouth since the t;me you first
entored fndy Frankts hdme. And now, as you stand

oub in the corridor at polloe headquartars, Steve suddenly

speaks up,

ILt, Megers =-

Yoah?
T want to talk with Andy. caltio
. ot . /_,...
A11 pight, Aeas —oda e At v b

]

(STEPS, DOOR OPENED, DOOR SHUT, STEPS, CUT:)
Andy. .
oh, itts you, ,__j;s;‘“w’%‘u"
You know me,1déﬂ't y;u, Andy?
Yeah,
When your parcle officer come to pee me, I told him ItQ
talk to you, didn't I? ' ' '
Prapta-amiaht, aﬁw;;

( . .

T told them T had confidence in you and that I would keep
&n eye on you, didntt 1% |
Thatt®s right,
I let you Join the basketball team I coachsydidntt 1,
down at the Boys CiﬁBR;M¢nmﬁmﬂﬁa—*""" o
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ANDY:
STEVE:

ANDY:
STEVEs

ANDY:

STEVE:

ANDY:
STEVE:
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Thatta right,

(TERRIBLY QUIET) Last week, Andy, when the sporting

goods store was robbed, they put my brother Ernle on

the case, He wanted to guestion you'beoauae of younr.

record,

(UNEASY AND SURLY) What!s that got to do with me?
(BEGINNING TO BUILD WITH BITTERNESS) Ernie wanted to
question you, Andy. If Ernie had questioned you, he might

have broken you down, He might of fbund out that you

robbed that sporting goods store and you would have baen

sent back for violation of parole, And Af that had

happened, FErnle might be alive today - walking aproundl
(ALMOST SHOUTING) I don't know what you're talking

about!

1 talked my brother out of questioning you because I had
falth in youl 1If I hadn't talked him out of questioning

you, he might have been alive right now!

Let me alone,

I spoke up for you because I had confidence in you, I

-

sacrificed my brother!s life_rdr"yoq.

(LY -
o .\3:1‘4....

]
Rl LR PR SR

lowey~prmy I saorificed my brotherts life for youl Now

show me that therets a 1ittle decency in peoplel Show

me that I wasntt alﬁogether wrong. Show me that even

now you can tell the truth! (AIMOST CRACKING AS HE

GRABS ANDY) Tell the truth or so help me God, I!ll-newer

have—£aith-in-another-hunan-boihm
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ANDY: (AIMOST WEEPING) It was him fault, it wes his feult, he
shouldn®t have come up to the ocar, I knew 1f he cuught
me with those guns I would go back to prison. It was his
fault! He shouldn't have stopped me,..he should have
understoodl I don't want %o go basck to.pfison.

.ED{%H: Y 8¢ you ki1lled him? . |

ANDY: ehrmytoy, T Aldntt want to, I dldntt want tol. I wase
hiding in the botbom of the car when I saw the police=-car.
I hoped they wouldntt stop. I didn't want to do 1t, but
when they stopped, I had to, I eﬁptie& my gun at both
of them and »an. m&, I'm sorryl  Itm sorryl

{WEEPTING)
T {PAUSE)
it .
MERRG A1l right, Andy, let'as gpo.

{(GHIER=SCRIPRD, STEPS OFF, AND THEN, PROMwORME)-. . .
v's (CRYING OUT) Steve, Steve -- I =~ (BREuKS QFF)
O \ . -:-."‘"- - .S W \-ﬂ.—,\
A (DOOR Co Bt
Nyaadona'y WA Laponel LB TR ) AL "". a
STEVE { LLMOST ORYING, VERY Loh) » EQ ~= he was Buch n sweot
A"(“ T a“'{f "‘« ) ‘.- t_(.‘? ‘51:'.'..,. [

guy =~ I killed him/\ Ed. 3, ¢4 Killed him, ,,c.,

AR

EDs Listen tq me, Steve, liasten. Just remember: the one thing
Ernie'loved most aboub you was_yogr beiiar in pqople.
Remember that, Steve. .Remembef_tﬁat.

CHAPPELL: In Just o moment we'll read you a telegram from Edgar
Frady of the Chicage Sun-Times wfth the__finai
outcome of tonightls BIG STORY. .

e Ws mA mea e s R m

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #235
GROUP: guard agalnst throat-serateh! Guard egainst throat-

gorateh! Ouard against throat-geratech)l EnJoy the
smooth smooth amoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL,

CHAPPELL: Yes, smoke PELL MELL - the clgarette whose mlldness

youk can measure,
HARRICE! Remembar this -~ the further a puff of smoke is
filtered throupgh fine tobaccos, the milder 1% becomea.
CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke i8 filtered further
than that of any other leading c¢igarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, ¢r 17 - by sotual measure -

PELL MELI'S greater lenczth of traditionally fine

tobacoos atill travels the smoke further - filters the
smoke and makes 1t milad,
HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL!S fine mellow tobacecos glve you a

smoothness, milldness and gatisfaction no other

cigarette offers you,
CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red packege - PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES

"outstanding!"®
HARRIOE: A&nd - they are mild! -
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CHAPPELL:

FRADY¢

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

~ 24 -
Now we read you that telegram from Edgaf ﬁ. Frady.or the
Chicago Sun~Times. ' '
Murderer 1n tonightis Big Story, the man who put to death
my beat friend, was found guilty and sentenced to dle
in the electric chair, On appeal, he wbﬁ_a qgéqfd
trial and this time was sentenosd LoAprisch For 199
years. My sincerest appreciation for torilght's PELL MELL
Award. - '
Thank you, Mr, Frady.,.the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud bo_present you the PELL MELL_$500.
award for notable service in ﬁhe field of-journai13m.
Liesten again next-weei;ﬁaame tiﬁe, BEme ﬁbation, when
PELL MELL F/MOUS CIGARETTES will present snother BIG -
.STORY...ﬂ Big Story from the front pages of the
Cincinnati Ohlo Inquizer byline Albert J, Shottelkotte
A BIG STORY of 2 brutal murdevrs.and 2 contradictory
theorles both lending to = desperate killer.

and remember - every week you can see another different
Bilg Story on televieion - brodght to &ou by the makers
of Pell Mell Famous Cigarattes,

P ety Il A R A Nl T
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CHAPPELL:
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- 25 . REV,
The Big Stery is produced byféernard J, Prockter with.
original music composed and'ﬂénducted by Viadinir |
Selinslky., Tonight's program wes adept by_&bram 8,
Ginnes from on actual'sﬁory Trom thé_ ages of the Chicago
Sun Times. Your narrator was Bob Sloan and Bill Griffis
played the part of BEdger E, Frady. 1In order to protect
the namos of poople actuslly involved in tohight’
authentic BIG 8TQRY, tho names of all chcracters in the
dramvatization vere changed *dth the exception of the

reporter, Mr., Frady.

_THSHE_UP EU"L 0, FADE FOR)_

This is “rnﬁst Chappell speaxing for the makers ‘of PELL
KELT, FAMOUS ZIGAREITES, (PLUSE)

Frionds - here's how all of us can back up our men in
Korca - end be active parthers vith Thele San in meking
our country safs and gggggg."Buy Unlted Statoes Dofense
Bonds, Buy them wﬁero you work - br Wwhere you bahk -
but buy them. It's your gafost investlont - and pavs
back four dellars for cvery throe._?;nd because vou can
cash them in yith intersst - any ﬁima after 60 days -
it's bettor than a cash reserve. Retembor - peace is

for the strong! Buy United States Defense Bonds!

'TEIS 18 FBC....TH® N.TION.L BRO.DCLSTING COﬂPLNY:

¥
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