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CHAPPELL:

ELL¥E:

ROY:

ELLIE: '

ROY:

ELLIE:

ROY:

ELLIE:
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CHAPPELL:
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{Jean Barrett; Philadelphia Evening Bulletin,
Philadelphia, Pa,)

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

= e L

re you sure it's alright, le f

ocmn't go on not % Rofr/m,_ 5 ?;::.',
But, won!t he mind? m
I don't care, I don't care if he gete angi'y. I've got __f
a right to see my own brother. B
Maybe it! be better if I'm around. I mean...the way he
treats you. . -
Roy, I'm som, he's been worse. Sometimes I"m":
afrald someting awful will happen, |
TIt'11 be Just like old times, Ellie, you ¢an take care Sf
your kid broﬁ}}fﬂ.

K S
Rey, I'm%yid...r afraid something terrible is gomg

to happen.

THE BIG STORY. The story you are about to hear actually
happened! It happened in phlladelphia, Pa. It is
authentic and 1s offered &s & tribute to the men end
women of the great American newspapers., (FLAT) From

the pagee of the Philadelphia Evening Bulletin, the stc}fy
of a family that was shattered by death. Tonight, to
Jean Barrett for her Blg Story, goes the PELL MELL

$500 Award.

TURNTABLE) (COMMERCTIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

-2« THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #275

OPENING COMMEROIAL
{START E.T.)

Guerd against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke &
PELL MELL.

3 (END E.TW)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL end discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobbecos filters the smoke on
the way to your throat - filters the smoke aﬁd makes
1t mild. | |
Remember this - the further your cigarette filters the -
smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke
becomes, |
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other 1eadiﬁg'

cigarette. And what's more after 5 pufrs; or 10, or

17 - by actual measure - PELL MELL'S greater length of

traditionally fine tobaccos st1ll travels the smoke
further - f1lters the smoke &nd makes 1t mild.
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you &

smoothness, mildnese, and satisfactlion no other

cigarette offers you.

So snoke PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstending!”
And - they are mild!
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NARRATOR:

ELLIE:
PETE:
ELLIE:
PETE:

ELLIE:

PETE:
ELLIE:
PETE:

ELLIE:
PETE:
ROY:
PETE:

.“3—

— o m W

Philadelphia, Pa -- the story as it actually happened
. +esedean Barrettts story as she lived it ...

.—..%..I....‘..'..L.L&.)_

Murder is part of your everyday Job, Jean Barrett, You're
the only woman covering the Philadelphia orime beat, and

you've seen violence and horror and tragedy in every

section of town, from the slums of South Philadelphia to

the mansions out on the Main Line, but th;a case 18
different. It started in & brownstone boarding house in
2 bare unfriendly room. There were three_people...E}len
Wyatt, and her husband, Pete, and her brotbher, Roy, and.
a small frail white kitten. ”
{(KITTEN MEWING)
He's hungry.
So am I, and I'm not crylng about 1t.
There's some cat food in the sultcase.
You go out of your way to get something for that
miserable kitten, | _
Well, 1t wasn't my fault that the apartment wasn't ready,
Pete. |
Why'd we have to move?
We went over that...there would be a room for Roy.
A room for Roy! That's all I need.
{XITTEN MEWS AGAIN}
He's hungry. Pete, will you 1ift up the sultcase for me?
So that mangy cat can stuff his gut?
I'11 get 1it, sis.
get out of the way, you couldnft even 1ift it.
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ROY:

PETE:
ELLIE:
PETE:
ROY:
PETE:
ROY:

PETE:
ROY:

ELLIE:
PETE:
ELLIE:
PETE:

ELLIE:

ROY:

PETE:
ROY:
PETE:

ROY:
PETE:

...........

o

(SUITCASE SNAPS OPEN)
Take it easy, Pete, 1% 1sn't so bad, We can move into -
the apartment tomorrow. |
It's probably just a&s bad ss this hole,
Here, puss, here, puss, puss, puss!
Look at that...tekes better care of that cat... _
Oh, 1t 1sn't so bad, Pete, Why not be cheerful about 1t?
Cheerful? Go ahead, you be cheerful, ' o
I .,. I brought something, Pete, Here, it's good gtuff,
Seven dollars & fifth, |
Let me see that bottle.
Go shead, go ahead, take all you wank.

(CORK 0UT)

{PETE DRINKS)
Pete, you've got your feet on the bed,
What's the difference? | f
It's a white spread, Al foe A %f""”% _
Look, leave me alone, this is all your fault anywey, )
you had to have a room for your brother.

{DRINKS AGAIN)

Please, Pete, Mo Ansre _
Look, we're stuck here, we might as well pess the time,
huh? How about rolling dlce? You like that, Pete.

You got any money?

A little. '

go ahead, roll 'em. Make sure you hit the wall with
both dice. | |

Sure, sure, Pete, A dollar?

Faded.
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PETES"
ELLIE:
PETE:
ROY:

.PETE:

ROY:

TETE:
ROY:

ELLIE

PETE:
ELLIE

-

ELLIE

ROY 3

PETE:

FETE:

ROY:
PETE:

{SUITCASE SNAPS OPEN)

Take it easy, Pete, it isn't so bad, We can move into
the apartment tomorrow.

It's provably just as bad as this hole.

~ Here, puss, here, puss, puss, puss!

Look at that...tBkes better care of that cat...
Q], it isn't so hed, Pete. Why not be cheerful about it?
Cheerful? @o ahead, you be oheerful,
I ... I brought something, Pete, Here, it's good sturf;
Seven dollars & [ifth.
Let me see that bottle.
Go ahead, go shead, teke all you want.
(CORK oUT)
(PETE DRINKS)
Pete, you've got your feet on thé bed,
Whatts the difference?
It's a white spread, Hoad o Aoe 179&/’“‘4‘4—4.«
Look, leave me mlone, this 1s al) your fault enyway,
you had to have a room for your brother. '
(DRINKS AGAIN)
Please, Petey Av Mesrre
Look, we're stuck here, we might as well pass the time, 
huht How about rolling dloe? You llke that, Pete.
You got eny money? | . |
A little., '
go shead, roil 'em. Make sure you hit the wall with
both dice. |
Sure, sure, Pete, A dollar?

Feded.
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PETE:
ELLIE:

: PETE:

ROY ¢

" PETE:

ELLIE:

PETE:

PETE:

ELLIE:
FPETE:

e e — -

NARRATOR:

(DICE ROLL. FPETE LAUGHS RAUCOUSLY)

Box cars., You shoot dice like you do everything élse.
Wrong end £oremost., ;AHM;JE _
_ (PETE LAUGHS AGAIN. KITTEN MEOWS)
Keep that oat away from the dice.
Come kitty, oome on, you stay wilth mommy.;.
go on, kid, throw ‘em again,
Sure, Pete. _
(DICE ROLL. KITTEN MEOMWS)
I sald keep that cat'awaﬁ. _
I can't help it, he thinks you're playing, you know
how kittens are.
I've had enough of that,..you, 8ll the time hugging that
kitten, go on, get out of the way, go on. '
{KITTEN SPITS)
1§Lﬂ..why that llttle...
Pete, no, no, Pete....
I'1l show you.
(KITTEN SQUALLS AND THEN SILENT)
You killed him you killed him, I loved him and you've
killed him. |

the next morning. There's no mystery according to the -
police, it's an open and shut case. DPeote Wyatt lles

dead in the hospital, a knife woﬁnd in bis chest and you
stand at thé pack of the court room &8 Ellen Wyatt is
arraigned for murder. She is tall, her halr 1is red. the

matron holds her up as she makes her statement.
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NARRATOR:

EDITOR:

IEAN:

EDITOR:
JEAN:

EDITOR:
JEAN:
EDITOR:
JEAN:
EDITOR:
JEAN:

NARRATOR:

T

(SLIGHTLY OFF, SLIGHT ECHO) I don't know what happened, '
I just went crazy and picked up the only thing in the
room, then, I juet went after my husband and'stabbed him{
_HIT_AND_UNDER) | | :
The plea is not guilty, & formality, until she obtains
counsel., It is open and shut. The police_have.a slgned
confesslon, but somehow you feel there is more étory tof}
this and you take that feellng back to the Clty Rooh{
(c1%Y ROOM B,G.) | |

Look, Ginny, just file a couple of inches and forget itlf
We've got two strangulations and & sawed off shot gun that.
I want you to cover. '_
Let them wait, Jack, Before he died, she wanted to give
blood. HKer brother actually gave him & transfusion befofe
he dled. -
So what? _

You didn't see them in court. They look almost allike,
both t2ll, gaunt, red hair, there wes something in his
eyes, he 8t004 right next to me... | '
Sure, sure, now that strangling over in Germantown,

Jack, give me an hour,

For what?

Follow up.

Follow up what, the expression 1in his eyes?

Never mind, just give me an hour.
You go to the boarding house, you walk up the high

brownstone Btoop &nd you find Mrs. Casey, the landlady, on

her knees scrubbing the parquet in the downstairs hall,;

ATHOT 000G 144




-1
P e

,f; CASEY: yvou look out for those shoes, I don't want:to eplash’
| goap on 'em. ' |
JEAN: whet were they like, Mrs. Casey, Pete and Ellie Wyatt, and
her brother Roy? .
CASEY: Well, I d1dn’t Bee them much, they Just moved In you know.
and the mister, he raised an awful fuss when the apartment

wasn't ready., He spoke real, sharp to her, rlght 1n front

of me,
JENA: And Roy, the brother? _
CASEY: Well, ndw, he looked real slok. I thought he was goingf

to drop right there on the landing. He carried up a11'  
the heavy sultcases, the mister didn't even touch them, -

JEAN: And you didn't hear anything? '

CASEY: Not ... not until,..that poor Mra. Wyatt came running down
the stairs screaming for help.

JEAN: D1d she say then that she'd stabbed her hushand? _

CASEY: She was just screaming, and then that brother came. running

L downstairs and she cried on his shoulder. As a matter of

fect, I think he wae crylng, too. You could tell they
were very clope. ' |

JEAN: and what 61 you think of Pete Wyatt, Mre. casey?

CASEY: _ppe-miEEEP? Well, I'1l tell you one thing, she watted -
on him hend end foot and never got 8o much 85 & kihd  '
word in.return.

(OLD PASHIONED DOOR BELL)

CASEY: Would you mind opening that, dear, my knee, you know.
~ JEAN: Certainly. |
{DOOR OFEN)
ROY: (OFF) Where's Mrs. Casey?
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JEAN:
ROY:
JEAN:

JEAN:

ROYs
CASEY:

ROY:
CASEY:
ROY:
CASEY:

JEAN:

CASEY::

ROY:

CABEY!:

-B-
You're Roy Morbton, aren't you?
I don't know you,. |
T saw you &t the court., 1I'm Jean Barrett from the
Bulletin. '
Mrs. Caesey, I want to get my bag.
I'd like to talk to you, Roy.
Don't bother me,
I put your bag right in the hall closeé.
I want to ask you sbout your sister.
Look, Miss...MiBss...legve me alone, leave me alone,:
I've got enough trouble,
Look, I'm not trying to make trouble for you, I'm
interested in your sister, I watched her very carefully,
I think she! lnnocent.
Give me my bag, Mrs. Capey.
Right inJhere.
(DOOR OPEN)
Thanks. :
Walt & minute, what am I going to do about the kitten?E;
Oh, Oh...s | -
last thing that Mrs. Wyvatt said before the police took -
her away was for me'to tike care of the kitten.
I thought the kitten was dead, I thought he killed it.;
Oh, goodness, no, 1t came around with not so much &s & E
bump on its head, | :
Oh, thanks for taking care of him, Mre. Casey, my sister
was vorrled about hilm. :
{(KITTEN MEOWS)

There he la now, -
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JENN:

QmsIe:

—-——

NARRATOR:S

QsIc:

NARRATOR:

Here, kitty, nice xitty. She loved yoUs t00, KLY .
She loved you. rake oare of him, Mrs. Caaey;?pleaae,
for her. -
Hey, walt, where are you going?
(DOCR OPEN)
vait, I want 0 agk yOU »ese
(POOR CLOSE)
vellaireo
© (XITTEN MEOWS) |
Ttts too bad you cen'd talk, kitty, you gay the who:
ching, dldn't you? 2 "
( KITTEN MEOWS)
_UR AND DON) ]
you see him again oD the mornling when_the:base of t
commonwealth against Ellen Wyatb ie célleﬁ_in the ¢
oyer end Terminer, general Jail Dellvery §f the COl
of philedelphia, in the great grey stone oitadel o
Hall. The pegenblance between prother and sister
agronger than evelrs The 8ame red hair,_ﬁhe sane N
eyes. Ellen Wyatt looks at her brother,;their gez
in somé communication that no one else dén_underst
The prosecuticn reads the gigned coﬁfesgion inko -
record. (FLAT) "I don't knov what_hapﬁened, 1
~erazy and plcked up the only thing in tﬁe.rocmfgg
went after ¥ husband and stabbed him};;
WIT_AND_UNPERL | .
The COmmonwealth repts on thet confespion. You i
prcsa*taﬁTE”ﬁﬁqﬁggzch Ellen Wyatt, thinn than
Az

eyes dark benecath the flaming red hairs
you meet RoY Morton. ' .

in
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JEAN:
ROY:
JEAN:

ROY:
JEAN:
ROY:
JEAN:
ROY:

JEAN:
ROY:

JEAN:

JEAN:

ROY:

JEAN:

=10~

(LIGHT CROWD BACKGROUND)
Wait & minute, Roy.
let me alone, Isn't it béd enough?
Don't worry, I'm not going to ask you any queations. by
just wanted to tell you I'm golug to give her &all the |
break I can In my copy.
Have you gobt & clgarette?
Here.
How can she stand 1t, how can she? You don't know her. .
She loocks strong. .
Yes, yes, she's strong, ehe always was, she had to be.
She aiways took care of me since she was three’yeans'old.
Our mother and Father died in an accldent,
oh? _
got another mateh? We lived with our graﬁdmother. Ellie
always took care of me. She was 811 the mother I ever had.
But nobody would understand that, nobody.
Look out, the mateh, your finger. )
Nobody understands the unselfish love Ellie and I had fo
each other. He never understood.
Pete?
You know why he married her, you know why? Becauae_shé
had twelve hundred dollars and he was in trouble with the
Washington bootlegger.. I told her...I told her it_waB 
like maprrying an animal;:that‘s what he was...an animal...
and she was 80 gentle,

The ¢ourt reconvenes in a few minutes.
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ROY:

(MUSIC: . .
HARRATOR:

ELLEN:

(MUsSIC:

-11-

They'1l obll me today. I don'd remember, 1 con't hell
her, because I don't remember. Miss Barpett, have yo

got another matoh?

_UR AND UNDER)_

The defense builds the story of the marriage of Pete
Ellen Wyatt, the story of brutality and 1ong suffer1n
st111 the signed conféssion dominates the.co@rtroom v
Ellen Wyatt 1s called to the stand, then,'infher oun
words, ohe tells the story of her pusband!e death.
(SLIGHT ECHO) The kitten wab chaping the dipe, he &
know, he vas chasing them and knocked them ﬁith his -
pete was mad, he was very mad, 1 wab afraid of him W
he was drinking. He took the kitten and_threw it ag
the wall. I ... I ran to pick it up and then Pete ¢
after me, he Kicked me and then he pulléd my hair, &
had & knife, I said, Pete, don't, and I tried to tal
away from him and the next thing X knew.he;yas on t
I screamed and soreamed and there was blodd all ove
7 don't knov what happened, I didn't kill him, 1 41
_HIT_AND_UNPER) o
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-12- _
NARRATOR: The story 1s changed. The defense and prosecution battlé
1t out 1n summation. Whigh story ie correct? Thé signed
confession, "I Jjust went crazy and plcked up the only |
thing in the room eme then I just went after my husband
end stabbed him", or this story of accldent and self-
defense, Under the Anglo Saxon common law, the jury is -
the sole judge of fact; they deliberate five hours, five
long hours, and then, you wateh them file baok into the
courtroom, Jean Barregt, and you listen to the flat nasal
voice of the clerk as he reads the verdict and then you
dash for the phone.

JEAN: Hello, hello, Jack? Verdict's in, Ellen Wyatt, guilty.
Guilty of voluntary manslaughter. ¥No, no, Itm not thr&ugh.
Jack, I've covered every im artant murder in Philaaelphia
and theret!'s something wrogé?’“ﬁé;‘s innocent. I'm sure
ghe's innocent. 5

phediues-Aagii.EE——— L A

e e WAk me we Amm e

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

CBAPPELL:
HARRICE:

-13- THE BIQ.STORY.
‘ PROGRAM # 275

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
guard sgainst throat-scratoh!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL. _

{END E.T.)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL - and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos fiiters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading clgarette. And, what'ts more

after 5 puffs, or 10, or }7 - by actual measure -~ PELL.j

MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

st111 travels the smoke further - fllters the smokd and -
makes it mild. |
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you &

smoothness, mildness and satiaf&ction no other cigarette
offers you. :
guard against throat-scratch! . _
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL
MELL. |
Wherever you go todey, notice how many people have changed
to EELL MELL: - the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red packagé.
. (START E.T.)
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.. Smoke & PELL - MEJ.
{END E.T.)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstandingl™
Aund - they are mild!l
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{MusIC:
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HARRICE:

NARRATOR:

ROY: )

JEAN: (2§%?J

ROY:
JEAN:

ROY:

This is Cy Rarrice returning you to your narraﬁor ang
THE BIG STORY of Jean Barrett, as she lived 1{ and

wrote it.

You stand at the open phone in the courthouse corridor K

and flle your story, and then, suddenly, you notice In -

the booth you, Roy Morton sits huddled, bhis hanﬁs

clenched over the mouthpiece;.his forehead against hie f
hands, He isn't calling, he's walting...for you.

Miss Barrett.

What are you doing here, Rop2 Everybody's gone,

I know. .
Well, we'd better get out of here. They'll be locking up
for the night. |
They locked her up. They locked her up, (HIGH) They
locked up my Bister, my bsautiful beautiful sister;

Here, take it easy, come on, I'll buy you & cup of coffee,

o As g e e et —

JEAN:
ROY:
JEAN:
ROY:

{DISH RATTLE)
Go ahead, drink. :
You know &l) the answers, what will they do to her? He
was an animal, he might have killed her, why can't they
see that she wouldn't hurt a rlﬁ, she's dlways 50 gentle,
he always klcked her around, What'll heppen to her now?
You don't look well, Réy, are you slck?
Never mind about me.
Maybe we ought to get you to a hospital.
I sald forget about me., What will they do wlth her?
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JEAN:

ROY:

JEAN:
ROY:
JEAN:
ROY:

JEAN:

ROY:

JEAN:
ROY:

JEAN:
ROY:
JEAN:
ROY:
JEAN:

ROY «

-15- B
She'll probably get an 1ndeterminate gentence in the
Industrial Home for Women &b Muncie. It's & good ﬁlace,
Roy, there are no walls, Just cottages. _
Muncie? Can I get 8 Job mear there, do you think?
1 could see her?
once & month, that's all. That's the rule.
No, once & month?
That‘s the rule. _
She‘ll die. She didn't Xnow that. Every time31'§e geen
her gince she's been in prison, ghe says 1t will ve alrig!

g long &8 1 ¢an be with her and she wouldn‘t mind the
waiting, that can't be right, they couldn't be that cruel
But ROY., Muncle 18 & vetter place, ghe'll have & mach
petter chance there. That's the 1mportant thing, not
Whether she ¢an have visitors. )

I'm not & visitor, I'm her 1ife, she told me £nat.
What am I going to do, what em I going to d0?
What are you going o do, Roy?
1 don't know, I don't know. -¥ou_xe:bn§n:g99g_ﬂ__n§,
espee&&&&ystu:sftie. 1f you want, 1111 let you “know
when 1've declded what to do. | '
Thanks .
Even if 1 decide to blow my vrains oub.
Wait & minute, where are you going?

I don't knov.

1 want to talk to you, Roy, &bout your'tesbimoﬁy, about
what happened in that room.
Here, this 18 for my coffee.

{COIN ON COUNTER)




Y
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ié&u:

(MUSIC:

e e

NARRATOR:

JEAN:

ROY:

JEAN:

ROY:

JEAN:

ROY:

JEAN:
ROY:

JEAN:

16
Wait, welt a minute, wait, Roy, don't go, ROY.

A mn e R s e

vYou feel somehow you've missed, you feel you had the Btﬁry
in your hand, the truth, and it went walking out thejﬁoor,_
into the streets of Philddelphia. The answer 1is SOmewhére
in that trisngle of emotions. The brother and sister, Roy
and Ellen, and the husband. You don't see Roy NMorton rér_
s week and then one day you look up from your desk in tﬁe
¢ity Room and there he is Btaring at you, his red hair 13.
snarled and down over hils eyes. He is leanlng against
the deck, he doesn't look as if he can stand alone, and
yet, in his eyes there i8 peace, and a decision. |

(CITY ROOM B.G.)
81t down, Roy.
Thankea. _
You look better. You kuow what you're going to do now,
don't you? _
Yes, that's it, I want you to help me, Miss Barrett, ;
can you get in to see wy sister? , _
She's being held at Moyamensing Prisoﬁ‘till/ggitenciﬁéj(l
think I can get in there,
I want you to see her, I den't dare po. I want you t6
tell her that I'm going to tell the trufh. Im going fo
washington; there's & lawyer there, Mr. Earker. _Ifm goling
to give myself ub. |
vYou killed Pete Wyatt?
You make her ‘understand that she hap to llve for me.
I can't go on without her.

I'11 try.
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ROY:

ROY:
JEAN:

ROY: 6?“

-JE%§}2=::;_A_

[ U L .

-17-

After you've seen Ellie you can do what you want with the
story. I stabbed Pete because be hit her. He hitlher |
with his fist and that'e the fruth. I'll be with Mr. _
Parker within four hours and I'll call you before he calls
the police, |

(ELEVATOR DOOR SLIDES OPEN OFF, RING OF SIGNAL)"
vares Ly ~mc 7”%Z¢f”f22m;gq&3'ﬁif

I was weak, Ellle told me she'd commit suicide if I told

There's the elevator, good bye,

the truth and gave myself up. She sald she'd ﬁe alright "
in prison if I came to see her, but 1t won't work thaf way.
You tell her 1lt's the same thing in reverse, I'll go to
prison where she'll come to see me. You oan vislt oftener

in the Men's prison. (FADE) Good bye,

——

HNARRATOR:

JEAN:

Wedt;Roy,-Roy, waite

{(ELEVATOR DOOR SLIDES CLOSE)
You're in trouble now, Jean Barrett, you can tell your
editor, but what have you got, Just & verbal confession of
murder, no proof. Maybe you should call the police. But
you let him get away, You didn't shout out, and more*thaﬁ
that, you promlsed, promised you'd take the messgge to
Ellen Wyatt., You know if you go through the red tape
every other paper wlll be down on your neck, s0 you go %o
the office of the Board of'County Prisons and f£ill out
a regular visiting form. _
Name - Jean Barretﬁ. Relative - no, Friend - yes. To
visit - Ellen Wyatt. Visiting hours - between 3 and_#:Sd;
HIT_AND_UNDER) '

g m—
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NARRATOR

ELLEN:
JEAN:
ELLEN:
JEAN:

ELLEN:
JEAN:
ELLEN:

— e m— Ym A

NARRATOR:

Gldon:

JEAN:

~18. :
Moyamensing Prison is grayf’grim and—turreted, It looks
85 if 1t should have & moat and & drawbridge surrounding -
it. You go through a dozen doors and each one is 1ocked-}
and clangs when 1t is shut behind you, and then, finally
through a double mesh of wire you see the glint'of red
hair.,..Ellen Wyatt walts for you.
I den't know you,
I have a message from Roy.
From Roy? _
He says he's going to tell the truth, he says he's going |
to confess. '
No, no.
He's already gone. _
I was arraidﬂ(I told him, I told him over and over aggin;
I'd k111 myself Af anything happened to him. He did it' 
for me, he used to get sick when I told him Pete hit me.
It all happened so fast, he did it for me, I should bé B
punished for 1%, not Roy.
Then he is telling the truth? He aid kill your husbana?
I was responsible; 1 didn't teke care of him. I t:iedl

T tried so hard, Foor Roy, Poor little Roy.

—— — A —

sbut behind you. Ab the office, your City Editor takes

;a. dim v e&%: , ' el L Atk - _ m A ok n

But, ‘Jekk, I\rodé—yod, he confessed té me, he's down in'gﬁé-,;é
washington not turning himself in and Ellen Wyatt Cﬂzouo o

confirmed his/story.

~ Jﬁd&,ﬂé? ?7o¢?, 47?4bo¢;
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BIG STORY

. EDITOR:

JEANS

EDITOR:

JEAN:

EDITOR:

JEAN:

EDITOR!
JEAN®

EDITOR%

JEAN:
EDITOR:

JEAN ¢
EDITOR:

= 1/2/52 ~19- ---?tnzvzssn) _

look, 6;&&%5 the first thing o Gity Editor does is
memorize the libel laws, youlve got nothing, no affidavit, .
no proof, we can't print that, |

But it's the biggast story i've ever had, a murder'?f)rea}(, .:'
a confession,

No affidavit,

If you'd seen him if you'd seen those eyes,

No affidavite No confirmations, You canlt go to press with

a story like that and you know it,

" Then call up Washington == call up his lawyer down there ==

Parker, While welre standing here falking, he might be in;
Parker's office, giving himself up, He 8ald he was i
golng tol

What this kid sald and what he actually does, ;_; .

Jack, it's only a phone call, I.'ll pay for 1t out or.my

oWn pocket, M .
you don!t have to, I”ﬁal ed up &4 Parker twenty minutes

g1 Hets an old pal of mine,

Well, what did he say?

He sald he hadn't seen Roy since the trial, Hadn't seen
op heard from him, Now are you satisfied?

Then,.s We kill the storyiase

Sorry -~ but wWelll have 0, Now plck up that Germantown

yarn and see 1if you can¥t. ...

e s ST RS 5

JEAE:
rRoY:

JEAN:

Um huh, éhe's here, For you,

”gﬂi’.z ;
P ﬂw M -
(FILTER) Hello, Miss Bardett,

Yes? Whots thie,
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RIC STORY - 7/2/52 ~19A~ |  (REVISED)
ROY1 Roy ... _'I'm calling from Washington, T |
JEAN: What? _ _

ROY: I'm in Mv.'Parker'é office, I Just got here & lew ﬁinutes;
ago._

JEAN (S0770) Jack -~ pick up the other extension == quicks
It's'Roy -; Washington,

(PHONE UP)

ROY: M;gp Rarrett -; I just gave mysgelfl up, Mr, rarker's
bringing me back to Philadelphia tomorrow be—surrenders

JéaN: (sdTTo) Did you hear tnat;_Jack? .

EDITOR: ~ (SOTTO) I got 1t, Tell him to put Ed Parker on the phone.
for conf'irmation. And %get out of here, and write
your story. .

JEAN: Right,

ROY: (FILTER) Miss Barrett, are you still there?

JEAN: Yes, Roy,

ROY: I feel better now,..nuch hetiter, because I'm.doing this
for her, |

{MUSIC: _ UP_TC TAG)

CHAPPELL: In Just a moment wetll read you a telegram from Jean
Barrett of the Philadelphiz Evening Bulletin, with the
final outecome of tonightls BIG STORY,

{MUSIOs _ PANFARE) |

{MUSIC: _ TURNTABLE)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

-20- THE BIG STORY
: PROGRAM-#275

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
(START E.T.)

guerd against throat-scrateh!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of f'ine tobaccos. Smoke &
PELL MELL.

(END E,.T,)
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and dlscover WoW PELL MELL'S .
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on
the way to your throat - [llters the smoke and makes
1t mild. | S
Remember this, the further & puff of smoke is filtered :
through fine tobaccos, the milder it begomes, '
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered'further
than that of sny other leading cigarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17, - by actual measure -

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditlonally fine tbbacdbs
st111 travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes 1t mild, o
Thus PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness, and satisfection no other

cigarette offers you.

Wherever you go today, notice how meny people have c¢hanged
te PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package. Smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - ﬁOutBtandinEI"

And - they are wild!
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{muexe: _ _
CHAPPELL:

BARRETT:

CHAPPELL:

— A g —

CHAPPELL:

-21 - oty e e S e

_TAG)
Now we read you that  telegram from Jean Barratt of the_:
rhiladelphia Evening Bulletin. .
Brother. in tonight's BIG STORY tried and acquitted on the

groundes of Justifisble homoclde,: later convicted of )
purjury because of his testimony in his sister's trial.
Sentenced to one to two years., Sister freed on murder
charge, judge ruling thet her testimony at flrst triel
%{mﬂ?—%onstitute legal purjury. Many thauks for
tonight's PELL MELL award. |
Thank you, Miss Barrett..,the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present to you_thg PELL MELL
Award for noteble service in the field of Journalism;..;
a ¢heck for $500, and & special mounted bronze plaque |
engraved with your name and the name of your paper.
Accept 1t a5 & lasting memento of your truly significant
achlevement. "
Ledies and gentlemen the producers of BIG STORY are going
to take & hard-earned summer's rest to return egain 8 weeks
from tonight at this same time over this same. station. -
Meanwhile, be sure to watch PELL MELL's thrill packed
summer televigion show titled, "he Doorway to Danger .
gonsult your 1oca1 new3paper for time and station..-
Remenber, "Doorway to Danger" brought to you by Pell
Mell Famous Cigarettes.
THEME WIPE AND FADE TO BG ON CUE)

e e . W bt W g e S W g e e
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CHAPPELL:  'THE BIG STORY 18 @ Bernard J. Prockter Production,
" ' original music composed and conducted by Viadimir.
Selinsky. Toulght's program was adapted by Ernest Kinoy.
from an actual story from the front pages of the
Philadelphia Evening Bulletin, Your narpator was Bob
Sloane &nd Eilleen Heckert played the part of Jean Barrett.
In order to protect HE=YmmeE-8r 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, Miss Barretb.
(MUSIC: _ _ _THEME_UP FULL_AND_FADE FOR)
CHAPPELL: This program 1s heard by members of the Armed Forces, _
overseas, through the faocilitles of the ﬁrmed Forces Radio
Service. ' |
This 1s Ernest Chappell epeaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES., | -
THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY..-

VAK/6/24 /52
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THE BIG STORY
ROG
CAST
NARRATCR i BOB SLOANE
MOM [ N BARBARA VEEKS
BOBBY BOBBY SANTON
* DAVEY MICHAEL MANN
POOLER : HERBERT RUDLEY
COMMISSTONER  TONY RANDALL
BAILIFF TONY RANDALL
DAN BILL GRIFFIS
DENNISON BILL GRIFFIS
EDITOR ROLAND VINLERS |
LANDLORD : WM. KEENE :
WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 27, 1952
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. .Y {MusIcy HIT SHARPLY,

. CuAPPELL:  THE BIG STORY. The Etory you &re gbout to hear actu
heppenedl It happened in pDetroit, Michigan. It is
authentic end 18 offered as a tribute to thé'men and
women of the great American nNeWspapers. ‘(FLAT)} Fre
pages of the Detroit Free Preés, the story of a Yep
who found a man in the person of & small LoYy.
Tonight to James S, Pooler for his:Big.Story,.goeS'
PELL MELL $500 award. |

(MUSIC: _ _ FANEARE)
(MUSIC: _ . TURNTABLE)
COMMERCIAL:
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL;

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

[P URIE i P IU |

3 —

THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAM #276

OPENING COMMERCIAL
{START E.T.)

guard against throat-scratchl _
Enjoy the Smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL:
MELL, ’
(END E.T,) o

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and. discover how PELL MELL'S
Greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes 1s mild,
Remember this - the further your cigarette filters the |
smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke bECOmes.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
through fine tcbaccos than that of any other leading

cigarette., And what's more after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 .~

by actual measure - PELL MELL'S greater length of

traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the smoke -
further - filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mlldness and satisfaction no other cigarette
offers you, |
Enjoy the finest quality money can buy - gmoke PELL MELL -
FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandinel"

And - they gre mildl
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CHAPPELL: betroit, Michigan., The story as 1t actually happened --

James S. Poolerts story as he lived 1it,

— e e Rem e

in from the Detroit River - and you, Jimmy Fooler; yoﬁ
know it. But sometimes you dontt notice the cold., You're
a top feature wrlter on the Detroit Free Press, you{ve
won 2 Pulitzer Prize, You've just been praised for a

. series of artlcles on Juvenile delinguency - and & man
feels warm and content, welking back to an office whare:-
he knows he's respected,,,..But then you tupn a corner and
see a small boy about«g;ve years old, His clothes are
ragged and thin, and he's drifting aimlessly in the
middle of the street like windblown paper. You grab hiﬁ
by the arm and. youlre—angrpy.

(LIGHT CITY BG)
POOLER: Whatts a kid like you doing outside on a day like this?

Is your mother crazy?

DAVEY: Lezgo 8 me.

POOLER: Whatts your namet? Where do you llive?

DAVEY: A1l I'm doing is looking for a garden.

POOLER: & garden?

DAVEY: Yeahisees.Se0?

POOLER;: A package of seeds, _
DAVEY: Theyire radishes, You plant tem in the ground and they}

grow up and they're radishes.
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' POOLER:

DAVEY:
POOLER+
DAVEY:

POOLER:
DAVEY:
POOLER:

DAVEY:

POOLER:
DAVEY:
POOLER:
DAVEY:
PCOLER:
DAVEY:

BOBBY:
DAVEY:
POOLER:

BOBBEY:

DAVEY s
BOBBY:

cail PR o A R YC ¢ W) o oo

T S

Son, all you can grow in this weather 18 a fine crop of 
double pneumonia, Take my advice and go home. '
I dontt wanna go home.

Oh? Why not?

Because it's not my home., My home had white—curtatns—on
the-windows ——am tTHEYE wWasa—ploeo-£ok a garden out In.
vack.

Where do you live now?

{VAGUELY) Oh, around here,

Sure, but where? Even a kid like you must know -- (BREAK)
Hey what's this tag on & string around your neck,

Don't take 1t off., Bobby says I gotta wear 1t all the
time, |
(READING) Davey Dagoros, 12024 Fourth Street.

Bobby says I gotta wear it &all the time,

Whot's Bobby?

(PROUDLY) My big brother.

Oh. Blg, huh?

Het's my biggest brother. I got two more - QGene and
Stevie, But Bobby is my biggest.

(OFF) Daveyt

That's him noy. 4£PP) Hey, Bobbyt

Big? Heigfgig—of-tenigéaaa—e1d.

(STEPS RUN IN T0 STOP) -
(WINDED, AND LIKE WORRIED PARENT) You dumb kid, Didnft
1 tell you to stick near home, didn't I?

I was looking for a garden,
You and your garden. Will you put those seeds away,

besides, I told you not to talk to strangers.
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" POOLER:

BOBBY ¢
POOLER:

w— ey —

o
T L a T

Don't blasme him,sonny. I started it,..Anyway, why

waste time? Get him inside, itls cold.

You don't have to tell me what to do.

No? WMaybe somebody should, A-five-year—oiﬁ-kid‘uutﬁ}n-
thts-wratier - ig your mother crazy?_ _

You shut up sbout orazy. Yeah, yoﬁﬁgﬁﬁi up mister. ?ou.
shut up! ' '
IN_AND_UNDER) .

Tﬁgg*zurn and leave and you shrug and go on to your city
room, You talk to your editor about your next 36b rlhe
wante a series on the traffic broblem. You it there,
Youlve warm and snug. And then - then the wind rattles
the window and ég:;;is frost on the pane. And all aﬂ
onece you see thém again-two small kids walking away dow;n a
cold street, turning the corner out of your life. You

see them and you recall the neme Dagoros.

— e W mr we v

EDITOR:

' POOLER:

EDITOR:

POOLER:

EDITOR:

Dagoros, Dagoros,....Chief, doesntt that name sound

familiar?

L .

Then forget 1t, will you? Here I am talking about you
going over to City hall and you bring something in Ouf of.
left field. N

It just came to me. Wasn't there a story a while bagk
about a guy naﬁed Dagoros? ._ N

Hey, thatts right, Dagoros. Restaurant owner, wasn't

he - had a place out on Livernois.
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. POOLER: That's it. Greek restaurant, it burned down, There;ﬁas

g something else though.

EDITOR: Yeah. The guy went crazy. They had to put him in the
booby hatch. '

POOLER: oh, great. No wonder that kid --
EDITOR: (PAUSE) Go on, No wonder he what? :
POOLER: Never mind. letl!s get back to City hall, shall we?
{MUSIC: _ _ _IN AND UNDER)_ | |
NARR: : How can you tell a man that you think you may hQQe

- ) insulted a kid by using the word "crazy'? So you push

1t out of your mind and get back to city hall., You take
notes and kick the traffic series idea around with your
editor.....And you have no way of knowlng that, at this

moment, in the place where the Dagoros femlly now lives,

there has come another crisis...In the back room of What
was once a small store - a crowded, cold, miserable

1ittle back room.

{Music: _ _ _OUT}

AD LIB: {(OF THREE KIDS BACK) _
BOBBY: You kids be quiet, will you?;..;Mom, itts Mister Créndel.
LANDLORD: Sure itts Mister Crandel, I had to knock three fimés

before I got noticed -- three times,
MOM: {PADE IN) I am so sorry, Mister Crandel,..there is so
1ittle place for five people to live - and the_chilﬁren

make the nolse.

BOBBY: (UP) Gene, Stevie, Davey - will you pipe down?
AD LIB: (5T0PS) '
MOM: (QUICKLY) Mister Crandel, please - we talk more better

outside the door, no?

ﬂTBO?RQOQE1?0




. LANDLORD;

LANDLORD:
BOBBY:

LANDLORD:

MOM:
LAND:
MOM:

BOBBY:
LAND:
BOBRBY:
LAND:
BOBBY:
LAND:
BOBBY:

MOM:

BOBBY:

TAND:
BOBBY:

MOM:
LAND:

~8-

Okay.

(STEPS, THEN STOP.)
The kid too?
I'm not & kid, I'm the oldest.

(STEPS, CLOSE DOOR CN, )
Mrs. Dagoros, have you got the rent or haven't you got
the rent? '
Mister Crandal, I have it next week,
I want 1t this week, :
I dontt got this week,.,..Food -~ ¢clothes ~ I;...ﬁobby;
you tell. I dontt talk so good. |
What Mom means is you gotta wait, Mister Crandal,
I want it now.
What mom means 1s food 1s so high,
High for me, too.
Itts pgone up slnee last week.
You know all about 1it, huh? _
Sure, Mom works twelve hours & day, I have to buy the
focd, I have to cook too, Look, we héd to buy_food'-
and Gene needed a pair of pants -- _ '
Shoes,,.Stevie, he wear shoea too small - so smﬁll tﬁey
hurt his toes s0 he cry.
Anyway, this place stinks.
Whatt
The water freezes in the plpes, and they leak...And what
kind of piace'has only alone—burner stove to cook on and
for heat? : _
What Bobby means ls thirty-five dollars is too much. 
Thatts the rent, Mrs, Dagoros., If you donlt 1like it:--

(DOOR SLAMS OPEN) |
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. DAVEY:

BOBBY:
DAVEY:
BOBBY:

(Music:

MARR:

BOBBY :
POOLER:

BOBBY:
POOLER:
BCBBY !
POOLER!

—— . —

g et
(TEARFUL ) Bobby! Bobby, tell Gene they will too -
they will toot . |
Davey, we're busy.

Gene said my radlsh seeds won't never growl! _
For Pete’s sake, atop:yelling; will you bob¥R Mqh, you
better talk to Mister Crandal alone, Huh? Y111 get

supper started.....:

..--.-.—.......—-.-u—-

P you, Jimmy Pooler - 211 this is not yet known. It's

the next morning and'there you are in the Municipal'%
building - on your way to see that prominent city orficial
about your traffic story. The bulldings familiar to you -
But not so to theféz;-year oldtﬁgh meet wandering 1n the
hall.

Hey, Mister ~- ph, hello.

Welll....Now don't tell me - Bobby - Bobby Dagoros, 
1sn1t it? How's your little brother?

Hets fine. _ -

Don't tell me youtre lost 1llke he wasg _

He wasn't lost....all I'm doing is looking for roOmiD.
Courtroom D? Right at the end of that corridor....see

you around, son - I have an appolntment,

[ . — S = - e B

You go on to your appointment with a top city. official,

youlre talking traffic for ten minutes - and then 1t hits
you. Courtroom D, The evictions court. Whatts aten/¥
year old kid dolng in evictions court? You make .a hasty
apology and an even hastier exlt, You take the corfidor

fast. You're in Courtroom D and you find out - you find
out quick, '
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COMM:

BOBBY:
COMM ¢
BOBBY:

LAND:

COMM:1
BOBBY:
COMM 1
BOBBY:

NARR:

POOLER:

AL O ¥

"’10"‘ . I

— -

{SLIGHT EGHO THROUGH SOUND)

(RAP OF GAVEL, ) |
I'm sorry, ton, But the eviction notice seems to beiin
order, and this court must obey the law, It'e too béd
your mother didntt see fit to come here hergelf..
(DESPERATE) I told you already. Mom 1s working.
Yes, I understand. -

We pald the rent. We paild it every month but this lacet

one -~ .1£#ﬂ/ ;
It!s the last one counts. cn%ﬁ:ggiﬁﬁar, I already gave

Tem better than thirty days to pay. I know my righﬁs --

RAP OF GAVEL, )
Mlater Crandal, there's no need to explain the law to me,
¥You cantt put us out,
Ilm sorry, son.
But you can't. We got no place else to gol....and ihat
place isntt so hot anyway. Its awful cold, there's%no
heat except from that one 1little stove - and the'water
pipes leak. There never 18 any hot water and the .
bathroom =-- |
Yes, there it is, Jimmy Pooler. And now you feel
ashamed of yourself. You have four children of youf own
-- and you think of them being in the spot the:Dagdfoses
are in, You think of ‘ope of your children standing
bravely up in a courtroom -- and suddenly you're oﬁfyour
feet, strilding toward the c¢ miégi@ﬁer's bench;'

( STEPS ON) |

Your honort

ATKOT QO0B173




COMM:

POOLER+
LAND:
POOLER:

COMM:
POOLER:
COMM:
POOLER:

LAND:
POQLER:
LAND;

COMM

POCLER:
COMM:
POOLER:

LAND:
POOLER:
LAND:

-11- e e

(LIGHT RAP OF GAVEL) }
Oorder, please,,,.Oh. Itve seen you before. Youlre 5
lawyer? |
No, sir, Jimmy Pocler, Detroit Free Press. o
(SOUR) A veporter. If you're looking for a story --.
{CRISP) 1It1l decide what I'm looking for without any
help from you, Crandal. ngﬁggstnner, how gbout a |
postponement on thls casel”
Whétls that, FPooler?
Could you hold over your decision until tommorw?'
Well, I don't see any real reason -- _
Your honor, maybe there isntt any real reason. _Eutj;t's
just possible therets a code violation -~
There's no violationt |
Oor something might be done between now and tomorrow .--
I don't want publw I want what Itm entitled to, my
rentl....cggglzgienefﬂ I demand ~-

{RAP OF GAVEL)
(COOL) Demand, Mister Crandal? This court does not like
demands. It's within my discretion to order a'
postponement and I so order.
Thanks, CW%M
But only until tomorrow, Mister Pooler.

I understand...Okay, Bobby - let's you and me -- (BRERK)
Hey, where 1s he? |
Be'fs gone.'

Gone?

Yeah, Ran out when you butted in,
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FOOLER

LAND:
POQLER:

-114~ S——
But where!d he go?
How do I Know? ' |
Itve got to find him., I¥¥E §6t To- He fewls bad enough .
Therets—motteITIng what helll do.

paetialfo Rt FE R - R

{MUSIC:

- e - =)

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

GHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

GROUD ¢

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE ¢

S - . w -
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THE . B1G..STORY
PROGRAM #276

MIDDLE_COMMERCIAL
(START E.T.)
Guard asgainst throat-scratchl )
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a PELL

MELL. (END E.T.)

ves, smoke & PELL MELL - - and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
way to your throat-filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is Filtered further:than
that of any other leading cigaratte, And, what's moré

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure - PELL

MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobacecos s8till

tpavels the smoke further - filters the smoke and mekes

it milg.

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

smoothness mildness and gggisfaction no other cigarette

of fers you, _ ”

guard against throat-seratchl

Enjoy the mmooth smoking of fine tobaccos, smoke a.?ELL

WELL, -

wherever you go today, notice how many people heve changed

to PELL MELL in the distinguished red packapge - the.finest

quallity money can buy._ |
(START E,T.)} :

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL

MELL. - (END E,T.)

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - toutstanding";

And - they svre mildl
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" .- {MUSIC: _ INIRODUGTION)  _
~ .  HARRICE: This is Cy Herrlce returning you to your Harrator ang the
Big Story of James 8., Pocler as he lived it and wrote iﬁ)
NARR: It seems like hours to you, Jimmy Pooler, since you were
in Courtroom D and turned around and saw no sign of.Bobby
Dagoros. You search the corridor, but there's no aién of.a
-smeds , bewildered boy, Outside, the cold hits you like.a
fist. You search one street, another, A third and a fourti.
You tell yourself to givegup, most Jlkely he's gone home,
But you know he hasn't ,,.. And you've right,....You rind
him, He's Bitting cross-legged in & small park, under a
bare-branched tree, You walk up slowly; and when he_lifts
his head you see the marks of tears,
(Music: _ OUT)

(LIGHT CITY TRAFFIC BG,)

BOBBY : Go away, Mister, Leave me aloné.
POOLER: Not Mister, Bobby. ¢Call me Jimmy... Cold?
BOBBY: No, .

POOLER: Hungry?

BOBRY : No. _ _

POOLER: There's a soda fountain across the squaré. How aboﬁt sbme
hot chocolate - maybe a doughnub. ' | |

BOBBY : No. Will you leave me alone?

(SCRAMBLE OF FEET UNDER ABOVE)

POCGLER: Bobby, hold onl!

BOBBY: Leggo & mel....{THEN, INTO TEARS) 1 messed it all up! I
tried to do whet Mom wanted, but I messed it all up! Now :
we gotta get out!
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I"'POOLER:

BOEBY :

POOLER?
BOBBY ;
FOQLER:
BORBY!
POOLER:

" BOBBY:
POOLER:
BOBBY:
POOLER:
BOBBY:
PCOLER:

BOBBY:

POOLER:

{MysiC:

e LI

NARR:

B T

Is that why you ran away? _
What em I gonna tell Mom? Ve got no place to so...gnd 1;'5
all my fault, it's my fault!l |
Bobby, you haven't been kicked out.

Huh?

Is that what you thought - why you diaappeared°

You mean he, he changed his mind? _ )
He gave you postponement, pon't you know what postponemen
means?

No.

It means a delay., It means youlre not out vet,

Wetlre not? Until wnen?

Tomorerov .

Tomerrow? Oune day - what the difference, one day -~ _
Now easy, It mizht make all the differvence in the world.
T don't like that landlord any more than you do, Maybe
there's a code violation -- maybe he's éharging abOve 
ceiling for that place of yours, maybe you'reénot gettlng
what you're entlitled to. : _.
vou mean - if we find something like that we can stay? .
could be. I've got a friend in the office of rent control,
Bobbvr*4hnnmmE“I*ETvE’ﬁTﬁ“E“?fﬁg”Eﬁd‘ﬁgﬁ‘“ﬁiﬁ'ﬁé“ﬁ“us
ax.;-wh&t*s*the*ﬂﬂﬁress"=-T202#‘Fﬁﬂrth‘5treet? |

IN AND_UNDER)

-_— e S o m—

whaiia—haﬁﬁeningj“bﬁtfﬁUpETUiT*“Yéﬂf—é?iend~chankﬁh_:
ggeny%h%ﬂg‘"But‘whEﬁ-hE*E”fﬁFEﬁ@ﬁ“"Eﬁﬁ’puTiB‘YUU‘Uutﬁ&éew
mJjJLa~@wmtu?Ej‘yﬁﬂ*Rﬁ6W‘”YBﬁ"RﬁﬁW"witﬁﬁut“beTng~%eld1

JBut-you 88K anyway.
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THE_BIG STORY - 8/27/52 -1hA- ' o

POOLER$
(MUSICS

-— o e

AD LIB:

DAN:

POOLFR

DAN:

BOBEBY
DAN3

DAN3

BOBBY!

DAN:

POOLER:

DAN:

Could be. I've got & friend in the of fice of rent control.

Hetll be In his office right now, let's go_talk to him,.
(BG OF BUSY OFFICE)

(LIGHT BG)

Sure, sure, I'm glad to see you, Jimmy. But this g &

busy office, Itm up to my ears, Look, whatever you'vefgot

on your mind--- i '

what I've got on my mind won!t walt, Dan, meet Bobby "

. Dagoros,

H1, son=-~-
Hello~~
¥hat's he - a new newsboy for your paper or are you
breaking him in as a Junlor reporter? Jimmy , save3it,:
will you? This office is a wadhouse, Look at these rent
control files,

(FLIP FPILES)
Fifty of ‘'em, I gotte get 'em checked over by closing
time, every one of 'em, Can't 1% walit? |
Mister Pooler, .1t's okay..Matter of fact, I'm kinda busy
too~-1 gotta get home and look after Davey,
atta boy. Now, Jimmy, there's a great kid..(SLIGHT FADE)
See you later, _ | |
Turn around, Dan,..Yeah, he's a great kid, Besides, Qavey,
who'ls about this high, ‘there's Gene who's about thts”high.
And Stevie, who's about this high, They're all gonna be -
out on the street tomorrow,

Huh?
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POOLER; Four kids and their mother. .She had to work, 60 Bobby here
appeared in court to answer an eviction summons. '

DAN Him in court? You're kidding.

POOLER: Show him the summons, Bobby,

BORBY: The paper? Here,

{PASS PAPER)

DAN: (READING) Crandell versus Dagoros, notlee to appéar...

POOLER: They got & postponement, Twenty four hours,

DAN: Humm, Well, where do I fit in? |

POOLER: You're In rent control, You can come over there with ug

: and see 1f there are any code violations, then they won't

get tossed out, :

DAN: Jimmy, I'm busyl

POOLER: Twenty four hours! _ _

DAN: 1'11 be working half the night on this stuff, I --Z(SIdH)
Okay, hand me that coat, will you, Son? Hhat's the address?

(MUSIC3 _IN AND UNDER) | |

NARR 3 You watch as your frlend moves around the one ecrowded ;
room. You watch the four kids - their eyes, bewlldered,
not quite certain what's happening but hopeful, Your '
friend checks everything, but when he'ls through and pulls
you outside with a gesture, you know, You know withouﬁ
being told, But you ask anyway.

gk

8/27/52pm
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"POOLER:

DAN:
POOLER:
DAN:

POOLER:

DAN:
POOLER:

NARR:

POOLER:

NARR:

{MUSIC:

—

POOLER:
EDITOR:

POOLER:
EDITOR:
POOLER:
EDITOR:
POOLER:

Nothing, Dan? No violations?

Sorry, Jim, ]

But 1t's 8 dump - thirty-five dollsvs a month}:

That's celling. I pulled the card for this place befdre i

came over, _

What sbout the waterpipes - what about the paint ﬁealing

off the wells? |

Sure, bad, Buf----

I.get 1t. Not bad enough, Well, I petter tell Bobby.
(STEPS AND OPEN DOOR BEHIND) _

But you can't tell him, You open the door and he 1ooké up

at you, and all you can say 18 L

(HEARTY) Now don't worry about a thing, Bobby. You be in

court tomorrow, understend? Be in court and we'll geﬁ it

all straightened out, o

You close the door softly and leave, You thank yqur

friend and go back to the newspaper, The editor reises

the roof with you the early edition goes to bed 16 an hour

and you haven't even started that traffic story yet.

{cITY ROOM EG.)
I'm sorry, chief, I got tied up ~ how'd you like a human
interest story instead?
Never mind human interest, Get on that traffic articlel
You spoke to your man, didn't you?
Well, yes - sort of,
Sartof? What do you mean, sort of?

I had to duck away after ten minutes,

~Pen-minTtest—Jimmy, what's gotten into you?

J don't know,

e e it
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EDITOR:
POOLER 1

FOOLER:
EDITOR:

POCLER:
EDITOR:

POOLER:
EDITOR:
POOLER:
EDITOR:

EDITORS:

PCOLER:

=16~ PP

You know 811 right, You sit down at your typewriter to

do the story your editor wants = you'ré an experienced-hand
you can write sbout traffic problemé off the cuff.;_Buﬁ_
you can't hit the ke Fhe story you want to write cﬁmes
flooding over you - the story of four ids and & ﬁothef.
Pour kids like your own who are in the kind of a jam ybu
pray to heaven never hits your own, Your fingers reacﬁ
out, and this time you can Wit the keys end no trouble,

no trouble writing at.all,

i — —

(CITY ROOM BG, TYPING ON)

plmost done, Jimmy? I want that in a box on page one,
Just about, chief. _ _ ' '

(RAPID TYPING, THEN RIP OUT PAPER,)
Here you are.
Good, 1I'11 take 1t myselfl and check 1t over, Well
run it delly for & week and then & big roundup avticle
on Sunday, that way -- (BREAK) Hey, what's this? :
The story.
(READING) Four small boys with blg, hungry, bopeful eyes,
A mother worn with fatigue -- This isn't your story.'
1tts the one I wrote,

Your assignment was -«

' po me a favor and read 1%, will you?

But -- okay, oK8Y...se

(RUSTLE OF PAPERS, BG OF CITY ROOM) _ _
(CUE) Hmmm %’tm mn to say that uﬁ-year-old_';kid '
went to court himself? ' '

1 was there,
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EDITOR: Postponed until tomorrow, huh?

POOLER: Well? Do you run 1it? _

EDITOR: Sure, why not? It sorta tugs at your heart, doesn't 1t?..

(COUGHS TO COVER) Ah, I mean,..
POOLER: It goes on page one? _
EDITOR: page one? Now, Jimmy --- okay, Dage ONE,.. But what -
good's it gonna do, You 83¥ yqurself there are no
violations, in the morning they get evicted,
FOOLER: Yeah, that's what worries me., Tomorrow morningﬁ i'm

gonna be there - right in thétcourthouse.

(music:_ _ _BRIDGE) _

BOBBY: Will we have to wait long, Mister Pooler?

POCLER: Not long, Bobby, The baililff will come out in the hall
and let us know soon as your case comes Up.

BOBBY: 1 gave the kids a good preakfast, I told Stevie to stay
nome from school and take care of Davey. Most times.I
don't do that - Davey's r{LQ. He does 811 right untll
we come home Tor lunch, only I thought today -- {BREAK }
Mister Pooler, I read your story in the paper, '

POOLER You did? |

BOBBY: veah...It was kinda funny, reading about me and the rest,
It gave me sorta duckbunps.

POOLER: Did 1t? |

BOBBY: yeah. But -- Nothing's gonna happen, is 1t? Ve're génna
get evicted anyway, ain't we?

POOLER: Now, Bobby --
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| ~18- _ :
BOBBY: Oh, 1t's okay, If that's the way it is, that's the way
1t is, We ean find someplace else, I guess....Oniy yoﬁ
can't help wishing.... |

POOLER: Everybody does that,

BOBBY : sure., You know I dreamed last night,

POOLER: Did you?

BOBBY: Yep. I dreamed about where we lived when Pop was - when

o
he was okay, You know we had three bedrooms? Honest -

one for Mom and Pop, one for me and Stevie, and one for
Gene and Davey. That's what we had, three bedrooms..ee

(A LITTLE SOB)

POOLER: Hey now!

BOBBY: T can't help it, I don't wanna cry. I can't helpzit.
PCOLER: Here - take my handkerchief, |

BOBBY: Thanks,, .« (LITTLE SNIFFiNG) I'm okay now,

POOLER: Better blow your nose.

BOBBY : Yeah,

(BLOW NOSE) _ .
BOBBY : (SELF DEPRECATING) Crying, Thet's a real sisey stunt,
hun? What's the difference where we live? It's a1l
the same end -- _ ' _' |
{DOOR OFENS AND CLOSES, HALF OFF. STEPS A?rnohcu)
BOBBY: (LOW) It's him, huh? The bailiff, '
(STEPS COME ALL.THE WAY ON)
BAILIFF: Mister Pooler?
POOLER: ves. Time for the Dagoros casge?
BAILIFF: Not yet. There's a phone call for you': from your {

editor, You can take 1t in the s office.

— w— e e g = wm
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EDITOR

POOLER:
EDITOR:

POOLER:
EDITOR:
POOLER:
EDITOR:
POOLER:

POOLER:

DENNISON:
POOLER:

DENNISON:

POOLER:
DENNISCN:

BOBBY:
DENNISON:
POOLER:
DENNISON:

BOBBY :

bt RS RCEERARE  ESE R R T P Shia
okl 1

-19- _

(FILTER) Yeah, Jimmy, that's what I said - phone cal]n
coming in sbout that story.
They 've offering help?
(FILTER) Yeah. Money - food. At least enough to hold the
Dagoroses for a while, o
Every little bit helps.
Oh, and by the way. Has & Mister Dennigon showed up ﬁhere?
A Mister Dennison?
He wanted to know where to get in touch with you, I said
you'd be at the courtroom and he said he'd meel you ﬁhere.
BHe isn't here yet -- -

{DOOR OPENS AND C OSES HALF OFF)
Wwait a minute, There*s‘a‘@ﬁﬁrﬁfi¥?ing
the. phons-eeotir; Mister Dennison?

Yes, Mister Poolar?

Te herg putside-

{INTO PHONE) He just got here, chief, 1I'11 hang up now,
{HOOK ON,) | -

I'm glad I caught you,_Mister Pooler, &nd this young

f21iouw?

He's Bobby Dagoros.

I thought he would be - he fits the description in your

story, How are you, Bohby. | |

Well - pretty good, I guess.

(EASY LAUGH) Wondering who I am and why Itm here, eh?

That goes for both of us. _

1t's very simple, Mister pooler, The Dagores :amilﬁ

should have a home. |

Wha -- a home?
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DENNISON‘

BOBBY:
DENNISON:
BOBBY:
DENNISON:
BOBBY:
DENNISON:

. POOLER:

DENNISON:-

POOLER:
DENNISON:
POOLER:
DENNISON:

LHSIC_
CHAPPELL:

__......_.

_(_usxc- .

w2

The kind you used to have, the kind Mister Pooler wrote

about so well in his story, Would you like that, -sobﬁy?
With - wlth three bedrooms?

Three bedrooms,

With 8 kitehen and a,_a:ltving room?

A kitchen and a living room,

And white curtalns....

Yes., White curtains,

ﬁobby, hold on,,..Mister Dennison, now --

It's all right, Mister Pooler. 1 Know what you're
thinking. _ '
T don't want his hopes bullt up and then shattered.

They won't be,

 Mister Dennison, Jjust whom do you repreaent?

one of your readers, Mister Pooler. The Free Press 13

read by alot of people in Detpoit - many people, It was
road this morning by a man who knew what it was to be a
small boy - to want things badly and %o be'disappoinﬁed.
4 man who likes people who Work and make the best of 
things - like Bobby here. And now that'he’s in a
position to help those who deserve it -- well, 1'11 ask
you not to publicize this, Mister Pooler. But thereis
nothing Henry Ford would like petter than to give the
pagoros family & new home. )
_UB_TQ TAG)_ -

In just a moment we will read you 8 telegram from Jimmy
Pooler of the Detroit Free Press with the final outcome

of tonightts BIG STORY.

TURNTABLE) _

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

=) P

THE BIG STORY
AM 72

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
(START E.T.)

Guard against.throat-Scratchi
Enjoy the gmpooth emoking of Fine tohacooR, Smoke a PELL
MELL, |

. (END E,T,) "
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and idiscover how PELL MELLIST
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes it 'mild,
Remember this, the further a puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder 1t becomes. :
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leadin3g cigarette. Moreover, ‘after

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by mctual megsure - PELL MELL'S

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos still
travels the smoke further - filters the smoke éﬁd makes
it mild,

Thus PELL MELL'S fire mellow tobaccos glve you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other'cigafette
offers you, ' f
Wherever you go today, notice how many_pebple have.change(
to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package. Smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS -
CIGARETTER - "Outstandingl" '

And - they gre mildt
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CHAPPELI.¢

POCT.ER:

CHAPPELL ¢

- 22 < - ~RBY,

Now we read you that telegram from James 8. Pooler of
the Detroit Frece Pross,

Yient out to Dearborn to visit the Dagoros family; &11
of them healthy and happy. White curtains on winlows
look fine, Just before I left Daveoy whispered to Bobby,
then wféf_:mm took me out in _back yard dnd Daé_tey
gzve me one of his radishes from the garden. Gnq of
the biggest radishos I ever sav., I ate it, airt ‘and
all, Tt tasted wonderful. My sincere amprociation

for tonight's PELL MELL award, | |

Thenk you, Mr. Pooler......the mexers of PELL ﬁELL
FAfoUs CIGLRETTES esre nroud to pruscnt to yqu the

PELL MELL Award for notablo scrvice in the ficld. of
jovrnaliem,...a check for 8500, and a special movnted
bronze plagus engreved wvilth your name and the nene of
your paper, HAccept 1t as a lasting memcento of ybur

truly significant achievement.

USISs | SEEEe)

HARRICE:

Listen again noxt week, same time, samo atotion, when

PELL MELL F&3:CUS CIG..RETTES will present another

~ BIG STORY -- 4 Big story from the front pages ofithe

Houston, Toxas Chronicle by line, Eddie Krell, &
Big Story girl who made ur a story avout &
mﬁ;aer that turneduout to bo true.

STING)

- e emae

CHAPPELL:

Qusics o L

ind remember ~~ every weck you can see anather
different Big Story on television ~- brought to &ou
by the makers of Prll Mell Famous Cigarecttes,. )
THEME_'IPE AND EADE_TQ BG_ON GUE)
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' CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

ce/al
8/13/52

23

THE BIC STORY 1s & Bernérd J. Prockter Production,
original music composed and conducted by Vladimir‘
Selinsky. Tonightts program was adapted by Sheldon

Stark from an actual story from the front pages of the
Detroit Free Press, Your narrator was Bob Sloane and
Herbert Rudley played the part of James Pooler. In ofder
to protect the names of people actually involved in
tonightts authentic BIG STORY, the nemes of all
characters in the drametiziation were changed with fhe

exception of the reporter, Mr, Pooler,

-—--.—..—.—.....-.....4.-.-..--—-..-—.--—

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, the finest quality money can puy.
PHIS IS NBC....THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY, “
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THE BIG STORY AS BRO}\DCI o
PROGRAM #277 o
CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
KEN | BOB DRYDEN
“? MAN BOB DRYDEN
CLARA HELEN SEIELDS
_ | SHERIFF BILL SMITH
EDDIE BILL LIPLON
TOM MASON ADAMS
CARL MASON ADAMS
BESSIE GLADYS THORNTON
DANIEL ‘ CHUCK WEBSTER
WEDNESDAY, SEPT, 3, 1952
, :
S
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THE PIG STORY #2711

v L — .
- 9:30 - 10:00 PM EST SEPT. 3, 1952 , WEDNESDAY .
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES the flnest quality money. 684
_buy present....THE BIG STORY !
(Music: _ _ _FANFARE, DOWN UNDER,...
tsﬁﬁ9~eﬁ—cnRUS‘UN’“HE*TRBLE)
—K£N~-~———f—~fﬁN—GﬁDﬂTIMER:“—Hﬂms*To—sEEF*"CUTS—FURj“"Nfr““DTUnJt
wkf_uan,_wy—tt—asamr—eh—ﬁing—bcyvﬁmmu
BorrttSUCTEE
s ' ($LAP-OF CARDS BEING RIFFLED AND Tnnﬂ—tﬁin~euwé
MamB%LWWW—
Wmmmm There we go., Black
won—on-a—TEd JETK, ..+ (HUMNS CONTENTEDLY TO SELF). .
(SUDDENLY THERE IS A FIERCE POUNDING ON THE DOCR)
{THE-DOG—-OROWES S TRECORD ) — )
KEN: . Now;—what—in—the
CLARA: (OPF. FRANTIC) Please...hurry...let me ini
3 KEN: Who's that? _
CLARA: You don't know me. Please...leb me in, (HIGH) Please!
KEN: (GRUMBLING) Just—when—I-get goINE T, |
(SPEPSACROSS CABIN-FLOOR}—
KENi-————.Black seven on 4 veq eiglm‘guijramember_Wa%}r—‘Bla ¢k
TERVEN v e a
NBLARA4————PleBEe s
{DOOR OPEN3)
KEN: All right, now,—3il-pighteeee.
CLARA : (COMING IN, BREATHLESS) Close 1t. Lock 1ft. (wILb)
Lock 1t!
1 KEN: Now look here, what in thunder....?
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CHAPFELL:

e

QIA-

It's 8 man, He chased me all the way across that field,
~Please —-;v-.-;—;—.-l-ock*the“&oor.
£ DOCR—GLOSED-AND-EOCKED )

—————g i rendy—heve s HoW—Suppone ————

(CUTS IN. BREATHLESS) -He—bried—toXill e, He chased .me
and tried to kill me! | |
Who is he? Why:s he want to kill you? _
That's Just it: I don't know, I never saw him before in

my life.

TIE BIG STORY., The story you are about to hear actually
happened! It happened in Houston, Texas. It ie autheptic
and is offered as a tribute to the men and women of the
great Americsn newspapers, (FLAT) From the pages ofréhe
Houston, Texas Chronicle, the story of a shotgun a.
grasshopper and a reporter who_cauldn't be fooled.

Tonight to Eddie Krell for his Blg Story, goes the PELL
MELL $500 award. ' '
FANFARE

ot —

{COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUFP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

e

-l _
THE BIG STORY

_ 'PROGRAM #277
OPENING COMMERCIAL '

{START E,T,)

Guard against throat-scratehi
Enjoy the gmooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke & PELL
MELL. -
(END E,T.)
Yes, smoke & PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
grester length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke -on the
way to your throat -~ filters the smoke and makes it mild.
Remember this - the further your cigarette filters the
smoke through fine tobaccos, the milder that smoke
becomes, _
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filterved further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leading._
cigarette, And what's more after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -
by ectual measure ~ PELL MELL'S greater length of. |

traditlonally fine tobaccos st1ll travels the smoke further-
filters the smoke and makes it mild. _
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos glve you &

smoobhness, mildness and satisfaction no other cigargfte

offers you,
Enjoy the finest guality money can buy - smoke PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstandingl® |

And - they are mild!
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|

(MUSIC:_
CHAPPELL:

NARR:

(MUSIC:

Houston, Texas, The story as it actuslly happened - Eddie
Krellis story as he llved 1t.

You, Eddie Krell, are a working reporter.. No hét tipp#d
over the eyes,..no pencil behind the ear;..no clarion ¢all
to "stop the presses!" -Reporting's a job and you khgw_it.
And, like so many Jobs, it depends on people. Pecple who'll
give you a break when you need it...people who'll give you

a tip at the pight time, Maybe that's why this rainy .
evenlng finds you playing poker with one of theae-peopie,
county Sheriff Jim White, Or maybe it's just becauée'you

1ike the sheriff -~ and a good game of pokergs.

— e aAn e

EDDIE:

SHERIFF:

MAN :
EDDIE:
SHERIFF:
EDDIE:
SHERIFF:
EDDIE:
SHERIFF:
EDDIE:
MAN:
EDDIE:

Hit me with two.
{(SCUND OF CARDS BEING DEALT)
Five of the blue,
(CLICK OF CHIPS)
{DOUBLE) Tco steep for me,
I'l11 call.,
Three bulless full. got you, Eddie,
Lemme see,
Take 8 2andelai.a.
Yeah, You got me,
This is news? Boy, I Just told you,
I like to see for myself.'
{LAUGHS) Doubting Eddie}
(PROTESTS) No...Just checking.
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(GOODNATURED) Oh, sure. Chocking he calls it, Here's

guy...you come up to him on the street and say "Nice day,
huh Eddie?" and he says "Prove it. Where's the weéthér
report? Whatt!s the latest barometer reading?"'(SNORTé)
Just checking,

SHERIFF AND MAN BOTH LAUGH _

(GOODNATURED) Okay, okay ..have your fun,

Who said it was fun, BEddle? Prove 1t,

THEY LAUGH AGAIN _ _
;udonl$~know:““MaybE*i4ve-beeﬁ-around—too~&¢ngr%%&&a£éned
‘te~xoowmanyﬂphoniea1-3ut+in_m¥-buﬁ%ness%-yau-hean*ae;gt
~oP-SCTEWY BLories, -~And the way I see 1it, you cantt take
anythiag otvanyone élse‘a say-8o0, Youlve got to'getﬂprbof
for yourself, And, it pays off.

Not tonight it doesn't, boy,., That's flve bgcks ﬁou awe
me -~ and I got the proof right here, |
gan't fight with that, I«--

(PHONE RINGS)

It1l get 1it.,

(PHONE UP) L
Sheriff White,,...Yeah?. s ,Whereabouts? ..o .You got her
there now?,...Hold it, I'li be right over.

{ PHONE HUNG UP)

Something up, Jim? _
Looks that way. Woman just brought into headquarters.,
Guy she was out riding with got killed by o hiteh-hiker,
Let's go! | | T |
ACCENT AND UNDER) _ _
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NARR:

SHERIFF:

CLARA:

SHERIFF:

CLARA ¢

EDDIE:
CLARA :

SHERIFF:
CLARA:

You go. Over at the criminal Courts Building you liaten
to a woman tell her story. A young woman...maybe even a
pretty one, But that you cantt tell now, Not with her
foce puffed and swollen with hysterical tears. ..

All pright, Mrs. Beaumont, Try to tell us exactly vhat
happened. ., | _' ' -

(LOW, ., MONOTONE) I've already told it. To the men outside.
to the police on the phone,.,I've told 1t three éf foﬁr
times . )
Suppose you tell it ageln,

(BEAT, THEN, STILL FLAT) I was coming home from work,'s,
driving home,

Alone?

No. With my brother-in-law, Relph Beaumont, My ex -
brother-in-law, that is. My hugband and I eve divorced.
Ralph and I work in the same place ,.a statlonery stgre ‘e
and we were driving home when this --- this man stopped
us and ssked for s ride, Ralph said, "sure, hop in," so
he did, He was carrying a large pPacksge. He askedlhs

to take him down some back roads he knew, And theng;all
of a sudden ,. (SHE STOPS, THE HYSTERTA BEGINNING Td_CRACK
THROUGH) .. I've told all this, I've told all this
three or four timea..;.

(SOOTHING) Try to tell it again,

(SWALLOWS, THEN) All of a sudden he opened the package he
had, It was a shot gun, He poked it at us and said 1t

was a holdup. We told bhim we didntt have any money but he
said he knew different, He said, "0l grasshopper Ynows., "
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EDDIE:
CLARA:

SHERIFF:
CLARA:

SHERIFE:
CLARA:

SHERIRE:
CLARA:

.
(SHARP) 01 Grasshopper?

That's what he called himself., 01 Grasshopper. “He kept
seying he knew we had the receipts from the store, |
(HYSTERIA STARTS BUIIDING) But we didn’t, A1) we had
was three dollars. '

Did you give 1t to hlmt

Yes, And it made him mad;_ It made him Just -~ Just crazy
mad, (HIGH NOW} And he\éook the shotgun and he firéd
right into Ralﬁh's face, 'His face Just seemed YO --
disoppear. (WHIMPERS) Tt just -- disappesved, 1 =-
(CUTS, HIGH) I've told this, I've told it three or four
times. |
Then what happened?

(GETTING OUT OF CONTROL NOW) He turned around to me, X
knew he was golng o shooﬁ me next so I Knocked the gun
out of his hands and ran for the car, I tried to get 1t
started but it just wouldn't start, {WILD)} It Just
wouldn't start! And then he started to get in after me
80 1 got out and he chased me round and round the céb..
(SKEPTICAL) With the gun?

No. He had s knife by now. And then I got back_intp the
ear and I got it started but then he broke the ﬁind§w.

He cut his hand on it but that gidn't stop him and he came
at me with the knife. Then the car went out ornconﬁrol
and went into -the diteh and I couldn't get it out so I
opened the door and ran, (EVERY LAST VESTIGE OF OOQTROL
I3 GONE NOW) I.Just ran... (SCREAMS) and ran, and ran.and

ran}
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- {MusIC: _ _STAB_AND OUT)
SHERIFF:  (WEARILY) That's all I can get out of her for no, 1'11
try agein later, Eddie,
EDDIE: Quite a tale, eh Jim?
SHERIFF: What makes people thlnk they can get away with something
. 1ike that? | |
EDDIE: vou mean you don't belleve herp?
SHERIFF: Beiteve*hﬁ?” A guy kills a man and chages & wWomén down
a country road with a knife because he only got three
dollars in 8 stickup? He chases her 1u the car -- out of
the car -- around the car -- she flips in and out. of the
buggy like 8 flapjack, runs tﬁo miles, calls the police...
£ddie, $t-reado—tke-Froe—TerrorTales, |

EDDIE: {(THOUGHTFULLY) 01 Grasshopper.

SHERIFF: Yup, —Now therels.a-unice touch foryeus Where do you:
puppose she gob that?

EDDIE: Maybe the guy 4id call himself that?

SHER1FF: The guy? What guy?

EDDIE: The one who pulled the holdup.

SHERIFF: Eddie, for the love of Pete...you don't really think
there was a holdup? You don't think there was a guy? At
least not that guy? .

EDDIE; They found the body. Ralph Beaumont didn't die of old
age. . _ :

SHERIFF: He didn't dle from a. noldup etther, That woman's oovering
up ebeve something, ' .

EDDIE: (SLOWLY) -J-Gon*t—tiTMK 80,

SHERIFF: mﬂormetmmtw—-(mmmaw—
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EDDIE:
SHERIFF:

EDDIE:

SHERIFF:

EDDIE:

SHERIFF:

{MUSIC:

— - A s

CLARA:

— o —
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I don't think so, _ )
{AMAZED} You mean &ou swallow it --»snaaﬁhnppaﬁh*andﬂa&&?
ﬁ£t994Mﬂﬁr1&wvﬁaéd—abeu%-na#-beliexinghthaauﬂmﬁ_ﬂﬁgzigs
You-hesr? You -- Doubting Eddle? ;
(DOGGED) Why would she make up such & phony BLory 1f. she
vas making one up? Why 8ll the detalls -= the guy
cutting his hand on the window ~=- calling himself Ql-
Grasshopper., (THOUGHTFUL) 01 Grasshopper, That ;;ngs

2 bell somewhere, DIid you send out an alarm for him,

I've got four carloads of deputies out grasshopper hunting,
But they won't find anything. _

She said he knew the back roads. That should mesn he's
from around here, LooK

(A LITTLE MAD NOW) Theps-te-—no—1&l" I'm going into.
question Clara Besumont again now. And ln less than tuwo
hours, wetll have anoﬁher atory out of her. The reéi

one,

e A e ey e mR AR e mm e wme wew et W

(TRYING TO STAY CAIM) No, we weren't parked, The car
wae going, And he stopped us and asked for a ride,'§+ﬁk
Relph—eeid;—l8ures—Hop in." -So—he-did.. :
(STARTING TO BREAK) I don't know why he got mad. ﬁe
Just did, He got crazy mad, (HIGH, NEAR TEARS) And he
took the shotgun end he fired...right into Ralph's-facez

(VERY HIGH) I told you! I tried to start the car then,
That's when he broke the window and cut himself and ‘the

car vent into a diteh.
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(MUSIC: _ _ACCENT AND_UNDER) _

CLARA: (HYSTERICS NOW) How could 1 stey there? The window was
broken and he was ooming at me with the knife. I Just
opened the door and got out and ran, (A SOREAM) T just

ran and ran and ran and ran,

(MUSIC:_ _ STAB AND WAY _UNDER) _ | |
NARR: Hour after hour..,the same wild story ,. the same wild
7 Wordsg ...s the same wild hysteries, Sheriff White tries

every approach, every triek...but Clara Beaumonﬁ.nevér

\ varies 2 syllable,...

(MusIC: _ _our) _ - o
SHERIFRS EEIS%USTED) L, Enne sg)a;s ot L memorized, | |
EPRERT oty gor o dAiie-;azzxﬂ&zyﬂoebctr d“‘“wffz““”ez”“J
SHERIFF! unki:zzs&&kaq'ptwu»Cﬂzeéﬁfy .
FODIE:  Wowe Yo Boew Chatd oE Tw?wgﬂwth e

SHERIFF: . Ilve-tEen-doing SOME CHESKINE, Looks™1like a triangle.

EDDIE: Clara Beaumont, her ex-brother-in-law == and who else?

SHERIFEF: Her ex-husband, Tom Beaumont, his name is. Theyfve only
been divorced two weeks, _ . ' the'guyia
jealous, He doesn't like the idea of his ex-wife baking
up with his own brother, He sees them out riding
together -- maybe parking together.,..so he takes a 
shotgun -- and that's it. .

EDDIE: What does the ex-huEBa a sagﬂtt‘this theory?

SHERIFF: Nothing yetd I'm sending a deputy over to his hotel
to bring him in,

{MUSIC; _ ACCENT AND UNDER) _ _
NARR: That's all you, Eddle Krell, need to hear, and You'réﬁzﬁ%aﬁ(
your way. You want to see Tom Beaumont's face when ¥

$edd—trinr he 's puspected of killing his own brother,

ATKO1 006201




T kb ma AR R St 3
m.‘ . *

NARR:

{MUsIC:

— e m—

EDDIE:
TOM:
EDDIE: -

TOM:

TOM:
EDDIE:
TOM:

FDDIE:

TOM 3
EDDIE:

TOM:
EDDIE:
ToM:

=10~

B A A ]

The Tracy Hotel where Tom Beasumont lives 1s a squat,
dingy dbullding, A sleepy night clerk giveg you Beaumont's
roomn number and when you get there, you find'you'fe-in
luck, You've beaten the deputy there, Tom Beaﬁmontiia
8till asleep..ssroblivicus
(XNOCKING ON DOOR, OFF)
{OFF) Mr. Bzaumont,,..Mr, Bedwront,,..s
{SLEEPY., ON MIKE) (GRUNTS) What the -~ what timé_is 167
Mr. Beaumont.,.s. | |
(GRUMBLING SLEEPILY, VOICE THICK WITH.SLEEP) Four
o'clock in the moraning, and some jerk has YO0..«. _

{HE HAS REACHED THE DQOR BY NOW AND FLINGS If

OPEN) |
What is 1it®?
(ON) Mr, Beaumont,...I'm Eddle Krell, Houstén, chrohicle..
(HIS MANNER OF SPEECH I8 SLURRED, IT ISN'T DRUNKENNESS
BUT IT HAS THAT CADANCE} Four o-clock in the morning's
a great time for introductlions, I-~ '
I'm sorry to barge in thls way, but the police_willQbe
here any minute anynoW,..s. ' |
Police? What Kind of a g8g...?
1t's not a gag, I'm afraid, Your ex-wife is douwn ﬁt
headguarters., She <= '
Claya? -=-=then she wént down there,
Went down...what do you mean? _ _
I told her....she wanted to write stories....she ought %0
go down to the police statlon, Qet the real dope.fIBut

way'd she go at four in the morning,
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EDDIE:
TOM;

EDDIE:
TOM:

EDDIE:
TOM:

{MUsIC:

{MUSiC:

— — -

~11-

(IGNORES) Clera went to -- write stories,

A1l the btime that's what she does, Makes up thinsa...
Cclarals smart.,. Maybe we Just didn't hit it off eso -
good, but Clara's smart, ghefs got == you Know -- |
{magination. |

What kind of stories doep she i; make up?

oh you know. SShe hears a dog barking outside and she
thinks maybe it could be & lion escaped from the zoo.
A pleture falla off the wall she thinks ahe could make
something up aboui an earthguake, Me. I dontt flpure
thet way. But clara'a smart, She's got en imaginatton,
that one. She tell the police a atory?

ves, She did,

1111 bet it was & lulu, Clara's good at stories. ALl

kinds of weird stories,

— e ———

(MIDDLE COMMERCI&L)
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CHAPPELL:
OROUP:

HARRICE;

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

Lo
cadgw u sty

=12

THE B1Q STORY
PROGRAM #2717

MIDDLE, GOMMERCIAL

(START E.T.)
Guard agains throat—écratch‘
Enjoy tae smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a PELL
MELL, (END E.T.) | |

Yes, smoke & PELL MELL - and discover how PELL MELL!S

greater length of fine tobagcos filters the pmoke on the

way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further thar
that of any other leading cigavette. And, what's more

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measureuPELL MELL}

greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos sti1) trevel:

the swoke further - filters the swokKe and makeb 1t mild,
Thus, PELL MELI'S fine mellow tobaccos give you- a >

smoothness mildness and patisfaction no other cigarette

offers you.
Gurad against thyoeat-sersatechl.
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke é PELL
MELL, | '
Wherever you go today, notice how many people haveichanger
to PELL MELL in the distinguished red package - the fines:
guality money can buy. .

' (START E,T.)
Enjoy the smooth smokihg of fine tobaccos, Smoke a PELL
MELL, (END E,T.) | '
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl"”

And - they are mildl
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HARRICE$

NARRATOR:

—— v — . R -

EDDIE:
TOM:

EDDIE:
TON:

EDDIE:

TOM:

- caocTR e . . ca e . - )
v S sz E WY e IV PTUNNIE WO~ (ST LY RS,
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_INTRODUCTION AND UNDER.o.)

This 1s Cy Harrice peturning you to your narrator and
the Big Story of .Eddie Krell ae he lived it and vrote
16, | :

A weird story. Thatl!s what Sherlff Jim White calls
Clara Beaumont's account of the k11ling, That's what
Clara's ex~husband calls it -~ beforée he even hears
it. Nobody but you, Eddie Krell, thinks Glana. _
Beaumont 1s telling the truth., Nobody but DOubtiﬁg
Eddie Krell, the guy Who BlWays wWants proof...proof...
only this time you have no proof, And now you stand
face to face with Tom Beaumont, and you have to téll

him this story =«because itls about the murder of his

brother,

——

(FLAT) You could have told me that before, About
Ralph being killed, You could have told me béfore.
I'm sorry. _

He was around this afternoon, About the ballgame
tomorroW., We wanted to go to the ballgame, .

I didnft-- | |
(IT SUDDENLY SEEMS TERRIBLY IMPORTANT TO SAY THESE
THINGS) Not a league game, I don't mean, Seml gfo.
Ralph was great stuff on the semi pro, He was around
just this afternoon, (BEAT. SUDDENLY) Why are the
police coming here? | |

You t0id me not to believe Clara Beaumont!s story. The
police donlt either, |
Well. That was beforée I heard it, I mean-=
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EDDIE:
TOM:
EDDIE:
TOM:
EDDIE:
TOM:

EDDIEt

EDDIE:

TOMs
EDDIE:

w1l

you mean, now it doesn't sound 80 crazy? . :
(FUNBLING) Well, I mean ~~Ralph!s dead and this guy Clara
said got in the car,,,what!s crazy about that?

I hope you can make the police believe that, Mr. Beaumont,
why wouldn't they? | |

Have you been here all night? Sleeping?

Sure, s

Can the night clerk prove that?

He wouldn't know. Half the time hels not here.

I see, Were you and wour prother ~-pretty frienddy?.
Friendly? ' '

I mean -~ you got on all right? .

(S IF THIS IS THE ANSWER TO EVERYTHING) We were brothers.
{GENTLY) 8o were Cain and Abel.

(PUZZLED) Cain and —-Q(REALIZING. SIOWLY) You think 1 killer
him? (THEN ANGER) You think I kllled Ralph?

No. I don't. But you asked me why the police were ooming
(7 W@y
(KNOCK ON DOOR) % o dowe A
That's probebly them now,” T111 duck outr—%mwﬂ?

(OFF A BIT) Where are you going now?

here,

7o look for a grasshopper.

— A g — e A R mmw e

NARRATOR:

It's a great Job you've cut out for yourself, Bddle Krell,..
chasing after a nickname that may be just a figment ot &

hysterical woman'!s imagination. Bub youtve got to tﬁy..You
tour, next morning, eround the back roads, asking questions,

No luck. Until you remember the old guy who let Clara _
Beaumont into his cabln the night of the murder, An.old guy

whols lived In these parts forever and & day, An old guy who
eclaims he knows everybody who ever lived in the terrltory.
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EDDIE:

KEN:

EDDIE:

KEN$

EDDIE:
KEN:

EDDIE:

KEN:
EDDIE:
KEN3
EDDIE:

~15- e
Well now, I'11 tell you, Mister...?

Krell, Eddie Krell, _
O!lcourse, Krell, Never forget a name Or & face. Been living
here well on to fifty years, I ~-(CUTS) Wait a sec, ne'dj'five
on g black 81X, . AMMM. .. _
(PROMPTING HIM) ‘he only name I know is Grasshopper. 01
grasshopper, he called himself,

Well now, there was a feller name of...hold it...black “Jack
on a red queen and move these over...

Fellow by the name of what?

Hoyt. Jack Hoyt. When he was a little one, his ma used to
eall him cricket, Reckon little cricket grew up to be 01
Grasshopper? (HE LAUGHS HEARTILY AT HIS OWN JOKE, THEN THE
LAUGHTER DRIBBLES AWAY, HE CLEARS HIS3 THROAT) Mmm, , .there
we go, Red two on z black three,

(PATIENTLY) This man 1s supposed to be about forty. Short
and thin... |
Never forget a face or & hame, Mr,..?

Krell, Eddie Krell,

That's right. Krell, Ol Grasshopper, eh?

I figure he ought to come Irom this part of the country
sinee he, knew the back voads., He -- (CUTS) Red three on a
black over there, _
Youltre ripght, And move.fhese over, I--{THEN) Say, I'11 be
switched! That does 1%, Firét time it'é come ouf honest

in three weeks, (CHEERFULLY) Well now, you know;.uaed to be
s feller lived up at Bessie Juddts place ..,one of Beséie's

boys, Seems to me he had a nicknamas..
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EDDIE:
KEN:

NARRATOR:

——

BESSIE:

EDDIE:
BESSIE:
EDDIE:
BESSIE:
EDDIE:
BESSIE:
EDDIE:
BE3SIE:
EDDIE:
BESSIE:

EDDIE:
BESSIE:s

O ;-a.ii... R TN

T ockm el

-16-
Like what?

Well now, mind you, this was ten, twelve years ago;'Aiﬁ't_
seen him since, But, like I sa?..never forget a nane Qr a
face, And seems to me Bessie had a boy,,.they used to call

him Grasshopper.

—— g e e Bt M

first sign that the man who cails himself O1 Grasshopper is
something besides a figment of your and Clara Beaumonﬁfs
imagination, You go to see o0ld Bessie.Judd...; | |

My son? You want to see my son, do you? Now thatl!s one,
(SHE LAUGHS)

Why 1s that funny, Mra. Judd? _

Got seven sons, mlster, Which one you want to see?
{BEAT,THEN) The one ﬁhey call —QOI Grasshopper.

Danlel? Aln't seen Danlel in a year. |

{FAST) Then you do have a son called 0l Grasshopper?:
(SUSPICIOUS) Thought you sald you knew him,, |
Well, in a way, J-- _

Look, I don't go for no tricks, I don't like trioks. 

I Just wgnted fto-- _ _

You jJust wanted to snoop, that's what,  Well, now'you'done
it, you can get,

Where's Danlel now?

Not here., Aln't been here in a year, I sald get,

-— o w
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EDDIE?

SHER1IFF1
EDDIE:

SHERIFF:
FEDDIE:

EDDYE3
CARL:
EDDIE:

CARL»)
EDDIE:
CARL:
EDDIR1
CARL}
EDDIE:
CARL:
(MusIos_

e 14 ztxngdLL
=17~ . ' ﬁ:ﬂ th’daﬂe
T think she was telling the truth, Sherlff Fom what

I could see of her‘house, there was only one bed,,
no sign of a man's clothing, But I got the name, .
paniel Judd, And,.hold on to your hat...I looked
him up, ‘

{(FILTER THROUGHOUT) Any record? _
Three offenses, Not in this county, That s why thé
name didn't ring any bell with you, But I cévered
one of the cases six, seven yesrs ago, I knew that.
nickname, Ol Grasshopper, stuck in my mind,

Okay., We!ll get out the general alarm again,

Swell, And one of Judd's brothers lives around heré.

I'11 go out there and see what I can find,

— -

Yeah, that's right, I'm Dan Juda's brother, what i
about it, !

Seen him around lately?

Het's been doing time in california the last year,

That's not what I asked, T asked Lf you'd seen him eroum
lately, From the reoords, he was paroied Just & wéek ago,
He ocame around here, sure, |

When?t

Two, three days ago.

Sean him since® \ _

Nope, He dldn't come to stay, Just to borrow something,
What? |

Just my shotgun, Said he was going hunting,

e ey g

ATKO1 0006209




,-_’”. . oo
O PU-NCHVREE L LRI - YU 1

m‘{ o [T NS LA R AR b i, o i A A e e e At by —

1 -

| ~18- I

NARRATOR¢

SHERIFF:

— R Wem St W

SHERIFF:
EDDIE!
SHERIFF

EDDIE:

SHERIFF3

SHERIFF:

EDDIEs

the back roade in & green asedan,

Hunting, Brother Daniel went hunting all right -- with
a sawed~off shotgun,,and now the hunt begins for him,

A state-wide hunt, ,cars full of deputies roaring ddﬂn
the highways .., | :
Trained dogs combing the woods..

Telegraph and teletype sending out the latest word ?5
sorting the latest t1ps ... - o
Net result: nothing, Nothing but faisa leads and ¢
phony tips until ,, '

I think this one's on the level, Eddie; Man anéwering
Dan Judd's general desoription was seen eruising around
We cheoked the
registration, It's not Judd's car, The real owner.
lives in that new development = Honeydell, Weill close

in tonight,

Honeydellts Just up around this bend,

Youlne—tn—Yok; i, —Not Enother O&r On THo ToRd, .
Thasxsﬂnoe—&uck;*hoy:*—iive«get~a*éeaen—oarsigggping
this avea bottled wp, We're the only-vehicle this

glde of tLe cordon,

(CAR TO STOP UNDER) | -
Better stop here, We'll make it the rest of the way
on foot, t
(CAR DOORS OPEN AND CLOSE, FOOTSTEPS ON GRAVEL)
Full moon, | . .
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SHERIFF:
EDDIE$
SHERIFF:

EDDIE}
SHERIFF @
EDDIE?
SHERIFFt

i

SHERIFEF:
JUDD1
EDDIE:

SHERIFF:

(HugIgs
JUDD:
EDDIEt
JUDD ¢
SHERIFE:

JUDD:

SHERIFFt

EDDIE}
CLARA1

-

«19«
That 11 help. - No street lights in Honeydell,
(LOow) I hope you don't need that gun,

(1OoW) Turn left here, Keep your eye peeled for a
green sedan, '

(JUsT FOOTSTEPS, HOLD, THEN CUT)
(10w, 'TENSE) There it is]

Eddie, there's.a man in the front seat!

- {SOFT) 01 Grasshopper ..

Maybe, Come on, o
(MORE FOOTSTEPS, HOLD IT AS LONG AS POSSIBLE,
THEN, , ) ’ |
Danlel Judd?
what the —;-
(SHARP, FAST) Watch it, Sheriff,,there's a .32 on the
seat beside him, -
Don't use 1t, Judd, Just move over, Welre taking you
to headquarters, ' .
BRIDGE) |
Sure my name's Judd, Daniel Judd, Is that a orime?
anybody ever call you Ol Grasshoppert |
Sure, But that still ain't a crime, :
Never mind the talking now, Judd, _Jugt get 1ﬁ that .
lineup, : ' o
What for? I atn't - ‘ .
Juat get in, All right, bring Clara_Beaumont in ﬁere,
Eddle, _ '

(STEPS TO DOOR, OPEN)
(OFF A LIITLE) Come in please, Mrs, Beaumont,
(COMING ON) They 381d you found him, They satd-=(CUTS)
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* SHERIFFi what's the mattor, Mrs, Beaumont?
CLARA1Y (LoW) That's him, The man on the end there, - That's
01 Grasshopper, | '
SHERIFF1: Okay Judd, Step down, The reat of you can go,
(AD LYB MUMBLES, FOOTSTEPS GO, DOOR CLOSES}
JUDD: Look, I don't know what kind of a frame this 18,,,
SHERIFF? Ever see this woman before, Judd?
JuDD: No. |
SHERIFF: Didn!t you take & good look at her before you chased

' her around her car with a knife? Dildn!t you take a

good look at her before you shot her brother-in-law?

JUDD: T d1dn't have nothing to do with that, I wasn't near
~ her nor Beaumont either,
SHERIYFF Beaumont eh? Then you know the namel _
JUDD1 Sure 1 kﬁow it, I read the papers like everybody else,
CLARAS Sheriff, that's the man, I swear it is, .
JUDD: She's making it up, Ask anybody, -Making-up-ebories,
 thatls what—she's-been-doing. I TUHY WHAt BHE BA1d "

i1n-the-paper;—Nobhing-but—a-—crazy-s8tory«

EDDIE? {SORTLY) It was Ty, WESITHE LT
Sune. tha's Lo, T+
“udad-—43l ab s grasshopper who out his hand -

on the window when he chased her with a knife,
{SHARP, HARD) Why have you been keeping your hand in
your pocket all this time, Judad? '
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JUDD:
SHERIFF:

JUDD:
SHERIFF:

JUDD:
SHERIFF:

JUDD3

{MusIc:

-21~

(STARTED) What? I--- '

Nice thinking, Eddie. A1l right, Judd, Let's see
that hand,

(STRUGGLING) Let go of me, X--=

(EFFORT) Let's Just have & look at that mitt,

No. I---

(HARD) I said let’s have a look, (EFFQFT.. CUT STRUGGLE.
PLUSE) Okay. Jagged cut right across‘ihe'palm; Are
you going to talk now, Juad, or shall we sWeat 1t out?
(BEAT, THEN FURIOUS) They only had tﬁree 1ousy bucks!
I waited for that car half the evening and then '
2ll they had was three lousy bucksl

e b e e Wi mim ke A e el By W e e

NARR:

SHERIFF:

JUDD:
EDDIE:

JUDD:

SHERIFF:

That's it. The words spill out of him, Clara
Beaumont's crazy sbtory turns out to bé true, down t§
the lest willd syllable ... and you, Eddie Kreli, re§1
pratty good, | .

£11 right, Judd., Here's a copy of the typed cdnfeégion.
Read it over and sign it, '

I can't read.

Suppose I read it to him, Sheriff? Then he can Bigh
his mark znd I'1l wiltness 1it, :

NO oes 10's okay, what's in it.  Iemme make an X and
get it over with, | .

If that's the way you want it.ee.
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EDDIE:

SHERIFF:
EDDIE¢

SHERIFF:
EDDIE:
SHERIFF:

N St

. .
e i i sidid u...,..;um LA I

~22- -

No, waltsese

Huh?

Do 4t right. So he can't pull any fest ones, Let'ﬁe
read the confession to him and witness hls mark.. Then
welve got proof, | |
(STARTS TO LAUGH)

What's s0 funny?

Doubting Eddle, Welcome home,’

B mmn wm o we !

CHAFPPELL: In just = moment we!ll pead you a telegran from Eddie

. N -

Krell of the Houston Chronicle with the final Outcoﬁe-
of tonight's BIG STORY. |

— e —

TURNTABLEY — - ----" -

L I =

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1277

CHAPPELL?

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRIS:

CHAPPELLt

HARRICE:

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

© (START E.T.)
Querd sgalnast throat-scratchl
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine.tobaccos. Smokg a
PELL MELL, o | |

(END E. T4) _

Yes, smoke & PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos fllters the smoke on
the way to your throat - filters the smoke and_makés 14
mild, ' )
Remember this, the further a puff of smoke is filtefed.
through fine tobacecos, the mllder it becomes. _
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered furthér
than that of any other leading cigarette, Mordoveﬁ}'

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - hy sctual measure - PELL

MELL'S greater length of tradltionally fine tobaccos
st11l travels the smoke further - filters the smoke and
makes it mild, |
Thus PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other bigarette

offers you. _
Wherever you go Loday, notice how many people have .
changed to PELL MELL'- the longer, finer cigarette in
the distinguished red package. Smoke PELL MELL'FAﬁOUS
CIGARETTES ~ "Outstancinzl® |

And - they are mild]
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CHAPPELL:

KRELL:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

e b m—

L . . - Co A C -
Bt Loy RN © o s ek ke i N e T e Db i

s
[ ]

-y
Now we read you thét telegram from Eddie Krell 6r the
Houston, Texas, Chronlcle.

Killer in tonight's Big Story tried to repudiate
confession at trial, Claimed he could write and X was
not his mark. A€ withess to.signing cf confession, I
was oble to testify this untrue, Doubting paid off '
after ail and killer was glven death sentence,

Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL award, _
Thank you, Mre Krell..,the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present to you the PELL MELL
Award for notable service 1n the field af Journalibem.,
a cheek for $500, and a epecinl mounted bronze ﬁlaqﬁe
engraved with your neme and the name of your paper.,
Lecept it as a lasting memento of your truly
significant achievemeni,

Listen égain next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present enother BIG
STORY -- A big story from the front pages of the Chicago
Sun Times by line, Frank Doheriy. A Big Story_aboﬁt 8

man who gembled for his life and lost.

[~ — L

Blg Story on .television «= brought to you by the makers

of Pell Mell Famous Cigarettes,

e w e — ribg—r g ]
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY 1s a Bernard J. Prockter Production,.
| original music composed and conducted by Vladimir
Selinsky. Tonight!s program was adapted by Gail
Ingram from an actual story from the front pages of the
Houston Texas Chronicle, Your narrator was Bob-Sloéne
and Bill Lipton played the pert of Eddie Krell, In
order to protect the names of people actually 1nvoived
in tonight!s authentic BIG STORY, the names of all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr. Krell,

L i S dm mm Ew e e e wee WA e el

CHAPPELL: This program is hcard by members of the Armed Forces,
oversecs, through the facilities of the'Armed'Forcés
Radio Service. |
This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
CELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, the finest quality money
can buy.

THIS IS NBC ..+ THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

Ay A
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NARRATOR

~ FRANK DOHERTY

CAPT RAWLINS
ED

GORDON

BEN

TSWIPRTY

MRS BRAND
BOBO

THE _BIG STORY

PROGRAM #2768

ot e e B g2 ML RO i e s Ten e e e

AS BROADCY.. |

BOB SLOANE
BILL QUINN

- MATT.CROWLEY

SCOTT TENNYSON
SCOTT TENNYSON
ED BEGLEY

SID RAYMOND
DORIS RICH
EARL GEORGE

WEDNESDAY, SEPT, 10, 1962
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THE BIG STORY #2718

9330 - 10:00 PM_EDT SEPT 10, 1952  WEDNESDAY
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES THE FINEST QUALITY MONEY

CAN BUY presents,..THE BIG STORY!

. vy - — — -

MRS BRAND:
MRS . BRAND

MRS, BRAND:

(STEPS DOWN HALL, THEY STOP) _

(KNOGK ON DOOR, NO ANSWER, ,ANOTHER KNOCK.)
Mr, Carroll., Mr, Carroll, it's Mrs Brand, yoﬁr 
landlady, What was mll that nolse in there? The
other tennants have been complaining....

(ANOTHER KNOCK)
Mr. Carroll, I demand that you let me in}
(DETERMINED) Very well, then,

{DOOR OPENS) .
Gooé Lord, whabt's happened here? I ... (CUTS, AND
THEN IN HORROR) Nol NO! o

{Up IN HIGH SCREAM AND INTO)

e g E e wn m

CHAPPELLs

The Big Story! The story you are about to hear actually
happened. Tt happened in Chicago, Tilinois, It 18
authentic and offered as a tribute to the men &and women
of the great American newspapers. (FLAT) From the

pages of the Chicago Sun-Times, the story of &

reporter who stayed home on the Fourth of July..;

and celebrated it with big black headlines. Tpnight,

to Fpank Doherty, for his Big Story, goes the Pall
Mall $500 award . |
_FANFARE)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY -
PROGRAW #278

——

OPENING COMMERCIAL
(START E,T.)

guard agalnst throat-scratchl! _
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a

PELL MELL, s

(END E,T.)

Yes, smoké a PELL MEﬁL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the asmoke dh
the way to your throat - fllters the smoke and_make§
1t mild, |
Remember this - the further your cigarette filters
the smoke through fine tobaocoa!.the milder that H
smoke becomes,

At the first puff PELL MELL sncke is flltered furthér
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leading

cigarette, And what's more after 5 puffs, or 10, or

17 - by actual measure - PELL MELL'S greater lenpgth of
traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the émoké .
further - filters the smoke and makes it mild.

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

smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other gilgarette

cffers you,

Enjoy fthe finest guality money can buy - smoke PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - they are mild! |
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- (MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:

L™l —~ A=,

ART:

FRANK:

ART:
FRANK:

U T AT BT NEEREET R E ST T Y

— e mbes - g —

Chicago, Illinois,..the story es it actually happensd,.,
Frank Doherty's story, as he lived it....

— b - —

They call Chicago the Windy City. Buthig this particular
day, - thepe—isntt—e-—breathr—fhis—tis—n sizzling hot day,
w&%h—%he~%hermometer*httttng*over—n&ﬁeﬁyu This is the
third of July, heralding a long Fourth of July.weekénd.
And for you, Frank Doherty, of the Chicago Sun-Timég,
thig weekend does not mean-a~#ide_in;the~aounbryv—€§
holiday at-—some. conl lakeyr an escape from the

sweltering metropolis, For your beat still has to be
covered, holiday or no holiday. And the same goes
for your good friend, Captain Art Rawlins, of thé
Recireay
Sheffield Avenue -Bietniot-Polics, And over a oup or
coffee, he tells you,.,s. _
Frank, don't quote me on this, I'm just as patriot1€
as the next man, But sometimes I wish these Fourth -
o' July weekends never ceme around,
I know what you mean, Art, A guy who works in an
office, a fellow who works in a shop, almost
everybody you can name oan get out of the eity, But:a
reporter, noa And a'cgp, no. '

Well, we asked for it,
’ Loon Ser the Pdrve 644

Yeah. And we¢ got it, You know, Art, hewe—i—sam
huudﬂl4£43“a¢ g5 ' ’ ,edL‘uﬂlk- =$L’L“ﬂ
' g, . Se

AP EMLNA My DAt Bt wHaEthe -ad*%né&—&neggétf7
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" ART: yeu-Whatldl—bhoy—payd-

FRANK: The blg story is ﬁlways the number of people Wh
killed over the weekend, The National Safety couno1l
issues & report, and the headline beetmes & atatiatic,

The usual number of people will-die in the usual ﬁay.

ART: So many by drowning, so y by wrapping their cars

¥FRANK: _ ¥ by sunstroke, heart-attacks, and:

ART: ! You.forget one thing, Frank,

FRANK:

ART: :mngz many by homlelde, .

FRANK: Homicide? You mean, that takes a jump every Fouith of
July weekend? '

ART: As a rule, yes,

FRANK: But how come? Thousands of people leave the city. -

ART: _ Sure. But-donit forges; thousands come in, too,
And—theylne‘nah_regular_n1Lizanﬁ,mhhey,ne*taans&en$s,
_1n_£on—a—gearing-goed-%&mey—here-to—sea-the-sighha. Put

fkwﬂ)together“the heat, the amount of drinking -thatits—geling

-to—beddhe, the Roman Holiday atmosphere, and you not
only have the Fourth of July,..you have & formula ror
violence,

(MUSIC: _ _ _UP AND UNDER)_ .

NARR: You ponder what Art Raﬁlins'has Just ggiiﬂyou, yagmiind

1t interesting. And almost at that“mément, aa*yéu;ﬁui
with-Art—Rawlines over—coffee, an 111ustration:of his
theory 1s already in the making, Almost at that mdhent,

én-& train &8 Just’ starting to roll into the suburbs or
chicago.,se
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BOBO:

ED:
BOBO:

BOBO:
ED:

BOBOs
ED:

. Please, Ed, Lemme sl% next to the

(TRAIN UNDER. OCCASIONAL WHISTLE OFF)

B e
Yeah?

(IN AWE) Look at them buildings! Jest look at 'em
willya, huh? '
(INDIFFERENT) Yeah, B
Boyohboyohboyohboy, They're like to take a eller's
breaéh away, Lemme sit by the window, wlllya, Ed?_:
Wwhat for?

I wanna get a real good look at thosg there skyscrapers.
indow, huh?

Ckay, Bobo., GO ahead, You want g 1lollipop, too?
Aw, Ed don't go making fun of /me now,

Just like & kid. A1l the w up rom Tennessee, YQu
been acktin' Just like a
fw, Ed, now don't go rjfiin! me again, Please, doni;
be pore at me,
Sore, I'm not Bore/mt you, Bobo, Just disgusted.
{LIKE A CHILD) Why? What did I do wrong, EA? _
You seen the people in this here car? They're all -
laughint at/you. You look an' act like one of them
hillbillies in the comic books. Look at that Buit“
of elothés, you got on, An' look at you...ridin' the

train With your shoes off,

But they hurt my feet, _ _ _
tem on Stupid. You've not back in the hill country
ow, this here's Chicago. People walk around & town

like this in shoes, not barefoot, Put 'enm on;
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BOBO:

ED;

want you sore at me, I just thought.;..
Let me do the thinking...

I didn't mean to rile you, Ed, Honest, Z'didn't I guess
1 ain't very smart. '
(LAUGHS) Are you kidding? Another brain, Bobo, and
you'd quglify for & moro
Tt's just that I aln)t never been to & place like -
chicago, 1 been Memphis once, bubt it aln‘t:nothih'
8 Ben Carroll gonna meet us at the depot,
RA® I8 bhe, huh? :

No. We're going right up to his place, and then check _
{n at a hotel, later, '

Ben wrote us he's gonna show us & high time whén ﬁe git
to Chlcago, He said welre gonna whoop it up real gbod.
He's a rich man, ain't he, EA? |

Ben? Ben's dbne all right,

I remém?ga;giciz' Ben used o ﬁérk diggin! diﬁches.

back in Markin, He worked with his hands just like

me. Now look at him,.,a big gambler in Chlcago.,
bivini—off—thefat—of the-—tand, You know what I seen
once, Ed, you kKnow what I seen?

Whate :

I seen his pitcher in the paper ohce. 0ld Ben Carroll,
aittin? there big a8 life in this here now big.cﬁf,

and everythlng. Ant I kept thinkin',,.what if 1t:was me,
1nstead, What if it was Bobo Hodges sittin! there
instead?

Stop thinkin!', Bobo, You'vre not used to it,
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BOBO:

ED2

-+

-8- ST
Sure would be something, Havin® the fplka back i"'i
Horbin talkin' about you, being famous and all, E4
I was just thinkin't,,.1if old Ben Oardll could do 1t...
why couldn't I do it. |
You could,Bobo, A1l you need is one thing,
Yeash? What's thatt _
A brain, And that let's you out, you got nothin!
between your ears but hard rocﬁ: Now stop dreamin':

an' grab those jugs Of corn likkeér, I'1l take the -
vatise! Swtlca e

(MgSIC: _ . _BRIDCE)

BEN:

ED:

BEN:

BEN:

(HEARTY) Well, boys, it's nice seein' you, Sure 1#.
right nice seein' you both 1in Chiqago. |

STy sty OU Beh, M aF Bobo e T1gured Wod
as well pet out of the hills this ;

an' take us-
& trip, It's kind of yo look after us, an' me an!
Bobo, we sur feclate it, Don't we, Bobo.,

70 oT It o tiInEE, GIn'v it—Ed,

&
Me an! a couple of Jugs of

corn, _

That was thoughtful of you, boys, mighty thoughtfu}.
Haven't had a 1lick of corn, ever since I lertiﬁhe*hills.
Totoit—you—tho Ity Beny—me—ent—Bebe—was % &

of afrald that seein' as how you've one’gsf;i:j;

maybe you wouldn't want ¢ bﬁfﬁgg’;;ig Uy ue |

Not Bt all, Ed.

“at 8ll, Wrote you to come right
t i? Always glad to see & couple of boys

my 0ld home town, always glad.....
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BEN: Nvw-tnen-tet+s~a%arh~to~get~us-oiled up. We got & .
big night ahead of us, I'm goin' to show you chicago.
(PAUSE) You boys bring any money?

BOBO: We got lots of money, ain't we, Ed,

ED: Yesh,

BEN: How much?

ED: Well, I got about five hundred on me...and Bobo.
here,,.. _

BOBO: ' I got three hundred and fifty, Ben, Been gsavin' it

! up for-eix-months. for this here trip.
BEN: Is that 507 Humm. Boys, how would you like to double
your money? Maybe triple it, |
EDs How? _
BEN: This here's & hot town, Ed. Plenty of action._.
A man has & little luck and a little nerve, he can

turn s deollar,

BOBO: Ed and me, we got plenty of nerve. Ain't ve, Ed?
ED: Sure. Sure. We've willin! to try anything,

BEN: Then all you have to be 1s lucky.

BOBO: low we gonna make all this money, Bén?

BEN: Like this, ...

(ROLL OF DIGE)

ED3 Dice, huh?

REN: Why not? You two boys interested?

ED: Sure, Alwaye intercsted in a good crap game,
BOBOC: Me too, Ben.

BEN: All right, I'1l arrange a game later, But right

now, letts check you into your hotel, After that,

we'll start out on the town.
LMQSICL UE AND UNDEB)
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ART:
FRANK
ART:
FRANK:

ART:

(MusIc _ . .

(MUSIC;

(PHONE RING}
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
Captain Rawlins, Sheffield Piatolet _polioe,

fgxci4;¢ﬁz

(FILTER) Art, Frank Doherty, dewn—st-the Sun—Times.
Yes? |

It's slmost midnight,

I know, And we gtill haven't had a homicide report.

Maybe this Fourth of July is going to be different.

from all the others, Art. Maybe this is going Vo

be the quietest, most peaceful Fourth the great oity of
Chicapgo has ever seen, '
Maybe., (GRIME¥) Bubt don't bet on 1t, Frank,

And don't lock up your desk and go home yet,

The night's still young! |

UP_AND_UNDER)

The nightts still youn§:"nrb—aawl&naT—%eaiﬂ—you1

And at a place called Riverview—Park, an amusementp4?f?13“
and-rEYNIVAl park, the nlght 16 also s8LiLJS young.:
Hepe*$he—&%ﬁks~%e-yaﬂr*ﬁ&g~5%ory“wefe-a%&e~be4ng o
forgedt,eenas

r-angil— el SRR, g el A LA i o B e i e

SWIFTY:

(BUZZ OF CROWD, DISTANT BARKERS OFF)
(BARKINQ) Step right\up, ladies and gentlemen] Trﬁ.
youy 1luck on the Wheel of Fortune. Twenty-five.ceﬁts,
the fourth part of a dollar. Put your meney down, and
walk away with the Ovend Prize. Here We go nowW, hgre
we go! Let's spin the wheel of Fortﬁne.._.'

(WHEEL STARTS TO ROTATE, FAST)
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SWIFTY"

SWIFTY:

BEN:

SWIFTY:

BEN:
SWIFTY:

BEN:

. i iR i L ALl SRR el i e i o ikl NPV IEL SN

11w

And around and around she goes!

{ WHEEL ROLLS AWHILE AND SLOWS TO A STOP, CHIES

OF DISAPPOINTMENT, )
And 1t's Number 16, Number 16 Black, Tco bad, folks.
too bad, Try 1t again. Two bits brings you the grand
prize, just two bits! How about you, - Mister? Try
your luck again? .
How about it, Ed? Ygu gonna try it again?
Kot me, Bobo. I already lost ten bucks.
How about you, Mlster. You look like a real sport.
But you aintt tried it once, :
(LAUGHS) Me? I'm not interested in pennies and dlmés,
Mister, These two boys are friends of mine from my
home town, and they enjoy it, You pot a nlce piﬁchf
heve, but it's strictly small time.
You talk pretty big, Mister,
When I gamble, I like to gamble big, You want to
mateh deollars wivh me, I'1ll show you a resl game.-.
Like what?
Like a good grap game,
Now you're talking my lenguage. You show me a
good crap game, and I'm your boy:

You mean you'd be interested, Mr,...

" Hawkins 18 the name, Swifty Hawkins, I'm alwayé

interested in makin' a fast buck, wherever I can. 
You know where there 5 & game?
Why, yeah, I'm planning a friendly little game at my

place later, You want to come in, you're welconme,
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“12- cvima it
oy SWIFTY: Okay, Mister. You got yourself & customer, But 1. )
gotta keep this swindie running t1l11 midnight. What
time de you figure on startin?
BEN: Oh. About twe ayem.,
SWIRTY: Okay., Gimme your name and the addrese of your Joint...
and T'11 be there! (UP WITH BARKING)
Al) right, ladles and gentlemen, &ll right!
Try your luck, spin the Wheel of Fortune! _
| Bro-bibe, the-feurtPErt vfa-doliah—buys-you-a.
” , humber;—brings-you-the—grand—Prizel- _
Step-right up_for shake hands-with-Tady-Luckd
Hone-we—go-#ith-the-Wheeluf “Fortunci-Here we-go!
{WHEEL UP IN TURNING AND UP INTO)

{MysIcs _ _ WIPE )
(DICE BEING ROLLED)
BEN: Hah} Five and bug-eyes. An' six straight passes.
This sure is ny 1ucky night.... '
i SWIFTY: (COLD) Hold 1%, Carroll,
: BEN: Huh? .
SWIFTLY1 Lemme see those dlce,
BEN: Now wait a mlnute, Hawkins., What,..
SWIFTY: Come on, Gimme 'em, I'd llke to try 'em a little

myself...dust for slze,

(ROLL OF DICE)

SWIRTY: Seven

(ROLL OF DICE)
SWIFTY: And seven,

(ROLL OF DICE AGAIN) §
SWIFTY: And seven, So this is .the kind of game you're running,

eh, Carollt

ATHOT 0006230
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SWIFTY:

—— e —

—_——

P
.y oty

-13-
(BLUSTERS) Wait a minute, Hawkins, What ave you talkint
about! . ':

vou know what I'm talkin' about, you dirty low down

erook!

— m wen e S mew e e

Three ayem. And Just as you, Frank Doherty ane.about to

leave the Of'fice. 'yX}

I

( PHONE RING)

(PHONE OFF HOOK)
Doherty. Sun-Times. -
(FILTER) Frank, Art, Here we gol The fireworks have
sterted, and I don't mean the patriotic kindl
Homiclde?
Yeah,
Where? _
A rooming house over on the North Side. A man found'

dead 4n—e—wooming_house, with his head bashed in{

e -

P TSt~

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #278
MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
[siiﬂii [ ] L
CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratch!
GROUP; Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke &
PELL MELL,  (BND E,T,)
“  HARRICE: Yes, smoke & PELL MELL -- and digscover how PELL

MELL'S greater length of fine tobaccos filteré thé

smoke on the way %o your throat - filters the quke

and makes it mild, _
CHAPPELL: At the flrst puff PELL MELL smoke i& filtered furﬁher

than that of any other leading cigarette, And,.whét's

more after 5 pufls, or 10, or 17 - by actual -

measure - PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally

fine tobaccos still travels the smobke further - filters

the smoke and makes it mild. _ _
: HARRICE: +ods, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a.

emocthness mildness and satisfaction no other

clgarette offers you,

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scrateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy the gmooth emcking of fine tobaccoE, Smoke“a
PELL, MELL, | "

~ CHAPPELL: Wherever you go today, notice how many people have
changed to PELL MELL in the distinguiahed red
package - the finest quality mcney can buy._
(START E,T,)

GROUP: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke.ﬁ

PELL MELL, (END E,T,)

_ATKO1 0006232
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. CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - !Qutstandingl"

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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NARR:

ART:

e mmmer ok aas

16—
This is Cy Harrice, returning vou to your narrator,t
and the Big Story of Frank Doherty, as he lived tt,i
and wrote it,
You, Frank Doherty of'the Chicago Sun-Times, ot
nte—yoursar-and race to the address aApt Rawlins

has glven youg It's a high clese rooming house on

Chicago's North Side, end—-the—TivingToom is &

shambles of broken furniture, And on the floon, N
you see the body of a man, staring up at the celling
with*ftxed—an&-é%#eleaﬂneyea, a Jagged-b&eed-oaked cut
across his temple. #nd lying next to him, & smashed Jug.,
Ben Ccarrolls

Yeah, A tin horn pgambler, Someone brained him with this
Jug,

Say, Art.

YEAH?

Take a whiff on what was in the Jjug,

{A PAUSE) Whew! GCorn Liquor,

Yeah. And prime corn. Mountain dew straight out

of the hills, (A PAUSE) Got any information on thia.
Avt? Was anybody with him a¢ the time?

Don't know a thing yet,

The lendlay's still hysterical, When she straightens

out, maybe we can get somewhere!

ATHOT 0006234




e TR aBal R i _— i drb e S

- - -

A (MUSIC:., - UP.AND_UNDER, _ )

o 'NARR: Art Rawlins goes downsteirs to see how Mrs. Brand is
coming along, but youhlinger a mbment, stering-st—thebody.
You-shiver—a—itt1o—and-sbart—Eor—the-door—and_then you
stop.n Your ‘eye catches a pair of small and shiny :
objects under the bureasu. You pick'them up ese andfﬁeé;

uuuuuuuuuu

~

theylre a-palpof dlca.

(ROLL—EP-DICE) _

NARR: Just for the fun of it, you roll them across the table vee
(ROLL OF DICE) :

“ NARR1 ’ And again ..

(ROLL OF DICE)

NARR: Agalin see
(ROLL OF DICE)

| -NARR———And-then Te. |
FRANK : (QUIETLY) Well, what do you know? What do you know?

NARR: Loaded dice. Fuli-of-beautifui-sevens. Now, you've got.a
' motive for murder. You go downstairs, tell Art Rawlin#,
what-youlve-fourd. And finally, you both talk to -the
landlady. _ .
MRS. BRAND:I know Mre Carroll was with three men. ESaw 'em come 1ﬁto
the house, about one thirty.
ART: Did you know any of the men Mrs. Brand?
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' MRS. BRAND: Well, two of lem were friends of Mrs Carroll, in from
out of town. They'd been here earlier with him, and |
were staylng over the Fourth. I know he was tryint to

W, get a hotel room for them someplace.

“PAYLs Could you deseribe them? . _
MRSs BRAND: Didn't take mych notlce of 'em. They were both dressed
-0 -JEOAeAL S -
like 5 S-you-mew-shet—i-neean. One was small and
dark, the other tall an' blond. < ' '
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~i.- ART: What about the thilrd man:
fj: MRS ,.BRAND: Never saw him before in my life,

e e RS A W e e

write the lead sjory. But instead of writing, you start to
think, An 1dea{§§z;:g to Jump around in your-mind;.a
crazy deduction, little more than a desperate hunch, Ypu
play your hunch, |
(PHONE RING OTHER END - PICK UP)
+~  MRS.BRAND: (PILTER) Hello?
| FRANK ; Mrs. Brand, this is Mr. Doherty of the Sun Times again,.
MRS.BRAND: Yes? _ _
FRANK: Do you Know where Mr, Carroll came from originally?

Do you know his home town,

" MRS.BRAND: Why yes. VYes, I do. It's Martin, Tennesaee.

FRANK: Martin, Tennessee, Thank you, Mrs. Brandl
(MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER) |
NARR: Herbin,—Tennessee., Now, you ride your hunch. You reason

if Carroll got his two Tennessee friends & hotel room, it

would probably be near his rooming house, You sheek . Kﬂi&m
&Ll the hotels in the classified phone book, ageinsé the areas ¢

Set—omthe-phene, And on the seventh call, bingo! And

after that.... . df%ﬂxﬁfxgg)L
ART: (FILTER) Captain Rawlins, Sheffield Avenue Distriet—Policed
FRANK: ATt, Frank, Meet me at the Triangle Hotel right away!
ART: The Trilangle Hotel? Why?. |
FRANK : I'd like you to meet a couple of hillbillies.,.if they're

gt1ll there!

e e —— e Ak e e
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EDz

BOBO:
ART:

FRANK:

ART:

BOBO:
ED:
FRANK :

iy
e L ]

..19-
They're still there,..,a wan named Reese and another
odgee Lt

named . You and Art wake them from a sound sleep,

L
BT BT B e s .
Captain, I sWear me and Bobo, we don't Know & thing about
this. Do we, Bobo? | '
Not a thing.

But you admlt you Were there,

. We. were there, all right. But Bobo and me got cleaned:

out early, Never did see a man throw so manhy pasges &8
Ben. Anyway, me &nd Bobo left early, 1ike I sald. Thé
lagt I saw of Ben, he was still shooting crap with that
Carnival guy. |
What carnival guy? _
Man named Swifty Hawkins, wasn't it, Bobo?

45»ﬁau¢kuk40Egb?,

Runa the wheel of Fortune over at Rivewnwtew—Park, He.

Yeh, SWiftry Bawkins,

must have killed poor Ben, Couldn't have been anyone
else.

Maybe not. But that's your story. It'll stand some
checking, ' _

Look, Captain. If we k1lled Ben, we wouldn't be hanging
around here, would we? Weld be on our way back tb the
hills. That right, Bobo? - |
Un-huh. That's right, £d.

Besides, Ben wWas &n old friend of ours.

(DRYLY) Some friend.

What do you mean?
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FRANK:
ART:
FRANK:
ART:
FRANK:

ART:
FRANK ¢

ART:

«00-
Recognize this palr of dice?

Why, sure, Red with white eyes. They're Ben's.

Take & 1o0K.iesa

(DICE THROWN ONCE, TWICE, THREE TIMES)

Anyway, you roll 'ew, they still come up seven,

(A BEAT AND STARES} Well, what do you know?

(STARES) Yeah, What do you know?
_UP. AKD UNDER)™ |

Art Hawkimns sends the two men from Tennessee to
headquarters for further questioning. Then, you do a g
fast check, find Swifty Hawkins address, é place over

5n North Clark Street. And on the WaYesss

(AUTO UNDER) '

Byt

Yozt

You think ¢hese two hillblllies are on the level?

They sound on the level,

Yeah, I know., Only one thlng doesn't add up to me, They
sald they left Mrs. Brand'a place before this Carntva1 
operator, Hawkins. | | |
So?

Well, I don't know. Carnlval men are hard to fool when
1t comes to gambling games. We know Carroll was using .
loaded dice, Wouldn't this carnie Hawkins have caughti
on right away? Why would he hang around to the bitter@
end and get fleeced? Wouldn't he be too smart fopr that?
Sounds logical, But let's walt and see what Hawkins

has to say.

{MysIc: __ BRIDGE)
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ART:
SWIFTY:

FRANK:
SWIFTY:

ART:
SWIFTY:

FRANK:
ART:
SWIFTY:
ART:

~21-

Listen, Captalin, J've been arounds I cut my eye teetﬂ'_
on every shell game there is. I know every gimmiék in
the book.

Then you knew thoese dlce were loaded, Hawkins? _

Are you kidding? - After this mbthball threw a rew_pasées
in a row, I had him tabbed for a faker, I knew those
cubes were crocked, I called him on it, and walkéa out.
Leaving both Reese andmth Carroll. That righ'é?
Yeah. That's right. Those two hilbillles were loaded
with corn, They got real hot in the head about gettin'
the double cross from a hometown fireman, AnotheP th;ng...
Yoo i |
If this murder rap wag on me, I'd be an awful sucker %o
hang around, walting for you to come piék me'up,3'  k
wouldn't 1?7

That's the same logic they gave us, Hawkins.

All of which makes it very simple.

Yeah? Meaning what, Captain? _
Meaning that either you're lying, Or they are. {GRIMLY)
And one way or another, I'm going to find out before';

this Fourth is over!

L = =t Y

two hillblllies as the killers. Whoever was with Cafpoll
last, killed him, and 8w1fty Hawkins' story registers a
little truer, hits your hunch a 1little harder, At six '
o'clock on the Fourth of July morning, Art Rawline starts
to grill the two hilibillies, Hour after hour...it's

the same story., First, ReesSe....
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ED;

ART;:
ED:
FRANK:
ED:

-2e- _
I tell you, me and Bobo left early, This carnie guy was
5ti1l shooting crap ﬁith Ben, He smashed that thére Jug
over hls head. Ask Bobo! | ”
Me and Ben, wWwe was klds together, We gvowed up togetﬁer,
We worked together, I wouldn't have killed old Ben. We
got busted out of our cash, and left that carnivai feller
with Ben. If you don't believe it, aég'Ed! |
AGCENT) - '

— e

(WEARY SIGH) PFrank, X'm about convinced,

Of what? _

Of the fact that those two hillbillies are innocent.
They've both stuck to their stories like glue, -
Keep at 1t, Art. Another hour or two..;.

(WEARY SIGH) Okay. But if they don't come up with
something by two o'clock, I'm taking Swifty Hawkins
over the grili}

— W s e s

Ten minutes of.two. And finally, a break, It comes
suddenly, without warning, From Ed Reeée....

(AGITATED) Okay, Captain. I can't stand it any longér,

I can't stand it, see? All these questions, pounding;

and pounding, hour after hour, You thidk I'm made-of?iron?
(REMORSELESS) Who did it, Reese? Who killed Ben Carfoll.
It was Bobo, | | N
Bebo—Hotdpesd

Thetle—pight, This carnie guy, this Swifty Hawkins, told
us the dice were loaded and walked out,.Bobo got.real mg@oﬁeal
mads He'd guzzled a lot of corn, an' he started to shove

Bz sround.
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" ART:

FRANK:
. ED:

— T a m—

ART:
BOBO:

ART:

BOBO:
ART:

-23-

What happened after that?.

Well, We argued and piled into Ben for avwhile. I ﬁasz7
Just a8 riled as Boho was, but I didn't figure on no
‘murder, Finally, we run out of cigarettes, and I.nen; 
out to get some,

How long were you gone, Reese? _
I dunno. FPFlve minutes, Mebbe ten, Anyﬁay, when I come
back, there was Bobo standing over Ben, with this busted
Jug 1n his hand, an' blood all over Ben's head, (SOBS)
I knew I shouldn't have left that big moron., I knew it.
If I'd a been there, 1t never would have happened! :

(QUIET) A1l right, Reese. That's all,

By

(QUIET) All right, Captain. I guess there atn't no
use lyin' any more....wha%—aboutusd—%e%%iaJ‘vbu—the—ﬁﬁubh
and-alis -
Then you killed Carrell, Hodges.
Yeah, I done 1t, I gdt redheaded about those there ;
loaded dice. And when d went out, I done it,
{QUIET) You'll sign a confessézﬁ to thét effect, Hodées?
(wnﬁny, DEFEATED) I4}%—aign—Ziy%hing~yQu-aay, Captain.
All right, Hodges, walt outside... )

{A COUPLE OF STEPS AND DOOR CLOSE)
Well, Frank, I guess that 1ocks it up.
Yeah., I guess it does; Art, St1ll.eaa
S£41) what?

I don't know, I Just don't know,

P LA A e
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NARR: You don't know. Somewhere, deep inside.of you, Fz_'eink
Doherty, e-nerve FrATts—to—tinglo.Something 15 Wrong
here, something doesn't &dd up., True, Art Rawling has a
confession. But still something tormen'gs you. And then,&‘M&ﬂ?
you know why. And Just to check, you take a x"ide'..tn '_f.he
quiet suburban nelghborhood of Mrs, Brand's roomlhg hbuse.
And about a block away, you find a candy store, taik to ' oF
the CWNErssass '

FRANK: Mr. Gordon, fell me something.

GORDON:———Yes7

FRANK: Are you open at three o'clock in the morning?

GORDON 1 No, I work long hours, but not that long.

FRANK 1 If anyone around here wanted to buy a pack of cig'_arettés,
where could he buy them at three ayem,

GORDON: Only place I know i3 an allnight drug store about a mile
down the-avenue, hm&, %w NS S

FRANK: A wile away, eh? Then he couldn't have made 1t an_d Back
in five minutes, or ten., Then he was lylng.,

GORDON:  ~Who-was-iyinz;-Mp«Dohertyi —WNO &ve WW 62

FRANK : oh, Nobody you'd know j‘.lrf-eﬁf"c’f'n. And thanks. -Thénks
eIy HUChy — %u%_heeni big heln!

{Mysic: _ BIIDGE 4 o o s 2 & )

FRANK: Art, I tell you Reese was lying.

ART: All right, Frank. S¢ he was lying, What difference _does
1t make. We'lve gotm confession, haven't we? |

FRANK: Sure. Sure you have. But for some crazy reaaon; I don't
think mﬂ,d it. I think he's covering up for someohe.

ART: Who for instance, ' |

PRANK: His sidekick, EdJ Reese!l

'ATHO1 0006243




PNy T, LT et

JpIREpe 1 T

-25-

(MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER)
¢ NARR: ~Apt—Rawlins—ITInKE you'ré orazy. CPazy ﬁmwnéat-&n&
humidfty of the Fourth of July, But he lets you talk to
~Bobo-Hogaw, and stands by while you Q0..e4

FRANK: Bobo, are you sure you killed Ben Carroll?

BOBO: I told you I did, didn't I?

FRANK: 1 know. You told us, Bub you know what this meansp
It means that you may go to the Chair.

BOBO: The Chalpr?

FRANK: « That's rlght, Por first degree murder; _

BOBO: You're lyin', Mr. Doherty, That ain't true, (SUDDEN -
PANIC) That ain't true, sece?

FRARK : It's true all right, Bcbto. When you signed that
confesaion, it's possible you signed your death warrant.,

BOBO: Then he lied to me, He—dted-to ! |

ART: ¥Who lied to you, Bobo?

BOBO: I ain't goin{ to no Chair. He said 1t'd only be fiﬁe
year, and then I'd be out, I ain't goin' to burn in no
Chair, not me, not for Ed Reese or no one elee, |

FRANK: Ed Reese?

BOBO ¢ He slugged Ben Carroll with that Jwr, not me,

ART: Tren why did you confess to 1t7

BOBO: He talked me into it, that's why.

FRANK! (AGHAST) fTalked you into 1%7
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CHAPPELL:

—— e —

-26- e

Yeah, I dldn't want to, rt first. But then he éaid it
would only be five yéars. And after that, I'd be famous,
Fheyld-Hribe-storles wbout-me,—put—ny—pltcher in-the—papers:
Aﬂd—wheﬁ—i—got*back—to*mw—homebewh;—back—tn~Teﬂnteseé;
-Fd-ve T big AN, they el tatk-atout me; i Bobo
Hoduges. I'd be famous, Ed said, with a killln' to By
eredit, they'd take their hats off to me, back In M;:;:g?ei’
But go to the Chair? No, sir, JF—domt-wamt—todo-thet
not-forn-anybodayd I guess I ain't very smarti, Captain,
jettin' Ed Reese sweet-talk me into it, But if you want

Ben Carrcllls killer...he's the one who done it, I swear

it

i e et ¥ o ¥ it e en

Doherty of the Chlcago Sun Times with the final outcome
of tonlght's BIO STORY, '

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:'

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

P

=27~ "‘THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #278

(START E, T}
Guard against throat-scratcehl!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke & PﬁLL
MELL,

(END E, T.)
Yes, smoke & PELL MELL and disoover how PELL MELL's
greater length of rine tobaccos rilters the smoke on the
way to your thromt - filiters the smoke and makes it mild,
Remember this, the further a puff of smoke is riltered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes, _ f
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered furtherfthan
that of any other leading clgarette, Moreover, after:

5 puffs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measuré - PELL HELL‘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,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
Wherever you go today, notice how many people have:chahged
to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette in the_' |
distinguished red package., Smoke PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qubstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that'telegram from Frank Doherty of the

DOHERTY:

ot )
- FHIS-UNIQUE—CASE, THE REAL KILLERAFINALLY CONFESSED, WAS

FOUND GUIL&, AND SENTENCED TO FOURTEEN YEARS IN JOLIET
FOR MURDER, A FRIEND WHO DELIVERED FAKE CONFESSION =

Chicago Sun Times. %,;Uggi.g Big Stewy

TESTIFIED AGAINST HIM AS A STATE'S WITNESS, AND WAS GIVEN

HIS COMPLETE FREEDOM, HI6—GABE-BRING-NOLIE-RROSSED-ON-THE

DATE-OF KILIER*S—CONVICTTON, MY SINCERE APPRECIATION FOR
. TONIGHT'S PELL MELL AVARD, o

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

CIGARETTES are proud to present to you the PELL MELL -Award
for notable service In the fiéld of Jouvnalism.._&§ check
for $500, and a special mounted bronze plaque engravéd
with your name and the name of your paper, Accept iﬁjas

a lasting mememto of your truly significant@ achievement.,

HARRICE: Listen agaln next week, same tims, same station, when

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG .
' STORY -- A big story from the front pages of the Wichita

{MUSIC: STING)

—— T ——

CHAPPELL: And remember -- every week you can see another different

Bilg Story on television -- brought to you by the makers
of Pell Mell Famous Clgarettes.

e e e ey e e e el s M e e R R mm fm sk
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CHAPPELL:

(MusIc:

._......——--—..-—-......—-.--n

CHAPPELL:

/g2
9/1/52 pm

-29‘. - R

- THE BIG STORY is a Bernard J. Prockter Production,

original nusic composed and conducted by v1adimir
Selinsky. ‘Tonight's program was adapted by Max Ehrlich
from an actual story from the front pages of the Chicago
Sun Times, Your narrator was Bob Sloane and Bill Quinn
played the part of Frank Doherty. In order %O protect
the names of people actually involved 1n tonight'
authentic BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the
dramatization were changed ‘with the axception of the_.
reporter, Mr. Doherty.

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, the fineat guality money can buy.

'THIS IS NBC +»e THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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NARRATOR
BILL GAGNON
JOHNNY
AGNES
PETE ,
MRS, JARVIS
SAM (FATHER)
SOMERS
WANDA

WOMAN 1

WCMAN II

THE BIQ STORY

PROGRAM #279

CAST

KS BROADCAST

BOB SI.OANE

JOBE flEI:GESEN
HAL STUDER
CATHLEEN CORDELL
SANDY STROUSE =
CHARME ALLEN
TOM HEAFHY
ROLAND WINTERS
ANNA KAREN
CATHLEEN CORDELL
ANNA KAREN

WEDNESDAY, SEPT, 17, 1952
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CHAPPELL:

AGNES:
JOHRNY :
AGNES:
JOHNNY @
AGNES:
JOHNNY :
AGNES:
JOHNNY :
AGNES:
JOHNNY
AGNES:

JOHNNY ¢
AGNES:
JOHENNY:

AGNES:

JOHNNY:
AGNES:
JOHNNY:
AGNES:

L

.
-]~ SV

PELL~MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, finest guality money cén buy,
presents, ,...THE BIG STORY, .

— e e e wm me me me et Eee e

(RADIO PLAYING B.G,)
It!'s late, &fought £0 gO.
In a minute,

you said that before,

(IRRITATED) In & minute., {THEN) Agnes,..
Mmmtmm ? -
Gimm~ & KiBB... ' '
:2 g ¥ i€
I told you before,,.. ' X E;

Just a 1ittle kiss...
et your hande off me, I =--
All T wantls a little kilss ...
(FLARES) I said let gol
(A RARD SLAP} O M| e
{BEAT, LOW) You didn't have to do that,
Just -« keep away from me ... _ _
(BUILDING) You didn't have to do that. All I wanted was
a little kiss. ' '

(SCARED Now) I just -- (CUTS. (TERROR)) Where'd you ge
that knife? ~

(EFFORT) Just a little kiss!
Let go, I --
(WILD) Just & 1little kiss, (EFFORT)

(SCREAMS)} No, NO. I -- {THE SCREAM GURGLES IN
HER THROAT. DIES,)

(SILENCE. THEN)

ATHOT 000E250

. . .
i . AL H Co - .
v AP - '&I! L e T e e




e i i, Maleg o

a“Pe= .

JOHNNY:  (WHISPERS) All I wanted was a 1ittle kiss,

e A A e o ol e omme? e e e e A e

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. The story you are sbout to hear aétua;iy
happened, It happened 1n Whichtts, Kansas, It is .
authentic and is offered as a tribute.to the men and
women of the great Amerlcan newspapers. (PAUSE, .COLDi _
AND FLAT) From the pages of the whichit__a&acon, ‘the
ator'y,_of & palr of porech steps --- and a reporter who made
themlwlead a killer to Justice, Tonight, to Bill Gagnon
for hiS Big Story, goes the PELL MELL $500,00 Award.

—e T e o R R

et e deem s ma m e

( COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE EI0 STORY
PROGRAM #279

OPENING COMVERCIAL
{START E.T,)

Guard agalnst throat-seratch!

Enjoy the pmoocth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke a
FELL MELL,
: (END E,T,)

Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke_on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild,
Remember this - the further your cigarebbe £11ters the
smoke fhrough fine tobaccos, the milder that smoké.
becomes, ' | _
At the Tirst puff PELL MELL smoke 18 fiitered further
through fine tobaccos than that of any other leading
clgarette. And what!'s more after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 -

by actual measure - PELL MELL's greaterflength of -

traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the smoke
further ~ fllters the smoke and makes it mild,
Thus, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildnese and satisfaction no other cigarette

of fers you, | .
Enjoy the finest quality money can buy - smoke PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl" ' :

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

NARRATOR:

MRS JARVIS:
JOHNNY:

SAM:

JOHNNY:

MRS JARVIS:
JOHNNY:
SaM:

MRS JARVIS:
SaM:
JOHNNY ¢

Mes. I
SAM:

JOHNNY:
MRS JARVIS:
SAM:

MRS ,JARVIS:
SAM:

_ i P I U i R SR R Ve W P ) i mmk
et el ey
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Wichita, Kanaas. The'story ag 1% actually-happened'e?
Bill Gagnonts sgtory =as he lived 1t,
You, Blll Gagnon, aren't in at the beginning of your}Big
Story, You're tendlng strictly to business in the city_
rocm, whlle your story begins at a party .. a birthday
party... :
{SING) Happy birthday to you ..happy birthday to you. ..
Happy birthday dear (SHE SINGS "SAM", HE SIﬁGs "DAD")...
happy birthday to youl

{THEY APPLAUD)
W211, that's quite a cakel
{YOUNG, EAGER) Stand back, Dad, You don't want to get 2
sunburn from all those candles, '
Johnny! Where!d you put the present?
Out on the porch.. : a .
Say@tmng real Interesting looking out there,
Can I go out and look? -
(LAUGHS) @Go ahead, -

(FADES) ©Oh, boy. o f§1y1¢4%4$” M.i ﬁ:-e{
- s,

Do you think he'll be: surprised? Sraew Tl Tt

::'J: C-JC/-LJ‘!:LK.I \wl'..lk ----- :

(OFF) well, it's~ heavy enough (coMps off) What'diyoufput
in this bag2' gead? -

(LAUGHS) Mom and I figured you -- (HE STOPS)

Sami

JibatTy _the-maTTERT
Vheretd you get that bag?
From under the porch steps, Been notieing it all week,

Isn't it my present?
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JOHNNY:

SAM: _
MRS JARVIS:
SAM:

MRS JARVIS:
SAM¢ ¥

MRS JARVIS:
JOHNNY:
SAM:
JOHNNYt
SAM:
(MUSIC:
NARRATOR:

JOHNNY 3

BILL:

JOHNNY:

No. I didn't say under the steps. Your;present's'right on

the poreh,

Then what's this?

I don't know, I never saw 1t before,.

Well, one way to find out. Open her up,
{ZIPRER-BRINGGRENEDT™ .

(SURPRISE) 1It's a coat, A woman's coat, _

Something else under 1t, Hold the ooat a moment whilégl--

(A SCREAM) Sami |

What is 1%, Dady

'(SHARP) Don't look. Get back, Johnny, You to0o, Myra;

But what is 1it?

(SICK} The head and body of a corpse. (fﬁ{dfznq;)

HIT AND UNDER)

You, Bill Gagnon, don't get all these deteils, of eourse,
But you get enough from your city editop'to send you hot~
footing over to the Jarvis home but fast. There you atavt
asking questions, but you don't get very fap --beeahse:you
run intc someone who can ask questions even faster than
YOU can.,., |

(EXCITED) Does 1t take long to get to be a reporter, ﬁr.
Gagnon? I mean, how do you start? Do ¥you have to go to |
school or-- Ve &,{)C;jotuzﬂJ

(CUTS IN) Look, Johnny, how about my asking the questiona?
Were you with your father and mother when they discovered
the body? “ | |

Oh, sure, Look, can they tell about the body? I-méan, do
they fingerprint it or what? '
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BILL: They'1l try., {(FRESH ATTACK) Have you any idea how'long the
bag was under the steps? _ |
JOHNNY: Gee, no, I never even noticed it. How can they fingerprint?
I mean, does almost everybody have prints on file or iéiit
only criminals... ﬁ)F?Jf
BILL: (CcuTs IN) Johnny... (THEN) Did you notice any W
around the neighborhood? Anyone who could have left thé
bag under the steps without yoﬁv notiocing?
JOHNNY ¢ Gee, no., I mean you never pay any atbention_to th&ée _
things until after, Unless you're trained, I mean,. Say,
does it take long to train to be & reporter? I - |
BILL: Kid, look, give me abreak, will you? The police are in
with your mother and father. I can't talk to them;' The
neighbors I've questioned all seem to want to ¢clam up, -
I've got to get the facts fﬁom someone, - NoWw -- | ;
JOHNNY:  You mean the nelghbors don't want to talk about the ﬁurder?
BILL:  Looks that way, I -- -
JOHNNY: That!s eracy, Gee, I don't want to talk about anything
else, I wsuppose 1t s old stuff to ydu, Lthough...
BILL: Not exactly., I --
JOHNNY: Gosh, belng a police reporter must be terrific, I mean,
working at the newspaper and being ln on everything and --
BILL: (DESPERATION) Johnny, 1iEten ... would you like to 30 
over to the newspaper office -- see how they put the —f
paper together? |
JOHNNY: Would I? Say...
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BILL:

JOHNNY:

Okyy. You mnawer my quesﬁions for me and vhen we'lre’
through, I'll take you down to the office and show you : _
arcound., City room, prespes...the morgue,..the wholé showu .,
What do you say? Is 1t a deal? ' | |

Is 1t% Oh boy!

HIT AND_ UNDER

T e T e e et o me e

NARRATOR ¢

SOMERS:

BILL:
SOMERS

BILL:

SOMERSS
BILL:
SOMERS:

BILL:
SOMERS:

It works. You dig the story out of him, bit by bit, and
then you take him -over to the paper and ¢ive him the fifty
cent tour. Finaliy you get rld of him sand have a chance
to see Lt. Somers,

Not much to go on Bill, Doc says the corpse is a woman.
Or was. Stabbed in the throst. But the job was done

so long ago that ldentificationts not poing to be easy;
Flngerprints eradicated? ' :
Sure, Only thing we found was a wedding ring.

Did you ckeck the missing persons! reports for any_woﬁ&h_
who might answer the geheral descrictlion?

First thizg, No dice, Which flts in, |

Fits 1In with what? _
The way I look at it, Bill, take 1t from an old timer;
When a merrled woman gets murdefed some taree months ago
and her busband never even bothers Lo report her missing --
i1t's because he doesn't want anybody 0 know she isnlt
6till in the land of the living. |

Meaning you think the hushand lIe the killer?

Meaning Just thaf. As Boon as we get the'identificétion
on the woman -- if we ever 4o -- we'll send eut & call for

her husband. And when we get him -- that wraps it up,

— T me e dmn e e e ome me mes
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WANDA ¢
BILL:

WANDA ;

BILL:

WANDA :
BILL:

WANDA 5
; BILL:
WANDA ¢
BILL:
WANDA :
BILL:
WANDA ;
BILL:
WANDA ¢

-
aem et T e

It sounds simple, 8o simple‘that you can'tlunderétand
the funny, nagging doult at the back of your mind;
You stop in at your usual dog wagon for a cup of k
coffee and sit there..,nurasing 1t...and the funny,
nagging doubt, é; :)
(40, BLOWSY) More coffee, reportent Gggdr”}L
{ABSENT) Huh? Oh, thanks Wanda.

(SOUND OF ROURING)
You're the best coffee maker in town,
Sure, Just like you're the blggest mouth of blarnéy
in town, But it's still ten cents & cup and baid'in
advance. :
(LAUGHS) Truéting soul, aren't you?

(COIN ON COUNTER, CASH REGISTER)
What's on your mind tonight, anyhow?
(SIGHS} I dunno. Why do I always have to get ideas
that don't tie in with the police's? |
On this woman under the poreh steps?
That's 1t. |
The police think the husband did it, don't they?
Yeah, ] |
What's the matter with that idea?
The porch steps,
Huh?
They're not nailed ddwn.

So? K
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BILL:

WANDA

BILL:

WANDA :
BILL:

WANDA
BILL:

JOHNNY 3
BILL:
JOHNNY 1

BILL:
JOHNNY:

BILL:
JORNNY:

et i i e e e R Ch a1 i i AR B A e e
: ’ ; ;

So how would the husband know that? If a strangeﬁ
planted that body under the steps, Qbuldn‘t the f | k}&u~4;
nelghbors have repdrted seeling Bemedne prowliﬁg ‘;4”:;}i'ij%
around wlth & heavy bag?

You mean you think someone who lived in fhe Jarviﬁ
nelghborhood is the killep? ' _ :
It would make Eense, wouldn't 18?2  Someone who knew
the steps weren't nailed down,,.,. somecie who
viouldn't be notlced nosing around the steps...andi
besides, .. . :
Yeah?

Wanda..,when I tried to question the neighbors, they
clammed up. Wouldntt talk, As if there was !
something they didn't want to talk about in rront;
of everybody, IWhy?. ' :
Search me. All I do is make coffee, ;
Well, I'm going to find out, I'm goalng back there
and ask some more questions. Maybe --

{COMING IN) Mr. Gagnon,..

Huh? (THEN) Oh, Johnny, .

Gee, I've been looking all over for you, I figured
you'd be through at headquarters by now, Did ybu _
find out anything? _
Not much, Just leaving now to dola.little leg woﬁk.
Say, I don't have to be at work at the hat factory
for anotherlhour. | o
Could I come with you?

Sorry, kid, not this time,

Why not?
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BILL:

JOHNNY :
BILIL:
JOHNNY:

WANDA :
JOHNNY :
WANDA ;

— dra e e B M

NARRATOR:

WOMAN TI:

B o e ma e -

e e e i < s i e T B o el ki it Lo ablipnis E DL o it i et il

=10~ vy
I've got some things to find out, and I think I may

find them out faster If I'm alone.

Maybe I could help though, Tsmesr—s, 2 2 '5".
‘V“ ' :
Some other time, -32221" 'ﬂﬂﬂe

Gee, I thought maybe I could find out how a'reporﬁer '
WOrks.,. |
Kid, you're not missing a thing.

But ...

Have a oup of coffee instead. On the house,

You leave, Hels B nice eager kid, thils Johnny'Jafvis,
but you, Bill Gagnon, are a reportef and you have:
things on your mind, | |

Questions you have to ask -- answefs you want to know.
And so, you head for the Jarvis neighborhood and
start ringing doorbells, And this time, the neighbors
start talking,..slowly at first, and then in more” and
more detail, And what they tell'you, Bi1l Gagnoh;
seems $o incredible that you can't believe your |
ears. PBut,..

Oh, itts true all rlght, Mr, Gaghon., I 4idn't want
to menticon it bhefore, in rront of everyone, seeiné s
a8 I'm not one to cast stones, But 1t's true, ali
right, N
Well, you dbn't have to take my word forlit,_Hr. 
Gagnon. You asked me, and I'm telling you, May Beem
hard to belleve, but you can look it up. It's aii

down in black and white.
STING ) '

ATKG1 000F259

} .
A\szdff

pam




NARRATOR:

—— o = o a—

BILL:
SOMERS:

BILL:

SOMERS:
BILI:

SOMERS ¢
BILL:

e

-11- R

pPossibly,

Until, holding this bombshell of 1nfbrmation,:you_

But stil1l you can't believe it. Not

investigate the police records. And you find out that
this incredible, astounding thing is true!

STAB_OUT)

{DOOR FLUNG OPEN)
(BURSTING IN) Lieutenant Somers, have I ewws got '
news for youl
Okay, Bill, okay...leave the door on the hinges...’
Iisten,,.I've been ¢hecking the police riles,..and
you know that kid, the one who'!s been tagging after
me? | o
The ore the boys eall Gagnon's 1ittlé lambe
Okay, so they're comics, Only listen to this.
Gagnon'a 1ittle lamb has furned out to be a
black sheep.
What are.you talkinyg about?
Johnny Jarvis. Innocent little "I-want-to<be-a-
reporter"” Johnny Jarvis. He'!s got & police record

as long as your arm,

— e me o

{ COMMERCIAL)
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HAFPPELL:
GROUP:

.. HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELYL:

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE :

-12- THE BIG STORY
: : PROGRAM #2790

MIDDIE COMMERCIAL
(START E.T.)

Guard against throat-acrateh!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
PELL MELL, |
{END B.T, )
Yes, smoke a PELL MELL - and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke
on the way to your throat - filters the smoke and
makes it mild, :
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading ¢clgarette,
And, what'!s more, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 17 = .
by actual measure - PELL MELL'S greater length of '
traditionally fine tobaccos still travels the'smoﬁe

further - filters the smoke and makes it mild,
Thus, PELL MELL’S fine mellow tobaccos glve you

a smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

clgerette offers you,

Guard against throat-scrateh! _ _
EnJoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smoke:
& PELL MELL,

Wherever you go today, notice how many people have
changed to PELL MELL in the distinguished red
package - the finest quality money can dbuy,

-(START E,T,) _
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos. Smoke a
FELL MELL,  (END E.T,) |
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!l"
And - they are mildl :
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"(LM_USIC: INTRODUCTION AND UNDER,...)

Y S T . e e e T B

AHRRICE: This 1s ¢y Harrice returning you to your narrﬁtorf
and the Big Story of Blll Gagnon as he llved 1t and
wrote 1it,
NARRATOR 1 Unbelievable, You're a reporter, Blll Gagnon --
words are your stock in trade -- but the only.word that
churns through your mind is -- unbeiievable._'Johnhy
Jarvis,,. the kid with the eager grin, turns out.io
be a juvenile delinquent with & hefty police'recofd.
Unbelievable, But the neighbors give you facts,
times, dates,...and the police files confirm'them}..
BILL:LJ/O/bfi July 12th, charged with deliberately setting fired.., '
L;bﬁfbr September 3rd, picked up for petiy robbery..ggsame‘ﬁiiﬁﬁr~f

charge October 23rd,..and 80 on, A whole slew of

minor offenses ~- and some of them not so minor.
SOMERS (AMAZED) That beby-faced kid,  an-¢v%”
BILL: (NODS} That baby-faced kid.
SOMERS: Well, you never ¥now.
BILL: You sure don't. So what do we Qo now,,Lieuteﬁant?
SOMFRS: What do you mean?
BILL: Hold him on suspiclon, or what?
SOMERS: Hold who?
BILL: For the love of Pete, who'are vwe talkling aboﬁt?
Johnny Jarvis,

— i - . -
30MERS: What do we want toh for? at
BILL: You meap.s don't tie him in the murder of the
SOMERS.: ’ff
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GONER

BILL:
SMBRB1
BIlis
BONERSs
Bl
S0MERS:

BILL:

BILLt

BILLs

Sure, sure Bill. I know who we're talking sbout but vhat do we want

to kold hin for? | j
You ween you don't tie hin in with the murder of the voman?

It's a possibility. |

Well then. o7 :
Firet things first Bill. Don't forget the possibdility of the husbend,
But the body vas under the k14's StePhs...and his resord, '

8o the kidls #ob & record. i lot of kids bawe M. Petty rotberies -
hot~-rodding arcund,.isomstings they get in real h'ﬁublo. Put tht
dosan't make them surderers. '
Bst the porch steps.... o
100k, the kid's »o fool, Ne may be on the vrong treck but he's _mi:
eoft in the head, If ke vanted to got 14 of & body be wouddn't park
it under hia ovm porch ataps, _
(ANOXY) B would 5f Ne thought the police would figure the vay they're
figering right nov. . R
Naybs. But, it's a vhole maw line of imvestigation, I'm atill afler
the desd vomen's husband, | '
Vhy are you so sure it's the hustand?
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BILL:

SOMERS:

BILL:
SOMERS

-

BILL:

SOMERS

BILL:

SOMERS:

BILL:

SOMERS:
BILL:

SOMERS

«IMQN o
But -- these offenéea...the police record..,tﬁe '
body under his own porch steps...

Bill, make sense. 80 the kid's got & record,

& lot of kids have racords. Petty robberies --
hot-rodding around,..sometimes they get in real
trouble, But that doesn't make them murderers.

But the porch steps.., |

Look, the kld’'s no fool. He may be be on the wrohg.
track but hels not soft in the head, If he wanted
to get rid of a body he wouldn't park it under nis
own porch steps, | o
(ANGRY) He would if he thought the police would
flgure the way éhey're flguring right now, |

I don't buy 1t, |

You 8t111 think itts the dead womaﬁ's husband?

If he A1dn't kill her, why Gidn't he report her
mlasing? ' _ _ _
Maybe he doesn't care if shets missing. Ever_he#r
of & husband who was glad to get loose from his wﬁfe?
Sure, sure, buf ---

But what? M, my theory holds
together.,  Johnny would naturally'know'that his own
porch steps Weren't nailed down, Johnny would bé
able to park the body there without the neighbors
wondering who was nésing around the porch,..and
besides...if explains why he latched on to me.

¥What do you mean?

ATHO1 BOVB264




BILL:

_15_ B L

That way, he thinks he's in on everything; He thinks maybe
F'11 tell him what I know about the case, and what-ﬁhe'
police know. Actually I haven't sald anything except
what he could read in the papers, but he doesn't know ﬁhat.
He probably thinks he's got an inside track, B

BILL;
S0MERS:

BILL:
SOMERS:

BILL:

SOMERS:

BILL:

(CUTS IN) Look, the kid's around, If we find out the -
husband's not our man, we can pieck up the kid, But ~-

{PHONE RINGS)
o

Hold 1%, "bjbdx
;3

(PHONE UP) ANJ/L“’éf¢.

A S

Lieutenant Somers talking,..what's that?..,.Are they sure?

++2Let me have the name again,,.ckay,..Got it, Nice go#ng.
( PHONE DOWN) '

Now we are getiing somewhere,

What's up? ' _ :

Positive identification on the dead woman, Name's Agnéﬁ

Framm, Two frlends Jjust came in angd identified her, |

Did she have a husband? ' | :

Sure did, Name of Pete Pramm. He used ﬁo live at the

Hotel Talmadge but they don't know where he is now.

But it doesn't matter., Welll find him. And when we do --

When you do, you'll find ocut hg's not your man,

You're wrong, Bill. - _

No, I'm not, Ané Just to prove I'm not -« I'm golng to

try to find him myself, Just to prove to.you that he's

innocent, and Johnny Jarvis is your boy, . W
. .,
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NARRATOR:

You're mad now, Bill Gagnon, You wonder how much prodf
you need before someone will pay attention to you. And

underncath the being mad ~- you_feel g little undercurrent

_of fear, because you don't like what you're dealing with.

Py

e L L ey B
: = by

You don't like the ide~ thal this fresh-faced, eager k;dg
this Johnny Jarvis is a cold-blooded kilier, it's & good
act the kid puts on, Too good, It scares you, ¥You try to

shake the fear away as you slt at your desk, but suddehly...'

JOHNNY §

BILL:

Can I come in, Mr, Gaghon?

(STARTIED) What the -~ (THEN) Oh, Johmny,

(HIS EAGERNESS DOES NOT SEEM AS NATURAL NOW, HE SEEMS:A
LITTLE WARY... A DOUBIE MEANING BEHIND EACH QUESTION);
What's the matter? You loéked kinda Jjumpy. Did i

scare you? |

Scare me? (HE TRIES A LAUGH) Why would you scare me?
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LIS EFTTT

BILL:
JORNNY:
BILL:
JOHNNY:
BILL:

JOHNNY :

BILL:
JOHHNY :
BILL:
JOHNNY:

BILL:

JOHNNY:
BILL:
JOHNNY ¢

{MUSICs

— — mar
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~164~

- r

Buvc.  Why would 1% (THEN) I jJust Baﬁﬂin tﬁe-paper how
the police had 10entified the desad woman. '
That's right, Agﬁes Framm.
Agnes,..Framn.
Know Her?
Me? Gee, no, Why should I know her?. _
el BHNFHO-PO-RARTHBHFM ) That!s right. Why should you?
( PAUSE) |
Well, anyway;-.are the police still locking for her}
husband? -
' That's right.
Are you?
Iverybodyls trylng ... :
Can I stick around? Just to see what comes up? I mean,..
Look, kid ...I Just have & few'phdne calls to meke.
Suppose you walt outside,
Ckay. And then, after you're through,
Wetll talk then,
Swell. That'd be great. Thanks Mr. Gagnon, _I'llgbe
right outside,

N = -
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NARR; After he goes, you close the door., He'ls atickiﬁé like 5 burn,

A ' this Johnny Jarvis, and you think you know why, But_thére's
4 work to deo, and you do it, trying to forget that on the other
side of your deor, a bright-eyed kid sits walting., A kid

who may be a klller,

A a— r— e e E e b e o e

the hugband, Pete Framm, And at first you don't have much
¥

luck, But then .. ' '

— s Qo el chae .. P o e
WANDA: (FILTER THROUGHOUT] Hello ... ' .
BILL: ' Hello, is this the Framm residence?
WANDA: Yes.

BILL: I wonder if you can help me, I'm tvying to locate a Mr, Pete
Framm, and T thought -- :
WANDA: (CUTS IN) Who's this calling?

BILL: Well, my name'!s Gaghon, of the Wichita --
WANDA: (EXCITEDLY) Blll Gagnon?
BILL: That!s right,

| WANDA:  Well, for the love of -~--Biil! This is Wanda,

BILL: Wanda?®

WANDA: Wanda Framm.

BILL: (LOST) I'm afraid I --

WANDA Coffee, Pay in sdvance, The beét CO-~-

BILL: (GETS IT) Wandal TFor the love of heaveni You mean yohr

last name is Framm? )
WANDA: Has {been for forty -« for a lot of years., - Petels my brbther.

Whattre you after him for?

BILL: Wanda,.that woman, remember,..that was killed? 'The case we

were tallting about the other nightt
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WANDA
BILL:
WNADA:

BILL:
WANDA:

- BILL:
WANDA:

BILL:

JOBNNY:
} BILi:
JOHNNY:

BILL:
JOHNNY:
BILL:
JOHNNY:
BILL:
JOHNNY ¢
BiLL:

You and the ¥147 Yeah?
Her name Was Agnes Framm.
(A LONG PAUSE, THEN)} LetéE:Xell Pete. I don't want no
cops telling that to Pete,
Where is he, Wanda? Ve have to know, _
Sure, sure, Just let me-~ (CUTS) Just hold it a minute,
will yeou,
Take your time, 4 //;jg”’
Thanks. (PﬂUSE THEN, PULLING HERSELF TOGETHER) Pete's
got a room over on Arbor Street, 4901, ¥You can find him
there.

{SHE HANGS UP)
Thanks, Wandaee I ~--Wanda?

{ JIGGLES HOOK)
Wanda?

{HE HANGS UP SLOWLY)

_NA-PIUGE -~ THEN. AHEIDOOR " TPENS =

Mr, Gagnon...
I thought you were goling to wait outslde, Johnny. 
I -~ I just wanted to tell you I had to go. Back to work
at the hat factory. |
Onh, Well, 50 long, kid.
Did you have --any luck?
How do you mean?
Finding out anything on the case,
Nothing worth mentioning, (THEN? AN IDEQ) Except one thing.
(EAGER) Vhat? |

Remember the woman who gave you coffee the other night.

Wanda?
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JOHNNY

BILL:
JOHNNY ¢
BILLy

s

JOHNNY:

BILL:

JOHNNY:

BILL:

' JOHNNY:

SOMERS:

PETE:

~

g

T

g T

' 'Oh, sure, She was awful nice to me.

Yeah, Well, the dead woman was her sister-in-law.'
{BEAT) Sister-in-law,

That's right. (TRYING 70 NEEDLE HIM) That make you feel
funny, kid? _' )
Funny? (THEN) Oh ...you mean because it makes you réaliée
1t's & -~ small worid, huh, (HE LAUGHS UNEASILY) |
Sure, That!'s what I mean, A real small world,

Well, like I say ,..I have to run along,.

Okaﬁ i

‘But 1look, if they pick up this husband like the papevs
say...I sure would like to know what they get out of him,
I mean -~being so Interested in this'case,..

Sure, | )

S50 maybe --you could let me know what happens. Just bedause
I'd like to be in on the finish --you know, | _ i
Don't worry, kid, You!ll be in on the finish, That's a.
promise, | '

(QUILELESS) Gee, Mr, Gagnon; thanks, Thanks a lot,

A e e e -

flat. 8o maybe youlre crazy, Bill Gagnon, Maybe you, #re
making the biggest mistake of your life, But you'lre sufe of
one thing, You're going to know, one way or the other,:ﬁnd
fast, You're-going to knhow just as soon as the police Sring
in Pete Framm and start questioning him, .
All right, Framm, you mean to tell me that your wife'waé
missing for three mohths énd you didn't even know about:it?

I told you. We had a fighﬁ. She walked out,
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SOMERS
PETE:

BILL:
PETE:

SOMERS:
PETE:
BILL:
FETE:
BILL:

PETE:

BILL:

PETE:

SCMERS:

PETE:

ane then you went after hewn and ‘killed hep;

No! I didn't see her apeln, I never saw her againf I told
you --I never saw henr égain. i
What was the fight about? o

It was three months ago, Who remembers what started-a_fight
thres months ago,

It couldn't have been about another man, could 1t¢

Maybe that started it, I dunno,

Was there another man, _
Naw, not remlly, There waé a kid she éaw once in a while..,
'(SHARP) Kid? What was his name% _
How would I know? He was just a kid. Worked in 8 ragtory
around town.. |
(RXCITED) A hat factory?

Hat ...shoe,.,.I durno, I tell you, I don't rememberp, Hit
was three months'ago. He was Just & punk kid, Johnny

something or other, Just a punk kid,

Johnny., The name sends sparks eesmdwy through you.. Suré
there are a lot of kids named Johnny, but now aven Lt, ] .
Somers 1s excited, You race Pete Framm down to the hati&ﬁffLozﬁgﬁ
factory where Johnny Jarvis works, and hand him a batéh of
pictures,..
All »right nbw, Framm, These are photographs of ali the young
kids working here at the hat factory namasd Johﬁny. Let us
know 1f you spot the boy who'was seelng your wife, |

(LEAFING THROUGH OF PICTURES, THEN)
1 dunno, .I never paid much attention, Like I Béid, 1t was

three months ago and ---(8TOPS)
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S BILL: What is 1t? o
! . ," PETE: (SURPRISE)} This 1s hhn./V“AVLjL’
_(‘f SOMERS:  (FAST) You're sure? |
PETE: Yeah, I thought I forgot, But now that I see his face ---
yeah ,, that's him, A
BILL: The name's are printed on the back of the'pictuve, t, Spmers.
Who 1s 169 o

SOMERS: (BEAT. THEN) Jarvis., John S. Japrvis,
SOMERS: All right, Johnny. The widc-eyed act isn't going to wofk any
more, Suppose you just give us the.faets. |
JOHNNY:  But I don't know the facts, ) Sémers. I mean --gosh f}I
dldn't even know this woman, '
SOMERS: I sald, come off the act, _ :
JOHNNY: But 1t isn't as act, Honestly., I mean I.-— (HE STOPS)_:
 SOMERS: (SOPTLY) What's the matten kid? Sight of blood botﬁer.you?
JOHNNY:  Is that what that 1s? Blood? | "
SOMERS: We found this bloodsoaked cloth in your room along with this
knifz, Do you still want to play 1t cosy? | |
JOHNNY: I ---~(HE STOPS)
(LONG PAUSE)
SOMERS: Well?
JOHNNY: {SOFT) That's --her blouse,
BILL: Who'!s blouse®
JOHNRY: . Agnes! efmewgbmg. I almost forgot she was: wearing a blue
blouse. She 100kud pretiy 11 blue,
SOMERS: Go on, : \
JOHNNY : (PLAINTIVE) But that!'s all, Just that she looked -- real

prefty. I wanted o kiss, That's all I wanted..,just a kiss,

HloRy~ORCIITE) 1 don't see why she wouldn't give me Just a

e kiss!
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SQMERS ¢
JOHNNY

BILL:

22~ et
(LOW) @et the stenographer in here, Bill, This wraps =
it up,
The stencgrapher? That means -- it's all over now ’
doesn't 1t? |
That!s right, kid, It!s all over now, And you're in on
the end of it -~ just 1ike you wanted,

— - A e e — =

In Just a moment we'll read you a telegram from Bill Gagnon .»
of the Wichita Beacon with the final outcome of tonight‘s
BIG STORY.

— o e e oma m

—_——— e -

—_—— e — —

{ CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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' THE BIG STORY
! ) PROGRAM #279
' CLOSING COMMERGZIAL
(START E.D.)

CHAPPELL: Guard aglilinst throat-scratchl!

LY

-

GROUP: Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos, Smokeée a |

PELL MELL., |
{END E.T.) _

CHAPPELL: _Yes, smoke a PELL MELL and discover how PELL MELL'S
greater length of fine tobaccos filters the smoke 1C.
on the way to your throat - fliters the smoke and maﬁes
it mild.

HARRICE: Remember this - the further.s puff of smoke is filtered
through fine tobaccos, the milder it becomes.

CHAPPELL: At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filitered furthey

after 5 pulfs, or 10, or 17 - by actual measure -
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos still travels the smoke further - £ilters the
; smoke and makes it mild,
HARRICE: Thus PELL MELL'3 Iline mellow tobaccos give you a

smoothness, mildness and gatlsfaction no other

cigarette offers you, _

CHAPPELL: Wharever you go today, notice how many_people haie
changed to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette
in the distinguished red package. Smoke PELL MELL_E
FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingl" |

HARRICE: And - they are mild!

=
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m: lumruamtlut m-pumuumorm Whichits, Mk-m.
QAOEOM: Eiller $n tenight's Big Story m tri.od. found legally same .nd wes
sentenced to serve flat umm of twenty-thres yoars in prim. mt

swntenss wansual s that it mesns he cannct h_mﬂdp‘mh, Vany
thasks for ionight's PELL MEKLL Averd. :

CHAPPELLY Thank you, Nr. Gegmon...ths makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS cms m :
mﬂ to present 10 you ihe PELL MELL Avard for moteble servies h_:

the $1014 of Jourmalimm,..e eheck for $500, end & epecial mousted broass
plaque sngraved vith your mane sad \he wany of your pepere Asoept 44
as & lasting memante of your traly significant achisvement, '

Duggcy - 837K _

HABRIEC: Ludies and gemtlemen, bers's an momt annmoenent., Yoxt mk at
thip same time owsr thess sane stations PELL MELL FANODS cmmm
winl mmuwmnuswmm front pages of the
Nov York Vorld Telegren & Bun, It is ths story or-mm-t thu

\ wmtpuwiuulmmumhrnwtunmrrlm
at Dannemora, Bev Tork., Bo gure to 1isten next vesk vhen Meparter
Eavard 3. Wovery of the K.Y, Vorld-Telegren & Sun vI11 be bare s
pnuateuumhunusw. ' '

HOURIGs . . XML : :

CEAPPELL) And remsaber -- e7ery wobk you ok 569 mﬂur different Big 8tm
on televisfon == brought to you be e sakers ef PELL MXLL mam
CIALRETYES, '

NUSTGs . _TERNE_VIPE ARD DARRTQ 240 ST .

AT e 1 T
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.. % * OHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

%

invelved in tonight!s authentic BIG STORY, the nameé

-25..

THE BIG STORY is a Bernard J, Prockter Productioﬁ, :
original muslc comﬁosed and conducted by Vladimir
Selinsky. Tonlght's program was adapted by Gail
Ingram from an actual story from the front pages of -
the Whichita Kansas Beacon. Your narrator was Bob
Sloans and Joe Helgesen played the part of Bill Gagnon.,

In order to protect the names of people actually

¥

of all characters in the dramatization were changed with'

the exception of the reporter, Mr, Gagnon,

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of -
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, the finest quality money

can buy,

THIS I8 NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,
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' - PO
SRR THE BIG STORY AS BROAD-—*
Is PROGRAM #280 -
CAST
NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
MOWERY JOHN LARKIN
HOPFNER MASON ADAMS
DAKONIS DANNY OCKO
v WILHEIM LUIS VAN ROOTEN

JIM TREPANIC
COP
NURSE
SALLY
DONOGHUE
JUDGE
MAN
: BEN
ARLUCK

SOMER ALBERG
MATT CROWLEY
AMZIE STRICKLAND
AMZIE STRICKLAND
ALAN HEWITT
BURT COWLAN
PETER HOBBS
PETER HOBBS
COURT BENSON.

WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 24, 1952
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CHAPPELL: (FLAT)} ¥ow from the pages of the New York wqr_ld-_:-
Pelegram and Sun, the story of a reporter who )
W%aning death into a chance for life or-
geatht- |

Tonight to Edward J, Mowery for his Big St-ory., golcs
the PELL MELL $500 award, .

(MysIcs. _ _ FANFARE)_
{musIcs _ _ _ TURNTABLE)
(COMMERC IAL)
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THE BIG STORY #280

9530 - 10100 PM EST  SEPTEMBER 24th, 1952 WEDNESDAY -

CHAPPELL?

{MUsSICs

[

CHAPPELL:

MOWERY:

— - - - -

CHAPPELL:

(Ed Mowrey ~ New York WOrld-Telegbam Sun;)
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, THE FINEST QUALITY MONEY
CAN BUY, PRESENTG- THE BIG STORY! '

Ladtes and gentlemen,.” This 1s Evrnest Chappell,
Tonight -a-most unusual Blg Story - the story of.g
man named ILouis Hoffner, who at this very mOment'is in
clinton Prison at Dannemora, New York, serving a 1ife
sentence for murder, Because of the-strange facts
surrounding this mur&er, pig Story has a ﬁpeoial'guest
tonight, He 315 here in person - Reporter Edward g
Mowery of the New York world-Telegram & Sun,

Thank you, Mister Chappell,., For almost twelveﬁyears
Louls BHoffner, behind prison walls at Dannemora, hes
been crying out his innocence, His cories have heen
heard end his innocence may be established.ssss

At the close of tonight's Big Story, you will hear the
latest development in this rasoinating real- 1ife
story, I ask you to 1listen carefully - a marni's life

hangs in the balance,

e e S e -

The BIG STORY, The sbory you_are about %o hearﬁi

actually héppened. It happened in New York261tﬁ;

And 1t 1s happening now - it 1s not yet'finished;
(MORE)
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CHAPPELL
GROUP:
CHAPPELL:
GRCUP:

HARRICE:

Il

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HABRRICE:

THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAN '#280

OPENING COMMERGIAL 1
Guard against throat—scraﬁchi
Fnjoy the gmgoth smoking of fine tobaccos,
The finest quality money cean duy.

Smoke a PELL MELL
(B¥D B.T.)

Yes, for mildness y~»u can measure light up a PELL}HELL.
Discover how mild PELL MELL'S smoke becomes as 1t 1s
filtered further through PELL MELL'3 traditidﬁallﬁ fine,
mellow tobocceos.

At your first puff vou will enjoy PELL MRLL'S gooler,
sweeter smoking. But moras importﬁnt, after 5 Duffs, or
10, or 17 - by sctual measure - PELL I'ELLI!S greater
length of fine tobaccos still travels the smoke further
on the way to y~ur threat - filters the smoke andémakes
1t mild. :

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a gmgpthnéﬁg,;
mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offais you..
Enjoy the finsst quality monevy can buy - smoke PELL MELL

Famous Zigzarettes - “Outsfﬁnd‘np'“

ind - thev are mild!
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DAKONIS ¢

WILHEIM:

DAKONIS:

WILHELM:

JIMs
WILHELM:

—

New York City, New York, The story as 1t happened:-

and as 1t 1s happening now, Edward J. Mowery's story
as he 1lived it,

You know Touls Hoffner, Ed Mowery - you know him well.
At thls very moment het!s behind steel bars in D.mnemora
B?taen—sefving a life senbtence for murder. Ybulfé a
reporter for the New York World-Telegram and Sun -
youtve been there, you've talked to him, But twelve
years ago you never heard of him,,.It began on the
night of August seventh in & bar and grill 1n'Queéne,
Juss—eutﬁide—ﬂew-&b*kﬂeity*“—It‘ﬁ“'“I‘fﬁ““‘a‘hot
humid*ntghb—end'ihe place was empty except for the

owner, the bartender and a walter named Paul Dakonis.

(OFF COUNTING OF MONEZ, RUSTLE OF PAPER ON,)
Hey, Mister Wilhelm, says here in the paper sbout

the war in Europe -~

(OFF A SHADE) Dakonis, don't bother me about the war
in Rurope, so long as we're not in It I'm happy.,.ﬁnd-
you‘re foollsh reading in this light.

Tt!s okay, _ _

Okay for customers, Not for reading, too aim, you'll
hurt your eyes. ' :
{HALF OFF) Mister Wilhelm,

Yeah, Jim - Got the money &ll sounted?

(STEPS ON)
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C JIM:

WILHEIM: -

JIMy

WILHEIM:
JIMs

7

p=

DAKONIS :

WIITHELM
MAN¢
WILHEIM:
MAN1
JIMt

MAN:

WILHEIM:

JIM:

WILHELM

{MUSICs

repmimmm s

-5 .
(FADING ON) All counted, Pretty good night,
Not bad, You got the figures, I'1l check 'eﬁ;
Here yOU Arsave -
{PASS PAPER, RUSTLING BILLS, BEHIND FOLLbWING.)
That Dakonis, He'll ruin his eyes, :
Yeah,,.3ay, Dakonis, that paper gdt the Dodgér b@x
scores? g
(HALF OFF) You mean the full box scores? You wanna
know who got hits, Jim? I'll look,
(CHECKING OVER MONEY, OFF DOOR OPENS AND
CLOSES BEHIND, STEPS APPROACH BEHIND)
The figures check, Jim, Sixty-six dollars and 5; '
(FLAT) Okay, this is a stickup,
Mister, are you kidding? Whatls this a gag -=-

I saild stiokup, : : .
(GASP) He's got a%'smomi | N
(SLOW-SPERS-ON, )
(PADING) You., Where you goin'?
(TRYING TO APPEAR NATURAL) Around the endcjipthe bar, ;
thatt!s all, 7You say stickup, I gotta get &PQ&H&—%hB 3
snd—of—the ————
(HALF OFF} I got him ~ (EFFORT)
(STRUGGLE)
Jim} No =- _
{THREE SHOTS)

e am e
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NURSE3

WILHELM s
NURSE:

WILHELM:
COPs

WILHELM:
COP:
WILHELM!
COP:

WILHEIM:

CCP:
WILHELM 3

cop:
WILHELM:

COP:
WILHELM¢

-6”
We'll prepare you to give Mr.'f;épaniee his

transfusion in & minute, Mister Wilhelm,

Yeh, HKow 1s he, nurse? S

I can't say, You might ask the doctor when you gb in,
(STEPS FADE ON MARBLE) |

what do you think, officepr?

I don't know, Mister, Not my department, I'm here

for my report,,.letfs see, I got his name. Tim

Trepanife S

We Just call him Jim,

Your first name® _ _

Henry. Henry Wilhelm, 3842 amerlca Street, Woodhaven,

We already have the statement of your walter,

Dakonis, He says he ran out into the street;

That!s right, I don't know how he got thers so fast,

He had to run past the gunman and me to get there,

But he d1d 1t, He was yelling for help,

And you? ' o

Well, I saw Jim on the floor, The gunman was heading

for the door, So I grabbed him &8 he ran and wé:

fell down,..I dontt know how long we wrestled, ;ﬂe

tried to get his gun pointed at me, bthen he_shof.

youlra okay, '

He missed me, Not by much though, look atb ﬁy trouser

pocket, | _

Acocording to Dakonis, the gunmen wore glasseé.

Yes,
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COP:
WILHELM3

CQOFs

WILHEIMI
{MusIcs

Anything else?

Well, no,. It was pretyy dark,..Exoapt he wore glasses.
And he wasn't as tall as I am, Kind of atocky: ;
We'll want you and Dakonis to come down and lookf
over the rogues! gallery for possible éﬁspeots..f

Sure,,.There's the nurse, Excuse me,

.—__-—-.__..._.—.-.——-__——.—-—

NARR:

[ e

HOFEFNER:

CcOP:
HOFFNER!
COP:

That's how it began, EAd Mowery, 'Trepanik dled & few
hours later and it was murder, But you remémbeﬁ -

1t was a small story, wop#h—onlyﬁafxsu—stieks—af%

HLype- In your'newsﬁaper. Ne%h&ﬂ@runuauai—abﬁut‘tt"~
‘ua£9ptunaté&yfnholdup—mundera_happan_all-beé '
frequenblyrsr.And then four days later, w&w&r _
happened~then. You remember that too, Ed Mowevy,
you-—pemember—tt—oy-hewartt a house in Brooklyn.,,lt's
late, the rest of the famlly asleep -- and a yogng,

26 year o0ld fellow named Louis Hoffner is being picked
Up.

out)

Just for questioning, Hoffner, You own a gun? _

No, I never owned a gun, You ocan ask my bfothé}

Ben, .

Ue wiil.

what's 1t about? what do you want to question ge for?
You'll find out,,.You serve a term for larceny Beven

years back?
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HOFFNER$
COP:
HOPFNER:

CcOoP:
HOFRFNER:
cors
HOFFNEé:
COP1

HOFFNER?
coPy
HOFFNER$

coP:
HOFFNER$
COFP3
HOFFNER1

COP:
HOFFNER1

HOFFNER ¢

Yeah, when I was nineteen, But I - I was a kid, I

dldn't KnoWes.,

Yeah, sure, That!s how we got your picture in the
roguets gallery, | o
What!s this all about? Look - my mother!s real aiok.
Shets got leukemla -- |
Whatts that mark on your face?

Here? On my right cheek? _

You get it from that struggle, the flght?

I got it at Coney Island - sunburn rash, What right?
Mind telling ;:y:ﬁere you were four nights ago -Lnight
of pugust Seventh? |

August Seventh?

Yeah, late, _

Let's see, I'm trying to -- Yeah] I was at 2
restaurant, '

where? In Queens?

No, Brooklyn,

How late? One? One-thirfy?

It was a hot night, we ocouldn't sleep....There was
Davey Kosolor, and Bill Jonas «= abbut_five of us,

We hung around and talked about the baseball game,
How late? | f

I dunno, Three olclock, I guess,...Then I weht hbme.
What's 1t about| |

That rash on your cheek, St1ll looks like Bomething
you might have gotten in a fight, .

What flght?
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COP:

AD LIB:

COPs
DAKONIS

[ = - N

BENs
HOFPFNER!:
BEN:

HOFFNER ¢

— e -

PRSP L, £

In Queens,.,...Hetre going to take you in;laotfheﬁ§..
But you don't have to worry, This is Just a'forty-_
elight hour hold, Don't worry, ‘ ;
IN_AND_UNDER) | |
From then on it moves fast, Ed.Mowery -- too fast;for
twenty~six year old Louis Hoffner.__¥hane—ama¥1tehsu.
Wmﬁwa—mewm
«@f_a manis-hesvt, ”é%gré's the line-wpt =
That!s right, stand right here, Hoffner, (UP) Joe,
that witness, Bring him in, :
(AGREEMENT BG)

(DOOR OPENS OFF AND CLOSES, - STEPS IN )
Well, Dakonis? S
Yeah,.,.Yeah, thatt!s him,
STAB_AND_UNDER) |
There was Hoffner waiting for his triai, his brother
Ben talking to hims
I just came from Ma at the hospital, Lou,
Yeah? How is she, any betﬁer?
you dontt get better so easy from leukemia.'.Th;nk
you can give her another bone marrow transplant?
The doctor says .she needs 1t bad. L
T did before, Ben, but now I don't know, Tﬁéy gbt me
locked up wailting trial, But maybe 1t can be arfanged.
It31 try,
STAB_AND_UNDER)

ATHOT 0006286




-7

NARR{

JUDGE:

JUDQE:

HOFFNER1

JUDGE:
HOFFNER!

JUDGE:

HOFFNER?

-10-

And then - Ed Mowery - then came the trial l¢self
BrdtHEBESUIt Ty You-piebure—theBoBnEy you—hnew-.

i -
before, It's a crisp January morning, Sun shinés
in through the windows, itis 11 A,M,..s The"aur# hsas
found louls Hoffner guilty of murder, with a
r.oommendation of mercy.

_MUFED_ACOENT. OUT)
{SLIGHT EGHO) _ _
W11l the prisoner please stand before the bar?
(LITTLE SCRAPE OF CHAIR, COUPLE OF STEPS)
Have you anything to say'why Judpment ahoﬁld not be
passed upon you?
Recommendation of meroy...I guess that means I'li
get life imprisonment,,.Your honor, if I'm guilﬁy
as charged I should be sent to Sing Sing and die in
the electric ohalr, But.if I'm sentenced to life
T may be all my life up therel.,..I'm innooént of
$his crime, your honor, .'
You may always appeal, .
I have no money for appeal, no funds, At 1east:§f
Tim sentenced to the chair I'1l have & free appéai.
Have you thoﬁght what & terrible position you would
be in if your request was granted? Suppose the appeal
upheld the‘verdict, you would then go to the ohair.
To my way of thinking I'd be better off dead than

in prison for life,
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MOWRRY §
SALLY?:
MOWERY s

SALLY:
MOWERY ¢
SALLY:

MOWERY ¢

[ I

T am sorry -~ this court cannot play with your very

existence, The sentence is 1ife imprisonment,

. ~UNDER)_

The prison gates close on Louls Hoffner with é
dreadful finality end—the—years—begin = the—Yong.
years-of-iife—~imprisonment, ., Three years go by =
four = fivessa and then 1tl§ gumner again,,.And you,
Ed Mowery t Well, you're feeling pretty gpod - the
paper!s proud of you, Youlve just run & seﬁies:
of articles on a man named Campbell - vindiscated him
after being falsely imprisoned,...You get a lot -
of mall, | |
ouT)
(CITY ROOM BACKGROUND)
Oh, Sally -~ not more,
Umhum - =all of this, Where should I dump 1t7
In the wastebacket -- no, no, on the desk, - Most of
1t 1e orank stuff, but I might as well read 1t..
(LETTERS ON DESK, }
And phone calls, therelve been dozZens of phone §alls.
1 wish I'd never heard of Campbell,
Oh, now that!s no way to talk, You helped an_iﬁnocent
man get out of prison,,.And I know you, youtd do 1t
a1l over again this minute. :
{cOING THROUGH LETTERS )
Well, maybe I would, But I'd think twice,,.Hmn --

herets a letter from Dannemora,

RTHG1 QQo&e288




AT

. - 12 -
1(; SALLY! That's Clinton Prison, isntt 1t?

MOWERY: Everybody 6alls 1t Dannemora...

{OPEN ENVELOPE BEHIND ABOVE,)

SALLY: It!'s from a prisoner?

MOWERY: Yeah « fellow named Louis Hoffner,,.Says he r&ad!my
atories about Camphbell In the wéﬁiﬁzzzi:;nam and 
that he's innocent too, ¥ |

SALLY: ' Oh, they all say that, dontt they?

MOWERY ¢ Sure they do. And they all sound convincing,

SALLY3 What's he up for?

MOWERY 3 For life - life sentence for murder,

SALLY: Murder? Not much chance of getting out of that]

MOWERY 3 He says hels got two people on the outside who've
been going to bat for him, '

SALLY: (SNIFF) His family, I suppose, Family's always
stick together --w _

MOWERY ¢ No, Sally, this isntt family, There are two‘mensnamed
Arluck and Anderson., One of Tem - Arluck- 18 & °
policeman with a law degree -~ and the other Andefaon
1s a former asaistanﬁ district attorney... |

SALLY: - You mean people like that believe him? _

MOWERY: They!ve been gathering evldence for five years, '

(RUSTLE OF PAPER, ) f

MOWERY ¢ Sally, what was it you said a couple of seconds ago?

SALLY: You mesn about helping to get an innocent man ouf'of
prison? You said you'd think twice before you did

it again,
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MOWERY :

= —al )

ARLUCK:

MOWERY 3

ARIUCK :

MOWERY :
ARLUCK:

MOWERY ¢
ARLUCK 1
MOWERY ¢

ARLUCK?

MOWERY ¢
ARLUCK:

Y

- 13 -

Yeah, Sally, I'm thinking,

Hoffner is innocent, Mister Mowery, Both Mister .

Andergon and I are convinced he's 1nnOcent. : |
flbéﬂuirluck, why are you so interested in Hoffner?

You're a cop, not his regular attorney,

His brother Ben was a good friend of mine, i

promised ﬁen I'd help all I could, Here, look af

this, | o

(RUSTLE OF PAPER}

wWhat 1s 1t, Arluok? _ ) _

It's the sworn affidavit of a friend of Lou Hoffrer's,

His name is Bili Jonas, HRe swears that Horrner_ﬁas

with him the night of the murder, :

Bill Jonas? That name isn'g familiar..

I know it 1sn't, He didn't testlfy,

That!s what I mean., First thing I did after I got

Hoffnerts letter - before I talked to you on the

phone - T got out the old newspaper stories on the

tylal, I went over ‘em carefully.. ?racticéily'nobody

testified for Hoffner, _

Jonas went over td the courthouse and hung arouhd.

He was never'called.

Why not? Tkh-r\§1p£fﬁf

Hard to say, For one thing, the case againét Hérfner

looked so flimsy the defense maybe figured they;ﬁidn't

need wltnesses.,..And there was another thing -

remember what was golng on around then?
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MOWERY :

ARLUCK:
MOWERY:
ARLUCK:
MOWERY 1
ARLUCK:

MOWERY :

ARLUCK:

MOWERY$

ARLUCK:

e - e -

£ A ' T

I donlt get you,

Something that t seare a Jury, f%ﬁﬁtdgﬁgh;

The papers were full of thelr crimes...indiscrim%nate
killers - murdering right in the open...But:f-

wasnlt the Hoffner jJury locked up? : _

No, They saw all the newspapers..,.Thé whole cify
was aroused then, Mister Mowery - groused'and & 1little
scared, In_that ¥ind of atmosphere it wouldn't:take
much for & Jury to conviet, would it?

That!s what happened with Hoffner, huh?....Yep, I
can see how 1t might, _ .
Welve got a lot more evidence, Mister Mowery - aflot
more, Mister Anderson and I have gone to the Quéens
County Distrilct Attorney. Welve prepared a motion

to give Hoffner & new trial,

— e e b
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( NARR? Wﬂw. You go over')”zy
-1t with Anderson and Arluock: -

witnesses whose

testimony was not heard at the original trial._ You
help unearth more facts not introduced, a moﬁntaiﬁ
of new evidence...the—B&stftct—ntturney~ts~wa:t£ng~
—far_his assistant—to-cone-back to_town, WK
.7 -assistant-whold-handled-the-Hoffrer—triats/ You wait,
EQ Mowery, Hoffmer-wili-be—givenhis-—new—triad,
~helsbound-to ot Tt...Youlre at your desk ehhttiﬁg
with Sally, Whenbhenews—vomes—tn—tblil-make-a-good
story, The phone rings: .

{Myszes _ . _ QUL)_
{PHONE, HOOK OFF,)
MOWERY 't Mowery speaking, Oh, Hello, Mimter Anderaon, You
heard, huh? Well, what does the:D.A. have t0 ---
(BREAK)  What?,,. But how can -- (PAUSE} I see,
‘ (HOOK ON, )
= SALLY? whatts wrong, Mister Mowery? | _
MOWERY 1 Request for a new trlal was turned down, Hoffnef
stays in prison|
(MUSICs _ _ _ UP_FOR_CURTAIN,)
(MUSIe: _ _ _ TURNTABLE)

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:
CEAPPFLL:
GROUP?
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
GROUP ¢
CHAPPELL:
GROUP ¢
CHAPPELL;
HARRICEs

o+
P

THE BIG STORY’.
PROGRAM # 280

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL f2

Guard against throast-scrateh!

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tokaccos.

The finegt quality money can buy.

Smoke a PELL MELL

Yes, light up a PELL MELL for mildness you cah measure.
Notice how mild PELIL MELL'S smoke bocomes as it iéj
filtered furtrer through PELL MELL'S traditionally:rine,
mellow tobaceos, | '

At your firet puff you will enjoy PELL MELL'S cboiér;
sweeter smoking. But more importent, after SIpuffs,

or 10, or 17 by actual measure PELI, MELL'S greatef
length of fine tobaccos still travels the smoke further
on the way to your throat - filters the smoke and'ﬁakes
it mild. |

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos gilve you a smoothness,
mildpness and sgtigfaction no other cigarette offers you.-
Wherever you go today, notice how many people'havé
changed to PELL MFLL - the longer, finer cigarétte in
the distinguished red package.

Guard against throat-scratahl

Enjoy the smooth smokling of'fine trbancos.

The finest guality monoy can buy |

Smoke a PELL MELL.

Pell Mell Famous Clgarettes - "Cutstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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HARRICE$

NARR:

MOWERY:

ARLUCK:

MOWERY :

ARLUCK:
MOWERY ¢

ARLUCK:
MOWERY :
ARLUCK:
MOWERY :
ARLUCK:
MOWERY ¢

ARLUCK s

"'18"' PIAEURIRAEL; N

AR T

This 1s Cy Harrlce returning you to_ydur narrat?r aﬁd the

Big Story of Edward J, Mowery as he lived 1% and wfate

1t. | |

It's June second, 1947 - mare than 51x years since Louils

Hoffner was ¢ mvicted. Youlre bailing 1nsid¢,:Ed

Mowery., By now youlre certaln that Hoffner deserveé a

new trial., You want to see him, talk to him. ;¥ou put

in a request to the state commipsiﬁnqr af correctioh.

Finally you call the commissioner's »ffice. | _

What's that? Whatl.. Now look here - Itve interviewed

plenty of prissnerps,, I <Snterviewed sixteen men'in_the

death row at —%%%ttended executionsl f}lhy

can't I see him, who --(BREAK OFF) Yeah. Gaodbye.;
{HOOK ON,)

No dice, Mr. Mowery? o

No., Ariuck foy some reas»>n they dantt want me tostalk

tn Hoffner.

I'm allowed tolvisit him,

Sure, yru'tre a friend. And Andersin's his éttorney..

But a reprrter, n». _

If yau enuld talk to him youl'd be edcnvinced.

I'm convinced alresdy.

What 47 we d» now, Mister Mowery?

Keep trying. ..

Six years work drwn the drain. _

I sald you keep trylng., And what's more, I'1l help

you., |

You ean talk to some of those witnesses with me.
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* MOWERY:

ARLUCK:

=19~ .
Msre than that, Arluck., It1l write articles every time

we dig up new evidence. Get the public 1hterested;_ Itm
sure B» ,Omy managing edit>r, will g» alang. 

A crusade, huh?
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‘: MOWERY: what?... Yeah, thatls it, a crusade., A erusade far

Justice.
(MUSIG:_ . _ IN FULL, DROP UNDER)
MOWERY: 1et we have that again, Mister Wilhelm., You were

called ¢o the police line-up b5 see if you could
tdentify Hoffner as the killer, )
WILHELM: I couldn't identify him, Mister Mowery. He-stovd—out
~&&ke—awsape—thumb—%ﬂ—%h&t¥4inaaup.__Ha_mas_sha?%ﬂ~4they
. pubt-three tall detectlves with him, o
MOWERY: Yos—I-know—abyut—thet~ The police showed y2U & picture'
af Hoffner first?

WILHELM: Yes. A rogues! gallery picturc taken when he was 19.

It was a right proafile,

MOWERY ¢ Then you were taken into the lineup rﬁom?

WILHELM: I walked 211 around Hoffner. I relt his eyeglassas --
MOWERY ¢ Byeglasses?

WILMEIM:  For thickness. I didn't realize it until later, but

when I wrestled with that gunman in my tavern my hand

touched his glasses. .
MOWERY : Okey.. And?
WILHELM: Hoffner wasn't the man., I saiﬁ the same thing at the

trial, that I couldnit identify him, Actually, Paul

Daksnis was the only one to identify Hoffner.

MOWERY s Where 1s Dakonls now?

WILHELM: I dontt kn?w,

(MUSIC:_ _ _ ACCENT_AND_UNDER) .
ARIHEKT— —What's this about the Roffner—jury;-Mister- ?
MOWERY : Flenty, Arluck. They've been readihgftﬁgréngffi_in the

World-Telegram them sald they'd signlpetitions
o »ffner Eghther chance o - Bix AT themi—
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" ARLUCKy~<—==Fhat's 9 :

MOWERY s We'lre lighting a fire., Arluck, any luck with Dakonis?

ARLUCK: Hets moved~5ut of New ¥ork. I hear hets in Texas, I'm

(Mugzes—— ACCENT_AID UNDER]
{CITY ROOM BG)
SALLY: Gosh, Mlster Mpwery. There are 85 many people camihg to
_Hoffner's suppo;t since you started thnse articies;' The
phonet's ringing 2ll the time. | '
MONEHY:; A enmmittee!s been formed, Sally. Importaht péﬁplg -
religious leaders frowm all faiths. And petitinns Qre
golng arsund, | _
SALLY: You donft need t9 tell me about petitisns, I signgd
ane 1last night - in the movie theatre »f 811 placéé.
Thousands »f pesple are signing it.

( PHONE RING)

SALLY: Oh, let it ring, Mister Mowery =~-
MOWERY ¢ N>, na, Might be impartant,
(HOOK OFF.)
MOWERY : Hello? /},@w(}ay )%W o
ARLUCK: (FILTER) This is Barney Arluck, Mister M) . I
Aeo dorox Uhere,

found out where Paul Dakonis tves/] I'm'going down ¥7~

“pexEETt~ talk to him,

(MUSIC:  _ . STAB_AND_HOID UMNDER): _ . ,
NARR: ‘ ' . canis, —Eols as Af
y>utre there, Eg,mgweryfffaﬁwn in Texes, It's hot.
e _ b
Pﬁtﬁﬁiﬁi; ] e =P
DAKONIS: 131 I'd seen st the tavern that night was the killer's

Teft profile, (MORE)
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« DAKONXS:
ARLUCK :
DAKONIS:

ARLUCK:

DAKONIS:
ARLUCK:

DAKONIS:

A e ———

ARLUCK:

MOWERY :
ARLUCK:

MOWERY :

ARLUCK:

MOWERY :

+ i et il e i W T i e

-0~
{CONT'D) 1 kept telling them at the lineup I wanted

-
P

to pee Hoffner's left profile.

You didntt see 1t when you were there?

Not the first time I was there. _ :

The first time? You left the line-up room and came back

agaln? .

Yeah. Then I looked again and I was sure. :

What did you leave the room for? T check up ~n that

rogues! gallery ploture?

Yes - I wasn't sure ~ but when I came back again -:I

was eerbain, ke _ |

§_'%LL FULL_AND q_l\g:lER)_% %2, M E . _:;

You watched tEe years g» by, Ed Mbwrey., The evidence

was 1n - The years went by - 48, 49, 50, Bl... ;
(STEPS IN HARD, BG OF CITY ROOM.)

{EAGER} Mister Mowery, i—%r&eé~¢a*gat_yauﬁanﬁxha;ﬁngg .

—~Fhept—t¥ying --

Phanels—been—busFWhat—to—4t—ATTuckt —

You know there’s bLieen a change out 1in Queéhs.. The;e's
ar NMS.C Attorney. |
Yesﬁ.I knawh Jﬁfﬁg{. “Ttve confer'red. with him.

His assistant, Peter Donoghue, 18 up 2on vacation, -0ld
Chatham, New York., Quinn gave him the whole file;pn

the Hoffner casc t2 ook »ver. -
Donaghue went over 1tf _

Tap t5 bottom. Now he plans t2 go up to Dannemire -4
Slinten-Eeiesn—and interview Hoffner in pers-nl Ahd

I'm g~ing with him.
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':ARLUCK: ﬂauﬁt;aa can* get in, Mower&? The state has‘réfused to let

you see Hoffner.

MOWERY: ({Af-¥hey still refuse. But this time I'm getting in!

(MUSIC:  _ _ IN_AND_UNDER)

NARR: You make it, EJd Mowe Yo yalk in behind Doupghué and
you'lre there. Youtrelin-a small room_with baré inside
the windows, The-windew—is—openeth—bhey—have-to—use-a
strangely=curved window_pele-to—get-around—thebarsund
spen-3t+ The air c¢omes in - outside air, smelling of
summer and pine trees. And freedom. B

(MUSE8t - ———LETPHE- BB R AD-0UT)..

HOFFNER (EAGER) You're Mowery - EQ Mowery from the World-
Telegram? .

MOWERY: Thatts right, Hoffner.

HOFFNER? These articles, Mister Miwery - terrific. _

DONOGHUE ; (SLIGHT FADE IN) Hoffner, will you sit down. Youf
know who I am, ' '

HOFFNER: Yes, sir. You're Mister Donoghue, the assistant
district attorney. |

DONOGHUE : That's correct. Mister Quinn, the Quéeng CQunty ﬁistrict
Attarney, has arranged for me to wake this examination
of your case. ' | |

HOFFNER! Yes, sir,

DONCGHUE : I want you to answer every guestinon to the best ofiyaur
ability. Your future depends 2n it.

HOFFNER: Yes, sir. I'11 try. |

(MUSIC:_ MUTED STING, UNDER])

g

NARR:

~~~~~~~~ ' fx ) :
“Fhe guestisns are sharp and directf ¥ou see Hoffher's

face grow tense under the straln. You see. beads of sweat
an his forehead as he tries to remember back twelve 1ong
years: ' '

s o e e
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" DONOGHUE _

HOFFNER:
DONOGHUE :

HOFFNER ¢
DONOGRUEt

HOFFNER;
DONOGHUE:
HOFFNER:
DONOGHUE :
HOFFNER:

DONOGHUE :

HOFFNER :

DONOGHUE:
HOFFNER:

-2k~ . ST
Did you ever 2wn & gun, Hoffner?

No, sir,. Whe

searched the whole house, they didn't £imd --
I didn't ask what they-f£oUnd or didn't find. Did you

Where were y»u 2n the night of August seventh and

early morning of August 8th, 19407

I Qas in that restaurant,

WhicE restaurantt—in Queens?

NoY In Brooklyn -

How late were you there?

Unt1l T guess three 2'glock in the morning.' it was=ﬁ0t,
tor hot to sleep,.l was feellng kinda bad anyway -- 
Bad? Why?
Absut my mwother., She'd been sick for about a year, inx

the—hospléal-with-leukemin—I-had--Just_givon-her s

bone-marrow Eransplant,
On August seventh? ’,,/’fﬂ .
Yes, August seventh -~ I haquhefﬁatch an my chest when I -
was picked up../;,nﬁﬁidn't sleep, Y was worrled aboﬁt.her.
Wonld-anyBady-do.a holdup-with-his-Mother-siok-Llike that?

_ _ - how

¥ou see tears in his eyes, EQ Mowery. Hils mather“is

dead - his brother Ben alsa, The questisns continue:

What d¢ild you wear that hight? Wh»o were you with unﬁil
three A,M.? A&nd again_- D14 y~u ever JWn a gun?...EOn

and on. And thenz.

-fMysIc: | _OUP-WITH MUTED STING)
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: {DDNOGHUE%

HOFFNER

DONOGHUE :
HCGFPFNER ¢

DONQGHUE:

HOPFNER 1
DONOGHUE :

HOFFNER

DONOGHUE :

HORFNER:

— : T 7 75 S Y Ut T VT U/ ST VY, A ST L1 7% T WU VU WAPORE Sy

-25- : e
Hoffner, the one firm witness against y5U; Paul

Dakonis, was located in Texas. Ie still insists you're

the wan. ' ) ' ' /bW“"

He couldn't 1dentify me in the line-up the fipst timed

"He had t2 ¢2me back ten minutes later,

He said he had to5 see your left profile, _ _

He saw it the first time. He made me turn around - he
saw me from every sids! |
Yes, 52 we discovered when we checked over the fepart

of the line-up., And we alss discovered that the.rngues'
gallery plcture from which Dakanis made his 1n1tia1%
identiflcatian is a'right profile. Yet at the scene of
the murder he'd only secen the killer's left profile;
For about 30 seconds... Hoffner, will you agree tnitake
a lile detector test?

Yes, slr, S
One more question, Are you willing $t2 gamble with the
clectrle chair?

Gamble?

Y'11 explain, I'm an »fficer -f the éourt. It youf
convlction is set aside -~ and I dontt say 1t will be --
if the Jury conviets you at a new trial, you may ga.%o
the electric chair, DIi'd you understand? |

Yes, sir. I'm 1nn0¢ent, Mister Donoghue. IM11 gamble.

The examinatign is ﬁvef,'Ed Moywery. You walk'ﬁutside
%i h the assistant Digtrict Attorney. The gates of:
%%%gggﬁfggiggggblose behind you, Y¥You 122k at Denoghue.
You kn>w he'll make his repsrt to5 his superior,:District
Attorney Quinn of Queens Crunty. (MORE) |
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{(CONT'D} ¥ou hope his report will be favoraﬁle.. You
smell the fresh, sweet air, Ed Mowery - and joﬁ'praﬁ.
that a man named Louis Hoffner will, after tweive years,
get another chance t5 breathe that same sweet,_precious

atr of freedom,

e e .

In just a moment you will agaln weet Edward J. Mawei;
2T the New York W0r1d:Te%%5fam & Sun £7 glve you +he

. Mt ¥ ’
latest development si-tonighi-'s BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:
CPAPPELL:
GROUP:
EARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRIME:

GLAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 280

CLOSING COM'ERCIAL .# 3

Guard against ihroat-scratch! _

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobadcos,

The finest quality money ¢an buy.

Smoke a PELL YELL. _

Yes, for mildness you can measure light up a PELL EEHIW
Notice how mild PSLL MELL'S smoke becomes as it is
filtered further through PELL NELL'S'traditionaily:fine,
mellow tobaccos. _

t your first puff you will enjoy FELL MELL'S coolér,
sweeter smoking. But, more irportsnt, after 5 puffs,
or 10, or 17 by actual measure PELL MELL'S groéterf
length of fine tobaccos siLil) ilravels the smoke fufther
on the wey to your throat - filters ths smoke and makes
it mild, | s |
PELL MELL gives you & smogthness, mildness and
satisfasction no other cigarette offers you. |
Guard against throat-scratch. Enjoy the finest quality
money can buy - buy PELL "ELL Famous Zigarsties -
Toutstanding i B
And - they are mild!
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BIG STORY

. .WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 24, 1952

s b R St L it L L o e S

\_‘\ = _.-

~08- ~REVISED

e A

CHAPPELL:

MOWERY: -

g2z
9/24/52 pm

To you, Mister Mowery, the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES ave proud to present the PELL MELL award for
notable service in the field of Journalism; a checkffor
five hundred dollars and & special mounted bronze plaque
engraved with your name and the name 6f your paper.
Accept it as a lasting memento to your truly significedt
achievement, | _

Thank you, Mister Chappell..es I did what I could.ﬁp-
help Louis Hoffner get a new trial; the newspaper ﬁelped;
so did Harry Anderson, noted appeals lawyer anﬁ _
thouuands of poople, ﬁut the final decision rests, as
1t must, with Queens County district attorney Qﬁinh,
whose assistant Mr. Donahue ha@ all the facts. On the
basis of Mlster Donoghue's ex~mination of Hoffner ag
prison ~- which you heve just heard dramatized -- plus

z close 8tudy of the record -- et there 1s very grave
doubt indeed that Hoffner is guilty, ~ Just four hours
ago as I left Queens County Court, Judge Peter T, Farrel.
granted both derenée notlons sseklng 1mmed1até return of
Hoffrner to New York fity frou Dannemoba, and a hearing
to set aside the Judgement and convietion., On October
15th, Hoffner will t¢ll his story for the firsb time in
12 years. His suppofters feel sure that Just;pe ﬁill

Aan A Gor.

prevail.

ATHOT 0006304




im EPPITIAr TE ST

(MusIg:
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

-29- R .

STING) "

Iisten amaln next week, same time, same statlnon, whén.
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY -- A big story from the front pages 2f the Albany
N.¥. Knickerbocker News,by-line, Jerome L.Smith.' A Big
St-ry of & rep>rter who tracked dwn a silent killef and
made him talk.

And remember ~- every week you can see an~ther different
Big 8tory on televisisn -~ brought to y2u by the wakers

af Pell Mell Famous Cilgarettes.

o T T T e i o i ey me  wm e

THE BIG STORY 1s a Bevnard J. Prackter Productinn,
criginal muslc compased and conducted by Viadlmir _
Selinsky. Tonightls praogram was adapted by SheldahZStark
from &n actual stﬁry.from the front pages -f the N.Y.
World Telegram & Sun. Your narrator was Bob Sloane:and
in the dramatic part ~i the pragram John Larkin'pléﬁed

the part of Ed, Miwery. In order to protect the names

of peosple actually involved in tonlehi-'s authentic BIG
Qevenal ﬂ&*ﬁ*' Ao gt/ An dbﬁ;f%éié : .
STORY, e s—of—same. chy dramatization

were changed.
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2 "30" ew it

{(MUSIC: _ _ _ THEME UP_FULL AND FADE FOR) -

CHAPPELL: This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers. af -
PELL, MELI, FAMOUS CIGARETTES, the finest quality mongy
can buy. . '
THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY. '

HC & TB
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ZEKE SMITH
BRAD ANDREYS
HARCED METCALF
MRS, VENNER
HARY

ATDYIN
BARTENDER
HAYDEN
MAN

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #0281
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BCB SLOANE

‘DARREN MCGLVIR

YALTRR GRRAZA
RAY JCHNSON
ETHEL EVERETT
ETHEL, EVERETT
WIMPIREY DAVIS
FiIMPHREY DAVIS
TOM CCLLINS
GEYE LEONARD
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- NBC- THE BIG .STORY _ﬂgﬁl
9:30 - 10:00 PM EST 0CT, 1, 1952 WEDNESDAY
{(zeke L. Smith - Albany.Kuickerbocker News)
CHAPPELL: Pell Mell, fawous cigarettes, the finest quallty money
can buy, presents The Big Story. |
(TRAFFIC SOUND BACKGROUND)
HARCLD: Excuse me, Sir.
HAYDEN: Yes?
HAROLD: . Could you let me have & match?
HAYDEN: vwhy, ves. Got one right here. _
(FLARE OF MATCH FLAME AND A PAUSE)
HAROLD: Thank you, Sir. Thank you very much, You've been
very kind.
HAYDEN: Not at 211. I ..(WITH A SUDDEN PAINFUL GASP) I
HAROLD: {IN SUDDEN CONCERN) My dear Bir, what seems to be the
matter? ’
HAYDEN: (oASPING) I don't know. I can't breathé. Sudden pain
in my chests T eoe I sos '
HAROLD: Why that's strange. Very strange.
RAYDEN: T ... Please! A dootor. Quick, I «s.
(WE HEAR FALL OF BODY TO THE PAVEMENT.
A LOW INSANE LAUGH -~ AND UP INTO)
(MUSIC: _ _ HIT UP_AND_UNDER)
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CHAPPELL:

-

The Blg Story! The story you are about to hear actuaily
happened. It happened in Albany, New York, It 18
authentic and 18 offered ag a tribute to the men and -

women of the great American Newspapers. (FLAT) From the

pages of the Albany Kunicokerbocker News,,the story or a '
CLUadlClrJLﬂ45¢LiiﬁbﬁaUU4uar?bﬂ;ig;}ulﬂ'
ToPO! ugtra—t zee
chodle o LoV
7 Tonight, to Le

Smith, for his Bilg Story, goes the Pell Mell $506;003award.

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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CH.PPIEIL:
GICUP:
CHAPPELL e
CRCUP:

H.3RICEs

CHAPYELL:

E R3ICE:

CELPFELL:

HARRICE:

TFE BIC STCRY
PROGRH 281

CPENTNG COMMERGILL
(START E.T.)
Guard sgainst throat-serateh!
Enjoy the srmpoth smo¥ing of fine tobacces.
The {inest auality money can buy.

Snoke a2 PELL MELL _
(BND E.T.)

Yes; for nildness you c¢an reasure llpght un a PELL MELL.
Discover how pild PHLL MELL'S snoke becomes -~s it 1s
filtored further through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
eliow tobacoos. _ .

At your first ouff you will enjov Pull MELL'S cooleﬁ;
sweeter smokling. But more irportant, nfter 5 puffs, or
10, or 17 - by sctunl measuro - PHELL MELL'S greater |
1cngth of fine tobseccos still trovels the snoke further
on the way te your thront - filters the smoke rnd mﬁkes
it rild,

PILL "TLL'S finc tobaccos give vou a sponthness, pildness
end gotisfretisn ne other sigarette offers you
Injoy the finest gquality nmoncy ern dbuy - saoke PELL ﬁELL
Fenous Cignrettes - "Cutstrndine it ”

=nd - thoy are rifial
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CHAPPELL:

NARR:

BRAD:
7ZEBKE:

BRAD:

ZEKE:
BRAD:

ZEKE:
BRAD:

ZEKE:

Albany, New York. The story as 1t actually happened...

AR )
Hoke L. Smith's story as he lived 1%.

1 Iy
You, Smith of the Alhaqy KEicke bopker Pfcﬁﬂ}

.nou—bhe—ﬂvcntng—ﬁewa1 are an old hand at police reporting.

You covered the-uh.ie ‘Legs' Diamond ocase from the ‘time
of hig hiding out in the Catskills until his shootingjin
Albany. You covered the killing of ’Faps' MeCarthy of
sand Plains outside of Albany by New York City police;
tho-arresturVioU! ytho-Sohoolopi-pro—pobbosy~and:
sovepal-ltidneppinepy But this is the one you st11l sée
in your dreams, this is the one they still talk about in
Albany, and to this day, your blood runs cold and bhea
gooseflesh breaks out every bime you think of 1t. It
begins ohe night with a phone call from & friend  of many
years standing, Detective Lieutenant Brad AndreWB of-
the Albany Police.

{FILTER) Zeke, you interested in Something weird?

If 1%'s news, -
It's news alright. You can print 1t, but I don't know
if anyone will believe it. | o

What do you mean. What's this all about, Brad?

You know how busy 1t is at the corner of Myrtle and
Delaware Avenues at 5 ¢&'¢leck, don't &ou?

Yes?

Well, keey=FEW a man dropf"é“j‘%he sldewalk with a bullet
in his chest. Maybe twenty or thirty people saw him, Only
nobody saw anybody with a gun, and nobody heard a shot.

Nobody heard a shdt?

ATKOT 0Q0E312
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BRAD:
HAYDEN:
BRAD:
HAYDEN:

ZEXE: .
HAYDEN:
BRAD:
RAYDEN:

- S

- LR :
- Ak" A e “-.:\4;-? ) La -
G A VRN ERRRRY .. 2 VI
N .
PRI (PR

So help mé. The man's in critical condition, hasn't
got a chance, -

Where is he?

Room 402, Albany Hospifal.

111 be right down.

UP AND-UNﬁEal

e e

A man is shot on the;corner of a busy street and nobody
hears the sound ofiéhn'fire. Brad Andrews is right, it
lé a 1ittle weird. 'Youéigizﬂdgwn to h&bany'ﬂospifaléjgaL
& few minutes later youdse at the bedside with Brad

& eritically wounded man, a John Hayden.
This man came up and asked you for a match, Haydéd?
(IN GREAT PAIN) Yes. YeB..es
Ever see %this men before?. _ )
No. He was & stranger. The minute I 11t hils cigareﬁte
I felt this pain in my chest... This terrible pain...
What 4id this man look like?
He ... He...{HAYDEN STARTS TO_COUGH AND GASP)
Hayden! Guteket Try to give us & degeription!
(GASPING. CHOKING) T .. can't... breathe. I u..
(SIGHS AND DIES) ' |
Hayden! Heyden!
(QUIRTLY} It's no use, Brad. He's done for.
UP_AND UNDER) - ‘

- W Ema wmr e

Brad Andrews sent for the doctor, and the man is.
pronounced dead. Late that night the medical examiner.

submits his report. And, Brad tells you ...

ATKOT 0006313




BRAD:

ZEKE:

BRAD:

ZEKE:

BRAD:

ZEKE ;

BRAD:

— -

. | ot
(FILTER) Not much in the M.E.'s report; but here it is
for what 1t's worth. '

Shoot.
Powder burns indlcate Hayden was shot from & distance of

two or three feet. Twenty-two caliber bullet, enteripg

in horizontal line through chest. '

Then it must have been the stranger who asked ror'thqf
match. B

No doubt about it.

;ggﬁgﬂfgﬁﬁﬁﬂ -Bu#nuho~ﬂ&s"tt'*Brad*"-Butrwhy-dtd-he~ﬂv~&t?
what was his motive? 4kmwé&énh&ﬂnﬂ&wﬁf~&ﬁgnr4ﬁﬂitﬁg
4nlJl_nnnﬂdednatvoe#—uébh6&b~a-aouhéa

If I knew that, 1'd be & genius, not just a cop.'_d&w@a—tauh

wno-nolsews I don't even know whether he's young .or oid,
tall or short, lean or fat. As I sald, Zeke, thé whole
thing's welrd, welrd. |

cne thing sure, Brad

1f he's really crazy, and he got away wlth it once,

he -gn__e:z‘fry 1t again!

— e

You, Zeke Smith, of the Knickerbocker News, write your
story. You nickname the killer 'The Sileny gunman', and
the next day the name 1s buzzing all along the street

corners, in the barver shops, restaurants and bars of

Albany. (MORE)
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NARR: But 1t's only the beginning of what later turned out to
(CONT'D}) '
be 8 -maetre nightmare, e rantestlc tale of terror.
Cn that very evening, 1n a rooming house on Glinton Sbreet.
{KNOCK ON DOOR)
BHAROLD: Who is 1t?
VENKER: It's the Landlady, Mr. Metcalf. Mre. Venner,..
HAROLD: - Come 1n.
\ (DOOR OFENS)
(SURLY) What do you went?
VENNER: ' T thought if you were going out, I'd cle&n up your rodm.

Lo . -
HARQLD: -;~eevl- vou want to get rid of me, don't you? Yor-pwatrte
e oub. Of~theshowes. You can't stand the sight of me,

FootTT IR BT T UHET OIS .

VENNER: Why, Mr, Metcalf, T ...«.

HAROLD: You don't like me, 4o you?

VENNER: Why, I never Baid..,

HAROLD: Sy YOU doD'S hEve o 63y 1t. Weumdemti-tverbe-ooymis

in words, your eyes say 1t. Oh, you don't fool'mg; Mrs.
Venner! 1I've seen you stick out your tongue at me wﬁen
you thought I wasn't looking, lnse=-iennorr

VENNER: (STARES) What} Why I never did any such thing!

HAROLD: Don't 3le to me. You don't like me, Nobody likes me.
People hate me, Everywhere I go I see thelr eyes staring
at me, MWW%W%

mmw&wmwammmm'
e LT T ey ppeye st |
VENNER:  “{SHOOREDY<-rmrr-Metoatfiv
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HAROLD: ‘Gaaie The eyes in the restaurants, the eyes in the buses,
Ja-Fhe-ahang, oh the streets, thousands of them all
staring at me and hating me, hid-deortngnt-ie. _Al;g

calling me failure, fallure, They think I'm nobbdy.:;Me,

Harold Metcalf,

-Qnakh18uii2thuH“ihﬂrﬁmmy*ﬁﬁh*tﬁkﬂﬁﬂ“ﬁﬁﬂﬂﬂPGH&mﬁbO&H&@&#-

-4J&&~ahau"thouu-Hna.uuannenymané*?“¥r~9h0w~yuu 1L i e i
hhay—#uﬂx»am&auumwutheuisaatxmu»am&«iuvar?“uﬁﬂ*Tf”?ﬁg“ﬁﬁmé,
eamnoldmuexnal£$u&swobsoure~nﬁw?*tﬂemdaymwilﬂﬂvone-when.my
B me=yt et rotrEe T or e |

VENNER? Mr. Metoalf, I don't understand., You're talking 8o
strangely. -
HAROLD: No. Of course, you don't, Mra. Venner, of course you

don't understand me. Nobody understands geniﬁs, . Nobody
appreciates it, Nobody cares. But I'11 show the stupld
idiotes. I'1l show them all,

VENNER: A sidloboad Sy-E S TABT ERNOW R Et b o BRY
HAROLD: {LAUGHS) Wha.L,.Mes o Venneng —Jtn-sotty TR Eer Ity

 S08BYw e L 1AL L HEAN S0 LolEhten Yo Ein BT Tald T 16t
T o S L 1 B O g BB GO %.
oot TeTy Uy e vening <ehead-of b s (CRAZY ... |
e GIGEHE Y oET-gvery ~ousyevening o e ;
{MusIC: _ _ BRIDG! _ _
JUKE, BO-REAENG—A-HOTFUNE~JL-BACKGRORD)
BARTENDER: Another drink, Mister?
HAROLD: Why, yes, bartender. .Thank you, ¥ will., Won't you

Join me?

ATHG1 0006316
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BARTENDER:

BARTENDER:
HAROLD:
BARTENDER!:

HAROLD:

=" BARTENDER:

HAROLD:

BARTENDER:

HAROLD:

MARY

HAROLD:
MARY:

HAROLD 5

Thanks, buddy. Don't mind if I do.

($IQUOR POURING IN GLASSES~-CLINK OF GLASSES
POGETHER) "
Herc's to your health,
arearesy Not at all, bartender, here's to_your heaiﬁh.
Thanks, I .. :

““

(\BUDDENLY GASPS AND CHOKES)

Why, what's the matter, bartender?

I don't know. (IN PAIN) I ... I ... {(GASPS)

Youlre looking & little pale, my friend; is'somethingf

wrong?

(GASPS) I dou't know .. 8ll ., of &... sudden., . i .;;
(WE HEAR BODY CRASH AGATINST BAR._ WE HEAR RATTLE
AND SMASH OF BOTTLES CRASHING TO FLOOR AS

BARTENDER DROPS) A e W.ﬁ (}ngk

(LIGHT TRAFFIC SOUNDS BEHIND)

(POOTSTEPS ON SIDEWALK, COMING UP)
(OLD WOMAN, PLEADING) Buy a cﬁrnation, sire? A nice;
fresh carnation? .
(STEPS STOP)
No, thank you.,
Buy a carnation, Mister. Only fifey cents. IJIE'll 1ook.
pretty in your buttonhole. Buy & ... | "

Get away from me, you hag!

ATKO1 0006317
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MARY: (STARTS TO SHRIEK) Why, you crummy cheapskate, who do

you think you're calling...? {SUDDENLY, CUTS AND GASPS)
HAROLD: {GIGGLES) 1Is something wrong; Madam? o
MARY: I .00 X ... (CHOKES})

{BODY FALL TO PAVEMENT)
\gt;o ; Ot

HAROLD: I You shouldn't have stuck putfyc
-7 tongue at me! | | '
{MUSIC: _ _ BRIPGE)
, { PHONE RING)
{RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

ZEKE3 Smith, Knickerbocker Neus.
BRAD: (FILTER) Zeke, Brad Andrews. You standing up?
ZEKE: A n .
BRAD: Then ! er silt down,
ZEKE: ﬁiﬁatf..?
BRAD: The Silent Gunman went crazy tonight. Ran amuck.

Hit twilce. And both times for keeps! |
ZEKE: What? -
BRAD: , _ 13 .

Street. Half an hour later, shot and killed a flower dzg{;&f

?ggjf voman named Carnetion Mary, at the corner of Madison and

Robin, People all over the place, but nobody saw & gun...

T IR T
{MUsIC: _ _ UP_AND UNDER) _
NARR: On the way down to Headquarters, one word ringe in your.

head. Manimc. A manisc running amuck in a large city.
A manlac at large, and who knows who'll be next? And at

headquarters, Brad Andrews echoes your question....

ATHOT GOOE318
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BRAD: Who knows who'll be next? Who's going to get it next,
Zeke, Who's golng to be walking along the street, ”
minding hie own business, and %hen auddenly'drop deadf

ZEKE: It could be you. Or me. Or énybody. '

BRAD: Yeah., And we've got to get this madmen, we've got té,
zeke. '

ZEKE: One thing's sure.

RBRAD. iy Excslagyeadte Q- v

ZEKE: He's using some kind of slliencer,

BRAD: No doubt about that. And he wouldn't be pulling & gun
out in plain slght, not in these crowded areas. I figure
3e ‘Iming from the pocket.,

ZEKE 1 et ¢, Brad.

BRAD; Al Why?

ZEKE: According to the medical examiner's reﬁorts_on all three
of thesge ki1llings, every shot was high, through the ¢hest,l
end traveled on 2 horizontal path. Right? o

BRAD: | Rizht.

ZEKE: Okay. I he shot them from ﬁia pocket, the path of the
bullets would have been upward in iriftion. . ‘M¢A##,J ﬂAAJ%?*G

BRAD: Yeah. You&i@?&g&w ¥

e b LA K MR Il b mgtdd 1)

ZEKE: I don't know. Bk he's got some kind of hidden gun
glmmlck, I'm sure of it.

BRAD: If the vietims of this screwball only had some
relationship to éach other, wmeybeVT TOUTATTT

ZEKE:

But they don't. They were all strangers to each other -.
didn't even have a remote cohnection With each otherg

The killer didn't pick them out perticularly, Brad, He's
a peychopath, with & grudge against the world in general.

ATHOT 0006319




BRAD:

BRAD:

BRAD:

BRAD:

ZEKE:
BRAD:

At —

NARR:

ZEKE:

(MusIC:

=12~

' Well, whatever he is, I don't even have & general

deseription of him. And what can I do? Double mj
patrols? Triple them? S0 what? Who are they suppose
to ook £or? Who.ees:? | E
( PHONE RING)
Oh., Excuse me. y
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK) |
Hello., Yes, Hansen, 4ﬂuﬂﬁ;*wﬂzﬂﬁ. I seo. I Bee. Okay,
I111 be right over! |
(RECEIVER ON HODK AGAIN.
(GRIM) Here we go again, Zeke,
ST L (:1#ﬁ¢Larua ]7 o
Yeah. A man Just dropped'dead on High Street from heart
feilure. A particular kind of heart failure. They found
a .22 bullet in 4t! -

_ UP_AND_UNDER) \ fpue ,wn Chparre w%y ' Loy

L4ﬂ &dJ;tA;Lg, &ﬂdw&m ﬂaﬂ+~o“rzd '
dmegéggrwttﬂ'ﬂﬁrrur~ ou get at the typewriter.

your 1ea-d seun
(TYPEWRITER IN)

(READING AS HE TYPES) Somewhere ip”Albany now, & crazed

maniac 18 running amuck with. A€ power to kill without a
sound. To choose any parficular victim, any pedestrian,
any bystander, anyefie will do, Already he has shotiﬁnd
killed four.gérsons in cold blood, without any warning.
And the question 1s, who will be nextf Who will be the

m of the sllent gun man?

_ _ UP_AND_UNDER) =
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BRAD:

VENNER:
HAROLD:
VENNER:
HAROLD:

— e -

13-

The text morning. 'error rules Albany. eOrer—protrndredaa

Lhousand peepte!. exotrin GE:. II or™oT ttr-uthers-Never~
D W, W 1= o o T=hclil vl 413 ﬁ""" ey r e tma ':‘.l'. i :
LaAas

b e ™ And over the radio to the Cityb:-i'—. 5
wIBaY, the volce of Detective Brad ANArEHS oo ]
(OVER RADIO) This 18 a warning. Stay off the streets__
after dusk. Talk to no strangéra. The rhan next to you
may be the silent gun man. Don't leave your house if you

can avold doing so after dark. Ald-poiioo=Teaveshove”

—osnbinvovseduby. I ask that anyone of you whoe notices
strangers acting suspiciously on the streets vrepord i;o

us immediately. This is & warning. wiepepTat Tt I S

7 U - wyr L= F s

A city caught in swise  of fear. Panicked by & sha;dowa

terror. Sleepless, And at the mercy of a maniac. And the
following evening at the rooming house on Clinton Str.‘éet..‘.
(HESITANT) Oh! Good evening, Mr. Metoalf. |
CHBBREMYY Why, good evenlng, Mrs. Venner.

Are you poing out, Sir? :

Why yes, NMrs., Venner, St f ittt 1
anticlipate & very busy evening.. Verx .&"I;l.?sineas, you Know.
I expect that I shall have & number of appointments

pefore I'm through., (HE LAUGHS SLYLY UP INTO)

{COMMERCTIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP ¢
CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

HARRICE:

’

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL
GROUP :

CHAPPELT.:
GROUP:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #281

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
(START E.T,.)
Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.
The finest guality money can buy.
Smoke & PELL MELL L
(END E.T.) :
Yes; light up a PELL M®LL for mildness you czn measure.
Notice how mild PELL MELL'S smoke hocomes as it is =~
filtared further through PELL MELL'S traditionsily fine,
mellow tobaccos. ' ' _
At your first puff yeu will endoy PELL MELL'S coolef,
sweeter smoking. But more important,.after 5 puffs, or
10, or 17 by actual messure PELL MELL'S éreater-ienéth
of fine tobaccos still travels the smoke further oh_the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and nakes it'mild.

fine tobaccos give you a §mogthn9§§, m;lgnggs
end satisfaction no other cigerette offers you,

PELL MELL'S

therever

you go today, notice how many people have changed tp

PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigaretbte in the *

distinguished red package.
(START E.T.)
Guard agsinst throat-scrateh!?
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine uobacoos.
The finest quality money can Dbuy.,

Smoke & PELL MELL.
(END E.T.)
Pell Mell Pamous Cigarettes - "Outgtanding it

And - thev are pild!
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BIG STORY 10/1/52 . _—15- - REVISED
MUSIC: . L INTZRO AR UNDIER | | L e o e e o e
K RRICE: This is Cy Herriece, returning you to your nefratbr

1""RR "TOR:

MH:

DR D:

~nd The Big Story of Jerrme Smith, z€ he lived snd
wrote it. o '

The noxt night, Ind the siloent gﬁn men takes r~nother
toll, Two more Mlb-ny rcsidonts, £ man rrd o voman,
drop deed on the sirects of Slbony of tha same lead
poisoning., Ané down ot herdqurrtors you ;cge Smith'
of the Llbany Knickorbocker Howe, ore sitting in
Liovtenont Bred ndrows! offlce discuesing tho

nioblen vhen 211 .0f ~ suddon ..

{

(DCOR FLIBS CrIn - 147 LTTLTs) _ :
Licvtensnt, wy neae is Jorny dJemison, et e B GO B v
vo whisbb-dasosistion, You've

o
zot to give ne r poerait to crrry - zun.

Hold on a ainute, Mistor Jemiscn, vhy do vou ncéﬁ a
suny : .
(EXCITED) To protect ryrsclf, If'you think that:mad
killzer is going to gct mo, you're mistrken,

ey .-

i, Joniscen, the police of this city ars Soing

izl
bate

cvervihing pozsible to cretoet ivs ellizins,. Iicen‘t
give every person uho wonts ene = pormiv to_bfrfy a
zun, Thoey'd o killing erch othor in the strcef.
Lot pe-otatho-Linst -one.whols.asked, lovw ﬁlccse be
aotiont ~nd go hone. '
*gll, you betier do somcthing frst or the citizéns

of this ecity will take the law into their dwn honds.
(HE EXITS ~ DOOR CLOSES) :
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BIG §YCRY 10/1/%52 =154~ REVISED

CEVES

L3
3
=

ZEKR
BR:D:

(MugIg: . ..

The town's going erazy, Zral. oh ;
mmm tiext thirg vou know’ _
thoy'1ll be shooting at sach other nt tho blink of an
evolash. Thoy're crazy with fear,

(HOPELESTLY) T %now, Zcke, but how do you irap a
shndow? L erozy maniac who %ills, mixos in the érﬁt@
and melits away, ' |

inv tips ot all, Brad, ~ny lopds?

(DIZGUSTED) The switehborrd's famned with them..

Must have had o hundred pzoplo &

Ty ArTing
W&ytwwmgamtmmru
e L= -

.nd evary tin ¢ phony, ch?
Yozh., Tvery o~ne s phony., ‘nd the sil:nt gunman’

still running hog wild erd ~11 I know is this, we'va

L.

got to get him, Zoke, somehow, we've got to-get him,
UP_ND_UFDER)

A e me aw e oy

— T el
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ﬁARR:

ZEKE:
VENNER:

ZEKE:
VENNER:
ZEKE:
VENNER:

ZEKE:

; VENNER:

{MUSIC:

— — —

VENNER:

ZEKE:

o e o acanh

16~

You go back to your office. The police haven't been the
only ones getting phony tlpe. You've got ‘em too. Yqu‘ve
tracked down four or five of them. The_result: A waste
of time. But you keep running them down., You can't 
afford not to. And, just ag you sit dpwn at your'desk....

{ PHONE RING)

(RECEIVER OFF‘ﬁOOK)
Zeke Smith Knickeréocker News. _
(FILTER) ﬂr. Smith, ﬁj name's Emily Venner., I fun a
rooming house over on Clinton Street., |
Yes. | _
T think I've some information on the silent gunm&n.':
Why don't you go to the police.
I'm afraid to go to the police. I'm afrald of him.
If he finds out I went to the police, he's liable to
come back and then ... '
1 see. What's your information, Mre. Vennert :
1 can't tell you over the phone, I don't dere, Yo@'ll

have to ¢ome OvVer.,

all people. Kept gaylng he was & gen and some day

everybody would hear Qf him. _
(WEARTLY, THIS DOESN'T So¥fD LIKE MUCH TO HIM) I see.
You said was, Mrse~Venner. You mean this man Metcalf

has left?
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VENNER:

ZEKE:

VENNER:

ZEKE:

VENNER:

ZEKE:
VENNER:
ZEXE:

and took his leave without a word. Owed me two weexs

rent, too. He was 2 hateful man, Mr. Smith. Ang crazy.
If ever a man W&s crazy, that wan was! , :
(PATIENTLY) Now, look, Mrs. Venner. Let's be reasonable.
Yes? _ .

Just because you don't like & man, aee.Just because he
doesn't pay his rent....

I see., You wen't take me seg'ously. Is that it,

Mr. Smith?

(WEARILY) Well, not éyfctly. But I've been golng from

morning to night ruyfding down these tipa, Mr. Venner.

You'd be surprised how many people in Albany think their

right, Mrs. venner. Just for the fun of 1t, letts

WWW on top of bhe—shelf you

find a strip of leather. It seems toO have been cut of'f
from a man's helt, and 1t's stailned with perspiration.
And then, your eye catches the wastebasket.... -

(RUSTLE OF NEWSPAPERS.)
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ZFKE: pake & lock at what I found here, Mrs. Venner.

VENNER: why, 1t's only a rew‘copies of the Knickerbocker bJ%%%;bhi}
Mr. Smith, | :

ZEKE: Yeah, But they happen to be yesterday's issue. Three
coples of the same 1asués...ggg with the Silent Gunmaﬁ
storiecs clipped out of each copy. thﬁkﬁlﬂ'ClﬁﬂLé

VENNER: Why, yes. Yes, you've right. Now why 8hould Emnen~d0
that, Ho—Swith?

ZEKE : (SLOWLY) For only one reason, Mrs. Veuner. For only

" one reason I con see. (A PAUSE) BodluiGopmioolidligsymm
Mrs, Venner. -
AN R a1

ZEKE: Whaet did this man, this man Metcalf look like?

VENNER: Why, he was about thirty, I would Bay.. Red hair and pale
blue eyes. Crazy eyes. The.man jooked at you and ydu
felt he was btrying to kill you with his eyes. -ﬁm&“ﬂfs"“
Jaughshatm S eIy | o

(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: Now, you rush down to headquarters. Show Brad Andreﬁs
what you found..as ' | :

ZEKE : You take these clippings, Brad. To my mind, they 're
the tipoff. A man cuts four clips of the same story,
the Silent Guaman story., He euts the photos of the.
victims, everything.

BRAD: S0? ;

ZEKE: 30 he's personally involved, These ciippings satisfy

hic O cgo. Homsapberkeeping-erporapbociy-ivdonit dnow. ',
Ot Bl Lo 12086 /e i
Bubushatnbatid Ll be a0 dhnkbia!  The man known as Harold

Vetcalf is the Silent gunman.

ATKOT 0006327




. ) et Lo Lo - : . .
7. PN S S RPN SRFOUPROR PR BRSO ST s T APRPUOT LN RIEL WPOINE. < ¥ V- JRRT T30 19 T I
m - - i B et -l e oa
. N

e S| ldlatt
» ~1G-
~ BRAD: Bebeifoho-4n, what about his motive? _
ZEKE: A meniac doesn't have to have a-reb*onaiﬂnmtive.—nﬂeré*ﬂww

qhéﬁnwwho-hated-thE“w3?I3“8ﬂﬂ“Evﬁrwhﬁﬂymtn“rrr“ﬁﬁu&ﬂir‘
Nﬂnﬂushuﬂeanmav And another thing, Brad ...

BRAD: ..&9'95

ZEKE: Take & look at this plece of leather strap.

BRAD: HRBEmB DO _
ZEKE: ~ Found 1t in Metcalf's closet. It's been cut to lengtﬁ

by a knife.,.about the same length BB the oircumferance
of a wan's upper arm, Not only that, it's stained with
perspiration, which means he wore 1t next to his Bkin.
BRAD: What are you driving at, Bwaat ?5¢4t4_-
ZEKE: We know this crazy madman's been shootling hils victims
arm high. All right. Maybe he's got that silencer |
hidden up his sleeve, Maybe thils leather strap held the

in place.
BRAD: (SToWLY) 1In other words....
ZEKE : In other words, all he has to do is point his arm at

nis vietim,..and bingo!l
NARR: You run a description of Herold Metcalf on the rront page

of the Knickerbocker News. Day after day, you print the
outline of & man's head in.a specially bordered box with
a guestion mark in the middle of it, 1nstead of a face,
and print the caption. .Quote - Have you seen this man?
Unquote. For & week, nothing is heard of the silent
gunmen, and then suddenly.... | '

{PHONE RING)

(RECEIVER 'OFF HOOK)
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ZEKE:
BALDWIN:

ZEKE!:
BALDWIN:

ZEKE:
BALDWIN:
(Music

_— M -

WARR:

BALDWIN:

ZEKE!:

BALDWIN:

ZREE:

BALDWIN:

ZEKE:

BALDWIN:
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Smith, Knickerbocker News.

(FItmER) Mr. Smith, my name 4B Henry Baldwin, I.runma

small hote14¥: schnactady, the Circle Hotel.

Yes, ’ [ W MW LA
There's & man registered in my hotel thatw
woreetoome: 0

What do you mean?

T may be wrong, but he gould be the silent gunman!

——-——-—-..——-

Schnectady, is about elzht miles from Albany. You drive
ghere, but with no special enthusiasm, Outslde 6f tﬁé
¢call from Mrs. Venner, 1t's been the szme o0lA story Over
again, Twenty or thirty calls and all-phony, all ending
up in zero. There are & lot of men with red hair and

pale blue eyes iun the greater Albany afea, and this ﬁan,
Psldwin, starts off the same way.

This man is a dead ringer for your deseription 1n the Newa,
Mr. Smith. Red halr, pale blue eyes and & kind of crazy
manner.

How tall, Mr., Baldwln.

About your size I wWould Bay.

And his name?

Why he registered as Carlson, Robert Carlson.
Garlson..gh?, What makes you think he's the silent gunman?
I don't know a&B though he is, 81l I s8ld was, he could be.
I told you he talkgg crazy ag a coot. Kept talking;about

., éigkking out their tongues at hiﬁ. I've

never met 2 man with such a grudge against the world,

aGTEEYmE e,
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ZEKE: {ALERT) wXopdmHirtmetdut--rte=>

BALDWIN+ .gpaayvﬁiﬂﬁﬁﬂﬁerazﬁﬂuﬁmiaughwﬂoune#amwheandw

ZEKE: Lasoammdndeicre 18 he now? ' |

BALDWIN: Left for the evening. Said he'd be back in a couple of -
hours. -

ZEKE: - Let's have a look at his room, Mr. Baldwin.

(MUSICs _ _ UP_AND_UNDER) |

NARH*ﬂw"““*Yfﬁ’Eﬁ“ﬁﬁT““SﬁarvH’ﬁIE"Fﬁﬁmr“ﬂhwhﬁﬁgnrf,

ZEKE (SUDDENLY) Mr. Baldwin. o

BALDWIN: = Yes. _ _

ZEKE: make a look in this bureau drawer. Found this under
the shirts.

BALDWIN: Seems to be a scrap book..

ZEKE: Aeetryra-grrEp-voow,. It's filled with stories of\the?
silent gunman, ' .

BALDWIN: But what's 1n that box?

ZEKE 1 uHsse7—reaﬂ'tﬂE“UBV8F?*ﬂTuke~a*&uok?'-!vfs~u-box-6f~
smmunition, Bullets. Twenty-two calibre. (A PAUSE)
Mind 4f I use your phone, Mr. Baldwin? |

{MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: You ¢all Brad Aundrews. He hurries to Schnectady. You
walt 1in She-w~clesetof Carlson's room, alias Metcalf,
and then, sbout ten o'clock... '

(DOOR OPENS}
(WE HEAR A MAN WALK INTO THE ROOM}

BRAD: (LOW AND GRIM) Alright, Mister.

HAROLD: What the devil?

ZEKE :

Look out Brad. He's raising his arm. He's golng

to shoot.
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BRAD:
ZEKE:
BRAD:

ZEKE:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

HAROLD:

BRAD:

PP

(A BLOW, A GROAN)

{a sHOT)

(A BODY THUD AND CRASH OF LAMP ON FLOOR)
You all right, Zeke?
I'm 0.K. How about you?
His shot went wild, If you hadn't knocked him ofr'baiance,
he might have gotten me, (PAUSE) 5o, thie is the'siient
gunman, eh?

Yeah, Harold Metcalf, alias Robert Carlson.

When he comes to, you and Brad Andrews rip of f his coat,
Underneath you find a weird contraption stra, ped to his
arm, A twenty-two calibre Qangzi:pg%§3a with the stock
detached, and & length of wire attached to the trigger
with a loop on the end, through which he inserted his"
trigger finger., And that's your Big Stbry. Zeke:Smith of
the Knickerbocker News. A sbtory that is true, evéry;ﬁord
of it. And even now, when.you recall it, from thé mist

of your memory, it sends shivers running up and down your

spine, especislly when he said in his confegBion...

Everywhere 1 went 1t was the same, -Eveppbedi-would-opemne
atmne~w1th-the&amgneedyup&g&ameyeaiumanﬂbheabre*tﬁﬁﬁtﬁﬁ“

s ThEY i sphaeieme . - They called me & fatilure., And

when I turned around, they stuck out thelr tongues aﬁ me .
;LJunnuibﬂﬂﬁﬁtﬁI:ﬁEdﬁNﬁtu |
And that!s the way you took your revenge, “eNT
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HAROLD:

ZEKE:
BARCLD:

— i

— " —

23w

%m Yes. I used to be an inventor. I
invented many things, many wonderful things ,M
Jould~-toy-themy everybody laughed at.bhoxﬁuand at me....
WWW

Then you made this silencer rlg in your own room; .

Yes, The greatest invention of my career. 4&p4ﬂﬂ¢n¥{§ua,
my—wonder Uy, whetter -t U T MER I, -hette.n._tha,n.hhﬂ_-

e

¥

Ltherg.. I had power then, whae-puwvr, divine power ,mmhenﬂu

RV TP TR AT T m“;;nsmmumwnwame
mmmMoAmmemmm
«oRr1131-(SOBS) And then you came along, you. Why did

you stop me? Why didn't you let me go on? ‘4ﬁﬂhh6¥*ﬂgwn——

Smith of the Albany Knilckerbocker News, with the: final
cutcome of tounlght's BIG STORY.

e e e g e —

(COMMERCIAL)
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CLOSING CORERCLAL
(START E.T.)

CF.PFELL: Gurrd ag~inst throat-seraten!
GROUP: Fnjoy the gmooth smoking of fina tohrezos.

OHAPPELL: The finest gulity roney eon huy.

GICUP ¢ Smolic n FELL MELL.
(END E.T.)
HZRICE: Yes, for milducss you cun measure light uwp 2 PHLL KELL.

¥otica hosr nild PULT FELL'3 gwka hocoares ns 34 fg
filtered further through PRLY, PLLLIS trrditionnlly fine,

rmellow tohreoos.

CHIPTRELL: At your first puff you will onjor MULL HELL'S cooler,
sweetor smoking., Bub, rorc ilmporient, aftor § puffs, or
10, or 17 by sctusl measvra PHLL MELL'S groator lengih of
fins tobaecos still travels ths shoke further on the way

' to your throat « filters tho smoko enﬁ rckez 3t ﬁili..

HARRICE: PELL MELL gives you a smeothpess, nlldncss and satisfaction
no other eleargite offers rou, |

CH4PPELI:  Guard spainst throat-scratch. Enisy the finest'quaiity

monay can tuy -~ buy PELL IELL Fsroug Zlparchies -
"Outstandine It

HARRICE: Apd - thev are mild!
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(SIC: . TAG).. | W e |
CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from'zgi%’émith of the 3
Albany, N. ¥, Knickerbocker News, _ _ |
SMITH: Killer in tonightls Big Story was sentehéed to Mattawén,'
New York State's institution'fpr the criminally insané.
He spont much éf his time at the state hespital shooting
wads of paper from his cell at imaginary'persocutorS;:
Sometime later he died a viectim of coronary occclusions
Many thanks for tonight's PELL MELL Awerd. :
CHAPPELLs Thank you, Mr. Smith..,the makers of PELL MILL F.-CUS
CIGLREYTES are proud to present to you the PELL MILL Award
for notable service in the ficld of Journalism,,.z check
for $500; and a speeial mounted bronze plaque engravqﬁ
with your name and the neme of yaur poper. accept it as
a lasting memento of vour truly significant achidvemeﬁt.
HARRICE: Listen again next week, same time, same.station, vhen
PELL MELI. FANMCUS CIGARETTES will prescnt anotber_sxe'
8TCRY == A big story from the frant pages of the Hiami;
Florida Herald; by line, Willlam H. Adams. .\ Big
Story about a reporter who wont into a swamp to cateh a
murderor, |
CHAPPELL: And remember -- overy weaﬁ you can se2 another diffefént
Big Story on television -~ binught to you by the makers

of Pell Mell Pamous Clgarettes.

B Tt — I — Rk i A
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #282

CAST
NARRATOR
ADAMS
SHERIFF
DAVE BAYLER
ALICE
WOMAN
DEALER

PETE
BELLBOY
DAN
GAFFNEY

ES"'BF?_?* -«nn’é QT

-t

'BOB SLOANE

JIM STEPHENS
CAMERON PRUDHOMME"
BILL ZUCKERT |
JEAN QILLESPIE
RUTH YORKE

SAM RASKYN

SAM RASKYN

MICHAEL O'DAY

MICHAEL O'DAY

- CAMERON ANDREWS

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 8, 1952
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THE BTG STORY - . #282

CHAPPELL:

30 - 10300 PM EST 0CTOBER_8, 1952  WEDNESDAY
(william Adams - Miami, Florida, Herald)
PELL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES, THE FINEST QUALITY MONEY CAN

BUY, PRESENT - THE BIG STORY!

——— R W R W e e

{SWAMP BACKGROUND. STEPS IN BRUSH)

Careful how we go under this bridge, Pete., <4m the Tamiami
rmoaype. ar Recustlfiul heighos but

Traig_you never know what you might run into, M;ght:be
alligators saround, :
Usually are in the Everglades, Dan. Gators and snakes and
everything else. The Tamiami's one state highway I wish
somebody else had the job of inspecting, o
We'll ask for a transfer. |
Yeah, you and me both ... Well, we got it to do, 1etis do
it. Wateh the slope, (EFFORT)

(SLIPPING AND SLIDING)
(EFFORT) Nothing but swamp for miles, Frogs, énakep,
skeeters - {STOPS) Pete,

(THEY STOP)
Yeah?
(FLAT) Something under the bridge.
Huh? ... Hey, looks like & fgator. I'1l ==
Put up your gun, |

(COUPLE OF STEPS)
It's not a gator, 1t's & man, Shot through the head,

e Ay A e e mem men
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CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! The story you are about to hear actﬁally
heppened, It happened in Florida, It is authenttcﬂand ie
offered as & tribute to the men and women ol the great
American newspapers, (FLAT) Fronm the pages of the Miami
Herald, the story of a reporter who used a hot lead"_ to
£ind & cold-blooded killer, Tonight to Williem Adams for
his Big Story goes the PELL MELL $500 award. '

(MUSIC: = FANFARE}.

_— e mee B e e e

o= - 2=y

, (COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPFELL ¢
¢ROUP:
CHAPPELL:
GROUP 2

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

HARRICE:
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 282

OPENING COMMERGIAL
(START E.T.)
Guard against throat-scrateh!
Enjoy the gmooth smoking of fins tobaccos.,
Thec finest gquality money can buy, v

. 8moke 2 PELL MELL.
(END E.T.)

Yes, for.mildness you can measure light up a PELL MﬁLL.
Discover how mild PELL MELL'S smoke becomes as it 15
fil1tered further through PELL HMILL'S traditionaily fine;
mellow tobacros,. _ _

At your first puff you will enjoy PELL IRLLIS gooldr;
sweeter smoring., But more 1mportant,'éfter 5 puffs; or
10, or 17 - by actual messure - PELL MELL'S grester.
length of fine tobacéss still travels the_smoke further
on the way to yovr throat - filters the smoke anﬁ mékes
it mild.

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a gmoothpess, mildness
and gatigfaction no other c¢lparette offers yau.'

Enjov the finest quality monev can buy - smoke PELL MELL
Famous Cigzarettes - “"Outsiend!nel" |

And - they are milal
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a CHAPPELL: Miami, Florida, The story as it nctually happened - Willia

it
T

Adamg® story as he lived it,

e e

NARR: It’s a late afternoon in March and you, Bill Adams’

t

veporter for the Miami Herlasd - youlre in the city'room at
your desk taking 1t easy for the moment, You feeljfihe.

. It's a beautiful day. Your feet are up on the desk aﬂd the
window's open, You cen see the ocean and you_can_smeil A
~-- the clean, cool smell o salt air, ahd then --

(PHONE RING, HOOK OFF)
ADAMS: City room, Adams talking, _
SHERIFF:  (FILTER) Adams, this is Sheriff Thornton, My office just
got a report of a possible murder, |
ADAMS: Murder? Who, Bheriff?y
SHERIFF: Dunno yet. A menls body was found under a state highﬁay
bridge by a couple of highway inspectors, They reported it
in from a nearby gas Statlon, I'm on my way out theré now,
ADAMS: Thanks for the tip, Sheriff., What's the street numbef..
SHERIFF: They don't have numbers on the Tamiam! Trail,
ADAMS: The Tamiami Traill -- (BREAK) The Everglades?
SHERTFF: That's right, Right out in the middle of the Everglades?

L great place for a murder,

MUSIC: HIT AND UNDER : . - S :
( “““““ "'"'""'""""'""‘) . 50‘#"‘“2 o-pt..i;_ua;b.ﬂ.old:hl.ra«!_ m‘jc"hd-
NARR: . The Everglades. Hundredsof-square—miles of sWanp,of.
bﬁlALt:?AibubxanJL\4av0J12~q04J1 'S Gt — dueoleile .
solationy MWmew you get there &kis nfter dark.  You stand

under the glare of B floodlight wilth the State Highwaj
Inspector a8 the gheriff bends over the_body of a well-

dressed man,
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SHERIFF:

ADAMS:

SHERIFF:

ADAMS ¢

SHERIFF)

ADAMS:

SHERIFF:

DAN:
SHERIFF:

DAN

SHERIFF:

ADAMS:

SHERIFF:
ADAMS:

SHERIFF:

(BG OF NIGHT SWAMP) |
well, that's that, No doubt about it being murder - three
bullets right smack through his head, -
Sheriff, lookeijke he was killed someplace else and Erpught
here, _
Yeah, Adams. Body 1ald out nice and peaceful - and that
grey overcoat folded under his head like & pillow.

_Any-identification—on-hi

Nope., Wallet. gone, ckets empty., 4nd the labels have

been torn off h clothes.

He can't be

native, Nobody in Floridsa bothers ﬁith an
Frobably & tourist, | ' _

If He is, we'll have a tough time checking up on him --
hey“ccme"down—tU‘FIvrtda“from—every-statewin—bheivnfbnz
Sheriff, how do you figure he got here?

Well, you're a state highway inspec¢tor, McLeod, -Supppsé
you tell me, _ .

Tell you one thing., They don't travél much on foot oh the
Tamiami Trail, He must have been in a car, but where is
ity |
That's the answer, McLeod, Find the car and we find the
murderer, Maybe, _ |

38y, what about that gas statlion McLeodts partner phéned in
from, Sheriff? '
What about 1t7

You can ask the owner if he recognizes the body, Might
have stopped for gas, i

_Iump}wxeﬂﬂwgun@%odctMﬂtﬁnmj
good—tdea .., Suppose you two glve me a hand,
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. 'DANY

SHERIFFt

DAN:
SHERIFF:

SHERIFF:
AD LIB:
ADAMS:
SHERIFF;

SHERIFF;:

ADAMS:
SHERIFF!

SHERIPF:
ADAMS
SHERIFF:

ADAMS:

SHERIFF}

T -

GAFFNEY:

S AR e DR SATRNOENGL KW L e A el s it . T

-0~ } el
You're gonna move him?

Would you 1ike to stand by til we get a ooroner'a_wagon

-out here, McLeod?

In the Everglades after dark? Not me,
Okay then,

(STEPS)
All right, 1f you guys will teke his arms --
(LITTi:A EFFORT AS THEY MOVE BODY) |
Sheriff, Underneath him,
Put him down again, _

(SET BODY DOWN, RUSTLE OF PAPER)
A newspaper and a palp of dlce, x{.jwhv_lbt;aku¢¥ajﬁmmu
Not & pair, sheriff, Only one. ﬁnddit's loaded, |
Let me see that .., Yep - 1t'e loaded, Gamblers' dice,
/nd look &t this paper, Adams - your paper, the Miami .
Hepald, |

(OPEN PAPER)
What's today?
The {ifteenth,
This pzper 18 dated the twelfth, Pro?és he's been here
several days,
It might prove something else, Sheriff, He might ha?e come
from Miami, | .
It's possible ... Okay, let's teke him, And we'll ask that
gas statlon owner some questlons on the way in, - ;

BRIDGE)

e

(A TOOTHLESS, QUERULOUS MAN) No, sir. No, sirree, Don't
look familiar to me atall, |
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. SHERIFF:

GAFFNEY:
ADAMS ¢
GAFFNEY:

SHERIFF:

GAFFNEY?,

SHERIFF:
GAFFNEY:
ADAMS:

GAFFNEY:
ADAMS:
GAFFNEY:

SHERIFF!
GAFFNEY:

— T —— -

_7_ [T S
¥What about last night, Mister gaffney? He might'have
stopped here for gas last night, ' o
Sheriff, I don't stay open at night, Not enough business.
You're open now, . _ _ .

T v stamung o .
Young feller, E%m-ée&n*v&t-onIy on accounta all this .
excitement, Feller comes chargin' in to use the phone and
report a murder, I got to stay open, But no business -

not & lick of business,

TPl 1y et pORSR
.Mhataggou% yesterday?
Nope,

Or the day before yesterday?

Nope, can't say, sheriff, _

‘He mlght not have been alone, Mister Gaffney, Might have
had some one with him, a hiteh hiker maybe, |
Young feller, X sald I can't recall,

“Therets not much traffic—en—tvhe-Famiamt

I st1ll can't recall, Might not even have sto
Though I did have some business, sonme .
Take another look, Gaffney.
Basides, thefé ain't nothin' speclal about this poorf

Feler; nothint—speriai—fer-me—to-recotlect—abatt;

L = e ol .

You go back to Mlami, Bill Adams 4., You try to sieeﬁ. But
In your nostri;s is the‘smell of the Everglﬁdes,;on your
closed eyelids is etched that scene ﬁnder the bridge,' Your
thoughts turn with the turning hours:; who is that méh? '
Who killed him ~= Who is he? | |

W mEa dm me w mwe e e MR e deAn mA e
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SHERIFFR:
ADAMS:
SHERIFF:
ADAMS;

ADAMS

o ——

— -

BELLHOP3

ADAMS:
BELL:
ADAMSt
BELL:

My & about checking the hotels? - ek % w{mm—h-&a
SHERIFF:

Tl ,‘,..,_:.;Lj. ';.'_'.:.:'i'-_l,;_:;i_"-_‘.'.._..;.,._..;.\.-.‘. Y P T ., RN T - T T ST R S

?8_ e

(PHONE BUZZ ON FILTER, HCOK OFF)
(PILTER) Hello%
Sheriff, dld I get you up?
Who's that? idams? _ )
I know itts ecarly, but I woke up and couldnl!t get baek to
sleep, Sheriff, I've got an idea, If that dead manls from
out stete he might have stopped at a Miami HOtel.' How
2 haoe oldrnodday G : ‘o
Wehgot over three hundred of them, Adams, It's a cho;e. ol
You'lve got his description, I can pick up a picture-gnd
lend a hand, I'11 be glad to help, | | |

G—-Ln.,d—"{a Ve R T Y2
IN_AND_UNDER)

After two deys, B1ll hdams, you're not so glad., You're

réotsore, weary -- three hundred hotels in Greater Miami

and everywhere the answer 18 N0 ... "Not here" - ﬂDiﬁ}t

stop at this hotel™ -- "pon't recognize the pleture" ...

You're turning away from the desk at ngfiinglzipgggsil-nu*k&*;

The desk clerk 18 new, he wasn't around H#hew, You're

about to draw a llne through that one and try the ne#t.

A bellhop stands beside you, |
fﬁizﬁayour pardon, sir, Couldn't help overhearin';'but'this

gentleman you'lre lnquirin' about ~-- is he the same oﬁé had

his plecture in the paper yesterday? . |

Yes, that's right, )

Found dead out in the Everglades? Murder viotim?

Same one.

That plicture in the papers was kind of amudgy. You got

another one?
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" ADAMS:

BELL:
ADARMS:
BELL:
ADAMS:
BELL:

ADAMS:
BELL:

LDAMS:
BELL:

—

SHERIFF;

ADAMS:
SHERIFF:
ADAMS:
SHERIFF;
ADAMS

SHERIFF:
ADAMS ¢

SHERIFF:

e e+ e o e e b e

G o
{INTERESTED) Why ~-~ yes, Here,
Thatts Mister Naibéum.
You know him¢t
No mlstake, sir. Mister Bertram Nalibaum,
He was a guest here? . :
Yes, sir, Resided in room three twelve in this very
hotel, Came from Baltimore, Maryland, as 1 recall, -
He was a gambler, wasn't he?
Mister Naibaum? No, 8ir -- a quiet gentleman, real -
refined, I carried his bags when he checked out, He
cashed & cheek for eleven hundred dollars and when Iiput
his bags in his car he gave me a ten dollar bill}
He had a cart
Yes, sir. Nice car -- maroon-colored Mercury,
It checks, Adams, We just got word from the Baltlimore
police, Bertram Naibaum, age twenty-sceven, hachelor;
business man, quiet, good reputation,
Any family, Sherirfr¢
Parents still living, His mother took the news hard,
Shepiff, 1t couldn't have been & hitch hiker, '
Why not?
Naibaum doesntt sound like the kind thattd plek wp a
hitch hiker. Certalnly not on a lonely roa& like the
Tamiami Trail, ' |
Adams, 1n pollce work guessing is bad dbuslness, _
It must have been some ohe he.met here 1in Hiamt, somé one
he got friendly with,

We checked on his. movements here, Al business.'
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SHERIFF:
(MUSIC:_
NARR:

(MUSTC:

DEALER?$

ADAMS:
DEALER:
ADAMS:

DEALER$
ADAMS s
DEALER:

ADAMS:
DEALER:
ADAMS:
DEALER:

ADAMS:
DEALER:

ADAMS:

«10- : cwveamr e |
Sheriff, Naibaum had.eieven hundred dolliars on him; _it
was taken -- and so was his car ..; A maroon Mer¢ury#i
Would a murderer who takes money hang on to a hot éar:or
would he sell 1it? '

That's the way we Tigure too, We'!ll start in the morning,
IN_AND_UNDER) )

e e gy wmee dme e

-—

30 you're off agein, Bill Adams, Driving past those same

hotels, checking the used car lots. Plenty of ‘em, ‘Plen€§

of cars, And finally -- 2 marooh Mercury,

ouz) _ .
{LIGHT STREET BG, OPEN CAR DOOR, LITTLE SEARCHING)

(FADE IN) Howdy, Mister, Aim to buy this car I can'give

you a good price, Fine car, S

No, Iim not buyihg. I'm & newspaper reporter,

(LAUGH) Reporters use cars too, don't they?

I notice there's a svain on the front floorboards, Looks

like blood, '

(DEPRECATING) Sho-nowe LThot 'l elecse wue

And I found thie under the front sest, ' _

(CHUCKLE} Find the other one and you got yourseir albair

of dice, hey?

The other one was found, Three days ago, under a dead man,

What? |

Who so0ld you this car? -

Oh, a man named -- 1et'é see now, It was early morning on

the fifteenth -- man named Naibaum,

Naibaum was dead on the fifteenth.

You'lre crazy, Feller from Maryland, had hig registration

and everythin! -« Naibaum,

Dontt you read the newspapers?
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SHERIFF1
NARR:

(MUSIC:

—— ey

ADAMS:

SHERIFF1

ADAMS:

SHERTIFF

. (musrc:

e e

, ~11~

Sure I do! Sports page and the used car ads, _
Try the front pege sometime, Here's & pleture or’Haiﬁaum,
and a description, | o
Let!'s have & look aee,

(PASS PHOTO) _
Are you kiddin's That's not Naibaum ,,, Feller who sold
me this here Mercury had brown hair, kinda thin Q- hﬁq
full 1ips ... &nd 1ETsays here qulet dresser, Ehdgiggé
éidn't dress quiet. He wore a cowboy shirt, Mister --
loudest shirt I ever sawl} '
Thg;;§:€¥ipbion goes out -~ and nothing happens. “You walt,
B1ll Adams, and thers's no word; You go over to the.: _
Sheriff's offtce, You sit there, kKilling time, wait;ﬁg.

(PHONE RINGS) |
get that, will you, Adama®t I'm busy,
It's a policeman up in Jacksonville, A friend of yours,
you know him, He's got a lead on & possible suspect.: You
take down the information and pass 1t on to the sheriff,
out) :
He sald & woman up there read the story in the neﬁspépers
and called his office, '

Youtve got the woman's name and addresst

‘Yep -- and her phone number, She's wondering sbout é?young

guy wWho's been calling on her daughter, Suppose-I'giYe her
& ring, Sheriff? .

Good idea ~~ go ahead, Adams, I'11 listen in on the
exsension, | :

IN_AND_UNDER)
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WOMAN:

ADAMS:
WOMAN:

ADAMS
WOMAN:

ADAMS:

QOMAN:

ADAMS:
SHERIFF
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<le- _
as_she _tmmutnejgene.mummmtnd—aga&nﬁ;—th%
aganeﬁoﬁ_the_Evergladas,—9§~death:" |
uz) mx»,1ﬂwcxtF<>:L$c1hi;,P%x:(jiicbfﬂﬁvf L
(FILTER) = It's sbout Dave Bayler, He wears that kind -of
shirt, the loud kind, He's been seelng my daﬁghter Aiice,
and I don't approve one bit, And where'd he come by a1l
that money? ' )
Go on, M'am,
He didn't have money two weeks sgo, Now he spends'it;like
it waa water, . _
You told this to the police up in Jacksdnville? _ _
They said theyt!d look into it, I hope somcbody does.; The
less Dave Bayler sees of my daﬁghter Alice the better I'd
like 1t ... I hope I didn't do wrong going to the police,
though.

Don't worry about 1t, M'am -~ it never hurts to be careful

«s++» Thanks very much and goodbye.
Thank you, young man, @oodbye,
(HOOK ON)
Well, sheriff, you heard, What do you think$ :
It might be & wlld goose chase, Adams. But on thé othey
hand -- well, letls go ﬁp to Jacksonville and see. '
(NIGHT OUTDOOR BG)
Is that him now, Adams? Coming out of ﬁhe dancehail? .
Yeah -~ out for & amoke, The girl's not with him; Shériff.
Now's our chance, | :

(STEPS ON GRAVEL, THEN ONTO PORCH, TO STOP)
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' SHERIFF:
‘BAYIL,ER

SHERIFF;

BAYLER:
ADAMS:
BAYLER:

SHERIFF: -
BAYLER:

SHERIFF:

DAVE;
SHERIFPR:
BAYLER?

ADAMS:
BAYLER:
ADAMG:
BAYLER

SHERTFF:
BAYLER:
ADAMS:
DAVE:
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Exouse us, Youtre Dave Bayler?
Yeah, Mister -~ that's right, |
My namets Thornton -- and this is Bill Adams, reporter for
the Miami Herald, |
Ch? ... Well, I still dontt -.
Mister Thornton is a Sheriff, Bayler,
A Sheriff? ,,. Now look, my date wil) be back 1n a Beeond,
she jJust went to powder her ncae, If 1t'e that mother of
hers -~ ' '
What's her mother got to do with 149 _ .
She don't want me to see Allce, She’a_juat angry enough
te eall the police. N
It's more than that, Bayler. Mind answering a few
queptions? |
Like what?
Like wheretd you get all your mohey? _
Well, I do a 1ittle betting, I mede a killing at the dog
track,
How about a killling on the Tamiami Trail?
Tamiaml Trail?
A man was found dead there a week ago.
I don't know what you're talking about, I never went near
there, Closest I got was last week when I was dowh 1ﬁ
Miami, I won & car from a man playint poker_and I pold it
there,
You won a car? 3
What's wrong with that? The way yoU tWo—HYe BLATIM &L o,
Who'd you win it from, Bayler? |

His hame was Naibaum, He was a blg, tall feller, he =-
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Blg and tall®
Yeah, Over six feet, About fifty years old,
Nalbaum wag about five ten, He was twenty-seven ﬁearﬁ
old -- '
No, sir] g
He was found dead on the Tamiamil Trail, in the Eﬁerglades.
No, 8ir -- what are you tryinf to pulll JI{-was-a>
dgifferent man, I tell you it was a different man. Ifhever

killed nobody!

— e e m me e

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP
CHAPPELL ¢
GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
GROUP:
CHAPPELL?
GRCUP:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #0282

MIDDLE COMMERCLIL
TR B

Gusrd ageinst throat-scratchi
Enjoy the gmooth smoking of fine tobaceos.
The finest guality méney can buy.

Snoke a PELL MELL,
(END E.T.)

ch; light up a PELL MELL for rildness you can measure.
Notice how mild PELL HELL'S smoke becomes as it'is. 
filtered further through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos. |

At your first puff you will enjoy PELL I'HLL'S cool_a:z:‘;
sweeter smoking, But more Important, aftsr 5 puffs; or
10, or 17 by actual measure PELL MELL1S groater 1Gngth
of fine tobuccos still travcls the smoke further oen the
way to your throat - filters the smolke and makes itfmild.
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness, mild-
ness and satisfaction no other cilgarette offers yaﬁ}
Yhersver you go today, notice how many people have:'
chanzod to PELL MELL - the longer; finer cigarette in the
distinguishe? red parckage, |

(8T.RT E.%.)
Guard against throat-serateh!

Injoy the smooth smoking of fine tobnccos,
The finest quality money can buy.

Smaoke a PELL MELL.,
' (END BE.T.)
Pell Mell Famous Cigarettes - "Quitstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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NARR:

{Muszcs
SHERIFF:
ADAMS:
SHERIFF:

: ADAMS:
SHERIFF:

ADAMS:

SHERIFF:
ADAMS:
SHERIFF:

ADAMS:
SHERIPFF:
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This is Cy Harrlce returning you to your Narrator_and_the
Big Story of Bill Adame a8 he lived 1t end wrote it.
You've found the man with the loud cowboy shirt, Bill
Adams - the man who sold the dead men’s cer. He admits he
sold 1t. But he swears he never killed anybody. .And his
description of Epe man from whom he says he won the car
doesn't tally. Naibaum was small, ;E;;;f He'wonﬁit:irom
2 big man, a different man entirely. So he says.

Qur) di‘?wu{bpup S*wuj

What do you thinﬂw Adams?
1 dunno, sheriff,

I let him go. But I told-him~to—z§izrright—here-tn
ol e UE e acked. wue at . . :
Jaeksonvitle., Another thing - Bayler é§§§ihe's from -

Maryland, That's where Ralbaum hails ffom.
Yeah,

He could have struck up an acquaintance with Naibaum in
Miami - gone with him in that car and killed ﬁim.

What stops me is that description. Suppose somepody.
else d1d do the shooting., Came back to Mlami, got iﬁto
a poker game with Bayler and lost the car,

Tt's possible. Might even have lost the car on purp@se,
to divert suspicion to Bayler. -
_You-know;—bhertff5—Bayter—aoesmtt—Yook-mooi Y

does he?

Ademe, 1f every killer could be s by the way he
looks, I'd have plent

idesa,

ime to go fishing.
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ADAMS:

ADAMS

ALICE:

ADANMS:

ALICE:
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Yeah - for 16formatipn. I talked to Allce's mother on
the phone. Now Xf1l go see her, I'11l tmlk to both
of thenm,

(TEA CUPS)
You'll have some more tea, Mlster Adams?
Mother, he's a reporter. He dldn't come rof tea.
Your daughter'!s right, Ma'am -~ I didn't..,.
You're here about Dave, Bayler, |
Now, Alice -
It's all right, mother,...I'm not & ohild., I know you've
been against my seeing Dave., And after what's happqud,
you don't have to worry. I'm not going to Bee him aﬁ&more.

After what!'s happened? He to0ld you the sheriff spoke to

“him?

He didn't have to tell me. I was there last night,
Mister Adams. I was coming back from the powder-rooﬁ and
I overheard you talking to him, _

Oh, I see. Well, how did Bayler act after we left?

Did he mention 1%2?

No - and I didn't ask him. I let him take me home and
that was all. | '

One thing. Did he mc¢t nervous?

You mean as if he'd done a murder?

Yes. |

I don't know. Misfer Adams, T Just couldn't say.
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Chat s tHE tTOUDIE = you—-sanlt-—-sey-eibher;

Could there be & third man involved? Did ne other

than Bayler sit beside Bertram aum while the droﬁe"

fhrough the Evergla --on a lonely road, past a

lonely ation? A drive that ended for Naibaum at
dged+i—You-stay-—on—in-Jacksonvitler The next

day ycu pet B hurry-up call from Alice's mother, fﬂheﬁ“ynu

o¥
arrive--at-her-home-shele—olong. .
out) _
He-was tere; MisterAGEms = Dave Bayter:—H

to see Alice.

She satd she was through with him
She 1s! She wouldn't see , wouldn't even talk to him,
She went upstalrs w we saw him coming up the rront-walk.
You talked to him alone?
Yes...He e.got mad, Mister Adems. He came close t6

threstening me.., And -- I have to tell you this.

ciﬁ;:;aid—ﬁomeﬁhing—aboutmhaning_a+gun.1n‘his—rocmh

— e v -

ADAMS:

SHERIFF:

SHERIFPF:

SHERIFF:

SHERIFF:
ADAMS:

Mt

(RAP ON DOOR)
No answer, sheriff, duess he's not in,
The landlady gave me the key.
(KEY IN LOCK. OPEN DOOR AND STEPS IN)
There's a dresser. Reckon we better try that rirst..
(STEPS AND OFEN DRAWER) |
Empty.
(CLOSE AND OPEN ANOTHER)
No gun here elther.

Walt & second, sheriff... (HE SNIFFS) Smell,
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SHERIFF: {SNIFFS}
:(~3 -ADAHS: Doeen't that emell iike gun oil%
SHERIFP: {SNIFFS) By thunder, it does. There was & gun in thls

draver. Elther he moved 1t someplace else or -«
{OFF STEPS, ON STAIR)
ADAMS: Somebody on the eBtaircase,

SHERIFF: Sake-a"1op
w7

FEW QUICK BTEPS)
ADAMS:

L LOW) Sheriff.

b ' (LIGHT STEPS FADE ON)
SHERIFF: )} Bayicr?
ADAMS: LO@)__XQ&A___Howﬁhals_nn.the,hall~4anaing‘_

(STEPS APPROACH. STOP ON CUE)
DAVE: (CUE) oOh.
SHERIFF: Howdyq Bayler. _
DAVE: The landlady told me Mister Adams and you was here,;;
Sheriff. |

1 ADAMS: We heard you had a gun., _
PAVE: Alice's mother told you, didn't she? You needn’ t upset

A\ the room, sherlff. Here 1% is, right under my pillow.
SHERIFF: I'11 take that, _ |
DAVE: I want you to, I shouldn't have got mad at Alice's mother,
ADAMS: Is 1t the murdergun, sheriff?
SHERIFF:  Could be, Adams. Same calibre.
DAVE: I never used that gun. It was in the car, I found it in
| the car, when*that—faiiurﬁi“taid"yov—abou%—%esb—tt~to*meﬂ

B wae She
p in that poker game.
ADAMS: Why did you keep 1t? . :
v+ DAVE: Well, I had no notion it was used in & murder, It wes

worth money, I thought I'd keep 1t., .
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SHERIFF: You sure you didn't use 1t? :
DAVE: I tell you no! Why don't you find bhat-other feller and
stop houndin' me? Ain't 1t bad enough I can't see Alice

any more? Find himi

{MUSIC: _ _ BRIDGE_AND_UNDER) YT
KARR: The gun is taken back to Mlam Aand checked; the bullets

match those whlch killed Malbaum. _
SHERIFF: I bad Bayler brought down 4e¢, Adams. That uaed ¢ar
dealer ldentified him.

ADAMS: Bayler admits he sold the car.
SHERTFF: Yeah, _ _
ADAMS: Bayler s8till sticks tec his story mbout & third man?

SHERIFF{f%the'B:Eiﬁgz’ua a description. We eent it out on a flyer,
with no result, ' :

ADAMS; Baylerts the only suspect.

SHERIFF:  He st11l denies it.

ADAMS: You need a wiltness. _

SHERIFF: You don't say. What'll I do? Go out to that bridgé?and'
ask the alligatorse?

(MUSIC: _ _ SWELL AND UNDER)

NARR: You leave the sheriff and go back to your ¢ity room., You

think of Dave Bayler - is his story true? Yeur<window 1w
_gﬁenzbhewwayﬂ*bwwas~xhat_s4psesday»and—ﬁhe-brresé=¢§§ﬂa~u&
—off-the—opeEn; FHILT and—TFEBIF, You remembelr tﬁat night,
that scene under the bridge, the hot sultry smell of the
vast Everglades., You remember, and you reach for the phore
ADAMS 3 Sheriff, have you got the murder oar, that maroon Mercury?

SHERIFF: (FILTER) I've had it impounded.

ATXO1 000G3SS




e,

o e N -
i i PR T BT 1.0 7 2 S ______1;.1.';%,.*4“;“:;“@“&&&**”&;*.,.- R PN

%";1?;’.-“'!*_-'.*_; . -21~- . Crweemmneife
) ADAMS: How about putting gas in it and taking Bayler for a':ide
( tomorrow? -
SHERIFF: Where?
ADAMS: To the Everglades, sheriff,
{MUsIc: _ _ HIT AND UNDER)_ |
NARR: You're not there, the next day, Bill Adams, at the bridge

peventy-two miles west on the Tgmlami Trall. You're
someplace else. _The aheriff'goes there with Dave Bayler.
Bayler 1s nervous. | '
(SWAMP BACKGROUND)

SHERIFF: This 15 where the body was found, Bayler - right under
this bridge. -

DAVE: I never came here, Sheriff.

SHERIFR: The state highway inspectors thought at first that it

Y

was a gator.

DAVE: Yeah, I read about it In the papers. Poor Neibvaum.,
; SHERIFF: Then you knew the dead man was named Naibaum! _
DAVE: No, no, I read about that afterwards - efter-you-came to
Jacksonvilie, _ '
SHERIFE: The body was stretehed out as etraight as & string.

Did you fold his overcoat under his head?
‘_ DAVE: \A§»E§Xﬁgaigﬁquﬁ£?'11Jen_
SHERIFF: Fhew=your—took his money, and his car --
DAVE: Ne! 1 won't confess to somethin' T dldn't do - no!_{
You got no right to keep me here. Take me back. :
SHERIPF: Okay, Bayler - there's the car, let's g0, There's a gas

station up the road & ways, we'll stop for gas,
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GAFFNEY:

ADAMS:

GAFFNEY:

ADAMS:
GAFFNEY:
ADAMS:
GAFFNEY:

ADAMS:
GAFFNEY:
ADAMS:
GAFFNEY:
ADAMS:

GAFFNEY:

SHERIFF:
ADAMS s
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That's where you are, Bill Adams - at the gas stgtioﬁ.
You were there when the sherlff and Bayler went by .
heading West. And now you're walting for them to'come

back, you and the gap station owner - waitiﬁg.

oy —

{LIGHT SWAMP B.G, SLAP.)
Blasted mosgultos. That cer you mentlon don't show Qp
soon we'll be eaten alive, |
It'1l1l be here. '
St111 don't comprehend what good it's gonna dp.;ﬁweit*

I don't regollect no marcon Mercury. Told

we watched 1t headin' toward the brl

Youtll get 8 ¢loser look ¢ time.

Don't recollect no d cowboy shirt neither.
You'll get a-closer look at that too.

00q£§e’hé mighta stopped. This 15 about midway on the

T g
 Tamtami;-they TE-Bpt~—to-stop,
& Just do me one favor, Mister gaffney.

o
Sech as what?

Just take your time.

Take my time? _

About whether you can identify the man with the cowbby

ehirt. Just look at him, clopely. _ |

Hmph, 1f you say 80... (LONG PAUSE) Car comin' down the

road.., (LONG PAUSE} 1It'es a maroon Mercury. .
(CAR TAKES LONG APPROACH, SLOWS, ONTO GRAVEL
CLOSE BY. KILL MOTOR) ' |

Hello, Adéms. |

Hello, sheriff. Hello, Bayler.
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BAYLER: Hey, what are you dolng here? ‘ _

ADAMS: Mister gaffuney and I saw you go by. Didn't we, Mistér
Ggaffney?

GAFFNEY : Yep... Yep, we did,

BAYLER: (& BEAT, EDGE OF PANIC) Sheriff, I thought we stpppéd
“for gas, '

SHERIFF: bon't need gés, Bayler, oF

BAYLER: But you said -- (HE STOPS) o _

GAFFNEY: That's a real fancy shirt the man's wearin', real fancy.

ADAMS: J Have you seen it before, Mister Galfney?

GAFFNEY: Seen 1t before? _

ADAMS: Say, around the fourteenth of Mareh? Or the thirteénth?

GAFFNEY: Hmmmmmen . o « . :

ADAMS: This car belongs to the man that was murdered. The car

¢ame back this way. You can't miss a shirt like thap,

¢can you?
GAFFNEY: Nope... It's real fancy.
BAYLER: (A BEAT) Stop lookin' at me, Stop -« (SUDDEN-EFFORT)
(YANK OPEN CAR DOOR) :
SHERIFF: {EFFORT) 8it down, Bayler! Where you going!
BAYLER: (EFFORT) Let go of me! ... (HE'S DESPERATE} It was

self-defense. Self-defense, I tell you. He - he owgd
me money. He gamblad.with me, shot dice - and he
wouldn'{ pay.

SHERIFF: Naibaum waen't & gambler.

BAYLER: He wouldn't pay, I tell you.  He reached for a gun,_;
grabbed it from him - 1% was self—defenée, I tell yoﬁ_--

(EFFORT) |
SHERIFF: (EFFORT) S1t downl,., Put out your hands.
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SHERIFF:

BAYLER}
SHERIFF':
ADAMS:
SHERIFF:

GAFFNEY:

ADAMS:
GAFFNEY:

— e am
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Wha-what for?
These.,
(SOUND OF CUFFS BEING SNAPPED ON)
(WHISPER) It was self-defense,
See you back 1n town, Adams?
_glé', sheriff. .Ilue-got-my—own-cerk
B0 long.
(CLOSE CAR DOOR, START MOTOR, CAR FADE)
(CUE) Well now, if that aln't the beat? Confessed right
before my eyes, didn't he - confessed? H
Just about. _
'You kaow somethih', Mister Adams? That shirt. On the -one
hand, I couldn't ewear i=ha¥2ﬂ*t seen it hefore; 'And;on
the other hand, I couldn't swear I ainlt, I GOuldn*t 

Bwear either way atall.

L~ e R < =L

In just a moment we will read you a telegram from B111
Adams of the Miami Herald with the final outcome of
tonlght's BIG STORY.

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE EIG STCRY
PROGR:M #282

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
(ST'RT E.T.)
Guard apainst throat-szrateh!
Enjoy the gmooth smoking of fine tobéccos.
The finest quslity money can buy.

Sneke a PELL MELL,

(END E.T.)
Y¢s, for mildness you can mecsure light up 2 PELL MELL.
Notice how mild PELL MELL'S smoke bccomes as it is
filtered further through PELL MELL'S treditionally Fine,
mellow tobnccos, - _ |
At your first puff you will enjoy PHLYL MELL'S ccsoler;
sweeter smoking. But, more imprrtent, efter 5 puffs, or
10, or 17 by actual moasure PELL MELL'S grestor 1ength of
fine tobaccos stlll travels the smoke furthpr oh_theiway
to your threoat - filters the smoke ond makes 1t nild.
PELL MDLL gives you a gmoothness, pildness end §g§j§£§gtiog
no other cigaretie offers you. |
Guard against throat-seratch. Enjoy the finest quaiity
money can buy - buy PELL MELL Famous Cigarettes = '
"Outstanding IV

And - they are mild!l
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BIG STORY 10/8/52 -26- . REVISED
{MusIC: _ _ _ TAG )
CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from William Adams of

ADAMS s

CHAPPELL:

the Miami Her21d., _ _
Killer in lonight's RIG STORY went to trial rleéding
self-dcfencse, He was convicted of first degreef
murder and after several stays of execution, and
delay of three end a half years, finallf”hent to
chair. FExecuted at Florida state prisbn'morning éf
Julv first, 19%2., My sincere apprecietion for J
tonlght's FPELL MELL L/ARD, _
Thank you, Mr. Adanms,.the makxoers of PELL MELL FAMCUS
CIGAREITES are proud to present %o yeu the PELL MELL
Awerd for notedbls service in the field of journﬁlism
.ee& check for %300, and a special'mounted bfon?e
nlague engraved with your nhame and the neme of'four
paper., Accapt it as 2 lasting memonto.of vour truly )

significant schicevenment,

S I A

HARRICE:

Listen agzin next wee-. —samc time, same station, when
PELL MBLL FiMCUS CIGLRBITES will prasont another BIG
STCRY ~- A bip story from tho front pozes of tha
Pitisburgh, Pa. Press, by 1line, 2:m loocd. :ﬂ Bié
Story about & roporior who turns the pnges of a

classic book and finds a confession of murder. -

{MUsics . . _ STING)

CHAPPELL:

MUSIC:

T — e Y e a—m =

/nd remember - every week you c¢an sce enother different
Big Btory on television - brought to you bv the -
nakers of Pell Mell Famous Cigarettes. '

TEEME JIPE iND_F4DE TO_B.G. CN CUR)

T - A e g e e e
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-~ " CHAPPELL:  THE BIG STORY 1s & Bernard J. Prockter Froduction,
e original music compésed-and conducted by Vladimif.Seiinsky.
Tonight's program was adapted by Sheldon Sterk from |
an actual story from the front pages of the Miami, Flérida,
Herald. Your narrator was Bob Sloane and Jimmy Stephens
Played the part of William Adams. In oxder to prbtecﬁ the
nemea of people actually involved 1in tonight's authentic
BIG STORY, the names of 1l characters in the
dramatization were changed with the exception of the ~
*  reporter, Mr, Adams. | |
CHAPPELL: This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers df
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, the finest quality money
can buy.

THIS IS NBC ... THE NATICNAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

JMW /VAK
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_ THE_BIG STORY - #e83
9130~ 10300 PM EST QCTOBER 15, 1952 WEDIESDAY
(Sam Hood, The Pittsburgh Press)

CHAPPELL s PELL MUTL FAMOUS CIGARETTLS the finest quality money.can
buy present....THE BIG STCRYI '

e e e s s Bem R B Bl = e

' (ESEBLISH A PARK AT NIGHT)
SAUDZES: - (FIFTYISE. AS IF PEERING INTC THE DARK) Keller,‘that'you?
T KeLLER: (CLOSE) (YOUNG) X'!ve been waiting, Sanders, A long’time.
SANDIES: What kind of place is this to meet? The park at:nigﬁt.
A1l the way over here Ilve been trying_to..;(SEES THE GUN) .
Keller...what,,.what aré you doing with that gun.,
KELLOM: (VERY CALM, AS IF HIS WORDS RAVY BEEN MEMORIZED) ‘.'Jhy be
surprised? This had to hapren., We both know it.
SANDERS: (FRIGHTENED) Tistefeiesess |
KELLER: I have to kill you. Don't you understand?
SANDERS: Those books.of youts, Those terrible books. Théyfve'made
you ¢razy. ' '
KBEILLER: They!re true. Every word, Now you'll see who was ﬁrong.
SAVDERS: My family. Ifve got a family, '
KHLLIR: Tt!'s my duty to kill you, Sanders. I can't escape it,
SANDERS: (AtMCST A MOA) Keller; on my knees, T beg vou.- (gALF
MUTE) Please, '
KELLZR: My duty, Sanders, My duty.
( sEoT)
SAYDIRS: (A HALF CRY AYD X MOLN) 10sess
(TWO MORE EVENLY SPACED SHOTS)

e e mm o b A e e mmm e e e et men b e e e e

HUSIC: BUILDS_TQ IMPACT THEN UNDER)
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_/  CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! The story you are mbout to hear ecbual}y
happened, It happened in Plttaburgh; Pennsylvania, Iﬁ ;s
‘authentic end is offered as 5 tribute to fhe men and wgmeﬁ
of the great American newspapers, (FLAT)'From the pagés of
the Pittsburgh Press,...the story of @ reporter who turns
the pages of a classlc book and finds a cOnﬁeasiqn'or:
murder, Tonight, to Sam Hood of the Pittsburgh Press, for
his Big Story, goes the PELL MELI $500 awarﬁ.

(MUSIC: _ _ FANFARE) _ _
(MUSIC: _._ TURNTABLE) __
(COMMERCIAL)

ATHOT DOOB3ES
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CHAFPELIL ¢

GROUP:

CHAPPELL:

GROUP ¢

HARRICE:

CHAPPTLL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

*

THE BIG STORY
PHCGRAM #283

OPENING COMMERCIAL
{START E,T.)

Guard againgt throat-scratch!
Enjov the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.

The finest quality money can buy.

Smoke a PELL MELL

(END E.T.) _
Yes, for mildness you can measure 1ight up a PELL MELL.
Diseover how mild PELL MELL'S snocke becomes as iﬁ is
filtered further through PELL MELL'S trad#tionaily fine,
riellow tobaccos.
At your first puff you will enjoy PEIIL EEiI'S cooler,
sweeter smoking. But more Important, sfter 5 puffs, or 10,
or 17 - by actual measure ~ PELL MELL'S greater length of
of fine tobaccos still travels the smo%e further on the
way to your threat - fiiters the smoke and mekes it mild.
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smggz_pqgg, nL;QQggg
and satisfsction no other cigarette offers you _
Enjov the finest nuality money can buy - smoke PELL'HELL
Famous Ciparettes - "QuistandingiM

And - thev are mild!

RTHXOT OO0E366
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SAM:
HARRY :

SAM:
HARRY:

HARRY :
SAM:

HARRY:

SGTs
HARRY:
SGT:
HARRY!
S5GT:
HARRY:
SAM:
HAHRY:

e —

— o — — — g w— — —

You, Sam Hood, write sbout a city., Every day of your life
you wrlte about 1%s people and what happens to them, Like
now, here in Schenley Park, & story right in front of your
eyes. The kind that sells a lot of papers. You walk up to

Hoﬁicide Detective Harry Evans....88kK the-éigzz eld

, question..,,and your story begins.

Who was he, Harry?

Name's Albert Saanderg, Age, Tifty, Three slugs right fn the
chest. Couple of kids found him,,..,and T don't know'whd did
it, -
Robbery?

Wallet wesn't touched, Muybe guy got scared sway.

Funny plece for a killingz,

Why's that?

The Carnegie Music Hall right over there, Culture andi
art.,.then murder. You know, They don't exaotly'matcﬁ.
veah. Well, you look for the angles, Sem, I'll look for
who did it. :
(COMING IN).Sanders' wife getting out of that car, Harry.
Okay. EBring her over,

Right.

Sergeant,

(JUST OFF) Yeah?

(ALMOST QENTLE) Take 1t easy,

She know what happen yet,

Phoned her,

ATHO1 0006367
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(AS HE COMES ON) Thls way, Mrs, Sanders. Careful of that
step there, o

(SLOWLY WE HEAR HFR WALK ON, WE KNOW SHE IS:LOOKING
AT THE BODY)

MRS, SAND: (SLIGHT BEAT) (QUIET, NO TEARS, A DISBELIEF, IT'S ALL UHRBAL;_

HARRY:

It's Albert,

Sorry, Mtam,

MRS. SAND: How he looks.

HARRY:

We'll take your home now, Identification is 811 we needed,

MRS. SAND: (DOESN'T HEAR) He ciosed the store at 8ix o'elock. Like

SAM:

every night, Six ofclock,

Mrs. Sanders, you ought to go now,

MRS. SAND: He forgot his keys when he went out., I left the front door

HARRY:

open. He'd be home after midnight.

Look, Mtam. No use your staying . Why don't ceeee

MRS, SAND: We had an srgument, I broke some of his rescords, Caruso,

SAM:

PBub- 1t wes an accident . He was very angry, He alwaysf
thought I didn't like him going out but I knew it'wés ﬁll
right. He liked concerts. And all the things I didn't,
understand, But I didn't mind, Albert., Honest. I wanted
you to enjoy everything, Didn't I alwaye tell you? pidn't
I, Albert? ;

(LOW TO HARRY) Harry, you better get her auay from here.

MRS, SAND: I was going to wait up, I didn't care how late. .All'hlght

HARRY:

if I had to, All night,. {SLIGHT BEAT) Mister?

Yes M'am?

MRS, SAND: Who dld this to him? Who killed him?

{MUSIC:

—

COMES IN GENTLY, PLAINTIVELY THEN_GOES FOR A BRIDGE TO)

(KNOCKING ON A DOOR)
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MRS, WILSON:

MRS, WILSON:

MRS, WILSON:

KELLER:!
MRS, WIL3SON:
KELLER:
MRS, WILSON:
KELLER:

MRS, KELLER:
KELLER:
MRS, WILSOH:
KELLER:
MRS, WILSON:

KELLER:
MRS, WILSON:

KELLER:

MRS, WILSON:
KELLER!

MRS, WILSON:
KELLER:

. The time is comlng, Mrs. Wilson,

6 | [
{OFF, MUFPLED, OTHER SIDE OF THE DOOR) Mr. Keller....
(KNOCKING REPEATS ) ' ' | )

(SHE IS ANNOYED) Mr, Keller.,,open this door. Mr. Keller
I want you to..a. | -
(DOOR SUDDENLY OPENS) .
(SURPRISED IN MIDDLE OF HER SENTENCE) ,,Well,.lt's about
time,

-

What do you want, Mra, Wilson?

If 1t's not too mueh trouble, my rent,
I'm studying, I'm very busy,
You're two weeke behind already. _
I've t0ld you a hundred times, I don't want you to -
bother me,

You'lve got your nerve talkiﬁg to me .like that,

My books, I have to pet back to them.

what you've done to this room.ékzﬁiklztfiii

For the last time, let me alona. My work is waitiné.
Books all over the floor,..snd dirt, Why it's ..itfs
1lke @ pig sty. '

Get out.

1 will not, Every ceﬁt.

1 want my money. Two weeks.

Stupld old woman, Treating me like I wWas Just anyone.
Dontt you have eyes to see?

You watch your mouth, Mr, Keller,

Don'{ you recognize my kind of person? Don't you
understand?

I don't know whét you're talking aboub,
 you end the others
1ike you, You're going to be shown a lesson, Yyou'll
learn to respect. ‘
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MRS, WILSON:

KELLER:
MRS, WILSON:
MRS::?E&SGN:

MRS, WILSON:

‘:“!

KELLER:

MRS, WILSON:

KELLER:

It may be too late, Mrs., Wilson,

..'f.. e s
(FRIGHTENED OF HIM NOW) I never should have taken you
into my house, ' -

Ignorance must be destroyed. There i no mersy for

vweakness.
You stay where you are, Don't YOU nome near me.

A1l the pathetic little people in the world...crowding
each other for survival, '
Mr., Keller, I don't want you here énymore. YoQ-mer.

I don't want .you. | ”
You see, I know about
Ilve written 1t all down,

you now, There's no way

you can escape your fate, you'lre caught by what yﬁu
are. Stupid.....inferior, ' o
You be out of here tomorrow; You be gone for good,
Youlre a—eraey—boyy Crazy.

(SHE GLAMS THE DOOR AS SHE EXITS)
(A SLIGHT BEAT THEN MALF ALOUD) Mr. Sanders said that
But he found the trutl,

to me. And you, Mrs.,ilson

you and all the others, You too,.,must die.

- —

The city 1s big, big for a killer to hide in, And - 80

fer, he's safc, All the police have are the three
bullets.recovered in the autopsy. But there ln thé

corner's report, yoﬁ sec someﬁhing."Traces of:alcbhol
found in the body. From the dead man's wife, you get

his photograph. And‘you start going eround, Every bar

in the Schenley Park nelghborhood., Was this fellow
ever in here? ‘Do you recognize his.face? And in the
first ten places, thg answey iB.evew |

sorry. Never saw him,

{MORE}
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NARR:
(ConN'T)

PELLOW:

-

HARRY!

—— .

WAITRESS:
SAM:
WAITRESS:
SAM:
WAITRESS ¢
SAM:
WAITRESS:

SAME:

WAITRESS:
SAM:

mdan i e

—_— LAY ¥ P

But you're persistent. Plenty of ‘other—_pleces., And in
the twenty secondy.s.e. |
Yeah, He was in here 8 couple & times, Always;with a

lot of college boys. Picked up their check,

e et et e ke e S wm s

builds, A man with little education trying to meke

up lost time, Working away his days in a-store;..@énd
gpending his nights with yoﬁng c¢ollege people who ljved
like he hadalwayswanted. You tell Detective Harry
Evans what you've found out and you t¢hink he's resding
your mind when he 88¥8.44r4

yeah, &1l very interesting, DBut what's it got tﬁ do

with the murder,

———— i aa o R we L m—n p—

(GLASSES AND DISHES BEING PUT ON A TRAY)
I'11 get this table cleared off in & second, Miatgf.
Look, Miss, did you ever mee the man in this photograph?
Hold it up for me, will you? My hands sve a little wat,
Bure, |
Him, huh? Yeah,,.,yeah, he comes in here 8 lot,
By himself?
Ho. The character's always with him, (CURIOUS) Why
you want to know?
I'm Sam Hood. The Press, This man was killed last
night. :
Killed,

Yezh,

ATHOT 0006371
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WAITRE3S:

SAM:

WAITRESS:

SAM:

WATITRESS:

SAM:

WAITRESS:

SAM:

WAITRESS

SAM:
WAITRESS:

SAM:
WAITRESS

{MysIC:

JRe

-G-

He wag Jjust in & few nights ego.

Right over tﬁere.
Where they always'sat.‘ gee, Killed. | :
They? o
Used to thing

Twenty maybe.s.

Tale fellow I sald., The character,

think maybe he was his son, A kid,
no more,

What'd he look like?

Kind of funny,<’ To me anyway., Reak thick glasses ond a
crew halr cut., -
Must have been something elge for you to nocice him like
you dld,

Mister, maybe you ought to order sometaing. The boss
keeps looking over, :
A1l right, Some beer,
Now sbout thls fellow.
Just a second, huh, (PROJECTING) Draw one. (TO SAM)
The Jacket he wears.

1%,

A brown one. Never saw one llge

Right on the elbows, Leéther patches, Funny,:huh?
Were they in here last nlght,
got to get your beer. (FADING OFF SLIGHTLY) No.

(FRDING ON)

I've
188t time 1 tuu thow was & few nights ago.
Here you are, '

They ever fight, have an argunont, : _
No. It was the kid always did all the talking._ Uged ot
carry a lot of books with him, I spilled a glassfover

one once, He hi¢ the roof., 8aid the library would
charge him for it,

Mister, you think,,..vou think he daida it?

— | p e mah Rem m e mam wpe e W sl e as =S 22
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MRS, WILSON:

MRS, WILSON:

MRS. WILSON:

KELLER:

MRS. WILSON:
KELLER:
MRS. WILSON:
KELLER:

MRS. WILSON:
KELLER:
MRS, WILSON:
KELLER:
MRS, WILSON:
KELLER:

—

e - __;__i.._..n...._'-..._.._ P TE T S N L S S

-10- et

(A GENTLE, SLOW KNOCKING ON A DOOR, IT WAITS .o,
THEN REPEATS)

(AS IF BEING AROUSED FROM SLEEP) Just & minute ..1'11

be there,. (HALF MUMBLING) Where are.those/p ippefa.
{THE XNOCKING REPEATS)

I said I was coming, f

(WE HEAR HER GET OUT OF BED AND SHUFFLE AcRoss
PHE FLOOR)

Who 1s 1t? B
(OTHER SIDE OF THE DOOR, MUFFLED OFF) Me, Mrs, Wilson,
Keller, . // _

It's after wmidnight, What do you want?

I must see you, //

(A LITTLE FRIGHTENED)fko.

Please, It's very lkmportent., Open the door, Mfs.f

I
Wilson, ‘

y
(THE pﬁoa KNOB IS RATTLED)
GO away. %9/gway. .
Itve got your money, A1l of 1it.
In thgfﬁorning.
No./’You must take 1t now,
f you don'tc ao awa;, I'1) call the police. :
All right, Mrs, Wilson., I dontt want fo cause any

trouble,

ozn walt.

— A — g —
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7~ HNARR: You want to keep looking for him. This boy wWho spent
go much time with the murdered man, But itts night:
now...and all you can Go is wait for morning..;.forJ
nine otclock ... end the opentug of the 1ibrary'dodfs

at the University.

CLERK: vou looking for a certain book, sir?

SAM; No, I'm looking for someone who maybe comes hefe.
CLERK: {PUZZLED) Excuse me? W |
SAM: " Fellow with thick glesses, creu cut., Brown Jacket,

) leather patehes on the sleeves.

CLERK: Keller.

SAM: Who, _

CLERK: Keller, Howsrd Keller, Only one who 100Kk3 that_ﬁay.
SAM ¢ Do you have hls address?

CLERK: sure. le used to work here, matter of fact, Mending

torn books., Spent most of his time reading though.
Here ... hlg card, Say, what's it all about?
(MUSIC: UP AND BRIDGE) _
MRS: WILSON: This is hls voom, Mr. Hood,
SAM: Thanks,
(KNOCKING)
MRS, WILSON: Oh, He's not in there,
SAM: You sure,
MRS, WILSON: Haven't seen him all morning.
SAM: gould I look in his room, please.
MRS, WILSON: Well....
SAM: 1td sppreviste it, Mrs. Wilson, )
MRS, WILSON: you'tre sure going to get & surprise.
{XEY IN LOCK ,...,KNOB TURNS )
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MRS,

MRS,
SAM:
MRS,
SAM:

MRS.
SAM:
MRS,
SAM:
MRS.

SAM:

‘MRS,
SAM:

SAM:
MRS,

SAM:

MRS,

WILSON:
WILSON:

WILSON:

WILSON: .

WILSON:

WILSON:

WILSON:

WILSON:

WILSON:

WILSON:

Like & plg sty,

(DOOR OPENS)
See,
(LOOKING SROUND) Yesh, _
What does the newspaper waant him for, Mr, Hood.
It's a long etory, Say...what's'this writing on the
w8112 ' | |
Where??,...,
By fhe window, _
(ANGRY) He did 1t on purpose. Rulned the whole
wallpaper, ' |
{READING SLOWLY) It 1s not from the strongest that harm
comes to the strong, but from the weakest, Their death
is Justice,
What's he mean? _
There!s some more over hera, {READING) I teach you the
Superman, Man is somabthing te ve surpassed, Nietz@he.
Who's he.
A german philosopher, Look, over here..sus
written on the ficor,
(READING Ignorance must be.deatroyed. There is no"mercy
for weakness, (RECOGNITION) Mr, Hcod,..thatis .+that!s
what he said to me. |
{A LITTLE GRIM} Mrs. w;lson...Where'is he?
I don't know, :
Fooky—F-bhink-he-killed—p-many —Phis—sbuff-onthewall,

~It-a11-Ppolnts to him,

{WEAKLY T My KeTler—iv..
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SAM: Where-does_he.ga.during_the day? Where-can—he—be
-foundy” ' _ - -
MRS. WILSONT —Heysvhe-tried-to_get lnto my room lest night, I was
Epiphtensd, | L
SAM: S 1:10) Py 1 £-1: 11 o S |
MRS, WILSON: I told him to leave my housé.. I didn't want him h;re'

anymore,

SAM: You what, seus _
(QUICK STEPS,,,BUREAU DRAWERS BEING PULLED.OPEN)

MRS, WILSON: What are you doing,

SAM: These drawers, They're empty.

MRS. WILSON: (RELIEP,,STILL WEAK) Thank Heaven. He's gone..And I'll

g v Harl fluoenr
5T . Jyﬁy jﬁs him again, —Nf}ir. E e ;. o 45 Ei
(musze: __ _.OZQE QUET&IH)_E e o, o Y

—— e ———— WS g em

(COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL ¢

GROUF
CHAPYELL:
GROUFP:
HARRICE:

’

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPZELL:

GRCUP:
CHAPPELL:
GRQOUP:

CPAPPELL ¢
HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM %283

VIDDLE OLRuT
START B

fuard agalhst throat-seratch!
Enjoy the gmoolh smoking of fine tobaczos.
The finest qu~liity money can buy.
Smolte a PKELL MELL.

(BND E.T.) '
Ees, light vp a PELL HELL for mildna $ you can measure.
Notice how mild PBLL MELL'S sioke bocomes as it is filtered
further through PELL MELL'S traditionaliy fine, ﬁelléﬁ
tobaccos,
At your first puff you will conjoy PFLL MELL'S cooieri;
sweeter smeoking.

But more importani, after § puffs, or 10,

or 17 by mectual measure PELL MULL'S greater length fo fine

tobaccos still travels the smoke further on the wéy to your

throat - filters the smoke and makes it milg,

PILL MILL'S fine tobaccos glve you s smoothness, mi1dhess

and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you. .Wheréver

you 2o today; notice how. many people have chenged to ?ELL

MELL - the longer, finer cigsrette in the distinguished red

packaga, | ' )
(START ®m.T.

Guard against throat-seratehl

Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobacros.
The finest quality moncy can buy.

Smoke a PELL MELL.,
(8WD E.T.)
Pell iiell Femous Cigarettes - "Quistanding!"

And - thoy are mild!
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NARR:

HARRY:
SAM: ’
HARRY :
SAM:

HARRY 1
SAM:

HARRY:

SAM:

HARRY:

HARRY:

R -15- : . RO

— e —

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of Sam Hood...as he lived 1t,..and wrote it, -
You wore so c¢lose to him.,.80 close to getting the man: you
feel 16 the murderer of Albert Sanders. But youlre a |
reporter, Sam Hood, not a cop....and itts the job of
Detective Harry Evens to £ind hiw, Pind him....and tdi
prove his guillt. '
Look, Sam, I'm a police officer, Not a peychiatrlist,
Listen, 1t all fits. Everything,

Just because this guy Keller's a nut, _

I didnit pick him out of a hat, He and Sanders spent time
tozether, lots of it,

So. _ _

So it was night when they always met. The time the murder
happened. :
Itve got news for you, Sam. I know everything you know.
Including the fact Keller knew Sanders..

So the kid's a screwball. I admit it. But you keep

hollering about a motlve, Okay...give me one for Keller.

Go on. 74
Itm not sure buﬁﬁgégé mixed up with that crazy stuff he
reads. Take & look at the Junk:he wrote on the wall &and
youlll see,
(PHONE RING)
Itve got to see -it pinned down. This way it's flfing
around....not making any sense. |
(PHONE RINGS AGAIN} {IT IS LI1FTED)
Hello,

'HT301-QOO§3?B
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SGT:
HARRY :
SGT:

HARRY:
3GT:

HARRY:
SGT:

HARRY:
S6T:

HARRY:
8GT:

-

SAM:
HARRY:

HARRY:

(PILTER) Sergeant Newman.

Yeah, Whatts up Sgt?

Just got a call from a friend of mine, Owns & Sportihg
goods shop, _ '

1 know, Het's having a special sale. _
No, more than that. Sald he read Sam Hood!s story in the
Press ANIS MOPAIRE. Al} about the Sanders killing.
Well? |

About sn hour ago fellow came in ... tried to sell him &
gun, Almost brand new. .
Okay, check on it, Why call me? _

My friend figured we odght to know, Said the fellow ﬁcted
a 1little nervous, He took hls name and éddress..

Whattd the guy look like? He say?

Yeah, College boy type. Thick glasses......crew but;...
and a brown jJacket, It had leather patches near the :

elbows.

Sergeant, get back downetalps, Tell the landlord to keep
people out of the hall,
Right.
Therels the room, Harry. Number nine.
Letts go.
(WALK UP A FEW STAIRS,,,THEN. FLAT......STOP)
Got the key. ’ _ :
Yeah. Better stand back, Sam. I'm golng to oven it quick..
not give him a chance, :
(XEY SLIPS IN LOCK)
Well, here goesl

'RTXO1 000E379
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(HE FLINGS THZ DOOR OP3N)
HARRY: (RELAXING) Great, A nice empty room. _
SAM: Keller doesn't krow we've found him. Het1l be back, -
HARRY: If he hasntt moved out of here too,
SAM: Why should he? MHe tried to sell that gun just this.

morning. Hel's not wise.

HARRY: It sure piled up &ll at once, didn't 1t? You finding out
he knew Sanders. Then the sporting goods guy....hey,
what are you doing?\

SAM: Look at these books. Nictzche, Schopehhauer......_These
are Keller'e boys, German philosophers who were hippéd on
death, pessimism.,..and other pleasant ldeas.

HARRY: Nice fellers, _

SAM: Hitler was & great follower of this guy, Nletzehe, They
both belleved 1n a race of Supermen. '

HARRY: A1l right, Professor, Jet's have the lecture some ofher
time., |

(DOCR OPENS)

SGT: Harry, hefs coming down the street, I just spotted him.
HARRY; In here qulck. OClose the door Sam. @Get out of Bighf.
SAM: OKay.

HARRY: Sergeant, you get behind here, Iv11l grad him when he

comes in, Set?

5aT: Rizht,

HARRY Qulet, everyone. )
{THERE IS A BEAT OF SILENCE THEN WE HEAR STEPS
APPROACHING OUTSIDE, THEY COME UP TO THE DOOR
A KEY IS INSERTED AND THE DOOR OPENS)

HARRY: (STRAIN} Easy, feller.

KELLER: (STRAIN) What is this? Let go of me.

ATHO! QCOE3BO




HARRY:
KELLER:
5GT:
HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY s
KELLER:
HARRY:

KELLER:
HARRY:

KELLER:
HARRY:
KBELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:
SaM:

HARRY:
SAM:
KELLER:
SAM:

KELLER:
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Fan him, Sergeant,

Who are you...what do you want?

Hets clean.

(STRAIN OFF) Okay.

Whatts the idea?

Police officers, Keller.

Pclice, :
We recelved & report you tried to sell a gun this morhing.
Thirty eight caliber, That right? :
Me?

You gave the stov: th: name of Howard Keller. You laft
this addrsss. :
There....there must be some mistake.

Letts go down to the store then. Find out.

Wait....

Yeah,,...

I..I had the gun but T threw 1t away.

Where?t

I dontt remember, _

Look, Harry, what are you walting for? all him why wetlre
really here. | | :
Hold it, Sam.

Tell him we know he killed Albert Sanders,

Who?

Here. Keller, take & look at this paper. I wrote all
about 1t. ' _

Oh, no, Mister. I didn?t kill that man, No, you're making

a mistake, Not me. Honest., HNot me.
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NARK:

HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY :
KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:

HARRY:
KELLER:

HARRY:
KELLER:
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And now it starts. In a 1ittle room at police _
headquarters. The sharp white 1light pinning Howard Keller
to his chair. The policze throwing gquestion after question.
Wherets the pgun? |

I dontt remember,

Did you know Albert Banders?

I dontt recognize the name.

Therets a waitress who saw you toéether._ _

Maybe shets right., I don't remember people!s names.

Why d1d you try to sell the gun? |

I needed money. _

But you sald you threw it away. why?

I just 44d, that's all. |

How'd you expect to get money that way?

listen, I didn't kill anybody.

Wherets the gun? (SLIGHT BEAT) Where's the gun?.

T..T needed 1t. People alwaye making fun of me, :I ﬁad
to have a gun. Protect myself,

Yhere is 1t?

The things I belleve, they didn1t understand, They wére
going to get back at me. I had to have & gun, Had to.
Where is 1t? ' B
In...in a locker. The bus station, But I didntt kill that

mati,

— e e —

The first brea&} The gun is fired in the police lab,
Ballistics m&fones up the bullet with the ones found in
the murdered man's body. The result?

They mateh, Keller. They mateh perfectly.
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KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:

HARRY:

KELLER:

HARRY:

KELLER:
HARRY:
KELLER:

SAM:
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I d1dn't ki1l1 him.

But you fired this gun,

For practice. In the park,
When?

The other night.

Then you admit firing at Sanders.

No. I éidn't see anyone. That's why I went there. It was
iate. % could shoot the gun,,.practice...nobody would be
there.

Look, Keller, youfre a smart boy. Good marks in school, A

1ot of education, This isntt hard to understand.
I never saw Mr, Senders. _
But you knew him, Knew him well, What was he doihg 1& the
same place &8 you, Now you know better than to say 1fs a
colincidence.,

But it 1s. I dldn't know he was there. I didntt see him,

But three bullets went into his body.

An aceident. A terrible sccldent,

He didn’t know anyone was there. Why woq}g,he’ﬁfil a:nice

mah like Mr, Sanders, &n acciden%’”ﬁﬁhat's all,

¥es, ...

Howard Keller admitgﬂeverything.........everything except

e%—that*tﬁts:TTTWHE“murﬁEYV
_ACCERS AND ovE)_ Ay g Fao
You-tHink this boy is | Sam, hels -got us up & tree and

one by one, hets cutting off all the 11mbs.
But you know he planned this killing. Harry, it waa 

deliberate..,..c0ld blooded,
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1 <" HARRY: Sure but how am I going to prove 1it.
SAM: The D.A, can draw up.the indictment.
HARRY: Act your age. What kind of case has he got? There were no

witnesses to this murder. No single plece of svidence.
A jury can take Kellerts word. An accldent. He'a'waéky
enough for them to belleve,. _

SAM: Itts all tied up with those books of his. All that
twisted philosophy's coming out of his ears. |

HARRY: So vou said. But what kind of motive is that, He killed

' Sﬁ;;?gggause of a book, You got the nerve to write th#t?

Look, pal. The only way we get a murder charge out df

thie 1s for Keller to glve us a confession.

SAM: Confesslon,

HARRY : Thatts what they call it, _

SAM: (THINKING) Yeah, I scem to have heard of the wofd before.
HARRY s Hey, where you going? | :
SAM: Maybe I can arrange it, Harry. Just maybe.

HARRY: How? o

SAM: T told you, Itts somewhere in those books, All qf them,
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND BEHIND)_ |

“(A-GLOCK L JCKING EFEECT _FOR TIME PASSAGE)

NARR: You start at the library and you get the booka Howard Kelle:
was known to have studied. Big books..,with lots of words,
You open the first one, and start to read. Soon, théy're
closing up the place and youtre not even past page rifty.
Yes, the clerk says, you can taks them home, But evén
there 1t goes slow. It's late now. People evevywhéfe
gound asleep but you have to go on, Itts almost 11Eé being

in college again,. Cramming for an exam the next day. Only
this 18 one test you cantt afford to fail, tCause if you
do,,..a man gets away with murder,
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KELLER:
SAM:
KELLER:
SAM:

KELLER:
SAM:
KELLER:
SAM:

KELLER:
SAM:
KELLER:
SAM:

KELLER:
SAM:
KELLER:
SAM:

KELLER:
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Hello, Keller, _

I don't have to talk to you. Youtlre a reporter.

Thought you might be lonesome in this cell. You could:use
a little visiting.

Itm not afraid of being alone.

That puts you in good company.

Why?

¥
.

I read somewherelthat to be alone 18 the fate of all
great minds, - B

Schopehhauer,

Say, I think you're right.

(WRYLY) Thank you,

He said a lot of other things too, didnit he? I'1l bet
you know them all, Like the line,..how does it go..,;
hatred comee from the heart,..contempt from the mind.....
(INTERESTED} Where 4id you learn about his work? i
Youtd be surprised,

Where? o

I found it in a fellow's notebook. All about Nietzche
too. Quite a bit of his philosophy. Thie guy almost
blistered the pages writing down what he thought about
them. | ' '
Someone kept a notebook about Nietgehe and Schopenhaﬁér?
Sure, (SLIGHT BEAT) Albert Sanders,
Sanders. | s
Yszah, He wrote down the arguments you two would have,
Everything. ' b

I don't believe 1it.
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SAM: Tt mokes for a lot of reading, Keller. . He knocks the-

theory of the superman right into & cocked hat.

KELLER: Sanders knew nothipg. He wgsvignorant.

SAM: But he Knhew about% That they all have the same
rights, the same privileges. :

KELLER: No, They're nothing. BNothing at all, Like'they wefe
made by a machine. A crowd, waiting to be told what?to do.

SAM: Sanders wrote it all down, Keller., How Hitler followed
everything Nietzche maild. That the poeple needed a éuper
race to lead them. Look at your history, what happeﬁéd?

KELLER: ’ “But—ItTE true, It's 211 in the books, Eu&bmtheuﬁax;it
Ras—to-tEppens ~And HCWITIT Scmeday 1t will be that way.
T told- SENAETT but —he—enly_laughed. -

SAM: Epore&n—bIEﬁE-ﬁIﬁ?
KELLER: (GEITING ANGRIER) ILook, I know these things are true.

The people are stupid, 1T saw it myself, Every day;;

SAM; How? ' o

KELLER: In the library., I worked thare manding torn books. fI
saw what they read, Trash,.,.filth. Whiie the greatﬁbooks,
the philosophers, they stayed on the shelves and no.éne
ever touched thdtw but me, _ | }

SAM; You forgot one big thing, Keller, There are all kinds of
people. We have our great men too, And that's why we're
a blg country, We give people a chance to e differént.'.'

SLLERs  (RISING IN INTENSITY) You've like fanders, A fool, You

stand in the way of the futurs, '

SAM: Iz that why you Killed him?
KELLER: I know whatts right. No one can talk sgainst 1it,
SAM: But Sanders did,..,and you killed him,..didn't you? -
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Yes, yes., He stood in the way of everything 1 believed

'i o in, Just 11ke 3’0\.1. sLev s
(CELL DOOR OPEN FAST) _ 5
HARRY: Hold it, Keller. Right where you are. (EASING UP} That!s

a good boy. Okay, Sam,

SAM: (TIRED) He's all yours, Harry,
KELLER: (WE SUDDENLY HEAR A SOB FROM HIM)
HARRY: Don't look like much, now, does he?
SAM: A kid, 1sn't he? {ALMOST DEFENSIVELY FOR KELLER!S SAKE)
o HARRY: letts goet out of here.
| KELLER: ‘ (THRU THE SOBS) Wait...(A SLIGHT BEAT).... (PLAINTIVI{LY)...

what else could I havz done, The things I belie#ed._ He
said they were wrong. X had to kill him. You underétand.
I had to. |

CHAPPELL: In just a moment wetll read you a telegram from Sam Hood
of the Pittsburgh Press, with th2 final outcome of
tonight's Big Story.

e e e e mm e e
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CH PPELL:
GROUT e
CHF ELL1
GROUP:

1

HARRICE:

CHAPPILL:

HARRICE:

CE FPELL:

H.RUICEs

2% DIG STORY
PIICSR M #4283

CLOSING CO 1ERCIL
© (START E.T,)
Guaré agsinst throat-scrntchi
Injoy the smocsh smoking of fine tobaccos,
The Tinest quality money can buy.
Smoke 2 FELL IELIL,
(EMD 3.?.)
vos, for mildnecss you can measurc light up a PHLL ELL,
Lotice hov mild PLLIL MELLTE snole bo?omes as iﬁ is
filtered further through PBLL PELILE traditionélly:fine,
mzllow tobrecos. _
Lt your dirst puf? you will onjcy PALL SQLL'S.ooolér,

weober smoking.  Dut, mere inportant, sfter 5 puffs, or

L]

10, or 17 by sctur~l mesrsure PELL (ELI'S greater length of
fine tobzecos still travols the smoke further.nn “he way
to vovr throat - Pilteors the smoke end wmakes 1t 2ild,
FOIL MELL gives you ¢ smoothness, mildiess and |
gatisfzetion no other cigaf&tto of fors rou.

Gierd ~osinst thro-t-sersteh, Lnjor tha finest gquality
poney ¢'n buy -~ buy PELL LD Fenevs Cigarettos
"Outstendinglt

are mildl

ot AL

cpd - thoy
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Now we read you that telegram from Sam Hood of the
Pittsburgh Press, .
Murderer in tonightfs BIG STORY proved to have had prévious
history of mental 1llness. After propef hearing court
sentenced him to 1ife imprisonment in hospital for
criminal insane. Many thanks for tonight's PELL ME'LL
Award,
Than'c you, Mr, Hood..,.the makers of PELL MELL FAMCUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present to vou the PELL MELL '
Award for notable service in the field of journalism,...a
cheek for $500, and a special mountei bronze plaque
engraved with your name and the name of yéur paper. Aecept
it as a lasting memento of your truly significant
achievenent, '

Listen egain next week, same time, same station;'when PELL
MELL Fa¥0US CIGARETTES willl present another BIG STCRY -= A
big story from the front pages of the ﬁtica! N.Y,.

Observer Dispatch; by-1ine, Arthur €. Pfanz, 4 big

story about 2 lost ;éi? a desperate woman and a reporter

who rouldntt give up.

e e

And remember == every wegk you nan see gnother different
Big Stery on television -- brought ta you by the makers

of Pell Mell Famous Cigarettes.

T T e e M R e -
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

—

CHAPPELL?

e 27 - Big Story 10/15/ 52 Rév;

THA BIG STORY is a Bernard J. Prockter Production,
original misic composed and conducted by Vladimir -
Selinsky. Tonight!'s program was adapted by Alvin ﬁoretz
from an actual stéry from the front pages of the
pittsburgh Press, Your narrator was Bob $loane and
peter Hobbs played the part of Sam Hood, In ordef-to
protect the names of people actuelly involved in
tonizht's euthentic BIG STORY, the nanes of all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the
exception of the reporter, Mr. Hood, )
THEME UPF_FYJLL AND FADE_FQR), _

This is Ernest Chappell soeahivg for the malkers of PELL
MELL F.lOUS CIGMRETTES, the finest quailty money can
Py e
THIS 15 WBC....THE Ni’i.TIC-N.lL. EROLDCASTIKG COHP-NY.
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ART PPLANZ
WOMAN
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WOMAN I
EDITOR
OPERATOR
JEAN
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THe BIG STORY

PROGRAM #2064
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CAST

BOB SLOANZE
AGNES YUUNG
BILL CANFIELD
VINTON HAYWORTH
ViRA ALLEN

VERA ALLEN
HELEN BENNZTT
CHARLSS CARSHON
PLGGY LOBBIN
PSGGY LOBBIN '
BILL LIPTON

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 22, 1952
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LUTHE:
WOMAN ¢

LUTHE
WOMAN ;
LUTHE:
WOMAN :
LUTHE

WOMAN ¢

LUTHZ:

CHAPPELL:

MUSIC:
EEUSIE:” =

L1-

PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGABETTES the finest quality money, can

buy present ,,. THE BIQ STORY! '

(POOTSPEPS-DOWN-CORRIDOR TDUOR_URPERS Y

(OFF A BEAT, ANXIOUS) -Ts~ff Gettled? Did you -- 7

{CRISP) Evef?fgigé's being taken care of. I have the
—drawn—upT - '

(ON MIKE NOW) Where do I sign?%hemﬁ

Right here., Where the wark is,

{AGITATED} All right, Glve me the pen,

Wait. Don't you want to think a minute?

(DSSPERATELY) No. I don't want to think. Pieaser—-Just. --

Yet—me SIEN.

Rut are you really decided? Are you sure you want to 4o

this? | :

(QUIETLY) I'm really decided. I have to be. There's no

other way, But &s for wantling to do it -- of course I

don't want to. What mother would ever want to give hér

¢hild away ~-- for good?

o =P e i s umm omer A amn

happened! It happened in Utica, New York, It is authentle
and 1s offered as a tribute to the men and women of the
great American newspapera. (FLAT) Fiom the pages of th
Utica, New York-Observef—ﬁispatch, the story of a loatiﬁéﬁ
5 desperate woman and a reporter who wouldn't glve up,
Tonight to Arthur E, Pflanz for his BIG STORY, gces thé
PELL MELL $500 award, | |
FANFARE)

TURNTABLE)}
TCOMMERCTAL)
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GROUP:
CHAPPELL:
‘GROUP :

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRYCE}

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #284

'OPENING COMMERCIAL

(START E,T.)
Guard ageinst throat-scratch! _
EnJoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,
The finest guality money can buy.
Smcke & PELL MELt.

(‘1

(BND £,7,)} _
Yes, for mildness you cén measure iight'up & PELL MELL.
Discover how mild PELL MELL'S pmoke becomes 88 it 1s :
filtered further through PELL MELL'S traditionally Pine,
meliow tobaccos. ' _ | : 
At your first puff you will enjoy PELL MELL'S cooler,
sweeter smoking, But more important, after 5 puffs, 6r
10, or 17 - by actual measure - PdALL MELL'S greater |
length of fine tobaccos still travels the sMoké furthér
on the way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes
it mild.

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smocthness, mildness

and satlsfactlion no other cigarette offers you,

Enjoy the Tinest guality money can buy - smoke PELL MELL
Famous Clgarettes - "Qutstanding”!
And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

NARR!:

Utica, New York, The story as ;t actually happened -
Arthur Pflanzyﬁ’ story as he lived 1it, ' _
Whenever anyons mentions & news story to you, Art Prlahz of
the Observer-Dispatch ... you know 1t doesn't have to mean
something that's hot off the presses, It doesn't have to
be & blg murder case that broke yesterday, or a poiitical
scandal brewlng today. It can be & ssory made up of half-
forgotten memories ... half forgotten people ,.. half
forgotten names, That's what your big story was, Art:;
Pflanz -- a story that began twenty-four years before you

ever heard about 1t.

— " — i ana

LUTHE:

And that's how -- almost a gquarter of a century later =- it
began for you, Just a plain ordinary looking woman, asking
a plain ordinary question ... that led to the biggest story

you ever covered,

ART:
LUTHE:
ART:
LUTHE:
ART:

Why, sure. Come 1n. What'as on your mind?

(NERVOUS. 1ILL AT EASE) I wented to talk to you about -- a
friend, This friend of mine. She's loocking for hepr |
nephew.

Is her nephew miasing?

Yes. That's it,

Well, how long since she's seen him?

Twenty four yesars,

Twenty four years?
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LUTHE:

ARTs:
LUTHE:
ART:

LUTHE:
ART:
LUTHE:
ART:

LUTHE:

ART:
LUTHE:
ART:
LUTHE:
ART:
LUTHE:

ART
.~ LUTHZ:

Y. _

Rinoe—te WESB—bEbY O E-kmow-Elm-telding-this-all wrong.,
But—you-—eee ... she loét touch with him when he.waq a;baby.
He was adopted by some people named Dodge. The Kerineth
Dodges. They adopted him and moved away from Utlcs af;er a
while and that's all she knows but she'd like to fihthim
and -- well -- that's all. | |

I see. Well, look, Mre ... ? ' : ¥
Luthe. ZHdna Luthe, That'a my hame -- not my,friend‘§ ...
Look, Mrs. Luthe ... Just what does your friend wWant me

to do? N

(SIMPLY) Why -- find her nephew, of course.

(BEAT) Find him?

Can't you do that sort of thing?

#rs —buthe, T =T (STARTSAGKIN) Lady, look. The boy's
been m%gzé&%&ﬁiEZif 8 Q%gzlgf & century. She ddesn?t
even know -his—name ,..7 he'a moved away from town -- there
probably aren't any decent adoption or school records from
that far back ,,. 1t's & gigantic Jjob, !
(QUIRTLY) 1 see, Well, thank you snyway. I --_(SHE cuTs
DIZZILY) ' .
What's the matter?

Nothing, I --

It's not nothlng, Are you ill? _

Ne, If I just sit down, I -- It's all right really..i
No,—itis net-all.right._ You need-a—doctom L
(OBVIOUSLY IN PAIN) No,—please:—I'm™—=="perfectiy-eid -
rlahity ' ' :

At least let me get you Bome water,

No, really, I -« I'better be going.
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te ART: You stay right where you &re until you &stop 1ooking as

though you'd been dipped in gray paeint.

LUTHE: (LAUGHS WEAKLY) 1It's -~ foolish of me.

ART: (KEENLY) Very.,

LUTHE : What? _
ART: Itts very foolish of you to be running sround to hewspgper

offlces when you're obviously not well, Why do you ddiit?

LUTHE:  Wdy -- I wanted to find out. That 18 -- my friend ...
ART: What friend? |

LUTHE:  Why the one who's nephew ..., (SHZ DRIBBLES OUT)

ART: -Go—onv

LUTHE: Youlve guessed,—havenit~you?

ART: I~ttink 56, There's no friend ... 18 there?

LUTHE: I guess not,

ART: It's your nephew you're looking for?

LUTHE No. Not my nephew, I'm looking for my ‘son.

ART: (A BEAT, THEN) Your son? :
LUTHE: Oh, I know it sounds crazy. You don't Know hoq a.mothgr

could lose her son, (TERRIBLY-UPSET) I don't even know
his name now, He's my son and I don't even Know his nama !

ART : When 4id you see him lest?

LUTHE: He was Just slx months o01d, My husband left me, He liked
te spend money -- and we didn't hhve it ©o spend. f{a
bheught'maybé‘zfter=bhefbabyﬁwas+bornr*things‘ﬂvvidﬂbﬁ
Gifferent;-but—they-werenlt, And then he left me. .

ART: Could you suppoft yourself?

LUTHE No, That was it, I couldn't work and take care of the
baby too. I—eculdnlé—glve—hln-the-things Ne riveded, So I
decided to ~- to give him to people who could -- do for him.
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ART:
LUTHE:

ART:
LUTHE:

ART:
LUTHE:

ART:
LUTHE:
ART:

LUTHE:
ART:

LUTHE
ART ¢
LUTHE:

-Ha
Adoptlon? , )
(SUDDENLY, DESPERATELY) Was-Shat—so-awfalt—Ii—Just-vanted
Xo.do-the-right—thing, I didn't want to give him up,}bub X
wanted to do the right thing} '
Qf course,
only now, it's different, you see, I have a little mbney
now., Not much -- but a little. And I'm sick ... like you
sald. I have to have an operation soon .., and I'm afraid,
I see, - .
(HALTINGLY) When you're afraid -- you start thinking;
About how maybe it's -- gatting near the end, -Highty—I-
think-about—tt—How—4t—mizht be_near the end and -- {CUTS.
THEN) I have a little money. I want him to have it .
if I ecan find him,
{GENTLY) Do you really want to find him?
0f course, | _
You don't know anything about the boy. ERboUt—the~peuple
whm@be&hmf_@h;mwenedmwm&mp@agg
Maybe he's alive -- maybe hot., And that'!s the leastfﬁf
iy -- 1n a way. If hels alive -- well, there aré_allfkinds
of people ... criminals ... no-goods ...
But --
I know I sound -- hard, Itfs Just that_-- when you Btart
stirring up a mess of stufl that happened twenty fouffyears
ago -- there's no telling what -- or who -- you méy find,
I wouldn't like to see you get hurt,
That doesn't matter, 1 --
Walt. Be sure, Think about it,.
(BEAT, THEN A HARSH LAUGH) That's funny,
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WOMAN I1:
ART3
WOMAN I:

ART:
WOMAN ;

What?

ere ThIng I remember, Twenty four years a.go'. Tﬁe woman
when I signed the adoption papers, That.'s what she s:aid.
"Be sure, Tnink sbout it," (TENSE) I've thought aboub
it, Mr, Pflanz..- I want to find him. And quick While
there's stlll time, I want to f_'ind him, .
(G}mTLY) No matter what he may be? _
(WITH GREAT SIMPLICITY) No matter what he may.be ~- he's
my son. | :

B I =

And that, Art Pflanz, ls your green 1ight. You'lre

exclted, This is a-btﬁtoryﬂd-weu—knoﬁf—._—-ﬁfmbh,
erementE B TEporter 1OOKE TOY ,.. & great beginning fdr B
great story. But Edna Luthe is more than & Btory'--.and
because of her, you want it to end right too. XYou cross

your fingere hard and go to work, “Peet, O0ld records, old
papers, old mewmories .., you dig through them all. Ahdq}@iL
afbor_youlve—roUtet-around-£or-ebout- 8 ieek, you realize

this 1s & cold, cocld trall, The closest you can get:is the
address where the Dodges and thelr adopted boy l1lved

fifteen years ago., In desperatlion, you hot-foot Hit over
there ,.. and start asking guestions ... | |

The Dodges! adopted boy. Sure .,, 1 remember him.%;f@dleej,
aOﬁxou_nemembenwhis—name?444¢ é;}”4ﬁﬁﬁ - -xﬁ;ad&i?a/
welleaow~—seema—be—mewbhey~9uat~oa&led*htm*svnny

moved away some time back, you know, Can't say where,

Is there anything about the boy you do remember? '.

Why sure. Nice '1001\(1[13; little feller, Real alender, with
curly yellow bhalr, |
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n.  (MUSIG:_ _ STING AND UNDER)
MAN: You bet, I remember the Dodge boy,
ARTt—————Hishamo? B
MAN Uell,-nhow, Tl not-too-sune—pf—that, But he was a_fihe
looking kid, Big and sturdy with a mop of shiny black
hair, Played the violin just fine. |
(MUSIC:  _ STING AND UNDER) -
~WOMAN II: Why no, I can't remember the Dodge boy:playing the viclin.
bonlt seem to me-te-playedtany MUEIcEl Imstrument..
ART ¢

Do you remember anything about him «- his'name - ﬂheféﬁtha
familymoved—$oo—-- what he looked 1ike? '

WOMAN II: (FIRMLY} Locked jJust 1ike hls foster mother anf-thatle.a-

— et ——

LUTHE:

fact. Wavy red hair -~ just llke her.

misinformation all leading to the same place ... nowhere,
You're scared now, Art Prflanz. You knew this wasn't going
to be easy, but now 1t begins to look &s if 1t won't Ee
possible -- at all, But, like a stubborn puppy dog that
keeps on dlgging because—the—boNEJust-hus—to—be-therd ...
you Keep trylng. You even leal through old telephone
directories, trylng to find mdre people whe lived in ﬁhe
Dedge's old nelghborheod -- people who might remember; And
suddenly -- blessedly -- you strike paydirt! o
(EXCITED) 1 waé Just about ready to glve up, Mrs. Luthe.
If this hadn't come up, we were sunk.

{(FILTER) What did you finad?
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ART ¢

LUTHE:
ART:

A s o —

Q.
A man I Know ... & retired cop ... 1 Just found oqt he
lived in the same rooming house that the Dodge's dld .
and that your son dig, ' . |
(FILTER) Do you think he'll remember anything?
(HAPPILY) He'll remember everything, First of all, Jim
Jeffers was a cop -- trained to remember details ,,., and
secondly ... he has & memory like an eiéphantl This is
our break ... and I'm golng over to cash in on it right

now!

(DOOR BEEL, PAUSE, DOOR OPiN}
Yes?
Helleo, You're Jim Jeffers daughter, asren't you?

Nl M . D
LYAT N ] P ¥y Fa

That's right. So:ry to barge In on you this late but ;'m-
on to something hot, I'd like to talk to Jim if you don't
ming,

(BLANK) ~Jime (A

Tﬁurﬁbaﬁ:~*ﬂim~ﬂeffersa5;9"? :

I -~ I guessyou didn't know, Mr. Pflanz. Dad died -- Just

a8 week ago,

— e e p—

Too—tate ——TWENLVY [OUT YeADS Bid ohe wWeekK t00 155?,_/ﬁﬁ5
new, Art Prflanz, you've sunk. ..Every angle, every.

GG AN, .,

questioning-has led to a blind alley. Your editor calls

e s mm o e

Sorry, Art., This is one story that's not going to_pan"out.
We can't give any more time to it. I want to assign ybu to

Bomething else.
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EDITOR:
ART :

——

LUTHE

ART:
LUTHE:

ART:
LUTHE:

ART¢

LUTHE:

ART :
LUTHE:

ART

ﬁﬁﬁﬁ» -10- aete e

okay.4 Sure.
Okay, sure, So where are you going?
Just -- over to see the mother ,.. Mrs. Luthe. Just tb

tell her It's -- no go.

— o w— m mw w ——

You've come to give me pood news, isn't that it, Mr.
Pflanz? "You've come to tell me the polliceman rememberéd'
about my son, .7 ' '

Well, not exactly, Mrs. Luthe ...

Itdoest v TEt teY.  EVSr Bifte 1 tRIKEd to you-before~,..

I've Just had a feeling.,..it's going to coméﬁout all right,

And so long as I -hatig on to that feeling ... I'm not afraid
R ——

(MI@i BL Mep—huthe ... _ _

Oh, $—know, I mUéfh‘t"éxpéctnﬁhiﬁéé'tafhappeh'ﬁoa;raébl"""

It's Jjust that -- I dontsg have.tOO much .time, The.docﬁor

wants to make the operaﬁion in two weeks. Do you think

you might kKnow in twWo weaks? . )

(PLUNGING IN) Mre, Luthe ... I've just been talking to my

edltor, and -- well -- we've checked every source_,.. 

(CUTS IN) I keep thinking of that too. ~Nlghts whén I_lie

awake, I keep thinking about how you're checking.dnd 

working ... And then I know itis all going to come out

right, |

Lo you? .

(sIMPLY} oOf course, (THEN) But, you came to tell me

something., Something about you and your editor? | |

Look, Mrs, Luthe ,,. {HE STOPS)
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. . -
7 pyrhe: (SUDDEN FEAR) You do think you'll be able to find him;
don'ft you? “ '
ART 3 I--
LUTHE: You didn't come to say you were giving up looking? (Thﬂn,

VERY QUIET)} Or -- dld you? _
ART' ¢ (LONG PAUSE...THEN, WITH SAVAGE DECISION) No! I didqit.
I just came to Bay -- I'm trying. And I')1 keep on trying.
J B : ézﬁF p "ying
-- until we find him, (GENTLY THEN) And"that's & promise.

—_— am e mme et e dem

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
GROUP:
CHAPPELL:
GROUP 3

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICEj

CHAPPELL:

GROUP 2
CHAPPELL:
GROUP ;

CHAPPELL ¢

HARRICE:

] L s bt e it bt i iR B M ..

l-th-—;l--"f-."-'::"‘

1P

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2B4 .

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
(START E,T,)

Guard agalinst throat-scratch!

Enjoy the smooth smeoking of fine tobaccos,
The finest qualipy money can buy.
Smoke & PELL MELL, f W7

(END B.T.) -
Yes, light up & PELL MELL for mildness you cen measure,
Notice how mild PELL MELL'S smoke becomes as it 15
filtered further through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos, _
At your first puff you will enjoy PELL HELL'S'cooler,;
sWeeter smoking., But more important, after 5 purfg,.df
10, or 17 by actual measure PELL MELL'S greater 1engtﬁ
of fine tobaccos &till travels the smoke further on the
way to your throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & smoothness, mild-
ness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Wherever you go tuday, notice how many people have
changed to PELL MELL - the longer, finer cigarette 1n'the
distinguished red package. |

{START E,T.) |
Guard against throat—scrﬁtch!
Enjoy the smoathlsmoking of fline tobaccos,
The finest quality money can buy,
Smoke & PELL MZLL, |

(END E.T.)

Pell Mell Famous cigaretbes - "outstandingl”
And - they are mild!
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13~ S
" (MUsIC: _ _ INTRODUCTION_AND_UNDER,.)
HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and

the Bilg Story of Art Pflanz &s he lived 1t, and wrote 1t.
NARR1 A promise. That's what you, Art Pflanz, have made. On;y
you don't see how you can keep it, Yeu.don!'t_ see how.you

b&ﬁ—b&ekb¥&ekhthrqutgézgazjazgrmmsby-pﬂpers“HﬁU'ﬂustY
£ . ;
nopertes-end—ltecote—a~boy- mlisdling twenty-four years ...

& buy without a name ., without a face., And yet, you

have to ., and have to fast ->—tfyou-expect—to—du—tt—:

. ‘ before-time —umns—out—Lor—hio—motheles s
(MUSIC: _ _ HOLD)

MRS L: Just two weeks, Mr. Pflanz, The doctor wants to operate
in two weeks. If you could just f£ind him by then,..

NARR: But how can you? Patiently you check and re-check the
same meagre papefs. Adoptlon records, changes or'addresa
forms, school transfers, In desperation, you even tpy
old court records,.,. why you don't know ,, but you have

to try something..

{MUSIC: _ _ OUIL}

ART3 {EXCITED) And I think wmaybe I've got something! :

EDITOR: Louk, Art, I told you, I've got to assipgn you to something
else, _ _

ART: All rigrt, I'm doing this on my own time. Bubt I still

think I‘ve got something. .
EDITOR: Wrat? | | o
ART: Kenneth Dodge .. that's the foster father's name, righf?
-- Kenneth Dodge was sued twenty years ago by his wif&

for what she claimed was the kidnapping of theif rOstér
P 8on, : '
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EDITOR:
ART:

A b

ART:

MRS L:

ART:

-14-
Where'd you dig that up?

0ld court records. She charged that the husband took
the boy away from her and hid him at his brother's._Th?
record even lists the brother's address, If he hasn't_

moved -- wWwe may be in luck.

P - — R

He hasn't moved. This much you check., And then you ca}l
Edna Luthe.es ﬁz ry
You*g;:bhe*eﬁly-oﬂe4ﬂﬁ»een-follow this through Mrs.
Luthe, If a reporter gets in touch with this brother, -
he may run like & Jackrabbit. '

(FILTER THROUGHOUT} I'm so afrald I may say the wrdng;
thing. '
Mrs. Luthe ... this man msy be the only person In ﬁhe:
world who can tell you Where your son 15 -~ the only
person who may know wWhether he's alive, '

That's why I'm afrald,

Ttts up to you, how vers

(PAUSE, THEN) 1I'll telephone you as soon as I Know --

anything.

e et

The afternoon drage by for you, Art Pflanz. You Sit by
your phone and wait -- and wonder, A nonsense Jinglej
chases itself through your mind, over and over, Rich |
man, poor man, beggar min, thief ,.doctor, lawyer,
Indlan chief,.Which onei/ Which one will this mother's
son turn out to be - 1f he turns oub to be & live ab
all? Rich man, poor man, bepgar man, thief ,,.agaln _
and again, round and round in your brain..until finally,

the shrill sound of the phone bell cuts through....
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ART:
MRS L:
ART:
MRS L:

ART

MRS L:

ART1

MRS Lt

ART:

- MRS 1

i

ART:
MRS L:
MHT
MRS:L:
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-15- R
{FHONE BELL, PICKED UP)

Yes? Art Pflanz speaking...

(CHOCKED) Mr PflinzZ.sve

(TENSE) Yes, Mra, Luthe,..

{SHE IS LAUGHING NOW,,.A HALF RELIEVED, HALF HYSTERICAF

LAUGHTER) His name 1is Jerry.. .

You talked to the uncle?

(ALMOST BABBLING) They called him Jerry. Isn't it

funny? Until right now, I didn't even know my son's

name, It's Jerl¥eses

" What else did you find out?

I can't help laughing, but 1t's s0 good to even know
his name, (SHE IS ALMOST CRYIIIG -NOW) It's Jerry.

{REPEATS) Did you find out anythling else, Mrs. Lﬁbhe?

Yes. (PROUDLY, DELIGHTEDLY) D9 you want me to tell you
about my son, Mr, Pflanz? His name is Jerry., Jerry '
Dodge, He's an ensign in the United States Navy, My
8on Jerry 1s an ensign,.s

Where 1s he statloned? Do you Know?

{SOBERING NOW) No, I don't,

Did you ask?

I was afraid to, He -- the brother -- he didn't want to
tell me much, He kept asking ma questiona about who I .
wag and -- ¥ was afraid to ask, I thought maybe you --

well, calling the Navy or somefhing,,..,could you:
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<. NARR:

MRS L:

ART:

MRS L:
ART)

ART:

~16- TTPPRRIOE
You could. A fast phone call to Washington and in

minutes you have what- you ueed, An address..care of the
Postmaster.,.San Francisco,.,

But what do I write? I don't know what to say, Hr,'Pfianz,

You-don't sit down after Luwenty-TOUF years and-teil a

——

ad6bted,

It doesn't matter so much what you Bay now -- just 80

stranger he's your-soti, He--he may not even know he's .

long a5 it makes him gebt in touch with you -- so you
can make plans t0 see him. Write anything you waht.ana
I'11 send %% off for you,

And then what?

(GENTLY} Then, I'm afrald -- we Just walt,

e e wr mma maa mem mend

And you do, Walt, and wait. The agonizing, long,
suspenseful wait, The days stretch into weeks without
bringing any enswer. You, Art Pflanz, stop in from'
day to day to visit Edna Luthe -- to see if there's
Bny news..,but a single look at her thin face --¥ét’ L
hen—faighteningty-transiveent—prtior and you know theﬁe's
noe news, And you know, teoo, from what her doctor téllé-
you, and from what your own eyes tell you that 1r_n¢wsi
doesn't come soon, it won't come in time. But then,
finally, word comes from Edra Luthe, "Please comé to
the house.” And you come..,..fast,

(DOOR CLOSE)
(EXCITED) Did you hear, Mrs Luths?
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MRS L:

ART:

MRS L
ART:
MR3 L:
ART:
MRS L1

- ART:

MRS Lt

ART:
MRS Lt

ART:

MRS L:

ART!
MRS Lt

ART:

-17- .

(WEAK, FLAT) Yes. I got a letter, I suppose yoﬁ’d‘Iike;

to rend it. Over there -- on the table, .
(PAST STEPS, PICK UP LETTER)

Let's see, I -- (CUTS) What the -- (BEWILDERED) Thi_s'ia

your letter back. The one you wrote to your son, |

{PULL) They sent it back,

They? Who's they?

It says inslde., The Better Business Bureéu.

The Better Business Bureau? What's this all about? :

(EXPLAINING WITH DIFPICULTY) I wrote to -~ my &on, And .

he sent my letter to the Bezgif Business Bureau. He :

wants them to investigatel-He wants to know ~- what kind

of & -- & gag it 1s, |

For the love of --

A1l this time..this waiting .,.thls wondering,.and then--

he wants to kpnow what kind of a gag 1t 1si

What did you write him: _

I jJust sald "Please get in touch wiﬁh me it may be to .

your advantage," '

I wish you had teld him more, S0 many people do try

to rope service men Into rackets..

I suppose 80, I -- (SHE BREAKS AND CRIES)

(GENTLY} Mrs Luthe.ss.

(THROUGH TEARS) I'm sorry, I‘ve tried not to cry, All

this whole time I've trled not to cry. And I haven't

before, Have I?

No. You haven't.
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MRS L:
ART:
MRS L:

ART:

MRS L:
ART:

MRS Lt
ART:

A e R —

[l — S N

OPERATOR:

ART:
MRS L:

-18- : e

But now -- when it's 8ll over ,,,I can't help it.

But it's not all over. We'll write again,,.

There's no time, I--I'm going to the hospital in three
days, I can't put it off any more, The time Just ~~ |
ran out,

But it can't run out. We're too close to give up noﬁ.

We ~- {(CUTR) Mrs, Luthe!

What? o

Did you see this letter your son wrote to the Better
Business Buresau?

He said 1t wWas a gaReass .
{EXCITED} He also gives his address. Not his postmaster's
number -- but his address. Where he's stationed. On
Ozhu, ln Hawaili. |

I don't,... _
You can telephone Oahu, Mrs, Lubthe. And you're going to,
You're going to talk to your son--in just one minﬁtel

It takes a little more than a minute, it takes
haranguing, snd persuasion and a lot of_bed tape to bé;
cut, but somehow, you Art Pflanz, manage to cut it, Anﬁ
then ,eef1nally,.s '
(FILTER) Pearl Harbor. We have Ensign Jerry Dodge on the
line. Go ahead please, }
Go ahead, Mrs. Luthe. They have your son on the line,

I ~-- I can't,
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OPERATOR;:
ART:

MRS L:
JERRY:

ART:
MRS Lt
JERRY:
MRS Lz
JEHRY:
MRS L:
JERRY:
MRS Lt
JERRY!

MRS L
JERRY:

MRS Lt
JERRY:

MRS L:

JERRY:

MRS L:

i A T

ey
P

-1g-

(FILTER) Do you have your party there, please?

Go ahead, Mre. Luthe. Just tell him you'Pe a relative,,
and you must see him ... 3
I ~- I just can't, Please iaae

(FILTER THROUGHOUT) Hello? Hello? Ensign Dodge on this
end. Hello? ' '

GO ON a4

(A TREMENDOUS EFFORT) Jerry.ie.?

Who is this please? '

This is ---this is & relative of yours,.I--

A relative? Who? (THEN) Mom? '

Momee?

Is this Mrs, Kenneth Dodgey

No. My name is ... Luthe.., Edna Luthe,

AW, now, wWalt a minute, Is thls the same gag again?
You Wwrote me, didn't you?

Yes, but I-- _

Well, I don't know any Mrs, Luthe and I don't know what
you want so why don't you Justies |
Wait...plgase:

What?

I can't tell you what it's about --not on the phone or
in a letter, But you must trust me .. _ :
Look, Why should I trust you? I don't know you from:
Adam and you write and you telephone but you don't

say what you wanbte.s |

I want you to come home .

ATHOT 0006410
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JERRY:

ART:

MRS In

JERRY:
HRS L:

.

.ARTz
JERRY:
MRS L
JERRY:
MRS Lz
JERRY:
ART:

JERRY:

MRS L:

JERRY:

-20-

Come home? (A BEAT, THEN HE LAUGHS) lady -- I'd like -
that myself, but Unclé Sam has different idess.

{LOW. FAST} Tell him to apply for emergenc& leave. I'il
straighten 1t out with the Red Cross,..

You could get an emergeuncy leave, It's a -- family matter...

" {BEAT) Look.e.Ls this on the level?

I swear to you. I -- {THEN, IN A RUSH) Please come home,

3
e

Jerry. (SOBS) Please .., come home,

HIT AND UNDER)

T e mat R e

You take over then, Art Pflanz, You talk with the young
and very bewildered enslgn, and you make arrangeménta-for
leave and a fast Flight to the States, And miraculouSIy...

two days later,,

Mrs, Luthe,.,may I present Ensign Jerry Dodge.
Hello, s

(A BARELY AUDIBLE WHISPER)} 8o -- tall,

What:

{SWALLOWS) I -- I Gidn't realize you'd be so -- tall,:

Look, I still don't know what this is all abdout,
Didn't the Navy tell you?

The Navy dldn't tell me anything - Just that 1t was a :
speclal leave on a family matter,

(A DEEP BREATH) Jerry ...Enslgn Dodge, I mean,.

(SHL STOPS HELPLESSLY) Do you say Ensign,,?

Mister,,.,when 1t's an enslgn....
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MRS Lz Oh. (STARTS AGAIN) Mr Dodge, I _ﬂ@-( PS, TURNS TO
ART WITH A PLEA) How do you say 1tA HOw do”you tell 1t?.

JERRY: Tell what: _

ART: {SIMPLY)} Tell about twenty four years ago, Jerry. Tell.
about & woman who dldn't have enough money Lo support
her child so she gave him out for adoption, Tell about :

y how she felt then..,and how she feels twenty four.yearg
J later. |

JERRY: {TENSE) What are you trying to say:?

MRS L: "Did -- did the Dodges ever say anything to you ever about-=
being adopled: |

(THERE IS A LONG, DEAD SILENCE)

JERRY? (HOARSELY) Who are you!

MRS L: {SOFTLY) Don't you know? _ .

JERRY: You're not fooling me, (TIGHT,HIGH} You wouldn't fool mé;

MRS L: I told you I wouldn't, Mr. Dodge. -

JERRY: (A MOMENT. THEN SUDDENLY HE LAUGHS..A TEARFUL, HAPPY
LAUGHTER) Mr., Dodge! My own mother, ard she calls me
Mr, Dodgeyas |

MRS L: (SHE I5 BAUGHING AN CRYING TO0) I'm not used to it,.
Jerry.es(LOW) S0N.ees

JERRY: That's better. (HE HAS HIS ARMS AROUND HER.) Much better
(SIMPLY) H1 Mom, |

MRS Lz Helle son, Welcome home.

{MUSIC: _ _ HIT AND UNDRR)

NARR: That's when you leave, Art Pflanz., And as you walk awéy.

you know that there's a war shead for the son, and.an
operation ahead for the mother, and you know, too, that

it doesnt't matter for now,
(MORE)
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NARR:
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For now -- there's only the present, And if a little
of the happiness rubs off them, on to you, Art Pflanz,s
Wwell,,,..you earned 1t -- you and your Blg Btory,

In just & moment we'll read you & telegram from Art
Pflanz of the Utica Observer-Dispatch with the final

outeome of tonight's BIG STORY.

— A e wm

[l i =AY

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2814 -

CLOSING COMMERCIAL
{START E.T.)

Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.
The finest quality money can buy,
Smoke a PELL MELL, -

(END E£.T.)
Yes, for mildness you can measure light up a PELL.MELL.
Notlce how mlld PELL MELL'S smoke becomes &as it is
filtered fuither through PALL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mellow tobaccos, :
At your first puff you will enjoy P4LL MELL!S cooler,
eweeter smoking, But, more important, after 5 puffs;-or
10, or 17 by actual measure PELL MSLL'S greater length of
fine tobaccos still trévels the smoke further on ;he way

to your throat - filters the smoke and makes it mild.

PELL MELL gives you & smoothness, mildness and Bafisféction
no other clgarette offers you, ' _
Guard against throat-seratch., Enjoy the finess Quality
money can buy - buy PELL MELL Famous Cigarettes - |

Quistanding!”
And - they are mild!l
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PPLANZ ¢
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
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Now we read you that ‘telegram from Arthur Pflanz of the
Utica, New York, Observer-Dispatch, _

Mother in tonight's Big Story has Jjust had operation and

1s dolng well, Son, sbill in Navy, is soon to become .
Lieutenant, J.g. After Naval assignmenﬁ is finished,f
mother and son plan to Join forces in family business;. For
them and me ... & happy ending to a most satisfying Big
Story. My sincere appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL

Award.

‘Thank you, Mr, Pflanz ... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES are proud to present to you the PSLL MnLL Award
for notable service in the fleld of Journalism P -1 check
for $500, and & speclal mounted bronze plague engraved with
your namo and the name of your paper. Accept 1t aé a8
lasting memento of your truly significant achievenment.

Llsten again next week, same ‘time, same station, when PELL

MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORZ ~= A
big story from the front pages ol the S %

/MJM’% by-1ina @Ma big

CHAPPELL:

e A e e

story of a reporter who gambled his Job, his reputation and
his entire career on & long shot named justice, |

And remember -- every week you can see &another different
Big Story on television -- brought to you by the makera

of Pell Mell Famous Clgarettes. '

Wt mmm T R M el ot e e Emm Aemd s sm e
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THE BIG STORY 18 & Bernard J. Prockter Production,

original

music composed and conducted by Vladimir Selinsky, )
Tonlght's program was adapted by Gail Ingram rrom an actual
story from the front page of the Utleca, N, ¥, Observepe'
Diepatch, Your narrgtor was E%ﬁ Sleoane _and Vinton Hayﬁorth
c “In %“"s;" rotoct
played the part of Arthur Pflanzd In ofider t0 pro ect the

names of people actually involved in tonight's authcatic

BIG STORY, the names of a&ll characters in the
dramatlzation were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mr, Pflanz,

THEME UP_FULL AND FADE FOR) b
This is Ernest Chappell spesking for the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES, the finest quality money can buy,

THIS IS NBC .,. THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY,

JMW RP Oct., 10, 1952
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.

WIDNESDAY, OCTOBER 29, 1952
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NBC THE BIG_STORY #e85

9:30-10;00 PM_EST QCTOBER 29, 1952 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL: PELY, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES .. the finest guality
money can buy .. present THE BIG STORY! '

(MUSIG:_ _ _ _ FANFARE)

{PHONE RING)
{RECEIVER OFF HOOK)

RAUSH: Hello, (LOW AND TENSE} Oh, it's you, Listen, =
those letters I wrote. Getl rid of them, Bufn them,
bury them, I don't care how you do 1%, but get:rid“

, of them! Now don't give me ey argumgnt ---- (VOICE
RISES) Look, I'm tryinz to tcll you 44's dénéefous:——h'
(DOOR OPENS) '
MRS, RAUSH: Gordon,
(RZCEIVER ON HOOK)
" RAUSH: Oh hello, Irenec.

MRS, RAUSH: What is 1t dear? Anything wrong?

RAUSH: {LAUGKES} Why no, ncthing's wrong. it was just a
¢all for cholr practice at the church tonight,

(MUSIG:_ _ _ _ HIT AND UNDER)

CHAPPELL: The Blz Story! The stovy 'oﬁ are about to heaf acthally

happened, It happened in Bloomington, Indlana,

It 1s authentle and offercd as a tribute to the men
and women of the great iAmerican newspapers.,

{FLAT) From the front pages of the Daily Herald -
Televhone, the story 6? a reporter who gambled_his 
Job, hls reputation and his entlre career on a long

shot named "Jjustice" ~--

{MORE)

ATKO1 000E418




g

CHAPPELL:
{CONT'D)
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i at S i:‘ll-" i, > whiidede I N

e _
Tonight, to Grady Bennett of the Bloomington Dally
Herald-Telephone, for his Big Story, goss the PELL

MELL $500 AWARD,

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

o
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CHAPPELL:
GROUF:
CHAPPELL:
(GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELIL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #2585

OPENING COMMERCIAL
. U R

Guard against throat-seratch!
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.
The finest guallty money can buy. |
Smoke a PELL MELL,

(END E,T,)

.Yes, for mlldness you can measure light up a PELL MELL.

Discover how mild PELL MELL'S smoke becomes as it ie
filtered further through PELL ﬁELL'S traditionally
fine, mellow tobaccos, o

Aﬁ yvour first puff you will enjoy'PELt MELL'S cooler,
sweeter smoklng. But more impdrtant, after 5, puffs,
or 10, or 17 - by actual measure - PELL MELL'S greiter
length of fine tobaccos still travcls.the smoke fufﬁher
on the way to your throat - filters_ﬁhe smoke and -
makes it mild, '

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a smoothness;

mildness, and satislection no othur cigarette orfefa
you, .
Enjoy the finest guality money can buy - smoke PELL
MELL Famous Cigarettes - "Quistanding!" )
And - they are mild]
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NARR:

LLOYD:
GRADY:
LLOYD:

GRADY:
LLOYD:

happened .., Grady Bennctt's story as he llved it;
You'lre a reporter, not a phllosopher, Grady Benneﬂt.
But you know that at least once in the life of evéry
human being there comes an hour of decislon, An .
hour when the blue chips are down and when & mén.gither
takes the blg chance or turns hls face away
from it. In a sense, this 1s the story of your
big chance and your hour of decision, Grady Bennett,
of-the-Bleoninztor-baily-Herald=Telephenc, It begins
on this raw March morning, you have.Just comé inté
your office anticipating nothing but routine, when
Lloyd Keves, your managling cditor, practically
btreaks your door down ...

(DOOR SLAM SHUT OFF)
(PADE) Grady, 1t's golng to be quite a dayiz.
What are you talking about, Iloyd?
vYou know where that abandoned limestone Quarry
is? The one they call Huntcr's stonemill?
What about 17 | _
They found a couple of bodies in a stone pit.,  One
a woman, the other a man. Both murdered, And both
marricd .., to somebody else! The man was 2 Choir
Master and taught Shnday school. The woman was 8
cholr singer Iin the same church., Bloomington's
2 qulet, respectablé community., When this

story breaks --
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GRADY: You don't have to tell me any more, Lloyd., (FADE)
I'11 aee you later, .
(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)
NARR: On your way out, you reflect what the clacking
tongues wlll say, the whilspercd 'I told you sd’s,'
Not the kind of story you, Grady Bennstt like to
write, but news 1s news, and you have to write it.
And gaw, as you stand over this shallow, waber-filled
stone pit, with Chicf Harry Drago v» e 8a¥8 .,
B DRAGO: ' The man is Gordon Raush, The woman Ethel Truesdalé.
(SIGHS) 1I've seen some pretby rough things in my day,
Grady, but this Y
GRADY: The killer strangled the voman, Chief. But look what
he did to the man, Head vash2d in, Face cut., As
though he had a grudze againet nim, (A PAUSE) Who
found them?
DRAGO: A couple of kids, Hearest thing we can figure, the
\ kKiller drageged them both to the pit here, dumped tﬁem
in, and tricd to cover them with old boards. '
GRADY: Only the boards drified anart in the water,
DRAGO: Right.
GRADY: You're sure thls was a rendezvous?
DRAGO: No doubt about it, DThey came here together., Raush's
car 1Is up there, on the road, |
GRADY: Any clues, Chief? '
DRAGO: (CAREFULLY) Let's just say "no comment,"
o
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f}' GRADY1 You miean you've found something, hut youlre not,
telling anybody.h .
DRAGO:! Put it that way.
h GRADY: Okay. X know it's not going to do aﬁy good to;preés
you for it.
DRAGC: Thatls right, Grady, It won't,
GRADY: What about the dead woman's husband JBwgenc Trucsdéle?
. You talk to him yel? _
DRAGO: © (GRIMLY) Not yet. But he's the £iret on my list!
B ’ Wanna come along?
(MUSIC:_ _ _ __ BRIDGE) |
TRUESDALE: Chief, I ¥now what people are going to say about
Ethel. And about Gordon Raush. But I don't believe
it., I tell you, I don't helicve it}
DRAGO: (QUIETLY} The fact remains, Truesdalc, they were.
found together. | :
TRUESDALE: (IN A KIND OF AGONY) I kuow, I know. But it was
‘ after choir practicc., Maybe they just took a ride
‘ and talked about thc choir, Maybe there was some
other reason, any other rcason than the one they're
golng to talk about. o
GRADY: How long were you marrled, Trucsdale?
TRUESDALE; EFor many ycars}lﬁ?*féﬁé; Ethel, as much as any
‘man could love a woman, We built this house
togother. And now ., now this happens -- I Just can't
" believe 1it,
DRAGO: You sound sinécre enouzh, Truesdale., But ==
by
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TRUESDALE:
DRAGO:

TRUESDALE s
DRAGO?

TRUESDALE:

DRAGO:

— T et ey B wrn ma

MRS, RAUSH:

T

{A BEAT) But what?

We have to consider a motive hcre, And woe have to ?
face the fact that you had as stronzg a motlve as
any man c¢ould ever have. Jealousy., Revenge ..
Chief, I'm trying to tell ybu - |
{INTERRUPTS)} You're trying to tell me you didn't
know a .thing about this, Buf suppose you did
know, You could have followed them to that quarry.
You gould have surprised and killed them where they
stocd, _ _ )

(A BEAT) Just a moment, Let me get this stralght,
What are you implying, Chlef? Is this some kind

of Tormal charge?

At the moment ,. no. We're nol holding you for
anything, We have Lo assume you're telling the truth,
But we have ccrtalin evidence in the process of ;
development right now, And if you're lying, Truesdale,
we'll find out about 1% .rs BOONOY o later]
UP_AND_UNDER),

Apain, Harry Drago malt.s that cblique reference to ?
the e¢lue he has ,, the clue hels keeping clese to h;s
chest.,  But you're a newspaperman, Grady Bennetbt,

and while you respect Lhe police point of vicw,

theré's no law against condueting your own
investigation, And so you drop in on Irene Raush,
the wilfe of the murdered man...

Mr. Bennett, you come here and you ask me about_Gordon.
I'm his wife, what can I say? After what's habpened,

what could any woman say?
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GRADY:

MRS, RAUSH;

GRADY: _

e

MRS, RAUSH:

GRADY:

MRS, RAUSH:

GRADY:
MRS. RAUSH:

GRADY:
MRS, RAUSH:

-
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-6- |
(GENTLY) Mrs, Raush, I know how you must fteal,

Not only about tﬁe loss of your husband, But

about the talk -- :

(WITH A GENTLE AND DULL BITTERNESS) Oh, yes, The
talk. The scandal, The things they'll be :
whispering «..

Believe mo, I'm sorry. N _
Everybody's going to be sorry for me. Do you thiﬁk

I can cver walk down the street again aﬁd hold my:
head up? ©Oh, I know they'll 211 bo very kina. |
They'1l pity me. But piby with malice.

Mrs. Raush, 4id you have any idea that your husbghd
and Mrs. Trucsdale might have been secing each ofher?
No, The iden never entered my hoad for a moment,
But if wh&t_théggkay-is trug, then perhﬁps insa

scnse its my own fault,

How? _
Well a man and woman get marrled and in time they begin
to take cach other for granted, Their—%ixesepuﬁf
together simpiy, but a man necds attention, :
Perhaps I didn't try hard enough %o keep Gordon.'
interested, Perhaps I lot the years dull our
romance, Buab—F It-say-thig——-=

Yol

Gopd9a~was*ﬁ‘gﬁﬁa‘maﬁ7“—ﬂ*3teady.mqn.. He loved

his church work, his community and now that hels

dfad—F—-santt—asondomn-him,

ATHO1 0006425




» -

GRADY:

MRS, RAUSH:

GRADY:

MRS, RAUSH:

GRADY:
MRS, RAUSH:

GRADY:
MRS, RAUSH:

GRADY:
MRS, RAUSH:

— et o w—

~9- o mavanife
Mrs. Raush, did anything happcn before the tragedy?
I mean anything that secmed unusual, that might have
aroused your suspicions? -
(A BEAT) No, nothing that I can bthink of (A BEAT)
Except -~ :
Except what Mre. Raush?
Well, thgre was this phone cell in the morning.

I don't know whebher it could mean anything but

. my husband gob a ‘'phonc call in the other room,-

What kind of 'phone call? From whom?

I'm not sure, Buﬁ when I came in, Gordon scemed

pale, terribly woset. I°'d heard him say something:

anout letters. X

Letborsg?

Yeg——I—donlit now-what -kind -of-- lettsrs, whethenﬁ;

mLMEAEMmeawmb%wméMmymm%emwﬂmmwmma:

or-notv-«Butnzwd1duLtwpresAwthcwaning¢_ﬂgwéﬁﬁm§dhﬁ6

upset.

Did he tell you who called himt _

No. All he said was that it was something abéut.;

cholir vractice, |
o 11 ?C¢¢¢L55L

And letiers. Lbvivtsly they

o3 1l meeiMy
; - Gordon Raush 114

Cholyr practice,
don't go together,
to his wife, Was hiding somcthing. Choir practicé.
and letters; It isn't too hard te form a deductién.:t's
not too heavy & strain on the imagihation'to';ﬁaginé
a connecting link. You call Horry Prago and he afms

himsz1lf with a seoarch warrant, {MORE }
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NARR:
(CONT'D)

GRADY!

DRAGO:

GRADY:
PRAGO:

.
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TRUESDALE:

DRAGO:

TRUESDALE:

GRADY:

DRAGO:

TRUESDALE:
DRAGO:
TRUESDALE:

~10- -
Then you go to Eugenc Truesdale's house,he's out but
Scarch Warrant allow's yogﬁgg‘make a search -
and 1n Ethel Truesdéla’s burcau you {ind ...
Love letters, Chief. A whole pack of them, and
neatly tied in a pink ribbon, _
Let's see them Grady. {A PAUSE) Hmmm, From Raush

to Mrs, Truesdale, (A BEAT) With love,

what now? ( ;&E,ufh:ﬁ

& ded Ja&ﬁitﬁlbu,wﬁ?lii
(GRIMLY) NON,

Fluesdale againe

[ — a5

Chief, I didn't know a thing about those 1etters,%

I didn't know they cven cxisted, '

Youlre lying Trucsdale, We found these In your

wife's burecau,

A1l right, you found them in Ethcl's hureau, dgzif
‘fﬁaf.aﬂa£4aeﬁﬁ I s

makcs~y0u*thtnk—i*&~be~0¥¥énsﬁaﬁeuad-bh

makos—-ye -

(QUIETLY) We found them right in thc open Truecsdals.

On tup of a pile of clothas,
¥eah, no woman would be fool enough to pul
away letters like that in a place wherc asnybody
could find them. She probebly had thom well
hidden originally. What happened wos that you found
them and read them gnd then left them 1n the drawbr.
I tell you . I had no idea thore were any 1et£ers_at 211,
You had no 1dea? Here read this one -- out loud,
(PROTE3T) Chief, listen -=-

(CRACKLL OF PAPER)
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DRAGO: Go aheoad,

TRUESDALE: "Ethel, my darling. I love you, I love you.- Last
Sunday, there in ehurch, I Baw you sittlng in the
choir with the light sireaming through the
stained glass window and illuminating your face.
And I said, 'this is the face of an angel, this is
my bsloved.! I heard you sing in that beautiful
clear soprano and o me there was no other voice,
but yours, And I said to myself,'how could I do 1it?
How ecould I covet this woman, another man's wife, U
(BREAKS DOWN) " but the flesh 1n stronger than the

spirit my darling, and I shall love ycu forever ~- "

GRADY: You Wnew dldn't you Mr. Truesdale?
TRUESDALE: (BROKENLY) Yes. Yos, I knew. What's the use of
trying to hide it any longer? d-iciow-theRe—was-some

seme%h&ng“gvtﬁg*bn“butﬂiwwaSuLL_aunagﬂnubutwthaa&-
DRAGO: why didn’t youw tell us the truth? Why did you say
you kKnew nothing aboab your wile and Gordon Raush?
TRUESDALE: Because~imwasﬁlﬁuﬁure1~ah4ve¥en*ﬂc”ﬁ@“?ﬁﬁ”thtnk*I.
wanked ~people~bonrow - TEEDTEted?  You think I |
wanted all Bleoominston to find out what was golng

on? Gf-ecourse-f~itedl-

DRAGO: (QUIETLY) Look Trucsdale, this is murder, and I
have to find the man who did it. '
[ = Y
TRUESDALE: {LOW AND BITTER) And youlie—gei—your mind made up,.

haven't you Chlef?
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TRUESDALE:
DRAGQ:

TRUESDALE:
DRAGO:
TRUESDALE:

DRAGO:

GRADY:
DRAGO:
GRADY:
DRAGO:

GRADY:

DRAGO:

;i)aordon Raush,

~-12- amran ST _
Nothing you've told me Trueadale has changed it.

I think that you killed your wife, Ethel, You-iddded

]
-
i

o a e T

State of Indlana, we haquawwriffgﬁwiaw. It!'s on
"

the statﬁzﬁtggokgff It says that murder is a crime;

(a_PAUSE) Truesdale, 100K ==

My advice Lo you is this, Admit that you didait,

Youtve got something on your side. Moral
justification., The-umwritten I temembert

Now, are you wiiling to sign a confession?

(QUIETLY) No,
Why not?
Because I didn't kill them, That's the Bimple,.
truth, I didn't k111 them!
(A BEAT -- THEN QUIET) All right Truosdale. You
can go now, Wel'll talk to you later,

(A FEW STEPS AND THEN DOOR CLOSES)
Chief --
Yos Grady?
You scem pretiy sure.
I am pretbty suro,
But all you have is a possible motive. The cvidehcc,
if you can call it that, is eclrcumstantlial, How can
you say this men is gullty? How can you be sure?;
Grady, look, I'm a cop, I'll admit I'm not infallible,
I could be wrong. But Ifve got Lo go by ths evidénco
and there is a plece of evidence. A good solid ciue.

We'lre developing 1t now.
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GRADY:
DRAGO1

——

i

=13
And you s5t411 won't tell me what that c¢luc is Chief?
No, But in a couple of hours we'!ll: know whether

Eugene Truesdale 18 an inmocent man or a murdérer,

e et s el Bem Wi mwm e

{COMMERCIAL)
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GROUP:
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GROUP:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:
GROUP:
CHAPPELL:
GROUP:

_ CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

o

- lu _ e s

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #285

MIDDLE COMMERCILL

guard agalnst throat-sgrateh! .
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos.
The finest quality money can buy. |
Smoke a PELL MELL,

(END E.T.)

'Yes, light up a PELL MELL for mildness you can

measure, Notice how mild PELL MELL'S smoke
becomes as it is riltered further through PELL MELL'S
traditionally fine, mcllow tobaccos..
At your first puff you will enjoy PELL MELL'S cooler,
sweeter smoking., Bubt more important, after 5 puffs,
or 10, or 17 by actual mecasure PLELL MELL’S greater .
length of fine tobaccos still travels the smoke
further on the way to your throat - filters the
smoke and makes it mlld, |
PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you o smoothnesﬁ;-
mildness and satisfaction no othor cigarette'offers
you. Whercver you go todny, notice how many pepplé
have changed to PELL MELL - the longer, finer
clgarette in the dlstinguished red package,

(uTART E.T.}
Guard against throat- scvatch'
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobaccos,
The finest quality money can buy.

Smoke a PELL MELL,

{END E,T.)
Pell Mell Famous Cigarcttes - "Qutstanding'!

And - they arc mlilé!l
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HARRICE:

NARK:

GRADY:

LLOYD:
GRADY:

LIOYD:
GRADY:
LLOYD:
GRADY:

LI.OYD:

~15-

This 48 Cy Harrlce, returning you to your narratof
and the Big Story of Grady Bennett, as he livéd if
and wrotc-it. | |
There's scomething about Eugene Truesdale that geté
you, Grady Bennetl of-Phe-Bieominptom-bebly :
Howngld-gedenhone, Maybe it's Jshe man's charactéf;
his sincerity, and yet, according to his_owhfiights,
Chief Harry Drago 11 right, Truesdale 18 the
Humber Onc Suspcet. And there is scme kind of blpe
that you don't know sbout, The question is, what?
That ¢lue is part of your story. If Harry Drago |
cantt tell you what 1t is; nobody soys you can't
try to find out fopr yoursclf. You dlscuss it_

with Lloyd Keyes, your editor. _
Liuvyd, Drago's gol something, but he's holding 1t
close Lu his cheat, | :
He's probably got his reasons Grady.

T supposec he has but all I know is that whatever
it i3, it's in the process of deﬁﬁgiyﬂgﬁt, and oﬁbe
Drago has gol 1t into shape, he'llngo after Truesdale.
and you're golng arfter that clue, that 1t?
That's it,

How?

- There's a tpustee working around police headgquarters.

Fellow by the name of Burnsie, Ever hoear of him?

Burnsie? No,
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’ GRADY: Well, Burnsie's a friend of mine. Did him one or
two favors some yoars apo and he never forgot if.
LLOYD: S0%
GRADY: Burnsie's the kind of man who keeps his cyes and ecars
open, One of these naturally inquisitive types,
Knows more about whats going on around pollce
headquarters than cven the police themselves,
LLOYD: You figure he'd know about this evidcnée?
GRADY: If he doesn't, it‘ll.be the firot time he's ever
] disappointed me,
(MusiC: _ _ _ UP}
BURNSIE: You sure come to the right place GradY. You sure'dfd.
GRADY: 0.K. Burnsi¢. Shooti
BURNSIE: Well while I'm sweepin' up the corrldor here, see.z
A1l of a sudden in comes Harry Drago and he's got |
some pitchas, and ha's plcnty exclited, see? Ind
he goes into his office,
. GRADY: What kind of plctures?
! BURNSIE: I'm comin' to that son, donlt be impatient. =F'm
caninledaotha baes You-know-me sofradyseerdobekinda
G TR T R T T TA T RO MO St o—INow~ |
whatla.golnl. . .On. |
GRADY: S0
BURNSIE: 8o I stick my ear Lo the door and I listen, aﬁd I hear
' them talkin‘_abcut sﬁme boot prints they found around
the stone mlll,
GRADY: Boot prints?

'ATHO1 0006433
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BURNSIE:
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LL.OYD:

GRADY:
LLOYD:
GRADY:

Sure 28 I'm standin' here. Scems like the killer

was wearin! these hore boots and he left the tracks

in the mud and they weré fixin' to make & plaster

cast of them, _

what about these prints Burnsie? Whet did they look

1ika? | |

I'm comin! to that, The minute Drago and the.othefs _
leave the room I 8lip in. To emply the.waste_ -
baskets, get me? I snatch a look at these'heré
pitchas, and I sce ii; design on the boots,

Yes? What was 1t 1ike?

Wcll, they had these here now, big X's on the soles
and on the heels, Probably made that way 80 they .
wouldn't slip on icc. | i

Big X's, Thanks Burnsle,

[ R S & oy

‘New-back-to.the office. . And_vou tell. Lloyd wé&es'
ahad--yonr~formd , .
Lloyd, thoy've got a plasicr cast of this hoot
design by this time. They must be grilling Trucsdale
on 1t right now,

And you want to break that clue in the Herald-
Telephone, is that it?

That's 1t,

Why?

Because reporters from the metropoliten dailies
all over the dountry, as well as the wire sefvlce€

boys are covering this case right now,
{MORE)
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What 1f they broke 1t? What if they found out about
this clue and printed 1t7 How would I look? How would
the Herald-Telephone look?
Let's think this over a minute Grady, Let's weigh
the conseqguences,
bon't worry I have, o
Suppose Tyuesdale 1sn't the killert Suppose 1t's _
gomebody elee, If you print this clue, you‘re leaving
yourself naked, wide open, The first thing the killer
might do is destroy those boots and thus destroy the.
evidence, And that might gum up the poiice 1nvestigétion
for good, ) :
I realize that Lloyd,
Phink it over & 1little more, The police would blow '
the roof off, They'd nevenr work with us again, You'd
never set foot into headquarters egain. Your future:
here, your career, would be ehded. .
Lloyd, look, Believe me, I've thought about all thié.
I've thought of the pros and cons, and I know that if
this goes sour, I'm through, But I'm convinded C
Truesdale §s8 innocent and maybe someone will know a -

man who owns a pair of boots-like this, Maybe we'll

get the killer that way, If we do, it'll prove
P

i
Pruesdale \s 1nnocenod’6nee and for:;ar?\
g .-p/

Then you're going to go shead and print 1t¢

I'm going to go ahead and print 1t,
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411 right Grady. Y take off my hat t& you, You're
& brave ﬁan, and I wish you luck, Rowenxer I must téll
you this,. We'il let you print it but it's your o
responsibility., This 1& your baby and if it turns ﬁad,
youlre stuek with it, '

o apm we ew we

You print it. The issue hits the streets, And &n hour

‘later you'lre in your office with Lloyd Keyes, wheNis...

{PEONE RING)

(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
Grady Bennett, Herald-Telephone,
(FILTER) Bonnett? Chlef Drago, - What the devil do you
mean by printing that boot design? Where'd you get;the

information%

T can't téll you that Chief,

Well I'11 tell you this, You're going to be sorry you
ever pulled this little trick) |
Chief, I'm sure Truesdale isn't the owner of those boots,
If he had been, you'd know it by now,. The on1j=rea§on

I printed it was that somebody might report the'reéi
bwner. _

Yeah? ‘Well, maybe you scared the real killsy away,
Maybe he's getting vrid of those boots right now, If he
does, we can vwhistle béfore we ever find him, TYoutd

better sit down and pray that he hasn!t read that story,

‘do you understand? Because Af he has, Bennett, you're

| through in Bloomington, and I mean through]

{CLICK ON FILTER)
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(PHONE ON HOOK)

I could hear him from here Grady,- .
(DEPRESSED) Yeah, He was pretty redheaded, Lloyd,
And T suppose I canlg blame him, To tell the truth
I'm beginning to Feel & little siok inslde, right now.
Maybe I should have stopped you, Grady.
No, Lloyd, I stil) think it wes worth the chance,.
Maybe it sounds a little corny, but I figured that a
¥ind of justice would come out of this, An 1nnogent .
man goes free, & gullty man gets caught, I don't;kn@w.
The way I see it, a man has to take a chanoe on what he
belleves in, IfhemdowsmrttyesE-teatuhldE-oan-hope
fap now—4e—one-thing,
L knowr—Phe—tong~shotrHaybe-sonebody~san-this.killer.
Meyts 5516 bodY e s s e s

{PHONE RING)

{RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
(WEARILY) Grady Bennett, Herald-Telephone,
(FILTER) Mr, Bennett, my name is Clara Tilford, I .
1live over near @osport, on Route 2, | |
Yes?
I've got to talk to you right away{
why?
I saw your artlecle in the paper, I recognicze thqse

boots, and I've met the man who owns them!

—
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CLARA:  Now about the man with the boots, Mr, Bennett, I

daon't know his name, but I saw him, I'm sure he was

the man,
GRADY: How are you sure? Wwhera'!d you see him, Mrs, Tilford?
CLARAj Well, night before last, I was driving from Bloomingfon.

About a half-mlle above Huntér's stone mill, I saw a
car wrecked in a diteh,
GRADY1 \Go on,
CLARA! . The owner of the oar came ouﬁ in the middle of the
road and waved to me, X stopped, He asked me to
stop at the nearest gas station and arrange for a
tow car, He wan.very.niceoy,-vedy.plaasant,.angyes
couras, I was glad te do him the favor, But when he:.
walked awa¥,..s« I nobiced he was wearing knee length
rubber boots, The road was wet and the boots left
marks in the mud, They were Just the X's you daécribed.
GRADY: You're sure about this? “
CLARA I couldn't be wrong Mr, Bennett,

your paper, it struck me that _
him only a half a mile at stone mill, And

after that, to myself, that's the man, That

o e e o W BRSO we mae s

NARRATOR: This may be Lt-- Maybe your long-shéﬁ‘gamble is going
to payoff, You don't have the mant's name Grady Bennétt,

but you do have a lead,

{MORE )
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ALY S
The man's car was wrecked, Maybe<se reported =% as &n
accident. You oheck accldent reports at police :
headguarters and you come up with it.

Name, Alex Sikora, Address, Sixth Street, Bloomingtén,

Il epiritent

on, laborer, Metropolltan Scrap Iron Company,

"

Now you ocall Chlef Harry Drégo.' You tell him what

you found and together you go to the Jjunk yard,

You see a man working 1 the mud of the yard, &snd

he wears knee-length rubber boots ---
{WE-HFAR-CUANK OF METAL TOSSED IR A~ TRYOK)

Your name Sikora? | '

That's right, ey

I'm Chlef Drago, Bloomington ﬁolice.

Police? |

Yeah, You usually wesar these bonts to work?

~phy yeah,

Lift up your foot, Sikora, Ve want to see the bottom
of those boots, '

What kind of crazy business is this?

(QUIETLY) Lift up your foot I sald!]

(A BEAT)

Take a good leok, Chief,

(A BEAT) Yeah,

Hey, What's this all about, anyway?

(QUIETLY} I guess you haven't read today's paper,
Sikora.

— oy ke e w E
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Drago checks Sikorals bouts against the plaster

cast of the footprints, They match perreotly. The -
police é%f§§£§§$gim Sikora, and an hour later, they}
have a confession,

(DULLY) After I finished work I stopped at a taﬁernf
and had a few drinks, I drove by the stone mill andf

I saw Eﬁis co.ple get out of the car and go into thef

. place, ~i“figupedaitlSnn*ee~and*qu&eb~eut*thcre*‘“rﬂﬁ?“

Fe-my-CHITBeto hold them up Per—z—few~turks,

And you followed them in?

That's right. I followed them in, I didn't have
any gun but I took a piece of iron pipe I had in my-
car, When I told the.man to haend over his wallet, |
the crazy fool wouldn't do 1t, Instead, hs reached -
for a roeck on the ground,

And then you hit him with the iron pipe, Is that

1t S8ikora®

That's it, He had the rock, I had the pipe. Iﬁ

wes him or me, And then the woman started to soream,
She soreamed 8o hard you could hear it a mlle away.
T had to stop her, | :
And that's it Sikora, wid~for-trTew-ueoks.

Lmustive bean gngzyﬁ..wwhen-bheyn"remmm?it
r0ek7n;ugueaa-4—Lostumuuhﬂad._HAnd_uhon I dropped them
in the pit, ‘I took one look at them and I went cold
sober, -Sick -and-sobery~ I was 50 SeETEl I couldn'ﬁ 
even drive,

(MORE)
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That's how come I got wrecked up in thet aitch, An&_
you know how much money I got out of the whole'thing,
Chief? | e
How nuch?

Fifty Bucks, Fifty measly, lousy bucks.

=

_ And that was your story, Grady Bennett, Your story;

an exclusive, a big headline,~ba—the—Blesmingbon-Daily”
Hopald-Pedephone, But there was & subhead-bo-bhe
Loadddpey-temwbhends you never printed, The day _
afterward, you had a.visitor, Eugene Truesdale;,;..é
Mr, Bennett, uhab-esn—f-mowi. They told me what you 
414, They told me what you risked on my behalf, :
Itts going to be hard to forget everyth1ng that .
happened, ., ,my Wife.,.,.everything, But there's one
thing I'll never forget or éver want to forget. 

And that's what you did, And all I can say 18.,..;...

thanks, Thanks very much,

In just a moment we'll read you 2 telegram from Grady .
Bennett of the Bloomington Ind, Dally Herald Tﬂiebhone

with the final outcome of tonightls BIG STORY,

— A m

{CLOSING COMMERGIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAN #285

CLOSING GOMMERCIAL
(START E,T.)

guard against throat-scratch]
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine %tobaccos

The finest duality money can buy,

Smoke a PELL MELL,

(END E,T,)}
Yes, for mildness you can measure light up & PELL MELL.
Notice how mild PELYL MELL'S emoke becomes as 1t 1is
filtered further through PELL MELL!S traditicnally
fine, mellow tobaceos, '
At your first puff you will enjoy PELL MELL'S cooler,
sweeter smoking, But, more important, after 5 buffs;
or 10, or 17 by actual measure PELL MELL'S greatér length
of fine tobacoos still travels the smoke further on‘the

way to your thpoat - filters the smoke and makes it .

‘mild,

PELL MELL glves you & smcothness, mildness and

satisfaotion no other clgarette offers.you. _
guard against throat-seratch, EnJoy the flinest qua;ity
money c¢an buy - buy PELL MELL Famous Clgarettes

Qubstanding!"
And - they are mild
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