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" WNBC & NET : THE BIG STORY #132

10:0% - 50:3% M OCTOBER_5, 1949 WEDNESDAY
 ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREDTES present ... THE BIG STORY!

(MUSIC; _ _ _ _FANFARE UP AND DOWN_BEHIND)_

FATHER: (LOW, ANXIOUS, CLOSE)} Lorralne . . . Lorralne, honey

. wake up.

WIFE: Hmrm? (AD LIB) Mmmm? Whozat?

FATHER: It's me =-- Dad. Wake up, honey.

WIFE: Whats s'matter?

FATHER: I just heard something on the radlc about Ralph.

WIFE: -Radio?

PATHER: Ralphy-honey—~s~your_huskand..--

WIFE: Mhath-he—dongf

FATHER: Got himself in“a gunfight with-the-State-Police.---I—

s I T R i R R A T

wdard something about ~ transfusion -- 1 -~
WIFE: Transfusion -- he's hurt --
FATHER: Uh-huh. No mistaking 1t was him, either -- Ralph

Henning? South Bend reporter -- Holy-tamtly—Fospitad-—-

honeyT—yeu—bettem-go-te_h¥m4

(MUSIC: _ _ _ HIT_AND_GO UNDER)_
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY! Here is Amerlca . . . it's sound and
its fury . . . its joy and its sorrow . . . as

falthfully reported by the men and women of the great
pmerican newspapers, (PAUSE: COLD & FLAT) South

Lend, Indlgna. From the pages of the Tribune, the

the authentlc account of -« The Story Written in Elcod.
and for hls work in the case -- %o Ralph J. Hennings

of the South Bend Tribune, for his Blg Story goes

the PELL MELL- AWARD!
FANFARE )

(COMMERCIAL) -
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THE BIG ZTORY
PROGRAM #2132

OPENTHG COMMARCIAL

CIAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratchl
BEARRICE: Enjoy smooth smcking!
CHaPFELL: PEIL HELL!'S ereater lensth of traditicnzlly finc

tobncess wravels the smoke furiier....

HAHATICE: Filters the sroke and nekes it pild.
CHAPrELL: Puff by puff you're clways anead when you sroke

PELL MELL. At the first puff PELL MILL sreke is
filteraed further than that of ary other lecding
cigaratte. Horeover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
oT L7, PELL HEiL Stiﬁi géécsnyo; ~ lohger Miiter

of fixg tobaccos - to guaprd agalust trhroat-serntch.

£
HARHICE: For PILl MELL'S greaier langin trovels the srolke

further on its way to your throaut - filters it
raturolly through PELL MELL'S troditionally fine,
nellaw tobaccos - fuards zgalnst throat-gerateh.

CHAPPELL: Yes, POLL MILL'S fine tohaceos pive you o smgotinness,

ildress aad satisfaction no ciher cigarette offers

sy, Guard ageinst throat-scrateil

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smokingl
CHAPPELL: 4sk for the lonzer, finer cigarctie in the

distinguished red package - FELL MELL TaMoUs

CIGLRETTES ~ "Qubstandirngl"

e e e
HARRICT: ind - they are nild!
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

(MusIC:

DOCTOR:
HENNINGS:
DOCTOR:
HENNINGS:
DOCTOR:
HENNINGS:
DOCTOR:

-3-

— e e R et WS e m— e

New, the story as Lt actually happened. Ralph

Hennings! story as he 1ived it -- South Bend, Indlana.

You are right in the mlddle of your story - - - flat

on your back. You're stretched out on a bed in Hely

Famlly Hospital. From the artery of your left arm,
full and pulsing with lifebloed, arches - - a red,
rubber tube. It stretches past a white screen to the
artery of another man's arm. You, Raiggfiéhning; of
the South Bend Tribune, are not just covering, you

are right in this stoyy -- on+one—end~of~a-blood-

transfusiont Gace g Ltroa § Bucs i etlo &

. Sriiioy hanie il

— -WHIGH HAS. BEEN UP-AND*DOWNINE;?QL§§1}§9L3+?§E%EQE;

o L

All right, Ralpﬁ? o L
So far, Doctor.

Need another brandy?

No, no. But how -=-

Lie st1ll! The less movcment, the better.
but I want to know --

Later, later. Just 1lie still. Nurse----watch-him..

—— e T i e

You 1lie still.. Your fists clenched hard, your nalls
chewing your palm -- you sum up the hour that brought
you to -- this. It was such a calm, peaceful, gqulet,
ordinary Sunday aftcrnoon in June. «when the wife
and kid have gone to vislt zﬁéfﬁ—folks -- it can be so
peaceful, so calm, so guiet -- if you haven't got a

telephone.
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HENNING3:
DIXQON:
HENNINGS:
DLXON:
HENNING3:
DIXON:

EENNINGS:

DIXON:

HENNINGS:

I

(PELEPHONE )
There goes my Sunday! (PICKS IT UP) Hello.
(FILTER) Dutch? Ray Dixon.
Hya, Ray. |
(FILTER) Hya, Dutch. Whatcha doin?
Reading the comics. Anything up?
(FLITER)} No. But I'm going on patrol. Wanna come
along, maybe plex up some crash pletures? You know
Sunday nlght on the highways.
Well, the wife's away . . . I was golng to rustle
up some SUPPEr =-
{FILTER) We can stop at Eob's Barbecue -=-
Yeu twisted my arm. Okay, plel me up -- but no siren!

I zot neighborsb-— and this s Eunday!

Ray Dixon, Shicld 21, Duaras Park barracks, indiana
State Police . . . your boest friend. Source of news,
springer of wractical jokes, user of your paper's
darkroom to nractlee hls -- and your -- hobby of
rhotograpny . . . & goad guy: the best. EHe pleks you
up (SHEZK CAR SOUED) in the wvatrol car, you exchange
the uzual ribs about the stripad-pants uniform -- pick
up your usuzl "two, well, with" at the diner -- and
hezd out U.5. 20 -- intc the stream of Sunday drivers.
Two guys. Fricnds.

(CAR UP, BACK UNDER, AND SUSTAIN BEHIND, OTHER

TRAFFIC WITH IT,~ﬁND—ALSO—POLICE-?REQUENCY-RADIO
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HZENNINGS:

DIXON:

HENNIKNGS:

DIXON:

HENNIKGS:

VOICE:

SHERIFF:
DIXOHN ¢

KID:

DIX0ON:

KID:

road and U.S. 20. Autc wrock. AT

_5._
How'd yvour shots come out from last week?iﬂa/
Awful. Didn't come up at all. T don't like that
ceveloper you usS,
Developer! It's standard D-T2 -- you can't go vrong.
What'd you priat 1t on?
Number threc.
Thaet stuaff? Tor Pete's saks -- you should have used
contrasty paper, you dope! You wors shootlng way
down, woeren't you, F-11, F-15 (FADE BEEHIND) -- low
evening sunligat -~ well, contrasty @aper brings --
(FILTER) OCay two, cer two. Go to Fatil road and U.3.
20. Auto wreo Car two, car two, go to (FADE) Pall

(CAR UP, AWAY WITE.SIREN..

(COURTECUS) ¥ou =ay he é¢idn't stop before crossing

That's right, Ray.

Thet's bad busincss in-sraffie-like this, boy.

I -- I know. I'm lucky I didn't got zilled. What --
what'ryu you gonna do with me?

Well, the sheriff here hasz Lo stay at this intersection
to take cars cf the wreck -- wabso-till-your-dad-sees—

itt ~-- so I'l1l take you in to the county jail.

Oh-ch.
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DIXON:

KID:

DIXON:

HENNINGS:
DLXON:

DIXONs

DIXON;

HENNENGS:
DIXON:

DIXON:
KILLER:

DIXON:

KID:
HENNINGS:

i
You can ¢all your folks from there. Come on -- sooner
you gét it over with, son, the better. TYou sit 1n
the back seat.
Arentcha gonna handeuff me?
(LAUGHS} Why? I'm driving this time. {CALLS} Got
your pictures, Dutch?
(COMING UP) Yep. All I need.
{AS GAR DOORS SHUT) Okay. Here we go.

{CAR UP AND BEHIND)
Kid, there's one rule Tor safe driving -- see 1f you
can figure 1t out. The driver to watch is the man
tehind the wheel of the car beshind the car ahcad of

you. Got 1t?

' The ocar behimd tH¥"ydahl “Ihatigime! R

That's right! You rcmember that, because -- oﬁ-bh.1
{GAR SLOWS DOWN)
What's the matter?
That car on the other side of the road. Facing us.
Looks 1ilke thoy're 1ln trouble.
(CAR TO STOP)
(CALLS) What's the trouble, fellows?
(OFﬁ M{KE}_ 1 dunno, chief. She jusﬁ won!t run.
Waiéth;;é:}t%{ll glve them a hand.
{CAR DOOR OPENS, CLOSES)
Mister, are you a cop too?

Just & reporter. Why?
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KID:s

HENNINGS:

KID:

HENNING3:

DIXON:

KILLER:
DIXON:
KILLER 2

DIXCN:

KILLER 1
DIXON:

KIiD:

_fellous

o—?-—
I was gonna say, he's an awfully nice guy ~- for a cop.
For a cop? Xec's a swell guy -- period! They don't
make them any bectter. Look at him now -- stopping to
help a couple of stranded drivers.
Maybe he thinks its a stolen car or somcthing.
Go on, I've seen him so this a million times. Why,
1f there wasn't a rule agalnst it, he'd probably try
to tow them in with this patrol car. Take a good look
at that cop, k1d -- you'rs looking at a real publle
scrvant! (CROSSFADE) If~more-peopls got-to-know-cops
(FADING IN)..can't better—weld—have-less-orimsy”
scem to find

loss-accidonts;—and—you-¢an—tell

anything wrong, your—-own-folks-how-this.one...

o

t might  treated.-you...

b the polnts, or &

clogged feed linc. 1 dunno.

Beats mc, chlef. Guess we'll have bto walk.

Where were you heading?

{SAME VOICE, SLIGHTLY dHﬁNGED] oh »- just ridin'
around .

Say -~ you two look likoe twins.

Brothers.

Well, lot's see, There's a garage in the next town.
. let me take down

Yhout four miles down the read . o

your number and 1711 have them send (FADE T0) the

il Deia Sl Aoa

Hets taking out wrocker along. 1t'll cost you a

his book. couple of bucks, but -
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ARNNINGS:

KID:

HENNINGS:

KILLER:

HEKNLINGS:

HENNINGS:

KID:

HENNILGS:

¥iRR:

HEWNING3:

-8-
Probably getting thoe owncrship of the car, to roport
Lo the nesrest garage,
(SHARP WHISPER) Mister -- mister -- the guy kehind
tno wheel -- he -- hals got a --
( & LITPLE OFF .. A BHOT.. ANOTIER. (& SPACE)
AMOTEER )
He -- they -~ they shot him -- they shot him -- ho
never nad & chance. (HE YELLS) Ray -- RaY!
P | gt m—p—
(YELLING OFF MIKE) Gut théioé} in th%}%%?‘—— get teml
(SHOTS, GLABSS SMASHING, MORE SHOTS, BEHIND)
Out—of—tho—car,_kid. -= geb_out! .
(SHOTS-UP,; BEEIND)-
Get—in_the-diteh- -~ 1ic. low --
They 're comin' across-thu roat----theytre --
Run,“kid_::mrun!m_Thpyire-crazy!
{CRASH- OF -UNDZRBRUSH™AND SHOTS FADING OFF BEHIND
WITH WH1NK OF-BULLETS-ON-CLOSE)

WIPES_AND_UNDER}

'1'-"\:;»-'!’ TR C ,:/J" . o .
frat WgSthL {ostiyoulsaw: iy kra frozen-in-fear—

Eh tncgroain c~dité£iiT’£;5Liffigrs stuepping over

the stiil form of your bust fricnd -- and the branches
of the roadside trush zrabbing for your face as you
flod the fusillade of thelr guns. Ané now,
roemembuering --

(HE GROLNS) Doec, how could they do 1t, what did

he ever do to thotm!
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_9_

DOCTOR: iz still, Ralph --
HENNINGS: They never gave him 2 c¢hance -~
DOCTOR ; Take it casy --
HENNINGS: H¢ couldn't even reach hils gun, they --
DOGTOR: (30UND OF POURING BEHIND) liere -- drink this.
(Music: _ _ _ IN WITH) |
-.\
\
\\
N\
\
A
N .
\\ T -
\
\
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NARR:

HENNINGS:

OLDSTHR:

HENNINGS:

OLD3TER:
FENNINGS:
OLJSTER:

HEANIRGS:

OLDSTER:E

HENNINGS:

INENNINGS:

- 10 -

The omber brandy burns down your throat and warms 1ts
way upward -- and the long red tube kesps pulsing -- lie
st11l -- take it easy -- lie still -- (ANGER) lie still!
Your friend -- (MUSIC IS IN RHYTHMIC PULSATION BEHIND)
those killers -- they just -- (BEAT) And you -- you're
helpless -- out flat -- (RHYTHM PICXS JP) nobody else
can tell who they were -- you saw -- you remember, you ran,
youlran, until --
(CHUSH'OF"BRUSH'AND'BRE&K‘THROUGH*TO-PASSING_TRﬁFFIC
P~AND-BEHIND
(YELLING) Stop! (CAR WEIZZES PAST) Wait! STOP!
(JALOPPY PULLS TOC STOP)
(RUNNING -»EET, CAR DOOR YANKED OFEN, SLAMMED - SHUT }-
You in trouble?
Y=gh -- down the road -- halfl élﬁile“—- qulck -- a cop's
nesn shot --
Touw do 1t?

¥o, no, plsase -- hurry —-
R I I A A e A
Eeen drinkip;-en?—="""" e

T

Jet going, will vou? Ynu'll ses -- two cars -- {CAR IS
UUDER WAY BY NOW) -- one stalled, ons patrol car -- there
were two of them with guns -- tners, thers's the spot!

(CAR TQ SLOW-STOF)
T don't sse but one car. Mo police car.
Walt Tor mel

(CAR DOOR GPENS, RUNNING STEPS THROUGE ALL THIS)
(YELLING) Kid -~ where are yoa! (TO SELF) The ditch, he was
in the diltch --(BEAT) He's gone! Everybody's gone -- even

Ray -- there's nothing here but -- -- blood!

ATHQT Q170090




OLD3TER:

HENNINGS:

OLDSTER:

_ll..

(CALLING FROM OFF) You comin' or stayin'? I ain't got
all day!

(COMING-ON RUNNING) Teke me to the police -- no -- the
tospital -- Holy Family --
PoliceT_hospital_:f_all_righty.__(CAR_TAKES-OFE_UNDER)
But-my_adviccmto-you,—youngnfellerh——n(HE_SHIFTS.GEARS)_

--—you_bettermswear_ofﬂ—the“stuffl—r

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAFPEL:
HARRICSE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHaPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPEL:

Ha RICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #132

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL
Guard against throat-seratch!

Enjoy spooth suoking!

PELL MELL'C greater lengih of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and rakes It mild.

Puff by puff you're always abead when you sroke
PELL MELL. At the first puff PELL HELL stoke is
filtered further than that of nny other lecding

cigarette., toreover, after 5 ruffs, or 10, or 15,

ceop i 173 PRLL MELL still gives,yon & longer filter of

fine tobrcoos - to guird asainst throst-seraten,
further on its way to your throuzt - Iilters it
neturslly through PELL MELL'S traditicnally fine,
rnzllow tobnecos - guards arainst throat-scratceh,

Yes, PELL ILLL'S fine tobacces five you & snogfhness,

rildness and satisfaction no cther cignrette offers
you, Guard ezainst throat-scrztchl
Enjoy gmooth smokingl

nsk for the lonpger, finer cigerectte in the

distinguished red package - PELL HELL FAHOUS
CISLTETTES -~ "“Outstandingi™

And - they are pildl

iy
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BIG STORY, 10/5/49 -13- REVISED

HARRICE:

NARR:

DOCTOR:
“HENNINGS:
DOCTOR

HENNINGS:

DOCGTOR :
HENNINGS:

THEME UP_AND DOWN FOR)

e

This 13 Cy Herrice, returning you %o your narrator and
the Big story of Ralph Hennings -- as he lived 1t and
vrote 1t.

You, Ralph Hennings of the South Bend Tribune are ch
the end of a transfusion tube, How come? You'ld gone
oh patrol with your friend, trooper Dixoﬂ -- and held
beon shot., The gunmen had shot at you, too, but you'd
fled through the woods., And now, on the transfuslon
table, you'lre remembering whaet happened before you
ceme to the hespltal,

You ¢an get up now, Ralph, the transfusions all over,

cen 13—39 T’li{n?‘ e
Botber not, 1t will be hours before we -= know. You
just rest a while.

Rest? Where's my shirt! I gotta get over

to State Follce.

You can't take off so soon -- youlve lost blood --

I can't take off? Sorry, Doc -~ I anl
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BIG STORY, 10/5/1:5 -1h- REVISED
(MUSTIC:_ _ _ _ TAKE OFH_AND UKDER)
NARR: A taxi to Duncs Parks barracks plungess you ‘nstantly

into the heart of thc manhunt. One cop 1s there -~

and he 1s just -- a volco:

VOICE: (FILTER) Attention sll cars,

You wonder whers they
get the details--then
yeu reallzo 4% must
have neon the kid.
e T1llz yeou In,.

KID: They were gonna kill
me, out I told thiem T
wns o prisoner too -~

HoNNINGS: Juick thirking.

KID: Then tock the guns out

of the police car --

and just thecn the

shneriff cemo elong in

hiz car,

el _
10/5/49 pa

Wantcd for the shooting of
an Indlana 3tate Patrolmen
at 6:30 p.m., Junc 26, ©vo
men: number one, 21 to 28,
five fcet cleven, 190 pounds.
Dirty blond halr, no coat,
(FADE} no hat, no tic.

Muaber two about tho same

descrintion.

ATHQT Q170034




HAENNINGS:

KID:

EERNNINGS:

KID:

HERNINGS:

KID:

HENHINGS:
KI1o:

HENNINGS:

HENNINGS:

VIICE:

EENNINGS:

KIb:

HENNINGS:

him-to-Holy-Family.

..15...

The Sheriff who arrested you --
Th-huh. Ee stopped -- and tkey held him up -- they hit

him with a blackjack =-

Killers,-killers!

-~ and mode him lie down in the back ssat. Then -- they

érove off ~-

Kidnappers tool.

ipnd then =- then I dragged théké%gﬁgiéop~into the pztrol

car -- bleedings~bleeding-sometiing—terrible—---and-drove—

I -- I hope he den't die, or anything-

Don' t~telic—like—thatv!—

¥s was such a swell guy, the way he treated me.

Yo:‘ro"pulling—for“him;“eﬁpkid?——Ali—I+can—say“is“thcy're-

doing ﬂll-they"can—at—thc-hospinéln ----- Eutu-— |
(%°DI0 ¥REQUENCY GOEZS UP, BEHIND)

rnere- comgsTanother-message—-—

“ttention Indlana, Michigan, Illinois, Ohlo and Kentucky

State Police, State Patrols, Skerifrs' Departments,

Yatvopolitan police, constables and other police and

apce cillcers.

R
th
]

ioanr

(PROUL) Hezp that?
Trey're setting

up the drognet -- the Estzblish complste road netwerk

five state bleocinde!l covarags for apprehension of

two men wanted for shecoting an

Xid -- you're in on the “ndisna State Officer &t 6:30

heart of the biggest p.m., June 26 -- two men.

Nuzbsr one,2l to 28, rive fest
eleven, 19C pounds.

maphunt this area's ever

seen!
(MORE )
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- 16 -

KID: That's-the best— VOICE: Dirty blond hair, no cost,
(CONTD) _
description-I--cculd no hat, bo tie -- Jumber two
give. You.were_ipn-the abtput the same desceriptlon.
front-seat—---you-saw’ ‘Thase~men-also~kidnapped. -
—them~closer. deputy sheriff Kowalski of
HERNINGS: I .know,—They locked™ Laporte county &nd are now
like-twins ,—but-there— belicved to be drifing his
was—onc-diFrerenty == car, a black 1934 /Studebaker
STty bl (e TReto
the one who shot Rey had sedan, Indilana 728-090.
& -- WHAT AM T TELLING (FILTER) That is {Indiane,
YOU FOR? d-gotta—get— 758-090, Authority Dunes
ocut there! " I'm~the— Pavk &nd LaPorte’

_only_one_who.cen_identily.
—the- gunman!—Hey -~ sergeant!
VOICE: {07% FILTER) %What is 1t?
HENNINGS: You've got to get me out therz. I --
(FREQUENCY HUM OF RECEIVER INTERRUPTS. SWITCHOVER )

VOICE: Fold it, Ralph --

VOICE I1: (FILTER) Indlanz Tour callirg Dunes Park --

VOICE: (FILTER, Go ehead four.

VOICE I1: (FILTER) I'm proceading to Lowell to investigate & report

of two suspicious persons walking west that's west on
U.5. 41 repeat 41. Thet's =211.
VOICE: {FILTER} Okay four.
{ SWITCHOVER)~
HENNINGS: Look, sergeant, I just remembered something. Thoy guy
who drew the gun on Ray had a -~

{ FREQUENCY HUM QF RECIEVER CUTS IN SHARP )

RTXOT 01700886




VOICE:
HERNINGS:

VOICE.II:

HENNINGS:

VOICE:

KARR:

Coz:

VOQICE:

EENNIEGS:

cop:

HENNIKGS:

VOICE:

HENEINGE:

- 17 -
Eold it, Ralph. (FILTER SWITCHOVER)
For Pete's saks!

(FILTER) Attention all police officsrs off duty who
hear this. Report to.your statlions immedlately.
Sarge -- will you 411 police offlcers off duty
lister to me A second? report to your statlons
immediately. Authority

headguarters Indlanapolis,

(YELLTHZ} Ralph I only got two hands and two esrs! I'm
running -this whole show myself -- everyhody's on the roads!
You glare angrily at sach other 2 second ~- then both of
vou realize your anxiety over Rey Dixon has got the better

,.‘

ol your tempcrs. Bat then --

(DOCR OPFNS)

i

xahn reporting.qilﬂﬁééﬁdBWD at the d¢iner, and -- say,
wnore ls svarybody?
on the reads, Kohn. Take car seven 2nd go to Lowell. We
sct & suspieions porsons report jast now --

%ahn -- I'm coming with jyoul

Scrry, Ralph. Orders ars --

Orders my foot! I'm ths only onz whe can identify thoss
gunmen !

Well why didn't you say so?

That's what I'vz besn trying to tell you!l Gotta-go-now_--

EAENL Wolt for mel

ATHOT 017008/




VOICE:

HENNINGS:
CoP:
HENNINGS:
COF:
HENNINGS:
VOICE:

HENNINGS:

HENKINGS:

(MUSIC:
DIXON:
HENNINGS :
DOCTOR:
RALPH:
DIXON:
RALPH :

DIXON:

- 18 -

(FILMER) Attentlon 211 cars. Eyewltness Ralph Hanning

proceeding to Lowell tao identify suspect. All cars report

.eve to contact Honning for indentification of two men

wanted by Indlana State Pollce

{CAR"WITH—
FREQUFNCY TUNED ™ Patrolman Ray Dixan.
-AND—B;HIND]
Every roadiJéhé¥§¥crossing -- it's terrific!
They're dein' it for Ray.
r=ah. Thers must be Five hundred cars out.? 5007
¥eep sWinging that spotlight.
I am, I em!
(FILTER) fttentlon car seven --
That's us!
Cor seven, proceed to Foly
Farily Ecsplital immedlately.
go to Holy Family

Fospital. Dixon calling for

Zo's Jaﬁécioggiﬁi?5555é arcund!-
(TERRIFIC SQUEALING SWING AID TAXE OFF INTO)
JP AND DOWN FOR)
s5alph ~-- Rzlph --
(SOFT) Tt's me, Ray -- I'm here --
{SAME) Louder,Ralph.
{ LOUDER— CHOKRED}—TI'm—---nere, Raj.—
2id yeu -- get -~ picturcs?
Wo == I ==~ I had to duck, fella, I =-

Listen, Ralph -- listen --

ATHEQT

for sheoting of....Indlana State

you.
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HENNINGS:
DIXON;:
HENNINGS:
DIX0ON:
HENNTNGS:
DIXON:

HENNIKGS:

DIXON:

HEKNINGS:

DIXON:

HENNTNGH:

DIXOH:

VOICE:

HENNIKGS:

_19_
Yes, Rey --

Rzlph?--You-there?-

Sure, boy -- sureg
ILysten -- man with -- gun =-- he hed --
Tes -

e had -- (CHOKED COUGH) -- he -= (COUGH}~his echln -~
(2aGER) I know, Rzy -- you don't nave to telk! He had

a c¢left in hls chin --
Thought*-—-you—could*uso“hv*&m—--tip-—-“for-your --

-- gtory;-Relph———write == gfod story-—---—-

Don't telk, Ray -- save yourselfl --

Ralph -- 1§ =~ -(COUGHSJ)—~- if anything - happens --

I want you -- (COUGH) take my -- camcra, keep my -- stuff--

chth, fells, shh -- Nothlng's gonpa ==

Der't forget -- use--~-—gontrasty-paper--—-. usg.~-_1t...,
developer's no -- good -- cverytning coming out -- deark --
dnpkroom--~- use —-- more hypo -=- aypo's too -- weak --

[
|

e
T+ls o A<ffcrent kind af hypo thoy give Rayﬂas you

ctimbié-mut-of-his room and go back cn patrol with Kahn.
{SNEAK SOUND OF CAR) Again, the alr is crovded with
messages -- tho dragned 1s closing, the rings ar»c getting
smaller -- and the picture *s developing out of tho night!
(FLLTER) Attentien. 2:42 a.m. Deputy sheriff Kowalskl
rsleasad by bandits zbout two miles west cb 41 nezr
Lowell. Banéits now hending west on side roads. Original
o licensc on front, rear plate-~has-
Westlgﬂéﬁédﬁver to 41-A beenchengedT r~uthority-Dunes

‘

and take the lake road! ~Perk—and-Laporte.

ATH3T 170099




(Myszc: _

VOICE:

HENNIKGS:

COP:

VOICE:

HA¥NNINGS:

cor:

~ 20 -

(CAR UP FAST AND AWAY)

(CAR RUNNING)
(FILTER) Attention, 2:57 a.m.! Two men Ipn gun battle with
Illinois Stote Police at Symerton. Car now bearing

I1linois reglstration, no plate

I1linois! They cnme on rear, headed for Kankakesc,
up zgelnst the rim of Anthorlty Dunes Park and LaForts.
the blockads!
*nd bounced right back. I'll taks 237 to Kenkoakee --
wa'll cut 'em off!

(CAR UPAND AWAY WITH SIREN)
How cop after cor converges 26ross country to cat off 3
erossroad or elose up n readblock ~- and car after car
joins you alonpg the hipghway ~- buit =s you near ths trap --
(FILTER) 4:48 AM. Attention =11 cars, all cars. Suabjects
now escaplng in 1634 Chevrolet, yullow wheels, Illinols
license 414-588. Kidnapped Snmes Govey and soven-year-old

toey -- abandoned shepiff's

snother kidnopping! Studebaksr nbout 2% miles gsoutheast
adcther gstaway car! of Wilmingten, Illinois! Attention_,
“nd another cscope ..all-cars.-~Subjacts.have_switched ---
route -- so -- hang to-1934%-Chevrolet,-yellow_vwheels,
cn! Illinois-license-414-585,_ They. .
(CAR UP WITH kidnapped -
SIREN)
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NARR:

VOICk:

HENNIUGS:

(MUSIC:

XILLER

KILLER

" KILLER

KILLER

KILLER

KILIER

KILLER

KILLER

WO

OHE" -

TdC:

TWO:

-Hl-

Once more you head for apother trap, consclous of other
cars closlng in on your qQuarry like~a—--—a—griv trite-of—
jungle-beaters, driving the hunted into an ever-
decreasing circle -~ but these beaters report by radlo,
not drumsal
(FILTERED) Shooting ten miles east of Wilmington on
County Line, south of the Catholic Church. Proceed to
Wilmington, all cars: ﬁuthority—nuneg—P&rk‘and'Eﬁpbrte.-
(YELLING WITH FURY) They're pinpointed now! They can't
zet avay!

(UP WITH CAR AND SIREN)

WIPES AND QUT

(SOBBING) We can't git away -- we can't make it!
(SAM® VOICE, BUT CALM) Shut up! I know whet I'm doin!
(AS FIKST) You know, yon krow! ‘What'd you give up
the sheriff car for? Withcut the radic we don't know
where they are or where to go --
(HARD) Ifp I could get my hands clfn the wheel,
I7'd shut ycou ap, you =--
(SOBBING) What'd you go and xi1l the cop for?
(H&RD) What'd you go and mlss the other guy for? You
never did have no guats, you --
(YZilg) Look-out—--

{SIREN~CGM§éfﬁF50UT-OF'NOWHBRE)
thers's another blook --
LOOK QOUPl

(CAR UP WITH SUDDEN SCREAMING TURN)
Hang on -- I'm leavin' the road !

(CAR UP WITH 3CRUNCHES AS SIRENS FAR OFF KEEP

COMING IX CLOSER AND CLOSER~UNTIL™ THEY-ARE FULL
ON-ALL~SOUND™ OUT—--PAUSE )
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HENNINGS :
COPs

VOICE:

HENNINGS ¢

VOICE:

MAKR:

VAICE:

—op-
(WITH FREQUENCY-HUM-ALONG; ™~ SEND-TT ALI " DOWN-
BEHIND)- o3 ZEVS

(OVER DIN) There they go -- across the cornfield!

Get the light on 'em!

(FILTER) Subjects cornercd in field -~ converge, all

cars converge on Werner Farm!

They're leaving the car! Come on!

(SIHENS KEEP PULLING UP WITH ENGINES, AKD DYING

DOWH )

Dewn bregks over bedlam on Werner Farm, The Jungle
heaters have ringed their twinned beasts -- and iron
volces spllit the fresh June morning. Frightened crows
Tlee the woodg -- & calf bawls, & cow answers -- then --
suddenly -~ gllence. &unud in the ﬁilence --- .
(SOUNDING FROM MANY FILTERED PA'S OF DIFFERENT FILTER
QUALITY AT OXNCE, TO GIVE EFF=CT QOF MANY POLICE CAR RADIOS
TLRNED OH SIMULTANEOURLY) Attention all csra. Atention
&1l cars. Stand by.

(VERY QUILT) Every blue-cled figure stands stopstill.
Trere s a new quality to this voice, coming cut of two
cdozen radlo throats at once =-- there Is & silence Crom
the- cornerib where the beasts are ab bay -- bub from

the radles ~--

(MOVED, EUT STILL DISTASSIONATE} SOUND: A SIREN IS HEARD

At-ten-tion all cars, 5343 A.M. MOANTING IN THE
Trooper Ray Dilxon ~- Shield DISTANCE, LIKE A
Twenty-0ne -- Indlara State Police - CRY.
-- -- -—- {CHOKE) fTransferred -- to a remote--

( MORE )
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VOICE: d¢distriet ~~ from -- Holy Family Hospitel --
{CONT!D)
died at -- 5340 A.M, That == == i == ~= -~ 35ll,

{A"SOLITARY CROW PICKS-UP THE SIREN?S DYING™ MOAN,

A .TRAIN-GIVES"A"FAR, FAR LONESOME WHISTIE., THEN -~

SILENCE }-
{wysyc: _ . IN WITH)
NAKR: Your best friend. You look &t the others -~ all uniformed

pen. The morning sun kindles their sters =-- gnd their

eyes, like yours, are shining to, Hands start for hats

in helf-galutes -- some hets come off., But just for a
second -- then -~ gung come out. A cop goes back to the
PA mike,

Pohet . (HUGE, ECHOING) You have five ssconds to come out with

o your héﬁé;Jﬁp.ﬂ%aﬁé - SR e

NARR: o sound-from thHe ¢ofnorib.

P.Ae WO,

NARR: Ete-door—opéns?“‘

PJAat Three.,

NARR: One-tall-figure-comes-outs

P.A,: Four.

NARR: Another_~=_hut_with-s-guni—

P.A,: Five.

NARR: .~He-shoots!- S0UND: A SHOT, FAR OFF

{CLC-BE, A LITERAL FUSTLLADE OF SHOTS, MACHINE GUNS,
RIOT GUNS - )

{MUSIC: _ _ SHORT BRIDGE_AND_UNDER)

NARR: Before the corncrib lie now two men, One very still and
crumpled ~- the other stubbornly crawling. He 1is siezed,

o~ and as they drag him toward you «=-
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VOICE;

NARR:

FEENNTNGS ¢
COP:
HENNINGS :

HNARR:

—a e e

- bl . . . .
, Lster =~ in court -- -you-do. PBut right now ==

_oh.
(FILTER) Attention all cars. Indiara, Illinois,
Michigan, Ohio and Kentucky, Cancellatlon. Subjects
apprehended. (PAUSE) Resume normal patrols. Authority
Duneg Park and LaPorte.
Now a lean, blonde, tleless man is jerked to stend right
in front of you. There is a2 bloodstain on his shoulder =--
tut you are staring at his chin.
Wrilch one is thls, Ralph?
The one who killed -- Ray.
Sure?
i'11 swyear to i%.

RISE AND GO TO_TAG UNDER) sace:

— o — o o — e wm e -

s TR AN
AR TS chaef
]

(FILTER) Ralph Benning, Ralph Henning. (PAUSE) Call

=¥

your office. And your wife. (PAUSE) That -~ 1s all,
(CARS START TO GO AWAY WITH MANY SIRENS BEHIHD)

low ~~ for the first time -- you remember. Before,

ur to now, you have been a man locking for the murderer

e¢f hie best friend. From here on out -- you'lre a reporter.

You have to write the story, I35 will hurt, beceuse it is

written in Ttlocd. Yours -- and his,

In just a moment we will »ead you & telegrum Trom Relph
J. Hennlnge of the South Bend Tribtune with the final

outcome of tonight!s BIG 3TORY.

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL}
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CHAPPELL:
BARRICE:
CHsPPELL:

HaRRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICHE:

CHAPPELL:
HAHRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARAICE:

==t

“er Y7, PRLL MALL still gives you s

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #132

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

Guard azainst throet-scratchl
Bnjoy snooth smoking!

PRELL IELL'S gzreater length of traditionally fire
tobaceos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and nakes 1t mild.

Puff by puff youtlre aslways ahead when you smoke
PELL MSLYL., At the first puff PoLiL MBLL snoke is
filtered further than that of any other leading
E;ggyettg,; Mereovar, after 5 puffs,‘qr;lolﬂor 1s,

adt e

1éhgor;fii%§f”

of traditionally fine, nellow tobaceos - Lo sunrd
against throat-scrateh,

Yes, PELL KELL!'S fine toboceas give you a spmoothness,

rildness and satisfaction no other c¢izarette offers

e —— i

Guard zgninst thront-scratenl
Enjoy srncoth smeking!

ask for the lonper, finer cigarctte in the

distinzuished red package - PILL MELL FAMCUS
CIGARETTES - "oQutstandine!!

And - they gre mnild!l
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CHAPPELL:
TII G A A i%‘-& e

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE;

CHAFPELL:

- 26 -

How we read you that felegram from Relph J. Hennings of the

o

'smi'th:Bend_mmbuna_gt the trial of killer in tonight's Big

story, I appeared ag the key withess for the State of
Indlgna. Charged with murder in the first degree the
Jury after frief deliberation brought in a verdict of

uilty., FKilller dled in electric chelr et Indlana State

1.3}

prison shortly thereafter. My sincere appreciation for
tonight'!s PELL MELL AWARD.,

Thank you, Mr., Hennings ,,. the makers of PELL M:LL
FAMOUS CICARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$200 Award for notable service in the field of journslism,
Listen agzain next week, same tlme, same station, when

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will prosent another BIG
STORY -~ 1 BIG STORY from the front pages of the Plttaburgh
Post - Gazette ~ by- line, Ray Springle. /A BIG STORY

- anout an eight dollar murder and a reporter who

proved that 2z man couldn’t te in two places at the sarme

TAZME WIPE AKD FADE TC_BG COH CUE)

THE BIG STCRY i3 produced by Bernard J. Prockter with

muslc by Viadimir Selinsxy. Tonighi’s program was

adapted by Alan Sloane from an actual story from the front
rages oF the 3cuth Bend Tribune, Your narrator was

Bob 8lozne and Dick McMurrey played tne part of Ralph
Hennings., In order to protect the names of people acztually
involved 1In tonight's suthenbiec BIG STCRY the names of all
characters in the dramatization were changed with the

exceptlion of the reporter, Mr. Hennlngs.
THEME UP_FULL AND FADE)

ATHAT O1FGT06




. . - 27 -
‘C].{APPRILz Thin in Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of PELL

VELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,

CHAPPELL: Every year fires that stert through carelessness lay
weste to approximateiy 30,000,000 acres of timberlandl
Help prevent thils shockling destruetion of our Corests.
Be careful with mztches and when you smoke, HWever dlscard
a2 match or elgarette without putting it out! Help fignt
firesl

ANNCR: PEIS I8 NBC ... THE MNATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

md/tl/41
9/t /hg

am
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THE BIG STORY

EPISODE #1

NARRATOR
VCICE
HCRTENSE
KELLIE:
SPRIGLE
KEEVER
ATTORNEY
ROGERS
KRAMER
BRIGGS
BILLINGS
TOM
SHERIFF
MaN
PARDON BOARD
JENSEN

AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE
BOB SLOANE
BARBARA WEEKS
BARBARA WEEKS
BILL SMITH
BILL SMITH
GEORGE PETRIE
GEORGE PETRIE
JOSHUA SHELLEY
JOSHUA SHELLEY
ZRIC DRESSLER
ERIC DRESSLER
HUMPHREY DAVIS
HUMPEREY DAVIS
JIM BOLES

JIM BOLES

WEDNESDAY, COCTOBER 12, 1949
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #133
(RAY SPRIGLE - PITT3BURGH POST GAZETTE)

(

10:00-10:3C FM QCTOBER_12, 1349 WEDNESDAY
CHAFPELL: FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _ _ SIMPLE_OMINOUS_THEME UNDER)

NARR: Three men entered the Cozy Corner Barbecue in West

Morland County, Pennsylvania, at 1:00 AM.

KRAMER: You Keever?
KEEVER: ( PLEASANTLY) Yeah, that's right,
KRAMER: 0.K., let's have it.
KEEVER: What are you --

c;r..«r.-é.f CALQ...—
KRAMER: Thepregister, Keever, the reglster,

{KEEVER MAKES SOME MCVEMENT AND A SHOT IS FIRED.

WITH TEE SHOT, KFEVER FALLS)

ROCERS: What are you waiting for?
cant
KRAMER: He's laying on the ,register,
ROGERS: Well, push him off. You got hands, aln't you? There's

meney in that reglster,

{(BabsE )

NARR: There—mas—memev-—inthe—regpichop———eitpit—ivitere—"Thg
thrgemmer—leRiT=teaTIng Koover—behinds—dead,

{MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_HARSH, THEEN_UYDER_FOR)
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CHAPFPELL:

-0
THE BIG STORY! Here is fmerica -- its sound and 1ts fury

its Joy and its sorrow as falthfully reported by the men

1£L9mﬂaf)¢muumb
and women of -4%e newspapers. (FLAT) Pittsburgh,
Pennyslvania -- the story of a murder and of a reporter

who befriended the loneliest man on earth., And for his
work 1n this fg;iyear-long case to reporter Ray Sprigle,
Pulitzer Prize winner, of the Plttsburgh Post Gazette,
for his Bilg Story goes the PELL MELL Award!

{COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PELL MELL

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smocth smoking!
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobacces

travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

Puff by puff you'tre always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s [lltered
further than thatlof any ofther leading cigarette.
Mareover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
st11l glves you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to
guard against throat-scratch,.

For PELL MZILL'S greater lenmth travels the smoke further

on 1ts way to your throat - fllters it naturaliy through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
agalnst threat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL!S filne tobaccos give you a smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Guard against throat-scratch.
Znjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

n

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!

And - they zre mildl
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HORTENSE :

SPRIGLE:

HORTENSE:

SPRIGLE:

HORTEMNSE:

SPRIGLE:

Y

Now the story as 1t actually happened. Ray Sprigle's

story as he'EEGEE 1t.i Pittsburgh, Pennsylvanila.)

This was before you won the Pulitzer Prize, Ray 3prigle,
reporter for the Pittsburgh Fost Gazette, before your
brilliant and humane work on behall of thé underpriviligd
of America. 3But even then, a few years back, the same
unmistakable signs were there: the perception, the
respect for facts, the sympathy for other human beings.
(PAUSE) The woman at your desk, sltting on the edge of
her chalr, was thirty-five. (Maybe she was younger, bhut
what she'd been through made her look like, well,
thirty-five). And the story came out haltingly, as if it
hurt to open up the wounds she carrlied. Her name was

Hortense Grayson.

That namefdoesn't mean much to you, Mr. Sprigle --
(HEfayson

I don't think sc.

Mo, I puess almost nobody remembers, Four years ago, Mr
Sprigle, my husband was arrested for robbery. He broke
into a doctor's office and heand two other men --
{INTERRUPTING) Clem Grayson.

That's right.

You said robbery, He's in for wmurder.

RTHKQT Q170112




HORTENSE:

SPRIGLE:

HCORTENSE:

SPRIGLE:

HORTENSE:

SPRIGLE:

HORTENSE :

SPRIGLE:

HORTENSE:

- mo- ‘%&L/a Jg4¢mJZLLu—?£Y

Thatts right, Mr. Sprigle, heis—dn=Ffop murder. A murder
he never committed. But maybe I ought to tell you first
why I came to you. ¥You see your name -- well, maybe this
sounds like nothing to you, but I've read your articles,
Mr. Sprigle, and I --
(INTERRUPTING) We can skip that.
No, I'd like to say 1t. I think If there's anyone in
Pittsburgh who can do anything, you're thet msn., I donMt
say you will help me but --
(WITH FINALITY) Let's get back to the story, shall we?
{TAXES A BEAT, THEN) I told you my hushand was a robber,
and 1 told you that he was arrested for a murder whlch
he never committed. I want to tell you this, too. (LOW)
I divorced him three years age.
0n? What's a woman who divorced her husband doing
fighting for his release?
The answer 1s just thet I know hets innccent. He didn't
do 1it%. Aﬁd,gzéé et
(GENTLY) Suppose you tellﬂthzfehmehs%ewly now .

Kby @vd fereetan—-
My husband and these twe other menAwere plcked up after
they robbed the doctor's office. That was in Cambria
County. There was no question about his gullt and the
trial was quick. FEe was sentenced to ten years. He
hadn't been in prison a week when witnesses came forward
and testified that he and the other two wen that robbed
the Doctor's office, had also killed this man Keever 1n
his barbecue place three weeks before. (PAUSE)

(»CRZ)
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HORTENSE:

(CONTD)

SPRIGLE:

HORTENSE:

SPRIGLE:

HORTENSE:

SPRIGLE:

HORTENECE:

SPRIGLE:

HORTENSE:

SPRIGLE:

-6~ g
i
The other two were guilty, they . But Clem,

Clem wasn't at Keever's place that night. I was sick in
bed and he took care of me. And there were two other
people 1n the house playing cards wlth Clem. They swear
he never left the house.

Is there any evidence outside of the statement that
you've made and your frlends.

That's the terrible part, You see, Kramer, cne of the
men who killed Keever, he admitted that Clem wasn't there
that night. He wrote out a confession. And Jensen, the
other killer, he admitted 1t to me -- that Clem wasn't

there, but he wouldn't write a confession. (THEN ALMOST

HYSTERICAL) And the court transcript, 1f you read the

transcript, the way wiltnesses changed their minds., He's
1nnocent, Mr. Sprigle, and I can't do anything atout it.
You'll pardon this question, Mrs. --

Grayson. {LOW) I st1ll use hils name.

Do you have anything beside your word for all thls?
{SOUND ACCOMPANYING) Itve brought 1t all here, Mr.
Sprigle, transeript, confesslon, statements of wiltnesses,
If you'd only read 1t -- 1 don't know -~ wrlte a story..
0.K., Just put 1t down on the desk., I'il read 1t and
maybe I'll wrlte a story. Now tell me one thing.
{PAUSE} Why did you divorce him?

(Low) I dont't want to talk about it. (PAUSE) {SMALL
VOICE) Do I have te talk about 1t?

No. That's 0.K., that's 0.K., Mra, Grayson.
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NARR:

SPRIGLE:
KRAMER :

SPRIGLE:

SPRIGLE:

BILLINGS:

-7-

Maybe 1t's phony as a three dollar bill, but even if it
is, -even 1f everything she says 1s pure unadulterated
faurication, it's a pretty good etory: "Divorced woman
seeks to free ex-mate”, Not bad, Not bad. 4&nd on that
somewhat eynical, somewhat casual note, Ray Sprigle, you
get involved. _

(gfiyznq EACH ACTION WOVBMENT OF PAPERS)
(READING)/\Confession of George Kramer,
(FILTER) We come into Keever's place one o'clock. We
told him glve us what's in the reglster. He went for a
gun and Rogers shot him, When we lelt we counted the
money. It was eight dollars, so me &nd Jensen and
Rogers went home. Clem Grayson wasn't there.

A_TOUCH UNDER

" — . - —

Depositions of convicted men aren't very much, you Know. .
But when & man in prison for life admits herurdersd a
A

M »

R RO =R EY— T —puad e chance for

was and thereby
parole or pardon --
{ INTERRUPTING )(MUSING) Hey! Maybe there's something
here.

(PICK UP ANOTHER SHEET OF PAPER}
(READING) Sworn statement of Robert and Willlam
Billings.
(FILTER) My brother Robert and I play poker regular
vith Clem Grayson. The night of the Keover killing
we started 9:30 in his kitchen (his wife was slck in
the bedroon) and we played till 2:15. We remember
because when we were finished I said to my brother,
"Five hours to lose thirty~five dbucks, that ain't very

smart."
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SFRIGLE:-

ATTORIEY &

BRIGGS:

ATTORNEY :

BRIGGS:

ATTORNEY ;

BRIGGS:

ATTORMEY ;

BRIGGS:

SPRIGLE:

(FEAVIER SHEAP OF PAPERS BEING RIFFIED)
{FEADING) Transcript of festimony. Case oi the
Common wealth of Psnnsylvania versua Clem Grayson.
(TURN A FEW PAGES)
(MUSING) Oh, here's the section, (READING) The attorney
then examlned the wWitness Brlggs.
(FILTER) You positively identify the defendant
Grayson as cone of the trio.
(FILTER) Yes sivr. I was eatlng a barbeque sandwich.
{FILTER) But you didn't identify Grayson when you were
firat taken to the County jall?
(FILTER) 1I'11 have to acknowledge I was a little confused,.
(FILTER) But now you're absolutely certain,
(FILNER) Abzolutely. The reascr I dldn't then was 7
guess I Wwas sllightly wuddled.,
(FTLIER] What makes you certain now?
(FTLTER) Well, I thought it over and I had a talk with
the sergeant in charge and he convinced me, and now I'm
abaolutely certaln,
{PAUSE }
(LoW) Wow., "Hnd 2 talk with the sergeant and thought I
was muddled belcre, now I'm absclutely certain”, Gets
morzs interesting all =long.
({2 TURNS A FEW PAGES.)
(READING) Teebimorny of Nellle Swenson, waitress,

Cozy Corners Barbsygue.
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ATTORNEY :

ATTORNEY s

MELLIE

ATTORNEY :

NELLIE:

ATTORLEY :

FELLIE:

ATTORNEY :

HELLIE:

ATTORIEY :

MELLIE:

ATTCRNEY :

NELLIE:

ATTORNEY :

VOICE:

—9...
(FILTER) Is it a fact, Miss Jwenson, that you vere
asked at the preliminary hearing, "Can you tell who was
standing 1n the doorway with the gun?"

(FILTER) (SHE'S WORRIED 4BOUT TELIS WHOLE LINE OF

QUESTIONING) Yes, sirl

(FILTER) What dld you say?

(FILTER) I said, "I couldn't tell exactly, because you

see he hed his coat collar up and hie hat down, and I

d1idn't watch kis face, I watched his gun."

(FILTER) Thal's what you sald at the preliminary -«
Qe kel adgor

hearing n Wow, what did you testify to a few minutes

ago?

(FILTER) I can't exactly reswember.

shall refresh your memory. YOu sald, qﬁote,

[,Lu(z l‘.u‘JIb
tehe wan I saw was Clen Grayson.”/\Is that correet?

{FTLITER)

=

(FILTER) (LOW) Yes, sir.
(FILTER)} How do you explain your revamplng your
testimony?
(FILTER} I can't,
Aseedd!
(FILTER) During the inbemmission a few minutes ago did
you Lalk teo the prosecutor in this cage”?
(FILTER) (LOW) Yes, I did.
Louder, claass.
{Low) Yes, I did.
(FILTER) Would you please tell the court what 1t was
you talked to the nrosecubor about?

(FILTER) {OFF} I objuct,
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SPRIGLE:

SPRIGLE:

{MUsIC:

SPRIGLE. .

EQRTENSE :

SPRIGLE:

HORTENSE :

SPRIGLE: -

HORTEN2Z :

=10=-

(READING WITH DISBELIEF) "The court sustained the -«
cbjsction on the grounds that the content of the
conversation was ilmmaterial." (MOW ALMOST BURSTING)
Tmmaterial! It'!s the most material thing on earth,
This 1s fantestic.

(PICKS UP PEONE, JIGGLES RECEIVER)
(IMPATIENTLY )} Edna, Edpa, gét me Mrs., Grayson on the

nhone .

(CONTROLLZD) Mrs. Grayson, if I look like a map who'sa
controliing himsslf, that's Just what I au. I have
szldom ssen anything so blatani, so ocpen znd shut, 8o
(HZ STOP3) What are you crying ebout?

(WHO STARTED CRYING SCPTIY TOWARD THR EMD OF HI3 SPERCH)
It's notking, Mr. Sprigle.. It's ifust that T =- I1'11
ve all right in a second.

(PLEASANTLY, SHARPLY) Now, cutv that oub.

It's just that you're the Ilrst porson in 31X years
who'ta, who's -- undorstood.

(4MAZED) You've been on thls six years?

{DRY EYED NOW) First I took it to the Prosecuting
Lttorney. Ho told me te take 1% o the 8heriff of
west Morland. I went to the Sheriff. Fe told me to
falke it be the State Police at Harrishurs. At
Imrrisburg, “hey Lold me to zes ithe Governor. The
Governor's a puey man. L sav the second asgistant to
the Lisutsnant Governor, and he told me to take 1t to

the Frosecuting Attorray.
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SPRIGLE:
HORTBNSE :

SPRIGLE:
HORTENSE ¢

SPRIGIE: -

HORTENSx

SPRIGLE:

_11_
ind that's what you've been doing for six years?
81x years, iive wonths, and nineteen days.
Now t2ll we vhy.
Why what? a%éb ' plervarecsl
You know what I'm talklng about, Wthdo you keep the
name -- a murdcrer's name? Why hzavs you kspt going at
it six years, five months and nineteen days (SMALL
VOICZ ) You love the guy?
(LAUGHING A LITTLE BITTERLY) WNo, If this was a movie,
that would be the reason, I don't love Clam. T guess
T haven't loved Clem for 2 long time, The reason Is
Kathy. Kathy'!s our daughter, Mr, Sprigle and (wild
horses couldn't get this out of me, but alfter the way
coulve talked T think you ought to know). Xathy wae
about four at the time Cizm was ssnt up, You see, I
fourd out that a grown wowan can put a man oul of her
iifz if she wants to, but & child can't, And Clem was
in her 11fs whether I liked it or nct. And as she grew
older (she's ten now, ter and a half) there got to be a
lot of gquesticns. Other girls have fathers. 3She has no
father. And whet 2m I going to tsll her when she grows
1nto young worarhood? Wrat'!s she zoing to tell her
fpiends -- thot Ley father's a conviet, thet he's In
prison for mardsr? She!ll nave to li: znd svade 1t, and

o) et

thet will warp her, T don't s&et thot. I don't want
that, especially boonuse her father!s innocent, 30 you
gee T didn't solve esnything by divorcing Clew.
I'm noginnlng to undcrstand ., And if he's freo, what'll

she be able to say?
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HORTENSE : (AS HONESTLY AS SHE KNOWS HOW)} She'll say,"My parents

are élvoreed, My father and mother never got along, 1

1ive with my wmother, but I hear from wmy father all the
time. He's working in Cleveland or Bostcn or

california." If she can say that, Mr. Sprigle  that's

el I want.
SPRIGLE: Suppose we sec what we can do, ¥re. Grayson. Lot's see

if there really is such & thing as the powsr of e

truth,
(MUSIC: _ _ _UP TO_TAG TEE_ACT.).

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THZ BIG STORY

PROGEAM #1332

MIDDLE COMMERGTIAL:

CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :

Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth swoking!

PELL MELL'S grezter length of traditionally Tine

tobeccos travels the swoke Further...

F11tevs the smoke and makes 1t milld.

Puff by puff you'trs always ahead when you swoke PELL
MELL, AL the first puff PELL MELL smoke la flltered
fupther than that of any other lezding cigarette.,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL
st11l gives you 2 longer filter of ine tobaccos =~ to
guzrd zgainst throoct-serateh.

For °ELL MRLL'S greatey length travels the smoke furthay

cn 1ts way to your throat = fllters i+t paturally through
PELL MELL'S traditicnally finc, mellow tobaccos -

cuards against throat-scrateh.

Yas, FRLL MELL'S fine tobaccos glveze you 2 gmoothness,
w1ldness a2nd satisfaction no cothoer cigarette offers you.

Suard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy smootn smoking!

Lty

for the lopeer, finer cigarcits 1in the distlngulshea

- FPLI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETIES - "Outstanding

rod pocokazs

ind - they are mild!
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(MUSIC: _ _SAME AS_ORIGINAL DHEME ARD UNDER)
HARRICE: ©hie is Cv Harrice returning you to your Narrator and the
BIG STORY of Ray Sorigle as he lived It and wrote it.
NARRATOR: 1Iifs a good story and & Dig one. And you, Ray Sprigle,
reporter for the Pitteburgh Post Gazette, do it in three
installments -- three bilg half pages, setting forth the
effidavits, the confcssions, and the conflicting testimony,
snd you walt and see vhat the pover of truth isz. You also
gc a step further, With Mrs. Grayson you Lely nrepaYre
the papers for the Pardon Board.
SPRIGLE: Now dor't worry, donft worry, I think we'lve got one of
tne finest cases cver presented. Let's go in, Mrs, Grayson.
{1ysIc: _ _TZ IN SUSFRYSE ANMD OUL EOR:)
PARDON BOAED: (FCHTIFICAL) After due and careiul con.ideration of thisg

cydon Board it 1s our considered judgement that (HE PAUSES}

bl

+ve confossion of the convicted murderer Kramer is
sreonclusive; (PAUSE) that internel conflict within the
tezhimeny of witnesses has been demoustrated, but 1Is
officient; (PAUSE) and let it e rereubered tnat the
rrizoner seeking this pardon, Clem Grayscon, i3 not only an

smitted »otber, tus has been found gullty of murder by =

i

jury of nils peers, Pardon denied.
NAERATOR: iow you begin to unlsrstand theze six years, f2ve months

and nineteen days, This isn't a matter of "simple justice',

W

mmis isn't a metter of "the pover of truth or the press’.
mas lav is a highly % -chnical cenplex, careful business.
And £0 you bring In to the case an old friend, Tom Endore,

lawyer,
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TOM:

SPRIGLE:

TOM:

SPRIGLE:
TOM:

SPRIGLE:

TOMz

SPRIGLE:

T .

SPRIGLE:

3PRIGLE:

TOM:

SFRIGLE:

- 15_.
(HARDBITTEN, RAALISTIC) It's a good case, Ray, good, but
not pood enouvgh.
What more deo you want, Tom? .
;C&L 11
If you could get the Jjury, eacgﬂofﬁ;heae Euelve—gootdamen

e

sadoteand_tone that would be something, If you could

chaw aheut siz mere crachs in the testimony of the witnesses

that would be something, Ffyoneen=—sohra T DR Te e

N

B e e S 3T = 7 R ] T

Fomeen. i, e Tkl F S
FeRELT ré%l’t ;P?;‘

vou could g ﬁﬁi& o confess, that I guess would be

-y

T
iy

slnost conclusive,

Thztls wvhat T sald, alwost.

waat ave you trying so deo, make it tougher than it 1s?

o, my friend. I am merzly trying to meke IS precisely

=5 tough as the Parden Board made it

{2A¥FS 4 BEAT) 0.K., I begin to understend, (PAUSE) Iow
oeut you,

(DTPETSIVELY)  What about me?

Will vou seo this thing through with me?

Whkat do vou think I'n doing here, tviddiing my thumbs?
Tnepels neo money. Graovson hasn't got any, MNelther has

ivs, Gravsor., Arl oll I can o is take yeou out for a shot

Ant as fer ag pusliciis goes (you guys need publisity, dontt
¥id me, Tom) you miy” come in for some, shall we s&y,

zdverss publicity.
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TOM:

(MUSIC:

NARRATOR ¢

A

{MusIC:

SPRIGLE:

_16_

Vhat do we stand arourd talking for? The guy's in jall,

You wove now, First in the West Morland County daives,
poolrooms, flophouses. And trere, vhen youa ask the
guestlon youw get a copmen answer,

(POUGH)  You kidding, bud? Greyson never donc that job.
Tnat vas Rogers, Rogers all the way. Krauer, Jensen and

Hogers.

Tverybody seys toe seme thing, Tom, everyvhere I go.

Traner, Jenseh, and Rogers,
] L (=)

Vbt aboet

TOM:
SFRIGLE:
TOM:

SPRIGLE:

TOM:

SPRIGLE:

Masda Rogers?

Yals the third of the trio,

mew that. T mean vhat's he dolng neu?

4ell, the court didn't Zelieve ne was nixed up Witk ihe
¥illing, so he never went to jall, and row he's o asmall

town pelitico out in Cambria Sounty.

C=zn you1 zet anything on hinm?

*izll, I got a sheriff friend oubt there - (INTEIRUPTS SELF) -
T vean what 5% teld you was no good? Ruble—mowlkedge.
Tt's common gosslit Rozors dld 1h.

Look, I'11 say it fto vou once mole. The law is no laymen's

cewe,  Specific, full lown cvidance s nesdod. What's

vhat they sovy in the gin mills a2nd flophouses
€3 - H

doestrtt go very far in court cor with fhe [Twxlon Board. Try
cour sheril friend, =reak down Rogsrs, get Jensen to admit
Gravson vasn't in or. @, Then come baek and we'll talk

anout what tc do.
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SPRIGLE: Hey, thiz is tough.

FARRATOR: You nove again, this time more slowly, carefully. And it
takes time -- a mont%, six months, a year, two years.

Finally, four years h&s gonc by since Mrs, Grayson first

ceme into your office (a thing you thought would take a

1N

¢v orbicles in the paper). And cven now, after fcur years,

111 vou got to show is ==

[

SPRIGLE: Srepiff, you got to get me something on Rogers. You got to.
SHFRIFF:  (SLOV SPOKEN MAN) Rey, there's nothing on earth I'd like
to do better than put Rogers vwhere he belongs, I'm sure he

ves the one vho murdered Keever anc you know it, but that's

3FRIGLE: {7F37Y) Look, I krow all about procf. Can't we zeot

smething on him?

SHERIFF: Tor thne pasi four years I have wabched Reogers, and all T
szn tell wou is thaet the average choipr bey has gotien into

wope trouble, But If anything shews up, 1711 get in touch

tith e,
(MysIC: _ _II LOVIMELT_INTQ SCENE)_
3PRIGLE: {37CRY) Wnaet kind of a numan teing are ryou, Jensen?
JEESEN: (TAUGHING AT EI) T ain't & human veing, I'm a convict,

I'm in for marcer,

SPRIGLE: Loclk, Jensen, von lnow Grayson hed nething to do with the
papder. You mov hogere did it. Kramer suiizted 15, Why
con't you give the guy 2 break? lels sopvod Ten years.

JEUSEN: Fov long do you thin: I zerved?

SIPRIGLE: Therels an innocent s rotting in jail,
g J
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JENSEN:

-18-

So I'm a guilty man rotting in jail. Why don't you try
your story on Rogerst He might listen to you?ﬁri‘m too
busy. |

{MyUsIC: _ _UR INLO)

SPRIGLE!
ROGERS:

SFRIGLE:

ROGERS:

NARR:

{ysIc: _

BPRIGLE:
HORTENSE :
SPRIGLE:

(ANGRY) Rogers.

SUAVE) The name is Armand T. Rogers. I like to be called
by my name, you don't mind?
Youlre pretty sure of yourself, asren't you, sitting pretty?
You den't care that CGrayson didn't do it, that he'ls taking.
e rap for you, You don't care sbout anything.

(EXPANSIVE) I wouidn‘t sey that Mr. Sprigle, I 1like &
good elgar, I like music, end I like finc food, About
Srzyson, sure I care! I care the sameévaé'as'whenﬁa-flﬁjt

gevs In my way and I got to kill him end flick him off.

And 1t goes on,new./\fhe four years have become flve, And
the five have become six, Each yeer you and Tom Endore
heve gone before the Pardon Beoard, three times youive gone
exd three times you've heard the words -- Pardon deniled.
Ve AND OUL)_

{DOOR CPENS)
{FROM OFF) Vho's there?
It's me,
{IN A DESPONDEWT MCOD) Oh, it's you, Tou'll be pleased
to know they turncd ue down & third time, Mrs, Grayson,
{THEN AS HE SEES HPR) Vhat are you smiling about? What's
there to smile ebout?

(SHE WAVES A PIFCE OF PAPER)
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HORTENSE :
SPRIGLE
HORTENSE :
SPRIGLE:
HORTENSE :

SPRIGLE!
HORTENSE :

SPRIGLE:

HORTERSE ¢
SFRIGLE:
HORTEINSE
SPRIGLE:

{MusIC: _

-19-.
(BEAMING) You know what they sey about women, Mr, Sprigle.
Cut it out, WYWhat are you talking about?
Avout how weak we are? Ve can't do enything by ourselves?
(EXCITED) V¥hat have you got?
I went to see Jensen today. I told him the Pardon Board
had turned down Clem's plea the third time, And what do
you think he did?
You pgot it?
(RELENTLESSLY, SHE WANTS T0 TELL THE STORY HER WAY) He
said, "Gee, I thought the Pardon Boerd would give it to
8¢ he sat down

kim long ago., But I guess they won't",

end vrote a full confession, cleering Clen.

-(LONG PAUSE) SR e e

{SURPRISED) Aren't you heppy? Aren't you pleased? Isn't
this what we vere after?

(CONTROLLED) Look, I gbt 8 lct clder since you first saw
Now 1

ne,  8ix years ago, I would have turnsd handsprings.

want to be sure. The confession is great, terrifie. But
tefore we go back to that Pardon Beard I want to have an
atsolutely alr-tight case,

Whet more can ve pessibly geb?

Regers, I'm waitinz for Rogers to crack,

Heantime, Clem's in jail,

Selleve me, {VERY SOWTLY) believe me, i, lot's make sure

ve get him out,

_UE YITH A_SHADOM OF_A_DOUBT IN IT_AND UNDER:)..

ATXA1 Q170127




HARRATOR :

SPRIGLE:
SHERIFE:
SPRIGLE:

SHERIFF:

{MgsIc:

SPRIGLE:

ROGERS:

SPRIGLE:

ROGERS:
SPRIGLE:

RCGERS:

—o0-
8o wyou sit, with the sworn confession @f-&éit;;;;:;:
(making two sworn confessions that Clem Grayson iz innocent
and Rogers 13 guilty}. You walt Tor the call which finally
coemes.,
{8IMULTANEQUS VITH TAST SENTEHNCE OF HARRATION - PHONE
RINGS AND IB\QUICKLY AHSNERED)
Sprigle speaking.
(FILYER) Reay, come on over, I zot somcthing to tell you.
Rogers?

(sMTLINGLY. A JUKE) Roger.

2 — _)Z “;,[géég 4,2.796:—0&
S5 you daldaii-senbata—yourserl,

(HE I2 PISHIRG LIKE MaDy 8
Rogers?  You beat up your wife lost night, You beab her up

and put her in the tosoital for a manth. plastammra gt tocnood

sreyliimmtve—you=fop-taty—fomrerss Lon waapd,

Look, T don't have to sit here and listen Lo ycou.

Tratls where vou're wrong. The sheriff sald, "stay with

nim as long as you like, Hay. (That's me, Ray). Till you

what I want is a signed
G

confession tnat you killed Azover aaa not Clem Grayson.

got just vhat you want.," And just
I never killed Foover.

should I resd yoi thn gonfesslon cf Kramer, the vwhole thing
with every one cof iuve Iousy sord d dovails? (RISING HOW
47D MENACING) Do you want S0 104D =he confossion of Jensen,
how he says you were the one pushed the body off the cash

register &nd tock th: money cut?

I den't care what youlve got to say.
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SPRIGLE:

ROGEFRS:

SPRIGLE:

NARR:

CHAPPELL:

_21_
(GCES RIGHT CH) Shall I tell you wnat your wife told mec
and the sheriff about that night, about your alibi?

Pheytre liars, Both of them liars.

C¥% Rogers, Do it the hard wey. Gekr in court and facc
55 , b T posacatots cor
sk comc out every airty plece of it. A

them,
confession would have made 1t easler for you, but you
wor't talk. It'll be a pleasure Rogers - & great pleasure
to tekc vou anart -bit by bit in 2 court room rigpt in
freat of the whole world,

And on & winber day, a little later you end Hertensc
Grayson welt as the Chairman of the Pex»don Board say ohe
tpavitable wobds setting Clem Greysorn Srec, Jhc vhecls ol

f2
Justice grind slow scucblimes., In this caszn, Wen yLars,

five menths, twenty-twe days., But the impertant thing

o2 L0 TaGL
T lusb o omement wo will read you & telegram from Ray

g-»iszle of the Pittsburgh Post-Gazotte wiltk tne final

¢ tonignhi's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMAPNCTAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1533

CLOSING. COIMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

Guvard sgainst throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater lepgth of traditiocnally flne tobaccos
trzvels the smoke further....

Ziltere the smoke end makes it mild.

Puff by puff youlre always shcad when you smoke PELL MELL.
A% the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered further then
that of zny other leading clgarctte. Moreover, after 5
ruffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you &
lqnggp”f;}tgg_of,tra@;tionqlly fine, melliow tobaccos -- to
g:ard against throat-écr&tcﬂ. .

¥zs, PELL MELL'S8 Tine tobaccos give you = smoothness, -
mitdness and satlsfaction no other clgarctte offcrs you,
Guard sgelnst throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

4zl for the longer, finer cigerette in the distinguished red
rzokage - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding"!

And = they are mild!
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- 25 -
{MUsICs _ _EAGY
CHAPPFLL: ifow we road you that tolegram from Ray gsprigle of the
Pittsburgh Post-Gazctte ?Uﬁihﬁ

ar

sl

IGLE: Greyson granted full pardcn on the murder conviction, et
Aebraceal.
pubmore=paPoRe, ho qulckly cnlisted in the Tnited States
Army and served ovorsaas with distinetion. Rogers, - the
cobual killer was convieted ana senbenced to a long term
in the Western Penitentiary for his complicity i che
rarder. Many Shanks for tenight's PELL MELL AYATRD,
CHAPPELL: Thank vou, Mr, Sprigle.. the makors of PELL NELL TANCUS
CTGARETPES are proud Lo present you Lo PILL MELL $500
sward for noteble service in tho #1014 of Journalism.
HARRICE: Liston weein next weok, some time, some statior, whcn PELL
SO, FANMCUS CIGARELTTS will presunt oyaetbhor BIG 8TRRY - 4
TiG 3TORY Trom the front pages of tho Los Angeleos BExamincr -
»y-linc, Dan Groen. A RIG STCRY - about a rocpeoriir who
2ound the snewer to murder in the oan in the moon --

{USICs SR WIPH & FADE_TO BG_ QM _CUT
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i

CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

AMICR:

Lily/em/pb

9/28/49

-2l
The 3IG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with music
Ty Vladimir Sclinsky, 7Tonight's program was acapted by
Arnold Perl from an actual story from the {ront pages of the
Pittaburgh Post-Cazctic, Your narretor was Bob Sloane,
end Bil1l 8mith playcod the part of Rey Sprigle. In order o
vroteet the nomes of people actually ilnvelved 1n tonight's
authentic BIG STORY the namcs of all characters in the
Grametiration were changed with the exccpticn of the

renorten, Mr, Sprigle.

Thig is Erncst Chappell spcaking for the makors ol PELL

ELL FAMOUS CIGARLITLS, . " gl

Lost vear nearly 11,000 #sdEisans died In firegq.. gnd nost
i theao fires could have been sraventad! Bo surc you @o
voar part in helping prevent firces, Be carelful with lighted
mzbtehes and eigarettes, OChey 21l fir: regulasicns. Take
care ... coware .. pravent Tires!

TEIS IS MEC ... THE NATIORAL BROADCSASTING COMPANY.
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AS BROADCAST

THE_BIG _STORY
PROGRAM # 134
CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
HENRY BOB SLOANE
MRS, HALEY ABBY LEWIS
MR, ABBY LEWIS
MRS. ‘ROBINSON ... GRACE KEDDY
GIRL GRAGE KEDDY
SCHUYLER RALPE BELL
POTTER LARRY HAINES
POLAN LARRY-HAINES
DAK NAT POLAN
AN NAT POLAN
LT, HAMMOMD BERT COWLAN
WS 7 1 Lt BERDT COWLAN
SCHVARTZ GUY SOVIL
GUIDE GUY SOVIL
SARBER GIL MACK
HALEY GIL MACK

WEDNESDAY, CCTOBER 19th. 1o4ig
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WNBC & NED THE BIG STCREY #1340

(

) )
10:00 = 0 PH OGTCBER 13, 19% WEDNESDAY

|t
L

LY

CHAPFELL: PFLL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ..., THE BIG
STORY!

(CAR UINDER)

MAN: Beautiful night, isn't it?
FOTTER: O0n, yes. It certalnly is, slr.
MA Zou know, if the full meon radn't been out, I'd have

never seen you hitching a rlde on the highway here,

POTTER : I know, He's my friend.
MAW: Ze%? Vho?
POTTER: Wny, that man up there in the sky. The man with

the bigz, vellow face, He talks to ne,
MAN: (STUNYED) The ren in the moon .... talks to you?
OTTER } th, yes, All the time. Gamldeyousheap-hiingsir?
Can't-you hear what-hels seying?
(RUDDEN 3CREFCH OF BRAKES, CAR 70 STCF.

CAR D0CR CPEYE.)

MAT O%ay, Buddy. You better get out right here!
FCTTER: Zut you just pilcked me up,...
MAN: Tren we wers bobh crazyl

(CAR DCOR SLAMS. MOTCR UP AND INTO:)
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CHAPPRIL: THL BIG STORY! Here 1s americal! TIts sound and
its fury, 1ts joy and its sorrcw, es falthiully
reported bty the men and vomen of the great American
newspapers. (FLAT) Los ingeles, Califcrnia,

The story of a reporter who found that when Yyou
rhyme June and moomn,...you someblmes zet nurder!
To nolics reporter Dan W. Green of the Los Angeles
Examiner, for his brilliant solutlon to cne of the
strangest and welrdest Blg Stories on record, goes
the PELL MELL Award!

{Muszc: _ _ _BTING)

{COMMERC IAL)
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THE BIG STORY 10/19/49

PELL HELL

CPENING COM{ERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPFLL:

ARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

EARRICE:

CIHAPFELL:

EARRICE:

CEAPPELL :

EARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoklng!

PELL MELL'S greater leneth of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the firat puff PELL MELL cmoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading clizarette, Moreover,

after & puffs, or 10, or 13, or 17, PELL MELL still

Zves you a longer {'1lter of {ine tobaccos = to guard

[

against throat-scratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its wey to your throat -- filters it naturally through
PELL MZLL'3S traditicnally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards

aegsinst throst-scratich,

s2s, PELL UELL'S fine tobaccos give you s smocthness,

mildness and satlsfaction ne other clgarette coffers you.

Guard egairet throat-scratch!
Enjoy smccth smoking!

As¥ for the longer, finer cigarette Iin the distinguished

red packags - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
"outstandins "

And - they ere mildl
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CHAFPPELL:

SCHUIYLER ¢

4
Ca

%

SCHUYLER:

DANS

SCEULYER:

LA

SCHUYLER :

DATT:
SCHUYLER

TITYE. .. IT SHQULD BE HFIRD, MUMBO-JUMBC, TOUCH OF

IHE MOON_AND_MATNISS)
A s

A How, the'Etory as 1t sctually hapoened,.,.Dan Green's

story as he lived if, FoSwbh@gRleSes: ..

They still talk absut your Big 3tory in Los Angeles.
They call it, to this éay, one of tue strangest

end weirdest on recard, In a vway, it began when you
were a cub on the Exawminer, an eager beaver, a kid
anxious to lezarn, You, Dan Green, had emdee one ambitlon
then...and only one, ¥You talked to everybody who cculd

help you, and among the Tirst was a femwess criminal

L A

1awyér néniecl John Bchuylé'r.'.‘ -

-0 R

2o you want to te a grod crime revorter, eh, Green?

Iict just good, Mr. Schuyler., I wani te be great, one

. . P, R F
cf the best, up there cn the top, -7 e
Ham e YOG OO L TIEY - T
Lo KDQN_yOW YOS A0, 800 Tevenapernan before you took

up eriminal lav, and I'd azppreclete any_advfce you c¢an
oive me, . N
(cRISP) All‘right: Let's begin at the beginning.
Yesyp-gip?
" First, buy yoursell shoes with goed, thick soles.
Shees?
That's right, Green, You'll heve to use »nlenty of shoe
leather,...work harder than the next fellow. Crime
reporting teday, isu't hit or miss. It's an expert's

busiress. And it takes work, work!
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DAT

SCHUYLER:

DAN:

SCHUYLER:

DA :

SCHUYLEEK:

Dali:
SCHIYLEL :

{auszcs

SCHWARTZ £

DA

SCHWARTZ:

CAN:

-5..
Yes, sir,
You'll have to read, read 411l you're tlind,
Case histories, court records, expert testimony.
Go to day courts, night courts, listen, learn...

I understand.

After that, the technical stuff, Ballistles, fingerprints

svidence, cross-examination, Learn whet a criminal does,

and haoW. ., . . ~fad—sei=tmme-, |, ,
HoRgaeian’)
25 I i ; A 1y LW 7.0 =S AR

CWRET singtdemofdrimpadiRe batdl i e Sl 0ot , (4 BEAT)

"Ever hear of Doctor Karl 3chwartz?

Why, ves, I think so...
Dy, Sehwarsy iz one of the worldl!s foremnst cxperts on
criminal psvchology. T'11 send you te see him, Green,

Yelll be able to tell you nlenty!

_BRIZGE]

{PEREAPS TRACT OF FOREIGH ACCENT, VIZHUESE) The
wsychology of the crininal, bHr. Green, A fascinating
subject, Ffascinasing. One con never learn enough.

“his subject of insanity, [or example....

Yeos, Dr. Sclhivtartz? ’

A ¥iller may kill for many rsesons, some of them without
logic, some arising out of primitive instinct when man

was more an znimal than a man,

ITear..Just what do you mean, Doctor?
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SCHWARTZ :

DAL ¢

SCEWARTZ ¢

DA

SCHWARTZ :

MARR ¢

FPOTTER:

MR3, HALEY:

POTTER:

—E

I kave knovn and studied many criminals who have

k1lled for strange and vweird reasons, dating back to
ancient tribal rites and ceremonies. I have known
killers driven insane by certain music, by the smell of
blood, by the sight of a fancied enemy. Luf{CUDS)xcibod-
beckS“ﬁt“?ﬁﬂ“nave*ﬁh&re?mnmqwereen?

s‘*
Oh. Attorney Scha;ler-gave me these to read, sir.

u-‘

Hnmmm4 Hel&man s bext on the %;t gf CrosstExamlnation.
- .-

- IS roao Lo-grine and trimingls . Ccod/n An expurt st

read towrewrn. KEere,..take this book,

What is. it?

Dr, A,C. Spitzka's book on criminal insanity.

Yog_will find 1% excellent,....excellent!

You read, And you learn, Week after week, even on

Four days off, you go to court and listen, And you learn.
The years roll by, and you become cne of the top crime
reporters on the Exanirer, 4And then, late cne affernoon,
the big one, your Big 3tory beglins, It begins at a
ranch-housze, in Compton, between Los Angeles and Long
Zeach, Just before dark, a vagrant comes to the door
end....

{POLITELY} Ma'am.,.., I wondsr i T could beg & meal?

I don't like beggers, young man. I you want to

work for 1i, that’s different,

I'11 be glad to do what I can, Ma'lam,
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MRS, HALEY:

FPOTTER:

MRS, HALEY:

POTTER+
MRS, HALEY:

MRS, HALEY:

POTT'ER s

MES . HALEY:

POTTER:

fMUSIC:

MES, HALEY:

POTTER:

-7
411 right. There's a cord of firewood 1ln the shed
behind the house, My husband figured to chop it into
kindling, but he's in town and won't be heme till lete.
Yeg?
If you want to split that wood, I'11l give you suppex
Well®

and & dollar or two, (A PAUSE)

Thenl: you, Ma'am, I'1l be glad to.

¥Youlll find the axe in the woodshed, leaning agalnst
my husband's motoreycle. It'1l take you till after
dark, and therels no light in the shed, but you'll have

a full mbon to worl B¥.i...

(VOICE CRACKS) Did you say

{4 BFAT) A& full moon?
s full moon?
Why, ves.

fﬁuTegCHhQE"MQDNFSSlmHXDnirE-SuPEQm~¥Qu;¥®+3uP6?heL$l
G2 there,...fonight? ‘_,”~”"“*~H'wa-

de? (IMPATIRE LBYTM#§;E;;‘;an, vhat's got into you?

.—’/
What- are-youn—talicingabout? —Who-do-¥ol-Mean~-by -ne? .,
{(#ITH EPFORT. FULLS EIK3ELF TCEETERR)Y  Oh, no owne
Yalam, I.,...ne-one—=b-gll!

(XT0CK CN DOCR)
(DOCR OPENS)
young men, You'lve finlshed in the

f =1 - . T . - PR
\f BOUNDE BTRANGE) Yes, Ma'lam, I've finished.....

211l finlshed,
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MRS, HALEY:

POTTER:
MRS, HALEY:
POTTER:
MR3. HALEY:

POTTER :

MR3, HALEY:

MRS .HALEY:

FOLYER

MRS, HALEY:

PCTYER:

MR3, HgLrY:

PLCTTER:

MR3, EALEY:

POTTER:

~B-

Then why did you bring the axe here? Why didn'ft you

leave it in the shed?

Because he told me tc bring 1t.

He? T3...who?

{STARTS TO SCARE)

(CHUCKLES) Why, that man up there?

What

L]

What man?

See him? Up there In the sky. Theat man, The man

with the bilg, round, vellow face. The men sriling down

i o
DY UG s evren

¥oOlassas.you mean the ran in the....
He's my friend, Ma'am,

Why, ves. The man in the moon.

He talys to me...

(PARALYZED) He...falks to you?
Ch, yes., BSometinmes, all throuzgh the night., He tells

@me what to do, and I do it. I can hesar vhat he's

saying te me, now, Can't you?

LI I ¢ 1o S

.
e

Keeps saying 1t over and over. He keeps telling me

over and over, He's my fricnd, you see, and he keeps
saying 1t over, and over..,,.¥ill, xiil!

FE Ve
ﬁf&%&r"ﬁtiif“ﬂean*t“}dnriﬂﬁnfrqgfj;gxing;it;nMaiam,»way«
up there in the sky?. E;A;t you ses his lips move, in
nis yellow face? - Listend.. Kill,  kill,,.

Ho.,

ol Dontt,...plcasc....

%311, kill, kill. Cver znd over again. He kKeeps

seying 1t, over and over again, ({80BS) K111, Kill,

XILL!
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MRS. HALEY:

POTTER:

MR3, HALFEY:

{usics _
WARER:

SCREUYLER:

HALEY:
SCIIUYLER:
HALEY:
SCHUYLER:

HALEY:

..9.-.
Jol Dontiebit-no-sith-bhat-axe—bteasess dort €.,

-
-~
L

I've got to! He tells mg#yhat“fﬁido, and I've got to

s

do it! If I.don't, he'll never stop!
Hﬂlll;db3;e-meneraz7é—-fﬁeﬁﬁﬁ-ﬂﬂﬁiﬁr*ﬁiii?ﬂye9?»KILL1
SCREAMS .

(‘THIEEs, BODY FALL)

(WE HEAR POTTER SOBEING UP HYSTERICALLY AND

INTO)

You, Dan Green of the Los Angeles Examiner, savw the

body of Marian Heley, lying on the kitchen floor of
her ranch~house, hepr head battered in, You saw the
bloody axe beszide her, on the floor. Youlre at
neadquarters when thev pick up this suspect, this
vagrant named-ﬁa%b ?otter. And later, you're in court
whéntJohn Schuyler, -sttit=m~pprmb=crimingl lavyer,
defends Potter,

STIEGY

Hr, Haley, you came hopme to your ranch-house just as
& mzn camc racing cut of your drivewsy on your
motaoreycle,

(DULLY)} Yes.

% Was night, was it not?

Yes,

And the man sped by you on the metorceyels et great
spoed,

Yes, sir,
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SCHUYLER: I see, A man specds by you on a meotorcycle, in the
dead of night. Yet you manage to describe him to
the police very clesrly. It's possible that vou night
have been mistaken, Isn't it, M». Haley? It's possible
that the man you sav might not have been -my client-and,
the defendant, Potter.

HALEY: Well, I{,...maybe,....

SCHUYLER: (CRISPﬂ}Lé.fhat‘s.all. Next witness!

______ MONTAGE _BRIDGE UP)
E &?Hﬂﬁﬁﬁr—'ﬂrm‘“ﬂ'obinsommyou* Ay you-woros Lnoking throwvegh—youi-..

bedroom window, and you saw the defendant crash his
(“.

.

motorecycle into e tree end then run away. e

MRS. KCB:
SCHUYLER:  HOW_do vou know it was Pobbter? .
MRS, ROB:
SCHUYLER: honor, gentlemgpfg} the jury. T have here
en affidavit fhgnm the w%_tniglsses’s rhysician, This

al'fidavit states th a:::»‘the witness s somewhat necarsighted,

.,

(=]

o

nd must wvear ggpsées;”ag she is new,,,
(BUZ%/FébM CROWD ﬁ;\ﬂQD DCWIT)
SCHUYLER: Tow, I-a‘lrs;_.r'-'f“:obinson, were you ;-Ealj‘fng vour glasses vhen
Tou J_:f,e.'fr/ vou saw the defcndant?

FRS, ROB: }fh§....wh:-r, no, I was just going to beﬁ{' ané I hac
_,.,ﬂ’ M,

7 btaken them off, But I'm sure I sav.... ",

SCHUYLER: (CRISPLY) That's all. Wext witness! 'H\\\

e N
o (MURMUR GF ORCWD UP AND INTO) .

«(MUSIC: _ _ _MONTAGE BRIDGE) \\\\

ATRAT Q1707143




..'_,l_l...

SCHIIYLER ¢ My, Dolan, you say you saw the defendsnt, Potter, in
your diner on the vead to San Diego, about two hours
alfter Mrs. Haley's murder?

DOLAN: That's right, The guy looked wild.,..craz¥.....

SCHUYLER: (CUTS HIM OFF) We're not interested in your personal
recactions, What wz want are the facts., You say you
served the defendant a hamburger, and as he vas leaving
you noticed bloodstalng on his clothes.

DOLAN: That's what I said,

SCHUYLER: But you didn't get 2 close look at those bloodstains.
They might have been something else, Ketchup, from
your counter, for instance, that the defendant might

have spilled on himsclf.

DCLAN: Well, of course, I wasn't that cleose. Bub....
SCHJYLER: (CRISFLY) Thank vcu, that's all, Hext witness!
G1J8ICs _ _ _BRIIGE)

DA John, I went to commliment you on your defcnse of

Potter. I think it's brilliant,

SCHUYLER : (WEARILY) Thanrks, Den, Maybe 1t's brilliant....but
I'm alraid it's useless, too.

DAM: ¥nat do you meoan?

SCHUYLER There are too many witnesses I haven't boen able to
crack, The commnity's arsused to lynching heat over
Mrs. Haley's murder, They're yelling for blood...
znyhody's blecod,...Potterts,

DA s nes Pobter any record?

ATHOT Q170144




e

SCHUYLER:

DAN:
SCHUYLER
DAN:
SCHUYLER:

DAN:
SCHUYLER:
DAN
3CHUYLER:

DAN:
SCHUYLER:
DAN:
SCHUYLER:

{dusics .

DAN:
POTTER:

DAN:

He'ge 13 “He vas in Tia ‘Juana, but too many witnesses

-]P -
Yes, He was indioted for attempted murder, right here
in ios Angeles, & couple of yearé ago, Was a bdellboy in
a hotel, charged with tr&ing tofpoison the owner, s woman.
And? |
And the indictment was dismissed, Lack of evidence,
John, hasn't Potter any alibi atiail'on.this Haley thing?

He claims he has., He says he! S'éot witnesses to prove

he vas here if tbﬁni’;ﬁ the day &nd night of the murder,
Then vhy don't you look up these’ witnesses?

(A BEAT) Dan, I'll tell you sométhing, off the record,
Yes? |

This cllent of mine, this Potter, is a little peculiar,

I can't tell vhether he's lying or telling the truth.

,,l__-__q” A iaaay s

saw him ground COmptonjypnd down toward San Diego.

Then you're'dtse;;niiﬁgmthig:giézgﬁéﬁa"attvt? S
Fowi /e N o |
John, do you mind 17 I talk to Péttér@

Not &t sll,
BRIPGE)
You still s=ay you were 1n Tia Juana, Potter?
(HOARSELY)

Go shead, if you think it'll help!

I svear it,.Green. 1 was there, I've got
vitnesses to prove it, I swear I wes there!
But the vitnesses at the trial sWore you were around

Compton...

'ﬁrxo1 0170145
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POTTER: They were wrong. They're honest people, Green,
understand me, but they Wwere wrong, Don't you see®
I'm an ordinary-looking guy. I look like a hundred
other guys. The pollice were looking for someone to throw

to the wolves, and they picked me up, because T was on

the bum,
DAT: Himrmwa, There gould be something te that.
POTTER: (HYSTERICALLY) - Green, you've got to belleve me. FRven

my own lawyer won't believe me, bui you've got to!
ilm all alone, I haven't got a friend in the world.
Don't you see? They're making a scapegoat out of me!
Hobody cares whether I live or diel (30DB3)

Green, éween, help me! For the love of heaven, help me !

DAN: (4 BFAT) 4ll right, Potber. 1'll take o chance on youl
FOTTER: Green, I swear you'll never regret it...
Dals 411 right, But if you're not playing straight with

me, Potter, you'll regret it! (A-BPRAT)NowsrT-who.are.
the witnessegwlip sav. ou An. Ti&,Jhana9_

e P i am L e

{COMMRERCTAL)
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THE B1G STORY
PROGRAM #134%

CHAPPELLt  Guard egninst throat-scrateh!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater lengih of traditionally fine
toboccos travels the smoke further....

H&RRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t pild,

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff youl're always ahead when you smoke
PELL M2LL, At the first puff PELL FHLL smoke is
filtered further than that of any cther leading
cigarettz. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or-10, or 15,
sr 17, PELL MELL still gives you 2 longor f1lter of
fine tobzecos - to guard sgainst throot-scrateh,

HARRICE: For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke
further on its way to your throat - filters it
naturally through PELL MILL'S trwditionally fine,
mellow tohaceos - guargs against throate-seratch.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL (LILL'S fine tobacecos give you a2 smpeoothnsss,

mildness snd satisfoction no othar cigarctie offers
you, Guard against throat-scratchi

HARNICS: Enjoy sncoth smokingl

CHAPPZLL: 48% for the loneer, f£iner cigarstte in the
distinguished red pockage - PELL IELL FAMCUS
CIGARBTTES - "Qutstandingl"

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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HAKRICH:

NARR:

(MUSIC:

This 1s ¢y Harrice, returning you to your narrator

and the Big Story of Dan Green, &s he lived it,, and
wrote it,..

You could have stayed cut of it. You could have
discounted Albert Pobter's frerfe cloim that he vas

in Tia Juasna on the night of the Haley rurder, and not
in Compton, Bubt you don't, You deon't, because you,

Dan Green of the Los Angeles Exaniner, are a newspaperman
You don't Tecause nobody else believes him, not even nis
oWwn lavyer., Potter gives you the names of the people
e claims sav him in Tia Juans that night. You take

g ride ¢own to the horder and check,....

({EXICAN) S3, Senor, I reccgnize this hombre. He come
into my barbershop for the shave,

Youlre sure 1t was on a Tuesday night, on September o5th?
Senor, I cznnob be sure, It waz perhaps Tuesday, si,
rerhens Monday. But this horbre was in my shop!

ACCENT INTO)Y

ZIANY, BARRCOM_CFr)

T won't say it wes Thursday, honey, and I vwon't say it
was Yednesday. But thils character was here,

How do you know?

It's this way, honey. I've got an eye for a good looking

ran. &nd I noticed this character in your picture because

he was positively repulsive,

ATHGT Q170148
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DA : I see. And you don't remember if he was here on the

night of September 6th?
GIRL: I told you, honey, I didn't, Anyway what difference
docs 1t meke? Stick around, Have a drink, (SHE

TAUGHS SLYLY) Let's talk about something else

(GAMBLING JOINT B.G. CLICK OF DICE, SLOT.~""
MACHINE OFF,)(BUZZ CF VOTCES,.-BYG, )
e
OWHER ¢ TYep, I recognilze this gug,JMiE%er. Camec into my

o

-

gartlin' joint hg;ay“threw s fow dice, lost his dough,

whnl
L

end lelt. .-

DAN : And.you say you think 1t was on the 6th of September?

CWHER ¢ ‘Well, don't pin me down, pal, But I toink it vas
< e ATGGRG-She—bimed

{¥ysIC: _ _ _3RILGE)

3
R A LA o T S -

SCHUYLER:: Den! Tren vou did find witnesses down in Tia Juana.
DALVt ¥Yes, Jokn, I did. But you can forget them,

SOHUYLER: Wny?

DA They're unreliable. And taey don't remember whether
vouy client Pother was there on the night of the sixth,
41l they mow Ls that it wvas thereabouts.

CUNYLER That's encugh Zor mel Three witnesses In Tla Juana.
uaan,”;niswig#gozng”ta“chahgé“thg“aéﬁﬁréifaﬁ”a?'tﬁihgs:f
Walt'll T throw these vwitneeses it front of the jury.

DAN: Zuti John, I tcld you theyfre~no'é5dd;...

SCHUYLER They're good_gnoughﬂfé¥ me, Don't you see, Dan, this man

1s my clént, on trial for his life. And this new

B e bopTeT oS e T T P T Y T
Beewroutorie-mase, Don't gquote me now,.but I think T can
get Potter acquitted!
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(MUSIC: _ _ _UP AND UNDER)

NARR: 4nd he does. He does a brilliant job bpefore the jury,
and Pobtter iz mcquitted for lack of evidence. You watch
the whole thing with a cuesy leeling in your stomach,
you're not so sure, And then, on the same rainy
efterncon the trial ends, you see Potter in the clty jail
office.sad.

POTTER: Mr, Green, I want to thank you for what you've done.

If it hadn't been For yoU.....

DA : Forgzet 1it, Potter.

PCTTER® T car never forget it, 1It's a wonderful thing, being
a free man, being able %o wallk out of that door.....

DAN: Maybe, But if you o, you'll get soaked. It's raining
hard. Didn't you have a hat?

PCTTER: I aid, Bub somecne stole it in the Jjail.

DAW: Then take mine,

POTTER: But Mr. Green.....

IBLY 8 Terget it, It's an old greenshabt I've had lor years.

FOZTFR: A green hat Trom Mr. Green. Some people would call
thet a ... well, a kind of Zoke. =ut it's no joke to
ma, Thanks, My, Green. Thanks for everything,

[riszes . _ _J2 AND LUERER)

KanR: This is nct the cnd, this iz the beginning of your Big

3tory. Feor almost a year, you forget Albert Potter.
Tor almost & year, the clippings of his trial begin to
yellow arcund the. edges. Then;—srevening—in-June; "the

following- June, - A balmy evening in June, -ewé=in an

off'ice building in downtown Los Angeles....

ATHKQT Q170150
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POTTER: Mrs, Stevens, on your office doop_iﬁ-says you are a
uental healer. ﬁ

MRS, 8: Yes? o _

POTTER: My name is Potter.....Alé%eé:Potﬁer. T.,¢+. I need help.
Every now and then, I.seem to go & little crazy.....hear'
voicés.... :

MRS. 8: (CRISPLY) I'm sorvy, Mr, Pctter_:_ But I can't help you.

POTTER 3 You can't? Why not? |

MRS, 83 My clientele is all women. t'mam‘rmm

.consultation*on~hheimwvaer~peraona& ~prou Y e, UHEL
~MeUFEEEE, I don't take men clients.

POTTER But. I-teliryou-funny=things-go-oti~tnstde: ny Headrv, .

MRS. S: Then-you “sHONIA "CONTY ¢ FATE fmtL L .

o if you 1) excuse me, Mr. Potter, I'6'like to get along Lo
%o my next patient. It's getting late! '
(MusIC: _ _ _BRIDGE)
{PHONE RING)
(RECEIVER QFF HOOK) -

MzS, 8¢ (WEARY) Hello? ©h, hello, Frank., Yes, my last patient
left a few minutes ego, Whét di& You say? A drive
along the teach? Why, darling, ﬁow ﬁoﬁanﬁic. With
g lovely full moon, and all? I‘d,lgxg tol.. ..

(XNOCK ON DOOR) '

MRS, 53 Ch, bo;her, Frank.' ten Some?ne 5 at the

door.”‘(CELiS) COmélin.;... SR
(DOOR OPENS)
(MEBEO P BRI A SHEAKANB-BUHD-DNDER-HORE)
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MRS, 3¢
FOTTER:
MRS, 5:

PCTTER:

MRS, 3:

POTTER:

[,

MRS,

POTTER:

MRS, 53

POTTTR:

POTTER:

MES. 5

oh,

.-19...

vou'lre back, What Ao Fou....

(10W WACKY) Hello, Mrs. Stevens,

.. (CUTs)

I.....What is it? Vhy ere you staring at me like that?

He
to

bo

Wiy

told me to do if, (MANIACAL CHUCKLE) He told me

do 1it!

what? Who.cess?

3

that man up there,...ny Iriend with the large,

round, yellow face....smiling at us through the window,

(PARALYZED)

meon?

Jag

=ty

You ,... vOUu mean the.., the man in the

, my friend. Whencver his face gets full, I feel

BNEE...., S0 Strange, My head gets light, so

tight, and I Teel wonderfully, wonderfully drunk.

Lnd then, wagn he talkes to me....e.

e

r-Re-tatk s - Ho - F el

Ony—yese—-all bl bime. Sometimes 1 canli-hear -
A ST T = . ot

and brignt, T can see his lips move.

L

—'_‘___,.-¢-

e

ts big and round

And then 1

near Him talk, 50 plainly. Can't yout hear him, Mrs,

i1

€L
w

o0

¢

24

weng?

RALVZED) Tuveee Tovares

Cver gnd over again. He keeps saying the same word,

ove

r =nd over again, Kill......

Kill?-

KePhe i iwrry!

el

Kill. o

(WE BRAR-STEPS- BREGIN;—3heWLY- REMORSELESSLY) .

Don't ... don't come near me!

RTHQ1

G170152




FOZTER:

MR3. 5t
POTTER:

MR3. 3¢

DA
EAMMOND:
DAL
FAMMONI
DAN:
HAMMOND:

—20;-
O, but I must, I must, I must do vhat my friend
says. Otherwlse, he'll never let me alone, he'll
never stop. He's driving me crazy now, Can't you
neer him? Can't you hear what he'ls saying?
KA1T.nes Kd1Le s ok
{CRIES 0UT) Mol Donted
(MADLY)  Kill,-Xddd-icdddd
(4 HiGH SCREAM)
(4 BLOW, THUD OF 30D%¥)
(THEN POTTER BEGINS T0 SOB HYSTERIGALLY, AND WE BRING
SOBBING UP INTO:)

LP_AFD UNTERY

Zou see thoe body of Mrs. Frank Stevens, the self-styled
mental heagler, with her head bashed in anda & blsody

l=ad pipe on the floor., OIn the desceription of the
elevator'ﬁéy;wﬁo sav a man geing Into the Stevens office
the police plek up a Charlie Leroy. His identificatlion
sounds vaguely fenlliar, z2nd you talk to the suspect.

Tnen, you walik in on Detective Llieutenant, YMike

s
mexmond, in charge of the case....
(DCCR CLOSE)
Lieuterens, I've just ssgen this suaspeci, Leroy.
Yes, Dan?
Ard I don't think uels your man.,
Whaat do you mean?
Hels almost a dead ringer for screone else I know,

Well, what's that got to do with,,...?

ATHOY Q17,0153




HEENRY:
DAN ¢

HENRY:

DAN:

HAMMOND:

Dan:

HAMMOTID ¢

DAN:

EAMMOTND:

{MUSIC:

-2l
Lieutenart, I'd like to talk to this witness, this

elevator mnen, Henry.

Henry, think, Was this men you saw in the corrldor
wesring a hat?
A hzt? Vhy.....vwhy, yes, he was, But what...
(CUTTING IN) Whaet kind of a hat was 1t? What color?
Why, it was an o0ld hat.....very 0ld and very dirty,
str, And the color was green!
ZRICGE),

(PHONE RING)

(PHOWE OFF HCOK)
Green, Examiner.
(FILTER) Dan, Lieutenent Harmmond., I've got some news
oy yod. |
fes?
We just picked up your boy friend in San Diego,
fotter, tie man wearing your hat.
Good.... I'm sure he's the killer, Lieutenant.
Maybe, PRub Pobtbter clalms he wag in San Diego the nignt

or the murder, Ard what's more, he swears he has

Witnesses to prove it!

ITAER Zou check the witnesses yourself. The surder took
rlace on Thursdey night. But this time, they tell
Foua....

ANYBIO semer- —ACEFNEY
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-22 - E /
P Sy el
HOPELMAN: Yes, this man Potter stayed at aup-heobed here in San
Diego. But he was here Wednesday night, not Thursday,.
DAN: You're sure cf that, M. Herron?
“HORBhMA N ¢ Here's the register. See for yourself, He's signed

Iiis pame for Wednesday..ab&&nﬁe checked out the next

day!

{MuUsIC: __ _ACCENT)

GUID=: That's pright, Mr., Green., As gulde for the tour of
Mission Valley, I have a good memory for faces Iin my
tourist groups.

DAN: And vwhen did you see this nman hers in the photograph?

GUIDE: Wednesday,

DAN: Toulre sure?

UIDE: Fosltive, We dldn't have eny tour on Thursday.
—T-ratntdd

{MUSIC:_ _ _ UP_AND UNDER)

HARR: This timc you've got Albert Potter dead to rights, But
ae denles it, denles everything, svears he was in Ban
Diego Thursday nighz, as well zs VWednesdav, You get
zut hils dessiers, check the varigus charges against him,
the charge of trylng to poison hisz employer, the Haley
murder case, now the Stevens case. What you're looking
fcr is a cormon denoningber, & common technique, In
yFour stucy of criminals, you know that they have similar
nabits, llttle gquirks, in every crime, You study the
Tacts, the dates, 4And then, suddenly.....

DAY : (4GHAST) Holy Smoke! Holy Snoke!

{MUSIC: _ _ _PRIDGE)
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DA«

HAMMOND:

DAL

HAMMCID:

DAN:

HAMMOND ¢

POPTER:
DAN

HAMMOND:
POTTER:
HAMMONE.
DAN:
HAMMGND:

DA

FOTTIR:

-=3=

(PHONE RING)

(PHONE OFTF HCOK)
Grcen, Exemlner,
(FILTER) Dan, you Were trying to get me?
Yes, Lleutenant, Listen, I'm playing a long shot,
I think ve may get & confession out of Albert Potter,
if we crogs-exarine him on the night of July tenth,

That's two weeks away, “And why the night of July

tenth?: Are you crazy, Dan?

(QUIZTLY) Either I am., Or Potter is!

till say you were In San Diego Thursday night,

o
O
e
]
[
I

2n, FPFotter?

I told you, dldn't I, Lieutenant? I told you I vas.

2ut the witnesses said you were in San Diego on
Wedneaday, not Thursday. '

Green’s right. Where were you Thursdey nilght, Potter?
I %old you. 1In 8an Diezo, San Diego, Saa-biege!
(3IGHS) Well, Dan, this is where we came in.

Zes. You know what, Lisutenant?

“t's pretty varm in here, T'1ll ralse the blinds...
(BLINDS RAISED)

Green. (VCICE SUDDENLY TAKES TINGE OF KADNESS) Green,

rut down those tliinds..

{BLANDLY) Why, Potter?

ATHGT Q170156
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POTTER: Put ‘fem down, do you hear? Put them down!
DAN: But it's hot in here.
POTTER: I don't care how hot it 1a! Put them down! Can't

you see him staring at us through the window?

HAMMOND: Who?

FOTTER: My friend up there,,..with the blg, round, yellcw
face, He's smiling in at me,..and nov he's talking to
me, Can't you hear him, can’t you hear him?

HAMMOND: The man in the moon's talking to you?

POTTER {HYSTERICALLY) TYes, and he's saying the same thing...
cver and over again, The sane thing, when I saw Mrs.

Haley,..,.and Urs. Stevens,

DAN: What's he saying, Potter? What's ne saying?
POTTER: Kil1l! Kill, Xill, XILL!

{01810 . HIZ AND UNDER)

HNARR: And there it is....the cornfesgion .... =nd your BIG

STORY. You'd read books on crininel insanity, and you
kréw that the mon sometlimics hed = homicidal effect con
veople, that the word 'lunatic! came from lunar.
But the payoff came when you found that the dabes on
which Albert Potter cammitted his crimes, had one
strange and monstrous simllerity, Sach nignt was
the night .... of the full moon!

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram frem Dan
Green of the Los Angeles Examiner with the final outcome
of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSIVG COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY 10/13/49

PELL MELL

CLOSING COMMERCTAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:

Guerd agasinst throat-scratch!
Enjoy smocoth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater lengtn of tradionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke Turther.,..

Filters the smoke and malkes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always shead vhen you smoke PELL
MELL, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cigerette.
Morevover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MELL £till gives you a longer filter of treditionally
fine, mollow tobacces ~ to guard agalnst throat-scratch.

¥ee, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glive Fou 2 smocthnsss,

o

mildness and sgatisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Guard =gainst throat-scratceh!
Enjoy smogth smoking!

Aslt fer the longer, fiper, cigarette In the distingulshed

r'ed nackage -- PELL MFLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

mn

Jutstanding" !

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

GREEN:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{MUSIC: __

D=

How we read you that telegram from Dan Green of the
Los Angeles Examiner,

Indicted and brought to trisl, killer in tonight's Big
Story pleaded insanity. Hedical testimony.however:

Fehr v“ AT Ao 2T

ﬁs?ab%;§§gfJE;}}?f,xasplegally s?ne~--"ﬁ#?jn§?T“??ﬁﬁp'_1
moonTnbut'aﬁﬁathtic'frenzy~tn*kfiler“himselffI After
brief deliberation, jury-feund-killer gui&%&-or murder
in the first degree -- all appeals vwere denied and he
vas executed by hanglng in Folsom prison.

My sincere appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD,
Thank you, Mr, Green,,..the makers of PELL MELL FaMOUS

CIGARETTES are proud to present you the FELL MELL $500

“Averd for notable;sefvice_in the*field of journalism,

Listen sgein next week, same time, same station, when
rELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BYG
STORY - A& BIG STORY from the front reges of the
Huntington Vest Virginia Advertiser -- by~line, Harold
Faller, A BIG STORY - about & reporter who found the

solution to a murder before the murder was committed.

—ZHSME WIPT & FADE TO BG ON_CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

CHAPFPELL:

ANNCR+

dd/10/6/49pm

27 -
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Preckber with
music by Vledimir Selinsky., Tonlght's program was
adapted by Max Ehrlich from an actual story from the
front pages of the Los Angeles Examiner. Your
narrator was Bob 3loane, and Wat Polan played the part
of Dan Green. In order to protect the names of
people actually involved in tonight's asuthentilc
BIG STORY the names of all characters in the
Gramatizat’on were changed with the exception of the
reporter, Mr, Grecn.
This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking fer the makers of
PELL MHELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.
Get in the Guard - and get the besi! To young men
scventeor to thirsy«four years of age, the new
Haltional Guard offers pari-time military training., ¥You
can earn exIra moncy ... qualify for retircment pay
.. sadvance rapidly! Get the facts,, then get in
the Natleonzl Guard!

TH1s IS WRC,...THR NATICNAi BROADCASTING COMPAWY
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #1
CAST

HARRATOR BOB SLOANWE
VOICE 2 BOB SLOANE
WOMATT: HAZEL LOGAN
WOMAN 2 HAZEL LOGAN
FALLER BERYL FIRESTOKE
MAH BEERYL FIRESTONE
FDITOR JIM BOLES
UNCLE JIM BOLES
VY JIM 3TEVENS3
SHERIFF JIM STEVENS
KITLER SCOTT TENWYSOH
SHERIPF 2 SC0TT TENNYSON
DaD B0B LRYDEN
MARSHALL ' BOB TRYDEN
COMVICT SANDY BICKART
VOICE 1 SANDY BICKART
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NRG & NET THE _BIG STORY #135
gO:OO)—(lO:%% PN OCTOBER 26, 1949 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR® PELL MELI FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
{MysIc: _ PR AND DOMN_BEHIND)

(NEWSROOM PATTERN, TYPEWRITERS, ETC., BEHIND)

FALLER: Sey, Boss --

EDITOR: What is it, Haveldi-

FALLER ¢ flere's that story I've been working on. I -- I den't
think you'll like 1it.

EDITOR: Why not?

FALLER: Well, for one thing -- I name the murderer in the lead,

EDITOR: You name the what?

FALLER: Tre murderer,

EJITOR: vou haven'!t got a corpse, you haven't got an apparent
crime -- you den't even know there's been a murder -- and
vou name the murderer! Not in my paper,:séﬁny ~- 'not 1in
my paper!

(MUSIC:_ . HIT AND GO VNDER)

CHAPPELL: TEE BIG STORY. Here is America., its sound and its fury...

i%s joy and its sorrovw..., as faithfully reported by the men
and woren of the grest American newspapers, (PAUSE)(COLD &
FLAT) Huntington, West Virginia. From the pages of the
Huntington advertiser the suthentic story of -- The Corn-
Cob Killer -- And for nils work In the case -- to Harold

Feller for his BIG STORY goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

(MUSIC: | _FANEARE..,)

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG SPORY 10/26/43%
PROGRAM #135 -e-

OPENING COMMERCTATL::

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard egainst throat-scratch!
Enjoy smeoth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Fuff by puff you're always shead when you smoke PELL MELL.
4% the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, efter 5
puffs, or 1G, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer filter of fine tobaccos - %o guard agalnsi throat-
geraton,

For PELL MELL'S greater length trsvels the smoke further on

i=s way to your throat - filters it naturally through FELL
MELL'S traditlonally fine, mellow Tobaccos - guards against
throat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S Tine tobaccos give you a grmoothness,

nildness and satisfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Guard ageinst throat-scratch!
njoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longepr, finer cigaretts in the distinguished

red peckage - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

Ard - they are mild!l
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imuszc. INTRODUCTION AND UNDQ; FOR)

_—— — e v —

/'f; f’f~fﬁ LA

CHAPPELL: Hes, the story agfit actually happened. Harold Paller's

-_.....

(MUSIC:

— A e e o e s e A

NARR: & mountain lion with bunions 1s & purring pussycat --
compared to your city editor, @s he pins your ears back
for handing in a cevrtein story. You, Harold Paller, of
the Huntington Advertise, have put one and one together to
make two, then twe end two together to make -- & murderer,
Deadline is riding Page One -- and you have X minutes to
justify yourself -~ and your story. And the boss keeps
yelling -- I

CITY ED: Not in ny paper,456;ﬁ§7¥i not in my paper!

FALLER: Why dop't you read it first? '

CITY ED: 3efore I tear it up, you mean? Suve. Gimme. {HE READS)
"fvy Rowe, river boy, is dead. Kis body lles at the
bottom of the Ohio River, He is believed to have been
murdered by Charlle Grimes --" No. No, no, no! Believed
to have been =-- by whom?

FALLER: By me. w;;; you let me prove 1t?

CITY ED: Let you! :Sonnﬁn;- I'm all ears!

NARR: And into those unfriendly ears, you pour out your yarn,
But fivst, before those unfriendly gyes, you spread on the
desk --

FPALLER: A map of West Virginia, boss. Follow the Ohio River --

{ SNEAK VERY FAINT RIVERISH MUSIC) here -- down to the
1ittle town of Antiquity, That's where ...

e e ma —a— Bl i e o e Ame e
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NARR :

(MUSIC:

IvY:

IVY:

Ivy:

Ivy:
DAD:
KILILER:
DAD:
KILIFR:
TVY:
HILIER:
DAD:
XILLER:

DAD:
KILLER:
DAD:

[
Antiguity -- no kidding. Where the only thing that moves
413 the Ohlo Rlver -- and even that's zlow and easygolng.

You tell the boss about -~ this:

R AL N T T N T T T e wmm e v e et o mme w— e

{AIONG WITH RIVER AND BIRD ANVD FROG SOUNDS)
(A SWEET MCUNTAIN KID OF 18, HE IS SINGING CARELESSLY AS
FOLIOWS TO THE TUNE OF OLD SMOKY)
Way down by the riverrr---
{(EINGINE TURNS OVER AND DIES)
So lazy and e£lo-oh ... I'm a Fixin! my engine --
(AS IT TURNS OVER AND BEGINS TO CATCH)
For to see if shel?ll} go ~--
(AND SHE GOES, AND ON UNDER)
(YELLING) She's a-goin', Dad! Knowed I'd fix ‘er!
Yep., BShel's a roilin' and a-purrint, Ivy.
(SOFTLY} She sure 1z, folks. {(PAUSE) Howdy,
Howdy. {PAUSE) You sure walk quiet, mister.
Un-hm. {PAUSE) Boat for sale?
Nope.
Wot even for fifty dollare?
Norpe.
Seventy-five?
Well -- mebbe,

Hundred?

3 ._.._."!'% _-_

-- but a man'd be a fool to pay that there for this here.
I'm a fool, (PAUSE) One thing, though.

What's that?
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KILLER:

Ivy:
KILLER:

DAD:
KILLER:

DAD:
IVY;
DAD:

IvVY:
DAD:
VY
KILIER:

IVY:

UNCLE:

KILLER:

TVY:

KILIFR: -

UNGLE:

-

T don't have that cash money on me. She's in the bank
down the river, ?oint Fleasant,
I got an Uncle Veery down there,
Then you ride me down thataways and IT'11 give you the
rmoney there.
Lemme talk to my boy a m;nute, mister.
Go shead., T'11 look iéf’ovef..:

(ENGIVE IS FIDDLED WITH, UP, IOWN, UP, DOWN, ETC.)
(WHISPER) I don't trust nim, Ivy!
(SAYE) But a hundrsd dollars ig a lot of money!
(WHISPER) I don’'t 1like hls hoppergrass legs, nor his
catfish mouth neither,
{SAYE) But a hundred dollars, Dad -- hit's so needfull
(SAME) A1l right -- but I still don't trust him!
(SAME) Don't fret about me! (FAUSE) All rigni, mister.
Bought myself a boat?

And got yourself & pllot, both,

YTou rove your finger down the Ohio %o Polnt Pleasant.
Wnere Unele Vecry lived -- and wou tell the boss kis

story:

How 305/%WO boys don't want to sleep down here on the dock.

.! =
Skeetérs'12 devour you to death.

We -ain't skeeved o' skeeters ---- are we, Ivy?

L Hope.

ts1dea, I want an early siart.

For where?

b

KTEEER ¢~~~ =Dt " FLve v (PAUSE ) Ain 't That Prght; Tvy?
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THE BIG STORY, 10/26/49 ~G5-A= REVISED

(CRICKETS, EIC., BIRDS AND RIVER PATTERN UNDER}
(MOTOR BOAT UP, DNOWN BEHIND WITH WASHING OF WATER)
IVY: {COMING ON) There's my Uncle Veery on the dock., (HE YELLS)
Hil ¥i, Uncle Vecry!

UNCLE: (CFF) Wno's that?
IVY: (RIGHT ON) It's me, Uncle Vecryl
UNCLE: Wny, Ivy boy! ILand, how youlve gone and growed! What you

dein! down river?
IVY: Tt sort o! pilotin' this feller, Uncle Vesry., He's done
bought the boat, Goin! to pay me cut the bank,

UNCLE;3 Well, then, youlre geinlio-stay-e-whtkes—Reorion Four da

won't misg you, boy, not kuowin! youlre-wIth Uncle voory,

IVY: Why surc, Reckon“I*Ii'ﬁAGQ to rest up if Itm goint to
walk..abaeck-up the-plyer—to~homes

JNCLE: Well, come on up to the housc. And bring your friend. Recke
Eunt Yuley's got enouph grits and greens extra.

KILLFRY: Mighty kind of you, fricud. 3ut mc and the oy dontt want
o out you out nonz.

UNCLE: Well - suit yOUrsife-Jest-bhegams;” TTI1 E8TT AUnE "Yurd
to pready up the spare beds. Canlt sligp,onmfﬁe dock --
skeeterstll devour you to_@gathi”m'ﬂv

KILLER: We ain't skeered_olTékg;£eré, -~ are we, Ivy?

IvVY: Hope . |

KILLER:  So.~= thank-ye RIndAI¥; " Triend, He!ll "¢Xéch 1n "thé boat.

UNCLE: Sult yourself, stranger. Ivy hey, you corme on into the
office and telephone your Aunt Yuly, She learnz you becn
and gone without her secin! yoﬁ, she'll jest naturally feed

me to the catfish! Come on, boy ~- I'1l give you a hand.

ATKCOT Gif0te 7




THE BIG STORY, 10/26/49 -5-B REVISED

ULiCLE:
UKCLE:
IvY:
KIiLLER:
UKCLE:
IVY:
EIJLLER:

VEERY:
KILLER

{LMUS

HARR:

DAD:
UNCLEs
DAD:
THCLE:

DAD:

“ UNCLE:

(CLUMBLE OF FEET ON DOCK)
(CONCERNED WHISPER) Ivy, boy -- who't that stranger?
Wny, just a feller happencd along, bought the boat.

T dontt like him, Donlt 1like to eae you takin' up with

g stranger. .

Gqshquouiremjustwlike*Pa TUUHE ﬂﬁdpfcion?d him ~500 s, _Bugd
gosu, Uncle Ivy ~--I got to qtay with him 111 I get my
uonaydun

(OFF)} TIwy! Hey, Ivyl

(WHISPER) Ivy == don'tt go with him,.

T zot te! Weo necd that Toat money -- and teosides, I'm
groved up enough to eateh for mysclf. Shucks -- the way
vz talk you'd think he waz fixin?® to ¥ill me, or somethinl
(OFF} Come on, Ivy. We gt o get gassed up. Wo got more
travelin! to do.

Vnere for?

Down river., (PPUS } oAdn't that ri r , Ivy?

. RN _'a" ) f-_'_ B
K17 AND GO O ro”w HDER )

How you put your finger onm a town seventy miles down ths

Chic, Portemouth ~-- but first, you tell the boss about --
(OLDFASHIONED TELEPHONE, THEEE RINGS, PICKED UP)

(FRR, FILTWRED) Veery? Tais herc's Ivy's dad,

(LIVE) Why Howdy!

(FILTER) Lct me talk to ths boy.

Why, he ain't here. Ain't he there?

(FILTER) Hc ain't herc. I thought he was giill with youl

Ho ginr.. Hels gonc on down the river sad-dhen-home————he

pepmriie}
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THE BIG STORY, 10/26/%9 -6- REVISED

TAD:
UNCLE:
DAD:

(FILTERED -- AFTER A PAUSE) ~Bredke Veory =-
Yes?
(FILTER) Call the law. Ask fem to search the river up

and down and scarch it good, I want my Dboy,

WARR:

R

NARR:

o

;_'Andfaend“this onc baeir --

FALLER:

NARR:

L e
XA

NAPR

(MrsIc:

411 that, you had found out by digging in Antlguity and
ip Point Pleasant. But there, all traccs of the boat, its

buygy, and thc oy had endcd. Soon, howcver, the police

“go¥ thls mossage:

(TICKER UP AND DOWN BEHIND)

 Bpat -- found == in river -~ off -- Portsmouth.

S

d0ld —%llénd -- Doy -- for ~- queaticning.
And gct.this'an@;b&éka
(TICKZR AS BEFORE)
What -- man -- and --- boy qucstion mark. -- ~- Doat -~
tad =-- nohedy -- cn =--- bonrd.

TAXE 1T AWAY BIHIND)

Lfter yeu tell him that, you lay juszt onc more thing on
++- hozzis dezk, Itfs a elipping from hisg own paper —=

FoUTr oWD o paper -- your own story, just one weck old!l And
ou rofresh him on the shory it tellz -~ the etory you

seureclf  covarced]

ATHOT 01701868




4

NARR @

CONVICT:
KILLER:
CONVICT

au

RILLER:

NARR:

NARR:

e

EDITOR:
FALLER:

EDITOR:
FALLER:

_7-
{VHINE OF GENERATOR AND-BEAP~0F—POWER-BELTUP AND-.
BEHINE
That: stfﬁyﬂfigafiiﬁlthe power house of West Virginia State
Prison { ‘Two convicts -~ one a trusty -- are at their
work.
{BELL RINGS)
Knockin' off time, Charlie,
Yep., And time you was, too.
Was vhat, mant
Knocked off.
(A BLOW, A GROAN) R Sy
A quick slash at tha generator belt/z- and the prison 1s

plunged intqﬁdarkness.

(ALARM BELL GOES “INTO™SIREN WHICH PICKS UP-AND GOES. -~ -

" BEHIND WITH.-SHOOTING)
And of the two prisoners -- the trusty lles dead -- and

the other -- over the walll

Boss ~~ that escaped convict was Charlie CGrimes. Serving
life for murder -~ he took a life to escape.

507

Look at your map, Here's Antiguity -- and here's
Moundsville. The time lag is pverfect, A tall, scoftepoken
stranger turns up at Antiguity -- one day after the break -
Pays a.hundred dollars for a beat-up boat -- _

Goes off in the boat with Ivy Rowe =-- and Ivy d;sappenrs

from sight. (PAUSE) One and one makes two,
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EDITOR:

FALLER:
EDITOR:
AEIER:

EDITOR:

FALLFR:

EDITOR:
FALIER:
EDTIOR:
FALLER:
EDITOR:
FALLER:

EDITOR:
FALLFR:

EDITOR:

-8

The way you lay it out, Faller, it makes sense, If you
only had & 1little more to go on than a hunch!

I have.

Then why dldn't you say so? What 1z it7?

The last person to see them together -- the boy and the
stranger -=- was Uncle Veery.

Yeah.

I confronted Uncle Veery with a rogues! gallcry picture

of Charlie CGrimes, He identified Grimes ag the man with
his nephevw Ivy,

Fine. But So you know the boy is dead?

Ha,

Do you know a crime has been committed at all?

Well -- no,

Might I ask what you g9 xnpow?

I know Grimcs 1z & born killer. He used %o throw corncobs
in the air -- and plug them, And then say -- I'd as soon
shoot o man as & corncob, (STEAMED UP) And I know the 1ife
of o »iver ¥id wouldn't mean any more than a corncob to
Charlie Grimes if he thought for one second the kid was on
to him! (REALLY LAYING IT DOWY) And I know the onc way

to stop him from killing azain 1s to spread the story so
the rest cf the siote i3 on the watch! And vhat's more,
Ifve got a pleture of Grimes to go with the =tory., Will
you print the picture?

(YRLLING RIGHT BACK) NO!

Tren will you print the story!

(T0P OF HIS VOICE) YES! {(DROPS VOICE TC GRIM} I'm

sticking my neck out, but here goes. COPY!
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BIG STORY, 10/26/49 . =0-

NARR:

VOICE TIs

VOICE II:

NARR:

DaDy
FALLER &
babs
FALLER:
DAD:
FATT.=R:

DAD:

FATLFER:

DA

FALLER:

It goes through the dcsk the linotypes, and makes Page
tne, And then ~- vh@ phone begins to ringl.

(FILTER) What are you trying to de -- teyrorize the

community? You oughta be horse whipped!
LT U') /,/_
(FILTER) What aro you trying to do -- tip off thes killer -

we've lookin! for him? You show your head around State

Police and you'll git it chopped off!
But that's not all. The next day, & lean, qulet men
srpears at your deslk,

(VERY QUIET). Mister Faller?

Yas,

You know who I am?

¥o sir, I don’t,

Shang Rowe. {(PAUST) Ivyls dad,

{h.

Somchody road out for me what you wrote up in the paper
about my boy, that he wes lyin'! on the river—bottom,
Mvr. Fowe, I was only trylng to --

{EIRE}rehutupd  (QUIET AGAIN) You sce, I cain't rcad,

Zo I have to have things spslled out for me. The Bible,

and pepers, and letters and such. (P&USE) 7111 it wes

read out to me sbout my boy, I vas nidin! my fearfulness
behing my hopin'eseebut  you kill my hope &nd now I'm
211 fear, (PAUSE) That ainlt what I come to fell you,

though. |

What 1s, Mr. Rowe? And:what can I do for you?
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BICG SIORY, 10/25/49 -G REVISED
DAD: You done 1% already, Not for me -- to me, What I

come to let you know was -- I'd been a-koepin? all this
from Ivy's mew..

I s86C¢s Well --

And you soo, Mister nowspaper writer ~- itls Ivy's maw
roads me the papers and such, (PAUSE) I wanted you to
know what you dono.. Mebbo 1t was smart, X den't know
about that, A1l I know is =- it warn't good nor kind.

(MUsIC:_ _ _STING AND _AWAY UNDER)

NARR:

BOSS;

FALLER:

BO33:
FALLER:
BOSS:

FALLER:
BOSS:

NARR:

Ho leaves and doghouse 1s the name for whoro you are --
and the boss Is no help eithers He does 1t tho subtle

V&Y -

J——s -
PEZSY NG .

- Gotlgqur‘bag packed, SoRhyd
Wo. Wy?

You mean you arenlt lookin! for anothor job?

AW, now look, boss, Thatls going too far, ;ftog all --
(YELL) NOW ho talks about going too far 'ﬁééég"éé

if that boy turns up alive, therels only going to be one
way te spell your rame and nming =~ M ~-~ U =~ D MUD!
Thercls only one good thing that story aecomplishod ==
What?

The police arc drogging the river -- for a corpse that
might not even be thorc st all =~ If there 1s o corpsc!
Sure. The police arve dregging the river -« but they
turn up nothing but old rubber boots and ompty bottles.
The next day, howevor, things leok a 1ittlc botter.
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BIG STORY,

BOS5:

SHERIFF:

BO33:
SHERIFF:

BO33:

SEERIFF:

15/26 /49 - B~ LVISED
(TELEPHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UF)
Olty desk.
(FILTER) You got a fellcr nomed Feller working on your
raoer?
FPor the time being. Why?
{FILTER) Woll, you bettor scnd him on down to my town,

—

S e
SeHewhesrYRn that dig.

Vnolre you?

{FILTER)} Shoriff.
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BOSS:

SHERIFF:

FALIFR:
SIHERIFF!
FALLER:
SHERIFF:

FALLER:
SHERIFF!
(MysIC:

=10-
Hold it a minute. {¥YELLS) Faller -- pick up your phone and
1isten tc this! (CLICK) Go nhead,
(FILTER) Well ~- you the man wrote up how Ivy Rove wos
k11t by Charlle Grimes?
T am. Why?
{FILPER) You vetter get down here.
Why?
(FILTER) Oh,..jest couse he just checked into the hotel
Ahere?
Who -- Grimes?

(FILTER)} Nope. Ivy Rove,

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
BARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HaRiICE:

CEAdPLLL:

HARzZICH:

CH . PPELL:

HAARICES

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG ~TORY
PROGHAN #1135

MIDDLE COMMIE.CIAL

Guard against throat-scrotcehl

Enjoy smogth smoking!

PELL MPLL!S greater length of traditicnally fine
tobrecos travels the sacke further....

Fllters the smoke and mikes 1t mild.

Fulll’ by puff you're always anean whern you suakd

PitL MILL. At the first puff FOLL IILLL snokae is

pg,
I

tlteraed further than thot of acy other lending

cigarctte, Morcover, after 5 mfdz, or 10, or 15,
or 1%, PELL IMLL sti1)1l =ivoes you o Zormgsy fliter of
fins wobneecos - Lo grard czzingo throoi- sorsteh,

por PELL MELL'S groater Llensth travels the snmoke

further on its way tc your throzt - filters it
anturally torcugh PRLL MElL'S tradiiicnnlly Tine,
nzliow tobuzcaes - sunrds asninst taroat-scrateh.

¥zg, PELL RELLTS fine tobaceos vive you o gucethness,

mildrcss and goilsfection nc other clgarstte offers
yvou. Guard agoinst throat-sciroten!
Enjoy sunoth suoking!

ask Tor the leonger, finer clgarotis in the

distinguiched red pockags - PALL LELL FaAROUS

REx]
CIG.RETTIE - "gutstandingl”

and ~ they arc mild!
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(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

HARR:

SHERIFF:

FALLER :
SHERIH:
FALLER

SHERIFK:

et —

FALLER;
SHERIFF 2:

-12-

— e T die e

This 1¢ Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Harold Faller -- as he 1ived 1%, and
wrote 1t,

You, Harold Faller, of the Huntington Advertlser hnve the
paper -- and yourself -- out on o nice juicy limb. With
a story that Ivy Rowe, river boy, has been mardered by
Charlie Grimes, mountain man -- and escaped convict, The
only thing wrong with the story 1= that you hod nothing
to go on bui & huneh and a faith. But now =- a phone c¢oll
has just sawed that limb right off behind you.

{(FILTER) So you botter get on down herc. XHe just cheeked
into the hotel.

Uho?

{FILI'ER) Ivy Rove.

Eow do you know!

(FILTER) Huh. He just signed the register. (PAUSE) And I

kin rend.

You hang up. The look on the boas's faee says --
CENSORED, You reach for your hat.

Ang where do you think you're going?

Down thero. Ab least the kid's story 1s a story.

Go nhecd. (YELLS) And while you're ot 1t -- sce 1f you

con get pe o new job tool

Sheriff?

Well -- I'm the deppity. Help you?
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PALLER:
SHERIFF =2

FALLER:
SHERIFF 2:
FALIER:

SHERIFE 2@

o
5
j=s)
b=={
&,
'3
3h}

FALLER:

EDITOR
FALLER:
CITY ED:
FALIZR:
CITY ED:
FALLER:

CITY ED:

MUSIC:

-13-
Yee, I'm looking for -- (BEAT) Where's the sheriff?
Juat retired. (PAUSE] Be out the hospital tve, threos
weeks, ebbe.
‘ihat happencd?
A guy held up the peoast office, Shot the sheriff.
U-huh. Vas the fellow named Ivy Rowe?

How'ld you know?

You count up to ten -- and then to fen aghin -~ whlle the

~epaplff  cshows you --

This here's his sigghanture in the reglatcr -- and this
ne dropped out his pockot in the fuss,
Mewspaper clipping, eh? Huh -- my story! Well -- ot least
i've got ocne cdumirer!
HIT_AND GO UNDER)
“hile you're walting for them tc gst your office on the
thone -~ wyou wonder. Had Charlie persuzded the 14 to
take up crime too? Cr blackmalled him into it, maybe? OCr
kad Choylie -~

( PHCFE RINGS AND IS FPICKED UP)
(FIIDER) Hevoldd

I aave newe for you. It scems --

(FIZTER)} It can wait! I've got news for you!l
2yt bozs --
(FITTER) But me no bosses! They found Ivy Rowe!
“Where, vhere?
{FILTER) Ripht where you =sald -~ the bottom of the river

-- with 2 bullet in his back!
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HARR:

MARR :

HARR :

NARR

WARR ¢

NARR :

WOMAN

_14_
So -- you were right. Wow it's eney to figurec: Grimes
vaed the kid's name, But from now on -- you're going to
mrle 1t harder for him to work in the open -- and
hommer at him Iin the paper day after day ti1l scmebody
spots him!
BIG CLIMAX AND QUT COLD SUDDENLY FOR)
(CYNICAL) Sure. Blg taik., {PAUSE) Every poper in the
state carrics his plcture, cvery post-office, every
evrogsroads general store, from FPlsh Creek down to Dry
Fork, from Hnrpers! Ferry to Kenowa -- nnd whzt hoppens?

He drops ocut of sight!

Une month, two months -- nor hide nor haly of Chorlic
Grimes, Then, you get mod, You hit the road. And vhils

>ou'trs in Charlestown, lecturing on law enforcenent --

(BANH G B BN BTG
Somebhody holds up a =tore in Fort Gay on the Big Sandy,

and the vord coticg baglk -z

(YoUHBED It vas -~ Charlic Grimes!

¥You haclirack, digging Into his post, trying to fing
out where he might hide cut, Tut btefore you can get 2
lead --
IOT LR BO AT ittt SRRy iR PR, )
Somebody hljaclks 2 erulser vhere the Sondy meetz: Tug Fork.
And the word comes bacyw --
{A GASP) That's him., I know that face, That's Chorlie

Grimes -- it was him!
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FALLER:

CITY ED:
FALLER:

{MysIC:

NARR:

NARR:
KILLER:

{MUSIC:

FALIER:

FALTFR:
MARSHALL:
FALLER:

MARSHALL:

FALIER:
MARSHALL:

FALLER:

MARSHALL:

FALLER :

_5_
it
-~ he's heading South along the

Big Spndy, Tug For
stronms, iseess

Dut of the state -- sure!

And always sticking around peoOple he can melt inte --

river people -- mauntzin peoplo!

HIT AND_GO UNDER)

—_— e e e i e e —

A gos station in Marion on the Middle Fork in Virginia --
{BANG BANG BANG).

In Mount Holly, on the Catawba, in KNorth Cerelina --

{@ww™) T'11 trouble you for that meilsack, ma'am, { PAUSE)

This here's a real gun, too.

UP AND DOWI BEHIND)

Follovwing the rivers oand the mountain valleys, Boss.

Sgoner cor later --
(TELEPHONE RINGS ALD IS PICKED UF)

Hello? .
I Y, ~ '.-.'f‘i

!

(FILTER) Mr. Faller,

T '
n AT R
o8 . . / fﬂf, bt
i .

“

[

(FIIZER) This herc's tho town morshall, I been carpyin!
apound cno of ycur shtories about this Charlie Grimes -~

-- ¥Yeg --

{FILIER) And if the fella just got off the train down here
ain't him -- I ain't marshall, Why don't you come on down
here and we'll take him together?

Marshnll -~ I'm there!

(I0V) Anyhow, he nin't left the hotel all day. Been
watchin'®.

You're sure it's Grimes?
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BIG STORY,
MARSHAIL:

FAILER:
MARSHALLs

FALLER:
MARSHALL:
FALLER:

cm-ol
< 10/26/49 p

10/25/49 154 REVISED
Yes sir, I know you boon geoin' up and down tho
Statc on this fella's trail,mskin’ spoeches, quizzin'
suspocts -- and you.kinda got mo all cagor Yo holp yo
put,
That's what I hoped would happen =- but whore is ho?
Woll -- he got off the train and headed straight for the
hotel., Right crosst the square there. 4nd ho ain't
como out yeot,
Hes it got a back door?
Surp. - And the back door'ts got o wetchor.

Youlro sure it's Grimes?
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MARSHAL? If 1t ain't, you been printin' a plcture of hisg twinsed
vrother, couse -~ (SUDDEN) Make out we're just talkin'
the time oway. He just come out! (LOUDLY, JOVIALLY)
Fightin! cocks, mister? Why I got a prir o Lundy
Roundheads '11 goff the gigzords out of yorc Heogg Topries
and yore Whitehackles, as sure as -- (SUDLEN) All right!

He'ls gone into the grocery! Come on!

(MusIC: _ _ _UR URGENTLY_AND OUT) :
ot ,//,,_, oA

MARSHALS . (WHISPER ) W{..l%," That him?’

FALLER: {BAME) That's Grimes.

MARSHAL: (WHISFER) Stend behind, now.

(DOOR OPENS WITH SMALL BELL ON)

MARSHAL: . {EQLLERING bt ontripgrmmmiomeyeratsttETT Y3 510 A0 !

i (sxa-ﬁerizseg Ty ,
\-lx .‘{'; o~ urirz-f e P

WOMAN II: ,;Jeqt1let me take carc olfthis gentleman, and -~

MARSHAL: Gentlewmen, huh? (VERY QUIET oc }4ﬁput up your hands.
KILLFR: Me?

MARSHAL: I ain't pointin' this gun at nobody else.

KIILER: I ain't got no gun, mister.

MARSHAL: Mebbe =o, But keep your hands up. And turn to the wall,

{ PAUSE) Mr. Faller =-- look in his poclkets. And drop whot

you find on the Iloar,

KILIER: You're molin' o mistake, 1 got no gun.
{ CLUNK )
FALIFR: There's one, (CLUHK}.Two. (CLUNK CLUWK) Three, four -- no
gun, ¢h? Yeuliagdgeddepsy (CLUNK) Five. (CLUNK) 3ix,
MARSHAL: Anythin' ¢lse?
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FALLER:

MARSHAL:
KILLER:
FALLER:

MARSH&L:

— e w— Rt g

NARR:

KILLIER: -« .

{MUSIC:

IvY:

KILLER:

IvY:

XILLER:

KILLER:

IVY:

KILLER:

KIIIFR:

=Y IVY:

_17..
Yop. {LIGHTER CLUNKX) Hunting knief. (LIGHTER) Jacknife.
{VERY LIGHI' CLUNK) And -- a razor, That's all.
Mzon, you o walking arscnal! What's in your back pocket?
Yallet.
Whot's the name on it, Marshol? .
Rowe, Ivy Rowe. (PAUSE)} Come cm,%;w{.J Mebbe when all
the vewards for you are in, I can buy a pailr of handcuffs.

Right now -- ¥ don't nead ‘em,

_HIT_AND_GO UNDER)_ /
Five hours later, after you have omised hid headlines

/ﬂv,an ffff‘;\.

galoro, Charlie Grimeos ig on 2 train for Point Ploasant
-- there, to face the parents of Ivy Rowe. The boy he
killed, _Why?

Vell, ibewasjthieaway.i”r.;fl

n--—-—-..—.-—”-———-—-—--

(10 PURR OF MOTORBOAT UNDER}
Mister, when are you goin'! to give me my money?
furty soon, sonny.
Couse I got to go home to my Dod. He neode me for the wvork,
Whot you goint! to tell him 'pout me?
Hothin', Why?
Alntt you golin' to say I told you I wvasn't goin' to poy
you nothin' for no boat?
You ain't goin! to do that %o me, You got to give me
vhet's comin' to me.
I aim %o, sonny.
Why then I ain't goin'! to toll my Deddy nothin', Jest --
Look yonder, sonny, Big catfish just busted water.
Whar?
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KILLER: (VERY VERY SOFT) Thar.
(A MUFFLED SHOT AND A GROAN)
KILLER: Thar, And -- (GRUNT AND SPLASH) -- thar,
{MOTORBOAT TAKES OFF AND t%‘gé&
KILIER: I jest figured sooner or‘}ater he'd ¥now who I was. ©So
T i1t him. Say. o i ~

FALLER : Whot 18 147

KILLER: Kin I nsk 2 guestion?

FALLIER: Sure.

KILIER: How'd you pre-dict just what I dong?

FALLER: I knevw the kind of mind you had.

KILLER: Say, oin't thot somethin®, though! You know, it's a

ghame you got mc in this jem.

FALLER: Why?

Tm

KILLER: You're plenty smart, You and me could of made o ri.n

good team, But vhen you wrofte that story ocbout me --

FALLIER: The ong you carried in your pocket --

KILLER: Yop. When you wrote that one up, I figursd on k11lin'!
you next,

FALLER: Thanks for the compliment,

KILLER: I sure did. Nevor got the chance, though. (PAUSE) Never

got the chonce,

CHAFFELL: In just 2 moment we will rend you a telegram from Haorold
Fnllsr of the Huntington Advertiser with the final
cutcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

T e e o — T

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -19-

YROGRAM #135
C1OSING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPFELL: Guard agninat throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S grester lengih of traditionally fine toboeccos
travels the smoko.furthbr...

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and ﬁakos it miid.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always dhend vhen you smoke FELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke i1s filtered furthor than
that of any other leading cigerette. Morsover, after 5
puffs, or 10, ocr 15, or 17, FELL MELL still glves you a
longer filter of traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - to
gucrd against throat-scrateh,

HARRICE:  Yes, PELL MELL'S fino tobaccos give you o gmoothness,
mildnese oand satisfaction no other clgnrette offers you.

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!
CHAPFELL: Ask Tor the longer, finer cignrette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"
HARRICE and - they pre milg!
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FPALLER:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

(MUSIC:

CHAPIELL:

-20-

TAG)

Now Wwe read you that telegram from Harold Faller of the
Huntington Advertiser --

Escaped 1life termer in tonightts blg story was returned to
West Virginia State Prlson. He was subsequently tried for
voth the murders of young Ivy Rowe and the trusty he
¥illed in escaping. In each case he reoceived another 1life
sentence, Consequently, he 1= probably the only prisoner
in the Unlted States serving three life sentences for
three separate murders. Thanks alcot for tonlght's PELL
MELL award,

Thank you, Mr. Faller ... the makers of FELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES arce proud to pressnt you the PELL HELL 3500
Award fop notable service in the [ielc of journalism.’
Iisten again next week, same time, same station, when

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIC STORY from the fron pages of the Clovls,

New Mexico News-Journal by-line, Jack Hull. A BIG STORY
about a reporter who met a murderer who found that the
killing of two men instesd of one, invelvecd the freedom

of a third,

— e i mmp m— e Y —

THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Frockter with music
by Vladimir Selinsky Tonight'=s program was adapted

by Alan Sloane from an actual atory from the front pages
of the Huntington Advertisey. Your narrator was Bob

S9loane and Beryl Firestone pleyed the part of Harold Faller

(MORE )}

RTXROT 0170186




=3
-

CHAPPELL:
{CONT'D}

_21_
In order to protect the namos of people actually inveolved
in tonight's authentie¢ BIG STORY the names of all
characters in the dromotization were changed with the

exception of the reporter, Mr, Faller.

CHAPPELL:

ANNCH:

connle
10/11/49 anm

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of FELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES. It can hnoppen to YOU! Yes,
through carelessness a fire can start in your heme...oh
your property. Be careful -- safeguord your life ... 2nd
your possessiona, Be on gunrd fgalinst fire in every

woy, MNever discord o lighted mateh or cigarette. Put

it out! Help prevent fires!

TEIS IS8 NBC,..,THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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JACK HULL

SHERIFF
JIGGERS
PLFEY

QHARLIE * =

JES3E
HAUK
BULL

ED

AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #136

CAST

BOB SLOAN

KATHIEEN NIDDAY
KATHLEEN NIDDAY

BOB DRYDEN

WILLIAM KEENE
WILLIAM KEENE
MANDZL KRAMMER
MATDEL KRAMHER ;. o

TTIL 3PARLING

THIL STARLING

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 2, 19489
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WNBC & NET

(

() )
10:00 - 10230

THE BIG STORY #136_

PM NOVEMBER 2, 1949 WEDNESDAY

CHAPIPELL:

ED:
HANK:

ED:

HAVK :
ED:

HANK :

ED:
HANK 3
ED:

CHAPYELL:

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

(TRAIN UNDER)
(8CREAM OF WHISTLE UP, TWICE, FROM LOCOMOTIVE
INTERIOR )
Hank, there are the signal lights Just ahead.,
Yep, GOreen board, too. Clear track right into the
Clovis freilght yards., I'1l slow her down In a minute.
That's all right with me. Never did like coming into
Clovis too fast at night. It's tricky.
(LAUGHS) There you go mgaln, Ed. Alvays worryin'.
Maybe, Henk. But,.v.: ..o '
You just keep on vorryin', and It}l keeﬁ 1munnint! this
locomotive. Welve been highballing on c¢lear iron all
the vay from Roswell, and we've still got five minutes
to make up vefore...
(SUDDENLY )} Hank! Wsit a wminute!
(STARTLED) What is it?
Just ahead! On the track! (YELLS) Hank., Look out!
(RUSH OF STEAM UP, SCREAM AND SCREECH OF BRAKES)
HIT UP_AND UNDER)

THE BIG STORY, Here is Americal! Its sound and its
fury, its joy and its sorrov, as falthfully reported by
the men and vomen of the great American nevspapers. {« a7

(FLAT ) Clovis, Wew Mexico,

. (MoRR) -
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CHAPPELL: The story of a reporter who found thatb sometimes when
(CONT 1D}
1t comes to murder.,.two bodies are betier than one !
To reporber Jack Hull of the Clovis News-Journal, for
his brilliant and unusual Big Story, goecs the TELL
MELL: Awsrd!
{MysIC: _ _ _ STING)_

{COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICH:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #136
OPENING COMMERCIAL
Guard =gainst throat-seratchl
Enjoy smpoth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters thne smoke and nmokes it gild.

puf? by puff you're always shead when you snoke
PELL MALL. At the first puff PELL MELL snoke 1s
filtered further than that of any cther lending
cigarette. Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PELL KELL still gives you & longer filter
of fine tobaccos - to guard apgainst throot-scratch,

For PZLL MELL'S greater lenazth travels the snoke

further on its way te your  turoat - filters it
naturally through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
mellow tobaceos - guards against throet-scrateh.

Yes, PELL MELL'S finc tobaccos glve you & snoothness,

nildrness and satisfaction no other elgarette offers

you., Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking!

fsk for the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinruished red package - PELL MELL FAMCUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutstanding!"

hAnd - they are nildl
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Clovis, New Mexlco -- the story as 1t actunlly happened

,..Jack Hull's story as he llved 1t...

Clovig isn't & big town, ag towns go. It's in an aren
of the Bouthwest known as the Stoked Plains and the
Santa Pe stops there. But Clovis is your town, yours,
Jnck Hull of the News-Journzl, and you love 1t, As
editor, reporter, and starf photographer gll rolied into
one, you know your town and the country around it like
the back of your hend. Anyvay, it is this hugust
evening. The day 1s over, and vou're at the Corral Bor
down near Firsi Street, having 2 spol of refreshment.
The place jgnfp_whut you‘might 201l reapectable, but
1tts reiﬁgingr Ard you.nefer get tired of hearing
rharlie Keeler, the bartender, reminisce abeut old times.
(3.G. BARROOM ATMOSTHERE)
Yep, this ig some country, Jnck, some country., A man's
country, you mlght soy.
{CHUCKIE) You tell ‘em, Old-Timer. You ought to know.
I used to 1isten to my grondps and ny m tell gteries
of hqv Billy the X1d an' the rest of then gun-loaded
'#ée&?éhs of nis used to roam these parts. Drove the big
enttle rancherz herenbouts nesr erngy, they did. A man
corried his gun, and that wos his lawv, B lnaiet

wheihep.netas. o, cayhand, buff~lo hunter.on Lypadeye

Those days are dead, Charlie, Just as dead as the

ghost towns these old boys llved in.
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CHARLIE ¢

CHARLIE:

CEARLIE:

CHARLIE:

JACK 3
CEARLIE:
JACK:

_5..

Yeah., It ain't ¢ man's country any more, Jack. It's
gone soft, The women have moved 1n, 2nd they're tryin'
to run this town. Tryin' to put skirts on it, on' c¢lean
it up...

(PHOWE RING)
Ch.

(PHONE OFF HOOK)
Helio, Who? Yep, he's here. Sure, Sure, Frank, I'l1
tell him.

(RECEIVER ON HOOK)

Joek, bhat was your foreman at the paper, There's a
AT
Mrs. éiﬁdmaa vaitin® back at your office to mee you.

Ch ~ oh.

iow what docs that meang

Hrs. Sbedwmn Lo Bead-of the Women's Club, Chavlie,
and this town's Number Cne reformer, And that meocns

trouble!

So you won't run o serles of editorinls demanding that
the slacons, gambling parlors ané deneehalls near the
Flrst Street section Le closed.

I'm sorry, Mrs..”ﬁéédééﬁf' But the nnsweor is no,

Moy I osk why?

Bgenuse 1t wouldn't do any good.

I'm cfngid I don't un<ersinnd,

Mrs.~5£é§%§n, believe re, I oporecinte the motlves of

the YVoman's Club in sending you to see me. I know you're

sincere, ond an idenlist. But I happen to be a reallst.

In what way?
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JACK :

/P;v ﬁ é&f

People are peopleA You can't change them with
editorials. Clovis is the only plnaee for miles around
vhere they can find entertaimnment, They come here to

blow off steam, to relax.

~SEEBAR S
JACK:

JACK:

)

JACK :
- SEBDHAN:

JACK:
oL
- g; EB;" 3

Pheterre—ttNE T TOPMS OF reIaxafiEﬁ.

Stedman, Cleovis ls o young

Perhops. But remember, Mr

town, st1ll a 1little a@w, still with a touch of the

frontier., The in the Plains country work hard, and

they 1;59~65A51ay hard, I know, I've lived here 2ll my
TP

Thot stlll do j} change the fact that the situstion

is disgraceful. frEX affront to decent citizens.

I wouldn't put it as strongly ns that, We've had a low
evime rate herec. And ns towns go, Clovis is reﬂsonablr
well-ruri, I agrée with you, undersftond me, 1ﬂprovementq
nre needed., But 1%'ll take time., ¥ou con't change

humsn nature covernizht.

I see. My, Hull, I,.,wclli, E'11 sy this.

Yoo ?

I believe you are sincere, and I respect you for your
views, 3tili, I must warn you of one thing.

What's that, MHrs, Sﬁeérnnﬂ

Ore of these days, there'll be viclence coming out of
that First Street section., And when it does,.,the reform

elemont in this town will hold you personally responsible!
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"NLRRY

JLOK S
SHERIFE ¢
JALCK e
SHERIFF:
JiuCKR:

SHERIFF:

JESS:

BULL:

_7_

You're a practical man, Jack Hull, = pealist, You'ad

run those editgyials if you thought—%%ﬁé do any good.
But you know;é;;Jon't. Aind now, ns editor of the News
Journal, you'ge on a spot, sitting on o loenl voleano.
And then, early one morning..,

( PHONE RING)

(FHONE OFF RECEIVER)
News Journal, Hull.
(FILTER) Jack, Sherif? Taber.
Yes, Sheriff?
Better get down to the freight yards right away!
Why? What for?

There's been a 1ittle occecldent!?

Thig wae vwhere you, Jaclk Hull, picked up the [lrst thread

of your Big Story. But there were cother- who began it

earlicr, the day before the Sheriff called you, fis you

learned later, it began with two prirs of men in an

empty boxear, on a 3anta Fe freight, headed south....
(TRAIN UNLIER, INTERIOR, BOXCAR)

Jess, you know what I figure?

What, Bull?

We'lve been riding this freight long enough. It's

zetting time to hop off at some town and 1ay over till

merning.

Bull, moybe we better not. Moybe we better keep goin'...

(HE DOMINATES JESS) Now, vwhat are you squawkin' about?
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‘JESS:

BULL:

" JESS:

BULL:

JEBS5¢:

BULL:-

BULL:
FANCY:
BULL:
JIGGERS:

BULL:
JIGGER:

FANCY:
JIGGERS:
FANCY :

BULL:

~8a
Bull, I...you'll get in trouble, sure. You'll start
drinkin?', and then there'll be women, and the rirast
thing you know, the Sheriff...
Asaah, hutgpp, punk. That's the trouble with you. _No

e L

wip il ."' '.r‘ BRI PR ST S P T,

sand in youﬁ/praw.'jﬂevml 1ike A 1ittle fun. TA few e

e ey //}}

drinks ﬁﬁunm_g...some bright lights. YEah that'a ‘for

[

me.,

But where can we get off? We don't know this territory.

Maybe those other two guys at the other end of the
boxecar knov. |
Bull, better let 'em slone. Dom't tangle with them.
T don't like their looks. T didn't the minute they
hitched on thls car with us...back home...
Assh, shut up, chicken-liver. Stay here, £111 I comg.
back.

(A ¥PEW STEPS ON WOODEN FINOR)
Hey, youl
You talkin! to us, Bub?
I don't see anyone elsze in thls boxecar. Do you?
(JITTERY) Do you get him, Fancy, do you get hin? Wise
guy, that's what he is, yeh. Whatcha want you blg ape,
whatcha...
Clo=e your trap, Cokey, I'm talkin' to your pal here.
Hevy! Wnere do you get that stuff, Cokey. Cokey, huh?
Why you...
Shut up, Jiggers. I'll de the tallking.,
Yeh, okay, Fancy, okay.
Now, what's on your mind, Bub?

What's the next town along?
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FANCY:
BULL:
FANCY:

BULL:
FANCY s

EIQNDIE:

FANCY:

BIONDIE:

FANCY:

BLONDIE:

FANCY:

BLOWDIE:

RPANCY:
BILONDIE:

FAHCY:

BULL:
PANCY:

Clovis.

Anything jumping there? Is 1t lively?

Liks any other town, ?ou want 8 drink, you can find
a8 drink. You want_aQHo;&ﬁjljoﬁ can find thet, too.
ay? '

Because me and my pel are getting off there.

Now, ain't that a coincidence, Buk., So are vel

S50 they call you Pancy, huh?

That's right, Baby,

Why?

Because I like dames with class, Baby. I like 'en
Fancy, Apd you've got it. The minute I walkecd into
this here dancehall, you were for =ze.

{3HE'S HFARD IT BEFORK) I'21 bet you tell that to

21l the girls,

To widding, Baby. Youlve 7ot it over the rest of these
nags like a tent. How about the next cance, when this
one @zets through?

It's your dime, Handsome., I eonl:r work kere. I.,.{(CUTS)
falt a mirute.

What's the matter?

There's a big ape cominz toward us, He looks drunk, too,
I...

Zean, I kncw the guy. Met him on a train,..I wonder
wvhat he...

(IN WITH EDGE} Okay, Fancy, Beat it.

What do you mean?
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BULL:
HANCY:
3ULL:

FANCY S

BULL:

FANCY:

BULL:

BIOWDIE:

=
<

dJEIS:
BULL:
JESS:
BULL:
JESS:

BULL:

_lo_

I'm cutting in., Come cn, Blondie, let's go.
Wait a minute, who you pushin' around?
Look, punk, I sa’d scram, zee...pe’ore I brealt your
hack!
You an'! who elsef?
Juat me!l
Oh, yeah? (GRUNT AND BLCW)
Ta%e a punch at me, willya, Fancy?

(BIOW3. STRUGCLE)
(SHRIEKS) Hey, Bouncer! Bouncer, this way! Fight!

Fight!

Zull, ..

(STILL EDGE, BUT HARD AUD DANGEROUS) Yeah,

What are ve hanzin' arouns the Ireizht yards for?
Jecause they'll be hers ooon.

T0u meaN., .

{ITERRUZTS SAvﬁGELY) Yeah, Thet punk Fancy, and his
pal Jigsews, I heard them say they were takin' the
zouth-bound freight sut et Zawn. I figure, 1'11 meet
'em here.

(WORRIED) Bull, what are you gonne dc?

Hait and sea.

Bull, 1lis%en., You're stili drunk. You shouldn't have
cut in on that guy. We'rg lucky the Sheriff didn't nail

s before those dance-hall bouncers threw us ocut. Bull,

let's get outa here,
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BULL:
JESS:

BULL:

BULL:
WANCY:

JES3:
BUZL:

JIGGERS:

BULL:

cIGGERS:

BULL:

-11-
Shut up.
Bull, 1liszten to me. You'll get in trouble, You'll...
Sgve your breath, Here they core novw...
(WE HEAR TWQ MEN WALKING UP., THEN STE?S STO?
ABRUFTLY)
{coLD) Hello, Fancy.
Oh, 1t's you, huh?
Yeah, It's me.
What do you wart? Why are you waltin' here?
To finlsh what we started.
Fancy, listen, wateh this blg aze, watch him see? He's
st1i1l drmnk...
Ten't worry, Jiggers, I can itake care of myself.
Then take cave of yourself now, wisc-guyl

(YFILS) Faney! Look out! . He's get a blacklack! He...

Jakerﬁ_puhah—&%“m&rmuil&ryeu?=f. L Sl

(GRUNT AND BLOV. CROAN)

1 T I+ PR [PFIRL, FROC HS, . L LT | t
PEAER ] Don i t—Boulmhi-t=trtrramain— Sttt rr—

(BLOW. ANOTHER. ANOTHER. THEN BODY THUD)
(DAZED) Bull! You wasghed his head in, He...he'ls dead.

(3REATHING HEAVILY) e had 1t comin',

hydya ¢o 137 Why?

ohody takes & punch gt me an! sete avay with it.

I'm gonne tell the Sheriff, see? ¥You killed him, you
killed Fancy, I'm gonna tell the Zherlff, you blg ape,
and...

(COLD) You ain't gonna tell anybody anything, Jiggers.
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Whotdya mean huh, whatdya mean?
I mean you seen n 1litile too much.
(HYSTERICALLY) Stay away from me, sce? Stay éway. I
ain't done nothin'. TLook, I won't tell the Sheriff.
I111 keep my mouth shut.,.
I'11 say you will, Jigge»s!
Ko! (SCREAM3) M0! Don't hit me! Don't]
Buddy~donhr——bheihii 0 1l oh G S 0-5 €77 2

(THUD OF BIACKJACK. 502 AND GROAN. ACGAIN AND

AGAIN)

(A BEAT. WE-IEAR™IUST-PEE-CRTCKETS)
(5038) Bull! Have you gone crazy! You've killed them
bobn!
Thewv had it coning...

But it's murder. You'we rmurdered them, basghed In thelr

heods,  Dudds—SoTy=yol Sremsoese T TRy YR e T o e on
it

{COLD) ¥ou 'mow what I wes thinking, Jess?

Wh-vwhat?

You'lve seen too much, too, ¥ou might talk voo much.

Ho, Mo, Bull. I szvwear I won't. Honest, I svweor 1t!
You'll keep vour trap shub obout this?

T.euyez, I swear I will, Bull, Yes.

Dkay. I'll give you a break, Jess., But if you ever
couble-2rose re, Jess, 1T you ever open your routh about
this, IT'1l Heat your fasce in so 2ed your own mother
von't know you, Undesikandd

4 = -
(TERRIFIED) VethrtomTT Bt gnbmgOile
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BJILL: Qg L L il remfefsiboy e imaifrgryppelopre ey ey TTREE LTI,

We | Ve oM erlembo-doi
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CHAPFILL:
HARBICD:

CHAPPTLL:

HARAICI:
CEAPPELL

.
HARKICH:

CvTr r\'ﬂ' T

i Ll

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRLM #136

MIDDTL COMMERCTAL

Guard acajnst throat-serateh!
Enjeoy snocth smckinp!

PELL MELL'S greater lenath of traditionclly fire

tobneens travels the smoke further,...

Filters the smicke and nakes 1t npild,

Puff by puff youlre nlways chead when you arole
PELL MEL 4t the first puff PELL HELL stoke is
filtered further thon that of any other leading
¢cinarette, Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 1%,
or 17, PELL MELL sb8ill gives ycu a loager filter of
fine taobaccos - to guard asninet thront-scrasel,

Fer PRELL MBLL'S zroatcr lenath fravels ths snoke

Turther cn its way to your thrsat - filters it
naturally through PELL MELL'S treaditlonally fine

nellow tobzeens - guards agzinst throat-scrateh,

s

zs, PELL WELL'S fine tchaceos give you o smoothness

rildness and sgiisfoction no sther cignrette of'fcrs

you. Guard aszeinst throat-scrzichl
Enjcy znoetin srokingl

isk Tar the lonfer, finer cisarstic in the

distirguished red package - PLLL MELL TL0US
CIGALAETTES - "gutstar nging i

Ané - they azre ;ild!
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HARRICE:

NARR:

SHERIFFR:

AT

SHERIF[F:
HATE s

JACH

[ 54

HERTFE §

JACK:

_15..

THEME AND UNLDER)

P S

This is Cy Hnrrice, returning you to your norrator and

[

the Blg Story of Jack IIull, as he 1lived 1i%...and wrote
it...

You, Jack Hull ¢f the Clovis News Journal, get o call
from Sheriff Taber. There's been an accliéent down at
the froight yards, but he doesn't tell you what kind,
Wren jyou zet there, you gee Tor youréelf. The “odiles
of two men lle on the tracks, manegled br the 1lron wheels
of 2 Sessammewetrsin thot ran over them, a short time
before. And that is peculiar, HNot one man.,.but twe,
You Yisten to the Sheriff ask the enzineer...

You szay you didn't see these tuo men lying across the
tracke, Jurroughe?

(SEAKY) Mo, Sheriff, I didn't, e were rolling 2t a .
orebuy good ¢llyp, and it was dovk, My Tireman yelled
at wme, and I threv on the brakes,..obut it wes too Inte.
We,..we maseed pizhit over them,

I sca, And thas's ail, en?

How do you filgure thls, Sherif?? Haow'd they get here?
Well,wthéi wiznt have come cut of scoms soloon along
Mipygt Streev wandered into the freight yards here,

ard fallen across the traecks, dend dpunk., And therels

another poesitpllity.

Yas?  Whot'ls Shot?
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SHERIFF: These two men Were bums, tramps. Can't make out their
facss, after what hLavpened, but lock at thelr clothes.
JACK: Then you think they were riding the rods, and, ..

SHERIFF: Could ve, Jock, They might have fallen off onto the

ST

roadbed, an'iknocked unconscious. Then Number 16 came

nlong.,.and well, you know the rest.
JACK ¢ Yee, I ¥now ihe rest. 3¢ you fizure, one Wiy or another,

S
1.

tho* thisg was an accldéent, Sherl

SUERIFF: o doubt about it. Coulén't ve anything elsel
JACK: Emm. I wonder,

SHERIFF: You wonder what?

JACK Ch. Tothing, Sheriff, Iothingz.

(MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_AND UHDER)
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NARR:

JACK :

BLOND:
JACK:

BLOND:

JACK:

BLCND:

CHARLIE:
JACK:

CEARLIE:

JACK:

CHARLIE:

-17-

vou look at the bodies, and you wonder. Then you begin
to meke the rounds ... saloona, gambling joints, dance
halls., And finally, in a dime-a-dance place, you talk

to a blond ...

You say there were four of them, Miss LaRue, and they
wers all strangers to you?

That's right. Never saw ‘'em coms into the joint before.
wnat'td they look like?

Crummy. Llke qus'just in off the rods. Anyhow the one
7elled Fancyfg;géggg'tgi}ight with the big zuy, and after
that I yelled for the bouncers. 4And if you ask me, honey,
they were rad encugh to finish it cut somevhere eolss.

I see. Got any idea whero any of ithem came Fronl

well, the guy named Fancy said hs end his pel cams from
wilchita, whevever that Is. Sco did the other too,

Wilcnita, eh? Thanks very much, Mlss LaRus.

(B.G. BARROOH ATHOSPHERE)
Mix you a drink, Jackf?
Zio thanks, Cherlis, What I need is advice.
Thought s0. You've besn sittin' hers at my har an' mopin'
for an hour, What's plaguln'’ you?
{nsrlie, you remember I refused to writs editorimls
2losinz up the places of entertalnment in Clovis? And
tre reform crowd saying they'd hold me responsible?

vYep. What about it?
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CHARLIE:

JACK:
CEARLIE:
JACK :
CHARLIE:

JLECK

C:HARLIE:

JACK !

CHARLIE:

-18-

Well, troubls's coms., The trouble that'll give 'em

an lssuz, You neard sbout those two bodles they found
on the ratlroad tracks?

3ure, But what are you worried about? That wasn't
anybody's fault, It wae an accldent.

Thnat's just the point, Charlie. It wesn't an accldsnt,
Jo? Then what was 17

durdsr,

You're sure?

Fositlve., The whole thing started =t & dance-hall joint
near Flrst Street.

Look, son. The. Sheriff's callsd it an aceldent. VWhy
don't you leseve 1t at that. It'fs the casy way out. A
coupls of tranps get thomselves k1lled, What do you carg?
w“ret does anybody care?

Sut they wsre murdered, Charlic.
~ (’
A

Saper Bud I youo bregl thet story, you'll be murdered.

e ]

Those blug noses will by down on sthe News-Journal like
iy

z ton of brick, They pin 7ou to the wall, Jack, they'll

osel your hlde off, and maybe cost you your job. Take my

sdvice, son ... stay out of troubls. Forget 1t!

Yeu think about what Charlie's just said. And you're
temptad. You spsnd another hour wreetlling with yourself.
Why not forget 1t? Whr borrow trouble, stir up & hornet's
nest? You've worked yvears on the News Journal. You liks
your joo. Why risk it}

e

ACCENT AND OBE)
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NARR:

JACK

SHERIFF;:

JACK :

SHERIFF :

JACK:

SHERIFE ;

JACK:

SHERIFF !

JACK:

SHERIFF:

JACK:

SHERIFF':

JACK:

_19-
But yeu can't let 1t rest, you ean'’t forget 1t. You
xnew it all the €lme, you couldn't. Tkis is the truth,
this 1gs & story. You can't beat that. No newspaper
man ¢an, Job or no job, you've got to bresk it. 8o you
zax the Sherlff to meet you et the funeral parlor, and
you tell him ...
It was murder, 3Sheriff. And I can prove it.
How?
cust loock at these two bodies. They'rs severed in
gxactly the same places. Yegt, they were a hundred feet
wpart.
Well? What does that mean, Jack?
Tt meens that they were lying across the trock in exactly
the same position. IP they were drunk, cr fell off a
Trzizht, the odds would be o millien to one against it.
(SLOWLY) In other words

Iin other words, Sherlff, they were dead before Number 16

rossed over them. Sowmebody must have placed those bodiss
here.

Zrmmmm, Jack, I boclieve you're rignt. Welll go to work:
=n 1t right away. (A BEAT) But ons thing.

£s?

Wny did you tell me? Why dldn't you just lat 1t rest?
It's o story, Sherifrl,

Sure. But nov you!ll have the reform crowd hollering

Tor your blood,

Yos, I know, Funny, ilsn't it Sheriff. Sort of & twist,
vou mlght say. Here I bring in a Big Story .. and 1t may

cost me my Jjob!
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JACK‘

JACK:
SHERIFR :

20 -

You tell the Shcrilf aaout the blend ot the dime~-and-dance

»lace, and han.hip.ﬂmk man named Fancy, she had said,

who came from Wlchita, The wheels start to roll, the
Sheriff calls Wichite, Kansas, police headguarters. And
Jou, Jaeck Hull of the Clovis News Journal, wrilte the
story. In a sense, it's like writinz your own obltuary,.
Zgcause a day later ...

(PHONE RING)

(RECEIVER OPF HOOK)
zull, News JdJournal, S
(FILTER) Mr. Hull, tnls ia Mrs . ~Stedmesn.
oh. Yes?
I rzad your story !n the News Journsl, and I found it
rost intcrcutinb.

S%edmaa- I...

You realize, of courso, thet this terridble affair wouldn't

nave heppensd if these men nadn't hod access to that dances

zell, T werned you thoat sooner or lztsr, there'd be
trouble. -
I inov, Mrs. Seedwmamy but 1f you'd only ...

I 2m sorry we have to do this, Mr. Hull. But we are
zoing to try to forece your resignation, sven 1f 1t means
ws have to boycott your negvspaper!

ERIDGE ...}

I S
Any news Trom headcuarters at Wichite, 3heriffy
L

No. We drew blank, Jock., They dontt kxnow of any four

nen mlssing from town.
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J:LCK H

SHERTFF:
JaCls

SHERIFTF s

JLCE
SHERIFF:

SHERITF s
JaCK1
SEERIFF:

J..Ct

(MUSIC:

T Y i

Ii.RR:

51 REVISED

vou wired them thot dance~hall girl's deseription of the

e

Yop.

I¢ two are dead, thc other two must be somewhorc.

Yean, - But where? How arc we going to find them? The only
—=zprg of identification we got is a neckile,

nacktic? What necktie?

Wo found o nccktie on the tracks noar whero the—bodtes—wers
ire podics were found. Looks like it was ripped off ina
fight., The blonde identificd it as beloneging to ohe of the
Tissing mon,in’thﬂ*ﬁﬂﬁce=hﬁt%£g¥ou§. The label on the back
cnys "Raneh Shop!! bub that's 2ll.

2anch Shop, &h? ;Tf:;;’(CUTS) Sheriff, wait 2 mimtc.

n

vost
T-at sounds like o haberdashory shop you ulght fird sone-
fmare here in tho southwest, in the cattle country.

T .., (CUTS) That's it! That must be iti

et pust be 1879

Sneriff, take a look abt that map on your walls

37

v~y were looking for tho two missing ron in Wichite, Kansas,
=ut look horo; ncar the Oklahonz nordar. Thercls a

wierite Folls, Texas!

1t chaexs. The Ranch Shop. Everything. They trace back
-»d the clcrk remembers sclling that particular tic to a man
nomed Pull idsms. They pick up idems and a Jesse Stuart,
bring thom back to Clevis. The blonde identifies them,

“rd the Sheriff and yourself go to work on the big man

first, the man called Bull idans esw
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SHERIFF:
BULL:

JACK:

BHERIZF:

BULL;
SHERTFF :

BULL:

JACK :
AULL:

SHAERIT

5|

BULL:

JACK:
SHERIFF:
JACK:

cE35:

SHERIFF:

-2

¥ou killed thoss two men, dldn't you, Bull?

Sheplff, you're crazy.

You met them at the freight yord, after the dancs hail
fight. You murdercd them and put their bodles on the
track.

Yenh., You wanted o make 1t look like an accldent,
aidn't you, Bull?

I don't know what you're talkin! about,

Ck, you don't, eh?

Zlo, T ¢on't,. After the dance-hall scrap, me and my pal,
sesse, took the southbound freight back To Wichita Falls.
Youlre a lizr, Bull. . /

im I2 [GRIN) Suppose you prove E:;é;ifj pal.

veulre zoing to stey in joll until you tolk, Bull.

fhet's ckay with me. I've been in worss joils than this.
', BZAT) Any other crazy questions you boys want to ask me.
Sheriff.

(BFai) Yep?

Tot's see whot we con get ocut of Jssse Stuart,

You killled those a¥kes two men, didn't you, Jesa?

Yot Mo, I Gldn't. Honest, I dida't. B3ull ...

Tes? What about Bull?

Gething., fMothing,

vou'lre efrald of hinm, Jess, Hs killed them, disn't ha?

Ye yarned you not to talk....
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JESS:

JACK:
JESS3:

JACK :

JESS;

JACK:

oy
ted
]
2]

o
[
2
™

(UsIc:

e
&l H

TACK: |
/";'.-'.';".'3 S
TETEEMANL:

_23_
I ... I ... (30B8) Why don't you let me slone? Why

don't you let me alone?
Lt
(QUIETLY) o6~ Look< How 0ld are you?

L A
Meﬁﬂ I ... I'm twenty. Why?

" We're golng to find cut the truth, Jess, believe me.

and when we do, you'!ll go to jail ... maybe for 1life.
for .., for lifes

That's right. How would you like to stay in a 1llttle
cell for the rest of your life, Jess, till the day you
21ge? Think of 1%, Jess. You'd never have o date with &
zirl, nover gZo to o movie, never 4drive a cear ...

My, Hull, don't, don't!

Zgver gev mnrriled, Jess. Wever hove chilldren, Never ge
“rers you wante&-to g0, do what you went to do, Never
e Iree. Would you llks that?

{SOBBING) Wo! NO!

Then tallk, Jess, tzlk. Talk, turn State's evidence,

cnd we'll do what we can. Did you kill these two men,
4id you?

{ 3REAKING) Yol No! He 4id tt! 3ull did it!

Ze kit them with o bleckjock ond mede me help put thelr
codies on ths trozics! He did 16, ke killaed ther!

UP_AND OUT . ...)

¥r, Hull, I suppose you'rs curious to know why I'm here,
Trankly ... I am,
The fact 1=, I've come to moke a pence offering.

We're withdrawing our protesis,
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-
AT g

J%pK: -

JACK:

FARECK:

—ol -

vay I ask why?

The Sheriff came to see me. He told me the whole story.
How you could have let this go as an accident ... but you
didn't. How you Jeopardized your job for the aake of

the truth.

I see.

You're an honest mon, Mr. Hull., And here in Clovis, 1t's

zeod to know that »n honest mon 1s running our newspaper.

{CHUCKLES) St11l on ideallst, eh, Mrs. Stedmeni -
3 PR .'. ! 2,7 !
Tes, oyt gFueeer o ety L

]

: Jlmnls Ll
and I'm still a y%alisfﬂ/{Wé*re S£111 on opposite sides
4 ’.;-j't'J','. :

af t%@ﬂfeqcaT;rBut moybe that's the way America 1is,
Ersfdgééé;;av That!s the way it sheould be, When people
11l start to think the sowe way, that's the tiwe to look
out, ferd—bhRebpoendhduTne .,

Thr o le—ther-moko o pouwtruirioe tfor-an. 2ditEplnit.

CURTAIN L...)

In just a moment we will read you o telegram from Jack
zull of the Clovis New Mexico, News-Journal with the

Tinal outcone of tonlght's BIZ 3TORY.

{CLOSING COMAERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1306

CLOSING COMMERCTAL:

CHAPPELL: Guerd cgainst throat-scrotch!?

HARRICE: snjoy smooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'Z greater length of traditlionally fine
toboccos travels the smoke further ...

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

CEAPPELL: 2uif by pufrl you're always ashead when you smoke PELL MELL.
2t the first puff PELL MELL smoke Is flltered further than
that of any other lexding cigarette, Morever, after
S pufls, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you
o longer filter of traditionclly fine, mellow tobaccos -
to muard egalnst throot-scratch.

HLRRICE: Yz, PELL ¥ZELL'S filne tobzccos give you o smoothness,
sildness and satisfncetion no other cigarstie offers you.

CHAPPELL: Suerd apainst throst-scraten!

EARRICE: Erjoy smooth smokingl

CEAPPELL: L8k for ths longor, finsr cigareotte in the distingulshed
gt pockegs - PRELL MELL F.M0US cigorettes - "Outstending!"

HARRICE: Ant -~ they pro mildl
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CHAPPELL: Now we read you that telegram from Jeck Hull of the
Clovls, Hew Mexico, News-Journal,

HULL: Killer in tonight's Big Story wes tried and convicted of
manslaughter by jury in distrlet court. He wes committed
to penitentiary at Santa Fo one month and 3 deys after
commltting crime, His partner turned State's evidence
and was not charged os participant in murder since Lt wos
determined et he was forced to eid killer in placing

vodies on the tracks, My slncere appreciation for
tonight's PELL MELIL, AWARD.
CHAPPELL: Fhank you, Mr, Hull. ... the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the FELL MELL $500
Avward for notable service in the fleld of journalism.
HARRICE: Liston agaln next week, sarmg time, same strbtion, when PELL
YMELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another» BIG STORY -
A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Soh Antonlo,
TJexas Light, by-1line, Wnlthall Littlepage. A BIG STORY -
cbout & reporter who recd o went od and clessified 1t es

murder.
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CHAFFELL:

CHAFPELL:

ANHCR =

connle/loon
10/21/49 an

-27-

The BIG STORY 1s »roduced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vliedinir Selinsky. Tonlght's program was
edapted by Mox Ehrlich from an actuzl story from the
front poges of the Clovis, New Mexlco, News-Journal.
Vour narrator was Bob 3losne, and Bob Dryden played

the part of Jack Hull, In order to protect the names

of peoples asctually Invelved in tonight's suthentic

TG STORY vhe names of &ll characters in the dremetlzation
were changed with the sxception of the reporter Mr. Hull.
Thls is Ernest Chappell sveaking for the makers of

PFLL MRELL FAMOU3 CIGARETTES.

THIS IS NBC ... THE WATTOWAT BROADCASTING COMPATY.
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NARRATOR
YOUNG GIRL
MATD

WOMAT
WOMHALT 2
OFERATOR
MES SPRAGUE
LITTIS?AGE
CAPTATH
MAMN 2
PLUMEER
HIX

PORTZR

MAN

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #137

CAST

" AS BROADCAST

BOB SLOANE

IVY BETHUNE

IvY BETHUNE
BARBARA WHEKS
BLARBARA WEEKS
BAKBARA TOWNSEND
BAREARA TOWINSEND
BILL 3MITH
ROCGER DE KOVEN
RCGER L& KOVEN
GUY SOREZL

GUY SOREL

TAW MARTIN

TAN MARTIN

WEDMESDAY , NOVEMBER 9, 1Gig
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #137

( ) )

10:00 - 10:30 PM NOVEMBER 9, 1949 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
{MUSTC PANFARE )

(PHONE RING3 AND IS PICKED UP)

OPERATOR: (FILTER) San Antonio Li-ight., Classiiled,

WOMAT II: (VERY SOFT) I'd 1like to place an ad, please.

OPERATOR; (FILTER) What kind, wa'am?

WOMAN TT: (FESITATINGLY) Job -- situation wanted -- -- female.

OFERATOR: (FILTER) 211 righty. Go ahead.

WOMAN II: Just say-- woman needs =--- nc, Woman of good family will
accept -~ Gowestic employment --

OPERATOR: (FILTER) Sleep m?'

WOMAN IT: I beg your pardon? 0Oh. No. Just dajs. Mast I put in
my nawve ?

OPERATOR: (FILTER) Mo mafam. You cen have =z boX number. Just
nome down here to the paper and pay in person and
nobody never has to know, (PAUSE) I'll glve you box ==

thirieen!
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CHAPPELL: THS BIG STOR?. Here 1s America, . . its sound and lts
fury. . . 1ts joy and its sorrow. . . as falthiully
reported by the men and women of the great American
newspapers, (PAUSE, OCOLD & FLAT) San Antonlo, Texas.
From the pages of the San Antonlo Light, the story of a
reporter who added up the 1little things that led to
murder. <ad For hls work in the case -- to Walthall

Littlepage for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

{OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -
PROGRAM #137

OQFEWING COMMERCTAL:

CHAPPELL.:
HARRICE «

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CRAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE

CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:

Guard agaeinst throat-scratchl
Enjoy smocth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionslly fins tobaccoes

travels tne smoke further,....

F1lters the smoke and makes 1t milld.

Tuff by puff you're always anead Wher you smoke PELL MELL.
2% the fipest puff PELL MELL smoke is Iiltered further

shan that of any other leading cigarette., Moreover, after
= puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL stlll gives you

a longey filter of fine tcbacecos = to guard agalnst

throat -s¢ratch.

Tor PELL MZZL'S greaster lengtih travels the swoke Marlher

o 1ts way to your throat - filters it naturally through
FELL MEIL'S traditionally fine, mellcw# tobacgcos - guards
ezalnst throat-scratch.

7es, PELL MELL'S flne tobaccos glve you a gmoothness,

=~ildneas and satlisfasticn no other clzsarette offers you.

Juavd against throat-scrateh!
=Zrnjoy smooth smoking!

2ak for the ionger, finer clgarettes 1In the distingulshed

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAFETTES - "Qutstandingl”

Ard - they ars milg!l
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{MUSIC: _ _THTRODUCTION AND UNDER)
CHAPPELL: San Antonio, Texas, The story ag 1t acutally happened.
Wnlthall Littlepage’s. story as he lived 1,

{MusIc: _ _EIT _AND CO UNDER) C e e

NARR: You arc sitting in an armchair.i;ﬁﬁé Armchair faces a
Zoor. Through that door, any minute now, willl come ==
& rurderer. (BEAT) You nope. (BEAT) ind - you walt,

ind as you wait, you carefully rctrace the day's work,

that led up to thig moment. You are surc -- hut hot

too mure. It will take the oponing of the deor to send

a pan definitely fto a different kind of a chair from

that in which jyou sit, And thig iz Tow 1t came about

tnat you, Walthall Littlepage of the 3an Antenlo

Tight, cit in the darkness waltlpg Jor the opening

of & éoor. It begaq&w;th ~- a zneezel

LIDPTIZR L3S Ltehool

CAPTATLN: Gzaunchelit.

Tt
H
|
H
gl
g}
ot
%
Py ]
an]
¥
‘o
o
%]
(8

n, willya stop saring that?
CLPTATN Thon you gtop sncezing -~ SUTrC.
- ITTLEF.GT: Find mc somc ncwe and take my -- oy -- my ATCHOO

aind of £ 1%, ATCHCO!

CAPTATHY Geesundhclt. _ _ L
“(MusIc: _ _EIT_ALD GQ)_ ' _—

WMARR: Inside 2 fashilona®vlc apartment house on Magnolia
avenuc, at that moucnt, o woman opsne the door to
Apartment K.

{DOCR CPENS)

RTHGT Q17022
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MAID: (SHE HUMS TEE "ROSE OF SAN ANTONE")

NARR: (LOW} The maid. Come to clean up before her mistrese
gete tack from the hollday. She goes inte the living
room -- and stops. (MUSIC STOPS) The place is a
ghamblez. And 1n an armchalr --

MATID: (A BIG FAT SCREAM) (SOB2ING UP AWD BEHIND)

CAPTATIN: A1l right, all right, calm down, the law's here. Was
it you that phoned?

MAID: (SOBBING) Yes, yes, she's inside, 1n the chalr, all
murdered to hitel

CAPTATNK: Walt out here. Come on,-Wekss- -

(DOOR CTEHS)

AFTATIIN: Wow. Two bodies,

LITONLEPAG: Jacienpot.

CAFTATN: Zou take the mun, I'll lool the woman o..or.

NARR: -Be ieané oéer the tattersd body cf the woman,
grotesquely draped over the chair -~ and you kneel at

the lintsl by the crumpled figure of the man. You

reach for his poskets, looking for an identification,

when --
YORT=R: (SORT OF A SHUDDERY GROAN, HEAVY SREATHING UNDER)
LITTLEPAGT: Ya-a-a-n-aaaaad It came alive! He's breathing!
CAPTATT: (COMING ON) Well -~ the woman ign's -- and won't ever,
Laok == thié ig ﬁﬁéé:she was mazhed with, Who're you?

What're you doing hers?
PCORTER: (FAINT IRISH ACCENT) I'm the porter here, sir --

CAPTAIN: Fow'd you get in?
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PORTER:

LITTLEPAGE!:

PORTER:

LITTLEPAGT:

FORTER:

CAPTAIN:

e '
-

CAPTATI:

CAPTAZIE:

CAPTATN:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

CAPTATIN:

_5..
The maid, she found Mrs Sprague on the chair, and
sercamed. I coms in -~ and ~-- I guess I fainted.
T don't klame you., Who did you say the tody wae?
Mrs Everett Sprague. She lives -~ she lives here
alone. I =-- I thought she'd gone awvay for the week-snd,
tut --
Are you gure 1tTs her?

'
e

Oh yes. Phetels—a—prevwre—ofTrer OU 1s LI oz ekt I A

saed
Okay -=- wait here, What's the maid's nare?
Dertha Belle.
Th=tim.
(FCCTSTEPS ... DCOR OPINE)
Weould ycou come in & mlnuze, 3erths 3sllet
(FOOTSTEPS }
Just one cuestion, then we!ll go tack inside. Is that
woran on bhe couch Mrs Sprague?
(PRGIHE TO SOB) Rest her soul, pocT thing!
Tleass, Bertha Bells. Iz she?
(VEEPING PRCFUSELY) Yew——ejis. « .please. o ol don't
want to look.
411 wigvt. Just %ell me what you can about her.

g

IN WITH. o .y

Tou stand by, taking notes, as the Captain guestilons
the roid., Little things are beginring to catch your
eye ... your cold rasn't ruipned your nose for detalle.
Then suddenly, in the mirrer, you and tne Captain

gege the zame thing,

(A ROAE) WHADDA YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING! DROP THAT !
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FORTER: I ==~ I'm sorry, Miszter, I was juzit cleaning upl
CAPTAIN: Cleaning up in a murder casel Whatlve you got there?
PORTER: Just -- just ¢ld newapapsrs, sir.

CAPTATN: Put 'em down! Get outelde! AWD DON'T TOUCH ANYTHING!
(MUSIC:_ _ _ _IN WIZE. . .)

HARR: The Captaln goes on questicning the maid ~-- and you go

on looking, noticing 1ittle things. The paper the
porter had picked up -=- cpen o the classzified ads ...
1ittle things. They stew around In your mind, until --

CAPTAIN: A1]l right, Bertha Belle., You can go nome -- buf don't
talk about this to anyoody. I ray have fo call you
later. Send in the porter, will you?

MARR: He startes to guiz the porter =-- z2nd you, Walthall
Littlepage, wander through the azartment. Nore little
thinge, and now they're forming lit:ile ~ueetlivwne in your
wind. You come back ints the livirg room -- and find
it over-run., Police photograpners, coronsr, detectiveg--~
and the Capta{n iz in his glory. Ze explainsg
sverything ;;Hbuﬁ.your mind askes Zts 1ittle questions!

CAPTAIN: You see, Bittlepees -- tne crewers

[=8

n the bureaus are

. Pl - AN - i = o
A EvaF ia W1 I Aierie [ PR L i ey iy g1 -‘/‘-,‘-C/'
el

LEETIﬁxﬂéﬁ;F___LE;LQER%#«EnT—gn@ﬁ?ﬁfmd of a meid woukdeepen-thern =TT

tomihamagméiéﬁﬁinmm;:ﬁparﬂecilg‘sueni_wﬁnmabodyuwhon
=

ﬂaﬂuﬁéﬁkk .
v , S
SAPTATIN: “And the clozet doors were open -

PR L . s
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BIG STORY 11/9/49 ~f= REVILSED

NARR:
LITTIEPAGE :

CAPTAIN:

LITTIEPAGE ¢

CAPTAIN:

LITTIEPALE :

CAPTAIN:

LITTLEPAGE ¢

CAPTAIN:

LITTLEFASE

But your wmind asks -

(FILTER) Why ten expensive hats on the shelf -- and

a cheap blue beret on the body?

This empty pocketbook was 1lying on the fleoor ---
(PILTER) Why a five-and-;ggﬁpufge -~

Apparently she was'killed right nere, There must have

been a struggle. You can smell perfume, It wust have

spllled,

(FILTER) That's not perfume, That's cheap cologne !
When we came in, there was mall lying just inslde

the door.

(FILTER) Wny dldn't she plck ap her wall?

This newspaper wWas open to the classified ads, {FADE)
She probably was lookinge.ees

(¢ILTER) A stranger cowlng to arswer an ad -=
wouldn't pilck up vhe mail. Can't they see? The

dead woman in the chair isn't Mrs. Sprague --

shels a stranger.
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IIARR:

CAPTAIN:

MARR:

PORTER:

LAPTLEPAGE:

PORTER:

LITTLEFACE:

PORTER:

LITTLEPAGE

FORTER:

LITTLEPAGE:

e
A stranger - but try and tell that to the police.
They go thelr way, quizzing everyrody in sight, and
come up with that old faituful --
Murder by person or persousg Unknovu.
Sut this is Independence Day -- and you go your way --
That woman is WOT Mre Sprague. You htave some guestions

tc ask a certaln porter. 32ut his anevers blow your fine

theory szky-high. VWhy the =xpensive clethesg in ths

cloget == and the cheap onez ohb the body?

You zee, gir, Miz Sprague was kind cf pinchy-penny.
Evﬂryoody kncw= that.

-\-Ph mr? R
it up

Yhy, she 291lisd fome red ink there, 7T cleanec

for ner last week, 1 like thilinze nsat.

-ﬂﬂfﬂ—*—89~d¢dw$ﬂ§.szﬂQD who lined up _the drauers-—imee

gav [(BEATY Do you use eau de cologne?

Me? MNo eir. Just & 1ittle beer now and then. (PAUSE)

Oh == tkat srelll I mixed zome cf 1t with the gasolline
g0 1t wouldn't =mell foc bad.

How come the mall wasntt vicked upd

Why, Miz Sprague was & lady, sir. She wouldn!t stoop
30 nothing) I

And the newspapzsr?

Ok, stie was always hirin' peopls to do thinge. To
fix up around tis house. UNever could <eep anybody
long, except Bertha-Bells,

What scort of things?
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PORTER:

LITTLEPAGE:

PORTER:

LITPLEPAGE:
FORTER:

NAKR:

NARR:

LITTLEPAGH

_9... ‘
Oh, carpeniry . « + shelves and szuch . ., . plumblng,
it wag, last week.
You say tshe wasz a penny-ovincher. Did she ever havs any
troukle about not paying these people?
Yeg gir. Last one was the plumber. I heard 'em
hellering and shouting at cach other. She owed him
forty dollars and he was yellin' she'd get what was
comin' to her unless he got what was coming to him,
Can you tell me who this plumber was and where he lives?
Why sure I can. You domfi think he killled Hilg
Sprague, do you?

Net rueh you don't. Enough to chase over to his houge,

yo-den,  5find when you pet there -- Indepsndeuce Day in

San Antone ign't PLUVSER: Mol Porty bucks I
(GERMAL

peaceful anymore, A ACCENT ) gald and 40 1t is!

ran and a woman are MR3 SPRAGUE: It wasn't worth 40

arguing iveside -- the dollara! I had to
windows of the houss have the carpenter
ArEe OpEn. In to repalr the

wall you tors umn!
Tou poke your head in PLUMBER: How ycu gomma put
through the window, in plpes withcout

vearin' up 2 wall?

Ah -- excuse ne -- MRS 3PRAGUE: Twenty-five dollarsli

-~ult -~ pardon PLUMBER: Fortyl

MCs & MRS SPRAGUE: Twenty-five is all
could I == I will payl
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NARR:

LITTLEPAGE:
PLUMBER:
LITTLEPAGE:
MRS SPRAGUEZ:
LITTLEPAGE:
MRE SPRAGT:Z:

LITTLEPAGE:
N,
PLUMBER:
LITTLEPAGE:
PLUMBER:
LITTLEPAGE:
{MUSIC

-10- ,
PLUMBER:

They're enj

rmch too PLUMBER:

a._ cunddan R FaNE BTN e PPN
- ™y

(LT WAMZ COME CLEAR)
e S e

Wnotre you?

MRS SPRAGUZ:

Make 1t thirvty-~five
and leave me bel
Will you settle for
thirty?

(4 ROAR) Now that
gin't falr, Mrs

Sprague ==

Never mind, (PAUSE) Are you Mre Sprague?

The Mrs Sprague from Magroliz Avenue?

WratTre you deing here? You'tre suvposed to ba

murdercd!l
[

e —_-

. LI A
on her way

R S A N

wnat do you thlnk you're doing?
le? I -= I -= 1 =~ (ATCHOO!)
(STILL AIIGRY)} Gesundheit.

Tharks, (PAUSE) For nothing!

(MIDDTE COMMERCTAL;

3 §' i /L:teyz This lady is nice snough to stop off

from vacation to talk over a bill with me --
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THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAM #137

MIDDLE COMMERCIAT:

CHAPPELI: Guard agalnzt throat-scratehl!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smokingl
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S greater length cf traditicnally flne

tobaccos travels the smoke further «s..

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL., At the first puff PELL MFLL =zmoke lg flltersd
further than that of any other leading cigarette,.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELLIMELL
still gives you a lounger filter of fine tobaccoas ~ to
guard againgt threat-scrateh.

HARRICT: For FELL MELL!?S zreater lenath travels the smoke further

on its way to your threat - filters it naturally through
PRLL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tolaccor -
puards agalnst throat-szcratceh,

CEAPPELL: Yes, FELL MSLL!S fine tobaccos gilve you a gmeothness,

mildness and eatilefaction no other cigarette offers you.

Guard ageinzt throat-scratehl
ALRRICE: Znjoy gnooth smoking!
CEAPPELL: Agk fer the longer, fiver cigarette in the dlstingulshed

red package -~ PELL MELL FAMCUS CIGARETTES ~
"Outetandinzi®

HARRICE: And - thev are mildl
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(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

NARR:

LITTLEFAGE:

MARR:

LITTLEPAGE:

OFPERATOR:

~12e

Thie ig Cy Harrlce, returning you to your narrator and
the Big Story of Walthall Littlepage ses. a2 he 1lived
it and wrote 1%, .
You, Walthall Littlepage, of the San Antonlo Light --
sit in darkness. You are waiting for a door to open,
for a murderer to come through, Ané you'lre checking
cver the events of this day. How a woman had been
ruréered, how you'd tracked down 2 suspect, only to
find that the woman he was suprosed teo have rurdered
was there with nim -- and how, finally, you had
apologized to them btoth and come back to this apanrtnent
to start all over again, But when you got there ~-
(TRYING OF DOOR UHSUCCESSFULLY, RINGING OF
2RLL, RATPLING, ETC.)}
Locked, TPollce musttve left.
vou fetch the superiniendent., A dellar lete you back
into the apartment., The corpse is Zone, but everything
elscs l1g as 1t was, You declds to call your Dpaper. » .
| (TELEPHONZ PICKED UP AND DIALING BEGINS --
STOES DEAD)
You notices something. The newenaper, opsn to the
slasgified ad ssction, you had noted tefore, 3ut now
FOU geg==»
Checkmarke on three ads! (DAWNS CN HIM) Three
situation wanted ade -- Fermalel
(FURICUS DIALING, PHONE ANSWERED)
(FILTER) San Antonio Li-ight. Classzified.
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LITTLEPAGE:

OPERATOR:
LITTLEPAGE:

FARR:

LITTLEPAGLZ:

WOMAN:

LITTLEPAGZ:

MAT 2

LITTLEPAGE

AN :

LITTL=ZPAGT:

YOUNG GIRL:

LITTLEPAGE!:

...13.-
Helen ~- this is Walt Littlepagei Listen -~ can you
glve me the telephone numbers Ifor these three gltuation
wanted ads from yesterday's paper -- Box Nine, Box
Eleven, Box Thirteen?
Gee, Walt, I'm not supposed to. It's agalnst the TUlesS,.
So is murder, Helen, What do you say?

She says okay ~- and gives you tue numbers. You

start televhoning. SOUKD: DIALING UP, BEHIND
Why? Because the way ;
S0UND: PHOME RINGS, FILTER AND
the dend woman vas IS FICKED UP
dressed, she could WOMAN: Hello ..ea

have been a domestic!

This 1z the Light. Do you wish to continue your

insertlon under Box 97
I guess so. I ain't got no joo yet.
Thanl: you.
(PHONE DOWN, FPAUSE. DIAL AGAIN, SAME
BUSILESS .
(FILTER) Hel-lo.
Sab Antonlec Light. Do you wish tc continue your
ireertion under Box Fleven?
I zuess

(FILTER) ©Oh. That's the old lady's business.

not, She's werkin -- for & change,
Thank you.
DIAL AGATIN)

(PIIOVE DOWN, PAUSE,

(FILTER} Hello?

Thiz 1= the San Antonio Light, Do you --

RATHOT Q170231
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YOUNG GIRL:
LITTLEPAGE:
YOUNG GIRL:
LITTLEPACGE:
YOUNG GIRL:

LITTLEPAGE:

YQUNG GIRL:

CROSS~
FALE
WOMAN XXt

MAN IT:

WOMAN IT:

MAW I1:
WOMAN TITI:

MAY IT:

“1h-

(FILTER) Is 1t about Box Thirteen, Mister?

Yegs, Did you put it in?

(FILTER) ©Oh no. My mofher did.

I see. Will you ask her if she wants to continue 1t?

(FILTER) I.can't. She's not neme, B3he wvent to |
A L R

ansver an ad yesterday and she never come home, (PAUSE)

Mister -~ I'm worrled!

Tow, honey -- tell me the whole thing. Just the way

it sztarted.

Well . « morm'n pov had a fight. They're all the time

fightinl, anyhow. BShe's always complainin' that he
won'!t go to work and that he

(3AD) Wot a cent. don't give nh=r no money for

‘ou denl't glve me anytbing. « .

a cent for the house

for the kid -~- how am I expecied to live, tell mel

(SPANISH ACCENT) Last weeX I gave you twenty dollare,

What did you spend it on -- Blngc?

I had to zilve it to the grocer for things I owed himl

What'zs the matber with ycu ~-- can't you keep a jobl?

So help me, I have helf a mind to go out and work

myself]

Hah! What can you de?

I can scrub, I can cook, I can clean -~ (SOB3} If I'm

golng to be a elave, I mlght az well get paild for It

(YELLING) You go out workin' for cther people and

ahame me? You shame me? I111 kKill you firstl
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LITTLEPAGE:

YOUNG GIRL:

LITTLEPAGE:

YOUNG GIRL:

LITTLEPAGE:
YOUNG GIRL:
LITTLEPAGE:

YOUNG GIRL:

LITTLTPACE:
YOUNG GIEL:

LITTLEFAGE:
YOG GIERL:
LITTLE:

YOUNG GIE.:

LITTLEPAGZ:

YOUNG GIRL:
(MUSIC+

“15-

He really =ald that?

Aw, pop's always sayin! things like that, Tt'g his
lLatin blood, Ma says. (PAUSE) Mister -- do you know
where my Ma 1s?

(QUIETLY) I - I'm not sure, honsy. Not -- yet. Now
tell me about the phone call.

Weil, 1ike I saidsss. Ma put the a2d in under Box 13
cavze che dién't want Pa to find out zhe was really
goin! for work. And the very next day somebody called.
A man?

Uh~huh.

Did he give a name?

Uh-uh. et to mo,.anyhcw. He must of to Ma, cause
she went over thueve. (PAUSE) Funny thing, thovgh ...
first I shought 1t was Pa, like he was kidding around.
How, kidding?

Well, he talked fumny. Like he had a hankle over his
mouth.

What did it sound 1ike?

Soft, ilke. Aﬁd an acéent.

An 2ccent. -FEvench, Spanish, Irish -- could you tell?
Gze, ro. Just funny, sort of =oft, like through a
hanlies (PAUSE) Miaster —-- where's my Ma?

Hotey, I -- {LOEG PAUSE) I can't say. (ﬁAUSE) Was
ste wearing a hat?

Uh-tuh., A 1ittle bluve beret.
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WARR:

LITTLEPAG=:

LITTLEPAGEZ:

PLUMBER:

LITTLEPAGE

PLUMBER:
LITTLEPAGZ:

PLUMBER:

-1~
<f""" M ’:vx?.
S0 vas the 2ady ~- Now you have an identification. You
loave 1t to the cops to break 1t to the kid -- but
before you tell them, you tfop and think., A man with
an acceNt.«. The porter had an accent -- Irish. The
plumber had an accent ——~Ftxteeys  The hreband had an

accent -~ Spanlsh.

LICHT STING) .

A e v A e mmm wmm R ma bews e e e b em mam

nartendel ... loud enough for 211 to heale..
(LOUDLY) Heard they found some weman murdered over

on Marncliz Avenue., Seems the wag a c¢leaning woman and

you know what? -- They gay the kllier left cluse all
QVEI .
HIT AMD GO)

Part Two: you go back to the plumberls house.

Well -- you den't have to worry zbout that plsee of

pipe you left lying on the floor ac Yrg Sprague'‘s,
{z@&&;au ACCEﬁT} Why not? (3ELT) WHADDA YOU MEAN,
WORRY? -

Fingergrinte.

So what, fingerprinte?

Well, the cops nave lﬁcked the place up for the night --
tut temerrow they'!re going to go over everything for
fingerprintes, Your'=T'11 be on 2t, of course --

So why don't T nave to worry?
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LITTLEPAGE:

LITTLEPAGE:

PORTER:

LITTLZPAGE:

- PORTER:

LITTLEPAGE:

PORTER:

LITTLEPAGE:

LITTLEPAGE:

HIx:

LITTLEPAGE

EIX:

=17~
Well =-- whoever used 1t to glug that woman left tis
oWl over yours, you see, 5o you'lre in the clear. Just
the zame, If I were you, I wouldn!t like to leave that

pipe lying around.

e T mma oy m— it

Part three: You find the porter again.. You éivé him

a real song and dance.

Yeah, Wonderful thing, these police methode., Know
vhat they're golng to do tomorrcou?

e sir. -

Well -- they've got & process called moulage. It means,

taking Impresslons of Tfootprinte., Why, they can even
take impreselons of footprints in a thiclk rug.
Weil, now. It's a good thing I didn!t go over it

with the vocuum.

Chogollyo—yes! (PAUSE) Say -- do me a favor will you?

Why sure.
Ask the sﬁperintcndent to come cver here a second.
(WHISPER) 4nd let me talk o him alone. T—suapsed

-:_-qu

A T e T e it et

Mr Hix, I'm going to confide in yeou, because I realize
a thing like this can give & superintendent 2 bad name.
Thatle good of you, Hr Littlepage, good of you.

It's nothing. Just do re = favor. Let me into the
oA L

. apartment after dark tonight, and don't tell anybody.

2 C e . -
Oh, T conidn’t do that, couldn!t do thabs. - -
~-,'-;P—r.'}- v KT el o ’ ot

I A - L . T W
v . . T
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LITTLEPAGE:

HIX:

LITTLEPAGE:

- Fl
- oy

j" -0 .’ - _18_ . “. e g )/,' a _‘ f/_ Ca (_'_.(-__._."_—,—
L IR R PE SR _/; g i
For kow mich gouképeers My Hix? -For—=w-thts?. ..~/

(AFTER A PAUSE) Why, M Littlepage -- for that I'11
let you iIn right now!

{DOOR OPENED WITH LOCK, SWUNG WIDE)
Just one more thing. Tell the porter I've gone home.
Make sure you do that -~ then leave him strictly alonel
AND DOIT!T GIVE HIM A PASSKEY!

(DOOR I8 SHUT)

Mow, ycu it in the chair lately cceupled by the late
eleaning woman, If your plan works -~ 1t will work
like this.

JP A BIT AND DCWN)

If ttts the hasgband, hel!ll come back to clean up the

cluce, He got in once -- he'll g=t in agnin.

If it'g the plumber, he'll come after the plps.

Plumbers are henly with -~- lochks,

If it'sz the vorter, hc'll come back to eclean up. But
itts got to be one of them =-- 2 ran with an accegnt!

HIT AWD GO INTO _CLOCK _MOTIF BEHIND)

e — e — By it

ATXAT 0170236
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NARR:

NALR+

-19_

You wait, and you walt, and you wait, The room lis
pitch dark, Mo sound but the clock and your own heart's
beat. Suddenly, you wigh you had somsthing more than a
foolLﬁiene—of-the-crimc theory. You wizh you had a
gun. Becauee suddenly you hear ==

(KEY INTO LOCK, (PAUSE) XEY TURNS SLOWLY.

(PAUSE) DOOR OPEN3)
(WHISPFR} For a second, 21l you see ls an outline -~-
s figure agelnst the hall light, carrying something
long and snaky ~- then --

(LIGHT SWAPS ON}
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NARRATOR:

TORTER
LITTLETAGE:

IORTER:

LITTLREPAGE: .

YCRTER:

LITTLEFAGE:

LITTIEPAGE:

CATTATHM:

LITTLEPAGE:

CAVTAIN:

LITTLEPAGE:

CAPTAIN:

LITTLEVAGE:

LITTIEYAGE :

~20-

The lizht snaps on -- and for an inssant, you're blinded,

2ut when the pincapple slices stop golng around and

ground In your eyes --

dh -- T didn't ¥now you vere still here, sir!

That's all priznt., Brought your vacoum cleaner, I ses.

But 1f you --

Yes gir, Super told ire to clean it up.
Fo, no no -- mo bother at 811, Go right ahead.

Yes sir.
(vACUUM CILEANER ULC AND CCNTINUE BEHIND)
I just thousht I'd call uy oifice.
(HOWE PICEED UP. DIALING I2 RHYTHMIC WITH VACUUM
CLEANER U AND DUWN)
They *now wno the killer 1s, Fyou uNIw.
(VACUIM CIEANSR COMNTINUES, THOLE BUZZES AT OTHER
END AND IS DTICKED UF)
(FILTER) Tolicze headguariers.
Hells, citv desk. This s Littleraze. I have the story
on that murder.

Vou craezy

¥, Wally?

(FIITER) Citr desk,
Yegn, I'u callling Zrom the murler sa-artment right ncw,
fTACUUM CLEANER 390T3 CCLu)

{FPIITFER] Are you nuts?

Jh -- that noise? It ves the norter -- with the vacuun
cleaner.

(FILTER) 0h -ch. T get it! Hold him there!

Okay, boss. I'1l come 1n with the story. So long.

{ PHONZ HUNG UT}

Yep, they've got him.
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TORTZR:
TITTLETAGE:

I¥ THE
HIDDLE O
THES,
VACUUR
STARTS
AGATI,
TORTER:

LITTLECAGE:

TORTER

TITTIETAGE:

LITTLECAGE:

~21-

Could I ask how, sir?

Oh -- 1little ®things. You see, somebody knew this
evartment woulé te emnty. Somehwody, they figured,
nurposely lured a woman here witk a promisec of a job,
planned to ¥111l her for the pitiful pennies in her purae
-~ sorebody, you see, who could come and go in the
epartment house at will. Yesh -- a perfect case. First
gesree murder -- planned perfectly in advance,

cremaditated. And you know vhat that means, of courae.

e

e sir.
The electric chair.
(VACUUM STOTS)
29 course, I thinlk perscnally he never meant to k11l her.
T think she must have screswed, or triec Lo run avay,
and hte hal to kit her.
“aat ¢ifference would that make, sir?
hy, that malzes 1t murder in the second degree. He'll go
te ‘ail, sure, but he'll ret oub eomeday for good
mehavior, 3ut you knov the police --
(vacyuy CLEAKER BTARTS AGAIN, RHYTHMICALLY BACK
LYD FORTE)}
They'd rather send him to the chatr. Chgaper for the
state, wvou see. Vhat do you think? HMind you, they know
who he i=z. (DPAUSE) Scmebody with 2 passkey, You see.
( VACUUM CLEAMER Ur, BACK.)
I think he'd be smarter to confess the truth -- and save
hisg skin.

{VACULM CLEANER UT, BACK, UT, BACK )
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LITTLEPAGE:

TORTER:

LITTLEFAGE:

TORTER:

LITTLEPAGE:

LITTLEPAGE::

fORTER:

IITTLETAGE :

CAITATM:
LITTLEFAGE:
CAPTAIN:

(MUSIC:

el N

Remewmber -- they can prove premeditation. The wolice can
prove anything, once they vant to., And that means he'll
burn.

{CLEANER RADIDLY UD, BACK, UT, BACK, UY, BACK.

THEN QUT SUDDENLY)
(HATF -CHOCKED) Mister -- it -- it vas -- (HE GROANS) No,
no -- 1o --
(HARD) It wasg what? What was 1t?
(SOBBING) What'll I do, vwhet'll I do?
(QUIET & HARD) Tell the truth. It's all that can save
you)
(SCBBING) The truth was llke you said, mister. I--1I
never mean to kill her, Jjust to rod her -- ninety cents
ras all T got, mister -- I didn't nean to hit her --
g¢he soryeamod, zhe siarted into yell -- T =« I == 1 hao
to hit her -- I ~-
(GUIRT OVER HIS SCBRING) Don't %ell me, I know. I know
THE SUTERINTENDENT HEVER GAVE YOU THE rASSEKEY -- YOU USED
YOUR CUWN!
(SOBBING} What'll I de, what am I zoing to do --

(DOOR OIENS SUDDEWLY AND NCISILY)
(SOFFLY) Tell the police. (PAUSE) Captain -- take it from
here. There's your mu--murd--mu--ATCHOO!
Gesundhedt.
Your killer. Thanis.

Thank you!
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #13?

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPEIL:
HARRICE:

CHACPELL:

FARRICE:

Guerd against throat-scratech!
Enjoy smooth sroking!

PELL MELL'S greater lensth of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smeke further...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

ruff by puff you're always ahead When you smoke FELL MELL
At the fipst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, opr 15, or 17, PELL :MELL still
zives you a longer filter ol traditionally fine, mellow
tcbaccos - to guard against throat-scratch.

Yes, PBELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you a2 smoothness,
mildness, and gatisfaction no other cigarette offers
you.

Guard agalnst bthroat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth suoting!

fsk for the lonzer, finer cigaretite in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS cizarettes - "Outstanding!

And - they are mild.
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CHAYIELL:

LITTLEPACE:

CEAYTEIL:

TARRICE:

{MUsIC:

=

_25-

TAG)

Now we read you that telegram from ialtholl Littlecvage of
the San intonio Light.

¥iller in tonight's Big Story fully confesssd to the
rurder, admitting that he had Jured the vietim to Mrs.
Spraguc's apartment to rob her. He had struck her with
the iron pipe when she attempted o flee. He was
convictes of murder in the first degree and died in the
clectric chair. Thanks & lot for tonight's PELL MELL
AWARD.

Thank you, Mr. Littlepage...the makers of PELL:MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the ELL MELL
$500 Award for notable service in the field of

Journalism.

Tisten again next vecl, zam¢ time, =ans stution, when

PELL MELL FAMOUS CICARETTES will present another BIG

STCRY - A BTG STORY from the front pages of the Bismarelk
Narth Dolkcta Tribune -- by-line, Frani Sturken, A BIG STORY
- about & reportcr who heard the story of the farmers

cauwghter,..and found that the punch line wag...nurdcr.

TUEME WIFE & FADE TO BG_CN CUR)
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CHATFELL:

(MUSIC:

CHATYELL¢

ANITCR

mtT/ jou//ce
11/1/45 am

-20-
THE BIG STCRY iz produced by Bernagp J. Prockter with
music by Vledimir Selinoky. Tonizht's program vas
adapted by Alan Slosne from en actunl story from the
front pages of the San Antonio Lizht, Your narrator

Sy .;”ﬂ-:¥;
Ry e rlayed the rari of

wns Bob Sloane, and
Walthall Littlepage. In order to protect the names of
people actually involved In tonight 's authentic BIG
STGRY the names of all characters in the dramatization
were changed with the exceptlon of the regportcr, Mr.
Littlepree.

This 18 Erneet Charpell specking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS IS N3C...THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMITLNY

ATHOT 0170243




THE BIG STORY
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CAST

NARRATOR
MOTHER
WOMAN
RUTHIE
MARY
FRANX
ALEX
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CHARLIE
FRED
MAN I
SHERIFF

MAK 2

AS BROADCAST

FOB SLOANE
AGNES YOUNG
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JIM STEVENS
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*NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #138

it ) | )
10:00 - 10:30 PM NOVEMBER 16, 1849 WEDNESDAY

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

{MUSIC: _ _ o oo s )l
(FHEHB—O P W Dy SU TS SR, }
( 4 BABY'S CRY, UF}
MOTHER ¢ Turn the baby over, darling! She’s been lying ob her

tummy too leng.
RUTHIE: All right, Mother. (BABY WHIMPERS AND STOPS CRYING) I
A wish Daddy would come in from the barn......
MOTHER: He'll be right in, darling. The livestock's probably
restless from the windstorm apd....{CUTS AS)

(DOOR OPENS)

(WHINE AND BLAST OF WIND IN...... DOOR SLAMS SHUT
...... WIND MUTED AGAIN)
MOTHER : VHY O D mprgnysn ey L ]
(4 COUPLE OF HEAVY STEPS ON WOODEN FLOOR)
MOTHER ! What...what are you dolng here? What....(SCREAMS) No!
NO !
{SHOT..... BoLY i)
RUTHIE: {CRYING) You—swiultmai-t—m¥ou—awini—merr, You killed my

(SHOT)
{A BEAT)

(A COUPLE OF STEPS ON FLOOR. THEY STOP)
{A BEAT)

(THE BABY BEGINS TO CRY)

(MUSIC: HIT UP AND UNIER)
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CHAPPELL:

..3-
THE BIG STORY. Here iz Americal! Its sound and 1ts fury,
it's joy and its sorrow, as falthfully reported by the

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

Lo ’;,Z
Bi% 2ort Dakota. , of & repprter.w o%ﬁ
a_ : AL A A '
3 ; e Eriiite-E

1ok 9 K

punch.line was mupdan.. To reporter Frank Sturken of the

Bismerck Tribune, for his sensational and unusual

BIT STORY, goes the PELL MELL Award!

(COMMERCIAL)
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“THE BIG STORY 11/16/49
“PROGRAM #138

OPEN NG COMMERCIAL:

- CHAPPELL:
HARRICE: »
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agalnst throat-scratchl!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL: MELL'S greater length of traditionally line

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke FELL MELL.
At the first pufl PELL MELL smoke is filtered further

than that of any other leading clgarette. Moreover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives
you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard agalnst
throat-scratch.

For PELI MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further

on its way to yeur throat - filters 1t naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tcbaccos - guards
apgainat throat-scratch.

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

mildness and satisfaction no other cligarette offers you,

Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigaretie In the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Qutstandipg!"

And - they are mild!
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NARR:

FHANK:

PRENTISS:

FRANK:

PRENTISE:

FRANK:

PRENTISS:

FRANK:

PRENTISS:

FRANK:

..5_

Bismarck, North Dakota.....the story &s it actually

happened..Frank Sturken's story as he 1lved 1t...

— o T T T iy e e e

April is coild in North Dakote. April is a razor-edged
wind, whipping across treeless gray plains. April ls
the last desperate clutch of icy fingers, loosening
themselves from the hardwheat land, from the wildgrass
prairies. And this is the time of your Big Story. It
is this afterncon in April, and you, Frank Sturken of .
thé Bismarck Tribune, are sitting in your office, thinking
about spring. Just sltting at your desk, and thinking
about Spring. And then ....

(PHONE RING...PHONE OFF HOOKX)
{BORED) Sturken, Tribune.
(EXCITED, FILTER) Mr. Sturken, this is Henry Prentiss,
Turtle Lake correspendent for the Tribune.
Yes, Henry?
Something terrible's happened up here in McLean County.
(BORED} Don't tell me that chicken thief up there hes
been arcund agaln?
Oh, ne. It's much worse than that, Mr. Sturken, This
time...it's murder!
(ALERT) What was that, Henry? A murder?
(EXCITED} Gee whiz, no. I mean, it's more than that,
Mr. Sturken. Fonesat...
Look kid. You're talking long distance on the Tribune's
time. Pull yourself tcgether. Now what happened? Yoﬁ

said there was a murder...
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PRENTISS:

FRANK:
SHERIFF:.”
FRANK:
SHERIFF:
FRANK:
SHERTFF:
FRANX:
SHERIFF:
FRANK:

SHERIFF:

FRANK:
SHERIFF:

-6 -
Sure. Sure I dld. But it wasn't just one murder. It's
mASS mﬁrder!
Correspondents. Eager beavers. Kilds studying journalism.
The Tribune's got 'em =ll over North Dakota. They send
you blg pews,.chlicken thieves..church socials. But this
time, it's big, blg. You get what detalls you can from
Prentiss...fast. Then you hit the highway, elghty mlles
north across the prairie to Turtle Laks....You meet
Sheriff Brackett of MclLean County in the yard of a
ramshackle farmhouse...stare at twe shotgun-riddled
bodles on the ground...
Who's this, Sheriff?
Alex Nellsen.
And thils?
Els son, Hels,
Hmmmm. Beoth shot in the back.
Yep.

Enow the caliber gun? £

dgm’.’:—-t{_ _
Yep. The killer used a $twe-barrsled, 12 gauge shotgun.

Sure rlpped 'em teo pleces.

{GRIMLY} Sure did. But you haven't seen anything yet,
Sturken.

Ne?

No. Let's go Iinto the house.

Geood Lord! Four! Four killings in all.
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- 7 -

Yep. Father and scp 1p the yard, Mother and dsughter
here in the house, ag you can see. Four of 'em...all
butchered in celd blood. The whole Neilsen family....
except one.
Except one? k old the killer miss?
Come dg:;:;Q$;£§E§;¥*;g;;t I'11l shovWw.you....

(STEPS ON HARDWOOD FLOOR...THEN STOP...DOOR OPENS)

(WE HEAR THE WAIL OF A BABY UP)
(AFTER A PAUSE, AFFECTED) Sheriff, I....
The baby's &ll thet's left, Sturken. A three months
old baby glirl. The killer missed her somehow. He
was a madman, & maniac. He went wild, crazy with that
shotgun. Almost blasted off the face of the mother, at_
close range. Same with the 1itile girl, Ruthie. But he
ieft the baby. Why, I don't know., I don't know!
AL fg..\f a‘rwn'/;-;‘mz-r'éf::f/“ .
Henry 4 you've lived here all your life. Was this farmer,
Alex Nellsen, well-liked?
I...... well, I'd say no, Mr. Sturken. He was kind of
moody...nad & temper; People stayed out of hils way
mostly.
I see.
I just came from the General Store. There's a crowd
there, sir. They're scared stifft They think it was a
couple of chicken thleves...
Do they? I'm not sco sure, Henry.

What do you mean?

RTXC1 0170250
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A couple of chickep thieves wouldn't butcher a whole
family. It deesn't make sense, there's no rhyme or
reason to it., But scmeone crazy with s personal grudge,
someone who knew Neillsen, wide=..(CUTS) Henry, listen.
Yes, Mr. Sturken?
I've got the advanced story all typed out. I want you to
phone it in to rewrite at Blsmarck.
Yessir,
After that, file the story with the AP in St, Paul by
wire... ,
{AWED) The...the AP. The Associated Press? I...yes, sir.
Yes, sir! But what are you going to do, Mr. Bturken?

Me? I'm going to nose around...talk to some cof the

neighbors,..see what I can find out!

(KNOCK ON DOOR....DOOR OPENS)
(HOSTILE) Yes?
My pamefs Sturken. I'm a reporter with the Blsmarck
Tribune. You're a nelighbor of the Nlelsen's and....
Get out!
But...
Get out, Mister. I den't know who killed the Nellsens,

and I'm not answering any questions. Get ocut!

(XNOCK ON DOOR....DOOR OPENS)
(HOSTILE} What do you want?
I...(CUTS) Why are you pointing that shotgun &t me?

We don't 1ike strengers around here.
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But I'm & reporter with the Tribune....
For all I know, you're a murdering chicken thief. Anpd
you're not walkin' into my house. Now get off this

farm! Get off, before I blow your face inl!

Listen, Mister. I wouldn't go around this part of the
country, bothering folks. We mind cur cwp business, and
we don't want any meddlin' strangers around!

But you knew Alex Nellsen, and I'm only trying to find
out....

{DOOR SLAM}

Everywhere 1t's the same. But thep you meet a farmer
who'!s friendly, Fred Osterman by pame. He runs a
prospercus farm about & mile north of the Nielsen place,
and adjacent to it. You remark on the hostility of the
people and he says...

Well, Mr. Sturksen, you've got to figure people hereabouts
are scarsd. Whoever butchered ths Nielsens was crazy-mad.
For all the folks arcund here know, those tramps or
chicken thieves may still be rcaming around.

Then you think it was somsbody from the outslde, Mr.l
Osterman.

No question about 1t. Folks arcund here are decent
law-ablding people.

I'm sure they are.. You knew AleX Nellsen well?

Knew him? Why, Mr. Sturken, he was my next door neighbor.
Weld been friends for years. OQur kids played together,

went to school together, wg sat in the same church pew
together., (MORE)
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(RISING) And then what happens? Some gun-crazy skubk
comes along, and with no reascn, no reason at all mind
you, slaughtsrs the whole family in cold blocd.
I....yes. I know how you must feel, Mr. Osferman.
But now, I guess I'd better be running slong...
Ok, Mr. Sturken, before you go. .
Yes?
Mind taking these down to Sheriff Brackett? 1 was meaning
to take them down this evening, but you can save me &
trip.
What are they?
Empty shotgun shells. Four of 'em. I found ‘em around
the Neilsen place this morning!
Then they came from the killer's gun.
Seems so. I don't see how they coald be anythirg elsel

I hope they help the Sheriff catch the killer:!

You go kack to the Sheriff's office. And you're there no

longer than a minute, when ancther nelghber comes 1n.

And he's got a surprise...

(EXCITED) Sheriff, Sheriff, look what I found. This

here double-barreled shotgun!

Where'd you find this, Charlie?

Why, in that bog up near my farm....alon&mﬁhe dirt road.
rfa gl

Whoever threw it there broke the guny and figured it

would sink. But the stock floated up to the surface..

Hmmmm. Twelve gauge, too. And 1t goes with the empty

shells Fred Osterman found.,...
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FRANK:
SHERIFF:
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Then 1t's the marder weapol....
No question about 1t. FZeet/cos
Sheriff, I've got scmething else to tell you.
Yes, Charlie?

4&/L-
This shotgun.ﬁﬁ%ﬁigﬁ to Alex Nielsen.

What! .
Yessir, 1t's his a1l right. I'd know if anywhere.

He used to keeﬁ 1t hid 1n the barn, 1in case he
surprised chicken thieves...
sherlff, wait a minute,

Yes Sturken?

That proves 1t!

Proves what?

Thet Alex Nellsen and his femily weren't murdered by

strangers. It was done by somebody who knew Neilsen.....
who knew that gun wes hidden in the barn, ard vhat's more,
knew where to find 1t!

Maybe. Maybe not, Sturken.

What...

Alex Nieléen.might have scen chicken thieves, plcked up
his gun, and come out in the yerd. They might have

jumped him out there, taken the gun away...

Yes. I see what you meen. Maybe I'd better ask Fred

Osterman exactly where he found those empty shells!

(SLIGHT WHINE OF WIND OFF)
Hello.
Hello.
what's your name?

Mary Osterman.
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What are you doing way out here, Mary..so far from the
house. You'll get lost.
Oh, noc. I come out here all the timse.
But it's pretty cold end windy to bes playlng cutside
today.
Ch. I'm not playing. I'm visiting a grave.
You're what?
Vvisiting a greve. It's right here, where the flowers
are. I come down every day and put flowers on hls grave.
His grave? Whose grave?
Buster.
Buster?
Buster's a dog.
Oh. I seée. Your dog dled end..
Oh, no. It wasn't my dog. It was Mr. Nellsen's dog.
He used to come over with Mr. Nellsen's 1llttle glrl,
Ruthis, and we all used to ﬁlay together. Bﬁt then
Buster bit our cow, and my Daddy goi very angry...
Yos?
My Daddy got very angry. He put up this fence to keep
the dog out, and Ruthie, too. But then Bustesr erawled

under the fence to come play~ggglme. And'then my Daddy

tock & big gun, and shot poor Buster dead.

(A BEAT) Ee shot him?
Yes. And my Daddy end Mr. Neilsenaﬁhﬂ a terrible fight.
And now, Buster's dead and Ruthile's dead; Ané I haven't

got anyone to play with...any more!

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL )
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #138

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:
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HARRICE
CHAPPELL:
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HARRICE:
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HARRICE:
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Guard against throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

éuff by puff you're always ehead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the Tirst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further

than thet of any other leading cigarette. Moreover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you

e longer fllter of fine tobaccos - to guard against
throat-scratch.

Fcr PELL MELL'S gzreater length trevels the smeoke further

on its way to your threoat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
apainst throat-scratch.

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

mildness and satisfacticon no other clgarette offers you.

Guard against throat-screteh!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, flner cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outgtanding!

And - they are milg!
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This is Cy Herrice, returning you to your narrator, and
the Big Story of Frank Sturken, as he lived it...ond
wrote 1t...

You, Frank Sturken of the Blsmarck TPribune, eare standing
at 2 barbed wire fence in the middle of & wvindswept
Dakote prairie, and talking te little Mary Dsterman.
And she tells -you & few things about her father's
relationship with his dead neighbor, Alex Nielsen...
things that don't quite add up...things that begin to
make you wonder. S0, you go up to the house and see
Fred Osterman, neighbor of the butchered Neilsens...
Osterman, where'd you find these empty shotgun
cartridges?

Why, in the heyloft...1n the barn.

In theﬁﬁg;f;ft?

That's vight.

What wers you doing in the hayleft yesterdey morning..
the morning after the murders.

(A BEAT) Why, I...{LAUGHS NERVOUSLY) Mr. Sturken,
you're going to think this is a little funpy.

Am I? Why?

Well, you see, Nielsen hed some chickens, They

used to go up there, and I thought maybe there'd be
some eggs. So I went up there to see if I eould

plck up a fevw,..you know, I figured fAlex or his

family wouldn't have any use for ‘er1 any more.
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(& BEAT) I sec. Osterman, mind if I ask snother gquestion?
Not at all, not at 211. I told you I'd be glad to help,
any way I could.

I understand you shot Alex Nellsen's deg, because you
c¢laim he snappsd at your cows.

Why, yes. Matter of fact I 4id. But 1t had nothing to

do with cows. That dog broke his leg..I sav him dragging
himself arcund on my preperty. 5S¢ I shot him to put him

out of his misery!

Sheriff I tell you this story of OCstermen's 1s a phony.

Why sheould a rich farmsr go scrounging arcund in his

nelghbor's hayloft for a fow =2ggs?

(SIOWLY) Just what mre you trylng to say?

I'm saying that Osterman knew vwhore Nlelsen's gun wvas
hidden. His daughter said he'd guarreled with Nielsen.
And?

£nd he could be the killer!

Listen, Sturken, you come all the way up here Crom
Bismarck, you try to tell me that a respectable farmer
like Fred Ostermarn killed hls neighbor just because they
had & fight -

But the glrl said..

I don't care what she said! What kind of feol do-you
think I am? Osterman will swear that he znd Nlelsen
were friends. It's his word agninst the werd of 2 six
year old kid, Who do you think & court of law would

believe?
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The Sheriff's right. You need more..more. You're sure

it's Osterman, sure, but nobody else 1s. The trick 1s,

Frank Sturken, prove it. Prove it. Then, something that

Fred Osterman said comes to your mind, sticks there.

And you looX up your Turtle Lake correspondent ageln..

Henry, did the Nielsens apd the Ostermans go to the

same church?

Why, yes, sir. - We 2ll went to the same church.

Did they sit in pews right next to each other?

They did. Right up in front,

Yes, sir.

(A BEAT, DISAPPOINTED) Onh., I see.

That is, before they changed.

They changsd? When?

Quits a while ago., Mr. Sturken. Mr. Ostermen left

Oh.
the pew next to the Nilelsen's and changsd to one way
What..,.?

in the back. I...vhat's this all about, sir?

Then they must have fought.  They...(CUTS) Henry!

Yes, sir?

I
.t

¥fRemind me to recommend you for a raisse...vwhen I get
back tc the paper in Bismarck.

But the Sheriff still fsn't Impressed. You nead more..

more evidence, But where ars you golng to find 1t?

Whera? You Take a long chahce, You cross the Nielsen

farm toward the Osterman farm, Maybe Ostermen will tip

his hend egaln, when you talk to him, Maybe, Tt's your

only chance. When you reach the barbed-wire fence,

therels little Mary Osterman again....
(WEENE— S RGP P
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Hello, Mary.

Oh. Hello,

My goodness, you're all dressed up.

Yes, I am.

What are you doing in your Sundey clothes? This
18 only Thursday.

0h, My Daddy end me are golng awey.
Youlre,..going avway?

Yes, Tonlght,

Where?

I don't know. My Deddy didntt tell me., But he's
packing all our bags. I came down Yo say goodbye

to Buster. I'm going to miss him +....very much!

AllL right, Sturken, sll right., Fred Osterman's

leaving Turtle Lake for a vacetion. What of 1t?

Shoriff, what month is this?

Why, April.

Doesn't that meen anything to yoa?

Tseeano,

Donlt you get it, Sheriff? This is spring. Eveny
fermer around here is busy with his spring planting.
No fapmer would leave his place right at planting
time, not if he were in his right mind. Not unless
he had somethinz else on hils mind. Would he, Sheriff?
I &sk you, would he?

No., No, Sturken, he wouldn’u.

(S0PTLY) Well, Sheriff?

(A BEAT) Letls gol
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: Zee
What were you dolng in the hayloft, Csberman?

I told you, loopking for eggs.

You found Alex Nellsen's gun and hid there. You
surprised them, and shot them in the back.

Then you finished off Mrs, Neilsen and her deaughtex.
No, No!

You hated Neilsen, didn't you? You shot his dog
and quarreled with him.

That's a lie.

Your daughter Mary said so.

Shels only a child, She makes up stories, like any
child.

Why vere you planalng to leave town during spring
planting?

I nceded a vacation,

You wantec to lea.x.@J until all tinis blew over.
Wasn't that it, 4%%*&#339

No! I tell you I needed & rest., And I'll tell you
zsomething, Sheriff, I1!'11 have your job Lfor thls,
I'11 break you! You can't go arcund accusing
respectable people of butcheéring their neipghhors!
I'11 break you for this, if i1t's the last thing I do
You sald Axel Neilsen's dog hed a broken leg, and
that!s why you shot hi

Yes, Yes!

Take a look at this, Cstermanl

What 1s 1t?

»
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An sfridavit from Docter Stone, the veterinarish, We
dug up the dog's body. The leg wasn't broken at all,
I don't know, I don't know. I thought it was, He was
1imping and whining, so I shot him. You can't held me
1ike this for shooting a dog and you know it}
(HEAVILY) Sturken...

Yes, Sheriff?

We're licked,

Shepiff, listeNaes.

He won't bresk, and he won't telk. I tell you we'r

e .
£ Lot o2

licked, I don't know, maybe we pulled a boner. &im.
releasia@ him.

Sheriff, glve me & TeW hours...just a few hoursl

Why?

I've got an 1dea, And if Osterman's guilty...I think
he’li talk!

Henry, listen....

Yes, sip?

Here are pletures of the Nellsen family...father, mether,
son, and daughter...those vho were murdered.

Y-yes, Mr. Sturken?

Take my car, Rush lem to the paper in Bismarck. Have
them blown ur 1ife size, Life size, you understend?
Then get them bmek here. I...{CUTS) Walt a minute,
Henry. Before you go.

Yea?
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Here 'sfa picture of the Nielsan baby, .s-ee-r—-}'-i-l-want
DR — N DI

et

The plctures come back,
to a room, turn on the bright llghts. Then you set

up the pictures of the Nellsen familywzzghiife Caee

a1l sround him, and lock the di:;;yéif hels innocent...
he can take 1t. But If he's nobysss
(POUNDING ON DOOR)
(MUFFLED) Let me out! Let me out!
(KEY IN 1OCK)
{DOOR OPENS)
Well, Osterman?
tham, stering at meﬁf

Take—irremn

take them away!

I can't stand i1t! T can't stand

locking at wme, driving me out of my mind.

auay
Then you did kill them!

{BABBLING) Please..please
It was youl
I did it! o©nly..take them awayl!

Yes, yes, I did it}

Taleo—iRon—irial
You s£it there, and as he babbles cut his confession,
you type 1t up... '

(TYPEWRITER UP AND FADE)
It sterted with thet dog....that dog of his...Buster.
He's keep comlng onte my property...chase my CoWs...snap
at their legs. I warned Alex to keep him outf..put up
that barbed wire fence,..but still he'd get through., I

I'd had enough,-aﬁd-.g.aa

stood it as long as I could,
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FRED: © 1'a had enough, you see. One day I saw thls dog of .
Nielsen's crawl under the fence end run tovard my 1litlle

girl, Mary. I bad my shotgun with me and...

{MUBFET— T ROOENT )
{ 8HOT)
SR TOYOrT)
MARY: Daddy! (CRIES) Daddy, youlve killed Buster! Youlve

killed him!

FRED: Go on home, Mary.
MARY: But Daddy!
FRED: Go on home! You hear ms ? Go on heme!’
(TYEEUR LRt NE-@RATUR LY FADE )
FRANK: AL LSt e T Y BT DT Yo e~ s «
FRED: Yo agmeiudmnbederyiypetmpe= The next 62y Alex Nellson came

up to my house. He had that shotgun of his with him...

the one he kept hid in the bern. And he saidt

ALEX: BSOSO dr—iat i pedog . You dirty, vellow skunk,
you shot my dog. And I'm telling you now. Tl e

Wq— il bl Don 't ever put your
foot on my vroperty again, DLttt b G bl diilt

&by Because if you do, I1'll shoot you down!
(SEBBHRITER UEANR=HEDER )
FRED: Dirty yellow skunk. That's vhat he called me, Sturkeﬁ,
dirty yellow skunk. He_had ne risht teo call me that,
No right. All winter long, shut away from everybedy
else, holed up at home with the wind blowing and those
Dakota blizzards howling down, I thought of what Alex

Nielson called me. .
. (More)
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FRED: I vent nearly crazy, thinking of it. And then ... Then
(CONT'D)
this other night, this windy night, I couldnlt stend it

anymore. I went over to the Nielsen's place, found his

gun, hid in the barn. I saw and hls son come out.

I aimed at them through “window in the hayloft ...
{WHINE OF WIND)
FRED: {YELLS MADLY) Run, Nielsen! Run, you dirty yellow skunk.
ATEX: {(cFF) Son! It's Fred Osterman! Run for the housel
(RUNNING OFF)
(FRED LAUGHS WILDLY)
(SHoi'. THEN ANOTHER)
(PRBWNASTER ad LRl B T |
FRED: They dropped 1ike stones, . I figured, now I had the two
. of 'em, I'd get the whole Nielsen brood. I walked up
to the door of the house...
THEOE Gt GOBNEY
(WHINE OF WIND UP)
{DOOR GPEKS)
(DOOR SIAMS SHUT, WIND DOWN)
MOTHER: et Ohped it prroh
(A COUPLE OF HEAVY STEPS ON WOODEN FLOCR)
MOTHER : - What...what are you doing here? What..(SCREAMS)
Nol NQ!
(SHOT)
(BoRip
RUTHIE: (CRYING) Weumewotmmemrimmdiou—wear- M You killed
my mother, You killedesses?
(SHOT)
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(Pt Bl S i)
(A COUPLE OF STEPS UP AND STOP)
(BABY CRIES UP}
(TP RITER I N D-FaDE
(CRYING) I couldn't do it, Sturken. I couldn't finish
the job. I wanted to. But I figured the baby couldn't
talk, she couldn't tell anyone, She was lying there and
looking up at me, and crying...end I couldn't do 1,
I couldn’t finish the job. Tell then that, Sturken.
Please....tell them that. Maybe they'll show me & 1little
mercy. .. .maybe they'll give me a chance!
In just & moment we will rcad you a telegram from
Frank Sturken of the Bismarck Tribune with the final
outcome of tonight'ls BIG 3TCRY.

(CLOSING COMMERGCIAL)
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CLOSING COMMERCIATa

Guard against threat-scratehl

Enjoy smogth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of tradlitionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MEII., At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other lecding cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PEIL MELL
s5ill gives you a longer filter of traditionally fine,
rmellow tobaccos - to guard against throat-screteh.
Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & spoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other» cigarette cffers

ol

Guard against throaf-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smokingl

Ask for the lonmer, finer clgarette In the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "sugstanding i

And - they ore mild!
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—26w REV,
Now we read you that telegram from Frank Sturken of
the Bismarck Tribune...

In what is believed to be the fastesi administration
of justice on record, killer in tonight's Big Story
was tried, sentenced to life imprisonmont, and started
serving his prison sentcnce within 48 hours of his arrest.
This was made possible because killer did not want
counsel or jury trial but kept pleading guilty to the
murder and insisting on being sent to penitentiary
immediately, where he later dicd. My sincere
appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, ¥r. Sturken ... the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGLREITES are proud to presnet you the PELL
MELL $500 Award for notable service in the field of
journalism.

Listen again next weck, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - 4 BIG STORY from the front pages of the New York
Journal American -- by—line; Elizabeth Beecher. &

RIG STORY - about thanksgiving and a turkey drumstick
and (BANG BANG) murder!

S AR e et mm e e e s mm T
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CHAFPPELL: THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted by Max Ehrlich from an actual story from the
front pages of the Blsmarck Tribune. Yow narrstor
was Bob Slcane, and Phil Sterling played the part of
Frank Sturken. In order to protect the names of people
actually involved in tonight's authentlc BIG STORY
the names of all characters in the dramatizatlon were

changed with the exception of the reperter, Mr.

Sturken.
{musIc: _ __ THEME UP_FULL AND FADE FOR...)
CHAPPELL: This 1s Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

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

?%ﬁ??gg am
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‘. NBC & NET " THE BIG STORY #139

{ELIZABETH BEECHER-NEW YORK JOURNAL AMERICAN)

( )Yy )

10:00-10:30 PM NOVEMBER 23, 1349 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC:  _ _ SIMPLE_OMINOUS_ THEME UNDER})

NARR: It was the week of Thanksgiving in Hells Kitchen in New

York. The two of them (neither was over sixteen) pressed
thelr faces against the delicatessen store window...

FRANKIE : (TENSE, HUNGRY).;%:;zj the sausages, that liverwurst,
look at that turkey!

TCOM: (YOUNGEH, TOUGHER) What are you standing there for?
(PAUSE) Here, take it.

. FRANKIE: Qkay. You ggﬁ?irat;
(STEPS. ,DOCR OPENS,..STEPS., THEY STOP)

SCHMIDT: {GROCER WITH SLIGHT ACCENT,..PLEASANTLY) Yes, boys?

What you -- (HE IS NOT SURE OF THE SITUATION} want?

TOM: Give us food. Lots of it!

SCHMIDT: You got money to pay?

TOM: Okay Frankie, put it on him!

SCHMIDT: (IN TERRIBLE ALARM) A gun .., no you don't! I got a
knife and ...

TCM: Go ahead!

FRANKIE: - ; OVER LAP SPELCHES But --

TOM: ' What you waiting for?
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SCHMIDT:
TOM:
PRANKIE:
TOM:

CHAFPPELL:

_2..
(LOUD ON MIKE SHOT)
{CRIES OUT AND FALLS)
You plugged him! (OVERJOYED} You plugged himl
{AMAZED) But you sald --
{ INTERRUPTS) Don't stand here; all hell's geing to break

loose in a minute!

—_— e e e e e e — — o mam e —

THE BIG STORY! Here is America -- Iits sound and its
fury, 1ts joy and its sorrew as faithfully reported by
the men and women of the great American newspapers. {FLAT)
Deat dysnprs—NEr-vaaly, .  Tenth Aventue, New York City:

the story of crime committed by a eriminal vs. society
and by society vs. a c¢riminal, And for her work on
behalf of simple Justice, to reporter Elizabeth Beedher -
of the New York Journal fmerican, for Ler Big Juory: goes

the PELL MELL Award!

{ COMMERCIAL )}
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OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL: guard against throat-scratch!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smokingl
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'S preater length of treditionally fine tobaccos

iravels the smoke further..,., -

HARRICE: Filters the smoke and makes 1t miid.
CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,

At the first puff PELL MELL smcke is flltered further
than that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover,
after 5 puffs,-or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still
gives you a longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard

agalnst throat-scratch,

HARRICE: For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further
oh its waylto your thréét —.filtérs it naturally through
PELL MELL!S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against threat-scratch.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tcbaccos give you a smogthness,
mildness and satisfacticn no other clgarette offers you.
Guard against throat-scratch!

HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smolking!

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

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"outstanding!"
HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL: New York City - The Story as it actually happened,
Elizabeth Beechers's story as she lived 1t.
(TWO RAPS OF A CGAVEL, .HUSHED SILENCE, TENSE,
EXPECTANT, SOME MINOR MURMURING)
JUDGE: Let the defendant rise and walk to the bench.
(CHAIR SCRAPES. THREE OR FOUR SLOW CN MIKE STEPS.

THEY CONTINUE UNDER THE MARRATION)

NARR:

NEWRWPRONR  Ttfs the wrong word to use: defendant. But
it's the easweeds legal term, He walks now, the
(MUSIC IN AT*)defendant, to receive final sentence.
#H1s face pinched, stérved, his eyes drawn, the look of a
Irightened dog, The defandant 18 sixteensSiteprmbiniciiiee
iyt byl e

viespandbivisbbsple, ' (PAUSE) And you sat there and watched
him, you Elizabeth Beecher, staff reporter of the Journal

american., You sat, wishing you could reach gut across
this crowded, packed, tense court room and-ﬁeuégaﬁim.
But you can't, The sentence on thils boy is about to be
passed: the last chapter about to be written. And in
those moments (ten seconds, no more) you live 1t again,
You live the whole, terrible, sordid, traglec story the

MUSIC OUTAr* way it happened. (PAUSE} *It was the week of
- Thanksgiving and Joe Reems, a tired, somewhat cynical

clty editor hailed you as you walked pastf
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JOE:

BETSY:
JOE:

BETSY:

JOE:
BETSY:
JOE:
BETSY:

KJOE:

BETSY:
JCE:

BETSY:

Betsy, cmtere!

Yeah, Joe.

{SAYS THIS ALL IN A RUSH. 1IT'S VERY ROUTINE FOR HIM)
Some kiqiknocked off guy named Schmidt, delicatessen on
48th street. West, I think., You know, usual thing --
"No Mother, said he was hungry, nothing to eat all day
and so forth and so forth", Go on ocut and glve me
150-200 words on it, huh?

{MOVED BY THE STORY AMD AMAZED BY HIS REACTION)
Suppose 1t was true?

What? That he was hungry?

Yes, that he was hungry. Suppoee 1t was true?

I'm hungry and I don}t steal.

AN
You &t sixteen Joe,

What are you out after, another lost cause, Betsy?

Don't you know nobody ever gets fat figiiting lost causes?
{ ANNOYED} Maybe I don't want to get fat.

(PROFESSIONAL) & hundred and fifty words, If it's

Juicy maybe 200.

Olcay.,

{WAITS UNTIL SHE WALKS AWAY AND SAYS) Don Quixote

with a skirt!}
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BYRNES:

BETS3Y:

BYRNES:

BETSY:

BYRNES:

BETSY:
BYRNES:

BETSY:

BYRNES:

BETSY:
BYRNES;

Byrnes gave you the

“QEW?G-6am&n&mﬂﬂnwh;ﬂﬂgwﬁhﬂypm&ﬂﬁﬁﬁagnu,,;“

65—

You got over to thg D.A's that week of Thanksgiving and
they were crying for blood. Not so much the D.A. himzelf
as the "eclvic leagues", mis-guided zealots who wanted to
do something about crime., This was the Tth unsolved

crime of vioclence within menth. Plain-clothesman Ted

(FLORID, INSENSITIVE MAN) Well, we got an air-tight case,
Chiefts very pleased.

He ought to be, Byrnes. Sixteen year old kid.

Howz that?

Nothing, How do you know he did it? Whats his name -
anyhow? |
Francis X. Farrell. Little Frankie, He confessed. Had
no alternative, Shoots Schmidt, dfops the gun. Finger
prints all over it, We have the kids priats on fiié;.
{EYEBROW UP) Oh?

Sure. Three years ago he got convicted stealing food

out of a store. Put him on probation. They never should
have put that kid on probation. Probation is too easy.
(TRONICALLY)} Should have sent him to Sing Sing.

{HIS SENTIMENTS EXACTLY) Sure, what else? OCOh, you're

belng sarcastiec? Look, itt's a clear cut case, et

e bught to go after someone his size.
You got this kid wrong, He 1g tough, and I mean Stough.
Says the gun wasn't loaded -- didn't lmow it was loaded.

(ORE)
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, 'I(E';YRNES:) That 's the oldest chestnut in the business. Then he
CONTD
sald he dld it alone, We know it for a fact (two eye
witnesses) there was somebody else with him. But would

this kid tell who? HNo! Code of the Jungle -- never

squeal.
BETSY: I still say he ought to go after somaone his slze.
DBYRNES: I'11 tell you one thing,..,that kid will burn., Hefll burn

sure as my name is.,..(HE LAUGHS) Hey, that's funny,

isn't 1t? Sure as my name 1s Byrnes. Get 1t?

BETSY: Yeah, very funny. I get it.
(MOSIC:_ _ _ UP...SME SOUR_AND (IDER)
L bt d
NARR: You go o home {if you can call it that). "Home"

is reached by going through the dank basement of a house
that fronts on a street. Through the basement and out
into an alrless courtyard, And.there in the interior
you find four cheerless rooms, A cold water flat
lighted by gas { when a quarter 1s avallable for the
inexorabie meter). And there you find first his father,
a longshoreman when he works...and doesn't drink,
FATHER: I ought have put the strap to him. I should have beat
him until he couldn't move, But I promised his ma when
she dled ( she died three years ago) -- I swore I
wouldn't lay a hand on him, But that's what he needed --

a belt buckle,
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_ NARR:

s

\gter Feggy, Peggy, age eighteen,«’ﬁwelve hours a

day benind, a lunch counter. $21dé’week.

PEGGY: {PROUD) What™\id you cqgeﬂTop lady? We colorful?
" -4l."'?'m‘1

We a sob story? 'f’give you pomething to stick in

A

your paperhg?Tgll them

211 they stop paying off in
nickg}s”ggd they start payiﬁ-'» £ in something that can
,ﬁkég;ra family together.,,Aaah, whé% he use? Don't
! say that, (IRONICALLY) Some of your reéaf”‘_“;ght not

L understand. Might put Frankie in a "bad light".

NARR: Then yvou see huddled in the dark of the room, his three
brothers and baby slster. Sandy, the next in age to

Frankie says it for all of them.

SANDY: I miss him. He sorta looked after us when Peggy was
wwakivhnguandmPs was -- you know, He used to tell us gll
L Lo e
them stories abou and elephants and out West and

all that, but in a way I like it better, now., See, we
always slept together. In the same bed. Now I got the

bed alone.

same sunless, gé;;asa@raaﬁﬁfwgb gimilar to the Farrellls

. .,-apvi‘l@"“‘ww‘h“
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. WOMAN:

TEACHER:

JAILER:

ARAT

. e e
don*t? Listen, it could hayg.beé¥i my kid or the Meyerts
on the top fqu; #% up any flight of stairs, look in
e

ol B s s T o b L et L R T T
des ik LB E E B O

his teache®. A tired, harrassed, over-worked woman
with straying hair,

He played hookey all the time, I suppose because he
Glidn't have nlce clothes (lots'of my klds sre poor and
they aren't exactly fashion plates. But Frankie was
shabbier.than most of them). And he was hungry most of
the tlme. Cnece he stayed in the classroom and didnl't go
out for 1unch. I was eating at the desk. I saw the way
he was watching me and I offered him 2 plece of cake.

He ran out. He played hookey the next three days. (THEN)
But he was eager to learn, He was a little ashamed of
it but he loved to read books. And the compositions he

wrote: half literate bub take a look at one yourself...

You read a childish handwriting, "The Thing I Want To
Have Most In The World by Francis X. Farrell." You read
and in the reading you know that what you are doing is
right, That this 1s a good, decent, human being, who's
been warped, misshapen. And you move now to the Tombs
where he is in Jjall to reach him,

It's okay with me, lady. I'm only the Jailer. He can
see anybody he likes, 1I'll tell him you're here. You

from a newspaper?
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. BETSY:

JATILER:

BETSY:
NARR:

JATLER:

BETSY:

JAILER:

BETSY:

JATLER:

BETSY:

JATLER:

=10~
Thatts right, And tell him I brought him a hook,.
"Leatherstocking" by James Fennimore Cooper,
Hels a funny kid. I don't think hetll see you.
Coax him, Try, will you? Don't forget about the book.
He 1s back in a few minutes the Jailer, shalting his head
in a knowing way,
He sayd he don't want to see you., He says he don't
want to see nobody, He says leave him alone and let
him die,
(SOMEWHAT SHOCKED) That what he said? (PAUSE) Did
you tell him about the book?
I told him.
What &id he say?
(SOME EUMOR) Rather not tell you, lady. -~ Pl

s . Y _ A -
et fhey use dashes in the newspaper. 4 ???;“ﬁidé:"v{-gh-ﬂ‘

i

('TMU‘,-‘MEN) Okay G- TOM e pat oy e
Meonpdrbduaporrdomonsmysnaies
oo,

That was the week of Thanksglving and this is spring and
you sit now in the courtroom, the silence 1like a thin
strand of wire drawn to the breakilng point. You 51t now
as His Honor, in majestic black robe is about to pass
sentence on him, And the void between you and this

ha {ess bov 1s greater than ever because you cannot reach
You must wait, {as he must) for the final sentence to be

spoken.

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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" MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard &dgainat throat-scratch.
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff MELL MELL smoke is {lltered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Moreover,
arter 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL stl1ll glves
you a longer fllter of {ine tobapcos - to guard against
throat-seratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smolte further

on its way to
PELL.MELL’S traditionally fine, wellow tohaccos - guards
against throat-~scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S3 fine tobaccos glve you a smeocthness,
mildneps and satislactlon no other cigarette offers you,
(Guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -"Outstanding"!
And - they avre mild}
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HARRICE:

NARR:

BETSY:

JATLER:
BETSY :

JATLER:

BETSY
JATLER:
BETSY:

JATLER:

BETTY :

—12-

_THE_CQURT_THEME_AND_UNDER_...)

This 1s Cy Harrice returning you to your narvetor and

THE BIG STORY of Elizabsth Beecher as she 1lived 1t, and
wrote it,

His Honor composes himself, folds his hands across his

desk and Frankile Farrell locks at his shoesa, The judge

has not spoken yst but before the clock ticks é%féé%&r
seconds off the silent wall he will speak, And your mind,
Betsy Beechsr, goes Dbéck to the Tombs, that time
Thanksgiving week when you were trying to reach him with

& book and failed, _The keyﬂ to a boys mind is not.a trick.
No casual 1nteras}4{James Fennimore Cooper's Leatherstocking)

w11l undo the work of sixteen years, And so you

2

AT G L R, wof e ;_fi’)" Pl
(NOW CALLING) Jailer, Mac! Will you give him this¢emk
note, Fwrobty.

e B 20 et S e d e A A 5 T8 o 115 Bt 210

L PRUEERRPAS RS- s

Ckay. But I got to read it first, We don't take things
into the priscners until we read them.flrst,

That's okay.

"Dear Frankis: Please see mg —--"

{ EMBARKRASSED, INTERRUFTING) Do you have to read it aloud?

I'n sorry lady, bubt un -- see, if I don't read 1t aloud

I don't understand it.

(RESIGNED AND A LITYLE AMUSED} Okay.
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JATLER:

FRANKIE:
BETS3Y .
FEANKIE:

BETSY:

FRANKIE:

BETSY:

FRANKIE:
BETSY :

LT

"Desr Frankile: - Plecse see me -- I may be able to help
¥ou. You see, I have & son nearly your age so won't

you come out and talk to me like you would talk to your
mekher 1f she were still around where she could listen? -
(PAUSE) You write pretty good.

(EMBARBASSED} Teke 1t in, wlll you please?

It doesn't matter that your son is not gulte his age ...
Not really "nsarly hls age" ... that your son 1s only
four, For you ars & mother and as a mother you wrote the
note and as & mother you wait. (PAUSE) And finally he
comes and finally he talks ...

{ S0FT IN THIS SCENE) You don't look like her.

Who?

My ma,

That doesn't matter so much, does it Frankle? I mean
what & person looks like, I lisd to you in the note &
iltttle.

{HOT INTERESTED IN THE INTERVIEW AT ALL) I don't care.
(GOES RIGHT ON} My boy is cnly four. Bubt you know what
he likes me to tell him about best? FKe llkes stories
about =-- the kind you like about Indians and elephants
and out West,

Na kidding?

And he alweys wants the same story cver and over agaln,

Little kids are funny aren't they?
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FRANKIE:

BET3Y:

FRANKIE:

BETSY ¢

FRANKIE:

BETSY:

FRANATE:

BETSY :

FRANKIE:

BETSY:

FRANKIE:

14—
(MOVED) Yeah., I tell my kid brothers the same stdry all
the time. You notice that they always want te hear the
same story? (PAUSE) You had that experience too?

You were hungry, weren't you, Frenkle?

(FAILING INTC THE MOOD OF TALKING TO HIS MOTHER) I hadn't
only but an orange the whole day. 3nitched that.from

the fruit stand, But it wds rotten. He couldn't sell

i1t, But still in all, I shouldn't have snitched 1%,
(GENTLY) But you went Into Schmidt's with a gun, Frankie!

I didn't know 1t was loaded, See, I wanited & gun --

just, you kngw, to make sure, and that turkey In the
window;iggez, it's Thanksglving and we never had a party

in all the time slnce Ma died.

{GENTLY) You didn't know it was loaded?

T says bo Tommy, okay, I'1l teke the gun, hut toke the
pullets out. {You see, hiz brother was on the lam --
Tommy's and he had & gun in the house. Tommy Marvin he
lives next door) -- (THEN HORRIFIED) I told you! Tommy
wasn't there. Just me -- alone. Just me and nobody else!l
(WITH FURY NOW) You tricked me, didn't you? Yeu tricked

me to find out who I was with. But I was alone! Thers
wasn't nobody else!

(IN FULL COMPASSION) Frankie, 1f you want me to, I'll forget
you ever said his name. It willl be any way you wantb.
{DUBIOUS) You mean that?

I wouldn't lie to you. WenkisyaubkMamitowiowypont

Asgh, what's the difference? He never should have told me
the gun wasn't loaded when 1t was, I never would have shot

Schmidt. I just wanted - (ILOW) the drumstick from the tu:.
turkey.
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FRANKIE:
BETSY:

FRANKIE:

BETSY :

FRANKIE:

BETSY:
FRANKIE:

BETSY:

FRAWKIE:

BETSY :
FRANKIE:

BETSY ¢
FRANKIE;

BETSY :

FRANKIE:

-15-
Wes he bigger than you -- Tommy - I mean, grown up?
D1d he make you do it?
Naw, he's a kid, He's only twelve.
Twelvet
But he's tough. His brother was in the pen four times.

He taught him everytning.

Why dld you play hookey S0 much?

Hoowewr T couldn't s?{é22¢s to anybody before because they

/ﬁwxbfﬁié
dldn't understend wheut. hookes . We used to have gym class.

You know, chinning cnd the horses and the rings and -

(HE STOPS IN CONFUSION)

(HELPING HIM OUT) It wes your clothes, wasn't ite

(HIS WHOLE LIFE STATED IN THIS) I never once in my life
had & pair of underwear that didn't have holes in it.

I understani_ |

Once f won a track meet. I come in second. Got the
silver rmedal, but -- (HE STOPS AGAIW)

What happened to 1t7

(LACONIC) Pa., He pawned it. (DOWH) He celebrated ry
coming in second.

Okay, Frankie. Wo!'ll see what we can do. Maybe it's
nothing, but we'll see. Can I ceme back and talk to you
again?

If you want to, and -- uh, it's about the Indians, isn't

it?
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(I"“"“-h — ==
BETSY: = "Leatherstocking"# Thi book?’

FRANKIE:
BETS3Y ;

TOMMY :

BET3Y:

TOMMY @

~16~

Yezah.
(AN EMBRACE) Take 1t Frankls. Keep it, I711 see you

again,

You take what you have now and first you corrchorate

the story of Tommy Marvin, a twelve year old rulned child.
Ancther broken ?amily, another son of poverty and mlsery
end rejecticen., You ask him about it, bescause you know
his ags will send hin to the juvenile authoritles; this
child at least willl not be tried for first degree murder.
You &sk him.and he tells you the whole story.

(REAL DEAD END TOUGH)} Sure, just 1liko Frankle said, that's
the way we done it. Only the vwhele talng was my idee.
Why did you put the bullets in ihe gun?

Becguse of the thrlll, Hearing that gun go off, seeing
that fat Schmidt flop - that's ths bliggest thrill ever
happened in my llfe!

UP AND UNDER NARRATOR .....)

NARR:

BETSY :

You do more. You pet Frankie a fine lawyey, Kot one of
the "greet mouthpieces”, but & man whe understands human
beings, understands half-formed children's warped desires.

You go to the clvic lesgues and spesk outb.

R CPREIEEETE R AT S I S

"high-mindsd™ he.yilled & man cold blpoded First degree
Beuiuman, if you want to ask

murder. But 1f you want

o
yourself the rgg&&ﬁ”hard question then this. Who digd

1titﬁ5po»ﬁﬁde him hungry, who squeezed the trigge™

hose

1s ¢ real crime?
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NARE :

BETSY:
FRANKIE:

FRANKIE:

RER)  And you write

Eggzgaaak, you meve around, but mainly, you write. You
tell his story, in his own words ....

"The Life of Francls X. Farrell as told to Betsy Beecher."
(BEPET) "The fLlrst time I got arrested was I was walking
down the street and twe men came.up and seid, "want to
make a half buck?” They give me this big sack and sald,
"Carry it arcund the corner to Ninth Avenue and 47th."

I started carryinz it and a cop's flivver pulled up and
says "What you got in the bag'"? I says, "Leave me alone.
I don't know." They took it and opened it. I never seen
the insides of 1t befors. There was all kinds of cheeses,
The fellors stole it from the store, I didn't even know,
(PAUSE) I never would have stolo chesse. I don't even

1ike cheese!

You write how he was arrested and convicted and given
three years on probotlen. You tell that, in his werds.

You tell how hs lived on probation.

b ..-_!. . W AT Ly Ry . Bl iy - o 2l | ] .
SUTII 0 Sl s e gl o TSR R o T L e e e

Wus. Here's how I lived since I left home In January.

(The reason I left home was I skipped golng to the

probation officer turee times and Pa sald he would 11l ne
ALl S5 ForenE

if T did 1t agaln, =0 I left home.) I wos hUNgYy <edak but

I worked to get s noney for eating. I sold papers at

night and I wotched cars for people when they went te the

thee-oy-tr,
{MORE)
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FRANKIE: I slept in subways, the El, and in hallways sometlmss,

{CONTD)
It was tough because you dldn't make encugh to have a
place to sleep - if you wanted to éat.

(MUSIC: _ _IN WITH NARRATOR ...)

NARR: You tell about the hard times that set in when nobody

C L 18-
|
|

vented papers gag nobody wanted their cars watched and
ff ¢ BELIS

then ea %ﬂTh&nksgﬁ ing and that's when he met Tommy Marvin.
And you write the rest In his words, his own simple,
incredible words,

FRANKIE: {BILFER} One of the things I wished I could do before I
die is go out into the country, the real country. ¥You ses,
once T found a quarter and I went on a ride on the ferry
to West New York. (FAUSE) I like forries and tug boats,
and things that ave golng pleces - you know, away from
where you live, You see, I never went camplng, cven
one of those free trips the elty gives to fellas who can't
efford 1t. I used to.dream about sleeplngz under plne trees,
6116 At b Ltk b b B in S ALAL 02 o6 0L S BRSNS, HE SRERE™

Ll

S0GM -y B RO R e by rgotting up In the morning,

-k Erpumpdii et TR, 2nd sating bacon cooked over &an
open Tirve, -“Phe nesyest-~FmavoltmGotueldSeDlo RS bl Grcta e

Park, Mo st  folitadontt-Row-TaE=Cart i P B =1 4y e
paabeptere, (PAUSH) You know, there are a lot of things in
this world that some of us don't know sbout - a lot of

things,
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NARR :

BETSY 3

BYRNES:

BETS3Y :

LAWY ER:

BETSY :

LAWYZER:

NARK ¢

JUDGE:

_19_

You write it 2ll {he writes it all) and take 1t toc the
clvic leagues, to the people, and finally to the District
Attorney. And what does tho District Atborney say now

as spring draws near, aos the trial draws near?

Hey Byrnes, Byrnes! Whot does the District Attorney say?
(SOFTLY) What does hs say now?

The District Attorney says to tell ﬁst?e ;quuigur pleces
aend he says uiél see you in courE& (HARD) The case of the

F S
poople see Froncls Ferrell for first degree murder,

That expresses 1t perfectly -- the people agplnst

Froncils X, Farrell - ogainst him 211 his 1ife, And now --

{1.01G PADSE) this is the moment, now the judgo 15&?&6/ i;;V

/éi, 21 o
“iorminﬁéi ﬁ“ﬂﬁvﬁs“en*h&bniitnw

(A BABBLE AND MOVEMENT IN THE COURTROOM OUT OF
WHICH}
Wnat's geing Qn?
I den't xnoy/ Thp District Attorney 1s golng up to the .
judge. I think he's talking to him,
(FURIOUS AND IMPATIENT) Whot's he scying?
I don't know, Bewew Toke 1t sasy. We'll find outb.
And nov the moment is here. The judge speaks.
The District Attornsy has just Informed me that the State
wlll accept & plea cf guilty of manslaughter 1n thls case.
(PAUSE} The crime, of courss, must be punished, but the

State wlll accept such & plsn. Francis Forrell, how do
you'plegiq
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FRANKIE:

JUDGE:

FRANKIR:
JUDGE:

FRANKIE:
JUDGE:

~20-
(A LITTLE BOY) I don't understand, Your Honor.
(GENTLY)} The first degree murder change has been withdrawn,
Frankle, but becouse the laws of this State demand
punishment for o murder no matter how it's commlitted, the
Distrlct Attorney will allow you to plquguilty to
accidentally kllling Herman Schmidt., Do you understand
now?
(ILOW} Yes sir.
Froancis Forrell, how de you plead to the crime of
manslaughter?
(LOW) I d1d 1it, Your Honor.
(PAUSE) Then 1t's my duty now to pass sentence. Francils
Farrell, I truly regret that T am compelled to send you
cway but accordiné.to the wdy.society conducts itself you
must be punilshed for taking & 1life. Unfirtunately, the
rcal defendent does not stand before ms. The real
defendent Is soclety. It 1s the school you were forced to
go to -- a erowdod school, an over-worked teacher; 1t wes
the houss you were forced to live In, a sunless rat
Infested house thoat you wers tmught to call home; it is
the Insecurity, the unemployment, the anxleties of your
father, your sister; it 1s the death of your mother not by
dissase alone but by disense thet hed roots In s 1ife that
she wons forced to lead, Thesa zre the real defendents -
the rocl criminals., Jould LhAledwibdeidibedowonieioesenians s
opbckdnho Lk rid s Bojirb s i (FAUBE )

{ MORE)
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JUDGE : -;é%?ti:j hope the schocl to which you are being sent

{CONTD)
(& reformatory) will not hardsn you and embltter you
further. There is no man or woman within the sound of my
volce or in this vast ¢iiy who is not really standing
beslde you indlcte !us you are.

{MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNDER ...}

NARR: He did it, not you Betsy Beecher. Not even the judge,

He did it himself, his own words. The full outpouring
of o broken child's broken 1life, And as he goes [to the

reformaotory) frew-emtemr TN B0 COUCT T T resreimindm
wad ho 3073

FRANKIE: Don't worry, ma'om, I'm going to be okay,

BEPSY: I k?qy you will Frenkic, and whon you got out we can't go
tdésgééé'gf get an elephant, but I don't see why we can't
get & leg of turkey ond some bacon grillcd cover an open
fire. You don't care when wo celebrate Thanksgiving;-I
mean, 1f it's e 1ittle late, do you?

FRANKIE: Could we maybe toke a ride on o ferry to West New York?

BETSY : (TEARS) Surc, Pronkie, sure,

CHAPPFELL: In just o moment wo will read you 2 itelegrom from
Elizabeth Beecher of the New York Journal American with
the finel cutcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CTLOSING COMMERCTIAL)

ATHOT 0170231




THE BIG STORY

=20~

PROGRAM #1539

CIOSING COMMERCIAL

CHAFPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

FrLy

Guord against throat-scrateh!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greatcr length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further ...

Filters the smoke ond makes 1t mlld,

Puff by puff you're always shend when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the flrst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered furthar

than that of any other leading clgarette. Morecover,

after 5 puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, PELL MELL still glves
you & longer filter of traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos
to gunrd agalnst throat-scratch. o
Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaceces glve you o smoothnosg,

mildness and satisfoction no other cigorette offers

you,
Guard ogoinst thront-scrotehn!
Enjoy smooth smokingl

Ask for the longor, finer cigarette ln the distingulished

red pockags - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding”!

And - they are mildl
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CHAPPELL:

BEECHER:

CHLPPELL:

HARRICE:

Qﬂ

=23~

Now we read you that telegranm fron L1izaboth Beecher of
the New York Journal American,

Frarkie Farrell learned a trade in a reformatory, got
time off for good behavior, came out & decent citlzen,

He is now married and has a son of his own., We took that
ferry ride, had that turkey leg and the bacon over an
open fire., It was the most wonderful Thenksgiving of his
1ife - and mine. Many thanks for tonights PELL MELL
AWARD.

Thank you, Mrs, Beecher ... the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES arc probd to present you the PFRLL HELL
2500 Award for notable service in the fleld of journalism,
Listen again next week, same tine, sane station, when
FELL MELL FAMOUZ CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A RIG STORY from the front pages of the

Sioux City Journal =- by-line, Norpan Agathon. A BIG
STORY - abonut a reporter who found & new recipe for

murder ... too much scup.
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CHAPPELL:

MUsIcs _ _

CHAVPELL:

ANNCR:

X

=2

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with

musie by Viadimir Selinsky.

Tonight!s progran was

adapted by Arnold Perl from an actual story from the

front pages of the New York Journal-aAnerican, Your

narrater was Bob Sloane, and Barbora Veeks played the

part of Ellzebeth Beechsr.

In order to protect the

names of people actually involved in tonight!s authentle

BIG STORY the names of all characters In the

dramatization were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mrs. Deecher,

._-.-—--.—..-.—.—-......._.-..—-—_.
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NBC & NET THE_BIG STORY #140

50:00)-(10:3% FM NOVEMEZER 30, 1949 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR! FELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!

{MusIc: _ _ _ UP_AND DOWN EEHIND)

BOSS A1l right. TIt's gonna work out like thls, Maxie --
you handle the watchman. --- Bob, you cover the front
doopr. Harny -- the hallway. And Jumpy -~ (BEAT)
Jumpy!

JUMPY: {YOUWG, NERVOUS) Yeah, boss, yezchl!

BOBS: Guess what you do.

JUMPY: Same as usual, I guess. Drive the getaway car.

BO353: No. ¥You blow the safe.

JUMPY: Me? le? I con't handle soup, toss. You know thatb.
I can't blow o safel

BOSS: (HARD) This one you do, (INSINUATING} After all,
you got to learn scometime, kid. Don't be scared --
1t's only nitroglyeswdrr, It con't hurt you --
much! .

(BIG LOUD LAUGHTER OF ALL AND INTO)

{Music; _ _ _ HIT AND GO_UNIER)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Here 1is America ... its sound and its
fury ... 1ts joy and its sorrow ... as faithfully
reported by the men and women of the great Arerican
newspapers. (PAUSE) (COLD AND FLAT)  Siecux City,
Iowa, Tprom the pozes of the S8iocux Clty Journal the
authentic story of -- Too Much Soup. And for his work
in the case, to Worman Agathon for his BIG STORY goes
the PELL MELL AWARD!

{Musics: _ _ _ FANFARE ...)
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THE BIG STORY -2-
PROGRAM #1140

QOPENING COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARDICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard against threat-scratehl
Enjoy smecoth smeoking!l

PELL MELI'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccoa

travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke aﬁd makes 1t mlld.

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the firet puff PELL MELL smoke is f1ltered further than
that of any other leading clgarette. Moreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you 2
longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-
scratch,

For FELL MELL'S greater length travels the siuoke furthes

on 1ts way io your throat -~ fllters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionaily fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratch.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,
mildness and satlsPaction no other cigarette offers you.
Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy smooth smeklng!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette -in the distinguilshed

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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NARR:

AGATHON:

AGATHON s

HARR:

.

-3

P VAL S AL L S IR i A1 b LA T

Sioux City, Towa. The story s it actually happened.

Norman Agathon's story as he lived 1%,

To the folks at home in Sioux City, it mey be the
night before Christmas --- but to
the folks in the movie houses -- ond those Jamming
the sidewalks outside -- it's Bank Night,

(SNEAK SANTA CLAUS BELL CONSTANTLY BEHIND)
You, Normon Agathon of the Sioux City Journal are
standing acreoss the street from the Orpheum . . . you,

the chilef of deteo ves, == Tom Riley, and & bellringling
A i s and g e

b .
O ST A I

Santa Clauﬁ QheyLr& SO inteng,on wotehidg 4o soe

e Pgeand Ty tn,\";!"_.

wrro—wi-tl-getr the Jackpogd ;ea-uouIc steal pernies
from the kettle. At thot, it might moke a story -- and,

you conplain %o t?zygetfctive -

I could sure usé-snézwfdhristmas angle. Man bltes

reindeer. BSay -~- Santy Claus --

How's about slopping the next child that asks for a

present? I'1l boil you out flor the story.

He pays you no mind. Neither does the deteotive.

Matter of fact, you cren't very much on the ball

voursclf, You don't notice 2 tig car pull oway

from the curb and take off up the street. What
(SRt e ST P NES WY )

you =~ and everybody else does notlce, Is =-~-~ well,

1t isn't "Silent Wight!" It!s --- this.

(A HUGE EXPLOSION AND SHATTERING OF GLASS AND
EXCITED CROWD HUEBUB UP AND BEHIND)
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NARR

DETECTIVE:

AGATHON:

AGATHON:
DETECTIVS:

AGATHON:
DETRCTIVE t

AGATHON:

DETECTIVE:

AGATHOI:

DETECTIVE:

DETECTIVE:

IVERSON:

TETECTIVE:
IVERSON:

suything.

e

i

That snaps the detective out of 1t -- that and a

huge cloud of acrid smcke rolling out of shattered
windows over the Orpheum marquee.
(YEILS) Only one thing could do that, Aggie - & safe-

cracking job. Come ond

e ke mem e — w vem

Walter Iverson -- Wholesale Jewelry. Welll Looks

like somebody had his own private bank night!
LDEOR=OFRHED ,.. GLASS PALLS AND CRUNCHES
UNDERFOOT)

What a chambles!

Wouw! (COUGHS AGAIN)

(HE COUGHS)
Do me one Tavor, Aggle -- (HE COUGHS) den't teuch
(COUGHS AGAIN) .

Doggened funmes.

veah. Look at that safe. (COUGH) It's a soup job
all right. MNitro.

Blew the front pight off it. (COUGH COUGH) Say,
Chilef --

Hrmn?

Doesn't it strike you that whoever did 1t used --

(LOW) Hold it. Here comes somebody -~ and if 1%'s

not Mr. Iverson, my name's net Riley.
{ BeoRoRRNE
Ars you Mr. JIverson?
Yes -- yes -- T was in the theatre -- what happened,
what's happensd here?
8ge for yourself, sir.
My safe ~-- my safe, I had forty thousand dollars

worth of jewelry there --

ATKEQT 0170299
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AGATHON:

IVERSO0N:

DPETECTIVE:

IVERSON:

DETECTIVE:

AGATHON:
DETECTIVE:

WATCHMAN :
NARR:
MAT:

DETECTIVE:

NARR:

=5

Forty, sir, or fourteen?

Forty, forty -- and a thousand dollars in cash,
let mg --

Walt a minute, My, Iverson. I'll have to ask you to

gtep outside while I'm investigating.

You don't understand -- everything I had, 1t's gone --

all gone --

S§ir, you'll have a chance to do an inventory very
soon. But flpst I have to check in heve. (PAUSE)
Mr. Agathon here will go outside with yeu.

Aw, ¢hief.

(POINTELLY) You cen talk to hinm, sir. (WHISPER}

S¢ick with him, Aggiel

The jeweler's story is short and sad. His safe was

londed with pre-Christmas stock. . . he had overstocked,

true, but was well-inusred. DMeanwhile, Chlef Riley

goes through his routi§e. The watchman?

Jdékf» o W gl e
I —— T was outside waltchiwe the benweatglt. I --
I dian't see nobody go in.
The elevator operdtort
Three times the elevator rung on the fourth floor ~-
send when T went up theve -- huh! -- nobody there!
Like it wasn't Christmas. Hullowe'en!

0ldest trick 1in the world, buddy. Somebody planted

1A
unseen.

up there to lure you Ezg-- co the safe~cracking crevw
A

could go to the secon Date-ral-tall,

The total result of the investigation?

RTHOT 0170300
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TETECTIVE:

(MISIC:

DETECTIVE :

AGGIE:
DETEGTIVE;

AGGIE:

TETECTIVE:
AGGIE:

TETECTIVE:
AGGIE:

DETECTIVE:

DETECTIVE:

AGGIE:

DETECTIVE:

AGGIE:

The fact is -- nobody saw anybody. The probabllity
AL AL
15, the yeggs melted Into the "he-ri—nigit crowd.

s

Now what do I do -- arrest everybody doynshairse?

_— T o w— — — v —

{ SCRUNCHING AND CRUNCHING OF DEBRIS AND GIAS33
BEHIND)
Aggle, I've gof the boys sifting the debris. Can't
tell what they!ll find -- or nothlng.
Any fingerprints?
Millions of 'em. And all belonging to Iverson.
No. On & job like this, they all wear gloves.
Chie?, just before you threw me out of the office,
I hed an idea.
Such ns?
Well ~-- 1sn't nitroglyderine 1like 1illbilly music --
a little goes & long way?
Surc.
Would you say, from the looks of the safe, they
had ta use so nuech soup?
smart boy. That'!s the only angle we have to work
on. C'mere.

(CRUSCE CRUNCH), /4, R

#
Lock here. The doori p

they drill a hole a little to the left ~-—.
the dial --

Uh - hub.
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DETECTIVE:

AGGIE:
DETECTIVE :

AGGIE:
DETECTIVE:

AGGIE:

DETECTIVE:

AGGIE:

DRTECTIVE:

AGGIE:

DETECTIVE:
AGGIE:

DETECTIVE:

AGGIE:

CETECTIVE:
AGGIE:

=

Blrenthe f-fid et YT umW-

D il

connect thiﬂ::f,:fwi“jom y~== and whammmmo!
Thar she . \
Eé@ggﬂ, -y ~~ they used about teu times as much L

as they needed to crack that partleular can.

Why?

T don't know =-- yet. And what's more ~- you don't
know anything either. I

About what denft I know anything?

About theilr using toc much soup -- about Iverson

having too much insurance for such a small place --

Ahasaah! That I figured out for myself --
But you still can't use it. {PAUSE) All kidding
aslde, Aggile -- thls is &ll off @he record. Kid --

have T ever held ocut anything on you when I had 1t?
Ho. (PAUSE) But have I ever double-crossed you and
let something out just for the story?

Ho.

All right, ??ﬁthe record you say -- off the record it
is. Now I'll tell you something.

Shoot.

When you use as muech soup as that --- no. Put it this
way. When a can of bcans blows up on the pantry
shelf, what harpens to the beans?

Secattered all over b ----=~

Kee-vect. Do you sce any beens =--- spelled j-e-w-e-l-s
-~ scattercd around? Neo. Meaning -- the safe was
empby before 1t was blown. Meaning -- an inside job.

Meaning -- Milster el
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AGGTIE:
CITY ED:
AGGIE:

CITY ED:
AGGIE:

CITY ED:

AGGIE:

CITY ED:
AGGIE:

CITY ED:

AGGIE:

(SIMULTANEOUS) w=mem=~---- “riesringas= TVE P SONY

And that is as far as you get. Certainty -- sure.
Froof? Uh-huh. ¥You, the police, the Insurance
investigators -~ stymied. As jou explain to your city
editor --

Tt's as clear as the whiskers on Santa Claus's face.
Tvepson overstocled. He faced a loss. He insured --
Full value?

Sure. Why ask?

Well, he could have declared ~-

What do you mean, declare! When you insure ice, the
company wants %o see 14! No, ke had that much

in puh-ritty baudles, don't kid yoursclf. The

police traced all his purchases, and 1t was all Jugit.
He returned some, but declared that on the insurance
policy.

Well -- where do we go from here?

We don't. The police can't vrefer charges of
conspiracy to defroud until the insurance company
prefers them -- and the company con't until they are
ceptain the stuff wasn't actually stolen,

And the fact remnins, Iverson doesn't have the stuff,
That's for sure. He'll be watched fo see 1f he trles
to fence it -- but he's teoo smart for thet. You can
pet the stuff won't turn up for months.

30 here we sit with o gocd one we can't print. Run a
hint of It --

And the cops run me out of town =~-
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CITY ED:

AGGIE:
CITY ED:

DETECTIVE:

NARRATOR:
WHINEY:

NARR:

-G

ind Iveprson sues the paper for eighty billion
dollars in nickels and dimes. Well -- there’s only
one thing to say.

What''s that?

Maryry Chriztmas.

—_ et T T T — e —

And --- a happy New Year. Which momentous eve jyou find
yourself spendlng not among your boon companions back
in Siocux City, but up in Sioux Falls, 3outh Dakota.
How come the bells will ring you in so fapr from your
own baé%iifiiﬁa;iigl;é;— you had rcfused to let the
story diesy You had plogued thz cops --
No, Agcle -- net a thing. Net a ~-~(PAUSE) thing!
_ STING AND BACK)
You éﬁ;kyour private stool-plgeon -- Whiney.
Pclly, I Gon't hear nothin', I don't learn nothin’,
T don't got nothin!, Pally, the heat's on. (PAUSE)
JA You -- wim--- got o dimmer for a mocha-java, paily?
You cven wandenw&he East Bottom, down by The Floyd

River, where the small-type stoolies and the penny-a-

thyow poliecy boys operate. 4&nd ¥hers == it happen@iw

o Ar ARy A et T o mm T e w— e e e e S

One of those little things thot come to people who --

as you like to put It -~ live right. If they're

smart enough to recognize them when they come. This one
you overheanJin a honky-tonk jolnt with a low-down

pilanist . .
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GIRL:

MAN II:

MARR:

~10-

8o what happened %o her?

oh . . . after that she took up with a yegg.

Egg?

Yegg. Torch man. Knob knocker. Soup jobber. (PAUBE)
gafe eracker, ya dumb dilly.

A1l right, all right, so I din't know. Just so long
as you're washed up with her,

Me? I wouldn't touch her with o ton foot pole wearing

rubber gloves., Besldes fthey're operatin' togother

in Sioux Falls,. C'mon, baby. Let's dance.

{TRAIN AND UNDER)
Sioux Fqlls it is for you, .gele -- 07 nilles us the
Great Northern chugs. Itls costing you your New Year's
Eve ~=- =-==- but it's beginning teo figurc. 4 local
girl tied up with a yegg -~ who'ls opercting in 3Sloux

Fnlls -~ looks good,

Tt iz good. Tooc good. For no sooner do you step out
of the train, when -~
{(AHOTHER TERRIFIC EXPLOSTON UP AND ROLL AWAY
BEHIND)
AR b e T T S |

(MIDDLE COMMERCTAL)
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL: guard against throat-scratehl
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!
CHAPPELL: PELL ME1L'S greater lomgth of traditionally fine

tobaceos trovels the smoke further....

HARRICE: Pilters the smoke and mekes 1t mild.
CHAFPPELL: Puff by puff you're always chead whon you smoke PELL

MELL. At the fipst puff PELL MELL smokc 1s filtered
rurther than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
st1ll gives you o longer filter of flne tobnecos - to
guord agalnst thro&t-scratch;

HARRICE: For PRLL MELL'S gmeator length travels the amoke further

on its way to your throat ~ tilteors it noturaily
through PELL MELL!S traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos - guards egainst throot-scrateh.

CHAPPELL: Yes, PELL MEILL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,

mildress and satisfaction no other clgarctte offers

you. Guard against throat-scratchl

HARRICE: Eujoy smooth smoking!
CEAPPELL: Ask Tor the longer, fingr cigaretie in the distinguished

red package - PELL MzLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -
"outstanding!”

HARRICE: And - they are mild!
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HARRICE:

NARR

NGGIE:

cop:

AGGIE:
coP:
KARR:

-12—

This 1is Cy Barriece, returning you to your narratop
and the Big Story of Norman Agathon -- as he lived
it, and wrote 1t.
You, Norman Agathon, of the Sioux Clty Journal,
are on one of those proverbial ncedle~and-haystack
jobs . . . trylng to crack the case of o crocked
safe. The trail has led you -- on New Years's Eve,
no less -- to Sioux Falls, South Dakote, where you
hoped you'd find one of the crocksmen -~ but vhen
you step off the train -- the story Iiterally blows
sky-high!

(WHAMMO ECHOING AWAY BEHIND}
Pard 3+ odnld  Flprraomes fearead)!

UP_AND DOWN BEHIND, WITH SROWD NOISHS)

It wns the powder ﬁguee, -~ with the cccent on was.
Tn I1ts place o gaping crater, etill smoking ...
the police holding bock the crowd. You ildentify

vourself and cross the rope to the sccne.

Golly! That was o big onc, Sergeant!

Broks half the windows in town., And the pelice station's

tied up with calls asking where the carthquake was.
Do you know if anybody was in there?

Friend -- we don't know anything yet!

You head f'or the erater -- and then -~ along wilth the

cops and the crewd -~ you sce sokmcthing you wish you

hadn't.
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AGGIE:

CQOF:
AGGIE:
NARR:

AGGTIE:
GOP:
AGGIE:
COP:
AGGIE:

COP:

AGGIE
COF:
AGGIE:
COP;

COP:

FBI:

-13-
(4 YELL) Look -~ jJooki
(sAME) It's -- it's cliveid
(Low) It's === =-- a weman!
(LOW) Or -=- what!s left of her. Her clothes == and
her tody -- are torn to shreds ... but still, she
drags herself out of the crater. in qmbui;iéfZﬁnJiﬂ/fi
takes her awey (SONNP-OE=SIRBE) -- and yodjpwalt ocutside
the hoaspital corridor. When the law comes out --
Will she live?
Yes ==w= mmm -v- unfortunately.
T understand. (PAUSE) Could she talk? .
Buh. (PAUSE) But when she does, it'll be some a;giéf

e Zi'{‘/-' // 7/c' ,/{(Az(/ //”' il /'2” ’/ ’;

Bechuseﬂog_—ﬁhﬂv-@beyw"mt-vf—m r»-bh.kr»--*
& / W Fre e po AT ehrr el ol

3
Jdeairt bullets, angcfh_sirhzd;=&aé-sifted the debris...
-pc—vr

and - this.
What -- what 1s 1t?

A teoth.

Humnon?

Did you ever sac on animl with o rilling?

;. (TELETYPE UP, BEHTIND)
/‘ ’},»4-.\,4! f].""
FET -- cot(i-- you -- identify =~ dental == work --

~pemth T e LD pe Tt S s coven questlion ~--
rark.
J r (TELF‘”XP BACK UP, BZHIND)
(,f'.u//f (‘— Frs
A Can =-- do -~ pepriod. Dentistry -- positively --
tyoced -- Atlanta -- pen -- perlod. Sending --

photostat -- record -- card -- John ~- allas == Jumpy --
Floyd -- safe-crasker -- period.
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COP:
AGGTIE:
COF:

WOMAN:
AGGTE:
WOMAN;
AGGIE:

WOMAN:

. AGGTE:

WOMAN:

AGGIE:

WOMAN:

AGGIE:

T U

HIT AND GO_BEHIND)

_— T = e — T e

That perliod marks g%%ziigﬂwof the criminal 1life of
John, alias, Jumpy --5Bﬁt.it‘s just the beglnning
of o new chapter in your story. For now -- the
woman can talk. Cam, that is -- but, according to the
Sergeant --
She won't.
Can T try?
Go ahead, What've we got to lose?
{DOOR OPENS, CLOSES SLOWLY, SOFTLY. FOOTSTEES
STOP)
(SIIENCE A SEC, THEN)
(4 SHAPELESS, BANDAGED VOICZE) Doctor?
No. I'm a reporter.
Go -- GW&F.
sgon. Just let me ask you -=- werec jyou and Jumpy in
on the Sioux City insurance job?

Leave =-- me -- alohe,

A1l pignt. (GENTLE BUT STRAIGHTFORWARD) Are you afraild

to talk becouse somebody will hurt you?
1I-]}].
Don't you know thet (GENTLB) nobedy can ever do

snything worse to you than whoat!s already been done?

A H n

A REAESOBEING TP AT BT
(TERCE) Somecone condemned you to a prison of pain
for 1ife! (HARD) It waos Jumpy Floyd got you iInto
this! It was Jumpy Floyd's foultl
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WOMAN:
AGGIE:
WOMAT:
AGGIE:

WOMAN:

— e w— —

WOMAN S

WOMALLS
JUMPY:
WOMAN:
JUMPY:

WOML:

JUMPY:

WOMAI :

—15-

(ANGER THROUGH GROANS) Not ~- Jumpy -~fault, not -Jumpyd '

Whose , then -~ whosel
NN A GO SHE— MNP —=F e SOUNDE R T T T SIS0 »
S

— . ——air e mmm e s w—

(QUIST) Iverson. (PAUSE) You have to stop
torturing the poor creature -- pub 1ittic by little,
." P !'f\f".

&5y
in the days to come, the stor;jdﬁmes out Svmenromrre=
|

between those bandaged ilps, It shapes up like this:

(YOUNG, SWEET) Jumpy -- you said the last one was
genna be the last job -- Dleana gy

(NERVOUS BUT NICE) Baby -- thils one will, puesitive,
It 1sn't like 1t was a real heist. This is a phony -~
a1l the guy wants 1s insurance. ALL we take 1s a cut,
Bt oy T I T TR S T B 00 5 ¢
He«aamitr=Fhey-be

supposze the boss doublecrosses you?

Me? Whet for?
c//\/g " ,-f‘ff---..
T think he knows you want to broak away from Shem:™

Fibhiondedtemmleprmpyedprt P I LT S LI rd 1T,
Why sure he knows Iewewme-diaalk! I told him!

you told him! Oh, Jumpy, Jumpyl

_— o e e e e T ——

Yeah, boss.

Jumpy, I ain’'t gonna have trouble with you, am I?

Weo, boss, no.
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BO8S: Nothin! 1like squealin' to the cops, so you and the
dilly can ---
JUMPY: Oh, no, boss, no. Just thls one job == then you're

clean of us.

BOSS: That!s right. Jumpy. Just this one job. (VERY VERY
QUIET) Be & good boy now. You know what hoppens to

whoever ain't,

{MUsIc: _ _ _ HIT AND GO_UNIER)

WOt ~Fampygort—do—itr Promrte—ettrim uumi‘wﬁm'
the soup -~ you know you ol uaéxﬁﬁﬁgﬂggét stuff ---

JUMPY: I know, I‘Eng,»wiTEVEE;:::f; a topch man -- but what

T do? Just this last job, honey -~ this last one!

© - {DRILLING INTO METAL UP, DOWEK BEHIND)
BO3S: Don't be nervous, Jumpy. Just a little more is
enough.
(DRILL DRILL DRILL)
BOSS: That does 1t, Jumpy, Now -- sonk the cotton. DON'T

POUR IT FAST!
JUMPY All right, boss -- ¢l1 right. Just te¢ll me when to

stop, thet's all ~-

B0O33: More . ,» . more o . « little more . .+ o
JUMPY: Ainlt that =-- foo puch already?
BOSS? Teo much soup? For this can? Hah., More, Jumpy --

moye., Thaa'ts 1t, Now pack it in . . . eQsy,
easy . .« . plug the holes . . . connect the can -= the
wires « . .

JUMPY: Where you goin', boss?
BO33: out to check on the watchers before she blows.
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JUMPY: Boss -- you sure we ain‘t usln' too rach?

BOS8S: No, no. We gotta make this look goocd for the client,
(DOOR OPENS CAREFULLY, -GhOSRGmaEiEniilal

BO&S: All eclear, Jumpy. Gilve me a minute to get tﬁo

floors up == & half minute for the elegvator to
get therve -- then -- let er gol (PLUSE) 4And don't

worry, Jumpy. It ain't too much goupi

{MysIC: _ _ _ UP, DOWN BEHIND)
(KNOCKING ON DOOR)
WOMAN: (FEARFUL) Who's there?
JUMPY: (OFF} Jumpy, Jumpy!
(DOOR OPENS, CLOSES)
WOMAN: 4w, Jumpy! (PAUSE) What happened, honey -- ure
you hurt?
JUMPY: Lucky I ain't killed dead, buby. 530 much so&pl
T kept tellin' the boss it was too much, but -~
WOMAN: Never mind, Jumpy. It's ﬁll over. Now we can just
take off. The last job, Jumpy - the last job.
{ KNOCKTNG ON DOOR)
WOMAN: (CALL8) Just a minute! {WHISPER) Jumpy -- in the
¢loset!
(DOOR OPENED QUICKLY, CLOSED DITTO)
{ KHOCKING )
WOMAN: (CALLS) I'm comingi
(DOCR OPENED)
BOSS: Hya.
WOMAN: oh -- helle +» + « I ==
B053S: Do I come 1in?
WOMAN ; why ~- why sure, sure.
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BO35:
WOMANN:
BOSS:
WOMAN:
B0O353:
WOMAN:
BOSS5:
WOMAN:

BOSS:

WOMAN:
BOS3:

JUMPY:
BO5S:

(MUSIC:

NALRR:

WOMAT .

AGGIE:

~18-

{DOOR CLOSES}
Jumpy here?
Ho. Net yot.
Woll -- he cin't comin',
Why not?
Too mach soup.
What?
You dumb?

No. But --
(DIRTY LAUGH) T made the poor jerk usc enough soup
to blow the scfe == AND HIM - to ¥Kingdom Come.
And spoclkin! of that -- pack your bag.
Wny?
Do T have to draw you a pitcher? (SOFT) Because
from ney on 1t ainlt you and Jumpy <= it's you and -
me .

(DOCR OPENS)
(VERY VERY QUIET) Hellg, Boss.
(LONG PAUSE) Oka.;:§6 éou know, (PAUSE) So whot
are you gonna do about 167 What'!'re you gonna do?
EIT AND GO)
The answer, she tells 30]?:’2’4«3;( :&Z&n Lt.hi g{_._ t"I'he‘a_:%a'ﬂ ,nf
nothing either of thom could do. e she continues --
{RECOVERED SCOME, BUT STILL IN AIN)  ~= Jumpy and I --
we couldn't broak -- and we could stick around
Sieux City --

30 you came up here to opcrate =- why?
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WOMAN:
AGGIE:

WOMAN

AGGIE:

WOMAH:

LGGIE:

WOMAN:

AGGIE:

WOMAT

{MUSIC:

WOMAN:
JUMPY:
WOMAN:

JUMPY:

WOMAN:

JUMFY?

WOMAN:

-19~

We had to,

T see. They'd kill you if you broke away.

They'd cased this job -- the powder ﬂ/ ;,uvlféfw’:
-, ¢

and we worked like always -- they got me a Jogqas
secrebory --

Were you Iverson's secretory, aver?

Wo. We didn’'t need it there, you sec. It was all
phony. But this one -- this cona wos recl . . |
ves. I imnglne there was o big pajroll at the

sure. Anywey == That night.

Kew Yenr's Eve --

Uh-huh. New Yeor's Eve, they locked up os usual,

I hid in the lodics room -« . and ofter cveryona wos

gone ---

.......-_..-—.....—_..--—...._..—_..__

(DOOR OPEWED CAREFULLY ... HEAVY METAL DOOR)
(WELL AGLIN) Jurpy?
(WHISPER) Yech.
(WHISPER) Come on.

(DOOR SHUTS)

(AGITATED) Whknt're you doin' -- the mob's stpposed
to come in! Whatlre you doln'!
Jumpy -~ I can't let you do it. Don't, Jumpy =-
please -- we can get oub the Trek door —— please,
Jumpy, please!
(AGONY) Baby -- we gottal The Doss promised -- this
one job -- and we breck up - :ll‘of us!

I don't trust him, Jumpy -~ he tAfed to kill you with
the overlond of soup. --
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JUMPY:

WVOMAT:

AGGIE:

WOMAN

BO35:

BOS5S3:

JUMPY:

BOS3:

WOM\N:

WOMLN:

LGGIE:
WOMAN

T
Tt's all rlght, baby -~ this!ll be o toreh job, see?

I got my torch -- they're bringin' the oxy any minute =-
F

No, Jumpy, no -- j S

I gotta. If I donlt -- they!ll mupder e botiy, }both?ﬁ‘/""-“b

/

o e e e m——

set up. Just walting for them to bring the oxﬂﬁﬁﬂComes
in o havy tank, ylknow --
I know.
Finclly, they drove up., We let them in (BEGIN FADE)
The boss came in flrst -
{DOOR OQPENS)
Junpy?
Yech, yeah.,
I got 1L,
Roll it in. Lemme have 1t.
3ure.
(A SHOT)
(A SCREAM) JUMPY! Jumpy! (SOBBING)
(MANY SHOTS, ANOTEER SCREAM -

o T o T T et b e — mm e

(SOBRING) They killed Jumpy -- they sbot me -=- and the
1nst thing I saw -- the very last thing.

Yenh ~- yeah --- ;
They 2it o fuse ob—bhe—seere soyder maghzine ~-
and left me thepe with Jumpy! <88+ And I wish I
would of died with him, -~ I wish I wz2s dead right

now !

— e AR ey e B W s

RTHGY Q120315




m-2]

MARR: But she didn't dle. She lived to testify -~ heavily
velled, from a wheclchalr -~ ngalnst Iverseon, and the
rest of the mob. So -- beeause you got interested In
too mich soup --,a safe-cracking story turned intc a
marder story -- a Big Storyl

{MUSIC: UE_AND AWAY)

i = e e

CHAPPELL: Tn lust o moment we will read you a telegranm from
Norman Agaethon of the Sioux Clty Journal with the
Pinal outcome of tonight!s BIG STORY.

UsIC; _ _ _ STING)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG 3TORY
FROGRAM  #140

—22a

CLOSING COMMERCIAYL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

Guard agrinst throot-seratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

toboccos travels the smoke further «...

Filters the smoke and mkies it mild.

puff by puff you're clways ahead when you smoke PELL
MEIL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1is filtered
further than that of any other leading clgarette.
Morcover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MELL still gives you a longer filter of traditionally
tine, mellow tobaccos - to gusnd against throat-
gerateh.

Yes, PRLL MELL'S fine tobaccos giye you o smoothngss,

mlildness and satisfaction no other cipgarctte offers

you. - _
Guard cgalnst throat-scratehl
Enjoy smooth smokingl N
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - FELL MELL FAMOUS CIG\RETTES -

"Qutstanding!”
ind = they are mild!
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(MUSIC:

CHAPFELL;

MNGATHON:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

-23-
Now we read you that telegram from Norman dAgathon
of the Sioux Olty Journal.
Testimony of woman in tonight's Big Story plus my
appearance as corroborctluog wltness helped to
sentence bosa of safe eracking gang to 1ife
fmprisonment . Owner of the Jewelry store was
indicted for conaplracy to defraud an Insurance company
and was sentenced to & years ot Fort Hadieon. Thanks
a lot for tonight'!s PELL MELL AWARb.
Thank you, Mr. Agathon .. the makers of PELL MELL
AMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the
PEIL. MELL $500 Award Tor notaple service in the ficld
of journalilsm.
Iisten again next week, same time, same station, vhen
PELL MELL FAMOUS OIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front poges of the
Pyrenton New Jersey - Trentonilen -- by-line, Joseph
Henry, & BIG STORY about bullets .. vlocd ...

and tervorism!

THE BTG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimipr Selinsky., Tonight's progrom was
adapted by Alan Sloon from an actunl story from the
front pages of the Silou

_’EU’:}? Ry e

ﬁfpity Journal. Your narrator
was Bob S8loane, and ‘ played the part

of Nopman Agathon. In order to prectect the names of

pecple nctuglly involved in tonight'!s authentic BIG STORY

the nores of all characters in the dramatization were
changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr. Agathon.

-
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CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

fedd
11/13/49

i, am

- N

— mm e e T e A me e mmm w— pa aw w

Phis is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of

PELL MELL FAMOUS GIGARETTES.

THIS IS NBC ... THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #1341

CAST
HARRATOR BOB SLOANZ
WIFE JOYCOE GORDQN
CASHIER JOYCE GCRDON
BUD JAMES MeCALLION
EDITOR SANTOS ORTEGA
WA II SANTCS ORTZGA
LIEUTENANT ROGER de KIVEN
MAN 5 RQGER de HOVLI
TQUGH GUY 5ID RAMMCND
MAN I 31D RAYMOND
VOICE VTILLIAM KEENE
MAN 4 WILLIAN KEENE
MAN III STEVZ GETHERS
MAN © STEVE GETHERS
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KBC & NET THE BIG 3TORY #1472,

£O:CO~£S:30 Pﬁ DECEMEER 7, 1349 WEDNESDAY

AMNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARRITZS present THE BIG STORY!

(HUSIC: . _ __ FANFARE)

EDITOR: You say youlre twenty-three, eh., Married?

RUD: Yes sir. (SMILE) Four days ago.

EDITOR: Tine., And nov you want a steady Jjob, eh? What were you
doing before?

BUD: Well... the air force, mestly. - Then some radic acting...
some theatre.

EDZTOR: Ohr no.

EUD:; Y-yes sir,

EDITOR: Emrsa, (PAUSE) Ansver me one quesgsion -- honestly.

BUﬁﬁ ) Wiy -~ why sure, sir.

EDITOR Did you or did you not ever gc tI a school of sournalism?

EUD: I ~= 1 never ¢id, sir. |

EDITOR: Good -- you'lwre hiredl Police reporter -- two weeksa!
triall

(MUSIC:  _ _ HIT AND GO_FOR,..)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY. Heve is Amerlca... its sound and its
fary... Lts Joy and its sSorPTOW... 28 falthfully revorted
bty the men and weomen of the great Aumerican newspapers.
(PAUSE: COLD & FLAT) Trenton, Mew Jersey. From the
pages ol the Trentonian, the sﬁory ol a reporter whose
Big Story was his flvst. and }%&vhis work, -- to Joseph
"Zud" Henry for his Big Story zoes the PELL MELL AWARD!

{OPENING COMMERGIAL)
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FROGRAM #141

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

CEAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CEAPPELL;

HARRICE;

CEAPPELL:

HARRTCE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICZs

CHAPFELL;

HARRICE:

Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smeklng!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and wakes it mid.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. Morecever, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-

secratck.

Fnor PELL MELL'S greater leazth truvels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filters 1t naturally thrcugh
PELL MELL!'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
agalnst throat-scratch.

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

wildness and satlsfaction no other clgarette offers you.

Guard against tarcat-scratehl
Enjoy stooth smoking!

Ask Tor the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIZARITTES - "Outstanding!'

And - they are mild!l
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HEKRY :

EDITOR:

HEWRY ¢

EDITCR:

HENRY:

EDITOR:

HEWRY:

EDITOR:

-5

Trenton, Mew Jersey. The story as it actually happened.

Bud Henry's story as he lived it.

You, Bud Henry, have been with the Trentonian for --
exactly twenty seconds. And for you -- tweniy-three years
0ld, four days marrvied, this Wednesday 1s the biggest day
Mrenton has seen slnce Gfr%aahington crossed the Delaware

elght miles away. Yep == you're finally a newspaperman.

Ah -~ correction. A reporter. VWhether or not you'll
make a newsvaverman ~- well, the city editor's just pud

you on the payroll and given you two weeks to find out.
And now, your first question is --

VWhen do I start?

—

T

(HE LLUCGHS) Well... today's wEdneséay.,h heavy ad daj

StometYow. .. Dlg paper... lots of room -- suppose you

start -~ right now.

Oh, swelll

It11 have & desk and typewriter for you Lomorrow...
meantime -- go down to police headquarters and make
yourself known.

Yes sir. Do I need a press card or anything?
J .

Ohtbn. | (PAUSEZ) Sit dowa again, Henry. Uh -- what do they
call you?

Eud, mestly.

Bud. All right, Bud. DListen to me. If you have any
ideas that thnis 13 a romantic, excliing 'game', this
newspaper tusiness -- get bthem out of your nead. This 13

a serious, important, grownup profession.
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HENRY :

EDITOR:

HENRY :

EDITOR:

HENRY :

EDITOR:

HEWRY :

EDITOR:

Yes sir.

Torget the movies... forget the radio programs... all
that.. (HE YELLS) Stop the press -- Flash! -- Scoop,
scoop! -- (HNORMAL) wearing your hat on the back of your
head... you follow me, Bud?

Yeg sir, I --

Good! MNow juss go down there to Tirst district station on
Chancery Lane -- introduce yoursell, tell them who you

are -- learn vour way around. Learn who 1s who, find out
now muich you have a right to know -- go on, The rest 1s
up to you.

I uncerstanri.

Just one more thing, No -- two., Bud -- jou'lre going to
cover police. It's a pack-breaking job... day Ih, taw
cuy, nothing but minor offenders... stuff that lsn'tt even
worth a mention in the papers. Eut it's up to you, up to
the way you see 1t and write it snd aleovesaddr york it up
that makes the difference hetween vhat's on the blotter --

and a story. That's ome side of %, The other sids is

this, Son -- youlre going out to zet news, not maxke 1t.
leave the detesting to the police -- that's what they're
for. You report -- they detect. Dscause the worst thing

a newspaperman can 4o is get in the lawls hair, trying to
be Dick Tracy. (PAUSE) Thatts =il.

Whew, That's a lot.

(SMYIE) It's not as hard as it sounds. You'll see. After

all -- you'lve got two whole weeks to prove yourselfl
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NARR:

BUD:

WIFE:
BUD:

WIFE:
BUD:

WIFE:

BUD:

..l)_'

Yeah -~ two whole weeks. Fourteen days -~ of vhich two
are Sundays, when you denl't work ~-- and then, two Saturday
afternocons ditte -- making a total of -- eleven days,
really, to show your stuff. Wednesday the ninth ef
February -- you are hired, Thursday passes. ¥What have
you got in the paper? You and your wife check, that night.
(DISGUSTED) They boiied down my story on the auto accident
to one sentencel

(EAGER) But 1%t was interesting, Budl

Sure. To the erowd of people that gathered when their
fenders locked -- but nobody was killed or hurt. That's

vhat males news! Golly -- I wish somebody would do

.. something to somebody on my bgat!

Golly yourself. Don't be so bleodihlirsty.

Look, MNrs. Eenry -- we potta eatl

So much for Thursday. Friday?
(DISGUSTED} An obit -- and an announcement of the

DAL B LG E? T

Did.1% Honeys- - L detictol PEoy, I'm cextainly not paying
my way!l va dhov wmiyen

Well, if phey had anybody else in your place, Bud, he
couldn't,géﬁ any.mg§§ig%ther.

True. FPut the difference between him and me is -- I'm on
trial. And a six-year-old kid with a pencil could replace

me on vhat I'm doingl
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WIFE:

BUD:

EDITOR:
BEUD:
EDITOR:
EUD:

EDITOR:

EUD:

Well... tomorrow's Saturday. Saturday night things happen.
People get pald... they go oub... maybe something!1l

happen, hun?

Yeah -~ hub. Trénton, ordinarily & reasonably active town
on Saturday nights -- goes stark, staring, raving berserk--
with goodness. Everybody grows & halo -- all 1s sweetness
and light. Result --

(&5 BOUNE-CE-NRUSRE QM PLECER NS NEARS TN )
~- you cheek in on Mondzy morning with --
No story, sir. I even stuck around headquarters all
Saturday nizht, hoping something would break. Buat nothling
Tetls get this straight. You sz -- nothing havpened. -
Het a thing, =ip.
In all Trentol.
That'!s right.
On Saturday anighz:.
411 day Sunday, too.
Bud, let me tell you a story., Once a city editor sent a
cub reporter out to cover a chip launching. Afier a couple
of nhours, the cul came baclk and reported -- "No story,

" Boss says.. "What do you rean, no story?" Cub

boss.
s&ys.. "Well -- they didn't launeh the ship. (PAUSE; You
gee == it sank ot the dock.™ (PAUSE) Get it?

I -- (PAUSE} Ya2s sir.
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EDITOR:

NARE:

B

=
i
)
Lat

Z
=

WIZFE:

BUD:

=
1=
‘:[l
tz]

Ju3]
=
]

..‘I/_

411 right, then. @Get on that rhone -- ¢all them at
headquarters -~ check the records -- filnd out how many
times in the history of the department they've had a bhlank
blotter -- and if it's cver haprened before -- I'1l eat
the .;-kf;t;t' {PAUSE: GENTLER. NICE GUY) You sec, Bud --

sometimes it's 2 story when thers 1s no siory. You

miffed that one.

And do you feel small, O0n the city room wall, you can
practically see the handwriting -- weighed in the balance
and found wansing. Well -- you write 1t up -- and hlt
the strzet again. Monday... Tuzsday... Wednesday ~--

ray <ay!

Y+3h -~ and & lot they got for their money! The cnly
story I had, I had to pe told it was a storyl

Aw, Bud -- that can happen to anyone!

Sure -- but whoy did it nave to bte me? Aaah, I think It11
guit before they hand me the ragres,

Doﬁ‘t you dars!

I dunnc, honey... maybe itls smarter Lo bow out before
they --

Ho! You haven't given it a chancel

A chance! Baby -- 2 whole week's gone already! And
what've I donc! Nothing! Besides, a guyls got to have
something to work with, te show what ho can do! A -- =2
sculptor's gotta have stone te ssulp, an actor!s gotta

have a part to read --
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WiFE:

BUD:

WISE

BIID:

WIFE

-

e

EID:

LT,.:

BUD:

LT

BUD:

(SOFT) At least it's better than going the rounds of the
preducers day 1n, day out... at least this way we know
welll cat ---

But I'm trying to tell you it isn't definite untll Ilve
proved myself -~ honey, I'm only on triall If something
would only happent

(GETTING TESTY) The way you talk you'd think people are
supposed to -- to murder ¢ach othier just for youl
(NEARLY SORE) Somefimes I wish they would!

(DITTO) I ~- I don't like you when you talk like that!
(GENTLER )} Well -- at least onc thing's bappened. We're
havin' our fipst fight. (QUIXT) I'm serry, baby. (PAUSE)
You're right -- I was wrong. I'1l just -- stick with 1t,
vhatover comes. Only I wish i% would gome -- just a
teéntay~vebatay: 1ittle holdup or something... just --
something!

HIT AND_GO UNDER)

There went Wednesday... Thursday -~ things pick up a
little. At least -~ you pick up a little thing, down at
headguarters... from a swell cor -- your friend.

That'!s the whole story, Bud. Just a little stlckuD...
total loot -- fourteen dollars. Iio shooting... nokody
hurt. Routine.

Thanke, Lieutenznt. Will you let me Know if anything
turng up on it?

(SMILE) Well -- 1t'll e on the blotter. But you know
now thege petty stickups are...welll have the storekeeper
down to look at the rogues! gallery -

Oh -- that's an angle --
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LT: (SMILE) Sure, kid -- but 1t's an angle every one of these
stories has. Nothing new there. Yeah, we'll just bring
Al Diore -~ Erlper
Afm in -- and he'll look at the pictures and say "ope.
That ain't him --" or "Yep. That's him"-- then all we

have to de is find --

BUD: dim.
LT: Yeah., And vhen we do -- you!ll know.
(MUSIC:  _HIT AND GO)_ ‘
- - - {rﬁe f‘__‘-m-g - (!'Q','om-
NARR: So they bring k@ in -- and he says "That ain't him --"

and you never khow. So much for Thursday. But Friday -~
that!s a 1little better. That morning, on the blotter --
there are twe holdups. Both very petty -~ both of the
"Phis %8 2 gun I have in my pocket” type. BSo -- you write

the story. And when you hand 1t in --

EDITOR: Bud!

BUD: Yes sir,

EDITOR: What kind of a lead do you call this?

BUD: I -- I Zon't know what you mean, sir. What kind?
EDITOR: You use the phrase -- "crime wave." Since when is three

stickups a crime wave?

BUD: Well.... I thought that since they came right after each
other... two days in succession...

EDITOR: Thatls a crime wave? Mm~mm. Three of 'em doesn't meke

a wave, Dud.

BUD: How many doesg?
EDITOR: Now don't be sassy --
BUD: I -- I wasn't, sir. I was honestly trying to find out,
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EDITOR A11 I can say is -- youlll find out when it happens.
(PAUSE) That is -- {BEAT) Well... skip it.

(MUSIC:_ _ _AIT AND GO FOR)

NARR: What he meant by the "that is,"” you don't have to have
spelled out for you. He meant -- "if you're still around.”

Se the heqt gk T
And the way things are going -- you von't be. EyshewW--- corpnda
vou'lre med, vl cl-m;mci
~BUD+- Do-Fou—-peallze ,—Honey =~ dd-le—Haturday-—agali? SWHAY,
Monday, Tuesday -- three more days to gol ‘I‘hree more __dasrs!
WIFE; I -- 1 wish you could get your mind off it. B J
BUD: Huh! Who doesn't! It's getting so I feel like td{ésing.,a .
. briek throush a jevelry store window and runn;ﬂg -- just
\\to hear a police siren! Boy -~ all they h_avé to do in a
Bown is hire me on a paper -- and crime -- stands -- stilll

WIFE: {SHE_LAUGHS ) "

BUD: ( Sure. I'm a secret weapon against orime!

WIFE: How yoﬁ' being yourself. Ggliy -- you were getting so
grim! I tell you what -- %ef’s go out for some chow mein--
and see a movi huh? ’_/’"—.

BUD: Dinner -- sure. \Ng hg&én’t eaten Chinese 1in a long time.
But the movie -- .~ .

WIFE Aw, Pud -~ -

BUD: Hone;;, I knfo}%haven’t bedn much of a husband -- but --
well, evg,r’f; Saturday night camd{t ke lilte the last one.

I thought I'd haang around police headquarters... at least,
cmiée around in the car and sec if ything pops...

WIFE: But there's no paper tohorrow!
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BUD: Sure -- but if anybthing doces pop -- I'1l be there on it,

WIFE: A1l right.

BUD: Now wouldn't that look.r ]

WiFE: Well -- you're{gn’?GLP own timéN._ Nobody'll mind. We'll
just ri%s/a@ﬁﬁhd from pollice st;::;H“tQ pqlice station =--

BUD: ;L;;qﬁ;im.—— you wait outside, And we'll™kgep tuned to
'fge pelice freguency. \\“\\

WIF Oh -- that!ll be fun! k

(BT S T AN R BERENT)

(CAR UP, POLIGE FREQUENCY O & BEMIED)

BUD: Well -- two a.m. Letls call 1t a night. Total scope =--
one false alarm -- one accident -- seven drunks.

WIKE: No real storiles.

BUD; No real stories. And thatls a reporier's life. Ex --
eye ~- ting ~- lsntt -- it. (HE SAECASTICALLY ENUNGCIATZES
THE, WORDS), Here -- turn in Princeton Avenue. It's
guicker that WAY .

(CAR UP, DOWN BEHIND)
(OFF MIXE A SHOT. THEN ANOTHER)

BUD; Now y!sae -- if thils was the movies -~ 1f this was any
other reporter -- those'd be bullet: ghgds instead of a
car backiiring.

(ANOTHER SHOT. CLOSIR)

WIFE: Well -- I'm glad they're not.

(TWO MORE RAPID ONES -~ LAST OF WHICH CRASHES
WINDOW GLASS WITH A "THWANGG")
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BUD: Holy cat -- they are! Stop, willya ~= ST0P!

(CAR TO SCREECHING STCP
AMID BULLET SHOTS & INTO)

(MIDDIE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -13-
PROGRAM ;1141

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

CHAPFELL:
KARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRIGE ;

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

guard against throat-scratchi

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL!'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke further...

Fllters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahead wienh you smoke PELL MELL.
At the flrst puff PELL MELL smoke ig filtered further than
that of any other leading cigarette. HMoreoever, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL stlll gives you &
longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-
scratch.

For PELL MELL'S areater length travels the smeke further

on its way to vour throat - filters It naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-seratch.

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

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Guard sgainst throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smokingl

Ask Tor the longer, finer, cigaretie in the distinguished

red package -~ PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding?l”

And - they sre mildl
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HARRICE:

NARR:

VOICE:

WIFE:

BUID:

-14-

This 1z Cy Harrice, réturning you to your narrator and the
Big Story of Bud Henry... as he lived it and wrote 1t.
You -- Joseph known as Bud Henry, have been with the
Trentonian for exactly ten days -- on a twe-week trial, as
police reporter. And has Trenton come through with
anything for you to pollce report? It has not. You'tve
cven spent this Saturday nlight goling the rounds -- on your
owvn time -- just to get ggggthing the paper can Jjudge you
by. Of course, there!ve been threc pebty stickups... but
tonight... as you're driving home with your wife...

(B PERG - BRI ND T CAR-E IPIHT
5&%@@%?@9@};g&segaa~thd§bldfbeyxuiletfshoxeu-;Forﬂne?

_Backe1$fitg.

(SHOT SMASHZS GLASS)

~EEoeitpd  They are gunshbts! Stop the carl

(CAR TO STCP EEHIND)
(FILTRER: POLICE RADIO) Car five, car five -- go to
Princeton Avenue -- investigate neighbors! report --
shooting in streetl
How about that! We'rve here before the copsl Honey -
hand me the camera -- qulck!

Pleagse -- be carefull

Sure, sure!

(85
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NARR:

MAN I:
RUD:

MAN T:

BUD:

MAN I:

BUOD:

NARR:

-15-

You grab the speed-graphic and hotfoot 1t up the street.
Back toward you, there's a man holding a pistol Iin two

hands, blazing away at a car just pulling away...

{ HBEDERSHE)
(NBQHEATOS BEHIND)
You sneak up on him -- all rzady. You aim., You fire --

with your flash-gun. And at the flash --
(YELLING) Vho're you! What do you think you're doingl
How =- now take it easy, niister -- put the gun down --
I -= I just 2 reporier --
(RAGING) Well what are you doing flashing that light at
mel Way I'1l --
Now look, mister -- you mizht &s well give up -- your
gun's empty -- the polise are on their way --
(FURIOUS) What are you talking atoutl Are you crazy or
something? I'm not a holdup wan -- I'M THE MAN THEY HELD
UP! And instead of taking pictures of me ~-- DID YOU GET
THE LICENSE NUMBER OF THAT CAR?
(CRUSHED) N-no. N-n-no sir.

(ROTIOR STRENS -PELL-BPrWITH CAR . TO~ST6~

BOWN»ﬁEHfNEJ..
CONCTURTES

HEPEA AP UNDER)

Surc. Johnny—on—the—spot, thatl!s jou. But on the svot.
Wnhat the police thinlt of a reporter who takes pictures of
the victim -- and lets the gunmen get off, when he has a
car to chase them with -- is better left unsalid. Well --
at least -- itl's a story. And one angle of 1t is really

something.
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EUD:

EDITOR:
EUD:

EDITCR:

BEUD:

EDITOR;:
BUD:
EDITOR:
BUD:

EDITOR:
BUD:
EDITOR:

BUD:

-15-

60%

AP, the storekeeper was standing in the middlc of his
gmashed store-front -- the cops checked and found only
two things missing from the shop. It was a hardware
store -~ they tool two guns.

Anything else?

No sir. Just the guns.

What ¥ind? Pistols, revolvers, shotguns, riot guns, --
AT bt e et glibe st TNy SRsey ~- what kind, Bud?
They were -- revolvers., One a thirty-two, one a thirty-
eight. Both silver-plated.

Good., Go ahead -~ write 1t up.

{(QUIET) I -- I can't siw,

What do you mean, you canfi?

I promised the detectives I wouldnl't, Yol zee -- thoae
guns are a clue. If we tell what kird they were -- the
gunmen might get rid of thew. This way -- we might cateh
them.

He.

Well, I thought =-=-

You thought what!

S8ir, I thought -- (REAL EARNEST) Well, sir, I figured they
stole those guns for one reasocn -- Xore holdﬁps. And
slnoe thevelve been three already -- and since I only

have three more days -- I'd sort of like to stick on this

caze --
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EDITOR:

BUD:
EDITOR:
EUD:
EDITOR:

NARR:

WIFE:
EUD:

- WIFE:

=17~

CASE! Bud, I warned you NOT to play Dick Tracy! For the
police it's a case, not for you. For you it's a story.
Wow wrilte it up -~ with guns, without guns -- HF%p
youlve promised, to play along with the department,

BUT STAY OUT OF THEIR HAIR! And write that story before
you feallx get into mine! '

(CRUSHED) Yes sir.

Oh. One more thing.

Yes sir?

(VE-RY SWEET BUT 3C SARCASTIC) Next time you take a

picture, Bud -- please remember to pull out the slide.

A1l right. There goes Meonday -- two 1ors days to'go. -
And tvwe more sleepless nlghts. Dspeciall; that Monday
night.
Heoney -- please, .gi#ite -- try to zet some sleep.
I can't sleep, baby. I close wy eyes -- and my mind goes
right on figuring.
But itts only a job. It's not that important!
Itts not the job now, It's -- itls guys with guns.
Huh?

i The
Guys with guns,klcose in Trenton. von't you see what I
mean? Itls like -~ like a jungle, with wild animals
running around loose. Why -- why anything can happenl

Oh, youlre just belng dramatic.
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BUD;

WIFE:

BUD:

IT:

LT

BUD:

LT:

BUD:

-12-

Maybe. #12 I know is ~- those two men took exactly what

they wanted from that shop. There was a five huridred

dollar shotgun in the showcase -- they never even touched
the cash reglster -- just those twe guns. And something
else.
What?

(VERY QUIET) Twenty rounds of ammunition -- ten for a
;32 -- ten for 2 .38, Twenty rounds. And I have a feellng
they're going to use it.

(PHONE RINGS SUDDENLY )
(PICKING IT UP) Hello. '
(FILTER) Bud Henry?
Yes. _
(FILTER) This is Lisutenant Gilper., Hate to jet you ont
of bed -- but vou sald if anything broke --
(EAGER) Yes, Lieutenant -- what's up?
(FILTER) Grab your hat and your camera and hop around the
corner. There's been another stisitup --
Yes sir -- where?
(FILTER) Busybee Diner. (PAUSE) Better not bring your

wife. Therel!s been more than ketchup spilled.

(GINTLE) 0ld Joe Berdgazby -- so unpronounceable a name,
1t became Pusvbee, and his diner, Joe Busybee'!s place.
01ld Joe -- stretched out on his diner floor in a plle of
crockery and cheap silverware... his head wrapped in
dishtowels.,. waiting for the ambulance. (PAUSE) Not a

name in a newspaper story, Joe -- but a ffiend.'
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BUD:

LIEGT:

DUD:

LIEUT:

LUD:

LIEUT:

BUD:

LIEUT:

BUD:

LIEUT:

BUD:

~19-

Can he talk, Lleutenant?
Better he doesn't, Bud. ;
What HEH:%E%&@%Eié:éﬁﬂﬁiiépsm?
o % st beat him with the gunbutts. (BITTER) And all
for fourteen dollars.
Rats. That's what they are. (PAUSE) They. You said --
"they".
veah, Onc tall ehe, one medium, Foth fair. That's the
best Joe dould give us. They wore rasks. (4 SNORT OF
GRIM AHUMOR). That is -- silk stoclkings over their faces.
_Daoritrhn i e s Rgsoat Apderneat i gourknov
I see, (PAUSE)} They must have done some shodting, though.
THE 94 RAOHS - -
Yeah., Joe said they shot up the place.
How many shots ¢id they fire?
Hmran?  Ohe TWo... fOUD. .. 8eVan. Seven we can count.
Why?
Well, the two men who...
(PELEPHONE RINGS)
Foid it.
(PHONE PICKED UP)
Lieutenant Gilper speaking, (PAUSE) Yeah. What's the
number? (PAUSE) Two men? (PAUSE) How much did they get?
(PAUSE) A1l right -- we'll rolll |
{FHONE CRADLED)
Bud ~- this is a night. Two men just stuck up a gas
station on the Wottingham Way. (PAUSE} 8illk stockings
for masks. ({(PAUSE) Looks like we got a two-man crime

wave. Come gn,

T i
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(MUSIC: And that's not all., No sooner have you gob the simple
facts of that holdup -- in which the same pattern
showed up -- eight shots, this time, fired wildly into
the ceiling, through the windows, into the gas pumps --

then the velice radio reports --

VOICE: (FILTER & SIGNAL WAVE)} Car one, car one -- go %0 West
State Street -- holdup repeorted in diner,

(MUSIC: _ _ _HIT AND GO UNDER)

NARR: And off you go again with the police. Again the same

pattern ~- nobody in the diner but the night man --
nothing in the t111 but eleven dellars -- and the
place all shiot up.

bt Tem A damer W Hat Az, heusy

TUD: ¥ouar bullet holes in-dhe~disees copey -- you realize
wnat that mezns?

WIFE: Sort of -- but --

BUD: Look -- they steal two guns. Right? That means
they!re determined to go to work with them. But only
twenty bullets -~ thatls all they had time to scoop up.
Now: seven on the first holéup -- eight on the secend
-- makes fifteen -~ four on the third -- that makes &
total of nineteen. Nineteen tullets gone. (PAUSE}
That means one of two things. Either they use the

last one on necple --

WIFE: Oh, 2Zud!
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BUD: .

BB

WIFE:
BlLD:
WIFE:
BUD:
WIFE:
BuUD:
WIFE}
BUD:

~21-

{GOING RIGHT ON) or they have to get more bullets, DNow
wLigbtert—TRET NAvE trrzot o ir—town —

,//

e

Why?

et

Because they know the roads and the ra;lrﬁéas and the
fube

buses are bé&lng watched, Liggtenégt Glilper told me the

department's pitting "OpeTation Crime" Into effect --
-

What's that? .

-

e
The dregnet. And the
~—shob foddd3di—

Are you gonna put all that in your story?

ole police force has orders to

Am It I sure am!

And the part about the bullets?

Well...no,

But you told the edltor.

N-no, I didn't.

Why not?

(SORE) Because he'll throw me out of the office - he'1l
yeli "Who do you think you are -~ Dick Tracy?" Just be &
reporter, he says., Béanysse ok mar e Jendv L Rnow -
AU HoTve G IvE B o aT AT YT L - -
o

Ho, It's truqa; I've been 8 stupld Jerk »‘/;;shing (HE
MAKES FUN OF HIMSEXR) something would happen so I could get

a story, keep a job -- (F A fine way to talk] I --

I had to see poor old ig own blood to realize

vhat it was &1 out -~ honey =-- thig 13nlt kid stuff, this

S50

1$711 be rmurder, These guys are gun-happy!
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WIFE:

BUD: (EVASIVE) Who isn't?

WIFE: You, ' e

BUD: Yes I an. | ) ,/’/

WIFE$ {QUIE?) Then ﬁhgt’s tiii/lfg:/;ou vere making out from the
phone book? EVMKf/

BUD: Oh, You sav it {PAUSE) Well, ell right, It's a list of
rhardvare 3;05;3...sporting goods stores...places that sell
-« hulets,

WIFE: Uhat for? (PAUSE} No. Don'tutell e o I know, You thinlk

_f" you're going to check them all and --
BUD:“KI What do you mean -- I think? {PAUSE) Honey -- I am.
—WIPE B mpleass ne T

EUﬁ: Look hchey -- this hasn't anything to do with trying to
keep my jot. Two days, twenty days —~.Lhe joo ¢rn g0 hang.
He says stay away from the police? All right -- 1 von't
get in the way of the police, I'll do 1t on my own, Win,
lose, or draw -- he can't stop me. (PAUSE} And honey -- if
-- if I knov Egg,.aﬂ&iﬁgggghgeay-; you wvon't try.

{MUSIC: __ _MIT_AND GOD UNDER)

FARR ¢ She doesn't. And so much for Monday night. One more day
to go -~ not that, by now, you care too much, You're
interested in doing all you can to stop the stlekup men
vefors somebody gets -- killed. And so -- you start 2;::;:M;

Purtion qond

3UD: So if anybody ansvering that description -- I'm sorry IE:"?“

can't give vou more -- comes in fer ,32 and .38 or Dboth R

00
Then &ou ought to leave 1t to the police!

caliber bullets -- elther cmll me at the papesr -- or the

police. Olay?
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MAN TI: Okay. What's your name again, Bud?
BUD: (SMITE) That's it. Bud. Bud Henry.

(HuSIC: HIT AND_GO_ULDER)

e Y e =T e T we—— — A

BUD: ...thirty-twe or thirty-eight. Got thet?
MAW ITI: Got 1%,

BUD: Good.
{MusiC: STING AND UNDER)

NARR ¢ I+ takes practically all day Tuesday to make the rounds,

You have only a few more shops to cover -- and nt 3:30 PM

farelware sipwe

you drop in on a %@y on Ferry Street, near Broad. You're

going through the routins, when --

i hug Qm;d;

BUD: Uh -~ excuse me a minute, That -- thav hé;ﬁﬂﬁa&-store
across the street -- does he carry ammunition?

MAN IV: Ay yee. %%gzzperb;agg>wqwﬁaxm.

BUD: Un-fm., (LOW) Look. Those two men thet went in. No -- ¢he

wert in., The other's waiting outside. See?

MA IV: Yenh =-- yeah.

BUD: 411 right. Waich me, I'm golng to walk over there ~-
casually. (VERY QUIET) I'11 walk in the shop ond get a line
on what I think is going on, If Fou sce me take my hat
off and put 1t on the counter —:

MAW TV Yeah -- but stend necr the windcw --

BUD: It I can, sure. But watch me! I7 I take my hat off --

MAN IV: Sure, gure --

BUD: ¢al1l the police -- fast! And tell them to watceh for me,

Hoete QHYE irm

Cause vherever thayisd rnoing -- I'm zoing!

(DOOR OFPENS, CIOSES)

ARTHOT 0170344




TOUGH GUY:
MAN V:
TOUGH GUY:

MAYW V:

BUD:

MAN V:

MARR :

HARR:

wMEf At

-V
(CALLING) Yes sir., With you in & minute, sir,
(QUIETER) Was there anything else, mister?
No. Just the thirty-twos, Kow much is that?
That'll be tvo twenty-five, Wrap them up for you,
Hah, TIfl1 jﬁst shove 'em in my pocket. Heres, Keep
the change.

(eznamsEND DOCR OPENS, CLOSES)

Help you, son?
delp me? Mister -- you have! (FULL TREATMENT) I take
my hat off to you!

You erazy or something?

You rmist be, Beeause you rush out of the place -- and
follow the tall guy and the shorter guy down the street
-- notinz out of the corner of your eycv -- that the
hardwvare man 1s on the telephone! You f:illow them -=
intc & restaurant right up the street!

(HUBBUB OF DISHES, ETC. CONVERSATION)
Fortunntely, it'e a cafeteria -- where you pick o check
out of a machine that rings & zeng --

(GONG. WE KEEP HEARILG THIS INTERMITZENTLY )
(LOW} You grab & cup of coffee...thread your way to a

table next to the two guys -- where you can vatch them

== 1in the mirror,

LT e v T
Spdtenly -
St E BT SNt ™ 164 dpin %,
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NARR:

MAN VT:
BUD:
NARR ¢

VA L e

" But’ what,dB you' do ow?

BUD:
MAN VI:
BUD:

P

-25-

Just o chance acquaintance -- but just by cggnce -~ he,

sigs ‘down and cuts off your view w= just ﬁs you sovW one

under the tadle, You huve to do so thing. The coffee

Sbrry your foot! _ ‘when you stooped to pick up

the spoon -; you sav underneath the table -- a flash,

A silvery flosh -w/é/;istol -~ Wwith silverplating, Just

like the onemipdign that firsy time!
I

IT_SNEAKS? O NOUSLY)

Say, gdé <= vhat's got into you? Ybu gelting enough
313ﬁ§ or something?
Ifm 213 right -- please --

ou scared of me? What've you 1ooking\so scoared for -;

(HISS) Listen, will you shut up o minute!

‘ !

f'f_j‘u- 100 Wingten
}The tvo men get up from the teble. They hend for the

NARR:

CASHIER :
TOUGH GUY:

caghier. Their hands are in their pockets, (PAUSE)

You get up, You follow them, MHow -: they're at the
vindow. You too, ¥You henr ~:

(GIRL) Checke, ntster?

We don't need no checks, lady. (VERY QUIET) Just hand me

vhat you got in the drawer,
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-05-

NARR: Then -- three things happen, JIRes—HTeThot e slley
L 2kt

(Mysic: _ _ _ONE_- TWO - THREE)

NARR : One., She reachez for the money,

(MusIC: _ _ _ STING)

NARK ¢ Two. He reaches into his pocket -~ so does the cother

guv. {(PAGSE)} Guns,

NARR: Three -~ the prettiest sight in the world, Prettiler
than the United States Marines, ot that particular
point ~~ but just os dependable, A stocky, solid
quiet faced man in o doublebreasted sult, bulging under
the armpit with a shoulder-holster, A wmnn who does
not take & check frem the gong-onchine, Ideutenant

Gilger. You flick your eyes norentarily tosord the

counter -- he blinks in answer --
SHISEE G )
NARR: And the rezt —-Iis history.
{MysIC: _ _ _ HIT AND GO_UNLER_FOR)
HARRE” Eafielhenext.day iz e dnasdogy—thre-Frentoiisn GAPHIEs

your story. And another on Thursday...and Friday_=~ond

b T

so on, right up to‘EBﬁT'wEonugou £3retTTenl story was

~- o Big Story.‘wﬁgjfaniy that, but if*is.your own clty

radioe-peeris,
(MusIC: _ _ _ HIT AND GO)
CHAPPELL: In just o moment we will read yvou a telegram from Bud

Henry of the Tretonian with the final oubcome of

tonight's BIG STORY.
STING...) _

(CLOSING COMMERCTAL)

RTHKAT Q170347



THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1141

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratch!
HARRICE: Enjoy smooth snoking!
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL'!'S gpreater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

HARRICE: Filters the sncke and nakes it pild,

CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you snoke
PELL MELL. At the first puff FELL MELL smoke is
filtered further than that of any other leading
cigarette. Morcover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15,
or 17, PZLL MELL still gives you a longcr filter
of traditionally fine, mellow tobnecos - to juard
ageinst throat-scrateh.

HARRICE: Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos five you 2 smoothness,
mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers
you.

CHAPPELL: Guard agesinst throat-scratchl

HARRICE: "njoy snooth smoking!

CHAPPELL: Ask for the longer, finer eiparette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL FaMCUS
CIGARETIES - "Qutstandinel™

HiRRICE: Ard -~ they are mildl
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CHAPPELL:

CHAPPELL:

~2G= 2ND REVISE

— e R e e e —

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES and reminding you - this
Christmas give smooth smoking - give the lonzer,

finer c¢igarette ~ PELL MELL.

Last year the Salvetlon Army brought the warm glow of
christmas into the lives of a million men, women and
children .., and this year the need is even greater.
Your contribution to The Salvaticon Army Christmas Fund
will help people in your own cormmunity. So give

gencrously ... glve now.

M3

ENNCR:

Phis is NBC - TEE NATIONAL BRIADCASTING COMDANY.
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #lh2
NOLEN BULLOCH - TULSA OKALHOMA TRIRUNE

()¢

10:;00=-10:30 PM DECEMBER 14, 1949 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES'present THE BIG STORY.

{MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE AND OUT)

NARR: It was Sunday morning along U,S. Highway 66, heading west
from Tulsa toward Clinton, Oklahoma, Mrs. Rose Penn and
her son were driving to church.

(JALOPY MOTOR UNDER MRS, PENN)

MRS, PENN: Jim! Jim! Stop the car!
SON: (ABOUT 16) What's the metter, ma?
MRS.PENN: I told you, stop the ecar,

{(THE MOTOR STOPS)

HMRS.PENN: (CONTINUING), .don't you see it over there? On the side
of the road ~-- a cot. There's a man sleeping on that c¢ot.
SON: That's no business of ours, 13 1t ma? A fella has got a

right to sleep,
MRS, PENN: (INTERRUPTING SHARPLY) You get on out of this car and
find out why he's sleeping there on a cot beslde the road.
Weather like this - now go on!
(DOOR OPENS. WE HEAR SOME STEFPS ON PAVEMENT, THEN
ON GRASS, THEN ON PAVEMENT)
MRS, PENN: Well, well, what are you standing there for? Is he gll

right? Is he sleeping?
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CHAPPELL:

-0
{LOW) He's sleeping, ma. He's sleeping but he ain't

never going tc wake up.

— T e e o — T — i

THE BIG STORY! Here 1s America -- 1t's sound and its
fury, ite joy and its sorrow as falthfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers. {FLAT)
Tulsa, Oklahoma -- the story of a reporter who found

three golden coins that spelled death, And te this
reporter, Nolen Bulloch of the Tulsa Oklahoma Tribune for
his Big Story goes the PELL MELL Award!

(COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFFELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

PALL MALL FAMOUS CIGARETTES
EXPERIMENTAL COMMERCIAL #1-
To be recorded December 13, 1949

OPENING CO CIAL

Guard against throat-scratch] Yes, guard against throat-
seratehl

Enjoy sngoth spmokingl

FELL MELL'S greategr iength of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the snocke further....

Filters the smoke end nakes 1t pild.

Puff by puff youlre always shead when you snmoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL snoke is filtered further ¥
than that of any other leading cigarettae,. MoreOVGr;
after § puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves
you & longer, natural filter of traditionally fine
tobaccos = to guard agesinst throat-scrateh. ¥Yes, PELL
MELL1S fine tobaceos give you a sooothness, nildness and
satisfaction no other cilgarette offers you.

ﬁon't let throat-scratech spoil your sooking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scratchl

Enjoy snooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package = PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"gutstandingt"
And - thev are nildl
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THE BIG STORY L REVISED

12/14/45

— m— A —

MARR: .

RITCHIE:
NOLEN:
RITYCHIE:
NOLEN:

RITCHIE:

NOLEN:

RITCHIE:
NOLEN:

RITCHIE:

— e e i i —

- Tulsa, Oklahomz., - The story as 1t actually happencd,

Reperter Nolen Bulloch's story as he lived it.

You, Nolen Bulloch of the Tulsa Tribunc axe a reporter
with a flattencd nosc and you got 1t by sticking it
congistently into other peoplet!s business. - Like new, you
sit in the fashionable Will Rogere Hotel in Clalrmore
near Tulsa and take part in a "business conference”. The
busincss being, (einecc Oklahoma iz a dry atate),
bootlaegeing and you job, that of undercover agent for the
State Crime Bureau, Your name for today, Molen Bulloch,
is "™r. Nortoen'.
(A VAL EAS JUST BEEN FINISHED. WE HEAR CORFEE
CUPS, SILVERWARE, BTS,)
Mighty good rcal thcy scrve here Mr, Norton, mighty gocod.
Cigar Mr. Richie?
C.K., perfect. fhank you kilndly.
(SOMEWHAT IMPATIENT) I've keen sitting quict all through

the meal, Mr. Ritchic. Do we talk busincess now?

Sure thing, Mr. Norton, but to tcll you the truth I don'tg
think we can make a dcal.

Youtlve had a weel to cheek my crcdit,

{PLACATING) Ohu, 1%%s mot the crodit.
Well, what 1s it then? I've been without merchandisc

3% wecks now, -

Look, I cxplaincd to you last time -- a change in a
corporation as big a8 minc -- that takece time, Mr, Norton.
When Mr, Vesey was alive (the man in chargc before Mr. .

"Breedor) I told him you got to prepare for cventuvalities

like thiz but hc didn't listcn to me. Nobody llstens to
an accountant. . :
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NOLEWN:

RITCHIE:

NOLEN:

RITCHIE:

NOLEN:

RITCHIE:

NOLEN:

NARR:

Look, all I know is that I've got to have 21 cases of
stock delivered...
(INTERRUPTING) Wot so loud, please, Mr. Norton.
(GOING ON QUIETLY ), imen aw I golng to get a definite
fad O peed 2 dotzu Jpveade  waldy - ~egula.
answer? You know there are cther filrms to deal wilth.
(LAUGHING) ©h, you wouldn't wanl to do that, Mr. Norton.
When Mr. Breeden comes in and takes over, that's the man
you'll want to deal with and the only one 1in this stats.
I worked for Mr, Breeden years ago, and I'1l tell you
frankly, I'm lcoking forward to his return. Things never
weres the same 1in all the years he was away. TFine man,
Mr. Breeden. Strictly business, but the best terms you
could get, believe me.

ahek
(BESTDE HIMSELF) Look, I know,Mr. Breeden. All I'm
asking you now i3 when dogs he get here? When can we
make our finegl arrangements? -
Tell you the truth, Mr. Nortom, he ought have been here
yesterday. Left Californla, must have been three days
ago. I belisve I'1l wire him and fird out if there was
any change in plans,
Itve got 121 establishments walting on Mr. Breeden --
(WHISPER) and those customers want beer and thay wang
vwine and they want whiskey, and thsy want 1t now! They

aren't interested in any of my business difficulties,

And so you, Nolern Bulloch, undercover agent and reporter,

vatch the pleasant accountant leave and you make your call.

Capltol 2000. State Bureau of Criminal Investigation.

(DIALING OF PHONE,., THERE IS AN ANSWER)
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THE BIG STORY 12/14/49 -6- ! REVISED

NOIEN:

OLIVER:

NOIEN:

OLIVER:

NOLEW:

CLIVER:

NOTEN:
OLIVER:
NOLEN:

OLIVER:

NOILEM :

OLIVER:
NOLEN:

OLIVER:

let me have Mr. Oliver, pleass, (PAUSE)' Thia is Nolen
Bulloch,

(VERY BRUSK, BUT VERY FRIENDLY) I'w sorry, I can't talk
to you now.

(CAREFULLY) I just left Ritohie, He expects Breeden
in a few days,

Pete sake, I can't talk to you. I've got to run.

Where you got to run?

If you wust know, dead man reported out on Route 66.
TLook I'm supposed to be out thers, I canlt sit here
talking to you.

(EXCITED) Murder?

Looks 1like 1t.

Well, you don't have to talk to me on the phrne, I'11
meet you there, Where 1s 1t?

Oh no, I'm not ready to give anything out on this,
(HALF KIDDING) Look, Nick, 1f you don't tell me whers
to meet you on that killing, I'11 get off thils Breeden
case fast,

(RELENTING,,.ALSO KIDDING} That's blackmail,

Call 1t what you 1like. Where is 1t?

About two miles outalde of Clinton on Route 66, Bilg gas

statlon, 1left side of the road, You can't miss 1t,

I won't.

4nd so you, Nolen Bulloch, drop the story about the
beotleg syndicate and hop on the blgger story, the.

story of murder. And now, you stand with speclal
jnvestigator Nick 0liver, both of you shaking your head
at the dead man lying on the cot just off Route 66, near
Clinton.
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..?..
NOLEH: No possible way of identification, Nick?
CLIVER: Nothing. 1I'11l get Haynes of the finger print bureau in.
Ses 1f hls prints tell us anything. I don't think even
& mother would recognize hils face. Where you golng?
NOLEN: Just looking around.
OLIVER: I wish that ambulance would get here. I -- what are
you looking for?
NOLEN: (A LITTLE OFF) Just something in the grass, Nick. Hey,

what do you know? A4 coin. Hey! here's apnother one!

OLIVER: (IN FAST) Let me see.

NOLEN: Those are Mexican coins. Right?

OLIVER: That's what they are.

NOLEN: What are they doing herse?

OLIVER: How do I know. Well, we've got something, anyhow. It's

not much more than nothing, but 1t's sometliing,
(REAL ANNOYED NOW) Finally!
(WE HEAR AN AMBUTANCE SIREN FADING IN}

OLIVER: (CONTINUING HIS SPEECH....)...the ambulance.
(MUSIC: _ _ UP_AND oUT)
{THE PHONE R{?GE;JEOLIVEH ANSWER )
OLIVER: (WITHOQUT INTEREST)\Eep.;}dkay, send him in. {70 NOLEN)
Somebody thinks he's got something on the murder.
NOLEN: (SARCASTIC) Scmebody has got something more than we have,
Nick.

(THE DOOR OPENS )

OLIVER: Reverend Burns?
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BURNS:

OLIVER:

BURNS:

OLIVER:

BURKS:

OLIVER:

BURNS:

CLIVER:

BURNS:

CLIVER:

BURNS«

KOLEY:

-8 -
(HE IS A LOQUACIOUS, RANGY OKLAHOMAN) Not Reverend,
Mr. Burns. You see, Lieutenant, I'm not ap eordained
minister. Merely an Evangelical preacher who tries to
bring understandling...Lieutenant...
(INTERRUPTING) It's not lieutenant. Just Mister.
I beg your pardon.
Like you sald, "pot Lieutenant, just mister”.
Quite right. Last Saturday I was holding my regular camp
fire meeting. We hold camp fire meetings every Saturday
evening all the way up and down Highway 66. That night
I was preachlng on the subject of -~
{INTERRUPTING) I thought you said you knew something about
the murder.
(TAKEN ABACK) I was coming to thet. It was toward the
end of my sermon. The disturbarnce came from a camp lire
not far distant. But you see, the men vwere shouting and
the wind, you see, was blowing --
Please, Mr. Burng --
(DETERMINED T0 FINISH THE SENTENCE) And so you see,
their voices were wafted in my dirsction. There were
thrze men and they werc having, I must say, & most
prowune fight. You can imagine the language.
Ana?
(SUAPRISED, BECAUSE THERE IS NO MORE} That's all. I knew
something dreadful was going to happen and I thought for
& moment I'd intervene, but then I thought better of it
and I didn’'t apd that's all that happened.
(ADOPTING OLIVER'S ANNOYANCE) Did you see any of them -

thely faces?
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THE BIG STORY 12/14%/49 -9- REVISED

BURNS :

CLIVER:

BURNS:

BURNS :

OLIVER:

NOLEN:

OLIVER:

NOLEN:

(ON HIS DIGNITY) It was rather a dark night, If it's
of any valus though, I don't see how it possibly can
be they had a station wagon parksd next to the fire
and I think one of the men {amidst the profanity)
called the other "Ace"!
(ENDING THE DISCUSSION) Thank you very much, Mr, Burns,
Not at all.

(PAUSE STEP3) (THE DOOR OFENS)
{(0FF) T shall be holding & meetiné on Saturday as usual.
Just two mlles out of Tulsa on Route 66 and if you
should want me ~=--
THANK YOU, Mind clozing the door.

(THE DOOR CLOSES)
That'!s a great help. Somebody name of Ace, and thiere was
g station wagon --
Maybe. Don't forget 1t was a dark night.

(KIDDING) But the wind was blowing!l

—_— — AL, T R e e —

And a week goes by, a week of feverish actlvity by
Nlck Oliver on the murder story and by you, Nolen
Bullock, on the murder case and on the bootleg syndicate
and when you add 1t all up 1t's less than the falnt
sound of the name Ace on the night air., You keep
gpending time at headquarters =-- waiting —== hoping ==~
and mostly dozing --- And then --
(WE HEAR THE CLATTER OF A TELETYPE MACHINE,.
ESTABLISHED, IT GCOES UWDER)
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THE BIG STORY 12/14/49 -4 - KEVISED

NARR:

TEILETYPE:

NARR:

OLIVER:

NOLEN:

A voutline message comsg through on the police teletypo.
"Request ownor Oklshoma license 71391; truck stranded
here. Answor sconest, Pollice Chief, Indlo,

Caltfornia."
And Nlek Oliver puts through the routlne request in

the routine way,

(SMILING) {MUSING AS HE READS) ILicense 71391, name of

-~~~ {STRUCK) Hey, Nolen, wake up!
(COMING OUT OF A NAP) Hwmmw? What's the matter? What

did you say?
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BIG STORY - 12/14/49 ~10~ REVISED

OLIVER:  Guess whoge truck is stranded ocut in Ceglifornia?

NOLEN: What are you talking about? .

OLIVER: That request we got from Indio,

NOLEN: (STILL NOT UNDERSTANDING) Oh yesh, sure, What about 1t?

OLIVER: (TOYING WITH IT) The owner of that car in California was
named Thomas Breeden,

(HE PICKS UP THE TELEPHONE)

NOLEN: (NOW REACTING) Breeden! Hey, that's my man! Get
California on the phone,

OLIVER: Lydis, put me through to the pclice chief in Indlo.
(KIDDING) Who did you think I was calling, Nolen, my
bootlegger?

{MUSIC: _ UP_AND INTO)

CLIVER: (ON THE PHONE, HE IS PURFCSELY HOLDING NOLEN OFF,

THEREFORE KON-COMMUNICATIVE)

That's right, Chief. Fellow's name wes Thomas Breeden,
And ve are interested in him too -- Tell me everything
youtve got, Oh, you jailed him, (NOLEN: aha, so that's
why he didn't meet me (PAUSE) in the coop in California.)
Uh huh...El Paso! Well, vhat do you know? (NOLEN: What
about El Paso, heygﬁﬁﬁt about E1 Pasc?) =-~~ you checked
with the FBI. Fine. (NOLEN: (MORE ANNOYED) What is

this FBI -- El Paso? Nick!) ~-- Chier, you've been very
helpful -- Anytime you're in Tulsa ---- I'11 do that. Say,
how's the weather out there? (NOLEW: (DESPERATE) Nick!)
Ninety-two degrees? You don't say. 4nd we'lve got blizzard

weather, So long, Chier.

(ME HANGS UP)
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BIG STORY -~ 12/14%/49 -11- REVISED

NOLEN ¢
OLIVER;

NOLEN:

CLIVER:

NOLEN:
OLIVER:

NOLEN :
OLIVER:

Well? You want me to strangle you?

It seems your friend Tom Breeden was picked up about a week
ago by the police chief in Indio, He was driving a truck
and he went through a red light -- hit somebody, Wasn't
seriocus and they put him in the coop for five days, Took
his prints and all that. Chief said he acted like & man
going to be sentenced to the chalr. Nervous, 8o he
checked on him in Washington., I don't know. There was
some delay I guess on the Chief's end (in checking the
prints with Washington) and he didn't get the answer on
Breeden until after he was let out.

(NEARLY BURSTING) Nick, get to the point!

Okay. (DEAD SERIOUS NOW) When the repcrt came through it
seems Breeden 1s wanted by the Federal authorlties atb

El Paso for entering the country illegally with close to
$17,000 in Mexican coins,

Mexican colns?

That's what the man said. And vhen he last left California
he was seen driving in a stabtlon wagon with two men, one
nemed Bronson, one named Styles. The first name of the
fells called Styles was Ace!l

What about Breeden!

(THE PUNCH LINE) Well you see, Nolen, the reason you never
met Breeden 1s because his prints are the same as those of

the man we sav on a lot off US 66 awful dead.

{MUSIC: _ Up_TO TAG IHE ACT)_

(MIDDLE GOMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

PALL MALL FAMOUS CIGAREITES
EXPERIMENTAL COMMERCIAL #2-
To be recorded December 13, 1949
MIDDLE CbMMERCIAL
(HO=EILTER ) THROAT-SCRATCH == THROAT-SCRATCH --
THROAT-SCRATCH!
Guard against ﬁhroatgscratch!
Enjoy smooth smoking}
PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoke furtherle.e.
Filters the smoke and makes it miid.
Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff{ PELL MELL snoke 1s filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette, Moreover;
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL stlll gives
you a longer filter of fine tobaccos ~ o guard against
throat-seratch,
For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further
on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
against throat-scratch,
Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothness;
nildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Guard against throat-scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking}
Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGAREITES - "Ouistan ingl"
And - they are milal |
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RITCHIE:

NOILEN:

RITCHIE :

NOIEN:

_13._
THEME AND_UNDER }

i At mpa

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator and THE
BIG STORY of Nolen Bulloch as he lived 1t and wrote 1%,
What started out for you, Nolen Bulloch, reporter for the

Tulsa Tribune as an undercover job'as a bootlegger is now

a4 murder story invelving the FBI, two indlstinct figures

named Ace Styles and somebody Bronson, and $17,000 in
Mexlcan coins. You and Nick Oliver know you aren't much
nearer a solution than you were the time you stood and

loocked at the biftered head of Thomas Breeden, And =20 you
Lo Lreaede
decide,,}é%éaﬁ%ﬁg the Wi1ll Rogers Hotel in Clairmore.

Maybe the contact man of the syndicats, the accountant
knows sonmething,
(PLAING HIS OLD ROLE OF THE TRATE BUSINESSMAN WED WANT:
UC IO BUSINESS) Look, Mr, Ritchie, you said in a fev days
I'd get an angver. < e @A,cwﬁou.
I know, I know, but -- something has happened, (A SUDDEN
TDEA) Could you use a good men in your organigzationt I'm
a fine accountant. I'm honest and I'm accurate --
(PURSUING) I was with Mr, Breeden for 13 years. (SOFTLY
BUT WITH SINCERITY) I tell you, I know the bootleg business,
I'd ltke to help you, Mr. Ritechile and maybe I can., If you
put me in touch with whoever is taking over now that Mr.
Breeden isn't --
(INTERRUPTING) I'11 be glad to as soon as I know anything
-~ and you can use & good man in your organization?

Rt nsw™
(ENDING IT) We'll see, 'I'd better pay the check and got

going.
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GIRL:
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NOIEN:
GIRL:
NOLEN:

—14-
(m RISES AND THEY START PO WAIK) {u_ Lot P“ o
Well, I'il run ahead and see what I can &, You've no idea
how upset T amnm,
(A FEW MORE STEPS)
Iz this where I pay the check?
That's right,
(SHE TAKES THE CHECK, PAYS BACK TW0 BILLS AND SOME
SILVER)
Just 8 moment.

Hmrmmmm?

T

. I nearly gave you that phony coin. Itve been meaning to
put it aside and I forgoet to --
Wait a minute. Iet me see that, (TENSE) lady, that's a
Mexican coin., VWhere did you pet 1it?
Someone hag been passing them. The.girl at the clgar
counter got one and I got this,
(TENSE) When was this?
This morning sometime;
Who gave it to you?

I didn't really notice. Some man and by the tlme I saw 1t

vasn't a real coln he'dpég;;“;;t iffZZEy. I ran out to the

o, oF
front steps, ¥ut I saw him drive off, he and another man

who was with him.
Did you hapoen to know what they drove off in?
No, Jjust a car,

(EVENLY)} Was 4t a stetionwagon?
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 GIRL:

NCOLEN:

NOLEN:

OLIVER:

NOLEN:

— T

NCIEN:
RITCHIE:

NOIEN:
RITCHIE:
NOLEN:

RITCHIE:

NOLEN:

..15_
You mean one of those -- say, now that you mentlon it
that'siﬁiat it was. (ANNOYED) You know, T have to make
that up out of my own pocket,
No you don't sister. Here's a .dollar te take its place,
Let me have that 1ittle Mexlear phony.
UP IN DETERMINATION

— e e pea gen e g g g e —

(ON THE PHONE) Nick? Guess whot happened?

(ON FILTER) Come on if you've got something - give,

Remember that Mexican who showed up? Those three Mexicone?

The blondes?

Yeah, the golden blonds. Well, I found a friend of theirs,

At the cashiers in the restaurant 1n the Will Rogers Hotel,
PATON TR

{INTERRUPPING) Meet you there in an hour. ®&our? Half an

hour,

Fbam 507 1s my roonm, Nick,

(PHONE RINGING)
Room 907. Hello.
(FILTER THROUGHOUT)} Mr. Worton. This is Mr. Ritchle. I've
got something you'll find very exciting, You can meet the
new boss,
How?
You know the road off US 667
Yes.
Go past the gns station at Ember Street, It's a 1isttle
dirt road, a left turn off 66. You can't miss 1t. Runs
down through Verdigris Valley. Thers's a big white house,
green shutters, 2% miles down the road.

Thanks, Ritchie.
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ACE:

NOLEN:

ACE:

NOLEN:

16~
Please don't say I told you ta go there, Mr. Worton. The
boss might not like it. His name is Bronson..
Okay, Riteh. And I won't forget., When I get d set-up, I'11
find a place in 1t for you.

Oh, thank you, Mr. Norton, Thank you very much,

— e ——— — o  p—  — —p—  — — e e w— m—

Wow what to do? Nick Oliverison his way, can't be
reached and you know how to find the new b°ﬁishg%r?:fL::3:fﬁifﬁ
(A CAR SPEEDING ALONG THE HIGHWAY.) wwsd
You turn left at the gzas station off 66, Take the road
toward Verdlgrle Valley.
(THE CAR UP AND NOW THE ROAD GROWS NARROW #*¥#% 4
STEEP CLIFF ON ONE SIDE AND A RIVER ON THE OTHER)
You %raep her in second as you go down the ineline and the
road 15 wide enough now for just one car.
{4 CAR, THEN A HORN FROM OFF MIKE, ANOTHER CAR IS
APPROACHTEG)
Ané novw coming ot you ie apnother dusty car and there isn't
room for both of you to pass. You stop and then you see --
(NOLAN'S MOTOR IDLING UNDER)
-~ a8 gtationwagon,
(JOCULAR) (PROJECTING) Not much room, huh?
(OFF MIKE) That's right, bud. Looks like one of us is
golng to have to bnck up.
(CALLING) Say i= your name Ace?
(A BEAT) Which is it going to be, Mac, you or us? Who
backs up?

Well, I was supposed to meet a fella and -~
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NGLEN:

NOLEN:

-17-

I think 1t better e you, Bud, and we're in a hurry,

(NO PAUSE) So you beck her up, . trying to get & lock ot the
llcense pletes, at the men in the car. But there's too
tuech dust on the road. And then, finally when you reach a
roint where youlcan back up off the rond ond let them pnes
something inslde tells you =~-

LP¥% ) Bulloch o1d fellow, you better keep your head down
8s they go by..

(NO PAUSE) You duck and wait for 1t but 1t deesn't come.
There 1 no shot, And then you sse them hitting forty ;
fifty pulling avway from you before you can swing your ear
bacl oo the road and follow them. And it tokes you an

hour ond 2 half 1t seemz to reach the next gas statiop Just
a guarter of o mile awoy, E&%z q¢w can a0 Yok Haven
(BRACKES) Wick? T sov theﬁ. At least I think I saw themn,
I menn Styles and Bronson In 2 station wagon out on o dirt
road off {o...Fe, T checked that, There's a little gas
statlen, that's where I'm calling from, No stotion wagon
came out from the conyon., They must have turned off one

of the sicde roads.,. 44, there nren't many, I'm sure, Four

or five men could do the job., I'1l wait here.

(A MOTOR IDLING VERY SOFITY., IT IS KIGHT)
{(WHISPERING) Shut it off, Nick,
(THE MOTOR STOPS)

Over there. 3ee it? That's the wnpon,
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OLIVER
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HOLEN:

OLIVER:
NOIEN:
OLIVER:

NOLEN
CLIVER:

NOLEN:

-18-
Very convenient., HNice place for a headquarters. A house
in the valley and the car. Only let's go slov.
(CAR DOOR OPENS, SHUTS SOFTLY, STEPS)
Your sure this 1s the wagon?
Sure, I'm sure,
(SOME MORE STEPS,., THE BACK OF THE WAGON I8 LOWERED.
ONE OF THE MEN CLIMBS IN)
{STILL WHISPERING) Let's see what's In it! Hey -- ! Put
your light over here,
What have you got? " %ntkgadf
There's a2¥g;gash ot in tieseleiatery, There's a big
bulage, &Seeg it?
I ser ig. '
(TCLEN SLIDES HIS HAND INTC THE TPHOLSTERY, HE
WITHDRAWS IT. WE HEAR A TINY JINGLE OF COINS)
Mexican llondes. Quite a bunch of them.
Very mlc-,. Look at this, What do you think this 1s?
Here®
Right lers.
Ruet?
My guess is blood. {THEN MORE INTENSELY) And this -:
A wrench --might be what they dié 1t with,
It's heawy snough and it's got the same kind of -- rust on
it.
Well, let's take them,
Not so I'mst, Nolen, Suppose they say they never met your
friend Breeden, Know nothing about him, We need proof,

(SUSPICIOUS) Just what 6o you have in ming?
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NOLEN:
ACE:
NOLEN:
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NOLEN:

ACE:

HOLENW:

ACE:
NOLEN:
ACE:
NORTON¢
ACE:
NOLEN:

_19_
You knew those guys pretty well. Know their business lingo

-- the way they operate., Can't you think of gome way of

" going in there, doing a little fast talking and --

If I do 1it's not a bad story.
Not bad &t a1, Good luck!

(DCOR OPENS AND SHUTS)
(CHARMINGLY) Good evening, Mr, Styles, It is Mr, Styles?
¥ho sre you? ' |
Where is Bronson?
Downstaira., #dgs who are you?
My name 1s Norton, Didn't you hear about me? I was

supposed to make arrangements wilith Mr, Breeden for the

.delivery of 21 cases of stock & week and & half --

(INTERRUFLS) Oh yesh, Little Ritchie told me sbout you.
Say, uh, 2in't you the fella? Qh, ysah, we met you on the
road -- Verdigrls Valley, I wes sorry about that -~ we had
to change our headquarters, How did you find us?

Look, I've got & lot of meney invested in my business and
a 1ittle tracking down of somebedy never bothered me,
(WARMING UP TO THE MAN) Okay, sit down.

What do you get for a case of domestlic stock?

Run you about $170.

I'11 take 12 cases a wesk. Give you $20 a case.

Who are you kidding? --.TWenty dollars?

Bo! I'm quite serious, You see, I happen to know that I

can get it at $20 a case.

ATKOT C17P037P0




-

e

“ACE:
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NOLEN ¢

ACE!

NOLEN:

ACE:

BROWBON

=20

{ANNOYED)} Go on, peddle your papers somevwhere slse, Price
ia $170.
You see, I happen to know that you and Bronson and my friend
Breeden Were driving in from California, I happen to know
that you got into & fight with him. And I happen tec know
you stole $17,000 1n,%;;:§ from him and there are atsins
in the car right out Iin the back and a wrench with stains
on it and I don't think they are rust stazins,
(FRIGHTENED) Hey, now take it easy. Look, we can do
buslness.
Say, I've got another ides. {VERY CONFIDENTIAL) Why does 1t
have tc be Novrton and Styles and Bronson? Vhy can't it
just be Norton and Styles?
{INTERESTED) What do you mean?
Just you and me,,, Who did it? To Brecdon, I mean? Was
it you or wes maybe your friend downstairs? If we éome to
a deal -~ you know, cutting something three ways is less
than cutting something two,
(SEIZING AN OPPORTUNITY) (WHISPFERING) That's just how 1t
happened, He did it, Bronson, I didn't want to ¥kill him,
I just wanted to make a deal, but that Bronson, he's got
a temper 1like & wild man., You mean L1t, you ahd me ~-?
(EASILY)} Why not? The cops are looking for a {?11 guy,
You testify, I testify and it's Norton and Styles,
I should have met you hefore.

(O¥ THIS A DOOR OFENS SLOVLY)
{LOUD VOICED,AGRESSIVE) Norton and Styles, huh? Now ailn't

that pretty -- and the cops need a gall BUy.
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NOLEN:

BRONSON:

NCIEN:

BRONSON:

-2~
(SCARED} Now wait & second, Bronson, I ==
(GOES ON) Maybe Iinstead of a 8&11 guy the cops will get a
corpse, maybe two corpees.
(STILI, SMOOTH) Mr. Bronson?
That's right - Mz, Bronson.. Who do you think you are coming
in here, meking deals?
Just a guy, anzlous like you are, to make a.buck.
Look you shut up, Two red cents, I'd knock you right thru
the floor where you're standing. '"Norton and Styles".
Look, Mr. Bronson, You can't do business that way., It
can't be done. Corpses, two corpsss, knocking people thru
the floor —; all I want 13 the best possible deal I can get,
Where did you dig this thing up from? You think you can
talk your way out of this? I HEARD ﬁhat you sald -- I was
standing behind the door, I don'f know who you ihink you
are, or vhat mkes you so cocky, but --
(WITH ANNOYING BRASS) What makes me so "cocky" as you put
1t - 13 vhat's out in the back.
(MENACING) What's supposed to be out in the back?
In the car, 1Y thousand in Mexican coins, like the cnes
found neor Breedon, - Stains on the floor of that car nnd
a vrench out there stains on thet too,
Nobody saw no 17 thousand gollars; there's no stains, no
wrench -~ all T seec is & viseguy who talks too much.
(DISGUST} For my money I smell cop - amateur cop, Now turn
around -~

Bronson, I think maybe we ought to malke a denl ond --
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You already done encught thinking. Maybe you ocught to
turn around too,, (T0 NOLEN) I said TURN around!
Okay, okay -- I wog only...

{DOOR OPENS SWIFTLY)
He was only looklng for me., {IN COMMAND) let's stand where
ve are., Right where we are.
(HAPPILY) Hello, Nick.
I knew 1%. (DISGUST) Maybe we ought to make a deal and --
(WNINING) Gecsz, Bronson, how'd I --
Shut up,
That's right, Both of you. ILet's go,

(THEY MOVE OUT)
Nolen --
Mmem?
Givé you a tip.
Sure, Nlck.
Not

Don't try to move into bootlegging, Wot your line.

your style, Stick with the papers.

Thanks, Nick, Don't think I won't,

In just & moment we will read you ¢ telegram from Nolen
Bullech of the Tulsa Oklahoma Tribune vith the final
outcome of tonight's BICG STORY,

—_—— —

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE!:
CH.PFELL!
HARRICE:
CHaPPELL1

H.\RRICE:

PALL MALL FAMOUS CIGARETTES
EXPERIMENTAL COMMERCIAL #2
To be recorded December 13, 1949
CLOSING COMMERCILL
Don't lot thronzt-scrateh speoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard agsinst throat-scrateh!
Enjoy smooth smokingl

PFLL MELL'S greoater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smokc further....

Filters the smokc and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always ahcad when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarette. Morcover, after
5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL s£ill gives you &
longer, natural filter of traditionally fine tobaceos -

to guard against throat-scratch. Yes, PELL MZLL'S finc

tobacecos give you a smoothness, mildngss and satisfaction

no other cigarette offers you.

So, don't let throat-serateh speil your sooking enjoyment.,
Guord against throat-seratchl

Enjoy smooth arroking!

Lsk for the longer, finer cigarstte in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FLMOUS CICAREITES -

tgutstanding i

and - they are mildl
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HARRICE:

— iy — —

CHAFPELL:

ol
Now we rend you that télsgram from Nolen Bulloch of the
Tulsa Oklaheoma Tribune,
Both ﬁen in tonight's Blg Story wofgetnddited. Pleaded
guilty to second degree manslaughter. Admitted kllling
Breeden after he attacked them, DBoth were sentenced to
ten years of hard labor nt the State Penltentlary,
McAlester, Oklahoms, Thonks 2 lot for tonight!s Pell
Mell Award,
Thank you, Mf. Bulloch,..the makeprs of FELL MELL FAMOUS3
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the FELL MELL $500
Avard for noteble service in the field of Journalism.
Listen agaln next veek, same time, same station, when PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY - A
BIG STORY from the front pages of the Boston Travelar -=-
by-line, Jermes A, Kelley, A BICG STORY about a reporter vwho
put together a murder ond two hamburgers without catsup
and got a2 Merry Chrlistmas.

THEME_WIPE AND FADE TO BG ON CUE)

— o o A A e Ml T e A e e e

THE BIG STORY 1is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with music
by Vladimir Selinsky. Tenight's program was adapted by

Arnold Perl from an actual story from the front pages of

the ?LJ&ML CpiIAJLn&% ?%»&kup Your narrator was Bob
. DJ-: coneliele
Sloane, and e@arézﬁﬁzzmge Played the part of Nolen Bulloch.

In order to protect the naomes of people actually involved

in tonight'!s cuthentic BIG STORY the nomes of all characters
in the dromatlzaticn were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mr, Bullosh,
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REVISED

— e i T amm  m mm—

This is Ernest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES and reminding you ~ this
Christmas glve smooth smoking = give the longer, finer
cigarette - PELL MELL.

THIS I8 NBC -~ THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #143
CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
VOICE III BOB SLOANE
GIRL AMZIE STRICKLAND
GIRL TI AMZIE STRICKLAND
MOTHER BARBARA WEEKS
WOMAN BARBARA WEFKS
JIM JOHN SYLVESTER
SHOEMAKER JOHN SYLVESTER
TEDDY BERNARD GRANT
JOE BERNARD GRANT
OLD MAN JOE LATHAM
SHERIFF JOE LATHAM

PCLICE CHIEF

WALTER GREAZA

MAN WALTER GREAZA
VOICE I DEHI: BERTIE

TUYMAN DEHL: BERTIE

VOICE II BILLY GREENE
TANKEY BILLY GREENE
ED SOMER ALBERG
DENTIST SOMER ALBERG

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 21, 1949

Ty
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #143

(Jamez A Kelley: Boston Traveler, Boston, Mass,)

(
10:00 « 310:30 PM DECEMBER 21, 1949 YEDNESDAY

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

Pl = T e o — ala- L B e B L, T R,

'NAHR: That week before Christmas, two berry pickers took the

short cut acrosz Wigglns Wood near Lowell in
Maesachusetts,

JOE; You gonna have a houseful?

ED: Oh sure., Aunt Beesilels gding to bring all the kids
down, then my uncle from Worcester and hels got four
kids and ~- (STOPS)

JOE: What's the tter° “égﬁfmSANTLY) Oh, you zee 1t toof
Itts = 1ockeyg~- 2 hearfZshaped locket., Ain't 1t pretty?

ED: {IN HORROR} Put it down! Put 1t down! Pws—Fb-dewn! -
{ILONG PAUSE, THEN ALMOST WHISPERING) Don't you see
her? There!l

CHAPFELL:+ The Big 3tory. Here 1=z America, its sound and its fury,
Its Jjoy and 1ts sorrow ms falthfully reported by the
men and women of the great American newspapers. (PAUSE)
Boston, Masgachusetts. From the pages of the Boszton
Traveler, the story of & man who mlssed three Christmas!
and nearty misged them all. -Ané%?gr his work, to James
A Kelly of the Boaton Mzaseehusedts Traveler, for his
Big Stony, goes the PELL MELL Award)

— ey S Af

(COMMERCIAL)

ATKOT 0170378




N

CHAPPELL:

HaRRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HADNRICE:
CH.\PPELLs

HARRICE?
CHALAPPELL:
HARDICE:
CHLPPELL:

HiARICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAN #143

OPENIKG COMMERCIAL

Guard against throat-scratchl Yes, guard against throat-
scratehl

Enjoy snooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greoter length of traditionally fine tobaccos
travels the smoKe further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're always chead when you smoke FELL HBLL.
At the first puff PELL MELL sroke is filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarctte. Morcover,
after § puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL KELL still gives
you a longer, notural filter of traditionally fine
tobrnceos - Lo guard against throat-serateh. Yus, PSLL

MELL!'S fine tcbaccos give you a grwothness, mildness and

satisfnetion no other cigarette offers you.

Don't let throcat-seratch spoil your smoking enjoyment,
Guard agoinst throat-seratcehi

Enjoy smooth sncking!

Ask for the longor, finer clgorette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGLRETTES -

"Dutstondingl"

And -~ thev are pild!
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NARR:

POL CHIEF:

— T — - —

SHOEMAKER!:

DENTIST:

NARR:

-3_

Boston, Masgachusetts, The story as it actually

eyed
happened <~ Kelley's story as he llved 1%,
She was killed in a berry patch in Wiggins Wood near
Dracut, & 1little town near Lowell, Massachusebte,
Nothing was certain, Neither the identification, nor
the cause of crime -- merely the fact of death and the
pathetic evidence -- a heart-ghaped locket with a baby s
pleture 1n it gq@ !pair of cheap red wedgles.
Helle, Charlie;{?ﬁ%%v:% a decent shot of the shoes an@ )
the locket, (E:AUSE) Yeah, and a pleture of the M‘/‘-’"“*«(
Get them in the vapers and raybe somebody will recognize
something. (PAUSE) Yeah, I know, the week before
Chriztnag. -- What? =- Yes -- Get a dental chart made up,
circulate them amoﬁg the dentlzts, 250 mile area., Yeah--
plcked a fins time -~ (PADE)
The dead gilrl began to gather a versonalily.
%o guestion about 1t. These wedgles were a gpecial.
(They were pretty even though out of style -~ $3.98)
From thiBe inlaysmdctie-geemmiatiorofrekcimion=the
nnen-biting.odgas—of-these=beoth, there is no doubt
that this 1s one of my patiente. Her name 1s Mary George.

Was Mary George. (PAUSE) And from the locket, from the

plcture of the nine menthes old baby, came the full

persconality.
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GIRL: (WEEPING BUT CONTROLLED) She wag my sisters; Two years
ago, she rried Honny and three months later she found

out he wasﬂ Tricd-endeho—3igappganed. So she had the

baby and she said would I take care of 1t because she

wae going down to Lowgll BITTERLY) TR CEITET - SUme.
| ﬁW
: i = » A She didn!t care what she d4id with

.herself‘ e i
Lho—eiry

(MUSIC:_ _ . UNDER SADLY)

NARR: That was where you came Into the cazeg Jiﬁ»ﬁzlley,

reporter for the Boston Traveler, a fellow whose code

vas simply "Don't take anybody's word for it -- check 1t,"
You came in_as they began to guegtion the men who had
been friendly with Mary George.

VOICES IN
SUCCESSION: (OVERLAPPING) Sure we went out a lot. Why not? She was

fun and she 1liked a good time., (ANOTHER VOICE) | (TWO)
Iiigten, I wouldn't go ocut with that dame -~ not after
the first time, (ANOTHER VOICE) (THREE) What's the
matter? Something happen to her? Well, I aintt
surpriéed. |
CHIZF: A11 pight, eclear ‘em out, Everyone of them.
(PAUSE) (THERE IS A DOOR SLAMMED INDICATING THE
ROOM IS CLEARED)

CHIEF: What a buneh of c¢rumbs.
JIM: What about her hustand, Chief?
CHIEF: (BORED) What about bor husband? Who are you?
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JIM: Name'e Kelley. Boston Traveler. - .

CHIEF: Her aweet husgband -- he's been locked up in&ggz:§25 for
the past three months and he will be there for the
next zeven years.

JIM: Oh.

CEIEF: That's right. Oh.

TTH; n2.

CHIEF: (RRALLY FED UP VITH THE GASE) Yeah =~ theve's 2
deal., old snoops came in and told---us"'{sm?::
meet a fellow dovw ep6€’§;;;Z} night -=
the night she was killg ome truck driver. That's
the extent of epre than 12,000 truck

n thiz area, Why does a sane man -uax_igh\

(MuSTC:_ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER)

NARR: At any time of year it's bad enough. But coming now with
gnow lying on the ground, the atmezphere full of
festivity, the sordid fragedy was worse. (PAUSE)}

. ext, was a tip froéiagngahn;e,

SHERIPFEF: CﬂﬁfNﬁgggff of Tyngsboro talking, Got a guy Xeeps coming
here regular. Saye he's got some dope on this Mary
George cage. Want I pﬁcul‘ taks his deposition, or ~--
Okay. Fine. I'll %&W

MARR: Leads from all the drab mill and fishing ftowns in the

area. But In this instance, the Chief didn't state his
routine - "Okay, teke the deposzition.,” Instead, he

1istened narrowly, puj, on his heavy topcoatv\went to

Tyngeboro. h;x&x}lqggnt- ong with him..
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CHIEF:

TEDDY:

CHIEF:
TEDDY

CHIET:

TEDDY:

CHIEF;
TEDIY:

—6- &"
(VERY GOOD NATURED;, PLEASANT, OPEN) —Eeu—égé; we had

this date Sunday night (me and Mary) and=F=met=her=apot
And I =ays, "Hey, how about

gome ice skating,” and she says she don't know how %o

ice skate. So I says, "Come on, I'll show you." So we

took the bus to Lakeview to a place called Joe's Place,

rie—merEt s Well,

I convinced han te-pui--en—the-mendssy-and she fleops down
és goon ag she stands up and it was ne use. 1 says,
Coms on. You don't learn the first time you stand on the
ice,”" But she says no. 5o I s=ays, "What kind of a sport
are you?" and she saye, "indoor," So I says, "Well, if
you don't want to stay, you don't have to. The bus is

going right back. Hexedo RS emig,Uet FoWrgolfs..

And that's the last you saw of hgr?
That's right, Chief, She took the bus back and that's

What time did you leave ner?

About 8 o'clock.

Then what did you do?

Went sgkating, had a Qouple of beers and called it a night.
Can I go new? I gotta get back home and --

{8HARPLY) Sit dotn.

What's the mattsr?
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CHIEF:

TEDDY 3
CHIEF:

TEDDY ¢

CHIEF:
TEDDY:

CHIEF:
TEDDY:

CHIEFR:
TEDDY;
CHIEF:

TEDDY :

CHIEF:

'u'i'...

Nothing's the matter, I got & couple more questlons
I vant to get angvered.

What'e the matter? You puspect me or zomethlng?
Whe saw you at Joé's Place? '
Loty of people, let Z-eeuple—ei-Fforbowe=Eney, o couple
of glrls.a..

Who zaw you on the bus when you went back alone?
{THINKING) I don't know. Oh, ycah? There was an old
fellow ~ father of a girl T went ouf with., Blondiec's
her name, He Baw me.

Anybody else?

Well, the bué stops tefore Tyngeboro and I got out and.
got a hamburger at The Shack -~ a place that two old
ladiee run. Idisten -~ I never killed her,

Sl

-

I'm booking fou.

Lock, I -- I volunteered. I dldn't have to come and
glve my statement. I volunteered this,

(BORED) I made a note on the order to hold you for
guepiclon of murder. I'made & note, Want me to read
1t to you? (HE READS) 'The suspect volunteered,'
LI

W E=Reodor e —$iadag = -

A T N i mm mn T el T
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TEDDY:

JIM:
TEDDY'

JIMs

TEDDY:

Lock, Tedd¥p—onoe—ta——wirtte—ib—hed
say all the time, % in a while 1%t does ~- if he

8- |
His story is checked =+ Teddy Bladeis story, Hs was
seen at Joe'ts Place, He 81d Yeave at 8 ofclock. He
wes not seen on & bus; Blondiel!s Pa had no recollection
and the two old lmdles at the hamburger place remembhered
nothing. You, James Kelley, intcrview hlm the next day.
{the approaching week of Christmes) in hisg cell. He 1B
like a caged animal,
(VIOLENT NOW) Wnat are they holding me for? Any guy
in the strect -; plck him up, any guY. Aek.him vhat he
did some night. Sure i1tfll have holes in it. Pt
~factlll-be-wrong;—thet-factiti—be-wrongs That deoesn't
nean he murdered hcr, does 1t?

Take it easy, kid. Nobody sald you murdered anybody yet.

“How—Just—guspiotenol murdery”  (WORRTED) Tf they

look me up, theytlil find -semabirtng enough to pin 1t on

ne. -Chiedpotr o TonTictten———thatls ol Lie§ carefox.
Rhat's ali-they—dire abomesy 1 got to get ocut of here.
I'11 go nuts if I don't get out of here.

L] y L]

Waat did you mean-babeme -- "If they look you up?"

(BEGINS IOV, BUILDS) o, They!ll find out when I

got out of the servicc two and & half years ago I

couldn't hold a job, i-date—irow—uteH =TT
wapdeved around, place Lo plaeces I bummed 1t. I had 16
joba., Got engaged to thres girls, broke them ell off,

Itm -~ (HE LAUGHS AS HE SAYS THIS) -- "unstable.” That's
all they nesd,
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JIH:

TEDDY:

JIM:
TEDDY :

JIM:
TEDDY ¢

JIMg

oy A oot s
GENT I mean, if you want

to tell me.

What's therve to tell? Something herolc? I had a Job -
a dirty job and I did it. '

(SAME} What was the job?

l \ . - I

was a corpe man Medics. There was an UX2, One of them

unexploded bombe ~ it went off, and 82 guys were pinned
down under the water line in a landing craff, and I had
to go down and get them out, IeuSessp—eerpy—mrrr, And I
went down and scme of them vere fine, and som; of them
were hit, and some of them were dead, And I brought
them out -- every one of them -- B2 of them, They=gaya
—e—one—of-thase beantifui-pieces—of-»ibbon.~=Thaylre.
Jorth $4.85 4n—bhednseiewsivor; and then I.went to the
hospital. That's where I spent Christmaz. 1 spent the
next one there too -- that was after V-J Day and two
years agc was the first one I spent outslde. And I
gpent that one getting cockeyed,
Forgetting?
Whatts theldifference? So when they find that out and
the rest of it, {LOW) it's no good. (SUDDENLY} She
doean't know yst. Holy cou! —She—-finds oub fremtite
(PERORE-OR-ER0MEN 813 dio eocShe L L go= o PR g He: =t i
Serebig—iw=tiro—papore—yrst?
Who? What are you talking ébout?
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TEDDY:

JIMs
TEDDY:

MOTHER:

=] Qo
Look, if I write a note, fellow, wlll you take it to.
her? (PAUSE) All we got left is this ice-house, =es.
We get ice in the winter and sell 1t. Thatls all we
got left, A._I.i.t.t‘;l-a—he&&e—r&ghtr—nea—r—thsﬂlaleeum& take 1t
to her, will you, and don’t let her learn about it from
the radio or the newspapers or =«
Youy mother?
Yeah, My Mathcr. {BREAKING DOWN AS MUCH AS HE CAN)
T told her "Don't make no plans for Christmas.” I told
her 10 times, but no, she saye, "This 1s going to be the

fipst Christmas at home since the War,"

The Shaek is leszs than that, Just 2 hovel with a
bedroom and kitchen. Standing next to the pheele 15 a
large windowless building, the lce-house, the source of
revenue, the way a mother and son live, And from 1t,
they plan their Christmas and thelr New Yeariz and the
next year, She packs sawdugt In the ice-house as she
talks,

(PHTLOSOPHIC BECAUSE SEE IS AVOIDING THE DISCUSSION..
SLIGHT ACCENT) You kmow ice, Mr -- fdyy—yes, Kelley.
I-Lfongos-names, Ice, like a person -- 1t breathes and
if you don't put saudust c¢lose, 1t melts and in the

spring you open up your doors and you got nothing., ke

.l 3 . s ..
medo-winterls vaork  and you gok RoLEing-mn BoTryot—1ey—

L e T
(SHE SHUTS A HEAVY DOOR ON THIS)
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MOTHER#

JIM:

MOTHER?:

MOTHER:

JIM:
MOTHER:

JIMe

uil_
(CONTINUED) So now everything will be fine. (BRIGHTLY)

What you think of our country here sboro is -
P I TN S e

teautiful, no? The lake ~-- &

people could breath and 1f you do ' 5'“éa much as you
like -- well, 8%ill apd-all, it's healthy to be thin,
Don't you zhi Eo? Should we go in the house?

You are cold out here. Ah yes, you clty pecople, -Some

ewb—iiLha dscant aly for five mipnfessyou—tueestnsr—

Come, I got a 1ittle fire golng and we warm your cilty

blood.
(DURING THIS, THEY HAVE WAIKED, OPENED A DOOR
AND CLOSED IT)
Hayhs now—you—bhellme—whr wou—game all the way dovnes
fram.nnnfn"- You don L Rint=hes ,

Mrs Blades,m--fmzmw -
(SHE INTERRUPTS) Don't., T know. Last night I hear

on the 11 o'clock news. I knew {a mother is so stupld
a thing), I said, "Tomorrow morning 9 ofclock, the bus
comes, he gets off and he saye, "Somebody made a mistake.”
Eku;ioum—ye&*e—now%—ﬂx ¥elieyy—Lor fouy years-I—uss

The first year after the war he waz 1

and the gecond year, t e, Lagt year drunk somevhers

I'm sorry you had to learn 1t that way, Mre Blades, I

came ovey tg --
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2 MOTHER: You're very kind, Whoever thought a newspaper man is
kind? Thigetserot=aword o UEEY IO neW s paper-iel..
(NOW BREAKING DOWN, BUT NEVER HYSTERICAL) He's sick.

After what he's been through, could anyone be anything

but sick? TEI1:m9?-expia&n—11r1mr1mrr~ii;;ii:2fgggﬁd-tn=~
a glrl -~ a lovely girl, t;if;ffgg,hafd 7. He picks up
i -- Dracut -- goesz out

¥hat's happening to the young people

gomshody -- where is eh

with her.
«? (VERY HUMAN NOW) I planned

a turkey with cranberry szauce and a sveet potato ple
and a tree -- (he always like a tree). (SHE STOPS)

Can somcthing be done? Can anything be done?

e e e e o a e e T —

NARR: {IN CLOSE} You think of her son in the Lowell prison.
The contradictlons in his story, she—bed-samnd -- and

you wonder, But you don't express your wonder aloud.
It would be cruel to do so and so you §ay what 12 now
rour declsion -- your declegion to helpe.

JIM: We can try, Mrs Blades. That's the best any of us

can ¢o. We can try.

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

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HiRRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICZE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #143

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

THROAT-SCRATCH -- THROLT-SCRATCH ~- THROAT-SCRATCH!
Cucrd cgainst throat-seratchl
Enjey smeoth smoking!

PiLL MELL'S grcater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the sroke further,...

Filters the smoke and makes 1t nild.

Puff by puff you're clways nhead when you smoke PELL MELL.,
At the first puff PELL MELL snoke is filtered further
than thnt of ony other leading cigarette, YHoreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves
you & longer filter of fine tobaccos - to guard azainst
throat-scratch.

Tor PELL MBLL'S grenter length travels the smoke further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
ALL HELL'S traditicnally fine, mellow tobaccos - guards
arninst thront-scrotceh, .

Ycs, PELL MELL!'S fine tobacecos give you a smoothness,

mildness ond satisfoetion no othor cigarotte offers you.

Guerd against throst-scrateh!
Injoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarettc in the distinguished

red packoge - PELL LELL FLHOUS CIGLRETTES - "outstandineg i

And ~ they are mild!l
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HARRICE;:

NARR :

JIM:

TEDDY :

JIM:

TEDDY :

JIM:

TEDDY ¢

“1k-

This is Cy Harrilcs réturning you to your narrator and
The Big 3tory o ”ﬂﬁglley as he llved it and wrots it.
It's & Christmas story, & story of Christmas week: a
sordid, bwwesd, bitter story of a boy named Teddy Blades,
now arralgned for muder. What can be done? Qne thing
1s clear to you \ovdgglley of the Boston Traveler., If
it {s possible to prove that the boy Teddy Bla?iﬁﬁwas s
alsewhere a few hours bolfore and at the time ofiqéz '4;947
death &t 1 a,m. that Monday night, .... then maybe,

maybe there will be a Christmas celebration In Tyngsboroe,
Massechusetts, (PAUSE) You go back to the prison.
(DRIVING) Loogé%ﬁzyziven't got much tims, Tell me
exactly what happened., Everything. You sald you picked
up three girls after Mary left, Who are they?

I don't know their names. 7Two were brunettes and one of
them was & red-head. I'm not sure,

But you did meet an old men in the bus on the wey back

to Tyngsboro? That would have been about 10:00, 10:30?
That's right. Blondie's pa. He's a very old man going
on 80 or so. He probably deesn't remembser,

A1) right. Now whet did you order st that hamburger
stand® The one where the bus =topped?

T hed two hamburgers. Rare! Then I sald to the woman
(PLEASED THAT HE REMEMBERS IT Now) I sald, "Ain't you
got ketchup?" They didn't have any ketchup., ARd she
says, "What do you expsct for 10¢? You asked for
hamburgers and you got hampurgers.” They got to

romember that,
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JIM:
TEDDY :

JIM:
TEDDY :
JIM:

TEDLY :

JIM:

TEDDY :

JIM:

GIRL: IT

*15-

What was thes name of the place.

-f=dontt-romember ~- The Shack, something like that,

Aunt Marthe's Shack,
You've engaged aren't you?

(FLARING) How do you know? f

What!s the difference? )%“&éw
Jauﬂh«gﬁﬁ—iELuL foRt Awdlospe:

30 what did I want to g

Ro-gesd-iteo-t®n? Because I don't went to settle down.
Not yet. Because I'm not sure. A milllon things.

I'm not blaming you. Just asking.

Because that's the way I am. And I'1l tell you something
else. I ain't goinz to stay in here. Nothing they can
do cen keep me in here., (EVENLY) I made 21 trips down
into the bottom of that hols, steel walls on all sides
of me. I know whet it feels like to be cooped ufp,
locked in, pinned down so you can't breath. that’s
what they're trying to do to me here. But I swear

to you --

(INTERRUFTING) Look, don't do it. That would be the
worse thing you ceuld do in the whole world. Just slt
st111. T1'1! see what I can do. Buf just you sit still.

Nothing they can do can hold rme.

Now it's a roce agzlnst time as well. (PAUSE] You start
at joe's Place -- Find three glrls, frlends. Two
brunettes, one red-head.

(GIGGLING) He wants to know Lf we know -- vhat's hls

name?
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JIM:
GIRL: II

JIM;

QLD MAN:

JIM:

o

~16-

maddy Blades. '

Teddy Bladss -- do we kndw nim? Sure, mister, we know
him. We know everybedy. Everybody knows us. what's

he loolk 1like?

(Gges, ANNOYED) Yeah -- I'm Blondle's father - -ttt

"was I on o bus going back to Tyngsboro?"' Well, maybe

1 was and maybe I wasn't. What do you think I do? Keep

a disry? Got more important things te keop on my mind

than that. e Do Do mrsns, darns ¢ 7%0
Please, take a good look &t this picturen Was'{b%s—m—/uf.
on the bus with you that nilght? !

How do I know? Tell you one thing, youhg man. one'éafégzy

I always’zzggfi— when you go on & bus, close your eyes.

Tt's & good time to catch up on your sleep. (HE—6ACKDLES}

o

May I have some ketchup, please?

We don't serve no ketchup here, just hamburgers. Bost
you can buy., Trey don't nesd no ketchup.

No offense, matam, Just I llke ketchup. Nov, would you
mind taking & look st this pleture and telling me
whether -- Was he in here last Sunday night between

8 and 10 o'clock? (PAUSE) Ordered two hamburgers, rare.
Asked you for kobchup, (IAUGHING) I guess you seld

the same thing to him that you said to mo just now.
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WOMAN :

MAN :

JIM;

MAN:

JIM:
MAN;

i

(MUSIC:

-17~-
(IN HYIGH DUDGEON) Now how would I know? Thousands of’
peopis buy our hamburgers and thousands of them like
thom rare, and thousands of them are fools enough to
put ketchup on them, So if you don't mind, ve're

rather busy,

It ooks bad, bleak, impossible -- when malice steps

in in the form of o local’m%o knew the
murdered glirl. Knew her hablts guite well, and sldles
up fo you and stys =--

(EVILLY) I can tell you the name of the fellow she
spent & great deal of her time with in them last couple
of weeks, I meen 1 you want a real juley story.

Jure, Who?

Well, now after all, 4 msn's sntitled to a little
somethling for his troublse, lsn't he?

( PAUSE)

Qkay. Here you are, What was his name?

Art Tuyman,

Nak. I ain't seen her in months, She wouldn't even go
out with mo, She told me T was a dirty bum. That's
vhat she told me. I aln't sorry it happened to her --
I knev it was going to happen, But I'll tell you who
she was pertial to and I'11 tell you why. Because he
had the stuff in his pockets that jingles. A fellow
nared Tankey, Paul Tankey. You find him -- you got

something.

_ _UB)
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NARR:

JIM:
TANKEY :

JIM:
TLNKEY @

TANKEY :

JIN:

TANZEY :

.3-18_
Probably end whers all mallcious gossip ends -- in an
ordinary alibi, in an ordinary "who cares," in an

crdinary "I naver seen her,' But not this ocha. From

O _Itepptns)

th i1 1d-aewede{l=er ha_gmegd-l.

o ovil o ,ﬂ&o.m?; 8 g—oldw h

@nl?ayhﬁh‘Z?ﬁdﬁet a name that sen s yo to the_ race-
\ﬁAAxJZhun4~

tratk g find yourself stp’ anding n m»mo

doesn't pay you the slightest attention in the world
bhecause --

{A RACE IS ON, WE HEAR CROWDS AND HORSES)
Mr. Tankey? (HZ COUGH3) Excuse me. Mr, Tenkey?
Look, Bud. Look. {TO HIMSELF) She's free. If she can
hang onto that rail, just hang onto that rail.....
(LOUD) Mr. Tankey, I've got to talk to you,
Heold it, Bud. ¢an't you ses there's a racs going on? I
got $ax}on numbexr Ladieg!, Mon. (TO HIMSELF) That's
1t. That's 1t. _ it rail. ’S‘t‘m th&z‘
rail,

(MOW CROWD ROARS AND THE RACE IS8 OVER)
Ses. It can be done. When you st%ggfg;gg&;g; rall 210
bucks makeséggfbucks. Not bad. Was you talking to me,
frilend®
Look, Mr. Tankey. There's a girl been murdered and
there's & man In prison undsr sus nicion of Tﬁ;?if. Al%ﬁina—
I went to ask you Is cne questlon. j P ““;
(STOPPING HIM) Okey. I'll tell you your answer before
vou ask your guestion. I seen Mary George in the stryests

of Lowell, Massachusetts at 1 a.m. Sunday night, just

before she was killed.
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JIm:
TANKEY 1
JIM:
TANKEY :

NARR :

JIM;

~19-
b
You daid? -

MW
P~ /!
That's what you wanbed, wasn't 1it? lﬁj thﬂd /“4f

That's right, I —:Z?_ mMVM&A??ﬁ;fﬁy
I wvas golng to'g/?‘icver-ﬁe- the police?.am—te-l—l—them—&ﬁ

»oo -~ Mhen.assure-—

thing-te-runing, ATCher Tonkey aiways says§, Business

_-before pleasurg."
UF)

zam THE PHONE} Chief? Jim Kelley. Liston to thls.
Aggggi'Tanksy, aome local horse fan, says he saw Mary
George walking down the stfaet with 2 man ~- he thinks
he can ldentify him -- at 1 a.m. on Monday'monning.
Doesn't that -- (IN HORROR)} -- What? Nol oOh nol I
knev he would do 1t, the erazy fool., I knew ib, I inew
it.

(FR=0508E) Just when ap seema ;??;; to crack, he hed to
go and do what amounts to an admission of guilt -- break
out. That very momont while fou were balking to Tankey
the police were chasing him and had caught him, Teddy
Blaedes broks out of joll as he hod said he would and

practleally signed his own convictlen.

YUnless now (becouse nothing he says will be believed) you
can establish both thot Mery George was alive and that
Teédy Blades was screvhere else --

(VIOLENT AND RIGHT OUT OF NARR'S WORDS) Think. You

must have seen him, You must have.
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GIRL:

OLD MAN:

JIM:
OLD MAN:
JIM:
OLD MaN:

WOMAN:

JIM:
WOMAN ;

_20-
I told you, I don't remember, mister. I go out with

a lot of fellows, I'm sofry, mister, I don't remenmber.

(SAME VIOLENCE) I'm sorry to bother you agsin, but

youtlve got to asnwer me, Was he on the bus with you or
wasn't he?

(SaME AS BEFORE) Well maybe he was, and maybe he

wasn't and -

Can't you be sure?

well, 1f it means so much to you -- he vas on the bus,

Why didn't you say sc before?

(BITTERLY) He was engaged to my --?ny Blondie. And
he ditched her., What did he want to diteh her for? 3he'ls

& clean decent girl -- what did he went to do that for?

(SAME VIOLENCE) Now then. It was about 10 o'clock. The
bus had stopped. He got out and he ordered two hamburgers
rere, and he asked you for the ketchup. I know we've
been all through it befors, but I'm asking you &again.

Wes he here? Was he? Was he? Was he?

Stop & minute! Stop telking. Let a body think, Let me
see the picture sgain. Now that I look close, I mean
real close -- you know I think he was., Yes, He asked
for two hamburgers., (PAUSE) Rare.

Couldn't vou have told me this before?

(SHEEPISHLY) Well, it was just that I -- you see, I

didn*t want to get him into any trouble.
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By

JIM:
(HMUSIC:

AR

JIM:

SOUND+

TEDDY:

JIM:

2]«

(H4PPY, BUT AMAZED) Get him inte any troublel?

And the next day, you, Jin Kelley, reporter, go before
the Grand Jury., The Grand Jury that is deliberating

the return of an indictment or a no bill (ne bill

pecanse there is no evidence of rwrder) arainst this
defendant.

(QUICKLY) I have here, gentlemen, a sworn testimony
verified by myself, of an old nan who saw the defendant
on 2 bus, at 9:30 pn -~ a woman who served hin a

harburger at 10 pn - and a man who saow the deceased alive
_% hours after the last admitted meoting.botween the
deferdant and the deceased and a stateﬁcnt -~ prejudiced
I adnit, but in mﬁ bpiﬁion honest - of the defendantls ~
nothor. I place then in evidence and add o then ny

own stotement -- that I believe that this defendant
descrves every break that this court can give hin. You

are all ranmiliar with his record and with his problons,

And the Grand Jury deliberates, and returns o no bill

ho evidence aogainst this defendant -- Teddy Blades is frec.

STEPS OF TWO MEN COMING UP STEPS, ONE STOPS, THEN THE
OTHER STOPS.

Well come on., Core on Mr. Kelley, what are you stopping
there for - on the steps?

Oh, I don't wanta intrude, Teddy ---
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TEDDY:
JIM:

SOUND:
MOTHER:

TEDDY:
KOTHER:
SOUND:
TEDDY:
MOTHER:
SOUNDs
MOTHER
JIM:
MOTHER:

1

JIM:

MOTHER:

NARDU

e
Intrude! How could you intrude?
Well, I nean your mothcr and - she probably cooked a turkey
with cranberry saﬁce and ---
NEARBY DOOR OPENS ON THIS.
(TAKING IT RIGHT UP) --- And baked 2 potato pile and you
tWo stand thore on the steps while ny dinner ---
(BURSTING OUT) Ma!l
{COETROLLING HERSELF) =-- gets cold,
HE RACES UP TWO STEPS TO HER,
Ma, nal
(SIMULTANEOUS) Teddy, Teddy ---
A STEP AWAY FROM (OFF) MIKE BY JIM (HE IS GOING QUIETLY)
Dontt you want to conme in, Mr. Kelley?
Well, I =
I wish you would, TPlease, Besides, you with your city

blocd, freezing and all that -- Ifve got a little fire

You suroc 'yf.vv uzm/ 'wtdé .? (M W‘_,?

going and --=~
T waited four ycars for this, and I thought (2 eouple of
deys ago), meybe it would ncver happen -- Xmas at hohwe,
with Teddy. (PALUSE} I'm sure., Very sure.

Ja—proot-and -plorious¢slEbTation, fortoomany——-:

7o too much out of kilter yet for thisy his m
ance's, his ovn, But it's a beginning. d you know

the sum of these lives and the nildfons like them (your
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— e ——

CHAPPELL: In just a nmonent we will read you a telegram fron
Jares &. Kelley of the Boston, dems, Traveler with the
final cuteonc of tonightts BIG STORY,

T et wem ey il

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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— THE BIG STORY
; RROGRAM #1143

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

HARRICE: Don't let throat-serateh spoil your smoking enjoymont,
CHAPPELL: Guard against throat-scratcnl

HARIICE: Enjoy snooth sroking!

CHAPPELL: PRLL MFELL'S rrecater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

HLRRICE: Filters the smoke and makes it pild.
CHAPPELL: Puff by puff you're always ahead when you snoke PELL

MELL. At the first puff PELL LELL smokc is filtered
further than that of any other lcading cigarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, cr 17, FILL
MELL still zives you a longer, natural {iltor of
troditionally fine tobaccos - to guard against
throct-seratch., Yos, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give

you a supothness, pildness and sotisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.

HAZAICE: 8o, don't let throat-scratch spoil your sneoking
znjoyment,

CHAPPELL: guerd against throat-scratchl

HARRICE: Enjoy snooth esmokingi

CHLPPELL: Lsk for the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - FELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES - "Qutstandingi"

HiRRICE: And - they are nildl

ATKAT Q170401




CHAPPELL;

KELLEY :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

-2J+'-

Now we read you that telegram from James Kelley of the
Boston, YJewee, Traveler.

T10CAL POLICE AND MY PAPER STILL ON THE LOOKCUT FOR
MURDERER OF MARY GEORGE EUT ONE MAN'S INNOCENCE FROVEN
MADE HIS DINNER AND MY OWN ONE OF THE FINEST CHRISTMASES
OF MY LIFE. MANY THANKS FOR TONIGHT'S PELL MELL AWARD.
Thenk you, Mr. Kelley...the makers of PELL MFLL FAMOU3
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Awerd for notabie service in the field of journalism.
Listen agaln next week, same time, same statlon, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Memphis
Temm. Press Seimitar -- by-line, Paul Fairlelgh, A BIG
STORY -aholb=#—powsiwer thet reached its climex in a Post

office where & roporiter patiently walted for a dead man.

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by vladimir Selinsky. Tonightls program was

adaped by Arnold Perl from an actual story from the front
papes of the Boston #Mewms, Travelsr. Your narrator was
Bob 8loane, and John Sylvester played tho part of james
Kelley. In order to protsct the names of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY the names of
all charecters in the drematization were changed with

the exception of the reporter, Mr. Kelley.

ATKAT Q17,0402




CHAPPELL:

ANNCR:

‘.25_

Thie 18 Ernest Chappell speaking for the maksrs of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES and reminding you - this

Christmas give smgoth smoking - give the longer, finer

cigarette -~ PELL MELL.

THIS IS NBC - THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

ATKO1 Q170403




THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM #1u44

AS BROADCAST

EDITOR
MAN IT

CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
" MARJORIE JOAN LAZAR
WoMaN- JSI—SHEPHERD
MRS. GUESS ANN SHEFHERD
PATRLEIGH CORT BENSON

MAN I CORT BENSON

CoP IUIS VAN ROOTEN
CLERK LUIS VAN ROOTEN
FATHER SCOTT TENNYSON
MAN III SCOTT TENNYSON
HUSBAND NAT POLEN
weresn Masw NAT POLEN

BERNARD BURKE
BERNARD BURKE

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 28, 1949
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NEC & NET

( bt
10:00 - 10:

THE BIG_STORY : #144

)
30 PM DECEMBER 28, 1949 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR:

HUSBAND:

MRS. GUESS:

HUSBAND:

FELI MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
(DESPERATE ) Bt don't just sit therei Help me! Say
something!

Welley
(VERY QUIET) I'm thinking, ée=r,
Thinking doesn't help. I've been thinking ahout it for
weeks, months -- {ANGUISH) what am I gonna do, what are

we gonna do!

MES. GUES%: Well... my jewels aven't gone --

HUSBAND:

MRS. GUESS:

HUSBAND:

Just a drop in the bucket.. Not enough, not near enough.
Rut there's always the insurance. %h& -- (PAUSE) of
course. (VERY QUIET) Dear -- I think you'd better --
kill yourself.

WHAT?

MRS, GUESS: Yes. That's just what you've got to do. {BRIGHTLY )

CHAPPELL:

Put don't worry. I'll help you.

THE BIG STORY. Here is America... its sound and its
fury... its joy and its sorrow... as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great ‘American newspapers.
(PAUSE. COLD & FLAT) Memphis, Tennessee. From the pages
of the Press-Scimitar, the story of a reporter who
covered two stories simultanecusly -- and broke them
both. And for his work in the cases -- 10 Paul

Fairleigh for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

ATHKA1 1704058
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CHAPPELL:

TARAICE:

CHAFPFELL:

HLIRRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HalRICLE:

CH..PPELL:
HafRICR:

CH.PFZILL?

HaRICkh:

THE BIG STORY
FROGRAM #1hk

OPZKING COMINCIAL

GuarTd cesinst throot-seratehl Yos, nuord against taroat-

seratehl!
Enjoy guooth smokingl

PELL M3ILL'S groater lenrtin of traditionally fine tchaecos

teovels the smoke further....

Filters thc snoke and nokes it jdld.

puff by suff you're always chezad when you smiolte PELL MELL.

At the first puff PELL NEZLL smoke is filtered further

then thot of any other leading cigarette. Ferecver,

after § puffs, or 10, or 1 or 17, °OLL IBLL still gives
LI ] ] 3 &
you o longor, artural filter. of traditionally yine

toboceos - to guard against throst-sernten, Yes, FELL

MELLYS fins tebaccos rive you o sigpthness, nildness and

satisfaction no other cijgnrottc cffers you.

Don't let throsi-scrateh snoil your zicking enjo —eht.
v

Gu~r? azninst throat-scratehl

Trniov oot snoking!

oslk feor the leopser, finer cigarette In the distinzvishod

red anekone -~ POLL MELL Fari0US CIGAWBTTES -
Noutstopging I

and - fhoy arc mildl

e ATl et
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MAN TI:

CLERK:

NARR:

NARR:

-

Memphis, Tennessee -~ the story as it actually happened.

Paul Fairleigh?s story as he lived it.

You Paul Fairleigh, reporter for the Memphis Press-
Scimitar -- are behind bars... and you asked for 1it.
(PAUSE) They form the grille of the General Dellvery
Window of the St. Louis Postoffice -- but you're nob
here to play postoffice. Sooner or later, a man is

going to come up belowe—that—guitle -- (DBNSEI-Heldii

BUSTTLG )

e Entsooner. qn later sl ST

w&&ingﬁ’for letters with a certain name -- a man whose
face will be reflected in a mlrror placed where you,
hidden out of sight, can see it -- and that man is
going to find himself looking down the barrel of a gun.

(PAUSE) A man everybody else thinks is dead.

And as you wait -- and watch -- and listen -- you travel
again the strange trail that led you here -- to wait for

a man who is dead.

You were writing a story. Huh -- a story! A paragraph!

ATHOT Q170407
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FAIRLEIGH:

WARR:

EDITOR:
FAIRLEIGH:

EDITOR:

FAIRLEIGH:

EDITCR:
FAIRLEIGH:

.

(WITH TYPEWRITER) Police today reported the

disappearance ol Mrs. Elwood Fergus, 37, of 225 Qakroyd

Lane, Memphis, from her home. The absence of the .. -

misslng woman was reported by her daughter, Marjorie.

You feld the take for the copy basket, ready to call it
a day -- but your reportorial consclence stops you.
That ~- will not do it.
(PAPER CRUMPLED)
Ycu crumple the paragraph into a ball and fire i1t at
the wastebasket. You miss. You pick up your hat --
and the olty editor does not miss that.
(R ‘
Hey | ~~ you ¥nocking off?
Nope, Just starting out. I picked up a little missing
AT T recctas
rersons report foday at pollce --

Hoorthere T fimrotlld landdiste checking.

Waste of time. They always come back two weeks later...

Who 1s it?
Just a housewife..twT

e

Thadtleo by dlamgoing. The woman's daughter reported

it. Maybe I can milk it for tears. (PAUSE) The kid‘s

founrteen.

ATHK31 0170408
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NARR:

FAIRLEIGH:

MARTORIE:

FAIRLEIGH:

MARJORIE:

FAIRLEIGH:

MARJORIE:

FATRLEIGH:
MARJORIE :
FATRLEIGH:
MARJORIE :
FAIRLEIGH:
MARJORIE

FAIRLEIGH:

...5_

Three hours later -- you are back. And thisg time -- 1%

is & story. For the first time since you? vé;been with

the Press-Scimitar, the editor's leaning over you,
watching it come out &s you write it. And 1s he eating

it up -- and are you milking it -- for te@;

) a—/.gf 7
n-ﬂf{_.

durteen -~ and she

{':z',ig-f:.d L% )Jt.ud a ﬁﬂ-ﬂf ‘/d-
(48 HE GOES Y|Marjorie Fergus is

risses -- her mother. She hasn't seen her for three
days -- nor her father -- for five.

( TYPTH Gt BT DO WH—FOR )
She keeps sayinz -- "I know -- somethlng terrible --
has -- happened to -- mamma. (BEGIN FADE) Something -
terrible -- must -- have -- happened...
(FADING IN) Something -- terrible must have happenad,

Fathfogd _4{
misteryqbﬂcghse she never stayed away 30 long. «iun @@

Did—she—ever—stoyawar—ieferey—Mawiorie?

oNaRnd Rhrbw - ~
e - - )
ralis
{HARDHE B tr-theny~she-~calded me to say goednight --
(e T
amd this time -- gee, I haven't had a word!

How about your dad, Marjerie. Does he =-- stay away®?
{QUIET) Yes sir.

He does. Often?

Yes sir.

I don't suppose you know where he goes.
No sir.

Dt pitei@ il n?
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MARJORIE:
FAIRLEIGH:
MARJORIE:
FAIRLEIGH:

MARJORIE:
FATRLEIGH:

MARJORIE:

FAIRIEIGH:

MARJORIE:

FAIRLEIGH:

MARJORIE:

FAIRLEIGH:

MARJCRIE:

FATIRLEIGH:

-6-

Tl bl Oy
Are you sure?
(SOFT) No.

(GENTLK) Can you tell me what you think? (PAUSE) &1 --

e s IR LA oo e Aol e
PREESERY e
Mister, what're you asking me all these questions for!

& -- I want to write & story about you, honey =-- =0

people will want to help £ind your mothey. Budedi

All right. (PAUSE) I don't know where my Dad gees --
but I know what he does. (PAUSE) le drinks.
I see. (PAUSE) You don't- think your mother might be with
him?
No sir. {PAUSE) They don't get on good.
Uh-hm. Honey -- do you have a picture of your meother 1
could put in the paper?
Yes sir. I1'11 go get it.
UP, DOWN_INTO) eadl T;,u., ~ o e

( TN RETN=PRHIND ) -

(AS BEFORE) I vatched Marjorie -- look for -- the

photograpn. She's a kid -- you have seen -- in our
town -- a million times -- a kid ~-- like any other «-
iike yours -- or -- mine.

RTHA1 0170410
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EDITOR:

FATRLEIGH:

_7_

(6} oTal2% 23 ST NS 2N T T T T T T eyl 1 10
Raasspmmroert]

{25 MUSIC SNEAKS) Her hair -- she wears 1t in pigtails --
is ~-- Lioney-colored... her eyes... are brovwn... and
flecked with... g0ld. . Almiiumledrieibuitiirbimiatandemtive
BN PRE R ERTEER TR TATAL: DU VTS 25 o AR Y o e B T8 s e

MARJORIE :
FATIRLEIGH:
MARJORIE:

FAIRIEIGH:

MARJORIE

FAIRIEIGH:
MARJORIE:

FATRLEIGH:

MARJORIE:

FAIRIEIGH:

MARJORIE!:

FAIRLEIGH:

( SOBEBING }

A1l right, Marjerie -- I won't ask anymore questlons --
It's not that, mister. I'm just so lonescme! I miss
her!
Sure you do. But -- but maybe you can tell me one more
thing. Do you know what your mother was wearing?
Just -- just plain ordinary clothes... you kKnow...
Jewelry, maybe?
Jewelry? Wait a minute,

(QUICK FOOTSTEPS, LITTLE BOX OPENS)

(FOOTSTEPS BACK)
Yes., Mamma's earring ring is gone.
Wnat!s that? Earring ring?
Yowsia. It was an old antique pair of garrings --
vhite stones and blue stones --
Diamonds aﬁd -- sapphires, maybet?
Maybe. Dingle-dangles, you KLow... like this, from the
ears. Mamma saild they were too snazzy for her,..

S0 she had them made intoc a ring.

RTHOT 0170411




MARJORIE ¢

FATRLEIGH:

FAIRLEIGH:

FAIRIEIGH:
e
ot .

FAIRLEIGH:
e !
whOWRAH ¢

PATRLETIGH:
FE T
JOMETTT

FATRLEIGH:
n’i 'l)"]a’ to |

8-

Yes sir! And it's not here. B30 she muist be wearing

it, Mister --is that gonna help you find my mother?
[GENTLE) Marjorie -- I can't promise that., I -- I.-
can't promlse anything. You see -- I'm just a reporter.
A1l T can do is write stories -- the rest is up to
people. {(PAUSE) BSometimes, police.
_JIIT_AND_GO UNDER)

(TYPING UP AND BEHIND)
And so -- & little girl ~- waits for her mother --
te -- come home. She is all alone -- except -- for

the neighbors. (PAUSE) And neighbors cah be -- o0dd

people -- sometimes. . (PADE) they sometlmes say

things -- & llttle girl -- would not -- know -- about.

You say--

(iifeE-BEDBY ) L'm not saying, mister.

heard.

only what I

all il -
WDt

LiF 2y Y

cHealis
1 heard she was néﬂé;zon her husband.
e

1 -
yoTIn T LY

Spra—eyrermtrtrn '/,/f//

Tr1£4éng*——4ﬂimmERJ—Chaatdﬂé/’;““'ﬂ e rma a2
e {;u’(’ E_ y— 4 L

she DroblF—as.amdhiy,. 1've heard her and him arguing

over it time and again =--
Oh. They argued.

N:ght and day =-- cats and dogs. The things she called
that man! Mister -- dea1e-yuu"wrttemmv-a&me-ua_-n.huz
that mweew man's better of f if she stays away for good.

I don't blame him for drinking!l

ATHOT 0170412




- PAIRIEIGH:
MAN IT:

FAIRLEIGH:

MAN II:

FAIRLEIGH:

MAN II:

FAIRLEIGH:

MAN II:

(MUSIC:

-9-

You say you}ve heard them arguing?

Certalnly. Walls might as well be paper, the way he
hollered at her.

Oh. He hollered.

curel Accused hey of everything under the sun. And
all the time carrying on himself.

Ch?

Sure. Always getting'jugged up and runnin! wild. . .
wine, women, and song, wine, women and --

S0 according to you --

She's done the right thing. He's no good and she's fed
up and that!s all. A man like that -- she!s better off

vithgout him -- no matter where she's gonel

e e e S ma e e e e

FESRERIEN: /1
Choaue! &

FAIRLEIGH:

FATHER ¢

FAIRLEIGH:

b
And S0 o . Yo Hrmbe ;
N"":hh“ = seamcta—tITiTIES i t ~=

A0S0 koW lrourb-bhonrs e s
hep. mobher-baskmmtPATSE)Bhemdosanlsk

hﬂxﬁiaﬁhenwi9ﬁ-mbhuhmmmnﬁ&¢4QRQSS«FRBE“UNﬁEE) it isntt -~

hard to find -- a drinking man -- in a town like -~
¥emphls --

(LOW TYPE BAR ATMOSPHERE UP AND DOWN FOR )
Come on, Fergus -- snap out of it.
(DRUNK AS HELL) Lea' me ‘lone. . .lea! me be. .

gvay. .« .

Ho! IListen to me! Your wifels disappeared!

ATHOT 0170413




FATHER:

FAIRLEIGH:
WAITER:

FATRIEIGH:

‘FATHER :

¥l FAIRLEIGH:

 PATHER:

B

%
v

FAIRLEIGH:
FATHER ¢

FAIRLEIGH:
FATHER:
FATRLEIGH:

FATHER:

3 . "
ROEETYCRRR L o e Can you hear me? I said your

wifels missingi- Your daughter's worriedi

?oor Marjorie. . poor aﬁﬁ;qkid. : .I'm no good.
jus! mo good, that's all. . . (SUDDEN DRUNKEN FURY)
an' she's no good eithert (A YELL) T'1l kill ter!
Quiet! You‘li{éét us thrown out of herel

{FROTEING ) Shafs a.cheater! T know, I know! Comin'
home with presents. . .jewelry. . .I Krov. . .{A SYORT)
Fam!ly antiques, she says -- hah! (FEITATING) Gonna
have the fam'ly earrings made int' a ring -- sure.
(soBBING) I know, I know . - .presents from that other
guy, I know. . .(FURY AGAIN) K11l him too! (LAPSING
INTO ALCOHOLIC INCOHERENCE) Both of 'em, kill ‘'enm
hoth...ne good. - e '

R o .
FoU- K pov—rai—Yon RITOW CHLS TLInd reeT1?

S A MR M BT TR idib b 00 |

out Q,i_‘__._me,,,,hww“»(BUDBENv}w . oty e 11 3 pepiabom=lroth |

Fergus -- what's his name.
Hele. fp-gooterre o gead «
Biawnemed
b S e 582
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FATRLEIGH:  Yesy—yoer—Buy--you—tan dulake-

FATHER: Ll pightr—HiTame—te -~ -- (§EY) Guess.
FAIRIEIGH: Now lcok, Fergus =--

FATHER : Thass his name, hones!l Guess! Hewes -- Walter Guess.
(RLE&DENG4»_lunh4amm—gaaiaudwayéua-a-daﬂauay-hnhﬂ
(MusIc: _ . _HIT_AND GO)

L e

MARRATOR: That -- you leave out of the/%tory. It's not for the
paper. For the paper ~- with the editor waiting for

the lasgt take -- is ==

-y ¢ffl)

X{H ﬁ{ff{‘f "é-’ép LRSS thg f?—a&? (/'ﬂ

FAIRLEIGH: /] And so -~ lonesome in her -- parents' house -- walled
-~ away =~ behind the whispera of -- neighbors --
Marjofie Yergus -- waits -- for her -- mother. That ~
is the story ~-- behind -- a child's call -- to -- the --

police. {PAUSE) Can -- anybody -- help ~- answer --
e eall ¥

NARRATOR: Well -~ with what you have found out -- maybe the police
can, themselves. whatevgr the case, you want to do
more for Marjorie than write her story. You want to
find hep nother -- or save her. And so --

FATRLEIGH: (POLICE TICKER IN B.G.) You know, Sarge I got a line
on that missing woman. Both she and her husband have

been playing around feele

COP: suma,.i:&&a¥hﬁguhéake—bh&b.
’fmsc

FAIRLEIGH: JeRlkwweiitoyas better pick up the husband. He's
threatening te ¥ill her --

BTXKOT G170415



GOP:

FAIRLEIGH:.

cors

COP:

FAIRTEIGH:

CCP:

FAIRLEIGH:

CoP:

FAIRLEIGH:

=P~

Huh., He'll have to find her first --
And the man she's running around with. I've got his
name. Itls =--
(PHONE RINGS AND AS IT IS PICKED UP)
Eold it a minute, Paul. (70 PHONE) -Bsmwee Police.
(PAUSE) Yes, lady. (Paksibcisodes. (PAUSE) He did?
Youlre sure you -- {PAUSE) Oh -- you saw him. (B&UeB)
hat part of the bridge -- (DAUSE) MNelampedbbewa
ESIA RO DO MO oMM LB LR vir BT S e X IR DA IRbre
(SRR L PR SRRy SRR PO-C IR U-Y- WP 4 100 1) B
SPPEPENit.  (PAUSE: WITH SCRIEBLING) Yeah -~ I've got
16. A1l might -- bhe—debeesivesill be right over.
(HUNG UP PHONE )

Brother! You can drop that missing persoas case right

novw, Paul. Some woman says --

AT M g g — — —
Paudy—stte-to-roti i rtingsard-dad

o

GaparpsmetrEy e THr -ty werpsavonborr-alyhoN . Some guy

just jumped off Péejﬂarahan bricge.

Ohmoh. Who was Thatethalwpailed?

S nrreemew, Bub 1 wrote down the name of the guy.
Here,

Welter -- Guesas. (PAUSE} Walter Guessl

—— W By e

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARHICE:
CEAPPELL!

RarbBICE:
CHLPPELL:

HiRRICE:

CH.PPELL:

HanRICE:
CH.PPELL:

HARRICE:

T4YE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1144

HIDDLE COMMERCIAL

THRO.T-3C1aTCh -- TIR0LT-ECRATCH -~ THROAT-5CHLTCH!
Guard agninst throct-scratehi
Enjoy saootn smekingl

PZLL MELL'S zrnater lensth of traditionrlly fine tobaccos

trovels the snoke further....

Filters the smoke and mokes 1t pdld.

Puff by puff you're always ahcad when you srmoke PELL MELL.
At the first puff PELL MELL sicke is filtered further
than that of any othor leading cigarette, Moreover,

after é puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL still gives
you a lonrer filter of finc tobacess - To suard égainst
throat-sercteh,

For PELL LELL'S rreater lungth travels the smeke further

on its way to your thront - filters it noaturali; throush
PILT JELL'S troditionally fine, mellow tobaccos - suards
aseinst throat-scratceh.

Yes, PCLL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you = snoothness,

miliness rnd gatisfaction no other cigarchte cffers you.
Guorsd sgoninst throat-scratchl
Injoy snooth sioking!

isk for the longer, finer eigarette in the distinguished

~¢ - PELL MELL FaMOUS CIGLRRTTEIS - “Qutstandingl"

]

rcd packa

And - they are npild!
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HARRICE:

NARRATOR;

FATRLEIGH:

HARRATOR ¢

COP:

MRS, GUEBS:

COP:

MRS ,GUES3:

~14-

This is Cy Harrice, weturning you to your narrator

and the Big Story of Paul Fairleigh. .as he lived

it and wrote 1t.

A woman is missing in Memphlis. You Paul Fairleigh

of the Memphls Press-Scimitar get interested in the

case -- she's got a sweet daughter you feel sorry fop --
L{OW e L'-d_t,.;’xi.,u Hrtabe o

anqntell the police how you've found ocut who.s® was

rumming around with. /i man named -- Guess. Just then

-~ a call interrupts you., It is a sulclde. The name
of the victim?

Walter -- Guess. (PAUSE) Walter Guess!

And now -- days later ~- you are wzlting inside the

general delivery window of the 5t. Louls post office
for that supposedly dead man to ¢laim a letter. How
Well.

come? .you dropped the misaing woman story --

and took off with the police to the Memphis end of the

Harahan bridge over the Misslssippi. .and there, his

widow told her story. Tt.ﬁCZ¥- e C

(WIND, UP, DOWN BEHIND)
Mrs. Guess -- I have to ask éome gquaestions, you know.
Yes., I understand.
But I can save you -- anguish, . .if you'll just take
us to the exact spot on the bridge, . that is =~-

Why =- why of course. (PAUSE)} I don't mind at all.

ATKOT Q170418




NARRATOR:

GCOP:
MRS.GUESS:

Cor:
MRS.GUESS:

NARRATOR:

MRS .GUESS:

-15-

You followed. The pelice drove her c¢ar. . .you rode
the squad car. And -- you wondered. "I don't mind at

all." Strange way for a brand new widow to act. CRAUSE )

(LOW STEAMBOAT WHISTIES OFF. . ,TRAINS

FARTHER OFF. . »)
Is this the spot?
Yes. Right --- -- here. {PAUSE) What -- what shall
I do? '
Just -- tell us what happened.
Well -=- it -- it all happened sc suddenly, I -- I
almost can't belleve it yet. (FPABERY) wWe'd been out

riding for the evening. . .and my husband had seemed

thoughtful, . .not depressed. . .just -- serious. « .

Inost 2 He had Do

T

eagg?ﬁbatgﬁlk. . .and -~ somehow : trouble I know
’ 'n"“-‘:‘:-:‘.- )
-- glih. SOmQhoﬁﬁgaw;; ﬁo. No:ﬁiﬁﬁeff#. .and besides,
Different people react téﬁxmq:f‘ : we don't talk
tragedy different&yﬂ”ﬁiater, CTPsapusiness., ... I --
{""s ’ %:'"”\-_'-

proba%iiLﬁ§he 11 break. Then : I respeefed his mood,
VORI A el YT B ST T .
Row. -- Than. o about.aR

JAP NI T PR 7

(CLEAR) We were coming right by here. He stopped the

car ==

. .
oy MRS RES TS,
.
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COoPs
MRS.GUESS:

MRS ,,GUESS:

COP:
MRB.GUESS:
COP:
MRS5,GUESS:

CaP:
MRS .GUESS3:
COP:
MRS.GUESS:
COF:
MRS.GUESS:
COF:

MES.GUESS:
CoFP:

LR | HeAlik ¢ to watch the trains on the railrcad
bridge . o

( ETHOCHOEOTURY )
And listen to them ~- deliGerirmaiereebit——e bt bl ¢
RS unpreep s e e

car, you gee ~-

I stayed in the

Yes. Go on.

Then -- he started for the ralling ~e@éedn --

He didn't say anything? He didn't do anything? Just --
(SLIGHT TOUCH OF ASPERITY) Leka@otRgwierumymmeiia.
started~fonsshoapzttrry-apmim and before I realiged he

et A for it ey,

had left a note in my hand -- he AP0V aPmldia
And -- -- that's all.

That!s -- all.

Yes.

And this is the note.

Yes.

You « saF=hes-defb st your-ngm .
Hespregged~tttmpenmpchond ,
(PAUSE) Dearest. . .Can't go on 1like this...

(PAUSE) You may read it.
Thanlk you.
Have to gebt out of it. . .3orry to take this way. . .
better for you, better all around. . .forglve me. . .
e,

May I have it back.
Yegameiamem-but -~ not right now.

do some Turther investigatlon.

You see -- welll
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A

ey

MRS .GUESS 1
COP:

=17«
oh. . .but after all -~ I -- I mean, you have my story -
Routine, ma'tam. {KINDLY) And I think we won't be

needing you any more now. . » Welve called the Coast

Guard to drag the river. . .if there's any news, we'll

get in touch with you.

FAIRLEIGH:
MR3.GUESS:
FAIRLEIGH:
MRS3.GUESS:

FATRIETIGH:

MRS .GUESS:
FAIRLEIGH:
MR5.GUESS:
FAIRLEIGH:
(MysIC:

FATRLEIGH:
MRS .GUESS:

FATIRIEIGH:

Mrs. Guess ~-

Smepoy?

. . p - .
.- T'm from the Press~Scimitar --«&h&-é4Lxu-.41;54223;2; -
No stories -- please.

Well. . .I'd 1ike to talk that over with you -- to do

what's best, jou gee --

Slawecirgec -- e €L

-wé so -- 1 thought perhaps, I might drive jyew home 535?6“’
Thatls very kind of you. IFf it isn't out of your way --

Oh no. I =- I don't think it will be.

{CAR TO 85TCP. DOORS OPEIN., FOOTSTEPS.

UL DERNEATH RO keI N Guntfnd Bt Ne-OI KLY S

AND.OEENING . OF. HOUS B0 GRpess R B M S
O PBN«HNELRSLAKLLUE }
FRRI RS — TS YT toyounegoers o
Thank.gau. » «

(STEPS. JINGLING)
il - Mns. Guess.
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MRS.GUESS:
FAIRIZIGH:

MR3.GUESS:

FAIRLEIGH:
MRS.GUESS
FAIRLEIGH:
MR5.GUESS
FATRLEIGH:

HRS ,GUESS 3
FAIRLEIGH:

MRS .GUESS!:

FAIRLEIGH:

MRS .GUES3:

~165-

Yes?
About that -- sulcide.

(DOOR OPENS }

Yes? '
& -- 1 don't think the police -- ohoulodetLuattpm-tiat
38 - == wleddoRdbmbhlilimihiogddds. find ~- -- -- anything.

(LoW} It -- it would be -- better that way, wouldn't
1t. «

(AFTER A PAUSE) Perbaps. {LONG PAUSE) Then again --
perhaps -- not; '

(HARD) Just -- what do you mean by that remark?
(QUIET) I think this is better said -- inside.

Go ahead. Say 1t.

Well -- I.wondt-beat-arpungsbhes-bush. Frankly -- 1
don't think your husband committed sulcide. I know
that he --

(A HISS) You contemptible, snivelling scribbler?

Now wait a minute, Wns..(uesseoldsiot.toevhebd-heve
how-say before you call me names. Iouthe«firet-piaae --
agada, frankly -- you seem rather -- calm -- for a
woman who --

(KELD EACK BUT HOT) How do you Ikmew how & woman feels
-- how do you know! Get away from here -- get awvay
from my house!

{DOOR SLAMS AND INTO)

UP AND DOWN_BEHIND)

ATHOT Q170422




NARRATOR :

FAIRIEIGH:
CQOP:
FAIRLEIGH:
COF:

FATIRLEIGH:
GoP:

NARRATOR:

FAIRLEIGH:

Cor;

FAIRLEIGH:

GOoP:
FAIRLEIGH!

COoFP:

-1G-

It's a long walk back to the bridge. .and the police
have had plenty of time to get cut the boats and the

grapples. Down on the river bank, theylre pretty

inactive, though. . .You remark to your sergeant friend--

Y'know -~ you'lre wasting your time here.
Yeah, I know. Nothing more'll turn up.
What do you mean -- nothing more?

Well how many corpses you expect us to drag out of ﬁﬁﬁ
MO in one night? Ain't one enough?

What? They found dne? -

They sure did, friend -- and it ain't pretty!

+ sertainly is not. Too -- unpretty to be that of &

man who has just jumped. 1In fact -- it isnii even a
man. It's -- a woman,
Any identification yet -- sergeant?

MM-mm. (PAUSE) Looks like therc won't @w®» be any,

either. Funny, isn't it.

Hrm?

Well -- we look for one corpse -- and we find another.
That's nothing. I started on one story -- and I'm. »
Key! Sergeant -- where -- no! Oan I take a look at
the body?

Sure -- if you like that kind of thing.

RTHXKO1 0170423
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NARRATOR:

-20-

He pulls back a tarpaulin. You kneel. (PAUSE}
Unrecognizeable. But still -- you look. And only
two people, beslde yourself, know what you are
looking for. One is Marjorie., The other is --

your editor, because he has read your story. (PAUSE)
Tomerrow -- everybedy who reads the paper will know.
Because when #ou stand up again -- you have what you

vere looking for -- in your hand.
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NARR:

FAIRTEIGH:
MR3, GUE333
FAIRTEIGH:

MRS, GUESS:
FATRIEIGH
MRS, GUE33:
FATRLEIGH:

FATRLEIGH:

MRS. GUES3:

FATRLE IGH3

MRS, GUESS3:

FATRIEIGH:

MRS. GUE3S:
FAIRLEIGH:
MRS, GUESS:
FATRLEIGH:

.21_.
And -~ with the permission of the police, you still have

1t in your hand when you ring (SOUND THEREOF) the
doorbell of -~

(45 DOOR OPENS)
Mre, Guess --
(HATE) What do you went!
sl ompeertoptbicwmmdlihon
found a body --

bty Yo -- the police

What?

It's true, Jiswywduess, Thoy-enogEedT e

But -~ but that's Impossible!

(QUIET) Mrs, Guess -- this time, I think you'd better
ask me in,

e i IfFOOTSTEPS DOOR CLOSES)

mgmﬁéﬁ -~ how do you know it's impossiblzt  (PAUSE)
Lhacbyidge .

But -- but you just{ sald...

I said only that the police found a bedy. Andeblhey
Atd, But I didn't say whether it was a men or é woman --
You -- you ==~

Just 2 minute, before we start celling names agslina.
You presumed it was & man ~- when you knev 1t couldn't

be.

o ra Ry P G VT 5 Ll =V TSI D0 D,
Y okactkidd N by

Jhasoues -- (PAUSE) Mrs. Guess -- I think you and I

had better have a long talle,

ATHGT 0170425
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a7

B

{vygsic: _ _ _UP,_

KARR: First -- she tells about the so-called "suicide." It
seens, according to her -- he was in terrible finanﬁi&l
difficulties.l.deeply in debt...way over hls head..

. enough...finally, lest night, it ves,..(FADE) he' came
into my room and told me we had te do sometiing!

HUSBAND: DESPERATE) (FADING IN) But don't just #lt therel
Hél;.me! Say something!

MRS. GUESS: '«._ T) I'm thinking, dear,

HUSBAND: Thinking ddegn't help. I'vesbeen thinking ebout it for

MRS, GUESS:

HUSBAND:

MRS, GUESS:

weelks, months -~ (ANGUISHS What sm I gonne do, what are
ve ponna dp!
Well -- my Jewels & en® gone - -

Just a drop in Athe bucket ™} Not enough, not near

enough =--
But thergfs slways the insurance.,n\The (PAUSE] Of course.

{VERY QUIET) Dear -~ I think you'd bé&tter -- kill

"\\
Plamrpzrirstesthe-bag ot Liomgodda o (ERIGHTLY )

MRS, GUESSG:
FATRLEIGH:

MR3. GUESS!:

L Y

= 1.4
Bl dray-idy L2 o S L L ‘ucly .yu'da!

And so/\)-”-’ Ve c;—lk;;l’ge% 1t .CF,,L;f ﬁ"‘é&j“v’“ L,

3o your husband could disappear and the debts be
cancelled. Then you'd collect the Insurance -- and
meet him somevwhere --

(HONEST) And start life =21l over sgain. Yes. (PAUSE) Do
-~ do you blame me?
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FAIRIEIGH:

MRS, GUE3S:

FAIRIEIGH:
MRS, GUESZ:
FATRLEIGH:

MRS. GUESS:
FATRIEIGH:

MRS, GUESS:

FAIRIEIGH:

MR3, GUESS:
FAIRIEIGH:

MRS, GUE3S:

FAIRLEIGH:

MRE. GUESS:

That'ls not for me Lo =zay.

qguestions—brmt=TLIT —- NQrt.
Huakand-solBAUSE)..
Py

Nl e remfismmmeee el e e T Tyt
sqoner or later belll beds
ye ghexe.your, hugband, i3

b pertiy

Yourdon- - RAS 1T Yol

R T e OF y;ﬁ”dﬁﬁ“t

Jno Vhersahe.dal

L. don b Knok-yitrehes

AlL.r3gh
—

. N .
Joi—pdl , (BEAT) Mrs. Guess -- the trouble

B wEnoRsy
GQLLS »
bt e RO R 7

1 Tz

with this whole story is -- you're a bad actress, and
your husband is too good., You couldn't play the part ol
& Woman who had seen hor husband jump into the
Missdissippi --

I =~ I thought you'd think I was -- controlllng myself--
Sure, But your husband -- ah. He was e good actor. He
even convinced you 1t wes money trouble.

What -- what are gyou telling about?

Mrs, Guess -- I will say three things. Then -- I am

.sure you will tell me -- when you know vhat your husband

really was == where he is.Vew”

Youlre awfully confident.
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n o

ey

o

FAIRLEIGH:

MRS. GUESS:
FAIRLEIGH:

MRS, GUESS:
FA TRLE IGH:
MRS. GUESS:
FAIRLETIGH:

MES, GUESS:
FAIRLEIGH:

MRZ, GUESS:

Y.

I am. Because what I am going to tell you is all --

factg. (VERY VERY QUIET) -Mweywguess -- three days ago,

& Mrs, Fergus disappeared. Thet 1is fact one. Fact two,
-= your husband gnd Mrs. Pergus =-=--~

(A SCREAM) No, no -- neverl! That's a 1lie --

Mrs, Guess -- please -~ Loor.ldonliediiombomioubnby - -

And fact three is -- (ii#®y You

bapefzcts are facts.
said your husbend took your jewelry. (dwe#®E) Did you
have a palr of antique earrings with -- diaﬁonds and
sapphires?

Yes, yes ~--

(VERY QUIET) The sapphires cut 1like -- teardrops?
(MOANING)} Yes...whet has this got to do with him!
Everything. (PAWSM).Muisq~fwses -- the body the police
founﬁ in the Mississippi tonight was Mrs. Ferms. 3he

(MAW8R) Do you recognize
(PAUSE) Teardrops, Mrs. Guess?

Was wearing -- this ring.
theose stones?

(LONG SILENCE. THEN}

{VERY LOW) General Delivery, St. Louls,
I -- I beg vour pardeocn?
(STARTS LOW, ENDS HIGH) You wanted to know where my --

wvhere he is. I z- I don't inow, rcally -=- but I vwes to
Wi, Jedn re

wrltc tofr- genciral éelivory ~= 3t. Leuis., New ---

novw leave me =z2lonc. Just lcave me alonec?

That 1s why, nov, you stand behind the wimdew—ef general

L d o s ™
delivery, :5t. Louls, Post office -- and why you are
wvatching & mirror for the foces of the people who come

for mall.
{MORE )
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HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICL®

CEAPPELL:

EARRICE:

CH.PPELL:

HoRRICE:
CH.FPPELL:

HARNWICE:

»,

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1bh

CLOSING COMMERCTAL

Don't let throat-scratch spell your smoking enjoyment.
guard oczoainst throat-scratch!
Enjoy smooth snckingi

PELL MELL!S preater lensth of treditionally fine

tobrceos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and nekes it mild.

Puff by 2uff you're always ahead when you sncke PELL
MILL, A%t the first puff PELL MZLL sioke is filtored
further thoen that of any otker lecading cizerette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, Fill
HELL still gives you a longer, naburnl fitker ef
traditionnlly fine tobaccons - to gunrd agiinet
throat-seratch., Yes, PELL HELL'S fine tobzccos glve

you & snoothness, mildness and satisfpebion no other

cignretie offers you,

So, donft let throat-serateh speil your saoking
eniny-ent.

Guerd =ptinst throat-scratchl

Ernjoy smgoth smoliing!

ask for tne lonfer, finer cigerette in ths

distincuished red packege - PELL HELL FAMOUS
CICAARTTES - M"outstondinst"

ang - thoy arce pildl
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CHAFPELL:

FAIRLEIGH:

CHAPPELL

HARRICW:

CHAPPELL:

- -

Now we read you that telegram from Paul Falrleigh of the
Memohis, Tenn. Press-Scimitar.
Brought baclk fo
EUR : ced Lasl vef Ve Fitng ey, Mt was forcad
onight's Blg Story made a ful confessiogf\ On trial
for first degree murder he repudiated his confession but
vos found gullty and sentenced to die in the electric
chair., However, cue to a legal technicality the verdict
was set aslde and a new trial granted. This time he
plended zuilty and was sentenced to 25 years In the
State Penitentilary et Nashville. My sincere appreciation
Tor tonlght's PELL MELL AWARD.
Thank you, Mr. Fairleigh..the mekers of FELL. MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you tne PELL MELL $500
Awaré for notable service in the field of jeurnalism,
Listen again ne:it week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELI FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pegea of the Unlted
Presa Kensas City, Missourl DBureau - by-line, Bam
Melu:ick, A BIC STORY that reached its climall in the

darvlened house of an armed killer as a rerorter walted tc

capture him with a flashlight.

TH: BIG STORY i1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's prozram was
adaptec by Alan Sloane from an actual story from the
front pages of the Memphis Tenn, Press-Scimitar.

{MORE)
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.




-28-
CHAPPELL: Your narrator was Beb Sloane, and Cort Benhsoh played the
(coneD] rart of Paul Fairleiph. In order to protect the names
of reople actually invelved in tonight's authentic BIG
STORY the namss of z2ll characters In the dramatization
were changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr.

Fairleigh.

CHAPPELL: This 1s Ernest Cuappell speaking for the makers of PELL
MELY, FAMQU3 CIGARETTES.

ANNCR: THIZ IS5 NBC .. THE KATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

MAC/ARAX
12/15/49 pH
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