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THE BIG STORY #171

}
:30  PM JULY 5, 1950 WEDNESDAY

CHAPPELL:
FLNFARE:

LANIEN:

RALEDER:

LiNNEN:

RAEDER ¢

LANNEN:

RAEDER:

LANNEN:

RAEDER:

LANNEN:

RLEDER:

(MosSIC:  _ _

CHAPPELL:

PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present. . .THE BIG STORY!
QUT OF WHICH. . .
(A CAR DRIVING ALONG A HIGHWAY. IT IS RAINING
HARD, GOES BEHIND. . .
(SLIGHTLY DRUNK, YOUNG, BELLIGERENT) Lett!s just drive.
T want to get there tonight.
{AGE 50, SYMPATHETIC) What do you think I'm doing?
lLook, drive, drive., 3hut up.
Son, you got the wrong ldea about a lot of things.
Don't "son" me and don't "father” me.
L couple of those scoves, those little deals youlve
becn pulling been golng to your hend.
(IMMEDIATELY ALERT) What deals? What'ire you talking
ebout?
You got & lot to learn kid. And one of the thlngs jyou

got to learn is, you dentt drink very good.

LCUBSES—fgﬁﬁbTBEY) What are you trying to say?

iy g2t

I a4+t saylng another word., You sald to drive (but I'm
not going to forget what you told me you did last night,
Ttm sure not going to forgetl

{CURSES)

UP IN SUSPENSE, THEN BRIDGES TO . ...)

— D T b — —maAll SN T e = s

THE BIG STORY, Here 1s America, 1ts sound and its fury,
its joy and its sorrov &s falthfully reported by the men
and women of the great Amerlcen newspapers, {PAUSE)
Paoria, Illinocis.

MORE
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THE BIG STORY 7/5/50
PROGRAM #1T1

CHAPPELL: From the front pages of the Peorlae Journal, the story

(GonT) of & reporter who jearned what happens to & petty crook
when he steps out of line and geta big ldeas. And for
his work, to O. F, Brinkman, for his Blg Story, goes
the PELL MELL Award,

( OPENING COMMERCIAL) (INSERT A)
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THE BIG STORY 7/5/50

PROGRAM # 171

QPENING COMMERCTAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

SRRICE:
CEAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) - -THROAT-SCRATCE {EFFECT)
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -

Guard ageinst throat-scratchi (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine ° .».-7

Xy

s

tobaccos travels the smoke PUPENEr. o se
Filtcrs the smoke and makes it mild.
Puff by puff you're always chend when you smoke PELL
MELL, At the first puff FELL MELL smoke is flltered
further then that of any other leading cigarette,
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
gt1l)l gives you a longer, netural filter of
tradifionally fine toraccos = to gunrd agoinst
throat-scratch, Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobeccos glve

you & smoothnesg, mildness and satisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.

Dontt let throat-scroatch spoll your smoking enjoyment.

: Guard agoinst throat-scratch!l

Enjoy smooth smoking!
Ask for the longer, finer cigoretto in the distinguished
red packnge - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~"outstandingl"

And - they are mild!
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BRINKMAN:

BRINKMAN:
MARGE:

BRINKMAN:

—_— e —

)=

W

Feoria, Illinols, The story as it actually happened --
0. F., Brinkman's story es he 1ived it.

OFS UNDER._._.)

Once upon & time ( por—tt—yowemmages, 1t was Adolph
HItler who used to spoll your weekends. You, 0. F.
Brinkmen, reporter for the Peorla Journal would come
home from & hard week at the paper, heping to garden or
read or sleep and Hitler would uncork one of his Sunday

puncheé and you'd work soven days & week., But now that

Hitler's gone, it seoems the criminals of central

T1linois, shere—your-orereds, hove token over rulning

your weekends,

PP EEN B 0B NGED BD- Rk IMOSE
BNERYS HENG e So By AFRAR Ll e ORPPNG) What do you
think it is, Marge, & conspiracy? Three wecks ago
Saturday & holdup at the yawrds. Two weeks ago Sundey,
a hit and run killing, Last weskend that -=

double~slaying.

W'E.r-i.l, Jyod E:Luss't havo—-to-5F

come In three'ts, d your three, So this weckend,

—youttgEt tHET spading done, get TION YR s OUT ~-

( PHONE RINGS)
Oh no.
Go chead, .Answer, Maybe they want to tnow what radle
program wéire listening to,
(PHONE UP)
Hello, Now what?....Thanks, chief --
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MiRGE:

ALLEN;:

SAYER:

KLTIEN:

SAavYrR:

...5_
(PHONE UP)
Well, don't stand there meking those faces, You knov
you wouldn!t change your job for any other job in the

world, Just let me hear from you hefore Monday morning.

With o smile still on your face, you leave, Decouse
Marge ls so right. You wouldntt change 1t for anything
-- youlve had 25 yelrs of it. 25 years of wetching
Crime, writing crime, understanding crime. And meybe
there is & moment or lots of mements you'd rather not
have seen happen, but In the main -- this 1s what you
wvant. You stand by as Police Chiefl Leo Kallen
guestions a frightened, thin miner, his face still
shattered with the experiencoe.
(KIND OF 4 GRAVEL VOICE, CRUFF, BUT EXTREMELY COMPETENT
COP, SOFTLY NOW) Now look, 3Sayer, just toke 1t oasy.
_Tell it to me slow,

ST It T TIOsT It s, L nust'be T HSEETY

guy in the world to be g-xting“here talking, alive and

Vou'reﬂggtgef ft Sayer, and nothing's golng to happen
T

s Fal 0 I PRGN W1
(/ﬁﬂ_xﬂu'mwwv'duab Pt e T S T Ty e NG S OV B HOM LI .

ves sipr. I live in Peoric end I wes vorking in the
mines south of Dunkenville (temporary job), Well, they
1aid us off and I didn't have much money, so I declded

to thumb my way back. ZﬂgBFﬁ?ﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂ?4ﬂh&ﬂﬂ%ﬁ@2§xﬂtﬂ;a

imow, near Hixgmaww»ehvﬁt‘jﬁ miles south., Then I was
b o noad s likingegein, It must have been about
7:320 at night, It started vaining. I thought =-- I'm
finished, th
00558 Yur o 0ObL hr L G len B AR LS b, _ MORE
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SAYER:
{CONTD)

RAEDER:
SAYER:
LANNEN:
RAEDER!
SAYER:
RAEDER:
SAYER:
LANNEN:
RAEDER ¢
LANKNEN:

RAFDER:

LANNEN:

RAEDER:

SAYER ¢

G-

find that's vhen this new Nash comes by. Two guys in 1t.
(FADING) Big guy driving says --

(CAR MOTOR UNDER)
How far you golng, bud? Hop in.
Gee, thanks. Peoria.
What's the idea, Raeder? T told you I don't want no
hiteh-hikers riding along with us.
You drive, young fella?
Sure.
Well, go shead, Get behind the wheel, I'm tired and
he's too drunk to drive.
Sure, I'l11l drive. BSure.

(THE CLR STARTS AND CONTINUES UNDER THE FOLLOWING
Whotls the ides pleking him up? He's going to Peoria.
Now toke it easy, kid. We'tre going to Peorila too.
(PLARING) Look, don'‘t get wise with me. I swear,
Raeder -- don't get wise.
You ought to watch it when you drink, kid., You don't
wnow what you're soying.
T kmow vhat I'm doing. Now you tell him to turn arocund
and start for Hovana, We einlt going tc Peoria,
(VIOLENT} You hesr mc, Reeder?
(SOFTLY) Just drive, fellow. Just drive, Dontt pay
him no mind:.{.;e i\e:‘?um?o many.
(HﬁRRATING)AI c!uldn't fey himony mind If 1 wanted to.
1 mean the rain was coming down &nd tho windshield wiper
wasn't too good., And you know the way the road curves
there north of Havana, coming into Pecrls and so on .
So I figure -~ two guys beating their gums, I had my

own troubles., And then--
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LANNEN:

RAEDER:

LANNEN:

RAEDER:

LANNEN:

RAEDER:

LANNEN:

RAEDER:

SAYERR:
L, NNEN:

LANNEN:

SAYER:

LiANNEN:

_'?_
(REAL VIOLENT) You turn this car around, Reeder, Add
I ain®t kidding.
K14, this is for your own good. Wel!re golng to Peoria,

L

» anfd see &

e v el " 1 = & i e e PR ..:p"'q:--i;oaranh‘-y,q.“,.*__w“"_ﬂ

fellow there by the name of Leo Kallen. He's the Police
Chief there.
Why you ==}
Now take 1t ensy, Whot Y%ﬁiﬂ? ﬁ%jﬁiti ﬁ%/
what you did. That wasa't very smart,\ Best thiﬁgnuﬁulig%?ﬁ
for you to do, kid, 1s tell the whole story to the
Chief of Police. Het!s o friend of mine -- get you off
easy. Youtll feel better end --
(TREMENDOUS TENSION) Stop the car.
(CAR STOPS)
(FRIGHTENED) FPut thot rod cwoy kid.
Do we turn around? Well do wo? .
Kid, it's for your own good, We got to go to Peorin =--
o r( {ﬂqu_fm SHOTS)
ér,%é.u , you --
shut up. Opcn the door.
{DOOR OPENS3)
Drag him over to the slde of the rocd., Is he dend?
I don't know, Y=tirzese -- (BURST OF EFFORT A5 HE RUNS)
(SAYER RUNNING AWAY FROM MIKE)
Why you ==
(TWO MORE SHOTS)

{uu u‘w
(FEDE FEET RUNNING)
{PAUSE)
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SLYFER: (NARRATING) I felt the last one whiza by me -- but
1t didn't hit me. I ¥an into the woods and I kept

yunning until I-coulinlé—mevemrro-moTe oIl e naafoom—
1 got to the farmhouse ond called you and -- Well,

thatts 1t. . ~
RALLEN: Nico, huhviﬂ/ ¢§¢“VM£‘
BRINKMAN Was the guy dead?
ALIEN: mwo 25 slugs in the head? Arc you Kiding? Brhadl..

(TO sLYER) Well, Sayer what did he look 1ike?

SAYER: T % I
gfan&nﬂmmrﬂnnnvtﬁ!ﬂg. Medium averags height, an

ordinary looking guy I guess,.

BRINKMAN: ( ALMOST ASIDE) That's & help. {UF} Anything you cén
think of? I mean &ny gestures, anything about the

_ guy?

SAYER: No. Unless -- I don't lmov. No had a wey of rubblng
his thumb over the first two fingeors of his hand.
T scen him #o 1t while they wos erguing whether 1
could get In the car or not. You know whot I meen?
Like this.

BRINKMAN: T1ve watched pool players do that befors they
cholk up o cus.

SAYER! { SUDDENLY REMEMBERING) He was a pool player.

KALLEN: What are Yv\ wa’“ii..ng’;;fou‘?) i

SAYER: I forgot -

oy au By ;HéuAﬁ-fJizgff A

Roeder, (fhe dead one)

P
he wanted get o cup of coffee m&-wefs:a;q:ﬂ;?;-t this

OV
c&fe.,\The other man wasn't too glad about stopping, but

Roeder kept insisting.
{MORE)
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SAYER: Anywoy, there were pool tobles thers. (That was before
(CON'I"D}
the fight got serious,) And I went in with them. ind
this guy, the one he called, "rid" (thotts all he
called him) =-- he pickcd up & ous stick there ond -
started to fiddle around with o couple of balls on the

table. I seen trick pool shots, but nothing like thils,

BRINKMAN: i pool player!

KALLEN: whg-64dnLt_xau_¢314-§mh:hiafff§§§otr

SAYER: It just kind of wontgﬁg;ﬁof“ﬁy mind. I dontt know. I
was 80 - Naﬁfyf

KALIEN: (HhRSH) ,Mﬁnt olse didn't you remember?

SAYER: (ﬁgpﬁﬁEETlanLy) thotts all -- that's all thot
‘éypuucu. s ST B S

LLLEN: yvou think if you saw him again --%
SAYER: (DUBIOUSLY) I think so.
KALLEN: 411 right, comd oOn. Pirst we'll toke o look through

the picturc files, Then you and me are going to hit
21l the joints in Peoric. Meybe you'll see your

rpiend the pool ploayer. (TO BRINKMAN) You coming?

Brink?
BRINKMAN: No, I want to get a 1ittle cir.
KALLEN: (SURPRISED) Alr?
BRINKMAN: Lir, Just sir,
(MSI0: _ _ _ BRIDGE)
ARR: fir 1s o fovorite drink of 3ours; 0.F., Brinkmen. Big

gulps of good clean cir. Te clear your mind and
kelp you think., There ore 26 years of fllos In

your mind. 25 yeors of names and faces &nd actions
that go with crooks, you sont time and air to try to

figure out "who'.
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N.ARR
VOICE:

NARR:

VOICE:

NARR:

LANNEN:

NARRe

BRINKMAN:

GEORGIA:
BRINKMAN:

~10-

(WALKTNG STEPS, SLIGHT RAIN)
But as you walk in the wwheb=et rain, the files in your
mind become alive, bocome resl,
(oN FILTER, SIMPLY) The thing to remember when you
shoot 18 donft woste time.or hullets., Shoot oncce.
Thatls Tony Lonza, one of the heavy men, (vho use the
artillery) 1in Peoric, No, this hasntt got the morks
of Lanzats work at ail, He wouldn't hove shot twice in
the head, once would do it, 4And he wouldn't hove
missecd a fleeing mon at -- whot was it, 10, 12 feet?
(FILTER)} The big thing obout shooting is the guy's
shot never knows it's coming, Never threaton... shoot.
Thot's Emil Perez. No, Not Perez. Perez wouldn!t

say "$o help me if you don't shut up'. P

orez woul

[»1

shoot, he's shut him up. But who, who drinks? Most

gunmen donlt. Who migses at 10,12 feet, pleys pool?

(FILTER) How's obout a little gome of pool? Chileago,

strolght pool, snooker? Me? T cin't had o cue-stick

in my hond In two yedrs.

Drve lennen? Neh, Lonnen wouldn't know which was the

working end of a gun. He's strictly o small-time

grifter, ccrd shill.

Hey -- how cbout Joke Motter? (WITH EXCITEMENT) Jeke

Motter: drinks, plays pool and once in o vhile

carries 2 gun, Once in 2 while, o heavy bo¥.

Joke Motter. That would be 1420 South Euclid Avenue.
(DOORBELL RINGS, DOOR. IS OPENED)

We ain't buying anything today.

(AFFABLY) Hello, Goorgif~ Where's Jake?
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GEORGIE:
BRINKMAN:

GEORGIE:

BRINKMAN:

GEORGIE:

(MUSIC:

e a A—

WARR:

ATTENDANT :

BRINKMAN:

ATTENDANT:

BRINKMAN:

ATTENDANT &

ATTENDANT ¢

BRINKMAN:

...11..
That dumb, stupild -- What do you ece.re?

Come on, Georgle., Jake might be in trouble nnd then

agoin, maybe not. Where's Joke?
That dumb boy-scout. My stinking brother-in-law --
hndde move, So he zosks Jake tb move him. So they heve
o couple of drinks and ho moves him and bang! He

rips off the fonder of tho new car!

(IﬁUGHING) Where's Joke, Georgle?
T only hope he eroaks but he won't., He's got o busted

1eg, in the hospital.

Tt might be true, it might not. Youl!re sure a trip

to the hospltal to Jake will rring the same story.
You Y¥now Jake, you know the brother-in—law. 30 instecd,
you go to the porking 1ot where Jake keeps hls car,
the one with the smashed fender. The parking lot
attendont 1s friendly....
Jalke Mottecr? Sure, sure, Over there. The blue ona --
without the fender. Boy, did he sver rip that off,
Whot kind of o cor 1s it? A Nash?
Nash? Caon't you tell & Chavvy, felle?
oh, surc. & Chevvy. Just tell me onc thing. VWhet
time did hc bring 1t int
Woit o second. .I got 1t stamped on the tickast, EHold
it.

(RIFFLING OF CARDS)
Motter, Chevvy, busted fender. T:25 p.M.

(DISSAPPOINTED} ILast night?
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ATTENDANT :

That!s right.

guy? Bocouse -- woll, how;;¢fiiﬂ3£§§ 1 dontt liko
to do o lot of work on 2 $”oor and -- (SURPRISED)

NARRS

BRINKMAN:
N,.RR:

DRINKMAN:

NARR:

LANNEN:

BRINKMAN:

The filles in your mind cllck, shut on onc compartment.
Tt wosn't Joke Motter, Roeder was killed ot 7:3C p.M.
Motter brought his car in at 7:25.°

(WALKING AS BEFORE. SLIGHT RAIN... ')
30 you take o 1littlc more air into your lungs, o 1little
more locking into those private files.
Dave lannen, Dave lannen. Pool player -- nch,
Tf you wolked up to chiefl Leo Kallen, and sold ==
"I rigured 1t out, it's got to be Dave lannen" -- he'd
laugh at you. It doesn't £it., You know and he knows
thot every criminal 1s 2 speclalist ond & specialist
gtoys in his own geportment. A thisf stecls, 4 con
ran cons, & murderer usos 4 gull. They don't mix. The
m, o. (method of cperation) of & erimincl 1s as
1dentifying, if you know it, as his fingerprints.
Wrong M. 0. Wrong for Lannen.
But could he have stepped out of character? Could he?
Think.
(ON FILTER) I ain't hed a pool cue in my hands, two
years, But I dontt care. Itil shoot you twenty bucks.
Could he fire twice at & man sitting next to him?
Could he miss a running man at ten feet? Ah -- 1tls

out of character.
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Wrong method of operatlon. Wrong guy.

NARR: Wrong m.o.

BRINKMAN: But 1t could be.

NARR: Aind as you walk in the cool idadapts raln, itts "yes" --
"o «- "maybelt, And that's all you've got. Thatls all
enybody's got. Whers do you go from here?

(MUSIC: _ _ _UP TO_TAG THE_ACT. . .)

{MIDDLE COMMERCTIAL)

ATKOT 0171156




A i T

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:
CHAFFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #171

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH {EFFECT) =--
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~

guard egainst throat-scratchi (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MZLL'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 PELL MELL smoke 1is filtered
further than that of any other lcading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MELL still gives you & longer, natural fiiter of
fine tobaccos - to guard against fhroat-scratch.

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 tobacces - guards against tnroat-sceratch,

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & smoothness,

mildness and satisfaction no other cigarette cffers

you. Guard against throat-seratchi

Enjoy smooth spoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTIES - noutstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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{(MusIic:

-15—

This is Cy Harrice returning you to your Narrator and

the Big Story of 0. F. Brinigman, as he lived it and

Youtve been golng through the tickler file thatlts your
mind, 0. F. Brinkman, crime reporter for the Peorla
Journal ~- going through the 25 years of stored up
information to try to resplve the doubt about who 1t

was that put two pullets through the head of

a salesman of plumbing equipment, (That's what Raeder
was.) And all you come up with is the name Dave lannen,
a pool shark, & ¢chisler, & card phoney -~ not at all &
killer. And you're almost afraid to say what you think
to Police Chief Teo Kallen, because youlre sure het'll
jaugh at you, But you do it anyhow -~ ten minutes leter.
His laughter - still in your esrs, you walk out.

There's no enswer to the point he's made, NONe. This

is against Lennen's m, O. =7 not his way of working &at

all, But your trivate flle has clicked and you walk

({POOL GAMES OFF-MIKE, GENERAL HUBBU3Z )
~-=-=looking for a pool-playing grifter who might have

changed his method of operation.

HARRICE:

wrote it.
NARR:

into the Saratoge Club =~
NARR!
BRINKMAN: Hiye, Jeff.
BT L TS YRl e 3 o o
BRINKMAN: Tim looking for Dave Lannen.
JEFF: I cantt hear you.

(PASSAGE OF MOWEY)

BRINKMAN: Will this be of any help?
JEFF: Yeah, I hear you now.
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BRINKMAN:

JEFF:

NARR:

GIRL:

BRINKMAN:
GIRL:

BRINKMAN:
GIRL:

BRINKMAN:
GIRL:
{MUSIC;

NARR:

-16-
Well?
Well what? If & guy don't know, he just den't know.
Thanks for the fin,
That might mean Lannen's in town, it might me&n he's
out of town. It surely means it cost you five bucks.
And at the bar, there's & girl vho once upon & time,
your file reminds you, was Dave Lannents girl.
That dirty crumbl! I only hope he's roasting vhere he
beleongs.
(AFFABLY) Stand you up? Walk out on you?
He says --"I'l1l meet you in Peoria, paby". Peorial

Pt 1 o

Why he wouldn't go In Peoria for & thousand Geibapdn
Iz that so?
He pulled a nice job In Peoria, Xnow Tommy Sable, the
tavernkeeper? (BRINKMAN: Welve met.) Took him for
more thaﬂjfug;and. He's hot as a pilstol in Peorla.
3able!ll cut him down if he sees him. And e says to
me, me, mind you -- "Meet you in Peoris, beby".
The dirty crumb., Him and his six thousand bucks --
moy they rest in --
(INTERRUPTS) Where would he be?

I only hope he's where I'd 1ike him to be.

(WITHOUT A PAUSE} But she doesn't xnow and neither do
you., So the file agein, A1l right, hels got some money,
but money goes fast, and hets got to be somewhere near
a source of new inecome in his old 1ine. Hels got to be.
(Every criminal & specimlist, remember that.) So you
get in your car and you go where the specinlist will

undoubtedly find plckings, 28 miles south-=
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CROUPIER:

NARR:

BRINKMAN:

GUY:
BRINKMAN:

GUY:
BRINKMAN:
GUY:
BRINKMAN:

GUY:

{(MUSIC:

CROUPIER:

BRINKMAN

~17-

(CRAP GAME . . .)
(FLAT, DULL VOICE) The roll is six, the point is nine,
six, o big six -- Make & fie1d het now, gentlemen,
58 miles south is the wide open tovn of Havana, Illinois.
Pool, dlice, chuck-a-1uck, roulette, 21, black=jack ==
the works., Havano wos mentioned in the cor ride.
Haovana would be vhere Dave Lonnen might go.
T'm looking for Dave,Lannen, OSeen him around? (PAUSE)
They told me he wasgigr%ﬂvana.
(AFFABLY) Yeah, so they told me.
KE isn't in here. They tell me he's not upstalrs, .
glither.
Yeah, so they told me.
Over it the Beverly, he hadn't been In there slther,
Yeah, so they told me,
Youlre a great help.
Yeah, so they told me. Tim & great help. Theylve been
telling me that for years.

BRIEF, INTO_. . _.)}

ind the man rolls three and three is crap end itts the
same voller coming out., Get a bet down on the fileld =--

same roller coming out. The point is nine.

you three -- {HE CONTINUES BEHIKD THE The roll

15 ten, ten the herd uaws e point 1z nine. New

roller cqm&ng’gggj get & field bet down -- the roll 1s
G

(OVER ABOVE) Nice game you got. Only thing is Tm
looking for & pool game. Know where therels & nice pool

game around? I meen real pool -- where & guy can really

shoot pool,

ATHOT 0171160




CROUPIER:

BRINKMAN:

CROUPIER:

BRINKMAN:

CROUPIER?

BRINKMAN:

CROUPIER:

BRINKMAN:¢
CROUPIER:

o e m—

BRINKMAN:

4 {m~t
-18 .v}g}’ﬂ}
{ INTERRUPTING HIMSELF) We play dice here, mlster.

I play too, but I like a pool geme, I like real
competition, mem—mmﬁmwﬂv

3T
o il o Jin

shoot pool° Becau,gax#mﬂgﬁﬁﬁw .;gy‘iiﬂﬁ -V
[lesid s e
: PRETE AGALN]  Oh, you'ré“gﬁv&ﬁ/\Ever 7

over to the Ringside Place?

Anybody good there?

{WHO HAS DURING THIS DIALOGUE BEEN CALLING THE DICE
NUMBERS) He!ll take you.

Who? ;(r ~ ("; t?f'

Ths roll 8 ten, the easy way, the point *sﬁnine --
cents & field number --moke a field bet. (NOW TO
BRINKMAN) Ever hear of Dave Lannen?

No. Is he reelly good?

Sometimes I think that guy uses 8 wired ball., But 1t
bests me how you wire a pool ball, And the man throvs

2 nine, makez his polnt, . .

You go to the Ringside Place -- & pool joint, pool and
liquor. But you don't go in, You look in and you Be6,
lecning against the bar, blg as 1ife, relaxed --

Dove Lannen., You get into the nearest phone booth end
dial the "0" for the police.

LEC...,This 1s Brinkesms Put on some clothes so you
wonlt look 1like & cop so much and get over hare, I
found him . . . .That'!s right. Now don't laugh., Itm
telling you this Dave Lennen did 1%, (PUZZLED) I agree

with you, If he did it he wouldn't be standing around.
MORE
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BRINKMAN: But still and all -- you've known me 25 yeRrS ~=.ssnae
(CONTD) Arepr dvo2 é; e

ThANKS . ¢« v o 1111 ~Eiedd=him, If he leaves, I'll know

vhere he is. You meet me at the Ringside Flace.

(MUSTC:_ _ _ _IN MOVEMENT, . )
(SEVERAL POOL GAMES)
AR ILY
KALLEN: (sorT0) We don't seem worried, Brinkmesrs
BRINKMAN: Okey, I know it, It looks thin, but just stay here and

let me talk to him.
KALLEN: Did you see that shot he just mode? That boy could
make o million with a cue stick,
(A POOL GAME COMING ON MIKE 4S 1P WE WERE
WALKING TOWARD IT)
BRINKMAN: You play thils game?
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IANNEN:
BRIMEMAN!
TANNEN:

BRIMKMAN:
LANNEN:
BRINKMAN:

LANNEN:
BRINKMAN:

BRINKMAN:
LANNEN:

BRINKMAI:

LANNEN:

SRINKMAN:

LANWEN:

BRI NKMAN:

LANNEN:

BRINKMAN:

TANNEN:

BRINKMAN:

-20=-

Why don't you take a cue?

What do you play?

There's all kinds of games. Here's a table, balls
seattered, ILet's just gshoot them in.

Fair enough.

Like 50 dollars worth?

Tass you for shot.

(COIN SPUN IN AIR)

Tgils.

You shoo%.
(POOL GAME IS PLAYED BEHIND THE FOLILOWING,
ACCENTUATING ACTION AS INDICATED vead)
(BALL DROPS)

Not bad,

I don't know, It was kind of easy,
Da you know a guy named Raeder?
(CUE STICK STRIKES BALL, BALL DROPS)
Never heard of him,
Do you Know a guj named Sayer -- JOUnNg kid, 8 miner?
Never heard of him.
(REPEAT PATTERK AS ABOVE)
Thiz Sayer 5233 you picked him up 1n 2 car last night.
Throw me the chalk. I don't own a car.
You never heard of Raeder, you never saw thlis Sayer,

and you don't own 2 car?

s
g 43 X

T
For ahplayer you talk an awful lot, Let's play, huh?
(SAME PATTERN)
(EVENLY) You'rs wanted on a murder charge, kid. That's

what he used to call you ... "x18" .
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LANNEN:

BRINKMAN:

LANNEN!
BRINKMAN:
LANNEN:
BRINKMAL:

KALLEN:

LAWNEN:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

“Dl-
T'm 27, WNobody calls me kid. Besides I never heard
of that eilther.
Heard of what?
Being wanted on & murder charge.

(THE SAME PAYUTERN)
Mayhe you never heard of Leon Xallen either. The gny
walking thls way ndw.
(£25ILY) Nope. TFever heard of him. Whet 1s ke,
Folize Chief of Peoria or some thing?
Leo; take him in; will vou. At least 1et Sayer have &
loolk et him.

A1l right, Lannen.

T don't mind going with you. HemmytTT B0 Ultiﬁiyw,

chief. Heard you're & Squapgﬁggg,yﬁﬁeafﬁ"%gﬁ don't

send peoplemgp,on”éﬁme old foggles talk 1ice & reporter

- ] .
- &= PR
g BT .

e birimies—re-ba—peen—aroundm (YOU 888, everybody knows
J‘\

that!s not my kind of a job. That's not the way I
operate. Dice, a 1ittle; pool, sure. Mayee I sit
and shill & poker gawme once {n a while. But nurder?

gchief, I'1ll ask you., Is that in =y iine?

vou doubt the whole thing now. vour own susplcion, jyour
whole 7iling system (in your nead), Too sure of
nimself, too confident. You decide to stay Lehind. You

don't go with him and Chief Kallen to the passikle
t1dentification by 3ayer. You stay because you've got to
ripd something to prove youlre right and 1t's got to be
here in Havana, somewhere, Tlrat, you take the upstalrs

of the Ringside Flace, a room where Lannen has been

1iving. (MORE )
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NARR ¢ 3ccond, you check the parklng lots, the side strects
(CONT'D)
for a ear, A car that's never yelt been found, And

then ...

(X

IIARR 3 You get to the room in the Havanna Police Hendquariers
where Sayer iz taking & good long look At Dave Lannen.

KALLEN: You've been looking ten mlnutes now. What do you think?

SAYER: (EVENLY) He's the guy shot and ¥11led Raeder, T saw
him in the car and in the roadstop we rade.

LANNEN ¢ (EVENLY) You're wrong, bud. I wasn't on the
Hnvann-Peoria Rond at 7:30 last night.

SAYER: You drank coffee at the cafe near Louiston, I saw
you, I was with you.

TANIEN: I never drink coffee. I wasn't on the Peoris Road
7130, I got four witnesses. I was in Havans all the
time. All yesterday, all the day before. You seg,
Chief, I lock like 2 lot of guys,

KALLEN: Sayer, arc you zure?

SAYER: T'm sure, I kcerd him tolking for forty minutes.

The gome wolcc.

LANNEN: It's just n volce. What do you go by,volces, bud?
Besides, Chief, 1like I told you -- ask anybedy. It's
not my line. Guns ares WAy ahead of me, Way nhend,

BRTHKMAN = You're so right., It's not your line =-- guns. aAnd
that's what I couldn't figure all alcng. You ztepped
out of your line. You went tmto mnother ling that you
didn't belong in. (FLAT) Here's the gun.

r
KALLEN: (EXCITED) Where d1d you get thls 7&%,&,
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BRINKMAN:

LANNEN:

BRINKMAN:

LANNEN:

BRINKMAR :

(MUSIC:

T

_23 -

Only » guy whe doesn't know about guns would do what
he did, Where do you Jknk I found this gun? In the
water tank in the bpathroom 1n his room, registered in
his name.

You're a 1liar,

And wo found the car too. Parked in a parking loi,
just 1like that, iIn Havana. Blood stains all over the
floor and fingerprints all over the car.

ft's a frame. The whole thing is 3 frome.

You ought t3 be able to do better than that, A frame!
Look, you tried a new way o Workx --- 2 nevw MmM.o.,
Iarnen. Bu: it waen't in your line. You're no

et . PR~
gunman, Leya— ey M e e e T B e T e gy ]

e

talked too much to Roeder about one of these details.

Maybe the dsal you pulled 1n Pg@pia“ﬁhﬁre you wzlked

o+

-

off with =iz thougggﬂﬂbﬂggg. And maybe Raeder was

o

squcezingyycﬁ*é 1ittle. That's wherc you macde your .
.-,*-""“"'V N i.,.v ':._

el miataka.  You. 2oheaanon A good gunman ﬂé%é?

Shoohs S Eon -l eeoremiigwdy have planned 1t better,
He'd hove picked out a time and the place to do it --
not with o hitchhiker arcund =-- but when he wos 2lone.
You shot him twice (a gunman .wouldn't have done that).
iné missed Snyer (he wouldn't have done that either.)
As long ag you stayed in your line, you were ckiy
fannen. But when you stepped out of jour m.o.

you came tc the end of the linc....

— o Rn — o —
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CHAPPELL: In just o moment w¢ will rend you 2 telegram from

0.F., Brinkman of the Peoria Illinols Jeurnal with

the f£incl outcome of tonight's Big Story.
(MusIC: SPENET

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL )
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

IARRICE::

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1711

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

A =

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~ THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~
guard against throat-scratehl (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELT 1ZLL'S greater length of treditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke furthelT....

Filters the smoke and nakes it mild.

puf? by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MPLL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoxe 1is filtered
further than that of any pther leading cigarette.
oreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, FELL
MELL still gives you & longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard against

throat-scratch, ¥eS, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give

you & smoothness, mildnegs and sgtisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.

So, don't 1et throat-seratch speil your suoking
enjoyment.

Guard czainst throat-scratechl

Enjoy smooth amoking.

ask for the longer, finer cigarctte in the

distinzuished red package -~ PELL ¥ELL FANMOUS
CIGARRITAS - noutstandingi®

And - they are mild!
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(MUSIC:

e T — — -

CEAFPPELL:

BRIVKMAN:

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

{MUsICs

_2"5_

Now we read you that telegram from 0,F. Brinkmsn of the
Psoria, Illinols Journal,
Killer in tonight's Big Stgry attempted defense by

PO g Py
saying confession was wodvben Trom him by force. Judge
and jury thought otherwise. He recelved 45 years a8t
Jollet Prison., My sincere appreciation for tonight's
PELL MELL Award.
Thank you, My, Bripkman ... the makers of PELL MELL'S
FAMOUS CIGARETTIES are proud to present you the
PELL MELL $500 Award for notable service in the field
of journalism,
Listen again next week, same tlme, same gtation, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another
BIG STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the
Younzstown Onlo Vindleator -- By - iirne, B111 griffith,
A BIG STORY about & shot gun, & fatal aceident and a

reporter whe couldn't believe what he was told.

._.._..-...-..—..__...—......—_.-.__._..—...-._....-—
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CHATPELL:
|

(M13IC:

CHAPPELL:

10UISE /PEDDY
6/22/50

am

~Dm

THE BIG STORY is produced by Rernard J. Frockter

with musie by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program
was adapted by Arnold Perl from an actual story from
the front pages of the Peoria Illinols Journal. Your
rerrator was Bob S1oane, and Luis Van Rooten played
the part pl O.F. Brinkman. In order to protect the-
names of people actually involved In tonight's
authentic BIG STORY, the names of a1l characters in the
dramatization wWerc changed with the exception of the
rogporter, Mr. Brinkman.

This progran 1s reard by momebers of the Armed Forces
averseas, tkrouzh the racilities of the Arred Forces
Badio Service.

This is Frnest Chappell speaking for the makers of
PELL MELL FAMQUS CIGARETTES.

THIS IS5 NBC eeava. THE MATIONAL RROADCASTING COMPANY .
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THE, BIG STCORY

PROGRAM # 172
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1920

ATKOT 0171171




NRC & NET THE FIG STORY #172

{ ) )
10:00 - 10:80 PM JULY 12, 1950 WEDNESDAY

BE111l Griffith: Youngstovn Vindicator: Youngstown, Ohio.

Prepared by Slgmund Miller.

CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES prosent....THE BIG STORY !
(MUsICc: . .. FANFARE)_

(SHOT, FROM SHOTGUM, LOUDBST BLAST POSSIELE )
HODGE : (IN TERROR, HARSH, DEEP GUTTURAL) Awmy--==" y--~ What

have I done? Amy--¥u...n

( RONNING: FOQTSTEES 5 DOOR OFENS)

GOULD: T heard & shot sgir---

HODGE : (BESTIES EIMSZLF) What have I done - Oh what have 1 done--
GOULD: Wrat's the matter sir?

HODGE * My wife ...eves eeaee lOOK

GOULD: {AFTER A 1LONG PAUSE - VERY SUBDUED) Shall I cell the

police, Mr. Hodge.

HODG :E Yed.ievans , Is-Is she deaad?

GOULD: ghe must have died i{nstantly - the =hot plew *1alf her
head off.

(USIC: _ _ UP_AWD UNDER)

CHAPPELL: THE BIG STCRY., Here 1is smerical It's sound and 1ts
fury, ite joy and its gsoprow as jalthfully reported by

the men and women of the great Awerican newspapers.

(FLAT) Youngstown Ohio. From the pages of the Younggtown

vindicator the story of 2 reporter who mads a hunch
1’_'." I ’,(’ L
pay off - Tonight § O PRI it Griffith of the
Youngstown Vindicator for hls sensational BIG STORY,
goes the EELL MELL AWIRD.
{MUSIC: _ | -RRERES

(COMMERCIAL)

ATHOT 017/1172



'THE BIG STORY -p-

PROGRAM #172

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

{(MUSIC:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT=~SCRATCH (EFFECT} =- THROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT)

THROAT ~SCRATCH  (EFFECT)
Guard ageinst throatw-seratch! { EFFECT)
Fnjoy smooth smoking!

PRLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the amoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild,

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff FELL MELL amoke 1s filtered further
than that of any other leading cigarstte. Moreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL st111l gives
you a longer, netural filter of traditionally fine
tokaccos - Lo guesrd epainst throat-scratch, Yes, PELL

MELL'S Tine tobaccos glve you & smoothness, mildness and

satisfection no other cigarette offers you.

Don!t let throat-scratch spoil your smoking en joyment,
Guard ageinst throat -scratch!

Enjoy gmooth smoking!

psk for the longer, finer clgaretie in the distinguished
rod package - PELL MELL FANOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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BILL:
JOHN:
BILl.:
JOHN:

BILL:

J OHN:

BILL:

J CHN:

BILL:
(MUSIC:

-— A = T —

INTRC AND UNDE )
Youngstown, Ohlo ... the story as it actually happened
Bill Griffithts story as he lived i%.

UP AND UNDER)

Bill Griffith, reporter on the Youngstown Vindicator,

as you leave your home thet morning late in October,

You hurry to ycur office, not hecause youlre late butxﬁi
you know there's a hot story waiting, made TO order for
you ~ the blg jewelry store robbery downtown, But you
never get to that Jjob because there's something else
that happened., It's so pig that the boss himself is in
your office walting for you----

{(WITH SURPRISE) Hiya John-=-<

Don't take your hat and ccat off]

Okay - I'1ll get right over. Did they get much ---

Tim not putting you on the jewelry job. Lawson'ts

going to cover 1t,

Why Lawson?

vou heard of Clive Hodge?

He's the big mining millionalre = what's the metter with

nim? //n

Nothing with him, It's his wife “5ust blew her head

off mccidentally. Get down there fast, I'll try to hold

the Blue edition until T hear from you,

e — e
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NARR:

HODGE:

BROMLEY:

HODGE:

BROMLEY:
HODGE:

— e — —

-4

When you get to the Hodge mansion, Gould, the
secretary, suave and courteous shows you into the huge
1ibrary., There you sce Detective Bromley and & couple
of his men sitting around and listenlng to Mr. Hodge.
Youlve seen Mr. Hodge many times - but never like this,
He 13 slumped In his chalr tortured and dazed, He keeps
ghaking his head 1In horror, &8 if trying to shakeqthe-
remembrance avay. }ff,,w" ia'“ |
(WEAK, BROKEN VOICE) It was after dinner "~ Amy vas
resting on the love seat - she hadn't been feeling well
- herdly ate her dinner-

How did you happen to have & shotgun In the library,
Mr. Hodge?

Ve were nearly robbed the nighgﬁbgfore - T had an old
shotgun in the storehouse, T Eéékgit for protection -
T dontt know why I did that - I never shot this gun -
or any gun for that matter---

Go on.

She fell asleep on the crair - she looked so
uncomfortable, T declded to wake her up - get her to go
to her room. --I prodded her with the gun- (LOWG PAUSE,
BAER=2oBy Tt went off--I never even dreamed it was
loaded~-~-

How far was the gun from her head?

About ten inches at most - it was the most awful Thing---
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You look around the room, Bill Griffith- beautifully
furnished, clean. You look at the love seat, &
large brown stalin on the side of 1t and on the rug.
some one hed already tried to clean it, 8Since the
aceldent someone had been in this room ¢cleaning it up -
even the ash trays, You wonder what vas the hurry?
You get up and think maybe you can look around the
mansion, maybe talk to & couple of the gservants--

Where ars you going sly? )
Just looking around,ﬁﬁ?. T

On=--
Any ohjections?

on no sir. Go ahead and lock all you like,

(MIDDLE AGED) Mo sir, they got along fine, It was

always darling and dearle and honey. Theylve been on a
N\

perpetual honeymoon for ten years. Mister, you're

looking for somsthing that tsnft there.

(YoUNG) (TALKATIVE) To tell you the truth, T won't lie
to you - they did have one svat. That was two yesars

ago less'n three weelks, shout two months after I came
here. Mr., Hodpe was real conslderate of her not llke’
some of the men that walk eround these days. He made up
to her., When they were alone in their room, he glve her
e pearl nocklace and kiss her behind the ear--I1 couldn't
hear what they said but -- (3TOPS HERSELF) They always

got slong swell--=
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CARDENER I never saw them quarrel but thenAI;nevar did see them
much, Lucy could tell you more. 8he was poor Mrs.
Hodge's mald.

BILL: (EAGERIE? Where. can I find her? P

- . AL .t .
&'r/} ‘;""'r ool -—/ AL S . / Sl J{,-r;",?,li_'_,,,a.r_.

GARDENER:  She 4ee tei—goths momsme— ' | -

BILL: W
GARDENER: I don't lmow. DBut she gave me her/gdd gss so that I

could send her things to hepﬁfrf/éot it right here 1in

g
ny poclkef-~- _ff“/
/’/v
BILL: I'd be very chllged 1f you gave 1t to me--
GARDENER:  Here it 153
{RUSTLE OF PAPER)

__lt's twn sV 1y deicaa

(MUSIC:_ _ _ WASHES_OVER HIS SPEECH, UP_AND_OUT)

(BELL RINGS, DOOR OPENS)
1JCY: {YOUNG WOMAN} Yes sir?
BILL: Miss Lucy, Itm Bill Grifflth from the Youngstown

Vindicator-May I come in?

1ucY: curg--
L Dpuﬂ CLOSES) L
RILL: g ﬁ terrible accident wasn't 1t?
LGCY: It was horrible,
BILL: Why were you dlscharged so soon?
LuGcY: T don't lmow., Mr. Gould gave me two weeks salery and

told me there was no nsed for my services.

BILL: WMWHWWWW
IUCY: J—GordRTee;

BILL: How did Mr. Hodge and his wife get along?

LUCY: ot too good.

BILLs D14 they quarrel?

RTHOT 017117
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CY:
BILLs

LUcCY:

BPILd.:
IUCY:

BILL:

LUCYs

BILL:

LOCY:

BILL:
LUCY:
BILL:

IJCY

BILL:

LUCY:

-7~

No, But he didn't 1ike her Adetebdey

(UP) He didnt't? ... How do you know?

Well, I - I dontt want to get mixed up In this, T

have nothing more to do with Mr, Hodge - and I1'd rather
forget the whole terrible business,

Did you like Mrs. Hodge?

ahe was very nilce and sveetb to me. Always gave me & fevw
extre dollars above my salary. He's an old skinflint,
he 1is.

Wouldn't you want to help wer=in case it wvasnit -- an
sceldent?

{SHOCXED) You thnink he ===

T dontt know, I'm trylng te find out, -- Why didn't he
1ike his wife?

{TROUBLE, UNSURE OF THE WISDOM OF TELLING) Well - he had
- a friend,

p girl friend?

Y-yeg=-—=

What's her name?

Tt1s - it's lMadge Kerry, 1ives over in Bellerocse, Ho--

ssed_te~spendTIMe With her when he Fent ofT “on his Dhcey——
bus inestrripe

pid Mrs. Hodge know about her?

Yes, but she never let on. .ﬁ;a:Hodge wES & Very unhappy
woran. She once told me thet if anything ever happenz/_.
to her for me to look pohind the Roualt ~ I never knew

yhat she meant by that.
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BILL:

CORONER:

BILL:
CORONER :

BILL:
COROWNZR:

BILL:

CORCNER:
BILLs
CORONER :

AR - -

JOHN:

4 ~8-
tid )
Rouzlt mes 2 painter. BShe probably_has one of hils

pictures hanging in her room, It would bé “very.

interesting to mow what's behind that picture!l

—_— mnr e I M T T e e e e e e

Now you have a fistful of leads, Bill Griffith, but
youlre not ready to go back to the office - not yet.

You want Lo haove & look at thea body.

Itm sorry Bil1ll but I got instructions not to let anyone
look &t the body, Mr., Hodgel!s orders.

Why?

He doesn't want anyone to see her the woy she is. Can't
hiame him ~ that shotgun makes an ugly mess,

okay. Just tell me where the powder marks are.

Powder marks? There aren't any.

( IMPATIENTLY) There must be!l The gun went off ten inches

from her head,

" I'm telling vyou there are no powder morks,

(EXCITEDLY) Are you sure?

Look here Bill, I've been a coroner and a mortician
for a long time. I work with the police, I kmow
sbout these things, I'm telling you there arentt any
powder burns, I'm telling you absolutelyld

Up, LIVELY AND QUT)

(IRKED) What the devil happened to you, B111?

am I too late for the blue edition, Boss?

We put that to bed an heur ago., What did you get?

Boss, the story was too good, the house 1s too clean,
everything's too perfect for my taste - so I dld & little
snooping.,

And---
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J OH:
BILL:

BILL:
CLIFF:
BILL:
CLIFF:
BILL:
CLIFF:.

BILL:

-9-
And now I'm 8 mmgpede wilser moin - I don't know &ll the
answers but I certalnly plcked up a lot of gquestlons
that should be answered.
Iike what -
There'!s only one thing £it to print right now and that 1s
vhy are there no powder burns Oon Mrs., Hodge since tha gun
went off ten inches away. Itts just not possible, Let's
koep on asking that question femmsd and I have a hunch

wetll come up with the enswer -

But even though the vindicetor hammered away for days on
the absence of powdcr merks, the police decilde that 1t was
sceldental homiclds, But you, Bill Griffith, eren't
gntisfied with thils decisilon, You go ahead vith your
1nvestigations and make som phone calls, You try to see
SR T e

¥adge Kerry but she 1s away'for the weskend. You try to
get into the Hodge mansion to take & loolk at the Rousalt
peinting but Mr. Gould anuldalm let you get further than
the front door. You're getting rowhere fast until onse of
your phane calls pays off,

( PHONZ RINGS)
Yes®
(OW FILTER THROUGHCUT SCENE) Bill, this is Cliff,
( EAGERLY) Hiya CLliff - got anything for me? _
Plenty.c{!%f:-x,u s L,:J( {( P /—Jf,ﬁﬁffi ”/~" YRR
spill., ,.ML
Clive Hodge insured hils wife 1n New York about a year ago

for fifteen.

Fifteen thousand?
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BILL:

CLIFF:

BILL:

(MIsIC:

BILL:

GOULD:

BILL:

GOULD:

._10_
But thet's not the half of {t, He put in & claim for the
dough two days after her death,
Isntt that & loving husband---
Donlt go away yet. He even went to the trouble of
claiming and collecting & hundred dollar burial fund
tecause hils wife was once & government nurse, TGl

B
i 2 PR C-Y
MIIL& o e} D= B0 L S Tt _

NOTHROT B e Lo oGl i b thas S b LRl iae

You know what - I'm beginning te have a fesling that Mr.
Hodge didn't 1ilke his wife at alll |

( PHONE RINGS)
Yas?
(ON FILTER THROUGHCUT THIS SCENF) (SOPT-SPOKEN) Am I
spealking to Mr, Griffithe?
Yez, who is this?
T em Mr. Gould, secretary to Mr, Hodge.
Oh yes== /. ff”:/ 7
Would you oblige me by coming dowrn to séee me at ﬁour
earliest convenlence?
Okay - I cen come down this afternoon,

Thank you, Metll be walting for you.

“Eper, Nr. Griffith, is the only thing that ig

this tragedy alive. It hed b forgotten

wewer vefll qult---BY the way

9*heen very 111 since this aceident and coﬁf to his
-bed. .
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BILL:
GOULD:
BILL:
GOULD:
BILL:

GoUuLD:

HODGE:

BILL:
HODGE:

BILL:

HODGE:
BILL:
HODGE:
BILL:

HODGE :
BILL:
HODGE:
BILL:

HODGE:

.-11_
Bould . L Sppl-bertrtnt oy B N I T s i

Tf there is anything you want to ﬁiﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁ&&tcan ank me,

I'é yather talk to him,

Tim sorry but thatts ou the question,

Okey =~ I'11 be on 'ﬁﬁay-—

I see thaiﬂgaﬁ dont't believe me, I don't went you to g0
away.ﬁﬁtﬁ a feeling of mistrust, Come this way--

_/x” (POOTSTEFS UP THE STATIRS, DOOR OFENS)

- {DOOR OPENS)
(LOW VOICE) Come on in Mr. Griffith,

(FOOTSTEPS)

s

/ zpuﬁfpaper has been on & crusage against me, 1 suppose

It s0rny.-Lo hnu9_;g_ﬁpge*qewggu—ﬁn&&-usynnsa

<heils., Q'” » g‘ﬁ."’».%ﬂi-gaﬁ /-’1 : ?1 iC .
.f”-!,; ".

1t makes good copy for your reeders -

We'lre merely asking that someone answer the question
we'lre asking,

Tou mean about the lack of powder burns,

That 's right.

I wish I knew the answver.

Thepe are a couple of other questions that have heen
bothering us -

It1l be glazd to answer any question at all,

vou're a close friend of Madge Kerry, aren't you?
(SHARPLY) Who told you that?

Wnat difference does 1t malce,

T wnow her slightly-- that's all.
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BILL:

HORGE:

BILL:

HODGES

BILL:

HODGE:

— o e

=12~
It seems strange that you should buy her & new
automobile - if you know her slightly---
That - that was just s business deal---=
You also applied for collectlon on your wifels Insurance

two days after her fatal accident,

(BEGINNING TO GET ANGRY, RES~8I0R-TOICE WTSEPTENTRINGS-
My buslness mapager - he probably took care of that -

T had nc idea he made application 80 soon==<

You &lso collected & hundred dollars burial fund three
days after her death. It's hard for aome of the people
in my office to consider that an act of deep mourning,
(LOSING HIS TEMPER) Mr, oriffith - I don't care what
your paper thinks, If necessary, I'11 put a stop to
these ugly storles - I can do it too. You go back to
your edltor and tell him, I'11 break your paper if he
doesn't leave me alone, Now get out of hers.
STORMY UP AND UNDER) o

D LT A
On your way out, you pass Anmy Hodge's rgom, , He+e—slightly

ejar. The Rouslt = the pailnting! You step carefully
into the room, Bill Griffith - and close the door -
(SOUND OF DOOR CLOSTNG SOFTLY}
You look on the wells - there 1¢ is) the Roualt painting,
You have to stand on a chalr to get at it -
( SOUND OF CHAIR BEING MOVED )
You take the pleture off the hook
(sOUND OF WIRE ON NAIL)
And you look behind 1t. There's a pilece of paper stuck
into the vack of the frame, You take the paper-

(RUSTLE OF PAPER) (DOOR OPENS SHARPLY)
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HODGE: (HARSHLY) What are you doing here?

Yy
BILL: 1 - ep was just admiring - your plotures 1rh . f’£f~c
oLy You wers snooping-- :
HODGE: Didn't I tell you to get outl
BILL: T was on my way out - when I er saw this plcture---
HODGE: Befare I throw you out, hand me that paper in;wuurﬂhEnE?
BILL: Yol S RO R BTV cm=ivaeaichal sl TrriTeY QMW
. P -’ff‘)- q,.;_' /
HODGE (COLD AND DEADLY) That paper! /Zh,;””ﬁga,;;f
BILL: T found it by aceident behind the painting It reads:
"y afrald of my husband --a woman‘s handwriti?g----
/z?/ a0 Syl
HODGE:: vou've not leeving here! fagnﬁa, a1l the police, =%
L ” u

v&ﬁ%—hém-arrasted for breaking into my wife’s room,
Fhono—themrrow:

GOULIY Ve T

(SOUND OF DIALLING)

BILL: ¥bn=pl&¥u££—uéﬁy—hald; My, Hodge but don't depend on that
good conduct pibbon the pollice gave you, They might take
1t away, I know youtre & powerful ran around these
rarts, but so is the Vindlcator. Tt usually lives Uup to
i1ts rome - &venge injustice. If you'lre guilty, Wil it -
D acacaaa ] Belleve me, we'll find you out!

(MuSIC CURTAIN TO)

_.....,..-.....—..—.—.___....

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #172
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MIDDLE COMMERCIAL:

{MusIC:

T -

HARRICE:

CHATPELL:

HARRICE:

. CEEPPELL:

BARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICT:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

Guard against throat-goratehl (EFFECT )

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
topaccos travels the smoke further..

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're alwaye ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke i3 filtered
further than that of any other leading clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17 PELL MELL
gtill gives you & longer, natural filter of fine
tobacgos - Lo guard against throat-scratch.

For PELL MELL'S greater 1lengih travels the smoke further
on its way to your throat - filters it mnaturally
through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow
tobaccos - guards against throat-scraten.

Yes, PELL MELL'® fine tobaccos give you a smoothness,

mildnesg and satisfaction no other cigarette offers

you, Guard against throat-scrateh!

Injoy smooth smoking!

ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the
dietinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
'

CIGARETTES - ngugstanding!’

And - they are miid!
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HARRICE:

NARR:

MADGE:

BILL:

MADGE:
BILL:
MADGE:
BiLL:
MADGE:
BILL:
MADGE:

BILL:

_15—

This 1s Cy Harrice veturning you to your narrator..and
the Big Story of 8111 Griffith...as he lived it...and
wrote it....
You, Bill Griffith, reporter for the Youngetoun
vipdicator are nov atanding 1n the nadroom of the late
Amy Hodgs. Her huaband has just called the pollce
in what you think 1s 2 hold bluff. When they arrive
Hodge tells them the entire truth, how he invitsd you,
how you violated his hospitality. and then he glves
them the note you found behind the painting. He i3
so straighfcrvard about it, that you begin to have
doubts about your convictionz. The police let you g0
tut they don't like your meddling and they tsll yeu
eo in no uncertain terms. - And now you have one lead
left ~ Madge Kerry, Mr. Hodge 's girl friend.

(BELL RINGS)
(OFF) Who 1= 1t?
William Griffith.

(DOOR OPENS )
(IN FULL) What do you want?
1'd 1ike to speak to you, Miss Kerry.
What about?
i'm a reporter.
Wwnat do you want to sege me about?
spout My, Hodge. You know him very well, don't you?
What business is that of yours?
(GETTING TOUGH) MWiss Kerry, I can print what I think

or I can print what you £t£1l1 me. I think you would be
better off i you ansuered a fev guestions.
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MADGE:
BILL:
MADGE?:
BILL:
MADGE!
BILL:
MADGE:
BILL:

MADGE

BILL:

MADGE:
BILL:
AOGE:
BILL:

MADGE:

VESEY:
BILL:

e

-16-
What are you dregging me 1nto this for?
you're a good friend of Mr. Hodge, nren't you?
Yes.,
VYery good en?
(DEFIANTLY) Yes - VeI¥ good.
vou love each other, donft you?
(SHARPLY) Of course not - he's o married mand
Why did he buy you that car?
3egeause he likes me = wetre good friends - can't you
understand that?
No, I can't, T can't understand a young pretty woman
1ike yourself being euch o close friend of o man in
Lis fiftics.
Youdre. e King insinuations?
You were seen kissing him.
(SHAR?LY) Thatts o lie!l
T can prove it.
Well, T might have kissed him once = in\friendship -
nothing clse just friendship., Now please get your
foot ount of the door = 1 have nothing else to say to
youl
(DOOR SLANS)
IN JUST AS_SHARPLY UP AND UNDER)

you didn't get very Far with her Bill griffith. And
now you hove nothing else left to go on. You go back
o your office planning to give this case up. But
therele gfomeone waiting for you =-=-

Hiya Bill - remember me?

Wnhy Ed Vesey - what brings you here? 1 haven'!t secn
you in months.
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VESEY:

BILL:

VESEY!

BILL:
VESEY:
BILL:

YISEY !

BILL:

VESEY:

(MUSIC:

FROSECUTOR:

BILL:

.. g
! A Pl
SElARS

o S . ~17-

Itve been reéding your articles on the Hodge case. I
think you'lre quite right about it. There ahould have
becn powder burns on the body.

(WEARILY) Yes I know - put it hasntt gotten me anywherc.
Laok = I have just talked to the coroncel = he swWears
thot there were 1o powder burns. As_a_halliﬁjigﬁ_axpanhauf:
I am guite willing to testify thot the shot eould not
nave been made at ten inches without leaving burns.

You arc, 5d?

1 am.

(JITH GREAT RESPECT) Why that's terrificl

T also took the trouble to go oveT the coroner's repo’i.
The groat orea of the wound conld not possibly have bech:
made by & shot fired at ten or 15 inches awdy. It had
to be o 1ot further than that, W .
(FACITTDLY )—Hi—yeu cani}féve gnot B4%. T think we con gEF
the ncw prosecutor to reopen the €&sC.

1f you willféﬁmc down to the Culver valley Hunting Club

I can demonsirate it to gveryone's gntisfaction -

Look Bili - I've only been prosecutor for & short time -
The case 1s of ficinlly cloced, The verdict 1s

accidental homicide. Why should we reopen it now?

Ttye gotﬁﬁi;é géasons why this caseé should be reopened.,

one of them 18 this sworn stotement by Mr. Vesey - 2

pallistic expert. Take o lock at this.
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PROSECUTOR!

BILL:

PROSECUTOR:

BILL:

PROSECUTOR!

BILL:

PROSECUTOR:
BILL:
PROSECUTOR:

BILL:

- 17 A -

(RUSTLE OF PAPER)
(LFTER A PAUSE A4S HE READS) Yell, suppose it wasn't
fired at ten inches what difference does & few nore
inches either Woy make.
(HEATEDLY) The difference Was more than a few
incnes. This means that Mr. Hodge w2s 1lying. It
means that he wasn't prodding his wife with the gun
to awoken her. It means thot he Was far enough
auny to toke aim - and murder hoer?
(IMPRASSED)  You say thet Mr, Vesey can prove 1t?
ves, Hets willing to conduct ¢ series of tests
down ~t the Culver Ynlley Hunting Cilub,
A1l rieght, I'm willing to be shown.
T-a&wuyswthoaght_yauldmmakemthe«best"prcSécuftng
ajtornaymin_ihe:naunﬁyg

Gui—that-ouSy —¥eﬂ~haé—be%terwée}&verm%he-anoaﬂs.

There!s one more thing.
1ike what?
114 1like you to ~sk Mr, Hodge to come down,.

N
N

-
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FROSECUTOR:

BILL:

(MysIC:

NARR:

PROSECUTOR:

HODGE:
PROSECUTCR:
VESEY:

PROSECUTOCR:
HODG=:

RODGE:

~18~
.,/,-'"_‘.-"n

.
T have a hunch ne will. sHe—trer—ho-prer-thepame

bodty.

, . / &
p f-_‘,‘f - J""’-\--L.

He'1l never do 1t. fvgiﬁf,i,dl1¢;~

-—-_.__-.».—-—__—_—-..-————-—-—_

Two dayg later everyone involved in this case assembled
at the Culver Valley Hunting Club, in ths target room.
ind as you had expected, Bill Griffith, Mr. Hodge and
his secretary Mr, Gould are present, WMr. Hodge
geems calm - he even nods pleazantly to jyou wh&n you
happen to catch each other's eye, The atmosphere is
more like a collcege
a man's 1ife hangs in the balance.

I want to thank you Mr. Hodge for belng =0 cooperative.
Mr. Prosect>or, 1 am as anxious as I hope all of you
are, to get this tragedy clearsd up once and for all.
Let's procegd and get this finished as fast ag Wo can.
Go ahead Mr., Vesey.

Gentlermen, I have here the same shotgun which caused
the fatal accidcnt to Mrs, Hodge .

T3 that the gun Mr. Hodge?

T suppose so - Ifm not familiar with guns. I guesz 1L

iz.

e g
It's loaded. Mr. Hodge said thed ne “bopped o
on-the—pititew. and it went off. Isn't that =o, Mr.
Hodge?
It 1=z szo.

BTHGT Q171190
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VESEY:

HODGE:

BILL:

VESEY:

[N

PROSECUTOR:

VESEY:

_19_

I'm going to take the same gup and pound it on the floor.

(sD OF GUN POUNDING ON HARD FLOOR)
And now I'm golng to hammer 1t and knock 1t - itts
facing me you notlce - 1f it goes off, the shell will
hit me --

{GUW HAMMERING AND KNOCKING ON THE FLOOR )
As you see the shotgun dld not go off. I wasn't belng
dramatlic by polnting it at me, I did this only to prove
thet this gun can't possibly go of f unless you pPress
the trigger and press it hard!
(CALMLY) You might do that once too often. You ¢&n
hammer it on the floor, & thousand times and it won't
go off. The thousand and first time it might fire.
Do you Mr. Vesey congider 1t an impossibllity that it
could go off without pulling the trigger.
Nothing is impessible Mr. Griffith but it i1s so
unlikely that T was quite willing - as you saw - to
pqigt th? gun at myself while pounding and hammering 1t.
Dé &bﬁﬁhéke any other tests, Mr. Vesey?
T have brought here & Coeshdy slaughtered pig. I'm going
to fire the shot gun at 1t from = ten inch distance.
Will you people move to this side --

(FOOTSTEPS )
Thank you.

(BLAST OF SHOT GHEN)
Notice that the hole in the body of this plg 18 no
bigger that than the stze of the shell - & half inch
in dismeter. Notice the .povder marks around the woubd.
Notice the waddings around the shell have followed the

shell into the wound. Is the coronér here?
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7 CORONER: Yes. ﬂ
- VESEY: was there any waddlng of the shell In the wound thab
killed HfS. Hodge .
CORONER: No - there wesn't -
PROSECUT: Do you want;$p $§?nggﬁping, Mr. Hodge?

HODCE: Yes, indeed./.llﬁbuid.mefely 1ike to say that I had no

1dea there was goling to be an accident and I didn't
measure the distance the gun was from her head. It
might heve been more Or lesg. I was 5Q dazed by what

Ihappened that my sense of distance might gaslly have
pbeen distortsd.

VESEY: That'!s very true. But I haven't finished this
experiment. TPlease 1let me go on.

PROSECUT: Go head.

VESEY : The shell of 2 shob gun is different from 2 rifle
bullet. A bullet makes the same hole no mattsr what
the dlstance, but 2 shell hole 1s larger the further
the weapon is from the target. The shot apreads. Novw
I will fire the shot gap at & distance of three feet,
from target.

(BLAST OF GUN)
The wound is now much bigger as you can 8s€, a little
blgger than & ailver dollaf. T would now llke to B3X

the coroner & question.

CORONER: YTes?

VESEY: Tpe wqgnd that killed Mrs. Holdge Was bigger than &
:;éé;;aoilar vasn't 1t?

CORONER: Yes - much blgger.
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' BILL:

CORONER ¢
VEIEY:
HODGE ¢
VESEY:

HODGOE:

VESEY:

PROSECUT:

HODGE:

VE3EY !

HODGE

VESEY:

HODGE:
PROSECUT:

i
/
’

L
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If I'm not mistaken, according to your report the wound
was sbout three by two inches or roughly gbout the slze
of & closed fist.

That's about the size, Mr. Griffith.

{ will now fire the shot gun -

(BREAKING IN, HE I8 NERVOUS NOW) I - I don't kXnow what
you expect to prove by thaet --

If you willl allow me to finish, 1111 point out to 81l of
you the signiflcance gl ==

(INTERRUPTING AGAIN, SWEATING) This experiment seems
most unfalr to me - Very pre judiclal against me -
Allow me to fipnish please -~

wait a moment - why do you think it's pre judiclal,
&r._deg%?

ﬁe’éufiging 1nto & dead body - there's a great
difference between the resistance of & dead body and

a live ons. The size of the wound would therefors be
very different.

There is & difference but so small es not to be
measurable. FOU all intents and purposes, the shell
makes the same size hole to the naged eye, in & live
or dead body.

I refuse to sccept thils.

We can carry onh the same experiment with a live animal.
If necessary. But I deplore the annecessary use of
s1aughter to prove -~ _

I object to these experiments --

(QUIETLY BUT FIRMLY) Mr. Vesey, you may coptinue with

this experiment.

ATHOT 0171183




-
gun from & distance of eight feet.

(BLAST OF SHOT GUN)
Notice the wound - about tho size of my elosed fist ...

. . - 22 -
o ) VESEY: Thank you, Mr., Prosecutor. == T will now fire the shot
| _ about the same size as the wound that killed Mrs. Hodge.
|

- HODGE: This is a ridiculous experiment!
VESEY: The coronor can easily verify thnt this was the size ¥
" tho =

TODGE: (VIOLENTLY) I object to the whole proccdure!
PROSECUT:  Gorener - S

CORONER: (LOW) Yes ~ that was about the size.

VESEY: The shot was fired at Mrs. Hodge from a distance of

- eight feoet which meant that he took delibercte aim.

There can be no other vossible explanaticn.
-H ¥ W
BILL: World vou like to comment on this, Mr. Hodge?
ODGE: (FRANTIC) The whole thing is a liel griffith - your

newspapers are just trying to meke 2 lurid story out
of this trogic accident,

PROSECUT: Do you have anything else t0 S2Y, Mr. Hodge?

HODGE: (THROWING HIS CALM TO THE WINDS) I'm innocent - I loved
ny wife - We never quarrelled - I wouldn't kill her -

1 wouldn't harm & hair of her hend - I loved her -

BILL: Mr. Hodge, we Know about Madge Kerry.
T HODGE: So what.
BILL: We xnow cpoub the note which I found behind the Roualt.
HODGE: Tha+t doesn't prove anything. My wife was eccentric.
BILL: You insurcd your wife a year ago for 419,000 and put in
h 4 cloim for the money two days after hepr death.
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BILL:

HODGI:

BILL:

HODGE:

- 22 A -

T told you, mf/;géﬁf'&ia.tﬁﬁtil.

You even collected o nundred dollar burial fund

on your wife three days after her death.

I don't sce waat all this nas to do with the situstion.
T think the combination of 2ll those things adds up

to a motive and cortainly this demonstration has
proved that....

T tell vou I didntt kill her!
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VE3IEY:

HODGE:
VESEY:

HODGE:

PROSECUT:

CORORER:
VESEY :

BILL:
HODGE:

PROSECUT:

HODGE:

LB

ou, Mr. Prosecutor. -= I will nov fird the

Thank

shot gin from a dlstance of eight feet.

(BLAST OF SHOT GUN )

M™is is a\ridiculous experiment!

The corone 1g was the size of

can easlly verify that
the --

(VIOLENTLY) 1} object to the wh;ﬁg procedure!
Corcner -

(LOW) Yes =- thal was about_ﬁ%ﬁ gize.

The shot was fired at Mrsy Hodge from a distance of

eight feet which m ntzg%at he took dellberate aim.
There can be no othe '%ossible explanation.
(B1G HUBUB gyé OWN )

Would you 1ike tgicommen on this, Mr. Hodge?
(FRANTLC) The gﬁgle thing D & lie! Griffith - your
newspapers aye just tryilng to ake a lurid story oub
of this trdgic accident.
Do you éve anything else to say, My, Hodge?

(THROWANG HIS CALM TO THE WINDS) I'm ixnocent - I loved
myizkfe . 4= never quarrelled - I wouldnit k11l her -

T wouldn't harm a halr of her head ﬁ»g_lgvedaggf --

-

PROSECUT:

{MUSIC:

{CUTTING IN, FIRM BUT DECISIVE) I'm sorry, Mr. Hodge .
The stete now conslders you upder suspiclon of the
murder of your wife. Amy Hodge. - You are now unhder

arrest!
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CHAPPELL: In just & moment we will read you a telegram from

B111 Griffith of the Youngstown Vipdicator with the

final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(MUSIC: HPING.)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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MUSIC:. _ .

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
“YAPPELL:

JI.'E L‘KRHICE H
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STCRY
PROGRAM #172

CLOSING COMMERCTAL

Al

_ (BEATND)

At ioa e —

THROAT~SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)

Injoy smooth smoking!

PELL HELL'S greater length of tpaditionally fine
tobaceas travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
¥* L. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered
furthaer than that of any other leading cigaretic.
Morcover, after 5 puffs, of 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MELL still glves you & longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tohaccos = to guard against
tnroat-seratch., Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give

you a smeothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

clzarette offers ou.

So, dor't letd throat-seratch spoil your smeking
enjoyaent.

guard against throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the lonfgr, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETITES - toutstanding!®

And - they are mild!l
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CHAPPELL:

GRIFFITH:

CHAPPELL:

Now we rcad you that telegram fpom Bill Briffith of

the Youngstown Vindicator.

Suspect in tonight's big story was brought to trial.

His suavity and polish and his calm demeanor did not
fool the jury. He was found guilty of murder and
gentenced to 1ife imprisonment Iin the Ohio Penitentlary.
-- Many thanks for tonight's FELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr. Griffith...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award for notable service in the fleld of journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present anotrer BIG
STORY - & BIG 3TORY from the front pages of ths Memphls,
Tenn. Press Scimitar -- by-line, Hal Wilsobh. A BIG
STORY about & truck driver who on one short trip met

a beautiful girl and -- death!
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CHAPPELL:

- 25 -
THE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter wlth
music by viadimir gelinsky, Tonight's program Was
adapted by Sigmund Miller from an actual story from the
front pages of the Youngstown Vindicator. Your narrgtor
was Bob Sloan, and Bill Guinn played the part of Bill
Griffith. In order to protect the names of pecpble
actually invelved ip tonight's authentic BiG STORY,
the names of all characters in the dramatization were
changed with the exception of the repertsr, Mr.

Griffith.

CHAPPELL:

ag/mtt/em/dl
6/24/50 pm

This is Ernest Chappell speaklng for the maksrs of
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES.

THIS IS HBC..avwwe THE WATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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NBC & WET THE BIG STORY #1173
gO:OO z 50:30 %ﬂ JULY_19, 19390 WEDNESDAY
CHAPPELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY !
{MUSIC: _ _FANFARE)
SAM: (TAKING A DEEP BREATH) Mmmm. Smell that air!
JOE!: It's too cold to amell anything. Come on, 2am. lLet's
get back to the car.
SAM: Clsar over to Arkansas, joe. Look at that view!
JOE: Sam, Madisatrk Come onl
SAM: Aw, what's the hurry? Here jyou got & resl beautiful
panoramea, and -- (HIS VOICE BREAKS OFF)
JOE: Wkaet's the matter, Sam?
SAM: over there in that culvert . Looks 1llke a wal.
JOE: I'd better wake him up. He'll freeze to death.
(FOOTSTEPS ON STONY GROUND, {NDER. STAY WITH)
Hey, mister! (HOLD FOR TWO BEATS) Mister, you pebter --
(FOOTSTEPS STOP)
gay, Sam, this guy's not sleeping. There's blood all over
his headzf:HhEMELyls dead g’
(MUSIC: _ _STAB AND UNDER)
CHAPPELL: The Blg 3tory. Here is America..its sound and its Tury...
| itz joy and 1its SOTrTOW .. .23 falthfully revorted by the
men and women of the great Americah newspapers.
(PAUSE, COLD AND FLAT)
Memphls, Tennessec. From the pages of the Fress-Scimlitar..
the story of 2 beautiful glrl - and an ugly murder.
Tonight, to Hal Wilson of the Memphls Press-Scimitar, for
his valuable assistance, hls vivid reportipg, for hils Blg
Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!
(MUSIC: STING._._.) (OFENING COMMERCIAL)
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TEE BIG STORY 7/19/50 -2 -

PROGRAM #173

OPENING COMMERCIAL:

{MUsIC:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
FEARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- '

Guard epgainst tnroat-scratch! (EFFECT )

Enjoy smoath smoklpgd

PELL MELL'S greater length of tpaditionally finoe

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 PELL MELL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other 1eading clgarette.
Mopreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
atill gives you & longer, batural filter of tradliticonally
{ine tobaccos - to guard sgalnst throst-scratch. Yes,

PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you & smoothness, mildness

and satisfactlon no other clgarette offers you.

Don't let throat-scraten speil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scratch!

En joy_smooth amoking!

ALsk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES --

"outstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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(MusSIC:

CHAPPELL:

(MysIC:

NARR:

SHERIFF:

WITSON:

DUDLEY :

WILSON:

DUDLEY :

-3 -

_..___.._-.,.__...———.,.._.

Memphis, Tennessee - the stery as 1t actually heppened..
sl Wilson's story a3 he 1lived 1t...
gome towns are llke storm centers. Nevs stories seem to
gather and break over them, repeatedly, jike thunderheads
on & mountain ridge. Ripley, Tennesses, i3 one of those
towns. And you, Hal Wilson, county correspondent for
the Memphis Prege-Scimitar, have enjoyed the cloudbursts
for many years. Yol 1ive in Ripley with your wife and
daughter, and besides belng a soclety correspondent you
help run telby's Drug atore -- but you always keep &D
eye out for thunderheeds Jjust the same. g6 when Shevriff
Ernis Beyer calls you at the store ohe winter mornling,
you Tigure you're due for & treak, The only thing you
don't figure 1s how big that break will be.
(oN FILTER) Just got & mossage from High Point, Hal.
Some motorist found & hody up there. Might be a story
in Lt, you wanna come glong.
Itm your LoV, Sheriff! Sec you in five minutes.

(4NGS UF)
(PROJECTING) Dudley! Hey, Dudley!
(0FF-MIKE) (BRASH ADOLESCENT. A RURAL ARNOLD STANG)
What is 1t, Mr. Wilson?
You'll have to take over the store, Dudley. I'm golng out.

(FADING IIT) But, Mr. Wilson, it's lunch time, and --
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WILSON:

DUDLEY:

(MUSLC:

WILSON: |

SHERIFF:

WITSON:

SHERIFF:

(MUSLC:

NARR:

WILSON:
SHERIFE:
WIL3SON:
SHERIFF?

WILSON:

-
(FADING) If I'm not back by flve, you ean cloge 'er up.
T leaving you iy complete charge.
(DOOR OFF, OPENS AND SHUTS )

(OW MIKE, DISGUSTED) Yeah! I'min complete charge, and
he gets the complete salary!

(sLOWLY) Who 1s he, Shepiff? Do you know?

Nothing on him, Do wallet, no nothing. ‘Coulda come from
e moon.
A1l those wounds on his head., What do you think, an
accldent?
Accident, my eyel You don't get thrown in a culvert if
{t's an accldent, And you den't get wounds like that,
This is murder as sure as you're born., The nastiest,
ugliest kind of murder. Hal, you're & reporter, you
xnow sonmething about people. Tell me, what ¥ind of &

killer does 1t take to hammer & man to death?

You wateh grimly as Sheriff Beyer's men begin & search
of the area., You even do & 1ittle snooplng on your OWh.
And then, in & patch of bramples, you £eé i%, A shiny,
black leather vectangle, caught in the branches.
(PROJECTING) Hey, Sheriff! Look at this! & wallet!
(FADING IN) You rhink 1t's his?
1 don't know, Could be.
(o¥) Let's see what's in it,
Here.

(SLIGHT RUSTLE OF PAPERS)

Here's & driver'a license.
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SHERIFF: Mmmm. (READING) Chester T. Marbach, 304 Stratford Avenue,

Memphis, Tennessee.

WILSON: Age: 56 (SHERIFF: About right,)Halr: Cray., FEjes: Broun,
Height --

SHERIFF: That's him, a1l right. Everything checks.

WILSOW: And here's the reglstration of a trailer truck.

SHERIFF: Let's have that. I'11 get that llcense number out on the

radio right away.
WILSOW: (SIOWLY) Chester T, Marbach. 324 Stratford Avenue. I

nope he hasn't got any kids, that's all. It's tougher

when --
SHERIFF: T£'11 be tough no matter what. DBrutal and sudden and
tough.
(MysIc: _ _ . UP_FOR_BRIDCE, THEN UNDER TO_FAIE)_
(S4HH S
SHERIFE: I'm sorry, Mrs. Marbach. I'm sorry We had %o bhring You

:ﬁhg??&ﬂwfﬂﬁgwr.And I hate to bother you anymore but -~

MRS, MARBACH: {STILL CRYING, BUT MORE QUIETLY) That's all right,
gheriff. I =-- I know ¥you rave to ask thess thlngs,

SHERIFF: My, Wilson, here, 1 & veporter, and he's zonna try and
help, too. (MRS. M: Thank you) Now, you saj jour husvand
was trucking planos from Findlsy, Ohlo, to Memphl s,
Tenncssee, that right?

MRS MARBACH: Yes. e made the trip quite often.

SHERIFF S Carry much money with him?

MRS MARBACH: Enough to cover eXpenses and pay for (SHE =REAKS OFF ) e e

SHERTFI': What's the matter?

MRS MARBACH: His wallet. When you gave i1t back to me, there was

nothing in 1t.
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WILBSOH:

MRS MARBACH:

WILSON:
MRS MARBACH:
SHERIFF:
WILSON:

MRS MARBACH:
WILSOM:

MES MARBACH:
SHERIFF:
MRS MARBACH:

SHERIFF:
MRS MARBACH:
SYFRIFF:
MRS MARBACH:

WILSON:

MES MARBACH:

(MusIC:

_G-

How much is missing?

1 don't know, Mr., Wilson, I don't know how much he took
this time, bub ---

How much did he usually take?

Over & thousand dollars. Sometimes even tWo.
TPhepe 's your mobive, Hal. Mo thousand bucks worthl

But hov could anyone sugpect that -- Mrs, Marbach, ¢id

anyone else Knovw your hushand carried that much money”

No one I can think of, Unless =--

Unless what?

Unless hisg helper - the boy -- but he wouldn't -=-
What boy, Mrs. Marbach?

No, I - I don't vant to get anyone in trouble 1f they --

(DRIVING AT HER) Come onl You've got to tell uzs! What

poy? What helper?

A - a young man from Findlay. Floyd Gruber. He worked

for my husband.
aAnd you think he might have known about the money?

Yes, he mlght have. In fact --

vou say he worked for your hushend. You mean up in

Findlay?
o - (WITE FULL REALIZATION) But that's just 1t! Floy.
must know what's happened. Don't you ses? He must

know! Because he went along on the trip. Ee always does.

That's part of his job, He rides with my husband - right

in the cab of the truck!
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NARR:

(MUsIC:

T —

NARR:

(MUSIC:
GRUBER:
CHIEF:
GRUBER:
CHIEF:
GRUBER:

CELIER:

GRUBER:

CHIEF:

..'?..
It's simple arithmetie. Threc things were missing: the
money, the truck, and the helper. And you, Hal Wilson,
reporter, ecan Figure a5 well as the next guy. What kind
of a killer does 1t take to hammer & wman to death? You
wonder if it docen't take a twenty year old truck arivey

fyom Findlay, Ohlo.

Sheriff Beyer wonders, too. And a teletype goes out on
Gyuber to the pollce of five surrounding states butb
nobody really expects mich, He's gob a headstart that
could get him to Hindustan, And yet, thal very evening,
only & few hours later, Floyd Gruber is found, In the
1ast place in the world you'd expect to find him. The
Police Chief of Findlay finds him right in hls own
rooming house,

QUT SHARE)

Why shouldn't I be here? T'm not runnin' from nothin',
Nobody says you are. BQt thero's a few gucstions -=-
ILissen, Sergeant, 1f you think you can ==

I'm the Chicf, Floyd. mhe Sergeant's cownstalrs.

I don't care who you are, you gan't --

(PHERSANTLY) Just a second, sonny. Lemns sive you & tip
Tt's old-fashioned to think vou sound innocent if you
make a blg squavk. Tnnocent paople doen't do that
anymore.

(NERVOUSLY TRYING TO SOUND REASONABLE) I 'mmnot squavkin,
chief., I just don't get it, is 211, But - if you

wanna ask me questlons, 21l right., Go shezd,

Do you work for a min named Chester Marbach?
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GRUBER:

CHIEF

GRUBER:
CHIEF:

GRUBER ¢

CHIEF:
GRUBER ¢
CHIEF:
GRUBER:
CHIEF 3
GRUBER ¢
CHIEF ¢
GRUBER:
CHIEF!
GRUBEH:

CHLEF:

GRUBER:

CHIEF ¢

GRUBER:

CHIEF:

~B-

(A BEAT) Marbech? Yeah, sometimes.

What do you mel Qometimes?

off and on. You know. Heip him load plenos, and --

His wifc says you got a steady job with-him.

Well - (A BEAT) - yeal, thet's right, in a way. T mean -
gometimes I do aifferent things for him. Sometimes I
1088 pianos, and sometimes --

Sometimes you ride with him on the truck, nuh?

Yeah, sometimes. |

Where did you E© with him this week?

1 - I don't thiok T vent anywheres.l

Memphis, maybe?

No, I don't think 50, DO,

His wife says you did.

Well, she's wistaken, becauss -~

The man 2t Mapbach's garage says you ald.

But I'm tellin' ya -=

Now 1ook, Floyd. Don't get yourself in 2 mess, Tell the
tputh, You got no reason te 1ie, have you? ( GRURER 3 No. )
Well, then maybe you hetter think again. ﬁecause if we
find you vwere On thnt truck and 1ied about it -

T gian't say I wasn't on the truck. I didn't soy that!
Then Wwnat did you gay? Be careful nov, Floyd, Bectuso
Marbach was killed on‘the way to Memphis.

(FRANTICALLY} Now wait o minute, wait 2 minute! You
got nothing on me. 1 was on the truck, that's right.

But I got off. T got off ot Dyersburg.

Why?
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" GRUBER:

CHIEF :
GRUBER?®
CHIEF:
GRUBER:

CHLEF
GRUBER
CHIEF :
GRUBER
CHIEF:
GRUBER :

CHIER:
GRUBER !

(MysIC:

— — —

NARR:

- 9-
Becauss they were raisin' so much Cain. Stoppin' at
bars and gettin' drunk, and --
Who 8o you mean "they?"
Marbach and the hitch;hiker.
(SHARFLY) You mean somebody thumbed a ride with you?
Right ocutside of Finglay, here:ﬂrﬁ;o of them were drinkin
and fightin' all the way down, After a while I had
enough, so I got off at Dyegsburg and took & bus back
home .
What did this guy look like ~ this hiteh-hiker?
It wasn't & guy., It was a dame ! .
{INCREDULOUSLY) W@dwx-
That's right. A dame: Called herself Hazel Warren,
Where was she headed?
Ripley, Tennessee, I think. Yeah, she said she was golng
to visit a married sister there, & Mrs. Lemcke.
You better not by lyin', sonny, beceuse =-
It's the truth, so heip me! Anyone killsd Marbach, she
d13., Do you think if I done it, T'd be crazy encugh to
come back here? She's the ome, I'm tellin' ya! Hazel

Warren, Riplsy, Tennsssee!

— i e s mm fam T

T4 clinks 1like a lead guarter, but i1t's Grubver's story
and he sticks with'it. The next morning you get the
report back in Ripley, end Sheriff Beyer goes out to the
Lemcke house to plck up the giril. And you are walting
in the jail office when he brings her in.

(DOOR OPENS, OFF)
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SHERIFF:

HAZEL:

SHERIFF @

HAZEL:

SHERITF:

HAZEL:
SHERIFF:

HAZEL:

SHERIFT:

HAZEL:

~10-
(OFF) 1In here, Mrs, Warren,
(SAME PERSPECTIVE, A LOW, HUSKY VOICE, TENSE, BUT QUIET
AND RESERVED) Thank you, Sheriff,
{DOOR SHUTS)
This iz Mr. Wilson, from the Memphls Press-Scimitar,
(WOMAN'S FOOTSTEPS APPROACH MIKE AND STOP)
(ON FULL, SOFTLY) Hello, Mr, Wilson, I'm glag to meet

you,

Uazel Warren. A beautlful girl - dark, tumbling halr.
And young., Only ftwenty-one, But with haunted shadows on
her fece that sing of loneliness and tears - and hard
times - and rotten breaks. As she stands there,
vewildered und defenceless, you Hal Wilson, can think of
only cre thing, Your daughter’s name 1s Hazel, What i7

she were In a spot like this?

—_— e —

(oW) How, Mrs. Warren, just tell us your story. Did
you hitch a rice on Marbach's truck?

Yes but I wasn't alone., My husbend ﬁas with me.

Your hustand?

Yes, Boo. wé left Detrolt together, He was golng to
Mlami to look for a job, and I was coming here to my
gister's.

What happened in the bruck?

Well, the other two men wefe drinking., They got fresh
and noisy, and I didn't like 1t. So Bob and I got off

at Dyersburg.
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WILSON:

HAZEL:

SHERIFF:

HAZEL::

SHERIFF:

HAZEL:

SERGEANT:
SHERITE:
HAZEL:
SERGEAN:T
HAZEL:

WILSON:

HAZEL:
WILSON:
SHERIFF!

WILSON:

SHERIFF:

=11~

And Cruber stayed on, with Marbach?
Yesfn'ftgégvl know what happened after that, but they
were both pretty drunk,
Where d1d you and your husband go then?
We split up &nd 3ob went on to Miami. ‘I httched another
rige from Dyersburg to Halls, and then took a bus from
there to Ripley.
Is that the whole story? (HAZEL: Yes, 1t is,) Okay, Mrs,
Warren, I'11 have to hald you until we check 1t.
(PROJECTING) Sergeant!
(QUAVERING) But - it's the truth, Sheriffl

(DOOR OFENS OFF)
{OFF) Yes, sir?
You can take hér in, now,
No, please, I -=
Okay, Mrs. Warren., This way,
My. Wilson - you'll help me, won't you? ¥You heard all
this., ¥ou know I'm telling the truth..
(GENTLY) 1I'11 do what I can, Mrs, Warrern,
Thank you. Thank you very ruch,

(WoMAN'S FOOTSTEPS GO OFF, DOCR SHUTS)
(BXREOPTNGT™ She didn't do it, Sheriffl
It's her word against Gruber's.
He was grabbin' at straws, you know that! Lyin! himselfl
biind to save his own neck.
If Mrs. Warren is innccent, she can

Tnke 1t easy, Hal,

prove 1t,

ATHKOT Q171212
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WILION: Iisten, I ean see just what's coming. She tells o sinpile
story and nobody belleves 1t. 20 she'll get scarsd.
She'11 dream up a few things to make it stronger. And
then they'1l catch her out, and she 1] throw in something
else, fast and panlcky, antll she's =so tangled up she
won't even know her own name! (HOLD FOR A BEAT) I'm
gonna help that girl, Sheriff! She peeds help, and she
needs 1t bad!

(MUSIC: UP FOR CURTAIN)

e e v Y s W w e —  w—mea e

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

JARRICD:
CHAPPRELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

1. RRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIC STORY
PROGRAM #173

MIDDLE COMMERCIAL

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THEROAT-SCRATCH (RFFECT) --

Guard cgainst +hroat-seratehl (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth saoking!

PCLL 1FLL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes it midd.

Fufs by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PRELL
1L, At the first puff PELL MELL smoxz 1is filtered
supther thon thet of any other lending cigarette.
soreover, after 5 puffs, oOF 10, or 15, o7 17, PELL
oL still gives you @ longer, noatural filter of
{inc tobaccos - IO gunrd rgrinst throat-scrateh.

For PZLL ¥ELL'S greater lenchh travels the smoke

furtner on 1vs way to your throat - filters it
n~surally through PELL wrLL'S traditionzlly fine,
neilow tobaccos - gunrds ngninst throns-serateh.

PTLL MELL'S fine tobacces give you = smogthness,

Vas,
miliness and satisfzction no octher cigerette offers
vou. Guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask Tor the loneger, finev cigarette in the
dictinguished red package - PELL MELL FahOUS
CIGARSITES - noutstanding!"

And - they are mild!
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(MUSIC: _ _ _ LNIRODUCIION AND UNPER)
HARRICE: This 1s Cy Harrice, yeturning you to your narrator, and

the RBig Story of Hel Wilson.,..as he lived it, and wrote
it,

NARR: You made a promise, Hal Wilson of the Memphis Fress-
Scimitar. You promised to help a dark-haired girl in @
jail cell that you would try se-keds her., And you are
tyying., But the confusion you predicted ras gone far
beyoné the limits of Hazel Warren's mind, In two short
days 1t has covered the whole case with a monstrous,
frightening jungle of statements and counter-shatements,
charges and denials ~ until no truth ssems true, and no
13e seems lalse, Even the phony story of Floyad Gruber
has its believers. Why did he make no effort to dodre
the police? Why didn't he have the missing money? And
where 1s Mérbach‘s truck? Stubbornly, Jou ignore‘these
questions, You spend foﬁr to five hours & day talking
with Hazel, locking for facts you can verify, writing
up her story. put Ripley is a small town, and your
interest in the cass hegins to bve noticed.

(MUSIC: _ _ _ SWELLS, THEN UNDER)_

WOMAN: saw you and that Warren girl on the front page this:

morning, Hal., Gettlng pretty friendly, aren't you?

(MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_AND _VNEER)

DUDLEY: (SARCASTICALLY} You dldn't name your daughter after hev,

did you, Mr. Wilson?

(usIc: _ _ _ UP_AND_UNDER]
JEFF ¢ Makin' a lotta trips to that all, ain't y2, boy?
(MuSIC: _ _ _ CLIMAX_AND OUT SHARP)_
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SHERIFF:

WILSON;

SHERIFF

WILSOW:

SHERIFF:

WILSON:
SHERIFF:
WILSON:
SHERIFF ¢
WILSON:
(Mysic:

HAZELS

WILSON:

HAZEL:

~15= \ 5 g
Now look, Hal, why s 2 Man s e ol mtgnt ve
tellin® the truth aboub that girl. '
And she might be telling the truth about him, Sheriff.
Well, one of 'em's lyin. op T'd hafte believe they all
got off at Dyersburg and the fruck run on by liself.
Hazel said she took the pus from Halls to Ripley., And
T proved that, Ernie. The driver 1dentified her.
Halls to Ripley! What does that mean?
(ANGRILY) It means she wasn't 1ying!l What more do you
want?
A1l fight, then what about her husband? Why hasn't he
shown up to clear her? .
Maybe he haan't heardlabout it yet, Maybe --
You know what I think? I thimkc she isn't even married.

Okay, wise guy. I'11 prove that, too} I'11 prove she

1s.

—_—

...——..—....—-.—-..-_-_-—-—-—

vou'lre avfully nice, Hal, standing by W€ 14ke this, and
going to all that trouble to prove I was married.

Tt was no trouble, Hazel. When you told me Colilorade
Springs, 1942, I just hed them eheck the records, and
there it was, Uow, if your hushband wouldjéHﬁe up here
and =-

He will, Hal, I knovw he will, Bob and I didn't always
get along so well. But he'é come right away 1f he knew

I was in trouble.,
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WILSOM:

HAZEL:

WILSON:

HAZEL:

WILSON:

HAZEL:

WILSOMN:

HAZEL:

WILSON:

HAZEL?

WILSON:

BRTETIT—

SHERIFF!

-16-
Maybe 1t would help i{ I - that 1g, 1f you wrote him a
message, sort of. I could print i1t in my next atory, and
maybe he'd see it.
Would you? Oh, that'd be wonderful.
Sure. Juét tell me what to say and T'11 write it down,
nowv. _
411 right. Let's see. 1 could say, 'Dear Bob", No,
no T'11 say "Bob, darling.’

(PENCTL WRITING ON PAPER UNDER)
"Bop, darling, if you cere for me, please come houwe.
T want to see you 30O pad. We've had our quarrels and
arguments but I still love you.” Do you think that's all
right?
I thiﬁk 1t's fine.

(PENCIT, STOPS)
Gogh, Hal, I don’t know what I'd do without you! People
haven't ever been VEry nice to me, You'rs one of the
first,
Just want to see you get & square deal, tmet's all,
(REPEATING HIS NAME TO HERSELF) Hal Wilsch. That's
funny .
Wnat 1s?
Your initials. H.W. They're the same &3 =ine !

say, that's right, they arel

“T—weadea—&ﬁ—%h&%—me&ns*an?thrng7*“ft*ijiffif§ijffgbﬂ
person you 11ke very much has -- e

{CELL DOOR CTANGSOPEN
(OFF) You h fgain, Hal?

/
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EAZEL: I wonder 1f that means anything, It's strange when &

peraon you like very muych has -- Well, has =0 much =--

in common, with you,

WILSON: That's the way it oughta be, I guess.
HAZEL: Yeah, mayobe 1t is. All my 1ife I bean locking for
someone who would treat me right, and -- and try to

understand me. Maybe all these things go teogether -
sort of. On, Hal , I'm so - grateful for you. Not .
just for your help, put for the way you are. I mean
that.,

WILSON: Thanks, Hazel. And don't vworry, please. Don't worry

about & thing. I'11 do ail I can to get you cut of

here.
HAZEL: Whatever happens, I want you to Know that --
(cZLL DOOR CLANGS OPEN)
SHERIFF: (OFF) Ycu here apgain, Hal?
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WILSON:

SHERIFF:

WILSON:

SHERIFF:

HAZEL:

SHERIFF:

HAZEL:

SHERIFF @

HAZEL:

SHERIFF:

HAZEL:

WILSON:

SHFRIFF

SERGEANT

SHERIFFE S

SERGEANT

SHERIFE:
SERGEANT ¢

SHERIFF:

...1?'_
Now don't get =sore, sheriff. Just because you vere Wrong
about her husband -=

{ow, GIOATING) Why should 1 ve sore? Besldes, maybe that

~don't mean 8O mch anymore.

Maybe what doesn't?
Mps, Warren, you séy that before Marbech and Gruber
picked you WP, you and your husband spent the niéht in
Findlay, that so?
Yes, at the Comsﬁock Hotel.
(DROPPING THE BoMB)} Then why did you take o single
yoom there, and register &8 Miss Warren?

(4 LONG PAUSE) -
(QUIETLY) We - we had &n argument, that's all. And I
stayed DY myself becruse it made Bob mad,
Then where did he stoy?
I don't know, Some roﬁming house, I gueEs.
Why éidn't he stay 1in the Comztock, too? And why --
(0§ THE VERGE OF TEaRS) Please, I don‘ﬁ ynow, I don't
know !
Sheriff, look. It's true about the argunents, She 1en't
just meking that up for you., She's mentionzd it before,
Okay, o they had fights., That doggn't prove he was ¢
the trip with her.
(0FF) Sheriff!
{IMPATIENTLY) What is 1%, Scrgeant?
(FADING IN SLIGHTLY) The State Poliee just called.
What for?
They fouﬁd the truck - and the murder Weapons.

(A BEAT) Wempons? D1d you say Wweapons?
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SERGEANT: Yes sir. Two of them, in the back of the truck. A
hapmer and & crow-bar, To fingerprints, tut there wes

hair and blood cn them.

WILSOI: And where did they find theltruck?

SERGFANT on an 014 cart trall - 5£Js"£";;tsiée of Halls!

(MusIc: _ _ _ ETAB, AND UNLER) TN

NARR ¢ You don't belleve 1t. You know whaﬁigé;eE i1s thinking,

and & knife twlsts inside you. Marbacnh's truck was 1eft
near the town of Halls. £nd Hazel Warren took & bus
rpom the same place. Ang the murder weapons = two of
them. He 1s thinking that two people could have xilled
Marbach together. Alt of a sudden you don't want to
be wheye you are, Iou walk out of Hazel Warren's cell
with your head splitting. You g0 back to the drug ztore
and try to work. But people won't let you 2lone. Every
customer has something to =ay. Ang it'ts fumny - almost,.
They've all been reading your stories. Ang they all feel
the way you wanted them to feel., The way 702 felt,
yourself - until nowW.

(MusiCs . _ — g;_ngLs_@D__Ule

WOMAN: T paked her some ples and cookies, Foor tning!
somebody's got to look after hevr! Why, the idea of
thinking that 1ittle glirl could kill a man with &
hammer Or 2 ewow-bar, and --

(Mysic: _ _ . LP_TO IROWN, TEEX UNDER)._

DUDLEY: And I don't mind telling you, Mr, Wilson, T think she's
getting & pretty rav deal, If I was & 1itile older,
It --

(Music: UP TQ DROWN, THEN UNDER )

.._...-_..--—_-_-.._.—._...._.—......—.___._».—
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JILFF:

WILSON:

(MUSIC:

™ i

JEFF:

WIT.80N:

JEFEF!

WILSON:

TUDLEY:

WIL3OW:

JEFF!

-19-
That Gruber is just tryin' to lay the blame on her. You
ecan tell by 1logkin' at her, she's as innocent as cé&n be.,

(TOPPING) Walt & second]

— e am e ——

T said, wait 2 second, Jeff., HoW do you knovw what ghe
really looks 14ke? If you think you ¢an +te1l from thoseé
newspaper shots, fou're --
Newspaper shots nothin'! I seen her in person, Hal, L
drove her 1n Iy cabh. Out to her giater's house, the
night she came to Ripley. ©She vas a sweet-lookin' kid
téo, in that white, fur coatfy:Az;eal picture. Here.
Twenny cents for the soda.

(RIiKLjﬂlaA-CA%ﬁkéﬂ%Géﬁ&%H¥}—h-

A THIN. ATTENUATED STRAIN)

._._..._._.....__._....._..._.—._.--

Tt is only a fev seconds later that the full meaning of

e
those words explodes oA your brain.

.—.—.._._.-—_._.—_..-_—..__

(RAPID FOOTSTEPS ON WOODEN FIOOR, STAY WITH)
{PROJECTING) pudley, watch the sbore, wi1l you? Itve
got to 20 out again,

{OFF, PIAINTIVELY) But, Mr. Wilsom, T rever get my
lunch when you do that and =’ .wnﬁﬂb~= LR fQ -

(DOOR OFENS AND SHUTS, CUTTING OFF DUDLEY'S VOICE.,

TRAFFIC NOISES BaGo s POOTSTEPS ON PAVEMENT, STAY

WITH FADE IN aPARTING OF CAR ENGINE)

{PROJECTING) Jeff: HeY, Jeff! Hold 1itl

(FADING IN) What's the matter?
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WILSONs:
JEFF:
WILSON:

 (MUSIC:
NARR:

{MUSIC:

NARR:

(MUSICs

s by ——

SHERIFF:
WILSON:

SHERIFF:

S WILSON:

SHERIFF:
WILSON:

SHERIFF:S

=

-20-
Are you busy? I mean, can you take a fare?

sure. Where do you wanna go?

out to Mrs, Lemcke's. (A~BEAR)—Thetle~right, out where
you took Hazel that night, And step on it, Jeff, will

you, I've wasted enough time already!

— e — S — . —

Tt's only & hunch. A feeble wisp of 8 bresth of a hunch,.

(PAUSE) But by some far miracle, 1t flowers. And you

feel sick with satisfaction. Sweet-sick, and --

Silse wed
, Bomshav,

An hour later you're back in the office of the Louwdowdede

County Jall.

ke S m m— e P

Are you going to leave it in the box?
Yes, Bheriff. ‘
(FEW FOOTSTEPS, UNIER AND A Rusmia OF CARDBOARD)
Right here on the table, with the cover on.
Okay, boy. I hope you know what you're dolng,
(GRIMLY) Don't worry about tmt, Ernie, Is she
vai?ing? '
Ve'lve gat her in the outer office.
Okay, I'm ready.
(POOTSTEPS GO OFF, DOOR OPENS, OFF)
(OFF) COme.in, Mrs. Warren.
(MORE FOOTSTEPS, DOOR SHUTS)
Mr, Wilson has some gquestions he wants to ask you,

(WOMAN '8 FOOTSTEPS AFPROACH, THEN STOP)
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HAZELs
WILSON:

HAZEL:
WILSON:

HAZEL:
WILSON:
HAZEL:
WILSONW:
HAZEL:

WIL3ON:

HAZEL:
WITSON:

HAZEL:

WILSON:

HAZEL:
WILSON:

HAZEL:

-21-
Sure, Hal, Whet 18 it?
Hezel, when you cane té jail here you Were wearing an
old cloth coat, Isn't that 507
Yes, I borroved 1t from my sigter.
But what about when you came to Ripley? What were you
wearing then? |
(FLUSTERED} Why, I don't know, I --
Vere you wearing a white fur coat that night?
(A BEAT) Ye-yes -- I guess I was, |
And didn't you spill something on 1t?
(FULLY ALARMED wow) S8pill something! No, of course
not!
Don't 1is to me, Hazel. (BIG) Whkat did you spill on
thet coat?
Nothing! .I d1dn't spill anythingl
1t was blood, wasn't it? Blood from an old man’'s
rurder! |
No! No! There was nothing on 1t, I didn't spill
anything!
(FEW QUICK FOOTSTEPS TO TABLE, AND RAPID RUSTLE
O0F CARDBOARD COVER, TEEN FOOTSTEFPS REZTURN, ALL
THIS CARRIES URDER)
Heye 's your coat, Mrs. Warren. Here - look &t dpathl
Go on - lock at it! Blood, little spotéfgﬁjlgfx A
hundred eyes that saw you kill hinm.
(TN A SCREAMING FRENZY) It's a 1te! T didn't kill him]
We know, Hazell] We Know you killed himi

(SAVAGELY) You sneaking pum! TI'1ll k11l you, teo.
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WILSON: Grab her, Sheriff
(SUDDEN RAPID MOVEMERT, A QUICK SUCCESSION OF
FOOTSTEPS, AND SQUNDS OF A TUSSLE )

SHERIFF: (STRUGCLING TO HOLD HER) Calm down, Mrg., Warren.

Youlre not golng to do anything! (SHARPLY) Calm down!
(SHE SUBSILES A LITTIE, STTILL BREATELNG HRAVILY )
Are you ready to £alk now?
{SHE DOESN'T ANSWER)
We'lve got enough to convict you, anyway, . So you might a9
well tell us the rest. (PAUSE) Was Gruber in on it with
you?

HAZEL: (SUﬁDENLY THE FICGHT GOES OUT OF HER, SHE TAIKS IN A COLD,
LISTLESS VOICE) Yes, I lied about my husbend. He
wvasn't there., We Droke up months ago. When I hitched
the vide on the truck, the young kid got friendly and
£olé me Merbach carried & 1ot of money. S0 Ve planned
i1t out to rob hir, After we left Dyersbure the old man

fe11 aslecp, and I took & hammer and hit hiz 1np the face

and the head, I_danlt lmnow Rhev—marr—tire T raybo-Ilie oL
~tern, Then Floyd stopped the truck and drazged him out of
the eab and hit him with the erow-bar, We didn't mean
to k111 him, but he dled then., So we took his walles,
ond Floyd threv him 1nto the culvert.
WILSOH: (GRIMLY) There's only one more thing I want to know,
Mrs. Worren, What did you do with the two thousand

dollars?
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HAZEL: (SHE LAUGHS FLATLY) Nothing. Becouse he didn't have it.
A1l he had wasg forty «four bucks. Twenty-two apiece;
That's all! Twenty-two measly bucks apiece, -Poesalt

(MUSIC: _ _ _ A DEEP, TRONIC COMMENT, _AND_UP FOR CURTAIN)_

CHAPPELL: In just & noment we will read you & telogram from Hol
Wilson of the Memphis Presa Seimitar with the final
putcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

(Mysic: _ _ _ STING)_

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL}

ATHOT Q171225




~ THE- BIG STORY
PROGRAM #173

-l

CINSING COMMERCIAL

(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!:
CHAPFFLL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

EARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) - THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -=
THROAT—SCRATCﬁ (EFFECT) --

Guard against throat-scrateh, (EFFECT )

Enjoy smooth stmoking

PELL MELL'S greater length of treditionaily fine tobaccos
trevels the smoke further...

Filters the srioke and makes 1t mild.

puff by puff you're always phead when you smoke PELL
MEILL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s f1ltered
further than that of any other 1eading cigerette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PE.L MELL
still gives you a longer, patural filter of traditionally

fine tobmecos - tO guard against ghroat-scratch, Yes,

PELL MELL'S flne tobaccos glve you &8 amootnhness, mildness

and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

So, don't let throat-scratch spoll your amoking enjoyment,
Guard against throgt~scratchl
Enjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finey clgarette 1n the distingulshed

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "oukstanding!l”

And ~ they are mild!
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CEAPPFELL:

WILSON:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

e T —a——

e v = — —

-2

Now we read you that telegram from fial Wilson of the
Memphis Fress Seimitsr,

At the trial, murderess in tonight's Big Story went back
on her confession and claimed self-defense. But her
accomplice broke down and his statement was enough to
convict them both. The sentence, in each case, Vvas
1ife imprisonment in the penitentiary. 4y Sincere
appreciation for tonight's PELL MELL AVTARD.

Thank you, Mr, W1180N4seos the makers of PELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for notable service in the fleld of journalism,
1isten again next veek, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS ¢IGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from tre front pages of the Boston
Record American --by-llne, Ruth Mugglewd.- 4 BICG STORY
about a reporter and @ poy who was too good to be true.
mHE BIG STORY 1l produced by Berraprd J. Prockter with
music oy Viadimir Selln=ky. Tonight's progrém was
adapted by Bruce Staﬁdgrm&n from an actual story from

the front pagea of the Memphls Press Seimlter. Your
narrator was Bob 3loan, and Nat Polen played the part of
Hal Willson. Tn order to protect the names cf people
actually involved in tonlght's authentic 315 STORY, the

names of all charactcrs in the grepetigation wWere

changed with the exception of the reporter, Mr. Wilscn.

— T e e =S
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CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!

—— o — m

CHAPPELL:

..25 -

TAG. » 1+ 2 )

—— —

Now we read you that telesgran from Hal Wilson of the
Memphis Press Solwmitsr.

At the trial, murderess in tonight's Big Story went hack
on her confession and eclaimed self-defense, But her
accompiice broke down and hls statement was enough to
convict them both, The sentence, in each case, ¥as
1ife imprisonment in the penitentiary. My Sincere
eppreclation for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr, Wi1SON.es.s.the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud 0 present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for notable service in the fie1d of journalism,
Ilgten agaln next week, same time, same statlon, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS3 CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Boston
Record Americen --by-line, Ruth Mugglewd - A BIG STORY

abhout a reporter and a2 boy who was too good to be true,

.—-.-._..-».—_....—-.._.—_.__.._.—-—_

PHE BIG STORY iz produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vledimir Sellnsky. Tonight's program Was
adapted by Brﬁce Stafderman from an actual story from
the front pages of the Memphls Press Soimitar., Your
narrator was Bobh 3loan, and Nat Polen played the part of
Hal Wilson. Tn order to protect the names of people
actually involved in tonight's authentlce BIC STORY, the
nemes of 81l characters 1n the dramatizaticn vere

changed with the exceptlon of the reporter, Mr., Wilson,

— T e T R T A — e
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=26~ .

Thias 1s Ernes
PELL MELL FAMQUS CICGARETTES.

THIS IS HBCesvoesseeTHE NATIO

o

+ Chappell speaking for the makers of

NAL BROADCASTING COMPANY
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY 4174

) ( )

10:00 - 10:30 PM JuLy 26, 1950 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present....THE BIG STORY!
(MosICs_ _ _ FANFARE: }

SECRETARY: (OVERWHELMED) Nora, s her breakfast ready?
MAID: (JITTERY, RUSHED) Soon &s the toast pops. I've got her

eggs, the becon's crisp like she likes it andg----

SEG: Telir—pob—teo—ur ey, What & day shets got: the people
from the Tuberculosis Foundation at 9; at 10:30 shels
addressing the Women's ¢'lub: ‘then lunch with the mayor's
secretary -

{TOASTER (GOING UNDER) POPS,)
ey

" (/“, e -
MATD: There'!s the toasl nov. I+oEGL eve Dy e T
SEe I Lémbobbop—po-ty— it -yors et g—po-irre—to ﬁggg:hﬁﬁwofﬁ
. e e
right through breskfasty™ 57T nearly forgot the hospital
_ _wvnﬁwmdediﬁétion at five,
HIATD gomermsr LT SHE LT Y OU TEE TOMIIE = ~

(TEE TWO WOMEN MOVZ QUICKLY. STOF, LIGHT KNOCK

ON DOOR.)
SEC: What time Is 117
MAID: Just 7:30 ~-{CALLING A LITTLE) Mrs. Evans --breakfast.
SECs seems 2 shame to wake her, she was up 890 late BN -- .

(SLTGHTLY HARDER KNOCK)
MATD: Breakfast, Mrs, Evans, motam--=
SEC: We better go 1in.
{DOCR OPENS.)

SEC: Mrs. Evanc we ----{SHE STOPS3. L.OW, HORRIFIED) No,
MATDS (WHISPER) Oh, dear lord in heaven -- have mercy on us alll
(MUSIC: . _ _ﬁl?é;_UEDERL)
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THE BIG STORY 7/26/50
PROGRAM #174

CHAPPELL:

The Blg Story. Here 1s America, 1ts sound and its fury,
its joy and it's sorrow, as faithfully reported by the
men and women of the great Americen newspepers, Boston,

Mass, From the pages of the Boston Record-ﬂnerican,
N S b ‘ﬂbn/‘/ﬁ, :;e:_: -‘./r < .ﬁﬁ,fpt ; By r‘{:"fzf(

.....

comes & story
o 4

for her Big 3tory, goes the PELL MELL Award.

{ OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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(OPENING COMMERCIAL)

CHAFPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!:
CHAPPELL:
BARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --THROAT-SCRATCH {BFFECT) ~--
THROAT-SCRATCH {EFFECT) *-

Guard egainst throat-scratchl (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELI, MELL'S grester lLength of tpaditionally fines tobaccos

travels the smoke further..i..

Filters the smoke and mekes 1t mild.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.’
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1z filtered further than
that of eny other leading cigarette.

Moreover, efter % puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL
sfill glves you a longer, natural filter of treditionally
fine tobacecos - to guerd against throat-scrateh. Yes,

PELL MFLL'S fine tobaccos glve you & smoothness, mlldness

and satilsfaction no other cigarette offers youl.

Dontt let throat-scratch spoil your amoking enioyment,
Geerd against throat-scratchl
En joy smooth smeokingl

Ask for the longer, finer ¢igarette in the distinguished

red packege - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Quistending!”

ind - they are mild!
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(MUSTC:  _ _THEME AND_UNDER. . .)

CHAPPELL: Boston, Massachusetis, The story as it sctually
happened -=- Ruth Mugglebeet!s story as she lived 1t,

(MOSIC:_ _ _PUNCTUATES AND GOES_UNDER. .. »)

HARR: You edlt the Women's FPage Department on the Boston Record
americen Ruth Mugglebee., That means getting out 4 pages
daily and a 16 page weekly supplement. No "women's work",
but & tough, hard, exacting task --satisfying the most
finicky resders of cne of Boston's great pepers, And not
only that. You erc young, intense, attractive and
(woman or no), one of the best Police reporters in the
Esst. You get the call on the brutal attack ol sociallte
Mrs. Rlchard Evans. Lnd you are selected (from emong 30

reporters clamouring to get in), for the delicate {and

terrible} Job of ggeing‘gge dying womgn in her last hours.

PR TN A e SR M N T

!

Sev Aév A ~emddt the hospltal
Py pal :
Snes A2
Sl —ay—pobeang the facts from State Detective Lt,
Todd Waters.

WATERS ¢ I haven!t veen ahle %o speak to her wobe= S0 211 we kKnow

1s what you got on the wire,

FUTHe Tiat that eyl Dl ci-Roihed rohohdamme?

WA@ER&?””““ﬁﬂﬁT“Hﬂ??ﬁﬂﬂ?%ﬁ?ﬁﬂnrﬁﬁym&wﬂ

RUTH: iauehewm-ﬂﬁs she said anything?

WATERS : Nothing at &11. I Just hope she comes to for --- well,
long enough-- you know what T mean. Goa, @ woman like

that. 38, everything in the world to 1live for. 4 pillar

in the commmunity, & million in the bank--
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.WATER.S-{——-“_'_WJ.U o myp--melr - fﬁ&m

MRS, EVANDS:

(MUFFLED, TNCOHERENT) Yes? Yes? What°

RUTH: {ON MRS, EVANS FIRST WORDS) Sh -- {THEY BOTH LISTEN)

WATERS ¢ Jﬁ!FH%ﬁ??E&“ﬂ¢;ZEd; b«ﬁmnzfé /¢n, ficor

Esan i ‘1mt‘&ﬂﬁufﬁﬂ?ﬁﬁg‘tuﬂg&yﬁf’ //, K{

WATERST TEBRTE ROV, 1né“ﬁﬁ?ﬁ%“fﬁf&“ﬁ%‘ﬂﬁ%*ﬁ‘ﬁ@éﬁ“fv?&ngwqg

.,ﬂ,ncmww

say something., She'd beegg@a#ngﬂrﬁwﬁ?%t every 5 minutes
the nurse gg;@f“’gﬁ;ﬂsort of gets up on her eltow-- look
BB T T I L e

RUTH: (KIND OF HORRIFIED) What's she looking at the night-table
for?

WADER G Ehianr =

MRS, EVANS: (SAME MUFFLED VOICE) What time 15 it? What time is 1t?

RUTH: (VERY GENTLY) It's 10;40, Mrs, Evans,

¥RS.EVANS: What time is 1%? (BUILDIHG) whnt time is 1t? What time
15 1t?

RUTH ¢ (SAME PATIENCE) 10:40, Tt's 10; 40, Mrs, Evens.

MRS, EVANS: What time is -- (NOW SHE IS DYING)

RUTH: (TO WATERS) She can't hear me. Shedpam -

Lid
WATERS: by A-Betier go outs lde.

P

RUTH: e Bbel 8. Lresthingss Jaipkbopive’

WATERS $omrmmntick s U 15 Eba

(MDSIC:. _ _(SLOWLY, SADLY IN WITH . . )

MARR: The gentle, sweet, philanthroplec woman was dezé on whet
wes to have been one of the pusiest daye of her 1lifie, And
the grim business of finding out "why" Tbegen.

AAPERS- VD13 L 1l SO T OO T T Ot S ]

MAID:

(WEEPING) Yeespiae Right after T served her her breakfast

-=- I mean I brought it up tc serve --gnd then the
ALl
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WATERS : %ﬂﬂﬁu%at's missing? Is anything missing?
MATD: At first I thought her pearl earrings, the ones she had

on last night, but I found them in her handkerchlef drawer.

vSa-TTTrhe - - 12
]'Fr MJ‘(.: -
WATERS { INTERRUPTS KINDLY»¥You go on downstelrsne~”
(SOUND FOR RUMMAGING IN DRAWERS)

RUTH3 Tt wasntt robbery anyhow, Lt.

| WATERST u\f shvonter-say-HsT, . Look at { TOr T, Whet would you

vay 1t's worth9

RUTH: 5 thoMollars et the very least. Besutiful necklace.
"1"’"" ) 5'-&
Toueliessstaing ---
1 lip ?
WATERS: nid you talu to the secretaryy nh*e,{ s
BUTH s o A ALO P88~ B hE = COTIU v
MATERG s Yeeh s THEL Y “ﬁﬁy i W"W‘dﬁ
S < Ty e R L S

FUTH? ﬂ’ ry ﬁpparontly-s-he-’-s the soul of kindness, Thouscnds of
friends, people calling her all day long for 1ittle favors
--which she always 4ld.

WATERS: I lnow the type. Wot an enemy in the world. And that's

the kind that =lways gets --

'ﬂ&Qﬁ: AT TSR CE I ler. Last HIgHe A~
1A TERS (INTERESTED} Ch-

RUTH ¢ --4 Major Frank Graham,4.S, Avmy. Rotired. Apparently

a bc&u of hers. ADING FROM NOTES) "Major called 9:15,

S ILEP \ﬂbag

jor 'ibﬁ-,q slone. Secrvetery thinks e jor left --

sans told her sccretary she could go to bed.

1txerf1 otclock,” hhﬁm“*m
%\*ﬁu

‘s, Apmy retired, Mayhe over

HATERS : g wasntt as setiled
and peaceful &as 1t looks.

RU 1 think you're up the wrong tree.
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RUTH: You saw that the telephone wires on this phonc were cut.
WATERS: I saw it o long time &go. Y ouarr et ettt
RUTH? (GOING RIGHT oN) And you know that the telephcne wire
downsteirs, which 1s & separate phone LA a it
poluyate-phone-ah G
thaf ono wasntt cut., So whoever cut the
Loeded 20
wires and did.i#rwasn‘t/apparentl ramiliar with the
layout of the house, Waanll oo .lSry int igate EA o ree s Lo
oDl E e,
WATERS ¢ T figurcad that cut qulte a while ago.

R ooy Lt 0u U S ATBT- IR IAT  PEEANoa-wae byl R

s on his~wgy to the East Tndies now, +wES quite on

intimate friend: or evenings cof last ueek

.with her. Bo?
VATERS: Okay.
RUTH: MOT'U?ET“G&h&Bmiaxﬁﬂﬁﬁuﬁﬁ“ﬁ&iﬂuxghﬁﬂt}ﬁ'6ht on Everly

stpeet (tha.siregh. thgb runs cutside the hauee ), 39 feeb

from whare the property ends wWcre found=--

VATERS come on, cut it out. A pair of plyers withk which she was
kit and with which the phene wire was cut.

RUTH: vou arenlt exactly up 1o the minute. she wes hit with
the plyers, but the phone wire was cub with & f1oris ey,
sclssors found 27 feet north northeast fron where the
plyers were found,

WATERS: T got to hand it to you.

RTHQY Q171237




RUTH:

WATERSG

i)

—o-—
So my opinion, just the editor of the Women's Fage
talking, is the cpiminel was an esmateur -=z bungling
ampteur -- ;ﬁ% diant't '‘mow the house well, threw away the
tools much too close to the scene of the crime (for any

9%‘5

pro), motive appesrs Lo be robbery in which met he
wes interruoted by lMrs. Evans. S%—ibﬁrﬂeeb-umaJWapmmdumhu

wolye—rertr-Trar = uuuuug‘m f/w P -‘A L8 f- el GO T

. g —
Noliadow, & - Forn Ve v

S

! M..'.’-é—":’; M:J ‘:MP"T'“ TELlL o W.l.l‘g ¥

HLI.’T‘T—T -

WATERS:
RUTH 3

(MUSIC:

.._.._.,_.,..._...,_.__.___.,,,_ —_ =

T RR:

MATID:

-~

-

ThémhaJor was stutned to learn the, pewsy’

OXAY. oy wf“ayg very goo M5F . Tow how about & "yes'.
"‘nq
I tmow vhat oufmc&n Nty
J ‘“}}ﬁ%}}“"_%
T SLOYLYY AND UNDER & o 0_) I‘hm”"“‘*'s‘:-;z;.
Enunnmnnwuproves“r*@mr‘””nﬂa vhﬂt-aﬂ.tna_ﬂ+a¢ﬂiﬁﬁmah Who

did ity Who could it possibly even be? The mald says..
(STILL TTARFUL) The only peovle who call at the houze
regulerly -= I mean -- There'!s the gordner. Hels been
here 20 yeors I think -- tonger thar ITve been here. And
therel!s the grocer, his dellvery boy: the butcher; the
boy who delivers newspapers. I might of dene 1t &8 vell

as eny of ther. UK TST =0 DA G, TN R 5 kn@nuyha;aigﬂggﬁk“wnluww

Qonhbmionewiodeba 8o, 0k Sl Lus

PWWW&W?WiR&y«RW&h“WgQM“T@ ermﬁﬁ“ﬁr

GROCER:

con. do in cases 1ike thils -- caaesﬂyihhﬁtf 1eaus without

s“’"

motives.h Make & listfwﬁfanﬂgody and everybody -- the

least su5013191~~ﬂﬁ"the most susplcious =- who might

"

ome reﬂqge corngction ond then see if they did
: -tﬁg% Tha grocer --
If such a thing could happen to her, & woman llke that,

it eould happen to anybhody.
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NARR:
CIFRK:

HARR:

GARDNER ¢

HARR:

WATERS:

RUTH:

VATERS

e T

The butcher's clerk --

T didntt have any money and I wos golng to flunk out of
school £nd she helped me get & private tutor.

The gordner --

{OLDER MANW) Most of the nights, T don't sleep good, but
that night [{HE!S BIAMING HIMSELF) =-- that night I went to
the doctor and T got & sleecping rill. Wil
49 Lheshotndghor

And the toy who delivered the papers?

(TIRED} I chocked him Mugglebee. The kid!'s nome 1s
Kenneth Silver. He's 17. One of the most incrediole
kida I sver saw in my life.

Incredible ho§fﬁ%

This$d bepivo-youm-ilndiss . K1d gets un at €130 every
morning and handles hls newspaper deliverles., He goes to
achool until 3 ond runs errands in the afterncon., He's
thc president cof hils class; president of the Honor Soclety.
fins o scholastic average of 7% apd is anjopphnn living

X R T e R
with an 83 yeor old aunt whem—re—trreosTrreses, 50 1

e T

guess thet lenves us exactly nothing,

R s P B R DU

Anck to headguarters, Tt 1000 10 Gadil} SR A wE IR ol »

T A and bl e Wahat Sre@e il

vou wateh the good, competent detective go =~ And you, too,

Ruth Mu§§lobea, are about to go beck to your office when

ETIRN by

(something thut's always been o part of your

make-up), asks & gquestion.

RTHOYT 171239




RUTH:

NARR:

AUNT:
RUTH:

AUNT:

ROBERT:

AUNT

RHITH:

AUNT:

ROBERTS:

RUTH
ROBERT:

RUTH:

ROBERT:

RUTH:

=10=
(oW FILTER) Can anybody be that good? Presldent of his

class? President of the Honor Society, 97% average?

Supperketric-tam e Cr vt

and of course you find yourself In a clean, quiet living
room with the sunt, talking about Kenneth Silver.

Why are you asking me a1l these questions, Miss?

Ttts just that youimes & women'ls been killed, Mrs, Sitver.

(IRATE) Rirwt~the Feburb TR RSR Yt I think this is
J——%pd'{f

., T'il not even &llow the thought to
be entertained that Kenneth wag even remotely connected
with this terrible, tragic affalr, (CALLING) Robert!
(ABOUT 21, SULLEN) Here I am, Aunt Sarie.

Plesse show this young woman out. T egrraedbyemgdhdmbhee
innuehB ST PEEVEYT

I'm sorry, L Jjust --

Please!

This way please,

(SOME STEPS, DOOR OPENS, SOMZ ¥OR® STEPS)
3 #
;(h:__,'_i e #

You have & lovely place here,
(MOVING TN OW HER, HE'S IS KINT OF GUY) I plented all
those flowers there.

Really?

sure., Painted the house tgo, Those steps youlrs
standing on right now---1 fixed them, He makes all the
noise around here but (AS RUTH CHIMES 1) I do all the
wory,

(WwITH HIM) I do all the wark,

(BOTH LAUGH)
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ROBERT: That!s how 1t is when you got & kid genius in the
femily, Th PR et ik e ve “gOINE-TEOTBe- s
S
the King of Engl&gdﬁermﬁ*”éxping. Every minute of his
P e,

RUTH: But hels & good kid?
ROBERT:® Good? Het's perfect. Trat!s why I got myself & bhad
reputation, Itm not & bad guy, only compared to him I'm

a bum.

"-"tw’t' o

R .._Mﬂi&erwis%rﬂﬁewi s TR eI et

achool & year after she did. "youtll never get thewarks

-~
your silster aid; oh, thet sister of yours' knov.
ROBERT: Lister. That kid is out on his newiﬁgaé% dellvery route
otelock every morning, rein o_zﬁﬁine Rain or storm or

2r since hels 10 years old

fifty 8 week. vou know how much

RUTH:

RORBERT: He's got & sign up on the wall in hkils room.
A motto I gudgs you'd call it -- and he bellaves it.
fﬁﬁﬂrlf o bed, eerly to rise --"

RIJTH: / vou don't mean 1%

RODTRTY TN YT, He'ls one of the best locking kids In
town, he bats 400 cn the pall teem and he's the champlon

preast-siroke swilmmer on the school team.

RUTH: quite a kid. vou think I could zet to see nim?

ROBERT: (170W MIVING ) wWell, it might e arranged.

RUTH ¢ (KNOWING WELL WHAT'S COMING) How?

RCBERT: Well, maybe if you and I went to dinner one night, maybe.

You know you don't get to ses big-time reporters in

Haverill, too of'ten,
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RUTH:

ROBERT:

RUTH
RCBERT:

RUTH:

ROBERT:

RUTH:

RUTI:

-.]_2—

(CLINCHING IT) Hothing would make me npavpier. Why don't
you pick me up ét 8:30, Itm staying at the hotel,
:gg?&ﬁgﬁf@ﬂﬁff:4§)’¥ 2

At dinner, there's a 1ittle more sparring. Robert Sllver,
the brotker, moving in for & personal killing and at the
same time bullding the myth of Kenneth Silver, the perfect
bOY, '

He can name every flower in the Botanical Cerdens, wlth
their Latin names.

(LAUGHS)

Ee plays the pleno, the bvanjo, the saxophone and the
gultar.

(LAUGHS)

He's the best ballroom dancer in Haverill end-- Listen,

do we got to weep telking amwout him all night? You got

a drink in front of you.

Right. MNo more about ¥enneth Silver. Besidss, he’s too
good to he true.

Right, Here's to us.

You drinlk end you laugh and you dence, And ell along
. W et fa i

that ono, unexplelned aspect of ycur nature, §3¥ueuad£§}

talks amid the laughter and the wine and the rusic. The

/ b _-/4/,/5«,'/-—-

same Tenlasase statement --

(0 FILTER) He's to good to be true. Too zood to be trus

I think he 41d it.

MIDDLE {OMMERCTAL
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1174

MIDD1E COMMERCIALS

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAFPELLD:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT ~SCRATCH (EFFECT) —-THROAT~SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH {EFFECT) -~

Guard egainst throat-scratchl (EFFECT)

Enjoy smeoth smolking!

PELL MELL’'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

travels the smoke fupther....

Filters the smoke end makes 1t mild.

Puff by puff you're alweys ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filttersd further than
thet of eny other leading clgarette, DMorecver, after

5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELI, Still gives you

& longer, netural filter of Tine tobaccos - to guard
acalnst throat-scrateh.

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels ths sroke further

on its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
PEIL MSLL'S %treditiomally fine, mellow Lcobecoos = guards
against throat-scratceh.

Yes, PRELL MELL'S fine tobaccos glve you & smeothness,
mildness and gsatisfacilon no other ¢igaretts cffers you.
Guerd egainst throat-gcratchl

Enioy smooth smoking!

Ask for the lonzer, finer cigarette 1n ths distinguished

red paclage - FELL ¥MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES = "gutstapnding "

And - they are mildl
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— e — (iadh-Aal—Rag L A

EARRICE: This is Cy Harrice returning you to your Nervator and tho
Big Story of Ruth Mugglebee £s she lived it end wrote 1t.

NARK: You, Ruth Mugglebece of the Boston Record-American &re on
tho trail of & boy of 17. And you have decided for no
reason, other then the fact that he's the tepst likely
candidete in the world, that he is the murderer of Mrs.
Richard Evans, social leader of Hoverill, Awé=for the- /-2
voTy-renstT reagon mverything you can
find out about him is good. You, Ruth Mugglebee, don't
believe that anything cen be oll goocd, or enybody.

KiD: Kenhy Silver? Ifd rather play on o tenm with him than
anybody I ever met in my life.

NARR ! But it is true. It's 14 carat true. Not only the kids
he plays ball with, but nis teachers.

MAN TEACHER: To hecr Kenneth telk about school and greduetion and his
plans for the ye&rs aheed rodeems your entire faith in the
youngor generation.

HARR: As wure s the driven snov, An olntmont without a fly in
it, So says tho florist he vorks for, the newspaper whose
route he handles, the girls, the cops-~-avsclutely

p L+
evcrybody."ﬁéér the mild-mannerod bespectecled lady who

2 Al s A o
runs the librery a-e-ho(yoﬁ"'a. very curious qa.ta;g;ﬂrwhile

youtre in thore checking on him.
LIBRARIAN: If anybody else in the world had said it to e, I'd not
have given it another thought, but coming from Kenneth
RUTH: VWell what 4id he say?
LIBRARIAN: Well he wes in here taking out these books --"The Story
of Philogophy" end "Tom sawyer" they were -- and he sald,
Pyou know something?® (INTERRUPTS HERSELF)
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LIDRARIAN:
{COouTD)

RUTH

LIPRARIAN:

RUTH:

LIBRARIAN:

WATTRESS:
RUTH:
WAITRESS:

RUTH:

WAITRESS:

RUTH:
WAITRESS:

RUTH:

WAITRESS:

.-']_5..
Tf 4t had been anybedy else I woulén't oven have
remembered 1it.

{PATIENTLY) What did he s&ay?

TR e

Ve
Yell just thet Mrs. Evens!t cﬁnay—would make a wonderiul

Wosdkrey mystcri/ﬂ
3o Whatts we stra.ngc, about that?
Just ---T dontt kmow --The way he said it., I Just sat

her ghivering for 15 minutes after he left.

gp what? Because & 1ibrarian whots heen sitting on &
chair for the last 35 years gets tingles down her spine--

Well -- youlre hungry. And you find yourself --by

accident =~ lunching in the same rvlace that Robert Si1lver,

ornd the same

his brother, took you to the othor night.

wvaitress who waitod on you is curlously intimete.
You imow him wcll?

Who? Robort Silver?

Yeah, T guess you don't know nim very well. Tell me -~

wee that your watch he was trying to sell us?
Wy wetch?

surc. He's quite a kild, Robert Silver. ¥ou might say

ttc exact opposite of that swell brother of nis,

T didn't lose a wabeh,

Well he was trying to scll somevody'ts watch. He asked

me if I wanted to buy it; 1 aslked the proprictor. Heo

gven stopped o customer at the ber!
What kind of watch was 1t?
Kind of

4 blue enemel.

T don't lmow. A lady's watch.

pretty. ¥You know, the kind with 2 band ground your nacli.
Now, you wanted & lottuce end tomato on rye--{SHE STOPS)

Whare are you going?
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(¥U3IC:

NARR?®

MRS.EVANS:

HARR:

MAID:

RUTH:

MATD:

RUTIE:

MATD ¢

ROBERT:

-16-

YQu're %ging ta check something because suddenly
trlitn P e

[sonuepeiby, wheels hovo begun turning in your mind.

You remomber & scene in & hospiltal rcom where & dylng
woman, half ralsed herself on her elbow and czlled out --
(FLAT VOICE, ON FILTER) What time 1s 112 Wrat time is 182
What time 1s It?
And you remember that when you told her the time, she

hed no reactlon, Tt wosn't the time she was after. She
was lookling at the night-table for Rgw- ~-coull it be?
--for her wnten!
- _ o
(PIhltiie, PHONE RINGSE, 18 ANSWERED Ci FILTER)

{FILTER THROUGHTOUT SCENE) Evens! residence. Ml

PR,

This is Ruth Mugglebec.
ves, Miss Mugglebes.

Look, d¢on't say anything te anybody. Just answer thls
question. Did Mra, Evans own 2 vlue snamel watch?

(BURSTING) I know It! T knew 1t was missing. I couldn't
yememoer before --I thought something was missing. Wow
T know it wos-=-

{ IWTERRUPTS) Thanks,

(PHCONE UP HFAVILY)

Wwhere did you get the wvetech, Robort?

T found it. I told you I found it. Yhat Lre you

making such a fuss about & watch for?
Itm not maklng a fuss, Robert. Only I heard you Were
trying to sell the watch.

Wwhat abpout 1It?
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RiUTH¢

ROBERT @

RUTH

ROBERT:
RUTH:
ROBERT:

RUTHe

ROBERT:
RUTH:

RIIERT:

RUTH:
ROBERT:
RUTH ¢
ROBERT:
RUTH:
(MISIC:

MNARR:

KENNETH:

_1’?’..
Just you could get into & lot of trouble selling & watch
that docsn't helong to you.
Pinder's koepers, isn't 1t?
No. ¥irst thing you have to do with & wabeh, or anything
else that you find, is to advertise 1t and if the rlghtrul
owner doesn't claim it, then it!s yours end you con sell
it.
T didntt lnow that,
Don't you want to tell me about the watch?
Tell you what?
Oh, thet itls a blue enamel watch with & blzck band and
an 1little silver clasp in the back.
How do you know?

'Don't f*,'ou wont to talk to me about 1t?

d;ft. [14/

thety I'11 tell you the truth, I didnft ring 1t,

Kenneth found it and he asked me to sell 1t for him,

Kenneth found 1t%

- -’./ . s
ST ALl _--"/'_ri.d in Ay

Where is Kenneth?

Hets in the housc. T think he's in his

3
O
O
i

Tet's go up, I want to talk to him.

S ry

vou walk into the neatest boyls rocom you've ever scen in
your life: the neatest d?sk, the most corderly book-case,
and you mect one of theyéiﬁﬁiﬁia looking, <esiads people
youlve ever met in your life,

(WHO COUID CHARM THE VARNISH OFF A TABLE)} Ploase sit down,
{Miss Mugglebee. My protherts told me & greet deal about

you,

ATHAT Q171247




HARE:

KENNETH:

RORERT :
RUTH:

KENHETH:

NARR:

KENNETH:

_18 -
You tell him about the watch and about what & poor tdea
1t 1is to scll somcthing vefore you'lve ndvertised for its

rightful owner. ’
fj){jd"/' _
I nover knew that, Well we shouldn't be sitting here Hlewn—-

should we? We ought to g0 right down to the pollce and
tell them about 1it, Dontt you think thatts & good iden,
Robert?

Sura.

Well, I've got &8 car right outside. why dontt I darive
you both down. 7Tou cén talk to Lt. Todd Weters. Hels

a very good friend of nine.

vou don't go directly to @ Police Headquerters, It's

a lovely day, so you put the top of your convertible

down end you ond the ettractive boys (the perfect one and

the not so perfect one), take 1n the eerly summer alr

gn route. Youlve got to sec this mireclo, touch 1t in

person hefore elther throwing your&gééizgggjuheory out

the window or confirming 1t once and for ell --for good.,
(CAR MOTOR HAS BEEN RUNNING BEHIND TI= NARRATOR)

I *hink the late July flowers are perhaps =2 lovellest.

The latc peonics are blooming end tnerets scme very late

dogweod . to0.

‘e 3itbing next to you: 8 clear, unblemished faces

cool, clean skin; halr just wavy enough {but not too muchy
drcesed neatly with trousers pressed, shoes polished, shirt
cleen, tic just so.

Wetve got an awful lot of history ocround here. You know
this was the area settled by some of thoe followers of

Roger Willlams, { MORE
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FRITETH
{CONTD)

WARR:

KENNETH:

(MUSTC:

-19_
AL

Some, oﬂ:$baeue, went to Rnode Island, but on the
Winthrop Farm there, 1641 --pight behind it wes the old
Toun Council,

He's rsal, no questlon ahout 1t, He knows whercof he
speaks, end tho saso ond warmbh of hilz monner reloxcs youT
-g women 10 years his senlor. And as you pull up before
the policc station to see Todd Waters inside, he notes-=-
Ttts fuany how much we copied from England, isntt 1t?

Now you take tha old State Police Hendguerters, Bullb

in 1R07. Patterned ofter the old Bailey Buildings In
Lonéon. Whore the ivy makes them so soft and 80
unmenecing, den't you think?

UP AND THEN UNDER. . o o)
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NARR: And inside Teodd Waters' office, he sits wigh the same
ease and asaurance and pelse and friendliness.
WATERS Who hasz the watch?

KEWNETH: You have it I think, Robert.

ROPZERT: Yes, slr. Here it is. Y . A --}; L.
"?‘;';ﬂf"- ).‘\_I‘r"\?’_!‘{_ d_{:, !{,ﬂ,{ﬁ‘u _.J-L—w_ﬁ'{ T _,-;,.\;'-_-__:_._-
WATER: Rey, Mugglebee, sit douwn. . il 3
WI x.ug\_.u ety tTTT. T don & KNoW. Tran Ty Y LT
WATERS: Repodber's nerved.

KENNETH: It's a grvelling business =~ bringing a paeed out every
day, meeting Jead; ness . I'm goE into engineering.

WATERS:  Now where did you £ind ¥

Ypefennath?
-

-'j' o
KENNETH: Well 1 was coming hofie from the Thop.o- toe florists-- 1

had jusjjﬁgdg T delivery. I thipk 1t was oW us“iiih%
ﬂdgme“ﬁoad. T wae coming back on my blke and I caugitly,,

e
v . L PO
the _sShife-tae-the™ T 2L yoic Y v vl LA R £ 51 G

prpeerrEr—r oo a Y . As a matter of fact, I drove past 1t
first. I thought, "Oh, 3 11ttle mica rock oF something.”
But then I went back and 1t was the enamel wztch.

\m‘mﬂs;mmhmtb‘ﬁg ~ I‘i rrs -l \.E yan :L'S:r-ﬂ a\tch'ﬁl

K‘E-N’T\E'TEJ. vk 7‘.:&-:1-;"“"; WO i A B Al
WATERS: - The watch wag last secn the night vefers ahe was

willed on her night-table, Kenneth.

RUTHT thﬁELEtPEEIG TETE T AP g e ?

KENNETH: M@kﬁmmw&demﬂmﬁmg%&ggm
rainiﬁg or_gnowing, 1 wouldn't leave 1% 023”5;, porch -
it would gef“éibaqgt. S0 E;gfringffﬁg:§;ll and -- 3he'd

S
iv a glass of.ntTk:pnce in a wvhile.
give me a8 8 ‘wﬂjbm ence

- A
WATERS: Wereygguméﬁgr upstairs? ",
- - g
KENNETH:/NS sir. ﬁm\
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WATERS: Kenneth, loock, boy. What I've got to tell you isn't easy.
There are 5 or & things that have happened that don't
make any senze to us.

KENNETH: Yes sir.

WATERS: The palr of plyers with which ghe was hit on the head --
It's true thers wasn't anything identifying about those
plyerz. But in the tool kit in your house up until 3 days
ago, there used %o be a pair of plyers just 1ike this.
What happened to them?

KENNETH: I don't know. If they 're gone -~ AYe they gone, Robert?

ROBERT: They 're not there.

KENNETH: T don't know.

WAPERS The clippers with which the telephone wire was cut. That
came from the florist shop, Kenneth, the shep where you
work. Your employer told us he's missing a palr of
clippers ever since the day Mrs. Evans was kililed.

KENNETH: fhat's the first I heard of 1t.

WATERS: { FORBEARING SLIGHTLY) You were president of the Honor
Socicty, Kenneth, and the Treasurer. 1 checked the
financcs of the Soclety, Kemmeth. (It wag her idea,

Miss Muggle&ee‘s) -- you were 10 dollars ghert.

KENNETH: { take it you've never been ten dollares short 1In your
accounts.

WATERS: (IRAT=E) Don't geb fresh. (PAUSE AS HBE CONTROLS SELF).
Tbings add up, Kennsth - the plliers, the ¢liopers, the
ten dollars, the wateh ..

KENNETH: (COOL) ‘When each tndividual thing has a plausible
explanation Mr. Waters, the sum af them 12 no daifferent

from the parte.
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WATERS:

KENNETH:

WATER3:
RUTH:

WATERS:

o
RUTE:~~"  Wrong approach, cculdn't be more wrong. Totall

F,PTﬁﬁNING ON HER) Stay out of it, Ruth.

D0 -

{REAL SORE) Look, Kenny, 1et'a stop mincing wordg

gald they add up. You know what thegeta ubD to —-=-

s~ nn absurdlity: 2a charge

R T

UPTING) Yes, s8ir,
of murder. g
£t fine superrs

Don't amile, _gmile of yours of I'il

RUETING. . COOLY) Wrong apﬁr-:

{INTED

™,
UATERS Rt 1
RUTH: { THORQUGHLY DISREGARDING HIn) You see, Mr., Waters, as

" KENNETH:

RUTH:

KEINNETH:

RUTH:

WATERS:

RUTH:

Itm surs Kenncth would be ©he first to point cut =-- the
erime you ascribe to him is the work, cbviously, of a
gstupld boy, a clumsy bheoy - a person without rezl
intelligence. (A PAUSE) Leave pllers =20 nsar, cut the
wrong phone wire, steal an gasily traceable watch and try
to sell it. That isn't like you at all, is it Kenneth.
{PLEASED, BUT A& LITTLE CAGEY) I wouldn't put it gquite
1ike that {though substantially it 1s correct).

How would you put it, Xenoeth ?

(NO DOPE} Just that - 1t never happened. I nzd nothing
to dc with it., That's how I'a put 1t.

Beneath ycu, Kenneth, distinctly beneath you -~ tecause
you see you are connected with 1t -- (QUICKLY TO AVQOID HIS
INTERRUPTION) ~- thatlsanbest The watch, the things
Robert told me, the pliers, the elippers, the missing $10.,
No point in it, Ruth -- and I used to think whsn my kid

grows up I'd like him to be like Kenneth 3ilver.
(GOING ON) Kenneth, sometimes boys try to live beyond

themselves-—ch&%drenﬁﬂhc«ha#eh%o&tﬂahaﬁﬂﬁﬁéﬂﬁagﬁgﬁﬂﬂ try te
1ive up to promiascs that no human belng on earth can live

up to.
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KINNETH:

RUTH:

KENNETH:
RUTH:

KENNETH:

RUTH:

KENNETH:

RUTH:

KENNETH:

.-23..

Those arc just words.
(KNOWS NOW SHE 'S GOT IT) Scmetimss people put pressures
on themselves besyonaemue” they caHJEtand; they try to
bs good, bs perfect -- and it's like walking e tightrope
--always belng good and right. One teester this way, one
false step -- and 1t's all gone. Are things like that for
you?
(PIGHT-LIPPED) TYou're just talking.
1t's a house of cards and 1t can all collapss with one
strong breath. (SHARP NOW) Kenneth, your 1ifs is 1like
that -- everythipg right, no mistakes, never a doubi, when
all aleng you want the luxury of teing wrong, the right to
be able to get dirty, gel angry, be ¢lumey -- but no, you
never let it happen. Always walk that tightrepe, always
keeps the house of cards looking 1ike a resl houze. When
inside you know you're afrald, terrified ...
(3HE 'S GOTTEN TO HIM) She has nc right to talk to me 1ike
that, Mr. Waters!
What wae it, ths c¢lass funds - the $10 migsing., You had to
replace 1t or the house would collapse,.you'd f2ll off the
tightrope -- S0 you thought Mrs. Evansz. And it was flne
except --
Robert, Mr. Vaters, for heaven's sake =--

TS
{ RIGHT CN)“LSEEE gaw you and you knew she'd tz11 and you
wouldn't be the most wonderful boy in the world, you'd
just be another boy, 2 plan ordinary boy --

Please, please ---=!
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RUTH: And that you couldn't ;1énd. So you killed her, cutb
the vire, stole the watch and ran. (GENTLY NOW) Kenneth,
Kenneth, Kenneth --- be human, be a human being, Tell
someone.

(A PAUSE)

NARR: He doesn't ansver you direetly, but the face tells that
this 1g what happened. Instead, he starus walking out the
door and you, and Licutenant Waters go with him as he
gaya -~

KENNETH: 1111 shew you what I did. BExactly what I did.

NARR: Ee goesz te the hovuse, opens the French windcws on the first
floor from the cutslde, walks to her bedroom, opens
drawers. Then he pgocs through the moticnz of hitting her
when ghe surprised him by asking MNhat time 13 it", and
then out after having cut the phone wire.

KENNETH: That'es what I did. Don't ask me why. I dern 't know.

Maybe what you zald, Miss-- some of that, Zut I don't
kneow.

(MUsIC: _ AN WITH) _ _ _ oo

NARR And you don't clther, Ruth Mugglabee, Nobedy on garth
knows. It happsned -- on& of those crimes ihat reguires
the understanding of gspeclalists, of doctcrs. One of
those depthe of human e ! characterg still to be
plumbad.

(vusIc: _ _UR TO_TAG) _ _ .

CHAPPELL: In Just a moment we will read you a telegram from Ruth
Mugglebes of the Boston Record imerican with the final
ocutcome of tonight's BIG STORY .

ATTSTEL TR )

{CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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(MusIc:

HARRICE:

CHAPFPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE!
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHATPPELL:

HARRICE

-25-

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #17%

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

_BEHIND) _
PHROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) == THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
Guard against throst-scratchi (EFFECT)
Enjoy_gmooth 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 smoks PELL.MELL.
At the first puff PELEL MELL smoke 1s filteved further
than that of any other l1eading cigarette. Mcreover, after
5 puffe, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still glves you &
longer, natural filter of traditionally fine %tobaccos -
to guard agalnat throat-scratch. Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tobaceos glve you a smoothnegs, mildnegs and satisfaction

e

no other clgarette offers you.

35, dcn't let throat-scrateh spoll your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy gmooth smoking?’

Ask for the louger, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - nrutstanding! "

And - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

-0H-

Now we read you that telegram from Ruth Mugglebee of the

Boston Record-American.

MUGGLEBEE: KILLER IN TONIGHT 'S BIG STORY ATTEMPTED TO REPUDIATE RIS

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

{MUSICs

CHAPPELL:

CONFESSION, ATTEMPTED TO PLAY ON THE SYMPATY GENERATED BY
HIS YOUTH AND REPUTATION. FINALLY, HE WAS CONVICTED OF
SECOND DEGREE MURDER AND SENTENCED T0O LIFE IMPRISONMENT.
IT'S A 8TORY 1 WOULDN'T LIKE TO HAVE TO WRITE AGAIN. MANY
THANKS FOR TONIGHT'S PELL MELL AWARD,

Than you, Miss Mugglebee . the makers of PELL MELL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for notable service in the field of journalism.
I1sten again next week, same tlme, same gtation, when

FPELL MZLL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG

STGRY - A BIG BPORY from the front page:s of the Springfleld,
Mo, Leader & Presa -- by-line, Willlam A. Graves. A BIG
STORY atout a reporter who discovered that an endowment
policy cen on occaeslon carry doutble indemnity payable sesen

in death.

_—.___-__..—...-.._._._-__-.__..—-—-

THE 3IG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Procktsr with

mueic by Vliadimir Selinsky. Tonlght's progran Was adapted
by Arnold Ferl, from an actual story from the front

pvages of the Boston Record American. Your narrator was

Aob Sloan, ks Ann Seymour playsd the part of Futh
Mugglebee., In order to pretect the names of people actually
involved in tonight's authentic BiG STORY, the names of all

characters in the dramatization Were changed with the

" exception of the reportey, Miass Mugglebee.
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A L S

CHAPPELL:

\\E%%aty—thanaanﬁmlixgé.lg&I_nxﬁryﬂyaar%—-ﬁ*rﬁlﬁtﬁﬁ”

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

(PAUSE)

persons injured! That's the awful toll of Amgrican
tpaffic accidents! And every one of us A% a potential
victim} So drive carefully at %;lffimes - obey
nighway slgns and traff;sﬂrégﬁ{ations. Aceldents
dontt just happeem;mtﬁg; are caused by carelessness,
The next l%ge’§gh save may be your ownl

THIS ;Swﬂﬁé.................THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING

COMPANY

e P TS LB o N S e -
- R - g Lo
PR e
-
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NAFRATOR
ABBIE
ANN

SAM
BILL
SHERIFF
DANNY

JOE

THE BIG STORY
TROGRAM _#175

AS BROADCAST

BOR SIOANE
ATHENA LORLE
ATHENA IORLE
BOB CRYDEN
BILL QUINN
BILL SMITH
JAGKIE GRIMES
LARRY HAINES

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 2, 1950
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VEBL & NET THE STOR #1715

10:00 z(lﬁiio)PM AUGUST 2, 1950 WEDNESDAY
CHAPFELL: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present... THE BIG STORY.
(MUSIC:_ _ _ _ FANFARE}
{ RN NOTFENG )

ABBIE: (LOW, AGITATED) Saml 3Sam, wake up!
SAM: (SLEEPILY) What 1s 1t? What's the matter, Abble?
ABBTE: Shhhih. s
SAM: Whatessa?
ABBTIE: Someone 's prowlin' around in the kitchen. Listen.s.

(A PAUSE)

(THEN WE HEAR A SLIGHT CONTACT SOUND OFF.
PERHAPS FAINT STEPS IN OTEER ROOM)
SAM: Abbie! Youlre right. Someone is in there!
APBIE: (SCARED WHISFER) Oh, Lord in Heaven. He'll find the

insuraence money 1n the cookie jar andses

SAM: Oh no, he won't, HNot 1f I can help it.

ABBIE: sam! Wait s minute! Whet are you going to do?
SAM: I'm golng in there after himl

ABBIE: sem! No! Don't...

(DOOR FLUNG OPEN)
SAM: (YELLS) Who's there? Come out of the dark, you dirty

sneaking varmint...
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CHAPPELL:

._2..

THE BIG STORY. Here 1s Americe! Its sound end its
fury, its Jjoy and 1ts sorrow, &3 faithfully reported by
the men and women of the great American newspapers.
(FLAT)} Springfleld, Misscurl. From the pages of the
lLeader and Press, the story of a reporter who threv &
monkey wreach into a murder... and hit a killer.
Tonlght, to Reporter William Graves, of the Springfield
Yeader agd Pfess, for his Big Story, goes the Pell Mell

Avard!

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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%' THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #175

B/2/50

RCTAL: .
Lo (O ;’,f__.{j.}{/l yyd/)

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

|
HARRICE!
CHAPPELL?
HARRICE:

PHROAT~SCRATCH -~ (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SORATCH {EFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCE -- (EFFECT) --

Guard against throat-soratchi (EPFECT)

Enjoy pmoo%h smoking.

FELL MELL!S grester lengkh of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff you're always aheed when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filtered
further than that of eny other lesding glgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
sti1l gives you & longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos = to guard egainst throat-
scrateh. Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobeccos glve you &
swoothnese, mildness end sab no other clgasrette
offers you.

Don't let throst-sereteh spolil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smooth smokingl

ask for the longey, finer cigarette 1n the distingulshed
red packege - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outgtanding!"
And - they ere milol
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(MUSIC:

CHAFPFELL:

BILL:

SHERIFF:
BILL:
SHERIFF:
BILL:
SHERIFF:

-

_ _ _INTRO_AND UNDER)
Springfield, Missouri.., the story as it actually

happenedsss Willlam Graves'® story, s he lived 15400

UP AND UNDER)

vYou, B1ll Graves of the Springfield Jeader and FPress,

are & Missourl boy, born and breds vour country is the

0zark country, home of the mountain people, the

hi11billies., And out of these rough slopes, from the

hidden valleys between the scarred and knoblike peaks,

R
tee come wany a strange storye Stories of superstitilon,

of primltive, savage violence, of sudden death in the
Ozark swamps and CyLress. And out of this forbildden

country came your story, Bill Graves. But to begin at

the beginning, 1t 1is September. It 18 this Septenbelr

- morning, and you are asleep in your home at Westplains,
TREIT. . o
(PHONE RING)
(GROANS IN SLEEF)
(PHONE RING AGAIN, INSISTENT)
{STEEPILY, TRRITATED} A11 right, all right!
{ PHONE GIVES HALF RING & CUT OFF BY..)
(RECEIVER OFF HOOK)
(SLEEPY) Helle.
(FILTER) Bill, Sheriff Ed Geary, upP in Shannon County.

ok. Hello, Sheriff.

You up?

I am now.

Better get your britches on and hightail 1t up here right

Bvay. .
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BILL:

SHERIFF:

BILL:

SHERIFP:

ABBIE®
SAM:
ABBTE:
SAM:

ABBIE:

SAM:

Where?
Birch Tree.
What for?

Murder.

vou, Bill Graves, get your britches on. You drive north
through Howell County, 1nto shannon, &nd toward Blrch
Tree, populatlon 500, Thie—3is where-Foucomns . H

pensnan&ég,-é*é#&agmbhrough fifty miles of mountaln roads
1in the chill of an early Ozark morning, driving tnto the

higgest story of your lifes But to be precise, and for
the record, 1t sctually began the night befere, in &
weatherbeaten shack, in Birch Trecees

(oFF) Abbie! (COMING IN) Oh, Avblel

Yes, Sam?

Danny come home yet?

Not yet.

Drat that boy. vou'd think he'd be home with his father
and mother, seein' as velre going awey 1n the morning.
SAMa v

Yes?

I'm not his mothel, just his stepmother.

Well, what of 1it, Abbie?

I don't know. I don't think Dsnny ever really took to
me. He remembers his own mother too well.

Now, now, Abbie, banny doesn't think of Ruth anymore .
Far as I can 3&€¢; hels scted like he was your own 80M.
Anyway, why talle about that now? You got everything

packed?
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ABBIE: T guess s0s I don't gnow. ﬁ0¥éT—;—E—ﬁe—eiﬁd§HﬁLJﬂN&ut
Sf ey

this vacatlon triph

oing-of-nt

Yesg?

What's it like in 5t. Touils

| SAM: 1, I was there only once young man. But I

i recollegt, Abble, it's no At 1ike you've eveT Seel. %

! : The buildihgg\ié hi ’i:lg s you near dizzy 1ookin! at '

; ‘e, and 80 mquf/;i:1e 1t{takes your breath awaf...
ABBIE: (NERVOUSLYT/; do;?;\k- w. | I'm a 1ittle scared, Spm.

mountains, eny further than%

1

never been oub of th

Vapn Buren.

T know. But it's time we ook & 1littie~xest, did a

\‘H
1ittle travelin' Abble, see n' the sights. WEQEe not

““‘\"-.
FOLAE ﬂnlkswanymore?"ﬂnﬂmt ; ~m&y~bewsunﬂonlgmchandam_,f

ABBIE: Bﬁﬁ-4h4uuﬂ&minﬂstﬁﬂixﬁrﬂﬁvﬁ!nﬁTj 1t's bound to be dear.
SAM: What of 1t? We've got the insurance money, haven't we?
ABBTE: ves., Five thousand dollars. lord, it's & heap of money.

Makes me nervous, 580, just to have 1% in the hous€ses

( DOOR SLAM QFF)

DANNY ¢ (COMING IN) Hello, Fase. Mo

SAM: Oh, hello, sOLi.

ABBIE: Denny, what's that youlre carrying?

DANNY Why, it's a going-awey present for you and Fa. A vallse.
ABBIE: For us?

DANNY: sure. Bought it at Eutchins stores Look at it, Ma.

Genuine leather, all the wey through. Angd there's a

lock and key with it, too.
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SAM: Lanny, vest—e—mirmic.

DANresen= Fg b

SAM: Vihere'd you get ell the money to buy that valise?

DANNY: Why, T carned it, Fa.

SAM: Yes? How?

DANNY: Put in some time chopping wood for old Mr. Crawford,
over on Mountainview Road. Bidn Li—gantegororrsienda
EnoW-ahythe sughfor=sirte
hegesaliees

ABBIE! Danny, Danny, you shouldn't have done 1€

DANNY : Wny nct? You and Pa lueme both have this trip comin? to
you, Look at Fa nere. Working the ferm ell these
years, from sunup to sundown, nevefL;;;I;ETEEEE;a sunday
off.ee bneakingﬁniab}unngﬁinwtbe—&ie}d&rnsevdﬂn;-upﬂon“that
inauaauaa_policgﬁigmmxmanxgagean&wwaaikin*"abeut“goin’
bo—&t7~£euée-ense—ma&aebaﬂana_ha*dies,uﬁreaminlwoﬂait.
aAnd you, M2...

ABBIE: (QUIETLY) Yes, Danny? What about me?

DANNY: Tekin' My... ny rezl motherts place, after she vwas gone.
Titehin' in and helping Pa and me along, slev-ing—ileSRe
wdvsden, takin' care of us all these yeers, And
treating me like I was your GHILea s

ABRIE: (HEAR TEARS) Denny. Danny, what can I say, what can I
say? Youlre such & good bOY.

DANNY'$ (AWKWARDLY) Aw forget 1Y, Ms.

SAM: (QUIETLY) she's right, son. Belleve me, we 're both

proud to call you 8ol
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DANNY 3 (SQUIRMING) Aw shuoks, Pe, 1f you two don't cut 1t out,
you'll have me bawling. 1'd better get out of here now,
before I 49.

SAM1 . Where are you golng, wer? Dmma--?-

DANNY Just dovn to the tavern to have a beer with Joe
Wekefield. I'11 be home earlye (FADING) Nighteee

SAM: Goodnight, son.
ABBIE: Goodnight, Dannyees
( DOOR-OMOEE }

MMMAliAhhMWWMuthmw ?
T va

Doammwenctrt TSN
(MUSIG:  _ _ _UR IN_BRIDGE & QROBS-FADE_INTQ TAYERN_MUSIC_IN B.G.)
JOE: Another drink, Danny?
DANNY: (A LITTLE THICKLY, HE'S ALREADY HAD ONE TOO MANY) Gee,

no. Guess I've had enough, Joe.

JOE Avw, go ahead. Another one won't hurt you,
oI G cE m uo’;{)
b b inlieaegsduh £
DRNNY Bond Swh? o oF GrlANE
IS8 : Nos oADyway=bhis--de. MWWwambyrdﬂn%
v Q\ i t \.)
A E yen * Your M and szi&ds are going to 8%.
louis, sneali=theyd r,wé.,, - .y
et I 418 k-7 SV LN el i3 = Wwip_odas
DANMY 1 4ot Tight, s
ny--sLepmotiters
JOE2 e — OO Fyo ROy wg-wHAL YE-thedifferenceoh—leress .
( POURTNG~UF "LIQUORT”
(CLINK=OF~GLASSES)
JOES “——&Meymgﬂrmmrwtmmwsage .
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DANNYY Sarep—-DenTITT UYEEES «
{ THEY TRTRK)
JOE: Ok, brother, 5t Loule. Thatis my town, kiiﬁ
DB Yowpwssoan? I
JOB § 7 samimmin s -=-Sure"sfwc-#In--‘usedﬂnt.cvaJ,iveg:bhere'»ﬂﬂcﬁ";“‘ﬁ‘éf‘ﬁ'f‘é“ e To

bhiﬁ;ﬂzank«countrgamxMhatvaﬂtownﬂstv“ﬁ' st ydedd .

Wert-r-town?
BN T e Y6 HEVEF VR LI T05Y
0E3. I can. fellegou~bhetrinrone 1 IEPAETETd,
DN =S e ERe WA ? )
Y TOR M USRI 7, 151 ' 8
DANNY S « i+~ e - Dovght

&mtnaﬂ-w~v—*wd@hablswJL‘W,SL_ﬂLao&eJG s big town, kid, a fancy Loun,
You need plenty of that green stuff te iive there, the
way I like to live. Ve And-arfacmme-Tvegob
of ~ever.going. back, Look at me now, buried in this
hillbilly town, Cixin' flats an' pumpin' ges at the
Toun garage, workin! for peanuts. Aaah, if T only
could get my hands on some yesl money, I'd hit for

Saint Loo tomorrow. Money,umoneynggngx?ﬂﬁzygil

DANNY: I hed my hends on somé yeal money Ltonight.

JOE: 3h, sure. I1'11 bet you did, kid. A1l of Tive bucks.
DANNY Five thouzand buclks, Fou nean !

JOE: What?

DANNY: You neard me, Joe.

JOE: (LAUGHS) Aw come on, kid, cut it out, There isn't

that much dough 1in Blrch Trees
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DANNY 3 (SHRIILY) I tell ya, T had five thousand dollers in
my hand. All.inxtuanties,mnicemaﬁinneuwmighb~uubﬂof
bheubank,—nuiae-ﬁn**crts@vandvnew;waolewgoumcouldﬂhear
(T

JOE: Now yOu’riféfjng to tell me you robbed the bank.

DANNY: I tell yoy I handled five thousand in cash mohey,
right in my own houseé.

JOE: (A~BEATR -Did-you -8a¥e« o sin your house?

DANNY: You heard me. My Fa just cashed in an insurance policy.
Been saving on 1t for twenty years.

JOE+ { INTERESTED} >Is“thet "so ';fﬂcm:—-w\-rre-rr-;wenﬁ-wmt—»ﬁo

Jou~kopk? Right in your own house, en?

DANNY: Thash what  Treetd. (SUDDENLY WORRIED) But Joe, don't
go blavbin' this around. My Fa told me not to tell
anyone, and. if. he-ever~found-oul, ..

JOE+ (SOOTHING) Sure, sure, kid., I understand, Ihd-kesp
wy-mounbhshub ¢ But..ohe-bhing L-oanio-fipore, Why
does your old man keep a1l that money at home? +ind
of. risky, lsnit1t?

DANNY: I-guess 50, Bek Pals funny. EHe don't belleve 1In
benks. Anyway, hels takin! the money to St. Louis with
him fomorrow.

JOE 1 InBenTomervey , Well, that waekes sense, It sure

does. Held be crazy to leave it around the house.
) .._'. /..'/ {:, - \_.a{. ’__-fr-":w_ ‘,t‘:l'.-?.}/ S _(‘:"

—

(A PAUSE) Hrysdetde.. ..
DANNY: Yoeaw! | tcio el TS :

;HML&;-*mwnwnmaﬁetgiaxa:huohquﬁuy#anoaufleiof“ﬂr:nkswonwme.
BkNH¥+—~——-—-Het%—awménuﬁey-aoevw—whefmriuwpqﬁnyqymzng?
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JOE: I gotta get back—;g-the garage for & 11ttle while.
DANNY: And.aften-that? i e faT 7
JOE: (A;ﬁ:#?) After theb, kidesL'ye g0t 8 datel
(MUSIC: _ .. .. BRIPGE)
(GENERB-BNORING )
ABBIE: (1OW, AGTTATED) Sem} Sam, waie upl
SAM: (SLEEPILY} What 18 1£2 What's the matter, Abbie?
ABBIE: Shhrhn!
SAM: Whoteesss?
ADRIE: someone s prowlin' apound in the kitchen.
SAM: What!
ABRBIE: 1,isten!

(A PAUSE,.THEN WE HEAR A SLIGHT CONTACT SOUND
OFF, . PERHAPS FAINT TEPS IN OTHER ROOM)
SAM: sbbie! You'lre right! Someone 1s in there.
ABBIE® (AGITATED WHISFER) Oh, Lord in Heavehs He'll find

the ipsurance money in the cookle jar and =~

SAM: oh no he won't. Not if I can help it.

ABBIE: sem, walt a minute = what are you going o do?
SAM: T'm goin! in sfter him.

ABBIE: Sam, NG poniv!

(DOOR FLUNG GPEN)
SAM: (YB1LS} Who's there? Come oub of the dark, you
dirty, sneakin' varmint before Taees
(BLOW, » GROAN]
ABBIE: cam! Sem, what's happened! Sam, whet'd he do to you.

o A - - -
WhatesseaCUTS, AS) (Lo o AT e T[]

RTHO1 017/1270
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DAMNNY ¢

SHERIFF':

BILL:
DANNY ¢

SHERIFY:

DANNY:

- 12 -
(WE HEAR THE SLOW, MEASURED BEAT OF FOOTSTERS
COMING TNTO THE ROOM)
{ CHOKING WITH HORROR) Nol! Oh, dear Lord, No!
A HIGH FITCHED SCREAM, ANCTHER-STATES;CUT OFF-BY
( A~PEOW)

At Birch Tree, you, Billl graves of the springfield
Lesder and Press, get the details from Sheriff Ed
Geary. Sem Harper and his wvife, Ablgall, both dead
in pools of their own bloed, thelir hesds bashed in
by & blunt instrument, The bodles dtzcovered by
their son, Danny, bthe night beTore. vou and Ed Geary

talk to the white-faced, shaking bo7, Lsac-bho~Sheritie

Gae—a--Burprise-upirts STERVE v

And the cookle jar with the money wWas gone when you
got there, Danny?

That's right, Mr. Graves. (AGITATED) The cookie jar
and all. I saw Yte 1yin' there in the xitchen, and Ma
in the bedroom, (BREAKS) and theyes.thnegy...

(GENTLY) Take it easy,-scn. I krovw hcw you feel, and
we hate to ssk you any more gquestions. But welve got
to have & few facts pefore we can catch the skunk eér
sxvaes! who did this.

Think you csh FO ©Of DOW, Danny?

(SHAKY) Sure, Mr. Gravess I think I can.
Danny....tell me on= thing.

Yes, Sherilf?

ATHOT1 0171271




SEERIFF:

DANNY:
BILI:
DANNY ¢
SHERIFF?
DANNY:

SHERIFF:

DANNY &
SYERIFF:

DANNY
SHERIFEF:

DANNY &

BTiL:
DANNY 2

SHERIFF:

DANNY

- 13 =~

pid anyohe know about that money in the ccokie jar

cutside of you, and your Ps and Ma.

(A BEAT) IeswoeaniOs No onew

You're sure?

Teeasayes, Lim sure.

one more quesblon, s0h.

Yea, sir?

(s BEAT) Did you ever gee.. .s.this mechanie’s wrench?
(CLANK OF WRENCH ON WOODEN TABLE)

T. .o Sheriff...itts all covered with blocd.ssibes

That'!s right, son. It's the murder weapoh.

(WILDLY) Where'd you find 1%, Sheriff? Where'd you

fing it?

in the widdle of the path, out by the barn.

(BREAKS) Then he did it} He went back to the garage

end ne got the wrench and ceame back and killed my

Me andg Pa for the money.

Who aid it, Danny?

(CRYING) Mr. Graves....sheriff...it's g1l my fault.

I gotta tell you the truth now. I lied, but I gotta

tell vou the truth now,

What's the truth, son?

T 2ig¢ tell scmeone about the money lest night., 1 was

st the tavern last night, and I had tos much to drink,

and I guess I blabbed. It was & friend of nine, I

never thought he{p try anything like this, and I blabbed.

But EE must haveugiéﬂit. gg‘must have come back and

Killed my Pa and Ma, This here 1s his wrench)

ATXOT Q17/127°2
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BILL: Vhose wrench, Danny?
DAKNY The helper at the town garage. Joe..Joe Wakefieldd
(MUSIC: _ _ _ UP_TQ CURTAIN. . ..)

(KIDPLE COMMERCTAL)

ATHKAT Q171273
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MIDDLE COMMERCYAL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
G
HARRICE:
CLLPIEFLL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

BEHINDy + o)

THROAT-SCRATCH {EFFECT) -- THROAT~SCRATCH (EFFECT) ==
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ==

Guard against throat-scrateh! (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!d .

TFIL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke furtherses

Zilters the smoke and makes 1% mild.

Fuff by pulf you're always ahesad vwhen you smoke PELL
ML, At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1is filtered
surther than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL

MELL stil1l gives you a longer, natursl filter of fine
tobaccos - bo guard ageinst throat-scrateh.

¥or FELL MELL'S grester length travels the smoke further
en its way to your throat - filters it naturally through
FELL MELL'S traditionolly fine, nmellow tobaccos -

guerds agalnat throat-scrateh.

Yes, PELL MELL'S fine tobaccos give you a smoothmness,
=ildncas and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you.
Guerd agsinst throat-scratchd

Enjoy smooth smoking?

Ask Tor the longer, finer cigaratte in the distinguished
red package = PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES -

"sutstand ingd"
And - they are mild!
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SHERTIFF:

SIERIFF:
JNOE:

SHERITE:

Qusic: o

- 16 -
This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrabtors..
end the Big Story of Bill Gravessessstsd he 1ived 1faees
end wrote 1ted.
You, Bill Gra@cs of the Springfileld, Missouri, Ieader
and Press, sit there and 1isten to an nysterlcal,
broken-hearted kid, You sit there with Sherlff Ed
Geary of Shannon County, and hear young Danny Harper
ypbraid himsell because he'd given up the secret of
the monej in his house to a friend, Joe Wakefleld.
You hear him identify the murder wrench as belonging
to Wakefield, & helper at the town garage. Then, you
end the Sheriff get golng..
(CAR SLOWING DOWN, AS CaR SLOWS TO STOP , ~Wh-
HEA R~ T OB ELLS -4 S~ FRONF-AND wWpN-REAR-TIRES
RASS-OVER-RUBBER +BEIs1s~CABLE )
( SCREEN DOOR OPENS AND SIAMS SEUT)
(COMING IN) Mornin', Mister. FIll up the tank?
(GRIMLY) Not today. You Joe Wakefleld?
Tret's right. (A BEAT) Why?
Thn Sheriff Geéry. Get into the car,
{ STUNNED) Wait a minute. Whatls this all about?
voulre under arrest.
Under arrest? What forv?

Got into tne eor. Welll aslk toe questions!

ATHOT Q171275
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JOE:

SHERIFF:

JOE:

SHERIL]

~l
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.

JOE:

SHERIFF:

-17_
A1l right, Wakefield., What'd you do with .the money?

(AGITATED} What money? What money are you talking
ahout?
The money you stole from the Harper:.
1 didn't take any money. I never even went neat the
Harper place!l
You broke in, killed Sam and Atigall Harper, ané
ztnle that money.
I ¢idn't, Sheriff. I tell you T didn'te I-0idn’t,
I.4idalk.

(THUD OF WRENCH ON PABLE )

make a look at this, Wakefield.

JOEM»'W”W . ok

—T:fu’_, I 4
BIpk: HE

L

SHERIFF:

JOE:

SHERIFF:

JOE:

SHERIFF:

JOE:

BILL:

Tyer see that wrench before?

e SR PPL % & o2 P € R

Well?

(DULLY) Yes. Yss. It pelongs to the garage where 1
work.

That havpens to DE the murder WEapon, Wakefield.

vau enn see the blood all over 1.

(DESPRRATELY) Sheriff, you've got tc listen to me,
you've got to., That wrench ... sure, I used to use it.
But T lost it ... weeks ago. 1t hasn't been around the
garage ... for weeks.

It was thers last night. vou went back there to get it
last night.

How ... what wmakes you 28y that?

That's what young Danny Harper told usz, Wakefield, He
sald you were the only ons in town who knew there was

money in the house. He said you went pack to the garage
to get the wrench ...
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SHERIFF:

JOE:

SHERIFF:

JOT:
a31LL:

JOE:

SHERIFF:

JOE:
BILL:

JOE:

SHERIFF:

JOE:

SHERIFF:

JOE:

ZHIRIFF:

[T

ek

R
ERTTI RN O

BILL:

18-

He's a 1iar! The kid's 1lying, I tell you. He wasg
drunk, he doesn't know what he's saying «..

Put you_did go vack to the garage last night, after
you left Danny ...

&2... (A BERT) Yes. Yes, I did.

What for?

i...,I wanted to make a telephone call.

A call to whom, Wakefield?

What difference does that....?

(INTERRUPTS) Wno'd you call, Wakefl1eld?

I...I can't tell you.

Why not?

(4 EEAT) T said I can't tell you. It's sometnlng ...
pereonal.

You'rs lying, Wakefteid,

Sheriff...

(TNTERRUPTS EARSHLY) I saild you're 1ying. ¥You didn't
c2ll anycne. You uWent back to the garage, got the
wrench, and then went to the Harper pigce.

I didn't go to the Harper place.

VWhers did you go, then?

,.I can'tt tell you.

A

T sez. You can't tell me who you called, or Where you
went aftervard.
Vewefield, lizten to me 2 rinute.

Yean, Mr. Graveae?

ATHKOT Q1721277




BILL:

SHERIFF:

BILT s

Jo=.

SHERIFF:

BILL:
SHERIFF:
BILL:
SEERIFF:

BILL:

_19-
{GENTLY} You don't seem to understand, You've got

z murder charge hanging over yjour head. This 13 no
time to be vague, or with-hold information., The best
thing for you to do i3 to come clean with the Sherlff
here, tell him everyihing. it'11 be better for you
that way in the long run, belleve me.
Well, Wakefield? If you didn't go to the Harper place
last night, where gid you go?
(A SEAT, THEN STUBBORNLY) Sorry, Sheriff. I can't
tell you.
Wakefleld, lookK ...
(BHCAKING, RISING) I sald 1 can't tell you, ~Ecmm*t
L3 1dmporrIrartttreidpou, 411 T know is that I
didn't do it, I didn't kill the Harpers, T didn't take
their money. That's the truth, I swear 1t, I..sweap it
Hov, why den't you let me alonc? Wlhgdoirbimpoidalene.
i ?
(& BFAT) A1l right, Bill. Let's £Z0.

(& COUPLE OF STEPS. DOOR CLOSE}
Wes1l, E4Y
Mo doubt about it in my mind. He's our man.
{THOUGHTFULLY) I wonder, Ed. Eameretex
You wonder what?

Ch ... nothing. HNething.

it's not enough to tell the Sheriff ... not yet.
Tverything polnts to Joe Wakefield, sspecially hils
refusal to talk. Bubt you have a reporter's mind, Bill

Graves, and 1ts delicate machinery feeds on facts, 1its
wheels spin on logilce. (MORE )

ATHAT Q171278
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NARR: And somewhere, dscp In the heart of the machinery,
(CONT'D)
there ave one or two grains of sand, destroying the
rhythm of the wheels, causing them to vibrate a little,
& fcw doubts, a few small things. You talk to

Danny Harper agaln...

BILL: Danny, I just droppsd in to agk you one guestion.
DANNY: wWhy sure, Mr. Graves,
BILL: When you talked to Joe Waksfizld last night, you just

told him the money was somewhere in the house, didn't

you?
DANNY: That's right.
BILL: © You didn't tell him cxactly where?
DANNY: Na.
BILL: vou didn't tsll him the monsy was hidden in a cookle

{ar on the shelf over the stove?

4

DANNY: Sewtr, o, 2 A
BILL: (INSISTENT) You'rs sure?
DANNY: Sure I'm sure, (A BEAT, FU%ZIzD) Why? Wkrnat's this

211 about, Mr. Graves?

BILL: (VAGUELY) ET...nobkéngeDemry. Nothing important, /. =
Thavke=anywey, Thanks very much.

(87SIC: _ _ _ _UR AND UNDER) _

LTS Now, the 1ittle grains of sand in the machinsry become

bigger and blgger. Now the whezls vibrazte more and
mare, alarm nells ring. A chadow crosses your mind,
tceomee bigger and biggor, mors and more monstroug. You
talk to Sheriff Geary...

BILL: Fd, I'm teginning to think you're holding an innocent

meha
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BILL:

SHRERIFF:

BILL:
SHERIFF:
BILI:
SI=RIFF:

BILL:

SHERIFFE:
BILL:
SHERIFF:

BILL:

SHIRIFF:

BILL:

SHERIFF:

BILL:

21~
You mOan sees Wakofield?

That's right. Joe Vakefield,

You're crazy, Bill. I'vec never held & guiltier man in
all my life.

Ed, liaten ..

Now, look B1ll, I'm busy «..

Give me one minute, Ed. Just one minutsz, eand listen.
411 right. Shoot.

First of ali, that wronch was found in the middle of
<he path, near the barn. Right?

Right?

Ws11, if Wakerfield did the job, why would he drop 1t
tuere, in such an obvious place, where somione was
aurs to find it, where hc'd be sure to be identified
with 1it.

Probably dropped it 1o his hurry to get out of TuEre.
Maybo. But I doubt 1t. And there's sometaing clae.
Well?

411 Danny Harpsr told Wakeficld was that the money was
carmewhere In the house.

A11 right. What's your point?

Yakeficld couldn't have known that Szm Hargsr ¥ept

the menay in the nookle jar. But get thisz, Ed.. the

1

K 1ler knew. He broke into ths kitchen first, went
stralght to the cookle jar, and took the jar with hin,

moncy and all,

(A BEAT) Look hers, Bill,..juszt what are you trying to
say”?
A1l I'm trying to say 1z therc are seme elements of

reasonable doubt in Wakelleld's favor.
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BILL:
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BILL:

ANN:

BILL:

ANN:

BILL:
ANN:
SILL:

ANN:

BILL:

ANN:

-2
Magbe. But no jury in its right mind would cver 11ste %o

'¢m, Bill. Wakeficld's the killer, and he's going up for
murder.

You ge to see Jos Wakefield again, try to get him to talk.
He won't. And as long ag he won't you're up against &
stone wall. So...you go back to Springfield and write your
story for thc Leader and g Presz. And the next day, you

find a girl walting in your offlee...
Mr., Graves, my namc is Ann Coopcr. I'm from minence.
Yeg? What can I do for you?
whseBde o
I read your stor¥11n the papsr, and I came here to help Tietre.
Jaobedeieet il
(ALZRT) Help him? How? How can you help him?
1 know wharc he was the night of the Harposr murdera.
Tuesday night.
Whers?
He was with me. In Eminence. HI called me from hile
garage, drove over, and took me to a moviz.
You're sure of that?
I ocught to know.
Eut why aldn't Joe tcll us this?
Because he wag afraild for me. You sce, Jog and I, we'd
been keeping company, on the sly. My fathsr didn't want mc

to sec Joc at all. He threatened to shoot Jog, and throw
me out of the house, 1if he cver caught vs togethsr.
Then Joe was protecting you..,

Yes, Mr. Graveés. Bub when I heard Joe was accused of

murder, I came straight here, Murder's diffsrent. Murder's
a timz to speak up. And I'm not golng to stand by

and let Joe dle, just on account of mel

ATHOT Q171281
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Pk - ~HM188-800DeTS Aorpry-TONEY; 3uﬁ“are*vanderful7mw£~;ove—you

g@g13_m_And;nouy-i£a&aulll~pandnn;ma+nlkm;go£ng~bo—ﬁaéi.

ANNrmmiﬁﬁﬂﬂﬁai&?ﬁ“whathfor?

EIIEﬂ‘”“““"TU“tEtk”tﬁ“ﬂﬂE‘W&k@ff§id-

(MUSIC: _ _BRIDGE)_

JOE: 50 she told you, Mr, Graves. Now, there's no tellin' what
her old man will do when he flnda.raﬂ::

BILL: Forget her father nov, Wakefleld. It's Jou we'lve got b0
vorry about.

JOE: But Ann told you we went to a movie...

BILL: Sure. But we've gobt to prove 1t. That's the {mportant

part....we've got to prove it.

JOE: How?

BILL: I don't know. T dont't....(CUTS) Wekefield. Wait &
minute.

JOE: Yes?

BILL: Yhen you and Ann went into the movie, You got a gouple

of ticket stubs, didn't you?

JOE: I guess 80.
RILL: Know where they are?
JOE: Why, no. I night have throwm them away, or I might have

fem in a pocket somewhers.
BILL: Wakefleld, listen. What sult 4id you wear the night

you were out with Ann?

JOE: Why, Yoy blue serge. My Sunday suilt.
BILL: okey. 1'll see you later.
(MUSIC: _ _UP AND UNIDER)

ATXOT Q171282
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EILL:

99yFRIFF:

[N EH
SHERIFF:
BILL:
SHERIFF:
BILL:

(MUSIC:

i — A

MARR:

BILL:

DANNY :
BILL:
DANNY :

) -
You go to Joe Wakefieldts bhoarding housd in Birch

Tree, end find the blue serge sult. Jackpot. You drilve

He checks the theatgr stub number and says positively

that they were sold Tuesday night. That's all you want
to know. You race back to the, Sheriff's offlce... . .. -
B L O v Lol e S T AL

TR A v .

et ,.."‘r.:’f‘f
Well, Ed,shere—s:

Tk

Foumiho-whote—story. That puts Joe Wakefleld in the clear,
doesn't 1t?

A1l right, all right, Bill. He's in the cleer., But if
Wakefield didn't kill the Harpers, who 41d?

(A BEAT) Ed.....

Yes?

Mind 1f I talk to young Danny Harper..nggggg?

No. I don't mind, But what for?

I've got most of my story ready to go. A1l I need now...

is the ending!

You go to the Harper place. Young Danny Harper ls in

the bedroom. You start to talk to him, and as you de,
you see plctures all over the room, on the wells, on the
bureau...plctures of a woman. Then, suddenly, the vheoels
within your mind start to race, they hegln to scream and
shriek, the machine shivers and vibrates. And you ask...
These pictures, Danny....they're of your mother, aren't
they?

Thet's right, Mr, Graves. My real mother.

You must have liked her a lot,

I dlid.
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BILL:
DANNY:
BILL:
DANNY ¢
BILL:
DANNY :

BILL:
DANNY :

BILL:

DANNY :

BILL:

DATINY &

BRILL:

DANNY :

BILL:

-26=

phere's one thing I don't see.
Yhat's that?

& picture of your stepmother.

Why should I have that around?

You didn't 1like her, did you, Danny?
Well, I....Taveen

You hsted her, didn't you?

Wait e minuts, Whbat's it to you, Mr, Graves, whether

You hated her enough to k11l her.

{BEGINNING TO sCGARE) T don't know what you rean. I
don't know whet you're talking about!

oh, yes you do, Damny. You killed her. You killed her,
and your father!

T didn't, I didn't. Yhy, I even bought &y stepmother

a vallse, for a golng avey present...

Just to make 1t look good, eh, Danny?

{STARTING TO BREAK) What are you trying to say? Why are
you here, what do you want? Joe Wekefield ¥illed my Pa
and Ma. Everyone knows that!

o, he didn't. Joe Wakefleld was at & movie in Eminence
the night your folks were killed. You stole his wrench
weeks ago, didn't you, Danny?

T didn't stesl 1t - I only borrowed it -

A11 right, so you borrowed it. Then you ceme back, stole

the money, killed your father and stepmother, Then you

EOhnparrtniy-and threw the wrench in the path hoping that

gomeone would find it, end bleme JOO....
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DANNY : ~ (CRYING) Stop 1tl Stop it, willya! Let me alone!

BILL: Why did you do 1it, Danny?

DANNY : Let me alone! Let me alone!

BILL: (INSISTENT) Why, Danny?

DANNY : He shouldn't have done 1t. (CRYING) Pa shouldn't have
done 1t.

BETLL: Done what?

DARNY: Merried again. Married my stepmother. Sho-morried
~h&m—just~tcuget»&hammono?vv%he—tnsurancs"muney. They
were golng to St. Louils on #8,,the money Wy Pa saved up
all these years,,.the money my Ma should have had, and
enjoyed. They were golng eaway and having & good time on
thet monsy, while my Ma lay cold in her grave. I couldn't
stand that. I couldn't stand that, I tell you. I didn't
mean to kill them, I was only trying to take the money
sway so she couldntt spend it, 3But then my pa come In, and
I hit him with the wrench. I....I guess I was drunk or
somethin'....And then I heard her screaming...the woman
who took my Ma's place.,.end I couldn't stend it, it
near drove me Craz¥....s0 I went in and @iﬁzéhed her CoEL,
too. (BREAKS AND CRIES) And that's all. That's all there
is...(CRYING UNDER)

BILL: (A BEAT, THEN HEAVILY} All right, Danny. That's ell
there is., Now..I think I'd better call in the Sherifr!

(MUSIC: _ _CURTAIN)

CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Williem
Graves of the Springfleld Leader & Press with the final
‘outcome of tonight's BIG STORY.

1“!?@9!?!9!?25&9)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #175

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

CHAFFELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
(QHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

— s ™ e T

THROAT -SCRATCH {EFFECT) -- THROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
Guard sgainst throset-scratoh! (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'3 _grester length of traditionally fine tobaccos
tpavels the smoke furiher....

mekes 1t mild.

when you smoke PELL MELL.

Filters the smoke and
Pufrf by puff you're always chead
At the first puff PELT, MELL smoke 18 f11tered further than
that of any other jeading cigarette. Moreover, after 5

or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you &

puffas,
longer, nabural filter of tpaditionelly fine tobaccos - to

guard agalnst throat-serateh., Yes, PELL MELL'S fine

tobaccos glve you a8 smoothness, mildness and satisfection
no other clgarette affers you.

Sp, don't lat throat-scrateh spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard agelinst throst-scrateh.

Enjoy smooih smoking!

Ask for the lonper, finer cigarette in the distinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~"gutstanding!"

And - they ave mildl
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" (MUSIC: . 7AG)

CHAPPELL:

GRAVES:

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

{MUSIC:

Now we resd you that telegram from William Graves of the
Springfisld Loador and Press,
After his confession, killer in tonight's BIG STORY
completely broke down and begged police not to hang him,
He was qulckly brought to tpiel on & charge of 1et depree
murder and received two life sentences in the state prison
for the double killing.
Thanks & lot for tonlight's PELL MELL AVARD,
Thenk you, Mr, Graves...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Awerd for noteble service iIn the field of journalism.
Listen agein next week, same time, seme station, when PELL
MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG STORY - A
BIG STORY from the front pages of the Detrolt Free Press -
by-line, Ralph Nelson. A BIG STORY sbout & reporter who ,

To o mrgley = arv & Goie gt
found the answer he was seeking Ca-

Seeth.

A o e i e e
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CH;PPELL: TEE BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J. Prockter with music
by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonipght's program was adapted by
Max Ehrliéﬁ from an actua%/atory from the front pages of
the Springfleld Leader%;;;ess. Your narrator was Bob
Sloane, and Bill Quinn played the part of Willlam Graves.
In order to protect the names of people actually involved
in tonight's suthentic BIG STORY, the names of all
characters in the dramatlzatlon vere changed wilith the
exception of ths reporter, My, Groves.

(MUSTO; _ _THEME_UP EULL_AND_FADE FOR)

CHAPPEIL: This program 1s heard by members of the Armed Forces
overseas, through the facilitles of the Armed Forces Radlc
Service,
This is Ernest Chappell speeking fer the makers of PELL
MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES,
THIS IS NBC..THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY.

TRMA/DARLETTE/BARRIET/ LILY
7/17/50 am
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THE BIG STORY
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CAST

NARRATOR BAB SLOANE
WAITRESS GRACE KEDDY
JEANNIE GRACE KEDDY
NELSON SYD SMITH
VOICE III SYD SMITH
COONEY RALFH BELL
VOICE IV RALPH BELL
KIRK SCOTT TENNYSON
CORONER SCOTT TENNYSON
JES3IE HUMPHREY DAVIS
VOICE 1I HUMPHREY DAVIS
HOBBER ECH DRYDEN
VOICE I BOB DRYDEN

WEDNESDAY, AUGUET 9, 1950
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #176

Y ()
10:00 - 10:30 PM _AUGUST 9, 1950 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES presents THE BIG STORY
(MUSIC: _ _PANFARE)
D EOW

ASHCAN LIDS, AND WITH IT, SORT OF 4~ TLUES HUMMING,

WORDLESS, CONTINUE SO ATTERN UNDER BUT

HUMMING YIELDS

JES3IE: Goin' up the e"y. « « nothin' on my mind, .,

CLINK OF ASHCAN LID)

fist s~pokin' through the trash cans. . . See what I can
find , . . {3POKEN) see what I can find,

e RN DOW UPEN S~ OPRy~ . s oo s g, e g

NELSON: (OFF) HMornin! Jesse! Any luck today?

JESSIE: (HOLLERS BACK) Jest started out junkin', Mr. Nelson...

pretty slim plckin's so far! /.,
{/ LI SUR
NELSON: (OFF, CHUCKLES) Okay, Jesse. Here'Sffd} breakfast.
Ceteh! S

(COIN CLINKS ON PAVEMENT)
JESSIE: (CAILS) Thank ye, Mr, Nelson, thenk ye kindly!
(SHUFFLING AND CLANKING GOES ON. . STOPS) .

/ Ve “r// - o

JESSIE: ( LEASED) Wwell now! (GOES INTO TUNE)

cer. oo ”,?.}_I:_’__“,_(,“ e /{‘l\_/ ~Frpao T “ _'.._/:.I'_:'! S ‘ i
1unm¢n“_. (s xiﬂﬂmmuxg::nzzyzn;&r. e tkmﬁﬁznman
.ECL" LT "‘,""L'*"f(." AT _»‘;‘577""""{“ PR B T o~
- -up.-t.hka-sum&ee--- ,"5"‘,{'5_{{/.\_,_/&-' ‘. /,
(SUITCASE PRIED OPEN)
JESSIE: And see what she's got inaida o~ /

S L :
(A TERRIFIC YOWLING FRIGH&‘ENED SCREAM AHD INTO ) !

{MUBIC: UP AND AWAY_INTQ _)

RTKCT Q7171220
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HARRICE:

-

THE BIG STORY, Here Is América. . +1t's soungs/;nd 1ts
fury. . » its joy and its sorrow,. . a2 felthfully

reported Dy the men and women of the great American
newspapers. (PAUSE: COLD AND FIAT) Detroit, Michigan --
From the pages of the Free Progss -- the story of a reporler
-- and & corpse., And for his work -- to Ralph Nelson

for his Big 3tory gees the PELL MELL AWARD!

(HUSIG g PANIRREY . )

(QPENING COMMERCIAL)

RTKGT 0171291
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CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICZ:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #176

OPENING COMMERCIAL

— T —

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFRCT} =- THROAT-SCRATCH (FEFFECT) -~
THROAT-ECRATCH (EFFECT) -~

guard against throat-scratehl {EFFICT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

TLL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and rmakes it mild.

purf by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
¥3LL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1is Liltvered
further than that of any other leading gcigaretie,
Moreover, after 5 pﬁffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PLLL

MELL still gives you & langer, natural filter of

- tyaditionally fine tobaccos - to guerd agzinst

throat-scrateh., YeS, PELL MELL'S fine tobacecas give

you & smeothness, mildness ané satisfaction no other

cigarette offers you.

ten't let throat-scrateh spoil your sMoXing enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scratchl

Injoy smeoth smoking!

as’c for the longer, finer cigarette in the
distinguished red package - PrLL 1ELL FANOUS
CIGARETTES - nputstanding!”

And - they are mild!
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HARRICE: Detroit, Michigen, The story as 1t actually happened.
Relph Nelson's story as ne 1lived 1it.

(MuSIC: _ _HIT AND GO_UNDER)

NARRATOR: A sunny, steaming, Sebbath day worning., . . nobody
stirring in downiown Detroit but the police?’the
pollce reporters -- to which happy breed ?99’,53}9R¢;4;Z:§h:r
Nelson of the Detroilt Free Fress belong?};';i iéfégng of
course, Jessie the Junkman. . . singing his little old
song. . - messing around in the trashcans out back of
the Free Press bullding. A lazy dey, a stleky, sveaty
day, foreboding nothing newsworthy. WNothing, that 1is,
£i1l Jessie finds a sullcase whose contents curdle his
song into & scream -= and galvanlzed you intc actlon!

NELSON: (QUIET) How old would you say she was, corcner?

CORONER & can't tell until the autopsy, Nelscn.

NELS3ON ¢ How long would you 8ay she's been dead?

CORONER ; Same answer,

NEL30MH: Thanks & lot. Anything you can tell me?

CORONER ¢ Net t1ll we find her arms -= her legs -- and her head.
(PAUSE....HE UALLS) Okay, boys -- take 1t on to the
norgue !

{MUSIC: HAUL IT_ON DOWN_UMNDER)

..-.—-_..u.--.-..._.-u-..__..._._.——
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‘ NARRATOR: Yeaﬁﬁ -- Jessie found him & body. And now, the whole
Detroit police force 1s pleking up vhere he left off --
runmsging through the weeckend's ashcans. And speaking
of Jossie -- Destective Cooney i1s speaking with Jessle.
You sidle up to the prowl car he'!s using
(SNEAK SCUND OF POLICE RADIO CARRIER WAVE)

for & questioning rocm -= in time to hsar your ovn nace!

JEBBIE: Mr, Nelson, he thloved me two pits from the windy,
and I went on a-~junkin'. And found the setchel-case,

COONEY s Where?

JESSIE: Right there, where the cops 1s pokin' and seekin'.,

COONEY : Was 1t locked or unlocked?

JESSIE: Unlocked.

COONEY & What did you think when you saw the body?

JES3IE: T didn't think nothin® - I just let out a holler,

CONNEY : Jassie -- just one more question befors we take you
down to headquarters, You weren't always a junkle,
vere you?

JES3IE: Nossir. Owned my own place once, all my own.

COONEY ¢ What kind of a place, Jesale?

JES8IE: STAUGHTERHOUSE, But~ --

VOICE I: (POLICE RADIO BEEP AND FILTER) Calling Cocney in Car
Two, Cooney in-G;§%~-

(BUTTON CLICK AND SWITpHOVER)
COONEY: This 1s Cooney.
VOICE 1: (PILTER) Get on over to Randolph and Michigen. Patrolman

Klein just found & pair of legs.

ATHOT Q171294




+ {MusIC:

NELSON ;

COONEY:
NELSON
COONEY :
NBLSON ¢
COCNEY :

WELSCON @
COONEY:
NELSON :
COONEY :

VYOICE IX:

COONEY :

VQICE:

COONEY :

-6-

(RADIO CARRIER CONTINUOUS AND CAR ENGINE IDLING)
Cooney -- you missed something in the description you
phoned 1in.

Me? What?

F o, "'.,’.
ffs

Look. Scer on the right knae.]L£
(SARCASTIC) I didn't miss 1?* I hoped you would.
Why?
So you wouldn't put it in the paper. The less gets out
gbout this, the better chance welve got of tripping
ﬁp the killer. Say the police know something nobody
but the killer knows -~ and he spills it by chance --=
see?
Goteha. Okay -- I'll forget the scar on the knee.
But still, itts = clue to her identity.,
I know & better one.
What?
Her head.
(BEEP OF RADIO FREQUENCY UP AND DOWN WITH )
(FILTERED) 131 calling Cooney, 131 celling NEEEP
(CLICK OF SWITCHOVER)
This is Cooney. Whatcha got? Whereya at?
(FILTERED) Kerchevael and cadillec. Found = bundle In
an ashcan.

Whatts in- 14?2
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VOICE II:
(MUSIC:
NARRATOR:

(SHE
CALLS
THESE
ORDERS
OUT}

NELSON:

COONEY:

NELSON ¢

.f\. Al "T‘
{FILTEREJ)#%LmST~ That is all.
HIT AND GO UNDER)
And thet I8 sll. The young lady in the case 13 twvin
sister to the horseman that chased Ichabod Crane --

headless.

You and_'éb-éney -~ 1% being noon --

(BG -~ LUNCHROOM)

A

drop into a Third Avenue CRO~B for g light lunch -~
end s handy telephone to WAITRESS:
the offlce, But before I got an El-Tee with mayo
you phone it In -- working!
Lemme check this with
you, okay?

Draw one -- light!

Shoot.
ice the apple -- 8 palip!

Clues. Scar on the rlght knee -- vaccination on the left

arm -- ;4m—makéag—ib-%he—9&gh$—arm-in_mx;ﬁtumwv~-

CORNEY-4———frtrbettof -~

NEL30N:

The arms wrapped in a plllowcase -= no lauvndry mark.
Ths valise Jessle found -- no label.}/(PAUSE 2o much
s = {2 .

/ Era
for the—megativemsige, Now, the postttes, (PAUSE)

on the record or off, Cooney?

ATKOT 0171296



" COONEY:
NELS3ON :

COONEY:
NELSON :

COONEY:

-8-

off

off it 1s. {PAUSE)} I know every segment vas carefully
vashed. I knew there was & laundrymark Pnlthe shirt the

fdrands
legs were wrapped in -- size 15, 3 ﬁhmarkfﬁKw. I

Ly

Ay
know -- WAITRESS
You know & lot Burn one! Shoot one, sour!

Well - I learned it a&ll
from working with you.

Well-done, a palr! Hold the
The thing is, you're onlens!
nolding out on me. GCooney, I'm cooperating with
you on this ell the way down the line -- Why den't
you copge clean with me?

Cn what?
Y
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*misows  (QUIET) ON what I saw you do out of the phone pooth back
at the morgue -- When you didn't know I was watchlng.
COONEY : Wnat 61d T dof . /

NELSON: You know. You ' ; - under &t
fingernalls Of- J “RTIE

COONERY: You really want to know, eh?

NEL2C N I do, '

COQHEY 3 The answer is -- (A GRIN) I don't know yet. It's belng
analyeged,

WELSON: But you think it's blood. And ten'll get you tweniy
you're looking for & map with scratches on nls face =~-
right?

COOLEY: Aaah,ryou're always right!

NELSON: Then where do you get of f locking up poor Jeasie?

CODMEY : You printing that? '

NELSOW: No, ’

COOTEY & Now that I want you to print.

WELSON: Why?

COOMEY 3 Becaﬁse he didn't do it.

NELSOW: Now what kind of talk is that!

COONEY : nhe idea is, whoever dld can read about we think the junkie
dié 1t -- &nd he!ll let up on being careful. See?

NELSON: No. I don't see my paper peing used Lo smear a paor o0ld

junkle that never did anybody any harm, No soap.

0% CELTTLE )
f ity op s (g e o
COONEY: Okay. Have 1t your WAY,...80d go your Way.

NELSON: Meaning?

ATHOT Q121298




" COONEY:

NELSON
{‘/O‘Jyﬂl'i\‘/'}:
£

WAITRESS
COONEY:

NELSON:
WAITRESS:

NELSON 4
KIRK :
WALITRESS:
NELSON:
WAITRESS®
KIRK:
WAITRESS:
KIRK:

VATTRES3:

KIRK:

wll)=
You can stop playing detective with me, Ralph, and stick

to your veporting. From now on =- I don't want you tagglng

around. Okay?
01(&}’ v I(jﬁ-‘!‘rv
rpoo'rsmps WALK AWAY)
(ON FULL) Hey, mister! You forgot your check!

(OFF) Give it to my buddy there!
(DOOR SLAMS OFF)

My buddy! My --

(COMING ON FAST) You want anything else beside the check,

mister?

No, thgt’ll be all,

(o LITTLE OFF) Hey =-- Cory!

Oh-oh. 1It's in agsain, Mister, lemme take care of this

guy or he'll yell up the whole joint. He's a regular -~
you know hov it is,

Sure, I can wvait,

(FOOTSTEPS AWAY AND STAY WITH THEM T0 STOP)
Well! You look like something the cat dragged out!

Ocooh =-- do I feel awful, Lemme have & -=

I know, I know. (SHE BAWLS) Stretch one T,J,! Java, a
pot ~- with muscles! (MORMAL)} What'd you shave with --
a rake?
Shave?. Listen, the head on me, you touch my face with a
feathér and T scream, What've I got - soratches?

Scratches! You got everything carved on you but iﬁitials.
You get in & fight after you left here last night?

Was I in here last night?

RTHO1 0171298




. WATTRESS:

WAITERSS

NELSON ¢

WATTRESS!

NELSON:
WAITRESS
KIRK:

WATITRESS ¢
WAITRESS:

NELSOW:

WAaTTRESS:

-11-
Were you in here last night! W¥ho do you thinkk threw
the sugar bowl through the jukebox .

(BELL, HANDIYPE, RINGS OFF )

Wait! Your tomato julce and java's ready.
{FCOTSTEPS U?P, 5TAY WITH THEM, CLINK OF GLASS ATD
SPOON, STEPS BACK, HALTED BY)

T e T T Ty weyreriedd

In a minute. Just lemme have that Woester sauce. (IOW)

Get a load of my regular over there, There's the bilggect

bundle of quakes and shakes in Detrolt. Claims he don't

remember tearing the joint apart last night.

rulled a blank, huh? What'd he do?

What'd he do? He cgmes in here -

(CFF, YELLINd) Let's have that coffeel

A1l right, all right! (IO NEL.SON) Be right vack,
(FOOTSTEPS AWAY, BACK )

(1oW) He comes in hers apround midnight. Girme a beer.

We don't sell beer, Kirk --

Kirk? You know him?

Everybody knows him, Lives right upstairs over the ploc.

hepe. Anvhow -- glmme a beer. We don't sell beer, Gimme
a beer., We cdon't sell beer, E-POTEA have @ beeT, - HAveTS

eupnAof-solies PUPPRYRPD. B ML SELY PR T-7 5o

4 thing like that
con drive you Crazy. t car koep up all night, then

suddenly some joker puts a nickel in the Jfukabox. out
comes {SFE SINGS) Oh how ve danced cn the nizht we were
wed -=- apnd with that, he tosses the sugarbowl through the

juxebox --

ATHKOT Q1721300
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NELSONL o U S Dodirioorbittty’
WALTRESStom T TINT  tIive.

NELSON:

WAITHESS:

NELSON

WATTRES3:

WELSON ¢

WAITRESS:

FELSON:

NELS30MW:
KIRK:
NELSQM:
KIRK:

NELSON:

CIRK

MELIOW:

Well, it tekes &1l kinds. gan I have thet check -~
Sure, sure -- but you haven't heard the best part. The
boss comes from out back with a meat cleavey --
Oh-oh.,
And Kirk, ~eieeedww, he grabs it and rurs out of the place
gsereamin' blocdy murder,
What do vou mean -- bloody mirder? Did he say anything?
Did he say anything? Lissen, thef must of heard him in
Canada! "1%'11 kill"er," he yells -- "L111 %11l ‘er!”
Bruh-ther! (PAUSE) There's your check,
(QUIFT) Thanks, There and -- keep the change. ..Sndeperps
Mmoo

{FOOTSTEPS TO STOP)
Kirk,
Me? (PAUSE} Do I know you?
Yeﬁh, vou met me here 1ast’night. Dontoha remember?
Wister -- I don't remember nothin'. 3ub nothin', ﬁid I
do semcthin' or scmethin'?
Ttn afraid you cid, Kirk.’(PAUSE) Finlgn your coffee,
gure, mister. sure, Whatever I dene, T cpologize in
advanee, When I zel a lead on --
(GEXTIE) Sure, sure, I know oW 1t 1s. Finich up and come
with me.
Where? g
I wan£ somebody to see those scratches on your face.

(PAUSE) By the way -- your shirt's a mess,

ATHGT 01271301
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KIRK: Yeah, ALl over blood.
NELSOW: What sige do you woap? Maybe I could lend you one?
KIRK? Fiftcen thirty-three. '(smm} say, mister -- I don"‘b
know who you are or what I done to you, mut you're & real
pal, you are!

(MysIC: _ _HIT ANR GO FOR:) _

{MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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(MUSIC:

HARRICE!:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICZ:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHALPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPILL:

HARRICK:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAY 176
{IDDLE COMWERCIAL
JEZIND)
THROAT=-SCRATCH {(EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (ZF BCT) --
THAROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
Guard against throat-scrateh! (BFFECT)
Injoy smooth snoking!

PELL MBLL'€ greater length of traditionslly fine

tobaceos travels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke and makes.it mild.

puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PILL
1iLL. At the first puff FILL MPLL smoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cizarette.
Moreover, after § puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, Filk
1LL still gives you a longer, natural filter of
fine tobaccos - bto guard against throat-scratch,

Tor PELL I'ELL'S greater length travels ths simoke

further on its vay to your throat - Tilters it
naturally threugh PELL IZLL'S traditionally fine,
-ellow tobaccos - guards against thraoat-seratet,

ves, PELL MELL'S fine tobaceos give you & gmpovhness,

rildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers

you, Guard against throat-secratchi
Znjoy smooth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the

distinguished red package - PELL MZLL FALCUS
CIGARZETRS - "Quistanding!t™

And - they are mild!
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T(Mpsicr L _ _ __ THEME_UE AND DOWN_FOR)

HARRICE: This is Cy Harrice, returning you to your narrator
and the Big Story of Ralph Nelson, as he lived
it, and wrote it.

NARR: You've dug yp a.pretty feiy suspect in the murdey
of an %ﬁ:&é&;ﬂnﬁﬁgan girl -~ unidentified because
gomething is miseing in the case: her head. This
poor bewildered gUY )R been-t; a tear all veekend ==~
he says -- and doesn't remember & thing since
Friday night -- he says -= and ag for busting up a
one-arma-java-joint and threatening to sleughter some
dame, this -- he saye -- is all nevws to him. And
furthermore, under questloning by Detectlive Cooney,
he says ~-

KIRK: T don't even know what I'm supposed to of donel For

the love of pete -- will ya tell me what 1 done? Picr

g p-aoan————tid-F-gteul o car -- T TEUEt
a-cop-~hr e eEyeE — ”;M ] S -
vhat—dtd-I=do?

COONEY: 1111 agk the guestions around here, Kirk. And you
answer, hear?

KIRK: Go ahead -- agk me, ask me arnything.

COINEY: A11. rizmv. Fow -- vhere 214 you get those scratches

on your iags?

KitK: I don't know, Maybe I --

CaONEY s Bhvabwasm What happensd to the plllowease from your
bed?

KIRK: _ I dunno. Look ~--

COONEY: What happened to the sheet!

KIRK: Now it's the sheet. Listen, I don't know!
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COONEY: Vhat's the laundry mark in your shirt?

Jp——y' Ty,

KIRK: Rpubie—yororKay XTI (G016 1 AR=10d Gols a3 Frorab ey

o - I dunno =~
NEL3ON: s this your shirt?
KIRK: Listen, what is 5211 this with sheets, shirts,
pillow-cases -~ what did I do, rob a taundry? I

got a right 1o know -- how do I know what I'm getting

into here =~

NELION: Tyrouble, Kirk -- if thle is your shirt.

KIEK: 411 right -= it's my shirt. ARAVRIN L, o s 2o S A o
d&ln;,lnﬂihﬁﬂpﬁfkf wamdéte) s -] Lu&f‘i?:ﬁ%g#muﬁttc
ofﬁﬁambingﬁuinmﬁheﬁpxnma Where'a you find 1t?

NELSON: (QUIET) You sure you want to know, fella?

KTHK: aure I wannad knoW. Anything, everything -- 1 gotta

know someth“ng /;/

/-
i

COONEY : (QUIET) . T kirk. T e
MMPMQ,W)

bt e o T - L mu....,‘a,_r,.p. P :nl"'f"-""""'""_

i . g W
‘COONEY T {A LITTLE QOFF) FEadie! Come 1n with your pad.

CLOSES)
(FOCTSTEPS BACK ) )
KIBK: Well? Well? ‘/,«f’;”
COONEY! (GENTIE) I'm iting for @ stenogragher, Kirk.

KIRK: EEE;’ﬁhff# WFAT PID 1 D07
{DOOR QPEMNS, CLOSES, FOOTSTEP3 OVER TO CHAIR

_/,,f’ RATTLE)
CO?EEE%’f Ready, Bddle? make all this down.
o . e —— .
K&EKI:::::;ﬂ_—ae—ﬂHﬁﬁt"re P TTTTE S—WayL 56— PO ot o
CCONEY: ﬁaaauae;;ﬂﬁ:#htihis ghirt -- your ghirt -- was

found wrapped around a palr of legs in an ashecan --

RTHOQT Q171305



¥IRK:

COONEY:

KIRK:

COONEY:

(wysIC:

HARR:

(MUsIC:

KIEBK:

-17-
A pair of -- what 're you giving me! Lissen, you c2n't
Yes we can! The arms were in your pillouwcase. The
torso was in your sheet! That's why you're here,
Kirk -- murder -- and mayhem.
vou're sayin! -~ you're gayin' I killed 2 plrl -
You think I done that?
(QUIET) No. 1 kngw you did. The stery hasn't bsen
in the papsrs yet, Kirk -- and notody Iin this room
mentioned the sex of the vietim until you did. How

ald you know it was a girl? (PAUSE) Talk, Kirk--talk.

The stale odor of his 1iquored breath taints the
room as he tells the tale of a guy ancé @ girl --

nimself and one Jeannie Joskl. tnd a: he talke, he

T

o ) .
ihknits agngeaveaiand twiste and yruckle-cracky a pair

O

of hands with the kind of fingers you intend to call
in your story 'Destined for the piznc -- or the

aurgeon's knife'. Finally, he comes tc the point

nhe remembers last -- he 84¥2:

{LOW)} This goss on for two years, off and on, of f°
and on. Always f1zhtin', then gettin' back togsether
again. Finally, two weeks ago, she <ome to me and
ohe blurts rignt out with it. Paddy, =he =ays -~
Paddy, that's her name far me -- Paddy, 1I'm gonna
get married. Just like that. (CROSSFADE) , right
between the eyes, 1'm gonna get maerried...l got thie

old gent «..
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"JEANNIE:

KIRK:

JEANNIE:

KIRK:

JEANNIE:

KIRK:

JEANNIE:

KIRK:
JEANNIE:
KI1RK:

JEANNIE:

KIRK:

JEANNIE:

_18_
(FADING IN) I'm gonna get married...I got

this old gent, he's c¢razy about re, and he wantea
mayry me,

Vihy?

(FLAREUP) Cause he's crazy about me, that's why!
Look -- lookit the ring. YoOU ever give me a

ring? You ever give me anything but a vlack ejpe
and & bad name? Why!

I mean, why are you marryln' him, baby?

cauze I'm gick and tired of bein' cheap. Cheap
drinks, cheap Jjointa, cheap clothez -~ everything
cheap, Chesg—owERY

Money, He's got money.

And a house. And a car. And a place on the

lake. Anag = steady Jjob. (PAUSE) And me, Paddy.
Me, he's got. Me.

Yean? You don't love him.

Love., Whaddav I got to show for love - brulses.
(QUIET) 1'11 kill 'im.

Yeah, you'll ki1l 1{m, You're always killin'
someDody . All you ever kill je mottles.

T'11 kill you too.

Yeah, sure. (PAUSE) Look, Paddy -- 1 told him all
about you, You and mz, T told him sverything.

And he still wants me. (SOFT) And Faédy -- llsten.
I -- I want what he can give me. You don't want
me, Paddy. You want good tlmes, week-end bats,
hollerin' and dancin' and hangovers. You don't nead

me for that, Paddy. There 's lots of other girle

around, for that stuff. {PAUSE) Get one, Paddy.
And leave me alonhe -~
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KIRK: But 1 love you, baby --
JEANNIE: (30FT) If you love me, Paddy -~ leave me have

what you never glve me. {PAUSE) That's all.

(MUSIC: _ _ . _ . HIZ AND GO_UNDER)

COONEY: Two things, Paddy. VWho'd sghe marry? |

KIRK: Rl DO Froee HE B iRk a o € G poid 4

COONEY: Okay. We'll bring him in later. The othsr thing,
Paddy, 1s this. (GENTLE) The right answer will
save you from having to look at ner. (PAUSE) You
sgid you two were always fighting?

KIRK: cats and dogs, categ and dogs.

COONEY: Any scars?

KIRK: Huh?

COONEY: Did your fights 1egve any sScarg on her?

KIRK: oh. Well, oncec she fell down a flignt of stalrs --

COONFY: ook eT

KIRK: Biye-=ripEerT AU woes 1andsd on 2 Amershottle. Left
a scar on her knee.

COONEY: Lertface .

KIRK: No. Right, {PAUSE) Did the -- was there a ===

COONEY: (QUIET) Yep. On the right knsee.

KIRK: Then 1t's hsr.

COONEY: Yep.

KIRX: And I ¥illed her.

COONEY: Guess 20.

KIEK: 1 killei%her. I -~ I don't kngw 17 1 did or not,
honest. I den't knew. But if she's dsad -- and I
sa1d what ‘remoedsds the waitrcse ggid I =ald -- 1

2 guees it was me. (S0B) 1t must of been ma. 1t

must of been me,
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' NELSON:
KIRK:
NELSON:
KIRK:
(MUsic:

COONEY:
NEL3ON:
COONEY:
NELSON:

COONEY:

NELSON:
COONEY:
NEL3ON:

COONEY:

VOicE 1I:

{MUSIC:

VOICE IiI.:

-20-
(GENTLE)} Can 1 get ou anything, Paddy?
(CHOKED)  Yes, W A}L;,>,

Say the word, boy.

(WHISPER) Get me a priest.

Okay, Ralph. There's your story. Thanks.
I fezl like & hcel.

Why? You helpsd the lav.

1 gtill fe:zl 1like a heel. Besldzs -- <f he doesn't
remember lt's gonna be hard to prove.
No. I got the doys oub checking on all the bare ...
where he might of bsen, what he might of aald, who
he might of been with. Tt'11 fit togsther, you'll
gec.

Speaking of =- fitting togsther --

Yeah?

The story's complste -- but the corpss isn't.

Tt'11 turn up. It'11 turn up.

HIT AND GO_UNDER) ' ;

Faddy Kirk gets his vinbenson - vhils Coonsy gets
from his outzide men more facte for his fattening
cage=file + .+

(FILTER} Coonéy =-- I'm comin' in with 2 hackie who
zays he picked up 2 girl and dropped hzr off at

¥irk's place last night.

[FILTER} Cooney -- I'm bringin' in a barkeep who

saye he ssrved Kirk drinks with a girl., Kirk callsd

her Jeannie, he says. She was pleadin' with him, he

saye, to be a good boy.
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(Music:

VOICE IV:

{MysIC:

{MUSIC:

»DJEITTEY

HARR:

COCNEY:

rel

VCICE I:

(@]

COONEY:

NELSON:

COONEY:

(MUSIC:

_____ - rx':'. P
T

-21- '
- A

F

(FILTER) Cooneyﬁ--/we found a package in a E8ver.

There was a tsar in the paper -- it's a head.

M M T e

S e e e =t e = T — T e e T —

N ING MU RNFUE YA i BHE-WA Y ~FHROYGH DERTHD"
(LOW) Jessie the Junkie's crooning nis tune in
the coll next to ths MoOTrgue, asfggoney prepares to
open the papkageitpat w11l send Paddy Kirk's neck
noose-wargfyiigzgjzeeded for a witnezg -- asg are all
the 0t§§£§ walting outelids. (PAUSE) Cnrly the
husbanaiiéimissing, Cooney €xplaing S ‘
And when he comes, he'll have to look 2% thisfkfﬁ s
(PAUSE) The thing 1lg, I'm gonna leave the knots on
the string. It might be a --

(DOOR OPENS OFF)
(CALLS) Cooney! You said to holler wnen the
hwusband comez in! I'm hellerin',
(CALLS BACK) Okay. Be right cut. (PAUSE: BIG
STGE OF RELIEF) Thiz'll walt, Falph.
{QUIET) Mind if I walt with it?
(SAME) Suit y'self.

s LD T S

SERAETRPE T IR TO TODN, DorR-eRRIS LEDNES
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NARR: You, Ralpz Nelson, have been shaping, in your mind,
a lead., A lead 1z the opening sentence of a neve
story. For this sentence, the subject ig -- Paddy

Kitk. The verk 1s -~ to kill, past tense, killed.

vou have chosen an adverb =- "srutally". The obj2et
-~ 1%t lies before you =- cut up like the parts of
a sentence. Jeannie Jogki. You need --- an

gdjective for Jeannic. Was she pretty? Homely?
Beautiful? There's one vway to flnd out.
(UNWRAPPING OF PACKAGE, THEN A CLINK ON THE
FLOOR)
NARR: (LoW) Something falls out. You plek it up gingerly
-- apd Jeannie's looks don't matber now! You've

got to get out bafore Cooney gets back!

{TYPING UP AND DOWN BEHIND}
COONEY: (OVER IT, LOUDLY) Okay, Polks ... whan the ssrzsante
typed up your statements, you can sigh 'em and £G..-

you'll get your Grand Jury subpeoenaz in the mall..

BIZ: (RUZZ BUZZ OF AD LIBS IN B.G. .. TNCLUDING WAITREZSS,
GOES UNDER}

NELSON: (WHISPER] Coon=y. Which ore's the hustand?

COONEY: (WHISPER) The old guy == there;ﬁ'ﬁééééllike‘his

story's hung the noose on Kirk for fa:r. He saye
somebody phoned his house saturday night agkin' for
Jeannie ... the cld boy caid okay. 3he took off to

meet this guy--and that's the last he ever saw of en
There's the case. I had Kirk talk to him on the

rhone and he recognized the volce.
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NELSON:
COONEY:

NELSON:

COONEY:

KELSON:

COONEY:
NELSON:
{MUsic:

HOBBER:

COONEY:

HCBBER:

CODMEY:

NELSON:

-23- .
Just one thing. Has he looked at ths remains yet?
No. I've asked him to =stay after the othera leave,
to look them over —-

Do me a favor -- Tell him that we haven't found

the head - 3tall him off in here & minute after

they go, I'm gelng out -- and don't be surprissd at
anything I de when I come back 1n.

Yhat in thunder've fou got up your sleeve?

The murder knife -- and don't ask me where I got it.
That -- only two pecple Know,

You and who else?

The murderer!

— o e e — e —

{oLD) Mr. Coocney -~ you aszked me to wait after the
others leflt?

Ah -- ah, yes. 1 &h Fr couple of things in your
Gl Fae -
ot

story I want to check ﬁ—'jbﬁ E;e we still lack the
final proof that the rurdered woman was your vife -
This 1s unpleagant but jou see We 5t111 haven't
found the head,

I zee, 1 zee —-

But if you wouldn't mind coming inte th:s morgue for
a moment to identify ---

(DOCR OPENS WITH A RUSH ON "MOMENT " AND)
(YELLING LIKE A COMANCHE TO CUT COONEY CFF)  Cooney
--Cooney -- I got it! He identified the knl fe ---
(PAUSF: MOCK EMBARRASSMENT) o©Oh. Sorry, chief. 1
didn't know Mr. Hobber was still herz. (EAGER) But

this locks it up, Chief --
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COONEY:

HELSON:

HOBBLR:

NZLSON:

HOBBER:

NELSON:

HOEBBER:

NELSOH:

NEL30N:

HOBBER:

NEL3ON:

~ol-

What does?

This, This knife. Kirk just admitted 1t was hie.
(ALL MAIVE AND FRIENDLY, LIKE} FHow atout that,

Mr. Hobber?

Terrible, terridle. 1 -- T suppose I'd bsiter go
in and identify my wife --

(GENTLE BUT POIBONOUS) Are you sure you'll e able
to, =ir?

Well...I should know my Oun wife'ts face.

Twat's true. {PAUSE) Mr., Hobber -- how do you Xnow
you'll seg¢ your wife's face?

1 --- (LONG PAUSE) Well -- there were other marks
...2¢BrS ... (FAGER) On her right knee, for -
instance =~---

Wait a minute, Mr. Hobber - you cai1d sou could
recognize your wife's face.

Well ~-- yes, of course T ¢ould.

Mr. Eobber - there's only one m2n who xnowe that
tt'es possible to geeg your wife's face,

What do you mean?

The minute you sa¥ the knife, jou couirdn't help
youregelf, becauze you vpnew 1t was your wife 1ying
in there butchered to bite!

1 don't know what you're talking about...

Oh, ycs you do! Only the murderer could ¥nov that
if we had this ¥nife we muet alsc have the head -
tecause they Were wrapped up togethser, in the game
package. (PAUSE) He's 2ll yours, Cooney. I'm gonna

buy Kirk a drink.
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“(WSIC: _ _ .  — HID AND G0_OUT_FOR_CURTAIN)

BARRICE: In just a moment we will read you & telsgram
from Ralph Nelson of the Detrolt Tree Preas

with the final outcoms of tonlght's BIG STORY .

{MUSIC: STING)

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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~26-

.THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #176

CLOSING COMMERCIAT.:

(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CUAPPELL:

Q

HARRICE:

CHAPFPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -= THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ==
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

Guard against throat-scratch! (EFFECT)

En joy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of tredltionally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

Filters the smoks and makes it milé.

Puff by puff you're always ahend when you smoke PELL MELL .
At the rirst puff PELL MELL smoke 1is filtered further than
thnt of any other leading clgarette. Morsover, after 5
puffs, or 1¢, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL gtil1l glves you &
longer, natural filter of traditlonall¥ fine tobaccos - 7
guerd against throat-scratch. Yes, PELL ¥EIL'3 [lne

tokaccos glve you & smocthness, mildnass and satisfaction

no otner cigarette offers you.

So, don't let throat-scratch spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy smcoth smoking!

fiax for the longer, finer cigarette in the distingulshed

ped peckage - PELL MELI FANQUS CIGARETTSS - "Cutstanding!"

Aind - they are milg!
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’-KMﬁSIC:

HARRICE:

NELSOM:

T
i PN )

EARRICE!:

HARRICE:

(MUSIC:

HARRICE:

-27-

Now we read you that telegram from Ralph HNelson of the
Detroit Free Fress.

KILLER IN TOWIGHT'S BIG STORY COLFESSED THAT HE FOLLOWED
HIS WIFE QmﬂﬁEﬂ pATE WITH KIRK. KIRK WAS DRUNK IN HI5 _
ROOM AND ﬁ‘ﬁ%‘ERSUAp b HIS WIFE TO COME BACK HOME . s -

ﬁ-f‘—-'ﬁ’ .

MURDERED HER. STOIEN KIRK'S SEIRT,

SHERTS AND PILLOW CASE TO USE AD INQRIMINATING CLUES .

oLt

THE FOTIVE WAS JEATOUSY. (PAUSE)ZﬂééﬁAS CONVICTED efh—éﬁ
NATSTETGHTER-—#¥P SENTENCED TO'MW /,fr;}_(,--’-f,_
PENITENTIARY . MANY THAWKS FOR TONIGHT'S PEZLL MELL AWARD.
Thank you, Mr. Nelscon...the maekeprs of PELL ¥ELL FAMOUS
CIGARZTTES are proud to present you ths PELL MELL $300
award for notable service in the fielé of journalism.
Listen again next week, same time, s&me gtation, when

PELL, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES wiil present anpther BIG

STORY - & BIG STORY from the front pagses of the Pittsburgh
Fysss -- by-line, Chester Potter. A pIS STORY of 2
regporter who found that cornered rats always squanll...

TH= EIG STORY is produced BF Bernard J. Prockier with musie
by b{adimir 3elinsky.- Tonight's program wzs adapted by
£1an Sleen from &0 setounl story from the frent pages of

the Detrolt Free Pross. Your harrator Was Eob Stoan, and
syd Smith playcd the part of Helph Nzlsoh. In order to
protect ths nemes of people actually invelvet 1n tonight's
authentic BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the
dramatization were changed with the exception of the

reporter, Mr. Nelsaon.
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(Mysic; . THEME U ur_FOLL AND FADE_F R )

HARRICE: This 1is G1“he¥féﬁéﬁgpé%king for the makers of
PELT, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES .
(PAUSE )

THIS IS HBC. v - THE NATIONAL BROADCASTING COMPANY .

penny arrist/dl
7/26/50 pm
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NBC & NET THE BIG STORY #177

10:00 - 10:30 PM AUCUST 16, 1950 WEDNESDAY

(CHESTER POTTER: THE PITTSBURCGH (pA,) PRESS)

HARRICE: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES Present,...THE BIG STORY !

,@gyggﬂﬂ_ﬁgg@g;g@hJ_J

LIFRMAN: (AFFABLY) That's all I have, gentlemen, Just these
watches you mee in the case, these rings, (PLEASANTLY)
And none of thenm sult you?

CARR: (EVEN TEMPERED, EVEN TONEﬁ) T think I want something
better. Maybe with llttle diamonds on it, Let's see
some of your more expensive stuff,

LIEBMAN: T got nothing in the sbtore Just now,

CARR: Don't you remember? We were in last week, You ghoved

P

us some of those beéuts in & tra¥. Rignt over there you
got them, Remember, Teddy? i%w;;'"'
TEDDY ¢ (YOUTHFUL) Sure. A whole ﬁig tyay full of threm, I
rerember,
LIEBMAN: Well, I see. 1 don't think there’s any 1e?t, but I see,
(HF WAIKS, A TOOR OPENS, THERE IS SUDDEN MOVEMENT
BY LIEBMAN)
LI=ZBEMAN: {11 VIOLENT DESPATR) I know what jou want, You stand
srare. I'm golng to call the pelice.
CARR: Not a good ides, Il=bmen.

IJEEMAN:  You think I don't shoot;if I tave to?

~ (sHOTS) - )
CARR: I think you might, pop - if §ﬁ&;ﬁﬁﬁ the chance.
.. ., (THF GUN SHOTS RESUME, 3 MORE ARE FIRED)
TEDDY ! ~;Goéé:égﬁ:{stop it!
CARR: Yeah, I guess you're right. He's kind of desd,

{3 MCRE SHOTS)

RTHGY 171313
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(MysIC: __ _BLSESHFQLL,HBécgﬁl

HARRICE! THE BIG STORY., Here 1s America, 1ty sound and its fury,
its joy and lts sorrov, as falthfully reported by the
men and women of the great Amerlcan nevspapers.,
(FAUSE, FLAT) Pittsburgh, Pernnsylvania. From the pages
of The Pittsburgh Press comes the story of & reporter
who used the code of the underworld even though it turned
his stomach to do mo. And tonight, to Chester Potter,
of the Pittsburgh Press, for his Big Stcry, €oes the
PELL, MELL AWARD,

(MUSIC: FANFARE]

—_ Y — = =

{OPFRNING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY -4 -
PROGRAM #177

QPENING COMMERCIAL:

(MysIC:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

BARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE!
CHAPPELLS

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH {EFFECT)} --
THROAT-SCRATCH (¥FFECT) --
Guard against throat-seratchl {EFFECT)
Enjoy smooth smoking.

FELL MELL'S greater lengbh of traditicnelly fine’

tobaccos travels the smoke further'ssees

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puflf PELL MELL smioke 1s filtered
further then that of any other leading clgarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL
5t11l gives you a longer, natural filter of traditlionally
fine tobaccos - to guard against throat-scratch, Yes,

PFLL MYLL'S fine tobaccos give you & gmoothness, mildnese

and satisfactlon no other cigarette offers you.

Den't let throat-scrateh spoil your smoklng enjoyment,
Guard agalnst throat-scratch!

Enjoy smogth smoking!

Ask for the longer, finer cigarette in the édistinguished

¢ package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CTGARETTES - "Outstanding!”

H

nd - they are mild:

KNy
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NARR:

BOUDREAU:

POTTER:
EOUDREAT:

POTTER:

BOUTREAT:

POTTER:

2 —

_5_

Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. The story as 1t actually
rappened - Chester Potter's story as he 1lived it.

The first killing was of a jevweler named Emrmanuel
{iebman, He was found dead with eight shells 1n his
hedy, sprawled behind his neat counter with an unflred
pun in his hand, It was one of those things: eleght
shots fired at 9:30 1n the morning in the Hezelwood
section of Pittaburgh - and no one heerd a shot, no one
had scen anything. You got to the °t0re, you -- fifty-
one year old Chet Potter, >29 ycarélsﬁ‘tnig k*nd of thing
end 29 years of hating ijt, DMNot the work, but the facts
abcut people thet you got to report. and in the past
seven vears, you've gotten yourself a nicknaze yOu(giﬁn*t
1ike -- 'mo conviction Potter" they call you (at the
waper and at headguarters) because the last twelve storles
you Were on - no conviction.

{ASSISTANT DJA., AN AGRESSIVE MAN TRYIWG TC GET AHEAD)

Thisz looks like one of your specialtiesz, Fotter.

Ha, ha. Very funny. You mean no conviction?

As the Assistant District Attorney I heven't got an
opinion yet -- for publicatlon, that is. But ag just

plain Jack Boudreau, this is a tno conviction' if T

gver sSBW OnNe.

tow could 1t oe? Wh&t were bthere? Fight shols ried -
;£$é§~hﬁard an;thing

Nec.

He must have run out of the store. Somebody mast have

seen him,
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BOULREAU®
POTTER
BOUDREAT
POTTER:

BOUDREAU:

POTTER®
(MUSIC:

NAER:

POTTER:
KEECH:

POTTER:

' _6-
Well nobody did,
What kind of family 1s there?
You're golng to 1ike shis. Wife and five kids.
What about the stoolles? Anything doing there?
Tven if somebody were té talk, what's th%z? to,tie to
14?7 Nothing. No witnesscs, DO gun.;'ﬁiéht .38 calibre
slﬁgs.
A guy with five kids.
Just because the Asaistant Dlistrict Attorney Jack Doudreau
caid -- "even if the stoolles talked, wret 1g there to
t1e 1t with?" -- you didn't let 1t rest there. (That
was the way'you vere.,) You saw the farmily, talked te
tre three widc-eyed girls and the two coged boys, the

!

irconsolable widow,ﬁﬁﬁde/thgrrgunds -- pushed, probed,
yanked, asked questionseaﬁﬁsgtjust whers you'd gotten

on vour last twelve storles -- no c¢onviciion, no suspecta,
noviere. {(PAUSE) Then sixteen months goee by, {PAUSE }

Tre second killing hed this mueh in common with the first.
.. % shots were aiso fired--- an enorimous guentity of

lead poured into the body of & man named Keech, a driver
ror & robbery gang. A man named Keesch, who h2ngs onto
11fe desplte elght .38 callbre glugs in als Tody,

Who did 1t, Keech?

(IN PAIN) GCet me a drink of water,

Here, Just suck on the straw, Who was it?

ATHOT Q171323
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KEECH:

POTTER:

KFECH:

BOUDREAU
FOTTER!:
BOUDREAU:
POTTER:

BOGDREAU:

KEECH:
{MusIC:

MARR ¢

-"'r'..
{FINISHING DRINKING) Look, you ought to know e better.
Your friend Boudreau's over there in the corner. He

ain't asking, (HE IS HAVING TROUBLE TAIXING) He ain't

asking questions. Leave mo alone, huh?

.

(ANGRY) Come on, Keech. I don't care one hcot about

vou, but wheh that king of lead 1s poured into UWO people,

waybe the same guy did 1t, You're going to dle, Keech,
You're going to dle scon and you're golng to die hard,
My God, glve yourself a quarter of a chapce to get some
pcace hefore you get out of here.

My Momra told me & long time ago don't talk tc cops

ond don't talk to cop reporters. Give me the water,
(FROM OFF, CALLS SCFTLY) Chet -

(GOING OVER) I know. Code of the undsyworlc.
samcthing 1ike that -- bub thepe M. exceptlons.
(IXCITED) You moan 1t7

Pherets a nice guiet éalking type by the nars of Tomay
Cavr down at my office. I just ceme up hers for the
routine conflrmations, 1f say, There belng NONE, maybe

w111 adjourn and listen to Tommy carw, (SLRCASTICALLY)

. I nope it doesn't hurt you too mich, Keceh,

Drop desd —-- nll of you.

1% MOVEMENT AND UNDER. o)

Mr, Thomas Carr,#es"Bﬁﬁﬁ¥§Hﬁ'ﬁﬁf”ft; 1=z a 1lcuse from

way back, Hovw o21ld ie he? Thirty-four. Twenty-nine

years a4 louse - since he was five, And nov the louse
{picked up on & robbery charge) 1s talklng true to his

character.
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) CARR: (WITH ALL THE ASSURANCE OF A MAN MAKING A REQUEST TO
FOUWD A MEDICAL SOCIETY) The job was well planned - I
| got to say that first. The payroll was like 29,000
' dollars. There was four of us, A&nd I got to give the
boys real credit, Merpill -- the kid - he's becen
studying up, he planned 1it. Cased‘the place, took
weekly timings on the poymaster aégrcctera. Keeeh - he
wasn't good on kis brains - but trustworthy kind - you
wnow what I mcan? Alweys did a good jod vhen he
was told what to ’do. (LFFABLY) D1@ he diec yet?
BOUDREAU: He's still hanging on. '
CARR: Amazing these young klds - the stamina they got. Eight
slugs in.him. Got to glve him credit,
POTTER: (ANNOYED) Come on, come o,
CARR: So Xeech got o king of 11+tle greedy and he thought
the fourth he was supposed to geb wasntt gnough on acccunt
of now he was taking blgger chances a;édcetera, 80 he

pulls a3 gun on Merriil., Merrill pulls £ gun oh him end

that's it,
POTTER ¢ 4 fight among you guys, 1s that 1t7?
CARR: Guys are very funny. You put 29,000 dallors on o table

retwcen four crooks -~ a lot of trouble con come out of
that.

BOUDREAU 4fnd you Wore onc of the four?

CARR: Wow, Mr. Boudrenu, you know ﬁhat you goh on Te. What
chonee have I got? I'm 2 parolec. Itm not supposed to
ke assocliating wiéh this kind of folks, You got 2 right
to send re back for thirteen yelrs right nov, I don't
deny 1t. I didn't shoot Keech - Merrill done that, You

cops want egg in your boer?
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CARR:

POTTER:
CARR:

POTTER:

CARR:

ECUDREAYU :

CARR:

POTTER:

-9-

Wnat are you télling us all this for?

Well, it's like this. First of all, I turn State's
evidence. The D.A. says (like he always says)
(MIMICKING) "I can promise you no special
consideration”. But at the same time, while he's saying
that, in the back of his mind, ne's kind of grateful
to me in a way. I mean I make convictions easier aiégp
cebera, So whe knows? He might be a little lighter
on me. And the second 1s that parcle board I got to
go before. 1 know those guys. They like a2 fellow
whols 'cooperative' -- 1f you know what I mezn.

1 heard you werc a nice kind of louse.

Ain't T though? WHow let's see. You want the other
member of the gang { I told you thers was four) .
That's me and Merrill and Keech. And the fourth is
Noonan, 75-25 Noonan. {(We call him that on secoount
af that'a the cut he always trieg to get.)

Wo know, we know. Comc on.

=11 now 1f I could make & suggestlon to you, 1
think this is going to surprise you. 1'd pick up
Noonan on the robbery. Good for ten to twanty at
lezst. EBut if you stopped there, you'd be missing &
bet. |

How's that?

Would you hapven to remember a kind of a jeweler

bty the name of Emmanuel Licbman?

{(URGENTLY) What about Liebman?
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CARR:

PEQUDREAU:

CARR:

POTTER:

CARR:

EQUDRZAT

CARR:

..10_
Well, nobody thought about Noonan and Liebman,
did they? Now I can't say exactly that Noonan shot him
since I didn't see him.ip it, only I ask you, Mr.
Attorney. Ain't 75-25 well known for the way he
keeps squeezing the trigger?
You saying Noonan did it?
211 I know 1s the morning of that shooting -=- like
15, 20 minutes after 1t happened -- I got & phone call
from Noonan. He says, "I'm in trouble, bad, Carr".
i says, "Come bye, I'll help you."
Youxpelpgd him all FigFt- You helped him fine.
I glhzi;ﬁﬁ;ésgrgiiégga'months without saying a word,
d‘dn't I? What's the metter, you don't 1like my
testimony, mister?
411 right, all right. Leave—rtmaltene. 1 want a
statement on all this, Carr -- signed. I don't want
vou suddenly discovering I nearly broks your arm to
gzt 1t out of you.
1 den't think that's falr, Attormey. I may be a stoolle
--- tut nobody says I ever went back on oy word. IT
you want the frank trith, I was wondaring how come
you didn't have a secretary in here ah;‘cetera to take

1+ down as I was telling you. HNow I got to repeat

tne whole thing.
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JUDGE:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

CARR:

NARR:

- 1 1-—
Merrill 1s picked up and Neonan and Carr locked away.
And for this kind of "expert information" (a good
¢rook always knows preclsely what is néeded fdr a
sure conviction), the robbery charge is slapped on them,
{Hold them while you try to prove the wurdar.) And
ocut of 1t comes. .
Theodore Merrill, you are sentenced to the State
Pepitentiary for a term of not less than twenty and
not more than forty years.

_ _SLIGHT STING)

navid Noonan, you are sentenced to the State
Penitentiary for complicity in murder 1n the second
degree -- thirty to sixty years.
Thomas Carr, you are sentenced to return to the County
Jail to scyve out the balanec of your unexplred
santence of thirteen years for viclation of parole.

_ _COMES_UPR,_GOES UNDER._._.}

AT

;Maﬁ;illjzgﬁ)Noonan go to the western cenitentlary and
Car-{smiling becausc he knows it} to the County Jail
and an easy 1ife, walting the othcr cases he has
consented to sipg about.

I 2in't such a dope, now am I? EVen 1f 1 ain't a very

nice guy.
And you losc your nickname, Chet FPotter. Lo more "no
senviction Potter." Three convictions in one day this

time. And you ought to be glad. But something about
this louse wno has put himself and two otherz behind

bazrs turns your stomach. THape ought to be satisfactlon

in this for you, but there isn't.
(MORE )
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NARR: Eecause you remember the three girls of Emmanuel
{CONTD)
Iiebman, the jewsler -- you remember the faces of hia
sons, ‘the-mowth—ef his wife, her words. You want
to get this louse if you cab.
POTTER: (EETWEEN CLENCHED TEETH) Not for parols viclatlon --
no. That's not enough. But how?
(vUsic:

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL} {INSERT E)

RYHO1T 0171329
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1177

MIDDLE_COMMERCIAL:

(MUSIC:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPZLL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT -3CRATCH (EFFECT} -- THROAT-SCRATCH {EFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

Guard against throat-scratch: {EFFECT )

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditiocnally fine
tobaceos travels the smoke further....

F1lters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

7uff by puff you're slvays ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke 1s filltered
~upther than that of any other leadling cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17T, FELL
MiLL still gilves you a longer, natural Tilter of fine
tobzeoos - to guard agzinst throat-scrateol.

Tor PELL MELL-s grezter leneth travels the smoke

~yrther on its way to your throat - filters it
nzturally through PELL MELL'S traditionally fine,
rellow tobzeces - guards against throzt-scratch,

Y:s, FELL MELL'S finec tobaccos glve you & smoothness,

~t1dness and satisfaction no other cigawette offers

vou. Guard against throat-scrateh!
Enjoy smooth smoking!

isk for the longer, finer ecigarette in the

4*stingulshed red package - PELL MiLL FAMOUS
AIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - they arc mild!
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CARR:

NiARR:

NOONAN :

POTTER:

-14-

This Is Cy Harrice raturnlng you to your narraior aﬁd
the Pig Story of Chester Fotter as he lived it and
wrote 1t.

As long as there 1is crime, &S long as there are
desperate men and women who take desperate chances,
thepe will be a code of "ethics". You know this well,
Chet Potter, 29 years on the police run. ind you Know
the code of ethics is a false one -~ = falze code of
loyalty to gelf, of loyalty to eprime and you also know
that as long as there is such a code, there will be
betrayals of the code because it is profitable to
tetray in crime. And there will alwzeys be rats,
singars, talkers, ctoolics. Like Thomas Carr.

(0N F) How I know that Noonan ynocksd off this jeweler,
Mr. Attorney -- 1s this. How I know “or zn abscolute,
gbsolute fact.

and as long as there are such mern, yo1'11l hate them -=
and as you are doing nocw, not for ths love of other
eriminals, but for hate of this on= -- vou catch them
if you can. 5o you go to Noonan, the zccused Noonan --
Hoonan whp 1s serving thirty(%ears for compliclity in
szeond degrec murder.

(3# EIG POWERFUL MAN, BUT AT THE MOMENT IMPOTENT) Look
at my hand -- loock at it. I stayed hers 211 day
yesterday and the day beforse swacking my ctelm with wmy
pther hand.

Wkat ere you telling me, Noonan? You didn't kill

Liebman? You didn't shoot the jeweler?

ATHOT 0171331
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POTTER:

NOOMAL

POTTER:
NOONAN :

{MYsIc:

NARR:

—15_
Telling you -~ t2lling you. I'm telling you nothilng.
I'm telling nobody nothing. He ain't fit teo die a
desent death. Mister, I don't know what kind of
connections you got. -- But get that dog put in here
five minutes. Let him walk in the yard five minutes.
it won't be me -- not Merrill nelther, who he ratted
on. Just let him walk in the yard. That's the only
kind of thing he deserves.
I asked you -- did you do it
Wnat do you want? My word against 2 stoolies? Cops
1ike stoolies, don't you know that yet, mister? D.A.'s
love them. I got 30 years to live here. I got nothing
to lose. What do I got to lie to you for? I didn't
do *t. If I could get my hands on that dog maybe I'd
stop hitting myself at least. (FRIEEDLY JOW) You know
somcthing, mister? A lot of guys in her: would =ay
a lot of nice things about you if 301 gﬂt ,hat dog-
(DISINTERESTED) That uoa&d4£-éboa
Thet—tonit-meanr-enything—to—you, I Know that, -But- maybe

vou got your own reasons. I don't csre what they are. "' -

It's a curious thing, but ac tually Fou'we, 1o real good

rsasons to get this man,\Chdt Dotter, r;portS% Becausa

tatween Carr and Noonan, it's six of one &nd half-a-

dozen of another. DBetween Carr and Merrill and the
others sent up -- choose betwecen &7 gur Funman End a ’stoolie .
Raticnally, you can't. And yet you want to. In the
bitterest, most vindictlve sense of the word {(something

akin-to-wosra) you want to get thls rat, this stonlie,
this squealer, this louse.
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GIRL: You've been making the rounds of placas, haven't you ==
quite a lot now? On him -- Carr.

POTTER : Who told you?

GIRL: Vhat's the diffsrence? Well, let me t21l you if I had Ce

to glve you, I'd give 1t to you S0 fast It*d make his
h=ad spin. He's as diyrty &s they come and I can tell
you thls out of private'experiencg nﬁd don t make

mistakes -- not that kind.

POTTER: We'll see sbout that. Anyhow, thanks for—the—ddrociion
T lw-going I

(mys1Cy . . _TRACE, EEHIND. . )

NARR: You'll sce about that -- no mistakes. &nd so you keep

st it. Talking to hard-eyed men, watching young
fighﬁers coming into the fight game. Young grifters
who nang arond wherever a buck can be promoted.
(BG OF GYM, LIKE STILIMAN'S)

AD LIE: Mizx 1t uop.
Watch that eye.
Watch his left.

MAN I: {ZAGERLY) Carr? A4 pleasure - 48 pleasursz, mister.
Rzmemcer that hold-up in the gas station on South

Pennsylvania? Ereaking and antry?

POTTER: What was that --, two years ago?
VAN I 1547. err \ Two ﬂarsld*°aopuared off Morth Aubuorir
fyenue -- A chevvy and a FPontlac sedan, S=zptember, 48—~

:
JEPTEV I

Carr,y Two drunks rollad coming out of the Elite Club,

January 6, 1950 {this year) -- carr.

POTTER: ¥You'll wplte that out?
MAN I: Give me the paper.
MUsic: . SAME)
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MAN II:

POTTER:
MAN IL:
POTTER:

MAN II:

POTTER:
MAN II:

TEDDY :

FOTTER:

TEDDY :

POTTER:
TEDDY @
POTTER:

TEDDY :

POTTER:

- 17 -
Tt's good, but it's not good enough. &o vhat? Add
two years, add three years, Or five. He's got 13
Masmo, ol il

a2lyeady. No, thls wanbs more than the difference
between 13 and 18 years. Then, unexpectedly --
(NERVOUS, TENSE, LEST HE EE PICKED UFP HIMSELF) Look,
mister -- if a guy don't tell his nare but he tells

vou something -- Okay?

That depends.
R f

"G carr.

It still depends.

411 right. There's a guy. Hz wants <o talk to you.
Hals in a western penitentiary but he wants to talk
to somebeody outside. His name ie Merrill.

The other one Carr ratted on.

That's right. Hz's got a real warm ttory -- real warm.

Noonan never did it. Noonan nad nothing to do with the
¥illing of Liebmazn. Thau jeweler got killed by
sonetody el=g.

YWhe?

= went in the store akout 9:30. and when the jeweler
went back to gzt his gun, he difn't wzit. He shot him
eight times.

Whe?

o de you think? Carr.

Czrs!

Wwhy else do you think he's ratting? To cover his own
stinking sclf up -- Larrr

gokay. Let's go on from here. All I got so far is
your word for 1%.
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TEDDY : (BRISTLING ) -My-8udy I told you, didn't I? You're on
the outside, you can prove it, you can do 1t. I teld
you -- 1t's a fact. Noonan never done it. It was Carr
=13 the way. Carr, Carpr,Lapr-—"

MUsIc: IH VITH. o+l

NARR: You wait, but there's no more. Nothing more to come.
This desperate mwan has had is desperate say and he's
not saying anything further. And so you take it, since

sou are on the outside and maybe you can find the

proof, to the Assistant District Attorney =< to Jack
Eoudreau.
EOUDREAU: supe 1 like it. I like it fine. I think it's true.

Fut I think something else too.
PCTTER: What?
BOUDRZAU: Leok. These two guys, got 30 to 60 years zhead of them
fj:ﬂéf%iii §pd.N9Qh5h:T' pased on Carr's testimony.
Why snoulén't they say ne did it, discredit him.
Whether we 1ike him or not (and I aonft), this boY‘ﬂ';¥~

sur prize. It's on this boy's word these men are in’

4
F

Jail.
POTTER: Wny don't you do what lNoonan suggestsd?
BOUDRREAY Pat kim 4n the western peh fopr a couvle of days?

vah, ALl that would be left i3 shreds. We wouldn't

gzt the proof he killed the jewsler. You wouldn't

gzt anything except a 1ittle screaming by the raforn
payty in the legislature for not protecting our inmates.
Lo, I nead this guy. I'm keeping him in the county
jail. He's good for at least six more sessions =< SONES

I mean.

(Music: INTO SCENE._._-1
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TEDDY:

POTTER:

TEDDY :

_19-
Look, Merrill -- try to understand this. 1 took what
you told me to where it ought to go and got nowhere
with it. I need more. More information, more facts --
proof.
I told you. What do you vant me to say. I told you how
it happened-.
211 I've got is your statement. Erother, you'lve got &
record as long as you are high. What do jou think your
statement is worth that he killed a guy? Long as you
stick to that, he's golng to stay right where he ls
langhing at you and meybe walting until Noonan burns.
Thepe was two guys on the job. They took & bus. A
number 19 bus to Franklin Avenue,;é%out & half-a block
frem the jewelry store,. @hey got out. It was going
on 9:15. The job was set fop 9:30. Thera's a little
cne-orm piace two stores away from tha jewelry store.
They went in. One of the guys had coifee with a roll.
Tho other had coffee with a cinnamon bun. The vaitress
cepved them was & short girl, kind of dumcy, with dark
e¥xin and big blue eyes. Wears her heir in 2 bun. Her
name's Francle - Is this the wind of stuff you want?
You'rz doin fine. Y

e

tar the coffee they vent inf The counte»'s oa the

PEE

iy

right side with the cheap stuff in it ard 2 second

crunter in the tack at the right angles. That was
empty - snd the stuff is in the back of that, vith the
handle on the right side of the door. And when he-fﬁ'“l'
twisted the handla down, that's when he came up with
the gun in his hand. Then Carr squeezes the trigger Y

P P Nre ter eF

3 bimes-and—Ehen the gd?ffalls. Thep—he squaszes—itt-—H--
bimes—monc . Then the twe of them ran out and got on the

bus. The number 19 bus going the other way.
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POTTER: that's gqulte a statement. That kind of detail could
maybe send & guy to the chair. Why are you telling
me this, Merrill?

TEDDY: What do you mean? Pecause I want to gat the dog.

POTTER: 1 don't mean that. 1 mean why are you telllng me you

wore the other guy in store? The guy with Carr.

-DEDDY¥ ™ (BLAT}—Feu—knows

FOTTER:- ..For-heaven! s~sake*“man'”’”yﬁU"jUSt'tﬁlc-me-ﬂ‘Thatwkind_
af-detall?-

TEDDY ¢ (RELAXED) -ekar I'11 tL.l]. you- First off, I like

. -

A L
ATt (Lt '-h. - w ,..-“, - T IR P

Noonan. I dontt want Neeﬁ%?-to go fer tﬁi;iﬂ He didn't
do ‘t. And second off, 1f they was to try Noonan |
on what Carr said, they'd never get & conviction and
thev'd sweat Carr out and sooner or Lztar that louse
would talk and he's gay I did it -- scons® OF later
go why let him get away with seying I did that when he
and I did it.

POTTER: Tn a crazy, warpsd sort of way, it mzXes good sensée.

Now I'il see what I can do.

HARR ! Yau zre cautlous now because youlve got tT e =-
teoozuse thls iz betrayal of the betrever. Mavbe thers's
anotner twlst coming -- and i£111 shift the whole thing
tack and the double orosser will try Lo double-cross

the mzn who double-crossed him. And Czryr Zoes.
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NARR:

CARR:

EOUDREAU

TEDDY :

EOUDREAT 5

TEDDY

CARR:

-21- y

Kot~

(LAUGHING) Wooooo! That I shoulés™t heard! That one

I should have been around when he sajd it, He's a

smart kid, that Merrill -- Go 2 long way if you don't
¥i1l him first. BSo, he learned that if you put a story
with plenty of details 1n it like what the guy ate aqé
wvhere the gun was and how many shots was fired-ﬁiié%éj;ﬂ'
huh -- These young kids -- they're smart, real amart.
The only thing about 1t -- I got so many alibis, such

2 lot there's no sense talking.

Fut Jack Boudrsau, the Assistant District Attorney,
doesn't smile when Carr laughs and nzither do you.
i ) -4‘(: .;-)"“'I‘""‘"f T;‘-’-‘f‘ 5(

Tnstead, you bring them together, The two desperate

-on who have betrayed cach other -- Cerr and Merrill.

Keep him avay from me, will you? Just keep him away.

RN

Kobody's golng to bother you, Carr. . Jué;;iéké—itweasy~-
now and talik.

Okay. This 1= where I stood -- he stood over there,
right near the counter. The old guy (Liebman), he we.
over thepe. Okay if I valk over?

Chkay.

=5 taopkd out the tray from here -- right here. He slide
1t out on the top of the counter and Carr says, 'We
don't want the cheap stuff -- we want the more
expensive.”

Wwhat an imagination, kid!l
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TEDLY : (GOING ON) So the old guy walks back here and says,

"T peyen't got any, only & few." And he turns around

-‘ r-r.

wlth the gun in his hand. (QUICKLY NOW) And you 3he%——
ui'- _.l"‘.

‘h¢ﬁb1*fiﬂﬁﬂ‘ ané I said, "Stop it, stop shooting,
_someonelilk-hear." And you kept on with that look

on your face -~ pumping 1%, pumping it, pumpling it.

POTTER: Well, Carr?

CiRR: A dirty llar.

{Mysic: _ _ _STIE

BOUDREAU Miss, take a good loock if you will, &t these men. Did

Tou ever seé thoem bafore, together?

GIRL IT: (FRIGETENER) I don't think so.

TEDDY: - ant on “he first stool right here by the register
2nd he was next to me.. He orderced 2 roll and coffe#
and T e2id "What kind of buns you got?" and you said,
“yfe got nice ¢innamon puns,” And I sald, "Give me one.
Lnd you had on a pair of coral earrings *hat merning

apd T said "Where did you get those? I ‘g like to gﬂt

i

_f;*," o ,\‘.’l':“‘ :cf_. :'r R ;”'_5.14. e /". 4" L
my zirl o szt " :
GIRL II: i data- tr S (- D T o3 (SUDDENIY) I remcmber them --

«he two of them -- both of them. He asked for his

soffue light.

POTTER: what do vou say, Carr?
CARR: L dirty liar.
(Musze: _ _ W AOVENTHT)
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TEDDY : We got off the number 19 bus about a half & block from
here -- walked to the middle of the bridge where no one
WiS looking; right near the bank here -- He dropped
the gun in. Dredge it -- you'll find it.

BOUDREAU : We will. We'll dredge.

1EDDY ¢ And when you get it T'11 identify it a2s his gun and

there'll be six guys I can name vho'!ll identify 1t.

It'11 be empty. Every shell fired. - / , PO
st e frT--
POTTER Y WMH—@&%--C&M 2. . ) r" L
X TRV oY ates a2l RIS 14 "etes f"’“-*
CARR: ¥ﬁ&—ratt€d* ¥You steolliel You ratted on we!
TEDDY: Listen to the stoolie calling stoolle.
ROTPRER ==l sTZH Lo nim.
{mysic: _ _ . IH MITH. . <)
MARR: And there 1t iz - & stool pigzon stooled on, burning

in desperate anger &t the man he tried to Lstray. Here
1t *s -- the full cycle, the code of tha jungle --

tne ethics of desperation-yieldingnixs—iulLr—fichrh-

Bidooys rrics == convhetdon.
(usic: _ _ UZ 10 TAG)
HARRICE: In Just a moment we will read a telegram Irom Chaster

potter of the Pittsburgh Presa with the final puteome
nf tonizhtls BIG STORY.
(Mysic: _ _ _BIING)

(CLCSING COMMERCIAL}
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THE BICG STORY
"PROGRAM #177

CLOSING COMMERCIAL:

(MusIC:

—— e —

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

ERHIND)

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -+ THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

Guard sgainst throat-scratehl (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PFIL MELL'S greater length of trnditionally flne

tobzccos travels the smoke further....

Filters the swmoke and makes 1t mild.

puff by puff you're always ahead when you smoke FPELL MELL.,
At the fivst puff PELL MELL smoke ig filtered further
than that of any other 1eading clgarette, Morcover,

aftcr & puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL WMELL still

gives you o longer, natural filter of traditionnally fine
tobaceos - to guard agalnst throat-seratch., Yes,

PELL MSLL'& fine tobaccos give you a smopthress, mildness

ond §1§;§f3ction no other cigarette olfcrs ou.

3o, don't let thront-scrateh spoll your smoking

cenjoyment,

guard ngninst throat-scrateh)

Enjcy gmeoth smoking!

Ask fer the longer, fincr gcigarette 1n the diatinguished
red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTZES - “gutstanding!"

And - they are mildld
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HARRICE:

POTTER:

HARRICE!:

HARRICE:

{MyusIC:

- 25 -

Now we rend you that telegram from Chester Potter of the
Pittsburgh Preag,
fwo killers in tonight's BIG STORY were brought to gwilft

trial ao-UTEK Ly CONVICTZYT Both recelved 1life

sentences, Thanks a lot for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD,
Thank you, Mr, Potter,. the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS

CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Awaxd for notable service in the ficld of journalism.

Iisten agaln next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MEL@ FAMOUS CIAGRETTES will present another BIG

STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pagee of the Tucson
Avizona Daily Star -- by-line, Jim Hart, A& BIG STORY

atout n reporter who helped a dead man solve & murdelr,

e e
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PHE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J, Prockter with
miste by Viadimir 3elinsky, Tontght's program was
edapted by Arnold Perl from an actunl story from the
front pages of the ?itpspurgh Prcsss Your narrator was

Zob Sleanc, and el played the part of

Chester Potter. In order to protect the namez of people
actuzlly involved in tonight's authentic BIG STORY, the
nomes of all characters in the dramatization were changed

with the exception of the reporter, Mr, FPotter.

Sl AL e

This is Cy Harrice speaking for the mikers of PELL MELL

FAMOUS CICARETTES.
THIS IS NBC,..THE NATIONAL BRCADCASTING COMPANY.

d1/t1/pn/eg

8/3/50 pm
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAMN #178

CAST

NARRATOR.  B0B SLOANE
GIRL ROLLY BESTER
LALUZ ROLLY BESTER
INDIAN WOMA BARDARL WEHTKS
CLD WOMLN BARBARA WELKS
1ART NAT POLEN
SHERTFT JT¥ BOLES
GARCIA JIM BOLES
WARREN JOT DE SANTIS
BOSS JOE DI SANTIS
PHOTOG DEHL BERTI
G.I. | DEHL BERTI
FLORES - JASON JOHNSOH
LEPUTY JASOW JUHN3ON

VEDNESDAY . AUGUST 23, 1950
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REVISED

NEC & NET THE BIG STORY S

£0:oo)-(1o:3% pm_ AUGUST 23, 1950 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY$

(MUSIC: _ FANFARE)_

{TELEPHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UE)

HART': Daily Star. Jim Hart speaking.,

SHERIFF: (FILTER) Jim. Johnny Anderson.

HART: Hya, Pegleg. How's the sheriff business?

SHERIFF: (FILTER) Oh, plckin' up, Jim, plckln' up. How!d you llke
to hop over to the office and type something out for me?

HART': In this heat? Wild horses couldn't drag me out.

SHERIFF: (FILTER) Pretty good story, Jim. A confession.

HART : Who did what bHo who? Or should I say whom?

SHEKIFF: (PILTER) You should say murder. And by the time you get
over here, It1l have the story. {PAUSE) Comint' over?

HART: Coming over? For a murder confession? Wild horses
couldn't keep me awayl

{MUSIC:_ _HIT_AND_GO FOR)

GHAPPTTL: THE BIG STORY. Here 18 America...its soundd and its fury

]ﬁi:;i’ *,..lts joy and its sorrow,..as falthfully reported by the
men and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers. (PAUSE:
COLD & FLAT) Tucson, Arizona, From the pages of the Dally
Star, the story of a reporter who helped a dead man golve
a muprder. And for his work -- to Jim Hart for hls Blg
Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD1

(MUSIC: _ BANFARE)_

(OPENING COMMERCIAL)
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(MUSIC:

EARRICE:

CHAPPLLL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

H.RRICE:
CHALPFELL:
HARRICE!:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

TEx BDIG STCRY
PROGRAN #178

OPENING COMRERCIAL

TR0, T-3CRICH (EFF=CT) =-- THROLT-SCRATICE (ZFFECT) --
TrROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) =~

guard ~geinst throat-scratehd (UFFECT)

Injoy szpooth smokingi

pILL MELL'S greater 1eneth of tradgitionally fine
tohoceos trovels the srcke further....

Filters The smoke end mokes it nild.

Pl by pulf youlre alvays ~hond when you SHOKe PELL
hELL. AT the rivret puff PELL ¥ALL smoke 15 filtered
rurther than thnt of =ny other 1erding cigarette.
voreovar, after 5 ~uifs, or 10, oF 15, or 17, ¥iL
1ILL still gives you & longer, noturas filter of
sr-gitionzlly fine tobaeeos - O gunrd egoinst throat-
serrteh. Yes, PaLl FELL'E fine toboceos give you

s smoopthness mildness and satisfagtion no other
] e e

cigarette of fers you.

Dontt let throat-seratch aneil your gmoking o joyment.

Ganrd against throat-scratchl

o
Al

micy smooth smoking!

sk for the longev, finer cigerelle in the

'

distinguisned red package - PELL }SLL F.liCUS
CICLRETTEE - ”gg;standinal”

snd - they zrg mild:

—— A S r—
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NARR: (OVER FOOTSTEPS) You don't have to peek through the
keyhole ... OF epneak% through the paper: on Johnny's
desk ... you don't have to work that way to get storles,
Vhat Johnny's got, he'll g;gg you. So you settle your
weary bones in his chair¥;§gﬁf feet on hiz desk,—but --

(PHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED Ur)

HART: Sheriff's office. Jim Hart srpeaking.

WARREN: (FILTER) Hiya, Jim. This ls Jerry Warren -- the Indian
Agent.

HART: Hiya, Jerry. Want to talk to Johnny? Or can I take 117

WAREREN: (FILTER) You can take it, 1 guess. 1 understand

Jchnny 's plcked up three indian women for guestioning...

EART: I wouldn't know about that, Jerry. Magbe 1 better - -

WARREN: (PILTER) Well you tell Johnny I'm on my way over there
to protect their rights.

HART: Okay, Jerry. 1'11 tell him that. 8o long.

(PHONE IS HUNG UP. DOOR OPENS, OFF, ONE-LEGGED
TOOTSTEPS COME ON.)

SERRIFF: (COMING CN) That for me, Jim?

HART: Yep. Jerry Warren, thé”ig%ﬁdhééent. Said he waz coming
over to protect the rights of the three women you plcked
up. (PAUSE) That who you've got out back?

SEERIFF: Yep. They're gonna need some protectin', too.

EART: A1l right, Johnny. Let's start at the beginning.
HEMME&MQiﬁﬂﬁiﬂﬁﬁgmmeuﬂwﬂmﬂmvwm>ﬂ

SHERIFF: ﬂe%%T*%e%¢%—ﬁae—hewfﬁﬂThe¥94€”ﬁé"~-— (PAUSE) Loo¥k, Jim.
1f you can hold your horses a little longer, I'11 have
the whole story complete. I got mogt of it in my notebook

already. You're gonna type out the confesslon and the
etatements, and you can get 1t from that. QOkay?
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HART:

SHERIFF:

-SHER}FFr

{MUSIC:

NAER:

HART:

FOTOG:

HART:

FOTOG:

-5..
Makes senseg ganr-t—seo—tem? _
-Nor~nu7~nvtjyetTmhl—goxvienpallwsquea1inl—onﬂeaeh_other,
»p}ayin**one*gff"agafnst“the—ﬁthemu*nmheg_mightmc1am,up
tf—yoﬂaccmewihe
(Foo?éTEPs OFF, DOOR OPENS)
(OFE}«mBum'aon’t worry. You'll get what I got when I
get 1t.
{DOCR SHUTS )
IN WITH)

Just for a second, as Johnny gtood 1n the door, jou
czught a2 glimpse of three dark heads, three bright
ehirts ... a whiff of pungent perfume and tobacco amoke
-- and then -- he clozed it. An Indlan murder, “hol?’
~HARPITNIT S . .
(TELEPHONE RINGS AND IS PICKED UP)
Steriff's office., Jim Hart speaking for Johnay
Anderzon.
(EILTER) Yeah, yeah, This ig Eddle, Jim, over at the
igigfjviisten, we got a tlp there;= a kid stuck on a
ledge down in Sabino Canyecn. 1'm on my w&aj over to geb
come pletures. Want me to pick you up?
ch ... I dunno, Eddie. I got a murder working here.
I've got the company car anyhow., 1711 head on over after
I =ew this up.
(FILTER) Okay, Jim., TI'll give you & call if there's
anything to lt.
Do that, Eddie ~-- and don't forget to pull out the slide.
(HANGING UP OF PHONE. DOOR OPENS AGAIN, IS CLOSED
AND LOCKED, FOOTSTEPS PEGLEG OVER TO US UNDER)
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‘SHERIFF:
HART¢
SHERIFF:
HART:
SHERIFF:

HART:

THERIFF:

SEERIFF:
FLORES:
SHERIFF:

FLORES:

SHERIFF:
FLORES!

That for mef?

No, me.

I ocughta charge you office renk. Get your feet off

my degk.

Come on, ¢ome Q. Wrat's the sbtory on this murder,
Johnny? I didn't hear about any murder 1n town lately.
Ah, that's the beauty -part of it. This murder's Tour
years old.

SHERIFF SOLVES OLD MURDER., SHERIFF GETS NEW RAISE.

"SHERIFF TELL3 WHOLE STORY . Tell, Sheriff,dﬁellz

Well, it come about like thles. These three'fiﬁﬁﬁ“
women -- you kKnow they 're not guppozed to pe gerved
liguor -- seeme they got to drinkin! and fightin'. And
from fightin', they went to callin' names. Well, one
of 'em called another of 'em hwurderer", and around
about that stage, I come by and --

(PHONE RINGSI
tasaah, NUTS, I ought te tear that thing out by the
rootal |

{PHONE IS PICKED up)

sheriff's offilce, Anderzon speakin'.

(FILTER} Johnny, tnie is Flores, up in Fire Tower Four.,

Whatcha gob, Flores? Drush burn?

(FILTER) Nope. A kid just come ridin' up, gayin' a pal
of hig 1z trapped on 2 1edge over to 3abing Canyon --
gabino! That's five miles from your tover!

(FILTER} Bure. But the kid figured it'd be closer to
come here than ride all the way back to tovn, What's

more, I can see the wid on my ledge with my ‘scope. He
trapped for falr, Johnny .

ATHRT Q171349
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SHERIFF:
FLORES:

SHERIFF:

HART:
SHERIFF:
HART:
SHERIFF:

HART:

SHERIFF:

HART:

SHERIFF:

HART:

SHERIFF:

HART:

SHERIFF:

..7..
You notify the rangers?
(FILTER) Yep. They aald to get you, Said you know
these canyone better'n anybody avound. (PAUSE) Better
get on over thers, Johnny. Even with a2 wocden leg they
can use you.
gkay. I'll be over. Hazta la vista, Flores.

{PHONE HUNG UP)

That the kid on the ledge?
{FOOTSTEPS UNDER) Yeb. (DRAWER OPENS)
Now where you think you're goling with that rope?
out to the canjon.
What is this, a consplracy agalnst me? What about that
murderd _
Oh, that, that'll keep. (CHUCKLE) Kept for four years,
ought to keep &n houy longer -~
aAzaaah, I should have stuck to playlngz 23 rlano in a -~
Now Jimmy, I got the whole thing down in =¥ book., 1t
ain't gonna run awvay, and nelther are tuese throce Wwomen.
How come on, let's get on oveT to the canyon. 1 hate
to zee a kid in trouble 1like that. Drive 7ou over --
No, 1I've got the company Ccar. I1fI- g0,-that 18
What you mean, if? Aln't that a good 'fe__ter'j, ‘-a kid
sbuek up on a ledge? ’,/’//—
sure. Any day but this 1t's’5 fine story. But a gheriff
golving a four- year old murder -- thatfe & better one in
my book. So 11y stay behind here a while and talk to
those HOTEPXC_

oh ng}/’ihat'd be wrong. They got rights, Jimmy. Next

thiﬁg they see 13 a lawyer.
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HART:

SHERIFF:
‘HART:

SHER1IFF:

HART:
SHERIFF:
HART:
SHERIFF:
HART:

SHERIFF:

8-
(F9GTS@EPS*?EGLEGJH}JXKHL:ﬁ0THERS~FOLL0W“UHBER§

f._ﬁcr&:m

veouw-know, you don't seem to realize that you're the
ﬁomuﬁhﬂa

only ohe who knows about this, you're the only one I

can get the atory from.

That's right.

Then at least glve me your notebook. Let mo coby the

names, the cilrcumstanceg, the -——

Notebook? Jim, 1tts a1l gcribbles, my oWn private

shorthand, like. You can't read 1t -- can't hardly

myself! Come on, boy -- let's get on over to the

Cany o, mebbe 1t'11 be a better story then a messy

C ot TR
old Inion killin'!

Johnny takes off with his siren --g2nd the throttle --
wide open. You trail along behind, rut he loses Fou.
By the time you get to the top of the canyon, after
gatting lost Ina couple of wrong d:analgﬁﬁicoulaes.——
he's at the cdge of the rim -- tying & TOPE around hie
walst.,

{CAR PULLS UP, STOF3, DOOR GPENS, SLAMS)
Wnat do you think you're dolng, Johnny?
Yeap; Hya, Jimmy.
T sald what do you think you've doing with that rope?
Goin' on doun there.
Why you woodenlegged fooll What for?
(QUIET) Cause we can't drop a rope to the boy. Top
ledge overhangs too far. There's another ledge about
midway between us and him. 1I'm goin' down there, drop

the rope where he can reach 1t.
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HART:

.-9..
Fine, fine. But why you?

RNAG-¥OIERS: (AD-L1Br—Yemiry-that s vt I 7eay:
-

-
Sure, that'sfghﬁf/we all s27.

ALL STMULTANEOUSLY: Yeah, that's the question.
n':"’H- Le thﬂt"thmtf‘ -
SHERIFF: (SUDDENLY HAED AND 3MARP CUTTING OFF) Because I'm the

HART:
SHERIFF:

HART:

SHERIFF:

rankin' law officer here. (SILENCE} (QUIET) And I don't
order nobody to volunteer for something 1 wouldn't do
myself. (PAUSE) Don't you fret, Jimmy. You'll pgetb
your story. (PAUSE) Okay, boys -- lower away!
FOPS—~GF—ORNY, TORNNTY™ A SHERTER, " URTC T

You lené 2 hand on the canyon-rim. Slowly, Johnny
Anderacn disappears over the edge, grinning at you ag
he gogs. DLown, down, down - = - - You lie flat on yeour
stomach and peer'over the edge.

Hew're yuh doin' Johnny?

{o¥F) Doin' fine, Jimmy !

(ON) Keep 'er taut, men! He's on the ledge! That

mante hall mountain-goat.

You lover @ TOpe. Johnny catches it -- and, in turn,
winde 1t around his walst, lowering the lcose. end to the
lower ledge -- invisible to you. Far below, five
tundred feet below, five hundred rock-facek feet belov,
you sce the flaszsh of the sun on Eddie's Big Bertha lenz.
your fotog's vorking, standing on the edge of a rushing
gstream --

{oFF) Okay, Jiml
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hABT: (ON, PROJECTING) Yeah, Jonny !

SHERIFF: (OFF) All setl But don't haul away yet. Let me come
up first. 1 don't think this rope '1l carry a double
load.

HART: (oN, PROJECTING) Okay, Johnny! (NORMAL) You fellows
hear that? He wants us to haul him up first. Now
keap the tensicn on the kid's rope.

NARR: You lie flat on the canjyon top, your hezd over the edge.
Johnny Anderson GHEHH%#ES&G—AGAIN) starts climbing,

L, e — ——

then -
(A SLIGHT SLIDE AS OF ROCK RUMBLING)
HART: (ON) Watch out, Johnny !
SHERIFF: (OFF, BUT NOT TOO FAR) Just a 1ittle rock slide, boye.

411 in the day's --
{ANOTHER ROCK SLIDE, BUT BIGGER, RUMBLING BEHIND)

HART: (s YELL)} Leok out, Johnny -- the ropel
Wm@%&mm ).
{vysIC: _ . — CRASH AND UNDER)_.
NARR: (FAST) The rope goes taut as the rock sllde catches 1t
-- spaps it -- and swings Johnny Anderson cut -- and

down -~ to death.

\EFRT$huhh (QUIET) Johnny « . .(PAUSE) Jobony .. -

e
(Music: _ . _ UPTAND-QUL)
(TYPiEE“ﬁP;aamp STOP. PAPER TORN OUT)
HART: (QUIET) There's the story omLqhnny, bos2. And here's
a picture of him I had in my wa11;;t““naybe“§3u can use
0 S T
BOSS: Uh~hmn. )
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HART:

~11-~

See that I get it back, willya?

B0O8S: Sure, sure. I

HART: And here's the story on the kld we pulledfbf the Tock.

BOSS: Right. g

HART: cutlines for Eddie's pletures.

BOSS: Right. - {QUIET) J1im, why_ﬁpﬁ‘% you -- uh, . . .knock
off a while. e

HART: No, I've got one mqréfﬁnderson story working.

BOSS: Hmmmm? o

HART: Before he wpnﬁ ocut to the canyon, Johnny had gotten a
murder 9oﬁfession from some Indlan women.

BOSS: Tha@*s‘news to me -~

HART: /Né%ch. I was the only one Johnny told. Now l'm the

. enly one who knews about it. 8¢ -- I'11 wrap up
Jehnny Anderson's last story. (PAUSE} Then I"11 --
) knock off a while. But not till then. (PAGSE) See you.
—~MysTCT  _ _ OF LANDTRWAY)
{DOOR OPENS)

DEPUTY Hi, Jim. Come on 1n. (PAUSE) I'm filin' in as deputy
till they appoint a new aheriff.

HART: I zee.

DEPUTY: ¥inda dlfferent around the office now, ain't 1t?

HART: veah. (PAUSE) Lemme talk to the Indlan women, Red.

DEPUTY: Oh -=- them.

HART: Yeah. Where are they? 3till out back?

DEPUTY : I dunno. Back on the reservaticn, probly.

HART: WHAT?
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DEFPUTY:

HART:

DEPUTY:
HART:

DEPUTY:

{MUSIC:

-12
Sure. When I come 1n, they were nollerin' back there.
I checked around to see 1f Jotnny'd written up any
charge; nothin! shswin‘ T called police, nothin'
thove, called the W Egent --
Jerry Warren? What'd he say?
What didn't he say! ©Said he'd come over and found the
place locked UPs He told me to turn the women looSE.
My achlng vack! You take thelr names, at least?
Heck, no. Just th'ouwed & Bcare into 'em and ghoo'ed
tem on down the road. (paUSE) 'D'I 9o gomething
wrong, J4im?

(COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPZLL:
HiRDICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICZ:

CHAPPEBLL:

HH'—'{RICE:
CuLPPELL:
BARRICE:

CEAPPELL:

HLRRICE:

= BIG STORY
PROGRAY #178

QPENING COMHERCIAL

71202 T-SCRaTCH (RFFECT) -~ THROAT-SCRATCH {IFFECT) --
TEROAT-SCRLICH (EFFE T} =--

cunrd ~gainst thront-scratehl (FFFECT)

Tnjoy smookh smoking!

PILL WMELL'S greatel lenpti of fraditicnelly fire
topaceos trovels the sucke furthele...

Filters the swoke end mokes it milds

suff by puff youlre alveys whend when wou snoke PILL
1@mLL. Lt the first puff FELL ¥ILL smele 15 Filtered
surther than ghnt of 20y ather leading cigarette.
1orcover, after 5 puffs, or 10, OF 15, or 17, roul
“ELL still gives you o longer, antural filter of
smeditionslly fine robrcecs - to gULTG zgainst throat-
ser~tch, Yes, PILL LIS fine tobaccos give you

- smoothnesz, mildness ~nd satisfgetion =G otiner
cigorette offers you.

Don't 1et throat—scratch gwoil your gmoLing onjoyment.
surrd agalnst throat-scratenl

Injoy smooth snoking!

ssk for the 1OBARL, finer cigarette inm 0

24 stinguished red pucknge - PELL HILL F.LLUS

CICLRRTTEE - routstandineg ™

=

L

rnd - fhey aArc mild!

-

-

|
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HART:

WARREN1

HART:

WARREN:
HART:
WARREN:
HART:

WARREN:
HART:
WARREN:

HART:

HART:

-15-
I_ﬂay_:zﬁae%héngﬂpersuna&"tn*thisrﬂiim:“nﬁtht@g;azainsx?
oim, poves

J—] e

you or J_pnnydnnderﬁﬁﬁfﬂ;éét his soul -- but I gay --

THET) _
(RUMBLE OF WATER AND SCRUNCH OF RCCKS UNDERFQOT.
EVERY 30 OFTEN A CROW CALLS OR A COYOTE HOWILIS
BEHIND SCENE )
(UP OVER WATER) This is where it happened. Johnny
fell from -- there. . . landed in the creek right sbout
- - here, / .
Uh~hm. The question iz -- é;gg;z;a;:aidmthe notebook FHr—
If 1t landed in the water, there's o chance of getting
the names.
Vhotold-te~tamds I dunno. They found hies gun, hile
handcuffe, his blackjack, everything tut the pad.
(PAUSE) Jerry -
Yoah.-—
What's that up there in that tree -- white thing there?
Can't tell.
awing your spotlight around -- see 1f you can geb your
1ight on 1t., I'm going up after itl
(FEET CRUNCHING ON GRAVEL OR ROCK )
{ON) How's that?
(OFF) That's good!
{ON) Take care now!
(OFF) Don't worry! (SOUNDS OF SCRUNCHING OFF, THEN)
okay, Jerry -- 1'll shake the pranchi
(RATTLING OF BRANCH)

(OFF) There she goes!
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 WARREN:

EART:

WARKREN:

HART:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

HART:

WARREN:

HART:

WARREN:

HART:

WAREEN:

HART:

—16~
{OFF A LITTLE IESS) T got 1t!

(SCRAMBLING ON GRAVEL, TO FEET RUNNING UP)
Is it the notebook?
No. Just this one sheet, (PAUSE) You know what this
means .
Yeah. Therest of the notebook 's at the bottom of the
creck. ‘nd whatever's in 1t iz washed beyond recognitlon.
(PAUSE) Come on, Jerry. T never want to see this place
again my life.
UP AND AWAY BEHIND)

e T A —

Back In the agent's office, however, you and Warren study
the single torn-out sheet, It'!'s from Johnny Anderson's
note-bock all right + . - with his seribble scrawls on it.
Most of it -- unreadable. But what you can read lines

up like this. .
A1l right, let's work this out., It saye -~ Laluz Ort.
That's easy. Laluz Ortega - = Véry common woman's name.
Gk&TT'th&h*BwEHET“%aﬁﬂz”OTtEga1 Nou here 1t says --

Mavr. Gar. That cne I can figure out, Mar., Maria --
Gar., Garcia --

Mapria Garela, also a very common woman 'e name. What's
tnig 1ittle doohlckey he's got between them?

fhat's kind of a bracket. 3Says "p -- A -- P" next to it.
p-p-P -- sure! Papago tribe, Papago Indizns. Marila
Garcla and Laluz Ortegs, Papagoes. Wwho's the third?
Hereiﬁ_ﬁne:eﬂibwgets~tcugh?"“Oh;”ﬁohnng,,lnhnnx,why~
Aidntt_gou print. It iooks 1ike a J, then & U -~ eould

thiz be an A?
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- WAREREN: gure! J--U--A-- this one's gotta be an N == they GAR --

Juan Gar -- Juanitz Garcla -- the third worani!

HART: What do you make out of this R-~N. After Juanita

Garela, that 1s -- R.N.
WARREN: R-N -- registered nurse! Now ve're getting

Juanita Garciz -- one of the girls who went

gcmeplaceld

to

Racs.

}

government school, She works at the rezervaiion hospitall

HART: Fina,__But_ludcnitmget%thisvnotation.wuﬂfter~R.N.-he's:;’

got -~ T-E-L -=- R-E-M -~ 22. Tel Rem 22, Conld | e

"Telephone Reservatlon -- Tel Ree -~ zop M

WARREN: No. That's an "M" if I ever saw oge(’/ﬁnd the hospital

is Regervation 13. Tel. RemﬁsQQ, Tel Rem 22 -- perlods

after "tel” and "remf}mfRém 22 -- oh, =zurel
Remington 22! '

HART: How let's tike that a little slower ==

Telescopic

WARREN: A Remington 22 with a telescopic sighil Can't you see?

JWhogver= ~got-kitted--it-was- Mith-a-2p-rifled - Make..senge?,

_,r-'(4 _ 3 -

HART: Heah -- but what do you make out of thig -- effen-ihe-2&. .

Y-A-2, it says, Y-A-A.

WARREN: Eazy., P=-A-P, Papago Indian. Y-A-Q ---vaqui Indian.

HART: But Yaqui - -that's a Mexican tribe. They 're not

allovwed up here, you know that!

WARREN: Sure. And that glves you your mobivel
HART: Jerry; you're way “ahedd of =N
WARREN: okay, I'11 spell 1t,out “Trom the notes. Now. Laluz

-

Qrtegd, Maria/Garcia, and Juanita iijsja -- three Indian

Women/r"égt to quarreling. One Q them accuses another--

_probebry-duanita ---
HART: Why, why?

ATHO1
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wA"RREN :

HART:

WARREN:

HART:
WARREN:
HART:

WARREN:

(MUSIC:

NARR:

-18
Because the uncducated glirls are ugually pretty
pesentful of the ones who've taken advantage of

government education =--

ol N s

o GoooRi” One of the others accumes Juanlta of
murder -- Johnny brings them in, takes down the basic

data, names, ete. -~ calle—me-up—tetie-—me—to—eome--over

Sypey ot -

»bo~type~up«thewconfeaaion.—- but hasn't got the name
of the vietim --

Or else, which is more likely, 1t'z 1in the part of the

RO, A YV R TN

notebook that's lost. But the victim iz a2 Yaquil Indlan.

Erited~with-a-~Reminglon.2<.

T W E

Now right there is where you jocse me. Why & Yaqui? ¢

What—etse—can-¥-4-Q-refer.to?
ﬂﬂ?ﬂNelemﬁs%&::;_mhy_must_the_xaqui~be~theuvictimZM
Becausegbeing {llegally in the country, 1llegally living
on a reservation, 1llegally receiving government benefits
Kow

-

-=he's & perfect subject for a threat of exposure

you take theese Indians{_phey.think-eleméﬁtéiii. You
thyezten to expose me? OK -- 1 x11l you first. So --
ay, what's the use of-all-thiz Sherlocking in advance?
Let's go out to the reservation and get it over with.
Qur best bet is Juanita Garela -- Lhe-nuree. Come oOn.
We'll take my Jeeb.

P AND AWAY AND DOWN_BEHIND) N

_______________ ! B '),.’

You tump over to Sell's reservation. Weat 1s the
reservation? A rambling collectlon of shacks. It turns
your stomach. {SNEAK_MUSIC_AS BELQOW) From cne of them,

though,. there comes, through bthe velvet desert night ...

- ~+ . . ! - i .
[l eroe g f ok TSR T \-LW\ koo
the thyobof—= grom—.: - _
. o - Ny Y N ry S
PRSI 'W':(—C&’ [J,_n.{ .:“-T'_.f Fo 3 ST LTS T s \
L \1 I I
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NARR:

HART:

WARREN:

GIRL:

WARREN:

GIRL:

WARREN:

GIRL:

WARREN:

GIRL:
HART:

GIRL:

Py

(1T BUILDS WITH A REAL INDIAN TOM-TOY BEAT)

-19-
Sounde real Indian. But then =-- d
(DRUM BREAKS INTO JAZZ_BIF?,.WIDE OVEN, AND A
SOLITARY TRUMPE@_Joiﬁé IN, JAMMING, AD-LIB, ALL
THE WAY TﬁBOUéﬁ’FHOM NOW ON UNDER)
haazah, nqgs!"yior a minute they had me fcoled!
(QUIET)H.ﬁell...we took their culture zway from them and
-gave~them —--that., Come on. Hé;;ﬁs;¥ﬁ;;h€;§}t&iﬁ—ﬂ
(FOOTSTERS UF, KNOCKING ON SCREEN DCOOR, IT OPENS,
CLOSES)
Who's there? Oh -- Mr. Warren.
Evening, Juanita. Thle is Mr. Hart -- From the paper in
Lovn . .
Yes sir, 1s anything wrong, r. Warren?
I'm afraid =0, Juanita.
What i3 1t, sir?
Juanita, suppose I let Mr. Hart ask the questions., I'll
just =-- stand by here and advige you cf your rights.
I -- I don't understand, sir.
(VERY SYMPATEETIC) . Well, Miss-Garcia; Sheriff Anderson
waz gquestioning scme Indian woren about a mur@gnf“"ﬂé
premized to tell me when he had the Egmpléfé”story, but
he was killed before he cog}ﬂﬂgfﬁgf;e the information.

Now, Mr. Warren herexaﬁa/; have been studying some of the
.ﬂ'_’/

Sheriff's notés, and in them, we found -- uell, we found
- /’
a potdibility that you were one of the women. the Sherlff

LAY e LY

-*’ﬁ&ﬁ“ﬁﬂeStiUning?'*{PkﬁSE?”*TE“thﬂt“ﬁféé? Did Mr. Anderson,
the sheriff, take you in for questioning?e. ref” frorer Crtn

(QUIETLY) Do I have to answer that, Mr. Warren?

RTHOT 01713617
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WARREN: Lot me put it this way. You don't have to -- but 1t

would be better if you did.

GIRL: I see. (LONG PAUSE) When was this guestioning?

HART: Last night.

GIRL: Well, 1 don't have to answer that, You can find the
anewer yourself by looking in the hospital duty book. ¢
Here. I was on duty all last night, Tetha t—good.—._
eneughd

HART: —GUUw7ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂf??ﬁ’?@?"ﬁtsr%%ng}&.

GIFL: Now can I ask & questiong///

HART: of course. J,//-

GIRL: What made you thizplf/l waa one ol the women?

HART: There vere iq}ff;ls R.N. after the name in the
notebook.;/Wé took that to mean "registered nurse”,

GIRL: oh. /‘gpu"/took it to meen that. (PAUSE) Mister, don't

yqu”know we ‘re not allowed to be regiztered nurses?
._iEAUSE4mwN97~mtster. I never had any deallngs with any
sheriffs. Or any murders,

(MUSIC; _ _ _ UP AND_AWAY BEHIND)

NARR: ind that len't all. When you check on the second wWoman
-- Maria Garcia --

INDIAN WOMAN: Marla? WMy daughter, Maria? Maria's been in the hoespital
five days. (SMILE) Tuins!

(MUSIC: _ _ . UP_AND_RWAY BEHIND)

NARRER: Only one woman left of the trio on your ligs -=- Laluz
Crtega. OShe, you're told, 1ives in one ol the last--
and tiniest —:shack§ in the reservation. You g0 down

o 0 et gAY

there, the wiid—wusde of the camp fading tehind. You pay

the doorless lintel the courtezy of a knock.

ATHOT 0171362
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OLD WOMAN:

QLD WOMAN:

OLD WOMANM:
WARREN:
OLD WOMAN:
WARREN:
OLD WOMAN:
WARREN:
OLD WOMAN:
WARREN:
OLD WOMAN:
WA RREN:
OLD WOMAN:
WARREN:
SOLE-WOMAN
WARREN+:

CLD WOMAN:

WARREN:

QLD WOMAN:
WARREN:

OLD WOMAN:

e
~-F1-

(KNOCKING. AGAIN. AGAIN)

Come ini

(FROM IN)
(FOOTSTEPS TO STOP)

Wait., I make light.
{MATCH STRUCK)}
What want?

Laluz Ortega. 4
Not here.

thrg?

—ﬁé;sgﬁéi gsenior. MNot live here long time.

How long?

Four year.

Why sha go away?

I curse her away*
You cursed her away. Why you curse your dzughter?
Not my daughter. Wife of my son.
A11 right.

S TS —TNTO KIND OF A KEENING MﬁKﬂINGT"ﬁBWN‘BEﬁINﬂT

Where your son?

(QUIETLY, SOTTO VOCE) I think we're on,bo'édméthing,
Jim. She'll quiet down 1n a inute. We'll walt her
out. But something'e yroﬁg'ﬂere.

MOANING QUIETS DOWN.

(VERY ngT;'ﬁERY GENTLE} 014 mcther, I come to ask
quaationt‘aﬁﬁﬁ%“ﬁﬁgfhl"(PAUSE} T¢ it your son who 18
dead?

Yesg.

His name?

Mzrtin.

ATHOT 0171383
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WARREN: (SOTTO VOCE) Jimmy -- we were all wrong! MAR didn't
mean Maria -- it meant Martin!

HART: But what about the last name? How could her name be
Ortega =-- and her gon's name Garcia?

WARREN: 01d mother -- tell me your son's blg name.

OLD WOMAN: Little name, Martin Ortega. Blg name -- Martin Je=us
Franciseco Garcla Ortega.

WARREN: That's it, Jimmy. His full nane 1s the long one -- and
the . sheriff put the pracket around the tug names to
indicate they vere hueband and wifeé-—Ue-were~a1ifygpng*- f

he only wrote down the namesJot_those*Eﬁﬁglﬁed in the

mirder -- not ppose"hé’hUestioned --
HART: or glse'ﬁhé namee of the women he questicned were on a
‘@ fferent-sheet.. Go ahead- -- ask her now her son dled.

hlﬂﬂiimm&enby-a“QE*TY?IET“%hen”-—
OLD WOMAN: My ton die ln my arms. Ceme home, crawl 1n. Bloond on

head. _Dieﬂin"my“armSvHHMguson,wmy“agqi_

“MART: " Bt T et T
OLD WOMAN: Not shobeo Hit with rocks, kicked with foot.
= HARR e~ on;"we?ewwe"everwwrongl-wﬂldwmojher-;:"uhenmwaswallwthis?.w

ooTrewoMAN When»my~son~come~back*frcm*war;‘

HART: Do you know who killed him?

OLD WOMAN: Yeg. Juan Garcia.
HART: Juan Garcia! And we figured 1t out to mean Juanital
No wonder -- we were 1ooKing for women's nzmes! (TO HER)

Tell me, where ls Juan?
OLD WOMAN: Not krow. Ne—sabow.
HART: Then -- where 1s your gon'te wife?

oLD WOMAN: Work 1In town.

BTHOT Q171364




HART:

OLD WOMAN:

HART:

{MUsIC:

NARE:

HART:
GBRRCIA:
HART:

23~

Tucson?

Yes. I curse her from this house, gsend her away.
Because -- (ﬂU&IQy:ﬁﬂE&Kﬁj;SﬂELSLIPS“INTO”MOURNING NOTE )’
-- my son go to wWar. Cross the wateY. Fight. His
woman find other man =-< Juan Garcla. Son come back,
hear about hig woman and other man. Son &0 after other
man -~ never come back that day. But at night -- he
come cravwl home and dle in my arms, So I curse his

wife and send her away. -Now ane iz in town.,- ‘You find - -

-her—xheram;;ﬁbuLﬂleaﬁammadalnnewd

r1aluz Ortega is not hard to find in Tucson town. A
quick check of the city hall worklng papers finds her,
apd the deputy who tock Johnny's place identifies her.
But zll you tell her is this.

It's all right, Laluz. We just wanted to find out
where Juan Garcia le. But if you don't know, you don't
¥ncw. You don't have to worry, thcough. We know Garcia
d+d it. (CASUAL) So 1f you see him, will you let us
knovw?

HIT AND GO)

After that, you keep an eye oD 1aluz, And one day -=

it paye off. On her next day of f, she meets 2 man In =

cantira.... You follow her inside, rigzht tc¢ the table ..+
(CANTINA NOISES BEHIND, A GUITAR QOFTLY PLUCKED
BEHIND)

Garciz.

Senor?

Are you Juan Garcia?

ATHOT Q1-1385



éﬁHCIA:
HART:
GARCIA:
HART:
GARCIA:

HART

GAREEAT
HART:

{MUSIC:

GARCIA:

GARCIA:
LALUZ:

TAIUZ:
GARCIA:

-2~
Ah -- (A PAUSE) No, senor. You have the wrong man.
We!ll see., Are you a Papage?
No senor., 1 am a Yagul.

Yaguil, eh? What's your Yaqul name?

Telico Remoco, Senotr. h»%y 7 -

.gm&lieowgem‘..-_m@pgUsggﬂmme&*gznem“nmtwentyxtuof:QEgQSEJf

Just one mqgg,questiéﬁfJ”ﬁow old are you?
.Tuéhﬁﬁ;t;é,»sencr.,4th?

(QUIETLY) This 1is where ggg‘come in, Jerry. Xou tell
nim way. (PAUSE) Then maybe he!ll tell us a few things
-- over in your office. {SABG&B¥§G+-?e?eaeepyw—-«

Remington-224—-eh2....

But senors, this was four years ago, you see. 1 was
then only eighteen. 1DBUE§;B§G1N;TQ'QQIQD1 I was not
in the army ~- her husband wae. And so -- (A PAUSE)
(DRUMS“ETﬁﬁﬁﬁT Well -~ I was elghteen, and she was
alcne .. (PAUSE} Then, on the night of his return from

the WAL ssnas

ey T = — e e —
— e —— e e et T e

(SCRATCHING ON SCREEN DOOR)

(WHISPER) VWho's there?

(SLIGHT ACCENT) (OFF) Laluz! ‘Let me in, Telico!
{FOOTSTEPS, DOOR OPENS, CLOSES }

(WHISPER) Telico -- Pelico -- he's home! And he knows ==

About us? Howu?

ATHKQ1 0171366
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fALUZ:
GQARCIA:
LALUZ:

GARCIA:

LALUZ:

GARCIE+

LELUZ;

GARCIA:
LALUZ:

GARCIA:

LALUZ:

GARCIA:

LALUZ:

(MUSIC:

LR Lhia, | o e S e e e B —_—— —

N

-25-
T don't know. But listen -- he says he's going to kill

youi

.And«youumade:itueasieraforrh1M‘by“UBMiﬁg”héréﬁvﬁb*per

could -- oh, you're 8 great help. e

(sOPTLY) I am, Tellco. Very grgat~ﬁéip.

e

Fuht e

- -
(QUIET) Listqn,«Télico. T know what I'm doing. I left
the hquse'QQ and wateched, to see what held do. He
.?ollowedeé?v*HeJsmonmhis-may*nuﬁelshgot-a_gun,uhe -
What am I hangin' around here for! A fine thing you got

me in--
Wait! (PAUSE) I'm gonna get you out of it, too. Now

listen to me. He's right outzide the shack. Only
-~ he's hiding, He's 1ying down --

(COYCTE HCLLERS PFAR OFF)
What's that.
Just a coyote! Full yourself together and listen to me..
He's 1lying down right by that Joshum tree cut there.
He's walting for us to come cut.
Well vwe aln't comin' out, that's alll
oh yes we are. Out the pack, Telico. Out the back and
around hehind him, It's elther him or us, Telico -- and
it's gonna te him! (PAUSE) Take your shees off. He
san't hear us in the sand.
But -- but what'll we use £0 -- I mean, he's get a gun -

(QUIET) Rocks, Telleo -- rocke~ta-the-head..

-~ DRUMS UP“BIG‘AND*T&Roasvffﬂ@ﬁgﬁﬂtfmﬁﬁ@mﬁwgzx:p@ums:ﬁg@g

ry

[

{OFF) Come on outii%ou lousy rat!
4

(CLOSE: WHISPER) He still thinks we're in there.

ATHOT Q171367




GARCIA:
G.T.%
LALUZ:

GaT.t

TALUZ:

(MUSIC:

HART:
CARCIA:
H&RT s

LATIZ:

BEART:

(k]

(S

NARR:

(MUSIC:

C: .

26— REV.
(841EY Shhhesess
(CLOSZR) Can yo hoar me? Can ya hear ne 11 thoere?
{oY CLOSE: WITSFER) I huear you. —
(5TILL CLOSER) I'm gonnd give you till,tén to come oubt ==~
then I'm comint' in after you! Onul (GROWING =8 HA
coyuTs)  Twol Throc! Four! -ﬁiv&lu49¥ﬁ¥—éie¥en!
L HIGHT. 0N, KOW }o..Eigntd--Ninel.-And .=~
(VERY CLOSE) Go on -- BO ©Of, Telicol
(& DULL TEUD 4D A GROAN, TMMEDILTELY FOLLOWED BY:)
$é;+' (PLUSE) Again, Telico, ngaind (DRRS GEGIHN T0
BILD AS SHE SCREANS) aeain!  Againd
DRUTE WIICH_BUILP_UP AND FADE_OUT _FOR) _
(VERY QUILT) You wielded the rock?
Ycs, scnol. nut I was only =- clgntoen.
Ard wou, Laluz -- you yicked hin as he lay Sherc?
vos. 1 xicked him. (PAUSE} yhat will happcn SO US,
mister?
Esn'llwhung._ﬁkF
IT RND GO FORL
8o reu gob your story - o story wiiceh AR nover have
davclopod nrd not two jealous girls reeuscd Lelus in &
drunkcr moment. And with that story, the confession
Jonnny Andersen dida’t get, bubt was on the track of, you
fipished your fricnd's case.

AYLY ¥OR:)

ATHOT Q171368
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e e = —

MUSIC: _ _ HAT 4ND GO 0UT_FOR_CURTAIND _

HARRICE: In just a moment we wWill read you a telegran from

Iin Hart of the arizona Daily gtar with the final outcome
of tonight's Big gtory.

.....—...-——--.—.._.—..—

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE B1G STORY
PROGRAM #178

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

(MUSICL _ _ . BEZTED)
HARRICE: TEROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) - THROAT—SCB&TCH (EFFECT) -

THR0AT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

CHAPPELL: guard against throat-seratchl (EFFECT)
HLRRICE: Enjoy smooth smoking!
CHAPPELL: PIIL HILL'S greater length of traditionally Tine

Lopreeos travels the smoke FurlidETe...

HARRICE: #ilters the smoke and makes it mild.
CHLPPELL: puff by puff you're alweys ahcad waen you smoke PELL

r2LL, At the first puff PFLL MDLL smoxe 1s filtered
~uriher than that of any other jeezding cigsrattc,
vemcover, after 5 puffs, oF 10, or 15, o 7 PEL
MELL s3ill gives you & longer, natural filier of
t-aditionnlly fine tobaccos - Lo ruard azainst
theort-scraten,  Ye3, PILL NILL'S fine I0ORCCOS give
you & smoothness, mildness and sntisfegiicn 10 cther
cigorette of fers you.

HALRRICE: So, don't let throat-seratch spoil your sucking

enioymont,

CHAPPZLL: Guard zgainst throat-scratchl
HARRICT: Tnjor smeoth smoking!
CH.PPLLL: sk for the 1oneCr, finer cigaretts in the

distinguished red peckage - PELL MOLL Faui0TS

CIGLREITES - foutstandingt”

HARRICE: And - Licy 2IE mild!l

RTHQT Q171370




~28- REV.

--—-—.—_..—-.—-_...-.-u-

GHQPPEﬂﬂ?" How we rcad you that tclegram srom Jiz Hart of the
Feore @t rizona Daily Star.
HART: contrary to ny expoctation, two young killers in
N tonight‘g_gig_Qtory did not go to the g2s chamber =but~"
ffhx{&éfc found guilty of manslaughter!ﬁgcause thore were no

Ilactual purder witncssegikIé%é;:é%%c‘both sentcnecd to

tre S5tate Prison. only regret that oy fricnd Shorifs

Johnny Anderson wWas rnot preseat to witrness end of sStOTY

ne started. Many thanks for tonight's Poll Moll

p%wuiéf hvard.

CHARRRIIs-" Thank you, Mr. Hart ... the mekers of PELL MELL FAROUS
C1GLRETTES arc proud to present you the tTLL MOLL $500
sward for rotable scrvice in the ficld cf journalism.

HARRICE! Listen again next week, same time, sarme station; when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGLRITTES will present another BIG
STORY - i BIG STORY frem tne front pages of the
stlanta, Georgla Constitution...By-1ize, Tce Fuhrman.
. BIG STORY that proved 1f you give & kiiler cnough
»ope ke'll hang himseclf.

(MISTC PHEME WIZE_AND FLDE TCO_BG 0N CUE)

ATHOT Q171371




CHAPPELL:

{MUSIC:
CHAPPELL:

-29- REV,
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimir Eelinsky. Tonight's program was
adapted by Alan Sloan from an actual story from the
Tront pages of the Tucson Arizona Daily Star, Your
narrator was Bob Sloan, and Nat Polen piayed the
sapt of Jim Hart, In order to protect the names of
neonle actually Involved in tenightts z2uthentic
BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the
dremetization were changed with the excsption of the
revorter, Mr, Hart.
This is“ﬁ?nes$"shaaﬁeil specking for iz makors of
FRLL MELL PAMOUS CIGARETTES,
TIIZ OIS NBC ... JTHE NATIONAL 3R0LICASTING
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NEC. & MET THE BIG STORX #l

Y ( )
10:00 = 10:3C PM AUGUST. 30, 1950 EDE

CHAPPELL:® PELL-MELL FAMOUS CTIGARETTES present....THE BRIG STORY.
{MUSIC: _ . FANEAREL - ‘
(FITGRT SOUNES, CRIcTeTs)
(A MOTOR IDLING)

AL Finish the job, pal?

PETE: Yeah, The dame was €8sY¥. But the guy pub up qulte a
SCYED.

AL: You got the dough?

PETE: Yezh, He had 1t in his wallet. . f;‘

AL: okay. Let's make 1% 1ook good NOW. Gethégg; the CaTlere

PETE: And then what? |

Al put it In first. Let_it roll to the edge of this here

ravine, and then jump.
PETE: Okay., You're the Aochoreae

{A PAUSE)
(GEAR SHIPT IN FIRSTW MOTOR UP AS CAR STARTS TO
ROLL, ACCELERATE..Q}

(A MOMENT OF SILENCE)
(WE HEAR THE CAR BUMP OFF, ONCE AGAIIIST ROCKS THEN
AGATN, A LITTLE FURTHER OFF. THEN A FIVAL,

TERRIFIC CRASH Ur AND INTO)
{MysIce _ _CURTAIN)
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{MUSIC:

- *" CHAPPELL:

-De

THE BIG STORY, Here 1s America! Tts sound and its fury,
1tz joy and 1ts sorrow, 2as rfaithfully reported by the
men apd women of the great Amerlican news papers, (FLAT)
Atlanta, Georgla, From the pages of the Atlanta
Constitution, the story once again provef that If you
give a reporter enough rope.ssohe’ll hang & ¥iller!
Tonight, to Lee Fuhrman of the Atlanta Oonstitution,

for his Big Story, goes the Pell Mell Award}

f AT it

{COMMERCIAL)

RTXCQT Q171375




THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #179

OPENING. COMMERCIAL

(MUSIC: _ BEHIID)

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
FARRICE:

CHAPPELL®

HARRICE:
CHAPPELLS

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:?
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL!

HARRICE:

THROAT ~SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~ THROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~

TEROAT -SCRATCH (EFFECT) -

guard against throatfscratchl (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smokingi

PELL MELL'S greatgr length of traditionally fine tobaccos
traevels the smoke fuarther...

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

puff by Puff you're always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL,
it the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further than
that of any other leading cilgarette. Horeover, after 5
puffs, or 10 or 15, or 17, PELL, MELL still gives you &
longer, natural £i1ter of traditionally fine tobaccos -
to guaré against throat-scrateh, Yes, PELL ¥ELL'S fine
Lobacceos glve you & smootbness, mildness ard satigfactlon
no other clgarette offers you.

Don't let throat-scrateh spoll your smoking enjoyment,
Guard against throatjscratchl

Enjoy smoath smoking!

psk for the lonmelr, finer cigarette in the dlstinguished

ved package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "gutstanding' !

Apd - thew are mild
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<" MALVEY:

- -5-
supe, Isn't life nlce and duil? If I had a three-alarm

fire, 1'd go to 1t myself. MNow, beat it, Lee. Tfm busy.

{MySIC: .. _UL. AND UNDERL

HARR:

For you Lee Fuhrman, routine, A thousand auto accldents
in thirty years. All the same, more or less. All worth
a Tew sticks of type on Page Ten, An obliuary quickly
written, and just as quickly forgotten. Byl when you get

on tbe sceqe, you.suddenl, learn that this cne could he

£

”ﬁynilmplveaen_ 'Young £d Cleary, the new sheriff tells you

SHERIFF:
LEE:
SHERIFF:

LEE:

SHERIFF:

LEE:

SHERIFF:

LEE:

SHERIFF:

LEE:

SHERIFF:

at the top of the ravine...

Hold jour het, Fuhrman. Trts—arelo-didione ..

e e S i Pvp

¢all from the Coroner, He fust finished

a preliminaxy examination of the bodles at sa undertaker's

And? f/

Spdethis was no eccldent, It was rurder!

P e

Murder? s {~ T -
[ I (L ;.:' .

Rig 1t i Thfs Reeve& couole, both middle-zgsd people,

died of strangulation, The abrasions on thelr necks

shov that it was some kind of rope, or cord.

strangled, eh? Then the car must have been puzhed into

thue raving,..

Eithe

bt

tr@ﬁ gr run over the edge in P 7o2T,

/x_
Inyway, puivy going down irto the ravine and take ancther

look at it. And this time, & good lookl

e}

Jobeat alle Buhpra . - O ome st

(mgsic: .. _PRIDGE)
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* LEE: This jalopy sure 1s & meas, Sheriff.
SHEEIFF: Yeah, She drppped seventy feet, hit these rallroad tracks,
_ ;ﬁ e ™
and Mewneid 10 0OLS S0d6.
1EE: Tucky she didn'tagpfawl the tracks,

SHERIFF: You said ig,f”fE; geaboerd Alrline trains highball through

-~
heye, AFRUSE) Well, there's nothing to see in this plle
“ ; - yoremfpet U TCD CLE LU

LEE: Hold it a minute, Sheriff.

SHERIFF:  Yeah?

LEE: Take & look 2t this back seat, It's scattersd with
grains of oatmeal, /o

S

SHERIFF: Nothinz pecullar about that, The drlver, Georgc Aeeias.
was in the wholesale food business, Probably was
deliver:ng catmeal to a customer,

LEE: ¥robably., But why should that catmeal spill cut on the
back seat?

SHFRIFF: I don't get you, Fuhrman,

1EE: It!s just a crazy idea I have, Sheriff., Oatmezl usually
comes in packages, It wouldn't be 1likely to =211l out,
packed that way. But 1t might spill out 1T it were
carried in loose sacks, |

SHERIFF: Whas's 21l this got to do wilth 1it? ,

LEE: T told you it was crazy, Sheriff, But mayrte George-%éé#gé:(k
end his wife were returning from where they soid catmeal
in bulk. Maybe 1t might give us a clue as %o where they
came from, just befcre they werc strangled,

SHERIFF:  (LAUGES CYNICALLY) You're reéally reaching fer that one,

aren't you, Fuhrman?

ATHOT 01713798
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" LEE:

. —7- .
{SIGHS) Yes, Yes, Sherlff, T guess I am,..ab that !

{MUSIC: _ _UR AND UNDER)

NARR:

RUTH:

ALl
RUTH:

RUTH:

AL:

RUTH:

AL:

RUTH:

gure, Sure, you're reaching. Oatmeal and 2 killer,,.or
killers., It sounds pretty silly, But later on, Yyou,
Lee Fuhrman of the Atlanta Constitution, found that 1t
vasn't so silly after all. ZLater on, long after you

and the Sheriff stared ap the battered wreck in the
e oo

railrcad ravine{\it wa;fpart of your B4@ SL{CrY...8
wheestory that began some wveeks before, in a roadhouse
near Marletia, ..

(ROADHOUSE ORCHESTRA B.G. FOR ATMOSFPEZRE)
(AGITATED) Al, ve can't go on like this. I can't
keep on meeblng you at roadhouses, on the sly. It..,
1t's dangerous.

I sce, fraid of your old man, eh?

ves, If Dad ever finds oubt I've been sceing you,
well he... I don't know yhat he'll dol

Ruth, vhat'!s your old man got agalnst me?

I .. I don't know, 81, He just ., well, dpe;n'; like you,
He ought to like me, I got George‘Ré;ﬁés.aéé(dompany
the vholesale food supplies for the county jatl, If I
wasn't a guard there; and my father wasn't ccunty
comnissioner, your old man'd rever sold the jzll a can
of beans,

41, maybe you ought to guit that job as priscn-gusrd.
Got something else,

Why should 17

Tuat's one of the things Dad doesn't llke..,

ATHOT Q171378
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RUTH:
Als

-
Deesn't he? WEll; I 1like tt. I've got pull, Baby,
influence, I've gobt my eye on the warden's Jjob, OSome
day 1'll be & bzﬁ shot in this county, vhether your "old
man likes 1t or“not,
Al; if you could only talk to Dad, try to get him to see
(YNTERRUPTS) Okay, Baby. Your old man's delivering
a batch of canned goods tomorrow, I'll talk it out

with him then!

{MusIC: _ _BRIDGE).

GEORGE :

AL
GEORGE :

AL:
GEORGE !

ALs

GEORGE:

AL

(4OSTILE, COLD) Hawkins, you asked for if, and you're
going to get it, Itve got my reasouns for wenting you
to stay away from Ruthle,

Fd
. %yﬂ s
Yeah? Yozt reasons, 5

I'irst cof all, you're arrogant, You think you rule the

roost around here, because your father’s County
Commissionel’sa.

Think so?

T know so. You traded on his pull to got Fryour job
here, Hewkins, You haven't the gumptlcn to go ocut and
get something for yourself,

Whet'ls wrong withk bein' a prison guard?

Nothing, &s far as it goes, But I've heard scme pretty
rotben things about you, around the jail here. I've heerd
about the way youl!ve been whipping the prisoners,

kicking them around; beating them, And e ron vho'd beatb

& prisoner, would_beat‘ﬁ;ﬁifc.

- - g
e e T e

{SHEFRS) You knew quite a lot, don't you, Reeves

RTHGOT Q1P1380




GEORGE:

AL:
GEORGI:
AL:
GEORGE:
ALz
GEORGE:
Al:
GEORGE:
AL:

GEORGE:

AL
GEQRGE:

{SLOWLY) You know what, Reevesd

~g=
T know chavacter, Hawkins, And I just don’t like yours.
You enjoy this job because you like the power it glves

you over these poor devils caged up here, Fom—idedhe
poverrsad-it. gives you a chapce fo-sericout-thatorieT
ST TR firi

R
(A f\

What?

I cught to smash your face in, and xick you out of here,
(QUIETLY) Why don't you try it, Hawkins?

I'11 pick my own time and place,

Any time you're ready. .

Lof { f.‘ﬁ_ Lo

I'll guarantee you cre thing,

And meanvhile,
Yes?

Yhen your contract is up here, you!ll never gell the
Carroll County jall another dime's worth of food,
That suits me fine, I don't want your business,

And now, I'll guarantee vou one thing, Hawkins,

Yeah?

Ir ;.ever cateh you with Ruthie again, I°11 horsewhilp
you, 1I'll horsevhip you, Hawiins, to within en inch

of ycur life,;

(MUSIC: __ _BRIICZ:)

PETE:
WILLIE:
PETE:

WILLIE:

{SLEDGE HAMMERS ON STONE)
(GRUITS) Hey, Willle]
Yeah, Pete?
Better kKeep powder;n’ these rocks with that sledgehammer.
Here comes Hawkins,
Yeah, (A NERVOUS TYPE) You know whet he did to my cell-

mate, Joe Maser? You know what he did, Fete?
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PETE:

WILLIE:

PEIES

Al

WILLIZ:
A1
PETE:
ALz

WILLIE:
FETE:
ALs
PETE:
AL:
WILLIE:
ALz
WILLIE:
AL

PETE:

-10..

Wo, vhat?
Joe wes a little late getting into chow line, Hawkins
beat him with a strap. Near beat him to death, I hate
the dirty rat, If I had a chance,..
(WARNING} Pipe down, Willle, Here he comes....
(COMING IN, CORDIAL) Hello, boys, Pretty hot workin'
on this rockpile in the sun, isn't 1t?
Huh? .
I said it must be hot,
Why, yeah, It sure 1is, sir.
Never mind the 'sir‘; Pete, Just call me Al, And
maybe you and Willie here had better drop those sledge-
hammers, Take a breather in the shade for a few minutes,

- (WORK SOUNDS STOP,)
Uty s e aSUTE,
Thanks, Al. (DAZED) Thanks & lot,
You beys thirsty?
We sure are,
Lilke to ride to town with me and get a cold heer or two?
{ A BEAT) Wait a minube, Hawkins., Is this on the level?
I invlited you, didn'‘t I, Willie?
Yezh, Yeah, but I don't get Lt., What about the rules?

Forget iv, I make the rules around here, If I feel

o

1xe giving you boys a few privileges, vho's going to

top me?

1]

(EXUBERANT) That's right, Willie, Shut your trap and
don't ask so many questions, Don't you get 1t? Al's

gonna take us putgide!
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WVILLIE:

ALz
WILLIE:
ALl

PETE:

AL:

PETE:
WILLIE:

Al

WILLIE:
FETE:

AL:

PETE:
Ly

WILLIE:

J.ATH
WILLIE:

..11-
(sLowLy) Fumny, Hawkins, I had you figured the other
VaY.
pid you, Willie?
Yeah, I figured you was the toughest guy in this pen,
(LAUGHS) Maybe I am, But there are certain guys I
like around here., And when I like them, I tzke care of
them,
(EAGERLY) You mean, special chov, AL?
That's only the beginning, Pete. Extra yard liberty.
qick leave whenever you feel like 1it, Mayte even a
night out by yourselves,
willie] Did you hear that? ‘
(SUSPICIOUSLY) Yeah, I heard it,
You boys play ball with me, and I'11 get you every
privilege in the book,
Whet do you mean by ‘play ball?'
Yeah, What does that mean...Al?
Oh, nothlng, WNothing mach, I may call on you boys
to do me a favor 2 little later. (A BEAT) Well, Pete.
How about 1t¢ You In?
19111 say I am, Brother! Deal pe imn.
7illie?
(A BEAT) I don't like it, Hawkins., Deal re out, Ilve
only ©o% two more years in this jeint, and I want to keep
it clean.
(GUIBT) You'd better come inm, Willle,

Yhat do you meanj
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.AL: A lot of things you might not 1likes Wo Yard Liberty..
cxtra duty on the rockplle...a 1itble solltary, now
ard then. (A BEAT) Well, Willie? Changed your mind?

WILLYE: (VEARTLY) What else can I do? Deal me ing

‘WARR: vour Big Story took root and grew, Lee Fuhrman of the
Atlantz Constitution, A month later, Georﬂﬁ.ﬁé%#;é(drbve
up to Carroll County prison with his wife, HKe talked
to the prison guard, Al Bawkins, vho also deubled as the

purchiasing agent...
GEORGE: Well, Hawkins, I just aropped off that last delivery of

.

foodstutfs,

AL: (coLD) Yeah, And that ends your conbract here,*ﬂéﬁQggi‘!#"

GEORGE:! guits me fine, I'1l send you 2 bill,

AL: Never mind the bill,

GEORGE : vhat do you mean?

Al I'11 pay you cash on the parrel-head now. I'm atmin' to
1Al

get rid of you the gquickest way possible, neeéés- and
thie is 1%, And one more thing...

GEORGE: Tes?

AL After I give you the casl,...get off these grounds and
stav off!

{MysIC: _ _PRIEGE)_

(CAR UNDER}

ETHEL: GeorEl,. ..

GEORGE : Yes, Ethel? '

ETHEL: That car btehind us. It's fellowed us all the way from
Carrollton,

GEORGE: I know, Ethel, And I don't like 1t,..don!'t like it at all.
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too, Can't you go faster?

GEORGE: Jot on this mad, I can't,

ETHEL: (feorpe, you've gobt all that cash on you,

That other car! It's speeding up now,

pass us, Where's he going? Vhere,..?

GEORGE: The skunk's trying to box me in.

 * ETHEL: When we turned off on this country reoad, it turned ofex.

And, .. (CUTS}

It's golng to

ETHEL: George: Locok out; He's steering in front of youl,..

blocking the roadl

(PRAKES, SCREECH OF TIRES. CAR TO HRLT,

GEORGE: (CALM) Ethel, looks as though we're in for ii,

IDLES.)

There

are a couple of men getting out of that cer,..coming

back, Tweatr-see—terr-trr-tiegary,,

ETKHEL: (TERRIFIED) George, no,
GEORGE: Keop your nerve, Ethel,
(CAR DCOR OPENS)

PETE! ALl »lght, you two, Get

No!l

There's nothing we cen do,,

out!

ETHEL: {TERROR) Ceorge! He's got a ronel

GEORGE: Wait 2 mimute, What do you think,..

(CRUNT,, JBLOW. ,GROAN)

PETE: That!ll held you for awhile, Mister, I'1l teke care of

zou, later! (LAUGHES ToW)

You first, Lady,

ETHEL: (TERROR) What...what are you going to dol?
PETE: Cap’t you guess, Lady?
ETHEL: Hol Net

(SHE STARTS IN A LONG SCREAM,- THE-SORESM-TSCUTEFE..

AS-FHE-ST AR TS~ ST RANG LE, T W IR P ETE ST OW

LAUGHPER-COME-UP S - WE GO —ENDE =

[MUSIC: _ _CURTAIN_INTQ)
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATHO1
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" MIDDLE GOMMFRGIAL:
{MUSIC: _ _PEHIND)

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT~SCRATCE (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH {EFFCRT) --
THROAT ~SCRATCE (EFFEGT) -~

Guard againat throat-scratch! (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL MELL'S gganter length of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the smoke further,..,

Fllters the smoke and makes it milg,

Puff by Puff youlre always ahead vhen you smeke PELL MELL.
At the Tirst puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered further.
than that of any other leading cigarette, HMoreover,
after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL still
glves you a longer, patural filter of fine tobaccos -

to guerd against throat-scrateh,

For PELL MELL'S greater length travels the smoke further
on its way to your throat ~ filters 1t naturzlly through
PELL MELL'S traditionally fine, mellow tobeccos - guards
agalnst throat-scrateh,

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

mildncss and gatisfaction no other cigaretie offers you,

Guard against throat-scratch,
Enjoy smooth smoking!
Ask feor the longer, finer clgarette in the distingulshed

i

red package - PELL HELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "nutetanding!

And - they arc milg!
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{MUSIC:

—_— me mm— — v

CHAPPELL:

NARR:

SHERIFF':

RUTH:

SHERIFF:

RUTH:

LEE:

RUTH:

15

This 1s Ernest Chappell returning you to your narrator,
and the Bilg Story of lLee Fuhfman...as he lived 1t, and
wrote it.

A day after you, Lee Fuhrman of the Atlanta Constitutilcn,
wrote the early story of the wrecked car ;n128? ravine,
they find the murder rope, It's a2 fivefgggﬂvlength of
naw plough reope, and they find 1t hangiﬁg cn & hush in
the ravine, where the killer or killers had thrown it
from the highway sgbove. But the first step is to see
Ruth ﬁnevcs— daughter of the dead couple, and youlre
there when Sherlff Cleary says;

-”"“\! t_kf/‘
Miss Reeues, were you here in Marletta when...when this

happened?

(HINT OF TZARS) No., No, I,..I was on vacation in
Alabams. .. just got back...last anight., You see, Dad had
gone on a business trin and taken Mother along, and I
c¢iéntt want to stay home a;one and...and...(SPE BREAK3)
(GENTLY) I'm sorry, Misgs REEVE?‘ hr. Fuhrmen here and
myself...well, we both understand how you feel, Just
one or two more questlons, and welll be through.
A11..,211 right, Sheriff.

Miss-ﬁﬁéég;;{§ghr father sometimes delivered food supplies
in his own cgr, didn't he?

Y-ves, Mr. Fuhrman.. Sometimes. To special customers.
Would you have any ldea where he might deliver, say...

large sacks of ocatmeal?
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g £7D L v
RUTH: No, No, I wouldntt., I didn't know avouf my
father!s businesgs, Mr, Puhrman. I=denié-—evecr—ioven-

whobher—he—everticatrtroUi,

LEE: {DTSAPPOINTED) I see,

SHERIFF: Mips Reeves, one more question,

EUTH : Yes, Sheriff?

SEERIFF: D1¢ your father have any enemles that you know of?
RUTH Enemies? (4 LONG BEAT) IX.,.no, (SLOWLY) No, none

that I know of, Sheriff.
LEZ: (WATCHING HER) You're gquite pure?
RUTH (ANOTHER BEAT)} I...I'm positive, lMr. Fuhrman, ©No one

(CONVINCING HERSELF) 1I%d swear to 1t}

NARR: And that’s that, The police try to check the murder
rope nexb, get nowhere, Hone of the retzilers have
ever ssen 1ts particular type of make, You ask the
Sherifi to cut off a foot of the rope as a sample,
start vour own investigetlion. You talk to a
manufacturers e e

(MACHINES IN B.G. FACTORY)

DIXON: Socrry I cantt help you, Mr, Fuhrman. We don!t malke this

king cf rope, and I know my competltors donit, HNot with

this kind of twist to the strands.

LEE: (DISAPPOINTED) I eee.

DIXON: In my opinion, thils rope lsntt machine-made at all.

LEE: What do you mean, Mr. Dixeon?

DIXON: Looka like & handmade Job teo me, Itis pretty fine work,

and whoever made it had plenty of time on his hands!

ATXQT 01721388
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NARR: And that's that, For you, Lee Fuhrman of the Atlanta

constitution, pretty discouraging. Some strangler,

somewhere among cne hundred and fifty milllon people

in these United States, made his own.rope, Itts like

trylng to find en Invisible star in the middle of the

Milky Way. You put in & few more days, Nothing. With

g big, round zero, And finally, Bill Malvey, your

editor, calls you in.,,

MALVEY: Lee, about this Heekes cess,
LEE; Yos?

MALVEY:  Drop it...

LEE: But Bill,..

MALVEY: I sald drop it, Why—throwgoot—time aIter Baa7 —Netpev..

short on good reporters here, JI've got other wgpk’f%r
-
.

-
o~

you to do. Pt
LEE: Bill, I Just can't let this go:/,wof"?ight now, Ifve
been walting for thir‘tyﬂye&’f"g’fror something like this,
8 story like ngs:’#fgﬂI could just get a leasd, Just
get my I‘oot"’fr; the door somewhere.,.
MALVEY: Lew—yoTt T otastna-vainhows. Even the police are
giving up. Cloeing the case., And they get paid for

getting killers, You don't, You get paid for writing

stories... LA
LA G e D
LEE: Bill, listen, I'll work on this -Reevep thing on my

apare time,

MALVEY: Thatt's up to you, We can't tell you what to do with
your private life, (A PAUSE, THEN SCFTENS) Look, Lee,
I'm sorry if I'm a sourpuss. I know how keen you are in

ceracking this thing,
{MORE)
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MALVEY:
{CONT1D)
LEE:
MALVEY:
LEE:
MALVEY:
LEE:
MALVEY:

LEL:

MALVEY:

LEE:

(WUSIC:  _

NARR:

RUTH :
LEE:
RUTH:

LEE:

18~
But the Ross 1s going to call me upstairs and ask me

whether welre running a charitable institutlon,...orf...
(SUDDENLY, INTERRUPT3) Bill, wait a minute! That's it!
(STARES) Whatls 1t?

Just what you said., Imstitution!

Institutioen?
Yes! Ton't you see it? Don’t you get it? Qatmeall
Oatmeal? (LCXFLODES) Lee, have you gone nuts? What
the devil are you talking about? |

L

There was ioose ocatmeal on the back seat of the Reeves

4

car. Probably delivered it in sacks. An institution
would probably buy 1t thait way. Most of 'em use a lot
of oatreal, 1t's cheap, and they feel a few hundred
people_g?ery,morning with it. It may be a lead as to
where ﬁeé#ééﬁﬁéé, shortly before he was strangled.

Lee, you're crazy, You..,(CUTS) Hey! (FADING) Walt
a minute! Where are you goling?

I?11 see you later, Billl
_UP AND UNPER)

You che-lt fast. Make a list. All the institutions in
21} the countles surrcundlng Atlansa and Marletta, You
rewvember, too, what that rope manufacturer sald. Whoever
mede that rope had plenty of time on his hands, That
adds, Where else but an institution? You get on the
phone, quick....

(FILTER) Hello?

Mlss ﬁée%éé;Jiee Fuhrman of the Constitution.

Oh. Yes?

¢an you tell me just where your father and mother made

that business trip before,,.before they were killed?

ATHOT Q171320

S P




RUTH:

RUTH:
LEE:

— e -

IEE:
WILLIE:
LEE:
WILLIE:

WILLIE:
LEE:
WILLIE:

LEE:

-19_

T,..why, yes. They were geing to Carrollten,
,{/"_"{_.5"_", VL
. ot to

oK,

Carroliton. Hold on & minute, Mlas
check my list here.

But, what... PRy

(TNTERRUPTS) Miss § %8, Tisten...Try to think, Try
to remember. (SLOWLY) Was the Carroll County Jail one
of your fatherts business accounts?

(A BEZL7, A LITTLE SCARED) Yes, Yes..,1t wes,. ,
( INTERRUPTS, ALMOST SINGS IT) Thank you, 11138 Reovest
Thank you very much?

(RECEIVER ON HOOK)

You rent a U-Drive-It, this time at your cwn expense,
head Tor the Carroll County prison, or convict camp,
as it!'s called., Your ldea is to talk to the wardea.
Aind then, while you walt in the yard, you see a Shniae
conviet sibting in the shade, You declde to see what
you can do, while you walt.,.
veh, Teh, thanks, Buddy.
Light?
Yeh,..

(SCRATCH AND FLARE OF MATCH}
Say, Buddy¥.,..
Yes?
What are you deint in this here rat trap?
Ttm a reporter, From the Constitution, I'm looking

for =omeone.
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WILLIE:
LEE:
WILLIE:

" LER:
WILLIE:
LES:

L e

WILLIE:

LER:

WILLIE:

LEE:

WILLTE:

AL:
WILLIE:

AL:
LEE;
AL:
LEE:
AL:
LEE:
AL:

Like who?

Like a killer,

(MIRTHLESS LAUGH) You come to the right place, Frlend,
Any partigular‘one?

The RQQQéEkEiiiér.

(A LONG BEAT} You aint bein! funny, are you?
(QUIETLY) No. I'm not being funny.

(4 BEAT) Then why come here? What makes you think
hels here?

(SUDDENLY) Ever see this plece of rope?

(THERE IS A PAUSE)

(PINALLY) Xo. I never seen 1t,

I figure somebody here made it, You sure yoculve never
seen 1t?

{AGITATED} I told you, friend, I never seen it. An?
1f T wes you, Itd forget it., I wouldn'*t play snoop
around this joint. Ifd heat it, get out an? stay

ocut. You hezr? It aintt healthy to...

(SUDDENLY, COMING IN, INOSTILE) Who's this, Willle?
{FRIGHTENED) Lissen, Al, I donl!t know. I was Just
gtangin' here mindin? ny own buslness,..

Shut up, Willie., (A BEAT, TO IEE) Who are you, Mister?
My namefs Puhrman...Atlanta Coenstitution,

Reporter, eh?

Thatts right,

Beat it e g

e LY SN OF ¥4 :‘é-’,{ '/rl R RIS A
e a minute. ~e¥oitlie uuly'F,pr*SOH'EUErd—'-
) i/

T said beat it] We don't like reporters zround here!l

Now get out of here before I throw you outl
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WILLIE:

ALz

AL:

WILLIE:

AL:

WILLIE:

PETE:

ALz

PETE:
WILLIE:

AL:

WILLIE:

-h
(WHINES A LITTLE) Honeat, Al, I didnt't say a thing.
7 dignft tell him a thing, I...
Shut up, Willle! TIf1l see you...later!

{STEPS ECHOING DOWN CORRIDOR. THEY STOP,)
(KEY IN DOOR}
(IRON DCOR OFENS)
Hello, Vilile.
Hiyah, pe=l.
{SCARED} Al...Pete. What do you want? Wnhy'd you
come Into my cell thils time of nlght...?
What'd you tell that reperter, Willle?
Nothin?', Al., (TERROR) Honest, Al, I swear it, nothindt,
You told him Pete wove that rope, didntt you, Willle?
No! ©Neo, Al. I never told him a thing, You gotta
belleve me...
We gotta be sure, Willlie, We gotta be rezl sure, We
cantt take a chance on him blabbint anymore, can we, Al?
No, Pete, I guess we can't., Maybe we ought to put
hinm away for a 1little whille.,.
That's Just what I was thinkin?.
Al No, What are you doln?! with that rubber hose,
What.,...?
Just want to remind you never to open your big mouth
agalin,,,
(SLAM OF RUBBER HOSE AGAINST BODY)
(SCREAME) WMo, All No!
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Al

LEE:

MALVEY:

IEE:

MALVEY:
LEE:

MALVEY:

LEE:

MALVEY:

-oo.
(GRUNTS) Talk to reporters, will you?
{SLAM OF HOSE AGAIN AID UP INTO)

Boss, the killer who made thet rope 1is somewhere inslde
that conviet camp. I tell you, thls priscner Willie
turned pale when T showed him the murder rope. He
recopnized it. So did this guard, Al Hawxins.

That!s the son of the County Commissloner, eh, Lee?
Thatl!s right, I phoned the warden, tried Yo get in

for an interview., But polities 1is politics. He
wouldntt let me in. But get this,

Yes?

A1 Xawkins 1s the purchasing agent for Carrcll County

jail. That peans,he did business with the murdered

P R

man, Ceorge Eeeves.x”Don‘t rou see? It adds, | .
But if you think someone in that camp kilied Héé&éﬁff'f
aome of tha cons maybe, then youlre gaylng they got on
the outslde and came all the way to Marietta to do it.
That's my hunch, Bill, And 1f I'm right, the
Constitution ean blow this up, run & story bilg encugh
to rock the State., The thing 1s, Itve got to get into
that jatl, talk to this con, Wilile again. and I need
your help, the papert!s help!

(A BEAT) A1l right, Lee. We!ll back you. I'll start

pulling the strings,..right sway!
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NARR:

WILLIE;

SHERIFF:

WILLIE:

NARR ¢«

AL

LEE:

SHERIFF:

AL¢s

SHERIFF1

-£3-
He does. And you and Sherlff Cleary of Cobb County,
armed with the necessary legal pepers, are admitted
to the conviet camp. You find the priscner, Willie
Kell, in solitary, beaten until hels haelf-dead, But
now, hets in a mood to cocperate.
{PAINT, WEAK) What about me Sherlff? Do I get a break
if I talk? o
You turn State's evidence,.&éi&%“énd It11 promise
you every chance,..

Okay. Get out a pencil an! paper. This 13 goint' to
take a little while!l

Thatts your Story, almost, But not yet, not guite yet.
You make & phone call,,. and that pays off, too. And
the next day, in the wardenls office, Hawkins tells you
and Sherilff Cleary...

(LAUGHS) TYoulre crazy, both of yeu, You're wasting
your time.

Are we, Hawkins? Why?

You read the confession,

Sure. Sure, I read 1t. But itfs the word of a con.

The word of a con, ytunderstand? And that's not worth

a nickle. Remember me? I'm Hawkins.,.Al Fawkins, The
son of the County Commissioner, Thatt!s worth a 1ot mofe.
We don't care who you are, Hawkins, You and this convict,

Pete Allen, are gullty. Those are the facts,
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Al

SHERIFF:

AL:
SHERIFF':

RUTH

AL:

RUTH:

Dl

Are they, Sheriff? Prove lem? low are you going to
prove them? Whots goling to take the vord of a stir-hug

ke Willde Kell? You need a “eliab%; witness, someche
to show a comnnection between me and fiee-!'e-a--’r But you
haven't got ong, have you?
Haven't we, Hawldins?
¥What are you talklng about?
A vellable witness.
Youtre lylng Fuhrman, {TOUCH OF FEAR) Youlre lying.
Just trying to hrezlk me...
Are we, Hawkins., Lee, open the docor,
Right. '

(WE HEAR THE DOOR OPEN)
(CFF A LITTLE) You can come in now,,,
(WOMAN'S STEPS COME IN AND STOP )}

(37ARES) Ruth! RUTH!

(QUIETX, This the man who gquarreled with your father,
Miss Resresd
(DULLY} Ths is the man, This is Lhe man whe said he
loved me, and hated my father encugh to kill him. I
couldn't tell you before, Sherdff, I didn’t want to
tell you, I didn't want to belleve it, I couldntt
beliave it., But now I believe it, now I know...
{DESPERATE) Ruth! Ruth, listen. You wouldn't
testify against me. You wouldnit,,.
T would, Al, And T will, I hate you now, I desplse
you! fnd I hope you hang,,.l hope they strangle you
with a rope arcund your neck...(BREAKS) Jjust as you
did to Mother and Dad!
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CHAPPELL: In just a moment we will read you a telegram from Lee
Fuhrman of the Atlanta Constitution with the final

outcome of tonightts BIfY STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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-26- THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM 179

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL:)

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICH:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFEZT) -- THROAT-SCRATCY (EFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

Guard agalnst throat-scratch! (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smoking!

PELL IMELL'S greater length of traditicnally fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further..,

Pilters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puff b puff youlre always ahead when you smoke PELL
MELL, A% the flrat puff PELL MELL swmoke is filtered
further than that of any other leading cigarette.
Moreover, after 5 puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL
MELL £%ill gives you a longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard against
throat-seratch., Yes, PELL MELL!'S fine tobaccos glve

you a smoothness, mildness and satisfaction no other

cligarette offers you,

So, dontt let threat-seratch spoil your smoking
enjoyment,

Guard zgainst throat-scrateh!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

Agk fer the longer, finer clgaretie in the distingulshed

red package - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Outstanding!"

And - they ars mild:?
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CHAPPELL:

FUHRMAN ¢

CHAPPELL:

(MUsIC: _

Now we read you that telegram from Lee Fuhrman of the
Atlanta Constiltution.

Killers in tonlght!s Big Story were tried convicted and
sentenced tc life imprisonment. Convict who bturned
states evidence received one to three years. Thanks

a lot for tonightts PELL MELL AWARD,

Thank you, Mr, Fuhrman...the makers of PELL MELL FAMOUS
CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL $500
Award Tor notable service in the fleld of Jjournalism.
Listen agaln next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
3TORY - & BIG STORY from the front pages of the 5¢t,
Petersburg Evening Independent by-line Harold F. Ballew.
A BIG STORY about how & simplie routine accident turned
into & horrible terrifying murder,

_THEME_WIPE AND FADE TO BG ON CU3)
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. -28- REV.,
CHAPPELL: THE BIG STORY 1is produccd by pernard J. Prockier with
music by Vladimir Selinsky. Tonight's program was
; adapted by Max Fnriich from an sctual story from the
| front pages of the Atlanta Constitution., Your
parrator was Bob Sloane, and Roger de Xoven played the
part of Lce Fuhrman. In order to protect the names
of people actually involved in tonight's authentic
BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the
dramatization werc changed with the excoption of the
reporter; Mr, Fuhrman.
(MUSIC: _THEYE_UP FULL _AND_ELDE FORL
CHAPPELL: This is Trnest Chappell speaking for the maxers of
PELL MELL FAMIUS CIGHRETTES.
THIS 1S NBC...THE NATTONAL BROLDCASTING COMPANY .
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( ) )
10:00-10:20 Pif

THE BIG STORY #180

SEPTEMBER 6, 1950

CHAPPELI:

CONROY:
LuCY:
CCHROY:
LUCY:

COKRROY:

CHAPPELLs

- A JEEF R

WEDMESDAY

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

(I:POXICATED) (DEEF ANGER) Don't you talk to me like that!
(WEEPING AS SHE SAYS THIS) Little runt - 1iftle runt -
(DEADLY) I told you not to say thab --
(oW FRIGHTEIED) Let go of me - you crazj or somethingl
(3CP=AMS)

(HE HITS IR OVER THE HEAD WITH 2

HOKKEZY WRINCE, SEVERAL TIMES)
(¢Xm GROANS)

(HER BODY THUDS T0 TIE GROUND)
{HE IS GASPING FRO!M THE EFFORE & THRE EXCITMENT) You're not
zoinZ... to say.,, that to we.., again, Dtve heayr that?

D!va hear,., {PANTING AUDISLY)

Sttt M N LT e e e e e e e T T e e - —

s 5IG STORY. HKere is Americal Its sound end its Tury,
145 jov and 1ts sorrow as faltnfully reported by the men
and women of the great American newspapers. (FLAT)

5%, Petersturg, Florida... from the pages of the Evening
Tnéerendent the story of a reporter who telieved - end
preved - that ovstinacy 1s a virbtue. Tonight to reporter
Earcld Ballew of the Evening Independent Tor his

praspmmwenmmes  B1G STORY, goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

—_——

{COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM 7100 - 9/6/50

OPENING COCMMERCIAL:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE

CHAFPPELL:

HARRICE:
CEAPPELL:
HARRICE 2

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE 3

BEHIND

THROAT~3CRATCE (EPFECT) ~- THROAT~SCRATCH (SFFECT)--
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFLCT) ==
Guard ageinst throat-scratch! (EFFECT)
knjoy smegoth smokingl

PELL MELL'S greater length of traditionally fine tobaccos

trevels the smoke further...

Fllters the smoke and makes 1t mild.

Puf? by puff you're slways ahead when you smoite PELL MELL.
At the first puff PEIL MELL stmoke iz filfered further than
that of any other leading clgarette. DMoreover, after 5
puffs, or 10, or 15, or 17, PELL MELL still gives you a
longer, natural fllter of traditionmally fine tobaccos -
tc guard agalinst throat-scrateh, Yes, PELL IELL'S {ine

tobaccos give you & smoothness, mildnegs end catisfaction

no cther clgarette offers you.

Don't let throat-scrateh spoil your smoking enjoyment.
Guaprd ageinst threat-scratchl

Enjoy smeoth smoking!

Ask Tor the longer, Tfiner clgarette 1in the &lstingulshed

red peckaze - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Qubstandf 1A

Aind - they are mild!

RTHOT Q171404



— -

BAKER:
BALIEW:

BAKER:
BALLEW :
BAKER:
BALLEW ¢
BAKER:

T e

H-.——--ul—-—-

8t, Petersburg, Florida,,, the story es 1t actually

happened.. . Harold Ballewls story ithiE} é%ﬂ&i&éﬂt(
forte 7 1‘{’"‘“

Here you are Harold Ballewariding hard on the road past

the Royal Palms ceretery to the railrosd tracks. It's six

in the morniog and only ten minutes ago you were ﬂst&:/ﬂf?h*/(h
asleep until the phone rang and the famlliar volce of

police Captaln Baker an old friend; told you mbout an ugly
accident, A crack passenger itrain had just struck amg.
k&;tsd an unknown woman, As you speed alqng the rozd you

become eware that itte golng to be a hot cloudy day ~ no

sunshine, which me n r papa to be dlstributed
et M/b e fAR2 bt} o
free to everyoneh— everyone}hat the w n ilroad
e T4 o - wC. -t/ , —c~/a5 24

tracks. She isn't golng to waﬁ% aﬁ% You pull u
accident...

(SOUND CAR TO STOP ~ DOOR OFENS)

(FADE IN SOUND OF PANTING LOCOMOTIVE)
(o7F) Hello Hal -~
Hiye captt Baker, Thanks for calling., Is that her under
the sheet there?
That!s her.
Were you able to identify hert

Lre~o

You wouldn't recoznlze hev\if you knew her.

How ciad it happen?_

The engineer here can tell you better than 1 ==
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e ENGINEER:

BALLEW:
ENGINEER:

BAKER
BALLEW:
BAKER:
BALLEW:
BAKER:
BALLEW :
BAKER:
BALLEW :

—— g

(

‘.'.'4'!

(SHAKY, UPSET) We came around the curve and I began to
alow down, We were coming close up to the switchyards,

At first I thought 1t was just a bundle of elothing on the
tracks, but when I got to a hundred feet of her I saw it
was o woman, I applled the brakes but it was too late...
Just tcoo late ==

Don't take it s0 hard - 1t wasn't your faulfy --

I've been on this line for twenty yeﬁrs ~ nothing like
this ever heppened to me,

mﬂrﬂé}%&dﬂv d%m;f;.‘w’f%,yzhu - ’9’”‘35?"1
Did you find anpy personal effects Oapééin? ’

There igiffdéﬁgf‘ -

No purse or pockettook?

Wothing.

Do ycu mind if I tale a look?

Go ahead, I hope you're not squeamish,

Ief
(APTER A LONG PAUSE) (WITH SUHPRISE} The bedy is cold!

Tepyyowtre-righi.

How long age d4id the mcceidént happent

About a hglf hour ago.

She tust have been dead for at least three hours.

A% least,

T O N Wl o7 S T

. {FADES) I'm going to

take e look around. Ly
o durtd e 4 en el dvegtued Ly pe ke -
SHORT TO INDICATE PASSAGE OF A FEW MINUTES)

At i e e ey ey M M e Wee dem  Gem m e e
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BALLEW:
RBAKER:

BALLEW:
BAXER:
BALIEW:
BA¥ER:
BALIEW:
BAKFR:

BALLEW :

BAKER ¢

BALLEW:

MARR:

BALLEW:
DR.:

BALLEW:

.15.-

(SHOUTS) Captain ~ captaln Baker ==
(OFF} Yes?
(FOOTSTZPS ON GRAVEL)
{(IK CLOSE) Did you find something?
Look.
(LOW WHISTLE) Thatlts i%.
(GRIMLY) This 1s where she probably dled,
Bled to death, it lools like.
T feounéd something else -~ see.

T,ools 1ike a plece of a tooth, p
£ ot

Not exactly - 1t's a porcelainlenewn, that fitis over a
tooth.
There's teen a fight here - loolkk at the grascl
Looks 1like this woman was beaten end murdered. The killer
ther carrled her body over to the tracks so thet 1t would
100 like an accident.
T think youtre right,
fhe tody i3 taken to the morgue. The coroner Ir. Rlckey
1g told that murder ls suspected, He examines the bhody
very thoroughly and when he comes out of the la2b, you
Hnrold Ballew are walting for him.

(DOOR OFENS % CLOSES)
Helio Dr. Rlckey --
(A PLEASANT EASY GOING MAN OF ABOUY FIFTY) Ok, Mr. Ballew
from the "Independent". You're ahead of the police.
Tney!ll be here soon; to get your report. Vhat do you

think doctor?
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BALLEW :
DR.:
BALLEW:
DR.:

Bali-ghs.,

BALIEW:
DR, :

BALLEW:

BALLEW :
DR.:

o

Think about what?

De you think she was murderad?

Very possible.

Arenlti.oyou sure?

The._pnly-bhink—Frr-sure—of—is"tHat she TIERTE cle ofE"
keerb-etbaek.

How long do you estimate shels been dead?

she dled somewhere between 2:20 and 3 thils morning.

Do you know what was the fatal injury?

'
L

;Hégéé{b%e-to tell, The body iz too badly mangled!fuji&@ e
’ b 9"."'_'&&4

Geul&—yau“makemaﬂguessu—wamroughmguess?

ell let's put 1t this wa;.,/sh’é' aldn't die cf disease, she
” T
wasr!t choked nop.polzoned, which Jeaves us with two

possibiltties, she was either sbtabled to death or beaten

e NEEYY TR ta T e ob jec t-or-b0t-

Could you Zive me & descriptlon of her?

e, Her own mother_WOuldn’t recognize her nGH.
E"mean*sﬁme%b%ng-T“couid*priﬂ$~in_the"papenﬂnﬁeo"tn&t“som&
re%aiiza~er~frien&~of—heps-unulﬂurecDgnizeﬁthev&eseréptiene-

I zive you the report I am goling to glve to the police.
TR : ’

“6hals in ner carly thirtles, about filve Teet two inches,

auburn halr, grey eyes, welght sbout a hundred and thirty
pourds, That's all T can tell you about ner except that
she'!s had all her front teeth ground down and recapped with
porcelain jackets to make her look begutiiul,

Wheesver fixed her teeth would certainly remescer her,

fla certainly would ~ that job took months.
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BALLEW:

IH.:

BATIEW:

—_——

_7_

There remalns only one problem about this clew., How.Tong
ago did she have her teeth flxed? Here 1s & piegce of the

crown I picked up at the rallroad tpggks’:/hculd you tell

"

-

by looking at 1t? -

No I couldn’t. (PAqgg,As”ﬁﬁdExAMImEs THE PIZCE OF CROWN)

The cement hggratiiilall 1ts original color - ceems that

it might‘ﬁgﬂunder a year, but I'm really puessing. I may
;ﬁ. . .

(CONT=MPLATION) Thanks -- thanks a lot, Pr, Rlickey =

youlve just given rie an ildea.

Dental work 1s something that can be traced., 30 you begin

the long search. ¥You =it at the telephone, Herold Ballevw

and o to work, Youlre golns to flnd a murierer by way of

a hroken porcelain Jacket. Youlre going to phone 211 the

dentizts In the red book if necessary until jeou rind the

one that did this job....

i

Hello, is this Dr, Arthur? (PAUSE) This Is Harold Ballew
of_the st., Petersbturg Independent. I'm t»ying to check on
a wancn wio had a mouth rehsvllitation jor denes.. Oh...
you don't do that type of work. Sorry to have hothered
you, Thanks anywayl

MOUTAGE

Helle, Ir. Denfleld?... Do you dc mouth rehabllitation

workg Oh.,, you're retired now., I cee. Thonks a lot!
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MARR:

DR BURGER:

BALIEY:
DR, B.:
BALIEW:

DR. B:

e T w—

~B-

You keep at tt, calling dentist after dentist. Sooner or
later... you're bound to come across the rizht one,

But... until you do... you keep golng down the alphabet
in the Red Book.

&ello, Dr., Morton? Did you ever have & woman patient _

whose front }aggx?teeth were recapped?... Lo, I don't know

her name but she waé about thirty five... auburn halr...
five oot two... gnd welghed about a hundred and thirty...

Tou did?.ieusn égk’ I se@ecnsn Sne—ﬂaé res erred\to,Dr.

Charlee Berger In Hew York City. Thanks, Doctor.

Youlve becn a greabt help!

(FILTER) Yes NMr. Ballew, I've had two such ceses In the

pest three years. One was a woman of fifty three, named

Allce MecKenzle -~

That wouldn't be her.

The other was a woman of thirty one, namec Iucy Taylor.
(SAGERLY) bid she live in Floridaj , Leves

i

Téé%% - iast address was 150 Carroll S5t., $%. Petersburg.
shels peen paying me in installments, I »emezger her, A
ratncr protty woman, wanted to be an cetreszs. That's-wne.
why thac dental work - I alsc rememder she ned & young
daugcnter abeout six.,

(SXCITEDLY) Whaet color hair dld she have?

T think 1t was red, kind of an auburn. An intense woman,
very high sbtrung. y

T afrald she 1anft golng to pay you anymoreéL’She's

been murdered.

-——--.-.—..——.-—-.——-.—-—.—.
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BALLEW:
SUZY:
BALIEW 3
sUZY:
BALLEW:

3UZY:

- BALLEW:

ALVA'E
BALLEW:
SUZY:
BALLEW:

SUZY

ALLEW ¢

SUZY:

CELIA:

BALIEW:

GELTA:

BALLEW:

SUZY:
CELIA:

...9.-.

(DOOR BELL RINGS, DOOR OFENS)
(SURPRISED) Oh-h. Hello --
{ABOUT 8 YEARS OLD) Hello --
Does ILucy Taylor live here?
That!s my mom, but she's not herc nov.
Do you - er - kgzglwhexc she 187

ey, .
Wo. Aunt Celia's,looking for her. She hesn't come home

/
gince Tuesday. She Just went away and never came tack.
(WISTFULLY) Do you know where she is?

(% DOESN'T WANT TO TELL HER} She went away on Tuesday eh?

SemtrrFervEry worriced about her,

DIteheE-TeEvE Th H}:he"*n‘fﬁ‘::’*n1}'1;;»"E{ii ATEnLEime
Eauihn-ﬂiﬂhié&mefiﬁ;ith that Mr. Lucas.
Who?

Mr. facas..., he's my mom’s friend. He's 2 teacher over in

Grove'!s boarding school ~ thatle—s—verp-fency-sehosl Irper
tggiwiﬁﬁchﬂxhaﬁkidszhnwﬁnﬁ”“’**ﬁ%ﬁé§€$31¥:§§§ﬁxfﬁﬁmlnr

go thepe.

Did your mother end Mr. Lucas get along eil rizht?

Wa-~ah -- they used to argue a lot ~- (GETTING ALARMED)
Why - why are you asking me about him?

(FADE I, ABOUT THIRTY, AN INTSHSE, TERSE WOM:H) Who are
goug

T!m Faprold Ballew of the Evenlny Indeperndent.

Why are you asking Suzy about my sister?

(UP A LITTIE) Could I talk to you alone for & minute?
(ATARMED) It's about mom - what happened %o her?

(COMMANDINGLY) Go inside Suzy --
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SUZY:
CELIA:

BALLEW:
CELIA:
BALLEW
CELILA:
DALIEW:
CELTIA:
BALIFW:

SLIA:

BALLEW ;

=]

Where's my mom - where 18 she?
Go_inside! Tr this man knows anything, I'1l let you know.
Tiow go inside;dQJUL)

(DOOR CLOSES)
(SOFTLY)} Where is she Mr., Ballew?
She was kiiled., We reound her at the railroad tracks...
(UNMERVED) K-killed ---
You.
(HOLDING BACK HER TEARS) How --
I think she was murdered.
I-murdered -~ why ~ why would she be murdercd?
I don't know. I'm trying to find out. Who %5 this Mr.
Lucas?
(BEGTUNING TOC CRY’SOFTLY) Her Priend. I donit know why
they went tegether, they were always fighting Foor Lucy
- she had such a hard time of i, Always wanted to get
aherd, make a name for herself. Always hacd Tad luck,
wherever she went. Lven ﬁer rarriage... Eaor am I golng
to tell 1ittle Suzy - hovw am I going to fell Zer...
(WELPS AFRESH)
(IF PLY uYMPuTJETIC) I'm sorry ~-+o bLring you this news,
M‘anf Boliéég hé: ﬁé:rh éoinﬁ to do-evervthiqa we can to
find her killer.

(HIDDLE COMMERCILL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM # 180 - 9/6/50

MIDDIE COMMTHCIAL:

HARRICE:

CENPPELLy

HARRICE

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE 3

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE ¢

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE ;
CHAFPELL:

HARRICE:

THRO.AT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROMNT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -~

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFRCT) =~

Guard against throat-scratchl] (EFFECT)

Enjoy smooth smokingl

TLL MELL'S greater length of traditienally Tine tobaccos

travels the smoke further..,

Filiers the smoke and makes 1% nild.

Puff by puff you'lre always ahead when you smoke PELL MELL.
At the Pirst puff TELL MELL smoke 1z filtered further than
that of any other lecadlng clzorette. Morecver, after 5
puffs; or 10, or 15; or 17, PEIL MELL still gilves you a
longer, natural filter of fine tobaccozs ~ te guard against
throat-seratzh.

Fer PELL MELL'S greoater leneth travels the smoke further

on 1ts way to your throat - filterz 1t naturally through
PEIL MELLES traditionally finc; mellow tcbaccog - guards
ageinst throat-scratceh.

Ybs; PELL MELL'S flne tobaccos glve you o smoothness,

mildncss and satlsfaction no other cigarcetie offers you.

Guard against taroat-scratchi
Enioy smooth smokingt

Ask for the longer, finer clgarctte in the distilngulshed

red peckage - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES ~ "Oytstandingl”

And ~ they are mildl
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HARRICE ¢ This is Cy Harrice returning you to your narrator... and
the Big Story of Harold Ballew... as he llved 1t... and
wrote 1t.

HARR: You Harold Ballew have just left the home cof Lucy Taylor
qnd are now standing iIn front of the quliet bearding housc

"rurdered”

where Ralph Lucas lives, the friend of the
woman, A cool nlght wind has come up and you feel a 1ittle
chilly and & 11ittle uneasy. What are you cocing here by
yourzelf? Why are you doing this all alone? But as you
deliberate, your finger is already ringing ﬁhc door tell,
(HARSH SOUND OI' DOOR BELL, RING iL.1Y TINES)
N Toollish thing to come here hy yoursels., X he 1s the
murderer you're confronting him glone and unarmed.
| {CONTIWUE SOUND OF DOOR BELL)
{DODR PINAILY OPENS)

¥RS JRESSUP: (SIEZPY, .BOUT FIFTY, & BUSYBODY, IRRIT.TTD GIVING WAY
70 QURIOUSITY) H'lo ~-

BALLEW: Good evenlng., I'd like to sce Mr. Lucacs.

MRS J,.: Who cre you?

BALLEW: I'm a reporter fron tite Bvenlng Independen:.

MR3 J.: Oh~h. (3ECOMIMG VERY CURIQUS) What do you want to sce hin
ohoua?

BALLEY 3 Lo you mind telllng me his room nusbor?

MRS. J.: Ho's esleep. Hels beon asleevn for an hour.

ALLEW : Moy T ask who you are?
MRS J.: It's really none of your business, but T don’t mind tellin!

ye -~ I'm Mrs, Jessup, I own thls boardln! house,
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BALLEW:
MRS JESSUP:
BALLEW:
MRS J.:

BALIEW¢

MRS, T,:

LUcAS:

MRS, J.:!

LUcrS:
BALLEW ¢
LUcAS:
BALLEW
Lucas:

~l3-

How do you know Mr. Lucas 1ls asleep?

I know everythlng thaet goes on in thls house,
Could you show me hisg room please?

What do you want him fore

(TRKED) Mrs, Jessup, I have an important metter to

discuss with him - not with you.

Hrm=m. & fine thing coming around, waking beople up.
This 1s his room right here « room 14, best in the house,.
I'11 have to wake him up.

(KNOCKS O THE DOOR}
(UP) Mr. Lucas ~- Mr. Lucas ~-- get up -~ 2 man to see
you., Open the door == Mr. LuclS.... T et
810w 1l B¢Pametb-fakos bdahevmhiie*t@*tume”ertvevﬂﬂﬂf4

o

(CFF, MUPFIED) Who - who is 1t3ﬁ,-{@f§¢£ S HIGH

hasn't done anything wrong, has he?
STRUNG

A¥D VERY MERVOUS MAIN, _HTS VOICE IS HIGH PITCHED & IN HIS

LONG SPEECHEES, HE“SPEAKS RAPIDLY, WITH. LORG P.USES
BETWEEN PHRASES).

-
It;ﬁ/me, Mrs, Jessup ~ There's o man from the Indcrendent
-ﬁa‘ﬁgg;ﬁg.
{DOOR OPENS)

Yos?

I'm Haroeld Ballcw;/ﬁw;ﬁ:/ﬂl,§Z“{§#?.uférlf
b o

’
Yog?

Do vou know & wowan named lucy Taylor?

(HESITANT) Y-Yos ~ yes I do. -- Tt's drafty - I'11 closc

the door. {TO MRS. JESSUP) Thank you Mrs. Jessup ==
(CLOSES THE DOOR)

Why - why are you asking me about Iuey - cr Mrs. Taylor?
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BALLEW: You saw her last Tucsdey night?

LUCAS: {SECOMING MOFRE Indwous)_u-mf@*” /IR A
RALLEW: ke was struck down by a treln early Wednesday mo&ning. !
LUcAS: (HORRIFIED} Lucy killed in an accident --

BALLEW: How do you know che was killed?

LUCAS: (RATTIED, CONFUSED) I -~ I ~ I didn't know = You Jjust

said she was run over by a traln., TIs she allve?
BALLEW ¢ Wo ~-
LUCAS: el i—yon—tot—me—in oW=-Hhat-dh.l s i maboud~— what
are you trying to tell me --

BALLEW I'm trying to tell you that she was murdercd.
LUCAS: Yurdered? ... Murdered you sayli
BALLEW: supposing vou tell me where you went with Mrs., Taylor

last Tuecday night.
LUC S ﬂ;-—E—tﬂﬁwﬂﬂﬂfﬁﬂrﬁtﬁﬁﬁfﬁ?jﬂﬂrfﬁﬁﬁﬁfﬂnﬁtihea.WO went

to a dance.

BALLEW: and after thet?

LUCAS: I ~-TI-1Icame home...

BALIEW: Didn't you take Mrs, Toylor home?

LUCAS s Hen~no-~ No I didnlt...

BALLEW Dié you have a Tight?

LUCALE: We == ¢r - er had a disagrocement == I = I left hep ==

T left her and went home. ..

BLLIEW: Wrors did you leave her®

LU¢AS: Cutside the Heeclenda Club, She wanted to go in and have
a fow more drinks., I thought she hed enough, But she
tecome most unreasonable ~- so ~ s0 I just left her

standing there = outside the club., (FRIGHTENED) I didn't
do anything to her - I ncver touched herl I swear it -

believe me = I nover harmed her!
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BALLEW: The police will probably persuacde jyou to tell us the
whole astory.

LUCAS: (110RE FRIGHTENED) The police! I mustn!y te involved 1in
this - please - I donr't want to talk to the pollce -~

plcasge --

BALLEW: Did you marder her?

LUCAS: o - I didn't!

BALLEW: Then why arc you so nervous?

LUCAS: (VERY NERVOUS) I'm not nervous -- It's my position = Itm

a “cacher in an cxclusive shcool = I!ll lose by job if
Tim involved in any scandal - I swear to you I left her
beTore midnight ~ I don't know what hzroened to her after
thet - T left her carly - I can vrove 1t ~JUE-*~§S:nge
(OPENS TEE DCOR SULTENLY) '

(SHOUTS) Mrsvdosmsun -~ Mrs. Jess-~ (SRS TEAT SHE IS
em UDTHG AT THE DOGR) Oh hore wyou ars -~ Mre. Jessup tell
the gentleman what time I came home Tucsdey night, if you
can remember. ..

MRS JESSUP: (JUAT & LITTIE OFF) Of course I can rerewier. It was
eloven twenty. Ho wos very nervous when he corme home,
#r, Reporter - very upsct. He's alwayz upsed after he
zees that Taylor woman.

BALLEW: T home jyou are prepared Lo swear to that in court.

MRS J.¢ (WiTH GREAT DIGLITY) JAre you insinuatin?! shat I'm lying?

Do you think I'm covering up for him?

BALIEW: I don't know -
MRS J.: {QUTRAGED) Of all the audaclous --
BALLEW: (CUTTING I} What was the name of that €lup, Mr., Lucas?
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LUCaS:

BALLEW ¢

LucAS:
BALLEW:

{MUSIC:

BALIEW:

BARTENDER:
EALLFW:
BARTENDER:
BALLEW :
BARTENDER:
BALLEW @
BARTENDER:
BALLEW:
BARTENDER:

w16=

The - the Haclenda Club = pleasc - plecse teep my name
out of the papers - I can't get mixed up in any sordid
newys --

(CUTTING IN ON HIM} You arc mixed up vhether you're
ipnocent or not. You eouldn’t hove been a very good
friend of Mrs. Taylor -- 41l s?gufi?m to care about is
your cwn skin - not ecven o waisl for her ~--

T am ~ I am very sorry - belleve me I 1ilked -
(BHBAKING IN OGN HIS PROTEST&TIONS) Good night Mr. Lucas

~ T nope I haven!t dilsturbed your sleet.

e - T T e e

You go straight to the Haclenda Club, Harold Pallew,
vou don't stop to eall your paper or the zolice. You
heven!t time for that. The first thing you do 1is have
o teer --

SEGUZ TO JUKE BOX, FEZP UNIIL END OF SCZIT)

(BAR SOUNDS)

Bartender --

7
Do you know & woman by the name of Lucy Taylor?
Yeh,
Does zhe come 1In here often?
Yeh,
When wes she here last?
Coupla days ago.
Tast Tuesday night?

Yeh,
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BALIEW:
BARTENDER
BALLEW:
BARTENDER
BALIEW:
BARTENDER
BALLEW:

BRARTENDER:
BALLEW
BARTENDER:
BALLEW:
BARTENDER:
BALIEW

RARTENLLR:

BALLEW:

MARY 10U:

BALLEW:

MARY LOU:

RALIEW:

MARY LOU:

..1';{-1'

Was she here alone?
Don't remember.
Do you know & man by name of Tucas - Relph Lucas?
Yeh. _
Did she come 1n with him?
Don't remember.
7111 be much obliged If you would try to renember aboutb
her last Tuesdey night.
Don't remember WBETHREAGeEer:
Would anycne here know?
Mery Loud.
Who 1s she?
A waitress. That Ylittle chlck over there.
T thipk I'11l have a little talk with her.
She!ll talk yuh tldeath.
(FOOTSTEPS)
(PAUSE)
Hello Mary Lou.
(2 IGHTEEN, TRIES TC BE SEXEY, IRREPRESSITLE CHATTERBOX,
BUT STILL A PLEASANT GIEL} Hello - Mister --
You got a minute Mary Lou?
T ain't supposed to sit down with the custemers - that's
a rule - but I can gort of stand here and talk to ye.
How come ye know my name, I aln!t ever seen you before.
The bartender told me.
ST e S d e
Ot (WITH MILI DISGUST) 014 blabbermouth - we call
him that cause he talks so much, {LAUGHS AT HER OWN JOKL )
You can drop dead before hel!ll tell you anything - old

Blabbermouth,
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BATIEW:
MARY LOU:

BALIEW:

MARY LOU:

BALLEW ¢
MARY LOU:

DALLEW:

18-

Tell me, do you know Tucy Taylor?
Sure - sure I know her. ©She comes in here a coupla
7 :
nizhts 2 week. pretty womaws cuburn halr - it's

tinted you know, not real - but 1t looks good on her.

A

deeeutJf“@ood tipper... makes her escorss leave blg tips,
She'ls always wanted to go on the stage zut she never had
the btreaks. She's got a real sweet 11ttle_girl -
Suzanne's her name - spelled like the French you know.
What do you want to know about Lucy Tajlor?

(WITH A CHUCKLE) I want to know whether she was in here
lost Tuesday nlght - and with whom?

Well she came In alone - I saw she was 2ryin’! - I can
always tell when o woman's been cryin'’. Then she met
this Davis Conroy... he sat down alongszlde her and began
to buy her some ﬁine. Re—aoverT 10 drini wing = Mg g
canttgtANE - AS~8twiis The more she drank the more blue

she got. ‘&meoup;g—#&mas,wlmsau_teanaﬁnnLLwédﬁﬂ*heuu

edmsks. I guess we all get the blues soretimes don't we?

Yes -~ I guess we all do. Did she know this Davis Conroye
A e

She-—khowamhbineagldliipd, He™s—hed 8 crush on her Hem
Roads, but she dcasn!t go for him. Maybe cause he'ls
small and a lot older - maybe cause hels married and
livin' with his wife at the same time, She just doesn't
1lke him, The more she doesn?t like him; the more he
likes her. Felomtefunhy-WoildealiliTin

Tell me about Conroy - what sort of man 1s he?
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MiRY LOU: Hewgcan fix radiog,.carSmmmyie

I could never figure him out - I figure

in all around mechanle.

Lixes—avomcliday .

out evervbody but he never lets on whet ¥ind of guy he is,
Hot that ety rrood-—hhpaeis

(Eher ol oots soboa wifo Yo SoSafts  You

Relas. slwavs been plesto mao

he—adnly

know, he once tried to date me - but 1 don't ro out with

married men, unless the wife agrees. (LiUGES AT HER JOKE)
BLLLEW: What happened between Lucy and Conroy whilc they were here?
MARY LOU: They just sat and drank and along about two o'clock they
began to arguc. That—is-he-did.-all-thedmdleba@s- 1 was
busy at another table and I couldn't hear what he was
savin, Then they loft, I }iP1t seen elither of then

since. --(DJAIING ON HER)/fnything the =

attar?

B.LLLEW:
MARY LOU:

BALLEW:

M.RY LOU:

(MUSIC:

P A

NAiRR:

there does this Conroy live?

You cen Tind him in the phone bock - I dernft know off
hond --

Thank you Mary Lou - you've been a great help - and
hers's something for you --

(VERY PLZ..3ED) Ch thank you - thank you - if therc's

any-hing else --

From the broken piqcefof a porcelaln jacke;;Haaoid.'fﬂf'i“
Vit & L dfe -
Esdlew you, havc now come to learn about the private

l1ife of an automobile Mechanic, You're going to

visit him, but this time you call Captein Zaker to

come rlonz. Less than a halfl hour later you are

riding in his car to visit Davils Ceonroy. 37 the
time you got thore, Captain Baker knows averytnling
you know,
(MORE)
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NARR: It's two in the morning, the house is vzry dark, very
{CONTD}
guict -
(LOUD KNOCKING OH DOOR)
BAKER: Keep knocking --
(KEOCKING LOUDER)
B.LLLEW: Maybe he's gone - rurl away --
BiKER: Maybe,
{KNOCKING CONTINUED, THEN II.RD RATTLIRG OF DOCR)
We'll have to force the door open.
{DOCR SLOWLY OFENS)

MRS,COIROY: What do you pasm®e want? (LATE THIRTIRS)

BAKER: Lre you llrs. Conroy?

MRS.C: Yos,

BAiKER: Ve woni to talk to your husband,

MRS,C: He's asleep. Who are you?

B,iKER: Wak: him up. I'm from the police deparitmant,
CONROY: (P.DIKG IN, SLEEPILY) ¥What's wlnt's going cn here --
MRS.C: The volice -=-

CONROY: {BUDDENLY SUDDUED, QUIET JND WIDE .WWAKE)

Twe peolicc -- Wnalb's wrong?
MR3.C+ T -1 don't know -«
B.KER: Do you mind if wo step Iinside,

(reOTSIZPS, DOOR CLOSIS)

BAKZR: 11 right Hal - go ahead and quastion him.
CONROY: Question me about what?
BLLLEW: Lbout Luey Taylor.
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CONROY: (HE IS COMPOSED) Lucy Taylor? Who is she?

BALLEV: Mrs. Conroy, perhaps you had better not listen teo thils,

MRS.C: {TIGET LIPPED} I'd rather stoy.

BALLEW: Mr. Conroy, cveryons abe=tite=Mue?Tmiaeere® knows about
vou and Mrs, Taylor. It's no use your donying 1t.

CONROY: {.FTER A LONG PAUSE) (VERY LOW) Yus -~ I know her.

BALLEW: You saw her last Tucsday night, dcidn't you?

CONROY: Tucsday night? No - no no. I didn't sc¢e her Tu2sday.

I - I was home - right here in my own houss, VWasn't
1 Helen -
(PAUSE)
(UP) Wasn't I7?
(NO ANSWER)
B.LLEY: It!'s no usc trying te hide it. Your wife probably

knows cbout her.

IRS.C3 (VERY LOW) Yes « I kraw.

BLLLEW: Wnere did you go, Mr., Conrcy, after you left tho Club?
CONROY: I - I drovco her hona,

BALLEW: 3ut she never camc homo,

CONROY: I laft hor at the door.

BALLLEW: Did you sce her go in?

COMNRCY: Yzs - yos I did,

BALLEW: She nover stepped inside her hous:z.

CONROY: Maybe she went out, I don't know. She a crazy onc -

everybody knows that. She could do anything.

BALLEW: Di1d you guarrcl with her?

CON ROY: Quarrel? Oh no - no - no, NersrgUrTTIIETwitiriem Ve
were always fricndly - jRsdegreerd—efomiemyms

BALLEW: What time did you get home?

CONROYT. About half post onc.
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BALLEW 1 Mre. Conroy, what time did your husband get home last

Tuesday night?

MRS, C: (ANGUISHED, LOW) I was gsleep - I - I don't know.
b bd s Jiwe Lo
BAKER: You might as well tell me the tputhf} Wetll nd ocut
anvway in front of a lot of people.
wayo
BALLEW: It was later much later than two thirty, wasn't 1t?
MRS. C: (Lovi, SLOWLY) I - suess - so-
BALLEW: ATter you left the c¢lub, Mr. Conroy, where did you go?
CONROY: We - er - sort took a rilde,
BALLEW: On prgyle Road - towards the rallroad tracks?
CONROY s Ohtfio—m—aO~—=1T0, NOC there - JUst GrIvITg arvand_;Jygﬁgaza
“~mpartteatars

BALLEW: (TAKINd\AxEONG OT) Your car was seen on Argyle Road.

CONROY:

BALLEW: there.

CONROY: I- er don't remenber - We Were
just driving around./}tu~£¢d~4rx /hffﬂ-~¥;-

BALLEW: {AFTER A PAUSE) Do ycu keep your tools in the car? _

CONROY: Yes - (CHANGES HIS MIND QUICKLY} That is no - I don't,
I bring them in every night, 3ee, there they are in the
kit cn the floor,

BALLEW: May I please see them.

CONROY: Sure - sure - just a minute - I'll open the toocl kit.

{ SOUND OF TOOL BOX OPENING)
BALLEW: Pon't pieck them out. Itd like to look at all of them. -bo

you mind stepplng aside,.
(SOUND OF TOOLS CLANKING)
(SOFTLY) This wrench - it's been cleaned.
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CONROY:

BALLEW:

CONROY:
BALLEW:
CONROY s
BALLEW:

CONROY:
BALLEW
CONROY:
BALLEW:

CONROY:

BALLEW:
MRS. C:
CONRCY:

BALLEW:
CONROY:

-23-
{BEGINNING TO CRACK) .Oh-yes - I-~gdodmedwié— I clean all

my tcols -~ bhey—last-IUREeE TENI ey,

But this wrench 18 the only one that's been cleaned. Did
yoﬁ clean it after you left Mre. Taylor?

Oh ne - no - no, ¥ rEEHE-THNILwanbarday.

You cleaned 1t because 1t had bleood on it - didn't you?
(COMING APART) I didntt do 1t - I tell you I didn't do 1t--
(IN QUIET CONTRAST TO CONROY'S MOUNTING HYSTERIA) You
didn't do what?

I didntt kill her - I didn't!

How deo you know she's dead?

She was - she was killed in the trailn aceident?

How do you knoQ that?

I er spoke to her sister Cella yesterday - she told me --
yeah she told me --

Her sister dldn't know about it yesterday.

(BEGINS TO WEEP SOFTLY)

(HOARSELY) Allright Ift11 tell you ~ Itll fell you the
whole truth I swear it. I drove her down Arzyle Road,
ghe got out of the car, - she didn't want to stay with
mz, I ran after her. She threw rocks at me, I tried

to stop her., I guess I hit her, She fell down, I saw
her head was bleeding I tried to carry her back to the
car but her weight exhausted me, She kept telling me -
go away and leave me alone - go away and leave me alone,
8o I left her and went home thinking she would come to
her senses.,

Where did you leave her?

On - cnn the road.
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BALLEW:

MRS, C:

CONRQY:

s I
You're 1lying Conroy. You killed her with the wrench and

then dragged her body and placed it on the rallrocad trécks
so that it would look like an accldent.

(HYSTERICAL) If you did 1t, tell them, Davis - for
Heaven's sake - tell them! (BURSTS INTO HYSTERICAL WEEPING)
(BREATHING HARD, STUNNED, ALMOST TO HIMSELF) Yeah - I
guess maybe I d1d 1t, Yeah - I dig it - I did it --

In just a moment we will read you & telegram from Harold
Pallew of the St. Petersburg Evening Independent with the
final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #180

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

HARRICE: THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ~- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THROAT~SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

CHAPPELL: Guard againet throat-scratch! (EFFECT)
HARRICE: Enjoy gmooth smoking!
CHALPFELL: FELL MELL'S greater length of traditionazlly fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further...

HARRICE: Filiore the smoke and makes it mild,
CHAFPELL: Fuff by puff you'rc always ahead when you smoke PRLL

MELL., At the first puf'f PELL MELL smoke iz filtered
furthor than that of 2ny other leading cigarette.
Morcover, after % puffs,or 10, or 15, or 17, FELL MELL
£till gives you a longer, natural filter cf
treditionally fine tobucees - to guerd z2gzinst throat-
scratch., Yos, PELL MELL'S flne tebaccoz give jou a

sroothness, mildness and satisfactien no cthar

lgarette offers yeou.

[+

HARRICE: e, dan't let throat-serateh spoll your szmeking

cnjoyment.

CHAPPELL: Guarg against throat-scratehl
HARRICE: Enjoy smeoth smoking!
CHAPPELL: aax for the longey, finer clparette in ths distinguished

(Rl

rzd peexage - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "outstanding!

HARRICE: Apé - they are mild!
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CHAPPELL:

BALLEW:

,Q' S

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

(MUSIC:

- 26-

Now we read you the telegram from Harcld 3zllew of the
Evening Independent.

Killer in tonlght's Big Story was brought to trial and
found guilty of second degree murder., The preslding
judge declared that Conroy was lucky fer the death
penalty would have been justified. He was gentenced to

1lfb iﬂprﬁﬂonment in the Florida S;wt rcn-puntiays. o

)
/.r( P 4. Aord .:'LJ,,,,V / S 2, N ,ﬁ\f ny‘ et &

-Man; ‘thanks for tonight s FELL FELL hhnnD.

/,d.,u,,,

PR
Thank you, Mr. BalloV...the makers of PELL veLY FAMCUS :

e A

i

CIGARITTES are proud to prescent you the rZLL MELL $500
Award for notabla service in the field of fournalism,
Liszten again next week, same time, =zame s=stziion, when
PELL MELL FiMOU2 CIGARETTES will preesent zncther BIG
she

1y

STCHY - . BIG STORY from thc front pages ¢
Ogden Utah Standard Examlner. By-line, ~17red Gladwell.
A B1G STORY of a girl who was marked for murdery in the

indelinle colors of a tattoo.
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WNBC & NET THE BIG STORY #181

go:o% -(10:39) SEPTEMBER 13, 1990 WEDNESDAY

ANNCR: PELL MELL F/MOUS CIGARETTES presents THE BIG STORY!
wsIc: _ _ . FANFARE). (THEN S PUES-PEANOy UNDER)

(LIGHT BG, INTERIOR OF COCKTAIL 2/R)
EUGENE: (SLIGHTLY DRURK) Hey, partender. Two more Tyes,

willya, please?

EDN/: Gosh, FEugene, I don't know if I can irink another
one.

EUGRNE: Sure you can, Edna. Ctmon, we ain't even started
yet.

EDNAS Vell, T don't wanna be a poor sport, but ---

FUGENE: You gotta keep me company, you're ¥ girl tonight.

Isn't that right?
EDN.: Well, I saild I'd have a drink with veci, but -
EUGENE: Mo buts. No buts. Tou caid you was lcnely, to0o.
You said that,
EDNL: 7¢ 1 only didn't have this feeling, Lugene. fLs AT
something bad was gonma happen. T TR
deeagreab-big.slidedulo.d hlack.plégpantryot

capdlontol -
EUGENE: That's crazy, hdna!l \le're gonna have the night of
our lives! We'll paint this towm 1like it's never
been painted. We'll have a lotta fun!  Clmon,

whaddya say?
EDH/: Okay, Eugene. 1 guess a little fun wen't kill me.

{MUSIC: ST AB_AND_UNDER)

-—-—---——.--.-......—-c——--—
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CHALPPELL:

-
The Big Story. Here 1s fmerica...its sound and its
furv...itz joy and its sorrow...as faithfully reported
by the men and women of the great ‘merican
newspapers.
(PLUSE, COLD LND FLAT) Ogden, Utah. From the pages

of the Standard- %ipiner....qhe story of a tatteoed
A R A AT A

blonde Tonight, to

&
flfred Gladwell of the Ogden Standard-Zxaminer,
for his expert reporting, hissdwswirctroretes.,

for his Big Story, goes the FELL MELL .WARD!

K- waucy

(OPENING COMMERCI.L)
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HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE :

CHAPPELL:

[IARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

HARRICE :
CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

ADTTAR .
LARTGRS

——— e =

BIG STCRY

OPZNIHG COMMERCIAL

F'?“u{*ﬁ;1h1 IZl
BEHIND)

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) == THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) ==
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

Guard agaiﬁst throat~scratehl {EFFECT)

Enjoy the smooth smoking of Tine tobaccos.

PELL (ZIL!S greater length of treditionally fine tobaecos travels
the smoke furthersess

Filters the smoke and makes it mild.

Puff by puff youlre always ahead when you smcke FSLL iELL. At

the first puff Polu HELL smoke is filtered furiher than that of anmy
other loading cizarette. lbreover, after & puifs, or 10, ar 15, or
17, PilL MELL etill sives you a longer, netvral filter of

rainst throat-scratch.

traditionally fine tobaccos - to guard &
Yes, PILL FRLLYS fine mellow tobaccos zive you a sroothness, pildness
and ssiisfaction no other cigarette offers you.

Donlt let throat-scrateh speil jyour gnokirz enjoyzent.

Guard against throat-scratehl

Enjoy smooth smolcingl

Ask for the lenzer, finer cigarette in the distinzuished red

package - PELL LELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES - "Oubotantinz I

=

And -~ they are mildl

= —

£
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(MySIC:

e e . — -

CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC;

e

NARR:

(MUSIC:

e -

EUGENE:

EDN.:

EUGENE:

L.

o M Y T e T e e e

Ogden, Utah - the story as it actually happened....
plfred Gladwell's story as he lived it...

4t an age vhen most men have long retired, yow,
Alfred Gladwell, are covering the police run for the

Opden Standard-Examiner., You've been reporter for

. forty rich, unforgettable years, ¢€Ver since you

came to Utah from your native England, As Elder
Statesman of the Fourth Estate - you're known to
your friends as nJudge" - Of course may be

partly due to the fact that you're alsoc a Justice of
the Peace, and in this capacity often act as
coroner. The arrangement is hard to beat. For,

as coroner, You are ecalled guickly teo the scene of
accidents, sutcides, and murders. !5 a reporter,
you write them up, But now, on this sultry fugust
evening, you have no knowledee of the story that
will soon be vours. The biggest story of all. nd
yet, at this very moment, in a sleazy 1ittle hotel,

the first chapter is being written,

— o

(DOOR OPENS3)
(VERY DRUNK) Here we arc, Edna. Cone on in,

(i LITTLE DRUNK) But, Eugene T don't think it's right

to -=

Wassa matter? I paid f£'this hotel room, din I? I

registered witha clerk.
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EDNA:

EUGEHNE:

EDNA:

EUGENZ=:

FDN..:

EUGENE:

FEDN/.:

EUGENE:

EDNL:
EUGENE:

EDUWAs

EUGEHE:

-5-

I know, but —--
(p0h SIS, UNDER)

Where clge Tou gonna get a bottle this time a
night? /21 2 Joints're closed. Here you just
gotta ring £'the hellboy.
But dentcha think we had enough, honev? Wa heen
goin all evening. Besgides, it's against the law
to buy liguor after hours. If they cateh us ---
Don' worry, Edna baby. I fixed that. TI'm waya
head of 'm. Dincha see - when I signed a register
I give'm a phony name.
11 the same, it's late, and I better go.
Lw, wassa rush? We got lotsa time. You ain’t
gonna let me down now, are ya, baby?
Well, all right, I'1l stay for a few minutes, but ---
/tta baby., You're a sweet kid, y'know that, Edna?
Protty blonde hair'n everything. I 1iked vou
tre minute I saw you.
T 1iked you, too, Iugene.
Different from the rest. I've sailed all over the
world, seen lottsa women. By
tlways trying a stick ya for somethin., But you're
different.
(% TOUCH OF MiUDLIN SELF-PITY) Tt ain't easy to
keep your chin up, though, sometimes. Life can be
pretty rotten,
Mever mind, you're sweet kid, Vhaddy say you

gimme a little kiss, huh?
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EDN/: I guess I don't mind,

EUGENE: (PAUSE FOR KISS) th - you're a sweel kid.

EDNA: Eugenc - could I -- could I ask you somethin?
EUGENE: Yhat? Wassa matter?

EDIA: Well, it's just that I - T been sorta down on my

luck, lately. Sickgﬁgndﬂﬁﬁtatﬂﬂ?k$ﬂanﬁ—ei&v——ﬁnd-nn¥.
T DehiRGeidwiieT e vand re=ywodd, 1 wondered 17
meybe you could -- lend me fifty bucks or so -

just for a little while,

EUGENE: Fifty bucks? That's a lotta dough.

EDH.L: - Only for a loan, Fugene. Honest,

EUGENE: (DOUBTFULLY) I don't know,

EDHE.s I'd pay it back as soon as I could,

EUGENL: Yeah, but I'm leavin here in a couple days. You

wouldnt know where to reach me. Besldes --

EDN.: (WITY QUICK PRIDE) Okay, forget it. Torget I asked
vou.

EUGENE: C'mom, Le's have another kiss, Huh?

EDNL: No. I have to go home.

EUGENE: Now, wait a minute, baby!

EDN:: Leave me aleone,

EUCGENE: Vhaddya, sore you didn't gst the dought?

EDN/.: It's not that, but I'm tired, and --

EUGERE: Atsa way ya work it, Huh? Put the bite on, the

sucker don't pay off you elear out,.

EDNA: Say, listen! Who do you think you'rc talking to!
EUGENE; Tryin a stick me..sjust 1like the rest of 'm!
EDNA: Well, of all the rotten crust! ---
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EUGENE: 5 bum, 'ats all ylare. . cheap, sneakin little....
EDN/A Taka your dirty hands off me!l
EUGENE: ....bun. Working a guy for drinks. Leadin him

on for a pay-off!

EDNfis (SHRILLY) Let me go!
EUGENE: Shut up, ya hear me?
EDN..: (EVEN LOUDER) No, T won'tl You filthy, drunken ---

(IL4ND IS SLAPPED OVER FER MOUTH)
{(MUFFLED SCRE!MS FROM EDJL. .+ .SCUFFLE)
EUGENE: I said shut up!l
{RENEWED STRUGGLE)
(WITH /. GRUNT OF PAIN) Seratch me, willya! 411
right, you asked for it!
(THRASHING OF 3CDIES. CH.IR OVERTURKNS)

EDN/.: (IN £ THROITLED VOICE)Y My throat -- 1 can't treathe --
you'lre -- choklng --
EUGENE: 1111 show ya, just like I chowed the rest! Tryin

a stick me! Trying a play me for a sucker! 1'11
show ya!
(MUSIC: ™ WITH [/ SERIES_OF MOUNTING. Sr¥LGE ST BS, TO.

——.-._-.-.-.-.—.———-_....—-—.——-— — - e et e ™ e

F/RSE CLINMAX) TEEN _SEGUE TO S0FT, KOR'ING THEME,

AT e A T et T R e, — ——— T i A e e

LARR: on clear mornings, dawn descends at Ogden, Utah,

of its flame-pink skirt d Steps of the

Rockles old, proud glance that fires the

»  But on this morning in lugust, you, L1fred
Gladwell, reporter, are impervious to such ‘sewerdan
peauty. In fact, you are fast asleep and glad of it

until the harsh sound of the telephone wakes you
rudely, at six M.
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GLADWELL: (SLEEPILY) Hello?%

CHIEF: (ON FILTER) Hello? Judge? Police Chief Balley.
GLADWELL: T'm ashemed to hear it. Do you know what time 1t is®
CHIEF: . Oh, you young fellas dqn't noed much sleep,

anyway. Lissen, Judge, I'm down at the Brunswlck
Hotel, You better come over right away.
GLADWELL: What's the metter, -- an eccident?
CHIEF: Vell, we just got here, and maybe it's a rash

guess, but from where 1 stand, it looks like murder;

(MyusIC: _ _ .. STING AND UNDER) A Ll b ﬁ( bt
NARR: Twenty minutes later yoyfwalk7into room Number 2, o /7

at the Brunswick Hotel, and into the ugliest mess
you have ever seen. Overturned tables end chairs.
Bedsheets ripped, and smeared with blood. [nd
on the floor, half in and half out of & clothes
closet, the body of a young, pretty woman, her
neck mottled with bruises. Then you see something
else. Something a 1ittle blzarre. The arms, legs,
and ankles of this woman are marked with vivid
tattoos! Police Chief Gus Baily glves you a
second to take it all in.

CHIEF: You're just in time, Judge. (GLADWELL: Hello, Chief)
Fella here is the night clerk., Mr. Schenk, Mr.
Gladwell. He's telling us how he found her, Go
cghead, Mr Schenk.
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SCHENK:

CHIEF:
SCEENK:

CHIEF:
SCHENK:

GLADWELL:
SCHENK:
CHIEF:

SCHENE:
GLADWELL:
SCHENK:

CHIEF:

GLADWELL:
CHIEF:
SCHENK:

-0~
Well, Chief, Tt"s like I said. Ouy had this room
checked out about an hour ago. Little while later
T come in to make it up fresh.
Why so soon?t
Bein near the depot, we get a lot of transient
business from the trailn crews, They come in early.
Okay, go ahead.
Well, when I walked in the room here, I seen her
right away. Then I called you,
Was she lving where she 1is now?
That's right, Mr. Gladwell, I didn't touch nothing.
Do you kKnow who this woman 1s? Have you ever seen
her before?
Mo, sir.
How about the man? _
Eim necither, But I saw him when he registerod last
night. Yesa® guy, aboutJh. Stocky with dark
hair. Medium heipht, Wearing a grey suitb,
1is hands seemed kinda big and weatherbeaton, I
remember that. He was pretty drunk, tco.
Ve already got that descripticn on the air, Judge.
Now, here's hls signature in the hotel register.
(READING) -# william Galeskl, 3uits, Montana,
Probably phony.
Yould there be &nything else, Chief?
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CHIEF:

SCHENK:
CHIEF:
DOCTCR:

GLADWELL:

DOCTOR:

GLADVELL:
DOCTOR:

CHIEF:
DOCTOR:

-10-
No, thanks, Mr. Schenk. But stay around the

hotel, Jjust in case,

(FADING} Certainly, certainly.

(UP) 1lley Doc. You finished with that examination?
(F,/DING IN) Just about., It's death by strangulation,
all right, Judging from the bruises, I'd say =a

rape or something was used to finish the job.

Looks like she took gquite a beating, first.

Guess she did, Judge. But she mey hzve dished out

a little, too.

Wrat do vou mean?

Bits of skin under the finger nails. Frotably
gcratched her assallant on the face.

How old would you say she was, Doc?

Jround 28 or 30, s to the time of dsztk, 1'd say

it wasn't long ago. Body is still worm,

N

RTHOT Q171439



S ~11-
GLADWELL: How about those tattoo markings?

DOCTOR: . Search me, 1I've never seen anything like that on a
woman in all my born days!

CHIEF: Not a scrap of identification, elther.

GLADWELL: They certainly tore this room up. Looks like a
bulldozer had been --- say, Chief, what's that under the
bureau, there?

CHIEFR: Huh? Where?

GLADWELL: {(FADING SLIGHTLY) Something white, B iazam e adivie i I
(PAUSE) Here, (FADING IN) Take a look at this.

CHIEP: What 1is 1t?
GLADWELL: Seems to be a plllow case.
CHIEF: Yeah. With knots in it. Whaddya think, Doc? The

mirder weapon?

DOCTOR: Could be.

GLADWELL: And look at those knots. If you ask me, they were tled
by & sallor of=wommeeheie,

e s
GLADWELL: I still know,a sgllor's knot when I see one. Don't
forget,uééﬁgééﬁﬁy, I was born &nd raised 1n a sea-faring

country. It could fit, too. Remember what the

night-clerk said? A stoeky man, wlth big, weatherbeaten

hands.

CHIEF: {SLOWLY) Yeah, he did say that! You know, Judge, maybe
you got something there!

sz _ answlbionn
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e NARRK:

SGT:
CHIZF:

S5GT:

GLADWELL:
3GT:

CHIEF:
5GT:

GLADWELL:

-12-
Maybe you have. But the lead in slim, nevertheless, and

for the moment there seems no way to follow it up. ©BSo

you go back to headquarters with Chief Bailey while he

sets the routlne wheels in metlon. Butte, Montana, is
asked to check on Willlam Galeski. 1In Ogden, a police
sereen 18 set up at reilroad and bus stations, and all
patrol cars are alerted. But you and Balley arc not very
confident. The Brunswick Hetel 1z too close to the
yailroad station and the Greyhound bus depot. Pwedebllal,,
T BERUPEE R ETCRE TS FT- PPECTRITE Ik Ftot MR L Fou WA lE Sk 35
okwewawd . And then, just when things appear gloomiest -

a break secmz to come.

(DOOR OPENS AND SHUTS, OFF)
(FADING IN) Chief --
Wrhat 1= it, Sgt.?

ot 2 man outside who fits the description!

Name 's Weber. We just plcked him up at Union 3tation.
Trying to leave the elty?

That's right, Judge. On the Los Angeles Challenger.
Train was just starting to leave the staticn, vwhen this
guy comes screechin up In 2 cab, jumps out, and runs
for the last car.

Grey suit? Medium helght? Dark --

Yes, sir, the whole worke. ind no a2libl fer the last
two days. Just rousting around the toun.

You don't happen to know if this Weber i1z 2 gallor, do

you, Sgt?
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! 8GT:

CHIEF:

(MUSIC:

CHIEF:

SCEENK ¢

CHIEF:
36T

CHIED:

-13-
He sure 1s, Judge. Merchant Marine. Had 2 unlon card

in hile pocket.
{TRIUMPHANTLY) Well, that oughta do 1t, boys.
411 we hafta do now 13 get the night-clerk down here to

identify him, and that'll wind it up:

A N i A T T ST e ST e e me

You sure you remember what this fella logked like, nowu,

Mr. Schenk? ,

”

A !

Certainly./nlf was only last night I zaw him.
Okay, Sgt. \Bring him in.
Yee, air.
(FOOTSTEPS, . STAY WITH. . DOOR OFZN)
411 right, Weber. Come on in. 3&And keep cuiet unless
you're epoken to.
(TWO PAIRS OF FOOTSTEPS. . DOOR AFUTS. . STEPS
CONTINUE BRIEFLY, THEN STOP)
Well, here he is.

(PAUSE)

| ,f
Lb%L(Whaddya gay, Mr., Schenk? Is thls the man, or ign't 1t?

S3CHENK:
GLATWELL:

SCHENK:
CHIEF:
SCHENK:

CRIE¥F:

(MUSIC:

(PLUSE)

No. This ain't the man.

{WITH DISBELIEF) Are you positive?

Absolutely, Mr. Gladwell. I weuldn't raks 2 mistake
about 2 thing like --

But the description fits him to a T! You :23id he was --
Whaddya want me to do, Chief? If he's not --
(DISGUSTEDLY) Okay. Okay. (PAUSE) (TEEW, DISCOURAGEDLY)

Well, Judge. You tell me! Where do we go from here?

(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)
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CHAPPELZ:
HARRICE:

GHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE

CHAPPELL:

HADRICE:

CHLPPELLE

HARRICE:

BIG STOXY

DDLE_COMIEFGTA bt KRR 1

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- ROAT-SCRATOH (EFFECT) --
PHROAT=SCRATCIH (EFFECT) ==

Guard against throat-scratchl (EFFECT)

Injoy tha smooth smoking of fine £0hascos.

PELL :ELL'S greeter length of traditionally fine tobaccos travels
the smoke furtheTaess

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Puff by puff you'lre always shead when you smoks Fill HELLe AY
the first puff PELL IELL smoke 1g filtered further than that of
any other leading cigarette. horeover, efte 5 puffa, or 10, or
15, or 17, FELL LD still mives you a DNZEry notural £ilter of
fine tobiecos - to gusrd gzainst throat-seratchs

For PELL 1ELLIS grester lensth travels the smoke further on its
way to your throat - filters it naturally tlyough FELL 1ELL'S
traditionally fine, mellow tobascos - zuerds against throat=scrateha
Yes, PELL LELLIS fine rellow tobzeces give you & snoothress,
mildness and satisfachion ma othar siparetie offers yous Guard
against throat-soratchl

Enjoy smeoth smokingl

hsk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguished red
peckage = PELL MELL FA¥OUS CIGAFEITES - ugutstardingl™

-

And - Lhey are mildl
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NARR:

LANDLORD:
GLADWELL:
LANDLORD:
GLADWELL:

-15-

Thie is Cy Harrice, refurning you to your narrator, and
the Big Story of Alfred Gladwell,..2s he lived it, and
wrote 1t,

It1s mid-afternoon, now, And the enigma of the tattoced
¢ hours. This

blonde has aged by the sum of elght,
questlicn of time concerns you, ARlfred Glad;ell. As &
reporter for the Ogden Standard-Examiner, you are raclng
o make 8 Bix otclock deadline with a decent story,
Trying with Chief Bailey,_to beat the headatart of an
unknown killer. Sudridmestmpientiur-May,; 45" you T3
yeurgelt L h =w~m»withm§§§hsame,_old,pn§h;§man Who
is the man who signed himself Willlam Galeskl? Where 1s

he now? And who was the pretty, blonde victim, marked

with tattoes? BlodkdFyedOlekaokmdfminb
you decide fo work on the girl's ildentlty. You wonder if

those gaudy designs on her skin have anything to de wilth
showbuﬂineaavMMAqxnanaﬁiﬁgpcircus, perhaps, or a night-
club act. With thils in mind, you begin a weary canvas of
theatrical boarding houses and cheap hotels, armed with a
morgue phote of the dead girl. You draw blank after blank,
But then, sconer than you'd hcped ---

Thetts her, all right! Edna Jansen,

One of your roomers, mister?

Yes, she was, Behind in her rent, too,

You say her name was Edna Jansen? I wonder 1f there are
any papers in her room that would make identification

posltive,
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_ LANDLORD:

GLADWELL:

{MUSIC:

GLADWELL:

CHIEP:

GLADWELL:
CHIEP:

GLADWELL:

CHIEF:

GLADWELL:
CLIEF:

—16-
Maybe there are. But I'm not giving them to any snoopling

reporterl
In that case, my friend, perhaps you'd better glve them

fid, J A/
tq\the coroner,

{FADING IN) and herets her driving license,

- naN

Chief., With a photegraph attached.

Edna Jansen, Seattle, Washington. That checks with the
rest of the papers.

stranded here with a carnival, about six months ago.
Well, that settles that, Judge. At least we know who she
1s.

Yes, but 1t's a blind alley, otherwise. I don't see
anything in what welve learned that could lead us to
the killer,

No. I don't get 1t! 1Itts beyond me! Here we got an
eye-witness description of the guy, a geven-state alarm
out, a thorough screening on all the depots, and we can't
ever, trace him cut of the clty!
Perhaps he never left,
Maybe o, but still, you'd think ---

{PHONE RINGS.....RECEIVER IS LIPTED}
Chief Bailey.....Oh, uh-huh.,..,.Nothing, huh? Well, I'm
not surﬁ?ffffBIG),Eggg! .....0kay, thanks a lot.

(HANGS UP)
That was Butte, Montana. Therels no Galeski up there,
So I guess the name was a phony, like we thought, But
\erEtEUYHETPAYS0PM  Two wonths ago, 1in Butte, a man who

£1ts the same description was charged with assult and

attempted strangulation!
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GLADWELL:
CHIEF:
GLADWELL:
CHIEF:

GLADWELL:

CHIEF:

GLADWELL:

-17-
{4 BEAT) Of a girl?

Correct.

Sounds 1like a habit. What was the man'a name?

They don't know it, they never caught him, And the girl
didn't know, either - sald he was a perfect stranger
picked her up in a bar.

(VERY SLOWLY) Chief, there's something in this story
that mekes me feel a little sick. If youtre thinking what
I'm thinking =---

(GRIMLY) I am, (PAUSE) (THEN, LOW AND TENSE) And
there's no telling how many other girls -- in how many
other ¢itles - he --- (TRAILS OFF)

(QUIETLY)} We cantt fumble it, Chilef, Welve got to get
him, And welve got to get him quickly ;;;paﬁoro—iih--

GIRL:
GLADWELL:
GIRL:

Then, because deadlines are deadlines, Bo—metber WAL

O PP BN RS-y ouInLESR, you leave Chlef Balley's offlce
and go back to the newspaper to write your story. There
isntt much to put in it, Not even a plcture of the
wanted man, But you do what you can, You include the
night-clerk's description of the man, and the usual
request for information concerning his where-abouts. And
even the next morning, when a girl appears at the offlce,
asking to see you, even then you are doubtful,

I'm sure 1t was him, Mr, Gladwell.

(DOUBTFULLY) Well, itt's possible, of course,

Right on Twenty-fifth Street, He locked just like you

said.
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CHIEF:
GLADWELL:
CHIEF:

CHIEF:

SERGEANT:

CHIEF:

GLADWELL:
CHIEF:

SGT:

~20-
(FEW RAPID FOOTSTEPS, STAY WITH)

A grey suit!
(ON) 4And spotted with bleod stains!
Now we'tre beginning to get somewherel

e AL T mm wn v o mm mms wm e ) e e it s e e

Euggne Traslk. Pocatello, Idaho, You wonder if, once
again, your search will end 1in the blind glley of &
phony name, But Pocatello is notifled, and a short
time later gets back to Chlel Bailey with the best
news so far. There 1s a Eugene Trask, and his
description fits! Alsc, he has been a merchant
seawan. Now the manhunt 18 on with a vengeancel
(INTO PHONE) Sgt, get the complete description of
Tpask off the teletype and broadecast 1t to all cars
rlght away,
{ON PILTER) Yes, Bi?. Mug photos willl be in on the
next plane./’zt‘*‘-'“-’ 12%5;3'{:?{2;
{(TO GLADWELL} The way I f{gpre i%, Judge, your article
scared him cuta the'%ﬂégzzhotel, and hetll be tryin for
a getaway,
Letts hope so.
Welre checlrin all hotels and rooming houses, though,
in case he decides to hele up again,

(DOOR OPENS, OFF)
{FADING IN) Chief, the Green Strip Cab Co. Just called

to report a stolen taxl,
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CHIEF:

S5GT
GLADWELL:

5GT:

-21- '
Can't be bothered with that now, Sgt. Tell them we'fll

send o man down later.

Yes, sir, /
Wait o minute.;/'When was the cab stolen, and where?

Downtown areé. Less than an hour ago.

GET“C){ g/ Wwhy do ya wanna know that, Judge?

GLADWELL'-

CHIEF:

(MUSIC:

SGT:

{(MusIc:

VOICE:

{MUsIC:

SGT:

Just a little hunch, that¥s a11/1 If you wanted to get
out of the eity, and there was no other way, you might
steal a car to do it. Any car. Even 1f it had to be

a taxlcab.

(A BEAT)} Sgt, get the 1icense number of that cab on the
air, lmmediately. Alert 2ll highway patrols and traffic
police., I'm buying your hunch, Judge. Let's see if 1t
pays off!

SonEwarmRRF Attentlion all cars. De on the lookout for
a Green Stripe cab, licenge number 0-1639J. Believed to
have been stolen by Eugene 7rask. This wan is dangerous

At (_,,
and may be ety Approach with caution,

(oN FILTER} Car 31 reporting. Ccbeserved 2 Green Stripe
cab on Route 16, about ten minutes pefore recelpt of your
message, 1t Was neaded south for Salt Lake ¢ity. Repeat
7t was headed south for Salt Lake Clty. OCver.

Chief, the Salt Lake pollece say the cab apprcached thelr
end of the highway, but spotted the police cars and
turned back. It's speeding nortn again, on Route 16,

They have a car 1n pursult,
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_ CHIEF:

GLADWELL:

CHIEF:

-20-
All right, Sgt, Call cars thirty one, two, and three.

Tell them to throw up & road block at the junction of
Route 16 and the cut-off,

Cf course, we're atill not sure the man ig Trask.
Wetll soon find ou%?"”ég;e on, Waees letfs get down
to that road block! At the rate hels travellng, he

should be there in Tlfteen minutes!

\
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CHIEF:

EUGENE:

GLADWELL:
EUGERE:
GLADWELL:
EUGENE:

CHIEF:
EUGENE:
CHIEF:

EUGENE:
CHIEF:
EUGENE:
CHIEF:

EUGENE:
CHIEF:

FUGENE:

Lotupeyse.- . hey, walt a minute, what's this gotta do
with me takin' a cab? Why'all these questlons?

It isn't Just the cab, a6t8, There's a few other things.
Such as what?

Such as a grey suit, with bleod stains on it.

(A BEAT) So I - I got 1i% and - and had a hassle with

some guy, and he gimme a nosebleed. Is that 2z erime?

Well, it is. I'm telllin' ya!
We'll £find out. Where did; ve this fight? What
bar?

I - I dunno. was too drunk o ---

Who was the other guy?

TG0t eniovr ~thebed-bhe T - - =

Now, llsten, Trask. You tell the truth, you got nothing
to worry about. But when you start to lle, we figure
you're covering up - and that ain't so ---

I'm not lyin!

First thing we get back to town,; the night clerk from

the Brunswick Hotel 1s gonne 1look at you hard. He
remembers littie things. Size of your hands, sound

of your volce, eyes, halr, all those things. He
rerembers good. (PAUSE) Ever been in the Brunswlck Hotel,
Trask®

I don't know. I been in lotsa places. Hight here,

night there., Maybe I was, I don't know.
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. CHIEF:
EUGENE:

CHIEF:
EUGENE:
CHIEF:
EUGENE:
CHIER:
EUGENE:

CHIEF:

EUGENE:

GLADWELL:

202
Ever pregister there as Willlam Galeski?
luh? Well, I - I den't remember. Maybe if I had a load
on, once, but --
Ever know a girl named Edna Jansen?
Oh, no. No, I'm sure of that. I never knew no one by ---
A blond, westierr™ With tatoos on her?
Oh, no. I'd be certain to recall that.
The night clerk remembers a glrl.
Well - all right, maybe there was a glrl with me, okay,
but that don't prove ---
He remembers she was tatooed.
Say, what is this? What are you guys tryin' to pull?
Tryin' to Jam me up, here - make me say things that -
listen, I - I know my rights, I don't hafta talk, and

I éﬁp't gogna. I'm not sayin' no morel
s

S Bon*ewubmﬁm¢=%mzn The trall you left will speak for

itself.
UP_TQ CURTAINI

In Just a moment we will read you a telegram from
Alfred Gladwell of the Ogden Utah Standard Examiner with
the flnal outcome of tonlght's BIG STORY.

{ CLOSING COMMERCIAL)
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BIG STORY

GLOSING COMMERCIAL YR
QmsIc: _ _ . BEHIED)

HARRICE: THROAT-SCRATCH (ZFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --

TUROAT-SCRATCH  (EFFECT) --

CHAPPELL: Guerd against throat-seratchl (EFFECT)
HARGICE: mnjoy the smooth smoking of fire tobaccos.
CHAPPELL: FELL FILL'S grenter leneth of traditionally finc tobaccos

trevels the smoke further...,.

HARKICE: Filters the smoke and mekes it mild,
CHAPPELL: Paff by pulf you're alweys ahead when you smoke IZLL MILL, &%

the first puff PELL MELDL ameke is Tiltered furtier thon that

of any einer leading cigarette, Moreover, aftzr 5 puffs, cr 10,

or 1%, or 17, FEL. MELL 84211 wives you & longer, netural filter
of twadiiionally fire fobaccos - to puard arainst shroat-scratch.
Yag, PELL MELL'S fine wollow tolaccos give you 8 znoothngss,

mildness znd pptisfacticn no other cigerette offers you,

HAICE: So don't let threat-serateh spoil your smoxing erjoyment.
CHAPPELL: Guard ageinst throsi-scratch!

HARHICE: Enioy srpgth smoking!

CHarPELL: Ask for the longer, f[iner cigarette in the distirguished red

peckage - PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARRETTES - "Outstancine!™

JACRICE: ind - fnev are pild!

—_ P

;
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CHAPPELL:

- GLADWELL:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

-27-

—_IAG)_

Now we read you the telegram from Alfred Gladwell of

the Ogden Standard Examlner,

Despite his earller denials p-indep—oondiant-guesilonlng,
killer in tonight's BIG STORY finally broke down and
made a full confession. He was prompily tried by an
unhesitant jury and convicted, He was sentenced to
forty years in the Utah State Prison. My sincerest
thanks for tonight's PELL MELL AWARD.

Thank you, Mr. Gladwell ... the makers of PELL MELL
FAMOUS CIGARETTES are proud to present you the PELL MELL
$500 Award for notable service in the field of
Journallsm,

Listen again next week, same time, same station, when
PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES will present another BIG
STORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the Butte
Montana Daily Post. By-line, John Kamps. A BIG STORY
about a reporter who found all the evidence of murder...
gxcept for the victims.

THEME WIPE _AND FADE TO_BG ON_CUE)
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" CHAPPELL!

&

CHAPPELL:

mm/hr/eg
8/52 50 pm

_20.

THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
musiec by Viadimir Selinsky. Tonight's program wWas
adapted by Bruce Staudeyrman from an actual gtory from
the front pages of the Ogden yUtah Standard Examiner.
veur narrator was Bob Sloan, and Horace Braham played
the part of Alfred Gladwell. In order %o protect the
names of people actually involved in tonight's authentlc
BIG STORY, the names of all characters in the -
drematization were changed with the exception of the
reporter, Mr, Gladwell.

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

THIS IS NBC,..THE NATIONAL BRCADCASTING COMPANY.
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY

PROGRAM _#182
CAST

NARRATOR BOB STOANE
MOTHER AGNES YOURG
NAOMI AMZIT STRICKLAND
JOHW GEORGE PETRIE
JOK GWEN JORDAN
FOREMAT OWEN JORDAN
LARKIN JOE DE SANTIR
TENANT JOE DE SANTIS
JULGE BILL GRIFFIS
JORIB ' BILL CGRIFFIS

YEDNESDAY , SEPTFIRER 20, 19570
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10:00 )- io:?o %’M SEPTEMBER 20, 1990 WEDNESDAY.

(John Kamps: Bubte {Montana) Dally Fost)

ANNCR: PELL MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present ... THE BIG STORY!
{MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARF)
JOE: (HRIPIRG—&-LEPPER;~FZRED,-LONELY) (QUIET) Dearest

Mother; I don't know what's the matter with me, but
i .
these d&ys 1 can't sleep. ~F--just-kind- of--lle-in~the--
SHarp-gperesd-onewof-thege-stity-mysterIes. I miss you
¢o mugh, I really need you, mother, I guess 1t's because

I'm a 11ttle woreried about the things I did.

(MUSICy _. _. _ORFE EPY, BUILDING HORROR, UNDER ... _WHICE GOES _AFTER_THE
SECONI-_OR THIRD LINE)
| R Y
MOTHER: (ABOUT 60, SWEET, CFNTLE, RLASSUHING) Dearest H

Don't worry, my darling, and never givc a thought to
Lavepne or Olsen, and certainly not tc Walker or the
otheps. Keu-vememeT What-We—gid-aRd-—kow—rWe-dEd -ty
my~dwam.  We did such a good job that I know nebody cén
ever say a thing ageinst you, what you did. (HORROR JI
F‘R VOICE, WITH SOOTHING) So sleep, my darling, slvci.
G e el S '

Flidjelneou..s00n, Your loving mother,

{MUSIC: _ _ _RIVE, TN HORROR, THHMN_TJEDERY

CHAPFELL: Th~ Big Story. Herc is [merice, its scund and 1its fury,
1%s joy &nd 1ts zorpow s aithafully reperted by the men
and women of the zreat Aperican newspapers. DButte,
tiortans. From the pages of the Duite Daily Post comes &
story so terrifying that not onec-tenth of what actually

hapoencd ever hroke into print; b—sfori-oi-Rbeetute~utt—

~frad For his work, to John Kamps, for his
Big Story, goes the PELL MELL AWARD,

{(MUSIC: RAPAREY
(OPENING COMMERGIAL)

ARTHOT Q1714

‘.’!
T



" —— e e e

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICT:
CHAFPPELLt

HARRICE:
CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAFPELL:

AARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #1082

OPENING COMMERCIAL

P A

PHAOLT-SCLATCH (EFFECT) -- THRCAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
THR0AT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

Grard egainst throat-serateh! (BFIICT)
Enjoy the smooth smoking of fine tobhaceos,

PELL iLL'S greater length of traditicnelly fine

tobaccos travels the smoke further..,.

Filters the smoke and makes it mild,

Fuf? by psuff you're always ahead when you smoke PabLl 1L
At the first puff PSLL MELL smoke is filtsrsed further
thin that of any other leading eigarette, I‘oreover,
alter 5 nuffs, or 10, or 1%, or 17, P:iLi LELL still
gives you s longer, natural filter of traditionally fine
tcbaceos - to zuard against throst-serazich, Yes, PELL
LILL'S fine mellow tobaccos give you a sacothness,
pildness and satisfaction no other cigarette offers you,
Dentt let throat-scratch spoil your sncking enjoyment.
Guard zgainst throat-scerateh!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

hslt for the longer, finer cigarette in th=s distinguished
rzd package - PELL MELL FAHOUS CIGARLTTIS -~ "Qutstandin-!

And - thev are nild!

ity A - a—
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(MUSIC: _ _ _THFME_AND_UNDER)
CHAPPELL: Butte, Montana. The story as it actually happened,

John Kemps story as he lived 1it,

(MUSIC: _ _ _COMPARITIVELY PLEASANT, THEN UNDER)
(BELETT?E“M&GHT*E*RE@TSTER374¥&Eﬁ»FﬁDES“UNBBR)
NARR: In its precise, staccato way the teletype machine gtched

the first words of the story. You held the yellow sheet
of paper in your hend, John Kamps, reporter of the Butte
Daily Fost and vaited as the full facts unfolded,.

The first words veret: —=

JOHU: Seattle police today arrested sullen-faced Paul Johnson,
age; 35, and Mprs. Ethel Tompkins, age 65, 2 gentle,
moﬁherly woman, on charges of auto thefi. Speaking in
her soft, womanly tones, Mrs. Tompkins declared she
knew nothing about it. Johnson, found drlving the car
pelonging to I. Irving Sirms, said he haz curchased
the car from Simms two days previoudﬁ1 SimTs COmeN o,

AR e T e R Ra e bR M ATy lend-a e checked in

aw‘pSeattle three days age cn route to Manilé -and-Lhs.,
PHTITTITE~ T amds . Authorities were uneble to locate
Simms.

{MysIc: _ _ .THE_ECHQ OF HORROR TN A SOLO_TNSERUMEWT, ®ZREARS THE
YIQLIN, (THIS_TQ BE PUILT_INTQ THE FULL_HORROR THIME
LATER,) UNDFR....)

NARR! No bells rang in your head, John Kamps. (Ysuflneat,
precise accurate reporter, who disliked holes in stories
and loose ends.) Nothing jJumped into place then. Only
on the re-reading, after the story was in print (youy

wrote 1t) did the werds race before your eyes.
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JOHN: (SAME) Johnsonm, a grim-faced, sullen faced manj Mrs.
Tompkins, elderly, gentle, motherly

(MUSIC: _ _ _THEME_ATTENUATED A BIT)

NARR: And you found yourself propelled, at the moment almost
by sheer intuition; into the office of Pelice
Tdentification Chief Teddy Larkin (2 man on the job 30
years, a mah with the most fantastic memory in Butte ~-
probably in the whole State of Montana.)

JORN: Did you sce thisﬁfmgg( ?

LARKIN: (WLY AHEAD OF HIM) I thought one of you gurs would be

over here soon.

JOEN: Ssullen faced, stony guy and a sveet, gentle, old lady.
Sormething's floating around in my head. F IS,

weiiBre—tiea s but-en-iden

LARKIN: (SMILING) Aud you want me to tell you & siory.
JOHI That's it. What's the story? WEt—Shersd
LARKIN: Joe Capton end Shoe Box Sadie, {LEANING BACK IN HIS

CHAIR, HE LOVES THIS) Well, they calied her Shoe Box
Sadie on account of she always carried & shoe box around
when she went shop~1ifting in department suores. And
ste was so sweat that once one of our boys belped her
scross a busy traffic intersection.

JOHK 3 ¥hat sbout "sullen face" -- her son?

LARKIN: How Joseph, that was a boy! It started 1z rears ago
vhen Joseph offered to drive a girl nemed Laverne
voorhees from Rubte to Anaconda. Anaconda's 22 miles

', ek BTl
avay., He called himself Joe nd the deal was &

picce of property this Laverne was supposed to buy in

Anaconda. {MORE)
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MOTHER:

LARKTIMN:

MOTHFER:

LARKIN:
MOTHER :

JOE:

LARKIN:

JOE*

5 .
That's the last anFeedy--ever—heargof-Hre=—"TiE 1250
dpdyre anybody we know ever saw her allve on earth, 'Til
I stumbled on Sadie (Mrs. Carton,) sitiing in a hotel
room in Anaconda. (FADE)
{SURPRISED, SHOCKED) Where did I get the clothes?
Joseph gave them Lo me.
They don't F1t you and you know it. And 2ll that
jowelry, that fur cape. It belongs (it just so happens)
to a lady by the name of Laverne Veoorhees. Where did
you get 147
I told you. Jogeph gave them to me. He gives me
presents all the time. & 1=
Ythere 1s heo?
He happens to be sleeping in the next roor.

(DOOR OPENS, JOE ENTERS)
(cooLY) I'm not slecplng, Mother. (QFFAE'Y) Can I
tiely you, sir?
Yeah, you can help me. You can get your goat on and
come dowr te headguarters with re and stop Ifooling
around.
If it's obout Laverme Voorhees, I'm afrcid I con't help
you. (SMILING) You see, your office callsd me once
nlready. wWell, T mean, after all, there’s ro tody, is
there? There's no proof of murder whotsocver, 1s

Crnld
there? Yousmight. look mighty foolish.

And thet closed the case of the Cartons ond Loverne

Voorhees,
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LARKIN: Oh, we hunted around four, five weeks and found nothing..
He said she sold the stuff to him and ve could never prov
prove otherwise,

som: T GHETR0a ne took 1ike? Wmat aic she look lize?

R = ket look e

LARKIN: Just like vou put it in the paper. One of them stony=
faced guys with a phoney kind of smile fixed on 1t all
the time. And her -- grey hair, knittéa{ crocheting ==
his Mamz, v

JOHN Could this be the same two up in Seattbtle?

LARKIN: (FRIEKDLY) You didn't forget about Olgen, 4id you?
Willie Olsen, worked in a lime cuarry.

Disappeared. Joe Carton tried %o cash & check of Dlsen's
for $800, - I picked him up. ({ait)

JOE: You made a mistake once before - Mr. Laxkin -- about a
yegr ago. WYhat was her name. Laverne cr scmething?

LARKIN: ut your eoat on.

JOE 3 There was no proof of murder -- no hody. —=—denti—bthinlk..
msorprotrted,.  Bubt 1f you insist on meking & Tcol of
yvourself, over this OlseQ,I’ll go with you.

{MUSICL _ _ _AGAIN, QUT) N

JOHN: Arain nothing eh? But ﬁﬁgﬂfa minute. “here was a third
1i:e this, wasn't there?

TARKIN: Your memory is coming back. A fecllow nzme cf Walker.
Hzonened in Pocatello, Ideho -= just across <he Montana
border.

JOEN: Sure, I remember. Some belongings of this guy walke;z

found in their hotel room. And the same -- "You won't

£ind the body, he sold me the belongings.”
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LARKIN: That's the way it was. And no body was found this %ime

either No prool of murder.

JOHN: Look, why don't we call the Seattle police and tell them

. 211 this?

LARKIN: Cz“{ Joris up there, Beabble—pwirte; he's a pal of wmine.
Ve went to the Federal school together. I already called
nim.

JOHN & And --%

LARKIN: He thinks ilike you and me. -Shat—the—febrow-gavehls ieme ™
«uw?aui»ﬁohnson“&mfﬂﬂﬁrﬂﬁﬂy~g&ve4uﬂu4aaaqaawm;gAuEEEEkw
Tometetriz.  They’re the Cartons: mother and son.

JOHN: Vhat are they walting for?

LARKIN:- (GRIMLY) Same thing we've waiting fori zroof.

JOHN: Well, I'm golng up there,

LARKIN: Thet's what's nice about being & reporter. Meywdagobo.

pooaemr%;b;;here* Can't move, can’t leave, Jurlsdiction
otcetera. T wish I ecould go with you.

{mUsIc: _ . _IN MOVEMENT, UNDFR)

NARR: Yeou fly to Seattle. And you sit through She tria 1 of

two people now known by their real names &s -~

JUDGE 3 TLet the defendants Joseph Carton and Mre. Imily Certon
rise,
WARR! You hope and prgy that maybe somehow Police Chier Jorls

fp B . .
and the D A DBead seved up the loose ends srnd the Judge

H&S going to put 1t %o them now.
5szu0 ~
JIDGE You have been chapzed and founqﬂg %1t‘ /ad rcen}

’rk, mgCLA-CA_ C&f}c M%Aﬂﬁd ‘L GJ"J"} “€’“l "?T-"‘
thaskheftpof &n automobile biloqgiéﬁ tg onz I. Irving
& Atohne
Simms. Unfortunately, the Erf, has been ﬁkable to locate

the person or the body ot I, Irving simms, Consequently,

it becomes my taslk to sentence you.
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NARR: (SPEAKING J,Hq's THOUGHTSY It won't be good, it won't
. I HWM-"]A -
be enough.JxNot for These two.
JUDGE : I therefore sentence you, Emily Carton, to the State
Penitentiary for a perlod of not less than five and not

more than elght years.

NARR: (BAME) Not enough. Not nearly enough, fom—Feu—Joimr™
BT
JULGE ¢ And you, Joaeph Carton; in view of your reccerd —— 12

previous arrests: £Re0G Aoyt oratot M TR TUTICY jum
Htahi.assull. and batteny.-Oklahona. and_nine ofher dswérrved
wince onimes -~ T sentence you as an habitval eriminal o
—end—fenmti—offendersto spend the rest of your natural
1ife in the State Penitentiary at Walla Valla.
(MUSIC: . _IN WITH....)
NARR: Good, better -- but not enough. Not nearly enough. And
the thoughts spill over in your mind &s you sit there
in the Court Room and wateh the two of them taken out.
The one & grey halred "gentle mother." The cther, a
rock-faced man,
JOH: AS¥-FPETER Okay. Maybe one person could have
disappeared and these two gotten vicked vp In connaction
with robbery of that person. Haybe that could happen,
that kind of coincidence. But four, four pcople to
vanish off the face of the earth -- that's nc coincidence.
NARR: Your hands grip the sides of your chair as & Tierce,
irrational determination grips you, John Xarts, reporter -

And you say what's in the minds of the Judge, Pollce Chief
cf Seattle, the Chiefy in three other States =<
JOHIE Only one thing is going to satisfy me. ToO get them and to

getb them on the guadruple murder.

{MusIC: _ _UP TO_TAG_THE_ACT)
(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL}
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MUSIC:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL

CIAPFELL:

EARRICE:

TIiE BIG STORY
PROGRAH ;8182

KIDDLY CCLEERCTAL

(BZHIHD)
$H0047-SCRATCH (LBPFECT) -~ THROAT-SCRAECH (UFFECT) -~
THROAT-SCRATCE (EFFBCT) -~

Guard szainst throat-serateh! (EFFECY)

zZr.joy tne smooth gmoking of fine tebacess.,

FFLL Will'u greater lengtn of traditiorally [ine
tobacsos tohuvels the smoke further....

Filters the smoke end mekes it mild.

Daff by puft you're always zheed when youn smole PELL
}TILL. At the first nuff PELL MPLL smoxe is filtered
serther than that of any other leadins cigarette.
pmresver, after 5 »ufls, or 10, or 13, ¢x 17, Jull MELL
23i1% pives you & loage>r, notural il

tobaceos - to guard ugcinst throzt-zcra

Far POLL ROGLL'S grester lenetn travels tha smoke furtihe

o itz way to your throat - filtery it natarally
tnrouzh PuLL FOLL'S traditionally fine, mellow
sohecens - guards against throai-seroiclh,

i ==

Yee, POLL HILL'S fine mellow tobageos £ive you A

speozhmess, mildness and satisfecetion ne ovher

ot
t
n
¢)
s
D
o+
2
jn

cipamotte offers you. Cuapd zgalnst Throal

Oriey grcoth smoking!

ask For tho longer, finer cigaretie in ihe distinguish

- PELL MALL #A:0HS CIGAROTTES -
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(MysIc: _ _INTROLUGTION AND UNDER)

HARRICE:

NARR:

TARKIN:

JOEL:

LARKIN:

This is Cy Harriee returning you to your Ifarrator and
the Big Story of John Kamps, as he lived it and wrote

it.

cQhere-—aTTYSTE ttosies too norrible for the TMunman ML

e 9 Eat/ikere are -=eme times vhen plain facts -~
Qe T BT TEPETE e ~- lead one to the =eesCATAD T

conclusion. Thatls where you are, John Xemps, reporter -

a...n&?-’-‘,—g;r““i:“, eracenretemrh, trving to nrove that

1L g

the cdisappearance of four people (two 1n icniana, one In
Tdaho, one in Seattle) were not coincldences but the
result of what can only be called a diaboliz scheme,

(SUPATGLENT ) rw e ks 00 L gond BT e BEL: that great, :henomquéﬁ

-

mitgl of ¥yours working. P
.J".‘
I told ¥ ou all I I{D.OW; e -

Okay, you told me all you know. Ngﬁfféll & SOmME more.

His make-up, character, twitqpeﬁjxwhatever inere was

4"‘ *

cbout him. :
e
T told you. He was.eld. And when he wozlin't tell

you neothing, hg#ﬁ%uldn‘t tell you.
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(MUsIC: 3N :i%r_mmm AND w (e ey
NARR: QL‘T ¢ Butte records there was & gir he-was engaged to.

A girl named Naomi apnd she never got over hlm.

NAOMI: (MYSTERICAL STILL IN THE MEMORY) When I think I nearly
married him, I nearly went away with him, I --

JOHN ¢ Take 1t easy, misz.

NAOMI : Pwo days before we were going to get merrleé he brought me
this big sultcase with 811 the ciothes 1n 1%, most of theum
new. A4nd I tock them out. They Were peautiul., All
kinds of organdy and silk and there was one satin pair
of lounging pejamas, Wy gize. I nearly trisc it on when --

JOHI What?

WNAOMI = The whole back, the whole baeck -- stained. Slood, And

I nearly had it on, I nearly had that on of body

~FCHI™ SRetEwEE 1L 4

HAQMI : Laqsrne voorhees,
,.f
the clothe for a present.

),hers. and I ncérly had it

WARR: 4 confirmation of what Tdentification OfficsT Larkin had
said -- and & little more. A 1ittle more ca tae
ghoulish slde, but a 11ttle fuller. Then = vislt to the
house they 1ived 1n in Ansconda, a blg cCEEeEr town. A
house about a mile from the glant smelter warks. The
occupant of the house had moved in when the cayptons had
moved out and had lived there ever since.

JOHN: Did you find anything in the house?
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TENANT :

JOHN
TENANT:

JOHN:
TENANT :

JOHN:

TENANT:

JOHN:

THEANT :

-1z~

No. Matter of fact, they were very Vvery neat people.

Hou knou., T 130 move it g file reo bher. 06 0D 1e. A0dboydra o

st ®ET DLt thls"pIEﬁE“?E?“TTkE"“"Wimmsuufahe"f“mean?
There was nothling then that you can rewenber?

listen, even the paper on the shelves (FOU KOOy WRO e
WP ERE TR TR BT ) 1ike nev. Very considerats
people. And they kept the house in good repzlr too.

What is there, one [loor above?

Yesh, a flocr, and attic and & basement. (SNAPS FINGERS)
Hey,, you know something? In the basement there weas

this - melOUKNOW . HRELE . the-FURIACE 1 8. A b o —
Bhanahororwaiew section kind of walled up. I thought
meybe i1t was a storage biﬁ era—gerhroom or something

1ike that. Well, I broke 1t in because I wvented to make
a play room for the kids, Tan't it funny I snould ferget
that?

Forget what?

Q?“““‘égrk"ﬁi
I gless 1t was copper, oOpper

There was all this ety ral
plate or somsthing. Thick, about a haelf an inch. Bent

and out of shape. Sememef~iimwey=TtTELEd.

Cernte :
Did it form anything, Semyou tell? Any shape out of it
you remember?
Aln't thet funny! You know, my wife scaid the same thing.
She sald, "If it wasn't busted on the side"” {it was
busted on the side mear the wall) -- you know what she

saig? (PAUSE) It was like a bathtub.

.._H.I_TS ’ ....R‘&C ..E..S..L. LINP.EE S .'..)
'/ g gt . 9
Ayhe ‘s the foreman of this plantd” ¢§
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FOREMAN:

IO

wORTIAN

JOHN ¢

FOREMAN:

JCHN:

FOREMAN:

JQHN:

FOREMAN:

JOHN:

_.13-

I'm the foremen. What do you want?

s v ORI ek eE50 yuu%me»ﬁke‘w

eI
reporter from thgy@utbeﬁnﬂfiy Fost. You been here a

et Land
R Spme

Aangsting?

~SIMTETCIEYoUL LT it -~ 31 VEars .
Good, ¥ sk PPAD
-~ do you sell --
private cltizens.

No, &11 our stuff is contract. i T S A Y T e
Lehetlt A
G rightesrMapbacyon canfrenember dhdewthes. Did anybody

ol s

copper plate to people? I mean

steal any of the copper blate, oh, quite e while back ---
the half-inch plate and maybe, some curved sections. The
kind maybe you could make %qtub out of,

‘Walt & minute, walt & mioute. Sure =-- about 22,24 sheets

of copper plate got stolww

R winQDIY“fﬁﬁ%gry we ever had over there It was
iR .-,-.;-.-» #£.0
g were-@EHE PAFBUgh. Yes, you know somethin

o

funny? We lost four, five gallons of wkiiduad acid same
time.
Whatlethat? <3¢b;ﬁt3 coene 1

ln o

ot
« A good thing to stay away from. We usqﬂ it for etching

deep cute in the metal. If you put & finger in stuff

1ike thet --

Now why didn't I think of that befcre!

Now you go back to the paper, John Kamps. No rush rush,
hurry up. No "listen to me, Mr. Editor, I got a terrific
story" -- but a gulet kind of assurance growlng out of the
recognition of something almost too hldeous to be put into

words. And then a trip to Seattls.
: (MORE)
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NARRY And the Police Chlef therg Jorls, & very smart, very gqulet
(GONTE) very alert and interested police officer indeed, says -~
JORIG: I think yvou added it up: two and two an¢ got a nlce four.
JOHN : That's what they did. They wmust have done 1t. e v

whavacdone TSI TIRe~ivks .  Four people don't vanlsh

of f the face of the earth.
JORIS: Let'!'s not get carrled eway, huh? We got scuething good,
but I know those two cookles and we got nothing 1f ve'lre

waiting for them to help us.

JOHN : There's atill a five thousandﬁrewgié out, lsn't there, from
the Simms famlly for whosver flnds the pody?

JORIS: {TIRED) I've beon playing that angls -- oh, four wonths
now. (EVEN MORE TIRED) RElue—bheusand poraidad il

wm.iu,aﬂ-m.u-ﬁ:“’wm' .
informetion on.the-WhHereabouts of the body or person

L

ﬁfﬁha;iénmnﬁQMSfmmsv
JCHN : leXHe won't break éown I know. How about her? Aaything

therag?
JORIS: Yesh -- & nice, sweet, grey-halred olo mother type.
JOHN: I know what you megn. How old is she?
JORIS: About -- sixty-elght.
JOHN: Look, a wild chance -- I know it, but someiaes when giégﬁuzc’

get to bs 6B, goling on 3 £coOré and 10 --

JCRIS: Yeeh, they want to wake peace Wwith thelr Maker -- most of
them. (THEN THE IDEA 3TRIKES HIM FROM ANOTEER ANGLE)
vou foel like talking to her? You feel like sitting in &
room with a oice old dame done what she did?

JOEN: Indeed I would Chief - Indsed I would.

(MUBIC: UP AND INTO SCENE. . . . )

ATHKOT 0171469



..15..

JOHN : Yau see, Mrs. Carton, my paper feelzs this way. There's so
much hatred in the world, so much fear, eSO T
4xm;_4JAaoabeen*ﬂﬁTﬂg“ﬁ*ﬁﬁ?Tgﬁmrﬁrwaimoa@méwmanﬁﬂ@“ﬂﬁwy”
if we could tell our readers the fruits of thils kind
of mistake -- and it was & mistake I thiok -- meybe there

csuld be = 1ittle more peace 1lu the world.

MOTHER (VERY EASILY, VERY MOTHERLY) But we never stole the car.

JOHN: I ¥now it. And those wild accusations about the killing
of Simms.

MOTHER: Yes, people are so mallclous sometlmes. They think the

worst about you.

JOHN: Mrs. Carton, one gets to the certaln polnt in ¢cne's life
when -- I don't know how to saey this, but you'd know
wuch better -- when the needs inslde one-- they have =2

way of building angd mounting. And sometimes they have to be
ghared or else - (HE INTZRRUPTS HIMSELF) Somebimes we're

gut off in the midst of. an idea, in the midst of a sentence
or & word and we haven't evened our accounts, have we?

MOTHER: (BEGIENING TO GET WORKED CN) There's some truth in that,
young men. I'm glaé my life has becn a good life.
JCEN: ple wyou sver see the letter that Mrs. Simma wrote to the

L.A.? Tre mother of -m-Fretm-gtmy, the man whose car
they sald you stole.

MOTHER: I didn't ¥now she wrote a letter. To whcm?

JOHN: Towas to the D.A. at the time of your trial. She
said "I feel"(I'm guoting now) "I feel so scrry for hery
Mrs. Carton. You see, I loved oy son.. I'm sure she

loved hers and I'm sure all her actions were gulded,
1ike mine, by her affection."” (LONG PAUSE) "Even the foul
and terrible thing she d1d to my boy."
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MOTHER:

JOHN :

MOTHER:

MOTHER:

JOHN:
MOTHER:
JOHN :

MOTHER:

JOHN:

MOTHER:

MOTHER:

_16..

(PAUSE) You know, she's right. That's just what happened.
It was love for Joseph.

(ATMOST A WHISPER) Wouldn't it be better to tell me 80 --
pecple could -- understand him -- better?

You know, I think it would. I guess. 1 guess the flrst

was that lovely girl Laverns.

I said to Joseph, "Jeseph, she's so pretty, such a sweet,
soft fece. Don't cut her, Joseph." (PAUSE) And that's
when -- (you see, he agreed) -=- he made the copper tub

and put the acid in apnd --

("s®ER)  Go ahead.

Walker wes next -- No, I'm mistaken. It was Clsen.
The tellow who worked in the gquarry. Ths e&:
dollar bank check.

He was a very ugly man, ncot nice at all andé btiz. I mean,
he was sc blg, really. Joseph said he'!d pever fit into the
tub so -- {CASUALLY) There was a lime pit nesr the

gquarry where he workec and --

Then Walker.

It was too bad abcut Walker because for 2 while I thought
He wzz golng to jolo us. He was & very prizkht toy and

very conslderate.

Whkat did you do with him?

We put him in the same place we put Laverne. ( PAUSE)
Except we had a little trouble with lLaverne's heed so --

Well, we put Walker 1o, all except hls head.

RTXOT Q1714719



JOHN :

MOTHER:

JORN :

MOTHER:

JOHH :

MOTHFR

JOHN:

MOTHER:

..17_

And the fourth was Simms.

I can see it llke 1t was yesterday. He was gitting on
the couch in my hotel room and we were talking about the
car. He had to go to Manile. for a job and he was selling
the cer. Reelly a very good price: $600 for a 1g46
Chevrolet.

Whet ¢i1d -- who did it to him?

oh, Josecph always did it. I'm not very strong you see.
Joseph had this hammer and he came up behiné the couch
where Mr. Simms wes sitting. He hit him once but he
gidn't hit him very hard and Mr. Simms was crying kind
of -- burt -- like you know =-- like an animael's been run
over. And Josephh -- he was slways very thoughtful. He
always put his victims out of their misery, 1 mean.
(PROUD) Joseph guickly hit him agein to kill him.

Whet ¢id you ¢o with the body?

Well, I'm not sure. I'm really not sure because I sort of

took & nap when 1t wes cover. You see, JOSeph had this

sack. It was liwe a waill pouch you kncw. I dontt know

where he got it and he wanted to put Mr. Simms lnte the

pouch and so he had to make it lock 1ike it wasn't &

body 1nside the pouch.

(WITH DISQUST) S0 he --

Yes. Engnauk4uﬂ5n4nmnwayheeun&ke»awbeéywﬂota&eekn&&hemw
RPN B VS iy v Lo o111 WG RGN A A ANl s e Lt o

.Jﬂﬁﬂﬂmua-ﬂ omgtf;:s I think ahould have besn & doctor,

& surgeon 1 mean.
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JOHN ¢

MOTHER :

JOHY
MOTHER:

JOE:

JOHN:

JOXE:
JOHN:

JOE:

_18_

(TRYING TC GET OUT OF IT) What did Joseph <o with him?
In the tank?

Ko. We moved from there and the tank was rusty anyhow.
I éon't koow what he did with him. He just tock 1t out

ané did something with it.

And that was all? b
Well, before I lay dcwn for a nap,%(was very tlred from

all thet work. You know what I mean. So I made him an

egg ncg for his strength with a little strewkcrry syrup

I had in the lcocbox.

You walk now a kind of sleep walking walk. The information
is almost tco much for a brain to carry. Your head reels
us you takc 1t to Police Chief Joris and his fece takes on
the seme rejection of this much discoloratica of the

human entity. But together, you walk to the cell where
Joseph Carton sits, reading & bock: "sgunets Froem the
Portugese” by Ellizabeth Barrett Brownlog.

"Hcw fo I love thee, let me count the ways' --

Carton, your mother just told me the whole story --
everything.

Do you read poetry?

Your mother told mec about Laverns Voorhees and Olsen and
Walkbr and Simms. About the acid and the tub 2nd the lime
plt and the sack.

(QUIETIY) Well, I guess there isn't anything for me to say

then. Because mother doesn't lie, 3she never did.

wihatewer—trer—{wtiirgyrerie-reTor
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JOHN : Wwhat did you do with Simms' body?
ld@f g
JOE: (SMILING) TOULTVE gov 10 BEK goieee

guesttorrs Is the reward still good, the & thousand

dollars reward for information leading to --

JONN @ I'm sure. I'm sure it 1is.

JOE: Then let me out of here. If11 be glad to show you.

(MUSIC; _ _IN WITH . . o o oo Y

NARR: He takes you to a wild stretch of road -- you and Pollce Chle

Chief Joris. There, at neat precise intarvels of three
hundred yards, he gestures with his handcuffcd hands.

And the dectall of wen dig up the remains of & wan who

once was golng to Manila éebirePmTIPITE TSIZLUUS for a
a1
job, until he met a grey halrcd mother =wype angd =i

_.numadmaﬂaevnﬂcaijﬁg?'
~FOHITT™ Eow many we Were 811 together?

re
Jelebhte You mean sipég}Butte, Montana?
FEY No, Cag}éﬁ. Since the beginning.
JOE: (TH;N%E} Let's see. There was 8 or 9 -- more. (BRIGHTLY)
T or 13, L Devepr coulrt rrerrrack ~ofrenbers
(MUSIC: _ _UPR FULL_TO TAG)

CHAPPELL: 1In just a moment we will read you & telegram from John
Kamps of the Butte, Montans Daily Post with the final

putcome of tonight's B1G STORY.

{CLOSING CCMMERCIAL)
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MUSIC:

HARRICE:

CHAPPELL:
HARRICE:

CHAPPRELL:

HARRICE:

CHAPFELL:

HARRICE:
CBAPPELL:
HARRICK:

CHAPFELLS

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
FROGR:M #182

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

TEROAT~3CRATCH (EFFECT) -=- THROAT-SCRATCH (ZFFECT) --
THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) --
guard against throat-scratcht (EFFECT)

Enjovy tha snooth smoking of fine tobhaccos.

PRLL MILL'S greater length of traditicnally fine

tobzoeos traveis the smoke furtherassce
Filters the smoke snd makes it mild.
puit by puff you're always ahead when ycu smoke PELL

MELL. At the first puff PELL MELL smoke is filtered

further than that of any other leading cizarette.
voreover, after 5 puffs, or i0, or 1%, cr 17, PELL LCLL
s+ill zives you a longoly natural filter of
rpaditionrally fine tebaccos - to guerd asszinst thrcat-

serateh. Yes, PELL MELL'S Fine zellow tobaccos give

—

you a speothness, Klliness and satisfaciion no other

ve offers you.

i

cigare
So dentt let threat-seratceh speil your s=oxing enjoyment

-

Guard ngalinst throst-seratechl

Eajoy spootih snokingl

ack “or tne lcheer, finer cigarette in the distinguished

red package - PELL MELL raMGUS CIGALEFTIS -
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CHAPPELL:

(MUSIC:
CHAPPELL:

mer/mm/cg

9/8/50 am

—22-—

THY BIG STORY 1s produced by Bernard J, Preckier with
music by Viadimir Sclinsky. Tonight's program wos adapted
by Arnold Perl from an actual story from the front pdges

of the Butte Monbanc Daily Post., Your marrator was

Bob Slanégaad-G go Petr%? 1ﬁ&?d|£ E t of John
Kanmps A I rder to prgiec the nzmes of people actually

lnvolved in tonight!s authentic BIG STORY, the names of
al} characters in the dramatization werc changed with the
cxception of the reporter, Mr. Kamps.

THEME UP FULL AKD FADE FOR:)

This 1z Ernest Chappell speaking for the mokers of

PELL MELI FAMOUS CIGARETTES.,

THIS IS NEC..,THE NATIONAL BROADCASTIHG COMPAITY.
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AS BROADCAST

THE BIG STORY
PROGRAM #183

CAST

NARRATOR BOB SLOANE
LITTLE GIRL GRACE KEDDY
MOTHER GRACE KEDDY
GENE GRANT RICHARDS
SHERIFF JIM BOLES
TRUCKLE JASON JOHNSON
FRED JASON JOHNSON
UNCLE MAC MAURICE FRANKLIN
ADAM BILLY LTPTON
MAN BILLY LIPTON

WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 27, 1950
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NBC_& NET THE BIG_STORY #183
§.0:00 -J- :(LO:BO I)’M SEPTEMBER 2 1950 WEDNESDAY
ANNCR: PELI, MELL FAMOUS CIGARETTES present THE BIG STORY!
(MUSIC: _ _ _FANFARE)_
e LoV FR
'BEB'Sj'
(FOOTSTEPS TOWARD MLKE TO STOP)
UNCLE MAC:  {SOFT) Son T int time.
ADAM: {WAKING) Momm?
UNCLE MAC: Pime to git up and go, boy. Rain's stopped. I'm
closin! upg’,ie ',7-'{1“,&
ADAM: Okay. (YAWN) Street's empty, too.
UNCLE MAC: Yep. Small town. Closes up early. I-only stayed open
this long so's you could sleep.
ADAM: Thanks, Pop. (PAUSE) I, uh -- I hate to do this, but
-~ I got to ask for some money.
UNCLE MAC: Why sure. Half s dollar help?
ADAM: T made a mistake sayilnt some. I meant -- all,
UNCLE MAC: No, DMNo ==
ADAM: Yep. Itts a holdup, Pop. Sorrj.
UNCLE MAC: Why -- why you young -- (A GRUNT}
ADAM: Look ocut, Pop -~ I'll -~ let go --
(BANG BANG, THUD) .
ADAM: Now ook what you made me.do, Pop!
{MUSIC: _ _ _HIT AND_GO) i
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-

CHAPPEL: THE BIG STORY. Here is America...its sound and 1ta
fury...its joy and 1lts sorrow...as falthfully reported
by the wen and women of the great Amerlcan newspapers,
{ PAUSE: COLD AND FIAT)} Birmlngham, Alabama.. From the
pages of The Post Herald -- the story of & reporter who
round a2 killer everybody had seen, but nobody knew.
And for his work -- to Gene Wortsman of the Birmingham
Fost Herald for his Big Story goes the PELL MELL AWARD!

{ OPENING COMMERGIAL}
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MUSIC:

HARRICE!

CHAPPELL:
HARRICHE:

CHAPPRELL:

HARAICE:
CEAFPELL

HARRICE:
CHAFPILL:
HARRICE:

CELPPELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIG STORY
PHROGRAM #133

OQPENING COMMERCILL

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THROAT-SCRATCH (IFFECT) ~-
THROLT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)

Guard against throat-scratchl {EFFECT)

Enjoy the smooih snmoking of fine tobaccos.

FiLL 1INLL'S greater lensth of traditionally fine

tohaccos travels the smoke further....

Filtew=s the smoke and makes 1% mild.

purf by puff you're always ahe:sd when you snoke PiLL
MELL. At the first puff PELL YELL smoke is filtered
fusther than thet of any other lezding cigarette.
Morsover, after 5 puffs, or 10, oF 1%, or 17, FELL
oL still sives you a longer, natural filter of
traditionally fine tobaccos -~ 1o suerd agninst throat-
seratch, Yes, PELL VELL'S fine mellow tobaccos give

you a gmoothness, milduess and satisfaction no cther

cigarette offers you.
Pentt let throat-seratch spoll your grncking enjoymant,
Guard against throat-scratch!

Enjoy smooth smoking!

nsk for the longer, finer cigarette in the distinguish

red package - PELL MELL PANOUS CIGARBETTZS -

ngutstandingi”

ind - they arg mildl
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BIG STORY 9/29/50 -y - REVISED

(MUSTC:_ _ INTRODUCTION AND UNDFR)

CHAPPELL: BRirmingham, Alavema. The story as 1t ectuslly happened,
Qene Wortsman's story as he lived 1t.

NARR: The biggest story you, Gene Wortsman of the Birmingham
Alabamr Post, have turned up today, has Leen the weather.

On the prowl around town, you've phoned in tasty titbite

apout washouts, skids, and backec up severs, Tn

Birmingham, ncbedy's ocut under the ¢loudburst -=- but out
on Route 31, heading north -- things are different]
ADAM (YELLS) Hi! Fow about o -~

(CAR WHISHRS BY UNDER}
ADAM: TArt, (PAUSE) Nubs.
{oUT OF PREVIOU3, TRUCK UP AND TC =PCP, FYMGINE
IDLING)
TRUCKIF: (CALLS) Come on, come on! Hep ini
ADAM: (COMIHG C8) I'm comin'! (ON) Gee -- thanks 2 mlllion.
(TRUCK STARTS UKDER AND KEEPS GOING SETEIND)
TRUCKIE: That o d2y you pleked for hiteh=hikin', Doy, You loclk
half-drovned!
ADAM: Sure am wet,
TRUCKIE:  You're lucky I come alomg, Private cor wven't stop for
no hitoh-hikers, get thelr front seats 211 scaked,
How far you goinl?

ADAM : Gardendale, 'Bout four miles up on 31,
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BIG STORY 9/29/50 -4 5 - REVISED

TRUCKIE:

ADAM:
TRUCKIE:
ADAM :
TRUCKIE:

I know, T know, Runh this route regular between
Birmingham and Noshvlille, Wish you was goin' farther,
I only plek up hiteh-hikers for company. You from
Gardendale?

Nope.

Lookin' for work?

Oh...sort of,

Won't find any in Gardendale. That's just a little

bitty place, Nothin' there but a general store,

RTHOT Q17148
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ADAM:

TRUCKIE:

{MUSIC:

TRUCKIE:

UNCLE MAC:
ADAM:
UNCLE MAC:

ADAM :

UNCLE MAC:

ADAM:

LITTLE GIRL:

ADAM:

LITTLE GIRL:

ADAM

LITTLE GIRL:

_5_
I got & woman there.
Ch, Thatts different. (CHUCKLES) Women., Boy I

could tell you stories ---

(TRUCK TO STOP, RAIN CONTINUING)

Okawv, fella, Herel!s Gardendale. There's the general

store, Anybody knows where your gal lives, 1t111 be

Uncle Mac., Knows everyecody in town, So-long.

{TRycx UP, FADING AWAY BEHIND RUMNNING STEPS TO
DCOR OPENING WITH LITTLE TINGLE-BELL,}

Hewdy. Wet out, ain't 1t7

Sure 1s,

Do somethlng for ye, sonny?

Fella Just gave

Well, JItm Just passint through,

me a 1ift saild youtld know most folks in town. You
knoew & Sally Bests?
Why sure, Lives right cr the third street up, second

(SMILE) Ainlt but four houses on the

house in.
street, canl't miss 1t.

Thanks.

(FEET RAIN CONTINUING, UP STEEFS TO 3TOP)
Hello, mister,

Well! Whol!re you? d

USSR
T live next door., Mama said I could play on the porch
here if I didn't go runnint in the rain, "
Dont't the Folks in this here house mind?

Oh, they don't live here no more,
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BIG STORY 9/27/50 -5~ REVISED

ADAM:

LITTLE GIKI::

ADAM;

LITTLE GIRL:

ADAM:

LITTLE GIRL:

ADAM:

LITTLE GIRL:

(VUSIC:
ADAM:
UNCLE FAC
ABDADM:
UNCLE MAC:
ADAN:
UNCLE MAC:

hey don't, huh? You know the girl uased 1o work
Tor 'em? Sally Beets?

Sure,

She gone too?

Yep.

Shucks.

You her boy friend?

{CHUCKLES) Wouldn't you like to know,

(SINGING) Sally's got & boy friend, Sally's got

a boy friend, (FADING AS FPODT3TEPS G2 TOWMN 2TAIRS
ARD WT STAY WITH THEM) Sally's got a oy friend {AD LIB

T0)

(D00R-SREGS, LITTLE BELL RINGS)
You give me a wrong steer, Foo. It wes the right
house, sure ‘enough, but the folks she was stayin!
with!'ve up and Jone,
Ty, thatts so! Shame on me ror forgettin'}?  Aaythin?
I can <o for ye else, boy?
Vell,...I'11 te movin'! on down the rvoali, I gusss,
out I'm sc sopniat! drizmplnt wet, Could I sort ar
“ole up here & while till I dry up anc ©r2 re.in stops?
Supe, (PAUSE, GENTIER) Like a bite to e2t, son?
Oup ‘of coifee? Got some on & stove out Tack,
Tike to work fo» it, Pop.
F-ir enough, Git your coat and shint ¢2f, hang 'em
an to dry. . . then sweep up around, {45 FOOTSTEPS
GO OFF, HE PROJECTS A BIT) Tell ye what! Ye'll find

a parrel o' sswiust out there!
(MORE)
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BIG S8TORY 9/27/50 -S4~ REVISED

UNCIE MAC:
(COWT D)

UNCLE MAC:
FRED:
UNCLE MAG:

UNCLE MAG:

FRED:

UNCLE FAC:

FRED:

Jake and sprinkle some arcund the floor alter ye sween

ug,- tooj then help self-just stretch out Tack then anc

make self to home.

Anything slse, ¥Fred?

& pox of kitchen matches and thattll 2o If, Uncle bMec,
night, How's ebout & shest o' sandpever for sewlin!

n your Jjeans vhere you strike 'em? THEY BOTH

-l

X

CHUCKLE) Thet comes to wmevemey-five cente, Fred,

{COUNTING OUT) Twenty-Five, fi7ty, sixty, seventy and

five 1s a dollar, Thank ye Fred. And there's & stiox
at lickerish For thke young uns.

Thanks Uncle }ee, 3ay -- wyho's thet all a-sz»rawled
asut by the stove there?

Houw you're the elighty-leventh customexts esied me

[+

that! Just some feller caucht onthe rici bty the
storm, (CHUCKLTS) Customers comin' and goint', and he
sleers rirht on through, Aaash, wish I could

siger lize that,

Theuwratle stlll “othorin! you?
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UNCLE MAC:

FRED:
UNCLE MAC:

FRED:

_7-
Justk somewkedderTHUENL O LI
t st :
(CHUCKLES) Customers cominl.and”golint, and he sleeps

right on thrgggnfwf”ﬁgéah, wish T could sleep like that.
Hhéuﬁé%3%35%11T“B%§ﬁ€?ﬁﬁ?fyau$~m-

Yep. I got me a'gdése—greaSe cloth wrapped around my
middle, but it don't seem to -~

Why that'!s no good for pheumatiz! You want to take
gome of thils railnwater, blle it up till she bubbles,
make up some hot pads and let tem soak rlght where

it bothers ycoul! vou see, ralnwater's got all the
natural chemicals from the air, and when they get to
soakin' in the joints, why, (FADING) that'!ll lick
the rheumatiz, the pleurlsy, the come-and-go fever,

the yaller Jaundlce, the. . .

lﬂuﬁlﬁi._._._.HIEF_E&RLX_FEQM,EEHIHD_IZJ_FQLﬁ[SELY, LUT. DOWH BREHINDL

MARR:

LITTLE GIRL:

LITTLE GIRL:

LITTLE GIRLg

Yeah, Just a 1ittle councry store where nelghbors

swap old jokes and older cure-alls. And strangers

can sleep out a rainstorm, . .and customers think

nothing of 1t. And where, the next morning after the

raln --

(DOOR OPENS WITH LITTLE BELL, SMALL FOOTSTEPS )

Hello?

{SILENCE)

Hello-oh! Uncle Mace!

(FOOTSTEPS WALK AROUND A BIT)

Oh =-- there vou are. Uncle Mac, Mama wants a --

{(PAUSE) Say =-- Uncle Mac.

ATHAT Q171486




LITTLE GIRL:

LITTLE GIRL:

LITTLE GIRL:

SHERTFTF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE &

SHERIFF:

GENE :

SHERIFE:

GENE :

SHERIFF:

GENE:

-8-
{TWO MORE STEPS)
Whattre you lyin! there for? Donitt you feel good?
{ANOTHER STEP)
(WHISPER) Uncle Mac? Uncle --
(RAFID RUNNING OF STEPS, DOOR FLUNG OPEN, MAKING
LITTLE BELL WILDLY RING, AND OVER IT)
(MADLY YELLING) Mema, Mama, Mama! (AND SCREAMING INTO)

Through that do r with 1ts kindly, tinkly bell -- is

s =T,
& LI AL S

where yo@pébﬁé in,‘hot from Birmingham after the story.
Now the body!s gone, a sheriff fills you in, ., .,
Funny thing was, we all thought his heart had took
him. It'd been actin! up lately,
Ur-hm, Then what?
Well, thinkin! of that, I undid his shirt and come
across this googe grease cloth arcund hls chest,
for rheumatiz --
I see, I see, but -;
And there was this bullet heole in 1. <Clcth held
back the blood, For—-
What caliber?
Thirty-elght.
(TO HIMSELF) Finding of body, chest wound, thirty-
eight, . ,Can I use this phone?
Sure. Just wind the handle and give the girl your
rumber,
Uh-hm.

(EANDLE-TYPE PHONE SOUND, RINGS)

RTHOT Q171487




SHERIFR:

CENE:

GENE:

SHERIFF:
GENE ¢

SHERITF':

GEN=:
SHERIFFE:

GENE :

SHERIFF:

GENE:

-9 -
Ah, let me have the Birmingham Post Herald, please -~
collect, T'11 wait, (TO SHERIFF) Shreriff, would you
say this storekeeper, Alec McGregor was well 11ked
around thesze parta?
(QUIET) 1'd say, mister, and the whole town'd say with
me, he was a beloved kind o! man.
Scugse me, Sheriff, ing.. This 1a Wortsman,; Look, this
11 ttle mupder up in Gardendale, I don't think 1t sdds ud
o tuch. ~+ Ifll come in with --
{WE HAVE HEARD FOOTSTEPS GO AWAY AND BELL TINKLE
IVOR OPENS)
Hold it, desk. (CALLS) Sheriff, where'll you be, in case
I need you?
(OFF} Muniéipal hall, at the meetin'.
Yhat meeting?
Well, there Qa a young feller aleepin® in the store all

efternocon., We fiadrqﬂhe killed Uncle Mpc -~ 80 we’*e, o

[ 2

- .
1 , ;

eallin' together everyood%qwho visited the qtore;\zﬁ(“‘”
Holy Cat. Why didn't you tell me that before?

Never asked me, J

Listen Desk -- forget what I just saicd avout a routine
case. T just found out this is a murder in vhich
twenty-odd people saw the killer -- in wpncad daylight!
Hold 1t. (PAUSE) Sheriff -- who was this joung fellow?
Him? Huh. That's the thing we don't know, mister, ,
{UPj Desk! Twenty-odd people saw him -- and nobody knovs

him; (PAUSE) I'm pot coming in -~ I'd staying!

{(MIDDLE COMMERCIAL)

ATXKOT 0171488
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HARRICE:

CHAFPRLL:

HARRIC!:

CHAPPELL:

HARRICE:

CEAPFELL:

HARRICE:

THE BIC STORY
PACGRAN #1383

{IDDLE CONMERCTAL

e — e e

THROAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT) -- THAOAT- SCRALTCH (EFFECT) ~-
TYROLT-SCRATCH {(EFFECT)

guzrd against throzt-scratchi (ZFPRCT)

Injoy the smooth smoling of fine tobhaccos.

PELL IZLL'S grester leoneth of treditionz:ily fine

tobzceos travels thne smoke further....

1

Filters th: smoke and makes it mild.
Fuff by ouff you'rs slways ahead waen you sooke PALL
VELL., At the first puff PELL 1.LL smecke it filtered

ok

further than that of any othor Taading clziraved.

Morsover, after § puffs, or 10, cr 15, eor 17, PILL
MELL %111 gives you s longer, nztural ilie? of fine
teborcos - to guard zgainst throzt-seraten.

For PELL FZLL'S greater length travels the znoke

further on its way to your throat - filisrs it

raturalliy through PELL MZLL'S traditionally fine,
mallow tobsccos - guards against throat-scratch.
Yes, PELL MELL'S fine mellow tcbaccos glvz you &

smoothncss, mildness and getisfaction nc ciner

cizarette offers you. Guard against throzz-scratchl
injoyv smooth smoking!

Ask for thce lonmer, finer cigasratte in the distinguishsd
red packege - PELL MILL FANOUS CIG-RATTES -

"gutstandingl"

ind - they are mild!l
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NARRATOR:

SHERIFF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE:
MAN :

(MUSIC:

"SHERIFF:
*FRED:

SHERIFF:

-11-

This is Cy Harrice, refturning you to your narrator and

the Plg Story of Genhe Worisman, as he 1lived it ---and

wrote 1t.
Uncle Mac -- beloved keeper of a general store in little
Gardendale, outside Birmingham -- has been murdered.

Every customer in his store that afternocn saw the killer

-- but nobody mows him. ~And you are staying on thls
story with the sheriff, especilally when he tells you the
next thine on the program 1is --

A house-to-house canvass of the whole town .. —Houpe—be

[ o
"g‘I'll need, deput%gﬁ/

e
I I'm good at askinv auestions. Itts

my buslness.

Ckay. I hereby deputlze you. {PAUSE) You take this

. l'.'.r( E
pide of town. I'11 take the other. I
I' ey

UP AND AWAY UNDER) i

i
e

_________ . :'
— |’ A IR o |f‘,_,,,f1('

SR

You did see him Nister?\Could you deseribe him? 9yﬁ

Well. . .letts see. Dark halr, kind of sllcked down.,.a.-”

AN R

Any idea of his helght?

Well., , . near as I could tell, he wasnt't much taller
than you, How tall are you?

About five eight.

Well, then, He was about that. Maybe even shorter,
Say -- Pive seven, about,

UP AND AWAY FOR}

You say:jou sauw him Fred? What did he look like?
L

oh, . .kind of sandy hair, standin? stralght up.

You get any impression of helght? (CLRRBEE-

ATHKQT Q1721430
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FRED:

SHERIFF:
FRED:

GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:
GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE!
SHERIFF:

-12-
Mmmmm. . . the way he was gtretched out there, I'd say --
well -- how tall are you, Swepdffs
S1x foot even.
He was longer'n you, Sheriff, Better say six foot one,

Maybe two.

You could have prediﬁted that, Gene Wortsman, Take awe—-
five witnesses to é{gimple aceldent -- and what do you get
from them? Pive different stories . .

ind what's worse here, Sheriff -- besides there being
twenty-odd witnesses they all saw him 1n different lights
....different times...different sleeplng positicns...
Yep, Thattd account for some folks sayin' he was dark-
haired, slicked back --

From the rain, sure --

And others sayin! he was falr, standy-up halr --

Dried out afterii;{égél RBut what do we know for sure --
excluding all the conflicting testimony? Can't send

out an alarm for an unknown wman rangilng from flve foot
four to six foot three, hair from blonde to dark, age

from 18 throuzh 35, thatts for sure., What do we know

f'or sure?
Well, one -- he had to be a hitch-hiker, cause there's
ne record of his gettin' off a bus or traln -- and two,

he had to be a stranger to town --
Now there's where I disagree with you? UWhy? a stranger?

Cause nobody who saw him ever seen him before, thatts why!

RTHOT Q171491



BIG STORY 9/20/50 - 13 - REVISED

GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE:
SHERIFF:
GENE :

SHERIFF':

GENE :
SHERIFF:
GENE :
SHERIFF:
GENE :

SHERIFF:

SHERIFF:

Sheri ff could there be sanybody who could have told this
stranger the ¢ld man had enough cash hldden away to make
it worthwhile robbing him? On the theory, sheriff,

that Cardendale isn't a very likely spot for & holdup
vithout advance information of some kind.

Nobody I can think of -- unless it was Uncle Mac's
ex-wife.

Oh - oh, Where 15 she?

Oh, Birmingham, somewhere., They never dld get along.

Why not?

Oh, one of them gpring-marries-winter things. He was
tvice her age, even more.

She have any toy friends?

Some say.

Jhat do you =ay.

Well,..respectin’ the memory of an old friend, I --

Hot s a friend, What do you say as a law officer?

{LOW) T say -- (PAUSE) I say she was no good, She played
Uncle Mac for & sucker whenever his back was turned,
{BEAT) -- finally, he threw her out.

(QUIET) 01d men marries young girl, Young girl makes fool
6® old man. 0O1d man throws young girl out. Young girl
gets mad --

(GETTING IT) -- mad enough to sic 2 boy friend on the old
man, tellin' him the old man's got money, where to find

the money -- you got it!

ATHAT Q171482




BIG STORY ©/29/50 - 134 - REVISED

GENE: Maybe., But we haven't got the boy fr%en@. Or the wife.
Did Uncle Mac's wife have any fricnd%?i;htown?'

SHERIFF! Well she did have one friend - a youné‘gal nawed Sally
Beets,

GRHNE Beets! With a name llke that -- my desk can find her!

RTHAT 0171493



-1 l-

GENE: Beeta, desk, Beets. B for baby, double E for --
Yeah ~- Sally Beets, Mireyrpoessr=t And call me
back when you find her!

{MUSIC: _ HIT AND_GO) o dean A

GENE: Good, desk, goodff.N;w -~ send somebody out and ask
het where we can find Etta MacDonald -- yeh the former
wife of the man who was killed. And call me back.

{wusic: _ HIT AND GO)

GENE: What? (PAUSE) She knows, desk, she knows! Stlck
around and follow her! And when she leads you to Etta
MaeDeonald -- don't call me. Call the police!l

(MUSIC _ HIT AND GO_FOR)

GENE: Sheriff -- they 're sticking with Sally. I've got a
hunch this 1z golng to work cut --

SHFERIFPF: Hope so.

GENE: Tt will, 1t will, In fact, I'm so sure of it, I'm golng
to knock off detecting and go back to my own buslness --
asking questions.

SHERIFF: Where'!'ll you be, in case 1t comes through?

GENE: (CHUCKLE) In Gardendale ~- hov far can I be? TI'l1 just
rosey around town and plck up what we in the news
business call local color, (SOFTER} Matter of fact,
vhat I'm going to do, Sheriff, 1z plek up =ome more
material to back up that word I used to describe Uncle

¥ac. {PAUSE) Beloved.

(MUSIC: _HIT_AND_GO UNDER)

ARTXOT Q171434




BIG STORY 9/27/50 ~14-A- REVISED

Your interviewlng takes you up the steps of a house

NARR:
on the second street up from Uncle Mac's store. But
your knocking on thls door gets you --
(KNOCKING FROM UNDER)
GENE: Hello? Anybody home there?

{ SILENCE)
(FOOTSTEPS DOWN AND WALK ALONG STREET TC UPCOMING

FROM UNDER)

BN

RTHOT Q171498




- LITTLE GIRL:
|

GENE:

LITTLE GIRL:
’.’: LI §
TN

CLITTLE GIRL:

GENE:

LITTLE GIRL:

GENE:

LITTLE GIRL:

GENE:
LITTLE GIRL:

GENE:
LITTLE GIRL:
GENE:
LITTLE GIRL:

_15_
(ALONG WITH SOUND OF BOUNCING BALL} (AD-LIB: WHEREVER

SHE FAIL3, GENE STOPS HER) Late last night and the

night be-fore -- 4 lemon and a pickle came a-knockin'

on the door. {ON FULL NOW) Went downstairs to let

them 1n, they hit me on the head with a rolling pin.
three, four, filve, six ==

One, tvo,

(COMING UP WITH STEPS) Say, little girl -~ does

anybody live in that house?

(AD LIB AS INDICATED) Seven, elght -- (ROUNCE STOFS)

¥pu made me misgal

*gﬁé ﬁggéé§-iives there anyhow, %0 there.

Oh. Who did?

Sally Beets.

(PAUSE)
(FOOTSTEPS WALK AWAY UNDER)

Sallyts got a boy friend, SRR

ooy rEremay Sally's got a boy friend, one, two, three

Ok, ckay .

(WITH BALL)

four --

(STARTS AT END OF FIRST "BOY FRIEND") (FOOTSTERS
COME BACK TO STOP, AND )}
Say -- (WHICH BUST® UP THE GAME AGAIN)
(AD LIB WITH TIMING OF STEES: NICE WORK IF THE SOUND
MAN CAN GE? IT, IF NOT I HAVE A PRIVATE BALL-BOUNCER)
Oh yeulte always meking me miss!
How dc you know Sally's got a boy friend?
Cause he came to mee her yesterday, that's why!
(SUPPRESSED) Little girl -- where do you live?

Right next door here. Why?

RATHOT 01771436




GENE:

MOTHER:

GENE:
MOTHER:

MOTHER:

MOTHER:
SHERIFF:
MOTHER:

SHERIFF:

MOTHER:

GENE:

{IOTHER:

GENE:
SHERIFF:

GENE:

-16-
Nothing, honey. Just wait right here. 1 want to

talk to your mother!

Well -- if you say I should, I gueas 1t'e all right.
But I -~ I hate to subject the child to a thing
1like that.
(SOFT) She's a witness, ma'am. You can't deny that.
No, that I can't. Well -- if you think 1t's all
right -~ we'll go. I'll just get my hat, and --
(PHONE RING3 A CERTAIN WAY)
Excuse me - that's our ring.
(PHONE PICKED UF)
Hello?
(FILTER] Mrs, King?
Yes.
(FILTER) Mrs. King, this is the Sheriff. Would you
come beockeow~down to the hall for a few mlnutes?
Why -- why sure, Sheriff, but --
The sheriff? Let me talk to him -- please!
{DHIB-BPEREH-BEHINDOBNE} Now what in the world's
goin' on? Murders, and strangers, and comin' and
golnt! -~ herel
(FAST) Sheriff -- I got something! A llttle --
(FILTER) Say -- I been lookin' for you! I don't care

what you got -- I got something better! Blvmingham N

[ .
police just called up « ~ Your paper found Etta Maci-~r ..

Oh, swell, lb~--

RTHOT Q171497




BIG STORY- $/27/50 -17- REVISED

SHERIFF:

GENE:

SHERIFF:

GENE:
SHERIFF:
{Mysics _ _
SHERIFF:

GEKE :

SEERIFF:

GENE:

SﬁERIFF:

GEWE:
SHERIFF:
GENE:

(FIIAFR) And through her, they traced 5ally Beet's
boy friend, who never turned up Tor work today!

And they've bringin’® him in here for the folks to
1dentify him!

Phat's swell, Shepiff,

(FILTER) Sco I'm roundin' up the folks who seen him
eiadwis. You better come on 1n, I think we got it busted,
Good! But I've got & witness who says she ~=-

(FILTER) Okay -- bring her in witn you!
Up_AlP_AMAY_ FOR).

A little girl? You must be crazy! I've been in there
all afternoon with twenty-two grownups -

Twenty-one, The girl's mother hasn't looked him over
yab -- | _

Twznby-one, then, Makin' a fool of nyself in ffont of
the Birmingham law =~ and;§gﬁ.want me Lo have & child
100k at hin! '

What do you mean, waking a fool of yoursell?

of those twenby-one grown up adult men and women - You
wnow now many positively identified him as the fellow
they seen asleep in Uncle Mac's store?

How many?

1w, Six out of twenby-one.

six, Tnat's not good, 1s 1%%

ATHAaT 0171498




BIG STORY - 9/27/50 -17A- REVISED

SHERIFF: You ain't heard rothin' yet! Just to make sure, I
1ined him up with one of the Birminghem detectives and
onc oit the reporters from your paper who core zlong

with them ---

GENE: oh=on-=-
SHERIFF: veah. Oh~oh is right, Eight of lem Ldentilfied the
deteative -~ and three your buddy! Teavin'! threc whe

veren't sure, And you want me to let a 1littls girl
look at him!

GEWE: Yes, I do,

SHERIFE': Why?

GENE {¢uiTT) Sheriff a child sees things grovnugs don't, And
this enlld iz the only person who sav kim ewake, And
she won't ve afraid to say yes or Lo, CAuUSC zhe doesn't
poalize what will hang -~ and I do mean nant U on

ter word, (PAUSE) Sheriff -= please.

RTHOT Q171499
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61,’3’&8--\_) P
SHERIFF: o¢h . a2ll right WMM
farphen T knock omrhimesees three times & é oan —“&?u
{MUSIC: _ _ _ BRIDGE)
GENE: (GENTLY) Now you're sure you knovw what will happen
to you if you tell a lie, Margeret? . . - -7,
LA ey ,/,"_'/’-'f" LR
LITTLE G: Yessir. o Stigpnt B
GENE hat? P SRRV ¥ TN
NE 3 That? - a
Vhat ./‘/ _‘ E e e
LITTLE G: What they sald_in Sunday School..s . - 5'j!. . ;__‘/{wh;”
../' o ' Lo . . .
GENE: What d%g{$hey aay?
LITTLE &3 Thqy/ééid we wouldn't go to Heaven if we tell lies.

GENE: j////ﬁil right, Margavet. In 2 minute, welve going tO «me
Mt e FowlpasETing-be Sce 4 man Lased. I want

vou to say 1T you'lve ever seen that men peforve. Jue

cr YeSmaneno T NN Ng~e15e . Okay?
LITTLE: Okay, mister.
(KNOCK, XNOCK, XNOCK, ON DOCR)

(DOOR OPENS, FOOTSTEPS, THEN TO STOP)

SHERIFF: {QUIET) Come on, son

ADAM: What now, mister? Aln't you goin' to let me go?
SHERIFF: Don't know yet, son  All right. Stand tnere
GENE (AFPER A BEAT)} Well, Margaret?

LITTLE G: Do I have to say?

GENFE: Ves, noney.

LITTLE G: Well .. that's him.

GENF.: That's who, honey?

LITTLE G: That's the man that came lookin’® for sally Beets.
ADAM: Phatts a lie! I never seen that kid in my 1ife before!
LITTLE G: Doooh, you did sol

ADAM take her prove 1t, make her prove it!

ATHOT 0171500



LITTLE G:

_19——
(SHRILLY) Mister, vou're not gonna go to heaven cause

you're tellin' lies' I Gid so see you, I did s0!

ADAM: (YELLING) You &td not, you never did' Sheriff, I
never seen this kid, never!

SHERIFF: make 1t easy, son., She still aln't proved it

LITTLE &3 But I can!

3RERIFF: How? ) Fa_ . JL_’Uﬁ

LITTLE Gt By the picture, . '“—35 ¢~?ff :';.}/’.-

GENE What picture, Marzaret? f-fZ;}pigﬁ 5’;,.;,>“L“

LITTLE G: He has a picture on his arqi' I never sav & man with
a picture on his arm, and I wouldn't forget a man
with a pleture on his arm Make him rell his slesves
up, like they was rolled up vhen he came lookin' for
8ally Beets -- and see if he ain't got a picture on
his arm jA;; ﬁ?fﬁf

SHERIFF : A1l right sdﬁ){ roll it up -

GFNE: (PAUSE) Look, sheriff. He's tettooced. (QUIET} Enough
for 2 kid who never saw cone before to remember --
and sowmething nonc of the grownups evedssaw or
romembered,

SEERITR: {PAUSE) Come on, son. We got a lot of guestions to

* ask &nd answer, we and you.

{MgsIC: _ _ _ HIT. AND GO FQR)

CEAPPFLL: In just a moment we will read you a telezram from
Gene Wortsman of the Birmingham Alabama Post Herald
with the final outcome of tonight's BIG STORY,

(MysIcs _ - _ &EXmQ)

(CLOSING COMMERCGIAL)

ATHGT Q171501
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HaRRICE:s

CH..PPELL:
HiARICT:
CiH{APPILL:

HARRICE:
CHAFPELL:

HaRRICE:
CHaPPELL:
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CH..FPELL?
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Td% BIG STORY
PROGRAM #183

CLOSING COMMERCIAL

_(BIHIND),
THACAT-SCRALICE (EFFHCT) - THROLT-SCRATCH (DFFECT) --
PHEOAT-SCRATCH (EFFECT)
Gusrd sgainst throat-seratch: (FFRCT)
Enjoy thae smeoth simoking of finc tobaccos,
PRLL +2LL'S grester leneth of traditionally fine
tobaccos travels the snoke furthcre.. -

ilters the smoke and mekos it mild,
Fuff by »uff wou're zlways shoad when you swoke PRLL
MFLL. A%t the first ouff PLLL MELL smoke is filtered
rurther than that of eny other lLending cignrette,
ilorcover, alter 5 pufis, or 10, or 15, cr 17, PELL
“3LL siill glives you a longer, notural £iltor of
treditionally fine tobaccos - 10 guerd against throst-
seratch., Yosg, PDLL BILL'S rine mellow tobzceos give

you o SinQnihness, mildness arn! sntisfgction o othar

cigrrette offers you.

Sp don't lot throat- -serateh znoll your sncking enjoyncint,
J = J o

Guzrd against throat-scratehl
Enjov smooth smoking!

isl for the lenger, finer cigarette in the distinguishr.

red pnckege - PELL MELL FA¥OUS CIGARETIOS -

RTHKOT Q171502
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Mysjes .. _ TAG)

CHAPPELL: flov ve read you the telegram flom Gene Wortsman ol
the Birminghau deloivess. Post Herald.

WORTSMAN ¢ To further coproborate testimony of B year old child
in tonight'!s Big Story, State Police picked up truek
ariver who identificd killex. That together with
discovery of 35 mevolver in killer's hicecut locked
vp case. Killer wenbt to chair last monti after full
confession., My sincerest thanks for tonight's PELL
METI. AWARD,"

CHAPPRILL: Thank you, Mr. Wortsman .,. the makers o PELL MELL
FAOUS CIGARTTTES are proud to present you the PELL
MRLL 3500 Awaprd for notable service ‘n the fleld of
journallsm

HARRICF.: Listen again next week, same bime, same station, when
PYLL MELL FAMOUSZ CIGARFETTES will present ancther BIG

TORY - A BIG STORY from the front pages of the New

=

ork Times. By-line Joscph ﬂ’ Harf. A BIG STQBY abous

Y Freirt S

Hucem—fobipoam Penorter Who ran into the-unbelieveable

£

story of the nearly perlect crime . commt vt atr-meerines

“ B A nneeenipreonie-
(MURIC: THEM=_WIPE AND TADE_TQ BG Ol CUE)
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CHAPPELL:

(MUsIC:

CHAPPELL:

- 22 -
THE BIG STORY is produced by Bernard J. Prockter with
music by Vladimir delinsky. Tonight's program WE S
adanted by Alan Sloan from an actual story from the
front poges of the Birminghan, Alabama Post Herald.
Your narrator was Bob Sloan, and Grant Richards played
the part of Gene Wortsman. In order to protect the
names ol neople acetually involved in tonight's
avihentic BIG STOKY, the names of =11 characters in thc
dromotigation were chenged with the gxception of the

reporter, ir. Vortsmar.

__.._.._-.._-..._.-._._-—---_.__

This is Erncst Chappell speaking for the mz<ers of
PELL wELL Fali0US CIGRETTIS, (PAUSE)

Unre's en opportunity for every young man over 17 %o
secure his future and the future of america dy

joining the National Guard, onec of our oldest praudest
military organizations. A Netionzl Cuardsman not only
gots exnert training among friends from his community,
but he learns new skills to kelp in his civilian
carcaor. And Regular Army and 4ir Fcree pay scales
apoly to every hour of training a Guardsman takes.

So join your hometown Netional Guard -- tomorrow!

THIS IS5 NBC...sws TEE NiTIONAL BRO.LDCASTING COMPANY,
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